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Swanmore, a village near Southampton in southern England — Leacock’s birthplace


Literary Lapses
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The Canadian humorist Stephen Leacock was born in England in 1869. His father, Peter Leacock, and his mother, Agnes Emma Butler Leacock, were both from affluent families. The Leacock family, eventually consisting of eleven children, immigrated to Canada in 1876, settling on a one hundred-acre farm in Sutton, Ontario. Young Stephen was home-schooled until he was enrolled at Upper Canada College, Toronto. He became the head boy in 1887 and then entered the University of Toronto to study languages and literature. In spite of completing two years of study in one year, he was forced to leave the university when his father had abandoned the family. Instead, Leacock enrolled in a three-month course at Strathroy Collegiate Institute to become a qualified high school teacher.

His first appointment was at Uxbridge High School, Ontario, though he was soon offered a post at Upper Canada College, where he remained from 1889 to 1899. He also resumed part-time studies at the University of Toronto, graduating with a B.A. in 1891. However, Leacock’s real interests were turning towards economics and political theory, and in 1899 he was accepted for postgraduate studies at the University of Chicago, where he earned his PhD in 1903. 

Three years later, he wrote Elements of Political Science, which remained a standard college textbook for the next twenty years and became his most profitable book. He also began public speaking and lecturing, and he took a year’s leave of absence in 1907 to speak throughout Canada on the subject of national unity. He typically spoke on national unity or the British Empire for the rest of his life.

Leacock had begun submitting articles to the Toronto humour magazine Grip in 1894 and was soon publishing numerous humorous articles in Canadian and American magazines. In 1910, he privately published a choice selection of these pieces in Literary Lapses. The book was spotted by a British publisher, John Lane, who issued editions in London and New York, assuring Leacock’s future as a writer. This was followed by Nonsense Novels (1911) – probably his finest collection of humorous sketches — and by the more sentimental favourite, Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town (1912). Leacock’s humorous style is reminiscent of Mark Twain and Charles Dickens at their sunniest — evidently shown in the satisfying work My Discovery of England (1922). Collections of Leacock’s sketches continued to follow almost annually, providing an inimitable mixture of whimsy, parody, nonsense and satire that was never bitter.
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Leacock as a young man


My Financial Career
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WHEN I GO into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything rattles me.

The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot.

I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty dollars a month and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.

So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had an idea that a person about to open an account must needs consult the manager.

I went up to a wicket marked “Accountant.” The accountant was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice was sepulchral.

“Can I see the manager?” I said, and added solemnly, “alone.” I don’t know why I said “alone.”

“Certainly,” said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.

“Are you the manager?” I said. God knows I didn’t doubt it.

“Yes,” he said.

“Can I see you,” I asked, “alone?” I didn’t want to say “alone” again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.

The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an awful secret to reveal.

“Come in here,” he said, and led the way to a private room. He turned the key in the lock.

“We are safe from interruption here,” he said; “sit down.”

We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice to speak.

“You are one of Pinkerton’s men, I presume,” he said.

He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.

“No, not from Pinkerton’s,” I said, seeming to imply that I came from a rival agency.

“To tell the truth,” I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie about it, “I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank.”

The manager looked relieved but still serious; he concluded now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.

“A large account, I suppose,” he said.

“Fairly large,” I whispered. “I propose to deposit fifty-six dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly.”

The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the accountant.

“Mr. Montgomery,” he said unkindly loud, “this gentleman is opening an account, he will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good morning.”

I rose.

A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.

“Good morning,” I said, and stepped into the safe.

“Come out,” said the manager coldly, and showed me the other way.

I went up to the accountant’s wicket and poked the ball of money at him with a quick convulsive movement as if I were doing a conjuring trick.

My face was ghastly pale.

“Here,” I said, “deposit it.” The tone of the words seemed to mean, “Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us.”

He took the money and gave it to another clerk.

He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before my eyes.

“Is it deposited?” I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.

“It is,” said the accountant.

“Then I want to draw a cheque.”

My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Someone gave me a chequebook through a wicket and someone else began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote something on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.

“What! are you drawing it all out again?” he asked in surprise. Then I realized that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look at me.

Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.

“Yes, the whole thing.”

“You withdraw your money from the bank?”

“Every cent of it.”

“Are you not going to deposit any more?” said the clerk, astonished.

“Never.”

An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had insulted me while I was writing the cheque and that I had changed my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like a man with a fearfully quick temper.

The clerk prepared to pay the money.

“How will you have it?” he said.

“What?”

“How will you have it?”

“Oh” — I caught his meaning and answered without even trying to think— “in fifties.”

He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.

“And the six?” he asked dryly.

“In sixes,” I said.

He gave it me and I rushed out.

As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.


Lord Oxhead’s Secret

A ROMANCE IN ONE CHAPTER
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IT WAS FINISHED. Ruin had come. Lord Oxhead sat gazing fixedly at the library fire. Without, the wind soughed (or sogged) around the turrets of Oxhead Towers, the seat of the Oxhead family. But the old earl heeded not the sogging of the wind around his seat. He was too absorbed.

Before him lay a pile of blue papers with printed headings. From time to time he turned them over in his hands and replaced them on the table with a groan. To the earl they meant ruin — absolute, irretrievable ruin, and with it the loss of his stately home that had been the pride of the Oxheads for generations. More than that — the world would now know the awful secret of his life.

The earl bowed his head in the bitterness of his sorrow, for he came of a proud stock. About him hung the portraits of his ancestors. Here on the right an Oxhead who had broken his lance at Crecy, or immediately before it. There McWhinnie Oxhead who had ridden madly from the stricken field of Flodden to bring to the affrighted burghers of Edinburgh all the tidings that he had been able to gather in passing the battlefield. Next him hung the dark half Spanish face of Sir Amyas Oxhead of Elizabethan days whose pinnace was the first to dash to Plymouth with the news that the English fleet, as nearly as could be judged from a reasonable distance, seemed about to grapple with the Spanish Armada. Below this, the two Cavalier brothers, Giles and Everard Oxhead, who had sat in the oak with Charles II. Then to the right again the portrait of Sir Ponsonby Oxhead who had fought with Wellington in Spain, and been dismissed for it.

Immediately before the earl as he sat was the family escutcheon emblazoned above the mantelpiece. A child might read the simplicity of its proud significance — an ox rampant quartered in a field of gules with a pike dexter and a dog intermittent in a plain parallelogram right centre, with the motto, “Hic, haec, hoc, hujus, hujus, hujus.”

* * * * *

“Father!” — The girl’s voice rang clear through the half light of the wainscoted library. Gwendoline Oxhead had thrown herself about the earl’s neck. The girl was radiant with happiness. Gwendoline was a beautiful girl of thirty-three, typically English in the freshness of her girlish innocence. She wore one of those charming walking suits of brown holland so fashionable among the aristocracy of England, while a rough leather belt encircled her waist in a single sweep. She bore herself with that sweet simplicity which was her greatest charm. She was probably more simple than any girl of her age for miles around. Gwendoline was the pride of her father’s heart, for he saw reflected in her the qualities of his race.

“Father,” she said, a blush mantling her fair face, “I am so happy, oh so happy; Edwin has asked me to be his wife, and we have plighted our troth — at least if you consent. For I will never marry without my father’s warrant,” she added, raising her head proudly; “I am too much of an Oxhead for that.”

Then as she gazed into the old earl’s stricken face, the girl’s mood changed at once. “Father,” she cried, “father, are you ill? What is it? Shall I ring?” As she spoke Gwendoline reached for the heavy bell-rope that hung beside the wall, but the earl, fearful that her frenzied efforts might actually make it ring, checked her hand. “I am, indeed, deeply troubled,” said Lord Oxhead, “but of that anon. Tell me first what is this news you bring. I hope, Gwendoline, that your choice has been worthy of an Oxhead, and that he to whom you have plighted your troth will be worthy to bear our motto with his own.” And, raising his eyes to the escutcheon before him, the earl murmured half unconsciously, “Hic, haec, hoc, hujus, hujus, hujus,” breathing perhaps a prayer as many of his ancestors had done before him that he might never forget it.

“Father,” continued Gwendoline, half timidly, “Edwin is an American.”

“You surprise me indeed,” answered Lord Oxhead; “and yet,” he continued, turning to his daughter with the courtly grace that marked the nobleman of the old school, “why should we not respect and admire the Americans? Surely there have been great names among them. Indeed, our ancestor Sir Amyas Oxhead was, I think, married to Pocahontas — at least if not actually married” — the earl hesitated a moment.

“At least they loved one another,” said Gwendoline simply.

“Precisely,” said the earl, with relief, “they loved one another, yes, exactly.” Then as if musing to himself, “Yes, there have been great Americans. Bolivar was an American. The two Washingtons — George and Booker — are both Americans. There have been others too, though for the moment I do not recall their names. But tell me, Gwendoline, this Edwin of yours — where is his family seat?”

“It is at Oshkosh, Wisconsin, father.”

“Ah! say you so?” rejoined the earl, with rising interest. “Oshkosh is, indeed, a grand old name. The Oshkosh are a Russian family. An Ivan Oshkosh came to England with Peter the Great and married my ancestress. Their descendant in the second degree once removed, Mixtup Oshkosh, fought at the burning of Moscow and later at the sack of Salamanca and the treaty of Adrianople. And Wisconsin too,” the old nobleman went on, his features kindling with animation, for he had a passion for heraldry, genealogy, chronology, and commercial geography; “the Wisconsins, or better, I think, the Guisconsins, are of old blood. A Guisconsin followed Henry I to Jerusalem and rescued my ancestor Hardup Oxhead from the Saracens. Another Guisconsin…”

“Nay, father,” said Gwendoline, gently interrupting, “Wisconsin is not Edwin’s own name: that is, I believe, the name of his estate. My lover’s name is Edwin Einstein.”

“Einstein,” repeated the earl dubiously— “an Indian name perhaps; yet the Indians are many of them of excellent family. An ancestor of mine…”

“Father,” said Gwendoline, again interrupting, “here is a portrait of Edwin. Judge for yourself if he be noble.” With this she placed in her father’s hand an American tin-type, tinted in pink and brown. The picture represented a typical specimen of American manhood of that Anglo-Semitic type so often seen in persons of mixed English and Jewish extraction. The figure was well over five feet two inches in height and broad in proportion. The graceful sloping shoulders harmonized with the slender and well-poised waist, and with a hand pliant and yet prehensile. The pallor of the features was relieved by a drooping black moustache.

Such was Edwin Einstein to whom Gwendoline’s heart, if not her hand, was already affianced. Their love had been so simple and yet so strange. It seemed to Gwendoline that it was but a thing of yesterday, and yet in reality they had met three weeks ago. Love had drawn them irresistibly together. To Edwin the fair English girl with her old name and wide estates possessed a charm that he scarcely dared confess to himself. He determined to woo her. To Gwendoline there was that in Edwin’s bearing, the rich jewels that he wore, the vast fortune that rumour ascribed to him, that appealed to something romantic and chivalrous in her nature. She loved to hear him speak of stocks and bonds, corners and margins, and his father’s colossal business. It all seemed so noble and so far above the sordid lives of the people about her. Edwin, too, loved to hear the girl talk of her father’s estates, of the diamond-hilted sword that the saladin had given, or had lent, to her ancestor hundreds of years ago. Her description of her father, the old earl, touched something romantic in Edwin’s generous heart. He was never tired of asking how old he was, was he robust, did a shock, a sudden shock, affect him much? and so on. Then had come the evening that Gwendoline loved to live over and over again in her mind when Edwin had asked her in his straightforward, manly way, whether — subject to certain written stipulations to be considered later — she would be his wife: and she, putting her hand confidingly in his hand, answered simply, that — subject to the consent of her father and pending always the necessary legal formalities and inquiries — she would.

It had all seemed like a dream: and now Edwin Einstein had come in person to ask her hand from the earl, her father. Indeed, he was at this moment in the outer hall testing the gold leaf in the picture-frames with his pen-knife while waiting for his affianced to break the fateful news to Lord Oxhead.

Gwendoline summoned her courage for a great effort. “Papa,” she said, “there is one other thing that it is fair to tell you. Edwin’s father is in business.”

The earl started from his seat in blank amazement. “In business!” he repeated, “the father of the suitor of the daughter of an Oxhead in business! My daughter the step-daughter of the grandfather of my grandson! Are you mad, girl? It is too much, too much!”

“But, father,” pleaded the beautiful girl in anguish, “hear me. It is Edwin’s father — Sarcophagus Einstein, senior — not Edwin himself. Edwin does nothing. He has never earned a penny. He is quite unable to support himself. You have only to see him to believe it. Indeed, dear father, he is just like us. He is here now, in this house, waiting to see you. If it were not for his great wealth…”

“Girl,” said the earl sternly, “I care not for the man’s riches. How much has he?”

“Fifteen million two hundred and fifty thousand dollars,” answered Gwendoline. Lord Oxhead leaned his head against the mantelpiece. His mind was in a whirl. He was trying to calculate the yearly interest on fifteen and a quarter million dollars at four and a half per cent reduced to pounds, shillings, and pence. It was bootless. His brain, trained by long years of high living and plain thinking, had become too subtle, too refined an instrument for arithmetic…

* * * * *

At this moment the door opened and Edwin Einstein stood before the earl. Gwendoline never forgot what happened. Through her life the picture of it haunted her — her lover upright at the door, his fine frank gaze fixed inquiringly on the diamond pin in her father’s necktie, and he, her father, raising from the mantelpiece a face of agonized amazement.

“You! You!” he gasped. For a moment he stood to his full height, swaying and groping in the air, then fell prostrate his full length upon the floor. The lovers rushed to his aid. Edwin tore open his neckcloth and plucked aside his diamond pin to give him air. But it was too late. Earl Oxhead had breathed his last. Life had fled. The earl was extinct. That is to say, he was dead.

The reason of his death was never known. Had the sight of Edwin killed him? It might have. The old family doctor, hurriedly summoned, declared his utter ignorance. This, too, was likely. Edwin himself could explain nothing. But it was observed that after the earl’s death and his marriage with Gwendoline he was a changed man; he dressed better, talked much better English.

The wedding itself was quiet, almost sad. At Gwendoline’s request there was no wedding breakfast, no bridesmaids, and no reception, while Edwin, respecting his bride’s bereavement, insisted that there should be no best man, no flowers, no presents, and no honeymoon.

Thus Lord Oxhead’s secret died with him. It was probably too complicated to be interesting anyway.


Boarding-House Geometry

DEFINITIONS AND AXIOMS
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ALL BOARDING-HOUSES ARE the same boarding-house.

Boarders in the same boarding-house and on the same flat are equal to one another.

A single room is that which has no parts and no magnitude.

The landlady of a boarding-house is a parallelogram — that is, an oblong angular figure, which cannot be described, but which is equal to anything.

A wrangle is the disinclination of two boarders to each other that meet together but are not in the same line.

All the other rooms being taken, a single room is said to be a double room.

POSTULATES AND PROPOSITIONS

A pie may be produced any number of times.

The landlady can be reduced to her lowest terms by a series of propositions.

A bee line may be made from any boarding-house to any other boarding-house.

The clothes of a boarding-house bed, though produced ever so far both ways, will not meet.

Any two meals at a boarding-house are together less than two square meals.

If from the opposite ends of a boarding-house a line be drawn passing through all the rooms in turn, then the stovepipe which warms the boarders will lie within that line.

On the same bill and on the same side of it there should not be two charges for the same thing.

If there be two boarders on the same flat, and the amount of side of the one be equal to the amount of side of the other, each to each, and the wrangle between one boarder and the landlady be equal to the wrangle between the landlady and the other, then shall the weekly bills of the two boarders be equal also, each to each.

For if not, let one bill be the greater.

Then the other bill is less than it might have been — which is absurd.


The Awful Fate of Melpomenus Jones

[image: img18.jpg]

SOME PEOPLE — not you nor I, because we are so awfully self-possessed — but some people, find great difficulty in saying good-bye when making a call or spending the evening. As the moment draws near when the visitor feels that he is fairly entitled to go away he rises and says abruptly, “Well, I think I…” Then the people say, “Oh, must you go now? Surely it’s early yet!” and a pitiful struggle ensues.

I think the saddest case of this kind of thing that I ever knew was that of my poor friend Melpomenus Jones, a curate — such a dear young man, and only twenty-three! He simply couldn’t get away from people. He was too modest to tell a lie, and too religious to wish to appear rude. Now it happened that he went to call on some friends of his on the very first afternoon of his summer vacation. The next six weeks were entirely his own — absolutely nothing to do. He chatted awhile, drank two cups of tea, then braced himself for the effort and said suddenly:

“Well, I think I…”

But the lady of the house said, “Oh, no! Mr. Jones, can’t you really stay a little longer?”

Jones was always truthful. “Oh, yes,” he said, “of course, I — er — can stay.”

“Then please don’t go.”

He stayed. He drank eleven cups of tea. Night was falling. He rose again.

“Well now,” he said shyly, “I think I really…”

“You must go?” said the lady politely. “I thought perhaps you could have stayed to dinner…”

“Oh well, so I could, you know,” Jones said, “if…”

“Then please stay, I’m sure my husband will be delighted.”

“All right,” he said feebly, “I’ll stay,” and he sank back into his chair, just full of tea, and miserable.

Papa came home. They had dinner. All through the meal Jones sat planning to leave at eight-thirty. All the family wondered whether Mr. Jones was stupid and sulky, or only stupid.

After dinner mamma undertook to “draw him out,” and showed him photographs. She showed him all the family museum, several gross of them — photos of papa’s uncle and his wife, and mamma’s brother and his little boy, an awfully interesting photo of papa’s uncle’s friend in his Bengal uniform, an awfully well-taken photo of papa’s grandfather’s partner’s dog, and an awfully wicked one of papa as the devil for a fancy-dress ball. At eight-thirty Jones had examined seventy-one photographs. There were about sixty-nine more that he hadn’t. Jones rose.

“I must say good night now,” he pleaded.

“Say good night!” they said, “why it’s only half-past eight! Have you anything to do?”

“Nothing,” he admitted, and muttered something about staying six weeks, and then laughed miserably.

Just then it turned out that the favourite child of the family, such a dear little romp, had hidden Mr. Jones’s hat; so papa said that he must stay, and invited him to a pipe and a chat. Papa had the pipe and gave Jones the chat, and still he stayed. Every moment he meant to take the plunge, but couldn’t. Then papa began to get very tired of Jones, and fidgeted and finally said, with jocular irony, that Jones had better stay all night, they could give him a shake-down. Jones mistook his meaning and thanked him with tears in his eyes, and papa put Jones to bed in the spare room and cursed him heartily.

After breakfast next day, papa went off to his work in the City, and left Jones playing with the baby, broken-hearted. His nerve was utterly gone. He was meaning to leave all day, but the thing had got on his mind and he simply couldn’t. When papa came home in the evening he was surprised and chagrined to find Jones still there. He thought to jockey him out with a jest, and said he thought he’d have to charge him for his board, he! he! The unhappy young man stared wildly for a moment, then wrung papa’s hand, paid him a month’s board in advance, and broke down and sobbed like a child.

In the days that followed he was moody and unapproachable. He lived, of course, entirely in the drawing-room, and the lack of air and exercise began to tell sadly on his health. He passed his time in drinking tea and looking at the photographs. He would stand for hours gazing at the photographs of papa’s uncle’s friend in his Bengal uniform — talking to it, sometimes swearing bitterly at it. His mind was visibly failing.

At length the crash came. They carried him upstairs in a raging delirium of fever. The illness that followed was terrible. He recognized no one, not even papa’s uncle’s friend in his Bengal uniform. At times he would start up from his bed and shriek, “Well, I think I…” and then fall back upon the pillow with a horrible laugh. Then, again, he would leap up and cry, “Another cup of tea and more photographs! More photographs! Har! Har!”

At length, after a month of agony, on the last day of his vacation, he passed away. They say that when the last moment came, he sat up in bed with a beautiful smile of confidence playing upon his face, and said, “Well — the angels are calling me; I’m afraid I really must go now. Good afternoon.”

And the rushing of his spirit from its prison-house was as rapid as a hunted cat passing over a garden fence.


A Christmas Letter
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(IN ANSWER TO a young lady who has sent an invitation to be present at a children’s party)

Madamoiselle,

Allow me very gratefully but firmly to refuse your kind invitation. You doubtless mean well; but your ideas are unhappily mistaken.

Let us understand one another once and for all. I cannot at my mature age participate in the sports of children with such abandon as I could wish. I entertain, and have always entertained, the sincerest regard for such games as Hunt-the-Slipper and Blind-Man’s Buff. But I have now reached a time of life, when, to have my eyes blindfolded and to have a powerful boy of ten hit me in the back with a hobby-horse and ask me to guess who hit me, provokes me to a fit of retaliation which could only culminate in reckless criminality. Nor can I cover my shoulders with a drawing-room rug and crawl round on my hands and knees under the pretence that I am a bear without a sense of personal insufficiency, which is painful to me.

Neither can I look on with a complacent eye at the sad spectacle of your young clerical friend, the Reverend Mr. Uttermost Farthing, abandoning himself to such gambols and appearing in the role of life and soul of the evening. Such a degradation of his holy calling grieves me, and I cannot but suspect him of ulterior motives.

You inform me that your maiden aunt intends to help you to entertain the party. I have not, as you know, the honour of your aunt’s acquaintance, yet I think I may with reason surmise that she will organize games — guessing games — in which she will ask me to name a river in Asia beginning with a Z; on my failure to do so she will put a hot plate down my neck as a forfeit, and the children will clap their hands. These games, my dear young friend, involve the use of a more adaptable intellect than mine, and I cannot consent to be a party to them.

May I say in conclusion that I do not consider a five-cent pen-wiper from the top branch of a Xmas tree any adequate compensation for the kind of evening you propose.

  I have the honour
      To subscribe myself,
         Your obedient servant.


How to Make a Million Dollars
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I MIX A good deal with the Millionaires. I like them. I like their faces. I like the way they live. I like the things they eat. The more we mix together the better I like the things we mix.

Especially I like the way they dress, their grey check trousers, their white check waist-coats, their heavy gold chains, and the signet-rings that they sign their cheques with. My! they look nice. Get six or seven of them sitting together in the club and it’s a treat to see them. And if they get the least dust on them, men come and brush it off. Yes, and are glad to. I’d like to take some of the dust off them myself.

Even more than what they eat I like their intellectual grasp. It is wonderful. Just watch them read. They simply read all the time. Go into the club at any hour and you’ll see three or four of them at it. And the things they can read! You’d think that a man who’d been driving hard in the office from eleven o’clock until three, with only an hour and a half for lunch, would be too fagged. Not a bit. These men can sit down after office hours and read the Sketch and the Police Gazette and the Pink Un, and understand the jokes just as well as I can.

What I love to do is to walk up and down among them and catch the little scraps of conversation. The other day I heard one lean forward and say, “Well, I offered him a million and a half and said I wouldn’t give a cent more, he could either take it or leave it—” I just longed to break in and say, “What! what! a million and a half! Oh! say that again! Offer it to me, to either take it or leave it. Do try me once: I know I can: or here, make it a plain million and let’s call it done.”

Not that these men are careless over money. No, sir. Don’t think it. Of course they don’t take much account of big money, a hundred thousand dollars at a shot or anything of that sort. But little money. You’ve no idea till you know them how anxious they get about a cent, or half a cent, or less.

Why, two of them came into the club the other night just frantic with delight: they said wheat had risen and they’d cleaned up four cents each in less than half an hour. They bought a dinner for sixteen on the strength of it. I don’t understand it. I’ve often made twice as much as that writing for the papers and never felt like boasting about it.

One night I heard one man say, “Well, let’s call up New York and offer them a quarter of a cent.” Great heavens! Imagine paying the cost of calling up New York, nearly five million people, late at night and offering them a quarter of a cent! And yet — did New York get mad? No, they took it. Of course it’s high finance. I don’t pretend to understand it. I tried after that to call up Chicago and offer it a cent and a half, and to call up Hamilton, Ontario, and offer it half a dollar, and the operator only thought I was crazy.

All this shows, of course, that I’ve been studying how the millionaires do it. I have. For years. I thought it might be helpful to young men just beginning to work and anxious to stop.

You know, many a man realizes late in life that if when he was a boy he had known what he knows now, instead of being what he is he might be what he won’t; but how few boys stop to think that if they knew what they don’t know instead of being what they will be, they wouldn’t be? These are awful thoughts.

At any rate, I’ve been gathering hints on how it is they do it.

One thing I’m sure about. If a young man wants to make a million dollars he’s got to be mighty careful about his diet and his living. This may seem hard. But success is only achieved with pains.

There is no use in a young man who hopes to make a million dollars thinking he’s entitled to get up at 7.30, eat force and poached eggs, drink cold water at lunch, and go to bed at 10 p.m. You can’t do it. I’ve seen too many millionaires for that. If you want to be a millionaire you mustn’t get up till ten in the morning. They never do. They daren’t. It would be as much as their business is worth if they were seen on the street at half-past nine.

And the old idea of abstemiousness is all wrong. To be a millionaire you need champagne, lots of it and all the time. That and Scotch whisky and soda: you have to sit up nearly all night and drink buckets of it. This is what clears the brain for business next day. I’ve seen some of these men with their brains so clear in the morning, that their faces look positively boiled.

To live like this requires, of course, resolution. But you can buy that by the pint.

Therefore, my dear young man, if you want to get moved on from your present status in business, change your life. When your landlady brings your bacon and eggs for breakfast, throw them out of window to the dog and tell her to bring you some chilled asparagus and a pint of Moselle. Then telephone to your employer that you’ll be down about eleven o’clock. You will get moved on. Yes, very quickly.

Just how the millionaires make the money is a difficult question. But one way is this. Strike the town with five cents in your pocket. They nearly all do this; they’ve told me again and again (men with millions and millions) that the first time they struck town they had only five cents. That seems to have given them their start. Of course, it’s not easy to do. I’ve tried it several times. I nearly did it once. I borrowed five cents, carried it away out of town, and then turned and came back at the town with an awful rush. If I hadn’t struck a beer saloon in the suburbs and spent the five cents I might have been rich to-day.

Another good plan is to start something. Something on a huge scale: something nobody ever thought of. For instance, one man I know told me that once he was down in Mexico without a cent (he’d lost his five in striking Central America) and he noticed that they had no power plants. So he started some and made a mint of money. Another man that I know was once stranded in New York, absolutely without a nickel. Well, it occurred to him that what was needed were buildings ten stories higher than any that had been put up. So he built two and sold them right away. Ever so many millionaires begin in some such simple way as that.

There is, of course, a much easier way than any of these. I almost hate to tell this, because I want to do it myself.

I learned of it just by chance one night at the club. There is one old man there, extremely rich, with one of the best faces of the lot, just like a hyena. I never used to know how he had got so rich. So one evening I asked one of the millionaires how old Bloggs had made all his money.

“How he made it?” he answered with a sneer. “Why he made it by taking it out of widows and orphans.”

Widows and orphans! I thought, what an excellent idea.

But who would have suspected that they had it?

“And how,” I asked pretty cautiously, “did he go at it to get it out of them?”

“Why,” the man answered, “he just ground them under his heels, that was how.”

Now isn’t that simple? I’ve thought of that conversation often since and I mean to try it. If I can get hold of them, I’ll grind them quick enough. But how to get them. Most of the widows I know look pretty solid for that sort of thing, and as for orphans, it must take an awful lot of them. Meantime I am waiting, and if I ever get a large bunch of orphans all together, I’ll stamp on them and see.

I find, too, on inquiry, that you can also grind it out of clergymen. They say they grind nicely. But perhaps orphans are easier.


How to Live to be 200
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TWENTY YEARS AGO I knew a man called Jiggins, who had the Health Habit.

He used to take a cold plunge every morning. He said it opened his pores. After it he took a hot sponge. He said it closed the pores. He got so that he could open and shut his pores at will.

Jiggins used to stand and breathe at an open window for half an hour before dressing. He said it expanded his lungs. He might, of course, have had it done in a shoe-store with a boot stretcher, but after all it cost him nothing this way, and what is half an hour?

After he had got his undershirt on, Jiggins used to hitch himself up like a dog in harness and do Sandow exercises. He did them forwards, backwards, and hind-side up.

He could have got a job as a dog anywhere. He spent all his time at this kind of thing. In his spare time at the office, he used to lie on his stomach on the floor and see if he could lift himself up with his knuckles. If he could, then he tried some other way until he found one that he couldn’t do. Then he would spend the rest of his lunch hour on his stomach, perfectly happy.

In the evenings in his room he used to lift iron bars, cannon-balls, heave dumb-bells, and haul himself up to the ceiling with his teeth. You could hear the thumps half a mile. He liked it.

He spent half the night slinging himself around his room. He said it made his brain clear. When he got his brain perfectly clear, he went to bed and slept. As soon as he woke, he began clearing it again.

Jiggins is dead. He was, of course, a pioneer, but the fact that he dumb-belled himself to death at an early age does not prevent a whole generation of young men from following in his path.

They are ridden by the Health Mania.

They make themselves a nuisance.

They get up at impossible hours. They go out in silly little suits and run Marathon heats before breakfast. They chase around barefoot to get the dew on their feet. They hunt for ozone. They bother about pepsin. They won’t eat meat because it has too much nitrogen. They won’t eat fruit because it hasn’t any. They prefer albumen and starch and nitrogen to huckleberry pie and doughnuts. They won’t drink water out of a tap. They won’t eat sardines out of a can. They won’t use oysters out of a pail. They won’t drink milk out of a glass. They are afraid of alcohol in any shape. Yes, sir, afraid. “Cowards.”

And after all their fuss they presently incur some simple old-fashioned illness and die like anybody else.

Now people of this sort have no chance to attain any great age. They are on the wrong track.

Listen. Do you want to live to be really old, to enjoy a grand, green, exuberant, boastful old age and to make yourself a nuisance to your whole neighbourhood with your reminiscences?

Then cut out all this nonsense. Cut it out. Get up in the morning at a sensible hour. The time to get up is when you have to, not before. If your office opens at eleven, get up at ten-thirty. Take your chance on ozone. There isn’t any such thing anyway. Or, if there is, you can buy a Thermos bottle full for five cents, and put it on a shelf in your cupboard. If your work begins at seven in the morning, get up at ten minutes to, but don’t be liar enough to say that you like it. It isn’t exhilarating, and you know it.

Also, drop all that cold-bath business. You never did it when you were a boy. Don’t be a fool now. If you must take a bath (you don’t really need to), take it warm. The pleasure of getting out of a cold bed and creeping into a hot bath beats a cold plunge to death. In any case, stop gassing about your tub and your “shower,” as if you were the only man who ever washed.

So much for that point.

Next, take the question of germs and bacilli. Don’t be scared of them. That’s all. That’s the whole thing, and if you once get on to that you never need to worry again.

If you see a bacilli, walk right up to it, and look it in the eye. If one flies into your room, strike at it with your hat or with a towel. Hit it as hard as you can between the neck and the thorax. It will soon get sick of that.

But as a matter of fact, a bacilli is perfectly quiet and harmless if you are not afraid of it. Speak to it. Call out to it to “lie down.” It will understand. I had a bacilli once, called Fido, that would come and lie at my feet while I was working. I never knew a more affectionate companion, and when it was run over by an automobile, I buried it in the garden with genuine sorrow.

(I admit this is an exaggeration. I don’t really remember its name; it may have been Robert.)

Understand that it is only a fad of modern medicine to say that cholera and typhoid and diphtheria are caused by bacilli and germs; nonsense. Cholera is caused by a frightful pain in the stomach, and diphtheria is caused by trying to cure a sore throat.

Now take the question of food.

Eat what you want. Eat lots of it. Yes, eat too much of it. Eat till you can just stagger across the room with it and prop it up against a sofa cushion. Eat everything that you like until you can’t eat any more. The only test is, can you pay for it? If you can’t pay for it, don’t eat it. And listen — don’t worry as to whether your food contains starch, or albumen, or gluten, or nitrogen. If you are a damn fool enough to want these things, go and buy them and eat all you want of them. Go to a laundry and get a bag of starch, and eat your fill of it. Eat it, and take a good long drink of glue after it, and a spoonful of Portland cement. That will gluten you, good and solid.

If you like nitrogen, go and get a druggist to give you a canful of it at the soda counter, and let you sip it with a straw. Only don’t think that you can mix all these things up with your food. There isn’t any nitrogen or phosphorus or albumen in ordinary things to eat. In any decent household all that sort of stuff is washed out in the kitchen sink before the food is put on the table.

And just one word about fresh air and exercise. Don’t bother with either of them. Get your room full of good air, then shut up the windows and keep it. It will keep for years. Anyway, don’t keep using your lungs all the time. Let them rest. As for exercise, if you have to take it, take it and put up with it. But as long as you have the price of a hack and can hire other people to play baseball for you and run races and do gymnastics when you sit in the shade and smoke and watch them — great heavens, what more do you want?


How to Avoid Getting Married
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SOME YEARS AGO, when I was the Editor of a Correspondence Column, I used to receive heart-broken letters from young men asking for advice and sympathy. They found themselves the object of marked attentions from girls which they scarcely knew how to deal with. They did not wish to give pain or to seem indifferent to a love which they felt was as ardent as it was disinterested, and yet they felt that they could not bestow their hands where their hearts had not spoken. They wrote to me fully and frankly, and as one soul might write to another for relief. I accepted their confidences as under the pledge of a secrecy, never divulging their disclosures beyond the circulation of my newspapers, or giving any hint of their identity other than printing their names and addresses and their letters in full. But I may perhaps without dishonour reproduce one of these letters, and my answer to it, inasmuch as the date is now months ago, and the softening hand of Time has woven its roses — how shall I put it? — the mellow haze of reminiscences has — what I mean is that the young man has gone back to work and is all right again.

Here then is a letter from a young man whose name I must not reveal, but whom I will designate as D. F., and whose address I must not divulge, but will simply indicate as Q. Street, West.

“DEAR MR. LEACOCK,

“For some time past I have been the recipient of very marked attentions from a young lady. She has been calling at the house almost every evening, and has taken me out in her motor, and invited me to concerts and the theatre. On these latter occasions I have insisted on her taking my father with me, and have tried as far as possible to prevent her saying anything to me which would be unfit for father to hear. But my position has become a very difficult one. I do not think it right to accept her presents when I cannot feel that my heart is hers. Yesterday she sent to my house a beautiful bouquet of American Beauty roses addressed to me, and a magnificent bunch of Timothy Hay for father. I do not know what to say. Would it be right for father to keep all this valuable hay? I have confided fully in father, and we have discussed the question of presents. He thinks that there are some that we can keep with propriety, and others that a sense of delicacy forbids us to retain. He himself is going to sort out the presents into the two classes. He thinks that as far as he can see, the Hay is in class B. Meantime I write to you, as I understand that Miss Laura Jean Libby and Miss Beatrix Fairfax are on their vacation, and in any case a friend of mine who follows their writings closely tells me that they are always full.

“I enclose a dollar, because I do not think it right to ask you to give all your valuable time and your best thought without giving you back what it is worth.”

On receipt of this I wrote back at once a private and confidential letter which I printed in the following edition of the paper.

“MY DEAR, DEAR BOY,

“Your letter has touched me. As soon as I opened it and saw the green and blue tint of the dollar bill which you had so daintily and prettily folded within the pages of your sweet letter, I knew that the note was from someone that I could learn to love, if our correspondence were to continue as it had begun. I took the dollar from your letter and kissed and fondled it a dozen times. Dear unknown boy! I shall always keep that dollar! No matter how much I may need it, or how many necessaries, yes, absolute necessities, of life I may be wanting, I shall always keep THAT dollar. Do you understand, dear? I shall keep it. I shall not spend it. As far as the USE of it goes, it will be just as if you had not sent it. Even if you were to send me another dollar, I should still keep the first one, so that no matter how many you sent, the recollection of one first friendship would not be contaminated with mercenary considerations. When I say dollar, darling, of course an express order, or a postal note, or even stamps would be all the same. But in that case do not address me in care of this office, as I should not like to think of your pretty little letters lying round where others might handle them.

“But now I must stop chatting about myself, for I know that you cannot be interested in a simple old fogey such as I am. Let me talk to you about your letter and about the difficult question it raises for all marriageable young men.

“In the first place, let me tell you how glad I am that you confide in your father. Whatever happens, go at once to your father, put your arms about his neck, and have a good cry together. And you are right, too, about presents. It needs a wiser head than my poor perplexed boy to deal with them. Take them to your father to be sorted, or, if you feel that you must not overtax his love, address them to me in your own pretty hand.

“And now let us talk, dear, as one heart to another. Remember always that if a girl is to have your heart she must be worthy of you. When you look at your own bright innocent face in the mirror, resolve that you will give your hand to no girl who is not just as innocent as you are and no brighter than yourself. So that you must first find out how innocent she is. Ask her quietly and frankly — remember, dear, that the days of false modesty are passing away — whether she has ever been in jail. If she has not (and if YOU have not), then you know that you are dealing with a dear confiding girl who will make you a life mate. Then you must know, too, that her mind is worthy of your own. So many men to-day are led astray by the merely superficial graces and attractions of girls who in reality possess no mental equipment at all. Many a man is bitterly disillusioned after marriage when he realises that his wife cannot solve a quadratic equation, and that he is compelled to spend all his days with a woman who does not know that X squared plus 2XY plus Y squared is the same thing, or, I think nearly the same thing, as X plus Y squared.

“Nor should the simple domestic virtues be neglected. If a girl desires to woo you, before allowing her to press her suit, ask her if she knows how to press yours. If she can, let her woo; if not, tell her to whoa. But I see I have written quite as much as I need for this column. Won’t you write again, just as before, dear boy?

“STEPHEN LEACOCK.”


How to be a Doctor
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CERTAINLY THE PROGRESS of science is a wonderful thing. One can’t help feeling proud of it. I must admit that I do. Whenever I get talking to anyone — that is, to anyone who knows even less about it than I do — about the marvellous development of electricity, for instance, I feel as if I had been personally responsible for it. As for the linotype and the aeroplane and the vacuum house-cleaner, well, I am not sure that I didn’t invent them myself. I believe that all generous-hearted men feel just the same way about it.

However, that is not the point I am intending to discuss. What I want to speak about is the progress of medicine. There, if you like, is something wonderful. Any lover of humanity (or of either sex of it) who looks back on the achievements of medical science must feel his heart glow and his right ventricle expand with the pericardiac stimulus of a permissible pride.

Just think of it. A hundred years ago there were no bacilli, no ptomaine poisoning, no diphtheria, and no appendicitis. Rabies was but little known, and only imperfectly developed. All of these we owe to medical science. Even such things as psoriasis and parotitis and trypanosomiasis, which are now household names, were known only to the few, and were quite beyond the reach of the great mass of the people.

Or consider the advance of the science on its practical side. A hundred years ago it used to be supposed that fever could be cured by the letting of blood; now we know positively that it cannot. Even seventy years ago it was thought that fever was curable by the administration of sedative drugs; now we know that it isn’t. For the matter of that, as recently as thirty years ago, doctors thought that they could heal a fever by means of low diet and the application of ice; now they are absolutely certain that they cannot. This instance shows the steady progress made in the treatment of fever. But there has been the same cheering advance all along the line. Take rheumatism. A few generations ago people with rheumatism used to have to carry round potatoes in their pockets as a means of cure. Now the doctors allow them to carry absolutely anything they like. They may go round with their pockets full of water-melons if they wish to. It makes no difference. Or take the treatment of epilepsy. It used to be supposed that the first thing to do in sudden attacks of this kind was to unfasten the patient’s collar and let him breathe; at present, on the contrary, many doctors consider it better to button up the patient’s collar and let him choke.

In only one respect has there been a decided lack of progress in the domain of medicine, that is in the time it takes to become a qualified practitioner. In the good old days a man was turned out thoroughly equipped after putting in two winter sessions at a college and spending his summers in running logs for a sawmill. Some of the students were turned out even sooner. Nowadays it takes anywhere from five to eight years to become a doctor. Of course, one is willing to grant that our young men are growing stupider and lazier every year. This fact will be corroborated at once by any man over fifty years of age. But even when this is said it seems odd that a man should study eight years now to learn what he used to acquire in eight months.

However, let that go. The point I want to develop is that the modern doctor’s business is an extremely simple one, which could be acquired in about two weeks. This is the way it is done.

The patient enters the consulting-room. “Doctor,” he says, “I have a bad pain.” “Where is it?” “Here.” “Stand up,” says the doctor, “and put your arms up above your head.” Then the doctor goes behind the patient and strikes him a powerful blow in the back. “Do you feel that,” he says. “I do,” says the patient. Then the doctor turns suddenly and lets him have a left hook under the heart. “Can you feel that,” he says viciously, as the patient falls over on the sofa in a heap. “Get up,” says the doctor, and counts ten. The patient rises. The doctor looks him over very carefully without speaking, and then suddenly fetches him a blow in the stomach that doubles him up speechless. The doctor walks over to the window and reads the morning paper for a while. Presently he turns and begins to mutter more to himself than the patient. “Hum!” he says, “there’s a slight anaesthesia of the tympanum.” “Is that so?” says the patient, in an agony of fear. “What can I do about it, doctor?” “Well,” says the doctor, “I want you to keep very quiet; you’ll have to go to bed and stay there and keep quiet.” In reality, of course, the doctor hasn’t the least idea what is wrong with the man; but he DOES know that if he will go to bed and keep quiet, awfully quiet, he’ll either get quietly well again or else die a quiet death. Meantime, if the doctor calls every morning and thumps and beats him, he can keep the patient submissive and perhaps force him to confess what is wrong with him.

“What about diet, doctor?” says the patient, completely cowed.

The answer to this question varies very much. It depends on how the doctor is feeling and whether it is long since he had a meal himself. If it is late in the morning and the doctor is ravenously hungry, he says: “Oh, eat plenty, don’t be afraid of it; eat meat, vegetables, starch, glue, cement, anything you like.” But if the doctor has just had lunch and if his breathing is short-circuited with huckleberry-pie, he says very firmly: “No, I don’t want you to eat anything at all: absolutely not a bite; it won’t hurt you, a little self-denial in the matter of eating is the best thing in the world.”

“And what about drinking?” Again the doctor’s answer varies. He may say: “Oh, yes, you might drink a glass of lager now and then, or, if you prefer it, a gin and soda or a whisky and Apollinaris, and I think before going to bed I’d take a hot Scotch with a couple of lumps of white sugar and bit of lemon-peel in it and a good grating of nutmeg on the top.” The doctor says this with real feeling, and his eye glistens with the pure love of his profession. But if, on the other hand, the doctor has spent the night before at a little gathering of medical friends, he is very apt to forbid the patient to touch alcohol in any shape, and to dismiss the subject with great severity.

Of course, this treatment in and of itself would appear too transparent, and would fail to inspire the patient with a proper confidence. But nowadays this element is supplied by the work of the analytical laboratory. Whatever is wrong with the patient, the doctor insists on snipping off parts and pieces and extracts of him and sending them mysteriously away to be analysed. He cuts off a lock of the patient’s hair, marks it, “Mr. Smith’s Hair, October, 1910.” Then he clips off the lower part of the ear, and wraps it in paper, and labels it, “Part of Mr. Smith’s Ear, October, 1910.” Then he looks the patient up and down, with the scissors in his hand, and if he sees any likely part of him he clips it off and wraps it up. Now this, oddly enough, is the very thing that fills the patient up with that sense of personal importance which is worth paying for. “Yes,” says the bandaged patient, later in the day to a group of friends much impressed, “the doctor thinks there may be a slight anaesthesia of the prognosis, but he’s sent my ear to New York and my appendix to Baltimore and a lock of my hair to the editors of all the medical journals, and meantime I am to keep very quiet and not exert myself beyond drinking a hot Scotch with lemon and nutmeg every half-hour.” With that he sinks back faintly on his cushions, luxuriously happy.

And yet, isn’t it funny?

You and I and the rest of us — even if we know all this — as soon as we have a pain within us, rush for a doctor as fast as a hack can take us. Yes, personally, I even prefer an ambulance with a bell on it. It’s more soothing.


The New Food
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I SEE FROM the current columns of the daily press that “Professor Plumb, of the University of Chicago, has just invented a highly concentrated form of food. All the essential nutritive elements are put together in the form of pellets, each of which contains from one to two hundred times as much nourishment as an ounce of an ordinary article of diet. These pellets, diluted with water, will form all that is necessary to support life. The professor looks forward confidently to revolutionizing the present food system.”

Now this kind of thing may be all very well in its way, but it is going to have its drawbacks as well. In the bright future anticipated by Professor Plumb, we can easily imagine such incidents as the following:

The smiling family were gathered round the hospitable board. The table was plenteously laid with a soup-plate in front of each beaming child, a bucket of hot water before the radiant mother, and at the head of the board the Christmas dinner of the happy home, warmly covered by a thimble and resting on a poker chip. The expectant whispers of the little ones were hushed as the father, rising from his chair, lifted the thimble and disclosed a small pill of concentrated nourishment on the chip before him. Christmas turkey, cranberry sauce, plum pudding, mince pie — it was all there, all jammed into that little pill and only waiting to expand. Then the father with deep reverence, and a devout eye alternating between the pill and heaven, lifted his voice in a benediction.

At this moment there was an agonized cry from the mother.

“Oh, Henry, quick! Baby has snatched the pill!” It was too true. Dear little Gustavus Adolphus, the golden-haired baby boy, had grabbed the whole Christmas dinner off the poker chip and bolted it. Three hundred and fifty pounds of concentrated nourishment passed down the oesophagus of the unthinking child.

“Clap him on the back!” cried the distracted mother. “Give him water!”

The idea was fatal. The water striking the pill caused it to expand. There was a dull rumbling sound and then, with an awful bang, Gustavus Adolphus exploded into fragments!

And when they gathered the little corpse together, the baby lips were parted in a lingering smile that could only be worn by a child who had eaten thirteen Christmas dinners.


A New Pathology
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IT HAS LONG been vaguely understood that the condition of a man’s clothes has a certain effect upon the health of both body and mind. The well-known proverb, “Clothes make the man” has its origin in a general recognition of the powerful influence of the habiliments in their reaction upon the wearer. The same truth may be observed in the facts of everyday life. On the one hand we remark the bold carriage and mental vigour of a man attired in a new suit of clothes; on the other hand we note the melancholy features of him who is conscious of a posterior patch, or the haunted face of one suffering from internal loss of buttons. But while common observation thus gives us a certain familiarity with a few leading facts regarding the ailments and influence of clothes, no attempt has as yet been made to reduce our knowledge to a systematic form. At the same time the writer feels that a valuable addition might be made to the science of medicine in this direction. The numerous diseases which are caused by this fatal influence should receive a scientific analysis, and their treatment be included among the principles of the healing art. The diseases of the clothes may roughly be divided into medical cases and surgical cases, while these again fall into classes according to the particular garment through which the sufferer is attacked.

MEDICAL CASES

Probably no article of apparel is so liable to a diseased condition as the trousers. It may be well, therefore, to treat first those maladies to which they are subject.

I. Contractio Pantalunae, or Shortening of the Legs of the Trousers, an extremely painful malady most frequently found in the growing youth. The first symptom is the appearance of a yawning space (lacuna) above the boots, accompanied by an acute sense of humiliation and a morbid anticipation of mockery. The application of treacle to the boots, although commonly recommended, may rightly be condemned as too drastic a remedy. The use of boots reaching to the knee, to be removed only at night, will afford immediate relief. In connection with Contractio is often found — 

II. Inflatio Genu, or Bagging of the Knees of the Trousers, a disease whose symptoms are similar to those above. The patient shows an aversion to the standing posture, and, in acute cases, if the patient be compelled to stand, the head is bent and the eye fixed with painful rigidity upon the projecting blade formed at the knee of the trousers.

In both of the above diseases anything that can be done to free the mind of the patient from a morbid sense of his infirmity will do much to improve the general tone of the system.

III. Oases, or Patches, are liable to break out anywhere on the trousers, and range in degree of gravity from those of a trifling nature to those of a fatal character. The most distressing cases are those where the patch assumes a different colour from that of the trousers (dissimilitas coloris). In this instance the mind of the patient is found to be in a sadly aberrated condition. A speedy improvement may, however, be effected by cheerful society, books, flowers, and, above all, by a complete change.

IV. The overcoat is attacked by no serious disorders, except — 

Phosphorescentia, or Glistening, a malady which indeed may often be observed to affect the whole system. It is caused by decay of tissue from old age and is generally aggravated by repeated brushing. A peculiar feature of the complaint is the lack of veracity on the part of the patient in reference to the cause of his uneasiness. Another invariable symptom is his aversion to outdoor exercise; under various pretexts, which it is the duty of his medical adviser firmly to combat, he will avoid even a gentle walk in the streets.

V. Of the waistcoat science recognizes but one disease — 

Porriggia, an affliction caused by repeated spilling of porridge. It is generally harmless, chiefly owing to the mental indifference of the patient. It can be successfully treated by repeated fomentations of benzine.

VI. Mortificatio Tilis, or Greenness of the Hat, is a disease often found in connection with Phosphorescentia (mentioned above), and characterized by the same aversion to outdoor life.

VII. Sterilitas, or Loss of Fur, is another disease of the hat, especially prevalent in winter. It is not accurately known whether this is caused by a falling out of the fur or by a cessation of growth. In all diseases of the hat the mind of the patient is greatly depressed and his countenance stamped with the deepest gloom. He is particularly sensitive in regard to questions as to the previous history of the hat.

Want of space precludes the mention of minor diseases, such as — 

VIII. Odditus Soccorum, or oddness of the socks, a thing in itself trifling, but of an alarming nature if met in combination with Contractio Pantalunae. Cases are found where the patient, possibly on the public platform or at a social gathering, is seized with a consciousness of the malady so suddenly as to render medical assistance futile.

SURGICAL CASES

It is impossible to mention more than a few of the most typical cases of diseases of this sort.

I. Explosio, or Loss of Buttons, is the commonest malady demanding surgical treatment. It consists of a succession of minor fractures, possibly internal, which at first excite no alarm. A vague sense of uneasiness is presently felt, which often leads the patient to seek relief in the string habit — a habit which, if unduly indulged in, may assume the proportions of a ruling passion. The use of sealing-wax, while admirable as a temporary remedy for Explosio, should never be allowed to gain a permanent hold upon the system. There is no doubt that a persistent indulgence in the string habit, or the constant use of sealing-wax, will result in — 

II. Fractura Suspendorum, or Snapping of the Braces, which amounts to a general collapse of the system. The patient is usually seized with a severe attack of explosio, followed by a sudden sinking feeling and sense of loss. A sound constitution may rally from the shock, but a system undermined by the string habit invariably succumbs.

III. Sectura Pantalunae, or Ripping of the Trousers, is generally caused by sitting upon warm beeswax or leaning against a hook. In the case of the very young it is not unfrequently accompanied by a distressing suppuration of the shirt. This, however, is not remarked in adults. The malady is rather mental than bodily, the mind of the patient being racked by a keen sense of indignity and a feeling of unworthiness. The only treatment is immediate isolation, with a careful stitching of the affected part.

In conclusion, it may be stated that at the first symptom of disease the patient should not hesitate to put himself in the hands of a professional tailor. In so brief a compass as the present article the discussion has of necessity been rather suggestive than exhaustive. Much yet remains to be done, and the subject opens wide to the inquiring eye. The writer will, however, feel amply satisfied if this brief outline may help to direct the attention of medical men to what is yet an unexplored field.


The Poet Answered
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DEAR SIR:

In answer to your repeated questions and requests which have appeared for some years past in the columns of the rural press, I beg to submit the following solutions of your chief difficulties: — 

Topic I. — You frequently ask, where are the friends of your childhood, and urge that they shall be brought back to you. As far as I am able to learn, those of your friends who are not in jail are still right there in your native village. You point out that they were wont to share your gambols. If so, you are certainly entitled to have theirs now.

Topic II. — You have taken occasion to say:

  “Give me not silk, nor rich attire,     Nor gold, nor jewels rare.”

But, my dear fellow, this is preposterous. Why, these are the very things I had bought for you. If you won’t take any of these, I shall have to give you factory cotton and cordwood.

Topic III. — You also ask, “How fares my love across the sea?” Intermediate, I presume. She would hardly travel steerage.

Topic IV.— “Why was I born? Why should I breathe?” Here I quite agree with you. I don’t think you ought to breathe.

Topic V. — You demand that I shall show you the man whose soul is dead and then mark him. I am awfully sorry; the man was around here all day yesterday, and if I had only known I could easily have marked him so that we could pick him out again.

Topic VI. — I notice that you frequently say, “Oh, for the sky of your native land.” Oh, for it, by all means, if you wish. But remember that you already owe for a great deal.

Topic VII. — On more than one occasion you wish to be informed, “What boots it, that you idly dream?” Nothing boots it at present — a fact, sir, which ought to afford you the highest gratification.


The Force of Statistics
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THEY WERE SITTING on a seat of the car, immediately in front of me. I was consequently able to hear all that they were saying. They were evidently strangers who had dropped into a conversation. They both had the air of men who considered themselves profoundly interesting as minds. It was plain that each laboured under the impression that he was a ripe thinker.

One had just been reading a book which lay in his lap.

“I’ve been reading some very interesting statistics,” he was saying to the other thinker.

“Ah, statistics” said the other; “wonderful things, sir, statistics; very fond of them myself.”

“I find, for instance,” the first man went on, “that a drop of water is filled with little…with little…I forget just what you call them…little — er — things, every cubic inch containing — er — containing…let me see…”

“Say a million,” said the other thinker, encouragingly.

“Yes, a million, or possibly a billion…but at any rate, ever so many of them.”

“Is it possible?” said the other. “But really, you know there are wonderful things in the world. Now, coal…take coal…”

“Very, good,” said his friend, “let us take coal,” settling back in his seat with the air of an intellect about to feed itself.

“Do you know that every ton of coal burnt in an engine will drag a train of cars as long as…I forget the exact length, but say a train of cars of such and such a length, and weighing, say so much…from…from…hum! for the moment the exact distance escapes me…drag it from…”

“From here to the moon,” suggested the other.

“Ah, very likely; yes, from here to the moon. Wonderful, isn’t it?”

“But the most stupendous calculation of all, sir, is in regard to the distance from the earth to the sun. Positively, sir, a cannon-ball — er — fired at the sun…”

“Fired at the sun,” nodded the other, approvingly, as if he had often seen it done.

“And travelling at the rate of…of…”

“Of three cents a mile,” hinted the listener.

“No, no, you misunderstand me, — but travelling at a fearful rate, simply fearful, sir, would take a hundred million — no, a hundred billion — in short would take a scandalously long time in getting there—”

At this point I could stand no more. I interrupted— “Provided it were fired from Philadelphia,” I said, and passed into the smoking-car.


Men who have Shaved Me
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A BARBER IS by nature and inclination a sport. He can tell you at what exact hour the ball game of the day is to begin, can foretell its issue without losing a stroke of the razor, and can explain the points of inferiority of all the players, as compared with better men that he has personally seen elsewhere, with the nicety of a professional. He can do all this, and then stuff the customer’s mouth with a soap-brush, and leave him while he goes to the other end of the shop to make a side bet with one of the other barbers on the outcome of the Autumn Handicap. In the barber-shops they knew the result of the Jeffries-Johnson prize-fight long before it happened. It is on information of this kind that they make their living. The performance of shaving is only incidental to it. Their real vocation in life is imparting information. To the barber the outside world is made up of customers, who are to be thrown into chairs, strapped, manacled, gagged with soap, and then given such necessary information on the athletic events of the moment as will carry them through the business hours of the day without open disgrace.

As soon as the barber has properly filled up the customer with information of this sort, he rapidly removes his whiskers as a sign that the man is now fit to talk to, and lets him out of the chair.

The public has grown to understand the situation. Every reasonable business man is willing to sit and wait half an hour for a shave which he could give himself in three minutes, because he knows that if he goes down town without understanding exactly why Chicago lost two games straight he will appear an ignoramus.

At times, of course, the barber prefers to test his customer with a question or two. He gets him pinned in the chair, with his head well back, covers the customer’s face with soap, and then planting his knee on his chest and holding his hand firmly across the customer’s mouth, to prevent all utterance and to force him to swallow the soap, he asks: “Well, what did you think of the Detroit-St. Louis game yesterday?” This is not really meant for a question at all. It is only equivalent to saying: “Now, you poor fool, I’ll bet you don’t know anything about the great events of your country at all.” There is a gurgle in the customer’s throat as if he were trying to answer, and his eyes are seen to move sideways, but the barber merely thrusts the soap-brush into each eye, and if any motion still persists, he breathes gin and peppermint over the face, till all sign of life is extinct. Then he talks the game over in detail with the barber at the next chair, each leaning across an inanimate thing extended under steaming towels that was once a man.

To know all these things barbers have to be highly educated. It is true that some of the greatest barbers that have ever lived have begun as uneducated, illiterate men, and by sheer energy and indomitable industry have forced their way to the front. But these are exceptions. To succeed nowadays it is practically necessary to be a college graduate. As the courses at Harvard and Yale have been found too superficial, there are now established regular Barbers’ Colleges, where a bright young man can learn as much in three weeks as he would be likely to know after three years at Harvard. The courses at these colleges cover such things as: (1) Physiology, including Hair and its Destruction, The Origin and Growth of Whiskers, Soap in its Relation to Eyesight; (2) Chemistry, including lectures on Florida Water; and How to Make it out of Sardine Oil; (3) Practical Anatomy, including The Scalp and How to Lift it, The Ears and How to Remove them, and, as the Major Course for advanced students, The Veins of the Face and how to open and close them at will by the use of alum.

The education of the customer is, as I have said, the chief part of the barber’s vocation. But it must be remembered that the incidental function of removing his whiskers in order to mark him as a well-informed man is also of importance, and demands long practice and great natural aptitude. In the barbers’ shops of modern cities shaving has been brought to a high degree of perfection. A good barber is not content to remove the whiskers of his client directly and immediately. He prefers to cook him first. He does this by immersing the head in hot water and covering the victim’s face with steaming towels until he has him boiled to a nice pink. From time to time the barber removes the towels and looks at the face to see if it is yet boiled pink enough for his satisfaction. If it is not, he replaces the towels again and jams them down firmly with his hand until the cooking is finished. The final result, however, amply justifies this trouble, and the well-boiled customer only needs the addition of a few vegetables on the side to present an extremely appetizing appearance.

During the process of the shave, it is customary for the barber to apply the particular kind of mental torture known as the third degree. This is done by terrorizing the patient as to the very evident and proximate loss of all his hair and whiskers, which the barber is enabled by his experience to foretell. “Your hair,” he says, very sadly and sympathetically, “is all falling out. Better let me give you a shampoo?” “No.” “Let me singe your hair to close up the follicles?” “No.” “Let me plug up the ends of your hair with sealing-wax, it’s the only thing that will save it for you?” “No.” “Let me rub an egg on your scalp?” “No.” “Let me squirt a lemon on your eyebrows?” “No.”

The barber sees that he is dealing with a man of determination, and he warms to his task. He bends low and whispers into the prostrate ear: “You’ve got a good many grey hairs coming in; better let me give you an application of Hairocene, only cost you half a dollar?” “No.” “Your face,” he whispers again, with a soft, caressing voice, “is all covered with wrinkles; better let me rub some of this Rejuvenator into the face.”

This process is continued until one of two things happens. Either the customer is obdurate, and staggers to his feet at last and gropes his way out of the shop with the knowledge that he is a wrinkled, prematurely senile man, whose wicked life is stamped upon his face, and whose unstopped hair-ends and failing follicles menace him with the certainty of complete baldness within twenty-four hours — or else, as in nearly all instances, he succumbs. In the latter case, immediately on his saying “yes” there is a shout of exultation from the barber, a roar of steaming water, and within a moment two barbers have grabbed him by the feet and thrown him under the tap, and, in spite of his struggles, are giving him the Hydro-magnetic treatment. When he emerges from their hands, he steps out of the shop looking as if he had been varnished.

But even the application of the Hydro-magnetic and the Rejuvenator do not by any means exhaust the resources of the up-to-date barber. He prefers to perform on the customer a whole variety of subsidiary services not directly connected with shaving, but carried on during the process of the shave.

In a good, up-to-date shop, while one man is shaving the customer, others black his boots; brush his clothes, darn his socks, point his nails, enamel his teeth, polish his eyes, and alter the shape of any of his joints which they think unsightly. During this operation they often stand seven or eight deep round a customer, fighting for a chance to get at him.

All of these remarks apply to barber-shops in the city, and not to country places. In the country there is only one barber and one customer at a time. The thing assumes the aspect of a straight-out, rough-and-tumble, catch-as-catch-can fight, with a few spectators sitting round the shop to see fair play. In the city they can shave a man without removing any of his clothes. But in the country, where the customer insists on getting the full value for his money, they remove the collar and necktie, the coat and the waistcoat, and, for a really good shave and hair-cut, the customer is stripped to the waist. The barber can then take a rush at him from the other side of the room, and drive the clippers up the full length of the spine, so as to come at the heavier hair on the back of the head with the impact of a lawn-mower driven into long grass.


Getting the Thread of It
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HAVE YOU EVER had a man try to explain to you what happened in a book as far as he has read? It is a most instructive thing. Sinclair, the man who shares my rooms with me, made such an attempt the other night. I had come in cold and tired from a walk and found him full of excitement, with a bulky magazine in one hand and a paper-cutter gripped in the other.

“Say, here’s a grand story,” he burst out as soon as I came in; “it’s great! most fascinating thing I ever read. Wait till I read you some of it. I’ll just tell you what has happened up to where I am — you’ll easily catch the thread of it — and then we’ll finish it together.”

I wasn’t feeling in a very responsive mood, but I saw no way to stop him, so I merely said, “All right, throw me your thread, I’ll catch it.”

“Well,” Sinclair began with great animation, “this count gets this letter…”

“Hold on,” I interrupted, “what count gets what letter?”

“Oh, the count it’s about, you know. He gets this letter from this Porphirio.”

“From which Porphirio?”

“Why, Porphirio sent the letter, don’t you see, he sent it,” Sinclair exclaimed a little impatiently— “sent it through Demonio and told him to watch for him with him, and kill him when he got him.”

“Oh, see here!” I broke in, “who is to meet who, and who is to get stabbed?”

“They’re going to stab Demonio.”

“And who brought the letter?”

“Demonio.”

“Well, now, Demonio must be a clam! What did he bring it for?”

“Oh, but he don’t know what’s in it, that’s just the slick part of it,” and Sinclair began to snigger to himself at the thought of it. “You see, this Carlo Carlotti the Condottiere…”

“Stop right there,” I said. “What’s a Condottiere?”

“It’s a sort of brigand. He, you understand, was in league with this Fra Fraliccolo…”

A suspicion flashed across my mind. “Look here,” I said firmly, “if the scene of this story is laid in the Highlands, I refuse to listen to it. Call it off.”

“No, no,” Sinclair answered quickly, “that’s all right. It’s laid in Italy…time of Pius the something. He comes in — say, but he’s great! so darned crafty. It’s him, you know, that persuades this Franciscan…”

“Pause,” I said, “what Franciscan?”

“Fra Fraliccolo, of course,” Sinclair said snappishly.

“You see, Pio tries to…”

“Whoa!” I said, “who is Pio?”

“Oh, hang it all, Pio is Italian, it’s short for Pius. He tries to get Fra Fraliccolo and Carlo Carlotti the Condottiere to steal the document from…let me see; what was he called?…Oh, yes…from the Dog of Venice, so that…or…no, hang it, you put me out, that’s all wrong. It’s the other way round. Pio wasn’t clever at all; he’s a regular darned fool. It’s the Dog that’s crafty. By Jove, he’s fine,” Sinclair went on; warming up to enthusiasm again, “he just does anything he wants. He makes this Demonio (Demonio is one of those hirelings, you know, he’s the tool of the Dog)…makes him steal the document off Porphirio, and…”

“But how does he get him to do that?” I asked.

“Oh, the Dog has Demonio pretty well under his thumb, so he makes Demonio scheme round till he gets old Pio — er — gets him under his thumb, and then, of course, Pio thinks that Porphirio — I mean he thinks that he has Porphirio — er — has him under his thumb.”

“Half a minute, Sinclair,” I said, “who did you say was under the Dog’s thumb?”

“Demonio.”

“Thanks. I was mixed in the thumbs. Go on.”

“Well, just when things are like this…”

“Like what?”

“Like I said.”

“All right.”

“Who should turn up and thwart the whole scheme, but this Signorina Tarara in her domino…”

“Hully Gee!” I said, “you make my head ache. What the deuce does she come in her domino for?”

“Why, to thwart it.”

“To thwart what?”

“Thwart the whole darned thing,” Sinclair exclaimed emphatically.

“But can’t she thwart it without her domino?”

“I should think not! You see, if it hadn’t been for the domino, the Dog would have spotted her quick as a wink. Only when he sees her in the domino with this rose in her hair, he thinks she must be Lucia dell’ Esterolla.”

“Say, he fools himself, doesn’t he? Who’s this last girl?”

“Lucia? Oh, she’s great!” Sinclair said. “She’s one of those Southern natures, you know, full of — er — full of…”

“Full of fun,” I suggested.

“Oh, hang it all, don’t make fun of it! Well, anyhow, she’s sister, you understand, to the Contessa Carantarata, and that’s why Fra Fraliccolo, or…hold on, that’s not it, no, no, she’s not sister to anybody. She’s cousin, that’s it; or, anyway, she thinks she is cousin to Fra Fraliccolo himself, and that’s why Pio tries to stab Fra Fraliccolo.”

“Oh, yes,” I assented, “naturally he would.”

“Ah,” Sinclair said hopefully, getting his paper-cutter ready to cut the next pages, “you begin to get the thread now, don’t you?”

“Oh, fine!” I said. “The people in it are the Dog and Pio, and Carlo Carlotti the Condottiere, and those others that we spoke of.”

“That’s right,” Sinclair said. “Of course, there are more still that I can tell you about if…”

“Oh, never mind,” I said, “I’ll work along with those, they’re a pretty representative crowd. Then Porphirio is under Pio’s thumb, and Pio is under Demonio’s thumb, and the Dog is crafty, and Lucia is full of something all the time. Oh, I’ve got a mighty clear idea of it,” I concluded bitterly.

“Oh, you’ve got it,” Sinclair said, “I knew you’d like it. Now we’ll go on. I’ll just finish to the bottom of my page and then I’ll go on aloud.”

He ran his eyes rapidly over the lines till he came to the bottom of the page, then he cut the leaves and turned over. I saw his eye rest on the half-dozen lines that confronted him on the next page with an expression of utter consternation.

“Well, I will be cursed!” he said at length.

“What’s the matter?” I said gently, with a great joy at my heart.

“This infernal thing’s a serial,” he gasped, as he pointed at the words, “To be continued,” “and that’s all there is in this number.”


Telling His Faults
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“OH, DO, MR. Sapling,” said the beautiful girl at the summer hotel, “do let me read the palm of your hand! I can tell you all your faults.”

Mr. Sapling gave an inarticulate gurgle and a roseate flush swept over his countenance as he surrendered his palm to the grasp of the fair enchantress.

“Oh, you’re just full of faults, just full of them, Mr. Sapling!” she cried.

Mr. Sapling looked it.

“To begin with,” said the beautiful girl, slowly and reflectingly, “you are dreadfully cynical: you hardly believe in anything at all, and you’ve utterly no faith in us poor women.”

The feeble smile that had hitherto kindled the features of Mr. Sapling into a ray of chastened imbecility, was distorted in an effort at cynicism.

“Then your next fault is that you are too determined; much too determined. When once you have set your will on any object, you crush every obstacle under your feet.”

Mr. Sapling looked meekly down at his tennis shoes, but began to feel calmer, more lifted up. Perhaps he had been all these things without knowing it.

“Then you are cold and sarcastic.”

Mr. Sapling attempted to look cold and sarcastic. He succeeded in a rude leer.

“And you’re horribly world-weary, you care for nothing. You have drained philosophy to the dregs, and scoff at everything.”

Mr. Sapling’s inner feeling was that from now on he would simply scoff and scoff and scoff.

“Your only redeeming quality is that you are generous. You have tried to kill even this, but cannot. Yes,” concluded the beautiful girl, “those are your faults, generous still, but cold, cynical, and relentless. Good night, Mr. Sapling.”

And resisting all entreaties the beautiful girl passed from the verandah of the hotel and vanished.

And when later in the evening the brother of the beautiful girl borrowed Mr. Sapling’s tennis racket, and his bicycle for a fortnight, and the father of the beautiful girl got Sapling to endorse his note for a couple of hundreds, and her uncle Zephas borrowed his bedroom candle and used his razor to cut up a plug of tobacco, Mr. Sapling felt proud to be acquainted with the family.


Winter Pastimes
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IT IS IN the depth of winter, when the intense cold renders it desirable to stay at home, that the really Pleasant Family is wont to serve invitations upon a few friends to spend a Quiet Evening.

It is at these gatherings that that gay thing, the indoor winter game, becomes rampant. It is there that the old euchre deck and the staring domino become fair and beautiful things; that the rattle of the Loto counter rejoices the heart, that the old riddle feels the sap stirring in its limbs again, and the amusing spilikin completes the mental ruin of the jaded guest. Then does the Jolly Maiden Aunt propound the query: What is the difference between an elephant and a silk hat? Or declare that her first is a vowel, her second a preposition, and her third an archipelago. It is to crown such a quiet evening, and to give the finishing stroke to those of the visitors who have not escaped early, with a fierce purpose of getting at the saloons before they have time to close, that the indoor game or family reservoir of fun is dragged from its long sleep. It is spread out upon the table. Its paper of directions is unfolded. Its cards, its counters, its pointers and its markers are distributed around the table, and the visitor forces a look of reckless pleasure upon his face. Then the “few simple directions” are read aloud by the Jolly Aunt, instructing each player to challenge the player holding the golden letter corresponding to the digit next in order, to name a dead author beginning with X, failing which the player must declare himself in fault, and pay the forfeit of handing over to the Jolly Aunt his gold watch and all his money, or having a hot plate put down his neck.

With a view to bringing some relief to the guests at entertainments of this kind, I have endeavoured to construct one or two little winter pastimes of a novel character. They are quite inexpensive, and as they need no background of higher arithmetic or ancient history, they are within reach of the humblest intellect. Here is one of them. It is called Indoor Football, or Football without a Ball.

In this game any number of players, from fifteen to thirty, seat themselves in a heap on any one player, usually the player next to the dealer. They then challenge him to get up, while one player stands with a stop-watch in his hand and counts forty seconds. Should the first player fail to rise before forty seconds are counted, the player with the watch declares him suffocated. This is called a “Down” and counts one. The player who was the Down is then leant against the wall; his wind is supposed to be squeezed out. The player called the referee then blows a whistle and the players select another player and score a down off him. While the player is supposed to be down, all the rest must remain seated as before, and not rise from him until the referee by counting forty and blowing his whistle announces that in his opinion the other player is stifled. He is then leant against the wall beside the first player. When the whistle again blows the player nearest the referee strikes him behind the right ear. This is a “Touch,” and counts two.

It is impossible, of course, to give all the rules in detail. I might add, however, that while it counts TWO to strike the referee, to kick him counts THREE. To break his arm or leg counts FOUR, and to kill him outright is called GRAND SLAM and counts one game.

Here is another little thing that I have worked out, which is superior to parlour games in that it combines their intense excitement with sound out-of-door exercise.

It is easily comprehended, and can be played by any number of players, old and young. It requires no other apparatus than a trolley car of the ordinary type, a mile or two of track, and a few thousand volts of electricity. It is called:


The Suburban Trolley Car

   A Holiday Game for Old and Young.
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THE CHIEF PART in the game is taken by two players who station themselves one at each end of the car, and who adopt some distinctive costumes to indicate that they are “it.” The other players occupy the body of the car, or take up their position at intervals along the track.

The object of each player should be to enter the car as stealthily as possible in such a way as to escape the notice of the players in distinctive dress. Should he fail to do this he must pay the philopena or forfeit. Of these there are two: philopena No. 1, the payment of five cents, and philopena No. 2, being thrown off the car by the neck. Each player may elect which philopena he will pay. Any player who escapes paying the philopena scores one.

The players who are in the car may elect to adopt a standing attitude, or to seat themselves, but no player may seat himself in the lap of another without the second player’s consent. The object of those who elect to remain standing is to place their feet upon the toes of those who sit; when they do this they score. The object of those who elect to sit is to elude the feet of the standing players. Much merriment is thus occasioned.

The player in distinctive costume at the front of the car controls a crank, by means of which he is enabled to bring the car to a sudden stop, or to cause it to plunge violently forward. His aim in so doing is to cause all the standing players to fall over backward. Every time he does this he scores. For this purpose he is generally in collusion with the other player in distinctive costume, whose business it is to let him know by a series of bells and signals when the players are not looking, and can be easily thrown down. A sharp fall of this sort gives rise to no end of banter and good-natured drollery, directed against the two players who are “it.”

Should a player who is thus thrown backward save himself from falling by sitting down in the lap of a female player, he scores one. Any player who scores in this manner is entitled to remain seated while he may count six, after which he must remove himself or pay philopena No. 2.

Should the player who controls the crank perceive a player upon the street desirous of joining in the game by entering the car, his object should be: primo, to run over him and kill him; secundo, to kill him by any other means in his power; tertio, to let him into the car, but to exact the usual philopena.

Should a player, in thus attempting to get on the car from without, become entangled in the machinery, the player controlling the crank shouts “huff!” and the car is supposed to pass over him. All within the car score one.

A fine spice of the ludicrous may be added to the game by each player pretending that he has a destination or stopping-place, where he would wish to alight. It now becomes the aim of the two players who are “it” to carry him past his point. A player who is thus carried beyond his imaginary stopping-place must feign a violent passion, and imitate angry gesticulations. He may, in addition, feign a great age or a painful infirmity, which will be found to occasion the most convulsive fun for the other players in the game.

These are the main outlines of this most amusing pastime. Many other agreeable features may, of course, be readily introduced by persons of humour and imagination.


Number Fifty-Six
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WHAT I NARRATE was told me one winter’s evening by my friend Ah-Yen in the little room behind his laundry. Ah-Yen is a quiet little celestial with a grave and thoughtful face, and that melancholy contemplative disposition so often noticed in his countrymen. Between myself and Ah-Yen there exists a friendship of some years’ standing, and we spend many a long evening in the dimly lighted room behind his shop, smoking a dreamy pipe together and plunged in silent meditation. I am chiefly attracted to my friend by the highly imaginative cast of his mind, which is, I believe, a trait of the Eastern character and which enables him to forget to a great extent the sordid cares of his calling in an inner life of his own creation. Of the keen, analytical side of his mind, I was in entire ignorance until the evening of which I write.

The room where we sat was small and dingy, with but little furniture except our chairs and the little table at which we filled and arranged our pipes, and was lighted only by a tallow candle. There were a few pictures on the walls, for the most part rude prints cut from the columns of the daily press and pasted up to hide the bareness of the room. Only one picture was in any way noticeable, a portrait admirably executed in pen and ink. The face was that of a young man, a very beautiful face, but one of infinite sadness. I had long been aware, although I know not how, that Ah-Yen had met with a great sorrow, and had in some way connected the fact with this portrait. I had always refrained, however, from asking him about it, and it was not until the evening in question that I knew its history.

We had been smoking in silence for some time when Ah-Yen spoke. My friend is a man of culture and wide reading, and his English is consequently perfect in its construction; his speech is, of course, marked by the lingering liquid accent of his country which I will not attempt to reproduce.

“I see,” he said, “that you have been examining the portrait of my unhappy friend, Fifty-Six. I have never yet told you of my bereavement, but as to-night is the anniversary of his death, I would fain speak of him for a while.”

Ah-Yen paused; I lighted my pipe afresh, and nodded to him to show that I was listening.

“I do not know,” he went on, “at what precise time Fifty-Six came into my life. I could indeed find it out by examining my books, but I have never troubled to do so. Naturally I took no more interest in him at first than in any other of my customers — less, perhaps, since he never in the course of our connection brought his clothes to me himself but always sent them by a boy. When I presently perceived that he was becoming one of my regular customers, I allotted to him his number, Fifty-Six, and began to speculate as to who and what he was. Before long I had reached several conclusions in regard to my unknown client. The quality of his linen showed me that, if not rich, he was at any rate fairly well off. I could see that he was a young man of regular Christian life, who went out into society to a certain extent; this I could tell from his sending the same number of articles to the laundry, from his washing always coming on Saturday night, and from the fact that he wore a dress shirt about once a week. In disposition he was a modest, unassuming fellow, for his collars were only two inches high.”

I stared at Ah-Yen in some amazement, the recent publications of a favourite novelist had rendered me familiar with this process of analytical reasoning, but I was prepared for no such revelations from my Eastern friend.

“When I first knew him,” Ah-Yen went on, “Fifty-Six was a student at the university. This, of course, I did not know for some time. I inferred it, however, in the course of time, from his absence from town during the four summer months, and from the fact that during the time of the university examinations the cuffs of his shirts came to me covered with dates, formulas, and propositions in geometry. I followed him with no little interest through his university career. During the four years which it lasted, I washed for him every week; my regular connection with him and the insight which my observation gave me into the lovable character of the man, deepened my first esteem into a profound affection and I became most anxious for his success. I helped him at each succeeding examination, as far as lay in my power, by starching his shirts half-way to the elbow, so as to leave him as much room as possible for annotations. My anxiety during the strain of his final examination I will not attempt to describe. That Fifty-Six was undergoing the great crisis of his academic career, I could infer from the state of his handkerchiefs which, in apparent unconsciousness, he used as pen-wipers during the final test. His conduct throughout the examination bore witness to the moral development which had taken place in his character during his career as an undergraduate; for the notes upon his cuffs which had been so copious at his earlier examinations were limited now to a few hints, and these upon topics so intricate as to defy an ordinary memory. It was with a thrill of joy that I at last received in his laundry bundle one Saturday early in June, a ruffled dress shirt, the bosom of which was thickly spattered with the spillings of the wine-cup, and realized that Fifty-Six had banqueted as a Bachelor of Arts.

“In the following winter the habit of wiping his pen upon his handkerchief, which I had remarked during his final examination, became chronic with him, and I knew that he had entered upon the study of law. He worked hard during that year, and dress shirts almost disappeared from his weekly bundle. It was in the following winter, the second year of his legal studies, that the tragedy of his life began. I became aware that a change had come over his laundry; from one, or at most two a week, his dress shirts rose to four, and silk handkerchiefs began to replace his linen ones. It dawned upon me that Fifty-Six was abandoning the rigorous tenor of his student life and was going into society. I presently perceived something more; Fifty-Six was in love. It was soon impossible to doubt it. He was wearing seven shirts a week; linen handkerchiefs disappeared from his laundry; his collars rose from two inches to two and a quarter, and finally to two and a half. I have in my possession one of his laundry lists of that period; a glance at it will show the scrupulous care which he bestowed upon his person. Well do I remember the dawning hopes of those days, alternating with the gloomiest despair. Each Saturday I opened his bundle with a trembling eagerness to catch the first signs of a return of his love. I helped my friend in every way that I could. His shirts and collars were masterpieces of my art, though my hand often shook with agitation as I applied the starch. She was a brave noble girl, that I knew; her influence was elevating the whole nature of Fifty-Six; until now he had had in his possession a certain number of detached cuffs and false shirt-fronts. These he discarded now, — at first the false shirt-fronts, scorning the very idea of fraud, and after a time, in his enthusiasm, abandoning even the cuffs. I cannot look back upon those bright happy days of courtship without a sigh.

“The happiness of Fifty-Six seemed to enter into and fill my whole life. I lived but from Saturday to Saturday. The appearance of false shirt-fronts would cast me to the lowest depths of despair; their absence raised me to a pinnacle of hope. It was not till winter softened into spring that Fifty-Six nerved himself to learn his fate. One Saturday he sent me a new white waistcoat, a garment which had hitherto been shunned by his modest nature, to prepare for his use. I bestowed upon it all the resources of my art; I read his purpose in it. On the Saturday following it was returned to me and, with tears of joy, I marked where a warm little hand had rested fondly on the right shoulder, and knew that Fifty-Six was the accepted lover of his sweetheart.”

Ah-Yen paused and sat for some time silent; his pipe had sputtered out and lay cold in the hollow of his hand; his eye was fixed upon the wall where the light and shadows shifted in the dull flickering of the candle. At last he spoke again:

“I will not dwell upon the happy days that ensued — days of gaudy summer neckties and white waistcoats, of spotless shirts and lofty collars worn but a single day by the fastidious lover. Our happiness seemed complete and I asked no more from fate. Alas! it was not destined to continue! When the bright days of summer were fading into autumn, I was grieved to notice an occasional quarrel — only four shirts instead of seven, or the reappearance of the abandoned cuffs and shirt-fronts. Reconciliations followed, with tears of penitence upon the shoulder of the white waistcoat, and the seven shirts came back. But the quarrels grew more frequent and there came at times stormy scenes of passionate emotion that left a track of broken buttons down the waistcoat. The shirts went slowly down to three, then fell to two, and the collars of my unhappy friend subsided to an inch and three-quarters. In vain I lavished my utmost care upon Fifty-Six. It seemed to my tortured mind that the gloss upon his shirts and collars would have melted a heart of stone. Alas! my every effort at reconciliation seemed to fail. An awful month passed; the false fronts and detached cuffs were all back again; the unhappy lover seemed to glory in their perfidy. At last, one gloomy evening, I found on opening his bundle that he had bought a stock of celluloids, and my heart told me that she had abandoned him for ever. Of what my poor friend suffered at this time, I can give you no idea; suffice it to say that he passed from celluloid to a blue flannel shirt and from blue to grey. The sight of a red cotton handkerchief in his wash at length warned me that his disappointed love had unhinged his mind, and I feared the worst. Then came an agonizing interval of three weeks during which he sent me nothing, and after that came the last parcel that I ever received from him an enormous bundle that seemed to contain all his effects. In this, to my horror, I discovered one shirt the breast of which was stained a deep crimson with his blood, and pierced by a ragged hole that showed where a bullet had singed through into his heart.

“A fortnight before, I remembered having heard the street boys crying the news of an appalling suicide, and I know now that it must have been he. After the first shock of my grief had passed, I sought to keep him in my memory by drawing the portrait which hangs beside you. I have some skill in the art, and I feel assured that I have caught the expression of his face. The picture is, of course, an ideal one, for, as you know, I never saw Fifty-Six.”

The bell on the door of the outer shop tinkled at the entrance of a customer. Ah-Yen rose with that air of quiet resignation that habitually marked his demeanour, and remained for some time in the shop. When he returned he seemed in no mood to continue speaking of his lost friend. I left him soon after and walked sorrowfully home to my lodgings. On my way I mused much upon my little Eastern friend and the sympathetic grasp of his imagination. But a burden lay heavy on my heart — something I would fain have told him but which I could not bear to mention. I could not find it in my heart to shatter the airy castle of his fancy. For my life has been secluded and lonely and I have known no love like that of my ideal friend. Yet I have a haunting recollection of a certain huge bundle of washing that I sent to him about a year ago. I had been absent from town for three weeks and my laundry was much larger than usual in consequence. And if I mistake not there was in the bundle a tattered shirt that had been grievously stained by the breaking of a bottle of red ink in my portmanteau, and burnt in one place where an ash fell from my cigar as I made up the bundle. Of all this I cannot feel absolutely certain, yet I know at least that until a year ago, when I transferred my custom to a more modern establishment, my laundry number with Ah-Yen was Fifty-Six.


Aristocratic Education

[image: img18.jpg]

HOUSE OF LORDS, Jan. 25, 1920. — The House of Lords commenced to-day in Committee the consideration of Clause No. 52,000 of the Education Bill, dealing with the teaching of Geometry in the schools.

The Leader of the Government in presenting the clause urged upon their Lordships the need of conciliation. The Bill, he said, had now been before their Lordships for sixteen years. The Government had made every concession. They had accepted all the amendments of their Lordships on the opposite side in regard to the original provisions of the Bill. They had consented also to insert in the Bill a detailed programme of studies of which the present clause, enunciating the fifth proposition of Euclid, was a part. He would therefore ask their Lordships to accept the clause drafted as follows:

“The angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are equal, and if the equal sides of the triangle are produced, the exterior angles will also be equal.”

He would hasten to add that the Government had no intention of producing the sides. Contingencies might arise to render such a course necessary, but in that case their Lordships would receive an early intimation of the fact.

The Archbishop of Canterbury spoke against the clause. He considered it, in its present form, too secular. He should wish to amend the clause so as to make it read:

“The angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are, in every Christian community, equal, and if the sides be produced by a member of a Christian congregation, the exterior angles will be equal.”

He was aware, he continued, that the angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are extremely equal, but he must remind the Government that the Church had been aware of this for several years past. He was willing also to admit that the opposite sides and ends of a parallelogram are equal, but he thought that such admission should be coupled with a distinct recognition of the existence of a Supreme Being.

The Leader of the Government accepted His Grace’s amendment with pleasure. He considered it the brightest amendment His Grace had made that week. The Government, he said, was aware of the intimate relation in which His Grace stood to the bottom end of a parallelogram and was prepared to respect it.

Lord Halifax rose to offer a further amendment. He thought the present case was one in which the “four-fifths” clause ought to apply: he should wish it stated that the angles are equal for two days every week, except in the case of schools where four-fifths of the parents are conscientiously opposed to the use of the isosceles triangle.

The Leader of the Government thought the amendment a singularly pleasing one. He accepted it and would like it understood that the words isosceles triangle were not meant in any offensive sense.

Lord Rosebery spoke at some length. He considered the clause unfair to Scotland, where the high state of morality rendered education unnecessary. Unless an amendment in this sense was accepted, it might be necessary to reconsider the Act of Union of 1707.

The Leader of the Government said that Lord Rosebery’s amendment was the best he had heard yet. The Government accepted it at once. They were willing to make every concession. They would, if need be, reconsider the Norman Conquest.

The Duke of Devonshire took exception to the part of the clause relating to the production of the sides. He did not think the country was prepared for it. It was unfair to the producer. He would like the clause altered to read, “if the sides be produced in the home market.”

The Leader of the Government accepted with pleasure His Grace’s amendment. He considered it quite sensible. He would now, as it was near the hour of rising, present the clause in its revised form. He hoped, however, that their Lordships would find time to think out some further amendments for the evening sitting.

The clause was then read.

His Grace of Canterbury then moved that the House, in all humility, adjourn for dinner.


The Conjurer’s Revenge
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“NOW, LADIES AND gentlemen,” said the conjurer, “having shown you that the cloth is absolutely empty, I will proceed to take from it a bowl of goldfish. Presto!”

All around the hall people were saying, “Oh, how wonderful! How does he do it?”

But the Quick Man on the front seat said in a big whisper to the people near him, “He-had-it-up-his-sleeve.”

Then the people nodded brightly at the Quick Man and said, “Oh, of course”; and everybody whispered round the hall, “He-had-it-up-his-sleeve.”

“My next trick,” said the conjurer, “is the famous Hindostanee rings. You will notice that the rings are apparently separate; at a blow they all join (clang, clang, clang) — Presto!”

There was a general buzz of stupefaction till the Quick Man was heard to whisper, “He-must-have-had-another-lot- up-his-sleeve.”

Again everybody nodded and whispered, “The-rings-were- up-his-sleeve.”

The brow of the conjurer was clouded with a gathering frown.

“I will now,” he continued, “show you a most amusing trick by which I am enabled to take any number of eggs from a hat. Will some gentleman kindly lend me his hat? Ah, thank you — Presto!”

He extracted seventeen eggs, and for thirty-five seconds the audience began to think that he was wonderful. Then the Quick Man whispered along the front bench, “He-has-a- hen-up-his-sleeve,” and all the people whispered it on. “He-has-a-lot-of-hens-up-his-sleeve.”

The egg trick was ruined.

It went on like that all through. It transpired from the whispers of the Quick Man that the conjurer must have concealed up his sleeve, in addition to the rings, hens, and fish, several packs of cards, a loaf of bread, a doll’s cradle, a live guinea-pig, a fifty-cent piece, and a rocking-chair.

The reputation of the conjurer was rapidly sinking below zero. At the close of the evening he rallied for a final effort.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “I will present to you, in conclusion, the famous Japanese trick recently invented by the natives of Tipperary. Will you, sir,” he continued turning toward the Quick Man, “will you kindly hand me your gold watch?”

It was passed to him.

“Have I your permission to put it into this mortar and pound it to pieces?” he asked savagely.

The Quick Man nodded and smiled.

The conjurer threw the watch into the mortar and grasped a sledge hammer from the table. There was a sound of violent smashing, “He’s-slipped-it-up-his-sleeve,” whispered the Quick Man.

“Now, sir,” continued the conjurer, “will you allow me to take your handkerchief and punch holes in it? Thank you. You see, ladies and gentlemen, there is no deception; the holes are visible to the eye.”

The face of the Quick Man beamed. This time the real mystery of the thing fascinated him.

“And now, sir, will you kindly pass me your silk hat and allow me to dance on it? Thank you.”

The conjurer made a few rapid passes with his feet and exhibited the hat crushed beyond recognition.

“And will you now, sir, take off your celluloid collar and permit me to burn it in the candle? Thank you, sir. And will you allow me to smash your spectacles for you with my hammer? Thank you.”

By this time the features of the Quick Man were assuming a puzzled expression. “This thing beats me,” he whispered, “I don’t see through it a bit.”

There was a great hush upon the audience. Then the conjurer drew himself up to his full height and, with a withering look at the Quick Man, he concluded:

“Ladies and gentlemen, you will observe that I have, with this gentleman’s permission, broken his watch, burnt his collar, smashed his spectacles, and danced on his hat. If he will give me the further permission to paint green stripes on his overcoat, or to tie his suspenders in a knot, I shall be delighted to entertain you. If not, the performance is at an end.”

And amid a glorious burst of music from the orchestra the curtain fell, and the audience dispersed, convinced that there are some tricks, at any rate, that are not done up the conjurer’s sleeve.


Hints to Travellers
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THE FOLLOWING HINTS and observations have occurred to me during a recent trip across the continent: they are written in no spirit of complaint against existing railroad methods, but merely in the hope that they may prove useful to those who travel, like myself, in a spirit of meek, observant ignorance.

1. Sleeping in a Pullman car presents some difficulties to the novice. Care should be taken to allay all sense of danger. The frequent whistling of the engine during the night is apt to be a source of alarm. Find out, therefore, before travelling, the meaning of the various whistles. One means “station,” two, “railroad crossing,” and so on. Five whistles, short and rapid, mean sudden danger. When you hear whistles in the night, sit up smartly in your bunk and count them. Should they reach five, draw on your trousers over your pyjamas and leave the train instantly. As a further precaution against accident, sleep with the feet towards the engine if you prefer to have the feet crushed, or with the head towards the engine, if you think it best to have the head crushed. In making this decision try to be as unselfish as possible. If indifferent, sleep crosswise with the head hanging over into the aisle.

2. I have devoted some thought to the proper method of changing trains. The system which I have observed to be the most popular with travellers of my own class, is something as follows: Suppose that you have been told on leaving New York that you are to change at Kansas City. The evening before approaching Kansas City, stop the conductor in the aisle of the car (you can do this best by putting out your foot and tripping him), and say politely, “Do I change at Kansas City?” He says “Yes.” Very good. Don’t believe him. On going into the dining-car for supper, take a negro aside and put it to him as a personal matter between a white man and a black, whether he thinks you ought to change at Kansas City. Don’t be satisfied with this. In the course of the evening pass through the entire train from time to time, and say to people casually, “Oh, can you tell me if I change at Kansas City?” Ask the conductor about it a few more times in the evening: a repetition of the question will ensure pleasant relations with him. Before falling asleep watch for his passage and ask him through the curtains of your berth, “Oh, by the way, did you say I changed at Kansas City?” If he refuses to stop, hook him by the neck with your walking-stick, and draw him gently to your bedside. In the morning when the train stops and a man calls, “Kansas City! All change!” approach the conductor again and say, “Is this Kansas City?” Don’t be discouraged at his answer. Pick yourself up and go to the other end of the car and say to the brakesman, “Do you know, sir, if this is Kansas City?” Don’t be too easily convinced. Remember that both brakesman and conductor may be in collusion to deceive you. Look around, therefore, for the name of the station on the signboard. Having found it, alight and ask the first man you see if this is Kansas City. He will answer, “Why, where in blank are your blank eyes? Can’t you see it there, plain as blank?” When you hear language of this sort, ask no more. You are now in Kansas and this is Kansas City.

3. I have observed that it is now the practice of the conductors to stick bits of paper in the hats of the passengers. They do this, I believe, to mark which ones they like best. The device is pretty, and adds much to the scenic appearance of the car. But I notice with pain that the system is fraught with much trouble for the conductors. The task of crushing two or three passengers together, in order to reach over them and stick a ticket into the chinks of a silk skull cap is embarrassing for a conductor of refined feelings. It would be simpler if the conductor should carry a small hammer and a packet of shingle nails and nail the paid-up passenger to the back of the seat. Or better still, let the conductor carry a small pot of paint and a brush, and mark the passengers in such a way that he cannot easily mistake them. In the case of bald-headed passengers, the hats might be politely removed and red crosses painted on the craniums. This will indicate that they are bald. Through passengers might be distinguished by a complete coat of paint. In the hands of a man of taste, much might be effected by a little grouping of painted passengers and the leisure time of the conductor agreeably occupied.

4. I have observed in travelling in the West that the irregularity of railroad accidents is a fruitful cause of complaint. The frequent disappointment of the holders of accident policy tickets on western roads is leading to widespread protest. Certainly the conditions of travel in the West are altering rapidly and accidents can no longer be relied upon. This is deeply to be regretted, in so much as, apart from accidents, the tickets may be said to be practically valueless.


A Manual of Education
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THE FEW SELECTIONS below are offered as a specimen page of a little book which I have in course of preparation.

Every man has somewhere in the back of his head the wreck of a thing which he calls his education. My book is intended to embody in concise form these remnants of early instruction.

Educations are divided into splendid educations, thorough classical educations, and average educations. All very old men have splendid educations; all men who apparently know nothing else have thorough classical educations; nobody has an average education.

An education, when it is all written out on foolscap, covers nearly ten sheets. It takes about six years of severe college training to acquire it. Even then a man often finds that he somehow hasn’t got his education just where he can put his thumb on it. When my little book of eight or ten pages has appeared, everybody may carry his education in his hip pocket.

Those who have not had the advantage of an early training will be enabled, by a few hours of conscientious application, to put themselves on an equal footing with the most scholarly.

The selections are chosen entirely at random.

I. — REMAINS OF ASTRONOMY

Astronomy teaches the correct use of the sun and the planets. These may be put on a frame of little sticks and turned round. This causes the tides. Those at the ends of the sticks are enormously far away. From time to time a diligent searching of the sticks reveals new planets. The orbit of a planet is the distance the stick goes round in going round. Astronomy is intensely interesting; it should be done at night, in a high tower in Spitzbergen. This is to avoid the astronomy being interrupted. A really good astronomer can tell when a comet is coming too near him by the warning buzz of the revolving sticks.

II. — REMAINS OF HISTORY

Aztecs: A fabulous race, half man, half horse, half mound-builder. They flourished at about the same time as the early Calithumpians. They have left some awfully stupendous monuments of themselves somewhere.

Life of Caesar: A famous Roman general, the last who ever landed in Britain without being stopped at the custom house. On returning to his Sabine farm (to fetch something), he was stabbed by Brutus, and died with the words “Veni, vidi, tekel, upharsim” in his throat. The jury returned a verdict of strangulation.

Life of Voltaire: A Frenchman; very bitter.

Life of Schopenhauer: A German; very deep; but it was not really noticeable when he sat down.

Life of Dante: An Italian; the first to introduce the banana and the class of street organ known as “Dante’s Inferno.”

Peter the Great,
Alfred the Great,
Frederick the Great,
John the Great,
Tom the Great,
Jim the Great,
Jo the Great, etc., etc.

It is impossible for a busy man to keep these apart. They sought a living as kings and apostles and pugilists and so on.

III. — REMAINS OF BOTANY.

Botany is the art of plants. Plants are divided into trees, flowers, and vegetables. The true botanist knows a tree as soon as he sees it. He learns to distinguish it from a vegetable by merely putting his ear to it.

IV. — REMAINS OF NATURAL SCIENCE.

Natural Science treats of motion and force. Many of its teachings remain as part of an educated man’s permanent equipment in life. Such are:

(a) The harder you shove a bicycle the faster it will go. This is because of natural science.

(b) If you fall from a high tower, you fall quicker and quicker and quicker; a judicious selection of a tower will ensure any rate of speed.

(c) If you put your thumb in between two cogs it will go on and on, until the wheels are arrested, by your suspenders. This is machinery.

(d) Electricity is of two kinds, positive and negative. The difference is, I presume, that one kind comes a little more expensive, but is more durable; the other is a cheaper thing, but the moths get into it.


Hoodoo McFiggin’s Christmas
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THIS SANTA CLAUS business is played out. It’s a sneaking, underhand method, and the sooner it’s exposed the better.

For a parent to get up under cover of the darkness of night and palm off a ten-cent necktie on a boy who had been expecting a ten-dollar watch, and then say that an angel sent it to him, is low, undeniably low.

I had a good opportunity of observing how the thing worked this Christmas, in the case of young Hoodoo McFiggin, the son and heir of the McFiggins, at whose house I board.

Hoodoo McFiggin is a good boy — a religious boy. He had been given to understand that Santa Claus would bring nothing to his father and mother because grown-up people don’t get presents from the angels. So he saved up all his pocket-money and bought a box of cigars for his father and a seventy-five-cent diamond brooch for his mother. His own fortunes he left in the hands of the angels. But he prayed. He prayed every night for weeks that Santa Claus would bring him a pair of skates and a puppy-dog and an air-gun and a bicycle and a Noah’s ark and a sleigh and a drum — altogether about a hundred and fifty dollars’ worth of stuff.

I went into Hoodoo’s room quite early Christmas morning. I had an idea that the scene would be interesting. I woke him up and he sat up in bed, his eyes glistening with radiant expectation, and began hauling things out of his stocking.

The first parcel was bulky; it was done up quite loosely and had an odd look generally.

“Ha! ha!” Hoodoo cried gleefully, as he began undoing it. “I’ll bet it’s the puppy-dog, all wrapped up in paper!”

And was it the puppy-dog? No, by no means. It was a pair of nice, strong, number-four boots, laces and all, labelled, “Hoodoo, from Santa Claus,” and underneath Santa Claus had written, “95 net.”

The boy’s jaw fell with delight. “It’s boots,” he said, and plunged in his hand again.

He began hauling away at another parcel with renewed hope on his face.

This time the thing seemed like a little round box. Hoodoo tore the paper off it with a feverish hand. He shook it; something rattled inside.

“It’s a watch and chain! It’s a watch and chain!” he shouted. Then he pulled the lid off.

And was it a watch and chain? No. It was a box of nice, brand-new celluloid collars, a dozen of them all alike and all his own size.

The boy was so pleased that you could see his face crack up with pleasure.

He waited a few minutes until his intense joy subsided. Then he tried again.

This time the packet was long and hard. It resisted the touch and had a sort of funnel shape.

“It’s a toy pistol!” said the boy, trembling with excitement. “Gee! I hope there are lots of caps with it! I’ll fire some off now and wake up father.”

No, my poor child, you will not wake your father with that. It is a useful thing, but it needs not caps and it fires no bullets, and you cannot wake a sleeping man with a tooth-brush. Yes, it was a tooth-brush — a regular beauty, pure bone all through, and ticketed with a little paper, “Hoodoo, from Santa Claus.”

Again the expression of intense joy passed over the boy’s face, and the tears of gratitude started from his eyes. He wiped them away with his tooth-brush and passed on.

The next packet was much larger and evidently contained something soft and bulky. It had been too long to go into the stocking and was tied outside.

“I wonder what this is,” Hoodoo mused, half afraid to open it. Then his heart gave a great leap, and he forgot all his other presents in the anticipation of this one. “It’s the drum!” he gasped. “It’s the drum, all wrapped up!”

Drum nothing! It was pants — a pair of the nicest little short pants — yellowish-brown short pants — with dear little stripes of colour running across both ways, and here again Santa Claus had written, “Hoodoo, from Santa Claus, one fort net.”

But there was something wrapped up in it. Oh, yes! There was a pair of braces wrapped up in it, braces with a little steel sliding thing so that you could slide your pants up to your neck, if you wanted to.

The boy gave a dry sob of satisfaction. Then he took out his last present. “It’s a book,” he said, as he unwrapped it. “I wonder if it is fairy stories or adventures. Oh, I hope it’s adventures! I’ll read it all morning.”

No, Hoodoo, it was not precisely adventures. It was a small family Bible. Hoodoo had now seen all his presents, and he arose and dressed. But he still had the fun of playing with his toys. That is always the chief delight of Christmas morning.

First he played with his tooth-brush. He got a whole lot of water and brushed all his teeth with it. This was huge.

Then he played with his collars. He had no end of fun with them, taking them all out one by one and swearing at them, and then putting them back and swearing at the whole lot together.

The next toy was his pants. He had immense fun there, putting them on and taking them off again, and then trying to guess which side was which by merely looking at them.

After that he took his book and read some adventures called “Genesis” till breakfast-time.

Then he went downstairs and kissed his father and mother. His father was smoking a cigar, and his mother had her new brooch on. Hoodoo’s face was thoughtful, and a light seemed to have broken in upon his mind. Indeed, I think it altogether likely that next Christmas he will hang on to his own money and take chances on what the angels bring.


The Life of John Smith
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THE LIVES OF great men occupy a large section of our literature. The great man is certainly a wonderful thing. He walks across his century and leaves the marks of his feet all over it, ripping out the dates on his goloshes as he passes. It is impossible to get up a revolution or a new religion, or a national awakening of any sort, without his turning up, putting himself at the head of it and collaring all the gate-receipts for himself. Even after his death he leaves a long trail of second-rate relations spattered over the front seats of fifty years of history.

Now the lives of great men are doubtless infinitely interesting. But at times I must confess to a sense of reaction and an idea that the ordinary common man is entitled to have his biography written too. It is to illustrate this view that I write the life of John Smith, a man neither good nor great, but just the usual, everyday homo like you and me and the rest of us.

From his earliest childhood John Smith was marked out from his comrades by nothing. The marvellous precocity of the boy did not astonish his preceptors. Books were not a passion for him from his youth, neither did any old man put his hand on Smith’s head and say, mark his words, this boy would some day become a man. Nor yet was it his father’s wont to gaze on him with a feeling amounting almost to awe. By no means! All his father did was to wonder whether Smith was a darn fool because he couldn’t help it, or because he thought it smart. In other words, he was just like you and me and the rest of us.

In those athletic sports which were the ornament of the youth of his day, Smith did not, as great men do, excel his fellows. He couldn’t ride worth a darn. He couldn’t skate worth a darn. He couldn’t swim worth a darn. He couldn’t shoot worth a darn. He couldn’t do anything worth a darn. He was just like us.

Nor did the bold cast of the boy’s mind offset his physical defects, as it invariably does in the biographies. On the contrary. He was afraid of his father. He was afraid of his school-teacher. He was afraid of dogs. He was afraid of guns. He was afraid of lightning. He was afraid of hell. He was afraid of girls.

In the boy’s choice of a profession there was not seen that keen longing for a life-work that we find in the celebrities. He didn’t want to be a lawyer, because you have to know law. He didn’t want to be a doctor, because you have to know medicine. He didn’t want to be a business-man, because you have to know business; and he didn’t want to be a school-teacher, because he had seen too many of them. As far as he had any choice, it lay between being Robinson Crusoe and being the Prince of Wales. His father refused him both and put him into a dry goods establishment.

Such was the childhood of Smith. At its close there was nothing in his outward appearance to mark the man of genius. The casual observer could have seen no genius concealed behind the wide face, the massive mouth, the long slanting forehead, and the tall ear that swept up to the close-cropped head. Certainly he couldn’t. There wasn’t any concealed there.

It was shortly after his start in business life that Smith was stricken with the first of those distressing attacks, to which he afterwards became subject. It seized him late one night as he was returning home from a delightful evening of song and praise with a few old school chums. Its symptoms were a peculiar heaving of the sidewalk, a dancing of the street lights, and a crafty shifting to and fro of the houses, requiring a very nice discrimination in selecting his own. There was a strong desire not to drink water throughout the entire attack, which showed that the thing was evidently a form of hydrophobia. From this time on, these painful attacks became chronic with Smith. They were liable to come on at any time, but especially on Saturday nights, on the first of the month, and on Thanksgiving Day. He always had a very severe attack of hydrophobia on Christmas Eve, and after elections it was fearful.

There was one incident in Smith’s career which he did, perhaps, share with regret. He had scarcely reached manhood when he met the most beautiful girl in the world. She was different from all other women. She had a deeper nature than other people. Smith realized it at once. She could feel and understand things that ordinary people couldn’t. She could understand him. She had a great sense of humour and an exquisite appreciation of a joke. He told her the six that he knew one night and she thought them great. Her mere presence made Smith feel as if he had swallowed a sunset: the first time that his finger brushed against hers, he felt a thrill all through him. He presently found that if he took a firm hold of her hand with his, he could get a fine thrill, and if he sat beside her on a sofa, with his head against her ear and his arm about once and a half round her, he could get what you might call a first-class, A-1 thrill. Smith became filled with the idea that he would like to have her always near him. He suggested an arrangement to her, by which she should come and live in the same house with him and take personal charge of his clothes and his meals. She was to receive in return her board and washing, about seventy-five cents a week in ready money, and Smith was to be her slave.

After Smith had been this woman’s slave for some time, baby fingers stole across his life, then another set of them, and then more and more till the house was full of them. The woman’s mother began to steal across his life too, and every time she came Smith had hydrophobia frightfully. Strangely enough there was no little prattler that was taken from his life and became a saddened, hallowed memory to him. Oh, no! The little Smiths were not that kind of prattler. The whole nine grew up into tall, lank boys with massive mouths and great sweeping ears like their father’s, and no talent for anything.

The life of Smith never seemed to bring him to any of those great turning-points that occurred in the lives of the great. True, the passing years brought some change of fortune. He was moved up in his dry-goods establishment from the ribbon counter to the collar counter, from the collar counter to the gents’ panting counter, and from the gents’ panting to the gents’ fancy shirting. Then, as he grew aged and inefficient, they moved him down again from the gents’ fancy shirting to the gents’ panting, and so on to the ribbon counter. And when he grew quite old they dismissed him and got a boy with a four-inch mouth and sandy-coloured hair, who did all Smith could do for half the money. That was John Smith’s mercantile career: it won’t stand comparison with Mr. Gladstone’s, but it’s not unlike your own.

Smith lived for five years after this. His sons kept him. They didn’t want to, but they had to. In his old age the brightness of his mind and his fund of anecdote were not the delight of all who dropped in to see him. He told seven stories and he knew six jokes. The stories were long things all about himself, and the jokes were about a commercial traveller and a Methodist minister. But nobody dropped in to see him, anyway, so it didn’t matter.

At sixty-five Smith was taken ill, and, receiving proper treatment, he died. There was a tombstone put up over him, with a hand pointing north-north-east.

But I doubt if he ever got there. He was too like us.


On Collecting Things
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LIKE MOST OTHER men I have from time to time been stricken with a desire to make collections of things.

It began with postage stamps. I had a letter from a friend of mine who had gone out to South Africa. The letter had a three-cornered stamp on it, and I thought as soon as I looked at it, “That’s the thing! Stamp collecting! I’ll devote my life to it.”

I bought an album with accommodation for the stamps of all nations, and began collecting right off. For three days the collection made wonderful progress. It contained:

One Cape of Good Hope stamp.

One one-cent stamp, United States of America.

One two-cent stamp, United States of America.

One five-cent stamp, United States of America.

One ten-cent stamp, United States of America.

After that the collection came to a dead stop. For a while I used to talk about it rather airily and say I had one or two rather valuable South African stamps. But I presently grew tired even of lying about it.

Collecting coins is a thing that I attempt at intervals. Every time I am given an old half-penny or a Mexican quarter, I get an idea that if a fellow made a point of holding on to rarities of that sort, he’d soon have quite a valuable collection. The first time that I tried it I was full of enthusiasm, and before long my collection numbered quite a few articles of vertu. The items were as follows:

No. 1. Ancient Roman coin. Time of Caligula. This one of course was the gem of the whole lot; it was given me by a friend, and that was what started me collecting.

No. 2. Small copper coin. Value one cent. United States of America. Apparently modern.

No. 3. Small nickel coin. Circular. United States of America. Value five cents.

No. 4. Small silver coin. Value ten cents. United States of America.

No. 5. Silver coin. Circular. Value twenty-five cents. United States of America. Very beautiful.

No. 6. Large silver coin. Circular. Inscription, “One Dollar.” United States of America. Very valuable.

No. 7. Ancient British copper coin. Probably time of Caractacus. Very dim. Inscription, “Victoria Dei gratia regina.” Very valuable.

No. 8. Silver coin. Evidently French. Inscription, “Funf Mark. Kaiser Wilhelm.”

No. 9. Circular silver coin. Very much defaced. Part of inscription, “E Pluribus Unum.” Probably a Russian rouble, but quite as likely to be a Japanese yen or a Shanghai rooster.

That’s as far as that collection got. It lasted through most of the winter and I was getting quite proud of it, but I took the coins down town one evening to show to a friend and we spent No. 3, No. 4, No. 5, No. 6, and No. 7 in buying a little dinner for two. After dinner I bought a yen’s worth of cigars and traded the relic of Caligula for as many hot Scotches as they cared to advance on it. After that I felt reckless and put No. 2 and No. 8 into a Children’s Hospital poor box.

I tried fossils next. I got two in ten years. Then I quit.

A friend of mine once showed me a very fine collection of ancient and curious weapons, and for a time I was full of that idea. I gathered several interesting specimens, such as:

No. 1. Old flint-lock musket, used by my grandfather. (He used it on the farm for years as a crowbar.)

No. 2. Old raw-hide strap, used by my father.

No. 3. Ancient Indian arrowhead, found by myself the very day after I began collecting. It resembles a three-cornered stone.

No. 4. Ancient Indian bow, found by myself behind a sawmill on the second day of collecting. It resembles a straight stick of elm or oak. It is interesting to think that this very weapon may have figured in some fierce scene of savage warfare.

No. 5. Cannibal poniard or straight-handled dagger of the South Sea Islands. It will give the reader almost a thrill of horror to learn that this atrocious weapon, which I bought myself on the third day of collecting, was actually exposed in a second-hand store as a family carving-knife. In gazing at it one cannot refrain from conjuring up the awful scenes it must have witnessed.

I kept this collection for quite a long while until, in a moment of infatuation, I presented it to a young lady as a betrothal present. The gift proved too ostentatious and our relations subsequently ceased to be cordial.

On the whole I am inclined to recommend the beginner to confine himself to collecting coins. At present I am myself making a collection of American bills (time of Taft preferred), a pursuit I find most absorbing.


Society Chat-Chat

AS IT SHOULD BE WRITTEN
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I NOTICE THAT it is customary for the daily papers to publish a column or so of society gossip. They generally head it “Chit-Chat,” or “On Dit,” or “Le Boudoir,” or something of the sort, and they keep it pretty full of French terms to give it the proper sort of swing. These columns may be very interesting in their way, but it always seems to me that they don’t get hold of quite the right things to tell us about. They are very fond, for instance, of giving an account of the delightful dance at Mrs. De Smythe’s — at which Mrs. De Smythe looked charming in a gown of old tulle with a stomacher of passementerie — or of the dinner-party at Mr. Alonzo Robinson’s residence, or the smart pink tea given by Miss Carlotta Jones. No, that’s all right, but it’s not the kind of thing we want to get at; those are not the events which happen in our neighbours’ houses that we really want to hear about. It is the quiet little family scenes, the little traits of home-life that — well, for example, take the case of that delightful party at the De Smythes. I am certain that all those who were present would much prefer a little paragraph like the following, which would give them some idea of the home-life of the De Smythes on the morning after the party.

DEJEUNER DE LUXE AT THE DE SMYTHE RESIDENCE

On Wednesday morning last at 7.15 a.m. a charming little breakfast was served at the home of Mr. De Smythe. The dejeuner was given in honour of Mr. De Smythe and his two sons, Master Adolphus and Master Blinks De Smythe, who were about to leave for their daily travail at their wholesale Bureau de Flour et de Feed. All the gentlemen were very quietly dressed in their habits de work. Miss Melinda De Smythe poured out tea, the domestique having refuse to get up so early after the partie of the night before. The menu was very handsome, consisting of eggs and bacon, demi-froid, and ice-cream. The conversation was sustained and lively. Mr. De Smythe sustained it and made it lively for his daughter and his garcons. In the course of the talk Mr. De Smythe stated that the next time he allowed the young people to turn his maison topsy-turvy he would see them in enfer. He wished to know if they were aware that some ass of the evening before had broken a pane of coloured glass in the hall that would cost him four dollars. Did they think he was made of argent. If so, they never made a bigger mistake in their vie. The meal closed with general expressions of good-feeling. A little bird has whispered to us that there will be no more parties at the De Smythes’ pour long-temps.

Here is another little paragraph that would be of general interest in society.

DINER DE FAMEEL AT THE BOARDING-HOUSE DE MCFIGGIN

Yesterday evening at half after six a pleasant little diner was given by Madame McFiggin of Rock Street, to her boarders. The salle a manger was very prettily decorated with texts, and the furniture upholstered with cheveux de horse, Louis Quinze. The boarders were all very quietly dressed: Mrs. McFiggin was daintily attired in some old clinging stuff with a corsage de Whalebone underneath. The ample board groaned under the bill of fare. The boarders groaned also. Their groaning was very noticeable. The piece de resistance was a hunko de boeuf boile, flanked with some old clinging stuff. The entrees were pate de pumpkin, followed by fromage McFiggin, served under glass. Towards the end of the first course, speeches became the order of the day. Mrs. McFiggin was the first speaker. In commencing, she expressed her surprise that so few of the gentlemen seemed to care for the hunko de boeuf; her own mind, she said, had hesitated between hunko de boeuf boile and a pair of roast chickens (sensation). She had finally decided in favour of the hunko de boeuf (no sensation). She referred at some length to the late Mr. McFiggin, who had always shown a marked preference for hunko de boeuf. Several other speakers followed. All spoke forcibly and to the point. The last to speak was the Reverend Mr. Whiner. The reverend gentleman, in rising, said that he confided himself and his fellow-boarders to the special interference of providence. For what they had eaten, he said, he hoped that Providence would make them truly thankful. At the close of the Repas several of the boarders expressed their intention of going down the street to a restourong to get quelque chose a manger.

Here is another example. How interesting it would be to get a detailed account of that little affair at the Robinsons’, of which the neighbours only heard indirectly! Thus:

DELIGHTFUL EVENING AT THE RESIDENCE OF MR. ALONZO ROBINSON

Yesterday the family of Mr. Alonzo Robinson spent a very lively evening at their home on — th Avenue. The occasion was the seventeenth birthday of Master Alonzo Robinson, junior. It was the original intention of Master Alonzo Robinson to celebrate the day at home and invite a few of les garcons. Mr. Robinson, senior, however, having declared that he would be damne first, Master Alonzo spent the evening in visiting the salons of the town, which he painted rouge. Mr. Robinson, senior, spent the evening at home in quiet expectation of his son’s return. He was very becomingly dressed in a pantalon quatre vingt treize, and had his whippe de chien laid across his knee. Madame Robinson and the Mademoiselles Robinson wore black. The guest of the evening arrived at a late hour. He wore his habits de spri, and had about six pouces of eau de vie in him. He was evidently full up to his cou. For some time after his arrival a very lively time was spent. Mr. Robinson having at length broken the whippe de chien, the family parted for the night with expressions of cordial goodwill.


Insurance up to Date
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A MAN CALLED on me the other day with the idea of insuring my life. Now, I detest life-insurance agents; they always argue that I shall some day die, which is not so. I have been insured a great many times, for about a month at a time, but have had no luck with it at all.

So I made up my mind that I would outwit this man at his own game. I let him talk straight ahead and encouraged him all I could, until he finally left me with a sheet of questions which I was to answer as an applicant. Now this was what I was waiting for; I had decided that, if that company wanted information about me, they should have it, and have the very best quality I could supply. So I spread the sheet of questions before me, and drew up a set of answers for them, which, I hoped, would settle for ever all doubts as to my eligibility for insurance.

Question. — What is your age?
Answer. — I can’t think.

Q. — What is your chest measurement?
A. — Nineteen inches.

Q. — What is your chest expansion?
A. — Half an inch.

Q. — What is your height?
A. — Six feet five, if erect, but less when
    I walk on all fours.

Q. — Is your grandfather dead?
A. — Practically.

Q. — Cause of death, if dead?
A. — Dipsomania, if dead.

Q. — Is your father dead?
A. — To the world.

Q. — Cause of death?
A. — Hydrophobia.

Q. — Place of father’s residence?
A. — Kentucky.

Q. — What illness have you had?
A. — As a child, consumption, leprosy, and water on
    the knee. As a man, whooping-cough, stomach-ache,
    and water on the brain.

Q. — Have you any brothers?
A. — Thirteen; all nearly dead.

Q. — Are you aware of any habits or tendencies which
    might be expected to shorten your life?
A. — I am aware. I drink, I smoke, I take morphine and
    vaseline. I swallow grape seeds and I hate exercise.

I thought when I had come to the end of that list that I had made a dead sure thing of it, and I posted the paper with a cheque for three months’ payment, feeling pretty confident of having the cheque sent back to me. I was a good deal surprised a few days later to receive the following letter from the company:

“DEAR SIR, — We beg to acknowledge your letter of application and cheque for fifteen dollars. After a careful comparison of your case with the average modern standard, we are pleased to accept you as a first-class risk.”


Borrowing a Match
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YOU MIGHT THINK that borrowing a match upon the street is a simple thing. But any man who has ever tried it will assure you that it is not, and will be prepared to swear to the truth of my experience of the other evening.

I was standing on the corner of the street with a cigar that I wanted to light. I had no match. I waited till a decent, ordinary-looking man came along. Then I said:

“Excuse me, sir, but could you oblige me with the loan of a match?”

“A match?” he said, “why certainly.” Then he unbuttoned his overcoat and put his hand in the pocket of his waistcoat. “I know I have one,” he went on, “and I’d almost swear it’s in the bottom pocket — or, hold on, though, I guess it may be in the top — just wait till I put these parcels down on the sidewalk.”

“Oh, don’t trouble,” I said, “it’s really of no consequence.”

“Oh, it’s no trouble, I’ll have it in a minute; I know there must be one in here somewhere” — he was digging his fingers into his pockets as he spoke— “but you see this isn’t the waistcoat I generally…”

I saw that the man was getting excited about it. “Well, never mind,” I protested; “if that isn’t the waistcoat that you generally — why, it doesn’t matter.”

“Hold on, now, hold on!” the man said, “I’ve got one of the cursed things in here somewhere. I guess it must be in with my watch. No, it’s not there either. Wait till I try my coat. If that confounded tailor only knew enough to make a pocket so that a man could get at it!”

He was getting pretty well worked up now. He had thrown down his walking-stick and was plunging at his pockets with his teeth set. “It’s that cursed young boy of mine,” he hissed; “this comes of his fooling in my pockets. By Gad! perhaps I won’t warm him up when I get home. Say, I’ll bet that it’s in my hip-pocket. You just hold up the tail of my overcoat a second till I…”

“No, no,” I protested again, “please don’t take all this trouble, it really doesn’t matter. I’m sure you needn’t take off your overcoat, and oh, pray don’t throw away your letters and things in the snow like that, and tear out your pockets by the roots! Please, please don’t trample over your overcoat and put your feet through the parcels. I do hate to hear you swearing at your little boy, with that peculiar whine in your voice. Don’t — please don’t tear your clothes so savagely.”

Suddenly the man gave a grunt of exultation, and drew his hand up from inside the lining of his coat.

“I’ve got it,” he cried. “Here you are!” Then he brought it out under the light.

It was a toothpick.

Yielding to the impulse of the moment I pushed him under the wheels of a trolley-car, and ran.


A Lesson in Fiction
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SUPPOSE THAT IN the opening pages of the modern melodramatic novel you find some such situation as the following, in which is depicted the terrific combat between Gaspard de Vaux, the boy lieutenant, and Hairy Hank, the chief of the Italian banditti:

“The inequality of the contest was apparent. With a mingled yell of rage and contempt, his sword brandished above his head and his dirk between his teeth, the enormous bandit rushed upon his intrepid opponent. De Vaux seemed scarce more than a stripling, but he stood his ground and faced his hitherto invincible assailant. ‘Mong Dieu,’ cried De Smythe, ‘he is lost!’”

Question. On which of the parties to the above contest do you honestly feel inclined to put your money?

Answer. On De Vaux. He’ll win. Hairy Hank will force him down to one knee and with a brutal cry of “Har! har!” will be about to dirk him, when De Vaux will make a sudden lunge (one he had learnt at home out of a book of lunges) and — 

Very good. You have answered correctly. Now, suppose you find, a little later in the book, that the killing of Hairy Hank has compelled De Vaux to flee from his native land to the East. Are you not fearful for his safety in the desert?

Answer. Frankly, I am not. De Vaux is all right. His name is on the title page, and you can’t kill him.

Question. Listen to this, then: “The sun of Ethiopia beat fiercely upon the desert as De Vaux, mounted upon his faithful elephant, pursued his lonely way. Seated in his lofty hoo-doo, his eye scoured the waste. Suddenly a solitary horseman appeared on the horizon, then another, and another, and then six. In a few moments a whole crowd of solitary horsemen swooped down upon him. There was a fierce shout of ‘Allah!’ a rattle of firearms. De Vaux sank from his hoo-doo on to the sands, while the affrighted elephant dashed off in all directions. The bullet had struck him in the heart.”

There now, what do you think of that? Isn’t De Vaux killed now?

Answer. I am sorry. De Vaux is not dead. True, the ball had hit him, oh yes, it had hit him, but it had glanced off against a family Bible, which he carried in his waistcoat in case of illness, struck some hymns that he had in his hip-pocket, and, glancing off again, had flattened itself against De Vaux’s diary of his life in the desert, which was in his knapsack.

Question. But even if this doesn’t kill him, you must admit that he is near death when he is bitten in the jungle by the deadly dongola?

Answer. That’s all right. A kindly Arab will take De Vaux to the Sheik’s tent.

Question. What will De Vaux remind the Sheik of?

Answer. Too easy. Of his long-lost son, who disappeared years ago.

Question. Was this son Hairy Hank?

Answer. Of course he was. Anyone could see that, but the Sheik never suspects it, and heals De Vaux. He heals him with an herb, a thing called a simple, an amazingly simple, known only to the Sheik. Since using this herb, the Sheik has used no other.

Question. The Sheik will recognize an overcoat that De Vaux is wearing, and complications will arise in the matter of Hairy Hank deceased. Will this result in the death of the boy lieutenant?

Answer. No. By this time De Vaux has realized that the reader knows he won’t die and resolves to quit the desert. The thought of his mother keeps recurring to him, and of his father, too, the grey, stooping old man — does he stoop still or has he stopped stooping? At times, too, there comes the thought of another, a fairer than his father; she whose — but enough, De Vaux returns to the old homestead in Piccadilly.

Question. When De Vaux returns to England, what will happen?

Answer. This will happen: “He who left England ten years before a raw boy, has returned a sunburnt soldierly man. But who is this that advances smilingly to meet him? Can the mere girl, the bright child that shared his hours of play, can she have grown into this peerless, graceful girl, at whose feet half the noble suitors of England are kneeling? ‘Can this be her?’ he asks himself in amazement.”

Question. Is it her?

Answer. Oh, it’s her all right. It is her, and it is him, and it is them. That girl hasn’t waited fifty pages for nothing.

Question. You evidently guess that a love affair will ensue between the boy lieutenant and the peerless girl with the broad feet. Do you imagine, however, that its course will run smoothly and leave nothing to record?

Answer. Not at all. I feel certain that the scene of the novel having edged itself around to London, the writer will not feel satisfied unless he introduces the following famous scene:

“Stunned by the cruel revelation which he had received, unconscious of whither his steps were taking him, Gaspard de Vaux wandered on in the darkness from street to street until he found himself upon London Bridge. He leaned over the parapet and looked down upon the whirling stream below. There was something in the still, swift rush of it that seemed to beckon, to allure him. After all, why not? What was life now that he should prize it? For a moment De Vaux paused irresolute.”

Question. Will he throw himself in?

Answer. Well, say you don’t know Gaspard. He will pause irresolute up to the limit, then, with a fierce struggle, will recall his courage and hasten from the Bridge.

Question. This struggle not to throw oneself in must be dreadfully difficult?

Answer. Oh! dreadfully! Most of us are so frail we should jump in at once. But Gaspard has the knack of it. Besides he still has some of the Sheik’s herb; he chews it.

Question. What has happened to De Vaux anyway? Is it anything he has eaten?

Answer. No, it is nothing that he has eaten. It’s about her. The blow has come. She has no use for sunburn, doesn’t care for tan; she is going to marry a duke and the boy lieutenant is no longer in it. The real trouble is that the modern novelist has got beyond the happy-marriage mode of ending. He wants tragedy and a blighted life to wind up with.

Question. How will the book conclude?

Answer. Oh, De Vaux will go back to the desert, fall upon the Sheik’s neck, and swear to be a second Hairy Hank to him. There will be a final panorama of the desert, the Sheik and his newly found son at the door of the tent, the sun setting behind a pyramid, and De Vaux’s faithful elephant crouched at his feet and gazing up at him with dumb affection.


Helping the Armenians
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THE FINANCIAL AFFAIRS of the parish church up at Doogalville have been getting rather into a tangle in the last six months. The people of the church were specially anxious to do something toward the general public subscription of the town on behalf of the unhappy Armenians, and to that purpose they determined to devote the collections taken up at a series of special evening services. To give the right sort of swing to the services and to stimulate generous giving, they put a new pipe organ into the church. In order to make a preliminary payment on the organ, it was decided to raise a mortgage on the parsonage.

To pay the interest on the mortgage, the choir of the church got up a sacred concert in the town hall.

To pay for the town hall, the Willing Workers’ Guild held a social in the Sunday school. To pay the expenses of the social, the rector delivered a public lecture on “Italy and Her Past,” illustrated by a magic lantern. To pay for the magic lantern, the curate and the ladies of the church got up some amateur theatricals.

Finally, to pay for the costumes for the theatricals, the rector felt it his duty to dispense with the curate.

So that is where the church stands just at present. What they chiefly want to do, is to raise enough money to buy a suitable gold watch as a testimonial to the curate. After that they hope to be able to do something for the Armenians. Meantime, of course, the Armenians, the ones right there in the town, are getting very troublesome. To begin with, there is the Armenian who rented the costumes for the theatricals: he has to be squared. Then there is the Armenian organ dealer, and the Armenian who owned the magic lantern. They want relief badly.

The most urgent case is that of the Armenian who holds the mortgage on the parsonage; indeed it is generally felt in the congregation, when the rector makes his impassioned appeals at the special services on behalf of the suffering cause, that it is to this man that he has special reference.

In the meanwhile the general public subscription is not getting along very fast; but the proprietor of the big saloon further down the street and the man with the short cigar that runs the Doogalville Midway Plaisance have been most liberal in their contributions.


A Study in Still Life. — The Country Hotel
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THE COUNTRY HOTEL stands on the sunny side of Main Street. It has three entrances.

There is one in front which leads into the Bar. There is one at the side called the Ladies’ Entrance which leads into the Bar from the side. There is also the Main Entrance which leads into the Bar through the Rotunda.

The Rotunda is the space between the door of the bar-room and the cigar-case.

In it is a desk and a book. In the book are written down the names of the guests, together with marks indicating the direction of the wind and the height of the barometer. It is here that the newly arrived guest waits until he has time to open the door leading to the Bar.

The bar-room forms the largest part of the hotel. It constitutes the hotel proper. To it are attached a series of bedrooms on the floor above, many of which contain beds.

The walls of the bar-room are perforated in all directions with trap-doors. Through one of these drinks are passed into the back sitting-room. Through others drinks are passed into the passages. Drinks are also passed through the floor and through the ceiling. Drinks once passed never return. The Proprietor stands in the doorway of the bar. He weighs two hundred pounds. His face is immovable as putty. He is drunk. He has been drunk for twelve years. It makes no difference to him. Behind the bar stands the Bar-tender. He wears wicker-sleeves, his hair is curled in a hook, and his name is Charlie.

Attached to the bar is a pneumatic beer-pump, by means of which the bar-tender can flood the bar with beer. Afterwards he wipes up the beer with a rag. By this means he polishes the bar. Some of the beer that is pumped up spills into glasses and has to be sold.

Behind the bar-tender is a mechanism called a cash-register, which, on being struck a powerful blow, rings a bell, sticks up a card marked NO SALE, and opens a till from which the bar-tender distributes money.

There is printed a tariff of drinks and prices on the wall.

It reads thus:

 Beer . . . . . . . . . . . . 5 cents.
     Whisky. . . . . . . . . . 5 cents.
  Whisky and Soda. . . . . . . 5 cents.
     Beer and Soda . . . . . . 5 cents.
  Whisky and Beer and Soda . . 5 cents.
     Whisky and Eggs . . . . . 5 cents.
     Beer and Eggs . . . . . . 5 cents.
        Champagne. . . . . . . 5 cents.
        Cigars . . . . . . . . 5 cents.
  Cigars, extra fine . . . . . 5 cents.

All calculations are made on this basis and are worked out to three places of decimals. Every seventh drink is on the house and is not followed by a distribution of money.

The bar-room closes at midnight, provided there are enough people in it. If there is not a quorum the proprietor waits for a better chance. A careful closing of the bar will often catch as many as twenty-five people. The bar is not opened again till seven o’clock in the morning; after that the people may go home. There are also, nowadays, Local Option Hotels. These contain only one entrance, leading directly into the bar.


An Experiment with Policeman Hogan
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MR. SCALPER SITS writing in the reporters’ room of The Daily Eclipse. The paper has gone to press and he is alone; a wayward talented gentleman, this Mr. Scalper, and employed by The Eclipse as a delineator of character from handwriting. Any subscriber who forwards a specimen of his handwriting is treated to a prompt analysis of his character from Mr. Scalper’s facile pen. The literary genius has a little pile of correspondence beside him, and is engaged in the practice of his art. Outside the night is dark and rainy. The clock on the City Hall marks the hour of two. In front of the newspaper office Policeman Hogan walks drearily up and down his beat. The damp misery of Hogan is intense. A belated gentleman in clerical attire, returning home from a bed of sickness, gives him a side-look of timid pity and shivers past. Hogan follows the retreating figure with his eye; then draws forth a notebook and sits down on the steps of The Eclipse building to write in the light of the gas lamp. Gentlemen of nocturnal habits have often wondered what it is that Policeman Hogan and his brethren write in their little books. Here are the words that are fashioned by the big fist of the policeman:

“Two o’clock. All is well. There is a light in Mr. Scalper’s room above. The night is very wet and I am unhappy and cannot sleep — my fourth night of insomnia. Suspicious-looking individual just passed. Alas, how melancholy is my life! Will the dawn never break! Oh, moist, moist stone.”

Mr. Scalper up above is writing too, writing with the careless fluency of a man who draws his pay by the column. He is delineating with skill and rapidity. The reporters’ room is gloomy and desolate. Mr. Scalper is a man of sensitive temperament and the dreariness of his surroundings depresses him. He opens the letter of a correspondent, examines the handwriting narrowly, casts his eye around the room for inspiration, and proceeds to delineate:

“G.H. You have an unhappy, despondent nature; your circumstances oppress you, and your life is filled with an infinite sadness. You feel that you are without hope—”

Mr. Scalper pauses, takes another look around the room, and finally lets his eye rest for some time upon a tall black bottle that stands on the shelf of an open cupboard. Then he goes on:

“ — and you have lost all belief in Christianity and a future world and human virtue. You are very weak against temptation, but there is an ugly vein of determination in your character, when you make up your mind that you are going to have a thing—”

Here Mr. Scalper stops abruptly, pushes back his chair, and dashes across the room to the cupboard. He takes the black bottle from the shelf, applies it to his lips, and remains for some time motionless. He then returns to finish the delineation of G.H. with the hurried words:

“On the whole I recommend you to persevere; you are doing very well.” Mr. Scalper’s next proceeding is peculiar. He takes from the cupboard a roll of twine, about fifty feet in length, and attaches one end of it to the neck of the bottle. Going then to one of the windows, he opens it, leans out, and whistles softly. The alert ear of Policeman Hogan on the pavement below catches the sound, and he returns it. The bottle is lowered to the end of the string, the guardian of the peace applies it to his gullet, and for some time the policeman and the man of letters remain attached by a cord of sympathy. Gentlemen who lead the variegated life of Mr. Scalper find it well to propitiate the arm of the law, and attachments of this sort are not uncommon. Mr. Scalper hauls up the bottle, closes the window, and returns to his task; the policeman resumes his walk with a glow of internal satisfaction. A glance at the City Hall clock causes him to enter another note in his book.

“Half-past two. All is better. The weather is milder with a feeling of young summer in the air. Two lights in Mr. Scalper’s room. Nothing has occurred which need be brought to the notice of the roundsman.”

Things are going better upstairs too. The delineator opens a second envelope, surveys the writing of the correspondent with a critical yet charitable eye, and writes with more complacency.

“William H. Your writing shows a disposition which, though naturally melancholy, is capable of a temporary cheerfulness. You have known misfortune but have made up your mind to look on the bright side of things. If you will allow me to say so, you indulge in liquor but are quite moderate in your use of it. Be assured that no harm ever comes of this moderate use. It enlivens the intellect, brightens the faculties, and stimulates the dormant fancy into a pleasurable activity. It is only when carried to excess—”

At this point the feelings of Mr. Scalper, who had been writing very rapidly, evidently become too much for him. He starts up from his chair, rushes two or three times around the room, and finally returns to finish the delineation thus: “it is only when carried to excess that this moderation becomes pernicious.”

Mr. Scalper succumbs to the train of thought suggested and gives an illustration of how moderation to excess may be avoided, after which he lowers the bottle to Policeman Hogan with a cheery exchange of greetings.

The half-hours pass on. The delineator is writing busily and feels that he is writing well. The characters of his correspondents lie bare to his keen eye and flow from his facile pen. From time to time he pauses and appeals to the source of his inspiration; his humanity prompts him to extend the inspiration to Policeman Hogan. The minion of the law walks his beat with a feeling of more than tranquillity. A solitary Chinaman, returning home late from his midnight laundry, scuttles past. The literary instinct has risen strong in Hogan from his connection with the man of genius above him, and the passage of the lone Chinee gives him occasion to write in his book:

“Four-thirty. Everything is simply great. There are four lights in Mr. Scalper’s room. Mild, balmy weather with prospects of an earthquake, which may be held in check by walking with extreme caution. Two Chinamen have just passed — mandarins, I presume. Their walk was unsteady, but their faces so benign as to disarm suspicion.”

Up in the office Mr. Scalper has reached the letter of a correspondent which appears to give him particular pleasure, for he delineates the character with a beaming smile of satisfaction. To the unpractised eye the writing resembles the prim, angular hand of an elderly spinster. Mr. Scalper, however, seems to think otherwise, for he writes:

“Aunt Dorothea. You have a merry, rollicking nature. At times you are seized with a wild, tumultuous hilarity to which you give ample vent in shouting and song. You are much addicted to profanity, and you rightly feel that this is part of your nature and you must not check it. The world is a very bright place to you, Aunt Dorothea. Write to me again soon. Our minds seem cast in the same mould.”

Mr. Scalper seems to think that he has not done full justice to the subject he is treating, for he proceeds to write a long private letter to Aunt Dorothea in addition to the printed delineation. As he finishes the City Hall clock points to five, and Policeman Hogan makes the last entry in his chronicle. Hogan has seated himself upon the steps of The Eclipse building for greater comfort and writes with a slow, leisurely fist:

“The other hand of the clock points north and the second longest points south-east by south. I infer that it is five o’clock. The electric lights in Mr. Scalper’s room defy the eye. The roundsman has passed and examined my notes of the night’s occurrences. They are entirely satisfactory, and he is pleased with their literary form. The earthquake which I apprehended was reduced to a few minor oscillations which cannot reach me where I sit—”

The lowering of the bottle interrupts Policeman Hogan. The long letter to Aunt Dorothea has cooled the ardour of Mr. Scalper. The generous blush has passed from his mind and he has been trying in vain to restore it. To afford Hogan a similar opportunity, he decides not to haul the bottle up immediately, but to leave it in his custody while he delineates a character. The writing of this correspondent would seem to the inexperienced eye to be that of a timid little maiden in her teens. Mr. Scalper is not to be deceived by appearances. He shakes his head mournfully at the letter and writes:

“Little Emily. You have known great happiness, but it has passed. Despondency has driven you to seek forgetfulness in drink. Your writing shows the worst phase of the liquor habit. I apprehend that you will shortly have delirium tremens. Poor little Emily! Do not try to break off; it is too late.”

Mr. Scalper is visibly affected by his correspondent’s unhappy condition. His eye becomes moist, and he decides to haul up the bottle while there is still time to save Policeman Hogan from acquiring a taste for liquor. He is surprised and alarmed to find the attempt to haul it up ineffectual. The minion of the law has fallen into a leaden slumber, and the bottle remains tight in his grasp. The baffled delineator lets fall the string and returns to finish his task. Only a few lines are now required to fill the column, but Mr. Scalper finds on examining the correspondence that he has exhausted the subjects. This, however, is quite a common occurrence and occasions no dilemma in the mind of the talented gentleman. It is his custom in such cases to fill up the space with an imaginary character or two, the analysis of which is a task most congenial to his mind. He bows his head in thought for a few moments, and then writes as follows:

“Policeman H. Your hand shows great firmness; when once set upon a thing you are not easily moved. But you have a mean, grasping disposition and a tendency to want more than your share. You have formed an attachment which you hope will be continued throughout life, but your selfishness threatens to sever the bond.”

Having written which, Mr. Scalper arranges his manuscript for the printer next day, dons his hat and coat, and wends his way home in the morning twilight, feeling that his pay is earned.


The Passing of the Poet
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STUDIES IN WHAT may be termed collective psychology are essentially in keeping with the spirit of the present century. The examination of the mental tendencies, the intellectual habits which we display not as individuals, but as members of a race, community, or crowd, is offering a fruitful field of speculation as yet but little exploited. One may, therefore, not without profit, pass in review the relation of the poetic instinct to the intellectual development of the present era.

Not the least noticeable feature in the psychological evolution of our time is the rapid disappearance of poetry. The art of writing poetry, or perhaps more fairly, the habit of writing poetry, is passing from us. The poet is destined to become extinct.

To a reader of trained intellect the initial difficulty at once suggests itself as to what is meant by poetry. But it is needless to quibble at a definition of the term. It may be designated, simply and fairly, as the art of expressing a simple truth in a concealed form of words, any number of which, at intervals greater or less, may or may not rhyme.

The poet, it must be said, is as old as civilization. The Greeks had him with them, stamping out his iambics with the sole of his foot. The Romans, too, knew him — endlessly juggling his syllables together, long and short, short and long, to make hexameters. This can now be done by electricity, but the Romans did not know it.

But it is not my present purpose to speak of the poets of an earlier and ruder time. For the subject before us it is enough to set our age in comparison with the era that preceded it. We have but to contrast ourselves with our early Victorian grandfathers to realize the profound revolution that has taken place in public feeling. It is only with an effort that the practical common sense of the twentieth century can realize the excessive sentimentality of the earlier generation.

In those days poetry stood in high and universal esteem. Parents read poetry to their children. Children recited poetry to their parents. And he was a dullard, indeed, who did not at least profess, in his hours of idleness, to pour spontaneous rhythm from his flowing quill.

Should one gather statistics of the enormous production of poetry some sixty or seventy years ago, they would scarcely appear credible. Journals and magazines teemed with it. Editors openly countenanced it. Even the daily press affected it. Love sighed in home-made stanzas. Patriotism rhapsodized on the hustings, or cited rolling hexameters to an enraptured legislature. Even melancholy death courted his everlasting sleep in elegant elegiacs.

In that era, indeed, I know not how, polite society was haunted by the obstinate fiction that it was the duty of a man of parts to express himself from time to time in verse. Any special occasion of expansion or exuberance, of depression, torsion, or introspection, was sufficient to call it forth. So we have poems of dejection, of reflection, of deglutition, of indigestion.

Any particular psychological disturbance was enough to provoke an excess of poetry. The character and manner of the verse might vary with the predisposing cause. A gentleman who had dined too freely might disexpand himself in a short fit of lyric doggerel in which “bowl” and “soul” were freely rhymed. The morning’s indigestion inspired a long-drawn elegiac, with “bier” and “tear,” “mortal” and “portal” linked in sonorous sadness. The man of politics, from time to time, grateful to an appreciative country, sang back to it, “Ho, Albion, rising from the brine!” in verse whose intention at least was meritorious.

And yet it was but a fiction, a purely fictitious obligation, self-imposed by a sentimental society. In plain truth, poetry came no more easily or naturally to the early Victorian than to you or me. The lover twanged his obdurate harp in vain for hours for the rhymes that would not come, and the man of politics hammered at his heavy hexameter long indeed before his Albion was finally “hoed” into shape; while the beer-besotted convivialist cudgelled his poor wits cold sober in rhyming the light little bottle-ditty that should have sprung like Aphrodite from the froth of the champagne.

I have before me a pathetic witness of this fact. It is the note-book once used for the random jottings of a gentleman of the period. In it I read: “Fair Lydia, if my earthly harp.” This is crossed out, and below it appears, “Fair Lydia, COULD my earthly harp.” This again is erased, and under it appears, “Fair Lydia, SHOULD my earthly harp.” This again is struck out with a despairing stroke, and amended to read: “Fair Lydia, DID my earthly harp.” So that finally, when the lines appeared in the Gentleman’s Magazine (1845) in their ultimate shape— “Fair Edith, when with fluent pen,” etc., etc. — one can realize from what a desperate congelation the fluent pen had been so perseveringly rescued.

There can be little doubt of the deleterious effect occasioned both to public and private morals by this deliberate exaltation of mental susceptibility on the part of the early Victorian. In many cases we can detect the evidences of incipient paresis. The undue access of emotion frequently assumed a pathological character. The sight of a daisy, of a withered leaf or an upturned sod, seemed to disturb the poet’s mental equipoise. Spring unnerved him. The lambs distressed him. The flowers made him cry. The daffodils made him laugh. Day dazzled him. Night frightened him.

This exalted mood, combined with the man’s culpable ignorance of the plainest principles of physical science, made him see something out of the ordinary in the flight of a waterfowl or the song of a skylark. He complained that he could HEAR it, but not SEE it — a phenomenon too familiar to the scientific observer to occasion any comment.

In such a state of mind the most inconsequential inferences were drawn. One said that the brightness of the dawn — a fact easily explained by the diurnal motion of the globe — showed him that his soul was immortal. He asserted further that he had, at an earlier period of his life, trailed bright clouds behind him. This was absurd.

With the disturbance thus set up in the nervous system were coupled, in many instances, mental aberrations, particularly in regard to pecuniary matters. “Give me not silk, nor rich attire,” pleaded one poet of the period to the British public, “nor gold nor jewels rare.” Here was an evident hallucination that the writer was to become the recipient of an enormous secret subscription. Indeed, the earnest desire NOT to be given gold was a recurrent characteristic of the poetic temperament. The repugnance to accept even a handful of gold was generally accompanied by a desire for a draught of pure water or a night’s rest.

It is pleasing to turn from this excessive sentimentality of thought and speech to the practical and concise diction of our time. We have learned to express ourselves with equal force, but greater simplicity. To illustrate this I have gathered from the poets of the earlier generation and from the prose writers of to-day parallel passages that may be fairly set in contrast. Here, for example, is a passage from the poet Grey, still familiar to scholars:

  “Can storied urn or animated bust
   Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?
   Can honour’s voice invoke the silent dust
   Or flattery soothe the dull cold ear of death?”

Precisely similar in thought, though different in form, is the more modern presentation found in Huxley’s Physiology:

“Whether after the moment of death the ventricles of the heart can be again set in movement by the artificial stimulus of oxygen, is a question to which we must impose a decided negative.”

How much simpler, and yet how far superior to Grey’s elaborate phraseology! Huxley has here seized the central point of the poet’s thought, and expressed it with the dignity and precision of exact science.

I cannot refrain, even at the risk of needless iteration, from quoting a further example. It is taken from the poet Burns. The original dialect being written in inverted hiccoughs, is rather difficult to reproduce. It describes the scene attendant upon the return of a cottage labourer to his home on Saturday night:

  “The cheerfu’ supper done, wi’ serious face
   They round the ingle form in a circle wide;
   The sire turns o’er, wi’ patriarchal grace,
   The big ha’ Bible, ance his father’s pride:
   His bonnet rev’rently is laid aside,
   His lyart haffets wearing thin an’ bare:
   Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide,
   He wales a portion wi’ judeecious care.”

Now I find almost the same scene described in more apt phraseology in the police news of the Dumfries Chronicle (October 3, 1909), thus: “It appears that the prisoner had returned to his domicile at the usual hour, and, after partaking of a hearty meal, had seated himself on his oaken settle, for the ostensible purpose of reading the Bible. It was while so occupied that his arrest was effected.” With the trifling exception that Burns omits all mention of the arrest, for which, however, the whole tenor of the poem gives ample warrant, the two accounts are almost identical.

In all that I have thus said I do not wish to be misunderstood. Believing, as I firmly do, that the poet is destined to become extinct, I am not one of those who would accelerate his extinction. The time has not yet come for remedial legislation, or the application of the criminal law. Even in obstinate cases where pronounced delusions in reference to plants, animals, and natural phenomena are seen to exist, it is better that we should do nothing that might occasion a mistaken remorse. The inevitable natural evolution which is thus shaping the mould of human thought may safely be left to its own course.


Self-made Men
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THEY WERE BOTH what we commonly call successful business men — men with well-fed faces, heavy signet rings on fingers like sausages, and broad, comfortable waistcoats, a yard and a half round the equator. They were seated opposite each other at a table of a first-class restaurant, and had fallen into conversation while waiting to give their order to the waiter. Their talk had drifted back to their early days and how each had made his start in life when he first struck New York.

“I tell you what, Jones,” one of them was saying, “I shall never forget my first few years in this town. By George, it was pretty uphill work! Do you know, sir, when I first struck this place, I hadn’t more than fifteen cents to my name, hadn’t a rag except what I stood up in, and all the place I had to sleep in — you won’t believe it, but it’s a gospel fact just the same — was an empty tar barrel. No, sir,” he went on, leaning back and closing up his eyes into an expression of infinite experience, “no, sir, a fellow accustomed to luxury like you has simply no idea what sleeping out in a tar barrel and all that kind of thing is like.”

“My dear Robinson,” the other man rejoined briskly, “if you imagine I’ve had no experience of hardship of that sort, you never made a bigger mistake in your life. Why, when I first walked into this town I hadn’t a cent, sir, not a cent, and as for lodging, all the place I had for months and months was an old piano box up a lane, behind a factory. Talk about hardship, I guess I had it pretty rough! You take a fellow that’s used to a good warm tar barrel and put him into a piano box for a night or two, and you’ll see mighty soon—”

“My dear fellow,” Robinson broke in with some irritation, “you merely show that you don’t know what a tar barrel’s like. Why, on winter nights, when you’d be shut in there in your piano box just as snug as you please, I used to lie awake shivering, with the draught fairly running in at the bunghole at the back.”

“Draught!” sneered the other man, with a provoking laugh, “draught! Don’t talk to me about draughts. This box I speak of had a whole darned plank off it, right on the north side too. I used to sit there studying in the evenings, and the snow would blow in a foot deep. And yet, sir,” he continued more quietly, “though I know you’ll not believe it, I don’t mind admitting that some of the happiest days of my life were spent in that same old box. Ah, those were good old times! Bright, innocent days, I can tell you. I’d wake up there in the mornings and fairly shout with high spirits. Of course, you may not be able to stand that kind of life—”

“Not stand it!” cried Robinson fiercely; “me not stand it! By gad! I’m made for it. I just wish I had a taste of the old life again for a while. And as for innocence! Well, I’ll bet you you weren’t one-tenth as innocent as I was; no, nor one-fifth, nor one-third! What a grand old life it was! You’ll swear this is a darned lie and refuse to believe it — but I can remember evenings when I’d have two or three fellows in, and we’d sit round and play pedro by a candle half the night.”

“Two or three!” laughed Jones; “why, my dear fellow, I’ve known half a dozen of us to sit down to supper in my piano box, and have a game of pedro afterwards; yes, and charades and forfeits, and every other darned thing. Mighty good suppers they were too! By Jove, Robinson, you fellows round this town who have ruined your digestions with high living, have no notion of the zest with which a man can sit down to a few potato peelings, or a bit of broken pie crust, or—”

“Talk about hard food,” interrupted the other, “I guess I know all about that. Many’s the time I’ve breakfasted off a little cold porridge that somebody was going to throw away from a back-door, or that I’ve gone round to a livery stable and begged a little bran mash that they intended for the pigs. I’ll venture to say I’ve eaten more hog’s food—”

“Hog’s food!” shouted Robinson, striking his fist savagely on the table, “I tell you hog’s food suits me better than—”

He stopped speaking with a sudden grunt of surprise as the waiter appeared with the question:

“What may I bring you for dinner, gentlemen?”

“Dinner!” said Jones, after a moment of silence, “dinner! Oh, anything, nothing — I never care what I eat — give me a little cold porridge, if you’ve got it, or a chunk of salt pork — anything you like, it’s all the same to me.”

The waiter turned with an impassive face to Robinson.

“You can bring me some of that cold porridge too,” he said, with a defiant look at Jones; “yesterday’s, if you have it, and a few potato peelings and a glass of skim milk.”

There was a pause. Jones sat back in his chair and looked hard across at Robinson. For some moments the two men gazed into each other’s eyes with a stern, defiant intensity. Then Robinson turned slowly round in his seat and beckoned to the waiter, who was moving off with the muttered order on his lips.

“Here, waiter,” he said with a savage scowl, “I guess I’ll change that order a little. Instead of that cold porridge I’ll take — um, yes — a little hot partridge. And you might as well bring me an oyster or two on the half shell, and a mouthful of soup (mock-turtle, consomme, anything), and perhaps you might fetch along a dab of fish, and a little peck of Stilton, and a grape, or a walnut.”

The waiter turned to Jones.

“I guess I’ll take the same,” he said simply, and added; “and you might bring a quart of champagne at the same time.”

And nowadays, when Jones and Robinson meet, the memory of the tar barrel and the piano box is buried as far out of sight as a home for the blind under a landslide.


A Model Dialogue
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IN WHICH IS shown how the drawing-room juggler may be permanently cured of his card trick.

The drawing-room juggler, having slyly got hold of the pack of cards at the end of the game of whist, says:

“Ever see any card tricks? Here’s rather a good one; pick a card.”

“Thank you, I don’t want a card.”

“No, but just pick one, any one you like, and I’ll tell which one you pick.”

“You’ll tell who?”

“No, no; I mean, I’ll know which it is don’t you see? Go on now, pick a card.”

“Any one I like?”

“Yes.”

“Any colour at all?”

“Yes, yes.”

“Any suit?”

“Oh, yes; do go on.”

“Well, let me see, I’ll — pick — the — ace of spades.”

“Great Caesar! I mean you are to pull a card out of the pack.”

“Oh, to pull it out of the pack! Now I understand. Hand me the pack. All right — I’ve got it.”

“Have you picked one?”

“Yes, it’s the three of hearts. Did you know it?”

“Hang it! Don’t tell me like that. You spoil the thing. Here, try again. Pick a card.”

“All right, I’ve got it.”

“Put it back in the pack. Thanks. (Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle — flip) — There, is that it?” (triumphantly).

“I don’t know. I lost sight of it.”

“Lost sight of it! Confound it, you have to look at it and see what it is.”

“Oh, you want me to look at the front of it!”

“Why, of course! Now then, pick a card.”

“All right. I’ve picked it. Go ahead.” (Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle — flip.)

“Say, confound you, did you put that card back in the pack?”

“Why, no. I kept it.”

“Holy Moses! Listen. Pick — a — card — just one — look at it — see what it is — then put it back — do you understand?”

“Oh, perfectly. Only I don’t see how you are ever going to do it. You must be awfully clever.”

(Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle — flip.)

“There you are; that’s your card, now, isn’t it?” (This is the supreme moment.)

“NO. THAT IS NOT MY CARD.” (This is a flat lie, but Heaven will pardon you for it.)

“Not that card!!!! Say — just hold on a second. Here, now, watch what you’re at this time. I can do this cursed thing, mind you, every time. I’ve done it on father, on mother, and on every one that’s ever come round our place. Pick a card. (Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle — flip, bang.) There, that’s your card.”

“NO. I AM SORRY. THAT IS NOT MY CARD. But won’t you try it again? Please do. Perhaps you are a little excited — I’m afraid I was rather stupid. Won’t you go and sit quietly by yourself on the back verandah for half an hour and then try? You have to go home? Oh, I’m so sorry. It must be such an awfully clever little trick. Good night!”


Back to the Bush
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I HAVE A friend called Billy, who has the Bush Mania. By trade he is a doctor, but I do not think that he needs to sleep out of doors. In ordinary things his mind appears sound. Over the tops of his gold-rimmed spectacles, as he bends forward to speak to you, there gleams nothing but amiability and kindliness. Like all the rest of us he is, or was until he forgot it all, an extremely well-educated man.

I am aware of no criminal strain in his blood. Yet Billy is in reality hopelessly unbalanced. He has the Mania of the Open Woods.

Worse than that, he is haunted with the desire to drag his friends with him into the depths of the Bush.

Whenever we meet he starts to talk about it.

Not long ago I met him in the club.

“I wish,” he said, “you’d let me take you clear away up the Gatineau.”

“Yes, I wish I would, I don’t think,” I murmured to myself, but I humoured him and said:

“How do we go, Billy, in a motor-car or by train?”

“No, we paddle.”

“And is it up-stream all the way?”

“Oh, yes,” Billy said enthusiastically.

“And how many days do we paddle all day to get up?”

“Six.”

“Couldn’t we do it in less?”

“Yes,” Billy answered, feeling that I was entering into the spirit of the thing, “if we start each morning just before daylight and paddle hard till moonlight, we could do it in five days and a half.”

“Glorious! and are there portages?”

“Lots of them.”

“And at each of these do I carry two hundred pounds of stuff up a hill on my back?”

“Yes.”

“And will there be a guide, a genuine, dirty-looking Indian guide?”

“Yes.”

“And can I sleep next to him?”

“Oh, yes, if you want to.”

“And when we get to the top, what is there?”

“Well, we go over the height of land.”

“Oh, we do, do we? And is the height of land all rock and about three hundred yards up-hill? And do I carry a barrel of flour up it? And does it roll down and crush me on the other side? Look here, Billy, this trip is a great thing, but it is too luxurious for me. If you will have me paddled up the river in a large iron canoe with an awning, carried over the portages in a sedan-chair, taken across the height of land in a palanquin or a howdah, and lowered down the other side in a derrick, I’ll go. Short of that, the thing would be too fattening.”

Billy was discouraged and left me. But he has since returned repeatedly to the attack.

He offers to take me to the head-waters of the Batiscan. I am content at the foot.

He wants us to go to the sources of the Attahwapiscat. I don’t.

He says I ought to see the grand chutes of the Kewakasis. Why should I?

I have made Billy a counter-proposition that we strike through the Adirondacks (in the train) to New York, from there portage to Atlantic City, then to Washington, carrying our own grub (in the dining-car), camp there a few days (at the Willard), and then back, I to return by train and Billy on foot with the outfit.

The thing is still unsettled.

Billy, of course, is only one of thousands that have got this mania. And the autumn is the time when it rages at its worst.

Every day there move northward trains, packed full of lawyers, bankers, and brokers, headed for the bush. They are dressed up to look like pirates. They wear slouch hats, flannel shirts, and leather breeches with belts. They could afford much better clothes than these, but they won’t use them. I don’t know where they get these clothes. I think the railroad lends them out. They have guns between their knees and big knives at their hips. They smoke the worst tobacco they can find, and they carry ten gallons of alcohol per man in the baggage car.

In the intervals of telling lies to one another they read the railroad pamphlets about hunting. This kind of literature is deliberately and fiendishly contrived to infuriate their mania. I know all about these pamphlets because I write them. I once, for instance, wrote up, from imagination, a little place called Dog Lake at the end of a branch line. The place had failed as a settlement, and the railroad had decided to turn it into a hunting resort. I did the turning. I think I did it rather well, rechristening the lake and stocking the place with suitable varieties of game. The pamphlet ran like this.

“The limpid waters of Lake Owatawetness (the name, according to the old Indian legends of the place, signifies, The Mirror of the Almighty) abound with every known variety of fish. Near to its surface, so close that the angler may reach out his hand and stroke them, schools of pike, pickerel, mackerel, doggerel, and chickerel jostle one another in the water. They rise instantaneously to the bait and swim gratefully ashore holding it in their mouths. In the middle depth of the waters of the lake, the sardine, the lobster, the kippered herring, the anchovy and other tinned varieties of fish disport themselves with evident gratification, while even lower in the pellucid depths the dog-fish, the hog-fish, the log-fish, and the sword-fish whirl about in never-ending circles.

“Nor is Lake Owatawetness merely an Angler’s Paradise. Vast forests of primeval pine slope to the very shores of the lake, to which descend great droves of bears — brown, green, and bear-coloured — while as the shades of evening fall, the air is loud with the lowing of moose, cariboo, antelope, cantelope, musk-oxes, musk-rats, and other graminivorous mammalia of the forest. These enormous quadrumana generally move off about 10.30 p.m., from which hour until 11.45 p.m. the whole shore is reserved for bison and buffalo.

“After midnight hunters who so desire it can be chased through the woods, for any distance and at any speed they select, by jaguars, panthers, cougars, tigers, and jackals whose ferocity is reputed to be such that they will tear the breeches off a man with their teeth in their eagerness to sink their fangs in his palpitating flesh. Hunters, attention! Do not miss such attractions as these!”

I have seen men — quiet, reputable, well-shaved men — reading that pamphlet of mine in the rotundas of hotels, with their eyes blazing with excitement. I think it is the jaguar attraction that hits them the hardest, because I notice them rub themselves sympathetically with their hands while they read.

Of course, you can imagine the effect of this sort of literature on the brains of men fresh from their offices, and dressed out as pirates.

They just go crazy and stay crazy.

Just watch them when they get into the bush.

Notice that well-to-do stockbroker crawling about on his stomach in the underbrush, with his spectacles shining like gig-lamps. What is he doing? He is after a cariboo that isn’t there. He is “stalking” it. With his stomach. Of course, away down in his heart he knows that the cariboo isn’t there and never was; but that man read my pamphlet and went crazy. He can’t help it: he’s GOT to stalk something. Mark him as he crawls along; see him crawl through a thimbleberry bush (very quietly so that the cariboo won’t hear the noise of the prickles going into him), then through a bee’s nest, gently and slowly, so that the cariboo will not take fright when the bees are stinging him. Sheer woodcraft! Yes, mark him. Mark him any way you like. Go up behind him and paint a blue cross on the seat of his pants as he crawls. He’ll never notice. He thinks he’s a hunting dog. Yet this is the man who laughs at his little son of ten for crawling round under the dining-room table with a mat over his shoulders, and pretending to be a bear.

Now see these other men in camp.

Someone has told them — I think I first started the idea in my pamphlet — that the thing is to sleep on a pile of hemlock branches. I think I told them to listen to the wind sowing (you know the word I mean), sowing and crooning in the giant pines. So there they are upside-down, doubled up on a couch of green spikes that would have killed St. Sebastian. They stare up at the sky with blood-shot, restless eyes, waiting for the crooning to begin. And there isn’t a sow in sight.

Here is another man, ragged and with a six days’ growth of beard, frying a piece of bacon on a stick over a little fire. Now what does he think he is? The CHEF of the Waldorf Astoria? Yes, he does, and what’s more he thinks that that miserable bit of bacon, cut with a tobacco knife from a chunk of meat that lay six days in the rain, is fit to eat. What’s more, he’ll eat it. So will the rest. They’re all crazy together.

There’s another man, the Lord help him who thinks he has the “knack” of being a carpenter. He is hammering up shelves to a tree. Till the shelves fall down he thinks he is a wizard. Yet this is the same man who swore at his wife for asking him to put up a shelf in the back kitchen. “How the blazes,” he asked, “could he nail the damn thing up? Did she think he was a plumber?”

After all, never mind.

Provided they are happy up there, let them stay.

Personally, I wouldn’t mind if they didn’t come back and lie about it. They get back to the city dead fagged for want of sleep, sogged with alcohol, bitten brown by the bush-flies, trampled on by the moose and chased through the brush by bears and skunks — and they have the nerve to say that they like it.

Sometimes I think they do.

Men are only animals anyway. They like to get out into the woods and growl round at night and feel something bite them.

Only why haven’t they the imagination to be able to do the same thing with less fuss? Why not take their coats and collars off in the office and crawl round on the floor and growl at one another. It would be just as good.


Reflections on Riding
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THE WRITING OF this paper has been inspired by a debate recently held at the literary society of my native town on the question, “Resolved: that the bicycle is a nobler animal than the horse.” In order to speak for the negative with proper authority, I have spent some weeks in completely addicting myself to the use of the horse. I find that the difference between the horse and the bicycle is greater than I had supposed.

The horse is entirely covered with hair; the bicycle is not entirely covered with hair, except the ‘89 model they are using in Idaho.

In riding a horse the performer finds that the pedals in which he puts his feet will not allow of a good circular stroke. He will observe, however, that there is a saddle in which — especially while the horse is trotting — he is expected to seat himself from time to time. But it is simpler to ride standing up, with the feet in the pedals.

There are no handles to a horse, but the 1910 model has a string to each side of its face for turning its head when there is anything you want it to see.

Coasting on a good horse is superb, but should be under control. I have known a horse to suddenly begin to coast with me about two miles from home, coast down the main street of my native town at a terrific rate, and finally coast through a plantoon of the Salvation Army into its livery stable.

I cannot honestly deny that it takes a good deal of physical courage to ride a horse. This, however, I have. I get it at about forty cents a flask, and take it as required.

I find that in riding a horse up the long street of a country town, it is not well to proceed at a trot. It excites unkindly comment. It is better to let the horse walk the whole distance. This may be made to seem natural by turning half round in the saddle with the hand on the horse’s back, and gazing intently about two miles up the road. It then appears that you are the first in of about fourteen men.

Since learning to ride, I have taken to noticing the things that people do on horseback in books. Some of these I can manage, but most of them are entirely beyond me. Here, for instance, is a form of equestrian performance that every reader will recognize and for which I have only a despairing admiration:

“With a hasty gesture of farewell, the rider set spurs to his horse and disappeared in a cloud of dust.”

With a little practice in the matter of adjustment, I think I could set spurs to any size of horse, but I could never disappear in a cloud of dust — at least, not with any guarantee of remaining disappeared when the dust cleared away.

Here, however, is one that I certainly can do:

“The bridle-rein dropped from Lord Everard’s listless hand, and, with his head bowed upon his bosom, he suffered his horse to move at a foot’s pace up the sombre avenue. Deep in thought, he heeded not the movement of the steed which bore him.”

That is, he looked as if he didn’t; but in my case Lord Everard has his eye on the steed pretty closely, just the same.

This next I am doubtful about:

“To horse! to horse!” cried the knight, and leaped into the saddle.

I think I could manage it if it read:

“To horse!” cried the knight, and, snatching a step-ladder from the hands of his trusty attendant, he rushed into the saddle.

As a concluding remark, I may mention that my experience of riding has thrown a very interesting sidelight upon a rather puzzling point in history. It is recorded of the famous Henry the Second that he was “almost constantly in the saddle, and of so restless a disposition that he never sat down, even at meals.” I had hitherto been unable to understand Henry’s idea about his meals, but I think I can appreciate it now.


Saloonio

A STUDY IN SHAKESPEAREAN CRITICISM
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THEY SAY THAT young men fresh from college are pretty positive about what they know. But from my own experience of life, I should say that if you take a comfortable, elderly man who hasn’t been near a college for about twenty years, who has been pretty liberally fed and dined ever since, who measures about fifty inches around the circumference, and has a complexion like a cranberry by candlelight, you will find that there is a degree of absolute certainty about what he thinks he knows that will put any young man to shame. I am specially convinced of this from the case of my friend Colonel Hogshead, a portly, choleric gentleman who made a fortune in the cattle-trade out in Wyoming, and who, in his later days, has acquired a chronic idea that the plays of Shakespeare are the one subject upon which he is most qualified to speak personally.

He came across me the other evening as I was sitting by the fire in the club sitting-room looking over the leaves of The Merchant of Venice, and began to hold forth to me about the book.

“Merchant of Venice, eh? There’s a play for you, sir! There’s genius! Wonderful, sir, wonderful! You take the characters in that play and where will you find anything like them? You take Antonio, take Sherlock, take Saloonio—”

“Saloonio, Colonel?” I interposed mildly, “aren’t you making a mistake? There’s a Bassanio and a Salanio in the play, but I don’t think there’s any Saloonio, is there?”

For a moment Colonel Hogshead’s eye became misty with doubt, but he was not the man to admit himself in error:

“Tut, tut! young man,” he said with a frown, “don’t skim through your books in that way. No Saloonio? Why, of course there’s a Saloonio!”

“But I tell you, Colonel,” I rejoined, “I’ve just been reading the play and studying it, and I know there’s no such character—”

“Nonsense, sir, nonsense!” said the Colonel, “why he comes in all through; don’t tell me, young man, I’ve read that play myself. Yes, and seen it played, too, out in Wyoming, before you were born, by fellers, sir, that could act. No Saloonio, indeed! why, who is it that is Antonio’s friend all through and won’t leave him when Bassoonio turns against him? Who rescues Clarissa from Sherlock, and steals the casket of flesh from the Prince of Aragon? Who shouts at the Prince of Morocco, ‘Out, out, you damned candlestick’? Who loads up the jury in the trial scene and fixes the doge? No Saloonio! By gad! in my opinion, he’s the most important character in the play—”

“Colonel Hogshead,” I said very firmly, “there isn’t any Saloonio and you know it.”

But the old man had got fairly started on whatever dim recollection had given birth to Saloonio; the character seemed to grow more and more luminous in the Colonel’s mind, and he continued with increasing animation:

“I’ll just tell you what Saloonio is: he’s a type. Shakespeare means him to embody the type of the perfect Italian gentleman. He’s an idea, that’s what he is, he’s a symbol, he’s a unit—”

Meanwhile I had been searching among the leaves of the play. “Look here,” I said, “here’s the list of the Dramatis Personae. There’s no Saloonio there.”

But this didn’t dismay the Colonel one atom. “Why, of course there isn’t,” he said. “You don’t suppose you’d find Saloonio there! That’s the whole art of it! That’s Shakespeare! That’s the whole gist of it! He’s kept clean out of the Personae — gives him scope, gives him a free hand, makes him more of a type than ever. Oh, it’s a subtle thing, sir, the dramatic art!” continued the Colonel, subsiding into quiet reflection; “it takes a feller quite a time to get right into Shakespeare’s mind and see what he’s at all the time.”

I began to see that there was no use in arguing any further with the old man. I left him with the idea that the lapse of a little time would soften his views on Saloonio. But I had not reckoned on the way in which old men hang on to a thing. Colonel Hogshead quite took up Saloonio. From that time on Saloonio became the theme of his constant conversation. He was never tired of discussing the character of Saloonio, the wonderful art of the dramatist in creating him, Saloonio’s relation to modern life, Saloonio’s attitude toward women, the ethical significance of Saloonio, Saloonio as compared with Hamlet, Hamlet as compared with Saloonio — and so on, endlessly. And the more he looked into Saloonio, the more he saw in him.

Saloonio seemed inexhaustible. There were new sides to him — new phases at every turn. The Colonel even read over the play, and finding no mention of Saloonio’s name in it, he swore that the books were not the same books they had had out in Wyoming; that the whole part had been cut clean out to suit the book to the infernal public schools, Saloonio’s language being — at any rate, as the Colonel quoted it — undoubtedly a trifle free. Then the Colonel took to annotating his book at the side with such remarks as, “Enter Saloonio,” or “A tucket sounds; enter Saloonio, on the arm of the Prince of Morocco.” When there was no reasonable excuse for bringing Saloonio on the stage the Colonel swore that he was concealed behind the arras, or feasting within with the doge.

But he got satisfaction at last. He had found that there was nobody in our part of the country who knew how to put a play of Shakespeare on the stage, and took a trip to New York to see Sir Henry Irving and Miss Terry do the play. The Colonel sat and listened all through with his face just beaming with satisfaction, and when the curtain fell at the close of Irving’s grand presentation of the play, he stood up in his seat, and cheered and yelled to his friends: “That’s it! That’s him! Didn’t you see that man that came on the stage all the time and sort of put the whole play through, though you couldn’t understand a word he said? Well, that’s him! That’s Saloonio!”


Half-hours with the Poets

I. — MR. WORDSWORTH AND THE LITTLE COTTAGE GIRL.
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  “I met a little cottage girl,
   She was eight years old she said,
   Her hair was thick with many a curl
   That clustered round her head.”

WORDSWORTH.

This is what really happened.

Over the dreary downs of his native Cumberland the aged laureate was wandering with bowed head and countenance of sorrow.

Times were bad with the old man.

In the south pocket of his trousers, as he set his face to the north, jingled but a few odd coins and a cheque for St. Leon water. Apparently his cup of bitterness was full.

In the distance a child moved — a child in form, yet the deep lines upon her face bespoke a countenance prematurely old.

The poet espied, pursued and overtook the infant. He observed that apparently she drew her breath lightly and felt her life in every limb, and that presumably her acquaintance with death was of the most superficial character.

“I must sit awhile and ponder on that child,” murmured the poet. So he knocked her down with his walking-stick and seating himself upon her, he pondered.

Long he sat thus in thought. “His heart is heavy,” sighed the child.

At length he drew forth a note-book and pencil and prepared to write upon his knee. “Now then, my dear young friend,” he said, addressing the elfin creature, “I want those lines upon your face. Are you seven?”

“Yes, we are seven,” said the girl sadly, and added, “I know what you want. You are going to question me about my afflicted family. You are Mr. Wordsworth, and you are collecting mortuary statistics for the Cottagers’ Edition of the Penny Encyclopaedia.”

“You are eight years old?” asked the bard.

“I suppose so,” answered she. “I have been eight years old for years and years.”

“And you know nothing of death, of course?” said the poet cheerfully.

“How can I?” answered the child.

“Now then,” resumed the venerable William, “let us get to business. Name your brothers and sisters.”

“Let me see,” began the child wearily; “there was Rube and Ike, two I can’t think of, and John and Jane.”

“You must not count John and Jane,” interrupted the bard reprovingly; “they’re dead, you know, so that doesn’t make seven.”

“I wasn’t counting them, but perhaps I added up wrongly,” said the child; “and will you please move your overshoe off my neck?”

“Pardon,” said the old man. “A nervous trick, I have been absorbed; indeed, the exigency of the metre almost demands my doubling up my feet. To continue, however; which died first?”

“The first to go was little Jane,” said the child.

“She lay moaning in bed, I presume?”

“In bed she moaning lay.”

“What killed her?”

“Insomnia,” answered the girl. “The gaiety of our cottage life, previous to the departure of our elder brothers for Conway, and the constant field-sports in which she indulged with John, proved too much for a frame never too robust.”

“You express yourself well,” said the poet. “Now, in regard to your unfortunate brother, what was the effect upon him in the following winter of the ground being white with snow and your being able to run and slide?”

“My brother John was forced to go,” answered she. “We have been at a loss to understand the cause of his death. We fear that the dazzling glare of the newly fallen snow, acting upon a restless brain, may have led him to a fatal attempt to emulate my own feats upon the ice. And, oh, sir,” the child went on, “speak gently of poor Jane. You may rub it into John all you like; we always let him slide.”

“Very well,” said the bard, “and allow me, in conclusion, one rather delicate question: Do you ever take your little porringer?”

“Oh, yes,” answered the child frankly — 

  “‘Quite often after sunset,
   When all is light and fair,
   I take my little porringer’ — 

“I can’t quite remember what I do after that, but I know that I like it.”

“That is immaterial,” said Wordsworth. “I can say that you take your little porringer neat, or with bitters, or in water after every meal. As long as I can state that you take a little porringer regularly, but never to excess, the public is satisfied. And now,” rising from his seat, “I will not detain you any longer. Here is sixpence — or stay,” he added hastily, “here is a cheque for St. Leon water. Your information has been most valuable, and I shall work it, for all I am Wordsworth.” With these words the aged poet bowed deferentially to the child and sauntered off in the direction of the Duke of Cumberland’s Arms, with his eyes on the ground, as if looking for the meanest flower that blows itself.

II: — HOW TENNYSON KILLED THE MAY QUEEN

“If you’re waking call me early, call me early, mother dear.”

PART I

As soon as the child’s malady had declared itself the afflicted parents of the May Queen telegraphed to Tennyson, “Our child gone crazy on subject of early rising, could you come and write some poetry about her?”

Alfred, always prompt to fill orders in writing from the country, came down on the evening train. The old cottager greeted the poet warmly, and began at once to speak of the state of his unfortunate daughter.

“She was took queer in May,” he said, “along of a sort of bee that the young folks had; she ain’t been just right since; happen you might do summat.”

With these words he opened the door of an inner room.

The girl lay in feverish slumber. Beside her bed was an alarm-clock set for half-past three. Connected with the clock was an ingenious arrangement of a falling brick with a string attached to the child’s toe.

At the entrance of the visitor she started up in bed. “Whoop,” she yelled, “I am to be Queen of the May, mother, ye-e!”

Then perceiving Tennyson in the doorway, “If that’s a caller,” she said, “tell him to call me early.”

The shock caused the brick to fall. In the subsequent confusion Alfred modestly withdrew to the sitting-room.

“At this rate,” he chuckled, “I shall not have long to wait. A few weeks of that strain will finish her.”

PART II

Six months had passed.

It was now mid-winter.

And still the girl lived. Her vitality appeared inexhaustible.

She got up earlier and earlier. She now rose yesterday afternoon.

At intervals she seemed almost sane, and spoke in a most pathetic manner of her grave and the probability of the sun shining on it early in the morning, and her mother walking on it later in the day. At other times her malady would seize her, and she would snatch the brick off the string and throw it fiercely at Tennyson. Once, in an uncontrollable fit of madness, she gave her sister Effie a half-share in her garden tools and an interest in a box of mignonette.

The poet stayed doggedly on. In the chill of the morning twilight he broke the ice in his water-basin and cursed the girl. But he felt that he had broken the ice and he stayed.

On the whole, life at the cottage, though rugged, was not cheerless. In the long winter evenings they would gather around a smoking fire of peat, while Tennyson read aloud the Idylls of the King to the rude old cottager. Not to show his rudeness, the old man kept awake by sitting on a tin-tack. This also kept his mind on the right tack. The two found that they had much in common, especially the old cottager. They called each other “Alfred” and “Hezekiah” now.

PART III

Time moved on and spring came.

Still the girl baffled the poet.

“I thought to pass away before,” she would say with a mocking grin, “but yet alive I am, Alfred, alive I am.”

Tennyson was fast losing hope.

Worn out with early rising, they engaged a retired Pullman-car porter to take up his quarters, and being a negro his presence added a touch of colour to their life.

The poet also engaged a neighbouring divine at fifty cents an evening to read to the child the best hundred books, with explanations. The May Queen tolerated him, and used to like to play with his silver hair, but protested that he was prosy.

At the end of his resources the poet resolved upon desperate measures.

He chose an evening when the cottager and his wife were out at a dinner-party.

At nightfall Tennyson and his accomplices entered the girl’s room.

She defended herself savagely with her brick, but was overpowered.

The negro seated himself upon her chest, while the clergyman hastily read a few verses about the comfort of early rising at the last day.

As he concluded, the poet drove his pen into her eye.

“Last call!” cried the negro porter triumphantly.

III. — OLD MR. LONGFELLOW ON BOARD THE HESPERUS.

 “It was the schooner Hesperus that sailed the wintry sea,
  And the skipper had taken his little daughter to bear
        him company.” — LONGFELLOW.

There were but three people in the cabin party of the Hesperus: old Mr. Longfellow, the skipper, and the skipper’s daughter.

The skipper was much attached to the child, owing to the singular whiteness of her skin and the exceptionally limpid blue of her eyes; she had hitherto remained on shore to fill lucrative engagements as albino lady in a circus.

This time, however, her father had taken her with him for company. The girl was an endless source of amusement to the skipper and the crew. She constantly got up games of puss-in-the-corner, forfeits, and Dumb Crambo with her father and Mr. Longfellow, and made Scripture puzzles and geographical acrostics for the men.

Old Mr. Longfellow was taking the voyage to restore his shattered nerves. From the first the captain disliked Henry. He was utterly unused to the sea and was nervous and fidgety in the extreme. He complained that at sea his genius had not a sufficient degree of latitude. Which was unparalleled presumption.

On the evening of the storm there had been a little jar between Longfellow and the captain at dinner. The captain had emptied it several times, and was consequently in a reckless, quarrelsome humour.

“I confess I feel somewhat apprehensive,” said old Henry nervously, “of the state of the weather. I have had some conversation about it with an old gentleman on deck who professed to have sailed the Spanish main. He says you ought to put into yonder port.”

“I have,” hiccoughed the skipper, eyeing the bottle, and added with a brutal laugh that “he could weather the roughest gale that ever wind did blow.” A whole Gaelic society, he said, wouldn’t fizz on him.

Draining a final glass of grog, he rose from his chair, said grace, and staggered on deck.

All the time the wind blew colder and louder.

The billows frothed like yeast. It was a yeast wind.

The evening wore on.

Old Henry shuffled about the cabin in nervous misery.

The skipper’s daughter sat quietly at the table selecting verses from a Biblical clock to amuse the ship’s bosun, who was suffering from toothache.

At about ten Longfellow went to his bunk, requesting the girl to remain up in his cabin.

For half an hour all was quiet, save the roaring of the winter wind.

Then the girl heard the old gentleman start up in bed.

“What’s that bell, what’s that bell?” he gasped.

A minute later he emerged from his cabin wearing a cork jacket and trousers over his pyjamas.

“Sissy,” he said, “go up and ask your pop who rang that bell.”

The obedient child returned.

“Please, Mr. Longfellow,” she said, “pa says there weren’t no bell.”

The old man sank into a chair and remained with his head buried in his hands.

“Say,” he exclaimed presently, “someone’s firing guns and there’s a glimmering light somewhere. You’d better go upstairs again.”

Again the child returned.

“The crew are guessing at an acrostic, and occasionally they get a glimmering of it.”

Meantime the fury of the storm increased.

The skipper had the hatches battered down.

Presently Longfellow put his head out of a porthole and called out, “Look here, you may not care, but the cruel rocks are goring the sides of this boat like the horns of an angry bull.”

The brutal skipper heaved the log at him. A knot in it struck a plank and it glanced off.

Too frightened to remain below, the poet raised one of the hatches by picking out the cotton batting and made his way on deck. He crawled to the wheel-house.

The skipper stood lashed to the helm all stiff and stark. He bowed stiffly to the poet. The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow on his fixed and glassy eyes. The man was hopelessly intoxicated.

All the crew had disappeared. When the missile thrown by the captain had glanced off into the sea, they glanced after it and were lost.

At this moment the final crash came.

Something hit something. There was an awful click followed by a peculiar grating sound, and in less time than it takes to write it (unfortunately), the whole wreck was over.

As the vessel sank, Longfellow’s senses left him. When he reopened his eyes he was in his own bed at home, and the editor of his local paper was bending over him.

“You have made a first-rate poem of it, Mr. Longfellow,” he was saying, unbending somewhat as he spoke, “and I am very happy to give you our cheque for a dollar and a quarter for it.”

“Your kindness checks my utterance,” murmured Henry feebly, very feebly.


A, B, and C

THE HUMAN ELEMENT IN MATHEMATICS
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THE STUDENT OF arithmetic who has mastered the first four rules of his art, and successfully striven with money sums and fractions, finds himself confronted by an unbroken expanse of questions known as problems. These are short stories of adventure and industry with the end omitted, and though betraying a strong family resemblance, are not without a certain element of romance.

The characters in the plot of a problem are three people called A, B, and C. The form of the question is generally of this sort:

“A, B, and C do a certain piece of work. A can do as much work in one hour as B in two, or C in four. Find how long they work at it.”

Or thus:

“A, B, and C are employed to dig a ditch. A can dig as much in one hour as B can dig in two, and B can dig twice as fast as C. Find how long, etc. etc.”

Or after this wise:

“A lays a wager that he can walk faster than B or C. A can walk half as fast again as B, and C is only an indifferent walker. Find how far, and so forth.”

The occupations of A, B, and C are many and varied. In the older arithmetics they contented themselves with doing “a certain piece of work.” This statement of the case however, was found too sly and mysterious, or possibly lacking in romantic charm. It became the fashion to define the job more clearly and to set them at walking matches, ditch-digging, regattas, and piling cord wood. At times, they became commercial and entered into partnership, having with their old mystery a “certain” capital. Above all they revel in motion. When they tire of walking-matches — A rides on horseback, or borrows a bicycle and competes with his weaker-minded associates on foot. Now they race on locomotives; now they row; or again they become historical and engage stage-coaches; or at times they are aquatic and swim. If their occupation is actual work they prefer to pump water into cisterns, two of which leak through holes in the bottom and one of which is water-tight. A, of course, has the good one; he also takes the bicycle, and the best locomotive, and the right of swimming with the current. Whatever they do they put money on it, being all three sports. A always wins.

In the early chapters of the arithmetic, their identity is concealed under the names John, William, and Henry, and they wrangle over the division of marbles. In algebra they are often called X, Y, Z. But these are only their Christian names, and they are really the same people.

Now to one who has followed the history of these men through countless pages of problems, watched them in their leisure hours dallying with cord wood, and seen their panting sides heave in the full frenzy of filling a cistern with a leak in it, they become something more than mere symbols. They appear as creatures of flesh and blood, living men with their own passions, ambitions, and aspirations like the rest of us. Let us view them in turn. A is a full-blooded blustering fellow, of energetic temperament, hot-headed and strong-willed. It is he who proposes everything, challenges B to work, makes the bets, and bends the others to his will. He is a man of great physical strength and phenomenal endurance. He has been known to walk forty-eight hours at a stretch, and to pump ninety-six. His life is arduous and full of peril. A mistake in the working of a sum may keep him digging a fortnight without sleep. A repeating decimal in the answer might kill him.

B is a quiet, easy-going fellow, afraid of A and bullied by him, but very gentle and brotherly to little C, the weakling. He is quite in A’s power, having lost all his money in bets.

Poor C is an undersized, frail man, with a plaintive face. Constant walking, digging, and pumping has broken his health and ruined his nervous system. His joyless life has driven him to drink and smoke more than is good for him, and his hand often shakes as he digs ditches. He has not the strength to work as the others can, in fact, as Hamlin Smith has said, “A can do more work in one hour than C in four.”

The first time that ever I saw these men was one evening after a regatta. They had all been rowing in it, and it had transpired that A could row as much in one hour as B in two, or C in four. B and C had come in dead fagged and C was coughing badly. “Never mind, old fellow,” I heard B say, “I’ll fix you up on the sofa and get you some hot tea.” Just then A came blustering in and shouted, “I say, you fellows, Hamlin Smith has shown me three cisterns in his garden and he says we can pump them until to-morrow night. I bet I can beat you both. Come on. You can pump in your rowing things, you know. Your cistern leaks a little, I think, C.” I heard B growl that it was a dirty shame and that C was used up now, but they went, and presently I could tell from the sound of the water that A was pumping four times as fast as C.

For years after that I used to see them constantly about town and always busy. I never heard of any of them eating or sleeping. Then owing to a long absence from home, I lost sight of them. On my return I was surprised to no longer find A, B, and C at their accustomed tasks; on inquiry I heard that work in this line was now done by N, M, and O, and that some people were employing for algebraica jobs four foreigners called Alpha, Beta, Gamma, and Delta.

Now it chanced one day that I stumbled upon old D, in the little garden in front of his cottage, hoeing in the sun. D is an aged labouring man who used occasionally to be called in to help A, B, and C. “Did I know ’em, sir?” he answered, “why, I knowed ’em ever since they was little fellows in brackets. Master A, he were a fine lad, sir, though I always said, give me Master B for kind-heartedness-like. Many’s the job as we’ve been on together, sir, though I never did no racing nor aught of that, but just the plain labour, as you might say. I’m getting a bit too old and stiff for it nowadays, sir — just scratch about in the garden here and grow a bit of a logarithm, or raise a common denominator or two. But Mr. Euclid he use me still for them propositions, he do.”

From the garrulous old man I learned the melancholy end of my former acquaintances. Soon after I left town, he told me, C had been taken ill. It seems that A and B had been rowing on the river for a wager, and C had been running on the bank and then sat in a draught. Of course the bank had refused the draught and C was taken ill. A and B came home and found C lying helpless in bed. A shook him roughly and said, “Get up, C, we’re going to pile wood.” C looked so worn and pitiful that B said, “Look here, A, I won’t stand this, he isn’t fit to pile wood to-night.” C smiled feebly and said, “Perhaps I might pile a little if I sat up in bed.” Then B, thoroughly alarmed, said, “See here, A, I’m going to fetch a doctor; he’s dying.” A flared up and answered, “You’ve no money to fetch a doctor.” “I’ll reduce him to his lowest terms,” B said firmly, “that’ll fetch him.” C’s life might even then have been saved but they made a mistake about the medicine. It stood at the head of the bed on a bracket, and the nurse accidentally removed it from the bracket without changing the sign. After the fatal blunder C seems to have sunk rapidly. On the evening of the next day, as the shadows deepened in the little room, it was clear to all that the end was near. I think that even A was affected at the last as he stood with bowed head, aimlessly offering to bet with the doctor on C’s laboured breathing. “A,” whispered C, “I think I’m going fast.” “How fast do you think you’ll go, old man?” murmured A. “I don’t know,” said C, “but I’m going at any rate.” — The end came soon after that. C rallied for a moment and asked for a certain piece of work that he had left downstairs. A put it in his arms and he expired. As his soul sped heavenward A watched its flight with melancholy admiration. B burst into a passionate flood of tears and sobbed, “Put away his little cistern and the rowing clothes he used to wear, I feel as if I could hardly ever dig again.” — The funeral was plain and unostentatious. It differed in nothing from the ordinary, except that out of deference to sporting men and mathematicians, A engaged two hearses. Both vehicles started at the same time, B driving the one which bore the sable parallelopiped containing the last remains of his ill-fated friend. A on the box of the empty hearse generously consented to a handicap of a hundred yards, but arrived first at the cemetery by driving four times as fast as B. (Find the distance to the cemetery.) As the sarcophagus was lowered, the grave was surrounded by the broken figures of the first book of Euclid. — It was noticed that after the death of C, A became a changed man. He lost interest in racing with B, and dug but languidly. He finally gave up his work and settled down to live on the interest of his bets. — B never recovered from the shock of C’s death; his grief preyed upon his intellect and it became deranged. He grew moody and spoke only in monosyllables. His disease became rapidly aggravated, and he presently spoke only in words whose spelling was regular and which presented no difficulty to the beginner. Realizing his precarious condition he voluntarily submitted to be incarcerated in an asylum, where he abjured mathematics and devoted himself to writing the History of the Swiss Family Robinson in words of one syllable.
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PREFACE
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THE AUTHOR OF this book offers it to the public without apology. The reviewers of his previous work of this character have presumed, on inductive grounds, that he must be a young man from the most westerly part of the Western States, to whom many things might be pardoned as due to the exuberant animal spirits of youth. They were good enough to express the thought that when the author grew up and became educated there might be hope for his intellect. This expectation is of no avail. All that education could do in this case has been tried and has failed. As a Professor of Political Economy in a great university, the author admits that he ought to know better. But he will feel amply repaid for his humiliation if there are any to whom this little book may bring some passing amusement in hours of idleness, or some brief respite when the sadness of the heart or the sufferings of the body forbid the perusal of worthier things.

STEPHEN LEACOCK

  McGill University
       Montreal


Maddened by Mystery: or, The Defective Detective
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THE GREAT DETECTIVE sat in his office. He wore a long green gown and half a dozen secret badges pinned to the outside of it.

Three or four pairs of false whiskers hung on a whisker-stand beside him.

Goggles, blue spectacles and motor glasses lay within easy reach.

He could completely disguise himself at a second’s notice.

Half a bucket of cocaine and a dipper stood on a chair at his elbow.

His face was absolutely impenetrable.

A pile of cryptograms lay on the desk. The Great Detective hastily tore them open one after the other, solved them, and threw them down the cryptogram-shute at his side.

There was a rap at the door.

The Great Detective hurriedly wrapped himself in a pink domino, adjusted a pair of false black whiskers and cried,

“Come in.”

His secretary entered. “Ha,” said the detective, “it is you!”

He laid aside his disguise.

“Sir,” said the young man in intense excitement, “a mystery has been committed!”

“Ha!” said the Great Detective, his eye kindling, “is it such as to completely baffle the police of the entire continent?”

“They are so completely baffled with it,” said the secretary, “that they are lying collapsed in heaps; many of them have committed suicide.”

“So,” said the detective, “and is the mystery one that is absolutely unparalleled in the whole recorded annals of the London police?”

“It is.”

“And I suppose,” said the detective, “that it involves names which you would scarcely dare to breathe, at least without first using some kind of atomiser or throat-gargle.”

“Exactly.”

“And it is connected, I presume, with the highest diplomatic consequences, so that if we fail to solve it England will be at war with the whole world in sixteen minutes?”

His secretary, still quivering with excitement, again answered yes.

“And finally,” said the Great Detective, “I presume that it was committed in broad daylight, in some such place as the entrance of the Bank of England, or in the cloak-room of the House of Commons, and under the very eyes of the police?”

“Those,” said the secretary, “are the very conditions of the mystery.”

“Good,” said the Great Detective, “now wrap yourself in this disguise, put on these brown whiskers and tell me what it is.”

The secretary wrapped himself in a blue domino with lace insertions, then, bending over, he whispered in the ear of the Great Detective:

“The Prince of Wurttemberg has been kidnapped.”

The Great Detective bounded from his chair as if he had been kicked from below.

A prince stolen! Evidently a Bourbon! The scion of one of the oldest families in Europe kidnapped. Here was a mystery indeed worthy of his analytical brain.

His mind began to move like lightning.

“Stop!” he said, “how do you know this?”

The secretary handed him a telegram. It was from the Prefect of Police of Paris. It read: “The Prince of Wurttemberg stolen. Probably forwarded to London. Must have him here for the opening day of Exhibition. 1,000 pounds reward.”

So! The Prince had been kidnapped out of Paris at the very time when his appearance at the International Exposition would have been a political event of the first magnitude.

With the Great Detective to think was to act, and to act was to think. Frequently he could do both together.

“Wire to Paris for a description of the Prince.”

The secretary bowed and left.

At the same moment there was slight scratching at the door.

A visitor entered. He crawled stealthily on his hands and knees. A hearthrug thrown over his head and shoulders disguised his identity.

He crawled to the middle of the room.

Then he rose.

Great Heaven!

It was the Prime Minister of England.

“You!” said the detective.

“Me,” said the Prime Minister.

“You have come in regard the kidnapping of the Prince of Wurttemberg?”

The Prime Minister started.

“How do you know?” he said.

The Great Detective smiled his inscrutable smile.

“Yes,” said the Prime Minister. “I will use no concealment. I am interested, deeply interested. Find the Prince of Wurttemberg, get him safe back to Paris and I will add 500 pounds to the reward already offered. But listen,” he said impressively as he left the room, “see to it that no attempt is made to alter the marking of the prince, or to clip his tail.”

So! To clip the Prince’s tail! The brain of the Great Detective reeled. So! a gang of miscreants had conspired to — but no! the thing was not possible.

There was another rap at the door.

A second visitor was seen. He wormed his way in, lying almost prone upon his stomach, and wriggling across the floor. He was enveloped in a long purple cloak. He stood up and peeped over the top of it.

Great Heaven!

It was the Archbishop of Canterbury!

“Your Grace!” exclaimed the detective in amazement— “pray do not stand, I beg you. Sit down, lie down, anything rather than stand.”

The Archbishop took off his mitre and laid it wearily on the whisker-stand.

“You are here in regard to the Prince of Wurttemberg.”

The Archbishop started and crossed himself. Was the man a magician?

“Yes,” he said, “much depends on getting him back. But I have only come to say this: my sister is desirous of seeing you. She is coming here. She has been extremely indiscreet and her fortune hangs upon the Prince. Get him back to Paris or I fear she will be ruined.”

The Archbishop regained his mitre, uncrossed himself, wrapped his cloak about him, and crawled stealthily out on his hands and knees, purring like a cat.

The face of the Great Detective showed the most profound sympathy. It ran up and down in furrows. “So,” he muttered, “the sister of the Archbishop, the Countess of Dashleigh!” Accustomed as he was to the life of the aristocracy, even the Great Detective felt that there was here intrigue of more than customary complexity.

There was a loud rapping at the door.

There entered the Countess of Dashleigh. She was all in furs.

She was the most beautiful woman in England. She strode imperiously into the room. She seized a chair imperiously and seated herself on it, imperial side up.

She took off her tiara of diamonds and put it on the tiara-holder beside her and uncoiled her boa of pearls and put it on the pearl-stand.

“You have come,” said the Great Detective, “about the Prince of Wurttemberg.”

“Wretched little pup!” said the Countess of Dashleigh in disgust.

So! A further complication! Far from being in love with the Prince, the Countess denounced the young Bourbon as a pup!

“You are interested in him, I believe.”

“Interested!” said the Countess. “I should rather say so. Why, I bred him!”

“You which?” gasped the Great Detective, his usually impassive features suffused with a carmine blush.

“I bred him,” said the Countess, “and I’ve got 10,000 pounds upon his chances, so no wonder I want him back in Paris. Only listen,” she said, “if they’ve got hold of the Prince and cut his tail or spoiled the markings of his stomach it would be far better to have him quietly put out of the way here.”

The Great Detective reeled and leaned up against the side of the room. So! The cold-blooded admission of the beautiful woman for the moment took away his breath! Herself the mother of the young Bourbon, misallied with one of the greatest families of Europe, staking her fortune on a Royalist plot, and yet with so instinctive a knowledge of European politics as to know that any removal of the hereditary birth-marks of the Prince would forfeit for him the sympathy of the French populace.

The Countess resumed her tiara.

She left.

The secretary re-entered.

“I have three telegrams from Paris,” he said, “they are completely baffling.”

He handed over the first telegram.

It read:

“The Prince of Wurttemberg has a long, wet snout, broad ears, very long body, and short hind legs.”

The Great Detective looked puzzled.

He read the second telegram.

“The Prince of Wurttemberg is easily recognised by his deep bark.”

And then the third.

“The Prince of Wurttemberg can be recognised by a patch of white hair across the centre of his back.”

The two men looked at one another. The mystery was maddening, impenetrable.

The Great Detective spoke.

“Give me my domino,” he said. “These clues must be followed up,” then pausing, while his quick brain analysed and summed up the evidence before him— “a young man,” he muttered, “evidently young since described as a ‘pup,’ with a long, wet snout (ha! addicted obviously to drinking), a streak of white hair across his back (a first sign of the results of his abandoned life) — yes, yes,” he continued, “with this clue I shall find him easily.”

The Great Detective rose.

He wrapped himself in a long black cloak with white whiskers and blue spectacles attached.

Completely disguised, he issued forth.

He began the search.

For four days he visited every corner of London.

He entered every saloon in the city. In each of them he drank a glass of rum. In some of them he assumed the disguise of a sailor. In others he entered as a solider. Into others he penetrated as a clergyman. His disguise was perfect. Nobody paid any attention to him as long as he had the price of a drink.

The search proved fruitless.

Two young men were arrested under suspicion of being the Prince, only to be released.

The identification was incomplete in each case.

One had a long wet snout but no hair on his back.

The other had hair on his back but couldn’t bark.

Neither of them was the young Bourbon.

The Great Detective continued his search.

He stopped at nothing.

Secretly, after nightfall, he visited the home of the Prime Minister. He examined it from top to bottom. He measured all the doors and windows. He took up the flooring. He inspected the plumbing. He examined the furniture. He found nothing.

With equal secrecy he penetrated into the palace of the Archbishop. He examined it from top to bottom. Disguised as a choir-boy he took part in the offices of the church. He found nothing.

Still undismayed, the Great Detective made his way into the home of the Countess of Dashleigh. Disguised as a housemaid, he entered the service of the Countess.

Then at last a clue came which gave him a solution of the mystery.

On the wall of the Countess’s boudoir was a large framed engraving.

It was a portrait.

Under it was a printed legend:

THE PRINCE OF WURTTEMBERG

The portrait was that of a Dachshund.

The long body, the broad ears, the unclipped tail, the short hind legs — all was there.

In a fraction of a second the lightning mind of the Great Detective had penetrated the whole mystery.

THE PRINCE WAS A DOG!!!!

Hastily throwing a domino over his housemaid’s dress, he rushed to the street. He summoned a passing hansom, and in a few moments was at his house.

“I have it,” he gasped to his secretary. “The mystery is solved. I have pieced it together. By sheer analysis I have reasoned it out. Listen — hind legs, hair on back, wet snout, pup — eh, what? does that suggest nothing to you?”

“Nothing,” said the secretary; “it seems perfectly hopeless.”

The Great Detective, now recovered from his excitement, smiled faintly.

“It means simply this, my dear fellow. The Prince of Wurttemberg is a dog, a prize Dachshund. The Countess of Dashleigh bred him, and he is worth some 25,000 pounds in addition to the prize of 10,000 pounds offered at the Paris dog show. Can you wonder that — —”

At that moment the Great Detective was interrupted by the scream of a woman.

“Great Heaven!”

The Countess of Dashleigh dashed into the room.

Her face was wild.

Her tiara was in disorder.

Her pearls were dripping all over the place.

She wrung her hands and moaned.

“They have cut his tail,” she gasped, “and taken all the hair off his back. What can I do? I am undone!!”

“Madame,” said the Great Detective, calm as bronze, “do yourself up. I can save you yet.”

“You!”

“Me!”

“How?”

“Listen. This is how. The Prince was to have been shown at Paris.”

The Countess nodded.

“Your fortune was staked on him?”

The Countess nodded again.

“The dog was stolen, carried to London, his tail cut and his marks disfigured.”

Amazed at the quiet penetration of the Great Detective, the Countess kept on nodding and nodding.

“And you are ruined?”

“I am,” she gasped, and sank to the floor in a heap of pearls.

“Madame,” said the Great Detective, “all is not lost.”

He straightened himself up to his full height. A look of inflinchable unflexibility flickered over his features.

The honour of England, the fortune of the most beautiful woman in England was at stake.

“I will do it,” he murmured.

“Rise dear lady,” he continued. “Fear nothing. I WILL IMPERSONATE THE DOG!!!”

That night the Great Detective might have been seen on the deck of the Calais packet boat with his secretary. He was on his hands and knees in a long black cloak, and his secretary had him on a short chain.

He barked at the waves exultingly and licked the secretary’s hand.

“What a beautiful dog,” said the passengers.

The disguise was absolutely complete.

The Great Detective had been coated over with mucilage to which dog hairs had been applied. The markings on his back were perfect. His tail, adjusted with an automatic coupler, moved up and down responsive to every thought. His deep eyes were full of intelligence.

Next day he was exhibited in the Dachshund class at the International show.

He won all hearts.

“Quel beau chien!” cried the French people.

“Ach! was ein Dog!” cried the Spanish.

The Great Detective took the first prize!

The fortune of the Countess was saved.

Unfortunately as the Great Detective had neglected to pay the dog tax, he was caught and destroyed by the dog-catchers. But that is, of course, quite outside of the present narrative, and is only mentioned as an odd fact in conclusion.


Q. A Psychic Pstory of the Psupernatural
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I CANNOT EXPECT that any of my readers will believe the story which I am about to narrate. Looking back upon it, I scarcely believe it myself. Yet my narrative is so extraordinary and throws such light upon the nature of our communications with beings of another world, that I feel I am not entitled to withhold it from the public.

I had gone over to visit Annerly at his rooms. It was Saturday, October 31. I remember the date so precisely because it was my pay day, and I had received six sovereigns and ten shillings. I remembered the sum so exactly because I had put the money into my pocket, and I remember into which pocket I had put it because I had no money in any other pocket. My mind is perfectly clear on all these points.

Annerly and I sat smoking for some time.

Then quite suddenly — 

“Do you believe in the supernatural?” he asked.

I started as if I had been struck.

At the moment when Annerly spoke of the supernatural I had been thinking of something entirely different. The fact that he should speak of it at the very instant when I was thinking of something else, struck me as at least a very singular coincidence.

For a moment I could only stare.

“What I mean is,” said Annerly, “do you believe in phantasms of the dead?”

“Phantasms?” I repeated.

“Yes, phantasms, or if you prefer the word, phanograms, or say if you will phanogrammatical manifestations, or more simply psychophantasmal phenomena?”

I looked at Annerly with a keener sense of interest than I had ever felt in him before. I felt that he was about to deal with events and experiences of which in the two or three months that I had known him he had never seen fit to speak.

I wondered now that it had never occurred to me that a man whose hair at fifty-five was already streaked with grey, must have passed through some terrible ordeal.

Presently Annerly spoke again.

“Last night I saw Q,” he said.

“Good heavens!” I ejaculated. I did not in the least know who Q was, but it struck me with a thrill of indescribable terror that Annerly had seen Q. In my own quiet and measured existence such a thing had never happened.

“Yes,” said Annerly, “I saw Q as plainly as if he were standing here. But perhaps I had better tell you something of my past relationship with Q, and you will understand exactly what the present situation is.”

Annerly seated himself in a chair on the other side of the fire from me, lighted a pipe and continued.

“When first I knew Q he lived not very far from a small town in the south of England, which I will call X, and was betrothed to a beautiful and accomplished girl whom I will name M.”

Annerly had hardly begun to speak before I found myself listening with riveted attention. I realised that it was no ordinary experience that he was about to narrate. I more than suspected that Q and M were not the real names of his unfortunate acquaintances, but were in reality two letters of the alphabet selected almost at random to disguise the names of his friends. I was still pondering over the ingenuity of the thing when Annerly went on:

“When Q and I first became friends, he had a favourite dog, which, if necessary, I might name Z, and which followed him in and out of X on his daily walk.”

“In and out of X,” I repeated in astonishment.

“Yes,” said Annerly, “in and out.”

My senses were now fully alert. That Z should have followed Q out of X, I could readily understand, but that he should first have followed him in seemed to pass the bounds of comprehension.

“Well,” said Annerly, “Q and Miss M were to be married. Everything was arranged. The wedding was to take place on the last day of the year. Exactly six months and four days before the appointed day (I remember the date because the coincidence struck me as peculiar at the time) Q came to me late in the evening in great distress. He had just had, he said, a premonition of his own death. That evening, while sitting with Miss M on the verandah of her house, he had distinctly seen a projection of the dog R pass along the road.”

“Stop a moment,” I said. “Did you not say that the dog’s name was Z?”

Annerly frowned slightly.

“Quite so,” he replied. “Z, or more correctly Z R, since Q was in the habit, perhaps from motives of affection, of calling him R as well as Z. Well, then, the projection, or phanogram, of the dog passed in front of them so plainly that Miss M swore that she could have believed that it was the dog himself. Opposite the house the phantasm stopped for a moment and wagged its tail. Then it passed on, and quite suddenly disappeared around the corner of a stone wall, as if hidden by the bricks. What made the thing still more mysterious was that Miss M’s mother, who is partially blind, had only partially seen the dog.”

Annerly paused a moment. Then he went on:

“This singular occurrence was interpreted by Q, no doubt correctly, to indicate his own approaching death. I did what I could to remove this feeling, but it was impossible to do so, and he presently wrung my hand and left me, firmly convinced that he would not live till morning.”

“Good heavens!” I exclaimed, “and he died that night?”

“No, he did not,” said Annerly quietly, “that is the inexplicable part of it.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“He rose that morning as usual, dressed himself with his customary care, omitting none of his clothes, and walked down to his office at the usual hour. He told me afterwards that he remembered the circumstances so clearly from the fact that he had gone to the office by the usual route instead of taking any other direction.”

“Stop a moment,” I said. “Did anything unusual happen to mark that particular day?”

“I anticipated that you would ask that question,” said Annerly, “but as far as I can gather, absolutely nothing happened. Q returned from his work, and ate his dinner apparently much as usual, and presently went to bed complaining of a slight feeling of drowsiness, but nothing more. His stepmother, with whom he lived, said afterwards that she could hear the sound of his breathing quite distinctly during the night.”

“And did he die that night?” I asked, breathless with excitement.

“No,” said Annerly, “he did not. He rose next morning feeling about as before except that the sense of drowsiness had apparently passed, and that the sound of his breathing was no longer audible.”

Annerly again fell into silence. Anxious as I was to hear the rest of his astounding narrative, I did not like to press him with questions. The fact that our relations had hitherto been only of a formal character, and that this was the first occasion on which he had invited me to visit him at his rooms, prevented me from assuming too great an intimacy.

“Well,” he continued, “Q went to his office each day after that with absolute regularity. As far as I can gather there was nothing either in his surroundings or his conduct to indicate that any peculiar fate was impending over him. He saw Miss M regularly, and the time fixed for their marriage drew nearer each day.”

“Each day?” I repeated in astonishment.

“Yes,” said Annerly, “every day. For some time before his marriage I saw but little of him. But two weeks before that event was due to happen, I passed Q one day in the street. He seemed for a moment about to stop, then he raised his hat, smiled and passed on.”

“One moment,” I said, “if you will allow me a question that seems of importance — did he pass on and then smile and raise his hat, or did he smile into his hat, raise it, and then pass on afterwards?”

“Your question is quite justified,” said Annerly, “though I think I can answer with perfect accuracy that he first smiled, then stopped smiling and raised his hat, and then stopped raising his hat and passed on.”

“However,” he continued, “the essential fact is this: on the day appointed for the wedding, Q and Miss M were duly married.”

“Impossible!” I gasped; “duly married, both of them?”

“Yes,” said Annerly, “both at the same time. After the wedding Mr. and Mrs. Q—”

“Mr. and Mrs. Q,” I repeated in perplexity.

“Yes,” he answered, “Mr. and Mrs. Q — for after the wedding Miss M. took the name of Q — left England and went out to Australia, where they were to reside.”

“Stop one moment,” I said, “and let me be quite clear — in going out to settle in Australia it was their intention to reside there?”

“Yes,” said Annerly, “that at any rate was generally understood. I myself saw them off on the steamer, and shook hands with Q, standing at the same time quite close to him.”

“Well,” I said, “and since the two Q’s, as I suppose one might almost call them, went to Australia, have you heard anything from them?”

“That,” replied Annerly, “is a matter that has shown the same singularity as the rest of my experience. It is now four years since Q and his wife went to Australia. At first I heard from him quite regularly, and received two letters each month. Presently I only received one letter every two months, and later two letters every six months, and then only one letter every twelve months. Then until last night I heard nothing whatever of Q for a year and a half.”

I was now on the tiptoe of expectancy.

“Last night,” said Annerly very quietly, “Q appeared in this room, or rather, a phantasm or psychic manifestation of him. He seemed in great distress, made gestures which I could not understand, and kept turning his trouser pockets inside out. I was too spellbound to question him, and tried in vain to divine his meaning. Presently the phantasm seized a pencil from the table, and wrote the words, ‘Two sovereigns, to-morrow night, urgent.’”

Annerly was again silent. I sat in deep thought. “How do you interpret the meaning which Q’s phanogram meant to convey?”

“I think,” he announced, “it means this. Q, who is evidently dead, meant to visualise that fact, meant, so to speak, to deatomise the idea that he was demonetised, and that he wanted two sovereigns to-night.”

“And how,” I asked, amazed at Annerly’s instinctive penetration into the mysteries of the psychic world, “how do you intend to get it to him?”

“I intend,” he announced, “to try a bold, a daring experiment, which, if it succeeds, will bring us into immediate connection with the world of spirits. My plan is to leave two sovereigns here upon the edge of the table during the night. If they are gone in the morning, I shall know that Q has contrived to de-astralise himself, and has taken the sovereigns. The only question is, do you happen to have two sovereigns? I myself, unfortunately, have nothing but small change about me.”

Here was a piece of rare good fortune, the coincidence of which seemed to add another link to the chain of circumstance. As it happened I had with me the six sovereigns which I had just drawn as my week’s pay.

“Luckily,” I said, “I am able to arrange that. I happen to have money with me.” And I took two sovereigns from my pocket.

Annerly was delighted at our good luck. Our preparations for the experiment were soon made.

We placed the table in the middle of the room in such a way that there could be no fear of contact or collision with any of the furniture. The chairs were carefully set against the wall, and so placed that no two of them occupied the same place as any other two, while the pictures and ornaments about the room were left entirely undisturbed. We were careful not to remove any of the wall-paper from the wall, nor to detach any of the window-panes from the window. When all was ready the two sovereigns were laid side by side upon the table, with the heads up in such a way that the lower sides or tails were supported by only the table itself. We then extinguished the light. I said “Good night” to Annerly, and groped my way out into the dark, feverish with excitement.

My readers may well imagine my state of eagerness to know the result of the experiment. I could scarcely sleep for anxiety to know the issue. I had, of course, every faith in the completeness of our preparations, but was not without misgivings that the experiment might fail, as my own mental temperament and disposition might not be of the precise kind needed for the success of these experiments.

On this score, however, I need have had no alarm. The event showed that my mind was a media, or if the word is better, a transparency, of the very first order for psychic work of this character.

In the morning Annerly came rushing over to my lodgings, his face beaming with excitement.

“Glorious, glorious,” he almost shouted, “we have succeeded! The sovereigns are gone. We are in direct monetary communication with Q.”

I need not dwell on the exquisite thrill of happiness which went through me. All that day and all the following day, the sense that I was in communication with Q was ever present with me.

My only hope was that an opportunity might offer for the renewal of our inter-communication with the spirit world.

The following night my wishes were gratified. Late in the evening Annerly called me up on the telephone.

“Come over at once to my lodgings,” he said. “Q’s phanogram is communicating with us.”

I hastened over, and arrived almost breathless. “Q has been here again,” said Annerly, “and appeared in the same distress as before. A projection of him stood in the room, and kept writing with its finger on the table. I could distinguish the word ‘sovereigns,’ but nothing more.”

“Do you not suppose,” I said, “that Q for some reason which we cannot fathom, wishes us to again leave two sovereigns for him?”

“By Jove!” said Annerly enthusiastically, “I believe you’ve hit it. At any rate, let us try; we can but fail.”

That night we placed again two of my sovereigns on the table, and arranged the furniture with the same scrupulous care as before.

Still somewhat doubtful of my own psychic fitness for the work in which I was engaged, I endeavoured to keep my mind so poised as to readily offer a mark for any astral disturbance that might be about. The result showed that it had offered just such a mark. Our experiment succeeded completely. The two coins had vanished in the morning.

For nearly two months we continued our experiments on these lines. At times Annerly himself, so he told me, would leave money, often considerable sums, within reach of the phantasm, which never failed to remove them during the night. But Annerly, being a man of strict honour, never carried on these experiments alone except when it proved impossible to communicate with me in time for me to come.

At other times he would call me up with the simple message, “Q is here,” or would send me a telegram, or a written note saying, “Q needs money; bring any that you have, but no more.”

On my own part, I was extremely anxious to bring our experiments prominently before the public, or to interest the Society for Psychic Research, and similar bodies, in the daring transit which we had effected between the world of sentience and the psycho-astric, or pseudo-ethereal existence. It seemed to me that we alone had succeeded in thus conveying money directly and without mediation, from one world to another. Others, indeed, had done so by the interposition of a medium, or by subscription to an occult magazine, but we had performed the feat with such simplicity that I was anxious to make our experience public, for the benefit of others like myself.

Annerly, however, was averse from this course, being fearful that it might break off our relations with Q.

It was some three months after our first inter-astral psycho-monetary experiment, that there came the culmination of my experiences — so mysterious as to leave me still lost in perplexity.

Annerly had come in to see me one afternoon. He looked nervous and depressed.

“I have just had a psychic communication from Q,” he said in answer to my inquiries, “which I can hardly fathom. As far as I can judge, Q has formed some plan for interesting other phantasms in the kind of work that we are doing. He proposes to form, on his side of the gulf, an association that is to work in harmony with us, for monetary dealings on a large scale, between the two worlds.”

My reader may well imagine that my eyes almost blazed with excitement at the magnitude of the prospect opened up.

“Q wishes us to gather together all the capital that we can, and to send it across to him, in order that he may be able to organise with him a corporate association of phanograms, or perhaps in this case, one would more correctly call them phantoids.”

I had no sooner grasped Annerly’s meaning than I became enthusiastic over it.

We decided to try the great experiment that night.

My own worldly capital was, unfortunately, no great amount. I had, however, some 500 pounds in bank stock left to me at my father’s decease, which I could, of course, realise within a few hours. I was fearful, however, lest it might prove too small to enable Q to organise his fellow phantoids with it.

I carried the money in notes and sovereigns to Annerly’s room, where it was laid on the table. Annerly was fortunately able to contribute a larger sum, which, however, he was not to place beside mine until after I had withdrawn, in order that conjunction of our monetary personalities might not dematerialise the astral phenomenon.

We made our preparations this time with exceptional care, Annerly quietly confident, I, it must be confessed, extremely nervous and fearful of failure. We removed our boots, and walked about on our stockinged feet, and at Annerly’s suggestion, not only placed the furniture as before, but turned the coal-scuttle upside down, and laid a wet towel over the top of the wastepaper basket.

All complete, I wrung Annerly’s hand, and went out into the darkness.

I waited next morning in vain. Nine o’clock came, ten o’clock, and finally eleven, and still no word of him. Then feverish with anxiety, I sought his lodgings.

Judge of my utter consternation to find that Annerly had disappeared. He had vanished as if off the face of the earth. By what awful error in our preparations, by what neglect of some necessary psychic precautions, he had met his fate, I cannot tell. But the evidence was only too clear, that Annerly had been engulfed into the astral world, carrying with him the money for the transfer of which he had risked his mundane existence.

The proof of his disappearance was easy to find. As soon as I dared do so with discretion I ventured upon a few inquiries. The fact that he had been engulfed while still owing four months’ rent for his rooms, and that he had vanished without even having time to pay such bills as he had outstanding with local tradesmen, showed that he must have been devisualised at a moment’s notice.

The awful fear that I might be held accountable for his death, prevented me from making the affair public.

Till that moment I had not realised the risks that he had incurred in our reckless dealing with the world of spirits. Annerly fell a victim to the great cause of psychic science, and the record of our experiments remains in the face of prejudice as a witness to its truth.


Guido the Gimlet of Ghent: A Romance of Chivalry
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IT WAS IN the flood-tide of chivalry. Knighthood was in the pod.

The sun was slowly setting in the east, rising and falling occasionally as it subsided, and illuminating with its dying beams the towers of the grim castle of Buggensberg.

Isolde the Slender stood upon an embattled turret of the castle. Her arms were outstretched to the empty air, and her face, upturned as if in colloquy with heaven, was distraught with yearning.

Anon she murmured, “Guido” — and bewhiles a deep sigh rent her breast.

Sylph-like and ethereal in her beauty, she scarcely seemed to breathe.

In fact she hardly did.

Willowy and slender in form, she was as graceful as a meridian of longitude. Her body seemed almost too frail for motion, while her features were of a mould so delicate as to preclude all thought of intellectual operation.

She was begirt with a flowing kirtle of deep blue, bebound with a belt bebuckled with a silvern clasp, while about her waist a stomacher of point lace ended in the ruffled farthingale at her throat. On her head she bore a sugar-loaf hat shaped like an extinguisher and pointing backward at an angle of 45 degrees.

“Guido,” she murmured, “Guido.”

And erstwhile she would wring her hands as one distraught and mutter, “He cometh not.”

The sun sank and night fell, enwrapping in shadow the frowning castle of Buggensberg, and the ancient city of Ghent at its foot. And as the darkness gathered, the windows of the castle shone out with fiery red, for it was Yuletide, and it was wassail all in the Great Hall of the castle, and this night the Margrave of Buggensberg made him a feast, and celebrated the betrothal of Isolde, his daughter, with Tancred the Tenspot.

And to the feast he had bidden all his liege lords and vassals — Hubert the Husky, Edward the Earwig, Rollo the Rumbottle, and many others.

In the meantime the Lady Isolde stood upon the battlements and mourned for the absent Guido.

The love of Guido and Isolde was of that pure and almost divine type, found only in the middle ages.

They had never seen one another. Guido had never seen Isolde, Isolde had never seen Guido. They had never heard one another speak. They had never been together. They did not know one another.

Yet they loved.

Their love had sprung into being suddenly and romantically, with all the mystic charm which is love’s greatest happiness.

Years before, Guido had seen the name of Isolde the Slender painted on a fence.

He had turned pale, fallen into a swoon and started at once for Jerusalem.

On the very same day Isolde in passing through the streets of Ghent had seen the coat of arms of Guido hanging on a clothes line.

She had fallen back into the arms of her tire-women more dead than alive.

Since that day they had loved.

Isolde would wander forth from the castle at earliest morn, with the name of Guido on her lips. She told his name to the trees. She whispered it to the flowers. She breathed it to the birds. Quite a lot of them knew it. At times she would ride her palfrey along the sands of the sea and call “Guido” to the waves! At other times she would tell it to the grass or even to a stick of cordwood or a ton of coal.

Guido and Isolde, though they had never met, cherished each the features of the other. Beneath his coat of mail Guido carried a miniature of Isolde, carven on ivory. He had found it at the bottom of the castle crag, between the castle and the old town of Ghent at its foot.

How did he know that it was Isolde?

There was no need for him to ask.

His heart had spoken.

The eye of love cannot be deceived.

And Isolde? She, too, cherished beneath her stomacher a miniature of Guido the Gimlet. She had it of a travelling chapman in whose pack she had discovered it, and had paid its price in pearls. How had she known that he it was, that is, that it was he? Because of the Coat of Arms emblazoned beneath the miniature. The same heraldic design that had first shaken her to the heart. Sleeping or waking it was ever before her eyes: A lion, proper, quartered in a field of gules, and a dog, improper, three-quarters in a field of buckwheat.

And if the love of Isolde burned thus purely for Guido, the love of Guido burned for Isolde with a flame no less pure.

No sooner had love entered Guido’s heart than he had determined to do some great feat of emprise or adventure, some high achievement of deringdo which should make him worthy to woo her.

He placed himself under a vow that he would eat nothing, save only food, and drink nothing, save only liquor, till such season as he should have performed his feat.

For this cause he had at once set out for Jerusalem to kill a Saracen for her. He killed one, quite a large one. Still under his vow, he set out again at once to the very confines of Pannonia determined to kill a Turk for her. From Pannonia he passed into the Highlands of Britain, where he killed her a Caledonian.

Every year and every month Guido performed for Isolde some new achievement of emprise.

And in the meantime Isolde waited.

It was not that suitors were lacking. Isolde the Slender had suitors in plenty ready to do her lightest hest.

Feats of arms were done daily for her sake. To win her love suitors were willing to vow themselves to perdition. For Isolde’s sake, Otto the Otter had cast himself into the sea. Conrad the Cocoanut had hurled himself from the highest battlement of the castle head first into the mud. Hugo the Hopeless had hanged himself by the waistband to a hickory tree and had refused all efforts to dislodge him. For her sake Sickfried the Susceptible had swallowed sulphuric acid.

But Isolde the Slender was heedless of the court thus paid to her.

In vain her stepmother, Agatha the Angular, urged her to marry. In vain her father, the Margrave of Buggensberg, commanded her to choose the one or the other of the suitors.

Her heart remained unswervingly true to the Gimlet.

From time to time love tokens passed between the lovers. From Jerusalem Guido had sent to her a stick with a notch in it to signify his undying constancy. From Pannonia he sent a piece of board, and from Venetia about two feet of scantling. All these Isolde treasured. At night they lay beneath her pillow.

Then, after years of wandering, Guido had determined to crown his love with a final achievement for Isolde’s sake.

It was his design to return to Ghent, to scale by night the castle cliff and to prove his love for Isolde by killing her father for her, casting her stepmother from the battlements, burning the castle, and carrying her away.

This design he was now hastening to put into execution. Attended by fifty trusty followers under the lead of Carlo the Corkscrew and Beowulf the Bradawl, he had made his way to Ghent. Under cover of night they had reached the foot of the castle cliff; and now, on their hands and knees in single file, they were crawling round and round the spiral path that led up to the gate of the fortress. At six of the clock they had spiralled once. At seven of the clock they had reappeared at the second round, and as the feast in the hall reached its height, they reappeared on the fourth lap.

Guido the Gimlet was in the lead. His coat of mail was hidden beneath a parti-coloured cloak and he bore in his hand a horn.

By arrangement he was to penetrate into the castle by the postern gate in disguise, steal from the Margrave by artifice the key of the great door, and then by a blast of his horn summon his followers to the assault. Alas! there was need for haste, for at this very Yuletide, on this very night, the Margrave, wearied of Isolde’s resistance, had determined to bestow her hand upon Tancred the Tenspot.

It was wassail all in the great hall. The huge Margrave, seated at the head of the board, drained flagon after flagon of wine, and pledged deep the health of Tancred the Tenspot, who sat plumed and armoured beside him.

Great was the merriment of the Margrave, for beside him, crouched upon the floor, was a new jester, whom the seneschal had just admitted by the postern gate, and the novelty of whose jests made the huge sides of the Margrave shake and shake again.

“Odds Bodikins!” he roared, “but the tale is as rare as it is new! and so the wagoner said to the Pilgrim that sith he had asked him to put him off the wagon at that town, put him off he must, albeit it was but the small of the night — by St. Pancras! whence hath the fellow so novel a tale? — nay, tell it me but once more, haply I may remember it” — and the Baron fell back in a perfect paroxysm of merriment.

As he fell back, Guido — for the disguised jester was none other than he, that is, than him — sprang forward and seized from the girdle of the Margrave the key of the great door that dangled at his waist.

Then, casting aside the jester’s cloak and cap, he rose to his full height, standing in his coat of mail.

In one hand he brandished the double-headed mace of the Crusader, and in the other a horn.

The guests sprang to their feet, their hands upon their daggers.

“Guido the Gimlet!” they cried.

“Hold,” said Guido, “I have you in my power!!”

Then placing the horn to his lips and drawing a deep breath, he blew with his utmost force.

And then again he blew — blew like anything.

Not a sound came.

The horn wouldn’t blow!

“Seize him!” cried the Baron.

“Stop,” said Guido, “I claim the laws of chivalry. I am here to seek the Lady Isolde, betrothed by you to Tancred. Let me fight Tancred in single combat, man to man.”

A shout of approbation gave consent.

The combat that followed was terrific.

First Guido, raising his mace high in the air with both hands, brought it down with terrible force on Tancred’s mailed head. Then Guido stood still, and Tancred raising his mace in the air brought it down upon Guido’s head. Then Tancred stood still and turned his back, and Guido, swinging his mace sideways, gave him a terrific blow from behind, midway, right centre. Tancred returned the blow. Then Tancred knelt down on his hands and knees and Guido brought the mace down on his back. It was a sheer contest of skill and agility. For a time the issue was doubtful. Then Tancred’s armour began to bend, his blows weakened, he fell prone. Guido pressed his advantage and hammered him out as flat as a sardine can. Then placing his foot on Tancred’s chest, he lowered his vizor and looked around about him.

At this second there was a resounding shriek.

Isolde the Slender, alarmed by the sound of the blows, precipitated herself into the room.

For a moment the lovers looked into each other’s faces.

Then with their countenances distraught with agony they fell swooning in different directions.

There had been a mistake!

Guido was not Guido, and Isolde was not Isolde. They were wrong about the miniatures. Each of them was a picture of somebody else.

Torrents of remorse flooded over the lovers’ hearts.

Isolde thought of the unhappy Tancred, hammered out as flat as a picture-card and hopelessly spoilt; of Conrad the Cocoanut head first in the mud, and Sickfried the Susceptible coiled up with agonies of sulphuric acid.

Guido thought of the dead Saracens and the slaughtered Turks.

And all for nothing!

The guerdon of their love had proved vain. Each of them was not what the other had thought. So it is ever with the loves of this world, and herein is the medieval allegory of this tale.

The hearts of the two lovers broke together.

They expired.

Meantime Carlo the Corkscrew and Beowulf the Bradawl, and their forty followers, were hustling down the spirals as fast as they could crawl, hind end uppermost.


Gertrude the Governess: or, Simple Seventeen
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS Chapters: There are no Previous Chapters.

IT was a wild and stormy night on the West Coast of Scotland. This, however, is immaterial to the present story, as the scene is not laid in the West of Scotland. For the matter of that the weather was just as bad on the East Coast of Ireland.

But the scene of this narrative is laid in the South of England and takes place in and around Knotacentinum Towers (pronounced as if written Nosham Taws), the seat of Lord Knotacent (pronounced as if written Nosh).

But it is not necessary to pronounce either of these names in reading them.

Nosham Taws was a typical English home. The main part of the house was an Elizabethan structure of warm red brick, while the elder portion, of which the Earl was inordinately proud, still showed the outlines of a Norman Keep, to which had been added a Lancastrian Jail and a Plantagenet Orphan Asylum. From the house in all directions stretched magnificent woodland and park with oaks and elms of immemorial antiquity, while nearer the house stood raspberry bushes and geranium plants which had been set out by the Crusaders.

About the grand old mansion the air was loud with the chirping of thrushes, the cawing of partridges and the clear sweet note of the rook, while deer, antelope and other quadrupeds strutted about the lawn so tame as to eat off the sun-dial. In fact, the place was a regular menagerie.

From the house downwards through the park stretched a beautiful broad avenue laid out by Henry VII.

Lord Nosh stood upon the hearthrug of the library. Trained diplomat and statesman as he was, his stern aristocratic face was upside down with fury.

“Boy,” he said, “you shall marry this girl or I disinherit you. You are no son of mine.”

Young Lord Ronald, erect before him, flung back a glance as defiant as his own.

“I defy you,” he said. “Henceforth you are no father of mine. I will get another. I will marry none but a woman I can love. This girl that we have never seen — —”

“Fool,” said the Earl, “would you throw aside our estate and name of a thousand years? The girl, I am told, is beautiful; her aunt is willing; they are French; pah! they understand such things in France.”

“But your reason — —”

“I give no reason,” said the Earl. “Listen, Ronald, I give one month. For that time you remain here. If at the end of it you refuse me, I cut you off with a shilling.”

Lord Ronald said nothing; he flung himself from the room, flung himself upon his horse and rode madly off in all directions.

As the door of the library closed upon Ronald the Earl sank into a chair. His face changed. It was no longer that of the haughty nobleman, but of the hunted criminal. “He must marry the girl,” he muttered. “Soon she will know all. Tutchemoff has escaped from Siberia. He knows and will tell. The whole of the mines pass to her, this property with it, and I — but enough.” He rose, walked to the sideboard, drained a dipper full of gin and bitters, and became again a high-bred English gentleman.

It was at this moment that a high dogcart, driven by a groom in the livery of Earl Nosh, might have been seen entering the avenue of Nosham Taws. Beside him sat a young girl, scarce more than a child, in fact not nearly so big as the groom.

The apple-pie hat which she wore, surmounted with black willow plumes, concealed from view a face so face-like in its appearance as to be positively facial.

It was — need we say it — Gertrude the Governess, who was this day to enter upon her duties at Nosham Taws.

At the same time that the dogcart entered the avenue at one end there might have been seen riding down it from the other a tall young man, whose long, aristocratic face proclaimed his birth and who was mounted upon a horse with a face even longer than his own.

And who is this tall young man who draws nearer to Gertrude with every revolution of the horse? Ah, who, indeed? Ah, who, who? I wonder if any of my readers could guess that this was none other than Lord Ronald.

The two were destined to meet. Nearer and nearer they came. And then still nearer. Then for one brief moment they met. As they passed Gertrude raised her head and directed towards the young nobleman two eyes so eye-like in their expression as to be absolutely circular, while Lord Ronald directed towards the occupant of the dogcart a gaze so gaze-like that nothing but a gazelle, or a gas-pipe, could have emulated its intensity.

Was this the dawn of love? Wait and see. Do not spoil the story.

Let us speak of Gertrude. Gertrude DeMongmorenci McFiggin had known neither father nor mother. They had both died years before she was born. Of her mother she knew nothing, save that she was French, was extremely beautiful, and that all her ancestors and even her business acquaintances had perished in the Revolution.

Yet Gertrude cherished the memory of her parents. On her breast the girl wore a locket in which was enshrined a miniature of her mother, while down her neck inside at the back hung a daguerreotype of her father. She carried a portrait of her grandmother up her sleeve and had pictures of her cousins tucked inside her boot, while beneath her — but enough, quite enough.

Of her father Gertrude knew even less. That he was a high-born English gentleman who had lived as a wanderer in many lands, this was all she knew. His only legacy to Gertrude had been a Russian grammar, a Roumanian phrase-book, a theodolite, and a work on mining engineering.

From her earliest infancy Gertrude had been brought up by her aunt. Her aunt had carefully instructed her in Christian principles. She had also taught her Mohammedanism to make sure.

When Gertrude was seventeen her aunt had died of hydrophobia.

The circumstances were mysterious. There had called upon her that day a strange bearded man in the costume of the Russians. After he had left, Gertrude had found her aunt in a syncope from which she passed into an apostrophe and never recovered.

To avoid scandal it was called hydrophobia. Gertrude was thus thrown upon the world. What to do? That was the problem that confronted her.

It was while musing one day upon her fate that Gertrude’s eye was struck with an advertisement.

“Wanted a governess; must possess a knowledge of French, Italian, Russian, and Roumanian, Music, and Mining Engineering. Salary 1 pound, 4 shillings and 4 pence halfpenny per annum. Apply between half-past eleven and twenty-five minutes to twelve at No. 41 A Decimal Six, Belgravia Terrace. The Countess of Nosh.”

Gertrude was a girl of great natural quickness of apprehension, and she had not pondered over this announcement more than half an hour before she was struck with the extraordinary coincidence between the list of items desired and the things that she herself knew.

She duly presented herself at Belgravia Terrace before the Countess, who advanced to meet her with a charm which at once placed the girl at her ease.

“You are proficient in French,” she asked.

“Oh, oui,” said Gertrude modestly.

“And Italian,” continued the Countess.

“Oh, si,” said Gertrude.

“And German,” said the Countess in delight.

“Ah, ja,” said Gertrude.

“And Russian?”

“Yaw.”

“And Roumanian?”

“Jep.”

Amazed at the girl’s extraordinary proficiency in modern languages, the Countess looked at her narrowly. Where had she seen those lineaments before? She passed her hand over her brow in thought, and spit upon the floor, but no, the face baffled her.

“Enough,” she said, “I engage you on the spot; to-morrow you go down to Nosham Taws and begin teaching the children. I must add that in addition you will be expected to aid the Earl with his Russian correspondence. He has large mining interests at Tschminsk.”

Tschminsk! why did the simple word reverberate upon Gertrude’s ears? Why? Because it was the name written in her father’s hand on the title page of his book on mining. What mystery was here?

It was on the following day that Gertrude had driven up the avenue.

She descended from the dogcart, passed through a phalanx of liveried servants drawn up seven-deep, to each of whom she gave a sovereign as she passed and entered Nosham Taws.

“Welcome,” said the Countess, as she aided Gertrude to carry her trunk upstairs.

The girl presently descended and was ushered into the library, where she was presented to the Earl. As soon as the Earl’s eye fell upon the face of the new governess he started visibly. Where had he seen those lineaments? Where was it? At the races, or the theatre — on a bus — no. Some subtler thread of memory was stirring in his mind. He strode hastily to the sideboard, drained a dipper and a half of brandy, and became again the perfect English gentleman.

While Gertrude has gone to the nursery to make the acquaintance of the two tiny golden-haired children who are to be her charges, let us say something here of the Earl and his son.

Lord Nosh was the perfect type of the English nobleman and statesman. The years that he had spent in the diplomatic service at Constantinople, St. Petersburg, and Salt Lake City had given to him a peculiar finesse and noblesse, while his long residence at St. Helena, Pitcairn Island, and Hamilton, Ontario, had rendered him impervious to external impressions. As deputy-paymaster of the militia of the county he had seen something of the sterner side of military life, while his hereditary office of Groom of the Sunday Breeches had brought him into direct contact with Royalty itself.

His passion for outdoor sports endeared him to his tenants. A keen sportsman, he excelled in fox-hunting, dog-hunting, pig-killing, bat-catching and the pastimes of his class.

In this latter respect Lord Ronald took after his father. From the start the lad had shown the greatest promise. At Eton he had made a splendid showing at battledore and shuttlecock, and at Cambridge had been first in his class at needlework. Already his name was whispered in connection with the All-England ping-pong championship, a triumph which would undoubtedly carry with it a seat in Parliament.

Thus was Gertrude the Governess installed at Nosham Taws.

The days and the weeks sped past.

The simple charm of the beautiful orphan girl attracted all hearts. Her two little pupils became her slaves. “Me loves oo,” the little Rasehellfrida would say, leaning her golden head in Gertrude’s lap. Even the servants loved her. The head gardener would bring a bouquet of beautiful roses to her room before she was up, the second gardener a bunch of early cauliflowers, the third a spray of late asparagus, and even the tenth and eleventh a sprig of mangel-wurzel of an armful of hay. Her room was full of gardeners all the time, while at evening the aged butler, touched at the friendless girl’s loneliness, would tap softly at her door to bring her a rye whiskey and seltzer or a box of Pittsburg Stogies. Even the dumb creatures seemed to admire her in their own dumb way. The dumb rooks settled on her shoulder and every dumb dog around the place followed her.

And Ronald! ah, Ronald! Yes, indeed! They had met. They had spoken.

“What a dull morning,” Gertrude had said. “Quelle triste matin! Was fur ein allerverdamnter Tag!”

“Beastly,” Ronald had answered.

“Beastly!!” The word rang in Gertrude’s ears all day.

After that they were constantly together. They played tennis and ping-pong in the day, and in the evening, in accordance with the stiff routine of the place, they sat down with the Earl and Countess to twenty-five-cent poker, and later still they sat together on the verandah and watched the moon sweeping in great circles around the horizon.

It was not long before Gertrude realised that Lord Ronald felt towards her a warmer feeling than that of mere ping-pong. At times in her presence he would fall, especially after dinner, into a fit of profound subtraction.

Once at night, when Gertrude withdrew to her chamber and before seeking her pillow, prepared to retire as a preliminary to disrobing — in other words, before going to bed, she flung wide the casement (opened the window) and perceived (saw) the face of Lord Ronald. He was sitting on a thorn bush beneath her, and his upturned face wore an expression of agonised pallor.

Meanwhile the days passed. Life at the Taws moved in the ordinary routine of a great English household. At 7 a gong sounded for rising, at 8 a horn blew for breakfast, at 8.30 a whistle sounded for prayers, at 1 a flag was run up at half-mast for lunch, at 4 a gun was fired for afternoon tea, at 9 a first bell sounded for dressing, at 9.15 a second bell for going on dressing, while at 9.30 a rocket was sent up to indicate that dinner was ready. At midnight dinner was over, and at 1 a.m. the tolling of a bell summoned the domestics to evening prayers.

Meanwhile the month allotted by the Earl to Lord Ronald was passing away. It was already July 15, then within a day or two it was July 17, and, almost immediately afterwards, July 18.

At times the Earl, in passing Ronald in the hall, would say sternly, “Remember, boy, your consent, or I disinherit you.”

And what were the Earl’s thoughts of Gertrude? Here was the one drop of bitterness in the girl’s cup of happiness. For some reason that she could not divine the Earl showed signs of marked antipathy.

Once as she passed the door of the library he threw a bootjack at her. On another occasion at lunch alone with her he struck her savagely across the face with a sausage.

It was her duty to translate to the Earl his Russian correspondence. She sought in it in vain for the mystery. One day a Russian telegram was handed to the Earl. Gertrude translated it to him aloud.

“Tutchemoff went to the woman. She is dead.”

On hearing this the Earl became livid with fury, in fact this was the day that he struck her with the sausage.

Then one day while the Earl was absent on a bat hunt, Gertrude, who was turning over his correspondence, with that sweet feminine instinct of interest that rose superior to ill-treatment, suddenly found the key to the mystery.

Lord Nosh was not the rightful owner of the Taws. His distant cousin of the older line, the true heir, had died in a Russian prison to which the machinations of the Earl, while Ambassador at Tschminsk, had consigned him. The daughter of this cousin was the true owner of Nosham Taws.

The family story, save only that the documents before her withheld the name of the rightful heir, lay bare to Gertrude’s eye.

Strange is the heart of woman. Did Gertrude turn from the Earl with spurning? No. Her own sad fate had taught her sympathy.

Yet still the mystery remained! Why did the Earl start perceptibly each time that he looked into her face? Sometimes he started as much as four centimetres, so that one could distinctly see him do it. On such occasions he would hastily drain a dipper of rum and vichy water and become again the correct English gentleman.

The denouement came swiftly. Gertrude never forgot it.

It was the night of the great ball at Nosham Taws. The whole neighbourhood was invited. How Gertrude’s heart had beat with anticipation, and with what trepidation she had overhauled her scant wardrobe in order to appear not unworthy in Lord Ronald’s eyes. Her resources were poor indeed, yet the inborn genius for dress that she inherited from her French mother stood her in good stead. She twined a single rose in her hair and contrived herself a dress out of a few old newspapers and the inside of an umbrella that would have graced a court. Round her waist she bound a single braid of bagstring, while a piece of old lace that had been her mother’s was suspended to her ear by a thread.

Gertrude was the cynosure of all eyes. Floating to the strains of the music she presented a picture of bright girlish innocence that no one could see undisenraptured.

The ball was at its height. It was away up!

Ronald stood with Gertrude in the shrubbery. They looked into one another’s eyes.

“Gertrude,” he said, “I love you.”

Simple words, and yet they thrilled every fibre in the girl’s costume.

“Ronald!” she said, and cast herself about his neck.

At this moment the Earl appeared standing beside them in the moonlight. His stern face was distorted with indignation.

“So!” he said, turning to Ronald, “it appears that you have chosen!”

“I have,” said Ronald with hauteur.

“You prefer to marry this penniless girl rather than the heiress I have selected for you.”

Gertrude looked from father to son in amazement.

“Yes,” said Ronald.

“Be it so,” said the Earl, draining a dipper of gin which he carried, and resuming his calm. “Then I disinherit you. Leave this place, and never return to it.”

“Come, Gertrude,” said Ronald tenderly, “let us flee together.”

Gertrude stood before them. The rose had fallen from her head. The lace had fallen from her ear and the bagstring had come undone from her waist. Her newspapers were crumpled beyond recognition. But dishevelled and illegible as she was, she was still mistress of herself.

“Never,” she said firmly. “Ronald, you shall never make this sacrifice for me.” Then to the Earl, in tones of ice, “There is a pride, sir, as great even as yours. The daughter of Metschnikoff McFiggin need crave a boon from no one.”

With that she hauled from her bosom the daguerreotype of her father and pressed it to her lips.

The earl started as if shot. “That name!” he cried, “that face! that photograph! stop!”

There! There is no need to finish; my readers have long since divined it. Gertrude was the heiress.

The lovers fell into one another’s arms. The Earl’s proud face relaxed. “God bless you,” he said. The Countess and the guests came pouring out upon the lawn. The breaking day illuminated a scene of gay congratulations.

Gertrude and Ronald were wed. Their happiness was complete. Need we say more? Yes, only this. The Earl was killed in the hunting-field a few days after. The Countess was struck by lightning. The two children fell down a well. Thus the happiness of Gertrude and Ronald was complete.


A Hero in Homespun: or, The Life Struggle of Hezekiah Hayloft
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“CAN YOU GIVE me a job?”

The foreman of the bricklayers looked down from the scaffold to the speaker below. Something in the lad’s upturned face appealed to the man. He threw a brick at him.

It was Hezekiah Hayloft. He was all in homespun. He carried a carpet-bag in each hand. He had come to New York, the cruel city, looking for work.

Hezekiah moved on. Presently he stopped in front of a policeman.

“Sir,” he said, “can you tell me the way to — —”

The policeman struck him savagely across the side of the head.

“I’ll learn you,” he said, “to ask damn fool questions — —”

Again Hezekiah moved on. In a few moments he met a man whose tall black hat, black waistcoat and white tie proclaimed him a clergyman.

“Good sir,” said Hezekiah, “can you tell me — —”

The clergyman pounced upon him with a growl of a hyena, and bit a piece out of his ear. Yes, he did, reader. Just imagine a clergyman biting a boy in open daylight! Yet that happens in New York every minute.

Such is the great cruel city, and imagine looking for work in it. You and I who spend our time in trying to avoid work can hardly realise what it must mean. Think how it must feel to be alone in New York, without a friend or a relation at hand, with no one to know or care what you do. It must be great!

For a few moments Hezekiah stood irresolute. He looked about him. He looked up at the top of the Metropolitan Tower. He saw no work there. He looked across at the skyscrapers on Madison Square, but his eye detected no work in any of them. He stood on his head and looked up at the flat-iron building. Still no work in sight.

All that day and the next Hezekiah looked for work.

A Wall Street firm had advertised for a stenographer.

“Can you write shorthand?” they said.

“No,” said the boy in homespun, “but I can try.”

They threw him down the elevator.

Hezekiah was not discouraged. That day he applied for fourteen jobs.

The Waldorf Astoria was in need of a chef. Hezekiah applied for the place.

“Can you cook?” they said.

“No,” said Hezekiah, “but oh, sir, give me a trial, give me an egg and let me try — I will try so hard.” Great tears rolled down the boy’s face.

They rolled him out into the corridor.

Next he applied for a job as a telegrapher. His mere ignorance of telegraphy was made the ground of refusal.

At nightfall Hezekiah Hayloft grew hungry. He entered again the portico of the Waldorf Astoria. Within it stood a tall man in uniform.

“Boss,” said the boy hero, “will you trust me for the price of a square meal?”

They set the dog on him.

Such, reader, is the hardness and bitterness of the Great City.

For fourteen weeks Hezekiah Hayloft looked for work. Once or twice he obtained temporary employment only to lose it again.

For a few days he was made accountant in a trust company. He was discharged because he would not tell a lie. For about a week he held a position as cashier in a bank. They discharged the lad because he refused to forge a cheque. For three days he held a conductorship on a Broadway surface car. He was dismissed from this business for refusing to steal a nickel.

Such, reader, is the horrid degradation of business life in New York.

Meantime the days passed and still Hayloft found no work. His stock of money was exhausted. He had not had any money anyway. For food he ate grass in Central Park and drank the water from the Cruelty to Animals horse-trough.

Gradually a change came over the lad; his face grew hard and stern, the great city was setting its mark upon him.

One night Hezekiah stood upon the sidewalk. It was late, long after ten o’clock. Only a few chance pedestrians passed.

“By Heaven!” said Hezekiah, shaking his fist at the lights of the cruel city, “I have exhausted fair means, I will try foul. I will beg. No Hayloft has been a beggar yet,” he added with a bitter laugh, “but I will begin.”

A well-dressed man passed along.

Hezekiah seized him by the throat.

“What do you want?” cried the man in sudden terror. “Don’t ask me for work. I tell you I have no work to give.”

“I don’t want work,” said Hezekiah grimly. “I am a beggar.”

“Oh! is that all,” said the man, relieved. “Here, take this ten dollars and go and buy a drink with it.”

Money! money! and with it a new sense of power that rushed like an intoxicant to Hezekiah’s brain.

“Drink,” he muttered hoarsely, “yes, drink.”

The lights of a soda-water fountain struck his eye.

“Give me an egg phosphate,” he said as he dashed his money on the counter. He drank phosphate after phosphate till his brain reeled. Mad with the liquor, he staggered to and fro in the shop, weighed himself recklessly on the slot machine three or four times, tore out chewing gum and matches from the automatic nickel boxes, and finally staggered on to the street, reeling from the effects of thirteen phosphates and a sarsaparilla soda.

“Crime,” he hissed. “Crime, crime, that’s what I want.”

He noticed that the passers-by made way for him now with respect. On the corner of the street a policeman was standing.

Hezekiah picked up a cobblestone, threw it, and struck the man full on the ear.

The policeman smiled at him roguishly, and then gently wagged his finger in reproof. It was the same policeman who had struck him fourteen weeks before for asking the way.

Hezekiah moved on, still full of his new idea of crime. Down the street was a novelty shop, the window decked with New Year’s gifts.

“Sell me a revolver,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said the salesman. “Would you like something for evening wear, or a plain kind for home use. Here is a very good family revolver, or would you like a roof garden size?”

Hezekiah selected a revolver and went out.

“Now, then,” he muttered, “I will burglarise a house and get money.”

Walking across to Fifth Avenue he selected one of the finest residences and rang the bell.

A man in livery appeared in the brightly lighted hall.

“Where is your master?” Hezekiah asked, showing his revolver.

“He is upstairs, sir, counting his money,” the man answered, “but he dislikes being disturbed.”

“Show me to him,” said Hezekiah, “I wish to shoot him and take his money.”

“Very good, sir,” said the man deferentially. “You will find him on the first floor.”

Hezekiah turned and shot the footman twice through the livery and went upstairs.

In an upper room was a man sitting at a desk under a reading-lamp. In front of him was a pile of gold.

“What are you doing?” said Hezekiah.

“I am counting my money,” said the man.

“What are you?” asked Hezekiah sternly.

“I am a philanthropist,” said the man. “I give my money to deserving objects. I establish medals for heroes. I give prizes for ship captains who jump into the sea, and for firemen who throw people from the windows of upper stories at the risk of their own; I send American missionaries to China, Chinese missionaries to India, and Indian missionaries to Chicago. I set aside money to keep college professors from starving to death when they deserve it.”

“Stop!” said Hezekiah, “you deserve to die. Stand up. Open your mouth and shut your eyes.”

The old man stood up.

There was a loud report. The philanthropist fell. He was shot through the waistcoat and his suspenders were cut to ribbons.

Hezekiah, his eyes glittering with the mania of crime, crammed his pockets with gold pieces.

There was a roar and hubbub in the street below.

“The police!” Hezekiah muttered. “I must set fire to the house and escape in the confusion.”

He struck a safety match and held it to the leg of the table.

It was a fireproof table and refused to burn. He held it to the door. The door was fireproof. He applied it to the bookcase. He ran the match along the books. They were all fireproof. Everything was fireproof.

Frenzied with rage, he tore off his celluloid collar and set fire to it. He waved it above his head. Great tongues of flame swept from the windows.

“Fire! Fire!” was the cry.

Hezekiah rushed to the door and threw the blazing collar down the elevator shaft. In a moment the iron elevator, with its steel ropes, burst into a mass of flame; then the brass fittings of the door took fire, and in a moment the cement floor of the elevator was one roaring mass of flame. Great columns of smoke burst from the building.

“Fire! Fire!” shouted the crowd.

Reader, have you ever seen a fire in a great city? The sight is a wondrous one. One realises that, vast and horrible as the city is, it nevertheless shows its human organisation in its most perfect form.

Scarcely had the fire broken out before resolute efforts were made to stay its progress. Long lines of men passed buckets of water from hand to hand.

The water was dashed on the fronts of the neighbouring houses, thrown all over the street, splashed against the telegraph poles, and poured in torrents over the excited crowd. Every place in the neighbourhood of the fire was literally soaked. The man worked with a will. A derrick rapidly erected in the street reared itself to the height of sixteen or seventeen feet. A daring man mounted on the top of it, hauled bucket after bucket of water on the pulley. Balancing himself with the cool daring of the trained fireman, he threw the water in all directions over the crowd.

The fire raged for an hour. Hezekiah, standing at an empty window amid the flames, rapidly filled his revolver and emptied it into the crowd.

From one hundred revolvers in the street a fusillade was kept up in return.

This lasted for an hour. Several persons were almost hit by the rain of bullets, which would have proved fatal had they struck anyone.

Meantime, as the flames died down, a squad of policemen rushed into the doomed building.

Hezekiah threw aside his revolver and received them with folded arms.

“Hayloft,” said the chief of police, “I arrest you for murder, burglary, arson, and conspiracy. You put up a splendid fight, old man, and I am only sorry that it is our painful duty to arrest you.”

As Hayloft appeared below a great cheer went up from the crowd. True courage always appeals to the heart of the people.

Hayloft was put in a motor and whirled rapidly to the police station.

On the way the chief handed him a flask and a cigar.

They chatted over the events of the evening.

Hayloft realised that a new life had opened for him. He was no longer a despised outcast. He had entered the American criminal class.

At the police station the chief showed Hezekiah to his room.

“I hope you will like this room,” he said a little anxiously. “It is the best that I can give you to-night. To-morrow I can give you a room with a bath, but at such short notice I am sure you will not mind putting up with this.”

He said good night and shut the door. In a moment he reappeared.

“About breakfast?” he said. “Would you rather have it in your room, or will you join us at our table d’hote? The force are most anxious to meet you.”

Next morning, before Hezekiah was up, the chief brought to his room a new outfit of clothes — a silk hat, frock-coat, shepherd’s-plaid trousers and varnished boots with spats.

“You won’t mind accepting these things, Mr. Hayloft. Our force would like very much to enable you to make a suitable appearance in the court.”

Carefully dressed and shaved, Hezekiah descended. He was introduced to the leading officials of the force, and spent a pleasant hour of chat over a cigar, discussing the incidents of the night before.

In the course of the morning a number of persons called to meet and congratulate Hezekiah.

“I want to tell you, sir,” said the editor of a great American daily, “that your work of last night will be known and commented on all over the States. Your shooting of the footman was a splendid piece of nerve, sir, and will do much in defence of the unwritten law.”

“Mr. Hayloft,” said another caller, “I am sorry not to have met you sooner. Our friends here tell me that you have been in New York for some months. I regret, sir, that we did not know you. This is the name of my firm, Mr. Hayloft. We are leading lawyers here, and we want the honour of defending you. We may! Thank you, sir. And now, as we have still an hour or two before the court, I want to run you up to my house in my motor. My wife is very anxious to have a little luncheon with you.”

The court met that afternoon. There was a cheer as Hezekiah entered.

“Mr. Hayloft,” said the judge, “I am adjourning this court for a few days. From what I hear the nerve strain that you have undergone must have been most severe. Your friends tell me that you can hardly be in a state to take a proper interest in the case till you have had a thorough rest.”

As Hayloft left the court a cheer went up from the crowd, in which the judge joined.

The next few days were busy days for Hezekiah. Filled with receptions, civic committees, and the preparation of the brief, in which Hezekiah’s native intelligence excited the admiration of the lawyers.

Newspaper men sought for interviews. Business promoters called upon Hezekiah. His name was put down as a director of several leading companies, and it was rumoured that in the event of his acquittal he would undertake a merger of all the great burglar protection corporations of the United States.

The trial opened a week later, and lasted two months. Hezekiah was indicted on five charges — arson, for having burned the steel cage of the elevator; misdemeanour, for shooting the footman; the theft of the money, petty larceny; the killing of the philanthropist, infanticide; and the shooting at the police without hitting them, aggravated felony.

The proceedings were very complicated — expert evidence was taken from all over the United States. An analytical examination was made of the brain of the philanthropist. Nothing was found.

The entire jury were dismissed three times on the grounds of prejudice, twice on the ground of ignorance, and finally disbanded on the ground of insanity.

The proceedings dragged on.

Meanwhile Hezekiah’s business interests accumulated.

At length, at Hezekiah’s own suggestion, it was necessary to abandon the case.

“Gentlemen,” he said, in his final speech to the court, “I feel that I owe an apology for not being able to attend these proceedings any further. At any time, when I can snatch an hour or two from my business, you may always count on my attendance. In the meantime, rest assured that I shall follow your proceedings with the greatest interest.”

He left the room amid three cheers and the singing of “Auld Lang Syne.”

After that the case dragged hopeless on from stage to stage.

The charge of arson was met by a nolle prosequi. The accusation of theft was stopped by a ne plus ultra. The killing of the footman was pronounced justifiable insanity.

The accusation of murder for the death of the philanthropist was withdrawn by common consent. Damages in error were awarded to Hayloft for the loss of his revolver and cartridges. The main body of the case was carried on a writ of certiorari to the Federal Courts and appealed to the Supreme Court of the United States.

It is there still.

Meantime, Hezekiah, as managing director of the Burglars’ Security Corporation, remains one of the rising generation of financiers in New York, with every prospect of election to the State Senate.


Sorrows of a Super Soul: or, The Memoirs of Marie Mushenough 

(Translated, by Machinery, out of the Original Russian.)
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DO YOU EVER look at your face in the glass?

I do.

Sometimes I stand for hours and peer at my face and wonder at it. At times I turn it upside down and gaze intently at it. I try to think what it means. It seems to look back at me with its great brown eyes as if it knew me and wanted to speak to me.

Why was I born?

I do not know.

I ask my face a thousand times a day and find no answer.

At times when people pass my room — my maid Nitnitzka, or Jakub, the serving-man — and see me talking to my face, they think I am foolish.

But I am not.

At times I cast myself on the sofa and bury my head in the cushions.
Even then I cannot find out why I was born.

I am seventeen.

Shall I ever be seventy-seven? Ah!

Shall I ever be even sixty-seven, or sixty-seven even? Oh!

And if I am both of these, shall I ever be eighty-seven?

I cannot tell.

Often I start up in the night with wild eyes and wonder if I shall be eighty-seven.

* * *

Next Day.

I passed a flower in my walk to-day. It grew in the meadow beside the river bank.

It stood dreaming on a long stem.

I knew its name. It was a Tchupvskja. I love beautiful names.

I leaned over and spoke to it. I asked it if my heart would ever know love. It said it thought so.

On the way home I passed an onion.

It lay upon the road.

Someone had stepped upon its stem and crushed it. How it must have suffered. I placed it in my bosom. All night it lay beside my pillow.

* * *

Another Day.

My heart is yearning for love! How is it that I can love no one?

I have tried and I cannot. My father — Ivan Ivanovitch — he is so big and so kind, and yet I cannot love him; and my mother, Katoosha Katooshavitch, she is just as big, and yet I cannot love her. And my brother, Dimitri Dimitrivitch, I cannot love him.

And Alexis Alexovitch!

I cannot love him. And yet I am to marry him. They have set the day. It is a month from to-day. One month. Thirty days. Why cannot I love Alexis? He is tall and strong. He is a soldier. He is in the Guard of the Czar, Nicholas Romanoff, and yet I cannot love him.

* * *

Next Day but one.

How they cramp and confine me here — Ivan Ivanovitch my father, and my mother (I forget her name for the minute), and all the rest.

I cannot breathe.

They will not let me.

Every time I try to commit suicide they hinder me.

Last night I tried again.

I placed a phial of sulphuric acid on the table beside my bed.

In the morning it was still there.

It had not killed me.

They have forbidden me to drown myself.

Why!

I do not know why? In vain I ask the air and the trees why I should not drown myself? They do not see any reason why.

And yet I long to be free, free as the young birds, as the very youngest of them.

I watch the leaves blowing in the wind and I want to be a leaf.

Yet here they want to make me eat!

Yesterday I ate a banana! Ugh!

* * *

Next Day.

To-day in my walk I found a cabbage.

It lay in a corner of the hedge. Cruel boys had chased it there with stones.

It was dead when I lifted it up.

Beside it was an egg.

It too was dead. Ah, how I wept — 

* * *

This Morning.

How my heart beats. To-day A MAN passed. He passed: actually passed.

From my window I saw him go by the garden gate and out into the meadow beside the river where my Tchupvskja flower is growing!

How beautiful he looked! Not tall like Alexis Alexovitch, ah, no! but so short and wide and round — shaped like the beautiful cabbage that died last week.

He wore a velvet jacket and he carried a camp stool and an easel on his back, and in his face was a curved pipe with a long stem, and his face was not red and rough like the face of Alexis, but mild and beautiful and with a smile that played on it like moonlight over putty.

Do I love him? I cannot tell. Not yet. Love is a gentle plant. You cannot force its growth.

As he passed I leaned from the window and threw a rosebud at him.

But he did not see it.

Then I threw a cake of soap and a toothbrush at him. But I missed him, and he passed on.

* * *

Another Day.

Love has come into my life. It fills it. I have seen HIM again. I have spoken with him. He sat beside the river on his camp stool. How beautiful he looked, sitting on it: how strong he seemed and how frail the little stool on which he sat.

Before him was the easel and he was painting. I spoke to him.

I know his name now.

His name — . How my heart beats as I write it — no, I cannot write it, I will whisper it — it is Otto Dinkelspiel.

Is it not a beautiful name? Ah!

He was painting on a canvas — beautiful colours, red and gold and white, in glorious opalescent streaks in all directions.

I looked at it in wonder.

Instinctively I spoke to him. “What are you painting?” I said. “Is it the Heavenly Child?”

“No,” he said, “it is a cow!”

Then I looked again and I could see that it was a cow.

I looked straight into his eyes.

“It shall be our secret,” I said; “no one else shall know.”

And I knew that I loved him.

* * *

A Week Later.

Each morning I go to see Otto beside the river in the meadow.

He sits and paints, and I sit with my hands clasped about my knees and talk to him. I tell him all that I think, all that I read, all that I know, all that I feel, all that I do not feel.

He listens to me with that far-away look that I have learned to love and that means that he is thinking deeply; at times he almost seems not to hear.

The intercourse of our minds is wonderful.

We stimulate one another’s thought.

Otto is my master. I am his disciple!

Yesterday I asked him if Hegel or Schlegel or Whegel gives the truest view of life.

He said he didn’t know! My Otto!

* * *

To-day.

Otto touched me! He touched me!

How the recollection of it thrills me!

I stood beside him on the river bank, and as we talked the handle of my parasol touched the bottom button of his waistcoat.

It seemed to burn me like fire!

To-morrow I am to bring Otto to see my father.

But to-night I can think of nothing else but that Otto has touched me.

* * *

Next Day.

Otto has touched father! He touched him for ten roubles. My father is furious. I cannot tell what it means.

I brought Otto to our home. He spoke with my father, Ivan Ivanovitch. They sat together in the evening. And now my father is angry. He says that Otto wanted to touch him.

Why should he be angry?

But Otto is forbidden the house, and I can see him only in the meadow.

* * *

Two Days Later.

To-day Otto asked me for a keepsake.

I offered him one of my hatpins. But he said no. He has taken instead the diamond buckle from my belt.

I read his meaning.

He means that I am to him as a diamond is to lesser natures.

* * *

This Morning.

Yesterday Otto asked me for another keepsake. I took a gold rouble from my bag and said that he should break it in half and that each should keep one of the halves.

But Otto said no. I divined his thought. It would violate our love to break the coin.

He is to keep it for both of us, and it is to remain unbroken like our love.

Is it not a sweet thought?

Otto is so thoughtful. He thinks of everything.

To-day he asked me if I had another gold rouble.

* * *

Next Day.

To-day I brought Otto another gold rouble.

His eyes shone with love when he saw it.

He has given me for it a bronze kopek. Our love is to be as pure as gold and as strong as bronze.

Is it not beautiful?

* * *

Later.

I am so fearful that Alexis Alexovitch may return.

I fear that if he comes Otto might kill him. Otto is so calm, I dread to think of what would happen if he were aroused.

* * *

Next Day.

I have told Otto about Alexis. I have told him that Alexis is a soldier, that he is in the Guards of the Czar, and that I am betrothed to him. At first Otto would not listen to me. He feared that his anger might overmaster him. He began folding up his camp-stool.

Then I told him that Alexis would not come for some time yet, and he grew calmer.

I have begged him for my sake not to kill Alexis. He has given me his promise.

* * *

Another Day.

Ivan Ivanovitch, my father, has heard from Alexis. He will return in fourteen days. The day after his return I am to marry him.

And meantime I have still fourteen days to love Otto.

My love is perfect. It makes me want to die. Last night I tried again to commit suicide. Why should I live now that I have known a perfect love? I placed a box of cartridges beside my bed. I awoke unharmed. They did not kill me. But I know what it means. It means that Otto and I are to die together. I must tell Otto.

* * *

Later.

To-day I told Otto that we must kill ourselves, that our love is so perfect that we have no right to live.

At first he looked so strange.

He suggested that I should kill myself first and that he should starve himself beside my grave.

But I could not accept the sacrifice.

I offered instead to help him to hang himself beside the river.

He is to think it over. If he does not hang himself, he is to shoot himself. I have lent him my father’s revolver. How grateful he looked when he took it.

* * *

Next Day.

Why does Otto seem to avoid me? Has he some secret sorrow that I cannot share? To-day he moved his camp-stool to the other side of the meadow. He was in the long grass behind an elderberry bush. At first I did not see him. I thought that he had hanged himself. But he said no. He had forgotten to get a rope. He had tried, he said, to shoot himself. But he had missed himself.

* * *

Five Days Later.

Otto and I are not to die. We are to live; to live and love one another for ever! We are going away, out into the world together! How happy I am!

Otto and I are to flee together.

When Alexis comes we shall be gone; we shall be far away.

I have said to Otto that I will fly with him, and he has said yes.

I told him that we would go out into the world together; empty-handed we would fare forth together and defy the world. I said that he should be my knight-errant, my paladin!

Otto said he would be it.

He has consented. But he says we must not fare forth empty-handed. I do not know why he thinks this, but he is firm, and I yield to my lord. He is making all our preparations.

Each morning I bring to the meadow a little bundle of my things and give them to my knight-errant and he takes them to the inn where he is staying.

Last week I brought my jewel-case, and yesterday, at his request, I took my money from the bank and brought it to my paladin. It will be so safe with him.

To-day he said that I shall need some little things to remember my father and mother by when we are gone. So I am to take my father’s gold watch while he is asleep. My hero! How thoughtful he is of my happiness.

* * *

Next Day.

All is ready. To-morrow I am to meet Otto at the meadow with the watch and the rest of the things.

To-morrow night we are to flee together. I am to go down to the little gate at the foot of the garden, and Otto will be there.

To-day I have wandered about the house and garden and have said good-bye. I have said good-bye to my Tchupvskja flower, and to the birds and the bees.

To-morrow it will be all over.

* * *

Next Evening.

How can I write what has happened! My soul is shattered to its depths.

All that I dreaded most has happened. How can I live!

Alexis has come back. He and Otto have fought.

Ah God! it has been terrible.

I stood with Otto in the meadow. I had brought him the watch, and I gave it to him, and all my love and my life with it.

Then, as we stood, I turned and saw Alexis Alexovitch striding towards us through the grass.

How tall and soldierly he looked! And the thought flashed through my mind that if Otto killed him he would be lying there a dead, inanimate thing.

“Go, Otto,” I cried, “go, if you stay you will kill him.”

Otto looked and saw Alexis coming. He turned one glance at me: his face was full of infinite meaning.

Then, for my sake, he ran. How noble he looked as he ran. Brave heart! he dared not stay and risk the outburst of his anger.

But Alexis overtook him.

Then beside the river-bank they fought. Ah! but it was terrible to see them fight. Is it not awful when men fight together?

I could only stand and wring my hands and look on in agony!

First, Alexis seized Otto by the waistband of his trousers and swung him round and round in the air. I could see Otto’s face as he went round: the same mute courage was written on it as when he turned to run. Alexis swung Otto round and round until his waistband broke, and he was thrown into the grass.

That was the first part of the fight.

Then Alexis stood beside Otto and kicked him from behind as he lay in the grass, and they fought like that for some time. That was the second part of the fight. Then came the third and last part. Alexis picked up the easel and smashed the picture over Otto’s head. It fastened itself like a collar about his neck. Then Alexis picked Otto up with the picture round his neck and threw him into the stream.

He floated!

My paladin!

He floated!

I could see his upturned face as he floated onwards down the stream, through the meadow! It was full of deep resignation.

Then Alexis Alexovitch came to me and gathered me up in his arms and carried me thus across the meadow — he is so tall and strong — and whispered that he loved me, and that to-morrow he would shield me from the world. He carried me thus to the house in his arms among the grass and flowers; and there was my father, Ivan Ivanovitch, and my mother, Katoosha Katooshavitch. And to-morrow I am to marry Alexis. He had brought back from the inn my jewels and my money, and he gave me again the diamond clasp that Otto had taken from my waist.

How can I bear it? Alexis is to take me to Petersburg, and he has bought a beautiful house in the Prospekt, and I am to live in it with him, and we are to be rich, and I am to be presented at the Court of Nicholas Romanoff and his wife. Ah! Is it not dreadful?

And I can only think of Otto floating down the stream with the easel about his neck. From the little river he will float into the Dnieper, and from the Dnieper into the Bug, and from the Bug he will float down the Volga, and from the Volga into the Caspian Sea. And from the Caspian Sea there is no outlet, and Otto will float round and round it for ever.

Is it not dreadful?


Hannah of the Highlands: or, The Laird of Loch Aucherlocherty
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              “Sair maun ye greet, but hoot awa!
                There’s muckle yet, love isna’ a’ — 
                Nae more ye’ll see, howe’er ye whine
                The bonnie breeks of Auld Lang Syne!”

THE simple words rang out fresh and sweet upon the morning air.

It was Hannah of the Highlands. She was gathering lobsters in the burn that ran through the glen.

The scene about her was typically Highland. Wild hills rose on both sides of the burn to a height of seventy-five feet, covered with a dense Highland forest that stretched a hundred yards in either direction. At the foot of the burn a beautiful Scotch loch lay in the hollow of the hills. Beyond it again, through the gap of the hills, was the sea. Through the Glen, and close beside the burn where Hannah stood, wound the road that rose again to follow the cliffs along the shore.

The tourists in the Highlands will find no more beautiful spot than the Glen of Aucherlocherty.

Nor is there any spot which can more justly claim to be historic ground.

It was here in the glen that Bonnie Prince Charlie had lain and hidden after the defeat of Culloden. Almost in the same spot the great boulder still stands behind which the Bruce had laid hidden after Bannockburn; while behind a number of lesser stones the Covenanters had concealed themselves during the height of the Stuart persecution.

Through the Glen Montrose had passed on his fateful ride to Killiecrankie; while at the lower end of it the rock was still pointed out behind which William Wallace had paused to change his breeches while flying from the wrath of Rob Roy.

Grim memories such as these gave character to the spot.

Indeed, most of the great events of Scotch history had taken place in the Glen, while the little loch had been the scene of some of the most stirring naval combats in the history of the Grampian Hills.

But there was little in the scene which lay so peaceful on this April morning to recall the sanguinary history of the Glen. Its sides at present were covered with a thick growth of gorse, elderberry, egg-plants, and ghillie flower, while the woods about it were loud with the voice of the throstle, the linnet, the magpie, the jackdaw, and other song-birds of the Highlands.

It was a gloriously beautiful Scotch morning. The rain fell softly and quietly, bringing dampness and moisture, and almost a sense of wetness to the soft moss underfoot. Grey mists flew hither and thither, carrying with them an invigorating rawness that had almost a feeling of dampness.

It is the memory of such a morning that draws a tear from the eye of Scotchmen after years of exile. The Scotch heart, reader, can be moved to its depths by the sight of a raindrop or the sound of a wet rag.

And meantime Hannah, the beautiful Highland girl, was singing. The fresh young voice rose high above the rain. Even the birds seemed to pause to listen, and as they listened to the simple words of the Gaelic folk-song, fell off the bough with a thud on the grass.

The Highland girl made a beautiful picture as she stood.

Her bare feet were in the burn, the rippling water of which laved her ankles. The lobsters played about her feet, or clung affectionately to her toes, as if loath to leave the water and be gathered in the folds of her blue apron.

It was a scene to charm the heart of a Burne-Jones, or an Alma Tadema, or of anybody fond of lobsters.

The girl’s golden hair flowed widely behind her, gathered in a single braid with a piece of stovepipe wire.

“Will you sell me one of your lobsters?”

Hannah looked up. There, standing in the burn a few yards above her, was the vision of a young man.

The beautiful Highland girl gazed at him fascinated.

He seemed a higher order of being.

He carried a fishing-rod and basket in his hand. He was dressed in a salmon-fishing costume of an English gentleman. Salmon-fishing boots reached to his thighs, while above them he wore a fishing-jacket fastened loosely with a fishing-belt about his waist. He wore a small fishing-cap on his head.

There were no fish in his basket.

He drew near to the Highland girl.

Hannah knew as she looked at him that it must be Ian McWhinus, the new laird.

At sight she loved him.

“Ye’re sair welcome,” she said, as she handed to the young man the finest of her lobsters.

He put it in his basket.

Then he felt in the pocket of his jacket and brought out a sixpenny-piece.

“You must let me pay for it,” he said.

Hannah took the sixpence and held it a moment, flushing with true Highland pride.

“I’ll no be selling the fush for money,” she said.

Something in the girl’s speech went straight to the young man’s heart. He handed her half a crown. Whistling lightly, he strode off up the side of the burn. Hannah stood gazing after him spell-bound. She was aroused from her reverie by an angry voice calling her name.

“Hannah, Hannah,” cried the voice, “come away ben; are ye daft, lass, that ye stand there keeking at a McWhinus?”

Then Hannah realised what she had done.

She had spoken with a McWhinus, a thing that no McShamus had done for a hundred and fifty years. For nearly two centuries the McShamuses and the McWhinuses, albeit both dwellers in the Glen, had been torn asunder by one of those painful divisions by which the life of the Scotch people is broken into fragments.

It had arisen out of a point of spiritual belief.

It had been six generations agone at a Highland banquet, in the days when the unrestrained temper of the time gave way to wild orgies, during which theological discussions raged with unrestrained fury. Shamus McShamus, an embittered Calvinist, half crazed perhaps with liquor, had maintained that damnation could be achieved only by faith. Whimper McWhinus had held that damnation could be achieved also by good works. Inflamed with drink, McShamus had struck McWhinus across the temple with an oatcake and killed him. McShamus had been brought to trial. Although defended by some of the most skilled lawyers of Aucherlocherty, he had been acquitted. On the very night of his acquittal, Whangus McWhinus, the son of the murdered man, had lain in wait for Shamus McShamus, in the hollow of the Glen road where it rises to the cliff, and had shot him through the bagpipes. Since then the feud had raged with unquenched bitterness for a century and a half.

With each generation the difference between the two families became more acute. They differed on every possible point. They wore different tartans, sat under different ministers, drank different brands of whisky, and upheld different doctrines in regard to eternal punishment.

To add to the feud the McWhinuses had grown rich, while the McShamuses had become poor.

At least once in every generation a McWhinus or a McShamus had been shot, and always at the turn of the Glen road where it rose to the edge of the cliff. Finally, two generations gone, the McWhinuses had been raised to sudden wealth by the discovery of a coal mine on their land. To show their contempt for the McShamuses they had left the Glen to live in America. The McShamuses, to show their contempt for the McWhinuses, had remained in the Glen. The feud was kept alive in their memory.

And now the descendant of the McWhinuses had come back, and bought out the property of the Laird of Aucherlocherty beside the Glen. Ian McWhinus knew nothing of the feud. Reared in another atmosphere, the traditions of Scotland had no meaning for him. He had entirely degenerated. To him the tartan had become only a piece of coloured cloth. He wore a kilt as a masquerade costume for a Hallowe’en dance, and when it rained he put on a raincoat. He was no longer Scotch. More than that, he had married a beautiful American wife, a talcum-powder blonde with a dough face and the exquisite rotundity of the packing-house district of the Middle-West. Ian McWhinus was her slave. For her sake he had bought the lobster from Hannah. For her sake, too, he had scrutinised closely the beautiful Highland girl, for his wife was anxious to bring back a Scotch housemaid with her to Chicago.

And meantime Hannah, with the rapture of a new love in her heart, followed her father, Oyster McOyster McShamus, to the cottage. Oyster McOyster, even in advancing age, was a fine specimen of Scotch manhood. Ninety-seven years of age, he was approaching the time when many of his countrymen begin to show the ravages of time. But he bore himself straight as a lath, while his tall stature and his native Highland costume accentuated the fine outline of his form. This costume consisted of a black velvet beetle-shell jacket, which extended from the shoulder half-way down the back, and was continued in a short kilt of the tartan of the McShamuses, which extended from the waist half-way to the thigh. The costume reappeared again after an interval in the form of rolled golf stockings, which extended half-way up to the knee, while on his feet a pair of half shoes were buckled half-way up with a Highland clasp. On his head half-way between the ear and the upper superficies of the skull he wore half a Scotch cap, from which a tall rhinoceros feather extended half-way into the air.

A pair of bagpipes were beneath his arm, from which, as he walked, he blew those deep and plaintive sounds which have done much to imprint upon the characters of those who hear them a melancholy and resigned despair.

At the door of the cottage he turned and faced his daughter.

“What said Ian McWhinus to you i’ the burnside?” he said fiercely.

“’Twas nae muckle,” said Hannah, and she added, for the truth was ever more to her than her father’s wrath, “he gi’ed me saxpence for a fush.”

“Siller!” shrieked the Highlander. “Siller from a McWhinus!”

Hannah handed him the sixpence. Oyster McOyster dashed it fiercely on the ground, then picking it up he dashed it with full force against the wall of the cottage. Then, seizing it again he dashed it angrily into the pocket of his kilt.

They entered the cottage.

Hannah had never seen her father’s face so dour as it looked that night.

Their home seemed changed.

Hannah and her mother and father sat down that night in silence to their simple meal of oatmeal porridge and Scotch whisky. In the evening the mother sat to her spinning. Busily she plied her work, for it was a task of love. Her eldest born, Jamie, was away at college at Edinburgh, preparing for the ministry. His graduation day was approaching, and Jamie’s mother was spinning him a pair of breeches against the day. The breeches were to be a surprise. Already they were shaping that way. Oyster McShamus sat reading the Old Testament in silence, while Hannah looked into the peat fire and thought of the beautiful young Laird. Only once the Highlander spoke.

“The McWhinus is back,” he said, and his glance turned towards the old flint-lock musket on the wall. That night Hannah dreamed of the feud, of the Glen and the burn, of love, of lobsters, and of the Laird of Loch Aucherlocherty. And when she rose in the morning there was a wistful look in her eyes, and there came no song from her throat.

The days passed.

Each day the beautiful Highland girl saw the young Laird, though her father knew it not.

In the mornings she would see him as he came fishing to the burn. At times he wore his fishing-suit, at other times he had on a knickerbocker suit of shepherd’s plaid with a domino pattern neglige shirt. For his sake the beautiful Highland girl made herself more beautiful still. Each morning she would twine a Scotch thistle in her hair, and pin a spray of burdock at her heart.

And at times he spoke to her. How Hannah treasured his words. Once, catching sight of her father in the distance, he had asked her who was the old sardine in the petticoats, and the girl had answered gladly that it was her father, for, as a fisherman’s daughter, she was proud to have her father mistaken for a sardine.

At another time he had asked her if she was handy about the work of the house. How Hannah’s heart had beat at the question. She made up her mind to spin him a pair of breeches like the ones now finishing for her brother Jamie.

And every evening as the sun set Hannah would watch in secret from the window of the cottage waiting for the young Laird to come past in his motor-car, down the Glen road to the sea. Always he would slacken the car at the sharp turn at the top of the cliff. For six generations no McWhinus had passed that spot after nightfall with his life. But Ian McWhinus knew nothing of the feud.

At times Oyster McOyster would see him pass, and standing at the roadside would call down Gaelic curses on his head.

Once, when her father was from home, Hannah had stood on the roadside, and Ian had stopped the machine and had taken her with him in the car for a ride. Hannah, her heart beating with delight, had listened to him as he explained how the car was worked. Had her father know that she had sat thus beside a McWhinus, he would have slain her where she sat.

The tragedy of Hannah’s love ran swiftly to its close.

Each day she met the young Laird at the burn.

Each day she gave him the finest of her lobsters. She wore a new thistle every day.

And every night, in secret as her mother slept, she span a new concentric section of his breeches.

And the young Laird, when he went home, said to the talcum blonde, that the Highland fisher-girl was not half such a damn fool as she seemed.

Then came the fateful afternoon.

He stood beside her at the burn.

“Hannah,” he said, as he bent towards her, “I want to take you to America.”

Hannah had fallen fainting in his arms.

Ian propped her against a tree, and went home.

An hour later, when Hannah entered her home, her father was standing behind the fireplace. He was staring fixedly into the fire, with the flint-lock musket in his hands. There was the old dour look of the feud upon his face, and there were muttered curses on his lips. His wife Ellen clung to his arm and vainly sought to quiet him.

“Curse him,” he muttered, “I’ll e’en kill him the night as he passes in his deil machine.”

Then Hannah knew that Oyster McShamus had seen her with Ian beside the burn. She turned and fled from the house. Straight up the road she ran across towards the manor-house of Aucherlocherty to warn Ian. To save him from her father’s wrath, that was her one thought. Night gathered about the Highland girl as she ran. The rain clouds and the gathering storm hung low with fitful lightning overhead. She still ran on. About her was the rolling of the thunder and the angry roaring of the swollen burn. Then the storm broke upon the darkness with all the fury of the Highland gale. They sky was rent with the fierce play of the elements. Yet on Hannah ran. Again and again the lightning hit her, but she ran on still. She fell over the stones, tripped and stumbled in the ruts, butted into the hedges, cannoned off against the stone walls. But she never stopped. She went quicker and quicker. The storm was awful. Lightning, fire, flame, and thunder were all about her. Trees were falling, hurdles were flying, birds were being struck by lightning. Dogs, sheep and even cattle were hurled through the air.

She reached the manor-house, and stood a moment at the door. The storm had lulled, the rain ceased, and for a brief moment there was quiet. The light was streaming from the windows of the house. Hannah paused. Suddenly her heart misgave her. Her quick ear had caught the sound of a woman’s voice within. She approached the window and looked in. Then, as if rooted to the spot, the Highland girl gazed and listened at the pane.

Ian lay upon a sofa. The neglige dressing-gown that he wore enhanced the pallid beauty of his face. Beside him sat the talcum-powder blonde. She was feeding him with chocolates. Hannah understood. Ian had trifled with her love. He had bought her lobsters to win her heart, only to cast it aside.

Hannah turned from the window. She plucked the thistle from her throat and flung it on the ground. Then, as she turned her eye, she caught sight of the motor standing in the shed.

“The deil machine!” she muttered, while the wild light of Highland frenzy gathered in her eye; then, as she rushed to it and tore the tarpaulin from off it, “Ye’ll no be wanting of a mark the night, Oyster McShamus,” she cried.

A moment later, the motor, with Hannah at the wheel, was thundering down the road to the Glen. The power was on to the full, and the demented girl clung tight to the steering-gear as the machine rocked and thundered down the descent. The storm was raging again, and the thunder mingled with the roar of the machine as it coursed madly towards the sea. The great eye of the motor blazed in front. The lurid light of it flashed a second on the trees and the burn as it passed, and flashed blinding on the eyes of Oyster as he stood erect on the cliff-side below, musket in hand, and faced the blazing apparition that charged upon him with the old Highland blood surging in his veins.

It was all over in a moment — a blinding flash of lightning, the report of a musket, a great peal of thunder, and the motor bearing the devoted girl hurled headlong over the cliff.

They found her there in the morning. She lay on her side motionless, half buried in the sand, upturned towards the blue Highland sky, serene now after the passing of the storm. Quiet and still she lay. The sea-birds seemed to pause in their flight to look down on her. The little group of Scotch people that had gathered stood and gazed at her with reverential awe. They made no attempt to put her together. It would have been useless. Her gasoline tubes were twisted and bent, her tank burst, her sprockets broken from their sides, and her steering-gear an utter wreck. The motor would never run again.

After a time they roused themselves from their grief and looked about for Hannah. They found her. She lay among the sand and seaweed, her fair hair soaked in gasoline. Then they looked about for Oyster McShamus. Him, too, they found, lying half buried in the grass and soaked in whisky. Then they looked about for Ellen. They found her lying across the door of the cottage half buried in Jamie’s breeches.

Then they gathered them up. Life was not extinct. They chafed their hands. They rubbed their feet. They put hot bricks upon their stomachs. They poured hot whisky down their throats. That brought them to.

Of course.

It always does.

They all lived.

But the feud was done for. That was the end of it. Hannah had put it to the bad.


Soaked in Seaweed: or, Upset in the Ocean (An Old-fashioned Sea Story.)
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IT WAS IN August in 1867 that I stepped on board the deck of the Saucy Sally, lying in dock at Gravesend, to fill the berth of second mate.

Let me first say a word about myself.

I was a tall, handsome young fellow, squarely and powerfully built, bronzed by the sun and the moon (and even copper-coloured in spots from the effect of the stars), and with a face in which honesty, intelligence, and exceptional brain power were combined with Christianity, simplicity, and modesty.

As I stepped on the deck I could not help a slight feeling of triumph, as I caught sight of my sailor-like features reflected in a tar-barrel that stood beside the mast, while a little later I could scarcely repress a sense of gratification as I noticed them reflected again in a bucket of bilge water.

“Welcome on board, Mr. Blowhard,” called out Captain Bilge, stepping out of the binnacle and shaking hands across the taffrail.

I saw before me a fine sailor-like man of from thirty to sixty, clean-shaven, except for an enormous pair of whiskers, a heavy beard, and a thick moustache, powerful in build, and carrying his beam well aft, in a pair of broad duck trousers across the back of which there would have been room to write a history of the British Navy.

Beside him were the first and third mates, both of them being quiet men of poor stature, who looked at Captain Bilge with what seemed to me an apprehensive expression in their eyes.

The vessel was on the eve of departure. Her deck presented that scene of bustle and alacrity dear to the sailor’s heart. Men were busy nailing up the masts, hanging the bowsprit over the side, varnishing the lee-scuppers and pouring hot tar down the companion-way.

Captain Bilge, with a megaphone to his lips, kept calling out to the men in his rough sailor fashion:

“Now, then, don’t over-exert yourselves, gentlemen. Remember, please, that we have plenty of time. Keep out of the sun as much as you can. Step carefully in the rigging there, Jones; I fear it’s just a little high for you. Tut, tut, Williams, don’t get yourself so dirty with that tar, you won’t look fit to be seen.”

I stood leaning over the gaff of the mainsail and thinking — yes, thinking, dear reader, of my mother. I hope that you will think none the less of me for that. Whenever things look dark, I lean up against something and think of mother. If they get positively black, I stand on one leg and think of father. After that I can face anything.

Did I think, too, of another, younger than mother and fairer than father? Yes, I did. “Bear up, darling,” I had whispered as she nestled her head beneath my oilskins and kicked out backward with one heel in the agony of her girlish grief, “in five years the voyage will be over, and after three more like it, I shall come back with money enough to buy a second-hand fishing-net and settle down on shore.”

Meantime the ship’s preparations were complete. The masts were all in position, the sails nailed up, and men with axes were busily chopping away the gangway.

“All ready?” called the Captain.

“Aye, aye, sir.”

“Then hoist the anchor in board and send a man down with the key to open the bar.”

Opening the bar! the last sad rite of departure. How often in my voyages have I seen it; the little group of men soon to be exiled from their home, standing about with saddened faces, waiting to see the man with the key open the bar — held there by some strange fascination.

* * * * *

Next morning with a fair wind astern we had buzzed around the corner of England and were running down the Channel.

I know no finer sight, for those who have never seen it, than the English Channel. It is the highway of the world. Ships of all nations are passing up and down, Dutch, Scotch, Venezuelan, and even American.

Chinese junks rush to and fro. Warships, motor yachts, icebergs, and lumber rafts are everywhere. If I add to this fact that so thick a fog hangs over it that it is entirely hidden from sight, my readers can form some idea of the majesty of the scene.

* * * * *

We had now been three days at sea. My first sea-sickness was wearing off, and I thought less of father.

On the third morning Captain Bilge descended to my cabin.

“Mr. Blowhard,” he said, “I must ask you to stand double watches.”

“What is the matter?” I inquired.

“The two other mates have fallen overboard,” he said uneasily, and avoiding my eye.

I contented myself with saying “Very good, sir,” but I could not help thinking it a trifle odd that both the mates should have fallen overboard in the same night.

Surely there was some mystery in this.

Two mornings later the Captain appeared at the breakfast-table with the same shifting and uneasy look in his eye.

“Anything wrong, sir?” I asked.

“Yes,” he answered, trying to appear at ease and twisting a fried egg to and fro between his fingers with such nervous force as almost to break it in two— “I regret to say that we have lost the bosun.”

“The bosun!” I cried.

“Yes,” said Captain Bilge more quietly, “he is overboard. I blame myself for it, partly. It was early this morning. I was holding him up in my arms to look at an iceberg and, quite accidentally I assure you — I dropped him overboard.”

“Captain Bilge,” I asked, “have you taken any steps to recover him?”

“Not as yet,” he replied uneasily.

I looked at him fixedly, but said nothing.

Ten days passed.

The mystery thickened. On Thursday two men of the starboard watch were reported missing. On Friday the carpenter’s assistant disappeared. On the night of Saturday a circumstance occurred which, slight as it was, gave me some clue as to what was happening.

As I stood at the wheel about midnight, I saw the Captain approach in the darkness carrying the cabin-boy by the hind leg. The lad was a bright little fellow, whose merry disposition had already endeared him to me, and I watched with some interest to see what the Captain would do to him. Arrived at the stern of the vessel, Captain Bilge looked cautiously around a moment and then dropped the boy into the sea. For a brief instant the lad’s head appeared in the phosphorus of the waves. The Captain threw a boot at him, sighed deeply, and went below.

Here then was the key to the mystery! The Captain was throwing the crew overboard. Next morning we met at breakfast as usual.

“Poor little Williams has fallen overboard,” said the Captain, seizing a strip of ship’s bacon and tearing at it with his teeth as if he almost meant to eat it.

“Captain,” I said, greatly excited, stabbing at a ship’s loaf in my agitation with such ferocity as almost to drive my knife into it— “You threw that boy overboard!”

“I did,” said Captain Bilge, grown suddenly quiet, “I threw them all over and intend to throw the rest. Listen, Blowhard, you are young, ambitious, and trustworthy. I will confide in you.”

Perfectly calm now, he stepped to a locker, rummaged in it a moment, and drew out a faded piece of yellow parchment, which he spread on the table. It was a map or chart. In the centre of it was a circle. In the middle of the circle was a small dot and a letter T, while at one side of the map was a letter N, and against it on the other side a letter S.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Can you not guess?” queried Captain Bilge. “It is a desert island.”

“Ah!” I rejoined with a sudden flash of intuition, “and N is for North and S is for South.”

“Blowhard,” said the Captain, striking the table with such force as to cause a loaf of ship’s bread to bounce up and down three or four times, “you’ve struck it. That part of it had not yet occurred to me.”

“And the letter T?” I asked.

“The treasure, the buried treasure,” said the Captain, and turning the map over he read from the back of it— “The point T indicates the spot where the treasure is buried under the sand; it consists of half a million Spanish dollars, and is buried in a brown leather dress-suit case.”

“And where is the island?” I inquired, mad with excitement.

“That I do not know,” said the Captain. “I intend to sail up and down the parallels of latitude until I find it.”

“And meantime?”

“Meantime, the first thing to do is to reduce the number of the crew so as to have fewer hands to divide among. Come, come,” he added in a burst of frankness which made me love the man in spite of his shortcomings, “will you join me in this? We’ll throw them all over, keeping the cook to the last, dig up the treasure, and be rich for the rest of our lives.”

Reader, do you blame me if I said yes? I was young, ardent, ambitious, full of bright hopes and boyish enthusiasm.

“Captain Bilge,” I said, putting my hand in his, “I am yours.”

“Good,” he said, “now go forward to the forecastle and get an idea what the men are thinking.”

I went forward to the men’s quarters — a plain room in the front of the ship, with only a rough carpet on the floor, a few simple arm-chairs, writing-desks, spittoons of a plain pattern, and small brass beds with blue-and-green screens. It was Sunday morning, and the men were mostly sitting about in their dressing-gowns.

They rose as I entered and curtseyed.

“Sir,” said Tompkins, the bosun’s mate, “I think it my duty to tell you that there is a great deal of dissatisfaction among the men.”

Several of the men nodded.

“They don’t like the way the men keep going overboard,” he continued, his voice rising to a tone of uncontrolled passion. “It is positively absurd, sir, and if you will allow me to say so, the men are far from pleased.”

“Tompkins,” I said sternly, “you must understand that my position will not allow me to listen to mutinous language of this sort.”

I returned to the Captain. “I think the men mean mutiny,” I said.

“Good,” said Captain Bilge, rubbing his hands, “that will get rid of a lot of them, and of course,” he added musingly, looking out of the broad old-fashioned port-hole at the stern of the cabin, at the heaving waves of the South Atlantic, “I am expecting pirates at any time, and that will take out quite a few of them. However” — and here he pressed the bell for a cabin-boy— “kindly ask Mr. Tompkins to step this way.”

“Tompkins,” said the Captain as the bosun’s mate entered, “be good enough to stand on the locker and stick your head through the stern port-hole, and tell me what you think of the weather.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” replied the tar with a simplicity which caused us to exchange a quiet smile.

Tompkins stood on the locker and put his head and shoulders out of the port.

Taking a leg each we pushed him through. We heard him plump into the sea.

“Tompkins was easy,” said Captain Bilge. “Excuse me as I enter his death in the log.”

“Yes,” he continued presently, “it will be a great help if they mutiny. I suppose they will, sooner or later. It’s customary to do so. But I shall take no step to precipitate it until we have first fallen in with pirates. I am expecting them in these latitudes at any time. Meantime, Mr. Blowhard,” he said, rising, “if you can continue to drop overboard one or two more each week, I shall feel extremely grateful.”

Three days later we rounded the Cape of Good Hope and entered upon the inky waters of the Indian Ocean. Our course lay now in zigzags and, the weather being favourable, we sailed up and down at a furious rate over a sea as calm as glass.

On the fourth day a pirate ship appeared. Reader, I do not know if you have ever seen a pirate ship. The sight was one to appal the stoutest heart. The entire ship was painted black, a black flag hung at the masthead, the sails were black, and on the deck people dressed all in black walked up and down arm-in-arm. The words “Pirate Ship” were painted in white letters on the bow. At the sight of it our crew were visibly cowed. It was a spectacle that would have cowed a dog.

The two ships were brought side by side. They were then lashed tightly together with bag string and binder twine, and a gang plank laid between them. In a moment the pirates swarmed upon our deck, rolling their eyes, gnashing their teeth and filing their nails.

Then the fight began. It lasted two hours — with fifteen minutes off for lunch. It was awful. The men grappled with one another, kicked one another from behind, slapped one another across the face, and in many cases completely lost their temper and tried to bite one another. I noticed one gigantic fellow brandishing a knotted towel, and striking right and left among our men, until Captain Bilge rushed at him and struck him flat across the mouth with a banana skin.

At the end of two hours, by mutual consent, the fight was declared a draw. The points standing at sixty-one and a half against sixty-two.

The ships were unlashed, and with three cheers from each crew, were headed on their way.

“Now, then,” said the Captain to me aside, “let us see how many of the crew are sufficiently exhausted to be thrown overboard.”

He went below. In a few minutes he re-appeared, his face deadly pale. “Blowhard,” he said, “the ship is sinking. One of the pirates (sheer accident, of course, I blame no one) has kicked a hole in the side. Let us sound the well.”

We put our ear to the ship’s well. It sounded like water.

The men were put to the pumps and worked with the frenzied effort which only those who have been drowned in a sinking ship can understand.

At six p.m. the well marked one half an inch of water, at nightfall three-quarters of an inch, and at daybreak, after a night of unremitting toil, seven-eighths of an inch.

By noon of the next day the water had risen to fifteen-sixteenths of an inch, and on the next night the sounding showed thirty-one thirty-seconds of an inch of water in the hold. The situation was desperate. At this rate of increase few, if any, could tell where it would rise to in a few days.

That night the Captain called me to his cabin. He had a book of mathematical tables in front of him, and great sheets of vulgar fractions littered the floor on all sides.

“The ship is bound to sink,” he said, “in fact, Blowhard, she is sinking. I can prove it. It may be six months or it may take years, but if she goes on like this, sink she must. There is nothing for it but to abandon her.”

That night, in the dead of darkness, while the crew were busy at the pumps, the Captain and I built a raft.

Unobserved we cut down the masts, chopped them into suitable lengths, laid them crosswise in a pile and lashed them tightly together with bootlaces.

Hastily we threw on board a couple of boxes of food and bottles of drinking fluid, a sextant, a cronometer, a gas-meter, a bicycle pump and a few other scientific instruments. Then taking advantage of a roll in the motion of the ship, we launched the raft, lowered ourselves upon a line, and under cover of the heavy dark of a tropical night, we paddled away from the doomed vessel.

The break of day found us a tiny speck on the Indian Ocean. We looked about as big as this (.).

In the morning, after dressing, and shaving as best we could, we opened our box of food and drink.

Then came the awful horror of our situation.

One by one the Captain took from the box the square blue tins of canned beef which it contained. We counted fifty-two in all. Anxiously and with drawn faces we watched until the last can was lifted from the box. A single thought was in our minds. When the end came the Captain stood up on the raft with wild eyes staring at the sky.

“The can-opener!” he shrieked, “just Heaven, the can-opener.” He fell prostrate.

Meantime, with trembling hands, I opened the box of bottles. It contained lager beer bottles, each with a patent tin top. One by one I took them out. There were fifty-two in all. As I withdrew the last one and saw the empty box before me, I shroke out— “The thing! the thing! oh, merciful Heaven! The thing you open them with!”

I fell prostrate upon the Captain.

We awoke to find ourselves still a mere speck upon the ocean. We felt even smaller than before.

Over us was the burnished copper sky of the tropics. The heavy, leaden sea lapped the sides of the raft. All about us was a litter of corn beef cans and lager beer bottles. Our sufferings in the ensuing days were indescribable. We beat and thumped at the cans with our fists. Even at the risk of spoiling the tins for ever we hammered them fiercely against the raft. We stamped on them, bit at them and swore at them. We pulled and clawed at the bottles with our hands, and chipped and knocked them against the cans, regardless even of breaking the glass and ruining the bottles.

It was futile.

Then day after day we sat in moody silence, gnawed with hunger, with nothing to read, nothing to smoke, and practically nothing to talk about.

On the tenth day the Captain broke silence.

“Get ready the lots, Blowhard,” he said. “It’s got to come to that.”

“Yes,” I answered drearily, “we’re getting thinner every day.”

Then, with the awful prospect of cannibalism before us, we drew lots.

I prepared the lots and held them to the Captain. He drew the longer one.

“Which does that mean,” he asked, trembling between hope and despair. “Do I win?”

“No, Bilge,” I said sadly, “you lose.”

* * * * *

But I mustn’t dwell on the days that followed — the long quiet days of lazy dreaming on the raft, during which I slowly built up my strength, which had been shattered by privation. They were days, dear reader, of deep and quiet peace, and yet I cannot recall them without shedding a tear for the brave man who made them what they were.

It was on the fifth day after that I was awakened from a sound sleep by the bumping of the raft against the shore. I had eaten perhaps overheartily, and had not observed the vicinity of land.

Before me was an island, the circular shape of which, with its low, sandy shore, recalled at once its identity.

“The treasure island,” I cried, “at last I am rewarded for all my heroism.”

In a fever of haste I rushed to the centre of the island. What was the sight that confronted me? A great hollow scooped in the sand, an empty dress-suit case lying beside it, and on a ship’s plank driven deep into the sand, the legend, “Saucy Sally, October, 1867.” So! the miscreants had made good the vessel, headed it for the island of whose existence they must have learned from the chart we so carelessly left upon the cabin table, and had plundered poor Bilge and me of our well-earned treasure!

Sick with the sense of human ingratitude I sank upon the sand.

The island became my home.

There I eked out a miserable existence, feeding on sand and gravel and dressing myself in cactus plants. Years passed. Eating sand and mud slowly undermined my robust constitution. I fell ill. I died. I buried myself.

Would that others who write sea stories would do as much.


Caroline’s Christmas: or, The Inexplicable Infant
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IT WAS XMAS — Xmas with its mantle of white snow, scintillating from a thousand diamond points, Xmas with its good cheer, its peace on earth — Xmas with its feasting and merriment, Xmas with its — well, anyway, it was Xmas.

Or no, that’s a slight slip; it wasn’t exactly Xmas, it was Xmas Eve, Xmas Eve with its mantle of white snow lying beneath the calm moonlight — and, in fact, with practically the above list of accompanying circumstances with a few obvious emendations.

Yes, it was Xmas Eve.

And more than that!

Listen to where it was Xmas.

It was Xmas Eve on the Old Homestead. Reader, do you know, by sight, the Old Homestead? In the pauses of your work at your city desk, where you have grown rich and avaricious, does it never rise before your mind’s eye, the quiet old homestead that knew you as a boy before your greed of gold tore you away from it? The Old Homestead that stands beside the road just on the rise of the hill, with its dark spruce trees wrapped in snow, the snug barns and the straw stacks behind it; while from its windows there streams a shaft of light from a coal-oil lamp, about as thick as a slate pencil that you can see four miles away, from the other side of the cedar swamp in the hollow. Don’t talk to me of your modern searchlights and your incandescent arcs, beside that gleam of light from the coal-oil lamp in the farmhouse window. It will shine clear to the heart across thirty years of distance. Do you not turn, I say, sometimes, reader, from the roar and hustle of the city with its ill-gotten wealth and its godless creed of mammon, to think of the quiet homestead under the brow of the hill? You don’t! Well, you skunk!

It was Xmas Eve.

The light shone from the windows of the homestead farm. The light of the log fire rose and flickered and mingled its red glare on the windows with the calm yellow of the lamplight.

John Enderby and his wife sat in the kitchen room of the farmstead. Do you know it, reader, the room called the kitchen? — with the open fire on its old brick hearth, and the cook stove in the corner. It is the room of the farm where people cook and eat and live. It is the living-room. The only other room beside the bedroom is the small room in front, chill-cold in winter, with an organ in it for playing “Rock of Ages” on, when company came. But this room is only used for music and funerals. The real room of the old farm is the kitchen. Does it not rise up before you, reader? It doesn’t? Well, you darn fool!

At any rate there sat old John Enderby beside the plain deal table, his head bowed upon his hands, his grizzled face with its unshorn stubble stricken down with the lines of devastating trouble. From time to time he rose and cast a fresh stick of tamarack into the fire with a savage thud that sent a shower of sparks up the chimney. Across the fireplace sat his wife Anna on a straight-backed chair, looking into the fire with the mute resignation of her sex.

What was wrong with them anyway? Ah, reader, can you ask? Do you know or remember so little of the life of the old homestead? When I have said that it is the Old Homestead and Xmas Eve, and that the farmer is in great trouble and throwing tamarack at the fire, surely you ought to guess!

The Old Homestead was mortgaged! Ten years ago, reckless with debt, crazed with remorse, mad with despair and persecuted with rheumatism, John Enderby had mortgaged his farmstead for twenty-four dollars and thirty cents.

To-night the mortgage fell due, to-night at midnight, Xmas night. Such is the way in which mortgages of this kind are always drawn. Yes, sir, it was drawn with such diabolical skill that on this night of all nights the mortgage would be foreclosed. At midnight the men would come with hammer and nails and foreclose it, nail it up tight.

So the afflicted couple sat.

Anna, with the patient resignation of her sex, sat silent or at times endeavoured to read. She had taken down from the little wall-shelf Bunyan’s Holy Living and Holy Dying. She tried to read it. She could not. Then she had taken Dante’s Inferno. She could not read it. Then she had selected Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason. But she could not read it either. Lastly, she had taken the Farmer’s Almanac for 1911. The books lay littered about her as she sat in patient despair.

John Enderby showed all the passion of an uncontrolled nature. At times he would reach out for the crock of buttermilk that stood beside him and drained a draught of the maddening liquid, till his brain glowed like the coals of the tamarack fire before him.

“John,” pleaded Anna, “leave alone the buttermilk. It only maddens you. No good ever came of that.”

“Aye, lass,” said the farmer, with a bitter laugh, as he buried his head again in the crock, “what care I if it maddens me.”

“Ah, John, you’d better be employed in reading the Good Book than in your wild courses. Here take it, father, and read it” — and she handed to him the well-worn black volume from the shelf. Enderby paused a moment and held the volume in his hand. He and his wife had known nothing of religious teaching in the public schools of their day, but the first-class non-sectarian education that the farmer had received had stood him in good stead.

“Take the book,” she said. “Read, John, in this hour of affliction; it brings comfort.”

The farmer took from her hand the well-worn copy of Euclid’s Elements, and laying aside his hat with reverence, he read aloud: “The angles at the base of an isoceles triangle are equal, and whosoever shall produce the sides, lo, the same also shall be equal each unto each.”

The farmer put the book aside.

“It’s no use, Anna. I can’t read the good words to-night.”

He rose, staggered to the crock of buttermilk, and before his wife could stay his hand, drained it to the last drop.

Then he sank heavily to his chair.

“Let them foreclose it, if they will,” he said; “I am past caring.”

The woman looked sadly into the fire.

Ah, if only her son Henry had been here. Henry, who had left them three years agone, and whose bright letters still brought from time to time the gleam of hope to the stricken farmhouse.

Henry was in Sing Sing. His letters brought news to his mother of his steady success; first in the baseball nine of the prison, a favourite with his wardens and the chaplain, the best bridge player of the corridor. Henry was pushing his way to the front with the old-time spirit of the Enderbys.

His mother had hoped that he might have been with her at Xmas, but Henry had written that it was practically impossible for him to leave Sing Sing. He could not see his way out. The authorities were arranging a dance and sleighing party for the Xmas celebration. He had some hope, he said, of slipping away unnoticed, but his doing so might excite attention.

Of the trouble at home Anna had told her son nothing.

No, Henry could not come. There was no help there. And William, the other son, ten years older than Henry. Alas, William had gone forth from the homestead to fight his way in the great city! “Mother,” he had said, “when I make a million dollars I’ll come home. Till then good-bye,” and he had gone.

How Anna’s heart had beat for him. Would he make that million dollars? Would she ever live to see it? And as the years passed she and John had often sat in the evenings picturing William at home again, bringing with him a million dollars, or picturing the million dollars sent by express with love. But the years had passed. William came not. He did not come. The great city had swallowed him up as it has many another lad from the old homestead.

Anna started from her musing — 

What was that at the door? The sound of a soft and timid rapping, and through the glass of the door-pane, a face, a woman’s face looking into the fire-lit room with pleading eyes. What was it she bore in her arms, the little bundle that she held tight to her breast to shield it from the falling snow? Can you guess, reader? Try three guesses and see. Right you are. That’s what it was.

The farmer’s wife went hastily to the door.

“Lord’s mercy!” she cried, “what are you doing out on such a night? Come in, child, to the fire!”

The woman entered, carrying the little bundle with her, and looking with wide eyes (they were at least an inch and a half across) at Enderby and his wife. Anna could see that there was no wedding-ring on her hand.

“Your name?” said the farmer’s wife.

“My name is Caroline,” the girl whispered. The rest was lost in the low tones of her voice. “I want shelter,” she paused, “I want you to take the child.”

Anna took the baby and laid it carefully on the top shelf of the cupboard, then she hastened to bring a glass of water and a dough-nut, and set it before the half-frozen girl.

“Eat,” she said, “and warm yourself.”

John rose from his seat.

“I’ll have no child of that sort here,” he said.

“John, John,” pleaded Anna, “remember what the Good Book says: ‘Things which are equal to the same thing are equal to one another!’”

John sank back in his chair.

And why had Caroline no wedding-ring? Ah, reader, can you not guess. Well, you can’t. It wasn’t what you think at all; so there. Caroline had no wedding-ring because she had thrown it away in bitterness, as she tramped the streets of the great city. “Why,” she cried, “should the wife of a man in the penitentiary wear a ring.”

Then she had gone forth with the child from what had been her home.

It was the old sad story.

She had taken the baby and laid it tenderly, gently on a seat in the park. Then she walked rapidly away. A few minutes after a man had chased after Caroline with the little bundle in his arms. “I beg your pardon,” he said, panting, “I think you left your baby in the park.” Caroline thanked him.

Next she took the baby to the Grand Central Waiting-room, kissed it tenderly, and laid it on a shelf behind the lunch-counter.

A few minutes an official, beaming with satisfaction, had brought it back to her.

“Yours, I think, madame,” he said, as he handed it to her. Caroline thanked him.

Then she had left it at the desk of the Waldorf Astoria, and at the ticket-office of the subway.

It always came back.

Once or twice she took it to the Brooklyn Bridge and threw it into the river, but perhaps something in the way it fell through the air touched the mother’s heart and smote her, and she had descended to the river and fished it out.

Then Caroline had taken the child to the country. At first she thought to leave it on the wayside and she had put it down in the snow, and standing a little distance off had thrown mullein stalks at it, but something in the way the little bundle lay covered in the snow appealed to the mother’s heart.

She picked it up and went on. “Somewhere,” she murmured, “I shall find a door of kindness open to it.” Soon after she had staggered into the homestead.

Anna, with true woman’s kindness, asked no questions. She put the baby carefully away in a trunk, saw Caroline safely to bed in the best room, and returned to her seat by the fire.

The old clock struck twenty minutes past eight.

Again a knock sounded at the door.

There entered the familiar figure of the village lawyer. His astrachan coat of yellow dogskin, his celluloid collar, and boots which reached no higher than the ankle, contrasted with the rude surroundings of the little room.

“Enderby,” he said, “can you pay?”

“Lawyer Perkins,” said the farmer, “give me time and I will; so help me, give me five years more and I’ll clear this debt to the last cent.”

“John,” said the lawyer, touched in spite of his rough (dogskin) exterior, “I couldn’t, if I would. These things are not what they were. It’s a big New York corporation, Pinchem & Company, that makes these loans now, and they take their money on the day, or they sell you up. I can’t help it. So there’s your notice, John, and I am sorry! No, I’ll take no buttermilk, I must keep a clear head to work,” and with that he hurried out into the snow again.

John sat brooding in his chair.

The fire flickered down.

The old clock struck half-past eight, then it half struck a quarter to nine, then slowly it struck striking.

Presently Enderby rose, picked a lantern from its hook, “Mortgage or no mortgage,” he said, “I must see to the stock.”

He passed out of the house, and standing in the yard, looked over the snow to the cedar swamp beyond with the snow winding through it, far in the distance the lights of the village far away.

He thought of the forty years he had spent here on the homestead — the rude, pioneer days — the house he had built for himself, with its plain furniture, the old-fashioned spinning-wheel on which Anna had spun his trousers, the wooden telephone and the rude skidway on which he ate his meals.

He looked out over the swamp and sighed.

Down in the swamp, two miles away, could he have but seen it, there moved a sleigh, and in it a man dressed in a sealskin coat and silk hat, whose face beamed in the moonlight as he turned to and fro and stared at each object by the roadside as at an old familiar scene. Round his waist was a belt containing a million dollars in gold coin, and as he halted his horse in an opening of the road he unstrapped the belt and counted the coins.

Beside him there crouched in the bushes at the dark edge of the swamp road, with eyes that watched every glitter of the coins, and a hand that grasped a heavy cudgel of blackthorn, a man whose close-cropped hair and hard lined face belonged nowhere but within the walls of Sing Sing.

When the sleigh started again the man in the bushes followed doggedly in its track.

Meanwhile John Enderby had made the rounds of his outbuildings. He bedded the fat cattle that blinked in the flashing light of the lantern. He stood a moment among his hogs, and, farmer as he was, forgot his troubles a moment to speak to each, calling them by name. It smote him to think how at times he had been tempted to sell one of the hogs, or even to sell the cattle to clear the mortgage off the place. Thank God, however, he had put that temptation behind him.

As he reached the house a sleigh was standing on the roadway. Anna met him at the door. “John,” she said, “there was a stranger came while you were in the barn, and wanted a lodging for the night; a city man, I reckon, by his clothes. I hated to refuse him, and I put him in Willie’s room. We’ll never want it again, and he’s gone to sleep.”

“Ay, we can’t refuse.”

John Enderby took out the horse to the barn, and then returned to his vigil with Anna beside the fire.

The fumes of the buttermilk had died out of his brain. He was thinking, as he sat there, of midnight and what it would bring.

In the room above, the man in the sealskin coat had thrown himself down, clothes and all, upon the bed, tired with his drive.

“How it all comes back to me,” he muttered as he fell asleep, “the same old room, nothing changed — except them — how worn they look,” and a tear started to his eyes. He thought of his leaving his home fifteen years ago, of his struggle in the great city, of the great idea he had conceived of making money, and of the Farm Investment Company he had instituted — the simple system of applying the crushing power of capital to exact the uttermost penny from the farm loans. And now here he was back again, true to his word, with a million dollars in his belt. “To-morrow,” he had murmured, “I will tell them. It will be Xmas.” Then William — yes, reader, it was William (see line 503 above) had fallen asleep.

The hours passed, and kept passing.

It was 11.30.

Then suddenly Anna started from her place.

“Henry!” she cried as the door opened and a man entered. He advanced gladly to meet her, and in a moment mother and son were folded in a close embrace. It was Henry, the man from Sing Sing. True to his word, he had slipped away unostentatiously at the height of the festivities.

“Alas, Henry,” said the mother after the warmth of the first greetings had passed, “you come at an unlucky hour.” They told him of the mortgage on the farm and the ruin of his home.

“Yes,” said Anna, “not even a bed to offer you,” and she spoke of the strangers who had arrived; of the stricken woman and the child, and the rich man in the sealskin coat who had asked for a night’s shelter.

Henry listened intently while they told him of the man, and a sudden light of intelligence flashed into his eye.

“By Heaven, father, I have it!” he cried. Then, dropping his voice, he said, “Speak low, father. This man upstairs, he had a sealskin coat and silk hat?”

“Yes,” said the father.

“Father,” said Henry, “I saw a man sitting in a sleigh in the cedar swamp. He had money in his hand, and he counted it, and chuckled, — five dollar gold pieces — in all, 1,125,465 dollars and a quarter.”

The father and son looked at one another.

“I see your idea,” said Enderby sternly.

“We’ll choke him,” said Henry.

“Or club him,” said the farmer, “and pay the mortgage.”

Anna looked from one to the other, joy and hope struggling with the sorrow in her face. “Henry, my Henry,” she said proudly, “I knew he would find a way.”

“Come on,” said Henry; “bring the lamp, mother, take the club, father,” and gaily, but with hushed voices, the three stole up the stairs.

The stranger lay sunk in sleep. The back of his head was turned to them as they came in.

“Now, mother,” said the farmer firmly, “hold the lamp a little nearer; just behind the ear, I think, Henry.”

“No,” said Henry, rolling back his sleeve and speaking with the quick authority that sat well upon him, “across the jaw, father, it’s quicker and neater.”

“Well, well,” said the farmer, smiling proudly, “have your own way, lad, you know best.”

Henry raised the club.

But as he did so — stay, what was that? Far away behind the cedar swamp the deep booming of the bell of the village church began to strike out midnight. One, two, three, its tones came clear across the crisp air. Almost at the same moment the clock below began with deep strokes to mark the midnight hour; from the farmyard chicken coop a rooster began to crow twelve times, while the loud lowing of the cattle and the soft cooing of the hogs seemed to usher in the morning of Christmas with its message of peace and goodwill.

The club fell from Henry’s hand and rattled on the floor.

The sleeper woke, and sat up.

“Father! Mother!” he cried.

“My son, my son,” sobbed the father, “we had guessed it was you. We had come to wake you.”

“Yes, it is I,” said William, smiling to his parents, “and I have brought the million dollars. Here it is,” and with that he unstrapped the belt from his waist and laid a million dollars on the table.

“Thank Heaven!” cried Anna, “our troubles are at an end. This money will help clear the mortgage — and the greed of Pinchem & Co. cannot harm us now.”

“The farm was mortgaged!” said William, aghast.

“Ay,” said the farmer, “mortgaged to men who have no conscience, whose greedy hand has nearly brought us to the grave. See how she has aged, my boy,” and he pointed to Anna.

“Father,” said William, in deep tones of contrition, “I am Pinchem & Co. Heaven help me! I see it now. I see at what expense of suffering my fortune was made. I will restore it all, these million dollars, to those I have wronged.”

“No,” said his mother softly. “You repent, dear son, with true Christian repentance. That is enough. You may keep the money. We will look upon it as a trust, a sacred trust, and every time we spend a dollar of it on ourselves we will think of it as a trust.”

“Yes,” said the farmer softly, “your mother is right, the money is a trust, and we will restock the farm with it, buy out the Jones’s property, and regard the whole thing as a trust.”

At this moment the door of the room opened. A woman’s form appeared. It was Caroline, robed in one of Anna’s directoire nightgowns.

“I heard your voices,” she said, and then, as she caught sight of Henry, she gave a great cry.

“My husband!”

“My wife,” said Henry, and folded her to his heart.

“You have left Sing Sing?” cried Caroline with joy.

“Yes, Caroline,” said Henry. “I shall never go back.”

Gaily the reunited family descended. Anna carried the lamp, Henry carried the club. William carried the million dollars.

The tamarack fire roared again upon the hearth. The buttermilk circulated from hand to hand. William and Henry told and retold the story of their adventures. The first streak of the Christmas morn fell through the door-pane.

“Ah, my sons,” said John Enderby, “henceforth let us stick to the narrow path. What is it that the Good Book says: ‘A straight line is that which lies evenly between its extreme points.’”


The Man in Asbestos: An Allegory of the Future
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TO BEGIN WITH let me admit that I did it on purpose. Perhaps it was partly from jealousy.

It seemed unfair that other writers should be able at will to drop into a sleep of four or five hundred years, and to plunge head-first into a distant future and be a witness of its marvels.

I wanted to do that too.

I always had been, I still am, a passionate student of social problems. The world of to-day with its roaring machinery, the unceasing toil of its working classes, its strife, its poverty, its war, its cruelty, appals me as I look at it. I love to think of the time that must come some day when man will have conquered nature, and the toil-worn human race enter upon an era of peace.

I loved to think of it, and I longed to see it.

So I set about the thing deliberately.

What I wanted to do was to fall asleep after the customary fashion, for two or three hundred years at least, and wake and find myself in the marvel world of the future.

I made my preparations for the sleep.

I bought all the comic papers that I could find, even the illustrated ones. I carried them up to my room in my hotel: with them I brought up a pork pie and dozens and dozens of doughnuts. I ate the pie and the doughnuts, then sat back in the bed and read the comic papers one after the other. Finally, as I felt the awful lethargy stealing upon me, I reached out my hand for the London Weekly Times, and held up the editorial page before my eye.

It was, in a way, clear, straight suicide, but I did it.

I could feel my senses leaving me. In the room across the hall there was a man singing. His voice, that had been loud, came fainter and fainter through the transom. I fell into a sleep, the deep immeasurable sleep in which the very existence of the outer world was hushed. Dimly I could feel the days go past, then the years, and then the long passage of the centuries.

Then, not as it were gradually, but quite suddenly, I woke up, sat up, and looked about me.

Where was I?

Well might I ask myself.

I found myself lying, or rather sitting up, on a broad couch. I was in a great room, dim, gloomy, and dilapidated in its general appearance, and apparently, from its glass cases and the stuffed figures that they contained, some kind of museum.

Beside me sat a man. His face was hairless, but neither old nor young. He wore clothes that looked like the grey ashes of paper that had burned and kept its shape. He was looking at me quietly, but with no particular surprise or interest.

“Quick,” I said, eager to begin; “where am I? Who are you? What year is this; is it the year 3000, or what is it?”

He drew in his breath with a look of annoyance on his face.

“What a queer, excited way you have of speaking,” he said.

“Tell me,” I said again, “is this the year 3000?”

“I think I know what you mean,” he said; “but really I haven’t the faintest idea. I should think it must be at least that, within a hundred years or so; but nobody has kept track of them for so long, it’s hard to say.”

“Don’t you keep track of them any more?” I gasped.

“We used to,” said the man. “I myself can remember that a century or two ago there were still a number of people who used to try to keep track of the year, but it died out along with so many other faddish things of that kind. Why,” he continued, showing for the first time a sort of animation in his talk, “what was the use of it? You see, after we eliminated death — —”

“Eliminated death!” I cried, sitting upright. “Good God!”

“What was that expression you used?” queried the man.

“Good God!” I repeated.

“Ah,” he said, “never heard it before. But I was saying that after we had eliminated Death, and Food, and Change, we had practically got rid of Events, and — —”

“Stop!” I said, my brain reeling. “Tell me one thing at a time.”

“Humph!” he ejaculated. “I see, you must have been asleep a long time. Go on then and ask questions. Only, if you don’t mind, just as few as possible, and please don’t get interested or excited.”

Oddly enough the first question that sprang to my lips was — 

“What are those clothes made of?”

“Asbestos,” answered the man. “They last hundreds of years. We have one suit each, and there are billions of them piled up, if anybody wants a new one.”

“Thank you,” I answered. “Now tell me where I am?”

“You are in a museum. The figures in the cases are specimens like yourself. But here,” he said, “if you want really to find out about what is evidently a new epoch to you, get off your platform and come out on Broadway and sit on a bench.”

I got down.

As we passed through the dim and dust-covered buildings I looked curiously at the figures in the cases.

“By Jove!’’ I said looking at one figure in blue clothes with a belt and baton, “that’s a policeman!”

“Really,” said my new acquaintance, “is that what a policeman was? I’ve often wondered. What used they to be used for?”

“Used for?” I repeated in perplexity. “Why, they stood at the corner of the street.”

“Ah, yes, I see,” he said, “so as to shoot at the people. You must excuse my ignorance,” he continued, “as to some of your social customs in the past. When I took my education I was operated upon for social history, but the stuff they used was very inferior.”

I didn’t in the least understand what the man meant, but had no time to question him, for at that moment we came out upon the street, and I stood riveted in astonishment.

Broadway! Was it possible? The change was absolutely appalling! In place of the roaring thoroughfare that I had known, this silent, moss-grown desolation. Great buildings fallen into ruin through the sheer stress of centuries of wind and weather, the sides of them coated over with a growth of fungus and moss! The place was soundless. Not a vehicle moved. There were no wires overhead — no sound of life or movement except, here and there, there passed slowly to and fro human figures dressed in the same asbestos clothes as my acquaintance, with the same hairless faces, and the same look of infinite age upon them.

Good heavens! And was this the era of the Conquest that I had hoped to see! I had always taken for granted, I do not know why, that humanity was destined to move forward. This picture of what seemed desolation on the ruins of our civilisation rendered me almost speechless.

There were little benches placed here and there on the street. We sat down.

“Improved, isn’t it,” said man in asbestos, “since the days when you remember it?”

He seemed to speak quite proudly.

I gasped out a question.

“Where are the street cars and the motors?”

“Oh, done away with long ago,” he said; “how awful they must have been. The noise of them!” and his asbestos clothes rustled with a shudder.

“But how do you get about?”

“We don’t,” he answered. “Why should we? It’s just the same being here as being anywhere else.” He looked at me with an infinity of dreariness in his face.

A thousand questions surged into my mind at once. I asked one of the simplest.

“But how do you get back and forwards to your work?”

“Work!” he said. “There isn’t any work. It’s finished. The last of it was all done centuries ago.”

I looked at him a moment open-mouthed. Then I turned and looked again at the grey desolation of the street with the asbestos figures moving here and there.

I tried to pull my senses together. I realised that if I was to unravel this new and undreamed-of future, I must go at it systematically and step by step.

“I see,” I said after a pause, “that momentous things have happened since my time. I wish you would let me ask you about it all systematically, and would explain it to me bit by bit. First, what do you mean by saying that there is no work?”

“Why,” answered my strange acquaintance, “it died out of itself. Machinery killed it. If I remember rightly, you had a certain amount of machinery even in your time. You had done very well with steam, made a good beginning with electricity, though I think radial energy had hardly as yet been put to use.”

I nodded assent.

“But you found it did you no good. The better your machines, the harder you worked. The more things you had the more you wanted. The pace of life grew swifter and swifter. You cried out, but it would not stop. You were all caught in the cogs of your own machine. None of you could see the end.”

“That is quite true,” I said. “How do you know it all?”

“Oh,” answered the Man in Asbestos, “that part of my education was very well operated — I see you do not know what I mean. Never mind, I can tell you that later. Well, then, there came, probably almost two hundred years after your time, the Era of the Great Conquest of Nature, the final victory of Man and Machinery.”

“They did conquer it?” I asked quickly, with a thrill of the old hope in my veins again.

“Conquered it,” he said, “beat it out! Fought it to a standstill! Things came one by one, then faster and faster, in a hundred years it was all done. In fact, just as soon as mankind turned its energy to decreasing its needs instead of increasing its desires, the whole thing was easy. Chemical Food came first. Heavens! the simplicity of it. And in your time thousands of millions of people tilled and grubbed at the soil from morning till night. I’ve seen specimens of them — farmers, they called them. There’s one in the museum. After the invention of Chemical Food we piled up enough in the emporiums in a year to last for centuries. Agriculture went overboard. Eating and all that goes with it, domestic labour, housework — all ended. Nowadays one takes a concentrated pill every year or so, that’s all. The whole digestive apparatus, as you knew it, was a clumsy thing that had been bloated up like a set of bagpipes through the evolution of its use!”

I could not forbear to interrupt. “Have you and these people,” I said, “no stomachs — no apparatus?”

“Of course we have,” he answered, “but we use it to some purpose. Mine is largely filled with my education — but there! I am anticipating again. Better let me go on as I was. Chemical Food came first: that cut off almost one-third of the work, and then came Asbestos Clothes. That was wonderful! In one year humanity made enough suits to last for ever and ever. That, of course, could never have been if it hadn’t been connected with the revolt of women and the fall of Fashion.”

“Have the Fashions gone,” I asked, “that insane, extravagant idea of — —” I was about to launch into one of my old-time harangues about the sheer vanity of decorative dress, when my eye rested on the moving figures in asbestos, and I stopped.

“All gone,” said the Man in Asbestos. “Then next to that we killed, or practically killed, the changes of climate. I don’t think that in your day you properly understood how much of your work was due to the shifts of what you called the weather. It meant the need of all kinds of special clothes and houses and shelters, a wilderness of work. How dreadful it must have been in your day — wind and storms, great wet masses — what did you call them? — clouds — flying through the air, the ocean full of salt, was it not? — tossed and torn by the wind, snow thrown all over everything, hail, rain — how awful!”

“Sometimes,” I said, “it was very beautiful. But how did you alter it?”

“Killed the weather!” answered the Man in Asbestos. “Simple as anything — turned its forces loose one against the other, altered the composition of the sea so that the top became all more or less gelatinous. I really can’t explain it, as it is an operation that I never took at school, but it made the sky grey, as you see it, and the sea gum-coloured, the weather all the same. It cut out fuel and houses and an infinity of work with them!”

He paused a moment. I began to realise something of the course of evolution that had happened.

“So,” I said, “the conquest of nature meant that presently there was no more work to do?”

“Exactly,” he said, “nothing left.”

“Food enough for all?”

“Too much,” he answered.

“Houses and clothes?”

“All you like,” said the Man in Asbestos, waving his hand. “There they are. Go out and take them. Of course, they’re falling down — slowly, very slowly. But they’ll last for centuries yet, nobody need bother.”

Then I realised, I think for the first time, just what work had meant in the old life, and how much of the texture of life itself had been bound up in the keen effort of it.

Presently my eyes looked upward: dangling at the top of a moss-grown building I saw what seemed to be the remains of telephone wires.

“What became of all that,” I said, “the telegraph and the telephone and all the system of communication?”

“Ah,” said the Man in Asbestos, “that was what a telephone meant, was it? I knew that it had been suppressed centuries ago. Just what was it for?”

“Why,” I said with enthusiasm, “by means of the telephone we could talk to anybody, call up anybody, and talk at any distance.”

“And anybody could call you up at any time and talk?” said the Man in Asbestos, with something like horror. “How awful! What a dreadful age yours was, to be sure. No, the telephone and all the rest of it, all the transportation and intercommunication was cut out and forbidden. There was no sense in it. You see,” he added, “what you don’t realise is that people after your day became gradually more and more reasonable. Take the railroad, what good was that? It brought into every town a lot of people from every other town. Who wanted them? Nobody. When work stopped and commerce ended, and food was needless, and the weather killed, it was foolish to move about. So it was all terminated. Anyway,” he said, with a quick look of apprehension and a change in his voice, “it was dangerous!”

“So!” I said. “Dangerous! You still have danger?”

“Why, yes,” he said, “there’s always the danger of getting broken.”

“What do you mean,” I asked.

“Why,” said the Man in Asbestos, “I suppose it’s what you would call being dead. Of course, in one sense there’s been no death for centuries past; we cut that out. Disease and death were simply a matter of germs. We found them one by one. I think that even in your day you had found one or two of the easier, the bigger ones?”

I nodded.

“Yes, you had found diphtheria and typhoid and, if I am right, there were some outstanding, like scarlet fever and smallpox, that you called ultra-microscopic, and which you were still hunting for, and others that you didn’t even suspect. Well, we hunted them down one by one and destroyed them. Strange that it never occurred to any of you that Old Age was only a germ! It turned out to be quite a simple one, but it was so distributed in its action that you never even thought of it.”

“And you mean to say,” I ejaculated in amazement, looking at the Man in Asbestos, “that nowadays you live for ever?”

“I wish,” he said, “that you hadn’t that peculiar, excitable way of talking; you speak as if everything mattered so tremendously. Yes,” he continued, “we live for ever, unless, of course, we get broken. That happens sometimes. I mean that we may fall over a high place or bump on something, and snap ourselves. You see, we’re just a little brittle still — some remnant, I suppose, of the Old Age germ — and we have to be careful. In fact,” he continued, “I don’t mind saying that accidents of this sort were the most distressing feature of our civilisation till we took steps to cut out all accidents. We forbid all street cars, street traffic, aeroplanes, and so on. The risks of your time,” he said, with a shiver of his asbestos clothes, “must have been awful.”

“They were,” I answered, with a new kind of pride in my generation that I had never felt before, “but we thought it part of the duty of brave people to — —”

“Yes, yes,” said the Man in Asbestos impatiently, “please don’t get excited. I know what you mean. It was quite irrational.”

We sat silent for a long time. I looked about me at the crumbling buildings, the monotone, unchanging sky, and the dreary, empty street. Here, then, was the fruit of the Conquest, here was the elimination of work, the end of hunger and of cold, the cessation of the hard struggle, the downfall of change and death — nay, the very millennium of happiness. And yet, somehow, there seemed something wrong with it all. I pondered, then I put two or three rapid questions, hardly waiting to reflect upon the answers.

“Is there any war now?”

“Done with centuries ago. They took to settling international disputes with a slot machine. After that all foreign dealings were given up. Why have them? Everybody thinks foreigners awful.”

“Are there any newspapers now?”

“Newspapers! What on earth would we want them for? If we should need them at any time there are thousands of old ones piled up. But what is in them, anyway; only things that happen, wars and accidents and work and death. When these went newspapers went too. Listen,” continued the Man in Asbestos, “you seem to have been something of a social reformer, and yet you don’t understand the new life at all. You don’t understand how completely all our burdens have disappeared. Look at it this way. How used your people to spend all the early part of their lives?”

“Why,” I said, “our first fifteen years or so were spent in getting education.”

“Exactly,” he answered; “now notice how we improved on all that. Education in our day is done by surgery. Strange that in your time nobody realised that education was simply a surgical operation. You hadn’t the sense to see that what you really did was to slowly remodel, curve and convolute the inside of the brain by a long and painful mental operation. Everything learned was reproduced in a physical difference to the brain. You knew that, but you didn’t see the full consequences. Then came the invention of surgical education — the simple system of opening the side of the skull and engrafting into it a piece of prepared brain. At first, of course, they had to use, I suppose, the brains of dead people, and that was ghastly” — here the Man in Asbestos shuddered like a leaf— “but very soon they found how to make moulds that did just as well. After that it was a mere nothing; an operation of a few minutes would suffice to let in poetry or foreign languages or history or anything else that one cared to have. Here, for instance,” he added, pushing back the hair at the side of his head and showing a scar beneath it, “is the mark where I had my spherical trigonometry let in. That was, I admit, rather painful, but other things, such as English poetry or history, can be inserted absolutely without the least suffering. When I think of your painful, barbarous methods of education through the ear, I shudder at it. Oddly enough, we have found lately that for a great many things there is no need to use the head. We lodge them — things like philosophy and metaphysics, and so on — in what used to be the digestive apparatus. They fill it admirably.”

He paused a moment. Then went on:

“Well, then, to continue, what used to occupy your time and effort after your education?”

“Why,” I said, “one had, of course, to work, and then, to tell the truth, a great part of one’s time and feeling was devoted toward the other sex, towards falling in love and finding some woman to share one’s life.”

“Ah,” said the Man in Asbestos, with real interest. “I’ve heard about your arrangements with the women, but never quite understood them. Tell me; you say you selected some woman?”

“Yes.”

“And she became what you called your wife?”

“Yes, of course.”

“And you worked for her?” asked the Man in Asbestos in astonishment.

“Yes.”

“And she did not work?”

“No,” I answered, “of course not.”

“And half of what you had was hers?”

“Yes.”

“And she had the right to live in your house and use your things?”

“Of course,” I answered.

“How dreadful!” said the Man in Asbestos. “I hadn’t realised the horrors of your age till now.”

He sat shivering slightly, with the same timid look in his face as before.

Then it suddenly struck me that of the figures on the street, all had looked alike.

“Tell me,” I said, “are there no women now? Are they gone too?”

“Oh, no,” answered the Man in Asbestos, “they’re here just the same. Some of those are women. Only, you see, everything has been changed now. It all came as part of their great revolt, their desire to be like the men. Had that begun in your time?”

“Only a little.” I answered; “they were beginning to ask for votes and equality.”

“That’s it,” said my acquaintance, “I couldn’t think of the word. Your women, I believe, were something awful, were they not? Covered with feathers and skins and dazzling colours made of dead things all over them? And they laughed, did they not, and had foolish teeth, and at any moment they could inveigle you into one of those contracts! Ugh!”

He shuddered.

“Asbestos,” I said (I knew no other name to call him), as I turned on him in wrath, “Asbestos, do you think that those jelly-bag Equalities out on the street there, with their ash-barrel suits, can be compared for one moment with our unredeemed, unreformed, heaven-created, hobble-skirted women of the twentieth century?”

Then, suddenly, another thought flashed into my mind — 

“The children,” I said, “where are the children? Are there any?”

“Children,” he said, “no! I have never heard of there being any such things for at least a century. Horrible little hobgoblins they must have been! Great big faces, and cried constantly! And grew, did they not? Like funguses! I believe they were longer each year than they had been the last, and — —”

I rose.

“Asbestos!” I said, “this, then, is your coming Civilisation, your millennium. This dull, dead thing, with the work and the burden gone out of life, and with them all the joy and sweetness of it. For the old struggle — mere stagnation, and in place of danger and death, the dull monotony of security and the horror of an unending decay! Give me back,” I cried, and I flung wide my arms to the dull air, “the old life of danger and stress, with its hard toil and its bitter chances, and its heartbreaks. I see its value! I know its worth! Give me no rest,” I cried aloud —— 

* * * * *

“Yes, but give a rest to the rest of the corridor!” cried an angered voice that broke in upon my exultation.

Suddenly my sleep had gone.

I was back again in the room of my hotel, with the hum of the wicked, busy old world all about me, and loud in my ears the voice of the indignant man across the corridor.

“Quit your blatting, you infernal blatherskite,” he was calling. “Come down to earth.”

I came.

THE END


Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town
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This collection of short stories was first published in 1912 and is generally regarded as one of the most enduring classics of Canadian humorous literature. The fictional setting for the stories is Mariposa, a small town on the shore of Lake Wissanotti. Although drawn from his experiences in Orillia, Ontario, Leacock notes: “Mariposa is not a real town. On the contrary, it is about seventy or eighty of them. You may find them all the way from Lake Superior to the sea, with the same square streets and the same maple trees and the same churches and hotels.”

Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town has remained popular due to its universal appeal. Many of the characters, though modelled on townspeople of Orillia, offer small town archetypes relevant in any country. Their shortcomings and weaknesses are presented in a humorous, though affectionate way. Often, the narrator amusingly exaggerates the importance of the events in Mariposa compared to the rest of the world. The story of the steamboat Mariposa Belle sinking in Lake Wissanotti is one of the most famous of the collection. The apparent magnitude of this accident is lessened somewhat when it is revealed that the depth of the water is less than six feet. Men from the town come to the rescue in an un-seaworthy lifeboat, which sinks beneath them just as they are pulled on to the steamer, and the narrator earnestly remarks that this was “one of the smartest pieces of rescue work ever seen on the lake.”
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Preface
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I KNOW NO way in which a writer may more fittingly introduce his work to the public than by giving a brief account of who and what he is. By this means some of the blame for what he has done is very properly shifted to the extenuating circumstances of his life.

I was born at Swanmoor, Hants, England, on December 30, 1869. I am not aware that there was any particular conjunction of the planets at the time, but should think it extremely likely. My parents migrated to Canada in 1876, and I decided to go with them. My father took up a farm near Lake Simcoe, in Ontario. This was during the hard times of Canadian farming, and my father was just able by great diligence to pay the hired men and, in years of plenty, to raise enough grain to have seed for the next year’s crop without buying any. By this process my brothers and I were inevitably driven off the land, and have become professors, business men, and engineers, instead of being able to grow up as farm labourers. Yet I saw enough of farming to speak exuberantly in political addresses of the joy of early rising and the deep sleep, both of body and intellect, that is induced by honest manual toil.

I was educated at Upper Canada College, Toronto, of which I was head boy in 1887. From there I went to the University of Toronto, where I graduated in 1891. At the University I spent my entire time in the acquisition of languages, living, dead, and half-dead, and knew nothing of the outside world. In this diligent pursuit of words I spent about sixteen hours of each day. Very soon after graduation I had forgotten the languages, and found myself intellectually bankrupt. In other words I was what is called a distinguished graduate, and, as such, I took to school teaching as the only trade I could find that need neither experience nor intellect. I spent my time from 1891 to 1899 on the staff of Upper Canada College, an experience which has left me with a profound sympathy for the many gifted and brilliant men who are compelled to spend their lives in the most dreary, the most thankless, and the worst paid profession in the world. I have noted that of my pupils, those who seemed the laziest and the least enamoured of books are now rising to eminence at the bar, in business, and in public life; the really promising boys who took all the prizes are now able with difficulty to earn the wages of a clerk in a summer hotel or a deck hand on a canal boat.

In 1899 I gave up school teaching in disgust, borrowing enough money to live upon for a few months, and went to the University of Chicago to study economics and political science. I was soon appointed to a Fellowship in political economy, and by means of this and some temporary employment by McGill University, I survived until I took the degree of Doctor of Philosophy in 1903. The meaning of this degree is that the recipient of instruction is examined for the last time in his life, and is pronounced completely full. After this, no new ideas can be imparted to him.

From this time, and since my marriage, which had occurred at this period, I have belonged to the staff of McGill University, first as lecturer in Political Science, and later as head of the department of Economics and Political Science. As this position is one of the prizes of my profession, I am able to regard myself as singularly fortunate. The emolument is so high as to place me distinctly above the policemen, postmen, street-car conductors, and other salaried officials of the neighbourhood, while I am able to mix with the poorer of the business men of the city on terms of something like equality. In point of leisure, I enjoy more in the four corners of a single year than a business man knows in his whole life. I thus have what the business man can never enjoy, an ability to think, and, what is still better, to stop thinking altogether for months at a time.

I have written a number of things in connection with my college life — a book on Political Science, and many essays, magazine articles, and so on. I belong to the Political Science Association of America, to the Royal Colonial Institute, and to the Church of England. These things, surely, are a proof of respectability. I have had some small connection with politics and public life. A few years ago I went all round the British Empire delivering addresses on Imperial organization. When I state that these lectures were followed almost immediately by the Union of South Africa, the Banana Riots in Trinidad, and the Turco-Italian war, I think the reader can form some idea of their importance. In Canada I belong to the Conservative party, but as yet I have failed entirely in Canadian politics, never having received a contract to build a bridge, or make a wharf, nor to construct even the smallest section of the Transcontinental Railway. This, however, is a form of national ingratitude to which one becomes accustomed in this Dominion.

Apart from my college work, I have written two books, one called “Literary Lapses” and the other “Nonsense Novels.” Each of these is published by John Lane (London and New York), and either of them can be obtained, absurd though it sounds, for the mere sum of three shillings and sixpence. Any reader of this preface, for example, ridiculous though it appears, could walk into a bookstore and buy both of these books for seven shillings. Yet these works are of so humorous a character that for many years it was found impossible to print them. The compositors fell back from their task suffocated with laughter and gasping for air. Nothing but the intervention of the linotype machine — or rather, of the kind of men who operate it — made it possible to print these books. Even now people have to be very careful in circulating them, and the books should never be put into the hands of persons not in robust health.

Many of my friends are under the impression that I write these humorous nothings in idle moments when the wearied brain is unable to perform the serious labours of the economist. My own experience is exactly the other way. The writing of solid, instructive stuff fortified by facts and figures is easy enough. There is no trouble in writing a scientific treatise on the folk-lore of Central China, or a statistical enquiry into the declining population of Prince Edward Island. But to write something out of one’s own mind, worth reading for its own sake, is an arduous contrivance only to be achieved in fortunate moments, few and far between. Personally, I would sooner have written “Alice in Wonderland” than the whole Encyclopaedia Britannica.

In regard to the present work I must disclaim at once all intentions of trying to do anything so ridiculously easy as writing about a real place and real people. Mariposa is not a real town. On the contrary, it is about seventy or eighty of them. You may find them all the way from Lake Superior to the sea, with the same square streets and the same maple trees and the same churches and hotels, and everywhere the sunshine of the land of hope.

Similarly, the Reverend Mr. Drone is not one person but about eight or ten. To make him I clapped the gaiters of one ecclesiastic round the legs of another, added the sermons of a third and the character of a fourth, and so let him start on his way in the book to pick up such individual attributes as he might find for himself. Mullins and Bagshaw and Judge Pepperleigh and the rest are, it is true, personal friends of mine. But I have known them in such a variety of forms, with such alternations of tall and short, dark and fair, that, individually, I should have much ado to know them. Mr. Pupkin is found whenever a Canadian bank opens a branch in a county town and needs a teller. As for Mr. Smith, with his two hundred and eighty pounds, his hoarse voice, his loud check suit, his diamonds, the roughness of his address and the goodness of his heart, — all of this is known by everybody to be a necessary and universal adjunct of the hotel business.

The inspiration of the book, — a land of hope and sunshine where little towns spread their square streets and their trim maple trees beside placid lakes almost within echo of the primeval forest, — is large enough. If it fails in its portrayal of the scenes and the country that it depicts the fault lies rather with an art that is deficient than in an affection that is wanting.

Stephen Leacock. McGill University, June, 1912.


The Hostelry of Mr. Smith
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I DON’T KNOW whether you know Mariposa. If not, it is of no consequence, for if you know Canada at all, you are probably well acquainted with a dozen towns just like it.

There it lies in the sunlight, sloping up from the little lake that spreads out at the foot of the hillside on which the town is built. There is a wharf beside the lake, and lying alongside of it a steamer that is tied to the wharf with two ropes of about the same size as they use on the Lusitania. The steamer goes nowhere in particular, for the lake is landlocked and there is no navigation for the Mariposa Belle except to “run trips” on the first of July and the Queen’s Birthday, and to take excursions of the Knights of Pythias and the Sons of Temperance to and from the Local Option Townships.

In point of geography the lake is called Lake Wissanotti and the river running out of it the Ossawippi, just as the main street of Mariposa is called Missinaba Street and the county Missinaba County. But these names do not really matter. Nobody uses them. People simply speak of the “lake” and the “river” and the “main street,” much in the same way as they always call the Continental Hotel, “Pete Robinson’s” and the Pharmaceutical Hall, “Eliot’s Drug Store.” But I suppose this is just the same in every one else’s town as in mine, so I need lay no stress on it.

The town, I say, has one broad street that runs up from the lake, commonly called the Main Street. There is no doubt about its width. When Mariposa was laid out there was none of that shortsightedness which is seen in the cramped dimensions of Wall Street and Piccadilly. Missinaba Street is so wide that if you were to roll Jeff Thorpe’s barber shop over on its face it wouldn’t reach half way across. Up and down the Main Street are telegraph poles of cedar of colossal thickness, standing at a variety of angles and carrying rather more wires than are commonly seen at a transatlantic cable station.

On the Main Street itself are a number of buildings of extraordinary importance, — Smith’s Hotel and the Continental and the Mariposa House, and the two banks (the Commercial and the Exchange), to say nothing of McCarthy’s Block (erected in 1878), and Glover’s Hardware Store with the Oddfellows’ Hall above it. Then on the “cross” street that intersects Missinaba Street at the main corner there is the Post Office and the Fire Hall and the Young Men’s Christian Association and the office of the Mariposa Newspacket, — in fact, to the eye of discernment a perfect jostle of public institutions comparable only to Threadneedle Street or Lower Broadway. On all the side streets there are maple trees and broad sidewalks, trim gardens with upright calla lilies, houses with verandahs, which are here and there being replaced by residences with piazzas.

To the careless eye the scene on the Main Street of a summer afternoon is one of deep and unbroken peace. The empty street sleeps in the sunshine. There is a horse and buggy tied to the hitching post in front of Glover’s hardware store. There is, usually and commonly, the burly figure of Mr. Smith, proprietor of Smith’s Hotel, standing in his chequered waistcoat on the steps of his hostelry, and perhaps, further up the street, Lawyer Macartney going for his afternoon mail, or the Rev. Mr. Drone, the Rural Dean of the Church of England Church, going home to get his fishing rod after a mothers’ auxiliary meeting.

But this quiet is mere appearance. In reality, and to those who know it, the place is a perfect hive of activity. Why, at Netley’s butcher shop (established in 1882) there are no less than four men working on the sausage machines in the basement; at the Newspacket office there are as many more job-printing; there is a long distance telephone with four distracting girls on high stools wearing steel caps and talking incessantly; in the offices in McCarthy’s block are dentists and lawyers with their coats off, ready to work at any moment; and from the big planing factory down beside the lake where the railroad siding is, you may hear all through the hours of the summer afternoon the long-drawn music of the running saw.

Busy — well, I should think so! Ask any of its inhabitants if Mariposa isn’t a busy, hustling, thriving town. Ask Mullins, the manager of the Exchange Bank, who comes hustling over to his office from the Mariposa House every day at 10.30 and has scarcely time all morning to go out and take a drink with the manager of the Commercial; or ask — well, for the matter of that, ask any of them if they ever knew a more rushing go-a-head town than Mariposa.

Of course if you come to the place fresh from New York, you are deceived. Your standard of vision is all astray, You do think the place is quiet. You do imagine that Mr. Smith is asleep merely because he closes his eyes as he stands. But live in Mariposa for six months or a year and then you will begin to understand it better; the buildings get higher and higher; the Mariposa House grows more and more luxurious; McCarthy’s block towers to the sky; the ‘buses roar and hum to the station; the trains shriek; the traffic multiplies; the people move faster and faster; a dense crowd swirls to and fro in the post-office and the five and ten cent store — and amusements! well, now! lacrosse, baseball, excursions, dances, the Fireman’s Ball every winter and the Catholic picnic every summer; and music — the town band in the park every Wednesday evening, and the Oddfellows’ brass band on the street every other Friday; the Mariposa Quartette, the Salvation Army — why, after a few months’ residence you begin to realize that the place is a mere mad round of gaiety.

In point of population, if one must come down to figures, the Canadian census puts the numbers every time at something round five thousand. But it is very generally understood in Mariposa that the census is largely the outcome of malicious jealousy. It is usual that after the census the editor of the Mariposa Newspacket makes a careful reestimate (based on the data of relative non-payment of subscriptions), and brings the population up to 6,000. After that the Mariposa Times-Herald makes an estimate that runs the figures up to 6,500. Then Mr. Gingham, the undertaker, who collects the vital statistics for the provincial government, makes an estimate from the number of what he calls the “demised” as compared with the less interesting persons who are still alive, and brings the population to 7,000. After that somebody else works it out that it’s 7,500; then the man behind the bar of the Mariposa House offers to bet the whole room that there are 9,000 people in Mariposa. That settles it, and the population is well on the way to 10,000, when down swoops the federal census taker on his next round and the town has to begin all over again.

Still, it is a thriving town and there is no doubt of it. Even the transcontinental railways, as any townsman will tell you, run through Mariposa. It is true that the trains mostly go through at night and don’t stop. But in the wakeful silence of the summer night you may hear the long whistle of the through train for the west as it tears through Mariposa, rattling over the switches and past the semaphores and ending in a long, sullen roar as it takes the trestle bridge over the Ossawippi. Or, better still, on a winter evening about eight o’clock you will see the long row of the Pullmans and diners of the night express going north to the mining country, the windows flashing with brilliant light, and within them a vista of cut glass and snow-white table linen, smiling negroes and millionaires with napkins at their chins whirling past in the driving snowstorm.

I can tell you the people of Mariposa are proud of the trains, even if they don’t stop! The joy of being on the main line lifts the Mariposa people above the level of their neighbours in such places as Tecumseh and Nichols Corners into the cosmopolitan atmosphere of through traffic and the larger life. Of course, they have their own train, too — the Mariposa Local, made up right there in the station yard, and running south to the city a hundred miles away. That, of course, is a real train, with a box stove on end in the passenger car, fed with cordwood upside down, and with seventeen flat cars of pine lumber set between the passenger car and the locomotive so as to give the train its full impact when shunting.

Outside of Mariposa there are farms that begin well but get thinner and meaner as you go on, and end sooner or later in bush and swamp and the rock of the north country. And beyond that again, as the background of it all, though it’s far away, you are somehow aware of the great pine woods of the lumber country reaching endlessly into the north.

Not that the little town is always gay or always bright in the sunshine. There never was such a place for changing its character with the season. Dark enough and dull it seems of a winter night, the wooden sidewalks creaking with the frost, and the lights burning dim behind the shop windows. In olden times the lights were coal oil lamps; now, of course, they are, or are supposed to be, electricity, brought from the power house on the lower Ossawippi nineteen miles away. But, somehow, though it starts off as electricity from the Ossawippi rapids, by the time it gets to Mariposa and filters into the little bulbs behind the frosty windows of the shops, it has turned into coal oil again, as yellow and bleared as ever.

After the winter, the snow melts and the ice goes out of the lake, the sun shines high and the shanty-men come down from the lumber woods and lie round drunk on the sidewalk outside of Smith’s Hotel — and that’s spring time. Mariposa is then a fierce, dangerous lumber town, calculated to terrorize the soul of a newcomer who does not understand that this also is only an appearance and that presently the rough-looking shanty-men will change their clothes and turn back again into farmers.

Then the sun shines warmer and the maple trees come out and Lawyer Macartney puts on his tennis trousers, and that’s summer time. The little town changes to a sort of summer resort. There are visitors up from the city. Every one of the seven cottages along the lake is full. The Mariposa Belle churns the waters of the Wissanotti into foam as she sails out from the wharf, in a cloud of flags, the band playing and the daughters and sisters of the Knights of Pythias dancing gaily on the deck.

That changes too. The days shorten. The visitors disappear. The golden rod beside the meadow droops and withers on its stem. The maples blaze in glory and die. The evening closes dark and chill, and in the gloom of the main corner of Mariposa the Salvation Army around a naphtha lamp lift up the confession of their sins — and that is autumn. Thus the year runs its round, moving and changing in Mariposa, much as it does in other places.

If, then, you feel that you know the town well enough to be admitted into the inner life and movement of it, walk down this June afternoon half way down the Main Street — or, if you like, half way up from the wharf — to where Mr. Smith is standing at the door of his hostelry. You will feel as you draw near that it is no ordinary man that you approach. It is not alone the huge bulk of Mr. Smith (two hundred and eighty pounds as tested on Netley’s scales). It is not merely his costume, though the chequered waistcoat of dark blue with a flowered pattern forms, with his shepherd’s plaid trousers, his grey spats and patent-leather boots, a colour scheme of no mean order. Nor is it merely Mr. Smith’s finely mottled face. The face, no doubt, is a notable one, — solemn, inexpressible, unreadable, the face of the heaven-born hotel keeper. It is more than that. It is the strange dominating personality of the man that somehow holds you captive. I know nothing in history to compare with the position of Mr. Smith among those who drink over his bar, except, though in a lesser degree, the relation of the Emperor Napoleon to the Imperial Guard.

When you meet Mr. Smith first you think he looks like an over-dressed pirate. Then you begin to think him a character. You wonder at his enormous bulk. Then the utter hopelessness of knowing what Smith is thinking by merely looking at his features gets on your mind and makes the Mona Lisa seem an open book and the ordinary human countenance as superficial as a puddle in the sunlight. After you have had a drink in Mr. Smith’s bar, and he has called you by your Christian name, you realize that you are dealing with one of the greatest minds in the hotel business.

Take, for instance, the big sign that sticks out into the street above Mr. Smith’s head as he stands. What is on it? “JOS. SMITH, PROP.” Nothing more, and yet the thing was a flash of genius. Other men who had had the hotel before Mr. Smith had called it by such feeble names as the Royal Hotel and the Queen’s and the Alexandria. Every one of them failed. When Mr. Smith took over the hotel he simply put up the sign with “JOS. SMITH, PROP.,” and then stood underneath in the sunshine as a living proof that a man who weighs nearly three hundred pounds is the natural king of the hotel business.

But on this particular afternoon, in spite of the sunshine and deep peace, there was something as near to profound concern and anxiety as the features of Mr. Smith were ever known to express.

The moment was indeed an anxious one. Mr. Smith was awaiting a telegram from his legal adviser who had that day journeyed to the county town to represent the proprietor’s interest before the assembled License Commissioners. If you know anything of the hotel business at all, you will understand that as beside the decisions of the License Commissioners of Missinaba County, the opinions of the Lords of the Privy Council are mere trifles.

The matter in question was very grave. The Mariposa Court had just fined Mr. Smith for the second time for selling liquors after hours. The Commissioners, therefore, were entitled to cancel the license.

Mr. Smith knew his fault and acknowledged it. He had broken the law. How he had come to do so, it passed his imagination to recall. Crime always seems impossible in retrospect. By what sheer madness of the moment could he have shut up the bar on the night in question, and shut Judge Pepperleigh, the district judge in Missinaba County, outside of it? The more so inasmuch as the closing up of the bar under the rigid license law of the province was a matter that the proprietor never trusted to any hands but his own. Punctually every night at 11 o’clock Mr. Smith strolled from the desk of the “rotunda” to the door of the bar. If it seemed properly full of people and all was bright and cheerful, then he closed it. If not, he kept it open a few minutes longer till he had enough people inside to warrant closing. But never, never unless he was assured that Pepperleigh, the judge of the court, and Macartney, the prosecuting attorney, were both safely in the bar, or the bar parlour, did the proprietor venture to close up. Yet on this fatal night Pepperleigh and Macartney had been shut out — actually left on the street without a drink, and compelled to hammer and beat at the street door of the bar to gain admittance.

This was the kind of thing not to be tolerated. Either a hotel must be run decently or quit. An information was laid next day and Mr. Smith convicted in four minutes, — his lawyers practically refusing to plead. The Mariposa court, when the presiding judge was cold sober, and it had the force of public opinion behind it, was a terrible engine of retributive justice.

So no wonder that Mr. Smith awaited with anxiety the message of his legal adviser.

He looked alternately up the street and down it again, hauled out his watch from the depths of his embroidered pocket, and examined the hour hand and the minute hand and the second hand with frowning scrutiny.

Then wearily, and as one mindful that a hotel man is ever the servant of the public, he turned back into the hotel.

“Billy,” he said to the desk clerk, “if a wire comes bring it into the bar parlour.”

The voice of Mr. Smith is of a deep guttural such as Plancon or Edouard de Reske might have obtained had they had the advantages of the hotel business. And with that, Mr. Smith, as was his custom in off moments, joined his guests in the back room. His appearance, to the untrained eye, was merely that of an extremely stout hotelkeeper walking from the rotunda to the back bar. In reality, Mr. Smith was on the eve of one of the most brilliant and daring strokes ever effected in the history of licensed liquor. When I say that it was out of the agitation of this situation that Smith’s Ladies’ and Gent’s Cafe originated, anybody who knows Mariposa will understand the magnitude of the moment.

Mr. Smith, then, moved slowly from the doorway of the hotel through the “rotunda,” or more simply the front room with the desk and the cigar case in it, and so to the bar and thence to the little room or back bar behind it. In this room, as I have said, the brightest minds of Mariposa might commonly be found in the quieter part of a summer afternoon.

To-day there was a group of four who looked up as Mr. Smith entered, somewhat sympathetically, and evidently aware of the perplexities of the moment.

Henry Mullins and George Duff, the two bank managers, were both present. Mullins is a rather short, rather round, smooth-shaven man of less than forty, wearing one of those round banking suits of pepper and salt, with a round banking hat of hard straw, and with the kind of gold tie-pin and heavy watch-chain and seals necessary to inspire confidence in matters of foreign exchange. Duff is just as round and just as short, and equally smoothly shaven, while his seals and straw hat are calculated to prove that the Commercial is just as sound a bank as the Exchange. From the technical point of view of the banking business, neither of them had any objection to being in Smith’s Hotel or to taking a drink as long as the other was present. This, of course, was one of the cardinal principles of Mariposa banking.

Then there was Mr. Diston, the high school teacher, commonly known as the “one who drank.” None of the other teachers ever entered a hotel unless accompanied by a lady or protected by a child. But as Mr. Diston was known to drink beer on occasions and to go in and out of the Mariposa House and Smith’s Hotel, he was looked upon as a man whose life was a mere wreck. Whenever the School Board raised the salaries of the other teachers, fifty or sixty dollars per annum at one lift, it was well understood that public morality wouldn’t permit of an increase for Mr. Diston.

Still more noticeable, perhaps, was the quiet, sallow looking man dressed in black, with black gloves and with black silk hat heavily craped and placed hollow-side-up on a chair. This was Mr. Golgotha Gingham, the undertaker of Mariposa, and his dress was due to the fact that he had just come from what he called an “interment.” Mr. Gingham had the true spirit of his profession, and such words as “funeral” or “coffin” or “hearse” never passed his lips. He spoke always of “interments,” of “caskets,” and “coaches,” using terms that were calculated rather to bring out the majesty and sublimity of death than to parade its horrors.

To be present at the hotel was in accord with Mr. Gingham’s general conception of his business. No man had ever grasped the true principles of undertaking more thoroughly than Mr. Gingham. I have often heard him explain that to associate with the living, uninteresting though they appear, is the only way to secure the custom of the dead.

“Get to know people really well while they are alive,” said Mr. Gingham; “be friends with them, close friends and then when they die you don’t need to worry. You’ll get the order every time.”

So, naturally, as the moment was one of sympathy, it was Mr. Gingham who spoke first.

“What’ll you do, Josh,” he said, “if the Commissioners go against you?”

“Boys,” said Mr. Smith, “I don’t rightly know. If I have to quit, the next move is to the city. But I don’t reckon that I will have to quit. I’ve got an idee that I think’s good every time.”

“Could you run a hotel in the city?” asked Mullins.

“I could,” said Mr. Smith. “I’ll tell you. There’s big things doin’ in the hotel business right now, big chances if you go into it right. Hotels in the city is branching out. Why, you take the dining-room side of it,” continued Mr. Smith, looking round at the group, “there’s thousands in it. The old plan’s all gone. Folks won’t eat now in an ordinary dining-room with a high ceiling and windows. You have to get ’em down underground in a room with no windows and lots of sawdust round and waiters that can’t speak English. I seen them places last time I was in the city. They call ’em Rats’ Coolers. And for light meals they want a Caff, a real French Caff, and for folks that come in late another place that they call a Girl Room that don’t shut up at all. If I go to the city that’s the kind of place I mean to run. What’s yours, Gol? It’s on the house?”

And it was just at the moment when Mr. Smith said this that Billy, the desk-clerk, entered the room with the telegram in his hand.

But stop — it is impossible for you to understand the anxiety with which Mr. Smith and his associates awaited the news from the Commissioners, without first realizing the astounding progress of Mr. Smith in the three past years, and the pinnacle of public eminence to which he had attained.

Mr. Smith had come down from the lumber country of the Spanish River, where the divide is toward the Hudson Bay,— “back north” as they called it in Mariposa.

He had been, it was said, a cook in the lumber shanties. To this day Mr. Smith can fry an egg on both sides with a lightness of touch that is the despair of his own “help.”

After that, he had run a river driver’s boarding-house.

After that, he had taken a food contract for a gang of railroad navvies on the transcontinental.

After that, of course, the whole world was open to him.

He came down to Mariposa and bought out the “inside” of what had been the Royal Hotel.

Those who are educated understand that by the “inside” of a hotel is meant everything except the four outer walls of it — the fittings, the furniture, the bar, Billy the desk-clerk, the three dining-room girls, and above all the license granted by King Edward VII., and ratified further by King George, for the sale of intoxicating liquors.

Till then the Royal had been a mere nothing. As “Smith’s Hotel” it broke into a blaze of effulgence.

From the first, Mr. Smith, as a proprietor, was a wild, rapturous success.

He had all the qualifications.

He weighed two hundred and eighty pounds.

He could haul two drunken men out of the bar each by the scruff of the neck without the faintest anger or excitement.

He carried money enough in his trousers pockets to start a bank, and spent it on anything, bet it on anything, and gave it away in handfuls.

He was never drunk, and, as a point of chivalry to his customers, never quite sober. Anybody was free of the hotel who cared to come in. Anybody who didn’t like it could go out. Drinks of all kinds cost five cents, or six for a quarter. Meals and beds were practically free. Any persons foolish enough to go to the desk and pay for them, Mr. Smith charged according to the expression of their faces.

At first the loafers and the shanty men settled down on the place in a shower. But that was not the “trade” that Mr. Smith wanted. He knew how to get rid of them. An army of charwomen, turned into the hotel, scrubbed it from top to bottom. A vacuum cleaner, the first seen in Mariposa, hissed and screamed in the corridors. Forty brass beds were imported from the city, not, of course, for the guests to sleep in, but to keep them out. A bar-tender with a starched coat and wicker sleeves was put behind the bar.

The loafers were put out of business. The place had become too “high toned” for them.

To get the high class trade, Mr. Smith set himself to dress the part. He wore wide cut coats of filmy serge, light as gossamer; chequered waistcoats with a pattern for every day in the week; fedora hats light as autumn leaves; four-in-hand ties of saffron and myrtle green with a diamond pin the size of a hazel nut. On his fingers there were as many gems as would grace a native prince of India; across his waistcoat lay a gold watch-chain in huge square links and in his pocket a gold watch that weighed a pound and a half and marked minutes, seconds and quarter seconds. Just to look at Josh Smith’s watch brought at least ten men to the bar every evening.

Every morning Mr. Smith was shaved by Jefferson Thorpe, across the way. All that art could do, all that Florida water could effect, was lavished on his person.

Mr. Smith became a local character. Mariposa was at his feet. All the reputable business-men drank at Mr. Smith’s bar, and in the little parlour behind it you might find at any time a group of the brightest intellects in the town.

Not but what there was opposition at first. The clergy, for example, who accepted the Mariposa House and the Continental as a necessary and useful evil, looked askance at the blazing lights and the surging crowd of Mr. Smith’s saloon. They preached against him. When the Rev. Dean Drone led off with a sermon on the text “Lord be merciful even unto this publican Matthew Six,” it was generally understood as an invitation to strike Mr. Smith dead. In the same way the sermon at the Presbyterian church the week after was on the text “Lo what now doeth Abiram in the land of Melchisideck Kings Eight and Nine?” and it was perfectly plain that what was meant was, “Lo, what is Josh Smith doing in Mariposa?”

But this opposition had been countered by a wide and sagacious philanthropy. I think Mr. Smith first got the idea of that on the night when the steam merry-go-round came to Mariposa. Just below the hostelry, on an empty lot, it whirled and whistled, steaming forth its tunes on the summer evening while the children crowded round it in hundreds. Down the street strolled Mr. Smith, wearing a soft fedora to indicate that it was evening.

“What d’you charge for a ride, boss?” said Mr. Smith.

“Two for a nickel,” said the man.

“Take that,” said Mr. Smith, handing out a ten-dollar bill from a roll of money, “and ride the little folks free all evening.”

That night the merry-go-round whirled madly till after midnight, freighted to capacity with Mariposa children, while up in Smith’s Hotel, parents, friends and admirers, as the news spread, were standing four deep along the bar. They sold forty dollars’ worth of lager alone that night, and Mr. Smith learned, if he had not already suspected it, the blessedness of giving.

The uses of philanthropy went further. Mr. Smith subscribed to everything, joined everything, gave to everything. He became an Oddfellow, a Forester, A Knight of Pythias and a Workman. He gave a hundred dollars to the Mariposa Hospital and a hundred dollars to the Young Men’s Christian Association.

He subscribed to the Ball Club, the Lacrosse Club, the Curling Club, to anything, in fact, and especially to all those things which needed premises to meet in and grew thirsty in their discussions.

As a consequence the Oddfellows held their annual banquet at Smith’s Hotel and the Oyster Supper of the Knights of Pythias was celebrated in Mr. Smith’s dining-room.

Even more effective, perhaps, were Mr. Smith’s secret benefactions, the kind of giving done by stealth of which not a soul in town knew anything, often, for a week after it was done. It was in this way that Mr. Smith put the new font in Dean Drone’s church, and handed over a hundred dollars to Judge Pepperleigh for the unrestrained use of the Conservative party.

So it came about that, little by little, the antagonism had died down. Smith’s Hotel became an accepted institution in Mariposa. Even the temperance people were proud of Mr. Smith as a sort of character who added distinction to the town. There were moments, in the earlier quiet of the morning, when Dean Drone would go so far as to step in to the “rotunda” and collect a subscription. As for the Salvation Army, they ran in and out all the time unreproved.

On only one point difficulty still remained. That was the closing of the bar. Mr. Smith could never bring his mind to it, — not as a matter of profit, but as a point of honour. It was too much for him to feel that Judge Pepperleigh might be out on the sidewalk thirsty at midnight, that the night hands of the Times-Herald on Wednesday might be compelled to go home dry. On this point Mr. Smith’s moral code was simplicity itself, — do what is right and take the consequences. So the bar stayed open.

Every town, I suppose, has its meaner spirits. In every genial bosom some snake is warmed, — or, as Mr. Smith put it to Golgotha Gingham— “there are some fellers even in this town skunks enough to inform.”

At first the Mariposa court quashed all indictments. The presiding judge, with his spectacles on and a pile of books in front of him, threatened the informer with the penitentiary. The whole bar of Mariposa was with Mr. Smith. But by sheer iteration the informations had proved successful. Judge Pepperleigh learned that Mr. Smith had subscribed a hundred dollars for the Liberal party and at once fined him for keeping open after hours. That made one conviction. On the top of this had come the untoward incident just mentioned and that made two. Beyond that was the deluge. This then was the exact situation when Billy, the desk clerk, entered the back bar with the telegram in his hand.

“Here’s your wire, sir,” he said.

“What does it say?” said Mr. Smith.

He always dealt with written documents with a fine air of detachment. I don’t suppose there were ten people in Mariposa who knew that Mr. Smith couldn’t read.

Billy opened the message and read, “Commissioners give you three months to close down.”

“Let me read it,” said Mr. Smith, “that’s right, three months to close down.”

There was dead silence when the message was read. Everybody waited for Mr. Smith to speak. Mr. Gingham instinctively assumed the professional air of hopeless melancholy.

As it was afterwards recorded, Mr. Smith stood and “studied” with the tray in his hand for at least four minutes. Then he spoke.

“Boys,” he said, “I’ll be darned if I close down till I’m ready to close down. I’ve got an idee. You wait and I’ll show you.”

And beyond that, not another word did Mr. Smith say on the subject.

But within forty-eight hours the whole town knew that something was doing. The hotel swarmed with carpenters, bricklayers and painters. There was an architect up from the city with a bundle of blue prints in his hand. There was an engineer taking the street level with a theodolite, and a gang of navvies with shovels digging like fury as if to dig out the back foundations of the hotel.

“That’ll fool ’em,” said Mr. Smith.

Half the town was gathered round the hotel crazy with excitement. But not a word would the proprietor say. Great dray loads of square timber, and two-by-eight pine joists kept arriving from the planing mill. There was a pile of matched spruce sixteen feet high lying by the sidewalk.

Then the excavation deepened and the dirt flew, and the beams went up and the joists across, and all the day from dawn till dusk the hammers of the carpenters clattered away, working overtime at time and a half.

“It don’t matter what it costs,” said Mr. Smith; “get it done.”

Rapidly the structure took form. It extended down the side street, joining the hotel at a right angle. Spacious and graceful it looked as it reared its uprights into the air.

Already you could see the place where the row of windows was to come, a veritable palace of glass, it must be, so wide and commodious were they. Below it, you could see the basement shaping itself, with a low ceiling like a vault and big beams running across, dressed, smoothed, and ready for staining. Already in the street there were seven crates of red and white awning.

And even then nobody knew what it was, and it was not till the seventeenth day that Mr. Smith, in the privacy of the back bar, broke the silence and explained.

“I tell you, boys,” he says, “it’s a caff — like what they have in the city — a ladies’ and gent’s caff, and that underneath (what’s yours, Mr. Mullins?) is a Rats’ Cooler. And when I get her started, I’ll hire a French Chief to do the cooking, and for the winter I will put in a ‘girl room,’ like what they have in the city hotels. And I’d like to see who’s going to close her up then.”

Within two more weeks the plan was in operation. Not only was the caff built but the very hotel was transformed. Awnings had broken out in a red and white cloud upon its face, its every window carried a box of hanging plants, and above in glory floated the Union Jack. The very stationery was changed. The place was now Smith’s Summer Pavilion. It was advertised in the city as Smith’s Tourists’ Emporium, and Smith’s Northern Health Resort. Mr. Smith got the editor of the Times-Herald to write up a circular all about ozone and the Mariposa pine woods, with illustrations of the maskinonge (piscis mariposis) of Lake Wissanotti.

The Saturday after that circular hit the city in July, there were men with fishing rods and landing nets pouring in on every train, almost too fast to register. And if, in the face of that, a few little drops of whiskey were sold over the bar, who thought of it?

But the caff! that, of course, was the crowning glory of the thing, that and the Rats’ Cooler below.

Light and cool, with swinging windows open to the air, tables with marble tops, palms, waiters in white coats — it was the standing marvel of Mariposa. Not a soul in the town except Mr. Smith, who knew it by instinct, ever guessed that waiters and palms and marble tables can be rented over the long distance telephone.

Mr. Smith was as good as his word. He got a French Chief with an aristocratic saturnine countenance, and a moustache and imperial that recalled the late Napoleon III. No one knew where Mr. Smith got him. Some people in the town said he was a French marquis. Others said he was a count and explained the difference.

No one in Mariposa had ever seen anything like the caff. All down the side of it were the grill fires, with great pewter dish covers that went up and down on a chain, and you could walk along the row and actually pick out your own cutlet and then see the French marquis throw it on to the broiling iron; you could watch a buckwheat pancake whirled into existence under your eyes and see fowls’ legs devilled, peppered, grilled, and tormented till they lost all semblance of the original Mariposa chicken.

Mr. Smith, of course, was in his glory.

“What have you got to-day, Alf?” he would say, as he strolled over to the marquis. The name of the Chief was, I believe Alphonse, but “Alf” was near enough for Mr. Smith.

The marquis would extend to the proprietor the menu, “Voila, m’sieu, la carte du jour.”

Mr. Smith, by the way, encouraged the use of the French language in the caff. He viewed it, of course, solely in its relation to the hotel business, and, I think, regarded it as a recent invention.

“It’s comin’ in all the time in the city,” he said, “and y’aint expected to understand it.”

Mr. Smith would take the carte between his finger and thumb and stare at it. It was all covered with such devices as Potage la Mariposa — Filet Mignon a la proprietaire — Cotellete a la Smith, and so on.

But the greatest thing about the caff were the prices. Therein lay, as everybody saw at once, the hopeless simplicity of Mr. Smith.

The prices stood fast at 25 cents a meal. You could come in and eat all they had in the caff for a quarter.

“No, sir,” Mr. Smith said stoutly, “I ain’t going to try to raise no prices on the public. The hotel’s always been a quarter and the caff’s a quarter.”

Full? Full of people?

Well, I should think so! From the time the caff opened at 11 till it closed at 8.30, you could hardly find a table. Tourists, visitors, travellers, and half the people of Mariposa crowded at the little tables; crockery rattling, glasses tinkling on trays, corks popping, the waiters in their white coats flying to and fro, Alphonse whirling the cutlets and pancakes into the air, and in and through it all, Mr. Smith, in a white flannel suit and a broad crimson sash about his waist. Crowded and gay from morning to night, and even noisy in its hilarity.

Noisy, yes; but if you wanted deep quiet and cool, if you wanted to step from the glare of a Canadian August to the deep shadow of an enchanted glade, — walk down below into the Rats’ Cooler. There you had it; dark old beams (who could believe they were put there a month ago?), great casks set on end with legends such as Amontillado Fino done in gilt on a black ground, tall steins filled with German beer soft as moss, and a German waiter noiseless as moving foam. He who entered the Rats’ Cooler at three of a summer afternoon was buried there for the day. Mr. Golgotha Gingham spent anything from four to seven hours there of every day. In his mind the place had all the quiet charm of an interment, with none of its sorrows.

But at night, when Mr. Smith and Billy, the desk clerk, opened up the cash register and figured out the combined losses of the caff and the Rats’ Cooler, Mr. Smith would say:

“Billy, just wait till I get the license renood, and I’ll close up this damn caff so tight they’ll never know what hit her. What did that lamb cost? Fifty cents a pound, was it? I figure it, Billy, that every one of them hogs eats about a dollar’s worth a grub for every twenty-five cents they pay on it. As for Alf — by gosh, I’m through with him.”

But that, of course, was only a confidential matter as between Mr. Smith and Billy.

I don’t know at what precise period it was that the idea of a petition to the License Commissioners first got about the town. No one seemed to know just who suggested it. But certain it was that public opinion began to swing strongly towards the support of Mr. Smith. I think it was perhaps on the day after the big fish dinner that Alphonse cooked for the Mariposa Canoe Club (at twenty cents a head) that the feeling began to find open expression. People said it was a shame that a man like Josh Smith should be run out of Mariposa by three license commissioners. Who were the license commissioners, anyway? Why, look at the license system they had in Sweden; yes, and in Finland and in South America. Or, for the matter of that, look at the French and Italians, who drink all day and all night. Aren’t they all right? Aren’t they a musical people? Take Napoleon, and Victor Hugo; drunk half the time, and yet look what they did.

I quote these arguments not for their own sake, but merely to indicate the changing temper of public opinion in Mariposa. Men would sit in the caff at lunch perhaps for an hour and a half and talk about the license question in general, and then go down into the Rats’ Cooler and talk about it for two hours more.

It was amazing the way the light broke in in the case of particular individuals, often the most unlikely, and quelled their opposition.

Take, for example, the editor of the Newspacket. I suppose there wasn’t a greater temperance advocate in town. Yet Alphonse queered him with an Omelette a la License in one meal.

Or take Pepperleigh himself, the judge of the Mariposa court. He was put to the bad with a game pie, — pate normand aux fines herbes — the real thing, as good as a trip to Paris in itself. After eating it, Pepperleigh had the common sense to realize that it was sheer madness to destroy a hotel that could cook a thing like that.

In the same way, the secretary of the School Board was silenced with a stuffed duck a la Ossawippi.

Three members of the town council were converted with a Dindon farci a la Josh Smith.

And then, finally, Mr. Diston persuaded Dean Drone to come, and as soon as Mr. Smith and Alphonse saw him they landed him with a fried flounder that even the apostles would have appreciated.

After that, every one knew that the license question was practically settled. The petition was all over the town. It was printed in duplicate at the Newspacket and you could see it lying on the counter of every shop in Mariposa. Some of the people signed it twenty or thirty times.

It was the right kind of document too. It began— “Whereas in the bounty of providence the earth putteth forth her luscious fruits and her vineyards for the delight and enjoyment of mankind—” It made you thirsty just to read it. Any man who read that petition over was wild to get to the Rats’ Cooler.

When it was all signed up they had nearly three thousand names on it.

Then Nivens, the lawyer, and Mr. Gingham (as a provincial official) took it down to the county town, and by three o’clock that afternoon the news had gone out from the long distance telephone office that Smith’s license was renewed for three years.

Rejoicings! Well, I should think so! Everybody was down wanting to shake hands with Mr. Smith. They told him that he had done more to boom Mariposa than any ten men in town. Some of them said he ought to run for the town council, and others wanted to make him the Conservative candidate for the next Dominion election. The caff was a mere babel of voices, and even the Rats’ Cooler was almost floated away from its moorings.

And in the middle of it all, Mr. Smith found time to say to Billy, the desk clerk: “Take the cash registers out of the caff and the Rats’ Cooler and start counting up the books.”

And Billy said: “Will I write the letters for the palms and the tables and the stuff to go back?”

And Mr. Smith said: “Get ’em written right away.”

So all evening the laughter and the chatter and the congratulations went on, and it wasn’t till long after midnight that Mr. Smith was able to join Billy in the private room behind the “rotunda.” Even when he did, there was a quiet and a dignity about his manner that had never been there before. I think it must have been the new halo of the Conservative candidacy that already radiated from his brow. It was, I imagine, at this very moment that Mr. Smith first realised that the hotel business formed the natural and proper threshold of the national legislature.

“Here’s the account of the cash registers,” said Billy.

“Let me see it,” said Mr. Smith. And he studied the figures without a word.

“And here’s the letters about the palms, and here’s Alphonse up to yesterday—”

And then an amazing thing happened.

“Billy,” said Mr. Smith, “tear’em up. I ain’t going to do it. It ain’t right and I won’t do it. They got me the license for to keep the caff and I’m going to keep the caff. I don’t need to close her. The bar’s good for anything from forty to a hundred a day now, with the Rats’ Cooler going good, and that caff will stay right here.”

And stay it did.

There it stands, mind you, to this day. You’ve only to step round the corner of Smith’s Hotel on the side street and read the sign: LADIES’ AND GENT’S CAFE, just as large and as imposing as ever.

Mr. Smith said that he’d keep the caff, and when he saida thing he meant it!

Of course there were changes, small changes.

I don’t say, mind you, that the fillet de beef that you get there now is perhaps quite up to the level of the filet de boeufs aux champignons of the days of glory.

No doubt the lamb chops in Smith’s Caff are often very much the same, nowadays, as the lamb chops of the Mariposa House or the Continental.

Of course, things like Omelette aux Trufles practically died out when Alphonse went. And, naturally, the leaving of Alphonse was inevitable. No one knew just when he went, or why. But one morning he was gone. Mr. Smith said that “Alf had to go back to his folks in the old country.”

So, too, when Alf left, the use of the French language, as such, fell off tremendously in the caff. Even now they use it to some extent. You can still get fillet de beef, and saucisson au juice, but Billy the desk clerk has considerable trouble with the spelling.

The Rats’ Cooler, of course, closed down, or rather Mr. Smith closed it for repairs, and there is every likelihood that it will hardly open for three years. But the caff is there. They don’t use the grills, because there’s no need to, with the hotel kitchen so handy.

The “girl room,” I may say, was never opened. Mr. Smith promised it, it is true, for the winter, and still talks of it. But somehow there’s been a sort of feeling against it. Every one in town admits that every big hotel in the city has a “girl room” and that it must be all right. Still, there’s a certain — well, you know how sensitive opinion is in a place like Mariposa.


The Speculations of Jefferson Thorpe
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IT WAS NOT until the mining boom, at the time when everybody went simply crazy over the Cobalt and Porcupine mines of the new silver country near the Hudson Bay, that Jefferson Thorpe reached what you might call public importance in Mariposa.

Of course everybody knew Jeff and his little barber shop that stood just across the street from Smith’s Hotel. Everybody knew him and everybody got shaved there. From early morning, when the commercial travellers off the 6.30 express got shaved into the resemblance of human beings, there were always people going in and out of the barber shop.

Mullins, the manager of the Exchange Bank, took his morning shave from Jeff as a form of resuscitation, with enough wet towels laid on his face to stew him and with Jeff moving about in the steam, razor in hand, as grave as an operating surgeon.

Then, as I think I said, Mr. Smith came in every morning and there was a tremendous outpouring of Florida water and rums, essences and revivers and renovators, regardless of expense. What with Jeff’s white coat and Mr. Smith’s flowered waistcoat and the red geranium in the window and the Florida water and the double extract of hyacinth, the little shop seemed multi-coloured and luxurious enough for the annex of a Sultan’s harem.

But what I mean is that, till the mining boom, Jefferson Thorpe never occupied a position of real prominence in Mariposa. You couldn’t, for example, have compared him with a man like Golgotha Gingham, who, as undertaker, stood in a direct relation to life and death, or to Trelawney, the postmaster, who drew money from the Federal Government of Canada, and was regarded as virtually a member of the Dominion Cabinet.

Everybody knew Jeff and liked him, but the odd thing was that till he made money nobody took any stock in his ideas at all. It was only after he made the “clean up” that they came to see what a splendid fellow he was. “Level-headed” I think was the term; indeed in the speech of Mariposa, the highest form of endowment was to have the head set on horizontally as with a theodolite.

As I say, it was when Jeff made money that they saw how gifted he was, and when he lost it, — but still, there’s no need to go into that. I believe it’s something the same in other places too.

The barber shop, you will remember, stands across the street from Smith’s Hotel, and stares at it face to face.

It is one of those wooden structures — I don’t know whether you know them — with a false front that sticks up above its real height and gives it an air at once rectangular and imposing. It is a form of architecture much used in Mariposa and understood to be in keeping with the pretentious and artificial character of modern business. There is a red, white and blue post in front of the shop and the shop itself has a large square window out of proportion to its little flat face.

Painted on the panes of the window is the remains of a legend that once spelt BARBER SHOP, executed with the flourishes that prevailed in the golden age of sign painting in Mariposa. Through the window you can see the geraniums in the window shelf and behind them Jeff Thorpe with his little black scull cap on and his spectacles drooped upon his nose as he bends forward in the absorption of shaving.

As you open the door, it sets in violent agitation a coiled spring up above and a bell that almost rings. Inside, there are two shaving chairs of the heavier, or electrocution pattern, with mirrors in front of them and pigeon holes with individual shaving mugs. There must be ever so many of them, fifteen or sixteen. It is the current supposition of each of Jeff’s customers that everyone else but himself uses a separate mug. One corner of the shop is partitioned off and bears the sign: HOT AND COLD BATHS, 50 CENTS. There has been no bath inside the partition for twenty years — only old newspapers and a mop. Still, it lends distinction somehow, just as do the faded cardboard signs that hang against the mirror with the legends: TURKISH SHAMPOO, 75 CENTS, and ROMAN MASSAGE, $1.00.

They said commonly in Mariposa that Jeff made money out of the barber shop. He may have, and it may have been that that turned his mind to investment. But it’s hard to see how he could. A shave cost five cents, and a hair-cut fifteen (or the two, if you liked, for a quarter), and at that it is hard to see how he could make money, even when he had both chairs going and shaved first in one and then in the other.

You see, in Mariposa, shaving isn’t the hurried, perfunctory thing that it is in the city. A shave is looked upon as a form of physical pleasure and lasts anywhere from twenty-five minutes to three-quarters of an hour.

In the morning hours, perhaps, there was a semblance of haste about it, but in the long quiet of the afternoon, as Jeff leaned forward towards the customer, and talked to him in a soft confidential monotone, like a portrait painter, the razor would go slower and slower, and pause and stop, move and pause again, till the shave died away into the mere drowse of conversation.

At such hours, the Mariposa barber shop would become a very Palace of Slumber, and as you waited your turn in one of the wooden arm-chairs beside the wall, what with the quiet of the hour, and the low drone of Jeff’s conversation, the buzzing of the flies against the window pane and the measured tick of the clock above the mirror, your head sank dreaming on your breast, and the Mariposa Newspacket rustled unheeded on the floor. It makes one drowsy just to think of it!

The conversation, of course, was the real charm of the place. You see, Jefferson’s forte, or specialty, was information. He could tell you more things within the compass of a half-hour’s shave than you get in days of laborious research in an encyclopaedia. Where he got it all, I don’t know, but I am inclined to think it came more or less out of the newspapers.

In the city, people never read the newspapers, not really, only little bits and scraps of them. But in Mariposa it’s different. There they read the whole thing from cover to cover, and they build up on it, in the course of years, a range of acquirement that would put a college president to the blush. Anybody who has ever heard Henry Mullins and Peter Glover talk about the future of China will know just what I mean.

And, of course, the peculiarity of Jeff’s conversation was that he could suit it to his man every time. He had a kind of divination about it. There was a certain kind of man that Jeff would size up sideways as he stropped the razor, and in whose ear he would whisper: “I see where Saint Louis has took four straight games off Chicago,” — and so hold him fascinated to the end.

In the same way he would say to Mr. Smith: “I see where it says that this ‘Flying Squirl’ run a dead heat for the King’s Plate.”

To a humble intellect like mine he would explain in full the relations of the Keesar to the German Rich Dog.

But first and foremost, Jeff’s specialty in the way of conversation was finance and the money market, the huge fortunes that a man with the right kind of head could make.

I’ve known Jefferson to pause in his shaving with the razor suspended in the air as long as five minutes while he described, with his eye half closed, exactly the kind of a head a man needed in order to make a “haul” or a “clean up.” It was evidently simply a matter of the head, and as far as one could judge, Jeff’s own was the very type required. I don’t know just at what time or how Jefferson first began his speculative enterprises. It was probably in him from the start. There is no doubt that the very idea of such things as Traction Stock and Amalgamated Asbestos went to his head: and whenever he spoke of Mr. Carnegie and Mr. Rockefeller, the yearning tone of his voice made it as soft as lathered soap.

I suppose the most rudimentary form of his speculation was the hens. That was years ago. He kept them out at the back of his house, — which itself stood up a grass plot behind and beyond the barber shop, — and in the old days Jeff would say, with a certain note of pride in his voice, that The Woman had sold as many as two dozen eggs in a day to the summer visitors.

But what with reading about Amalgamated Asbestos and Consolidated Copper and all that, the hens began to seem pretty small business, and, in any case, the idea of two dozen eggs at a cent apiece almost makes one blush. I suppose a good many of us have felt just as Jeff did about our poor little earnings. Anyway, I remember Jeff telling me one day that he could take the whole lot of the hens and sell them off and crack the money into Chicago wheat on margin and turn it over in twenty-four hours. He did it too. Only somehow when it was turned over it came upside down on top of the hens.

After that the hen house stood empty and The Woman had to throw away chicken feed every day, at a dead loss of perhaps a shave and a half. But it made no difference to Jeff, for his mind had floated away already on the possibilities of what he called “displacement” mining on the Yukon.

So you can understand that when the mining boom struck Mariposa, Jefferson Thorpe was in it right from the very start. Why, no wonder; it seemed like the finger of Providence. Here was this great silver country spread out to north of us, where people had thought there was only a wilderness. And right at our very doors! You could see, as I saw, the night express going north every evening; for all one knew Rockefeller or Carnegie or anyone might be on it! Here was the wealth of Calcutta, as the Mariposa Newspacket put it, poured out at our very feet.

So no wonder the town went wild! All day in the street you could hear men talking of veins, and smelters and dips and deposits and faults, — the town hummed with it like a geology class on examination day. And there were men about the hotels with mining outfits and theodolites and dunnage bags, and at Smith’s bar they would hand chunks of rock up and down, some of which would run as high as ten drinks to the pound.

The fever just caught the town and ran through it! Within a fortnight they put a partition down Robertson’s Coal and Wood Office and opened the Mariposa Mining Exchange, and just about every man on the Main Street started buying scrip. Then presently young Fizzlechip, who had been teller in Mullins’s Bank and that everybody had thought a worthless jackass before, came back from the Cobalt country with a fortune, and loafed round in the Mariposa House in English khaki and a horizontal hat, drunk all the time, and everybody holding him up as an example of what it was possible to do if you tried.

They all went in. Jim Eliot mortgaged the inside of the drug store and jammed it into Twin Tamagami. Pete Glover at the hardware store bought Nippewa stock at thirteen cents and sold it to his brother at seventeen and bought it back in less than a week at nineteen. They didn’t care! They took a chance. Judge Pepperleigh put the rest of his wife’s money into Temiskaming Common, and Lawyer Macartney got the fever, too, and put every cent that his sister possessed into Tulip Preferred.

And even when young Fizzlechip shot himself in the back room of the Mariposa House, Mr. Gingham buried him in a casket with silver handles and it was felt that there was a Monte Carlo touch about the whole thing.

They all went in — or all except Mr. Smith. You see, Mr. Smith had come down from there, and he knew all about rocks and mining and canoes and the north country. He knew what it was to eat flour-baked dampers under the lee side of a canoe propped among the underbrush, and to drink the last drop of whiskey within fifty miles. Mr. Smith had mighty little use for the north. But what he did do, was to buy up enough early potatoes to send fifteen carload lots into Cobalt at a profit of five dollars a bag.

Mr. Smith, I say, hung back. But Jeff Thorpe was in the mining boom right from the start. He bought in on the Nippewa mine even before the interim prospectus was out. He took a “block” of 100 shares of Abbitibbi Development at fourteen cents, and he and Johnson, the livery stablekeeper next door, formed a syndicate and got a thousand shares of Metagami Lake at 3 1/4 cents and then “unloaded” them on one of the sausage men at Netley’s butcher shop at a clear cent per cent advance.

Jeff would open the little drawer below the mirror in the barber shop and show you all kinds and sorts of Cobalt country mining certificates, — blue ones, pink ones, green ones, with outlandish and fascinating names on them that ran clear from the Mattawa to the Hudson Bay.

And right from the start he was confident of winning. “There ain’t no difficulty to it,” he said, “there’s lots of silver up there in that country and if you buy some here and some there you can’t fail to come out somewhere. I don’t say,” he used to continue, with the scissors open and ready to cut, “that some of the greenhorns won’t get bit. But if a feller knows the country and keeps his head level, he can’t lose.”

Jefferson had looked at so many prospectuses and so many pictures of mines and pine trees and smelters, that I think he’d forgotten that he’d never been in the country. Anyway, what’s two hundred miles!

To an onlooker it certainly didn’t seem so simple. I never knew the meanness, the trickery, of the mining business, the sheer obstinate determination of the bigger capitalists not to make money when they might, till I heard the accounts of Jeff’s different mines. Take the case of Corona Jewel. There was a good mine, simply going to ruin for lack of common sense.

“She ain’t been developed,” Jeff would say. “There’s silver enough in her so you could dig it out with a shovel. She’s full of it. But they won’t get at her and work her.”

Then he’d take a look at the pink and blue certificates of the Corona Jewel and slam the drawer on them in disgust. Worse than that was the Silent Pine, — a clear case of stupid incompetence! Utter lack of engineering skill was all that was keeping the Silent Pine from making a fortune for its holders.

“The only trouble with that mine,” said Jeff, “is they won’t go deep enough. They followed the vein down to where it kind o’ thinned out and then they quit. If they’d just go right into her good, they’d get it again. She’s down there all right.”

But perhaps the meanest case of all was the Northern Star. That always seemed to me, every time I heard of it, a straight case for the criminal law. The thing was so evidently a conspiracy.

“I bought her,” said Jeff, “at thirty-two, and she stayed right there tight, like she was stuck. Then a bunch of these fellers in the city started to drive her down and they got her pushed down to twenty-four, and I held on to her and they shoved her down to twenty-one. This morning they’ve got her down to sixteen, but I don’t mean to let go. No, sir.”

In another fortnight they shoved her, the same unscrupulous crowd, down to nine cents, and Jefferson still held on. “They’re working her down,” he admitted, “but I’m holding her.”

No conflict between vice and virtue was ever grimmer.

“She’s at six,” said Jeff, “but I’ve got her. They can’t squeeze me.”

A few days after that, the same criminal gang had her down further than ever.

“They’ve got her down to three cents,” said Jeff, “but I’m with her. Yes, sir, they think they can shove her clean off the market, but they can’t do it. I’ve boughten in Johnson’s shares, and the whole of Netley’s, and I’ll stay with her till she breaks.”

So they shoved and pushed and clawed her down — that unseen nefarious crowd in the city — and Jeff held on to her and they writhed and twisted at his grip, and then — 

And then — well, that’s just the queer thing about the mining business. Why, sudden as a flash of lightning, it seemed, the news came over the wire to the Mariposa Newspacket, that they had struck a vein of silver in the Northern Star as thick as a sidewalk, and that the stock had jumped to seventeen dollars a share, and even at that you couldn’t get it! And Jeff stood there flushed and half-staggered against the mirror of the little shop, with a bunch of mining scrip in his hand that was worth forty thousand dollars!

Excitement! It was all over the town in a minutes. They ran off a news extra at the Mariposa Newspacket, and in less than no time there wasn’t standing room in the barber shop, and over in Smith’s Hotel they had three extra barkeepers working on the lager beer pumps.

They were selling mining shares on the Main Street in Mariposa that afternoon and people were just clutching for them. Then at night there was a big oyster supper in Smith’s caff, with speeches, and the Mariposa band outside.

And the queer thing was that the very next afternoon was the funeral of young Fizzlechip, and Dean Drone had to change the whole text of his Sunday sermon at two days’ notice for fear of offending public sentiment.

But I think what Jeff liked best of it all was the sort of public recognition that it meant. He’d stand there in the shop, hardly bothering to shave, and explain to the men in the arm-chairs how he held her, and they shoved her, and he clung to her, and what he’d said to himself — a perfect Iliad — while he was clinging to her.

The whole thing was in the city papers a few days after with a photograph of Jeff, taken specially at Ed Moore’s studio (upstairs over Netley’s). It showed Jeff sitting among palm trees, as all mining men do, with one hand on his knee, and a dog, one of those regular mining dogs, at his feet, and a look of piercing intelligence in his face that would easily account for forty thousand dollars.

I say that the recognition meant a lot to Jeff for its own sake. But no doubt the fortune meant quite a bit to him too on account of Myra.

Did I mention Myra, Jeff’s daughter? Perhaps not. That’s the trouble with the people in Mariposa; they’re all so separate and so different — not a bit like the people in the cities — that unless you hear about them separately and one by one you can’t for a moment understand what they’re like.

Myra had golden hair and a Greek face and would come bursting through the barber shop in a hat at least six inches wider than what they wear in Paris. As you saw her swinging up the street to the Telephone Exchange in a suit that was straight out of the Delineator and brown American boots, there was style written all over her, — the kind of thing that Mariposa recognised and did homage to. And to see her in the Exchange, — she was one of the four girls that I spoke of, — on her high stool with a steel cap on, — jabbing the connecting plugs in and out as if electricity cost nothing — well, all I mean is that you could understand why it was that the commercial travellers would stand round in the Exchange calling up all sorts of impossible villages, and waiting about so pleasant and genial! — it made one realize how naturally good-tempered men are. And then when Myra would go off duty and Miss Cleghorn, who was sallow, would come on, the commercial men would be off again like autumn leaves.

It just shows the difference between people. There was Myra who treated lovers like dogs and would slap them across the face with a banana skin to show her utter independence. And there was Miss Cleghorn, who was sallow, and who bought a forty cent Ancient History to improve herself: and yet if she’d hit any man in Mariposa with a banana skin, he’d have had her arrested for assault.

Mind you, I don’t mean that Myra was merely flippant and worthless. Not at all. She was a girl with any amount of talent. You should have heard her recite “The Raven,” at the Methodist Social! Simply genius! And when she acted Portia in the Trial Scene of the Merchant of Venice at the High School concert, everybody in Mariposa admitted that you couldn’t have told it from the original.

So, of course, as soon as Jeff made the fortune, Myra had her resignation in next morning and everybody knew that she was to go to a dramatic school for three months in the fall and become a leading actress.

But, as I said, the public recognition counted a lot for Jeff. The moment you begin to get that sort of thing it comes in quickly enough. Brains, you know, are recognized right away. That was why, of course, within a week from this Jeff received the first big packet of stuff from the Cuban Land Development Company, with coloured pictures of Cuba, and fields of bananas, and haciendas and insurrectos with machetes and Heaven knows what. They heard of him, somehow, — it wasn’t for a modest man like Jefferson to say how. After all, the capitalists of the world are just one and the same crowd. If you’re in it, you’re in it, that’s all! Jeff realized why it is that of course men like Carnegie or Rockefeller and Morgan all know one another. They have to.

For all I know, this Cuban stuff may have been sent from Morgan himself. Some of the people in Mariposa said yes, others said no. There was no certainty.

Anyway, they were fair and straight, this Cuban crowd that wrote to Jeff. They offered him to come right in and be one of themselves. If a man’s got the brains, you may as well recognize it straight away. Just as well write him to be a director now as wait and hesitate till he forces his way into it.

Anyhow, they didn’t hesitate, these Cuban people that wrote to Jeff from Cuba — or from a post-office box in New York — it’s all the same thing, because Cuba being so near to New York the mail is all distributed from there. I suppose in some financial circles they might have been slower, wanted guarantees of some sort, and so on, but these Cubans, you know, have got a sort of Spanish warmth of heart that you don’t see in business men in America, and that touches you. No, they asked no guarantee. Just send the money whether by express order or by bank draft or cheque, they left that entirely to oneself, as a matter between Cuban gentlemen.

And they were quite frank about their enterprise — bananas and tobacco in the plantation district reclaimed from the insurrectos. You could see it all there in the pictures — tobacco plants and the insurrectos — everything. They made no rash promises, just admitted straight out that the enterprise might realise 400 per cent. or might conceivably make less. There was no hint of more.

So within a month, everybody in Mariposa knew that Jeff Thorpe was “in Cuban lands” and would probably clean up half a million by New Year’s. You couldn’t have failed to know it. All round the little shop there were pictures of banana groves and the harbour of Habana, and Cubans in white suits and scarlet sashes, smoking cigarettes in the sun and too ignorant to know that you can make four hundred per cent. by planting a banana tree.

I liked it about Jeff that he didn’t stop shaving. He went on just the same. Even when Johnson, the livery stable man, came in with five hundred dollars and asked him to see if the Cuban Board of Directors would let him put it in, Jeff laid it in the drawer and then shaved him for five cents, in the same old way. Of course, he must have felt proud when, a few days later, he got a letter from the Cuban people, from New York, accepting the money straight off without a single question, and without knowing anything more of Johnson except that he was a friend of Jeff’s. They wrote most handsomely. Any friends of Jeff’s were friends of Cuba. All money they might send would be treated just as Jeff’s would be treated.

One reason, perhaps, why Jeff didn’t give up shaving was because it allowed him to talk about Cuba. You see, everybody knew in Mariposa that Jeff Thorpe had sold out of Cobalts and had gone into Cuban Renovated Lands — and that spread round him a kind of halo of wealth and mystery and outlandishness — oh, something Spanish. Perhaps you’ve felt it about people that you know. Anyhow, they asked him about the climate, and yellow fever and what the negroes were like and all that sort of thing.

“This Cubey, it appears is an island,” Jeff would explain. Of course, everybody knows how easily islands lend themselves to making money,— “and for fruit, they say it comes up so fast you can’t stop it.” And then he would pass into details about the Hash-enders and the resurrectos and technical things like that till it was thought a wonder how he could know it. Still, it was realized that a man with money has got to know these things. Look at Morgan and Rockefeller and all the men that make a pile. They know just as much as Jeff did about the countries where they make it. It stands to reason.

Did I say that Jeff shaved in the same old way? Not quite. There was something even dreamier about it now, and a sort of new element in the way Jeff fell out of his monotone into lapses of thought that I, for one, misunderstood. I thought that perhaps getting so much money, — well, you know the way it acts on people in the larger cities. It seemed to spoil one’s idea of Jeff that copper and asbestos and banana lands should form the goal of his thought when, if he knew it, the little shop and the sunlight of Mariposa was so much better.

In fact, I had perhaps borne him a grudge for what seemed to me his perpetual interest in the great capitalists. He always had some item out of the paper about them.

“I see where this here Carnegie has give fifty thousand dollars for one of them observatories,” he would say.

And another day he would pause in the course of shaving, and almost whisper: “Did you ever see this Rockefeller?”

It was only by a sort of accident that I came to know that there was another side to Jefferson’s speculation that no one in Mariposa ever knew, or will ever know now.

I knew it because I went in to see Jeff in his house one night. The house, — I think I said it, — stood out behind the barber shop. You went out of the back door of the shop, and through a grass plot with petunias beside it, and the house stood at the end. You could see the light of the lamp behind the blind, and through the screen door as you came along. And it was here that Jefferson used to sit in the evenings when the shop got empty.

There was a round table that The Woman used to lay for supper, and after supper there used to be a chequered cloth on it and a lamp with a shade. And beside it Jeff would sit, with his spectacles on and the paper spread out, reading about Carnegie and Rockefeller. Near him, but away from the table, was The Woman doing needlework, and Myra, when she wasn’t working in the Telephone Exchange, was there too with her elbows on the table reading Marie Corelli — only now, of course, after the fortune, she was reading the prospectuses of Dramatic Schools.

So this night, — I don’t know just what it was in the paper that caused it, — Jeff laid down what he was reading and started to talk about Carnegie.

“This Carnegie, I bet you, would be worth,” said Jeff, closing up his eyes in calculation, “as much as perhaps two million dollars, if you was to sell him up. And this Rockefeller and this Morgan, either of them, to sell them up clean, would be worth another couple of million—”

I may say in parentheses that it was a favourite method in Mariposa if you wanted to get at the real worth of a man, to imagine him clean sold up, put up for auction, as it were. It was the only way to test him.

“And now look at ’em,” Jeff went on. “They make their money and what do they do with it? They give it away. And who do they give it to? Why, to those as don’t want it, every time. They give it to these professors and to this research and that, and do the poor get any of it? Not a cent and never will.”

“I tell you, boys,” continued Jeff (there were no boys present, but in Mariposa all really important speeches are addressed to an imaginary audience of boys)— “I tell you, if I was to make a million out of this Cubey, I’d give it straight to the poor, yes, sir — divide it up into a hundred lots of a thousand dollars each and give it to the people that hadn’t nothing.”

So always after that I knew just what those bananas were being grown for.

Indeed, after that, though Jefferson never spoke of his intentions directly, he said a number of things that seemed to bear on them. He asked me, for instance, one day, how many blind people it would take to fill one of these blind homes and how a feller could get ahold of them. And at another time he asked whether if a feller advertised for some of these incurables a feller could get enough of them to make a showing. I know for a fact that he got Nivens, the lawyer, to draw up a document that was to give an acre of banana land in Cuba to every idiot in Missinaba county.

But still, — what’s the use of talking of what Jeff meant to do? Nobody knows or cares about it now.

The end of it was bound to come. Even in Mariposa some of the people must have thought so. Else how was it that Henry Mullins made such a fuss about selling a draft for forty thousand on New York? And why was it that Mr. Smith wouldn’t pay Billy, the desk clerk, his back wages when he wanted to put it into Cuba?

Oh yes; some of them must have seen it. And yet when it came it seemed so quiet, — ever so quiet, — not a bit like the Northern Star mine and the oyster supper and the Mariposa band. It is strange how quiet these things look, the other way round.

You remember the Cuban Land frauds in New York and Porforio Gomez shooting the detective, and him and Maximo Morez getting clear away with two hundred thousand? No, of course you don’t; why, even in the city papers it only filled an inch or two of type, and anyway the names were hard to remember. That was Jeff’s money — part of it. Mullins got the telegram, from a broker or someone, and he showed it to Jeff just as he was going up the street with an estate agent to look at a big empty lot on the hill behind the town — the very place for these incurables.

And Jeff went back to the shop so quiet — have you ever seen an animal that is stricken through, how quiet it seems to move?

Well, that’s how he walked.

And since that, though it’s quite a little while ago, the shop’s open till eleven every night now, and Jeff is shaving away to pay back that five hundred that Johnson, the livery man, sent to the Cubans, and — 

Pathetic? tut! tut! You don’t know Mariposa. Jeff has to work pretty late, but that’s nothing — nothing at all, if you’ve worked hard all your lifetime. And Myra is back at the Telephone Exchange — they were glad enough to get her, and she says now that if there’s one thing she hates, it’s the stage, and she can’t see how the actresses put up with it.

Anyway, things are not so bad. You see it was just at this time that Mr. Smith’s caff opened, and Mr. Smith came to Jeff’s Woman and said he wanted seven dozen eggs a day, and wanted them handy, and so the hens are back, and more of them, and they exult so every morning over the eggs they lay that if you wanted to talk of Rockefeller in the barber shop you couldn’t hear his name for the cackling.


The Marine Excursions of the Knights of Pythias
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HALF-PAST SIX ON a July morning! The Mariposa Belle is at the wharf, decked in flags, with steam up ready to start.

Excursion day!

Half past six on a July morning, and Lake Wissanotti lying in the sun as calm as glass. The opal colours of the morning light are shot from the surface of the water.

Out on the lake the last thin threads of the mist are clearing away like flecks of cotton wool.

The long call of the loon echoes over the lake. The air is cool and fresh. There is in it all the new life of the land of the silent pine and the moving waters. Lake Wissanotti in the morning sunlight! Don’t talk to me of the Italian lakes, or the Tyrol or the Swiss Alps. Take them away. Move them somewhere else. I don’t want them.

Excursion Day, at half past six of a summer morning! With the boat all decked in flags and all the people in Mariposa on the wharf, and the band in peaked caps with big cornets tied to their bodies ready to play at any minute! I say! Don’t tell me about the Carnival of Venice and the Delhi Durbar. Don’t! I wouldn’t look at them. I’d shut my eyes! For light and colour give me every time an excursion out of Mariposa down the lake to the Indian’s Island out of sight in the morning mist. Talk of your Papal Zouaves and your Buckingham Palace Guard! I want to see the Mariposa band in uniform and the Mariposa Knights of Pythias with their aprons and their insignia and their picnic baskets and their five-cent cigars!

Half past six in the morning, and all the crowd on the wharf and the boat due to leave in half an hour. Notice it! — in half an hour. Already she’s whistled twice (at six, and at six fifteen), and at any minute now, Christie Johnson will step into the pilot house and pull the string for the warning whistle that the boat will leave in half an hour. So keep ready. Don’t think of running back to Smith’s Hotel for the sandwiches. Don’t be fool enough to try to go up to the Greek Store, next to Netley’s, and buy fruit. You’ll be left behind for sure if you do. Never mind the sandwiches and the fruit! Anyway, here comes Mr. Smith himself with a huge basket of provender that would feed a factory. There must be sandwiches in that. I think I can hear them clinking. And behind Mr. Smith is the German waiter from the caff with another basket — indubitably lager beer; and behind him, the bar-tender of the hotel, carrying nothing, as far as one can see. But of course if you know Mariposa you will understand that why he looks so nonchalant and empty-handed is because he has two bottles of rye whiskey under his linen duster. You know, I think, the peculiar walk of a man with two bottles of whiskey in the inside pockets of a linen coat. In Mariposa, you see, to bring beer to an excursion is quite in keeping with public opinion. But, whiskey, — well, one has to be a little careful.

Do I say that Mr. Smith is here? Why, everybody’s here. There’s Hussell the editor of the Newspacket, wearing a blue ribbon on his coat, for the Mariposa Knights of Pythias are, by their constitution, dedicated to temperance; and there’s Henry Mullins, the manager of the Exchange Bank, also a Knight of Pythias, with a small flask of Pogram’s Special in his hip pocket as a sort of amendment to the constitution. And there’s Dean Drone, the Chaplain of the Order, with a fishing-rod (you never saw such green bass as lie among the rocks at Indian’s Island), and with a trolling line in case of maskinonge, and a landing net in case of pickerel, and with his eldest daughter, Lilian Drone, in case of young men. There never was such a fisherman as the Rev. Rupert Drone.

Perhaps I ought to explain that when I speak of the excursion as being of the Knights of Pythias, the thing must not be understood in any narrow sense. In Mariposa practically everybody belongs to the Knights of Pythias just as they do to everything else. That’s the great thing about the town and that’s what makes it so different from the city. Everybody is in everything.

You should see them on the seventeenth of March, for example, when everybody wears a green ribbon and they’re all laughing and glad, — you know what the Celtic nature is, — and talking about Home Rule.

On St. Andrew’s Day every man in town wears a thistle and shakes hands with everybody else, and you see the fine old Scotch honesty beaming out of their eyes.

And on St. George’s Day! — well, there’s no heartiness like the good old English spirit, after all; why shouldn’t a man feel glad that he’s an Englishman?

Then on the Fourth of July there are stars and stripes flying over half the stores in town, and suddenly all the men are seen to smoke cigars, and to know all about Roosevelt and Bryan and the Philippine Islands. Then you learn for the first time that Jeff Thorpe’s people came from Massachusetts and that his uncle fought at Bunker Hill (it must have been Bunker Hill, — anyway Jefferson will swear it was in Dakota all right enough); and you find that George Duff has a married sister in Rochester and that her husband is all right; in fact, George was down there as recently as eight years ago. Oh, it’s the most American town imaginable is Mariposa, — on the fourth of July.

But wait, just wait, if you feel anxious about the solidity of the British connection, till the twelfth of the month, when everybody is wearing an orange streamer in his coat and the Orangemen (every man in town) walk in the big procession. Allegiance! Well, perhaps you remember the address they gave to the Prince of Wales on the platform of the Mariposa station as he went through on his tour to the west. I think that pretty well settled that question. So you will easily understand that of course everybody belongs to the Knights of Pythias and the Masons and Oddfellows, just as they all belong to the Snow Shoe Club and the Girls’ Friendly Society.

And meanwhile the whistle of the steamer has blown again for a quarter to seven: — loud and long this time, for any one not here now is late for certain; unless he should happen to come down in the last fifteen minutes.

What a crowd upon the wharf and how they pile on to the steamer! It’s a wonder that the boat can hold them all. But that’s just the marvellous thing about the Mariposa Belle.

I don’t know, — I have never known, — where the steamers like the Mariposa Belle come from. Whether they are built by Harland and Wolff of Belfast, or whether, on the other hand, they are not built by Harland and Wolff of Belfast, is more than one would like to say offhand.

The Mariposa Belle always seems to me to have some of those strange properties that distinguish Mariposa itself. I mean, her size seems to vary so. If you see her there in the winter, frozen in the ice beside the wharf with a snowdrift against the windows of the pilot house, she looks a pathetic little thing the size of a butternut. But in the summer time, especially after you’ve been in Mariposa for a month or two, and have paddled alongside of her in a canoe, she gets larger and taller, and with a great sweep of black sides, till you see no difference between the Mariposa Belle and the Lusitania. Each one is a big steamer and that’s all you can say.

Nor do her measurements help you much. She draws about eighteen inches forward, and more than that, — at least half an inch more, astern, and when she’s loaded down with an excursion crowd she draws a good two inches more. And above the water, — why, look at all the decks on her! There’s the deck you walk on to, from the wharf, all shut in, with windows along it, and the after cabin with the long table, and above that the deck with all the chairs piled upon it, and the deck in front where the band stand round in a circle, and the pilot house is higher than that, and above the pilot house is the board with the gold name and the flag pole and the steel ropes and the flags; and fixed in somewhere on the different levels is the lunch counter where they sell the sandwiches, and the engine room, and down below the deck level, beneath the water line, is the place where the crew sleep. What with steps and stairs and passages and piles of cordwood for the engine, — oh no, I guess Harland and Wolff didn’t build her. They couldn’t have.

Yet even with a huge boat like the Mariposa Belle, it would be impossible for her to carry all of the crowd that you see in the boat and on the wharf. In reality, the crowd is made up of two classes, — all of the people in Mariposa who are going on the excursion and all those who are not. Some come for the one reason and some for the other.

The two tellers of the Exchange Bank are both there standing side by side. But one of them, — the one with the cameo pin and the long face like a horse, — is going, and the other, — with the other cameo pin and the face like another horse, — is not. In the same way, Hussell of the Newspacket is going, but his brother, beside him, isn’t. Lilian Drone is going, but her sister can’t; and so on all through the crowd.

And to think that things should look like that on the morning of a steamboat accident.

How strange life is!

To think of all these people so eager and anxious to catch the steamer, and some of them running to catch it, and so fearful that they might miss it, — the morning of a steamboat accident. And the captain blowing his whistle, and warning them so severely that he would leave them behind, — leave them out of the accident! And everybody crowding so eagerly to be in the accident.

Perhaps life is like that all through.

Strangest of all to think, in a case like this, of the people who were left behind, or in some way or other prevented from going, and always afterwards told of how they had escaped being on board the Mariposa Belle that day!

Some of the instances were certainly extraordinary. Nivens, the lawyer, escaped from being there merely by the fact that he was away in the city.

Towers, the tailor, only escaped owing to the fact that, not intending to go on the excursion he had stayed in bed till eight o’clock and so had not gone. He narrated afterwards that waking up that morning at half-past five, he had thought of the excursion and for some unaccountable reason had felt glad that he was not going.

The case of Yodel, the auctioneer, was even more inscrutable. He had been to the Oddfellows’ excursion on the train the week before and to the Conservative picnic the week before that, and had decided not to go on this trip. In fact, he had not the least intention of going. He narrated afterwards how the night before someone had stopped him on the corner of Nippewa and Tecumseh Streets (he indicated the very spot) and asked: “Are you going to take in the excursion to-morrow?” and he had said, just as simply as he was talking when narrating it: “No.” And ten minutes after that, at the corner of Dalhousie and Brock Streets (he offered to lead a party of verification to the precise place) somebody else had stopped him and asked: “Well, are you going on the steamer trip to-morrow?” Again he had answered: “No,” apparently almost in the same tone as before.

He said afterwards that when he heard the rumour of the accident it seemed like the finger of Providence, and fell on his knees in thankfulness.

There was the similar case of Morison (I mean the one in Glover’s hardware store that married one of the Thompsons). He said afterwards that he had read so much in the papers about accidents lately, — mining accidents, and aeroplanes and gasoline, — that he had grown nervous. The night before his wife had asked him at supper: “Are you going on the excursion?” He had answered: “No, I don’t think I feel like it,” and had added: “Perhaps your mother might like to go.” And the next evening just at dusk, when the news ran through the town, he said the first thought that flashed through his head was: “Mrs. Thompson’s on that boat.”

He told this right as I say it — without the least doubt or confusion. He never for a moment imagined she was on the Lusitania or the Olympic or any other boat. He knew she was on this one. He said you could have knocked him down where he stood. But no one had. Not even when he got halfway down, — on his knees, and it would have been easier still to knock him down or kick him. People do miss a lot of chances.

Still, as I say, neither Yodel nor Morison nor anyone thought about there being an accident until just after sundown when they — 

Well, have you ever heard the long booming whistle of a steamboat two miles out on the lake in the dusk, and while you listen and count and wonder, seen the crimson rockets going up against the sky and then heard the fire bell ringing right there beside you in the town, and seen the people running to the town wharf?

That’s what the people of Mariposa saw and felt that summer evening as they watched the Mackinaw life-boat go plunging out into the lake with seven sweeps to a side and the foam clear to the gunwale with the lifting stroke of fourteen men!

But, dear me, I am afraid that this is no way to tell a story. I suppose the true art would have been to have said nothing about the accident till it happened. But when you write about Mariposa, or hear of it, if you know the place, it’s all so vivid and real that a thing like the contrast between the excursion crowd in the morning and the scene at night leaps into your mind and you must think of it.

But never mind about the accident, — let us turn back again to the morning.

The boat was due to leave at seven. There was no doubt about the hour, — not only seven, but seven sharp. The notice in the Newspacket said: “The boat will leave sharp at seven;” and the advertising posters on the telegraph poles on Missinaba Street that began “Ho, for Indian’s Island!” ended up with the words: “Boat leaves at seven sharp.” There was a big notice on the wharf that said: “Boat leaves sharp on time.”

So at seven, right on the hour, the whistle blew loud and long, and then at seven fifteen three short peremptory blasts, and at seven thirty one quick angry call, — just one, — and very soon after that they cast off the last of the ropes and the Mariposa Belle sailed off in her cloud of flags, and the band of the Knights of Pythias, timing it to a nicety, broke into the “Maple Leaf for Ever!”

I suppose that all excursions when they start are much the same. Anyway, on the Mariposa Belle everybody went running up and down all over the boat with deck chairs and camp stools and baskets, and found places, splendid places to sit, and then got scared that there might be better ones and chased off again. People hunted for places out of the sun and when they got them swore that they weren’t going to freeze to please anybody; and the people in the sun said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to be roasted. Others said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to get covered with cinders, and there were still others who hadn’t paid fifty cents to get shaken to death with the propeller.

Still, it was all right presently. The people seemed to get sorted out into the places on the boat where they belonged. The women, the older ones, all gravitated into the cabin on the lower deck and by getting round the table with needlework, and with all the windows shut, they soon had it, as they said themselves, just like being at home.

All the young boys and the toughs and the men in the band got down on the lower deck forward, where the boat was dirtiest and where the anchor was and the coils of rope.

And upstairs on the after deck there were Lilian Drone and Miss Lawson, the high school teacher, with a book of German poetry, — Gothey I think it was, — and the bank teller and the younger men.

In the centre, standing beside the rail, were Dean Drone and Dr. Gallagher, looking through binocular glasses at the shore.

Up in front on the little deck forward of the pilot house was a group of the older men, Mullins and Duff and Mr. Smith in a deck chair, and beside him Mr. Golgotha Gingham, the undertaker of Mariposa, on a stool. It was part of Mr. Gingham’s principles to take in an outing of this sort, a business matter, more or less, — for you never know what may happen at these water parties. At any rate, he was there in a neat suit of black, not, of course, his heavier or professional suit, but a soft clinging effect as of burnt paper that combined gaiety and decorum to a nicety.

“Yes,” said Mr. Gingham, waving his black glove in a general way towards the shore, “I know the lake well, very well. I’ve been pretty much all over it in my time.”

“Canoeing?” asked somebody.

“No,” said Mr. Gingham, “not in a canoe.” There seemed a peculiar and quiet meaning in his tone.

“Sailing, I suppose,” said somebody else.

“No,” said Mr. Gingham. “I don’t understand it.”

“I never knowed that you went on to the water at all, Gol,” said Mr. Smith, breaking in.

“Ah, not now,” explained Mr. Gingham; “it was years ago, the first summer I came to Mariposa. I was on the water practically all day. Nothing like it to give a man an appetite and keep him in shape.”

“Was you camping?” asked Mr. Smith.

“We camped at night,” assented the undertaker, “but we put in practically the whole day on the water. You see we were after a party that had come up here from the city on his vacation and gone out in a sailing canoe. We were dragging. We were up every morning at sunrise, lit a fire on the beach and cooked breakfast, and then we’d light our pipes and be off with the net for a whole day. It’s a great life,” concluded Mr. Gingham wistfully.

“Did you get him?” asked two or three together.

There was a pause before Mr. Gingham answered.

“We did,” he said,— “down in the reeds past Horseshoe Point. But it was no use. He turned blue on me right away.”

After which Mr. Gingham fell into such a deep reverie that the boat had steamed another half mile down the lake before anybody broke the silence again.

Talk of this sort, — and after all what more suitable for a day on the water? — beguiled the way.

Down the lake, mile by mile over the calm water, steamed the Mariposa Belle. They passed Poplar Point where the high sand-banks are with all the swallows’ nests in them, and Dean Drone and Dr. Gallagher looked at them alternately through the binocular glasses, and it was wonderful how plainly one could see the swallows and the banks and the shrubs, — just as plainly as with the naked eye.

And a little further down they passed the Shingle Beach, and Dr. Gallagher, who knew Canadian history, said to Dean Drone that it was strange to think that Champlain had landed there with his French explorers three hundred years ago; and Dean Drone, who didn’t know Canadian history, said it was stranger still to think that the hand of the Almighty had piled up the hills and rocks long before that; and Dr. Gallagher said it was wonderful how the French had found their way through such a pathless wilderness; and Dean Drone said that it was wonderful also to think that the Almighty had placed even the smallest shrub in its appointed place. Dr. Gallagher said it filled him with admiration. Dean Drone said it filled him with awe. Dr. Gallagher said he’d been full of it ever since he was a boy; and Dean Drone said so had he.

Then a little further, as the Mariposa Belle steamed on down the lake, they passed the Old Indian Portage where the great grey rocks are; and Dr. Gallagher drew Dean Drone’s attention to the place where the narrow canoe track wound up from the shore to the woods, and Dean Drone said he could see it perfectly well without the glasses.

Dr. Gallagher said that it was just here that a party of five hundred French had made their way with all their baggage and accoutrements across the rocks of the divide and down to the Great Bay. And Dean Drone said that it reminded him of Xenophon leading his ten thousand Greeks over the hill passes of Armenia down to the sea. Dr. Gallagher said the he had often wished he could have seen and spoken to Champlain, and Dean Drone said how much he regretted to have never known Xenophon.

And then after that they fell to talking of relics and traces of the past, and Dr. Gallagher said that if Dean Drone would come round to his house some night he would show him some Indian arrow heads that he had dug up in his garden. And Dean Drone said that if Dr. Gallagher would come round to the rectory any afternoon he would show him a map of Xerxes’ invasion of Greece. Only he must come some time between the Infant Class and the Mothers’ Auxiliary.

So presently they both knew that they were blocked out of one another’s houses for some time to come, and Dr. Gallagher walked forward and told Mr. Smith, who had never studied Greek, about Champlain crossing the rock divide.

Mr. Smith turned his head and looked at the divide for half a second and then said he had crossed a worse one up north back of the Wahnipitae and that the flies were Hades, — and then went on playing freezeout poker with the two juniors in Duff’s bank.

So Dr. Gallagher realized that that’s always the way when you try to tell people things, and that as far as gratitude and appreciation goes one might as well never read books or travel anywhere or do anything.

In fact, it was at this very moment that he made up his mind to give the arrows to the Mariposa Mechanics’ Institute, — they afterwards became, as you know, the Gallagher Collection. But, for the time being, the doctor was sick of them and wandered off round the boat and watched Henry Mullins showing George Duff how to make a John Collins without lemons, and finally went and sat down among the Mariposa band and wished that he hadn’t come.

So the boat steamed on and the sun rose higher and higher, and the freshness of the morning changed into the full glare of noon, and they went on to where the lake began to narrow in at its foot, just where the Indian’s Island is, all grass and trees and with a log wharf running into the water: Below it the Lower Ossawippi runs out of the lake, and quite near are the rapids, and you can see down among the trees the red brick of the power house and hear the roar of the leaping water.

The Indian’s Island itself is all covered with trees and tangled vines, and the water about it is so still that it’s all reflected double and looks the same either way up. Then when the steamer’s whistle blows as it comes into the wharf, you hear it echo among the trees of the island, and reverberate back from the shores of the lake.

The scene is all so quiet and still and unbroken, that Miss Cleghorn, — the sallow girl in the telephone exchange, that I spoke of — said she’d like to be buried there. But all the people were so busy getting their baskets and gathering up their things that no one had time to attend to it.

I mustn’t even try to describe the landing and the boat crunching against the wooden wharf and all the people running to the same side of the deck and Christie Johnson calling out to the crowd to keep to the starboard and nobody being able to find it. Everyone who has been on a Mariposa excursion knows all about that.

Nor can I describe the day itself and the picnic under the trees. ‘There were speeches afterwards, and Judge Pepperleigh gave such offence by bringing in Conservative politics that a man called Patriotus Canadiensis wrote and asked for some of the invaluable space of the Mariposa Times-Herald and exposed it.

I should say that there were races too, on the grass on the open side of the island, graded mostly according to ages, races for boys under thirteen and girls over nineteen and all that sort of thing. Sports are generally conducted on that plan in Mariposa. It is realized that a woman of sixty has an unfair advantage over a mere child.

Dean Drone managed the races and decided the ages and gave out the prizes; the Wesleyan minister helped, and he and the young student, who was relieving in the Presbyterian Church, held the string at the winning point.

They had to get mostly clergymen for the races because all the men had wandered off, somehow, to where they were drinking lager beer out of two kegs stuck on pine logs among the trees.

But if you’ve ever been on a Mariposa excursion you know all about these details anyway.

So the day wore on and presently the sun came through the trees on a slant and the steamer whistle blew with a great puff of white steam and all the people came straggling down to the wharf and pretty soon the Mariposa Belle had floated out on to the lake again and headed for the town, twenty miles away.

I suppose you have often noticed the contrast there is between an excursion on its way out in the morning and what it looks like on the way home.

In the morning everybody is so restless and animated and moves to and fro all over the boat and asks questions. But coming home, as the afternoon gets later and the sun sinks beyond the hills, all the people seem to get so still and quiet and drowsy.

So it was with the people on the Mariposa Belle. They sat there on the benches and the deck chairs in little clusters, and listened to the regular beat of the propeller and almost dozed off asleep as they sat. Then when the sun set and the dusk drew on, it grew almost dark on the deck and so still that you could hardly tell there was anyone on board.

And if you had looked at the steamer from the shore or from one of the islands, you’d have seen the row of lights from the cabin windows shining on the water and the red glare of the burning hemlock from the funnel, and you’d have heard the soft thud of the propeller miles away over the lake.

Now and then, too, you could have heard them singing on the steamer, — the voices of the girls and the men blended into unison by the distance, rising and falling in long-drawn melody: “O — Can-a-da — O — Can-a-da.”

You may talk as you will about the intoning choirs of your European cathedrals, but the sound of “O — Can-a-da,” borne across the waters of a silent lake at evening is good enough for those of us who know Mariposa.

I think that it was just as they were singing like this: “O — Can-a-da,” that word went round that the boat was sinking.

If you have ever been in any sudden emergency on the water, you will understand the strange psychology of it, — the way in which what is happening seems to become known all in a moment without a word being said. The news is transmitted from one to the other by some mysterious process.

At any rate, on the Mariposa Belle first one and then the other heard that the steamer was sinking. As far as I could ever learn the first of it was that George Duff, the bank manager, came very quietly to Dr. Gallagher and asked him if he thought that the boat was sinking. The doctor said no, that he had thought so earlier in the day but that he didn’t now think that she was.

After that Duff, according to his own account, had said to Macartney, the lawyer, that the boat was sinking, and Macartney said that he doubted it very much.

Then somebody came to Judge Pepperleigh and woke him up and said that there was six inches of water in the steamer and that she was sinking. And Pepperleigh said it was perfect scandal and passed the news on to his wife and she said that they had no business to allow it and that if the steamer sank that was the last excursion she’d go on.

So the news went all round the boat and everywhere the people gathered in groups and talked about it in the angry and excited way that people have when a steamer is sinking on one of the lakes like Lake Wissanotti.

Dean Drone, of course, and some others were quieter about it, and said that one must make allowances and that naturally there were two sides to everything. But most of them wouldn’t listen to reason at all. I think, perhaps, that some of them were frightened. You see the last time but one that the steamer had sunk, there had been a man drowned and it made them nervous.

What? Hadn’t I explained about the depth of Lake Wissanotti? I had taken it for granted that you knew; and in any case parts of it are deep enough, though I don’t suppose in this stretch of it from the big reed beds up to within a mile of the town wharf, you could find six feet of water in it if you tried. Oh, pshaw! I was not talking about a steamer sinking in the ocean and carrying down its screaming crowds of people into the hideous depths of green water. Oh, dear me no! That kind of thing never happens on Lake Wissanotti.

But what does happen is that the Mariposa Belle sinks every now and then, and sticks there on the bottom till they get things straightened up.

On the lakes round Mariposa, if a person arrives late anywhere and explains that the steamer sank, everybody understands the situation.

You see when Harland and Wolff built the Mariposa Belle, they left some cracks in between the timbers that you fill up with cotton waste every Sunday. If this is not attended to, the boat sinks. In fact, it is part of the law of the province that all the steamers like the Mariposa Belle must be properly corked, — I think that is the word, — every season. There are inspectors who visit all the hotels in the province to see that it is done.

So you can imagine now that I’ve explained it a little straighter, the indignation of the people when they knew that the boat had come uncorked and that they might be stuck out there on a shoal or a mud-bank half the night.

I don’t say either that there wasn’t any danger; anyway, it doesn’t feel very safe when you realize that the boat is settling down with every hundred yards that she goes, and you look over the side and see only the black water in the gathering night.

Safe! I’m not sure now that I come to think of it that it isn’t worse than sinking in the Atlantic. After all, in the Atlantic there is wireless telegraphy, and a lot of trained sailors and stewards. But out on Lake Wissanotti, — far out, so that you can only just see the lights of the town away off to the south, — when the propeller comes to a stop, — and you can hear the hiss of steam as they start to rake out the engine fires to prevent an explosion, — and when you turn from the red glare that comes from the furnace doors as they open them, to the black dark that is gathering over the lake, — and there’s a night wind beginning to run among the rushes, — and you see the men going forward to the roof of the pilot house to send up the rockets to rouse the town, safe? Safe yourself, if you like; as for me, let me once get back into Mariposa again, under the night shadow of the maple trees, and this shall be the last, last time I’ll go on Lake Wissanotti.

Safe! Oh yes! Isn’t it strange how safe other people’s adventures seem after they happen? But you’d have been scared, too, if you’d been there just before the steamer sank, and seen them bringing up all the women on to the top deck.

I don’t see how some of the people took it so calmly; how Mr. Smith, for instance, could have gone on smoking and telling how he’d had a steamer “sink on him” on Lake Nipissing and a still bigger one, a side-wheeler, sink on him in Lake Abbitibbi.

Then, quite suddenly, with a quiver, down she went. You could feel the boat sink, sink, — down, down, — would it never get to the bottom? The water came flush up to the lower deck, and then, — thank heaven, — the sinking stopped and there was the Mariposa Belle safe and tight on a reed bank.

Really, it made one positively laugh! It seemed so queer and, anyway, if a man has a sort of natural courage, danger makes him laugh. Danger! pshaw! fiddlesticks! everybody scouted the idea. Why, it is just the little things like this that give zest to a day on the water.

Within half a minute they were all running round looking for sandwiches and cracking jokes and talking of making coffee over the remains of the engine fires.

I don’t need to tell at length how it all happened after that.

I suppose the people on the Mariposa Belle would have had to settle down there all night or till help came from the town, but some of the men who had gone forward and were peering out into the dark said that it couldn’t be more than a mile across the water to Miller’s Point. You could almost see it over there to the left, — some of them, I think, said “off on the port bow,” because you know when you get mixed up in these marine disasters, you soon catch the atmosphere of the thing.

So pretty soon they had the davits swung out over the side and were lowering the old lifeboat from the top deck into the water.

There were men leaning out over the rail of the Mariposa Belle with lanterns that threw the light as they let her down, and the glare fell on the water and the reeds. But when they got the boat lowered, it looked such a frail, clumsy thing as one saw it from the rail above, that the cry was raised: “Women and children first!” For what was the sense, if it should turn out that the boat wouldn’t even hold women and children, of trying to jam a lot of heavy men into it?

So they put in mostly women and children and the boat pushed out into the darkness so freighted down it would hardly float.

In the bow of it was the Presbyterian student who was relieving the minister, and he called out that they were in the hands of Providence. But he was crouched and ready to spring out of them at the first moment.

So the boat went and was lost in the darkness except for the lantern in the bow that you could see bobbing on the water. Then presently it came back and they sent another load, till pretty soon the decks began to thin out and everybody got impatient to be gone.

It was about the time that the third boat-load put off that Mr. Smith took a bet with Mullins for twenty-five dollars, that he’d be home in Mariposa before the people in the boats had walked round the shore.

No one knew just what he meant, but pretty soon they saw Mr. Smith disappear down below into the lowest part of the steamer with a mallet in one hand and a big bundle of marline in the other.

They might have wondered more about it, but it was just at this time that they heard the shouts from the rescue boat — the big Mackinaw lifeboat — that had put out from the town with fourteen men at the sweeps when they saw the first rockets go up.

I suppose there is always something inspiring about a rescue at sea, or on the water.

After all, the bravery of the lifeboat man is the true bravery, — expended to save life, not to destroy it.

Certainly they told for months after of how the rescue boat came out to the Mariposa Belle.

I suppose that when they put her in the water the lifeboat touched it for the first time since the old Macdonald Government placed her on Lake Wissanotti.

Anyway, the water poured in at every seam. But not for a moment, — even with two miles of water between them and the steamer, — did the rowers pause for that.

By the time they were half-way there the water was almost up to the thwarts, but they drove her on. Panting and exhausted (for mind you, if you haven’t been in a fool boat like that for years, rowing takes it out of you), the rowers stuck to their task. They threw the ballast over and chucked into the water the heavy cork jackets and lifebelts that encumbered their movements. There was no thought of turning back. They were nearer to the steamer than the shore.

“Hang to it, boys,” called the crowd from the steamer’s deck, and hang they did.

They were almost exhausted when they got them; men leaning from the steamer threw them ropes and one by one every man was hauled aboard just as the lifeboat sank under their feet.

Saved! by Heaven, saved, by one of the smartest pieces of rescue work ever seen on the lake.

There’s no use describing it; you need to see rescue work of this kind by lifeboats to understand it.

Nor were the lifeboat crew the only ones that distinguished themselves.

Boat after boat and canoe after canoe had put out from Mariposa to the help of the steamer. They got them all.

Pupkin, the other bank teller, with a face like a horse, who hadn’t gone on the excursion, — as soon as he knew that the boat was signalling for help and that Miss Lawson was sending up rockets, — rushed for a row boat, grabbed an oar (two would have hampered him), and paddled madly out into the lake. He struck right out into the dark with the crazy skiff almost sinking beneath his feet. But they got him. They rescued him. They watched him, almost dead with exhaustion, make his way to the steamer, where he was hauled up with ropes. Saved! Saved!!

They might have gone on that way half the night, picking up the rescuers, only, at the very moment when the tenth load of people left for the shore, — just as suddenly and saucily as you please, up came the Mariposa Belle from the mud bottom and floated.

FLOATED?

Why, of course she did. If you take a hundred and fifty people off a steamer that has sunk, and if you get a man as shrewd as Mr. Smith to plug the timber seams with mallet and marline, and if you turn ten bandsmen of the Mariposa band on to your hand pump on the bow of the lower decks — float? why, what else can she do?

Then, if you stuff in hemlock into the embers of the fire that you were raking out, till it hums and crackles under the boiler, it won’t be long before you hear the propeller thud thudding at the stern again, and before the long roar of the steam whistle echoes over to the town.

And so the Mariposa Belle, with all steam up again and with the long train of sparks careering from the funnel, is heading for the town.

But no Christie Johnson at the wheel in the pilot house this time.

“Smith! Get Smith!” is the cry.

Can he take her in? Well, now! Ask a man who has had steamers sink on him in half the lakes from Temiscaming to the Bay, if he can take her in? Ask a man who has run a York boat down the rapids of the Moose when the ice is moving, if he can grip the steering wheel of the Mariposa Belle? So there she steams safe and sound to the town wharf!

Look at the lights and the crowd! If only the federal census taker could count us now! Hear them calling and shouting back and forward from the deck to the shore! Listen! There is the rattle of the shore ropes as they get them ready, and there’s the Mariposa band, — actually forming in a circle on the upper deck just as she docks, and the leader with his baton, — one — two — ready now, — 

“O CAN-A-DA!”


The Ministrations of the Rev. Mr. Drone
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THE CHURCH OF England in Mariposa is on a side street, where the maple trees are thickest, a little up the hill from the heart of the town. The trees above the church and the grass plot that was once the cemetery, till they made the new one (the Necropolis, over the brow of the hill), fill out the whole corner. Down behind the church, with only the driving shed and a lane between, is the rectory. It is a little brick house with odd angles. There is a hedge and a little gate, and a weeping ash tree with red berries.

At the side of the rectory, churchward, is a little grass lawn with low hedges and at the side of that two wild plum trees, that are practically always in white blossom. Underneath them is a rustic table and chairs, and it is here that you may see Rural Dean Drone, the incumbent of the Church of England Church, sitting, in the chequered light of the plum tress that is neither sun nor shadow. Generally you will find him reading, and when I tell you that at the end of the grass plot where the hedge is highest there is a yellow bee hive with seven bees that belong to Dean Drone, you will realize that it is only fitting that the Dean is reading in the Greek. For what better could a man be reading beneath the blossom of the plum trees, within the very sound of the bees, than the Pastorals of Theocritus? The light trash of modern romance might put a man to sleep in such a spot, but with such food for reflection as Theocritus, a man may safely close his eyes and muse on what he reads without fear of dropping into slumber.

Some men, I suppose, terminate their education when they leave their college. Not so Dean Drone. I have often heard him say that if he couldn’t take a book in the Greek out on the lawn in a spare half hour, he would feel lost. It’s a certain activity of the brain that must be stilled somehow. The Dean, too, seemed to have a native feeling for the Greek language. I have often heard people who might sit with him on the lawn, ask him to translate some of it. But he always refused. One couldn’t translate it, he said. It lost so much in the translation that it was better not to try. It was far wiser not to attempt it. If you undertook to translate it, there was something gone, something missing immediately. I believe that many classical scholars feel this way, and like to read the Greek just as it is, without the hazard of trying to put it into so poor a medium as English. So that when Dean Drone said that he simply couldn’t translate it, I believe he was perfectly sincere.

Sometimes, indeed, he would read it aloud. That was another matter. Whenever, for example, Dr. Gallagher — I mean, of course, old Dr. Gallagher, not the young doctor (who was always out in the country in the afternoon) — would come over and bring his latest Indian relics to show to the Dean, the latter always read to him a passage or two. As soon as the doctor laid his tomahawk on the table, the Dean would reach for his Theocritus. I remember that on the day when Dr. Gallagher brought over the Indian skull that they had dug out of the railway embankment, and placed it on the rustic table, the Dean read to him so long from Theocritus that the doctor, I truly believe, dozed off in his chair. The Dean had to wait and fold his hands with the book across his knee, and close his eyes till the doctor should wake up again. And the skull was on the table between them, and from above the plum blossoms fluttered down, till they made flakes on it as white as Dr. Gallagher’s hair.

I don’t want you to suppose that the Rev. Mr. Drone spent the whole of his time under the trees. Not at all. In point of fact, the rector’s life was one round of activity which lie himself might deplore but was powerless to prevent. He had hardly sat down beneath the trees of an afternoon after his mid-day meal when there was the Infant Class at three, and after that, with scarcely an hour between, the Mothers’ Auxiliary at five, and the next morning the Book Club, and that evening the Bible Study Class, and the next morning the Early Workers’ Guild at eleven-thirty. The whole week was like that, and if one found time to sit down for an hour or so to recuperate it was the most one could do. After all, if a busy man spends the little bit of leisure that he gets in advanced classical study, there is surely no harm in it. I suppose, take it all in all, there wasn’t a busier man than the Rural Dean among the Anglican clergy of the diocese.

If the Dean ever did snatch a half-day from his incessant work, he spent it in fishing. But not always that, for as likely as not, instead of taking a real holiday he would put in the whole afternoon amusing the children and the boys that he knew, by making kites and toys and clockwork steamboats for them.

It was fortunate for the Dean that he had the strange interest and aptitude for mechanical advices which he possessed, or otherwise this kind of thing would have been too cruel an imposition. But the Rev. Mr. Drone had a curious liking for machinery. I think I never heard him preach a better sermon than the one on Aeroplanes (Lo, what now see you on high Jeremiah Two).

So it was that he spent two whole days making a kite with Chinese wings for Teddy Moore, the photographer’s son, and closed down the infant class for forty-eight hours so that Teddy Moore should not miss the pleasure of flying it, or rather seeing it flown. It is foolish to trust a Chinese kite to the hands of a young child.

In the same way the Dean made a mechanical top for little Marjorie Trewlaney, the cripple, to see spun: it would have been unwise to allow the afflicted girl to spin it. There was no end to the things that Mr. Drone could make, and always for the children. Even when he was making the sand-clock for poor little Willie Yodel (who died, you know) the Dean went right on with it and gave it to another child with just the same pleasure. Death, you know, to the clergy is a different thing from what it is to us. The Dean and Mr. Gingham used often to speak of it as they walked through the long grass of the new cemetery, the Necropolis. And when your Sunday walk is to your wife’s grave, as the Dean’s was, perhaps it seems different to anybody.

The Church of England Church, I said; stood close to the rectory, a tall, sweeping church, and inside a great reach of polished cedar beams that ran to the point of the roof. There used to stand on the same spot the little stone church that all the grown-up people in Mariposa still remember, a quaint little building in red and grey stone. About it was the old cemetery, but that was all smoothed out later into the grass plot round the new church, and the headstones laid out flat, and no new graves have been put there for ever so long. But the Mariposa children still walk round and read the headstones lying flat in the grass and look for the old ones, — because some of them are ever so old — forty or fifty years back.

Nor are you to think from all this that the Dean was not a man with serious perplexities. You could easily convince yourself of the contrary. For if you watched the Rev. Mr. Drone as he sat reading in the Greek, you would notice that no very long period every passed without his taking up a sheet or two of paper that lay between the leaves of the Theocritus and that were covered close with figures.

And these the Dean would lay upon the rustic table, and he would add them up forwards and backwards, going first up the column and then down it to see that nothing had been left out, and then down it again to see what it was that must have been left out.

Mathematics, you will understand, were not the Dean’s forte. They never were the forte of the men who had been trained at the little Anglican college with the clipped hedges and the cricket ground, where Rupert Drone had taken the gold medal in Greek fifty-two years ago. You will see the medal at any time lying there in its open box on the rectory table, in case of immediate need. Any of the Drone girls, Lilian, or Jocelyn, or Theodora, would show it to you. But, as I say, mathematics were not the rector’s forte, and he blamed for it (in a Christian spirit, you will understand) the memory of his mathematical professor, and often he spoke with great bitterness. I have often heard him say that in his opinion the colleges ought to dismiss, of course in a Christian spirit, all the professors who are not, in the most reverential sense of the term, fit for their jobs.

No doubt many of the clergy of the diocese had suffered more or less just as the Dean had from lack of mathematical training. But the Dean always felt that his own case was especially to be lamented. For you see, if a man is trying to make a model aeroplane — for a poor family in the lower part of the town — and he is brought to a stop by the need of reckoning the coefficient of torsion of cast-iron rods, it shows plainly enough that the colleges are not truly filling their divine mission.

But the figures that I speak of were not those of the model aeroplane. These were far more serious. Night and day they had been with the rector now for the best part of ten years, and they grew, if anything, more intricate.

If, for example, you try to reckon the debt of a church — a large church with a great sweep of polished cedar beams inside, for the special glorification of the All Powerful, and with imported tiles on the roof for the greater glory of Heaven and with stained-glass windows for the exaltation of the All Seeing — if, I say, you try to reckon up the debt on such a church and figure out its interest and its present worth, less a fixed annual payment, it makes a pretty complicated sum. Then if you try to add to this the annual cost of insurance, and deduct from it three-quarters of a stipend, year by year, and then suddenly remember that three-quarters is too much, because you have forgotten the boarding-school fees of the littlest of the Drones (including French, as an extra — she must have it, all the older girls did), you have got a sum that pretty well defies ordinary arithmetic. The provoking part of it was that the Dean knew perfectly well that with the help of logarithms he could have done the thing in a moment. But at the Anglican college they had stopped short at that very place in the book. They had simply explained that Logos was a word and Arithmos a number, which at the time, seemed amply sufficient.

So the Dean was perpetually taking out his sheets of figures, and adding them upwards and downwards, and they never came the same. Very often Mr. Gingham, who was a warden, would come and sit beside the rector and ponder over the figures, and Mr. Drone would explain that with a book of logarithms you could work it out in a moment. You would simply open the book and run your finger up the columns (he illustrated exactly the way in which the finger was moved), and there you were. Mr. Gingham said that it was a caution, and that logarithms (I quote his exact phrase) must be a terror.

Very often, too, Nivens, the lawyer, who was a sidesman, and Mullins, the manager of the Exchange Bank, who was the chairman of the vestry, would come and take a look, at the figures. But they never could make much of them, because the stipend part was not a matter that one could discuss.

Mullins would notice the item for a hundred dollars due on fire insurance and would say; as a business man, that surely that couldn’t be fire insurance, and the Dean would say surely not, and change it: and Mullins would say surely there couldn’t be fifty dollars for taxes, because there weren’t any taxes, and the Dean would admit that of course it couldn’t be for the taxes. In fact, the truth is that the Dean’s figures were badly mixed, and the fault lay indubitably with the mathematical professor of two generations back.

It was always Mullins’s intention some day to look into the finances of the church, the more so as his father had been with Dean Drone at the little Anglican college with the cricket ground. But he was a busy man. As he explained to the rector himself, the banking business nowadays is getting to be such that a banker can hardly call even his Sunday mornings his own. Certainly Henry Mullins could not. They belonged largely to Smith’s Hotel, and during the fishing season they belonged away down the lake, so far away that practically no one, unless it was George Duff of the Commercial Bank, could see them.

But to think that all this trouble had come through the building of the new church.

That was the bitterness of it.

For the twenty-five years that Rural Dean Drone had preached in the little stone church, it had been his one aim, as he often put it in his sermons, to rear a larger Ark in Gideon. His one hope had been to set up a greater Evidence, or, very simply stated, to kindle a Brighter Beacon.

After twenty-five years of waiting, he had been able at last to kindle it. Everybody in Mariposa remembers the building of the church. First of all they had demolished the little stone church to make way for the newer Evidence. It seemed almost a sacrilege, as the Dean himself said, to lay hands on it. Indeed it was at first proposed to take the stone of it and build it into a Sunday School, as a lesser testimony. Then, when that provided impracticable, it was suggested that the stone be reverently fashioned into a wall that should stand as a token. And when even that could not be managed, the stone of the little church was laid reverently into a stone pile; afterwards it was devoutly sold to a building contractor, and, like so much else in life, was forgotten.

But the building of the church, no one, I think, will forget. The Dean threw himself into the work. With his coat off and his white shirt-sleeves conspicuous among the gang that were working at the foundations, he set his hand to the shovel, himself guided the road-scraper, urging on the horses; cheering and encouraging the men, till they begged him to desist. He mingled with the stone-masons, advising, helping, and giving counsel, till they pleaded with him to rest. He was among the carpenters, sawing, hammering, enquiring, suggesting, till they besought him to lay off. And he was night and day with the architect’s assistants, drawing, planning, revising, till the architect told him to cut it out.

So great was his activity, that I doubt whether the new church would ever have been finished, had not the wardens and the vestry men insisted that Mr. Drone must take a holiday, and sent him on the Mackinaw trip up the lakes, — the only foreign travel of the Dean’s life.

So in due time the New Church was built and it towered above the maple trees of Mariposa like a beacon on a hill. It stood so high that from the open steeple of it, where the bells were, you could see all the town lying at its feet, and the farmsteads to the south of it, and the railway like a double pencil line, and Lake Wissanotti spread out like a map. You could see and appreciate things from the height of the new church, — such as the size and the growing wealth of Mariposa, — that you never could have seen from the little stone church at all.

Presently the church was opened and the Dean preached his first sermon in it, and he called it a Greater Testimony, and he said that it was an earnest, or first fruit of endeavour, and that it was a token or pledge, and he named it also a covenant. He said, too, that it was an anchorage and a harbour and a lighthouse as well as being a city set upon a hill; and he ended by declaring it an Ark of Refuge and notified them that the Bible Class would meet in the basement of it on that and every other third Wednesday.

In the opening months of preaching about it the Dean had called the church so often an earnest and a pledge and a guerdon and a tabernacle, that I think he used to forget that it wasn’t paid for. It was only when the agent of the building society and a representative of the Hosanna Pipe and Steam Organ Co. (Limited), used to call for quarterly payments that he was suddenly reminded of the fact. Always after these men came round the Dean used to preach a special sermon on sin, in the course of which he would mention that the ancient Hebrews used to put unjust traders to death, — a thing of which he spoke with Christian serenity.

I don’t think that at first anybody troubled much about the debt on the church. Dean Drone’s figures showed that it was only a matter of time before it would be extinguished; only a little effort was needed, a little girding up of the loins of the congregation and they could shoulder the whole debt and trample it under their feet. Let them but set their hands to the plough and they could soon guide it into the deep water. Then they might furl their sails and sit every man under his own olive tree.

Meantime, while the congregation was waiting to gird up its loins, the interest on the debt was paid somehow, or, when it wasn’t paid, was added to the principal.

I don’t know whether you have had any experience with Greater Testimonies and with Beacons set on Hills. If you have, you will realize how, at first gradually, and then rapidly, their position from year to year grows more distressing. What with the building loan and the organ instalment, and the fire insurance, — a cruel charge, — and the heat and light, the rector began to realize as he added up the figures that nothing but logarithms could solve them. Then the time came when not only the rector, but all the wardens knew and the sidesmen knew that the debt was more than the church could carry; then the choir knew and the congregation knew and at last everybody knew; and there were special collections at Easter and special days of giving, and special weeks of tribulation, and special arrangements with the Hosanna Pipe and Steam Organ Co. And it was noticed that when the Rural Dean announced a service of Lenten Sorrow, — aimed more especially at the business men, — the congregation had diminished by forty per cent.

I suppose things are just the same elsewhere, — I mean the peculiar kind of discontent that crept into the Church of England congregation in Mariposa after the setting up of the Beacon. There were those who claimed that they had seen the error from the first, though they had kept quiet, as such people always do, from breadth of mind. There were those who had felt years before how it would end, but their lips were sealed from humility of spirit. What was worse was that there were others who grew dissatisfied with the whole conduct of the church.

Yodel, the auctioneer, for example, narrated how he had been to the city and had gone into a service of the Roman Catholic church: I believe, to state it more fairly, he had “dropped in,” — the only recognized means of access to such a service. He claimed that the music that he had heard there was music, and that (outside of his profession) the chanting and intoning could not be touched.

Ed Moore, the photographer, also related that he had listened to a sermon in the city, and that if anyone would guarantee him a sermon like that he would defy you to keep him away from church. Meanwhile, failing the guarantee, he stayed away.

The very doctrines were impeached. Some of the congregation began to cast doubts on eternal punishment, — doubts so grave as to keep them absent from the Lenten Services of Sorrow. Indeed, Lawyer Macartney took up the whole question of the Athanasian Creed one afternoon with Joe Milligan, the dentist, and hardly left a clause of it intact.

All this time, you will understand, Dean Drone kept on with his special services, and leaflets, calls, and appeals went out from the Ark of Gideon like rockets from a sinking ship. More and more with every month the debt of the church lay heavy on his mind. At times he forgot it. At other times he woke up in the night and thought about it. Sometimes as he went down the street from the lighted precincts of the Greater Testimony and passed the Salvation Army, praying around a naphtha lamp under the open sky, it smote him to the heart with a stab.

But the congregation were wrong, I think, in imputing fault to the sermons of Dean Drone. There I do think they were wrong. I can speak from personal knowledge when I say that the rector’s sermons were not only stimulating in matters of faith, but contained valuable material in regard to the Greek language, to modern machinery and to a variety of things that should have proved of the highest advantage to the congregation.

There was, I say, the Greek language. The Dean always showed the greatest delicacy of feeling in regard to any translation in or out of it that he made from the pulpit. He was never willing to accept even the faintest shade of rendering different from that commonly given without being assured of the full concurrence of the congregation. Either the translation must be unanimous and without contradiction, or he could not pass it. He would pause in his sermon and would say: “The original Greek is ‘Hoson,’ but perhaps you will allow me to translate it as equivalent to ‘Hoyon.’” And they did. So that if there was any fault to be found it was purely on the side of the congregation for not entering a protest at the time.

It was the same way in regard to machinery. After all, what better illustrates the supreme purpose of the All Wise than such a thing as the dynamo or the reciprocating marine engine or the pictures in the Scientific American?

Then, too, if a man has had the opportunity to travel and has seen the great lakes spread out by the hand of Providence from where one leaves the new dock at the Sound to where one arrives safe and thankful with one’s dear fellow-passengers in the spirit at the concrete landing stage at Mackinaw — is not this fit and proper material for the construction of an analogy or illustration? Indeed, even apart from an analogy, is it not mighty interesting to narrate, anyway? In any case, why should the church-wardens have sent the rector on the Mackinaw trip, if they had not expected him to make some little return for it?

I lay some stress on this point because the criticisms directed against the Mackinaw sermons always seemed so unfair. If the rector had described his experiences in the crude language of the ordinary newspaper, there might, I admit, have been something unfitting about it. But he was always careful to express himself in a way that showed, — or, listen, let me explain with an example.

“It happened to be my lot some years ago,” he would say, “to find myself a voyager, just as one is a voyager on the sea of life, on the broad expanse of water which has been spread out to the north-west of us by the hand of Providence, at a height of five hundred and eighty-one feet above the level of the sea, — I refer, I may say, to Lake Huron.” Now, how different that is from saying: “I’ll never forget the time I went on the Mackinaw trip.” The whole thing has a different sound entirely. In the same way the Dean would go on:

“I was voyaging on one of those magnificent leviathans of the water, — I refer to the boats of the Northern Navigation Company, — and was standing beside the forward rail talking with a dear brother in the faith who was journeying westward also — I may say he was a commercial traveller, — and beside us was a dear sister in the spirit seated in a deck chair, while near us were two other dear souls in grace engaged in Christian pastime on the deck, — I allude more particularly to the game of deck billiards.”

I leave it to any reasonable man whether, with that complete and fair-minded explanation of the environment, it was not perfectly proper to close down the analogy, as the rector did, with the simple words: “In fact, it was an extremely fine morning.”

Yet there were some people, even in Mariposa, that took exception and spent their Sunday dinner time in making out that they couldn’t understand what Dean Drone was talking about, and asking one another if they knew. Once, as he passed out from the doors of the Greater Testimony, the rector heard some one say: “The Church would be all right if that old mugwump was out of the pulpit.” It went to his heart like a barbed thorn, and stayed there.

You know, perhaps, how a remark of that sort can stay and rankle, and make you wish you could hear it again to make sure of it, because perhaps you didn’t hear it aright, and it was a mistake after all. Perhaps no one said it, anyway. You ought to have written it down at the time. I have seen the Dean take down the encyclopaedia in the rectory, and move his finger slowly down the pages of the letter M, looking for mugwump. But it wasn’t there. I have known him, in his little study upstairs, turn over the pages of the “Animals of Palestine,” looking for a mugwump. But there was none there. It must have been unknown in the greater days of Judea.

So things went on from month to month, and from year to year, and the debt and the charges loomed like a dark and gathering cloud on the horizon. I don’t mean to say that efforts were not made to face the difficulty and to fight it. They were. Time after time the workers of the congregation got together and thought out plans for the extinction of the debt. But somehow, after every trial, the debt grew larger with each year, and every system that could be devised turned out more hopeless than the last.

They began, I think, with the “endless chain” of letters of appeal. You may remember the device, for it was all-popular in clerical circles some ten or fifteen years ago. You got a number of people to write each of them three letters asking for ten cents from three each of their friends and asking each of them to send on three similar letters. Three each from three each, and three each more from each! Do you observe the wonderful ingenuity of it? Nobody, I think, has forgotten how the Willing Workers of the Church of England Church of Mariposa sat down in the vestry room in the basement with a pile of stationery three feet high, sending out the letters. Some, I know, will never forget it. Certainly not Mr. Pupkin, the teller in the Exchange Bank, for it was here that he met Zena Pepperleigh, the judge’s daughter, for the first time; and they worked so busily that they wrote out ever so many letters — eight or nine — in a single afternoon, and they discovered that their handwritings were awfully alike, which was one of the most extraordinary and amazing coincidences, you will admit, in the history of chirography.

But the scheme failed — failed utterly. I don’t know why. The letters went out and were copied broadcast and recopied, till you could see the Mariposa endless chain winding its way towards the Rocky Mountains. But they never got the ten cents. The Willing Workers wrote for it in thousands, but by some odd chance they never struck the person who had it.

Then after that there came a regular winter of effort. First of all they had a bazaar that was got up by the Girls’ Auxiliary and held in the basement of the church. All the girls wore special costumes that were brought up from the city, and they had booths, where there was every imaginable thing for sale — pincushion covers, and chair covers, and sofa covers, everything that you can think of. If the people had once started buying them, the debt would have been lifted in no time. Even as it was the bazaar only lost twenty dollars.

After that, I think, was the magic lantern lecture that Dean Drone gave on “Italy and her Invaders.” They got the lantern and the slides up from the city, and it was simply splendid. Some of the slides were perhaps a little confusing, but it was all there, — the pictures of the dense Italian jungle and the crocodiles and the naked invaders with their invading clubs. It was a pity that it was such a bad night, snowing hard, and a curling match on, or they would have made a lot of money out of the lecture. As it was the loss, apart from the breaking of the lantern, which was unavoidable, was quite trifling.

I can hardly remember all the things that there were after that. I recollect that it was always Mullins who arranged about renting the hall and printing the tickets and all that sort of thing. His father, you remember, had been at the Anglican college with Dean Drone, and though the rector was thirty-seven years older than Mullins, he leaned upon him, in matters of business, as upon a staff; and though Mullins was thirty-seven years younger than the Dean, he leaned against him, in matters of doctrine, as against a rock.

At one time they got the idea that what the public wanted was not anything instructive but something light and amusing. Mullins said that people loved to laugh. He said that if you get a lot of people all together and get them laughing you can do anything you like with them. Once they start to laugh they are lost. So they got Mr. Dreery, the English Literature teacher at the high school, to give an evening of readings from the Great Humorists from Chaucer to Adam Smith. They came mighty near to making a barrel of money out of that. If the people had once started laughing it would have been all over with them. As it was I heard a lot of them say that they simply wanted to scream with laughter: they said they just felt like bursting into peals of laughter all the time. Even when, in the more subtle parts, they didn’t feel like bursting out laughing, they said they had all they could do to keep from smiling. They said they never had such a hard struggle in their lives not to smile.

In fact the chairman said when he put the vote of thanks that he was sure if people had known what the lecture was to be like there would have been a much better “turn-out.” But you see all that the people had to go on was just the announcement of the name of the lecturer, Mr. Dreery, and that he would lecture on English Humour All Seats Twenty-five Cents. As the chairman expressed it himself, if the people had had any idea, any idea at all, of what the lecture would be like they would have been there in hundreds. But how could they get an idea that it would be so amusing with practically nothing to go upon?

After that attempt things seemed to go from bad to worse. Nearly everybody was disheartened about it. What would have happened to the debt, or whether they would have ever paid it off, is more than I can say, if it hadn’t occurred that light broke in on Mullins in the strangest and most surprising way you can imagine. It happened that he went away for his bank holidays, and while he was away he happened to be present in one of the big cities and saw how they went at it there to raise money. He came home in such a state of excitement that he went straight up from the Mariposa station to the rectory, valise and all, and he burst in one April evening to where the Rural Dean was sitting with the three girls beside the lamp in the front room, and he cried out:

“Mr. Drone, I’ve got it, — I’ve got a way that will clear the debt before you’re a fortnight older. We’ll have a Whirlwind Campaign in Mariposa!”

But stay! The change from the depth of depression to the pinnacle of hope is too abrupt. I must pause and tell you in another chapter of the Whirlwind Campaign in Mariposa.


The Whirlwind Campaign in Mariposa
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IT WAS MULLINS, the banker, who told Mariposa all about the plan of a Whirlwind Campaign and explained how it was to be done. He’d happened to be in one of the big cities when they were raising money by a Whirlwind Campaign for one of the universities, and he saw it all.

He said he would never forget the scene on the last day of it, when the announcement was made that the total of the money raised was even more than what was needed. It was a splendid sight, — the business men of the town all cheering and laughing and shaking hands, and the professors with the tears streaming down their faces, and the Deans of the Faculties, who had given money themselves, sobbing aloud.

He said it was the most moving thing he ever saw.

So, as I said, Henry Mullins, who had seen it, explained to the others how it was done. He said that first of all a few of the business men got together quietly, — very quietly, indeed the more quietly the better, — and talked things over. Perhaps one of them would dine, — just quietly, — with another one and discuss the situation. Then these two would invite a third man, — possibly even a fourth, — to have lunch with them and talk in a general way, — even talk of other things part of the time. And so on in this way things would be discussed and looked at in different lights and viewed from different angles and then when everything was ready they would go at things with a rush. A central committee would be formed and sub-committees, with captains of each group and recorders and secretaries, and on a stated day the Whirlwind Campaign would begin.

Each day the crowd would all agree to meet at some stated place and each lunch together, — say at a restaurant or at a club or at some eating place. This would go on every day with the interest getting keener and keener, and everybody getting more and more excited, till presently the chairman would announce that the campaign had succeeded and there would be the kind of scene that Mullins had described.

So that was the plan that they set in motion in Mariposa.

I don’t wish to say too much about the Whirlwind Campaign itself. I don’t mean to say that it was a failure. On the contrary, in many ways it couldn’t have been a greater success, and yet somehow it didn’t seem to work out just as Henry Mullins had said it would. It may be that there are differences between Mariposa and the larger cities that one doesn’t appreciate at first sight. Perhaps it would have been better to try some other plan.

Yet they followed along the usual line of things closely enough. They began with the regular system of some of the business men getting together in a quiet way.

First of all, for example, Henry Mullins came over quietly to Duff’s rooms, over the Commercial Bank, with a bottle of rye whiskey, and they talked things over. And the night after that George Duff came over quietly to Mullins’s rooms, over the Exchange Bank, with a bottle of Scotch whiskey. A few evenings after that Mullins and Duff went together, in a very unostentatious way, with perhaps a couple of bottles of rye, to Pete Glover’s room over the hardware store. And then all three of them went up one night with Ed Moore, the photographer, to Judge Pepperleigh’s house under pretence of having a game of poker. The very day after that, Mullins and Duff and Ed Moore, and Pete Glover and the judge got Will Harrison, the harness maker, to go out without any formality on the lake on the pretext of fishing. And the next night after that Duff and Mullins and Ed Moore and Pete Glover and Pepperleigh and Will Harrison got Alf Trelawney, the postmaster, to come over, just in a casual way, to the Mariposa House, after the night mail, and the next day Mullins and Duff and — 

But, pshaw! you see at once how the thing is worked. There’s no need to follow that part of the Whirlwind Campaign further. But it just shows the power of organization.

And all this time, mind you, they were talking things over, and looking at things first in one light and then in another light, — in fact, just doing as the big city men do when there’s an important thing like this under way.

So after things had been got pretty well into shape in this way, Duff asked Mullins one night, straight out, if he would be chairman of the Central Committee. He sprung it on him and Mullins had no time to refuse, but he put it to Duff straight whether he would be treasurer. And Duff had no time to refuse.

That gave things a start, and within a week they had the whole organization on foot. There was the Grand Central Committee and six groups or sub-committees of twenty men each, and a captain for every group. They had it all arranged on the lines most likely to be effective.

In one group there were all the bankers, Mullins and Duff and Pupkin (with the cameo pin), and about four others. They had their photographs taken at Ed Moore’s studio, taken in a line with a background of icebergs — a winter scene — and a pretty penetrating crowd they looked, I can tell you. After all, you know, if you get a crowd of representative bank men together in any financial deal, you’ve got a pretty considerable leverage right away.

In the second group were the lawyers, Nivens and Macartney and the rest — about as level-headed a lot as you’d see anywhere. Get the lawyers of a town with you on a thing like this and you’ll find you’ve got a sort of brain power with you that you’d never get without them.

Then there were the business men — there was a solid crowd for you, — Harrison, the harness maker, and Glover, the hardware man, and all that gang, not talkers, perhaps, but solid men who can tell you to a nicety how many cents there are in a dollar. It’s all right to talk about education and that sort of thing, but if you want driving power and efficiency, get business men. They’re seeing it every day in the city, and it’s just the same in Mariposa. Why, in the big concerns in the city, if they found out a man was educated, they wouldn’t have him, — wouldn’t keep him there a minute. That’s why the business men have to conceal it so much.

Then in the other teams there were the doctors and the newspaper men and the professional men like Judge Pepperleigh and Yodel the auctioneer.

It was all organized so that every team had its headquarters, two of them in each of the three hotels — one upstairs and one down. And it was arranged that there would be a big lunch every day, to be held in Smith’s caff, round the corner of Smith’s Northern Health Resort and Home of the Wissanotti Angler, — you know the place. The lunch was divided up into tables, with a captain for each table to see about things to drink, and of course all the tables were in competition with one another. In fact the competition was the very life of the whole thing.

It’s just wonderful how these things run when they’re organized. Take the first luncheon, for example. There they all were, every man in his place, every captain at his post at the top of the table. It was hard, perhaps, for some of them to get there. They had very likely to be in their stores and banks and offices till the last minute and then make a dash for it. It was the cleanest piece of team work you ever saw.

You have noticed already, I am sure, that a good many of the captains and committee men didn’t belong to the Church of England Church. Glover, for instance, was a Presbyterian, till they ran the picket fence of the manse two feet on to his property, and after that he became a free-thinker. But in Mariposa, as I have said, everybody likes to be in everything and naturally a Whirlwind Campaign was a novelty. Anyway it would have been a poor business to keep a man out of the lunches merely on account of his religion. I trust that the day for that kind of religious bigotry is past.

Of course the excitement was when Henry Mullins at the head of the table began reading out the telegrams and letters and messages. First of all there was a telegram of good wishes from the Anglican Lord Bishop of the Diocese to Henry Mullins and calling him Dear Brother in Grace the Mariposa telegraph office is a little unreliable and it read: “Dear Brother in grease,” but that was good enough. The Bishop said that his most earnest wishes were with them.

Then Mullins read a letter from the Mayor of Mariposa Pete Glover was mayor that year — stating that his keenest desires were with them: and then one from the Carriage Company saying that its heartiest good will was all theirs; and then one from the Meat Works saying that its nearest thoughts were next to them. Then he read one from himself, as head of the Exchange Bank, you understand, informing him that he had heard of his project and assuring him of his liveliest interest in what he proposed.

At each of these telegrams and messages there was round after round of applause, so that you could hardly hear yourself speak or give an order. But that was nothing to when Mullins got up again, and beat on the table for silence and made one of those crackling speeches — just the way business men speak — the kind of speech that a college man simply can’t make. I wish I could repeat it all. I remember that it began: “Now boys, you know what we’re here for, gentlemen,” and it went on just as good as that all through. When Mullins had done he took out a fountain pen and wrote out a cheque for a hundred dollars, conditional on the fund reaching fifty thousand. And there was a burst of cheers all over the room.

Just the moment he had done it, up sprang George Duff, — you know the keen competition there is, as a straight matter of business, between the banks in Mariposa, — up sprang George Duff, I say, and wrote out a cheque for another hundred conditional on the fund reaching seventy thousand. You never heard such cheering in your life.

And then when Netley walked up to the head of the table and laid down a cheque for a hundred dollars conditional on the fund reaching one hundred thousand the room was in an uproar. A hundred thousand dollars! Just think of it! The figures fairly stagger one. To think of a hundred thousand dollars raised in five minutes in a little place like Mariposa!

And even that was nothing! In less than no time there was such a crowd round Mullins trying to borrow his pen all at once that his waistcoat was all stained with ink. Finally when they got order at last, and Mullins stood up and announced that the conditional fund had reached a quarter of a million, the whole place was a perfect babel of cheering. Oh, these Whirlwind Campaigns are wonderful things!

I can tell you the Committee felt pretty proud that first day. There was Henry Mullins looking a little bit flushed and excited, with his white waistcoat and an American Beauty rose, and with ink marks all over him from the cheque signing; and he kept telling them that he’d known all along that all that was needed was to get the thing started and telling again about what he’d seen at the University Campaign and about the professors crying, and wondering if the high school teachers would come down for the last day of the meetings.

Looking back on the Mariposa Whirlwind, I can never feel that it was a failure. After all, there is a sympathy and a brotherhood in these things when men work shoulder to shoulder. If you had seen the canvassers of the Committee going round the town that evening shoulder to shoulder from the Mariposa House to the Continental and up to Mullins’s rooms and over to Duffs, shoulder to shoulder, you’d have understood it.

I don’t say that every lunch was quite such a success as the first. It’s not always easy to get out of the store if you’re a busy man, and a good many of the Whirlwind Committee found that they had just time to hurry down and snatch their lunch and get back again. Still, they came, and snatched it. As long as the lunches lasted, they came. Even if they had simply to rush it and grab something to eat and drink without time to talk to anybody, they came.

No, no, it was not lack of enthusiasm that killed the Whirlwind Campaign in Mariposa. It must have been something else. I don’t just know what it was but I think it had something to do with the financial, the book-keeping side of the thing.

It may have been, too, that the organization was not quite correctly planned. You see, if practically everybody is on the committees, it is awfully hard to try to find men to canvass, and it is not allowable for the captains and the committee men to canvass one another, because their gifts are spontaneous. So the only thing that the different groups could do was to wait round in some likely place — say the bar parlour of Smith’s Hotel — in the hope that somebody might come in who could be canvassed.

You might ask why they didn’t canvass Mr. Smith himself, but of course they had done that at the very start, as I should have said. Mr. Smith had given them two hundred dollars in cash conditional on the lunches being held in the caff of his hotel; and it’s awfully hard to get a proper lunch I mean the kind to which a Bishop can express regret at not being there — under a dollar twenty-five. So Mr. Smith got back his own money, and the crowd began eating into the benefactions, and it got more and more complicated whether to hold another lunch in the hope of breaking even, or to stop the campaign.

It was disappointing, yes. In spite of all the success and the sympathy, it was disappointing. I don’t say it didn’t do good. No doubt a lot of the men got to know one another better than ever they had before. I have myself heard Judge Pepperleigh say that after the campaign he knew all of Pete Glover that he wanted to. There was a lot of that kind of complete satiety. The real trouble about the Whirlwind Campaign was that they never clearly understood which of them were the whirlwind and who were to be the campaign.

Some of them, I believe, took it pretty much to heart. I know that Henry Mullins did. You could see it. The first day he came down to the lunch, all dressed up with the American Beauty and the white waistcoat. The second day he only wore a pink carnation and a grey waistcoat. The third day he had on a dead daffodil and a cardigan undervest, and on the last day, when the high school teachers should have been there, he only wore his office suit and he hadn’t even shaved. He looked beaten.

It was that night that he went up to the rectory to tell the news to Dean Drone. It had been arranged, you know, that the rector should not attend the lunches, so as to let the whole thing come as a surprise; so that all he knew about it was just scraps of information about the crowds at the lunch and how they cheered and all that. Once, I believe, he caught sight of the Newspacket with a two-inch headline: A QUARTER OF A MILLION, but he wouldn’t let himself read further because it would have spoilt the surprise.

I saw Mullins, as I say, go up the street on his way to Dean Drone’s. It was middle April and there was ragged snow on the streets, and the nights were dark still, and cold. I saw Mullins grit his teeth as he walked, and I know that he held in his coat pocket his own cheque for the hundred, with the condition taken off it, and he said that there were so many skunks in Mariposa that a man might as well be in the Head Office in the city.

The Dean came out to the little gate in the dark, — you could see the lamplight behind him from the open door of the rectory, — and he shook hands with Mullins and they went in together.


The Beacon on the Hill
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MULLINS SAID AFTERWARD that it was ever so much easier than he thought it would have been. The Dean, he said, was so quiet. Of course if Mr. Drone had started to swear at Mullins, or tried to strike him, it would have been much harder. But as it was he was so quiet that part of the time he hardly seemed to follow what Mullins was saying. So Mullins was glad of that, because it proved that the Dean wasn’t feeling disappointed as, in a way, he might have.

Indeed, the only time when the rector seemed animated and excited in the whole interview was when Mullins said that the campaign had been ruined by a lot of confounded mugwumps. Straight away the Dean asked if those mugwumps had really prejudiced the outcome of the campaign. Mullins said there was no doubt of it, and the Dean enquired if the presence of mugwumps was fatal in matters of endeavour, and Mullins said that it was. Then the rector asked if even one mugwump was, in the Christian sense, deleterious. Mullins said that one mugwump would kill anything. After that the Dean hardly spoke at all.

In fact, the rector presently said that he mustn’t detain Mullins too long and that he had detained him too long already and that Mullins must be weary from his train journey and that in cases of extreme weariness nothing but a sound sleep was of any avail; he himself, unfortunately, would not be able to avail himself of the priceless boon of slumber until he had first retired to his study to write some letters; so that Mullins, who had a certain kind of social quickness of intuition, saw that it was time to leave, and went away.

It was midnight as he went down the street, and a dark, still night. That can be stated positively because it came out in court afterwards. Mullins swore that it was a dark night; he admitted, under examination, that there may have been the stars, or at least some of the less important of them, though he had made no attempt, as brought out on cross-examination, to count them: there may have been, too, the electric lights, and Mullins was not willing to deny that it was quite possible that there was more or less moonlight. But that there was no light that night in the form of sunlight, Mullins was absolutely certain. All that, I say, came out in court.

But meanwhile the rector had gone upstairs to his study and had seated himself in front of his table to write his letters. It was here always that he wrote his sermons. From the window of the room you looked through the bare white maple trees to the sweeping outline of the church shadowed against the night sky, and beyond that, though far off, was the new cemetery where the rector walked of a Sunday (I think I told you why): beyond that again, for the window faced the east, there lay, at no very great distance, the New Jerusalem. There were no better things that a man might look towards from his study window, nor anything that could serve as a better aid to writing.

But this night the Dean’s letters must have been difficult indeed to write. For he sat beside the table holding his pen and with his head bent upon his other hand, and though he sometimes put a line or two on the paper, for the most part he sat motionless. The fact is that Dean Drone was not trying to write letters, but only one letter. He was writing a letter of resignation. If you have not done that for forty years it is extremely difficult to get the words.

So at least the Dean found it. First he wrote one set of words and then he sat and thought and wrote something else. But nothing seemed to suit.

The real truth was that Dean Drone, perhaps more than he knew himself, had a fine taste for words and effects, and when you feel that a situation is entirely out of the common, you naturally try, if you have that instinct, to give it the right sort of expression.

I believe that at the time when Rupert Drone had taken the medal in Greek over fifty years ago, it was only a twist of fate that had prevented him from becoming a great writer. There was a buried author in him just as there was a buried financier in Jefferson Thorpe. In fact, there were many people in Mariposa like that, and for all I know you may yourself have seen such elsewhere. For instance, I am certain that Billy Rawson, the telegraph operator at Mariposa, could easily have invented radium. In the same way one has only to read the advertisements of Mr. Gingham, the undertaker, to know that there is still in him a poet, who could have written on death far more attractive verses than the Thanatopsis of Cullen Bryant, and under a title less likely to offend the public and drive away custom. He has told me this himself.

So the Dean tried first this and then that and nothing would seem to suit. First of all he wrote:

“It is now forty years since I came among you, a youth full of life and hope and ardent in the work before me—” Then he paused, doubtful of the accuracy and clearness of the expression, read it over again and again in deep thought and then began again:

“It is now forty years since I came among you, a broken and melancholy boy, without life or hope, desiring only to devote to the service of this parish such few years as might remain of an existence blighted before it had truly begun—” And then again the Dean stopped. He read what he had written; he frowned; he crossed it through with his pen. This was no way to write, this thin egotistical strain of complaint. Once more he started:

“It is now forty years since I came among you, a man already tempered and trained, except possibly in mathematics—” And then again the rector paused and his mind drifted away to the memory of the Anglican professor that I spoke of, who had had so little sense of his higher mission as to omit the teaching of logarithms. And the rector mused so long that when he began again it seemed to him that it was simpler and better to discard the personal note altogether, and he wrote:

“There are times, gentlemen, in the life of a parish, when it comes to an epoch which brings it to a moment when it reaches a point—”

The Dean stuck fast again, but refusing this time to be beaten went resolutely on:

“ — reaches a point where the circumstances of the moment make the epoch such as to focus the life of the parish in that time.”

Then the Dean saw that he was beaten, and he knew that he not only couldn’t manage the parish but couldn’t say so in proper English, and of the two the last was the bitterer discovery.

He raised his head, and looked for a moment through the window at the shadow of the church against the night, so outlined that you could almost fancy that the light of the New Jerusalem was beyond it. Then he wrote, and this time not to the world at large but only to Mullins:

“My dear Harry, I want to resign my charge. Will you come over and help me?”

When the Dean at last rose from writing that, I think it was far on in the night. As he rose he looked again through the window, looked once and then once more, and so stood with widening eyes, and his face set towards what he saw.

What was that? That light in the sky there, eastward? — near or far he could not say. Was it already the dawn of the New Jerusalem brightening in the east, or was it — look — in the church itself, — what is that? — that dull red glow that shines behind the stained-glass windows, turning them to crimson? that fork of flame that breaks now from the casement and flashes upward, along the wood — and see — that sudden sheet of fire that springs the windows of the church with the roar of splintered glass and surges upward into the sky, till the dark night and the bare trees and sleeping street of Mariposa are all illumined with its glow!

Fire! Fire! and the sudden sound of the bell now, breaking upon the night.

So stood the Dean erect, with one hand pressed against the table for support, while the Mariposa fire bell struck out its warning to the sleeping town, — stood there while the street grew loud with the tumult of voices, — with the roaring gallop of the fire brigade, — with the harsh note of the gong — and over all other sounds, the great seething of the flames that tore their way into the beams and rafters of the pointed church and flared above it like a torch into the midnight sky.

So stood the Dean, and as the church broke thus into a very beacon kindled upon a hill, — sank forward without a sign, his face against the table, stricken.

You need to see a fire in a place such as Mariposa, a town still half of wood, to know what fire means. In the city it is all different. To the onlooker, at any rate, a fire is only a spectacle, nothing more. Everything is arranged, organized, certain. It is only once perhaps in a century that fire comes to a large city as it comes to the little wooden town like Mariposa as a great Terror of the Night.

That, at any rate, is what it meant in Mariposa that night in April, the night the Church of England Church burnt down. Had the fire gained but a hundred feet, or less, it could have reached from the driving shed behind the church to the backs of the wooden shops of the Main Street, and once there not all the waters of Lake Wissanotti could stay the course of its destruction. It was for that hundred feet that they fought, the men of Mariposa, from the midnight call of the bell till the slow coming of the day. They fought the fire, not to save the church, for that was doomed from the first outbreak of the flames, but to stop the spread of it and save the town. They fought it at the windows, and at the blazing doors, and through the yawning furnace of the open belfry; fought it, with the Mariposa engine thumping and panting in the street, itself aglow with fire like a servant demon fighting its own kind, with tall ladders reaching to the very roof, and with hose that poured their streams of tossing water foaming into the flames.

Most of all they fought to save the wooden driving shed behind the church from which the fire could leap into the heart of Mariposa. That was where the real fight was, for the life of the town. I wish you could have seen how they turned the hose against the shingles, ripping and tearing them from their places with the force of the driven water: how they mounted on the roof, axe in hand, and cut madly at the rafters to bring the building down, while the black clouds of smoke rolled in volumes about the men as they worked. You could see the fire horses harnessed with logging chains to the uprights of the shed to tear the building from its place.

Most of all I wish you could have seen Mr. Smith, proprietor, as I think you know, of Smith’s Hotel, there on the roof with a fireman’s helmet on, cutting through the main beam of solid cedar, twelve by twelve, that held tight still when the rafters and the roof tree were down already, the shed on fire in a dozen places, and the other men driven from the work by the flaming sparks, and by the strangle of the smoke. Not so Mr. Smith! See him there as he plants himself firm at the angle of the beams, and with the full impact of his two hundred and eighty pounds drives his axe into the wood! I tell you it takes a man from the pine country of the north to handle an axe! Right, left, left, right, down it comes, with never a pause or stay, never missing by a fraction of an inch the line of the stroke! At it, Smith! Down with it! Till with a shout from the crowd the beam gapes asunder, and Mr. Smith is on the ground again, roaring his directions to the men and horses as they haul down the shed, in a voice that dominates the fire itself.

Who made Mr. Smith the head and chief of the Mariposa fire brigade that night, I cannot say. I do not know even where he got the huge red helmet that he wore, nor had I ever heard till the night the church burnt down that Mr. Smith was a member of the fire brigade at all. But it’s always that way. Your little narrow-chested men may plan and organize, but when there is something to be done, something real, then it’s the man of size and weight that steps to the front every time. Look at Bismarck and Mr. Gladstone and President Taft and Mr. Smith, — the same thing in each case.

I suppose it was perfectly natural that just as soon as Mr. Smith came on the scene he put on somebody’s helmet and shouted his directions to the men and bossed the Mariposa fire brigade like Bismarck with the German parliament.

The fire had broken out late, late at night, and they fought it till the day. The flame of it lit up the town and the bare grey maple trees, and you could see in the light of it the broad sheet of the frozen lake, snow covered still. It kindled such a beacon as it burned that from the other side of the lake the people on the night express from the north could see it twenty miles away. It lit up such a testimony of flame that Mariposa has never seen the like of it before or since. Then when the roof crashed in and the tall steeple tottered and fell, so swift a darkness seemed to come that the grey trees and the frozen lake vanished in a moment as if blotted out of existence.

When the morning came the great church of Mariposa was nothing but a ragged group of walls with a sodden heap of bricks and blackened wood, still hissing here and there beneath the hose with the sullen anger of a conquered fire. Round the ruins of the fire walked the people of Mariposa next morning, and they pointed out where the wreck of the steeple had fallen, and where the bells of the church lay in a molten heap among the bricks, and they talked of the loss that it was and how many dollars it would take to rebuild the church, and whether it was insured and for how much. And there were at least fourteen people who had seen the fire first, and more than that who had given the first alarm, and ever so many who knew how fires of this sort could be prevented.

Most noticeable of all you could see the sidesmen and the wardens and Mullins, the chairman of the vestry, talking in little groups about the fire. Later in the day there came from the city the insurance men and the fire appraisers, and they too walked about the ruins, and talked with the wardens and the vestry men. There was such a luxury of excitement in the town that day that it was just as good as a public holiday.

But the strangest part of it was the unexpected sequel. I don’t know through what error of the Dean’s figures it happened, through what lack of mathematical training the thing turned out as it did. No doubt the memory of the mathematical professor was heavily to blame for it, but the solid fact is that the Church of England Church of Mariposa turned out to be insured for a hundred thousand, and there were the receipts and the vouchers, all signed and regular, just as they found them in a drawer of the rector’s study. There was no doubt about it. The insurance people might protest as they liked. The straight, plain fact was that the church was insured for about twice the whole amount of the cost and the debt and the rector’s salary and the boarding-school fees of the littlest of the Drones all put together.

There was a Whirlwind Campaign for you! Talk of raising money, — that was something like! I wonder if the universities and the city institutions that go round trying to raise money by the slow and painful method called a Whirlwind Campaign, that takes perhaps all day to raise fifty thousand dollars, ever thought of anything so beautifully simple as this.

The Greater Testimony that had lain so heavily on the congregation went flaming to its end, and burned up its debts and its obligations and enriched its worshippers by its destruction. Talk of a beacon on a hill! You can hardly beat that one.

I wish you could have seen how the wardens and the sidesmen and Mullins, the chairman of the vestry, smiled and chuckled at the thought of it. Hadn’t they said all along that all that was needed was a little faith and effort? And here it was, just as they said, and they’d been right after all.

Protest from the insurance people? Legal proceedings to prevent payment? My dear sir! I see you know nothing about the Mariposa court, in spite of the fact that I have already said that it was one of the most precise instruments of British fair play ever established. Why, Judge Pepperleigh disposed of the case and dismissed the protest of the company in less than fifteen minutes! Just what the jurisdiction of Judge Pepperleigh’s court is I don’t know, but I do know that in upholding the rights of a Christian congregation — I am quoting here the text of the decision — against the intrigues of a set of infernal skunks that make too much money, anyway, the Mariposa court is without an equal. Pepperleigh even threatened the plaintiffs with the penitentiary, or worse.

How the fire started no one ever knew. There was a queer story that went about to the effect that Mr. Smith and Mr. Gingham’s assistant had been seen very late that night carrying an automobile can of kerosene up the street. But that was amply disproved by the proceedings of the court, and by the evidence of Mr. Smith himself. He took his dying oath, — not his ordinary one as used in the License cases, but his dying one, — that he had not carried a can of kerosene up the street, and that anyway it was the rottenest kind of kerosene he had ever seen and no more use than so much molasses. So that point was settled.

Dean Drone? Did he get well again? Why, what makes you ask that? You mean, was his head at all affected after the stroke? No, it was not. Absolutely not. It was not affected in the least, though how anybody who knows him now in Mariposa could have the faintest idea that his mind was in any way impaired by the stroke is more than I can tell. The engaging of Mr. Uttermost, the curate, whom perhaps you have heard preach in the new church, had nothing whatever to do with Dean Drone’s head. It was merely a case of the pressure of overwork. It was felt very generally by the wardens that, in these days of specialization, the rector was covering too wide a field, and that if he should abandon some of the lesser duties of his office, he might devote his energies more intently to the Infant Class. That was all. You may hear him there any afternoon, talking to them, if you will stand under the maple trees and listen through the open windows of the new Infant School.

And, as for audiences, for intelligence, for attention — well, if I want to find listeners who can hear and understand about the great spaces of Lake Huron, let me tell of it, every time face to face with the blue eyes of the Infant Class, fresh from the infinity of spaces greater still. Talk of grown-up people all you like, but for listeners let me have the Infant Class with their pinafores and their Teddy Bears and their feet not even touching the floor, and Mr. Uttermost may preach to his heart’s content of the newer forms of doubt revealed by the higher criticism.

So you will understand that the Dean’s mind is, if anything, even keener, and his head even clearer than before. And if you want proof of it, notice him there beneath the plum blossoms reading in the Greek: he has told me that he finds that he can read, with the greatest ease, works in the Greek that seemed difficult before. Because his head is so clear now.

And sometimes, — when his head is very clear, — as he sits there reading beneath the plum blossoms he can hear them singing beyond, and his wife’s voice.


The Extraordinary Entanglement of Mr. Pupkin
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JUDGE PEPPERLEIGH LIVED in a big house with hardwood floors and a wide piazza that looked over the lake from the top of Oneida Street.

Every day about half-past five he used to come home from his office in the Mariposa Court House. On some days as he got near the house he would call out to his wife:

“Almighty Moses, Martha! who left the sprinkler on the grass?”

On other days he would call to her from quite a little distance off: “Hullo, mother! Got any supper for a hungry man?”

And Mrs. Pepperleigh never knew which it would be. On the days when he swore at the sprinkler you could see his spectacles flash like dynamite. But on the days when he called: “Hullo, mother,” they were simply irradiated with kindliness.

Some days, I say, he would cry out with a perfect whine of indignation: “Suffering Caesar! has that infernal dog torn up those geraniums again?” And other days you would hear him singing out: “Hullo, Rover! Well, doggie, well, old fellow!”

In the same way at breakfast, the judge, as he looked over the morning paper, would sometimes leap to his feet with a perfect howl of suffering, and cry: “Everlasting Moses! the Liberals have carried East Elgin.” Or else he would lean back from the breakfast table with the most good-humoured laugh you ever heard and say: “Ha! ha! the Conservatives have carried South Norfolk.”

And yet he was perfectly logical, when you come to think of it. After all, what is more annoying to a sensitive, highly-strung man than an infernal sprinkler playing all over the place, and what more agreeable to a good-natured, even-tempered fellow than a well-prepared supper? Or, what is more likeable than one’s good, old, affectionate dog bounding down the path from sheer delight at seeing you, — or more execrable than an infernal whelp that has torn up the geraniums and is too old to keep, anyway?

As for politics, well, it all seemed reasonable enough. When the Conservatives got in anywhere, Pepperleigh laughed and enjoyed it, simply because it does one good to see a straight, fine, honest fight where the best man wins. When a Liberal got in, it made him mad, and he said so, — not, mind you, from any political bias, for his office forbid it, — but simply because one can’t bear to see the country go absolutely to the devil.

I suppose, too, it was partly the effect of sitting in court all day listening to cases. One gets what you might call the judicial temper of mind. Pepperleigh had it so strongly developed that I’ve seen him kick a hydrangea pot to pieces with his foot because the accursed thing wouldn’t flower. He once threw the canary cage clear into the lilac bushes because the “blasted bird wouldn’t stop singing.” It was a straight case of judicial temper. Lots of judges have it, developed in just the same broad, all-round way as with Judge Pepperleigh.

I think it must be passing sentences that does it. Anyway, Pepperleigh had the aptitude for passing sentences so highly perfected that he spent his whole time at it inside of court and out. I’ve heard him hand out sentences for the Sultan of Turkey and Mrs. Pankhurst and the Emperor of Germany that made one’s blood run cold. He would sit there on the piazza of a summer evening reading the paper, with dynamite sparks flying from his spectacles as he sentenced the Czar of Russia to ten years in the salt mines — and made it fifteen a few minutes afterwards. Pepperleigh always read the foreign news — the news of things that he couldn’t alter — as a form of wild and stimulating torment.

So you can imagine that in some ways the judge’s house was a pretty difficult house to go to. I mean you can see how awfully hard it must have been for Mr. Pupkin. I tell you it took some nerve to step up on that piazza and say, in a perfectly natural, off-hand way: “Oh, how do you do, judge? Is Miss Zena in? No, I won’t stay, thanks; I think I ought to be going. I simply called.” A man who can do that has got to have a pretty fair amount of savoir what do you call it, and he’s got to be mighty well shaved and have his cameo pin put in his tie at a pretty undeniable angle before he can tackle it. Yes, and even then he may need to hang round behind the lilac bushes for half an hour first, and cool off. And he’s apt to make pretty good time down Oneida Street on the way back.

Still, that’s what you call love, and if you’ve got it, and are well shaved, and your boots well blacked, you can do things that seem almost impossible. Yes, you can do anything, even if you do trip over the dog in getting off the piazza.

Don’t suppose for a moment that Judge Pepperleigh was an unapproachable or a harsh man always and to everybody. Even Mr. Pupkin had to admit that that couldn’t be so. To know that, you had only to see Zena Pepperleigh put her arm round his neck and call him Daddy. She would do that even when there were two or three young men sitting on the edge of the piazza. You know, I think, the way they sit on the edge in Mariposa. It is meant to indicate what part of the family they have come to see. Thus when George Duff, the bank manager, came up to the Pepperleigh house, he always sat in a chair on the verandah and talked to the judge. But when Pupkin or Mallory Tompkins or any fellow like that came, he sat down in a sidelong fashion on the edge of the boards and then they knew exactly what he was there for. If he knew the house well, he leaned his back against the verandah post and smoked a cigarette. But that took nerve.

But I am afraid that this is a digression, and, of course, you know all about it just as well as I do. All that I was trying to say was that I don’t suppose that the judge had ever spoken a cross word to Zena in his life. — Oh, he threw her novel over the grape-vine, I don’t deny that, but then why on earth should a girl read trash like the Errant Quest of the Palladin Pilgrim, and the Life of Sir Galahad, when the house was full of good reading like The Life of Sir John A. Macdonald, and Pioneer Days in Tecumseh Township?

Still, what I mean is that the judge never spoke harshly to Zena, except perhaps under extreme provocation; and I am quite sure that he never, never had to Neil. But then what father ever would want to speak angrily to such a boy as Neil Pepperleigh? The judge took no credit himself for that; the finest grown boy in the whole county and so broad and big that they took him into the Missinaba Horse when he was only seventeen. And clever, — so clever that he didn’t need to study; so clever that he used to come out at the foot of the class in mathematics at the Mariposa high school through sheer surplus of brain power. I’ve heard the judge explain it a dozen times. Why, Neil was so clever that he used to be able to play billiards at the Mariposa House all evening when the other boys had to stay at home and study.

Such a powerful looking fellow, too! Everybody in Mariposa remembers how Neil Pepperleigh smashed in the face of Peter McGinnis, the Liberal organizer, at the big election — you recall it — when the old Macdonald Government went out. Judge Pepperleigh had to try him for it the next morning — his own son. They say there never was such a scene even in the Mariposa court. There was, I believe, something like it on a smaller scale in Roman history, but it wasn’t half as dramatic. I remember Judge Pepperleigh leaning forward to pass the sentence, — for a judge is bound, you know, by his oath, — and how grave he looked and yet so proud and happy, like a man doing his duty and sustained by it, and he said:

“My boy, you are innocent. You smashed in Peter McGinnis’s face, but you did it without criminal intent. You put a face on him, by Jehoshaphat! that he won’t lose for six months, but you did it without evil purpose or malign design. My boy, look up! Give me your hand! You leave this court without a stain upon your name.”

They said it was one of the most moving scenes ever enacted in the Mariposa Court.

But the strangest thing is that if the judge had known what every one else in Mariposa knew, it would have broken his heart. If he could have seen Neil with the drunken flush on his face in the billiard room of the Mariposa House, — if he had known, as every one else did, that Neil was crazed with drink the night he struck the Liberal organizer when the old Macdonald Government went out, — if he could have known that even on that last day Neil was drunk when he rode with the Missinaba Horse to the station to join the Third Contingent for the war, and all the street of the little town was one great roar of people — 

But the judge never knew, and now he never will. For if you could find it in the meanness of your soul to tell him, it would serve no purpose now except to break his heart, and there would rise up to rebuke you the pictured vision of an untended grave somewhere in the great silences of South Africa.

Did I say above, or seem to imply, that the judge sometimes spoke harshly to his wife? Or did you gather for a minute that her lot was one to lament over or feel sorry for? If so, it just shows that you know nothing about such things, and that marriage, at least as it exists in Mariposa, is a sealed book to you. You are as ignorant as Miss Spiffkins, the biology teacher at the high school, who always says how sorry she is for Mrs. Pepperleigh. You get that impression simply because the judge howled like an Algonquin Indian when he saw the sprinkler running on the lawn. But are you sure you know the other side of it? Are you quite sure when you talk like Miss Spiffkins does about the rights of it, that you are taking all things into account? You might have thought differently perhaps of the Pepperleighs, anyway, if you had been there that evening when the judge came home to his wife with one hand pressed to his temple and in the other the cablegram that said that Neil had been killed in action in South Africa. That night they sat together with her hand in his, just as they had sat together thirty years ago when he was a law student in the city.

Go and tell Miss Spiffkins that! Hydrangeas, — canaries, — temper, — blazes! What does Miss Spiffkins know about it all?

But in any case, if you tried to tell Judge Pepperleigh about Neil now he wouldn’t believe it. He’d laugh it to scorn. That is Neil’s picture, in uniform, hanging in the dining-room beside the Fathers of Confederation. That military-looking man in the picture beside him is General Kitchener, whom you may perhaps have heard of, for he was very highly spoken of in Neil’s letters. All round the room, in fact, and still more in the judge’s library upstairs, you will see pictures of South Africa and the departure of the Canadians (there are none of the return), and of Mounted Infantry and of Unmounted Cavalry and a lot of things that only soldiers and the fathers of soldiers know about.

So you can realize that for a fellow who isn’t military, and who wears nothing nearer to a uniform than a daffodil tennis blazer, the judge’s house is a devil of a house to come to.

I think you remember young Mr. Pupkin, do you not? I have referred to him several times already as the junior teller in the Exchange Bank. But if you know Mariposa at all you have often seen him. You have noticed him, I am sure, going for the bank mail in the morning in an office suit effect of clinging grey with a gold necktie pin shaped like a riding whip. You have seen him often enough going down to the lake front after supper, in tennis things, smoking a cigarette and with a paddle and a crimson canoe cushion under his arm. You have seen him entering Dean Drone’s church in a top hat and a long frock coat nearly to his feet. You have seen him, perhaps, playing poker in Peter Glover’s room over the hardware store and trying to look as if he didn’t hold three aces, — in fact, giving absolutely no sign of it beyond the wild flush in his face and the fact that his hair stands on end.

That kind of reticence is a thing you simply have to learn in banking. I mean, if you’ve got to be in a position where you know for a fact that the Mariposa Packing Company’s account is overdrawn by sixty-four dollars, and yet daren’t say anything about it, not even to the girls that you play tennis with, — I don’t say, not a casual hint as a reference, but not really tell them, not, for instance, bring down the bank ledger to the tennis court and show them, — you learn a sort of reticence and self-control that people outside of banking circles never can attain.

Why, I’ve known Pupkin at the Fireman’s Ball lean against the wall in his dress suit and talk away to Jim Eliot, the druggist, without giving the faintest hint or indication that Eliot’s note for twenty-seven dollars had been protested that very morning. Not a hint of it. I don’t say he didn’t mention it, in a sort of way, in the supper room, just to one or two, but I mean there was nothing in the way he leant up against the wall to suggest it.

But, however, I don’t mention that as either for or against Mr. Pupkin. That sort of thing is merely the A B C of banking, as he himself told me when explaining why it was that he hesitated to divulge the exact standing of the Mariposa Carriage Company. Of course, once you get past the A B C you can learn a lot that is mighty interesting.

So I think that if you know Mariposa and understand even the rudiments of banking, you are perfectly acquainted with Mr. Pupkin. What? You remember him as being in love with Miss Lawson, the high school teacher? In love with HER? What a ridiculous idea. You mean merely because on the night when the Mariposa Belle sank with every soul on board, Pupkin put off from the town in a skiff to rescue Miss Lawson. Oh, but you’re quite wrong. That wasn’t LOVE. I’ve heard Pupkin explain it himself a dozen times. That sort of thing, — paddling out to a sinking steamer at night in a crazy skiff, — may indicate a sort of attraction, but not real love, not what Pupkin came to feel afterwards. Indeed, when he began to think of it, it wasn’t even attraction, it was merely respect, — that’s all it was. And anyway, that was long before, six or seven months back, and Pupkin admitted that at the time he was a mere boy.

Mr. Pupkin, I must explain, lived with Mallory Tompkins in rooms over the Exchange Bank, on the very top floor, the third, with Mullins’s own rooms below them. Extremely comfortable quarters they were, with two bedrooms and a sitting-room that was all fixed up with snowshoes and tennis rackets on the walls and dance programmes and canoe club badges and all that sort of thing.

Mallory Tompkins was a young man with long legs and check trousers who worked on the Mariposa Times-Herald. That was what gave him his literary taste. He used to read Ibsen and that other Dutch author — Bumstone Bumstone, isn’t it? — and you can judge that he was a mighty intellectual fellow. He was so intellectual that he was, as he himself admitted, a complete eggnostic. He and Pupkin used to have the most tremendous arguments about creation and evolution, and how if you study at a school of applied science you learn that there’s no hell beyond the present life.

Mallory Tompkins used to prove absolutely that the miracles were only electricity, and Pupkin used to admit that it was an awfully good argument, but claimed that he had heard it awfully well answered in a sermon, though unfortunately he had forgotten how.

Tompkins used to show that the flood was contrary to geology, and Pupkin would acknowledge that the point was an excellent one, but that he had read a book, — the title of which he ought to have written down, — which explained geology away altogether.

Mallory Tompkins generally got the best of the merely logical side of the arguments, but Pupkin — who was a tremendous Christian — was much stronger in the things he had forgotten. So the discussions often lasted till far into the night, and Mr. Pupkin would fall asleep and dream of a splendid argument, which would have settled the whole controversy, only unfortunately he couldn’t recall it in the morning.

Of course, Pupkin would never have thought of considering himself on an intellectual par with Mallory Tompkins. That would have been ridiculous. Mallory Tompkins had read all sorts of things and had half a mind to write a novel himself — either that or a play. All he needed, he said, was to have a chance to get away somewhere by himself and think. Every time he went away to the city Pupkin expected that he might return with the novel all finished; but though he often came back with his eyes red from thinking, the novel as yet remained incomplete.

Meantime, Mallory Tompkins, as I say, was a mighty intellectual fellow. You could see that from the books on the bamboo bookshelves in the sitting-room. There was, for instance, the “Encyclopaedia Metropolitana” in forty volumes, that he bought on the instalment plan for two dollars a month. Then when they took that away, there was the “History of Civilization,” in fifty volumes at fifty cents a week for fifty years. Tompkins had read in it half-way through the Stone Age before they took it from him. After that there was the “Lives of the Painters,” one volume at a time — a splendid thing in which you could read all about Aahrens, and Aachenthal, and Aax and men of that class.

After all, there’s nothing like educating oneself. Mallory Tompkins knew about the opening period of all sorts of things, and in regard to people whose names began with “A” you couldn’t stick him.

I don’t mean that he and Mr. Pupkin lived a mere routine of studious evenings. That would be untrue. Quite often their time was spent in much less commendable ways than that, and there were poker parties in their sitting-room that didn’t break up till nearly midnight. Card-playing, after all, is a slow business, unless you put money on it, and, besides, if you are in a bank and are handling money all day, gambling has a fascination.

I’ve seen Pupkin and Mallory Tompkins and Joe Milligan, the dentist, and Mitchell the ticket agent, and the other “boys” sitting round the table with matches enough piled up in front of them to stock a factory. Ten matches counted for one chip and ten chips made a cent — so you see they weren’t merely playing for the fun of the thing. Of course it’s a hollow pleasure. You realize that when you wake up at night parched with thirst, ten thousand matches to the bad. But banking is a wild life and everybody knows it.

Sometimes Pupkin would swear off and keep away from the cursed thing for weeks, and then perhaps he’d see by sheer accident a pile of matches on the table, or a match lying on the floor and it would start the craze in him. I am using his own words — a “craze” — that’s what he called it when he told Miss Lawson all about it, and she promised to cure him of it. She would have, too. Only, as I say, Pupkin found that what he had mistaken for attraction was only respect. And there’s no use worrying a woman that you respect about your crazes.

It was from Mallory Tompkins that Pupkin learned all about the Mariposa people, because Pupkin came from away off — somewhere down in the Maritime Provinces — and didn’t know a soul. Mallory Tompkins used to tell him about Judge Pepperleigh, and what a wonderfully clever man he was and how he would have been in the Supreme Court for certain if the Conservative Government had stayed in another fifteen or twenty years instead of coming to a premature end. He used to talk so much about the Pepperleighs, that Pupkin was sick of the very name. But just as soon as he had seen Zena Pepperleigh he couldn’t hear enough of them. He would have talked with Tompkins for hours about the judge’s dog Rover. And as for Zena, if he could have brought her name over his lips, he would have talked of her forever.

He first saw her — by one of the strangest coincidences in the world — on the Main Street of Mariposa. If he hadn’t happened to be going up the street and she to be coming down it, the thing wouldn’t have happened. Afterwards they both admitted that it was one of the most peculiar coincidences they ever heard of. Pupkin owned that he had had the strangest feeling that morning as if something were going to happen — a feeling not at all to be classed with the one of which he had once spoken to Miss Lawson, and which was, at the most, a mere anticipation of respect.

But, as I say, Pupkin met Zena Pepperleigh on the 26th of June, at twenty-five minutes to eleven. And at once the whole world changed. The past was all blotted out. Even in the new forty volume edition of the “Instalment Record of Humanity” that Mallory Tompkins had just received — Pupkin wouldn’t have bothered with it.

She — that word henceforth meant Zena — had just come back from her boarding-school, and of all times of year coming back from a boarding-school and for wearing a white shirt waist and a crimson tie and for carrying a tennis racket on the stricken street of a town — commend me to the month of June in Mariposa.

And, for Pupkin, straight away the whole town was irradiated with sunshine, and there was such a singing of the birds, and such a dancing of the rippled waters of the lake, and such a kindliness in the faces of all the people, that only those who have lived in Mariposa, and been young there, can know at all what he felt.

The simple fact is that just the moment he saw Zena Pepperleigh, Mr. Pupkin was clean, plumb, straight, flat, absolutely in love with her.

Which fact is so important that it would be folly not to close the chapter and think about it.


The Fore-ordained Attachment of Zena Pepperleigh and Peter Pupkin

[image: img22.jpg]

ZENA PEPPERLEIGH USED to sit reading novels on the piazza of the judge’s house, half hidden by the Virginia creepers. At times the book would fall upon her lap and there was such a look of unstilled yearning in her violet eyes that it did not entirely disappear even when she picked up the apple that lay beside her and took another bite out of it.

With hands clasped she would sit there dreaming all the beautiful day-dreams of girlhood. When you saw that faraway look in her eyes, it meant that she was dreaming that a plumed and armoured knight was rescuing her from the embattled keep of a castle beside the Danube. At other times she was being borne away by an Algerian corsair over the blue waters of the Mediterranean and was reaching out her arms towards France to say farewell to it.

Sometimes when you noticed a sweet look of resignation that seemed to rest upon her features, it meant that Lord Ronald de Chevereux was kneeling at her feet, and that she was telling him to rise, that her humbler birth must ever be a bar to their happiness, and Lord Ronald was getting into an awful state about it, as English peers do at the least suggestion of anything of the sort.

Or, if it wasn’t that, then her lover had just returned to her side, tall and soldierly and sunburned, after fighting for ten years in the Soudan for her sake, and had come back to ask her for her answer and to tell her that for ten years her face had been with him even in the watches of the night. He was asking her for a sign, any kind of sign, — ten years in the Soudan entitles them to a sign, — and Zena was plucking a white rose, just one, from her hair, when she would hear her father’s step on the piazza and make a grab for the Pioneers of Tecumseh Township, and start reading it like mad.

She was always, as I say, being rescued and being borne away, and being parted, and reaching out her arms to France and to Spain, and saying good-bye forever to Valladolid or the old grey towers of Hohenbranntwein.

And I don’t mean that she was in the least exceptional or romantic, because all the girls in Mariposa were just like that. An Algerian corsair could have come into the town and had a dozen of them for the asking, and as for a wounded English officer, — well, perhaps it’s better not to talk about it outside or the little town would become a regular military hospital.

Because, mind you, the Mariposa girls are all right. You’ve only to look at them to realize that. You see, you can get in Mariposa a print dress of pale blue or pale pink for a dollar twenty that looks infinitely better than anything you ever see in the city, — especially if you can wear with it a broad straw hat and a background of maple trees and the green grass of a tennis court. And if you remember, too, that these are cultivated girls who have all been to the Mariposa high school and can do decimal fractions, you will understand that an Algerian corsair would sharpen his scimitar at the very sight of them.

Don’t think either that they are all dying to get married; because they are not. I don’t say they wouldn’t take an errant knight, or a buccaneer or a Hungarian refugee, but for the ordinary marriages of ordinary people they feel nothing but a pitying disdain. So it is that each one of them in due time marries an enchanted prince and goes to live in one of the little enchanted houses in the lower part of the town.

I don’t know whether you know it, but you can rent an enchanted house in Mariposa for eight dollars a month, and some of the most completely enchanted are the cheapest. As for the enchanted princes, they find them in the strangest places, where you never expected to see them, working — under a spell, you understand, — in drug-stores and printing offices, and even selling things in shops. But to be able to find them you have first to read ever so many novels about Sir Galahad and the Errant Quest and that sort of thing.

Naturally then Zena Pepperleigh, as she sat on the piazza, dreamed of bandits and of wounded officers and of Lord Ronalds riding on foam-flecked chargers. But that she ever dreamed of a junior bank teller in a daffodil blazer riding past on a bicycle, is pretty hard to imagine. So, when Mr. Pupkin came tearing past up the slope of Oneida Street at a speed that proved that he wasn’t riding there merely to pass the house, I don’t suppose that Zena Pepperleigh was aware of his existence.

That may be a slight exaggeration. She knew, perhaps, that he was the new junior teller in the Exchange Bank and that he came from the Maritime Provinces, and that nobody knew who his people were, and that he had never been in a canoe in his life till he came to Mariposa, and that he sat four pews back in Dean Drone’s church, and that his salary was eight hundred dollars. Beyond that, she didn’t know a thing about him. She presumed, however, that the reason why he went past so fast was because he didn’t dare to go slow.

This, of course, was perfectly correct. Ever since the day when Mr. Pupkin met Zena in the Main Street he used to come past the house on his bicycle just after bank hours. He would have gone past twenty times a day but he was afraid to. As he came up Oneida Street, he used to pedal faster and faster, — he never meant to, but he couldn’t help it, — till he went past the piazza where Zena was sitting at an awful speed with his little yellow blazer flying in the wind. In a second he had disappeared in a buzz and a cloud of dust, and the momentum of it carried him clear out into the country for miles and miles before he ever dared to pause or look back.

Then Mr. Pupkin would ride in a huge circuit about the country, trying to think he was looking at the crops, and sooner or later his bicycle would be turned towards the town again and headed for Oneida Street, and would get going quicker and quicker and quicker, till the pedals whirled round with a buzz and he came past the judge’s house again, like a bullet out of a gun. He rode fifteen miles to pass the house twice, and even then it took all the nerve that he had.

The people on Oneida Street thought that Mr. Pupkin was crazy, but Zena Pepperleigh knew that he was not. Already, you see, there was a sort of dim parallel between the passing of the bicycle and the last ride of Tancred the Inconsolable along the banks of the Danube.

I have already mentioned, I think, how Mr. Pupkin and Zena Pepperleigh first came to know one another. Like everything else about them, it was a sheer matter of coincidence, quite inexplicable unless you understand that these things are fore-ordained.

That, of course, is the way with fore-ordained affairs and that’s where they differ from ordinary love.

I won’t even try to describe how Mr. Pupkin felt when he first spoke with Zena and sat beside her as they copied out the “endless chain” letter asking for ten cents. They wrote out, as I said, no less than eight of the letters between them, and they found out that their handwritings were so alike that you could hardly tell them apart, except that Pupkin’s letters were round and Zena’s letters were pointed and Pupkin wrote straight up and down and Zena wrote on a slant. Beyond that the writing was so alike that it was the strangest coincidence in the world. Of course when they made figures it was different and Pupkin explained to Zena that in the bank you have to be able to make a seven so that it doesn’t look like a nine.

So, as I say, they wrote the letters all afternoon and when it was over they walked up Oneida Street together, ever so slowly. When they got near the house, Zena asked Pupkin to come in to tea, with such an easy off-hand way that you couldn’t have told that she was half an hour late and was taking awful chances on the judge. Pupkin hadn’t had time to say yes before the judge appeared at the door, just as they were stepping up on to the piazza, and he had a table napkin in his hand and the dynamite sparks were flying from his spectacles as he called out:

“Great heaven! Zena, why in everlasting blazes can’t you get in to tea at a Christian hour?”

Zena gave one look of appeal to Pupkin, and Pupkin looked one glance of comprehension, and turned and fled down Oneida Street. And if the scene wasn’t quite as dramatic as the renunciation of Tancred the Troubadour, it at least had something of the same elements in it.

Pupkin walked home to his supper at the Mariposa House on air, and that evening there was a gentle distance in his manner towards Sadie, the dining-room girl, that I suppose no bank clerk in Mariposa ever showed before. It was like Sir Galahad talking with the tire-women of Queen Guinevere and receiving huckleberry pie at their hands.

After that Mr. Pupkin and Zena Pepperleigh constantly met together. They played tennis as partners on the grass court behind Dr. Gallagher’s house, — the Mariposa Tennis Club rent it, you remember, for fifty cents a month, — and Pupkin used to perform perfect prodigies of valour, leaping in the air to serve with his little body hooked like a letter S. Sometimes, too, they went out on Lake Wissanotti in the evening in Pupkin’s canoe, with Zena sitting in the bow and Pupkin paddling in the stern and they went out ever so far and it was after dark and the stars were shining before they came home. Zena would look at the stars and say how infinitely far away they seemed, and Pupkin would realize that a girl with a mind like that couldn’t have any use for a fool such as him. Zena used to ask him to point out the Pleiades and Jupiter and Ursa minor, and Pupkin showed her exactly where they were. That impressed them both tremendously, because Pupkin didn’t know that Zena remembered the names out of the astronomy book at her boarding-school, and Zena didn’t know that Pupkin simply took a chance on where the stars were.

And ever so many times they talked so intimately that Pupkin came mighty near telling her about his home in the Maritime Provinces and about his father and mother, and then kicked himself that he hadn’t the manliness to speak straight out about it and take the consequences.

Please don’t imagine from any of this that the course of Mr. Pupkin’s love ran smooth. On the contrary, Pupkin himself felt that it was absolutely hopeless from the start.

There were, it might be admitted, certain things that seemed to indicate progress.

In the course of the months of June and July and August, he had taken Zena out in his canoe thirty-one times. Allowing an average of two miles for each evening, Pupkin had paddled Zena sixty-two miles, or more than a hundred thousand yards. That surely was something.

He had played tennis with her on sixteen afternoons. Three times he had left his tennis racket up at the judge’s house in Zena’s charge, and once he had, with her full consent, left his bicycle there all night. This must count for something. No girl could trifle with a man to the extent of having his bicycle leaning against the verandah post all night and mean nothing by it.

More than that — he had been to tea at the judge’s house fourteen times, and seven times he had been asked by Lilian Drone to the rectory when Zena was coming, and five times by Nora Gallagher to tea at the doctor’s house because Zena was there.

Altogether he had eaten so many meals where Zena was that his meal ticket at the Mariposa lasted nearly double its proper time, and the face of Sadie, the dining-room girl, had grown to wear a look of melancholy resignation; sadder than romance.

Still more than that, Pupkin had bought for Zena, reckoning it altogether, about two buckets of ice cream and perhaps half a bushel of chocolate. Not that Pupkin grudged the expense of it. On the contrary, over and above the ice cream and the chocolate he had bought her a white waistcoat and a walking stick with a gold top, a lot of new neckties and a pair of patent leather boots — that is, they were all bought on account of her, which is the same thing.

Add to all this that Pupkin and Zena had been to the Church of England Church nearly every Sunday evening for two months, and one evening they had even gone to the Presbyterian Church “for fun,” which, if you know Mariposa, you will realize to be a wild sort of escapade that ought to speak volumes.

Yet in spite of this, Pupkin felt that the thing was hopeless: which only illustrates the dreadful ups and downs, the wild alternations of hope and despair that characterise an exceptional affair of this sort.

Yes, it was hopeless.

Every time that Pupkin watched Zena praying in church, he knew that she was too good for him. Every time that he came to call for her and found her reading Browning and Omar Khayyam he knew that she was too clever for him. And every time that he saw her at all he realized that she was too beautiful for him.

You see, Pupkin knew that he wasn’t a hero. When Zena would clasp her hands and talk rapturously about crusaders and soldiers and firemen and heroes generally, Pupkin knew just where he came in. Not in it, that was all. If a war could have broken out in Mariposa, or the judge’s house been invaded by the Germans, he might have had a chance, but as it was — hopeless.

Then there was Zena’s father. Heaven knows Pupkin tried hard to please the judge. He agreed with every theory that Judge Pepperleigh advanced, and that took a pretty pliable intellect in itself. They denounced female suffrage one day and they favoured it the next. One day the judge would claim that the labour movement was eating out the heart of the country, and the next day he would hold that the hope of the world lay in the organization of the toiling masses. Pupkin shifted his opinions like the glass in a kaleidoscope. Indeed, the only things on which he was allowed to maintain a steadfast conviction were the purity of the Conservative party of Canada and the awful wickedness of the recall of judges.

But with all that the judge was hardly civil to Pupkin. He hadn’t asked him to the house till Zena brought him there, though, as a rule, all the bank clerks in Mariposa treated Judge Pepperleigh’s premises as their own. He used to sit and sneer at Pupkin after he had gone till Zena would throw down the Pioneers of Tecumseh Township in a temper and flounce off the piazza to her room. After which the judge’s manner would change instantly and he would relight his corn cob pipe and sit and positively beam with contentment. In all of which there was something so mysterious as to prove that Mr. Pupkin’s chances were hopeless.

Nor was that all of it. Pupkin’s salary was eight hundred dollars a year and the Exchange Bank limit for marriage was a thousand.

I suppose you are aware of the grinding capitalistic tyranny of the banks in Mariposa whereby marriage is put beyond the reach of ever so many mature and experienced men of nineteen and twenty and twenty-one, who are compelled to go on eating on a meal ticket at the Mariposa House and living over the bank to suit the whim of a group of capitalists.

Whenever Pupkin thought of this two hundred dollars he understood all that it meant by social unrest. In fact, he interpreted all forms of social discontent in terms of it. Russian Anarchism, German Socialism, the Labour Movement, Henry George, Lloyd George, — he understood the whole lot of them by thinking of his two hundred dollars.

When I tell you that at this period Mr. Pupkin read Memoirs of the Great Revolutionists and even thought of blowing up Henry Mullins with dynamite, you can appreciate his state of mind.

But not even by all these hindrances and obstacles to his love for Zena Pepperleigh would Peter Pupkin have been driven to commit suicide (oh, yes; he committed it three times, as I’m going to tell you), had it not been for another thing that he knew stood once and for all and in cold reality between him and Zena.

He felt it in a sort of way, as soon as he knew her. Each time that he tried to talk to her about his home and his father and mother and found that something held him back, he realized more and more the kind of thing that stood between them. Most of all did he realize it, with a sudden sickness of heart, when he got word that his father and mother wanted to come to Mariposa to see him and he had all he could do to head them off from it.

Why? Why stop them? The reason was, simple enough, that Pupkin was ashamed of them, bitterly ashamed. The picture of his mother and father turning up in Mariposa and being seen by his friends there and going up to the Pepperleigh’s house made him feel faint with shame.

No, I don’t say it wasn’t wrong. It only shows what difference of fortune, the difference of being rich and being poor, means in this world. You perhaps have been so lucky that you cannot appreciate what it means to feel shame at the station of your own father and mother. You think it doesn’t matter, that honesty and kindliness of heart are all that counts. That only shows that you have never known some of the bitterest feelings of people less fortunate than yourself.

So it was with Mr. Pupkin. When he thought of his father and mother turning up in Mariposa, his face reddened with unworthy shame.

He could just picture the scene! He could see them getting out of their Limousine touring car, with the chauffeur holding open the door for them, and his father asking for a suite of rooms, — just think of it, a suite of rooms! — at the Mariposa House.

The very thought of it turned him ill.

What! You have mistaken my meaning? Ashamed of them because they were poor? Good heavens, no, but because they were rich! And not rich in the sense in which they use the term in Mariposa, where a rich person merely means a man who has money enough to build a house with a piazza and to have everything he wants; but rich in the other sense, — motor cars, Ritz hotels, steam yachts, summer islands and all that sort of thing.

Why, Pupkin’s father, — what’s the use of trying to conceal it any longer? — was the senior partner in the law firm of Pupkin, Pupkin and Pupkin. If you know the Maritime Provinces at all, you’ve heard of the Pupkins. The name is a household word from Chedabucto to Chidabecto. And, for the matter of that, the law firm and the fact that Pupkin senior had been an Attorney General was the least part of it. Attorney General! Why, there’s no money in that! It’s no better than the Senate. No, no, Pupkin senior, like so many lawyers, was practically a promoter, and he blew companies like bubbles, and when he wasn’t in the Maritime Provinces he was in Boston and New York raising money and floating loans, and when they had no money left in New York he floated it in London: and when he had it, he floated on top of it big rafts of lumber on the Miramichi and codfish on the Grand Banks and lesser fish in the Fundy Bay. You’ve heard perhaps of the Tidal Transportation Company, and Fundy Fisheries Corporation, and the Paspebiac Pulp and Paper Unlimited? Well, all of those were Pupkin senior under other names. So just imagine him in Mariposa! Wouldn’t he be utterly foolish there? Just imagine him meeting Jim Eliot and treating him like a druggist merely because he ran a drug store! or speaking to Jefferson Thorpe as if he were a barber simply because he shaved for money! Why, a man like that could ruin young Pupkin in Mariposa in half a day, and Pupkin knew it.

That wouldn’t matter so much, but think of the Pepperleighs and Zena! Everything would be over with them at once. Pupkin knew just what the judge thought of riches and luxuries. How often had he heard the judge pass sentences of life imprisonment on Pierpont Morgan and Mr. Rockefeller. How often had Pupkin heard him say that any man who received more than three thousand dollars a year (that was the judicial salary in the Missinaba district) was a mere robber, unfit to shake the hand of an honest man. Bitter! I should think he was! He was not so bitter, perhaps, as Mr. Muddleson, the principal of the Mariposa high school, who said that any man who received more than fifteen hundred dollars was a public enemy. He was certainly not so bitter as Trelawney, the post-master, who said that any man who got from society more than thirteen hundred dollars (apart from a legitimate increase in recognition of a successful election) was a danger to society. Still, he was bitter. They all were in Mariposa. Pupkin could just imagine how they would despise his father!

And Zena! That was the worst of all. How often had, Pupkin heard her say that she simply hated diamonds wouldn’t wear them, despised them, wouldn’t give a thank you for a whole tiara of them! As for motor cars and steam yachts, — well, it was pretty plain that that sort of thing had no chance with Zena Pepperleigh. Why, she had told Pupkin one night in the canoe that she would only marry a man who was poor and had his way to make and would hew down difficulties for her sake. And when Pupkin couldn’t answer the argument she was quite cross and silent all the way home.

What was Peter Pupkin doing, then, at eight hundred dollars in a bank in Mariposa? If you ask that, it means that you know nothing of the life of the Maritime Provinces and the sturdy temper of the people. I suppose there are no people in the world who hate luxury and extravagance and that sort of thing quite as much as the Maritime Province people, and, of them, no one hated luxury more than Pupkin senior.

Don’t mistake the man. He wore a long sealskin coat in winter, yes; but mark you, not as a matter of luxury, but merely as a question of his lungs. He smoked, I admit it, a thirty-five cent cigar, not because he preferred it, but merely through a delicacy of the thorax that made it imperative. He drank champagne at lunch, I concede the point, not in the least from the enjoyment of it, but simply on account of a peculiar affection of the tongue and lips that positively dictated it. His own longing — and his wife shared it — was for the simple, simple life — an island somewhere, with birds and trees. They had bought three or four islands — one in the St. Lawrence, and two in the Gulf, and one off the coast of Maine — looking for this sort of thing. Pupkin senior often said that he wanted to have some place that would remind him of the little old farm up the Aroostook where he was brought up. He often bought little old farms, just to try them, but they always turned out to be so near a city that he cut them into real estate lots, without even having had time to look at them.

But — and this is where the emphasis lay — in the matter of luxury for his only son, Peter, Pupkin senior was a Maritime Province man right to the core, with all the hardihood of the United Empire Loyalists ingrained in him. No luxury for that boy! No, sir! From his childhood, Pupkin senior had undertaken, at the least sign of luxury, to “tan it out of him,” after the fashion still in vogue in the provinces. Then he sent him to an old-fashioned school to get it “thumped out of him,” and after that he had put him for a year on a Nova Scotia schooner to get it “knocked out of him.” If, after all that, young Pupkin, even when he came to Mariposa, wore cameo pins and daffodil blazers, and broke out into ribbed silk saffron ties on pay day, it only shows that the old Adam still needs further tanning even in the Maritime Provinces.

Young Pupkin, of course, was to have gone into law. That was his father’s cherished dream and would have made the firm Pupkin, Pupkin, Pupkin, and Pupkin, as it ought to have been. But young Peter was kept out of the law by the fool system of examinations devised since his father’s time. Hence there was nothing for it but to sling him into a bank; “sling him” was, I think, the expression. So his father decided that if Pupkin was to be slung, he should be slung good and far — clean into Canada (you know the way they use that word in the Maritime Provinces). And to sling Pupkin he called in the services of an old friend, a man after his own heart, just as violent as himself, who used to be at the law school in the city with Pupkin senior thirty years ago. So this friend, who happened to live in Mariposa, and who was a violent man, said at once: “Edward, by Jehoshaphat! send the boy up here.”

So that is how Pupkin came to Mariposa. And if, when he got there, his father’s friend gave no sign, and treated the boy with roughness and incivility, that may have been, for all I know, a continuation of the “tanning” process of the Maritime people.

Did I mention that the Pepperleigh family, generations ago, had taken up land near the Aroostook, and that it was from there the judge’s father came to Tecumseh township? Perhaps not, but it doesn’t matter.

But surely after such reminiscences as these the awful things that are impending over Mr. Pupkin must be kept for another chapter.


The Mariposa Bank Mystery
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SUICIDE IS A thing that ought not to be committed without very careful thought. It often involves serious consequences, and in some cases brings pain to others than oneself.

I don’t say that there is no justification for it. There often is. Anybody who has listened to certain kinds of music, or read certain kinds of poetry, or heard certain kinds of performances upon the concertina, will admit that there are some lives which ought not to be continued, and that even suicide has its brighter aspects.

But to commit suicide on grounds of love is at the best a very dubious experiment. I know that in this I am expressing an opinion contrary to that of most true lovers who embrace suicide on the slightest provocation as the only honourable termination of an existence that never ought to have begun.

I quite admit that there is a glamour and a sensation about the thing which has its charm, and that there is nothing like it for causing a girl to realize the value of the heart that she has broken and which breathed forgiveness upon her at the very moment when it held in its hand the half-pint of prussic acid that was to terminate its beating for ever.

But apart from the general merits of the question, I suppose there are few people, outside of lovers, who know what it is to commit suicide four times in five weeks.

Yet this was what happened to Mr. Pupkin, of the Exchange Bank of Mariposa.

Ever since he had known Zena Pepperleigh he had realized that his love for her was hopeless. She was too beautiful for him and too good for him; her father hated him and her mother despised him; his salary was too small and his own people were too rich.

If you add to all that that he came up to the judge’s house one night and found a poet reciting verses to Zena, you will understand the suicide at once. It was one of those regular poets with a solemn jackass face, and lank parted hair and eyes like puddles of molasses. I don’t know how he came there — up from the city, probably — but there he was on the Pepperleighs’ verandah that August evening. He was reciting poetry — either Tennyson’s or Shelley’s, or his own, you couldn’t tell — and about him sat Zena with her hands clasped and Nora Gallagher looking at the sky and Jocelyn Drone gazing into infinity, and a little tubby woman looking at the poet with her head falling over sideways — in fact, there was a whole group of them.

I don’t know what it is about poets that draws women to them in this way. But everybody knows that a poet has only to sit and saw the air with his hands and recite verses in a deep stupid voice, and all the women are crazy over him. Men despise him and would kick him off the verandah if they dared, but the women simply rave over him.

So Pupkin sat there in the gloom and listened to this poet reciting Browning and he realized that everybody understood it but him. He could see Zena with her eyes fixed on the poet as if she were hanging on to every syllable (she was; she needed to), and he stood it just about fifteen minutes and then slid off the side of the verandah and disappeared without even saying good-night.

He walked straight down Oneida Street and along the Main Street just as hard as he could go. There was only one purpose in his mind, — suicide. He was heading straight for Jim Eliot’s drug store on the main corner and his idea was to buy a drink of chloroform and drink it and die right there on the spot.

As Pupkin walked down the street, the whole thing was so vivid in his mind that he could picture it to the remotest detail. He could even see it all in type, in big headings in the newspapers of the following day:

APPALLING SUICIDE. PETER PUPKIN POISONED.

He perhaps hoped that the thing might lead to some kind of public enquiry and that the question of Browning’s poetry and whether it is altogether fair to allow of its general circulation would be fully ventilated in the newspapers.

Thinking of that, Pupkin came to the main corner.

On a warm August evening the drug store of Mariposa, as you know, is all a blaze of lights. You can hear the hissing of the soda-water fountain half a block away, and inside the store there are ever so many people — boys and girls and old people too — all drinking sarsaparilla and chocolate sundaes and lemon sours and foaming drinks that you take out of long straws. There is such a laughing and a talking as you never heard, and the girls are all in white and pink and cambridge blue, and the soda fountain is of white marble with silver taps, and it hisses and sputters, and Jim Eliot and his assistant wear white coats with red geraniums in them, and it’s just as gay as gay.

The foyer of the opera in Paris may be a fine sight, but I doubt if it can compare with the inside of Eliot’s drug store in Mariposa — for real gaiety and joy of living.

This night the store was especially crowded because it was a Saturday and that meant early closing for all the hotels, except, of course, Smith’s. So as the hotels were shut, the people were all in the drug store, drinking like fishes. It just shows the folly of Local Option and the Temperance Movement and all that. Why, if you shut the hotels you simply drive the people to the soda fountains and there’s more drinking than ever, and not only of the men, too, but the girls and young boys and children. I’ve seen little things of eight and nine that had to be lifted up on the high stools at Eliot’s drug store, drinking great goblets of lemon soda, enough to burst them — brought there by their own fathers, and why? Simply because the hotel bars were shut.

What’s the use of thinking you can stop people drinking merely by cutting off whiskey and brandy? The only effect is to drive them to taking lemon sour and sarsaparilla and cherry pectoral and caroka cordial and things they wouldn’t have touched before. So in the long run they drink more than ever. The point is that you can’t prevent people having a good time, no matter how hard you try. If they can’t have it with lager beer and brandy, they’ll have it with plain soda and lemon pop, and so the whole gloomy scheme of the temperance people breaks down, anyway.

But I was only saying that Eliot’s drug store in Mariposa on a Saturday night is the gayest and brightest spot in the world.

And just imagine what a fool of a place to commit suicide in!

Just imagine going up to the soda-water fountain and asking for five cents’ worth of chloroform and soda! Well, you simply can’t, that’s all.

That’s the way Pupkin found it. You see, as soon as he came in, somebody called out: “Hello, Pete!” and one or two others called: “Hullo, Pup!” and some said: “How goes it?” and others: “How are you toughing it?” and so on, because you see they had all been drinking more or less and naturally they felt jolly and glad-hearted.

So the upshot of it was that instead of taking chloroform, Pupkin stepped up to the counter of the fountain and he had a bromo-seltzer with cherry soda, and after that he had one of those aerated seltzers, and then a couple of lemon seltzers and a bromo-phizzer.

I don’t know if you know the mental effect of a bromo-seltzer.

But it’s a hard thing to commit suicide on.

You can’t.

You feel so buoyant.

Anyway, what with the phizzing of the seltzer and the lights and the girls, Pupkin began to feel so fine that he didn’t care a cuss for all the Browning in the world, and as for the poet — oh, to blazes with him! What’s poetry, anyway? — only rhymes.

So, would you believe it, in about ten minutes Peter Pupkin was off again and heading straight for the Pepperleighs’ house, poet or no poet, and, what was more to the point, he carried with him three great bricks of Eliot’s ice cream — in green, pink and brown layers. He struck the verandah just at the moment when Browning was getting too stale and dreary for words. His brain was all sizzling and jolly with the bromo-seltzer, and when he fetched out the ice cream bricks and Zena ran to get plates and spoons to eat it with, and Pupkin went with her to help fetch them and they picked out the spoons together, they were so laughing and happy that it was just a marvel. Girls, you know, need no bromo-seltzer. They’re full of it all the time.

And as for the poet — well, can you imagine how Pupkin felt when Zena told him that the poet was married, and that the tubby little woman with her head on sideways was his wife?

So they had the ice cream, and the poet ate it in bucketsful. Poets always do. They need it. And after it the poet recited some stanzas of his own and Pupkin saw that he had misjudged the man, because it was dandy poetry, the very best. That night Pupkin walked home on air and there was no thought of chloroform, and it turned out that he hadn’t committed suicide, but like all lovers he had commuted it.

I don’t need to describe in full the later suicides of Mr. Pupkin, because they were all conducted on the same plan and rested on something the same reasons as above.

Sometimes he would go down at night to the offices of the bank below his bedroom and bring up his bank revolver in order to make an end of himself with it. This, too, he could see headed up in the newspapers as:

BRILLIANT BOY BANKER BLOWS OUT BRAINS.

But blowing your brains out is a noisy, rackety performance, and Pupkin soon found that only special kinds of brains are suited for it. So he always sneaked back again later in the night and put the revolver in its place, deciding to drown himself instead. Yet every time that he walked down to the Trestle Bridge over the Ossawippi he found it was quite unsuitable for drowning — too high, and the water too swift and black, and the rushes too gruesome — in fact, not at all the kind of place for a drowning.

Far better, he realized, to wait there on the railroad track and throw himself under the wheels of the express and be done with it. Yet, though Pupkin often waited in this way for the train, he was never able to pick out a pair of wheels that suited him. Anyhow, it’s awfully hard to tell an express from a fast freight.

I wouldn’t mention these attempts at suicide if one of them hadn’t finally culminated in making Peter Pupkin a hero and solving for him the whole perplexed entanglement of his love affair with Zena Pepperleigh. Incidentally it threw him into the very centre of one of the most impenetrable bank mysteries that ever baffled the ingenuity of some of the finest legal talent that ever adorned one of the most enterprising communities in the country.

It happened one night, as I say, that Pupkin decided to go down into the office of the bank and get his revolver and see if it would blow his brains out. It was the night of the Firemen’s Ball and Zena had danced four times with a visitor from the city, a man who was in the fourth year at the University and who knew everything. It was more than Peter Pupkin could bear. Mallory Tompkins was away that night, and when Pupkin came home he was all alone in the building, except for Gillis, the caretaker, who lived in the extension at the back.

He sat in his room for hours brooding. Two or three times he picked up a book — he remembered afterwards distinctly that it was Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason — and tried to read it, but it seemed meaningless and trivial. Then with a sudden access of resolution he started from his chair and made his way down the stairs and into the office room of the bank, meaning to get a revolver and kill himself on the spot and let them find his body lying on the floor.

It was then far on in the night and the empty building of the bank was as still as death. Pupkin could hear the stairs creak under his feet, and as he went he thought he heard another sound like the opening or closing of a door. But it sounded not like the sharp ordinary noise of a closing door but with a dull muffled noise as if someone had shut the iron door of a safe in a room under the ground. For a moment Pupkin stood and listened with his heart thumping against his ribs. Then he kicked his slippers from his feet and without a sound stole into the office on the ground floor and took the revolver from his teller’s desk. As he gripped it, he listened to the sounds on the back-stairway and in the vaults below.

I should explain that in the Exchange Bank of Mariposa the offices are on the ground floor level with the street. Below this is another floor with low dark rooms paved with flagstones, with unused office desks and with piles of papers stored in boxes. On this floor are the vaults of the bank, and lying in them in the autumn — the grain season — there is anything from fifty to a hundred thousand dollars in currency tied in bundles. There is no other light down there than the dim reflection from the lights out on the street, that lies in patches on the stone floor.

I think as Peter Pupkin stood, revolver in hand, in the office of the bank, he had forgotten all about the maudlin purpose of his first coming. He had forgotten for the moment all about heroes and love affairs, and his whole mind was focussed, sharp and alert, with the intensity of the night-time, on the sounds that he heard in the vault and on the back-stairway of the bank.

Straight away, Pupkin knew what it meant as plainly as if it were written in print. He had forgotten, I say, about being a hero and he only knew that there was sixty thousand dollars in the vault of the bank below, and that he was paid eight hundred dollars a year to look after it.

As Peter Pupkin stood there listening to the sounds in his stockinged feet, his faced showed grey as ashes in the light that fell through the window from the street. His heart beat like a hammer against his ribs. But behind its beatings was the blood of four generations of Loyalists, and the robber who would take that sixty thousand dollars from the Mariposa bank must take it over the dead body of Peter Pupkin, teller.

Pupkin walked down the stairs to the lower room, the one below the ground with the bank vault in it, with as fine a step as any of his ancestors showed on parade. And if he had known it, as he came down the stairway in the front of the vault room, there was a man crouched in the shadow of the passage way by the stairs at the back. This man, too, held a revolver in his hand, and, criminal or not, his face was as resolute as Pupkin’s own. As he heard the teller’s step on the stair, he turned and waited in the shadow of the doorway without a sound.

There is no need really to mention all these details. They are only of interest as showing how sometimes a bank teller in a corded smoking jacket and stockinged feet may be turned into such a hero as even the Mariposa girls might dream about.

All of this must have happened at about three o’clock in the night. This much was established afterwards from the evidence of Gillis, the caretaker. When he first heard the sounds he had looked at his watch and noticed that it was half-past two; the watch he knew was three-quarters of an hour slow three days before and had been gaining since. The exact time at which Gillis heard footsteps in the bank and started downstairs, pistol in hand, became a nice point afterwards in the cross-examination.

But one must not anticipate. Pupkin reached the iron door of the bank safe, and knelt in front of it, feeling in the dark to find the fracture of the lock. As he knelt, he heard a sound behind him, and swung round on his knees and saw the bank robber in the half light of the passage way and the glitter of a pistol in his hand. The rest was over in an instant. Pupkin heard a voice that was his own, but that sounded strange and hollow, call out: “Drop that, or I’ll fire!” and then just as he raised his revolver, there came a blinding flash of light before his eyes, and Peter Pupkin, junior teller of the bank, fell forward on the floor and knew no more.

At that point, of course, I ought to close down a chapter, or volume, or, at least, strike the reader over the head with a sandbag to force him to stop and think. In common fairness one ought to stop here and count a hundred or get up and walk round a block, or, at any rate, picture to oneself Peter Pupkin lying on the floor of the bank, motionless, his arms distended, the revolver still grasped in his hand. But I must go on.

By half-past seven on the following morning it was known all over Mariposa that Peter Pupkin the junior teller of the Exchange had been shot dead by a bank robber in the vault of the building. It was known also that Gillis, the caretaker, had been shot and killed at the foot of the stairs, and that the robber had made off with fifty thousand dollars in currency; that he had left a trail of blood on the sidewalk and that the men were out tracking him with bloodhounds in the great swamps to the north of the town.

This, I say, and it is important to note it, was what they knew at half-past seven. Of course as each hour went past they learned more and more. At eight o’clock it was known that Pupkin was not dead, but dangerously wounded in the lungs. At eight-thirty it was known that he was not shot in the lungs, but that the ball had traversed the pit of his stomach.

At nine o’clock it was learned that the pit of Pupkin’s stomach was all right, but that the bullet had struck his right ear and carried it away. Finally it was learned that his ear had not exactly been carried away, that is, not precisely removed by the bullet, but that it had grazed Pupkin’s head in such a way that it had stunned him, and if it had been an inch or two more to the left it might have reached his brain. This, of course, was just as good as being killed from the point of view of public interest.

Indeed, by nine o’clock Pupkin could be himself seen on the Main Street with a great bandage sideways on his head, pointing out the traces of the robber. Gillis, the caretaker, too, it was known by eight, had not been killed. He had been shot through the brain, but whether the injury was serious or not was only a matter of conjecture. In fact, by ten o’clock it was understood that the bullet from the robber’s second shot had grazed the side of the caretaker’s head, but as far as could be known his brain was just as before. I should add that the first report about the bloodstains and the swamp and the bloodhounds turned out to be inaccurate. The stains may have been blood, but as they led to the cellar way of Netley’s store they may have also been molasses, though it was argued, to be sure, that the robber might well have poured molasses over the bloodstains from sheer cunning.

It was remembered, too, that there were no bloodhounds in Mariposa, although, mind you, there are any amount of dogs there.

So you see that by ten o’clock in the morning the whole affair was settling into the impenetrable mystery which it ever since remained.

Not that there wasn’t evidence enough. There was Pupkin’s own story and Gillis’s story, and the stories of all the people who had heard the shots and seen the robber (some said, the bunch of robbers) go running past (others said, walking past), in the night. Apparently the robber ran up and down half the streets of Mariposa before he vanished.

But the stories of Pupkin and Gillis were plain enough. Pupkin related that he heard sounds in the bank and came downstairs just in time to see the robber crouching in the passage way, and that the robber was a large, hulking, villainous looking man, wearing a heavy coat. Gillis told exactly the same story, having heard the noises at the same time, except that he first described the robber as a small thin fellow (peculiarly villainous looking, however, even in the dark), wearing a short jacket; but on thinking it over, Gillis realized that he had been wrong about the size of the criminal, and that he was even bigger, if anything, than what Mr. Pupkin thought. Gillis had fired at the robber; just at the same moment had Mr. Pupkin.

Beyond that, all was mystery, absolute and impenetrable.

By eleven o’clock the detectives had come up from the city under orders from the head of the bank.

I wish you could have seen the two detectives as they moved to and fro in Mariposa — fine looking, stern, impenetrable men that they were. They seemed to take in the whole town by instinct and so quietly. They found their way to Mr. Smith’s Hotel just as quietly as if it wasn’t design at all and stood there at the bar, picking up scraps of conversation — you know the way detectives do it. Occasionally they allowed one or two bystanders — confederates, perhaps, — to buy a drink for them, and you could see from the way they drank it that they were still listening for a clue. If there had been the faintest clue in Smith’s Hotel or in the Mariposa House or in the Continental, those fellows would have been at it like a flash.

To see them moving round the town that day — silent, massive, imperturbable — gave one a great idea of their strange, dangerous calling. They went about the town all day and yet in such a quiet peculiar way that you couldn’t have realized that they were working at all. They ate their dinner together at Smith’s cafe and took an hour and a half over it to throw people off the scent. Then when they got them off it, they sat and talked with Josh Smith in the back bar to keep them off. Mr. Smith seemed to take to them right away. They were men of his own size, or near it, and anyway hotel men and detectives have a general affinity and share in the same impenetrable silence and in their confidential knowledge of the weaknesses of the public.

Mr. Smith, too, was of great use to the detectives. “Boys,” he said, “I wouldn’t ask too close as to what folks was out late at night: in this town it don’t do.”

When those two great brains finally left for the city on the five-thirty, it was hard to realize that behind each grand, impassible face a perfect vortex of clues was seething.

But if the detectives were heroes, what was Pupkin? Imagine him with his bandage on his head standing in front of the bank and talking of the midnight robbery with that peculiar false modesty that only heroes are entitled to use.

I don’t know whether you have ever been a hero, but for sheer exhilaration there is nothing like it. And for Mr. Pupkin, who had gone through life thinking himself no good, to be suddenly exalted into the class of Napoleon Bonaparte and John Maynard and the Charge of the Light Brigade — oh, it was wonderful. Because Pupkin was a brave man now and he knew it and acquired with it all the brave man’s modesty. In fact, I believe he was heard to say that he had only done his duty, and that what he did was what any other man would have done: though when somebody else said: “That’s so, when you come to think of it,” Pupkin turned on him that quiet look of the wounded hero, bitterer than words.

And if Pupkin had known that all of the afternoon papers in the city reported him dead, he would have felt more luxurious still.

That afternoon the Mariposa court sat in enquiry, — technically it was summoned in inquest on the dead robber — though they hadn’t found the body — and it was wonderful to see them lining up the witnesses and holding cross-examinations. There is something in the cross-examination of great criminal lawyers like Nivens, of Mariposa, and in the counter examinations of presiding judges like Pepperleigh that thrills you to the core with the astuteness of it.

They had Henry Mullins, the manager, on the stand for an hour and a half, and the excitement was so breathless that you could have heard a pin drop. Nivens took him on first.

“What is your name?” he said.

“Henry August Mullins.”

“What position do you hold?”

“I am manager of the Exchange Bank.”

“When were you born?”

“December 30, 1869.”

After that, Nivens stood looking quietly at Mullins. You could feel that he was thinking pretty deeply before he shot the next question at him.

“Where did you go to school?”

Mullins answered straight off: “The high school down home,” and Nivens thought again for a while and then asked:

“How many boys were at the school?”

“About sixty.”

“How many masters?”

“About three.”

After that Nivens paused a long while and seemed to be digesting the evidence, but at last an idea seemed to strike him and he said:

“I understand you were not on the bank premises last night. Where were you?”

“Down the lake duck shooting.”

You should have seen the excitement in the court when Mullins said this. The judge leaned forward in his chair and broke in at once.

“Did you get any, Harry?” he asked.

“Yes,” Mullins said, “about six.”

“Where did you get them? What? In the wild rice marsh past the river? You don’t say so! Did you get them on the sit or how?”

All of these questions were fired off at the witness from the court in a single breath. In fact, it was the knowledge that the first ducks of the season had been seen in the Ossawippi marsh that led to the termination of the proceedings before the afternoon was a quarter over. Mullins and George Duff and half the witnesses were off with shotguns as soon as the court was cleared.

I may as well state at once that the full story of the robbery of the bank of Mariposa never came to the light. A number of arrests — mostly of vagrants and suspicious characters — were made, but the guilt of the robbery was never brought home to them. One man was arrested twenty miles away, at the other end of Missinaba county, who not only corresponded exactly with the description of the robber, but, in addition to this, had a wooden leg. Vagrants with one leg are always regarded with suspicion in places like Mariposa, and whenever a robbery or a murder happens they are arrested in batches.

It was never even known just how much money was stolen from the bank. Some people said ten thousand dollars, others more. The bank, no doubt for business motives, claimed that the contents of the safe were intact and that the robber had been foiled in his design.

But none of this matters to the exaltation of Mr. Pupkin. Good fortune, like bad, never comes in small instalments. On that wonderful day, every good thing happened to Peter Pupkin at once. The morning saw him a hero. At the sitting of the court, the judge publicly told him that his conduct was fit to rank among the annals of the pioneers of Tecumseh Township, and asked him to his house for supper. At five o’clock he received the telegram of promotion from the head office that raised his salary to a thousand dollars, and made him not only a hero but a marriageable man. At six o’clock he started up to the judge’s house with his resolution nerved to the most momentous step of his life.

His mind was made up.

He would do a thing seldom if ever done in Mariposa. He would propose to Zena Pepperleigh. In Mariposa this kind of step, I say, is seldom taken. The course of love runs on and on through all its stages of tennis playing and dancing and sleigh riding, till by sheer notoriety of circumstance an understanding is reached. To propose straight out would be thought priggish and affected and is supposed to belong only to people in books.

But Pupkin felt that what ordinary people dare not do, heroes are allowed to attempt. He would propose to Zena, and more than that, he would tell her in a straight, manly way that he was rich and take the consequences.

And he did it.

That night on the piazza, where the hammock hangs in the shadow of the Virginia creeper, he did it. By sheer good luck the judge had gone indoors to the library, and by a piece of rare good fortune Mrs. Pepperleigh had gone indoors to the sewing room, and by a happy trick of coincidence the servant was out and the dog was tied up — in fact, no such chain of circumstances was ever offered in favour of mortal man before.

What Zena said — beyond saying yes — I do not know. I am sure that when Pupkin told her of the money, she bore up as bravely as so fine a girl as Zena would, and when he spoke of diamonds she said she would wear them for his sake.

They were saying these things and other things — ever so many other things — when there was such a roar and a clatter up Oneida Street as you never heard, and there came bounding up to the house one of the most marvellous Limousine touring cars that ever drew up at the home of a judge on a modest salary of three thousand dollars. When it stopped there sprang from it an excited man in a long sealskin coat — worn not for the luxury of it at all but from the sheer chilliness of the autumn evening. And it was, as of course you know, Pupkin’s father. He had seen the news of his son’s death in the evening paper in the city. They drove the car through, so the chauffeur said, in two hours and a quarter, and behind them there was to follow a special trainload of detectives and emergency men, but Pupkin senior had cancelled all that by telegram half way up when he heard that Peter was still living.

For a moment as his eye rested on young Pupkin you would almost have imagined, had you not known that he came from the Maritime Provinces, that there were tears in them and that he was about to hug his son to his heart. But if he didn’t hug Peter to his heart, he certainly did within a few moments clasp Zena to it, in that fine fatherly way in which they clasp pretty girls in the Maritime Provinces. The strangest thing is that Pupkin senior seemed to understand the whole situation without any explanations at all.

Judge Pepperleigh, I think, would have shaken both of Pupkin senior’s arms off when he saw him; and when you heard them call one another “Ned” and “Phillip” it made you feel that they were boys again attending classes together at the old law school in the city.

If Pupkin thought that his father wouldn’t make a hit in Mariposa, it only showed his ignorance. Pupkin senior sat there on the judge’s verandah smoking a corn cob pipe as if he had never heard of Havana cigars in his life. In the three days that he spent in Mariposa that autumn, he went in and out of Jeff Thorpe’s barber shop and Eliot’s drug store, shot black ducks in the marsh and played poker every evening at a hundred matches for a cent as if he had never lived any other life in all his days. They had to send him telegrams enough to fill a satchel to make him come away.

So Pupkin and Zena in due course of time were married, and went to live in one of the enchanted houses on the hillside in the newer part of the town, where you may find them to this day.

You may see Pupkin there at any time cutting enchanted grass on a little lawn in as gaudy a blazer as ever.

But if you step up to speak to him or walk with him into the enchanted house, pray modulate your voice a little musical though it is — for there is said to be an enchanted baby on the premises whose sleep must not lightly be disturbed.


The Great Election in Missinaba County
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DON’T ASK ME what election it was, whether Dominion or Provincial or Imperial or Universal, for I scarcely know.

It must, of course, have been going on in other parts of the country as well, but I saw it all from Missinaba County which, with the town of Mariposa, was, of course, the storm centre and focus point of the whole turmoil.

I only know that it was a huge election and that on it turned issues of the most tremendous importance, such as whether or not Mariposa should become part of the United States, and whether the flag that had waved over the school house at Tecumseh Township for ten centuries should be trampled under the hoof of an alien invader, and whether Britons should be slaves, and whether Canadians should be Britons, and whether the farming class would prove themselves Canadians, and tremendous questions of that kind.

And there was such a roar and a tumult to it, and such a waving of flags and beating of drums and flaring of torchlights that such parts of the election as may have been going on elsewhere than in Missinaba county must have been quite unimportant and didn’t really matter.

Now that it is all over, we can look back at it without heat or passion. We can see, — it’s plain enough now, — that in the great election Canada saved the British Empire, and that Missinaba saved Canada and that the vote of the Third Concession of Tecumseh Township saved Missinaba County, and that those of us who carried the third concession, — well, there’s no need to push it further. We prefer to be modest about it. If we still speak of it, it is only quietly and simply and not more than three or four times a day.

But you can’t understand the election at all, and the conventions and the campaigns and the nominations and the balloting, unless you first appreciate the peculiar complexion of politics in Mariposa.

Let me begin at the beginning. Everybody in Mariposa is either a Liberal or a Conservative or else is both. Some of the people are or have been Liberals or Conservatives all their lives and are called dyed-in-the-wool Grits or old-time Tories and things of that sort. These people get from long training such a swift penetrating insight into national issues that they can decide the most complicated question in four seconds: in fact, just as soon as they grab the city papers out of the morning mail, they know the whole solution of any problem you can put to them. There are other people whose aim it is to be broad-minded and judicious and who vote Liberal or Conservative according to their judgment of the questions of the day. If their judgment of these questions tells them that there is something in it for them in voting Liberal, then they do so. But if not, they refuse to be the slaves of a party or the henchmen of any political leader. So that anybody looking for henches has got to keep away from them.

But the one thing that nobody is allowed to do in Mariposa is to have no politics. Of course there are always some people whose circumstances compel them to say that they have no politics. But that is easily understood. Take the case of Trelawney, the postmaster. Long ago he was a letter carrier under the old Mackenzie Government, and later he was a letter sorter under the old Macdonald Government, and after that a letter stamper under the old Tupper Government, and so on. Trelawney always says that he has no politics, but the truth is that he has too many.

So, too, with the clergy in Mariposa. They have no politics — absolutely none. Yet Dean Drone round election time always announces as his text such a verse as: “Lo! is there not one righteous man in Israel?” or: “What ho! is it not time for a change?” And that is a signal for all the Liberal business men to get up and leave their pews.

Similarly over at the Presbyterian Church, the minister says that his sacred calling will not allow him to take part in politics and that his sacred calling prevents him from breathing even a word of harshness against his fellow man, but that when it comes to the elevation of the ungodly into high places in the commonwealth (this means, of course, the nomination of the Conservative candidate) then he’s not going to allow his sacred calling to prevent him from saying just what he thinks of it. And by that time, having pretty well cleared the church of Conservatives, he proceeds to show from the scriptures that the ancient Hebrews were Liberals to a man, except those who were drowned in the flood or who perished, more or less deservedly, in the desert.

There are, I say, some people who are allowed to claim to have no politics, — the office holders, and the clergy and the school teachers and the hotel keepers. But beyond them, anybody in Mariposa who says that he has no politics is looked upon as crooked, and people wonder what it is that he is “out after.”

In fact, the whole town and county is a hive of politics, and people who have only witnessed gatherings such as the House of Commons at Westminster and the Senate at Washington and never seen a Conservative Convention at Tecumseh Corners or a Liberal Rally at the Concession school house, don’t know what politics means.

So you may imagine the excitement in Mariposa when it became known that King George had dissolved the parliament of Canada and had sent out a writ or command for Missinaba County to elect for him some other person than John Henry Bagshaw because he no longer had confidence in him.

The king, of course, is very well known, very favourably known, in Mariposa. Everybody remembers how he visited the town on his great tour in Canada, and stopped off at the Mariposa station. Although he was only a prince at the time, there was quite a big crowd down at the depot and everybody felt what a shame it was that the prince had no time to see more of Mariposa, because he would get such a false idea of it, seeing only the station and the lumber yards. Still, they all came to the station and all the Liberals and Conservatives mixed together perfectly freely and stood side by side without any distinction, so that the prince should not observe any party differences among them. And he didn’t, — you could see that he didn’t. They read him an address all about the tranquillity and loyalty of the Empire, and they purposely left out any reference to the trouble over the town wharf or the big row there had been about the location of the new post-office. There was a general decent feeling that it wouldn’t be fair to disturb the prince with these things: later on, as king, he would, of course, have to know all about them, but meanwhile it was better to leave him with the idea that his empire was tranquil.

So they deliberately couched the address in terms that were just as reassuring as possible and the prince was simply delighted with it. I am certain that he slept pretty soundly after hearing that address. Why, you could see it taking effect even on his aides-de-camp and the people round him, so imagine how the prince must have felt!

I think in Mariposa they understand kings perfectly. Every time that a king or a prince comes, they try to make him see the bright side of everything and let him think that they’re all united. Judge Pepperleigh walked up and down arm in arm with Dr. Gallagher, the worst Grit in the town, just to make the prince feel fine.

So when they got the news that the king had lost confidence in John Henry Bagshaw, the sitting member, they never questioned it a bit. Lost confidence? All right, they’d elect him another right away. They’d elect him half a dozen if he needed them. They don’t mind; they’d elect the whole town man after man rather than have the king worried about it.

In any case, all the Conservatives had been wondering for years how the king and the governor-general and men like that had tolerated such a man as Bagshaw so long.

Missinaba County, I say, is a regular hive of politics, and not the miserable, crooked, money-ridden politics of the cities, but the straight, real old-fashioned thing that is an honour to the country side. Any man who would offer to take a bribe or sell his convictions for money, would be an object of scorn. I don’t say they wouldn’t take money, — they would, of course, why not? — but if they did they would take it in a straight fearless way and say nothing about it. They might, — it’s only human, — accept a job or a contract from the government, but if they did, rest assured it would be in a broad national spirit and not for the sake of the work itself. No, sir. Not for a minute.

Any man who wants to get the votes of the Missinaba farmers and the Mariposa business men has got to persuade them that he’s the right man. If he can do that, — if he can persuade any one of them that he is the right man and that all the rest know it, then they’ll vote for him.

The division, I repeat, between the Liberals and the Conservatives, is intense. Yet you might live for a long while in the town, between elections, and never know it. It is only when you get to understand the people that you begin to see that there is a cross division running through them that nothing can ever remove. You gradually become aware of fine subtle distinctions that miss your observation at first. Outwardly, they are all friendly enough. For instance, Joe Milligan the dentist is a Conservative, and has been for six years, and yet he shares the same boat-house with young Dr. Gallagher, who is a Liberal, and they even bought a motor boat between them. Pete Glover and Alf McNichol were in partnership in the hardware and paint store, though they belonged on different sides.

But just as soon as elections drew near, the differences in politics became perfectly apparent. Liberals and Conservatives drew away from one another. Joe Milligan used the motor boat one Saturday and Dr. Gallagher the next, and Pete Glover sold hardware on one side of the store and Alf McNichol sold paint on the other. You soon realized too that one of the newspapers was Conservative and the other was Liberal, and that there was a Liberal drug store and a Conservative drug store, and so on. Similarly round election time, the Mariposa House was the Liberal Hotel, and the Continental Conservative, though Mr. Smith’s place, where they always put on a couple of extra bar tenders, was what you might call Independent-Liberal-Conservative, with a dash of Imperialism thrown in. Mr. Gingham, the undertaker, was, as a natural effect of his calling, an advanced Liberal, but at election time he always engaged a special assistant for embalming Conservative customers.

So now, I think, you understand something of the general political surroundings of the great election in Missinaba County.

John Henry Bagshaw was the sitting member, the Liberal member, for Missinaba County.

The Liberals called him the old war horse, and the old battle-axe, and the old charger and the old champion and all sorts of things of that kind. The Conservatives called him the old jackass and the old army mule and the old booze fighter and the old grafter and the old scoundrel.

John Henry Bagshaw was, I suppose, one of the greatest political forces in the world. He had flowing white hair crowned with a fedora hat, and a smooth statesmanlike face which it cost the country twenty-five cents a day to shave.

Altogether the Dominion of Canada had spent over two thousand dollars in shaving that face during the twenty years that Bagshaw had represented Missinaba County. But the result had been well worth it.

Bagshaw wore a long political overcoat that it cost the country twenty cents a day to brush, and boots that cost the Dominion fifteen cents every morning to shine.

But it was money well spent.

Bagshaw of Mariposa was one of the most representative men of the age, and it’s no wonder that he had been returned for the county for five elections running, leaving the Conservatives nowhere. Just think how representative he was. He owned two hundred acres out on the Third Concession and kept two men working on it all the time to prove that he was a practical farmer. They sent in fat hogs to the Missinaba County Agricultural Exposition and the World’s Fair every autumn, and Bagshaw himself stood beside the pig pens with the judges, and wore a pair of corduroy breeches and chewed a straw all afternoon. After that if any farmer thought that he was not properly represented in Parliament, it showed that he was an ass.

Bagshaw owned a half share in the harness business and a quarter share in the tannery and that made him a business man. He paid for a pew in the Presbyterian Church and that represented religion in Parliament. He attended college for two sessions thirty years ago, and that represented education and kept him abreast with modern science, if not ahead of it. He kept a little account in one bank and a big account in the other, so that he was a rich man or a poor man at the same time.

Add to that that John Henry Bagshaw was perhaps the finest orator in Mariposa. That, of course, is saying a great deal. There are speakers there, lots of them that can talk two or three hours at a stretch, but the old war horse could beat them all. They say that when John Henry Bagshaw got well started, say after a couple of hours of talk, he could speak as Pericles or Demosthenes or Cicero never could have spoken.

You could tell Bagshaw a hundred yards off as a member of the House of Commons. He wore a pepper-and-salt suit to show that he came from a rural constituency, and he wore a broad gold watch-chain with dangling seals to show that he also represents a town. You could see from his quiet low collar and white tie that his electorate were a Godfearing, religious people, while the horseshoe pin that he wore showed that his electorate were not without sporting instincts and knew a horse from a jackass.

Most of the time, John Henry Bagshaw had to be at Ottawa (though he preferred the quiet of his farm and always left it, as he said, with a sigh). If he was not in Ottawa, he was in Washington, and of course at any time they might need him in London, so that it was no wonder that he could only be in Mariposa about two months of the year.

That is why everybody knew, when Bagshaw got off the afternoon train one day early in the spring, that there must be something very important coming and that the rumours about a new election must be perfectly true.

Everything that he did showed this. He gave the baggage man twenty-five cents to take the check off his trunk, the ‘bus driver fifty cents to drive him up to the Main Street, and he went into Callahan’s tobacco store and bought two ten-cent cigars and took them across the street and gave them to Mallory Tompkins of the Times-Herald as a present from the Prime Minister.

All that afternoon, Bagshaw went up and down the Main Street of Mariposa, and you could see, if you knew the signs of it, that there was politics in the air. He bought nails and putty and glass in the hardware store, and harness in the harness shop, and drugs in the drug store and toys in the toy shop, and all the things like that that are needed for a big campaign.

Then when he had done all this he went over with McGinnis the Liberal organizer and Mallory Tompkins, the Times-Herald man, and Gingham (the great Independent-Liberal undertaker) to the back parlour in the Mariposa House.

You could tell from the way John Henry Bagshaw closed the door before he sat down that he was in a pretty serious frame of mind.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “the election is a certainty. We’re going to have a big fight on our hands and we’ve got to get ready for it.”

“Is it going to be on the tariff?” asked Tompkins.

“Yes, gentlemen, I’m afraid it is. The whole thing is going to turn on the tariff question. I wish it were otherwise. I think it madness, but they’re bent on it, and we got to fight it on that line. Why they can’t fight it merely on the question of graft,” continued the old war horse, rising from his seat and walking up and down, “Heaven only knows. I warned them. I appealed to them. I said, fight the thing on graft and we can win easy. Take this constituency, — why not have fought the thing out on whether I spent too much money on the town wharf or the post-office? What better issues could a man want? Let them claim that I am crooked and let me claim that I’m not. Surely that was good enough without dragging in the tariff. But now, gentlemen, tell me about things in the constituency. Is there any talk yet of who is to run?”

Mallory Tompkins lighted up the second of his Prime Minister’s cigars and then answered for the group:

“Everybody says that Edward Drone is going to run.”

“Ah!” said the old war horse, and there was joy upon his face, “is he? At last! That’s good, that’s good — now what platform will he run on?”

“Independent.”

“Excellent,” said Mr. Bagshaw. “Independent, that’s fine. On a programme of what?”

“Just simple honesty and public morality.”

“Come now,” said the member, “that’s splendid: that will help enormously. Honesty and public morality! The very thing! If Drone runs and makes a good showing, we win for a certainty. Tompkins, you must lose no time over this. Can’t you manage to get some articles in the other papers hinting that at the last election we bribed all the voters in the county, and that we gave out enough contracts to simply pervert the whole constituency. Imply that we poured the public money into this county in bucketsful and that we are bound to do it again. Let Drone have plenty of material of this sort and he’ll draw off every honest unbiased vote in the Conservative party.

“My only fear is,” continued the old war horse, losing some of his animation, “that Drone won’t run after all. He’s said it so often before and never has. He hasn’t got the money. But we must see to that. Gingham, you know his brother well; you must work it so that we pay Drone’s deposit and his campaign expenses. But how like Drone it is to come out at this time!”

It was indeed very like Edward Drone to attempt so misguided a thing as to come out an Independent candidate in Missinaba County on a platform of public honesty. It was just the sort of thing that anyone in Mariposa would expect from him.

Edward Drone was the Rural Dean’s younger brother, — young Mr. Drone, they used to call him, years ago, to distinguish him from the rector. He was a somewhat weaker copy of his elder brother, with a simple, inefficient face and kind blue eyes. Edward Drone was, and always had been, a failure. In training he had been, once upon a time, an engineer and built dams that broke and bridges that fell down and wharves that floated away in the spring floods. He had been a manufacturer and failed, had been a contractor and failed, and now lived a meagre life as a sort of surveyor or land expert on goodness knows what.

In his political ideas Edward Drone was and, as everybody in Mariposa knew, always had been crazy. He used to come up to the autumn exercises at the high school and make speeches about the ancient Romans and Titus Manlius and Quintus Curtius at the same time when John Henry Bagshaw used to make a speech about the Maple Leaf and ask for an extra half holiday. Drone used to tell the boys about the lessons to be learned from the lives of the truly great, and Bagshaw used to talk to them about the lessons learned from the lives of the extremely rich. Drone used to say that his heart filled whenever he thought of the splendid patriotism of the ancient Romans, and Bagshaw said that whenever he looked out over this wide Dominion his heart overflowed.

Even the youngest boy in the school could tell that Drone was foolish. Not even the school teachers would have voted for him.

“What about the Conservatives?” asked Bagshaw presently; “is there any talk yet as to who they’ll bring out?” Gingham and Mallory Tompkins looked at one another. They were almost afraid to speak.

“Hadn’t you heard?” said Gingham; “they’ve got their man already.”

“Who is it?” said Bagshaw quickly. “They’re going to put up Josh Smith.”

“Great Heaven!” said Bagshaw, jumping to his feet; “Smith! the hotel keeper.”

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Gingham, “that’s the man.”

Do you remember, in history, how Napoleon turned pale when he heard that the Duke of Wellington was to lead the allies in Belgium? Do you remember how when Themistocles heard that Aristogiton was to lead the Spartans, he jumped into the sea? Possibly you don’t, but it may help you to form some idea of what John Henry Bagshaw felt when he heard that the Conservatives had selected Josh Smith, proprietor of Smith’s Hotel.

You remember Smith. You’ve seen him there on the steps of his hotel, — two hundred and eighty pounds in his stockinged feet. You’ve seen him selling liquor after hours through sheer public spirit, and you recall how he saved the lives of hundreds of people on the day when the steamer sank, and how he saved the town from being destroyed the night when the Church of England Church burnt down. You know that hotel of his, too, half way down the street, Smith’s Northern Health Resort, though already they were beginning to call it Smith’s British Arms.

So you can imagine that Bagshaw came as near to turning pale as a man in federal politics can.

“I never knew Smith was a Conservative,” he said faintly; “he always subscribed to our fund.”

“He is now,” said Mr. Gingham ominously; “he says the idea of this reciprocity business cuts him to the heart.”

“The infernal liar!” said Mr. Bagshaw.

There was silence for a few moments. Then Bagshaw spoke again.

“Will Smith have anything else in his platform besides the trade question?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Gingham gloomily, “he will.”

“What is it?”

“Temperance and total prohibition!”

John Henry Bagshaw sank back in his chair as if struck with a club. There let me leave him for a chapter.


The Candidacy of Mr. Smith
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“BOYS,” SAID MR. Smith to the two hostlers, stepping out on to the sidewalk in front of the hotel,— “hoist that there British Jack over the place and hoist her up good.”

Then he stood and watched the flag fluttering in the wind.

“Billy,” he said to the desk clerk, “get a couple more and put them up on the roof of the caff behind the hotel. Wire down to the city and get a quotation on a hundred of them. Take them signs ‘American Drinks’ out of the bar. Put up noo ones with ‘British Beer at all Hours’; clear out the rye whiskey and order in Scotch and Irish, and then go up to the printing office and get me them placards.”

Then another thought struck Mr. Smith.

“Say, Billy,” he said, “wire to the city for fifty pictures of King George. Get ’em good, and get ’em coloured. It don’t matter what they cost.”

“All right, sir,” said Billy.

“And Billy,” called Mr. Smith, as still another thought struck him (indeed, the moment Mr. Smith went into politics you could see these thoughts strike him like waves), “get fifty pictures of his father, old King Albert.”

“All right, sir.”

“And say, I tell you, while you’re at it, get some of the old queen, Victorina, if you can. Get ’em in mourning, with a harp and one of them lions and a three-pointed prong.”

It was on the morning after the Conservative Convention. Josh Smith had been chosen the candidate. And now the whole town was covered with flags and placards and there were bands in the streets every evening, and noise and music and excitement that went on from morning till night.

Election times are exciting enough even in the city. But there the excitement dies down in business hours. In Mariposa there aren’t any business hours and the excitement goes on all the time.

Mr. Smith had carried the Convention before him. There had been a feeble attempt to put up Nivens. But everybody knew that he was a lawyer and a college man and wouldn’t have a chance by a man with a broader outlook like Josh Smith.

So the result was that Smith was the candidate and there were placards out all over the town with SMITH AND BRITISH ALLEGIANCE in big letters, and people were wearing badges with Mr. Smith’s face on one side and King George’s on the other, and the fruit store next to the hotel had been cleaned out and turned into committee rooms with a gang of workers smoking cigars in it all day and half the night.

There were other placards, too, with BAGSHAW AND LIBERTY, BAGSHAW AND PROSPERITY, VOTE FOR THE OLD MISSINABA STANDARD BEARER, and up town beside the Mariposa House there were the Bagshaw committee rooms with a huge white streamer across the street, and with a gang of Bagshaw workers smoking their heads off.

But Mr. Smith had an estimate made which showed that nearly two cigars to one were smoked in his committee rooms as compared with the Liberals. It was the first time in five elections that the Conservative had been able to make such a showing as that.

One might mention, too, that there were Drone placards out, — five or six of them, — little things about the size of a pocket handkerchief, with a statement that “Mr. Edward Drone solicits the votes of the electors of Missinaba County.” But you would never notice them. And when Drone tried to put up a streamer across the Main Street with DRONE AND HONESTY the wind carried it away into the lake.

The fight was really between Smith and Bagshaw, and everybody knew it from the start.

I wish that I were able to narrate all the phases and the turns of the great contest from the opening of the campaign till the final polling day. But it would take volumes.

First of all, of course, the trade question was hotly discussed in the two newspapers of Mariposa, and the Newspacket and the Times-Herald literally bristled with statistics. Then came interviews with the candidates and the expression of their convictions in regard to tariff questions.

“Mr. Smith,” said the reporter of the Mariposa Newspacket, “we’d like to get your views of the effect of the proposed reduction of the differential duties.”

“By gosh, Pete,” said Mr. Smith, “you can search me. Have a cigar.”

“What do you think, Mr. Smith, would be the result of lowering the ad valorem British preference and admitting American goods at a reciprocal rate?”

“It’s a corker, ain’t it?” answered Mr. Smith. “What’ll you take, lager or domestic?”

And in that short dialogue Mr. Smith showed that he had instantaneously grasped the whole method of dealing with the press. The interview in the paper next day said that Mr. Smith, while unwilling to state positively that the principle of tariff discrimination was at variance with sound fiscal science, was firmly of opinion that any reciprocal interchange of tariff preferences with the United States must inevitably lead to a serious per capita reduction of the national industry.

“Mr. Smith,” said the chairman of a delegation of the manufacturers of Mariposa, “what do you propose to do in regard to the tariff if you’re elected?”

“Boys,” answered Mr. Smith, “I’ll put her up so darned high they won’t never get her down again.”

“Mr. Smith,” said the chairman of another delegation, “I’m an old free trader—”

“Put it there,” said Mr. Smith, “so’m I. There ain’t nothing like it.”

“What do you think about imperial defence?” asked another questioner.

“Which?” said Mr. Smith.

“Imperial defence.”

“Of what?”

“Of everything.”

“Who says it?” said Mr. Smith.

“Everybody is talking of it.”

“What do the Conservative boys at Ottaway think about it?” answered Mr. Smith.

“They’re all for it.”

“Well, I’m fer it too,” said Mr. Smith.

These little conversations represented only the first stage, the argumentative stage of the great contest. It was during this period, for example, that the Mariposa Newspacket absolutely proved that the price of hogs in Mariposa was decimal six higher than the price of oranges in Southern California and that the average decennial import of eggs into Missinaba County had increased four decimal six eight two in the last fifteen years more than the import of lemons in New Orleans.

Figures of this kind made the people think. Most certainly.

After all this came the organizing stage and after that the big public meetings and the rallies. Perhaps you have never seen a county being “organized.” It is a wonderful sight.

First of all the Bagshaw men drove through crosswise in top buggies and then drove through it again lengthwise. Whenever they met a farmer they went in and ate a meal with him, and after the meal they took him out to the buggy and gave him a drink. After that the man’s vote was absolutely solid until it was tampered with by feeding a Conservative.

In fact, the only way to show a farmer that you are in earnest is to go in and eat a meal with him. If you won’t eat it, he won’t vote for you. That is the recognized political test.

But, of course, just as soon as the Bagshaw men had begun to get the farming vote solidified, the Smith buggies came driving through in the other direction, eating meals and distributing cigars and turning all the farmers back into Conservatives.

Here and there you might see Edward Drone, the Independent candidate, wandering round from farm to farm in the dust of the political buggies. To each of the farmers he explained that he pledged himself to give no bribes, to spend no money and to offer no jobs, and each one of them gripped him warmly by the hand and showed him the way to the next farm.

After the organization of the county there came the period of the public meetings and the rallies and the joint debates between the candidates and their supporters.

I suppose there was no place in the whole Dominion where the trade question — the Reciprocity question — was threshed out quite so thoroughly and in quite such a national patriotic spirit as in Mariposa. For a month, at least, people talked of nothing else. A man would stop another in the street and tell him that he had read last night that the average price of an egg in New York was decimal ought one more than the price of an egg in Mariposa, and the other man would stop the first one later in the day and tell him that the average price of a hog in Idaho was point six of a cent per pound less (or more, — he couldn’t remember which for the moment) than the average price of beef in Mariposa.

People lived on figures of this sort, and the man who could remember most of them stood out as a born leader.

But of course it was at the public meetings that these things were most fully discussed. It would take volumes to do full justice to all the meetings that they held in Missinaba County. But here and there single speeches stood out as masterpieces of convincing oratory. Take, for example, the speech of John Henry Bagshaw at the Tecumseh Corners School House. The Mariposa Times-Herald said next day that that speech would go down in history, and so it will, — ever so far down.

Anyone who has heard Bagshaw knows what an impressive speaker he is, and on this night when he spoke with the quiet dignity of a man old in years and anxious only to serve his country, he almost surpassed himself. Near the end of his speech somebody dropped a pin, and the noise it made in falling fairly rattled the windows.

“I am an old man now, gentlemen,” Bagshaw said, “and the time must soon come when I must not only leave politics, but must take my way towards that goal from which no traveller returns.”

There was a deep hush when Bagshaw said this. It was understood to imply that he thought of going to the United States.

“Yes, gentlemen, I am an old man, and I wish, when my time comes to go, to depart leaving as little animosity behind me as possible. But before I do go, I want it pretty clearly understood that there are more darn scoundrels in the Conservative party than ought to be tolerated in any decent community. I bear,” he continued, “malice towards none and I wish to speak with gentleness to all, but what I will say is that how any set of rational responsible men could nominate such a skunk as the Conservative candidate passes the bounds of my comprehension. Gentlemen, in the present campaign there is no room for vindictive abuse. Let us rise to a higher level than that. They tell me that my opponent, Smith, is a common saloon keeper. Let it pass. They tell me that he has stood convicted of horse stealing, that he is a notable perjurer, that he is known as the blackest-hearted liar in Missinaba County. Let us not speak of it. Let no whisper of it pass our lips.

“No, gentlemen,” continued Bagshaw, pausing to take a drink of water, “let us rather consider this question on the high plane of national welfare. Let us not think of our own particular interests but let us consider the good of the country at large. And to do this, let me present to you some facts in regard to the price of barley in Tecumseh Township.”

Then, amid a deep stillness, Bagshaw read off the list of prices of sixteen kinds of grain in sixteen different places during sixteen years.

“But let me turn,” Bagshaw went on to another phase of the national subject, “and view for a moment the price of marsh hay in Missinaba County—”

When Bagshaw sat down that night it was felt that a Liberal vote in Tecumseh Township was a foregone conclusion.

But here they hadn’t reckoned on the political genius of Mr. Smith. When he heard next day of the meeting, he summoned some of his leading speakers to him and he said:

“Boys, they’re beating us on them statissicks. Ourn ain’t good enough.”

Then he turned to Nivens and he said:

“What was them figures you had here the other night?”

Nivens took out a paper and began reading.

“Stop,” said Mr. Smith, “what was that figure for bacon?”

“Fourteen million dollars,” said Nivens.

“Not enough,” said Mr. Smith, “make it twenty. They’ll stand for it, them farmers.”

Nivens changed it.

“And what was that for hay?”

“Two dollars a ton.”

“Shove it up to four,” said Mr. Smith: “And I tell you,” he added, “if any of them farmers says the figures ain’t correct, tell them to go to Washington and see for themselves; say that if any man wants the proof of your figures let him go over to England and ask, — tell him to go straight to London and see it all for himself in the books.”

After this, there was no more trouble over statistics. I must say though that it is a wonderfully convincing thing to hear trade figures of this kind properly handled. Perhaps the best man on this sort of thing in the campaign was Mullins, the banker. A man of his profession simply has to have figures of trade and population and money at his fingers’ ends and the effect of it in public speaking is wonderful.

No doubt you have listened to speakers of this kind, but I question whether you have ever heard anything more typical of the sort of effect that I allude to than Mullins’s speech at the big rally at the Fourth Concession.

Mullins himself, of course, knows the figures so well that he never bothers to write them into notes and the effect is very striking.

“Now, gentlemen,” he said very earnestly, “how many of you know just to what extent the exports of this country have increased in the last ten years? How many could tell what per cent. of increase there has been in one decade of our national importation?” — then Mullins paused and looked round. Not a man knew it.

“I don’t recall,” he said, “exactly the precise amount myself, — not at this moment, — but it must be simply tremendous. Or take the question of population,” Mullins went on, warming up again as a born statistician always does at the proximity of figures, “how many of you know, how many of you can state, what has been the decennial percentage increase in our leading cities — ?”

There he paused, and would you believe it, not a man could state it.

“I don’t recall the exact figures,” said Mullins, “but I have them at home and they are positively colossal.”

But just in one phase of the public speaking, the candidacy of Mr. Smith received a serious set-back.

It had been arranged that Mr. Smith should run on a platform of total prohibition. But they soon found that it was a mistake. They had imported a special speaker from the city, a grave man with a white tie, who put his whole heart into the work and would take nothing for it except his expenses and a sum of money for each speech. But beyond the money, I say, he would take nothing.

He spoke one night at the Tecumseh Corners social hall at the same time when the Liberal meeting was going on at the Tecumseh Corners school house.

“Gentlemen,” he said, as he paused half way in his speech,— “while we are gathered here in earnest discussion, do you know what is happening over at the meeting place of our opponents? Do you know that seventeen bottles of rye whiskey were sent out from the town this afternoon to that innocent and unsuspecting school house? Seventeen bottles of whiskey hidden in between the blackboard and the wall, and every single man that attends that meeting, — mark my words, every single man, — will drink his fill of the abominable stuff at the expense of the Liberal candidate!”

Just as soon as the speaker said this, you could see the Smith men at the meeting look at one another in injured surprise, and before the speech was half over the hall was practically emptied.

After that the total prohibition plank was changed and the committee substituted a declaration in favour of such a form of restrictive license as should promote temperance while encouraging the manufacture of spirituous liquors, and by a severe regulation of the liquor traffic should place intoxicants only in the hands of those fitted to use them.

Finally there came the great day itself, the Election Day that brought, as everybody knows, the crowning triumph of Mr. Smith’s career. There is no need to speak of it at any length, because it has become a matter of history.

In any case, everybody who has ever seen Mariposa knows just what election day is like. The shops, of course, are, as a matter of custom, all closed, and the bar rooms are all closed by law so that you have to go in by the back way. All the people are in their best clothes and at first they walk up and down the street in a solemn way just as they do on the twelfth of July and on St. Patrick’s Day, before the fun begins. Everybody keeps looking in at the different polling places to see if anybody else has voted yet, because, of course, nobody cares to vote first for fear of being fooled after all and voting on the wrong side.

Most of all did the supporters of Mr. Smith, acting under his instructions, hang back from the poll in the early hours. To Mr. Smith’s mind, voting was to be conducted on the same plan as bear-shooting.

“Hold back your votes, boys,” he said, “and don’t be too eager. Wait till she begins to warm up and then let ’em have it good and hard.”

In each of the polling places in Mariposa there is a returning officer and with him are two scrutineers, and the electors, I say, peep in and out like mice looking into a trap. But if once the scrutineers get a man well into the polling booth, they push him in behind a little curtain and make him vote. The voting, of course, is by secret ballot, so that no one except the scrutineers and the returning officer and the two or three people who may be round the poll can possibly tell how a man has voted.

That’s how it comes about that the first results are often so contradictory and conflicting. Sometimes the poll is badly arranged and the scrutineers are unable to see properly just how the ballots are being marked and they count up the Liberals and Conservatives in different ways. Often, too, a voter makes his mark so hurriedly and carelessly that they have to pick it out of the ballot box and look at it to see what it is.

I suppose that may have been why it was that in Mariposa the results came out at first in such a conflicting way. Perhaps that was how it was that the first reports showed that Edward Drone the Independent candidate was certain to win. You should have seen how the excitement grew upon the streets when the news was circulated. In the big rallies and meetings of the Liberals and Conservatives, everybody had pretty well forgotten all about Drone, and when the news got round at about four o’clock that the Drone vote was carrying the poll, the people were simply astounded. Not that they were not pleased. On the contrary. They were delighted. Everybody came up to Drone and shook hands and congratulated him and told him that they had known all along that what the country wanted was a straight, honest, non-partisan representation. The Conservatives said openly that they were sick of party, utterly done with it, and the Liberals said that they hated it. Already three or four of them had taken Drone aside and explained that what was needed in the town was a straight, clean, non-partisan post-office, built on a piece of ground of a strictly non-partisan character, and constructed under contracts that were not tainted and smirched with party affiliation. Two or three men were willing to show to Drone just where a piece of ground of this character could be bought. They told him too that in the matter of the postmastership itself they had nothing against Trelawney, the present postmaster, in any personal sense, and would say nothing against him except merely that he was utterly and hopelessly unfit for his job and that if Drone believed, as he had said he did, in a purified civil service, he ought to begin by purifying Trelawney.

Already Edward Drone was beginning to feel something of what it meant to hold office and there was creeping into his manner the quiet self-importance which is the first sign of conscious power.

In fact, in that brief half-hour of office, Drone had a chance to see something of what it meant. Henry McGinnis came to him and asked straight out for a job as federal census-taker on the ground that he was hard up and had been crippled with rheumatism all winter. Nelson Williamson asked for the post of wharf master on the plea that he had been laid up with sciatica all winter and was absolutely fit for nothing. Erasmus Archer asked him if he could get his boy Pete into one of the departments at Ottawa, and made a strong case of it by explaining that he had tried his cussedest to get Pete a job anywhere else and it was simply impossible. Not that Pete wasn’t a willing boy, but he was slow, — even his father admitted it, — slow as the devil, blast him, and with no head for figures and unfortunately he’d never had the schooling to bring him on. But if Drone could get him in at Ottawa, his father truly believed it would be the very place for him. Surely in the Indian Department or in the Astronomical Branch or in the New Canadian Navy there must be any amount of opening for a boy like this? And to all of these requests Drone found himself explaining that he would take the matter under his very earnest consideration and that they must remember that he had to consult his colleagues and not merely follow the dictates of his own wishes. In fact, if he had ever in his life had any envy of Cabinet Ministers, he lost it in this hour.

But Drone’s hour was short. Even before the poll had closed in Mariposa, the news came sweeping in, true or false, that Bagshaw was carrying the county. The second concession had gone for Bagshaw in a regular landslide, six votes to only two for Smith, — and all down the township line road (where the hay farms are) Bagshaw was said to be carrying all before him.

Just as soon as that news went round the town, they launched the Mariposa band of the Knights of Pythias (every man in it is a Liberal) down the Main Street with big red banners in front of it with the motto BAGSHAW FOREVER in letters a foot high. Such rejoicing and enthusiasm began to set in as you never saw. Everybody crowded round Bagshaw on the steps of the Mariposa House and shook his hand and said they were proud to see the day and that the Liberal party was the glory of the Dominion and that as for this idea of non-partisan politics the very thought of it made them sick. Right away in the committee rooms they began to organize the demonstration for the evening with lantern slides and speeches and they arranged for a huge bouquet to be presented to Bagshaw on the platform by four little girls (all Liberals) all dressed in white.

And it was just at this juncture, with one hour of voting left, that Mr. Smith emerged from his committee rooms and turned his voters on the town, much as the Duke of Wellington sent the whole line to the charge at Waterloo. From every committee room and sub-committee room they poured out in flocks with blue badges fluttering on their coats.

“Get at it, boys,” said Mr. Smith, “vote and keep on voting till they make you quit.”

Then he turned to his campaign assistant. “Billy,” he said, “wire down to the city that I’m elected by an overwhelming majority and tell them to wire it right back. Send word by telephone to all the polling places in the county that the hull town has gone solid Conservative and tell them to send the same news back here. Get carpenters and tell them to run up a platform in front of the hotel; tell them to take the bar door clean off its hinges and be all ready the minute the poll quits.”

It was that last hour that did it. Just as soon as the big posters went up in the windows of the Mariposa Newspacket with the telegraphic despatch that Josh Smith was reported in the city to be elected, and was followed by the messages from all over the county, the voters hesitated no longer. They had waited, most of them, all through the day, not wanting to make any error in their vote, but when they saw the Smith men crowding into the polls and heard the news from the outside, they went solid in one great stampede, and by the time the poll was declared closed at five o’clock there was no shadow of doubt that the county was saved and that Josh Smith was elected for Missinaba.

I wish you could have witnessed the scene in Mariposa that evening. It would have done your heart good, — such joy, such public rejoicing as you never saw. It turned out that there wasn’t really a Liberal in the whole town and that there never had been. They were all Conservatives and had been for years and years. Men who had voted, with pain and sorrow in their hearts, for the Liberal party for twenty years, came out that evening and owned up straight that they were Conservatives. They said they could stand the strain no longer and simply had to confess. Whatever the sacrifice might mean, they were prepared to make it.

Even Mr. Golgotha Gingham, the undertaker, came out and admitted that in working for John Henry Bagshaw he’d been going straight against his conscience. He said that right from the first he had had his misgivings. He said it had haunted him. Often at night when he would be working away quietly, one of these sudden misgivings would overcome him so that he could hardly go on with his embalming. Why, it appeared that on the very first day when reciprocity was proposed, he had come home and said to Mrs. Gingham that he thought it simply meant selling out the country. And the strange thing was that ever so many others had just the same misgivings. Trelawney admitted that he had said to Mrs. Trelawney that it was madness, and Jeff Thorpe, the barber, had, he admitted, gone home to his dinner, the first day reciprocity was talked of, and said to Mrs. Thorpe that it would simply kill business in the country and introduce a cheap, shoddy, American form of haircut that would render true loyalty impossible. To think that Mrs. Gingham and Mrs. Trelawney and Mrs. Thorpe had known all this for six months and kept quiet about it! Yet I think there were a good many Mrs. Ginghams in the country. It is merely another proof that no woman is fit for politics.

The demonstration that night in Mariposa will never be forgotten. The excitement in the streets, the torchlights, the music of the band of the Knights of Pythias (an organization which is conservative in all but name), and above all the speeches and the patriotism.

They had put up a big platform in front of the hotel, and on it were Mr. Smith and his chief workers, and behind them was a perfect forest of flags. They presented a huge bouquet of flowers to Mr. Smith, handed to him by four little girls in white, — the same four that I spoke of above, for it turned out that they were all Conservatives.

Then there were the speeches. Judge Pepperleigh spoke and said that there was no need to dwell on the victory that they had achieved, because it was history; there was no occasion to speak of what part he himself had played, within the limits of his official position, because what he had done was henceforth a matter of history; and Nivens, the lawyer, said that he would only say just a few words, because anything that he might have done was now history; later generations, he said, might read it but it was not for him to speak of it, because it belonged now to the history of the country. And, after them, others spoke in the same strain and all refused absolutely to dwell on the subject (for more than half an hour) on the ground that anything that they might have done was better left for future generations to investigate. And no doubt this was very true, as to some things, anyway.

Mr. Smith, of course, said nothing. He didn’t have to, — not for four years, — and he knew it.


L’Envoi. The Train to Mariposa
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IT LEAVES THE city every day about five o’clock in the evening, the train for Mariposa.

Strange that you did not know of it, though you come from the little town — or did, long years ago.

Odd that you never knew, in all these years, that the train was there every afternoon, puffing up steam in the city station, and that you might have boarded it any day and gone home. No, not “home,” — of course you couldn’t call it “home” now; “home” means that big red sandstone house of yours in the costlier part of the city. “Home” means, in a way, this Mausoleum Club where you sometimes talk with me of the times that you had as a boy in Mariposa.

But of course “home” would hardly be the word you would apply to the little town, unless perhaps, late at night, when you’d been sitting reading in a quiet corner somewhere such a book as the present one.

Naturally you don’t know of the Mariposa train now. Years ago, when you first came to the city as a boy with your way to make, you knew of it well enough, only too well. The price of a ticket counted in those days, and though you knew of the train you couldn’t take it, but sometimes from sheer homesickness you used to wander down to the station on a Friday afternoon after your work, and watch the Mariposa people getting on the train and wish that you could go.

Why, you knew that train at one time better, I suppose, than any other single thing in the city, and loved it too for the little town in the sunshine that it ran to.

Do you remember how when you first began to make money you used to plan that just as soon as you were rich, really rich, you’d go back home again to the little town and build a great big house with a fine verandah, — no stint about it, the best that money could buy, planed lumber, every square foot of it, and a fine picket fence in front of it.

It was to be one of the grandest and finest houses that thought could conceive; much finer, in true reality, than that vast palace of sandstone with the porte cochere and the sweeping conservatories that you afterwards built in the costlier part of the city.

But if you have half forgotten Mariposa, and long since lost the way to it, you are only like the greater part of the men here in this Mausoleum Club in the city. Would you believe it that practically every one of them came from Mariposa once upon a time, and that there isn’t one of them that doesn’t sometimes dream in the dull quiet of the long evening here in the club, that some day he will go back and see the place.

They all do. Only they’re half ashamed to own it.

Ask your neighbour there at the next table whether the partridge that they sometimes serve to you here can be compared for a moment to the birds that he and you, or he and some one else, used to shoot as boys in the spruce thickets along the lake. Ask him if he ever tasted duck that could for a moment be compared to the black ducks in the rice marsh along the Ossawippi. And as for fish, and fishing, — no, don’t ask him about that, for if he ever starts telling you of the chub they used to catch below the mill dam and the green bass that used to lie in the water-shadow of the rocks beside the Indian’s Island, not even the long dull evening in this club would be long enough for the telling of it.

But no wonder they don’t know about the five o’clock train for Mariposa. Very few people know about it. Hundreds of them know that there is a train that goes out at five o’clock, but they mistake it. Ever so many of them think it’s just a suburban train. Lots of people that take it every day think it’s only the train to the golf grounds, but the joke is that after it passes out of the city and the suburbs and the golf grounds, it turns itself little by little into the Mariposa train, thundering and pounding towards the north with hemlock sparks pouring out into the darkness from the funnel of it.

Of course you can’t tell it just at first. All those people that are crowding into it with golf clubs, and wearing knickerbockers and flat caps, would deceive anybody. That crowd of suburban people going home on commutation tickets and sometimes standing thick in the aisles, those are, of course, not Mariposa people. But look round a little bit and you’ll find them easily enough. Here and there in the crowd those people with the clothes that are perfectly all right and yet look odd in some way, the women with the peculiar hats and the — what do you say? — last year’s fashions? Ah yes, of course, that must be it.

Anyway, those are the Mariposa people all right enough. That man with the two-dollar panama and the glaring spectacles is one of the greatest judges that ever adorned the bench of Missinaba County. That clerical gentleman with the wide black hat, who is explaining to the man with him the marvellous mechanism of the new air brake (one of the most conspicuous illustrations of the divine structure of the physical universe), surely you have seen him before. Mariposa people! Oh yes, there are any number of them on the train every day.

But of course you hardly recognize them while the train is still passing through the suburbs and the golf district and the outlying parts of the city area. But wait a little, and you will see that when the city is well behind you, bit by bit the train changes its character. The electric locomotive that took you through the city tunnels is off now and the old wood engine is hitched on in its place. I suppose, very probably, you haven’t seen one of these wood engines since you were a boy forty years ago, — the old engine with a wide top like a hat on its funnel, and with sparks enough to light up a suit for damages once in every mile.

Do you see, too, that the trim little cars that came out of the city on the electric suburban express are being discarded now at the way stations, one by one, and in their place is the old familiar car with the stuff cushions in red plush (how gorgeous it once seemed!) and with a box stove set up in one end of it? The stove is burning furiously at its sticks this autumn evening, for the air sets in chill as you get clear away from the city and are rising up to the higher ground of the country of the pines and the lakes.

Look from the window as you go. The city is far behind now and right and left of you there are trim farms with elms and maples near them and with tall windmills beside the barns that you can still see in the gathering dusk. There is a dull red light from the windows of the farmstead. It must be comfortable there after the roar and clatter of the city, and only think of the still quiet of it.

As you sit back half dreaming in the car, you keep wondering why it is that you never came up before in all these years. Ever so many times you planned that just as soon as the rush and strain of business eased up a little, you would take the train and go back to the little town to see what it was like now, and if things had changed much since your day. But each time when your holidays came, somehow you changed your mind and went down to Naragansett or Nagahuckett or Nagasomething, and left over the visit to Mariposa for another time.

It is almost night now. You can still see the trees and the fences and the farmsteads, but they are fading fast in the twilight. They have lengthened out the train by this time with a string of flat cars and freight cars between where we are sitting and the engine. But at every crossway we can hear the long muffled roar of the whistle, dying to a melancholy wail that echoes into the woods; the woods, I say, for the farms are thinning out and the track plunges here and there into great stretches of bush, — tall tamerack and red scrub willow and with a tangled undergrowth of bush that has defied for two generations all attempts to clear it into the form of fields.

Why, look, that great space that seems to open out in the half-dark of the falling evening, — why, surely yes, — Lake Ossawippi, the big lake, as they used to call it, from which the river runs down to the smaller lake, — Lake Wissanotti, — where the town of Mariposa has lain waiting for you there for thirty years.

This is Lake Ossawippi surely enough. You would know it anywhere by the broad, still, black water with hardly a ripple, and with the grip of the coming frost already on it. Such a great sheet of blackness it looks as the train thunders along the side, swinging the curve of the embankment at a breakneck speed as it rounds the corner of the lake.

How fast the train goes this autumn night! You have travelled, I know you have; in the Empire State Express, and the New Limited and the Maritime Express that holds the record of six hundred whirling miles from Paris to Marseilles. But what are they to this, this mad career, this breakneck speed, this thundering roar of the Mariposa local driving hard to its home! Don’t tell me that the speed is only twenty-five miles an hour. I don’t care what it is. I tell you, and you can prove it for yourself if you will, that that train of mingled flat cars and coaches that goes tearing into the night, its engine whistle shrieking out its warning into the silent woods and echoing over the dull still lake, is the fastest train in the whole world.

Yes, and the best too, — the most comfortable, the most reliable, the most luxurious and the speediest train that ever turned a wheel.

And the most genial, the most sociable too. See how the passengers all turn and talk to one another now as they get nearer and nearer to the little town. That dull reserve that seemed to hold the passengers in the electric suburban has clean vanished and gone. They are talking, — listen, — of the harvest, and the late election, and of how the local member is mentioned for the cabinet and all the old familiar topics of the sort. Already the conductor has changed his glazed hat for an ordinary round Christie and you can hear the passengers calling him and the brakesman “Bill” and “Sam” as if they were all one family.

What is it now — nine thirty? Ah, then we must be nearing the town, — this big bush that we are passing through, you remember it surely as the great swamp just this side of the bridge over the Ossawippi? There is the bridge itself, and the long roar of the train as it rushes sounding over the trestle work that rises above the marsh. Hear the clatter as we pass the semaphores and switch lights! We must be close in now!

What? it feels nervous and strange to be coming here again after all these years? It must indeed. No, don’t bother to look at the reflection of your face in the window-pane shadowed by the night outside. Nobody could tell you now after all these years. Your face has changed in these long years of money-getting in the city. Perhaps if you had come back now and again, just at odd times, it wouldn’t have been so.

There, — you hear it? — the long whistle of the locomotive, one, two, three! You feel the sharp slackening of the train as it swings round the curve of the last embankment that brings it to the Mariposa station. See, too, as we round the curve, the row of the flashing lights, the bright windows of the depot.

How vivid and plain it all is. Just as it used to be thirty years ago. There is the string of the hotel ‘buses, drawn up all ready for the train, and as the train rounds in and stops hissing and panting at the platform, you can hear above all other sounds the cry of the brakesmen and the porters:

“MARIPOSA! MARIPOSA!”

And as we listen, the cry grows fainter and fainter in our ears and we are sitting here again in the leather chairs of the Mausoleum Club, talking of the little Town in the Sunshine that once we knew.
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Act I. — Behind the Beyond
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THE CURTAIN RISES, disclosing the ushers of the theater still moving up and down the aisles. Cries of “Program!” “Program!” are heard. There is a buzz of brilliant conversation, illuminated with flashes of opera glasses and the rattle of expensive jewelry.

Then suddenly, almost unexpectedly, in fact just as if done, so to speak, by machinery, the lights all over the theater, except on the stage, are extinguished. Absolute silence falls. Here and there is heard the crackle of a shirt front. But there is no other sound.

In this expectant hush, a man in a check tweed suit walks on the stage: only one man, one single man. Because if he had been accompanied by a chorus, that would have been a burlesque; if four citizens in togas had been with him, that would have been Shakespeare; if two Russian soldiers had walked after him, that would have been melodrama. But this is none of these. This is a problem play. So he steps in alone, all alone, and with that absolute finish of step, that ability to walk as if, — how can one express it? — as if he were walking, that betrays the finished actor.

He has, in fact, barely had time to lay down his silk hat, when he is completely betrayed. You can see that he is a finished actor — finished about fifteen years ago. He lays the hat, hollow side up, on the silk hat table on the stage right center — bearing north, northeast, half a point west from the red mica fire on the stage which warms the theater.

All this is done very, very quietly, very impressively. No one in the theater has ever seen a man lay a silk hat on a table before, and so there is a breathless hush. Then he takes off his gloves, one by one, not two or three at a time, and lays them in his hat. The expectancy is almost painful. If he had thrown his gloves into the mica fire it would have been a relief. But he doesn’t.
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The man on the stage picks up a pile of letters from the letter department of the hat table. There are a great many of these letters, because all his business correspondence, as well as his private letters, are sent here by the General Post Office. Getting his letters in this way at night, he is able to read them like lightning. Some of them he merely holds upside down for a fraction of a second.

Then at last he speaks. It has become absolutely necessary or he wouldn’t do it. “So — Sao Paolo risen two — hum — Rio Tinto down again — Moreby anxious, ‘better sell for half a million sterling’ — hum . . .”

(Did you hear that? Half a million sterling and he takes it just as quietly as that. And it isn’t really in the play either. Sao Paolo and Rio Tinto just come in to let you know the sort of man you’re dealing with.)

“Lady Gathorne — dinner — Thursday the ninth — lunch with the Ambassador — Friday the tenth.”

(And mind you even this is just patter. The Ambassador doesn’t come into the play either. He and Lady Gathorne are just put in to let the people in the cheaper seats know the kind of thing they’re up against.)

Then the man steps across the stage and presses a button. A bell rings. Even before it has finished ringing, nay, just before it begins to ring, a cardboard door swings aside and a valet enters. You can tell he is a valet because he is dressed in the usual home dress of a stage valet.

He says, “Did you ring, Sir John?”

There is a rustle of programs all over the house. You can hear a buzz of voices say, “He’s Sir John Trevor.” They’re all on to him.

When the valet says, “Did you ring, Sir John,” he ought to answer, “No, I merely knocked the bell over to see how it would sound,” but he misses it and doesn’t say it.

“Has her ladyship come home?”

“Yes, Sir John.”

“Has any one been here?”

“Mr. Harding, Sir John.”

“Any one else?”

“No, Sir John.”

“Very good.”

The valet bows and goes out of the cardboard door, and everybody in the theater, or at least everybody in the seats worth over a dollar, knows that there’s something strange in the relations of Lady Cicely Trevor and Mr. Harding. You notice — Mr. Harding was there and no one else was there. That’s enough in a problem play.

The double door at the back of the stage, used only by the principal characters, is opened and Lady Cicely Trevor enters. She is young and very beautiful, and wears a droopy hat and long slinky clothes which she drags across the stage. She throws down her feather hat and her crêpe de what-you-call-it boa on the boa stand. Later on the valet comes in and gathers them up. He is always gathering up things like this on the stage — hats and boas and walking sticks thrown away by the actors, — but nobody notices him. They are his perquisites.

Sir John says to Lady Cicely, “Shall I ring for tea?”

And Lady Cicely says, “Thanks. No,” in a weary tone.

This shows that they are the kind of people who can have tea at any time. All through a problem play it is understood that any of the characters may ring for tea and get it. Tea in a problem play is the same as whisky in a melodrama.

Then there ensues a dialogue to this effect: Sir John asks Lady Cicely if she has been out. He might almost have guessed it from her coming in in a hat and cloak, but Sir John is an English baronet.

Lady Cicely says, “Yes, the usual round,” and distributes a few details about Duchesses and Princesses, for the general good of the audience.

Then Lady Cicely says to Sir John, “You are going out?”

“Yes, immediately.”

“To the House, I suppose.”

This is very impressive. It doesn’t mean, as you might think, the Workhouse, or the White House, or the Station House, or the Bon Marché. It is the name given by people of Lady Cicely’s class to the House of Commons.

“Yes. I am extremely sorry. I had hoped I might ask to go with you to the opera. I fear it is impossible — an important sitting — the Ministers will bring down the papers — the Kafoonistan business. The House will probably divide in committee. Gatherson will ask a question. We must stop it at all costs. The fate of the party hangs on it.”

Sir John has risen. His manner has changed. His look is altered. You can see him alter it. It is now that of a statesman. The technical details given above have gone to his head. He can’t stop.

He goes on: “They will force a closure on the second reading, go into committee, come out of it again, redivide, subdivide and force us to bring down the estimates.”

While Sir John speaks, Lady Cicely’s manner has been that of utter weariness. She has picked up the London Times and thrown it aside; taken up a copy of Punch and let it fall with a thud to the floor, looked idly at a piece of music and decided, evidently, not to sing it. Sir John runs out of technical terms and stops.

The dialogue has clearly brought out the following points: Sir John is in the House of Commons. Lady Cicely is not. Sir John is twenty-five years older than Lady Cicely. He doesn’t see — isn’t he a fool, when everybody in the gallery can see it? — that his parliamentary work is meaningless to her, that her life is insufficient. That’s it. Lady Cicely is being “starved.” All that she has is money, position, clothes, and jewelry. These things starve any woman. They cramp her. That’s what makes problem plays.

Lady Cicely speaks, very quietly, “Are you taking Mr. Harding with you?”

“Why?”

“Nothing. I thought perhaps I might ask him to take me to the opera. Puffi is to sing.”

“Do, pray do. Take Harding with you by all means. Poor boy, do take him with you.”

Sir John pauses. He looks at Lady Cicely very quietly for a moment. He goes on with a slight change in his voice.

“Do you know, Cicely, I’ve been rather troubled about Harding lately. There’s something the matter with the boy, something wrong.”

“Yes?”

“He seems abstracted, moody — I think, in fact I’m sure that the boy is in love.”

“Yes?”

Lady Cicely has turned slightly pale. The weariness is out of her manner.

“Trust the instinct of an old man, my dear. There’s a woman in it. We old parliamentary hands are very shrewd, you know, even in these things. Some one is playing the devil with Jack — with Harding.”

Sir John is now putting on his gloves again and gathering up his parliamentary papers from the parliamentary paper stand on the left.

He cannot see the change in Lady Cicely’s face. He is not meant to see it. But even the little girls in the tenth row of the gallery are wise.

He goes on. “Talk to Harding. Get it out of him. You women can do these things. Find out what the trouble is and let me know. I must help him.” (A pause. Sir John is speaking almost to himself — and the gallery.) “I promised his mother when she sent him home, sent him to England, that I would.”

Lady Cicely speaks. “You knew Mr. Harding’s mother very well?”

Sir John: “Very well.”

“That was long ago, wasn’t it?”

“Long ago.”

“Was she married then?”

“No, not then.”

“Here in London?”

“Yes, in London. I was only a barrister then with my way to make and she a famous beauty.” (Sir John is speaking with a forced levity that doesn’t deceive even the ushers.) “She married Harding of the Guards. They went to India. And there he spent her fortune — and broke her heart.” Sir John sighs.

“You have seen her since?”

“Never.”

“She has never written you?”

“Only once. She sent her boy home and wrote to me for help. That was how I took him as my secretary.”

“And that was why he came to us in Italy two years ago, just after our marriage.”

“Yes, that was why.”

“Does Mr. Harding know?”

“Know what?”

“That you — knew his mother?”

Sir John shakes his head. “I have never talked with him about his mother’s early life.”

The stage clock on the mantelpiece begins to strike. Sir John lets it strike up to four or five, and then says, “There, eight o’clock. I must go. I shall be late at the House. Good-by.”

He moves over to Lady Cicely and kisses her. There is softness in his manner — such softness that he forgets the bundle of parliamentary papers that he had laid down. Everybody can see that he has forgotten them. They were right there under his very eye.

Sir John goes out.

Lady Cicely stands looking fixedly at the fire. She speaks out loud to herself. “How his voice changed — twenty-five years ago — so long as that — I wonder if Jack knows.”

There is heard the ring of a bell off the stage. The valet enters.

“Mr. Harding is downstairs, my lady.”

“Show him up, Ransome.”

A moment later Mr. Harding enters. He is a narrow young man in a frock coat. His face is weak. It has to be. Mr. Harding is meant to typify weakness. Lady Cicely walks straight to him. She puts her two hands on his shoulders and looks right into his face.

“MY DARLING,” she says. Just like that. In capital letters. You can feel the thrill of it run through the orchestra chairs. All the audience look at Mr. Harding, some with opera glasses, others with eyeglasses on sticks. They can see that he is just the sort of ineffectual young man that a starved woman in a problem play goes mad over.

Lady Cicely repeats “My darling” several times. Mr. Harding says “Hush,” and tries to disengage himself. She won’t let him. He offers to ring for tea. She won’t have any. “Oh, Jack,” she says. “I can’t go on any longer. I can’t. When first you loved me, I thought I could. But I can’t. It throttles me here — this house, this life, everything — —” She has drawn him to a sofa and has sunk down in a wave at his feet. “Do you remember, Jack, when first you came, in Italy, that night, at Amalfi, when we sat on the piazza of the palazzo?” She is looking rapturously into his face.

Mr. Harding says that he does.

“And that day at Fiesole among the orange trees, and Pisa and the Capello de Terisa and the Mona Lisa — Oh, Jack, take me away from all this, take me to the Riviera, among the contadini, where we can stand together with my head on your shoulder just as we did in the Duomo at Milano, or on the piaggia at Verona. Take me to Corfu, to the Campo Santo, to Civita Vecchia, to Para Noia — anywhere — —”

Mr. Harding, smothered with her kisses, says, “My dearest, I will, I will.” Any man in the audience would do as much. They’d take her to Honolulu.

While she is speaking, Sir John’s voice had been heard off the stage. “No, thank you, Ransome, I’ll get them myself, I know just where I left them.” Sir John enters hurriedly, advances and picks up his papers on the table — turns — and stands —— 

He sees his wife’s attitude and hears her say “Riviera, Amalfi, Orangieri, Contadini and Capello Santo.” It is enough. He drops his parliamentary papers. They fall against the fire irons with a crash. These in falling upset a small table with one leg. The ball of wool that is on it falls to the floor. The noise of this disturbs the lovers.

They turn. All three look at one another. For a moment they make a motion as if to ring for tea. Then they stand petrified.

“You!” gasps Lady Cicely. She does this awfully well. Everybody says afterward that it was just splendid when she said “You.”

Sir John stands gazing in horror. “Him! My God! He!” Mr. Harding says nothing. He looks very weak.

Lady Cicely unpetrifies first.

She breaks out, speaking through her nostrils. “Yes, I love him, I love him. I’m not ashamed of it. What right have you to deny it me? You gave me nothing. You made me a chattel, a thing — —”

You can feel the rustle of indignation through the house at this. To make a woman a thing is the crowning horror of a problem play.

“You starved me here. You throttled me.” Lady Cicely takes herself by the neck and throttles herself a little to show how.

“You smothered me. I couldn’t breathe — and now I’m going, do you hear, going away, to life, to love, behind the beyond!” She gathers up Mr. Harding (practically) and carries him passionately away. He looks back weakly as he goes.

Sir John has sunk down upon a chair. His face is set.

“Jack,” he mutters, “my God, Jack!”

As he sits there, the valet enters with a telegram on a tray.

“A telegram, Sir John.”

Sir John (dazed and trying to collect himself), “What?”

“A telegram, sir, — a cablegram.”

Sir John takes it, opens it and reads aloud:

“He is dead. My duty is ended. I am coming home — Margaret Harding.”

“Margaret coming home. It only needed that — my God.”


.       .       .       .       .       .       . 

As he says it, the curtain falls.

The lights flick up. There is a great burst of applause. The curtain rises and falls. Lady Cicely and Mr. Harding and Sir John all come out and bow charmingly. There is no trace of worry on their faces, and they hold one another’s hands. Then the curtain falls and the orchestra breaks out into a Winter Garden waltz. The boxes buzz with discussion. Some of the people think that Lady Cicely is right in claiming the right to realize herself: others think that before realizing herself she should have developed herself. Others ask indignantly how she could know herself if her husband refused to let her be herself. But everybody feels that the subject is a delicious one.

Those of the people who have seen the play before very kindly explain how it ends, so as to help the rest to enjoy it. But the more serious-minded of the men have risen, very gently, and are sneaking up the aisles. Their expression is stamped with deep thought as if pondering over the play. But their step is as that of leopards on the march, and no one is deceived as to their purpose.

The music continues. The discussion goes on.

 

The leopards come stealing back. The orchestra boils over in a cadence and stops. The theater is darkened again. The footlights come on with a flash. The curtain silently lifts, and it is — 


Act II. — Six Months Later
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THE PROGRAMS RUSTLE. The people look to see where it is. And they find that it is “An Apartment in Paris.” Notice that this place which is used in every problem play is just called An Apartment. It is not called Mr. Harding’s Apartment, or an Apartment for which Mr. Harding pays the Rent. Not a bit. It is just an Apartment. Even if it were “A Apartment” it would feel easier. But “An Apartment”!! The very words give the audience a delicious shiver of uncomfortableness.

When the curtain rises it discloses a French maid moving about the stage in four-dollar silk stockings. She is setting things on a little table, evidently for supper. She explains this in French as she does it, so as to make it clear.[Illus]
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“Bon! la serviette de monsieur! bon! la serviette de madame, bien — du champagne, bon! langouste aux champignons, bien, bon.—” This is all the French she knows, poor little thing, but langouste aux champignons beats the audience, so she is all right.

Anyway, this supper scene has to come in. It is symbolical. You can’t really show Amalfi and Fiesole and the orange trees, so this kind of supper takes their place.

As the maid moves about there is a loud knock at the cardboard door of the apartment. A man in official clothes sticks his head in. He is evidently a postal special messenger because he is all in postal attire with a postal glazed hat.

“Monsieur Arrding?” he says.

“Oui.”

“Bon! Une lettre.”

“Merci, monsieur.” He goes out. The audience feel a thrill of pride at having learned French and being able to follow the intense realism of this dialogue. The maid lays the letter on the supper table.

Just as she does it the door opens and there enter Mr. Harding and Lady Cicely. Yes, them. Both of them. The audience catches it like a flash. They live here.

Lady Cicely throws aside her cloak. There is great gaiety in her manner. Her face is paler. There is a bright spot in each cheek. Her eyes are very bright.

 

There follows the well-known supper scene. Lady Cicely is very gay. She pours champagne into Mr. Harding’s glass. They both drink from it. She asks him if he is a happy boy now. He says he is. She runs her fingers through his hair. He kisses her on the bare shoulder. This is also symbolic.

Lady Cicely rattles on about Amalfi and Fiesole. She asks Mr. Harding if he remembers that night in the olive trees at Santa Clara, with just one thrush singing in the night sky. He says he does. He remembers the very thrush. You can see from the talk that they have been all over Baedeker’s guide to the Adriatic.

At times Lady Cicely’s animation breaks. She falls into a fit of coughing and presses her hand to her side. Mr. Harding looks at her apprehensively. She says, “It is nothing, silly boy, it will be gone in a moment.” It is only because she is so happy.
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[Illus]Then, quite suddenly, she breaks down and falls at Mr. Harding’s knees.

“Oh, Jack, Jack, I can’t stand it! I can’t stand it any longer. It is choking me!”

“My darling, what is it?”

“This, all this, it is choking me — this apartment, these pictures, the French maid, all of it. I can’t stand it. I’m being suffocated. Oh, Jack, take me away — take me somewhere where it is quiet, take me to Norway to the great solemn hills and the fjords — —”

 

Then suddenly Mr. Harding sees the letter in its light blue envelope lying on the supper table. It has been lying right beside him for ten minutes. Everybody in the theater could see it and was getting uncomfortable about it. He clutches it and tears it open. There is a hunted look in his face as he reads.

“What is it?”

“My mother — good God, she is coming. She is at the Bristol and is coming here. What can I do?”

Lady Cicely is quiet now.

“Does she know?”

“Nothing, nothing.”

“How did she find you?”

“I don’t know. I can’t imagine. I knew when I saw in the papers that my father was dead that she would come home. But I kept back the address. I told the solicitors, curse them, to keep it secret.”

Mr. Harding paces the stage giving an imitation of a weak man trapped. He keeps muttering, “What can I do?”

Lady Cicely speaks very firmly and proudly. “Jack.”

“What?”

“There is only one thing to do. Tell her.”

Mr. Harding, aghast, “Tell her?”

“Yes, tell her about our love, about everything. I am not ashamed. Let her judge me.”

Mr. Harding sinks into a chair. He keeps shivering and saying, “I tell you, I can’t; I can’t. She wouldn’t understand.” The letter is fluttering in his hand. His face is contemptible. He does it splendidly. Lady Cicely picks the letter from his hand. She reads it aloud, her eyes widening as she reads:

Hotel Bristol, Paris.

My Darling Boy:

I have found you at last — why have you sought to avoid me? God grant there is nothing wrong. He is dead, the man I taught you to call your father, and I can tell you all now. I am coming to you this instant.

Margaret Harding.

Lady Cicely reads, her eyes widen and her voice chokes with horror.

She advances to him and grips his hand. “What does it mean, Jack, tell me what does it mean?”

“Good God, Cicely, don’t speak like that.”

“This — these lines — about your father.”

“I don’t know what it means — I don’t care — I hated him, the brute. I’m glad he’s dead. I don’t care for that. But she’s coming here, any minute, and I can’t face it.”

Lady Cicely, more quietly, “Jack, tell me, did my — did Sir John Trevor ever talk to you about your father?”

“No. He never spoke of him.”

“Did he know him?”

“Yes — I think so — long ago. But they were enemies — Trevor challenged him to a duel — over some woman — and he wouldn’t fight — the cur.”

Lady Cicely (dazed and aghast)— “I — understand — it — now.” She recovers herself and speaks quickly.

“Listen. There is time yet. Go to the hotel. Go at once. Tell your mother nothing. Nothing, you understand. Keep her from coming here. Anything, but not that. Ernestine,” — She calls to the maid who reappears for a second— “a taxi — at once.”

She hurriedly gets Harding’s hat and coat. The stage is full of bustle. There is a great sense of hurry. The audience are in an agony for fear Ernestine is too slow, or calls a four-wheel cab by mistake. If the play is really well put on, you can presently hear the taxi buzzing outside. Mr. Harding goes to kiss Lady Cicely. She puts him from her in horror and hastens him out.

She calls the maid. “Ernestine, quick, put my things, anything, into a valise.”

“Madame is going away!”

“Yes, yes, at once.”

“Madame will not eat?”

“No, no.”

“Madame will not first rest?” (The slow comprehension of these French maids is something exasperating.) “Madame will not await monsieur?

“Madame will not first eat, nor drink — no? Madame will not sleep?”

“No, no — quick, Ernestine. Bring me what I want. Summon a fiacre. I shall be ready in a moment.” Lady Cicely passes through a side door into an inner room.

She is scarcely gone when Mrs. Harding enters. She is a woman about forty-five, still very beautiful. She is dressed in deep black.

(The play is now moving very fast. You have to sit tight to follow it all.)

She speaks to Ernestine. “Is this Mr. Harding’s apartment?”

“Yes, madame.”

“Is he here?” She looks about her.

“No, madame, he is gone this moment in a taxi — to the Hotel Bristol, I heard him say.”

Mrs. Harding, faltering. “Is — any one — here?”

“No, madame, no one — milady was here a moment ago. She, too, has gone out.” (This is a lie but of course the maid is a French maid.)

“Then it is true — there is some one — —” She is just saying this when the bell rings, the door opens and there enters — Sir John Trevor.

“You!” says Mrs. Harding.

“I am too late!” gasps Sir John.

She goes to him tremblingly— “After all these years,” she says.

“It is a long time.”

“You have not changed.”

She has taken his hands and is looking into his face, and she goes on speaking. “I have thought of you so often in all these bitter years — it sustained me even at the worst — and I knew, John, that it was for my sake that you had never married — —”

 

Then, as she goes on talking, the audience realize with a thrill that Mrs. Harding does not know that Sir John married two years ago, that she has come home, as she thought, to the man who loved her, and, more than that, they get another thrill when they realize that Lady Cicely is learning it too. She has pushed the door half open and is standing there unseen, listening. She wears a hat and cloak; there is a folded letter in her hand — her eyes are wide. Mrs. Harding continues:

“And now, John, I want your help, only you can help me, you are so strong — my Jack, I must save him.” She looks about the room. Something seems to overcome her. “Oh, John, this place — his being here like this — it seems a judgment on us.”

The audience are getting it fast now. And when Mrs. Harding speaks of “our awful moment of folly,” “the retribution of our own sins,” they grasp it and shiver with the luxury of it.

After that when Mrs. Harding says: “Our wretched boy, we must save him,” — they all know why she says “our.”

She goes on more calmly. “I realized. I knew — he is not alone here.”

Sir John’s voice is quiet, almost hollow. “He is not alone.”

“But this woman — can you not deal with her — persuade her — beg her for my sake — bribe her to leave my boy?”

Lady Cicely steps out. “There is no bribe needed. I am going. If I have wronged him, and you, it shall be atoned.”

Sir John has given no sign. He is standing stunned. She turns to him. “I have heard and know now. I cannot ask for pity. But when I am gone — when it is over — I want you to give him this letter — and I want you, you two, to — to be as if I had never lived.”

She lays the letter in his hand. Then without a sign, Lady Cicely passes out. There is a great stillness in the house. Mrs. Harding has watched Lady Cicely and Sir John in amazement. Sir John has sunk into a chair. She breaks out, “John, for God’s sake what does it mean — this woman — speak — there is something awful, I must know.”

“Yes, you must know. It is fate. Margaret, you do not know all. Two years ago I married — —”

“But this woman, this woman — —”

“She is — she was — my wife.”


.       .       .       .       .       .       . 

And at this moment Harding breaks into the room. “Cicely, Cicely, I was too late — —” He sees the others. “Mother,” he says in agony, “and you — —” He looks about. “Where is she? What is happening? I must know — —”

Sir John, as if following a mechanical impulse, has handed Harding the letter. He tears it open and reads:

“Dearest, I am going away, to die. It cannot be long now. The doctor told me to-day. That was why I couldn’t speak or explain it to you and was so strange at supper. But I am glad now. Good-by.”

Harding turns upon Sir John with the snarl of a wolf. “What have you done? Why have you driven her away? What right had you to her, you devil? I loved her — She was mine — —”

He had seized a pointed knife from the supper table. His shoulders are crouched — he is about to spring on Sir John. Mrs. Harding has thrown herself between them.

“Jack, Jack, you mustn’t strike.”

“Out of the way, I say, I’ll — —”

“Jack, Jack, you mustn’t strike. Can’t you understand? Don’t you see — what it is. . . .”

“What do you mean — stand back from me.”

“Jack he — is — your — father.”

The knife clatters to the floor. “My God!”

 

And then the curtain falls — and there’s a burst of applause and, in accordance with all the best traditions of the stage, one moment later, Lady Cicely and Mr. Harding and Sir John and Mrs. Harding are all bowing and smiling like anything, and even the little French maid sneaks on in a corner of the stage and simpers.

Then the orchestra plays and the leopards sneak out and the people in the boxes are all talking gayly to show that they’re not the least affected. And everybody is wondering how it will come out, or rather how it can possibly come out at all, because some of them explain that it’s all wrong, and just as they are making it clear that there shouldn’t be any third act, the curtain goes up and it’s —— 


Act III. Three Months Later
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THE CURTAIN RISES on a drawing-room in Mrs. Harding’s house in London. Mrs. Harding is sitting at a table. She is sorting out parcels. There is a great air of quiet about the scene. The third act of a problem play always has to be very quiet. It is like a punctured football with the wind going out of it. The play has to just poof itself out noiselessly.

For instance, this is the way it is done.

Does Mrs. Harding start to talk about Lady Cicely and Jack, and Paris? Not a bit. She is simply looking over the parcels and writing names and talking to herself so that the audience can get the names.

“For the Orphans’ Home — poor little things. For the Foundlings’ Protection Society. For the Lost Infants’ Preservation League” (a deep sigh)— “poor, poor children.”

Now what is all this about? What has this to do with the play? Why, don’t you see that it is the symbol of philanthropy, of gentleness, of melancholy sadness? The storm is over and there is nothing in Mrs. Harding’s heart but pity. Don’t you see that she is dressed in deeper black than ever, and do you notice that look on her face — that third-act air — that resignation?

Don’t you see that the play is really all over? They’re just letting the wind out of it.

A man announces “Sir John Trevor.”

Sir John steps in. Mrs. Harding goes to meet him with both hands out.

“My dear, dear friend,” she says in rich, sad tones.

Sir John is all in black. He is much aged, but very firm and very quiet. You can feel that he’s been spending the morning with the committee of the Homeless Newsboys’ League or among the Directorate of the Lost Waifs’ Encouragement Association. In fact he begins to talk of these things at once. The people who are not used to third acts are wondering what it is all about. The real playgoers know that this is atmosphere.

Then presently —— 

“Tea?” says Mrs. Harding, “shall I ring?”

“Pray do,” says Sir John. He seats himself with great weariness. The full melancholy of the third act is on him. The tea which has been made for three acts is brought in. They drink it and it begins to go to their heads. The “atmosphere” clears off just a little.

“You have news, I know,” says Mrs. Harding, “you have seen him?”

“I have seen him.”

“And he is gone?”

“Yes, he has sailed,” says Sir John. “He went on board last night, only a few hours after my return to London. I saw him off. Poor Jack. Gatherson has been most kind. They will take him into the embassy at Lima. There, please God, he can begin life again. The Peruvian Ambassador has promised to do all in his power.”

Sir John sighs deeply and is silent. This to let the fact soak into the audience that Jack has gone to Peru. Any reasonable person would have known it. Where else could he go to?

“He will do well in Peru,” says Mrs. Harding. She is imitating a woman being very brave.

“Yes, I trust so,” says Sir John. There is silence again. In fact the whole third act is diluted with thirty per cent. of silence. Presently Mrs. Harding speaks again in a low tone.

“You have other news, I know.”

“I have other news.”

“Of her?”

“Yes. I have been to Switzerland. I have seen the curé — a good man. He has told me all there is to tell. I found him at the hospice, busy with his œuvre de bienfaisance. He led me to her grave.”

Sir John is bowed in deep silence.

Lady Cicely dead! Everybody in the theater gasps. Dead! But what an unfair way to kill her! To face an open death on the stage in fair hand to hand acting is one thing, but this new system of dragging off the characters to Switzerland between the acts, and then returning and saying that they are dead is quite another.

Presently Mrs. Harding speaks, very softly. “And you? You will take up your work here again?”

“No; I am going away.”

“Going?”

“Yes, far away. I am going to Kafoonistan.”

Mrs. Harding looks at him in pain. “To Kafoonistan?”

“Yes. To Kafoonistan. There’s work there for me to do.”


.       .       .       .       .       .       . 

There is silence again. Then Sir John speaks. “And you? You will settle down here in London?”

“No. I am going away.”

“Going away?”

“Yes, back to Balla Walla. I want to be alone. I want to forget. I want to think. I want to try to realize.”

“You are going alone?”

“Yes, quite alone. But I shall not feel alone when I get there. The Maharanee will receive me with open arms. And my life will be useful there. The women need me; I will teach them to read, to sew, to sing.”

“Mrs. Harding — Margaret — you must not do this. You have sacrificed your life enough — you have the right to live — —”

There is emotion in Sir John’s tone. It is very rough on him to find his plan of going to Kafoonistan has been outdone by Mrs. Harding’s going to Balla Walla. She shakes her head.

“No, no; my life is of no account now. But you, John, you are needed here, the country needs you. Men look to you to lead them.”

Mrs. Harding would particularize if she could, but she can’t just for the minute remember what it is Sir John can lead them to. Sir John shakes his head.

“No, no; my work lies there in Kafoonistan. There is a man’s work to be done there. The tribes are ignorant, uncivilized.”

This dialogue goes on for some time. Mrs. Harding keeps shaking her head and saying that Sir John must not go to Kafoonistan, and Sir John says she must not go to Balla Walla. He protests that he wants to work and she claims that she wants to try to think clearly. But it is all a bluff. They are not going. Neither of them. And everybody knows it. Presently Mrs. Harding says:

“You will think of me sometimes?”

“I shall never forget you.”

“I’m glad of that.”

“Wherever I am, I shall think of you — out there in the deserts, or at night, alone there among the great silent hills with only the stars overhead, I shall think of you. Your face will guide me wherever I am.”

He has taken her hand.

“And you,” he says, “you will think of me sometimes in Balla Walla?”

[image: img28.jpg]He takes her in his arms.

[Illus]”Yes, always. All day while I am with the Maharanee and her women, and at night, the great silent Indian night when all the palace is asleep and there is heard nothing but the sounds of the jungle, the cry of the hyena and the bray of the laughing jackass, I shall seem to hear your voice.”

She is much moved. She rises, clenches her hands and then adds, “I have heard it so for five and twenty years.”

He has moved to her.

“Margaret!”

“John!”

“I cannot let you go, your life lies here — with me — next my heart — I want your help, your love, here inside the beyond.”

And as he speaks and takes her in his arms, the curtain sinks upon them, rises, falls, rises, and then sinks again asbestos and all, and the play is over. The lights are on, the audience rises in a body and puts on its wraps. All over the theater you can hear the words “perfectly rotten,” “utterly untrue,” and so on. The general judgment seems to be that it is a perfectly rotten play, but very strong.

They are saying this as they surge out in great waves of furs and silks, with black crush hats floating on billows of white wraps among the foam of gossamer scarfs. Through it all is the squawk of the motor horn, the call of the taxi numbers and the inrush of the fresh night air.

But just inside the theater, in the office, is a man in a circus waistcoat adding up dollars with a blue pencil, and he knows that the play is all right.


FAMILIAR INCIDENTS
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I. — With the Photographer
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“I  WANT my photograph taken,” I said. The photographer looked at me without enthusiasm. He was a drooping man in a gray suit, with the dim eye of a natural scientist. But there is no need to describe him. Everybody knows what a photographer is like.

“Sit there,” he said, “and wait.”

I waited an hour. I read the Ladies Companion for 1912, the Girls Magazine for 1902 and the Infants Journal for 1888. I began to see that I had done an unwarrantable thing in breaking in on the privacy of this man’s scientific pursuits with a face like mine.

After an hour the photographer opened the inner door.

“Come in,” he said severely.

I went into the studio.

“Sit down,” said the photographer.

I sat down in a beam of sunlight filtered through a sheet of factory cotton hung against a frosted skylight.

The photographer rolled a machine into the middle of the room and crawled into it from behind.

He was only in it a second, — just time enough for one look at me, — and then he was out again, tearing at the cotton sheet and the window panes with a hooked stick, apparently frantic for light and air.

Then he crawled back into the machine again and drew a little black cloth over himself. This time he was very quiet in there. I knew that he was praying and I kept still.

When the photographer came out at last, he looked very grave and shook his head.

“The face is quite wrong,” he said.

“I know,” I answered quietly; “I have always known it.”

He sighed.

“I think,” he said, “the face would be better three-quarters full.”

“I’m sure it would,” I said enthusiastically, for I was glad to find that the man had such a human side to him. “So would yours. In fact,” I continued, “how many faces one sees that are apparently hard, narrow, limited, but the minute you get them three-quarters full they get wide, large, almost boundless in — —”

But the photographer had ceased to listen. He came over and took my head in his hands and twisted it sideways. I thought he meant to kiss me, and I closed my eyes.

But I was wrong.

He twisted my face as far as it would go and then stood looking at it.

He sighed again.

“I don’t like the head,” he said.

Then he went back to the machine and took another look.

“Open the mouth a little,” he said.

I started to do so.

“Close it,” he added quickly.

Then he looked again.

“The ears are bad,” he said; “droop them a little more. Thank you. Now the eyes. Roll them in under the lids. Put the hands on the knees, please, and turn the face just a little upward. Yes, that’s better. Now just expand the lungs! So! And hump the neck — that’s it — and just contract the waist — ha! — and twist the hip up toward the elbow — now! I still don’t quite like the face, it’s just a trifle too full, but — —”

I swung myself round on the stool.

“Stop,” I said with emotion but, I think, with dignity. “This face is my face. It is not yours, it is mine. I’ve lived with it for forty years and I know its faults. I know it’s out of drawing. I know it wasn’t made for me, but it’s my face, the only one I have—” I was conscious of a break in my voice but I went on— “such as it is, I’ve learned to love it. And this is my mouth, not yours. These ears are mine, and if your machine is too narrow—” Here I started to rise from the seat.

Snick!

The photographer had pulled a string. The photograph taken. I could see the machine still staggering from the shock.

“I think,” said the photographer, pursing his lips in a pleased smile, “that I caught the features just in a moment of animation.”

“So!” I said bitingly,— “features, eh? You didn’t think I could animate them, I suppose? But let me see the picture.”

“Oh, there’s nothing to see yet,” he said, “I have to develop the negative first. Come back on Saturday and I’ll let you see a proof of it.”

On Saturday I went back.

The photographer beckoned me in. I thought he seemed quieter and graver than before. I think, too, there was a certain pride in his manner.

He unfolded the proof of a large photograph, and we both looked at it in silence.

“Is it me?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said quietly, “it is you,” and we went on looking at it.

“The eyes,” I said hesitatingly, “don’t look very much like mine.”

“Oh, no,” he answered, “I’ve retouched them. They come out splendidly, don’t they?”

“Fine,” I said, “but surely my eyebrows are not like that?”

“No,” said the photographer, with a momentary glance at my face, “the eyebrows are removed. We have a process now — the Delphide — for putting in new ones. You’ll notice here where we’ve applied it to carry the hair away from the brow. I don’t like the hair low on the skull.”

“Oh, you don’t, don’t you?” I said.

“No,” he went on, “I don’t care for it. I like to get the hair clear back to the superficies and make out a new brow line.”

“What about the mouth?” I said with a bitterness that was lost on the photographer; “is that mine?”

“It’s adjusted a little,” he said, “yours is too low. I found I couldn’t use it.”

“The ears, though,” I said, “strike me as a good likeness; they’re just like mine.”

[image: img30.jpg]“Is it me?”

[Illus]”Yes,” said the photographer thoughtfully, “that’s so; but I can fix that all right in the print. We have a process now — the Sulphide — for removing the ears entirely. I’ll see if — —”

“Listen!” I interrupted, drawing myself up and animating my features to their full extent and speaking with a withering scorn that should have blasted the man on the spot. “Listen! I came here for a photograph — a picture — something which (mad though it seems) would have looked like me. I wanted something that would depict my face as Heaven gave it to me, humble though the gift may have been. I wanted something that my friends might keep after my death, to reconcile them to my loss. It seems that I was mistaken. What I wanted is no longer done. Go on, then, with your brutal work. Take your negative, or whatever it is you call it, — dip it in sulphide, bromide, oxide, cowhide, — anything you like, — remove the eyes, correct the mouth, adjust the face, restore the lips, reanimate the necktie and reconstruct the waistcoat. Coat it with an inch of gloss, shade it, emboss it, gild it, till even you acknowledge that it is finished. Then when you have done all that — keep it for yourself and your friends. They may value it. To me it is but a worthless bauble.”

I broke into tears and left.


II. — The Dentist and the Gas
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“I  THINK,” said the dentist, stepping outside again, “I’d better give you gas.”

Then he moved aside and hummed an air from a light opera while he mixed up cement.

I sat up in my shroud.

“Gas!” I said.

“Yes,” he repeated, “gas, or else ether or a sulphuric anesthetic, or else beat you into insensibility with a club, or give you three thousand bolts of electricity.”

These may not have been his exact words. But they convey the feeling of them very nicely.

I could see the light of primitive criminality shining behind the man’s spectacles.

And to think that this was my fault — the result of my own reckless neglect. I had grown so used to sitting back dozing in my shroud in the dentist’s chair, listening to the twittering of the birds outside, my eyes closed in the sweet half sleep of perfect security, that the old apprehensiveness and mental agony had practically all gone.

He didn’t hurt me, and I knew it.

I had grown — I know it sounds mad — almost to like him.

For a time I had kept up the appearance of being hurt every few minutes, just as a precaution. Then even that had ceased and I had dropped into vainglorious apathy.

It was this, of course, which had infuriated the dentist. He meant to reassert his power. He knew that nothing but gas could rouse me out of my lethargy and he meant to apply it — either gas or some other powerful pain stimulant.

So, as soon as he said “gas,” my senses were alert in a moment.

“When are you going to do it?” I said in horror.

“Right now, if you like,” he answered.

His eyes were glittering with what the Germans call Blutlust. All dentists have it.

I could see that if I took my eye off him for a moment he might spring at me, gas in hand, and throttle me.

“No, not now, I can’t stay now,” I said, “I have an appointment, a whole lot of appointments, urgent ones, the most urgent I ever had.” I was unfastening my shroud as I spoke.

“Well, then, to-morrow,” said the dentist.

“No,” I said, “to-morrow is Saturday. And Saturday is a day when I simply can’t take gas. If I take gas, even the least bit of gas on a Saturday, I find it’s misunderstood — —”

“Monday then.”

“Monday, I’m afraid, won’t do. It’s a bad day for me — worse than I can explain.”

“Tuesday?” said the dentist.

“Not Tuesday,” I answered. “Tuesday is the worst day of all. On Tuesday my church society meets, and I must go to it.”

I hadn’t been near it, in reality, for three years, but suddenly I felt a longing to attend it.

“On Wednesday,” I went on, speaking hurriedly and wildly, “I have another appointment, a swimming club, and on Thursday two appointments, a choral society and a funeral. On Friday I have another funeral. Saturday is market day. Sunday is washing day. Monday is drying day — —”

“Hold on,” said the dentist, speaking very firmly. “You come to-morrow morning: I’ll write the engagement for ten o’clock.”

I think it must have been hypnotism.

Before I knew it, I had said “Yes.”

I went out.

On the street I met a man I knew.

“Have you ever taken gas from a dentist?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” he said; “it’s nothing.”

Soon after I met another man.

“Have you ever taken gas?” I asked.

“Oh, certainly,” he answered, “it’s nothing, nothing at all.”

Altogether I asked about fifty people that day about gas, and they all said that it was absolutely nothing. When I said that I was to take it to-morrow, they showed no concern whatever. I looked in their faces for traces of anxiety. There weren’t any. They all said that it wouldn’t hurt me, that it was nothing.

So then I was glad because I knew that gas was nothing.

It began to seem hardly worth while to keep the appointment. Why go all the way downtown for such a mere nothing?

But I did go.

I kept the appointment.

What followed was such an absolute nothing that I shouldn’t bother to relate it except for the sake of my friends.

The dentist was there with two assistants. All three had white coats on, as rigid as naval uniforms.

I forget whether they carried revolvers.

Nothing could exceed their quiet courage. Let me pay them that tribute.

I was laid out in my shroud in a long chair and tied down to it (I think I was tied down; perhaps I was fastened with nails). This part of it was a mere nothing. It simply felt like being tied down by three strong men armed with pinchers.

After that a gas tank and a pump were placed beside me and a set of rubber tubes fastened tight over my mouth and nose. Even those who have never taken gas can realize how ridiculously simple this is.[Illus]
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Then they began pumping in gas. The sensation of this part of it I cannot, unfortunately, recall. It happened that just as they began to administer the gas, I fell asleep. I don’t quite know why. Perhaps I was overtired. Perhaps it was the simple home charm of the surroundings, the soft drowsy hum of the gas pump, the twittering of the dentists in the trees — did I say the trees? No; of course they weren’t in the trees — imagine dentists in the trees — ha! ha! Here, take off this gaspipe from my face till I laugh — really I just want to laugh — only to laugh —— 

Well, — that’s what it felt like.

Meanwhile they were operating.

Of course I didn’t feel it. All I felt was that someone dealt me a powerful blow in the face with a sledgehammer. After that somebody took a pickax and cracked in my jaw with it. That was all.

It was a mere nothing. I felt at the time that a man who objects to a few taps on the face with a pickax is overcritical.

I didn’t happen to wake up till they had practically finished. So I really missed the whole thing.

The assistants had gone, and the dentist was mixing up cement and humming airs from light opera just like old times. It made the world seem a bright place.

I went home with no teeth. I only meant them to remove one, but I realized that they had taken them all out. Still it didn’t matter.

Not long after I received my bill. I was astounded at the nerve of it! For administering gas, debtor, so much; for removing teeth, debtor, so much; — and so on.

In return I sent in my bill:

Dr. William Jaws

DEBTOR



	
To mental agony


	
$50.00





	
To gross lies in regard to the nothingness of gas


	
100.00





	
To putting me under gas


	
50.00





	
To having fun with me under gas


	
100.00





	
To Brilliant Ideas, occurred to me under gas and lost


	
100.00





	
 


	
 ——  — 





	
Grand Total


	
$400.00






My bill has been contested and is in the hands of a solicitor. The matter will prove, I understand, a test case and will go to the final courts. If the judges have toothache during the trial, I shall win.


III. — My Lost Opportunities
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THE OTHER DAY I took a walk with a real estate man. Out in the suburbs he leaned over the wooden fence of an empty lot and waved his hand at it.

“There’s a lot,” he said, “that we sold last week for half a million dollars.”

“Did you really!” I exclaimed.

“Yes,” he said, “and do you know that twenty-five years ago you could have picked that up for fifty thousand!”

“What,” I said, “do you mean to say that I could have had all that beautiful grass and those mullin stalks for fifty thousand dollars?”

“I do.”

“You mean that when I was a student at college, feeding on four dollars a week, this opportunity was knocking at the door and I missed it?”

I turned my head away in bitterness as I thought of my own folly. Why had I never happened to walk out this way with fifty thousand dollars in my pocket and buy all this beautiful mud?

The real estate man smiled complacently at my grief.

“I can show you more than that,” he said. “Do you see that big stretch of empty ground out there past that last fence?”

“Yes, yes,” I said excitedly, “the land with the beautiful tar-paper shack and the withered cedar tree, — the one withered cedar tree, — standing in its lonely isolation and seeming to beckon — —”

“Say,” he said, “was you ever in the real estate business yourself?”

“No,” I answered, “but I have a poetic mind, and I begin to see the poetry, the majesty, of real estate.”

“Oh, is that it,” he answered. “Well, that land out there, — it’s an acre and a half, — was sold yesterday for three million dollars!!”

“For what!”

“For three million dollars, cold.”

“Not COLD!” I said, “don’t tell me it was cold.”

“Yes,” went on the real estate man, “and only three years ago you could have come out here and had it for a song!”

“For a song!” I repeated.

Just think of it! And I had missed it! With a voice like mine. If I had known what I know now, I would have come out to that land and sung to it all night. I never knew in the days when I was content with fifteen dollars a week what a hidden gift my voice was. I should have taken up land-singing and made a fortune out of it.

The thought of it saddened me all the way home: and the talk of the real estate man as he went made me feel still worse.

He showed me a church that I could have bought for a hundred thousand and sold now at half a million for a motor garage. If I had started buying churches instead of working on a newspaper, I’d have been rich to-day.

There was a skating rink I could have bought, and a theatre and a fruit store, a beautiful little one-story wooden fruit store, right on a corner, with the darlingest Italian in it that you ever saw. There was the cutest little pet of a cow-stable that I could have turned into an apartment store at a profit of a million, — at the time when I was studying Greek and forgetting it. Oh! the wasted opportunities of life!

And that evening when I got back to the club and talked about it at dinner to my business friends, I found that I had only heard a small part of it.

Real estate! That’s nothing! Why they told me that fifteen years ago I could have had all sorts of things, — trunk line railways, sugar refineries, silver mines, — any of them for a song. When I heard it I was half glad I hadn’t sung for the land. They told me that there was a time when I could have bought out the Federal Steel Co. for twenty million dollars! And I let it go.[Illus]
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The whole Canadian Pacific Railway, they said, was thrown on the market for fifty millions. I left it there writhing, and didn’t pick it up. Sheer lack of confidence! I see now why these men get rich. It’s their fine, glorious confidence, that enables them to write out a cheque for fifty million dollars and think nothing of it.

If I wrote a cheque like that, I’d be afraid of going to Sing Sing. But they aren’t, and so they get what they deserve.

Forty-five years ago, — a man at the club told me this with almost a sob in his voice, — either Rockefeller or Carnegie could have been bought clean up for a thousand dollars!

Think of it!

Why didn’t my father buy them for me, as pets, for my birthday and let me keep them till I grew up?

If I had my life over again, no school or education for me! Not with all this beautiful mud and these tar-paper shacks and corner lot fruit stores lying round! I’d buy out the whole United States and take a chance, a sporting chance, on the rise in values.


IV. — My Unknown Friend
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HE STEPPED INTO the smoking compartment of the Pullman, where I was sitting alone.

He had on a long fur-lined coat, and he carried a fifty-dollar suit case that he put down on the seat.

Then he saw me.

“Well! well!” he said, and recognition broke out all over his face like morning sunlight.

“Well! well!” I repeated.

“By Jove!” he said, shaking hands vigorously, “who would have thought of seeing you?”

“Who, indeed,” I thought to myself.

He looked at me more closely.

“You haven’t changed a bit,” he said.

“Neither have you,” said I heartily.

“You may be a little stouter,” he went on critically.

“Yes,” I said, “a little; but you’re stouter yourself.”

This of course would help to explain away any undue stoutness on my part.

“No,” I continued boldly and firmly, “you look just about the same as ever.”

And all the time I was wondering who he was. I didn’t know him from Adam; I couldn’t recall him a bit. I don’t mean that my memory is weak. On the contrary, it is singularly tenacious. True, I find it very hard to remember people’s names; very often, too, it is hard for me to recall a face, and frequently I fail to recall a person’s appearance, and of course clothes are a thing one doesn’t notice. But apart from these details I never forget anybody, and I am proud of it. But when it does happen that a name or face escapes me I never lose my presence of mind. I know just how to deal with the situation. It only needs coolness and intellect, and it all comes right.

My friend sat down.

“It’s a long time since we met,” he said.

“A long time,” I repeated with something of a note of sadness. I wanted him to feel that I, too, had suffered from it.

“But it has gone very quickly.”

“Like a flash,” I assented cheerfully.

“Strange,” he said, “how life goes on and we lose track of people, and things alter. I often think about it. I sometimes wonder,” he continued, “where all the old gang are gone to.”

“So do I,” I said. In fact I was wondering about it at the very moment. I always find in circumstances like these that a man begins sooner or later to talk of the “old gang” or “the boys” or “the crowd.” That’s where the opportunity comes in to gather who he is.

“Do you ever go back to the old place?” he asked.

“Never,” I said, firmly and flatly. This had to be absolute. I felt that once and for all the “old place” must be ruled out of the discussion till I could discover where it was.

“No,” he went on, “I suppose you’d hardly care to.”

“Not now,” I said very gently.

“I understand. I beg your pardon,” he said, and there was silence for a few moments.

So far I had scored the first point. There was evidently an old place somewhere to which I would hardly care to go. That was something to build on.

Presently he began again.

“Yes,” he said, “I sometimes meet some of the old boys and they begin to talk of you and wonder what you’re doing.”

“Poor things,” I thought, but I didn’t say it.

I knew it was time now to make a bold stroke; so I used the method that I always employ. I struck in with great animation.

“Say!” I said, “where’s Billy? Do you ever hear anything of Billy now?”

This is really a very safe line. Every old gang has a Billy in it.

“Yes,” said my friend, “sure — Billy is ranching out in Montana. I saw him in Chicago last spring, — weighed about two hundred pounds, — you wouldn’t know him.”

“No, I certainly wouldn’t,” I murmured to myself.

“And where’s Pete?” I said. This was safe ground. There is always a Pete.

“You mean Billy’s brother,” he said.

“Yes, yes, Billy’s brother Pete. I often think of him.”

“Oh,” answered the unknown man, “old Pete’s quite changed, — settled down altogether.” Here he began to chuckle, “Why, Pete’s married!”

I started to laugh, too. Under these circumstances it is always supposed to be very funny if a man has got married. The notion of old Peter (whoever he is) being married is presumed to be simply killing. I kept on chuckling away quietly at the mere idea of it. I was hoping that I might manage to keep on laughing till the train stopped. I had only fifty miles more to go. It’s not hard to laugh for fifty miles if you know how.

But my friend wouldn’t be content with it.

“I often meant to write to you,” he said, his voice falling to a confidential tone, “especially when I heard of your loss.”

I remained quiet. What had I lost? Was it money? And if so, how much? And why had I lost it? I wondered if it had ruined me or only partly ruined me.

“One can never get over a loss like that,” he continued solemnly.

Evidently I was plumb ruined. But I said nothing and remained under cover, waiting to draw his fire.

“Yes,” the man went on, “death is always sad.”

Death! Oh, that was it, was it? I almost hiccoughed with joy. That was easy. Handling a case of death in these conversations is simplicity itself. One has only to sit quiet and wait to find out who is dead.

“Yes,” I murmured, “very sad. But it has its other side, too.”

“Very true, especially, of course, at that age.”

“As you say at that age, and after such a life.”

“Strong and bright to the last I suppose,” he continued, very sympathetically.

“Yes,” I said, falling on sure ground, “able to sit up in bed and smoke within a few days of the end.”

“What,” he said, perplexed, “did your grandmother — —”

My grandmother! That was it, was it?

“Pardon me,” I said provoked at my own stupidity; “when I say smoked, I mean able to sit up and be smoked to, a habit she had, — being read to, and being smoked to, — only thing that seemed to compose her — —”

As I said this I could hear the rattle and clatter of the train running past the semaphores and switch points and slacking to a stop.

My friend looked quickly out of the window.

His face was agitated.

“Great heavens!” he said, “that’s the junction. I’ve missed my stop. I should have got out at the last station. Say, porter,” he called out into the alleyway, “how long do we stop here?”

“Just two minutes, sah,” called a voice back. “She’s late now, she’s makin’ up tahm!”

My friend had hopped up now and had pulled out a bunch of keys and was fumbling at the lock of the suit case.

“I’ll have to wire back or something,” he gasped. “Confound this lock — my money’s in the suit case.”

My one fear now was that he would fail to get off.

“Here,” I said, pulling some money out of my pocket, “don’t bother with the lock. Here’s money.”

“Thanks,” he said grabbing the roll of money out of my hand, — in his excitement he took all that I had.— “I’ll just have time.”

He sprang from the train. I saw him through the window, moving toward the waiting-room. He didn’t seem going very fast.

I waited.[Illus]
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The porters were calling, “All abawd! All abawd.” There was the clang of a bell, a hiss of steam, and in a second the train was off.

“Idiot,” I thought, “he’s missed it;” and there was his fifty-dollar suit case lying on the seat.

I waited, looking out of the window and wondering who the man was, anyway.

Then presently I heard the porter’s voice again. He evidently was guiding someone through the car.

“Ah looked all through the kyar for it, sah,” he was saying.

“I left it in the seat in the car there behind my wife,” said the angry voice of a stranger, a well-dressed man who put his head into the door of the compartment.

Then his face, too, beamed all at once with recognition. But it was not for me. It was for the fifty-dollar valise.

“Ah, there it is,” he cried, seizing it and carrying it off.

I sank back in dismay. The “old gang!” Pete’s marriage! My grandmother’s death! Great heavens! And my money! I saw it all; the other man was “making talk,” too, and making it with a purpose.

Stung!

And next time that I fall into talk with a casual stranger in a car, I shall not try to be quite so extraordinarily clever.


V. — Under the Barber’s Knife
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“WAS YOU TO the Arena the other night?” said the barber, leaning over me and speaking in his confidential whisper.

“Yes,” I said, “I was there.”

He saw from this that I could still speak. So he laid another thick wet towel over my face before he spoke again.

“What did you think of the game,” he asked.

But he had miscalculated. I could still make a faint sound through the wet towels. He laid three or four more very thick ones over my face and stood with his five finger tips pressed against my face for support. A thick steam rose about me. Through it I could hear the barber’s voice and the flick-flack of the razor as he stropped it.

“Yes, sir,” he went on in his quiet professional tone, punctuated with the noise of the razor, “I knowed from the start them boys was sure to win,” — flick-flack-flick-flack,— “as soon as I seen the ice that night and seen the get-away them boys made I knowed it,” — flick-flack,— “and just as soon as Jimmy got aholt of the puck — —”

This was more than the barber at the next chair could stand.

“Him get de puck,” he cried, giving an angry dash with a full brush of soap into the face of the man under him,— “him get ut-dat stiff — why, boys,” he said, and he turned appealingly to the eight barbers, who all rested their elbows on the customers’ faces while they listened to the rising altercation; even the manicure girl, thrilled to attention, clasped tight the lumpy hand of her client in her white digits and remained motionless,— “why boys, dat feller can’t no more play hockey than — —”

“See here,” said the barber, suddenly and angrily, striking his fist emphatically on the towels that covered my face. “I’ll bet you five dollars to one Jimmy can skate rings round any two men in the league.”

“Him skate,” sneered the other squirting a jet of blinding steam in the face of the client he was treating, “he ain’t got no more go in him than dat rag,” — and he slapped a wet towel across his client’s face.

All the barbers were excited now. There was a babel of talk from behind each of the eight chairs. “He can’t skate;” “He can skate;” “I’ll bet you ten.”

Already they were losing their tempers, slapping their customers with wet towels and jabbing great brushfuls of soap into their mouths. My barber was leaning over my face with his whole body. In another minute one or the other of them would have been sufficiently provoked to have dealt his customer a blow behind the ear.

Then suddenly there was a hush.

“The boss,” said one.

In another minute I could realize, though I couldn’t see it, that a majestic figure in a white coat was moving down the line. All was still again except the quiet hum of the mechanical shampoo brush and the soft burble of running water.

The barber began removing the wet towels from my face one by one. He peeled them off with the professional neatness of an Egyptologist unwrapping a mummy. When he reached my face he looked searchingly at it. There was suspicion in his eye.

“Been out of town?” he questioned.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Who’s been doing your work?” he asked. This question, from a barber, has no reference to one’s daily occupation. It means “who has been shaving you.”

I knew it was best to own up. I’d been in the wrong, and I meant to acknowledge it with perfect frankness.

“I’ve been shaving myself,” I said.

My barber stood back from me in contempt. There was a distinct sensation all down the line of barbers. One of them threw a wet rag in a corner with a thud, and another sent a sudden squirt from an atomizer into his customer’s eyes as a mark of disgust.

My barber continued to look at me narrowly.

“What razor do you use?” he said.

“A safety razor,” I answered.

The barber had begun to dash soap over my face; but he stopped — aghast at what I had said.

A safety razor to a barber is like a red rag to a bull.

“If it was me,” he went on, beating lather into me as he spoke, “I wouldn’t let one of them things near my face: No, sir: There ain’t no safety in them. They tear the hide clean off you — just rake the hair right out by the follicles,” as he said this he was illustrating his meaning with jabs of his razor,— “them things just cut a man’s face all to pieces,” he jabbed a stick of alum against an open cut that he had made,— “And as for cleanliness, for sanitation, for this here hygiene and for germs, I wouldn’t have them round me for a fortune.”

I said nothing. I knew I had deserved it, and I kept quiet.[Illus]
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The barber gradually subsided. Under other circumstances he would have told me something of the spring training of the baseball clubs, or the last items from the Jacksonville track, or any of those things which a cultivated man loves to hear discussed between breakfast and business. But I was not worth it. As he neared the end of the shaving he spoke again, this time in a confidential, almost yearning, tone.

“Massage?” he said.

“No thank you.”

“Shampoo the scalp?” he whispered.

“No thanks.”

“Singe the hair?” he coaxed.

“No thanks.”

The barber made one more effort.

“Say,” he said in my ear, as a thing concerning himself and me alone, “your hair’s pretty well all falling out. You’d better let me just shampoo up the scalp a bit and stop up them follicles or pretty soon you won’t—”

“No, thank you,” I said, “not to-day.”

This was all the barber could stand. He saw that I was just one of those miserable dead-beats who come to a barber shop merely for a shave, and who carry away the scalp and the follicles and all the barber’s perquisites as if they belonged to them.

In a second he had me thrown out of the chair.

“Next,” he shouted.

As I passed down the line of the barbers, I could see contempt in every eye while they turned on the full clatter of their revolving shampoo brushes and drowned the noise of my miserable exit in the roar of machinery.


PARISIAN PASTIMES
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I. — The Advantages of a Polite Education
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“TAKE IT FROM me,” said my friend from Kansas, leaning back in his seat at the Taverne Royale and holding his cigar in his two fingers— “don’t talk no French here in Paris. They don’t expect it, and they don’t seem to understand it.”

This man from Kansas, mind you, had a right to speak. He knew French. He had learned French — he told me so himself — good French, at the Fayetteville Classical Academy. Later on he had had the natural method “off” a man from New Orleans. It had cost him “fifty cents a throw.” All this I have on his own word. But in France something seemed to go wrong with his French.

“No,” he said reflectively, “I guess what most of them speak here is a sort of patois.”

When he said it was a patois, I knew just what he meant. It was equivalent to saying that he couldn’t understand it.

I had seen him strike patois before. There had been a French steward on the steamer coming over, and the man from Kansas, after a couple of attempts, had said it was no use talking French to that man. He spoke a hopeless patois. There were half a dozen cabin passengers, too, returning to their homes in France. But we soon found from listening to their conversation on deck that what they were speaking was not French but some sort of patois.

It was the same thing coming through Normandy. Patois, everywhere, not a word of French — not a single sentence of the real language, in the way they had it at Fayetteville. We stopped off a day at Rouen to look at the cathedral. A sort of abbot showed us round. Would you believe it, that man spoke patois, straight patois — the very worst kind, and fast. The man from Kansas had spotted it at once. He hadn’t listened to more than ten sentences before he recognized it. “Patois,” he said.

Of course, it’s fine to be able to detect patois like this. It’s impressive. The mere fact that you know the word patois shows that you must be mighty well educated.

Here in Paris it was the same way. Everybody that the man from Kansas tried — waiters, hotel clerks, shop people — all spoke patois. An educated person couldn’t follow it.

On the whole, I think the advice of the man from Kansas is good. When you come to Paris, leave French behind. You don’t need it, and they don’t expect it of you.

In any case, you soon learn from experience not to use it.

If you try to, this is what happens. You summon a waiter to you and you say to him very slowly, syllable by syllable, so as to give him every chance in case he’s not an educated man:

“Bringez moi de la soupe, de la fish, de la roast pork et de la fromage.”

And he answers:

“Yes, sir, roast pork, sir, and a little bacon on the side?”

That waiter was raised in Illinois.

Or suppose you stop a man on the street and you say to him:

“Musshoo, s’il vous plait, which is la direction pour aller à le Palais Royal?”

And he answers:

“Well, I tell you, I’m something of a stranger here myself, but I guess it’s straight down there a piece.”

Now it’s no use speculating whether that man comes from Dordogne Inférieure or from Auvergne-sur-les-Puits because he doesn’t.

On the other hand, you may strike a real Frenchman — there are some even in Paris. I met one the other day in trying to find my way about, and I asked him:

“Musshoo, s’il vous plait, which is la direction pour aller à Thomas Cook & Son?”

“B’n’m’ss’ulvla’n’fsse’n’sse’pas!”

I said: “Thank you so much! I had half suspected it myself.” But I didn’t really know what he meant.

So I have come to make it a rule never to use French unless driven to it. Thus, for example, I had a tremendous linguistic struggle in a French tailors shop.

There was a sign in the window to the effect that “completes” might be had “for a hundred.” It seemed a chance not to be missed. Moreover, the same sign said that English and German were spoken.

So I went in. True to my usual principle of ignoring the French language, I said to the head man:

“You speak English?”

He shrugged his shoulders, spread out his hands and looked at the clock on the wall.

“Presently,” he said.

“Oh,” I said, “you’ll speak it presently. That’s splendid. But why not speak it right away?”

The tailor again looked at the clock with a despairing shrug.

“At twelve o’clock,” he said.

“Come now,” I said, “be fair about this. I don’t want to wait an hour and a half for you to begin to talk. Let’s get at it right now.”

But he was obdurate. He merely shook his head and repeated:

“Speak English at twelve o’clock.”

Judging that he must be under a vow of abstinence during the morning, I tried another idea.

“Allemand?” I asked, “German, Deutsch, eh! speak that?”

Again the French tailor shook his head, this time with great decision.
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[Illus]”Not till four o’clock,” he said.

This was evidently final. He might be lax enough to talk English at noon, but he refused point-blank to talk German till he had his full strength.

I was just wondering whether there wasn’t some common sense in this after all, when the solution of it struck me.

“Ah!” I said, speaking in French, “très bong! there is somebody who comes at twelve, quelqu’un qui vient à midi, who can talk English.”

 

“Precisément,” said the tailor, wreathed in smiles and waving his tape coquettishly about his neck.

“You flirt!” I said, “but let’s get to business. I want a suit, un soot, un complete, complet, comprenez-vous, veston, gilet, une pair de panteloon — everything — do you get it?”

The tailor was now all animation.

“Ah, certainement,” he said, “monsieur desires a fantasy, une fantaisie, is it not?”

A fantasy! Good heavens!

The man had evidently got the idea from my naming so many things that I wanted a suit for a fancy dress carnival.

“Fantasy nothing!” I said— “pas de fantaisie! un soot anglais” — here an idea struck me and I tapped myself on the chest— “like this,” I said, “comme ceci.”

“Bon,” said the tailor, now perfectly satisfied, “une fantaisie comme porte monsieur.”

Here I got mad.

“Blast you,” I said, “this is not a fantaisie. Do you take me for a dragon-fly, or what? Now come, let’s get this fantaisie business cleared up. This is what I want” — and here I put my hand on a roll of very quiet grey cloth on the counter.

“Très bien,” said the tailor, “une fantaisie.”

I stared at him.

“Is that a fantaisie?”

“Certainement, monsieur.”

“Now,” I said, “let’s go into it further,” and I touched another piece of plain pepper and salt stuff of the kind that is called in the simple and refined language of my own country, gents’ panting.

“This?”

“Une fantaisie,” said the French tailor.

“Well,” I said, “you’ve got more imagination than I have.”

Then I touched a piece of purple blue that would have been almost too loud for a Carolina nigger.

“Is this a fantaisie?”

The tailor shrugged his shoulders.

“Ah, non,” he said in deprecating tones.

“Tell me,” I said, speaking in French, “just exactly what it is you call a fantasy.”

The tailor burst into a perfect paroxysm of French, gesticulating and waving his tape as he put the sentences over the plate one after another. It was fast pitching, but I took them every one, and I got him.

What he meant was that any single colour or combination of single colours — for instance, a pair of sky blue breeches with pink insertion behind — is not regarded by a French tailor as a fantaisie or fancy. But any mingled colour, such as the ordinary drab grey of the business man is a fantaisie of the daintiest kind. To the eye of a Parisian tailor, a Quakers’ meeting is a glittering panorama of fantaisies, whereas a negro ball at midnight in a yellow room with a band in scarlet, is a plain, simple scene.

I thanked him. Then I said:

“Measure me, mesurez-moi, passez le tape line autour de moi.”

He did it.

I don’t know what it is they measure you in, whether in centimètres or cubic feet or what it is. But the effect is appalling.

The tailor runs his tape round your neck and calls “sixty!” Then he puts it round the lower part of the back — at the major circumference, you understand, — and shouts, “a hundred and fifty!”

It sounded a record breaker. I felt that there should have been a burst of applause. But, to tell the truth, I have friends — quiet sedentary men in the professoriate — who would easily hit up four or five hundred on the same scale.

Then came the last item.

“Now,” I said, “when will this ‘complete’ be ready?”

“Ah, monsieur,” said the tailor, with winsome softness, “we are very busy, crushed, écrasés with commands! Give us time, don’t hurry us!”

“Well,” I said, “how long do you want?”

“Ah, monsieur,” he pleaded, “give us four days!”

I never moved an eyelash.

“What!” I said indignantly, “four days! Monstrous! Let me have this whole complete fantasy in one day or I won’t buy it.”

“Ah, monsieur, three days?”

“No,” I said, “make it two days.”

“Two days and a half, monsieur.”

“Two days and a quarter,” I said; “give it me the day after to-morrow at three o’clock in the morning.”

“Ah, monsieur, ten o’clock.”

“Make it ten minutes to ten and it’s a go,” I said.

“Bon,” said the tailor.

He kept his word. I am wearing the fantaisie as I write. For a fantaisie, it is fairly quiet, except that it has three pockets on each side outside, and a rolled back collar suitable for the throat of an opera singer, and as many buttons as a harem skirt. Beyond that, it’s a first-class, steady, reliable, quiet, religious fantaisie, such as any retired French ballet master might be proud to wear.


II. — The Joys of Philanthropy
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“GOOD-MORNING,” SAID THE valet de chambre, as I stepped from my room.

“Good-morning,” I answered. “Pray accept twenty-five centimes.”

“Good-morning, sir,” said the maître d’hôtel, as I passed down the corridor, “a lovely morning, sir.”

“So lovely,” I replied, “that I must at once ask you to accept forty-five centimes on the strength of it.”

“A beautiful day, monsieur,” said the head waiter, rubbing his hands, “I trust that monsieur has slept well.”

“So well,” I answered, “that monsieur must absolutely insist on your accepting seventy-five centimes on the spot. Come, don’t deny me. This is personal matter. Every time I sleep I simply have to give money away.”

“Monsieur is most kind.”

Kind? I should think not. If the valet de chambre and the maître d’hôtel and the chef de service and the others of the ten men needed to supply me with fifteen cents worth of coffee, could read my heart, they would find it an abyss of the blackest hatred.

Yet they take their handful of coppers — great grown men dressed up in monkey suits of black at eight in the morning — and bow double for it.

If they tell you it is a warm morning, you must give them two cents. If you ask the time, it costs you two cents. If you want a real genuine burst of conversation, it costs anywhere from a cent to a cent and a half a word.

Such is Paris all day long. Tip, tip, tip, till the brain is weary, not with the cost of it, but with the arithmetical strain.

No pleasure is perfect. Every rose has its thorn. The thorn of the Parisian holiday-maker is the perpetual necessity of handing out small gratuities to a set of overgrown flunkies too lazy to split wood.

Not that the amount of the tips, all added together, is anything serious. No rational man would grudge it if it could be presented in a bill as a lump sum at breakfast time every morning and done with for the day.

But the incessant necessity of handing out small tips of graded amounts gets on one’s nerves. It is necessary in Paris to go round with enough money of different denominations in one’s pocket to start a bank — gold and paper notes for serious purchases, and with them a huge dead weight of great silver pieces, five franc bits as large as a Quaker’s shoebuckle, and a jingling mass of coppers in a side pocket. These one must distribute as extras to cabmen, waiters, news-vendors, beggars, anybody and everybody in fact that one has anything to do with.

The whole mass of the coppers carried only amounts perhaps to twenty-five cents in honest Canadian money. But the silly system of the French currency makes the case appear worse than it is, and gives one the impression of being a walking treasury.

Morning, noon, and night the visitor is perpetually putting his hand into his side pocket and pulling out coppers. He drips coppers all day in an unending stream. You enter a French theatre. You buy a programme, fifty centimes, and ten more to the man who sells it. You hand your coat and cane to an aged harpy, who presides over what is called the vestiaire, pay her twenty-five centimes and give her ten. You are shown to your seat by another old fairy in dingy black (she has a French name, but I forget it) and give her twenty centimes. Just think of the silly business of it. Your ticket, if it is a good seat in a good theatre, has cost you about three dollars and a half. One would almost think the theatre could afford to throw in eight cents worth of harpies for the sake of international good will.

Similarly, in your hotel, you ring the bell and there appears the valet de chambre, dressed in a red waistcoat and a coat effect of black taffeta. You tell him that you want a bath. “Bien, monsieur!” He will fetch the maître d’hôtel. Oh, he will, will he, how good of him, but really one can’t witness such kindness on his part without begging him to accept a twenty-five centime remembrance. “Merci bien, monsieur.” The maître d’hôtel comes. He is a noble looking person who wears a dress suit at eight o’clock in the morning with patent leather shoes of the kind that I have always wanted but am still unable to afford. Yet I know from experience that the man merely lives and breathes at fifty centimes a breath. For fifty centimes he’ll bow low enough to crack himself. If you gave him a franc, he’d lie down on the floor and lick your boots. I know he would; I’ve seen them do it.

So when the news comes that you propose to take a bath, he’s right along side of you in a minute, all civility. Mind you, in a really French hotel, one with what is called the old French atmosphere, taking a bath is quite an event, and the maître d’hôtel sees a dead sure fifty centimes in it, with perhaps an extra ten centimes if times are good. That is to say, he may clear anything from ten to twelve cents on the transaction. A bath, monsieur? Nothing more simple, this moment, tout de suite, right off, he will at once give orders for it. So you give him eleven cents and he then tells the hotel harpy, dressed in black, like the theatre harpies, to get the bath and she goes and gets it. She was there, of course, all the time, right in the corridor, and heard all that proceeded, but she doesn’t “enter into her functions” until the valet de chambre tells the maître d’hôtel and the maître d’hôtel informs her officially of the coming event.

She gets the bath. What does she do? Why, merely opens the door of the bathroom, which wasn’t locked, and turns on the water. But, of course, no man with any chivalry in him could allow a harpy to be put to all that labour without pressing her to accept three cents as a mark of personal appreciation.

Thus the maître d’hôtel and the valet de chambre and the harpy go on all day, from six in the morning when they first “enter into functions” until heaven knows when at night when they leave off, and they keep gathering in two cents and three cents and even five cents at a time. Then presently, I suppose, they go off and spend it in their own way. The maître d’hôtel transformed into a cheap Parisian with a dragon-fly coat and a sixty cent panama, dances gaily at the Bal Wagram, and himself hands out coppers to the musicians, and gives a one cent tip to a lower order of maître d’hôtel. The harpy goes forth, and with other harpies absorbs red wine and indescribable cheese at eleven at night in a crowded little café on the crowded sidewalk of a street about as wide as a wagon. She tips the waiter who serves her at the rate of one cent per half hour of attendance, and he, I suppose, later on tips someone else, and so on endlessly.

In this way about fifty thousand people in Paris eke out a livelihood by tipping one another.

The worst part of the tipping system is that very often the knowledge that tips are expected and the uncertainty of their amount, causes one to forego a great number of things that might otherwise be enjoyable.

I brought with me to Paris, for example, a letter of introduction to the President of the Republic. I don’t say this in any boasting spirit. A university professor can always get all the letters of introduction that he wants. Everyone knows that he is too simple to make any commercial use of them. But I never presented this letter to the President. What was the use? It wouldn’t have been worth it. He would have expected a tip, and of course in his case it would have had to be a liberal one, twenty-five cents straight out. Perhaps, too, some of his ministers would have strolled in, as soon as they saw a stranger, on the chance of picking up something. Put it as three ministers at fifteen cents each, that’s forty-five cents or a total of seventy cents for ten minutes’ talk with the French Government. It’s not worth it.

In all Paris, I only found one place where tipping is absolutely out of the question. That was at the British Embassy. There they don’t allow it. Not only the clerks and the secretaries, but even the Ambassador himself is forbidden to take so much as the smallest gratuity.

And they live up to it.

That is why I still feel proud of having made an exception to the rule.

I went there because the present ambassador is a personal friend of mine. I hadn’t known this till I went to Paris, and I may say in fairness that we are friends no longer: as soon as I came away, our friendship seemed to have ceased.

I will make no secret of the matter. I wanted permission to read in the National Library in Paris. All Frenchmen are allowed to read there and, in addition, all the personal friends of the foreign ambassadors. By a convenient fiction, everybody is the friend of this ambassador, and is given a letter to prove it, provided he will call at the Embassy and get it. That is how I came to be a friend of the British Ambassador. Whether our friendship will ripen into anything warmer and closer, it is not for me to say.

But I went to the Embassy.

The young man that I dealt with was, I think, a secretary. He was — I could see it at once — that perfect thing called an English gentleman. I have seldom seen, outside of baseball circles, so considerate a manner. He took my card, and from sheer considerateness left me alone for half an hour. Then he came back for a moment and said it was a glorious day. I had heard this phrase so often in Paris that I reached into my pocket for ten cents. But something in the quiet dignity of the young man held me back. So I merely answered that it was indeed a glorious day, and that the crops would soon head out nicely if we got this sunshine, provided there wasn’t dew enough to start the rust, in which case I was afraid that if an early frost set in we might be badly fooled. He said “indeed,” and asked me if I had read the last London Weekly Times. I said that I had not seen the last one; but that I had read one about a year ago and that it seemed one of the most sparkling things I had ever read; I had simply roared over it from cover to cover.

He looked pleased and went away.

When he came back, he had the letter of commendation in his hand.

Would you believe it? The civility of it! They had printed the letter, every word of it — except my own name — and it explained all about the ambassador and me being close friends, and told of his desire to have me read in the National Library.

I took the letter, and I knew of course that the moment had come to do something handsome for the young man. But he looked so calm that I still hesitated.

I took ten cents out of my pocket and held it where the light could glitter from every point of its surface full in his face.

And I said —— 

“My dear young friend, I hope I don’t insult you. You are, I can see it, an English gentleman. Your manner betrays it. I, too, though I may seem only what I am, had I not been brought up in Toronto, might have been like you. But enough of this weakness, — will you take ten cents?”[Illus]
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He hesitated. He looked all round. I could see that he was making a great effort. The spirit of Paris battled against his better nature. He was tempted, but he didn’t fall.

“I’m sorry, sir,” he said. “I’d like to take it, but I’m afraid I mustn’t.”

“Young man,” I said, “I respect your feelings. You have done me a service. If you ever fall into want and need a position in the Canadian Cabinet, or a seat in our Senate, let me know at once.”

I left him.

Then by an odd chance, as I passed to the outer door, there was the British Ambassador himself. He was standing beside the door waiting to open it. There was no mistaking him. I could tell by his cocked hat and brass buttons and the brass chain across his chest that it was the Ambassador. The way in which he swung the door back and removed his hat showed him a trained diplomat.

The moment had come. I still held my ten cents.

“My lord,” I said, “I understand your position as the only man in Paris who must not accept a tip, but I insist.”

I slipped the money into his hand.

“Thank’ee kindly, sir,” said the Ambassador.

Diplomatically speaking, the incident was closed.


III. — The Simple Life in Paris
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PARIS — AT least the Paris of luxury and fashion — is a childless city. Its streets are thronged all day with a crowd that passes in endless succession but with never a child among them. You may stand on the boulevards and count a thousand grown-up persons for one child that goes by.

The case, of course, is not so extreme in the quieter parts of the city. I have seen children, sometimes two or three together, in the Champs Elysées. In the garden of the Tuileries I once saw six all in a group. They seemed to be playing. A passer-by succeeded in getting a snapshot of them without driving them away. In the poorer districts, there are any quantity of children, even enough to sell, but in the Paris of the rich, the child is conspicuous by its absence. The foreign visitors come without their children. The true Parisian lady has pretty well gone out of the business.

Here and there you may see driving past with its mother in an open barouche, or parading the Rue de la Paix on the hand of its nurse, the doll-like substitute for old-time infancy, the fashionable Parisian child. As far as the sex can be determined by looking at it, it is generally a girl. It is dressed in the height of fashion. A huge picture hat reaches out in all directions from its head. Long gloves encase its little arms to prevent it from making a free use of them. A dainty coat of powder on its face preserves it from the distorting effect of a smile. Its little hundred dollar frock reaches down in a sweet simplicity of outline. It has a belt that runs round its thighs to divide it into two harmonious parts. Below that are bare pink legs ending in little silk socks at a dollar an inch and wee slippers clasped with a simple emerald buckle. Therein, of course, the child only obeys the reigning fashion. Simplicity, — so I am informed by the last number of La Mode Parisienne, — is the dominant note of Parisian dress to-day, — simplicity, plainness, freedom from all display. A French lady wears in her hair at the Opera a single, simple tiara bound with a plain row of solitaire diamonds. It is so exquisitely simple in its outline that you can see the single diamonds sticking out from it and can count up the price of each. The Parisian gentleman wears in his button-hole merely a single orchid, — not half a dozen, — and pins his necktie with one plain, ordinary ruby, set in a perfectly unostentatious sunburst of sapphires. There is no doubt of the superiority of this Parisian simplicity. To me, when it broke upon me in reading La Mode Parisienne, it came as a kind of inspiration. I took away the stuffy black ribbon with its stupidly elaborate knot from my Canadian Christie hat and wound a single black ostrich feather about it fastened with just the plainest silver aigrette. When I had put that on and pinned a piece of old lace to the tail of my coat with just one safety pin, I walked the street with the quiet dignity of a person whose one idea is not to be conspicuous.

But this is a digression. The child, I was saying, wears about two hundred worth of visible clothing upon it; and I believe that if you were to take it up by its ten-dollar slipper and hold it upside down, you would see about fifty dollars more. The French child has been converted into an elaborately dressed doll. It is altogether a thing of show, an appendage of its fashionably dressed mother, with frock and parasol to match. It is no longer a child, but a living toy or plaything.

Even on these terms the child is not a success. It has a rival who is rapidly beating it off the ground. This is the Parisian dog. As an implement of fashion, as a set-off to the fair sex, as the recipient of ecstatic kisses and ravishing hugs, the Parisian dog can give the child forty points in a hundred and win out. It can dress better, look more intelligent, behave better, bark better, — in fact, the child is simply not in it.[Illus]
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This is why, I suppose, in the world of Parisian luxury, the dog is ousting the infant altogether. You will see, as I said, no children on the boulevards and avenues. You will see dogs by the hundred. Every motor or open barouche that passes up the Champs Elysées, with its little white cloud of fluffy parasols and garden-hats, has a dainty, beribboned dog sitting among its occupants: in every avenue and promenade you will see hundreds of clipped poodles and toy spaniels; in all the fashionable churches you will see dogs bowed at their devotions.

It was a fair struggle. The child had its chance and was beaten. The child couldn’t dress: the dog could. The child couldn’t or wouldn’t pray: the dog could, — or at least he learnt how. No doubt it came awkwardly at first, but he set himself to it till nowadays a French dog can enter a cathedral with just as much reverence as his mistress, and can pray in the corner of the pew with the same humility as hers. When you get to know the Parisian dogs, you can easily tell a Roman Catholic dog from a Low Church Anglican. I knew a dog once that was converted, — everybody said from motives of policy, — from a Presbyterian, — but, stop, it’s not fair to talk about it, — the dog is dead now, and it’s not right to speak ill of its belief, no matter how mistaken it may have been.

However, let that pass, what I was saying was that between the child and the dog, each had its chance in a fair open contest and the child is nowhere.

People, who have never seen, even from the outside, the Parisian world of fashion, have no idea to what an extent it has been invaded by the dog craze. Dogs are driven about in motors and open carriages. They are elaborately clipped and powdered and beribboned by special “coiffeurs.” They wear little buckled coats and blankets, and in motors, — I don’t feel quite sure of this, — they wear motor goggles. There are at least three or four — and for all I know there may be more — fashionable shops in Paris for dogs’ supplies. There is one that any curious visitor may easily find at once in the Rue des Petits Champs close to the Avenue de l’Opera. There is another one midway in the galleries of the Palais Royal. In these shops you will see, in the first place, the chains, collars, and whips that are marks of the servitude in which dogs still live (though, by the way, there are already, I think, dog suffragettes heading a very strong movement). You will see also the most delicious, fashionable dog coats, very, very simple, fastened in front with one silver clasp, only one. In the Palais Royal shop they advertise, “Newest summer models for 1913 in dogs’ tailoring.” There are also dogs’ beds made in wickerwork in cradle shape with eider-down coverlets worked over with silk.

A little while ago, the New York papers were filled with an account of a dog’s lunch given at the Vanderbilt Hotel by an ultra-fashionable American lady. It was recorded that Vi Sin, the Pekin Spaniel of Mrs. H. of New York, was host to about ten thousand dollars worth of “smart” dogs. I do not know whether or not this story is true, for I only read it in the Parisian papers. But certain it is that the episode would have made no sensation in Paris. A dog eating in a restaurant is a most ordinary spectacle. Only a few days ago I had lunch with a dog, — a very quiet, sensible Belgian poodle, very simply dressed in a plain morning stomach coat of ultramarine with leather insertions. I took quite a fancy to him. When I say that I had lunch with him, I ought to explain that he had a lady, his mistress, with him, — that also is quite usual in Paris. But I didn’t know her, and she sat on the further side of him, so that I confined myself to ordinary table civilities with the dog. I was having merely a plain omelette, from motives of economy, and the dog had a little dish of entrecote d’agneau aux asperges maître d’hôtel. I took some of it while the lady was speaking to the waiter and found it excellent. You may believe it or not, but the entry of a dog into a French restaurant and his being seated at a table and having his food ordered creates not the slightest sensation. To bring a child into a really good restaurant would, I imagine, be looked upon as rather a serious affair.

Not only is the dog the darling of the hour during his lifetime, but even in death he is not forgotten. There is in Paris a special dog cemetery. It lies among the drooping trees of a little island in the Seine, called the Isle de la Recette, and you may find it by taking the suburban tramway for Asnières. It has little tombstones, monuments, and flowered walks. One sorrow-stricken master has inscribed over a dog’s grave,— “Plus je vois les hommes, plus j’aime mon chien.” The most notable feature of the cemetery is the monument of Barry, a St. Bernard dog. The inscription states that he saved forty lives in the Alps.

But the dog craze is after all only a sign and sample of the prevailing growth and extent of fashionable luxury. Nowhere in the world, I suppose, is this more conspicuous than in Paris, the very Vanity Fair of mundane pleasure. The hostesses of dinners, dances and fêtes vie with one another in seeking bizarre and extravagant effects. Here is a good example of it taken from actual life the other day. It is an account of an “oriental fête” given at a private mansion in Paris.

It runs thus:— “The sumptuous Paris mansion of the Comtesse Aynard de Chabrillan in the Rue Christophe-Colomb was converted into a veritable scene from the ‘Thousand and One Nights’ on the occasion of a Persian fête given by her to a large company of friends.

“In the courtyard an immense tent was erected, hung with superb Persian stuffs and tapestries, and here the élite of Paris assembled in gorgeous Oriental costumes.

“The countess herself presided in a magnificent Persian costume of green and gold, with an immense white aigrette in her hair.”

Notice it. The simplicity of it! Only green and gold in her costume, no silver, no tin, no galvanized iron, just gold, plain gold; and only “one immense white aigrette.” The quiet dignity of it!

The article goes on:— “Each of the sensational entries was announced by M. André de Fouquières, the arbiter of Parisian elegance.

“One of the most striking spectacles of the evening was the appearance of Princesse P. d’Arenberg, mounted on an elephant, richly bedecked with Indian trappings. Then came the Duchesse de Clermont-Tonnerre and the Comtesse Stanislas de Castellane in gold cages, followed by the Marquise de Brantes, in a flower-strewn Egyptian litter, accompanied by Pharaoh and his slaves.

“The Comtesse de Lubersac danced an Oriental measure with charming grace, and Prince Luis Fernando of Spain, in an ethereal costume, his features stained a greenish hue, executed a Hindoo dance before the assembly.”

Can you beat it? His features stained with a greenish hue! Now look at that! He might have put on high grade prepared paint or clear white lead, — he’s rich enough, — but, no, just a quiet shingle stain is enough for him.

I cannot resist adding from the same source the list of the chief guests. Anybody desiring a set of names for a burlesque show to run three hundred nights on the circuit may have them free of charge or without infringement of copyright.

“Nearly everyone prominent in Paris society was present, including the Maharajah of Kapurthala, Princess Prem Kaur, Prince Aga Khan, the Austrian Ambassador and Countess Szecsen, the Persian and Bulgarian Ministers, Mme. Stancioff, Duc and Duchesse de Noailles, Comtesse A. Potocka, Marquis and Marquise de Mun, Comtesse du Bourg de Bozas, Mrs. Moore, Comte and Comtesse G. de Segonzec and Prince and Princess de Croy.”

I am sorry that “Mrs. Moore” was there. She must have slipped in unnoticed.

What is not generally known is that I was there myself. I appeared, — in rivalry with Prince Luis Fernando — dressed as a Bombay soda water bottle, with aerial opalescent streaks of light flashing from the costume which was bound with single wire.


IV. — A Visit to Versailles
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“WHAT!” SAID THE man from Kansas, looking up from his asparagus, “do you mean to say that you have never seen the Palace of Versailles?”

“No,” I said very firmly, “I have not.”

“Nor the fountains in the gardens?”

“No.”

“Nor the battle pictures?”

“No.”

“And the Hall of Mirrors,” — added the fat lady from Georgia.

“And Madame du Barry’s bed” — said her husband.

“Her which,” I asked, with some interest.

“Her bed.”

“All right,” I said, “I’ll go.”

I knew, of course, that I had to. Every tourist in Paris has got to go and see Versailles. Otherwise the superiority of the others becomes insufferable, with foreigners it is different. If they worry one about palaces and cathedrals and such — the Château at Versailles, and the Kaiserhof and the Duomo at Milan — I answer them in kind. I ask them if they have ever seen the Schlitzerhof at Milwaukee and the Anheuserbusch at St. Louis, and the Dammo at Niagara, and the Toboggo at Montreal. That quiets them wonderfully.

But, as I say, I had to go.

You get to Versailles — as the best of various ways of transport — by means of a contrivance something between a train and a street car. It has a little puffing steam-engine and two cars — double deckers — with the top deck open to the air and covered with a wooden roof on rods. The lower part inside is called the first-class and a seat in it costs ten cents extra. Otherwise nobody would care to ride in it. The engine is a quaint little thing and wears a skirt, painted green, all around it, so that you can just see the tips of its wheels peeping modestly out below. It was a great relief to me to see this engine. It showed that there is such a thing as French delicacy after all. There are so many sights along the boulevards that bring the carmine blush to the face of the tourist (from the twisting of his neck in trying to avoid seeing them), that it is well to know that the French draw the line somewhere. The sight of the bare wheels of an engine is too much for them.

The little train whirls its way out of Paris, past the great embankment and the fortifications, and goes rocking along among green trees whose branches sweep its sides, and trim villas with stone walls around quaint gardens. At every moment it passes little inns and suburban restaurants with cool arbours in front of them, and waiters in white coats pouring out glasses of red wine. It makes one thirsty just to look at them.

In due time the little train rattles and rocks itself over the dozen miles or so that separate Paris from Versailles, and sets you down right in front of the great stone court-yard of the palace. There through the long hours of a summer afternoon you may feast your eyes upon the wonderland of beauty that rose at the command of the grand monarch, Louis XIV, from the sanded plains and wooded upland that marked the spot two hundred and fifty years ago.

All that royal munificence could effect was lavished on the making of the palace. So vast is it in size that in the days of its greatest splendour it harboured ten thousand inmates. The sheer length of it from side to side is only about a hundred yards short of half a mile. To make the grounds the King’s chief landscape artist and his hundreds of workers laboured for twenty years. They took in, as it were, the whole landscape. The beauty of their work lies not only in the wonderful terraces, gardens, groves and fountains that extend from the rear of the Château, but in its blending with the scene beyond. It is so planned that no distant house or building breaks into the picture. The vista ends everywhere with the waving woods of the purple distance.

Louis XIV spent in all, they say, a hundred million dollars on the making of the palace. When made it was filled with treasures of art not to be measured in price. It was meant to be, and it remains, the last word of royal grandeur. The King’s court at Versailles became the sun round which gravitated the fate and fortune of his twenty million subjects. Admission within its gates was itself a mark of royal favour. Now, any person with fifteen cents may ride out from Paris on the double-decked street car and wander about the palace at will. For a five cent tip to a guide you may look through the private apartments of Marie Antoinette, and for two cents you may check your umbrella while you inspect the bedroom of Napoleon the First. For nothing at all you may stand on the vast terrace behind the Château and picture to yourself the throng of gay ladies in paniered skirts, and powdered gentlemen, in sea-green inexpressibles, who walked among its groves and fountains two hundred years ago. The palace of the Kings has become the playground of the democracy.

The palace — or the Château, as it is modestly named — stands crosswise upon an elevation that dominates the scene for miles around. The whole building throughout is only of three stories, for French architecture has a horror of high buildings. The two great wings of the Château reach sideways, north and south; and one, a shorter one, runs westwards towards the rear. In the front space between the wings is a vast paved court-yard — the Royal Court — shut in by a massive iron fence. Into this court penetrated, one autumn evening in 1789, the raging mob led by the women of Paris, who had come to drag the descendant of the Grand Monarch into the captivity that ended only with the guillotine. Here they lighted their bonfires and here they sang and shrieked and shivered throughout the night. That night of the fifth of October was the real end of monarchy in France.

No one, I think — not even my friend from Kansas who boasted that he had “put in” three hours at Versailles — could see all that is within the Château. But there are certain things which no tourist passes by. One of them is the suite of rooms of Louis XIV, a great series of square apartments all opening sideways into each other with gilded doors as large as those of a barn, and with about as much privacy as a railway station. One room was the King’s council chamber; next to this, a larger one, was the “wig-room,” where the royal mind selected its wig for the day and where the royal hair-dresser performed his stupendous task. Besides this again is the King’s bedroom. Preserved in it, within a little fence, still stands the bed in which Louis XIV died in 1715, after a reign of seventy-two years. The bedroom would easily hold three hundred people. Outside of it is a great antechamber, where the courtiers jealously waited their turn to be present at the King’s “lever,” or “getting up,” eager to have the supreme honour of holding the royal breeches.

But if the King’s apartments are sumptuous, they are as nothing to the Hall of Mirrors, the showroom of the whole palace, and estimated to be the most magnificent single room in the world. It extends clear across the end of the rear wing and has a length of 236 feet. It is lighted by vast windows that reach almost to the lofty arch that forms its ceiling; the floor is of polished inlaid wood, on which there stood in Louis the Great’s time, tables, chairs, and other furniture of solid silver. The whole inner side of the room is formed by seventeen enormous mirrors set in spaces to correspond in shape to the window opposite, and fitted in between with polished marble. Above them runs a cornice of glittering gilt, and over that again the ceiling curves in a great arch, each panel of it bearing some picture to recall the victories of the Grand Monarch. Ungrateful posterity has somewhat forgotten the tremendous military achievements of Louis XIV — the hardships of his campaign in the Netherlands in which the staff of the royal cuisine was cut down to one hundred cooks — the passage of the Rhine, in which the King actually crossed the river from one side to the other, and so on. But the student of history can live again the triumphs of Louis in this Hall of Mirrors. It is an irony of history that in this room, after the conquest of 1871, the King of Prussia was proclaimed German Emperor by his subjects and his allies.

But if one wants to see battle pictures, one has but to turn to the north wing of the Château. There you have them, room after room — twenty, thirty, fifty roomsful — I don’t know how many — the famous gallery of battles, depicting the whole military history of France from the days of King Clovis till the French Revolution. They run in historical order. The pictures begin with battles of early barbarians — men with long hair wielding huge battle-axes with their eyes blazing, while other barbarians prod at them with pikes or take a sweep at them with a two-handed club. After that there are rooms full of crusade pictures — crusaders fighting the Arabs, crusaders investing Jerusalem, crusaders raising the siege of Malta and others raising the siege of Rhodes; all very picturesque, with the blue Mediterranean, the yellow sand of the desert, prancing steeds in nickel-plated armour and knights plumed and caparisoned, or whatever it is, and wearing as many crosses as an ambulance emergency staff. All of these battles were apparently quite harmless, that is the strange thing about these battle pictures: the whole thing, as depicted for the royal eye, is wonderfully full of colour and picturesque, but, as far as one can see, quite harmless. Nobody seems to be getting hurt, wild-looking men are swinging maces round, but you can see that they won’t hit anybody. A battle-axe is being brought down with terrific force, but somebody is thrusting up a steel shield just in time to meet it. There are no signs of blood or injury. Everybody seems to be getting along finely and to be having the most invigorating physical exercise. Here and here, perhaps, the artist depicts somebody jammed down under a beam or lying under the feet of a horse; but if you look close you see that the beam isn’t really pressing on him, and that the horse is not really stepping on his stomach. In fact the man is perfectly comfortable, and is, at the moment, taking aim at somebody else with a two-string crossbow, which would have deadly effect if he wasn’t ass enough to aim right at the middle of a cowhide shield.

You notice this quality more and more in the pictures as the history moves on. After the invention of gunpowder, when the combatants didn’t have to be locked together, but could be separated by fields, and little groves and quaint farm-houses, the battle seems to get quite lost in the scenery. It spreads out into the landscape until it becomes one of the prettiest, quietest scenes that heart could wish. I know nothing so drowsily comfortable as the pictures in this gallery that show the battles of the seventeenth century, — the Grand Monarch’s own particular epoch. This is a wide, rolling landscape with here and there little clusters of soldiers to add a touch of colour to the foliage of the woods; there are woolly little puffs of smoke rising in places to show that the artillery is at its dreamy work on a hill side; near the foreground is a small group of generals standing about a tree and gazing through glasses at the dim purple of the background. There are sheep and cattle grazing in all the unused parts of the battle, the whole thing has a touch of quiet, rural feeling that goes right to the heart. I have seen people from the ranching district of the Middle West stand before these pictures in tears.[Illus]
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It is strange to compare this sort of thing with some of the modern French pictures. There is realism enough and to spare in them. In the Salon exhibition a year or two ago, for instance, there was one that represented lions turned loose into an arena to eat up Christians. I can imagine exactly how a Louis Quatorze artist would have dealt with the subject, — an arena, prettily sanded, with here and there gooseberry bushes and wild gilly flowers (not too wild, of course), lions with flowing manes, in noble attitudes, about to roar, — tigers, finely developed, about to spring, — Christians just going to pray, — and through it all a genial open-air feeling very soothing to the royal senses. Not so the artist of to-day. The picture in the Salon is of blood. There are torn limbs gnawed by crouching beasts, as a dog holds and gnaws a bone; there are faces being torn, still quivering, from the writhing body, — in fact, perhaps after all there is something to be said for the way the Grand Monarch arranged his gallery.

The battle pictures and the Hall of Mirrors, and the fountains and so on, are, I say, the things best worth seeing at Versailles. Everybody says so. I really wish now that I had seen them. But I am free to confess that I am a poor sightseer at the best. As soon as I get actually in reach of a thing it somehow dwindles in importance. I had a friend once, now a distinguished judge in the United States, who suffered much in this way. He travelled a thousand miles to reach the World’s Fair, but as soon as he had arrived at a comfortable hotel in Chicago, he was unable to find the energy to go out to the Fair grounds. He went once to visit Niagara Falls, but failed to see the actual water, partly because it no longer seemed necessary, partly because his room in the hotel looked the other way.

Personally I plead guilty to something of the same spirit. Just where you alight from the steam tramway at Versailles, you will find close on your right, a little open-air café, with tables under a trellis of green vines. It is as cool a retreat of mingled sun and shadow as I know. There is red wine at two francs and long imported cigars of as soft a flavour as even Louis the Fourteenth could have desired. The idea of leaving a grotto like that to go trapesing all over a hot stuffy palace with a lot of fool tourists, seemed ridiculous. But I bought there a little illustrated book called the Château de Versailles, which interested me so extremely that I decided that, on some reasonable opportunity, I would go and visit the place.


V. — Paris at Night
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“WHAT AH’D LIKE to do,” says the Fat Lady from Georgia, settling back comfortably in her seat after her five-dollar dinner at the Café American, while her husband is figuring whether ten francs is enough to give to the waiter, “is to go and see something real wicked. Ah tell him (the word ‘him’ is used in Georgia to mean husband) that while we’re here Ah just want to see everything that’s going.”

“All right,” says the Man from Kansas who “knows” Paris, “I’ll get a guide right here, and he’ll take us round and show us the sights.”

“Can you get him heah?” asks the gentleman from Georgia, looking round at the glittering mirrors and gold cornices of the restaurant.

Can you get a guide? Well, now! Can you keep away from them? All day from the dewy hour of breakfast till late at night they meet you in the street and sidle up with the enquiry, “Guide, sir?”

Where the Parisian guide comes from and how he graduates for his job I do not know. He is not French and, as a rule, he doesn’t know Paris. He knows his way to the Louvre and to two or three American bars and to the Moulin Rouge in Montmartre. But he doesn’t need to know his way. For that he falls back on the taxi-driver. “Now, sir,” says the guide briskly to the gentleman who has engaged his services, “where would you like to go?” “I should like to see Napoleon’s tomb.” “All right,” says the guide, “get into the taxi.” Then he turns to the driver. “Drive to Napoleon’s tomb,” he says. After they have looked at it the guide says, “What would you like to see next, sir?” “I am very anxious to see Victor Hugo’s house, which I understand is now made open to the public.” The guide turns to the taxi man. “Drive to Victor Hugo’s house,” he says.

After looking through the house the visitor says in a furtive way, “I was just wondering if I could get a drink anywhere in this part of the town?” “Certainly,” says the guide. “Drive to an American bar.”

Isn’t that simple? Can you imagine any more agreeable way of earning five dollars in three hours than that? Of course, what the guide says to the taxi man is said in the French language, or in something resembling it, and the gentleman in the cab doesn’t understand it. Otherwise, after six or seven days of driving round in this way he begins to wonder what the guide is for. But of course, the guide’s life, when you come to think of it, is one full of difficulty and danger. Just suppose that, while he was away off somewhere in Victor Hugo’s house or at Napoleon’s grave, the taxi-driver were to be struck by lightning. How on earth would he get home? He might, perhaps, be up in the Eiffel Tower and the taxi man get a stroke of paralysis, and then he’d starve to death trying to find his way back. After all, the guide has to have the kind of pluck and hardihood that ought to be well rewarded. Why, in other countries, like Switzerland, they have to use dogs for it, and in France, when these plucky fellows throw themselves into it, surely one wouldn’t grudge the nominal fee of five dollars for which they risk their lives.

But I am forgetting about the Lady from Georgia and her husband. Off they go in due course from the glittering doors of the restaurant in a huge taxi with a guide in a peaked hat. The party is all animation. The lady’s face is aglow with moral enthusiasm. The gentleman and his friend have their coats buttoned tight to their chins for fear that thieves might leap over the side of the taxi and steal their neckties.

So they go buzzing along the lighted boulevard looking for “something real wicked.” What they want is to see something really and truly wicked; they don’t know just what, but “something bad.” They’ve got the idea that Paris is one of the wickedest places on earth, and they want to see it.[Illus]
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Strangely enough, in their own home, the Lady from Georgia is one of the leaders of the Social Purity movement, and her husband, whose skin at this moment is stretched as tight as a football with French brandy and soda, is one of the finest speakers on the Georgia temperance platform, with a reputation that reaches from Chattanooga to Chickamauga. They have a son at Yale College whom they are trying to keep from smoking cigarettes. But here in Paris, so they reckon it, everything is different. It doesn’t occur to them that perhaps it is wicked to pay out a hundred dollars in an evening hiring other people to be wicked.

So off they go and are whirled along in the brilliant glare of the boulevards and up the gloomy, narrow streets that lead to Montmartre. They visit the Moulin Rouge and the Bal Tabarin, and they see the Oriental Dances and the Café of Hell and the hundred and one other glittering fakes and false appearances that poor old meretricious Paris works overtime to prepare for such people as themselves. And the Lady from Georgia, having seen it all, thanks Heaven that she at least is pure — which is a beginning — and they go home more enthusiastic than ever in the Social Purity movement.

But the fact is that if you have about twenty-five thousand new visitors pouring into a great city every week with their pockets full of money and clamoring for “something wicked,” you’ve got to do the best you can for them.

Hence it results that Paris — in appearance, anyway — is a mighty gay place at night. The sidewalks are crowded with the little tables of the coffee and liqueur drinkers. The music of a hundred orchestras bursts forth from the lighted windows. The air is soft with the fragrance of a June evening, tempered by the curling smoke of fifty thousand cigars. Through the noise and chatter of the crowd there sounds unending the wail of the motor horn.

The hours of Parisian gaiety are late. Ordinary dinner is eaten at about seven o’clock, but fashionable dinners begin at eight or eight thirty. Theatres open at a quarter to nine and really begin at nine o’clock. Special features and acts, — famous singers and vaudeville artists — are brought on at eleven o’clock so that dinner-party people may arrive in time to see them. The theatres come out at midnight. After that there are the night suppers which flourish till two or half past. But if you wish, you can go between the theater and supper to some such side-long place as the Moulin Rouge or the Bal Tabarin, which reach the height of their supposed merriment at about one in the morning.

At about two or two thirty the motors come whirling home, squawking louder than ever, with a speed limit of fifty miles an hour. Only the best of them can run faster than that. Quiet, conservative people in Paris like to get to bed at three o’clock; after all, what is the use of keeping late hours and ruining one’s health and complexion? If you make it a strict rule to be in bed by three, you feel all the better for it in the long run — health better, nerves steadier, eyes clearer — and you’re able to get up early — at half-past eleven — and feel fine.

Those who won’t or don’t go to bed at three wander about the town, eat a second supper in an all-night restaurant, circulate round with guides, and visit the slums of the Market, where gaunt-eyed wretches sleep in crowded alleys in the mephitic air of a summer night, and where the idle rich may feed their luxurious curiosity on the sufferings of the idle poor.

The dinners, the theaters, the boulevards, and the rest of it are all fun enough, at any rate for one visit in a lifetime. The “real wicked” part of it is practically fake — served up for the curious foreigner with money to throw away. The Moulin Rouge whirls the wide sails of its huge sign, crimson with electric bulbs, amid the false glaze of the Place Blanche. Inside of it there is more red — the full red of bad claret and the bright red of congested faces and painted cheeks. Part of the place is a theater with a vaudeville show much like any other. Another part is a vast “promenoir” where you may walk up and down or sit at a little table and drink bad brandy at one franc and a half. In a fenced off part are the Oriental Dances, a familiar feature of every Parisian Show. These dances — at twenty cents a turn — are supposed to represent all the languishing allurement of the Oriental houri — I think that is the word. The dancers in Paris — it is only fair to state — have never been nearer to the Orient than the Faubourg St. Antoine, where they were brought up and where they learned all the Orientalism that they know. Their “dance” is performed with their feet continuously on the ground — never lifted, I mean — and is done by gyrations of the stomach, beside which the paroxysms of an overdose of Paris green are child’s play. In seeing these dances one realizes all the horrors of life in the East.

Not everyone, however, can be an Oriental dancer in a French pleasure show. To qualify you must be as scrawny as a Parisian cab-horse, and it appears as if few débutantes could break into the profession under the age of forty. The dances go on at intervals till two in the morning, after which the Oriental houri crawls to her home at the same time as the Parisian cab-horse — her companion in arms.

Under the Moulin Rouge, and in all similar places, is a huge dance hall: It has a “Hungarian Orchestra” — a fact which is proved by the red and green jackets, the tyrolese caps, and by the printed sign which says, “This is a Hungarian Orchestra.” I knew that they were Hungarians the night I saw them, because I distinctly heard one of them say, “what t’ell do we play next boys?” The reference to William Tell was obvious. After every four tunes the Orchestra are given a tall stein of beer, and they all stand up and drink it, shouting “Hoch!” or “Ha!” or “Hoo!” or something of the sort. This is supposed to give a high touch of local colour. Everybody knows how Hungarians always shout out loud when they see a glass of beer. I’ve noticed it again and again in sugar refineries.

The Hungarians have to drink the beer whether they like it or not — it’s part of their contract. I noticed one poor fellow who was playing the long bassoon, and who was doing a double night-shift overtime. He’d had twenty-four pints of beer already, and there were still two hours before closing time. You could tell what he was feeling like by the sobbing of his instrument. But he stood up every now and then and yelled “Hoch!” or “Hiccough!” — or whatever it was — along with the others.

On the big floor in front of the Hungarians the dance goes on. Most of the time the dances are endless waltzes and polkas shared in by the nondescript frequenters of the place, while the tourist visitors sit behind a railing and watch. To look at, the dancing is about as interesting, nothing more or less, than the round dances at a Canadian picnic on the first of July.

Every now and then, to liven things up, comes the can-can. In theory this is a wild dance, breaking out from sheer ebullience of spirit, and shared in by a bevy of merry girls carried away by gaiety and joy of living. In reality the can-can is performed by eight or ten old nags, — ex-Oriental dancers, I should think, — at eighty cents a night. But they are deserving women, and work hard — like all the rest of the brigade in the factory of Parisian gaiety.

After the Moulin Rouge or the Bal Tabarin or such, comes, of course, a visit to one of the night cafés of the Montmartre district. Their names in themselves are supposed to indicate their weird and alluring character — the Café of Heaven, the Café of Nothingness, and, — how dreadful — the Café of Hell. “Montmartre,” says one of the latest English writers on Paris, “is the scene of all that is wild, mad, and extravagant. Nothing is too grotesque, too terrible, too eccentric for the Montmartre mind.” Fiddlesticks! What he means is that nothing is too damn silly for people to pay to go to see.

Take, for example, the notorious Café of Hell. The portals are low and gloomy. You enter in the dark. A pass-word is given— “Stranger, who cometh here?”— “More food for worms.” You sit and eat among coffins and shrouds. There are muffled figures shuffling around to represent monks in cowls, saints, demons, and apostles. The “Angel Gabriel” watches at the door. “Father Time” moves among the eaters. The waiters are dressed as undertakers. There are skulls and cross-bones in the walls. The light is that of dim tapers. And so on.

And yet I suppose some of the foreign visitors to the Café of Hell think that this is a truly French home scene, and discuss the queer characteristics of the French people suggested by it.

I got to know a family in Paris that worked in one of these Montmartre night cafés — quiet, decent people they were, with a little home of their own in the suburbs. The father worked as Beelzebub mostly, but he could double with St. Anthony and do a very fair St. Luke when it was called for. The mother worked as Mary Magdalene, but had grown so stout that it was hard for her to hold it. There were two boys, one of whom was working as John the Baptist, but had been promised to be promoted to Judas Iscariot in the fall; they were good people, and worked well, but were tired of their present place. Like everyone else they had heard of Canada and thought of coming out. They were very anxious to know what openings there were in their line; whether there would be any call for a Judas Iscariot in a Canadian restaurant, or whether a man would have any chance as St. Anthony in the West.

I told them frankly that these jobs were pretty well filled up.

Listen! It is striking three. The motors are whirling down the asphalt street. The brilliant lights of the boulevard windows are fading out. Here, as in the silent woods of Canada, night comes at last. The restless city of pleasure settles to its short sleep.


THE RETROACTIVE EXISTENCE OF MR. JUGGINS
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I FIRST MET Juggins, — really to notice him, — years and years ago as a boy out camping. Somebody was trying to nail up a board on a tree for a shelf and Juggins interfered to help him.

“Stop a minute,” he said, “you need to saw the end of that board off before you put it up.” Then Juggins looked round for a saw, and when he got it he had hardly made more than a stroke or two with it before he stopped. “This saw,” he said, “needs to be filed up a bit.” So he went and hunted up a file to sharpen the saw, but found that before he could use the file he needed to put a proper handle on it, and to make a handle he went to look for a sapling in the bush, but to cut the sapling he found that he needed to sharpen up the axe. To do this, of course, he had to fix the grindstone so as to make it run properly. This involved making wooden legs for the grindstone. To do this decently Juggins decided to make a carpenter’s bench. This was quite impossible without a better set of tools. Juggins went to the village to get the tools required, and, of course, he never came back.

He was re-discovered — weeks later — in the city, getting prices on wholesale tool machinery.

After that first episode I got to know Juggins very well. For some time we were students at college together. But Juggins somehow never got far with his studies. He always began with great enthusiasm and then something happened. For a time he studied French with tremendous eagerness. But he soon found that for a real knowledge of French you need first to get a thorough grasp of Old French and Provençal. But it proved impossible to do anything with these without an absolutely complete command of Latin. This Juggins discovered could only be obtained, in any thorough way, through Sanskrit, which of course lies at the base of it. So Juggins devoted himself to Sanskrit until he realised that for a proper understanding of Sanskrit one needs to study the ancient Iranian, the root-language underneath. This language however is lost.

So Juggins had to begin over again. He did, it is true, make some progress in natural science. He studied physics and rushed rapidly backwards from forces to molecules, and from molecules to atoms, and from atoms to electrons, and then his whole studies exploded backward into the infinities of space, still searching a first cause.

Juggins, of course, never took a degree, so he made no practical use of his education. But it didn’t matter. He was very well off and was able to go straight into business with a capital of about a hundred thousand dollars. He put it at first into a gas plant, but found that he lost money at that because of the high price of the coal needed to make gas. So he sold out for ninety thousand dollars and went into coal mining. This was unsuccessful because of the awful cost of mining machinery. So Juggins sold his share in the mine for eighty thousand dollars and went in for manufacturing mining machinery. At this he would have undoubtedly made money but for the enormous cost of gas needed as motive-power for the plant. Juggins sold out of the manufacture for seventy thousand, and after that he went whirling in a circle, like skating backwards, through the different branches of allied industry.

He lost a certain amount of money each year, especially in good years when trade was brisk. In dull times when everything was unsalable he did fairly well.

Juggins’ domestic life was very quiet.

Of course he never married. He did, it is true, fall in love several times; but each time it ended without result. I remember well his first love story for I was very intimate with him at the time. He had fallen in love with the girl in question utterly and immediately. It was literally love at first sight. There was no doubt of his intentions. As soon as he had met her he was quite frank about it. “I intend,” he said, “to ask her to be my wife.”

“When?” I asked; “right away?”

“No,” he said, “I want first to fit myself to be worthy of her.”

So he went into moral training to fit himself. He taught in a Sunday school for six weeks, till he realised that a man has no business in Divine work of that sort without first preparing himself by serious study of the history of Palestine. And he felt that a man was a cad to force his society on a girl while he is still only half acquainted with the history of the Israelites. So Juggins stayed away. It was nearly two years before he was fit to propose. By the time he was fit, the girl had already married a brainless thing in patent leather boots who didn’t even know who Moses was.

Of course Juggins fell in love again. People always do. And at any rate by this time he was in a state of moral fitness that made it imperative.

So he fell in love — deeply in love this time — with a charming girl, commonly known as the eldest Miss Thorneycroft. She was only called eldest because she had five younger sisters; and she was very poor and awfully clever and trimmed all her own hats. Any man, if he’s worth the name, falls in love with that sort of thing at first sight. So, of course, Juggins would have proposed to her; only when he went to the house he met her next sister: and of course she was younger still; and, I suppose, poorer: and made not only her own hats but her own blouses. So Juggins fell in love with her. But one night when he went to call, the door was opened by the sister younger still, who not only made her own blouses and trimmed her own hats, but even made her own tailor-made suits. After that Juggins backed up from sister to sister till he went through the whole family, and in the end got none of them.

Perhaps it was just as well that Juggins never married. It would have made things very difficult because, of course, he got poorer all the time. You see after he sold out his last share in his last business he bought with it a diminishing life annuity, so planned that he always got rather less next year than this year, and still less the year after. Thus, if he lived long enough, he would starve to death.

Meantime he has become a quaint-looking elderly man, with coats a little too short and trousers a little above his boots — like a boy. His face too is like that of a boy, with wrinkles.

And his talk now has grown to be always reminiscent. He is perpetually telling long stories of amusing times that he has had with different people that he names.

He says for example — 

“I remember a rather queer thing that happened to me in a train one day — —”

And if you say— “When was that Juggins?” — he looks at you in a vague way as if calculating and says,— “in 1875, or 1876, I think, as near as I recall it— “[Illus]
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I notice, too, that his reminiscences are going further and further back. He used to base his stories on his recollections as a young man, now they are further back.

The other day he told me a story about himself and two people that he called the Harper brothers, — Ned and Joe. Ned, he said was a tremendously powerful fellow.

I asked how old Ned was and Juggins said that he was three. He added that there was another brother not so old, but a very clever fellow about, — here Juggins paused and calculated — about eighteen months.

So then I realised where Juggins retroactive existence is carrying him to. He has passed back through childhood into infancy, and presently, just as his annuity runs to a point and vanishes, he will back up clear through the Curtain of Existence and die, — or be born, I don’t know which to call it.

Meantime he remains to me as one of the most illuminating allegories I have met.


MAKING A MAGAZINE (The Dream of a Contributor)
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I  DREAMT one night not long ago that I was the editor of a great illustrated magazine. I offer no apology for this: I have often dreamt even worse of myself than that.

In any case I didn’t do it on purpose: very often, I admit, I try to dream that I am President Wilson, or Mr. Bryan, or the Ritz-Carlton Hotel, or a share of stock in the Standard Oil Co. for the sheer luxury and cheapness of it. But this was an accident. I had been sitting up late at night writing personal reminiscences of Abraham Lincoln. I was writing against time. The presidential election was drawing nearer every day and the market for reminiscences of Lincoln was extremely brisk, but, of course, might collapse any moment. Writers of my class have to consider this sort of thing. For instance, in the middle of Lent, I find that I can do fairly well with “Recent Lights on the Scriptures.” Then, of course, when the hot weather comes, the market for Christmas poetry opens and there’s a fairly good demand for voyages in the Polar Seas. Later on, in the quiet of the autumn I generally write some “Unpublished Letters from Goethe to Balzac,” and that sort of thing.

But it’s a wearing occupation, full of disappointments, and needing the very keenest business instinct to watch every turn of the market.

I am afraid that this is a digression. I only wanted to explain how a man’s mind could be so harassed and overwrought as to make him dream that he was an editor.

I knew at once in my dream where and what I was. As soon as I saw the luxury of the surroundings, — the spacious room with its vaulted ceiling, lit with stained glass, — the beautiful mahogany table at which I sat writing with a ten-dollar fountain pen, the gift of the manufacturers, — on embossed stationery, the gift of the embossers, — on which I was setting down words at eight and a half cents a word and deliberately picking out short ones through sheer business acuteness; — as soon as I saw; — this I said to myself — 

“I am an editor, and this is my editorial sanctum.” Not that I have ever seen an editor or a sanctum. But I have sent so many manuscripts to so many editors and received them back with such unfailing promptness, that the scene before me was as familiar to my eye as if I had been wide awake.

As I thus mused, revelling in the charm of my surroundings and admiring the luxurious black alpaca coat and the dainty dickie which I wore, there was a knock at the door.

A beautiful creature entered. She evidently belonged to the premises, for she wore no hat and there were white cuffs upon her wrists. She has that indescribable beauty of effectiveness such as is given to hospital nurses.

This, I thought to myself, must be my private secretary.

“I hope I don’t interrupt you, sir,” said the girl.

“My dear child,” I answered, speaking in that fatherly way in which an editor might well address a girl almost young enough to be his wife, “pray do not mention it. Sit down. You must be fatigued after your labours of the morning. Let me ring for a club sandwich.”

“I came to say, sir,” the secretary went on, “that there’s a person downstairs waiting to see you.”

My manner changed at once.

“Is he a gentleman or a contributor?” I asked.

“He doesn’t look exactly like a gentleman.”

“Very good,” I said. “He’s a contributor for sure. Tell him to wait. Ask the caretaker to lock him in the coal cellar, and kindly slip out and see if there’s a policeman on the beat in case I need him.”

“Very good, sir,” said the secretary.

I waited for about an hour, wrote a few editorials advocating the rights of the people, smoked some Turkish cigarettes, drank a glass of sherry, and ate part of an anchovy sandwich.

Then I rang the bell. “Bring that man here,” I said.

Presently they brought him in. He was a timid-looking man with an embarrassed manner and all the low cunning of an author stamped on his features. I could see a bundle of papers in his hand, and I knew that the scoundrel was carrying a manuscript.

“Now, sir,” I said, “speak quickly. What’s your business?”

“I’ve got here a manuscript,” he began.

“What!” I shouted at him. “A manuscript! You’d dare, would you! Bringing manuscripts in here! What sort of a place do you think this is?”

“It’s the manuscript of a story,” he faltered.

“A story!” I shrieked. “What on earth do you think we’d want stories for! Do you think we’ve nothing better to do than to print your idiotic ravings? Have you any idea, you idiot, of the expense we’re put to in setting up our fifty pages of illustrated advertising? Look here,” I continued, seizing a bundle of proof illustrations that lay in front of me, “do you see this charming picture of an Asbestos Cooker, guaranteed fireless, odourless, and purposeless? Do you see this patent motor-car with pneumatic cushions, and the full-page description of its properties? Can you form any idea of the time and thought that we have to spend on these things, and yet you dare to come in here with your miserable stories. By heaven,” I said, rising in my seat, “I’ve a notion to come over there and choke you: I’m entitled to do it by the law, and I think I will.”

“Don’t, don’t,” he pleaded. “I’ll go away. I meant no harm. I’ll take it with me.”

“No you don’t,” I interrupted; “none of your sharp tricks with this magazine. You’ve submitted this manuscript to me, and it stays submitted. If I don’t like it, I shall prosecute you, and, I trust, obtain full reparation from the courts.”[Illus]
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To tell the truth, it had occurred to me that perhaps I might need after all to buy the miserable stuff. Even while I felt that my indignation at the low knavery of the fellow was justified, I knew that it might be necessary to control it. The present low state of public taste demands a certain amount of this kind of matter distributed among the advertising.

I rang the bell again.

“Please take this man away and shut him up again. Have them keep a good eye on him. He’s an author.”

“Very good, sir,” said the secretary.

I called her back for one moment.

“Don’t feed him anything,” I said.

“No,” said the girl.

The manuscript lay before me on the table. It looked bulky. It bore the title Dorothy Dacres, or, Only a Clergyman’s Daughter.

I rang the bell again.

“Kindly ask the janitor to step this way.”

He came in. I could see from the straight, honest look in his features that he was a man to be relied upon.

“Jones,” I said, “can you read?”

“Yes, sir,” he said, “some.”

“Very good. I want you to take this manuscript and read it. Read it all through and then bring it back here.”

The janitor took the manuscript and disappeared. I turned to my desk again and was soon absorbed in arranging a full-page display of plumbers’ furnishings for the advertising. It had occurred to me that by arranging the picture matter in a neat device with verses from “Home Sweet Home” running through it in double-leaded old English type, I could set up a page that would be the delight of all business readers and make this number of the magazine a conspicuous success. My mind was so absorbed that I scarcely noticed that over an hour elapsed before the janitor returned.

“Well, Jones,” I said as he entered, “have you read that manuscript?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you find it all right — punctuation good, spelling all correct?”

“Very good indeed, sir.”

“And there is, I trust, nothing of what one would call a humorous nature in it? I want you to answer me quite frankly, Jones, — there is nothing in it that would raise a smile, or even a laugh, is there?”

“Oh, no, sir,” said Jones, “nothing at all.”

“And now tell me — for remember that the reputation of our magazine is at stake — does this story make a decided impression on you? Has it,” and here I cast my eye casually at the latest announcement of a rival publication, “the kind of tour de force which at once excites you to the full qui vive and which contains a sustained brio that palpitates on every page? Answer carefully, Jones, because if it hasn’t, I won’t buy it.”

“I think it has,” he said.

“Very well,” I answered; “now bring the author to me.”

In the interval of waiting, I hastily ran my eye through the pages of the manuscript.

Presently they brought the author back again. He had assumed a look of depression.

“I have decided,” I said, “to take your manuscript.”

Joy broke upon his face. He came nearer to me as if to lick my hand.

“Stop a minute,” I said. “I am willing to take your story, but there are certain things, certain small details which I want to change.”

“Yes?” he said timidly.

“In the first place, I don’t like your title. Dorothy Dacres, or, Only a Clergyman’s Daughter is too quiet. I shall change it to read Dorothea Dashaway, or, The Quicksands of Society.”

“But surely,” began the contributor, beginning to wring his hands —— 

“Don’t interrupt me,” I said. “In the next place, the story is much too long.” Here I reached for a large pair of tailor’s scissors that lay on the table. “This story contains nine thousand words. We never care to use more than six thousand. I must therefore cut some of it off.” I measured the story carefully with a pocket tape that lay in front of me, cut off three thousand words and handed them back to the author. “These words,” I said, “you may keep. We make no claim on them at all. You are at liberty to make any use of them that you like.”

“But please,” he said, “you have cut off all the end of the story: the whole conclusion is gone. The readers can’t possibly tell, — —”

I smiled at him with something approaching kindness.

“My dear sir,” I said, “they never get beyond three thousand words of the end of a magazine story. The end is of no consequence whatever. The beginning, I admit, may be, but the end! Come! Come! And in any case in our magazine we print the end of each story separately, distributed among the advertisements to break the type. But just at present we have plenty of these on hand. You see,” I continued, for there was something in the man’s manner that almost touched me, “all that is needed is that the last words printed must have a look of finality. That’s all. Now, let me see,” and I turned to the place where the story was cut, “what are the last words: here: ‘Dorothea sank into a chair. There we must leave her!’ Excellent! What better end could you want? She sank into a chair and you leave her. Nothing more natural.”

The contributor seemed about to protest. But I stopped him.

“There is one other small thing,” I said. “Our coming number is to be a Plumbers’ and Motor Number. I must ask you to introduce a certain amount of plumbing into your story.” I rapidly turned over the pages. “I see,” I said, “that your story as written is laid largely in Spain in the summer. I shall ask you to alter this to Switzerland and make it winter time to allow for the breaking of steam-pipes. Such things as these, however, are mere details; we can easily arrange them.”

I reached out my hand.

“And now,” I said, “I must wish you a good afternoon.”

The contributor seemed to pluck up courage.

“What about remuneration” — he faltered.

I waived the question gravely aside. “You will, of course, be duly paid at our usual rate. You receive a cheque two years after publication. It will cover all your necessary expenses, including ink, paper, string, sealing-wax and other incidentals, in addition to which we hope to be able to make you a compensation for your time on a reasonable basis per hour. Good-bye.”

He left, and I could hear them throwing him downstairs.

Then I sat down, while my mind was on it, and wrote the advance notice of the story. It ran like this:

NEXT MONTH’S NUMBER OF THE MEGALOMANIA
MAGAZINE WILL CONTAIN A
THRILLING STORY, ENTITLED

“DOROTHEA DASHAWAY, OR, THE
QUICKSANDS OF SOCIETY.”

The author has lately leaped into immediate recognition as the greatest master of the short story in the American World. His style has a brio, a poise, a savoir faire, a je ne sais quoi, which stamps all his work with the cachet of literary superiority. The sum paid for the story of Dorothea Dashaway is said to be the largest ever paid for a single MS. Every page palpitates with interest, and at the conclusion of this remarkable narrative the reader lays down the page in utter bewilderment, to turn perhaps to the almost equally marvellous illustration of Messrs. Spiggott and Fawcett’s Home Plumbing Device Exposition which adorns the same number of the great review.

I wrote this out, rang the bell, and was just beginning to say to the secretary — 

“My dear child, — pray pardon my forgetfulness. You must be famished for lunch. Will you permit me — —”

And then I woke up — at the wrong minute, as one always does.


HOMER AND HUMBUG

AN ACADEMIC DISCUSSION
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THE FOLLOWING DISCUSSION is of course only of interest to scholars. But, as the public schools returns show that in the United States there are now over a million coloured scholars alone, the appeal is wide enough.

I do not mind confessing that for a long time past I have been very sceptical about the classics. I was myself trained as a classical scholar. It seemed the only thing to do with me. I acquired such a singular facility in handling Latin and Greek that I could take a page of either of them, distinguish which it was by merely glancing at it, and, with the help of a dictionary and a pair of compasses, whip off a translation of it in less than three hours.

But I never got any pleasure from it. I lied about it. At first, perhaps, I lied through vanity. Any coloured scholar will understand the feeling. Later on I lied through habit; later still because, after all, the classics were all that I had and so I valued them. I have seen thus a deceived dog value a pup with a broken leg, and a pauper child nurse a dead doll with the sawdust out of it. So I nursed my dead Homer and my broken Demosthenes though I knew in my heart that there was more sawdust in the stomach of one modern author than in the whole lot of them. Observe, I am not saying which it is that has it full of it.

So, as I say, I began to lie about the classics. I said to people who knew no Greek that there was a sublimity, a majesty about Homer which they could never hope to grasp. I said it was like the sound of the sea beating against the granite cliffs of the Ionian Esophagus: or words to that effect. As for the truth of it, I might as well have said that it was like the sound of a rum distillery running a night shift on half time. At any rate this is what I said about Homer, and when I spoke of Pindar, — the dainty grace of his strophes, — and Aristophanes, the delicious sallies of his wit, sally after sally, each sally explained in a note calling it a sally — I managed to suffuse my face with an animation which made it almost beautiful.

I admitted of course that Virgil in spite of his genius had a hardness and a cold glitter which resembled rather the brilliance of a cut diamond than the soft grace of a flower. Certainly I admitted this: the mere admission of it would knock the breath out of anyone who was arguing.

From such talks my friends went away sad. The conclusion was too cruel. It had all the cold logic of a syllogism (like that almost brutal form of argument so much admired in the Paraphernalia of Socrates). For if: — 

Virgil and Homer and Pindar had all this grace, and pith and these sallies, — 
And if I read Virgil and Homer and Pindar,
And if they only read Mrs. Wharton and Mrs. Humphrey Ward
Then where were they?

So continued lying brought its own reward in the sense of superiority and I lied more.

When I reflect that I have openly expressed regret, as a personal matter, even in the presence of women, for the missing books of Tacitus, and the entire loss of the Abacadabra of Polyphemus of Syracuse, I can find no words in which to beg for pardon. In reality I was just as much worried over the loss of the ichthyosaurus. More, indeed: I’d like to have seen it: but if the books Tacitus lost were like those he didn’t, I wouldn’t.

I believe all scholars lie like this. An ancient friend of mine, a clergyman, tells me that in Hesiod he finds a peculiar grace that he doesn’t find elsewhere. He’s a liar. That’s all. Another man, in politics and in the legislature, tells me that every night before going to bed he reads over a page or two of Thucydides to keep his mind fresh. Either he never goes to bed or he’s a liar. Doubly so: no one could read Greek at that frantic rate: and anyway his mind isn’t fresh. How could it be, he’s in the legislature. I don’t object to this man talking freely of the classics, but he ought to keep it for the voters. My own opinion is that before he goes to bed he takes whiskey: why call it Thucydides?

I know there are solid arguments advanced in favour of the classics. I often hear them from my colleagues. My friend the professor of Greek tells me that he truly believes the classics have made him what he is. This is a very grave statement, if well founded. Indeed I have heard the same argument from a great many Latin and Greek scholars. They all claim, with some heat, that Latin and Greek have practically made them what they are. This damaging charge against the classics should not be too readily accepted. In my opinion some of these men would have been what they are, no matter what they were.

Be this as it may, I for my part bitterly regret the lies I have told about my appreciation of Latin and Greek literature. I am anxious to do what I can to set things right. I am therefore engaged on, indeed have nearly completed, a work which will enable all readers to judge the matter for themselves. What I have done is a translation of all the great classics, not in the usual literal way but on a design that brings them into harmony with modern life. I will explain what I mean in a minute.

The translation is intended to be within reach of everybody. It is so designed that the entire set of volumes can go on a shelf twenty-seven feet long, or even longer. The first edition will be an édition de luxe bound in vellum, or perhaps in buckskin, and sold at five hundred dollars. It will be limited to five hundred copies and, of course, sold only to the feeble minded. The next edition will be the Literary Edition, sold to artists, authors, actors and contractors. After that will come the Boarding House Edition, bound in board and paid for in the same way.

My plan is to so transpose the classical writers as to give, not the literal translation word for word, but what is really the modern equivalent. Let me give an odd sample or two to show what I mean. Take the passage in the First Book of Homer that describes Ajax the Greek dashing into the battle in front of Troy. Here is the way it runs (as nearly as I remember), in the usual word for word translation of the classroom, as done by the very best professor, his spectacles glittering with the literary rapture of it.

“Then he too Ajax on the one hand leaped (or possibly jumped) into the fight wearing on the other hand, yes certainly a steel corselet (or possibly a bronze under tunic) and on his head of course, yes without doubt he had a helmet with a tossing plume taken from the mane (or perhaps extracted from the tail) of some horse which once fed along the banks of the Scamander (and it sees the herd and raises its head and paws the ground) and in his hand a shield worth a hundred oxen and on his knees too especially in particular greaves made by some cunning artificer (or perhaps blacksmith) and he blows the fire and it is hot. Thus Ajax leapt (or, better, was propelled from behind), into the fight.”

Now that’s grand stuff. There is no doubt of it. There’s a wonderful movement and force to it. You can almost see it move, it goes so fast. But the modern reader can’t get it. It won’t mean to him what it meant to the early Greek. The setting, the costume, the scene has all got to be changed in order to let the reader have a real equivalent to judge just how good the Greek verse is. In my translation I alter it just a little, not much but just enough to give the passage a form that reproduces the proper literary value of the verses, without losing anything of the majesty. It describes, I may say, the Directors of the American Industrial Stocks rushing into the Balkan War Cloud. — 

Then there came rushing to the shock of war
Mr. McNicoll of the C. P. R.
He wore suspenders and about his throat
High rose the collar of a sealskin coat.
He had on gaiters and he wore a tie,
He had his trousers buttoned good and high;
About his waist a woollen undervest
Bought from a sad-eyed farmer of the West.
(And every time he clips a sheep he sees
Some bloated plutocrat who ought to freeze),
Thus in the Stock Exchange he burst to view,
Leaped to the post, and shouted, “Ninety-two!”

There! That’s Homer, the real thing! Just as it sounded to the rude crowd of Greek peasants who sat in a ring and guffawed at the rhymes and watched the minstrel stamp it out into “feet” as he recited it!

Or let me take another example from the so-called Catalogue of the Ships that fills up nearly an entire book of Homer. This famous passage names all the ships, one by one, and names the chiefs who sailed on them, and names the particular town or hill or valley that they came from. It has been much admired. It has that same majesty of style that has been brought to an even loftier pitch in the New York Business Directory and the City Telephone Book. It runs along, as I recall it, something like this, — 

“And first, indeed, oh yes, was the ship of Homistogetes the Spartan, long and swift, having both its masts covered with cowhide and two rows of oars. And he, Homistogetes, was born of Hermogenes and Ophthalmia and was at home in Syncope beside the fast flowing Paresis. And after him came the ship of Preposterus the Eurasian, son of Oasis and Hyteria,” . . . and so on endlessly.

Instead of this I substitute, with the permission of the New York Central Railway, the official catalogue of their locomotives taken almost word for word from the list compiled by their superintendent of works. I admit that he wrote in hot weather. Part of it runs: — 

Out in the yard and steaming in the sun
Stands locomotive engine number forty-one;
Seated beside the windows of the cab
Are Pat McGaw and Peter James McNab.
Pat comes from Troy and Peter from Cohoes,
And when they pull the throttle off she goes;
And as she vanishes there comes to view
Steam locomotive engine number forty-two.
Observe her mighty wheels, her easy roll,
With William J. Macarthy in control.
They say her engineer some time ago
Lived on a farm outside of Buffalo
Whereas his fireman, Henry Edward Foy,
Attended School in Springfield, Illinois.
Thus does the race of man decay or rot — 
Some men can hold their jobs and some can not.

Please observe that if Homer had actually written that last line it would have been quoted for a thousand years as one of the deepest sayings ever said. Orators would have rounded out their speeches with the majestic phrase, quoted in sonorous and unintelligible Greek verse, “some men can hold their jobs and some can not”: essayists would have begun their most scholarly dissertations with the words,— “It has been finely said by Homer that (in Greek) ‘some men can hold their jobs’”: and the clergy in mid-pathos of a funeral sermon would have raised their eyes aloft and echoed “Some men can not”!

This is what I should like to do. I’d like to take a large stone and write on it in very plain writing, — 

“The classics are only primitive literature. They belong in the same class as primitive machinery and primitive music and primitive medicine,” — and then throw it through the windows of a University and hide behind a fence to see the professors buzz!!
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Arcadian Adventures with the Idle Rich
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This collection of humorous interwoven vignettes was published in 1914. It is structured as a companion work to Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town (1912), due to the similarity of composition and subject matter. Arcadian Adventures with the Idle Rich follows the members of the ‘Mausoleum Club’ on Plutoria Avenue, in an unnamed American city (referred to as Plutoria, after its main street), and pokes fun at their obsessive individualism and materialism. Although Leacock thought humour to be ‘the kindly contemplation of the incongruities of life and the artistic expression thereof’, the tales tend to rank as some of his most scathing works, as well as arguably his funniest.

At the time of publication, the book became extremely popular in North America, and, for a while, was considered a greater success than to Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town. Interestingly, it was also translated and published by the Bolshevik government soon after the 1917 revolution, and it became a bestseller in the Soviet Union.
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A Little Dinner with Mr. Lucullus Fyshe
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THE MAUSOLEUM CLUB stands on the quietest corner of the best residential street in the City. It is a Grecian building of white stone. About it are great elm trees with birds — the most expensive kind of birds — singing in the branches.

The street in the softer hours of the morning has an almost reverential quiet. Great motors move drowsily along it, with solitary chauffeurs returning at 10.30 after conveying the earlier of the millionaires to their downtown offices. The sunlight flickers through the elm trees, illuminating expensive nurse-maids wheeling valuable children in little perambulators. Some of the children are worth millions and millions. In Europe, no doubt, you may see in the Unter den Linden avenue or the Champs Elysees a little prince or princess go past with a clattering military guard of honour. But that is nothing. It is not half so impressive, in the real sense, as what you may observe every morning on Plutoria Avenue beside the Mausoleum Club in the quietest part of the city. Here you may see a little toddling princess in a rabbit suit who owns fifty distilleries in her own right. There, in a lacquered perambulator, sails past a little hooded head that controls from its cradle an entire New Jersey corporation. The United States attorney-general is suing her as she sits, in a vain attempt to make her dissolve herself into constituent companies. Near by is a child of four, in a khaki suit, who represents the merger of two trunk-line railways. You may meet in the flickered sunlight any number of little princes and princesses far more real than the poor survivals of Europe. Incalculable infants wave their fifty-dollar ivory rattles in an inarticulate greeting to one another. A million dollars of preferred stock laughs merrily in recognition of a majority control going past in a go-cart drawn by an imported nurse. And through it all the sunlight falls through the elm trees, and the birds sing and the motors hum, so that the whole world as seen from the boulevard of Plutoria Avenue is the very pleasantest place imaginable.

Just below Plutoria Avenue, and parallel with it, the trees die out and the brick and stone of the City begins in earnest. Even from the Avenue you see the tops of the sky-scraping buildings in the big commercial streets, and can hear or almost hear the roar of the elevated railway, earning dividends. And beyond that again the City sinks lower, and is choked and crowded with the tangled streets and little houses of the slums.

In fact, if you were to mount to the roof of the Mausoleum Club itself on Plutoria Avenue you could almost see the slums from there. But why should you? And on the other hand, if you never went up on the roof, but only dined inside among the palm trees, you would never know that the slums existed which is much better.

There are broad steps leading up to the club, so broad and so agreeably covered with matting that the physical exertion of lifting oneself from one’s motor to the door of the club is reduced to the smallest compass. The richer members are not ashamed to take the steps one at a time, first one foot and then the other; and at tight money periods, when there is a black cloud hanging over the Stock Exchange, you may see each and every one of the members of the Mausoleum Club dragging himself up the steps after this fashion, his restless eyes filled with the dumb pathos of a man wondering where he can put his hand on half a million dollars.

But at gayer times, when there are gala receptions at the club, its steps are all buried under expensive carpet, soft as moss and covered over with a long pavilion of red and white awning to catch the snowflakes; and beautiful ladies are poured into the club by the motorful. Then, indeed, it is turned into a veritable Arcadia; and for a beautiful pastoral scene, such as would have gladdened the heart of a poet who understood the cost of things, commend me to the Mausoleum Club on just such an evening. Its broad corridors and deep recesses are filled with shepherdesses such as you never saw, dressed in beautiful shimmering gowns, and wearing feathers in their hair that droop off sideways at every angle known to trigonometry. And there are shepherds, too, with broad white waistcoats and little patent leather shoes and heavy faces and congested cheeks. And there is dancing and conversation among the shepherds and shepherdesses, with such brilliant flashes of wit and repartee about the rise in Wabash and the fall in Cement that the soul of Louis Quatorze would leap to hear it. And later there is supper at little tables, when the shepherds and shepherdesses consume preferred stocks and gold-interest bonds in the shape of chilled champagne and iced asparagus, and great platefuls of dividends and special quarterly bonuses are carried to and fro in silver dishes by Chinese philosophers dressed up to look like waiters.

But on ordinary days there are no ladies in the club, but only the shepherds. You may see them sitting about in little groups of two and three under the palm trees drinking whiskey and soda; though of course the more temperate among them drink nothing but whiskey and Lithia water, and those who have important business to do in the afternoon limit themselves to whiskey and Radnor, or whiskey and Magi water. There are as many kinds of bubbling, gurgling, mineral waters in the caverns of the Mausoleum Club as ever sparkled from the rocks of Homeric Greece. And when you have once grown used to them, it is as impossible to go back to plain water as it is to live again in the forgotten house in a side street that you inhabited long before you became a member.

Thus the members sit and talk in undertones that float to the ear through the haze of Havana smoke. You may hear the older men explaining that the country is going to absolute ruin, and the younger ones explaining that the country is forging ahead as it never did before; but chiefly they love to talk of great national questions, such as the protective tariff and the need of raising it, the sad decline of the morality of the working man, the spread of syndicalism and the lack of Christianity in the labour class, and the awful growth of selfishness among the mass of the people.

So they talk, except for two or three that drop off to directors’ meetings; till the afternoon fades and darkens into evening, and the noiseless Chinese philosophers turn on soft lights here and there among the palm trees. Presently they dine at white tables glittering with cut glass and green and yellow Rhine wines; and after dinner they sit again among the palm-trees, half-hidden in the blue smoke, still talking of the tariff and the labour class and trying to wash away the memory and the sadness of it in floods of mineral waters. So the evening passes into night, and one by one the great motors come throbbing to the door, and the Mausoleum Club empties and darkens till the last member is borne away and the Arcadian day ends in well-earned repose.

 

“I want you to give me your opinion very, very frankly,” said Mr. Lucullus Fyshe on one side of the luncheon table to the Rev. Fareforth Furlong on the other.

“By all means,” said Mr. Furlong.

Mr. Fyshe poured out a wineglassful of soda and handed it to the rector to drink.

“Now tell me very truthfully,” he said, “is there too much carbon in it?”

“By no means,” said Mr. Furlong.

“And — quite frankly — not too much hydrogen?”

“Oh, decidedly not.”

“And you would not say that the percentage of sodium bicarbonate was too great for the ordinary taste?”

“I certainly should not,” said Mr. Furlong, and in this he spoke the truth.

“Very good then,” said Mr. Fyshe, “I shall use it for the Duke of Dulham this afternoon.”

He uttered the name of the Duke with that quiet, democratic carelessness which meant that he didn’t care whether half a dozen other members lunching at the club could hear or not. After all, what was a duke to a man who was president of the People’s Traction and Suburban Co., and the Republican Soda and Siphon Co-operative, and chief director of the People’s District Loan and Savings? If a man with a broad basis of popular support like that was proposing to entertain a duke, surely there could be no doubt about his motives? None at all.

Naturally, too, if a man manufactures soda himself, he gets a little over-sensitive about the possibility of his guests noticing the existence of too much carbon in it.

In fact, ever so many of the members of the Mausoleum Club manufacture things, or cause them to be manufactured, or — what is the same thing — merge them when they are manufactured. This gives them their peculiar chemical attitude towards their food. One often sees a member suddenly call the head waiter at breakfast to tell him that there is too much ammonia in the bacon; and another one protest at the amount of glucose in the olive oil; and another that there is too high a percentage of nitrogen in the anchovy. A man of distorted imagination might think this tasting of chemicals in the food a sort of nemesis of fate upon the members. But that would be very foolish, for in every case the head waiter, who is the chief of the Chinese philosophers mentioned above, says that he’ll see to it immediately and have the percentage removed. And as for the members themselves, they are about as much ashamed of manufacturing and merging things as the Marquis of Salisbury is ashamed of the founders of the Cecil family.

What more natural, therefore, than that Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, before serving the soda to the Duke, should try it on somebody else? And what better person could be found for this than Mr. Furlong, the saintly young rector of St. Asaph’s, who had enjoyed the kind of expensive college education calculated to develop all the faculties. Moreover, a rector of the Anglican Church who has been in the foreign mission field is the kind of person from whom one can find out, more or less incidentally, how one should address and converse with a duke, and whether you call him, “Your Grace,” or “His Grace,” or just “Grace,” or “Duke,” or what. All of which things would seem to a director of the People’s Bank and the president of the Republican Soda Co. so trivial in importance that he would scorn to ask about them.

So that was why Mr. Fyshe had asked Mr. Furlong to lunch with him, and to dine with him later on in the same day at the Mausoleum Club to meet the Duke of Dulham. And Mr. Furlong, realizing that a clergyman must be all things to all men and not avoid a man merely because he is a duke, had accepted the invitation to lunch, and had promised to come to dinner, even though it meant postponing the Willing Workers’ Tango Class of St. Asaph’s until the following Friday.

Thus it had come about that Mr. Fyshe was seated at lunch, consuming a cutlet and a pint of Moselle in the plain downright fashion of a man so democratic that he is practically a revolutionary socialist, and doesn’t mind saying so; and the young rector of St. Asaph’s was sitting opposite to him in a religious ecstasy over a salmi of duck.

“The Duke arrived this morning, did he not?” said Mr. Furlong.

“From New York,” said Mr. Fyshe. “He is staying at the Grand Palaver. I sent a telegram through one of our New York directors of the Traction, and his Grace has very kindly promised to come over here to dine.”

“Is he here for pleasure?” asked the rector.

“I understand he is—” Mr. Fyshe was going to say “about to invest a large part of his fortune in American securities,” but he thought better of it. Even with the clergy it is well to be careful. So he substituted “is very much interested in studying American conditions.”

“Does he stay long?” asked Mr. Furlong.

Had Mr. Lucullus Fyshe replied quite truthfully, he would have said, “Not if I can get his money out of him quickly,” but he merely answered, “That I don’t know.”

“He will find much to interest him,” went on the rector in a musing tone. “The position of the Anglican Church in America should afford him an object of much consideration. I understand,” he added, feeling his way, “that his Grace is a man of deep piety.”

“Very deep,” said Mr. Fyshe.

“And of great philanthropy?”

“Very great.”

“And I presume,” said the rector, taking a devout sip of the unfinished soda, “that he is a man of immense wealth?”

“I suppose so,” answered Mr. Fyshe quite carelessly. “All these fellows are.” (Mr. Fyshe generally referred to the British aristocracy as “these fellows.”) “Land, you know, feudal estates; sheer robbery, I call it. How the working-class, the proletariat, stand for such tyranny is more than I can see. Mark my words, Furlong, some day they’ll rise and the whole thing will come to a sudden end.”

Mr. Fyshe was here launched upon his favourite topic; but he interrupted himself, just for a moment, to speak to the waiter.

“What the devil do you mean,” he said, “by serving asparagus half-cold?”

“Very sorry, sir,” said the waiter, “shall I take it out?”

“Take it out? Of course take it out, and see that you don’t serve me stuff of that sort again, or I’ll report you.”

“Very sorry, sir,” said the waiter.

Mr. Fyshe looked at the vanishing waiter with contempt upon his features. “These pampered fellows are getting unbearable.” he said. “By Gad, if I had my way I’d fire the whole lot of them: lock ’em out, put ’em on the street. That would teach ’em. Yes, Furlong, you’ll live to see it that the whole working-class will one day rise against the tyranny of the upper classes, and society will be overwhelmed.”

But if Mr. Fyshe had realized that at that moment, in the kitchen of the Mausoleum Club, in those sacred precincts themselves, there was a walking delegate of the Waiters’ International Union leaning against a sideboard, with his bowler hat over one corner of his eye, and talking to a little group of the Chinese philosophers, he would have known that perhaps the social catastrophe was a little nearer than even he suspected.

 

“Are you inviting anyone else tonight?” asked Mr. Furlong.

“I should have liked to ask your father,” said Mr. Fyshe, “but unfortunately he is out of town.”

What Mr. Fyshe really meant was, “I am extremely glad not to have to ask your father, whom I would not introduce to the Duke on any account.”

Indeed, Mr. Furlong, senior, the father of the rector of St. Asaph’s, who was President of the New Amalgamated Hymnal Corporation, and Director of the Hosanna Pipe and Steam Organ, Limited, was entirely the wrong man for Mr. Fyshe’s present purpose. In fact, he was reputed to be as smart a man as ever sold a Bible. At this moment he was out of town, busied in New York with the preparation of the plates of his new Hindu Testament (copyright); but had he learned that a duke with several millions to invest was about to visit the city, he would not have left it for the whole of Hindustan.

“I suppose you are asking Mr. Boulder,” said the rector.

“No,” answered Mr. Fyshe very decidedly, dismissing the name absolutely.

Indeed, there was even better reason not to introduce Mr. Boulder to the Duke. Mr. Fyshe had made that sort of mistake once, and never intended to make it again. It was only a year ago, on the occasion of the visit of young Viscount FitzThistle to the Mausoleum Club, that Mr. Fyshe had introduced Mr. Boulder to the Viscount and had suffered grievously thereby. For Mr. Boulder had no sooner met the Viscount than he invited him up to his hunting-lodge in Wisconsin, and that was the last thing known of the investment of the FitzThistle fortune.

This Mr. Boulder of whom Mr. Fyshe spoke might indeed have been seen at that moment at a further table of the lunch room eating a solitary meal, an oldish man with a great frame suggesting broken strength, with a white beard and with falling under-eyelids that made him look as if he were just about to cry. His eyes were blue and far away, and his still, mournful face and his great bent shoulders seemed to suggest all the power and mystery of high finance.

Gloom indeed hung over him. For, when one heard him talk of listed stocks and cumulative dividends, there was as deep a tone in his quiet voice as if he spoke of eternal punishment and the wages of sin.

Under his great hands a chattering viscount, or a sturdy duke, or a popinjay Italian marquis was as nothing.

Mr. Boulder’s methods with titled visitors investing money in America were deep. He never spoke to them of money, not a word. He merely talked of the great American forest — he had been born sixty-five years back, in a lumber state — and, when he spoke of primeval trees and the howl of the wolf at night among the pines, there was the stamp of reality about it that held the visitor spellbound; and when he fell to talking of his hunting-lodge far away in the Wisconsin timber, duke, earl, or baron that had ever handled a double-barrelled express rifle listened and was lost.

“I have a little place,” Mr. Boulder would say in his deep tones that seemed almost like a sob, “a sort of shooting box, I think you’d call it, up in Wisconsin; just a plain place” — he would add, almost crying— “made of logs.”

“Oh, really,” the visitor would interject, “made of logs. By Jove, how interesting!”

All titled people are fascinated at once with logs, and Mr. Boulder knew it — at least subconsciously.

“Yes, logs,” he would continue, still in deep sorrow; “just the plain cedar, not squared, you know, the old original timber; I had them cut right out of the forest.”

By this time the visitor’s excitement was obvious. “And is there game there?” he would ask.

“We have the timber-wolf,” said Mr. Boulder, his voice half choking at the sadness of the thing, “and of course the jack wolf and the lynx.”

“And are they ferocious?”

“Oh, extremely so — quite uncontrollable.”

On which the titled visitor was all excitement to start for Wisconsin at once, even before Mr. Boulder’s invitation was put in words.

And when he returned a week later, all tanned and wearing bush-whackers’ boots, and covered with wolf bites, his whole available fortune was so completely invested in Mr. Boulder’s securities that you couldn’t have shaken twenty-five cents out of him upside down.

Yet the whole thing had been done merely incidentally round a big fire under the Wisconsin timber, with a dead wolf or two lying in the snow.

So no wonder that Mr. Fyshe did not propose to invite Mr. Boulder to his little dinner. No, indeed. In fact, his one aim was to keep Mr. Boulder and his log house hidden from the Duke.

And equally no wonder that as soon as Mr. Boulder read of the Duke’s arrival in New York, and saw by the Commercial Echo and Financial Undertone that he might come to the City looking for investments, he telephoned at once to his little place in Wisconsin — which had, of course, a primeval telephone wire running to it — and told his steward to have the place well aired and good fires lighted; and he especially enjoined him to see if any of the shanty men thereabouts could catch a wolf or two, as he might need them.

 

“Is no one else coming then?” asked the rector.

“Oh yes. President Boomer of the University. We shall be a party of four. I thought the Duke might be interested in meeting Boomer. He may care to hear something of the archaeological remains of the continent.”

If the Duke did so care, he certainly had a splendid chance in meeting the gigantic Dr. Boomer, the president of Plutoria University.

If he wanted to know anything of the exact distinction between the Mexican Pueblo and the Navajo tribal house, he had his opportunity right now. If he was eager to hear a short talk — say half an hour — on the relative antiquity of the Neanderthal skull and the gravel deposits of the Missouri, his chance had come. He could learn as much about the stone age and the bronze age, in America, from President Boomer, as he could about the gold age and the age of paper securities from Mr. Fyshe and Mr. Boulder.

So what better man to meet a duke than an archaeological president?

And if the Duke should feel inclined, as a result of his American visit (for Dr. Boomer, who knew everything, understood what the Duke had come for), inclined, let us say, to endow a chair in Primitive Anthropology, or do any useful little thing of the sort, that was only fair business all round; or if he even was willing to give a moderate sum towards the general fund of Plutoria University — enough, let us say, to enable the president to dismiss an old professor and hire a new one — that surely was reasonable enough.

The president, therefore, had said yes to Mr. Fyshe’s invitation with alacrity, and had taken a look through the list of his more incompetent professors to refresh his memory.

 

The Duke of Dulham had landed in New York five days before and had looked round eagerly for a field of turnips, but hadn’t seen any. He had been driven up Fifth Avenue and had kept his eyes open for potatoes, but there were none. Nor had he seen any shorthorns in Central Park, nor any Southdowns on Broadway. For the Duke, of course, like all dukes, was agricultural from his Norfolk jacket to his hobnailed boots.

At his restaurant he had cut a potato in two and sent half of it to the head waiter to know if it was Bermudian. It had all the look of an early Bermudian, but the Duke feared from the shading of it that it might be only a late Trinidad. And the head waiter sent it to the chef, mistaking it for a complaint, and the chef sent it back to the Duke with a message that it was not a Bermudian but a Prince Edward Island. And the Duke sent his compliments to the chef, and the chef sent his compliments to the Duke. And the Duke was so pleased at learning this that he had a similar potato wrapped up for him to take away, and tipped the head waiter twenty-five cents, feeling that in an extravagant country the only thing to do is to go the people one better. So the Duke carried the potato round for five days in New York and showed it to everybody. But beyond this he got no sign of agriculture out of the place at all. No one who entertained him seemed to know what the beef that they gave him had been fed on; no one, even in what seemed the best society, could talk rationally about preparing a hog for the breakfast table. People seemed to eat cauliflower without distinguishing the Denmark variety from the Oldenburg, and few, if any, knew Silesian bacon even when they tasted it. And when they took the Duke out twenty-five miles into what was called the country, there were still no turnips, but only real estate, and railway embankments, and advertising signs; so that altogether the obvious and visible decline of American agriculture in what should have been its leading centre saddened the Duke’s heart. Thus the Duke passed four gloomy days. Agriculture vexed him, and still more, of course, the money concerns which had brought him to America.

Money is a troublesome thing. But it has got to be thought about even by those who were not brought up to it. If, on account of money matters, one has been driven to come over to America in the hope of borrowing money, the awkwardness of how to go about it naturally makes one gloomy and preoccupied. Had there been broad fields of turnips to walk in and Holstein cattle to punch in the ribs, one might have managed to borrow it in the course of gentlemanly intercourse, as from one cattle-man to another. But in New York, amid piles of masonry and roaring street-traffic and glittering lunches and palatial residences one simply couldn’t do it.

Herein lay the truth about the Duke of Dulham’s visit and the error of Mr. Lucullus Fyshe. Mr. Fyshe was thinking that the Duke had come to lend money. In reality he had come to borrow it. In fact, the Duke was reckoning that by putting a second mortgage on Dulham Towers for twenty thousand sterling, and by selling his Scotch shooting and leasing his Irish grazing and sub-letting his Welsh coal rent he could raise altogether a hundred thousand pounds. This for a duke, is an enormous sum. If he once had it he would be able to pay off the first mortgage on Dulham Towers, buy in the rights of the present tenant of the Scotch shooting and the claim of the present mortgagee of the Irish grazing, and in fact be just where he started. This is ducal finance, which moves always in a circle.

In other words the Duke was really a poor man — not poor in the American sense, where poverty comes as a sudden blighting stringency, taking the form of an inability to get hold of a quarter of a million dollars, no matter how badly one needs it, and where it passes like a storm-cloud and is gone, but poor in that permanent and distressing sense known only to the British aristocracy. The Duke’s case, of course, was notorious, and Mr. Fyshe ought to have known of it. The Duke was so poor that the Duchess was compelled to spend three or four months every year at a fashionable hotel on the Riviera simply to save money, and his eldest son, the young Marquis of Beldoodle, had to put in most of his time shooting big game in Uganda, with only twenty or twenty-five beaters, and with so few carriers and couriers and such a dearth of elephant men and hyena boys that the thing was a perfect scandal. The Duke indeed was so poor that a younger son, simply to add his efforts to those of the rest, was compelled to pass his days in mountain climbing in the Himalayas, and the Duke’s daughter was obliged to pay long visits to minor German princesses, putting up with all sorts of hardship. And while the ducal family wandered about in this way — climbing mountains, and shooting hyenas, and saving money, the Duke’s place or seat, Dulham Towers, was practically shut up, with no one in it but servants and housekeepers and gamekeepers and tourists; and the picture galleries, except for artists and visitors and villagers, were closed; and the town house, except for the presence of servants and tradesmen and secretaries, was absolutely shut. But the Duke knew that rigid parsimony of this sort, if kept up for a generation or two, will work wonders, and this sustained him; and the Duchess knew it, and it sustained her; in fact, all the ducal family, knowing that it was only a matter of a generation or two, took their misfortune very cheerfully.

The only thing that bothered the Duke was borrowing money. This was necessary from time to time when loans or mortgages fell in, but he hated it. It was beneath him. His ancestors had often taken money, but had never borrowed it, and the Duke chafed under the necessity. There was something about the process that went against the grain. To sit down in pleasant converse with a man, perhaps almost a gentleman, and then lead up to the subject and take his money from him, seemed to the Duke’s mind essentially low. He could have understood knocking a man over the head with a fire shovel and taking his money, but not borrowing it.

So the Duke had come to America, where borrowing is notoriously easy. Any member of the Mausoleum Club, for instance, would borrow fifty cents to buy a cigar, or fifty thousand dollars to buy a house, or five millions to buy a railroad with complete indifference, and pay it back, too, if he could, and think nothing of it. In fact, ever so many of the Duke’s friends were known to have borrowed money in America with magical ease, pledging for it their seats or their pictures, or one of their daughters — anything.

So the Duke knew it must be easy. And yet, incredible as it may seem, he had spent four days in New York, entertained everywhere, and made much of, and hadn’t borrowed a cent. He had been asked to lunch in a Riverside palace, and, fool that he was, had come away without so much as a dollar to show for it. He had been asked to a country house on the Hudson, and, like an idiot — he admitted it himself — hadn’t asked his host for as much as his train fare. He had been driven twice round Central Park in a motor and had been taken tamely back to his hotel not a dollar the richer. The thing was childish, and he knew it. But to save his life the Duke didn’t know how to begin. None of the things that he was able to talk about seemed to have the remotest connection with the subject of money. The Duke was able to converse reasonably well over such topics as the approaching downfall of England (they had talked of it at Dulham Towers for sixty years), or over the duty of England towards China, or the duty of England to Persia, or its duty to aid the Young Turk Movement, and its duty to check the Old Servia agitation. The Duke became so interested in these topics and in explaining that while he had never been a Little Englander he had always been a Big Turk, and that he stood for a Small Bulgaria and a Restricted Austria, that he got further and further away from the topic of money, which was what he really wanted to come to; and the Duke rose from his conversations with a look of such obvious distress on his face that everybody realized that his anxiety about England was killing him.

And then suddenly light had come. It was on his fourth day in New York that he unexpectedly ran into the Viscount Belstairs (they had been together as young men in Nigeria, and as middle-aged men in St. Petersburg), and Belstairs, who was in abundant spirits and who was returning to England on the Gloritania at noon the next day, explained to the Duke that he had just borrowed fifty thousand pounds, on security that wouldn’t be worth a halfpenny in England.

And the Duke said with a sigh, “How the deuce do you do it. Belstairs?”

“Do what?”

“Borrow it,” said the Duke. “How do you manage to get people to talk about it? Here I am wanting to borrow a hundred thousand, and I’m hanged if I can even find an opening.”

At which the Viscount had said, “Pooh, pooh! you don’t need any opening. Just borrow it straight out — ask for it across a dinner table, just as you’d ask for a match; they think nothing of it here.”

“Across the dinner table?” repeated the Duke, who was a literal man.

“Certainly,” said the Viscount. “Not too soon, you know — say after a second glass of wine. I assure you it’s absolutely nothing.”

And it was just at that moment that a telegram was handed to the Duke from Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, praying him, as he was reported to be visiting the next day the City where the Mausoleum Club stands, to make acquaintance with him by dining at that institution.

And the Duke, being as I say a literal man, decided that just as soon as Mr. Fyshe should give him a second glass of wine, that second glass should cost Mr. Fyshe a hundred thousand pounds sterling.

And oddly enough, at about the same moment, Mr. Fyshe was calculating that provided he could make the Duke drink a second glass of the Mausoleum champagne, that glass would cost the Duke about five million dollars.

 

So the very morning after that the Duke had arrived on the New York express in the City; and being an ordinary, democratic, commercial sort of place, absorbed in its own affairs, it made no fuss over him whatever. The morning edition of the Plutopian Citizen simply said, “We understand that the Duke of Dulham arrives at the Grand Palaver this morning,” after which it traced the Duke’s pedigree back to Jock of Ealing in the twelfth century and let the matter go at that; and the noon edition of the People’s Advocate merely wrote, “We learn that Duke Dulham is in town. He is a relation of Jack Ealing.” But the Commercial Echo and Financial Undertone, appearing at four o’clock, printed in its stock-market columns the announcement: “We understand that the Duke of Dulham, who arrives in town today, is proposing to invest a large sum of money in American Industrials.”

And, of course, that announcement reached every member of the Mausoleum Club within twenty minutes.

 

The Duke of Dulham entered the Mausoleum Club that evening at exactly seven of the clock. He was a short, thick man with a shaven face, red as a brick, and grizzled hair, and from the look of him he could have got a job at sight in any lumber camp in Wisconsin. He wore a dinner jacket, just like an ordinary person, but even without his Norfolk coat and his hobnailed boots there was something in the way in which he walked up the long main hall of the Mausoleum Club that every imported waiter in the place recognized in an instant.

The Duke cast his eye about the club and approved of it. It seemed to him a modest, quiet place, very different from the staring ostentation that one sees too often in a German hof or an Italian palazzo. He liked it.

Mr. Fyshe and Mr. Furlong were standing in a deep alcove or bay where there was a fire and india-rubber trees and pictures with shaded lights and a whiskey-and-soda table. There the Duke joined them. Mr. Fyshe he had met already that afternoon at the Palaver, and he called him “Fyshe” as if he had known him forever; and indeed, after a few minutes he called the rector of St. Asaph’s simply “Furlong,” for he had been familiar with the Anglican clergy in so many parts of the world that he knew that to attribute any peculiar godliness to them, socially, was the worst possible taste.

“By Jove,” said the Duke, turning to tap the leaf of a rubber tree with his finger, “that fellow’s a Nigerian, isn’t he?”

“I hardly know,” said Mr. Fyshe, “I imagine so”; and he added, “You’ve been in Nigeria, Duke?”

“Oh, some years ago,” said the Duke, “after big game, you know — fine place for it.”

“Did you get any?” asked Mr. Fyshe.

“Not much,” said the Duke; “a hippo or two.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Fyshe.

“And, of course, now and then a giro,” the Duke went on, and added, “My sister was luckier, though; she potted a rhino one day, straight out of a doolie; I call that rather good.”

Mr. Fyshe called it that too.

“Ah, now here’s a good thing,” the Duke went on, looking at a picture. He carried in his waistcoat pocket an eyeglass that he used for pictures and for Tamworth hogs, and he put it to his eye with one hand, keeping the other in the left pocket of his jacket; “and this — this is a very good thing.”

“I believe so,” said Mr. Fyshe.

“You really have some awfully good things here,” continued the Duke. He had seen far too many pictures in too many places ever to speak of “values” or “compositions” or anything of that sort. The Duke merely looked at a picture and said, “Now here’s a good thing,” or “Ah! here now is a very good thing,” or, “I say, here’s a really good thing.”

No one could get past this sort of criticism. The Duke had long since found it bullet-proof.

“They showed me some rather good things in New York,” he went on, “but really the things you have here seem to be awfully good things.”

Indeed, the Duke was truly pleased with the pictures, for something in their composition, or else in the soft, expensive light that shone on them, enabled him to see in the distant background of each a hundred thousand sterling. And that is a very beautiful picture indeed.

“When you come to our side of the water, Fyshe,” said the Duke, “I must show you my Botticelli.”

Had Mr. Fyshe, who knew nothing of art, expressed his real thought, he would have said, “Show me your which?” But he only answered, “I shall be delighted to see it.”

In any case there was no time to say more, for at this moment the portly figure and the great face of Dr. Boomer, president of Plutoria University, loomed upon them. And with him came a great burst of conversation that blew all previous topics into fragments. He was introduced to the Duke, and shook hands with Mr. Furlong, and talked to both of them, and named the kind of cocktail that he wanted, all in one breath, and in the very next he was asking the Duke about the Babylonian hieroglyphic bricks that his grandfather, the thirteenth Duke, had brought home from the Euphrates, and which every archaeologist knew were preserved in the Duke’s library at Dulham Towers. And though the Duke hadn’t known about the bricks himself, he assured Dr. Boomer that his grandfather had collected some really good things, quite remarkable.

And the Duke, having met a man who knew about his grandfather, felt in his own element. In fact, he was so delighted with Dr. Boomer and the Nigerian rubber tree and the shaded pictures and the charm of the whole place and the certainty that half a million dollars was easily findable in it, that he put his eyeglass back in his pocket and said.

“A charming club you have here, really most charming.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Fyshe, in a casual tone, “a comfortable place, we like to think.”

But if he could have seen what was happening below in the kitchens of the Mausoleum Club, Mr. Fyshe would have realized that just then it was turning into a most uncomfortable place.

For the walking delegate with his hat on sideways, who had haunted it all day, was busy now among the assembled Chinese philosophers, writing down names and distributing strikers’ cards of the International Union and assuring them that the “boys” of the Grand Palaver had all walked out at seven, and that all the “boys” of the Commercial and the Union and of every restaurant in town were out an hour ago.

And the philosophers were taking their cards and hanging up their waiters’ coats and putting on shabby jackets and bowler hats, worn sideways, and changing themselves by a wonderful transformation from respectable Chinese to slouching loafers of the lowest type.

But Mr. Fyshe, being in an alcove and not in the kitchens, saw nothing of these things. Not even when the head waiter, shaking with apprehension, appeared with cocktails made by himself, in glasses that he himself had had to wipe, did Mr. Fyshe, absorbed in the easy urbanity of the Duke, notice that anything was amiss.

Neither did his guests. For Dr. Boomer, having discovered that the Duke had visited Nigeria, was asking him his opinion of the famous Bimbaweh remains of the lower Niger. The Duke confessed that he really hadn’t noticed them, and the Doctor assured him that Strabo had indubitably mentioned them (he would show the Duke the very passage), and that they apparently lay, if his memory served him, about halfway between Oohat and Ohat; whether above Oohat and below Ohat or above Ohat and below Oohat he would not care to say for a certainty; for that the Duke must wait till the president had time to consult his library.

And the Duke was fascinated forthwith with the president’s knowledge of Nigerian geography, and explained that he had once actually descended from below Timbuctoo to Oohat in a doolie manned only by four swats.

So presently, having drunk the cocktails, the party moved solemnly in a body from the alcove towards the private dining-room upstairs, still busily talking of the Bimbaweh remains, and the swats, and whether the doolie was, or was not, the original goatskin boat of the book of Genesis.

And when they entered the private dining-room with its snow-white table and cut glass and flowers (as arranged by a retreating philosopher now heading towards the Gaiety Theatre with his hat over his eyes), the Duke again exclaimed,

“Really, you have a most comfortable club — delightful.”

So they sat down to dinner, over which Mr. Furlong offered up a grace as short as any that are known even to the Anglican clergy. And the head waiter, now in deep distress — for he had been sending out telephone messages in vain to the Grand Palaver and the Continental, like the captain of a sinking ship — served oysters that he had opened himself and poured Rhine wine with a trembling hand. For he knew that unless by magic a new chef and a waiter or two could be got from the Palaver, all hope was lost.

But the guests still knew nothing of his fears. Dr. Boomer was eating his oysters as a Nigerian hippo might eat up the crew of a doolie, in great mouthfuls, and commenting as he did so upon the luxuriousness of modern life.

And in the pause that followed the oysters he illustrated for the Duke with two pieces of bread the essential difference in structure between the Mexican pueblo and the tribal house of the Navajos, and lest the Duke should confound either or both of them with the adobe hut of the Bimbaweh tribes he showed the difference at once with a couple of olives.

By this time, of course, the delay in the service was getting noticeable. Mr. Fyshe was directing angry glances towards the door, looking for the reappearance of the waiter, and growling an apology to his guests. But the president waved the apology aside.

“In my college days,” he said, “I should have considered a plate of oysters an ample meal. I should have asked for nothing more. We eat,” he said, “too much.”

This, of course, started Mr. Fyshe on his favourite topic. “Luxury!” he exclaimed, “I should think so! It is the curse of the age. The appalling growth of luxury, the piling up of money, the ease with which huge fortunes are made” (Good! thought the Duke, here we are coming to it), “these are the things that are going to ruin us. Mark my words, the whole thing is bound to end in a tremendous crash. I don’t mind telling you, Duke — my friends here, I am sure, know it already — that I am more or less a revolutionary socialist. I am absolutely convinced, sir, that our modern civilization will end in a great social catastrophe. Mark what I say” — and here Mr. Fyshe became exceedingly impressive— “a great social catastrophe. Some of us may not live to see it, perhaps; but you, for instance, Furlong, are a younger man; you certainly will.”

But here Mr. Fyshe was understating the case. They were all going to live to see it, right on the spot.

For it was just at this moment, when Mr. Fyshe was talking of the social catastrophe and explaining with flashing eyes that it was bound to come, that it came; and when it came it lit, of all places in the world, right there in the private dining-room of the Mausoleum Club.

For the gloomy head waiter re-entered and leaned over the back of Mr. Fyshe’s chair and whispered to him.

“Eh? what?” said Mr. Fyshe.

The head waiter, his features stricken with inward agony, whispered again.

“The infernal, damn scoundrels!” said Mr. Fyshe, starting back in his chair. “On strike: in this club! It’s an outrage!”

“I’m very sorry sir. I didn’t like to tell you, sir. I’d hoped I might have got help from the outside, but it seems, sir, the hotels are all the same way.”

“Do you mean to say,” said Mr. Fyshe, speaking very slowly, “that there is no dinner?”

“I’m sorry, sir,” moaned the waiter. “It appears the chef hadn’t even cooked it. Beyond what’s on the table, sir, there’s nothing.”

The social catastrophe had come.

Mr. Fyshe sat silent with his fist clenched. Dr. Boomer, with his great face transfixed, stared at the empty oyster-shells, thinking perhaps of his college days. The Duke, with his hundred thousand dashed from his lips in the second cup of champagne that was never served, thought of his politeness first and murmured something about taking them to his hotel.

But there is no need to follow the unhappy details of the unended dinner. Mr. Fyshe’s one idea was to be gone: he was too true an artist to think that finance could be carried on over the table-cloth of a second-rate restaurant, or on an empty stomach in a deserted club. The thing must be done over again; he must wait his time and begin anew.

And so it came about that the little dinner party of Mr. Lucullus Fyshe dissolved itself into its constituent elements, like broken pieces of society in the great cataclysm portrayed by Mr. Fyshe himself.

The Duke was bowled home in a snorting motor to the brilliant rotunda of the Grand Palaver, itself waiterless and supperless.

The rector of St. Asaph’s wandered off home to his rectory, musing upon the contents of its pantry.

And Mr. Fyshe and the gigantic Doctor walked side by side homewards along Plutoria Avenue, beneath the elm trees. Nor had they gone any great distance before Dr. Boomer fell to talking of the Duke.

“A charming man,” he said, “delightful. I feel extremely sorry for him.”

“No worse off, I presume, than any of the rest of us,” growled Mr. Fyshe, who was feeling in the sourest of democratic moods; “a man doesn’t need to be a duke to have a stomach.”

“Oh, pooh, pooh!” said the president, waving the topic aside with his hand in the air; “I don’t refer to that. Oh, not at all. I was thinking of his financial position — an ancient family like the Dulhams; it seems too bad altogether.”

For, of course, to an archaeologist like Dr. Boomer an intimate acquaintance with the pedigree and fortunes of the greater ducal families from Jock of Ealing downwards was nothing. It went without saying. As beside the Neanderthal skull and the Bimbaweh ruins it didn’t count.

Mr. Fyshe stopped absolutely still in his tracks. “His financial position?” he questioned, quick as a lynx.

“Certainly,” said Dr. Boomer; “I had taken it for granted that you knew. The Dulham family are practically ruined. The Duke, I imagine, is under the necessity of mortgaging his estates; indeed, I should suppose he is here in America to raise money.”

Mr. Fyshe was a man of lightning action. Any man accustomed to the Stock Exchange learns to think quickly.

“One moment!” he cried; “I see we are right at your door. May I just run in and use your telephone? I want to call up Boulder for a moment.”

Two minutes later Mr. Fyshe was saying into the telephone, “Oh, is that you, Boulder? I was looking for you in vain today — wanted you to meet the Duke of Dulham, who came in quite unexpectedly from New York; felt sure you’d like to meet him. Wanted you at the club for dinner, and now it turns out that the club’s all upset — waiters’ strike or some such rascality — and the Palaver, so I hear, is in the same fix. Could you possibly—”

Here Mr. Fyshe paused, listening a moment, and then went on, “Yes, yes; an excellent idea — most kind of you. Pray do send your motor to the hotel and give the Duke a bite of dinner. No, I wouldn’t join you, thanks. Most kind. Good night—”

And within a few minutes more the motor of Mr. Boulder was rolling down from Plutoria Avenue to the Grand Palaver Hotel.

What passed between Mr. Boulder and the Duke that evening is not known. That they must have proved congenial company to one another there is no doubt. In fact, it would seem that, dissimilar as they were in many ways, they found a common bond of interest in sport. And it is quite likely that Mr. Boulder may have mentioned that he had a hunting-lodge — what the Duke would call a shooting-box — in Wisconsin woods, and that it was made of logs, rough cedar logs not squared, and that the timber wolves and others which surrounded it were of a ferocity without parallel.

Those who know the Duke best could measure the effect of that upon his temperament.

At any rate, it is certain that Mr. Lucullus Fyshe at his breakfast-table next morning chuckled with suppressed joy to read in the Plutopian Citizen the item:

“We learn that the Duke of Dulham, who has been paying a brief visit to the City, leaves this morning with Mr. Asmodeus Boulder for the Wisconsin woods. We understand that Mr. Boulder intends to show his guest, who is an ardent sportsman, something of the American wolf.”

 

And so the Duke went whirling westwards and northwards with Mr. Boulder in the drawing-room end of a Pullman car, that was all littered up with double-barrelled express rifles and leather game bags and lynx catchers and wolf traps and Heaven knows what. And the Duke had on his very roughest sporting-suit, made, apparently, of alligator hide; and as he sat there with a rifle across his knees, while the train swept onwards through open fields and broken woods, the real country at last, towards the Wisconsin forest, there was such a light of genial happiness in his face that had not been seen there since he had been marooned in the mud jungles of Upper Burmah.

And opposite, Mr. Boulder looked at him with fixed silent eyes, and murmured from time to time some renewed information of the ferocity of the timber-wolf.

But of wolves other than the timber-wolf, and fiercer still into whose hands the Duke might fall in America, he spoke never a word.

Nor is it known in the record what happened in Wisconsin, and to the Mausoleum Club the Duke and his visit remained only as a passing and a pleasant memory.


The Wizard of Finance
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DOWN IN THE City itself, just below the residential street where the Mausoleum Club is situated, there stands overlooking Central Square the Grand Palaver Hotel. It is, in truth, at no great distance from the club, not half a minute in one’s motor. In fact, one could almost walk it.

But in Central Square the quiet of Plutoria Avenue is exchanged for another atmosphere. There are fountains that splash unendingly and mingle their music with the sound of the motor-horns and the clatter of the cabs. There are real trees and little green benches, with people reading yesterday’s newspaper, and grass cut into plots among the asphalt. There is at one end a statue of the first governor of the state, life-size, cut in stone; and at the other a statue of the last, ever so much larger than life, cast in bronze. And all the people who pass by pause and look at this statue and point at it with walking-sticks, because it is of extraordinary interest; in fact, it is an example of the new electro-chemical process of casting by which you can cast a state governor any size you like, no matter what you start from. Those who know about such things explain what an interesting contrast the two statues are; for in the case of the governor of a hundred years ago one had to start from plain, rough material and work patiently for years to get the effect, whereas now the material doesn’t matter at all, and with any sort of scrap, treated in the gas furnace under tremendous pressure, one may make a figure of colossal size like the one in Central Square.

So naturally Central Square with its trees and its fountains and its statues is one of the places of chief interest in the City. But especially because there stands along one side of it the vast pile of the Grand Palaver Hotel. It rises fifteen stories high and fills all one side of the square. It has, overlooking the trees in the square, twelve hundred rooms with three thousand windows, and it would have held all George Washington’s army. Even people in other cities who have never seen it know it well from its advertising; “the most homelike hotel in America,” so it is labelled in all the magazines, the expensive ones, on the continent. In fact, the aim of the company that owns the Grand Palaver — and they do not attempt to conceal it — is to make the place as much a home as possible. Therein lies its charm. It is a home. You realize that when you look up at the Grand Palaver from the square at night when the twelve hundred guests have turned on the lights of the three thousand windows. You realize it at theatre time when the great string of motors come sweeping to the doors of the Palaver, to carry the twelve hundred guests to twelve hundred seats in the theatres at four dollars a seat. But most of all do you appreciate the character of the Grand Palaver when you step into its rotunda. Aladdin’s enchanted palace was nothing to it. It has a vast ceiling with a hundred glittering lights, and within it night and day is a surging crowd that is never still and a babel of voices that is never hushed, and over all there hangs an enchanted cloud of thin blue tobacco smoke such as might enshroud the conjured vision of a magician of Baghdad or Damascus.

In and through the rotunda there are palm trees to rest the eye and rubber trees in boxes to soothe the mind, and there are great leather lounges and deep armchairs, and here and there huge brass ash-bowls as big as Etruscan tear-jugs. Along one side is a counter with grated wickets like a bank, and behind it are five clerks with flattened hair and tall collars, dressed in long black frock-coats all day like members of a legislature. They have great books in front of them in which they study unceasingly, and at their lightest thought they strike a bell with the open palm of their hand, and at the sound of it a page boy in a monkey suit, with G.P. stamped all over him in brass, bounds to the desk and off again, shouting a call into the unheeding crowd vociferously. The sound of it fills for a moment the great space of the rotunda; it echoes down the corridors to the side; it floats, softly melodious, through the palm trees of the ladies’ palm room; it is heard, fainter and fainter, in the distant grill; and in the depths of the barber shop below the level of the street the barber arrests a moment the drowsy hum of his shampoo brushes to catch the sound — as might a miner in the sunken galleries of a coastal mine cease in his toil a moment to hear the distant murmur of the sea.

And the clerks call for the pages, the pages call for the guests, and the guests call for the porters, the bells clang, the elevators rattle, till home itself was never half so homelike.

 

“A call for Mr. Tomlinson! A call for Mr. Tomlinson!”

So went the sound, echoing through the rotunda.

And as the page boy found him and handed him on a salver a telegram to read, the eyes of the crowd about him turned for a moment to look upon the figure of Tomlinson, the Wizard of Finance.

There he stood in his wide-awake hat and his long black coat, his shoulders slightly bent with his fifty-eight years. Anyone who had known him in the olden days on his bush farm beside Tomlinson’s Creek in the country of the Great Lakes would have recognized him in a moment. There was still on his face that strange, puzzled look that it habitually wore, only now, of course, the financial papers were calling it “unfathomable.” There was a certain way in which his eye roved to and fro inquiringly that might have looked like perplexity, were it not that the Financial Undertone had recognized it as the “searching look of a captain of industry.” One might have thought that for all the goodness in it there was something simple in his face, were it not that the Commercial and Pictorial Review had called the face “inscrutable,” and had proved it so with an illustration that left no doubt of the matter. Indeed, the face of Tomlinson of Tomlinson’s Creek, now Tomlinson the Wizard of Finance, was not commonly spoken of as a face by the paragraphers of the Saturday magazine sections, but was more usually referred to as a mask; and it would appear that Napoleon the First had had one also. The Saturday editors were never tired of describing the strange, impressive personality of Tomlinson, the great dominating character of the newest and highest finance. From the moment when the interim prospectus of the Erie Auriferous Consolidated had broken like a tidal wave over Stock Exchange circles, the picture of Tomlinson, the sleeping shareholder of uncomputed millions, had filled the imagination of every dreamer in a nation of poets.

They all described him. And when each had finished he began again.

“The face,” so wrote the editor of the “Our Own Men” section of Ourselves Monthly, “is that of a typical American captain of finance, hard, yet with a certain softness, broad but with a certain length, ductile but not without its own firmness.”

“The mouth,” so wrote the editor of the “Success” column of Brains, “is strong but pliable, the jaw firm and yet movable, while there is something in the set of the ear that suggests the swift, eager mind of the born leader of men.”

So from state to state ran the portrait of Tomlinson of Tomlinson’s Creek, drawn by people who had never seen him; so did it reach out and cross the ocean, till the French journals inserted a picture which they used for such occasions, and called it Monsieur Tomlinson, nouveau capitaine de la haute finance en Amerique; and the German weeklies, inserting also a suitable picture from their stock, marked it Herr Tomlinson, Amerikanischer Industrie und Finanzcapitan. Thus did Tomlinson float from Tomlinson’s Creek beside Lake Erie to the very banks of the Danube and the Drave.

Some writers grew lyric about him. What visions, they asked, could one but read them, must lie behind the quiet, dreaming eyes of that inscrutable face?

They might have read them easily enough, had they but had the key. Anyone who looked upon Tomlinson as he stood there in the roar and clatter of the great rotunda of the Grand Palaver with the telegram in his hand, fumbling at the wrong end to open it, might have read the visions of the master-mind had he but known their nature. They were simple enough. For the visions in the mind of Tomlinson, Wizard of Finance, were for the most part those of a wind-swept hillside farm beside Lake Erie, where Tomlinson’s Creek runs down to the low edge of the lake, and where the off-shore wind ripples the rushes of the shallow water: that, and the vision of a frame house, and the snake fences of the fourth concession road where it falls to the lakeside. And if the eyes of the man are dreamy and abstracted, it is because there lies over the vision of this vanished farm an infinite regret, greater in its compass than all the shares the Erie Auriferous Consolidated has ever thrown upon the market.

 

When Tomlinson had opened the telegram he stood with it for a moment in his hand, looking the boy full in the face. His look had in it that peculiar far-away quality that the newspapers were calling “Napoleonic abstraction.” In reality he was wondering whether to give the boy twenty-five cents or fifty.

The message that he had just read was worded, “Morning quotations show preferred A. G. falling rapidly recommend instant sale no confidence send instructions.”

The Wizard of Finance took from his pocket a pencil (it was a carpenter’s pencil) and wrote across the face of the message: “Buy me quite a bit more of the same yours truly.”

This he gave to the boy. “Take it over to him,” he said, pointing to the telegraph corner of the rotunda. Then after another pause he mumbled, “Here, sonny,” and gave the boy a dollar.

With that he turned to walk towards the elevator, and all the people about him who had watched the signing of the message knew that some big financial deal was going through — a coup, in fact, they called it.

The elevator took the Wizard to the second floor. As he went up he felt in his pocket and gripped a quarter, then changed his mind and felt for a fifty-cent piece, and finally gave them both to the elevator boy, after which he walked along the corridor till he reached the corner suite of rooms, a palace in itself, for which he was paying a thousand dollars a month ever since the Erie Auriferous Consolidated Company had begun tearing up the bed of Tomlinson’s Creek in Cahoga County with its hydraulic dredges.

“Well, mother,” he said as he entered.

There was a woman seated near the window, a woman with a plain, homely face such as they wear in the farm kitchens of Cahoga County, and a set of fashionable clothes upon her such as they sell to the ladies of Plutoria Avenue.

This was “mother,” the wife of the Wizard of Finance and eight years younger than himself. And she, too, was in the papers and the public eye; and whatsoever the shops had fresh from Paris, at fabulous prices, that they sold to mother. They had put a Balkan hat upon her with an upright feather, and they had hung gold chains on her, and everything that was most expensive they had hung and tied on mother. You might see her emerging any morning from the Grand Palaver in her beetle-back jacket and her Balkan hat, a figure of infinite pathos. And whatever she wore, the lady editors of Spring Notes and Causerie du Boudoir wrote it out in French, and one paper had called her a belle chatelaine, and another had spoken of her as a grande dame, which the Tomlinsons thought must be a misprint.

But in any case, for Tomlinson, the Wizard of Finance, it was a great relief to have as his wife a woman like mother, because he knew that she had taught school in Cahoga County and could hold her own in the city with any of them.

So mother spent her time sitting in her beetle jacket in the thousand-dollar suite, reading new novels in brilliant paper covers. And the Wizard on his trips up and down to the rotunda brought her the very best, the ones that cost a dollar fifty, because he knew that out home she had only been able to read books like Nathaniel Hawthorne and Walter Scott, that were only worth ten cents.

 

“How’s Fred?” said the Wizard, laying aside his hat, and looking towards the closed door of an inner room. “Is he better?”

“Some,” said mother. “He’s dressed, but he’s lying down.”

Fred was the son of the Wizard and mother. In the inner room he lay on a sofa, a great hulking boy of seventeen in a flowered dressing-gown, fancying himself ill. There was a packet of cigarettes and a box of chocolates on a chair beside him, and he had the blind drawn and his eyes half-closed to impress himself.

Yet this was the same boy that less than a year ago on Tomlinson’s Creek had worn a rough store suit and set his sturdy shoulders to the buck-saw. At present Fortune was busy taking from him the golden gifts which the fairies of Cahoga County, Lake Erie, had laid in his cradle seventeen years ago.

The Wizard tip-toed into the inner room, and from the open door his listening wife could hear the voice of the boy saying, in a tone as of one distraught with suffering.

“Is there any more of that jelly?”

“Could he have any, do you suppose?” asked Tomlinson coming back.

“It’s all right,” said mother, “if it will sit on his stomach.” For this, in the dietetics of Cahoga County, is the sole test. All those things can be eaten which will sit on the stomach. Anything that won’t sit there is not eatable.

“Do you suppose I could get them to get any?” questioned Tomlinson. “Would it be all right to telephone down to the office, or do you think it would be better to ring?”

“Perhaps,” said his wife, “it would be better to look out into the hall and see if there isn’t someone round that would tell them.”

This was the kind of problem with which Tomlinson and his wife, in their thousand-dollar suite in the Grand Palaver, grappled all day. And when presently a tall waiter in dress-clothes appeared, and said, “Jelly? Yes, sir, immediately, sir; would you like, sir, Maraschino, sir, or Portovino, sir?” Tomlinson gazed at him gloomily, wondering if he would take five dollars.

“What does the doctor say is wrong with Fred?” asked Tomlinson, when the waiter had gone.

“He don’t just say,” said mother; “he said he must keep very quiet. He looked in this morning for a minute or two, and he said he’d look in later in the day again. But he said to keep Fred very quiet.”

Exactly! In other words Fred had pretty much the same complaint as the rest of Dr. Slyder’s patients on Plutoria Avenue, and was to be treated in the same way. Dr. Slyder, who was the most fashionable practitioner in the City, spent his entire time moving to and fro in an almost noiseless motor earnestly advising people to keep quiet. “You must keep very quiet for a little while,” he would say with a sigh, as he sat beside a sick-bed. As he drew on his gloves in the hall below he would shake his head very impressively and say, “You must keep him very quiet,” and so pass out, quite soundlessly. By this means Dr. Slyder often succeeded in keeping people quiet for weeks. It was all the medicine that he knew. But it was enough. And as his patients always got well — there being nothing wrong with them — his reputation was immense.

Very naturally the Wizard and his wife were impressed with him. They had never seen such therapeutics in Cahoga County, where the practice of medicine is carried on with forceps, pumps, squirts, splints, and other instruments of violence.

The waiter had hardly gone when a boy appeared at the door. This time he presented to Tomlinson not one telegram but a little bundle of them.

The Wizard read them with a lengthening face. The first ran something like this, “Congratulate you on your daring market turned instantly”; and the next, “Your opinion justified market rose have sold at 20 points profit”; and a third, “Your forecast entirely correct C. P. rose at once send further instructions.”

These and similar messages were from brokers’ offices, and all of them were in the same tone; one told him that C. P. was up, and another T. G. P. had passed 129, and another that T. C. R. R. had risen ten — all of which things were imputed to the wonderful sagacity of Tomlinson. Whereas if they had told him that X. Y. Z. had risen to the moon he would have been just as wise as to what it meant.

“Well,” said the wife of the Wizard as her husband finished looking through the reports, “how are things this morning? Are they any better?”

“No,” said Tomlinson, and he sighed as he said it; “this is the worst day yet. It’s just been a shower of telegrams, and mostly all the same. I can’t do the figuring of it like you can, but I reckon I must have made another hundred thousand dollars since yesterday.”

“You don’t say so!” said mother, and they looked at one another gloomily.

“And half a million last week, wasn’t it?” said Tomlinson as he sank into a chair. “I’m afraid, mother,” he continued, “it’s no good. We don’t know how. We weren’t brought up to it.”

All of which meant that if the editor of the Monetary Afternoon or Financial Sunday had been able to know what was happening with the two wizards, he could have written up a news story calculated to electrify all America.

For the truth was that Tomlinson, the Wizard of Finance, was attempting to carry out a coup greater than any as yet attributed to him by the Press. He was trying to lose his money. That, in the sickness of his soul, crushed by the Grand Palaver, overwhelmed with the burden of high finance, had become his aim, to be done with it, to get rid of his whole fortune.

But if you own a fortune that is computed anywhere from fifty millions up, with no limit at the top, if you own one-half of all the preferred stock of an Erie Auriferous Consolidated that is digging gold in hydraulic bucketfuls from a quarter of a mile of river bed, the task of losing it is no easy matter.

There are men, no doubt, versed in finance, who might succeed in doing it. But they have a training that Tomlinson lacked. Invest it as he would in the worst securities that offered, the most rickety of stock, the most fraudulent bonds, back it came to him. When he threw a handful away, back came two in its place. And at every new coup the crowd applauded the incomparable daring, the unparalleled prescience of the Wizard.

Like the touch of Midas, his hand turned everything to gold.

“Mother,” he repeated, “it’s no use. It’s like this here Destiny, as the books call it.”

 

The great fortune that Tomlinson, the Wizard of Finance, was trying his best to lose had come to him with wonderful suddenness. As yet it was hardly six months old. As to how it had originated, there were all sorts of stories afloat in the weekly illustrated press. They agreed mostly on the general basis that Tomlinson had made his vast fortune by his own indomitable pluck and dogged industry. Some said that he had been at one time a mere farm hand who, by sheer doggedness, had fought his way from the hay-mow to the control of the produce market of seventeen states. Others had it that he had been a lumberjack who, by sheer doggedness, had got possession of the whole lumber forest of the Lake district. Others said that he had been a miner in a Lake Superior copper mine who had, by the doggedness of his character, got a practical monopoly of the copper supply. These Saturday articles, at any rate, made the Saturday reader rigid with sympathetic doggedness himself, which was all that the editor (who was doggedly trying to make the paper pay) wanted to effect.

But in reality the making of Tomlinson’s fortune was very simple. The recipe for it is open to anyone. It is only necessary to own a hillside farm beside Lake Erie where the uncleared bush and the broken fields go straggling down to the lake, and to have running through it a creek, such as that called Tomlinson’s, brawling among the stones and willows, and to discover in the bed of a creek — a gold mine.

That is all.

Nor is it necessary in these well-ordered days to discover the gold for one’s self. One might have lived a lifetime on the farm, as Tomlinson’s father had, and never discover it for one’s self. For that indeed the best medium of destiny is a geologist, let us say the senior professor of geology at Plutoria University. That was how it happened.

The senior professor, so it chanced, was spending his vacation near by on the shores of the lake, and his time was mostly passed — for how better can a man spend a month of pleasure? — in looking for outcroppings of Devonian rock of the post-tertiary period. For which purpose he carried a vacation hammer in his pocket, and made from time to time a note or two as he went along, or filled his pockets with the chippings of vacation rocks.

So it chanced that he came to Tomlinson’s Creek at the very point where a great slab of Devonian rock bursts through the clay of the bank. When the senior professor of geology saw it and noticed a stripe like a mark on a tiger’s back — a fault he called it — that ran over the face of the block, he was at it in an instant, beating off fragments with his little hammer.

Tomlinson and his boy Fred were logging in the underbrush near by with a long chain and yoke of oxen, but the geologist was so excited that he did not see them till the sound of his eager hammer had brought them to his side. They took him up to the frame house in the clearing, where the chatelaine was hoeing a potato patch with a man’s hat on her head, and they gave him buttermilk and soda cakes, but his hand shook so that he could hardly eat them.

The geologist left Cahoga station that night for the City with a newspaper full of specimens inside his suit-case, and he knew that if any person or persons would put up money enough to tear that block of rock away and follow the fissure down, there would be found there something to astonish humanity, geologists and all.

 

After that point in the launching of a gold mine the rest is easy. Generous, warm-hearted men, interested in geology, were soon found. There was no stint of money. The great rock was torn sideways from its place, and from beneath it the crumbled, glittering rock-dust that sparkled in the sun was sent in little boxes to the testing laboratories of Plutoria University. There the senior professor of geology had sat up with it far into the night in a darkened laboratory, with little blue flames playing underneath crucibles, as in a magician’s cavern, and with the door locked. And as each sample that he tested was set aside and tied in a cardboard box by itself, he labelled it “aur. ,” and the pen shook in his hand as he marked it. For to professors of geology those symbols mean “this is seventy-five per cent pure gold.” So it was no wonder that the senior professor of geology working far into the night among the blue flames shook with excitement; not, of course, for the gold’s sake as money (he had no time to think of that), but because if this thing was true it meant that an auriferous vein had been found in what was Devonian rock of the post-tertiary stratification, and if that was so it upset enough geology to spoil a textbook. It would mean that the professor could read a paper at the next Pan-Geological Conference that would turn the whole assembly into a bedlam.

It pleased him, too, to know that the men he was dealing with were generous. They had asked him to name his own price or the tests that he made and when he had said two dollars per sample they had told him to go right ahead. The professor was not, I suppose, a mercenary man, but it pleased him to think that he could, clean up sixteen dollars in a single evening in his laboratory. It showed, at any rate, that businessmen put science at its proper value. Strangest of all was the fact that the men had told him that even this ore was apparently nothing to what there was; it had all come out of one single spot in the creek, not the hundredth part of the whole claim. Lower down, where they had thrown the big dam across to make the bed dry, they were taking out this same stuff and even better, so they said, in cartloads. The hydraulic dredges were tearing it from the bed of the creek all day, and at night a great circuit of arc lights gleamed and sputtered over the roaring labour of the friends of geological research.

Thus had the Erie Auriferous Consolidated broken in a tidal wave over financial circles. On the Stock Exchange, in the downtown offices, and among the palm trees of the Mausoleum Club they talked of nothing else. And so great was the power of the wave that it washed Tomlinson and his wife along on the crest of it, and landed them fifty feet up in their thousand-dollar suite in the Grand Palaver. And as a result of it “mother” wore a beetle-back jacket; and Tomlinson received a hundred telegrams a day, and Fred quit school and ate chocolates.

But in the business world the most amazing thing about it was the wonderful shrewdness of Tomlinson.

The first sign of it had been that he had utterly refused to allow the Erie Auriferous Consolidated (as the friends of geology called themselves) to take over the top half of the Tomlinson farm. For the bottom part he let them give him one-half of the preferred stock in the company in return for their supply of development capital. This was their own proposition; in fact, they reckoned that in doing this they were trading about two hundred thousand dollars’ worth of machinery for, say ten million dollars of gold. But it frightened them when Tomlinson said “Yes” to the offer, and when he said that as to common stock they might keep it, it was no use to him, they were alarmed and uneasy till they made him take a block of it for the sake of market confidence.

But the top end of the farm he refused to surrender, and the friends of applied geology knew that there must be something pretty large behind this refusal; the more so as the reason that Tomlinson gave was such a simple one. He said that he didn’t want to part with the top end of the place because his father was buried on it beside the creek, and so he didn’t want the dam higher up, not for any consideration.

This was regarded in business circles as a piece of great shrewdness. “Says his father is buried there, eh? Devilish shrewd that!”

It was so long since any of the members of the Exchange or the Mausoleum Club had wandered into such places as Cahoga County that they did not know that there was nothing strange in what Tomlinson said. His father was buried there, on the farm itself, in a grave overgrown with raspberry bushes, and with a wooden headstone encompassed by a square of cedar rails, and slept as many another pioneer of Cahoga is sleeping.

“Devilish smart idea!” they said; and forthwith half the financial men of the city buried their fathers, or professed to have done so, in likely places — along the prospective right-of-way of a suburban railway, for example; in fact, in any place that marked them out for the joyous resurrection of an expropriation purchase.

Thus the astounding shrewdness of Tomlinson rapidly became a legend, the more so as he turned everything he touched to gold.

They narrated little stories of him in the whiskey-and-soda corners of the Mausoleum Club.

“I put it to him in a casual way,” related, for example, Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, “casually, but quite frankly. I said, ‘See here, this is just a bagatelle to you, no doubt, but to me it might be of some use. T. C. bonds,’ I said, ‘have risen twenty-two and a half in a week. You know as well as I do that they are only collateral trust, and that the stock underneath never could and never can earn a par dividend. Now,’ I said, ‘Mr. Tomlinson, tell me what all that means?’ Would you believe it, the fellow looked me right in the face in that queer way he has and he said, ‘I don’t know!’”

“He said he didn’t know!” repeated the listener, in a tone of amazement and respect. “By Jove! eh? he said he didn’t know! The man’s a wizard!”

“And he looked as if he didn’t!” went on Mr. Fyshe. “That’s the deuce of it. That man when he wants to can put on a look, sir, that simply means nothing, absolutely nothing.”

In this way Tomlinson had earned his name of the Wizard of American Finance.

And meantime Tomlinson and his wife, within their suite at the Grand Palaver, had long since reached their decision. For there was one aspect and only one in which Tomlinson was really and truly a wizard. He saw clearly that for himself and his wife the vast fortune that had fallen to them was of no manner of use. What did it bring them? The noise and roar of the City in place of the silence of the farm and the racket of the great rotunda to drown the remembered murmur of the waters of the creek.

So Tomlinson had decided to rid himself of his new wealth, save only such as might be needed to make his son a different kind of man from himself.

“For Fred, of course,” he said, “it’s different. But out of such a lot as that it’ll be easy to keep enough for him. It’ll be a grand thing for Fred, this money. He won’t have to grow up like you and me. He’ll have opportunities we never got.” He was getting them already. The opportunity to wear seven dollar patent leather shoes and a bell-shaped overcoat with a silk collar, to lounge into moving-picture shows and eat chocolates and smoke cigarettes — all these opportunities he was gathering immediately. Presently, when he learned his way round a little, he would get still bigger ones.

“He’s improving fast,” said mother. She was thinking of his patent leather shoes.

“He’s popular,” said his father. “I notice it downstairs. He sasses any of them just as he likes; and no matter how busy they are, as soon as they see it’s Fred they’re all ready to have a laugh with him.”

Certainly they were, as any hotel clerk with plastered hair is ready to laugh with the son of a multimillionaire. It’s a certain sense of humour that they develop.

“But for us, mother,” said the Wizard, “we’ll be rid of it. The gold is there. It’s not right to keep it back. But we’ll just find a way to pass it on to folks that need it worse than we do.”

For a time they had thought of giving away the fortune. But how? Who did they know that would take it?

It had crossed their minds — for who could live in the City a month without observing the imposing buildings of Plutoria University, as fine as any departmental store in town? — that they might give it to the college.

But there, it seemed, the way was blocked.

“You see, mother,” said the puzzled Wizard, “we’re not known. We’re strangers. I’d look fine going up there to the college and saying, ‘I want to give you people a million dollars.’ They’d laugh at me!”

“But don’t one read it in the papers,” his wife had protested, “where Mr. Carnegie gives ever so much to the colleges, more than all we’ve got, and they take it?”

“That’s different,” said the Wizard. “He’s in with them. They all know him. Why, he’s a sort of chairman of different boards of colleges, and he knows all the heads of the schools, and the professors, so it’s no wonder that if he offers to give a pension, or anything, they take it. Just think of me going up to one of the professors up there in the middle of his teaching and saying; ‘I’d like to give you a pension for life!’ Imagine it! Think what he’d say!”

But the Tomlinsons couldn’t imagine it, which was just as well.

So it came about that they had embarked on their system. Mother, who knew most arithmetic, was the leading spirit. She tracked out all the stocks and bonds in the front page of the Financial Undertone, and on her recommendation the Wizard bought. They knew the stocks only by their letters, but this itself gave a touch of high finance to their deliberations.

“I’d buy some of this R.O.P. if I was you,” said mother; “it’s gone down from 127 to 107 in two days, and I reckon it’ll be all gone in ten days or so.”

“Wouldn’t ‘G.G. deb.’ be better? It goes down quicker.”

“Well, it’s a quick one,” she assented, “but it don’t go down so steady. You can’t rely on it. You take ones like R.O.P. and T.R.R. pfd.; they go down all the time and you know where you are.”

As a result of which, Tomlinson would send his instructions. He did it all from the rotunda in a way of his own that he had evolved with a telegraph clerk who told him the names of brokers, and he dealt thus through brokers whom he never saw. As a result of this, the sluggish R.O.P. and T.R.R. would take as sudden a leap into the air as might a mule with a galvanic shock applied to its tail. At once the word was whispered that the “Tomlinson interests” were after the R.O.P. to reorganize it, and the whole floor of the Exchange scrambled for the stock.

And so it was that after a month or two of these operations the Wizard of Finance saw himself beaten.

“It’s no good, mother,” he repeated, “it’s just a kind of Destiny.”

Destiny perhaps it was.

But, if the Wizard of Finance had known it, at this very moment when he sat with the Aladdin’s palace of his golden fortune reared so strangely about him, Destiny was preparing for him still stranger things.

Destiny, so it would seem, was devising Its own ways and means of dealing with Tomlinson’s fortune. As one of the ways and means, Destiny was sending at this moment as its special emissaries two huge, portly figures, wearing gigantic goloshes, and striding downwards from the halls of Plutoria University to the Grand Palaver Hotel. And one of these was the gigantic Dr. Boomer, the president of the college, and the other was his professor of Greek, almost as gigantic as himself. And they carried in their capacious pockets bundles of pamphlets on “Archaeological Remains of Mitylene,” and the “Use of the Greek Pluperfect,” and little treatises such as “Education and Philanthropy,” by Dr. Boomer, and “The Excavation of Mitylene: An Estimate of Cost,” by Dr. Boyster, “Boomer on the Foundation and Maintenance of Chairs,” etc.

Many a man in city finance who had seen Dr. Boomer enter his office with a bundle of these monographs and a fighting glitter in his eyes had sunk back in his chair in dismay. For it meant that Dr. Boomer had tracked him out for a benefaction to the University, and that all resistance was hopeless.

When Dr. Boomer once laid upon a capitalist’s desk his famous pamphlet on the “Use of the Greek Pluperfect,” it was as if an Arabian sultan had sent the fatal bow-string to a condemned pasha, or Morgan the buccaneer had served the death-sign on a shuddering pirate.

So they came nearer and nearer, shouldering the passers-by. The sound of them as they talked was like the roaring of the sea as Homer heard it. Never did Castor and Pollux come surging into battle as Dr. Boomer and Dr. Boyster bore down upon the Grand Palaver Hotel.

Tomlinson, the Wizard of Finance, had hesitated about going to the university. The university was coming to him. As for those millions of his, he could take his choice — dormitories, apparatus, campuses, buildings, endowment, anything he liked but choose he must. And if he feared that, after all, his fortune was too vast even for such a disposal, Dr. Boomer would show him how he might use it in digging up ancient Mitylene, or modern Smyrna, or the lost cities of the Plain of Pactolus. If the size of the fortune troubled him, Dr. Boomer would dig him up the whole African Sahara from Alexandria to Morocco, and ask for more.

But if Destiny held all this for Tomlinson in its outstretched palm before it, it concealed stranger things still beneath the folds of its toga.

There were enough surprises there to turn the faces of the whole directorate of the Erie Auriferous Consolidated as yellow as the gold they mined.

For at this very moment, while the president of Plutoria University drew nearer and nearer to the Grand Palaver Hotel, the senior professor of geology was working again beside the blue flames in his darkened laboratory. And this time there was no shaking excitement over him. Nor were the labels that he marked, as sample followed sample in the tests, the same as those of the previous marking. Not by any means.

And his grave face as he worked in silence was as still as the stones of the post-tertiary period.


The Arrested Philanthropy of Mr. Tomlinson
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“THIS, MR. TOMLINSON, is our campus,” said President Boomer as they passed through the iron gates of Plutoria University.

“For camping?” said the Wizard.

“Not exactly,” answered the president, “though it would, of course, suit for that. Nihil humunum alienum, eh?” and he broke into a loud, explosive laugh, while his spectacles irradiated that peculiar form of glee derived from a Latin quotation by those able to enjoy it. Dr. Boyster, walking on the other side of Mr. Tomlinson, joined in the laugh in a deep, reverberating chorus.

The two had the Wizard of Finance between them, and they were marching him up to the University. He was taken along much as is an arrested man who has promised to go quietly. They kept their hands off him, but they watched him sideways through their spectacles. At the least sign of restlessness they doused him with Latin. The Wizard of Finance, having been marked out by Dr. Boomer and Dr. Boyster as a prospective benefactor, was having Latin poured over him to reduce him to the proper degree of plasticity.

They had already put him through the first stage. They had, three days ago, called on him at the Grand Palaver and served him with a pamphlet on “The Excavation of Mitylene” as a sort of writ. Tomlinson and his wife had looked at the pictures of the ruins, and from the appearance of them they judged that Mitylene was in Mexico, and they said that it was a shame to see it in that state and that the United States ought to intervene.

As the second stage on the path of philanthropy, the Wizard of Finance was now being taken to look at the university. Dr. Boomer knew by experience that no rich man could look at it without wanting to give it money.

And here the president had found that there is no better method of dealing with businessmen than to use Latin on them. For other purposes the president used other things. For example at a friendly dinner at the Mausoleum Club where light conversation was in order, Dr. Boomer chatted, as has been seen, on the archaeological remains of the Navajos. In the same way, at Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s Dante luncheons, he generally talked of the Italian cinquecentisti and whether Gian Gobbo della Scala had left a greater name than Can Grande della Spiggiola. But such talk as that was naturally only for women. Businessmen are much too shrewd for that kind of thing; in fact, so shrewd are they, as President Boomer had long since discovered, that nothing pleases them so much as the quiet, firm assumption that they know Latin. It is like writing them up an asset. So it was that Dr. Boomer would greet a business acquaintance with a roaring salutation of, “Terque quaterque beatus,” or stand wringing his hand off to the tune of “Oh et presidium et dulce decus meum.”

This caught them every time.

“You don’t,” said Tomlinson the Wizard in a hesitating tone as he looked at the smooth grass of the campus, “I suppose, raise anything on it?”

“No, no; this is only for field sports,” said the president; “sunt quos curriculo—”

To which Dr. Boyster on the other side added, like a chorus, “pulverem Olympicum.”

This was their favourite quotation. It always gave President Boomer a chance to speak of the final letter “m” in Latin poetry, and to say that in his opinion the so-called elision of the final “m” was more properly a dropping of the vowel with a repercussion of the two last consonants. He supported this by quoting Ammianus, at which Dr. Boyster exclaimed, “Pooh! Ammianus: more dog Latin!” and appealed to Mr. Tomlinson as to whether any rational man nowadays cared what Ammianus thought?

To all of which Tomlinson answered never a word, but looked steadily first at one and then at the other. Dr. Boomer said afterwards that the penetration of Tomlinson was wonderful, and that it was excellent to see how Boyster tried in vain to draw him; and Boyster said afterwards that the way in which Tomlinson quietly refused to be led on by Boomer was delicious, and that it was a pity that Aristophanes was not there to do it justice.

All of which was happening as they went in at the iron gates and up the elm avenue of Plutoria University.

The university, as everyone knows, stands with its great gates on Plutoria Avenue, and with its largest buildings, those of the faculties of industrial and mechanical science, fronting full upon the street.

These buildings are exceptionally fine, standing fifteen stories high and comparing favourably with the best departmental stores or factories in the City. Indeed, after nightfall, when they are all lighted up for the evening technical classes and when their testing machinery is in full swing and there are students going in and out in overall suits, people have often mistaken the university, or this newer part of it, for a factory. A foreign visitor once said that the students looked like plumbers, and President Boomer was so proud of it that he put the phrase into his next Commencement address; and from there the newspapers got it and the Associated Press took it up and sent it all over the United States with the heading, “Have Appearance of Plumbers; Plutoria University Congratulated on Character of Students,” and it was a proud day indeed for the heads of the Industrial Science faculty.

But the older part of the university stands so quietly and modestly at the top end of the elm avenue, so hidden by the leaves of it, that no one could mistake it for a factory. This, indeed, was once the whole university, and had stood there since colonial days under the name Concordia College. It had been filled with generations of presidents and professors of the older type with long white beards and rusty black clothes, and salaries of fifteen hundred dollars.

But the change both of name and of character from Concordia College to Plutoria University was the work of President Boomer. He had changed it from an old-fashioned college of the by-gone type to a university in the true modern sense. At Plutoria they now taught everything. Concordia College, for example, had no teaching of religion except lectures on the Bible. Now they had lectures also on Confucianism, Mohammedanism Buddhism, with an optional course on atheism for students in the final year.

And, of course, they had long since admitted women, and there were now beautiful creatures with Cleo de Merode hair studying astronomy at oaken desks and looking up at the teacher with eyes like comets. The university taught everything and did everything. It had whirling machines on the top of it that measured the speed of the wind, and deep in its basements it measured earthquakes with a seismograph; it held classes on forestry and dentistry and palmistry; it sent life classes into the slums, and death classes to the city morgue. It offered such a vast variety of themes, topics and subjects to the students, that there was nothing that a student was compelled to learn, while from its own presses in its own press-building it sent out a shower of bulletins and monographs like driven snow from a rotary plough.

In fact, it had become, as President Boomer told all the businessmen in town, not merely a university, but a universitas in the true sense, and every one of its faculties was now a facultas in the real acceptance of the word, and its studies properly and truly studia; indeed, if the businessmen would only build a few more dormitories and put up enough money to form an adequate fondatum or fundum, then the good work might be looked upon as complete.

As the three walked up the elm avenue there met them a little stream of students with college books, and female students with winged-victory hats, and professors with last year’s overcoats. And some went past with a smile and others with a shiver.

“That’s Professor Withers,” said the president in a sympathetic voice as one of the shivering figures went past; “poor Withers,” and he sighed.

“What’s wrong with him?” said the Wizard; “is he sick?”

“No, not sick,” said the president quietly and sadly, “merely inefficient.”

“Inefficient?”

“Unfortunately so. Mind you, I don’t mean ‘inefficient’ in every sense. By no means. If anyone were to come to me and say, ‘Boomer, can you put your hand for me on a first-class botanist?’ I’d say, ‘Take Withers.’ I’d say it in a minute.” This was true. He would have. In fact, if anyone had made this kind of rash speech, Dr. Boomer would have given away half the professoriate.

“Well, what’s wrong with him?” repeated Tomlinson, “I suppose he ain’t quite up to the mark in some ways, eh?”

“Precisely,” said the president, “not quite up to the mark — a very happy way of putting it. Capax imperii nisi imperasset, as no doubt you are thinking to yourself. The fact is that Withers, though an excellent fellow, can’t manage large classes. With small classes he is all right, but with large classes the man is lost. He can’t handle them.”

“He can’t, eh?” said the Wizard.

“No. But what can I do? There he is. I can’t dismiss him. I can’t pension him. I’ve no money for it.”

Here the president slackened a little in his walk and looked sideways at the prospective benefactor. But Tomlinson gave no sign.

A second professorial figure passed them on the other side.

“There again,” said the president, “that’s another case of inefficiency — Professor Shottat, our senior professor of English.”

“What’s wrong with him?” asked the Wizard.

“He can’t handle small classes,” said the president. “With large classes he is really excellent, but with small ones the man is simply hopeless.”

In this fashion, before Mr. Tomlinson had measured the length of the avenue, he had had ample opportunity to judge of the crying need of money at Plutoria University, and of the perplexity of its president. He was shown professors who could handle the first year, but were powerless with the second; others who were all right with the second but broke down with the third, while others could handle the third but collapsed with the fourth. There were professors who were all right in their own subject, but perfectly impossible outside of it; others who were so occupied outside of their own subject that they were useless inside of it; others who knew their subject, but couldn’t lecture; and others again who lectured admirably, but didn’t know their subject.

In short it was clear — as it was meant to be — that the need of the moment was a sum of money sufficient to enable the president to dismiss everybody but himself and Dr. Boyster. The latter stood in a class all by himself. He had known the president for forty-five years, ever since he was a fat little boy with spectacles in a classical academy, stuffing himself on irregular Greek verbs as readily as if on oysters.

But it soon appeared that the need for dismissing the professors was only part of the trouble. There were the buildings to consider.

“This, I am ashamed to say,” said Dr. Boomer, as they passed the imitation Greek portico of the old Concordia College building, “is our original home, the fons et origo of our studies, our faculty of arts.”

It was indeed a dilapidated building, yet there was a certain majesty about it, too, especially when one reflected that it had been standing there looking much the same at the time when its students had trooped off in a flock to join the army of the Potomac, and much the same, indeed, three generations before that, when the classes were closed and the students clapped three-cornered hats on their heads and were off to enlist as minute men with flintlock muskets under General Washington.

But Dr. Boomer’s one idea was to knock the building down and to build on its site a real facultas ten storeys high, with elevators in it.

Tomlinson looked about him humbly as he stood in the main hall. The atmosphere of the place awed him. There were bulletins and time-tables and notices stuck on the walls that gave evidence of the activity of the place. “Professor Slithers will be unable to meet his classes today,” ran one of them, and another “Professor Withers will not meet his classes this week,” and another, “Owing to illness, Professor Shottat will not lecture this month,” while still another announced, “Owing to the indisposition of Professor Podge, all botanical classes are suspended, but Professor Podge hopes to be able to join in the Botanical Picnic Excursion to Loon Lake on Saturday afternoon.” You could judge of the grinding routine of the work from the nature of these notices. Anyone familiar with the work of colleges would not heed it, but it shocked Tomlinson to think how often the professors of the college were stricken down by overwork.

Here and there in the hall, set into niches, were bronze busts of men with Roman faces and bare necks, and the edge of a toga cast over each shoulder.

“Who would these be?” asked Tomlinson, pointing at them. “Some of the chief founders and benefactors of the faculty,” answered the president, and at this the hopes of Tomlinson sank in his heart. For he realized the class of man one had to belong to in order to be accepted as a university benefactor.

“A splendid group of men, are they not?” said the president. “We owe them much. This is the late Mr. Hogworth, a man of singularly large heart.” Here he pointed to a bronze figure wearing a wreath of laurel and inscribed GULIEMUS HOGWORTH, LITT. DOC. “He had made a great fortune in the produce business and wishing to mark his gratitude to the community he erected the anemometer, the wind-measure, on the roof of the building, attaching to it no other condition than that his name should be printed in the weekly reports immediately beside the velocity of the wind. The figure beside him is the late Mr. Underbugg, who founded our lectures on the Four Gospels on the sole stipulation that henceforth any reference of ours to the four gospels should be coupled with his name.”

“What’s that after his name?” asked Tomlinson.

“Litt. Doc.?” said the president. “Doctor of Letters, our honorary degree. We are always happy to grant it to our benefactors by a vote of the faculty.”

Here Dr. Boomer and Dr. Boyster wheeled half round and looked quietly and steadily at the Wizard of Finance. To both their minds it was perfectly plain that an honourable bargain was being struck.

“Yes, Mr. Tomlinson,” said the president, as they emerged from the building, “no doubt you begin to realize our unhappy position. Money, money, money,” he repeated half-musingly. “If I had the money I’d have that whole building down and dismantled in a fortnight.”

From the central building the three passed to the museum building, where Tomlinson was shown a vast skeleton of a Diplodocus Maximus, and was specially warned not to confuse it with the Dinosaurus Perfectus, whose bones, however, could be bought if anyone, any man of large heart; would come to the university and say straight out, “Gentlemen, what can I do for you?” Better still, it appeared the whole museum which was hopelessly antiquated, being twenty-five years old, could be entirely knocked down if a sufficient sum was forthcoming; and its curator, who was as ancient as the Dinosaurus itself, could be dismissed on half-pay if any man had a heart large enough for the dismissal.

From the museum they passed to the library, where there were full-length portraits of more founders and benefactors in long red robes, holding scrolls of paper, and others sitting holding pens and writing on parchment, with a Greek temple and a thunderstorm in the background.

And here again it appeared that the crying need of the moment was for someone to come to the university and say, “Gentlemen, what can I do for you?” On which the whole library, for it was twenty years old and out of date, might be blown up with dynamite and carted away.

But at all this the hopes of Tomlinson sank lower and lower. The red robes and the scrolls were too much for him.

From the library they passed to the tall buildings that housed the faculty of industrial and mechanical science. And here again the same pitiful lack of money was everywhere apparent. For example, in the physical science department there was a mass of apparatus for which the university was unable to afford suitable premises, and in the chemical department there were vast premises for which the university was unable to buy apparatus, and so on. Indeed it was part of Dr. Boomer’s method to get himself endowed first with premises too big for the apparatus, and then by appealing to public spirit to call for enough apparatus to more than fill the premises, by means of which system industrial science at Plutoria University advanced with increasing and gigantic strides.

But most of all, the electric department interested the Wizard of Finance. And this time his voice lost its hesitating tone and he looked straight at Dr. Boomer as he began,

“I have a boy—”

“Ah!” said Dr. Boomer, with a huge ejaculation of surprise and relief; “you have a boy!”

There were volumes in his tone. What it meant was, “Now, indeed, we have got you where we want you,” and he exchanged a meaning look with the professor of Greek.

Within five minutes the president and Tomlinson and Dr. Boyster were gravely discussing on what terms and in what way Fred might be admitted to study in the faculty of industrial science. The president, on learning that Fred had put in four years in Cahoga County Section No. 3 School, and had been head of his class in ciphering, nodded his head gravely and said it would simply be a matter of a pro tanto; that, in fact, he felt sure that Fred might be admitted ad eundem. But the real condition on which they meant to admit him was, of course, not mentioned.

One door only in the faculty of industrial and mechanical science they did not pass, a heavy oak door at the end of a corridor bearing the painted inscription: Geological and Metallurgical Laboratories. Stuck in the door was a card with the words (they were conceived in the courteous phrases of mechanical science, which is almost a branch of business in the real sense): Busy — keep out.

Dr. Boomer looked at the card. “Ah, yes,” he said. “Gildas is no doubt busy with his tests. We won’t disturb him.” The president was always proud to find a professor busy; it looked well.

But if Dr. Boomer had known what was going on behind the oaken door of the Department of Geology and Metallurgy, he would have felt considerably disturbed himself.

For here again Gildas, senior professor of geology, was working among his blue flames at a final test on which depended the fate of the Erie Auriferous Consolidated and all connected with it.

Before him there were some twenty or thirty packets of crumpled dust and splintered ore that glittered on the testing-table. It had been taken up from the creek along its whole length, at even spaces twenty yards apart, by an expert sent down in haste by the directorate, after Gildas’s second report, and heavily bribed to keep his mouth shut.

And as Professor Gildas stood and worked at the samples and tied them up after analysis in little white cardboard boxes, he marked each one very carefully and neatly with the words, PYRITES: WORTHLESS.

Beside the professor worked a young demonstrator of last year’s graduation class. It was he, in fact, who had written the polite notice on the card.

“What is the stuff, anyway?” he asked.

“A sulphuret of iron,” said the professor, “or iron pyrites. In colour and appearance it is practically identical with gold. Indeed, in all ages,” he went on, dropping at once into the classroom tone and adopting the professional habit of jumping backwards twenty centuries in order to explain anything properly, “it has been readily mistaken for the precious metal. The ancients called it ‘fool’s gold.’ Martin Frobisher brought back four shiploads of it from Baffin Land thinking that he had discovered an Eldorado. There are large deposits of it in the mines of Cornwall, and it is just possible,” here the professor measured his words as if speaking of something that he wouldn’t promise, “that the Cassiterides of the Phoenicians contained deposits of the same sulphuret. Indeed, I defy anyone,” he continued, for he was piqued in his scientific pride, “to distinguish it from gold without a laboratory-test. In large quantities, I concede, its lack of weight would betray it to a trained hand, but without testing its solubility in nitric acid, or the fact of its burning with a blue flame under the blow-pipe, it cannot be detected. In short, when crystallized in dodecahedrons—”

“Is it any good?” broke in the demonstrator.

“Good?” said the professor. “Oh, you mean commercially? Not in the slightest. Much less valuable than, let us say, ordinary mud or clay. In fact, it is absolutely good for nothing.”

They were silent for a moment, watching the blue flames above the brazier.

Then Gildas spoke again. “Oddly enough,” he said, “the first set of samples were undoubtedly pure gold — not the faintest doubt of that. That is the really interesting part of the matter. These gentlemen concerned in the enterprise will, of course, lose their money, and I shall therefore decline to accept the very handsome fee which they had offered me for my services. But the main feature, the real point of interest in this matter remains. Here we have undoubtedly a sporadic deposit — what miners call a pocket — of pure gold in a Devonian formation of the post-tertiary period. This once established, we must revise our entire theory of the distribution of igneous and aqueous rocks. In fact, I am already getting notes together for a paper for the Pan-Geological under the heading, Auriferous Excretions in the Devonian Strata: a Working Hypothesis. I hope to read it at the next meeting.”

The young demonstrator looked at the professor with one eye half-closed.

“I don’t think I would if I were you.” he said.

Now this young demonstrator knew nothing or practically nothing, of geology, because he came of one of the richest and best families in town and didn’t need to. But he was a smart young man, dressed in the latest fashion with brown boots and a crosswise tie, and he knew more about money and business and the stock exchange in five minutes than Professor Gildas in his whole existence.

“Why not?” said the professor.

“Why, don’t you see what’s happened?”

“Eh?” said Gildas.

“What happened to those first samples? When that bunch got interested and planned to float the company? Don’t you see? Somebody salted them on you.”

“Salted them on me?” repeated the professor, mystified.

“Yes, salted them. Somebody got wise to what they were and swopped them on you for the real thing, so as to get your certified report that the stuff was gold.”

“I begin to see,” muttered the professor. “Somebody exchanged the samples, some person no doubt desirous of establishing the theory that a sporadic outcropping of the sort might be found in a post-tertiary formation. I see, I see. No doubt he intended to prepare a paper on it, and prove his thesis by these tests. I see it all!”

The demonstrator looked at the professor with a sort of pity.

“You’re on!” he said, and he laughed softly to himself.

 

“Well,” said Dr. Boomer, after Tomlinson had left the university, “what do you make of him?” The president had taken Dr. Boyster over to his house beside the campus, and there in his study had given him a cigar as big as a rope and taken another himself. This was a sign that Dr. Boomer wanted Dr. Boyster’s opinion in plain English, without any Latin about it.

“Remarkable man,” said the professor of Greek; “wonderful penetration, and a man of very few words. Of course his game is clear enough?”

“Entirely so,” asserted Dr. Boomer.

“It’s clear enough that he means to give the money on two conditions.”

“Exactly,” said the president.

“First that we admit his son, who is quite unqualified, to the senior studies in electrical science, and second that we grant him the degree of Doctor of Letters. Those are his terms.” “Can we meet them?”

“Oh, certainly. As to the son, there is no difficulty, of course; as to the degree, it’s only a question of getting the faculty to vote it. I think we can manage it.”

 

Vote it they did that very afternoon. True, if the members of the faculty had known the things that were being whispered, and more than whispered, in the City about Tomlinson and his fortune, no degree would ever have been conferred on him. But it so happened that at that moment the whole professoriate was absorbed in one of those great educational crises which from time to time shake a university to its base. The meeting of the faculty that day bid fair to lose all vestige of decorum in the excitement of the moment. For, as Dean Elderberry Foible, the head of the faculty, said, the motion that they had before them amounted practically to a revolution. The proposal was nothing less than the permission of the use of lead-pencils instead of pen and ink in the sessional examinations of the university. Anyone conversant with the inner life of a college will realize that to many of the professoriate this was nothing less than a last wild onslaught of socialistic democracy against the solid bulwarks of society. They must fight it back or die on the walls. To others it was one more step in the splendid progress of democratic education, comparable only to such epoch-making things as the abandonment of the cap and gown, and the omission of the word “sir” in speaking to a professor.

No wonder that the fight raged. Elderberry Foible, his fluffed white hair almost on end, beat in vain with his gavel for order. Finally, Chang of Physiology, who was a perfect dynamo of energy and was known frequently to work for three or four hours at a stretch, proposed that the faculty should adjourn the question and meet for its further discussion on the following Saturday morning. This revolutionary suggestion, involving work on Saturday, reduced the meeting to a mere turmoil, in the midst of which Elderberry Foible proposed that the whole question of the use of lead-pencils should be adjourned till that day six months, and that meantime a new special committee of seventeen professors, with power to add to their number, to call witnesses and, if need be, to hear them, should report on the entire matter de novo. This motion, after the striking out of the words de novo and the insertion of ab initio, was finally carried, after which the faculty sank back completely exhausted into its chair, the need of afternoon tea and toast stamped on every face.

And it was at this moment that President Boomer, who understood faculties as few men have done, quietly entered the room, laid his silk hat on a volume of Demosthenes, and proposed the vote of a degree of Doctor of Letters for Edward Tomlinson. He said that there was no need to remind the faculty of Tomlinson’s services to the nation; they knew them. Of the members of the faculty, indeed, some thought that he meant the Tomlinson who wrote the famous monologue on the Iota Subscript, while others supposed that he referred to the celebrated philosopher Tomlinson, whose new book on the Indivisibility of the Inseparable was just then maddening the entire world. In any case, they voted the degree without a word, still faint with exhaustion.

 

But while the university was conferring on Tomlinson the degree of Doctor of Letters, all over the City in business circles they were conferring on him far other titles. “Idiot,” “Scoundrel,” “Swindler,” were the least of them. Every stock and share with which his name was known to be connected was coming down with a run, wiping out the accumulated profits of the Wizard at the rate of a thousand dollars a minute.

They not only questioned his honesty, but they went further and questioned his business capacity.

“The man,” said Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, sitting in the Mausoleum Club and breathing freely at last after having disposed of all his holdings in the Erie Auriferous, “is an ignoramus. I asked him only the other day, quite casually, a perfectly simple business question. I said to him. ‘T.C. Bonds have risen twenty-two and a half in a week. You know and I know that they are only collateral trust, and that the stock underneath never could and never would earn a par dividend. Now,’ I said, for I wanted to test the fellow, ‘tell me what that means?’ Would you believe me, he looked me right in the face in that stupid way of his, and he said, ‘I don’t know!’”

“He said he didn’t know!” repeated the listener contemptuously; “the man is a damn fool!”

 

The reason of all this was that the results of the researches of the professor of geology were being whispered among the directorate of the Erie Auriferous. And the directors and chief shareholders were busily performing the interesting process called unloading. Nor did ever a farmer of Cahoga County in haying time with a thunderstorm threatening, unload with greater rapidity than did the major shareholders of the Auriferous. Mr. Lucullus Fyshe traded off a quarter of his stock to an unwary member of the Mausoleum Club at a drop of thirty per cent, and being too prudent to hold the rest on any terms, he conveyed it at once as a benefaction in trust to the Plutorian Orphans’ and Foundlings’ Home; while the purchaser of Mr. Fyshe’s stock, learning too late of his folly, rushed for his lawyers to have the shares conveyed as a gift to the Home for Incurables.

Mr. Asmodeus Boulder transferred his entire holdings to the Imbeciles’ Relief Society, and Mr. Furlong, senior, passed his over to a Chinese mission as fast as pen could traverse paper.

Down at the office of Skinyer and Beatem, the lawyers of the company, they were working overtime drawing up deeds and conveyances and trusts in perpetuity, with hardly time to put them into typewriting. Within twenty-four hours the entire stock of the company bid fair to be in the hands of Idiots, Orphans, Protestants, Foundlings, Imbeciles, Missionaries, Chinese, and other unfinancial people, with Tomlinson the Wizard of Finance as the senior shareholder and majority control. And whether the gentle Wizard, as he sat with mother planning his vast benefaction to Plutoria University, would have felt more at home with his new group of fellow-shareholders than his old, it were hard to say.

But, meantime, at the office of Skinyer and Beatem all was activity. For not only were they drafting the conveyances of the perpetual trusts as fast as legal brains working overtime could do it, but in another part of the office a section of the firm were busily making their preparations against the expected actions for fraud and warrants of distraint and injunctions against disposal of assets and the whole battery of artillery which might open on them at any moment. And they worked like a corps of military engineers fortifying an escarpment, with the joy of battle in their faces.

The storm might break at any moment. Already at the office of the Financial Undertone the type was set for a special extra with a heading three inches high:

COLLAPSE OF THE ERIE CONSOLIDATED ARREST OF THE MAN TOMLINSON EXPECTED THIS AFTERNOON

Skinyer and Beatem had paid the editor, who was crooked, two thousand dollars cash to hold back that extra for twenty-four hours; and the editor had paid the reporting staff, who were crooked, twenty-five dollars each to keep the news quiet, and the compositors, who were also crooked, ten dollars per man to hold their mouths shut till the morning, with the result that from editors and sub-editors and reporters and compositors the news went seething forth in a flood that the Erie Auriferous Consolidated was going to shatter into fragments like the bursting of a dynamite bomb. It rushed with a thousand whispering tongues from street to street till it filled the corridors of the law courts and the lobbies of the offices, and till every honest man that held a share of the stock shivered in his tracks and reached out to give, sell, or destroy it. Only the unwinking Idiots, and the mild Orphans, and the calm Deaf mutes and the impassive Chinese held tight to what they had. So gathered the storm, till all the town, like the great rotunda of the Grand Palaver, was filled with a silent “call for Mr. Tomlinson,” voiceless and ominous.

And while all this was happening, and while at Skinyer and Beatem’s they worked with frantic pens and clattering type there came a knock at the door, hesitant and uncertain, and before the eyes of the astounded office there stood in his wide-awake hat and long black coat the figure of “the man Tomlinson” himself.

And Skinyer, the senior partner, no sooner heard what Tomlinson wanted than he dashed across the outer office to his partner’s room with his hyena face all excitement as he said:

“Beatem, Beatem, come over to my room. This man is absolutely the biggest thing in America. For sheer calmness and nerve I never heard of anything to approach him. What do you think he wants to do?”

“What?” said Beatem.

“Why, he’s giving his entire fortune to the university.”

“By Gad!” ejaculated Beatem, and the two lawyers looked at one another, lost in admiration of the marvellous genius and assurance of Tomlinson.

 

Yet what had happened was very simple.

Tomlinson had come back from the university filled with mingled hope and hesitation. The university, he saw, needed the money and he hoped to give it his entire fortune, to put Dr. Boomer in a position to practically destroy the whole place. But, like many a modest man, he lacked the assurance to speak out. He felt that up to the present the benefactors of the university had been men of an entirely different class from himself. It was mother who solved the situation for him.

“Well, father,” she said, “there’s one thing I’ve learned already since we’ve had money. If you want to get a thing done you can always find people to do it for you if you pay them. Why not go to those lawyers that manage things for the company and get them to arrange it all for you with the college?”

As a result, Tomlinson had turned up at the door of the Skinyer and Beatem office.

 

“Quite so, Mr. Tomlinson,” said Skinyer, with his pen already dipped in the ink, “a perfectly simple matter. I can draw up a draft of conveyance with a few strokes of the pen. In fact, we can do it on the spot.”

What he meant was, “In fact, we can do it so fast that I can pocket a fee of five hundred dollars right here and now while you have the money to pay me.”

“Now then,” he continued, “let us see how it is to run.”

“Well,” said Tomlinson, “I want you to put it that I give all my stock in the company to the university.”

“All of it?” said Skinyer, with a quiet smile to Beatem.

“Every cent of it, sir,” said Tomlinson; “just write down that I give all of it to the college.”

“Very good,” said Skinyer, and he began to write, “I, so-and-so, and so-and-so, of the county of so-and-so — Cahoga, I think you said, Mr. Tomlinson?”

“Yes, sir,” said the Wizard, “I was raised there.”

“ — do hereby give, assign, devise, transfer, and the transfer is hereby given, devised and assigned, all those stocks, shares, hereditaments, etc., which I hold in the etc., etc., all, several and whatever — you will observe, Mr. Tomlinson, I am expressing myself with as great brevity as possible — to that institution, academy, college, school, university, now known and reputed to be Plutoria University, of the city of etc., etc.”

He paused a moment. “Now what special objects or purposes shall I indicate?” he asked.

Whereupon Tomlinson explained as best he could, and Skinyer, working with great rapidity, indicated that the benefaction was to include a Demolition Fund for the removal of buildings, a Retirement Fund for the removal of professors, an Apparatus Fund for the destruction of apparatus, and a General Sinking Fund for the obliteration of anything not otherwise mentioned.

“And I’d like to do something, if I could, for Mr. Boomer himself, just as man to man,” said Tomlinson.

“All right,” said Beatem, and he could hardly keep his face straight. “Give him a chunk of the stock — give him half a million.”

“I will,” said Tomlinson; “he deserves it.”

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Skinyer.

And within a few minutes the whole transaction was done, and Tomlinson, filled with joy, was wringing the hands of Skinyer and Beatem, and telling them to name their own fee.

They had meant to, anyway.

 

“Is that legal, do you suppose?” said Beatem to Skinyer, after the Wizard had gone. “Will it hold water?”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” said Skinyer, “not for a minute. In fact, rather the other way. If they make an arrest for fraudulent flotation, this conveyance, I should think, would help to send him to the penitentiary. But I very much doubt if they can arrest him. Mind you, the fellow is devilish shrewd. You know, and I know that he planned this whole flotation with a full knowledge of the fraud. You and I know it — very good — but we know it more from our trained instinct in such things than by any proof. The fellow has managed to surround himself with such an air of good faith from start to finish that it will be deuced hard to get at him.”

“What will he do now?” said Beatem.

“I tell you what he’ll do. Mark my words. Within twenty-four hours he’ll clear out and be out of the state, and if they want to get him they’ll have to extradite. I tell you he’s a man of extraordinary capacity. The rest of us are nowhere beside him.”

In which, perhaps, there was some truth.

 

“Well, mother,” said the Wizard, when he reached the thousand-dollar suite, after his interview with Skinyer and Beatem, his face irradiated with simple joy, “it’s done. I’ve put the college now in a position it never was in before, nor any other college; the lawyers say so themselves.”

“That’s good,” said mother.

“Yes, and it’s a good thing I didn’t lose the money when I tried to. You see, mother, what I hadn’t realized was the good that could be done with all that money if a man put his heart into it. They can start in as soon as they like and tear down those buildings. My! but it’s just wonderful what you can do with money. I’m glad I didn’t lose it!”

So they talked far into the evening. That night they slept in an Aladdin’s palace filled with golden fancies.

And in the morning the palace and all its visions fell tumbling about their heads in sudden and awful catastrophe. For with Tomlinson’s first descent to the rotunda it broke. The whole great space seemed filled with the bulletins and the broadside sheets of the morning papers, the crowd surging to and fro buying the papers, men reading them as they stood, and everywhere in great letters there met his eye:

COLLAPSE OF THE ERIE AURIFEROUS

THE GREAT GOLD SWINDLE

ARREST OF THE MAN TOMLINSON EXPECTED THIS MORNING

So stood the Wizard of Finance beside a pillar, the paper fluttering in his hand, his eyes fixed, while about him a thousand eager eyes and rushing tongues sent shame into his stricken heart.

And there his boy Fred, sent from upstairs, found him; and at the sight of the seething crowd and his father’s stricken face, aged as it seemed all in a moment, the boy’s soul woke within him. What had happened he could not tell, only that his father stood there, dazed, beaten, and staring at him on every side in giant letters:

ARREST OF THE MAN TOMLINSON

“Come, father come upstairs,” he said, and took him by the arm, dragging him through the crowd.

In the next half-hour as they sat and waited for the arrest in the false grandeur of the thousand-dollar suite-Tomlinson, his wife, and Fred-the boy learnt more than all the teaching of the industrial faculty of Plutoria University could have taught him in a decade. Adversity laid its hand upon him, and at its touch his adolescent heart turned to finer stuff than the salted gold of the Erie Auriferous. As he looked upon his father’s broken figure waiting meekly for arrest, and his mother’s blubbered face, a great wrath burned itself into his soul.

“When the sheriff comes—” said Tomlinson, and his lip trembled as he spoke. He had no other picture of arrest than that.

“They can’t arrest you, father,” broke out the boy. “You’ve done nothing. You never swindled them. I tell you, if they try to arrest you, I’ll—” and his voice broke and stopped upon a sob, and his hands clenched in passion.

“You stay here, you and mother. I’ll go down. Give me your money and I’ll go and pay them and we’ll get out of this and go home. They can’t stop us; there’s nothing to arrest you for.”

Nor was there. Fred paid the bill unmolested, save for the prying eyes and babbling tongues of the rotunda.

And a few hours from that, while the town was still ringing with news of his downfall, the Wizard with his wife and son walked down from their thousand-dollar suite into the corridor, their hands burdened with their satchels. A waiter, with something between a sneer and an obsequious smile upon his face, reached out for the valises, wondering if it was still worth while.

“You get to hell out of that!” said Fred. He had put on again his rough store suit in which he had come from Cahoga County, and there was a dangerous look about his big shoulders and his set jaw. And the waiter slunk back.

So did they pass, unarrested and unhindered, through corridor and rotunda to the outer portals of the great hotel.

Beside the door of the Palaver as they passed out was a tall official with a uniform and a round hat. He was called by the authorities a chasseur or a commissionaire, or some foreign name to mean that he did nothing.

At the sight of him the Wizard’s face flushed for a moment, with a look of his old perplexity.

“I wonder,” he began to murmur, “how much I ought—”

“Not a damn cent, father,” said Fred, as he shouldered past the magnificent chasseur; “let him work.”

With which admirable doctrine the Wizard and his son passed from the portals of the Grand Palaver.

 

Nor was there any arrest either then or later. In spite of the expectations of the rotunda and the announcements of the Financial Undertone, the “man Tomlinson” was not arrested, neither as he left the Grand Palaver nor as he stood waiting at the railroad station with Fred and mother for the outgoing train for Cahoga County.

There was nothing to arrest him for. That was not the least strange part of the career of the Wizard of Finance. For when all the affairs of the Erie Auriferous Consolidated were presently calculated up by the labours of Skinyer and Beatem and the legal representatives of the Orphans and the Idiots and the Deaf-mutes they resolved themselves into the most beautiful and complete cipher conceivable. The salted gold about paid for the cost of the incorporation certificate: the development capital had disappeared, and those who lost most preferred to say the least about it; and as for Tomlinson, if one added up his gains on the stock market before the fall and subtracted his bill at the Grand Palaver and the thousand dollars which he gave to Skinyer and Beatem to recover his freehold on the lower half of his farm, and the cost of three tickets to Cahoga station, the debit and credit account balanced to a hair.

Thus did the whole fortune of Tomlinson vanish in a night, even as the golden palace seen in the mirage of a desert sunset may fade before the eyes of the beholder, and leave no trace behind.

 

It was some months after the collapse of the Erie Auriferous that the university conferred upon Tomlinson the degree of Doctor of Letters in absentia. A university must keep its word, and Dean Elderberry Foible, who was honesty itself, had stubbornly maintained that a vote of the faculty of arts once taken and written in the minute book became as irrefragable as the Devonian rock itself.

So the degree was conferred. And Dean Elderberry Foible, standing in a long red gown before Dr. Boomer, seated in a long blue gown, read out after the ancient custom of the college the Latin statement of the award of the degree of Doctor of Letters, “Eduardus Tomlinsonius, vir clarrisimus, doctissimus, praestissimus,” and a great many other things all ending in issimus.

But the recipient was not there to receive. He stood at that moment with his boy Fred on a windy hillside beside Lake Erie, where Tomlinson’s Creek ran again untrammelled to the lake. Nor was the scene altered to the eye, for Tomlinson and his son had long since broken a hole in the dam with pickaxe and crowbar, and day by day the angry water carried down the vestiges of the embankment till all were gone. The cedar poles of the electric lights had been cut into fence-rails; the wooden shanties of the Italian gang of Auriferous workers had been torn down and split into fire wood; and where they had stood, the burdocks and the thistles of the luxuriant summer conspired to hide the traces of their shame. Nature reached out its hand and drew its coverlet of green over the grave of the vanished Eldorado.

And as the Wizard and his son stood upon the hillside, they saw nothing but the land sloping to the lake and the creek murmuring again to the willows, while the off-shore wind rippled the rushes of the shallow water.


The Yahi-Bahi Oriental Society of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown
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MRS. RASSELYER-BROWN LIVED on Plutoria Avenue in a vast sandstone palace, in which she held those fashionable entertainments which have made the name of Rasselyer-Brown what it is. Mr. Rasselyer-Brown lived there also.

The exterior of the house was more or less a model of the facade of an Italian palazzo of the sixteenth century. If one questioned Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown at dinner in regard to this (which was only a fair return for drinking five dollar champagne), she answered that the facade was cinquecentisti, but that it reproduced also the Saracenic mullioned window of the Siennese School. But if the guest said later in the evening to Mr. Rasselyer-Brown that he understood that his house was cinquecentisti, he answered that he guessed it was. After which remark and an interval of silence, Mr. Rasselyer-Brown would probably ask the guest if he was dry.

So from that one can tell exactly the sort of people the Rasselyer-Browns were.

In other words, Mr. Rasselyer-Brown was a severe handicap to Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. He was more than that; the word isn’t strong enough. He was, as Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown herself confessed to her confidential circle of three hundred friends, a drag. He was also a tie, and a weight, and a burden, and in Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s religious moments a crucifix. Even in the early years of their married life, some twenty or twenty-five years ago, her husband had been a drag on her by being in the coal and wood business. It is hard for a woman to have to realize that her husband is making a fortune out of coal and wood and that people know it. It ties one down. What a woman wants most of all — this, of course, is merely a quotation from Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s own thoughts as expressed to her three hundred friends — is room to expand, to grow. The hardest thing in the world is to be stifled: and there is nothing more stifling than a husband who doesn’t know a Giotto from a Carlo Dolci, but who can distinguish nut coal from egg and is never asked to dinner without talking about the furnace.

These, of course, were early trials. They had passed to some extent, or were, at any rate, garlanded with the roses of time.

But the drag remained.

Even when the retail coal and wood stage was long since over, it was hard to have to put up with a husband who owned a coal mine and who bought pulp forests instead of illuminated missals of the twelfth century. A coal mine is a dreadful thing at a dinner-table. It humbles one so before one’s guests.

It wouldn’t have been so bad — this Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown herself admitted — if Mr. Rasselyer-Brown did anything. This phrase should be clearly understood. It meant if there was any one thing that he did. For instance if he had only collected anything. Thus, there was Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, who made soda-water, but at the same time everybody knew that he had the best collection of broken Italian furniture on the continent; there wasn’t a sound piece among the lot.

And there was the similar example of old Mr. Feathertop. He didn’t exactly collect things; he repudiated the name. He was wont to say, “Don’t call me a collector, I’m not. I simply pick things up. Just where I happen to be, Rome, Warsaw, Bucharest, anywhere” — and it is to be noted what fine places these are to happen to be. And to think that Mr. Rasselyer-Brown would never put his foot outside of the United States! Whereas Mr. Feathertop would come back from what he called a run to Europe, and everybody would learn in a week that he had picked up the back of a violin in Dresden (actually discovered it in a violin shop), and the lid of an Etruscan kettle (he had lighted on it, by pure chance, in a kettle shop in Etruria), and Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown would feel faint with despair at the nonentity of her husband.

So one can understand how heavy her burden was.

“My dear,” she often said to her bosom friend, Miss Snagg, “I shouldn’t mind things so much” (the things she wouldn’t mind were, let us say, the two million dollars of standing timber which Brown Limited, the ominous business name of Mr. Rasselyer-Brown, were buying that year) “if Mr. Rasselyer-Brown did anything. But he does nothing. Every morning after breakfast off to his wretched office, and never back till dinner, and in the evening nothing but his club, or some business meeting. One would think he would have more ambition. How I wish I had been a man.”

It was certainly a shame.

So it came that, in almost everything she undertook Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown had to act without the least help from her husband. Every Wednesday, for instance, when the Dante Club met at her house (they selected four lines each week to meditate on, and then discussed them at lunch), Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown had to carry the whole burden of it — her very phrase, “the whole burden” — alone. Anyone who has carried four lines of Dante through a Moselle lunch knows what a weight it is.

In all these things her husband was useless, quite useless. It is not right to be ashamed of one’s husband. And to do her justice, Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown always explained to her three hundred intimates that she was not ashamed of him; in fact, that she refused to be. But it was hard to see him brought into comparison at their own table with superior men. Put him, for instance, beside Mr. Sikleigh Snoop, the sex-poet, and where was he? Nowhere. He couldn’t even understand what Mr. Snoop was saying. And when Mr. Snoop would stand on the hearth-rug with a cup of tea balanced in his hand, and discuss whether sex was or was not the dominant note in Botticelli, Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown would be skulking in a corner in his ill-fitting dress suit. His wife would often catch with an agonized ear such scraps of talk as, “When I was first in the coal and wood business,” or, “It’s a coal that burns quicker than egg, but it hasn’t the heating power of nut,” or even in a low undertone the words, “If you’re feeling dry while he’s reading—” And this at a time when everybody in the room ought to have been listening to Mr. Snoop.

Nor was even this the whole burden of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. There was another part of it which was perhaps more real, though Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown herself never put it into words. In fact, of this part of her burden she never spoke, even to her bosom friend Miss Snagg; nor did she talk about it to the ladies of the Dante Club, nor did she make speeches on it to the members of the Women’s Afternoon Art Society, nor to the Monday Bridge Club.

But the members of the Bridge Club and the Art Society and the Dante Club all talked about it among themselves.

Stated very simply, it was this: Mr. Rasselyer-Brown drank. It was not meant that he was a drunkard or that he drank too much, or anything of that sort. He drank. That was all.

There was no excess about it. Mr. Rasselyer-Brown, of course, began the day with an eye-opener — and after all, what alert man does not wish his eyes well open in the morning? He followed it usually just before breakfast with a bracer — and what wiser precaution can a businessman take than to brace his breakfast? On his way to business he generally had his motor stopped at the Grand Palaver for a moment, if it was a raw day, and dropped in and took something to keep out the damp. If it was a cold day he took something to keep out the cold, and if it was one of those clear, sunny days that are so dangerous to the system he took whatever the bartender (a recognized health expert) suggested to tone the system up. After which he could sit down in his office and transact more business, and bigger business, in coal, charcoal, wood, pulp, pulpwood, and woodpulp, in two hours than any other man in the business could in a week. Naturally so. For he was braced, and propped, and toned up, and his eyes had been opened, and his brain cleared, till outside of very big business, indeed, few men were on a footing with him.

In fact, it was business itself which had compelled Mr. Rasselyer-Brown to drink. It is all very well for a junior clerk on twenty dollars a week to do his work on sandwiches and malted milk. In big business it is not possible. When a man begins to rise in business, as Mr. Rasselyer-Brown had begun twenty-five years ago, he finds that if he wants to succeed he must cut malted milk clear out. In any position of responsibility a man has got to drink. No really big deal can be put through without it. If two keen men, sharp as flint, get together to make a deal in which each intends to outdo the other, the only way to succeed is for them to adjourn to some such place as the luncheon-room of the Mausoleum Club and both get partially drunk. This is what is called the personal element in business. And, beside it, plodding industry is nowhere.

Most of all do these principles hold true in such manly out-of-door enterprises as the forest and timber business, where one deals constantly with chief rangers, and pathfinders, and wood-stalkers, whose very names seem to suggest a horn of whiskey under a hemlock tree.

But — let it be repeated and carefully understood — there was no excess about Mr. Rasselyer-Brown’s drinking. Indeed, whatever he might be compelled to take during the day, and at the Mausoleum Club in the evening, after his return from his club at night Mr. Rasselyer-Brown made it a fixed rule to take nothing. He might, perhaps, as he passed into the house, step into the dining-room and take a very small drink at the sideboard. But this he counted as part of the return itself, and not after it. And he might, if his brain were over-fatigued, drop down later in the night in his pajamas and dressing-gown when the house was quiet, and compose his mind with a brandy and water, or something suitable to the stillness of the hour. But this was not really a drink. Mr. Rasselyer-Brown called it a nip; and of course any man may need a nip at a time when he would scorn a drink.

 

But after all, a woman may find herself again in her daughter. There, at least, is consolation. For, as Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown herself admitted, her daughter, Dulphemia, was herself again. There were, of course, differences, certain differences of face and appearance. Mr. Snoop had expressed this fact exquisitely when he said that it was the difference between a Burne-Jones and a Dante Gabriel Rossetti. But even at that the mother and daughter were so alike that people, certain people, were constantly mistaking them on the street. And as everybody that mistook them was apt to be asked to dine on five-dollar champagne there was plenty of temptation towards error.

There is no doubt that Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown was a girl of remarkable character and intellect. So is any girl who has beautiful golden hair parted in thick bands on her forehead, and deep blue eyes soft as an Italian sky.

Even the oldest and most serious men in town admitted that in talking to her they were aware of a grasp, a reach, a depth that surprised them. Thus old Judge Longerstill, who talked to her at dinner for an hour on the jurisdiction of the Interstate Commerce Commission, felt sure from the way in which she looked up in his face at intervals and said, “How interesting!” that she had the mind of a lawyer. And Mr. Brace, the consulting engineer, who showed her on the table-cloth at dessert with three forks and a spoon the method in which the overflow of the spillway of the Gatun Dam is regulated, felt assured, from the way she leaned her face on her hand sideways and said, “How extraordinary!” that she had the brain of an engineer. Similarly foreign visitors to the social circles of the city were delighted with her. Viscount FitzThistle, who explained to Dulphemia for half an hour the intricacies of the Irish situation, was captivated at the quick grasp she showed by asking him at the end, without a second’s hesitation, “And which are the Nationalists?”

This kind of thing represents female intellect in its best form. Every man that is really a man is willing to recognize it at once. As to the young men, of course they flocked to the Rasselyer-Brown residence in shoals. There were batches of them every Sunday afternoon at five o’clock, encased in long black frock-coats, sitting very rigidly in upright chairs, trying to drink tea with one hand. One might see athletic young college men of the football team trying hard to talk about Italian music; and Italian tenors from the Grand Opera doing their best to talk about college football. There were young men in business talking about art, and young men in art talking about religion, and young clergymen talking about business. Because, of course, the Rasselyer-Brown residence was the kind of cultivated home where people of education and taste are at liberty to talk about things they don’t know, and to utter freely ideas that they haven’t got. It was only now and again, when one of the professors from the college across the avenue came booming into the room, that the whole conversation was pulverized into dust under the hammer of accurate knowledge.

The whole process was what was called, by those who understood such things, a salon. Many people said that Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s afternoons at home were exactly like the delightful salons of the eighteenth century: and whether the gatherings were or were not salons of the eighteenth century, there is no doubt that Mr. Rasselyer-Brown, under whose care certain favoured guests dropped quietly into the back alcove of the dining-room, did his best to put the gathering on a par with the best saloons of the twentieth.

Now it so happened that there had come a singularly slack moment in the social life of the City. The Grand Opera had sung itself into a huge deficit and closed. There remained nothing of it except the efforts of a committee of ladies to raise enough money to enable Signor Puffi to leave town, and the generous attempt of another committee to gather funds in order to keep Signor Pasti in the City. Beyond this, opera was dead, though the fact that the deficit was nearly twice as large as it had been the year before showed that public interest in music was increasing. It was indeed a singularly trying time of the year. It was too early to go to Europe; and too late to go to Bermuda. It was too warm to go south, and yet still too cold to go north. In fact, one was almost compelled to stay at home — which was dreadful.

As a result Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown and her three hundred friends moved backwards and forwards on Plutoria Avenue, seeking novelty in vain. They washed in waves of silk from tango teas to bridge afternoons. They poured in liquid avalanches of colour into crowded receptions, and they sat in glittering rows and listened to lectures on the enfranchisement of the female sex. But for the moment all was weariness.

Now it happened, whether by accident or design, that just at this moment of general ennui Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown and her three hundred friends first heard of the presence in the city of Mr. Yahi-Bahi, the celebrated Oriental mystic. He was so celebrated that nobody even thought of asking who he was or where he came from. They merely told one another, and repeated it, that he was the celebrated Yahi-Bahi. They added for those who needed the knowledge that the name was pronounced Yahhy-Bahhy, and that the doctrine taught by Mr. Yahi-Bahi was Boohooism. This latter, if anyone inquired further, was explained to be a form of Shoodooism, only rather more intense. In fact, it was esoteric — on receipt of which information everybody remarked at once how infinitely superior the Oriental peoples are to ourselves.

Now as Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown was always a leader in everything that was done in the best circles on Plutoria Avenue, she was naturally among the first to visit Mr. Yahi-Bahi.

“My dear,” she said, in describing afterwards her experience to her bosom friend, Miss Snagg, “it was most interesting. We drove away down to the queerest part of the City, and went to the strangest little house imaginable, up the narrowest stairs one ever saw — quite Eastern, in fact, just like a scene out of the Koran.”

“How fascinating!” said Miss Snagg. But as a matter of fact, if Mr. Yahi-Bahi’s house had been inhabited, as it might have been, by a streetcar conductor or a railway brakesman, Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown wouldn’t have thought it in any way peculiar or fascinating.

“It was all hung with curtains inside,” she went on, “with figures of snakes and Indian gods, perfectly weird.”

“And did you see Mr. Yahi-Bahi?” asked Miss Snagg.

“Oh no, my dear. I only saw his assistant Mr. Ram Spudd; such a queer little round man, a Bengalee, I believe. He put his back against a curtain and spread out his arms sideways and wouldn’t let me pass. He said that Mr. Yahi-Bahi was in meditation and mustn’t be disturbed.”

“How delightful!” echoed Miss Snagg.

But in reality Mr. Yahi-Bahi was sitting behind the curtain eating a ten-cent can of pork and beans.

“What I like most about eastern people,” went on Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown, “is their wonderful delicacy of feeling. After I had explained about my invitation to Mr. Yahi-Bahi to come and speak to us on Boohooism, and was going away, I took a dollar bill out of my purse and laid it on the table. You should have seen the way Mr. Ram Spudd took it. He made the deepest salaam and said, ‘Isis guard you, beautiful lady.’ Such perfect courtesy, and yet with the air of scorning the money. As I passed out I couldn’t help slipping another dollar into his hand, and he took it as if utterly unaware of it, and muttered, ‘Osiris keep you, O flower of women!’ And as I got into the motor I gave him another dollar and he said, ‘Osis and Osiris both prolong your existence, O lily of the ricefield,’ and after he had said it he stood beside the door of the motor and waited without moving till I left. He had such a strange, rapt look, as if he were still expecting something!”

“How exquisite!” murmured Miss Snagg. It was her business in life to murmur such things as this for Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. On the whole, reckoning Grand Opera tickets and dinners, she did very well out of it.

“Is it not?” said Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. “So different from our men. I felt so ashamed of my chauffeur, our new man, you know; he seemed such a contrast beside Ram Spudd. The rude way in which the opened the door, and the rude way in which he climbed on to his own seat, and the rudeness with which he turned on the power — I felt positively ashamed. And he so managed it — I am sure he did it on purpose — that the car splashed a lot of mud over Mr. Spudd as it started.”

Yet, oddly enough, the opinion of other people on this new chauffeur, that of Miss Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown herself, for example, to whose service he was specially attached, was very different.

The great recommendation of him in the eyes of Miss Dulphemia and her friends, and the thing that gave him a touch of mystery was — and what higher qualification can a chauffeur want? — that he didn’t look like a chauffeur at all.

“My dear Dulphie,” whispered Miss Philippa Furlong, the rector’s sister (who was at that moment Dulphemia’s second self), as they sat behind the new chauffeur, “don’t tell me that he is a chauffeur, because he isn’t. He can chauffe, of course, but that’s nothing.”

For the new chauffeur had a bronzed face, hard as metal, and a stern eye; and when he put on a chauffeur’s overcoat some how it seemed to turn into a military greatcoat; and even when he put on the round cloth cap of his profession it was converted straightway into a military shako. And by Miss Dulphemia and her friends it was presently reported — or was invented? — that he had served in the Philippines; which explained at once the scar upon his forehead, which must have been received at Iloilo, or Huila-Huila, or some other suitable place.

But what affected Miss Dulphemia Brown herself was the splendid rudeness of the chauffeur’s manner. It was so different from that of the young men of the salon. Thus, when Mr. Sikleigh Snoop handed her into the car at any time he would dance about saying, “Allow me,” and “Permit me,” and would dive forward to arrange the robes. But the Philippine chauffeur merely swung the door open and said to Dulphemia, “Get in,” and then slammed it.

This, of course, sent a thrill up the spine and through the imagination of Miss Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown, because it showed that the chauffeur was a gentleman in disguise. She thought it very probable that he was a British nobleman, a younger son, very wild, of a ducal family; and she had her own theories as to why he had entered the service of the Rasselyer-Browns. To be quite candid about it, she expected that the Philippine chauffeur meant to elope with her, and every time he drove her from a dinner or a dance she sat back luxuriously, wishing and expecting the elopement to begin.

 

But for the time being the interest of Dulphemia, as of everybody else that was anybody at all, centred round Mr. Yahi-Bahi and the new cult of Boohooism.

After the visit of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown a great number of ladies, also in motors, drove down to the house of Mr. Yahi-Bahi. And all of them, whether they saw Mr. Yahi-Bahi himself or his Bengalee assistant, Mr. Ram Spudd, came back delighted.

“Such exquisite tact!” said one. “Such delicacy! As I was about to go I laid a five dollar gold piece on the edge of the little table. Mr. Spudd scarcely seemed to see it. He murmured, ‘Osiris help you!’ and pointed to the ceiling. I raised my eyes instinctively, and when I lowered them the money had disappeared. I think he must have caused it to vanish.”

“Oh, I’m sure he did,” said the listener.

Others came back with wonderful stories of Mr. Yahi-Bahi’s occult powers, especially his marvellous gift of reading the future.

Mrs. Buncomhearst, who had just lost her third husband — by divorce — had received from Mr. Yahi-Bahi a glimpse into the future that was almost uncanny in its exactness. She had asked for a divination, and Mr. Yahi-Bahi had effected one by causing her to lay six ten-dollar pieces on the table arranged in the form of a mystic serpent. Over these he had bent and peered deeply, as if seeking to unravel their meaning, and finally he had given her the prophecy, “Many things are yet to happen before others begin.”

“How does he do it?” asked everybody.

 

As a result of all this it naturally came about that Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Mr. Ram Spudd were invited to appear at the residence of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown; and it was understood that steps would be taken to form a special society, to be known as the Yahi-Bahi Oriental Society.

Mr. Sikleigh Snoop, the sex-poet, was the leading spirit in the organization. He had a special fitness for the task: he had actually resided in India. In fact, he had spent six weeks there on a stop-over ticket of a round-the-world 635 dollar steamship pilgrimage; and he knew the whole country from Jehumbapore in Bhootal to Jehumbalabad in the Carnatic. So he was looked upon as a great authority on India, China, Mongolia, and all such places, by the ladies of Plutoria Avenue.

Next in importance was Mrs. Buncomhearst, who became later, by a perfectly natural process, the president of the society. She was already president of the Daughters of the Revolution, a society confined exclusively to the descendants of Washington’s officers and others; she was also president of the Sisters of England, an organization limited exclusively to women born in England and elsewhere; of the Daughters of Kossuth, made up solely of Hungarians and friends of Hungary and other nations; and of the Circle of Franz Joseph, which was composed exclusively of the partisans, and others, of Austria. In fact, ever since she had lost her third husband, Mrs. Buncomhearst had thrown herself — that was her phrase — into outside activities. Her one wish was, on her own statement, to lose herself. So very naturally Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown looked at once to Mrs. Buncomhearst to preside over the meetings of the new society.

 

The large dining-room at the Rasselyer-Browns’ had been cleared out as a sort of auditorium, and in it some fifty or sixty of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s more intimate friends had gathered. The whole meeting was composed of ladies, except for the presence of one or two men who represented special cases. There was, of course, little Mr. Spillikins, with his vacuous face and football hair, who was there, as everybody knew, on account of Dulphemia; and there was old Judge Longerstill, who sat leaning on a gold-headed stick with his head sideways, trying to hear some fraction of what was being said. He came to the gathering in the hope that it would prove a likely place for seconding a vote of thanks and saying a few words — half an hour’s talk, perhaps — on the constitution of the United States. Failing that, he felt sure that at least someone would call him “this eminent old gentleman,” and even that was better than staying at home.

But for the most part the audience was composed of women, and they sat in a little buzz of conversation waiting for Mr. Yahi-Bahi.

“I wonder,” called Mrs. Buncomhearst from the chair, “if some lady would be good enough to write minutes? Miss Snagg, I wonder if you would be kind enough to write minutes? Could you?”

“I shall be delighted,” said Miss Snagg, “but I’m afraid there’s hardly time to write them before we begin, is there?”

“Oh, but it would be all right to write them afterwards,” chorussed several ladies who understood such things; “it’s quite often done that way.”

“And I should like to move that we vote a constitution,” said a stout lady with a double eye-glass.

“Is that carried?” said Mrs. Buncomhearst. “All those in favour please signify.”

Nobody stirred.

“Carried,” said the president. “And perhaps you would be good enough, Mrs. Fyshe,” she said, turning towards the stout lady, “to write the constitution.”

“Do you think it necessary to write it?” said Mrs. Fyshe. “I should like to move, if I may, that I almost wonder whether it is necessary to write the constitution — unless, of course, anybody thinks that we really ought to.”

“Ladies,” said the president, “you have heard the motion. All those against it—”

There was no sign.

“All those in favour of it—”

There was still no sign.

“Lost,” she said.

Then, looking across at the clock on the mantel-piece, and realizing that Mr. Yahi-Bahi must have been delayed and that something must be done, she said:

“And now, ladies, as we have in our midst a most eminent gentleman who probably has thought more deeply about constitutions than—”

All eyes turned at once towards Judge Longerstill, but as fortune had it at this very moment Mr. Sikleigh Snoop entered, followed by Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Mr. Ram Spudd.

Mr. Yahi-Bahi was tall. His drooping Oriental costume made him taller still. He had a long brown face and liquid brown eyes of such depth that when he turned them full upon the ladies before him a shiver of interest and apprehension followed in the track of his glance.

“My dear,” said Miss Snagg afterwards, “he seemed simply to see right through us.”

This was correct. He did.

Mr. Ram Spudd presented a contrast to his superior. He was short and round, with a dimpled mahogany face and eyes that twinkled in it like little puddles of molasses. His head was bound in a turban and his body was swathed in so many bands and sashes that he looked almost circular. The clothes of both Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Ram Spudd were covered with the mystic signs of Buddha and the seven serpents of Vishnu.

It was impossible, of course, for Mr. Yahi-Bahi or Mr. Ram Spudd to address the audience. Their knowledge of English was known to be too slight for that. Their communications were expressed entirely through the medium of Mr. Snoop, and even he explained afterwards that it was very difficult. The only languages of India which he was able to speak, he said, with any fluency were Gargamic and Gumaic both of these being old Dravidian dialects with only two hundred and three words in each, and hence in themselves very difficult to converse in. Mr. Yahi-Bahi answered in what Mr. Snoop understood to be the Iramic of the Vedas, a very rich language, but one which unfortunately he did not understand. The dilemma is one familiar to all Oriental scholars.

All of this Mr. Snoop explained in the opening speech which he proceeded to make. And after this he went on to disclose, amid deep interest, the general nature of the cult of Boohooism. He said that they could best understand it if he told them that its central doctrine was that of Bahee. Indeed, the first aim of all followers of the cult was to attain to Bahee. Anybody who could spend a certain number of hours each day, say sixteen, in silent meditation on Boohooism would find his mind gradually reaching a condition of Bahee. The chief aim of Bahee itself was sacrifice: a true follower of the cult must be willing to sacrifice his friends, or his relatives, and even strangers, in order to reach Bahee. In this way one was able fully to realize oneself and enter into the Higher Indifference. Beyond this, further meditation and fasting — by which was meant living solely on fish, fruit, wine, and meat — one presently attained to complete Swaraj or Control of Self, and might in time pass into the absolute Nirvana, or the Negation of Emptiness, the supreme goal of Boohooism.

As a first step to all this, Mr. Snoop explained, each neophyte or candidate for holiness must, after searching his own heart, send ten dollars to Mr. Yahi-Bahi. Gold, it appeared, was recognized in the cult of Boohooism as typifying the three chief virtues, whereas silver or paper money did not; even national banknotes were only regarded as do or, a halfway palliation; and outside currencies such as Canadian or Mexican bills were looked upon as entirely boo, or contemptible. The Oriental view of money, said Mr. Snoop, was far superior to our own, but it also might be attained by deep thought, and, as a beginning, by sending ten dollars to Mr. Yahi-Bahi.

After this Mr. Snoop, in conclusion, read a very beautiful Hindu poem, translating it as he went along. It began, “O cow, standing beside the Ganges, and apparently without visible occupation,” and it was voted exquisite by all who heard it. The absence of rhyme and the entire removal of ideas marked it as far beyond anything reached as yet by Occidental culture.

When Mr. Snoop had concluded, the president called upon Judge Longerstill for a few words of thanks, which he gave, followed by a brief talk on the constitution of the United States.

After this the society was declared constituted, Mr. Yahi-Bahi made four salaams, one to each point of the compass, and the meeting dispersed.

And that evening, over fifty dinner tables, everybody discussed the nature of Bahee, and tried in vain to explain it to men too stupid to understand.

 

Now it so happened that on the very afternoon of this meeting at Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s, the Philippine chauffeur did a strange and peculiar thing. He first asked Mr. Rasselyer-Brown for a few hours’ leave of absence to attend the funeral of his mother in-law. This was a request which Mr. Rasselyer-Brown, on principle, never refused to a man-servant.

Whereupon, the Philippine chauffeur, no longer attired as one, visited the residence of Mr. Yahi-Bahi. He let himself in with a marvellous little key which he produced from a very wonderful bunch of such. He was in the house for nearly half an hour, and when he emerged, the notebook in his breast pocket, had there been an eye to read it, would have been seen to be filled with stranger details in regard to Oriental mysticism than even Mr. Yahi-Bahi had given to the world. So strange were they that before the Philippine chauffeur returned to the Rasselyer-Brown residence he telegraphed certain and sundry parts of them to New York. But why he should have addressed them to the head of a detective bureau instead of to a college of Oriental research it passes the imagination to conceive. But as the chauffeur duly reappeared at motor-time in the evening the incident passed unnoticed.

 

It is beyond the scope of the present narrative to trace the progress of Boohooism during the splendid but brief career of the Yahi-Bahi Oriental Society. There could be no doubt of its success. Its principles appealed with great strength to all the more cultivated among the ladies of Plutoria Avenue. There was something in the Oriental mysticism of its doctrines which rendered previous belief stale and puerile. The practice of the sacred rites began at once. The ladies’ counters of the Plutorian banks were inundated with requests for ten-dollar pieces in exchange for banknotes. At dinner in the best houses nothing was eaten except a thin soup (or bru), followed by fish, succeeded by meat or by game, especially such birds as are particularly pleasing to Buddha, as the partridge, the pheasant, and the woodcock. After this, except for fruits and wine, the principle of Swaraj, or denial of self, was rigidly imposed. Special Oriental dinners of this sort were given, followed by listening to the reading of Oriental poetry, with closed eyes and with the mind as far as possible in a state of Stoj, or Negation of Thought.

By this means the general doctrine of Boohooism spread rapidly. Indeed, a great many of the members of the society soon attained to a stage of Bahee, or the Higher Indifference, that it would have been hard to equal outside of Juggapore or Jumbumbabad. For example, when Mrs. Buncomhearst learned of the remarriage of her second husband — she had lost him three years before, owing to a difference of opinion on the emancipation of women — she showed the most complete Bahee possible. And when Miss Snagg learned that her brother in Venezuela had died — a very sudden death brought on by drinking rum for seventeen years — and had left her ten thousand dollars, the Bahee which she exhibited almost amounted to Nirvana.

In fact, the very general dissemination of the Oriental idea became more and more noticeable with each week that passed. Some members attained to so complete a Bahee, or Higher Indifference, that they even ceased to attend the meetings of the society; others reached a Swaraj, or Control of Self, so great that they no longer read its pamphlets; while others again actually passed into Nirvana, to a Complete Negation of Self, so rapidly that they did not even pay their subscriptions.

But features of this sort, of course, are familiar wherever a successful occult creed makes its way against the prejudices of the multitude.

The really notable part of the whole experience was the marvellous demonstration of occult power which attended the final seance of the society, the true nature of which is still wrapped in mystery.

For some weeks it had been rumoured that a very special feat or demonstration of power by Mr. Yahi-Bahi was under contemplation. In fact, the rapid spread of Swaraj and of Nirvana among the members rendered such a feat highly desirable. Just what form the demonstration would take was for some time a matter of doubt. It was whispered at first that Mr. Yahi-Bahi would attempt the mysterious eastern rite of burying Ram Spudd alive in the garden of the Rasselyer-Brown residence and leaving him there in a state of Stoj, or Suspended Inanition, for eight days. But this project was abandoned, owing to some doubt, apparently, in the mind of Mr. Ram Spudd as to his astral fitness for the high state of Stoj necessitated by the experiment.

At last it became known to the members of the Poosh, or Inner Circle, under the seal of confidence, that Mr. Yahi-Bahi would attempt nothing less than the supreme feat of occultism, namely, a reincarnation, or more correctly a reastralization of Buddha.

The members of the Inner Circle shivered with a luxurious sense of mystery when they heard of it.

“Has it ever been done before?” they asked of Mr. Snoop.

“Only a few times,” he said; “once, I believe, by Jam-bum, the famous Yogi of the Carnatic; once, perhaps twice, by Boohoo, the founder of the sect. But it is looked upon as extremely rare. Mr. Yahi tells me that the great danger is that, if the slightest part of the formula is incorrectly observed, the person attempting the astralization is swallowed up into nothingness. However, he declares himself willing to try.”

 

The seance was to take place at Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s residence, and was to be at midnight.

“At midnight!” said each member in surprise. And the answer was, “Yes, at midnight. You see, midnight here is exactly midday in Allahabad in India.”

This explanation was, of course, ample. “Midnight,” repeated everybody to everybody else, “is exactly midday in Allahabad.” That made things perfectly clear. Whereas if midnight had been midday in Timbuctoo the whole situation would have been different.

Each of the ladies was requested to bring to the seance some ornament of gold; but it must be plain gold, without any setting of stones.

It was known already that, according to the cult of Boohooism, gold, plain gold, is the seat of the three virtues — beauty, wisdom and grace. Therefore, according to the creed of Boohooism, anyone who has enough gold, plain gold, is endowed with these virtues and is all right. All that is needed is to have enough of it; the virtues follow as a consequence.

But for the great experiment the gold used must not be set with stones, with the one exception of rubies, which are known to be endowed with the three attributes of Hindu worship, modesty, loquacity, and pomposity.

In the present case it was found that as a number of ladies had nothing but gold ornaments set with diamonds, a second exception was made; especially as Mr. Yahi-Bahi, on appeal, decided that diamonds, though less pleasing to Buddha than rubies, possessed the secondary Hindu virtues of divisibility, movability, and disposability.

On the evening in question the residence of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown might have been observed at midnight wrapped in utter darkness. No lights were shown. A single taper, brought by Ram Spudd from the Taj Mohal, and resembling in its outer texture those sold at the five-and-ten store near Mr. Spudd’s residence, burned on a small table in the vast dining-room. The servants had been sent upstairs and expressly enjoined to retire at half past ten. Moreover, Mr. Rasselyer-Brown had had to attend that evening, at the Mausoleum Club, a meeting of the trustees of the Church of St. Asaph, and he had come home at eleven o’clock, as he always did after diocesan work of this sort, quite used up; in fact, so fatigued that he had gone upstairs to his own suite of rooms sideways, his knees bending under him. So utterly used up was he with his church work that, as far as any interest in what might be going on in his own residence, he had attained to a state of Bahee, or Higher Indifference, that even Buddha might have envied.

The guests, as had been arranged, arrived noiselessly and on foot. All motors were left at least a block away. They made their way up the steps of the darkened house, and were admitted without ringing, the door opening silently in front of them. Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Mr. Ram Spudd, who had arrived on foot carrying a large parcel, were already there, and were behind a screen in the darkened room, reported to be in meditation.

At a whispered word from Mr. Snoop, who did duty at the door, all furs and wraps were discarded in the hall and laid in a pile. Then the guests passed silently into the great dining room. There was no light in it except the dim taper which stood on a little table. On this table each guest, as instructed, laid an ornament of gold, and at the same time was uttered in a low voice the word Ksvoo. This means, “O Buddha, I herewith lay my unworthy offering at thy feet; take it and keep it for ever.” It was explained that this was only a form.

 

“What is he doing?” whispered the assembled guests as they saw Mr. Yahi-Bahi pass across the darkened room and stand in front of the sideboard.

“Hush!” said Mr. Snoop; “he’s laying the propitiatory offering for Buddha.”

“It’s an Indian rite,” whispered Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown.

Mr. Yahi-Bahi could be seen dimly moving to and fro in front of the sideboard. There was a faint clinking of glass.

“He has to set out a glass of Burmese brandy, powdered over with nutmeg and aromatics,” whispered Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. “I had the greatest hunt to get it all for him. He said that nothing but Burmese brandy would do, because in the Hindu religion the god can only be invoked with Burmese brandy, or, failing that, Hennessy’s with three stars, which is not entirely displeasing to Buddha.”

“The aromatics,” whispered Mr. Snoop, “are supposed to waft a perfume or incense to reach the nostrils of the god. The glass of propitiatory wine and the aromatic spices are mentioned in the Vishnu-Buddayat.”

Mr. Yahi-Bahi, his preparations completed, was now seen to stand in front of the sideboard bowing deeply four times in an Oriental salaam. The light of the single taper had by this time burned so dim that his movements were vague and uncertain. His body cast great flickering shadows on the half-seen wall. From his throat there issued a low wail in which the word wah! wah! could be distinguished.

The excitement was intense.

“What does wah mean?” whispered Mr. Spillikins.

“Hush!” said Mr. Snoop; “it means, ‘O Buddha, wherever thou art in thy lofty Nirvana, descend yet once in astral form before our eyes!’”

Mr. Yahi-Bahi rose. He was seen to place one finger on his lips and then, silently moving across the room, he disappeared behind the screen. Of what Mr. Ram Spudd was doing during this period there is no record. It was presumed that he was still praying.

The stillness was now absolute.

“We must wait in perfect silence,” whispered Mr. Snoop from the extreme tips of his lips.

Everybody sat in strained intensity, silent, looking towards the vague outline of the sideboard.

The minutes passed. No one moved. All were spellbound in expectancy.

Still the minutes passed. The taper had flickered down till the great room was almost in darkness.

Could it be that by some neglect in the preparations, the substitution perhaps of the wrong brandy, the astralization could not be effected?

But no.

Quite suddenly, it seemed, everybody in the darkened room was aware of a presence. That was the word as afterwards repeated in a hundred confidential discussions. A presence. One couldn’t call it a body. It wasn’t. It was a figure, an astral form, a presence.

“Buddha!” they gasped as they looked at it.

Just how the figure entered the room, the spectators could never afterwards agree. Some thought it appeared through the wall, deliberately astralizing itself as it passed through the bricks. Others seemed to have seen it pass in at the farther door of the room, as if it had astralized itself at the foot of the stairs in the back of the hall outside.

Be that as it may, there it stood before them, the astralized shape of the Indian deity, so that to every lip there rose the half-articulated word, “Buddha”; or at least to every lip except that of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. From her there came no sound.

The figure as afterwards described was attired in a long shirak, such as is worn by the Grand Llama of Tibet, and resembling, if the comparison were not profane, a modern dressing-gown. The legs, if one might so call them, of the apparition were enwrapped in loose punjahamas, a word which is said to be the origin of the modern pyjamas; while the feet, if they were feet, were encased in loose slippers.

Buddha moved slowly across the room. Arrived at the sideboard the astral figure paused, and even in the uncertain light Buddha was seen to raise and drink the propitiatory offering. That much was perfectly clear. Whether Buddha spoke or not is doubtful. Certain of the spectators thought that he said, ‘Must a fagotnit’, which is Hindustanee for “Blessings on this house.” To Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s distracted mind it seemed as if Buddha said, “I must have forgotten it” But this wild fancy she never breathed to a soul.

Silently Buddha recrossed the room, slowly wiping one arm across his mouth after the Hindu gesture of farewell.

For perhaps a full minute after the disappearance of Buddha not a soul moved. Then quite suddenly Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown, unable to stand the tension any longer, pressed an electric switch and the whole room was flooded with light.

There sat the affrighted guests staring at one another with pale faces.

But, to the amazement and horror of all, the little table in the centre stood empty — not a single gem, not a fraction of the gold that had lain upon it was left. All had disappeared.

The truth seemed to burst upon everyone at once. There was no doubt of what had happened.

The gold and the jewels had been deastralized. Under the occult power of the vision they had been demonetized, engulfed into the astral plane along with the vanishing Buddha.

Filled with the sense of horror still to come, somebody pulled aside the little screen. They fully expected to find the lifeless bodies of Mr. Yahi-Bahi and the faithful Ram Spudd. What they saw before them was more dreadful still. The outer Oriental garments of the two devotees lay strewn upon the floor. The long sash of Yahi-Bahi and the thick turban of Ram Spudd were side by side near them; almost sickening in its repulsive realism was the thick black head of hair of the junior devotee, apparently torn from his scalp as if by lightning and bearing a horrible resemblance to the cast-off wig of an actor.

The truth was too plain.

“They are engulfed!” cried a dozen voices at once.

It was realized in a flash that Yahi-Bahi and Ram Spudd had paid the penalty of their daring with their lives. Through some fatal neglect, against which they had fairly warned the participants of the seance, the two Orientals had been carried bodily in the astral plane.

“How dreadful!” murmured Mr. Snoop. “We must have made some awful error.”

“Are they deastralized?” murmured Mrs. Buncomhearst.

“Not a doubt of it,” said Mr. Snoop.

And then another voice in the group was heard to say, “We must hush it up. We can’t have it known!”

On which a chorus of voices joined in, everybody urging that it must be hushed up.

“Couldn’t you try to reastralize them?” said somebody to Mr. Snoop.

“No, no,” said Mr. Snoop, still shaking. “Better not try to. We must hush it up if we can.”

And the general assent to this sentiment showed that, after all, the principles of Bahee, or Indifference to Others, had taken a real root in the society.

“Hush it up,” cried everybody, and there was a general move towards the hall.

“Good Heavens!” exclaimed Mrs. Buncomhearst; “our wraps!”

“Deastralized!” said the guests.

There was a moment of further consternation as everybody gazed at the spot where the ill-fated pile of furs and wraps had lain.

“Never mind,” said everybody, “let’s go without them — don’t stay. Just think if the police should—”

And at the word police, all of a sudden there was heard in the street the clanging of a bell and the racing gallop of the horses of the police patrol wagon.

“The police!” cried everybody. “Hush it up! Hush it up!” For of course the principles of Bahee are not known to the police.

In another moment the doorbell of the house rang with a long and violent peal, and in a second as it seemed, the whole hall was filled with bulky figures uniformed in blue.

“It’s all right, Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown,” cried a loud, firm voice from the sidewalk. “We have them both. Everything is here. We got them before they’d gone a block. But if you don’t mind, the police must get a couple of names for witnesses in the warrant.”

It was the Philippine chauffeur. But he was no longer attired as such. He wore the uniform of an inspector of police, and there was the metal badge of the Detective Department now ostentatiously outside his coat.

And beside him, one on each side of him, there stood the deastralized forms of Yahi-Bahi and Ram Spudd. They wore long overcoats, doubtless the contents of the magic parcels, and the Philippine chauffeur had a grip of iron on the neck of each as they stood. Mr. Spudd had lost his Oriental hair, and the face of Mr. Yahi-Bahi, perhaps in the struggle which had taken place, had been scraped white in patches.

They were making no attempt to break away. Indeed, Mr. Spudd, with that complete Bahee, or Submission to Fate, which is attained only by long services in state penitentiaries, was smiling and smoking a cigarette.

“We were waiting for them,” explained a tall police officer to the two or three ladies who now gathered round him with a return of courage. “They had the stuff in a hand-cart and were pushing it away. The chief caught them at the corner, and rang the patrol from there. You’ll find everything all right, I think, ladies,” he added, as a burly assistant was seen carrying an armload of furs up the steps.

Somehow many of the ladies realized at the moment what cheery, safe, reliable people policemen in blue are, and what a friendly, familiar shelter they offer against the wiles of Oriental occultism.

“Are they old criminals?” someone asked.

“Yes, ma’am. They’ve worked this same thing in four cities already, and both of them have done time, and lots of it. They’ve only been out six months. No need to worry over them,” he concluded with a shrug of the shoulders.

So the furs were restored and the gold and the jewels parcelled out among the owners, and in due course Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Mr. Ram Spudd were lifted up into the patrol wagon where they seated themselves with a composure worthy of the best traditions of Jehumbabah and Bahoolapore. In fact, Mr. Spudd was heard to address the police as “boys,” and to remark that they had “got them good” that time.

So the seance ended and the guests vanished, and the Yahi-Bahi Society terminated itself without even a vote of dissolution.

And in all the later confidential discussions of the episode only one point of mysticism remained. After they had time really to reflect on it, free from all danger of arrest, the members of the society realized that on one point the police were entirely off the truth of things. For Mr. Yahi-Bahi, whether a thief or not, and whether he came from the Orient, or, as the police said, from Missouri, had actually succeeded in reastralizing Buddha.

Nor was anyone more emphatic on this point than Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown herself.

“For after all,” she said, “if it was not Buddha, who was it?”

And the question was never answered.


The Love Story of Mr. Peter Spillikins
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ALMOST ANY DAY, on Plutoria Avenue or thereabouts, you may see little Mr. Spillikins out walking with his four tall sons, who are practically as old as himself.

To be exact, Mr. Spillikins is twenty-four, and Bob, the oldest of the boys, must be at least twenty. Their exact ages are no longer known, because, by a dreadful accident, their mother forgot them. This was at a time when the boys were all at Mr. Wackem’s Academy for Exceptional Youths in the foothills of Tennessee, and while their mother, Mrs. Everleigh, was spending the winter on the Riviera and felt that for their own sake she must not allow herself to have the boys with her.

But now, of course, since Mrs. Everleigh has remarried and become Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins there is no need to keep them at Mr. Wackem’s any longer. Mr. Spillikins is able to look after them.

Mr. Spillikins generally wears a little top hat and an English morning coat. The boys are in Eton jackets and black trousers, which, at their mother’s wish, are kept just a little too short for them. This is because Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins feels that the day will come some day — say fifteen years hence — when the boys will no longer be children, and meantime it is so nice to feel that they are still mere boys. Bob is the eldest, but Sib the youngest is the tallest, whereas Willie the third boy is the dullest, although this has often been denied by those who claim that Gib the second boy is just a trifle duller. Thus at any rate there is a certain equality and good fellowship all round.

Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins is not to be seen walking with them. She is probably at the race-meet, being taken there by Captain Cormorant of the United States navy, which Mr. Spillikins considers very handsome of him. Every now and then the captain, being in the navy, is compelled to be at sea for perhaps a whole afternoon or even several days; in which case Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins is very generally taken to the Hunt Club or the Country Club by Lieutenant Hawk, which Mr. Spillikins regards as awfully thoughtful of him. Or if Lieutenant Hawk is also out of town for the day, as he sometimes has to be, because he is in the United States army, Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins is taken out by old Colonel Shake, who is in the State militia and who is at leisure all the time.

During their walks on Plutoria Avenue one may hear the four boys addressing Mr. Spillikins as “father” and “dad” in deep bull-frog voices.

“Say, dad,” drawls Bob, “couldn’t we all go to the ball game?”

“No. Say, dad,” says Gib, “let’s all go back to the house and play five-cent pool in the billiard-room.”

“All right, boys,” says Mr. Spillikins. And a few minutes later one may see them all hustling up the steps of the Everleigh-Spillikins’s mansion, quite eager at the prospect, and all talking together.

 

Now the whole of this daily panorama, to the eye that can read it, represents the outcome of the tangled love story of Mr. Spillikins, which culminated during the summer houseparty at Castel Casteggio, the woodland retreat of Mr. and Mrs. Newberry.

But to understand the story one must turn back a year or so to the time when Mr. Peter Spillikins used to walk on Plutoria Avenue alone, or sit in the Mausoleum Club listening to the advice of people who told him that he really ought to get married.

 

In those days the first thing that one noticed about Mr. Peter Spillikins was his exalted view of the other sex. Every time he passed a beautiful woman in the street he said to himself, “I say!” Even when he met a moderately beautiful one he murmured, “By Jove!” When an Easter hat went sailing past, or a group of summer parasols stood talking on a leafy corner, Mr. Spillikins ejaculated, “My word!” At the opera and at tango teas his projecting blue eyes almost popped out of his head.

Similarly, if he happened to be with one of his friends, he would murmur, “I say, do look at that beautiful girl,” or would exclaim, “I say, don’t look, but isn’t that an awfully pretty girl across the street?” or at the opera, “Old man, don’t let her see you looking, but do you see that lovely girl in the box opposite?”

One must add to this that Mr. Spillikins, in spite of his large and bulging blue eyes, enjoyed the heavenly gift of short sight. As a consequence he lived in a world of amazingly beautiful women. And as his mind was focused in the same way as his eyes he endowed them with all the virtues and graces which ought to adhere to fifty-dollar flowered hats and cerise parasols with ivory handles.

Nor, to do him justice, did Mr. Spillikins confine his attitude to his view of women alone. He brought it to bear on everything. Every time he went to the opera he would come away enthusiastic, saying, “By Jove, isn’t it simply splendid! Of course I haven’t the ear to appreciate it — I’m not musical, you know — but even with the little that I know, it’s great; it absolutely puts me to sleep.” And of each new novel that he bought he said, “It’s a perfectly wonderful book! Of course I haven’t the head to understand it, so I didn’t finish it, but it’s simply thrilling.” Similarly with painting, “It’s one of the most marvellous pictures I ever saw,” he would say. “Of course I’ve no eye for pictures, and I couldn’t see anything in it, but it’s wonderful!”

The career of Mr. Spillikins up to the point of which we are speaking had hitherto not been very satisfactory, or at least not from the point of view of Mr. Boulder, who was his uncle and trustee. Mr. Boulder’s first idea had been to have Mr. Spillikins attend the university. Dr. Boomer, the president, had done his best to spread abroad the idea that a university education was perfectly suitable even for the rich; that it didn’t follow that because a man was a university graduate he need either work or pursue his studies any further; that what the university aimed to do was merely to put a certain stamp upon a man. That was all. And this stamp, according to the tenor of the president’s convocation addresses, was perfectly harmless. No one ought to be afraid of it. As a result, a great many of the very best young men in the City, who had no need for education at all, were beginning to attend college. “It marked,” said Dr. Boomer, “a revolution.”

Mr. Spillikins himself was fascinated with his studies. The professors seemed to him living wonders.

“By Jove!” he said, “the professor of mathematics is a marvel. You ought to see him explaining trigonometry on the blackboard. You can’t understand a word of it.” He hardly knew which of his studies he liked best. “Physics,” he said, “is a wonderful study. I got five per cent in it. But, by Jove! I had to work for it. I’d go in for it altogether if they’d let me.”

But that was just the trouble — they wouldn’t. And so in course of time Mr. Spillikins was compelled, for academic reasons, to abandon his life work. His last words about it were, “Gad! I nearly passed in trigonometry!” and he always said afterwards that he had got a tremendous lot out of the university.

After that, as he had to leave the university, his trustee, Mr. Boulder, put Mr. Spillikins into business. It was, of course, his own business, one of the many enterprises for which Mr. Spillikins, ever since he was twenty-one, had already been signing documents and countersigning cheques. So Mr. Spillikins found himself in a mahogany office selling wholesale oil. And he liked it. He said that business sharpened one up tremendously.

“I’m afraid, Mr. Spillikins,” a caller in the mahogany office would say, “that we can’t meet you at five dollars. Four seventy is the best we can do on the present market.”

“My dear chap,” said Mr. Spillikins, “that’s all right. After all, thirty cents isn’t much, eh what? Dash it, old man, we won’t fight about thirty cents. How much do you want?”

“Well, at four seventy we’ll take twenty thousand barrels.”

“By Jove!” said Mr. Spillikins; “twenty thousand barrels. Gad! you want a lot, don’t you? Pretty big sale, eh, for a beginner like me? I guess uncle’ll be tickled to death.”

So tickled was he that after a few weeks of oil-selling Mr. Boulder urged Mr. Spillikins to retire, and wrote off many thousand dollars from the capital value of his estate.

So after this there was only one thing for Mr. Spillikins to do, and everybody told him so — namely to get married. “Spillikins,” said his friends at the club after they had taken all his loose money over the card table, “you ought to get married.”

“Think so?” said Mr. Spillikins.

Goodness knows he was willing enough. In fact, up to this point Mr. Spillikins’s whole existence had been one long aspiring sigh directed towards the joys of matrimony.

In his brief college days his timid glances had wandered by an irresistible attraction towards the seats on the right-hand side of the class room, where the girls of the first year sat, with golden pigtails down their backs, doing trigonometry.

He would have married any of them. But when a girl can work out trigonometry at sight, what use can she possibly have for marriage? None. Mr. Spillikins knew this and it kept him silent. And even when the most beautiful girl in the class married the demonstrator and thus terminated her studies in her second year, Spillikins realized that it was only because the man was, undeniably, a demonstrator and knew things.

Later on, when Spillikins went into business and into society, the same fate pursued him. He loved, for at least six months, Georgiana McTeague, the niece of the presbyterian minister of St. Osoph’s. He loved her so well that for her sake he temporarily abandoned his pew at St. Asaph’s, which was episcopalian, and listened to fourteen consecutive sermons on hell. But the affair got no further than that. Once or twice, indeed, Spillikins walked home with Georgiana from church and talked about hell with her; and once her uncle asked him into the manse for cold supper after evening service, and they had a long talk about hell all through the meal and upstairs in the sitting-room afterwards. But somehow Spillikins could get no further with it. He read up all he could about hell so as to be able to talk with Georgiana, but in the end it failed: a young minister fresh from college came and preached at St. Osoph’s six special sermons on the absolute certainty of eternal punishment, and he married Miss McTeague as a result of it.

And, meantime, Mr. Spillikins had got engaged, or practically so, to Adelina Lightleigh; not that he had spoken to her, but he considered himself bound to her. For her sake he had given up hell altogether, and was dancing till two in the morning and studying action bridge out of a book. For a time he felt so sure that she meant to have him that he began bringing his greatest friend, Edward Ruff of the college football team, of whom Spillikins was very proud, up to the Lightleighs’ residence. He specially wanted Adelina and Edward to be great friends, so that Adelina and he might ask Edward up to the house after he was married. And they got to be such great friends, and so quickly, that they were married in New York that autumn. After which Spillikins used to be invited up to the house by Edward and Adelina. They both used to tell him how much they owed him; and they, too, used to join in the chorus and say, “You know, Peter, you’re awfully silly not to get married.”

Now all this had happened and finished at about the time when the Yahi-Bahi Society ran its course. At its first meeting Mr. Spillikins had met Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown. At the very sight of her he began reading up the life of Buddha and a translation of the Upanishads so as to fit himself to aspire to live with her. Even when the society ended in disaster Mr. Spillikins’s love only burned the stronger. Consequently, as soon as he knew that Mr. and Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown were going away for the summer, and that Dulphemia was to go to stay with the Newberrys at Castel Casteggio, this latter place, the summer retreat of the Newberrys, became the one spot on earth for Mr. Peter Spillikins.

Naturally, therefore, Mr. Spillikins was presently transported to the seventh heaven when in due course of time he received a note which said, “We shall be so pleased if you can come out and spend a week or two with us here. We will send the car down to the Thursday train to meet you. We live here in the simplest fashion possible; in fact, as Mr. Newberry says, we are just roughing it, but I am sure you don’t mind for a change. Dulphemia is with us, but we are quite a small party.”

The note was signed “Margaret Newberry” and was written on heavy cream paper with a silver monogram such as people use when roughing it.

 

The Newberrys, like everybody else, went away from town in the summertime. Mr. Newberry being still in business, after a fashion, it would not have looked well for him to remain in town throughout the year. It would have created a bad impression on the market as to how much he was making.

In fact, in the early summer everybody went out of town. The few who ever revisited the place in August reported that they hadn’t seen a soul on the street.

It was a sort of longing for the simple life, for nature, that came over everybody. Some people sought it at the seaside, where nature had thrown out her broad plank walks and her long piers and her vaudeville shows. Others sought it in the heart of the country, where nature had spread her oiled motor roads and her wayside inns. Others, like the Newberrys, preferred to “rough it” in country residences of their own.

Some of the people, as already said, went for business reasons, to avoid the suspicion of having to work all the year round. Others went to Europe to avoid the reproach of living always in America. Others, perhaps most people, went for medical reasons, being sent away by their doctors. Not that they were ill; but the doctors of Plutoria Avenue, such as Doctor Slyder, always preferred to send all their patients out of town during the summer months. No well-to-do doctor cares to be bothered with them. And of course patients, even when they are anxious to go anywhere on their own account, much prefer to be sent there by their doctor.

“My dear madam,” Dr. Slyder would say to a lady who, as he knew, was most anxious to go to Virginia, “there’s really nothing I can do for you.” Here he spoke the truth. “It’s not a case of treatment. It’s simply a matter of dropping everything and going away. Now why don’t you go for a month or two to some quiet place, where you will simply do nothing?” (She never, as he knew, did anything, anyway.) “What do you say to Hot Springs, Virginia? — absolute quiet, good golf, not a soul there, plenty of tennis.” Or else he would say, “My dear madam, you’re simply worn out. Why don’t you just drop everything and go to Canada? — perfectly quiet, not a soul there, and, I believe, nowadays quite fashionable.”

Thus, after all the patients had been sent away, Dr. Slyder and his colleagues of Plutoria Avenue managed to slip away themselves for a month or two, heading straight for Paris and Vienna. There they were able, so they said, to keep in touch with what continental doctors were doing. They probably were.

Now it so happened that both the parents of Miss Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown had been sent out of town in this fashion. Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown’s distressing experience with Yahi-Bahi had left her in a condition in which she was utterly fit for nothing, except to go on a Mediterranean cruise, with about eighty other people also fit for nothing.

Mr. Rasselyer-Brown himself, though never exactly an invalid, had confessed that after all the fuss of the Yahi-Bahi business he needed bracing up, needed putting into shape, and had put himself into Dr. Slyder’s hands. The doctor had examined him, questioned him searchingly as to what he drank, and ended by prescribing port wine to be taken firmly and unflinchingly during the evening, and for the daytime, at any moment of exhaustion, a light cordial such as rye whiskey, or rum and Vichy water. In addition to which Dr. Slyder had recommended Mr. Rasselyer-Brown to leave town.

“Why don’t you go down to Nagahakett on the Atlantic?” he said.

“Is that in Maine?” said Mr. Rasselyer-Brown in horror.

“Oh, dear me, no!” answered the doctor reassuringly. “It’s in New Brunswick, Canada; excellent place, most liberal licence laws; first class cuisine and a bar in the hotel. No tourists, no golf, too cold to swim — just the place to enjoy oneself.”

So Mr. Rasselyer-Brown had gone away also, and as a result Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown, at the particular moment of which we speak, was declared by the Boudoir and Society column of the Plutorian Daily Dollar to be staying with Mr. and Mrs. Newberry at their charming retreat, Castel Casteggio.

The Newberrys belonged to the class of people whose one aim in the summer is to lead the simple life. Mr. Newberry himself said that his one idea of a vacation was to get right out into the bush, and put on old clothes, and just eat when he felt like it.

This was why he had built Castel Casteggio. It stood about forty miles from the city, out among the wooded hills on the shore of a little lake. Except for the fifteen or twenty residences like it that dotted the sides of the lake it was entirely isolated. The only way to reach it was by the motor road that wound its way among leafy hills from the railway station fifteen miles away. Every foot of the road was private property, as all nature ought to be. The whole country about Castel Casteggio was absolutely primeval, or at any rate as primeval as Scotch gardeners and French landscape artists could make it. The lake itself lay like a sparkling gem from nature’s workshop — except that they had raised the level of it ten feet, stone-banked the sides, cleared out the brush, and put a motor road round it. Beyond that it was pure nature.

Castel Casteggio itself, a beautiful house of white brick with sweeping piazzas and glittering conservatories, standing among great trees with rolling lawns broken with flower-beds as the ground sloped to the lake, was perhaps the most beautiful house of all; at any rate, it was an ideal spot to wear old clothes in, to dine early (at 7.30) and, except for tennis parties, motor-boat parties, lawn teas, and golf, to live absolutely to oneself.

It should be explained that the house was not called Castel Casteggio because the Newberrys were Italian: they were not; nor because they owned estates in Italy: they didn’t nor had travelled there: they hadn’t. Indeed, for a time they had thought of giving it a Welsh name, or a Scotch. But the beautiful country residence of the Asterisk-Thomsons had stood close by in the same primeval country was already called Penny-gw-rydd, and the woodland retreat of the Hyphen-Joneses just across the little lake was called Strathythan-na-Clee, and the charming chalet of the Wilson-Smiths was called Yodel-Dudel; so it seemed fairer to select an Italian name.

 

“By Jove! Miss Furlong, how awfully good of you to come down!”

The little suburban train — two cars only, both first class, for the train went nowhere except out into the primeval wilderness — had drawn up at the diminutive roadside station. Mr. Spillikins had alighted, and there was Miss Philippa Furlong sitting behind the chauffeur in the Newberrys’ motor. She was looking as beautiful as only the younger sister of a High Church episcopalian rector can look, dressed in white, the colour of saintliness, on a beautiful morning in July.

There was no doubt about Philippa Furlong. Her beauty was of that peculiar and almost sacred kind found only in the immediate neighbourhood of the High Church clergy. It was admitted by all who envied or admired her that she could enter a church more gracefully, move more swimmingly up the aisle, and pray better than any girl on Plutoria Avenue.

Mr. Spillikins, as he gazed at her in her white summer dress and wide picture hat, with her parasol nodding above her head, realized that after all, religion, as embodied in the younger sisters of the High Church clergy, fills a great place in the world.

“By Jove!” he repeated, “how awfully good of you!”

“Not a bit,” said Philippa. “Hop in. Dulphemia was coming, but she couldn’t. Is that all you have with you?”

The last remark was ironical. It referred to the two quite large steamer trunks of Mr. Spillikins that were being loaded, together with his suit-case, tennis racket, and golf kit, on to the fore part of the motor. Mr. Spillikins, as a young man of social experience, had roughed it before. He knew what a lot of clothes one needs for it.

So the motor sped away, and went bowling noiselessly over the oiled road, and turning corners where the green boughs of the great trees almost swished in their faces, and rounding and twisting among curves of the hills as it carried Spillikins and Philippa away from the lower domain or ordinary fields and farms up into the enchanted country of private property and the magic castles of Casteggio and Penny-gw-rydd.

Mr. Spillikins must have assured Philippa at least a dozen times in starting off how awfully good it was of her to come down in the motor; and he was so pleased at her coming to meet him that Philippa never even hinted that the truth was that she had expected somebody else on the same train. For to a girl brought up in the principles of the High Church the truth is a very sacred thing. She keeps it to herself.

And naturally, with such a sympathetic listener, it was not long before Mr. Spillikins had begun to talk of Dulphemia and his hopes.

“I don’t know whether she really cares for me or not,” said Mr. Spillikins, “but I have pretty good hope. The other day, or at least about two months ago, at one of the Yahi-Bahi meetings — you were not in that, were you?” he said breaking off.

“Only just at the beginning,” said Philippa; “we went to Bermuda.”

“Oh yes, I remember. Do you know, I thought it pretty rough at the end, especially on Ram Spudd. I liked him. I sent him two pounds of tobacco to the penitentiary last week; you can get it in to them, you know, if you know how.”

“But what were you going to say?” asked Philippa.

“Oh yes,” said Mr. Spillikins. And he realized that he had actually drifted off the topic of Dulphemia, a thing that had never happened to him before. “I was going to say that at one of the meetings, you know, I asked her if I might call her Dulphemia.”

“And what did she say to that?” asked Philippa.

“She said she didn’t care what I called her. So I think that looks pretty good, don’t you?”

“Awfully good,” said Philippa.

“And a little after that I took her slippers home from the Charity Ball at the Grand Palaver. Archie Jones took her home herself in his car, but I took her slippers. She’d forgotten them. I thought that a pretty good sign, wasn’t it? You wouldn’t let a chap carry round your slippers unless you knew him pretty well, would you, Miss Philippa?”

“Oh no, nobody would,” said Philippa. This of course, was a standing principle of the Anglican Church.

“And a little after that Dulphemia and Charlie Mostyn and I were walking to Mrs. Buncomhearst’s musical, and we’d only just started along the street, when she stopped and sent me back for her music — me, mind you, not Charlie. That seems to me awfully significant.”

“It seems to speak volumes,” said Philippa.

“Doesn’t it?” said Mr. Spillikins. “You don’t mind my telling you all about this Miss Philippa?” he added.

Incidentally Mr. Spillikins felt that it was all right to call her Miss Philippa, because she had a sister who was really Miss Furlong, so it would have been quite wrong, as Mr. Spillikins realized, to have called Miss Philippa by her surname. In any case, the beauty of the morning was against it.

“I don’t mind a bit,” said Philippa. “I think it’s awfully nice of you to tell me about it.”

She didn’t add that she knew all about it already.

“You see,” said Mr. Spillikins, “you’re so awfully sympathetic. It makes it so easy to talk to you. With other girls, especially with clever ones, even with Dulphemia. I often feel a perfect jackass beside them. But I don t feel that way with you at all.”

“Don’t you really?” said Philippa, but the honest admiration in Mr. Spillikin’s protruding blue eyes forbade a sarcastic answer.

“By Jove!” said Mr. Spillikins presently, with complete irrelevance, “I hope you don’t mind my saying it, but you look awfully well in white — stunning.” He felt that a man who was affianced, or practically so, was allowed the smaller liberty of paying honest compliments.

“Oh, this old thing,” laughed Philippa, with a contemptuous shake of her dress. “But up here, you know, we just wear anything.” She didn’t say that this old thing was only two weeks old and had cost eighty dollars, or the equivalent of one person’s pew rent at St. Asaph’s for six months.

And after that they had only time, so it seemed to Mr. Spillikins, for two or three remarks, and he had scarcely had leisure to reflect what a charming girl Philippa had grown to be since she went to Bermuda — the effect, no doubt, of the climate of those fortunate islands — when quite suddenly they rounded a curve into an avenue of nodding trees, and there were the great lawn and wide piazzas and the conservatories of Castel Casteggio right in front of them.

“Here we are,” said Philippa, “and there’s Mr. Newberry out on the lawn.”

 

“Now, here,” Mr. Newberry was saying a little later, waving his hand, “is where you get what I think the finest view of the place.”

He was standing at the corner of the lawn where it sloped, dotted with great trees, to the banks of the little lake, and was showing Mr. Spillikins the beauties of Castel Casteggio.

Mr. Newberry wore on his short circular person the summer costume of a man taking his ease and careless of dress: plain white flannel trousers, not worth more than six dollars a leg, an ordinary white silk shirt with a rolled collar, that couldn’t have cost more than fifteen dollars, and on his head an ordinary Panama hat, say forty dollars.

“By Jove!” said Mr. Spillikins, as he looked about him at the house and the beautiful lawn with its great trees, “it’s a lovely place.”

“Isn’t it?” said Mr. Newberry. “But you ought to have seen it when I took hold of it. To make the motor road alone I had to dynamite out about a hundred yards of rock, and then I fetched up cement, tons and tons of it, and boulders to buttress the embankment.”

“Did you really!” said Mr. Spillikins, looking at Mr. Newberry with great respect.

“Yes, and even that was nothing to the house itself. Do you know, I had to go at least forty feet for the foundations. First I went through about twenty feet of loose clay, after that I struck sand, and I’d no sooner got through that than, by George! I landed in eight feet of water. I had to pump it out; I think I took out a thousand gallons before I got clear down to the rock. Then I took my solid steel beams in fifty-foot lengths,” here Mr. Newberry imitated with his arms the action of a man setting up a steel beam, “and set them upright and bolted them on the rock. After that I threw my steel girders across, clapped on my roof rafters, all steel, in sixty-foot pieces, and then just held it easily, just supported it a bit, and let it sink gradually to its place.”

Mr. Newberry illustrated with his two arms the action of a huge house being allowed to sink slowly to a firm rest.

“You don’t say so!” said Mr. Spillikins, lost in amazement at the wonderful physical strength that Mr. Newberry must have.

“Excuse me just a minute,” broke off Mr. Newberry, “while I smooth out the gravel where you’re standing. You’ve rather disturbed it, I’m afraid.”

“Oh, I’m awfully sorry,” said Mr. Spillikins.

“Oh, not at all, not at all,” said his host. “I don’t mind in the least. It’s only on account of McAlister.”

“Who?” asked Mr. Spillikins.

“My gardener. He doesn’t care to have us walk on the gravel paths. It scuffs up the gravel so. But sometimes one forgets.”

It should be said here, for the sake of clearness, that one of the chief glories of Castel Casteggio lay in its servants. All of them, it goes without saying, had been brought from Great Britain. The comfort they gave to Mr. and Mrs. Newberry was unspeakable. In fact, as they themselves admitted, servants of the kind are simply not to be found in America.

“Our Scotch gardener,” Mrs. Newberry always explained “is a perfect character. I don’t know how we could get another like him. Do you know, my dear, he simply won’t allow us to pick the roses; and if any of us walk across the grass he is furious. And he positively refuses to let us use the vegetables. He told me quite plainly that if we took any of his young peas or his early cucumbers he would leave. We are to have them later on when he’s finished growing them.”

“How delightful it is to have servants of that sort,” the lady addressed would murmur; “so devoted and so different from servants on this side of the water. Just imagine, my dear, my chauffeur, when I was in Colorado, actually threatened to leave me merely because I wanted to reduce his wages. I think it’s these wretched labour unions.”

“I’m sure it is. Of course we have trouble with McAlister at times, but he’s always very reasonable when we put things in the right light. Last week, for example, I was afraid that we had gone too far with him. He is always accustomed to have a quart of beer every morning at half-past ten — the maids are told to bring it out to him, and after that he goes to sleep in the little arbour beside the tulip bed. And the other day when he went there he found that one of our guests who hadn’t been told, was actually sitting in there reading. Of course he was furious. I was afraid for the moment that he would give notice on the spot.”

“What would you have done?”

“Positively, my dear, I don’t know. But we explained to him at once that it was only an accident and that the person hadn’t known and that of course it wouldn’t occur again. After that he was softened a little, but he went off muttering to himself, and that evening he dug up all the new tulips and threw them over the fence. We saw him do it, but we didn’t dare say anything.”

“Oh no,” echoed the other lady; “if you had you might have lost him.”

“Exactly. And I don’t think we could possibly get another man like him; at least, not on this side of the water.”

 

“But come,” said Mr. Newberry, after he had finished adjusting the gravel with his foot, “there are Mrs. Newberry and the girls on the verandah. Let’s go and join them.”

A few minutes later Mr. Spillikins was talking with Mrs. Newberry and Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown, and telling Mrs. Newberry what a beautiful house she had. Beside them stood Philippa Furlong, and she had her arm around Dulphemia’s waist; and the picture that they thus made, with their heads close together, Dulphemia’s hair being golden and Philippa’s chestnut-brown, was such that Mr. Spillikins had no eyes for Mrs. Newberry nor for Castel Casteggio nor for anything. So much so that he practically didn’t see at all the little girl in green that stood unobtrusively on the further side of Mrs. Newberry. Indeed, though somebody had murmured her name in introduction, he couldn’t have repeated it if asked two minutes afterwards. His eyes and his mind were elsewhere.

But hers were not.

For the Little Girl in Green looked at Mr. Spillikins with wide eyes, and when she looked at him she saw all at once such wonderful things about him as nobody had ever seen before.

For she could see from the poise of his head how awfully clever he was; and from the way he stood with his hands in his side pockets she could see how manly and brave he must be; and of course there was firmness and strength written all over him. In short, she saw as she looked such a Peter Spillikins as truly never existed, or could exist — or at least such a Peter Spillikins as no one else in the world had ever suspected before.

All in a moment she was ever so glad that she accepted Mrs. Newberry’s invitation to Castel Casteggio and hadn’t been afraid to come. For the Little Girl in Green, whose Christian name was Norah, was only what is called a poor relation of Mrs. Newberry, and her father was a person of no account whatever, who didn’t belong to the Mausoleum Club or to any other club, and who lived, with Norah, on a street that nobody who was anybody lived upon. Norah had been asked up a few days before out of the City to give her air — which is the only thing that can be safely and freely given to poor relations. Thus she had arrived at Castel Casteggio with one diminutive trunk, so small and shabby that even the servants who carried it upstairs were ashamed of it. In it were a pair of brand new tennis shoes (at ninety cents reduced to seventy-five) and a white dress of the kind that is called “almost evening,” and such few other things as poor relations might bring with fear and trembling to join in the simple rusticity of the rich.

Thus stood Norah looking at Mr. Spillikins.

As for him, such is the contrariety of human things, he had no eyes for her at all.

“What a perfectly charming house this is,” Mr. Spillikins was saying. He always said this on such occasions, but it seemed to the Little Girl in Green that he spoke with wonderful social ease.

“I am so glad you think so,” said Mrs. Newberry (this was what she always answered); “you’ve no idea what work it has been. This year we put in all this new glass in the east conservatory, over a thousand panes. Such a tremendous business!”

“I was just telling Mr. Spillikins,” said Mr. Newberry, “about the work we had blasting out the motor road. You can see the gap where it lies better from here, I think, Spillikins. I must have exploded a ton and a half of dynamite on it.”

“By Jove!” said Mr. Spillikins; “it must be dangerous work eh? I wonder you aren’t afraid of it.”

“One simply gets used to it, that’s all,” said Newberry, shrugging his shoulders; “but of course it is dangerous. I blew up two Italians on the last job.” He paused a minute and added musingly, “Hardy fellows, the Italians. I prefer them to any other people for blasting.”

“Did you blow them up yourself?” asked Mr. Spillikins.

“I wasn’t here,” answered Mr. Newberry. “In fact, I never care to be here when I’m blasting. We go to town. But I had to foot the bill for them all the same. Quite right, too. The risk, of course, was mine, not theirs; that’s the law, you know. They cost me two thousand each.”

“But come,” said Mrs. Newberry, “I think we must go and dress for dinner. Franklin will be frightfully put out if we’re late. Franklin is our butler,” she went on, seeing that Mr. Spillikins didn’t understand the reference, “and as we brought him out from England we have to be rather careful. With a good man like Franklin one is always so afraid of losing him — and after last night we have to be doubly careful.”

“Why last night?” asked Mr. Spillikins.

“Oh, it wasn’t much,” said Mrs. Newberry. “In fact, it was merely an accident. Only it just chanced that at dinner, quite late in the meal, when we had had nearly everything (we dine very simply here, Mr. Spillikins), Mr. Newberry, who was thirsty and who wasn’t really thinking what he was saying, asked Franklin to give him a glass of hock. Franklin said at once, ‘I’m very sorry, sir, I don’t care to serve hock after the entree!’”

“And of course he was right,” said Dulphemia with emphasis. “Exactly; he was perfectly right. They know, you know. We were afraid that there might be trouble, but Mr. Newberry went and saw Franklin afterwards and he behaved very well over it. But suppose we go and dress? It’s half-past six already and we’ve only an hour.”

 

In this congenial company Mr. Spillikins spent the next three days.

Life at Castel Casteggio, as the Newberrys loved to explain, was conducted on the very simplest plan. Early breakfast, country fashion, at nine o’clock; after that nothing to eat till lunch, unless one cared to have lemonade or bottled ale sent out with a biscuit or a macaroon to the tennis court. Lunch itself was a perfectly plain midday meal, lasting till about 1.30, and consisting simply of cold meats (say four kinds) and salads, with perhaps a made dish or two, and, for anybody who cared for it, a hot steak or a chop, or both. After that one had coffee and cigarettes in the shade of the piazza and waited for afternoon tea. This latter was served at a wicker table in any part of the grounds that the gardener was not at that moment clipping, trimming, or otherwise using. Afternoon tea being over, one rested or walked on the lawn till it was time to dress for dinner.

This simple routine was broken only by irruptions of people in motors or motor boats from Penny-gw-rydd or Yodel-Dudel Chalet.

The whole thing, from the point of view of Mr. Spillikins or Dulphemia or Philippa, represented rusticity itself.

To the Little Girl in Green it seemed as brilliant as the Court of Versailles; especially evening dinner — a plain home meal as the others thought it — when she had four glasses to drink out of and used to wonder over such problems as whether you were supposed, when Franklin poured out wine, to tell him to stop or to wait till he stopped without being told to stop; and other similar mysteries, such as many people before and after have meditated upon.

During all this time Mr. Spillikins was nerving himself to propose to Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown. In fact, he spent part of his time walking up and down under the trees with Philippa Furlong and discussing with her the proposal that he meant to make, together with such topics as marriage in general and his own unworthiness.

He might have waited indefinitely had he not learned, on the third day of his visit, that Dulphemia was to go away in the morning to join her father at Nagahakett.

That evening he found the necessary nerve to speak, and the proposal in almost every aspect of it was most successful.

“By Jove!” Spillikins said to Philippa Furlong next morning, in explaining what had happened, “she was awfully nice about it. I think she must have guessed, in a way, don’t you, what I was going to say? But at any rate she was awfully nice — let me say everything I wanted, and when I explained what a fool I was, she said she didn’t think I was half such a fool as people thought me. But it’s all right. It turns out that she isn’t thinking of getting married. I asked her if I might always go on thinking of her, and she said I might.”

And that morning when Dulphemia was carried off in the motor to the station, Mr. Spillikins, without exactly being aware how he had done it, had somehow transferred himself to Philippa.

“Isn’t she a splendid girl!” he said at least ten times a day to Norah, the Little Girl in Green. And Norah always agreed, because she really thought Philippa a perfectly wonderful creature. There is no doubt that, but for a slight shift of circumstances, Mr. Spillikins would have proposed to Miss Furlong. Indeed, he spent a good part of his time rehearsing little speeches that began, “Of course I know I’m an awful ass in a way,” or, “Of course I know that I’m not at all the sort of fellow,” and so on.

But not one of them ever was delivered.

For it so happened that on the Thursday, one week after Mr. Spillikins’s arrival, Philippa went again to the station in the motor. And when she came back there was another passenger with her, a tall young man in tweed, and they both began calling out to the Newberrys from a distance of at least a hundred yards.

And both the Newberrys suddenly exclaimed, “Why, it’s Tom!” and rushed off to meet the motor. And there was such a laughing and jubilation as the two descended and carried Tom’s valises to the verandah, that Mr. Spillikins felt as suddenly and completely out of it as the Little Girl in Green herself — especially as his ear had caught, among the first things said, the words, “Congratulate us, Mrs. Newberry, we’re engaged.”

After which Mr. Spillikins had the pleasure of sitting and listening while it was explained in wicker chairs on the verandah, that Philippa and Tom had been engaged already for ever so long — in fact, nearly two weeks, only they had agreed not to say a word to anybody till Tom had gone to North Carolina and back, to see his people.

And as to who Tom was, or what was the relation between Tom and the Newberrys, Mr. Spillikins neither knew or cared; nor did it interest him in the least that Philippa had met Tom in Bermuda, and that she hadn’t known that he even knew the Newberry’s nor any other of the exuberant disclosures of the moment. In fact, if there was any one period rather than another when Mr. Spillikins felt corroborated in his private view of himself, it was at this moment.

So the next day Tom and Philippa vanished together.

“We shall be quite a small party now,” said Mrs. Newberry; “in fact, quite by ourselves till Mrs. Everleigh comes, and she won’t be here for a fortnight.”

At which the heart of the Little Girl in Green was glad, because she had been afraid that other girls might be coming, whereas she knew that Mrs. Everleigh was a widow with four sons and must be ever so old, past forty.

The next few days were spent by Mr. Spillikins almost entirely in the society of Norah. He thought them on the whole rather pleasant days, but slow. To her they were an uninterrupted dream of happiness never to be forgotten.

The Newberrys left them to themselves; not with any intent; it was merely that they were perpetually busy walking about the grounds of Castel Casteggio, blowing up things with dynamite, throwing steel bridges over gullies, and hoisting heavy timber with derricks. Nor were they to blame for it. For it had not always been theirs to command dynamite and control the forces of nature. There had been a time, now long ago, when the two Newberrys had lived, both of them, on twenty dollars a week, and Mrs. Newberry had made her own dresses, and Mr. Newberry had spent vigorous evenings in making hand-made shelves for their sitting-room. That was long ago, and since then Mr. Newberry, like many other people of those earlier days, had risen to wealth and Castel Casteggio, while others, like Norah’s father, had stayed just where they were.

So the Newberrys left Peter and Norah to themselves all day. Even after dinner, in the evening, Mr. Newberry was very apt to call to his wife in the dusk from some distant corner of the lawn:

“Margaret, come over here and tell me if you don’t think we might cut down this elm, tear the stump out by the roots, and throw it into the ravine.”

And the answer was, “One minute, Edward; just wait till I get a wrap.”

Before they came back, the dusk had grown to darkness, and they had redynamited half the estate.

During all of which time Mr. Spillikins sat with Norah on the piazza. He talked and she listened. He told her, for instance, all about his terrific experiences in the oil business, and about his exciting career at college; or presently they went indoors and Norah played the piano and Mr. Spillikins sat and smoked and listened. In such a house as the Newberry’s, where dynamite and the greater explosives were everyday matters, a little thing like the use of tobacco in the drawing-room didn’t count. As for the music, “Go right ahead,” said Mr. Spillikins; “I’m not musical, but I don’t mind music a bit.”

In the daytime they played tennis. There was a court at one end of the lawn beneath the trees, all chequered with sunlight and mingled shadow; very beautiful, Norah thought, though Mr. Spillikins explained that the spotted light put him off his game. In fact, it was owing entirely to this bad light that Mr. Spillikins’s fast drives, wonderful though they were, somehow never got inside the service court.

Norah, of course, thought Mr. Spillikins a wonderful player. She was glad — in fact, it suited them both — when he beat her six to nothing. She didn’t know and didn’t care that there was no one else in the world that Mr. Spillikins could beat like that. Once he even said to her.

“By Gad! you don’t play half a bad game, you know. I think you know, with practice you’d come on quite a lot.”

After that the games were understood to be more or less in the form of lessons, which put Mr. Spillikins on a pedestal of superiority, and allowed any bad strokes on his part to be viewed as a form of indulgence.

Also, as the tennis was viewed in this light, it was Norah’s part to pick up the balls at the net and throw them back to Mr. Spillikins. He let her do this, not from rudeness, for it wasn’t in him, but because in such a primeval place as Castel Casteggio the natural primitive relation of the sexes is bound to reassert itself.

But of love Mr. Spillikins never thought. He had viewed it so eagerly and so often from a distance that when it stood here modestly at his very elbow he did not recognize its presence. His mind had been fashioned, as it were, to connect love with something stunning and sensational, with Easter hats and harem skirts and the luxurious consciousness of the unattainable.

Even at that, there is no knowing what might have happened. Tennis, in the chequered light of sun and shadow cast by summer leaves, is a dangerous game. There came a day when they were standing one each side of the net and Mr. Spillikins was explaining to Norah the proper way to hold a racquet so as to be able to give those magnificent backhand sweeps of his, by which he generally drove the ball halfway to the lake; and explaining this involved putting his hand right over Norah’s on the handle of the racquet, so that for just half a second her hand was clasped tight in his; and if that half-second had been lengthened out into a whole second it is quite possible that what was already subconscious in his mind would have broken its way triumphantly to the surface, and Norah’s hand would have stayed in his — how willingly — ! for the rest of their two lives.

But just at that moment Mr. Spillikins looked up, and he said in quite an altered tone.

“By Jove! who’s that awfully good-looking woman getting out of the motor?”

And their hands unclasped. Norah looked over towards the house and said:

“Why, it’s Mrs. Everleigh. I thought she wasn’t coming for another week.”

“I say,” said Mr. Spillikins, straining his short sight to the uttermost, “what perfectly wonderful golden hair, eh?” “Why, it’s—” Norah began, and then she stopped. It didn’t seem right to explain that Mrs. Everleigh’s hair was dyed. “And who’s that tall chap standing beside her?” said Mr. Spillikins.

“I think it’s Captain Cormorant, but I don’t think he’s going to stay. He’s only brought her up in the motor from town.” “By Jove, how good of him!” said Spillikins; and this sentiment in regard to Captain Cormorant, though he didn’t know it, was to become a keynote of his existence.

“I didn’t know she was coming so soon,” said Norah, and there was weariness already in her heart. Certainly she didn’t know it; still less did she know, or anyone else, that the reason of Mrs. Everleigh’s coming was because Mr. Spillikins was there. She came with a set purpose, and she sent Captain Cormorant directly back in the motor because she didn’t want him on the premises.

“Oughtn’t we to go up to the house?” said Norah.

“All right,” said Mr. Spillikins with great alacrity, “let’s go.”

 

Now as this story began with the information that Mrs. Everleigh is at present Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins, there is no need to pursue in detail the stages of Mr. Spillikins’s wooing. Its course was swift and happy. Mr. Spillikins, having seen the back of Mrs. Everleigh’s head, had decided instantly that she was the most beautiful woman in the world; and that impression is not easily corrected in the half-light of a shaded drawing-room; nor across a dinner-table lighted only with candles with deep red shades; nor even in the daytime through a veil. In any case, it is only fair to state that if Mrs. Everleigh was not and is not a singularly beautiful woman, Mr. Spillikins still doesn’t know it. And in point of attraction the homage of such experts as Captain Cormorant and Lieutenant Hawk speaks for itself.

So the course of Mr. Spillikins’s love, for love it must have been, ran swiftly to its goal. Each stage of it was duly marked by his comments to Norah.

“She is a splendid woman,” he said, “so sympathetic. She always seems to know just what one’s going to say.”

So she did, for she was making him say it.

“By Jove!” he said a day later, “Mrs. Everleigh’s an awfully fine woman, isn’t she? I was telling her about my having been in the oil business for a little while, and she thinks that I’d really be awfully good in money things. She said she wished she had me to manage her money for her.”

This also was quite true, except that Mrs. Everleigh had not made it quite clear that the management of her money was of the form generally known as deficit financing. In fact, her money was, very crudely stated, nonexistent, and it needed a lot of management.

A day or two later Mr. Spillikins was saying, “I think Mrs. Everleigh must have had great sorrow, don’t you? Yesterday she was showing me a photograph of her little boy — she has a little boy you know—”

“Yes, I know,” said Norah. She didn’t add that she knew that Mrs. Everleigh had four.

“ — and she was saying how awfully rough it is having him always away from her at Dr. Something’s academy where he is.”

And very soon after that Mr. Spillikins was saying, with quite a quaver in his voice,

“By Jove! yes, I’m awfully lucky; I never thought for a moment that she’d have me, you know — a woman like her, with so much attention and everything. I can’t imagine what she sees in me.”

Which was just as well.

And then Mr. Spillikins checked himself, for he noticed — this was on the verandah in the morning — that Norah had a hat and jacket on and that the motor was rolling towards the door.

“I say,” he said, “are you going away?”

“Yes, didn’t you know?” Norah said. “I thought you heard them speaking of it at dinner last night. I have to go home; father’s alone, you know.”

“Oh, I’m awfully sorry,” said Mr. Spillikins; “we shan’t have any more tennis.”

“Goodbye,” said Norah, and as she said it and put out her hand there were tears brimming up into her eyes. But Mr. Spillikins, being short of sight, didn’t see them.

“Goodbye,” he said.

Then as the motor carried her away he stood for a moment in a sort of reverie. Perhaps certain things that might have been rose unformed and inarticulate before his mind. And then, a voice called from the drawing-room within, in a measured and assured tone,

“Peter, darling, where are you?”

“Coming,” cried Mr. Spillikins, and he came.

 

On the second day of the engagement Mrs. Everleigh showed to Peter a little photograph in a brooch.

“This is Gib, my second little boy,” she said.

Mr. Spillikins started to say, “I didn’t know—” and then checked himself and said, “By Gad! what a fine-looking little chap, eh? I’m awfully fond of boys.”

“Dear little fellow, isn’t he?” said Mrs. Everleigh. “He’s really rather taller than that now, because this picture was taken a little while ago.”

And the next day she said, “This is Willie, my third boy,” and on the day after that she said, “This is Sib, my youngest boy; I’m sure you’ll love him.”

“I’m sure I shall,” said Mr. Spillikins. He loved him already for being the youngest.

 

And so in the fulness of time — nor was it so very full either, in fact, only about five weeks — Peter Spillikins and Mrs. Everleigh were married in St. Asaph’s Church on Plutoria Avenue. And the wedding was one of the most beautiful and sumptuous of the weddings of the September season. There were flowers, and bridesmaids in long veils, and tall ushers in frock-coats, and awnings at the church door, and strings of motors with wedding-favours on imported chauffeurs, and all that goes to invest marriage on Plutoria Avenue with its peculiar sacredness. The face of the young rector, Mr. Fareforth Furlong, wore the added saintliness that springs from a five-hundred dollar fee. The whole town was there, or at least everybody that was anybody; and if there was one person absent, one who sat by herself in the darkened drawing-room of a dull little house on a shabby street, who knew or cared?

So after the ceremony the happy couple — for were they not so? — left for New York. There they spent their honeymoon. They had thought of going — it was Mr. Spillikins’s idea — to the coast of Maine. But Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins said that New York was much nicer, so restful, whereas, as everyone knows, the coast of Maine is frightfully noisy.

Moreover, it so happened that before the Everleigh-Spillikinses had been more than four or five days in New York the ship of Captain Cormorant dropped anchor in the Hudson; and when the anchor of that ship was once down it generally stayed there. So the captain was able to take the Everleigh-Spillikinses about in New York, and to give a tea for Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins on the deck of his vessel so that she might meet the officers, and another tea in a private room of a restaurant on Fifth Avenue so that she might meet no one but himself.

And at this tea Captain Cormorant said, among other things, “Did he kick up rough at all when you told him about the money?”

And Mrs. Everleigh, now Mrs. Everleigh-Spillikins, said, “Not he! I think he is actually pleased to know that I haven’t any. Do you know, Arthur, he’s really an awfully good fellow,” and as she said it she moved her hand away from under Captain Cormorant’s on the tea-table.

“I say,” said the Captain, “don’t get sentimental over him.”

 

So that is how it is that the Everleigh-Spillikinses came to reside on Plutoria Avenue in a beautiful stone house, with a billiard-room in an extension on the second floor. Through the windows of it one can almost hear the click of the billiard balls, and a voice saying, “Hold on, father, you had your shot.”


The Rival Churches of St. Asaph and St. Osoph
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THE CHURCH OF St. Asaph, more properly call St. Asaph’s in the Fields, stands among the elm trees of Plutoria Avenue opposite the university, its tall spire pointing to the blue sky. Its rector is fond of saying that it seems to him to point, as it were, a warning against the sins of a commercial age. More particularly does he say this in his Lenten services at noonday, when the businessmen sit in front of him in rows, their bald heads uncovered and their faces stamped with contrition as they think of mergers that they should have made, and real estate that they failed to buy for lack of faith.

The ground on which St. Asaph’s stands is worth seven dollars and a half a foot. The mortgagees, as they kneel in prayer in their long frock-coats, feel that they have built upon a rock. It is a beautifully appointed church. There are windows with priceless stained glass that were imported from Normandy, the rector himself swearing out the invoices to save the congregation the grievous burden of the customs duty. There is a pipe organ in the transept that cost ten thousand dollars to install. The debenture-holders, as they join in the morning anthem, love to hear the dulcet notes of the great organ and to reflect that it is as good as new. Just behind the church is St. Asaph’s Sunday School, with a ten-thousand dollar mortgage of its own. And below that again on the side street, is the building of the Young Men’s Guild with a bowling-alley and a swimming-bath deep enough to drown two young men at a time, and a billiard-room with seven tables. It is the rector’s boast that with a Guild House such as that there is no need for any young man of the congregation to frequent a saloon. Nor is there.

And on Sunday mornings, when the great organ plays, and the mortgagees and the bond-holders and the debenture-holders and the Sunday school teachers and the billiard-markers all lift up their voices together, there is emitted from St. Asaph’s a volume of praise that is practically as fine and effective as paid professional work.

St. Asaph’s is episcopal. As a consequence it has in it and about it all those things which go to make up the episcopal church — brass tablets let into its walls, blackbirds singing in its elm trees, parishioners who dine at eight o’clock, and a rector who wears a little crucifix and dances the tango.

On the other hand, there stands upon the same street, not a hundred yards away, the rival church of St. Osoph — presbyterian down to its very foundations in bed-rock, thirty feet below the level of the avenue. It has a short, squat tower — and a low roof, and its narrow windows are glazed with frosted glass. It has dark spruce trees instead of elms, crows instead of blackbirds, and a gloomy minister with a shovel hat who lectures on philosophy on week-days at the university. He loves to think that his congregation are made of the lowly and the meek in spirit, and to reflect that, lowly and meek as they are, there are men among them that could buy out half the congregation of St. Asaph’s.

St. Osoph’s is only presbyterian in a special sense. It is, in fact, too presbyterian to be any longer connected with any other body whatsoever. It seceded some forty years ago from the original body to which it belonged, and later on, with three other churches, it seceded from the group of seceding congregations. Still later it fell into a difference with the three other churches on the question of eternal punishment, the word “eternal” not appearing to the elders of St. Osoph’s to designate a sufficiently long period. The dispute ended in a secession which left the church of St. Osoph practically isolated in a world of sin whose approaching fate it neither denied nor deplored.

In one respect the rival churches of Plutoria Avenue had had a similar history. Each of them had moved up by successive stages from the lower and poorer parts of the city. Forty years ago St. Asaph’s had been nothing more than a little frame church with a tin spire, away in the west of the slums, and St. Osoph’s a square, diminutive building away in the east. But the site of St. Asaph’s had been bought by a brewing company, and the trustees, shrewd men of business, themselves rising into wealth, had rebuilt it right in the track of the advancing tide of a real estate boom. The elders of St. Osoph, quiet men, but illumined by an inner light, had followed suit and moved their church right against the side of an expanding distillery. Thus both the churches, as decade followed decade, made their way up the slope of the City till St. Asaph’s was presently gloriously expropriated by the street railway company, and planted its spire in triumph on Plutoria Avenue itself. But St. Osoph’s followed. With each change of site it moved nearer and nearer to St. Asaph’s. Its elders were shrewd men. With each move of their church they took careful thought in the rebuilding. In the manufacturing district it was built with sixteen windows on each side and was converted at a huge profit into a bicycle factory. On the residential street it was made long and deep and was sold to a moving-picture company without the alteration of so much as a pew. As a last step a syndicate, formed among the members of the congregation themselves, bought ground on Plutoria Avenue, and sublet it to themselves as a site for the church, at a nominal interest of five per cent per annum, payable nominally every three months and secured by a nominal mortgage.

As the two churches moved, their congregations, or at least all that was best of them — such members as were sharing in the rising fortunes of the City — moved also, and now for some six or seven years the two churches and the two congregations had confronted one another among the elm trees of the Avenue opposite to the university.

But at this point the fortunes of the churches had diverged. St. Asaph’s was a brilliant success; St. Osoph’s was a failure. Even its own trustees couldn’t deny it. At a time when St. Asaph’s was not only paying its interest but showing a handsome surplus on everything it undertook, the church of St. Osoph was moving steadily backwards.

There was no doubt, of course, as to the cause. Everybody knew it. It was simply a question of men, and, as everybody said, one had only to compare the two men conducting the churches to see why one succeeded and the other failed.

The Reverend Edward Fareforth Furlong of St. Asaph’s was a man who threw his whole energy into his parish work. The subtleties of theological controversy he left to minds less active than his own. His creed was one of works rather than of words, and whatever he was doing he did it with his whole heart. Whether he was lunching at the Mausoleum Club with one of his church wardens, or playing the flute — which he played as only the episcopal clergy can play it — accompanied on the harp by one of the fairest of the ladies of his choir, or whether he was dancing the new episcopal tango with the younger daughters of the elder parishioners, he threw himself into it with all his might. He could drink tea more gracefully and play tennis better than any clergyman on this side of the Atlantic. He could stand beside the white stone font of St. Asaph’s in his long white surplice holding a white-robed infant, worth half a million dollars, looking as beautifully innocent as the child itself, and drawing from every matron of the congregation with unmarried daughters the despairing cry, “What a pity that he has no children of his own!”

Equally sound was his theology. No man was known to preach shorter sermons or to explain away the book of Genesis more agreeably than the rector of St. Asaph’s; and if he found it necessary to refer to the Deity he did so under the name of Jehovah or Jah, or even Yaweh in a manner calculated not to hurt the sensitiveness of any of the parishioners. People who would shudder at brutal talk of the older fashion about the wrath of God listened with well-bred interest to a sermon on the personal characteristics of Jah. In the same way Mr. Furlong always referred to the devil, not as Satan but as Su or Swa, which took all the sting out of him. Beelzebub he spoke of as Behel-Zawbab, which rendered him perfectly harmless. The Garden of Eden he spoke of as the Paradeisos, which explained it entirely; the flood as the Diluvium, which cleared it up completely; and Jonah he named, after the correct fashion Jon Nah, which put the whole situation (his being swallowed by Baloo or the Great Lizard) on a perfectly satisfactory footing. Hell itself was spoken of as She-ol, and it appeared that it was not a place of burning, but rather of what one might describe as moral torment. This settled She-ol once and for all: nobody minds moral torment. In short, there was nothing in the theological system of Mr. Furlong that need have occasioned in any of his congregation a moment’s discomfort.

There could be no greater contrast with Mr. Fareforth Furlong than the minister of St. Osoph’s, the Rev. Dr. McTeague, who was also honorary professor of philosophy at the university. The one was young, the other was old; the one could dance the other could not; the one moved about at church picnics and lawn teas among a bevy of disciples in pink and blue sashes; the other moped around under the trees of the university campus with blinking eyes that saw nothing and an abstracted mind that had spent fifty years in trying to reconcile Hegel with St. Paul, and was still busy with it. Mr. Furlong went forward with the times; Dr. McTeague slid quietly backwards with the centuries.

Dr. McTeague was a failure, and all his congregation knew it. “He is not up to date,” they said. That was his crowning sin. “He don’t go forward any,” said the business members of the congregation. “That old man believes just exactly the same sort of stuff now that he did forty years ago. What’s more, he preaches it. You can’t run a church that way, can you?”

His trustees had done their best to meet the difficulty. They had offered Dr. McTeague a two-years’ vacation to go and see the Holy Land. He refused; he said he could picture it. They reduced his salary by fifty per cent; he never noticed it. They offered him an assistant; but he shook his head, saying that he didn’t know where he could find a man to do just the work that he was doing. Meantime he mooned about among the trees concocting a mixture of St. Paul with Hegel, three parts to one, for his Sunday sermon, and one part to three for his Monday lecture.

No doubt it was his dual function that was to blame for his failure. And this, perhaps, was the fault of Dr. Boomer, the president of the university. Dr. Boomer, like all university presidents of today, belonged to the presbyterian church; or rather, to state it more correctly, he included presbyterianism within himself. He was of course, a member of the board of management of St. Osoph’s and it was he who had urged, very strongly, the appointment of Dr. McTeague, then senior professor of philosophy, as minister.

“A saintly man,” he said, “the very man for the post. If you should ask me whether he is entirely at home as a professor of philosophy on our staff at the university, I should be compelled to say no. We are forced to admit that as a lecturer he does not meet our views. He appears to find it difficult to keep religion out of his teaching. In fact, his lectures are suffused with a rather dangerous attempt at moral teaching which is apt to contaminate our students. But in the Church I should imagine that would be, if anything, an advantage. Indeed, if you were to come to me and say, ‘Boomer, we wish to appoint Dr. McTeague as our minister,’ I should say, quite frankly, ‘Take him.’”

So Dr. McTeague had been appointed. Then, to the surprise of everybody he refused to give up his lectures in philosophy. He said he felt a call to give them. The salary, he said, was of no consequence. He wrote to Mr. Furlong senior (the father of the episcopal rector and honorary treasurer of the Plutoria University) and stated that he proposed to give his lectures for nothing. The trustees of the college protested; they urged that the case might set a dangerous precedent which other professors might follow. While fully admitting that Dr. McTeague’s lectures were well worth giving for nothing, they begged him to reconsider his offer. But he refused; and from that day on, in spite of all offers that he should retire on double his salary, that he should visit the Holy Land, or Syria, or Armenia, where the dreadful massacres of Christians were taking place, Dr. McTeague clung to his post with a tenacity worthy of the best traditions of Scotland. His only internal perplexity was that he didn’t see how, when the time came for him to die, twenty or thirty years hence, they would ever be able to replace him. Such was the situation of the two churches on a certain beautiful morning in June, when an unforeseen event altered entirely the current of their fortunes.

 

“No, thank you, Juliana,” said the young rector to his sister across the breakfast table — and there was something as near to bitterness in his look as his saintly, smooth-shaven face was capable of reflecting— “no, thank you, no more porridge. Prunes? no, no, thank you; I don’t think I care for any. And, by the way,” he added, “don’t bother to keep any lunch for me. I have a great deal of business — that is, of work in the parish — to see to, and I must just find time to get a bite of something to eat when and where I can.”

In his own mind he was resolving that the place should be the Mausoleum Club and the time just as soon as the head waiter would serve him.

After which the Reverend Edward Fareforth Furlong bowed his head for a moment in a short, silent blessing — the one prescribed by the episcopal church in America for a breakfast of porridge and prunes.

It was their first breakfast together, and it spoke volumes to the rector. He knew what it implied. It stood for his elder sister Juliana’s views on the need of personal sacrifice as a means of grace. The rector sighed as he rose. He had never missed his younger sister Philippa, now married and departed, so keenly. Philippa had had opinions of her own on bacon and eggs and on lamb chops with watercress as a means of stimulating the soul. But Juliana was different. The rector understood now exactly why it was that his father had exclaimed, on the news of Philippa’s engagement, without a second’s hesitation, “Then, of course, Juliana must live with you! Nonsense, my dear boy, nonsense! It’s my duty to spare her to you. After all, I can always eat at the club; they can give me a bite of something or other, surely. To a man of my age, Edward, food is really of no consequence. No, no; Juliana must move into the rectory at once.”

The rector’s elder sister rose. She looked tall and sallow and forbidding in the plain black dress that contrasted sadly with the charming clerical costumes of white and pink and the broad episcopal hats with flowers in them that Philippa used to wear for morning work in the parish.

“For what time shall I order dinner?” she asked. “You and Philippa used to have it at half-past seven, did you not? Don’t you think that rather too late?”

“A trifle perhaps,” said the rector uneasily. He didn’t care to explain to Juliana that it was impossible to get home any earlier from the kind of the dansant that everybody was giving just now. “But don’t trouble about dinner. I may be working very late. If I need anything to eat I shall get a biscuit and some tea at the Guild Rooms, or—”

He didn’t finish the sentence, but in his mind he added, “or else a really first-class dinner at the Mausoleum Club, or at the Newberrys’ or the Rasselyer-Browns’ — anywhere except here.”

“If you are going, then,” said Juliana, “may I have the key of the church.”

A look of pain passed over the rector’s face. He knew perfectly well what Juliana wanted the key for. She meant to go into his church and pray in it.

The rector of St. Asaph’s was, he trusted, as broad-minded a man as an Anglican clergyman ought to be. He had no objection to any reasonable use of his church — for a thanksgiving festival or for musical recitals for example — but when it came to opening up the church and using it to pray in, the thing was going a little too far. What was more, he had an idea from the look on Juliana’s face that she meant to pray for him. This, for a clergy man, was hard to bear. Philippa, like the good girl that she was, had prayed only for herself, and then only at the proper times and places, and in a proper praying costume. The rector began to realize what difficulties it might make for a clergyman to have a religious sister as his house-mate.

But he was never a man for unseemly argument. “It is hanging in my study,” he said.

And with that the Rev. Fareforth Furlong passed into the hall took up the simple silk hat, the stick and gloves of the working clergyman and walked out on to the avenue to begin his day’s work in the parish.

The rector’s parish viewed in its earthly aspect, was a singularly beautiful place. For it extended all along Plutoria Avenue, where the street is widest and the elm trees are at their leafiest and the motors at their very drowsiest. It lay up and down the shaded side streets of the residential district, darkened with great chestnuts and hushed in a stillness that was almost religion itself. There was not a house in the parish assessed at less than twenty-five thousand, and in very heart of it the Mausoleum Club, with its smooth white stone and its Grecian architecture, carried one back to the ancient world and made one think of Athens and of Paul preaching on Mars Hill. It was, all considered, a splendid thing to fight sin in such a parish and to keep it out of it. For kept out it was. One might look the length and breadth of the broad avenue and see no sign of sin all along it. There was certainly none in the smooth faces of the chauffeurs trundling their drowsy motors; no sign of it in the expensive children paraded by imported nursemaids in the chequered light of the shaded street; least of all was there any sign of it in the Stock Exchange members of the congregation as they walked along side by side to their lunch at the Mausoleum Club, their silk hats nodding together in earnest colloquy on Shares Preferred and Profits Undivided. So might have walked, so must have walked, the very Fathers of the Church themselves.

Whatever sin there was in the City was shoved sideways into the roaring streets of commerce where the elevated railway ran, and below that again into the slums. Here there must have been any quantity of sin. The rector of St. Asaph’s was certain of it. Many of the richer of his parishioners had been down in parties late at night to look at it, and the ladies of his congregation were joined together into all sorts of guilds and societies and bands of endeavour for stamping it out and driving it under or putting it into jail till it surrendered.

But the slums lay outside the rector’s parish. He had no right to interfere. They were under the charge of a special mission or auxiliary, a remnant of the St. Asaph’s of the past, placed under the care of a divinity student, at four hundred dollars per annum. His charge included all the slums and three police courts and two music halls and the City jail. One Sunday afternoon in every three months the rector and several ladies went down and sang hymns for him in his mission-house. But his work was really very easy. A funeral, for example, at the mission, was a simple affair, meaning nothing more than the preparation of a plain coffin and a glassless hearse and the distribution of a few artificial everlasting flowers to women crying in their aprons; a thing easily done: whereas in St. Asaph’s parish, where all the really important souls were, a funeral was a large event, requiring taste and tact, and a nice shading of delicacy in distinguishing mourners from beneficiaries, and private grief from business representation at the ceremony. A funeral with a plain coffin and a hearse was as nothing beside an interment, with a casket smothered in hot-house syringas, borne in a coach and followed by special reporters from the financial papers.

It appeared to the rector afterwards as almost a shocking coincidence that the first person whom he met upon the avenue should have been the Rev. Dr. McTeague himself. Mr. Furlong gave him the form of amiable “good morning” that the episcopal church always extends to those in error. But he did not hear it. The minister’s head was bent low, his eyes gazed into vacancy, and from the movements of his lips and from the fact that he carried a leather case of notes, he was plainly on his way to his philosophical lecture. But the rector had no time to muse upon the abstracted appearance of his rival. For, as always happened to him, he was no sooner upon the street than his parish work of the day began. In fact, he had hardly taken a dozen steps after passing Dr. McTeague when he was brought up standing by two beautiful parishioners with pink parasols.

“Oh, Mr. Furlong,” exclaimed one of them, “so fortunate to happen to catch you; we were just going into the rectory to consult you. Should the girls — for the lawn tea for the Guild on Friday, you know — wear white dresses with light blue sashes all the same, or do you think we might allow them to wear any coloured sashes that they like? What do you think?”

This was an important problem. In fact, there was a piece of parish work here that it took the Reverend Fareforth half an hour to attend to standing the while in earnest colloquy with the two ladies under the shadow of the elm trees. But a clergyman must never be grudging of his time.

“Goodbye then,” they said at last. “Are you coming to the Browning Club this morning? Oh, so sorry! but we shall see you at the musicale this afternoon, shall we not?”

“Oh, I trust so,” said the rector.

“How dreadfully hard he works,” said the ladies to one another as they moved away.

Thus slowly and with many interruptions the rector made his progress along the avenue. At times he stopped to permit a pink-cheeked infant in a perambulator to beat him with a rattle while he inquired its age of an episcopal nurse, gay with flowing ribbons. He lifted his hat to the bright parasols of his parishioners passing in glistening motors, bowed to episcopalians, nodded amiably to presbyterians, and even acknowledged with his lifted hat the passing of persons of graver forms of error.

Thus he took his way along the avenue and down a side street towards the business district of the City, until just at the edge of it, where the trees were about to stop and the shops were about to begin, he found himself at the door of the Hymnal Supply Corporation, Limited. The premises as seen from the outside combined the idea of an office with an ecclesiastical appearance. The door was as that of a chancel or vestry; there was a large plate-glass window filled with Bibles and Testaments, all spread open and showing every variety of language in their pages. These were marked, Arabic, Syriac, Coptic, Ojibway, Irish and so forth. On the window in small white lettering were the words, HYMNAL SUPPLY CORPORATION, and below that, HOSANNA PIPE AND STEAM ORGAN INCORPORATED, and Still lower the legend BIBLE SOCIETY OF THE GOOD SHEPHERD LIMITED.

There was no doubt of the sacred character of the place. Here laboured Mr. Furlong senior, the father of the Rev. Edward Fareforth. He was a man of many activities; president and managing director of the companies just mentioned, trustee and secretary of St. Asaph’s, honorary treasurer of the university, etc.; and each of his occupations and offices was marked by something of a supramundane character, something higher than ordinary business. His different official positions naturally overlapped and brought him into contact with himself from a variety of angles. Thus he sold himself hymn books at a price per thousand, made as a business favour to himself, negotiated with himself the purchase of the ten-thousand-dollar organ (making a price on it to himself that he begged himself to regard as confidential), and as treasurer of the college he sent himself an informal note of enquiry asking if he knew of any sound investment for the annual deficit of the college funds, a matter of some sixty thousand dollars a year, which needed very careful handling. Any man — and there are many such — who has been concerned with business dealings of this sort with himself realizes that they are more satisfactory than any other kind.

To what better person, then, could the rector of St. Asaph’s bring the quarterly accounts and statements of his church than to Mr. Furlong senior.

The outer door was opened to the rector by a sanctified boy with such a face as is only found in the choirs of the episcopal church. In an outer office through which the rector passed were two sacred stenographers with hair as golden as the daffodils of Sheba, copying confidential letters on absolutely noiseless typewriters. They were making offers of Bibles in half-car-load lots at two and a half per cent reduction, offering to reduce St. Mark by two cents on condition of immediate export, and to lay down St. John f.o.b. San Francisco for seven cents, while regretting that they could deliver fifteen thousand Rock of Ages in Missouri on no other terms than cash.

The sacred character of their work lent them a preoccupation beautiful to behold.

In the room beyond them was a white-haired confidential clerk, venerable as the Song of Solomon, and by him Mr. Fareforth Furlong was duly shown into the office of his father.

“Good morning, Edward,” said Mr. Furlong senior, as he shook hands. “I was expecting you. And while I think of it, I have just had a letter from Philippa. She and Tom will be home in two or three weeks. She writes from Egypt. She wishes me to tell you, as no doubt you have already anticipated, that she thinks she can hardly continue to be a member of the congregation when they come back. No doubt you felt this yourself?”

“Oh, entirely,” said the rector. “Surely in matters of belief a wife must follow her husband.”

“Exactly; especially as Tom’s uncles occupy the position they do with regard to—” Mr. Furlong jerked his head backwards and pointed with his thumb over his shoulder in a way that his son knew was meant to indicate St. Osoph’s Church.

The Overend brothers, who were Tom’s uncles (his name being Tom Overend) were, as everybody knew, among the principal supporters of St. Osoph’s. Not that they were, by origin, presbyterians. But they were self-made men, which put them once and for all out of sympathy with such a place as St. Asaph’s. “We made ourselves,” the two brothers used to repeat in defiance of the catechism of the Anglican Church. They never wearied of explaining how Mr. Dick, the senior brother, had worked overtime by day to send Mr. George, the junior brother, to school by night, and how Mr. George had then worked overtime by night to send Mr. Dick to school by day. Thus they had come up the business ladder hand over hand, landing later on in life on the platform of success like two corpulent acrobats, panting with the strain of it. “For years,” Mr. George would explain, “we had father and mother to keep as well; then they died, and Dick and me saw daylight.” By which he meant no harm at all, but only stated a fact, and concealed the virtue of it.

And being self-made men they made it a point to do what they could to lessen the importance of such an institution as St. Asaph’s Church. By the same contrariety of nature the two Overend brothers (their business name was Overend Brothers, Limited) were supporters of the dissentient Young Men’s Guild, and the second or rival University Settlement, and of anything or everything that showed a likelihood of making trouble. On this principle they were warm supporters and friends of the Rev. Dr. McTeague. The minister had even gone so far as to present to the brothers a copy of his philosophical work “McTeague’s Exposition of the Kantian Hypothesis.” and the two brothers had read it through in the office, devoting each of them a whole morning to it. Mr. Dick, the senior brother, had said that he had never seen anything like it, and Mr. George, the junior, had declared that a man who could write that was capable of anything.

On the whole it was evident that the relations between the Overend family and the presbyterian religion were too intimate to allow Mrs. Tom Overend, formerly Miss Philippa Furlong, to sit anywhere else of a Sunday than under Dr. McTeague.

“Philippa writes,” continued Mr. Furlong “that under the circumstances she and Tom would like to do something for your church. She would like — yes, I have the letter here — to give you, as a surprise, of course, either a new font or a carved pulpit; or perhaps a cheque; she wishes me on no account to mention it to you directly, but to ascertain indirectly from you, what would be the better surprise.”

“Oh, a cheque, I think,” said the rector; “one can do so much more with it, after all.”

“Precisely,” said his father; he was well aware of many things that can be done with a cheque that cannot possibly be done with a font.

“That’s settled then,” resumed Mr. Furlong; “and now I suppose you want me to run my eye over your quarterly statements, do you not, before we send them in to the trustees? That is what you’ve come for, is it not?”

“Yes,” said the rector, drawing a bundle of blue and white papers from his pocket. “I have everything with me. Our showing is, I believe, excellent, though I fear I fail to present it as clearly as it might be done.”

Mr. Furlong senior spread the papers on the table before him and adjusted his spectacles to a more convenient angle. He smiled indulgently as he looked at the documents before him.

“I am afraid you would never make an accountant, Edward,” he said.

“I fear not,” said the rector.

“Your items,” said his father, “are entered wrongly. Here, for example, in the general statement, you put down Distribution of Coals to the Poor to your credit. In the same way, Bibles and Prizes to the Sunday School you again mark to your credit. Why? Don’t you see, my boy, that these things are debits? When you give out Bibles or distribute fuel to the poor you give out something for which you get no return. It is a debit. On the other hand, such items as Church Offertory, Scholars’ Pennies, etc., are pure profit. Surely the principle is clear.”

“I think I see it better now,” said the Rev. Edward.

“Perfectly plain, isn’t it?” his father went on. “And here again. Paupers’ Burial Fund, a loss; enter it as such. Christmas Gift to Verger and Sexton, an absolute loss — you get nothing in return. Widows’ Mite, Fines inflicted in Sunday School, etc., these are profit; write them down as such. By this method, you see, in ordinary business we can tell exactly where we stand: anything which we give out without return or reward we count as a debit; all that we take from others without giving in return we count as so much to our credit.”

“Ah, yes,” murmured the rector. “I begin to understand.”

“Very good. But after all, Edward, I mustn’t quarrel with the mere form of your accounts; the statement is really a splendid showing. I see that not only is our mortgage and debenture interest all paid to date, but that a number of our enterprises are making a handsome return. I notice, for example, that the Girls’ Friendly Society of the church not only pays for itself, but that you are able to take something out of its funds and transfer it to the Men’s Book Club. Excellent! And I observe that you have been able to take a large portion of the Soup Kitchen Fund and put it into the Rector’s Picnic Account. Very good indeed. In this respect your figures are a model for church accounts anywhere.”

Mr. Furlong continued his scrutiny of the accounts. “Excellent,” he murmured, “and on the whole an annual surplus, I see, of several thousands. But stop a bit,” he continued, checking himself; “what’s this? Are you aware, Edward, that you are losing money on your Foreign Missions Account?”

“I feared as much,” said Edward.

“It’s incontestable. Look at the figures for yourself: missionary’s salary so much, clothes and books to converts so much, voluntary and other offerings of converts so much why, you’re losing on it, Edward!” exclaimed Mr. Furlong, and he shook his head dubiously at the accounts before him.

“I thought,” protested his son, “that in view of the character of the work itself—”

“Quite so,” answered his father, “quite so. I fully admit the force of that. I am only asking you, is it worth it? Mind you, I am not speaking now as a Christian, but as a businessman. Is it worth it?”

“I thought that perhaps, in view of the fact of our large surplus in other directions—”

“Exactly,” said his father, “a heavy surplus. It is precisely on that point that I wished to speak to you this morning. You have at present a large annual surplus, and there is every prospect under Providence — in fact, I think in any case — of it continuing for years to come. If I may speak very frankly I should say that as long as our reverend friend, Dr. McTeague, continues in his charge of St. Osoph’s — and I trust that he may be spared for many years to come — you are likely to enjoy the present prosperity of your church. Very good. The question arises, what disposition are we to make of our accumulating funds?”

“Yes,” said the rector, hesitating.

“I am speaking to you now,” said his father “not as the secretary of your church, but as president of the Hymnal Supply Company which I represent here. Now please understand, Edward, I don’t want in any way to force or control your judgment. I merely wish to show you certain — shall I say certain opportunities that present themselves for the disposal of our funds? The matter can be taken up later, formally, by yourself and the trustees of the church. As a matter of fact, I have already written to myself as secretary in the matter, and I have received what I consider a quite encouraging answer. Let me explain what I propose.”

Mr. Furlong senior rose, and opening the door of the office,

“Everett,” he said to the ancient clerk, “kindly give me a Bible.”

It was given to him.

Mr. Furlong stood with the Bible poised in his hand.

“Now we,” he went on, “I mean the Hymnal Supply Corporation, have an idea for bringing out an entirely new Bible.”

A look of dismay appeared on the saintly face of the rector.

“A new Bible!” he gasped.

“Precisely!” said his father, “a new Bible! This one — and we find it every day in our business — is all wrong.”

“All wrong!” said the rector with horror in his face.

“My dear boy,” exclaimed his father, “pray, pray, do not misunderstand me. Don’t imagine for a moment that I mean wrong in a religious sense. Such a thought could never, I hope, enter my mind. All that I mean is that this Bible is badly made up.”

“Badly made up?” repeated his son, as mystified as ever.

“I see that you do not understand me. What I mean is this. Let me try to make myself quite clear. For the market of today this Bible” — and he poised it again on his hand, as if to test its weight, “is too heavy. The people of today want something lighter, something easier to get hold of. Now if—”

But what Mr. Furlong was about to say was lost forever to the world.

For just at this juncture something occurred calculated to divert not only Mr. Furlong’s sentence, but the fortunes and the surplus of St. Asaph’s itself. At the very moment when Mr. Furlong was speaking a newspaper delivery man in the street outside handed to the sanctified boy the office copy of the noonday paper. And the boy had no sooner looked at its headlines than he said, “How dreadful!” Being sanctified, he had no stronger form of speech than that. But he handed the paper forthwith to one of the stenographers with hair like the daffodils of Sheba, and when she looked at it she exclaimed, “How awful!” And she knocked at once at the door of the ancient clerk and gave the paper to him; and when he looked at it and saw the headline the ancient clerk murmured, “Ah!” in the gentle tone in which very old people greet the news of catastrophe or sudden death.

But in his turn he opened Mr. Furlong’s door and put down the paper, laying his finger on the column for a moment without a word.

Mr. Furlong stopped short in his sentence. “Dear me!” he said as his eyes caught the item of news. “How very dreadful!”

“What is it?” said the rector.

“Dr. McTeague,” answered his father. “He has been stricken with paralysis!”

“How shocking!” said the rector, aghast. “But when? I saw him only this morning.”

“It has just happened,” said his father, following down the column of the newspaper as he spoke, “this morning, at the university, in his classroom, at a lecture. Dear me, how dreadful! I must go and see the president at once.”

Mr. Furlong was about to reach for his hat and stick when at that moment the aged clerk knocked at the door.

“Dr. Boomer,” he announced in a tone of solemnity suited to the occasion.

Dr. Boomer entered, shook hands in silence and sat down.

“You have heard our sad news, I suppose?” he said. He used the word “our” as between the university president and his honorary treasurer.

“How did it happen?” asked Mr. Furlong.

“Most distressing,” said the president. “Dr. McTeague, it seems, had just entered his ten o’clock class (the hour was about ten-twenty) and was about to open his lecture, when one of his students rose in his seat and asked a question. It is a practice,” continued Dr. Boomer, “which, I need hardly say, we do not encourage; the young man, I believe, was a newcomer in the philosophy class. At any rate, he asked Dr. McTeague, quite suddenly it appears; how he could reconcile his theory of transcendental immaterialism with a scheme of rigid moral determinism. Dr. McTeague stared for a moment, his mouth, so the class assert, painfully open. The student repeated the question, and poor McTeague fell forward over his desk, paralysed.”

“Is he dead?” gasped Mr. Furlong.

“No,” said the president. “But we expect his death at any moment. Dr. Slyder, I may say, is with him now and is doing all he can.”

“In any case, I suppose, he could hardly recover enough to continue his college duties,” said the young rector.

“Out of the question,” said the president. “I should not like to state that of itself mere paralysis need incapacitate a professor. Dr. Thrum, our professor of the theory of music, is, as you know, paralysed in his ears, and Mr. Slant, our professor of optics, is paralysed in his right eye. But this is a case of paralysis of the brain. I fear it is incompatible with professorial work.”

“Then, I suppose,” said Mr. Furlong senior, “we shall have to think of the question of a successor.”

They had both been thinking of it for at least three minutes. “We must,” said the president. “For the moment I feel too stunned by the sad news to act. I have merely telegraphed to two or three leading colleges for a locum tenens and sent out a few advertisements announcing the chair as vacant. But it will be difficult to replace McTeague. He was a man,” added Dr. Boomer, rehearsing in advance, unconsciously, no doubt, his forthcoming oration over Dr. McTeague’s death, “of a singular grasp, a breadth of culture, and he was able, as few men are, to instil what I might call a spirit of religion into his teaching. His lectures, indeed, were suffused with moral instruction, and exercised over his students an influence second only to that of the pulpit itself.”

He paused.

“Ah yes, the pulpit,” said Mr. Furlong, “there indeed you will miss him.”

“That,” said Dr. Boomer very reverently, “is our real loss, deep, irreparable. I suppose, indeed I am certain, we shall never again see such a man in the pulpit of St. Osoph’s. Which reminds me,” he added more briskly, “I must ask the newspaper people to let it be known that there will be service as usual the day after tomorrow, and that Dr. McTeague’s death will, of course, make no difference — that is to say — I must see the newspaper people at once.”

 

That afternoon all the newspaper editors in the City were busy getting their obituary notices ready for the demise of Dr. McTeague.

“The death of Dr. McTeague,” wrote the editor of the Commercial and Financial Undertone, a paper which had almost openly advocated the minister’s dismissal for five years back, “comes upon us as an irreparable loss. His place will be difficult, nay, impossible, to fill. Whether as a philosopher or a divine he cannot be replaced.”

“We have no hesitation in saying,” so wrote the editor of the Plutorian Times, a three-cent morning paper, which was able to take a broad or three-cent point of view of men and things, “that the loss of Dr. McTeague will be just as much felt in Europe as in America. To Germany the news that the hand that penned ‘McTeague’s Shorter Exposition of the Kantian Hypothesis’ has ceased to write will come with the shock of poignant anguish; while to France—”

The editor left the article unfinished at that point. After all, he was a ready writer, and he reflected that there would be time enough before actually going to press to consider from what particular angle the blow of McTeague’s death would strike down the people of France.

So ran in speech and in writing, during two or three days, the requiem of Dr. McTeague.

Altogether there were more kind things said of him in the three days during which he was taken for dead, than in thirty years of his life — which seemed a pity.

And after it all, at the close of the third day, Dr. McTeague feebly opened his eyes.

But when he opened them the world had already passed on, and left him behind.


The Ministrations of the Rev. Uttermust Dumfarthing
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“WELL, THEN, GENTLEMEN, I think we have all agreed upon our man?”

Mr. Dick Overend looked around the table as he spoke at the managing trustees of St. Osoph’s church. They were assembled in an upper committee room of the Mausoleum Club. Their official place of meeting was in a board room off the vestry of the church. But they had felt a draught in it, some four years ago, which had wafted them over to the club as their place of assembly. In the club there were no draughts.

Mr. Dick Overend sat at the head of the table, his brother George beside him, and Dr. Boomer at the foot. Beside them were Mr. Boulder, Mr. Skinyer (of Skinyer and Beatem) and the rest of the trustees.

“You are agreed, then, on the Reverend Uttermust Dumfarthing?”

“Quite agreed,” murmured several trustees together.

“A most remarkable man,” said Dr. Boomer. “I heard him preach in his present church. He gave utterance to thoughts that I have myself been thinking for years. I never listened to anything so sound or so scholarly.”

“I heard him the night he preached in New York,” said Mr. Boulder. “He preached a sermon to the poor. He told them they were no good. I never heard, outside of a Scotch pulpit, such splendid invective.”

“Is he Scotch?” said one of the trustees.

“Of Scotch parentage,” said the university president. “I believe he is one of the Dumfarthings of Dunfermline, Dumfries.”

Everybody said “Oh,” and there was a pause.

“Is he married?” asked one of the trustees. “I understand,” answered Dr. Boomer, “that he is a widower with one child, a little girl.”

“Does he make any conditions?”

“None whatever,” said the chairman, consulting a letter before him, “except that he is to have absolute control, and in regard to salary. These two points settled, he says, he places himself entirely in our hands.”

“And the salary?” asked someone.

“Ten thousand dollars,” said the chairman, “payable quarterly in advance.”

A chorus of approval went round the table. “Good,” “Excellent,” “A first-class man,” muttered the trustees, “just what we want.”

“I am sure, gentlemen,” said Mr. Dick Overend, voicing the sentiments of everybody, “we do not want a cheap man. Several of the candidates whose names have been under consideration here have been in many respects — in point of religious qualification, let us say — most desirable men. The name of Dr. McSkwirt, for example, has been mentioned with great favour by several of the trustees. But he’s a cheap man. I feel we don’t want him.”

“What is Mr. Dumfarthing getting where he is?” asked Mr. Boulder.

“Nine thousand nine hundred,” said the chairman.

“And Dr. McSkwirt?”

“Fourteen hundred dollars.”

“Well, that settles it!” exclaimed everybody with a burst of enlightenment.

And so it was settled.

In fact, nothing could have been plainer.

“I suppose,” said Mr. George Overend as they were about to rise, “that we are quite justified in taking it for granted that Dr. McTeague will never be able to resume work?”

“Oh, absolutely for granted,” said Dr. Boomer. “Poor McTeague! I hear from Slyder that he was making desperate efforts this morning to sit up in bed. His nurse with difficulty prevented him.”

“Is his power of speech gone?” asked Mr. Boulder.

“Practically so; in any case, Dr. Slyder insists on his not using it. In fact, poor McTeague’s mind is a wreck. His nurse was telling me that this morning he was reaching out his hand for the newspaper, and seemed to want to read one of the editorials. It was quite pathetic,” concluded Dr. Boomer, shaking his head.

So the whole matter was settled, and next day all the town knew that St. Osoph’s Church had extended a call to the Rev. Uttermust Dumfarthing, and that he had accepted it.

 

Within a few weeks of this date the Reverend Uttermust Dumfarthing moved into the manse of St. Osoph’s and assumed his charge. And forthwith he became the sole topic of conversation on Plutoria Avenue. “Have you seen the new minister of St. Osoph’s?” everybody asked. “Have you been to hear Dr. Dumfarthing?” “Were you at St. Osoph’s Church on Sunday morning? Ah, you really should go! most striking sermon I ever listened to.”

The effect of him was absolute and instantaneous; there was no doubt of it.

“My dear,” said Mrs. Buncomhearst to one of her friends, in describing how she had met him, “I never saw a more striking man. Such power in his face! Mr. Boulder introduced him to me on the avenue, and he hardly seemed to see me at all, simply scowled! I was never so favourably impressed with any man.”

On his very first Sunday he preached to his congregation on eternal punishment, leaning forward in his black gown and shaking his fist at them. Dr. McTeague had never shaken his fist in thirty years, and as for the Rev. Fareforth Furlong, he was incapable of it.

But the Rev. Uttermust Dumfarthing told his congregation that he was convinced that at least seventy per cent of them were destined for eternal punishment; and he didn’t call it by that name, but labelled it simply and forcibly “hell.” The word had not been heard in any church in the better part of the City for a generation. The congregation was so swelled next Sunday that the minister raised the percentage to eighty-five, and everybody went away delighted. Young and old flocked to St. Osoph’s. Before a month had passed the congregation at the evening service at St. Asaph’s Church was so slender that the offertory, as Mr. Furlong senior himself calculated, was scarcely sufficient to pay the overhead charge of collecting it.

The presence of so many young men sitting in serried files close to the front was the only feature of his congregation that extorted from the Rev. Mr. Dumfarthing something like approval.

“It is a joy to me to see,” he remarked to several of his trustees, “that there are in the City so many godly young men, whatever the elders may be.”

But there may have been a secondary cause at work, for among the godly young men of Plutoria Avenue the topic of conversation had not been, “Have you heard the new presbyterian minister?” but, “Have you seen his daughter? You haven’t? Well, say!”

For it turned out that the “child” of Dr. Uttermust Dumfarthing, so-called by the trustees, was the kind of child that wears a little round hat, straight from Paris, with an upright feather in it, and a silk dress in four sections, and shoes with high heels that would have broken the heart of John Calvin. Moreover, she had the distinction of being the only person on Plutoria Avenue who was not one whit afraid of the Reverend Uttermust Dumfarthing. She even amused herself, in violation of all rules, by attending evening service at St. Asaph’s, where she sat listening to the Reverend Edward, and feeling that she had never heard anything so sensible in her life.

“I’m simply dying to meet your brother,” she said to Mrs. Tom Overend, otherwise Philippa; “he’s such a complete contrast with father.” She knew no higher form of praise: “Father’s sermons are always so frightfully full of religion.”

And Philippa promised that meet him she should.

But whatever may have been the effect of the presence of Catherine Dumfarthing, there is no doubt the greater part of the changed situation was due to Dr. Dumfarthing himself.

Everything he did was calculated to please. He preached sermons to the rich and told them they were mere cobwebs, and they liked it; he preached a special sermon to the poor and warned them to be mighty careful; he gave a series of weekly talks to workingmen, and knocked them sideways; and in the Sunday School he gave the children so fierce a talk on charity and the need of giving freely and quickly, that such a stream of pennies and nickels poured into Catherine Dumfarthing’s Sunday School Fund as hadn’t been seen in the church in fifty years.

Nor was Mr. Dumfarthing different in his private walk of life. He was heard to speak openly of the Overend brothers as “men of wrath,” and they were so pleased that they repeated it to half the town. It was the best business advertisement they had had for years.

Dr. Boomer was captivated with the man. “True scholarship,” he murmured, as Dr. Dumfarthing poured undiluted Greek and Hebrew from the pulpit, scorning to translate a word of it. Under Dr. Boomer’s charge the minister was taken over the length and breadth of Plutoria University, and reviled it from the foundations up.

“Our library,” said the president, “two hundred thousand volumes!”

“Aye,” said the minister, “a powerful heap of rubbish, I’ll be bound!”

“The photograph of our last year’s graduating class,” said the president.

“A poor lot, to judge by the faces of them,” said the minister.

“This, Dr. Dumfarthing, is our new radiographic laboratory; Mr. Spiff, our demonstrator, is preparing slides which, I believe, actually show the movements of the atom itself, do they not, Mr. Spiff?”

“Ah,” said the minister, piercing Mr. Spiff from beneath his dark brows, “it will not avail you, young man.”

Dr. Boomer was delighted. “Poor McTeague,” he said— “and by the way, Boyster, I hear that McTeague is trying to walk again; a great error, it shouldn’t be allowed! — poor McTeague knew nothing of science.”

The students themselves shared in the enthusiasm, especially after Dr. Dumfarthing had given them a Sunday afternoon talk in which he showed that their studies were absolutely futile. As soon as they knew this they went to work with a vigour that put new life into the college.

 

Meantime the handsome face of the Reverend Edward Fareforth Furlong began to wear a sad and weary look that had never been seen on it before. He watched the congregation drifting from St. Asaph’s to St. Osoph’s and was powerless to prevent it. His sadness reached its climax one bright afternoon in the late summer, when he noticed that even his episcopal blackbirds were leaving his elms and moving westward to the spruce trees of the manse.

He stood looking at them with melancholy on his face. “Why, Edward,” cried his sister, Philippa, as her motor stopped beside him, “how doleful you look! Get into the car and come out into the country for a ride. Let the parish teas look after themselves for today.”

Tom, Philippa’s husband, was driving his own car — he was rich enough to be able to — and seated with Philippa in the car was an unknown person, as prettily dressed as Philippa herself. To the rector she was presently introduced as Miss Catherine Something — he didn’t hear the rest of it. Nor did he need to. It was quite plain that her surname, whatever it was, was a very temporary and transitory affair.

So they sped rapidly out of the City and away out into the country, mile after mile, through cool, crisp air, and among woods with the touch of autumn bright already upon them, and with blue sky and great still clouds white overhead. And the afternoon was so beautiful and so bright that as they went along there was no talk about religion at all! nor was there any mention of Mothers’ Auxiliaries, or Girls’ Friendly Societies, nor any discussion of the poor. It was too glorious a day. But they spoke instead of the new dances, and whether they had come to stay, and of such sensible topics as that. Then presently, as they went on still further, Philippa leaned forwards and talked to Tom over his shoulder and reminded him that this was the very road to Castel Casteggio, and asked him if he remembered coming up it with her to join the Newberry’s ever so long ago. Whatever it was that Tom answered it is not recorded, but it is certain that it took so long in the saying that the Reverend Edward talked in tete-a-tete with Catherine for fifteen measured miles, and was unaware that it was more than five minutes. Among other things he said, and she agreed — or she said and he agreed — that for the new dances it was necessary to have always one and the same partner, and to keep that partner all the time. And somehow simple sentiments of that sort, when said direct into a pair of listening blue eyes behind a purple motor veil, acquire an infinite significance.

Then, not much after that, say three or four minutes, they were all of a sudden back in town again, running along Plutoria Avenue, and to the rector’s surprise the motor was stopping outside the manse, and Catherine was saying, “Oh, thank you ever so much, Philippa; it was just heavenly!” which showed that the afternoon had had its religious features after all. “What!” said the rector’s sister, as they moved off again, “didn’t you know? That’s Catherine Dumfarthing!”

 

When the Rev. Fareforth Furlong arrived home at the rectory he spent an hour or so in the deepest of deep thought in an armchair in his study. Nor was it any ordinary parish problem that he was revolving in his mind. He was trying to think out some means by which his sister Juliana might be induced to commit the sin of calling on the daughter of a presbyterian minister.

The thing had to be represented as in some fashion or other an act of self-denial, a form of mortification of the flesh. Otherwise he knew Juliana would never do it. But to call on Miss Catherine Dumfarthing seemed to him such an altogether delightful and unspeakably blissful process that he hardly knew how to approach the topic. So when Juliana presently came home the rector could find no better way of introducing the subject than by putting it on the ground of Philippa’s marriage to Miss Dumfarthing’s father’s trustee’s nephew.

“Juliana,” he said, “don’t you think that perhaps, on account of Philippa and Tom, you ought — or at least it might be best for you to call on Miss Dumfarthing?”

Juliana turned to her brother as he laid aside her bonnet and her black gloves.

“I’ve just been there this afternoon,” she said.

There was something as near to a blush on her face as her brother had ever seen.

“But she was not there!” he said.

“No,” answered Juliana, “but Mr. Dumfarthing was. I stayed and talked some time with him, waiting for her.”

The rector gave a sort of whistle, or rather that blowing out of air which is the episcopal symbol for it.

“Didn’t you find him pretty solemn?” he said.

“Solemn!” answered his sister. “Surely, Edward, a man in such a calling as his ought to be solemn.”

“I don’t mean that exactly,” said the rector; “I mean — er — hard, bitter, so to speak.”

“Edward!” exclaimed Juliana, “how can you speak so. Mr. Dumfarthing hard! Mr. Dumfarthing bitter! Why, Edward, the man is gentleness and kindness itself. I don’t think I ever met anyone so full of sympathy, of compassion with suffering.”

Juliana’s face had flushed It was quite plain that she saw things in the Reverend Uttermust Dumfarthing — as some one woman does in every man — that no one else could see.

The Reverend Edward was abashed. “I wasn’t thinking of his character,” he said. “I was thinking rather of his doctrines. Wait till you have heard him preach.”

Juliana flushed more deeply still. “I heard him last Sunday evening,” she said.

The rector was silent, and his sister, as if impelled to speak, went on,

“And I don’t see, Edward, how anyone could think him a hard or bigoted man in his creed. He walked home with me to the gate just now, and he was speaking of all the sin in the world, and of how few, how very few people, can be saved, and how many will have to be burned as worthless; and he spoke so beautifully. He regrets it, Edward, regrets it deeply. It is a real grief to him.”

On which Juliana, half in anger, withdrew, and her brother the rector sat back in his chair with smiles rippling all over his saintly face. For he had been wondering whether it would be possible, even remotely possible, to get his sister to invite the Dumfarthings to high tea at the rectory some day at six o’clock (evening dinner was out of the question), and now he knew within himself that the thing was as good as done.

 

While such things as these were happening and about to happen, there were many others of the congregation of St. Asaph’s beside the rector to whom the growing situation gave cause for serious perplexities. Indeed, all who were interested in the church, the trustees and the mortgagees and the underlying debenture-holders, were feeling anxious. For some of them underlay the Sunday School, whose scholars’ offerings had declined forty per cent, and others underlay the new organ, not yet paid for, while others were lying deeper still beneath the ground site of the church with seven dollars and a half a square foot resting on them.

“I don’t like it,” said Mr. Lucullus Fyshe to Mr. Newberry (they were both prominent members of the congregation). “I don’t like the look of things. I took up a block of Furlong’s bonds on his Guild building from what seemed at the time the best of motives. The interest appeared absolutely certain. Now it’s a month overdue on the last quarter. I feel alarmed.”

“Neither do I like it,” said Mr. Newberry, shaking his head; “and I’m sorry for Fareforth Furlong. An excellent fellow, Fyshe, excellent. I keep wondering Sunday after Sunday, if there isn’t something I can do to help him out. One might do something further, perhaps, in the way of new buildings or alterations. I have, in fact, offered — by myself, I mean, and without other aid — to dynamite out the front of his church, underpin it, and put him in a Norman gateway; either that, or blast out the back of it where the choir sit, just as he likes. I was thinking about it last Sunday as they were singing the anthem, and realizing what a lot one might do there with a few sticks of dynamite.”

“I doubt it,” said Mr. Fyshe. “In fact, Newberry, to speak very frankly, I begin to ask myself, Is Furlong the man for the post?”

“Oh, surely,” said Mr. Newberry in protest.

“Personally a charming fellow,” went on Mr. Fyshe; “but is he, all said and done, quite the man to conduct a church? In the first place, he is not a businessman.”

“No,” said Mr. Newberry reluctantly, “that I admit.”

“Very good. And, secondly, even in the matter of his religion itself, one always feels as if he were too little fixed, too unstable. He simply moves with the times. That, at least, is what people are beginning to say of him, that he is perpetually moving with the times. It doesn’t do, Newberry, it doesn’t do.” Whereupon Mr. Newberry went away troubled and wrote to Fareforth Furlong a confidential letter with a signed cheque in it for the amount of Mr. Fyshe’s interest, and with such further offerings of dynamite, of underpinning and blasting as his conscience prompted.

When the rector received and read the note and saw the figures of the cheque, there arose such a thankfulness in his spirit as he hadn’t felt for months, and he may well have murmured, for the repose of Mr. Newberry’s soul, a prayer not found in the rubric of King James.

All the more cause had he to feel light at heart, for as it chanced, it was on that same evening that the Dumfarthings, father and daughter, were to take tea at the rectory. Indeed, a few minutes before six o’clock they might have been seen making their way from the manse to the rectory.

On their way along the avenue the minister took occasion to reprove his daughter for the worldliness of her hat (it was a little trifle from New York that she had bought out of the Sunday School money — a temporary loan); and a little further on he spoke to her severely about the parasol she carried; and further yet about the strange fashion, specially condemned by the Old Testament, in which she wore her hair. So Catherine knew in her heart from this that she must be looking her very prettiest, and went into the rectory radiant.

The tea was, of course, an awkward meal at the best. There was an initial difficulty about grace, not easily surmounted. And when the Rev. Mr. Dumfarthing sternly refused tea as a pernicious drink weakening to the system, the Anglican rector was too ignorant of the presbyterian system to know enough to give him Scotch whiskey.

But there were bright spots in the meal as well. The rector was even able to ask Catherine, sideways as a personal question, if she played tennis; and she was able to whisper behind her hand, “Not allowed,” and to make a face in the direction of her father, who was absorbed for the moment in a theological question with Juliana. Indeed, before the conversation became general again the rector had contrived to make a rapid arrangement with Catherine whereby she was to come with him to the Newberry’s tennis court the day following and learn the game, with or without permission.

So the tea was perhaps a success in its way. And it is noteworthy that Juliana spent the days that followed it in reading Calvin’s “Institutes” (specially loaned to her) and “Dumfarthing on the Certainty of Damnation” (a gift), and in praying for her brother — a task practically without hope. During which same time the rector in white flannels, and Catherine in a white duck skirt and blouse, were flying about on the green grass of the Newberrys’ court, and calling, “love,” “love all,” to one another so gaily and so brazenly that even Mr. Newberry felt that there must be something in it.

But all these things came merely as interludes in the moving currents of greater events; for as the summer faded into autumn and autumn into winter the anxieties of the trustees of St. Asaph’s began to call for action of some sort.

 

“Edward,” said the rector’s father on the occasion of their next quarterly discussion, “I cannot conceal from you that the position of things is very serious. Your statements show a falling off in every direction. Your interest is everywhere in arrears; your current account overdrawn to the limit. At this rate, you know, the end is inevitable. Your debenture and bondholders will decide to foreclose; and if they do, you know, there is no power that can stop them. Even with your limited knowledge of business you are probably aware that there is no higher power that can influence or control the holder of a first mortgage.”

“I fear so,” said the Rev. Edward very sadly.

“Do you not think perhaps that some of the shortcoming lies with yourself?” continued Mr. Furlong. “Is it not possible that as a preacher you fail somewhat, do not, as it were, deal sufficiently with fundamental things as others do? You leave untouched the truly vital issues, such things as the creation, death, and, if I may refer to it, the life beyond the grave.”

As a result of which the Reverend Edward preached a series of special sermons on the creation for which he made a special and arduous preparation in the library of Plutoria University. He said that it had taken a million, possibly a hundred million years of quite difficult work to accomplish, and that though when we looked at it all was darkness still we could not be far astray if we accepted and held fast to the teachings of Sir Charles Lyell. The book of Genesis, he said was not to be taken as meaning a day when it said a day, but rather something other than a mere day; and the word “light” meant not exactly light but possibly some sort of phosphorescence, and that the use of the word “darkness” was to be understood not as meaning darkness, but to be taken as simply indicating obscurity. And when he had quite finished, the congregation declared the whole sermon to be mere milk and water. It insulted their intelligence, they said. After which, a week later, the Rev. Dr. Dumfarthing took up the same subject, and with the aid of seven plain texts pulverized the rector into fragments.

One notable result of the controversy was that Juliana Furlong refused henceforth to attend her brother’s church and sat, even at morning service, under the minister of St. Osoph’s.

“The sermon was, I fear, a mistake,” said Mr. Furlong senior; “perhaps you had better not dwell too much on such topics. We must look for aid in another direction. In fact, Edward, I may mention to you in confidence that certain of your trustees are already devising ways and means that may help us out of our dilemma.”

Indeed, although the Reverend Edward did not know it, a certain idea, or plan, was already germinating in the minds of the most influential supporters of St. Asaph’s.

Such was the situation of the rival churches of St. Asaph and St. Osoph as the autumn slowly faded into winter: during which time the elm trees on Plutoria Avenue shivered and dropped their leaves and the chauffeurs of the motors first turned blue in their faces and then, when the great snows came, were suddenly converted into liveried coachmen with tall bearskins and whiskers like Russian horseguards, changing back again to blue-nosed chauffeurs the very moment of a thaw. During this time also the congregation of the Reverend Fareforth Furlong was diminishing month by month, and that of the Reverend Uttermust Dumfarthing was so numerous that they filled up the aisles at the back of the church. Here the worshippers stood and froze, for the minister had abandoned the use of steam heat in St. Osoph’s on the ground that he could find no warrant for it.

During the same period other momentous things were happening, such as that Juliana Furlong was reading, under the immediate guidance of Dr. Dumfarthing, the History of the Progress of Disruption in the Churches of Scotland in ten volumes; such also as that Catherine Dumfarthing was wearing a green and gold winter suit with Russian furs and a Balkan hat and a Circassian feather, which cut a wide swath of destruction among the young men on Plutoria Avenue every afternoon as she passed. Moreover by the strangest of coincidences she scarcely ever seemed to come along the snow-covered avenue without meeting the Reverend Edward — a fact which elicited new exclamations of surprise from them both every day: and by an equally strange coincidence they generally seemed, although coming in different directions, to be bound for the same place; towards which they wandered together with such slow steps and in such oblivion of the passers-by that even the children on the avenue knew by instinct whither they were wandering.

It was noted also that the broken figure of Dr. McTeague had reappeared upon the street, leaning heavily upon a stick and greeting those he met with such a meek and willing affability, as if in apology for his stroke of paralysis, that all who talked with him agreed that McTeague’s mind was a wreck.

“He stood and spoke to me about the children for at least a quarter of an hour,” related one of his former parishioners, “asking after them by name, and whether they were going to school yet and a lot of questions like that. He never used to speak of such things. Poor old McTeague, I’m afraid he is getting soft in the head.” “I know,” said the person addressed. “His mind is no good. He stopped me the other day to say how sorry he was to hear about my brother’s illness. I could see from the way he spoke that his brain is getting feeble. He’s losing his grip. He was speaking of how kind people had been to him after his accident and there were tears in his eyes. I think he’s getting batty.”

Nor were even these things the most momentous happenings of the period. For as winter slowly changed to early spring it became known that something of great portent was under way. It was rumoured that the trustees of St. Asaph’s Church were putting their heads together. This was striking news. The last time that the head of Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, for example, had been placed side by side with that of Mr. Newberry, there had resulted a merger of four soda-water companies, bringing what was called industrial peace over an area as big as Texas and raising the price of soda by three peaceful cents per bottle. And the last time that Mr. Furlong senior’s head had been laid side by side with those of Mr. Rasselyer-Brown and Mr. Skinyer, they had practically saved the country from the horrors of a coal famine by the simple process of raising the price of nut coal seventy-five cents a ton and thus guaranteeing its abundance.

Naturally, therefore, when it became known that such redoubtable heads as those of the trustees and the underlying mortgagees of St. Asaph’s were being put together, it was fully expected that some important development would follow. It was not accurately known from which of the assembled heads first proceeded the great idea which was presently to solve the difficulties of the church. It may well have come from that of Mr. Lucullus Fyshe. Certainly a head which had brought peace out of civil war in the hardware business by amalgamating ten rival stores and had saved the very lives of five hundred employees by reducing their wages fourteen per cent, was capable of it.

At any rate it was Mr. Fyshe who first gave the idea a definite utterance.

“It’s the only thing, Furlong,” he said, across the lunch table at the Mausoleum Club. “It’s the one solution. The two churches can’t live under the present conditions of competition. We have here practically the same situation as we had with two rum distilleries — the output is too large for the demand. One or both of the two concerns must go under. It’s their turn just now, but these fellows are business men enough to know that it may be ours tomorrow. We’ll offer them a business solution. We’ll propose a merger.”

“I’ve been thinking of it,” said Mr. Furlong senior, “I suppose it’s feasible?”

“Feasible!” exclaimed Mr. Fyshe. “Why look what’s being done every day everywhere, from the Standard Oil Company downwards.”

“You would hardly, I think,” said Mr. Furlong, with a quiet smile, “compare the Standard Oil Company to a church?” “Well, no, I suppose not,” said Mr. Fyshe, and he too smiled — in fact he almost laughed. The notion was too ridiculous. One could hardly compare a mere church to a thing of the magnitude and importance of the Standard Oil Company.

“But on a lesser scale,” continued Mr. Fyshe, “it’s the same sort of thing. As for the difficulties of it, I needn’t remind you of the much greater difficulties we had to grapple with in the rum merger. There, you remember, a number of the women held out as a matter of principle. It was not mere business with them. Church union is different. In fact it is one of the ideas of the day and everyone admits that what is needed is the application of the ordinary business principles of harmonious combination, with a proper — er — restriction of output and general economy of operation.”

“Very good,” said Mr. Furlong, “I’m sure if you’re willing to try, the rest of us are.”

“All right,” said Mr. Fyshe. “I thought of setting Skinyer, of Skinyer and Beatem, to work on the form of the organization. As you know he is not only a deeply religious man but he has already handled the Tin Pot Combination and the United Hardware and the Associated Tanneries. He ought to find this quite simple.”

 

Within a day or two Mr. Skinyer had already commenced his labours. “I must first,” he said, “get an accurate idea of the existing legal organization of the two churches.”

For which purpose he approached the rector of St. Asaph’s. “I just want to ask you, Mr. Furlong,” said the lawyer, “a question or two as to the exact constitution, the form so to speak, of your church. What is it? Is it a single corporate body?”

“I suppose,” said the rector thoughtfully, “one would define it as an indivisible spiritual unit manifesting itself on earth.” “Quite so,” interrupted Mr. Skinyer, “but I don’t mean what it is in the religious sense: I mean, in the real sense.” “I fail to understand,” said Mr. Furlong.

“Let me put it very clearly,” said the lawyer. “Where does it get its authority?”

“From above.” said the rector reverently.

“Precisely,” said Mr. Skinyer, “no doubt, but I mean its authority in the exact sense of the term.”

“It was enjoined on St. Peter,” began the rector, but Mr. Skinyer interrupted him.

“That I am aware of,” he said, “but what I mean is — where does your church get its power, for example, to hold property, to collect debts, to use distraint against the property of others, to foreclose its mortgages and to cause judgement to be executed against those who fail to pay their debts to it? You will say at once that it has these powers direct from Heaven. No doubt that is true and no religious person would deny it. But we lawyers are compelled to take a narrower, a less elevating point of view. Are these powers conferred on you by the state legislature or by some higher authority?”

“Oh, by a higher authority, I hope,” said the rector very fervently. Whereupon Mr. Skinyer left him without further questioning, the rector’s brain being evidently unfit for the subject of corporation law.

On the other hand he got satisfaction from the Rev. Dr. Dumfarthing at once.

“The church of St. Osoph,” said the minister, “is a perpetual trust, holding property as such under a general law of the state and able as such to be made the object of suit or distraint. I speak with some assurance as I had occasion to enquire into the matter at the time when I was looking for guidance in regard to the call I had received to come here.”

 

“It’s a quite simple matter,” Mr. Skinyer presently reported to Mr. Fyshe. “One of the churches is a perpetual trust, the other practically a state corporation. Each has full control over its property provided nothing is done by either to infringe the purity of its doctrine.”

“Just what does that mean?” asked Mr. Fyshe.

“It must maintain its doctrine absolutely pure. Otherwise if certain of its trustees remain pure and the rest do not, those who stay pure are entitled to take the whole of the property. This, I believe, happens every day in Scotland where, of course, there is great eagerness to remain pure in doctrine.”

“And what do you define as pure doctrine?” asked Mr. Fyshe.

“If the trustees are in dispute,” said Mr. Skinyer, “the courts decide, but any doctrine is held to be a pure doctrine if all the trustees regard it as a pure doctrine.”

“I see,” said Mr. Fyshe thoughtfully, “it’s the same thing as what we called ‘permissible policy’ on the part of directors in the Tin Pot Combination.”

“Exactly,” assented Mr. Skinyer, “and it means that for the merger we need nothing — I state it very frankly — except general consent.”

 

The preliminary stages of the making of the merger followed along familiar business lines. The trustees of St. Asaph’s went through the process known as ‘approaching’ the trustees of St. Osoph’s. First of all, for example, Mr. Lucullus Fyshe invited Mr. Asmodeus Boulder of St. Osoph’s to lunch with him at the Mausoleum Club; the cost of the lunch, as is usual in such cases, was charged to the general expense account of the church. Of course nothing whatever was said during the lunch about the churches or their finances or anything concerning them. Such discussion would have been a gross business impropriety. A few days later the two brothers Overend dined with Mr. Furlong senior, the dinner being charged directly to the contingencies account of St. Asaph’s. After which Mr. Skinyer and his partner, Mr. Beatem, went to the spring races together on the Profit and Loss account of St. Osoph’s, and Philippa Overend and Catherine Dumfarthing were taken (by the Unforeseen Disbursements Account) to the grand opera, followed by a midnight supper.

All of these things constituted what was called the promotion of the merger and were almost exactly identical with the successive stages of the making of the Amalgamated Distilleries and the Associated Tin Pot Corporation; which was considered a most hopeful sign.

 

“Do you think they’ll go into it?” asked Mr. Newberry of Mr. Furlong senior, anxiously. “After all, what inducement have they?”

“Every inducement,” said Mr. Furlong. “All said and done they’ve only one large asset — Dr. Dumfarthing. We’re really offering to buy up Dr. Dumfarthing by pooling our assets with theirs.”

“And what does Dr. Dumfarthing himself say to it?”

“Ah, there I am not so sure,” said Mr. Furlong; “that may be a difficulty. So far there hasn’t been a word from him, and his trustees are absolutely silent about his views. However, we shall soon know all about it. Skinyer is asking us all to come together one evening next week to draw up the articles of agreement.”

“Has he got the financial basis arranged then?”

“I believe so,” said Mr. Furlong. “His idea is to form a new corporation to be known as the United Church Limited or by some similar name. All the present mortgagees will be converted into unified bondholders, the pew rents will be capitalized into preferred stock and the common stock, drawing its dividend from the offertory, will be distributed among all members in standing. Skinyer says that it is really an ideal form of church union, one that he thinks is likely to be widely adopted. It has the advantage of removing all questions of religion, which he says are practically the only remaining obstacle to a union of all the churches. In fact it puts the churches once and for all on a business basis.”

“But what about the question of doctrine, of belief?” asked Mr. Newberry.

“Skinyer says he can settle it,” answered Mr. Furlong.

 

About a week after the above conversation the united trustees of St. Asaph’s and St. Osoph’s were gathered about a huge egg-shaped table in the board room of the Mausoleum Club. They were seated in intermingled fashion after the precedent of the recent Tin Pot Amalgamation and were smoking huge black cigars specially kept by the club for the promotion of companies and chargeable to expenses of organization at fifty cents a cigar. There was an air of deep peace brooding over the assembly, as among men who have accomplished a difficult and meritorious task.

“Well, then,” said Mr. Skinyer, who was in the chair, with a pile of documents in front of him, “I think that our general basis of financial union may be viewed as settled.”

A murmur of assent went round the meeting. “The terms are set forth in the memorandum before us, which you have already signed. Only one other point — a minor one — remains to be considered. I refer to the doctrines or the religious belief of the new amalgamation.”

“Is it necessary to go into that?” asked Mr. Boulder.

“Not entirely, perhaps,” said Mr. Skinyer. “Still there have been, as you all know, certain points — I won’t say of disagreement — but let us say of friendly argument — between the members of the different churches — such things for example,” here he consulted his papers, “as the theory of the creation, the salvation of the soul, and so forth, have been mentioned in this connection. I have a memorandum of them here, though the points escape me for the moment. These, you may say, are not matters of first importance, especially as compared with the intricate financial questions which we have already settled in a satisfactory manner. Still I think it might be well if I were permitted with your unanimous approval to jot down a memorandum or two to be afterwards embodied in our articles.”

There was a general murmur of approval. “Very good,” said Mr. Skinyer, settling himself back in his chair. “Now, first, in regard to the creation,” here he looked all round the meeting in a way to command attention— “Is it your wish that we should leave that merely to a gentlemen’s agreement or do you want an explicit clause?”

“I think it might be well,” said Mr. Dick Overend, “to leave no doubt about the theory of the creation.”

“Good,” said Mr. Skinyer. “I am going to put it down then something after this fashion: ‘On and after, let us say, August 1st proximo, the process of the creation shall be held, and is hereby held, to be such and such only as is acceptable to a majority of the holders of common and preferred stock voting pro rata.’ Is that agreed?”

“Carried,” cried several at once.

“Carried,” repeated Mr. Skinyer. “Now let us pass on” — here he consulted his notes— “to item two, eternal punishment. I have made a memorandum as follows, ‘Should any doubts arise, on or after August first proximo, as to the existence of eternal punishment they shall be settled absolutely and finally by a pro-rata vote of all the holders of common and preferred stock.’ Is that agreed?”

“One moment!” said Mr. Fyshe, “do you think that quite fair to the bondholders? After all, as the virtual holders of the property, they are the persons most interested. I should like to amend your clause and make it read — I am not phrasing it exactly but merely giving the sense of it — that eternal punishment should be reserved for the mortgagees and bondholders.”

At this there was an outbreak of mingled approval and dissent, several persons speaking at once. In the opinion of some the stockholders of the company, especially the preferred stockholders, had as good a right to eternal punishment as the bondholders. Presently Mr. Skinyer, who had been busily writing notes, held up his hand for silence.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “will you accept this as a compromise? We will keep the original clause but merely add to it the words, ‘but no form of eternal punishment shall be declared valid if displeasing to a three-fifths majority of the holders of bonds.’”

“Carried, carried,” cried everybody.

“To which I think we need only add,” said Mr. Skinyer, “a clause to the effect that all other points of doctrine, belief or religious principle may be freely altered, amended, reversed or entirely abolished at any general annual meeting!”

There was a renewed chorus of “Carried, carried,” and the trustees rose from the table shaking hands with one another, and lighting fresh cigars as they passed out of the club into the night air.

“The only thing that I don’t understand,” said Mr. Newberry to Dr. Boomer as they went out from the club arm in arm (for they might now walk in that fashion with the same propriety as two of the principals in a distillery merger), “the only thing that I don’t understand is why the Reverend Mr. Dumfarthing should be willing to consent to the amalgamation.”

“Do you really not know?” said Dr. Boomer.

“No.”

“You have heard nothing?”

“Not a word,” said Mr. Newberry.

“Ah,” rejoined the president, “I see that our men have kept it very quiet — naturally so, in view of the circumstances. The truth is that the Reverend Mr. Dumfarthing is leaving us.”

“Leaving St. Osoph’s!” exclaimed Mr. Newberry in utter astonishment.

“To our great regret. He has had a call — a most inviting field of work, he says, a splendid opportunity. They offered him ten thousand one hundred; we were only giving him ten thousand here, though of course that feature of the situation would not weigh at all with a man like Dumfarthing.”

“Oh no, of course not,” said Mr. Newberry.

“As soon as we heard of the call we offered him ten thousand three hundred — not that that would make any difference to a man of his character. Indeed Dumfarthing was still waiting and looking for guidance when they offered him eleven thousand. We couldn’t meet it. It was beyond us, though we had the consolation of knowing that with such a man as Dumfarthing the money made no difference.”

“And he has accepted the call?”

“Yes. He accepted it today. He sent word to Mr. Dick Overend our chairman, that he would remain in his manse, looking for light, until two-thirty, after which, if we had not communicated with him by that hour, he would cease to look for it.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Newberry, deep in reflection, “so that when your trustees came to the meeting—”

“Exactly,” said Dr. Boomer — and something like a smile passed across his features for a moment “Dr. Dumfarthing had already sent away his telegram of acceptance.”

“Why, then,” said Mr. Newberry, “at the time of our discussion tonight, you were in the position of having no minister.”

“Not at all. We had already appointed a successor.”

“A successor?”

“Certainly. It will be in tomorrow morning’s papers. The fact is that we decided to ask Dr. McTeague to resume his charge.”

“Dr. McTeague!” repeated Mr. Newberry in amazement. “But surely his mind is understood to be—”

“Oh not at all,” interrupted Dr. Boomer. “His mind appears if anything, to be clearer and stronger than ever. Dr. Slyder tells us that paralysis of the brain very frequently has this effect; it soothes the brain — clears it, as it were, so that very often intellectual problems which occasioned the greatest perplexity before present no difficulty whatever afterwards. Dr. McTeague, I believe, finds no trouble now in reconciling St. Paul’s dialectic with Hegel as he used to. He says that so far as he can see they both mean the same thing.”

“Well, well,” said Mr. Newberry, “and will Dr. McTeague also resume his philosophical lectures at the university?”

“We think it wiser not,” said the president. “While we feel that Dr. McTeague’s mind is in admirable condition for clerical work we fear that professorial duties might strain it. In order to get the full value of his remarkable intelligence, we propose to elect him to the governing body of the university. There his brain will be safe from any shock. As a professor there would always be the fear that one of his students might raise a question in his class. This of course is not a difficulty that arises in the pulpit or among the governors of the university.”

“Of course not,” said Mr. Newberry.

 

Thus was constituted the famous union or merger of the churches of St. Asaph and St. Osoph, viewed by many of those who made it as the beginning of a new era in the history of the modern church.

There is no doubt that it has been in every way an eminent success.

Rivalry, competition, and controversies over points of dogma have become unknown on Plutoria Avenue. The parishioners of the two churches may now attend either of them just as they like. As the trustees are fond of explaining it doesn’t make the slightest difference. The entire receipts of the churches, being now pooled, are divided without reference to individual attendance. At each half year there is issued a printed statement which is addressed to the shareholders of the United Churches Limited and is hardly to be distinguished in style or material from the annual and semi-annual reports of the Tin Pot Amalgamation and the United Hardware and other quasi-religious bodies of the sort. “Your directors,” the last of these documents states, “are happy to inform you that in spite of the prevailing industrial depression the gross receipts of the corporation have shown such an increase as to justify the distribution of a stock dividend of special Offertory Stock Cumulative, which will be offered at par to all holders of common or preferred shares. You will also be gratified to learn that the directors have voted unanimously in favour of a special presentation to the Rev. Uttermust Dumfarthing on the occasion of his approaching marriage. It was earnestly debated whether this gift should take the form, as at first suggested, of a cash presentation, or as afterwards suggested, of a written testimonial in the form of an address. The latter course was finally adopted as being more fitting to the circumstances and the address has accordingly been prepared, setting forth to the Rev. Dr. Dumfarthing, in old English lettering and wording, the opinion which is held of him by his former parishioners.”

The “approaching marriage” referred of course to Dr. Dumfarthing’s betrothal to Juliana Furlong. It was not known that he had ever exactly proposed to her. But it was understood that before giving up his charge he drew her attention, in very severe terms, to the fact that, as his daughter was now leaving him, he must either have someone else to look after his manse or else be compelled to incur the expense of a paid housekeeper. This latter alternative, he said, was not one that he cared to contemplate. He also reminded her that she was now at a time of life when she could hardly expect to pick and choose and that her spiritual condition was one of, at least, great uncertainty. These combined statements are held, under the law of Scotland at any rate, to be equivalent to an offer of marriage.

Catherine Dumfarthing did not join her father in his new manse. She first remained behind him, as the guest of Philippa Overend for a few weeks while she was occupied in packing up her things. After that she stayed for another two or three weeks to unpack them. This had been rendered necessary by a conversation held with the Reverend Edward Fareforth Furlong, in a shaded corner of the Overend’s garden. After which, in due course of time, Catherine and Edward were married, the ceremony being performed by the Reverend Dr. McTeague whose eyes filled with philosophical tears as he gave them his blessing.

So the two churches of St. Asaph and St. Osoph stand side by side united and at peace. Their bells call softly back and forward to one another on Sunday mornings and such is the harmony between them that even the episcopal rooks in the elm trees of St. Asaph’s and the presbyterian crows in the spruce trees of St. Osoph’s are known to exchange perches on alternate Sundays.


The Great Fight for Clean Government
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“AS TO THE government of this city,” said Mr. Newberry, leaning back in a leather armchair at the Mausoleum Club and lighting a second cigar, “it’s rotten, that’s all.”

“Absolutely rotten,” assented Mr. Dick Overend, ringing the bell for a second whiskey and soda.

“Corrupt,” said Mr. Newberry, between two puffs of his cigar.

“Full of graft,” said Mr. Overend, flicking his ashes into the grate.

“Crooked aldermen,” said Mr. Newberry.

“A bum city solicitor,” said Mr. Overend, “and an infernal grafter for treasurer.”

“Yes,” assented Mr. Newberry, and then, leaning forwards in his chair and looking carefully about the corridors of the club, he spoke behind his hand and said, “And the mayor’s the biggest grafter of the lot. And what’s more,” he added, sinking his voice to a whisper, “the time has come to speak out about it fearlessly.”

Mr. Overend nodded. “It’s a tyranny,” he said.

“Worse than Russia,” rejoined Mr. Newberry.

 

They had been sitting in a quiet corner of the club — it was on a Sunday evening — and had fallen into talking, first of all, of the present rottenness of the federal politics of the United States — not argumentatively or with any heat, but with the reflective sadness that steals over an elderly man when he sits in the leather armchair of a comfortable club smoking a good cigar and musing on the decadence of the present day. The rottenness of the federal government didn’t anger them. It merely grieved them.

They could remember — both of them — how different everything was when they were young men just entering on life. When Mr. Newberry and Mr. Dick Overend were young, men went into congress from pure patriotism; there was no such thing as graft or crookedness, as they both admitted, in those days; and as for the United States Senate — here their voices were almost hushed in awe — why, when they were young, the United States Senate — 

But no, neither of them could find a phrase big enough for their meaning.

They merely repeated “as for the United States Senate—” and then shook their heads and took long drinks of whiskey and soda.

Then, naturally, speaking of the rottenness of the federal government had led them to talk of the rottenness of the state legislature. How different from the state legislatures that they remembered as young men! Not merely different in the matter of graft, but different, so Mr. Newberry said, in the calibre of the men. He recalled how he had been taken as a boy of twelve by his father to hear a debate. He would never forget it. Giants! he said, that was what they were. In fact, the thing was more like a Witenagemot than a legislature. He said he distinctly recalled a man, whose name he didn’t recollect, speaking on a question he didn’t just remember what, either for or against he just couldn’t recall which; it thrilled him. He would never forget it. It stayed in his memory as if it were yesterday.

But as for the present legislature — here Mr. Dick Overend sadly nodded assent in advance to what he knew was coming — as for the present legislature — well — Mr. Newberry had had, he said, occasion to visit the state capital a week before in connection with a railway bill that he was trying to — that is, that he was anxious to — in short in connection with a railway bill, and when he looked about him at the men in the legislature — positively he felt ashamed; he could put it no other way than that — ashamed.

After which, from speaking of the crookedness of the state government Mr. Newberry and Mr. Dick Overend were led to talk of the crookedness of the city government! And they both agreed, as above, that things were worse than in Russia. What secretly irritated them both most was that they had lived and done business under this infernal corruption for thirty or forty years and hadn’t noticed it. They had been too busy.

The fact was that their conversation reflected not so much their own original ideas as a general wave of feeling that was passing over the whole community.

There had come a moment — quite suddenly it seemed — when it occurred to everybody at the same time that the whole government of the city was rotten. The word is a strong one. But it is the one that was used. Look at the aldermen, they said — rotten! Look at the city solicitor, rotten! And as for the mayor himself — phew!

The thing came like a wave. Everybody felt it at once. People wondered how any sane, intelligent community could tolerate the presence of a set of corrupt scoundrels like the twenty aldermen of the city. Their names, it was said, were simply a byword throughout the United States for rank criminal corruption. This was said so widely that everybody started hunting through the daily papers to try to find out who in blazes were aldermen, anyhow. Twenty names are hard to remember, and as a matter of fact, at the moment when this wave of feeling struck the city, nobody knew or cared who were aldermen, anyway.

To tell the truth, the aldermen had been much the same persons for about fifteen or twenty years. Some were in the produce business, others were butchers, two were grocers, and all of them wore blue checkered waistcoats and red ties and got up at seven in the morning to attend the vegetable and other markets. Nobody had ever really thought about them — that is to say, nobody on Plutoria Avenue. Sometimes one saw a picture in the paper and wondered for a moment who the person was; but on looking more closely and noticing what was written under it, one said, “Oh, I see, an alderman,” and turned to something else.

“Whose funeral is that?” a man would sometimes ask on Plutoria Avenue. “Oh just one of the city aldermen,” a passerby would answer hurriedly. “Oh I see, I beg your pardon, I thought it might be somebody important.”

At which both laughed.

 

It was not just clear how and where this movement of indignation had started. People said that it was part of a new wave of public morality that was sweeping over the entire United States. Certainly it was being remarked in almost every section of the country. Chicago newspapers were attributing its origin to the new vigour and the fresh ideals of the middle west. In Boston it was said to be due to a revival of the grand old New England spirit. In Philadelphia they called it the spirit of William Penn. In the south it was said to be the reassertion of southern chivalry making itself felt against the greed and selfishness of the north, while in the north they recognized it at once as a protest against the sluggishness and ignorance of the south. In the west they spoke of it as a revolt against the spirit of the east and in the east they called it a reaction against the lawlessness of the west. But everywhere they hailed it as a new sign of the glorious unity of the country.

If therefore Mr. Newberry and Mr. Overend were found to be discussing the corrupt state of their city they only shared in the national sentiments of the moment. In fact in the same city hundreds of other citizens, as disinterested as themselves, were waking up to the realization of what was going on. As soon as people began to look into the condition of things in the city they were horrified at what they found. It was discovered, for example, that Alderman Schwefeldampf was an undertaker! Think of it! In a city with a hundred and fifty deaths a week, and sometimes even better, an undertaker sat on the council! A city that was about to expropriate land and to spend four hundred thousand dollars for a new cemetery, had an undertaker on the expropriation committee itself! And worse than that! Alderman Undercutt was a butcher! In a city that consumed a thousand tons of meat every week! And Alderman O’Hooligan — it leaked out — was an Irishman! Imagine it! An Irishman sitting on the police committee of the council in a city where thirty-eight and a half out of every hundred policemen were Irish, either by birth or parentage! The thing was monstrous.

So when Mr. Newberry said “It’s worse than Russia!” he meant it, every word.

 

Now just as Mr. Newberry and Mr. Dick Overend were finishing their discussion, the huge bulky form of Mayor McGrath came ponderously past them as they sat. He looked at them sideways out of his eyes — he had eyes like plums in a mottled face — and, being a born politician, he knew by the very look of them that they were talking of something that they had no business to be talking about. But, — being a politician — he merely said, “Good evening, gentlemen,” without a sign of disturbance.

“Good evening, Mr. Mayor,” said Mr. Newberry, rubbing his hands feebly together and speaking in an ingratiating tone. There is no more pitiable spectacle than an honest man caught in the act of speaking boldly and fearlessly of the evil-doer.

“Good evening, Mr. Mayor,” echoed Mr. Dick Overend, also rubbing his hands; “warm evening, is it not?”

The mayor gave no other answer than that deep guttural grunt which is technically known in municipal interviews as refusing to commit oneself.

“Did he hear?” whispered Mr. Newberry as the mayor passed out of the club.

“I don’t care if he did,” whispered Mr. Dick Overend.

Half an hour later Mayor McGrath entered the premises of the Thomas Jefferson Club, which was situated in the rear end of a saloon and pool room far down in the town.

“Boys,” he said to Alderman O’Hooligan and Alderman Gorfinkel, who were playing freeze-out poker in a corner behind the pool tables, “you want to let the boys know to keep pretty dark and go easy. There’s a lot of talk I don’t like about the elections going round the town. Let the boys know that just for a while the darker they keep the better.”

Whereupon the word was passed from the Thomas Jefferson Club to the George Washington Club and thence to the Eureka Club (coloured), and to the Kossuth Club (Hungarian), and to various other centres of civic patriotism in the lower parts of the city. And forthwith such a darkness began to spread over them that not even honest Diogenes with his lantern could have penetrated their doings.

“If them stiffs wants to make trouble,” said the president of the George Washington Club to Mayor McGrath a day or two later, “they won’t never know what they’ve bumped up against.”

“Well,” said the heavy mayor, speaking slowly and cautiously and eyeing his henchman with quiet scrutiny, “you want to go pretty easy now, I tell you.”

The look which the mayor directed at his satellite was much the same glance that Morgan the buccaneer might have given to one of his lieutenants before throwing him overboard.

 

Meantime the wave of civic enthusiasm as reflected in the conversations of Plutoria Avenue grew stronger with every day.

“The thing is a scandal,” said Mr. Lucullus Fyshe. “Why, these fellows down at the city hall are simply a pack of rogues. I had occasion to do some business there the other day (it was connected with the assessment of our soda factories) and do you know, I actually found that these fellows take money!”

“I say!” said Mr. Peter Spillikins, to whom he spoke, “I say! You don’t say!”

“It’s a fact,” repeated Mr. Fyshe. “They take money. I took the assistant treasurer aside and I said, ‘I want such and such done,’ and I slipped a fifty dollar bill into his hand. And the fellow took it, took it like a shot.”

“He took it!” gasped Mr. Spillikins.

“He did,” said Mr. Fyshe. “There ought to be a criminal law for that sort of thing.”

“I say!” exclaimed Mr. Spillikins, “they ought to go to jail for a thing like that.”

“And the infernal insolence of them,” Mr. Fyshe continued. “I went down the next day to see the deputy assistant (about a thing connected with the same matter), told him what I wanted and passed a fifty dollar bill across the counter and the fellow fairly threw it back at me, in a perfect rage. He refused it!”

“Refused it,” gasped Mr. Spillikins, “I say!”

Conversations such as this filled up the leisure and divided the business time of all the best people in the city.

In the general gloomy outlook, however, one bright spot was observable. The “wave” had evidently come just at the opportune moment. For not only were civic elections pending but just at this juncture four or five questions of supreme importance would be settled by the incoming council. There was, for instance, the question of the expropriation of the Traction Company (a matter involving many millions); there was the decision as to the renewal of the franchise of the Citizens’ Light Company — a vital question; there was also the four hundred thousand dollar purchase of land for the new addition to the cemetery, a matter that must be settled. And it was felt, especially on Plutoria Avenue, to be a splendid thing that the city was waking up, in the moral sense, at the very time when these things were under discussion. All the shareholders of the Traction Company and the Citizens’ Light — and they included the very best, the most high-minded, people in the city — felt that what was needed now was a great moral effort, to enable them to lift the city up and carry it with them, or, if not all of it, at any rate as much of it as they could.

“It’s a splendid movement!” said Mr. Fyshe (he was a leading shareholder and director of the Citizens’ Light), “what a splendid thing to think that we shan’t have to deal for our new franchise with a set of corrupt rapscallions like these present aldermen. Do you know, Furlong, that when we approached them first with a proposition for a renewal for a hundred and fifty years they held us up! Said it was too long! Imagine that! A hundred and fifty years (only a century and a half) too long for the franchise! They expect us to install all our poles, string our wires, set up our transformers in their streets and then perhaps at the end of a hundred years find ourselves compelled to sell out at a beggarly valuation. Of course we knew what they wanted. They meant us to hand them over fifty dollars each to stuff into their rascally pockets.”

“Outrageous!” said Mr. Furlong.

“And the same thing with the cemetery land deal,” went on Mr. Lucullus Fyshe. “Do you realize that, if the movement hadn’t come along and checked them, those scoundrels would have given that rogue Schwefeldampf four hundred thousand dollars for his fifty acres! Just think of it!”

“I don’t know,” said Mr. Furlong with a thoughtful look upon his face, “that four hundred thousand dollars is an excessive price, in and of itself, for that amount of land.”

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Fyshe, very quietly and decidedly, looking at Mr. Furlong in a searching way as he spoke. “It is not a high price. It seems to me, speaking purely as an outsider, a very fair, reasonable price for fifty acres of suburban land, if it were the right land. If, for example, it were a case of making an offer for that very fine stretch of land, about twenty acres, is it not, which I believe your Corporation owns on the other side of the cemetery, I should say four hundred thousand is a most modest price.”

Mr. Furlong nodded his head reflectively.

“You had thought, had you not, of offering it to the city?” said Mr. Fyshe.

“We did,” said Mr. Furlong, “at a more or less nominal sum — four hundred thousand or whatever it might be. We felt that for such a purpose, almost sacred as it were, one would want as little bargaining as possible.”

“Oh, none at all,” assented Mr. Fyshe.

“Our feeling was,” went on Mr. Furlong, “that if the city wanted our land for the cemetery extension, it might have it at its own figure — four hundred thousand, half a million, in fact at absolutely any price, from four hundred thousand up, that they cared to put on it. We didn’t regard it as a commercial transaction at all. Our reward lay merely in the fact of selling it to them.”

“Exactly,” said Mr. Fyshe, “and of course your land was more desirable from every point of view. Schwefeldampf’s ground is encumbered with a growth of cypress and evergreens and weeping willows which make it quite unsuitable for an up-to-date cemetery; whereas yours, as I remember it, is bright and open — a loose sandy soil with no trees and very little grass to overcome.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Furlong. “We thought, too, that our ground, having the tanneries and the chemical factory along the farther side of it, was an ideal place for—” he paused, seeking a mode of expressing his thought.

“For the dead,” said Mr. Fyshe, with becoming reverence. And after this conversation Mr. Fyshe and Mr. Furlong senior understood one another absolutely in regard to the new movement.

It was astonishing in fact how rapidly the light spread.

“Is Rasselyer-Brown with us?” asked someone of Mr. Fyshe a few days later.

“Heart and soul,” answered Mr. Fyshe. “He’s very bitter over the way these rascals have been plundering the city on its coal supply. He says that the city has been buying coal wholesale at the pit mouth at three fifty — utterly worthless stuff, he tells me. He has heard it said that everyone of these scoundrels has been paid from twenty-five to fifty dollars a winter to connive at it.”

“Dear me,” said the listener.

“Abominable, is it not?” said Mr. Fyshe. “But as I said to Rasselyer-Brown, what can one do if the citizens themselves take no interest in these things. ‘Take your own case,’ I said to him, ‘how is it that you, a coal man, are not helping the city in this matter? Why don’t you supply the city?’ He shook his head, ‘I wouldn’t do it at three-fifty,’ he said. ‘No,’ I answered, ‘but will you at five?’ He looked at me for a moment and then he said, ‘Fyshe, I’ll do it; at five, or at anything over that they like to name. If we get a new council in they may name their own figure.’ ‘Good,’ I said. ‘I hope all the other businessmen will be animated with the same spirit.’”

 

Thus it was that the light broke and spread and illuminated in all directions. People began to realize the needs of the city as they never had before. Mr. Boulder, who owned, among other things, a stone quarry and an asphalt company, felt that the paving of the streets was a disgrace. Mr. Skinyer, of Skinyer and Beatem, shook his head and said that the whole legal department of the city needed reorganization; it needed, he said, new blood. But he added always in a despairing tone, how could one expect to run a department with the head of it drawing only six thousand dollars; the thing was impossible. If, he argued, they could superannuate the present chief solicitor and get a man, a good man (Mr. Skinyer laid emphasis on this) at, say, fifteen thousand there might be some hope.

“Of course,” said Mr. Skinyer to Mr. Newberry in discussing the topic, “one would need to give him a proper staff of assistants so as to take off his hands all the routine work — the mere appearance in court, the preparation of briefs, the office consultation, the tax revision and the purely legal work. In that case he would have his hands free to devote himself entirely to those things, which — in fact to turn his attention in whatever direction he might feel it was advisable to turn it.”

 

Within a week or two the public movement had found definite expression and embodied itself in the Clean Government Association. This was organized by a group of leading and disinterested citizens who held their first meeting in the largest upstairs room of the Mausoleum Club. Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, Mr. Boulder, and others keenly interested in obtaining simply justice for the stockholders of the Traction and the Citizens’ Light were prominent from the start. Mr. Rasselyer-Brown, Mr. Furlong senior and others were there, not from special interest in the light or traction questions, but, as they said themselves, from pure civic spirit. Dr. Boomer was there to represent the university with three of his most presentable professors, cultivated men who were able to sit in a first-class club and drink whiskey and soda and talk as well as any businessman present. Mr. Skinyer, Mr. Beatem and others represented the bar. Dr. McTeague, blinking in the blue tobacco smoke, was there to stand for the church. There were all-round enthusiasts as well, such as Mr. Newberry and the Overend brothers and Mr. Peter Spillikins.

“Isn’t it fine,” whispered Mr. Spillikins to Mr. Newberry, “to see a set of men like these all going into a thing like this, not thinking of their own interests a bit?”

 

Mr. Fyshe, as chairman, addressed the meeting. He told them they were there to initiate a great free voluntary movement of the people. It had been thought wise, he said, to hold it with closed doors and to keep it out of the newspapers. This would guarantee the league against the old underhand control by a clique that had hitherto disgraced every part of the administration of the city. He wanted, he said, to see everything done henceforth in broad daylight: and for this purpose he had summoned them there at night to discuss ways and means of action. After they were once fully assured of exactly what they wanted to do and how they meant to do it, the league he said, would invite the fullest and freest advice from all classes in the city. There were none he said, amid great applause, that were so lowly that they would not be invited — once the platform of the league was settled — to advise and co-operate. All might help, even the poorest. Subscription lists would be prepared which would allow any sum at all, from one to five dollars, to be given to the treasurer. The league was to be democratic or nothing. The poorest might contribute as little as one dollar: even the richest would not be allowed to give more than five. Moreover he gave notice that he intended to propose that no actual official of the league should be allowed under its by-laws to give anything. He himself — if they did him the honour to make him president as he had heard it hinted was their intention — would be the first to bow to this rule. He would efface himself. He would obliterate himself, content in the interests of all, to give nothing. He was able to announce similar pledges from his friends, Mr. Boulder, Mr. Furlong, Dr. Boomer, and a number of others.

Quite a storm of applause greeted these remarks by Mr. Fyshe, who flushed with pride as he heard it.

“Now, gentlemen,” he went on, “this meeting is open for discussion. Remember it is quite informal, anyone may speak. I as chairman make no claim to control or monopolize the discussion. Let everyone understand—”

“Well then, Mr. Chairman,” began Mr. Dick Overend.

“One minute, Mr. Overend,” said Mr. Fyshe. “I want everyone to understand that he may speak as—”

“May I say then—” began Mr. Newberry.

“Pardon me, Mr. Newberry,” said Mr. Fyshe, “I was wishing first to explain that not only may all participate but that we invite—”

“In that case—” began Mr. Newberry.

“Before you speak,” interrupted Mr. Fyshe, “let me add one word. We must make our discussion as brief and to the point as possible. I have a great number of things which I wish to say to the meeting and it might be well if all of you would speak as briefly and as little as possible. Has anybody anything to say?”

“Well,” said Mr. Newberry, “what about organization and officers?”

“We have thought of it,” said Mr. Fyshe. “We were anxious above all things to avoid the objectionable and corrupt methods of a ‘slate’ and a prepared list of officers which has disgraced every part of our city politics until the present time. Mr. Boulder, Mr. Furlong and Mr. Skinyer and myself have therefore prepared a short list of offices and officers which we wish to submit to your fullest, freest consideration. It runs thus: Hon. President Mr. L. Fyshe, Hon. Vice-president, Mr. A. Boulder, Hon. Secretary Mr. Furlong, Hon. Treasurer Mr. O. Skinyer, et cetera — I needn’t read it all. You’ll see it posted in the hall later. Is that carried? Carried! Very good,” said Mr. Fyshe.

There was a moment’s pause while Mr. Furlong and Mr. Skinyer moved into seats beside Mr. Fyshe and while Mr. Furlong drew from his pocket and arranged the bundle of minutes of the meeting which he had brought with him. As he himself said he was too neat and methodical a writer to trust to jotting them down on the spot.

“Don’t you think,” said Mr. Newberry, “I speak as a practical man, that we ought to do something to get the newspapers with us?”

“Most important,” assented several members.

“What do you think, Dr. Boomer?” asked Mr. Fyshe of the university president, “will the newspapers be with us?”

Dr. Boomer shook his head doubtfully. “It’s an important matter,” he said. “There is no doubt that we need, more than anything, the support of a clean, wholesome unbiassed press that can’t be bribed and is not subject to money influence. I think on the whole our best plan would be to buy up one of the city newspapers.”

“Might it not be better simply to buy up the editorial staff?” said Mr. Dick Overend.

“We might do that,” admitted Dr. Boomer. “There is no doubt that the corruption of the press is one of the worst factors that we have to oppose. But whether we can best fight it by buying the paper itself or buying the staff is hard to say.”

“Suppose we leave it to a committee with full power to act,” said Mr. Fyshe. “Let us direct them to take whatever steps may in their opinion be best calculated to elevate the tone of the press, the treasurer being authorized to second them in every way. I for one am heartily sick of old underhand connection between city politics and the city papers. If we can do anything to alter and elevate it, it will be a fine work, gentlemen, well worth whatever it costs us.”

 

Thus after an hour or two of such discussion the Clean Government League found itself organized and equipped with a treasury and a programme and a platform. The latter was very simple. As Mr. Fyshe and Mr. Boulder said there was no need to drag in specific questions or try to define the action to be taken towards this or that particular detail, such as the hundred-and-fifty-year franchise, beforehand. The platform was simply expressed as Honesty, Purity, Integrity. This, as Mr. Fyshe said, made a straight, flat, clean issue between the league and all who opposed it.

This first meeting was, of course, confidential. But all that it did was presently done over again, with wonderful freshness and spontaneity at a large public meeting open to all citizens. There was a splendid impromptu air about everything. For instance when somebody away back in the hall said, “I move that Mr. Lucullus Fyshe be president of the league,” Mr. Fyshe lifted his hand in unavailing protest as if this were the newest idea he had ever heard in his life.

After all of which the Clean Government League set itself to fight the cohorts of darkness. It was not just known where these were. But it was understood that they were there all right, somewhere. In the platform speeches of the epoch they figured as working underground, working in the dark, working behind the scenes, and so forth. But the strange thing was that nobody could state with any exactitude just who or what it was that the league was fighting. It stood for “honesty, purity, and integrity.” That was all you could say about it.

Take, for example, the case of the press. At the inception of the league it has been supposed that such was the venality and corruption of the city newspapers that it would be necessary to buy one of them. But the word “clean government” had been no sooner uttered than it turned out that every one of the papers in the city was in favour of it: in fact had been working for it for years.

They vied with one another now in giving publicity to the idea. The Plutorian Times printed a dotted coupon on the corner of its front sheet with the words, “Are you in favour of Clean Government? If so, send us ten cents with this coupon and your name and address.” The Plutorian Citizen and Home Advocate, went even further. It printed a coupon which said, “Are you out for a clean city? If so send us twenty-five cents to this office. We pledge ourselves to use it.”

The newspapers did more than this. They printed from day to day such pictures as the portrait of Mr. Fyshe with the legend below, “Mr. Lucullus Fyshe, who says that government ought to be by the people, from the people, for the people and to the people”; and the next day another labelled. “Mr. P. Spillikins, who says that all men are born free and equal”; and the next day a picture with the words, “Tract of ground offered for cemetery by Mr. Furlong, showing rear of tanneries, with head of Mr. Furlong inserted.”

It was, of course, plain enough that certain of the aldermen of the old council were to be reckoned as part of the cohort of darkness. That at least was clear. “We want no more men in control of the stamp of Alderman Gorfinkel and Alderman Schwefeldampf,” so said practically every paper in the city. “The public sense revolts at these men. They are vultures who have feasted too long on the prostrate corpses of our citizens.” And so on. The only trouble was to discover who or what had ever supported Alderman Gorfinkel and Alderman Schwefeldampf. The very organizations that might have seemed to be behind them were evidently more eager for clean government than the league itself.

“The Thomas Jefferson Club Out for Clean Government,” so ran the newspaper headings of one day; and of the next, “Will help to clean up City Government. Eureka Club (Coloured) endorses the League; Is done with Darkness”; and the day after that, “Sons of Hungary Share in Good Work: Kossuth Club will vote with the League.”

So strong, indeed, was the feeling against the iniquitous aldermen that the public demand arose to be done with a council of aldermen altogether and to substitute government by a Board. The newspapers contained editorials on the topic each day and it was understood that one of the first efforts of the league would be directed towards getting the necessary sanction of the legislature in this direction. To help to enlighten the public on what such government meant Professor Proaser of the university (he was one of the three already referred to) gave a public lecture on the growth of Council Government. He traced it from the Amphictionic Council of Greece as far down as the Oligarchical Council of Venice; it was thought that had the evening been longer he would have traced it clean down to modern times.

But most amazing of all was the announcement that was presently made, and endorsed by Mr. Lucullus Fyshe in an interview, that Mayor McGrath himself would favour clean government, and would become the official nominee of the league itself. This certainly was strange. But it would perhaps have been less mystifying to the public at large, had they been able to listen to certain of the intimate conversations of Mr. Fyshe and Mr. Boulder.

“You say then,” said Mr. Boulder, “to let McGrath’s name stand.”

“We can’t do without him,” said Mr. Fyshe, “he has seven of the wards in the hollow of his hand. If we take his offer he absolutely pledges us every one of them.”

“Can you rely on his word?” said Mr. Boulder.

“I think he means to play fair with us,” answered Mr. Fyshe. “I put it to him as a matter of honour, between man and man, a week ago. Since then, I have had him carefully dictaphoned and I’m convinced he’s playing straight.”

“How far will he go with us?” said Mr. Boulder.

“He is willing to throw overboard Gorfinkel, Schwefeldampf and Undercutt. He says he must find a place for O’Hooligan. The Irish, he says, don’t care for clean government; they want Irish Government.”

“I see,” said Mr. Boulder very thoughtfully, “and in regard to the renewal of the franchise and the expropriation, tell me just exactly what his conditions are.”

But Mr. Fyshe’s answer to this was said so discreetly and in such a low voice, that not even the birds listening in the elm trees outside the Mausoleum Club could hear it.

No wonder, then, that if even the birds failed to know everything about the Clean Government League, there were many things which such good people as Mr. Newberry and Mr. Peter Spillikins never heard at all and never guessed.

 

Each week and every day brought fresh triumphs to the onward march of the movement.

“Yes, gentlemen,” said Mr. Fyshe to the assembled committee of the Clean Government League a few days later, “I am glad to be able to report our first victory. Mr. Boulder and I have visited the state capital and we are able to tell you definitely that the legislature will consent to change our form of government so as to replace our council by a Board.”

“Hear, hear!” cried all the committee men together.

“We saw the governor,” said Mr. Fyshe. “Indeed he was good enough to lunch with us at the Pocahontas Club. He tells us that what we are doing is being done in every city and town of the state. He says that the days of the old-fashioned city council are numbered. They are setting up boards everywhere.”

“Excellent!” said Mr. Newberry.

“The governor assures us that what we want will be done. The chairman of the Democratic State Committee (he was good enough to dine with us at the Buchanan Club) has given us the same assurance. So also does the chairman of the Republican State Committee, who was kind enough to be our guest in a box at the Lincoln Theatre. It is most gratifying,” concluded Mr. Fyshe, “to feel that the legislature will give us such a hearty, such a thoroughly American support.”

“You are sure of this, are you?” questioned Mr. Newberry. “You have actually seen the members of the legislature?”

“It was not necessary,” said Mr. Fyshe. “The governor and the different chairmen have them so well fixed — that is to say, they have such confidence in the governor and their political organizers that they will all be prepared to give us what I have described as thoroughly American support.”

“You are quite sure,” persisted Mr. Newberry, “about the governor and the others you mentioned?”

Mr. Fyshe paused a moment and then he said very quietly, “We are quite sure,” and he exchanged a look with Mr. Boulder that meant volumes to those who would read it.

 

“I hope you didn’t mind my questioning you in that fashion,” said Mr. Newberry, as he and Mr. Fyshe strolled home from the club. “The truth is I didn’t feel sure in my own mind just what was meant by a ‘Board,’ and ‘getting them to give us government by a Board.’ I know I’m speaking like an ignoramus. I’ve really not paid as much attention in the past to civic politics as I ought to have. But what is the difference between a council and a board?”

“The difference between a council and a board?” repeated Mr. Fyshe.

“Yes,” said Mr. Newberry, “the difference between a council and a board.”

“Or call it,” said Mr. Fyshe reflectively, “the difference between a board and a council.”

“Precisely,” said Mr Newberry.

“It’s not altogether easy to explain,” said Mr. Fyshe. “One chief difference is that in the case of a board, sometimes called a Commission, the salary is higher. You see the salary of an alderman or councillor in most cities is generally not more than fifteen hundred or two thousand dollars. The salary of a member of a board or commission is at least ten thousand. That gives you at once a very different class of men. As long as you only pay fifteen hundred you get your council filled up with men who will do any kind of crooked work for fifteen hundred dollars; as soon as you pay ten thousand you get men with larger ideas.”

“I see,” said Mr. Newberry.

“If you have a fifteen hundred dollar man,” Mr. Fyshe went on, “you can bribe him at any time with a fifty-dollar bill. On the other hand your ten-thousand-dollar man has a wider outlook. If you offer him fifty dollars for his vote on the board, he’d probably laugh at you.”

“Ah, yes,” said Mr. Newberry, “I see the idea. A fifteen-hundred-dollar salary is so low that it will tempt a lot of men into office merely for what they can get out of it.”

“That’s it exactly,” answered Mr. Fyshe.

 

From all sides support came to the new league. The women of the city — there were fifty thousand of them on the municipal voters list — were not behind the men. Though not officials of the league they rallied to its cause.

“Mr. Fyshe,” said Mrs. Buncomhearst, who called at the office of the president of the league with offers of support, “tell me what we can do. I represent fifty thousand women voters of this city—”

(This was a favourite phrase of Mrs. Buncomhearst’s, though it had never been made quite clear how or why she represented them.)

“We want to help, we women. You know we’ve any amount of initiative, if you’ll only tell us what to do. You know, Mr. Fyshe, we’ve just as good executive ability as you men, if you’ll just tell us what to do. Couldn’t we hold a meeting of our own, all our own, to help the league along?”

“An excellent idea,” said Mr. Fyshe.

“And could you not get three or four men to come and address it so as to stir us up?” asked Mrs. Buncomhearst anxiously.

“Oh, certainly,” said Mr. Fyshe.

So it was known after this that the women were working side by side with the men. The tea rooms of the Grand Palaver and the other hotels were filled with them every day, busy for the cause. One of them even invented a perfectly charming election scarf to be worn as a sort of badge to show one’s allegiance; and its great merit was that it was so fashioned that it would go with anything.

“Yes,” said Mr. Fyshe to his committee, “one of the finest signs of our movement is that the women of the city are with us. Whatever we may think, gentlemen, of the question of woman’s rights in general — and I think we know what we do think — there is no doubt that the influence of women makes for purity in civic politics. I am glad to inform the committee that Mrs. Buncomhearst and her friends have organized all the working women of the city who have votes. They tell me that they have been able to do this at a cost as low as five dollars per woman. Some of the women — foreigners of the lower classes whose sense of political morality is as yet imperfectly developed — have been organized at a cost as low as one dollar per vote. But of course with our native American women, with a higher standard of education and morality, we can hardly expect to do it as low as that.”

 

Nor were the women the only element of support added to the league.

“Gentlemen,” reported Dr. Boomer, the president of the university, at the next committee meeting, “I am glad to say that the spirit which animates us has spread to the students of the university. They have organized, entirely by themselves and on their own account, a Students’ Fair Play League which has commenced its activities. I understand that they have already ducked Alderman Gorfinkel in a pond near the university. I believe they are looking for Alderman Schwefeldampf tonight. I understand they propose to throw him into the reservoir. The leaders of them — a splendid set of young fellows — have given me a pledge that they will do nothing to bring discredit on the university.”

“I think I heard them on the street last night,” said Mr. Newberry.

“I believe they had a procession,” said the president.

“Yes, I heard them; they were shouting ‘Rah! rah! rah! Clean Government! Clean Government! Rah! rah!’ It was really inspiring to hear them.”

“Yes,” said the president, “they are banded together to put down all the hoodlumism and disturbance on the street that has hitherto disgraced our municipal elections. Last night, as a demonstration, they upset two streetcars and a milk wagon.”

“I heard that two of them were arrested,” said Mr. Dick Overend.

“Only by an error,” said the president. “There was a mistake. It was not known that they were students. The two who were arrested were smashing the windows of the car, after it was upset, with their hockey sticks. A squad of police mistook them for rioters. As soon as they were taken to the police station, the mistake was cleared up at once. The chief-of-police telephoned an apology to the university. I believe the league is out again tonight looking for Alderman Schwefeldampf. But the leaders assure me there will be no breach of the peace whatever. As I say, I think their idea is to throw him into the reservoir.”

In the face of such efforts as these, opposition itself melted rapidly away. The Plutorian Times was soon able to announce that various undesirable candidates were abandoning the field. “Alderman Gorfinkel,” it said, “who, it will be recalled, was thrown into a pond last week by the students of the college, was still confined to his bed when interviewed by our representative. Mr. Gorfinkel stated that he should not offer himself as a candidate in the approaching election. He was, he said, weary of civic honours. He had had enough. He felt it incumbent on him to step out and make way for others who deserved their turn as well as himself: in future he proposed to confine his whole attention to his Misfit Semi-Ready Establishment which he was happy to state was offering as nobby a line of early fall suiting as was ever seen at the price.”

 

There is no need to recount here in detail the glorious triumph of the election day itself. It will always be remembered as the purest, cleanest election ever held in the precincts of the city. The citizens’ organization turned out in overwhelming force to guarantee that it should be so. Bands of Dr. Boomer’s students, armed with baseball bats, surrounded the polls to guarantee fair play. Any man wishing to cast an unclean vote was driven from the booth: all those attempting to introduce any element of brute force or rowdyism into the election were cracked over the head. In the lower part of the town scores of willing workers, recruited often from the humblest classes, kept order with pickaxes. In every part of the city motor cars, supplied by all the leading businessmen, lawyers, and doctors of the city, acted as patrols to see that no unfair use should be made of other vehicles in carrying voters to the polls.

It was a foregone victory from the first — overwhelming and complete. The cohorts of darkness were so completely routed that it was practically impossible to find them. As it fell dusk the streets were filled with roaring and surging crowds celebrating the great victory for clean government, while in front of every newspaper office huge lantern pictures of Mayor McGrath the Champion of Pure Government, and O. Skinyer, the People’s Solicitor, and the other nominees of the league, called forth cheer after cheer of frenzied enthusiasm.

 

They held that night in celebration a great reception at the Mausoleum Club on Plutoria Avenue, given at its own suggestion by the city. The city, indeed, insisted on it.

Nor was there ever witnessed even in that home of art and refinement a scene of greater charm. In the spacious corridor of the club a Hungarian band wafted Viennese music from Tyrolese flutes through the rubber trees. There was champagne bubbling at a score of sideboards where noiseless waiters poured it into goblets as broad and flat as floating water-lily leaves. And through it all moved the shepherds and shepherdesses of that beautiful Arcadia — the shepherds in their Tuxedo jackets, with vast white shirt-fronts broad as the map of Africa, with spotless white waistcoats girdling their equators, wearing heavy gold watch-chains and little patent shoes blacker than sin itself — and the shepherdesses in foaming billows of silks of every colour of the kaleidoscope, their hair bound with glittering headbands or coiled with white feathers, the very symbol of municipal purity. One would search in vain the pages of pastoral literature to find the equal of it.

And as they talked, the good news spread from group to group that it was already known that the new franchise of the Citizens’ Light was to be made for two centuries so as to give the company a fair chance to see what it could do. At the word of it, the grave faces of manly bondholders flushed with pride, and the soft eyes of listening shareholders laughed back in joy. For they had no doubt or fear, now that clean government had come. They knew what the company could do.

Thus all night long, outside of the club, the soft note of the motor horns arriving and departing wakened the sleeping leaves of the elm trees with their message of good tidings. And all night long, within its lighted corridors, the bubbling champagne whispered to the listening rubber trees of the new salvation of the city. So the night waxed and waned till the slow day broke, dimming with its cheap prosaic glare the shaded beauty of the artificial light, and the people of the city — the best of them — drove home to their well-earned sleep; and the others — in the lower parts of the city — rose to their daily toil.

 

END
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THE PRUDENT HUSBANDMAN, after having taken from his field all the straw that is there, rakes it over with a wooden rake and gets as much again. The wise child, after the lemonade jug is empty, takes the lemons from the bottom of it and squeezes them into a still larger brew. So does the sagacious author, after having sold his material to the magazines and been paid for it, clap it into book-covers and give it another squeeze. But in the present case the author is of a nice conscience and anxious to place responsibility where it is due. He therefore wishes to make all proper acknowledgments to the editors of Vanity Fair, The American Magazine, The Popular Magazine, Life, Puck, The Century, Methuen’s Annual, and all others who are in any way implicated in the making of this book.

STEPHEN LEACOCK.
McGill University, Montreal. Oct. 1, 1915.


SPOOF. A Thousand-Guinea Novel. New! Fascinating! Perplexing!
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CHAPTER I

Readers are requested to note that this novel has taken our special prize of a cheque for a thousand guineas. This alone guarantees for all intelligent readers a palpitating interest in every line of it. Among the thousands of MSS. which reached us — many of them coming in carts early in the morning, and moving in a dense phalanx, indistinguishable from the Covent Garden Market waggons; others pouring down our coal-chute during the working hours of the day; and others again being slipped surreptitiously into our letter-box by pale, timid girls, scarcely more than children, after nightfall (in fact many of them came in their night-gowns), — this manuscript alone was the sole one — in fact the only one — to receive the prize of a cheque of a thousand guineas. To other competitors we may have given, inadvertently perhaps, a bag of sovereigns or a string of pearls, but to this story alone is awarded the first prize by the unanimous decision of our judges.

When we say that the latter body included two members of the Cabinet, two Lords of the Admiralty, and two bishops, with power in case of dispute to send all the MSS. to the Czar of Russia, our readers will breathe a sigh of relief to learn that the decision was instant and unanimous. Each one of them, in reply to our telegram, answered immediately SPOOF.

This novel represents the last word in up-to-date fiction. It is well known that the modern novel has got far beyond the point of mere story-telling. The childish attempt to INTEREST the reader has long since been abandoned by all the best writers. They refuse to do it. The modern novel must convey a message, or else it must paint a picture, or remove a veil, or open a new chapter in human psychology. Otherwise it is no good. SPOOF does all of these things. The reader rises from its perusal perplexed, troubled, and yet so filled with information that rising itself is a difficulty.

We cannot, for obvious reasons, insert the whole of the first chapter. But the portion here presented was praised by The Saturday Afternoon Review as giving one of the most graphic and at the same time realistic pictures of America ever written in fiction.

Of the characters whom our readers are to imagine seated on the deck — on one of the many decks (all connected by elevators) — of the Gloritania, one word may be said. Vere de Lancy is (as the reviewers have under oath declared) a typical young Englishman of the upper class. He is nephew to the Duke of — , but of this fact no one on the ship, except the captain, the purser, the steward, and the passengers are, or is, aware.

In order entirely to conceal his identity, Vere de Lancy is travelling under the assumed name of Lancy de Vere. In order the better to hide the object of his journey, Lancy de Vere (as we shall now call him, though our readers will be able at any moment to turn his name backwards) has given it to be understood that he is travelling merely as a gentleman anxious to see America. This naturally baffles all those in contact with him.

The girl at his side — but perhaps we may best let her speak for herself.

Somehow as they sat together on the deck of the great steamer in the afterglow of the sunken sun, listening to the throbbing of the propeller (a rare sound which neither of them of course had ever heard before), de Vere felt that he must speak to her. Something of the mystery of the girl fascinated him. What was she doing here alone with no one but her mother and her maid, on the bosom of the Atlantic? Why was she here? Why was she not somewhere else? The thing puzzled, perplexed him. It would not let him alone. It fastened upon his brain. Somehow he felt that if he tried to drive it away, it might nip him in the ankle.

In the end he spoke.

“And you, too,” he said, leaning over her deck-chair, “are going to America?”

He had suspected this ever since the boat left Liverpool. Now at length he framed his growing conviction into words.

“Yes,” she assented, and then timidly, “it is 3,213 miles wide, is it not?”

“Yes,” he said, “and 1,781 miles deep! It reaches from the forty-ninth parallel to the Gulf of Mexico.”

“Oh,” cried the girl, “what a vivid picture! I seem to see it.”

“Its major axis,” he went on, his voice sinking almost to a caress, “is formed by the Rocky Mountains, which are practically a prolongation of the Cordilleran Range. It is drained,” he continued — 

“How splendid!” said the girl.

“Yes, is it not? It is drained by the Mississippi, by the St. Lawrence, and — dare I say it? — by the Upper Colorado.”

Somehow his hand had found hers in the half gloaming, but she did not check him.

“Go on,” she said very simply; “I think I ought to hear it.”

“The great central plain of the interior,” he continued, “is formed by a vast alluvial deposit carried down as silt by the Mississippi. East of this the range of the Alleghanies, nowhere more than eight thousand feet in height, forms a secondary or subordinate axis from which the watershed falls to the Atlantic.”

He was speaking very quietly but earnestly. No man had ever spoken to her like this before.

“What a wonderful picture!” she murmured half to herself, half aloud, and half not aloud and half not to herself.

“Through the whole of it,” de Vere went on, “there run railways, most of them from east to west, though a few run from west to east. The Pennsylvania system alone has twenty-one thousand miles of track.”

“Twenty-one thousand miles,” she repeated; already she felt her will strangely subordinate to his.

He was holding her hand firmly clasped in his and looking into her face.

“Dare I tell you,” he whispered, “how many employees it has?”

“Yes,” she gasped, unable to resist.

“A hundred and fourteen thousand,” he said.

There was silence. They were both thinking. Presently she spoke, timidly.

“Are there any cities there?”

“Cities!” he said enthusiastically, “ah, yes! let me try to give you a word-picture of them. Vast cities — with tall buildings, reaching to the very sky. Why, for instance, the new Woolworth Building in New York—”

“Yes, yes,” she broke in quickly, “how high is it?”

“Seven hundred and fifty feet.”

The girl turned and faced him.

“Don’t,” she said. “I can’t bear it. Some other time, perhaps, but not now.”

She had risen and was gathering up her wraps. “And you,” she said, “why are you going to America?”

“Why?” he answered. “Because I want to see, to know, to learn. And when I have learned and seen and known, I want other people to see and to learn and to know. I want to write it all down, all the vast palpitating picture of it. Ah! if I only could — I want to see” (and here he passed his hand through his hair as if trying to remember) “something of the relations of labour and capital, of the extraordinary development of industrial machinery, of the new and intricate organisation of corporation finance, and in particular I want to try to analyse — no one has ever done it yet — the men who guide and drive it all. I want to set down the psychology of the multimillionaire!”

He paused. The girl stood irresolute. She was thinking (apparently, for if not, why stand there?).

“Perhaps,” she faltered, “I could help you.”

“You!”

“Yes, I might.” She hesitated. “I — I — come from America.”

“You!” said de Vere in astonishment. “With a face and voice like yours! It is impossible!”

The boldness of the compliment held her speechless for a moment.

“I do,” she said; “my people lived just outside of Cohoes.”

“They couldn’t have,” he said passionately.

“I shouldn’t speak to you like this,” the girl went on, “but it’s because I feel from what you have said that you know and love America. And I think I can help you.”

“You mean,” he said, divining her idea, “that you can help me to meet a multimillionaire?”

“Yes,” she answered, still hesitating.

“You know one?”

“Yes,” still hesitating, “I know ONE.”

She seemed about to say more, her lips had already opened, when suddenly the dull raucous blast of the foghorn (they used a raucous one on this ship on purpose) cut the night air. Wet fog rolled in about them, wetting everything.

The girl shivered.

“I must go,” she said; “good night.”

For a moment de Vere was about to detain her. The wild thought leaped to his mind to ask her her name or at least her mother’s. With a powerful effort he checked himself.

“Good night,” he said.

She was gone.

 

 

 

CHAPTER II

Limits of space forbid the insertion of the whole of this chapter. Its opening contains one of the most vivid word-pictures of the inside of an American customs house ever pictured in words. From the customs wharf de Vere is driven in a taxi to the Belmont. Here he engages a room; here, too, he sleeps; here also, though cautiously at first, he eats. All this is so admirably described that only those who have driven in a taxi to an hotel and slept there can hope to appreciate it.

Limits of space also forbid our describing in full de Vere’s vain quest in New York of the beautiful creature whom he had met on the steamer and whom he had lost from sight in the aigrette department of the customs house. A thousand times he cursed his folly in not having asked her name.

Meanwhile no word comes from her, till suddenly, mysteriously, unexpectedly, on the fourth day a note is handed to de Vere by the Third Assistant Head Waiter of the Belmont. It is addressed in a lady’s hand. He tears it open. It contains only the written words, “Call on Mr. J. Superman Overgold. He is a multimillionaire. He expects you.”

To leap into a taxi (from the third story of the Belmont) was the work of a moment. To drive to the office of Mr. Overgold was less. The portion of the novel which follows is perhaps the most notable part of it. It is this part of the chapter which the Hibbert Journal declares to be the best piece of psychological analysis that appears in any novel of the season. We reproduce it here.

“Exactly, exactly,” said de Vere, writing rapidly in his note-book as he sat in one of the deep leather armchairs of the luxurious office of Mr. Overgold. “So you sometimes feel as if the whole thing were not worth while.”

“I do,” said Mr. Overgold. “I can’t help asking myself what it all means. Is life, after all, merely a series of immaterial phenomena, self-developing and based solely on sensation and reaction, or is it something else?”

He paused for a moment to sign a cheque for $10,000 and throw it out of the window, and then went on, speaking still with the terse brevity of a man of business.

“Is sensation everywhere or is there perception too? On what grounds, if any, may the hypothesis of a self-explanatory consciousness be rejected? In how far are we warranted in supposing that innate ideas are inconsistent with pure materialism?”

De Vere listened, fascinated. Fortunately for himself, he was a University man, fresh from the examination halls of his Alma Mater. He was able to respond at once.

“I think,” he said modestly, “I grasp your thought. You mean — to what extent are we prepared to endorse Hegel’s dictum of immaterial evolution?”

“Exactly,” said Mr. Overgold. “How far, if at all, do we substantiate the Kantian hypothesis of the transcendental?”

“Precisely,” said de Vere eagerly. “And for what reasons [naming them] must we reject Spencer’s theory of the unknowable?”

“Entirely so,” continued Mr. Overgold. “And why, if at all, does Bergsonian illusionism differ from pure nothingness?”

They both paused.

Mr. Overgold had risen. There was great weariness in his manner.

“It saddens one, does it not?” he said.

He had picked up a bundle of Panama two per cent. gold bonds and was looking at them in contempt.

“The emptiness of it all!” he muttered. He extended the bonds to de Vere.

“Do you want them,” he said, “or shall I throw them away?”

“Give them to me,” said de Vere quietly; “they are not worth the throwing.”

“No, no,” said Mr. Overgold, speaking half to himself, as he replaced the bonds in his desk. “It is a burden that I must carry alone. I have no right to ask any one to share it. But come,” he continued, “I fear I am sadly lacking in the duties of international hospitality. I am forgetting what I owe to Anglo-American courtesy. I am neglecting the new obligations of our common Indo-Chinese policy. My motor is at the door. Pray let me take you to my house to lunch.”

De Vere assented readily, telephoned to the Belmont not to keep lunch waiting for him, and in a moment was speeding up the magnificent Riverside Drive towards Mr. Overgold’s home. On the way Mr. Overgold pointed out various objects of interest, — Grant’s tomb, Lincoln’s tomb, Edgar Allan Poe’s grave, the ticket office of the New York Subway, and various other points of historic importance.

On arriving at the house, de Vere was ushered up a flight of broad marble steps to a hall fitted on every side with almost priceless objets d’art and others, ushered to the cloak-room and out of it, butlered into the lunch-room and footmanned to a chair.

As they entered, a lady already seated at the table turned to meet them.

One glance was enough — plenty.

It was she — the object of de Vere’s impassioned quest. A rich lunch-gown was girdled about her with a twelve-o’clock band of pearls.

She reached out her hand, smiling.

“Dorothea,” said the multimillionaire, “this is Mr. de Vere. Mr. de Vere — my wife.”

 

 

 

CHAPTER III

Of this next chapter we need only say that the Blue Review (Adults Only) declares it to be the most daring and yet conscientious handling of the sex-problem ever attempted and done. The fact that the Congregational Times declares that this chapter will undermine the whole foundations of English Society and let it fall, we pass over: we hold certificates in writing from a great number of the Anglican clergy, to the effect that they have carefully read the entire novel and see nothing in it.

. . . . . . .

They stood looking at one another.

“So you didn’t know,” she murmured.

In a flash de Vere realised that she hadn’t known that he didn’t know and knew now that he knew.

He found no words.

The situation was a tense one. Nothing but the woman’s innate tact could save it. Dorothea Overgold rose to it with the dignity of a queen.

She turned to her husband.

“Take your soup over to the window,” she said, “and eat it there.”

The millionaire took his soup to the window and sat beneath a little palm tree, eating it.

“You didn’t know,” she repeated.

“No,” said de Vere; “how could I?”

“And yet,” she went on, “you loved me, although you didn’t know that I was married?”

“Yes,” answered de Vere simply. “I loved you, in spite of it.”

“How splendid!” she said.

There was a moment’s silence. Mr. Overgold had returned to the table, the empty plate in his hand. His wife turned to him again with the same unfailing tact.

“Take your asparagus to the billiard-room,” she said, “and eat it there.”

“Does he know, too?” asked de Vere.

“Mr. Overgold?” she said carelessly. “I suppose he does. Eh apres, mon ami?”

French? Another mystery! Where and how had she learned it? de Vere asked himself. Not in France, certainly.

“I fear that you are very young, amico mio,” Dorothea went on carelessly. “After all, what is there wrong in it, piccolo pochito? To a man’s mind perhaps — but to a woman, love is love.”

She beckoned to the butler.

“Take Mr. Overgold a cutlet to the music-room,” she said, “and give him his gorgonzola on the inkstand in the library.”

“And now,” she went on, in that caressing way which seemed so natural to her, “don’t let us think about it any more! After all, what is is, isn’t it?”

“I suppose it is,” said de Vere, half convinced in spite of himself.

“Or at any rate,” said Dorothea, “nothing can at the same time both be and not be. But come,” she broke off, gaily dipping a macaroon in a glass of creme de menthe and offering it to him with a pretty gesture of camaraderie, “don’t let’s be gloomy any more. I want to take you with me to the matinee.”

“Is he coming?” asked de Vere, pointing at Mr. Overgold’s empty chair.

“Silly boy,” laughed Dorothea. “Of course John is coming. You surely don’t want to buy the tickets yourself.”

. . . . . . .

The days that followed brought a strange new life to de Vere.

Dorothea was ever at his side. At the theatre, at the polo ground, in the park, everywhere they were together. And with them was Mr. Overgold.

The three were always together. At times at the theatre Dorothea and de Vere would sit downstairs and Mr. Overgold in the gallery; at other times, de Vere and Mr. Overgold would sit in the gallery and Dorothea downstairs; at times one of them would sit in Row A, another in Row B, and a third in Row C; at other times two would sit in Row B and one in Row C; at the opera, at times, one of the three would sit listening, the others talking, at other times two listening and one talking, and at other times three talking and none listening.

Thus the three formed together one of the most perplexing, maddening triangles that ever disturbed the society of the metropolis.

. . . . . . .

The denouement was bound to come.

It came.

It was late at night.

De Vere was standing beside Dorothea in the brilliantly lighted hall of the Grand Palaver Hotel, where they had had supper. Mr. Overgold was busy for a moment at the cashier’s desk.

“Dorothea,” de Vere whispered passionately, “I want to take you away, away from all this. I want you.”

She turned and looked him full in the face. Then she put her hand in his, smiling bravely.

“I will come,” she said.

“Listen,” he went on, “the Gloritania sails for England to-morrow at midnight. I have everything ready. Will you come?”

“Yes,” she answered, “I will”; and then passionately, “Dearest, I will follow you to England, to Liverpool, to the end of the earth.”

She paused in thought a moment and then added.

“Come to the house just before midnight. William, the second chauffeur (he is devoted to me), shall be at the door with the third car. The fourth footman will bring my things — I can rely on him; the fifth housemaid can have them all ready — she would never betray me. I will have the undergardener — the sixth — waiting at the iron gate to let you in; he would die rather than fail me.”

She paused again — then she went on.

“There is only one thing, dearest, that I want to ask. It is not much. I hardly think you would refuse it at such an hour. May I bring my husband with me?”

De Vere’s face blanched.

“Must you?” he said.

“I think I must,” said Dorothea. “You don’t know how I’ve grown to value, to lean upon, him. At times I have felt as if I always wanted him to be near me; I like to feel wherever I am — at the play, at a restaurant, anywhere — that I can reach out and touch him. I know,” she continued, “that it’s only a wild fancy and that others would laugh at it, but you can understand, can you not — carino caruso mio? And think, darling, in our new life, how busy he, too, will be — making money for all of us — in a new money market. It’s just wonderful how he does it.”

A great light of renunciation lit up de Vere’s face.

“Bring him,” he said.

“I knew that you would say that,” she murmured, “and listen, pochito pocket-edition, may I ask one thing more, one weeny thing? William, the second chauffeur — I think he would fade away if I were gone — may I bring him, too? Yes! O my darling, how can I repay you? And the second footman, and the third housemaid — if I were gone I fear that none of—”

“Bring them all,” said de Vere half bitterly; “we will all elope together.”

And as he spoke Mr. Overgold sauntered over from the cashier’s desk, his open purse still in his hand, and joined them. There was a dreamy look upon his face.

“I wonder,” he murmured, “whether personality survives or whether it, too, when up against the irresistible, dissolves and resolves itself into a series of negative reactions?”

De Vere’s empty heart echoed the words.

Then they passed out and the night swallowed them up.

 

 

 

CHAPTER IV

At a little before midnight on the next night, two motors filled with muffled human beings might have been perceived, or seen, moving noiselessly from Riverside Drive to the steamer wharf where lay the Gloritania.

A night of intense darkness enveloped the Hudson. Outside the inside of the dockside a dense fog wrapped the Statue of Liberty. Beside the steamer customs officers and deportation officials moved silently to and fro in long black cloaks, carrying little deportation lanterns in their hands.

To these Mr. Overgold presented in silence his deportation certificates, granting his party permission to leave the United States under the imbecility clause of the Interstate Commerce Act.

No objection was raised.

A few moments later the huge steamer was slipping away in the darkness.

On its deck a little group of people, standing beside a pile of first-class cabin luggage, directed a last sad look through their heavy black disguise at the rapidly vanishing shore which they could not see.

De Vere, who stood in the midst of them, clasping their hands, thus stood and gazed his last at America.

“Spoof!” he said.

(We admit that this final panorama, weird in its midnight mystery, and filling the mind of the reader with a sense of something like awe, is only appended to Spoof in order to coax him to read our forthcoming sequel, Spiff!)


THE READING PUBLIC. A BOOK STORE STUDY
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“WISH TO LOOK about the store? Oh, oh, by all means, sir,” he said. Then as he rubbed his hands together in an urbane fashion he directed a piercing glance at me through his spectacles.

“You’ll find some things that might interest you,” he said, “in the back of the store on the left. We have there a series of reprints — Universal Knowledge from Aristotle to Arthur Balfour — at seventeen cents. Or perhaps you might like to look over the Pantheon of Dead Authors at ten cents. Mr. Sparrow,” he called, “just show this gentleman our classical reprints — the ten-cent series.”

With that he waved his hand to an assistant and dismissed me from his thought.

In other words, he had divined me in a moment. There was no use in my having bought a sage-green fedora in Broadway, and a sporting tie done up crosswise with spots as big as nickels. These little adornments can never hide the soul within. I was a professor, and he knew it, or at least, as part of his business, he could divine it on the instant.

The sales manager of the biggest book store for ten blocks cannot be deceived in a customer. And he knew, of course, that, as a professor, I was no good. I had come to the store, as all professors go to book stores, just as a wasp comes to an open jar of marmalade. He knew that I would hang around for two hours, get in everybody’s way, and finally buy a cheap reprint of the Dialogues of Plato, or the Prose Works of John Milton, or Locke on the Human Understanding, or some trash of that sort.

As for real taste in literature — the ability to appreciate at its worth a dollar-fifty novel of last month, in a spring jacket with a tango frontispiece — I hadn’t got it and he knew it.

He despised me, of course. But it is a maxim of the book business that a professor standing up in a corner buried in a book looks well in a store. The real customers like it.

So it was that even so up-to-date a manager as Mr. Sellyer tolerated my presence in a back corner of his store: and so it was that I had an opportunity of noting something of his methods with his real customers — methods so successful, I may say, that he is rightly looked upon by all the publishing business as one of the mainstays of literature in America.

I had no intention of standing in the place and listening as a spy. In fact, to tell the truth, I had become immediately interested in a new translation of the Moral Discourses of Epictetus. The book was very neatly printed, quite well bound and was offered at eighteen cents; so that for the moment I was strongly tempted to buy it, though it seemed best to take a dip into it first.

I had hardly read more than the first three chapters when my attention was diverted by a conversation going on in the front of the store.

“You’re quite sure it’s his LATEST?” a fashionably dressed lady was saying to Mr. Sellyer.

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Rasselyer,” answered the manager. “I assure you this is his very latest. In fact, they only came in yesterday.”

As he spoke, he indicated with his hand a huge pile of books, gayly jacketed in white and blue. I could make out the title in big gilt lettering — GOLDEN DREAMS.

“Oh, yes,” repeated Mr. Sellyer. “This is Mr. Slush’s latest book. It’s having a wonderful sale.”

“That’s all right, then,” said the lady. “You see, one sometimes gets taken in so: I came in here last week and took two that seemed very nice, and I never noticed till I got home that they were both old books, published, I think, six months ago.”

“Oh, dear me, Mrs. Rasselyer,” said the manager in an apologetic tone, “I’m extremely sorry. Pray let us send for them and exchange them for you.”

“Oh, it does not matter,” said the lady; “of course I didn’t read them. I gave them to my maid. She probably wouldn’t know the difference, anyway.”

“I suppose not,” said Mr. Sellyer, with a condescending smile. “But of course, madam,” he went on, falling into the easy chat of the fashionable bookman, “such mistakes are bound to happen sometimes. We had a very painful case only yesterday. One of our oldest customers came in in a great hurry to buy books to take on the steamer, and before we realised what he had done — selecting the books I suppose merely by the titles, as some gentlemen are apt to do — he had taken two of last year’s books. We wired at once to the steamer, but I’m afraid it’s too late.”

“But now, this book,” said the lady, idly turning over the leaves, “is it good? What is it about?”

“It’s an extremely POWERFUL thing,” said Mr. Sellyer, “in fact, MASTERLY. The critics are saying that it’s perhaps THE most powerful book of the season. It has a—” and here Mr. Sellyer paused, and somehow his manner reminded me of my own when I am explaining to a university class something that I don’t know myself— “It has a — a — POWER, so to speak — a very exceptional power; in fact, one may say without exaggeration it is the most POWERFUL book of the month. Indeed,” he added, getting on to easier ground, “it’s having a perfectly wonderful sale.”

“You seem to have a great many of them,” said the lady.

“Oh, we have to,” answered the manager. “There’s a regular rush on the book. Indeed, you know it’s a book that is bound to make a sensation. In fact, in certain quarters, they are saying that it’s a book that ought not to—” And here Mr. Sellyer’s voice became so low and ingratiating that I couldn’t hear the rest of the sentence.

“Oh, really!” said Mrs. Rasselyer. “Well, I think I’ll take it then. One ought to see what these talked-of things are about, anyway.”

She had already begun to button her gloves, and to readjust her feather boa with which she had been knocking the Easter cards off the counter. Then she suddenly remembered something.

“Oh, I was forgetting,” she said. “Will you send something to the house for Mr. Rasselyer at the same time? He’s going down to Virginia for the vacation. You know the kind of thing he likes, do you not?”

“Oh, perfectly, madam,” said the manager. “Mr. Rasselyer generally reads works of — er — I think he buys mostly books on — er—”

“Oh, travel and that sort of thing,” said the lady.

“Precisely. I think we have here,” and he pointed to the counter on the left, “what Mr. Rasselyer wants.”

He indicated a row of handsome books— “Seven Weeks in the Sahara, seven dollars; Six Months in a Waggon, six-fifty net; Afternoons in an Oxcart, two volumes, four-thirty, with twenty off.”

“I think he has read those,” said Mrs. Rasselyer. “At least there are a good many at home that seem like that.”

“Oh, very possibly — but here, now, Among the Cannibals of Corfu — yes, that I think he has had — Among the — that, too, I think — but this I am certain he would like, just in this morning — Among the Monkeys of New Guinea — ten dollars, net.”

And with this Mr. Sellyer laid his hand on a pile of new books, apparently as numerous as the huge pile of Golden Dreams.

“Among the Monkeys,” he repeated, almost caressingly.

“It seems rather expensive,” said the lady.

“Oh, very much so — a most expensive book,” the manager repeated in a tone of enthusiasm. “You see, Mrs. Rasselyer, it’s the illustrations, actual photographs” — he ran the leaves over in his fingers— “of actual monkeys, taken with the camera — and the paper, you notice — in fact, madam, the book costs, the mere manufacture of it, nine dollars and ninety cents — of course we make no profit on it. But it’s a book we like to handle.”

Everybody likes to be taken into the details of technical business; and of course everybody likes to know that a bookseller is losing money. These, I realised, were two axioms in the methods of Mr. Sellyer.

So very naturally Mrs. Rasselyer bought Among the Monkeys, and in another moment Mr. Sellyer was directing a clerk to write down an address on Fifth Avenue, and was bowing deeply as he showed the lady out of the door.

As he turned back to his counter his manner seemed much changed.

“That Monkey book,” I heard him murmur to his assistant, “is going to be a pretty stiff proposition.”

But he had no time for further speculation.

Another lady entered.

This time even to an eye less trained than Mr. Sellyer’s, the deep, expensive mourning and the pensive face proclaimed the sentimental widow.

“Something new in fiction,” repeated the manager, “yes, madam — here’s a charming thing — Golden Dreams” — he hung lovingly on the words— “a very sweet story, singularly sweet; in fact, madam, the critics are saying it is the sweetest thing that Mr. Slush has done.”

“Is it good?” said the lady. I began to realise that all customers asked this.

“A charming book,” said the manager. “It’s a love story — very simple and sweet, yet wonderfully charming. Indeed, the reviews say it’s the most charming book of the month. My wife was reading it aloud only last night. She could hardly read for tears.”

“I suppose it’s quite a safe book, is it?” asked the widow. “I want it for my little daughter.”

“Oh, quite safe,” said Mr. Sellyer, with an almost parental tone, “in fact, written quite in the old style, like the dear old books of the past — quite like” — here Mr. Sellyer paused with a certain slight haze of doubt visible in his eye— “like Dickens and Fielding and Sterne and so on. We sell a great many to the clergy, madam.”

The lady bought Golden Dreams, received it wrapped up in green enamelled paper, and passed out.

“Have you any good light reading for vacation time?” called out the next customer in a loud, breezy voice — he had the air of a stock broker starting on a holiday.

“Yes,” said Mr. Sellyer, and his face almost broke into a laugh as he answered, “here’s an excellent thing — Golden Dreams — quite the most humorous book of the season — simply screaming — my wife was reading it aloud only yesterday. She could hardly read for laughing.”

“What’s the price, one dollar? One-fifty. All right, wrap it up.” There was a clink of money on the counter, and the customer was gone. I began to see exactly where professors and college people who want copies of Epictetus at 18 cents and sections of World Reprints of Literature at 12 cents a section come in, in the book trade.

“Yes, Judge!” said the manager to the next customer, a huge, dignified personage in a wide-awake hat, “sea stories? Certainly. Excellent reading, no doubt, when the brain is overcharged as yours must be. Here is the very latest — Among the Monkeys of New Guinea, ten dollars, reduced to four-fifty. The manufacture alone costs six-eighty. We’re selling it out. Thank you, Judge. Send it? Yes. Good morning.”

After that the customers came and went in a string. I noticed that though the store was filled with books — ten thousand of them, at a guess — Mr. Sellyer was apparently only selling two. Every woman who entered went away with Golden Dreams: every man was given a copy of the Monkeys of New Guinea. To one lady Golden Dreams was sold as exactly the reading for a holiday, to another as the very book to read AFTER a holiday; another bought it as a book for a rainy day, and a fourth as the right sort of reading for a fine day. The Monkeys was sold as a sea story, a land story, a story of the jungle, and a story of the mountains, and it was put at a price corresponding to Mr. Sellyer’s estimate of the purchaser.

At last after a busy two hours, the store grew empty for a moment.

“Wilfred,” said Mr. Sellyer, turning to his chief assistant, “I am going out to lunch. Keep those two books running as hard as you can. We’ll try them for another day and then cut them right out. And I’ll drop round to Dockem & Discount, the publishers, and make a kick about them, and see what they’ll do.”

I felt that I had lingered long enough. I drew near with the Epictetus in my hand.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Sellyer, professional again in a moment. “Epictetus? A charming thing. Eighteen cents. Thank you. Perhaps we have some other things there that might interest you. We have a few second-hand things in the alcove there that you might care to look at. There’s an Aristotle, two volumes — a very fine thing — practically illegible, that you might like: and a Cicero came in yesterday — very choice — damaged by damp — and I think we have a Machiavelli, quite exceptional — practically torn to pieces, and the covers gone — a very rare old thing, sir, if you’re an expert.”

“No, thanks,” I said. And then from a curiosity that had been growing in me and that I couldn’t resist, “That book — Golden Dreams,” I said, “you seem to think it a very wonderful work?”

Mr. Sellyer directed one of his shrewd glances at me. He knew I didn’t want to buy the book, and perhaps, like lesser people, he had his off moments of confidence.

He shook his head.

“A bad business,” he said. “The publishers have unloaded the thing on us, and we have to do what we can. They’re stuck with it, I understand, and they look to us to help them. They’re advertising it largely and may pull it off. Of course, there’s just a chance. One can’t tell. It’s just possible we may get the church people down on it and if so we’re all right. But short of that we’ll never make it. I imagine it’s perfectly rotten.”

“Haven’t you read it?” I asked.

“Dear me, no!” said the manager. His air was that of a milkman who is offered a glass of his own milk. “A pretty time I’d have if I tried to READ the new books. It’s quite enough to keep track of them without that.”

“But those people,” I went on, deeply perplexed, “who bought the book. Won’t they be disappointed?”

Mr. Sellyer shook his head. “Oh, no,” he said; “you see, they won’t READ it. They never do.”

“But at any rate,” I insisted, “your wife thought it a fine story.”

Mr. Sellyer smiled widely.

“I am not married, sir,” he said.


AFTERNOON ADVENTURES AT MY CLUB
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1. — The Anecdotes of Dr. So and So

That is not really his name. I merely call him that from his manner of talking.

His specialty is telling me short anecdotes of his professional life from day to day.

They are told with wonderful dash and power, except for one slight omission, which is, that you never know what the doctor is talking about. Beyond this, his little stories are of unsurpassed interest — but let me illustrate.

 

 

 

He came into the semi-silence room of the club the other day and sat down beside me.

“Have something or other?” he said.

“No, thanks,” I answered.

“Smoke anything?” he asked.

“No, thanks.”

The doctor turned to me. He evidently wanted to talk.

“I’ve been having a rather peculiar experience,” he said. “Man came to me the other day — three or four weeks ago — and said, ‘Doctor, I feel out of sorts. I believe I’ve got so and so.’ ‘Ah,’ I said, taking a look at him, ‘been eating so and so, eh?’ ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Very good,’ I said, ‘take so and so.’

“Well, off the fellow went — I thought nothing of it — simply wrote such and such in my note-book, such and such a date, symptoms such and such — prescribed such and such, and so forth, you understand?”

“Oh, yes, perfectly, doctor,” I answered.

“Very good. Three days later — a ring at the bell in the evening — my servant came to the surgery. ‘Mr. So and So is here. Very anxious to see you.’ ‘All right!’ I went down. There he was, with every symptom of so and so written all over him — every symptom of it — this and this and this—”

“Awful symptoms, doctor,” I said, shaking my head.

“Are they not?” he said, quite unaware that he hadn’t named any. “There he was with every symptom, heart so and so, eyes so and so, pulse this — I looked at him right in the eye and I said— ‘Do you want me to tell you the truth?’ ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Very good,’ I answered, ‘I will. You’ve got so and so.’ He fell back as if shot. ‘So and so!’ he repeated, dazed. I went to the sideboard and poured him out a drink of such and such. ‘Drink this,’ I said. He drank it. ‘Now,’ I said, ‘listen to what I say: You’ve got so and so. There’s only one chance,’ I said, ‘you must limit your eating and drinking to such and such, you must sleep such and such, avoid every form of such and such — I’ll give you a cordial, so many drops every so long, but mind you, unless you do so and so, it won’t help you.’ ‘All right, very good.’ Fellow promised. Off he went.”

The doctor paused a minute and then resumed:

“Would you believe it — two nights later, I saw the fellow — after the theatre, in a restaurant — whole party of people — big plate of so and so in front of him — quart bottle of so and so on ice — such and such and so forth. I stepped over to him — tapped him on the shoulder: ‘See here,’ I said, ‘if you won’t obey my instructions, you can’t expect me to treat you.’ I walked out of the place.”

“And what happened to him?” I asked.

“Died,” said the doctor, in a satisfied tone. “Died. I’ve just been filling in the certificate: So and so, aged such and such, died of so and so!”

“An awful disease,” I murmured.

 

 

 

2. — The Shattered Health of Mr. Podge

“How are you, Podge?” I said, as I sat down in a leather armchair beside him.

I only meant “How-do-you-do?” but he rolled his big eyes sideways at me in his flabby face (it was easier than moving his face) and he answered:

“I’m not as well to-day as I was yesterday afternoon. Last week I was feeling pretty good part of the time, but yesterday about four o’clock the air turned humid, and I don’t feel so well.”

“Have a cigarette?” I said.

“No, thanks; I find they affect the bronchial toobes.”

“Whose?” I asked.

“Mine,” he answered.

“Oh, yes,” I said, and I lighted one. “So you find the weather trying,” I continued cheerfully.

“Yes, it’s too humid. It’s up to a saturation of sixty-six. I’m all right till it passes sixty-four. Yesterday afternoon it was only about sixty-one, and I felt fine. But after that it went up. I guess it must be a contraction of the epidermis pressing on some of the sebaceous glands, don’t you?”

“I’m sure it is,” I said. “But why don’t you just sleep it off till it’s over?”

“I don’t like to sleep too much,” he answered. “I’m afraid of it developing into hypersomnia. There are cases where it’s been known to grow into a sort of lethargy that pretty well stops all brain action altogether—”

“That would be too bad,” I murmured. “What do you do to prevent it?”

“I generally drink from half to three-quarters of a cup of black coffee, or nearly black, every morning at from eleven to five minutes past, so as to keep off hypersomnia. It’s the best thing, the doctor says.”

“Aren’t you afraid,” I said, “of its keeping you awake?”

“I am,” answered Podge, and a spasm passed over his big yellow face. “I’m always afraid of insomnia. That’s the worst thing of all. The other night I went to bed about half-past ten, or twenty-five minutes after, — I forget which, — and I simply couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t. I read a magazine story, and I still couldn’t; and I read another, and still I couldn’t sleep. It scared me bad.”

“Oh, pshaw,” I said; “I don’t think sleep matters as long as one eats properly and has a good appetite.”

He shook his head very dubiously. “I ate a plate of soup at lunch,” he said, “and I feel it still.”

“You FEEL it!”

“Yes,” repeated Podge, rolling his eyes sideways in a pathetic fashion that he had, “I still feel it. I oughtn’t to have eaten it. It was some sort of a bean soup, and of course it was full of nitrogen. I oughtn’t to touch nitrogen,” he added, shaking his head.

“Not take any nitrogen?” I repeated.

“No, the doctor — both doctors — have told me that. I can eat starches, and albumens, all right, but I have to keep right away from all carbons and nitrogens. I’ve been dieting that way for two years, except that now and again I take a little glucose or phosphates.”

“That must be a nice change,” I said, cheerfully.

“It is,” he answered in a grateful sort of tone.

There was a pause. I looked at his big twitching face, and listened to the heavy wheezing of his breath, and I felt sorry for him.

“See here, Podge,” I said, “I want to give you some good advice.”

“About what?”

“About your health.”

“Yes, yes, do,” he said. Advice about his health was right in his line. He lived on it.

“Well, then, cut out all this fool business of diet and drugs and nitrogen. Don’t bother about anything of the sort. Forget it. Eat everything you want to, just when you want it. Drink all you like. Smoke all you can — and you’ll feel a new man in a week.”

“Say, do you think so!” he panted, his eyes filled with a new light.

“I know it,” I answered. And as I left him I shook hands with a warm feeling about my heart of being a benefactor to the human race.

Next day, sure enough, Podge’s usual chair at the club was empty.

“Out getting some decent exercise,” I thought. “Thank Heaven!”

Nor did he come the next day, nor the next, nor for a week.

“Leading a rational life at last,” I thought. “Out in the open getting a little air and sunlight, instead of sitting here howling about his stomach.”

The day after that I saw Dr. Slyder in black clothes glide into the club in that peculiar manner of his, like an amateur undertaker.

“Hullo, Slyder,” I called to him, “you look as solemn as if you had been to a funeral.”

“I have,” he said very quietly, and then added, “poor Podge!”

“What about him?” I asked with sudden apprehension.

“Why, he died on Tuesday,” answered the doctor. “Hadn’t you heard? Strangest case I’ve known in years. Came home suddenly one day, pitched all his medicines down the kitchen sink, ordered a couple of cases of champagne and two hundred havanas, and had his housekeeper cook a dinner like a Roman banquet! After being under treatment for two years! Lived, you know, on the narrowest margin conceivable. I told him and Silk told him — we all told him — his only chance was to keep away from every form of nitrogenous ultra-stimulants. I said to him often, ‘Podge, if you touch heavy carbonized food, you’re lost.’”

“Dear me,” I thought to myself, “there ARE such things after all!”

“It was a marvel,” continued Slyder, “that we kept him alive at all. And, of course” — here the doctor paused to ring the bell to order two Manhattan cocktails— “as soon as he touched alcohol he was done.”

So that was the end of the valetudinarianism of Mr. Podge.

I have always considered that I killed him.

But anyway, he was a nuisance at the club.

 

 

 

3. — The Amazing Travels of Mr. Yarner

There was no fault to be found with Mr. Yarner till he made his trip around the world.

It was that, I think, which disturbed his brain and unfitted him for membership in the club.

“Well,” he would say, as he sat ponderously down with the air of a man opening an interesting conversation, “I was just figuring it out that eleven months ago to-day I was in Pekin.”

“That’s odd,” I said, “I was just reckoning that eleven days ago I was in Poughkeepsie.”

“They don’t call it Pekin over there,” he said. “It’s sounded Pei-Chang.”

“I know,” I said, “it’s the same way with Poughkeepsie, they pronounce it P’Keepsie.”

“The Chinese,” he went on musingly, “are a strange people.”

“So are the people in P’Keepsie,” I added, “awfully strange.”

That kind of retort would sometimes stop him, but not always. He was especially dangerous if he was found with a newspaper in his hand; because that meant that some item of foreign intelligence had gone to his brain.

Not that I should have objected to Yarner describing his travels. Any man who has bought a ticket round the world and paid for it, is entitled to that.

But it was his manner of discussion that I considered unpermissible.

Last week, for example, in an unguarded moment I fell a victim. I had been guilty of the imprudence — I forget in what connection — of speaking of lions. I realized at once that I had done wrong — lions, giraffes, elephants, rickshaws and natives of all brands, are topics to avoid in talking with a traveller.

“Speaking of lions,” began Yarner.

He was right, of course; I HAD spoken of lions.

“ — I shall never forget,” he went on (of course, I knew he never would), “a rather bad scrape I got into in the up-country of Uganda. Imagine yourself in a wild, rolling country covered here and there with kwas along the sides of the nullahs.”

I did so.

“Well,” continued Yarner, “we were sitting in our tent one hot night — too hot to sleep — when all at once we heard, not ten feet in front of us, the most terrific roar that ever came from the throat of a lion.”

As he said this Yarner paused to take a gulp of bubbling whiskey and soda and looked at me so ferociously that I actually shivered.

Then quite suddenly his manner cooled down in the strangest way, and his voice changed to a commonplace tone as he said, — 

“Perhaps I ought to explain that we hadn’t come up to the up-country looking for big game. In fact, we had been down in the down country with no idea of going higher than Mombasa. Indeed, our going even to Mombasa itself was more or less an afterthought. Our first plan was to strike across from Aden to Singapore. But our second plan was to strike direct from Colombo to Karuchi—”

“And what was your THIRD plan?” I asked.

“Our third plan,” said Yarner deliberately, feeling that the talk was now getting really interesting, “let me see, our third plan was to cut across from Socotra to Tananarivo.”

“Oh, yes,” I said.

“However, all that was changed, and changed under the strangest circumstances. We were sitting, Gallon and I, on the piazza of the Galle Face Hotel in Colombo — you know the Galle Face?”

“No, I do not,” I said very positively.

“Very good. Well, I was sitting on the piazza watching a snake charmer who was seated, with a boa, immediately in front of me.

“Poor Gallon was actually within two feet of the hideous reptile. All of a sudden the beast whirled itself into a coil, its eyes fastened with hideous malignity on poor Gallon, and with its head erect it emitted the most awful hiss I have heard proceed from the mouth of any living snake.”

Here Yarner paused and took a long, hissing drink of whiskey and soda: and then as the malignity died out of his face — 

“I should explain,” he went on, very quietly, “that Gallon was not one of our original party. We had come down to Colombo from Mongolia, going by the Pekin Hankow and the Nippon Yushen Keisha.”

“That, I suppose, is the best way?” I said.

“Yes. And oddly enough but for the accident of Gallon joining us, we should have gone by the Amoy, Cochin, Singapore route, which was our first plan. In fact, but for Gallon we should hardly have got through China at all. The Boxer insurrection had taken place only fourteen years before our visit, so you can imagine the awful state of the country.

“Our meeting with Gallon was thus absolutely providential. Looking back on it, I think it perhaps saved our lives. We were in Mongolia (this, you understand, was before we reached China), and had spent the night at a small Yak about four versts from Kharbin, when all of a sudden, just outside the miserable hut that we were in, we heard a perfect fusillade of shots followed immediately afterwards by one of the most blood-curdling and terrifying screams I have ever imagined—”

“Oh, yes,” I said, “and that was how you met Gallon. Well, I must be off.”

And as I happened at that very moment to be rescued by an incoming friend, who took but little interest in lions, and even less in Yarner, I have still to learn why the lion howled so when it met Yarner. But surely the lion had reason enough.

 

 

 

4. — The Spiritual Outlook of Mr. Doomer

One generally saw old Mr. Doomer looking gloomily out of the windows of the library of the club. If not there, he was to be found staring sadly into the embers of a dying fire in a deserted sitting-room.

His gloom always appeared out of place as he was one of the richest of the members.

But the cause of it, — as I came to know, — was that he was perpetually concerned with thinking about the next world. In fact he spent his whole time brooding over it.

I discovered this accidentally by happening to speak to him of the recent death of Podge, one of our fellow members.

“Very sad,” I said, “Podge’s death.”

“Ah,” returned Mr. Doomer, “very shocking. He was quite unprepared to die.”

“Do you think so?” I said, “I’m awfully sorry to hear it.”

“Quite unprepared,” he answered. “I had reason to know it as one of his executors, — everything is confusion, — nothing signed, — no proper power of attorney, — codicils drawn up in blank and never witnessed, — in short, sir, no sense apparently of the nearness of his death and of his duty to be prepared.

“I suppose,” I said, “poor Podge didn’t realise that he was going to die.”

“Ah, that’s just it,” resumed Mr. Doomer with something like sternness, “a man OUGHT to realise it. Every man ought to feel that at any moment, — one can’t tell when, — day or night, — he may be called upon to meet his,” — Mr. Doomer paused here as if seeking a phrase— “to meet his Financial Obligations, face to face. At any time, sir, he may be hurried before the Judge, — or rather his estate may be, — before the Judge of the probate court. It is a solemn thought, sir. And yet when I come here I see about me men laughing, talking, and playing billiards, as if there would never be a day when their estate would pass into the hands of their administrators and an account must be given of every cent.”

“But after all,” I said, trying to fall in with his mood, “death and dissolution must come to all of us.”

“That’s just it,” he said solemnly. “They’ve dissolved the tobacco people, and they’ve dissolved the oil people and you can’t tell whose turn it may be next.”

Mr. Doomer was silent a moment and then resumed, speaking in a tone of humility that was almost reverential.

“And yet there is a certain preparedness for death, a certain fitness to die that we ought all to aim at. Any man can at least think solemnly of the Inheritance Tax, and reflect whether by a contract inter vivos drawn in blank he may not obtain redemption; any man if he thinks death is near may at least divest himself of his purely speculative securities and trust himself entirely to those gold bearing bonds of the great industrial corporations whose value will not readily diminish or pass away.” Mr. Doomer was speaking with something like religious rapture.

“And yet what does one see?” he continued. “Men affected with fatal illness and men stricken in years occupied still with idle talk and amusements instead of reading the financial newspapers, — and at the last carried away with scarcely time perhaps to send for their brokers when it is already too late.”

“It is very sad,” I said.

“Very,” he repeated, “and saddest of all, perhaps, is the sense of the irrevocability of death and the changes that must come after it.”

We were silent a moment.

“You think of these things a great deal, Mr. Doomer?” I said.

“I do,” he answered. “It may be that it is something in my temperament, I suppose one would call it a sort of spiritual mindedness. But I think of it all constantly. Often as I stand here beside the window and see these cars go by” — he indicated a passing street car— “I cannot but realise that the time will come when I am no longer a managing director and wonder whether they will keep on trying to hold the dividend down by improving the rolling stock or will declare profits to inflate the securities. These mysteries beyond the grave fascinate me, sir. Death is a mysterious thing. Who for example will take my seat on the Exchange? What will happen to my majority control of the power company? I shudder to think of the changes that may happen after death in the assessment of my real estate.”

“Yes,” I said, “it is all beyond our control, isn’t it?”

“Quite,” answered Mr. Doomer; “especially of late years one feels that, all said and done, we are in the hands of a Higher Power, and that the State Legislature is after all supreme. It gives one a sense of smallness. It makes one feel that in these days of drastic legislation with all one’s efforts the individual is lost and absorbed in the controlling power of the state legislature. Consider the words that are used in the text of the Income Tax Case, Folio Two, or the text of the Trans-Missouri Freight Decision, and think of the revelation they contain.”

I left Mr. Doomer still standing beside the window, musing on the vanity of life and on things, such as the future control of freight rates, that lay beyond the grave.

I noticed as I left him how broken and aged he had come to look. It seemed as if the chafings of the spirit were wearing the body that harboured it.

It was about a month later that I learned of Mr. Doomer’s death.

Dr. Slyder told me of it in the club one afternoon, over two cocktails in the sitting-room.

“A beautiful bedside,” he said, “one of the most edifying that I have ever attended. I knew that Doomer was failing and of course the time came when I had to tell him.

“‘Mr. Doomer,’ I said, ‘all that I, all that any medical can do for you is done; you are going to die. I have to warn you that it is time for other ministrations than mine.’

“‘Very good,’ he said faintly but firmly, ‘send for my broker.’

“They sent out and fetched Jarvis, — you know him I think, — most sympathetic man and yet most business-like — he does all the firm’s business with the dying, — and we two sat beside Doomer holding him up while he signed stock transfers and blank certificates.

“Once he paused and turned his eyes on Jarvis. ‘Read me from the text of the State Inheritance Tax Statute,’ he said. Jarvis took the book and read aloud very quietly and simply the part at the beginning— ‘Whenever and wheresoever it shall appear,’ down to the words, ‘shall be no longer a subject of judgment or appeal but shall remain in perpetual possession.’

“Doomer listened with his eyes closed. The reading seemed to bring him great comfort. When Jarvis ended he said with a sign, ‘That covers it. I’ll put my faith in that.’ After that he was silent a moment and then said: ‘I wish I had already crossed the river. Oh, to have already crossed the river and be safe on the other side.’ We knew what he meant. He had always planned to move over to New Jersey. The inheritance tax is so much more liberal.

“Presently it was all done.

“‘There,’ I said, ‘it is finished now.’

“‘No,’ he answered, ‘there is still one thing. Doctor, you’ve been very good to me. I should like to pay your account now without it being a charge on the estate. I will pay it as’ — he paused for a moment and a fit of coughing seized him, but by an effort of will he found the power to say— ‘cash.’

“I took the account from my pocket (I had it with me, fearing the worst), and we laid his cheque-book before him on the bed. Jarvis thinking him too faint to write tried to guide his hand as he filled in the sum. But he shook his head.

“‘The room is getting dim,’ he said. ‘I can see nothing but the figures.’

“‘Never mind,’ said Jarvis, — much moved, ‘that’s enough.’

“‘Is it four hundred and thirty?’ he asked faintly.

“‘Yes,’ I said, and I could feel the tears rising in my eyes, ‘and fifty cents.’

“After signing the cheque his mind wandered for a moment and he fell to talking, with his eyes closed, of the new federal banking law, and of the prospect of the reserve associations being able to maintain an adequate gold supply.

“Just at the last he rallied.

“‘I want,’ he said in quite a firm voice, ‘to do something for both of you before I die.’

“‘Yes, yes,’ we said.

“‘You are both interested, are you not,’ he murmured, in City Traction?’

“‘Yes, yes,’ we said. We knew of course that he was the managing director.

“He looked at us faintly and tried to speak.

“‘Give him a cordial,’ said Jarvis. But he found his voice.

“‘The value of that stock,’ he said, ’is going to take a sudden—’

“His voice grew faint.

“‘Yes, yes,’ I whispered, bending over him (there were tears in both our eyes), ‘tell me is it going up, or going down?’

“‘It is going’ — he murmured, — then his eyes closed— ‘it is going—’

“‘Yes, yes,’ I said, ‘which?’

“‘It is going’ — he repeated feebly and then, quite suddenly he fell back on the pillows and his soul passed. And we never knew which way it was going. It was very sad. Later on, of course, after he was dead, we knew, as everybody knew, that it went down.”

 

 

 

5. — The Reminiscences of Mr. Apricot

“Rather a cold day, isn’t it?” I said as I entered the club.

The man I addressed popped his head out from behind a newspaper and I saw it was old Mr. Apricot. So I was sorry that I had spoken.

“Not so cold as the winter of 1866,” he said, beaming with benevolence.

He had an egg-shaped head, bald, with some white hair fluffed about the sides of it. He had a pink face with large blue eyes, behind his spectacles, benevolent to the verge of imbecility.

“Was that a cold winter?” I asked.

“Bitter cold,” he said. “I have never told you, have I, of my early experiences in life?”

“I think I have heard you mention them,” I murmured, but he had already placed a detaining hand on my sleeve. “Sit down,” he said. Then he continued: “Yes, it was a cold winter. I was going to say that it was the coldest I have ever experienced, but that might be an exaggeration. But it was certainly colder than any winter that YOU have ever seen, or that we ever have now, or are likely to have. In fact the winters NOW are a mere nothing,” — here Mr. Apricot looked toward the club window where the driven snow was beating in eddies against the panes,— “simply nothing. One doesn’t feel them at all,” — here he turned his eyes towards the glowing fire that flamed in the open fireplace. “But when I was a boy things were very different. I have probably never mentioned to you, have I, the circumstances of my early life?”

He had, many times. But he had turned upon me the full beam of his benevolent spectacles and I was too weak to interrupt.

“My father,” went on Mr. Apricot, settling back in his chair and speaking with a far-away look in his eyes, “had settled on the banks of the Wabash River—”

“Oh, yes, I know it well,” I interjected.

“Not as it was THEN,” said Mr. Apricot very quickly. “At present as you, or any other thoughtless tourist sees it, it appears a broad river pouring its vast flood in all directions. At the time I speak of it was a mere stream scarcely more than a few feet in circumference. The life we led there was one of rugged isolation and of sturdy self-reliance and effort such as it is, of course, quite impossible for YOU, or any other member of this club to understand, — I may give you some idea of what I mean when I say that at that time there was no town nearer to Pittsburgh than Chicago, or to St. Paul than Minneapolis—”

“Impossible!” I said.

Mr. Apricot seemed not to notice the interruption.

“There was no place nearer to Springfield than St. Louis,” he went on in a peculiar singsong voice, “and there was nothing nearer to Denver than San Francisco, nor to New Orleans than Rio Janeiro—”

He seemed as if he would go on indefinitely.

“You were speaking of your father?” I interrupted.

“My father,” said Mr. Apricot, “had settled on the banks, both banks, of the Wabash. He was like so many other men of his time, a disbanded soldier, a veteran—”

“Of the Mexican War or of the Civil War?” I asked.

“Exactly,” answered Mr. Apricot, hardly heeding the question,— “of the Mexican Civil War.”

“Was he under Lincoln?” I asked.

“OVER Lincoln,” corrected Mr. Apricot gravely. And he added,— “It is always strange to me the way in which the present generation regards Abraham Lincoln. To us, of course, at the time of which I speak, Lincoln was simply one of ourselves.”

“In 1866?” I asked.

“This was 1856,” said Mr. Apricot. “He came often to my father’s cabin, sitting down with us to our humble meal of potatoes and whiskey (we lived with a simplicity which of course you could not possibly understand), and would spend the evening talking with my father over the interpretation of the Constitution of the United States. We children used to stand beside them listening open-mouthed beside the fire in our plain leather night-gowns. I shall never forget how I was thrilled when I first heard Lincoln lay down his famous theory of the territorial jurisdiction of Congress as affected by the Supreme Court decision of 1857. I was only nine years old at the time, but it thrilled me!”

“Is it possible!” I exclaimed, “how ever could you understand it?”

“Ah! my friend,” said Mr. Apricot, almost sadly, “in THOSE days the youth of the United States were EDUCATED in the real sense of the word. We children followed the decisions of the Supreme Court with breathless interest. Our books were few but they were GOOD. We had nothing to read but the law reports, the agriculture reports, the weather bulletins and the almanacs. But we read them carefully from cover to cover. How few boys have the industry to do so now, and yet how many of our greatest men were educated on practically nothing else except the law reports and the almanacs. Franklin, Jefferson, Jackson, Johnson,” — Mr. Apricot had relapsed into his sing-song voice, and his eye had a sort of misty perplexity in it as he went on,— “Harrison, Thomson, Peterson, Emerson—”

I thought it better to stop him.

“But you were speaking,” I said, “of the winter of eighteen fifty-six.”

“Of eighteen forty-six,” corrected Mr. Apricot. “I shall never forget it. How distinctly I remember, — I was only a boy then, in fact a mere lad, — fighting my way to school. The snow lay in some places as deep as ten feet” — Mr. Apricot paused— “and in others twenty. But we made our way to school in spite of it. No boys of to-day, — nor, for the matter of that, even men such as you, — would think of attempting it. But we were keen, anxious to learn. Our school was our delight. Our teacher was our friend. Our books were our companions. We gladly trudged five miles to school every morning and seven miles back at night, did chores till midnight, studied algebra by candlelight” — here Mr. Apricot’s voice had fallen into its characteristic sing-song, and his eyes were vacant— “rose before daylight, dressed by lamplight, fed the hogs by lantern-light, fetched the cows by twilight—”

I thought it best to stop him.

“But you did eventually get off the farm, did you not?” I asked.

“Yes,” he answered, “my opportunity presently came to me as it came in those days to any boy of industry and intelligence who knocked at the door of fortune till it opened. I shall never forget how my first chance in life came to me. A man, an entire stranger, struck no doubt with the fact that I looked industrious and willing, offered me a dollar to drive a load of tan bark to the nearest market—”

“Where was that?” I asked.

“Minneapolis, seven hundred miles. But I did it. I shall never forget my feelings when I found myself in Minneapolis with one dollar in my pocket and with the world all before me.”

“What did you do?” I said.

“First,” said Mr. Apricot, “I laid out seventy-five cents for a suit of clothes (things were cheap in those days); for fifty cents I bought an overcoat, for twenty-five I got a hat, for ten cents a pair of boots, and with the rest of my money I took a room for a month with a Swedish family, paid a month’s board with a German family, arranged to have my washing done by an Irish family, and—”

“But surely, Mr. Apricot—” I began.

But at this point the young man who is generally in attendance on old Mr. Apricot when he comes to the club, appeared on the scene.

“I am afraid,” he said to me aside as Mr. Apricot was gathering up his newspapers and his belongings, “that my uncle has been rather boring you with his reminiscences.”

“Not at all,” I said, “he’s been telling me all about his early life in his father’s cabin on the Wabash—”

“I was afraid so,” said the young man. “Too bad. You see he wasn’t really there at all.”

“Not there!” I said.

“No. He only fancies that he was. He was brought up in New York, and has never been west of Philadelphia. In fact he has been very well to do all his life. But he found that it counted against him: it hurt him in politics. So he got into the way of talking about the Middle West and early days there, and sometimes he forgets that he wasn’t there.”

“I see,” I said.

Meantime Mr. Apricot was ready.

“Good-bye, good-bye,” he said very cheerily,— “A delightful chat. We must have another talk over old times soon. I must tell you about my first trip over the Plains at the time when I was surveying the line of the Union Pacific. You who travel nowadays in your Pullman coaches and observation cars can have no idea—”

“Come along, uncle,” said the young man.

 

 

 

6. — The Last Man out of Europe

He came into the club and shook hands with me as if he hadn’t seen me for a year. In reality I had seen him only eleven months ago, and hadn’t thought of him since.

“How are you, Parkins?” I said in a guarded tone, for I saw at once that there was something special in his manner.

“Have a cig?” he said as he sat down on the edge of an arm-chair, dangling his little boot.

Any young man who calls a cigarette a “cig” I despise. “No, thanks,” I said.

“Try one,” he went on, “they’re Hungarian. They’re some I managed to bring through with me out of the war zone.”

As he said “war zone,” his face twisted up into a sort of scowl of self-importance.

I looked at Parkins more closely and I noticed that he had on some sort of foolish little coat, short in the back, and the kind of bow-tie that they wear in the Hungarian bands of the Sixth Avenue restaurants.

Then I knew what the trouble was. He was the last man out of Europe, that is to say, the latest last man. There had been about fourteen others in the club that same afternoon. In fact they were sitting all over it in Italian suits and Viennese overcoats, striking German matches on the soles of Dutch boots. These were the “war zone” men and they had just got out “in the clothes they stood up in.” Naturally they hated to change.

So I knew all that this young man, Parkins, was going to say, and all about his adventures before he began.

“Yes,” he said, “we were caught right in the war zone. By Jove, I never want to go through again what I went through.”

With that, he sank back into the chair in the pose of a man musing in silence over the recollection of days of horror.

I let him muse. In fact I determined to let him muse till he burst before I would ask him what he had been through. I knew it, anyway.

Presently he decided to go on talking.

“We were at Izzl,” he said, “in the Carpathians, Loo Jones and I. We’d just made a walking tour from Izzl to Fryzzl and back again.”

“Why did you come back?” I asked.

“Back where?”

“Back to Izzl,” I explained, “after you’d once got to Fryzzl. It seems unnecessary, but, never mind, go on.”

“That was in July,” he continued. “There wasn’t a sign of war, not a sign. We heard that Russia was beginning to mobilize,” (at this word be blew a puff from his cigarette and then repeated “beginning to mobilize”) “but we thought nothing of it.”

“Of course not,” I said.

“Then we heard that Hungary was calling out the Honveds, but we still thought nothing of it.”

“Certainly not,” I said.

“And then we heard—”

“Yes, I know,” I said, “you heard that Italy was calling out the Trombonari, and that Germany was calling in all the Landesgeschutzshaft.”

He looked at me.

“How did you know that?” he said.

“We heard it over here,” I answered.

“Well,” he went on, “next thing we knew we heard that the Russians were at Fryzzl.”

“Great Heavens!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, at Fryzzl, not a hundred miles away. The very place we’d been at only two weeks before.”

“Think of it!” I said. “If you’d been where you were two weeks after you were there, or if the Russians had been a hundred miles away from where they were, or even if Fryzzl had been a hundred miles nearer to Izzl—”

We both shuddered.

“It was a close call,” said Parkins. “However, I said to Loo Jones, ‘Loo, it’s time to clear out.’ And then, I tell you, our trouble began. First of all we couldn’t get any money. We went to the bank at Izzl and tried to get them to give us American dollars for Hungarian paper money; we had nothing else.”

“And wouldn’t they?”

“Absolutely refused. They said they hadn’t any.”

“By George,” I exclaimed. “Isn’t war dreadful? What on earth did you do?”

“Took a chance,” said Parkins. “Went across to the railway station to buy our tickets with the Hungarian money.”

“Did you get them?” I said.

“Yes,” assented Parkins. “They said they’d sell us tickets. But they questioned us mighty closely; asked where we wanted to go to, what class we meant to travel by, how much luggage we had to register and so on. I tell you the fellow looked at us mighty closely.”

“Were you in those clothes?” I asked.

“Yes,” said Parkins, “but I guess he suspected we weren’t Hungarians. You see, we couldn’t either of us speak Hungarian. In fact we spoke nothing but English.”

“That would give him a clue,” I said.

“However,” he went on, “he was civil enough in a way. We asked when was the next train to the sea coast, and he said there wasn’t any.”

“No trains?” I repeated.

“Not to the coast. The man said the reason was because there wasn’t any railway to the coast. But he offered to sell us tickets to Vienna. We asked when the train would go and he said there wouldn’t be one for two hours. So there we were waiting on that wretched little platform, — no place to sit down, no shade, unless one went into the waiting room itself, — for two mortal hours. And even then the train was an hour and a half late!”

“An hour and a half late!” I repeated.

“Yep!” said Parkins, “that’s what things were like over there. So when we got on board the train we asked a man when it was due to get to Vienna, and he said he hadn’t the faintest idea!”

“Good heavens!”

“Not the faintest idea. He told us to ask the conductor or one of the porters. No, sir, I’ll never forget that journey through to Vienna, — nine mortal hours! Nothing to eat, not a bite, except just in the middle of the day when they managed to hitch on a dining-car for a while. And they warned everybody that the dining-car was only on for an hour and a half. Commandeered, I guess after that,” added Parkins, puffing his cigarette.

“Well,” he continued, “we got to Vienna at last. I’ll never forget the scene there, station full of people, trains coming and going, men, even women, buying tickets, big piles of luggage being shoved on trucks. It gave one a great idea of the reality of things.”

“It must have,” I said.

“Poor old Loo Jones was getting pretty well used up with it all. However, we determined to see it through somehow.”

“What did you do next?”

“Tried again to get money: couldn’t — they changed our Hungarian paper into Italian gold, but they refused to give us American money.”

“Hoarding it?” I hinted.

“Exactly,” said Parkins, “hoarding it all for the war. Well anyhow we got on a train for Italy and there our troubles began all over again: — train stopped at the frontier, — officials (fellows in Italian uniforms) went all through it, opening hand baggage—”

“Not hand baggage!” I gasped.

“Yes, sir, even the hand baggage. Opened it all, or a lot of it anyway, and scribbled chalk marks over it. Yes, and worse than that, — I saw them take two fellows and sling them clear off the train, — they slung them right out on to the platform.”

“What for?” I asked.

“Heaven knows,” said Parkins,— “they said they had no tickets. In war time you know, when they’re mobilizing, they won’t let a soul ride on a train without a ticket.”

“Infernal tyranny,” I murmured.

“Isn’t it? However, we got to Genoa at last, only to find that not a single one of our trunks had come with us!”

“Confiscated?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” said Parkins, “the head baggage man (he wears a uniform, you know, in Italy just like a soldier) said it was because we’d forgotten to check them in Vienna. However there we were waiting for twenty-four hours with nothing but our valises.”

“Right at the station?” I asked.

“No, at a hotel. We got the trunks later. They telegraphed to Vienna for them and managed to get them through somehow, — in a baggage car, I believe.”

“And after that, I suppose, you had no more trouble.”

“Trouble,” said Parkins, “I should say we had. Couldn’t get a steamer! They said there was none sailing out of Genoa for New York for three days! All cancelled, I guess, or else rigged up as cruisers.”

“What on earth did you do?”

“Stuck it out as best we could: stayed right there in the hotel. Poor old Jones was pretty well collapsed! Couldn’t do anything but sleep and eat, and sit on the piazza of the hotel.”

“But you got your steamer at last?” I asked.

“Yes,” he admitted, “we got it. But I never want to go through another voyage like that again, no sir!”

“What was wrong with it?” I asked, “bad weather?”

“No, calm, but a peculiar calm, glassy, with little ripples on the water, — uncanny sort of feeling.”

“What was wrong with the voyage?”

“Oh, just the feeling of it, — everything under strict rule you know — no lights anywhere except just the electric lights, — smoking-room closed tight at eleven o’clock, — decks all washed down every night — officers up on the bridge all day looking out over the sea, — no, sir, I want no more of it. Poor old Loo Jones, I guess he’s quite used up: he can’t speak of it at all: just sits and broods, in fact I doubt...”

At this moment Parkins’s conversation was interrupted by the entry of two newcomers into the room. One of them had on a little Hungarian suit like the one Parkins wore, and was talking loudly as they came in.

“Yes,” he was saying, “we were caught there fair and square right in the war zone. We were at Izzl in the Carpathians, poor old Parkins and I—”

We looked round.

It was Loo Jones, describing his escape from Europe.

 

 

 

7. — The War Mania of Mr. Jinks and Mr. Blinks

They were sitting face to face at a lunch table at the club so near to me that I couldn’t avoid hearing what they said. In any case they are both stout men with gurgling voices which carry.

“What Kitchener ought to do,” — Jinks was saying in a loud voice.

So I knew at once that he had the prevailing hallucination. He thought he was commanding armies in Europe.

After which I watched him show with three bits of bread and two olives and a dessert knife the way in which the German army could be destroyed.

Blinks looked at Jinks’ diagram with a stern impassive face, modelled on the Sunday supplement photogravures of Lord Kitchener.

“Your flank would be too much exposed,” he said, pointing to Jinks’ bread. He spoke with the hard taciturnity of a Joffre.

“My reserves cover it,” said Jinks, moving two pepper pots to the support of the bread.

“Mind you,” Jinks went on, “I don’t say Kitchener WILL do this: I say this is what he OUGHT to do: it’s exactly the tactics of Kuropatkin outside of Mukden and it’s precisely the same turning movement that Grant used before Richmond.”

Blinks nodded gravely. Anybody who has seen the Grand Duke Nicholoevitch quietly accepting the advice of General Ruski under heavy artillery fire, will realize Blinks’ manner to a nicety.

And, oddly enough, neither of them, I am certain, has ever had any larger ideas about the history of the Civil War than what can be got from reading Uncle Tom’s Cabin and seeing Gillette play Secret Service. But this is part of the mania. Jinks and Blinks had suddenly developed the hallucination that they knew the history of all wars by a sort of instinct.

They rose soon after that, dusted off their waistcoats with their napkins and waddled heavily towards the door. I could hear them as they went talking eagerly of the need of keeping the troops in hard training. They were almost brutal in their severity. As they passed out of the door, — one at a time to avoid crowding, — they were still talking about it. Jinks was saying that our whole generation is overfed and soft. If he had his way he would take every man in the United States up to forty- seven years of age (Jinks is forty-eight) and train him to a shadow. Blinks went further. He said they should be trained hard up to fifty. He is fifty-one.

After that I used to notice Jinks and Blinks always together in the club, and always carrying on the European War.

I never knew which side they were on. They seemed to be on both. One day they commanded huge armies of Russians, and there was one week when Blinks and Jinks at the head of vast levies of Cossacks threatened to overrun the whole of Western Europe. It was dreadful to watch them burning churches and monasteries and to see Jinks throw whole convents full of white robed nuns into the flames like so much waste paper.

For a time I feared they would obliterate civilization itself. Then suddenly Blinks decided that Jinks’ Cossacks were no good, not properly trained. He converted himself on the spot into a Prussian Field Marshal, declared himself organised to a pitch of organisation of which Jinks could form no idea, and swept Jinks’ army off the earth, without using any men at all, by sheer organisation.

In this way they moved to and fro all winter over the map of Europe, carrying death and destruction everywhere and revelling in it.

But I think I liked best the wild excitement of their naval battles.

Jinks generally fancied himself a submarine and Blinks acted the part of a first-class battleship. Jinks would pop his periscope out of the water, take a look at Blinks merely for the fraction of a second, and then, like a flash, would dive under water again and start firing his torpedoes. He explained that he carried six.

But he was never quick enough for Blinks. One glimpse of his periscope miles and miles away was enough. Blinks landed him a contact shell in the side, sunk him with all hands, and then lined his yards with men and cheered. I have known Blinks sink Jinks at two miles, six miles — and once — in the club billiard room just after the battle of the Falkland Islands, — he got him fair and square at ten nautical miles.

Jinks of course claimed that he was not sunk. He had dived. He was two hundred feet under water quietly smiling at Blinks through his periscope. In fact the number of things that Jinks has learned to do through his periscope passes imagination.

Whenever I see him looking across at Blinks with his eyes half closed and with a baffling, quizzical expression in them, I know that he is looking at him through his periscope. Now is the time for Blinks to watch out. If he relaxes his vigilance for a moment he’ll be torpedoed as he sits, and sent flying, whiskey and soda and all, through the roof of the club, while Jinks dives into the basement.

Indeed it has come about of late, I don’t know just how, that Jinks has more or less got command of the sea. A sort of tacit understanding has been reached that Blinks, whichever army he happens at the moment to command, is invincible on land. But Jinks, whether as a submarine or a battleship, controls the sea. No doubt this grew up in the natural evolution of their conversation. It makes things easier for both. Jinks even asks Blinks how many men there are in an army division, and what a sotnia of Cossacks is and what the Army Service Corps means. And Jinks in return has become a recognized expert in torpedoes and has taken to wearing a blue serge suit and referring to Lord Beresford as Charley.

But what I noticed chiefly about the war mania of Jinks and Blinks was their splendid indifference to slaughter. They had gone into the war with a grim resolution to fight it out to a finish. If Blinks thought to terrify Jinks by threatening to burn London, he little knew his man. “All right,” said Jinks, taking a fresh light for his cigar, “burn it! By doing so, you destroy, let us say, two million of my women and children? Very good. Am I injured by that? No. You merely stimulate me to recruiting.”

There was something awful in the grimness of the struggle as carried on by Blinks and Jinks.

The rights of neutrals and non-combatants, Red Cross nurses, and regimental clergymen they laughed to scorn. As for moving-picture men and newspaper correspondents, Jinks and Blinks hanged them on every tree in Belgium and Poland.

With combatants in this frame of mind the war I suppose might have lasted forever.

But it came to an end accidentally, — fortuitously, as all great wars are apt to. And by accident also, I happened to see the end of it.

It was late one evening. Jinks and Blinks were coming down the steps of the club, and as they came they were speaking with some vehemence on their favourite topic.

“I tell you,” Jinks was saying, “war is a great thing. We needed it, Blinks. We were all getting too soft, too scared of suffering and pain. We wilt at a bayonet charge, we shudder at the thought of wounds. Bah!” he continued, “what does it matter if a few hundred thousands of human beings are cut to pieces. We need to get back again to the old Viking standard, the old pagan ideas of suffering—”

And as he spoke he got it.

The steps of the club were slippery with the evening’s rain, — not so slippery as the frozen lakes of East Prussia or the hills where Jinks and Blinks had been campaigning all winter, but slippery enough for a stout man whose nation has neglected his training. As Jinks waved his stick in the air to illustrate the glory of a bayonet charge, he slipped and fell sideways on the stone steps. His shin bone smacked against the edge of the stone in a way that was pretty well up to the old Viking standard of such things. Blinks with the shock of the collision fell also, — backwards on the top step, his head striking first. He lay, to all appearance, as dead as the most insignificant casualty in Servia.

I watched the waiters carrying them into the club, with that new field ambulance attitude towards pain which is getting so popular. They had evidently acquired precisely the old pagan attitude that Blinks and Jinks desired.

And the evening after that I saw Blinks and Jinks, both more or less bandaged, sitting in a corner of the club beneath a rubber tree, making peace.

Jinks was moving out of Montenegro and Blinks was foregoing all claims to Polish Prussia; Jinks was offering Alsace-Lorraine to Blinks, and Blinks in a fit of chivalrous enthusiasm was refusing to take it. They were disbanding troops, blowing up fortresses, sinking their warships and offering indemnities which they both refused to take. Then as they talked, Jinks leaned forward and said something to Blinks in a low voice, — a final proposal of terms evidently.

Blinks nodded, and Jinks turned and beckoned to a waiter, with the words, — 

“One Scotch whiskey and soda, and one stein of Wurtemburger Bier—”

And when I heard this, I knew that the war was over.

 

 

 

8. — The Ground Floor

I hadn’t seen Ellesworth since our college days, twenty years before, at the time when he used to borrow two dollars and a half from the professor of Public Finance to tide him over the week end.

Then quite suddenly he turned up at the club one day and had afternoon tea with me.

His big clean shaven face had lost nothing of its impressiveness, and his spectacles had the same glittering magnetism as in the days when he used to get the college bursar to accept his note of hand for his fees.

And he was still talking European politics just as he used to in the days of our earlier acquaintance.

“Mark my words,” he said across the little tea-table, with one of the most piercing glances I have ever seen, “the whole Balkan situation was only a beginning. We are on the eve of a great pan-Slavonic upheaval.” And then he added, in a very quiet, casual tone: “By the way, could you let me have twenty-five dollars till to-morrow?”

“A pan-Slavonic movement!” I ejaculated. “Do you really think it possible? No, I couldn’t.”

“You must remember,” Ellesworth went on, “Russia means to reach out and take all she can get;” and he added, “how about fifteen till Friday?”

“She may reach for it,” I said, “but I doubt if she’ll get anything. I’m sorry. I haven’t got it.”

“You’re forgetting the Bulgarian element,” he continued, his animation just as eager as before. “The Slavs never forget what they owe to one another.”

Here Ellesworth drank a sip of tea and then said quietly, “Could you make it ten till Saturday at twelve?”

I looked at him more closely. I noticed now his frayed cuffs and the dinginess of his over-brushed clothes. Not even the magnetism of his spectacles could conceal it. Perhaps I had been forgetting something, whether the Bulgarian element or not.

I compromised at ten dollars till Saturday.

“The Slav,” said Ellesworth, as he pocketed the money, “is peculiar. He never forgets.”

“What are you doing now?” I asked him. “Are you still in insurance?” I had a vague recollection of him as employed in that business.

“No,” he answered. “I gave it up. I didn’t like the outlook. It was too narrow. The atmosphere cramped me. I want,” he said, “a bigger horizon.”

“Quite so,” I answered quietly. I had known men before who had lost their jobs. It is generally the cramping of the atmosphere that does it. Some of them can use up a tremendous lot of horizon.

“At present,” Ellesworth went on, “I am in finance. I’m promoting companies.”

“Oh, yes,” I said. I had seen companies promoted before.

“Just now,” continued Ellesworth, “I’m working on a thing that I think will be rather a big thing. I shouldn’t want it talked about outside, but it’s a matter of taking hold of the cod fisheries of the Grand Banks, — practically amalgamating them — and perhaps combining with them the entire herring output, and the whole of the sardine catch of the Mediterranean. If it goes through,” he added, “I shall be in a position to let you in on the ground floor.”

I knew the ground floor of old. I have already many friends sitting on it; and others who have fallen through it into the basement.

I said, “thank you,” and he left me.

“That was Ellesworth, wasn’t it?” said a friend of mine who was near me. “Poor devil. I knew him slightly, — always full of some new and wild idea of making money. He was talking to me the other day of the possibility of cornering all the huckleberry crop and making refined sugar. Isn’t it amazing what fool ideas fellows like him are always putting up to business men?”

We both laughed.

After that I didn’t see Ellesworth for some weeks.

Then I met him in the club again. How he paid his fees there I do not know.

This time he was seated among a litter of foreign newspapers with a cup of tea and a ten-cent package of cigarettes beside him.

“Have one of these cigarettes,” he said. “I get them specially. They are milder than what we have in the club here.”

They certainly were.

“Note what I say,” Ellesworth went on. “The French Republic is going to gain from now on a stability that it never had.” He seemed greatly excited about it. But his voice changed to a quiet tone as he added, “Could you, without inconvenience, let me have five dollars?”

So I knew that the cod-fish and the sardines were still unamalgamated.

“What about the fisheries thing?” I asked. “Did it go through?”

“The fisheries? No, I gave it up. I refused to go forward with it. The New York people concerned were too shy, too timid to tackle it. I finally had to put it to them very straight that they must either stop shilly-shallying and declare themselves, or the whole business was off.”

“Did they declare themselves?” I questioned.

“They did,” said Ellesworth, “but I don’t regret it. I’m working now on a much bigger thing, — something with greater possibilities in it. When the right moment comes I’ll let you in on the ground floor.”

I thanked him and we parted.

The next time I saw Ellesworth he told me at once that he regarded Albania as unable to stand by itself. So I gave him five dollars on the spot and left him.

A few days after that he called me up on the telephone to tell me that the whole of Asia Minor would have to be redistributed. The redistribution cost me five dollars more.

Then I met him on the street, and he said that Persia was disintegrating, and took from me a dollar and a half.

When I passed him next in the street he was very busy amalgamating Chinese tramways. It appeared that there was a ground floor in China, but I kept off it.

Each time I saw Ellesworth he looked a little shabbier than the last. Then one day he called me up on the telephone, and made an appointment.

His manner when I joined him was full of importance.

“I want you at once,” he said in a commanding tone, “to write me your cheque for a hundred dollars.”

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I am now able,” said Ellesworth, “to put you in on the ground floor of one of the biggest things in years.”

“Thanks,” I said, “the ground floor is no place for me.”

“Don’t misunderstand me,” said Ellesworth. “This is a big thing. It’s an idea I’ve been working on for some time, — making refined sugar from the huckleberry crop. It’s a certainty. I can get you shares now at five dollars. They’ll go to five hundred when we put them on the market, — and I can run you in for a block of stock for promotion services as well. All you have to do is to give me right now a hundred dollars, — cash or your cheque, — and I can arrange the whole thing for you.”

I smiled.

“My dear Ellesworth,” I said, “I hope you won’t mind if I give you a little bit of good advice. Why not drop all this idea of quick money? There’s nothing in it. The business world has grown too shrewd for it. Take an ordinary decent job and stick to it. Let me use my influence,” I added, “to try and get you into something with a steady salary, and with your brains you’re bound to get on in time.”

Ellesworth looked pained. A “steady job” sounded to him like a “ground floor” to me.

After that I saw nothing of him for weeks. But I didn’t forget him. I looked about and secured for him a job as a canvassing agent for a book firm at a salary of five dollars a week, and a commission of one-tenth of one per cent.

I was waiting to tell him of his good luck, when I chanced to see him at the club again.

But he looked transformed.

He had on a long frock coat that reached nearly to his knees. He was leading a little procession of very heavy men in morning coats, upstairs towards the private luncheon rooms. They moved like a funeral, puffing as they went. I had seen company directors before and I knew what they were at sight.

“It’s a small club and rather inconvenient,” Ellesworth was saying, “and the horizon of some of its members rather narrow,” here he nodded to me as he passed,— “but I can give you a fairly decent lunch.”

I watched them as they disappeared upstairs.

“That’s Ellesworth, isn’t it?” said a man near me. It was the same man who had asked about him before.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Giving a lunch to his directors, I suppose,” said my friend; “lucky dog.”

“His directors?” I asked.

“Yes, hadn’t you heard? He’s just cleaned up half a million or more, — some new scheme for making refined sugar out of huckleberries. Isn’t it amazing what shrewd ideas these big business men get hold of? They say they’re unloading the stock at five hundred dollars. It only cost them about five to organize. If only one could get on to one of these things early enough, eh?”

I assented sadly.

And the next time I am offered a chance on the ground floor I am going to take it, even if it’s only the barley floor of a brewery.

It appears that there is such a place after all.

 

 

 

9. — The Hallucination of Mr. Butt

It is the hallucination of Mr. Butt’s life that he lives to do good. At whatever cost of time or trouble to himself, he does it. Whether people appear to desire it or not, he insists on helping them along.

His time, his company and his advice are at the service not only of those who seek them but of those who, in the mere appearances of things, are not asking for them.

You may see the beaming face of Mr. Butt appear at the door of all those of his friends who are stricken with the minor troubles of life. Whenever Mr. Butt learns that any of his friends are moving house, buying furniture, selling furniture, looking for a maid, dismissing a maid, seeking a chauffeur, suing a plumber or buying a piano, — he is at their side in a moment.

So when I met him one night in the cloak room of the club putting on his raincoat and his galoshes with a peculiar beaming look on his face, I knew that he was up to some sort of benevolence.

“Come upstairs,” I said, “and play billiards.” I saw from his general appearance that it was a perfectly safe offer.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt, “I only wish I could. I wish I had the time. I am sure it would cheer you up immensely if I could. But I’m just going out.”

“Where are you off to?” I asked, for I knew he wanted me to say it.

“I’m going out to see the Everleigh-Joneses, — you know them? no? — just come to the city, you know, moving into their new house, out on Seldom Avenue.”

“But,” I said, “that’s away out in the suburbs, is it not, a mile or so beyond the car tracks?”

“Something like that,” answered Mr. Butt.

“And it’s going on for ten o’clock and it’s starting to rain—”

“Pooh, pooh,” said Mr. Butt, cheerfully, adjusting his galoshes. “I never mind the rain, — does one good. As to their house. I’ve not been there yet but I can easily find it. I’ve a very simple system for finding a house at night by merely knocking at the doors in the neighborhood till I get it.”

“Isn’t it rather late to go there?” I protested.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt warmly, “I don’t mind that a bit. The way I look at it is, here are these two young people, only married a few weeks, just moving into their new house, everything probably upside down, no one there but themselves, no one to cheer them up,” — he was wriggling into his raincoat as he spoke and working himself into a frenzy of benevolence,— “good gracious, I only learned at dinner time that they had come to town, or I’d have been out there days ago, — days ago—”

And with that Mr. Butt went bursting forth into the rain, his face shining with good will under the street lamps.

The next day I saw him again at the club at lunch time.

“Well,” I asked, “did you find the Joneses?”

“I did,” said Mr. Butt, “and by George I was glad that I’d gone — quite a lot of trouble to find the house (though I didn’t mind that; I expected it) — had to knock at twenty houses at least to get it, — very dark and wet out there, — no street lights yet, — however I simply pounded at the doors until some one showed a light — at every house I called out the same things, ‘Do you know where the Everleigh Joneses live?’ They didn’t. ‘All right,’ I said, ‘go back to bed. Don’t bother to come down.’

“But I got to the right spot at last. I found the house all dark. Jones put his head out of an upper window. Hullo,’ I called out; ‘it’s Butt.’ ‘I’m awfully sorry,’ he said, ‘we’ve gone to bed.’ ‘My dear boy,’ I called back, ‘don’t apologize at all. Throw me down the key and I’ll wait while you dress. I don’t mind a bit.’

“Just think of it,” continued Mr. Butt, “those two poor souls going to bed at half past ten, through sheer dullness! By George, I was glad I’d come. ‘Now then,’ I said to myself, ‘let’s cheer them up a little, let’s make things a little brighter here.’

“Well, down they came and we sat there on furniture cases and things and had a chat. Mrs. Jones wanted to make me some coffee. ‘My dear girl,’ I said (I knew them both when they were children) ‘I absolutely refuse. Let ME make it.’ They protested. I insisted. I went at it, — kitchen all upset — had to open at least twenty tins to get the coffee. However, I made it at last. ‘Now,’ I said, ‘drink it.’ They said they had some an hour or so ago. ‘Nonsense,’ I said, ‘drink it.’ Well, we sat and chatted away till midnight. They were dull at first and I had to do all the talking. But I set myself to it. I can talk, you know, when I try. Presently about midnight they seemed to brighten up a little. Jones looked at his watch. ‘By Jove,’ he said, in an animated way, ‘it’s after midnight.’ I think he was pleased at the way the evening was going; after that we chatted away more comfortably. Every little while Jones would say, ‘By Jove, it’s half past twelve,’ or ‘it’s one o’clock,’ and so on.

“I took care, of course, not to stay too late. But when I left them I promised that I’d come back to-day to help straighten things up. They protested, but I insisted.”

That same day Mr. Butt went out to the suburbs and put the Joneses’ furniture to rights.

“I worked all afternoon,” he told me afterwards,— “hard at it with my coat off — got the pictures up first — they’d been trying to put them up by themselves in the morning. I had to take down every one of them — not a single one right,— ‘Down they come,’ I said, and went at it with a will.”

A few days later Mr. Butt gave me a further report. “Yes,” he said, “the furniture is all unpacked and straightened out but I don’t like it. There’s a lot of it I don’t quite like. I half feel like advising Jones to sell it and get some more. But I don’t want to do that till I’m quite certain about it.”

After that Mr. Butt seemed much occupied and I didn’t see him at the club for some time.

“How about the Everleigh-Joneses?” I asked. “Are they comfortable in their new house?”

Mr. Butt shook his head. “It won’t do,” he said. “I was afraid of it from the first. I’m moving Jones in nearer to town. I’ve been out all morning looking for an apartment; when I get the right one I shall move him. I like an apartment far better than a house.”

So the Joneses in due course of time were moved. After that Mr. Butt was very busy selecting a piano, and advising them on wall paper and woodwork.

They were hardly settled in their new home when fresh trouble came to them.

“Have you heard about Everleigh-Jones?” said Mr. Butt one day with an anxious face.

“No,” I answered.

“He’s ill — some sort of fever — poor chap — been ill three days, and they never told me or sent for me — just like their grit — meant to fight it out alone. I’m going out there at once.”

From day to day I had reports from Mr. Butt of the progress of Jones’s illness.

“I sit with him every day,” he said. “Poor chap, — he was very bad yesterday for a while, — mind wandered — quite delirious — I could hear him from the next room — seemed to think some one was hunting him— ‘Is that damn old fool gone,’ I heard him say.

“I went in and soothed him. ‘There is no one here, my dear boy,’ I said, ‘no one, only Butt.’ He turned over and groaned. Mrs. Jones begged me to leave him. ‘You look quite used up,’ she said. ‘Go out into the open air.’ ‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said, ‘what DOES it matter about me?’”

Eventually, thanks no doubt to Mr. Butt’s assiduous care, Everleigh-Jones got well.

“Yes,” said Mr. Butt to me a few weeks later, “Jones is all right again now, but his illness has been a long hard pull. I haven’t had an evening to myself since it began. But I’m paid, sir, now, more than paid for anything I’ve done, — the gratitude of those two people — it’s unbelievable — you ought to see it. Why do you know that dear little woman is so worried for fear that my strength has been overtaxed that she wants me to take a complete rest and go on a long trip somewhere — suggested first that I should go south. ‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said laughing, ‘that’s the ONE place I will not go. Heat is the one thing I CAN’T stand.’ She wasn’t nonplussed for a moment. ‘Then go north,’ she said. ‘Go up to Canada, or better still go to Labrador,’ — and in a minute that kind little woman was hunting up railway maps to see how far north I could get by rail. ‘After that,’ she said, ‘you can go on snowshoes.’ She’s found that there’s a steamer to Ungava every spring and she wants me to run up there on one steamer and come back on the next.”

“It must be very gratifying,” I said.

“Oh, it is, it is,” said Mr. Butt warmly. “It’s well worth anything I do. It more than repays me. I’m alone in the world and my friends are all I have. I can’t tell you how it goes to my heart when I think of all my friends, here in the club and in the town, always glad to see me, always protesting against my little kindnesses and yet never quite satisfied about anything unless they can get my advice and hear what I have to say.

“Take Jones for instance,” he continued— “do you know, really now as a fact, — the hall porter assures me of it, — every time Everleigh-Jones enters the club here the first thing he does is to sing out, ‘Is Mr. Butt in the club?’ It warms me to think of it.” Mr. Butt paused, one would have said there were tears in his eyes. But if so the kindly beam of his spectacles shone through them like the sun through April rain. He left me and passed into the cloak room.

He had just left the hall when a stranger entered, a narrow, meek man with a hunted face. He came in with a furtive step and looked about him apprehensively.

“Is Mr. Butt in the club?” he whispered to the hall porter.

“Yes, sir, he’s just gone into the cloak room, sir, shall I—”

But the man had turned and made a dive for the front door and had vanished.

“Who is that?” I asked.

“That’s a new member, sir, Mr. Everleigh-Jones,” said the hall porter.


RAM SPUDD THE NEW WORLD SINGER.

Is He Divinely Inspired? Or Is He Not? At Any Rate We Discovered Him.
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[FOOTNOTE: MR. SPUDD was discovered by the author for the New York Life. He is already recognized as superior to Tennyson and second only, as a writer of imagination, to the Sultan of Turkey.]

The discovery of a new poet is always a joy to the cultivated world. It is therefore with the greatest pleasure that we are able to announce that we ourselves, acting quite independently and without aid from any of the English reviews of the day, have discovered one. In the person of Mr. Ram Spudd, of whose work we give specimens below, we feel that we reveal to our readers a genius of the first order. Unlike one of the most recently discovered English poets who is a Bengalee, and another who is a full-blooded Yak, Mr. Spudd is, we believe, a Navajo Indian. We believe this from the character of his verse. Mr. Spudd himself we have not seen. But when he forwarded his poems to our office and offered with characteristic modesty to sell us his entire works for seventy-five cents, we felt in closing with his offer that we were dealing not only with a poet, but with one of nature’s gentlemen.

Mr. Spudd, we understand, has had no education. Other newly discovered poets have had, apparently, some. Mr. Spudd has had, evidently, none. We lay stress on this point. Without it we claim it is impossible to understand his work.

What we particularly like about Ram Spudd, and we do not say this because we discovered him but because we believe it and must say it, is that he belongs not to one school but to all of them. As a nature poet we doubt very much if he has his equal; as a psychologist, we are sure he has not. As a clear lucid thinker he is undoubtedly in the first rank; while as a mystic he is a long way in front of it. The specimens of Mr. Spudd’s verse which we append herewith were selected, we are happy to assure our readers, purely at random from his work. We first blindfolded ourselves and then, standing with our feet in warm water and having one hand tied behind our back, we groped among the papers on our desk before us and selected for our purpose whatever specimens first came to hand.

As we have said, or did we say it, it is perhaps as a nature poet that Ram Spudd excels. Others of our modern school have carried the observation of natural objects to a high degree of very nice precision, but with Mr. Spudd the observation of nature becomes an almost scientific process. Nothing escapes him. The green of the grass he detects as in an instant. The sky is no sooner blue than he remarks it with unerring certainty. Every bird note, every bee call, is familiar to his trained ear. Perhaps we cannot do better than quote the opening lines of a singularly beautiful sample of Ram Spudd’s genius which seems to us the last word in nature poetry. It is called, with characteristic daintiness — 

     SPRING THAW IN THE

  AHUNTSIC WOODS, NEAR PASPEBIAC,

     PASSAMOQUODDY COUNTY

(We would like to say that, to our ears at least, there is a music in this title like the sound of falling water, or of chopped ice. But we must not interrupt ourselves. We now begin. Listen.)

The thermometer is standing this morning at thirty-

  three decimal one.

As a consequence it is freezing in the shade, but

  it is thawing in the sun.

There is a certain amount of snow on the ground,

  but of course not too much.

The air is what you would call humid, but not

  disagreeable to the touch.

Where I am standing I find myself practically

  surrounded by trees,

It is simply astonishing the number of the different

  varieties one sees.

I’ve grown so wise I can tell each different tree

  by seeing it glisten,

But if that test fails I simply put my ear to the

  tree and listen,

And, well, I suppose it is only a silly fancy of

  mine perhaps,

But do you know I’m getting to tell different trees

  by the sound of their saps.

After I have noticed all the trees, and named those

  I know in words,

I stand quite still and look all round to see if

  there are any birds,

And yesterday, close where I was standing, sitting

  in some brush on the snow,

I saw what I was practically absolutely certain was

  an early crow.

I sneaked up ever so close and was nearly beside

  it, when say!

It turned and took one look at me, and flew away.

But we should not wish our readers to think that Ram Spudd is always and only the contemplative poet of the softer aspects of nature. Oh, by no means. There are times when waves of passion sweep over him in such prodigious volume as to roll him to and fro like a pebble in the surf. Gusts of emotion blow over him with such violence as to hurl him pro and con with inconceivable fury. In such moods, if it were not for the relief offered by writing verse we really do not know what would happen to him. His verse written under the impulse of such emotions marks him as one of the greatest masters of passion, wild and yet restrained, objectionable and yet printable, that have appeared on this side of the Atlantic. We append herewith a portion, or half portion, of his little gem entitled

  YOU

 

  You!

With your warm, full, rich, red, ripe lips,

And your beautifully manicured finger-tips!

  You!

With your heaving, panting, rapidly expanding and

  contracting chest,

Lying against my perfectly ordinary shirt-front and

  dinner-jacket vest.

     It is too much

     Your touch

     As such.

     It and

     Your hand,

  Can you not understand?

Last night an ostrich feather from your fragrant hair

     Unnoticed fell.

     I guard it

     Well.

     Yestere’en

  From your tiara I have slid,

     Unseen,

     A single diamond,

     And I keep it

     Hid.

Last night you left inside the vestibule upon the sill

     A quarter dollar,

     And I have it

     Still.

But even those who know Ram Spudd as the poet of nature or of passion still only know a part of his genius. Some of his highest flights rise from an entirely different inspiration, and deal with the public affairs of the nation. They are in every sense comparable to the best work of the poets laureate of England dealing with similar themes. As soon as we had seen Ram Spudd’s work of this kind, we cried, that is we said to our stenographer, “What a pity that in this republic we have no laureateship. Here is a man who might truly fill it.” Of the poem of this kind we should wish to quote, if our limits of space did not prevent it, Mr. Spudd’s exquisite

  ODE ON THE REDUCTION OF THE

     UNITED STATES TARIFF

 

It is a matter of the very gravest concern to at least

  nine-tenths of the business interests in the

  United States,

Whether an all-round reduction of the present tariff

  either on an ad valorem or a specific basis

Could be effected without a serious disturbance of the

  general industrial situation of the country.

But, no, we must not quote any more. No we really mustn’t. Yet we cannot refrain from inserting a reference to the latest of these laureate poems of Ram Spudd. It appears to us to be a matchless specimen of its class, and to settle once and for all the vexed question (though we ourselves never vexed it) of whether true poetry can deal with national occasions as they arise. It is entitled:

  THE BANKER’S EUTHANASIA: OR,

  THE FEDERAL RESERVE CURRENCY

     ACT OF 1914,

and, though we do not propose to reproduce it here, our distinct feeling is that it will take its rank beside Mr. Spudd’s Elegy on the Interstate Commerce Act, and his Thoughts on the Proposal of a Uniform Pure Food Law.

But our space does not allow us to present Ram Spudd in what is after all his greatest aspect, that of a profound psychologist, a questioner of the very meaning of life itself. His poem Death and Gloom, from which we must refrain from quoting at large, contains such striking passages as the following:

  Why do I breathe, or do I?

  What am I for, and whither do I go?

  What skills it if I live, and if I die,

     What boots it?

Any one knowing Ram Spudd as we do will realize that these questions, especially the last, are practically unanswerable.


ARISTOCRATIC ANECDOTES OR LITTLE STORIES OF GREAT PEOPLE
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I HAVE BEEN much struck lately by the many excellent little anecdotes of celebrated people that have appeared in recent memoirs and found their way thence into the columns of the daily press. There is something about them so deliciously pointed, their humour is so exquisite, that I think we ought to have more of them. To this end I am trying to circulate on my own account a few anecdotes which seem somehow to have been overlooked.

Here, for example, is an excellent thing which comes, if I remember rightly, from the vivacious Memoir of Lady Ranelagh de Chit Chat.

ANECDOTE OF THE DUKE OF STRATHYTHAN

Lady Ranelagh writes:

“The Duke of Strathythan (I am writing of course of the

seventeenth Duke, not of his present Grace) was, as

everybody knows, famous for his hospitality.  It was not

perhaps generally known that the Duke was as witty as he

was hospitable. I recall a most amusing incident that

happened the last time but two that I was staying at

Strathythan Towers. As we sat down to lunch (we were a

very small and intimate party, there being only forty-three

of us) the Duke, who was at the head of the table, looked

up from the roast of beef that he was carving, and running

his eye about the guests was heard to murmur, ‘I’m afraid

there isn’t enough beef to go round.’

 

“There was nothing to do, of course, but to roar with

laughter and the incident passed off with perfect savoir

faire.”

 

Here is another story which I think has not had all the publicity that it ought to. I found it in the book “Shot, Shell and Shrapnell or Sixty Years as a War Correspondent,” recently written by Mr. Maxim Catling whose exploits are familiar to all readers.

ANECDOTE OF LORD KITCHENER

“I was standing,” writes Mr. Maxim, “immediately between

Lord Kitchener and Lord Wolsley (with Lord Roberts a

little to the rear of us), and we were laughing and

chatting as we always did when the enemy were about to

open fire on us. Suddenly we found ourselves the object

of the most terrific hail of bullets. For a few moments

the air was black with them. As they went past I could

not refrain from exchanging a quiet smile with Lord

Kitchener, and another with Lord Wolsley. Indeed I have

never, except perhaps on twenty or thirty occasions,

found myself exposed to such an awful fusillade.

 

“Kitchener, who habitually uses an eye-glass (among his

friends), watched the bullets go singing by, and then,

with that inimitable sangfroid which he reserves for his

intimates, said,

 

“‘I’m afraid if we stay here we may get hit.’

 

“We all moved away laughing heartily.

 

“To add to the joke, Lord Roberts’ aide-de-camp was shot

in the pit of the stomach as we went.”

 

The next anecdote which I reproduce may be already too well known to my readers. The career of Baron Snorch filled so large a page in the history of European diplomacy that the publication of his recent memoirs was awaited with profound interest by half the chancelleries of Europe. (Even the other half were half excited over them.) The tangled skein in which the politics of Europe are enveloped was perhaps never better illustrated than in this fascinating volume. Even at the risk of repeating what is already familiar, I offer the following for what it is worth — or even less.

NEW LIGHT ON THE LIFE OF CAVOUR

“I have always regarded Count Cavour,” writes the Baron,

“as one of the most impenetrable diplomatists whom it

has been my lot to meet. I distinctly recall an incident

in connection with the famous Congress of Paris of 1856

which rises before my mind as vividly as if it were

yesterday. I was seated in one of the large salons of

the Elysee Palace (I often used to sit there) playing

vingt-et-un together with Count Cavour, the Duc de Magenta,

the Marquese di Casa Mombasa, the Conte di Piccolo Pochito

and others whose names I do not recollect. The stakes

had been, as usual, very high, and there was a large pile

of gold on the table. No one of us, however, paid any

attention to it, so absorbed were we all in the thought

of the momentous crises that were impending. At intervals

the Emperor Napoleon III passed in and out of the room,

and paused to say a word or two, with well-feigned

eloignement, to the players, who replied with such

degagement as they could.

 

“While the play was at its height a servant appeared with

a telegram on a silver tray. He handed it to Count Cavour.

The Count paused in his play, opened the telegram, read

it and then with the most inconceivable nonchalance, put

it in his pocket. We stared at him in amazement for a

moment, and then the Duc, with the infinite ease of a

trained diplomat, quietly resumed his play.

 

“Two days afterward, meeting Count Cavour at a reception

of the Empress Eugenie, I was able, unobserved, to whisper

in his ear, ‘What was in the telegram?’ ‘Nothing of any

consequence,’ he answered.  From that day to this I have

never known what it contained. My readers,” concludes

Baron Snorch, “may believe this or not as they like, but

I give them my word that it is true.

 

“Probably they will not believe it.”

 

I cannot resist appending to these anecdotes a charming little story from that well-known book, “Sorrows of a Queen”. The writer, Lady de Weary, was an English gentlewoman who was for many years Mistress of the Robes at one of the best known German courts. Her affection for her royal mistress is evident on every page of her memoirs.

TENDERNESS OF A QUEEN

Lady de W. writes:

“My dear mistress, the late Queen of Saxe-Covia-Slitz-

in-Mein, was of a most tender and sympathetic disposition.

The goodness of her heart broke forth on all occasions.

I well remember how one day, on seeing a cabman in the

Poodel Platz kicking his horse in the stomach, she stopped

in her walk and said, ‘Oh, poor horse! if he goes on

kicking it like that he’ll hurt it.’”

 

I may say in conclusion that I think if people would only take a little more pains to resuscitate anecdotes of this sort, there might be a lot more of them found.


EDUCATION MADE AGREEABLE OR THE DIVERSIONS OF A PROFESSOR
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A FEW DAYS ago during a pause in one of my college lectures (my class being asleep) I sat reading Draper’s “Intellectual Development of Europe”. Quite suddenly I came upon the following sentence:

“Eratosthenes cast everything he wished to teach into poetry. By this means he made it attractive, and he was able to spread his system all over Asia Minor.”

This came to me with a shock of an intellectual discovery. I saw at once how I could spread my system, or parts of it, all over the United States and Canada. To make education attractive! There it is! To call in the help of poetry, of music, of grand opera, if need be, to aid in the teaching of the dry subjects of the college class room.

I set to work at once on the project and already I have enough results to revolutionize education.

In the first place I have compounded a blend of modern poetry and mathematics, which retains all the romance of the latter and loses none of the dry accuracy of the former. Here is an example:

     The poem of

  LORD ULLIN’S DAUGHTER

     expressed as

  A PROBLEM IN TRIGONOMETRY

INTRODUCTION. A party of three persons, a Scotch nobleman, a young lady and an elderly boatman stand on the banks of a river (R), which, for private reasons, they desire to cross. Their only means of transport is a boat, of which the boatman, if squared, is able to row at a rate proportional to the square of the distance. The boat, however, has a leak (S), through which a quantity of water passes sufficient to sink it after traversing an indeterminate distance (D). Given the square of the boatman and the mean situation of all concerned, to find whether the boat will pass the river safely or sink.

  A chieftain to the Highlands bound

     Cried “Boatman do not tarry!

  And I’ll give you a silver pound

     To row me o’er the ferry.”

   Before them raged the angry tide

  X* *2 + Y from side to side.

 

  Outspake the hardy Highland wight,

     “I’ll go, my chief, I’m ready;

  It is not for your silver bright,

     But for your winsome lady.”

   And yet he seemed to manifest

     A certain hesitation;

  His head was sunk upon his breast

     In puzzled calculation.

 

  “Suppose the river X + Y

  And call the distance Q

  Then dare we thus the gods defy

  I think we dare, don’t you?

     Our floating power expressed in words

     Is X + 47/3”

 

  “Oh, haste thee, haste,” the lady cries,

  “Though tempests round us gather

  I’ll face the raging of the skies

  But please cut out the Algebra.”

 

  The boat has left the stormy shore (S)

  A stormy C before her

  C1 C2 C3 C4

  The tempest gathers o’er her

     The thunder rolls, the lightning smites ’em

     And the rain falls ad infinitum.

 

  In vain the aged boatman strains,

  His heaving sides reveal his pains;

  The angry water gains apace

  Both of his sides and half his base,

     Till, as he sits, he seems to lose

     The square of his hypotenuse.

 

  The boat advanced to X + 2,

  Lord Ullin reached the fixed point Q, — 

     Then the boat sank from human eye,

  OY, OY* *2, OGY.

But this is only a sample of what can be done. I have realised that all our technical books are written and presented in too dry a fashion. They don’t make the most of themselves. Very often the situation implied is intensely sensational, and if set out after the fashion of an up-to-date newspaper, would be wonderfully effective.

Here, for example, you have Euclid writing in a perfectly prosaic way all in small type such an item as the following:

“A perpendicular is let fall on a line BC so as to bisect it at the point C etc., etc.,” just as if it were the most ordinary occurrence in the world. Every newspaper man will see at once that it ought to be set up thus:

     AWFUL CATASTROPHE

  PERPENDICULAR FALLS HEADLONG

     ON A GIVEN POINT

 

  The Line at C said to be completely bisected

  President of the Line makes Statement

     etc., etc., etc.

But I am not contenting myself with merely describing my system. I am putting it to the test. I am preparing a new and very special edition of my friend Professor Daniel Murray’s work on the Calculus. This is a book little known to the general public. I suppose one may say without exaggeration that outside of the class room it is hardly read at all.

Yet I venture to say that when my new edition is out it will be found on the tables of every cultivated home, and will be among the best sellers of the year. All that is needed is to give to this really monumental book the same chance that is given to every other work of fiction in the modern market.

First of all I wrap it in what is called technically a jacket. This is of white enamelled paper, and on it is a picture of a girl, a very pretty girl, in a summer dress and sunbonnet sitting swinging on a bough of a cherry tree. Across the cover in big black letters are the words:

  THE CALCULUS

and beneath them the legend “the most daring book of the day.” This, you will observe, is perfectly true. The reviewers of the mathematical journals when this book first came out agreed that “Professor Murray’s views on the Calculus were the most daring yet published.” They said, too, that they hoped that the professor’s unsound theories of infinitesimal rectitude would not remain unchallenged. Yet the public somehow missed it all, and one of the most profitable scandals in the publishing trade was missed for the lack of a little business enterprise.

My new edition will give this book its first real chance.

I admit that the inside has to be altered, — but not very much. The real basis of interest is there. The theories in the book are just as interesting as those raised in the modern novel. All that is needed is to adopt the device, familiar in novels, of clothing the theories in personal form and putting the propositions advanced into the mouths of the characters, instead of leaving them as unsupported statements of the author. Take for example Dr. Murray’s beginning. It is very good, — any one will admit it, — fascinatingly clever, but it lacks heart.

It runs:

If two magnitudes, one of which is determined by a straight

line and the other by a parabola approach one another,

the rectangle included by the revolution of each will be

equal to the sum of a series of indeterminate rectangles.

Now this is, — quite frankly, — dull. The situation is there; the idea is good, and, whether one agrees or not, is at least as brilliantly original as even the best of our recent novels. But I find it necessary to alter the presentation of the plot a little bit. As I re-edit it the opening of the Calculus runs thus:

On a bright morning in June along a path gay with the

opening efflorescence of the hibiscus and entangled here

and there with the wild blossoms of the convolvulus, — two

magnitudes might have been seen approaching one another.

The one magnitude who held a tennis-racket in his hand,

carried himself with a beautiful erectness and moved

with a firmness such as would have led Professor Murray

to exclaim in despair — Let it be granted that A. B.

(for such was our hero’s name) is a straight line. The

other magnitude, which drew near with a step at once

elusive and fascinating, revealed as she walked a figure

so exquisite in its every curve as to call from her

geometrical acquaintances the ecstatic exclamation, “Let

it be granted that M is a parabola.”

 

The beautiful magnitude of whom we have last spoken,

bore on her arm as she walked, a tiny dog over which

her fair head was bent in endearing caresses; indeed

such was her attention to the dog Vi (his full name was

Velocity but he was called Vi for short) that her wayward

footsteps carried her not in a straight line but in a

direction so constantly changing as to lead that acute

observer, Professor Murray, to the conclusion that her

path could only be described by the amount of attraction

ascribable to Vi.

 

Guided thus along their respective paths, the two

magnitudes presently met with such suddenness that they

almost intersected.

 

“I beg your pardon,” said the first magnitude very

rigidly.

 

“You ought to indeed,” said the second rather sulkily,

“you’ve knocked Vi right out of my arms.”

 

She looked round despairingly for the little dog which

seemed to have disappeared in the long grass.

 

“Won’t you please pick him up?” she pleaded.

 

“Not exactly in my line, you know,” answered the other

magnitude, “but I tell you what I’ll do, if you’ll stand

still, perfectly still where you are, and let me take

hold of your hand, I’ll describe a circle!”

 

“Oh, aren’t you clever!” cried the girl, clapping her

hands. “What a lovely idea! You describe a circle all

around me, and then we’ll look at every weeny bit of it

and we’ll be sure to find Vi—”

 

She reached out her hand to the other magnitude who

clasped it with an assumed intensity sufficient to retain

it.

 

At this moment a third magnitude broke on the scene: — a

huge oblong, angular figure, very difficult to describe,

came revolving towards them.

 

“M,” it shouted, “Emily, what are you doing?”

 

“My goodness,” said the second magnitude in alarm, “it’s

MAMA.”

 

I may say that the second instalment of Dr. Murray’s fascinating romance will appear in the next number of the “Illuminated Bookworm”, the great adult-juvenile vehicle of the newer thought in which these theories of education are expounded further.


AN EVERY-DAY EXPERIENCE
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HE CAME ACROSS to me in the semi-silence room of the club.

“I had a rather queer hand at bridge last night,” he said.

“Had you?” I answered, and picked up a newspaper.

“Yes. It would have interested you, I think,” he went on.

“Would it?” I said, and moved to another chair.

“It was like this,” he continued, following me: “I held the king of hearts—”

“Half a minute,” I said; “I want to go and see what time it is.” I went out and looked at the clock in the hall. I came back.

“And the queen and the ten—” he was saying.

“Excuse me just a second; I want to ring for a messenger.”

I did so. The waiter came and went.

“And the nine and two small ones,” he went on.

“Two small what?” I asked.

“Two small hearts,” he said. “I don’t remember which. Anyway, I remember very well indeed that I had the king and the queen and the jack, the nine, and two little ones.”

“Half a second,” I said, “I want to mail a letter.”

When I came back to him, he was still murmuring:

“My partner held the ace of clubs and the queen. The jack was out, but I didn’t know where the king was—”

“You didn’t?” I said in contempt.

“No,” he repeated in surprise, and went on murmuring:

“Diamonds had gone round once, and spades twice, and so I suspected that my partner was leading from weakness—”

“I can well believe it,” I said— “sheer weakness.”

“Well,” he said, “on the sixth round the lead came to me. Now, what should I have done? Finessed for the ace, or led straight into my opponent—”

“You want my advice,” I said, “and you shall have it, openly and fairly. In such a case as you describe, where a man has led out at me repeatedly and with provocation, as I gather from what you say, though I myself do not play bridge, I should lead my whole hand at him. I repeat, I do not play bridge. But in the circumstances, I should think it the only thing to do.”


TRUTHFUL ORATORY

or What Our Speakers Ought to Say
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I

TRUTHFUL SPEECH GIVING THE REAL THOUGHTS OF A DISTINGUISHED GUEST AT THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY BANQUET OF A SOCIETY

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen: If there is one thing I abominate more than another, it is turning out on a cold night like this to eat a huge dinner of twelve courses and know that I have to make a speech on top of it. Gentlemen, I just feel stuffed. That’s the plain truth of it. By the time we had finished that fish, I could have gone home satisfied. Honestly I could. That’s as much as I usually eat. And by the time I had finished the rest of the food, I felt simply waterlogged, and I do still. More than that. The knowledge that I had to make a speech congratulating this society of yours on its fiftieth anniversary haunted and racked me all through the meal. I am not, in plain truth, the ready and brilliant speaker you take me for. That is a pure myth. If you could see the desperate home scene that goes on in my family when I am working up a speech, your minds would be at rest on that point.

I’ll go further and be very frank with you. How this society has lived for fifty years, I don’t know. If all your dinners are like this, Heaven help you. I’ve only the vaguest idea of what this society is, anyway, and what it does. I tried to get a constitution this afternoon but failed. I am sure from some of the faces that I recognise around this table that there must be good business reasons of some sort for belonging to this society. There’s money in it, — mark my words, — for some of you or you wouldn’t be here. Of course I quite understand that the President and the officials seated here beside me come merely for the self-importance of it. That, gentlemen, is about their size. I realized that from their talk during the banquet. I don’t want to speak bitterly, but the truth is they are SMALL men and it flatters them to sit here with two or three blue ribbons pinned on their coats. But as for me, I’m done with it. It will be fifty years, please heaven, before this event comes round again. I hope, I earnestly hope, that I shall be safely under the ground.

II

THE SPEECH THAT OUGHT TO BE MADE BY A STATE GOVERNOR AFTER VISITING THE FALL EXPOSITION OF AN AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY

Well, gentlemen, this Annual Fall Fair of the Skedink County Agricultural Association has come round again. I don’t mind telling you straight out that of all the disagreeable jobs that fall to me as Governor of this State, my visit to your Fall Fair is about the toughest.

I want to tell you, gentlemen, right here and now, that I don’t know anything about agriculture and I don’t want to. My parents were rich enough to bring me up in the city in a rational way. I didn’t have to do chores in order to go to the high school as some of those present have boasted that they did. My only wonder is that they ever got there at all. They show no traces of it.

This afternoon, gentlemen, you took me all round your live-stock exhibit. I walked past, and through, nearly a quarter of a mile of hogs. What was it that they were called — Tamworths — Berkshires? I don’t remember. But all I can say, gentlemen, is, — phew! Just that. Some of you will understand readily enough. That word sums up my whole idea of your agricultural show and I’m done with it.

No, let me correct myself. There was just one feature of your agricultural exposition that met my warm approval. You were good enough to take me through the section of your exposition called your Midway Pleasance. Let me tell you, sirs, that there was more real merit in that than all the rest of the show put together. You apologized, if I remember rightly, for taking me into the large tent of the Syrian Dancing Girls. Oh, believe me, gentlemen, you needn’t have. Syria is a country which commands my profoundest admiration. Some day I mean to spend a vacation there. And, believe me, gentlemen, when I do go, — and I say this with all the emphasis of which I am capable, — I should not wish to be accompanied by such a set of flatheads as the officials of your Agricultural Society.

And now, gentlemen, as I have just received a fake telegram, by arrangement, calling me back to the capital of the State, I must leave this banquet at once. One word in conclusion: if I had known as fully as I do now how it feels to drink half a bucket of sweet cider, I should certainly never have come.

III

TRUTHFUL SPEECH OF A DISTRICT POLITICIAN TO A LADIES’ SUFFRAGE SOCIETY

Ladies: My own earnest, heartfelt conviction is that you are a pack of cats. I use the word “cats” advisedly, and I mean every letter of it. I want to go on record before this gathering as being strongly and unalterably opposed to Woman Suffrage until you get it. After that I favour it. My reasons for opposing the suffrage are of a kind that you couldn’t understand. But all men, — except the few that I see at this meeting, — understand them by instinct.

As you may, however, succeed as a result of the fuss that you are making, — in getting votes, I have thought it best to come. Also, — I am free to confess, — I wanted to see what you looked like.

On this last head I am disappointed. Personally I like women a good deal fatter than most of you are, and better looking. As I look around this gathering I see one or two of you that are not so bad, but on the whole not many. But my own strong personal predilection is and remains in favour of a woman who can cook, mend clothes, talk when I want her to, and give me the kind of admiration to which I am accustomed.

Let me, however, say in conclusion that I am altogether in sympathy with your movement to this extent. If you ever DO get votes, — and the indications are that you will (blast you), — I want your votes, and I want all of them.


OUR LITERARY BUREAU
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[FOOTNOTE: THIS LITERARY bureau was started by the author in the New York Century. It leaped into such immediate prominence that it had to be closed at once.]

NOVELS READ TO ORDER

FIRST AID FOR THE

BUSY MILLIONAIRE

NO BRAINS NEEDED

NO TASTE REQUIRED

NOTHING BUT MONEY

SEND IT TO US

We have lately been struck, — of course not dangerously, — by a new idea. A recent number of a well-known magazine contains an account of an American multimillionaire who, on account of the pressure of his brain power and the rush of his business, found it impossible to read the fiction of the day for himself. He therefore caused his secretaries to look through any new and likely novel and make a rapid report on its contents, indicating for his personal perusal the specially interesting parts.

Realizing the possibilities coiled up in this plan, we have opened a special agency or bureau for doing work of this sort. Any over-busy multimillionaire, or superman, who becomes our client may send us novels, essays, or books of any kind, and will receive a report explaining the plot and pointing out such parts as he may with propriety read. If he can once find time to send us a postcard, or a postal cablegram, night or day, we undertake to assume all the further effort of reading. Our terms for ordinary fiction are one dollar per chapter; for works of travel, 10 cents per mile; and for political or other essays, two cents per page, or ten dollars per idea, and for theological and controversial work, seven dollars and fifty cents per cubic yard extracted. Our clients are assured of prompt and immediate attention.

Through the kindness of the Editor of the Century we are enabled to insert here a sample of our work. It was done to the order of a gentleman of means engaged in silver mining in Colorado, who wrote us that he was anxious to get “a holt” on modern fiction, but that he had no time actually to read it. On our assuring him that this was now unnecessary, he caused to be sent to us the monthly parts of a serial story, on which we duly reported as follows:

JANUARY INSTALMENT

  Theodolite Gulch,

   The Dip, Canon County,

    Colorado.

Dear Sir:

We beg to inform you that the scene of the opening chapter of the Fortunes of Barbara Plynlimmon is laid in Wales. The scene is laid, however, very carelessly and hurriedly and we expect that it will shortly be removed. We cannot, therefore, recommend it to your perusal. As there is a very fine passage describing the Cambrian Hills by moonlight, we enclose herewith a condensed table showing the mean altitude of the moon for the month of December in the latitude of Wales. The character of Miss Plynlimmon we find to be developed in conversation with her grandmother, which we think you had better not read. Nor are we prepared to endorse your reading the speeches of the Welsh peasantry which we find in this chapter, but we forward herewith in place of them a short glossary of Welsh synonyms which may aid you in this connection.

FEBRUARY INSTALMENT

Dear Sir:

We regret to state that we find nothing in the second chapter of the Fortunes of Barbara Plynlimmon which need be reported to you at length. We think it well, however, to apprise you of the arrival of a young Oxford student in the neighbourhood of Miss Plynlimmon’s cottage, who is apparently a young man of means and refinement. We enclose a list of the principal Oxford Colleges.

We may state that from the conversation and manner of this young gentleman there is no ground for any apprehension on your part. But if need arises we will report by cable to you instantly.

The young gentleman in question meets Miss Plynlimmon at sunrise on the slopes of Snowdon. As the description of the meeting is very fine we send you a recent photograph of the sun.

MARCH INSTALMENT

Dear Sir:

Our surmise was right. The scene of the story that we are digesting for you is changed. Miss Plynlimmon has gone to London. You will be gratified to learn that she has fallen heir to a fortune of 100,000 pounds, which we are happy to compute for you at $486,666 and 66 cents less exchange. On Miss Plynlimmon’s arrival at Charing Cross Station, she is overwhelmed with that strange feeling of isolation felt in the surging crowds of a modern city. We therefore enclose a timetable showing the arrival and departure of all trains at Charing Cross.

APRIL INSTALMENT

Dear Sir:

We beg to bring to your notice the fact that Miss Barbara Plynlimmon has by an arrangement made through her trustees become the inmate, on a pecuniary footing, in the household of a family of title. We are happy to inform you that her first appearance at dinner in evening dress was most gratifying: we can safely recommend you to read in this connection lines 4 and 5 and the first half of line 6 on page 1OO of the book as enclosed. We regret to say that the Marquis of Slush and his eldest son Viscount Fitzbuse (courtesy title) are both addicted to drink. They have been drinking throughout the chapter. We are pleased to state that apparently the second son, Lord Radnor of Slush, who is away from home is not so addicted. We send you under separate cover a bottle of Radnor water.

MAY INSTALMENT

Dear Sir:

We regret to state that the affairs of Miss Barbara Plynlimmon are in a very unsatisfactory position. We enclose three pages of the novel with the urgent request that you will read them at once. The old Marquis of Slush has made approaches towards Miss Plynlimmon of such a scandalous nature that we think it best to ask you to read them in full. You will note also that young Viscount Slush who is tipsy through whole of pages 121-125, 128-133, and part of page 140, has designs upon her fortune. We are sorry to see also that the Marchioness of Buse under the guise of friendship has insured Miss Plynlimmon’s life and means to do away with her. The sister of the Marchioness, the Lady Dowager, also wishes to do away with her. The second housemaid who is tempted by her jewellery is also planning to do away with her. We feel that if this goes on she will be done away with.

JUNE INSTALMENT

Dear Sir:

We beg to advise you that Viscount Fitz-buse, inflamed by the beauty and innocence of Miss Plynlimmon, has gone so far as to lay his finger on her (read page 170, lines 6-7). She resisted his approaches. At the height of the struggle a young man, attired in the costume of a Welsh tourist, but wearing the stamp of an Oxford student, and yet carrying himself with the unmistakable hauteur (we knew it at once) of an aristocrat, burst, or bust, into the room. With one blow he felled Fitz-buse to the floor; with another he clasped the girl to his heart.

“Barbara!” he exclaimed.

“Radnor,” she murmured.

You will be pleased to learn that this is the second son of the Marquis, Viscount Radnor, just returned from a reading tour in Wales.

P. S. We do not know what he read, so we enclose a file of Welsh newspapers to date.

JULY INSTALMENT

We regret to inform you that the Marquis of Slush has disinherited his son. We grieve to state that Viscount Radnor has sworn that he will never ask for Miss Plynlimmon’s hand till he has a fortune equal to her own. Meantime, we are sorry to say, he proposes to work.

AUGUST INSTALMENT

The Viscount is seeking employment.

SEPTEMBER INSTALMENT

The Viscount is looking for work.

OCTOBER INSTALMENT

The Viscount is hunting for a job.

NOVEMBER INSTALMENT

We are most happy to inform you that Miss Plynlimmon has saved the situation. Determined to be worthy of the generous love of Viscount Radnor, she has arranged to convey her entire fortune to the old family lawyer who acts as her trustee. She will thus become as poor as the Viscount and they can marry. The scene with the old lawyer who breaks into tears on receiving the fortune, swearing to hold and cherish it as his own is very touching. Meantime, as the Viscount is hunting for a job, we enclose a list of advertisements under the heading Help Wanted — Males.

DECEMBER INSTALMENT

You will be very gratified to learn that the fortunes of Miss Barbara Plynlimmon have come to a most pleasing termination. Her marriage with the Viscount Radnor was celebrated very quietly on page 231. (We enclose a list of the principal churches in London.) No one was present except the old family lawyer, who was moved to tears at the sight of the bright, trusting bride, and the clergyman who wept at the sight of the cheque given him by the Viscount. After the ceremony the old trustee took Lord and Lady Radnor to a small wedding breakfast at an hotel (we enclose a list). During the breakfast a sudden faintness (for which we had been watching for ten pages) overcame him. He sank back in his chair, gasping. Lord and Lady Radnor rushed to him and sought in vain to tighten his necktie. He expired under their care, having just time to indicate in his pocket a will leaving them his entire wealth.

This had hardly happened when a messenger brought news to the Viscount that his brother, Lord Fitz-buse had been killed in the hunting field, and that he (meaning him, himself) had now succeeded to the title. Lord and Lady Fitz-buse had hardly time to reach the town house of the family when they learned that owing to the sudden death of the old Marquis (also, we believe, in the hunting field), they had become the Marquis and the Marchioness of Slush.

The Marquis and the Marchioness of Slush are still living in their ancestral home in London. Their lives are an example to all their tenantry in Piccadilly, the Strand and elsewhere.

CONCLUDING NOTE

Dear Mr. Gulch:

We beg to acknowledge with many thanks your cheque for one thousand dollars.

We regret to learn that you have not been able to find time to read our digest of the serial story placed with us at your order. But we note with pleasure that you propose to have the “essential points” of our digest “boiled down” by one of the business experts of your office.

Awaiting your commands,

We remain, etc., etc.


SPEEDING UP BUSINESS
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WE WERE SITTING at our editorial desk in our inner room, quietly writing up our week’s poetry, when a stranger looked in upon us.

He came in with a burst, — like the entry of the hero of western drama coming in out of a snowstorm. His manner was all excitement. “Sit down,” we said, in our grave, courteous way. “Sit down!” he exclaimed, “certainly not! Are you aware of the amount of time and energy that are being wasted in American business by the practice of perpetually sitting down and standing up again? Do you realize that every time you sit down and stand up you make a dead lift of” — he looked at us,— “two hundred and fifty pounds? Did you ever reflect that every time you sit down you have to get up again?” “Never,” we said quietly, “we never thought of it.” “You didn’t!” he sneered. “No, you’d rather go on lifting 250 pounds through two feet, — an average of 500 foot-pounds, practically 62 kilowatts of wasted power. Do you know that by merely hitching a pulley to the back of your neck you could generate enough power to light your whole office?”

We hung our heads. Simple as the thing was, we had never thought of it. “Very good,” said the Stranger. “Now, all American business men are like you. They don’t think, — do you understand me? They don’t think.”

We realized the truth of it at once. We had never thought. Perhaps we didn’t even know how.

“Now, I tell you,” continued our visitor, speaking rapidly and with a light of wild enthusiasm in his face, “I’m out for a new campaign, — efficiency in business — speeding things up — better organization.”

“But surely,” we said, musingly, “we have seen something about this lately in the papers?” “Seen it, sir,” he exclaimed, “I should say so. It’s everywhere. It’s a new movement. It’s in the air. Has it never struck you how a thing like this can be seen in the air?”

Here again we were at fault. In all our lives we had never seen anything in the air. We had never even looked there. “Now,” continued the Stranger, “I want your paper to help. I want you to join in. I want you to give publicity.”

“Assuredly,” we said, with our old-fashioned politeness. “Anything which concerns the welfare, the progress, if one may so phrase it—” “Stop,” said the visitor. “You talk too much. You’re prosy. Don’t talk. Listen to me. Try and fix your mind on what I am about to say.”

We fixed it. The Stranger’s manner became somewhat calmer. “I am heading,” he said, “the new American efficiency movement. I have sent our circulars to fifty thousand representative firms, explaining my methods. I am receiving ten thousand answers a day” — here he dragged a bundle of letters out of his pocket— “from Maine, from New Hampshire, from Vermont,”— “Massachusetts, Rhode Island, Connecticut,” we murmured.

“Exactly,” he said; “from every State in the Union — from the Philippines, from Porto Rico, and last week I had one from Canada.” “Marvellous,” we said; “and may one ask what your new methods are?”

“You may,” he answered. “It’s a proper question. It’s a typical business question, fair, plain, clean, and even admitting of an answer. The great art of answering questions,” he continued, “is to answer at once without loss of time, friction or delay in moving from place to place. I’ll answer it.”

“Do,” we said.

“I will,” said the Stranger. “My method is first: to stimulate business to the highest point by infusing into it everywhere the spirit of generous rivalry, of wholesome competition; by inviting each and every worker to outdo each and every other.”

“And can they do it?” we asked, puzzled and yet fascinated. “Can they all do it?”

“They do, and they can,” said the Stranger. “The proof of it is that they are doing it. Listen. Here is an answer to my circular No. 6, Efficiency and Recompense, that came in this morning. It is from a steel firm. Listen.” The Stranger picked out a letter and read it.

Dear Sir:

Our firm is a Steel Corporation. We roll rails. As soon as we read your circular on the Stimulus of Competition we saw that there were big things in it. At once we sent one of our chief managers to the rolling, mill. He carried a paper bag in his hand. “Now boys,” he said, “every man who rolls a rail gets a gum-drop.” The effect was magical. The good fellows felt a new stimulus. They now roll out rails like dough. Work is a joy to them. Every Saturday night the man who has rolled most gets a blue ribbon; the man who has rolled the next most, a green ribbon; the next most a yellow ribbon, and so on through the spectroscope. The man who rolls least gets only a red ribbon. It is a real pleasure to see the brave fellows clamouring for their ribbons. Our output, after defraying the entire cost of the ribbons and the gum-drops, has increased forty per cent. We intend to carry the scheme further by allowing all the men who get a hundred blue ribbons first, to exchange them for the Grand Efficiency Prize of the firm, — a pink ribbon. This the winner will be entitled to wear whenever and wherever he sees fit to wear it.

The stranger paused for breath.

“Marvellous,” we said. “There is no doubt the stimulus of keen competition—”

“Shut up,” he said impatiently. “Let me explain it further. Competition is only part of it. An item just as big that makes for efficiency is to take account of the little things. It’s the little things that are never thought of.”

Here was another wonder! We realized that we had never thought of them. “Take an example,” the Stranger continued. “I went into a hotel the other day. What did I see? Bell-boys being summoned upstairs every minute, and flying up in the elevators. Yes, — and every time they went up they had to come down again. I went up to the manager. I said, ‘I can understand that when your guests ring for the bell-boys they have to go up. But why should they come down? Why not have them go up and never come down?’ He caught the idea at once. That hotel is transformed. I have a letter from the manager stating that they find it fifty per cent. cheaper to hire new bell-boys instead of waiting for the old ones to come down.”

“These results,” we said, “are certainly marvellous. “You are most assuredly to be congratulated on—”

“You talk too much,” said the Stranger. “Don’t do it. Learn to listen. If a young man comes to me for advice in business, — and they do in hundreds, lots of them, — almost in tears over their inefficiency, — I’d say, ‘Young man, never talk, listen; answer, but don’t speak.’ But even all this is only part of the method. Another side of it is technique.”

“Technique?” we said, pleased but puzzled.

“Yes, the proper use of machine devices. Take the building trade. I’ve revolutionized it. Till now all the bricks even for a high building were carried up to the mason in hods. Madness! Think of the waste of it. By my method instead of carrying the bricks to the mason we take the mason to the brick, — lower him on a wire rope, give him a brick, and up he goes again. As soon as he wants another brick he calls down, ‘I want a brick,’ and down he comes like lightning.”

“This,” we said, “is little short of—”

“Cut it out. Even that is not all. Another thing bigger than any is organization. Half the business in this country is not organized. As soon as I sent out my circular, No. 4, HAVE YOU ORGANIZED YOUR BUSINESS! I got answers in thousands! Heart-broken, many of them. They had never thought of it! Here, for example, is a letter written by a plain man, a gardener, just an ordinary man, a plain man—”

“Yes,” we said, “quite so.”

“Well, here is what he writes:

Dear Sir:

As soon as I got your circular I read it all through from end to end, and I saw that all my failure in the past had come from my not being organized. I sat and thought a long while and I decided that I would organize myself. I went right in to the house and I said to my wife, “Jane, I’m going to organize myself.” She said, “Oh, John!” — and not another word, but you should have seen the look on her face. So the next morning I got up early and began to organize myself. It was hard at first but I stuck to it. There were times when I felt as if I couldn’t do it. It seemed too hard. But bit by bit I did it and now, thank God, I am organized. I wish all men like me could know the pleasure I feel in being organized.”

“Touching, isn’t it?” said the Stranger. “But I get lots of letters like that. Here’s another, also from a man, a plain man, working on his own farm. Hear what he says:

Dear Sir:

As soon as I saw your circular on HOW TO SPEED UP THE EMPLOYEE I felt that it was a big thing. I don’t have any hired help here to work with me, but only father. He cuts the wood and does odd chores about the place. So I realized that the best I could do was to try to speed up father. I started in to speed him up last Tuesday, and I wish you could see him. Before this he couldn’t split a cord of wood without cutting a slice off his boots. Now he does it in half the time.”

“But there,” the Stranger said, getting impatient even with his own reading, “I needn’t read it all. It is the same thing all along the line. I’ve got the Method introduced into the Department Stores. Before this every customer who came in wasted time trying to find the counters. Now we install a patent springboard, with a mechanism like a catapault. As soon as a customer comes in an attendant puts him on the board, blindfolds him, and says, ‘Where do you want to go?’ ‘Glove counter.’ Oh, all right.’ He’s fired at it through the air. No time lost. Same with the railways. They’re installing the Method, too. Every engineer who breaks the record from New York to Buffalo gets a glass of milk. When he gets a hundred glasses he can exchange them for a glass of beer. So with the doctors. On the new method, instead of giving a patient one pill a day for fourteen days they give him fourteen pills in one day. Doctors, lawyers, everybody, — in time, sir,” said the Stranger, in tones of rising excitement, “you’ll see even the plumbers—”

But just at this moment the door opened. A sturdy-looking man in blue entered. The Stranger’s voice was hushed at once. The excitement died out of his face. His manner all of a sudden was meekness itself.

“I was just coming,” he said.

“That’s right, sir,” said the man; “better come along and not take up the gentleman’s time.”

“Good-bye, then,” said the Stranger, with meek affability, and he went out.

The man in blue lingered behind for a moment.

“A sad case, sir,” he said, and he tapped his forehead.

“You mean—” I asked.

“Exactly. Cracked, sir. Quite cracked; but harmless. I’m engaged to look after him, but he gave me the slip downstairs.”

“He is under delusions?” we inquired.

“Yes, sir. He’s got it into his head that business in this country has all gone to pieces, — thinks it must be reorganized. He writes letters about it all day and sends them to the papers with imaginary names. You may have seen some of them. Good day, sir.”

We looked at our watch. We had lost just half an hour over the new efficiency. We turned back with a sigh to our old-fashioned task.


WHO IS ALSO WHO

A Companion Volume to Who’s Who
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NOTE BY THE editor: I do not quarrel with the contents of such valuable compendiums as “Who’s Who,” “Men and Women of the Time,” etc., etc. But they leave out the really Representative People. The names that they include are so well known as to need no commentary, while those that they exclude are the very people one most wishes to read about. My new book is not arranged alphabetically, that order having given great offence in certain social circles.

Smith, J. Everyman: born Kenoka Springs; educ. Kenoka Springs; present residence, The Springs, Kenoka; address, Kenoka Springs Post-Office; after leaving school threw himself (Oct. 1881) into college study; thrown out of it (April 1882); decided to follow the law; followed it (1882); was left behind (1883); decided (1884) to abandon it; abandoned it; resolved (1885) to turn his energies to finance; turned them (1886); kept them turned (1887); unturned them (1888); was offered position (1889) as sole custodian of Mechanics’ Institute, Kenoka Springs; decided (same date) to accept it; accepted it; is there now; will be till he dies.

Flintlock, J. Percussion: aged 87; war veteran and pensioner; born, blank; educated, blank; at outbreak of Civil War sprang to arms; both sides; sprang Union first; entered beef contract department of army of U. S.; fought at Chicago, Omaha, and leading (beef) centres of operation during the thickest of the (beef) conflict; was under Hancock, Burnside, Meade, and Grant; fought with all of them; mentioned (very strongly) by all of them; entered Confederate Service (1864); attached (very much) to rum department of quarter-master’s staff; mentioned in this connection (very warmly) in despatches of General Lee; mustered out, away out, of army; lost from sight, 1865-1895; placed on pension list with rank of general, 1895; has stayed on, 1895-1915; obtained (on 6th Avenue) war medals and service clasps; publications— “My Campaigns under Grant,” “Battles I have Saved,” “Feeding an Army,” “Stuffing the Public,” etc., etc.; recreations, telling war stories; favorite amusement, showing war medals.

Crook, W. Underhand: born, dash; parents, double dash; educated at technical school; on graduation turned his attention to the problem of mechanical timelocks and patent safes; entered Sing-Sing, 1890; resident there, 1890-1893; Auburn, 1894, three months; various state institutions, 1895-1898; worked at profession, 1898-1899; Sing-Sing, 1900; professional work, 1901; Sing-Sing, 1902; profession, 1903, Sing-Sing; profession, Sing-Sing, etc., etc.; life appointment, 1908; general favorite, musical, has never killed anybody.

Gloomie, Dreary O’Leary: Scotch dialect comedian and humorist; well known in Scotland; has standing offer from Duke of Sutherland to put foot on estate.

Muck, O. Absolute: novelist; of low German extraction; born Rotterdam; educated Muckendorf; escaped to America; long unrecognized; leaped into prominence by writing “The Social Gas-Pipe,” a powerful indictment of modern society, written in revenge for not being invited to dinner; other works— “The Sewerage of the Sea-Side,” an arraignment of Newport society, reflecting on some of his best friends; “Vice and Super-Vice,” a telling denunciation of the New York police, written after they had arrested him; “White Ravens,” an indictment of the clergy; “Black Crooks,” an indictment of the publishers, etc., etc.; has arraigned and indicted nearly everybody.

Whyner, Egbert Ethelwind: poet, at age of sixteen wrote a quatrain, “The Banquet of Nebuchadnezzar,” and at once left school; followed it up in less than two years by a poem in six lines “America”; rested a year and then produced “Babylon, A Vision of Civilization,” three lines; has written also “Herod, a Tragedy,” four lines; “Revolt of Woman, “two lines, and “The Day of Judgement,” one line. Recreation, writing poetry.

Adult, Hon. Underdone: address The Shrubbery, Hopton- under-Hyde, Rotherham-near-Pottersby, Potts, Hants, Hops, England (or words to that effect); organizer of the Boys’ League of Pathfinders, Chief Commissioner of the Infant Crusaders, Grand Master of the Young Imbeciles; Major-General of the Girl Rangers, Chief of Staff of the Matron Mountain Climbers, etc.

Zfwinski, X. Z.: Polish pianist; plays all night; address 4,570 West 457 Street, Westside, Chicago West.


PASSIONATE PARAGRAPHS
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(AN EXTRACT FROM a recent (very recent) novel, illustrating the new beauties of language and ideas that are being rapidly developed by the twentieth century press.)

His voice as he turned towards her was taut as a tie-line.

“You don’t love me!” he hoarsed, thick with agony. She had angled into a seat and sat sensing-rather-than-seeing him.

For a time she silenced. Then presently as he still stood and enveloped her, — 

“Don’t!” she thinned, her voice fining to a thread.

“Answer me,” he gloomed, still gazing into-and-through her.

She half-heard half-didn’t-hear him.

Night was falling about them as they sat thus beside the river. A molten afterglow of iridescent saffron shot with incandescent carmine lit up the waters of the Hudson till they glowed like electrified uranium.

For a while they both sat silent, — looming.

“It had to be,” she glumped.

“Why, why?” he barked. “Why should it have had to have been or (more hopefully) even be to be? Surely you don’t mean because of MONEY?”

She shuddered into herself.

The thing seemed to sting her (it hadn’t really).

“Money!” she almost-but-not-quite-moaned. “You might have spared me that!”

He sank down and grassed.

And after they had sat thus for another half-hour grassing and growling and angling and sensing one another, it turned out that all that he was trying to say was to ask if she would marry him.

And of course she said yes.


WEEJEE THE PET DOG

An Idyll of the Summer
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WE WERE SITTING on the verandah of the Sopley’s summer cottage.

“How lovely it is here,” I said to my host and hostess, “and how still.”

It was at this moment that Weejee, the pet dog, took a sharp nip at the end of my tennis trousers.

“Weejee!!” exclaimed his mistress with great emphasis, “BAD dog! how dare you, sir! BAD dog!”

“I hope he hasn’t hurt you,” said my host.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” I answered cheerfully. “He hardly scratched me.”

“You know I don’t think he means anything by it,” said Mrs. Sopley.

“Oh, I’m SURE he doesn’t,” I answered.

Weejee was coming nearer to me again as I spoke.

“WEEJEE!!” cried my hostess, “naughty dog, bad!”

“Funny thing about that dog,” said Sopley, “the way he KNOWS people. It’s a sort of instinct. He knew right away that you were a stranger, — now, yesterday, when the butcher came, there was a new driver on the cart and Weejee knew it right away, — grabbed the man by the leg at once, — wouldn’t let go. I called out to the man that it was all right or he might have done Weejee some harm.”

At this moment Weejee took the second nip at my other trouser leg. There was a short GUR-R-R and a slight mix-up.

“Weejee! Weejee!” called Mrs. Sopley. “How DARE you, sir! You’re just a BAD dog!! Go and lie down, sir. I’m so sorry. I think, you know, it’s your white trousers. For some reason Weejee simply HATES white trousers. I do hope he hasn’t torn them.”

“Oh, no,” I said; “it’s nothing only a slight tear.”

“Here, Weege, Weege,” said Sopley, anxious to make a diversion and picking up a little chip of wood,— “chase it, fetch it out!” and he made the motions of throwing it into the lake.

“Don’t throw it too far, Charles,” said his wife. “He doesn’t swim awfully well,” she continued, turning to me, “and I’m always afraid he might get out of his depth. Last week he was ever so nearly drowned. Mr. Van Toy was in swimming, and he had on a dark blue suit (dark blue seems simply to infuriate Weejee) and Weejee just dashed in after him. He don’t MEAN anything, you know, it was only the SUIT made him angry, — he really likes Mr. Van Toy, — but just for a minute we were quite alarmed. If Mr. Van Toy hadn’t carried Weejee in I think he might have been drowned.

“By jove!” I said in a tone to indicate how appalled I was.

“Let me throw the stick, Charles,” continued Mrs. Sopley. “Now, Weejee, look Weejee — here, good dog — look! look now (sometimes Weejee simply won’t do what one wants), here, Weejee; now, good dog!”

Weejee had his tail sideways between his legs and was moving towards me again.

“Hold on,” said Sopley in a stern tone, “let me throw him in.”

“Do be careful, Charles,” said his wife.

Sopley picked Weejee up by the collar and carried him to the edge of the water — it was about six inches deep, — and threw him in, — with much the same force as, let us say, a pen is thrown into ink or a brush dipped into a pot of varnish.

“That’s enough; that’s quite enough, Charles,” exclaimed Mrs. Sopley. “I think he’d better not swim. The water in the evening is always a little cold. Good dog, good doggie, good Weejee!”

Meantime “good Weejee” had come out of the water and was moving again towards me.

“He goes straight to you,” said my hostess. “I think he must have taken a fancy to you.”

He had.

To prove it, Weejee gave himself a rotary whirl like a twirled mop.

“Oh, I’m SO sorry,” said Mrs. Sopley. “I am. He’s wetted you. Weejee, lie down, down, sir, good dog, bad dog, lie down!”

“It’s all right,” I said. “I’ve another white suit in my valise.”

“But you must be wet through,” said Mrs. Sopley. “Perhaps we’d better go in. It’s getting late, anyway, isn’t it?” And then she added to her husband, “I don’t think Weejee ought to sit out here now that he’s wet.”

So we went in.

“I think you’ll find everything you need,” said Sopley, as he showed me to my room, “and, by the way, don’t mind if Weejee comes into your room at night. We like to let him run all over the house and he often sleeps on this bed.”

“All right,” I said cheerfully, “I’ll look after him.”

That night Weejee came.

And when it was far on in the dead of night — so that even the lake and the trees were hushed in sleep, I took Weejee out and — but there is no need to give the details of it.

And the Sopleys are still wondering where Weejee has gone to, and waiting for him to come back, because he is so clever at finding his way.

But from where Weejee is, no one finds his way back.


SIDELIGHTS ON THE SUPERMEN

An Interview with General Bernhardi
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HE CAME INTO my room in that modest, Prussian way that he has, clicking his heels together, his head very erect, his neck tightly gripped in his forty-two centimeter collar. He had on a Pickelhaube, or Prussian helmet, which he removed with a sweeping gesture and laid on the sofa.

So I knew at once that it was General Bernhardi.

In spite of his age he looked — I am bound to admit it — a fine figure of a man. There was a splendid fullness about his chest and shoulders, and a suggestion of rugged power all over him. I had not heard him on the stairs. He seemed to appear suddenly beside me.

“How did you get past the janitor?” I asked. For it was late at night, and my room at college is three flights up the stairs.

“The janitor,” he answered carelessly, “I killed him.”

I gave a gasp.

“His resistance,” the general went on, “was very slight. Apparently in this country your janitors are unarmed.”

“You killed him?” I asked.

“We Prussians,” said Bernhardi, “when we wish an immediate access anywhere, always kill the janitor. It is quicker: and it makes for efficiency. It impresses them with a sense of our Furchtbarkeit. You have no word for that in English, I believe?”

“Not outside of a livery stable,” I answered.

There was a pause. I was thinking of the janitor. It seemed in a sort of way — I admit that I have a sentimental streak in me — a deplorable thing.

“Sit down,” I said presently.

“Thank you,” answered the General, but remained standing.

“All right,” I said, “do it.”

“Thank you,” he repeated, without moving.

“I forgot,” I said. “Perhaps you CAN’T sit down.”

“Not very well,” he answered; “in fact, we Prussian officers” — here he drew himself up higher still— “never sit down. Our uniforms do not permit of it. This inspires us with a kind of Rastlosigkeit.” Here his eyes glittered.

“It must,” I said.

“In fact, with an Unsittlichkeit — an Unverschamtheit — with an Ein-fur-alle-mal-un-dur-chaus—”

“Exactly,” I said, for I saw that he was getting excited, “but pray tell me, General, to what do I owe the honour of this visit?”

The General’s manner changed at once.

“Highly learned, and high-well-born-professor,” he said, “I come to you as to a fellow author, known and honoured not merely in England, for that is nothing, but in Germany herself, and in Turkey, the very home of Culture.”

I knew that it was mere flattery. I knew that in this same way Lord Haldane had been so captivated as to come out of the Emperor’s presence unable to say anything but “Sittlichkeit” for weeks; that good old John Burns had been betrayed by a single dinner at Potsdam, and that the Sultan of Turkey had been told that his Answers to Ultimatums were the wittiest things written since Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason. Yet I was pleased in spite of myself.

“What!” I exclaimed, “they know my works of humour in Germany?”

“Do they know them?” said the General. “Ach! Himmel! How they laugh. That work of yours (I think I see it on the shelf behind you), The Elements of Political Science, how the Kaiser has laughed over it! And the Crown Prince! It nearly killed him!”

“I will send him the new edition,” I said. “But tell me, General, what is it that you want of me?”

“It is about my own book,” he answered. “You have read it?”

I pointed to a copy of Germany and the Next War, in its glaring yellow cover — the very hue of Furchtbarkeit — lying on the table.

“You have read it? You have really read it?” asked the General with great animation.

“No,” I said, “I won’t go so far as to say that. But I have TRIED to read it. And I talk about it as if I had read it.”

The General’s face fell.

“You are as the others,” he said, “They buy the book, they lay it on the table, they talk of it at dinner, — they say ‘Bernhardi has prophesied this, Bernhardi foresaw that,’ but read it, — nevermore.”

“Still,” I said, “you get the royalties.”

“They are cut off. The perfidious British Government will not allow the treacherous publisher to pay them. But that is not my complaint.”

“What is the matter, then?” I asked.

“My book is misunderstood. You English readers have failed to grasp its intention. It is not meant as a book of strategy. It is what you call a work of humour. The book is to laugh. It is one big joke.”

“You don’t say so!” I said in astonishment.

“Assuredly,” answered the General. “Here” — and with this he laid hold of the copy of the book before me and began rapidly turning over the leaves— “let me set it out asunder for you, the humour of it. Listen, though, to this, where I speak of Germany’s historical mission on page 73,— ‘No nation on the face of the globe is so able to grasp and appropriate all the elements of culture as Germany is?’ What do you say to that? Is it not a joke? Ach, Himmel, how our officers have laughed over that in Belgium! With their booted feet on the mantelpiece as they read and with bottles of appropriated champagne beside them as they laugh.”

“You are right, General,” I said, “you will forgive my not laughing out loud, but you are a great humorist.”

“Am I not? And listen further still, how I deal with the theme of the German character,— ‘Moral obligations such as no nation had ever yet made the standard of conduct, are laid down by the German philosophers.’”

“Good,” I said, “gloriously funny; read me some more.”

“This, then, you will like, — here I deal with the permissible rules of war. It is on page 236 that I am reading it. I wrote this chiefly to make laugh our naval men and our Zeppelin crews,— ‘A surprise attack, in order to be justified, must be made only on the armed forces of the state and not on its peaceful inhabitants. Otherwise the attack becomes a treacherous crime.’ Eh, what?”

Here the General broke into roars of laughter.

“Wonderful,” I said. “Your book ought to sell well in Scarborough and in Yarmouth. Read some more.”

“I should like to read you what I say about neutrality, and how England is certain to violate our strategical right by an attack on Belgium and about the sharp measures that ought to be taken against neutral ships laden with contraband, — the passages are in Chapters VII and VIII, but for the moment I fail to lay the thumb on them.”

“Give me the book, General,” I said. “Now that I understand what you meant by it, I think I can show you also some very funny passages in it. These things, for example, that you say about Canada and the colonies, — yes, here it is, page 148,— ‘In the event of war the loosely-joined British Empire will break into pieces, and the colonies will consult their own interests,’ — excellently funny, — and this again,— ‘Canada will not permanently retain any trace of the English spirit,’ — and this too,— ‘the Colonies can be completely ignored so far as the European theatre of war is concerned,’ — and here again,— ‘Egypt and South Africa will at once revolt and break away from the empire,’ — really, General, your ideas of the British Colonies are superbly funny. Mark Twain wasn’t a circumstance on you.”

“Not at all,” said Bernhardi, and his voice reverted to his habitual Prussian severity, “these are not jokes. They are facts. It is only through the folly of the Canadians in not reading my book that they are not more widely known. Even as it is they are exactly the views of your great leader Heinrich Bauratze—”

“Who?” I said.

“Heinrich Bauratze, your great Canadian leader—”

“Leader of what?”

“That I do not know,” said Bernhardi. “Our intelligence office has not yet heard what he leads. But as soon as he leads anything we shall know it. Meantime we can see from his speeches that he has read my book. Ach! if only your other leaders in Canada, — Sir Robert Laurier, Sir Osler Sifton, Sir Williams Borden, — you smile, you do not realize that in Germany we have exact information of everything: all that happens, we know it.”

Meantime I had been looking over the leaves of the book.

“Here at least,” I said, “is some splendidly humorous stuff, — this about the navy. ‘The completion of the Kiel Canal,’ you write in Chapter XII, ’is of great importance as it will enable our largest battleships to appear unexpectedly in the Baltic and in the North Sea!’ Appear unexpectedly! If they only would! How exquisitely absurd—”

“Sir!” said the General. “That is not to laugh. You err yourself. That is Furchtbarkeit. I did not say the book is all humour. That would be false art. Part of it is humour and part is Furchbarkeit. That passage is specially designed to frighten Admiral Jellicoe. And he won’t read it! Potztausand, he won’t read it!” — repeated the general, his eyes flashing and his clenched fist striking in the air— “What sort of combatants are these of the British Navy who refuse to read our war-books? The Kaiser’s Heligoland speech! They never read a word of it. The Furchtbarkeit-Proklamation of August, — they never looked at it. The Reichstags-Rede with the printed picture of the Kaiser shaking hands with everybody, — they used it to wrap up sandwiches! What are they, then, Jellicoe and his men? They sit there in their ships and they read nothing! How can we get at them if they refuse to read? How can we frighten them away if they haven’t culture enough to get frightened. Beim Himmel,” shouted the General in great excitement — 

But what more he said can never be known. For at this second a sudden catastrophe happened.

In his frenzy of excitement the General struck with his fist at the table, missed it, lost his balance and fell over sideways right on the point of his Pickelhaube which he had laid on the sofa. There was a sudden sound as of the ripping of cloth and the bursting of pneumatic cushions and to my amazement the General collapsed on the sofa, his uniform suddenly punctured in a dozen places.

“Schnapps,” he cried, “fetch brandy.”

“Great Heavens! General,” I said, “what has happened?”

“My uniform!” he moaned, “it has burst! Give me Schnapps!”

He seemed to shrink visibly in size. His magnificent chest was gone. He was shrivelling into a tattered heap. He appeared as he lay there, a very allegory and illustration of Prussian Furchtbarkeit with the wind going out of it.

“Fetch Schnapps,” — he moaned.

“There are no Schnapps here,” I said, “this is McGill University.”

“Then call the janitor,” he said.

“You killed him,” I said.

“I didn’t. I was lying. I gave him a look that should have killed him, but I don’t think it did. Rouse yourself from your chair, and call him—”

“I will,” I said, and started up from my seat.

But as I did so, the form of General Bernhardi, which I could have sworn had been lying in a tattered heap on the sofa on the other side of the room, seemed suddenly to vanish from my eyes.

There was nothing before me but the empty room with the fire burned low in the grate, and in front of me an open copy of Bernhardi’s book.

I must, — like many another reader, — have fallen asleep over it.


THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST
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A BELL TINKLED over the door of the little drug store as I entered it; which seemed strange in a lighted street of a great city.

But the little store itself, dim even in the centre and dark in the corners was gloomy enough for a country crossroads.

“I have to have the bell,” said the man behind the counter, reading my thought, “I’m alone here just now.”

“A toothbrush?” he said in answer to my question. “Yes, I guess I’ve got some somewhere round here.” He was stooping under and behind his counter and his voice came up from below. “I’ve got some somewhere—” And then as if talking to himself he murmured from behind a pile of cardboard boxes, “I saw some Tuesday.”

Had I gone across the street to the brilliant premises of the Cut Rate Pharmaceutical where they burn electric light by the meterfull I should no sooner have said “tooth brush,” than one of the ten clerks in white hospital jackets would have poured a glittering assortment over the counter — prophylactic, lactic and every other sort.

But I had turned in, I don’t know why, to the little store across the way.

“Here, I guess these must be tooth brushes,” he said, reappearing at the level of the counter with a flat box in his hand. They must have been presumably, or have once been, — at some time long ago.

“They’re tooth brushes all right,” he said, and started looking over them with an owner’s interest.

“What is the price of them?” I asked.

“Well,” the man said musingly, “I don’t — jest — know. I guess it’s written on them likely,” and he began to look at the handles.

Over at the Pharmaceutical across the way the words “what price?” would have precipitated a ready avalanche of figures.

“This one seems to be seventy-five cents,” he said and handed me one.

“Is it a good tooth brush?” I asked.

“It ought to be,” he said, “you’d think, at that price.”

He had no shop talk, no patter whatever.

Then he looked at the brush again, more closely.

“I don’t believe it IS seventy-five,” he muttered, “I think it must be fifteen, don’t you?”

I took it from his hand and looked and said, — for it is well to take an occasional step towards the Kingdom of Heaven, — that I was certain it was seventy-five.

“Well,” said the man, “perhaps it is, my sight is not so good now. I’ve had too much to do here and the work’s been using me up some.”

I noticed now as he said this how frail he looked as he bent over his counter wrapping up the tooth brush.

“I’ve no sealing wax,” he said, “or not handy.”

“That doesn’t matter,” I answered, “just put it in the paper.”

Over the way of course the tooth brush would have been done up almost instantaneously, in white enamel paper, sealed at the end and stamped with a label, as fast as the money paid for it went rattling along an automatic carrier to a cashier.

“You’ve been very busy, eh?” I asked.

“Well, not so much with customers,” he said, “but with fixing up the place,” — here he glanced about him. Heaven only knows what he had fixed. There were no visible signs of it.

“You see I’ve only been in here a couple of months. It was a pretty tough looking place when I came to it. But I’ve been getting things fixed. First thing I did I put those two carboys in the window with the lights behind them. They show up fine, don’t they?”

“Fine!” I repeated; so fine indeed that the dim yellow light in them reached three or four feet from the jar. But for the streaming light from the great store across the street, the windows of the little shop would have been invisible.

“It’s a good location here,” he said. Any one could have told him that it was the worst location within two miles.

“I’ll get it going presently,” he went on. “Of course it’s uphill just at first. Being such a good location the rent is high. The first two weeks I was here I was losing five dollars a day. But I got those lights in the window and got the stock overhauled a little to make it attractive and last month I reckon I was only losing three dollars a day.”

“That’s better,” I said.

“Oh, yes,” he went on, and there was a clear glint of purpose in his eye that contrasted with his sunken cheeks. “I’ll get it going. This last two weeks I’m not losing more than say two and a half a day or something like that? The custom is bound to come. You get a place fixed up and made attractive like this and people are sure to come sooner or later.”

What it was that was fixed up, and wherein lay the attractiveness I do not know. It could not be seen with the outward eye. Perhaps after two months’ work of piling dusty boxes now this way, now that, and putting little candles behind the yellow carboys to try the effect, some inward vision came that lighted the place up with an attractiveness wanting even in the glass and marble glitter of the Pharmacy across the way.

“Yes, sir,” continued the man, “I mean to stay with it. I’ll get things into shape here, fix it up a little more and soon I’ll have it,” — here his face radiated with a vision of hope— “so that I won’t lose a single cent.”

I looked at him in surprise. So humble an ambition it had never been my lot to encounter.

“All that bothers me,” he went on, “is my health. It’s a nice business the drug business: I like it, but it takes it out of you. You’ve got to be alert and keen all the time; thinking out plans to please the custom when it comes. Often I don’t sleep well nights for the rush of it.”

I looked about the little shop, as gloomy and sleepful as the mausoleum of an eastern king, and wondered by what alchemy of the mind the little druggist found it a very vortex of activity.

“But I can fix my health,” he returned— “I may have to get some one in here and go away for a spell. Perhaps I’ll do it. The doctor was saying he thought I might take a spell off and think out a few more wrinkles while I’m away.”

At the word “doctor” I looked at him more warmly, and I saw then what was plain enough to see but for the dim light of the little place, — the thin flush on the cheek, the hopeful mind, the contrast of the will to live and the need to die, God’s little irony on man, it was all there plain enough to read. The “spell” for which the little druggist was going is that which is written in letters of sorrow over the sunlit desolation of Arizona and the mountains of Colorado.

A month went by before I passed that way again. I looked across at the little store and I read the story in its drawn blinds and the padlock on its door.

The little druggist had gone away for a spell. And they told me, on enquiry, that his journey had been no further than to the cemetery behind the town where he lies now, musing, if he still can, on the law of the survival of the fittest in this well-adjusted world.

And they say that the shock of the addition of his whole business to the great Pharmacy across the way scarcely disturbed a soda siphon.


THE FIRST NEWSPAPER

A Sort of Allegory

[image: img53.jpg]

HOW LIKES IT you, Master Brenton?” said the brawny journeyman, spreading out the news sheet on a smooth oaken table where it lay under the light of a leaded window.

“A marvellous fair sheet,” murmured Brenton Caxton, seventh of the name, “let me but adjust my glasses and peruse it further lest haply there be still aught in it that smacks of error.”

“It needs not,” said the journeyman, “’tis the fourth time already from the press.”

“Nay, nay,” answered Master Brenton softly, as he adjusted his great horn-rimmed spectacles and bent his head over the broad damp news sheet before him. “Let us grudge no care in this. The venture is a new one and, meseems, a very parlous thing withal. ’Tis a venture that may easily fail and carry down our fortunes with it, but at least let it not be said that it failed for want of brains in the doing.”

“Fail quotha!” said a third man, who had not yet spoken, old, tall and sour of visage and wearing a printer’s leather apron. He had moved over from the further side of the room where a little group of apprentices stood beside the wooden presses that occupied the corner, and he was looking over the shoulder of Master Brenton Caxton.

“How can it do aught else? ’Tis a mad folly. Mark you, Master Brenton and Master Nick, I have said it from the first and let the blame be none of mine. ’Tis a mad thing you do here. See then,” he went on, turning and waving his hand, “this vast room, these great presses, yonder benches and tools, all new, yonder vats of ink straight out of Flanders, how think you you can recover the cost of all this out of yonder poor sheets? Five and forty years have I followed this mystery of printing, ever since thy grandfather’s day, Master Brenton, and never have I seen the like. What needed this great chamber when your grandfather and father were content with but a garret place, and yonder presses that can turn off four score copies in the compass of a single hour,— ’Tis mad folly, I say.”

The moment was an interesting one. The speakers were in a great room with a tall ceiling traversed by blackened beams. From the street below there came dimly through the closed casements the sound of rumbling traffic and the street cries of the London of the seventeenth century. Two vast presses of such colossal size that their wooden levers would tax the strength of the stoutest apprentice, were ranged against the further wall. About the room, spread out on oaken chairs and wooden benches, were flat boxes filled with leaden type, freshly molten, and a great pile of paper, larger than a man could lift, stood in a corner.

The first English newspaper in history was going to press. Those who in later ages, — editors, printers, and workers — have participated in the same scene, can form some idea of the hopes and fears, the doubts and the difficulties, with which the first newspaper was ushered into the world.

Master Brenton Caxton turned upon the last speaker the undisturbed look of the eye that sees far across the present into the years to come.

“Nay, Edward,” he said, “you have laboured over much in the past and see not into the future. You think this chamber too great for our purpose? I tell you the time will come when not this room alone but three or four such will be needed for our task. Already I have it in my mind that I will divide even this room into portions, with walls shrewdly placed through its length and breadth, so that each that worketh shall sit as it were in his own chamber and there shall stand one at the door and whosoever cometh, to whatever part of our task his business appertains, he shall forthwith be brought to the room of him that hath charge of it. Cometh he with a madrigal or other light poesy that he would set out on the press, he shall find one that has charge of such matters and can discern their true value. Or, cometh he with news of aught that happens in the realm, so shall he be brought instant to the room of him that recordeth such events. Or, if so be, he would write a discourse on what seemeth him some wise conceit touching the public concerns, he shall find to his hand a convenient desk with ink and quills and all that he needeth to set it straightway on paper; thus shall there be a great abundance of written matter to our hand so that not many days shall elapse after one of our news sheets goes abroad before there be matter enough to fill another.”

“Days!” said the aged printer, “think you you can fill one of these news sheets in a few days! Where indeed if you search the whole realm will you find talk enough in a single week to fill out this great sheet half an ell wide!”

“Ay, days indeed!” broke in Master Nicholas, the younger journeyman. “Master Brenton speaks truth, or less than truth. For not days indeed, but in the compass of a single day, I warrant you, shall we find the matter withal.” Master Nicholas spoke with the same enthusiasm as his chief, but with less of the dreamer in his voice and eye, and with more swift eagerness of the practical man.

“Fill it, indeed,” he went on. “Why, Gad Zooks! man! who knoweth what happenings there are and what not till one essays the gathering of them! And should it chance that there is nothing of greater import, no boar hunt of his Majesty to record, nor the news of some great entertainment by one of the Lords of the Court, then will we put in lesser matter, aye whatever comes to hand, the talk of his Majesty’s burgesses in the Parliament or any such things.”

“Hear him!” sneered the printer, “the talk of his Majesty’s burgesses in Westminster, forsooth! And what clerk or learned person would care to read of such? Or think you that His Majesty’s Chamberlain would long bear that such idle chatter should be bruited abroad. If you can find no worthier thing for this our news sheet than the talk of the Burgesses, then shall it fail indeed. Had it been the speech of the King’s great barons and the bishops twere different. But dost fancy that the great barons would allow that their weighty discourses be reduced to common speech so that even the vulgar may read it and haply here and there fathom their very thought itself, — and the bishops, the great prelates, to submit their ideas to the vulgar hand of a common printer, framing them into mere sentences! ’Tis unthinkable that they would sanction it!”

“Aye,” murmured Caxton in his dreaming voice, “the time shall come, Master Edward, when they will not only sanction it but seek it.”

“Look you,” broke in Master Nick, “let us have done with this talk? Whether there be enough happenings or not enough,” — and here he spoke with a kindling eye and looked about him at the little group of apprentices and printers, who had drawn near to listen, “if there be not enough, then will I MAKE THINGS HAPPEN. What is easier than to tell of happenings forth of the realm of which no man can know, — some talk of the Grand Turk and the war that he makes, or some happenings in the New Land found by Master Columbus. Aye,” he went on, warming to his words and not knowing that he embodied in himself the first birth on earth of the telegraphic editor,— “and why not. One day we write it out on our sheet ‘The Grand Turk maketh disastrous war on the Bulgars of the North and hath burnt divers of their villages.’ And that hath no sooner gone forth than we print another sheet saying, It would seem that the villages be not burnt but only scorched, nor doth it appear that the Turk burnt them but that the Bulgars burnt divers villages of the Turk and are sitting now in his mosque in the city of Hadrian.’ Then shall all men run to and fro and read the sheet and question and ask, ‘Is it thus?’ And, ‘Is it thus?’ and by very uncertainty of circumstances, they shall demand the more curiously to see the news sheet and read it.”

“Nay, nay, Master Nick,” said Brenton, firmly, “that will I never allow. Let us make it to ourselves a maxim that all that shall be said in this news sheet, or ‘news paper,’ as my conceit would fain call it, for be it not made of paper (here a merry laugh of the apprentices greeted the quaint fancy of the Master), shall be of ascertained verity and fact indisputable. Should the Grand Turk make war and should the rumour of it come to these isles, then will we say ‘The Turk maketh war,’ and should the Turk be at peace, then we will say ‘The Turk it doth appear is now at peace.’ And should no news come, then shall we say ‘In good sooth we know not whether the Turk destroyeth the Bulgars or whether he doth not, for while some hold that he harasseth them sorely, others have it that he harasseth them not, whereby we are sore put to it to know whether there be war or peace, nor do we desire to vex the patience of those who read by any further discourse on the matter, other than to say that we ourselves are in doubt what be and what be not truth, nor will we any further speak of it other than this.’”

Those about Caxton listened with awe to this speech. They did not, — they could not know, — that this was the birth of the Leading Article, but there was something in the strangely fascinating way in which their chief enlarged upon his own ignorance that foreshowed to the meanest intelligence the possibilities of the future.

Nicholas shook his head.

“’Tis a poor plan, Master Brenton,” he said, “the folk wish news, give them the news. The more thou givest them, the better pleased they are and thus doth the news sheet move from hand to hand till it may be said (if I too may coin a phrase) to increase vastly its ‘circulation’—”

“In sooth,” said Master Brenton, looking at Nicholas with a quiet expression that was not exempt from a certain slyness, “there I do hold thou art in the wrong, even as a matter of craft or policie. For it seems to me that if our paper speaketh first this and then that but hath no fixed certainty of truth, sooner or later will all its talk seem vain, and no man will heed it. But if it speak always the truth, then sooner or later shall all come to believe it and say of any happening, ‘It standeth written in the paper, therefore it is so.’ And here I charge you all that have any part in this new venture,” continued Master Brenton, looking about the room at the listening faces and speaking with great seriousness, “let us lay it to our hearts that our maxim shall be truth and truth alone. Let no man set his hand to aught that shall go upon our presses save only that which is assured truth. In this way shall our venture ever be pleasing to the Most High, and I do verily believe,” — and here Caxton’s voice sank lower as if he were thinking aloud,— “in the long run, it will be mighty good for our circulation.”

The speaker paused. Then turning to the broad sheet before him, he began to scan its columns with his eye. The others stood watching him as he read.

“What is this, Master Edward,” he queried presently, “here I see in this first induct, or column, as one names it, the word King fairly and truly spelled. Lower down it standeth Kyng, and yet further in the second induct Kynge, and in the last induct where there is talk of His Majesty’s marvelous skill in the French game of palm or tennis, lo the word stands Quhyngge! How sayeth thou?”

“Wouldst have it written always in but one and the same way?” asked the printer in astonishment.

“Aye, truly,” said Caxton.

“With never any choice, or variation to suit the fancy of him who reads so that he who likes it written King may see it so, and yet also he who would prefer it written in a freer style, or Quhyngge, may also find it so and thus both be pleased.”

“That will I never have!” said Master Brenton firmly, “dost not remember, friend, the old tale in the fabula of Aesopus of him who would please all men. Here will I make another maxim for our newspaper. All men we cannot please, for in pleasing one belike we run counter to another. Let us set our hand to write always without fear. Let us seek favour with none. Always in our news sheet we will seek to speak dutifully and with all reverence of the King his Majesty: let us also speak with all respect and commendation of His Majesty’s great prelates and nobles, for are they not the exalted of the land? Also I would have it that we say nothing harsh against our wealthy merchants and burgesses, for hath not the Lord prospered them in their substances. Yea, friends, let us speak ever well of the King, the clergy, the nobility and of all persons of wealth and substantial holdings. But beyond this” — here Brenton Coxton’s eye flashed,— “let us speak with utter fearlessness of all men. So shall we be, if I may borrow a mighty good word from Tacitus his Annals, of a complete independence, hanging on to no man. In fact our venture shall be an independent newspaper.”

The listeners felt an instinctive awe at the words, and again a strange prescience of the future made itself felt in every mind. Here for the first time in history was being laid down that fine, fearless creed that has made the independent press what it is.

Meantime Caxton continued to glance his eye over the news sheet, murmuring his comments on what he saw,— “Ah! vastly fine, Master Nicholas, — this of the sailing of His Majesty’s ships for Spain, — and this, too, of the Doge of Venice, his death, ’tis brave reading and maketh a fair discourse. Here also this likes me, ’tis shrewdly devised,” and here he placed his finger on a particular spot on the news sheet,— “here in speaking of the strange mishap of my Lord Arundel, thou useth a great S for strange, and setteth it in a line all by itself whereby the mind of him that reads is suddenly awakened, alarmed as it were by a bell in the night. ’Tis good. ’Tis well. But mark you, friend Nicholas, try it not too often, nor use your great letters too easily. In the case of my Lord Arundel, it is seemly, but for a mishap to a lesser person, let it stand in a more modest fashion.”

There was a pause. Then suddenly Caxton looked up again.

“What manner of tale is this! What strange thing is here! In faith, Master Nicholas, whence hast thou so marvelous a thing! The whole world must know of it. Harken ye all to this!

“‘Let all men that be troubled of aches, spavins, rheums, boils, maladies of the spleen or humours of the blood, come forthwith to the sign of the Red Lantern in East Cheap. There shall they find one that hath a marvelous remedy for all such ailments, brought with great dangers and perils of the journey from a far distant land. This wonderous balm shall straightway make the sick to be well and the lame to walk. Rubbed on the eye it restoreth sight and applied to the ear it reviveth the hearing. Tis the sole invention of Doctor Gustavus Friedman, sometime of Gottingen and brought by him hitherwards out of the sheer pity of his heart for them that be afflicted, nor shall any other fee be asked for it save only such a light and tender charge as shall defray the cost of Doctor Friedman his coming and going.’”

Caxton paused and gazed at Master Nicholas in wonder. “Whence hadst thou this?”

Master Nicholas smiled.

“I had it of a chapman, or travelling doctor, who was most urgent that we set it forth straightway on the press.”

“And is it true?” asked Caxton; “thou hast it of a full surety of knowledge?”

Nicholas laughed lightly.

“True or false, I know not,” he said, “but the fellow was so curious that we should print it that he gave me two golden laurels and a new sovereign on the sole understanding that we should set it forth in print.”

There was deep silence for a moment.

“He PAYETH to have it printed!” said Caxton, deeply impressed.

“Aye,” said Master Nicholas, “he payeth and will pay more. The fellow hath other balms equally potent. All of these he would admonish, or shall I say advert, the public.”

“So,” said Caxton, thoughtfully, “he wishes to make, if I may borrow a phrase of Albertus Magnus, an advertisement of his goods.”

“Even so,” said Nicholas.

“I see,” said the Master, “he payeth us. We advert the goods. Forthwith all men buy them. Then hath he more money. He payeth us again. We advert the goods more and still he payeth us. That would seem to me, friend Nick, a mighty good busyness for us.”

“So it is,” rejoined Nicholas, “and after him others will come to advert other wares until belike a large part of our news sheet, — who knows? the whole of it, perhaps, shall be made up in the merry guise of advertisements.”

Caxton sat silent in deep thought.

“But Master Caxton” — cried the voice of a young apprentice, a mere child, as he seemed, with fair hair and blue eyes filled with the native candour of unsullied youth,— “is this tale true!”

“What sayest thou, Warwick?” said the master printer, almost sternly.

“Good master, is the tale of the wonderous balm true?”

“Boy,” said Caxton, “Master Nicholas, hath even said, we know not if it is true.”

“But didst thou not charge us,” pleaded the boy, “that all that went under our hand into the press should be truth and truth alone?”

“I did,” said Caxton thoughtfully, “but I spoke perhaps somewhat in overhaste. I see that we must here distinguish. Whether this is true or not we cannot tell. But it is PAID FOR, and that lifts it, as who should say, out of the domain of truth. The very fact that it is paid for giveth it, as it were, a new form of merit, a verity altogether its own.”

“Ay, ay,” said Nicholas, with a twinkle in his shrewd eyes, “entirely its own.”

“Indeed so,” said Caxton, “and here let us make to ourselves another and a final maxim of guidance. All things that any man will pay for, these we will print, whether true or not, for that doth not concern us. But if one cometh here with any strange tale of a remedy or aught else and wishes us to make advertisement of it and hath no money to pay for it, then shall he be cast forth out of this officina, or office, if I may call it so, neck and crop into the street. Nay, I will have me one of great strength ever at the door ready for such castings.”

A murmur of approval went round the group.

Caxton would have spoken further but at the moment the sound of a bell was heard booming in the street without.

“’Tis the Great Bell,” said Caxton, “ringing out the hour of noon. Quick, all of you to your task. Lay me the forms on the press and speed me the work. We start here a great adventure. Mark well the maxims I have given you, and God speed our task.”

And in another hour or so, the prentice boys of the master printer were calling in the streets the sale of the first English newspaper.


IN THE GOOD TIME AFTER THE WAR
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[FOOTNOTE: AN EXTRACT from a London newspaper of 1916.]

HOUSE OF COMMONS REPORT

The Prime Minister in rising said that he thought the time had now come when the House might properly turn its attention again to domestic affairs. The foreign world was so tranquil that there was really nothing of importance which need be brought to the attention of the House. Members, however, would, perhaps, be glad to learn incidentally that a new and more comfortable cage had been supplied for the ex-German Emperor, and that the ex-Crown Prince was now showing distinct signs of intelligence, and was even able to eat quite quietly out of his keeper’s hand. Members would be gratified to know that at last the Hohenzollern family were able to abstain from snapping at the hand that fed them. But he would now turn to the subject of Home Rule.

Here the House was seen to yawn noticeably, and a general lack of interest was visible, especially among the Nationalist and Ulster members. A number of members were seen to rise as if about to move to the refreshment- room. Mr. John Redmond and Sir Edward Carson were seen walking arm in arm towards the door.

The Prime Minister. “Will the members kindly keep their seats? We are about to hold a discussion on Home Rule. Members will surely recall that this form of discussion was one of our favourite exercises only a year or so ago. I trust that members have not lost interest in the subject.” (General laughter among the members, and cries of “Cut it out!” “What is it?”)

The Prime Minister (with some asperity). “Members are well aware what Home Rule meant. It was a plan — or rather it was a scheme — that is to say, it was an act of parliament, or I should say a bill, in fact, Mr. Speaker, I don’t mind confessing that, not having my papers with me, I am unable to inform the House just what Home Rule was. I think, perhaps, the Ex-Minister of Munitions has a copy of last year’s bill.”

Mr. Lloyd George rising, with evident signs of boredom. “The House will excuse me. I am tired. I have been out all day aeroplaning with Mr. Churchill and Mr. Bonar Law, with a view to inspect the new national training camp. I had the Home Rule Bill with me along with the Welsh Disestablishment Bill and the Land Bill, and I am afraid that I lost the whole bally lot of them; dropped them into the sea or something. I hope the Speaker will overlook the term ‘bally.’ It may not be parliamentary.”

Mr. Speaker (laughing). “Tut, tut, never mind a little thing like that. I am sure that after all that we have gone through together, the House is quite agreed that a little thing like parliamentary procedure doesn’t matter.”

Mr. Lloyd George (humbly). “Still I am sorry for the term. I’d like to withdraw it. I separate or distinguish in any degree the men of Ulster from the men of Tipperary, and the heart of Belfast from the heart of Dublin.” (Loud cheers.)

Mr. Redmond (springing forward). “And I’ll say this: Not I, nor any man of Ireland, Dublin, Belfast, or Connaught will ever set our hands or names to any bill that shall separate Ireland in any degree from the rest of the Empire. Work out, if you like, a new scheme of government. If the financial clauses are intricate, get one of your treasury clerks to solve them. If there’s trouble in arranging your excise on your customs, settle it in any way you please. But it is too late now to separate England and Ireland. We’ve held the flag of the Empire in our hand. We mean to hold it in our grasp forever. We have seen its colours tinged a brighter red with the best of Ireland’s blood, and that proud stain shall stay forever as the symbol of the unity of Irish and the English people.”

(Loud cheers ring through the House; several members rise in great excitement, all shouting and speaking together.) There is heard the voice of Mr. Angus McCluskey, Member for the Hebrides, calling— “And ye’ll no forget Scotland, me lad, when you talk of unity! Do you mind the Forty-Second, and the London Scottish in the trenches of the Aisne? Wha carried the flag of the Empire then? Unity, ma friends, ye’ll never break it. It may involve a wee bit sacrifice for Scotland financially speaking. I’ll no say no to a reveesion of the monetairy terms, if ye suggest it, — but for unita — Scotland and the Empire, now and forever!”

A great number of members have risen in their seats. Mr. Open Ap Owen Glendower is calling: “Aye and Wales! never forget Wales.” Mr. Trevelyan Trendinning of Cornwall has started singing “And shall Trelawney Die?” — while the deep booming of “Rule Britannia” from five hundred throats ascends to the very rafters of the House.

The Speaker laughing and calling for order, while two of the more elderly clerks are beating with the mace on the table,— “Gentlemen, gentlemen, I have a proposal to make. I have just learned that there is at the Alhambra in Leicester Square, a real fine moving picture show of the entrance of the Allies into Berlin. Let’s all go to it. We can leave a committee of the three youngest members to stay behind and draw up a new government for Ireland. Even they can’t go wrong now as to what we want.”

Loud Cheers as the House empties, singing “It was a Long Way to Tipperary, but the way lay through Berlin.”


Further Foolishness
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Preface
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MANY YEARS AGO when I was a boy at school, we had over our class an ancient and spectacled schoolmaster who was as kind at heart as he was ferocious in appearance, and whose memory has suggested to me the title of this book.

It was his practice, on any outburst of gaiety in the class-room, to chase us to our seats with a bamboo cane and to shout at us in defiance:

Now, then, any further foolishness?

I find by experience that there are quite a number of indulgent readers who are good enough to adopt the same expectant attitude towards me now.

STEPHEN LEACOCK
McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL
November 1, 1916


Follies in Fiction


Stories Shorter Still
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AMONG THE LATEST follies in fiction is the perpetual demand for stories shorter and shorter still. The only thing to do is to meet this demand at the source and check it. Any of the stories below, if left to soak overnight in a barrel of rainwater, will swell to the dimensions of a dollar-fifty novel.

(I) AN IRREDUCIBLE DETECTIVE STORY

HANGED BY A HAIR OR A MURDER MYSTERY MINIMISED

The mystery had now reached its climax. First, the man had been undoubtedly murdered. Secondly, it was absolutely certain that no conceivable person had done it.

It was therefore time to call in the great detective.

He gave one searching glance at the corpse. In a moment he whipped out a microscope.

“Ha! ha!” he said, as he picked a hair off the lapel of the dead man’s coat. “The mystery is now solved.”

He held up the hair.

“Listen,” he said, “we have only to find the man who lost this hair and the criminal is in our hands.”

The inexorable chain of logic was complete.

The detective set himself to the search.

For four days and nights he moved, unobserved, through the streets of New York scanning closely every face he passed, looking for a man who had lost a hair.

On the fifth day he discovered a man, disguised as a tourist, his head enveloped in a steamer cap that reached below his ears. The man was about to go on board the Gloritania.

The detective followed him on board.

“Arrest him!” he said, and then drawing himself to his full height, he brandished aloft the hair.

“This is his,” said the great detective. “It proves his guilt.”

“Remove his hat,” said the ship’s captain sternly.

They did so.

The man was entirely bald.

“Ha!” said the great detective without a moment of hesitation. “He has committed not one murder but about a million.”

(II) A COMPRESSED OLD ENGLISH NOVEL

SWEARWORD THE UNPRONOUNCEABLE

CHAPTER ONE AND ONLY

“Ods bodikins!” exclaimed Swearword the Saxon, wiping his mailed brow with his iron hand, “a fair morn withal! Methinks twert lithlier to rest me in yon glade than to foray me forth in yon fray! Twert it not?”

But there happened to be a real Anglo-Saxon standing by.

“Where in heaven’s name,” he said in sudden passion, “did you get that line of English?”

“Churl!” said Swearword, “it is Anglo-Saxon.”

“You’re a liar!” shouted the Saxon, “it is not. It is
Harvard College, Sophomore Year, Option No. 6.”

Swearword, now in like fury, threw aside his hauberk, his baldrick, and his needlework on the grass.

“Lay on!” said Swearword.

“Have at you!” cried the Saxon.

They laid on and had at one another.

Swearword was killed.

Thus luckily the whole story was cut off on the first page and ended.

(III) A CONDENSED INTERMINABLE NOVEL

FROM THE CRADLE TO THE GRAVE OR A THOUSAND PAGES FOR A DOLLAR

NOTE.-This story originally contained two hundred and fifty thousand words. But by a marvellous feat of condensation it is reduced, without the slightest loss, to a hundred and six words.

(I)

Edward Endless lived during his youth
   in Maine,
      in New Hampshire,
         in Vermont,
            in Massachusetts,
               in Rhode Island,
                  in Connecticut.

(II)

Then the lure of the city lured him. His fate took him to
   New York, to Chicago, and to Philadelphia.

In Chicago he lived,
   in a boarding-house on Lasalle Avenue,
   then he boarded — 
   in a living-house on Michigan Avenue.

In New York he
   had a room in an eating-house on Forty-first Street,
   and then — 
   ate in a rooming-house on Forty-second Street.

In Philadelphia he
   used to sleep on Chestnut Street,
   and then — 
   slept on Maple Street.

During all this time women were calling to him. He knew
   and came to be friends with — 
      Margaret Jones,
         Elizabeth Smith,
            Arabella Thompson,
               Jane Williams,
                  Maud Taylor.

And he also got to know pretty well,
   Louise Quelquechose,
      Antoinette Alphabetic,
         Estelle Etcetera.

And during this same time Art began to call him — 
   Pictures began to appeal to him.
      Statues beckoned to him.
         Music maddened him,
            and any form of Recitation or Elocution drove
               him beside himself.

(III)

Then, one day, he married Margaret Jones.
   As soon as he had married her
      He was disillusioned.
         He now hated her.

Then he lived with Elizabeth Smith — 
   He had no sooner sat down with her than — 
      He hated her.

Half mad, he took his things over to Arabella Thompson’s flat to live with her.

The moment she opened the door of the apartment, he loathed
her.
   He saw her as she was.

Driven sane with despair, he then — 

(Our staff here cut the story off. There are hundreds and hundreds of pages after this. They show Edward Endless grappling in the fight for clean politics. The last hundred pages deal with religion. Edward finds it after a big fight. But no one reads these pages. There are no women in them. Our staff cut them out and merely show at the end — 

  Edward Purified — 
      Uplifted — 
         Transluted.

The whole story is perhaps the biggest thing ever done on this continent. Perhaps!)


Snoopopaths; or, Fifty Stories in One
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THIS PARTICULAR STUDY in the follies of literature is not so much a story as a sort of essay. The average reader will therefore turn from it with a shudder. The condition of the average reader’s mind is such that he can take in nothing but fiction. And it must be thin fiction at that — thin as gruel. Nothing else will “sit on his stomach.”

Everything must come to the present-day reader in this form. If you wish to talk to him about religion, you must dress it up as a story and label it Beth-sheba, or The Curse of David; if you want to improve the reader’s morals, you must write him a little thing in dialogue called Mrs. Potiphar Dines Out. If you wish to expostulate with him about drink, you must do so through a narrative called Red Rum — short enough and easy enough for him to read it, without overstraining his mind, while he drinks cocktails.

But whatever the story is about it has got to deal — in order to be read by the average reader — with A MAN and A WOMAN, I put these words in capitals to indicate that they have got to stick out of the story with the crudity of a drawing done by a child with a burnt stick. In other words, the story has got to be snoopopathic. This is a word derived from the Greek— “snoopo” — or if there never was a Greek verb snoopo, at least there ought to have been one — and it means just what it seems to mean. Nine out of ten short stories written in America are snoopopathic.

In snoopopathic literature, in order to get its full effect, the writer generally introduces his characters simply as “the man” and “the woman.” He hates to admit that they have no names. He opens out with them something after this fashion: “The Man lifted his head. He looked about him at the gaily bedizzled crowd that besplotched the midnight cabaret with riotous patches of colour. He crushed his cigar against the brass of an Egyptian tray. ‘Bah!’ he murmured, ‘Is it worth it?’ Then he let his head sink again.”

You notice it? He lifted his head all the way up and let it sink all the way down, and you still don’t know who he is. For The Woman the beginning is done like this: “The Woman clenched her white hands till the diamonds that glittered upon her fingers were buried in the soft flesh. ‘The shame of it,’ she murmured. Then she took from the table the telegram that lay crumpled upon it and tore it into a hundred pieces. ‘He dare not!’ she muttered through her closed teeth. She looked about the hotel room with its garish furniture. ‘He has no right to follow me here,’ she gasped.”

All of which the reader has to take in without knowing who the woman is, or which hotel she is staying at, or who dare not follow her or why. But the modern reader loves to get this sort of shadowy incomplete effect. If he were told straight out that the woman’s name was Mrs. Edward Dangerfield of Brick City, Montana, and that she had left her husband three days ago and that the telegram told her that he had discovered her address and was following her, the reader would refuse to go on.

This method of introducing the characters is bad enough.
But the new snoopopathic way of describing them is still
worse. The Man is always detailed as if he were a horse.
He is said to be “tall, well set up, with straight legs.”

Great stress is always laid on his straight legs. No magazine story is acceptable now unless The Man’s legs are absolutely straight. Why this is, I don’t know. All my friends have straight legs — and yet I never hear them make it a subject of comment or boasting. I don’t believe I have, at present, a single friend with crooked legs.

But this is not the only requirement. Not only must The Man’s legs be straight but he must be “clean-limbed,” whatever that is; and of course he must have a “well-tubbed look about him.” How this look is acquired, and whether it can be got with an ordinary bath and water are things on which I have no opinion.

The Man is of course “clean-shaven.” This allows him to do such necessary things as “turning his clean-shaven face towards the speaker,” “laying his clean-shaven cheek in his hand,” and so on. But every one is familiar with the face of the up-to-date clean-shaven snoopopathic man. There are pictures of him by the million on magazine covers and book jackets, looking into the eyes of The Woman — he does it from a distance of about six inches — with that snoopy earnest expression of brainlessness that he always wears. How one would enjoy seeing a man — a real one with Nevada whiskers and long boots — land him one solid kick from behind.

Then comes The Woman of the snoopopathic story. She is always “beautifully groomed” (who these grooms are that do it, and where they can be hired, I don’t know), and she is said to be “exquisitely gowned.”

It is peculiar about The Woman that she never seems to wear a dress — always a “gown.” Why this is, I cannot tell. In the good old stories that I used to read, when I could still read for the pleasure of it, the heroines — that was what they used to be called — always wore dresses. But now there is no heroine, only a woman in a gown. I wear a gown myself — at night. It is made of flannel and reaches to my feet, and when I take my candle and go out to the balcony where I sleep, the effect of it on the whole is not bad. But as to its “revealing every line of my figure” — as The Woman’s gown is always said to — and as to its “suggesting even more than it reveals” — well, it simply does not. So when I talk of “gowns” I speak of something that I know all about.

Yet, whatever The Woman does, her “gown” is said to “cling” to her. Whether in the street or in a cabaret or in the drawing-room, it “clings.” If by any happy chance she throws a lace wrap about her, then it clings; and if she lifts her gown — as she is apt to — it shows, not what I should have expected, but a jupon, and even that clings. What a jupon is I don’t know. With my gown, I never wear one. These people I have described, The Man and The Woman — The Snoopopaths — are, of course, not husband and wife, or brother and sister, or anything so simple and old-fashioned as that. She is some one else’s wife. She is The Wife of the Other Man. Just what there is, for the reader, about other men’s wives, I don’t understand. I know tons of them that I wouldn’t walk round a block for. But the reading public goes wild over them. The old-fashioned heroine was unmarried. That spoiled the whole story. You could see the end from the beginning. But with Another Man’s Wife, the way is blocked. Something has got to happen that would seem almost obvious to anyone.

The writer, therefore, at once puts the two snoopos — The Man and The Woman — into a frightfully indelicate position. The more indelicate it is, the better. Sometimes she gets into his motor by accident after the theatre, or they both engage the drawing-room of a Pullman car by mistake, or else, best of all, he is brought accidentally into her room at an hotel at night. There is something about an hotel room at night, apparently, which throws the modern reader into convulsions. It is always easy to arrange a scene of this sort. For example, taking the sample beginning that I gave above, The Man, whom I left sitting at the cabaret table, above, rises unsteadily — it is the recognised way of rising in a cabaret — and, settling the reckoning with the waiter, staggers into the street. For myself I never do a reckoning with the waiter. I just pay the bill as he adds it, and take a chance on it.

As The Man staggers into the “night air,” the writer has time — just a little time, for the modern reader is impatient — to explain who he is and why he staggers. He is rich. That goes without saying. All clean-limbed men with straight legs are rich. He owns copper mines in Montana. All well-tubbed millionaires do. But he has left them, left everything, because of the Other Man’s Wife. It was that or madness — or worse. He had told himself so a thousand times. (This little touch about “worse” is used in all the stories. I don’t just understand what the “worse” means. But snoopopathic readers reach for it with great readiness.) So The Man had come to New York (the only place where stories are allowed to be laid) under an assumed name, to forget, to drive her from his mind. He had plunged into the mad round of — I never could find it myself, but it must be there, and as they all plunge into it, it must be as full of them as a sheet of Tanglefoot is of flies.

“As The Man walked home to his hotel, the cool night air steadied him, but his brain is still filled with the fumes of the wine he had drunk.” Notice these “fumes.” It must be great to float round with them in one’s brain, where they apparently lodge. I have often tried to find them, but I never can. Again and again I have said, “Waiter, bring me a Scotch whisky and soda with fumes.” But I can never get them.

Thus goes The Man to his hotel. Now it is in a room in this same hotel that The Woman is sitting, and in which she has crumpled up the telegram. It is to this hotel that she has come when she left her husband, a week ago. The readers know, without even being told, that she left him “to work out her own salvation” — driven, by his cold brutality, beyond the breaking-point. And there is laid upon her soul, as she sits there with clenched hands, the dust and ashes of a broken marriage and a loveless life, and the knowledge, too late, of all that might have been.

And it is to this hotel that The Woman’s Husband is following her.

But The Man does not know that she is in the hotel, nor that she has left her husband; it is only accident that brings them together. And it is only by accident that he has come into her room, at night, and stands there — rooted to the threshold. Now as a matter of fact, in real life, there is nothing at all in the simple fact of walking into the wrong room of an hotel by accident. You merely apologise and go out. I had this experience myself only a few days ago. I walked right into a lady’s room — next door to my own. But I simply said, “Oh, I beg your pardon, I thought this was No. 343.”

“No,” she said, “this is 341.”

She did not rise and “confront” me, as they always do in the snoopopathic stories. Neither did her eyes flash, nor her gown cling to her as she rose. Nor was her gown made of “rich old stuff.” No, she merely went on reading her newspaper.

“I must apologise,” I said. “I am a little short-sighted, and very often a one and a three look so alike that I can’t tell them apart. I’m afraid—”

“Not at all,” said the lady. “Good evening.”

“You see,” I added, “this room and my own being so alike, and mine being 343 and this being 341, I walked in before I realised that instead of walking into 343 I was walking into 341.”

She bowed in silence, without speaking, and I felt that it was now the part of exquisite tact to retire quietly without further explanation, or at least with only a few murmured words about the possibility of to-morrow being even colder than to-day. I did so, and the affair ended with complete savoir faire on both sides.

But the Snoopopaths, Man and Woman, can’t do this sort of thing, or, at any rate, the snoopopathic writer won’t let them. The opportunity is too good to miss. As soon as The Man comes into The Woman’s room — before he knows who she is, for she has her back to him — he gets into a condition dear to all snoopopathic readers.

His veins simply “surged.” His brain beat against his temples in mad pulsation. His breath “came and went in quick, short pants.” (This last might perhaps be done by one of the hotel bellboys, but otherwise it is hard to imagine.)

And The Woman— “Noiseless as his step had been, she seemed to sense his presence. A wave seemed to sweep over her — She turned and rose fronting him full.” This doesn’t mean that he was full when she fronted him. Her gown — but we know about that already. “It was a coward’s trick,” she panted.

Now if The Man had had the kind of savoir faire that I have, he would have said: “Oh, pardon me! I see this room is 341. My own room is 343, and to me a one and a three often look so alike that I seem to have walked into 341 while looking for 343.” And he could have explained in two words that he had no idea that she was in New York, was not following her, and not proposing to interfere with her in any way. And she would have explained also in two sentences why and how she came to be there. But this wouldn’t do. Instead of it, The Man and The Woman go through the grand snoopopathic scene which is so intense that it needs what is really a new kind of language to convey it.

“Helene,” he croaked, reaching out his arms — his voice tensed with the infinity of his desire.

“Back,” she iced. And then, “Why have you come here?” she hoarsed. “What business have you here?”

“None,” he glooped, “none. I have no business.” They stood sensing one another.

“I thought you were in Philadelphia,” she said — her gown clinging to every fibre of her as she spoke.

“I was,” he wheezed.

“And you left it?” she sharped, her voice tense.

“I left it,” he said, his voice glumping as he spoke. “Need I tell you why?” He had come nearer to her. She could hear his pants as he moved.

“No, no,” she gurgled. “You left it. It is enough. I can understand” — she looked bravely up at him— “I can understand any man leaving it.”

Then as he moved still nearer her, there was the sound of a sudden swift step in the corridor. The door opened and there stood before them The Other Man, the Husband of The Woman — Edward Dangerfield.

This, of course, is the grand snoopopathic climax, when the author gets all three of them — The Man, The Woman, and The Woman’s Husband — in an hotel room at night. But notice what happens.

He stood in the opening of the doorway looking at them, a slight smile upon his lips.

“Well?” he said. Then he entered the room and stood for a moment quietly looking into The Man’s face.

“So,” he said, “it was you.” He walked into the room and laid the light coat that he had been carrying over his arm upon the table. He drew a cigar-case from his waistcoat pocket.

“Try one of these Havanas,” he said.

Observe the calm of it. This is what the snoopopath loves — no rage, no blustering — calmness, cynicism. He walked over towards the mantelpiece and laid his hat upon it. He set his boot upon the fender.

“It was cold this evening,” he said. He walked over to the window and gazed a moment into the dark.

“This is a nice hotel,” he said. (This scene is what the author and the reader love; they hate to let it go. They’d willingly keep the man walking up and down for hours saying “Well!”)

The Man raised his head! “Yes, it’s a good hotel,” he said. Then he let his head fall again.

This kind of thing goes on until, if possible, the reader is persuaded into thinking that there is nothing going to happen. Then:

“He turned to The Woman. ‘Go in there,’ he said, pointing to the bedroom door. Mechanically she obeyed.” This, by the way, is the first intimation that the reader has that the room in which they were sitting was not a bedroom. The two men were alone. Dangerfield walked over to the chair where he had thrown his coat.

“I bought this coat in St. Louis last fall,” he said. His voice was quiet, even passionless. Then from the pocket of the coat he took a revolver and laid it on the table. Marsden watched him without a word.

“Do you see this pistol?” said Dangerfield.

Marsden raised his head a moment and let it sink.

Of course the ignorant reader keeps wondering why he doesn’t explain. But how can he? What is there to say? He has been found out of his own room at night. The penalty for this in all the snoopopathic stories is death. It is understood that in all the New York hotels the night porters shoot a certain number of men in the corridors every night.

“When we married,” said Dangerfield, glancing at the closed door as he spoke, “I bought this and the mate to it — for her — just the same, with the monogram on the butt — see! And I said to her, ‘If things ever go wrong between you and me, there is always this way out.’”

He lifted the pistol from the table, examining its mechanism. He rose and walked across the room till he stood with his back against the door, the pistol in his hand, its barrel pointing straight at Marsden’s heart. Marsden never moved. Then as the two men faced one another thus, looking into one another’s eyes, their ears caught a sound from behind the closed door of the inner room — a sharp, hard, metallic sound as if some one in the room within had raised the hammer of a pistol — a jewelled pistol like the one in Dangerfield’s hand.

And then — 

A loud report, and with a cry, the cry of a woman, one shrill despairing cry — 

Or no, hang it — I can’t consent to end up a story in that fashion, with the dead woman prone across the bed, the smoking pistol, with a jewel on the hilt, still clasped in her hand — the red blood welling over the white laces of her gown — while the two men gaze down upon her cold face with horror in their eyes. Not a bit. Let’s end it like this:

“A shrill despairing cry— ‘Ed! Charlie! Come in here quick! Hurry! The steam coil has blown out a plug! You two boys quit talking and come in here, for heaven’s sake, and fix it.’” And, indeed, if the reader will look back he will see there is nothing in the dialogue to preclude it. He was misled, that’s all. I merely said that Mrs. Dangerfield had left her husband a few days before. So she had — to do some shopping in New York. She thought it mean of him to follow her. And I never said that Mrs. Dangerfield had any connection whatever with The Woman with whom Marsden was in love. Not at all. He knew her, of course, because he came from Brick City. But she had thought he was in Philadelphia, and naturally she was surprised to see him back in New York. That’s why she exclaimed “Back!” And as a matter of plain fact, you can’t pick up a revolver without its pointing somewhere. No one said he meant to fire it.

In fact, if the reader will glance back at the dialogue — I know he has no time to, but if he does — he will see that, being something of a snoopopath himself, he has invented the whole story.


Foreign Fiction in Imported Instalments.
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SERGE THE SUPERMAN: A Russian Novel

(Translated, with a hand pump, out of the original Russian)

SPECIAL EDITORIAL NOTE, OR, FIT OF CONVULSIONS INTO WHICH AN EDITOR FALLS IN INTRODUCING THIS SORT OF STORY TO HIS READERS. We need offer no apology to our readers in presenting to them a Russian novel. There is no doubt that the future in literature lies with Russia. The names of Tolstoi, of Turgan-something, and Dostoi-what-is-it are household words in America. We may say with certainty that Serge the Superman is the most distinctly Russian thing produced in years. The Russian view of life is melancholy and fatalistic. It is dark with the gloom of the great forests of the Volga, and saddened with the infinite silence of the Siberian plain. Hence the Russian speech, like the Russian thought, is direct, terse and almost crude in its elemental power. All this appears in Serge the Superman. It is the directest, tersest, crudest thing we have ever seen. We showed the manuscript to a friend of ours, a critic, a man who has a greater Command of the language of criticism than perhaps any two men in New York to-day. He said at once, “This is big. It is a big thing, done by a big man, a man with big ideas, writing at his very biggest. The whole thing has a bigness about it that is—” and here he paused and thought a moment and added— “big.” After this he sat back in his chair and said, “big, big, big,” till we left him. We next showed the story to an English critic and he said without hesitation, or with very little, “This is really not half bad.” Last of all we read the story ourselves and we rose after its perusal — itself not an easy thing to do — and said, “Wonderful but terrible.” All through our (free) lunch that day we shuddered.

CHAPTER I

As a child. Serge lived with his father — Ivan Ivanovitch — and his mother — Katrina Katerinavitch. In the house, too were Nitska, the serving maid. Itch, the serving man, and Yump, the cook, his wife.

The house stood on the borders of a Russian town. It was in the heart of Russia. All about it was the great plain with the river running between low banks and over it the dull sky.

Across the plain ran the post road, naked and bare. In the distance one could see a moujik driving a three-horse tarantula, or perhaps Swill, the swine-herd, herding the swine. Far away the road dipped over the horizon and was lost.

“Where does it go to?” asked Serge. But no one could tell him.

In the winter there came the great snows and the river was frozen and Serge could walk on it.

On such days Yob, the postman, would come to the door, stamping his feet with the cold as he gave the letters to Itch.

“It is a cold day,” Yob would say.

“It is God’s will,” said Itch. Then he would fetch a glass of Kwas steaming hot from the great stove, built of wood, that stood in the kitchen.

“Drink, little brother,” he would say to Yob, and Yob would answer, “Little Uncle, I drink your health,” and he would go down the road again, stamping his feet with the cold.

Then later the spring would come and all the plain was bright with flowers and Serge could pick them. Then the rain came and Serge could catch it in a cup. Then the summer came and the great heat and the storms, and Serge could watch the lightning.

“What is lightning for?” he would ask of Yump, the cook, as she stood kneading the mush, or dough, to make slab, or pancake, for the morrow. Yump shook her knob, or head, with a look of perplexity on her big mugg, or face.

“It is God’s will,” she said.

Thus Serge grew up a thoughtful child.

At times he would say to his mother, “Matrinska (little mother), why is the sky blue?” And she couldn’t tell him.

Or at times he would say to his father, “Boob (Russian for father), what is three times six?” But his father didn’t know.

Each year Serge grew.

Life began to perplex the boy. He couldn’t understand it. No one could tell him anything.

Sometimes he would talk with Itch, the serving man.

“Itch,” he asked, “what is morality?” But Itch didn’t know. In his simple life he had never heard of it.

At times people came to the house — Snip, the schoolmaster, who could read and write, and Cinch, the harness maker, who made harness.

Once there came Popoff, the inspector of police, in his blue coat with fur on it. He stood in front of the fire writing down the names of all the people in the house. And when he came to Itch, Serge noticed how Itch trembled and cowered before Popoff, cringing as he brought a three-legged stool and saying, “Sit near the fire, little father; it is cold.” Popoff laughed and said, “Cold as Siberia, is it not, little brother?” Then he said, “Bare me your arm to the elbow, and let me see if our mark is on it still.” And Itch raised his sleeve to the elbow and Serge saw that there was a mark upon it burnt deep and black.

“I thought so,” said Popoff, and he laughed. But Yump, the cook, beat the fire with a stick so that the sparks flew into Popoff’s face. “You are too near the fire, little inspector,” she said. “It burns.”

All that evening Itch sat in the corner of the kitchen, and Serge saw that there were tears on his face.

“Why does he cry?” asked Serge.

“He has been in Siberia,” said Yump as she poured water into the great iron pot to make soup for the week after the next.

Serge grew more thoughtful each year.

All sorts of things, occurrences of daily life, set him thinking. One day he saw some peasants drowning a tax collector in the river. It made a deep impression on him. He couldn’t understand it. There seemed something wrong about it.

“Why did they drown him?” he asked of Yump, the cook.

“He was collecting taxes,” said Yump, and she threw a handful of cups into the cupboard.

Then one day there was great excitement in the town, and men in uniform went to and fro and all the people stood at the doors talking.

“What has happened?” asked Serge.

“It is Popoff, inspector of police,” answered Itch. “They have found him beside the river.”

“Is he dead?” questioned Serge.

Itch pointed reverently to the ground— “He is there!” he said.

All that day Serge asked questions. But no one would tell him anything. “Popoff is dead,” they said. “They have found him beside the river with his ribs driven in on his heart.”

“Why did they kill him?” asked Serge.

But no one would say.

So after this Serge was more perplexed than ever.

Every one noticed how thoughtful Serge was.

“He is a wise boy,” they said. “Some day he will be a learned man. He will read and write.”

“Defend us!” exclaimed Itch. “It is a dangerous thing.”

One day Liddoff, the priest, came to the house with a great roll of paper in his hand.

“What is it?” asked Serge.

“It is the alphabet,” said Liddoff.

“Give it to me,” said Serge with eagerness.

“Not all of it,” said Liddoff gently. “Here is part of it,” and he tore off a piece and gave it to the boy.

“Defend us!” said Yump, the cook. “It is not a wise thing,” and she shook her head as she put a new lump of clay in the wooden stove to make it burn more brightly.

Then everybody knew that Serge was learning the alphabet, and that when he had learned it he was to go to Moscow, to the Teknik, and learn what else there was.

So the days passed and the months. Presently Ivan Ivanovitch said, “Now he is ready,” and he took down a bag of rubles that was concealed on a shelf beside the wooden stove in the kitchen and counted them out after the Russian fashion, “Ten, ten, and yet ten, and still ten, and ten,” till he could count no further.

“Protect us!” said Yump. “Now he is rich!” and she poured oil and fat mixed with sand into the bread and beat it with a stick.

“He must get ready,” they said. “He must buy clothes. Soon he will go to Moscow to the Teknik and become a wise man.”

Now it so happened that there came one day to the door a drosky, or one-horse carriage, and in it was a man and beside him a girl. The man stopped to ask the way from Itch, who pointed down the post road over the plain. But his hand trembled and his knees shook as he showed the way. For the eyes of the man who asked the way were dark with hate and cruel with power. And he wore a uniform and there was brass upon his cap. But Serge looked only at the girl. And there was no hate in her eyes, but only a great burning, and a look that went far beyond the plain, Serge knew not where. And as Serge looked, the girl turned her face and their eyes met, and he knew that he would never forget her. And he saw in her face that she would never forget him. For that is love.

“Who is that?” he asked, as he went back again with Itch into the house.

“It is Kwartz, chief of police,” said Itch, and his knees still trembled as he spoke.

“Where is he taking her?” said Serge.

“To Moscow, to the prison,” answered Itch. “There they will hang her and she will die.”

“Who is she?” asked Serge. “What has she done?” and as he spoke he could still see the girl’s face, and the look upon it, and a great fire went sweeping through his veins.

“She is Olga Ileyitch,” answered Itch, “She made the bomb that killed Popoff, the inspector, and now they will hang her and she will die.”

“Defend us!” murmured Yump, as she heaped more clay upon the stove.

CHAPTER II

Serge went to Moscow. He entered the Teknik. He became a student. He learned geography from Stoj, the professor, astrography from Fudj, the assistant, together with giliodesy, orgastrophy and other native Russian studies.

All day he worked. His industry was unflagging. His instructors were enthusiastic. “If he goes on like this,” they said, “he will some day know something.”

“It is marvellous,” said one. “If he continues thus, he will be a professor.”

“He is too young,” said Stoj, shaking his head. “He has too much hair.”

“He sees too well,” said Fudj. “Let him wait till his eyes are weaker.”

But all day as Serge worked he thought. And his thoughts were of Olga Ileyitch, the girl that he had seen with Kwartz, inspector of police. He wondered why she had killed Popoff, the inspector. He wondered if she was dead. There seemed no justice in it.

One day he questioned his professor.

“Is the law just?” he said. “Is it right to kill?”

But Stoj shook his head, and would not answer.

“Let us go on with our orgastrophy,” he said. And he trembled so that the chalk shook in his hand.

So Serge questioned no further, but he thought more deeply still. All the way from the Teknik to the house where he lodged he was thinking. As he climbed the stair to his attic room he was still thinking.

The house in which Serge lived was the house of Madame Vasselitch. It was a tall dark house in a sombre street. There were no trees upon the street and no children played there. And opposite to the house of Madame Vasselitch was a building of stone, with windows barred, that was always silent. In it were no lights, and no one went in or out.

“What is it?” Serge asked.

“It is the house of the dead,” answered Madame Vasselitch, and she shook her head and would say no more.

The husband of Madame Vasselitch was dead. No one spoke of him. In the house were only students, Most of them were wild fellows, as students are. At night they would sit about the table in the great room drinking Kwas made from sawdust fermented in syrup, or golgol, the Russian absinth, made by dipping a gooseberry in a bucket of soda water. Then they would play cards, laying matches on the table and betting, “Ten, ten, and yet ten,” till all the matches were gone. Then they would say, “There are no more matches; let us dance,” and they would dance upon the floor, till Madame Vasselitch would come to the room, a candle in her hand, and say, “Little brothers, it is ten o’clock. Go to bed.” Then they went to bed. They were wild fellows, as all students are.

But there were two students in the house of Madame Vasselitch who were not wild. They were brothers. They lived in a long room in the basement. It was so low that it was below the street.

The brothers were pale, with long hair. They had deep-set eyes. They had but little money. Madame Vasselitch gave them food. “Eat, little sons,” she would say. “You must not die.”

The brothers worked all day. They were real students. One brother was Halfoff. He was taller than the other and stronger. The other brother was Kwitoff. He was not so tall as Halfoff and not so strong.

One day Serge went to the room of the brothers. The brothers were at work. Halfoff sat at a table. There was a book in front of him.

“What is it?” asked Serge.

“It is solid geometry,” said Halfoff, and there was a gleam in his eyes.

“Why do you study it?” said Serge.

“To free Russia,” said Halfoff.

“And what book have you?” said Serge to Kwitoff.

“Hamblin Smith’s Elementary Trigonometry,” said Kwitoff, and he quivered like a leaf.

“What does it teach?” asked Serge.

“Freedom!” said Kwitoff.

The two brothers looked at one another.

“Shall we tell him everything?” said Halfoff.

“Not yet,” said Kwitoff. “Let him learn first. Later he shall know.”

After that Serge often came to the room of the two brothers.

The two brothers gave him books. “Read them,” they said.

“What are they?” asked Serge.

“They are in English,” said Kwitoff. “They are forbidden books. They are not allowed in Russia. But in them is truth and freedom.”

“Give me one,” said Serge.

“Take this,” said Kwitoff. “Carry it under your cloak.
Let no one see it.”

“What is it?” asked Serge, trembling in spite of himself.

“It is Caldwell’s Pragmatism,” said the brothers.

“Is it forbidden?” asked Serge.

The brothers looked at him.

“It is death to read it,” they said.

After that Serge came each day and got books from Halfoff and Kwitoff. At night he read them. They fired his brain. All of them were forbidden books. No one in Russia might read them. Serge read Hamblin Smith’s Algebra. He read it all through from cover to cover feverishly. He read Murray’s Calculus. It set his brain on fire. “Can this be true?” he asked.

The books opened a new world to Serge.

The brothers often watched him as he read.

“Shall we tell him everything?” said Halfoff.

“Not yet.” said Kwitoff. “He is not ready.”

One night Serge went to the room of the two brothers. They were not working at their books. Littered about the room were blacksmith’s tools and wires, and pieces of metal lying on the floor. There was a crucible and underneath it a blue fire that burned fiercely. Beside it the brothers worked. Serge could see their faces in the light of the flame.

“Shall we tell him now?” said Kwitoff. The other brother nodded.

“Tell him now,” he said.

“Little brother,” said Kwitoff, and he rose from beside the flame and stood erect, for he was tall, “will you give your life?”

“What for?” asked Serge.

The brothers shook their heads.

“We cannot tell you that,” they said. “That would be too much. Will you join us?”

“In what?” asked Serge.

“We must not say,” said the brothers. “We can only ask are you willing to help our enterprise with all your power and with your life if need be?”

“What is your enterprise?” asked Serge.

“We must not divulge it,” they said. “Only this: will you give your life to save another life, to save Russia?”

Serge paused. He thought of Olga Ileyitch. Only to save her life would he have given his.

“I cannot,” he answered.

“Good night, little brother,” said Kwitoff gently, and he turned back to his work.

Thus the months passed.

Serge studied without ceasing. “If there is truth,” he thought, “I shall find it.” All the time he Thought of Olga Ileyitch. His face grew pale. “Justice, Justice,” he thought, “what is justice and truth?”

CHAPTER III

Now when Serge had been six months in the house of Madame Vasselitch, Ivan Ivanovitch, his father, sent Itch, the serving man, and Yump, the cook, his wife, to Moscow to see how Serge fared. And Ivan first counted out rubles into a bag, “ten, and ten and still ten,” till Itch said, “It is enough. I will carry that.”

Then they made ready to go. Itch took a duck from the pond and put a fish in his pocket, together with a fragrant cheese and a bundle of sweet garlic. And Yump took oil and dough and mixed it with tar and beat it with an iron bar so as to shape it into a pudding.

So they went forth on foot, walking till they came to
Moscow.

“It is a large place,” said Itch, and he looked about him at the lights and the people.

“Defend us,” said Yump. “It is no place for a woman.”

“Fear nothing,” said Itch, looking at her.

So they went on, looking for the house of Madame Vasselitch.

“How bright the lights are!” said Itch, and he stood still and looked about him. Then he pointed at a burleski, or theatre. “Let us go in there and rest,” he said.

“No,” said Yump, “let us hurry on.”

“You are tired,” said Itch. “Give me the pudding and hurry forward, so that you may sleep. I will come later, bringing the pudding and the fish.”

“I am not tired,” said Yump.

So they came at last to the house of Madame Vasselitch.
And when they saw Serge they said, “How tall he is and
how well grown!” But they thought, “He is pale. Ivan
Ivanoviteh must know.”

And Itch said, “Here are the rubles sent by Ivan Ivanovitch.
Count them, little son, and see that they are right.”

“How many should there be?” said Serge.

“I know not,” said Itch. “You must count them and see.”

Then Yump said, “Here is a pudding, little son, and a fish, and a duck and a cheese and garlic.”

So that night Itch and Yump stayed in the house of Madame
Vasselitch.

“You are tired,” said Itch. “You must sleep.”

“I am not tired,” said Yump. “It is only that my head aches and my face burns from the wind and the sun.”

“I will go forth,” said Itch, “and find a fisski, or drug-store, and get something for your face.”

“Stay where you are,” said Yump. And Itch stayed.

Meantime Serge had gone upstairs with the fish and the duck and the cheese and the pudding. As he went up he thought. “It is selfish to eat alone. I will give part of the fish to the others.” And when he got a little further up the steps he thought, “I will give them all of the fish.” And when he got higher still he thought, “They shall have everything.”

Then he opened the door and came into the big room where the students were playing with matches at the big table and drinking golgol out of cups. “Here is food, brothers,” he said. “Take it. I need none.”

The students took the food and they cried, “Rah, Rah,” and beat the fish against the table. But the pudding they would not take. “We have no axe,” they said. “Keep it.”

Then they poured out golgol for Serge and said, “Drink it.”

But Serge would not.

“I must work,” he said, and all the students laughed.
“He wants to work!” they cried. “Rah, Rah.”

But Serge went up to his room and lighted his taper, made of string dipped in fat, and set himself to study. “I must work,” he repeated.

So Serge sat at his books. It got later and the house grew still. The noise of the students below ceased and then everything was quiet.

Serge sat working through the night. Then presently it grew morning and the dark changed to twilight and Serge could see from his window the great building with the barred windows across the street standing out in the grey mist of the morning.

Serge had often studied thus through the night and when it was morning he would say, “It is morning,” and would go down and help Madame Vasselitch unbar the iron shutters and unchain the door, and remove the bolts from the window casement.

But on this morning as Serge looked from his window his eyes saw a figure behind the barred window opposite to him. It was the figure of a girl, and she was kneeling on the floor and she was in prayer, for Serge could see that her hands were before her face. And as he looked all his blood ran warm to his head, and his limbs trembled even though he could not see the girl’s face. Then the girl rose from her knees and turned her face towards the bars, and Serge knew that it was Olga Ileyitch and that she had seen and known him.

Then he came down the stairs and Madame Vasselitch was there undoing the shutters and removing the nails from the window casing.

“What have you seen, little son?” she asked, and her voice was gentle, for the face of Serge was pale and his eyes were wide.

But Serge did not answer the question.

“What is that house?” he said. “The great building with the bars that you call the house of the dead?”

“Shall I tell you, little son,” said Madame Vasselitch, and she looked at him, still thinking. “Yes,” she said, “he shall know.

“It is the prison of the condemned, and from there they go forth only to die. Listen, little son,” she went on, and she gripped Serge by the wrist till he could feel the bones of her fingers against his flesh. “There lay my husband, Vangorod Vasselitch, waiting for his death. Months long he was there behind the bars and no one might see him or know when he was to die. I took this tall house that I might at least be near him till the end. But to those who lie there waiting for their death it is allowed once and once only that they may look out upon the world. And this is allowed to them the day before they die. So I took this house and waited, and each day I looked forth at dawn across the street and he was not there. Then at last he came. I saw him at the window and his face was pale and set and I could see the marks of the iron on his wrists as he held them to the bars. But I could see that his spirit was unbroken. There was no power in them to break that. Then he saw me at the window, and thus across the narrow street we said good-bye. It was only a moment. ‘Sonia Vasselitch,’ he said, ‘do not forget,’ and he was gone. I have not forgotten. I have lived on here in this dark house, and I have not forgotten. My sons — yes, little brother, my sons, I say — have not forgotten. Now tell me, Sergius Ivanovitch, what you have seen.”

“I have seen the woman that I love,” said Serge, “kneeling behind the bars in prayer. I have seen Olga Ileyitch.”

“Her name,” said Madame Vasselitch, and there were no tears in her eyes and her voice was calm, “her name is Olga Vasselitch. She is my daughter, and to-morrow she is to die.”

CHAPTER IV

Madame Vasselitch took Serge by the hand.

“Come,” she said, “you shall speak to my sons,” and she led him down the stairs towards the room of Halfoff and Kwitoff.

“They are my sons,” she said. “Olga is their sister. They are working to save her.”

Then she opened the door. Halfoff and Kwitoff were working as Serge had seen them before, beside the crucible with the blue flame on their faces.

They had not slept.

Madame Vasselitch spoke.

“He has seen Olga,” she said. “It is to-day.”

“We are too late,” said Halfoff, and he groaned.

“Courage, brother,” said Kwitoff. “She will not die till sunrise. It is twilight now. We have still an hour. Let us to work.”

Serge looked at the brothers.

“Tell me,” he said. “I do not understand.”

Halfoff turned a moment from his work and looked at Serge.

“Brother,” he said, “will you give your life?”

“Is it for Olga?” asked Serge.

“It is for her.”

“I give it gladly,” said Serge.

“Listen then,” said Halfoff. “Our sister is condemned for the killing of Popoff, inspector of police. She is in the prison of the condemned, the house of the dead, across the street. Her cell is there beside us. There is only a wall between. Look—”

Halfoff as he spoke threw aside a curtain that hung across the end of the room. Serge looked into blackness. It was a tunnel.

“It leads to the wall of her cell,” said Halfoff. “We are close against the wall but we cannot shatter it. We are working to make a bomb. No bomb that we can make is hard enough. We can only try once. If it fails the noise would ruin us. There is no second chance. We try our bombs in the crucible. They crumble. They have no strength. We are ignorant. We are only learning. We studied it in the books, the forbidden books. It took a month to learn to set the wires to fire the bomb. The tunnel was there. We did not have to dig it. It was for my father, Vangorod Vasselitch. He would not let them use it. He tapped a message through the wall, ‘Keep it for a greater need.’ Now it is his daughter that is there.”

Halfoff paused. He was panting and his chest heaved. There was perspiration on his face and his black hair was wet.

“Courage, little brother,” said Kwitoff. “She shall not die.”

“Listen,” went on Halfoff. “The bomb is made. It is there beside the crucible. It has power in it to shatter the prison. But the wires are wrong. They do not work. There is no current in them. Something is wrong. We cannot explode the bomb.”

“Courage, courage,” said Kwitoff, and his hands were busy among the wires before him. “I am working still.”

Serge looked at the brothers.

“Is that the bomb?” he said, pointing at a great ball of metal that lay beside the crucible.

“It is,” said Halfoff.

“And the little fuse that is in the side of it fires it?
And the current from the wires lights the fuse?”

“Yes,” said Halfoff.

The two brothers looked at Serge, for there was a meaning in his voice and a strange look upon his face.

“If the bomb is placed against the wall and if the fuse is lighted it would explode.”

“Yes,” said Halfoff despairingly, “but how? The fuse is instantaneous. Without the wires we cannot light it. It would be death.”

Serge took the bomb in his hand. His face was pale.

“Let it be so!” he said. “I will give my life for hers.”

He lifted the bomb in his hand. “I will go through the tunnel and hold the bomb against the wall and fire it,” he said. “Halfoff, light me the candle in the flame. Be ready when the wall falls.”

“No, no,” said Halfoff, grasping Serge by the arm. “You must not die!”

“My brother,” said Kwitoff quietly, “let it be as he says. It is for Russia!”

But as Halfoff turned to light the candle in the flame there came a great knocking at the door above and the sound of many voices in the street.

All paused.

Madame Vasselitch laid her hand upon her lips.

Then there came the sound as of grounded muskets on the pavement of the street and a sharp word of command.

“Soldiers!” said Madame Vasselitch.

Kwitoff turned to his brother.

“This is the end,” he said. “Explode the bomb here and let us die together.”

Suddenly Madame Vasselitch gave a cry.

“It is Olga’s voice!” she said.

She ran to the door and opened it, and a glad voice was heard crying.

“It is I, Olga, and I am free!”

“Free,” exclaimed the brothers.

All hastened up the stairs.

Olga was standing before them in the hall and beside her were the officers of the police, and in the street were the soldiers. The students from above had crowded down the stairs and with them were Itch, the serving man, and Yump, the cook.

“I am free,” cried Olga, “liberated by the bounty of the Czar — Russia has declared war to fight for the freedom of the world and all the political prisoners are free.”

“Rah, rah!” cried the students. “War, war, war!”

“She is set free,” said the officer who stood beside Olga. “The charge of killing Popoff is withdrawn. No one will be punished for it now.”

“I never killed him,” said Olga. “I swear it,” and she raised her hand.

“You never killed him!” exclaimed Serge with joy in his heart. “You did not kill Popoff? But who did?”

“Defend us,” said Yump, the cook. “Since there is to be no punishment for it, I killed him myself.”

“You!” they cried.

“It is so,” said Yump. “I killed him beside the river.
It was to defend my honour.”

“It was to defend her honour,” cried the brothers. “She has done well.”

They clasped her hand.

“You destroyed him with a bomb?” they said.

“No,” said Yump, “I sat down on him.”

“Rah, rah, rah,” said the students.

There was silence for a moment. Then Kwitoff spoke.

“Friends,” he said, “the new day is coming. The dawn is breaking. The moon is rising. The stars are setting. It is the birth of freedom. See! we need it not!” — and as he spoke he grasped in his hands the bomb with its still unlighted fuse— “Russia is free. We are all brothers now. Let us cast it at our enemies. Forward! To the frontier! Live the Czar.”

Movies and Motors, Men and Women


Madeline of the Movies: A Photoplay done back into Words

EXPLANATORY NOTE.

[image: img53.jpg]

IN WRITING THIS I ought to explain that I am a tottering old man of forty-six. I was born too soon to understand moving pictures. They go too fast. I can’t keep up. In my young days we used a magic lantern. It showed Robinson Crusoe in six scenes. It took all evening to show them. When it was done the hall was filled full with black smoke and the audience quite unstrung with excitement. What I set down here represents my thoughts as I sit in front of a moving picture photoplay and interpret it as best I can.

Flick, flick, flick! I guess it must be going to begin now, but it’s queer the people don’t stop talking: how can they expect to hear the pictures if they go on talking? Now it’s off. PASSED BY THE BOARD OF — . Ah, this looks interesting — passed by the board of — wait till I adjust my spectacles and read what it — 

It’s gone. Never mind, here’s something else, let me see — CAST OF CHARACTERS — Oh, yes — let’s see who they are — MADELINE MEADOWLARK, a young something — EDWARD DANGERFIELD, a — a what? Ah, yes, a roo — at least, it’s spelt r-o-u-e, that must be roo all right — but wait till I see what that is that’s written across the top — MADELINE MEADOWLARK; OR, ALONE IN A GREAT CITY. I see, that’s the title of it. I wonder which of the characters is alone. I guess not Madeline: she’d hardly be alone in a place like that. I imagine it’s more likely Edward Dangerous the Roo. A roo would probably be alone a great deal, I should think. Let’s see what the other characters are — JOHN HOLDFAST, a something. FARMER MEADOWLARK, MRS. MEADOWLARK, his Something — 

Pshaw, I missed the others, but never mind; flick, flick, it’s beginning — What’s this? A bedroom, eh? Looks like a girl’s bedroom — pretty poor sort of place. I wish the picture would keep still a minute — in Robinson Crusoe it all stayed still and one could sit and look at it, the blue sea and the green palm trees and the black footprints in the yellow sand — but this blamed thing keeps rippling and flickering all the time — Ha! there’s the girl herself — come into her bedroom. My! I hope she doesn’t start to undress in it — that would be fearfully uncomfortable with all these people here. No, she’s not undressing — she’s gone and opened the cupboard. What’s that she’s doing — taking out a milk jug and a glass — empty, eh? I guess it must be, because she seemed to hold it upside down. Now she’s picked up a sugar bowl — empty, too, eh? — and a cake tin, and that’s empty — What on earth does she take them all out for if they’re empty? Why can’t she speak? I think — hullo — who’s this coming in? Pretty hard-looking sort of woman — what’s she got in her hand? — some sort of paper, I guess — she looks like a landlady, I shouldn’t wonder if — 

Flick, flick! Say! Look there on the screen:

“YOU OWE ME THREE WEEKS’ RENT.”

Oh, I catch on! that’s what the landlady says, eh? Say! That’s a mighty smart way to indicate it isn’t it? I was on to that in a minute — flick, flick — hullo, the landlady’s vanished — what’s the girl doing now — say, she’s praying! Look at her face! Doesn’t she look religious, eh?

Flick, flick!

Oh, look, they’ve put her face, all by itself, on the screen. My! what a big face she’s got when you see it like that.

She’s in her room again — she’s taking off her jacket — by Gee! She is going to bed! Here, stop the machine; it doesn’t seem — Flick, flick!

Well, look at that! She’s in bed, all in one flick, and fast asleep! Something must have broken in the machine and missed out a chunk. There! she’s asleep all right — looks as if she was dreaming. Now it’s sort of fading. I wonder how they make it do that? I guess they turn the wick of the lamp down low: that was the way in Robinson Crusoe — Flick, flick!

Hullo! where on earth is this — farmhouse, I guess — must be away upstate somewhere — who on earth are these people? Old man — white whiskers — old lady at a spinning-wheel — see it go, eh? Just like real! And a young man — that must be John Holdfast — and a girl with her hand in his. Why! Say! it’s the girl, the same girl, Madeline — only what’s she doing away off here at this farm — how did she get clean back from the bedroom to this farm? Flick, flick! what’s this?

“NO, JOHN, I CANNOT MARRY YOU. I MUST DEVOTE MY LIFE TO MY MUSIC.”

Who says that? What music? Here, stop — 

It’s all gone. What’s this new place? Flick, flick, looks like a street. Say! see the street car coming along — well! say! isn’t that great? A street car! And here’s Madeline! How on earth did she get back from the old farm all in a second? Got her street things on — that must be music under her arm — I wonder where — hullo — who’s this man in a silk hat and swell coat? Gee! he’s well dressed. See him roll his eyes at Madeline! He’s lifting his hat — I guess he must be Edward Something, the Roo — only a roo would dress as well as he does — he’s going to speak to her — 

“SIR, I DO NOT KNOW YOU. LET ME PASS.”

Oh, I see! The Roo mistook her; he thought she was somebody that he knew! And she wasn’t! I catch on! It gets easy to understand these pictures once you’re on.

Flick, flick — Oh, say, stop! I missed a piece — where is she? Outside a street door — she’s pausing a moment outside — that was lucky her pausing like that — it just gave me time to read EMPLOYMENT BUREAU on the door. Gee! I read it quick.

Flick, flick! Where is it now? — oh, I see, she’s gone in — she’s in there — this must be the Bureau, eh? There’s Madeline going up to the desk.

“NO, WE HAVE TOLD YOU BEFORE, WE HAVE NOTHING …”

Pshaw! I read too slow — she’s on the street again. Flick, flick!

No, she isn’t — she’s back in her room — cupboard still empty — no milk — no sugar — Flick, flick!

Kneeling down to pray — my! but she’s religious — flick, flick — now she’s on the street — got a letter in her hand — what’s the address — Flick, flick!

  Mr. Meadowlark
   Meadow Farm
   Meadow County
   New York

Gee! They’ve put it right on the screen! The whole letter! Flick, flick — here’s Madeline again on the street with the letter still in her hand — she’s gone to a letter-box with it — why doesn’t she post it? What’s stopping her?

“I CANNOT TELL THEM OF MY FAILURE. IT WOULD BREAK THEIR …”

Break their what? They slide these things along altogether too quick — anyway, she won’t post it — I see — she’s torn it up — Flick, flick!

Where is it now? Another street — seems like everything — that’s a restaurant, I guess — say, it looks a swell place — see the people getting out of the motor and going in — and another lot right after them — there’s Madeline — she’s stopped outside the window — she’s looking in — it’s starting to snow! Hullo! here’s a man coming along! Why, it’s the Roo; he’s stopping to talk to her, and pointing in at the restaurant — Flick, flick!

“LET ME TAKE YOU IN HERE TO DINNER.”

Oh, I see! The Roo says that! My! I’m getting on to the scheme of these things — the Roo is going to buy her some dinner! That’s decent of him. He must have heard about her being hungry up in her room — say, I’m glad he came along. Look, there’s a waiter come out to the door to show them in — what! she won’t go! Say! I don’t understand! Didn’t it say he offered to take her in? Flick, flick!

“I WOULD RATHER DIE THAN EAT IT.”

Gee! Why’s that? What are all the audience applauding for? I must have missed something! Flick, flick!

Oh, blazes! I’m getting lost! Where is she now? Back in her room — flick, flick — praying — flick, flick! She’s out on the street! — flick, flick! — in the employment bureau — flick, flick! — out of it — flick — darn the thing! It changes too much — where is it all? What is it all — ? Flick, flick!

Now it’s back at the old farm — I understand that all right, anyway! Same kitchen — same old man — same old woman — she’s crying — who’s this? — man in a sort of uniform — oh, I see, rural postal delivery — oh, yes, he brings them their letters — I see — 

“NO, MR. MEADOWLARK, I AM SORRY, I HAVE STILL NO LETTER FOR YOU…”

Flick! It’s gone! Flick, flick — it’s Madeline’s room again — what’s she doing? — writing a letter? — no, she’s quit writing — she’s tearing it up — 

“I CANNOT WRITE. IT WOULD BREAK THEIR …”

Flick — missed it again! Break their something or other
 — Flick, flick!

Now it’s the farm again — oh, yes, that’s the young man John Holdfast — he’s got a valise in his hand — he must be going away — they’re shaking hands with him — he’s saying something — 

“I WILL FIND HER FOR YOU IF I HAVE TO SEARCH ALL NEW YORK.”

He’s off — there he goes through the gate — they’re waving good-bye — flick — it’s a railway depot — flick — it’s New York — say! That’s the Grand Central Depot! See the people buying tickets! My! isn’t it lifelike? — and there’s John — he’s got here all right — I hope he finds her room — 

The picture changed — where is it now? Oh, yes, I see — Madeline and the Roo — outside a street entrance to some place — he’s trying to get her to come in — what’s that on the door? Oh, yes, DANCE HALL — Flick, flick!

Well, say, that must be the inside of the dance hall — they’re dancing — see, look, look, there’s one of the girls going to get up and dance on the table.

Flick! Darn it! — they’ve cut it off — it’s outside again — it’s Madeline and the Roo — she’s saying something to him — my! doesn’t she look proud — ?

“I WILL DIE RATHER THAN DANCE.”

Isn’t she splendid! Hear the audience applaud! Flick — it’s changed — it’s Madeline’s room again — that’s the landlady — doesn’t she look hard, eh? What’s this — Flick!

“IF YOU CANNOT PAY, YOU MUST LEAVE TO-NIGHT.”

Flick, flick — it’s Madeline — she’s out in the street — it’s snowing — she’s sat down on a doorstep — say, see her face, isn’t it pathetic? There! They’ve put her face all by itself on the screen. See her eyes move! Flick, flick!

Who’s this? Where is it? Oh, yes, I get it — it’s John — at a police station — he’s questioning them — how grave they look, eh? Flick, flick!

“HAVE YOU SEEN A GIRL IN NEW YORK?”

I guess that’s what he asks them, eh? Flick, flick — 

“NO, WE HAVE NOT.”

Too bad — flick — it’s changed again — it’s Madeline on the doorstep — she’s fallen asleep — oh, say, look at that man coming near to her on tiptoes, and peeking at her — why, it’s Edward, it’s the Roo — but he doesn’t waken her — what does it mean? What’s he after? Flick, flick — 

Hullo — what’s this? — it’s night — what’s this huge dark
thing all steel, with great ropes against the sky — it’s
Brooklyn Bridge — at midnight — there’s a woman on it!
It’s Madeline — see! see! She’s going to jump — stop her!
Stop her! Flick, flick — 

Hullo! she didn’t jump after all — there she is again on the doorstep — asleep — how could she jump over Brooklyn Bridge and still be asleep? I don’t catch on — or, oh, yes, I do — she dreamed it — I see now, that’s a great scheme, eh? — shows her dream — 

The picture’s changed — what’s this place — a saloon, I guess — yes, there’s the bartender, mixing drinks — men talking at little tables — aren’t they a tough-looking lot? — see, that one’s got a revolver — why, it’s Edward the Roo — talking with two men — he’s giving them money — what’s this? — 

“GIVE US A HUNDRED APIECE AND WE’LL DO IT.”

It’s in the street again — Edward and one of the two toughs — they’ve got little black masks on — they’re sneaking up to Madeline where she sleeps — they’ve got a big motor drawn up beside them — look, they’ve grabbed hold of Madeline — they’re lifting her into the motor — help! Stop! Aren’t there any police? — yes, yes, there’s a man who sees it — by Gee! It’s John, John Holdfast — grab them, John — pshaw! they’ve jumped into the motor, they’re off!

Where is it now? — oh, yes — it’s the police station again — that’s John, he’s telling them about it — he’s all out of breath — look, that head man, the big fellow, he’s giving orders — 

“INSPECTOR FORDYCE, TAKE YOUR BIGGEST CAR AND TEN MEN. IF YOU OVERTAKE THEM, SHOOT AND SHOOT TO KILL.”

Hoorah! Isn’t it great — hurry! don’t lose a minute — see them all buckling on revolvers — get at it, boys, get at it! Don’t lose a second — 

Look, look — it’s a motor — full speed down the street — look at the houses fly past — it’s the motor with the thugs — there it goes round the corner — it’s getting smaller, it’s getting smaller, but look, here comes another — my! it’s just flying — it’s full of police — there’s John in front — Flick!

Now it’s the first motor — it’s going over a bridge — it’s heading for the country — say, isn’t that car just flying — Flick, flick!

It’s the second motor — it’s crossing the bridge too — hurry, boys, make it go! — Flick, flick!

Out in the country — a country road — early daylight — see the wind in the trees! Notice the branches waving? Isn’t it natural? — whiz! Biff! There goes the motor — biff! There goes the other one — right after it — hoorah!

The open road again — the first motor flying along! Hullo, what’s wrong? It’s slackened, it stops — hoorah! it’s broken down — there’s Madeline inside — there’s Edward the Roo! Say! isn’t he pale and desperate!

Hoorah! the police! the police! all ten of them in their big car — see them jumping out — see them pile into the thugs! Down with them! paste their heads off! Shoot them! Kill them! isn’t it great — isn’t it educative — that’s the Roo — Edward — with John at his throat! Choke him, John! Throttle him! Hullo, it’s changed — they’re in the big motor — that’s the Roo with the handcuffs on him.

That’s Madeline — she’s unbound and she’s talking; say, isn’t she just real pretty when she smiles?

“YES, JOHN, I HAVE LEARNED THAT I WAS WRONG TO PUT MY ART BEFORE YOUR LOVE. I WILL MARRY YOU AS SOON AS YOU LIKE.”

Flick, flick!

What pretty music! Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong! Isn’t it soft and sweet! — like wedding bells. Oh, I see, the man in the orchestra’s doing it with a little triangle and a stick — it’s a little church up in the country — see all the people lined up — oh! there’s Madeline! in a long white veil — isn’t she just sweet! — and John — 

Flick, flack, flick, flack.

“BULGARIAN TROOPS ON THE MARCH.”

What! Isn’t it over? Do they all go to Bulgaria? I don’t seem to understand. Anyway, I guess it’s all right to go now. Other people are going.


The Call of the Carburettor, or, Mr. Blinks and his Friends

[image: img53.jpg]

“FIRST GET A motor in your own eye and then you will overlook more easily the motor in your brother’s eye.” — Somewhere in the Bible.

“By all means let’s have a reception,” said Mrs. Blinks. “It’s the quickest and nicest way to meet our old friends again after all these years. And goodness knows this house is big enough for it” — she gave a glance as she spoke round the big reception-room of the Blinkses’ residence— “and these servants seem to understand things so perfectly it’s no trouble to us to give anything. Only don’t let’s ask a whole lot of chattering young people that we don’t know; let’s have the older people, the ones that can talk about something really worth while.”

“That’s just what I say,” answered Mr. Blinks — he was a small man with insignificance written all over him— “let me listen to people talk; that’s what I like. I’m not much on the social side myself, but I do enjoy hearing good talk. That’s what I liked so much over in England. All them — all those people that we used to meet talked so well. And in France those ladies that run saloons on Sunday afternoons—”

“Sallongs,” corrected Mrs. Blinks. “It’s sounded like it was a G.” She picked up a pencil and paper. “Well, then,” she said, as she began to write down names, “we’ll ask Judge Ponderus—”

“Sure!” assented Mr. Blinks, rubbing his hands. “He’s a fine talker, if he’ll come!”

“They’ll all come,” said his wife, “to a house as big as this; and we’ll ask the Rev. Dr. Domb and his wife — or, no, he’s Archdeacon Domb now, I hear — and he’ll invite Bishop Sollem, so they can talk together.”

“That’ll be good,” said Mr. Blinks. “I remember years and years ago hearing them two — those two, talking about religion, all about the soul and the body. Man! It was deep. It was clean beyond me. That’s what I like to listen to.”

“And Professor Potofax from the college,” went on Mrs.
Blinks. “You remember, the big stout one.”

“I know,” said her husband.

“And his daughter, she’s musical, and Mrs. Buncomtalk, she’s a great light on woman suffrage, and Miss Scragg and Mr. Underdone — they both write poetry, so they can talk about that.”

“It’ll be a great treat to listen to them all,” said Mr.
Blinks.

A week later, on the day of the Blinkses’ reception, there was a string of motors three deep along a line of a hundred yards in front of the house.

Inside the reception rooms were filled.

Mr. Blinks, insignificant even in his own house, moved to and fro among his guests.

Archdeacon Domb and Dean Sollem were standing side by side with their heads gravely lowered, as they talked, over the cups of tea that they held in their hands.

Mr. Blinks edged towards them.

“This’ll be something pretty good,” he murmured to himself as he got within reach of their conversation.

“What do you do about your body?” the Archdeacon was asking in his deep, solemn tones.

“Practically nothing,” said the Bishop. “A little rub of shellac now and then, but practically nothing.”

“You wash it, of course?” asked Dr. Domb.

“Only now and again, but far less than you would think.
I really take very little thought for my body.”

“Ah,” said Dr. Domb reflectively, “I went all over mine last summer with linseed oil.”

“But didn’t you find,” said the Bishop, “that it got into your pipes and choked your feed?”

“It did,” said Dr. Domb, munching a bit of toast as he spoke. “In fact, I have had a lot of trouble with my feed ever since.”

“Try flushing your pipes out with hot steam,” said the
Bishop. Mr. Blinks had listened in something like dismay.

“Motor-cars!” he murmured. “Who’d have thought it?”

But at this moment a genial, hearty-looking person came pushing towards him with a cheery greeting.

“I’m afraid I’m rather late, Blinks,” he said.

“Delayed in court, eh, Judge?” said Blinks as he shook hands.

“No, blew out a plug!” said the Judge. “Stalled me right up.”

“Blew out a plug!” exclaimed Dr. Domb and the Bishop, deeply interested at once.

“A cracked insulator, I think,” said the Judge.

“Possibly,” said the Archdeacon very gravely, “the terminal nuts of your dry battery were loose.”

Mr. Blinks moved slowly away.

“Dear me!” he mused, “how changed they are.”

It was a relief to him to edge his way quietly into another group of guests where he felt certain that the talk would be of quite another kind.

Professor Potofax and Miss Scragg and a number of others were evidently talking about books.

“A beautiful book,” the professor was saying. “One of the best things, to my mind at any rate, that has appeared for years. There’s a chapter on the silencing of exhaust gas which is simply marvellous.”

“Is it illustrated?” questioned one of the ladies.

“Splendidly,” said the professor. “Among other things there are sectional views of check valves and flexible roller bearings—”

“Ah, do tell me about the flexible bearings,” murmured
Miss Scragg.

Mr. Blinks moved on.

Wherever he went among his guests, they all seemed stricken with the same mania. He caught their conversation in little scraps.

“I ran her up to forty with the greatest of ease, then threw in my high speed and got seventy out of her without any trouble.”— “No, I simply used a socket wrench, it answers perfectly.”— “Yes, a solution of calcium chloride is very good, but of course the hydrochloric acid in it has a powerful effect on the metal.”

“Dear me,” mused Mr. Blinks, “are they all mad?”

Meantime, around his wife, who stood receiving in state at one end of the room, the guests surged to and fro.

“So charmed to see you again,” exclaimed one. “You’ve been in Europe a long time, haven’t you? Oh, mostly in the south of England? Are the roads good? Last year my husband and I went all through Shakespeare’s country. It’s just delightful. They sprinkle it so thoroughly. And Stratford-on-Avon itself is just a treat. It’s all oiled, every bit of it, except the little road by Shakespeare’s house; but we didn’t go along that. Then later we went up to the lake district: but it’s not so good: they don’t oil it.”

She floated away, to give place to another lady.

“In France every summer?” she exclaimed. “Oh, how perfectly lovely. Don’t you think the French cars simply divine? My husband thinks the French body is far better modelled than ours. He saw ever so many of them. He thought of bringing one over with him, but it costs such a lot to keep them in good order.”

“The theatres?” said another lady. “How you must have enjoyed them. I just love the theatres. Last week my husband and I were at the Palatial — it’s moving pictures — where they have that film with the motor collision running. It’s just wonderful. You see the motors going at full speed, and then smash right into one another — and all the people killed — it’s really fine.”

“Have they all gone insane?” said Mr. Blinks to his wife after the guests had gone.

“Dreadful, isn’t it?” she assented. “I never was so bored in my life.”

“Why, they talk of nothing else but their motor-cars!” said Blinks. “We’ve got to get a car, I suppose, living at this distance from the town, but I’m hanged if I intend to go clean crazy over it like these people.”

And the guests as they went home talked of the Blinkses.

“I fear,” said Dr. Domb to Judge Ponderus, “that Blinks has hardly profited by his time in Europe as much as he ought to have. He seems to have observed nothing. I was asking him about the new Italian touring car that they are using so much in Rome. He said he had never noticed it. And he was there a month!”

“Is it possible?” said the Judge. “Where were his eyes?”

All of which showed that Mr. and Mrs. Blinks were in danger of losing their friends for ever.

But it so happened that about three weeks later Blinks came home to his residence in an obvious state of excitement. His face was flushed and he had on a silly little round cap with a glazed peak.

“Why, Clarence,” cried his wife, “whatever is the matter?”

“Matter!” he exclaimed. “There isn’t anything the matter! I bought a car this morning, that’s all. Say, it’s a beauty, a regular peach, four thousand with ten off. I ran it clean round the shed alone first time. The chauffeur says he never saw anybody get on to the hang of it so quick. Get on your hat and come right down to the garage. I’ve got a man waiting there to teach you to run it. Hurry up!”

Within a week or two after that one might see the Blinkses any morning, in fact every morning, out in their car!

“Good morning, Judge!” calls Blinks gaily as he passes, “how’s that carburettor acting? — Good morning. Archdeacon, is that plug trouble of yours all right again? — Hullo, Professor, let me pick you up and ride you up to the college; oh, it’s no trouble. What do you think of the bearings of this car? Aren’t they just dandy?”

And so Mr. Blinks has got all his friends back again.

After all, the great thing about being crazy is to be all crazy together.


The Two Sexes in Fives or Sixes. A Dinner-party Study
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“BUT, SURELY,” EXCLAIMED the Hostess, looking defiantly and searchingly through the cut flowers of the centre-piece, so that her eye could intimidate in turn all the five men at the table, “one must admit that women are men’s equals in every way?”

The Lady-with-the-Bust tossed her head a little and echoed, “Oh, surely!”

The Debutante lifted her big blue eyes a little towards the ceiling, with the upward glance that stands for innocence. She said nothing, waiting for a cue as to what to appear to be.

Meantime the Chief Lady Guest, known to be in suffrage work, was pinching up her lips and getting her phrases ready, like a harpooner waiting to strike. She knew that the Hostess meant this as an opening for her.

But the Soft Lady Whom Men Like toyed with a bit of bread on the tablecloth (she had a beautiful hand) and smiled gently. The other women would have called it a simper. To the men it stood for profound intelligence.

The five men that sat amongst and between the ladies received the challenge of the Hostess’s speech and answered it each in his own way.

From the Heavy Host at the head of the table there came a kind of deep grunt, nothing more. He had heard this same talk at each of his dinners that season.

There was a similar grunt from the Heavy Business Friend of the Host, almost as broad and thick as the Host himself. He knew too what was coming. He proposed to stand by his friend, man for man. He could sympathise. The Lady-with-the-Bust was his wife.

But the Half Man with the Moon Face, who was known to work side by side with women on committees and who called them “Comrades,” echoed:

“Oh, surely!” with deep emphasis.

The Smooth Gentleman, there for business reasons, exclaimed with great alacrity, “Women equal! Oh, rather!”

Last of all the Interesting Man with Long Hair, known to write for the magazines — all of them — began at once:

“I remember once saying to Mrs. Pankhurst—” but was overwhelmed in the general conversation before he could say what it was he remembered saying to Mrs. Pankhurst.

In other words, the dinner-party, at about course number seven, had reached the inevitable moment of the discussion of the two sexes.

It had begun as dinner-parties do.

Everybody had talked gloomily to his neighbour, over the oysters, on one drink of white wine; more or less brightly to two people, over the fish, on two drinks; quite brilliantly to three people on three drinks; and then the conversation had become general and the European war had been fought through three courses with champagne. Everybody had taken an extremely broad point of view. The Heavy Business Friend had declared himself absolutely impartial and had at once got wet with rage over cotton. The Chief Lady Guest had explained that she herself was half English on her mother’s side, and the Lady-with- the-Bust had told how a lady friend of hers had a cousin who had travelled in Hungary. She admitted that it was some years ago. Things might have changed since. Then the Interesting Man, having got the table where he wanted it, had said: “I remember when I was last in Sofia — by the way it is pronounced Say-ah-fee-ah — talking with Radovitch — or Radee-ah-vitch, as it should be sounded — the foreign secretary, on what the Sobranje — it is pronounced Soophrangee — would be likely to do” — and by the time he had done with the Sobranje no one dared speak of the war any more.

But the Hostess had got out of it the opening she wanted, and she said:

“At any rate, it is wonderful what women have done in the war—”

“And are doing,” echoed the Half Man with the Moon Face.

And then it was that the Hostess had said that surely every one must admit women are equal to men and the topic of the sexes was started. All the women had been waiting for it, anyway. It is the only topic that women care about. Even men can stand it provided that fifty per cent or more of the women present are handsome enough to justify it.

“I hardly see how, after all that has happened, any rational person could deny for a moment,” continued the Hostess, looking straight at her husband and his Heavy Business Friend, “that women are equal and even superior to men. Surely our brains are just as good?” and she gave an almost bitter laugh.

“Don’t you think perhaps — ?” began the Smooth Gentleman.

“No, I don’t,” said the Hostess. “You’re going to say that we are inferior in things like mathematics or in logical reasoning. We are not. But, after all, the only reason why we are is because of training. Think of the thousands of years that men have been trained. Answer me that?”

“Well, might it not be — ?” began the Smooth Gentleman.

“I don’t think so for a moment,” said the Hostess. “I think if we’d only been trained as men have for the last two or three thousand years our brains would be just as well trained for the things they were trained for as they would have been now for the things we have been trained for and in that case wouldn’t have. Don’t you agree with me,” she said, turning to the Chief Lady Guest, whom she suddenly remembered, “that, after all, we think more clearly?”

Here the Interesting Man, who had been silent longer than an Interesting Man can, without apoplexy, began:

“I remember once saying in London to Sir Charles Doosey—”

But the Chief Lady Guest refused to be checked.

“We’ve been gathering some rather interesting statistics,” she said, speaking very firmly, syllable by syllable, “on that point at our Settlement. We have measured the heads of five hundred factory girls, making a chart of them, you know, and the feet of five hundred domestic servants—”

“And don’t you find—” began the Smooth Gentleman.

“No,” said the Chief Lady Guest firmly, “we do not. But I was going to say that when we take our measurements and reduce them to a scale of a hundred — I think you understand me—”

“Ah, but come, now,” interrupted the Interesting man, “there’s nothing really more deceitful than anthropometric measures. I remember once saying (in London) to Sir Robert Bittell — the Sir Robert Bittell, you know—”

Here everybody murmured, “Oh, yes,” except the Heavy Host and his Heavy Friend, who with all their sins were honest men.

“I said, ‘Sir Robert, I want your frank opinion, your very frank opinion—’”

But here there was a slight interruption. The Soft Lady accidentally dropped a bangle from her wrist on to the floor. Now all through the dinner she had hardly said anything, but she had listened for twenty minutes (from the grapefruit to the fish) while the Interesting Man had told her about his life in Honduras (it is pronounced Hondooras), and for another twenty while the Smooth Gentleman, who was a barrister, had discussed himself as a pleader. And when each of the men had begun to speak in the general conversation, she had looked deep into their faces as if hanging on to their words. So when she dropped her bangle two of the men leaped from their chairs to get it, and the other three made a sort of struggle as they sat. By the time it was recovered and replaced upon her arm (a very beautiful arm), the Interesting Man was side-tracked and the Chief Lady Guest, who had gone on talking during the bangle hunt, was heard saying:

“Entirely so. That seems to me the greatest difficulty before us. So few men are willing to deal with the question with perfect sincerity.”

She laid emphasis on the word and the Half Man with the Moon Face took his cue from it and threw a pose of almost painful sincerity.

“Why is it,” continued the Chief Lady Guest, “that men always insist on dealing with us just as if we were playthings, just so many dressed-up dolls?”

Here the Debutante immediately did a doll.

“If a woman is attractive and beautiful,” the lady went on, “so much the better.” (She had no intention of letting go of the doll business entirely.) “But surely you men ought to value us as something more than mere dolls?”

She might have pursued the topic, but at this moment the Smooth Gentleman, who made a rule of standing in all round, and had broken into a side conversation with the Silent Host, was overheard to say something about women’s sense of humour.

The table was in a turmoil in a moment, three of the ladies speaking at once. To deny a woman’s sense of humour is the last form of social insult.

“I entirely disagree with you,” said the Chief Lady Guest, speaking very severely. “I know it from my own case, from my own sense of humour and from observation. Last week, for example, we measured no less than seventy-five factory girls—”

“Well, I’m sure,” said the Lady-with-the-Bust, “I don’t know what men mean by our not having a sense of humour. I’m sure I have. I know I went last week to a vaudeville, and I just laughed all through. Of course I can’t read Mark Twain, or anything like that, but then I don’t call that funny, do you?” she concluded, turning to the Hostess.

But the Hostess, feeling somehow that the ground was dangerous, had already risen, and in a moment more the ladies had floated out of the room and upstairs to the drawing-room, where they spread themselves about in easy chairs in billows of pretty coloured silk.

“How charming it is,” the Chief Lady Guest began, “to find men coming so entirely to our point of view! Do you know it was so delightful to-night: I hardly heard a word of dissent or contradiction.”

Thus they talked; except the Soft Lady, who had slipped into a seat by herself with an album over her knees, and with an empty chair on either side of her. There she waited.

Meantime, down below, the men had shifted into chairs to one end of the table and the Heavy Host was shoving cigars at them, thick as ropes, and passing the port wine, with his big fist round the neck of the decanter. But for his success in life he could have had a place as a bar tender anywhere.

None of them spoke till the cigars were well alight.

Then the Host said very deliberately, taking each word at his leisure, with smoke in between:

“Of course — this — suffrage business—”

“Tommyrot!” exclaimed the Smooth Gentleman, with great alacrity, his mask entirely laid aside.

“Damn foolishness,” gurgled the Heavy Business Friend, sipping his port.

“Of course you can’t really discuss it with women,” murmured the Host.

“Oh, no,” assented all the others. Even the Half Man sipped his wine and turned traitor, there being no one to see.

“You see,” said the Host, “if my wife likes to go to meetings and be on committees, why, I don’t stop her.”

“Neither do I mine,” said the Heavy Friend. “It amuses her, so I let her do it.” His wife, the Lady-with-the-Bust, was safely out of hearing.

“I remember once,” began the Interesting Man, “saying to” — he paused a moment, for the others were looking at him— “another man that if women did get the vote they’d never use it, anyway. All they like is being talked about for not getting it.”

After which, having exhausted the Woman Question, the five men turned to such bigger subjects as the fall in sterling exchange and the President’s seventeenth note to Germany.

Then presently they went upstairs. And when they reached the door of the drawing-room a keen observer, or, indeed, any kind of observer, might have seen that all five of them made an obvious advance towards the two empty seats beside the Soft Lady.


The Grass Bachelor’s Guide. With sincere Apologies to the Ladies’ Periodicals
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THERE ARE PERIODS in the life of every married man when he is turned for the time being into a grass bachelor.

This happens, for instance, in the summer time when his wife is summering by the sea, and he himself is simmering in the city. It happens also in the autumn when his wife is in Virginia playing golf in order to restore her shattered nerves after the fatigues of the seaside. It occurs again in November when his wife is in the Adirondacks to get the benefit of the altitude, and later on through the winter when she is down in Florida to get the benefit of the latitude. The breaking up of the winter being, notoriously, a trying time on the system, any reasonable man is apt to consent to his wife’s going to California. In the later spring, the season of the bursting flowers and the young buds, every woman likes to be with her mother in the country. It is not fair to stop her.

It thus happens that at various times of the year a great number of men, unable to leave their business, are left to their own resources as housekeepers in their deserted houses and apartments. It is for their benefit that I have put together these hints on housekeeping for men. It may be that in composing them I owe something to the current number of the leading women’s magazines. If so, I need not apologise. I am sure that in these days We Men all feel that We Men and We Women are so much alike, or at least those of us who call ourselves so, that we need feel no jealousy when We Men and We Women are striving each, or both, in the same direction if in opposite ways. I hope that I make myself clear. I am sure I do.

So I feel that if We Men, who are left alone in our houses and apartments in the summer-time, would only set ourselves to it, we could make life not only a little brighter for ourselves but also a little less bright for those about us.

Nothing contributes to this end so much as good housekeeping. The first thing for the housekeeper to realise is that it is impossible for him to attend to his housekeeping in the stiff and unbecoming garments of his business hours. When he begins his day he must therefore carefully consider — 

WHAT TO WEAR BEFORE DRESSING

The simplest and best thing will be found to be a plain sacque or kimono, cut very full so as to allow of the freest movement, and buttoned either down the front or back or both. If the sleeve is cut short at the elbow and ruffled above the bare arm, the effect is both serviceable and becoming. It will be better, especially for such work as lighting the gas range and boiling water, to girdle the kimono with a simple yet effective rope or tasselled silk, which may be drawn in or let out according to the amount of water one wishes to boil. A simple kimono of this sort can be bought almost anywhere for $2.50, or can be supplied by Messrs. Einstein & Fickelbrot (see advertising pages) for twenty-five dollars.

Having a kimono such as this, our housekeeper can either button himself into it with a button-hook (very good ones are supplied by Messrs. Einstein & Fickelbrot [see ad.] at a very reasonable price or even higher), or better still, he can summon the janitor of the apartment, who can button him up quite securely in a few minutes’ time — a quarter of an hour at the most. We Men cannot impress upon ourselves too strongly that, for efficient housekeeping, time is everything, and that much depends on quiet, effective movement from place to place, or from any one place to any number of other places. We are now ready to consider the all-important question — 

WHAT TO SELECT FOR BREAKFAST

Our housekeeper will naturally desire something that is simple and easily cooked, yet at the same time sustaining and invigorating and containing a maximum of food value with a minimum of cost. If he is wise he will realise that the food ought to contain a proper quantity of both proteids and amygdaloids, and, while avoiding a nitrogenous breakfast, should see to it that he obtains sufficient of what is albuminous and exogamous to prevent his breakfast from becoming monotonous. Careful thought must therefore be given to the breakfast menu.

For the purpose of thinking, a simple but very effective costume may be devised by throwing over the kimono itself a thin lace shawl, with a fichu carried high above the waistline and terminating in a plain insertion. A bit of old lace thrown over the housekeeper’s head is at once serviceable and becoming and will help to keep the dust out of his brain while thinking what to eat for breakfast.

Very naturally our housekeeper’s first choice will be some kind of cereal. The simplest and most economical breakfast of this kind can be secured by selecting some cereal or grain food — such as oats, flax, split peas that have been carefully strained in the colander, or beans that have been fired off in a gun. Any of these cereals may be bought for ten cents a pound at a grocer’s — or obtained from Messrs. Einstein & Fickelbrot for a dollar a pound, or more. Supposing then that we have decided upon a pound of split peas as our breakfast, the next task that devolves upon our housekeeper is to — 

GO OUT AND BUY IT

Here our advice is simple but positive. Shopping should never be done over the telephone or by telegraph. The good housekeeper instead of telegraphing for his food will insist on seeing his food himself, and will eat nothing that he does not first see before eating. This is a cardinal rule. For the moment, then, the range must be turned low while our housekeeper sallies forth to devote himself to his breakfast shopping. The best costume for shopping is a simple but effective suit, cut in plain lines, either square or crosswise, and buttoned wherever there are button-holes. A simple hat of some dark material may be worn together with plain boots drawn up well over the socks and either laced or left unlaced. No harm is done if a touch of colour is added by carrying a geranium in the hand. We are now ready for the street.

TEST OF EFFECTIVE SHOPPING

Here we may say at once that the crucial test is that we must know what we want, why we want it, where we want it, and what it is. Time, as We Men are only too apt to forget, is everything, and since our aim is now a pound of split peas we must, as we sally forth, think of a pound of split peas and only a pound. A cheery salutation may be exchanged with other morning shoppers as we pass along, but only exchanged. Split peas being for the moment our prime business, we must, as rapidly and unobtrusively as possible, visit those shops and only those shops where split peas are to be had.

Having found the split peas, our housekeeper’s next task is to pay for them. This he does with money that may be either carried in the hand or, better, tucked into a simple etui, or dodu, that can be carried at the wrist or tied to the ankle. The order duly given, our housekeeper gives his address for the delivery of the peas, and then, as quietly and harmlessly as possible, returns to his apartment. His next office, and a most important one it is, is now ready to be performed. This new but necessary duty is — 

WAITING FOR THE DELIVERY VAN

A good costume for waiting for the delivery van in, is a simple brown suit, slashed with yellow and purple, and sliced or gored from the hip to the feet. As time is everything, the housekeeper, after having put on his slashed costume for waiting for the delivery van, may set himself to the performance of a number of light household tasks, at the same time looking occasionally from the window so as to detect the arrival of the van as soon as possible after it has arrived. Among other things, he may now feed his canary by opening its mouth with a button-hook and dropping in coffee beans till the little songster shows by its gratified air that it is full. A little time may be well spent among the flowers and bulbs of the apartment, clipping here a leaf and here a stem, and removing the young buds and bugs. For work among the flowers, a light pair of rather long scissors, say a foot long, can be carried at the girdle, or attached to the etui and passed over the shoulder with a looped cord so as to fall in an easy and graceful fold across the back. The moment is now approaching when we may expect — 

THE ARRIVAL OF THE VAN

The housekeeper will presently discover the van, drawn up in the front of the apartment, and its driver curled up on the seat. Now is the moment of activity. Hastily throwing on a peignoir, the housekeeper descends and, receiving his parcel, reascends to his apartment. The whole descent and reascent is made quickly, quietly, and, if possible, only once.

PUTTING THE PEAS TO SOAK

Remember that unsoaked peas are hard, forcible, and surcharged with a nitrogenous amygdaloid that is in reality what chemical science calls putrate of lead. On the other hand, peas that are soaked become large, voluble, textile, and, while extremely palatable, are none the less rich in glycerine, starch, and other lacteroids and bactifera. To contain the required elements of nutrition split peas must be soaked for two hours in fresh water and afterwards boiled for an hour and a quarter (eighty-five minutes).

It is now but the work of a moment to lift the saucepan of peas from the fire, strain them through a colander, pass them thence into a net or bag, rinse them in cold water and then spread the whole appetising mass on a platter and carry it on a fireshovel to the dining-room. As it is now about six o’clock in the evening, our housekeeper can either — 

TELEPHONE TO HIS CLUB AND ORDER A THIN SOUP WITH A BITE OF FISH, TWO LAMB CHOPS WITH ASPARAGUS, AND SEND WORD ALSO FOR A PINT OF MOSELLE TO BE LAID ON ICE

Or he can sit down and eat those d — n peas.

WE KNOW WHICH HE WILL DO


Every Man and his Friends. Mr. Crunch’s Portrait Gallery (as Edited from his Private Thoughts)

(I) HIS VIEWS ON HIS EMPLOYER
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A MEAN MAN. I say it, of course, without any prejudice, and without the slightest malice. But the man is mean. Small, I think, is the word. I am not thinking, of course, of my own salary. It is not a matter that I would care to refer to; though, as a matter of fact, one would think that after fifteen years of work an application for an increase of five hundred dollars is the kind of thing that any man ought to be glad to meet half-way. Not that I bear the man any malice for it. None. If he died to-morrow, no one would regret his death as genuinely as I would: if he fell into the river and got drowned, or if he fell into a sewer and suffocated, or if he got burned to death in a gas explosion (there are a lot of things that might happen to him), I should feel genuinely sorry to see him cut off.

But what strikes me more than the man’s smallness is his incompetence. The man is absolutely no good. It’s not a thing that I would say outside: as a matter of fact I deny it every time I hear it, though every man in town knows it. How that man ever got the position he has is more than I can tell. And, as for holding it, he couldn’t hold it half a day if it weren’t that the rest of us in the office do practically everything for him.

Why, I’ve seen him send out letters (I wouldn’t say this to anyone outside, of course, and I wouldn’t like to have it repeated) — letters with, actually, mistakes in English. Think of it, in English! Ask his stenographer.

I often wonder why I go on working for him. There are dozens of other companies that would give anything to get me. Only the other day — it’s not ten years ago — I had an offer, or practically an offer, to go to Japan selling Bibles. I often wish now I had taken it. I believe I’d like the Japanese. They’re gentlemen, the Japanese. They wouldn’t turn a man down after slaving away for fifteen years.

I often think I’ll quit him. I say to my wife that that man had better not provoke me too far; or some day I’ll just step into his office and tell him exactly what I think of him. I’d like to. I often say it over to myself in the street car coming home.

He’d better be careful, that’s all.

(II) THE MINISTER WHOSE CHURCH HE ATTENDS

A dull man. Dull is the only word I can think of that exactly describes him — dull and prosy. I don’t say that he is not a good man. He may be. I don’t say that he is not. I have never seen any sign of it, if he is. But I make it a rule never to say anything to take away a man’s character.

And his sermons! Really that sermon he gave last Sunday on Esau seemed to me the absolute limit. I wish you could have heard it. I mean to say — drivel. I said to my wife and some friends, as we walked away from the church, that a sermon like that seemed to me to come from the dregs of the human intellect. Mind you, I don’t believe in criticising a sermon. I always feel it a sacred obligation never to offer a word of criticism. When I say that the sermon was punk, I don’t say it as criticism. I merely state it as a fact. And to think that we pay that man eighteen hundred dollars a year! And he’s in debt all the time at that. What does he do with it? He can’t spend it. It’s not as if he had a large family (they’ve only four children). It’s just a case of sheer extravagance. He runs about all the time. Last year it was a trip to a Synod Meeting at New York — away four whole days; and two years before that, dashing off to a Scripture Conference at Boston, and away nearly a whole week, and his wife with him!

What I say is that if a man’s going to spend his time gadding about the country like that — here to-day and there to-morrow — how on earth can he attend to his parochial duties?

I’m a religious man. At least I trust I am. I believe — and more and more as I get older — in eternal punishment. I see the need of it when I look about me. As I say, I trust I am a religious man, but when it comes to subscribing fifty dollars as they want us to, to get the man out of debt, I say “No.”

True religion, as I see it, is not connected with money.

(III) HIS PARTNER AT BRIDGE

The man is a complete ass. How a man like that has the nerve to sit down at a bridge table, I don’t know. I wouldn’t mind if the man had any idea — even the faintest idea — of how to play. But he hasn’t any. Three times I signalled to him to throw the lead into my hand and he wouldn’t: I knew that our only ghost of a chance was to let me do all the playing. But the ass couldn’t see it. He even had the supreme nerve to ask me what I meant by leading diamonds when he had signalled that he had none. I couldn’t help asking him, as politely as I could, why he had disregarded my signal for spades. He had the gall to ask in reply why I had overlooked his signal for clubs in the second hand round; the very time, mind you, when I had led a three spot as a sign to him to let me play the whole game. I couldn’t help saying to him, at the end of the evening, in a tone of such evident satire that anyone but an ass would have recognised it, that I had seldom had as keen an evening at cards.

But he didn’t see it. The irony of it was lost on him.
The jackass merely said — quite amiably and unconsciously
 — that he thought I’d play a good game presently. Me!
Play a good game presently!

I gave him a look, just one look as I went out! But I don’t think he saw it. He was talking to some one else.

(IV) HIS HOSTESS AT DINNER

On what principle that woman makes up her dinner parties is more than human brain can devise. Mind you, I like going out to dinner. To my mind it’s the very best form of social entertainment. But I like to find myself among people that can talk, not among a pack of numbskulls. What I like is good general conversation, about things worth talking about. But among a crowd of idiots like that what can you expect? You’d think that even society people would be interested, or pretend to be, in real things. But not a bit. I had hardly started to talk about the rate of exchange on the German mark in relation to the fall of sterling bills — a thing that you would think a whole table full of people would be glad to listen to — when first thing I knew the whole lot of them had ceased paying any attention and were listening to an insufferable ass of an Englishman — I forget his name. You’d hardly suppose that just because a man has been in Flanders and has his arm in a sling and has to have his food cut up by the butler, that’s any reason for having a whole table full of people listening to him. And especially the women: they have a way of listening to a fool like that with their elbows on the table that is positively sickening.

I felt that the whole thing was out of taste and tried in vain, in one of the pauses, to give a lead to my hostess by referring to the prospect of a shipping subsidy bill going through to offset the register of alien ships. But she was too utterly dense to take it up. She never even turned her head. All through dinner that ass talked — he and that silly young actor they’re always asking there that is perpetually doing imitations of the vaudeville people. That kind of thing may be all right, for those who care for it — I frankly don’t — outside a theatre. But to my mind the idea of trying to throw people into fits of laughter at a dinner-table is simply execrable taste. I cannot see the sense of people shrieking with laughter at dinner. I have, I suppose, a better sense of humour than most people. But to my mind a humourous story should be told quietly and slowly in a way to bring out the point of the humour and to make it quite clear by preparing for it with proper explanations. But with people like that I find I no sooner get well started with a story than some fool or other breaks in. I had a most amusing experience the other day — that is, about fifteen years ago — at a summer hotel in the Adirondacks, that one would think would have amused even a shallow lot of people like those, but I had no sooner started to tell it — or had hardly done more than to describe the Adirondacks in a general way — than, first thing I know, my hostess, stupid woman, had risen and all the ladies were trooping out.

As to getting in a word edgeways with the men over the cigars — perfectly impossible! They’re worse than the women. They were all buzzing round the infernal Englishman with questions about Flanders and the army at the front. I tried in vain to get their attention for a minute to give them my impressions of the Belgian peasantry (during my visit there in 1885), but my host simply turned to me for a second and said, “Have some more port?” and was back again listening to the asinine Englishman.

And when we went upstairs to the drawing-room I found myself, to my disgust, side-tracked in a corner of the room with that supreme old jackass of a professor — their uncle, I think, or something of the sort. In all my life I never met a prosier man. He bored me blue with long accounts of his visit to Serbia and his impressions of the Serbian peasantry in 1875.

I should have left early, but it would have been too noticeable.

The trouble with a woman like that is that she asks the wrong people to her parties.

BUT,

(V) HIS LITTLE SON

You haven’t seen him? Why, that’s incredible. You must have. He goes past your house every day on his way to his kindergarten. You must have seen him a thousand times. And he’s a boy you couldn’t help noticing. You’d pick that boy out among a hundred, right away. “There’s a remarkable boy,” you’d say. I notice people always turn and look at him on the street. He’s just the image of me. Everybody notices it at once.

How old? He’s twelve. Twelve and two weeks yesterday. But he’s so bright you’d think he was fifteen. And the things he says! You’d laugh! I’ve written a lot of them down in a book for fear of losing them. Some day when you come up to the house I’ll read them to you. Come some evening. Come early so that we’ll have lots of time. He said to me one day, “Dad” (he always calls me Dad), “what makes the sky blue?” Pretty thoughtful, eh, for a little fellow of twelve? He’s always asking questions like that. I wish I could remember half of them.

And I’m bringing him up right, I tell you. I got him a little savings box a while ago, and have got him taught to put all his money in it, and not give any of it away, so that when he grows up he’ll be all right.

On his last birthday I put a five dollar gold piece into it for him and explained to him what five dollars meant, and what a lot you could do with it if you hung on to it. You ought to have seen him listen.

“Dad,” he says, “I guess you’re the kindest man in the world, aren’t you?”

Come up some time and see him.


More than Twice-told Tales; or, Every Man his Own Hero

(I)
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THE FAMILIAR STORY told about himself by the Commercial Traveller who sold goods to the man who was regarded as impossible.

“What,” they said, “you’re getting off at Midgeville? You’re going to give the Jones Hardware Company a try, eh?” — and then they all started laughing and giving me the merry ha! ha! Well, I just got my grip packed and didn’t say a thing and when the train slowed up for Midgeville, out I slid. “Give my love to old man Jones,” one of the boys called after me, “and get yourself a couple of porous plasters and a pair of splints before you tackle him!” — and then they all gave me the ha! ha! again, out of the window as the train pulled out.

Well, I walked uptown from the station to the Jones Hardware Company. “Is Mr. Jones in the office?” I asked of one of the young fellers behind the counter. “He’s in the office,” he says, “all right, but I guess you can’t see him,” he says — and he looked at my grip. “What name shall I say?” says he. “Don’t say any name at all,” I says. “Just open the door and let me in.”

Well, there was old man Jones sitting scowling over his desk, biting his pen in that way he has. He looked up when I came in. “See here, young man,” he says, “you can’t sell me any hardware,” he says. “Mr. Jones,” I says, “I don’t want to sell you any hardware. I’m not here to sell you any hardware. I know,” I says, “as well as you do,” I says, “that I couldn’t sell any hardware if I tried to. But,” I says, “I guess it don’t do any harm to open up this sample case, and show you some hardware,” I says. “Young man,” says he, “if you start opening up that sample case in here, you’ll lose your time, that’s all” — and he turned off sort of sideways and began looking over some letters.

“That’s all right, Mr. Jones,” I says. “That’s all right. I’m here to lose my time. But I’m not going out of this room till you take a look anyway at some of this new cutlery I’m carrying.”

So open I throws my sample case right across the end of his desk. “Look at that knife,” I says, “Mr. Jones. Just look at it: clear Sheffield at three-thirty the dozen and they’re a knife that will last till you wear the haft off it.” “Oh, pshaw,” he growled, “I don’t want no knives; there’s nothing in knives—”

Well I knew he didn’t want knives, see? I knew it. But the way I opened up the sample case it showed up, just by accident so to speak, a box of those new electric burners — adjustable, you know — they’ll take heat off any size of socket you like and use it for any mortal thing in the house. I saw old Jones had his eyes on them in a minute. “What’s those things you got there?” he growls, “those in the box?” “Oh,” I said, “that’s just a new line,” I said, “the boss wanted me to take along: some sort of electric rig for heating,” I said, “but I don’t think there’s anything to it. But here, now, Mr. Jones, is a spoon I’ve got on this trip — it’s the new Delphide — you can’t tell that, sir, from silver. No, sir,” I says, “I defy any man, money down, to tell that there Delphide from genuine refined silver, and they’re a spoon that’ll last—”

“Let me see one of those burners,” says old man Jones, breaking in.

Well, sir, in about two minutes more, I had one of the burners fixed on to the light socket, and old Jones, with his coat off, boiling water in a tin cup (out of the store) and timing it with his watch.

The next day I pulled into Toledo and went and joined the other boys up to the Jefferson House. “Well,” they says, “have you got that plaster on?” and started in to give me the ha! ha! again. “Oh, I don’t know,” I says. “I guess this is some plaster, isn’t it?” and I took out of my pocket an order from old man Jones for two thousand adjustable burners, at four-twenty with two off. “Some plaster, eh?” I says.

Well, sir, the boys looked sick.

Old man Jones gets all his stuff from our house now. Oh, he ain’t bad at all when you get to know him.

(II)

The well-known story told by the man who has once had a strange psychic experience.

…What you say about presentiments reminds me of a strange experience that I had myself.

I was sitting by myself one night very late, reading. I don’t remember just what it was that I was reading. I think it was — or no, I don’t remember what it was. Well, anyway, I was sitting up late reading quietly till it got pretty late on in the night. I don’t remember just how late it was — half-past two, I think, or perhaps three — or, no, I don’t remember. But, anyway, I was sitting up by myself very late reading. As I say, it was late, and, after all the noises in the street had stopped, the house somehow seemed to get awfully still and quiet. Well, all of a sudden I became aware of a sort of strange feeling — I hardly know how to describe it — I seemed to become aware of something, as if something were near me. I put down my book and looked around, but could see nothing. I started to read again, but I hadn’t read more than a page, or say a page and a half — or no, not more than a page, when again all of a sudden I felt an overwhelming sense of — something. I can’t explain just what the feeling was, but a queer sense as if there was something somewhere.

Well, I’m not of a timorous disposition naturally — at least I don’t think I am — but absolutely I felt as if I couldn’t stay in the room. I got up out of my chair and walked down the stairs, in the dark, to the dining-room. I felt all the way as if some one were following me. Do you know, I was absolutely trembling when I got into the dining-room and got the lights turned on. I walked over to the sideboard and poured myself out a drink of whisky and soda. As you know, I never take anything as a rule — or, at any rate, only when I am sitting round talking as we are now — but I always like to keep a decanter of whisky in the house, and a little soda, in case of my wife or one of the children being taken ill in the night.

Well, I took a drink and then I said to myself, I said, “See here, I’m going to see this thing through.” So I turned back and walked straight upstairs again to my room. I fully expected something queer was going to happen and was prepared for it. But do you know when I walked into the room again the feeling, or presentiment, or whatever it was I had had, was absolutely gone. There was my book lying just where I had left it and the reading lamp still burning on the table, just as it had been, and my chair just where I had pushed it back. But I felt nothing, absolutely nothing. I sat and waited awhile, but I still felt nothing.

I went downstairs again to put out the lights in the dining-room. I noticed as I passed the sideboard that I was still shaking a little. So I took a small drink of whisky — though as a rule I never care to take more than one drink — unless when I am sitting talking as we are here.

Well, I had hardly taken it when I felt an odd sort of psychic feeling — a sort of drowsiness. I remember, in a dim way, going to bed, and then I remember nothing till I woke up next morning.

And here’s the strange part of it. I had hardly got down to the office after breakfast when I got a wire to tell me that my mother-in-law had broken her arm in Cincinnati. Strange, wasn’t it? No, not at half-past two during that night — that’s the inexplicable part of it. She had broken it at half-past eleven the morning before. But you notice it was half-past in each case. That’s the queer way these things go.

Of course, I don’t pretend to explain it. I suppose it simply means that I am telepathic — that’s all. I imagine that, if I wanted to, I could talk with the dead and all that kind of thing. But I feel somehow that I don’t want to.

Eh? Thank you, I will — though I seldom take more than — thanks, thanks, that’s plenty of soda in it.

(III)

The familiar narrative in which the Successful Business
Man recounts the early struggles by which he made good.

…No, sir, I had no early advantages whatever. I was brought up plain and hard — try one of these cigars; they cost me fifty cents each. In fact, I practically had no schooling at all. When I left school I didn’t know how to read, not to read good. It’s only since I’ve been in business that I’ve learned to write English, that is so as to use it right. But I’ll guarantee to say there isn’t a man in the shoe business to-day can write a better letter than I can. But all that I know is what I’ve learned myself. Why, I can’t do fractions even now. I don’t see that a man need. And I never learned no geography, except what I got for myself off railroad folders. I don’t believe a man needs more than that anyway. I’ve got my boy at Harvard now. His mother was set on it. But I don’t see that he learns anything, or nothing that will help him any in business. They say they learn them character and manners in the colleges, but, as I see it, a man can get all that just as well in business — is that wine all right? If not, tell me and I’ll give the head waiter hell; they charge enough for it; what you’re drinking costs me four-fifty a bottle.

But I was starting to tell you about my early start in business. I had it good and hard all right. Why when I struck New York — I was sixteen then — I had just eighty cents to my name. I lived on it for nearly a week while I was walking round hunting for a job. I used to get soup for three cents, and roast beef with potatoes, all you could eat, for eight cents, that tasted better than anything I can ever get in this damn club. It was down somewhere on Sixth Avenue, but I’ve forgotten the way to it.

Well, about the sixth day I got a job, down in a shoe factory, working on a machine. I guess you’ve never seen shoe-machinery, have you? No, you wouldn’t likely. It’s complicated. Even in those days there were thirty-five machines went to the making of a shoe, and now we use as many as fifty-four. I’d never seen the machines before, but the foreman took me on. “You look strong,” he said “I’ll give you a try anyway.”

So I started in. I didn’t know anything. But I made good from the first day. I got four a week at the start, and after two months I got a raise to four-twenty-five.

Well, after I’d worked there about three months, I went up to the floor manager of the flat I worked on, and I said, “Say, Mr. Jones, do you want to save ten dollars a week on expenses?” “How?” says he. “Why,” I said, “that foreman I’m working under on the machine, I’ve watched him, and I can do his job; dismiss him and I’ll take over his work at half what you pay him.” “Can you do the work?” he says. “Try me out,” I said. “Fire him and give me a chance.” “Well,” he said, “I like your spirit anyway; you’ve got the right sort of stuff in you.”

So he fired the foreman and I took over the job and held it down. It was hard at first, but I worked twelve hours a day, and studied up a book on factory machinery at night. Well, after I’d been on that work for about a year, I went in one day to the general manager downstairs, and I said, “Mr. Thompson, do you want to save about a hundred dollars a month on your overhead costs?” “How can I do that?” says he. “Sit down.” “Why,” I said, “you dismiss Mr. Jones and give me his place as manager of the floor, and I’ll undertake to do his work, and mine with it, at a hundred less than you’re paying now.” He turned and went into the inner office, and I could hear him talking to Mr. Evans, the managing director. “The young fellow certainly has character,” I heard him say. Then he came out and he said, “Well, we’re going to give you a try anyway: we like to help out our employes all we can, you know; and you’ve got the sort of stuff in you that we’re looking for.”

So they dismissed Jones next day and I took over his job and did it easy. It was nothing anyway. The higher up you get in business, the easier it is if you know how. I held that job two years, and I saved all my salary except twenty-five dollars a month, and I lived on that. I never spent any money anyway. I went once to see Irving do this Macbeth for twenty-five cents, and once I went to a concert and saw a man play the violin for fifteen cents in the gallery. But I don’t believe you get much out of the theatre anyway; as I see it, there’s nothing to it.

Well, after a while I went one day to Mr. Evans’s office and I said, “Mr. Evans, I want you to dismiss Mr. Thompson, the general manager.” “Why, what’s he done?” he says. “Nothing,” I said, “but I can take over his job on top of mine and you can pay me the salary you give him and save what you’re paying me now.” “Sounds good to me,” he says.

So they let Thompson go and I took his place. That, of course, is where I got my real start, because, you see, I could control the output and run the costs up and down just where I liked. I suppose you don’t know anything about costs and all that — they don’t teach that sort of thing in colleges — but even you would understand something about dividends and would see that an energetic man with lots of character and business in him, If he’s general manager can just do what he likes with the costs, especially the overhead, and the shareholders have just got to take what he gives them and be glad to. You see they can’t fire him — not when he’s got it all in his own hands — for fear it will all go to pieces.

Why would I want to run it that way for? Well, I’ll tell you. I had a notion by that time that the business was getting so big that Mr. Evans, the managing director, and most of the board had pretty well lost track of the details and didn’t understand it. There’s an awful lot, you know, in the shoe business. It’s not like ordinary things. It’s complicated. And so I’d got an idea that I would shove them clean out of it — or most of them.

So I went one night to see the president, old Guggenbaum, up at his residence. He didn’t only have this business, but he was in a lot of other things as well, and he was a mighty hard man to see. He wouldn’t let any man see him unless he knew first what he was going to say. But I went up to his residence at night, and I saw him there. I talked first with his daughter, and I said I just had to see him. I said it so she didn’t dare refuse. There’s a way in talking to women that they won’t say no.

So I showed Mr. Guggenbaum what I could do with the stock. “I can put that dividend,” I says, “clean down to zero — and they’ll none of them know why. You can buy the lot of them out at your own price, and after that I’ll put the dividend back to fifteen, or twenty, in two years.”

“And where do you come in?” says the old man, with a sort of hard look. He had a fine business head, the old man, at least in those days.

So I explained to him where I came in. “All right,” he said. “Go ahead. But I’ll put nothing in writing.” “Mr. Guggenbaum, you don’t need to,” I said. “You’re as fair and square as I am and that’s enough for me.”

His daughter let me out of the house door when I went. I guess she’d been pretty scared that she’d done wrong about letting me in. But I said to her it was all right, and after that when I wanted to see the old man I’d always ask for her and she’d see that I got in all right.

Got them squeezed out? Oh, yes, easy. There wasn’t any trouble about that. You see the old man worked up a sort of jolt in wholesale leather on one side, and I fixed up a strike of the hands on the other. We passed the dividend two quarters running, and within a year we had them all scared out and the bulk of the little shareholders, of course, trooped out after them. They always do. The old man picked up the stock when they dropped it, and one-half of it he handed over to me.

That’s what put me where I am now, do you see, with the whole control of the industry in two states and more than that now, because we have the Amalgamated Tanneries in with us, so it’s practically all one concern.

Guggenbaum? Did I squeeze him out? No, I didn’t because, you see, I didn’t have to. The way it was — well, I tell you — I used to go up to the house, see, to arrange things with him — and the way it was — why, you see, I married his daughter, see, so I didn’t exactly need to squeeze him out. He lives up with us now, but he’s pretty old and past business. In fact, I do it all for him now, and pretty well everything he has is signed over to my wife. She has no head for it, and she’s sort of timid anyway — always was — so I manage it all. Of course, if anything happens to the old man, then we get it all. I don’t think he’ll last long. I notice him each day, how weak he’s getting.

My son in the business? Well, I’d like him to be. But he don’t seem to take to it somehow — I’m afraid he takes more after his mother; or else it’s the college that’s doing it. Somehow, I don’t think the colleges bring out business character, do you?


A Study in Still Life — My Tailor
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HE ALWAYS STANDS there — and has stood these thirty years — in the back part of his shop, his tape woven about his neck, a smile of welcome on his face, waiting to greet me.

“Something in a serge,” he says, “or perhaps in a tweed?”

There are only these two choices open to us. We have had no others for thirty years. It is too late to alter now.

“A serge, yes,” continues my tailor, “something in a dark blue, perhaps.” He says it with all the gusto of a new idea, as if the thought of dark blue had sprung up as an inspiration. “Mr. Jennings” (this is his assistant), “kindly take down some of those dark blues.

“Ah,” he exclaims, “now here is an excellent thing.” His manner as he says this is such as to suggest that by sheer good fortune and blind chance he has stumbled upon a thing among a million.

He lifts one knee and drapes the cloth over it, standing upon one leg. He knows that in this attitude it is hard to resist him. Cloth to be appreciated as cloth must be viewed over the bended knee of a tailor with one leg in the air.

My tailor can stand in this way indefinitely, on one leg in a sort of ecstasy, a kind of local paralysis.

“Would that make up well?” I ask him.

“Admirably,” he answers.

I have no real reason to doubt it. I have never seen any reason why cloth should not make up well. But I always ask the question as I know that he expects it and it pleases him. There ought to be a fair give and take in such things.

“You don’t think it at all loud?” I say. He always likes to be asked this.

“Oh, no, very quiet indeed. In fact we always recommend serge as extremely quiet.”

I have never had a wild suit in my life. But it is well to ask.

Then he measures me — round the chest, nowhere else. All the other measures were taken years ago. Even the chest measure is only done — and I know it — to please me. I do not really grow.

“A little fuller in the chest,” my tailor muses. Then he turns to his assistant. “Mr. Jennings, a little fuller in the chest — half an inch on to the chest, please.”

It is a kind fiction. Growth around the chest is flattering even to the humblest of us.

“Yes,” my tailor goes on — he uses “yes” without any special meaning— “and shall we say a week from Tuesday? Mr. Jennings, a week from Tuesday, please.”

“And will you please,” I say, “send the bill to — ?” but my tailor waves this aside. He does not care to talk about the bill. It would only give pain to both of us to speak of it.

The bill is a matter we deal with solely by correspondence, and that only in a decorous and refined style never calculated to hurt.

I am sure from the tone of my tailor’s letters that he would never send the bill, or ask for the amount, were it not that from time to time he is himself, unfortunately, “pressed” owing to “large consignments from Europe.” But for these heavy consignments, I am sure I should never need to pay him. It is true that I have sometimes thought to observe that these consignments are apt to arrive when I pass the limit of owing for two suits and order a third. But this can only be a mere coincidence.

Yet the bill, as I say, is a thing that we never speak of. Instead of it my tailor passes to the weather. Ordinary people always begin with this topic. Tailors, I notice, end with it. It is only broached after the suit is ordered, never before.

“Pleasant weather we are having,” he says. It is never other, so I notice, with him. Perhaps the order of a suit itself is a little beam of sunshine.

Then we move together towards the front of the store on the way to the outer door.

“Nothing to-day, I suppose,” says my tailor, “in shirtings?”

“No, thank you.”

This is again a mere form. In thirty years I have never bought any shirtings from him. Yet he asks the question with the same winsomeness as he did thirty years ago.

“And nothing, I suppose, in collaring or in hosiery?”

This is again futile. Collars I buy elsewhere and hosiery
I have never worn.

Thus we walk to the door, in friendly colloquy. Somehow if he failed to speak of shirtings and hosiery, I should feel as if a familiar cord had broken;

At the door we part.

“Good afternoon,” he says. “A week from Tuesday — yes — good afternoon.”

Such is — or was — our calm unsullied intercourse, unvaried or at least broken only by consignments from Europe.

I say it was, that is until just the other day.

And then, coming to the familiar door, for my customary summer suit, I found that he was there no more. There were people in the store, unloading shelves and piling cloth and taking stock. And they told me that he was dead. It came to me with a strange shock. I had not thought it possible. He seemed — he should have been — immortal.

They said the worry of his business had helped to kill him. I could not have believed it. It always seemed so still and tranquil — weaving his tape about his neck and marking measures and holding cloth against his leg beside the sunlight of the window in the back part of the shop. Can a man die of that? Yet he had been “going behind,” they said (however that is done), for years. His wife, they told me, would be left badly off. I had never conceived him as having a wife. But it seemed that he had, and a daughter, too, at a conservatory of music — yet he never spoke of her — and that he himself was musical and played the flute, and was the sidesman of a church — yet he never referred to it to me. In fact, in thirty years we never spoke of religion. It was hard to connect him with the idea of it.

As I went out I seemed to hear his voice still saying,
“And nothing to-day in shirtings?”

I was sorry I had never bought any.

There is, I am certain, a deep moral in this. But I will not try to draw it. It might appear too obvious.

Peace, War, and Politics


Germany from Within Out
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THE ADVENTURE WHICH I here narrate resulted out of a strange psychological experience of a kind that (outside of Germany) would pass the bounds of comprehension.

To begin with, I had fallen asleep.

Of the reason for my falling asleep I have no doubt. I had remained awake nearly the whole of the preceding night, absorbed in the perusal of a number of recent magazine articles and books dealing with Germany as seen from within. I had read from cover to cover that charming book, just written by Lady de Washaway, under the title Ten Years as a Toady, or The Per-Hapsburgs as I Didn’t Know Them. Her account of the life of the Imperial Family of Austria, simple, unaffected, home-like; her picture of the good old Emperor, dining quietly off a cold potato and sitting after dinner playing softly to himself on the flute, while his attendants gently withdrew one by one from his presence; her description of merry, boisterous, large-hearted Prince Stefan Karl, who kept the whole court in a perpetual roar all the time by asking such riddles as “When is a sailor not a sailor?” (the answer being, of course, when he is a German Prince) — in fact, the whole book had thrilled me to the verge of spiritual exhaustion.

From Lady de Washaway’s work I turned to peruse Hugo von
Halbwitz’s admirable book, Easy Marks, or How the German
Government Borrows its Funds; and after that I had read
Karl von Wiggleround’s Despatches and Barnstuff’s
Confidential Letters to Criminals.

As a consequence I fell asleep as if poisoned.

But the amazing thing is that, whenever it was or was not that I fell asleep, I woke up to find myself in Germany.

I cannot offer any explanation as to how this came about.
I merely state the fact.

There I was, seated on the grassy bank of a country road.

I knew it was Germany at once. There was no mistaking it. The whole landscape had an orderliness, a method about it that is, alas, never seen in British countries. The trees stood in neat lines, with the name of each nailed to it on a board. The birds sat in regular rows, four to a branch, and sang in harmony, very simply, but with the true German feeling.

There were two peasants working beside the road. One was picking up fallen leaves, and putting them into neat packets of fifty. The other was cutting off the tops of the late thistles that still stood unwithered in the chill winter air, and arranging them according to size and colour. In Germany nothing is lost; nothing is wasted. It is perhaps not generally known that from the top of the thistle the Germans obtain picrate of ammonia, the most deadly explosive known to modern chemistry, while from the bulb below, butter, crude rubber and sweet cider are extracted in large quantities.

The two peasants paused in their work a moment as they saw me glance towards them, and each, with the simple gentility of the German working man, quietly stood on his head until I had finished looking at him.

I felt quite certain, of course, that it must only be a matter of a short time before I would inevitably be arrested.

I felt doubly certain of it when I saw a motor speeding towards me with a stout man, in military uniform and a Prussian helmet, seated behind the chauffeur.

The motor stopped, but to my surprise the military man, whom I perceived to be wearing the uniform of a general, jumped out and advanced towards me with a genial cry of:

“Well, Herr Professor!”

I looked at him again.

“Why, Fritz!” I cried.

“You recognize me?” he said.

“Certainly,” I answered, “you used to be one of the six
German waiters at McCluskey’s restaurant in Toronto.”

The General laughed.

“You really took us for waiters!” he said. “Well, well.
My dear professor! How odd! We were all generals in the
German army. My own name is not Fritz Schmidt, as you
knew it, but Count von Boobenstein. The Boobs of
Boobenstein,” he added proudly, “are connected with the
Hohenzollerns. When I am commanded to dine with the
Emperor, I have the hereditary right to eat anything that
he leaves.”

“But I don’t understand!” I said. “Why were you in
Toronto?”

“Perfectly simple. Special military service. We were there to make a report. Each day we kept a record of the velocity and direction of the wind, the humidity of the air, the distance across King Street and the height of the C.P.R. Building. All this we wired to Germany every day.”

“For what purpose?” I asked.

“Pardon me!” said the General, and then, turning the subject with exquisite tact: “Do you remember Max?” he said.

“Do you mean the tall melancholy looking waiter, who used to eat the spare oysters and drink up what was left in the glasses, behind the screen?”

“Ha!” exclaimed my friend. “But why did he drink them? Why? Do you know that that man — his real name is not Max but Ernst Niedelfein — is one of the greatest chemists in Germany? Do you realise that he was making a report to our War Office on the percentage of alcohol obtainable in Toronto after closing time?”

“And Karl?” I asked.

“Karl was a topographist in the service of his High Serenity the King Regnant of Bavaria” — here my friend saluted himself with both hands and blinked his eyes four times— “He made maps of all the breweries of Canada. We know now to a bottle how many German soldiers could be used in invading Canada without danger of death from drought.”

“How many was it?” I asked.

Boobenstein shook his head.

“Very disappointing,” he said. “In fact your country is not yet ripe for German occupation. Our experts say that the invasion of Canada is an impossibility unless we use Milwaukee as a base — But step into my motor,” said the Count, interrupting himself, “and come along with me. Stop, you are cold. This morning air is very keen. Take this,” he added, picking off the fur cap from the chauffeur’s head. “It will be better than that hat you are wearing — or, here, wait a moment—”

As he spoke, the Count unwound a woollen muffler from the chauffeur’s neck, and placed it round mine.

“Now then,” he added, “this sheepskin coat—”

“My dear Count,” I protested.

“Not a bit, not a bit,” he cried, as he pulled off the chauffeur’s coat and shoved me into it. His face beamed with true German generosity.

“Now,” he said as we settled back into the motor and started along the road, “I am entirely at your service. Try one of these cigars! Got it alight? Right! You notice, no doubt, the exquisite flavour. It is a Tannhauser. Our chemists are making these cigars now out of the refuse of the tanneries and glue factories.”

I sighed involuntarily. Imagine trying to “blockade” a people who could make cigars out of refuse; imagine trying to get near them at all!

“Strong, aren’t they?” said von Boobenstein, blowing a big puff of smoke. “In fact, it is these cigars that have given rise to the legend (a pure fiction, I need hardly say) that our armies are using asphyxiating gas. The truth is they are merely smoking German-made tobacco in their trenches.”

“But come now,” he continued, “your meeting me is most fortunate. Let me explain. I am at present on the Intelligence Branch of the General Staff. My particular employment is dealing with foreign visitors — the branch of our service called, for short, the Eingewanderte Fremden Verfullungs Bureau. How would you call that?”

“It sounds,” I said, “like the Bureau for Stuffing Up
Incidental Foreigners.”

“Precisely,” said the Count, “though your language lacks the music of ours. It is my business to escort visitors round Germany and help them with their despatches. I took the Ford party through — in a closed cattle-car, with the lights out. They were greatly impressed. They said that, though they saw nothing, they got an excellent idea of the atmosphere of Germany. It was I who introduced Lady de Washaway to the Court of Franz Joseph. I write the despatches from Karl von Wiggleround, and send the necessary material to Ambassador von Barnstuff. In fact I can take you everywhere, show you everything, and” — here my companion’s military manner suddenly seemed to change into something obsequiously and strangely familiar— “it won’t cost you a cent; not a cent, unless you care—”

I understood.

I handed him ten cents.

“Thank you, sir,” he said. Then with an abrupt change back to his military manner, “Now, then, what would you like to see? The army? The breweries? The Royal court? Berlin? What shall it be? My time is limited, but I shall be delighted to put myself at your service for the rest of the day.”

“I think,” I said, “I should like more than anything to see Berlin, if it is possible.”

“Possible?” answered my companion. “Nothing easier.”

The motor flew ahead and in a few moments later we were making our arrangements with a local station-master for a special train to Berlin.

I got here my first glimpse of the wonderful perfection of the German railway system.

“I am afraid,” said the station-master, with deep apologies, “that I must ask you to wait half an hour. I am moving a quarter of a million troops from the east to the west front, and this always holds up the traffic for fifteen or twenty minutes.”

I stood on the platform watching the troops trains go by and admiring the marvellous ingenuity of the German system.

As each train went past at full speed, a postal train (Feld-Post-Eisenbahn-Zug) moved on the other track in the opposite direction, from which a shower of letters were thrown in to the soldiers through the window. Immediately after the postal train, a soup train (Soup-Zug) was drawn along, from the windows of which soup was squirted out of a hose.

Following this there came at full speed a beer train (Bier-Zug) from which beer bombs were exploded in all directions.

I watched till all had passed.

“Now,” said the station-master, “your train is ready.
Here you are.”

Away we sped through the meadows and fields, hills and valleys, forests and plains.

And nowhere — I am forced, like all other travellers, to admit it — did we see any signs of the existence of war. Everything was quiet, orderly, usual. We saw peasants digging — in an orderly way — for acorns in the frozen ground. We saw little groups of soldiers drilling in the open squares of villages — in their quiet German fashion — each man chained by the leg to the man next to him; here and there great Zeppelins sailed overhead dropping bombs, for practice, on the less important towns; at times in the village squares we saw clusters of haggard women (quite quiet and orderly) waving little red flags and calling: “Bread, bread!”

But nowhere any signs of war. Certainly not.

We reached Berlin just at nightfall. I had expected to find it changed. To my surprise it appeared just as usual. The streets were brilliantly lighted. Music burst in waves from the restaurants. From the theatre signs I saw, to my surprise, that they were playing Hamlet, East Lynne and Potash and Perlmutter. Everywhere was brightness, gaiety and light-heartedness.

Here and there a merry-looking fellow, with a brush and a pail of paste and a roll of papers over his arm, would swab up a casualty list of two or three thousand names, amid roars of good-natured laughter.

What perplexed me most was the sight of thousands of men, not in uniform, but in ordinary civilian dress.

“Boobenstein,” I said, as we walked down the Linden
Avenue, “I don’t understand it.”

“The men?” he answered. “It’s a perfectly simple matter. I see you don’t understand our army statistics. At the beginning of the war we had an army of three million. Very good. Of these, one million were in the reserve. We called them to the colours, that made four million. Then of these all who wished were allowed to volunteer for special services. Half a million did so. That made four and a half million. In the first year of the war we suffered two million casualties, but of these seventy-five per cent, or one and a half million, returned later on to the colours, bringing our grand total up to six million. This six million we use on each of six fronts, giving a grand total of thirty six million.

“I see,” I said. “In fact, I have seen these figures before. In other words, your men are inexhaustible.”

“Precisely,” said the Count, “and mark you, behind these we still have the Landsturm, made up of men between fifty-five and sixty, and the Landslide, reputed to be the most terrible of all the German levies, made up by withdrawing the men from the breweries. That is the last final act of national fury. But come,” he said, “you must be hungry. Is it not so?”

“I am,” I admitted, “but I had hesitated to acknowledge it. I feared that the food supply—”

Boobenstein broke into hearty laughter.

“Food supply!” he roared. “My dear fellow, you must have been reading the English newspapers! Food supply! My dear professor! Have you not heard? We have got over that difficulty entirely and for ever. But come, here is a restaurant. In with you and eat to your heart’s content.”

We entered the restaurant. It was filled to overflowing with a laughing crowd of diners and merry-makers. Thick clouds of blue cigar smoke filled the air. Waiters ran to and fro with tall steins of foaming beer, and great bundles of bread tickets, soup tickets, meat cards and butter coupons.

These were handed around to the guests, who sat quietly chewing the corners of them as they sipped their beer.

“Now-then,” said my host, looking over the printed menu in front of him, “what shall it be? What do you say to a ham certificate with a cabbage ticket on the side? Or how would you like lobster-coupon with a receipt for asparagus?”

“Yes,” I answered, “or perhaps, as our journey has made me hungry, one of these beef certificates with an affidavit for Yorkshire pudding.”

“Done!” said Boobenstein.

A few moments later we were comfortably drinking our tall glasses of beer and smoking Tannhauser cigars, with an appetising pile of coloured tickets and certificates in front of us.

“Admit,” said von Boobenstein good-naturedly, “that we have overcome the food difficulty for ever.”

“You have,” I said.

“It was a pure matter of science and efficiency,” he went on. “It has long been observed that if one sat down in a restaurant and drank beer and smoked cigars (especially such a brand as these Tannhausers) during the time it took for the food to be brought (by a German waiter), all appetite was gone. It remained for the German scientists to organise this into system. Have you finished? Or would you like to take another look at your beef certificate?”

We rose. Von Boobenstein paid the bill by writing I.O.U. on the back of one of the cards — not forgetting the waiter, for whom he wrote on a piece of paper, “God bless you” — and we left.

“Count,” I said, as we took our seat on a bench in the Sieges-Allee, or Alley of Victory, and listened to the music of the military band, and watched the crowd, “I begin to see that Germany is unconquerable.”

“Absolutely so,” he answered.

“In the first place, your men are inexhaustible. If we kill one class you call out another; and anyway one-half of those we kill get well again, and the net result is that you have more than ever.”

“Precisely,” said the Count.

“As to food,” I continued, “you are absolutely invulnerable. What with acorns, thistles, tanbark, glue, tickets, coupons, and certificates, you can go on for ever.”

“We can,” he said.

“Then for money you use I.O.U.’s. Anybody with a lead pencil can command all the funds he wants. Moreover, your soldiers at the front are getting dug in deeper and deeper: last spring they were fifty feet under ground: by 1918 they will be nearly 200 feet down. Short of mining for them, we shall never get them out.”

“Never,” said von Boobenstein with great firmness.

“But there is one thing that I don’t quite understand. Your navy, your ships. There, surely, we have you: sooner or later that whole proud fleet in the Kiel Canal will come out under fire of our guns and be sunk to the bottom of the sea. There, at least, we conquer.”

Von Boobenstein broke into loud laughter.

“The fleet!” he roared, and his voice was almost hysterical and overstrung, as if high living on lobster-coupons and over-smoking of Tannhausers was undermining his nerves. “The fleet! Is it possible you do not know? Why all Germany knows it. Capture our fleet! Ha! Ha! It now lies fifty miles inland. We have filled in the canal — pushed in the banks. The canal is solid land again, and the fleet is high and dry. The ships are boarded over and painted to look like German inns and breweries. Prinz Adelbert is disguised as a brewer, Admiral von Tirpitz is made up as a head waiter, Prince Heinrich is a bar tender, the sailors are dressed up as chambermaids. And some day when Jellicoe and his men are coaxed ashore, they will drop in to drink a glass of beer, and then — pouf! we will explode them all with a single torpedo! Such is the naval strategy of our scientists! Are we not a nation of sailors?”

Von Boobenstein’s manner had grown still wilder and more hysterical. There was a queer glitter in his eyes.

I thought it better to soothe him.

“I see,” I said, “the Allies are beaten. One might as well spin a coin for heads or tails to see whether we abandon England now or wait till you come and take it.”

As I spoke, I took from my pocket an English sovereign that I carry as a lucky-piece, and prepared to spin it in the air.

Von Boobenstein, as he saw it, broke into a sort of hoarse shriek.

“Gold! gold!” he cried. “Give it to me!”

“What?” I exclaimed.

“A piece of gold,” he panted. “Give it to me, give it to me, quick. I know a place where we can buy bread with it. Real bread — not tickets — food — give me the gold — gold — for bread — we can get-bread. I am starving — gold — bread.”

And as he spoke his hoarse voice seemed to grow louder and louder in my ears; the sounds of the street were hushed; a sudden darkness fell; and a wind swept among the trees of the Alley of Victory — moaning — and a thousand, a myriad voices seemed to my ear to take up the cry:

“Gold! Bread! We are starving.”

Then I woke up.


Abdul Aziz has His: An Adventure in the Yildiz Kiosk
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“COME, COME, ABDUL,” I said, putting my hand, not unkindly, on his shoulder, “tell me all about it.”

But he only broke out into renewed sobbing.

“There, there,” I continued soothingly. “Don’t cry, Abdul. Look! Here’s a lovely narghileh for you to smoke, with a gold mouthpiece. See! Wouldn’t you like a little latakia, eh? And here’s a little toy Armenian — look! See his head come off — snick! There, it’s on again, snick! now it’s off! look, Abdul!”

But still he sobbed.

His fez had fallen over his ears and his face was all smudged with tears.

It seemed impossible to stop him.

I looked about in vain from the little alcove of the hall of the Yildiz Kiosk where we were sitting on a Persian bench under a lemon-tree. There was no one in sight. I hardly knew what to do.

In the Yildiz Kiosk — I think that was the name of the place — I scarcely as yet knew my way about. In fact, I had only been in it a few hours. I had come there — as I should have explained in commencing — in order to try to pick up information as to the exact condition of things in Turkey. For this purpose I had assumed the character and disguise of an English governess. I had long since remarked that an English governess is able to go anywhere, see everything, penetrate the interior of any royal palace and move to and fro as she pleases without hindrance and without insult. No barrier can stop her. Every royal court, however splendid or however exclusive, is glad to get her. She dines with the King or the Emperor as a matter of course. All state secrets are freely confided to her and all military plans are submitted to her judgment. Then, after a few weeks’ residence, she leaves the court and writes a book of disclosures.

This was now my plan.

And, up to the moment of which I speak, it had worked perfectly.

I had found my way through Turkey to the royal capital without difficulty. The poke bonnet, the spectacles and the long black dress which I had assumed had proved an ample protection. None of the rude Turkish soldiers among whom I had passed had offered to lay a hand on me. This tribute I am compelled to pay to the splendid morality of the Turks. They wouldn’t touch me.

Access to the Yildiz Kiosk and to the Sultan had proved equally easy. I had merely to obtain an interview with Codfish Pasha, the Secretary of War, whom I found a charming man of great intelligence, a master of three or four languages (as he himself informed me), and able to count up to seventeen.

“You wish,” he said, “to be appointed as English, or rather Canadian governess to the Sultan?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“And your object?”

“I propose to write a book of disclosures.”

“Excellent,” said Codfish.

An hour later I found myself, as I have said, in a flag-stoned hall of the Yildiz Kiosk, with the task of amusing and entertaining the Sultan.

Of the difficulty of this task I had formed no conception. Here I was at the outset, with the unhappy Abdul bent and broken with sobs which I found no power to check or control.

Naturally, therefore, I found myself at a loss. The little man as he sat on his cushions, in his queer costume and his long slippers with his fez fallen over his lemon-coloured face, presented such a pathetic object that I could not find the heart to be stern with him.

“Come, now, Abdul,” I said, “be good!”

He paused a moment in his crying — 

“Why do you call me Abdul?” he asked. “That isn’t my name.”

“Isn’t it?” I said. “I thought all you Sultans were called
Abdul. Isn’t the Sultan’s name always Abdul?”

“Mine isn’t,” he whimpered, “but it doesn’t matter,” and his face began to crinkle up with renewed weeping. “Call me anything you like. It doesn’t matter. Anyway I’d rather be called Abdul than be called a W-W-War Lord and a G-G-General when they won’t let me have any say at all—”

And with that the little Sultan burst into unrestrained crying.

“Abdul,” I said firmly, “if you don’t stop crying, I’ll go and fetch one of the Bashi-Bazouks to take you away.”

The little Sultan found his voice again.

“There aren’t any Bub-Bub-Bashi-Bazouks left,” he sobbed.

“None left?” I exclaimed. “Where are they gone?”

“They’ve t-t-taken them all aw-w-way—”

“Who have?”

“The G-G-G-Germans,” sobbed Abdul. “And they’ve sent them all to P-P-P-Poland.”

“Come, come, Abdul,” I said, straightening him up a little as he sat. “Brace up! Be a Turk! Be a Mohammedan! Don’t act like a Christian.”

This seemed to touch his pride. He made a great effort to be calm. I could hear him muttering to himself, “Allah, Illallah, Mohammed rasoul Allah!” He said this over a good many times, while I took advantage of the pause to get his fez a little straighter and wipe his face.

“How many times have I said it?” he asked presently.

“Twenty.”

“Twenty? That ought to be enough, shouldn’t it?” said the Sultan, regaining himself a little. “Isn’t prayer helpful, eh? Give me a smoke?”

I filled his narghileh for him, and he began to suck blue smoke out of it with a certain contentment, while the rose water bubbled in the bowl below.

“Now, Abdul,” I said, as I straightened up his cushions and made him a little more comfortable, “what is it? What is the matter?”

“Why,” he answered, “they’ve all g-g-gone—”

“Now, don’t cry! Tell me properly.”

“They’ve all gone b-b-back on me! Boo-hoo!”

“Who have? Who’ve gone back on you?”

“Why, everybody. The English and the French and everybody—”

“What do you mean?” I asked with increasing interest. “Tell me exactly what you mean. Whatever you say I will hold sacred, of course.”

I saw my part already to a volume of interesting disclosures.

“They used to treat me so differently,” Abdul went on, and his sobbing ceased as he continued, “They used to call me the Bully Boy of the Bosphorus. They said I was the Guardian of the Golden Gate. They used to let me kill all the Armenians I liked and nobody was allowed to collect debts from me, and every now and then they used to send me the nicest ultimatums — Oh, you don’t know,” he broke off, “how nice it used to be here in the Yildiz in the old days! We used all to sit round here, in this very hall, me and the diplomats, and play games, such as ‘Ultimatum, ultimatum, who’s got the ultimatum.’ Oh, say, it was so nice and peaceful! And we used to have big dinners and conferences, especially after the military manoeuvres and the autumn massacres — me and the diplomats, all with stars and orders, and me in my white fez with a copper tassel — and hold discussions about how to reform Macedonia.”

“But you spoilt it all, Abdul,” I protested.

“I didn’t, I didn’t!” he exclaimed almost angrily. “I’d have gone on for ever. It was all so nice. They used to present me — the diplomats did — with what they called their Minimum, and then we (I mean Codfish Pasha and me) had to draft in return our Maximum — see? — and then we all had to get together again and frame a status quo.”

“But that couldn’t go on for ever,” I urged.

“Why not?” said Abdul. “It was a great system. We invented it, but everybody was beginning to copy it. In fact, we were leading the world, before all this trouble came. Didn’t you have anything of our system in your country — what do you call it — in Canada?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “Now that I come to think of it, we were getting into it. But the war has changed it all—”

“Exactly,” said Abdul. “There you are! All changed! The good old days gone for ever!”

“But surely,” I said, “you still have friends — the
Bulgarians.”

The Sultan’s little black eyes flashed with anger as he withdrew his pipe for a moment from his mouth.

“The low scoundrels!” he said between his teeth. “The traitors!”

“Why, they’re your Allies!”

“Yes, Allah destroy them! They are. They’ve come over to our side. After centuries of fighting they refuse to play fair any longer. They’re on our side! Who ever heard of such a thing? Bah! But, of course,” he added more quietly, “we shall massacre them just the same. We shall insist, in the terms of peace, on retaining our rights of massacre. But then, no doubt, all the nations will.”

“But you have the Germans—” I began.

“Hush, hush,” said Abdul, laying his hand on my arm.
“Some one might hear.”

“You have the Germans,” I repeated.

“The Germans,” said Abdul, and his voice sounded in a queer sing-song like that of a child repeating a lesson, “are my noble friends, the Germans are my powerful allies, the Kaiser is my good brother, the Reichstag is my foster-sister. I love the Germans. I hate the English. I love the Kaiser. The Kaiser loves me—”

“Stop, stop, Abdul,” I said, “who taught you all that?”

Abdul looked cautiously around.

“They did,” he said in a whisper. “There’s a lot more of it. Would you like me to recite some more? Or, no, no, what’s the good? I’ve no heart for reciting any longer.” And at this Abdul fell to weeping again.

“But, Abdul,” I said, “I don’t understand. Why are you so distressed just now? All this has been going on for over two years. Why are you so worried just now?”

“Oh,” exclaimed the little Sultan in surprise, “you haven’t heard! I see — you’ve only just arrived. Why, to-day is the last day. After to-day it is all over.”

“Last day for what?” I asked.

“For intervention. For the intervention of the United States. The only thing that can save us. It was to have come to-day, by the end of this full moon — our astrologers had predicted it — Smith Pasha, Minister under Heaven of the United States, had promised, if it came, to send it to us at the earliest moment. How do they send it, do you know, in a box, or in paper?”

“Stop,” I said as my ear caught the sound of footsteps.
“There’s some one coming now.”

The sound of slippered feet was distinctly heard on the stones in the outer corridor.

Abdul listened intently a moment.

“I know his slippers,” he said.

“Who is it?”

“It is my chief secretary, Toomuch Koffi. Yes, here he comes.”

As the Sultan spoke, the doors swung open and there entered an aged Turk, in a flowing gown and coloured turban, with a melancholy yellow face, and a long white beard that swept to his girdle.

“Who do you say he is?” I whispered to Abdul.

“My chief secretary,” he whispered back. “Toomuch Koffi.”

“He looks like it,” I murmured.

Meantime, Toomuch Koffi had advanced across the broad flagstones of the hall where we were sitting. With hands lifted he salaamed four times — east, west, north, and south.

“What does that mean?” I whispered.

“It means,” said the Sultan, with visible agitation, “that he has a communication of the greatest importance and urgency, which will not brook a moment’s delay.”

“Well, then, why doesn’t he get a move on?” I whispered.

“Hush,” said Abdul.

Toomuch Koffi now straightened himself from his last salaam and spoke.

“Allah is great!” he said.

“And Mohammed is his prophet,” rejoined the Sultan.

“Allah protect you! And make your face shine,” said
Toomuch.

“Allah lengthen your beard,” said the Sultan, and he added aside to me in English, which Toomuch Koffi evidently did not understand, “I’m all eagerness to know what it is — it’s something big, for sure.” The little man was quite quivering with excitement as he spoke. “Do you know what I think it is? I think it must be the American Intervention. The United States is going to intervene. Eh? What? Don’t you think so?”

“Then hurry him up,” I urged.

“I can’t,” said Abdul. “It is impossible in Turkey to do business like that. He must have some coffee first and then he must pray and then there must be an interchange of presents.”

I groaned, for I was getting as impatient as Abdul himself.

“Do you not do public business like that in Canada?” the
Sultan continued.

“We used to. But we have got over it,” I said.

Meanwhile a slippered attendant had entered and placed a cushion for the secretary, and in front of it a little Persian stool on which he put a quaint cup filled with coffee black as ink.

A similar cup was placed before the Sultan.

“Drink!” said Abdul.

“Not first, until the lips of the Commander of the
Faithful—”

“He means ‘after you,’” I said. “Hurry up, Abdul.”

Abdul took a sip.

“Allah is good,” he said.

“And all things are of Allah,” rejoined Toomuch.

Abdul unpinned a glittering jewel from his robe and threw it to the feet of Toomuch.

“Take this poor bauble,” he said.

Toomuch Koffi in return took from his wrist a solid bangle of beaten gold.

“Accept this mean gift from your humble servant,” he said.

“Right!” said Abdul, speaking in a changed voice as the ceremonies ended. “Now, then, Toomuch, what is it? Hurry up. Be quick. What is the matter?”

Toomuch rose to his feet, lifted his hands high in the air with the palms facing the Sultan.

“One is without,” he said.

“Without what?” I asked eagerly of the Sultan.

“Without — outside. Don’t you understand Turkish? What you call in English — a gentleman to see me.”

“And did he make all that fuss and delay over that?” I asked in disgust. “Why with us in Canada, at one of the public departments of Ottawa, all that one would have to do would be simply to send in a card, get it certified, then simply wait in an anteroom, simply read a newspaper, send in another card, wait a little, then simply send in a third card, and then simply—”

“Pshaw!” said Abdul. “The cards might be poisoned. Our system is best. Speak on, Toomuch. Who is without? Is it perchance a messenger from Smith Pasha, Minister under Heaven of the United States?”

“Alas, no!” said Toomuch. “It is HE. It is THE LARGE ONE!”

As he spoke he rolled his eyes upward with a gesture of despair.

“HE!” cried Abdul, and a look of terror convulsed his face. “The Large One! Shut him out! Call the Chief Eunuch and the Major Domo of the Harem! Let him not in!”

“Alas,” said Toomuch, “he threw them out of the window.
Lo! he is here, he enters.”

As the secretary spoke, a double door at the end of the hall swung noisily open, at the blow of an imperious fist, and with a rattle of arms and accoutrements a man of gigantic stature, wearing full military uniform and a spiked helmet, strode into the room.

As he entered, an attendant who accompanied him, also in a uniform and a spiked helmet, called in a loud strident voice that resounded to the arches of the hall:

“His High Excellenz Feld Marechal von der Doppelbauch,
Spezial Representant of His Majestat William II, Deutscher
Kaiser and King of England!”

Abdul collapsed into a little heap. His fez fell over his face. Toomuch Koffi had slunk into a corner.

Von der Doppelbauch strode noisily forward and came to a stand in front of Abdul with a click and rattle after the Prussian fashion.

“Majestat,” he said in a deep, thunderous voice, “I greet you. I bow low before you. Salaam! I kiss the floor at your feet.”

But in reality he did nothing of the sort. He stood to the full height of his six feet six and glowered about him.

“Salaam!” said Abdul, in a feeble voice.

“But who is this?” added the Field-Marshal, looking angrily at me.

My costume, or rather my disguise, for, as I have said, I was wearing a poke bonnet with a plain black dress, seemed to puzzle him.

“My new governess,” said Abdul. “She came this morning.
She is a professor—”

“Bah!” said the Field-Marshal, “a woman a professor! Bah!”

“No, no,” said Abdul in protest, and it seemed decent of the little creature to stick up for me. “She’s all right, she is interesting and knows a great deal. She’s from Canada!”

“What!” exclaimed Von der Doppelbauch. “From Canada! But stop! It seems to me that Canada is a country that we are at war with. Let me think, Canada? I must look at my list” — he pulled out a little set of tablets as he spoke— “let me see, Britain, Great Britain, British North America, British Guiana, British Nigeria — ha! of course, under K — Kandahar, Korfu. No, I don’t seem to see it — Fritz,” he called to the aide-de-camp who had announced him, “telegraph at once to the Topographical Staff at Berlin and find out if we are at war with Canada. If we are” — he pointed at me— “throw her into the Bosphorus. If we are not, treat her with every consideration, with every distinguished consideration. But see that she doesn’t get away. Keep her tight, till we are at war with Canada, as no doubt we shall be, wherever it is, and then throw her into the Bosphorus.”

The aide clicked his heels and withdrew.

“And now, your majesty,” continued the Field-Marshal, turning abruptly to the Sultan, “I bring you good news.”

“More good news,” groaned Abdul miserably, winding his clasped fingers to and fro. “Alas, good news again!”

“First,” said Von der Doppelbauch, “the Kaiser has raised you to the order of the Black Dock. Here is your feather.”

“Another feather,” moaned Abdul. “Here, Toomuch, take it and put it among the feathers!”

“Secondly,” went on the Field-Marshal, checking off his items as he spoke, “your contribution, your personal contribution to His Majesty’s Twenty-third Imperial Loan, is accepted.”

“I didn’t make any!” sobbed Abdul.

“No difference,” said Von der Doppelbauch. “It is accepted anyway. The telegram has just arrived accepting all your money. My assistants are packing it up outside.”

Abdul collapsed still further into his cushions.

“Third, and this will rejoice your Majesty’s heart: Your troops are again victorious!”

“Victorious!” moaned Abdul. “Victorious again! I knew they would be! I suppose they are all dead as usual?”

“They are,” said the Marshal. “Their souls,” he added reverently, with a military salute, “are in Heaven!”

“No, no,” gasped Abdul, “not in Heaven! don’t say that! Not in Heaven! Say that they are in Nishvana, our Turkish paradise.”

“I am sorry,” said the Field-Marshal gravely. “This is a Christian war. The Kaiser has insisted on their going to Heaven.”

The Sultan bowed his head.

“Ishmillah!” he murmured. “It is the will of Allah.”

“But they did not die without glory,” went on the Field-Marshal. “Their victory was complete. Set it out to yourself,” and here his eyes glittered with soldierly passion. “There stood your troops — ten thousand! In front of them the Russians — a hundred thousand. What did your men do? Did they pause? No, they charged!”

“They charged!” cried the Sultan in misery. “Don’t say that! Have they charged again! Just Allah!” he added, turning to Toomuch. “They have charged again! And we must pay, we shall have to pay — we always do when they charge. Alas, alas, they have charged again. Everything is charged!”

“But how nobly,” rejoined the Prussian. “Imagine it to yourself! Here, beside this stool, let us say, were your men. There, across the cushion, were the Russians. All the ground between was mined. We knew it. Our soldiers knew it. Even our staff knew it. Even Prinz Tattelwitz Halfstuff, our commander, knew it. But your soldiers did not. What did our Prinz do? The Prinz called for volunteers to charge over the ground. There was a great shout — from our men, our German regiments. He called again. There was another shout. He called still again. There was a third shout. Think of it! And again Prinz Halfstuff called and again they shouted.”

“Who shouted?” asked the Sultan gloomily.

“Our men, our Germans.”

“Did my Turks shout?” asked Abdul.

“They did not. They were too busy tightening their belts and fixing their bayonets. But our generous fellows shouted for them. Then Prinz Halfstuff called out, ‘The place of honour is for our Turkish brothers. Let them charge!’ And all our men shouted again.”

“And they charged?”

“They did — and were all gloriously blown up. A magnificent victory. The blowing up of the mines blocked all the ground, checked the Russians and enabled our men, by a prearranged rush, to advance backwards, taking up a new strategic—”

“Yes, yes,” said Abdul, “I know — I have read of it, alas, only too often! And they are dead! Toomuch,” he added quietly, drawing a little pouch from his girdle, “take this pouch of rubies and give them to the wives of the dead general of our division — one to each. He had, I think, but seventeen. His walk was quiet. Allah give him peace.”

“Stop,” said Von der Doppelbauch. “I will take the rubies. I myself will charge myself with the task and will myself see that I do it myself. Give me them.”

“Be it so, Toomuch,” assented the Sultan humbly. “Give them to him.”

“And now,” continued the Field-Marshal, “there is yet one other thing further still more.” He drew a roll of paper from his pocket. “Toomuch,” he said, “bring me yonder little table, with ink, quills and sand. I have here a manifesto for His Majesty to sign.”

“No, no,” cried Abdul in renewed alarm. “Not another manifesto. Not that! I signed one only last week.”

“This is a new one,” said the Field-Marshal, as he lifted the table that Toomuch had brought into place in front of the Sultan, and spread out the papers on it. “This is a better one. This is the best one yet.”

“What does it say?” said Abdul, peering at it miserably,
“I can’t read it. It’s not in Turkish.”

“It is your last word of proud defiance to all your enemies,” said the Marshal.

“No, no,” whined Abdul. “Not defiance; they might not understand.”

“Here you declare,” went on the Field-Marshal, with his big finger on the text, “your irrevocable purpose. You swear that rather than submit you will hurl yourself into the Bosphorus.”

“Where does it say that?” screamed Abdul.

“Here beside my thumb.”

“I can’t do it, I can’t do it,” moaned the little Sultan.

“More than that further,” went on the Prussian quite undisturbed, “you state hereby your fixed resolve, rather than give in, to cast yourself from the highest pinnacle of the topmost minaret of this palace.”

“Oh, not the highest; don’t make it the highest,” moaned
Abdul.

“Your purpose is fixed. Nothing can alter it. Unless the Allied Powers withdraw from their advance on Constantinople you swear that within one hour you will fill your mouth with mud and burn yourself alive.”

“Just Allah!” cried the Sultan. “Does it say all that?”

“All that,” said Von der Doppelbauch. “All that within an hour. It is a splendid defiance. The Kaiser himself has seen it and admired it. ‘These,’ he said, ‘are the words of a man!’”

“Did he say that?” said Abdul, evidently flattered. “And is he too about to hurl himself off his minaret?”

“For the moment, no,” replied Von der Doppelbauch sternly.

“Well, well,” said Abdul, and to my surprise he began picking up the pen and making ready. “I suppose if I must sign it, I must.” Then he marked the paper and sprinkled it with sand. “For one hour? Well, well,” he murmured. “Von der Doppelbauch Pasha,” he added with dignity, “you are permitted to withdraw. Commend me to your Imperial Master, my brother. Tell him that, when I am gone, he may have Constantinople, provided only” — and a certain slyness appeared in the Sultan’s eye— “that he can get it. Farewell.”

The Field-Marshal, majestic as ever, gathered up the manifesto, clicked his heels together and withdrew.

As the door closed behind him, I had expected the little
Sultan to fall into hopeless collapse.

Not at all. On the contrary, a look of peculiar cheerfulness spread over his features.

He refilled his narghileh and began quietly smoking at it.

“Toomuch,” he said, quite cheerfully, “I see there is no hope.”

“Alas!” said the secretary.

“I have now,” went on the Sultan, “apparently but sixty minutes in front of me. I had hoped that the intervention of the United States might have saved me. It has not. Instead of it, I meet my fate. Well, well, it is Kismet. I bow to it.”

He smoked away quite cheerfully.

Presently he paused.

“Toomuch,” he said, “kindly go and fetch me a sharp knife, double-edged if possible, but sharp, and a stout bowstring.”

Up to this time I had remained a mere spectator of what had happened. But now I feared that I was on the brink of witnessing an awful tragedy.

“Good heavens, Abdul,” I said, “what are you going to do?”

“Do? Why kill myself, of course,” the Sultan answered, pausing for a moment in an interval of his cheerful smoking. “What else should I do? What else is there to do? I shall first stab myself in the stomach and then throttle myself with the bowstring. In half an hour I shall be in paradise. Toomuch, summon hither from the inner harem Fatima and Falloola; they shall sit beside me and sing to me at the last hour, for I love them well, and later they too shall voyage with me to paradise. See to it that they are both thrown a little later into the Bosphorus, for my heart yearns towards the two of them,” and he added thoughtfully, “especially perhaps towards Fatima, but I have never quite made up my mind.”

The Sultan sat back with a little gurgle of contentment, the rose water bubbling soothingly in the bowl of his pipe.

Then he turned to his secretary again.

“Toomuch,” he said, “you will at the same time send a bowstring to Codfish Pasha, my Chief of War. It is our sign, you know,” he added in explanation to me— “it gives Codfish leave to kill himself. And, Toomuch, send a bowstring also to Beefhash Pasha, my Vizier — good fellow, he will expect it — and to Macpherson Effendi, my financial adviser. Let them all have bowstrings.”

“Stop, stop,” I pleaded. “I don’t understand.”

“Why surely,” said the little man, in evident astonishment, “it is plain enough. What would you do in Canada? When your ministers — as I think you call them — fail and no longer enjoy your support, do you not send them bowstrings?”

“Never,” I said. “They go out of office, but—”

“And they do not disembowel themselves on their retirement?
Have they not that privilege?”

“Never!” I said. “What an idea!”

“The ways of the infidel.” said the little Sultan, calmly resuming his pipe, “are beyond the compass of the true intelligence of the Faithful. Yet I thought it was so even as here. I had read in your newspapers that after your last election your ministers were buried alive — buried under a landslide, was it not? We thought it — here in Turkey — a noble fate for them.”

“They crawled out,” I said.

“Ishmillah!” ejaculated Abdul. “But go, Toomuch. And listen, thou also — for in spite of all thou hast served me well — shalt have a bowstring.”

“Oh, master, master,” cried Toomuch, falling on his knees in gratitude and clutching the sole of Abdul’s slipper. “It is too kind!”

“Nay, nay,” said the Sultan. “Thou hast deserved it. And I will go further. This stranger, too, my governess, this professor, bring also for the professor a bowstring, and a two-bladed knife! All Canada shall rejoice to hear of it. The students shall leap up like young lambs at the honour that will be done. Bring the knife, Toomuch; bring the knife!”

“Abdul,” I said, “Abdul, this is too much. I refuse. I am not fit. The honour is too great.”

“Not so,” said Abdul. “I am still Sultan. I insist upon it. For, listen, I have long penetrated your disguise and your kind design. I saw it from the first. You knew all and came to die with me. It was kindly meant. But you shall die no common death; yours shall be the honour of the double knife — let it be extra sharp, Toomuch — and the bowstring.”

“Abdul,” I urged, “it cannot be. You forget. I have an appointment to be thrown into the Bosphorus.”

“The death of a dog! Never!” cried Abdul. “My will is still law. Toomuch, kill him on the spot. Hit him with the stool, throw the coffee at him—”

But at this moment there were heard loud cries and shouting as in tones of great gladness, in the outer hall of the palace, doors swinging to and fro and the sound of many running feet. One heard above all the call, “It has come! It has come!”

The Sultan looked up quickly.

“Toomuch,” he said eagerly and anxiously, “quick, see what it is. Hurry! hurry! Haste! Do not stay on ceremony. Drink a cup of coffee, give me five cents — fifty cents, anything — and take leave and see what it is.”

But before Toomuch could reply, a turbaned attendant had already burst in through the door unannounced and thrown himself at Abdul’s feet.

“Master! Master!” he cried. “It is here. It has come.” As he spoke he held out in one hand a huge envelope, heavy with seals. I could detect in great letters stamped across it the words, WASHINGTON and OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY OF STATE.

Abdul seized and opened the envelope with trembling hands.

“It is it!” he cried. “It is sent by Smith Pasha, Minister under the Peace of Heaven of the United States. It is the Intervention. I am saved.”

Then there was silence among us, breathless and anxious.

Abdul glanced down the missive, reading it in silence to himself.

“Oh noble,” he murmured. “Oh generous! It is too much.
Too splendid a lot!”

“What does it say?”

“Look,” said the Sultan. “The United States has used its good offices. It has intervened! All is settled. My fate is secure.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, “but what is it?”

“Is it believable?” exclaimed Abdul. “It appears that none of the belligerents cared about me at all. None had designs upon me. The war was not made, as we understood, Toomuch, as an attempt to seize my person. All they wanted was Constantinople. Not me at all!”

“Powerful Allah!” murmured Toomuch. “Why was it not so said?”

“For me,” said the Sultan, still consulting the letter, “great honours are prepared! I am to leave Constantinople — that is the sole condition. It shall then belong to whoever can get it. Nothing could be fairer. It always has. I am to have a safe conduct — is it not noble? — to the United States. No one is to attempt to poison me — is it not generosity itself? — neither on land nor even — mark this especially, Toomuch — on board ship. Nor is anyone to throw me overboard or otherwise transport me to paradise.”

“It passes belief!” murmured Toomuch Koffi. “Allah is indeed good.”

“In the United States itself,” went on Abdul, “or, I should say, themselves, Toomuch, for are they not innumerable? I am to have a position of the highest trust, power and responsibility.”

“Is it really possible?” I said, greatly surprised.

“It is so written,” said the Sultan. “I am to be placed at the head, as the sole head or sovereign of — how is it written? — a Turkish Bath Establishment in New York. There I am to enjoy the same freedom and to exercise just as much — it is so written — exactly as much political power as I do here. Is it not glorious?”

“Allah! Illallah!” cried the secretary.

“You, Toomuch, shall come with me, for there is a post of great importance placed at my disposal — so it is written — under the title of Rubber Down. Toomuch, let our preparations be made at once. Notify Fatima and Falloola. Those two alone shall go, for it is a Christian country and I bow to its prejudices. Two, I understand, is the limit. But we must leave at once.”

The Sultan paused a moment and then looked at me.

“And our good friend here,” he added, “we must leave to get out of this Yildiz Kiosk by whatsoever magic means he came into it.”

Which I did.

And I am assured, by those who know, that the intervention was made good and that Abdul and Toomuch may be seen to this day, or to any other day, moving to and fro in their slippers and turbans in their Turkish Bath Emporium at the corner of Broadway and — 

But stop; that would be saying too much, especially as
Fatima and Falloola occupy the upstairs.

And it is said that Abdul has developed a very special talent for heating up the temperature for his Christian customers.

Moreover, it is the general opinion that, whether or not the Kaiser and such people will get their deserts, Abdul Aziz has his.


In Merry Mexico
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I STOOD UPON the platform of the little deserted railway station of the frontier and looked around at the wide prospect. “So this,” I said to myself, “is Mexico!”

About me was the great plain rolling away to the Sierras in the background. The railroad track traversed it in a thin line. There were no trees — only here and there a clump of cactus or chaparral, a tuft of dog-grass or a few patches of dogwood. At intervals in the distance one could see a hacienda standing in majestic solitude in a cup of the hills. In the blue sky floated little banderillos of white cloud, while a graceful hidalgo appeared poised on a crag on one leg with folded wings, or floated lazily in the sky on one wing with folded legs.

There was a drowsy buzzing of cicadas half asleep in the cactus cups, and, from some hidden depth of the hills far in the distance, the tinkling of a mule bell.

I had seen it all so often in moving pictures that I recognised the scene at once.

“So this is Mexico?” I repeated.

The station building beside me was little more than a wooden shack. Its door was closed. There was a sort of ticket wicket opening at the side, but it too was closed.

But as I spoke thus aloud, the wicket opened. There appeared in it the head and shoulders of a little wizened man, swarthy and with bright eyes and pearly teeth.

He wore a black velvet suit with yellow facings, and a tall straw hat running to a point. I seemed to have seen him a hundred times in comic opera.

“Can you tell me when the next train — ?” I began.

The little man made a gesture of Spanish politeness.

“Welcome to Mexico!” he said.

“Could you tell me — ?” I continued.

“Welcome to our sunny Mexico!” he repeated— “our beautiful, glorious Mexico. Her heart throbs at the sight of you.”

“Would you mind — ?” I began again.

“Our beautiful Mexico, torn and distracted as she is, greets you. In the name of the de facto government, thrice welcome. Su casa!” he added with a graceful gesture indicating the interior of his little shack. “Come in and smoke cigarettes and sleep. Su casa! You are capable of Spanish, is it not?”

“No,” I said, “it is not. But I wanted to know when the next train for the interior—”

“Ah!” he rejoined more briskly. “You address me as a servant of the de facto government. Momentino! One moment!”

He shut the wicket and was gone a long time. I thought he had fallen asleep.

But he reappeared. He had a bundle of what looked like railway time tables, very ancient and worn, in his hand.

“Did you say,” he questioned, “the interior or the exterior?”

“The interior, please.”

“Ah, good, excellent — for the interior.” The little Mexican retreated into his shack and I could hear him murmuring, “For the interior, excellent,” as he moved to and fro.

Presently he reappeared, a look of deep sorrow on his face.

“Alas,” he said, shrugging his shoulders, “I am desolado!
It has gone! The next train has gone!”

“Gone! When?”

“Alas, who can tell? Yesterday, last month? But it has gone.”

“And when will there be another one?” I asked.

“Ha!” he said, resuming a brisk official manner. “I understand. Having missed the next, you propose to take another one. Excellent! What business enterprise you foreigners have! You miss your train! What do you do? Do you abandon your journey? No. Do you sit down — do you weep? No. Do you lose time? You do not.”

“Excuse me,” I said, “but when is there another train?”

“That must depend,” said the little official, and as he spoke he emerged from his house and stood beside me on the platform fumbling among his railway guides. “The first question is, do you propose to take a de facto train or a de jure train?”

“When do they go?” I asked.

“There is a de jure train,” continued the stationmaster, peering into his papers, “at two p.m. A very good train — sleepers and diners — one at four, a through train — sleepers, observation car, dining car, corridor compartments — that also is a de jure train—”

“But what is the difference between the de jure and the de facto?”

“It’s a distinction we generally make in Mexico. The de jure trains are those that ought to go; that is, in theory, they go. The de facto trains are those that actually do go. It is a distinction clearly established in our correspondence with Huedro Huilson.”

“Do you mean Woodrow Wilson?”

“Yes, Huedro Huilson, president — de jure — of the United
States.”

“Oh,” I said. “Now I understand. And when will there be a de facto train?”

“At any moment you like,” said the little official with a bow.

“But I don’t see—”

“Pardon me, I have one here behind the shed on that side track. Excuse me one moment and I will bring it.”

He disappeared and I presently saw him energetically pushing out from behind the shed a little railroad lorry or hand truck.

“Now then,” he said as he shoved his little car on to the main track, “this is the train. Seat yourself. I myself will take you.”

“And how much shall I pay? What is the fare to the interior?” I questioned.

The little man waved the idea aside with a polite gesture.

“The fare,” he said, “let us not speak of it. Let us forget it How much money have you?”

“I have here,” I said, taking out a roll of bills, “fifty dollars—”

“And that is all you have?”

“Yes.”

“Then let that be your fare! Why should I ask more? Were I an American, I might; but in our Mexico, no. What you have we take; beyond that we ask nothing. Let us forget it. Good! And, now, would you prefer to travel first, second, or third class?”

“First class please,” I said.

“Very good. Let it be so.” Here the little man took from his pocket a red label marked FIRST CLASS and tied it on the edge of the hand car. “It is more comfortable,” he said. “Now seat yourself, seize hold of these two handles in front of you. Move them back and forward, thus. Beyond that you need do nothing. The working of the car, other than the mere shoving of the handles, shall be my task. Consider yourself, in fact, senor, as my guest.”

We took our places. I applied myself, as directed, to the handles and the little car moved forward across the plain.

“A glorious prospect,” I said, as I gazed at the broad panorama.

“Magnifico! Is it not?” said my companion. “Alas, my poor Mexico! She want nothing but water to make her the most fertile country of the globe! Water and soil, those only, and she would excel all others. Give her but water, soil, light, heat, capital and labour, and what could she not be! And what do we see? Distraction, revolution, destruction — pardon me, will you please stop the car a moment? I wish to tear up a little of the track behind us.”

I did as directed. My companion descended, and with a little bar that he took from beneath the car unloosed a few of the rails of the light track and laid them beside the road.

“It is our custom,” he explained, as he climbed on board again. “We Mexicans, when we move to and fro, always tear up the track behind us. But what was I saying? Ah, yes — destruction, desolation, alas, our Mexico!”

He looked sadly up at the sky.

“You speak,” I said, “like a patriot. May I ask your name?”

“My name is Raymon,” he answered, with a bow, “Raymon
Domenico y Miraflores de las Gracias.”

“And may I call you simply Raymon?”

“I shall be delirious with pleasure if you will do so,” he answered, “and dare I ask you, in return, your business in our beautiful country?”

The car, as we were speaking, had entered upon a long gentle down-grade across the plain, so that it ran without great effort on my part.

“Certainly,” I said. “I’m going into the interior to see
General Villa!”

At the shock of the name, Raymon nearly fell off the car.

“Villa! General Francesco Villa! It is not possible!”

The little man was shivering with evident fear.

“See him! See Villa! Not possible. Let me show you a picture of him instead? But approach him — it is not possible. He shoots everybody at sight!”

“That’s all right,” I said. “I have a written safe conduct that protects me.”

“From whom?”

“Here,” I said, “look at them — I have two.”

Raymon took the documents I gave him and read aloud:

“‘The bearer is on an important mission connected with American rights in Mexico. If anyone shoots him he will be held to a strict accountability. W. W.’ Ah! Excellent! He will be compelled to send in an itemised account. Excellent! And this other, let me see. ‘If anybody interferes with the bearer, I will knock his face in. T. R.’ Admirable. This is, if anything, better than the other for use in our country. It appeals to our quick Mexican natures. It is, as we say, simpatico. It touches us.”

“It is meant to,” I said.

“And may I ask,” said Raymon, “the nature of your business with Villa?”

“We are old friends,” I answered. “I used to know him years ago when he kept a Mexican cigar store in Buffalo. It occurred to me that I might be able to help the cause of peaceful intervention. I have already had a certain experience in Turkey. I am commissioned to make General Villa an offer.”

“I see,” said Raymon. “In that case, if we are to find Villa let us make all haste forward. And first we must direct ourselves yonder” — he pointed in a vague way towards the mountains— “where we must presently leave our car and go on foot, to the camp of General Carranza.”

“Carranza!” I exclaimed. “But he is fighting Villa!”

“Exactly. It is possible — not certain — but possible, that he knows where Villa is. In our Mexico when two of our generalistas are fighting in the mountains, they keep coming across one another. It is hard to avoid it.”

“Good,” I said. “Let us go forward.”

It was two days later that we reached Carranza’s camp in the mountains.

We found him just at dusk seated at a little table beneath a tree.

His followers were all about, picketing their horses and lighting fires.

The General, buried in a book before him, noticed neither the movements of his own men nor our approach.

I must say that I was surprised beyond measure at his appearance.

The popular idea of General Carranza as a rude bandit chief is entirely erroneous.

I saw before me a quiet, scholarly-looking man, bearing every mark of culture and refinement. His head was bowed over the book in front of him, which I noticed with astonishment and admiration was Todhunter’s Algebra. Close at his hand I observed a work on Decimal Fractions, while, from time to time, I saw the General lift his eyes and glance keenly at a multiplication table that hung on a bough beside him.

“You must wait a few moments,” said an aide-de-camp, who stood beside us. “The General is at work on a simultaneous equation!”

“Is it possible?” I said in astonishment.

The aide-de-camp smiled.

“Soldiering to-day, my dear Senor,” he said, “is an exact science. On this equation will depend our entire food supply for the next week.”

“When will he get it done?” I asked anxiously.

“Simultaneously,” said the aide-de-camp.

The General looked up at this moment and saw us.

“Well?” he asked.

“Your Excellency,” said the aide-de-camp, “there is a stranger here on a visit of investigation to Mexico.”

“Shoot him!” said the General, and turned quickly to his work.

The aide-de-camp saluted.

“When?” he asked.

“As soon as he likes,” said the General.

“You are fortunate, indeed,” said the aide-de-camp, in a tone of animation, as he led me away, still accompanied by Raymon. “You might have been kept waiting round for days. Let us get ready at once. You would like to be shot, would you not, smoking a cigarette, and standing beside your grave? Luckily, we have one ready. Now, if you will wait a moment, I will bring the photographer and his machine. There is still light enough, I think. What would you like it called? The Fate of a Spy? That’s good, isn’t it? Our syndicate can always work up that into a two-reel film. All the rest of it — the camp, the mountains, the general, the funeral and so on — we can do to-morrow without you.”

He was all eagerness as he spoke.

“One moment,” I interrupted. “I am sure there is some mistake. I only wished to present certain papers and get a safe conduct from the General to go and see Villa.”

The aide-de-camp stopped abruptly.

“Ah!” he said. “You are not here for a picture. A thousand pardons. Give me your papers. One moment — I will return to the General and explain.”

He vanished, and Raymon and I waited in the growing dusk.

“No doubt the General supposed,” explained Raymon, as he lighted a cigarette, “that you were here for las machinas, the moving pictures.”

In a few minutes the aide-de-camp returned.

“Come,” he said, “the General will see you now.”

We returned to where we had left Carranza.

The General rose to meet me with outstretched hand and with a gesture of simple cordiality.

“You must pardon my error,” he said.

“Not at all,” I said.

“It appears you do not desire to be shot.”

“Not at present.”

“Later, perhaps,” said the General. “On your return, no doubt, provided,” he added with grave courtesy that sat well on him, “that you do return. My aide-de-camp shall make a note of it. But at present you wish to be guided to Francesco Villa?”

“If it is possible.”

“Quite easy. He is at present near here, in fact much nearer than he has any right to be.” The General frowned. “We found this spot first. The light is excellent and the mountains, as you have seen, are wonderful for our pictures. This is, by every rule of decency, our scenery. Villa has no right to it. This is our Revolution” — the General spoke with rising animation— “not his. When you see the fellow, tell him from me — or tell his manager — that he must either move his revolution further away or, by heaven, I’ll — I’ll use force against him. But stop,” he checked himself. “You wish to see Villa. Good. You have only to follow the straight track over the mountain there. He is just beyond, at the little village in the hollow, El Corazon de las Quertas.”

The General shook hands and seated himself again at his work. The interview was at an end. We withdrew.

The next morning we followed without difficulty the path indicated. A few hours’ walk over the mountain pass brought us to a little straggling village of adobe houses, sleeping drowsily in the sun.

There were but few signs of life in its one street — a mule here and there tethered in the sun, and one or two Mexicans drowsily smoking in the shade.

One building only, evidently newly made, and of lumber, had a decidedly American appearance. Its doorway bore the sign GENERAL OFFICES OF THE COMPANY, and under it the notice KEEP OUT, while on one of its windows was painted GENERAL MANAGER and below it the legend NO ADMISSION, and on the other, SECRETARY’S OFFICE: GO AWAY.

We therefore entered at once.

“General Francesco Villa?” said a clerk, evidently American. “Yes, he’s here all right. At least, this is the office.”

“And where is the General?” I asked.

The clerk turned to an assistant at a desk in a corner of the room.

“Where’s Frank working this morning?” he asked.

“Over down in the gulch,” said the other, turning round for a moment. “There’s an attack on American cavalry this morning.”

“Oh, yes, I forgot,” said the chief clerk. “I thought it was the Indian Massacre, but I guess that’s for to-morrow. Go straight to the end of the street and turn left about half a mile and you’ll find the boys down there.”

We thanked him and withdrew.

We passed across the open plaza, and went down a narrow side road, bordered here and there with adobe houses, and so out into the open country. Here the hills rose again and the road that we followed wound sharply round a turn into a deep gorge, bordered with rocks and sage brush. We had no sooner turned the curve of the road than we came upon a scene of great activity. Men in Mexican costume were running to and fro apparently arranging a sort of barricade at the side of the road. Others seemed to be climbing the rocks on the further side of the gorge, as if seeking points of advantage. I noticed that all were armed with rifles and machetes and presented a formidable appearance. Of Villa himself I could see nothing. But there was a grim reality about the glittering knives, the rifles and the maxim guns that I saw concealed in the sage brush beside the road.

“What is it?” I asked of a man who was standing idle, watching the scene from the same side of the road as ourselves.

“Attack of American cavalry,” he said nonchalantly.

“Here!” I gasped.

“Yep, in about ten minutes: soon as they are ready.”

“Where’s Villa?”

“It’s him they’re attacking. They chase him here, see! This is an ambush. Villa rounds on them right here, and they fight to a finish!”

“Great heavens!” I exclaimed. “How do you know that?”

“Know it? Why because I seen it. Ain’t they been trying it out for three days? Why, I’d be in it myself only I’m off work. Got a sore toe yesterday — horse stepped on it.”

All this was, of course, quite unintelligible to me.

“But it’s right here where they’re going to fight?” I asked.

“Sure,” said the American, as he moved carelessly aside, “as soon as the boss gets it all ready.”

I noticed for the first time a heavy-looking man in an American tweed suit and a white plug hat, moving to and fro and calling out directions with an air of authority.

“Here!” he shouted, “what in h — l are you doing with that machine gun? You’ve got it clean out of focus. Here, Jose, come in closer — that’s right. Steady there now, and don’t forget, at the second whistle you and Pete are dead. Here, you, Pete, how in thunder do you think you can die there? You’re all out of the picture and hidden by that there sage brush. That’s no place to die. And, boys, remember one thing, now, die slow. Ed” — he turned and called apparently to some one invisible behind the rocks— “when them two boys is killed, turn her round on them, slew her round good and get them centre focus. Now then, are you all set? Ready?”

At this moment the speaker turned and saw Raymon and myself.

“Here, youse,” he shouted, “get further back, you’re in the picture. Or, say, no, stay right where you are. You,” he said, pointing to me, “stay right where you are and I’ll give you a dollar to just hold that horror; you understand, just keep on registering it. Don’t do another thing, just register that face.”

His words were meaningless to me. I had never known before that it was possible to make money by merely registering my face.

“No, no,” cried out Raymon, “my friend here is not wanting work. He has a message, a message of great importance for General Villa.”

“Well,” called back the boss, “he’ll have to wait. We can’t stop now. All ready, boys? One — two — now!”

And with that he put a whistle to his lips and blew a long shrill blast.

Then in a moment the whole scene was transformed. Rifle shots rang out from every crag and bush that bordered the gully.

A wild scamper of horses’ hoofs was heard and in a moment there came tearing down the road a whole troop of mounted Mexicans, evidently in flight, for they turned and fired from their saddles as they rode. The horses that carried them were wild with excitement and flecked with foam. The Mexican cavalry men shouted and yelled, brandishing their machetes and firing their revolvers. Here and there a horse and rider fell to the ground in a great whirl of sand and dust. In the thick of the press, a leader of ferocious aspect, mounted upon a gigantic black horse, waved his sombrero about his head.

“Villa — it is Villa!” cried Raymon, tense with excitement.
“Is he not magnifico? But look! Look — the Americanos!
They are coming!”

It was a glorious sight to see them as they rode madly on the heels of the Mexicans — a whole company of American cavalry, their horses shoulder to shoulder, the men bent low in their saddles, their carbines gripped in their hands. They rode in squadrons and in line, not like the shouting, confused mass of the Mexicans — but steady, disciplined, irresistible.

On the right flank in front a grey-haired officer steadied the charging line. The excitement of it was maddening.

“Go to it,” I shouted in uncontrollable emotion. “Your
Mexicans are licked, Raymon, they’re no good!”

“But look!” said Raymon. “See — the ambush, the ambuscada!”

For as they reached the centre of the gorge in front of us the Mexicans suddenly checked their horses, bringing them plunging on their haunches in the dust, and then swung round upon their pursuers, while from every crag and bush at the side of the gorge the concealed riflemen sprang into view — and the sputtering of the machine guns swept the advancing column with a volley.

We could see the American line checked as with the buffet of a great wave, men and horses rolling in the road. Through the smoke one saw the grey-haired leader — dismounted, his uniform torn, his hat gone, but still brandishing his sword and calling his orders to his men, his face as one caught in a flash of sunlight, steady and fearless. His words I could not hear, but one saw the American cavalry, still unbroken, dismount, throw themselves behind their horses, and fire with steady aim into the mass of the Mexicans. We could see the Mexicans in front of where we stood falling thick and fast, in little huddled bundles of colour, kicking the sand. The man Pete had gone down right in the foreground and was breathing out his soul before our eyes.

“Well done,” I shouted. “Go to it, boys! You can lick ’em yet! Hurrah for the United States. Look, Raymon, look! They’ve shot down the crew of the machine guns. See, see, the Mexicans are turning to run. At ’em, boys! They’re waving the American flag! There it is in all the thick of the smoke! Hark! There’s the bugle call to mount again! They’re going to charge again! Here they come!”

As the American cavalry came tearing forward, the Mexicans leaped from their places with gestures of mingled rage and terror as if about to break and run.

The battle, had it continued, could have but one end.

But at this moment we heard from the town behind us the long sustained note of a steam whistle blowing the hour of noon.

In an instant the firing ceased.

The battle stopped. The Mexicans picked themselves up off the ground and began brushing off the dust from their black velvet jackets. The American cavalry reined in their horses. Dead Pete came to life. General Villa and the American leader and a number of others strolled over towards the boss, who stood beside the fence vociferating his comments.

“That won’t do!” he was shouting. “That won’t do! Where in blazes was that infernal Sister of Mercy? Miss Jenkinson!” and he called to a tall girl, whom I now noticed for the first time among the crowd, wearing a sort of khaki costume and a short skirt and carrying a water bottle in a strap. “You never got into the picture at all. I want you right in there among the horses, under their feet.”

“Land sakes!” said the Sister of Mercy. “You ain’t no right to ask me to go in there among them horses and be trampled.”

“Ain’t you paid to be trampled?” said the manager angrily. Then as he caught sight of Villa he broke off and said: “Frank, you boys done fine. It’s going to be a good act, all right. But it ain’t just got the right amount of ginger in it yet. We’ll try her over once again, anyway.”

“Now, boys,” he continued, calling out to the crowd with a voice like a megaphone, “this afternoon at three-thirty — Hospital scene. I only want the wounded, the doctors and the Sisters of Mercy. All the rest of youse is free till ten to-morrow — for the Indian Massacre. Everybody up for that.”

It was an hour or two later that I had my interview with Villa in a back room of the little posada, or inn, of the town. The General had removed his ferocious wig of straight black hair, and substituted a check suit for his warlike costume. He had washed the darker part of the paint off his face — in fact, he looked once again the same Frank Villa that I used to know when he kept his Mexican cigar store in Buffalo.

“Well, Frank,” I said, “I’m afraid I came down here under a misunderstanding.”

“Looks like it,” said the General, as he rolled a cigarette.

“And you wouldn’t care to go back even for the offer that
I am commissioned to make — your old job back again, and
half the profits on a new cigar to be called the Francesco
Villa?”

The General shook his head.

“It sounds good, all right,” he said, “but this moving-picture business is better.”

“I see,” I said, “I hadn’t understood. I thought there really was a revolution here in Mexico.”

“No,” said Villa, shaking his head, “been no revolution down here for years — not since Diaz. The picture companies came in and took the whole thing over; they made us a fair offer — so much a reel straight out, and a royalty, and let us divide up the territory as we liked. The first film we done was the bombardment of Vera Cruz. Say, that was a dandy; did you see it?”

“No,” I said.

“They had us all in that,” he continued. “I done an American Marine. Lots of people think it all real when they see it.”

“Why,” I said, “nearly everybody does. Even the President—”

“Oh, I guess he knows,” said Villa, “but, you see, there’s tons of money in it and it’s good for business, and he’s too decent a man to give It away. Say, I heard the boy saying there’s a war in Europe. I wonder what company got that up, eh? But I don’t believe it’ll draw. There ain’t the scenery for it that we have in Mexico.”

“Alas!” murmured Raymon. “Our beautiful Mexico. To what is she fallen! Needing only water, air, light and soil to make her—”

“Come on, Raymon,” I said, “let’s go home.”


Over the Grape Juice; or, The Peacemakers
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Characters

MR. W. JENNINGS BRYAN.
DR. DAVID STARR JORDAN.
A PHILANTHROPIST.
MR. NORMAN ANGELL.
A LADY PACIFIST.
A NEGRO PRESIDENT.
AN EMINENT DIVINE.
THE MAN ON THE STREET.
THE GENERAL PUBLIC.
And many others.

“War,” said the Negro President of Haiti, “is a sad spectacle. It shames our polite civilisation.”

As he spoke, he looked about him at the assembled company around the huge dinner table, glittering with cut glass and white linen, and brilliant with hot-house flowers.

“A sad spectacle,” he repeated, rolling his big eyes in his black and yellow face that was melancholy with the broken pathos of the African race.

The occasion was a notable one. It was the banquet of the Peacemakers’ Conference of 1917 and the company gathered about the board was as notable as it was numerous.

At the head of the table the genial Mr. Jennings Bryan presided as host, his broad countenance beaming with amiability, and a tall flagon of grape juice standing beside his hand. A little further down the table one saw the benevolent head and placid physiognomy of Mr. Norman Angell, bowed forward as if in deep calculation. Within earshot of Mr. Bryan, but not listening to him, one recognised without the slightest difficulty Dr. David Starr Jordan, the distinguished ichthyologist and director in chief of the World’s Peace Foundation, while the bland features of a gentleman from China, and the presence of a yellow delegate from the Mosquito Coast, gave ample evidence that the company had been gathered together without reference to colour, race, religion, education, or other prejudices whatsoever.

But it would be out of the question to indicate by name the whole of the notable assemblage. Indeed, certain of the guests, while carrying in their faces and attitudes something strangely and elusively familiar, seemed in a sense to be nameless, and to represent rather types and abstractions than actual personalities. Such was the case, for instance, with a female member of the company, seated in a place of honour near the host, whose demure garb and gentle countenance seemed to indicate her as a Lady Pacifist, but denied all further identification. The mild, ecclesiastical features of a second guest, so entirely Christian in its expression as to be almost devoid of expression altogether, marked him at once as An Eminent Divine, but, while puzzlingly suggestive of an actual and well-known person, seemed to elude exact recognition. His accent, when he presently spoke, stamped him as British and his garb was that of the Established Church. Another guest appeared to answer to the general designation of Capitalist or Philanthropist, and seemed from his prehensile grasp upon his knife and fork to typify the Money Power. In front of this guest, doubtless with a view of indicating his extreme wealth and the consideration in which he stood, was placed a floral decoration representing a broken bank, with the figure of a ruined depositor entwined among the debris.

Of these nameless guests, two individuals alone, from the very significance of their appearance, from their plain dress, unsuited to the occasion, and from the puzzled expression of their faces, seemed out of harmony with the galaxy of distinction which surrounded them. They seemed to speak only to one another, and even that somewhat after the fashion of an appreciative chorus to what the rest of the company was saying; while the manner in which they rubbed their hands together and hung upon the words of the other speakers in humble expectancy seemed to imply that they were present in the hope of gathering rather than shedding light. To these two humble and obsequious guests no attention whatever was paid, though it was understood, by those who knew, that their names were The General Public and the Man on the Street.

“A sad spectacle,” said the Negro President, and he sighed as he spoke. “One wonders if our civilisation, if our moral standards themselves, are slipping from us.” Then half in reverie, or as if overcome by the melancholy of his own thought, he lifted a spoon from the table and slid it gently into the bosom of his faded uniform.

“Put back that spoon!” called The Lady Pacifist sharply.

“Pardon!” said the Negro President humbly, as he put it back. The humiliation of generations of servitude was in his voice.

“Come, come,” exclaimed Mr. Jennings Bryan cheerfully, “try a little more of the grape juice?”

“Does it intoxicate?” asked the President.

“Never,” answered Mr. Bryan. “Rest assured of that. I can guarantee it. The grape is picked in the dark. It is then carried, still in the dark, to the testing room. There every particle of alcohol is removed. Try it.”

“Thank you,” said the President. “I am no longer thirsty.”

“Will anybody have some more of the grape juice?” asked
Mr. Bryan, running his eye along the ranks of the guests.

No one spoke.

“Will anybody have some more ground peanuts?”

No one moved.

“Or does anybody want any more of the shredded tan bark? No? Or will somebody have another spoonful of sunflower seeds?”

There was still no sign of assent.

“Very well, then,” said Mr. Bryan, “the banquet, as such, is over, and we now come to the more serious part of our business. I need hardly tell you that we are here for a serious purpose. We are here to do good. That I know is enough to enlist the ardent sympathy of everybody present.”

There was a murmur of assent.

“Personally,” said The Lady Pacifist, “I do nothing else.”

“Neither do I,” said the guest who has been designated The Philanthropist, “whether I am producing oil, or making steel, or building motor-cars.”

“Does he build motor-cars?” whispered the humble person called The Man in the Street to his fellow, The General Public.

“All great philanthropists do things like that,” answered his friend. “They do it as a social service so as to benefit humanity; any money they make is just an accident. They don’t really care about it a bit. Listen to him. He’s going to say so.”

“Indeed, our business itself,” The Philanthropist continued, while his face lighted up with unselfish enthusiasm, “our business itself—”

“Hush, hush!” said Mr. Bryan gently. “We know—”

“Our business itself,” persisted The Philanthropist, “is one great piece of philanthropy.”

Tears gathered in his eyes.

“Come, come,” said Mr. Bryan firmly, “we must get to business. Our friend here,” he continued, turning to the company at large and indicating the Negro President on his right, “has come to us in great distress. His beautiful island of Haiti is and has been for many years overwhelmed in civil war. Now he learns that not only Haiti, but also Europe is engulfed in conflict. He has heard that we are making proposals for ending the war — indeed, I may say are about to declare that the war in Europe must stop — I think I am right, am I not, my friends?”

There was a general chorus of assent.

“Naturally then,” continued Mr. Bryan, “our friend the President of Haiti, who is overwhelmed with grief at what has been happening in his island, has come to us for help. That is correct, is it not?”

“That’s it, gentlemen,” said the Negro President, in a voice of some emotion, wiping the sleeve of his faded uniform across his eyes. “The situation is quite beyond my control. In fact,” he added, shaking his head pathetically as he relapsed into more natural speech, “dis hyah chile, gen’l’n, is clean done beat with it. Dey ain’t doin’ nuffin’ on the island but shootin’, burnin’, and killin’ somethin’ awful. Lawd a massy! it’s just like a real civilised country, all right, now. Down in our island we coloured people is feeling just as bad as youse did when all them poor white folks was murdered on the Lusitania!”

But the Negro President had no sooner used the words “Murdered on the Lusitania,” than a chorus of dissent and disapproval broke out all down the table.

“My dear sir, my dear sir,” protested Mr. Bryan, “pray moderate your language a little, if you please. Murdered? Oh, dear, dear me, how can we hope to advance the cause of peace if you insist on using such terms?”

“Ain’t it that? Wasn’t it murder?” asked the President, perplexed.

“We are all agreed here,” said The Lady Pacifist, “that it is far better to call it an incident. We speak of the ‘Lusitania Incident,’” she added didactically, “just as one speaks of the Arabic Incident, and the Cavell Incident, and other episodes of the sort. It makes it so much easier to forget.”

“True, quite true,” murmured The Eminent Divine, “and then one must remember that there are always two sides to everything. There are two sides to murder. We must not let ourselves forget that there is always the murderer’s point of view to consider.”

But by this time the Negro President was obviously confused and out of his depth. The conversation had reached a plane of civilisation which was beyond his reach.

The genial Mr. Bryan saw fit to come to his rescue.

“Never mind,” said Mr. Bryan soothingly. “Our friends here, will soon settle all your difficulties for you. I’m going to ask them, one after the other, to advise you. They will tell you the various means that they are about to apply to stop the war in Europe, and you may select any that you like for your use in Haiti. We charge you nothing for it, except of course your fair share of the price of this grape juice and the shredded nuts.”

The President nodded.

“I am going to ask our friend on my right” — and here Mr.
Bryan indicated The Lady Pacifist— “to speak first.”

There was a movement of general expectancy and the two obsequious guests at the foot of the table, of whom mention has been made, were seen to nudge one another and whisper, “Isn’t this splendid?”

“You are not asking me to speak first merely because I am a woman?” asked The Lady Pacifist.

“Oh no,” said Mr. Bryon, with charming tact.

“Very good,” said the lady, adjusting her glasses. “As for stopping the war, I warn you, as I have warned the whole world, that it may be too late. They should have called me in sooner. That was the mistake. If they had sent for me at once and had put my picture in the papers both in England and Germany, with the inscription ‘The True Woman of To-day,’ I doubt if any of the men who looked at it would have felt that it was worth while to fight. But, as things are, the only advice I can give is this. Everybody is wrong (except me). The Germans are a very naughty people. But the Belgians are worse. It was very, very wicked of the Germans to bombard the houses of the Belgians. But how naughty of the Belgians to go and sit in their houses while they were bombarded. It is to that that I attribute — with my infallible sense of justice — the dreadful loss of life. So you see the only conclusion that I can reach is that everybody is very naughty and that the only remedy would be to appoint me a committee — me and a few others, though the others don’t really matter — to make a proper settlement. I hope I make myself clear.”

The Negro President shook his head and looked mystified.

“Us coloured folks,” he said, “wouldn’t quite understand that. We done got the idea that sometimes there’s such a thing as a quarrel that is right and just.” The President’s melancholy face lit up with animation and his voice rose to the sonorous vibration of the negro preacher. “We learn that out of the Bible, we coloured folks — we learn to smite the ungodly—”

“Pray, pray,” said Mr. Bryan soothingly, “don’t introduce religion, let me beg of you. That would be fatal. We peacemakers are all agreed that there must be no question of religion raised.”

“Exactly so,” murmured The Eminent Divine, “my own feelings exactly. The name of — of — the Deity should never be brought in. It inflames people. Only a few weeks ago I was pained and grieved to the heart to hear a woman in one of our London streets raving that the German Emperor was a murderer. Her child had been killed that night by a bomb from a Zeppelin; she had its body in a cloth hugged to her breast as she talked — thank heaven, they keep these things out of the newspapers — and she was calling down God’s vengeance on the Emperor. Most deplorable! Poor creature, unable, I suppose, to realise the Emperor’s exalted situation, his splendid lineage, the wonderful talent with which he can draw pictures of the apostles with one hand while he writes an appeal to his Mohammedan comrades with the other. I dined with him once,” he added, in modest afterthought.

“I dined with him, too,” said Dr. Jordan. “I shall never forget the impression he made. As he entered the room accompanied by his staff, the Emperor looked straight at me and said to one of his aides, ‘Who is this?’ ‘This is Dr. Jordan,’ said the officer. The Emperor put out his hand. ‘So this is Dr. Jordan,’ he said. I never witnessed such an exhibition of brain power in my life. He had seized my name in a moment and held it for three seconds with all the tenaciousness of a Hohenzollern.

“But may I,” continued the Director of the World’s Peace, “add a word to what has been said to make it still clearer to our friend? I will try to make it as simple as one of my lectures in Ichthyology. I know of nothing simpler than that.”

Everybody murmured assent. The Negro President put his hand to his ear.

“Theology?” he said.

“Ichthyology,” said Dr. Jordan. “It is better. But just listen to this. War is waste. It destroys the tissues. It is exhausting and fatiguing and may in extreme cases lead to death.”

The learned gentleman sat back in his seat and took a refreshing drink of rain water from a glass beside him, while a murmur of applause ran round the table. It was known and recognised that the speaker had done more than any living man to establish the fact that war is dangerous, that gunpowder, if heated, explodes, that fire burns, that fish swim, and other great truths without which the work of the peace endowment would appear futile.

“And now,” said Mr. Bryan, looking about him with the air of a successful toastmaster, “I am going to ask our friend here to give us his views.”

Renewed applause bore witness to the popularity of The Philanthropist, whom Mr. Bryan had indicated with a wave of his hand.

The Philanthropist cleared his throat.

“In our business—” he began.

Mr. Bryan plucked him gently by the sleeve.

“Never mind your business just now,” he whispered.

The Philanthropist bowed in assent and continued:

“I will come at once to the subject. My own feeling is that the true way to end war is to try to spread abroad in all directions goodwill and brotherly love.”

“Hear, hear!” cried the assembled company.

“And the great way to inspire brotherly love all round is to keep on getting richer and richer till you have so much money that every one loves you. Money, gentlemen, is a glorious thing.”

At this point, Mr. Norman Angell, who had remained silent hitherto, raised his head from his chest and murmured drowsily:

“Money, money, there isn’t anything but money. Money is the only thing there is. Money and property, property and money. If you destroy it, it is gone; if you smash it, it isn’t there. All the rest is a great illus—”

And with this he dozed off again into silence.

“Our poor Angell is asleep again,” said The Lady Pacifist.

Mr. Bryan shook his head.

“He’s been that way ever since the war began — sleeps all the time, and keeps muttering that there isn’t any war, that people only imagine it, in fact that it is all an illusion. But I fear we are interrupting you,” he added, turning to The Philanthropist.

“I was just saying,” continued that gentleman, “that you can do anything with money. You can stop a war with it if you have enough of it, in ten minutes. I don’t care what kind of war it is, or what the people are fighting for, whether they are fighting for conquest or fighting for their homes and their children. I can stop it, stop it absolutely by my grip on money, without firing a shot or incurring the slightest personal danger.”

The Philanthropist spoke with the greatest emphasis, reaching out his hand and clutching his fingers in the air.

“Yes, gentlemen,” he went on, “I am speaking here not of theories but of facts. This is what I am doing and what I mean to do. You’ve no idea how amenable people are, especially poor people, struggling people, those with ties and responsibilities, to the grip of money. I went the other day to a man I know, the head of a bank, where I keep a little money — just a fraction of what I make, gentlemen, a mere nothing to me but everything to this man because he is still not rich and is only fighting his way up. ‘Now,’ I said to him, ‘you are English, are you not?’ ‘Yes, sir,’ he answered. ‘And I understand you mean to help along the loan to England with all the power of your bank.’ ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I mean it and I’ll do it.’ ‘Then I’ll tell you what,’ I said, ‘you lend one penny, or help to lend one penny, to the people of England or the people of France, and I’ll break you, I’ll grind you into poverty — you and your wife and children and all that belongs to you.’”

The Philanthropist had spoken with so great an intensity that there was a deep stillness over the assembled company. The Negro President had straightened up in his seat, and as he looked at the speaker there was something in his erect back and his stern face and the set of his faded uniform that somehow turned him, African though he was, into a soldier.

“Sir,” he said, with his eye riveted on the speaker’s face, “what happened to that banker man?”

“The fool!” said The Philanthropist. “He wouldn’t hear — he defied me — he said that there wasn’t money enough in all my business to buy the soul of a single Englishman. I had his directors turn him from his bank that day, and he’s enlisted, the scoundrel, and is gone to the war. But his wife and family are left behind; they shall learn what the grip of the money power is — learn it in misery and poverty.”

“My good sir,” said the Negro President slowly and impressively, “do you know why your plan of stopping war wouldn’t work in Haiti?”

“No,” said The Philanthropist.

“Because our black people there would kill you. Whichever side they were on, whatever they thought of the war, they would take a man like you and lead you out into the town square, and stand you up against the side of an adobe house, and they’d shoot you. Come down to Haiti, if you doubt my words, and try it.”

“Thank you,” said The Philanthropist, resuming his customary manner of undisturbed gentleness, “I don’t think I will. I don’t think somehow that I could do business in Haiti.”

The passage at arms between the Negro President and The Philanthropist had thrown a certain confusion into the hitherto agreeable gathering. Even The Eminent Divine was seen to be slowly shaking his head from side to side, an extreme mark of excitement which he never permitted himself except under stress of passion. The two humble guests at the foot of the table were visibly perturbed. “Say, I don’t like that about the banker,” squeaked one of them. “That ain’t right, eh what? I don’t like it.”

Mr. Bryan was aware that the meeting was in danger of serious disorder. He rapped loudly on the table for attention. When he had at last obtained silence, he spoke.

“I have kept my own views to the last,” he said, “because I cannot but feel that they possess a peculiar importance. There is, my dear friends, every prospect that within a measurable distance of time I shall be able to put them into practice. I am glad to be able to announce to you the practical certainty that four years from now I shall be President of the United States.”

At this announcement the entire company broke into spontaneous and heartfelt applause. It had long been felt by all present that Mr. Bryan was certain to be President of the United States if only he ran for the office often enough, but that the glad moment had actually arrived seemed almost too good for belief.

“Yes, my friends,” continued the genial host, “I have just had a communication from my dear friend Wilson, in which he tells me that he, himself, will never contest the office again. The Presidency, he says, interfered too much with his private life. In fact, I am authorised to state in confidence that his wife forbids him to run.”

“But, my dear Jennings,” interposed Dr. Jordan thoughtfully, “what about Mr. Hughes and Colonel Roosevelt?”

“In that quarter my certainty in the matter is absolute. I have calculated it out mathematically that I am bound to obtain, in view of my known principles, the entire German vote — which carries with it all the great breweries of the country — the whole Austrian vote, all the Hungarians of the sugar refineries, the Turks; in fact, my friends, I am positive that Roosevelt, if he dares to run, will carry nothing but the American vote!”

Loud applause greeted this announcement.

“And now let me explain my plan, which I believe is shared by a great number of sane, and other, pacifists in the country. All the great nations of the world will be invited to form a single international force consisting of a fleet so powerful and so well equipped that no single nation will dare to bid it defiance.”

Mr. Bryan looked about him with a glance of something like triumph. The whole company, and especially the Negro President, were now evidently interested. “Say,” whispered The General Public to his companion, “this sounds like the real thing? Eh, what? Isn’t he a peach of a thinker?”

“What flag will your fleet fly?” asked the Negro President.

“The flags of all nations,” said Mr. Bryan.

“Where will you get your sailors?”

“From all the nations,” said Mr. Bryan, “but the uniform will be all the same, a plain white blouse with blue insertions, and white duck trousers with the word PEACE stamped across the back of them in big letters. This will help to impress the sailors with the almost sacred character of their functions.”

“But what will the fleet’s functions be?” asked the
President.

“Whenever a quarrel arises,” explained Mr. Bryan, “it will be submitted to a Board. Who will be on this Board, in addition to myself, I cannot as yet say. But it’s of no consequence. Whenever a case is submitted to the Board it will think it over for three years. It will then announce its decision — if any. After that, if any one nation refuses to submit, its ports will be bombarded by the Peace Fleet.”

Rapturous expressions of approval greeted Mr. Bryan’s explanation.

“But I don’t understand,” said the Negro President, turning his puzzled face to Mr. Bryan. “Would some of these ships be British ships?”

“Oh, certainly. In view of the dominant size of the
British Navy about one-quarter of all the ships would be
British ships.”

“And the sailors British sailors?”

“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Bryan, “except that they would be wearing international breeches — a most important point.”

“And if the Board, made up of all sorts of people, were to give a decision against England, then these ships — British ships with British sailors — would be sent to bombard England itself.”

“Exactly,” said Mr. Bryan. “Isn’t it beautifully simple? And to guarantee its working properly,” he continued, “just in case we have to use the fleet against England, we’re going to ask Admiral Jellicoe himself to take command.”

The Negro President slowly shook his head.

“Marse Bryan,” he said, “you notice what I say. I know Marse Jellicoe. I done seen him lots of times when he was just a lieutenant, down in the harbour of Port au Prince. If youse folks put up this proposition to Marse Jellicoe, he’ll just tell the whole lot of you to go plumb to—”

But the close of the sentence was lost by a sudden interruption. A servant entered with a folded telegram in his hand.

“For me?” said Mr. Bryan, with a winning smile.

“For the President of Haiti, sir,” said the man.

The President took the telegram and opened it clumsily with his finger and thumb amid a general silence. Then he took from his pocket and adjusted a huge pair of spectacles with a horn rim and began to read.

“Well, I ‘clare to goodness!” he said.

“Who is it from ?” said Mr. Bryan. “Is it anything about me?”

The Negro President shook his head.

“It’s from Haiti,” he said, “from my military secretary.”

“Read it, read it,” cried the company.

“Come back home right away,” read out the Negro President, word by word. “Everything is all right again. Joint British and American Naval Squadron came into harbour yesterday, landed fifty bluejackets and one midshipman. Perfect order. Banks open. Bars open. Mule cars all running again. Things fine. Going to have big dance at your palace. Come right back.”

The Negro President paused.

“Gentlemen,” he said, in a voice of great and deep relief, “this lets me out. I guess I won’t stay for the rest of the discussion. I’ll start for Haiti. I reckon there’s something in this Armed Force business after all.”


The White House from Without In
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Being Extracts from the Diary of a President of the United
States.

MONDAY. Rose early. Swept out the White House. Cooked breakfast. Prayers. Sat in the garden reading my book on Congressional Government. What a wonderful thing it is! Why doesn’t Congress live up to it? Certainly a lovely morning. Sat for some time thinking how beautiful the world is. I defy anyone to make a better. Afterwards determined to utter this defiance publicly and fearlessly. Shall put in list of fearless defiances for July speeches. Shall probably use it in Oklahoma.

9.30 a.m. Bad news. British ship Torpid torpedoed by a torpedo. Tense atmosphere all over Washington. Retreated instantly to the pigeon-house and shut the door. I must think. At all costs. And no one shall hurry me.

10 a.m. Have thought. Came out of pigeon-house. It is all right. I wonder I didn’t think of it sooner. The point is perfectly simple. If Admiral Tirpitz torpedoed the Torpid with a torpedo, where’s the torpedo Admiral Tirpitz torped? In other words, how do they know it’s a torpedo? The idea seems absolutely overwhelming. Wrote notes at once to England and to Germany.

11 a.m. Gave out my idea to the Ass Press. Tense feeling at Washington vanished instantly and utterly. Feeling now loose. In fact everything splendid. Money became easy at once. Marks rose. Exports jumped. Gold reserve swelled.

3 p.m. Slightly bad news. Appears there is trouble in the Island of Piccolo Domingo. Looked it up on map. Is one of the smaller West Indies. We don’t own it. I imagine Roosevelt must have overlooked it. An American has been in trouble there: was refused a drink after closing time and burnt down saloon. Is now in jail. Shall send at once our latest battleship — the Woodrow — new design, both ends alike, escorted by double-ended coal barges the Wilson, the President, the Professor and the Thinker. Shall take firm stand on American rights. Piccolo Domingo must either surrender the American alive, or give him to us dead.

TUESDAY. A lovely day. Rose early. Put flowers in all the vases. Laid a wreath of early japonica beside my egg-cup on the breakfast table. Cabinet to morning prayers and breakfast. Prayed for better guidance.

9 a.m. Trouble, bad trouble. First of all Roosevelt has an interview in the morning papers in which he asks why I don’t treat Germany as I treat Piccolo Domingo. Now, what a fool question! Can’t he see why? Roosevelt never could see reason. Bryan also has an interview: wants to know why I don’t treat Piccolo Domingo as I treat Germany? Doesn’t he know why?

Result: strained feeling in Washington. Morning mail bad.

10 a.m. British Admiralty communication. To the pigeon-house at once. They offer to send piece of torpedo, fragment of ship and selected portions of dead American citizens.

Have come out of pigeon-house. Have cabled back: How do they know it is a torpedo, how do they know it is a fragment, how do they know he was an American who said he was dead?

My answer has helped. Feeling in Washington easier at once. General buoyancy. Loans and discounts doubled.

As I expected — a note from Germany. Chancellor very explicit. Says not only did they not torpedo the Torpid, but that on the day (whenever it was) that the steamer was torpedoed they had no submarines at sea, no torpedoes in their submarines, and nothing really explosive in their torpedoes. Offers, very kindly, to fill in the date of sworn statement as soon as we furnish accurate date of incident. Adds that his own theory is that the Torpid was sunk by somebody throwing rocks at it from the shore. Wish, somehow, that he had not added this argument.

More bad news: Further trouble in Mexico. Appears General Villa is not dead. He has again crossed the border, shot up a saloon and retreated to the mountains of Huahuapaxtapetl. Have issued instructions to have the place looked up on the map and send the whole army to it, but without in any way violating the neutrality of Mexico.

Late cables from England. Two more ships torpedoed. American passenger lost. Name of Roosevelt. Christian name not Theodore but William. Cabled expression of regret.

WEDNESDAY. Rose sad at heart. Did not work in garden. Tried to weed a little grass along the paths but simply couldn’t. This is a cruel job. How was it that Roosevelt grew stout on it? His nature must be different from mine. What a miserable nature he must have.

Received delegations. From Kansas, on the prospect of the corn crop: they said the number of hogs in Kansas will double. Congratulated them. From Idaho, on the blight on the root crop: they say there will soon not be a hog left in Idaho. Expressed my sorrow. From Michigan, beet sugar growers urging a higher percentage of sugar in beets. Took firm stand: said I stand where I stood and I stood where I stand. They went away dazzled, delighted.

Mail and telegrams. British Admiralty. Torpid Incident. Send further samples. Fragment of valise, parts of cow-hide trunk (dead passenger’s luggage) which, they say, could not have been made except in Nevada.

Cabled that the incident is closed and that I stand where I stood and that I am what I am. Situation in Washington relieved at once. General feeling that I shall not make war.

Second Cable from England. The Two New Cases. Claim both ships torpedoed. Offer proofs. Situation very grave. Feeling in Washington very tense. Roosevelt out with a signed statement, What will the President Do? Surely he knows what I will do.

Cables from Germany. Chancellor now positive as to Torpid. Sworn evidence that she was sunk by some one throwing a rock. Sample of rock to follow. Communication also from Germany regarding the New Cases. Draws attention to fact that all of the crews who were not drowned were saved. An important point. Assures this government that everything ascertainable will be ascertained, but that pending juridical verification any imperial exemplification must be held categorically allegorical. How well these Germans write!

THURSDAY. A dull morning. Up early and read Congressional Government. Breakfast. Prayers. We prayed for the United States, for the citizens, for the Congress (both houses, especially the Senate), and for the Cabinet. Is there any one else?

Trouble. Accident to naval flotilla en route to Piccolo Domingo. The new battleship the Woodrow has broken down. Fault in structure. Tried to go with both ends first. Appeared impossible. Went sideways a little and is sinking. Wireless from the barges the Wilson, the Thinker and others. They are standing by. They wire that they will continue to stand by. Why on earth do they do that? Shall cable them to act.

Feeling in Washington gloomy.

FRIDAY. Rose early and tried to sweep out the White House.
Had little heart for it. The dust gathers in the corners.
How did Roosevelt manage to keep it so clean? An idea!
I must get a vacuum cleaner! But where can I get a vacuum?
Took my head in my hands and thought: problem solved.
Can get the vacuum all right.

Good news. Villa dead again. Feeling in Washington relieved.

Trouble. Ship torpedoed. News just came from the French Government. Full-rigged ship, the Ping-Yan, sailing out of Ping Pong, French Cochin China, and cleared for Hoo-Ra, Indo-Arabia. No American citizens on board, but one American citizen with ticket left behind on wharf at Ping Pong. Claims damages. Complicated case. Feeling in Washington much disturbed. Sterling exchange fell and wouldn’t get up. French Admiralty urge treaty of 1778. German Chancellor admits torpedoing ship but denies that it was full-rigged. Captain of submarine drew picture of ship as it sank. His picture unlike any known ship of French navy.

SATURDAY. A day of trouble. Villa came to life and crossed the border. Our army looking for him in Mexico: inquiry by wire, are they authorised to come back? General Carranza asks leave to invade Canada. Piccolo Domingo expedition has failed. The Woodrow is still sinking. The President and the Thinker cable that they are still standing by and will continue to stand where they have stood. British Admiralty sending shipload of fragments. German Admiralty sending shipload of affidavits. Feeling in Washington depressed to the lowest depths. Sterling sinking. Marks falling. Exports dwindling.

An idea: Is this job worth while? I wonder if Billy Sunday would take it?

Spent the evening watering the crocuses. Whoever is here a year from now is welcome to them. They tell me that Hughes hates crocuses. Watered them very carefully.

SUNDAY. Good news! Just heard from Princeton University. I am to come back, and everything will be forgiven and forgotten.

Timid Thoughts on Timely Topics


Are the Rich Happy?
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LET ME ADMIT at the outset that I write this essay without adequate material. I have never known, I have never seen, any rich people. Very often I have thought that I had found them. But it turned out that it was not so. They were not rich at all. They were quite poor. They were hard up. They were pushed for money. They didn’t know where to turn for ten thousand dollars.

In all the cases that I have examined this same error has crept in. I had often imagined, from the fact of people keeping fifteen servants, that they were rich. I had supposed that because a woman rode down town in a limousine to buy a fifty-dollar hat, she must be well to do. Not at all. All these people turn out on examination to be not rich. They are cramped. They say it themselves. Pinched, I think, is the word they use. When I see a glittering group of eight people in a stage box at the opera, I know that they are all pinched. The fact that they ride home in a limousine has nothing to do with it.

A friend of mine who has ten thousand dollars a year told me the other day with a sigh that he found it quite impossible to keep up with the rich. On his income he couldn’t do it. A family that I know who have twenty thousand a year have told me the same thing. They can’t keep up with the rich. There is no use trying. A man that I respect very much who has an income of fifty thousand dollars a year from his law practice has told me with the greatest frankness that he finds it absolutely impossible to keep up with the rich. He says it is better to face the brutal fact of being poor. He says he can only give me a plain meal, what he calls a home dinner — it takes three men and two women to serve it — and he begs me to put up with it.

As far as I remember, I have never met Mr. Carnegie. But I know that if I did he would tell me that he found it quite impossible to keep up with Mr. Rockefeller. No doubt Mr. Rockefeller has the same feeling.

On the other hand there are, and there must be rich people, somewhere. I run across traces of them all the time. The janitor in the building where I work has told me that he has a rich cousin in England who is in the South-Western Railway and gets ten pounds a week. He says the railway wouldn’t know what to do without him. In the same way the lady who washes at my house has a rich uncle. He lives in Winnipeg and owns his own house, clear, and has two girls at the high school.

But these are only reported cases of richness. I cannot vouch for them myself.

When I speak therefore of rich people and discuss whether they are happy, it is understood that I am merely drawing my conclusions from the people whom I see and know.

My judgment is that the rich undergo cruel trials and bitter tragedies of which the poor know nothing.

In the first place I find that the rich suffer perpetually from money troubles. The poor sit snugly at home while sterling exchange falls ten points in a day. Do they care? Not a bit. An adverse balance of trade washes over the nation like a flood. Who have to mop it up? The rich. Call money rushes up to a hundred per cent, and the poor can still sit and laugh at a ten cent moving picture show and forget it.

But the rich are troubled by money all the time.

I know a man, for example — his name is Spugg — whose private bank account was overdrawn last month twenty thousand dollars. He told me so at dinner at his club, with apologies for feeling out of sorts. He said it was bothering him. He said he thought it rather unfair of his bank to have called his attention to it. I could sympathise, in a sort of way, with his feelings. My own account was overdrawn twenty cents at the time. I knew that if the bank began calling in overdrafts it might be my turn next. Spugg said he supposed he’d have to telephone his secretary in the morning to sell some bonds and cover it. It seemed an awful thing to have to do. Poor people are never driven to this sort of thing. I have known cases of their having to sell a little furniture, perhaps, but imagine having to sell the very bonds out of one’s desk. There’s a bitterness about it that the poor man can never know.

With this same man, Mr. Spugg, I have often talked of the problem of wealth. He is a self-made man and he has told me again and again that the wealth he has accumulated is a mere burden to him. He says that he was much happier when he had only the plain, simple things of life. Often as I sit at dinner with him over a meal of nine courses, he tells me how much he would prefer a plain bit of boiled pork with a little mashed turnip. He says that if he had his way he would make his dinner out of a couple of sausages, fried with a bit of bread. I forgot what it is that stands in his way. I have seen Spugg put aside his glass of champagne — or his glass after he had drunk his champagne — with an expression of something like contempt. He says that he remembers a running creek at the back of his father’s farm where he used to lie at full length upon the grass and drink his fill. Champagne, he says, never tasted like that. I have suggested that he should lie on his stomach on the floor of the club and drink a saucerful of soda water. But he won’t.

I know well that my friend Spugg would be glad to be rid of his wealth altogether, if such a thing were possible. Till I understood about these things, I always imagined that wealth could be given away. It appears that it cannot. It is a burden that one must carry. Wealth, if one has enough of it, becomes a form of social service. One regards it as a means of doing good to the world, of helping to brighten the lives of others — in a word, a solemn trust. Spugg has often talked with me so long and so late on this topic — the duty of brightening the lives of others — that the waiter who held blue flames for his cigarettes fell asleep against a door post, and the chauffeur outside froze to the seat of his motor.

Spugg’s wealth, I say, he regards as a solemn trust. I have often asked him why he didn’t give it, for example, to a college. But he tells me that unfortunately he is not a college man. I have called his attention to the need of further pensions for college professors; after all that Mr. Carnegie and others have done, there are still thousands and thousands of old professors of thirty-five and even forty, working away day after day and getting nothing but what they earn themselves, and with no provision beyond the age of eighty-five. But Mr. Spugg says that these men are the nation’s heroes. Their work is its own reward.

But, after all, Mr. Spugg’s troubles — for he is a single man with no ties — are in a sense selfish. It is perhaps in the homes, or more properly in the residences, of the rich that the great silent tragedies are being enacted every day — tragedies of which the fortunate poor know and can know nothing.

I saw such a case only a few nights ago at the house of the Ashcroft-Fowlers, where I was dining. As we went in to dinner, Mrs. Ashcroft-Fowler said in a quiet aside to her husband, “Has Meadows spoken?” He shook his head rather gloomily and answered, “No, he has said nothing yet.” I saw them exchange a glance of quiet sympathy and mutual help, like people in trouble, who love one another.

They were old friends and my heart beat for them. All through the dinner as Meadows — he was their butler — poured out the wine with each course, I could feel that some great trouble was impending over my friends.

After Mrs. Ashcroft-Fowler had risen and left us, and we were alone over our port wine, I drew my chair near to Fowler’s and I said, “My dear Fowler, I’m an old friend and you’ll excuse me if I seem to be taking a liberty. But I can see that you and your wife are in trouble.”

“Yes,” he said very sadly and quietly, “we are.”

“Excuse me,” I said. “Tell me — for it makes a thing easier if one talks about it — is it anything about Meadows?”

“Yes,” he said, “it is about Meadows.”

There was silence for a moment, but I knew already what
Fowler was going to say. I could feel it coming.

“Meadows,” he said presently, constraining himself to speak with as little emotion as possible, “is leaving us.”

“Poor old chap!” I said, taking his hand.

“It’s hard, isn’t it?” he said. “Franklin left last winter — no fault of ours; we did everything we could — and now Meadows.”

There was almost a sob in his voice.

“He hasn’t spoken definitely as yet,” Fowler went on, “but we know there’s hardly any chance of his staying.”

“Does he give any reason?” I asked.

“Nothing specific,” said Fowler. “It’s just a sheer case of incompatibility. Meadows doesn’t like us.”

He put his hand over his face and was silent.

I left very quietly a little later, without going up to the drawing-room. A few days afterwards I heard that Meadows had gone. The Ashcroft-Fowlers, I am told, are giving up in despair. They are going to take a little suite of ten rooms and four baths in the Grand Palaver Hotel, and rough it there for the winter.

Yet one must not draw a picture of the rich in colours altogether gloomy. There are cases among them of genuine, light-hearted happiness.

I have observed this is especially the case among those of the rich who have the good fortune to get ruined, absolutely and completely ruined. They may do this on the Stock Exchange or by banking or in a dozen other ways. The business side of getting ruined is not difficult.

Once the rich are ruined, they are, as far as my observation goes, all right. They can then have anything they want.

I saw this point illustrated again just recently. I was walking with a friend of mine and a motor passed bearing a neatly dressed young man, chatting gaily with a pretty woman. My friend raised his hat and gave it a jaunty and cheery swing in the air as if to wave goodwill and happiness.

“Poor old Edward Overjoy!” he said, as the motor moved out of sight.

“What’s wrong with him?” I asked.

“Hadn’t you heard?” said my friend. “He’s ruined — absolutely cleaned out — not a cent left.”

“Dear me!” I said. “That’s awfully hard. I suppose he’ll have to sell that beautiful motor?”

My friend shook his head.

“Oh, no,” he said. “He’ll hardly do that. I don’t think his wife would care to sell that.”

My friend was right. The Overjoys have not sold their motor. Neither have they sold their magnificent sandstone residence. They are too much attached to it, I believe, to sell it. Some people thought they would have given up their box at the opera. But it appears not. They are too musical to care to do that. Meantime it is a matter of general notoriety that the Overjoys are absolutely ruined; in fact, they haven’t a single cent. You could buy Overjoy — so I am informed — for ten dollars.

But I observe that he still wears a seal-lined coat worth at least five hundred.


Humour as I See It
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IT IS ONLY fair that at the back of this book I should be allowed a few pages to myself to put down some things that I really think.

Until two weeks ago I might have taken my pen in hand to write about humour with the confident air of an acknowledged professional.

But that time is past. Such claim as I had has been taken from me. In fact I stand unmasked. An English reviewer writing in a literary journal, the very name of which is enough to put contradiction to sleep, has said of my writing, “What is there, after all, in Professor Leacock’s humour but a rather ingenious mixture of hyperbole and myosis?”

The man was right. How he stumbled upon this trade secret I do not know. But I am willing to admit, since the truth is out, that it has long been my custom in preparing an article of a humorous nature to go down to the cellar and mix up half a gallon of myosis with a pint of hyperbole. If I want to give the article a decidedly literary character, I find it well to put in about half a pint of paresis. The whole thing is amazingly simple.

But I only mention this by way of introduction and to dispel any idea that I am conceited enough to write about humour, with the professional authority of Ella Wheeler Wilcox writing about love, or Eva Tanguay talking about dancing.

All that I dare claim is that I have as much sense of humour as other people. And, oddly enough, I notice that everybody else makes this same claim. Any man will admit, if need be, that his sight is not good, or that he cannot swim, or shoots badly with a rifle, but to touch upon his sense of humour is to give him a mortal affront.

“No,” said a friend of mine the other day, “I never go to Grand Opera,” and then he added with an air of pride, “You see, I have absolutely no ear for music.”

“You don’t say so!” I exclaimed.

“None!” he went on. “I can’t tell one tune from another.
I don’t know Home, Sweet Home from God Save the King.
I can’t tell whether a man is tuning a violin or playing
a sonata.”

He seemed to get prouder and prouder over each item of his own deficiency. He ended by saying that he had a dog at his house that had a far better ear for music than he had. As soon as his wife or any visitor started to play the piano the dog always began to howl — plaintively, he said — as if it were hurt. He himself never did this.

When he had finished I made what I thought a harmless comment.

“I suppose,” I said, “that you find your sense of humour deficient in the same way: the two generally go together.”

My friend was livid with rage in a moment.

“Sense of humour!” he said. “My sense of humour! Me without a sense of humour! Why, I suppose I’ve a keener sense of humour than any man, or any two men, in this city!”

From that he turned to bitter personal attack. He said that my sense of humour seemed to have withered altogether.

He left me, still quivering with indignation.

Personally, however, I do not mind making the admission, however damaging it may be, that there are certain forms of so-called humour, or, at least, fun, which I am quite unable to appreciate. Chief among these is that ancient thing called the Practical Joke.

“You never knew McGann, did you?” a friend of mine asked me the other day.

When I said I had never known McGann, he shook his head with a sigh, and said:

“Ah, you should have known McGann. He had the greatest sense of humour of any man I ever knew — always full of jokes. I remember one night at the boarding-house where we were, he stretched a string across the passage-way and then rang the dinner bell. One of the boarders broke his leg. We nearly died laughing.”

“Dear me!” I said. “What a humorist! Did he often do things like that?”

“Oh, yes, he was at them all the time. He used to put tar in the tomato soup, and beeswax and tin-tacks on the chairs. He was full of ideas. They seemed to come to him without any trouble.”

McGann, I understand, is dead. I am not sorry for it. Indeed, I think that for most of us the time has gone by when we can see the fun of putting tacks on chairs, or thistles in beds, or live snakes in people’s boots.

To me it has always seemed that the very essence of good humour is that it must be without harm and without malice. I admit that there is in all of us a certain vein of the old original demoniacal humour or joy in the misfortune of another which sticks to us like our original sin. It ought not to be funny to see a man, especially a fat and pompous man, slip suddenly on a banana skin. But it is. When a skater on a pond who is describing graceful circles, and showing off before the crowd, breaks through the ice and gets a ducking, everybody shouts with joy. To the original savage, the cream of the joke in such cases was found if the man who slipped broke his neck, or the man who went through the ice never came up again. I can imagine a group of prehistoric men standing round the ice-hole where he had disappeared and laughing till their sides split. If there had been such a thing as a prehistoric newspaper, the affair would have headed up: “Amusing Incident. Unknown Gentleman Breaks Through Ice and Is Drowned.”

But our sense of humour under civilisation has been weakened. Much of the fun of this sort of thing has been lost on us.

Children, however, still retain a large share of this primitive sense of enjoyment.

I remember once watching two little boys making snow-balls at the side of the street and getting ready a little store of them to use. As they worked, there came along an old man wearing a silk hat, and belonging by appearance to the class of “jolly old gentlemen.” When he saw the boys his gold spectacles gleamed with kindly enjoyment. He began waving his arms and calling, “Now, then, boys, free shot at me! free shot!” In his gaiety he had, without noticing it, edged himself over the sidewalk on to the street. An express cart collided with him and knocked him over on his back in a heap of snow. He lay there gasping and trying to get the snow off his face and spectacles. The boys gathered up their snow-balls and took a run toward him. “Free shot!” they yelled. “Soak him! Soak him!”

I repeat, however, that for me, as I suppose for most of us, it is a prime condition of humour that it must be without harm or malice, nor should it convey incidentally any real picture of sorrow or suffering or death. There is a great deal in the humour of Scotland (I admit its general merit) which seems to me not being a Scotchman, to sin in this respect. Take this familiar story (I quote it as something already known and not for the sake of telling it).

A Scotchman had a sister-in-law — his wife’s sister — with whom he could never agree. He always objected to going anywhere with her, and in spite of his wife’s entreaties always refused to do so. The wife was taken mortally ill and as she lay dying, she whispered, “John, ye’ll drive Janet with you to the funeral, will ye no?” The Scotchman, after an internal struggle, answered, “Margaret, I’ll do it for ye, but it’ll spoil my day.”

Whatever humour there may be in this is lost for me by the actual and vivid picture that it conjures up — the dying wife, the darkened room and the last whispered request.

No doubt the Scotch see things differently. That wonderful people — whom personally I cannot too much admire — always seem to me to prefer adversity to sunshine, to welcome the prospect of a pretty general damnation, and to live with grim cheerfulness within the very shadow of death. Alone among the nations they have converted the devil — under such names as Old Horny — into a familiar acquaintance not without a certain grim charm of his own. No doubt also there enters into their humour something of the original barbaric attitude towards things. For a primitive people who saw death often and at first hand, and for whom the future world was a vivid reality that could be felt, as it were, in the midnight forest and heard in the roaring storm, it was no doubt natural to turn the flank of terror by forcing a merry and jovial acquaintance with the unseen world. Such a practice as a wake, and the merry-making about the corpse, carry us back to the twilight of the world, with the poor savage in his bewildered misery, pretending that his dead still lived. Our funeral with its black trappings and its elaborate ceremonies is the lineal descendant of a merry-making. Our undertaker is, by evolution, a genial master of ceremonies, keeping things lively at the death-dance. Thus have the ceremonies and the trappings of death been transformed in the course of ages till the forced gaiety is gone, and the black hearse and the gloomy mutes betoken the cold dignity of our despair.

But I fear this article is getting serious. I must apologise.

I was about to say, when I wandered from the point, that there is another form of humour which I am also quite unable to appreciate. This is that particular form of story which may be called, par excellence, the English Anecdote. It always deals with persons of rank and birth, and, except for the exalted nature of the subject itself, is, as far as I can see, absolutely pointless.

This is the kind of thing that I mean.

“His Grace the Fourth Duke of Marlborough was noted for the open-handed hospitality which reigned at Blenheim, the family seat, during his regime. One day on going in to luncheon it was discovered that there were thirty guests present, whereas the table only held covers for twenty-one. ‘Oh, well,’ said the Duke, not a whit abashed, ‘some of us will have to eat standing up.’ Everybody, of course, roared with laughter.”

My only wonder is that they didn’t kill themselves with it. A mere roar doesn’t seem enough to do justice to such a story as this.

The Duke of Wellington has been made the storm-centre of three generations of wit of this sort. In fact the typical Duke of Wellington story has been reduced to a thin skeleton such as this:

“A young subaltern once met the Duke of Wellington coming out of Westminster Abbey. ‘Good morning, your Grace,’ he said, ‘rather a wet morning.’ ‘Yes’ said the Duke, with a very rigid bow, ‘but it was a damn sight wetter, sir, on the morning of Waterloo.’ The young subaltern, rightly rebuked, hung his head.”

Nor is it only the English who sin in regard to anecdotes.

One can indeed make the sweeping assertion that the telling of stories as a mode of amusing others ought to be kept within strict limits. Few people realise how extremely difficult it is to tell a story so as to reproduce the real fun of it — to “get it over” as the actors say. The mere “facts” of a story seldom make it funny. It needs the right words, with every word in its proper place. Here and there, perhaps once in a hundred times, a story turns up which needs no telling. The humour of it turns so completely on a sudden twist or incongruity in the denouement of it that no narrator, however clumsy, can altogether fumble it.

Take, for example, this well-known instance — a story which, in one form or other, everybody has heard.

“George Grossmith, the famous comedian, was once badly run down and went to consult a doctor. It happened that the doctor, though, like everybody else, he had often seen Grossmith on the stage, had never seen him without his make-up and did not know him by sight. He examined his patient, looked at his tongue, felt his pulse and tapped his lungs. Then he shook his head. ‘There’s nothing wrong with you, sir,’ he said, ‘except that you’re run down from overwork and worry. You need rest and amusement. Take a night off and go and see George Grossmith at the Savoy.’ ‘Thank you,’ said the patient, ‘I am George Grossmith.’”

Let the reader please observe that I have purposely told this story all wrongly, just as wrongly as could be, and yet there is something left of it. Will the reader kindly look back to the beginning of it and see for himself just how it ought to be narrated and what obvious error has been made? If he has any particle of the artist in his make-up, he will see at once that the story ought to begin:

“One day a very haggard and nervous-looking patient called at the house of a fashionable doctor, etc. etc.”

In other words, the chief point of the joke lies in keeping it concealed till the moment when the patient says, “Thank you, I am George Grossmith.” But the story is such a good one that it cannot be completely spoiled even when told wrongly. This particular anecdote has been variously told of George Grossmith, Coquelin, Joe Jefferson, John Hare, Cyril Maude, and about sixty others. And I have noticed that there is a certain type of man who, on hearing this story about Grossmith, immediately tells it all back again, putting in the name of somebody else, and goes into new fits of laughter over it, as if the change of name made it brand new.

But few people, I repeat, realise the difficulty of reproducing a humorous or comic effect in its original spirit.

“I saw Harry Lauder last night,” said Griggs, a Stock Exchange friend of mine, as we walked up town together the other day. “He came on to the stage in kilts” (here Grigg started to chuckle) “and he had a slate under his arm” (here Griggs began to laugh quite heartily), “and he said, ‘I always like to carry a slate with me’ (of course he said it in Scotch but I can’t do the Scotch the way he does it) ‘just in case there might be any figures I’d be wanting to put down’” (by this time, Griggs was almost suffocated with laughter)— “and he took a little bit-of chalk out of his pocket, and he said” (Griggs was now almost hysterical), “‘I like to carry a wee bit chalk along because I find the slate is’” (Griggs was now faint with laughter) “‘the slate is — is — not much good without the chalk.’”

Griggs had to stop, with his hand to his side, and lean against a lamp-post. “I can’t, of course, do the Scotch the way Harry Lauder does it,” he repeated.

Exactly. He couldn’t do the Scotch and he couldn’t do the rich mellow voice of Mr. Lauder and the face beaming with merriment, and the spectacles glittering with amusement, and he couldn’t do the slate, nor the “wee bit chalk” — in fact he couldn’t do any of it. He ought merely to have said, “Harry Lauder,” and leaned up against a post and laughed till he had got over it.

Yet in spite of everything, people insist on spoiling conversation by telling stories. I know nothing more dreadful at a dinner table than one of these amateur raconteurs — except perhaps, two of them. After about three stories have been told, there falls on the dinner table an uncomfortable silence, in which everybody is aware that everybody else is trying hard to think of another story, and is failing to find it. There is no peace in the gathering again till some man of firm and quiet mind turns to his neighbour and says, “But after all there is no doubt that whether we like it or not prohibition is coming.” Then everybody in his heart says, “Thank heaven!” and the whole tableful are happy and contented again, till one of the story-tellers “thinks of another,” and breaks loose.

Worst of all perhaps is the modest story-teller who is haunted by the idea that one has heard this story before. He attacks you after this fashion:

“I heard a very good story the other day on the steamer going to Bermuda” — then he pauses with a certain doubt in his face— “but perhaps you’ve heard this?”

“No, no, I’ve never been to Bermuda. Go ahead.”

“Well, this is a story that they tell about a man who went down to Bermuda one winter to get cured of rheumatism — but you’ve heard this?”

“No, no.”

“Well he had rheumatism pretty bad and he went to Bermuda to get cured of it. And so when he went into the hotel he said to the clerk at the desk — but, perhaps you know this.”

“No, no, go right ahead.”

“Well, he said to the clerk, ‘I want a room that looks out over the sea’ — but perhaps—”

Now the sensible thing to do is to stop the narrator right at this point. Say to him quietly and firmly, “Yes, I have heard that story. I always liked it ever since it came out in Tit Bits in 1878, and I read it every time I see it. Go on and tell it to me and I’ll sit back with my eyes closed and enjoy it.”

No doubt the story-telling habit owes much to the fact that ordinary people, quite unconsciously, rate humour very low: I mean, they underestimate the difficulty of “making humour.” It would never occur to them that the thing is hard, meritorious and dignified. Because the result is gay and light, they think the process must be. Few people would realise that it is much harder to write one of Owen Seaman’s “funny” poems in Punch than to write one of the Archbishop of Canterbury’s sermons. Mark Twain’s Huckleberry Finn is a greater work than Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason, and Charles Dickens’s creation of Mr. Pickwick did more for the elevation of the human race — I say it in all seriousness — than Cardinal Newman’s Lead, Kindly Light, Amid the Encircling Gloom. Newman only cried out for light in the gloom of a sad world. Dickens gave it.

But the deep background that lies behind and beyond what we call humour is revealed only to the few who, by instinct or by effort, have given thought to it. The world’s humour, in its best and greatest sense, is perhaps the highest product of our civilisation. One thinks here not of the mere spasmodic effects of the comic artist or the blackface expert of the vaudeville show, but of the really great humour which, once or twice in a generation at best, illuminates and elevates our literature. It is no longer dependent upon the mere trick and quibble of words, or the odd and meaningless incongruities in things that strike us as “funny.” Its basis lies in the deeper contrasts offered by life itself: the strange incongruity between our aspiration and our achievement, the eager and fretful anxieties of to-day that fade into nothingness to-morrow, the burning pain and the sharp sorrow that are softened in the gentle retrospect of time, till as we look back upon the course that has been traversed we pass in view the panorama of our lives, as people in old age may recall, with mingled tears and smiles, the angry quarrels of their childhood. And here, in its larger aspect, humour is blended with pathos till the two are one, and represent, as they have in every age, the mingled heritage of tears and laughter that is our lot on earth.

END
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I KNOW NO more interesting subject of speculation, nor any more calculated to allow of a fair-minded difference of opinion, than the enquiry whether a professor has any right to exist. Prima facie, of course, the case is heavily against him. His angular overcoat, his missing buttons, and his faded hat, will not bear comparison with the double-breasted splendour of the stock broker, or the Directoire fur gown of the cigar maker. Nor does a native agility of body compensate for the missing allurement of dress. He cannot skate. He does not shoot. He must not swear. He is not brave. His mind, too, to the outsider at any rate, appears defective and seriously damaged by education. He cannot appreciate a twenty-five-cent novel, or a melodrama, or a moving-picture show, or any of that broad current of intellectual movement which soothes the brain of the business man in its moments of inactivity. His conversation, even to the tolerant, is impossible. Apparently he has neither ideas nor enthusiasms, nothing but an elaborate catalogue of dead men’s opinions which he cites with a petulant and peevish authority that will not brook contradiction, and that must be soothed by a tolerating acquiescence, or flattered by a plenary acknowledgment of ignorance.

Yet the very heaviness of this initial indictment against the professor might well suggest to an impartial critic that there must at least be mitigating circumstances in the case. Even if we are to admit that the indictment is well founded, the reason is all the greater for examining the basis on which it rests. At any rate some explanation of the facts involved may perhaps serve to palliate, if not to remove, demerits which are rather to be deplored than censured. It is one of the standing defects of our age that social classes, or let us say more narrowly, social categories, know so little of one another. For the purposes of ready reckoning, of that handy transaction of business which is the passion of the hour, we have adopted a way of labelling one another with the tag mark of a profession or an occupation that becomes an aid to business but a barrier to intercourse. This man is a professor, that man an “insurance man,” a third — terque quaterque beatus — a “liquor man”; with these are “railroad men,” “newspaper men,” “dry goods men,” and so forth. The things that we handle for our livelihood impose themselves upon our personality, till the very word “man” drops out, and a gentleman is referred to as a “heavy pulp and paper interest” while another man is a prominent “rubber plant”; two or three men round a dinner table become an “iron and steel circle,” and thus it is that for the simple conception of a human being is substituted a complex of “interests,” “rings,” “circles,” “sets,” and other semi-geometrical figures arising out of avocations rather than affinities. Hence it comes that insurance men mingle with insurance men, liquor men mix, if one may use the term without afterthought, with liquor men: what looks like a lunch between three men at a club is really a cigar having lunch with a couple of plugs of tobacco.

Now the professor more than any ordinary person finds himself shut out from the general society of the business world. The rest of the “interests” have, after all, some things in common. The circles intersect at various points. Iron and steel has a certain fellowship with pulp and paper, and the whole lot of them may be converted into the common ground of preference shares and common stock. But the professor is to all of them an outsider. Hence his natural dissimilarity is unduly heightened in its appearance by the sort of avocational isolation in which he lives.

Let us look further into the status and the setting of the man. To begin with, history has been hard upon him. For some reason the strenuous men of activity and success in the drama of life have felt an instinctive scorn of the academic class, which they have been at no pains to conceal. Bismarck knew of no more bitter taunt to throw at the Free Trade economists of England than to say that they were all either clergymen or professors. Napoleon felt a life-long abhorrence of the class, broken only by one brief experiment that ended in failure. It is related that at the apogee of the Imperial rule, the idea flashed upon him that France must have learned men, that the professors must be encouraged. He decided to act at once. Sixty-five professors were invited that evening to the palace of the Tuileries. They came. They stood about in groups, melancholy and myopic beneath the light. Napoleon spoke to them in turn. To the first he spoke of fortifications. The professor in reply referred to the binomial theorem. “Put him out,” said Napoleon. To the second he spoke of commerce. The professor in answer cited the opinions of Diodorus Siculus. “Put him out,” said Napoleon. At the end of half an hour Napoleon had had enough of the professors. “Cursed idealogues,” he cried; “put them all out.” Nor were they ever again admitted.

Nor is it only in this way that the course of history has been unkind to the professor. It is a notable fact in the past, that all persons of eminence who might have shed a lustre upon the academic class are absolved from the title of professor, and the world at large is ignorant that they ever wore it. We never hear of the author of The Wealth of Nations as Professor Smith, nor do we know the poet of Evangeline as Professor Longfellow. The military world would smile to see the heroes of the Southern Confederacy styled Professor Lee and Professor Jackson. We do not know of Professor Harrison as the occupant of a President’s chair. Those whose talk is of dreadnoughts and of strategy never speak of Professor Mahan, and France has long since forgotten the proper title of Professor Guizot and Professor Taine. Thus it is that the ingratitude of an undiscerning public robs the professorial class of the honour of its noblest names. Nor does the evil stop there. For, in these latter days at least, the same public which eliminates the upward range of the term, applies it downwards and sideways with indiscriminating generality. It is a “professor” who plays upon the banjo. A “professor” teaches swimming. Hair cutting, as an art, is imparted in New York by “professors”; while any gentleman whose thaumaturgic intercommunication with the world of spirits has reached the point of interest which warrants space advertising in the daily press, explains himself as a “professor” to his prospective clients. So it comes that the true professor finds all his poor little attributes of distinction, — his mock dignity, his gown, his string of supplementary letters — all taken over by a mercenary age to be exploited, as the stock in trade of an up-to-date advertiser. The vendor of patent medicine depicts himself in the advertising columns in a gown, with an uplifted hand to shew the Grecian draping of the fold. After his name are placed enough letters and full stops to make up a simultaneous equation in algebra.

The word “professor” has thus become a generic term, indicating the assumption of any form of dexterity, from hair-cutting to running the steam shovel in a crematorium. It is even customary — I am informed — to designate in certain haunts of meretricious gaiety the gentleman whose efforts at the piano are rewarded by a per capita contribution of ten cents from every guest, — the “professor.”

One may begin to see, perhaps, the peculiar disadvantage under which the professor labours in finding his avocation confused with the various branches of activity for which he can feel nothing but a despairing admiration. But there are various ways also in which the very circumstances of his profession cramp and bind him. In the first place there is no doubt that his mind is very seriously damaged by his perpetual contact with the students. I would not for a moment imply that a university would be better off without the students; although the point is one which might well elicit earnest discussion. But their effect upon the professor is undoubtedly bad. He is surrounded by an atmosphere of sycophantic respect. His students, on his morning arrival, remove his overshoes and hang up his overcoat. They sit all day writing down his lightest words with stylographic pens of the very latest model. They laugh at the meanest of his jests. They treat him with a finely simulated respect that has come down as a faint tradition of the old days of Padua and Bologna, when a professor was in reality the venerated master, a man who wanted to teach, and the students disciples who wanted to learn.

All that is changed now. The supreme import of the professor to the students now lies in the fact that he controls the examinations. He holds the golden key which will unlock the door of the temple of learning, — unlock it, that is, not to let the student in, but to let him get out, — into something decent. This fact gives to the professor a fictitious importance, easily confounded with his personality, similar to that of the gate keeper at a dog show, or the ticket wicket man at a hockey match.

In this is seen some part of the consequences of the vast, organised thing called modern education. Everything has the merits of its defects. It is a grand thing and a possible thing, that practically all people should possess the intellectual-mechanical arts of reading, writing, and computation: good too that they should possess pigeon-holed and classified data of the geography and history of the world; admirable too that they should possess such knowledge of the principles of natural science as will enable them to put a washer on a kitchen tap, or inflate a motor tire with a soda-syphon bottle. All this is splendid. This we have got. And this places us collectively miles above the rude illiterate men of arms, burghers, and villeins of the middle ages who thought the moon took its light from God, whereas we know that its light is simply a function of π divided by the square of its distance.

Let me not get confused in my thesis. I am saying that the universal distribution of mechanical education is a fine thing, and that we have also proved it possible. But above this is the utterly different thing, — we have no good word for it, call it learning, wisdom, enlightenment, anything you will — which means not a mechanical acquirement from without but something done from within: a power and willingness to think: an interest, for its own sake, in that general enquiry into the form and meaning of life which constitutes the ground plan of education. Now this, desirable though it is, cannot be produced by the mechanical compulsion of organised education. It belongs, and always has, to the few and never to the many. The ability to think is rare. Any man can think and think hard when he has to: the savage devotes a nicety of thought to the equipoise of his club, or the business man to the adjustment of a market price. But the ability or desire to think without compulsion about things that neither warm the hands nor fill the stomach, is very rare. Reflexion on the riddle of life, the cruelty of death, the innate savagery and the sublimity of the creature man, the history and progress of man in his little earth-dish of trees and flowers, — all these things taken either “straight” in the masculine form of philosophy and the social sciences, or taken by diffusion through the feminised form literature, constitute the operation of the educated mind. Of all these things most people in their degree think a little and then stop. They realise presently that these things are very difficult, and that they don’t matter, and that there is no money in them. Old men never think of them at all. They are glad enough to stay in the warm daylight a little longer. For a working solution of these problems different things are done. Some people use a clergyman. Others declare that the Hindoos know all about it. Others, especially of late, pay a reasonable sum for the services of a professional thaumaturgist who supplies a solution of the soul problem by mental treatment at long range, radiating from State St., Chicago. Others, finally, of a native vanity that will not admit itself vanquished, buckle about themselves a few little formulas of “evolution” and “force,” co-relate the conception of God to the differentiation of a frog’s foot, and strut through life emplumed with the rump-feathers of their own conceit.

I trust my readers will not think that I have forgotten my professor. I have not. All of this digression is but an instance of reculer pour mieux sauter. It is necessary to bring out all this back-ground of the subject to show the setting in which the professor is placed. Possibly we shall begin to see that behind this quaint being in his angular overcoat are certain greater facts in respect to the general relation of education to the world of which the professor is only a product, and which help to explain, if they do not remove, the dislocated misfit of his status among his fellow men. We were saying then that the truly higher education — thought about life, mankind, literature, art, — cannot be handed out at will. To attempt to measure it off by the yard, to mark it out into stages and courses, to sell it at the commutation rate represented by a college sessional fee — all this produces a contradiction in terms. For the thing itself is substituted an imitation of it. For real wisdom, — obtainable only by the few, — is substituted a nickel-plated make-believe obtainable by any person of ordinary intellect who has the money, and who has also, in the good old Latin sense, the needful assiduity. I am not saying that the system is bad. It is the best we can get; and incidentally, and at back-rounds it turns out a bye-product in the shape of a capable and well-trained man who has forgotten all about the immortality of the soul, in which he never had any interest any way, but who conducts a law business with admirable efficiency.

The result, then, of this odd-looking system is, that what ought to be a thing existing for itself is turned into a qualification for something else. The reality of a student’s studies is knocked out by the grim earnestness of having to pass an examination. How can a man really think of literature, or of the problem of the soul, who knows that he must learn the contents of a set of books in order to pass an examination which will give him the means of his own support and, perhaps, one half the support of his mother, or fifteen per cent. of that of a maiden aunt. The pressure of circumstances is too much. The meaning of study is lost. The qualification is everything.

Not that the student finds his burden heavy or the situation galling. He takes the situation as he finds it, is hugely benefited by it at back-rounds, and, being young, adapts himself to it: accepts with indifference whatever programme may be needful for the qualification that he wants: studies Hebrew or Choctaw with equal readiness; and, as his education progresses, will write you a morning essay on transcendental utilitarianism, and be back again to lunch. At the end of his course he has learned much. He has learned to sit, — that first requisite for high professional work, — and he can sit for hours. He can write for hours with a stylographic pen: more than that, for I wish to state the case fairly, he can make a digest, or a summary, or a reproduction of anything in the world. Incidentally the speculation is all knocked sideways out of him. But the lack of it is never felt.

Observe that it was not so in Padua. The student came thither from afar off, on foot or on a mule; so I picture him at least in my ignorance of Italian history, seated droopingly upon a mule, with earnest, brown eyes hungered with the desire to know, and in his hand a vellum-bound copy of Thomas Aquinas written in long hand, priceless, as he thinks, for the wisdom it contains. Now the Padua student wanted to know: not for a qualification, not because he wanted to be a pharmaceutical expert with a municipal licence, but because he thought the things in Thomas Aquinas and such to be things of tremendous import. They were not; but he thought so. This student thought that he could really find out things: that if he listened daily to the words of the master who taught him, and read hard, and thought hard, he would presently discover real truths, — the only things in life that he cared for, — such as whether the soul is a fluid or a solid, whether his mule existed or was only a vapour, and much other of this sort. These things he fully expected to learn. For their sake he brought to bear on the person of his teacher that reverential admiration which survives faintly to-day, like a biological “vestige,” in the attitude of the college student who holds the overcoat of his professor. The Padua student, too, got what he came for. After a time he knew all about the soul, all about his mule, — knew, too, something of the more occult, the almost devilish sciences, perilous to tackle, such as why the sun is suspended from falling into the ocean, or the very demonology of symbolism, — the AL-GEB of the Arabians — by which X + Y taken to the double or square can be shown after many days’ computation to be equal to X + 2XY + Y.

A man with such knowledge simply had to teach it. What to him if he should wear a brown gown of frieze and feed on pulse! This, as beside the bursting force of the expanding steam of his knowledge, counted for nothing. So he went forth, and he in turn became a professor, a man of profound acquirement, whose control over malign comets elicited a shuddering admiration.

These last reflections seem to suggest that it is not merely that something has gone wrong with the attitude of the student and the professor towards knowledge, but that something has gone wrong with knowledge itself. We have got the thing into such a shape that we do not know one-tenth as much as we used to. Our modern scholarship has poked and pried in so many directions, has set itself to be so ultra-rational, so hyper-sceptical, that now it knows nothing at all. All the old certainty has vanished. The good old solid dogmatic dead-sureness that buckled itself in the oak and brass of its own stupidity is clean gone. It died at about the era of the country squire, the fox-hunting parson, the three-bottle Prime Minister, and the voluminous Doctor of Divinity in broadcloth imperturbable even in sobriety, and positively omniscient when drunk. We have argued them off the stage of a world all too ungrateful. In place of their sturdy outlines appear that sickly anæmic Modern Scholarship, the double-jointed jack-in-the-box, Modern Religion, the feminine angularity of Modern Morality, bearing a jug of filtered water, and behind them, as the very lord of wisdom, the grinning mechanic, Practical Science, using the broadcloth suit of the defunct doctor as his engine-room over-alls. Or if we prefer to place the same facts without the aid of personification, our learning has so watered itself down that the starch and consistency is all out of it. There is no absolute sureness anywhere. Everything is henceforth to be a development, an evolution; morals and ethics are turned from fixed facts to shifting standards that change from age to age like the fashion of our clothes; art and literature are only a product, not good or bad, but a part of its age and environment. So it comes that our formal studies are no longer a burning quest for absolute truth. We have long since discovered that we cannot know anything. Our studies consist only in the long-drawn proof of the futility for the search after knowledge effected by exposing the errors of the past. Philosophy is the science which proves that we can know nothing of the soul. Medicine is the science which tells that we know nothing of the body. Political Economy is that which teaches that we know nothing of the laws of wealth; and Theology the critical history of those errors from which we deduce our ignorance of God.

When I sit and warm my hands, as best I may, at the little heap of embers that is now Political Economy, I cannot but contrast its dying glow with the generous blaze of the vainglorious and triumphant science that once it was.

Such is the distinctive character of modern learning, imprint with a resigned agnosticism towards the search after truth, able to refute everything and to believe nothing, and leaving its once earnest devotees stranded upon the arid sands of their own ignorance. In the face of this fact can it be wondered that a university converts itself into a sort of mill, grinding out its graduates, legally qualified, with conscientious regularity? The students take the mill as they find it, perform their task and receive their reward. They listen to their professor. They write down with stylographic pens in loose-leaf note books his most inane and his most profound speculations with an undiscriminating impartiality. The reality of the subject leaves but little trace upon their minds.

All of what has been said above has been directed mainly towards the hardship of the professor’s lot upon its scholastic side. Let me turn to another aspect of his life, the moral. By a strange confusion of thought a professor is presumed to be a good man. His standing association with the young and the history of his profession, which was once amalgamated with that of the priesthood, give him a connexion at one remove with morality. He therefore finds himself in that category of men, — including himself and the curate as its chief representatives, — to whom the world at large insists on ascribing a rectitude of character and a simplicity of speech that unfits them for ordinary society. It is gratuitously presumed that such men prefer tea to whiskey-and-soda, blindman’s buff to draw poker, and a freshmen’s picnic to a prize fight.

For the curate of course I hold no brief. Let him sink. In any case he has to console him the favour of the sex, a concomitant perhaps of his very harmlessness, but productive at the same time of creature comforts. Soft slippers deck his little feet, flowers lie upon his study table, and round his lungs the warmth of an embroidered chest-protector proclaims the favour of the fair. Of this the ill-starred professor shares nothing. It is a sad fact that he is at once harmless and despised. He may lecture for twenty years and never find so much as a mullein stalk upon his desk. For him no canvas slippers, knitted by fair fingers, nor the flowered gown, nor clock-worked hosiery of the ecclesiastic. The sex will have none of him. I do not mean, of course, that there are no women that form exceptions to this rule. We have all seen immolated upon the academic hearth, and married to professors, women whose beauty and accomplishments would have adorned the home of a wholesale liquor merchant. But the broad rule still obtains. Women who embody, so St. Augustine has told us, the very principle of evil, can only really feel attracted towards bad men. The professor is too good for them.

Whether a professor is of necessity a good man, is a subject upon which I must not presume to dogmatise. The women may be right in voting him a “muff.” But if he is such in any degree, the conventional restrictions of his profession tend to heighten it. The bursts of profanity that are hailed as a mark of business energy on the part of a railroad magnate or a cabinet minister are interdicted to a professor. It is a canon of his profession that he must never become violent, nor lift his hand in anger. I believe that it was not always so. The story runs, authentic enough, that three generations ago a Harvard professor in a fit of anger with a colleague (engendered, if I recall the case, by the discussion of a nice point in thermo-dynamics) threw him into a chemical furnace and burned him. But the buoyancy of those days is past. In spite of the existence of our up-to-date apparatus, I do not believe that any of our present professoriate has yielded to such an impulse.

One other point remains worthy of remark in the summation of the heavy disadvantages under which the professor lives and labours. He does not know how to make money. This is a grave fault, and one that in the circumstances of the day can scarcely be overlooked. It comes down to him as a legacy of the Padua days when the professor neither needed money nor thought of it. Now when he would like money he is hampered by an “evoluted” inability to get hold of it. He dares not commercialise his profession, or does not know how to do so. Had he the business instinct of the leaders of labour and the master manufacturers, he would long since have set to work at the problem. He would have urged his government to put so heavy a tax on the import of foreign professors as to keep the home market for himself. He would have organised himself into amalgamated Brotherhoods of Instructors of Latin, United Greek Workers of America, and so forth, organised strikes, picketed the houses of the college trustees, and made himself a respected place as a member of industrial society. This his inherited inaptitude forbids him to do.

Nor can the professor make money out of what he knows. Somehow a plague is on the man. A teacher of English cannot write a half-dime novel, nor a professor of dynamics invent a safety razor. The truth is that a modern professor for commercial purposes doesn’t know anything. He only knows parts of things.

It occurred to me some years ago when the Cobalt silver mines were first discovered that a professor of scientific attainments ought to be able, by transferring his talent to that region, to amass an enormous fortune. I questioned one of the most gifted of my colleagues. “Could you not,” I asked, “as a specialist in metals discover silver mines at sight?” “Oh, no,” he said, shuddering at the very idea, “you see I’m only a metallurgist; at Cobalt the silver is all in the rocks and I know nothing of rocks whatever.” “Who then,” I said, “knows about rocks?” “For that,” he answered, “you need a geologist like Adamson; but then, you see, he knows the rocks, but doesn’t know the silver.” “But could you not both go,” I said, “and Adamson hold the rock while you extracted the silver?” “Oh, no,” the professor answered, “you see we are neither of us mining engineers; and even then we ought to have a good hydraulic man and an electric man.” “I suppose,” I said, “that if I took about seventeen of you up there you might find something. No? Well, would it not be possible to get somebody who would know something of all these things?” “Yes,” he said, “any of the fourth-year students would, but personally all that I do is to reduce the silver when I get it.” “That I can do myself,” I answered musingly, and left him.

Such then is the professor; a man whose avocation in life is hampered by the history of its past: imparting in the form of statutory exercises knowledge that in its origin meant a spontaneous effort of the intelligence, whose very learning itself has become a profession rather than a pursuit, whose mock dignity and fictitious morality remove him from the society of his own sex and deny to him the favour of the other. Surely, in this case, to understand is to sympathise. Is it not possible, too, that when all is said and done the professor is performing a useful service in the world, unconsciously of course, in acting as a leaven in the lump of commercialism that sits so heavily on the world to-day? I do not wish to expand upon this theme. I had set out to make the apology of the professor speak for itself from the very circumstances of his work. But in these days, when money is everything, when pecuniary success is the only goal to be achieved, when the voice of the plutocrat is as the voice of God, the aspect of the professor, side-tracked in the real race of life, riding his mule of Padua in competition with an automobile, may at least help to soothe the others who have failed in the struggle.

Dare one, as the wildest of fancies, suggest how different things might be if learning counted, or if we could set it on its feet again, if students wanted to learn, and if professors had anything to teach, if a university lived for itself and not as a place of qualification for the junior employees of the rich; if there were only in this perplexing age some way of living humbly and retaining the respect of one’s fellows; if a man with a few hundred dollars a year could cast out the money question and the house question, and the whole business of competitive appearances and live for the things of the mind! But then, after all, if the mind as a speculative instrument has gone bankrupt, if learning, instead of meaning a mind full of thought, means only a bellyful of fact, one is brought to a full stop, standing among the littered debris of an ideal that has passed away.

In any case the question, if it is one, is going to settle itself. The professor is passing away. The cost of living has laid its hold upon him, and grips him in its coils; within another generation he will be starved out, frozen out, “evoluted” out by that glorious process of natural selection and adaptation, the rigour of which is the only God left in our desolated Pantheon. The male school-teacher is gone, the male clerk is going, and already on the horizon of the academic market rises the Woman with the Spectacles, the rude survivalist who, in the coming generation, will dispense the elements of learning cut to order, without an afterthought of what it once has meant.


The Devil and the Deep Sea A Discussion of Modern Morality
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THE DEVIL IS passing out of fashion. After a long and honourable career he has fallen into an ungrateful oblivion. His existence has become shadowy, his outline attenuated, and his personality displeasing to a complacent generation. So he stands now leaning on the handle of his three-pronged oyster fork and looking into the ashes of his smothered fire. Theology will have none of him. Genial clergy of ample girth, stuffed with the buttered toast of a rectory tea, are preaching him out of existence. The fires of his material hell are replaced by the steam heat of moral torture. This even the most sensitive of sinners faces with equanimity. So the Devil’s old dwelling is dismantled and stands by the roadside with a sign-board bearing the legend, “Museum of Moral Torment, These Premises to Let.” In front of it, in place of the dancing imp of earlier ages, is a poor make-believe thing, a jack-o’-lantern on a stick, with a turnip head and candle eyes, labelled “Demon of Moral Repentance, Guaranteed Worse than Actual Fire.” The poor thing grins in its very harmlessness.

Now that the Devil is passing away an unappreciative generation fails to realise the high social function that he once performed. There he stood for ages a simple and workable basis of human morality; an admirable first-hand reason for being good, which needed no ulterior explanation. The rude peasant of the Middle Ages, the illiterate artisan of the shop, and the long-haired hind of the fields, had no need to speculate upon the problem of existence and the tangled skein of moral enquiry. The Devil took all that off their hands. He had either to “be good” or else he “got the fork,” just as in our time the unsuccessful comedian of amateur night in the vaudeville houses “gets the hook.” Humanity, with the Devil to prod it from behind, moved steadily upwards on the path of moral development. Then having attained a certain elevation, it turned upon its tracks, denied that there had been any Devil, rubbed itself for a moment by way of investigation, said that there had been no prodding, and then fell to wandering about on the hilltops without any fixed idea of goal or direction.

In other words, with the disappearance of the Devil there still remains unsolved the problem of conduct, and behind it the riddle of the universe. How are we getting along without the Devil? How are we managing to be good without the fork? What is happening to our conception of goodness itself?

To begin with, let me disclaim any intention of writing of morality from the point of view of the technical, or professional, moral philosopher. Such a person would settle the whole question by a few references to pragmatism, transcendentalism, and esoteric synthesis, — leaving his auditors angry but unable to retaliate. This attitude, I am happy to say, I am quite unable to adopt. I do not know what pragmatism is, and I do not care. I know the word transcendental only in connexion with advertisements for “gents’ furnishings.” If Kant, or Schopenhauer, or Anheuser Busch have already settled these questions, I cannot help it.

In any case, it is my opinion that now-a-days we are overridden in the specialties, each in his own department of learning, with his tags, and label, and his pigeon-hole category of proper names, precluding all discussion by ordinary people. No man may speak fittingly of the soul without spending at least six weeks in a theological college; morality is the province of the moral philosopher who is prepared to pelt the intruder back over the fence with a shower of German commentaries. Ignorance, in its wooden shoes, shuffles around the portico of the temple of learning, stumbling among the litter of terminology. The broad field of human wisdom has been cut into a multitude of little professorial rabbit warrens. In each of these a specialist burrows deep, scratching out a shower of terminology, head down in an unlovely attitude which places an interlocutor at a grotesque conversational disadvantage.

May I digress a minute to show what I mean by the inconvenience of modern learning? This happened at a summer boarding-house where I spent a portion of the season of rest, in company with a certain number of ordinary, ignorant people like myself. We got on well together. In the evenings on the verandah we talked of nature and of its beauties, of the stars and why they were so far away, — we didn’t know their names, thank goodness; — and such-like simple topics of conversation.

Sometimes under the influence of a double-shotted sentimentalism sprung from huckleberry pie and doughnuts, we even spoke of the larger issues of life, and exchanged opinions on immortality. We used no technical terms. We knew none. The talk was harmless and happy. Then there came among us a faded man in a coat that had been black before it turned green, who was a Ph.D. of Oberlin College. The first night he sat on the verandah, somebody said how beautiful the sunset was. Then the man from Oberlin spoke up and said: “Yes, one could almost fancy it a pre-Raphaelite conception with the same chiaroscuro in the atmosphere.” There was a pause. That ended all nature study for almost an hour. Later in the evening, some one who had been reading a novel said in simple language that he was sick of having the hero always come out on top. “Ah,” said the man from Oberlin, “but doesn’t that precisely correspond with Nitch’s idea (he meant, I suppose, Nietzsche, but he pronounced it to rhyme with ‘bitch’) of the dominance of man over fate?” Mr. Hezekiah Smith who kept the resort looked round admiringly and said, “Ain’t he a terr?” He certainly was. While the man from Oberlin stayed with us, elevating conversation was at an end, and a self-conscious ignorance hung upon the verandah like a fog.

However, let us get back to the Devil. Let us notice in the first place that because we have kicked out the Devil as an absurd and ridiculous superstition, unworthy of a scientific age, we have by no means eliminated the super-natural and the super-rational from the current thought of our time. I suppose there never was an age more riddled with superstition, more credulous, more drunkenly addicted to thaumaturgy than the present. The Devil in his palmiest days was nothing to it. In despite of our vaunted material common-sense, there is a perfect craving abroad for belief in something beyond the compass of the believable.

It shows itself in every age and class. Simpering Seventeen gets its fortune told on a weighing machine, and shudders with luxurious horror at the prospective villainy of the Dark Man who is to cross her life. Senile Seventy gravely sits on a wooden bench at a wonder-working meeting, waiting for a gentleman in a “Tuxedo” jacket to call up the soul of Napoleon Bonaparte, and ask its opinion of Mr. Taft. Here you have a small tenement, let us say, on South Clark St., Chicago. What is it? It is the home of Nadir the Nameless, the great Hindoo astrologer. Who are in the front room? Clients waiting for a revelation of the future. Where is Nadir? He is behind a heavily draped curtain, worked with Indian serpents. By the waiting clients Nadir is understood to be in consultation with the twin fates, Isis and Osiris. In reality Nadir is frying potatoes. Presently he will come out from behind the curtain and announce that Osiris has spoken (that is, the potatoes are now finished and on the back of the stove) and that he is prepared to reveal hidden treasure at 40 cents a revelation. Marvellous, is it not, this Hindoo astrology business? And any one can be a Nadir the Nameless, who cares to stain his face blue with thimbleberry juice, wrap a red turban round his forehead, and cut the rate of revelation to 35 cents. Such is the credulity of the age which has repudiated the Devil as too difficult of belief.

We have, it is true, moved far away from the Devil; but are we after all so much better off? or do we, in respect of the future, contain within ourselves the promise of better things. I suppose that most of us would have the general idea that there never was an age which displayed so high a standard of morality, or at least of ordinary human decency, as our own. We look back with a shudder to the blood-stained history of our ancestors; the fires of Smithfield with the poor martyr writhing about his post, frenzied and hysterical in the flames; the underground cell where the poor remnant of humanity turned its haggard face to the torch of the entering gaoler; the madhouse itself with its gibbering occupants converted into a show for the idle fools of London. We may well look back on it all and say that, at least, we are better than we were. The history of our little human race would make but sorry reading were not its every page imprinted with the fact that human ingenuity has invented no torment too great for human fortitude to bear.

In general decency — sympathy — we have undoubtedly progressed. Our courts of law have forgotten the use of the thumbkins and boot; we do not press a criminal under “weights greater than he can bear” in order to induce him to plead; nor flog to ribbands the bleeding back of the malefactor dragged at the cart’s tail through the thoroughfares of a crowded city. Our public, objectionable though it is, as it fights its way to its ball games, breathes peanuts and peppermint upon the offended atmosphere, and shrieks aloud its chronic and collective hysteria, is at all events better than the leering oafs of the Elizabethan century, who put hard-boiled eggs in their pockets and sat around upon the grass waiting for the “burning” to begin.

But when we have admitted that we are better than we were as far as the facts of our moral conduct go, we may well ask as to the principles upon which our conduct is based. In past ages there was the authoritative moral code as a guide — thou shalt and thou shalt not — and behind it the pains, and the penalties, and the three-pronged oyster fork. Under that influence, humanity, or a large part of it, slowly and painfully acquired the moral habit. At present it goes on, as far as its actions are concerned, with the momentum of the old beliefs.

But when we turn from the actions on the surface to the ideas underneath, we find in our time a strange confusion of beliefs out of which is presently to be made the New Morality. Let us look at some of the varied ideas manifested in the cross sections of the moral tendencies of our time.

Here we have first of all the creed and cult of self-development. It arrogates to itself the title of New Thought, but contains in reality nothing but the Old Selfishness. According to this particular outlook the goal of morality is found in fully developing one’s self. Be large, says the votary of this creed, be high, be broad. He gives a shilling to a starving man, not that the man may be fed but that he himself may be a shilling-giver. He cultivates sympathy with the destitute for the sake of being sympathetic. The whole of his virtue and his creed of conduct runs to a cheap and easy egomania in which his blind passion for himself causes him to use external people and things as mere reactions upon his own personality. The immoral little toad swells itself to the bursting point in its desire to be a moral ox.

In its more ecstatic form, this creed expresses itself in a sort of general feeling of “uplift,” or the desire for internal moral expansion. The votary is haunted by the idea of his own elevation. He wants to get into touch with nature, to swim in the Greater Being, “to tune himself,” harmonise himself, and generally to perform on himself as on a sort of moral accordion. He gets himself somehow mixed up with natural objects, with the sadness of autumn, falls with the leaves and drips with the dew. Were it not for the complacent self-sufficiency which he induces, his refined morality might easily verge into simple idiocy. Yet, odd though it may seem, this creed of self-development struts about with its head high as one of the chief moral factors which have replaced the authoritative dogma of the older time.

The vague and hysterical desire to “uplift” one’s self merely for exaltation’s sake is about as effective an engine of moral progress as the effort to lift one’s self in the air by a terrific hitching up of the breeches.

The same creed has its physical side. It parades the Body, with a capital B, as also a thing that must be developed; and this, not for any ulterior thing that may be effected by it but presumably as an end in itself. The Monk or the Good Man of the older day despised the body as a thing that must learn to know its betters. He spiked it down with a hair shirt to teach it the virtue of submission. He was of course very wrong and very objectionable. But one doubts if he was much worse than his modern successor who joys consciously in the operation of his pores and his glands, and the correct rhythmical contraction of his abdominal muscles, as if he constituted simply a sort of superior sewerage system.

I once knew a man called Juggins who exemplified this point of view. He used to ride a bicycle every day to train his muscles and to clear his brain. He looked at all the scenery that he passed to develop his taste for scenery. He gave to the poor to develop his sympathy with poverty. He read the Bible regularly in order to cultivate the faculty of reading the Bible, and visited picture galleries with painful assiduity in order to give himself a feeling for art. He passed through life with a strained and haunted expression waiting for clarity of intellect, greatness of soul, and a passion for art to descend upon him like a flock of doves. He is now dead. He died presumably in order to cultivate the sense of being a corpse.

No doubt, in the general scheme or purpose of things the cult of self-development and the botheration about the Body may, through the actions which it induces, be working for a good end. It plays a part, no doubt, in whatever is to be the general evolution of morality.

And there, in that very word evolution, we are brought face to face with another of the wide-spread creeds of our day, which seek to replace the older. This one is not so much a guide to conduct as a theory, and a particularly cheap and easy one, of a general meaning and movement of morality. The person of this persuasion is willing to explain everything in terms of its having been once something else and being about to pass into something further still. Evolution, as the natural scientists know it, is a plain and straightforward matter, not so much a theory as a view of a succession of facts taken in organic relation. It assumes no purposes whatever. It is not — if I may be allowed a professor’s luxury of using a word which will not be understood — in any degree teleological.

The social philosopher who adopts the evolutionary theory of morals is generally one who is quite in the dark as to the true conception of evolution itself. He understands from Darwin, Huxley, and other great writers whom he has not read, that the animals have been fashioned into their present shape by a long process of twisting, contortion, and selection, at once laborious and deserving. The giraffe lengthened its neck by conscientious stretching; the frog webbed its feet by perpetual swimming; and the bird broke out in feathers by unremitting flying. “Nature” by weeding out the short giraffe, the inadequate frog, and the top-heavy bird encouraged by selection the ones most “fit to survive.” Hence the origin of species, the differentiation of organs — hence, in fact, everything.

Here, too, when the theory is taken over and mis-translated from pure science to the humanities, is found the explanation of all our social and moral growth. Each of our religious customs is like the giraffe’s neck. A manifestation such as the growth of Christianity is regarded as if humanity broke out into a new social organism, in the same way as the ascending amœba breaks out into a stomach. With this view of human relations, nothing in the past is said to be either good or bad. Everything is a movement. Cannibalism is a sort of apprenticeship in meat-eating. The institution of slavery is seen as an evolutionary stage towards free citizenship, and “Uncle Tom’s” overseer is no longer a nigger-driver but a social force tending towards the survival of the Booker Washington type of negro.

With his brain saturated with the chloroform of this social dogma, the moral philosopher ceases to be able to condemn anything at all, measures all things with a centimetre scale of his little doctrine, and finds them all of the same length. Whereupon he presently desists from thought altogether, calls everything bad or good an evolution, and falls asleep with his hands folded upon his stomach murmuring, “survival of the fittest.”

Anybody who will look at the thing candidly, will see that the evolutionary explanation of morals is meaningless, and presupposes the existence of the very thing it ought to prove. It starts from a misconception of the biological doctrine. Biology has nothing to say as to what ought to survive and what ought not to survive; it merely speaks of what does survive. The burdock easily kills the violet, and the Canadian skunk lingers where the hummingbird has died. In biology the test of fitness to survive is the fact of the survival itself — nothing else. To apply this doctrine to the moral field brings out grotesque results. The successful burglar ought to be presented by society with a nickel-plated “jimmy,” and the starving cripple left to die in the ditch. Everything — any phase of movement or religion — which succeeds, is right. Anything which does not is wrong. Everything which is, is right; everything which was, is right; everything which will be, is right. All we have to do is to sit still and watch it come. This is moral evolution.

On such a basis, we might expect to find, as the general outcome of the new moral code now in the making, the simple worship of success. This is exactly what is happening. The morality which the Devil with his oyster fork was commissioned to inculcate was essentially altruistic. Things were to be done for other people. The new ideas, if you combine them in a sort of moral amalgam — to develop one’s self, to evolve, to measure things by their success — weigh on the other side of the scale. So it comes about that the scale begins to turn and the new morality shows signs of exalting the old-fashioned Badness in place of the discredited Goodness. Hence we find, saturating our contemporary literature, the new worship of the Strong Man, the easy pardon of the Unscrupulous, the Apotheosis of the Jungle, and the Deification of the Detective. Force, brute force, is what we now turn to as the moral ideal, and Mastery and Success are the sole tests of excellence. The nation cuddles its multi-millionaires, cinematographs itself silly with the pictures of its prize fighters, and even casts an eye of slantwise admiration through the bars of its penitentiaries. Beside these things the simple Good Man of the older dispensation, with his worn alpaca coat and his obvious inefficiency, is nowhere.

Truly, if we go far enough with it, the Devil may come to his own again, and more than his own, not merely as Head Stoker but as what is called an End in Himself.

I knew a little man called Bliggs. He worked in a railroad office, a simple, dusty, little man, harmless at home and out of it till he read of Napoleon and heard of the thing called a Superman. Then somebody told him of Nitch, and he read as much Nitch as he could understand. The thing went to his head. Morals were no longer for him. He used to go home from the office and be a Superman by the hour, curse if his dinner was late, and strut the length of his little home with a silly irritation which he mistook for moral enfranchisement. Presently he took to being a Superman in business hours, and the railroad dismissed him. They know nothing of Nitch in such crude places. It has often seemed to me that Bliggs typified much of the present moral movement.

Our poor Devil then is gone. We cannot have him back for the whistling. For generations, as yet unlearned in social philosophy, he played a useful part — a dual part in a way, for it was his function to illustrate at once the pleasures and the penalties of life. Merriment in the scheme of things was his, and for those drawn too far in pleasure and merriment, retribution and the oyster fork.

I can see him before me now, his long, eager face and deep-set, brown eyes, pathetic with the failure of ages — carrying with him his pack of cards, his amber flask, and his little fiddle. Let but the door of the cottage stand open upon a winter night, and the Devil would blow in, offering his flask and fiddle, or rattling his box of dice.

So with his twin incentives of pain and pleasure he coaxed and prodded humanity on its path, till it reached the point where it repudiated him, called itself a Superman, and headed straight for the cliff over which is the deep sea. Quo vadimus?


Literature and Education in America
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IT MAY BE well to remind the reader at the outset of this article that Canada is in America. A Canadian writer may therefore with no great impropriety use the term American, for want of any other word, in reference to the literature and education of all the English-speaking people between the Rio Grande and the North Pole. There is, moreover, a certain warrant of fact for such a usage. Canadian literature, — as far as there is such a thing, — Canadian journalism, and the education and culture of the mass of the people of Canada approximates more nearly to the type and standard of the United States than to those of Great Britain. Whatever accusations may be brought against the literature and education of the American republic apply equally well — indeed very probably apply with even greater force — to the Dominion of Canada.

This modest apology may fittingly be offered before throwing stones at the glass house in which both the Canadians and the Americans proper dwell.

Now it is a fact which had better be candidly confessed than indignantly denied that up to the present time the contribution of America to the world’s great literature has been disappointingly small. There are no doubt great exceptions. We number at least some of the world’s great writers on this side of the Atlantic. American humour, in reputation at any rate, may claim equality if not pre-eminence. And the signs are not wanting — they are seen in the intense realism of our short stories, and the concentrated power of our one-act plays, — that we may some day come into our own. But in spite of this, the indictment holds good that up to the present we have fallen far short of what might have been properly expected of our civilisation.

I am quite aware that on this point I shall meet denial at the outset.

I once broached this question of the relative inferiority of the literary output of America to that of the old world to a gentleman from Kentucky. He answered, “I am afraid, sir, you are imperfectly acquainted with the work of our Kentucky poets.” In the same way a friend of mine from Maryland has assured me that immediately before the war that State had witnessed the most remarkable literary development recorded since the time of Plato. I am also credibly informed that the theological essayists of Prince Edward Island challenge comparison with those of any age. It is no doubt not the fault of the Islanders that this challenge has not yet been accepted. But I am speaking here not of that literature which, though excellent in its way, is known only to the immediate locality which it adorns, but rather of those works of such eminent merit and such wide repute as to be properly classed among the literature of the world. To what a very small share of this, during the last hundred years of our history, can we in America lay claim.

This phenomenon becomes all the more remarkable when we reflect upon the unparalleled advance that has been made in this country in the growth of population, in material resources, and in the purely mechanical side of progress. Counted after the fashion of the census taker, which is our favourite American method of computation, we now number over a hundred million souls. It is some seventy years since our rising population equalled and passed that of the British Isles: a count of heads, dead and alive, during the century would show us more numerous than the British people by two to one: we erect buildings fifty stories high: we lay a mile of railroad track in twenty-four hours: the corn that we grow and the hogs that we raise are the despair of aristocratic Europe; and yet when it comes to the production of real literature, the benighted people of the British Islands can turn out more of it in a twelvemonth than our hundred million souls can manufacture in three decades.

For proof of this, if proof is needed, one has but to consider fairly and dispassionately the record of the century. How few are the names of first rank that we can offer to the world. In poetry Longfellow, Bryant, Lowell, Whittier, Whitman, with two or three others exhaust the list: of historians of the front rank we have Bancroft, Motley, Prescott and in a liberal sense, Francis Parkman: of novelists, tale writers and essayists we can point with pride to Irving, Poe, Cooper, Hawthorne, Emerson, James and some few others as names that are known to the world: of theologians we have Colonel Ingersoll, Mrs. Eddy, and Caroline Nation. But brilliant as many of these writers are, can one for a moment compare them with the imposing list of the great names that adorn the annals of British literature in the nineteenth century? Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Shelley, Keats, Tennyson, Browning, Swinburne are household names to every educated American. Novelists and tale writers such as Dickens, Thackeray, Eliot, Meredith, Kipling, and Stevenson cannot be matched in our country. How seldom are essayists and historians of the class of Carlyle, Macaulay, Gibbon, Green, Huxley, Arnold, Morley, and Bryce produced among our hundred million of free and enlightened citizens. These and a hundred other illustrious names spring to one’s mind to illustrate the splendour of British literature in the nineteenth century. But surely it is unfair to ourselves to elaborate needlessly so plain a point. The candid reader will be fain to admit that the bulk of the valuable literature of the English-speaking peoples written within the last hundred years has been produced within the British Isles.

Nor can we plead in extenuation that inspiration has been lacking to us. Indeed the very contrary is the case. What can be conceived more stimulating to the poetic imagination than the advance of American civilisation into the broad plains of the Mississippi and the Saskatchewan, the passage of the unknown mountains and the descent of the treasure seekers upon the Eldorado of the coast? What finer background for literature than the silent untravelled forests and the broad rivers moving to unknown seas? In older countries the landscape is known and circumscribed. Parish church, and village, and highway succeed one another in endless alternation. There is nothing to discover, no untraversed country to penetrate. There is no mystery beyond. Thus if the old world is rich in history, rich in associations that render the simple compass of a village green a sacred spot as the battleground of long ago, so too is the new world rich in the charm and mystery of the unknown, and in the lofty stimulus that comes from the unbroken silence of the primeval forest. It was within the darkness of ancient woods that the spirits were first conceived in the imagination of mankind and that literature had its birth. A Milton or a Bunyan, that could dream dreams and see visions within the prosaic streets of an English country town — would such a man have found no inspiration could he have stood at night where the wind roars among the pine forests of the Peace, or where the cold lights of the Aurora illumine the endless desolation of the north? But alas, the Miltons and the Bunyans are not among us. The aspect of primeval nature does not call to our minds the vision of Unseen Powers riding upon the midnight blast. To us the midnight blast represents an enormous quantity of horse-power going to waste; the primeval forest is a first-class site for a saw mill, and the leaping cataract tempts us to erect a red-brick hydro-electric establishment on its banks and make it leap to some purpose.

The fact of the matter is that despite our appalling numerical growth and mechanical progress, despite the admirable physical appliances offered by our fountain pens, our pulpwood paper, and our linotype press, the progress of literature and the general diffusion of literary appreciation on this continent is not commensurate with the other aspects of our social growth. Our ordinary citizen in America is not a literary person. He has but little instinct towards letters, a very restricted estimation of literature as an art, and neither envy nor admiration for those who cultivate it. A book for him means a thing by which the strain on the head is relieved after the serious business of the day and belongs in the same general category as a burlesque show or a concertina solo: general information means a general knowledge of the results of the last election, and philosophical speculation is represented by speculation upon the future of the Democratic party. Education is synonymous with ability to understand the stock-exchange page of the morning paper, and culture means a silk hat and the habit of sleeping in pyjamas.

Not the least striking feature in the literary sterility of America is the fact that we are, at any rate as measured by any mechanical standard, a very highly educated people. If education can beget literature, it is here in America that the art of letters should most chiefly flourish. In no country in the world is more time, more thought, and more money spent upon education than in America. School books pour from our presses in tons. Manuals are prepared by the million, for use either with or without a teacher, manuals for the deaf, manuals for the dumb, manuals for the deficient, for the half-deficient, for the three-quarters deficient, manuals of hygiene for the feeble and manuals of temperance for the drunk. Instruction can be had orally, vocally, verbally, by correspondence or by mental treatment. Twelve million of our children are at school. The most skilful examiners apply to them every examination that human cruelty can invent or human fortitude can endure. In higher education alone thirty-five thousand professors lecture unceasingly to three hundred thousand students. Surely so vast and complicated a machine might be expected to turn out scholars, poets, and men of letters such as the world has never seen before. Yet it is surprising that the same unliterary, anti-literary tendency that is seen throughout our whole social environment, manifests itself also in the peculiar and distorted form given in our higher education and in the singular barrenness of its results.

There can be no greater contrast than that offered by the system of education in Great Britain, broad and almost planless in its outline, yet admirable in its results and the carefully planned and organised higher education of America. The one, in some indefinable way, fosters, promotes, and develops the true instinct of literature. It puts a premium upon genius. It singles out originality and mental power and accentuates natural inequality, caring less for the commonplace achievements of the many than for the transcendent merit of the few. The other system absurdly attempts to reduce the whole range of higher attainment to the measured and organised grinding of a mill: it undertakes to classify ability and to measure intellectual progress with a yard measure, and to turn out in its graduates a “standardised” article similar to steel rails or structural beams, with interchangeable parts in their brains and all of them purchasable in the market at the standard price.

The root of the matter and its essential bearing upon the question of literary development in general is that the two systems of education take their start from two entirely opposite points of view.

The older view of education, which is rapidly passing away in America, but which is still dominant in the great Universities of England, aimed at a wide and humane culture of the intellect. It regarded the various departments of learning as forming essentially a unity, some pursuit of each being necessary to the intelligent comprehension of the whole, and a reasonable grasp of the whole being necessary to the appreciation of each. It is true that the system followed in endeavouring to realise this ideal took as its basis the literature of Greece and Rome. But this was rather made the starting point for a general knowledge of the literature, the history and the philosophy of all ages than regarded as offering in itself the final goal of education.

Now our American system pursues a different path. It breaks up the field of knowledge into many departments, subdivides these into special branches and sections, and calls upon the scholar to devote himself to a microscopic activity in some part of a section of a branch of a department of the general field of learning. This specialised system of education that we pursue does not of course begin at once. Any system of training must naturally first devote itself to the acquiring of a rudimentary knowledge of such elementary things as reading, spelling, and the humbler aspects of mathematics. But the further the American student proceeds the more this tendency to specialisation asserts itself. When he enters upon what are called post-graduate studies, he is expected to become altogether a specialist, devoting his whole mind to the study of the left foot of the garden frog, or to the use of the ablative in Tacitus, or to the history of the first half hour of the Reformation. As he continues on his upward way, the air about him gets rarer and rarer, his path becomes more and more solitary until he reaches, and encamps upon, his own little pinnacle of refined knowledge staring at his feet and ignorant of the world about him, the past behind him, and the future before him. At the end of his labours he publishes a useless little pamphlet called his thesis which is new in the sense that nobody ever wrote it before, and erudite in the sense that nobody will ever read it. Meantime the American student’s ignorance of all things except his own part of his own subject has grown colossal. The unused parts of his intellect have ossified. His interest in general literature, his power of original thought, indeed his wish to think at all, is far less than it was in the second year of his undergraduate course. More than all that, his interestingness to other people has completely departed. Even with his fellow scholars so-called he can find no common ground of intellectual intercourse. If three men sit down together and one is a philologist, the second a numismatist, and the third a subsection of a conchologist, what can they find to talk about?

I have had occasion in various capacities to see something of the working of this system of the higher learning. Some years ago I resided for a month or two with a group of men who were specialists of the type described, most of them in pursuit of their degree of Doctor of Philosophy, some of them — easily distinguished by their air of complete vacuity — already in possession of it. The first night I dined with them, I addressed to the man opposite me some harmless question about a recent book that I thought of general interest. “I don’t know anything about that,” he answered, “I’m in sociology.” There was nothing to do but to beg his pardon and to apologise for not having noticed it.

Another of these same men was studying classics on the same plan. He was engaged in composing a doctor’s thesis on the genitive of value in Plautus. For eighteen months past he had read nothing but Plautus. The manner of his reading was as follows: first he read Plautus all through and picked out all the verbs of estimating followed by the genitive, then he read it again and picked out the verbs of reckoning, then the verbs of wishing, praying, cursing, and so on. Of all these he made lists and grouped them into little things called Tables of Relative Frequency, which, when completed, were about as interesting, about as useful, and about as easy to compile as the list of wholesale prices of sugar at New Orleans. Yet this man’s thesis was admittedly the best in his year, and it was considered by his instructors that had he not died immediately after graduation, he would have lived to publish some of the most daring speculations on the genitive of value in Plautus that the world has ever seen.

I do not here mean to imply that all our scholars of this type die, or even that they ought to die, immediately after graduation. Many of them remain alive for years, though their utility has of course largely departed after their thesis is complete. Still they do and can remain alive. If kept in a dry atmosphere and not exposed to the light, they may remain in an almost perfect state of preservation for years after finishing their doctor’s thesis. I remember once seeing a specimen of this kind enter into a country post-office store, get his letters, and make a few purchases, closely scrutinised by the rural occupants. When he had gone out the postmaster turned to a friend with the triumphant air of a man who has information in reserve and said, “Now wouldn’t you think, to look at him, that man was a d —— d fool?” “Certainly would,” said the friend, slowly nodding his head. “Well, he isn’t,” said the postmaster emphatically; “he’s a Doctor of Philosophy.” But the distinction was too subtle for most of the auditors.

In passing these strictures upon our American system of higher education, I do not wish to be misunderstood. One must of course admit a certain amount of specialisation in study. It is quite reasonable that a young man with a particular aptitude or inclination towards modern languages, or classical literature, or political economy, should devote himself particularly to that field. But what I protest against is the idea that each of these studies is apt with us to be regarded as wholly exclusive of the others, and that the moment a man becomes a student of German literature he should lose all interest in general history and philosophy, and be content to remain as ignorant of political economy or jurisprudence as a plumber. The price of liberty, it has been finely said, is eternal vigilance, and I think one may say that the price of real intellectual progress is eternal alertness, an increasing and growing interest in all great branches of human knowledge. Art is notoriously long and life is infamously short. We cannot know everything. But we can at least pursue the ideal of knowing the greatest things in all branches of knowledge, something at least of the great masters of literature, something of the best of the world’s philosophy, and something of its political conduct and structure. It is but little that the student can ever know, but we can at least see that the little is wisely distributed.

And here perhaps it is necessary to make a further qualification to this antagonism of the principle of specialisation. I quite admit its force and purpose as applied to such things as natural science and medicine. These are branches capable of isolation from the humanities in general, and in them progress is not dependent on the width of general culture. Here it is necessary that a certain portion of the learned world should isolate themselves from mankind, immure themselves in laboratories, testing, dissecting, weighing, probing, boiling, mixing, and cooking to their heart’s content. It is necessary for the world’s work that they should do so. In any case this is real research work done by real specialists after their education and not as their education. Of this work the so-called researches of the graduate student, who spends three years in writing a thesis on John Milton’s god-mother, is a mere parody.

Nor is it to be thought that this post-graduate work upon the preparation of a thesis, this so-called original scholarship is difficult. It is pretentious, plausible, esoteric, cryptographic, occult, if you will, but difficult it is not. It is of course laborious. It takes time. But the amount of intellect called for in the majority of these elaborate compilations is about the same, or rather less, than that involved in posting the day book in a village grocery. The larger part of it is on a level with the ordinary routine clerical duties performed by a young lady stenographer for ten dollars a week. One must also quite readily admit that just as there is false and real research, so too is there such a thing as a false and make-believe general education. Education, I allow, can be made so broad that it gets thin, so extensive that it must be shallow. The educated mind of this type becomes so wide that it appears quite flat. Such is the education of the drawing-room conversationalist. Thus a man may acquire no little reputation as a classical scholar by constant and casual reference to Plato or Diodorus Siculus without in reality having studied anything more arduous than the Home Study Circle of his weekly paper. Yet even such a man, pitiable though he is, may perhaps be viewed with a more indulgent eye than the ossified specialist.

It is of course not to be denied that there is even in the field of the humanities a certain amount of investigation to be done — of research work, if one will — of a highly specialised character. But this is work that can best be done not by way of an educational training — for its effect is usually the reverse of educational, but as a special labour performed for its own sake as the life work of a trained scholar, not as the examination requirement of a prospective candidate. The pretentious claim made by so many of our universities that the thesis presented for the doctor’s degree must represent a distinct contribution to human knowledge will not stand examination. Distinct contributions to human knowledge are not so easily nor so mechanically achieved. Nor should it be thought either that, even where an elaborate and painstaking piece of research has been carried on by a trained scholar, such an achievement should carry with it any recognition of a very high order. It is useful and meritorious no doubt, but the esteem in which it is held in the academic world in America indicates an entirely distorted point of view. Our American process of research has led to an absurd admiration of the mere collection of facts, extremely useful things in their way but in point of literary eminence standing in the same class as the Twelfth Census of the United States or the Statistical Abstract of the United Kingdom. So it has come to pass that the bulk of our college-made books are little more than collections of material out of which in the hands of a properly gifted person a book might be made. In our book-making in America — our serious book-making, I mean — the whole art of presentation, the thing that ought to be the very essence of literature, is sadly neglected. “A fact,” as Lord Bryce once said in addressing the assembled historians of America, “is an excellent thing and you must have facts to write about; but you should realise that even a fact before it is ready for presentation must be cut and polished like a diamond.” “You need not be afraid to be flippant,” said the same eminent authority, “but you ought to have a horror of being dull.” Unfortunately our American college-bred authors cannot be flippant if they try: it is at best but the lumbering playfulness of the elephant, humping his heavy posteriors in the air and wiggling his little tail in the vain attempt to be a lamb.

The head and front of the indictment thus presented against American scholarship is seen in its results. It is not making scholars in the highest sense of the term. It is not encouraging a true culture. It is not aiding in the creation of a real literature. The whole bias of it is contrary to the development of the highest intellectual power: it sets a man of genius to a drudging task suitable to the capacities of third-class clerk, substitutes the machine-made pedant for the man of letters, puts a premium on painstaking dulness and breaks down genius, inspiration, and originality in the grinding routine of the college tread-mill. Here and there, as is only natural, conspicuous exceptions appear in the academic world of America. A New England professor has invested the dry subject of government with a charm that is only equalled by the masterly comprehensiveness of his treatment: a Massachusetts philosopher held for a lifetime the ear of the educated world, and an American professor has proved that even so abstruse a subject as the history of political philosophy can be presented in a form at once powerful and fascinating.

But even the existence of these brilliant exceptions to the general rule cannot invalidate the proposition that the effect of our American method upon the cycle of higher studies is depressing in the extreme. History is dwindling into fact lore and is becoming the science of the almanac; economics is being buried alive in statistics and is degenerating into the science of the census; literature is stifled by philology, and is little better than the science of the lexicographer.

Nor is it only in the higher ranges of education and book-making that the same abiding absence of general literary spirit is manifest in American life. For below, or at least parallel with the universities we have the equally notable case of our American newspapers and journals. In nearly all of these the art of writing is relegated entirely to the background. Our American newspapers and journals (with certain notable and honourable exceptions) are not written “upwards” (so to speak) as if seeking to attain the ideal of an elevated literary excellence, but “downward,” so as to catch the ear and capture the money of the crowd. Here obtrudes himself the everlasting American man with the dinner pail, admirable as a political and industrial institution but despicable as the touch-stone of a national literature. Our newspapers must be written down to his level. Our poetry must be put in a form that he can understand. Our sonnets must be tuned to suit his ear. Our editorials must speak his own tongue. Otherwise he will not spend his magical one cent and our newspaper cannot circulate. Hence it is that the bulk of our current journalistic literature is strictly a one-cent literature. This is the situation that has evolved that weird being called the American Reporter, tireless in his activity, omnipresent, omnivorous, and omni-ignorant. He is out looking for facts, but of the art of presenting them with either accuracy or attraction he is completely innocent. He has just enough knowledge of shorthand to be able completely to mystify himself; and in deciphering his notes of events, speeches, and occurrences, to fall back upon his general education would be like falling back upon a cucumber frame.

I cannot do better to illustrate the amount of literary power possessed by the American reporter than to take an actual illustration or at any rate one that is as good as actual. I will take a selection from President Lincoln’s Second Inaugural Address and will present it first as Lincoln is known to have written it, and secondly as the Washington reporters of the day are certain to have reported it. Here is the original:— “Fondly do we hope, fervently do we pray, that this mighty scourge of war may soon pass away. Yet if God wills that it continue until all the wealth piled by the bondsman’s two hundred and fifty years of unrequited toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall be paid with another drawn with the sword; as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must be said, ‘the judgments of the Lord are true and righteous altogether.’ ”

Here is the reproduction of the above at the hands of the American reporter, piecing out his meagre knowledge of stenography by the use of his still more meagre literary ability: “Mr. Lincoln then spoke at some length upon the general subject of prayer. He said that prayer was fond and foolish, but that war would scourge it out. War was a nightly scourge. It would pile up two hundred and fifty million dollars of unpaid bonds. He recommended the lash as the most appropriate penalty, and concluded by expressing his opinion that the judgments of the Lord were altogether ridiculous.”

The ultimate psychology of this decided absence of literary power in our general intellectual development would be difficult to appreciate. It may be that the methods adopted in our education are a consequence rather than a cause, and it may well be also that, even if our educative system is a contributory factor, other causes of great potency are operative at the same time. One of these no doubt is found in the distinct bias of our whole American life towards commercialism. The vastly greater number of us in America have always been under the shameful necessity of earning our own living. This has coloured all our thinking with the yellow tinge of the dollar. Social and intellectual values necessarily undergo a peculiar readjustment among a people to whom individually the “main chance” is necessarily everything. Thus it is that with us everything tends to find itself “upon a business basis.” Organisation and business methods are obtruded everywhere. Public enthusiasm is replaced by the manufactured hysteria of the convention. The old-time college president, such as the one of Harvard who lifted up his voice in prayer in the twilight of a summer evening over the “rebels” that were to move on Bunker Hill that night, is replaced by the Modern Business President, alert and brutal in his methods, and himself living only on sufferance after the age of forty years. A good clergyman with us must be a hustler. The only missionary we care for is an advertiser, and even the undertaker must send us a Christmas calendar if he desires to retain our custom. Everything with us is “run” on business lines from a primary election to a prayer meeting. Thus business, and the business code, and business principles become everything. Smartness is the quality most desired, pecuniary success the goal to be achieved. Hence all less tangible and provable forms of human merit, and less tangible aspirations of the human mind are rudely shouldered aside by business ability and commercial success. There follows the apotheosis of the business man. He is elevated to the post of national hero. His most stupid utterances are taken down by the American Reporter, through the prism of whose intellect they are refracted with a double brilliance and inscribed at large in the pages of the one-cent press. The man who organises a soap-and-glue company is called a nation builder; a person who can borrow enough money to launch a Distiller’s Association is named an empire maker, and a man who remains in business until he is seventy-five without getting into the penitentiary is designated a Grand Old Man.

But it may well be that there is a reason for our literary inferiority lying deeper still than the commercial environment and the existence of an erroneous educational ideal, which are but things of the surface. It is possible that after all literature and progress-happiness-and-equality are antithetical terms. Certain it is that the world’s greatest literature has arisen in the darkest hours of its history. More than one of the masterpieces of the past were written in a dungeon. It is perhaps conceivable that literature has arisen in the past mainly on the basis of the inequalities, the sufferings and the misery of the common lot that has led humanity to seek in the concepts of the imagination the happiness that seemed denied by the stern environment of reality. Thus perhaps American civilisation with its public school and the dead level of its elementary instruction, with its simple code of republicanism and its ignorance of the glamour and mystery of monarchy, with its bread and work for all and its universal hope of the betterment of personal fortune, contains in itself an atmosphere in which the flower of literature cannot live. It is at least conceivable that this flower blossoms most beautifully in the dark places of the world, among that complex of tyranny and heroism, of inexplicable cruelty and sublime suffering that is called history. Perhaps this literary sterility of America is but the mark of the new era that is to come not to America alone, but to the whole of our western civilisation; the era in which humanity, fed to satiety and housed and warmed to the point of somnolence, with its wars abolished and its cares removed, may find that it has lost from among it that supreme gift of literary inspiration which was the comforter of its darker ages.


American Humour
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ESSAYS UPON AMERICAN Humour, after an initial effort towards the dignity and severity of literary criticism, generally resolve themselves into the mere narration of American jokes and stories. The fun of these runs thinly towards its impotent conclusion, till the disillusioned reader detects behind the mask of the literary theorist the anxious grin of the second-hand story-teller. It is the aim of the present writer to effect something more than this, and to offer a contribution, however humble, to the theory of æsthetics, and a study of those national characteristics which are associated with the particular domain of the æsthetics in question.

The following essay is therefore intended to present a serious analysis of American humour as an art, and to discuss its relation to the character and history of the people among whom it has originated. In such a discussion it may well become necessary to introduce an actual citation of typical American jokes: but, where this is the case, it is done only in the interests of art, and with a proper sense of responsibility.

This is a somewhat venturesome task, and one for which the limits of the present essay are all too brief. The æsthetic theory of the humorous has been but little exploited, and never satisfactorily explained. It offers an open field for the talents of a future philosopher, or psychologist, who shall confine himself exclusively to the comic, and set up for us by his analysis the long-needed criterion of what is, and what is not, amusing. The philosopher who will do this for the domain of mirth will not only benefit the theory of æsthetics, but may incidentally shed upon his own province a not unpleasing illumination.

It is not to be implied from this that none of the world’s great philosophers, such as Kant, and Schopenhauer, have dealt with the analysis of humour. Several of them have done so, and have done so in a spirit which does them credit. Schopenhauer has told us — I cannot quote his phrase exactly but merely give the rough, every-day sense of his words — that all those concepts are amusing in which there is the subsumption of a double paradox. This is a proposition which none of us will readily deny, and one which, if more widely appreciated, might prove of the highest practical utility. Kant, likewise, has said that in him everything excites laughter in which there is a resolution or deliverance of the absolute captive by the finite. It was very honourable of Kant to admit this. It enables us to know exactly what did, and what did not, excite him. But the difficulty remains that the philosophical school of analysts, in their fear of being thought light, frivolous, or over-intelligible in dealing with this subject have been led to envelop themselves in a thick haze of psychological terminology which the common eye is unable to pierce. The explanation of the humorous proceeds thus ad obscurum per obscurius. The presentation in simple language for simple people of a true theory of the ludicrous has yet to be made.

It is perhaps not difficult to understand why so few writers have attempted a painstaking and scientific analysis of what is humorous. There appears to be a sort of intellectual indignity involved in the serious study of the comic.

Catullus said long ago that “nothing is more foolish than a foolish laugh,” and a recent French psychologist has added that “laughter is often an excellent symptom of intellectual poverty.” It follows, therefore, that any man of attainment is unwilling that his name should be unduly associated with the seemingly lighter side of intellectual life. He does not deny his own appreciation of the humorous. Indeed, by a strange inconsistency he shows himself highly sensitive in regard to it. Of his other faculties he is willing to admit the limitations. He is willing to make efforts to cultivate them. But his appreciation of humour he regards as a natural endowment, perfect in its degree, and needing no further cultivation. He even affects to consider the professional, or notorious humorist, with a kindly condescension, not unmixed with contempt. “There are obvious reasons,” says Oliver Wendell Holmes, “why all reputable authors are ashamed of being funny. The clown knows very well that the women are not in love with him, but with Hamlet, the gloomy fellow yonder in the black coat and the plumed hat. The wit knows that his place is at the tail of the procession.”

The initial task, then, of explaining the general nature of humour is difficult enough. But, even if this task were successfully accomplished, there remains the further difficulty of rightly explaining the essential nature of American humour. For this term does not necessarily apply to all humorous writings produced in the United States. The expression is not a geographical one, but ought to indicate certain dominant qualities, modes of thought and expression which mark off a distinctive literary product.

Even from this preliminary survey of the ground before us it can be seen that the subject under discussion is of no mean importance. Still further is its importance enhanced when one realises the peculiar position occupied by American humour in the general body of American literature.

In the preceding essay the discussion turned upon the relatively small output of literature of the highest class upon the continent of America. Wonderful as our civilisation is on its material and practical side, it falls short as yet, in regard to literature and general culture, of the standard of the great nations of Europe. But in this relative literary sterility there has been one salient exception, and this exception has been found in the province of humorous writing. Here at any rate American history, and American life, have continuously reflected themselves in a not unworthy literary product. The humorist has followed, and depicted, the progress of our western civilisation at every step. Benjamin Franklin has shewn us the humour of Yankee commercialism, and Pennsylvanian piety — the odd resultant of the juxtaposition of saintliness and common sense. Irving has developed the humour of early Dutch settlement — the mynheers of the Hudson valley, with their long pipes and leisurely routine; Hawthorne presents the mingled humour and pathos of Puritanism; Hans Breitmann sings the ballad of the later Teuton; Lowell, the Mexican war, and the Slavery contest; Oliver Wendell Holmes, the softer side of the rigid culture of Boston; Mark Twain and Bret Harte bring with them the new vigour of the West; and, at the close of the tale, the sagacious Mr. Dooley appears as the essayist of the Irish immigrant, while a brilliant group of “up-to-date” writers — the Ades, the Adamses and the Irwins of our contemporary journalism — boldly challenge comparison with their predecessors. No very lofty literature is this perhaps, yet faithful and real of its kind, more truly and distinctively American than anything else produced upon the continent.

All of this has been said but as a somewhat overbalanced introduction. Let me now invite my readers to take with me a sudden plunge into the uttermost psychology of the subject, comparable, I fear, in its recklessness with that taken of old time down a steep place into the sea.

The basis of the humorous, the amusing, the ludicrous, lies in the incongruity, the unfittingness, the want of harmony among things; and this incongruity, according to the various stages of evolution of human society and of the art of speech, may appear in primitive form, or may assume a more complex manifestation. The crudest and most primitive form of all “disharmonies” is that offered by the aspect of something smashed, broken, defeated, knocked out of its original shape and purpose. Hence it is that Hobbes tells us that the prototype of human amusement is found in the exulting laugh of the savage over his fallen foe whose head he has cracked with a club. This represents the very origin and fountain source of laughter. “The passion of laughter,” says Hobbes, “springs from a sudden glory arising from a conception of some eminence in ourselves, as compared with the misfortunes of others.” It seems but a sad commentary upon the history of humanity to think that the original basis of our amusement should appear in the form which is called demoniacal merriment. But there is much to support the view. “The pleasure of the ludicrous,” says Plato, “originates in the sight of another’s misfortune.” Nay, we have but to consider the cruder forms of humour even among civilised people to realise that the original type still persists. The laughter of a street urchin at the sight of a fat gentleman slipping on a banana peel, the amusement of a child in knocking down ninepins, or demolishing a snow man, the joy of a school boy in breaking window panes — all such cases indicate the principle of original demoniacal amusement at work.

Even in reputable modern literature we can find innumerable examples of merriment of the lower type created in this fashion. We are all familiar with Bret Harte’s poem about the circumstances which terminated the existence of the literary society formed at the mining camp of Stanislow. The verse in which the fun of the poem culminates runs:

Then Abner Dean, of Angels, raised a point of order, when

A chunk of old red sandstone hit him in the abdomen,  

And he smiled a kind of sickly smile, and curled up on the floor,

And the subsequent proceedings interested him no more.  

Now this humour of discomfiture, of destructiveness and savage triumph may be expected to appear not only among a primitive people, but also in any case where the settlement of a new country reproduces to some extent the circumstances of primitive life. One can therefore readily understand that it enters freely into the composition of the humour of American western life. The humour of the Arkansas mule, of the bucking broncho, of the Kentucky duel, is all of this primitive character. Mark Twain’s earlier and shorter sketches contain much material of this sort. An excellent illustration of it is found in the essay called “Journalism in Tennessee.” The following extract therefrom, a little abbreviated for the sake of condensation, may be offered in citation:

The Editor of the Johnson County Warwhoop was dictating an article (to Mark Twain, the Associate Editor) on the Encouraging Progress of Moral and Intellectual Development in America, when, in the midst of his work, somebody shot at him through the open window and marred the symmetry of his ear. “Ah,” he said, “that is that scoundrel, Smith, of the Moral Volcano; he was due yesterday.” He snatched a navy revolver from his belt, and fired. Smith dropped, shot in the thigh. The Editor went on with his dictation. Just as he finished a hand grenade came down the stove pipe, and the explosion shattered the stove into a thousand fragments. However, it did no other damage than to knock out a couple of my teeth. Shortly after, a brick came through the window, and gave me a considerable jolt in the back. The chief said: “That was the colonel, likely.” A moment after, the colonel appeared in the doorway with a dragoon revolver in his hand. “I have a little account to settle with you,” he said: “if you are at leisure we will begin.” Both pistols rang out at the same moment. The chief lost a lock of his hair, and the colonel’s bullet ended its career in my thigh. The colonel’s left shoulder was chipped a little. They fired again. Both missed their men this time, but I got my share, a shot in the arm. I said I believed I would go out and take a walk as this was a private interview. Both gentlemen begged me to keep my seat.

It will of course be readily seen that the humorous quality of the above is of a mixed character, but the discomfiture of the associate editor enters largely into it.

Now, this primitive form of fun is of a decidedly anti-social character. It runs counter to other instincts, those of affection, pity, unselfishness, upon which the progressive development of the race has largely depended. As a consequence of this, the basis of humour tends in the course of social evolution to alter its original character. It becomes a condition of amusement that no serious harm or injury shall be inflicted, but that only the appearance or simulation of it shall appear. Indeed Plato himself adds, as a proviso to the definition which I have quoted above, that the misfortune which excites mirth in question must involve no serious harm. Hence it comes about that the sight of a humped back, or a crooked foot, is droll only to the mind of a savage or a child; while the queer gyrations of a person whose foot has gone to sleep, and who tries in vain to walk, may excite laughter in the civilised adult by affording the appearance of crooked limbs without the reality. This is perhaps what Kant meant by the resolution of the absolute. On the other hand, perhaps it is not.

When the development of humour reaches this stage its basis is shifted from the appearance of destructiveness and demolition to that of the incongruous. Man’s advancing view of what is harmonious, purposeful and properly adjusted to its surroundings begins to cause him a sense of intellectual superiority, a tickling of amused vanity at the sight of that which misses its mark, which betrays a maladjustment of means to end, a departure from the proper type of things. The idea of contrast, incongruity, of the false semblance between the correct and the incorrect, becomes the basic principle of the ludicrous.

To this stage of the development of the ludicrous belongs the amusement one feels at the sight of a juggler swallowing yards of tape, or of a circus clown wearing a little round hat the size of a pill-box.

Much of the humour of the farce and the pantomime, the transformation scene of the musical comedy, and the medley of the circus ring is of this class. Just why such appearances should excite laughter, why the sense of pleasure experienced should manifest itself in certain muscular movements, is a physiological, and not a psychological problem. Herbert Spencer tells us that the thing called a laugh is a sort of explosion of nervous energy, disappointed in its expected path, and therefore attacking the muscles of the face. Admirers of Spencer’s scientific method may find in this plausible statement a pleasing finality, though why the explosion in question should attack the face rather than other parts of the body still seems a matter of doubt.

To this secondary stage of development is to be assigned the first appearance of the mode of humour called wit. Wit depends upon a contrast or incongruity effected by calling in the art of words. “It is,” says Professor Bain, “a sudden and unexpected form of humour, involving a play upon words.” “Wit,” writes Walter Pater, “is that unreal and transitory form of mirth, which is like the crackling of thorns under a pot.” “It consists,” says another modern authority, Mr. Lilly, “in the discoveries of incongruities in the province of the understanding.” If the view here presented be correct, wit is properly to be regarded not as something contrasted with the humorous but offering merely a special and, relatively speaking, unimportant subdivision of a general mode of intellectual operation: it presents a humorous idea by means of the happy juxtaposition of verbal forms.

Now this principle of intellectual pleasure excited by contrast or incongruity, once started on an upward path of development, loses more and more its anti-social character, until at length it appears no longer antagonistic to the social feelings, but contributory to them. The final stage of the development of humour is reached when amusement no longer arises from a single “funny” idea, meaningless contrast, or odd play upon words, but rests upon a prolonged and sustained conception of the incongruities of human life itself. The shortcomings of our existence, the sad contrast of our aims and our achievements, the little fretting aspiration of the day that fades into the nothingness of tomorrow, kindle in the mellowed mind a sense of gentle amusement from which all selfish exultation has been chastened by the realisation of our common lot of sorrow. On this higher plane humour and pathos mingle and become one. To the Creator perhaps in retrospect the little story of man’s creation and his fall seems sadly droll.

It is of this final stage of the evolution of amusement that one of the keenest of modern analysts has written thus,— “when men become too sympathetic to laugh at each other for individual defects or infirmities which once moved their mirth, it is surely not strange that sympathy should then begin to unite them, not in common lamentation for their common defects and inferiorities, but in common amusement at them.” This is the sentiment that has inspired the great masterpieces of humorous literature — this is the humour of Cervantes smiling sadly at the passing of the older chivalry, and of Hawthorne depicting the sombre melancholies of Puritanism against the background of the silent woods of New England. This is the really great humour — unquotable in single phrases and paragraphs, but producing its effect in a long-drawn picture of human life, in which the universal element of human imperfection — alike in all ages and places — excites at once our laughter and our tears.

From this general settling of the subject let me turn to the more immediate consideration of American humour as such, and inquire what special sources of contrast and incongruity, what particular modes of thought and expression might well be engendered in American life, and reflected in American writing. Perhaps the most evident, and the most far-reaching, factor in the question is the circumstance that we Americans are a new people, divorced from the traditions, good and bad, of European life, and are able thereby to take a highly objective view of European ideas and institutions. Our freedom from the hereditary and conventional view has enabled our writers to take an “outside” view of things, and to discover many contrasts and incongruities hidden from the European eye. We have been able to view the older civilisation from a distance, and to judge it on its merits. The objective view — the deliberate insistence in judging things as they are, and not as hallowed tradition interprets them — forms the essential “idea” of much of what is considered typically Yankee humour. It is one of the leading qualities in the humour of Franklin’s Poor Richard, of Major Downing, of Sam Slick and of Hosea Biglow. It is connected essentially with the development of Yankee character, and of the Yankee view of the outside world. “A strange hybrid indeed,” said an English writer half a century ago, “did circumstance beget in the new world upon the old Puritan stock, and the earth never before saw such mystic practicalism, such niggard geniality, such calculating fanaticism, such castiron enthusiasm, such sour-faced humour, such close-fisted generosity.”

This peculiar vein of Yankee character has nowhere been better exploited for purposes of humour than in James Russell Lowell’s Biglow Papers. Here we have New England wisdom detached from the conventional view of things; how complete and surprising this detachment may sometimes appear is seen in the poem on the Mexican war, intended as a protest against the rampant militarism of the Southern expansionists, in which occurs the following verse:

We were getting on nicely up here to our village,

With good old idees o’ wut’s right and wut ain’t,  

We kind o’ thought Christ went again’ war an’ pillage,

An’ that eppylettes worn’t the best mark of a saint.  

But John P.      

Robinson, he      

Sez this kind o’ thing’s an exploded idee.

A great deal of Mark Twain’s humour rests upon a similar basis. The humorous contrast is found by turning the “artistic innocence” of the western eye to bear upon the civilisation of the old world. The result is amply seen in those two most amusing of American books, The Innocents Abroad and the New Pilgrims’ Progress. A few words from a preface written by Mr. Hingston for an English edition of the “Innocents” admirably develop the fundamental basis of the contrast here utilised as a source of humour.

“From the windows of the newspaper office where Mark Twain worked (the office of the Territorial Enterprise, of Virginia City, Nevada) the American desert was visible: within a radius of ten miles Indians were encamped among the sage bush: the whole city was populated with miners, adventurers, traders, gamblers and that rough-and-tumble class which a mining town in a new territory collects together. He visited Europe and Asia without any of the preparations for travel which most travellers undertake. His object was to see things as they are and record the impressions they produced upon a man of humorous perception, who paid his first visit to Europe without a travelling tutor, a university education or a stock of conventional sentimentality packed in a carpet bag. He looked at objects as an untravelled American might be expected to look, and measured men and manners by the gauge he had set up for himself among the goldhills of California and the silver mines of half-civilised Nevada.”

It will be understood that a humorist enjoying the special advantage of so profound an ignorance was in a position to make amazing discoveries. I regret that the limited space at my disposal prevents an elaborate citation from Mark Twain’s descriptions of Europe. But perhaps his reflections upon the old masters and their works in the picture galleries of Italy may serve as an illustration:

“The originals,” he writes, “were handsome when they were new, but they are not new now. The colours are dim with age; the countenances are scaled and marred and nearly all expression is gone from them; the hair is a dead blur upon the wall. There is no life in the eyes. But humble as I am and unpretending in the matter of Art, my researches among the painted monks and martyrs have not been wholly in vain. I have striven hard to learn. I have had some success. I have mastered some things, possibly of trifling import in the eyes of the learned but to me they give pleasure and I take as much pride in my little acquirements as do others who have learned far more and who love to display them fully as well. When I see a monk going about with a lion and looking tranquilly up to heaven, I know that that is Saint Mark. When I see a monk with a book and a pen, looking tranquilly up to heaven and trying to think of a word, I know that that is Saint Matthew. When I see a monk sitting on a rock, looking tranquilly up to heaven with a human skull beside him and without any other baggage, I know that it is St. Jerome. When I see other monks looking tranquilly up to heaven but having no trademark, I always ask who these parties are. I do this because I humbly wish to learn. I have seen thirteen thousand St. Jeromes, twenty-two thousand St. Marks, sixteen thousand St. Matthews and sixty thousand St. Sebastians, together with four million of assorted monks undesignated, and I feel encouraged to believe that when I have seen some more of these various pictures and had a larger experience I shall begin to take a more absorbing interest in them.”

As a subdivision of this Yankee humour which finds its starting point in the unprejudiced wisdom of the detached mind, is to be reckoned another mode of literary expression characteristic of the New England cast of thought. This is the production of a humorous effect by the affectation of a deep simplicity, a literary quality which perhaps had its root in the shrewdness in bargain-driving, highly cultivated among a people pious but pecuniary. No one was a greater master of this style than Artemus Ward. Ward was perhaps a comedian rather than a humorist. His early death prevented his leaving any great literary legacy to the world, but his lectures in New York and London of fifty years ago are still held in kindly recollection. It was his custom to appear upon the platform in what seemed a deep and embarrassed sadness; to apologise in a foolish and hesitating manner for the miserable little “panorama” lighted with wax candles which was supposed to offer the material of his lecture; to regret that the moon in the panorama was out of place; then in a shamefaced way to commence a rambling “Lecture upon Africa” in which, by a sort of inadvertence, nothing was said of Africa till the concluding sentence, when with a kind of idiotic enthusiasm which he knew so well how to simulate, he earnestly recommended his audience to buy maps of Africa, and study them. The following little speech made in explanation of his panorama may be taken as typical of his style:

“This picture,” he used to say, “is a great work of art; it is an oil painting done in petroleum. It is by the Old Masters. It was the last thing they did before dying. They did this, and then they expired. I wish you were nearer to it so that you could see it better. I wish I could take it to your residences, and let you see it by daylight. Some of the greatest artists in London come here every morning before daylight with lanterns to look at it. They say they never saw anything like it before, and they hope they never shall again.”

Somewhat similar in conception is the willful simplicity of his statement,— “I was born in Massachusetts, but I think I must have been descended from an old Persian family, as my elder brother was called Cyrus.” On one occasion he startled a London audience by beginning his lecture with the words, “Those of you who have been in Newgate,” — the audience broke into laughter; Ward looked at them in reproach and added— “and have stayed there for any considerable time.” Of a cognate character is the ultra-simple announcement which he printed at the foot of his lecture programme: “Mr. Artemus Ward must refuse to be responsible for any debts of his own contraction.”

Among more modern writers Mr. Edgar Wilson Nye has fully availed himself of this truly American principle of the deliberate assumption of simplicity. The episode of his visit to the Navy Yard in the days before Mr. Roosevelt, when the American Navy was a proper target of national scorn, is a fine example of a humorously wilful misconception of the purpose of things:

“The condition of our navy,” says Mr. Nye, “need not give rise to any serious apprehension. The yard in which it is placed at Brooklyn is enclosed by a high brick wall affording it ample protection. A man on board the Atlanta at anchor at Brooklyn is quite as safe as he would be at home. The guns on board the Atlanta are breech loaders; this is a great improvement on the old-style gun, because in former times in case of a naval combat, the man who went outside the ship to load the gun, while it was raining, frequently contracted pneumonia.”

But let us return from the humour of simplicity to the main form of Yankee humour of which it is a part, the humour based on that freedom from traditional ideas and conventional views, characteristic of a new country. It will readily be perceived that, unless sustained and held in check by the presence at its side of an elevated national literature, this form of writing easily degenerates. Freedom from convention runs into crudity and coarseness; and a tone of cheap vulgarity is introduced calculated to discredit grievously the literature to which it belongs. It is unfortunate that even the work of the best American humorists is disfigured in this way. It would be offensive here to cite in detail such conspicuous examples as the account of the Turkish bath in the Pilgrims’ Progress. An excellent example of what is meant is offered by Mark Twain’s Cannibalism in the Cars. In this little sketch the vein of real humour may be obscured in the minds of many readers by the gruesomeness of the setting. I cite a part of it, not to excite laughter, but to illustrate the point under discussion. The story is that of a number of Congressmen, snowed in, in a railway train, and after a week of confinement, driven by hunger to the awful extremity of choosing one of their number to die that the rest may live. The fun of the piece is supposed to lie in the contrast offered by the awful circumstances of the event, and the formal legislative procedure which the Congressmen, trained in American politics, apply to the case from sheer force of habit.

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Richard H. Gaston, of Minnesota, “it can be delayed no longer. We must determine which of us shall die to furnish food for the rest.”

Mr. John S. Williams, of Illinois, rose and said, “Gentlemen, I nominate the Reverend Jas. Sawyer, of Tennessee.”

Mr. Wm. R. Adams, of Indiana, said, “I nominate Mr. Daniel Slote, of New York.”

Mr. Slote: “Gentlemen, I decline in favour of Mr. John A. Van Nastrand, of New Jersey.”

Mr. Van Nastrand: “Gentlemen, I am a stranger among you, I have not sought the distinction that has been conferred upon me, and I feel a delicacy — —”

Mr. Morgan, of Alabama (interrupting): “I move the previous question.” The motion was carried. A recess of half an hour was then taken, after which Mr. Roger, of Missouri, said:

“Mr. President, I move to amend the motion by striking out the name of the Rev. Mr. Sawyer, and substituting that of Mr. Lucius Harris, of St. Louis, who is well and honourably known to us all. I do not wish to be understood as casting the least reflection upon the higher character and standing of Mr. Sawyer. I respect and esteem him as much as any gentleman here: but none of us can be blind to the fact that he has lost more flesh during the week that we have lain here than any of us.”

The Chairman: “What action will the house take upon the gentleman’s motion?”

Mr. Halliday, of Virginia: “I move to amend the report by further substituting the name of Mr. Harvey Davis of Oregon. It may be urged, gentlemen, that the hardships and privations of a frontier life have rendered Mr. Davis tough. But, gentlemen, is this a time to cavil at toughness? No, gentlemen, bulk is what we desire, — substance, weight, bulk, — these are the supreme requisites now — not latent genius or education.”

The amendment was put to the vote and lost. Rev. Mr. Sawyer was declared elected. The announcement created considerable dissatisfaction among the friends of Mr. Harvey Davis, the defeated candidate, and there was some talk of demanding a new ballot, but the preparations for supper diverted the attention of the Harvey Davis faction, and the happy announcement that Mr. Sawyer was ready presently drove all animosity to the winds.

We sat down with hearts full of gratitude to the finest supper that had blessed our vision for seven days. I liked Sawyer. He might have been better done perhaps, but he was worthy of all praise. I wrote his wife so afterwards. Next morning we had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast. He was one of the finest men I sat down to — handsome, educated, refined, spoke several languages fluently — a perfect gentleman.

Enough, I think, has been quoted to illustrate my meaning and I spare my readers the references to “soup,” to “juiciness” and to “flavour,” in which the subsequent part of the article abounds.

Let us pass on to consider another broad division of American humour, the Humour of Exaggeration. It is not to be supposed that we Americans hold any monopoly of this mode of merriment. It is at least as old as Herodotus, whose efforts deserve all the credit attached to a praiseworthy beginning. Nay, even before Herodotus we find the humour of monstrous exaggeration fully exploited in the primitive literature of Norway. “The great giant of the Eddas,” says one of the Sagas, “sits at the end of the world in Eagle’s shape, and when he flaps his wings all the winds come that blow upon man.” The suggested parallel to the American eagle is too obvious, and I pass it by. It is at least supposable that this element of exaggeration entered largely into all primitive folk song: it is likely that many passages in Homer, and the Ancients, which to the scholars of the day are mere mis-statements of ignorance were greeted in their time by the loud guffaws of barbarian listeners.

But though there is no monopoly of exaggeration in America, the circumstances of our country and its growth tend to foster it as a national characteristic. The amazing rapidity of American progress, and the very bigness of our continent, has bred in us a corresponding bigness of speech; the fresh air of the western country, and the joy of living in the open, has inspired us with a sheer exuberant love of lying that has set its mark upon our literature. Examples of the literary quality thereby inspired might be quoted in hundreds, but one or two must suffice. An old American newspaper of the year 1850 at once illustrates and satirises this mode of national thought thus:

“This is a glorious country. It has longer rivers and more of them, and they are muddier and deeper and run faster, and rise higher and make more noise and fall lower and do more damage than anybody else’s rivers. It has more lakes and they are bigger and deeper and clearer and wetter than those of any other country. Our railway cars are bigger and run faster and pitch off the track oftener, and kill more people than all other railway cars in any other country. Our steamboats carry bigger loads, are longer and broader, burst their boilers oftener and send up their passengers higher, and the captains swear harder than the captains in any other country. Our men are bigger and longer and thicker; can fight harder and faster, drink more mean whiskey, chew more bad tobacco than in every other country.”

A beautiful illustration of the same vein, not altogether unconscious, is found in Daniel Webster’s speech to the citizens of Rochester:

“Men of Rochester, I am glad to see you. I am glad to see your noble city. Gentlemen, I saw your falls which I am told are one hundred and fifty feet high. This is a very interesting fact. Gentlemen, Rome had her Cæsar, her Scipio, her Brutus, but Rome in her proudest days had never a waterfall a hundred and fifty feet high. Gentlemen, Greece had her Pericles, her Demosthenes and her Socrates, but Greece in her palmiest days had never a waterfall a hundred and fifty feet high. Men of Rochester, go on.”

It is notorious that this form of American fun has always proved somewhat difficult of comprehension to our British cousins. “I was prepared,” said Artemus Ward in speaking of one of his English audiences, “for a good deal of gloom, but I did not expect to find them so completely depressed.” It is interesting to note that the Right Hon. John Bright, one of the auditors of the lecture, said next morning: “The information is meagre and is presented in a desultory manner: indeed I cannot help questioning some of the statements.”

This divergence of national taste is really fundamental in British and American art and literature, and it forms the line of division between the British and American conception of a joke. The Englishman loves what is literal. His conception of a “funny picture” is the drawing of a trivial accident in a hunting field, depicting exactly everything as it happened, with the discomfited horseman dripping with water from having fallen into a stream; or covered with mud by being thrown into a bog. The American funny picture tries to convey the same ideas by exaggeration. It gives us negroes with boots that are two feet long, collars six inches high and diamonds that shoot streaks of light across the paper. The English cartoonist makes a literal drawing. He may draw Mr. Winston Churchill as a chimney sweep or a nurse-girl or as a bull-terrier but the face is always the face of Mr. Winston Churchill. The American cartoonist on the contrary reduces Mr. Roosevelt to a set of teeth with spectacles, Sir Wilfred Laurier to a lock of hair, and the German Kaiser to a pair of moustaches. In either case the object sought may be attained or missed. British literalism in comic art or literature easily fades into insipid dullness; pointless stories of “awfully amusing things,” told just as they happened, make one long for the sound of a literary lie. American exaggeration in comic art runs to seed in the wooden symbolism that depicts a skating accident by a series of concentric circles. American exaggeration in literature passes the bounds of common-sense, and becomes mere meaningless criminality.

At this point it may be in order to consider the question of especially American forms of wit. These are certainly not abundant. “We have not yet had time,” said Josh Billings, “to boil down our humour, and get the wit out of it.” There are nevertheless certain forms and modes of wit typically American. Most notable of these is what may be called the Unrestrained Simile, a form closely analogous to humorous exaggeration:

“This miserable man,” writes a western editor in describing in terms of scorn the personal appearance of one of his rivals, “has a pair of legs that look like twenty-five minutes after six.” “Rats are about as uncalled for,” says Josh Billings, “as a pain in the small of the back.” “There must be 60 or 70 million rats in the United States. Of course I am speaking only from memory.”

Not unfrequently these forced comparisons become overforced and miss their mark. Witness the following:

“The effeminate man,” says Josh Billings, “is a weak poultiss. He is a cross between root beer and gingerpop with the cork left out of the bottle overnight. He is a fresh water mermaid lost in a cow pasture with his hands filled with dandylions. He is a sick monkey with a blonde mustash. He is as harmless as a cent’s worth of spruce gum and as useless as a shirt button without a button hole. He is as lazy as a bread pill, and has no more hope than a last year’s grass-hopper.”

Another special form of American wit is found in the use of ellipsis, as if from ignorance or simplicity. A charming example of this is seen in a well known telegram sent by, or declared to have been sent by, Mark Twain: “Elephant broke loose from circus to-day. Rushed madly at two plumbers. It killed one. The other escaped. General regret.” Closely similar is the mode of speech of which the following quotation from Eli Perkins is an example: “An old Maine woman undertook to eat a gallon of oysters for one hundred dollars. She gained fifteen, her funeral costing eighty-five.”

The special forms of American wit offered by the various dialects constitute a chapter by themselves, but of these the most typical is offered by the negro misuse of words, a mode of wit fully exploited by the author of Uncle Remus and the Southern school:

“Julius, is yo’ better dis morning?” “No, I was better yesterday, but I’se got ober dat.” “Am dere no hopes of yo’ discobery?” “Discobery of what?” “Discobery from the convalescence what am fetching you on yo’r back.” “That depends, sah, altogether on the prognostication which implies the disease; should they continue fatally he hopes dis culled individual won’t die dis time. But as I said afore, dat all depends on the prognotics: till dese come to a haid, dere am no telling whether dis pusson will come to a discontinuation or otherwise.”

In any literature the forms of wit run easily to degeneration into sterile mechanical forms. There is an inevitable tendency to confound what is difficult with what is amusing. The sillier of the mediæval monks found amusement in anagrams, acrostics, and double-ended Latin lines which read as foolishly backwards as forwards. The sillier amongst the English people take an infantile delight in puns. The corresponding curse of American humour is bad spelling. Bad spelling, as Lowell has said, is only amusing when it has some ulterior allusion or reference. Josh Billings’ naif statement— “I spell kaughphy, k-a-u-g-h-p-h-y, and Webster spells it coffee, but I don’t know which of us is right” — may be allowed to pass, but in the majority of cases bad spelling is utterly without point and contains no element of the comic. It is cheering to realise that the efforts of the spelling reform society will henceforth make bad spelling a serious matter.

It has been impossible in this short compass to say much of the part of American literature which moves upon the highest plane of humour, in which the mere incongruous “funniness” of the ludicrous is replaced by the larger view of life. In plain truth not much of what is called American humour is of this class. The writings of Nathaniel Hawthorne, the works of Mark Twain (not as cited in single passages or jokes, but considered in their broad aspect, and in their view of life), and, perhaps more than all, the work of O. Henry, whose name will stand in retrospect among the greatest, present the universal element. But a large part of American humour lacks profundity, and wants that stimulating aid of the art of expression which can be found only amongst a literary people. The Americans produce humorous writing because of their intensely humorous perception of things, and in despite of the fact that they are not a literary people. The British people, essentially a people of exceptions, produce a high form of humorous literature because of their literary spirit, and in spite of the fact that their general standard of humorous perception is lower. In the one case humour forces literature. In the other literature forces humour.

One is tempted in such an essay as the present to conclude with a discussion of the writers of the immediate moment. But discretion forbids. Criticism is only of value where the lapse of a certain time lends perspective to the view. Of the brilliance and promise of a number of the younger humorists of to-day there can be no doubt. But it is difficult to appraise their work and to distinguish among a mass of transitory effects the elements of abiding value.


The Woman Question
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I WAS SITTING the other day in what is called the Peacock Alley of one of our leading hotels, drinking tea with another thing like myself, a man. At the next table were a group of Superior Beings in silk, talking. I couldn’t help overhearing what they said — at least not when I held my head a little sideways.

They were speaking of the war.

“There wouldn’t have been any war,” said one, “if women were allowed to vote.”

“No, indeed,” chorused all the others.

The woman who had spoken looked about her defiantly. She wore spectacles and was of the type that we men used to call, in days when we still retained a little courage, an Awful Woman.

“When women have the vote,” she went on, “there will be no more war. The women will forbid it.”

She gazed about her angrily. She evidently wanted to be heard. My friend and I hid ourselves behind a little fern and trembled.

But we listened. We were hoping that the Awful Woman would explain how war would be ended. She didn’t. She went on to explain instead that when women have the vote there will be no more poverty, no disease, no germs, no cigarette smoking and nothing to drink but water.

It seemed a gloomy world.

“Come,” whispered my friend, “this is no place for us. Let us go to the bar.”

“No,” I said, “leave me. I am going to write an article on the Woman Question. The time has come when it has got to be taken up and solved.”

So I set myself to write it.

The woman problem may be stated somewhat after this fashion. The great majority of the women of to-day find themselves without any means of support of their own. I refer of course to the civilised white women. The gay savage in her jungle, attired in a cocoanut leaf, armed with a club and adorned with the neck of a soda-water bottle, is all right. Trouble hasn’t reached her yet. Like all savages, she has a far better time, — more varied, more interesting, more worthy of a human being, — than falls to the lot of the rank and file of civilised men and women. Very few of us recognise this great truth. We have a mean little vanity over our civilisation. We are touchy about it. We do not realise that so far we have done little but increase the burden of work and multiply the means of death. But for the hope of better things to come, our civilisation would not seem worth while.

But this is a digression. Let us go back. The great majority of women have no means of support of their own. This is true also of men. But the men can acquire means of support. They can hire themselves out and work. Better still, by the industrious process of intrigue rightly called “busyness,” or business, they may presently get hold of enough of other people’s things to live without working. Or again, men can, with a fair prospect of success, enter the criminal class, either in its lower ranks as a house breaker, or in its upper ranks, through politics. Take it all in all a man has a certain chance to get along in life.

A woman, on the other hand, has little or none. The world’s work is open to her, but she cannot do it. She lacks the physical strength for laying bricks or digging coal. If put to work on a steel beam a hundred feet above the ground, she would fall off. For the pursuit of business her head is all wrong. Figures confuse her. She lacks sustained attention and in point of morals the average woman is, even for business, too crooked.

This last point is one that will merit a little emphasis. Men are queer creatures. They are able to set up a code of rules or a standard, often quite an artificial one, and stick to it. They have acquired the art of playing the game. Eleven men can put on white flannel trousers and call themselves a cricket team, on which an entirely new set of obligations, almost a new set of personalities, are wrapped about them. Women could never be a team of anything.

So it is in business. Men are able to maintain a sort of rough and ready code which prescribes the particular amount of cheating that a man may do under the rules. This is called business honesty, and many men adhere to it with a dog-like tenacity, growing old in it, till it is stamped on their grizzled faces, visibly. They can feel it inside them like a virtue. So much will they cheat and no more. Hence men are able to trust one another, knowing the exact degree of dishonesty they are entitled to expect.

With women it is entirely different. They bring to business an unimpaired vision. They see it as it is. It would be impossible to trust them. They refuse to play fair.

Thus it comes about that woman is excluded, to a great extent, from the world’s work and the world’s pay.

There is nothing really open to her except one thing, — marriage. She must find a man who will be willing, in return for her society, to give her half of everything he has, allow her the sole use of his house during the daytime, pay her taxes, and provide her clothes.

This was, formerly and for many centuries, not such a bad solution of the question. The women did fairly well out of it. It was the habit to marry early and often. The “house and home” was an important place. The great majority of people, high and low, lived on the land. The work of the wife and the work of the husband ran closely together. The two were complementary and fitted into one another. A woman who had to superintend the baking of bread and the brewing of beer, the spinning of yarn and the weaving of clothes, could not complain that her life was incomplete.

Then came the modern age, beginning let us say about a hundred and fifty years ago. The distinguishing marks of it have been machinery and the modern city. The age of invention swept the people off the land. It herded them into factories, creating out of each man a poor miserable atom divorced from hereditary ties, with no rights, no duties, and no place in the world except what his wages contract may confer on him. Every man for himself, and sink or swim, became the order of the day. It was nicknamed “industrial freedom.” The world’s production increased enormously. It is doubtful if the poor profited much. They obtained the modern city, — full of light and noise and excitement, lively with crime and gay with politics, — and the free school where they learned to read and write, by which means they might hold a mirror to their poverty and take a good look at it. They lost the quiet of the country side, the murmur of the brook and the inspiration of the open sky. These are unconscious things, but the peasant who has been reared among them, for all his unconsciousness, pines and dies without them. It is doubtful if the poor have gained. The chaw-bacon rustic who trimmed a hedge in the reign of George the First, compares well with the pale slum-rat of the reign of George V.

But if the machine age has profoundly altered the position of the working man, it has done still more with woman. It has dispossessed her. Her work has been taken away. The machine does it. It makes the clothes and brews the beer. The roar of the vacuum cleaner has hushed the sound of the broom. The proud proportions of the old-time cook, are dwindled to the slim outline of the gas-stove expert operating on a beefsteak with the aid of a thermometer. And at the close of day the machine, wound with a little key, sings the modern infant to its sleep, with the faultless lullaby of the Victrola. The home has passed, or at least is passing out of existence. In place of it is the “apartment” — an incomplete thing, a mere part of something, where children are an intrusion, where hospitality is done through a caterer, and where Christmas is only the twenty-fifth of December.

All this the machine age did for woman. For a time she suffered — the one thing she had learned, in the course of centuries, to do with admirable fitness. With each succeeding decade of the modern age things grew worse instead of better. The age for marriage shifted. A wife instead of being a help-mate had become a burden that must be carried. It was no longer true that two could live on less than one. The prudent youth waited till he could “afford” a wife. Love itself grew timid. Little Cupid exchanged his bow and arrow for a book on arithmetic and studied money sums. The school girl who flew to Gretna Green in a green and yellow cabriolet beside a peach-faced youth, — angrily pursued by an ancient father of thirty-eight, — all this drifted into the pictures of the past, romantic but quite impossible.

Thus the unmarried woman, a quite distinct thing from the “old maid” of ancient times, came into existence, and multiplied and increased till there were millions of her.

Then there rose up in our own time, or within call of it, a deliverer. It was the Awful Woman with the Spectacles, and the doctrine that she preached was Woman’s Rights. She came as a new thing, a hatchet in her hand, breaking glass. But in reality she was no new thing at all, and had her lineal descent in history from age to age. The Romans knew her as a sybil and shuddered at her. The Middle Ages called her a witch and burnt her. The ancient law of England named her a scold and ducked her in a pond. But the men of the modern age, living indoors and losing something of their ruder fibre, grew afraid of her. The Awful Woman, — meddlesome, vociferous, intrusive, — came into her own.

Her softer sisters followed her. She became the leader of her sex. “Things are all wrong,” she screamed, “with the status of women.” Therein she was quite right. “The remedy for it all,” she howled, “is to make women ‘free,’ to give women the vote. When once women are ‘free’ everything will be all right.” Therein the woman with the spectacles was, and is, utterly wrong.

The women’s vote, when they get it, will leave women much as they were before.

Let it be admitted quite frankly that women are going to get the vote. Within a very short time all over the British Isles and North America, — in the States and the nine provinces of Canada, — woman suffrage will soon be an accomplished fact. It is a coming event which casts its shadow, or its illumination, in front of it. The woman’s vote and total prohibition are two things that are moving across the map with gigantic strides. Whether they are good or bad things is another question. They are coming. As for the women’s vote, it has largely come. And as for prohibition, it is going to be recorded as one of the results of the European War, foreseen by nobody. When the King of England decided that the way in which he could best help the country was by giving up drinking, the admission was fatal. It will stand as one of the landmarks of British history comparable only to such things as the signing of the Magna Carta by King John, or the serving out of rum and water instead of pure rum in the British Navy under George III.

So the woman’s vote and prohibition are coming. A few rare spots — such as Louisiana, and the City of New York — will remain and offer here and there a wet oasis in the desert of dry virtue. Even that cannot endure. Before many years are past, all over this continent women with a vote and men without a drink will stand looking at one another and wondering, what next?

For when the vote is reached the woman question will not be solved but only begun. In and of itself, a vote is nothing. It neither warms the skin nor fills the stomach. Very often the privilege of a vote confers nothing but the right to express one’s opinion as to which of two crooks is the crookeder.

But after the women have obtained the vote the question is, what are they going to do with it? The answer is, nothing, or at any rate nothing that men would not do without them. Their only visible use of it will be to elect men into office. Fortunately for us all they will not elect women. Here and there perhaps at the outset, it will be done as the result of a sort of spite, a kind of sex antagonism bred by the controversy itself. But, speaking broadly, the women’s vote will not be used to elect women to office. Women do not think enough of one another to do that. If they want a lawyer they consult a man, and those who can afford it have their clothes made by men, and their cooking done by a chef. As for their money, no woman would entrust that to another woman’s keeping. They are far too wise for that.

So the woman’s vote will not result in the setting up of female prime ministers and of parliaments in which the occupants of the treasury bench cast languishing eyes across at the flushed faces of the opposition. From the utter ruin involved in such an attempt at mixed government, the women themselves will save us. They will elect men. They may even pick some good ones. It is a nice question and will stand thinking about.

But what else, or what further can they do, by means of their vote and their representatives to “emancipate” and “liberate” their sex?

Many feminists would tell us at once that if women had the vote they would, first and foremost, throw everything open to women on the same terms as men. Whole speeches are made on this point, and a fine fury thrown into it, often very beautiful to behold.

The entire idea is a delusion. Practically all of the world’s work is open to women now, wide open. The only trouble is that they can’t do it. There is nothing to prevent a woman from managing a bank, or organising a company, or running a department store, or floating a merger, or building a railway, — except the simple fact that she can’t. Here and there an odd woman does such things, but she is only the exception that proves the rule. Such women are merely — and here I am speaking in the most decorous biological sense,— “sports.” The ordinary woman cannot do the ordinary man’s work. She never has and never will. The reasons why she can’t are so many, that is, she “can’t” in so many different ways, that it is not worth while to try to name them.

Here and there it is true there are things closed to women, not by their own inability but by the law. This is a gross injustice. There is no defence for it. The province in which I live, for example, refuses to allow women to practise as lawyers. This is wrong. Women have just as good a right to fail at being lawyers as they have at anything else. But even if all these legal disabilities, where they exist, were removed (as they will be under a woman’s vote) the difference to women at large will be infinitesimal. A few gifted “sports” will earn a handsome livelihood, but the woman question in the larger sense will not move one inch nearer to solution.

The feminists, in fact, are haunted by the idea that it is possible for the average woman to have a life patterned after that of the ordinary man. They imagine her as having a career, a profession, a vocation, — something which will be her “life work,” — just as selling coal is the life work of the coal merchant.

If this were so, the whole question would be solved. Women and men would become equal and independent. It is thus indeed that the feminist sees them, through the roseate mist created by imagination. Husband and wife appear as a couple of honourable partners who share a house together. Each is off to business in the morning. The husband is, let us say, a stock broker: the wife manufactures iron and steel. The wife is a Liberal, the husband a Conservative. At their dinner they have animated discussions over the tariff till it is time for them to go to their clubs.

These two impossible creatures haunt the brain of the feminist and disport them in the pages of the up-to-date novel.

The whole thing is mere fiction. It is quite impossible for women, — the average and ordinary women, — to go in for having a career. Nature has forbidden it. The average woman must necessarily have, — I can only give the figures roughly, — about three and a quarter children. She must replace in the population herself and her husband with something over to allow for the people who never marry and for the children that do not reach maturity. If she fails to do this the population comes to an end. Any scheme of social life must allow for these three and a quarter children and for the years of care that must be devoted to them. The vacuum cleaner can take the place of the housewife. It cannot replace the mother. No man ever said his prayers at the knees of a vacuum cleaner, or drew his first lessons in manliness and worth from the sweet old-fashioned stories that a vacuum cleaner told. Feminists of the enraged kind may talk as they will of the paid attendant and the expert baby-minder. Fiddlesticks! These things are a mere supplement, useful enough but as far away from the realities of motherhood as the vacuum cleaner itself. But the point is one that need not be laboured. Sensible people understand it as soon as said. With fools it is not worth while to argue.

But, it may be urged, there are, even as it is, a great many women who are working. The wages that they receive are extremely low. They are lower in most cases than the wages for the same, or similar work, done by men. Cannot the woman’s vote at least remedy this?

Here is something that deserves thinking about and that is far more nearly within the realm of what is actual and possible than wild talk of equalising and revolutionising the sexes. It is quite true that women’s work is underpaid. But this is only a part of a larger social injustice.

The case stands somewhat as follows: Women get low wages because low wages are all that they are worth. Taken by itself this is a brutal and misleading statement. What is meant is this. The rewards and punishments in the unequal and ill-adjusted world in which we live are most unfair. The price of anything, — sugar, potatoes, labour, or anything else, — varies according to the supply and demand: if many people want it and few can supply it the price goes up: if the contrary it goes down. If enough cabbages are brought to market they will not bring a cent a piece, no matter what it cost to raise them.

On these terms each of us sells his labour. The lucky ones, with some rare gift, or trained capacity, or some ability that by mere circumstance happens to be in a great demand, can sell high. If there were only one night plumber in a great city, and the water pipes in a dozen homes of a dozen millionaires should burst all at once, he might charge a fee like that of a consulting lawyer.

On the other hand the unlucky sellers whose numbers are greater than the demand, — the mass of common labourers, — get a mere pittance. To say that their wage represents all that they produce is to argue in a circle. It is the mere pious quietism with which the well-to-do man who is afraid to think boldly on social questions drugs his conscience to sleep.

So it stands with women’s wages. It is the sheer numbers of the women themselves, crowding after the few jobs that they can do, that brings them down. It has nothing to do with the attitude of men collectively towards women in the lump. It cannot be remedied by any form of woman’s freedom. Its remedy is bound up with the general removal of social injustice, the general abolition of poverty, which is to prove the great question of the century before us. The question of women’s wages is a part of the wages’ question.

To my thinking the whole idea of making women free and equal (politically) with men as a way of improving their status, starts from a wrong basis and proceeds in a wrong direction.

Women need not more freedom but less. Social policy should proceed from the fundamental truth that women are and must be dependent. If they cannot be looked after by an individual (a thing on which they took their chance in earlier days) they must be looked after by the State. To expect a woman, for example, if left by the death of her husband with young children without support, to maintain herself by her own efforts, is the most absurd mockery of freedom ever devised. Earlier generations of mankind, for all that they lived in the jungle and wore cocoanut leaves, knew nothing of it. To turn a girl loose in the world to work for herself, when there is no work to be had, or none at a price that will support life, is a social crime.

I am not attempting to show in what way the principle of woman’s dependence should be worked out in detail in legislation. Nothing short of a book could deal with it. All that the present essay attempts is the presentation of a point of view.

I have noticed that my clerical friends, on the rare occasions when they are privileged to preach to me, have a way of closing their sermons by “leaving their congregations with a thought.” It is a good scheme. It suggests an inexhaustible fund of reserve thought not yet tapped. It keeps the congregation, let us hope, in a state of trembling eagerness for the next instalment.

With the readers of this essay I do the same. I leave them with the thought that perhaps in the modern age it is not the increased freedom of woman that is needed but the increased recognition of their dependence. Let the reader remain agonised over that till I write something else.


The Lot of the Schoolmaster

[image: img53.jpg]

“TEACHERS,” SAID THE Minister of Education, swinging round in his chair, “are very cheap just now.”

He looked at us fixedly. My colleague and I hung our heads. We realised that we had done a most impertinent thing in asking for a rise in salary. We felt like a couple of dock labourers who had been asking the boss for an extra five cents an hour — only less manly. We didn’t exactly shuffle our boots and twirl our rough caps in our hands, while a tear did not, unbidden, course down our grimy cheeks. But we gave whatever symptoms of mute distress correspond to these things in people who have been expensively educated for ten years and have sunk all their available money in it.

We hadn’t understood properly about the market for teachers. Somebody ought to have told us about it ten years before.

“Come, come,” said the Minister of Education, for he was a kindly man at heart in spite of the rough duties of his office, “we can’t give you a hundred and ten dollars a month just now. But what of that? You’re young men yet. Keep right on. You’re doing good work, both of you. You’ll get it in time. Stick at it, my boys, and we’ll see that you get your hundred and ten dollars, both of you, before you die.”

Very likely we should have. But neither of us remained as schoolmasters long enough to know.

The incident happened more than twenty years ago and I can write of it now without bitterness; or at any rate with only the chastened regret of one who has spent the best years of his life doing task-work at a salary that began at fifty-eight dollars and thirty-three cents a month and after ten years of toil, expired from exhaustion at a hundred dollars. That salary is dead and gone now and it is not for me to speak ill of it. I was glad enough to get it at the time. Each month I used to take it from the bank, look at it and then divide it up as fairly as possible, among those who were entitled to receive a share of it.

But I am not here attempting to write a personal biography. I only mention these facts in order to show that on the present subject I am entitled to write with the authority of one who knows.

Nor am I proposing in this essay to write on any such simple theme as that the salaries of schoolmasters ought to be raised. I don’t think they should. I think that a great many of them ought to be lowered and that others ought to be taken away altogether. What I propose to show is that the whole position of the schoolmaster is on a wrong basis and should be altered from top to bottom.

Let me explain at the outset that throughout this essay I am talking of what are called technically “secondary” teachers — those who teach in high schools, collegiate institutes and the large private and endowed schools. I am not undertaking any discussion of the status and outlook of the elementary teacher. He is in fact very generally a woman and perhaps deserves to be. At any rate he is not here in question. Still less, am I speaking of University professors. I have dealt with them in an earlier chapter. They form a class by themselves. There is nothing else in the world similar to them. It is the secondary school teacher whom I am calling, for lack of a more exact term, the “schoolmaster.”

Now in my opinion (which is a very valuable one) the whole status of the schoolmaster on this continent is wrong. His position is unsatisfactory. His salary is too low and should be raised. It is also too high and ought to be lowered. His place in the community should be dignified and elevated. He also ought to be given three months’ notice and dismissed. The work that the schoolmaster is doing is inestimable in its consequences. He is laying the foundation of the careers of the men who are to lead the next generation. He is also knocking all the best stuff out of a great number of them.

All of this is intended as a way of saying that, as at present organised or grown, the whole profession is chaotic. It is made up of young men and old men, good men and bad men, enthusiasts and time workers, martyrs and drones. They are in it, men of all types and ages. Here is a young man fresh out of college with clothes made by a city tailor and with hope still written upon his face; and beside him in the next class room is a poor ancient thing in a linen duster fumbling a piece of chalk in his hand, with the resigned pathos of intellectual failure stamped all over him.

But there is a certain broad and general statement that may be made covering the lot of them. The pay of all the younger ones is far too high. The pay of all the older ones is far too low. Nearly all of them are teachers not because they want to be but because they can’t help it. Very few of them — hardly any of them — understand their job or can do it properly. Most of them — in the opinion of those who employ them — could be replaced without loss at a week’s notice. None of them retire full of wealth and honour; but when they die, as most of them do, in harness, the school bell jangles out a harsh requiem over the departed teacher and the trustees fill his place at a five-minutes’ meeting. Meanwhile the public voice and the public press is filled with the laudation of the captains of industry, of the kings of finance, of boy wizards who steal a fortune before they are twenty-five and of grand old men who carry it away grinning with them after death — to wherever grand old men go. These and such are shining marks from which the public approbation glints as from a heliograph from hill to hill. The poor teacher in his whole life earns no greater publicity than his obituary notice at twenty-five cents for one insertion. And one is enough.

Now why should all this be? Why is it that there are no such things as wizards of the blackboard, boy wonders of the classroom, and alchemists of the chalk stick?

Let us look into the matter. Consider just who the teachers are and why they are teachers.

First of all there is the small, the very small minority, who, with a full choice before them, went into teaching because they wanted to; because they thought it a noble, honourable work at which to spend a life-time — not to be used merely as a stepping-stone to something else; because through their love of the profession they gave no thought to such drawbacks as the low pay, the slighted status of the teacher, the impossibility of marriage with a home equivalent to those of other men of equal industry and endowment — a home such as lawyers and doctors live in, such as kings of finance perpetually find too small for them, or such as those in which the senior clergy, in the pauses of their ghostly duties, take their lettered ease. To all of this the teacher — the enthusiast of whom I speak — has said goodbye at the threshold of his profession. He knew that he could never hope, as a successful schoolmaster, to dress as well as a successful lumberman or dog fancier, or join a club like a banker or play golf and drink whiskey and soda as a broker does. Yet some few men here and there make this deliberate choice. All honour to them for it — or at least all honour that ink and print can give them. They will get no other.

A few such men, and only a few, have I known. “Why did you go into teaching?” I asked long ago of one of my colleagues. “Because I think it a fine thing,” he said. At the time I thought him an abandoned liar. Later I realised that he spoke the truth. It took some five years of experience of things as they are to crush the enthusiasm out of him. He left the profession without illusions and without regret. His place was filled by the trustees without a pang: teachers were cheap that year.

The truth is that, as things now are, it is not possible, or hardly possible, for a man to go into teaching for the love of it and at a conscious sacrifice, and to stay in it for the rest of his working life. It can’t be done. Human nature is too weak. To make such a thing possible there would have to be no salary at all and the position marked out for the eyes of the multitude as one of conscious martyrdom. If a mathematical master at a collegiate institute were allowed to wear a long brown gown, with sandals and bare feet; if instead of being called Mr. Podge, he were called Father Aloysius or Brother Ambrose; if instead of feeding at a three-dollar boarding-house, he carried a bowl at his girdle into which people of their free will put lentils and peas and sweet herbs — then the job would be all right. Human nature is such that on those terms men would give forth a life of strenuous devotion, asking no higher honour. There would be plenty of applicants for the position of Father Aloysius. Indeed, I might take a shot at it myself. But the unrecognised half-sacrifice of the teacher-enthusiast is not good enough.

Yet after all the enthusiasts of this sort are only a small minority. The same element enters, no doubt, in part into the cases of many other teachers — but only in part and not as the leading motive. The chief cause of most of the schoolmasters being so is because of the peculiar ease of access to the job. It is like a fly-trap, or fish-net. All may walk in; few can get out. What happens is this. There are a great number of youths who begin life with the idea that the way to success lies through a college education. This proposition may or may not be true. It is very likely that the best chance of pecuniary success lies in going into a linoleum factory or a hardware store at fifteen and learning while there is yet time how many cents make a dollar. But at any rate a college education is the recognised and only gateway to the professions of law, medicine and engineering. These appear to offer the best chances of success and the most attractive form of career. They are trees with plenty of branches at the top. The young birds fly straight towards them.

But a college education is a costly thing. To make a college graduate you have to sink in him a thousand dollars in cash, and I know not how much in other things. Funds run low; the young man’s savings or his parents’ spare money is exhausted. He graduates, as it were, on the brink of bankruptcy. The tall trees look infinitely far and the flight to their branches long and perilous. But standing beside them, close and easy of access, is a stubby tree, a meanly grown thing but carrying all its branches stuck out sideways and very low. This is the teaching profession and into it the crowd of young men, “shoo’d” over the precipice of graduation, are precipitated in a flock.

Not one in twenty — no, not one in a hundred — of these young men means to stay “in teaching.” The idea of the average beginner is that he will stay in it long enough to save enough money to get out of it. It is to serve as a stepping stone to law or medicine, or something real.

Let the reader imagine the effect on the profession at the outset of this distorted point of view. Who would wish to be treated by a doctor who was saving up money to become a ship captain? Who would put money in a railroad if it were known that the president and the traffic manager and the rest of them were merely doing their work to get enough money to qualify to be opera singers? Is a judge saving money to be a poet, or a lawyer waiting to run a hotel? Never. But this bad element runs all through the teaching profession like a rotten streak in a board. The thing is used as a mere stepping stone. The young men, those who can and who are not caught, do struggle out of it. Just as they are beginning to know something about the job they leave it and a new set of young men who know nothing about it take their places. Meantime a lot of them — I should say, at a guess, fifty per cent. of them — get caught in it and can’t get out. The net has closed. Perhaps the young man becomes aware that one of the female teachers in the kindergarten department has eyes like a startled fawn and a soul like a running brook. The discovery is too much for him. By the time he recovers it is too late. He is a married teacher in a black lustre coat, saving money to put his eldest boy to college.

Or another fate may overtake the young man. He becomes, to put it very simply, lazy. All men do after the age of about thirty; though the successful ones are able to hide it by a great hustle of mimic activity. For the man on the make there is a whole apparatus of secretaries and subordinates, clubs, rendezvous, appointments, business trips to New York and so forth to cover up the fact that he has ceased to do any real work. Even from himself he hides it. He creates the fiction that he is working with his brain — an inner and mystic process which no one can dispute.

So the teacher, like all other men, gets lazy. It seems harder and harder to take the plunge, to face the loss of his salary, to re-enter a student’s boarding-house and open a text book to start the study of law. Something, too, of the mock dignity of his teacher’s office has got hold of him and eats into the sillier side of his mind. He has learned to set examinations; he hates to have to pass them. In his class-room he rules; when he says, “Jones, stand up,” then up Jones stands. It is hard to give this up and to have a professor say to him, “Mr. Smith, sit down.” No, it can’t be done. He means to give up teaching. He still talks of law or medicine, or hints that he may go west. But he will go nowhere till he goes underground.

A great part of this trouble springs from the teacher’s salary. It is too high. There it is, a hundred dollars a month, let us say, dead certain — no doubt and no delay about it. A lawyer makes (on the average and apart from exceptional cases) a few hundred dollars in his first year: perhaps not that; a young doctor makes on the average, something more than nothing; he walks hospitals, wears a white linen coat and says that his chief interest is in pathology; but what he really wants is a practice and after waiting a few years he gets it. These, and their like, the young engineer, lead a struggling life, subsisting on little, lying much and hoping very greatly. Meantime, the bovine teacher in his stall is as well paid at twenty-three as he will be at forty.

For there it is! The insane idea is abroad that a young teacher, a mere beginner, is as good or practically so as a man of experience. No difference is made; or none that corresponds at all with the vast gulf that lies in every other profession between the tried and successful man and the youth who is only beginning. Compare the salary of a bank junior (you will need a slide rule to measure it) with that of a general manager of a bank. And do the shareholders object to the difference? Not for a moment; the dullest of them will explain you the reason of it in five minutes. And does the bank junior object to the general manager’s high pay? Not for a minute; he means to have that job himself later on and he wants it to be as highly paid as possible: in fact that is why he is a bank junior just at present.

Let us reflect for a moment on what qualifications the real schoolmaster ought to have. First, he must possess the knowledge of the things he teaches in the school-room. This is a mere nothing. Any jackass can learn up enough algebra or geometry to teach it to a class of boys: in fact plenty of them do. But apart from the trivial qualification of knowing a few facts, the ideal schoolmaster has got to be the kind of man who can instinctively lead his fellow men (men are only grown-up boys, and boys are only undamaged men); who can inspire them to do what he says, because they want to be like him, who can kindle and keep alight in a boy’s heart a determination to make of himself something that counts, to build up in himself every ounce of bodily strength and mental power and moral worth for which he has the capacity. The ideal schoolmaster should be a man filled with the gospel of strenuous purpose.

Theodore Roosevelt (though he would shoot me for saying so) ought to be a schoolmaster. So ought Lord Kitchener and the Grand Duke Nicholas. Indeed, there are any number of unclaimed schoolmasters masquerading in the world to-day as kings and captains merely because the profession is not made such as to call them in. But even strenuousness itself, intensity of purpose, is not all. Strenuousness without the capacity to do things degenerates into mere vague desire of accomplishment, a vapid fulness of intention, which is a sort of mental equivalent for wind on the stomach. Such is the attitude of the man who is perpetually talking of the “full life” and of “developing himself,” who goes out into the woods to draw deep breaths and falls asleep after lunch while waiting to begin his life work. Our Schoolmaster must be other than that. He must be the type of man superior not only to the boys he teaches, but superior to the parents who send their sons to him; able to have been, had he so wished it, a better banker than the average bank manager, a better railroad man than the average one, with brains enough to give points to a lawyer and breadth enough to make even a doctor feel thin. This is the kind of man to be a schoolmaster. He is to be found perhaps in the ratio of one in ten thousand ordinary citizens. Things being as they are with the trade, such a man is seldom if ever actually engaged as a school teacher. He is more probably a general, or a bishop, or the head of a great industry or the manager of an international trust or a four-ringed circus, or anything else that knows a good man when it sees him and is prepared to pay a price for him. There lies the point. To get the man you must hand out the pay. And as the pay is not forthcoming all the men of merit either never enter the lists as schoolmasters, or abandon the job before they are twenty-five.

To get and keep the right man it is necessary to pay him an income that will enable him to live with the same comfort and dignity as others of his endowment. There is no need to pay him this at the start. No man with a future before him cares a rush about the initial pay. But the thing must be there as a future, as a possibility, as something to work towards, so that from the first day of his work the man feels that his life is sealed to his chosen profession forever.

I do not mean to argue for a moment that a mere increase of salaries will at once transform the teaching profession. It cannot. You cannot make an incompetent man any better by merely raising his pay. The present situation cannot be remedied by such a simple process as that. Nine out of ten of the present teachers ought not to be schoolmasters at all. They might, at a pinch, get along tolerably well in the law, or on the bench, or as clergymen, but the idea of entrusting to them the supreme function of training the rising generation is nonsense.

I wish that I had time to organise a school, and that some good fairy would stand the expense of it till it got started. I mean, of course, a real fairy like Carnegie or Rockefeller, not the imitation one of the picture books. I would undertake to show to the world what a real school could be and, more surprising still, what a harvest of profit could be made from it. For the buildings and apparatus I would care not a straw. I wouldn’t mind if the gymnasium contained a patent vaulting horse and a pneumatic chest exerciser or whether it just had wooden sides like a horse stable. These things don’t matter at all. But I would engage, regardless of cost, the services of a set of men that would make every other school look like — well, look like what it is. I would select the senior masters with the same care and at the same salaries as if I were choosing presidents of railway companies and managers of banks. Let me try to give the reader an idea of what the staff of a first-rate school would look like. The list would read something after this fashion:

RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS

(Beautifully situated in the Ozark Mountains, or the Adirondacks, or the Laurentians, or any place fifty miles from a moving picture.)



	
Headmaster


	
Mr. Woodrow Wilson





	
Treasurer and Bursar


	
Pierpont Morgan, Esq.





	
Instructor in French


	
Mons. Poincaré





	
Russian Teacher


	
Nich. Romanoff





	
Military Instructor


	
T. Roosevelt





	
English


	
{Sir James Barrie





	
 


	
{ Mr. R. Kipling





	
Piano


	
Ig. Paderewski





	
Other Music


	
Al Jolson





	
Deportment


	
{ Sir Wilfrid Laurier





	
 


	
{ Miss Jane Addams





	
Matron


	
W. Jennings Bryan





	
Chaplain


	
The Rev. W. Sunday






There! That looks pretty complete. I have not filled in the customary office of janitor and messenger. I admit that I might fill that myself.

Readers who are unacquainted with the subject may think that the above list contains an element of exaggeration. If so it is very slight. If the profession were what it ought to be these are the very men who would have been drawn into it. If the list sounds at all odd, it is only because we have reached a stage where it seems quite comic to make out a list of eminent and distinguished men and imagine them schoolmasters. The reader, if he did not appreciate it before, can easily estimate by his attitude towards this list, what he thinks of the status and importance of the school teacher.

But behind this list are facts. All of the instructors above, or people of their class, could be engaged at salaries ranging from thirty to fifty thousand dollars a year. I am not quite sure of the Czar and Al Jolson. But we may let them pass. A school with a staff like this would easily draw a thousand pupils at a yearly fee of two thousand dollars a head. There is not the slightest doubt of it. That would give an income of two million dollars a year. The salaries of the junior teachers would cut but little figure. They would serve, and be glad to, on the same terms as young lawyers or doctors entering on their professional life. With such a staff the simplest of buildings would serve the purpose as well as marble colonnades and Greek porticos. School buildings, as things are, are chiefly used to cover up the schoolmaster. They are like the white waistcoat and three-inch collar of the feeble-minded man.

“But,” the reader may exclaim in his ignorance, “where are the parents to be found who will pay two thousand dollars a year in school fees?” Where? Why, my dear sir, you may find them anywhere and everywhere. You may see them in any up-to-date grill room eating asparagus at a dollar a plate; in any of the clubs where they drink whiskey and soda at thirty-five cents; on Pullman cars where they have to ride in a drawing-room to save them from the horrors of an ordinary bed; in steamers where they need a private promenade deck de luxe to keep them untainted by common intercourse. Two thousand a year! It is not worth talking about. You may stretch a string across any fashionable thoroughfare in any prosperous city and in ten minutes catch enough parents of this kind to fill an asylum. True, they don’t pay two thousand dollars now. But that is because nobody asks them for it. They have been accustomed to think of a school teacher as a sort of usher, about half-way up in dignity between a ticket clerk and a furnace man. But once let them be able to boast that their little Willie is taught music by a man who costs ten thousand dollars a year, and you will see them on the stampede.

Nor is it only the parents who can afford it who will pay the high fees. There will be also the still larger class of those who can’t afford it. There will be no holding them back. In this imperfect world people really appreciate only the things that they can’t afford. That is what gives real pleasure. A motor car that is only half paid for, a Victrola that may be removed from the house at any moment, an encyclopedia with payments reaching beyond the grave — these are the true luxuries of life.

There is no doubt whatever as to how parents would act towards a two-thousand-dollar school.

Here I am able to speak with real authority. I learned all about “parents” in my school-teaching days. Every man, according to his profession, is brought into contact with his fellow beings in their different aspects. A car conductor sees men as “fares”; a gas company sees them as “consumers”; actors see them as “orchestra chairs”; barbers regard them as “shaves” and clergymen view them as “souls.” The schoolmaster learns to know people as “parents” and in this aspect, I say it without hesitation, they are all more or less insane.

The parent’s absorbing interest in his lop-eared boy (exactly like all other lop-eared boys), his conception of the importance of that slab-sided child and the place he occupies in the solar system, can only spring from an unbalanced mind. It is a useful delusion, I admit. Without it the world couldn’t very well go on. The parent who could see his boy as he really is, would shake his head and say: “Willie is no good; I’ll sell him.”

But they don’t see it and they can’t. How often have I sat with parents in my schoolmaster days, listening to their comments and instructions about their boys and nodding with the gravity of a Chinese mandarin while assenting to their suggestions about the boy’s training.

My words, or at least my thoughts on such occasions, would have run something as follows: “To be bathed twice and twice only each week: Excellent, very good. A third bath only if an exceptional rise in the temperature seems to permit it: Admirable. I’ll rise early and look at the thermometer — Never to be exposed to the morning dew: Ah, no, most certainly not. I shall be careful to brush it off the grass before he wakes. And his brain, a quite exceptional brain, — I was sure it was — on no account to be overstimulated or excited: Oh, assuredly not. And his clothes — true, true, a most important point — and so these are only his second best trousers that I see before me — most interesting — and I am to see that on Sunday morning he puts on his best — precisely, otherwise the impression he makes on the congregation at church might be seriously diminished. And as to discipline — quite so, an important point — a boy that can be led but not driven — precisely — I’ll lead him — with a hook!”

Now, do you think that people in that frame of mind care what they spend? Not a particle.

There! I think the theme has been sufficiently developed. There is no need to wear it threadbare. The extension of the argument is plain enough. If the big private schools are remodelled, the others — the government collegiates and so on — follow suit, or follow as far as they can. The tax payer can never, of course, pay enough to make the free high school the equivalent of the two-thousand-dollar academy. But he will (for his own sake, since the tax payer is also a parent) be led on to pay more than he does, or at least to pay it to the men who deserve it. But I repeat I have no wish to wear the argument too thin. No doubt, as many of my friends will assure me, most of the statements above are at best only half truths. But the half truth is to me a kind of mellow moonlight in which I love to dwell. One sees better in it.


Fiction and Reality A Study of the Art of Charles Dickens
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IT WAS IN one of those literary circles into which I am sometimes permitted to enter, that the talk fell not long ago upon the art of Charles Dickens and his place in the world’s literature.

“Dickens, of course,” said a gentleman with a velvet jacket and long black hair, “is not really to be taken seriously.”

“Is he not?” I said.

“Oh, no. One can’t really call him a novelist in the true sense. His characters after all are not characters but merely caricatures.” The speaker put his hand up to his necktie and gave it a peculiar little hitch. I had seen him do it twenty times already that evening.

“Every one of the characters in Dickens,” he went on, “has some peculiar little tag, something that he is always doing and that you know him by” (here he hitched his necktie again)— “for example Traddles in David Copperfield is always trying to flatten his hair, What’s-his-name in Bleak House is always taking snuff, some one else, Uriah Heep, is it not? is perpetually rubbing his hands together, and so on. Now in real life,” continued the gentleman in the velvet jacket in a pitying tone— “people don’t do these things,” — (Here he hitched his necktie) “they simply don’t do them, that’s all.”

“Precisely,” joined in another person who was standing near us, by occupation a professor of literature and hence one who ought to know; “there’s no complexity in the characters, eh, what? Everything they say, so stilted, eh? Take their way of speaking, eh, what? Always using some little phrase, something you can tell them by, a sort of formula, eh, what?”

“Do you think so?” I said musingly. I was counting the number of times the professor was saying “eh” and I noted that he was up to four. I knew by experience that he could easily run up a hundred in five minutes.

“Take Mark Tapley,” he went on, “you know, — in Martin Chuzzlewit, eh? Dickens can’t make him speak without having him say ‘jolly.’ It seems like an obsession, eh? Don’t you think so, eh, what?”

Some others joined us and the conversation became general. It appeared from it that Dickens was after all but a poor cheap comedian, a sort of black-faced vaudeville artist, a ventriloquist with a box full of grotesque impossible dolls, each squawking out its little phrase amid the laughter of the uneducated. But as a writer in the real sense, he was, it seemed, nowhere. Put him beside, — I forget who — and he shrinks to a pigmy. Compare his work to, — somebody I have never heard of, — and it withers into dead grass. Take a really great man, a big man like, — I can’t remember the name; he writes, I understand, a quarter of a column every third week in The Saturday Supplement: to do more would exhaust his vein, — and where is Dickens? Or take a man with the penetration of, — I can’t recall whose penetration, — but again, where is Dickens?

From hearing which, I went home sad. For I have been reading Dickens now for thirty-two years, — ever since I first opened the pages of the Pickwick Papers and stepped into an enchanted world of English lanes, and stage coaches, and gabled inns and London streets, where I walked arm in arm with Micawber and Thomas Pinch and that great company of immortals, more real than life itself.

That evening after I had come home and sat down beside my fire, I fell to thinking what Dickens would have said, or what his characters themselves would have thought of the accusations to which I had been listening. If one could only get them together and put it to them, what would they think about it?

So I sat before the fire, a volume of Dickens upon my knee, musing, till it grew late.

And then —— 

 

“If the company will now come to order,” said Mr. Pickwick, rapping gently on the table and beaming through his spectacles with a kindliness that seemed to irradiate the whole of the assemblage before him, “I will ask my good friend Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz to read the indictment in the matter before us.”

There was an almost instant silence. Everybody present from sagacious persons such as Mr. Perker of Gray’s Inn, or his unfathomable colleague Mr. Tulkinghorn, to such simple souls as Mr. Willett Senior, or Mr. Dick, could not fail to perceive that there must be something quite unusual on foot when Mr. Pickwick should speak of the learned Sergeant as his good friend, and should even appear to direct a glance of something like affectionate recognition towards Mr. Dodson and Fogg who were seated in close proximity to the great legal luminary himself.

“Half a minute, Pickwick,” — interrupted the cheery voice of a rather dilapidated but altogether brisk personage seated in one of the front rows of chairs, “dry business — lawyer’s speech — go on talking — won’t stop — perish of thirst — better let some one brew us punch — eh, sir — only a minute.”

“Egad, Pickwick, Jingle’s right,” cried out Mr. Wardle, “let the lawyers talk away if you like, but I’ll be dashed, sir, if I’ll sit here all evening with a dry throat listening to their palaver. Here, Emily, Joe, — where the dooce is that boy gone to — —”

But long before the fat boy could be roused up from his slumbers in a remote corner of the hall where he lay enthroned upon a pile of rugs and wraps, among which the greatcoat of Mr. Weller Senior, and the shawl of Mrs. Gamp were plainly discernible, — another volunteer had stepped into the breach.

How and whence Mr. Micawber was suddenly able to produce a bag of lemons, by what necromancy sugar was added to them (set into such fascinating little lumps that the soul of the sugar trust might well shrink with envy at the sight of them), by what artifice he was able to combine them in proportions known only to himself with a square bottle of extra gin, and to bedew the surface of the steaming mixture with nutmegs that must have come from the very groves of Lebanon itself, — how all this was done, I say, passes the imagination to conceive. Necromancy it must have been indeed. For as the steaming bowl of punch sent its vapours throughout the room, so transfigured and yet so strangely life-like did the assembled company become as seen through its haze, that I vow it must have been brewed from the very lemons of reminiscence, mixed by that strange alchemy of affection that is wafted to us still from the pages of The Unforgotten Master.

 

“Excellent,” said Mr. Pickwick, as he put down his glass, “I don’t know when I’ve tasted better punch.”

“Only once, perhaps,” chuckled Mr. Wardle.

“Ah, well, yes, once, perhaps!” assented Mr. Pickwick with perfect serenity. And then turning to old Mrs. Wardle, who sat close on his left hand, attired in her very best cap, and who for this evening seemed to have laid aside every trace of deafness, he added— “Your son will have his joke, madam: he is reminding me of an incident to which I fear perhaps already too much attention has been given by — by — —”

Mr. Pickwick seemed to hesitate for a phrase. He looked in a somewhat dubious way towards Mr. Perker of Gray’s Inn, and added:

“ — by an undiscerning public.”

“Quite so,” nodded Mr. Perker lustily,— “by an undiscerning public. You may say that, Mr. Pickwick, with entire impunity. An undiscerning public. I take your meaning. Very good, sir; a glass of punch, sir?”

“With pleasure,” said Mr. Pickwick. Whereupon there was such a hobnobbing of glasses and such an exchange of compliments, and such an affectionate reciprocity of sentiment in various parts of the hall that it seemed for a time as if the serious business of the evening were likely to be indefinitely suspended.

All good things, however, even the drinking of punch by Mr. Micawber and his associates, must of necessity come to an end. Partly by sundry mild knockings on Mr. Pickwick’s table and partly by more violent disturbances on the floor created by Mr. Bumble’s staff a measure of quiet was restored.

“With your permission, then,” said the illustrious chairman, “I will resume the course of my remarks. My intention had been to content myself with asking my good friend Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz to state the whole of the matter which brings us together. But perhaps I shall not be trespassing upon my valued friend’s prerogative if I say a word or two in introduction of his discourse.”

Loud cries of “Hear! hear!” mingled perhaps with a sound not entirely unlike the crowing of a cock and which may have proceeded from the lungs of Mr. Samuel Weller, indicated an ample assent.

“Very good,” said Mr. Pickwick, evidently very much gratified. “I shall try to be very brief and, as I dare not pretend to emulate the talent of my learned friend, I will endeavour to say what I mean in as few words as possible.”

Mr. Pickwick paused for a moment, and then with a look of something like constraint or even distress upon his usually unruffled countenance, he resumed:

“None of you, I fear, are altogether ignorant of the name of Mr. Blotton of Aldgate.”

Loud groans, coupled with cries of “Shame! Traitor! Snake in the grass!” gave ample evidence to Mr. Pickwick (had he needed it) of the reputation which Mr. Blotton of Aldgate enjoyed among his associates. Indeed it had so long been the practice to exclude that gentleman and all mention of him from every assemblage of this sort that the company were filled with wonder that Mr. Pickwick himself should thus openly name his arch enemy and detractor.

“It is only with great reluctance,” continued the good gentleman, “that I pronounce the name of this individual. His offence towards myself I readily pass over: but his want of respect towards that illustrious body which was good enough to honour me by designating itself after my name (I refer, more explicitly, to the Pickwick Club) is a matter which has, I think, already been condemned by the verdict of impartial history.”

Mr. Pickwick looked about him. His audience evidently impressed by the fervour of the chairman’s eloquence were now completely silent. Some of them indeed, as Mr. Weller Senior, were evidently so spellbound by Mr. Pickwick’s oratory that they leaned back in their seats with their eyes closed as in an ecstacy of enjoyment.

“Had Mr. Blotton of Aldgate confined his malice to his disruption of the Pickwick Club, or even to the foul blow which he dealt to the noble science of Archæology in his unwarranted attack on the authenticity of an inscription which I may say at least stands, in spite of his onslaughts, unique in the annals of literature, — had his malice stopped here, despicable though it was, I for one should have been content to consign his memory to the ignominy which it has so richly deserved.

“But, gentlemen, it has not stopped here. It did not so stop. It has gone on. It is still with us.”

Here Mr. Pickwick made another pause so dramatic and impressive that even those of his associates who were not yet aware of the purpose of the present gathering, realised that it was no ordinary communication that Mr. Pickwick was about to impart.

“It is now,” continued Mr. Pickwick, “some eighty years since the individual to whom I allude first gave evidence of the singularly malicious composition of his individuality. It might have been hoped that it would long since have passed into oblivion. Alas, it was not to be. Like everything that was touched by that master hand of which we all, my assembled friends, are the common product, Mr. Blotton of Aldgate has proved immortal. More than that, he appears, like every character created by our great originator, to have been multiplied to infinity. I lament to say that in this later age every civilised country has its Aldgate, and every Aldgate, I grieve to state, is disfigured by its Blotton.

“One might have thought that our dead master’s memory would have been left unassailed. Alas! every genius has its detractors. In every generous bosom a snake is warmed. And from this snake, from these snakes of whom I speak, from this cohort of snakes,” — here Mr. Pickwick spoke with the greatest animation, while his spectacles glittered with a just indignation that was reflected upon the listening faces before him,— “from these reptile Blottons of the Aldgates of all countries there has gone forth against our great originator, and hence, gentlemen, against each and every one of us, an accusation so foul, so despicable, that I know no other way to characterise it than to say that it could have only emanated from the mind of a Blotton of Aldgate. That accusation is — —”

Here Mr. Pickwick paused and looked about him while the assembled company remained breathless upon the very verge of expectancy.

“That accusation is,” repeated Mr. Pickwick, “that we are not real, that we are caricatures, that not one of us, and I beg the company to mark my words, not a single one of us, ever existed, or ever could exist; in short, my friends, that we are mere monstrous exaggerations, each of us drawn in a crude and comic fashion from a few imaginary characteristics!!”

The mingled roar of indignation and contempt that burst from the throats of the auditors gave evidence at once to the power of Mr. Pickwick’s oratory, and to the unanimity of their contempt. The loud cries of “Shame! Monstrous!” that broke from the lips of the indignant Wardle and the vociferous Boythorn, were not unmingled with the sound of the crowing of cocks and the popping of corks, which gave evidence of the lively feelings of Mr. Sam Weller, Alfred Jingle, Esqre., Mr. Tapley, and others of the lighter spirits of the company, while the voice of Mr. Micawber was heard above the din in loud enquiry as to whether this was still a British country or whether his own immediate return to his adoptive Australia was not necessitated by the lamentable but evident degeneration of the British Isles.

Mr. Pickwick waited until a measure of quiet had been restored and then resumed:

“Under the circumstances, gentlemen, you will not be surprised to learn that after consulting with my valued friend Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz, we have decided to hold an enquiry, or inquisition, — my learned friend will pardon me if the term is misapplied.”

“A halibi, governor, make it a halibi,” interrupted a deep warning voice, “it’s far safer. Halibi first and henquiry afterwards.”

“In any case,” said Mr. Pickwick, “what I desire to do with your concurrence, is to place the whole case in the hands of our legal colleagues here present and to request our learned and distinguished friend, Sergeant Buzfuz, to conduct it for us.”

Mr. Pickwick paused, turned with a courteous bow towards the long table at his right hand at which a serried phalanx of lawyers in full wigs and gowns were seated, and indicating with a wave of his hand the commanding figure of the illustrious Sergeant who sat at the head of the table, he resumed his seat.

Could any reader of the works of the Great Master have been present on this momentous occasion, it would have warmed his heart to have looked upon the solid array of legal talent at the long table over which Sergeant Buzfuz here presided. Nor could he, in the face of such an imposing panel, have felt the faintest apprehension that the base allegations of Mr. Blotton of Aldgate and of the numerous and loathsome progeny which have sprung from him, would not be scattered to the four winds of heaven.

Here sat in friendly colloquy with Buzfuz the equally illustrious Snubbins: beside them, among his piles of papers and his sacks of reference books, laboured the industrious Phunkey: near him the massive brow of the great Stryver, bound with a wet towel, was bent over a glass of still steaming punch as if seeking a final inspiration: the nimble Perker of Grey’s Inn was side by side with the inscrutable Tulkinghorn of Lincoln’s: here sat Wakefield, his wasted face imprinted with the dumb pathos of his broken mind, clasping his daughter’s hand for comfort: here even the ghastly Vholes and the unregenerate Heep and the obsequious Dodson and Fogg mingled their false plaudits with the approbation of the crowd: and here at the further end, with head back-tilted on the chair, with eyes that sought the ceiling, and with pale lips that still murmured the threnody of the guillotine, the immortal figure of Carton, lit with a softer light as of the dead among the living.

So sat they, the unreal lawyers of the unreal books of the Master, and as they sat betokened by their very presence a greater power of life and truth than life itself.

 

Sergeant Buzfuz rose. We wish it were within our power to present to our readers a full report of the magnificent oration delivered by that learned man. The introduction alone in which the Sergeant, with the aid of books and documents, handed to him by Mr. Stryver, rapidly reviewed the history of literature from Plato to Chesterton, was of such singular merit that Mr. Solomon Pell was heard to remark that not even his intimate friend the Lord Chancellor could have made a better presentation. They had before them, said the learned Sergeant, not merely a question of art, but a question of reality, and of the relation between the two. Of the nature of reality he would not leave them long in doubt. Witnesses would be called (witnesses of unimpeachable character) who should establish the nature of reality to an iota. Nor should they long remain in doubt as to the nature and meaning of art. He would, if need be, call to the witness box a gentleman of unexcelled antiquarian learning who should establish to their satisfaction the fact of the existence of art among the Romans (here all eyes were turned for a moment towards Dr. Blimber). He would, if it were necessary, further establish the point from the lips of the consort of that distinguished scholar who would testify that there were distinct traces of art even in the writings of Cicero. He would have the word itself examined, searched and impounded by one of the greatest lexicographers of the age (here the Sergeant bowed politely in the direction of Dr. Strong), — a lexicographer, he would add, whose labours had now long since overpassed the question of Art, and all other questions beginning with the noble letter A and were now rapidly traversing the letter D.

“But, gentlemen,” continued the Sergeant, and at this point we are able to reproduce his words verbatim, “we need here something more than mere definitions. It is ours to enquire how far ART, — which in this instance is represented by FICTION, — is at one with reality: how far the picture of life presented must correspond lineament for lineament with the literal aspect of the thing itself. The accusation has been made in the affidavits of Mr. Blotton of Aldgate that the art of the Great Master is false: that it shows life and character not as they are but distorted into a series of caricatures. The fatal word ‘exaggeration’ has been launched upon an unsuspecting world. Charles Dickens,” — here the Sergeant for the first time and with an intense majesty of bearing and expression, uttered that noble name before the company,— “Charles Dickens exaggerates. That is the charge of which he stands accused. That is the foul calumny by which his fair name is rapidly being overcast. He has made each of us here present represent and typify (so runs the allegation) merely a single characteristic, and that, too, distorted and magnified beyond its natural shape. I, myself, gentlemen, as presented in the laudable, though I admit somewhat too impartial pages of the Pickwick Papers, represent (so it is said) a mere abstraction of forensic eloquence (I believe the word ‘bombast’ is used in the allegation before us) — —”

The Sergeant paused for the fraction of a second, and something like an expression of doubt, of uncertainty was seen to rest upon his features. But it passed as rapidly as it had come and he resumed:

“My good friend, Mr. Pickwick, is mere benevolence, sheer insipid benevolence, nothing else — —”

At this point, somewhat to the distraction of the speaker, the genial countenance of the chairman, from his spectacles to his double chin, was seen to beam with an expression of such utter and complete benevolence that the Sergeant thought it well to leave that item of his argument incomplete.

“Our friend, William Sykes (he is not in this gathering, but I understand that he is at present engaged in crawling about the roof of this building), — our worthy colleague, Mr. Carker, our esteemed ally, Mr. Jonas Chuzzlewit, these are said to impersonate sheer malice of disposition and nothing else — nay, even my good friend, Mr. Pecksniff, whom I believe I see at the end of the hall warming his back at the fire in a manner I think familiar to all, is said to stand for sheer hypocrisy and for no other conceivable characteristic.”

At this point Mr. Pecksniff, for he indeed it was, was seen to lift a deprecating hand and those who stood or sat nearest to him were able to hear him enjoin his daughter Mercy in an audible whisper that she should remind him that night to make explicit mention of all literary critics in his prayers.

“Or to come down to mere particulars and idiosyncracies,” went on Sergeant Buzfuz, “it is said that our good friend, Mr. Uriah Heep, is always ‘rubbing his hands.’ ” (“I admit,” said the Sergeant glancing with a slight frown at the lawyer’s table where Uriah sat, “that he is doing so, — happens to be doing so, — at this particular moment.”) “But the allegation runs that he is always and perpetually doing so beyond the verge of human credence. It is similarly charged that Mr. Micawber is always and perpetually brewing punch (Mr. Micawber’s guilty hand was seen to retreat noiselessly from the punch bowl as the Sergeant’s eye turned to him), that he also is always waiting for something to turn up, that Mr. Mark Tapley is always ‘jolly,’ that my honoured friend Mr. Wardle owns and conducts a country house where it is always and perpetually Christmas, that Mr. Jingle only speaks in monosyllables and broken phrases and has never been known to make a sentence in his life — —”

“Stop, there” — interrupted the voice of the dilapidated Alfred Jingle, “damn lie — sentence once — Fleet Street sentence — never forget — noble conduct — everlasting gratitude — —”

“Tut, tut,” interrupted the chairman, “I am sure there are lots of things that we all had better agree to forget.”

The Sergeant’s unhappy introduction of the word “sentence” seemed to occasion so peculiar a feeling of discomfort in a number of the auditors (the lively agitation of Mr. Heep, Mr. Micawber and others was especially noticeable) that the speaker with the instinctive feeling of the orator realised that it was impossible to resume his suspended period.

“But, gentlemen,” he continued, “the hour waxes already late. I will no longer expatiate upon the nature of the charge before us. I will proceed at once in its rebuttal.”

Here the Sergeant consulted for a moment a list of names that was handed to him by Mr. Phunkey.

“Call Sarah Gamp,” he cried.

There was a sudden stir in a distant part of the hall, as of a heavy body being set into motion, and to the evident satisfaction of everybody the familiar form of Mrs. Gamp, who had apparently resumed her shawl and her pattens, was seen to approach the table. She presently brought up alongside it with as much majesty of movement as that of a full-rigged coal barge coming to anchor beside the Embankment.

The Sergeant now turned to the lawyers’ table and addressed one of the members of the panel whose rusted black attire, whose pale, indeed ghastly, face and whose uncertain eyes and ambiguous expression left no doubt of his identity.

“Mr. Vholes,” he said, “I understand from the Chairman that it is the general desire of the assemblage that you should act, as it were, as the advocatus diaboli, in other words, should have the privilege of appearing for the prosecution. You are at liberty to question the witness.”

Mr. Vholes arose. Accustomed as he was to the more leisurely procedure and the congenial delays of the Court of Chancery, he may well have felt somewhat ill at ease in the summary methods of investigation here adopted by the Sergeant. But his courage was fortified by the presence of sundry volumes of literary criticism that lay heaped before him, written in various languages, mostly other than English, on which he relied to establish his case.

“Your name,” he said, “is Sarah Gamp?”

“Widge I scorn to deny it,” answered that lady.

“Your profession, I understand, is that of a nurse.”

“Widge it is,” said Mrs. Gamp, “and as I was saying only yesterday to Mrs. Harris, which I don’t see here to-night owing to the fact of her being unable to come, and it being the third time, poor soul, in as many years — —”

Mr. Pickwick coughed.

“I must beg you, Mrs. Gamp,” he said, “to realise that in the lapse of eighty years a certain change in public taste has dictated — a — has prescribed certain forms of reticence — —”

“Retigence!” said Mrs. Gamp, bridling, “don’t talk to me of retigence as if I was a Betsy Prigg that couldn’t be trusted within sight of a brandy bottle. Widge I abhor,” she added, “except it might be for a chill and being overtired after sitting up with a demise — —”

“Very good, Mrs. Gamp,” broke in Mr. Vholes, delighted to find his witness developing immediately and without guidance the very characteristics and no others which he wished to elucidate,— “now tell us, please, Mrs. Gamp, and remember that you are virtually under oath — Are you real?”

“Am I widge?” said Mrs. Gamp.

“Are you real?” said the rusty lawyer. “Do you mean to tell this court, — this assembly, — that there ever have been or could be women like you; are you willing to assert that you are anything more than an abstraction? Have you ever, in the eighty years of retrospect laid open to us, ever really lived?”

Mrs. Gamp might have answered. We say advisedly “might have,” in the course of time, although to all intent and purpose she seemed suddenly to be rooted immovable, her mouth half open, her features fixed in a stare of mingled surprise and contempt at her interlocutor. But her answer was not needed. For at this moment a very singular thing happened. Whether it was due to the necromancy of Mr. Micawber’s punch, or to the lateness of the hour, or to the growing absorption of the assembled auditors, we cannot say. But the truth is that as they sat gazing fixedly at the witness, a strange and wonderful phenomenon made itself felt. The face and form of Mrs. Gamp were multiplied before their eyes into not one but a thousand forms. It was as if the bounds of space and time were pushed aside and the eye could see through the long vista of the years, and through the broad expanse of space from country to country, not one but a thousand, — a hundred thousand Gamps. Here were Gamps in London garrets tending dying fires beside the already dead, — Gamps moving to and fro in area kitchens, their mysterious pattens clicking on the stone floor — Gamps with monstrous umbrellas staggering in the rain, — Gamps tending market stalls in the London fog, — nay, it was as if Mr. Vholes’ words had acted like a talisman to call forth a legion of Gamps to prove the existence of a single one. Nor were the Sarah Gamps confined to a single time or country: there were mid-Victorian Gamps and Gamps of the closing century, Australian Gamps vigorously washing clothes beneath the gum trees, Canadian Gamps scrubbing stone steps regardless of the thermometer, French Gamps busily checking umbrellas in the theatres, American Gamps superintending ladies’ withdrawing rooms in railroad stations, nay, I will swear it, — Gamps that in form and fashion were negro, negroid or mulatto, but still evidently and indisputably Sarah Gamp. Strangest of all, no two of the figures in the vision seemed quite alike: the red shawl might or might not be present, the brandy bottle might or might not be there, the clicking of the pattens might or might not be heard, — and yet indisputably and undeniably each of the figures was the same illustrious undying, ever repeating Sarah Gamp.

Mr. Vholes, aghast at the vision that he had summoned, sank into his seat.

“I think, Mrs. Gamp,” said Mr. Pickwick, “that we need not question you further. You, at least, exist.”

 

Sergeant Buzfuz rose again to his feet.

“Call Mr. Pecksniff,” he said.

That gentleman, who was carefully attired in his customary long black coat and irreproachable white tie and who had by this time warmed his back until it had attained to that comfortable sensation demanded by his altruistic feelings, drew near to the lawyers’ table.

“Perhaps, Mr. Fogg,” continued the Sergeant, “as our friend Mr. Vholes appears to be incapacitated for further effort, you will yourself be good enough to examine this witness.”

Mr. Fogg rose in his place, bowed to the Sergeant and the Chairman, and directed his attention to Mr. Pecksniff.

“Your name, I believe,” he said, “is Mr. Pecksniff.”

The latter gentleman bowed.

“Will you kindly tell the assembled company,” went on Mr. Fogg, looking about him with a great assumption of sharpness, “what is the nature of your profession?”

“I am,” said Mr. Pecksniff, “in my humble capacity an architect.”

“And will you please tell us,” pursued Mr. Fogg, “what principal buildings you have designed?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Pecksniff with great urbanity, “none at all.”

“None at all!” repeated Mr. Fogg, surprised.

“None at all,” reiterated Mr. Pecksniff. “To be quite frank and candid,” he continued, “as we are speaking here purely among friends and I presume under the seal of confidence, I may say that the buildings which I am supposed to have designed were all the work of other people.”

“Do you see any of them here?” queried the lawyer.

“One or two,” said Mr. Pecksniff unabashed. “I think I see my young friend Thomas Pinch, whose talent was for many years invaluable to me, and, I believe, Mr. Martin Chuzzlewit, whose design for a grammar school has always been considered one of my most successful inspirations.”

“In other words, sir,” said Mr. Fogg, with great severity, “you are an arrant hypocrite.”

“I am,” said Mr. Pecksniff, with a bow.

“And a fraud, sir.”

“At your service,” said Mr. Pecksniff.

“You pocket money that you never earned.”

“I do,” assented Mr. Pecksniff.

“And you cover it up with a cloak of religion and family affection?”

“Precisely,” said Mr. Pecksniff, smiling urbanely and placing his hands beneath his coat tails with his familiar gesture of self-satisfaction, “that is exactly my policy.”

“And do you mean, sir,” said Mr. Fogg, swelling visibly with the importance of his inquiry, “do you mean to tell this sensible, this sagacious company that in face of these facts, — of your carrying on business in this fashion, that you are a real person? Have you the assurance, sir, to state in the face of this damning evidence, that there are real people such as you in actual business in actual life?”

Mr. Fogg, to judge by the way in which he here drew himself up, apparently expected that the result of his enquiry would be so to crush and annihilate both the witness and the auditors as to explode the very existence of Mr. Pecksniff into the thinnest nothingness of the most impossible fiction. If so, his expectation was doomed to disappointment. For he had no sooner propounded his question as to whether real business by real people was carried on in this fashion than the entire audience broke into loud and uncontrolled laughter. It may have been that the seventy years that have elapsed since the first earthly incarnation of Mr. Pecksniff have accentuated the character of modern business. But certain it is that the notion that the existence of Mr. Pecksniff and his methods was a thing unheard of in the present business world convulsed the assembly with spontaneous merriment. We will not say that the same strange phenomenon repeated itself as in the case of Mrs. Gamp. But it is undoubted that before the minds of the auditors there might well have arisen the vision of an unending, undying series of Pecksniffs, — English, American, and Continental — Pecksniffs of the old world and Pecksniffs of the new — Pecksniffs in little white ties sitting at board meetings of corporations, Pecksniffs in long black coats presiding at funerals, Pecksniffs interviewing delegations of workingmen and refusing with deep reluctance all suggestions of increases of wages, Pecksniffs presiding over colleges, Pecksniffs elected into senates, Pecksniffs in city councils — till from the very length and extension of the series it appeared as if Mr. Pecksniff expressed within himself the whole spirit and essence of modern business and modern politics. Indeed it appeared not merely as if Mr. Pecksniff were extremely real and actually existed, but as if there existed more of him than of any other human being.

Small wonder then that when Mr. Fogg resumed his seat and Mr. Pecksniff complacently returned to his place in front of the fire, there was a general feeling that the reality of at least his character had been more than vindicated.

We could only wish that the limits of space before us would allow of an extended description of the examination of the succeeding witnesses. We could wish that we might convey to our readers some notion of the genial warmth with which Mr. Wardle met the accusation that his house at Dingley Dell was an impossible place such as could only have existed in the grossest and most exaggerated fiction: of how he took his oath, with perhaps unnecessary emphasis, that it was just the kind of house that might be found by those who had the eyes to see it, especially at Christmas time, throughout the length and breadth of England: of how he met the accusation that it was always Christmas time at his house by the simple but convincing statement that it always was: of how he met the charge that his young medical friends, Mr. Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen, were not possible or actual people by offering to turn any two dozen distinguished modern doctors inside out and find a Bob Sawyer and a Ben Allen coiled up in the composition of any one of them: and of how he presently retired triumphant from the witness stand amid the uproarious applause of Mr. Weller, Mr. Tapley and even the excitable Mr. Sawyer himself.

Equally fain should we be to describe the examination of Mr. Weller Senior, and how he refused to be drawn into any generalisation as to whether actual London bus-drivers and hackney coachmen might be said to resemble himself: or how his solicitor and friend, Mr. Pell (an intimate acquaintance of the Lord Chancellor), saved the day by producing no less than fifty sworn and authenticated photographs of London busmen and cabmen of the year of grace 1916, every one of which was conceived in the very spirit and likeness of Mr. Tony Weller. Equally regrettable it is that we cannot linger to describe the triumphant exoneration of Mr. Micawber, of Mr. Wackford Squeers, of Captain Cuttle and others whose characters had been made the subject of unjust aspersions. In every case it was shown with the greatest ease that these gentlemen not only had actually lived but were still living, and that too in every habitable country of the Christian globe. Only one incident of a slightly discordant nature occurred to mar the symmetry of the occasion. At the very height of the general enthusiasm, a number of females, — conspicuous among whom were Mrs. Annie Strong, and Little Nell, — forced their way to the front and burst into such floods of tears that for the time being they threatened to wash away the entire assembly in the flood tide of their grief. Mrs. Strong, indeed, kneeling at the feet of each of the lawyers in turn and offering to make an ample atonement to each one of them for the errors of her past life, may be said to have pushed the bounds of reality to the breaking point. Indeed for a moment when the loud sobs of Ham Peggotty, John Perrybingle, and others of the men were conjoined with those of the women, it seemed as if the meeting might end in disaster.

But at the critical moment the voice of Sergeant Buzfuz, who declared that the evidence was now all complete and that under the rules of the court evidence given through tears could not be admitted, saved the situation. And when a moment later the Sergeant called upon Dr. Blimber to summarise the general conclusions of the assembly, it was felt that a great cause had been saved.

Of the final discourse of Dr. Blimber we fear that we can only give the briefest outline. Whether from the lateness of the hour or from the majestic roll of the Doctor’s periods, our eyes were closed in such an exquisite appreciation of his eloquence, that the details of it escaped our apprehension. But we understood him to say that the truth was that from the time of the Romans onward Art had of necessity proceeded by the method of selected particulars and conspicuous qualities: that this was the nature and meaning of art itself: that exaggeration (meaning the heightening of the colour to be conveyed) was the very life of it: that herein lay the difference between the photograph (we believe the Doctor said the daguerreotype) and the portrait: that by this means and by this means alone could the real truth, — the reality greater than life be conveyed.

All of this and more we truly believe the Doctor to have said.

But as he continued speaking his voice to our ears seemed to grow fainter and fainter, the pictured company around grew dim before the eye, a gentle haze gradually enshrouded the benevolent face of Mr. Pickwick as he sat with closed eyes and head sunk forward, intent upon the Doctor’s every word — fainter to the ear and dimmer to the eye — until somehow, as with the soft vanishing of a cherished vision, the picture drifted from our sight — and we sat alone awake beside the smouldering fire, the open book of the Great Master across our knee, musing over the profundity of its God-given message.


The Amazing Genius of O. Henry
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TO BRITISH READERS of this book the above heading may look like the title of a comic story of Irish life with the apostrophe gone wrong. It is, alas! only too likely that many, perhaps the majority, of British readers have never heard of O. Henry. It is quite possible also that they are not ashamed of themselves on that account. Such readers would, in truly British fashion, merely classify O. Henry as one of the people that “one has never heard of.” If there was any disparagement implied, it would be, as O. Henry himself would have remarked, “on him.” And yet there have been sold in the United States, so it is claimed, one million copies of his books.

The point is one which illustrates some of the difficulties which beset the circulation of literature, though written in a common tongue, to and fro across the Atlantic. The British and the American public has each its own preconceived ideas about what it proposes to like. The British reader turns with distaste from anything which bears to him the taint of literary vulgarity or cheapness; he instinctively loves anything which seems to have the stamp of scholarship and revels in a classical allusion even when he doesn’t understand it.

This state of mind has its qualities and its defects. Undoubtedly it makes for the preservation of a standard and a proper appreciation of the literature of the past. It helps to keep the fool in his place, imitating, like a watchful monkey, the admirations of better men. But on its defective side it sins against the light of intellectual honesty.

The attitude of the American reading public is turned the other way. I am not speaking here of the small minority which reads Walter Pater in a soft leather cover, listens to lectures on Bergsonian illusionism and prefers a drama league to a bridge club. I refer to the great mass of the American people, such as live in frame dwellings in the country, or exist in city boarding-houses, ride in the subway, attend a ten-twenty-thirty vaudeville show in preference to an Ibsen drama, and read a one-cent newspaper because it is intellectually easier than a two. This is the real public. It is not, of course, ignorant in the balder sense. A large part of it is, technically, highly educated and absorbs the great mass of the fifty thousand college degrees granted in America each year. But it has an instinctive horror of “learning,” such as a cat feels towards running water. It has invented for itself the ominous word “highbrow” as a sign of warning placed over things to be avoided. This word to the American mind conveys much the same “taboo” as haunts the tomb of a Polynesian warrior, or the sacred horror that enveloped in ancient days the dark pine grove of a Sylvan deity.

For the ordinary American this word “highbrow” has been pieced together out of recollections of a college professor in a black tail coat and straw hat destroying the peace of an Adirondack boarding-house: out of the unforgotten dullness of a Chautauqua lecture course, or the expiring agonies of a Browning Society. To such a mind the word “highbrow” sweeps a wide and comprehensive area with the red flag of warning. It covers, for example, the whole of history, or, at least, the part of it antecedent to the two last presidential elections. All foreign literature, and all references to it are “highbrow.” Shakespeare, except as revived at twenty-five cents a seat with proper alterations in the text, is “highbrow.” The works of Milton, the theory of evolution, and, in fact, all science other than Christian science, is “highbrow.” A man may only read and discuss such things at his peril. If he does so, he falls forthwith into the class of the Chautauqua lecturer and the vacation professor; he loses all claim to mingle in the main stream of life by taking a hand at ten-cent poker, or giving his views on the outcome of the 1916 elections.

All this, however, by way of preliminary discussion suggested by the strange obscurity of O. Henry in Great Britain, and the wide and increasing popularity of his books in America. O. Henry is, more than any author who ever wrote in the United States, an American writer. As such his work may well appear to a British reader strange and unusual, and, at a casual glance, not attractive. It looks at first sight as if written in American slang, as if it were the careless unrevised production of a journalist. But this is only the impression of an open page, or at best, a judgment formed by a reader who has had the ill-fortune to light upon the less valuable part of O. Henry’s output. Let it be remembered that he wrote over two hundred stories. Even in Kentucky, where it is claimed that all whiskey is good whiskey, it is admitted that some whiskey is not so good as the rest. So it may be allowed to the most infatuated admirer of O. Henry, to admit that some of his stories are not as good as the others. Yet even that admission would be reluctant.

But let us recommence in more orthodox fashion.

O. Henry, — as he signed himself, — was born in 1867, most probably at Greensboro, North Carolina. For the first thirty or thirty-five years of his life, few knew or cared where he was born, or whither he was going. Now that he has been dead five years he shares already with Homer the honour of a disputed birthplace.

His real name was William Sydney Porter. His nom de plume, O. Henry, — hopelessly tame and colourless from a literary point of view, — seems to have been adapted in a whimsical moment, with no great thought as to its aptness. It is amazing that he should have selected so poor a pen name. Those who can remember their first shock of pleased surprise on hearing that Rudyard Kipling’s name was really Rudyard Kipling, will feel something like pain in learning that any writer could deliberately christen himself “O. Henry.”

The circumstance is all the more peculiar inasmuch as O. Henry’s works abound in ingenious nomenclature. The names that he claps on his Central American adventurers are things of joy to the artistic eye, — General Perrico Ximenes Villablanca Falcon! Ramon Angel de las Cruzes y Miraflores, president of the republic of Anchuria! Don Señor el Coronel Encarnacion Rios! The very spirit of romance and revolution breathes through them! Or what more beautiful for a Nevada town than Topaz City? What name more appropriate for a commuter’s suburb than Floralhurst? And these are only examples among thousands. In all the two hundred stories that O. Henry wrote, there is hardly a single name that is inappropriate or without a proper literary suggestiveness, except the name that he signed to them.

 

While still a boy, O. Henry (there is no use in calling him anything else) went to Texas, where he worked for three years on a ranch. He drifted into the city of Houston and got employment on a newspaper. A year later he bought a newspaper of his own in Austin, Texas, for the sum of two hundred and fifty dollars. He rechristened it The Rolling Stone, wrote it, and even illustrated it, himself. But the paper was too well named. Its editor himself rolled away from it, and from the shores of Texas the wandering restlessness that was characteristic of him wafted him down the great gulf to the enchanted land of Central America. Here he “knocked around,” as he himself has put it, “mostly among refugees and consuls.” Here too was laid the foundation of much of his most characteristic work, — his Cabbages and Kings, and such stories as Phœbe and The Fourth in Salvador.

 

Latin America fascinated O. Henry. The languor of the tropics; the sunlit seas with their open bays and broad sanded beaches, with green palms nodding on the slopes above, — white-painted steamers lazily at anchor, — quaint Spanish towns, with adobe houses and wide squares, sunk in their noon-day sleep, — beautiful Señoritas drowsing away the afternoon in hammocks; the tinkling of the mule bells on the mountain track above the town, — the cries of unknown birds issuing from the dense green of the unbroken jungle — and at night in the soft darkness, the low murmur of the guitar, soft thrumming with the voice of love — these are the sights and sounds of O. Henry’s Central America. Here live and move his tattered revolutionists, his gaudy generals of the mimic army of the existing republic; hither ply his white-painted steamers of the fruit trade; here the American consul, with a shadowed past and $600 a year, drinks away the remembrance of his northern energy and his college education in the land of forgetfulness. Hither the absconding banker from the States is dropped from the passing steamer, clutching tight in his shaking hand his valise of stolen dollars; him the disguised detective, lounging beside the little drinking shop, watches with a furtive eye. And here in this land of enchantment the broken lives, the wasted hopes, the ambition that was never reached, the frailty that was never conquered, are somehow pieced together and illuminated into what they might have been, — and even the reckless crime and the open sin, viewed in the softened haze of such an atmosphere, are half forgiven.

Whether this is the “real Central America” or not, is of no consequence. It probably is not. The “real Central America” may best be left to the up-to-date specialist, the energetic newspaper expert, or the travelling lady correspondent, — to all such persons, in fact, as are capable of writing Six Weeks in Nicaragua, or Costa Rica As I Saw It. Most likely the Central America of O. Henry is as gloriously unreal as the London of Charles Dickens, or the Salem of Nathaniel Hawthorne, or any other beautiful picture of the higher truth of life that can be shattered into splinters in the distorting prism of cold fact.

From Central America O. Henry rolled, drifted or floated, — there was no method in his life, — back to Texas again. Here he worked for two weeks in a drug store. This brief experience supplied him all the rest of his life with local colour and technical material for his stories. So well has he used it that the obstinate legend still runs that O. Henry was a druggist. A strict examination of his work would show that he knew the names of about seventeen drugs and was able to describe the rolling of pills with the life-like accuracy of one who has rolled them. But it was characteristic of his instinct for literary values that even on this slender basis O. Henry was able to make his characters “take down from shelves” such mysterious things as Sod. et Pot. Tart., or discuss whether magnesia carbonate or pulverised glycerine is the best excipient, and in moments of high tragedy poison themselves with “tincture of aconite.”

Whether these terms are correctly used or not I do not know. Nor can I conceive that it matters. O. Henry was a literary artist first, last and always. It was the effect and the feeling that he wanted. For technical accuracy he cared not one whit. There is a certain kind of author who thinks to make literature by introducing, let us say, a plumber using seven different kinds of tap-washers with seven different names; and there is a certain type of reader who is thereby conscious of seven different kinds of ignorance, and is fascinated forthwith. From pedantry of this sort O. Henry is entirely free. Even literal accuracy is nothing to him so long as he gets his effect. Thus he commences one of his stories with the brazen statement: “In Texas you may journey for a thousand miles in a straight line.” You can’t, of course; and O. Henry knew it. It is only his way of saying that Texas is a very big place. So with his tincture of aconite. It may be poisonous or it may be not. But it sounds poisonous and that is enough for O. Henry. This is true art.

 

After his brief drug-store experience O. Henry moved to New Orleans. Even in his Texan and Central American days he seems to have scribbled stories. In New Orleans he set to work deliberately as a writer. Much of his best work was poured forth with the prodigality of genius into the columns of the daily press without thought of fame. The money that he received, so it is said, was but a pittance. Stories that would sell to-day, — were O. Henry alive and writing them now, — for a thousand dollars, went for next to nothing. Throughout his life money meant little or nothing to him. If he had it, he spent it, loaned it or gave it away. When he had it not he bargained with an editor for the payment in advance of a story which he meant to write, and of which he exhibited the title or a few sentences as a sample, and which he wrote, faithfully enough, “when he got round to it.” The story runs of how one night a beggar on the street asked O. Henry for money. He drew forth a coin from his pocket in the darkness and handed it to the man. A few moments later the beggar looked at the coin under a street lamp and, being even such a beggar as O. Henry loved to write about, he came running back with the words, “Say, you made a mistake, this is a twenty-dollar gold piece.” “I know it is,” said O. Henry, “but it’s all I have.”

The story may not be true. But at least it ought to be.

From New Orleans O. Henry moved to New York and became, for the rest of his life, a unit among the “four million” dwellers in flats and apartment houses and sand-stone palaces who live within the roar of the elevated railway, and from whom the pale light of the moon and the small effects of the planetary system are overwhelmed in the glare of the Great White Way. Here O. Henry’s finest work was done, — inimitable, unsurpassable stories that make up the volumes entitled The Four Million, The Trimmed Lamp, and The Voice of the City.

Marvellous indeed they are. Written offhand with the bold carelessness of the pen that only genius dare use, but revealing behind them such a glowing of the imagination and such a depth of understanding of the human heart as only genius can make manifest.

What O. Henry did for Central America he does again for New York. It is transformed by the magic of his imagination. He waves a wand over it and it becomes a city of mystery and romance. It is no longer the roaring, surging metropolis that we thought we knew, with its clattering elevated, its unending crowds, and on every side the repellent selfishness of the rich, the grim struggle of the poor, and the listless despair of the outcast. It has become, as O. Henry loves to call it, Bagdad upon the Subway. The glare has gone. There is a soft light suffusing the city. Its corner drug-stores turn to enchanted bazaars. From the open doors of its restaurants and palm rooms, there issues such a melody of softened music that we feel we have but to cross the threshold and there is Bagdad waiting for us beyond. A transformed waiter hands us to a chair at a little table, — Arabian, I will swear it, — beside an enchanted rubber tree. There is red wine such as Omar Khayyam drank, here on Sixth Avenue. At the tables about us are a strange and interesting crew, — dervishes in the disguise of American business men, caliphs masquerading as tourists, bedouins from Syria and fierce fantassins from the desert turned into western visitors from Texas, and among them — can we believe our eyes, — houris from the inner harems of Ispahan and Candahar, whom we mistook but yesterday for the ladies of a Shubert chorus! As we pass out we pay our money to an enchanted cashier with golden hair, — sitting behind glass, — under the spell of some magician without a doubt, — and then taking O. Henry’s hand we wander forth among the ever changing scenes of night adventure, the mingled tragedy and humour of The Four Million that his pen alone can depict. Now did ever Haroun al Raschid and his viziers, wandering at will in the narrow streets of their Arabian city, meet such varied adventure as lies before us, strolling hand in hand with O. Henry in the new Bagdad that he reveals.

 

But let us turn to the stories themselves. O. Henry wrote in all two hundred short stories of an average of about fifteen pages each. This was the form in which his literary activity shaped itself by instinct. A novel he never wrote. A play he often meditated but never achieved. One of his books, — Cabbages and Kings, — can make a certain claim to be continuous. But even this is rather a collection of little stories than a single piece of fiction. But it is an error of the grossest kind to say that O. Henry’s work is not sustained. In reality his canvas is vast. His New York stories, like those of Central America or of the west, form one great picture as gloriously comprehensive in its scope as the lengthiest novels of a Dickens or the canvas of a Da Vinci. It is only the method that is different, not the result.

It is hard indeed to illustrate O. Henry’s genius by the quotation of single phrases and sentences. The humour that is in his work lies too deep for that. His is not the comic wit that explodes the reader into a huge guffaw of laughter and vanishes. His humour is of that deep quality that smiles at life itself and mingles our amusement with our tears.

Still harder is it to try to shew the amazing genius of O. Henry as a “plot maker,” as a designer of incident. No one better than he can hold the reader in suspense. Nay, more than that, the reader scarcely knows that he is “suspended,” until at the very close of the story O. Henry, so to speak, turns on the lights and the whole tale is revealed as an entirety. But to do justice to a plot in a few paragraphs is almost impossible. Let the reader consider to what a few poor shreds even the best of our novels or plays is reduced, when we try to set forth the basis of it in the condensed phrase of a text-book of literature, or diminish it to the language of the “scenario” of a moving picture. Let us take an example.

We will transcribe our immortal Hamlet as faithfully as we can into a few words with an eye to explain the plot and nothing else. It will run about as follows:

“Hamlet’s uncle kills his father and marries his mother, and Hamlet is so disturbed about this that he either is mad or pretends to be mad. In this condition he drives his sweetheart insane and she drowns, or practically drowns, herself. Hamlet then kills his uncle’s chief adviser behind an arras either in mistake for a rat, or not. Hamlet then gives poison to his uncle and his mother, stabs Laertes and kills himself. There is much discussion among the critics as to whether his actions justify us in calling him insane.”

There! The example is, perhaps, not altogether convincing. It does not seem somehow, faithful though it is, to do Shakespeare justice. But let it at least illustrate the point under discussion. The mere bones of a plot are nothing. We could scarcely form a judgment on female beauty by studying the skeletons of a museum of anatomy.

But with this distinct understanding, let me try to present the outline of a typical O. Henry story. I select it from the volume entitled The Gentle Grafter, a book that is mainly concerned with the wiles of Jeff Peters and his partners and associates. Mr. Peters, who acts as the narrator of most of the stories, typifies the perennial fakir and itinerant grafter of the Western States, — ready to turn his hand to anything from selling patent medicines under a naphtha lamp on the street corner of a western town to peddling bargain Bibles from farm to farm, — anything in short that does not involve work and carries with it the peculiar excitement of trying to keep out of the State penitentiary. All the world loves a grafter, — at least a genial and ingenious grafter, — a Robin Hood who plunders an abbot to feed a beggar, an Alfred Jingle, a Scapin, a Raffles, — or any of the multifarious characters of the world’s literature who reveal the fact that much that is best in humanity may flourish even on the shadowy side of technical iniquity. Of this glorious company is Mr. Jefferson Peters. But let us take him as he is revealed in Jeff Peters as a Personal Magnet and let us allow him to introduce himself and his business.

“I struck Fisher Hill,” Mr. Peters relates, “in a buckskin suit, moccasins, long hair and a thirty-carat diamond ring that I got from an actor in Texarkana. I don’t know what he ever did with the pocket-knife I swapped him for it.

“I was Dr. Waugh-hoo, the celebrated Indian medicine man. I carried only one best bet just then, and that was Resurrection Bitters. It was made of life-giving plants and herbs accidentally discovered by Ta-qua-la, the beautiful wife of the chief of the Choctaw Nation, while gathering truck to garnish a platter of boiled dog for an annual corn dance. . . .” In the capacity of Dr. Waugh-hoo, Mr. Peters “struck Fisher Hill.” He went to a druggist and got credit for half a gross of eight-ounce bottles and corks, and with the help of the running water from the tap in the hotel room, he spent a long evening manufacturing Resurrection Bitters. The next evening the sales began. The bitters at fifty cents a bottle “started off like sweetbreads on toast at a vegetarian dinner.” Then there intervenes a constable with a German silver badge. “Have you got a city license?” he asks, and Mr. Peters’ medicinal activity comes to a full stop. The threat of prosecution under the law for practising medicine without a license puts Mr. Peters for the moment out of business.

He returns sadly to his hotel, pondering on his next move. Here by good fortune he meets a former acquaintance, a certain Andy Tucker, who has just finished a tour in the Southern States, working the Great Cupid Combination Package on the chivalrous and unsuspecting south.

“Andy,” says Jeff, in speaking of his friend’s credentials, “was a good street man: and he was more than that — he respected his profession and was satisfied with 300 per cent. profit. He had plenty of offers to go into the illegitimate drug and garden seed business, but he was never to be tempted off the straight path.”

Andy and Jeff take counsel together in long debate on the porch of the hotel.

And here, apparently, a piece of good luck came to Jeff’s help. The very next morning a messenger brings word that the Mayor of the town is suddenly taken ill. The only doctor of the place is twenty miles away. Jeff Peters is summoned to the Mayor’s bedside. . . . “This Mayor Banks,” Jeff relates, “was in bed all but his whiskers and feet. He was making internal noises that would have had everybody in San Francisco hiking for the parks. A young man was standing by the bedside holding a cup of water. . . .” Mr. Peters, called to the patient’s side, is very cautious. He draws attention to the fact that he is not a qualified practitioner, is not “a regular disciple of S. Q. Lapius.”

The Mayor groans in pain. The young man at the bedside, introduced as Mr. Biddle, the Mayor’s nephew, urges Mr. Peters, — or Doctor Waugh-hoo, — in the name of common humanity to attempt a cure.

Finally Jeff Peters promises to treat the Mayor by “scientific demonstration.” He proposes, he says, to make use of the “great doctrine of psychic financiering — of the enlightening school of long-distance subconscious treatment of fallacies and meningitis, — of that wonderful in-door sport known as personal magnetism.” But he warns the Mayor that the treatment is difficult. It uses up great quantities of soul strength. It comes high. It cannot be attempted under two hundred and fifty dollars.

The Mayor groans. But he yields. The treatment begins.

“You ain’t sick,” says Dr. Waugh-hoo, looking the patient right in the eye. “You ain’t got any pain. The right lobe of your perihelion is subsided.”

The result is surprising. The Mayor’s system seems to respond at once. “I do feel some better, Doc,” he says, “darned if I don’t.”

Mr. Peters assumes a triumphant air. He promises to return next day for a second and final treatment.

“I’ll come back,” he says to the young man, “at eleven. You may give him eight drops of turpentine and three pounds of steak. Good morning.”

Next day the final treatment is given. The Mayor is completely restored. Two hundred and fifty dollars, all in cash, is handed to “Dr. Waugh-hoo.” The young man asks for a receipt. It is no sooner written out by Jeff Peters, than:

“ ’Now do your duty, officer,’ says the Mayor, grinning much unlike a sick man.

“Mr. Biddle lays his hand on my arm.

“ ’You’re under arrest, Dr. Waugh-hoo, alias Peters,’ says he, ‘for practising medicine without authority under the State law.’

“ ’Who are you?’ I asks.

“ ’I’ll tell you who he is,’ says Mr. Mayor, sitting up in bed. ‘He’s a detective employed by the State Medical Society. He’s been following you over five counties. He came to me yesterday and we fixed up this scheme to catch you. I guess you won’t do any more doctoring around these parts, Mr. Fakir. What was it you said I had, Doc?’ the Mayor laughs, ‘compound — well, it wasn’t softening of the brain, I guess, anyway.’ ”

 

Ingenious, isn’t it? One hadn’t suspected it. But will the reader kindly note the conclusion of the story as it follows, handled with the lightning rapidity of a conjuring trick.

 

“ ’Come on, officer,’ says I, dignified. ‘I may as well make the best of it.’ And then I turns to old Banks and rattles my chains.

“ ’Mr. Mayor,’ says I, ‘the time will come soon when you’ll believe that personal magnetism is a success. And you’ll be sure that it succeeded in this case, too.’

“And I guess it did.

“When we got nearly to the gate, I says: ‘We might meet somebody now, Andy. I reckon you better take ’em off, and — —’ Hey? Why, of course it was Andy Tucker. That was his scheme; and that’s how we got the capital to go into business together.”

Now let us set beside this a story of a different type, The Furnished Room, which appears in the volume called The Four Million. It shows O. Henry at his best as a master of that supreme pathos that springs, with but little adventitious aid of time or circumstance, from the fundamental things of life itself. In the sheer art of narration there is nothing done by Maupassant that surpasses The Furnished Room. The story runs, — so far as one dare attempt to reproduce it without quoting it all word for word, — after this fashion.

The scene is laid in New York, in the lost district of the lower West Side, where the wandering feet of actors and one-week transients seek furnished rooms in dilapidated houses of fallen grandeur.

One evening after dark a young man prowled among these crumbling red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his lean hand-baggage upon the step and wiped the dust from his hatband and forehead. The bell sounded faint and far away in some remote hollow depths. . . . “I have the third floor back vacant since a week back,” says the landlady. . . . “It’s a nice room. It ain’t often vacant. I had some most elegant people in it last summer — no trouble at all and paid in advance to the minute. The water’s at the end of the hall. Sprowls and Mooney kept it three months. They done a vaudeville sketch. Miss B’retta Sprowls, you may have heard of her, — Oh, that was just the stage name — right there over the dresser is where the marriage certificate hung, framed. The gas is here and you see there’s plenty of closet room. It’s a room every one likes. It never stays idle long — —”

The young man takes the room, paying a week in advance. Then he asks:

“A young girl — Miss Vashner — Miss Eloise Vashner — do you remember such a one among your lodgers? She would be singing on the stage most likely.”

The landlady shakes her head. They comes and goes, she tells him, she doesn’t call that one to mind.

It is the same answer that he has been receiving, up and down, in the crumbling houses of the lost district, through weeks and months of wandering. No, always no. Five months of ceaseless interrogation and the inevitable negative. So much time spent by day in questioning managers, agents, schools and choruses; by night among the audiences of theatres from allstar casts down to music halls so low that he dreaded to find what he most hoped for. . . . The young man, left in his sordid room of the third floor back, among its decayed furniture, its ragged brocade upholstery, sinks into a chair. The dead weight of despair is on him. . . . Then, suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled with the strong, sweet odour of mignonette — the flower that she had always loved, the perfume that she had always worn. It is as if her very presence was beside him in the empty room. He rises. He cries aloud, “What, dear?” as if she had called to him. She has been there in the room. He knows it. He feels it. Then eager, tremulous with hope, he searches the room, tears open the crazy chest of drawers, fumbles upon the shelves, for some sign of her. Nothing and still nothing, — a crumpled playbill, a half-smoked cigar, the dreary and ignoble small records of many a peripatetic tenant, but of the woman that he seeks, nothing. Yet still that haunting perfume that seems to speak her presence at his very side.

The young man dashes trembling from the room. Again he questions the landlady, — was there not, before him in the room, a young lady? Surely there must have been, — fair, of medium height, and with reddish gold hair? Surely there was?

But the landlady, as if obdurate, shakes her head. “I can tell you again,” she says, “ ’twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I said. Miss B’retta Sprowls, it was, in the theatres, but Missis Mooney she was. The marriage certificate hung, framed, on a nail over — —”

. . . The young man returns to his room. It is all over. His search is vain. The ebbing of his last hope has drained his faith. . . . For a time he sat staring at the yellow, singing gaslight. Then he rose. He walked to the bed and began to tear the sheets into strips. With the blade of his knife he drove them tightly into every crevice around windows and door. When all was snug and taut he turned out the light, turned the gas full on again and laid himself gratefully upon the bed.

 

And now let the reader note the ending paragraphs of the story, so told that not one word of it must be altered or abridged from the form in which O. Henry framed it.

 

It was Mrs. McCool’s night to go with the can for beer. So she fetched it and sat with Mrs. Purdy (the landlady) in one of those subterranean retreats where housekeepers foregather and the worm dieth seldom.

“I rented out my third floor, back, this evening,” said Mrs. Purdy, across a fine circle of foam. “A young man took it. He went up to bed two hours ago.”

“Now, did ye, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am?” said Mrs. McCool, with intense admiration. “You do be a wonder for rentin’ rooms of that kind. And did ye tell him, then?” she concluded in a husky whisper, laden with mystery.

“Rooms,” said Mrs. Purdy, in her furriest tones, “are furnished for to rent. I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool.”

“ ’Tis right ye are, ma’am; ’tis by renting rooms we kape alive. Ye have the rale sense for business, ma’am. There be many people will rayjict the rentin’ of a room if they be tould a suicide has been after dyin’ in the bed of it.”

“As you say, we has our living to be making,” remarked Mrs. Purdy.

“Yis, ma’am; ’tis true. ’Tis just one wake ago this day I helped ye lay out the third floor, back. A pretty slip of a colleen she was to be killin’ herself wid the gas — a swate little face she had, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am.”

“She’d a-been called handsome, as you say,” said Mrs. Purdy, assenting but critical, “but for that mole she had a-growin’ by her left eyebrow. Do fill up your glass again, Mrs. McCool.”

 

Beyond these two stories, I do not care to go. But if the reader is not satisfied let him procure for himself the story called A Municipal Report in the volume Strictly Business. After he has read it he will either pronounce O. Henry one of the greatest masters of modern fiction or else, — well, or else he is a jackass. Let us put it that way.

 

O. Henry lived some nine years in New York but little known to the public at large. Towards the end there came to him success, a competence and something that might be called celebrity if not fame. But it was marvellous how his light remained hid. The time came when the best known magazines eagerly sought his work. He could have commanded his own price. But the notoriety of noisy success, the personal triumph of literary conspicuousness he neither achieved nor envied. A certain cruel experience of his earlier days — tragic, unmerited and not here to be recorded, — had left him shy of mankind at large and, in the personal sense, anxious only for obscurity. Even when the American public in tens and hundreds of thousands read his matchless stories, they read them, so to speak, in isolated fashion, as personal discoveries, unaware for years of the collective greatness of O. Henry’s work viewed as a total. The few who were privileged to know him, seem to have valued him beyond all others and to have found him even greater than his work. And then, in mid-career as it seemed, there was laid upon him the hand of a wasting and mortal disease, which brought him slowly to his end, his courage and his gentle kindliness unbroken to the last. “I shall die,” he said one winter with one of the quoted phrases that fell so aptly from his lips, “in the good old summer time.” And “in the good old summer time” with a smile and a jest upon his lips he died. “Don’t turn down the light,” he is reported to have said to those beside his bed, and then, as the words of a popular song flickered across his mind, he added, “I’m afraid to go home in the dark.”

That was five years ago. Since his death, his fame in America has grown greater and greater with every year. The laurel wreath that should have crowned his brow is exchanged for the garland laid upon his grave. And the time is coming, let us hope, when the whole English-speaking world will recognise in O. Henry one of the great masters of modern literature.


A Rehabilitation of Charles II

[image: img53.jpg]

IT IS PERHAPS a far cry from the subjects treated in the previous chapters to the topic of Charles the Second. But I have a special reason for introducing his name. In my schooldays Charles II was always my particular hero. His amiable common sense and his native good-humour seemed to mark him out from the fussy, self-important egotistic monarchs who sprawl wide anon the pages of history and obliterate from our view everything except their trivial personalities. I always felt that if I ever had a chance I would like to do something for King Charles. I have it now. A whole book lies open to me, which I can fill as I like. I cannot conclude this volume of essays better than by devoting the last of them to the memory of one whose character I would wish to imitate and for whose quaint and inimitable humour I have long cherished a despairing admiration.

In any case the subject which I propose to treat is eminently congenial to the peculiar tendencies of the historical writing of our time. Historical rehabilitation is emphatically the order of the day, and it has become the peculiar province and the particular pride of the modern historian to expose the errors of his predecessors. His superior access to original sources of information enables him to direct upon the events of the past a flood of “dry light” which reveals them in a new perspective. The lights and shadows are shifted upon the landscape of history. What formerly appeared imposing dwindles to the enlightened eye, and figures forgotten in the obscurity of ignorance are revealed in a new and majestic stature. The estimates of character and achievement which have formed the commonplaces of our national knowledge are overthrown, and the temple of fame rudely cleared of its former inmates to make way for the smiling crowd of white-washed sinners carrying each his new certificate of rehabilitation.

Washington and Lady Jane Grey veil their shamed faces and hurry from its portals to give place to Machiavelli and Madame de Pompadour. Thus it is that we live in an age of historical surprises. We know now that Rome was not founded by Romulus, that the apple shot by William Tell was not lying on his son’s head at the immediate time of the shooting, and that America was not in the true sense of the term discovered by Christopher Columbus, who had spent eighteen years of tearful persuasion in trying to prove that there was no such continent. As with the events of history so with the characters that have adorned or defiled its pages. In the light of our recent knowledge we know that Hump-backed Richard had no hump at all, but was on the contrary of a singularly erect and commanding figure, the name “hump-backed” being merely an expression of easy familiarity and subtle flattery, as who should say “short” to a tall man, or “fatty” of a man deplorably thin. The secret suffocation of Richard’s nephews in the Tower is not to be attributed to him as a fault. He suffocated them secretly because to have suffocated them in any other way would have seemed needlessly ostentatious. In the same way, Pope Gregory VII now appears to have been an ardent Protestant. The Duke of Clarence, whose name has suffered from his connection with a certain butt of Malmsey wine, was a total abstainer. The Borgias were quiet people distinguished only by their love of gardening and the rectitude of their family relations. On the reverse side, Washington was a lifelong slave-driver, Queen Elizabeth did her utmost, whether deliberately or by negligence, to help the Spanish Armada, and Pitt, the darling of his country, died, not with a prayer for England’s welfare on his lips, as our school books taught us, but murmuring that he “thought he could eat a pork pie.”

In so far as I am aware, there are at present no historical characters to whom this process of rehabilitation or the reverse has not been applied, with the exception of Charles II. In undertaking the defence of so amiable a personage, I need hardly offer an apology. Charles II belongs to a general class of individuals who have never yet met their true deserts at the hands of their contemporaries and successors. Too much has been said of the heroes of history, — the strong men, the strenuous men, the troublesome men; too little of the amiable, the kindly, and the tolerant. It is perhaps the strenuous and the purposeful who keep the wheels of human progress moving, but it is the broad-minded tolerance of easy-going indolence that keeps the friction of opinion from clogging the machinery of progress. The strenuous men have had their apotheosis: their names are inscribed in brass, their busts are carved in stone on the temples and monuments of an admiring world. But where is the record of the nobly indolent, the names of those great men whose resolute inertia and whose self-denying negation of the necessity of effort have rendered possible the false eminence of their fellows? In the history of religious controversy the real progress has been made by those inspired with an intense lack of fixed opinion: the history of invention is the history of applied idleness. To shirk work is to abbreviate labour. To shirk argument is to settle controversy. To shirk war is to cherish peace.

Much that has been written to the disparagement of Charles II is in reality to be ascribed to the essential superiority of his mind. He possessed in an eminent degree that largeness of view, that breadth of mental vision which sees things in their true perspective. He had grasped as but few men have done the great truth that nothing really matters very much. He was able to see that the burning questions of to-day become the forgotten trifles of yesterday, and that the eager controversy of the present fades into the litter of the past. To few it has been given to see things as they are, to know that no opinion is altogether right, no purpose altogether laudable, and no calamity altogether deplorable. To carry in one’s mind an abiding sense of the futility of human endeavour and the absurdity of human desire is a sure protection against the malignant narrowness that marks the men endowed with fixed convictions and positive ideas. For the same reason it is found that the man of real enlightenment is inevitably reckoned a trifler and is accused of shallowness and insincerity, while a dull man heavily digesting his few ideas is credited with a profundity which he does not possess. In this lies the real explanation of the alleged mental frivolity and culpable levity of Charles II. While London was burning he is said to have chased a moth up and down the room absorbed with the amusement of the pursuit. He habitually slept during the sermons of the court preacher before whom decorum compelled his bodily presence. He lounged in the gallery of the House of Lords declaring their debates “as good as a play.” He scribbled little jokes to Clarendon across the Council table. For literary exercise he wrote riddles in rhyme, no doubt a great improvement on the hymns written by his father and the philosophical treatises of his grandparent. He twitted the Royal Society with spending all their time in “weighing air”; and perplexed their proceedings for a month by requesting a solution of the problem, “Why is it that a bucket of water into which a live fish is thrown weighs no more after the fish is put in than it did before?” The king indeed was never tired of a jest, and was able to appreciate the point of a joke, even if turned against himself. The whole chronicle of his personal life is illuminated by his exquisite sense of humour. No man has left behind him a more lasting monument of witty sayings than did Charles. Yet his humour was always of that tolerant gentle character that bespeaks of lofty mind. “Good jests,” he said, “ought to bite like lambs, not dogs: they should cut, not wound.” As a child of seven he wrote his royal tutor, “I would not have you take too much Phisik, for it doth alwaies make me worse, and I think it will do the like with you.” Here we have already the balanced mind rising superior to the prejudices of his time. He died, as every history tells us, with a murmured apology on his lips for being “such an unconscionable time in dying.” Throughout his long and varied career the central feature in his view of life was that of a kindly amusement at the littleness of human things. The mummeries of kingship, the formalities of state did not deceive him. “I would willingly,” he said one day to Clarendon, “make a visit to my sister; where can I find the time?” “I suppose,” answered Clarendon, “your Majesty will go with a light train.” “I intend to take nothing but my night bag.” “You will not,” expostulated the minister, “travel without 40 or 50 horse.” “I count that part of my night bag,” said the king. Even at the great crises of his life his humour did not desert him. “The truth is,” he declared during the troublous year of the Test Act,— “that this year the government” (meaning of course himself) “thrives marvellous well, for it eats and drinks and sleeps as heartily as I have ever known it, nor does it vex and disquiet itself with that foolish, idle and impertinent thing called business.” A little later when his brother James expressed his apprehensiveness lest Charles’s conduct might lead to his expulsion from the throne, “Never fear, James,” said the amiable monarch, “they will never get rid of me to make you king.” It is due to this habit of constant jesting that the quality of the king’s intellect has been so sadly underrated. Endowed in reality with mental capacity of the highest order, the very superiority of his mind led him to disparage the serious concerns of life and to attach a seemingly inordinate importance to the trifles of the passing hour.

But let us turn from the general character of Charles to consider the political aspect of his reign. Under what a heavy burden of obloquy Charles rests I need hardly remind the reader. His memory for 200 years has been a target for the sneering criticism of generations of historians. Piety has denounced the amiable king’s lack of religion; patriotism has felt its breast swell at his mysterious dealings with the crown of France; cynicism has sneered at his levity and thoughtlessness, and matronly virtue frowns with perennial disapproval of the most indecorous of sovereigns. “He was,” says Hume, “negligent of the interests of the nation, careless of its glory, averse to its religion, jealous of its liberty, lavish of its treasure, . . . he exposed it to the danger of a furious civil war, and to the ruin and ignominy of a foreign conquest.” To this Macaulay adds that he was “fond of sauntering and amusement, incapable of self-denial and exertion, without faith in human virtue or human attachment.” “He shewed,” says Mr. Airy, the latest of his indignant biographers, “a more than oriental ingratitude.” “All his natural advantages,” writes Mr. Bright, “were neutralized by his selfishness: his own ease and pursuit of pleasure were the objects dearest to himself.” Green mocks at his diplomacy, May doubts his constitutionality, and Goldwin Smith stands over his death bed with a satanic sneer at his last moments. More scathing than all, the virtuous pen of Arabella Buckley, writing for the benefit of beginners, chronicles the crowning indictment,— “he was not a good man.”

Gathering together all the different heads of accusation that are preferred against Charles, we find them to be somewhat as follows. It is alleged against him that both his internal and external policy, as well as the irregularity of his private conduct, degraded and lowered the English monarchy; that he rendered himself subservient to King Louis XIV of France, basely accepting gifts and a yearly pension to subvert the true interests of his kingdom; that he made war against the Dutch, and that he persecuted the Presbyterians. In point of religion it is variously objected that he had too much and that he had none at all; some historians stand aghast at the fact that Charles was a devout Catholic, others are equally indignant that he was not a Catholic at all.

In such a maze of accusation it is difficult to find one’s way: to refute one charge is to concede another: to defend the king’s memory from the attack of one writer is to expose him to the polemics of another. Let us, however, consider in detail some of the graver charges usually advanced. First of all may be placed the general bearing of Charles’s reign on the position of the English monarchy and the part he played, ill or otherwise, in the development of the constitution. And here let me state boldly and flatly my opinion, reached after forty-six years of profound reflection, that Charles II is to be looked upon as the true founder of the present monarchy; it is to him that a grateful and loyal people ought to attribute the survival and consolidation of monarchical institutions in England. We have heard too much of William III and George I; the chronic cough of the one and the hiccoughing German of the other have been too long the object of the fervent admiration of the thankful Briton. The Protestant succession was undoubtedly a beautiful thing: we recognise the fact when at each successive coronation we invite our sovereign to swear to his detestation of popery in terms as offensively contrived as possible. But miraculous and admirable as is the official protestantism of the monarch, it is not the prime consideration. The institution of monarchy itself is first to be considered. The kingship is the central part of the British constitution, the keystone of the political arch without which all else falls into confusion. It was the peculiar merit of Charles II that in an age of unparalleled civil turmoil he enabled the monarchy to survive. To his personal tact, his suavity, his kindliness, his superiority to the promptings of revenge, it is to be ascribed that the kingship, shaken from its base in the turmoil of the Civil war, was again established and consolidated. Consider the situation at the time of Charles’s accession. For eleven years England had been a republic. The divinity of kingship was gone. The nation had seen an outraged people rise against their monarch, dethrone him, and erect a successful and glorious commonwealth amid the ruins of the monarchy. It is all very well for historians to argue that the Commonwealth was a virtual monarchy, that Cromwell was in reality a king and the substance of monarchical institutions remained when the form vanished. The fact remains that in name at any rate, — and the name is everything in the British system, — Cromwell was not king of England. Nor had he any connection by descent, affiliation, or adoption with any previous sovereign. He was in reality merely the elected head of the people, — the strong man chosen by his own ability and ruling by a delegated power. The Instrument of Government drawn up as the new basis of English institutions was nothing more or less than the constitution of a republic. It was an embodiment of the theory of democratic popular sovereignty, a hundred years in advance of the great political experiments of America and France. The restored monarchy, welcomed as it was with the clapping of hands and the guzzling of wine, rested on no firm basis. Placed in the hands of a king devoid of the peculiar personality of Charles II, it would have fallen again, this time to rise no more. Charles knew, the shrewder royalists knew, and the leaders of the outgoing republic knew that the monarchy was on its trial, that it was not of necessity the last phase of the political evolution, the concluding act of the great drama of the 17th century. Monk himself, who lives in history as the restorer of the royal sun to the darkened land, knew this and acted on it. He urged upon the king to fill his council with the adherents of the late régime: he put no trust in a purely monarchical establishment. He saw hovering in the background of the newly illuminated political sky the retreating cloud of puritan republicanism that might again obscure its effulgence. Consider the matter in the reasonable light of common sense. Charles returned after eleven years of exile to a people that scarcely knew him, from whose midst he had been expelled before he was twenty years of age. By birth he was half a foreigner, by residence he had become more than half an alien. Of his new subjects a good half had been in arms, or in sympathy with those in arms against all that was associated with his family name. Till the very moment of his coronation a veteran puritan soldiery was under arms. Welcome him as might the sycophants of the court and the devotees of the wine vat, his accession was only wrung with reluctance from the puritan part of the nation. Nothing but the strained circumstances of the moment induced them to give to his kingship a reluctant and provisional assent. At the opening of his reign a false step would have been fatal. To have played the monarch too much would have fanned to a new flame the embers of the civil war: to have played it too little would have alienated all on whose support the new king was chiefly compelled to rely. Imagine, if one can, some of the other kings of the period placed in the situation in which Charles found himself. Had the narrow and malignant James, his brother, been called to the throne, the kingship could not have lasted out the year. Under the witless guidance of his slobbering grandfather, the first James, or under the unbending arrogance of his father, or the pretentious absolutism of his relative, Louis XIV, the kingship would have met a speedy downfall. Under Charles II the monarchy, restored with hesitation and doubt, slowly proved itself to the nation as the guarantee of internal stability and domestic peace. The reason for this lies in the natural adaptability of the new monarch to his unique situation. He had not been a month upon the throne before the malcontent part of his nation felt that the new era was not to be one of vengeance and retaliation for the past. The down-trodden royalists who had nursed for eleven years their hatred of the dominant republicans now clamoured for the blood of their enemies. They urged the king to the wholesale slaughter of the opposing faction. Had Charles listened to his new parliament a sweeping Act would have been passed for the execution of all the prominent survivors of the Commonwealth party. Let us take the unwilling testimony of Mr. Airy on this point.

“In one part at least of the partial fulfilment of the Declaration from Breda, Charles took an important and creditable share. There was great danger — greater danger as the days passed — that, in spite of the composite character of the House of Commons, the spirit of retaliation might even there secure a bloody satisfaction. But a far more savage temper reigned in the Lords. The bill sent up from the Commons, in consequence of an urgent message from the king, ‘excepted’ (from the general amnesty) only eight of the king’s judges, ‘for life and estate,’ and some twenty more ‘for pains and penalties not extending to life.’ The Lords resolved that all who had signed the warrant should die, and then ‘all who were concerned in the murder.’ Again Charles intervened. He insisted upon drawing a broad line between the regicides and all others. But for his promise, he told the Lords plainly, neither he nor they would have been there; his own honour and the public security alike demanded an indemnity for all except those immediately guilty of the crying sin. In the conferences between the houses, the Lords actually demanded the death of four members of Cromwell’s High Court of Justice in revenge for the death of four of their own number condemned by that court, the victims to be chosen by the relations of the slain men. They even proposed to bring to the scaffold all who sat upon any court of justice by which Royalists had been tried. . . . It should not be forgotten that it was principally owing to Charles (and Clarendon) that, after a civil war which had its roots in the deepest feelings which can stir men’s minds, after a despotism which had been established in blood and held its place amid the ruins of the constitution by the sword and only by the sword, the restoration of the old order was accomplished with slaughter which, when compared with the wrongs which seemed to call for vengeance, was well nigh insignificant.”

So much for Mr. Airy, whose unwilling evidence is corroborated by the testimony of practically all the historians of the period. It is impossible to overestimate the political importance of the king’s opportune clemency or to refuse to recognise the sublimity of mind to which it bears proof. More than any of his subjects the new king had wrongs to avenge. His father’s head had fallen upon the scaffold, he himself had been hounded into exile, escaping from his kingdom after weeks of imminent peril, compelled to wander deserted and shelterless, to know the pangs of hunger and to find himself destitute and penniless, a pensioner on the niggardly bounty of continental sovereigns. Had he been sufficiently ruthless and sufficiently impolitic he might for the moment have sated his vengeance in blood. The temper of his royalist supporters would have stopped at no extremes of retaliation. Pepys has left us in his Diary an account of the horrible butchery of Major-General Harrison, one of the regicides killed amid the plaudits of a sanguinary populace. “I went out,” he writes, “to Charing Cross to see Major-General Harrison hanged, drawn, and quartered, which was done there; he looked as cheerful as any man could look in that condition. He was presently cut down and his head and heart shown to the people at which there were great shouts of joy.” It was, as already said, Charles himself who imposed his veto on further executions. “I must confess,” he said, “that I am weary of hanging except on new offences: let it sleep.” Pepys bears witness to the king’s clemency in saying,— “The king is a man of so great compassion that he would willingly acquit them all.” If we turn from the internal history of England to the history of her colonies, we find that Charles’s clemency made itself felt even there. In Virginia the struggles of the mother country had been reproduced on a smaller scale, and the restoration of the king brought with it the restoration of the royalist governor, Sir William Berkeley. The colonists, outraged by the stringency of the governor and his cavalier associates, broke into revolt, a revolt which collapsed as rapidly as it had started, owing to the death of the rebel leader. Berkeley at once set himself to the work of retaliation, — hanging and confiscating with an unsparing hand. The slaughter found no end until an imperative personal message from King Charles ordered Berkeley to stop. “That old fool,” said Charles, in comment on the governor’s conduct, “has put to death more people in that naked country than I did here for the murder of my father.”

Enough has been said to establish on good authority the fact of Charles the Second’s extraordinary magnanimity of mind. As he had shewed himself at his accession, so he remained throughout his reign. To cherish resentment was foreign to his nature, which seemed incapable of harbouring a personal animosity.

Let us now turn from the question of Charles II’s general relation towards the monarchy to his dealings with the parliament. Doubtless we have all retained from our recollection of the history of the seventeenth century the general idea that Charles, like his father and grandfather before him, refused to govern according to the wishes of his parliaments. In this, by the way, he resembled not only his father and grandfather, but also good Queen Elizabeth, patriotic King Henry, and many other royal notabilities of preceding centuries. But let us admit in its full extent the fact that, from the beginning to the end of his reign of twenty-five years, Charles had not the remotest intention of governing according to the will of parliament. Now this may seem a very shocking and dreadful thing — it may at first sight seem to carry with it sufficient condemnation of the king’s administration. But to judge it so is to apply to the seventeenth century the ideas of the twentieth, and to confound institutions, which, while preserving their names, have entirely altered in character in the course of two hundred years. We of the twentieth century are accustomed to a royal régime that has become of a purely nominal character. Our king reigns but does not govern. It is his elevated function to deliver speeches which he does not compose, to give thanks for money which he does not get, to talk in the old lordly style of his troops, his navy, the war that he means to make, and the peace that he hopes to effect. But his real business consists in laying the foundation stones of public buildings, turning the first sod of railways, planting the first trees in botanical gardens, unveiling statues, pictures, and inscriptions, giving thanks, receiving thanks, bowing and being bowed to. These are the avocations that keep him busy, happy, harmless. To my mind there is something eminently pathetic in the twentieth-century king with his frock coat, his building trowel, his spade, his tree, his statues and the other paraphernalia of his office, his false magnificence and his actual impotence. He is colonel of ten regiments and does not command a single man, the head of a navy and has no power to fire a single gun, wears, in his days of grandeur, twenty uniforms in forty minutes and finds none to fit him. But this happy device by which the jaded monarch of the twentieth century, — the mere astral body of old-time kingship — is put through his paces at the bidding of a democratic nation, — this is the creation of the later time. In the seventeenth century nominal kingship did not exist, and was not dreamed of. To think it a proper ground of accusation against Charles II that he intended to govern his own kingdom, is to lose sight of historical perspective. As well reproach the England of his day for its lack of public education, its need of railroads, and the paucity of its newspapers, as object against a king of the seventeenth century that he intended to govern his own kingdom. William III himself had just the same intention, though the limitations of his situation and character prevented him from carrying it so fully into effect. Charles himself was perfectly clear and consistent in his views on this point. He intended to govern by royal prerogative (and I use the word in no offensive sense), aided by the advice of his parliament whenever such advice seemed sensible and reasonable. Nor did he by royal prerogative mean a monarchical tyranny. He meant the enlightened rule of the head of the nation, directed in the general interests. “I will never use arbitrary government myself,” he said to the turbulent and impossible parliament that met him at Oxford towards the close of his reign, “and am resolved not to suffer it in others.” His characteristic point of view, indicated with the king’s characteristically kindly spirit of comradeship, appears in his reception to a group of Berkshire petitioners, begging him not to delay in calling a new parliament (1680). “Gentlemen,” said the amiable monarch, “we will argue the matter over a cup of ale when we meet at Windsor, though I wonder that my neighbours should meddle with my business.”

But it is not only to be remembered that between the days of the Restoration and our time the recognised duties of the British king have altered: the parliament itself has undergone a change equally important. The parliament of our day represents the whole adult nation: it is chosen in fair open election by the people of the realm, and when it speaks it speaks with the voice of national authority. It has learned by the traditions and experience of preceding centuries to respect the existence within itself of a dissentient minority. His Majesty’s Opposition is as much a part of our working constitution as His Majesty’s administration. A modern parliament does not seek by the sheer brute force of a majority vote to slaughter its enemies, to impose its religion, to rob its opponents, and to victimize all who oppose it. Inspired by a just sense of its power and responsibilities, it seeks to represent the nation and not the uppermost faction of the hour, while the facilities offered by the modern press, ease of communication, and general enlightenment accord to its every determination the irresistible support or the irresistible condemnation of public opinion.

Now look at the parliaments of the seventeenth century. I need hardly remind my readers in how far they were representative. They were chosen from a minority of the English people. Not one person in fifty had any share in the choice of the House of Commons. England in the reign of Charles II was no more a democratic country than Spain. Its parliament represented not the nation, but merely the different factions of the land-owning class, keen in the pursuit of their own interest, firm in the suppression of the labouring masses, vindictive and implacable in their factional strife. To have turned loose the parliaments of Charles II to govern under a trowel-using, tree-planting king would have delivered the nation over to an unending strife of rival cliques and irresponsible factions. For proof of this, consider a moment the composition and character of the parliaments of Charles II. There were in all four of them. One that met in 1660 and lasted until 1679, one in 1679, one called in 1680, and a final parliament summoned in 1681 at Oxford, where the king claimed that the “air was sweeter.”

The parliament of 1660 has been described as the “worst parliament that ever sat.” This is strong language, but the authority is that of a writer of competence and long a professor at Oxford. It has been described by a contemporary as a “parliament full of young men chosen by a furious people in spite of the Puritans.” The youth of the members, it is only fair to say, did not alarm the king. “It is no great fault,” he said, “as I mean to keep them till they have got beards.” Keep them indeed he did for eighteen years, during which the record of their legislation, which would have been infinitely worse but for the opposition of the king, stands on the statute books as a lasting memorial of their incompetence and savagery. Heedless of the king’s earnest plea for full religious toleration, they insisted on passing the series of statutes that rendered the era one of bitter religious persecution. I need not recall in detail the inhuman and unjust provisions of the Act of Uniformity, the Corporation Act, the Conventicle Act, and the Five-Mile Act. Dissenters and Catholics alike groaned under the scourge of parliamentary tyranny, while the victorious faction thrust on an unwilling nation the burden of an Anglican establishment. Read if you will of the long-borne sufferings of imprisoned ministers and hunted priests, the family prayer rudely interrupted by officers of the law, the Quakers dragged through the streets of London, death, confiscation and the iron hand of bigoted intolerance throughout the land, and you may realise the part played by the restoration parliament in the history of the church. Had they been given but a king of their own complexion, or a king willing to efface himself at their bidding, the nation would have known the horrors of a religious war. Nor is it in point of religion alone that this first of Charles’s parliaments shewed its intolerance and ignorance. It was this same body that passed the Iniquitous Act of Settlement to hold the agricultural poor in their serfdom to the landed classes, and framed the Navigation Code to render the American Colonies the tributaries of the mother country.

To the second parliament of Charles II is ascribed the lasting renown of passing the Habeas Corpus Act, which has left an undeserved celebrity to its memory. This may be appreciated when it is known that the Act really was not supported by a majority, but that in order to squeeze it through the parliamentary tellers, in counting the members, counted one excessively fat gentleman by bulk instead of by tale, and reckoned him as ten votes for the bill.

Much has been written in reference to the religion or the irreligion of Charles II. It has been laid to his charge as a grave crime that he was a Roman Catholic, and that at the moment of his death he received the last sacraments of that church at the hands of a popish priest. Now let us admit that, to the minds of a great many people of the seventeenth century, to be a Roman Catholic was in and of itself a heinous offence. The Catholic belief was viewed as a sinful thing, the Catholic ritual as an idolatrous enormity. This was the era when Jesuit priests lay hidden at the risk of their lives in country homes of those who still clung to the old belief, when popish priests were forbidden on pain of death to enter the northern colonies in America. Granting the full atrocity of Catholic belief in the minds of many of Charles’s subjects, are we still to regard such a creed as a crime? Civilised humanity has long since recognised that religious opinion cannot be coerced, that every man has at least a right to his own belief about his own soul. If Charles II believed in a doctrine of salvation that is still the most widely accepted of all Christian faiths, wherein lies the sin? Let us place before the devout Protestant reader of British history a reversed case. We will imagine a French king, compelled from his policy to grant a nominal adherence to the ritual and outward formalities of Roman Catholicism, but cherishing in his secret heart a sustaining faith in the Protestant creed and calling to his death bed the services of a Scottish Calvinist to administer to him a final sermon on the inevitable damnation of the unjust. I cannot but think that such a monarch, had there ever been one, would have met from the Protestant world no such obloquy as has been given to the unfortunate Charles: his name would rather have been cited among great examples of triumphant Protestantism, a sovereign mindful of the welfare of his soul in despite of the temptations of his idolatrous surroundings.

But I do not incline to think that Charles was a Roman Catholic. In point of applied religion he was indeed a somewhat easy-going practitioner. He slept in church — this I believe being the first authenticated case of the custom — and he entertained a constitutional aversion to sermons. References to the ultimate punishment of sin were alien to his kindly instincts. The Scotch, indeed, during his ill-assorted union with them after his father’s death had cured him of all taste for theology, and the three-hour sermons to which he had been compelled to submit during his Caledonian kingship had supplied him with a fund of compressed piety quite sufficient for all his future needs. A letter written during his kingship to his sister in Paris illustrates the king’s view of sermons. “We have,” he writes, “the same disease of sermons that you complain of there, but I hope you have the same convenience that the rest of the family has, of sleeping out most of the time, which is a great ease to those who are bound to hear them.” One highly impertinent divine presumed to preach to the king upon the irregularities of his private life. Charles contented himself with a gentle admonition: “Tell him,” he said, “that I am not angry to be told of my faults; but I would have it done in gentlemanlike manner.” At another time we read of the king’s pathetic complaint of an enthusiastic preacher who had “played the fool upon the doctrine of purgatory,” and of another reverend gentleman who had compelled Charles to listen to what he called “a quite unnecessary sermon on the doctrine of original sin.”

But after properly weighing the available evidence I do not think that Charles II is to be classed as a believer in Roman Catholicism. His religious belief appears indeed to have been unusually broad and philosophic, — the natural outcome of his absence of prejudice, — and to have led him to accept tenets taken from the dogmas of many different sects while granting a full adherence to none. His point of view in some respects was decidedly Calvinistic, in others emphatically Lutheran, while in more intricate points of religion he shows a strongly Socinian temper. There was much in his creed that was decidedly Manichæan, much that was Unitarian, not a little that was Trinitarian, and a great deal that was Latitudinarian. He held for example that it made no difference to his future salvation what he did in this world. This was pure Calvinism. The Socinians, it will be remembered, held that it made no difference whether the soul was an incorporated substance or an invisible essence. In this Charles entirely agreed with them. He agreed with the Lutherans in denying the importance of justification by works, but sided with the Antinomians in doubting the need of justification by faith. He was willing to concede the Unitarian doctrine that perhaps there is no such person as the devil, while not denying the Anglican contention that perhaps there is. It appears in all that the king’s religious view was that delicately balanced character which appreciates the niceties of opposing doctrines but refrains from a final decision of the points in controversy.

Whatever was Charles’s creed, there should be no doubt of the excellence of his heart. The monster of oriental ingratitude is a fiction of ill-disposed historians. Towards the parasites and sycophants of his court, it is true, he recognised no obligation whatever: he estimated them at their true worth and thrust them aside with contempt when it suited his fancy to be rid of them. But towards his real friends — those who had befriended him in exile or counselled him well in prosperity — he bore a lasting gratitude. The dismissal of Clarendon is often laid to his charge, but the charge is without foundation. For seven years after his restoration Charles had tolerated the familiar dictation of a minister who, affectionate, loyal and well meaning as he was, never realised that the king was no longer a fugitive stripling unable to think or act for himself. Clarendon fell, as Bismarck and others have fallen, a victim to the overweening assertiveness of senile wisdom.

To understand how abiding was Charles’s sense of gratitude one need but read the long list of pensions and presents to all those, high and low, who had befriended him during his flight after the final defeat at Worcester. It has been maliciously objected that many of these handsome pensions and gratuities were left unpaid. Such an ungenerous criticism is scarcely worthy of remark. The state of Charles’s exchequer frequently compelled him to forego the satisfaction of his private gratuities. It is at any rate a fact that not a few of the pensions are paid by the British government to this day.

It has become a commonplace with historians to point to the foreign policy of Charles II (and in particular to his relations with France) as one of the gravest of his iniquities. It is quite true that he sold Dunkirk to the French, but this far from being a diplomatic blunder was dictated by the wisest policy. Dunkirk, lying as it does on the French side of the Straits of Dover, and affording to England a fortified base of operations against the French, could never have permanently remained a British possession. It is not, like Gibraltar, an isolated rock; it is an integral part of the French territory. Its retention by England would have been a standing guarantee of inveterate hostility. To sell it to the French was at once the part of prudence and generosity.

It is not generally known, but it is nevertheless a fact, that no one more than Charles was alive to the possibility of England’s naval development, or more anxious for the expansion of England as a great maritime power. Had he been free from the factious opposition of a niggardly parliament, the era of Rodney and Nelson might have been anticipated by a hundred years. From his youth the king cherished a passion for the sea; yachting was his favourite pastime, and for ships and sailors of England he entertained an unaltering affection. The diarist Pepys, himself an official in the service of the admiralty, bears ample witness to Charles’s profound interest in the navy. The king was never too busy to talk of his ships and to make plans for the naval expansion of British power. That England did not under his reign become a real naval power is no fault of Charles II: the blame is to be ascribed to the shortsighted policy of his parliament. With his wife’s dowry he had received from Portugal, Tangier, a seaport of Morocco. This Charles planned to make a Mediterranean basis for English imperial power, a magnificent project that lay near his heart, but which the ineptitude of his advisers compelled him to relinquish.

The king himself has left us in general terms an admirable defence of his foreign policy. Some witty individual having remarked of him that he never said a foolish thing and never did a wise one, the saying reached the royal ears. Charles’s good-natured comment was, “That may well be, since my discourse is my own, but my actions are my ministers’.”

I should have liked in concluding this essay to offer a full explanation of Charles’s treatment of the Scotch Covenanters. This unfortunately the limited time and space at my disposal will not allow, and I must content myself with a few words of general palliation. In the first place it must be admitted that the Scotch are a troublesome people. The history of Scotland is the history of trouble. I do not say that persecution is good for the Scotch, but it may be doubted whether it is bad for them. At least it is to be noted that with the removal of religious persecution has come the disintegration and disruption of the Presbyterian church. It may possibly have been from a sagacious foreknowledge of the internecine strife of the Free Kirk, the Wee Kirk, the Auld Kirk, and the New Kirk, that Charles was led to try to keep the Scotch united in religion by offering them the stimulus of ill-treatment necessary to their peculiar temperament. The Scotch are never happy unless in adversity, never admirable except in calamity. They prefer bad weather to good, rain to sunshine, and everlasting damnation to the promise of perpetual bliss. Were this justification not amply sufficient, I might urge that Charles had suffered much at the hands of sermonising divines, that his treatment of the Scotch met the full approval of the most devout people of the Southern kingdom, and that after all the Scotch might have escaped ill-treatment by conversion to the Church of England. But I forbear to push these arguments to a conclusion, as I have already trespassed too long upon my readers’ indulgence.

In conclusion, let me recall a short anecdote of the most illustrious of American humourists. Returning from a journey to Colorado, Mark Twain informed his friends with enthusiasm that he had sojourned beside a mountain lake whose waters were of such transparent limpidity that a ten-cent piece might be clearly seen lying on the bottom at a depth of 100 fathoms. Finding himself confronted with a distressing incredulity he offered to make a discount on the story at a fair compromise, and to say that at any rate a ten-dollar bill might have been seen floating on the surface. Similarly, let me say to my readers that though they may be conscientiously unable to digest all that I have told them of Charles II, I shall be nevertheless amply satisfied if they will believe the half of it.
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My Revelations as a Spy
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IN MANY PEOPLE the very name “Spy” excites a shudder of apprehension; we Spies, in fact, get quite used to being shuddered at. None of us Spies mind it at all. Whenever I enter a hotel and register myself as a Spy I am quite accustomed to see a thrill of fear run round the clerks, or clerk, behind the desk.

Us Spies or We Spies — for we call ourselves both — are thus a race apart. None know us. All fear us. Where do we live? Nowhere. Where are we? Everywhere. Frequently we don’t know ourselves where we are. The secret orders that we receive come from so high up that it is often forbidden to us even to ask where we are. A friend of mine, or at least a Fellow Spy — us Spies have no friends — one of the most brilliant men in the Hungarian Secret Service, once spent a month in New York under the impression that he was in Winnipeg. If this happened to the most brilliant, think of the others.

All, I say, fear us. Because they know and have reason to know our power. Hence, in spite of the prejudice against us, we are able to move everywhere, to lodge in the best hotels, and enter any society that we wish to penetrate.

Let me relate an incident to illustrate this: a month ago I entered one of the largest of the New York hotels which I will merely call the B. hotel without naming it: to do so might blast it. We Spies, in fact, never name a hotel. At the most we indicate it by a number known only to ourselves, such as 1, 2, or 3.

On my presenting myself at the desk the clerk informed me that he had no room vacant. I knew this of course to be a mere subterfuge; whether or not he suspected that I was a Spy I cannot say. I was muffled up, to avoid recognition, in a long overcoat with the collar turned up and reaching well above my ears, while the black beard and the moustache, that I had slipped on in entering the hotel, concealed my face. “Let me speak a moment to the manager,” I said. When he came I beckoned him aside and taking his ear in my hand I breathed two words into it. “Good heavens!” he gasped, while his face turned as pale as ashes. “Is it enough?” I asked. “Can I have a room, or must I breathe again?” “No, no,” said the manager, still trembling. Then, turning to the clerk: “Give this gentleman a room,” he said, “and give him a bath.”

What these two words are that will get a room in New York at once I must not divulge. Even now, when the veil of secrecy is being lifted, the international interests involved are too complicated to permit it. Suffice it to say that if these two had failed I know a couple of others still better.

I narrate this incident, otherwise trivial, as indicating the astounding ramifications and the ubiquity of the international spy system. A similar illustration occurs to me as I write. I was walking the other day with another man, on upper B. way between the T. Building and the W. Garden.

“Do you see that man over there?” I said, pointing from the side of the street on which we were walking on the sidewalk to the other side opposite to the side that we were on.

“The man with the straw hat?” he asked. “Yes, what of him?”

“Oh, nothing,” I answered, “except that he’s a Spy!”

“Great heavens!” exclaimed my acquaintance, leaning up against a lamp-post for support. “A Spy! How do you know that? What does it mean?”

I gave a quiet laugh — we Spies learn to laugh very quietly.

“Ha!” I said, “that is my secret, my friend. Verbum sapientius! Che sara sara! Yodel doodle doo!”

My acquaintance fell in a dead faint upon the street. I watched them take him away in an ambulance. Will the reader be surprised to learn that among the white-coated attendants who removed him I recognized no less a person than the famous Russian Spy, Poulispantzoff. What he was doing there I could not tell. No doubt his orders came from so high up that he himself did not know. I had seen him only twice before — once when we were both disguised as Zulus at Buluwayo, and once in the interior of China, at the time when Poulispantzoff made his secret entry into Thibet concealed in a tea-case. He was inside the tea-case when I saw him; so at least I was informed by the coolies who carried it. Yet I recognized him instantly. Neither he nor I, however, gave any sign of recognition other than an imperceptible movement of the outer eyelid. (We Spies learn to move the outer lid of the eye so imperceptibly that it cannot be seen.) Yet after meeting Poulispantzoff in this way I was not surprised to read in the evening papers a few hours afterward that the uncle of the young King of Siam had been assassinated. The connection between these two events I am unfortunately not at liberty to explain; the consequences to the Vatican would be too serious. I doubt if it could remain top-side up.

These, however, are but passing incidents in a life filled with danger and excitement. They would have remained unrecorded and unrevealed, like the rest of my revelations, were it not that certain recent events have to some extent removed the seal of secrecy from my lips. The death of a certain royal sovereign makes it possible for me to divulge things hitherto undivulgeable. Even now I can only tell a part, a small part, of the terrific things that I know. When more sovereigns die I can divulge more. I hope to keep on divulging at intervals for years. But I am compelled to be cautious. My relations with the Wilhelmstrasse, with Downing Street and the Quai d’Orsay, are so intimate, and my footing with the Yildiz Kiosk and the Waldorf-Astoria and Childs’ Restaurants are so delicate, that a single faux pas might prove to be a false step.

It is now seventeen years since I entered the Secret Service of the G. empire. During this time my activities have taken me into every quarter of the globe, at times even into every eighth or sixteenth of it.

It was I who first brought back word to the Imperial Chancellor of the existence of an Entente between England and France. “Is there an Entente?” he asked me, trembling with excitement, on my arrival at the Wilhelmstrasse. “Your Excellency,” I said, “there is.” He groaned. “Can you stop it?” he asked. “Don’t ask me,” I said sadly. “Where must we strike?” demanded the Chancellor. “Fetch me a map,” I said. They did so. I placed my finger on the map. “Quick, quick,” said the Chancellor, “look where his finger is.” They lifted it up. “Morocco!” they cried. I had meant it for Abyssinia but it was too late to change. That night the warship Panther sailed under sealed orders. The rest is history, or at least history and geography.

In the same way it was I who brought word to the Wilhelmstrasse of the rapprochement between England and Russia in Persia. “What did you find?” asked the Chancellor as I laid aside the Russian disguise in which I had travelled. “A Rapprochement!” I said. He groaned. “They seem to get all the best words,” he said.

I shall always feel, to my regret; that I am personally responsible for the outbreak of the present war. It may have had ulterior causes. But there is no doubt that it was precipitated by the fact that, for the first time in seventeen years, I took a six weeks’ vacation in June and July of 1914. The consequences of this careless step I ought to have foreseen. Yet I took such precautions as I could. “Do you think,” I asked, “that you can preserve the status quo for six weeks, merely six weeks, if I stop spying and take a rest?” “We’ll try,” they answered. “Remember,” I said, as I packed my things, “keep the Dardanelles closed; have the Sandjak of Novi Bazaar properly patrolled, and let the Dobrudja remain under a modus vivendi till I come back.”

Two months later, while sitting sipping my coffee at a Kurhof in the Schwarzwald, I read in the newspapers that a German army had invaded France and was fighting the French, and that the English expeditionary force had crossed the Channel. “This,” I said to myself, “means war.” As usual, I was right.

It is needless for me to recount here the life of busy activity that falls to a Spy in wartime. It was necessary for me to be here, there and everywhere, visiting all the best hotels, watering-places, summer resorts, theatres, and places of amusement. It was necessary, moreover, to act with the utmost caution and to assume an air of careless indolence in order to lull suspicion asleep. With this end in view I made a practice of never rising till ten in the morning. I breakfasted with great leisure, and contented myself with passing the morning in a quiet stroll, taking care, however, to keep my ears open. After lunch I generally feigned a light sleep, keeping my ears shut. A table d’hote dinner, followed by a visit to the theatre, brought the strenuous day to a close. Few Spies, I venture to say, worked harder than I did.

It was during the third year of the war that I received a peremptory summons from the head of the Imperial Secret Service at Berlin, Baron Fisch von Gestern. “I want to see you,” it read. Nothing more. In the life of a Spy one learns to think quickly, and to think is to act. I gathered as soon as I received the despatch that for some reason or other Fisch von Gestern was anxious to see me, having, as I instantly inferred, something to say to me. This conjecture proved correct.

The Baron rose at my entrance with military correctness and shook hands.

“Are you willing,” he inquired, “to undertake a mission to America?”

“I am,” I answered.

“Very good. How soon can you start?”

“As soon as I have paid the few bills that I owe in Berlin,” I replied.

“We can hardly wait for that,” said my chief, “and in case it might excite comment. You must start to-night!”

“Very good,” I said.

“Such,” said the Baron, “are the Kaiser’s orders. Here is an American passport and a photograph that will answer the purpose. The likeness is not great, but it is sufficient.”

“But,” I objected, abashed for a moment, “this photograph is of a man with whiskers and I am, unfortunately, clean-shaven.”

“The orders are imperative,” said Gestern, with official hauteur. “You must start to-night. You can grow whiskers this afternoon.”

“Very good,” I replied.

“And now to the business of your mission,” continued the Baron. “The United States, as you have perhaps heard, is making war against Germany.”

“I have heard so,” I replied.

“Yes,” continued Gestern. “The fact has leaked out — how, we do not know — and is being widely reported. His Imperial Majesty has decided to stop the war with the United States.”

I bowed.

“He intends to send over a secret treaty of the same nature as the one recently made with his recent Highness the recent Czar of Russia. Under this treaty Germany proposes to give to the United States the whole of equatorial Africa and in return the United States is to give to Germany the whole of China. There are other provisions, but I need not trouble you with them. Your mission relates, not to the actual treaty, but to the preparation of the ground.”

I bowed again.

“You are aware, I presume,” continued the Baron, “that in all high international dealings, at least in Europe, the ground has to be prepared. A hundred threads must be unravelled. This the Imperial Government itself cannot stoop to do. The work must be done by agents like yourself. You understand all this already, no doubt?”

I indicated my assent.

“These, then, are your instructions,” said the Baron, speaking slowly and distinctly, as if to impress his words upon my memory. “On your arrival in the United States you will follow the accredited methods that are known to be used by all the best Spies of the highest diplomacy. You have no doubt read some of the books, almost manuals of instruction, that they have written?”

“I have read many of them,” I said.

“Very well. You will enter, that is to say, enter and move everywhere in the best society. Mark specially, please, that you must not only enter it but you must move. You must, if I may put it so, get a move on.”

I bowed.

“You must mix freely with the members of the Cabinet. You must dine with them. This is a most necessary matter and one to be kept well in mind. Dine with them often in such a way as to make yourself familiar to them. Will you do this?”

“I will,” I said.

“Very good. Remember also that in order to mask your purpose you must constantly be seen with the most fashionable and most beautiful women of the American capital. Can you do this?”

“Can I?” I said.

“You must if need be” — and the Baron gave a most significant look which was not lost upon me— “carry on an intrigue with one or, better, with several of them. Are you ready for it?”

“More than ready,” I said.

“Very good. But this is only a part. You are expected also to familiarize yourself with the leaders of the great financial interests. You are to put yourself on such a footing with them as to borrow large sums of money from them. Do you object to this?”

“No,” I said frankly, “I do not.”

“Good! You will also mingle freely in Ambassadorial and foreign circles. It would be well for you to dine, at least once a week, with the British Ambassador. And now one final word” — here Gestern spoke with singular impressiveness— “as to the President of the United States.”

“Yes,” I said.

“You must mix with him on a footing of the most open-handed friendliness. Be at the White House continually. Make yourself in the fullest sense of the words the friend and adviser of the President. All this I think is clear. In fact, it is only what is done, as you know, by all the masters of international diplomacy.”

“Precisely,” I said.

“Very good. And then,” continued the Baron, “as soon as you find yourself sufficiently en rapport with everybody, or I should say,” he added in correction, for the Baron shares fully in the present German horror of imported French words, “when you find yourself sufficiently in enggeknupfterverwandtschaft with everybody, you may then proceed to advance your peace terms. And now, my dear fellow,” said the Baron, with a touch of genuine cordiality, “one word more. Are you in need of money?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I thought so. But you will find that you need it less and less as you go on. Meantime, good-bye, and best wishes for your mission.”

Such was, such is, in fact, the mission with which I am accredited. I regard it as by far the most important mission with which I have been accredited by the Wilhelmstrasse. Yet I am compelled to admit that up to the present it has proved unsuccessful. My attempts to carry it out have been baffled. There is something perhaps in the atmosphere of this republic which obstructs the working of high diplomacy. For over five months now I have been waiting and willing to dine with the American Cabinet. They have not invited me. For four weeks I sat each night waiting in the J. hotel in Washington with my suit on ready to be asked. They did not come near me.

Nor have I yet received an invitation from the British Embassy inviting me to an informal lunch or to midnight supper with the Ambassador. Everybody who knows anything of the inside working of the international spy system will realize that without these invitations one can do nothing. Nor has the President of the United States given any sign. I have sent ward to him, in cipher, that I am ready to dine with him on any day that may be convenient to both of us. He has made no move in the matter.

Under these circumstances an intrigue with any of the leaders of fashionable society has proved impossible. My attempts to approach them have been misunderstood — in fact, have led to my being invited to leave the J. hotel. The fact that I was compelled to leave it, owing to reasons that I cannot reveal, without paying my account, has occasioned unnecessary and dangerous comment. I connect it, in fact, with the singular attitude adopted by the B. hotel on my arrival in New York, to which I have already referred.

I have therefore been compelled to fall back on revelations and disclosures. Here again I find the American atmosphere singularly uncongenial. I have offered to reveal to the Secretary of State the entire family history of Ferdinand of Bulgaria for fifty dollars. He says it is not worth it. I have offered to the British Embassy the inside story of the Abdication of Constantine for five dollars. They say they know it, and knew it before it happened. I have offered, for little more than a nominal sum, to blacken the character of every reigning family in Germany. I am told that it is not necessary.

Meantime, as it is impossible to return to Central Europe, I expect to open either a fruit store or a peanut stand very shortly in this great metropolis. I imagine that many of my former colleagues will soon be doing the same!


Father Knickerbocker: A Fantasy
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IT HAPPENED QUITE recently — I think it must have been on April the second of 1917 — that I was making the long pilgrimage on a day-train from the remote place where I dwell to the city of New York. And as we drew near the city, and day darkened into night, I had fallen to reading from a quaint old copy of Washington Irving’s immortal sketches of Father Knickerbocker and of the little town where once he dwelt.

I had picked up the book I know not where. Very old it apparently was and made in England. For there was pasted across the fly-leaf of it an extract from some ancient magazine or journal of a century ago, giving what was evidently a description of the New York of that day.

From reading the book I turned — my head still filled with the vision of Father Knickerbocker and Sleepy Hollow and Tarrytown — to examine the extract. I read it in a sort of half-doze, for the dark had fallen outside, and the drowsy throbbing of the running train attuned one’s mind to dreaming of the past.

“The town of New York” — so ran the extract pasted in the little book— “is pleasantly situated at the lower extremity of the Island of Manhattan. Its recent progress has been so amazing that it is now reputed, on good authority, to harbour at least twenty thousand souls. Viewed from the sea, it presents, even at the distance of half a mile, a striking appearance owing to the number and beauty of its church spires, which rise high above the roofs and foliage and give to the place its characteristically religious aspect. The extreme end of the island is heavily fortified with cannon, commanding a range of a quarter of a mile, and forbidding all access to the harbour. Behind this Battery a neat greensward affords a pleasant promenade, where the citizens are accustomed to walk with their wives every morning after church.”

“How I should like to have seen it!” I murmured to myself as I laid the book aside for a moment. “The Battery, the harbour and the citizens walking with their wives, their own wives, on the greensward.”

Then I read on:

“From the town itself a wide thoroughfare, the Albany Post Road, runs meandering northward through the fields. It is known for some distance under the name of the Broad Way, and is so wide that four moving vehicles are said to be able to pass abreast. The Broad Way, especially in the springtime when it is redolent with the scent of clover and apple-blossoms, is a favourite evening promenade for the citizens — with their wives — after church. Here they may be seen any evening strolling toward the high ground overlooking the Hudson, their wives on one arm, a spyglass under the other, in order to view what they can see. Down the Broad Way may be seen moving also droves of young lambs with their shepherds, proceeding to the market, while here and there a goat stands quietly munching beside the road and gazing at the passers-by.”

“It seems,” I muttered to myself as I read, “in some ways but little changed after all.”

“The town” — so the extract continued— “is not without its amusements. A commodious theatre presents with great success every Saturday night the plays of Shakespeare alternating with sacred concerts; the New Yorker, indeed, is celebrated throughout the provinces for his love of amusement and late hours. The theatres do not come out until long after nine o’clock, while for the gayer habitues two excellent restaurants serve fish, macaroni, prunes and other delicacies till long past ten at night. The dress of the New Yorker is correspondingly gay. In the other provinces the men wear nothing but plain suits of a rusty black, whereas in New York there are frequently seen suits of brown, snuff-colour and even of pepper-and-salt. The costumes of the New York women are equally daring, and differ notably from the quiet dress of New England.

“In fine, it is commonly said in the provinces that a New Yorker can be recognized anywhere, with his wife, by their modish costumes, their easy manners and their willingness to spend money — two, three and even five cents being paid for the smallest service.”

“Dear me,” I thought, as I paused a moment in my reading, “so they had begun it even then.”

“The whole spirit of the place” — the account continued— “has recently been admirably embodied in literary form by an American writer, Mr. Washington Irving (not to be confounded with George Washington). His creation of Father Knickerbocker is so lifelike that it may be said to embody the very spirit of New York. The accompanying woodcut — which was drawn on wood especially for this periodical — recalls at once the delightful figure of Father Knickerbocker. The New Yorkers of to-day are accustomed, indeed, to laugh at Mr. Irving’s fancy and to say that Knickerbocker belongs to a day long since past. Yet those who know tell us that the image of the amiable old gentleman, kindly but irascible, generous and yet frugal, loving his town and seeing little beyond it, may be held once and for all to typify the spirit of the place, without reference to any particular time or generation.”

“Father Knickerbocker!” I murmured, as I felt myself dozing off to sleep, rocked by the motion of the car. “Father Knickerbocker, how strange if he could be here again and see the great city as we know it now! How different from his day! How I should love to go round New York and show it to him as it is.”

So I mused and dozed till the very rumble of the wheels seemed to piece together in little snatches. “Father Knickerbocker — Father Knickerbocker — the Battery — the Battery — citizens walking with their wives, with their wives — their own wives” — until presently, I imagine, I must have fallen asleep altogether and knew no more till my journey was over and I found myself among the roar and bustle of the concourse of the Grand Central.

And there, lo and behold, waiting to meet me, was Father Knickerbocker himself! I know not how it happened, by what queer freak of hallucination or by what actual miracle — let those explain it who deal in such things — but there he stood before me, with an outstretched hand and a smile of greeting, Father Knickerbocker himself, the Embodied Spirit of New York.

“How strange,” I said. “I was just reading about you in a book on the train and imagining how much I should like actually to meet you and to show you round New York.”

The old man laughed in a jaunty way.

“Show me round?” he said. “Why, my dear boy, I live here.”

“I know you did long ago,” I said.

“I do still,” said Father Knickerbocker. “I’ve never left the place. I’ll show you around. But wait a bit — don’t carry that handbag. I’ll get a boy to call a porter to fetch a man to take it.”

“Oh, I can carry it,” I said. “It’s a mere nothing.”

“My dear fellow,” said Father Knickerbocker, a little testily I thought, “I’m as democratic and as plain and simple as any man in this city. But when it comes to carrying a handbag in full sight of all this crowd, why, as I said to Peter Stuyvesant about — about” — here a misty look seemed to come over the old gentleman’s face— “about two hundred years ago, I’ll be hanged if I will. It can’t be done. It’s not up to date.”

While he was saying this, Father Knickerbocker had beckoned to a group of porters.

“Take this gentleman’s handbag,” he said, “and you carry his newspapers, and you take his umbrella. Here’s a quarter for you and a quarter for you and a quarter for you. One of you go in front and lead the way to a taxi.”

“Don’t you know the way yourself?” I asked in a half-whisper.

“Of course I do, but I generally like to walk with a boy in front of me. We all do. Only the cheap people nowadays find their own way.”

Father Knickerbocker had taken my arm and was walking along in a queer, excited fashion, senile and yet with a sort of forced youthfulness in his gait and manner.

“Now then,” he said, “get into this taxi.”

“Can’t we walk?” I asked.

“Impossible,” said the old gentleman. “It’s five blocks to where we are going.”

As we took our seats I looked again at my companion; this time more closely. Father Knickerbocker he certainly was, yet somehow strangely transformed from my pictured fancy of the Sleepy Hollow days. His antique coat with its wide skirt had, it seemed, assumed a modish cut as if in imitation of the bell-shaped spring overcoat of the young man about town. His three-cornered hat was set at a rakish angle till it looked almost like an up-to-date fedora. The great stick that he used to carry had somehow changed itself into the curved walking-stick of a Broadway lounger. The solid old shoes with their wide buckles were gone. In their place he wore narrow slippers of patent leather of which he seemed inordinately proud, for he had stuck his feet up ostentatiously on the seat opposite. His eyes followed my glance toward his shoes.

“For the fox-trot,” he said. “The old ones were no good. Have a cigarette? These are Armenian, or would you prefer a Honolulan or a Nigerian? Now,” he resumed, when we had lighted our cigarettes, “what would you like to do first? Dance the tango? Hear some Hawaiian music, drink cocktails, or what?”

“Why, what I should like most of all, Father Knickerbocker—”

But he interrupted me.

“There’s a devilish fine woman! Look, the tall blonde one! Give me blondes every time!” Here he smacked his lips. “By gad, sir, the women in this town seem to get finer every century. What were you saying?”

“Why, Father Knickerbocker,” I began, but he interrupted me again.

“My dear fellow,” he said. “May I ask you not to call me Father Knickerbocker?”

“But I thought you were so old,” I said humbly.

“Old! Me old! Oh, I don’t know. Why, dash it, there are plenty of men as old as I am dancing the tango here every night. Pray call me, if you don’t mind, just Knickerbocker, or simply Knicky — most of the other boys call me Knicky. Now what’s it to be?”

“Most of all,” I said, “I should like to go to some quiet place and have a talk about the old days.”

“Right,” he said. “We’re going to just the place now — nice quiet dinner, a good quiet orchestra, Hawaiian, but quiet, and lots of women.” Here he smacked his lips again, and nudged me with his elbow. “Lots of women, bunches of them. Do you like women?”

“Why, Mr. Knickerbocker,” I said hesitatingly, “I suppose — I—”

The old man sniggered as he poked me again in the ribs.

“You bet you do, you dog!” he chuckled. “We all do. For me, I confess it, sir, I can’t sit down to dinner without plenty of women, stacks of them, all round me.”

Meantime the taxi had stopped. I was about to open the door and get out.

“Wait, wait,” said Father Knickerbocker, his hand upon my arm, as he looked out of the window. “I’ll see somebody in a minute who’ll let us out for fifty cents. None of us here ever gets in or out of anything by ourselves. It’s bad form. Ah, here he is!”

A moment later we had passed through the portals of a great restaurant, and found ourselves surrounded with all the colour and tumult of a New York dinner a la mode. A burst of wild music, pounded and thrummed out on ukuleles by a group of yellow men in Hawaiian costume, filled the room, helping to drown or perhaps only serving to accentuate the babel of talk and the clatter of dishes that arose on every side. Men in evening dress and women in all the colours of the rainbow, decollete to a degree, were seated at little tables, blowing blue smoke into the air, and drinking green and yellow drinks from glasses with thin stems. A troupe of cabaret performers shouted and leaped on a little stage at the side of the room, unheeded by the crowd.

“Ha ha!” said Knickerbocker, as we drew in our chairs to a table. “Some place, eh? There’s a peach! Look at her! Or do you like better that lazy-looking brunette next to her?”

Mr. Knickerbocker was staring about the room, gazing at the women with open effrontery, and a senile leer upon his face. I felt ashamed of him. Yet, oddly enough, no one about us seemed in the least disturbed.

“Now, what cocktail will you have?” said my companion. “There’s a new one this week, the Fantan, fifty cents each, will you have that? Right? Two Fantans. Now to eat — what would you like?”

“May I have a slice of cold beef and a pint of ale?”

“Beef!” said Knickerbocker contemptuously. “My dear fellow, you can’t have that. Beef is only fifty cents. Do take something reasonable. Try Lobster Newburg, or no, here’s a more expensive thing — Filet Bourbon a la something. I don’t know what it is, but by gad, sir, it’s three dollars a portion anyway.”

“All right,” I said. “You order the dinner.”

Mr. Knickerbocker proceeded to do so, the head-waiter obsequiously at his side, and his long finger indicating on the menu everything that seemed most expensive and that carried the most incomprehensible name. When he had finished he turned to me again.

“Now,” he said, “let’s talk.”

“Tell me,” I said, “about the old days and the old times on Broadway.”

“Ah, yes,” he answered, “the old days — you mean ten years ago before the Winter Garden was opened. We’ve been going ahead, sir, going ahead. Why, ten years ago there was practically nothing, sir, above Times Square, and look at it now.”

I began to realize that Father Knickerbocker, old as he was, had forgotten all the earlier times with which I associated his memory. There was nothing left but the cabarets, and the Gardens, the Palm Rooms, and the ukuleles of to-day. Behind that his mind refused to travel.

“Don’t you remember,” I asked, “the apple orchards and the quiet groves of trees that used to line Broadway long ago?”

“Groves!” he said. “I’ll show you a grove, a coconut grove” — here he winked over his wineglass in a senile fashion— “that has apple-trees beaten from here to Honolulu.” Thus he babbled on.

All through our meal his talk continued: of cabarets and dances, or fox-trots and midnight suppers, of blondes and brunettes, “peaches” and “dreams,” and all the while his eye roved incessantly among the tables, resting on the women with a bold stare. At times he would indicate and point out for me some of what he called the “representative people” present.

“Notice that man at the second table,” he would whisper across to me. “He’s worth all the way to ten millions: made it in Government contracts; they tried to send him to the penitentiary last fall but they can’t get him — he’s too smart for them! I’ll introduce you to him presently. See the man with him? That’s his lawyer, biggest crook in America, they say; we’ll meet him after dinner.” Then he would suddenly break off and exclaim: “Egad, sir, there’s a fine bunch of them,” as another bevy of girls came trooping out upon the stage.

“I wonder,” I murmured, “if there is nothing left of him but this? Has all the fine old spirit gone? Is it all drowned out in wine and suffocated in the foul atmosphere of luxury?”

Then suddenly I looked up at my companion, and I saw to my surprise that his whole face and manner had altered. His hand was clenched tight on the edge of the table. His eyes looked before him — through and beyond the riotous crowd all about him — into vacancy, into the far past, back into memories that I thought forgotten. His face had altered. The senile, leering look was gone, and in its place the firm-set face of the Knickerbocker of a century ago.

He was speaking in a strange voice, deep and strong.

“Listen,” he said, “listen. Do you hear it — there — far out at sea — ships’ guns — listen — they’re calling for help — ships’ guns — far out at sea!” He had clasped me by the arm. “Quick, to the Battery, they’ll need every man to-night, they’ll—”

Then he sank back into his chair. His look changed again. The vision died out of his eyes.

“What was I saying?” he asked. “Ah, yes, this old brandy, a very special brand. They keep it for me here, a dollar a glass. They know me here,” he added in his fatuous way. “All the waiters know me. The headwaiter always knows me the minute I come into the room — keeps a chair for me. Now try this brandy and then presently we’ll move on and see what’s doing at some of the shows.”

But somehow, in spite of himself, my companion seemed to be unable to bring himself fully back into the consciousness of the scene before him. The far-away look still lingered in his eyes.

Presently he turned and spoke to me in a low, confidential tone.

“Was I talking to myself a moment ago?” he asked. “Yes? Ah, I feared I was. Do you know — I don’t mind telling it to you — lately I’ve had a strange, queer feeling that comes over me at times, as if something were happening — something, I don’t know what. I suppose,” he continued, with a false attempt at resuming his fatuous manner, “I’m going the pace a little too hard, eh! Makes one fanciful. But the fact is, at times” — he spoke gravely again— “I feel as if there were something happening, something coming.”

“Knickerbocker,” I said earnestly, “Father Knickerbocker, don’t you know that something is happening, that this very evening as we are sitting here in all this riot, the President of the United States is to come before Congress on the most solemn mission that ever—”

But my speech fell unheeded. Knickerbocker had picked up his glass again and was leering over it at a bevy of girls dancing upon the stage.

“Look at that girl,” he interrupted quickly, “the one dancing at the end. What do you think of her, eh? Some peach!”

Knickerbocker broke off suddenly. For at this moment our ears caught the sound of a noise, a distant tumult, as it were, far down the street and growing nearer. The old man had drawn himself erect in his seat, his hand to his ear, listening as he caught the sound.

“Out on the Broad Way,” he said, instinctively calling it by its ancient name as if a flood of memories were upon him. “Do you hear it? Listen — listen — what is it? I’ve heard that sound before — I’ve heard every sound on the Broad Way these two centuries back — what is it? I seem to know it!”

The sound and tumult as of running feet and of many voices crying came louder from the street. The people at the tables had turned in their seats to listen. The music of the orchestra had stopped. The waiters had thrown back the heavy curtains from the windows and the people were crowding to them to look out into the street. Knickerbocker had risen in his place, his eyes looked toward the windows, but his gaze was fixed on vacancy as with one who sees a vision passing.

“I know the sound,” he cried. “I see it all again. Look, can’t you see them? It’s Massachusetts soldiers marching South to the war — can’t you hear the beating of the drums and the shrill calling of the fife — the regiments from the North, the first to come. I saw them pass, here where we are sitting, sixty years ago—”

Knickerbocker paused a moment, his hand still extended in the air, and then with a great light upon his face he cried:

“I know it now! I know what it meant, the feeling that has haunted me — the sounds I kept hearing — the guns of the ships at sea and the voices calling in distress! I know now. It means, sir, it means—”

But as he spoke a great cry came up from the street and burst in at the doors and windows, echoing in a single word:

WAR! WAR! The message of the President is for WAR!

“War!” cried Father Knickerbocker, rising to his full height, stern and majestic and shouting in a stentorian tone that echoed through the great room. “War! War! To your places, every one of you! Be done with your idle luxury! Out with the glare of your lights! Begone you painted women and worthless men! To your places every man of you! To the Battery! Man the guns! Stand to it, every one of you for the defence of America — for our New York, New York—”

Then, with the sound “New York, New York” still echoing in my ears I woke up. The vision of my dream was gone. I was still on the seat of the car where I had dozed asleep, the book upon my knee. The train had arrived at the depot and the porters were calling into the doorway of the car: “New York! New York!”

All about me was the stir and hubbub of the great depot. But loud over all it was heard the call of the newsboys crying “WAR! WAR! The President’s message is for WAR! Late extra! WAR! WAR!”

And I knew that a great nation had cast aside the bonds of sloth and luxury, and was girding itself to join in the fight for the free democracy of all mankind.


The Prophet in Our Midst
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THE EMINENT AUTHORITY looked around at the little group of us seated about him at the club. He was telling us, or beginning to tell us, about the outcome of the war. It was a thing we wanted to know. We were listening attentively. We felt that we were “getting something.”

“I doubt very much,” he said, “whether Downing Street realizes the enormous power which the Quai d’Orsay has over the Yildiz Kiosk.”

“So do I,” I said, “what is it?”

But he hardly noticed the interruption.

“You’ve got to remember,” he went on, “that, from the point of view of the Yildiz, the Wilhelmstrasse is just a thing of yesterday.”

“Quite so,” I said.

“Of course,” he added, “the Ballplatz is quite different.”

“Altogether different,” I admitted.

“And mind you,” he said, “the Ballplatz itself can be largely moved from the Quirinal through the Vatican.”

“Why of course it can,” I agreed, with as much relief in my tone as I could put into it. After all, what simpler way of moving the Ballplatz than that?

The Eminent Authority took another sip at his tea, and looked round at us through his spectacles.

It was I who was taking on myself to do most of the answering, because it was I who had brought him there and invited the other men to meet him. “He’s coming round at five,” I had said, “do come and have a cup of tea and meet him. He knows more about the European situation and the probable solution than any other man living.” Naturally they came gladly. They wanted to know — as everybody wants to know — how the war will end. They were just ordinary plain men like myself.

I could see that they were a little mystified, perhaps disappointed. They would have liked, just as I would, to ask a few plain questions, such as, can the Italians knock the stuff out of the Austrians? Are the Rumanians getting licked or not? How many submarines has Germany got, anyway? Such questions, in fact, as we are accustomed to put up to one another every day at lunch and to answer out of the morning paper. As it was, we didn’t seem to be getting anywhere.

No one spoke. The silence began to be even a little uncomfortable. It was broken by my friend Rapley, who is in wholesale hardware and who has all the intellectual bravery that goes with it. He asked the Authority straight out the question that we all wanted to put.

“Just what do you mean by the Ballplatz? What is the Ballplatz?”

The Authority smiled an engaging smile.

“Precisely,” he said, “I see your drift exactly. You say what is the Ballplatz? I reply quite frankly that it is almost impossible to answer. Probably one could best define it as the driving power behind the Ausgleich.”

“I see,” said Rapley.

“Though the plain fact is that ever since the Herzegovinian embroglio the Ballplatz is little more than a counterpoise to the Wilhelmstrasse.”

“Ah!” said Rapley.

“Indeed, as everybody knows, the whole relationship of the Ballplatz with the Nevski Prospekt has emanated from the Wilhelmstrasse.”

This was a thing which personally I had not known. But I said nothing. Neither did the other men. They continued smoking, looking as innocent as they could.

“Don’t misunderstand me,” said the Authority, “when I speak of the Nevski Prospekt. I am not referring in any way to the Tsarskoe Selo.”

“No, no,” we all agreed.

“No doubt there were, as we see it plainly now, under currents in all directions from the Tsarskoe Selo.”

We all seemed to suggest by our attitude that these undercurrents were sucking at our very feet.

“But the Tsarskoe Selo,” said the Authority, “is now definitely eliminated.”

We were glad of that; we shifted our feet back into attitudes of ease.

I felt that it was time to ask a leading question.

“Do you think,” I said, “that Germany will be broken up by the war?”

“You mean Germany in what sense? Are you thinking of Preuszenthum? Are you referring to Junkerismus?”

“No,” I said, quite truthfully, “neither of them.”

“Ah,” said the Authority, “I see; you mean Germany as a Souverantat embodied in a Reichsland.”

“That’s it,” I said.

“Then it’s rather hard,” said the Eminent Authority, “to answer your question in plain terms. But I’ll try. One thing, of course, is absolutely certain, Mittel-Europa goes overboard.”

“It does, eh?”

“Oh, yes, absolutely. This is the end of Mittel-Europa. I mean to say — here we’ve had Mittel-Europa, that is, the Mittel-Europa idea, as a sort of fantasmus in front of Teutonism ever since Koniggratz.”

The Authority looked all round us in that searching way he had. We all tried to look like men seeing a fantasmus and disgusted at it.

“So you see,” he went on, “Mittel-Europa is done with.”

“I suppose it is,” I said. I didn’t know just whether to speak with regret or not. I heard Rapley murmur, “I guess so.”

“And there is not a doubt,” continued the Authority, “that when Mittel-Europa goes, Grossdeutschthum goes with it.”

“Oh, sure to,” we all murmured.

“Well, then, there you are — what is the result for Germany — why the thing’s as plain as a pikestaff — in fact you’re driven to it by the sheer logic of the situation — there is only one outcome—”

The Authority was speaking very deliberately. He even paused at this point and lighted a cigarette, while we all listened breathlessly. We felt that we had got the thing to a focus at last.

“Only one outcome — a Staatenbund.”

“Great heavens,” I said, “not a Staatenbund!”

“Undoubtedly,” said the Authority, puffing quietly at his cigarette, as if personally he wouldn’t lift a finger to stop the Staatenbund if he could, “that’s the end of it, a Staatenbund. In other words, we are back where we were before the Vienna Congress!”

At this he chuckled heartily to himself: so the rest of us laughed too: the thing was too absurd. But the Authority, who was a man of nice distinctions and genuinely anxious to instruct us, was evidently afraid that he had overstated things a little.

“Mind you,” he said, “there’ll be something left — certainly the Zollverein and either the Ausgleich or something very like it.”

All of the men gave a sort of sigh of relief. It was certainly something to have at least a sort of resemblance or appearance of the Ausgleich among us. We felt that we were getting on. One could see that a number of the men were on the brink of asking questions.

“What about Rumania,” asked Nelles — he is a banker and interested in government bonds— “is this the end of it?”

“No,” said the Authority, “it’s not the end of Rumania, but it is the end of Rumanian Irridentismus.”

That settled Nelles.

“What about the Turks?” asked Rapley.

“The Turks, or rather, I suppose it would be more proper to say, the Osmanli, as that is no doubt what you mean?” Rapley nodded. “Well, speaking personally, I should say that there’s no difficulty in a permanent settlement in that quarter. If I were drawing up the terms of a treaty of peace meant to be really lasting I should lay down three absolute bases; the rest needn’t matter” — the Authority paused a moment and then proceeded to count off the three conditions of peace on his fingers— “These would be, first, the evacuation of the Sandjak; second, an international guarantee for the Capitulations; and third, for internal matters, an arrangement along the lines of the original firman of Midhat Pasha.”

A murmur of complete satisfaction went round the group.

“I don’t say,” continued the Eminent Authority, “that there wouldn’t be other minor matters to adjust; but they would be a mere detail. You ask me, for instance, for a milice, or at least a gendarmerie, in the Albanian hinterland; very good, I grant it you at once. You retain, if you like, you abolish the Cypriotic suzerainty of the Porte — all right. These are matters of indifference.”

We all assumed a look of utter indifference.

“But what about the Dardanelles? Would you have them fixed so that ships could go through, or not?” asked Rapley.

He is a plain man, not easily put down and liking a plain answer. He got it.

“The Dardanelles,” said the Authority, “could easily be denationalized under a quadrilateral guarantee to be made a pars materia of the pactum foederis.”

“That ought to hold them,” I murmured.

The Authority felt now that he had pretty well settled the map of Europe. He rose and shook hands with us all around very cordially. We did not try to detain him. We felt that time like his was too valuable to be wasted on things like us.

“Well, I tell you,” said Rapley, as we settled back into our chairs when the Great Authority had gone, “my own opinion, boys, is that the United States and England can trim Germany and Austria any day in the week and twice on Sunday.”

After which somebody else said:

“I wonder how many of these submarines Germany has, anyway?”

And then we drifted back into the humbler kind of war talk that we have been carrying on for three years.

But later, as we walked home together, Rapley said to me:

“That fellow threw a lot of light on things in Europe, didn’t he?”

And I answered:

“Yes.”

What liars we all are!


Personal Adventures in the Spirit World
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I DO NOT write what follows with the expectation of convincing or converting anybody. We Spiritualists, or Spiritists — we call ourselves both, or either — never ask anybody to believe us. If they do, well and good. If not, all right. Our attitude simply is that facts are facts. There they are; believe them or not as you like. As I said the other night, in conversation with Aristotle and John Bunyan and George Washington and a few others, why should anybody believe us? Aristotle, I recollect, said that all that he wished was that everybody should know how happy he was; and Washington said that for his part, if people only knew how bright and beautiful it all was where he was, they would willingly, indeed gladly, pay the mere dollar — itself only a nominal fee — that it cost to talk to him. Bunyan, I remember, added that he himself was quite happy.

But, as I say, I never ask anybody to believe me; the more so as I was once an absolute sceptic myself. As I see it now, I was prejudiced. The mere fact that spiritual seances and the services of a medium involved the payment of money condemned the whole thing in my eyes. I did not realize, as I do now, that these medii, like anybody else, have got to live; otherwise they would die and become spirits.

Nor would I now place these disclosures before the public eyes were if not that I think that in the present crisis they will prove of value to the Allied cause.

But let me begin at the beginning. My own conversion to spiritualism came about, like that of so many others, through the more or less casual remark of a Friend.

Noticing me one day gloomy and depressed, this Friend remarked to me:

“Have you any belief in Spiritualism?”

Had it come from anyone else, I should have turned the question aside with a sneer. But it so happens that I owe a great deal of gratitude to this particular Friend. It was he who, at a time when I was so afflicted with rheumatism that I could scarcely leap five feet into the air without pain, said to me one day quite casually: “Have you ever tried pyro for your rheumatism?” One month later I could leap ten feet in the air — had I been able to — without the slightest malaise. The same man, I may add, hearing me one day exclaiming to myself: “Oh, if there were anything that would remove the stains from my clothes!” said to me very simply and quietly: “Have you ever washed them in luxo?” It was he, too, who, noticing a haggard look on my face after breakfast one morning, inquired immediately what I had been eating for breakfast; after which, with a simplicity and directness which I shall never forget, he said: “Why not eat humpo?”

Nor can I ever forget my feeling on another occasion when, hearing me exclaim aloud: “Oh, if there were only something invented for removing the proteins and amygdaloids from a carbonized diet and leaving only the pure nitrogenous life-giving elements!” seized my hand in his, and said in a voice thrilled with emotion: “There is! It has!”

The reader will understand, therefore, that a question, or query, from such a Friend was not to be put lightly aside. When he asked if I believed in Spiritualism I answered with perfect courtesy:

“To be quite frank, I do not.”

There was silence between us for a time, and then my Friend said:

“Have you ever given it a trial?”

I paused a moment, as the idea was a novel one.

“No,” I answered, “to be quite candid, I have not.”

Neither of us spoke for perhaps twenty minutes after this, when my Friend said:

“Have you anything against it?”

I thought awhile and then I said:

“Yes, I have.”

My Friend remained silent for perhaps half an hour. Then he asked:

“What?”

I meditated for some time. Then I said:

“This — it seems to me that the whole thing is done for money. How utterly unnatural it is to call up the dead — one’s great-grandfather, let us say — and pay money for talking to him.”

“Precisely,” said my Friend without a moment’s pause. “I thought so. Now suppose I could bring you into contact with the spirit world through a medium, or through different medii, without there being any question of money, other than a merely nominal fee, the money being, as it were, left out of count, and regarded as only, so to speak, nominal, something given merely pro forma and ad interim. Under these circumstances, will you try the experiment?”

I rose and took my Friend’s hand.

“My dear fellow,” I said, “I not only will, but I shall.”

From this conversation dated my connection with Spiritualism, which has since opened for me a new world.

It would be out of place for me to indicate the particular address or the particular methods employed by the agency to which my Friend introduced me. I am anxious to avoid anything approaching a commercial tinge in what I write. Moreover, their advertisement can be seen along with many others — all, I am sure, just as honourable and just as trustworthy — in the columns of any daily newspaper. As everybody knows, many methods are employed. The tapping of a table, the movement of a ouija board, or the voice of a trance medium, are only a few among the many devices by which the spirits now enter into communication with us. But in my own case the method used was not only simplicity itself, but was so framed as to carry with it the proof of its own genuineness. One had merely to speak into the receiver of a telephone, and the voice of the spirit was heard through the transmitter as in an ordinary telephone conversation.

It was only natural, after the scoffing remark that I had made, that I should begin with my great-grandfather. Nor can I ever forget the peculiar thrill that went through me when I was informed by the head of the agency that a tracer was being sent out for Great-grandfather to call him to the phone.

Great-grandfather — let me do him this justice — was prompt. He was there in three minutes. Whatever his line of business was in the spirit world — and I was never able to learn it — he must have left it immediately and hurried to the telephone. Whatever later dissatisfaction I may have had with Great-grandfather, let me state it fairly and honestly, he is at least a punctual man. Every time I called he came right away without delay. Let those who are inclined to cavil at the methods of the Spiritualists reflect how impossible it would be to secure such punctuality on anything but a basis of absolute honesty.

In my first conversation with Great-grandfather, I found myself so absurdly nervous at the thought of the vast gulf of space and time across which we were speaking that I perhaps framed my questions somewhat too crudely.

“How are you, great-grandfather?” I asked.

His voice came back to me as distinctly as if he were in the next room:

“I am happy, very happy. Please tell everybody that I am happy.”

“Great-grandfather,” I said. “I will. I’ll see that everybody knows it. Where are you, great-grandfather?”

“Here,” he answered, “beyond.”

“Beyond what?”

“Here on the other side.”

“Side of which?” I asked.

“Of the great vastness,” he answered. “The other end of the Illimitable.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, “that’s where you are.”

We were silent for some time. It is amazing how difficult it is to find things to talk about with one’s great-grandfather. For the life of me I could think of nothing better than:

“What sort of weather have you been having?”

“There is no weather here,” said Great-grandfather. “It’s all bright and beautiful all the time.”

“You mean bright sunshine?” I said.

“There is no sun here,” said Great-grandfather.

“Then how do you mean—” I began.

But at this moment the head of the agency tapped me on the shoulder to remind me that the two minutes’ conversation for which I had deposited, as a nominal fee, five dollars, had expired. The agency was courteous enough to inform me that for five dollars more Great-grandfather would talk another two minutes.

But I thought it preferable to stop for the moment.

Now I do not wish to say a word against my own great-grandfather. Yet in the conversations which followed on successive days I found him — how shall I put it? — unsatisfactory. He had been, when on this side — to use the term we Spiritualists prefer — a singularly able man, an English judge; so at least I have always been given to understand. But somehow Great-grandfather’s brain, on the other side, seemed to have got badly damaged. My own theory is that, living always in the bright sunshine, he had got sunstroke. But I may wrong him. Perhaps it was locomotor ataxy that he had. That he was very, very happy where he was is beyond all doubt. He said so at every conversation. But I have noticed that feeble-minded people are often happy. He said, too, that he was glad to be where he was; and on the whole I felt glad that he was too. Once or twice I thought that possibly Great-grandfather felt so happy because he had been drinking: his voice, even across the great gulf, seemed somehow to suggest it. But on being questioned he told me that where he was there was no drink and no thirst, because it was all so bright and beautiful. I asked him if he meant that it was “bone-dry” like Kansas, or whether the rich could still get it? But he didn’t answer.

Our intercourse ended in a quarrel. No doubt it was my fault. But it did seem to me that Great-grandfather, who had been one of the greatest English lawyers of his day, might have handed out an opinion.

The matter came up thus: I had had an argument — it was in the middle of last winter — with some men at my club about the legal interpretation of the Adamson Law. The dispute grew bitter.

“I’m right,” I said, “and I’ll prove it if you give me time to consult the authorities.”

“Consult your great-grandfather!” sneered one of the men.

“All right,” I said, “I will.”

I walked straight across the room to the telephone and called up the agency.

“Give me my great-grandfather,” I said. “I want him right away.”

He was there. Good, punctual old soul, I’ll say that for him. He was there.

“Great-grandfather,” I said, “I’m in a discussion here about the constitutionality of the Adamson Law, involving the power of Congress under the Constitution. Now, you remember the Constitution when they made it. Is the law all right?”

There was silence.

“How does it stand, great-grandfather?” I said. “Will it hold water?”

Then he spoke.

“Over here,” he said, “there are no laws, no members of Congress and no Adamsons; it’s all bright and beautiful and—”

“Great-grandfather,” I said, as I hung up the receiver in disgust, “you are a Mutt!”

I never spoke to him again. Yet I feel sorry for him, feeble old soul, flitting about in the Illimitable, and always so punctual to hurry to the telephone, so happy, so feeble-witted and courteous; a better man, perhaps, take it all in all, than he was in life; lonely, too, it may be, out there in the Vastness. Yet I never called him up again. He is happy. Let him stay.

Indeed, my acquaintance with the spirit world might have ended at that point but for the good offices, once more, of my Friend.

“You find your great-grandfather a little slow, a little dull?” he said. “Well, then, if you want brains, power, energy, why not call up some of the spirits of the great men, some of the leading men, for instance, of your great-grandfather’s time?”

“You’ve said it!” I exclaimed. “I’ll call up Napoleon Bonaparte.”

I hurried to the agency.

“Is it possible,” I asked, “for me to call up the Emperor Napoleon and talk to him?”

Possible? Certainly. It appeared that nothing was easier. In the case of Napoleon Bonaparte the nominal fee had to be ten dollars in place of five; but it seemed to me that, if Great-grandfather cost five, Napoleon Bonaparte at ten was cheapness itself.

“Will it take long to get him?” I asked anxiously.

“We’ll send out a tracer for him right away,” they said.

Like Great-grandfather, Napoleon was punctual. That I will say for him. If in any way I think less of Napoleon Bonaparte now than I did, let me at least admit that a more punctual, obliging, willing man I never talked with.

He came in two minutes.

“He’s on the line now,” they said.

I took up the receiver, trembling.

“Hello!” I called. “Est-ce que c’est l’Empereur Napoleon a qui j’ai l’honneur de parler?”

“How’s that?” said Napoleon.

“Je demande si je suis en communication avec l’Empereur Napoleon—”

“Oh,” said Napoleon, “that’s all right; speak English.”

“What!” I said in surprise. “You know English? I always thought you couldn’t speak a word of it.”

He was silent for a minute. Then he said:

“I picked it up over here. It’s all right. Go right ahead.”

“Well,” I continued, “I’ve always admired you so much, your wonderful brain and genius, that I felt I wanted to speak to you and ask you how you are.”

“Happy,” said Napoleon, “very happy.”

“That’s good,” I said. “That’s fine! And how is it out there? All bright and beautiful, eh?”

“Very beautiful,” said the Emperor.

“And just where are you?” I continued. “Somewhere out in the Unspeakable, I suppose, eh?”

“Yes,” he answered, “out here beyond.”

“That’s good,” I said. “Pretty happy, eh?”

“Very happy,” said Napoleon. “Tell everybody how happy I am.”

“I know,” I answered. “I’ll tell them all. But just now I’ve a particular thing to ask. We’ve got a big war on, pretty well the whole world in it, and I thought perhaps a few pointers from a man like you—”

But at this point the attendant touched me on the shoulder. “Your time is up,” he said.

I was about to offer to pay at once for two minutes more when a better idea struck me. Talk with Napoleon? I’d do better than that. I’d call a whole War Council of great spirits, lay the war crisis before them and get the biggest brains that the world ever produced to work on how to win the war.

Who should I have? Let me see! Napoleon himself, of course. I’d bring him back. And for the sea business, the submarine problem, I’d have Nelson. George Washington, naturally, for the American end; for politics, say, good old Ben Franklin, the wisest old head that ever walked on American legs, and witty too; yes, Franklin certainly, if only for his wit to keep the council from getting gloomy; Lincoln — honest old Abe — him certainly I must have. Those and perhaps a few others.

I reckoned that a consultation at ten dollars apiece with spirits of that class was cheap to the verge of the ludicrous. Their advice ought to be worth millions — yes, billions — to the cause.

The agency got them for me without trouble. There is no doubt they are a punctual crowd, over there beyond in the Unthinkable.

I gathered them all in and talked to them, all and severally, the payment, a merely nominal matter, being made, pro forma, in advance.

I have in front of me in my rough notes the result of their advice. When properly drafted it will be, I feel sure, one of the most important state documents produced in the war.

In the personal sense — I have to admit it — I found them just a trifle disappointing. Franklin, poor fellow, has apparently lost his wit. The spirit of Lincoln seemed to me to have none of that homely wisdom that he used to have. And it appears that we were quite mistaken in thinking Disraeli a brilliant man; it is clear to me now that he was dull — just about as dull as Great-grandfather, I should say. Washington, too, is not at all the kind of man we thought him.

Still, these are only personal impressions. They detract nothing from the extraordinary value of the advice given, which seems to me to settle once and for ever any lingering doubt about the value of communications with the Other Side.

My draft of their advice runs in part as follows:

The Spirit of Nelson, on being questioned on the submarine problem, holds that if all the men on the submarines were where he is everything would be bright and happy. This seems to me an invaluable hint. There is nothing needed now except to put them there.

The advice of the Spirit of Napoleon about the campaign on land seemed to me, if possible, of lower value than that of Nelson on the campaign at sea. It is hardly conceivable that Napoleon has forgotten where the Marne is. But it may have changed since his day. At any rate, he says that, if ever the Russians cross the Marne, all is over. Coming from such a master-strategist, this ought to be attended to.

Franklin, on being asked whether the United States had done right in going into the war, said “Yes”; asked whether the country could with honour have stayed out, he said “No.” There is guidance here for thinking men of all ranks.

Lincoln is very happy where he is. So, too, I was amazed to find, is Disraeli. In fact, it was most gratifying to learn that all of the great spirits consulted are very happy, and want everybody to know how happy they are. Where they are, I may say, it is all bright and beautiful.

Fear of trespassing on their time prevented me from questioning each of them up to the full limit of the period contracted for.

I understand that I have still to my credit at the agency five minutes’ talk with Napoleon, available at any time, and similarly five minutes each with Franklin and Washington, to say nothing of ten minutes’ unexpired time with Great-grandfather.

All of these opportunities I am willing to dispose of at a reduced rate to anyone still sceptical of the reality of the spirit world.


The Sorrows of a Summer Guest
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LET ME ADMIT, as I start to write, that the whole thing is my own fault. I should never have come. I knew better. I have known better for years. I have known that it is sheer madness to go and pay visits in other people’s houses.

Yet in a moment of insanity I have let myself in for it and here I am. There is no hope, no outlet now till the first of September when my visit is to terminate. Either that or death. I do not greatly care which.

I write this, where no human eye can see me, down by the pond — they call it the lake — at the foot of Beverly-Jones’s estate. It is six o’clock in the morning. No one is up. For a brief hour or so there is peace. But presently Miss Larkspur — the jolly English girl who arrived last week — will throw open her casement window and call across the lawn, “Hullo everybody! What a ripping morning!” And young Poppleson will call back in a Swiss yodel from somewhere in the shrubbery, and Beverly-Jones will appear on the piazza with big towels round his neck and shout, “Who’s coming for an early dip?” And so the day’s fun and jollity — heaven help me — will begin again.

Presently they will all come trooping in to breakfast, in coloured blazers and fancy blouses, laughing and grabbing at the food with mimic rudeness and bursts of hilarity. And to think that I might have been breakfasting at my club with the morning paper propped against the coffee-pot, in a silent room in the quiet of the city.

I repeat that it is my own fault that I am here.

For many years it had been a principle of my life to visit nobody. I had long since learned that visiting only brings misery. If I got a card or telegram that said, “Won’t you run up to the Adirondacks and spend the week-end with us?” I sent back word: “No, not unless the Adirondacks can run faster than I can,” or words to that effect. If the owner of a country house wrote to me: “Our man will meet you with a trap any afternoon that you care to name,” I answered, in spirit at least: “No, he won’t, not unless he has a bear-trap or one of those traps in which they catch wild antelope.” If any fashionable lady friend wrote to me in the peculiar jargon that they use: “Can you give us from July the twelfth at half-after-three till the fourteenth at four?” I replied: “Madam, take the whole month, take a year, but leave me in peace.”

Such at least was the spirit of my answers to invitations. In practice I used to find it sufficient to send a telegram that read: “Crushed with work impossible to get away,” and then stroll back into the reading-room of the club and fall asleep again.

But my coming here was my own fault. It resulted from one of those unhappy moments of expansiveness such as occur, I imagine, to everybody — moments when one appears to be something quite different from what one really is, when one feels oneself a thorough good fellow, sociable, merry, appreciative, and finds the people around one the same. Such moods are known to all of us. Some people say that it is the super-self asserting itself. Others say it is from drinking. But let it pass. That at any rate was the kind of mood that I was in when I met Beverly-Jones and when he asked me here.

It was in the afternoon, at the club. As I recall it, we were drinking cocktails and I was thinking what a bright, genial fellow Beverly-Jones was, and how completely I had mistaken him. For myself — I admit it — I am a brighter, better man after drinking two cocktails than at any other time — quicker, kindlier, more genial. And higher, morally. I had been telling stories in that inimitable way that one has after two cocktails. In reality, I only know four stories, and a fifth that I don’t quite remember, but in moments of expansiveness they feel like a fund or flow.

It was under such circumstances that I sat with Beverly-Jones. And it was in shaking hands at leaving that he said: “I do wish, old chap, that you could run up to our summer place and give us the whole of August!” and I answered, as I shook him warmly by the hand: “My dear fellow, I’d simply love to!” “By gad, then it’s a go!” he said. “You must come up for August, and wake us all up!”

Wake them up! Ye gods! Me wake them up!

One hour later I was repenting of my folly, and wishing, when I thought of the two cocktails, that the prohibition wave could be hurried up so as to leave us all high and dry — bone-dry, silent and unsociable.

Then I clung to the hope that Beverly-Jones would forget. But no. In due time his wife wrote to me. They were looking forward so much, she said, to my visit; they felt — she repeated her husband’s ominous phrase — that I should wake them all up!

What sort of alarm-clock did they take me for, anyway!

Ah, well! They know better now. It was only yesterday afternoon that Beverly-Jones found me standing here in the gloom of some cedar-trees beside the edge of the pond and took me back so quietly to the house that I realized he thought I meant to drown myself. So I did.

I could have stood it better — my coming here, I mean — if they hadn’t come down to the station in a body to meet me in one of those long vehicles with seats down the sides: silly-looking men in coloured blazers and girls with no hats, all making a hullabaloo of welcome. “We are quite a small party,” Mrs. Beverly-Jones had written. Small! Great heavens, what would they call a large one? And even those at the station turned out to be only half of them. There were just as many more all lined up on the piazza of the house as we drove up, all waving a fool welcome with tennis rackets and golf clubs.

Small party, indeed! Why, after six days there are still some of the idiots whose names I haven’t got straight! That fool with the fluffy moustache, which is he? And that jackass that made the salad at the picnic yesterday, is he the brother of the woman with the guitar, or who?

But what I mean is, there is something in that sort of noisy welcome that puts me to the bad at the start. It always does. A group of strangers all laughing together, and with a set of catchwords and jokes all their own, always throws me into a fit of sadness, deeper than words. I had thought, when Mrs. Beverly-Jones said a small party, she really meant small. I had had a mental picture of a few sad people, greeting me very quietly and gently, and of myself, quiet, too, but cheerful — somehow lifting them up, with no great effort, by my mere presence.

Somehow from the very first I could feel that Beverly-Jones was disappointed in me. He said nothing. But I knew it. On that first afternoon, between my arrival and dinner, he took me about his place, to show it to me. I wish that at some proper time I had learned just what it is that you say when a man shows you about his place. I never knew before how deficient I am in it. I am all right to be shown an iron-and-steel plant, or a soda-water factory, or anything really wonderful, but being shown a house and grounds and trees, things that I have seen all my life, leaves me absolutely silent.

“These big gates,” said Beverly-Jones, “we only put up this year.”

“Oh,” I said. That was all. Why shouldn’t they put them up this year? I didn’t care if they’d put them up this year or a thousand years ago.

“We had quite a struggle,” he continued, “before we finally decided on sandstone.

“You did, eh?” I said. There seemed nothing more to say; I didn’t know what sort of struggle he meant, or who fought who; and personally sandstone or soapstone or any other stone is all the same to me.

“This lawn,” said Beverly-Jones, “we laid down the first year we were here.” I answered nothing. He looked me right in the face as he said it and I looked straight back at him, but I saw no reason to challenge his statement. “The geraniums along the border,” he went on, “are rather an experiment. They’re Dutch.”

I looked fixedly at the geraniums but never said a word. They were Dutch; all right, why not? They were an experiment. Very good; let them be so. I know nothing in particular to say about a Dutch experiment.

I could feel that Beverly-Jones grew depressed as he showed me round. I was sorry for him, but unable to help. I realized that there were certain sections of my education that had been neglected. How to be shown things and make appropriate comments seems to be an art in itself. I don’t possess it. It is not likely now, as I look at this pond, that I ever shall.

Yet how simple a thing it seems when done by others. I saw the difference at once the very next day, the second day of my visit, when Beverly-Jones took round young Poppleton, the man that I mentioned above who will presently give a Swiss yodel from a clump of laurel bushes to indicate that the day’s fun has begun.

Poppleton I had known before slightly. I used to see him at the club. In club surroundings he always struck me as an ineffable young ass, loud and talkative and perpetually breaking the silence rules. Yet I have to admit that in his summer flannels and with a straw hat on he can do things that I can’t.

“These big gates,” began Beverly-Jones as he showed Poppleton round the place with me trailing beside them, “we only put up this year.”

Poppleton, who has a summer place of his own, looked at the gates very critically.

“Now, do you know what I’d have done with those gates, if they were mine?” he said.

“No,” said Beverly-Jones.

“I’d have set them two feet wider apart; they’re too narrow, old chap, too narrow.” Poppleton shook his head sadly at the gates.

“We had quite a struggle,” said Beverly-Jones, “before we finally decided on sandstone.”

I realized that he had one and the same line of talk that he always used. I resented it. No wonder it was easy for him. “Great mistake,” said Poppleton. “Too soft. Look at this” — here he picked up a big stone and began pounding at the gate-post— “see how easily it chips! Smashes right off. Look at that, the whole corner knocks right off, see!”

Beverly-Jones entered no protest. I began to see that there is a sort of understanding, a kind of freemasonry, among men who have summer places. One shows his things; the other runs them down, and smashes them. This makes the whole thing easy at once. Beverly-Jones showed his lawn.

“Your turf is all wrong, old boy,” said Poppleton. “Look! it has no body to it. See, I can kick holes in it with my heel. Look at that, and that! If I had on stronger boots I could kick this lawn all to pieces.”

“These geraniums along the border,” said Beverly-Jones, “are rather an experiment. They’re Dutch.”

“But my dear fellow,” said Poppleton, “you’ve got them set in wrongly. They ought to slope from the sun you know, never to it. Wait a bit” — here he picked up a spade that was lying where a gardener had been working— “I’ll throw a few out. Notice how easily they come up. Ah, that fellow broke! They’re apt to. There, I won’t bother to reset them, but tell your man to slope them over from the sun. That’s the idea.”

Beverly-Jones showed his new boat-house next and Poppleton knocked a hole in the side with a hammer to show that the lumber was too thin.

“If that were my boat-house,” he said, “I’d rip the outside clean off it and use shingle and stucco.”

It was, I noticed, Poppleton’s plan first to imagine Beverly-Jones’s things his own, and then to smash them, and then give them back smashed to Beverly-Jones. This seemed to please them both. Apparently it is a well-understood method of entertaining a guest and being entertained. Beverly-Jones and Poppleton, after an hour or so of it, were delighted with one another.

Yet somehow, when I tried it myself, it failed to work.

“Do you know what I would do with that cedar summer-house if it was mine?” I asked my host the next day.

“No,” he said.

“I’d knock the thing down and burn it,” I answered.

But I think I must have said it too fiercely. Beverly-Jones looked hurt and said nothing.

Not that these people are not doing all they can for me. I know that. I admit it. If I should meet my end here and if — to put the thing straight out — my lifeless body is found floating on the surface of this pond, I should like there to be documentary evidence of that much. They are trying their best. “This is Liberty Hall,” Mrs. Beverly-Jones said to me on the first day of my visit. “We want you to feel that you are to do absolutely as you like!”

Absolutely as I like! How little they know me. I should like to have answered: “Madam, I have now reached a time of life when human society at breakfast is impossible to me; when any conversation prior to eleven a.m. must be considered out of the question; when I prefer to eat my meals in quiet, or with such mild hilarity as can be got from a comic paper; when I can no longer wear nankeen pants and a coloured blazer without a sense of personal indignity; when I can no longer leap and play in the water like a young fish; when I do not yodel, cannot sing and, to my regret; dance even worse than I did when young; and when the mood of mirth and hilarity comes to me only as a rare visitant — shall we say at a burlesque performance — and never as a daily part of my existence. Madam, I am unfit to be a summer guest. If this is Liberty Hall indeed, let me, oh, let me go!”

Such is the speech that I would make if it were possible. As it is, I can only rehearse it to myself.

Indeed, the more I analyse it the more impossible it seems, for a man of my temperament at any rate, to be a summer guest. These people, and, I imagine, all other summer people, seem to be trying to live in a perpetual joke. Everything, all day, has to be taken in a mood of uproarious fun.

However, I can speak of it all now in quiet retrospect and without bitterness. It will soon be over now. Indeed, the reason why I have come down at this early hour to this quiet water is that things have reached a crisis. The situation has become extreme and I must end it.

It happened last night. Beverly-Jones took me aside while the others were dancing the fox-trot to the victrola on the piazza.

“We’re planning to have some rather good fun to-morrow night,” he said, “something that will be a good deal more in your line than a lot of it, I’m afraid, has been up here. In fact, my wife says that this will be the very thing for you.”

“Oh,” I said.

“We’re going to get all the people from the other houses over and the girls” — this term Beverly-Jones uses to mean his wife and her friends— “are going to get up a sort of entertainment with charades and things, all impromptu, more or less, of course—”

“Oh,” I said. I saw already what was coming.

“And they want you to act as a sort of master-of-ceremonies, to make up the gags and introduce the different stunts and all that. I was telling the girls about that afternoon at the club, when you were simply killing us all with those funny stories of yours, and they’re all wild over it.”

“Wild?” I repeated.

“Yes, quite wild over it. They say it will be the hit of the summer.”

Beverly-Jones shook hands with great warmth as we parted for the night. I knew that he was thinking that my character was about to be triumphantly vindicated, and that he was glad for my sake.

Last night I did not sleep. I remained awake all night thinking of the “entertainment.” In my whole life I have done nothing in public except once when I presented a walking-stick to the vice-president of our club on the occasion of his taking a trip to Europe. Even for that I used to rehearse to myself far into the night sentences that began: “This walking-stick, gentleman, means far more than a mere walking-stick.”

And now they expect me to come out as a merry master-of-ceremonies before an assembled crowd of summer guests.

But never mind. It is nearly over now. I have come down to this quiet water in the early morning to throw myself in. They will find me floating here among the lilies. Some few will understand. I can see it written, as it will be, in the newspapers.

“What makes the sad fatality doubly poignant is that the unhappy victim had just entered upon a holiday visit that was to have been prolonged throughout the whole month. Needless to say, he was regarded as the life and soul of the pleasant party of holiday makers that had gathered at the delightful country home of Mr. and Mrs. Beverly-Jones. Indeed, on the very day of the tragedy, he was to have taken a leading part in staging a merry performance of charades and parlour entertainments — a thing for which his genial talents and overflowing high spirits rendered him specially fit.”

When they read that, those who know me best will understand how and why I died. “He had still over three weeks to stay there,” they will say. “He was to act as the stage manager of charades.” They will shake their heads. They will understand.

But what is this? I raise my eyes from the paper and I see Beverly-Jones hurriedly approaching from the house. He is hastily dressed, with flannel trousers and a dressing-gown. His face looks grave. Something has happened. Thank God, something has happened. Some accident! Some tragedy! Something to prevent the charades!

I write these few lines on a fast train that is carrying me back to New York, a cool, comfortable train, with a deserted club-car where I can sit in a leather arm-chair, with my feet up on another, smoking, silent, and at peace.

Villages, farms and summer places are flying by. Let them fly. I, too, am flying — back to the rest and quiet of the city.

“Old man,” Beverly-Jones said, as he laid his hand on mine very kindly — he is a decent fellow, after all, is Jones— “they’re calling you by long-distance from New York.”

“What is it?” I asked, or tried to gasp.

“It’s bad news, old chap; fire in your office last evening. I’m afraid a lot of your private papers were burned. Robinson — that’s your senior clerk, isn’t it? — seems to have been on the spot trying to save things. He’s badly singed about the face and hands. I’m afraid you must go at once.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, “at once.”

“I know. I’ve told the man to get the trap ready right away. You’ve just time to catch the seven-ten. Come along.”

“Right,” I said. I kept my face as well as I could, trying to hide my exultation. The office burnt! Fine! Robinson’s singed! Glorious! I hurriedly packed my things and whispered to Beverly-Jones farewell messages for the sleeping household. I never felt so jolly and facetious in my life. I could feel that Beverly-Jones was admiring the spirit and pluck with which I took my misfortune. Later on he would tell them all about it.

The trap ready! Hurrah! Good-bye, old man! Hurrah! All right. I’ll telegraph. Right you are, good-bye. Hip, hip, hurrah! Here we are! Train right on time. Just these two bags, porter, and there’s a dollar for you. What merry, merry fellows these darky porters are, anyway!

And so here I am in the train, safe bound for home and the summer quiet of my club.

Well done for Robinson! I was afraid that it had missed fire, or that my message to him had gone wrong. It was on the second day of my visit that I sent word to him to invent an accident — something, anything — to call me back. I thought the message had failed. I had lost hope. But it is all right now, though he certainly pitched the note pretty high.

Of course I can’t let the Beverly-Joneses know that it was a put-up job. I must set fire to the office as soon as I get back. But it’s worth it. And I’ll have to singe Robinson about the face and hands. But it’s worth that too!


To Nature and Back Again
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IT WAS PROBABLY owing to the fact that my place of lodgment in New York overlooked the waving trees of Central Park that I was consumed, all the summer through, with a great longing for the woods. To me, as a lover of Nature, the waving of a tree conveys thoughts which are never conveyed to me except by seeing a tree wave.

This longing grew upon me. I became restless with it. In the daytime I dreamed over my work. At night my sleep was broken and restless. At times I would even wander forth, at night into the park, and there, deep in the night shadow of the trees, imagine myself alone in the recesses of the dark woods remote from the toil and fret of our distracted civilization.

This increasing feeling culminated in the resolve which becomes the

subject of this narrative. The thought came to me suddenly one night. I

woke from my sleep with a plan fully matured in my mind. It was this:

I would, for one month, cast off all the travail and cares of civilized

life and become again the wild man of the woods that Nature made me. M

woods, somewhere in New England, divest myself of my clothes — except

only my union suit — crawl into the woods, stay there a month and then

crawl out again. To a trained woodsman and crawler like myself the thing

was simplicity itself. For food I knew that I could rely on berries,

roots, shoots, mosses, mushrooms, fungi, bungi — in fact the whole of

Nature’s ample storehouse; for my drink, the running brook and the quiet

pool; and for my companions the twittering chipmunk, the chickadee,

the chocktaw, the choo-choo, the chow-chow, and the hundred and one

inhabitants of the forgotten glade and the tangled thicket.

Fortunately for me, my resolve came to me upon the last day in August. The month of September was my vacation. My time was my own. I was free to go.

On my rising in the morning my preparations were soon made; or, rather, there were practically no preparations to make. I had but to supply myself with a camera, my one necessity in the woods, and to say good-bye to my friends. Even this last ordeal I wished to make as brief as possible. I had no wish to arouse their anxiety over the dangerous, perhaps foolhardy, project that I had in mind. I wished, as far as possible, to say good-bye in such a way as to allay the very natural fears which my undertaking would excite in the minds of my friends.

From myself, although trained in the craft of the woods, I could not conceal the danger that I incurred. Yet the danger was almost forgotten in the extraordinary and novel interest that attached to the experiment. Would it prove possible for a man, unaided by our civilized arts and industries, to maintain himself naked — except for his union suit — in the heart of the woods? Could he do it, or could he not? And if he couldn’t what then?

But this last thought I put from me. Time alone could answer the question.

As in duty bound, I went first to the place of business where I am employed, to shake hands and say good-bye to my employer.

“I am going,” I said, “to spend a month naked alone in the woods.”

He looked up from his desk with genial kindliness.

“That’s right,” he said, “get a good rest.”

“My plan is,” I added, “to live on berries and funguses.”

“Fine,” he answered. “Well, have a good time, old man — good-bye.”

Then I dropped in casually upon one of my friends.

“Well,” I said, “I’m off to New England to spend a month naked.”

“Nantucket,” he said, “or Newport?”

“No,” I answered, speaking as lightly as I could. “I’m going into the woods and stay there naked for a month.”

“Oh, yes,” he said. “I see. Well, good-bye, old chap — see you when you get back.”

After that I called upon two or three other men to say a brief word of farewell. I could not help feeling slightly nettled, I must confess, at the very casual way in which they seemed to take my announcement. “Oh, yes,” they said, “naked in the woods, eh? Well, ta-ta till you get back.”

Here was a man about to risk his life — for there was no denying the fact — in a great sociological experiment, yet they received the announcement with absolute unconcern. It offered one more assurance, had I needed it, of the degenerate state of the civilization upon which I was turning my back.

On my way to the train I happened to run into a newspaper reporter with whom I have some acquaintance.

“I’m just off,” I said, “to New England to spend a month naked — at least naked all but my union suit — in the woods; no doubt you’ll like a few details about it for your paper.”

“Thanks, old man,” he said, “we’ve pretty well given up running that nature stuff. We couldn’t do anything with it — unless, of course, anything happens to you. Then we’d be glad to give you some space.”

Several of my friends had at least the decency to see me off on the train. One, and one alone accompanied me on the long night-ride to New England in order that he might bring back my clothes, my watch, and other possessions from the point where I should enter the woods, together with such few messages of farewell as I might scribble at the last moment.

It was early morning when we arrived at the wayside station where we were to alight. From here we walked to the edge of the woods. Arrived at this point we halted. I took off my clothes, with the exception of my union suit. Then, taking a pot of brown stain from my valise, I proceeded to dye my face and hands and my union suit itself a deep butternut brown.

“What’s that for?” asked my friend.

“For protection,” I answered. “Don’t you know that all animals are protected by their peculiar markings that render them invisible? The caterpillar looks like the leaf it eats from; the scales of the fish counterfeit the glistening water of the brook; the bear and the ‘possum are coloured like the tree-trunks on which they climb. There!” I added, as I concluded my task. “I am now invisible.”

“Gee!” said my friend.

I handed him back the valise and the empty paint-pot, dropped to my hands and knees — my camera slung about my neck — and proceeded to crawl into the bush. My friend stood watching me.

“Why don’t you stand up and walk?” I heard him call.

I turned half round and growled at him. Then I plunged deeper into the bush, growling as I went.

After ten minutes’ active crawling I found myself in the heart of the forest. It reached all about me on every side for hundreds of miles. All around me was the unbroken stillness of the woods. Not a sound reached my ear save the twittering of a squirrel, or squirl, in the branches high above my head or the far-distant call of a loon hovering over some woodland lake.

I judged that I had reached a spot suitable for my habitation.

My first care was to make a fire. Difficult though it might appear to the degenerate dweller of the city to do this, to the trained woodsman, such as I had now become, it is nothing. I selected a dry stick, rubbed it vigorously against my hind leg, and in a few moments it broke into a generous blaze. Half an hour later I was sitting beside a glowing fire of twigs discussing with great gusto an appetizing mess of boiled grass and fungi cooked in a hollow stone.

I ate my fill, not pausing till I was full, careless, as the natural man ever is, of the morrow. Then, stretched out upon the pine-needles at the foot of a great tree, I lay in drowsy contentment listening to the song of the birds, the hum of the myriad insects and the strident note of the squirrel high above me. At times I would give utterance to the soft answering call, known to every woodsman, that is part of the freemasonry of animal speech. As I lay thus, I would not have exchanged places with the pale dweller in the city for all the wealth in the world. Here I lay remote from the world, happy, full of grass, listening to the crooning of the birds.

But the mood of inaction and reflection cannot last, even with the lover of Nature. It was time to be up and doing. Much lay before me to be done before the setting of the sun should bring with it, as I fully expected it would, darkness. Before night fell I must build a house, make myself a suit of clothes, lay in a store of nuts, and in short prepare myself for the oncoming of winter, which, in the bush, may come on at any time in the summer.

I rose briskly from the ground to my hands and knees and set myself to the building of my house. The method that I intended to follow here was merely that which Nature has long since taught to the beaver and which, moreover, is known and practised by the gauchos of the pampas, by the googoos of Rhodesia and by many other tribes. I had but to select a suitable growth of trees and gnaw them down with my teeth, taking care so to gnaw them that each should fall into the place appointed for it in the building. The sides, once erected in this fashion, another row of trees, properly situated, is gnawed down to fall crosswise as the roof.

I set myself briskly to work and in half an hour had already the satisfaction of seeing my habitation rising into shape. I was still gnawing with unabated energy when I was interrupted by a low growling in the underbrush. With animal caution I shrank behind a tree, growling in return. I could see something moving in the bushes, evidently an animal of large size. From its snarl I judged it to be a bear. I could hear it moving nearer to me. It was about to attack me. A savage joy thrilled through me at the thought, while my union suit bristled with rage from head to foot as I emitted growl after growl of defiance. I bared my teeth to the gums, snarling, and lashed my flank with my hind foot. Eagerly I watched for the onrush of the bear. In savage combat who strikes first wins. It was my idea, as soon as the bear should appear, to bite off its front legs one after the other. This initial advantage once gained, I had no doubt of ultimate victory.

The brushes parted. I caught a glimpse of a long brown body and a hairy head. Then the creature reared up, breasting itself against a log, full in front of me. Great heavens! It was not a bear at all. It was a man.

He was dressed, as I was, in a union suit, and his face and hands, like mine, were stained a butternut brown. His hair was long and matted and two weeks’ stubble of beard was on his face.

For a minute we both glared at one another, still growling. Then the man rose up to a standing position with a muttered exclamation of disgust.

“Ah, cut it out,” he said. “Let’s talk English.”

He walked over towards me and sat down upon a log in an attitude that seemed to convey the same disgust as the expression of his features. Then he looked round about him.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“Building a house,” I answered.

“I know,” he said with a nod. “What are you here for?”

“Why,” I explained, “my plan is this: I want to see whether a man can come out here in the woods, naked, with no aid but that of his own hands and his own ingenuity and—”

“Yes, yes, I know,” interrupted the disconsolate man. “Earn himself a livelihood in the wilderness, live as the cave-man lived, carefree and far from the curse of civilization!”

“That’s it. That was my idea,” I said, my enthusiasm rekindling as I spoke. “That’s what I’m doing; my food is to be the rude grass and the roots that Nature furnishes for her children, and for my drink—”

“Yes, yes,” he interrupted again with impatience, “for your drink the running rill, for your bed the sweet couch of hemlock, and for your canopy the open sky lit with the soft stars in the deep-purple vault of the dewy night. I know.”

“Great heavens, man!” I exclaimed. “That’s my idea exactly. In fact, those are my very phrases. How could you have guessed it?”

He made a gesture with his hand to indicate weariness and disillusionment.

“Pshaw!” he said. “I know it because I’ve been doing it. I’ve been here a fortnight now on this open-air, life-in-the-woods game. Well, I’m sick of it! This last lets me out.”

“What last?” I asked.

“Why, meeting you. Do you realize that you are the nineteenth man that I’ve met in the last three days running about naked in the woods? They’re all doing it. The woods are full of them.”

“You don’t say so!” I gasped.

“Fact. Wherever you go in the bush you find naked men all working out this same blasted old experiment. Why, when you get a little farther in you’ll see signs up: NAKED MEN NOT ALLOWED IN THIS BUSH, and NAKED MEN KEEP OFF, and GENTLEMEN WHO ARE NAKED WILL KINDLY KEEP TO THE HIGH ROAD, and a lot of things like that. You must have come in at a wrong place or you’d have noticed the little shanties that they have now at the edge of the New England bush with signs up: UNION SUITS BOUGHT AND SOLD, CAMERAS FOR SALE OR TO RENT, HIGHEST PRICE FOR CAST-OFF CLOTHING, and all that sort of thing.”

“No,” I said. “I saw nothing.”

“Well, you look when you go back. As for me, I’m done with it. The thing’s worked out. I’m going back to the city to see whether I can’t, right there in the heart of the city, earn myself a livelihood with my unaided hands and brains. That’s the real problem; no more bumming on the animals for me. This bush business is too easy. Well, good-bye; I’m off.”

“But stop a minute,” I said. “How is it that, if what you say is true, I haven’t seen or heard anybody in the bush, and I’ve been here since the middle of the morning?”

“Nonsense,” the man answered. “They were probably all round you but you didn’t recognize them.”

“No, no, it’s not possible. I lay here dreaming beneath a tree and there wasn’t a sound, except the twittering of a squirrel and, far away, the cry of a lake-loon, nothing else.”

“Exactly, the twittering of a squirrel! That was some feller up the tree twittering to beat the band to let on that he was a squirrel, and no doubt some other feller calling out like a loon over near the lake. I suppose you gave them the answering cry?”

“I did,” I said. “I gave that low guttural note which—”

“Precisely — which is the universal greeting in the freemasonry of animal speech. I see you’ve got it all down pat. Well, good-bye again. I’m off. Oh, don’t bother to growl, please. I’m sick of that line of stuff.”

“Good-bye,” I said.

He slid through the bushes and disappeared. I sat where I was, musing, my work interrupted, a mood of bitter disillusionment heavy upon me. So I sat, it may have been for hours.

In the far distance I could hear the faint cry of a bittern in some lonely marsh.

“Now, who the deuce is making that noise?” I muttered. “Some silly fool, I suppose, trying to think he’s a waterfowl. Cut it out!”

Long I lay, my dream of the woods shattered, wondering what to do.

Then suddenly there came to my ear the loud sound of voices, human voices, strident and eager, with nothing of the animal growl in them.

“He’s in there. I seen him!” I heard some one call.

Rapidly I dived sideways into the underbrush, my animal instinct strong upon me again, growling as I went. Instinctively I knew that it was I that they were after. All the animal joy of being hunted came over me. My union suit stood up on end with mingled fear and rage.

As fast as I could I retreated into the wood. Yet somehow, as I moved, the wood, instead of growing denser, seemed to thin out. I crouched low, still growling and endeavouring to bury myself in the thicket. I was filled with a wild sense of exhilaration such as any lover of the wild life would feel at the knowledge that he is being chased, that some one is after him, that some one is perhaps just a few feet behind him, waiting to stick a pitchfork into him as he runs. There is no ecstasy like this.

Then I realized that my pursuers had closed in on me. I was surrounded on all sides.

The woods had somehow grown thin. They were like the mere shrubbery of a park — it might be of Central Park itself. I could hear among the deeper tones of men the shrill voices of boys. “There he is,” one cried, “going through them bushes! Look at him humping himself!” “What is it, what’s the sport?” another called. “Some crazy guy loose in the park in his underclothes and the cops after him.”

Then they closed in on me. I recognized the blue suits of the police force and their short clubs. In a few minutes I was dragged out of the shrubbery and stood in the open park in my pyjamas, wide awake, shivering in the chilly air of early morning.

Fortunately for me, it was decided at the police-court that sleep-walking is not an offence against the law. I was dismissed with a caution.

My vacation is still before me, and I still propose to spend it naked. But I shall do so at Atlantic City.


The Cave-Man as He is
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I THINK IT likely that few people besides myself have ever actually seen and spoken with a “cave-man.”

Yet everybody nowadays knows all about the cave-man. The fifteen-cent magazines and the new fiction have made him a familiar figure. A few years ago, it is true, nobody had ever heard of him. But lately, for some reason or other, there has been a run on the cave-man. No up-to-date story is complete without one or two references to him. The hero, when the heroine slights him, is said to “feel for a moment the wild, primordial desire of the cave-man, the longing to seize her, to drag her with him, to carry her away, to make her his.” When he takes her in his arms it is recorded that “all the elemental passion of the cave-man surges through him.” When he fights, on her behalf against a dray-man or a gun-man or an ice-man or any other compound that makes up a modern villain, he is said to “feel all the fierce fighting joy of the cave-man.” If they kick him in the ribs, he likes it. If they beat him over the head, he never feels it; because he is, for the moment, a cave-man. And the cave-man is, and is known to be, quite above sensation.

The heroine, too, shares the same point of view. “Take me,” she murmurs as she falls into the hero’s embrace, “be my cave-man.” As she says it there is, so the writer assures us, something of the fierce light of the cave-woman in her eyes, the primordial woman to be wooed and won only by force.

So, like everybody else, I had, till I saw him, a great idea of the cave-man. I had a clear mental picture of him — huge, brawny, muscular, a wolfskin thrown about him and a great war-club in his hand. I knew him as without fear with nerves untouched by our effete civilization, fighting, as the beasts fight, to the death, killing without pity and suffering without a moan.

It was a picture that I could not but admire.

I liked, too — I am free to confess it — his peculiar way with women. His system was, as I understood it, to take them by the neck and bring them along with him. That was his fierce, primordial way of “wooing” them. And they liked it. So at least we are informed by a thousand credible authorities. They liked it. And the modern woman, so we are told, would still like it if only one dared to try it on. There’s the trouble; if one only dared!

I see lots of them — I’ll be frank about it — that I should like to grab, to sling over my shoulder and carry away with me; or, what is the same thing, allowing for modern conditions, have an express man carry them. I notice them at Atlantic City, I see them in Fifth Avenue — yes, everywhere. But would they come? That’s the deuce of it. Would they come right along, like the cave-woman, merely biting off my ear as they came, or are they degenerate enough to bring an action against me, indicting the express company as a party of the second part?

Doubts such as these prevent me from taking active measures. But they leave me, as they leave many another man, preoccupied and fascinated with the cave-man.

One may imagine, then, my extraordinary interest in him when I actually met him in the flesh. Yet the thing came about quite simply, indeed more by accident than by design, an adventure open to all.

It so happened that I spent my vacation in Kentucky — the region, as everybody knows, of the great caves. They extend — it is a matter of common knowledge — for hundreds of miles; in some places dark and sunless tunnels, the black silence broken only by the dripping of the water from the roof; in other places great vaults like subterranean temples, with vast stone arches sweeping to the dome, and with deep, still water of unfathomed depth as the floor; and here and there again they are lighted from above through rifts in the surface of the earth, and are dry and sand strewn — fit for human habitation.

In such caves as these — so has the obstinate legend run for centuries — there still dwell cave-men, the dwindling remnant of their race. And here it was that I came across him.

I had penetrated into the caves far beyond my guides. I carried a revolver and had with me an electric lantern, but the increasing sunlight in the cave as I went on had rendered the latter needless.

There he sat, a huge figure, clad in a great wolfskin. Besides him lay a great club. Across his knee was a spear round which he was binding sinews that tightened under his muscular hand. His head was bent over his task. His matted hair had fallen over his eyes. He did not see me till I was close beside him on the sanded floor of the cave. I gave a slight cough.

“Excuse me!” I said.

The Cave-man gave a startled jump.

“My goodness,” he said, “you startled me!”

I could see that he was quite trembling.

“You came along so suddenly,” he said, “it gave me the jumps.” Then he muttered, more to himself than to me, “Too much of this darned cave-water! I must quit drinking it.”

I sat down near to the Caveman on a stone, taking care to place my revolver carefully behind it. I don’t mind admitting that a loaded revolver, especially as I get older, makes me nervous. I was afraid that he might start fooling with it. One can’t be too careful.

As a way of opening conversation I picked up the Cave-man’s club.

“Say,” I said, “that’s a great club you have, eh? By gee! it’s heavy!”

“Look out!” said the Cave-man with a certain agitation in his voice as he reached out and took the club from me. “Don’t fool with that club! It’s loaded! You know you could easily drop the club on your toes, or on mine. A man can’t be too careful with a loaded club.”

He rose as he said this and carried the club to the other side of the cave, where he leant it against the wall. Now that he stood up and I could examine him he no longer looked so big. In fact he was not big at all. The effect of size must have come, I think, from the great wolfskin that he wore. I have noticed the same thing in Grand Opera. I noticed, too, for the first time that the cave we were in seemed fitted up, in a rude sort of way, like a dwelling-room.

“This is a nice place you’ve got,” I said.

“Dandy, isn’t it?” he said, as he cast his eyes around. “She fixed it up. She’s got great taste. See that mud sideboard? That’s the real thing, A-one mud! None of your cheap rock about that. We fetched that mud for two miles to make that. And look at that wicker bucket. Isn’t it great? Hardly leaks at all except through the sides, and perhaps a little through the bottom. She wove that. She’s a humdinger at weaving.”

He was moving about as he spoke, showing me all his little belongings. He reminded me for all the world of a man in a Harlem flat, showing a visitor how convenient it all is. Somehow, too, the Cave-man had lost all appearance of size. He looked, in fact, quite little, and when he had pushed his long hair back from his forehead he seemed to wear that same, worried, apologetic look that we all have. To a higher being, if there is such, our little faces one and all appear, no doubt, pathetic.

I knew that he must be speaking about his wife.

“Where is she?” I asked.

“My wife?” he said. “Oh, she’s gone out somewhere through the caves with the kid. You didn’t meet our kid as you came along, did you? No? Well, he’s the greatest boy you even saw. He was only two this nineteenth of August. And you should hear him say ‘Pop’ and ‘Mom’ just as if he was grown up. He is really, I think, about the brightest boy I’ve ever known — I mean quite apart from being his father, and speaking of him as if he were anyone else’s boy. You didn’t meet them?”

“No,” I said, “I didn’t.”

“Oh, well,” the Cave-man went on, “there are lots of ways and passages through. I guess they went in another direction. The wife generally likes to take a stroll round in the morning and see some of the neighbours. But, say,” he interrupted, “I guess I’m forgetting my manners. Let me get you a drink of cave-water. Here, take it in this stone mug! There you are, say when! Where do we get it? Oh, we find it in parts of the cave where it filters through the soil above. Alcoholic? Oh, yes, about fifteen per cent, I think. Some say it soaks all through the soil of this State. Sit down and be comfortable, and, say if you hear the woman coming just slip your mug behind that stone out of sight. Do you mind? Now, try one of these elm-root cigars. Oh, pick a good one — there are lots of them!”

We seated ourselves in some comfort on the soft sand, our backs against the boulders, sipping cave-water and smoking elm-root cigars. It seemed altogether as if one were back in civilization, talking to a genial host.

“Yes,” said the Cave-man, and he spoke, as it were, in a large and patronizing way. “I generally let my wife trot about as she likes in the daytime. She and the other women nowadays are getting up all these different movements, and the way I look at it is that if it amuses her to run around and talk and attend meetings, why let her do it. Of course,” he continued, assuming a look of great firmness, “if I liked to put my foot down—”

“Exactly, exactly,” I said. “It’s the same way with us!”

“Is it now!” he questioned with interest. “I had imagined that it was all different Outside. You’re from the Outside, aren’t you? I guessed you must be from the skins you wear.”

“Have you never been Outside?” I asked.

“No fear!” said the Cave-man. “Not for mine! Down here in the caves, clean underground and mostly in the dark, it’s all right. It’s nice and safe.” He gave a sort of shudder. “Gee! You fellows out there must have your nerve to go walking around like that on the outside rim of everything, where the stars might fall on you or a thousand things happen to you. But then you Outside Men have got a natural elemental fearlessness about you that we Cave-men have lost. I tell you, I was pretty scared when I looked up and saw you standing there.”

“Had you never seen any Outside Men?” I asked.

“Why, yes,” he answered, “but never close. The most I’ve done is to go out to the edges of the cave sometimes and look out and see them, Outside Men and Women, in the distance. But of course, in one way or another, we Cave-men know all about them. And the thing we envy most in you Outside Men is the way you treat your women! By gee! You take no nonsense from them — you fellows are the real primordial, primitive men. We’ve lost it somehow.”

“Why, my dear fellow—” I began.

But the Cave-man, who had sat suddenly upright, interrupted.

“Quick! quick!” he said. “Hide that infernal mug! She’s coming. Don’t you hear!”

As he spoke I caught the sound of a woman’s voice somewhere in the outer passages of the cave.

“Now, Willie,” she was saying, speaking evidently to the Cave-child, “you come right along back with me, and if I ever catch you getting in such a mess as that again I’ll never take you anywhere, so there!”

Her voice had grown louder. She entered the cave as she spoke — a big-boned woman in a suit of skins leading by the hand a pathetic little mite in a rabbit-skin, with blue eyes and a slobbered face.

But as I was sitting the Cave-woman evidently couldn’t see me; for she turned at once to speak to her husband, unconscious of my presence.

“Well, of all the idle creatures!” she exclaimed. “Loafing here in the sand” — she gave a sniff— “and smoking—”

“My dear,” began the Cave-man.

“Don’t you my-dear me!” she answered. “Look at this place! Nothing tidied up yet and the day half through! Did you put the alligator on to boil?”

“I was just going to say—” began the Cave-man.

“Going to say! Yes, I don’t doubt you were going to say. You’d go on saying all day if I’d let you. What I’m asking you is, is the alligator on to boil for dinner or is it not — My gracious!” She broke off all of a sudden, as she caught sight of me. “Why didn’t you say there was company? Land sakes! And you sit there and never say there was a gentleman here!”

She had hustled across the cave and was busily arranging her hair with a pool of water as a mirror.

“Gracious!” she said, “I’m a perfect fright! You must excuse me,” she added, looking round toward me, “for being in this state. I’d just slipped on this old fur blouse and run around to a neighbour’s and I’d no idea that he was going to bring in company. Just like him! I’m afraid we’ve nothing but a plain alligator stew to offer you, but I’m sure if you’ll stay to dinner—”

She was hustling about already, good primitive housewife that she was, making the stone-plates rattle on the mud table.

“Why, really—” I began. But I was interrupted by a sudden exclamation from both the Cave-man and the Cave-woman together:

“Willie! where’s Willie!”

“Gracious!” cried the woman. “He’s wandered out alone — oh, hurry, look for him! Something might get him! He may have fallen in the water! Oh, hurry!”

They were off in a moment, shouting into the dark passages of the outer cave: “Willie! Willie!” There was agonized anxiety in their voices.

And then in a moment, as it seemed, they were back again, with Willie in their arms, blubbering, his rabbit-skin all wet.

“Goodness gracious!” said the Cave-woman. “He’d fallen right in, the poor little man. Hurry, dear, and get something dry to wrap him in! Goodness, what a fright! Quick, darling, give me something to rub him with.”

Anxiously the Cave-parents moved about beside the child, all quarrel vanished.

“But surely,” I said, as they calmed down a little, “just there where Willie fell in, beside the passage that I came through, there is only three inches of water.”

“So there is,” they said, both together, “but just suppose it had been three feet!”

Later on, when Willie was restored, they both renewed their invitation to me to stay to dinner.

“Didn’t you say,” said the Cave-man, “that you wanted to make some notes on the difference between Cave-people and the people of your world of to-day?”

“I thank you,” I answered, “I have already all the notes I want!”


Ideal Interviews
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I. WITH A EUROPEAN PRINCE

With any European Prince, travelling in America

On receiving our card the Prince, to our great surprise and pleasure, sent down a most cordial message that he would be delighted to see us at once. This thrilled us.

“Take us,” we said to the elevator boy, “to the apartments of the Prince.” We were pleased to see him stagger and lean against his wheel to get his breath back.

In a few moments we found ourselves crossing the threshold of the Prince’s apartments. The Prince, who is a charming young man of from twenty-six to twenty-seven, came across the floor to meet us with an extended hand and a simple gesture of welcome. We have seldom seen anyone come across the floor more simply.

The Prince, who is travelling incognito as the Count of Flim Flam, was wearing, when we saw him, the plain morning dress of a gentleman of leisure. We learned that a little earlier he had appeared at breakfast in the costume of a Unitarian clergyman, under the incognito of the Bishop of Bongee; while later on he appeared at lunch, as a delicate compliment to our city, in the costume of a Columbia professor of Yiddish.

The Prince greeted us with the greatest cordiality, seated himself, without the slightest affectation, and motioned to us, with indescribable bonhomie, his permission to remain standing.

“Well,” said the Prince, “what is it?”

We need hardly say that the Prince, who is a consummate master of ten languages, speaks English quite as fluently as he does Chinese. Indeed, for a moment, we could scarcely tell which he was talking.

“What are your impressions of the United States?” we asked as we took out our notebook.

“I am afraid,” answered the Prince, with the delightful smile which is characteristic of him, and which we noticed again and again during the interview, “that I must scarcely tell you that.”

We realized immediately that we were in the presence not only of a soldier but of one of the most consummate diplomats of the present day.

“May we ask then,” we resumed, correcting our obvious blunder, “what are your impressions, Prince, of the Atlantic Ocean?”

“Ah,” said the Prince, with that peculiar thoughtfulness which is so noticeable in him and which we observed not once but several times, “the Atlantic!”

Volumes could not have expressed his thought better.

“Did you,” we asked, “see any ice during your passage across?”

“Ah,” said the Prince, “ice! Let me think.”

We did so.

“Ice,” repeated the Prince thoughtfully.

We realized that we were in the presence not only of a soldier, a linguist and a diplomat, but of a trained scientist accustomed to exact research.

“Ice!” repeated the Prince. “Did I see any ice? No.”

Nothing could have been more decisive, more final than the clear, simple brevity of the Prince’s “No.” He had seen no ice. He knew he had seen no ice. He said he had seen no ice. Nothing could have been more straightforward, more direct. We felt assured from that moment that the Prince had not seen any ice.

The exquisite good taste with which the Prince had answered our question served to put us entirely at our ease, and we presently found ourselves chatting with His Highness with the greatest freedom and without the slightest gene or mauvaise honte, or, in fact, malvoisie of any kind.

We realized, indeed, that we were in the presence not only of a trained soldier, a linguist and a diplomat, but also of a conversationalist of the highest order.

His Highness, who has an exquisite sense of humour — indeed, it broke out again and again during our talk with him — expressed himself as both amused and perplexed over our American money.

“It is very difficult,” he said, “with us it is so simple; six and a half groner are equal to one and a third gross-groner or the quarter part of our Rigsdaler. Here it is so complicated.”

We ventured to show the Prince a fifty-cent piece and to explain its value by putting two quarters beside it.

“I see,” said the Prince, whose mathematical ability is quite exceptional, “two twenty-five-cent pieces are equal to one fifty-cent piece. I must try to remember that. Meantime,” he added, with a gesture of royal condescension, putting the money in his pocket, “I will keep your coins as instructors” — we murmured our thanks— “and now explain to me, please, your five-dollar gold piece and your ten-dollar eagle.”

We felt it proper, however, to shift the subject, and asked the Prince a few questions in regard to his views on American politics. We soon found that His Highness, although this is his first visit to this continent, is a keen student of our institutions and our political life. Indeed, His Altitude showed by his answers to our questions that he is as well informed about our politics as we are ourselves. On being asked what he viewed as the uppermost tendency in our political life of to-day, the Prince replied thoughtfully that he didn’t know. To our inquiry as to whether in his opinion democracy was moving forward or backward, the Prince, after a moment of reflection, answered that he had no idea. On our asking which of the generals of our Civil War was regarded in Europe as the greatest strategist, His Highness answered without hesitation, “George Washington.”

Before closing our interview the Prince, who, like his illustrious father, is an enthusiastic sportsman, completely turned the tables on us by inquiring eagerly about the prospects for large game in America.

We told him something — as much as we could recollect — of woodchuck hunting in our own section of the country. The Prince was interested at once. His eye lighted up, and the peculiar air of fatigue, or languor, which we had thought to remark on his face during our interview, passed entirely off his features. He asked us a number of questions, quickly and without pausing, with the air, in fact, of a man accustomed to command and not to listen. How was the woodchuck hunted? From horseback or from an elephant? Or from an armoured car, or turret? How many beaters did one use to beat up the woodchuck? What bearers was it necessary to carry with one? How great a danger must one face of having one’s beaters killed? What percentage of risk must one be prepared to incur of accidentally shooting one’s own beaters? What did a bearer cost? and so on.

All these questions we answered as best we could, the Prince apparently seizing the gist, or essential part of our answer, before we had said it.

In concluding the discussion we ventured to ask His Highness for his autograph. The Prince, who has perhaps a more exquisite sense of humour than any other sovereign of Europe, declared with a laugh that he had no pen. Still roaring over this inimitable drollery, we begged the Prince to honour us by using our own fountain-pen.

“Is there any ink in it?” asked the Prince — which threw us into a renewed paroxysm of laughter.

The Prince took the pen and very kindly autographed for us seven photographs of himself. He offered us more, but we felt that seven was about all we could use. We were still suffocated with laughter over the Prince’s wit; His Highness was still signing photographs when an equerry appeared and whispered in the Prince’s ear. His Highness, with the consummate tact to be learned only at a court, turned quietly without a word and left the room.

We never, in all our experience, remember seeing a prince — or a mere man for the matter of that — leave a room with greater suavity, discretion, or aplomb. It was a revelation of breeding, of race, of long slavery to caste. And yet, with it all, it seemed to have a touch of finality about it — a hint that the entire proceeding was deliberate, planned, not to be altered by circumstance. He did not come back.

We understand that he appeared later in the morning at a civic reception in the costume of an Alpine Jaeger, and attended the matinee in the dress of a lieutenant of police.

Meantime he has our pen. If he turns up in any costume that we can spot at sight, we shall ask him for it.

 

 

II. WITH OUR GREATEST ACTOR

That is to say, with Any One of our Sixteen Greatest Actors

It was within the privacy of his own library that we obtained — need we say with infinite difficulty — our interview with the Great Actor. He was sitting in a deep arm-chair, so buried in his own thoughts that he was oblivious of our approach. On his knee before him lay a cabinet photograph of himself. His eyes seemed to be peering into it, as if seeking to fathom its unfathomable mystery. We had time to note that a beautiful carbon photogravure of himself stood on a table at his elbow, while a magnificent half-tone pastel of himself was suspended on a string from the ceiling. It was only when we had seated ourself in a chair and taken out our notebook that the Great Actor looked up.

“An interview?” he said, and we noted with pain the weariness in his tone. “Another interview!”

We bowed.

“Publicity!” he murmured rather to himself than to us. “Publicity! Why must one always be forced into publicity?”

It was not our intention, we explained apologetically, to publish or to print a single word — 

“Eh, what?” exclaimed the Great Actor. “Not print it? Not publish it? Then what in—”

Not, we explained, without his consent.

“Ah,” he murmured wearily, “my consent. Yes, yes, I must give it. The world demands it. Print, publish anything you like. I am indifferent to praise, careless of fame. Posterity will judge me. But,” he added more briskly, “let me see a proof of it in time to make any changes I might care to.”

We bowed our assent.

“And now,” we began, “may we be permitted to ask a few questions about your art? And first, in which branch of the drama do you consider that your genius chiefly lies, in tragedy or in comedy?”

“In both,” said the Great Actor.

“You excel then,” we continued, “in neither the one nor the other?”

“Not at all,” he answered, “I excel in each of them.”

“Excuse us,” we said, “we haven’t made our meaning quite clear. What we meant to say is, stated very simply, that you do not consider yourself better in either of them than in the other?”

“Not at all,” said the Actor, as he put out his arm with that splendid gesture that we have known and admired for years, at the same time throwing back his leonine head so that his leonine hair fell back from his leonine forehead. “Not at all. I do better in both of them. My genius demands both tragedy and comedy at the same time.”

“Ah,” we said, as a light broke in upon us, “then that, we presume, is the reason why you are about to appear in Shakespeare?”

The Great Actor frowned.

“I would rather put it,” he said, “that Shakespeare is about to appear in me.”

“Of course, of course,” we murmured, ashamed of our own stupidity.

“I appear,” went on the Great Actor, “in Hamlet. I expect to present, I may say, an entirely new Hamlet.”

“A new Hamlet!” we exclaimed, fascinated. “A new Hamlet! Is such a thing possible?”

“Entirely,” said the Great Actor, throwing his leonine head forward again. “I have devoted years of study to the part. The whole conception of the part of Hamlet has been wrong.”

We sat stunned.

“All actors hitherto,” continued the Great Actor, “or rather, I should say, all so-called actors — I mean all those who tried to act before me — have been entirely mistaken in their presentation. They have presented Hamlet as dressed in black velvet.”

“Yes, yes,” we interjected, “in black velvet, yes!”

“Very good. The thing is absurd,” continued the Great Actor, as he reached down two or three heavy volumes from the shelf beside him. “Have you ever studied the Elizabethan era?”

“The which?” we asked modestly.

“The Elizabethan era?”

We were silent.

“Or the pre-Shakespearean tragedy?”

We hung our head.

“If you had, you would know that a Hamlet in black velvet is perfectly ridiculous. In Shakespeare’s day — as I could prove in a moment if you had the intelligence to understand it — there was no such thing as black velvet. It didn’t exist.”

“And how then,” we asked, intrigued, puzzled and yet delighted, “do you present Hamlet?”

“In brown velvet,” said the Great Actor.

“Great Heavens,” we exclaimed, “this is a revolution.”

“It is. But that is only one part of my conception. The main thing will be my presentation of what I may call the psychology of Hamlet.”

“The psychology!” we said.

“Yes,” resumed the Great Actor, “the psychology. To make Hamlet understood, I want to show him as a man bowed down by a great burden. He is overwhelmed with Weltschmerz. He carries in him the whole weight of the Zeitgeist; in fact, everlasting negation lies on him—”

“You mean,” we said, trying to speak as cheerfully as we could, “that things are a little bit too much for him.”

“His will,” went on the Great Actor, disregarding our interruption, “is paralysed. He seeks to move in one direction and is hurled in another. One moment he sinks into the abyss. The next, he rises above the clouds. His feet seek the ground, but find only the air—”

“Wonderful,” we said, “but will you not need a good deal of machinery?”

“Machinery!” exclaimed the Great Actor, with a leonine laugh. “The machinery of thought, the mechanism of power, of magnetism—”

“Ah,” we said, “electricity.”

“Not at all,” said the Great Actor. “You fail to understand. It is all done by my rendering. Take, for example, the famous soliloquy on death. You know it?”

“‘To be or not to be,’” we began.

“Stop,” said the Great Actor. “Now observe. It is a soliloquy. Precisely. That is the key to it. It is something that Hamlet says to himself. Not a word of it, in my interpretation, is actually spoken. All is done in absolute, unbroken silence.”

“How on earth,” we began, “can you do that?”

“Entirely and solely with my face.”

Good heavens! Was it possible? We looked again, this time very closely, at the Great Actor’s face. We realized with a thrill that it might be done.

“I come before the audience so,” he went on, “and soliloquize — thus — follow my face, please—”

As the Great Actor spoke, he threw himself into a characteristic pose with folded arms, while gust after gust of emotion, of expression, of alternate hope, doubt and despair, swept — we might say chased themselves across his features.

“Wonderful!” we gasped.

“Shakespeare’s lines,” said the Great Actor, as his face subsided to its habitual calm, “are not necessary; not, at least, with my acting. The lines, indeed, are mere stage directions, nothing more. I leave them out. This happens again and again in the play. Take, for instance, the familiar scene where Hamlet holds the skull in his hand: Shakespeare here suggests the words ‘Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him well—’”

“Yes, yes!” we interrupted, in spite of ourself, “‘a fellow of infinite jest—’”

“Your intonation is awful,” said the Actor. “But listen. In my interpretation I use no words at all. I merely carry the skull quietly in my hand, very slowly, across the stage. There I lean against a pillar at the side, with the skull in the palm of my hand, and look at it in silence.”

“Wonderful!” we said.

“I then cross over to the right of the stage, very impressively, and seat myself on a plain wooden bench, and remain for some time, looking at the skull.”

“Marvellous!”

“I then pass to the back of the stage and lie down on my stomach, still holding the skull before my eyes. After holding this posture for some time, I crawl slowly forward, portraying by the movement of my legs and stomach the whole sad history of Yorick. Finally I turn my back on the audience, still holding the skull, and convey through the spasmodic movements of my back Hamlet’s passionate grief at the loss of his friend.”

“Why!” we exclaimed, beside ourself with excitement, “this is not merely a revolution, it is a revelation.”

“Call it both,” said the Great Actor.

“The meaning of it is,” we went on, “that you practically don’t need Shakespeare at all.”

“Exactly, I do not. I could do better without him. Shakespeare cramps me. What I really mean to convey is not Shakespeare, but something greater, larger — how shall I express it — bigger.” The Great Actor paused and we waited, our pencil poised in the air. Then he murmured, as his eyes lifted in an expression of something like rapture. “In fact — ME.”

He remained thus, motionless, without moving. We slipped gently to our hands and knees and crawled quietly to the door, and so down the stairs, our notebook in our teeth.

 

 

III WITH OUR GREATEST SCIENTIST

As seen in any of our College Laboratories

It was among the retorts and test-tubes of his physical laboratory that we were privileged to interview the Great Scientist. His back was towards us when we entered. With characteristic modesty he kept it so for some time after our entry. Even when he turned round and saw us his face did not react off us as we should have expected.

He seemed to look at us, if such a thing were possible, without seeing us, or, at least, without wishing to see us.

We handed him our card.

He took it, read it, dropped it in a bowlful of sulphuric acid and then, with a quiet gesture of satisfaction, turned again to his work.

We sat for some time behind him. “This, then,” we thought to ourselves (we always think to ourselves when we are left alone), “is the man, or rather is the back of the man, who has done more” (here we consulted the notes given us by our editor), “to revolutionize our conception of atomic dynamics than the back of any other man.”

Presently the Great Scientist turned towards us with a sigh that seemed to our ears to have a note of weariness in it. Something, we felt, must be making him tired.

“What can I do for you?” he said.

“Professor,” we answered, “we have called upon you in response to an overwhelming demand on the part of the public—”

The Great Scientist nodded.

“To learn something of your new researches and discoveries in” (here we consulted a minute card which we carried in our pocket) “in radio-active-emanations which are already becoming” (we consulted our card again) “a household word—”

The Professor raised his hand as if to check us.

“I would rather say,” he murmured, “helio-radio-active—”

“So would we,” we admitted, “much rather—”

“After all,” said the Great Scientist, “helium shares in the most intimate degree the properties of radium. So, too, for the matter of that,” he added in afterthought, “do thorium, and borium!”

“Even borium!” we exclaimed, delighted, and writing rapidly in our notebook. Already we saw ourselves writing up as our headline Borium Shares Properties of Thorium.

“Just what is it,” said the Great Scientist, “that you want to know?”

“Professor,” we answered, “what our journal wants is a plain and simple explanation, so clear that even our readers can understand it, of the new scientific discoveries in radium. We understand that you possess, more than any other man, the gift of clear and lucid thought—”

The Professor nodded.

“And that you are able to express yourself with greater simplicity than any two men now lecturing.”

The Professor nodded again.

“Now, then,” we said, spreading our notes on our knee, “go at it. Tell us, and, through us, tell a quarter of a million anxious readers just what all these new discoveries are about.”

“The whole thing,” said the Professor, warming up to his work as he perceived from the motions of our face and ears our intelligent interest, “is simplicity itself. I can give it to you in a word—”

“That’s it,” we said. “Give it to us that way.”

“It amounts, if one may boil it down into a phrase—”

“Boil it, boil it,” we interrupted.

“Amounts, if one takes the mere gist of it—”

“Take it,” we said, “take it.”

“Amounts to the resolution of the ultimate atom.”

“Ha!” we exclaimed.

“I must ask you first to clear your mind,” the Professor continued, “of all conception of ponderable magnitude.”

We nodded. We had already cleared our mind of this.

“In fact,” added the Professor, with what we thought a quiet note of warning in his voice, “I need hardly tell you that what we are dealing with must be regarded as altogether ultramicroscopic.”

We hastened to assure the Professor that, in accordance with the high standards of honour represented by our journal, we should of course regard anything that he might say as ultramicroscopic and treat it accordingly.

“You say, then,” we continued, “that the essence of the problem is the resolution of the atom. Do you think you can give us any idea of what the atom is?”

The Professor looked at us searchingly.

We looked back at him, openly and frankly. The moment was critical for our interview. Could he do it? Were we the kind of person that he could give it to? Could we get it if he did?

“I think I can,” he said. “Let us begin with the assumption that the atom is an infinitesimal magnitude. Very good. Let us grant, then, that though it is imponderable and indivisible it must have a spacial content? You grant me this?”

“We do,” we said, “we do more than this, we give it to you.”

“Very well. If spacial, it must have dimension: if dimension — form. Let us assume ex hypothesi the form to be that of a spheroid and see where it leads us.”

The Professor was now intensely interested. He walked to and fro in his laboratory. His features worked with excitement. We worked ours, too, as sympathetically as we could.

“There is no other possible method in inductive science,” he added, “than to embrace some hypothesis, the most attractive that one can find, and remain with it—”

We nodded. Even in our own humble life after our day’s work we had found this true.

“Now,” said the Professor, planting himself squarely in front of us, “assuming a spherical form, and a spacial content, assuming the dynamic forces that are familiar to us and assuming — the thing is bold, I admit—”

We looked as bold as we could.

“Assuming that the ions, or nuclei of the atom — I know no better word—”

“Neither do we,” we said.

“That the nuclei move under the energy of such forces, what have we got?”

“Ha!” we said.

“What have we got? Why, the simplest matter conceivable. The forces inside our atom — itself, mind you, the function of a circle — mark that—”

We did.

“Becomes merely a function of pi!”

The Great Scientist paused with a laugh of triumph.

“A function of pi!” we repeated in delight.

“Precisely. Our conception of ultimate matter is reduced to that of an oblate spheroid described by the revolution of an ellipse on its own minor axis!”

“Good heavens!” we said. “Merely that.”

“Nothing else. And in that case any further calculation becomes a mere matter of the extraction of a root.”

“How simple,” we murmured.

“Is it not,” said the Professor. “In fact, I am accustomed, in talking to my class, to give them a very clear idea, by simply taking as our root F — F being any finite constant—”

He looked at us sharply. We nodded.

“And raising F to the log of infinity. I find they apprehend it very readily.”

“Do they?” we murmured. Ourselves we felt as if the Log of Infinity carried us to ground higher than what we commonly care to tread on.

“Of course,” said the Professor, “the Log of Infinity is an Unknown.”

“Of course,” we said very gravely. We felt ourselves here in the presence of something that demanded our reverence.

“But still,” continued the Professor almost jauntily, “we can handle the Unknown just as easily as anything else.”

This puzzled us. We kept silent. We thought it wiser to move on to more general ground. In any case, our notes were now nearly complete.

“These discoveries, then,” we said, “are absolutely revolutionary.”

“They are,” said the Professor.

“You have now, as we understand, got the atom — how shall we put it? — got it where you want it.”

“Not exactly,” said the Professor with a sad smile.

“What do you mean?” we asked.

“Unfortunately our analysis, perfect though it is, stops short. We have no synthesis.”

The Professor spoke as in deep sorrow.

“No synthesis,” we moaned. We felt it was a cruel blow. But in any case our notes were now elaborate enough. We felt that our readers could do without a synthesis. We rose to go.

“Synthetic dynamics,” said the Professor, taking us by the coat, “is only beginning—”

“In that case—” we murmured, disengaging his hand.

“But, wait, wait,” he pleaded “wait for another fifty years—”

“We will,” we said very earnestly. “But meantime as our paper goes to press this afternoon we must go now. In fifty years we will come back.”

“Oh, I see, I see,” said the Professor, “you are writing all this for a newspaper. I see.”

“Yes,” we said, “we mentioned that at the beginning.”

“Ah,” said the Professor, “did you? Very possibly. Yes.”

“We propose,” we said, “to feature the article for next Saturday.”

“Will it be long?” he asked.

“About two columns,” we answered.

“And how much,” said the Professor in a hesitating way, “do I have to pay you to put it in?”

“How much which?” we asked.

“How much do I have to pay?”

“Why, Professor—” we began quickly. Then we checked ourselves. After all was it right to undeceive him, this quiet, absorbed man of science with his ideals, his atoms and his emanations. No, a hundred times no. Let him pay a hundred times.

“It will cost you,” we said very firmly, “ten dollars.”

The Professor began groping among his apparatus. We knew that he was looking for his purse.

“We should like also very much,” we said, “to insert your picture along with the article—”

“Would that cost much?” he asked.

“No, that is only five dollars.”

The Professor had meantime found his purse.

“Would it be all right,” he began, “that is, would you mind if I pay you the money now? I am apt to forget.”

“Quite all right,” we answered. We said good-bye very gently and passed out. We felt somehow as if we had touched a higher life. “Such,” we murmured, as we looked about the ancient campus, “are the men of science: are there, perhaps, any others of them round this morning that we might interview?”

 

 

IV. WITH OUR TYPICAL NOVELISTS

Edwin and Ethelinda Afterthought — Husband and Wife — In their Delightful Home Life.

It was at their beautiful country place on the Woonagansett that we had the pleasure of interviewing the Afterthoughts. At their own cordial invitation, we had walked over from the nearest railway station, a distance of some fourteen miles. Indeed, as soon as they heard of our intention they invited us to walk. “We are so sorry not to bring you in the motor,” they wrote, “but the roads are so frightfully dusty that we might get dust on our chauffeur.” This little touch of thoughtfulness is the keynote of their character.

The house itself is a delightful old mansion giving on a wide garden, which gives in turn on a broad terrace giving on the river.

The Eminent Novelist met us at the gate. We had expected to find the author of Angela Rivers and The Garden of Desire a pale aesthetic type (we have a way of expecting the wrong thing in our interviews). We could not resist a shock of surprise (indeed we seldom do) at finding him a burly out-of-door man weighting, as he himself told us, a hundred stone in his stockinged feet (we think he said stone).

He shook hands cordially.

“Come and see my pigs,” he said.

“We wanted to ask you,” we began, as we went down the walk, “something about your books.”

“Let’s look at the pigs first,” he said. “Are you anything of a pig man?”

We are always anxious in our interviews to be all things to all men. But we were compelled to admit that we were not much of a pig man.

“Ah,” said the Great Novelist, “perhaps you are more of a dog man?”

“Not altogether a dog man,” we answered.

“Anything of a bee man?” he asked.

“Something,” we said (we were once stung by a bee).

“Ah,” he said, “you shall have a go at the beehives, then, right away?”

We assured him that we were willing to postpone a go at the beehives till later.

“Come along, then, to the styes,” said the Great Novelist, and he added, “Perhaps you’re not much of a breeder.”

We blushed. We thought of the five little faces around the table for which we provide food by writing our interviews.

“No,” we said, “we were not much of a breeder.”

“Now then,” said the Great Novelist as we reached our goal, “how do you like this stye?”

“Very much indeed,” we said.

“I’ve put in a new tile draining — my own plan. You notice how sweet it keeps the stye.”

We had not noticed this.

“I am afraid,” said the Novelist, “that the pigs are all asleep inside.”

We begged him on no account to waken them. He offered to open the little door at the side and let us crawl in. We insisted that we could not think of intruding.

“What we would like,” we said, “is to hear something of your methods of work in novel writing.” We said this with very peculiar conviction. Quite apart from the immediate purposes of our interview, we have always been most anxious to know by what process novels are written. If we could get to know this, we would write one ourselves.

“Come and see my bulls first,” said the Novelist. “I’ve got a couple of young bulls here in the paddock that will interest you.”

We felt sure that they would.

He led us to a little green fence. Inside it were two ferocious looking animals, eating grain. They rolled their eyes upwards at us as they ate.

“How do those strike you?” he asked.

We assured him that they struck us as our beau ideal of bulls.

“Like to walk in beside them?” said the Novelist, opening a little gate.

We drew back. Was it fair to disturb these bulls?

The Great Novelist noticed our hesitation.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “They’re not likely to harm you. I send my hired man right in beside them every morning, without the slightest hesitation.”

We looked at the Eminent Novelist with admiration. We realized that like so many of our writers, actors, and even our thinkers, of to-day, he was an open-air man in every sense of the word.

But we shook our heads.

Bulls, we explained, were not a department of research for which we were equipped. What we wanted, we said, was to learn something of his methods of work.

“My methods of work?” he answered, as we turned up the path again. “Well, really, I hardly know that I have any.”

“What is your plan or method,” we asked, getting out our notebook and pencil, “of laying the beginning of a new novel?”

“My usual plan,” said the Novelist, “is to come out here and sit in the stye till I get my characters.”

“Does it take long?” we questioned.

“Not very. I generally find that a quiet half-hour spent among the hogs will give me at least my leading character.”

“And what do you do next?”

“Oh, after that I generally light a pipe and go and sit among the beehives looking for an incident.”

“Do you get it?” we asked.

“Invariably. After that I make a few notes, then go off for a ten mile tramp with my esquimaux dogs, and get back in time to have a go through the cattle sheds and take a romp with the young bulls.”

We sighed. We couldn’t help it. Novel writing seemed further away than ever.

“Have you also a goat on the premises?” we asked.

“Oh, certainly. A ripping old fellow — come along and see him.”

We shook our heads. No doubt our disappointment showed in our face. It often does. We felt that it was altogether right and wholesome that our great novels of to-day should be written in this fashion with the help of goats, dogs, hogs and young bulls. But we felt, too, that it was not for us.

We permitted ourselves one further question.

“At what time,” we said, “do you rise in the morning?”

“Oh anywhere between four and five,” said the Novelist.

“Ah, and do you generally take a cold dip as soon as you are up — even in winter?”

“I do.”

“You prefer, no doubt,” we said, with a dejection that we could not conceal, “to have water with a good coat of ice over it?”

“Oh, certainly!”

We said no more. We have long understood the reasons for our own failure in life, but it was painful to receive a renewed corroboration of it. This ice question has stood in our way for forty-seven years.

The Great Novelist seemed to note our dejection.

“Come to the house,” he said, “my wife will give you a cup of tea.”

In a few moments we had forgotten all our troubles in the presence of one of the most charming chatelaines it has been our lot to meet.

We sat on a low stool immediately beside Ethelinda Afterthought, who presided in her own gracious fashion over the tea-urn.

“So you want to know something of my methods of work?” she said, as she poured hot tea over our leg.

“We do,” we answered, taking out our little book and recovering something of our enthusiasm. We do not mind hot tea being poured over us if people treat us as a human being.

“Can you indicate,” we continued, “what method you follow in beginning one of your novels?”

“I always begin,” said Ethelinda Afterthought, “with a study.”

“A study?” we queried.

“Yes. I mean a study of actual facts. Take, for example, my Leaves from the Life of a Steam Laundrywoman — more tea?”

“No, no,” we said.

“Well, to make that book I first worked two years in a laundry.”

“Two years!” we exclaimed. “And why?”

“To get the atmosphere.”

“The steam?” we questioned.

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Afterthought, “I did that separately. I took a course in steam at a technical school.”

“Is it possible?” we said, our heart beginning to sing again. “Was all that necessary?”

“I don’t see how one could do it otherwise. The story opens, as no doubt you remember — tea? — in the boiler room of the laundry.”

“Yes,” we said, moving our leg— “no, thank you.”

“So you see the only possible point d’appui was to begin with a description of the inside of the boiler.”

We nodded.

“A masterly thing,” we said.

“My wife,” interrupted the Great Novelist, who was sitting with the head of a huge Danish hound in his lap, sharing his buttered toast with the dog while he adjusted a set of trout flies, “is a great worker.”

“Do you always work on that method?” we asked.

“Always,” she answered. “For Frederica of the Factory I spent six months in a knitting mill. For Marguerite of the Mud Flats I made special studies for months and months.”

“Of what sort?” we asked.

“In mud. Learning to model it. You see for a story of that sort the first thing needed is a thorough knowledge of mud — all kinds of it.”

“And what are you doing next?” we inquired.

“My next book,” said the Lady Novelist, “is to be a study — tea? — of the pickle industry — perfectly new ground.”

“A fascinating field,” we murmured.

“And quite new. Several of our writers have done the slaughter-house, and in England a good deal has been done in jam. But so far no one has done pickles. I should like, if I could,” added Ethelinda Afterthought, with the graceful modesty that is characteristic of her, “to make it the first of a series of pickle novels, showing, don’t you know, the whole pickle district, and perhaps following a family of pickle workers for four or five generations.”

“Four or five!” we said enthusiastically. “Make it ten! And have you any plan for work beyond that?”

“Oh, yes indeed,” laughed the Lady Novelist. “I am always planning ahead. What I want to do after that is a study of the inside of a penitentiary.”

“Of the inside?” we said, with a shudder.

“Yes. To do it, of course, I shall go to jail for two or three years!”

“But how can you get in?” we asked, thrilled at the quiet determination of the frail woman before us.

“I shall demand it as a right,” she answered quietly. “I shall go to the authorities, at the head of a band of enthusiastic women, and demand that I shall be sent to jail. Surely after the work I have done, that much is coming to me.”

“It certainly is,” we said warmly.

We rose to go.

Both the novelists shook hands with us with great cordiality. Mr. Afterthought walked as far as the front door with us and showed us a short cut past the beehives that could take us directly through the bull pasture to the main road.

We walked away in the gathering darkness of evening very quietly. We made up our mind as we went that novel writing is not for us. We must reach the penitentiary in some other way.

But we thought it well to set down our interview as a guide to others.


The New Education
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“SO YOU’RE GOING back to college in a fortnight,” I said to the Bright Young Thing on the veranda of the summer hotel. “Aren’t you sorry?”

“In a way I am,” she said, “but in another sense I’m glad to go back. One can’t loaf all the time.”

She looked up from her rocking-chair over her Red Cross knitting with great earnestness.

How full of purpose these modern students are, I thought to myself. In my time we used to go back to college as to a treadmill.

“I know that,” I said, “but what I mean is that college, after all, is a pretty hard grind. Things like mathematics and Greek are no joke, are they? In my day, as I remember it, we used to think spherical trigonometry about the hardest stuff of the lot.”

She looked dubious.

“I didn’t elect mathematics,” she said.

“Oh,” I said, “I see. So you don’t have to take it. And what have you elected?”

“For this coming half semester — that’s six weeks, you know — I’ve elected Social Endeavour.”

“Ah,” I said, “that’s since my day, what is it?”

“Oh, it’s awfully interesting. It’s the study of conditions.”

“What kind of conditions?” I asked.

“All conditions. Perhaps I can’t explain it properly. But I have the prospectus of it indoors if you’d like to see it. We take up Society.”

“And what do you do with it?”

“Analyse it,” she said.

“But it must mean reading a tremendous lot of books.”

“No,” she answered. “We don’t use books in this course. It’s all Laboratory Work.”

“Now I am mystified,” I said. “What do you mean by Laboratory Work?”

“Well,” answered the girl student with a thoughtful look upon her face, “you see, we are supposed to break society up into its elements.”

“In six weeks?”

“Some of the girls do it in six weeks. Some put in a whole semester and take twelve weeks at it.”

“So as to break up pretty thoroughly?” I said.

“Yes,” she assented. “But most of the girls think six weeks is enough.”

“That ought to pulverize it pretty completely. But how do you go at it?”

“Well,” the girl said, “it’s all done with Laboratory Work. We take, for instance, department stores. I think that is the first thing we do, we take up the department store.”

“And what do you do with it?”

“We study it as a Social Germ.”

“Ah,” I said, “as a Social Germ.”

“Yes,” said the girl, delighted to see that I was beginning to understand, “as a Germ. All the work is done in the concrete. The class goes down with the professor to the department store itself—”

“And then—”

“Then they walk all through it, observing.”

“But have none of them ever been in a departmental store before?”

“Oh, of course, but, you see, we go as Observers.”

“Ah, now, I understand. You mean you don’t buy anything and so you are able to watch everything?”

“No,” she said, “it’s not that. We do buy things. That’s part of it. Most of the girls like to buy little knick-knacks, and anyway it gives them a good chance to do their shopping while they’re there. But while they are there they are observing. Then afterwards they make charts.”

“Charts of what?” I asked.

“Charts of the employes; they’re used to show the brain movement involved.”

“Do you find much?”

“Well,” she said hesitatingly, “the idea is to reduce all the employes to a Curve.”

“To a Curve?” I exclaimed, “an In or an Out.”

“No, no, not exactly that. Didn’t you use Curves when you were at college?”

“Never,” I said.

“Oh, well, nowadays nearly everything, you know, is done into a Curve. We put them on the board.”

“And what is this particular Curve of the employe used for?” I asked.

“Why,” said the student, “the idea is that from the Curve we can get the Norm of the employe.”

“Get his Norm?” I asked.

“Yes, get the Norm. That stands for the Root Form of the employe as a social factor.”

“And what can you do with that?”

“Oh, when we have that we can tell what the employe would do under any and every circumstance. At least that’s the idea — though I’m really only quoting,” she added, breaking off in a diffident way, “from what Miss Thinker, the professor of Social Endeavour, says. She’s really fine. She’s making a general chart of the female employes of one of the biggest stores to show what percentage in case of fire would jump out of the window and what percentage would run to the fire escape.”

“It’s a wonderful course,” I said. “We had nothing like it when I went to college. And does it only take in departmental stores?”

“No,” said the girl, “the laboratory work includes for this semester ice-cream parlours as well.”

“What do you do with them?”

“We take them up as Social Cells, Nuclei, I think the professor calls them.”

“And how do you go at them?” I asked.

“Why, the girls go to them in little laboratory groups and study them.”

“They eat ice-cream in them?”

“They have to,” she said, “to make it concrete. But while they are doing it they are considering the ice-cream parlour merely as a section of social protoplasm.”

“Does the professor go?” I asked.

“Oh, yes, she heads each group. Professor Thinker never spares herself from work.”

“Dear me,” I said, “you must be kept very busy. And is Social Endeavour all that you are going to do?”

“No,” she answered, “I’m electing a half-course in Nature Work as well.”

“Nature Work? Well! Well! That, I suppose, means cramming up a lot of biology and zoology, does it not?”

“No,” said the girl, “it’s not exactly done with books. I believe it is all done by Field Work.”

“Field Work?”

“Yes. Field Work four times a week and an Excursion every Saturday.”

“And what do you do in the Field Work?”

“The girls,” she answered, “go out in groups anywhere out of doors, and make a Nature Study of anything they see.”

“How do they do that?” I asked.

“Why, they look at it. Suppose, for example, they come to a stream or a pond or anything—”

“Yes—”

“Well, they look at it.”

“Had they never done that before?” I asked.

“Ah, but they look at it as a Nature Unit. Each girl must take forty units in the course. I think we only do one unit each day we go out.”

“It must,” I said, “be pretty fatiguing work, and what about the Excursion?”

“That’s every Saturday. We go out with Miss Stalk, the professor of Ambulation.”

“And where do you go?”

“Oh, anywhere. One day we go perhaps for a trip on a steamer and another Saturday somewhere in motors, and so on.”

“Doing what?” I asked.

“Field Work. The aim of the course — I’m afraid I’m quoting Miss Stalk but I don’t mind, she’s really fine — is to break nature into its elements—”

“I see—”

“So as to view it as the external structure of Society and make deductions from it.”

“Have you made any?” I asked.

“Oh, no” — she laughed— “I’m only starting the work this term. But, of course, I shall have to. Each girl makes at least one deduction at the end of the course. Some of the seniors make two or three. But you have to make one.”

“It’s a great course,” I said. “No wonder you are going to be busy; and, as you say, how much better than loafing round here doing nothing.”

“Isn’t it?” said the girl student with enthusiasm in her eyes. “It gives one such a sense of purpose, such a feeling of doing something.”

“It must,” I answered.

“Oh, goodness,” she exclaimed, “there’s the lunch bell. I must skip and get ready.”

She was just vanishing from my side when the Burly Male Student, who was also staying in the hotel, came puffing up after his five-mile run. He was getting himself into trim for enlistment, so he told me. He noted the retreating form of the college girl as he sat down.

“I’ve just been talking to her,” I said, “about her college work. She seems to be studying a queer lot of stuff — Social Endeavour and all that!”

“Awful piffle,” said the young man. “But the girls naturally run to all that sort of rot, you know.”

“Now, your work,” I went on, “is no doubt very different. I mean what you were taking before the war came along. I suppose you fellows have an awful dose of mathematics and philology and so on just as I did in my college days?”

Something like a blush came across the face of the handsome youth.

“Well, no,” he said, “I didn’t co-opt mathematics. At our college, you know, we co-opt two majors and two minors.”

“I see,” I said, “and what were you co-opting?”

“I co-opted Turkish, Music, and Religion,” he answered.

“Oh, yes,” I said with a sort of reverential respect, “fitting yourself for a position of choir-master in a Turkish cathedral, no doubt.”

“No, no,” he said, “I’m going into insurance; but, you see, those subjects fitted in better than anything else.”

“Fitted in?”

“Yes. Turkish comes at nine, music at ten and religion at eleven. So they make a good combination; they leave a man free to—”

“To develop his mind,” I said. “We used to find in my college days that lectures interfered with it badly. But now, Turkish, that must be an interesting language, eh?”

“Search me!” said the student. “All you have to do is answer the roll and go out. Forty roll-calls give you one Turkish unit — but, say, I must get on, I’ve got to change. So long.”

I could not help reflecting, as the young man left me, on the great changes that have come over our college education. It was a relief to me later in the day to talk with a quiet, sombre man, himself a graduate student in philosophy, on this topic. He agreed with me that the old strenuous studies seem to be very largely abandoned.

I looked at the sombre man with respect.

“Now your work,” I said, “is very different from what these young people are doing — hard, solid, definite effort. What a relief it must be to you to get a brief vacation up here. I couldn’t help thinking to-day, as I watched you moving round doing nothing, how fine it must feel for you to come up here after your hard work and put in a month of out-and-out loafing.”

“Loafing!” he said indignantly. “I’m not loafing. I’m putting in a half summer course in Introspection. That’s why I’m here. I get credit for two majors for my time here.”

“Ah,” I said, as gently as I could, “you get credit here.”

He left me. I am still pondering over our new education. Meantime I think I shall enter my little boy’s name on the books of Tuskegee College where the education is still old-fashioned.


The Errors of Santa Claus
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IT WAS CHRISTMAS Eve.

The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.

Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.

“What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?” asked Brown.

“A train,” said Jones, “new kind of thing — automatic.”

“Let’s have a look at it,” said Brown.

Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.

“Ingenious thing, isn’t it?” he said. “Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with trains, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” assented Brown. “How are the rails fixed?”

“Wait, I’ll show you,” said Jones. “Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so—”

“Oh, yes, I catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? Just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got Willy a toy aeroplane.”

“I know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought I’d get him a train this time. I told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin, of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a spring coiled up inside the fire box.”

“Wind her up,” said Brown with great interest. “Let’s see her go.”

“All right,” said Jones. “Just pile up two or three plates or something to lean the end of the rails on. There, notice the way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for a kid, eh?”

“Yes,” said Brown. “And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh? Just like real?”

“Now then, Brown,” Jones went on, “you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer, eh!”

Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.

But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much interested.

“Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,” said Mrs. Brown. “Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. I must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?”

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Jones, “and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out and ready to stitch together.”

“Oh, how perfectly lovely!” exclaimed Mrs. Brown. “I think the mauve one would suit the doll best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?”

“What a good idea!” said Mrs. Jones. “Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.”

And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

“Dandy, aren’t they?” Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s bedroom. “A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?”

“Fine!” said Willie appreciatively. “I’m giving Father cigars.”

“I know, I thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.”

“Thanks,” answered Willie. “I’d like one immensely. I only started smoking last spring — on my twelfth birthday. I think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It stunts him. I waited till I was twelve.”

“Me too,” said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. “In fact, I wouldn’t buy them now if it weren’t for Dad. I simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa Claus absolutely, you know.”

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little bridge set that she got for her mother.

“Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?” said Ulvina. “And don’t you love this little Dutch design — or is it Flemish, darling?”

“Dutch,” said Clarisse. “Isn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the money in when you play. I needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately — but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?”

“Oh, abominable,” shuddered Ulvina. “But your mamma never plays for money, does she?”

“Mamma! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But I shall tell her that Santa Claus insisted on putting in the little money boxes.”

“I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.”

“Oh, absolutely,” said Clarisse, and added, “What if we play a little game! With a double dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.”

“All right,” agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room. But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter, with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact, he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing with the train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs. Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out all right after all.


Lost in New York

A VISITOR’S SOLILOQUY
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WELL! WELL!

Whatever has been happening to this place, to New York? Changed? Changed since I was here in ‘86? Well, I should say so.

The hack-driver of the old days that I used to find waiting for me at the station curb, with that impossible horse of his — the hack-driver with his bulbous red face, and the nice smell of rye whisky all ‘round him for yards — gone, so it seems, for ever.

And in place of him this — what is it they call it? — taxi, with a clean-shaven cut-throat steering it. “Get in,” he says, Just that. He doesn’t offer to help me or lift my satchel. All right, young man, I’m crawling in.

That’s the machine that marks it, eh? I suppose they have them rigged up so they can punch up anything they like. I thought so — he hits it up to fifty cents before we start. But I saw him do it. Well, I can stand for it this time. I’ll not be caught in one of these again.

The hotel? All right, I’m getting out. My hotel? But what is it they have done to it? They must have added ten stories to it. It reaches to the sky. But I’ll not try to look to the top of it. Not with this satchel in my hand: no, sir! I’ll wait till I’m safe inside. In there I’ll feel all right. They’ll know me in there. They’ll remember right away my visit in the fall of ‘86. They won’t easily have forgotten that big dinner I gave — nine people at a dollar fifty a plate, with the cigars extra. The clerk will remember me, all right.

Know me? Not they. The clerk know me! How could he? For it seems now there isn’t any clerk, or not as there used to be. They have subdivided him somehow into five or six. There is a man behind a desk, a majestic sort of man, waving his hand. It would be sheer madness to claim acquaintance with him. There is another with a great book, adjusting cards in it; and another, behind glass labelled “Cashier,” and busy as a bank; there are two with mail and telegrams. They are all too busy to know me.

Shall I sneak up near to them, keeping my satchel in my hand? I wonder, do they see me? Can they see me, a mere thing like me? I am within ten feet of them, but I am certain that they cannot see me. I am, and I feel it, absolutely invisible.

Ha! One has seen me. He turns to me, or rather he rounds upon me, with the words “Well, sir?” That, and nothing else, sharp and hard. There is none of the ancient kindly pretence of knowing my name, no reaching out a welcome hand and calling me Mr. Er — Er — till he has read my name upside down while I am writing it and can address me as a familiar friend. No friendly questioning about the crops in my part of the country. The crops, forsooth! What do these young men know about crops?

A room? Had I any reservation? Any which? Any reservation. Oh, I see, had I written down from home to say that I was coming? No, I had not because the truth is I came at very short notice. I didn’t know till a week before that my brother-in-law — He is not listening. He has moved away. I will stand and wait till he comes back. I am intruding here; I had no right to disturb these people like this.

Oh, I can have a room at eleven o’clock. When it is which? — is vacated. Oh, yes, I see, when the man in it gets up and goes away. I didn’t for the minute catch on to what the word — He has stopped listening.

Never mind, I can wait. From eight to eleven is only three hours, anyway. I will move about here and look at things. If I keep moving they will notice me less. Ha! books and news papers and magazines — what a stack of them! Like a regular book-store. I will stand here and take a look at some of them. Eh! what’s that? Did I want to buy anything? Well, no, I hadn’t exactly — I was just — Oh, I see, they’re on sale. All right, yes, give me this one — fifty cents — all right — and this and these others. That’s all right, miss, I’m not stingy. They always say of me up in our town that when I — She has stopped listening.

Never mind. I will walk up and down again with the magazines under my arm. That will make people think I live here. Better still if I could put the magazines in my satchel. But how? There is no way to set it down and undo the straps. I wonder if I could dare put it for a minute on that table, the polished one — ? Or no, they wouldn’t likely allow a man to put a bag there.

Well, I can wait. Anyway, it’s eight o’clock and soon, surely, breakfast will be ready. As soon as I hear the gong I can go in there. I wonder if I could find out first where the dining-room is. It used always to be marked across the door, but I don’t seem to see it. Darn it, I’ll ask that man in uniform. If I’m here prepared to spend my good money to get breakfast I guess I’m not scared to ask a simple question of a man in uniform. Or no, I’ll not ask him. I’ll try this one — or no, he’s busy. I’ll ask this other boy. Say, would you mind, if you please, telling me, please, which way the dining-room — Eh, what? Do I want which? The grill room or the palm room? Why, I tell you, young man, I just wanted to get some breakfast if it’s — what? Do I want what? I didn’t quite get that — a la carte? No, thanks — and, what’s that? table de what? in the palm room? No, I just wanted — but it doesn’t matter. I’ll wait ‘round here and look about till I hear the gong. Don’t worry about me.

What’s that? What’s that boy shouting out — that boy with the tray? A call for Mr. Something or Other — say, must be something happened pretty serious! A call for Mr. — why, that’s for me! Hullo! Here I am! Here, it’s Me! Here I am — wanted at the desk? all right, I’m coming, I’m hurrying. I guess something’s wrong at home, eh! Here I am. That’s my name. I’m ready.

Oh, a room. You’ve got a room for me. All right. The fifteenth floor! Good heavens! Away up there! Never mind, I’ll take it. Can’t give me a bath? That’s all right. I had one.

Elevator over this way? All right, I’ll come along. Thanks, I can carry it. But I don’t see any elevator? Oh, this door in the wall? Well! I’m hanged. This the elevator! It certainly has changed. The elevator that I remember had a rope in the middle of it, and you pulled the rope up as you went, wheezing and clanking all the way to the fifth floor. But this looks a queer sort of machine. How do you do — Oh, I beg your pardon. I was in the road of the door, I guess. Excuse me, I’m afraid I got in the way of your elbow. It’s all right, you didn’t hurt — or, not bad.

Gee whiz! It goes fast. Are you sure you can stop it? Better be careful, young man. There was an elevator once in our town that — fifteenth floor? All right.

This room, eh! Great Scott, it’s high up. Say, better not go too near that window, boy. That would be a hell of a drop if a feller fell out. You needn’t wait. Oh, I see. I beg your pardon. I suppose a quarter is enough, eh?

Well, it’s a relief to be alone. But say, this is high up! And what a noise! What is it they’re doing out there, away out in the air, with all that clatter — building a steel building, I guess. Well, those fellers have their nerve, all right. I’ll sit further back from the window.

It’s lonely up here. In the old days I could have rung a bell and had a drink sent up to the room; but away up here on the fifteenth floor! Oh, no, they’d never send a drink clean up to the fifteenth floor. Of course, in the old days, I could have put on my canvas slippers and walked down to the bar and had a drink and talked to the bar-tender.

But of course they wouldn’t have a bar in a place like this. I’d like to go down and see, but I don’t know that I’d care to ask, anyway. No, I guess I’ll just sit and wait. Some one will come for me, I guess, after a while.

If I were back right now in our town, I could walk into Ed Clancey’s restaurant and have ham and eggs, or steak and eggs, or anything, for thirty-five cents.

Our town up home is a peach of a little town, anyway.

Say, I just feel as if I’d like to take my satchel and jump clean out of that window. It would be a good rebuke to them.

But, pshaw! what would they care?


This Strenuous Age
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SOMETHING IS HAPPENING, I regret to find, to the world in which we used to live. The poor old thing is being “speeded up.” There is “efficiency” in the air. Offices open at eight o’clock. Millionaires lunch on a baked apple. Bankers eat practically nothing. A college president has declared that there are more foot pounds of energy in a glass of peptonized milk than in — something else, I forget what. All this is very fine. Yet somehow I feel out of it.

My friends are failing me. They won’t sit up after midnight. They have taken to sleeping out of doors, on porches and pergolas. Some, I understand, merely roost on plain wooden bars. They rise early. They take deep breathing. They bathe in ice water. They are no good.

This change I am sure, is excellent. It is, I am certain, just as it ought to be. I am merely saying, quietly and humbly, that I am not in it. I am being left behind. Take, for example, the case of alcohol. That, at least, is what it is called now. There were days when we called it Bourbon whisky and Tom Gin, and when the very name of it breathed romance. That time is past.

The poor stuff is now called alcohol, and none so low that he has a good word for it. Quite right, I am certain. I don’t defend it. Alcohol, they are saying to-day, if taken in sufficient quantities, tears all the outer coating off the diaphragm. It leaves the epigastric tissue, so I am informed, a useless wreck.

This I don’t deny. It gets, they tell me, into the brain. I don’t dispute it. It turns the prosencephalon into mere punk. I know it. I’ve felt it doing it. They tell me — and I believe it — that after even one glass of alcohol, or shall we say Scotch whisky and soda, a man’s working power is lowered by twenty per cent. This is a dreadful thing. After three glasses, so it is held, his capacity for sustained rigid thought is cut in two. And after about six glasses the man’s working power is reduced by at least a hundred per cent. He merely sits there — in his arm-chair, at his club let us say — with all power, even all desire to work gone out of him, not thinking rigidly, not sustaining his thought, a mere shapeless chunk of geniality, half hidden in the blue smoke of his cigar.

Very dreadful, not a doubt. Alcohol is doomed; it is going it is gone. Yet when I think of a hot Scotch on a winter evening, or a Tom Collins on a summer morning, or a gin Rickey beside a tennis-court, or a stein of beer on a bench beside a bowling-green — I wish somehow that we could prohibit the use of alcohol and merely drink beer and whisky and gin as we used to. But these things, it appears, interfere with work. They have got to go.

But turn to the broader and simpler question of work itself. In my time one hated it. It was viewed as the natural enemy of man. Now the world has fallen in love with it. My friends, I find, take their deep breathing and their porch sleeping because it makes them work better. They go for a week’s vacation in Virginia not for its own sake, but because they say they can work better when they get back. I know a man who wears very loose boots because he can work better in them: and another who wears only soft shirts because he can work better in a soft shirt. There are plenty of men now who would wear dog-harness if they thought they could work more in it. I know another man who walks away out into the country every Sunday: not that he likes the country — he wouldn’t recognize a bumble bee if he saw it — but he claims that if he walks on Sunday his head is as clear as a bell for work on Monday.

Against work itself, I say nothing. But I sometimes wonder if I stand alone in this thing. Am I the only person left who hates it?

Nor is work all. Take food. I admit, here and now, that the lunch I like best — I mean for an ordinary plain lunch, not a party — is a beef steak about one foot square and two inches thick. Can I work on it? No, I can’t, but I can work in spite of it. That is as much as one used to ask, twenty-five years ago.

Yet now I find that all my friends boast ostentatiously about the meagre lunch they eat. One tells me that he finds a glass of milk and a prune is quite as much as he cares to take. Another says that a dry biscuit and a glass of water is all that his brain will stand. One lunches on the white of an egg. Another eats merely the yolk. I have only two friends left who can eat a whole egg at a time.

I understand that the fear of these men is that if they eat more than an egg or a biscuit they will feel heavy after lunch. Why they object to feeling heavy, I do not know. Personally, I enjoy it. I like nothing better than to sit round after a heavy lunch with half a dozen heavy friends, smoking heavy cigars. I am well aware that that is wicked. I merely confess the fact. I do not palliate it.

Nor is food all, nor drink, nor work, nor open air. There has spread abroad along with the so-called physical efficiency a perfect passion for information. Somehow if a man’s stomach is empty and his head clear as a bell, and if he won’t drink and won’t smoke, he reaches out for information. He wants facts. He reads the newspapers all though, instead of only reading the headings. He clamours for articles filled with statistics about illiteracy and alien immigration and the number of battleships in the Japanese navy.

I know quite a lot of men who have actually bought the new Encyclopaedia Britannica. What is more, they read the thing. They sit in their apartments at night with a glass of water at their elbow reading the encyclopaedia. They say that it is literally filled with facts. Other men spend their time reading the Statistical Abstract of the United States (they say the figures in it are great) and the Acts of Congress, and the list of Presidents since Washington (or was it Washington?).

Spending their evenings thus, and topping it off with a cold baked apple, and sleeping out in the snow, they go to work in the morning, so they tell me, with a positive sense of exhilaration. I have no doubt that they do. But, for me, I confess that once and for all I am out of it. I am left behind.

Add to it all such rising dangers as total prohibition, and the female franchise, the daylight saving, and eugenic marriage, together with proportional representation, the initiative and the referendum, and the duty of the citizen to take an intelligent interest in politics — and I admit that I shall not be sorry to go away from here.

But before I do go, I have one hope. I understand that down in Hayti things are very different. Bull fights, cock fights, dog fights, are openly permitted. Business never begins till eleven in the morning. Everybody sleeps after lunch, and the bars remain open all night. Marriage is but a casual relation. In fact, the general condition of morality, so they tell me, is lower in Hayti than it has been anywhere since the time of Nero. Me for Hayti.


The Old, Old Story of How Five Men Went Fishing
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THIS IS A plain account of a fishing party. It is not a story. There is no plot. Nothing happens in it and nobody is hurt. The only point of this narrative is its peculiar truth. It not only tells what happened to us — the five people concerned in it — but what has happened and is happening to all the other fishing parties that at the season of the year, from Halifax to Idaho, go gliding out on the unruffled surface of our Canadian and American lakes in the still cool of early summer morning.

We decided to go in the early morning because there is a popular belief that the early morning is the right time for bass fishing. The bass is said to bite in the early morning. Perhaps it does. In fact the thing is almost capable of scientific proof. The bass does not bite between eight and twelve. It does not bite between twelve and six in the afternoon. Nor does it bite between six o’clock and midnight. All these things are known facts. The inference is that the bass bites furiously at about daybreak.

At any rate our party were unanimous about starting early. “Better make an early start,” said the Colonel, when the idea of the party was suggested. “Oh, yes,” said George Popley, the bank manager, “we want to get right out on the shoal while the fish are biting.”

When he said this all our eyes glistened. Everybody’s do. There’s a thrill in the words. To “get right out on the shoal at daybreak when the fish are biting,” is an idea that goes to any man’s brain.

If you listen to the men talking in a Pullman car, or an hotel corridor, or, better still, at the little tables in a first-class bar, you will not listen long before you hear one say: “Well, we got out early, just after sunrise, right on the shoal.” And presently, even if you can’t hear him, you will see him reach out his two hands and hold them about two feet apart for the other man to admire. He is measuring the fish. No, not the fish they caught; this was the big one that they lost. But they had him right up to the top of the water. Oh, yes, he was up to the top of the water all right. The number of huge fish that have been heaved up to the top of the water in our lakes is almost incredible. Or at least it used to be when we still had bar rooms and little tables for serving that vile stuff Scotch whisky and such foul things as gin Rickeys and John Collinses. It makes one sick to think of it, doesn’t it? But there was good fishing in the bars, all the winter.

But, as I say, we decided to go early in the morning. Charlie Jones, the railroad man, said that he remembered how when he was a boy, up in Wisconsin, they used to get out at five in the morning — not get up at five but be on the shoal at five. It appears that there is a shoal somewhere in Wisconsin where the bass lie in thousands. Kernin, the lawyer, said that when he was a boy — this was on Lake Rosseau — they used to get out at four. It seems there is a shoal in Lake Rosseau where you can haul up the bass as fast as you can drop your line. The shoal is hard to find — very hard. Kernin can find it, but it is doubtful — so I gather — if any other living man can. The Wisconsin shoal, too, is very difficult to find. Once you find it, you are all right; but it’s hard to find. Charlie Jones can find it. If you were in Wisconsin right now he’d take you straight to it, but probably no other person now alive could reach that shoal. In the same way Colonel Morse knows of a shoal in Lake Simcoe where he used to fish years and years ago and which, I understand, he can still find.

I have mentioned that Kernin is a lawyer, and Jones a railroad man and Popley a banker. But I needn’t have. Any reader would take it for granted. In any fishing party there is always a lawyer. You can tell him at sight. He is the one of the party that has a landing net and a steel rod in sections with a wheel that is used to wind the fish to the top of the water.

And there is always a banker. You can tell him by his good clothes. Popley, in the bank, wears his banking suit. When he goes fishing he wears his fishing suit. It is much the better of the two, because his banking suit has ink marks on it, and his fishing suit has no fish marks on it.

As for the railroad man — quite so, the reader knows it as well as I do — you can tell him because he carries a pole that he cut in the bush himself, with a ten-cent line wrapped round the end of it. Jones says he can catch as many fish with this kind of line as Kernin can with his patent rod and wheel. So he can too. Just the same number.

But Kernin says that with his patent apparatus if you get a fish on you can play him. Jones says to Hades with playing him: give him a fish on his line and he’ll haul him in all right. Kernin says he’d lose him. But Jones says he wouldn’t. In fact he guarantees to haul the fish in. Kernin says that more than once — in Lake Rosseau — he has played a fish for over half an hour. I forget now why he stopped; I think the fish quit playing.

I have heard Kernin and Jones argue this question of their two rods, as to which rod can best pull in the fish, for half an hour. Others may have heard the same question debated. I know no way by which it could be settled.

Our arrangement to go fishing was made at the little golf club of our summer town on the veranda where we sit in the evening. Oh, it’s just a little place, nothing pretentious: the links are not much good for golf; in fact we don’t play much golf there, so far as golf goes, and of course, we don’t serve meals at the club, it’s not like that — and no, we’ve nothing to drink there because of prohibition. But we go and sit there. It is a good place to sit, and, after all, what else can you do in the present state of the law?

So it was there that we arranged the party.

The thing somehow seemed to fall into the mood of each of us. Jones said he had been hoping that some of the boys would get up a fishing party. It was apparently the one kind of pleasure that he really cared for. For myself I was delighted to get in with a crowd of regular fishermen like these four, especially as I hadn’t been out fishing for nearly ten years, though fishing is a thing I am passionately fond of. I know no pleasure in life like the sensation of getting a four-pound bass on the hook and hauling him up to the top of the water, to weigh him. But, as I say, I hadn’t been out for ten years. Oh, yes, I live right beside the water every summer, and yes, certainly — I am saying so — I am passionately fond of fishing, but still somehow I hadn’t been out. Every fisherman knows just how that happens. The years have a way of slipping by. Yet I must say I was surprised to find that so keen a sport as Jones hadn’t been out — so it presently appeared — for eight years. I had imagined he practically lived on the water. And Colonel Morse and Kernin, I was amazed to find, hadn’t been out for twelve years, not since the day — so it came out in conversation — when they went out together in Lake Rosseau and Kernin landed a perfect monster, a regular corker, five pounds and a half, they said; or no, I don’t think he landed him. No, I remember, he didn’t land him. He caught him — and he could have landed him, he should have landed him — but he didn’t land him. That was it. Yes, I remember Kernin and Morse had a slight discussion about it — oh, perfectly amicable — as to whether Morse had fumbled with the net or whether Kernin — the whole argument was perfectly friendly — had made an ass of himself by not “striking” soon enough. Of course the whole thing was so long ago that both of them could look back on it without any bitterness or ill nature. In fact it amused them. Kernin said it was the most laughable thing he ever saw in his life to see poor old Jack — that’s Morse’s name — shoving away with the landing net wrong side up. And Morse said he’d never forget seeing poor old Kernin yanking his line first this way and then that and not knowing where to try to haul it. It made him laugh to look back at it.

They might have gone on laughing for quite a time, but Charlie Jones interrupted by saying that in his opinion a landing net is a piece of darned foolishness. Here Popley agrees with him. Kernin objects that if you don’t use a net you’ll lose your fish at the side of the boat. Jones says no: give him a hook well through the fish and a stout line in his hand and that fish has got to come in. Popley says so too. He says let him have his hook fast through the fish’s head with a short stout line, and put him (Popley) at the other end of that line and that fish will come in. It’s got to. Otherwise Popley will know why. That’s the alternative. Either the fish must come in or Popley must know why. There’s no escape from the logic of it.

But perhaps some of my readers have heard the thing discussed before.

So, as I say, we decided to go the next morning and to make an early start. All of the boys were at one about that. When I say “boys,” I use the word, as it is used in fishing, to mean people from say forty-five to sixty-five. There is something about fishing that keeps men young. If a fellow gets out for a good morning’s fishing, forgetting all business worries, once in a while — say, once in ten years — it keeps him fresh.

We agreed to go in a launch, a large launch — to be exact, the largest in the town. We could have gone in row boats, but a row boat is a poor thing to fish from. Kernin said that in a row boat it is impossible properly to “play” your fish. The side of the boat is so low that the fish is apt to leap over the side into the boat when half “played.” Popley said that there is no comfort in a row boat. In a launch a man can reach out his feet and take it easy. Charlie Jones said that in a launch a man could rest his back against something, and Morse said that in a launch a man could rest his neck. Young inexperienced boys, in the small sense of the word, never think of these things. So they go out and after a few hours their necks get tired; whereas a group of expert fishers in a launch can rest their backs and necks and even fall asleep during the pauses when the fish stop biting.

Anyway all the “boys” agreed that the great advantage of a launch would be that we could get a man to take us. By that means the man could see to getting the worms, and the man would be sure to have spare lines, and the man could come along to our different places — we were all beside the water — and pick us up. In fact the more we thought about the advantage of having a “man” to take us the better we liked it. As a boy gets old he likes to have a man around to do the work.

Anyway Frank Rolls, the man we decided to get, not only has the biggest launch in town but what is more Frank knows the lake. We called him up at his boat-house over the phone and said we’d give him five dollars to take us out first thing in the morning provided that he knew the shoal. He said he knew it.

I don’t know, to be quite candid about it, who mentioned whisky first. In these days everybody has to be a little careful. I imagine we had all been thinking whisky for some time before anybody said it. But there is a sort of convention that when men go fishing they must have whisky. Each man makes the pretence that one thing he needs at six o’clock in the morning is cold raw whisky. It is spoken of in terms of affection. One man says the first thing you need if you’re going fishing is a good “snort” of whisky; another says that a good “snifter” is the very thing; and the others agree that no man can fish properly without “a horn,” or a “bracer” or an “eye-opener.” Each man really decides that he himself won’t take any. But he feels that, in a collective sense, the “boys” need it.

So it was with us. The Colonel said he’d bring along “a bottle of booze.” Popley said, no, let him bring it; Kernin said let him; and Charlie Jones said no, he’d bring it. It turned out that the Colonel had some very good Scotch at his house that he’d like to bring; oddly enough Popley had some good Scotch in his house too; and, queer though it is, each of the boys had Scotch in his house. When the discussion closed we knew that each of the five of us was intending to bring a bottle of whisky. Each of the five of us expected the other to drink one and a quarter bottles in the course of the morning.

I suppose we must have talked on that veranda till long after one in the morning. It was probably nearer two than one when we broke up. But we agreed that that made no difference. Popley said that for him three hours’ sleep, the right kind of sleep, was far more refreshing than ten. Kernin said that a lawyer learns to snatch his sleep when he can, and Jones said that in railroad work a man pretty well cuts out sleep.

So we had no alarms whatever about not being ready by five. Our plan was simplicity itself. Men like ourselves in responsible positions learn to organize things easily. In fact Popley says it is that faculty that has put us where we are. So the plan simply was that Frank Rolls should come along at five o’clock and blow his whistle in front of our places, and at that signal each man would come down to his wharf with his rod and kit and so we’d be off to the shoal without a moment’s delay.

The weather we ruled out. It was decided that even if it rained that made no difference. Kernin said that fish bite better in the rain. And everybody agreed that man with a couple of snorts in him need have no fear of a little rain water.

So we parted, all keen on the enterprise. Nor do I think even now that there was anything faulty or imperfect in that party as we planned it.

I heard Frank Rolls blowing his infernal whistle opposite my summer cottage at some ghastly hour in the morning. Even without getting out of bed, I could see from the window that it was no day for fishing. No, not raining exactly. I don’t mean that, but one of those peculiar days — I don’t mean wind — there was no wind, but a sort of feeling in the air that showed anybody who understands bass fishing that it was a perfectly rotten day for going out. The fish, I seemed to know it, wouldn’t bite.

When I was still fretting over the annoyance of the disappointment I heard Frank Rolls blowing his whistle in front of the other cottages. I counted thirty whistles altogether. Then I fell into a light doze — not exactly sleep, but a sort of doze — I can find no other word for it. It was clear to me that the other “boys” had thrown the thing over. There was no use in my trying to go out alone. I stayed where I was, my doze lasting till ten o’clock.

When I walked up town later in the morning I couldn’t help being struck by the signs in the butcher’s shops and the restaurants, FISH, FRESH FISH, FRESH LAKE FISH.

Where in blazes do they get those fish anyway?


Back from the Land
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I HAVE JUST come back now with the closing in of autumn — to the city. I have hung up my hoe in my study; my spade is put away behind the piano. I have with me seven pounds of Paris Green that I had over. Anybody who wants it may have it. I didn’t like to bury it for fear of its poisoning the ground. I didn’t like to throw it away for fear of its destroying cattle. I was afraid to leave it in my summer place for fear that it might poison the tramps who generally break in in November. I have it with me now. I move it from room to room, as I hate to turn my back upon it. Anybody who wants it, I repeat, can have it.

I should like also to give away, either to the Red Cross or to anything else, ten packets of radish seed (the early curled variety, I think), fifteen packets of cucumber seed (the long succulent variety, I believe it says), and twenty packets of onion seed (the Yellow Danvers, distinguished, I understand, for its edible flavour and its nutritious properties). It is not likely that I shall ever, on this side of the grave, plant onion seed again. All these things I have with me. My vegetables are to come after me by freight. They are booked from Simcoe County to Montreal; at present they are, I believe, passing through Schenectady. But they will arrive later all right. They were seen going through Detroit last week, moving west. It is the first time that I ever sent anything by freight anywhere. I never understood before the wonderful organization of the railroads. But they tell me that there is a bad congestion of freight down South this month. If my vegetables get tangled up in that there is no telling when they will arrive.

In other words, I am one of the legion of men — quiet, determined, resolute men — who went out last spring to plant the land, and who are now back.

With me — and I am sure that I speak for all the others as well — it was not a question of mere pleasure; it was no love of gardening for its own sake that inspired us. It was a plain national duty. What we said to ourselves was: “This war has got to stop. The men in the trenches thus far have failed to stop it. Now let us try. The whole thing,” we argued, “is a plain matter of food production.”

“If we raise enough food the Germans are bound to starve. Very good. Let us kill them.”

I suppose there was never a more grimly determined set of men went out from the cities than those who went out last May, as I did, to conquer the food problem. I don’t mean to say that each and every one of us actually left the city. But we all “went forth” in the metaphorical sense. Some of the men cultivated back gardens; others took vacant lots; some went out into the suburbs; and others, like myself, went right out into the country.

We are now back. Each of us has with him his Paris Green, his hoe and the rest of his radish seed.

The time has, therefore, come for a plain, clear statement of our experience. We have, as everybody knows, failed. We have been beaten hack all along the line. Our potatoes are buried in a jungle of autumn burdocks. Our radishes stand seven feet high, uneatable. Our tomatoes, when last seen, were greener than they were at the beginning of August, and getting greener every week. Our celery looked as delicate as a maidenhair fern. Our Indian corn was nine feet high with a tall feathery spike on top of that, but no sign of anything eatable about it from top to bottom.

I look back with a sigh of regret at those bright, early days in April when we were all buying hoes, and talking soil and waiting for the snow to be off the ground. The street cars, as we went up and down to our offices, were a busy babel of garden talk. There was a sort of farmer-like geniality in the air. One spoke freely to strangers. Every man with a hoe was a friend. Men chewed straws in their offices, and kept looking out of windows to pretend to themselves that they were afraid it might blow up rain. “Got your tomatoes in?” one man would ask another as they went up in the elevator. “Yes, I got mine in yesterday,” the other would answer, “But I’m just a little afraid that this east wind may blow up a little frost. What we need now is growing weather.” And the two men would drift off together from the elevator door along the corridor, their heads together in friendly colloquy.

I have always regarded a lawyer as a man without a soul. There is one who lives next door to me to whom I have not spoken in five years. Yet when I saw him one day last spring heading for the suburbs in a pair of old trousers with a hoe in one hand and a box of celery plants in the other I felt that I loved the man. I used to think that stock-brokers were mere sordid calculating machines. Now that I have seen whole firms of them busy at the hoe, wearing old trousers that reached to their armpits and were tied about the waist with a polka dot necktie, I know that they are men. I know that there are warm hearts beating behind those trousers.

Old trousers, I say. Where on earth did they all come from in such a sudden fashion last spring? Everybody had them. Who would suspect that a man drawing a salary of ten thousand a year was keeping in reserve a pair of pepper-and-salt breeches, four sizes too large for him, just in case a war should break out against Germany! Talk of German mobilization! I doubt whether the organizing power was all on their side after all. At any rate it is estimated that fifty thousand pairs of old trousers were mobilized in Montreal in one week.

But perhaps it was not a case of mobilization, or deliberate preparedness. It was rather an illustration of the primitive instinct that is in all of us and that will out in “war time.” Any man worth the name would wear old breeches all the time if the world would let him. Any man will wind a polka dot tie round his waist in preference to wearing patent braces. The makers of the ties know this. That is why they make the tie four feet long. And in the same way if any manufacturer of hats will put on the market an old fedora, with a limp rim and a mark where the ribbon used to be but is not — a hat guaranteed to be six years old, well weathered, well rained on, and certified to have been walked over by a herd of cattle — that man will make and deserve a fortune.

These at least were the fashions of last May. Alas, where are they now? The men that wore them have relapsed again into tailor-made tweeds. They have put on hard new hats. They are shining their boots again. They are shaving again, not merely on Saturday night, but every day. They are sinking back into civilization.

Yet those were bright times and I cannot forbear to linger on them. Nor the least pleasant feature was our rediscovery of the morning. My neighbour on the right was always up at five. My neighbour on the left was out and about by four. With the earliest light of day, little columns of smoke rose along our street from the kitchen ranges where our wives were making coffee for us before the servants got up. By six o’clock the street was alive and busy with friendly salutations. The milkman seemed a late comer, a poor, sluggish fellow who failed to appreciate the early hours of the day. A man, we found, might live through quite a little Iliad of adventure before going to his nine o’clock office.

“How will you possibly get time to put in a garden?” I asked of one of my neighbours during this glad period of early spring before I left for the country. “Time!” he exclaimed. “Why, my dear fellow, I don’t have to be down at the warehouse till eight-thirty.”

Later in the summer I saw the wreck of his garden, choked with weeds. “Your garden,” I said, “is in poor shape.” “Garden!” he said indignantly. “How on earth can I find time for a garden? Do you realize that I have to be down at the warehouse at eight-thirty?”

When I look back to our bright beginnings our failure seems hard indeed to understand. It is only when I survey the whole garden movement in melancholy retrospect that I am able to see some of the reasons for it.

The principal one, I think, is the question of the season. It appears that the right time to begin gardening is last year. For many things it is well to begin the year before last. For good results one must begin even sooner. Here, for example, are the directions, as I interpret them, for growing asparagus. Having secured a suitable piece of ground, preferably a deep friable loam rich in nitrogen, go out three years ago and plough or dig deeply. Remain a year inactive, thinking. Two years ago pulverize the soil thoroughly. Wait a year. As soon as last year comes set out the young shoots. Then spend a quiet winter doing nothing. The asparagus will then be ready to work at this year.

This is the rock on which we were wrecked. Few of us were men of sufficient means to spend several years in quiet thought waiting to begin gardening. Yet that is, it seems, the only way to begin. Asparagus demands a preparation of four years. To fit oneself to grow strawberries requires three years. Even for such humble things as peas, beans, and lettuce the instructions inevitably read, “plough the soil deeply in the preceeding autumn.” This sets up a dilemma. Which is the preceeding autumn? If a man begins gardening in the spring he is too late for last autumn and too early for this. On the other hand if he begins in the autumn he is again too late; he has missed this summer’s crop. It is, therefore, ridiculous to begin in the autumn and impossible to begin in the spring.

This was our first difficulty. But the second arose from the question of the soil itself. All the books and instructions insist that the selection of the soil is the most important part of gardening. No doubt it is. But, if a man has already selected his own backyard before he opens the book, what remedy is there? All the books lay stress on the need of “a deep, friable loam full of nitrogen.” This I have never seen. My own plot of land I found on examination to contain nothing but earth. I could see no trace of nitrogen. I do not deny the existence of loam. There may be such a thing. But I am admitting now in all humility of mind that I don’t know what loam is. Last spring my fellow gardeners and I all talked freely of the desirability of “a loam.” My own opinion is that none of them had any clearer ideas about it than I had. Speaking from experience, I should say that the only soils are earth, mud and dirt. There are no others.

But I leave out the soil. In any case we were mostly forced to disregard it. Perhaps a more fruitful source of failure even than the lack of loam was the attempt to apply calculation and mathematics to gardening. Thus, if one cabbage will grow in one square foot of ground, how many cabbages will grow in ten square feet of ground? Ten? Not at all. The answer is one. You will find as a matter of practical experience that however many cabbages you plant in a garden plot there will be only one that will really grow. This you will presently come to speak of as the cabbage. Beside it all the others (till the caterpillars finally finish their existence) will look but poor, lean things. But the cabbage will be a source of pride and an object of display to visitors; in fact it would ultimately have grown to be a real cabbage, such as you buy for ten cents at any market, were it not that you inevitably cut it and eat it when it is still only half-grown.

This always happens to the one cabbage that is of decent size, and to the one tomato that shows signs of turning red (it is really a feeble green-pink), and to the only melon that might have lived to ripen. They get eaten. No one but a practised professional gardener can live and sleep beside a melon three-quarters ripe and a cabbage two-thirds grown without going out and tearing it off the stem.

Even at that it is not a bad plan to eat the stuff while you can. The most peculiar thing about gardening is that all of a sudden everything is too old to eat. Radishes change over night from delicate young shoots not large enough to put on the table into huge plants seven feet high with a root like an Irish shillelagh. If you take your eyes off a lettuce bed for a week the lettuces, not ready to eat when you last looked at them, have changed into a tall jungle of hollyhocks. Green peas are only really green for about two hours. Before that they are young peas; after that they are old peas. Cucumbers are the worst case of all. They change overnight, from delicate little bulbs obviously too slight and dainty to pick, to old cases of yellow leather filled with seeds.

If I were ever to garden again, a thing which is out of the bounds of possibility, I should wait until a certain day and hour when all the plants were ripe, and then go out with a gun and shoot them all dead, so that they could grow no more.

But calculation, I repeat, is the bane of gardening. I knew, among our group of food producers, a party of young engineers, college men, who took an empty farm north of the city as the scene of their summer operations. They took their coats off and applied college methods. They ran out, first, a base line AB, and measured off from it lateral spurs MN, OP, QR, and so on. From these they took side angles with a theodolite so as to get the edges of each of the separate plots of their land absolutely correct. I saw them working at it all through one Saturday afternoon in May. They talked as they did it of the peculiar ignorance of the so-called practical farmer. He never — so they agreed — uses his head. He never — I think I have their phrase correct — stops to think. In laying out his ground for use, it never occurs to him to try to get the maximum result from a given space. If a farmer would only realize that the contents of a circle represent the maximum of space enclosable in a given perimeter, and that a circle is merely a function of its own radius, what a lot of time he would save.

These young men that I speak of laid out their field engineer-fashion with little white posts at even distances. They made a blueprint of the whole thing as they planted it. Every corner of it was charted out. The yield was calculated to a nicety. They had allowed for the fact that some of the stuff might fail to grow by introducing what they called “a coefficient of error.” By means of this and by reducing the variation of autumn prices to a mathematical curve, those men not only knew already in the middle of May the exact yield of their farm to within half a bushel (they allowed, they said, a variation of half a bushel per fifty acres), but they knew beforehand within a few cents the market value that they would receive. The figures, as I remember them, were simply amazing. It seemed incredible that fifty acres could produce so much. Yet there were the plain facts in front of one, calculated out. The thing amounted practically to a revolution in farming. At least it ought to have. And it would have if those young men had come again to hoe their field. But it turned out, most unfortunately, that they were busy. To their great regret they were too busy to come. They had been working under a free-and-easy arrangement. Each man was to give what time he could every Saturday. It was left to every man’s honour to do what he could. There was no compulsion. Each man trusted the others to be there. In fact the thing was not only an experiment in food production, it was also a new departure in social co-operation. The first Saturday that those young men worked there were, so I have been told, seventy-five of them driving in white stakes and running lines. The next Saturday there were fifteen of them planting potatoes. The rest were busy. The week after that there was one man hoeing weeds. After that silence fell upon the deserted garden, broken only by the cry of the chick-a-dee and the choo-choo feeding on the waving heads of the thistles.

But I have indicated only two or three of the ways of failing at food production. There are ever so many more. What amazes me, in returning to the city, is to find the enormous quantities of produce of all sorts offered for sale in the markets. It is an odd thing that last spring, by a queer oversight, we never thought, any of us, of this process of increasing the supply. If every patriotic man would simply take a large basket and go to the market every day and buy all that he could carry away there need be no further fear of a food famine.

And, meantime, my own vegetables are on their way. They are in a soap box with bars across the top, coming by freight. They weigh forty-six pounds, including the box. They represent the result of four months’ arduous toil in sun, wind, and storm. Yet it is pleasant to think that I shall be able to feed with them some poor family of refugees during the rigour of the winter. Either that or give them to the hens. I certainly won’t eat the rotten things myself.


The Perplexity Column as Done by the Jaded Journalist

INSTANTANEOUS ANSWERS TO ALL QUESTIONS
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(ALL QUESTIONS WRITTEN out legibly with the name and address of the sender and accompanied by one dollar, answered immediately and without charge.)

Harvard Student asks:

Can you tell me the date at which, or on which, Oliver Cromwell’s father died?

Answer: No, I can’t.

Student of Mathematics asks:

Will you kindly settle a matter involving a wager between myself and a friend? A. bet B. that a pedestrian in walking downhill over a given space and alternately stepping with either foot, covers more ground than a man coasting over the same road on a bicycle. Which of us wins?

Answer: I don’t understand the question, and I don’t know which of you is A.

Chess-player asks:

Is the Knight’s gambit recognized now as a permissible opening in chess?

Answer: I don’t play chess.

Reuben Boob asks:

For some time past I have been calling upon a young lady friend at her house evenings and going out with her to friends’ nights. I should like to know if it would be all right to ask to take her alone with me to the theatre?

Answer: Certainly not. This column is very strict about these things. Not alone. Not for a moment. It is better taste to bring your father with you.

Auction asks:

In playing bridge please tell me whether the third or the second player ought to discard from weakness on a long suit when trumps have been twice round and the lead is with dummy.

Answer: Certainly.

Lady of Society asks:

Can you tell me whether the widow of a marquis is entitled to go in to dinner before the eldest daughter of an earl?

Answer: Ha! ha! This is a thing we know — something that we do know. You put your foot in it when you asked us that. We have lived this sort of thing too long ever to make any error. The widow of a marquis, whom you should by rights call a marchioness dowager (but we overlook it — you meant no harm) is entitled (in any hotel that we know or frequent) to go in to dinner whenever, and as often, as she likes. On a dining-car the rule is the other way.

Vassar Girl asks:

What is the date of the birth of Caracalla?

Answer: I couldn’t say.

Lexicographer asks:

Can you tell me the proper way to spell “dog”?

Answer: Certainly. “Dog” should be spelt, properly and precisely, “dog.” When it is used in the sense to mean not “a dog” or “one dog” but two or more dogs — in other words what we grammarians are accustomed to call the plural — it is proper to add to it the diphthong, s, pronounced with a hiss like z in soup.

But for all these questions of spelling your best plan is to buy a copy of Our Standard Dictionary, published in ten volumes, by this newspaper, at forty dollars.

Ignoramus asks:

Can you tell me how to spell “cat”?

Answer: Didn’t you hear what we just said about how to spell “dog”? Buy the Dictionary.

Careworn Mother asks:

I am most anxious to find out the relation of the earth’s diameter to its circumference. Can you, or any of your readers, assist me in it?

Answer: The earth’s circumference is estimated to be three decimal one four one five nine of its diameter, a fixed relation indicated by the Greek letter pi. If you like we will tell you what pi is. Shall we?

“Brink of Suicide” writes:

Can you, will you, tell me what is the Sanjak of Novi Bazar?

Answer. The Sanjak of Novi Bazar is bounded on the north by its northern frontier, cold and cheerless, and covered during the winter with deep snow. The east of the Sanjak occupies a more easterly position. Here the sun rises — at first slowly, but gathering speed as it goes. After having traversed the entire width of the whole Sanjak, the magnificent orb, slowly and regretfully, sinks into the west. On the south, where the soil is more fertile and where the land begins to be worth occupying, the Sanjak is, or will be, bounded by the British Empire.


Simple Stories of Success, or How to Succeed in Life
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LET ME BEGIN with a sort of parable. Many years ago when I was on the staff of a great public school, we engaged a new swimming master.

He was the most successful man in that capacity that we had had for years.

Then one day it was discovered that he couldn’t swim.

He was standing at the edge of the swimming tank explaining the breast stroke to the boys in the water.

He lost his balance and fell in. He was drowned.

Or no, he wasn’t drowned, I remember, — he was rescued by some of the pupils whom he had taught to swim.

After he was resuscitated by the boys — it was one of the things he had taught them — the school dismissed him.

Then some of the boys who were sorry for him taught him how to swim, and he got a new job as a swimming master in another place.

But this time he was an utter failure. He swam well, but they said he couldn’t teach.

So his friends looked about to get him a new job. This was just at the time when the bicycle craze came in. They soon found the man a position as an instructor in bicycle riding. As he had never been on a bicycle in his life, he made an admirable teacher. He stood fast on the ground and said, “Now then, all you need is confidence.”

Then one day he got afraid that he might be found out. So he went out to a quiet place and got on a bicycle, at the top of a slope, to learn to ride it. The bicycle ran away with him. But for the skill and daring of one of his pupils, who saw him and rode after him, he would have been killed.

This story, as the reader sees, is endless. Suffice it to say that the man I speak of is now in an aviation school teaching people to fly. They say he is one of the best aviators that ever walked.

According to all the legends and story books, the principal factor in success is perseverance. Personally, I think there is nothing in it. If anything, the truth lies the other way.

There is an old motto that runs, “If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.” This is nonsense. It ought to read, “If at first you don’t succeed, quit, quit, at once.”

If you can’t do a thing, more or less, the first time you try, you will never do it. Try something else while there is yet time.

Let me illustrate this with a story.

I remember, long years ago, at a little school that I attended in the country, we had a schoolmaster, who used perpetually to write on the blackboard, in a copperplate hand, the motto that I have just quoted:

  “If at first you don’t succeed,

   Try, try, again.”

He wore plain clothes and had a hard, determined face. He was studying for some sort of preliminary medical examination, and was saving money for a medical course. Every now and then he went away to the city and tried the examination: and he always failed. Each time he came back, he would write up on the blackboard:

  “Try, try again.”

And always he looked grimmer and more determined than before. The strange thing was that, with all his industry and determination, he would break out every now and then into drunkenness, and lie round the tavern at the crossroads, and the school would be shut for two days. Then he came back, more fiercely resolute than ever. Even children could see that the man’s life was a fight. It was like the battle between Good and Evil in Milton’s epics.

Well, after he had tried it four times, the schoolmaster at last passed the examination; and he went away to the city in a suit of store clothes, with eight hundred dollars that he had saved up, to study medicine. Now it happened that he had a brother who was not a bit like himself, but was a sort of ne’er-do-well, always hard-up and sponging on other people, and never working.

And when the schoolmaster came to the city and his brother knew that he had eight hundred dollars, he came to him and got him drinking and persuaded him to hand over the eight hundred dollars and to let him put it into the Louisiana State lottery. In those days the Louisiana Lottery had not yet been forbidden the use of the mails, and you could buy a ticket for anything from one dollar up. The Grand Prize was two hundred thousand dollars, and the Seconds were a hundred thousand each.

So the brother persuaded the schoolmaster to put the money in. He said he had a system for buying only the tickets with prime numbers, that won’t divide by anything, and that it must win. He said it was a mathematical certainty, and he figured it out with the schoolmaster in the back room of a saloon, with a box of dominoes on the table to show the plan of it. He told the schoolmaster that he himself would only take ten per cent of what they made, as a commission for showing the system, and the schoolmaster could have the rest.

So, in a mad moment, the schoolmaster handed over his roll of money, and that was the last he ever saw of it.

The next morning when he was up he was fierce with rage and remorse for what he had done. He could not go back to the school, and he had no money to go forward. So he stayed where he was in the little hotel where he had got drunk, and went on drinking. He looked so fierce and unkempt that in the hotel they were afraid of him, and the bar-tenders watched him out of the corners of their eyes wondering what he would do; because they knew that there was only one end possible, and they waited for it to come. And presently it came. One of the bar-tenders went up to the schoolmaster’s room to bring up a letter, and he found him lying on the bed with his face grey as ashes, and his eyes looking up at the ceiling. He was stone dead. Life had beaten him.

And the strange thing was that the letter that the bartender carried up that morning was from the management of the Louisiana Lottery. It contained a draft on New York, signed by the treasurer of the State of Louisiana, for two hundred thousand dollars. The schoolmaster had won the Grand Prize.

The above story, I am afraid, is a little gloomy. I put it down merely for the moral it contained, and I became so absorbed in telling it that I almost forgot what the moral was that it was meant to convey. But I think the idea is that if the schoolmaster had long before abandoned the study of medicine, for which he was not fitted, and gone in, let us say, for playing the banjo, he might have become end-man in a minstrel show. Yes, that was it.

Let me pass on to other elements in success.

I suppose that anybody will admit that the peculiar quality that is called initiative — the ability to act promptly on one’s own judgement — is a factor of the highest importance.

I have seen this illustrated two or three times in a very striking fashion.

I knew, in Toronto — it is long years ago — a singularly bright young man whose name was Robinson. He had had some training in the iron and steel business, and when I knew him was on the look out for an opening.

I met him one day in a great hurry, with a valise in his hand.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“Over to England,” he said. “There is a firm in Liverpool that have advertised that they want an agent here, and I’m going over to apply for the job.”

“Can’t you do it by letter?” I asked.

“That’s just it,” said Robinson, with a chuckle, “all the other men will apply by letter. I’ll go right over myself and get there as soon or sooner than the letters. I’ll be the man on the spot, and I’ll get the job.”

He was quite right. He went over to Liverpool, and was back in a fortnight with English clothes and a big salary.

But I cannot recommend his story to my friends. In fact, it should not be told too freely. It is apt to be dangerous.

I remember once telling this story of Robinson to a young man called Tomlinson who was out of a job. Tomlinson had a head two sizes too big, and a face like a bun. He had lost three jobs in a bank and two in a broker’s office, but he knew his work, and on paper he looked a good man.

I told him about Robinson, to encourage him, and the story made a great impression.

“Say, that was a great scheme, eh?” he kept repeating. He had no command of words, and always said the same thing over and over.

A few days later I met Tomlinson in the street with a valise in his hand.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I’m off to Mexico,” he answered. “They’re advertising for a Canadian teller for a bank in Tuscapulco. I’ve sent my credentials down, and I’m going to follow them right up in person. In a thing like this, the personal element is everything.”

So Tomlinson went down to Mexico and he travelled by sea to Mexico City, and then with a mule train to Tuscapulco. But the mails, with his credentials, went by land and got there two days ahead of him.

When Tomlinson got to Tuscapulco he went into the bank and he spoke to the junior manager and told him what he came for. “I’m awfully sorry,” the junior manager said, “I’m afraid that this post has just been filled.” Then he went into an inner room to talk with the manager. “The tellership that you wanted a Canadian for,” he asked, “didn’t you say that you have a man already?”

“Yes,” said the manager, “a brilliant young fellow from Toronto; his name is Tomlinson, I have his credentials here — a first-class man. I’ve wired him to come right along, at our expense, and we’ll keep the job open for him ten days.”

“There’s a young man outside,” said the junior, “who wants to apply for the job.”

“Outside?” exclaimed the manager. “How did he get here?”

“Came in on the mule train this morning: says he can do the work and wants the job.”

“What’s he like?” asked the manager.

The junior shook his head.

“Pretty dusty looking customer,” he said. “Shifty looking.”

“Same old story,” murmured the manager. “It’s odd how these fellows drift down here, isn’t it? Up to something crooked at home, I suppose. Understands the working of a bank, eh? I guess he understands it a little too well for my taste. No, no,” he continued, tapping the papers that lay on the table, “now that we’ve got a first-class man like Tomlinson, let’s hang on to him. We can easily wait ten days, and the cost of the journey is nothing to the bank as compared with getting a man of Tomlinson’s stamp. And, by the way, you might telephone to the Chief of Police and get him to see to it that this loafer gets out of town straight off.”

So the Chief of Police shut up Tomlinson in the calaboose and then sent him down to Mexico City under a guard. By the time the police were done with him he was dead broke, and it took him four months to get back to Toronto; when he got there, the place in Mexico had been filled long ago.

But I can imagine that some of my readers might suggest that I have hitherto been dealing only with success in a very limited way, and that more interest would lie in discussing how the really great fortunes are made.

Everybody feels an instinctive interest in knowing how our great captains of industry, our financiers and railroad magnates made their money.

Here the explanation is really a very simple one. There is, in fact, only one way to amass a huge fortune in business or railway management. One must begin at the bottom. One must mount the ladder from the lowest rung. But this lowest rung is everything. Any man who can stand upon it with his foot well poised, his head erect, his arms braced and his eye directed upward, will inevitably mount to the top.

But after all — I say this as a kind of afterthought in conclusion — why bother with success at all? I have observed that the successful people get very little real enjoyment out of life. In fact the contrary is true. If I had to choose — with an eye to having a really pleasant life — between success and ruin, I should prefer ruin every time. I have several friends who are completely ruined — some two or three times — in a large way of course; and I find that if I want to get a really good dinner, where the champagne is just as it ought to be, and where hospitality is unhindered by mean thoughts of expense, I can get it best at the house of a ruined man.


In Dry Toronto

A LOCAL STUDY OF A UNIVERSAL TOPIC
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NOTE. — OUR readers — our numerous readers — who live in Equatorial Africa, may read this under the title “In Dry Timbucto”; those who live in Central America will kindly call it “In Dry Tehauntepec.”

It may have been, for aught I know, the change from a wet to a dry atmosphere. I am told that, biologically, such things profoundly affect the human system.

At any rate I found it impossible that night — I was on the train from Montreal to Toronto — to fall asleep.

A peculiar wakefulness seemed to have seized upon me, which appeared, moreover, to afflict the other passengers as well. In the darkness of the car I could distinctly hear them groaning at intervals.

“Are they ill?” I asked, through the curtains, of the porter as he passed.

“No, sir,” he said, “they’re not ill. Those is the Toronto passengers.”

“All in this car?” I asked.

“All except that gen’lman you may have heard singing in the smoking compartment. He’s booked through to Chicago.”

But, as is usual in such cases, sleep came at last with unusual heaviness. I seemed obliterated from the world till, all of a sudden, I found myself, as it were, up and dressed and seated in the observation car at the back of the train, awaiting my arrival.

“Is this Toronto?” I asked of the Pullman conductor, as I peered through the window of the car.

The conductor rubbed the pane with his finger and looked out.

“I think so,” he said.

“Do we stop here?” I asked.

“I think we do this morning,” he answered. “I think I heard the conductor say that they have a lot of milk cans to put off here this morning. I’ll just go and find out, sir.”

“Stop here!” broke in an irascible-looking gentleman in a grey tweed suit who was sitting in the next chair to mine. “Do they stop here? I should say they did indeed. Don’t you know,” he added, turning to the Pullman conductor, “that any train is compelled to stop here. There’s a by-law, a municipal by-law of the City of Toronto, compelling every train to stop?”

“I didn’t know it,” said the conductor humbly.

“Do you mean to say,” continued the irascible gentleman, “that you have never read the by-laws of the City of Toronto?”

“No, sir,” said the conductor.

“The ignorance of these fellows,” said the man in grey tweed, swinging his chair round again towards me. “We ought to have a by-law to compel them to read the by-laws. I must start an agitation for it at once.” Here he took out a little red notebook and wrote something in it, murmuring, “We need a new agitation anyway.”

Presently he shut the book up with a snap. I noticed that there was a sort of peculiar alacrity in everything he did.

“You, sir,” he said, “have, of course, read our municipal by-laws?”

“Oh, yes,” I answered. “Splendid, aren’t they? They read like a romance.”

“You are most flattering to our city,” said the irascible gentleman with a bow. “Yet you, sir, I take it, are not from Toronto.”

“No,” I answered, as humbly as I could. “I’m from Montreal.”

“Ah!” said the gentleman, as he sat back and took a thorough look at me. “From Montreal? Are you drunk?”

“No,” I replied. “I don’t think so.”

“But you are suffering for a drink,” said my new acquaintance eagerly. “You need it, eh? You feel already a kind of craving, eh what?”

“No,” I answered. “The fact is it’s rather early in the morning—”

“Quite so,” broke in the irascible gentleman, “but I understand that in Montreal all the saloons are open at seven, and even at that hour are crowded, sir, crowded.”

I shook my head.

“I think that has been exaggerated,” I said. “In fact, we always try to avoid crowding and jostling as far as possible. It is generally understood, as a matter of politeness, that the first place in the line is given to the clergy, the Board of Trade, and the heads of the universities.”

“Is it conceivable!” said the gentleman in grey. “One moment, please, till I make a note. ‘All clergy — I think you said all, did you not? — drunk at seven in the morning.’ Deplorable! But here we are at the Union Station — commodious, is it not? Justly admired, in fact, all over the known world. Observe,” he continued as we alighted from the train and made our way into the station, “the upstairs and the downstairs, connected by flights of stairs; quite unique and most convenient: if you don’t meet your friends downstairs all you have to do is to look upstairs. If they are not there, you simply come down again. But stop, you are going to walk up the street? I’ll go with you.”

At the outer door of the station — just as I had remembered it — stood a group of hotel bus-men and porters.

But how changed!

They were like men blasted by a great sorrow. One, with his back turned, was leaning against a post, his head buried on his arm.

“Prince George Hotel,” he groaned at intervals. “Prince George Hotel.”

Another was bending over a little handrail, his head sunk, his arms almost trailing to the ground.

“King Edward,” he sobbed, “King Edward.”

A third, seated on a stool, looked feebly up, with tears visible in his eyes.

“Walker House,” he moaned. “First-class accommodation for—” then he broke down and cried.

“Take this handbag,” I said to one of the men, “to the Prince George.”

The man ceased his groaning for a moment and turned to me with something like passion.

“Why do you come to us?” he protested. “Why not go to one of the others. Go to him,” he added, as he stirred with his foot a miserable being who lay huddled on the ground and murmured at intervals, “Queen’s! Queen’s Hotel.”

But my new friend, who stood at my elbow, came to my rescue.

“Take his bags,” he said, “you’ve got to. You know the by-law. Take it or I’ll call a policeman. You know me. My name’s Narrowpath. I’m on the council.”

The man touched his hat and took the bag with a murmured apology.

“Come along,” said my companion, whom I now perceived to be a person of dignity and civic importance. “I’ll walk up with you, and show you the city as we go.”

We had hardly got well upon the street before I realized the enormous change that total prohibition had effected. Everywhere were the bright smiling faces of working people, laughing and singing at their tasks, and, early though it was, cracking jokes and asking one another riddles as they worked.

I noticed one man, evidently a city employe, in a rough white suit, busily cleaning the street with a broom and singing to himself: “How does the little busy bee improve the shining hour.” Another employe, who was handling a little hose, was singing, “Little drops of water, little grains of sand, Tra, la, la, la, la la, Prohibition’s grand.”

“Why do they sing?” I asked. “Are they crazy?”

“Sing?” said Mr Narrowpath. “They can’t help it. They haven’t had a drink of whisky for four months.”

A coal cart went by with a driver, no longer grimy and smudged, but neatly dressed with a high white collar and a white silk tie.

My companion pointed at him as he passed.

“Hasn’t had a glass of beer for four months,” he said.

“Notice the difference. That man’s work is now a pleasure to him. He used to spend all his evenings sitting round in the back parlours of the saloons beside the stove. Now what do you think he does?”

“I have no idea.”

“Loads up his cart with coal and goes for a drive — out in the country. Ah, sir, you who live still under the curse of the whisky traffic little know what a pleasure work itself becomes when drink and all that goes with it is eliminated. Do you see that man, on the other side of the street, with the tool bag?”

“Yes,” I said, “a plumber, is he not?”

“Exactly, a plumber. Used to drink heavily — couldn’t keep a job more than a week. Now, you can’t drag him from his work. Came to my house to fix a pipe under the kitchen sink — wouldn’t quit at six o’clock. Got in under the sink and begged to be allowed to stay — said he hated to go home. We had to drag him out with a rope. But here we are at your hotel.”

We entered.

But how changed the place seemed.

Our feet echoed on the flagstones of the deserted rotunda.

At the office desk sat a clerk, silent and melancholy, reading the Bible. He put a marker in the book and closed it, murmuring “Leviticus Two.”

Then he turned to us.

“Can I have a room,” I asked, “on the first floor?”

A tear welled up into the clerk’s eye.

“You can have the whole first floor,” he said, and he added, with a half sob, “and the second, too, if you like.”

I could not help contrasting his manner with what it was in the old days, when the mere mention of a room used to throw him into a fit of passion, and when he used to tell me that I could have a cot on the roof till Tuesday, and after that, perhaps, a bed in the stable.

Things had changed indeed.

“Can I get breakfast in the grill room?” I inquired of the melancholy clerk.

He shook his head sadly.

“There is no grill room,” he answered. “What would you like?”

“Oh, some sort of eggs,” I said, “and—”

The clerk reached down below his desk and handed me a hard-boiled egg with the shell off.

“Here’s your egg,” he said. “And there’s ice water there at the end of the desk.”

He sat back in his chair and went on reading.

“You don’t understand,” said Mr Narrowpath, who still stood at my elbow. “All that elaborate grill room breakfast business was just a mere relic of the drinking days — sheer waste of time and loss of efficiency. Go on and eat your egg. Eaten it? Now, don’t you feel efficient? What more do you want? Comfort, you say? My dear sir! more men have been ruined by comfort — Great heavens, comfort! The most dangerous, deadly drug that ever undermined the human race. But, here, drink your water. Now you’re ready to go and do your business, if you have any.”

“But,” I protested, “it’s still only half-past seven in the morning — no offices will be open—”

“Open!” exclaimed Mr. Narrowpath. “Why! they all open at daybreak now.”

I had, it is true, a certain amount of business before me, though of no very intricate or elaborate kind — a few simple arrangements with the head of a publishing house such as it falls to my lot to make every now and then. Yet in the old and unregenerate days it used to take all day to do it: the wicked thing that we used to call a comfortable breakfast in the hotel grill room somehow carried one on to about ten o’clock in the morning. Breakfast brought with it the need of a cigar for digestion’s sake and with that, for very restfulness, a certain perusal of the Toronto Globe, properly corrected and rectified by a look through the Toronto Mail. After that it had been my practice to stroll along to my publishers’ office at about eleven-thirty, transact my business, over a cigar, with the genial gentleman at the head of it, and then accept his invitation to lunch, with the feeling that a man who has put in a hard and strenuous morning’s work is entitled to a few hours of relaxation.

I am inclined to think that in those reprehensible bygone times, many other people did their business in this same way.

“I don’t think,” I said to Mr. Narrowpath musingly, “that my publisher will be up as early as this. He’s a comfortable sort of man.”

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Narrowpath. “Not at work at half-past seven! In Toronto! The thing’s absurd. Where is the office? Richmond Street? Come along, I’ll go with you. I’ve always a great liking for attending to other people’s business.”

“I see you have,” I said.

“It’s our way here,” said Mr. Narrowpath with a wave of his hand. “Every man’s business, as we see it, is everybody else’s business. Come along, you’ll be surprised how quickly your business will be done.”

Mr. Narrowpath was right.

My publishers’ office, as we entered it, seemed a changed place. Activity and efficiency were stamped all over it. My good friend the publisher was not only there, but there with his coat off, inordinately busy, bawling orders — evidently meant for a printing room — through a speaking tube. “Yes,” he was shouting, “put WHISKY in black letter capitals, old English, double size, set it up to look attractive, with the legend MADE IN TORONTO in long clear type underneath—”

“Excuse me,” he said, as he broke off for a moment. “We’ve a lot of stuff going through the press this morning — a big distillery catalogue that we are rushing through. We’re doing all we can, Mr. Narrowpath,” he continued, speaking with the deference due to a member of the City Council, “to boom Toronto as a Whisky Centre.”

“Quite right, quite right!” said my companion, rubbing his hands.

“And now, professor,” added the publisher, speaking with rapidity, “your contract is all here — only needs signing. I won’t keep you more than a moment — write your name here. Miss Sniggins will you please witness this so help you God how’s everything in Montreal good morning.”

“Pretty quick, wasn’t it?” said Mr. Narrowpath, as we stood in the street again.

“Wonderful!” I said, feeling almost dazed. “Why, I shall be able to catch the morning train back again to Montreal—”

“Precisely. Just what everybody finds. Business done in no time. Men who used to spend whole days here clear out now in fifteen minutes. I knew a man whose business efficiency has so increased under our new regime that he says he wouldn’t spend more than five minutes in Toronto if he were paid to.”

“But what is this?” I asked as we were brought to a pause in our walk at a street crossing by a great block of vehicles. “What are all these drays? Surely, those look like barrels of whisky!”

“So they are,” said Mr. Narrowpath proudly. “Export whisky. Fine sight, isn’t it? Must be what? — twenty — twenty-five — loads of it. This place, sir, mark my words, is going to prove, with its new energy and enterprise, one of the greatest seats of the distillery business, in fact, the whisky capital of the North—”

“But I thought,” I interrupted, much puzzled, “that whisky was prohibited here since last September?”

“Export whisky — export, my dear sir,” corrected Mr. Narrowpath. “We don’t interfere, we have never, so far as I know, proposed to interfere with any man’s right to make and export whisky. That, sir, is a plain matter of business; morality doesn’t enter into it.”

“I see,” I answered. “But will you please tell me what is the meaning of this other crowd of drays coming in the opposite direction? Surely, those are beer barrels, are they not?”

“In a sense they are,” admitted Mr. Narrowpath. “That is, they are import beer. It comes in from some other province. It was, I imagine, made in this city (our breweries, sir, are second to none), but the sin of selling it” — here Mr. Narrowpath raised his hat from his head and stood for a moment in a reverential attitude— “rests on the heads of others.”

The press of vehicles had now thinned out and we moved on, my guide still explaining in some detail the distinction between business principles and moral principles, between whisky as a curse and whisky as a source of profit, which I found myself unable to comprehend.

At length I ventured to interrupt.

“Yet it seems almost a pity,” I said, “that with all this beer and whisky around an unregenerate sinner like myself should be prohibited from getting a drink.”

“A drink!” exclaimed Mr. Narrowpath. “Well, I should say so. Come right in here. You can have anything you want.”

We stepped through a street door into a large, long room.

“Why,” I exclaimed in surprise, “this is a bar!”

“Nonsense!” said my friend. “The bar in this province is forbidden. We’ve done with the foul thing for ever. This is an Import Shipping Company’s Delivery Office.”

“But this long counter—”

“It’s not a counter, it’s a desk.”

“And that bar-tender in his white jacket—”

“Tut! Tut! He’s not a bar-tender. He’s an Import Goods Delivery Clerk.”

“What’ll you have, gentlemen,” said the Import Clerk, polishing a glass as he spoke.

“Two whisky and sodas,” said my friend, “long ones.”

The Import Clerk mixed the drinks and set them on the desk.

I was about to take one, but he interrupted.

“One minute, sir,” he said.

Then he took up a desk telephone that stood beside him and I heard him calling up Montreal. “Hullo, Montreal! Is that Montreal? Well, say, I’ve just received an offer here for two whisky and sodas at sixty cents, shall I close with it? All right, gentlemen, Montreal has effected the sale. There you are.”

“Dreadful, isn’t it?” said Mr. Narrowpath. “The sunken, depraved condition of your City of Montreal; actually selling whisky. Deplorable!” and with that he buried his face in the bubbles of the whisky and soda.

“Mr. Narrowpath,” I said, “would you mind telling me something? I fear I am a little confused, after what I have seen here, as to what your new legislation has been. You have not then, I understand, prohibited the making of whisky?”

“Oh, no, we see no harm in that.”

“Nor the sale of it?”

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Narrowpath, “not if sold properly.”

“Nor the drinking of it?”

“Oh, no, that least of all. We attach no harm whatever, under our law, to the mere drinking of whisky.”

“Would you tell me then,” I asked, “since you have not forbidden the making, nor the selling, nor the buying, nor the drinking of whisky, just what it is that you have prohibited? What is the difference between Montreal and Toronto?”

Mr. Narrowpath put down his glass on the “desk” in front of him. He gazed at me with open-mouthed astonishment.

“Toronto?” he gasped. “Montreal and Toronto! The difference between Montreal and Toronto! My dear sir — Toronto — Toronto—”

I stood waiting for him to explain. But as I did so I seemed to become aware that a voice, not Mr. Narrowpath’s but a voice close at my ear, was repeating “Toronto — Toronto — Toronto—”

I sat up with a start — still in my berth in the Pullman car — with the voice of the porter calling through the curtains “Toronto! Toronto!”

So! It had only been a dream. I pulled up the blind and looked out of the window and there was the good old city, with the bright sun sparkling on its church spires and on the bay spread out at its feet. It looked quite unchanged: just the same pleasant old place, as cheerful, as self-conceited, as kindly, as hospitable, as quarrelsome, as wholesome, as moral and as loyal and as disagreeable as it always was.

“Porter,” I said, “is it true that there is prohibition here now?”

The porter shook his head.

“I ain’t heard of it,” he said.


Merry Christmas
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“MY DEAR YOUNG Friend,” said Father Time, as he laid his hand gently upon my shoulder, “you are entirely wrong.”

Then I looked up over my shoulder from the table at which I was sitting and I saw him.

But I had known, or felt, for at least the last half-hour that he was standing somewhere near me.

You have had, I do not doubt, good reader, more than once that strange uncanny feeling that there is some one unseen standing beside you, in a darkened room, let us say, with a dying fire, when the night has grown late, and the October wind sounds low outside, and when, through the thin curtain that we call Reality, the Unseen World starts for a moment clear upon our dreaming sense.

You have had it? Yes, I know you have. Never mind telling me about it. Stop. I don’t want to hear about that strange presentiment you had the night your Aunt Eliza broke her leg. Don’t let’s bother with your experience. I want to tell mine.

“You are quite mistaken, my dear young friend,” repeated Father Time, “quite wrong.”

“Young friend?” I said, my mind, as one’s mind is apt to in such a case, running to an unimportant detail. “Why do you call me young?”

“Your pardon,” he answered gently — he had a gentle way with him, had Father Time. “The fault is in my failing eyes. I took you at first sight for something under a hundred.”

“Under a hundred?” I expostulated. “Well, I should think so!”

“Your pardon again,” said Time, “the fault is in my failing memory. I forgot. You seldom pass that nowadays, do you? Your life is very short of late.”

I heard him breathe a wistful hollow sigh. Very ancient and dim he seemed as he stood beside me. But I did not turn to look upon him. I had no need to. I knew his form, in the inner and clearer sight of things, as well as every human being knows by innate instinct, the Unseen face and form of Father Time.

I could hear him murmuring beside me, “Short — short, your life is short”; till the sound of it seemed to mingle with the measured ticking of a clock somewhere in the silent house.

Then I remembered what he had said.

“How do you know that I am wrong?” I asked. “And how can you tell what I was thinking?”

“You said it out loud,” answered Father Time. “But it wouldn’t have mattered, anyway. You said that Christmas was all played out and done with.”

“Yes,” I admitted, “that’s what I said.”

“And what makes you think that?” he questioned, stooping, so it seemed to me, still further over my shoulder.

“Why,” I answered, “the trouble is this. I’ve been sitting here for hours, sitting till goodness only knows how far into the night, trying to think out something to write for a Christmas story. And it won’t go. It can’t be done — not in these awful days.”

“A Christmas Story?”

“Yes. You see, Father Time,” I explained, glad with a foolish little vanity of my trade to be able to tell him something that I thought enlightening, “all the Christmas stuff — stories and jokes and pictures — is all done, you know, in October.”

I thought it would have surprised him, but I was mistaken.

“Dear me,” he said, “not till October! What a rush! How well I remember in Ancient Egypt — as I think you call it — seeing them getting out their Christmas things, all cut in hieroglyphics, always two or three years ahead.”

“Two or three years!” I exclaimed.

“Pooh,” said Time, “that was nothing. Why in Babylon they used to get their Christmas jokes ready — all baked in clay — a whole Solar eclipse ahead of Christmas. They said, I think, that the public preferred them so.”

“Egypt?” I said. “Babylon? But surely, Father Time, there was no Christmas in those days. I thought—”

“My dear boy,” he interrupted gravely, “don’t you know that there has always been Christmas?”

I was silent. Father Time had moved across the room and stood beside the fireplace, leaning on the mantelpiece. The little wreaths of smoke from the fading fire seemed to mingle with his shadowy outline.

“Well,” he said presently, “what is it that is wrong with Christmas?”

“Why,” I answered, “all the romance, the joy, the beauty of it has gone, crushed and killed by the greed of commerce and the horrors of war. I am not, as you thought I was, a hundred years old, but I can conjure up, as anybody can, a picture of Christmas in the good old days of a hundred years ago: the quaint old-fashioned houses, standing deep among the evergreens, with the light twinkling from the windows on the snow; the warmth and comfort within; the great fire roaring on the hearth; the merry guests grouped about its blaze and the little children with their eyes dancing in the Christmas fire-light, waiting for Father Christmas in his fine mummery of red and white and cotton wool to hand the presents from the yule-tide tree. I can see it,” I added, “as if it were yesterday.”

“It was but yesterday,” said Father Time, and his voice seemed to soften with the memory of bygone years. “I remember it well.”

“Ah,” I continued, “that was Christmas indeed. Give me back such days as those, with the old good cheer, the old stage coaches and the gabled inns and the warm red wine, the snapdragon and the Christmas-tree, and I’ll believe again in Christmas, yes, in Father Christmas himself.”

“Believe in him?” said Time quietly. “You may well do that. He happens to be standing outside in the street at this moment.”

“Outside?” I exclaimed. “Why don’t he come in?”

“He’s afraid to,” said Father Time. “He’s frightened and he daren’t come in unless you ask him. May I call him in?”

I signified assent, and Father Time went to the window for a moment and beckoned into the darkened street. Then I heard footsteps, clumsy and hesitant they seemed, upon the stairs. And in a moment a figure stood framed in the doorway — the figure of Father Christmas. He stood shuffling his feet, a timid, apologetic look upon his face.

How changed he was!

I had known in my mind’s eye, from childhood up, the face and form of Father Christmas as well as that of Old Time himself. Everybody knows, or once knew him — a jolly little rounded man, with a great muffler wound about him, a packet of toys upon his back and with such merry, twinkling eyes and rosy cheeks as are only given by the touch of the driving snow and the rude fun of the North Wind. Why, there was once a time, not yet so long ago, when the very sound of his sleigh-bells sent the blood running warm to the heart.

But now how changed.

All draggled with the mud and rain he stood, as if no house had sheltered him these three years past. His old red jersey was tattered in a dozen places, his muffler frayed and ravelled.

The bundle of toys that he dragged with him in a net seemed wet and worn till the cardboard boxes gaped asunder. There were boxes among them, I vow, that he must have been carrying these three past years.

But most of all I noted the change that had come over the face of Father Christmas. The old brave look of cheery confidence was gone. The smile that had beamed responsive to the laughing eyes of countless children around unnumbered Christmas-trees was there no more. And in the place of it there showed a look of timid apology, of apprehensiveness, as of one who has asked in vain the warmth and shelter of a human home — such a look as the harsh cruelty of this world has stamped upon the faces of its outcasts.

So stood Father Christmas shuffling upon the threshold, fumbling his poor tattered hat in his hand.

“Shall I come in?” he said, his eyes appealingly on Father Time.

“Come,” said Time. He turned to speak to me, “Your room is dark. Turn up the lights. He’s used to light, bright light and plenty of it. The dark has frightened him these three years past.”

I turned up the lights and the bright glare revealed all the more cruelly the tattered figure before us.

Father Christmas advanced a timid step across the floor. Then he paused, as if in sudden fear.

“Is this floor mined?” he said.

“No, no,” said Time soothingly. And to me he added in a murmured whisper, “He’s afraid. He was blown up in a mine in No Man’s Land between the trenches at Christmas-time in 1914. It broke his nerve.”

“May I put my toys on that machine gun?” asked Father Christmas timidly. “It will help to keep them dry.”

“It is not a machine gun,” said Time gently. “See, it is only a pile of books upon the sofa.” And to me he whispered, “They turned a machine gun on him in the streets of Warsaw. He thinks he sees them everywhere since then.”

“It’s all right, Father Christmas,” I said, speaking as cheerily as I could, while I rose and stirred the fire into a blaze. “There are no machine guns here and there are no mines. This is but the house of a poor writer.”

“Ah,” said Father Christmas, lowering his tattered hat still further and attempting something of a humble bow, “a writer? Are you Hans Andersen, perhaps?”

“Not quite,” I answered.

“But a great writer, I do not doubt,” said the old man, with a humble courtesy that he had learned, it well may be, centuries ago in the yule-tide season of his northern home. “The world owes much to its great books. I carry some of the greatest with me always. I have them here—”

He began fumbling among the limp and tattered packages that he carried. “Look! The House that Jack Built — a marvellous, deep thing, sir — and this, The Babes in the Wood. Will you take it, sir? A poor present, but a present still — not so long ago I gave them in thousands every Christmas-time. None seem to want them now.”

He looked appealingly towards Father Time, as the weak may look towards the strong, for help and guidance.

“None want them now,” he repeated, and I could see the tears start in his eyes. “Why is it so? Has the world forgotten its sympathy with the lost children wandering in the wood?”

“All the world,” I heard Time murmur with a sigh, “is wandering in the wood.” But out loud he spoke to Father Christmas in cheery admonition, “Tut, tut, good Christmas,” he said, “you must cheer up. Here, sit in this chair the biggest one; so — beside the fire. Let us stir it to a blaze; more wood, that’s better. And listen, good old Friend, to the wind outside — almost a Christmas wind, is it not? Merry and boisterous enough, for all the evil times it stirs among.”

Old Christmas seated himself beside the fire, his hands outstretched towards the flames. Something of his old-time cheeriness seemed to flicker across his features as he warmed himself at the blaze.

“That’s better,” he murmured. “I was cold, sir, cold, chilled to the bone. Of old I never felt it so; no matter what the wind, the world seemed warm about me. Why is it not so now?”

“You see,” said Time, speaking low in a whisper for my ear alone, “how sunk and broken he is? Will you not help?”

“Gladly,” I answered, “if I can.”

“All can,” said Father Time, “every one of us.”

Meantime Christmas had turned towards me a questioning eye, in which, however, there seemed to revive some little gleam of merriment.

“Have you, perhaps,” he asked half timidly, “schnapps?”

“Schnapps?” I repeated.

“Ay, schnapps. A glass of it to drink your health might warm my heart again, I think.”

“Ah,” I said, “something to drink?”

“His one failing,” whispered Time, “if it is one. Forgive it him. He was used to it for centuries. Give it him if you have it.”

“I keep a little in the house,” I said reluctantly perhaps, “in case of illness.”

“Tut, tut,” said Father Time, as something as near as could be to a smile passed over his shadowy face. “In case of illness! They used to say that in ancient Babylon. Here, let me pour it for him. Drink, Father Christmas, drink!”

Marvellous it was to see the old man smack his lips as he drank his glass of liquor neat after the fashion of old Norway.

Marvellous, too, to see the way in which, with the warmth of the fire and the generous glow of the spirits, his face changed and brightened till the old-time cheerfulness beamed again upon it.

He looked about him, as it were, with a new and growing interest.

“A pleasant room,” he said. “And what better, sir, than the wind without and a brave fire within!”

Then his eye fell upon the mantelpiece, where lay among the litter of books and pipes a little toy horse.

“Ah,” said Father Christmas almost gayly, “children in the house!”

“One,” I answered, “the sweetest boy in all the world.”

“I’ll be bound he is!” said Father Christmas and he broke now into a merry laugh that did one’s heart good to hear. “They all are! Lord bless me! The number that I have seen, and each and every one — and quite right too — the sweetest child in all the world. And how old, do you say? Two and a half all but two months except a week? The very sweetest age of all, I’ll bet you say, eh, what? They all do!”

And the old man broke again into such a jolly chuckling of laughter that his snow-white locks shook upon his head.

“But stop a bit,” he added. “This horse is broken. Tut, tut, a hind leg nearly off. This won’t do!”

He had the toy in his lap in a moment, mending it. It was wonderful to see, for all his age, how deft his fingers were.

“Time,” he said, and it was amusing to note that his voice had assumed almost an authoritative tone, “reach me that piece of string. That’s right. Here, hold your finger across the knot. There! Now, then, a bit of beeswax. What? No beeswax? Tut, tut, how ill-supplied your houses are to-day. How can you mend toys, sir, without beeswax? Still, it will stand up now.”

I tried to murmur by best thanks.

But Father Christmas waved my gratitude aside.

“Nonsense,” he said, “that’s nothing. That’s my life. Perhaps the little boy would like a book too. I have them here in the packet. Here, sir, Jack and the Bean Stalk, most profound thing. I read it to myself often still. How damp it is! Pray, sir, will you let me dry my books before your fire?”

“Only too willingly,” I said. “How wet and torn they are!”

Father Christmas had risen from his chair and was fumbling among his tattered packages, taking from them his children’s books, all limp and draggled from the rain and wind.

“All wet and torn!” he murmured, and his voice sank again into sadness. “I have carried them these three years past. Look! These were for little children in Belgium and in Serbia. Can I get them to them, think you?”

Time gently shook his head.

“But presently, perhaps,” said Father Christmas, “if I dry and mend them. Look, some of them were inscribed already! This one, see you, was written ‘With father’s love.’ Why has it never come to him? Is it rain or tears upon the page?”

He stood bowed over his little books, his hands trembling as he turned the pages. Then he looked up, the old fear upon his face again.

“That sound!” he said. “Listen! It is guns — I hear them.”

“No, no,” I said, “it is nothing. Only a car passing in the street below.”

“Listen,” he said. “Hear that again — voices crying!”

“No, no,” I answered, “not voices, only the night wind among the trees.”

“My children’s voices!” he exclaimed. “I hear them everywhere — they come to me in every wind — and I see them as I wander in the night and storm — my children — torn and dying in the trenches — beaten into the ground — I hear them crying from the hospitals — each one to me, still as I knew him once, a little child. Time, Time,” he cried, reaching out his arms in appeal, “give me back my children!”

“They do not die in vain,” Time murmured gently.

But Christmas only moaned in answer:

“Give me back my children!”

Then he sank down upon his pile of books and toys, his head buried in his arms.

“You see,” said Time, “his heart is breaking, and will you not help him if you can?”

“Only too gladly,” I replied. “But what is there to do?”

“This,” said Father Time, “listen.”

He stood before me grave and solemn, a shadowy figure but half seen though he was close beside me. The fire-light had died down, and through the curtained windows there came already the first dim brightening of dawn.

“The world that once you knew,” said Father Time, “seems broken and destroyed about you. You must not let them know — the children. The cruelty and the horror and the hate that racks the world to-day — keep it from them. Some day he will know” — here Time pointed to the prostrate form of Father Christmas— “that his children, that once were, have not died in vain: that from their sacrifice shall come a nobler, better world for all to live in, a world where countless happy children shall hold bright their memory for ever. But for the children of To-day, save and spare them all you can from the evil hate and horror of the war. Later they will know and understand. Not yet. Give them back their Merry Christmas and its kind thoughts, and its Christmas charity, till later on there shall be with it again Peace upon Earth Good Will towards Men.”

His voice ceased. It seemed to vanish, as it were, in the sighing of the wind.

I looked up. Father Time and Christmas had vanished from the room. The fire was low and the day was breaking visibly outside.

“Let us begin,” I murmured. “I will mend this broken horse.”

END
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PREFACE
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THE PROPER PUNISHMENT for the Hohenzollerns, and the Hapsburgs, and the Mecklenburgs, and the Muckendorfs, and all such puppets and princelings, is that they should be made to work; and not made to work in the glittering and glorious sense, as generals and chiefs of staff, and legislators, and land-barons, but in the plain and humble part of laborers looking for a job; that they should carry a hod and wield a trowel and swing a pick and, at the day’s end, be glad of a humble supper and a night’s rest; that they should work, in short, as millions of poor emigrants out of Germany have worked for generations past; that there should be about them none of the prestige of fallen grandeur; that, if it were possible, by some trick of magic, or change of circumstance, the world should know them only as laboring men, with the dignity and divinity of kingship departed out of them; that, as such, they should stand or fall, live or starve, as best they might by the work of their own hands and brains. Could this be done, the world would have a better idea of the thin stuff out of which autocratic kingship is fashioned.

It is a favourite fancy of mine to imagine this transformation actually brought about; and to picture the Hohenzollerns as an immigrant family departing for America, their trunks and boxes on their backs, their bundles in their hands.

The fragments of a diary that here follow present the details of such a picture. It is written, or imagined to be written, by the (former) Princess Frederica of Hohenzollern. I do not find her name in the Almanach de Gotha. Perhaps she does not exist. But from the text below she is to be presumed to be one of the innumerable nieces of the German Emperor.


CHAPTER I
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ON BOARD THE S.S. America. Wednesday

At last our embarkation is over, and we are at sea. I am so glad it is done. It was dreadful to see poor Uncle William and Uncle Henry and Cousin Willie and Cousin Ferdinand of Bulgaria, coming up the gang-plank into the steerage, with their boxes on their backs. They looked so different in their rough clothes. Uncle William is wearing an old blue shirt and a red handkerchief round his neck, and his hair looks thin and unkempt, and his moustache draggled and his face unshaved. His eyes seem watery and wandering, and his little withered arm so pathetic. Is it possible he was always really like that?

At the top of the gang-plank he stood still a minute, his box still on his back, and said, “This then is the pathway to Saint Helena.” I heard an officer down on the dock call up, “Now then, my man, move on there smartly, please.” And I saw some young roughs pointing at Uncle and laughing and saying, “Look at the old guy with the red handkerchief. Is he batty, eh?”

The forward deck of the steamer, the steerage deck, which is the only place that we are allowed to go, was crowded with people, all poor and with their trunks and boxes and paper bags all round them. When Uncle set down his box, there was soon quite a little crowd around him, so that I could hardly see him. But I could hear them laughing, and I knew that they were “taking a rise out of him,” as they call it, — just as they did in the emigration sheds on shore. I heard Uncle say, “Let wine be brought: I am faint;” and some one else said, “Yes, let it,” and there arose a big shout of laughter.

Cousin Willie had sneaked away with his box down to the lower deck. I thought it mean of him not to stay with his father. I never noticed till now what a sneaking face Cousin Willie has. In his uniform, as Crown Prince, it was different. But in his shabby clothes, among these rough people, he seems so changed. He walks with a mean stoop, and his eyes look about in such a furtive way, never still. I saw one of the ship’s officers watching him, very closely and sternly.

Cousin Karl of Austria, and Cousin Ruprecht of Bavaria, are not here. We thought they were to come on this ship, but they are not here. We could hardly believe that the ship would sail without them.

I managed to get Uncle William out of the crowd and down below. He was glad to get off the deck. He seemed afraid to look at the sea, and when we got into the big cabin, he clutched at the cover of the port and said, “Shut it, help me shut it, shut out the sound of the sea;” and then for a little time he sat on one of the bunks all hunched up, and muttering, “Don’t let me hear the sea, don’t let me hear it.” His eyes looked so queer and fixed, that I thought he must be in a sort of fit, or seizure. But Uncle Henry and Cousin Willie and Cousin Ferdinand came into the cabin and he got better again.

Cousin Ferdinand has got hold of a queer long overcoat with the sleeves turned up, and a little round hat, and looks exactly like a Jew. He says he traded one of our empty boxes for the coat and hat. I never noticed before how queer and thick Cousin Ferdinand’s speech is, and how much he gesticulates with his hands when he talks. I am sure that when I visited at Sofia nobody ever noticed it. And he called Uncle William and Uncle Henry “Mister,” and said that on the deck he had met two “fine gentlemen,” (that’s what he called them), who are in the clothing trade in New York. It was with them he traded for the coat.

Cousin Ferdinand, who is very clever at figures, is going to look after all our money, because the American money is too difficult for Uncle William and Cousin Willie to understand. We have only a little money, but Cousin Ferdinand said that we would put it all together and make it a pool. But when Uncle Henry laughed, and turned his pockets out and had no money at all, Cousin Ferdinand said that it would not be a pool. He said he would make it “on shares” and explained it, but I couldn’t understand what it meant.

While he was talking I saw Cousin Willie slip one of the pieces of money out of the pile into his pocket: at least I think I saw it; but he did it so quickly that I was not sure, and didn’t like to say anything.

Then a bell rang and we went to eat in a big saloon, all crowded with common people, and very stuffy. The food was wretched, and I could not eat. I suppose Uncle was famished from the long waiting and the bad food in the emigrant shed. It was dreadful to see the hungry way that he ate the greasy stew they gave us, with his head down almost in his plate and his moustache all unkempt. “This ragout is admirable,” he said. “Let the chef be informed that I said it.”

Cousin Ferdinand didn’t sit with us. He sat beside his two new friends and they had their heads all close together and talked with great excitement. I never knew before that Cousin Ferdinand talked Yiddish. I remember him at Sofia, on horseback addressing his army, and I don’t think he talked to his troops in Yiddish. He was telling them, I remember, how sorry he was that he couldn’t accompany them to the front. But for “business in Sofia,” he said, he would like to be in the very front trenches, the foremost of all. It was thought very brave of him.

When we got up from supper, the ship was heaving and rolling quite a bit. A young man, a steward, told us that we were now out of the harbor and in the open sea. Uncle William told him to convey his compliments to the captain on his proper navigation of the channel. The young man looked very closely at Uncle and said, “Sure, I’ll tell him right away,” but he said it kindly. Then he said to me, when Uncle couldn’t hear, “Your pa ain’t quite right, is he, Miss Hohen?” I didn’t know what he meant, but, of course, I said that Uncle William was only my uncle. Hohen is, I should explain, the name by which we are known now. The young man said that he wasn’t really a steward, only just for the trip. He said that, because I had a strange feeling that I had met him before, and asked him if I hadn’t seen him at one of the courts. But he said he had never been “up before one” in his life. He said he lives in New York, and drives an ice-wagon and is an ice-man. He said he was glad to have the pleasure of our acquaintance. He is, I think, the first ice-man I have ever met. He reminds me very much of the Romanoffs, the Grand Dukes of the younger branch, I mean. But he says he is not connected with them, so far as he knows. He said his name is Peters. We have no Almanach de Gotha here on board the steamer, so I cannot look up his name.

S.S. America. Thursday

We had a dreadful experience last night. In the middle of the night Uncle Henry came and called me and said that Uncle William was ill. So I put on an old shawl and went with him. The ship was pitching and heaving with a dreadful straining and creaking noise. A dim light burned in the cabin, and outside there was a great roaring of the wind and the wild sound of the sea surging against the ship.

Uncle William was half sitting up in his rough bunk, with the tattered gray blankets over him, one hand was clutched on the side of the bed and there was a great horror in his eyes. “The sea, the sea,” he kept saying, “don’t let me hear it. It’s their voices. Listen! They’re beating at the sides of the ship. Keep them from me, keep them out!”

He was quiet for a minute, until there came another great rush of the sea against the sides of the ship, and a roar of water against the port. Then he broke out, almost screaming— “Henry, brother Henry, keep them back! Don’t let them drag me down. I never willed it. I never wanted it. Their death is not at my door. It was necessity. Henry! Brother Henry! Tell them not to drag me below the sea!”

Like that he raved for perhaps an hour and we tried to quiet him. Cousin Willie had slipped away, I don’t know where. Cousin Ferdinand was in his bunk with his back turned.

“Do I slip to-night, at all,” he kept growling “or do I not? Say, mister, do I get any slip at all?”

But no one minded him.

Then daylight came and Uncle fell asleep. His face looked drawn and gray and the cords stood out on his withered hand, which was clutched against his shirt.

So he slept. It seemed so strange. There was no court physician, no bulletins to reassure the world that he was sleeping quietly.

Later in the morning I saw the ship’s doctor and the captain, all in uniform, with gold braid, walking on their inspection round.

“You had some trouble here last night,” I heard the captain say.

“No, nothing,” the doctor answered, “only one of the steerage passengers delirious in the night.”

Later in the morning the storm had gone down and the sea was calm as glass, and Uncle Henry and I got Uncle William up on deck. Mr. Peters, the steward that I think I spoke about before, got us a steamer chair from the first class that had been thrown away — quite good except for one leg, — and Uncle William sat in it with his face away from the sea. He seemed much shaken and looked gray and tired, but he talked quite quietly and rationally about our going to America, and how we must all work, because work is man’s lot. He himself, he says, will take up the presidency of Harvard University in New York, and Uncle Henry, who, of course, was our own Grand Admiral and is a sailor, will enter as Admiral of the navy of one of the states, probably, Uncle says, the navy of Missouri, or else that of Colorado.

It was pleasant to hear Uncle William talk in this way, just as quietly and rationally as at Berlin, and with the same grasp of political things. He only got excited once, and that was when he was telling Uncle Henry that it was his particular wish that Uncle should go to the captain and offer to take over the navigation of the vessel. Uncle Henry is a splendid sailor, and in all our cruises in the Baltic he used to work out all the navigation of the vessel, except, of course, the arithmetic — which was beneath him.

Uncle Henry laughed (he is always so good natured) and said that he had had enough of being Admiral to last him all his life. But when Uncle William insisted, he said he would see what he could do.

S.S. America. Friday

All yesterday and to-day the sea was quite calm, and we could sit on deck. I was glad because, in the cabin where I am, there are three other women, and it is below the water-line, and is very close and horrid. So when it is rough, I can only sit in the alley-way with my knitting. There the light is very dim and the air bad. But I do not complain. It is woman’s lot. Uncle William and Cousin Willie have both told me this — that it is woman’s lot to bear and to suffer; and they said it with such complete resignation that I feel I ought to imitate their attitude.

Cousin Ferdinand, too, is very brave about the dirt and the discomfort of being on board the ship. He doesn’t seem to mind the dirt at all, and his new friends (Mr. Sheehan and Mr. Mosenhammer) seem to bear it so well, too. Uncle Henry goes and washes his hands and face at one of the ship’s pumps before every meal, with a great noise and splashing, but Cousin Ferdinand says, “For me the pump, no.” He says that nothing like that matters now, and that his only regret is that he did not fall at the head of his troops, as he would have done if he had not been detained by business.

I caught sight of Cousin Karl of Austria! So it seems he is on the ship after all. He was up on the promenade deck where the first class passengers are, and of which you can just see one end from down here in the steerage. Cousin Karl had on a waiter’s suit and was bringing something to drink to two men who were in steamer chairs on the deck. I don’t know whether he saw me or not, but if he did he didn’t give any sign of recognizing me. One of the men gave Cousin Karl a piece of money and I was sure it was he, from the peculiar, cringing way in which he bowed. It was just the manner that he used to have at Vienna with his cousin, Franz Ferdinand, and with dear old Uncle Franz Joseph.

We always thought, we girls I mean, that it was Cousin Karl who had Cousin Franz Ferdinand blown up at Serajevo. I remember once we dared Cousin Zita, Karl’s wife, to ask Uncle William if it really was Karl. But Uncle William spoke very gravely, and said that it was not a thing for us to discuss, and that if Karl did it, it was an “act of State,” and no doubt very painful to Cousin Karl to have to do.

Zita asked Uncle if Karl poisoned dear old Uncle Franz Joseph, because some of Karl’s best and most intimate friends said that he did. But Uncle said very positively, “No,” that dear old Uncle Franz Joseph had not needed any poison, but had died, very naturally, under the hands of Uncle William’s own physician, who was feeling his wind-pipe at the time.

Of course, all these things seem very far away now. But seeing Cousin Karl on the upper deck, reminded me of all the harmless gossip and tattle that used to go on among us girls in the old days.

Friday afternoon

I saw Cousin Willie on the deck this afternoon. I had not seen him all day yesterday as he seems to keep out of sight. His eyes looked bloodshot and I was sure that he had been drinking.

I asked him where he had been in the storm while Uncle William was ill. He gave a queer sort of leering chuckle and said, “Over there,” and pointed backwards with his thumb towards the first class part of the ship. Then he said, “Come here a minute,” and he led me round a corner to where no one could see, and showed me a gold brooch and two diamond rings. He told me not to tell the others, and then he tried to squeeze my hand and to pull me towards him, in such a horrid way, but I broke away and went back. Since then I have been trying to think how he could have got the brooch and the rings. But I cannot think.

S.S. America. Saturday

To-day when I went up on deck, the first thing I saw was Uncle Henry. I hardly recognized him. He had on an old blue sailor’s jersey, and was cleaning up a brass rail with a rag. I asked him why he was dressed like that and Uncle Henry laughed and said he had become an admiral. I couldn’t think what he meant, as I never guess things with a double meaning, so he explained that he has got work as a sailor for the voyage across. I thought he looked very nice in his sailor’s jersey, much nicer than in the coat with gold facings, when he was our High Admiral. He reminded me very much of those big fair-haired Norwegian sailors that we used to see when we went on the Meteor to Flekkefyord and Gildeskaale. I am sure that he will be of great service to this English captain, in helping to work the ship across.

When Cousin Ferdinand came up on deck with his two friends, Mr. Mosenhammer and Mr. Sheehan, he was very much interested in Uncle Henry’s having got work. He made an arrangement right away that he would borrow Uncle Henry’s wages, and that Mr. Sheehan would advance them, and he would then add it to our capital, and then he would take it and keep it. Uncle Henry is to get what is called, in the new money, one seventy-five a day, and to get it for four days, and Cousin Ferdinand says that comes to four dollars and a quarter. Cousin Ferdinand is very quick with figures. He says that he will have to take out a small commission for managing the money for Uncle Henry, and that later on he will tell Uncle Henry how much will be left after taking it out. Uncle Henry said all right and went on with his brass work. It is strange how his clothes seem to change him. He looks now just like a rough, common sailor.

S.S. America. Tuesday

To-day our voyage is to end. I am so glad. When we came on deck Mr. Peters told me that we were in sight of land. He told me the names of the places, but they were hard and difficult to remember, like Long Island and Sandy Hook; not a bit like our dear old simple German names.

So we were all told to put our things together and get ready to land. I got, out of one of our boxes, an old frock coat for Uncle William. It is frayed at the ends of the sleeves and it shines a little, but I had stitched it here and there and it looked quite nice. He put it on with a pair of gray trousers that are quite good, and not very much bagged, and I had knitted for him a red necktie that he wears over his blue shirt with a collar, called a celluloid collar, that American gentlemen wear.

The sea is so calm that Uncle doesn’t mind being on deck now, and he even came close to the bulwarks, which he wouldn’t do all the way across. He stood there in quite an attitude with his imperfect hand folded into his coat. He looked something, but not quite, as he used to look on the deck of the Meteor in the Baltic.

Presently he said, “Henry, your arm!” and walked up and down with Uncle Henry. I could see that the other passengers were quite impressed with the way Uncle looked, and it pleased him. I heard some rough young loafers saying, “Catch on to the old Dutch, will you? Eh, what?”

Uncle Henry is going ashore just as he is, in his blue jersey. But Cousin Ferdinand has put on a bright red tie that Mr. Mosenhammer has loaned to him for three hours.

Cousin Willie only came on deck at the very last minute, and he seemed anxious to slink behind the other passengers and to keep out of sight. I think it must have something to do with the brooch that he showed me, and the rings. His eyes looked very red and bloodshot and his face more crooked and furtive than ever. I am sure that he had been drinking again.

I have written the last lines of this diary sitting on the deck. We have just passed a huge statue that rises out of the water, the name of which they mentioned but I can’t remember, as it was not anything I ever heard of before.

Just think — in a little while we shall land in America!


CHAPTER II
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CITY NEW YORK. 2nd Avenue

We came off the steamer late yesterday afternoon and came across the city to a pension on Second Avenue where we are now. Only here they don’t call it a pension but a boarding house. Cousin Ferdinand and Cousin Willie drove across in the cart with our boxes, and Uncle William and Uncle Henry and I came on a street car. It cost us fifteen cents. A cent is four and one-sixth pfennigs. We tried to reckon what it came to, but we couldn’t; but Uncle Henry thinks it could be done.

This house is a tall house in a mean street, crowded and noisy with carts and street-sellers. I think it would be better to have all the boarding houses stand far back from the street with elm trees and fountains and lawns where peacocks could walk up and down. I am sure it would be much better.

We have taken a room for Uncle William and Uncle Henry on the third floor at the back and a small room in the front for me of the kind called a hall bedroom, which I don’t ever remember seeing before. There were none at Sans Souci and none, I think, at any of the palaces. Cousin Willie has a room at the top of the house, and Cousin Ferdinand in the basement.

The landlady of this house is very stout and reminds me very much of the Grand Duchess of Sondersburg-Augustenburg: her manner when she showed us the rooms was very like that of the Grand Duchess; only perhaps a little firmer and more authoritative. But it appears that they are probably not related, as the landlady’s name is Mrs. O’Halloran, which is, I think, Scotch.

When we arrived it was already time for dinner so we went downstairs to it at once. The dining-room was underground in the basement. It was very crowded and stuffy, and there was a great clatter of dishes and a heavy smell of food. Most of the people were already seated, but there was an empty place at the head of one of the tables and Uncle William moved straight towards that. Uncle was wearing, as I said, his frock coat and his celluloid collar and he walked into the room with quite an air, in something of the way that he used to come into the great hall of the Neues Palais at Potsdam, only that in these clothes it looked different. As Uncle entered the room he waved his hand and said, “Let no one rise!” I remember that when Uncle said this at the big naval dinner at Kiel it made a great sensation as an example of his ready tact. He realised that if they had once risen there would have been great difficulty in their order of procedure for sitting down again. He was afraid that the same difficulty might have been felt here in the boarding house. But I don’t think it would, and I don’t think that they were going to stand up, anyway. They just went on eating. I noticed one cheap-looking young man watching Uncle with a sort of half smile as he moved towards his seat. I heard him say to his neighbour, “Some scout, eh?”

The food was so plain and so greasy that I could hardly eat it. But I have noticed that it is a strange thing about Uncle that he doesn’t seem to know what he eats at all. He takes all this poor stuff that they put before him to be the same delicacies that we had at the Neues Palais and Sans Souci. “Is this a pheasant?” he asked when the servant maid passed him his dish of meat. I heard the mean young man whisper, “I guess not.” Presently some hash was brought in and Uncle said, “Ha! A Salmi! Ha! excellent!” I could see that Mrs. O’Halloran, the landlady, who sat at the other end of the table, was greatly pleased.

I was surprised to find — because it is so hard to get used to the change of things in our new life — that all the people went on talking just the same after Uncle sat down. At the palace at Potsdam nobody ever spoke at dinner unless Uncle William first addressed him, and then he was supposed to give a sort of bow and answer as briefly as possible so as not to interrupt the flow of Uncle William’s conversation. Generally Uncle talked and all the rest listened. His conversation was agreed by everybody to be wonderful. Princes, admirals, bishops, artists, scholars and everybody united in declaring that Uncle William showed a range of knowledge and a brilliance of language that was little short of marvellous. So naturally it was a little disappointing at first to find that these people just went on talking to one another and didn’t listen to Uncle William at all, or merely looked at him in an inquisitive sort of way and whispered remarks to one another. But presently, I don’t just know how, Uncle began to get the attention of the table and one after the other the people stopped talking to listen to him. I was very glad of this because Uncle was talking about America and I was sure that it would interest them, as what he said was very much the same as the wonderful speech that he made to the American residents of Berlin at the time when the first exchange professor was sent over to the University. I remember that all the Americans who heard it said that Uncle told them things about their own country that they had never known, or even suspected, before. So I was glad when I heard Uncle explaining to these people the wonderful possibilities of their country. He talked of the great plains of Connecticut and the huge seaports of Pittsburg and Colorado Springs, and the tobacco forests of Idaho till one could just see it all. He said that the Mississippi, which is a great river here as large as the Weser, should be dammed back and held while a war of extermination was carried on against the Indians on the other side of it with a view to Christianizing them. The people listened, their faces flushed with eating and with the close air. Here and there some of them laughed or nudged one another and said, “Get on to this, will you?” But I remember that when Uncle William made this speech in Berlin the Turkish ambassador said after it that he now knew so much about America that he wanted to die, and that the Shah of Persia wrote a letter to Uncle, all in his own writing, except the longest words, and said that he had ordered Uncle’s speech on America to be printed and read aloud by all the schoolmasters in Persia under penalty of decapitation. Nearly all of them read it.

Wednesday

This morning we had a great disappointment. It had been pretty well arranged on board the ship that Uncle would take over the presidency of Harvard University. Uncle Henry and Cousin Ferdinand and Cousin Willie had all consented to it, and we looked upon it as done. Now it seems there is a mistake. First of all Harvard University is not in New York, as we had always thought in Germany that it was. I remember that when Uncle Henry came home from his great tour in America, in which he studied American institutions so profoundly, and made his report he said that Harvard University was in New York. Uncle had this information filed away in our Secret Service Department.

But it seems that it is somewhere else. The University here is called Columbia, so Uncle decided that he would be president of that. In the old days all the great men of learning used to assure Uncle that if fate had not made him an emperor he would have been better fitted than any living man to be the head of a great university. Uncle admitted this himself, though he resented being compared only to the living ones.

So it was a great disappointment to-day when they refused to give him the presidency. I went with him to the college, but I cannot quite understand what happened or why they won’t give it to him. We walked all the way up and I carried a handbag filled with Uncle’s degrees and diplomas from Oxford and all over the world. All the way up Uncle talked about the majesty and the freedom of learning and what he would do to the college when he was made president, and how all the professors should sit up and obey him. At times he got so excited that he would stop on the street and wave his hands and gesticulate so that people turned and looked at him. At Potsdam we never realized that Uncle was excited all the time, and, in any case, with his uniform on and his sabre clattering as he walked, it all seemed different. But here in the street, in his faded frock coat and knitted tie, and with his face flushed and his eyes rambling, people seemed to mistake it and thought that his mind was not quite right.

So I think he made a wrong impression when we went into the offices of the college. Uncle was still quite excited from his talking. “Let the trustees be brought,” he said in a peremptory way to the two young men in black frock coats, secretaries of some sort, I suppose, who received us. Then he turned to me. “Princess,” he said, “my diplomas!” He began pulling them out of the bag and throwing them on the table in a wild sort of way. The other people waiting in the room were all staring at him. Then the young men took Uncle by the arm and led him into an inner room and I went out into the corridor and waited. Presently one of the young men came out and told me not to wait, as Uncle had been sent home in a cab. He was very civil and showed me where to go to get the elevated railroad. But while I was waiting I had overheard some of the people talking about Uncle. One said, “That’s that same old German that was on board our ship last week in the steerage — has megalomania or something of the sort, they say, and thinks he’s the former Emperor. I saw the Kaiser once at a review in Berlin, — not much resemblance, is there?”


CHAPTER III

[image: img53.jpg]

FOR WEEKS AND weeks I have written nothing in my diary because it has been so discouraging. After Uncle William’s offer to take over the presidency of Columbia University had been refused, he debated with Uncle Henry and with Cousin Ferdinand of Bulgaria (who is not living in our boarding house now but who comes over quite often in the evenings) whether he would accept the presidency of Harvard. Cousin Ferdinand looked up the salary in a book and told him not to take it. Cousin Ferdinand has little books with all the salaries of people in America and he says that these books are fine and much better than the Almanach de Gotha which we used to use in Europe to hunt people up. He says that if he ever goes back to be King of Bulgaria again he is going to introduce books like these. Cousin Ferdinand is getting very full of American ideas and he says that what you want to know about a man is not his line of descent but his line of credit. And he says that the whole King business in Europe has been mismanaged. He says that there should have been millions in it. I forgot to say in my diary sooner that Cousin Ferdinand’s two friends, Mr. Mosenhammer and Mr. Sheehan, took him into their clothing business at once as a sort of partner. The reason was that they found that he could wear clothes; the effect on the customers when they see Cousin Ferdinand walking up and down in front of the store is wonderful. Of course all kings can wear clothes and in the old days in the Potsdam palace we thought nothing of it. But Cousin Ferdinand says that the kings should have known enough to stop trying to be soldiers and to put themselves at the head of the export clothing trade. He wishes, he says, that he had some of his Bulgarian generals here now in their blue coats trimmed with black fur; he says that with a little alteration, which he showed us how to do, he could have sent them out “on the road,” wherever that is, and have made the biggest boom in gentlemen’s winter fur trimmings that the trade ever saw.

Cousin Ferdinand, when he comes over in the evenings now, is always beautifully dressed and I can notice that Mrs. O’Halloran, the landlady, is much impressed with him. I am glad of this because we have not yet been able to pay her any money and I was afraid she might say something about it. But what is stranger is that now that Cousin Ferdinand has good clothes, Uncle William and Uncle Henry seem much impressed too. Uncle Henry looks so plain and common in his sailor’s jersey, and Uncle William in his old frock coat looks faded and shabby and his face always vacant and wondering. So now when Cousin Ferdinand comes in they stand up and get a chair for him and listen to his advice on everything.

So, as I said, Cousin Ferdinand looked up the salary of the President of Harvard in a book and he was strongly against Uncle William’s taking the position. But Uncle William says this kind of position is the nearest thing in this country to what he had in Germany. He thinks that he could do for Harvard what he did for Germany. He has written out on a big sheet of paper all the things that he calls the Chief Needs of America, because he is always busy like this and never still. I forget the whole list, especially as he changes it every day according to the way that people treat Uncle William on the street, but the things that he always puts first are Culture, Religion, and Light. These he says he can supply, and he thought that the presidency of Harvard would be the best place to do it from. In the end he accepted the position against Cousin Ferdinand’s advice, or at least I mean he said that he would be willing to take it and he told Uncle Henry to pack up all his degrees and diplomas and to send them to Harvard and say that he was coming.

So it was dreadfully disappointing when all the diplomas came back again by the next post. There was a letter with them but I didn’t see it, as Uncle William tore it into fragments and stamped on it. He said he was done with American universities for ever: I have never seen him so furious: he named over on his fingers all the American professors that he had fed at Berlin, one meal each and sometimes even two, — Uncle has a wonderful memory for things like that, — and yet this was their gratitude. He walked up and down his room and talked so wildly and incoherently that if I had not known and been told so often by our greatest authorities in Germany how beautifully balanced Uncle William’s brain is, I should have feared that he was wandering.

But presently he quieted down and said with deep earnestness that the American universities must now go to ruin in their own way. He was done with them. He said he would go into a cloister and spend his life in quiet adoration, provided that he could find anything to adore, which, he said, in his station was very doubtful. But half an hour later he was quite cheerful again, — it is wonderful how quickly Uncle William’s brain recovers itself, — and said that a cloister was too quiet and that he would take a position as Governor of a State; there are a great many of these in this country and Uncle spent days and days writing letters to them and when the answers came in — though some never answered at all — Uncle William got into the same state of fury as about the Presidency of Harvard. So, naturally, each day seemed more disappointing than the last, especially with the trouble that we have been having with Cousin Willie, of which I have not spoken yet, and I was getting quite disheartened until last evening, when everything seemed to change.

We all knew, of course, that Uncle William is the greatest artist in the world, but no one liked to suggest that he should sell his pictures for money, a thing that no prince was ever capable of doing. Yet I could not but feel glad when Uncle decided yesterday that he would stoop to make his living by art. It cost him a great struggle to make this decision, but he talked it over very fully last night with Uncle Henry, after Uncle Henry came home from work, and the resolution is taken.

Of course, Uncle always had a wonderful genius for painting. I remember how much his pictures used to be admired at the court at Berlin. I have seen some of the best painters stand absolutely entranced, — they said so themselves, — in front of Uncle’s canvasses. I remember one of the greatest of our artists saying one day to Uncle in the Potsdam Gallery, “Now, which of these two pictures is yours and which is Michel Angelo’s: I never can tell you two apart.” Uncle gave him the order of the Red Swan. Another painter once said that if Uncle’s genius had been developed he would have been the greatest painter of modern times. Uncle William, I remember, was dreadfully angry. He said it was developed.

So it seemed only natural that Uncle should turn to Art to make our living. But he hesitated because there is some doubt whether a person of noble birth can sell anything for money. But Uncle says Tintoretto the great Italian artist had two quarterings of nobility, and Velasquez had two and a half.

Luckily we have with us among our things Uncle’s easel and his paints that he used in Berlin. He had always to have special things because he doesn’t use little brushes and tubes of colour as ordinary artists do, but had a big brush and his paint in a tin can, so that he can work more quickly. Fortunately we have with us three of Uncle’s pictures rolled up in the bottom of our boxes. He is going to sell these first and after that he says that he will paint one or two every day. One of the three canvasses that we have is an allegorical picture called “Progress” in which. Progress is seen coming out of a cloud in the background with Uncle William standing in the foreground. Another is called “Modern Science” and in this Science is seen crouched in the dark in the background and Uncle William standing in the light in the foreground. The other is called “Midnight in the Black Forest.” Uncle William did it in five minutes with a pot of black paint. They say it is impressionistic.

So all the evening Uncle William and Uncle Henry talked about the new plan. It is wonderful how Uncle William enters into a thing. He got me to fetch him his old blue blouse, which was with the painting things, and he put it on over his clothes and walked up and down the room with a long paint-brush in his hand. “We painters, my dear Henry,” he said; “must not be proud. America needs Art. Very good. She shall have it.”

I could see, of course, that Uncle William did not like the idea of selling pictures for money. But he is going to make that side of it less objectionable by painting a picture, a very large picture, for nothing and giving it to the big Metropolitan Art Gallery which, is here. Uncle has already partly thought it out. It is to be called the “Spirit of America” and in it the Spirit of America will be seen doubled up in the background: Uncle has not yet fully thought out the foreground, but he says he has an idea.

In any case he is going to refuse to take anything more than a modest price for his pictures. Beyond that, he says, not one pfennig.

So this morning Uncle rolled up his three canvasses under his arm and has gone away to sell them.

I am very glad, as we have but little money, indeed hardly any except Uncle Henry’s wages. And I have been so worried, too, and surprised since we came here about Cousin Willie. He hardly is with the rest of us at all. He is out all night and sleeps in the day time, and often I am sure that he has been drinking. One morning when he came back to the house at about breakfast time he showed me quite a handful of money, but wouldn’t say where he got it. He said there was lots more where it came from. I asked him to give me some to pay Mrs. O’Halloran, but he only laughed in his leering way and said that he needed it all. At another time when I went up to Cousin Willie’s room one day when he was out, I saw quite a lot of silver things hidden in a corner of the cupboard. They looked like goblets and silver dinner things, and there was a revolver and a sheath-knife hidden with them. I began to think that he must have stolen all these things, though it seemed impossible for a prince. I have spoken to Uncle William several times about Cousin Willie, but he gets impatient and does not seem to care. Uncle never desires very much to talk of people other than himself. I think it fatigues his mind. In any case, he says that he has done for Willie already all that he could. He says he had him confined to a fortress three times and that four times he refused to have him in his sight for a month, and that twice he banished him to a country estate for six weeks. His duty, he says, is done. I said that I was afraid that Cousin Willie had been stealing and told him about the silver things hidden in the cupboard. But Uncle got very serious and read me a very severe lecture. No prince, he said, ever stole. His son, he explained, might very well be collecting souvenirs as memorials of his residence in America: all the Hohenzollerns collected souvenirs: some of our most beautiful art things at Potsdam and Sans Souci were souvenirs collected by our ancestors in France fifty years ago. Uncle said that if the Great War had turned out as it should and if his soldiers had not betrayed him by getting killed, we should have had more souvenirs than ever. After that he dismissed the subject from his mind. Uncle William can dismiss things from his mind more quickly than anybody I ever knew.

The Same Day. Later

I was so surprised this afternoon, when I happened to go down to the door, to see Mr. Peters, the ice gentleman that was on the ship, with his ice cart delivering ice into the basement. I knew that he delivered ice in this part of the city because he said so, and I think he had mentioned this street, and two or three times I thought I had seen him from the window. But it did seem surprising to happen to go down to the door (I forget what I went for) at the moment that he was there. He looked very fine in his big rough suit of overalls. It is not quite like a military uniform, but I think it looks better. Mr. Peters knew me at once. “Good afternoon, Miss Hohen,” he said (that is the name, as I think I said, that we have here), “how are all the folks?”

So we talked for quite a little time, and I told him about Uncle trying to get work and how hard it was and how at last he had got work, or at least had gone out to get it, as a painter. Mr. Peters said that that was fine. He said that painters do well here: he has a lot of friends who are painters and they get all the way from sixty to seventy-five cents an hour. It seems so odd to think of them being paid by the hour. I don’t think the court artists at home were paid like that. It will be very nice if Uncle William can mingle with Mr. Peters’s artist friends. Mr. Peters asked if he might take me out some Sunday, and I said that I would ask Uncle William and Uncle Henry and Cousin Ferdinand and Cousin Willie and if they all consented to come I would go. I hope it was not a forward thing to do.

I forgot when I was talking of work to say that Uncle Henry got work the very second day that we were here. He works down at the docks where the ships are. I think he supervises the incoming and outgoing of the American navy. It is called being a stevedore, and no doubt his being an Admiral helped him to get it. He hopes to get a certificate presently to be a Barge Master, which will put him in charge of the canals. But there is a very difficult examination to go through and Uncle Henry is working for it at night out of a book. He has to take up Vulgar Fractions which, of course, none of our High Seas Command were asked to learn. But Uncle Henry is stooping to them.

So now, I think, everything will go well.


CHAPTER IV
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UNCLE’S ART HAS failed. It was only yesterday that I was writing in my memoirs of how cheerful and glad I felt to think that Uncle William was going to be able to make his living by art, and now everything is changed again. All the time that Uncle was out on his visit to the picture dealers, I was making plans and thinking what we would do with the money when it came in, so it is very disappointing to have it all come to nothing. I don’t know just what happened because Uncle William never gives any details of things. His mind moves too rapidly for that. But he came home with his pictures still under his arm in a perfect fury and raged up and down his room, using very dreadful language.

But after a little while when he grew calmer he explained to me that the Americans are merely swineheads and that art, especially art such as his, is wasted on them. Uncle says that he has no wish to speak harshly of the Americans, but they are pig-dogs. He bears them no ill-will, he says, for what they have done and his heart is free of any spirit of vengeance, but he wishes he had his heel on their necks for about half a minute. He said this with such a strange dreadful snarl that for the moment his face seemed quite changed. But presently when he recovered himself he got quite cheerful again, and said that it was perhaps unseemly in him, as the guest of the American people, to say anything against them. It is strange how Uncle always refers to himself as the guest of the American people. Living in this poor place, in these cheap surroundings, it seems so odd. Often at our meals in the noisy dining-room down in the basement, in the speeches that he makes to the boarders, he talks of himself as the guest of America and he says, “What does America ask in return? Nothing.” I can see that Mrs. O’Halloran, the landlady, doesn’t like this, because we have not paid her anything for quite a long time, and she has spoken to me about it in the corridor several times.

But when Uncle William makes speeches in the dining-room I think the whole room becomes transformed for him into the banquet room of a palace, and the cheap bracket lamps against the wall turn into a blaze of light and the boarders are all courtiers, and he becomes more and more grandiloquent. He waves his hand towards Uncle Henry and refers to him as “my brother the Admiral,” and to me as “the Princess at my side.” Some of the people, the meaner ones, begin to laugh and to whisper, and others look uncomfortable and sorry. And it is always on these occasions that Uncle William refers to himself as America’s guest, and refers to the Americans as the hospitable nation who have taken him to their heart. I think that when Uncle says this he really believes it; Uncle can believe practically anything if he says it himself.

So, as I say, when he came home yesterday, after failing to sell his pictures, he was at first furious and then he fell into his other mood and he said that, as the guest of a great people, he had found out at last the return he could make to them. He said that he would organise a School of Art, and as soon as he had got the idea he was carried away with it at once and seized a pencil and paper and began making plans for the school and drawing up a list of the instructors needed. He asked first who could be Principal, or President, of the School, and decided that he would have to be that himself as he knew of no one but himself who had the peculiar power of organisation needed for it. All the technical instructors, he said, must be absolutely the best, each one a master in his own line. So he wrote down at the top of his list, Instructor in Oils, and reflected a little, with his head in his hand, as to who could do that. Presently he sighed and said that as far as he knew there was no one; he’d have to do that himself. Then he wrote down Instructor in Water Colour, and as soon as he had written it he said right off that he would have to take that over too; there was no one else that he could trust it to. Then he said, “Now, let me see, Perspective, Freehand, and Crayon Work. I need three men: three men of the first class. Can I get them? I doubt it. Let me think what can be done.”

He walked up and down the room a little with his hands behind his back and his head sunk in thought while he murmured, “Three men? Three men? But Ha! why three? Why not, if sufficiently gifted, one man?”

But just when he was saying this there was a knock at the door and Mrs. O’Halloran came in. I knew at once what she had come for, because she had been threatening to do it, and so I felt dreadfully nervous when she began to say that our bill at the house had gone unpaid too long and that we must pay her at once what we owed her. It took some time before Uncle William understood what she was talking about, but when he did he became dreadfully frigid and polite. He said, “Let me understand clearly, madame, just what it is that you wish to say: do I apprehend that you are saying that my account here for our maintenance is now due and payable?” Mrs. O’Halloran said yes, she was. And Uncle said, “Let me endeavour to grasp your meaning exactly: am I correct in thinking that you mean I owe you money?” Mrs. O’Halloran said that was what she meant. Uncle said, “Let me try to apprehend just as accurately as possible what it is that you are trying to tell me: is my surmise correct that you are implying that it is time that I settled up my bill?”

Mrs. O’Halloran said, “Yes,” but I could see that by this time she was getting quite flustered because there was something so dreadfully chilling in Uncle’s manner: his tone in a way was courtesy itself, but there was something in it calculated to make Mrs. O’Halloran feel that she had committed a dreadful breach in what she had done. Uncle William told me afterwards that to mention money to a prince is not a permissible thing, and that no true Hohenzollern has ever allowed the word “bill” to be said in his presence, and that for this reason he had tried, out of courtesy, to give the woman every chance to withdraw her words and had only administered a reprimand to her when she failed to do so. Certainly it was a dreadful rebuke that he gave her. He told her that he must insist on this topic being dismissed and never raised again: that he could allow no such discussion: the subject was one, he said, that he must absolutely refuse to entertain: he did not wish, he said, to speak with undue severity, but he had better make it plain that if there were any renewal of this discussion he should feel it impossible to remain in the house.

While Uncle William was saying all this Mrs. O’Halloran was getting more and more confused and angry, and when Uncle finally opened the door for her with cold dignity, she backed out of it and found herself outside the room without seeming to know what she was doing. Presently I could hear her down in the scullery below, rattling dishes and saying that she was just as good as anybody.

But Uncle William seemed to be wonderfully calmed and elevated after this scene, and said, “Princess, bring me my flute.” I brought it to him and he sat by the window and leaned his head out over the back lane and played our dear old German melodies, till somebody threw a boot at him. The people about here are not musical. But meantime Uncle William had forgotten all about the School of Art, and he said no more about it.

Next Day

To-day a dreadful thing has happened. The police have come into the house and have taken Cousin Willie away. He is now in a place called The Tombs, and Mr. Peters says that he will be sent to the great prison at Sing-Sing. He is be tried for robbery and for stabbing with intent to kill.

It was very dreadful when they came to take him. I was so glad that Uncle William was not here to see it all. But it was in the morning and he had gone out to see a steamship company about being president of it, and I was tidying up our rooms, because Mrs. O’Halloran won’t tidy them up any more or let the coloured servant tidy them up until we pay her more money. She said that to me, but I think she is afraid to say it to Uncle William. So I mean to do the work now while Uncle is out and not let him know.

This morning, in the middle of the morning, while I was working, all of a sudden I heard the street door open and slam and some one rushing up the stairway: and then Cousin Willie broke into the room, all panting and excited, and his face grey with fright and gasping out, “Hide me, hide me!” He ran from room to room, whining and hysterical, and his breath coming in a sort of sob, but he seemed incapable of deciding what to do. I would have hidden him if I could, but at the very next moment I heard the policemen coming in below, and the voice of the landlady. Then they came upstairs, big strong-looking men in blue, any one of whom could have choked Cousin Willie with one hand. Cousin Willie ran to and fro like a cornered rat, and two of the men seized him and then I think he must have been beside himself with fear for I saw his teeth bite into the man’s hand that held him, and one of the policemen struck him hard with his wooden club across the head and he fell limp to the floor. They dragged him down the stairway like that and I followed them down, but there was nothing that I could do. I saw them lift Cousin Willie into a closed black wagon that stood at the street door with quite a little crowd of people gathered about it already, all excited and leering as if it were a show. And then they drove away with him and I came in and went upstairs and sat down in Uncle’s room but I could not work any more.

A little later on Mr. Peters came to the house, — I don’t know why, because it was not for the ice as he had his other clothes on, — and he came upstairs and sat down and told me about what had happened. It seemed a strange thing to receive him upstairs in Uncle’s bedroom like that, but I was so upset that I did not think about it at the time. Mr. Peters had been on our street with his ice wagon when the police came, though I did not see him. But he saw me, he said, standing at the door. And I think he must have gone home and changed his things and come back again, but I did not ask him.

He told me that Cousin Willie had stabbed a man, or at least a boy, that was in charge of a jewelry shop, and that the boy might die. Cousin Willie, Mr. Peters says, has been stealing jewelry nearly ever since we came here and the police have been watching him but he did not know this and so he had grown quite foolhardy, and this morning in broad daylight he went into some sort of jewelry or pawn shop where there was only a boy watching the shop, and the boy was a cripple. Cousin Willie had planned to hide the things under his coat and to sneak out but the boy saw what he was doing and cried out, and when Cousin Willie tried to break out of the shop he hobbled to the door and threw himself in the way. And then it was that Cousin Willie stabbed him with his sheath-knife, — the one that I had seen in his room, — and ran. But already there was a great outcry and the people followed on his tracks and shouted to the police, and so they easily ran him down.

All of this Mr. Peters told me, but he couldn’t stay very long and had to go again. He says he is going to see what can be done for Cousin Willie but I am afraid that he doesn’t feel very sorry for him; but after Mr. Peters had gone I could not help going on thinking about it all and it seemed to me as if Cousin Willie had not altogether had a fair chance in life. Common people are brought up in fear of prison and punishment and they learn to do what they should. But Cousin Willie was brought up as a prince and was above imprisonment and things like that. And in any case he seemed, when the big men seized hold of him, such a paltry and miserable thing.

Later on in the day Uncle William came home and I had to tell him all about Cousin Willie. I had feared that he would be dreadfully upset, but he was much less disturbed than I had thought. Indeed it is quite wonderful the way in which Uncle can detach his mind from things.

I told him that Mr. Peters had said that Cousin Willie must go to Sing-Sing, and Uncle said, “Ha! a fortress?” So I told him that I thought it was. After that he asked if Cousin Willie was in his uniform at the time, and when I said that he was not, Uncle said “That may make it more difficult.” Of course Cousin Willie has no uniform here in America and doesn’t wear any, but I notice that Uncle William begins to mix up our old life with our life here and seems sometimes quite confused and wandering; at least other people would think him so. He went on talking quite a long time about what had happened and he said that there is an almost exact precedent for the “incident” (that’s what he calls it) in the Zabern Case. I don’t remember much about that, as it was years ago, before the war, but Uncle William said that it was a similar case of an officer finding himself compelled to pass his sword once through a cripple (only once, Uncle says) in order to clear himself a way on the sidewalk. Uncle quoted a good many other precedents for passing swords through civilians, but he says that this is the best one.

In the evening Cousin Ferdinand and Uncle Henry came over. Uncle Henry seemed very gloomy and depressed about what had happened and said very little, but Cousin Ferdinand was very much excited and angry. He said what is the good of all his honesty and his industry if he is to be disgraced like this: he asked of what use is his uprightness and business integrity if he is to have a first cousin in Sing-Sing. He said that if it was known that he had a cousin there it would damage him with his best trade to an incalculable extent. But later on he quieted down and said that perhaps with a certain part of his trade it would work the other way. Uncle Ferdinand has grown to be much interested in what is called here “advertising,” — a thing that he says all kings ought to study — and he decided, after he had got over his first indignation, that Cousin Willie being in Sing-Sing would be a very good advertisement for him. It might bring him, he said, quite a lot of new business; especially if it was known that he refused to help Cousin Willie in any way or to have anything more to do with any of the rest of us, and not to give us any money. He said that this was a point of view which people could respect and admire.

So before he went home he said that we must not expect to see or hear from him any more, unless, of course, things should in some way brighten up, in which case he would come back.


CHAPTER V
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IT IS A long time — nearly three months — since I have added anything to my memoirs. The truth is I find it very hard to write memoirs here. For one thing nobody else seems to do it. Mrs. O’Halloran tells me that she never thinks of writing memoirs at all. At the Potsdam palace it was different. We all wrote memoirs. Eugenia of Pless did, and Cecilia did, and I did, and all of us. We all had our memoir books with little silver padlocks and keys. We were brought up to do it because it helped us to realise how important everything was that we did and how important all the people about us were. It was wonderful to realise that in the old life one met every day great world figures like Prince Rasselwitz-Windischkopf, the Grand Falconer of Reuss, and the Grand Duke of Schlitzin-Mein, and Field Marshall Topoff, General-in-Chief of the army of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt. There are no such figures as these in America.

But another reason for not writing has been that things have been going so badly with us. Uncle William still has no work and he seems to be getting older and more broken and stranger in his talk every day. He is very shabby now in spite of all I can do with my needle, but he becomes more grandiloquent and consequential all the time. Some of the mean looking young men at this boarding house have christened him “The Emperor” — which seems a strange thing for them to have picked upon, and they draw him out in his talk, and when they meet him they make mock salutes to him which Uncle returns with very great dignity. Quite a lot of the people on the nearby streets have taken it up and when they see Uncle come along they make him military salutes. Uncle gets quite pleased and flushed as he goes along the street and answers the salutes with a sort of military bow.

He is quite happy when he is out of doors explaining to me with his stick the plans he has for rebuilding New York and turning the Hudson River to make it run the other way. But when he comes in he falls into the most dreadful depression and sometimes at night I hear him walking up and down in his room far into the night. Two or three times he has had the same dreadful kind of seizures that he had on board the ship when we came over, and this is always when there is a great wind blowing from the ocean and a storm raging out at sea.

Of course as Uncle has not any work or any position, we are getting poorer and poorer. Cousin Willie has been sent to the fortress at Sing-Sing and Cousin Ferdinand of Bulgaria refuses to know us any more, though, from what we hear, he is getting on wonderfully well in the clothing business and is very soon to open a big new store of which he is to be the general manager. Cousin Karl is now the Third Assistant Head-Waiter at the King George Hotel, and in the sphere in which he moves it is impossible for him to acknowledge any relationship with us. I don’t know what we should do but that Uncle Henry manages to give us enough of his wages to pay for our board and lodging. Uncle Henry has passed his Naval Examination and is now appointed to a quite high command. It is called a Barge Master. They refused to accept his certificate of a German Admiral, so he had to study very hard, but at last he got his qualification and is now in charge of long voyages on the canals.

I am very glad that Uncle Henry’s command turned out to be on canals instead of on the high seas, as it makes it so much more German. Of course Uncle Henry had splendid experience in the Kiel Canal all through the four years of the war, and it is bound to come in. So he goes away now on quite long voyages, often of two or three weeks at a time, and for all this time he is in chief charge of his barge and has to work out all the navigation. Sometimes Uncle Henry takes bricks and sometimes sand. He says it is a great responsibility to feel oneself answerable for the safety of a whole barge-full of bricks or sand. It is quite different from what he did in the German navy, because there it was only a question of the sailors and for most of the time, as I have heard Uncle William and Uncle Henry say, we had plenty of them, but here with bricks and sand it is different. Uncle Henry says that if his barge was wrecked he would lose his job. This makes it a very different thing from being a royal admiral.

But Uncle William all through the last three months has failed first at one thing and then at another. After all his plans for selling pictures had come to nothing he decided, very reluctantly, that he would go into business. He only reached this decision after a great deal of anxious thought because, of course, business is a degradation. It involves taking money for doing things and this, Uncle William says, no prince can consent to do. But at last, after deep thought, Uncle said, “The die is cast,” and sat down and wrote a letter offering to take over the presidency of the United States Steel Corporation. We spent two or three anxious days waiting for the answer. Uncle was very firm and kept repeating, “I have set my hand to it, and I will do it,” but I was certain that he was sorry about it and it was a great relief when the answer came at last — it took days and days, evidently, for them to decide about it — in which the corporation said that they would “worry along” as they were. Uncle explained to me what “worrying along” meant and he said that he admired their spirit. But that ended all talk of his going into business and I am sure that we were both glad.

After that Uncle William decided that it was necessary for me to marry in a way to restore our fortunes and he decided to offer me to a State Governor. He asked me if I had any choice of States, and I said no. Of course I should not have wished to marry a state governor, but I knew my duty towards Uncle William and I said nothing. So Uncle got a map of the United States and he decided to marry me to the Governor of Texas. He told me that I could have two weeks to arrange my supply of household linen and my trousseau to take to Texas, and he wrote at once to the Governor. He showed me what he wrote and it was a very formal letter. I think that Uncle’s mind gets more and more confused as to where he is and what he is and he wrote in quite the old strain and I noticed that he signed himself, “Your brother, William.” Perhaps it was on that account that we had no answer to the letter. Uncle seemed to forget all about it very soon and I was glad that it was so, and that I had escaped going to the court of Texas.

All this time Mr. Peters has been very kind. He comes to the house with his ice every day and sometimes when Uncle Henry is here he comes in with him and smokes in the evenings. One day he brought a beautiful bunch of chrysanthemums for Uncle William, and another day a lovely nosegay of violets for Uncle Henry. And one Sunday he took us out for a beautiful drive with one of his ice-horses in a carriage called a buggy, with three seats. Uncle William sat with Mr. Peters in the front seat, and Uncle Henry and Cousin Ferdinand (it was the last time he came to see us) sat behind them and there was a little seat at the back in which I sat. It was a lovely drive and Uncle William pointed out to Mr. Peters all the things of interest, and Cousin Ferdinand smoked big cigars and told Uncle Henry all about the clothing trade, and I listened to them all and enjoyed it very much indeed. But I was afraid afterwards that it was a very bold and unconventional thing to do, and perhaps Mr. Peters felt that he had asked too much because he did not invite me to drive again.

But he is always very kind and thoughtful.

One Sunday afternoon he came to see us, thinking by mistake that Uncle William and Uncle Henry were there, but they weren’t, and his manner seemed so strange and constrained that I was certain that there was something that he was trying to say and it made me dreadfully nervous and confused. And at last quite suddenly he said that there was something that he wanted to ask me if I wouldn’t think it a liberty. My breath stopped and I couldn’t speak, and then he went on to ask if he might lend us twenty-five dollars. He got very red in the face when he said it and he began counting out the money on the sofa, and somehow I hadn’t expected that it was money and began to cry. But I told Mr. Peters that of course we couldn’t think of taking any money, and I begged him to pick it up again and then I began to try to tell him about how hard it was to get along and to ask him to get work for Uncle William, but I started to cry again. Mr. Peters came over to my chair and took hold of the arm of it and told me not to cry. Somehow his touch on the arm of the chair thrilled all through me and though I knew that it was wrong I let him keep it there and even let him stroke the upholstery and I don’t know just what would have happened but at that very minute Uncle William came in. He was most courteous to Mr. Peters and expressed his apologies for having been out and said that it must have been extremely depressing for Mr. Peters to find that he was not at home, and he thanked him for putting himself to the inconvenience of waiting. And a little while after that Mr. Peters left.

The Next Day

Mr. Peters came back this morning and said that he had got work for Uncle William. So I was delighted. He said that Uncle will make a first class “street man,” and that he has arranged for a line of goods for him and that he has a “territory” that Uncle can occupy. He showed me a flat cardboard box filled with lead pencils and shoe-strings and little badges and buttons with inscriptions on them, and he says these are what is called a “line,” and that Uncle can take out this line and do splendidly. I don’t quite understand yet who makes the appointment to be a street man or what influence it takes or what it means to have a territory, but Mr. Peters explained that there is a man who is retiring from being a street man and that Uncle can take his place and can have both sides of the Bowery, which sounds very pretty indeed.

At first I didn’t understand — because Mr. Peters hesitated a good deal in telling me about it — that if Uncle gets this appointment, it will mean that he will sell things in the street. But as soon as I understood this I felt that Uncle William would scorn to do anything like this, as the degradation would be the same as being President of the Steel Corporation. So I was much surprised to find that when Uncle came in he didn’t look at it that way at all. He looked at the box of badges and buttons and things, and he said at once, “Ha! Orders of Distinction! An excellent idea.” He picked up a silly little white button with the motto “Welcome to New York,” and he said “Admirable! That shall be the first class.” And there was a little lead spoon with “Souvenir of the Bowery” that he made the second class. He started arranging and rearranging all the things in the box, just as he used to arrange the orders and decorations at the Palace. Only those were real things such as the Order of the Red Feather, and The Insignia of the Black Duck, and these were only poor tin baubles. But I could see that Uncle no longer knows the difference, and as his fingers fumbled among these silly things he was quite trembling and eager to begin, like a child waiting for to-morrow.


CHAPTER VI
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IT IS A year or nearly a year since I wrote in my memoirs, and I only add to them now because things have happened which mean that I shall never write any more.

Mr. Peters and I were married last autumn. He asked me if I would marry him the day that he held the arm of my chair in the boarding house where we used to live. At first I never thought that Uncle William would permit it, because of the hopeless difference of birth. But it turned out that there was no difficulty at all. Uncle’s mind was always so wonderful that he could find a way out of anything provided that he wanted to. So he conferred on Mr. Peters an Order that raised him right up in birth so that he came level with me. Uncle said that he could have lifted him higher still if need be but that as I was only, in our old life, of a younger branch of the family, it was not necessary to lift Mr. Peters to the very top. He takes precedence, Uncle said, just below Uncle Henry of Prussia and just above an Archbishop.

It is so pleasant to think — now that poor Uncle William is gone — that my marriage was with his full consent.

But even after Uncle William had given his formal consent, I didn’t want to get married till I could leave him safely. Only he got along so well in his “territory” of the Bowery from the very start that he was soon quite all right. He used to go out every morning with his trayful of badges and pencils and shoe-strings and he was a success at once. All the people got to know him by sight and they would say when they saw him, “Here comes the Emperor,” or “Here comes Old Dutch,” and very often there would be quite a little crowd round him buying his things. Uncle regarded himself always as conferring a great dignity on any one that he sold a badge to, but he was very capricious and he had certain buttons and badges that he would only part with as a very special favour and honour. Uncle got on so fast that presently Cousin Ferdinand decided that it would be all right to know him again and so he came over and made a reconciliation and took away Uncle’s money, — it was all in small coins, — in a bag to invest for him.

So when everything was all right with Uncle William, Mr. Peters and I were married and it was on our wedding morning that Uncle conferred the Order on my husband which made me very proud. That was a year ago, and since then we have lived in a very fine place of our own with four rooms, all to ourselves, and a gallery at the back. I have cooked all the meals and done all the work of our apartment, except just at the time when our little boy was born. We both think he is a very wonderful child. At first I wanted to call him after the Hohenzollerns and to name him William Frederick Charles Mary Augustus Francis Felix, but somehow it seemed out of place and so we have called him simply Joe Peters. I think it sounds better. Uncle William drew up an act of abnegation of Joe, whereby he gives up all claim to a reversion of the throne of Prussia, Brunswick and Waldeck. I was sorry for this at first but Uncle said that all the Hohenzollerns had done it and had made just as great a sacrifice as Joe has in doing it. But my husband says that under the constitution of the United States, Joe can be President, which I think I will like better.

It was one day last week that Uncle William met with the accident that caused his death. He had walked far away from his “territory” up to where the Great Park is, because in this lovely spring weather he liked to wander about. And he came to where there was a great crowd of people gathered to see the unveiling of a new monument. It is called the Lusitania Monument and it is put up in memory of the people that were lost when one of our war boats fought the English cruiser Lusitania. There were a lot of soldiers lining the streets and regiments of cavalry riding between. And it seems that when Uncle William saw the crowd and the soldiers he was drawn nearer and nearer by a sort of curiosity, and when he saw the great white veil drawn away from the monument, and read the word “Lusitania” that is carved in large letters across the base, he screamed out in a sudden fear, and dashed among the horses of the cavalry and was ridden down.

They carried him to the hospital, but he never spoke again, and died on the next day but one. My husband would not let me go to see him, as he was not conscious and it could do no good, but after Uncle William was dead they let me see him in his coffin.

Lying there he seemed such a pitiful and ghastly lump of clay that it seemed strange that he could, in his old life, have vexed the world as he did.

I had thought that when Uncle William died there would have been long accounts of him in the papers; at least I couldn’t help thinking so, by a sort of confusion of mind, as it is hard to get used to things as they are and to remember that our other life is unknown here and that we are known only as ourselves.

But though I looked in all the papers I could find nothing except one little notice, which I cut out of an evening paper and which I put in here as a conclusion to my memoirs.

THE “EMPEROR” DEAD

Unique Character of the East Side Passes Away

 

A unique and interesting character, a familiar figure of the East Side of the City, has been lost from our streets with the death of William Hohen last Thursday in the Pauper Hospital, to which he had been brought as the result of injuries sustained in a street accident at the Lusitania celebration. Hohen, who was about sixty-five years of age, was an immigrant out of Germany after the troubles of the Great War. He had been for a year or more a street pedler on the Bowery, where he sold souvenir buttons and various little trinkets. The old man appears to have been the victim of a harmless hallucination whereby he thought himself a person of Royal distinction and in his fancy converted the box of wares that he carried into Orders of Chivalry and decorations of Knighthood. The effect of this strange fancy was heightened by an attempt at military bearing which, comic though it was in so old and ragged a figure, was not without a touch of pathos. Some fancied resemblance to the former Kaiser had earned for Hohen the designation of the “Emperor” of which he appeared inordinately proud. But those who knew Hohen by sight assure us that the resemblance to the former ruler of Germany, who with all his faults made a splendid and imposing appearance, was of a purely superficial character. It would, alas! have been well for the world if the lot of William Hohenzollern had fallen on the lines of the simple and pathetic “Emperor” of the Bowery.


With the Bolsheviks in Berlin

[image: img53.jpg]

TWO YEARS AGO as my readers will remember, — but of course they don’t, — I made a secret visit to Germany during the height of the war. It was obviously quite impossible at that time to disclose the means whereby I made my way across the frontier. I therefore adopted the familiar literary device of professing to have been transported to Germany in a dream. In that state I was supposed to be conducted about the country by my friend Count Boob von Boobenstein, whom I had known years before as a waiter in Toronto, to see GERMANY FROM WITHIN, and to report upon it in the Allied press.

What I wrote attracted some attention. So the German Government — feeling, perhaps, that the prestige of their own spy system was at stake — published a white paper, — or a green paper, — I forget which, — in denial of all my adventures and disclosures. In this they proved (1) that all entry into Germany by dreams had been expressly forbidden of the High General Command; (2) that astral bodies were prohibited and (3) that nobody else but the Kaiser was allowed to have visions. They claimed therefore (1) that my article was a fabrication and (2) that for all they knew it was humorous. There the matter ended until it can be taken up at the General Peace Table.

But as soon as I heard that the People’s Revolution had taken place in Berlin I determined to make a second visit.

This time I had no difficulty about the frontier whatever. I simply put on the costume of a British admiral and walked in.

“Three Cheers for the British Navy!” said the first official whom I met. He threw his hat in the air and the peasants standing about raised a cheer. It was my first view of the marvellous adaptability of this great people. I noticed that many of them were wearing little buttons with pictures of Jellicoe and Beatty.

At my own request I was conducted at once to the nearest railway station.

“So your Excellency wishes to go to Berlin?” said the stationmaster.

“Yes,” I replied, “I want to see something of the people’s revolution.”

The stationmaster looked at his watch.

“That Revolution is over,” he said.

“Too bad!” I exclaimed.

“Not at all. A much better one is in progress, quite the best Revolution that we have had. It is called — Johann, hand me that proclamation of yesterday — the Workmen and Soldiers Revolution.”

“What’s it about?” I asked.

“The basis of it,” said the stationmaster, “or what we Germans call the Fundamental Ground Foundation, is universal love. They hanged all the leaders of the Old Revolution yesterday.”

“When can I get a train?” I inquired.

“Your Excellency shall have a special train at once, Sir,” he continued with a sudden burst of feeling, while a tear swelled in his eye. “The sight of your uniform calls forth all our gratitude. My three sons enlisted in our German Navy. For four years they have been at Kiel, comfortably fed, playing dominos. They are now at home all safe and happy. Had your brave navy relaxed its vigilance for a moment those boys might have had to go out on the sea, a thing they had never done. Please God,” concluded the good old man, removing his hat a moment, “no German sailor now will ever have to go to sea.”

I pass over my journey to Berlin. Interesting and varied as were the scenes through which I passed they gave me but little light upon the true situation of the country: indeed I may say without exaggeration that they gave me as little — or even more so — as the press reports of our talented newspaper correspondents. The food situation seemed particularly perplexing. A well-to-do merchant from Bremen who travelled for some distance in my train assured me that there was plenty of food in Germany, except of course for the poor. Distress, he said, was confined entirely to these. Similarly a Prussian gentleman who looked very like a soldier, but who assured me with some heat that he was a commercial traveller, told me the same thing: There were no cases of starvation, he said, except among the very poor.

The aspect of the people too, at the stations and in the towns we passed, puzzled me. There were no uniforms, no soldiers. But I was amazed at the number of commercial travellers, Lutheran ministers, photographers, and so forth, and the odd resemblance they presented, in spite of their innocent costumes, to the arrogant and ubiquitous military officers whom I had observed on my former visit.

But I was too anxious to reach Berlin to pay much attention to the details of my journey.

Even when I at last reached the capital, I arrived as I had feared, too late.

“Your Excellency,” said a courteous official at the railway station, to whom my naval uniform acted as a sufficient passport. “The Revolution of which you speak is over. Its leaders were arrested yesterday. But you shall not be disappointed. There is a better one. It is called the Comrades’ Revolution of the Bolsheviks. The chief Executive was installed yesterday.”

“Would it be possible for me to see him?” I asked.

“Nothing simpler, Excellency,” he continued as a tear rose in his eye. “My four sons,—”

“I know,” I said; “your four sons are in the German Navy. It is enough. Can you take me to the Leader?”

“I can and will,” said the official. “He is sitting now in the Free Palace of all the German People, once usurped by the Hohenzollern Tyrant. The doors are guarded by machine guns. But I can take you direct from here through a back way. Come.”

We passed out from the station, across a street and through a maze of little stairways, and passages into the heart of the great building that had been the offices of the Imperial Government.

“Enter this room. Do not knock,” said my guide. “Good bye.”

In another moment I found myself face to face with the chief comrade of the Bolsheviks.

He gave a sudden start as he looked at me, but instantly collected himself.

He was sitting with his big boots up on the mahogany desk, a cigar at an edgeways angle in his mouth. His hair under his sheepskin cap was shaggy, and his beard stubbly and unshaven. His dress was slovenly and there was a big knife in his belt. A revolver lay on the desk beside him. I had never seen a Bolshevik before but I knew at sight that he must be one.

“You say you were here in Berlin once before?” he questioned, and he added before I had time to answer: “When you speak don’t call me ‘Excellency’ or ‘Sereneness’ or anything of that sort; just call me ‘brother’ or ‘comrade.’ This is the era of freedom. You’re as good as I am, or nearly.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t be so damn polite,” he snarled. “No good comrade ever says ‘thank you.’ So you were here in Berlin before?”

“Yes,” I answered, “I was here writing up Germany from Within in the middle of the war.”

“The war, the war!” he murmured, in a sort of wail or whine. “Take notice, comrade, that I weep when I speak of it. If you write anything about me be sure to say that I cried when the war was mentioned. We Germans have been so misjudged. When I think of the devastation of France and Belgium I weep.”

He drew a greasy, red handkerchief from his pocket and began to sob. “To think of the loss of all those English merchant ships!”

“Oh, you needn’t worry,” I said, “it’s all going to be paid for.”

“Oh I hope so, I do hope so,” said the Bolshevik chief. “What a regret it is to us Germans to think that unfortunately we are not able to help pay for it; but you English — you are so generous — how much we have admired your noble hearts — so kind, so generous to the vanquished. . . .”

His voice had subsided into a sort of whine.

But at this moment there was a loud knocking at the door. The Bolshevik hastily wiped the tears from his face and put away his handkerchief.

“How do I look?” he asked anxiously. “Not humane, I hope? Not soft?”

“Oh, no,” I said, “quite tough.”

“That’s good,” he answered. “That’s good. But am I tough enough?”

He hastily shoved his hands through his hair.

“Quick,” he said, “hand me that piece of chewing tobacco. Now then. Come in!”

The door swung open.

A man in a costume much like the leader’s swaggered into the room. He had a bundle of papers in his hands, and seemed to be some sort of military secretary.

“Ha! comrade!” he said, with easy familiarity. “Here are the death warrants!”

“Death warrants!” said the Bolshevik. “Of the leaders of the late Revolution? Excellent! And a good bundle of them! One moment while I sign them.”

He began rapidly signing the warrants, one after the other.

“Comrade,” said the secretary in a surly tone, “you are not chewing tobacco!”

“Yes I am, yes I am,” said the leader, “or, at least, I was just going to.”

He bit a huge piece out of his plug, with what seemed to me an evident distaste, and began to chew furiously.

“It is well,” said the other. “Remember, comrade, that you are watched. It was reported last night to the Executive Committee of the Circle of the Brothers that you chewed no tobacco all day yesterday. Be warned, comrade. This is a free and independent republic. We will stand for no aristocratic nonsense. But whom have you here?” he added, breaking off in his speech, as if he noticed me for the first time. “What dog is this?”

“Hush,” said the leader, “he is a representative of the foreign press, a newspaper reporter.”

“Your pardon,” said the secretary. “I took you by your dress for a prince. A representative of the great and enlightened press of the Allies, I presume. How deeply we admire in Germany the press of England! Let me kiss you.”

“Oh, don’t trouble,” I said, “it’s not worth while.”

“Say, at least, when you write to your paper, that I offered to kiss you, will you not?”

Meantime, the leader had finished signing the papers. The secretary took them and swung on his heels with something between a military bow and a drunken swagger. “Remember, comrade,” he said in a threatening tone as he passed out, “you are watched.”

The Bolshevik leader looked after him with something of a shudder.

“Excuse me a moment,” he said, “while I go and get rid of this tobacco.”

He got up from his chair and walked away towards the door of an inner room. As he did so, there struck me something strangely familiar in his gait and figure. Conceal it as he might, there was still the stiff wooden movement of a Prussian general beneath his assumed swagger. The poise of his head still seemed to suggest the pointed helmet of the Prussian. I could without effort imagine a military cloak about his shoulders instead of his Bolshevik sheepskin.

Then, all in a moment, as he re-entered the room, I recalled exactly who he was.

“My friend,” I said, reaching out my hand, “pardon me for not knowing you at once. I recognize you now. . . .”

“Hush,” said the Bolshevik. “Don’t speak! I never saw you in my life.”

“Nonsense,” I said, “I knew you years ago in Canada when you were disguised as a waiter. And you it was who conducted me through Germany two years ago when I made my war visit. You are no more a Bolshevik than I am. You are General Count Boob von Boobenstein.”

The general sank down in his chair, his face pale beneath its plaster of rouge.

“Hush!” he said. “If they learn it, it is death.”

“My dear Boob,” I said, “not a word shall pass my lips.”

The general grasped my hand. “The true spirit,” he said, “the true English comradeship; how deeply we admire it in Germany!”

“I am sure you do,” I answered. “But tell me, what is the meaning of all this? Why are you a Bolshevik?”

“We all are,” said the count, dropping his assumed rough voice, and speaking in a tone of quiet melancholy. “It’s the only thing to be. But come,” he added, getting up from his chair, “I took you once through Berlin in war time. Let me take you out again and show you Berlin under the Bolsheviks.”

“I shall be only too happy,” I said.

“I shall leave my pistols and knives here,” said Boobenstein, “and if you will excuse me I shall change my costume a little. To appear as I am would excite too much enthusiasm. I shall walk out with you in the simple costume of a gentleman. It’s a risky thing to do in Berlin, but I’ll chance it.”

The count retired, and presently returned dressed in the quiet bell-shaped purple coat, the simple scarlet tie, the pea-green hat and the white spats that mark the German gentleman all the world over.

“Bless me, Count,” I said, “you look just like Bernstorff.”

“Hush,” said the count. “Don’t mention him. He’s here in Berlin.”

“What’s he doing?” I asked.

“He’s a Bolshevik; one of our leaders; he’s just been elected president of the Scavengers Union. They say he’s the very man for it. But come along, and, by the way, when we get into the street talk English and only English. There’s getting to be a prejudice here against German.”

We passed out of the door and through the spacious corridors and down the stairways of the great building. All about were little groups of ferocious looking men, dressed like stage Russians, all chewing tobacco and redolent of alcohol.

“Who are all these people?” I said to the count in a low voice.

“Bolsheviks,” he whispered. “At least they aren’t really. You see that group in the corner?”

“The ones with the long knives,” I said.

“Yes. They are, or at least they were, the orchestra of the Berlin Opera. They are now the Bolshevik Music Commission. They are here this morning to see about getting their second violinist hanged.”

“Why not the first?” I asked.

“They had him hanged yesterday. Both cases are quite clear. The men undoubtedly favoured the war: one, at least, of them openly spoke in disparagement of President Wilson. But come along. Let me show you our new city.”

We stepped out upon the great square which faced the building. How completely it was changed from the Berlin that I had known! My attention was at once arrested by the new and glaring signboards at the shops and hotels, and the streamers with mottos suspended across the streets. I realised as I read them the marvellous adaptability of the German people and their magnanimity towards their enemies. Conspicuous in huge lettering was HOTEL PRESIDENT WILSON, and close beside it CABARET QUEEN MARY: ENGLISH DANCING. The square itself, which I remembered as the Kaiserplatz, was now renamed on huge signboards GRAND SQUARE OF THE BRITISH NAVY. Not far off one noticed the RESTAURANT MARSHAL FOCH, side by side with the ROOSEVELT SALOON and the BEER GARDEN GEORGE V.

But the change in the appearance and costume of the men who crowded the streets was even more notable. The uniforms and the pointed helmets of two years ago had vanished utterly. The men that one saw retained indeed their German stoutness, their flabby faces, and their big spectacles. But they were now dressed for the most part in the costume of the Russian Monjik, while some of them appeared in American wideawakes and Kentucky frock coats, or in English stove-pipe hats and morning coats. A few of the stouter were in Highland costume.

“You are amazed,” said Boobenstein as we stood a moment looking at the motley crowd.

“What does it mean?” I asked.

“One moment,” said the count. “I will first summon a taxi. It will be more convenient to talk as we ride.”

He whistled and there presently came lumbering to our side an ancient and decrepit vehicle which would have excited my laughter but for the seriousness of the count’s face. The top of the conveyance had evidently long since been tom off leaving, only the frame: the copper fastenings had been removed: the tires were gone: the doors were altogether missing.

“Our new 1919 model,” said the count. “Observe the absence of the old-fashioned rubber tires, still used by the less progressive peoples. Our chemists found that riding on rubber was bad for the eye-sight. Note, too, the time saved by not having any doors.”

“Admirable,” I said.

We seated ourselves in the crazy conveyance, the count whispered to the chauffeur an address which my ear failed to catch and we started off at a lumbering pace along the street.

“And now tell me, Boobenstein,” I said, “what does it all mean, the foreign signs and the strange costumes?”

“My dear sir,” he replied, “it is merely a further proof of our German adaptability. Having failed to conquer the world by war we now propose to conquer it by the arts of peace: Those people, for example, that you see in Scotch costumes are members of our Highland Mission about to start for Scotland to carry to the Scotch the good news that the war is a thing of the past, that the German people forgive all wrongs and are prepared to offer a line of manufactured goods as per catalogue sample.”

“Wonderful,” I said.

“Is it not?” said Von Boobenstein. “We call it the From Germany Out movement. It is being organised in great detail by our Step from Under Committee. They claim that already four million German voters are pledged to forget the war and to forgive the Allies. All that we now ask is to be able to put our hands upon the villains who made this war, no matter how humble their station may be, and execute them after a fair trial or possibly before.”

The count spoke with great sincerity and earnestness. “But come along,” he added. “I want to drive you about the city and show you a few of the leading features of our new national reconstruction. We can talk as we go”.

“But Von Boobenstein,” I said, “you speak of the people who made the war; surely you were all in favour of it?”

“In favour of it! We were all against it.”

“But the Kaiser,” I protested.

“The Kaiser, my poor master! How he worked to prevent the war! Day and night; even before anybody else had heard of it. ‘Boob,’ he said to me one day with tears in his eyes, ‘this war must be stopped,’ ‘Which war, your Serenity,’ I asked. ‘The war that is coming next month,’ he answered, ‘I look to you, Count Boobenstein,’ he continued, ‘to bear witness that I am doing my utmost to stop it a month before the English Government has heard of it.’ ”

While we were thus speaking our taxi had taken us out of the roar and hubbub of the main thoroughfare into the quiet of a side street. It now drew up at the door of an unpretentious dwelling in the window of which I observed a large printed card with the legend

REVEREND MR. TIBBITS

Private Tuition, English, Navigation, and other

Branches

We entered and were shown by a servant into a little front room where a venerable looking gentleman, evidently a Lutheran minister, was seated in a corner at a writing table. He turned on our entering and at the sight of the uniform which I wore jumped to his feet with a vigorous and unexpected oath.

“It is all right, Admiral,” said Count Von Boobenstein. “My friend is not really a sailor.”

“Ah!” said the other. “You must excuse me. The sight of that uniform always gives me the jumps.”

He came forward to shake hands and as the light fell upon him I recognized the grand old seaman, perhaps the greatest sailor that Germany has ever produced or ever will, Admiral Von Tirpitz.

“My dear Admiral!” I said, warmly. “I thought you were out of the country. Our papers said that you had gone to Switzerland for a rest.”

“No,” said the Admiral. “I regret to say that I find it impossible to get away.”

“Your Allied press,” interjected the count, “has greatly maligned our German patriots by reporting that they have left the country. Where better could they trust themselves than in the bosom of their own people? You noticed the cabman of our taxi? He was the former chancellor Von Hertling. You saw that stout woman with the apple cart at the street corner? Frau Bertha Krupp Von Bohlen. All are here, helping to make the new Germany. But come, Admiral, our visitor here is much interested in our plans for the restoration of the Fatherland. I thought that you might care to show him your designs for the new German Navy.”

“A new navy!” I exclaimed, while my voice showed the astonishment and admiration that I felt. Here was this gallant old seaman, having just lost an entire navy, setting vigorously to work to make another. “But how can Germany possibly find the money in her present state for the building of new ships?”

“There are not going to be any ships,” said the great admiral. “That was our chief mistake in the past in insisting on having ships in the navy. Ships, as the war has shown us, are quite unnecessary to the German plan; they are not part of what I may call the German idea. The new navy will be built inland and elevated on piles and will consist—”

But at this moment a great noise of shouting and sudden tumult could be heard as if from the street.

“Some one is coming,” said the admiral hastily. “Reach me my Bible.”

“No, no,” said the count, seizing me by the arm. “The sound comes from the Great Square. There is trouble. We must hasten back at once.”

He dragged me from the house.

We perceived at once, as soon as we came into the main street again, from the excited demeanour of the crowd and from the anxious faces of people running to and fro that something of great moment must be happening.

Everybody was asking of the passer-by, “What is loose? What is it?” Ramshack taxis, similar to the one in which we had driven, forced their way as best they could through the crowded thoroughfare, moving evidently in the direction of the government buildings.

“Hurry, hurry!” said Von Boobenstein, clutching me by the arm, “or we shall be too late. It is as I feared.”

“What is it?” I said; “what’s the matter?”

“Fool that I was,” said the count, “to leave the building. I should have known. And in this costume I am helpless.”

We made our way as best we could through the crowd of people, who all seemed moving in the same direction, the count, evidently a prey to the gravest anxiety, talking as if to himself and imprecating his own carelessness.

We turned the corner of a street and reached the edge of the great square. It was filled with a vast concourse of people. At the very moment in which we reached it a great burst of cheering rose from the crowd. We could see over the heads of the people that a man had appeared on the balcony of the Government Building, holding a paper in his hand. His appearance was evidently a signal for the outburst of cheers, accompanied by the waving of handkerchiefs. The man raised his hand in a gesture of authority. German training is deep. Silence fell instantly upon the assembled populace. We had time in the momentary pause to examine, as closely as the distance permitted, the figure upon the balcony. The man was dressed in the blue overall suit of a workingman. He was bare-headed. His features, so far as we could tell, were those of a man well up in years, but his frame was rugged and powerful. Then he began to speak.

“Friends and comrades!” he called out in a great voice that resounded through the square. “I have to announce that a New Revolution has been completed.”

A wild cheer woke from the people.

“The Bolsheviks’ Republic is overthrown. The Bolsheviks are aristocrats. Let them die.”

“Thank Heaven for this costume!” I heard Count Boobenstein murmur at my side. Then he seized his pea-green hat and waved it in the air, shouting: “Down with the Bolsheviks!”

All about us the cry was taken up.

One saw everywhere in the crowd men pulling off their sheepskin coats and tramping them under foot with the shout, “Down with Bolshevism!” To my surprise I observed that most of the men had on blue overalls beneath their Russian costumes. In a few moments the crowd seemed transformed into a vast mass of mechanics.

The speaker raised his hand again. “We have not yet decided what the new Government will be” — 

A great cheer from the people.

“Nor do we propose to state who will be the leaders of it.”

Renewed cheers.

“But this much we can say. It is to be a free, universal, Pan-German Government of love.”

Cheers.

“Meantime, be warned. Whoever speaks against it will be shot: anybody who dares to lift a finger will be hanged. A proclamation of Brotherhood will be posted all over the city. If anybody dares to touch it, or to discuss it, or to look at or to be seen reading it, he will be hanged to a lamp post.”

Loud applause greeted this part of the speech while the faces of the people, to my great astonishment, seemed filled with genuine relief and beamed with unmistakable enthusiasm.

“And now,” continued the speaker, “I command you, you dogs, to disperse quietly and go home. Move quickly, swine that you are, or we shall open fire upon you with machine guns.”

With a last outburst of cheering the crowd broke and dispersed, like a vast theatre audience. On all sides were expressions of joy and satisfaction. “Excellent, wunderschön!” “He calls us dogs! That’s splendid. Swine! Did you hear him say ‘Swine’? This is true German Government again at last.”

Then just for a moment the burly figure reappeared on the balcony.

“A last word!” he called to the departing crowd. “I omitted to say that all but one of the leaders of the late government are already caught. As soon as we can lay our thumb on the Chief Executive rest assured that he will be hanged.”

“Hurrah!” shouted Boobenstein, waving his hat in the air. Then in a whisper to me: “Let us go,” he said, “while the going is still good.”

We hastened as quickly and unobtrusively as we could through the dispersing multitude, turned into a side street, and on a sign from the count entered a small cabaret or drinking shop, newly named, as its sign showed, THE GLORY OF THE BRITISH COLONIES CAFÉ.

The count with a deep sigh of relief ordered wine.

“You recognized him, of course?” he said.

“Who?” I asked. “You mean the big workingman that spoke? Who is he?”

“So you didn’t recognize him?” said the count. “Well, well, but of course all the rest did. Workingman! It is Field Marshal Hindenburg. It means of course that the same old crowd are back again. That was Ludendorf standing below. I saw it all at once. Perhaps it is the only way. But as for me I shall not go back: I am too deeply compromised: it would be death.”

Boobenstein remained for a time in deep thought, his fingers beating a tattoo on the little table. Then he spoke.

“Do you remember,” he said, “the old times of long ago when you first knew me?”

“Very well, indeed,” I answered. “You were one of the German waiters, or rather, one of the German officers disguised as waiters at McConkey’s Restaurant in Toronto.”

“I was,” said the count. “I carried the beer on a little tray and opened oysters behind a screen. It was a wunderschön life. Do you think, my good friend, you could get me that job again?”

“Boobenstein,” I exclaimed, “I can get you reinstated at once. It will be some small return for your kindness to me in Germany.”

“Good,” said the count. “Let us sail at once for Canada.”

“One thing, however,” I said. “You may not know that since you left there are no longer beer waiters in Toronto because there is no beer. All is forbidden.”

“Let me understand myself,” said the count in astonishment. “No beer!”

“None whatever.”

“Wine, then?”

“Absolutely not. All drinking, except of water, is forbidden.”

The count rose and stood erect. His figure seemed to regain all its old-time Prussian rigidity. He extended his hand.

“My friend,” he said. “I bid you farewell.”

“Where are you going to?” I asked.

“My choice is made,” said Von Boobenstein. “There are worse things than death. I am about to surrender myself to the German authorities.”


Afternoon Tea with the Sultan
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ON THE VERY day following the events related in the last chapter, I was surprised and delighted to receive a telegram which read “Come on to Constantinople and write us up too.” From the signature I saw that the message was from my old friend Abdul Aziz the Sultan.

I had visited him — as of course my readers will instantly recollect — during the height of the war, and the circumstances of my departure had been such that I should have scarcely ventured to repeat my visit without this express invitation. But on receipt of it, I set out at once by rail for Constantinople.

I was delighted to find that under the new order of things in going from Berlin to Constantinople it was no longer necessary to travel through the barbarous and brutal populations of Germany, Austria and Hungary. The way now runs, though I believe the actual railroad is the same, through the Thuringian Republic, Czecho-Slovakia and Magyaria. It was a source of deep satisfaction to see the scowling and hostile countenances of Germans, Austrians and Hungarians replaced by the cheerful and honest faces of the Thuringians, the Czecho-Slovaks and the Magyarians. Moreover I was assured on all sides that if these faces are not perfectly satisfactory, they will be altered in any way required.

It was very pleasant, too, to find myself once again in the flagstoned halls of the Yildiz Kiosk, the Sultan’s palace. My little friend Abdul Aziz rose at once from his cushioned divan under a lemon tree and came shuffling in his big slippers to meet me, a smile of welcome on his face. He seemed, to my surprise, radiant with happiness. The disasters attributed by the allied press to his unhappy country appeared to sit lightly on the little man.

“How is everything going in Turkey?” I asked as we sat down side by side on the cushions.

“Splendid,” said Abdul. “I suppose you’ve heard that we’re bankrupt?”

“Bankrupt!” I exclaimed.

“Yes,” continued the Sultan, rubbing his hands together with positive enjoyment, “we can’t pay a cent: isn’t it great? Have some champagne?”

He clapped his hands together and a turbaned attendant appeared with wine on a tray which he served into long-necked glasses.

“I’d rather have tea,” I said.

“No, no, don’t take tea,” he protested. “We’ve practically cut out afternoon tea here. It’s part of our Turkish thrift movement. We’re taking champagne instead. Tell me, have you a Thrift Movement like that, where you come from — Canada, I think it is, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I answered, “we have one just like that.”

“This war finance is glorious stuff, isn’t it?” continued the Sultan. “How much do you think we owe?”

“I haven’t an idea,” I said.

“Wait a minute,” said Abdul. He touched a bell and at the sound of it there came shuffling into the room my venerable old acquaintance Toomuch Koffi, the Royal Secretary. But to my surprise he no longer wore his patriarchal beard, his flowing robe and his girdle. He was clean shaven and close cropped and dressed in a short jacket like an American bell boy.

“You remember Toomuch, I think,” said Abdul. “I’ve reconstructed him a little, as you see.”

“The Peace of Allah be upon thine head,” said Toomuch Koffi to the Sultan, commencing a deep salaam. “What wish sits behind thy forehead that thou shouldst ring the bell for this humble creature of clay to come into the sunlight of thy presence? Tell me, O Lord, if perchance — —”

“Here, here,” interrupted the Sultan impatiently, “cut all that stuff out, please. That ancient courtesy business won’t do, not if this country is to reconstruct itself and come abreast of the great modern democracies. Say to me simply ‘What’s the trouble?’ ”

Toomuch bowed, and Abdul continued. “Look in your tablets and see how much our public debt amounts to in American dollars.”

The secretary drew forth his tablets and bowed his head a moment in some perplexity over the figures that were scribbled on them. “Multiplication,” I heard him murmur, “is an act of the grace of heaven; let me invoke a blessing on five, the perfect number, whereby the Pound Turkish is distributed into the American dollar.”

He remained for a few moments with his eyes turned, as if in supplication, towards the vaulted ceiling.

“Have you got it?” asked Abdul.

“Yes.”

“And what do we owe, adding it all together?”

“Forty billion dollars,” said Toomuch.

“Isn’t that wonderful!” exclaimed Abdul, with delight radiating over his countenance. “Who would have thought that before the war! Forty billion dollars! Aren’t we the financiers! Aren’t we the bulwark of monetary power! Can you touch that in Canada?”

“No,” I said, “we can’t. We don’t owe two billion yet.”

“Oh, never mind, never mind,” said the little man in a consoling tone. “You are only a young country yet. You’ll do better later on. And in any case I am sure you are just as proud of your one billion as we are of our forty.”

“Oh, yes,” I said, “we certainly are.”

“Come, come, that’s something anyway. You’re on the right track, and you must not be discouraged if you’re not up to the Turkish standard yet. You must remember, as I told you before, that Turkey leads the world in all ideas of government and finance. Take the present situation. Here we are, bankrupt — pass me the champagne, Toomuch, and sit down with us — the very first nation of the lot. It’s a great feather in the cap of our financiers. It gives us a splendid start for the new era of reconstruction that we are beginning on. As you perhaps have heard we are all hugely busy about it. You notice by books and papers, do you not?” the Sultan added very proudly, waving his hand towards a great pile of blue books, pamphlets and documents that were heaped upon the floor beside him.

“Why! I never knew before that you ever read anything!” I exclaimed in amazement.

“Never did. But everything’s changed now, isn’t it, Toomuch? I sit and work here for hours every morning. It’s become a delight to me. After all,” said Abdul, lighting a big cigar and sticking up his feet on his pile of papers with an air of the deepest comfort, “what is there like work? So stimulating, so satisfying. I sit here working away, just like this, most of the day. There’s nothing like it.”

“What are you working at?” I asked.

“Reconstruction,” said the little man, puffing a big cloud from his cigar, “reconstruction.”

“What kind of reconstruction?”

“All kinds — financial, industrial, political, social. It’s great stuff. By the way,” he continued with great animation, “would you like to be my Minister of Labour? No? Well, I’m sorry. I half hoped you would. We’re having no luck with them. The last one was thrown into the Bosphorous on Monday. Here’s the report on it — no, that’s the one on the shooting of the Minister of Religion — ah! here it is — Report on the Drowning of the Minister of Labour. Let me read you a bit of this: I call this one of the best reports, of its kind, that have come in.”

“No, no,” I said, “don’t bother to read it. Just tell me who did it and why.”

“Workingmen,” said the Sultan, very cheerfully, “a delegation. They withheld their reasons.”

“So you are having labour troubles here too?” I asked.

“Labour troubles!” exclaimed the little Sultan rolling up his eyes. “I should say so. The whole of Turkey is bubbling with labour unrest like the rosewater in a narghile. Look at your tablets, Toomuch, and tell me what new strikes there have been this morning.”

The aged Secretary fumbled with his notes and began to murmur— “Truly will I try with the aid of Allah—”

“Now, now,” said Abdul, warningly, “that won’t do. Say simply ‘Sure.’ Now tell me.”

The Secretary looked at a little list and read: “The strikes of to-day comprise — the wigmakers, the dog fanciers, the conjurers, the snake charmers, and the soothsayers.”

“You hear that,” said Abdul proudly. “That represents some of the most skilled labour in Turkey.”

“I suppose it does,” I said, “but tell me, Abdul — what about the really necessary trades, the coal miners, the steel workers, the textile operatives, the farmers, and the railway people. Are they working?”

The little Sultan threw himself back on his cushions in a paroxysm of laughter, in which even his ancient Secretary was feign to join.

“My dear sir, my dear sir!” he laughed, “don’t make me die of laughter. Working! those people working! Surely you don’t think we are so behind hand in Turkey as all that! All those workers stopped absolutely months ago. It is doubtful if they’ll ever work again. There’s a strong movement in Turkey to abolish all necessary work altogether.”

“But who then,” I asked, “is working?”

“Look on the tablets, Toomuch, and see.”

The aged Secretary bowed, turned over the leaves of his “tablets,” which I now perceived on a closer view to be merely an American ten cent memorandum book. Then he read:

“The following, O all highest, still work — the beggars, the poets, the missionaries, the Salvation Army, and the instructors of the Youths of Light in the American Presbyterian College.”

“But, dear me, Abdul,” I exclaimed, “surely this situation is desperate? What can your nation subsist on in such a situation?”

“Pooh, pooh,” said the Sultan. “The interest on our debt alone is two billion a year. Everybody in Turkey, great or small, holds bonds to some extent. At the worst they can all live fairly well on the interest. This is finance, is it not, Toomuch Koffi?”

“The very best and latest,” said the aged man with a profound salaam.

“But what steps are you taking,” I asked, “to remedy your labour troubles?”

“We are appointing commissions,” said Abdul. “We appoint one for each new labour problem. How many yesterday, Toomuch?”

“Forty-three,” answered the secretary.

“That’s below our average, is it not?” said Abdul a little anxiously. “Try to keep it up to fifty if you can.”

“And these commissions, what do they do?”

“They make Reports,” said Abdul, beginning to yawn as if the continued brain exercise of conversation were fatiguing his intellect, “excellent reports. We have had some that are said to be perfect models of the very best Turkish.”

“And what do they recommend?”

“I don’t know,” said the Sultan. “We don’t read them for that. We like to read them simply as Turkish.”

“But what,” I urged, “do you do with them? What steps do you take?”

“We send them all,” replied the little man, puffing at his pipe and growing obviously drowsy as he spoke, “to Woodrow Wilson. He can deal with them. He is the great conciliator of the world. Let him have — how do you say it in English, it is a Turkish phrase — let him have his stomach full of conciliation.”

Abdul dozed on his cushions for a moment. Then he reopened his eyes. “Is there anything else you want to know,” he asked, “before I retire to the Inner Harem?”

“Just one thing,” I said, “if you don’t mind. How do you stand internationally? Are you coming into the New League of Nations?”

The Sultan shook his head.

“No,” he said, “we’re not coming in. We are starting a new league of our own.”

“And who are in it?”

“Ourselves, and the Armenians — and let me see — the Irish, are they not, Toomuch — and the Bulgarians — are there any others, Toomuch?”

“There is talk,” said the Secretary “of the Yugo-Hebrovians and the Scaroovians—”

“Who are they?” I asked.

“We don’t know,” said Abdul, testily. “They wrote to us. They seem all right. Haven’t you got a lot of people in your league that you never heard of?”

“I see,” I said, “and what is the scheme that your league is formed on?”

“Very simple,” said the Sultan. “Each member of the league gives its word to all the other members. Then they all take an oath together. Then they all sign it. That is absolutely binding.”

He rolled back on his cushions in an evident state of boredom and weariness.

“But surely,” I protested, “you don’t think that a league of that sort can keep the peace?”

“Peace!” exclaimed Abdul waking into sudden astonishment. “Peace! I should think not! Our league is for war. Every member gives its word that at the first convenient opportunity it will knock the stuff out of any of the others that it can.”

The little Sultan again subsided. Then he rose, with some difficulty, from his cushions.

“Toomuch,” he said, “take our inquisitive friend out into the town; take him to the Bosphorous; take him to the island where the dogs are; take him anywhere.” He paused to whisper a few instructions into the ear of the Secretary. “You understand” he said, “well, take him. As for me,” — he gave a great yawn as he shuffled away, “I am about to withdraw into my Inner Harem. Goodbye. I regret that I cannot invite you in.”

“So do I,” I said. “Goodbye.”


Echoes of the War
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The Boy Who Came Back
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THE WAR IS over. The soldiers are coming home. On all sides we are assured that the problem of the returned soldier is the gravest of our national concerns.

So I may say it without fear of contradiction, — since everybody else has seen it, — that, up to the present time, the returned soldier is a disappointment. He is not turning out as he ought. According to all the professors of psychology he was to come back bloodthirsty and brutalised, soaked in militarism and talking only of slaughter. In fact, a widespread movement had sprung up, warmly supported by the business men of the cities, to put him on the land. It was thought that central Nevada or northern Idaho would do nicely for him. At the same time an agitation had been started among the farmers, with the slogan “Back to the city,” the idea being that farm life was so rough that it was not fair to ask the returned soldier to share it.

All these anticipations turn out to be quite groundless.

The first returned soldier of whom I had direct knowledge was my nephew Tom. When he came back, after two years in the trenches, we asked him to dine with us. “Now, remember,” I said to my wife, “Tom will be a very different being from what he was when he went away. He left us as little more than a school boy, only in his first year at college; in fact, a mere child. You remember how he used to bore us with baseball talk and that sort of thing. And how shy he was! You recall his awful fear of Professor Razzler, who used to teach him mathematics. All that, of course, will be changed now. Tom will have come back a man. We must ask the old professor to meet him. It will amuse Tom to see him again. Just think of the things he must have seen! But we must be a little careful at dinner not to let him horrify the other people with brutal details of the war.”

Tom came. I had expected him to arrive in uniform with his pocket full of bombs. Instead of this he wore ordinary evening dress with a dinner jacket. I realised as I helped him to take off his overcoat in the hall that he was very proud of his dinner jacket. He had never had one before. He said he wished the “boys” could see him in it. I asked him why he had put off his lieutenant’s uniform so quickly. He explained that he was entitled not to wear it as soon as he had his discharge papers signed; some of the fellows, he said, kicked them off as soon as they left the ship, but the rule was, he told me, that you had to wear the thing till your papers were signed.

Then his eye caught a glimpse sideways of Professor Razzler standing on the hearth rug in the drawing room. “Say,” he said, “is that the professor?” I could see that Tom was scared. All the signs of physical fear were written on his face. When I tried to lead him into the drawing room I realised that he was as shy as ever. Three of the women began talking to him all at once. Tom answered, yes or no, — with his eyes down. I liked the way he stood, though, so unconsciously erect and steady. The other men who came in afterwards, with easy greetings and noisy talk, somehow seemed loud-voiced and self-assertive.

Tom, to my surprise, refused a cocktail. It seems, as he explained, that he “got into the way of taking nothing over there.” I noticed that my friend Quiller, who is a war correspondent, or, I should say, a war editorial writer, took three cocktails and talked all the more brilliantly for it through the opening courses of the dinner, about the story of the smashing of the Hindenburg line. He decided, after his second Burgundy, that it had been simply a case of sticking it out. I say “Burgundy” because we had substituted Burgundy, the sparkling kind, for champagne at our dinners as one of our little war economies.

Tom had nothing to say about the Hindenburg line. In fact, for the first half of the dinner he hardly spoke. I think he was worried about his left hand. There is a deep furrow across the back of it where a piece of shrapnel went through and there are two fingers that will hardly move at all. I could see that he was ashamed of its clumsiness and afraid that someone might notice it. So he kept silent. Professor Razzler did indeed ask him straight across the table what he thought about the final breaking of the Hindenburg line. But he asked it with that same fierce look from under his bushy eyebrows with which he used to ask Tom to define the path of a tangent, and Tom was rattled at once. He answered something about being afraid that he was not well posted, owing to there being so little chance over there to read the papers.

After that Professor Razzler and Mr. Quiller discussed for us, most energetically, the strategy of the Lorraine sector (Tom served there six months, but he never said so) and high explosives and the possibilities of aërial bombs. (Tom was “buried” by an aërial bomb but, of course, he didn’t break in and mention it.)

But we did get him talking of the war at last, towards the end of the dinner; or rather, the girl sitting next to him did, and presently the rest of us found ourselves listening. The strange thing was that the girl was a mere slip of a thing, hardly as old as Tom himself. In fact, my wife was almost afraid she might be too young to ask to dinner: girls of that age, my wife tells me, have hardly sense enough to talk to men, and fail to interest them. This is a proposition which I think it better not to dispute.

But at any rate we presently realized that Tom was talking about his war experiences and the other talk about the table was gradually hushed into listening.

This, as nearly as I can set it down, is what he told us: That the French fellows picked up baseball in a way that is absolutely amazing; they were not much good, it seems, at the bat, at any rate not at first, but at running bases they were perfect marvels; some of the French made good pitchers, too; Tom knew a poilu who had lost his right arm who could pitch as good a ball with his left as any man on the American side; at the port where Tom first landed and where they trained for a month they had a dandy ball ground, a regular peach, a former parade ground of the French barracks. On being asked which port it was, Tom said he couldn’t remember; he thought it was either Boulogne or Bordeaux or Brest, — at any rate, it was one of those places on the English channel. The ball ground they had behind the trenches was not so good; it was too much cut up by long range shells. But the ball ground at the base hospital (where Tom was sent for his second wound) was an A1 ground. The French doctors, it appears, were perfectly rotten at baseball, not a bit like the soldiers. Tom wonders that they kept them. Tom says that baseball had been tried among the German prisoners, but they are perfect dubs. He doubts whether the Germans will ever be able to play ball. They lack the national spirit. On the other hand, Tom thinks that the English will play a great game when they really get into it. He had two weeks leave in London and went to see the game that King George was at, and says that the King, if they will let him, will make the greatest rooter of the whole bunch.

Such was Tom’s war talk.

It grieved me to note that as the men sat smoking their cigars and drinking liqueur whiskey (we have cut out port at our house till the final peace is signed) Tom seemed to have subsided into being only a boy again, a first-year college boy among his seniors. They spoke to him in quite a patronising way, and even asked him two or three direct questions about fighting in the trenches, and wounds and the dead men in No Man’s Land and the other horrors that the civilian mind hankers to hear about. Perhaps they thought, from the boy’s talk, that he had seen nothing. If so, they were mistaken. For about three minutes, not more, Tom gave them what was coming to them. He told them, for example, why he trained his “fellows” to drive the bayonet through the stomach and not through the head, that the bayonet driven through the face or skull sticks and, — but there is no need to recite it here. Any of the boys like Tom can tell it all to you, only they don’t want to and don’t care to.

They’ve got past it.

But I noticed that as the boy talked, — quietly and reluctantly enough, — the older men fell silent and looked into his face with the realisation that behind his simple talk and quiet manner lay an inward vision of grim and awful realities that no words could picture.

I think that they were glad when we joined the ladies again and when Tom talked of the amateur vaudeville show that his company had got up behind the trenches.

Later on, when the other guests were telephoning for their motors and calling up taxis, Tom said he’d walk to his hotel; it was only a mile and the light rain that was falling would do him, he said, no harm at all. So he trudged off, refusing a lift.

Oh, no, I don’t think we need to worry about the returned soldier. Only let him return, that’s all. When he does, he’s a better man than we are, Gunga Dinn.


The War Sacrifices of Mr. Spugg
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ALTHOUGH WE HAD been members of the same club for years, I only knew Mr. Spugg by sight until one afternoon when I heard him saying that he intended to send his chauffeur to the war.

It was said quite quietly, — no bombast or boasting about it. Mr. Spugg was standing among a little group of listening members of the club and when he said that he had decided to send his chauffeur, he spoke with a kind of simple earnestness, a determination that marks the character of the man.

“Yes,” he said, “we need all the man power we can command. This thing has come to a showdown and we’ve got to recognise it. I told Henry that it’s a showdown and that he’s to get ready and start right away.”

“Well, Spugg,” said one of the members, “you’re certainly setting us a fine example.”

“What else can a man do?” said Mr. Spugg.

“When does your chauffeur leave?” asked another man.

“Right away. I want him in the firing line just as quick as I can get him there.”

“It’s a fine thing you’re doing, Spugg,” said a third member, “but do you realise that your chauffeur may be killed?”

“I must take my chance on that,” answered Mr. Spugg, firmly. “I’ve thought this thing out and made up my mind: If my chauffeur is killed, I mean to pay for him, — full and adequate compensation. The loss must fall on me, not on him. Or, say Henry comes back mutilated, — say he loses a leg, — say he loses two legs,—”

Here Mr. Spugg looked about him at his listeners, with a look that meant that even three legs wouldn’t be too much for him.

“Whatever Henry loses I pay for. The loss shall fall on me, every cent of it.”

“Spugg,” said a quiet looking, neatly dressed man whom I knew to be the president of an insurance company and who reached out and shook the speaker by the hand, “this is a fine thing you’re doing, a big thing. But we mustn’t let you do it alone. Let our company take a hand in it. We’re making a special rate now on chauffeurs, footmen, and house-servants sent to the war, quite below the rate that actuarial figures justify. It is our little war contribution,” he added modestly. “We like to feel that we’re doing our bit, too. We had a chauffeur killed last week. We paid for him right off without demur, — waived all question of who killed him. I never signed a check (as I took occasion to say in a little note I wrote to his people) with greater pleasure.”

“What do you do if Henry’s mutilated?” asked Mr. Spugg, turning his quiet eyes on the insurance man and facing the brutal facts of things without flinching. “What do you pay? Suppose I lose the use of Henry’s legs, what then?”

“It’s all right,” said his friend. “Leave it to us. Whatever he loses, we make it good.”

“All right,” said Spugg, “send me round a policy. I’m going to see Henry clear through on this.”

It was at this point that at my own urgent request I was introduced to Mr. Spugg, so that I might add my congratulations to those of the others. I told him that I felt, as all the other members of the club did, that he was doing a big thing, and he answered again, in his modest way, that he didn’t see what else a man could do.

“My son Alfred and I,” he said, “talked it over last night and we agreed that we can run the car ourselves, or make a shot at it anyway. After all, it’s war time.”

“What branch of the service are you putting your chauffeur in?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” he answered. “I think I’ll send him up in the air. It’s dangerous, of course, but it’s no time to think about that.”

So, in due time, Mr. Spugg’s chauffeur, Henry, went overseas. He was reported first as in England. Next he was right at the front, at the very firing itself. We knew then, — everybody in the club knew that Mr. Spugg’s chauffeur might be killed at any moment. But great as the strain must have been, Spugg went up and down to his office and in and out of the club without a tremor. The situation gave him a new importance in our eyes, something tense.

“This seems to be a terrific business,” I said to him one day at lunch, “this new German drive.”

“My chauffeur,” said Mr. Spugg, “was right in the middle of it.”

“He was, eh?”

“Yes,” he continued, “one shell burst in the air so near him it almost broke his wings.”

Mr. Spugg told this with no false boasting or bravado, eating his celery as he spoke of it. Here was a man who had nearly had his chauffeur’s wings blown off and yet he never moved a muscle. I began to realize the kind of resolute stuff that the man was made of.

A few days later bad news came to the club.

“Have you heard the bad news about Spugg?” someone asked.

“No, what?”

“His chauffeur’s been gassed.”

“How is he taking it?”

“Fine. He’s sending off his gardener to take the chauffeur’s place.”

So that was Mr. Spugg’s answer to the Germans.

We lunched together that day.

“Yes,” he said, “Henry’s gassed. How it happened I don’t know. He must have come down out of the air. I told him I wanted him in the air. But let it pass. It’s done now.”

“And you’re sending your gardener?”

“I am,” said Spugg. “He’s gone already. I called him in from the garden yesterday. I said, ‘William, Henry’s been gassed. Our first duty is to keep up our man power at the front. You must leave to-night.’ ”

“What are you putting William into?” I asked.

“Infantry. He’ll do best in the trenches, — digs well and is a very fair shot. Anyway I want him to see all the fighting that’s going. If the Germans want give and take in this business they can have it. They’ll soon see who can stand it best. I told William when he left. I said, ‘William, we’ve got to show these fellows that man for man we’re a match for them.’ That’s the way I look at it, man for man.”

I watched Mr. Spugg’s massive face as he went on with his meal. Not a nerve of it moved. If he felt any fear, at least he showed no trace of it.

After that I got war news from him at intervals, in little scraps, as I happened to meet him. “The war looks bad,” I said to him one day as I chanced upon him getting into his motor. “This submarine business is pretty serious.”

“It is,” he said, “William was torpedoed yesterday.”

Then he got into his car and drove away, as quietly as if nothing had happened.

A little later that day I heard him talking about it in the club. “Yes,” he was saying, “a submarine. It torpedoed William, — my gardener. I have both a chauffeur and a gardener at the war. William was picked up on a raft. He’s in pretty bad shape. My son Alfred had a cable from him that he’s coming home. We’ve both telegraphed him to stick it out.”

The news was the chief topic in the club that day. “Spugg’s gardener has been torpedoed,” they said, “but Spugg refuses to have him quit and come home.” “Well done, Spugg,” said everybody.

After that we had news from time to time about both William and Henry.

“Henry’s out of the hospital,” said Spugg. “I hope to have him back in France in a few days. William’s in bad shape still. I had a London surgeon go and look at him. I told him not to mind the expense but to get William fixed up right away. It seems that one arm is more or less paralysed. I’ve wired back to him not to hesitate. They say William’s blood is still too thin for the operation. I’ve cabled to them to take some of Henry’s. I hate to do it, but this is no time to stick at anything.”

A little later William and Henry were reported both back in France. This was at the very moment of the great offensive. But Spugg went about his daily business unmoved. Then came the worst news of all. “William and Henry,” he said to me, “are both missing. I don’t know where the devil they are.”

“Missing!” I repeated.

“Both of them. The Germans have caught them both. I suppose I shan’t have either of them back now till the war is all over.”

He gave a slight sigh, — the only sign of complaint that ever I had heard come from him.

But the next day we learned what was Spugg’s answer to the German’s capture of William and Henry.

“Have you heard what Spugg is doing?” the members of the club asked one another.

“What?”

“He’s sending over Meadows, his own man!”

There was no need to comment on it. The cool courage of the thing spoke for itself. Meadows, — Spugg’s own man, — his house valet, without whom he never travelled twenty miles!

“What else was there to do?” said Mr. Spugg when I asked him if it was true that Meadows was going. “I take no credit for sending Meadows, nor, for the matter of that, for anything that Meadows may do over there. It was a simple matter of duty. My son and I had him into the dining room last night after dinner. ‘Meadows,’ we said, ‘Henry and William are caught. Our man power at the front has got to be kept up. There’s no one left but ourselves and you. There’s no way out of it. You’ll have to go.’ ”

“But how,” I protested, “can you get along with Meadows, your valet, gone? You’ll be lost!”

“We must do the best we can. We’ve talked it all over. My son will help me dress and I will help him. We can manage, no doubt.”

So Meadows went.

After this Mr. Spugg, dressed as best he could manage it, and taking turns with his son in driving his own motor, was a pathetic but uncomplaining object.

Meadows meantime was reported as with the heavy artillery, doing well. “I hope nothing happens to Meadows,” Spugg kept saying. “If it does, we’re stuck. We can’t go ourselves. We’re too busy. We’ve talked it over and we’ve both decided that it’s impossible to get away from the office, — not with business as brisk as it is now. We’re busier than we’ve been in ten years and can’t get off for a day. We may try to take a month off for the Adirondacks a little later but as for Europe, it’s out of the question.”

Meantime, one little bit of consolation came to help Mr. Spugg to bear the burden of the war. I found him in the lounge room of the club one afternoon among a group of men, exhibiting two medals that were being passed from hand to hand.

“Sent to me by the French government,” he explained proudly. “They’re for William and Henry. The motto means, ‘For Conspicuous Courage’ ” (Mr. Spugg drew himself up with legitimate pride). “I shall keep one and let Alfred keep the other till they come back.” Then he added, as an afterthought, “They may never come back.”

From that day on, Mr. Spugg, with his French medal on his watch chain, was the most conspicuous figure in the club. He was pointed out as having done more than any other one man in the institution to keep the flag flying. But presently the limit of Mr. Spugg’s efforts and sacrifices was reached. Even patriotism such as his must have some bounds.

On entering the club one afternoon I could hear his voice bawling vociferously in one of the telephone cabinets in the hall. “Hello, Washington,” he was shouting. “Is that Washington? Long Distance, I want Washington.”

Fifteen minutes later he came up to the sitting room, still flushed with indignation and excitement.

“That’s the limit,” he said, “the absolute limit!”

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“They drafted my son Alfred,” he answered. “Just imagine it! When we’re so busy in the office that we’re getting down there at half past eight in the morning! Drafted Alfred! ‘Great Cæsar,’ I said to them! ‘Look here! You’ve had my chauffeur and he’s gassed, and you’ve had my gardener and he’s torpedoed and they’re both prisoners, and last month I sent you my own man! That,’ I said, ’is about the limit.’ ”

“What did they say,” I asked.

“Oh, it’s all right. They’ve fixed it all up and they’ve apologized as well. Alfred won’t go, of course, but it makes one realise that you can carry a thing too far. Why, they’d be taking me next!”

“Oh, surely not!” I said.


If Germany Had Won
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SOMETIMES, IN THE past, we have grown a little impatient with our North American civilisation, with its strident clamour, its noisy elections, its extremes of liberty, its occasional corruption and the faults that we now see were the necessary accompaniments of its merits. But let us set beside it a picture such as this, taken from the New York Imperial Gazette of 1925 — or from any paper of the same period, such as would have been published if Germany had won.

 

General Boob of Boobenstiff, Imperial Governor of New York, will attend divine (Imperial) service on Sunday morning next at the church of St. John the (Imperial) Divine. The subway cars will be stopped while the General is praying. All subway passengers are enjoined (befohlen), during the thus-to-be-ordered period of cessation, to remain in a reverential attitude. Those in the seats will keep the head bowed. Those holding to the straps will elevate one leg, keeping the knee in the air.

On Monday evening General Boob von Boobenstiff, Imperial Governor of New York, will be graciously pleased to attend a performance at the (Imperial) Winter Garden on Upper (Imperial) Broadway. It is ordered that on the entrance of His Excellency the audience will spontaneously rise and break into three successive enthusiastic cheers. Mr. Al Jolson will remain kneeling on the stage till the Gubernatorial All Highest has seated itself. Mr. Jolson will then, by special (Imperial) permission, be allowed to make four jokes in German to be taken from a list supplied by the Imperial Censor of Humour. The Governor, accompanied by his military staff, will then leave, and the performance will close.

 

It is ordered that, on Tuesday afternoon, as a sign of thankfulness for the blessings of the German peace, the business men of New York shall walk in procession from the Battery to the Bronx. They will then be inspected by Governor Boobenstiff. If the Governor is delayed in arriving at the hereafter-to-be-indicated point of general put-yourself-there, the procession will walk back to the Battery and back again, continuing so, pro and con, till the arrival of the Governor.

The approaching visit of His Royal and Imperial Solemnity the Prince Apparent of Bavaria shall be heralded in the (Imperial) City of New York with general rejoicing. The city shall be spontaneously decorated with flags. Smiles of cordial welcome shall appear on every face. Animated crowds of eager citizens shall move to and fro and shouts of welcome shall, by order of the Chief of Police, break from the lips.

Among those who are expected to be in the Imperial city to welcome his Royal Solemnity will be the Hereditary Grand Duke of Schlitzin-Mein (formerly Milwaukee), the Prince Margrave of Wisconsin and the Hereditary Chief Constable of Nevada.

 

We are delighted to be able to chronicle that on the morning of the 14th there was born at the Imperial Residence of His Simplicity the Hereditary Governor of the Provinz (formerly State) of New York, in the (Imperial) city of Albany a tenth son to the illustrious Prince and Princess who rule over us with such fatherly care. The boy was christened yesterday at the (Imperial) Lutheran Church and is to bear the name Frederick Wilhelm Amelia Mary Johan Heinrich Ruprecht. The whole city of Albany is thrown into the wildest rejoicing. The legislature has voted an addition of $400,000 per annum to the civil list for the maintenance of the young prince. Joy suffuses every home. This being the tenth son born to their Highnesses in ten years it is felt that the future of the dynasty is more or less secured. Even the humblest home is filled with the reflected joy that streams out from the Residency. Their Royal Highnesses appeared yesterday on the balcony amid the wild huzzoos of the people transported with joy. His Simplicity the Prince wore the full dress uniform of an Imperial Jaeger of the Adirondacks, and Her Royal Highness was attired as a Colonel of Artillery. It is impossible to express the jubilation of the moment.

 

We regret to report that owing to the jostling (possibly accidental, but none the less actual) of an Imperial officer — Field-Lieutenant Schmidt — at the entrance to Brooklyn Bridge, the bridge is declared closed to the public until further notice. We are proud to state the Field Lieutenant at once cut down his cowardly assailant with his saber. It has pleased His Unspeakable Loftiness, the German Emperor, to cable his congratulations to the Lieutenant, who will receive The Order of the Dead Dog for the noble way in which he has maintained the traditions of his uniform.

 

A striking feature of the now-taking-place Art Exhibition at the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute (formerly Metropolitan Gallery) in the Thiergarten (formerly Central Park) is offered by the absolutely marvellous paintings exhibited by the Princess Marie Paul Cecilie Hohenzollern-Stickitintothem, a cousin of Our Noble Governor. The paintings which the Princess has been preciously pleased to paint and has even stooped to exhibit to the filled-with-wonder eye of the public have been immediately awarded the first prize in each class. While it would be invidious even to suggest that any one of Her High Incipiency’s pictures is better than any other, our feeling is that especially the picture Night on the Hudson River is of so rare a quality both of technique and of inspiration that it supersedes the bounds of the hitherto-thought-to-be-possible art in America. The Princess’s conception of night, black as a pall and yet luminous as a polished stove pipe, is only equalled by her feeling towards the Hudson, which lies extended in soporific superficiality beneath the sable covering of darkness in which Her Highness has been pleased to overwhelm it. Throughout the day an eager-to-see crowd of spectators were beaten back from the picture by the police with clubs.

 

We are permitted officially to confirm the already gladly-from-mouth-to-mouth-whispered news of an approaching marriage between Prince Heinrich of Texas and the Princess Amelia Victoria Louisa, Hereditary Heir Consumptive of the Imperial Provinz of Maine. The marriage, so it is whispered, although performed in accordance with the wishes of the Emperor as expressed by cable, is in every way a love match. What lends a touch of romance to the betrothal of the Royal Younglings is that the Prince had never even seen the Princess Amelia until the day when the legislature of the Provinz of Maine voted her a marriage portion of half a million dollars. Immediately on this news a secret visit was arranged, the Prince journeying to Bangor incognito as the Count of Flim-Flam in the costume of an officer of the Imperial Scavengers. On receipt of the Emperor’s telegram the happy pair fell in love with one another at once. What makes the approaching union particularly auspicious for the whole country is that it brings with it the union of Maine and Texas, henceforth to form a single grateful provinz. The Royal Pair, it is understood, will live alternately in each province a month at a time and the legislature, the executive officials, the courts of law and the tax collectors will follow them to and fro.

We cannot but contrast this happy issue with the turbulence and disorder in which our country lived before the Great War of Liberation.

 

We are delighted to learn from our despatches from Boston that the Hohenzollern Institute (formerly Harvard University) is to be opened next autumn. By express permission of the Imperial Government, classes in English will be permitted for half an hour each day.

By the clemency of the Emperor the sentences of W. H. Taft, and W. Wilson have been commuted from the sentence of fifty years imprisonment to imprisonment for life. We hope, in a special supplement, to be able to add the full list of sentences, executions, imprisonments, fines, and attainders that have been promulgated in honour of the birthday of our Imperial Sovereign.


War and Peace at the Galaxy Club
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THE GREAT PEACE Kermesse at the Galaxy Club, to which I have the honour to belong, held with a view to wipe out the Peace Deficit of the Club, has just ended. For three weeks our club house has been a blaze of illumination. We have had four orchestras in attendance. There have been suppers and dances every night. Our members have not spared themselves.

The Kermesse is now over. We have time, as our lady members are saying, to turn round.

For the moment we are sitting listening, amid bursts of applause, to our treasurer’s statement. As we hear it we realise that this Peace Kermesse has proved the culmination and crown of four winters’ war work.

But I must explain from the beginning.

Our efforts began with the very opening of the war. We felt that a rich organisation like ours ought to do something for the relief of the Belgians. At the same time we felt that our members would rather receive something in the way of entertainment for their money than give it straight out of their pockets.

We therefore decided first to hold a public lecture in the club, and engaged the services of Professor Dry to lecture on the causes of the war.

In view of the circumstances, Professor Dry very kindly reduced his lecture fee, which (he assured us) is generally two hundred and fifty dollars, to two hundred and forty.

The lecture was most interesting. Professor Dry traced the causes of the War backwards through the Middle Ages. He showed that it represented the conflict of the brachiocephalic culture of the Wendic races with the dolichocephalic culture of the Alpine stock. At the time when the lights went out he had got it back to the eighth century before Christ.

Unfortunately the night, being extremely wet, was unfavourable. Few of our members care to turn out to lectures in wet weather. The treasurer was compelled to announce to the Committee a net deficit of two hundred dollars. Some of the ladies of the Committee moved that the entire deficit be sent to the Belgians, but were overruled by the interference of the men.

But the error was seen to have been in the choice of the lecturer. Our members were no longer interested in the causes of the war. The topic was too old. We therefore held another public lecture in the club, on the topic What Will Come After the War. It was given by a very talented gentleman, a Mr. Guess, a most interesting speaker, who reduced his fee (as the thing was a war charity) by one-half, leaving it at three hundred dollars. Unhappily the weather was against us. It was too fine. Our members scarcely care to listen to lectures in fine weather. And it turned out that our members are not interested in what will come after the war. The topic is too new. Our receipts of fifty dollars left us with a net deficit of two hundred and fifty. Our treasurer therefore proposed that we should carry both deficits forward and open a Special Patriotic Entertainment Account showing a net total deficit of four hundred and fifty dollars.

In the opinion of the committee our mistake had been in engaging outside talent. It was felt that the cost of this was prohibitive. It was better to invite the services of the members of the club themselves. A great number of the ladies expressed their willingness to take part in any kind of war work that took the form of public entertainment.

Accordingly we presented a play. It was given in the ball room of the club house, a stage being specially put up for us by a firm of contractors. The firm (as a matter of patriotism) did the whole thing for us at cost, merely charging us with the labour, the material, the time, the thought and the anxiety that they gave to the job, but for nothing else. In fact, the whole staging, including fights, plumbing and decorations was merely a matter of five hundred dollars. The plumbers very considerately made no charge for their time, but only for their work.

It was felt that it would be better to have a new play than an old. We selected a brilliant little modern drawing-room comedy never yet presented. The owner of the copyright, a theatrical firm, let us use it for a merely nominal fee of two hundred dollars, including the sole right to play the piece forever. There being only twenty-eight characters in it, it was felt to be more suitable than a more ambitious thing. The tickets were placed at one dollar, no one being admitted free except the performers themselves, and the members who very kindly acted as scene shifters, curtain lifters, ushers, door-keepers, programme sellers, and the general committee of management. All the performers, at their own suggestion, supplied their own costumes, charging nothing to the club except the material and the cost of dressmaking. Beyond this there was no expense except for the fee, very reasonable, of Mr. Skip, the professional coach who trained the performers, and who asked us, in view of the circumstances, less than half of what he would have been willing to accept.

The proceeds were to be divided between the Belgian Fund and the Red Cross, giving fifty per cent to each. A motion in amendment from the ladies’ financial committee to give fifty per cent to the Belgian Fund and sixty per cent to the Red Cross was voted down.

Unfortunately it turned out that the idea of a play was a mistake in judgment. Our members, it seemed, did not care to go to see a play except in a theatre. A great number of them, however, very kindly turned out to help in shifting the scenery and in acting as ushers.

Our treasurer announced, as the result of the play, a net deficit of twelve hundred dollars. He moved, with general applause, that it be carried forward.

The total deficit having now reached over sixteen hundred dollars, there was a general feeling that a very special effort must be made to remove it. It was decided to hold Weekly Patriotic Dances in the club ball room, every Saturday evening. No charge was made for admission to the dances, but a War Supper was served at one dollar a head.

Unfortunately the dances, as first planned, proved again an error. It appeared that though our members are passionately fond of dancing, few if any of them cared to eat at night. The plan was therefore changed. The supper was served first, and was free, and for the dancing after supper a charge was made of one dollar, per person. This again was an error. It seems that after our members have had supper they prefer to go home and sleep. After one winter of dancing the treasurer announced a total Patriotic Relief Deficit of five thousand dollars, to be carried forward to next year. This sum duly appeared in the annual balance sheet of the club. The members, especially the ladies, were glad to think that we were at least doing something for the war.

At this point some of our larger men, themselves financial experts, took hold. They said that our entertainments had been on too small a scale. They told us that we had been “undermined by overhead expenses.” The word “overhead” was soon on everybody’s lips. We were told that if we could “distribute our overhead” it would disappear. It was therefore planned to hold a great War Kermesse with a view to spreading out the overhead so thin that it would vanish.

But it was at this very moment that the Armistice burst upon us in a perfectly unexpected fashion. Everyone of our members was, undoubtedly, delighted that the war was over but there was a very general feeling that it would have been better if we could have had a rather longer notice of what was coming. It seemed, as many of our members said, such a leap in the dark to rush into peace all at once. It was said indeed by our best business men that in financial circles they had been fully aware that there was a danger of peace for some time and had taken steps to discount the peace risk.

But for the club itself the thing came with a perfect crash. The whole preparation of the great Kermesse was well under way when the news broke upon us. For a time the members were aghast. It looked like ruin. But presently it was suggested that it might still be possible to save the club by turning the whole affair into a Peace Kermesse and devoting the proceeds to some suitable form of relief. Luckily it was discovered that there was still a lot of starvation in Russia, and fortunately it turned out that in spite of the armistice the Turks were still killing the Armenians.

So it was decided to hold the Kermesse and give all the profits realised by it to the Victims of the Peace. Everybody set to work again with a will. The Kermesse indeed had to be postponed for a few months to make room for the changes needed, but it has now been held and, in a certain sense, it has been the wildest kind of success. The club, as I said, has been a blaze of light for three weeks. We have had four orchestras in attendance every evening. There have been booths draped with the flags of all the Allies, except some that we were not sure about, in every corridor of the club. There have been dinner parties and dances every evening. The members, especially the ladies, have not spared themselves. Many of them have spent practically all their time at the Kermesse, not getting home until two in the morning.

And yet somehow one has felt that underneath the surface it was not a success. The spirit seemed gone out of it. The members themselves confessed in confidence that in spite of all they could do their hearts were not in it. Peace had somehow taken away all the old glad sense of enjoyment. As to spending money at the Kermesse all the members admitted frankly that they had no heart for it. This was especially the case when the rumour got abroad that the Armenians were a poor lot and that some of the Turks were quite gentlemanly fellows. It was said, too, that if the Russians did starve it would do them a lot of good.

So it was known even before we went to hear the financial report that there would be no question of profits on the Kermesse going to the Armenians or the Russians.

And to-night the treasurer has been reading out to a general meeting the financial results as nearly as they can be computed.

He has put the Net Patriotic Deficit, as nearly as he can estimate it, at fifteen thousand dollars, though he has stated, with applause from the ladies, that the Gross Deficit is bigger still.

The Ladies Financial Committee has just carried a motion that the whole of the deficit, both net and gross, be now forwarded to the Red Cross Society (sixty per cent), the Belgian Relief Fund (fifty per cent), and the remainder invested in the War Loan.

But there is a very general feeling among the male members that the club will have to go into liquidation. Peace has ruined us. Not a single member, so far as I am aware, is prepared to protest against the peace, or is anything but delighted to think that the war is over. At the same time we do feel that if we could have had a longer notice, six months for instance, we could have braced ourselves better to stand up against it and meet the blow when it fell.

I think, too, that our feeling is shared outside.


The War News as I Remember it
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EVERYBODY, I THINK, should make some little contribution towards keeping alive the memories of the great war. In the larger and heroic sense this is already being done. But some of the minor things are apt to be neglected. When the record of the war has been rewritten into real history, we shall be in danger of forgetting what WAR NEWS was like and the peculiar kind of thrill that accompanied its perusal.

Hence in order to preserve it for all time I embalm some little samples of it, selected of course absolutely at random, — as such things always are — in the pages of this book.

Let me begin with: — 

I

THE CABLE NEWS FROM RUSSIA

This was the great breakfast-table feature for at least three years. Towards the end of the war some people began to complain of it. They said that they questioned whether it was accurate. Here for example is one fortnight of it.

Petrograd, April 14. Word has reached here that the Germans have captured enormous quantities of grain on the Ukrainian border.

April 15. The Germans have captured no grain on the Ukrainian border. The country is swept bare.

April 16. Everybody in Petrograd is starving.

April 17. There is no lack of food in Petrograd.

April 18. The death of General Korniloff is credibly reported this morning.

April 19. It is credibly reported this morning that General Korniloff is alive.

April 20. It is credibly reported that General Korniloff is hovering between life and death.

April 21. The Bolsheviki are overthrown.

April 22. The Bolsheviki got up again.

April 23. The Czar died last night.

April 24. The Czar did not die last night.

April 25. General Kaleidescope and his Cossacks are moving north.

April 26. General Kaleidescope and his Cossacks are moving south.

April 27. General Kaleidescope and his Cossacks are moving east.

April 28. General Kaleidescope and his Cossacks are moving west.

April 29. It is reported that the Cossacks under General Kaleidescope have revolted. They demand the Maximum. General Kaleidescope hasn’t got it.

April 30. The National Pan-Russian Constituent Universal Duma which met this morning at ten-thirty, was dissolved at twenty-five minutes to eleven.

My own conclusion, reached with deep regret, is that the Russians are not yet fit for the blessings of the Magna Charta and the Oklahama Constitution of 1907. They ought to remain for some years yet under the Interstate Commerce Commission.

II

SAMPLE OF SPECIAL CORRESPONDENCE

New York (through London via Holland and coming out at Madrid). Mr. O. Howe Lurid, our special correspondent, writing from “Somewhere near Somewhere” and describing the terrific operations of which he has just been an eyewitness, says:

“From the crest where I stood, the whole landscape about me was illuminated with the fierce glare of the bursting shells, while the ground on which I stood quivered with the thunderous detonation of the artillery.

“Nothing in the imagination of a Dante could have equalled the lurid and pyrogriffic grandeur of the scene. Streams of fire rose into the sky, falling in bifurcated crystallations in all directions. Disregarding all personal danger, I opened one eye and looked at it.

“I found myself now to be the very centre of the awful conflict. While not stating that the whole bombardment was directed at me personally, I am pretty sure that it was.”

 

I admit that there was a time, at the very beginning of the war, when I liked this kind of thing served up with my bacon and eggs every morning, in the days when a man could eat bacon and eggs without being labelled a pro-German. Later on I came to prefer the simple statements as to the same scene and event, given out by Sir Douglas Haig and General Pershing — after this fashion:

“Last night at ten-thirty p.m. our men noticed signs of a light bombardment apparently coming from the German lines.”

III

THE TECHNICAL WAR DESPATCHES

The best of these, as I remember them, used to come from the Italian front and were done after this fashion: — 

“Tintino, near Trombono. Friday, April 3. The Germans, as I foresaw last month they would, have crossed the Piave in considerable force. Their position, as I said it would be, is now very strong. The mountains bordering the valley run — just as I foresaw they would — from northwest to southeast. The country in front is, as I anticipated, flat. Venice is, as I assured my readers it would be, about thirty miles distant from the Piave, which falls, as I expected it would, into the Adriatic.”

IV

THE WAR PROPHECIES

Startling Prophecy in Paris. All Paris is wildly excited over the extraordinary prophecy of Madame Cleo de Clichy that the war will be over in four weeks. Madame Cleo, who is now as widely known as a diseuse, a liseuse, a friseuse and a clairvoyante, leaped into sudden prominence last November by her startling announcement that the seven letters in the Kaiser’s name W i l h e l m represented the seven great beasts of the apocalypse; in the next month she electrified all Paris by her disclosure that the four letters of the word C z a r — by substituting the figure 1 for C, 9 for Z, 1 for A, and 7 for R — produce the date 1917, and indicated a revolution in Russia. The salon of Madame Cleo is besieged by eager crowds night and day. She may prophesy again at any minute.

 

Startling Forecast. A Russian peasant, living in Semipalatinsk, has foretold that the war will end in August. The wildest excitement prevails not only in Semipalatinsk but in the whole of it.

 

Extraordinary Prophecy. Rumbumbabad, India. April 1. The whole neighbourhood has been thrown into a turmoil by the prophecy of Ram Slim, a Yogi of this district, who has foretold that the war will be at an end in September. People are pouring into Rumbumbabad in ox-carts from all directions. Business in Rumbumbabad is at a standstill.

 

Excitement in Midgeville, Ohio. William Bessemer Jones, a retired farmer of Cuyahoga, Ohio, has foretold that the war will end in October. People are flocking into Midgeville in lumber wagons from all parts of the country. Jones, who bases his prophecy on the Bible, had hitherto been thought to be half-witted. This is now recognised to have been a wrong estimate of his powers. Business in Midgeville is at a standstill.

 

Dog’s Foot. Wyoming. April 1. An Indian of the Cheyenne tribe has foretold that the war will end in December. Business among the Indians is at a standstill.

V

DIPLOMATIC REVELATIONS

These were sent out in assortments, and labelled Vienna, via London, through Stockholm. After reading them with feverish eagerness for nearly four years, I decided that they somehow lack definiteness. Here is the way they ran:

“Special Correspondence. I learn from a very high authority, whose name I am not at liberty to mention, (speaking to me at a place which I am not allowed to indicate and in a language which I am forbidden to use) — that Austria-Hungary is about to take a diplomatic step of the highest importance. What this step is, I am forbidden to say. But the consequences of it — which unfortunately I am pledged not to disclose — will be such as to effect results which I am not free to enumerate.”

VI

A NEW GERMAN PEACE FORMULA

Dr. Hertling, the Imperial Chancellor, speaking through his hat in the Reichstag, said that he wished to state in the clearest language of which he was capable that the German peace plan would not only provide the fullest self determination of all ethnographic categories, but would predicate the political self consciousness (politisches Selbstbewusztsein) of each geographical and entomological unit, subject only to the necessary rectilinear guarantees for the seismographic action of the German empire. The entire Reichstag, especially the professorial section of it, broke into unrestrained applause. It is felt that the new formula is the equivalent of a German Magna Carta — or as near to it as they can get.

VII

THE FINANCIAL NEWS

The war finance, as I remember it, always supplied items of the most absorbing interest. I do not mean to say that I was an authority on finance or held any official position in regard to it. But I watched it. I followed it in the newspapers. When the war began I knew nothing about it. But I picked up a little bit here and a little bit there until presently I felt that I had a grasp on it not easily shaken off.

It was a simple matter, anyway. Take the case of the rouble. It rose and it fell. But the reason was always perfectly obvious. The Russian news ran, as I got it in my newspapers, like this: — 

“M. Touchusoff, the new financial secretary of the Soviet, has declared that Russia will repay her utmost liabilities. Roubles rose.”

“M. Touchusoff, the late financial secretary of the Soviet, was thrown into the Neva last evening. Roubles fell.”

“M. Gorky, speaking in London last night, said that Russia was a great country. Roubles rose.”

“A Dutch correspondent, who has just beat his way out of Russia, reports that nothing will induce him to go back. Roubles fell.”

“Mr. Arthur Balfour, speaking in the House of Commons last night, paid a glowing tribute to the memory of Peter the Great. Roubles rose.”

“The local Bolsheviki of New York City at the Pan-Russian Congress held in Murphy’s Rooms, Fourth Avenue, voted unanimously in favor of a Free Russia. Roubles never budged.”

With these examples in view, anybody, I think, could grasp the central principles of Russian finance. All that one needed to know was what M. Touchusoff and such people were going to say, and who would be thrown into the Neva, and the rise and fall of the rouble could be foreseen to a kopeck. In speculation by shrewd people with proper judgment as to when to buy and when to sell the rouble, large fortunes could be made, or even lost, in a day.

But after all the Russian finance was simple. That of our German enemies was much more complicated and yet infinitely more successful. That at least I gathered from the little news items in regard to German finance that used to reach us in cables that were headed Via Timbuctoo and ran thus: — 

“The fourth Imperial War Loan of four billion marks, to be known as the Kaiser’s War Loan, was oversubscribed to-day in five minutes. Investors thronged the banks, with tears in their eyes, bringing with them everything that they had. The bank managers, themselves stained with tears, took everything that was offered. Each investor received a button proudly displayed by the too-happy-for-words out-of-the-bank-hustling recipient.”


Some Just Complaints about the War
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NO PATRIOTIC MAN would have cared to lift up his voice against the Government in war time. Personally, I should not want to give utterance even now to anything in the way of criticism. But the complaints which were presented below came to me, unsought and unsolicited, and represented such a variety of sources and such just and unselfish points of view that I think it proper, for the sake of history, to offer them to the public.

I give them, just as they reached me, without modifications of any sort.

The just complaint of Mr. Threadier, my tailor, as expressed while measuring me for my Win-the-War autumn suit.

“Complaint, sir? Oh, no, we have no complaint to make in our line of business, none whatever (forty-two, Mr. Jephson). It would hardly become us to complain (side pockets, Mr. Jephson). But we think, perhaps, it is rather a mistake for the Government (thirty-three on the leg) to encourage the idea of economy in dress. Our attitude is that the well dressed man (a little fuller in the chest? Yes, a little fuller in the chest, please, Mr. Jephson) is better able to serve his country than the man who goes about in an old suit. The motto of our trade is Thrift with Taste. It was made up in our spring convention of five hundred members, in a four day sitting. We feel it to be (twenty-eight) very appropriate. Our feeling is that a gentleman wearing one of our thrift worsteds under one of our Win-the-War light overcoats (Mr. Jephson, please show that new Win-the-War overcoating) is really helping to keep things going. We like to reflect, sir (nothing in shirtings, today?) that we’re doing our bit, too, in presenting to the enemy an undisturbed nation of well dressed men. Nothing else, sir? The week after next? Ah! If we can, sir! but we’re greatly rushed with our new and patriotic Thrift orders. Good morning, sir.”

The just complaint of Madame Pavalucini, the celebrated contralto. As interviewed incidentally in the palm-room of The Slitz Hotel, over a cup of tea (one dollar), French Win-the-War pastry (one fifty) and Help-the-Navy cigarettes (fifty).

“I would not want to creetecize ze gouvermen’ ah! non! That would be what you call a skonk treeck, hein?” (Madame Pavalucini comes from Missouri, and dares not talk any other kind of English than this, while on tour, with any strangers listening.) “But, I ask myself, ees it not just a leetle wrong to discourage and tax ze poor artistes? We are doing our beet, hein? We seeng, we recite! I seeng so many beautiful sings to ze soldiers; sings about love, and youth, and passion, and spring and kisses. And the men are carried off their feet. They rise. They rush to the war. I have seen them, in my patriotic concerts where I accept nothing but my expenses and my fee and give all that is beyond to the war. Only last night one arose, right in the front rank — the fauteuils d’orchestre, I do not know how you call them in English. ‘Let me out of zis,’ he scream, ‘me for the war! Me for the trenches!’ Was it not magnifique — what you call splendide, hein?

“And then ze gouvermen, come and tell me I must pay zem ten thousan’ dollars, when I make only seexty thousan’ dollars at ze opera! Anozzer skonk treeck, hein?”

The just complaint of Mr. Grunch, income tax payer, as imparted to me over his own port wine, after dinner.

“No, I shouldn’t want to complain: I mean, in any way that would reach the outside, — reach it, that is, in connection with my name. Though I think that the thing ought to be said by somebody. I think you might say it. (Let me pour you out another glass of this Conquistador: yes, it’s the old ‘87: but I suppose we’ll never get any more of it on this side: they say that the rich Spaniards are making so much money they’re buying up every cask of it and it will never be exported again. Just another illustration of the way that the war hits everybody alike.) But, as I was saying, I think if you were to raise a complaint about the income tax, you’d find the whole country — I mean all the men with incomes — behind you. I don’t suppose they’d want you to mention their names. But they’d be behind you, see? They’d all be there. (Will you try one of these Googoolias? They’re the very best, but I guess we’ll never see them again. They say the rich Cubans are buying them up. So the war hits us there, too.) As I see it, the income tax is the greatest mistake the government ever made. It hits the wrong man. It falls on the man with an income and lets the other man escape. The way I look at it, and the way all the men that will be behind you look at it, is that if a man sticks tight to it and goes on earning all the income he can, he’s doing his bit, in his own way, to win the war. All we ask is to be let alone (don’t put that in your notes as from me, but you can say it), let us alone to go on quietly piling up income till we get the Germans licked. But if you start to take away our income, you discourage us, you knock all the patriotism out of us. To my mind, a man’s income and his patriotism are the same thing. But, of course, don’t say that I said that.”

The just complaint of my barber, as expressed in the pauses of his operations.

“I’m not saying nothing against the Government (any facial massage this morning?). I guess they know their own business, or they’d ought to, anyway. But I kick at all this talk against the barber business in war time (will I singe them ends a bit?). The papers are full of it, all the time. I don’t see much else in them. Last week I saw where a feller said that all the barber shops ought to be closed up (bay rum?) till the war was over. Say, I’d like to have him right here in this chair with a razor at his throat, the way I have you! As I see it, the barber business is the most necessary business in the whole war. A man’ll get along without everything else, just about, but he can’t get along without a shave, can he? — or not without losing all the pep and self-respect that keeps him going. They say them fellers over in France has to shave every morning by military order: if they didn’t the Germans would have ’em beat. I say the barber is doing his bit as much as any man. I was to Washington four months last winter, and I done all the work of three senators and two congressmen (will I clip that neck?) and I done the work of a United States Admiral every Saturday night. If that ain’t war work, show me what is. But I don’t kick, I just go along. If a man appreciates what I do, and likes to pay a little extra for it, why so much the better, but if he’s low enough to get out of this chair you’re in and walk off without giving a cent more than he has to, why let him go. But, sometimes, when I get thinking about all this outcry about barber’s work in war time, I feel like following the man to the door and slitting his throat for him. . . . Thank you, sir; thank you, sir. Good morning. Next!”

The just complaint of Mr. Singlestone; — formerly Mr. Einstein, Theatre Proprietor.

“I would be the last man, the very last, to say one word against the Government. I think they are doing fine. I think the boys in the trenches are doing fine. I think the nation is doing fine. But, if there’s just one thing where they’re wrong, it’s in the matter of the theatres. I think it would be much better for the Government not to attempt to cut down or regulate theatres in any way. The theatre is the people’s recreation. It builds them up. It’s all part of a great machine to win the war. I like to stand in the box office and see the money come in and feel that the theatre is doing its bit. But, mind you, I think the President is doing fine. So, all I say is, I think the theatres ought to be allowed to do fine, too.”

The just complaint of Mr. Silas Heck, farmer, as interviewed by me, incognito, at the counter of the Gold Dollar Saloon.

“Yes, sir, I say the Government’s in the wrong, and I don’t care who hears me. (Say, is that feller in the slick overcoat listening? Let’s move along a little further.) They’re right to carry on the war for all the nation is worth. That’s sound and I’m with ’em. But they ought not to take the farmer offen his farm. There I’m agin them. The farmer is the one man necessary for the country. They say they want bacon for the Allies. Well, the way I look at it is, if you want bacon, you need hogs. And if there are no men left in the country like me, what’ll you do for hogs!

“Thanks, was you paying for that? I guess we won’t have another, eh? Two of them things might be bad for a feller.”

 

So, when I used to listen to the complaints of this sort that rose on every side, I was glad that I was not President of the United States.

At the same time I do think that the Government makes a mistake in taxing the profits of the poor book writers under the absurd name of income. But let that go. The Kaiser would probably treat us worse.


Some Startling Side Effects of the War
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“THERE IS NO doubt,” said Mr. Taft recently, “that the war is destined to effect the most profound uplift and changes, not only in our political outlook, but upon our culture, our thought and, most of all, upon our literature.”

I am not absolutely certain that Mr. Taft really said this. He may not have said “uplift.” But I seem to have heard something about uplift, somewhere. At any rate, there is no doubt of the fact that our literature has moved — up or down. Yes, the war is not only destined to affect our literature, but it has already done so. The change in outlook, in literary style, in mode of expression, even in the words themselves is already here.

Anybody can see it for himself by turning over the pages of our fashionable novels or by looking at the columns of our great American and English newspapers and periodicals.

But stop, — let me show what I mean by examples. I have them here in front of me. Take, for example, the London Spectator. Everybody recognised in it a model of literary dignity and decorum. Even those who read it least, admitted this most willingly; in fact, perhaps all the more so. In its pages to-day one finds an equal dignity of thought, yet, somehow, the wording seems to have undergone an alteration. One cannot say just where the change comes in. It is what the French call a je ne sais quoi, a something insaisissable, a sort of nuance, not amounting of course to a lueur, but still, — how shall one put it, — something.

The example that is given below was taken almost word for word (indeed some of the words actually were so) from the very latest copy of The Spectator.

EDITORIAL FROM THE LONDON

“SPECTATOR”

Showing the Stimulating Effect of the War on Its

Literary Style

“There is no doubt that our boys, and the Americans, are going some on the western front. We have no hesitation in saying that last week’s scrap was a cinch for the boys. It is credibly reported by our correspondent at The Hague that the German Emperor, the Crown Prince and a number of other guys were eye witnesses of the fight. If so, they got the surprise of their young lives. While we should not wish to show anything less than the chivalrous consideration for a beaten enemy which has been a tradition of our nation, we feel it is but just to say that for once the dirty pups got what was coming to them. We are glad to learn from official quarters that His Majesty King George has been graciously pleased to telegraph to General Pershing, ‘Soak it to ’em — and then some.’

“Meantime the situation from the point of view both of terrain and of tactics remains altogether in our favour. The deep salient driven into the German lines near Soissons threatens to break up their communications and force a withdrawal on a wide front. We cannot make the position clearer to our English readers than by saying that our new lines occupy, as it were, the form of a baseball diamond, with Soissons at second base and with our headquarters at the home plate and our artillery support at third. Our readers will at once grasp the fact that, with our advance pivoted on the pitcher’s box and with adequate cover at short, the thing is a lead-pipe cinch, — in fact, we have them lashed to the mast.

“Meantime the mood of the hour should be one, not of undue confidence or boastfulness, but of quiet resolution and deep thankfulness. As the Archbishop of Canterbury so feelingly put it in his sermon in Westminster Abbey last Sunday, ‘Now that we have them by the neck let us go on, in deep and steadfast purpose, till we have twisted the gizzard out of them.’

“The Archbishop’s noble words should, and will, re-echo in every English home.”

Critical people may be inclined to doubt the propriety, or even the propinquity, of some of the literary changes due to the war. But there can be no doubt of the excellent effect of one of them, namely, the increasing knowledge and use among us of the pleasant language of France. It is no exaggeration to say that, before the war, few people in the United States, even among the colored population, spoke French with ease. In fact, in some cases the discomfort was so obvious as to be almost painful. This is now entirely altered. Thanks to our military guidebooks, and to the general feeling of the day, our citizens are setting themselves to acquire the language of our gallant ally. And the signs are that they will do it. One hears every day in metropolitan society such remarks as, “Have you read, ‘Soo le foo?’ ” “Oh, you mean that book by Haingri Barbooze? No, I have not read it yet, but I have read ‘Mong Swassant Quinz’ you know, by that other man.”

This is hopeful indeed. Nor need we wonder that our best magazines are reflecting the same tendency.

Here for instance are the opening sentences of a very typical serial now running in one of our best periodicals: for all I know the rest of the sentences may be like them. At any rate, any magazine reader will recognize them at once:

BONNE MÈRE PITOU

A Conte of Old Normandy

Bonne Mère Pitou sat spinning beside the porte of the humble chaumière in which she dwelt. From time to time her eyes looked up and down the gran’ route that passed her door.

“Il ne vient pas,” she murmured (he does not come).

She rose wearily and went dedans. Presently she came out again, dehors. “Il ne vient toujours pas,” she sighed (he still does not come).

About her in the tall trees of the allée the percherons twittered while the soft roucoulement of the bees murmured drowsily in the tall calice of the chou-fleur.

“Il n’est pas venu,” she said (perfect tense, third singular, he is not, or has not, come).

Can we blame him if he didn’t? No doubt he was still studying his active verb before tackling Mère Pitou.

But there! Let it pass. In any case it is not only the magazines, but the novels themselves, that are being transformed by the war. Witness this:

BY ONE OF OUR MOST POPULAR

NOVELISTS

“It was in the summer house, at the foot of the old garden, that the awaited declaration came. Edwin kneeled at Angelina’s feet. At last they were alone! The successful barrage of conversation which he had put up at breakfast had compelled her mother to remain in her trenches, and had driven her father to the shelter of his dug-out. Her younger brother he had camouflaged with the present of a new fishing rod, thus inducing him to retire to the river. The communications with the servants had been cut. Of the strict neutrality of the gardener he was already assured. Edwin felt that the moment had come for going over the top. Yet being an able strategist, he was anxious not to attempt to advance on too wide a front.

“Angelina!” he exclaimed, raising himself to one knee with his hands outstretched toward her.

The girl started as at the sound of an air bomb; for a moment she elevated her eyes and looked him full in the tangent, then she lowered them again but continued to observe him through her mental periscope.

“Angelina,” he repeated, “I have a declaration to make.”

“As from what date?” she questioned quietly.

Edwin drew his watch from his pocket.

“As from this morning, at ten-forty-six,” he said. Then, emboldened by her passive attitude, he continued with rising passion in his tone.

“Ever since I first met you I have felt that I could not live without you. I am a changed man. My calibre is altered. I feel ten centimeters wider in the mouth than I did six weeks ago. I feel that my path is altered. I have a new range and an angle of elevation such as I never experienced before. I have hidden my love as best I could till now. I have worn a moral gas-mask before your family. I can do so no longer. Angelina, will you be mine, forming with me a single unit, drawing our rations from the same field kitchen and occupying the same divisional headquarters?”

The girl seemed to hesitate. She raised her eyes to his.

“We know one another so little,” she murmured.

Edwin felt that his offensive was failing. He therefore hastened to bring up his means of support.

“I have an ample income of my own,” he pleaded.

Angelina raised her eyes again. It was evident that she was about to surrender. But at this moment her mother’s voice was heard calling, “Angelina, Angelina, my dear, where are you?”

The barrage had broken down.

“Quick,” said the girl, “mobilize yourself. Pick up that tennis racket and let us hurry to the court and dig ourselves in.”

“But my declaration,” urged Edwin eagerly.

“Accepted,” she said, “as from eleven-two this morning.”


Other Impossibilities


The Art of Conversation

I
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HOW TO INTRODUCE TWO PEOPLE

TO ONE ANOTHER

Nothing is more important in introducing two people to each other than to employ a fitting form of words. The more usually recognized forms are easily learned and committed to memory and may be utilized as occasion requires. I pass over such rudimentary formulas as “Ed, shake hands with Jim Taylor,” or, “Boys, this is Pete, the new hand; Pete, get hold of the end of that cant-hook.” In fact, we are speaking only of polite society as graced by the fair sex, the only kind that we need care about.

The Third Avenue Procedure

A very neat and convenient form is that in vogue in Third Avenue circles, New York, as, for instance, at a fifty-cents-a-head dance (ladies free) in the hall of the Royal Knights of Benevolence.

“Miss Summerside, meet Mr. O’Hara,” after which Miss Summerside says very distinctly, “Mr. O’Hara,” and Mr. O’Hara says with equal clearness “Miss Summerside.” In this circle a mark of exquisite breeding is found in the request to have the name repeated. “I don’t quite catch the name!” says Mr. O’Hara critically; then he catches it and repeats it— “Miss Summerside.”

“Catching the name” is a necessary part of this social encounter. If not caught the first time it must be put over again. The peculiar merit of this introduction is that it lets Miss Summerside understand clearly that Mr. O’Hara never heard of her before. That helps to keep her in her place.

In superior circles, however, introduction becomes more elaborate, more flattering, more unctuous. It reaches its acme in what everyone recognizes at once as

The Clerical Method

This is what would be instinctively used in Anglican circles — as, for example, by the Episcopal Bishop of Boof in introducing a Canon of the Church to one of the “lady workers” of the congregation (meaning a lady too rich to work) who is expected to endow a crib in the Diocesan Home for Episcopal Cripples. A certain quantity of soul has to be infused into this introduction. Anybody who has ever heard it can fill in the proper accentuation, which must be very rich and deep.

“Oh, Mrs. Putitover, may I introduce my very dear old friend, Canon Cutitout? The Canon, Mrs. Putitover, is one of my dearest friends. Mrs. Putitover, my dear Canon, is quite one of our most enthusiastic workers.”

After which outburst of soul the Bishop is able to add, “Will you excuse me, I’m afraid I simply must run.”

Personally, I have never known or met a Bishop in society in any other situation than just about to run. Where they run to, I do not know. But I think I understand what they run from.

The Lounge Room of the Club

Equally high in the social scale but done quite differently is the Club Introduction. It is done by a club man who, for the life of him, can’t remember the names of either of the two club men whom he is introducing, and who each, for the life of him, can’t think of the name of the man they are being introduced by. It runs — 

“Oh, I say, I beg your pardon — I thought, of course, you two fellows knew one another perfectly well — let me introduce — urr ——  — wurr —— —”

Later on, after three whiskey-and-sodas, each of the three finds out the names of the other two, surreptitiously from the hall porter. But it makes no difference. They forget them again anyway.

Now let us move up higher, in fact, very high. Let us approach the real thing.

Introduction to H. E. the Viceroy of India,

K.C.B., K.C.S.I., S.O.S.

The most exalted form of introduction is seen in the presentation of Mr. Tomkins, American tourist, to H. E. the Viceroy of India. An aide-de-camp in uniform at the foot of a grand staircase shouts, “Mr. Tomkins!” An aide-de-camp at the top (one minute later) calls “Mr. Thompson”; another aide, four feet further on, calls “Mr. Torps.”

Then a military secretary, standing close to His Excellency, takes Mr. Tomkins by the neck and bends him down toward the floor and says very clearly and distinctly, “Mr. Torpentine.” Then he throws him out by the neck into the crowd beyond and calls for another. The thing is done. Mr. Tomkins wipes the perspiration from his hair with his handkerchief and goes back at full speed to the Hoogli Hotel, Calcutta, eager for stationery to write at once to Ohio and say that he knows the Viceroy.

The Office Introduction, One-sided

This introduction comes into our office, slipping past whoever keeps the door with a packet of books under its arm. It says — 

“Ledd me introduze myself. The book proposition vidge I am introduzing is one vidge ve are now pudding on the market . . .”

Then, of two things, one — 

Either a crash of glass is heard as the speaker is hurled through the skylight, or he walks out twenty minutes later, bowing profusely as he goes, and leaving us gazing in remorse at a signed document entitling us to receive the “Masterpieces of American Poetry” in sixty volumes.

On the Stage

Everything on the stage is done far better than in real life. This is true of introductions. There is a warmth, a soul, in the stage introduction not known in the chilly atmosphere of everyday society. Let me quote as an example of a stage introduction the formula used, in the best melodramatic art, in the kitchen-living-room (stove right centre) of the New England farm.

“Neighbour Jephson’s son, this is my little gal, as good and sweet a little gal, as mindful of her old father, as you’ll find in all New England. Neighbour Jephson’s son, she’s been my all in all to me, this little gal, since I laid her mother in the ground five Christmases ago—” The speaker is slightly overcome and leans against a cardboard clock for strength: he recovers and goes on— “Hope, this is Neighbour Jephson’s son, new back from over the seas, as fine a lad, gal, if he’s like the folk that went before him, as ever followed the sea. Hope, your hand. My boy, your hand. See to his comfort, Hope, while I go and read the Good Book a spell in the barnyard.”

The Indian Formula

Many people, tired of the empty phrases of society, look back wistfully to the simple direct speech of savage life. Such persons will find useful the usual form of introduction (the shorter form) prevalent among our North American Indians (at least as gathered from the best literary model):

“Friends and comrades who are worthy,

See and look with all your eyesight,

Listen with your sense of hearing,

Gather with your apprehension — 

Bow your heads, O trees, and hearken.

Hush thy rustling, corn, and listen;

Turn thine ear and give attention;

Ripples of the running water,

Pause a moment in your channels — 

Here I bring you, — Hiawatha.”

The last line of this can be changed to suit the particular case. It can just as easily read, at the end, “Here is Henry Edward Eastwood,” or, “Here is Hal McGiverin, Junior,” or anything else. All names fit the sense. That, in fact, was the wonderful art of Longfellow — the sense being independent of the words.

The Platform Introduction

Here is a form of introduction cruelly familiar to those who know it. It is used by the sour-looking villain facetiously called in newspaper reports the “genial chairman” of the meeting. While he is saying it the victim in his little chair on the platform is a target for the eyes of a thousand people who are wondering why he wears odd socks.

“The next speaker, ladies and gentlemen, is one who needs no introduction to this gathering. His name” (here the chairman consults a little card) “is one that has become a household word. His achievements in” (here the chairman looks at his card again, studies it, turns it upside down and adds) “in many directions are familiar to all of you.” There is a feeble attempt at applause and the chairman then lifts his hand and says in a plain business-like tone— “Will those of the audience who are leaving kindly step as lightly as possible.” He is about to sit down, but then adds as a pleasant afterthought for the speaker to brood over— “I may say, while I am on my feet, that next week our society is to have a real treat in hearing — et cetera and so forth—”

II

HOW TO OPEN A CONVERSATION

After the ceremony of introduction is completed the next thing to consider is the proper way to open a conversation. The beginning of conversation is really the hardest part. It is the social equivalent to “going over the top.” It may best be studied in the setting and surroundings of the Evening Reception, where people stand upright and agonise, balancing a dish of ice-cream. Here conversation reaches its highest pitch of social importance. One must talk or die. Something may be done to stave it off a little by vigorous eating. But the food at such affairs is limited. There comes a point when it is absolutely necessary to say something.

The beginning, as I say, is the hardest problem. Other communities solve it better than we do.

The Chinese System

In China conversation, between strangers after introduction, is always opened by the question, “And how old are you?” This strikes me as singularly apt and sensible. Here is the one thing that is common ground between any two people, high or low, rich or poor — how far are you on your pilgrimage in life?

The Penetentiary Method

Compare with the Chinese method the grim, but very significant formula that is employed (I believe it is a literal fact) in the exercise yards of the American penitentiaries. “What have you brought?” asks the San Quentin or Sing Sing convict of the new arrival, meaning, “And how long is your sentence?” There is the same human touch about this, the same common ground of interest, as in the Chinese formula.

Polite Society

But in our polite society we have as yet found no better method than beginning with a sort of medical diagnosis— “How do you do?” This admits of no answer. Convention forbids us to reply in detail that we are feeling if anything slightly lower than last week, but that though our temperature has risen from ninety-one-fifty to ninety-one-seventy-five, our respiration is still normal.

Still worse is the weather as an opening topic. For it either begins and ends as abruptly as the medical diagnosis, or it leads the two talkers on into a long and miserable discussion of the weather of yesterday, of the day before yesterday, of last month, of last year and the last fifty years.

Let one beware, however, of a conversation that begins too easily.

The Mutual Friends’ Opening

This can be seen at any evening reception, as when the hostess introduces two people who are supposed to have some special link to unite them at once with an instantaneous snap, as when, for instance, they both come from the same town.

“Let me introduce Mr. Sedley,” said the hostess. “I think you and Mr. Sedley are from the same town, Miss Smiles. Miss Smiles, Mr. Sedley.”

Off they go at a gallop. “I’m so delighted to meet you,” says Mr. Sedley. “It’s good to hear from anybody who comes from our little town.” (If he’s a rollicking humourist, Mr. Sedley calls it his little old “burg.”)

“Oh, yes,” answers Miss Smiles. “I’m from Winnipeg too. I was so anxious to meet you to ask if you knew the McGowans. They’re my greatest friends at home.”

“The — who?” asks Mr. Sedley.

“The McGowans — on Selkirk Avenue.”

“No-o, I don’t think I do. I know the Prices on Selkirk Avenue. Of course you know them.”

“The Prices? No, I don’t believe I do — I don’t think I ever heard of the Prices. You don’t mean the Pearsons? I know them very well.”

“No, I don’t know the Pearsons. The Prices live just near the reservoir.”

“No, then I’m sure I don’t know them. The Pearsons live close to the college.”

“Close to the College? Is it near the William Kennedys?”

“I don’t think I know the William Kennedys.”

This is the way the conversation goes on for ten minutes. Both Mr. Sedley and Miss Smiles are getting desperate. Their faces are fixed. Their sentences are reduced to — 

“Do you know the Petersons?”

“No. Do you know the Applebys?”

“No. Do you know the Willie Johnsons?”

“No.”

Then at last comes a rift in the clouds. One of them happens to mention Beverley Dixon. The other is able to cry exultingly — 

“Beverley Dixon? Oh, yes, rather. At least, I don’t know him, but I used often to hear the Applebys speak of him.”

And the other exclaims with equal delight — 

“I don’t know him very well either, but I used to hear the Willie Johnsons talk about him all the time.”

They are saved.

Half an hour after they are still standing there talking of Beverly Dixon.

The Etiquette Book

Personally I have suffered so much from inability to begin a conversation that not long ago I took the extreme step of buying a book on the subject. I regret to say that I got but little light or help from it. It was written by the Comtesse de Z —— . According to the preface the Comtesse had “moved in the highest circles of all the European capitals.” If so, let her go on moving there. I for one, after trying her book, shall never stop her. This is how the Comtesse solves the problem of opening a conversation:

“In commencing a conversation, the greatest care should be devoted to the selection of a topic, good taste demanding that one should sedulously avoid any subject of which one’s vis-a-vis may be in ignorance. Nor are the mere words alone to be considered. In the art of conversation much depends upon manner. The true conversationalist must, in opening, invest himself with an atmosphere of interest and solicitude. He must, as we say in French, be prepared to payer les rais de la conversation. In short, he must ‘give himself an air.’ ”

There! Go and do it if you can. I admit that I can’t. I have no idea what the French phrase above means, but I know that personally I cannot “invest myself with an atmosphere of interest.” I might manage about two per cent on five hundred dollars. But what is that in these days of plutocracy?

At any rate I tried the Comtesse’s directions at a reception last week, on being introduced to an unknown lady. And they failed. I cut out nearly all the last part, and confined myself merely to the proposed selection of a topic, endeavouring to pick it with as much care as if I were selecting a golf club out of a bag. Naturally I had to confine myself to the few topics that I know about, and on which I can be quite interesting if I get started.

“Do you know any mathematics?” I asked.

“No,” said the lady.

This was too bad. I could have shown her some good puzzles about the squares of the prime numbers up to forty-one.

I paused and gave myself more air.

“How are you,” I asked, “on hydrostatics?”

“I beg your pardon,” she said. Evidently she was ignorant again.

“Have you ever studied the principles of aerial navigation?” I asked.

“No,” she answered.

I was pausing again and trying to invest myself with an air of further interest, when another man was introduced to her, quite evidently, from his appearance, a vapid jackass without one tenth of the brain calibre that I have.

“Oh, how do you do?” he said. “I say, I’ve just heard that Harvard beat Princeton this afternoon. Great, isn’t it?”

In two minutes they were talking like old friends. How do these silly asses do it?

When Dressed Hogs are Dull

An equally unsuccessful type of conversation, often overheard at receptions, is where one of the two parties to it is too surly, too stupid, or too self-important and too rich to talk, and the other labours in vain.

The surly one is, let us say, a middle-aged, thick-set man of the type that anybody recognizes under the name Money Hog. This kind of person, as viewed standing in his dress suit, mannerless and stupid, too rich to have to talk and too dull to know how to, always recalls to my mind the head-line of the market reports in the newspapers, “Dressed Hogs are Dull.”

The other party to the conversation is a winsome and agreeable woman, trying her best to do her social duty.

But, tenez, as the Comtesse of Z —— would say, I can exactly illustrate the position and attitude of the two of them from a recollection of my childhood. I remember that in one of my nursery books of forty years ago there was a picture entitled “The Lady in Love with A Swine.” A willowy lady in a shimmering gown leaned over the rail of a tessellated pig-sty, in which an impossibly clean hog stood in an attitude of ill-mannered immobility. With the picture was the rhyming legend,

There was a Lady in love with a swine,

“Honey,” said she, “will you be mine?

I’ll build you a silver sty

And in it you shall lie.”

“Honk!” said He.

There was something, as I recall it, in the sweet willingness of the Lady that was singularly appealing, and contrasted with the dull mannerless passivity of the swine.

In each of the little stanzas that followed, the pretty advances of the Lady were rebuffed by a surly and monosyllabic “honk” from the hog.

Here is the social counterpart of the scene in the picture-book. Mr. Grunt, capitalist, is standing in his tessellated sty, — the tessellated sty being represented by the hardwood floor of a fashionable drawing-room. His face is just the same as the face of the pig in the picture-book. The willowy lady, in the same shimmering clothes and with the same pretty expression of eagerness, is beside him.

“Oh, Mr. Grunt,” she is saying, “how interesting it must be to be in your place and feel such tremendous power. Our hostess was just telling me that you own practically all the shoemaking machinery factories — it is shoe-making machinery, isn’t it? — east of Pennsylvania.”

“Honk!” says Mr. Grunt.

“Shoe-making machinery,” goes on the willowy lady (she really knows nothing and cares less about it) “must be absolutely fascinating, is it not?”

“Honk!” says Mr. Grunt.

“But still you must find it sometimes a dreadful strain, do you not? I mean, so much brain work, and that sort of thing.”

“Honk!” says Mr. Grunt.

“I should love so much to see one of your factories. They must be so interesting.”

“Honk!” says Mr. Grunt. Then he turns and moves away sideways. Into his little piggy eyes has come a fear that the lady is going to ask him to subscribe to something, or wants a block of his common stock, or his name on a board of directors. So he leaves her. Yet if he had known it she is probably as rich as he is, or richer, and hasn’t the faintest interest in his factories, and never intends to go near one. Only she is fit to move and converse in polite society and Mr. Grunt is not.


Heroes and Heroines

[image: img53.jpg]

“WHAT ARE YOU reading?” I asked the other day of a blue-eyed boy of ten curled up among the sofa cushions.

He held out the book for me to see.

“Dauntless Ned among the Cannibals,” he answered.

“Is it exciting?” I enquired.

“Not very,” said the child in a matter-of-fact tone. “But it’s not bad.”

I took the book from him and read aloud at the opened page.

“In a compact mass the gigantic savages rushed upon our hero, shrieking with rage and brandishing their huge clubs. Ned stood his ground fearlessly, his back to a banana tree. With a sweep of his cutlass he severed the head of the leading savage from his body, while with a back stroke of his dirk he stabbed another to the heart. But resistance against such odds was vain. By sheer weight of numbers, Ned was borne to the ground. His arms were then pinioned with stout ropes made of the fibres of the boobooda tree. With shrieks of exultation the savages dragged our hero to an opening in the woods where a huge fire was burning, over which was suspended an enormous caldron of bubbling oil. ‘Boil him, boil him,’ yelled the savages, now wrought to the point of frenzy.”

“That seems fairly exciting, isn’t it?” I said.

“Oh, he won’t get boiled,” said the little boy. “He’s the hero.”

So I knew that the child has already taken his first steps in the disillusionment of fiction.

Of course he was quite right as to Ned. This wonderful youth, the hero with whom we all begin an acquaintance with books, passes unhurt through a thousand perils. Cannibals, Apache Indians, war, battles, shipwrecks, leave him quite unscathed. At the most Ned gets a flesh wound which is healed, in exactly one paragraph, by that wonderful drug called a “simple.”

But the most amazing thing about this particular hero, the boy Ned, is the way in which he turns up in all the great battles and leading events of the world.

It was Ned, for example, who at the critical moment at Gettysburg turned in his saddle to General Meade and said quietly, “General, the day is ours.” “If it is,” answered Meade, as he folded his field glass, “you alone, Ned, have saved it.”

In the same way Ned was present at the crossing of the Delaware with Washington. Thus: — 

“ ’What do you see, Ned?’ said Washington, as they peered from the leading boat into the driving snow.

“ ’Ice,’ said Ned. ‘My boy,’ said the Great American General, and a tear froze upon his face as he spoke, ‘you have saved us all.’ ”

Here is Ned at Runningmede when King John with his pen in hand was about to sign the Magna Carta.

“For a moment the King paused irresolute, the uplifted quill in his hand, while his crafty, furtive eyes indicated that he might yet break his plighted faith with the assembled barons.

“Ned laid his mailed hand upon the parchment.

“ ’Sign it,’ he said sternly, ‘or take the consequences.’

“The King signed.

“ ’Ned,’ said the Baron de Bohun, as he removed his iron vizor from his bronze face, ‘thou hast this day saved all England.’ ”

In the stories of our boyhood in which Ned figured, there was no such thing as a heroine, or practically none. At best she was brought in as an afterthought. It was announced on page three hundred and one that at the close of Ned’s desperate adventures in the West Indies he married the beautiful daughter of Don Diego, the Spanish governor of Portobello; or else, at the end of the great war with Napoleon, that he married a beautiful and accomplished French girl whose parents had perished in the Revolution.

Ned generally married away from home. In fact his marriages were intended to cement the nations, torn asunder by Ned’s military career. But sometimes he returned to his native town, all sunburned, scarred and bronzed from battle (the bronzing effect of being in battle is always noted): he had changed from a boy to a man: that is, from a boy of fifteen to a man of sixteen. In such a case Ned marries in his own home town. It is done after this fashion:

“But who is this who advances smiling to greet him as he crosses the familiar threshold of the dear old house? Can this tall, beautiful girl be Gwendoline, the child-playmate of his boyhood?”

Well, can it? I ask it of every experienced reader — can it or can it not?

 

Ned had his day, in the boyhood of each of us. We presently passed him by. I am speaking, of course, of those of us who are of maturer years and can look back upon thirty or forty years of fiction reading. “Ned,” flourishes still, I understand, among the children of today. But now he flies in aeroplanes, and dives in submarines, and gives his invaluable military advice to General Joffre and General Pershing.

But with the oncoming of adolescent years something softer was needed than Ned with his howling cannibals and his fusillade of revolver shots.

So the “Ned” of the Adventure Books was supplanted by the Romantic Heroine of the Victorian Age and the Long-winded Immaculate who accompanied her as the Hero.

I do not know when these two first opened their twin career. Whether Fenimore Cooper or Walter Scott began them, I cannot say. But they had an undisputed run on two continents for half a century.

This Heroine was a sylph. Her chiefest charm lay in her physical feebleness. She was generally presented to us in some such words as these:

“Let us now introduce to our readers the fair Madeline of Rokewood. Slender and graceful and of a form so fragile that her frame scarce fitted to fulfil its bodily functions . . . she appeared rather as one of those ethereal beings of the air who might visit for a brief moment this terrestrial scene, than one of its earthly inhabitants. Her large, wondering eyes looked upon the beholder in childlike innocence.”

Sounds simple, doesn’t it? One might suspect there was something wrong with the girl’s brain.

But listen to this: — 

“The mind of Madeline, elegantly formed by the devoted labours of the venerable Abbé, her tutor, was of a degree of culture rarely found in one so young. Though scarce eighteen summers had flown over her head at the time when we introduce her to our readers, she was intimately conversant with the French, Italian, Spanish, and Provençal tongues. The abundant pages of history, both ancient and modern, sacred and profane, had been opened for her by her devoted instructor. In music she played with exquisite grace and accuracy upon both the spinet and the harpsichord, while her voice, though lacking something in compass, was sweet and melodious to a degree.”

From such a list of accomplishments it is clear that Madeline could have matriculated, even at the Harvard Law School, with five minutes preparation. Is it any wonder that there was a wild rush for Madeline? In fact, right after the opening description of the Heroine, there follows an ominous sentence such as this: — 

“It was this exquisite being whose person Lord Rip de Viperous, a man whose reputation had shamed even the most licentious court of the age, and had led to his banishment from the presence of the king, had sworn to get within his power.”

Personally I don’t blame Lord Rip a particle; it must have been very rough on him to have been banished from the presence of the king — enough to inflame a man to do anything.

With two such characters in the story, the scene was set and the plot and adventures followed as a matter of course. Lord Rip de Viperous pursued the Heroine. But at every step he is frustrated. He decoys Madeline to a ruined tower at midnight, her innocence being such and the gaps left in her education by the Abbé being so wide, that she is unaware of the danger of ruined towers after ten thirty p.m. In fact, “tempted by the exquisite clarity and fulness of the moon, which magnificent orb at this season spread its widest effulgence over all nature, she accepts the invitation of her would-be-betrayer to gather upon the battlements of the ruined keep the strawberries which grew there in wild profusion.”

But at the critical moment, Lord de Viperous is balked. At the very instant when he is about to seize her in his arms, Madeline turns upon him and says in such icy tones, “Titled villain that you are, unhand me,” that the man is “cowed.” He slinks down the ruined stairway “cowed.” And at every later turn, at each renewed attempt, Madeline “cows” him in like fashion.

Moreover while Lord de Viperous is being thus cowed by Madeline the Heroine, he is also being “dogged” by the Hero. This counterpart of Madeline who shared her popularity for fifty years can best be described as the Long-winded Immaculate Hero. Entirely blameless in his morals, and utterly virtuous in his conduct, he possessed at least one means of defending himself. He could make speeches. This he did on all occasions. With these speeches he “dogged” Lord de Viperous. Here is the style of them: — 

“ ’My Lord,’ said Markham. . . .” (incidentally let it be explained that this particular brand of hero was always known by his surname and his surname was always Markham)—” ’My lord, the sentiments that you express and the demeanour which you have evinced are so greatly at variance with the title that you bear and the lineage of which you spring that no authority that you can exercise and no threats that you are able to command shall deter me from expressing that for which, however poor and inadequate my powers of speech, all these of whom and for what I am what I am, shall answer to it for the integrity of that, which, whether or not, is at least as it is. My lord, I have done. Or shall I speak more plainly still?’ ”

Is it to be wondered that after this harangue Lord Rip sank into a chair, a hideous convulsion upon his face, murmuring— “It is enough.”

But successful as they were as Hero and Heroine, Markham and Madeline presently passed off the scene. Where they went to, I do not know. Perhaps Markham got elected in the legislature of Massachusetts. At any rate they disappeared from fiction.

There followed in place of Madeline, the athletic sunburned heroine with the tennis racket. She was generally called Kate Middleton, or some such plain, straightforward designation. She wore strong walking boots and leather leggings. She ate beef steak. She shot with a rifle.

For a while this Boots and Beef Heroine (of the middle nineties) made a tremendous hit. She climbed crags in the Rockies. She threw steers in Colorado with a lariat. She came out strong in sea scenes and shipwrecks, and on sinking steamers, where she “cowed” the trembling stewards and “dogged” the mutinous sailors in the same fashion that Madeline used to “cow” and “dog” Lord Rip de Viperous.

With the Boots and Beef Heroine went as her running mate the out-of-doors man, whose face had been tanned and whose muscles had been hardened into tempered steel in wild rides over the Pampas of Patagonia, and who had learned every art and craft of savage life by living among the wild Hoodoos of the Himalayas. This Air-and-Grass-man, as he may be called, is generally supposed to write the story. . . . He was “I” all through. And he had an irritating modesty in speaking of his own prowess. Instead of saying straight out that he was the strongest and bravest man in the world, he implied it indirectly on every page.

Here, for example, is a typical scene in which “I” and Kate figure in a desperate adventure in the Rocky Mountains, pursued by Indians.

“We are about to descend on a single cord from the summit of a lofty crag, our sole chance of escape (and a frightfully small chance at that) from the roving band of Apaches.

“With my eye I measured the fearsome descent below us.

“ ’Hold fast to the line, Miss Middleton,’ I said as I set my foot against a projecting rock. (Please note that the Air-and-Grass Hero in these stories always calls the Heroine Miss Middleton right up to the very end.)

“The noble girl seized the knotted end of the buckskin line. ‘All right, Mr. Smith,’ she said with quiet confidence.

“I braced myself for the effort. My muscles like tempered steel responded to the strain. I lowered a hundred fathoms of the line. I could already hear the voice of Kate far down the cliff.

“ ’Don’t let go the line, Miss Middleton,’ I called. (Here was an excellent piece of advice.)

“The girl’s clear voice floated up to me . . . ‘All right, Mr. Smith,’ she called, ‘I won’t.’ ”

Of course they landed safely at the foot of the cliff, after the manner of all heroes and heroines. And here it is that Kate in her turn comes out strong, at the evening encampment, frying bacon over a blazing fire of pine branches, while the firelight illuminates her leather leggings and her rough but picturesque costume.

The circumstances might seem a little daring and improper. But the reader knows that it is all right, because the hero and heroine always call one another Miss Middleton and Mr. Smith.

Not till right at the end, when they are just getting back again to the confines of civilization, do they depart from this.

Here is the scene that happens. . . . The hero and heroine are on the platform of the wayside depot where they are to part . . . Kate to return to the luxurious home of her aunt, Mrs. van der Kyper of New York, and the Air-and-Grass Man to start for the pampas of Patagonia to hunt the hoopoo. The Air-and-Grass Man is about to say goodbye. Then . . . “ ’Kate,’ I said, as I held the noble girl’s gloved hand in mine a moment. She looked me in the face with the full, frank, fearless gaze of a sister.

“ ’Yes?’ she answered.

“ ’Kate,’ I repeated, ‘do you know what I was thinking of when I held the line while you were half way down the cliff?’

“ ’No,’ she murmured, while a flush suffused her cheek.

“ ’I was thinking, Kate,’ I said, ‘that if the rope broke I should be very sorry.’

“ ’Edward!’ she exclaimed.

“I clasped her in my arms.

“ ’Shall I make a confession,’ said Kate, looking up timidly, half an hour later, as I tenderly unclasped the noble girl from my encircling arms, . . . ‘I was thinking the same thing too.’ ”

So Kate and Edward had their day and then, as Tennyson says, they “passed,” or as less cultivated people put it, “they were passed up in the air.”

As the years went by they failed to please. Kate was a great improvement upon Madeline. But she wouldn’t do. The truth was, if one may state it openly, Kate wasn’t tough enough. In fact she wasn’t tough at all. She turned out to be in reality just as proper and just as virtuous as Madeline.

So, too, with the Air-and-Grass Hero. For all of his tempered muscles and his lariat and his Winchester rifle, he was presently exposed as a fraud. He was just as Long-winded and just as Immaculate as the Victorian Hero that he displaced.

What the public really wants and has always wanted in its books is wickedness. Fiction was recognised in its infancy as being a work of the devil.

So the popular novel, despairing of real wickedness among the cannibals, and in the ruined tower at midnight, and on the open-air of the prairies, shifted its scenes again. It came indoors. It came back to the city. And it gave us the new crop of heroes and heroines and the scenes and settings with which the fiction of to-day has replaced the Heroes and Heroines of Yesterday. The Lure of the City is its theme. It pursues its course to the music of the ukalele, in the strident racket of the midnight cabaret. Here move the Harvard graduate in his dinner jacket, drunk at one in the morning. Here is the hard face of Big Business scowling at its desk; and here the glittering Heroine of the hour in her dress of shimmering sequins, making such tepid creatures as Madeline and Kate look like the small change out of a twenty-five cent shinplaster.


The Discovery of America; Being Done into Moving Pictures and Out Again
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“NO GREATER POWER for education,” said President Shurman the other day, “has come among us during the last forty years than the moving picture.”

I am not certain that it was President Shurman. And he may not have said it the other day. Nor do I feel absolutely sure that he referred to the last forty years. Indeed now that I come to think of it, I don’t believe it was Shurman. In fact it may have been ex-President Eliot. Or was it, perhaps, President Hadley of Yale? Or did I say it myself? Judging by the accuracy and force of the language, I think I must have. I doubt if Shurman or Hadley could have put it quite so neatly. There’s a touch about it that I recognise.

But let that pass. At any rate it is something that everybody is saying and thinking. All our educators have turned their brains towards the possibility of utilising moving pictures for the purpose of education. It is being freely said that history and geography, and even arithmetic, instead of being taught by the slow and painful process of books and memory, can be imparted through the eye.

I had no sooner heard of this idea than I became impassioned to put it into practice. I have therefore prepared, or am preparing, a film, especially designed for the elementary classes of our schools to narrate the story of the discovery of America.

This I should like the reader to sit and see with me, in the eye of his imagination. But let me first give the plain, unvarnished account of the discovery of America as I took it from one of our school histories.

“Christopher Columbus, otherwise Christoforo Colombo, the celebrated discoverer of America, was born of poor but honest parents in the Italian city of Genoa. His mother, Teresa Colombo, seems to have been a woman of great piety and intelligence. Of his father, Bartolomeo Colombo, nothing is recorded. From his earliest youth the boy Christopher developed a passion for mathematics, astronomy, geodesy, and the other sciences of the day. . . .”

But, no, — stop! I am going too fast. The reader will get it better if we turn it into pictures bit by bit as we go on. Let the reader therefore imagine himself seated before the curtain in the lighted theatre. All ready? Very good. Let the music begin — Star Spangled Banner, please — flip off the lights. Now then.
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There we are. That gives the child the correct historical background right away. Now what goes on next? Let me see. Ah, yes, of course. We throw an announcement on the screen, thus.



	
CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS. . Mr. Quinn






Here the face of Mr. Quinn (in a bowler hat) is thrown on the screen and fades out again.

We follow him up with



	
SPIRIT OF AMERICA. . Miss E. Dickenson






Now, we are ready to begin in earnest. Let us make the scenario together. First idea to be expressed:

Christopher Columbus was the son of poor but honest parents.

This might seem difficult to a beginner, but to those of us who frequent the movies it is nothing.

The reel spins and we see — a narrow room — (it is always narrow in the movies) — to indicate straitened circumstances — cardboard furniture — high chairs with carved backs — two cardboard beams across the ceiling (all this means the Middle Ages) — a long dinner table — all the little Columbuses seated at it — Teresa Colombo cutting bread at one end of it — gives a slice to each, one slice (that means poverty in the movies) — Teresa rolls her eyes up — all the little children put their hands together and say grace (this registers honesty). The thing is done. Let us turn back to the history book and see what is to be put in next.

“. . . The father of Christopher, Bartolomeo Colombo, was a man of no especial talent of whom nothing is recorded.”

That’s easy. First we announce him on the screen:



	
BARTOLOMEO COLOMBO. . Mr. Henderson






Then we stick him on the film on a corner of the room, leaning up against the cardboard clock and looking at the children. This attitude in the movies always indicates a secondary character of no importance. His business is to look at the others and to indicate forgetfulness of self, incompetence, unimportance, vacuity, simplicity. Note how this differs from the attitudes of important characters. If a movie character — one of importance — is plotting or scheming, he seats himself at a little round table, drums on it with his fingers, and half closes one eye. If he is being talked to, or having a letter or document or telegram read to him, he stands “facing full” and working his features up and down to indicate emotion sweeping over them. If he is being “exposed” (which is done by pointing fingers at him), he hunches up like a snake in an angle of the room with both eyes half shut and his mouth set as if he had just eaten a lemon. But if he has none of these things to express and is only in the scene as a background for the others, then he goes over and leans in an easy attitude against the tall cardboard clock.

That then is the place for Bartolomeo Colombo. To the clock with him.

Now what comes next?

“. . . The young Christopher developed at an early age a passion for study, and especially for astronomy, geometry, geodesy, and the exact science of the day.”

Quite easy. On spins the film. Young Christopher in a garret room (all movie study is done in garrets). The cardboard ceiling slopes within six inches of his head. This shows that the boy never rises from his books. He can’t. On a table in front of him is a little globe and a pair of compasses. Christopher spins the globe round. Then he makes two circles with the compasses, one after the other, very carefully. This is the recognised movie symbol for mathematical research.

So there we have Christopher — poor, honest, studious, full of circles.

Now to the book again.

“. . . The young Columbus received his education at the monastery of the Franciscan monks at Genoa. Here he spent seven years.”

Yes, but we can put that on the screen in seven seconds.

Turn on the film.

Movie Monastery — exterior, done in grey cardboard — ding, dong, ding, dong (man in the orchestra with triangle and stick) — procession of movie friars — faces more like thugs, but never mind — they are friars because they walk two and two in a procession, singing out of hymn books.

Now for the book again.

“. . . Fra Giacomo, the prior of the monastery, delighted with the boy’s progress, encourages his studies.”

Wait a minute.



	
FRA GIACOMO. . . . . Mr. Edward Sims






Mr. Sims’s face, clean-shaved under a round hat, fades in and out. Then the picture goes on. Movie monastery interior — young Christopher, still at a table with compasses — benevolent friar bending over him — Christopher turns the compasses and looks up with a what-do-you-know-about-that look — astonishment and delight of friar (registered by opening his eyes like a bull frog). All this shows study, progress, application. The friars are delighted with the boy.

“. . . Christopher, after seven years of study, reaches the firm conviction that the world is round.”

Picture. Christopher — with his globe — jumps up from table — passes his fingers round and round the globe — registers the joy of invention — seats himself at table and draws circles with his compasses furiously. He fades out.

“. . . Fired with his discovery Christopher sets out from the monastery.”

Stop a minute, this is a little hard. Fired. How can we show Christopher “fired.” We can’t. Perhaps he’ll be fired if the film is no good, but we must omit it just now.

“He sets out.”

One second only for this. Monastery door (double cardboard with iron across it) — Christopher leaving — carries a wallet to mean distance. Fra Giacomo blessing him — fade out.

“. . . For eighteen years Columbus vainly travelled through the world on foot offering his discovery at the courts of Europe, in vain, though asking nothing in return for it except a fleet of ships, two hundred men and provisions for two years.”

To anybody not used to scenarios this looks a large order. Eighteen years seems difficult to put on the screen. In reality this is exactly where the trained movie man sees his chance. Here he can put in anything and everything that he likes, bringing in, in a slightly mediæval form, all his favourite movie scenes.

Thus, for example, here we have first the good old midnight cabaret supper scene — thinly disguised as the court of the King of Sardinia. To turn a cabaret into a court the movie men merely exchange their Fifth Avenue evening dress for short coats and knee breeches, heavily wadded and quilted, and wear large wigs. Quilted pants and wigs register courtiers, the courtiers of anybody — Charlemagne, Queen Elizabeth, Peter the Great, Louis Quatorze, anybody and everybody who ever had courtiers. Just as men with bare legs mean Romans, men in pea-jackets mean detectives, and young men drunk in evening dress Harvard graduates.

The ladies at the court of Sardinia wear huge paper frills round their necks. Otherwise it is the cabaret scene with the familiar little tables, and the ukaleles going like mad in one corner, and black sarsaparilla being poured foaming into the glasses.

In this scene Columbus moves up and down, twirling his little globe and looking appealingly in their faces. All laugh at him. His part is just the same as that of the poor little girl trying to sell up-state violets in the midnight cabaret.

The Court of Sardinia fades and the film shows Columbus vainly soliciting financial aid from Lorenzo the Magnificent.

Stop one minute, please.



	
LORENZO THE MAGNIFICENT. . . . Mr. L. Evans






This scene again is old and familiar. It is the well-known interior representing the Grinding Capitalist, or the Bitter Banker refusing aid to the boy genius who has invented a patent pearake. The only change is that Lorenzo wears a huge wig, has no telephone, and handles a large quill pen (to register Middle Ages) which he wiggles furiously up and down on a piece of parchment.

So the eighteen years, with scenes of this sort, turn out the easiest part of the whole show.

But let us to the book again.

“. . . After eighteen years Columbus, now past the prime of life, is presented at the Court of Queen Isabella of Spain.”

Just half a moment.



	
QUEEN ISABELLA . Miss Janet Briggs






There will be very probably at this point a slight applause from the back of the hall. Miss Briggs was here last week, or her astral body was — as Maggie of the Cattle Ranges. The impression that she made is passed on to Isabella.

“The Queen and her consort, King Ferdinand of Aragon . . .”

Stop, stick him on the film.



	
FERDINAND OF ARAGON . Mr. Edward Giles






(Large wig, flat velvet cap and square whiskers — same make-up as for Ferdinand of Bulgaria, Ferdinand of Bohemia, or any of the Ferdinands.)

“. . . were immediately seized with enthusiasm for the marvellous discovery of the Genoese adventurer.”

Picture. Columbus hands his globe to Isabella and his compasses to Ferdinand. They register delight and astonishment. The Queen turns the globe round and round and holds it up to Ferdinand. Both indicate with their faces, well-what-do-you-know-about-this. Ferdinand makes a circle with the compasses on a table — the courtiers, fickle creatures, crowd around. They are still dressed as in Sardinia eighteen years ago. In fact, one recognises quite a lot of them. When Ferdinand draws the circle they fall back in wild astonishment, gesticulating frantically. What they mean is, “It’s a circle, it’s a circle.”

“The King and Queen at once place three ships at the disposal of Columbus.”

On with the picture. The harbour of the port of Palos — ships bobbing up and down (it is really the oyster boats in Baltimore Bay but it looks just like Palos, or near enough). Notice Queen Isabella on the right, at the top of a flight of steps, extending her hand and looking at Columbus. Her gesture means, “Pick a ship, any ship you like, any colour.” Just as if she were saying, “Pick a card, any card you like.”

We turn again to the history.

“. . . Christopher Columbus, now arrived at the height of his desire, sets out upon his memorable voyage accompanied by a hundred companions in three caravels, the Pinta, the Niña and the Espiritu Santo.”

Ah, here we have the movie work — the real thing. Cardboard caravel tossing on black water — seen first right close to us — we are almost on board of it. Notice the movie sailors with black whiskers and bare feet (bare feet in the movies always means a sailor, and black whiskers mean Spaniards). Now we see the caravel a little way out — whoop! How she bobs up and down! They give her that jolt (it’s done with the machine itself) to mean danger. There are all three caravels — Hoop — er — oo! See them go up and down — stormy night coming all right. See the sun setting in the west, over the water? They’re heading straight for it. Good-night Columbus — take care of yourself out there in the blackness.

“During the voyage Columbus remained continually on deck. Sleeping at the prow, his face towards the new world, he saw already in his dreams the accomplishment of his hopes.”

On goes the picture. Christopher in the prow of the caravel (in the movies a prow is made by putting two little board fences together and propping up a bowsprit lengthwise over them). Columbus sits up, peers intently into the darkness, his hand to his brow — registers a look. Do I see America? No. Lies down, shuts his eyes and falls into an instantaneous movie sleep. His face fades out slowly to music, which means that he is going to dream. Then on the screen the announcement is shown:



	
SPIRIT OF AMERICA . . . . . . Miss E. Dickenson






and here we have Miss Dickenson floating in the air above Columbus. She wears nothing except mosquito netting, but she has got on enough of it to get past the censor of the State of New York. Just enough, apparently.

Miss E. Dickenson is joined by a whole troop of Miss Dickensons all in white mosquito netting. They go through a series of beautiful evolutions, floating over the sleeping figure of Columbus. The dance they do is meant to typify, or rather to signify, — as a matter of fact we needn’t worry much about what it signified. It is an allegory, done in white mosquito netting. That is generally held to be quite enough. Let us go back to the book — 

“After a storm-tossed voyage of three months . . .”

Wait a bit. Turn on the picture again and toss the caravels up and down.

“. . . during which the food supply threatened to fail. . .”

Put that on the screen, please. Columbus surrounded by ten sailors, dividing up a potato.

“. . . the caravels arrived in safety at the beautiful island of San Salvador. Columbus, bearing the banner of Spain, stepped first ashore. Surrounded by a wondering crowd of savages he prostrated himself upon the beach and kissed the soil of the New World that he had discovered.”

All this is so easy that it’s too easy. It runs into pictures of itself. Anybody, accustomed to the movies, can see Columbus with his banner and the movie savages hopping up and down around him. Movie savages are gay, gladsome creatures anyway, and hopping up and down is their chief mode of expressing themselves. Add to them a sandy beach, with palm trees waving visibly in the wind (it is always windy in the movies) and the thing is done.

Just one further picture is needed to complete the film.

“Columbus who returned to Europe to lay at the feet of the Spanish sovereigns the world he had discovered, fell presently under the disfavour of the court, and died in poverty and obscurity, a victim of the ingratitude of princes.”

Last picture. Columbus dying under the poignant circumstances known only in the movies — a garret room — ceiling lower than ever — a truckle bed, narrow enough to kill him if all else failed — Teresa Colombo his aged mother alone at his bedside — she offers him medicine in a long spoon — (this shows, if nothing else would, that the man is ill) — he shakes his head — puts out his hand and rests it on the little globe — reaches feebly for his compasses — can’t manage it — rolls up his eyes and fades.

The music plays softly and the inexorable film, like the reel of life itself, spins on, announcing



	
At this theatre





	
All next week





	
MAGGIE MAY





	
and





	
WALTER CURRAN





	
in





	
IS IT WORTH IT






And after that I can imagine the audience dispersing, and the now educated children going off to their homes and one saying as he enters — 

“Gee, I seen a great picture show at school to-day.”

“Yes?” says his mother, “and what was it?”

“Oh, it was all about a gink that went round the cabarets trying to sell an invention what he’d got but nobody wouldn’t look at it till at last one dame gave him three oyster boats, see? and so he and a lot of other guys loaded them up and hiked off across the ocean.”

“And where did he go to?”

“Africa. And he and the other guys had a great stand in with the niggers and he’d have sold his invention all right but one old dame got him alone in a hut and poisoned him and took it off him.”

That, I think, is about the way the film would run. When it is finished I must get President Shurman, or whoever it was, to come and see it.


Politics from Within

[image: img53.jpg]

TO AVOID ALL error as to the point of view, let me say in commencing that I am a Liberal Conservative, or, if you will, a Conservative Liberal with a strong dash of sympathy with the Socialist idea, a friend of Labour, and a believer in Progressive Radicalism. I do not desire office but would take a seat in the Canadian Senate at five minutes notice.

I believe there are ever so many people of exactly this way of thinking.

Let me say further than in writing of “politics” I am only dealing with the fights and shadows that flicker over the surface, and am not trying to discuss, still less to decry, the deep and vital issues that lie below.

Yet I will say that vital though the issues may be below the surface, there is more clap-trap, insincerity and humbug on the surface of politics than over any equal area on the face of any institution.

The candidate, as such, is a humbug. The voters, as voters — not as fathers, brothers or sons — are humbugs. The committees are humbugs. And the speeches to the extent of about ninety per cent are pure buncombe. But, oddly enough, out of the silly babel of talk that accompanies popular government, we get, after all, pretty good government — infinitely better than the government of an autocratic king. Between democracy and despotic kingship lies all the difference between genial humbug and black sin.

For the candidate for popular office I have nothing but sympathy and sorrow. It has been my fortune to walk round at the heels of half a dozen of them in different little Canadian towns, watching the candidate try in vain to brighten up his face at the glad sight of a party voter.

One, in particular, I remember. Nature had meant him to be a sour man, a hard man, a man with but little joy in the company of his fellows. Fate had made him a candidate for the House of Commons. So he was doing his best to belie his nature.

“Hullo, William!” he would call out as a man passed driving a horse and buggy, “got the little sorrel out for a spin, eh?”

Then he would turn to me and say in a low rasping voice — 

“There goes about the biggest skunk in this whole constituency.”

A few minutes later he would wave his hand over a little hedge in friendly salutation to a man working in a garden.

“Hullo, Jasper! That’s a fine lot of corn you’ve got there.”

Jasper replied in a growl. And when we were well past the house the candidate would say between his teeth — 

“That’s about the meanest whelp in the riding.”

Our conversation all down the street was of that pattern.

“Good morning, Edward! Giving the potatoes a dose of Paris green, eh?”

And in an undertone — 

“I wish to Heaven he’d take a dose of it himself.”

And so on from house to house.

I counted up, from one end of the street to the other, that there were living in it seven skunks, fourteen low whelps, eight mean hounds and two dirty skinflints. And all of these merely among the Conservative voters. It made me wish to be a Liberal. Especially as the Liberal voters, by the law of the perversity of human affairs, always seemed to be the finer lot. As they were not voting for our candidate, they were able to meet him in a fair and friendly way, whereas William and Jasper and Edward and our “bunch” were always surly and hardly deigned to give more than a growl in answer to the candidate’s greeting, without even looking up at him.

But a Liberal voter would stop him in the street and shake hands and say in a frank, cordial way.

“Mr. Grouch, I’m sorry indeed that I can’t vote for you, and I’d like to be able to wish you success, but of course you know I’m on the other side and always have been and can’t change now.”

Whereupon the Candidate would say. “That’s all right, John, I don’t expect you to. I can respect a man’s convictions all right, I guess.”

So they would part excellent friends, the Candidate saying as we moved off:

“That man, John Winter, is one of the straightest men in this whole county.”

Then he would add — 

“Now we’ll just go into this house for a minute. There’s a dirty pup in here that’s one of our supporters.”

My opinion of our own supporters went lower every day, and my opinion of the Liberal voters higher, till it so happened that I went one day to an old friend of mine who was working on the Liberal side. I asked him how he liked it.

“Oh, well enough!” he said, “as a sort of game. But in this constituency you’ve got all the decent voters; our voters are the lowest bunch of skunks I ever struck.”

Just then a man passed in a buggy, and looked sourly at my friend the Liberal worker.

“Hullo, John!” he called, with a manufactured hilarity, “got the little mare out for a turn, eh?”

John grunted.

“There’s one of them,” said my friend, “the lowest pup in this county, John Winter.”

 

“Come along,” said the Candidate to me one morning, “I want you to meet my committee.”

“You’ll find them,” he said confidingly, as we started down the street towards the committee rooms, “an awful bunch of mutts.”

“Too bad,” I said, “what’s wrong with them?”

“Oh, I don’t know — they’re just a pack of simps. They don’t seem to have any punch in them. The one you’ll meet first is the chairman — he’s about the worst dub of the lot; I never saw a man with so little force in my life. He’s got no magnetism, that’s what’s wrong with him — no magnetism.”

A few minutes later the Candidate was introducing me to a roomful of heavy looking Committee men. Committee men in politics, I notice, have always a heavy bovine look. They are generally in a sort of daze, or doped from smoking free cigars.

“Now I want to introduce you first,” said the Candidate, “to our chairman, Mr. Frog. Mr. Frog is our old battle horse in this constituency. And this is our campaign secretary Mr. Bughouse, and Mr. Dope, and Mr. Mudd, et cetera.”

Those may not have been their names.

It is merely what the names sounded like when one was looking into their faces.

The Candidate introduced them all as battle horses, battle axes, battle leaders, standard bearers, flag-holders, and so forth. If he had introduced them as hat-racks or cigar holders, it would have been nearer the mark.

Presently the Candidate went out and I was left with the battle-axes.

“What do you think of our chances?” I asked.

The battle-axes shook their heads with dubious looks.

“Pretty raw deal,” said the Chairman, “the Convention wishing him on us.” He pointed with his thumb over his shoulder to indicate the departed Candidate.

“What’s wrong with him?” I asked.

Mr. Frog shook his head again.

“No punch,” he said.

“None at all,” agreed all the battle horses.

“I’ll tell you,” said the Campaign secretary, Mr. Bughouse, a voluble man, with wandering eyes— “the trouble is he has no magnetism, no personal magnetism.”

“I see,” I said.

“Now, you take this man, Shortis, that the Liberals have got hold of,” continued Mr. Bughouse, “he’s full of magnetism. He appeals.”

All the other Committee men nodded.

“That’s so,” they murmured, “magnetism. Our man hasn’t a darned ounce of it.”

“I met Shortis the other night in the street,” went on Mr. Bughouse, “and he said, ‘Come on up to my room in the hotel.’ ‘Oh,’ I said, ‘I can’t very well.’ ‘Nonsense,’ he said, ‘You’re on the other side but what does that matter?’ Well, we went up to his room, and there he had whiskey, and gin, and lager, — everything. ‘Now,’ he says, ‘name your drink — what is it?’ There he was, right in his room, breaking the law without caring a darn about it. Well, you know the voters like that kind of thing. It appeals to them.”

“Well,” said another of the Committee men, — I think it was the one called Mr. Dope, “I wouldn’t mind that so much. But the chief trouble about our man, to my mind, is that he can’t speak.”

“He can’t?” I exclaimed.

All the Committee shook their heads.

“Not for sour apples!” asserted Mr. Dope positively. “Now, in this riding that won’t do. Our people here are used to first class speaking, they expect it. I suppose there has been better speaking in this Constituency than anywhere else in the whole dominion. Not lately, perhaps; not in the last few elections. But I can remember, and so can some of the boys here, the election when Sir John A. spoke here, when the old Mackenzie government went out.”

He looked around at the circle. Several nodded.

“Remember it as well,” assented Mr. Mudd, “as if it were yesterday.”

“Well, sir,” continued Mr. Dope, “I’ll never forget Sir John A. speaking here in the Odd Fellows’ Hall, eh?”

The Committee men nodded and gurgled in corroboration.

“My! but he was plastered. We had him over at Pete Robinson’s hotel all afternoon, and I tell you he was plastered for fair. We all were. I remember I was so pickled myself I could hardly help Sir John up the steps of the platform. So were you, Mudd, do you remember?”

“I certainly was!” said Mr. Mudd proudly. Committee men who would scorn to drink lager beer in 1919, take a great pride, I have observed, in having been pickled in 1878.

“Yes, sir,” continued Mr. Dope, “you certainly were pickled. I remember just as well as anything, when they opened the doors and let the crowd in: all the boys had been bowling up and were pretty well soused. You never saw such a crowd. Old Dr. Greenway (boys, you remember the old Doc) was in the chair, and he was pretty well spifflocated. Well, sir, Sir John A. got up in that hall and he made the finest, most moving speech I ever listened to. Do you remember when he called old Trelawney an ash-barrel? And when he made that appeal for a union of hearts and said that the sight of McGuire (the Liberal candidate) made him sick? I tell you those were great days. You don’t get speaking like that now; and you don’t get audiences like that now either. Not the same calibre.”

All the Committee shook their heads.

“Well, anyway, boys,” said the Chairman, as he lighted a fresh cigar, “to-morrow will decide, one way or the other. We’ve certainly worked hard enough,” — here he passed the box of cigars round to the others— “I haven’t been in bed before two any night since the work started.”

“Neither have I,” said another of the workers. “I was just saying to the wife when I got up this morning that I begin to feel as if I never wanted to see the sight of a card again.”

“Well, I don’t regret the work,” said the Secretary, “so long as we carry the riding. You see,” he added in explanation to me, “we’re up against a pretty hard proposition here. This riding really is Liberal: they’ve got the majority of voters though we have once or twice swung it Conservative. But whether we can carry it with a man like Grouch is hard to say. One thing is certain, boys, if he does carry it, he doesn’t owe it to himself.”

All the battle horses agreed on this.

A little after that we dispersed.

And twenty-four hours later the vote was taken and to my intense surprise the riding was carried by Grouch the Conservative candidate.

I say, to my surprise. But apparently not to anybody else.

For it appeared this (was in conversations after the election) that Grouch was a man of extraordinary magnetism. He had, so they said, “punch.” Shortis, the Liberal, it seemed, lacked punch absolutely. Even his own supporters admitted that he had no personality whatever. Some wondered how he had the nerve to run.

But my own theory of how the election was carried is quite different.

I feel certain that all the Conservative voters despised their candidate so much that they voted Liberal. And all the Liberals voted Conservative.

That carried the riding.

Meantime Grouch left the constituency by the first train next day for Ottawa. Except for paying taxes on his house, he will not be back in the town till they dissolve parliament again.


The Lost Illusions of Mr. Sims
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IN THE CLUB to which I belong, in a quiet corner where the sunlight falls in sideways, there may be seen sitting of an afternoon my good friend of thirty years’ standing, Mr. Edward Sims. Being somewhat afflicted with gout, he generally sits with one foot up on a chair. On a brass table beside him are such things as Mr. Sims needs. But they are few. Wealthy as he is, the needs of Mr. Sims reach scarcely further than Martini cocktails and Egyptian cigarettes. Such poor comforts as these, brought by a deferential waiter, with, let us say, a folded newspaper at five o’clock, suffice for all his wants. Here sits Mr. Sims till the shadows fall in the street outside, when a limousine motor trundles up to the club and rolls him home.

And here of an afternoon Mr. Sims talks to me of his college days when he was young. The last thirty years of his life have moved in so gentle a current upon so smooth a surface that they have been without adventure. It is the stormy period of his youth that preoccupies my friend as he sits looking from the window of the club at the waving leaves in the summer time and the driving snow in the winter.

I am of that habit of mind that makes me prone to listen. And for this, perhaps, Mr. Sims selects me as the recipient of the stories of his college days. It is, it seems, the fixed belief of my good friend that when he was young he belonged at college to a particularly nefarious crowd or group that exists in his mind under the name of the “old gang.” The same association, or corporate body or whatever it should be called, is also designated by Mr. Sims, the “old crowd,” or more simply and affectionately “the boys.” In the recollection of my good friend this “old gang” were of a devilishness since lost off the earth. Work they wouldn’t. Sleep they despised. While indoors they played poker in a blue haze of tobacco smoke with beer in jugs and mugs all round them. All night they were out of doors on the sidewalk with linked arms, singing songs in chorus and jeering at the city police.

Yet in spite of life such as this, which might appear to an outsider wearing to the intellect, the “old gang” as recollected by Mr. Sims were of a mental brilliancy that eclipses everything previous or subsequent. McGregor of the Class of ‘85 graduated with a gold medal in Philosophy after drinking twelve bottles of lager before sitting down to his final examination. Ned Purvis, the football half-back, went straight from the football field after a hard game with his ankle out of joint, drank half a bottle of Bourbon Rye and then wrote an examination in Greek poetry that drew tears from the President of the college.

Mr. Sims is perhaps all the more prone to talk of these early days insomuch that, since his youth, life, in the mere material sense, has used him all too kindly. At an early age, indeed at about the very time of his graduation, Mr. Sims came into money, — not money in the large and frenzied sense of a speculative fortune, begetting care and breeding anxiety, but in the warm and comfortable inheritance of a family brewery, about as old and as well-established as the Constitution of the United States. In this brewery, even to-day, Mr. Sims, I believe, spends a certain part, though no great part, of his time. He is carried to it, I understand, in his limousine in the sunnier hours of the morning; for an hour or so each day he moves about among the warm smell of the barley and the quiet hum of the machinery murmuring among its dust.

There is, too, somewhere in the upper part of the city a huge, silent residence, where a noiseless butler adjusts Mr. Sims’s leg on a chair and serves him his dinner in isolated luxury.

But the residence, and the brewery, and with them the current of Mr. Sims’s life move of themselves.

Thus has care passed Mr. Sims by, leaving him stranded in a club chair with his heavy foot and stick beside him.

Mr. Sims is a bachelor. Nor is he likely now to marry: but this through no lack of veneration or respect for the sex. It arises, apparently, from the fact that when Mr. Sims was young, during his college days, the beauty and charm of the girls who dwelt in his college town was such as to render all later women mere feeble suggestions of what might have been. There was, as there always is, one girl in particular. I have not heard my friend speak much of her. But I gather that Kate Dashaway was the kind of girl who might have made a fit mate even for the sort of intellectual giant that flourished at Mr. Sims’s college. She was not only beautiful. All the girls remembered by Mr. Sims were that. But she was in addition “a good head” and “a good sport,” two of the highest qualities that, in Mr. Sims’s view, can crown the female sex. She had, he said, no “nonsense” about her, by which term Mr. Sims indicated religion. She drank lager beer, played tennis as well as any man in the college, and smoked cigarettes a whole generation in advance of the age.

Mr. Sims, so I gather, never proposed to her, nor came within a measurable distance of doing so. A man so prone, as is my friend, to spend his time in modest admiration of the prowess of others is apt to lag behind. Miss Dashaway remains to Mr. Sims, as all else does, a retrospect and a regret.

But the chief peculiarities of the old gang — as they exist in the mind of Mr. Sims — is the awful fate that has overwhelmed them. It is not merely that they are scattered to the four corners of the continent. That might have been expected. But, apparently, the most awful moral ruin has fallen upon them. That, at least, is the abiding belief of Mr. Sims.

“Do you ever hear anything of McGregor now?” I ask him sometimes.

“No,” he says, shaking his head quietly. “I understand he went all to the devil.”

“How was that?”

“Booze,” says Mr. Sims. There is a quiet finality about the word that ends all discussion.

“Poor old Curly!” says Mr. Sims, in speaking of another of his classmates. “I guess he’s pretty well down and out these days.”

“What’s the trouble?” I say.

Mr. Sims moves his eyes sideways as he sits. It is easier than moving his head.

“Booze,” he says.

Even apparent success in life does not save Mr. Sims’s friends.

“I see,” I said one day, “that they have just made Arthur Stewart a Chief Justice out west.”

“Poor old Artie,” murmured Mr. Sims. “He’ll have a hard time holding it down. I imagine he’s pretty well tanked up all the time these days.”

When Mr. Sims has not heard of any of his associates for a certain lapse of years, he decides to himself that they are down and out. It is a form of writing them off. There is a melancholy satisfaction in it. As the years go by Mr. Sims is coming to regard himself and a few others as the lonely survivors of a great flood. All the rest, brilliant as they once were, are presumed to be “boozed,” “tanked,” “burnt out,” “bust-up,” and otherwise consumed.

After having heard for so many years the reminiscences of my good friend about the old gang, it seemed almost incredible that one of them should step into actual living being before my eyes. Yet so it happened.

I found Mr. Sims at the club one day, about to lunch there, a thing contrary to his wont. And with him was a friend, a sallow, insignificant man in the middle fifties, with ragged, sandy hair, wearing thin.

“Shake hands with Tommy Vidal,” said Mr. Sims proudly.

If he had said, “Shake hands with Aristotle,” he couldn’t have spoken with greater pride.

This then was Tommy Vidal, the intellectual giant of whom I had heard a hundred times. Tommy had, at college, so Mr. Sims had often assured me, the brightest mind known since the age of Pericles. He took the prize in Latin poetry absolutely “without opening a book.” Latin to Tommy Vidal had been, by a kind of natural gift, born in him. In Latin he was “a whale.” Indeed in everything. He had passed his graduation examination with first class honours, “plastered.” He had to be held in his seat, so it was recorded, while he wrote.

Tommy, it seemed, had just “blown in” to town that morning. It was characteristic of Mr. Sims’s idea of the old gang that the only way in which any of them were supposed to enter a town was to “blow in.”

“When did you say you ‘blew in,’ Tommy?” he asked about half a dozen times during our lunch. In reality, the reckless, devil-may-care fellow Vidal had “blown in” to bring his second daughter to a boarding school — a thing no doubt contemplated months ahead. But Mr. Sims insisted in regarding Tommy’s movements as purely fortuitous, the sport of chance. He varied his question by asking “When do you expect to ‘blow out’ Tommy?” Tommy’s answers he forgot at once.

We sat and talked after lunch, and it pained me to notice that Tommy Vidal was restless and anxious to get away. Mr. Sims offered him cigars, thick as ropes and black as night, but he refused them. It appeared that he had long since given up smoking. It affected his eyes, he said. The deferential waiter brought brandy and curaçoa in long thin glasses. But Mr. Vidal shook his head. He hadn’t had a drink, he said, for twenty years. He found it affected his hearing. Coffee, too, he refused. It affected, so it seemed, his sense of smell. He sat beside us, ill at ease, and anxious, as I could see, to get back to his second daughter and her schoolmistresses. Mr. Sims, who is geniality itself in his heart, but has no great powers in conversation, would ask Tommy if he remembered how he acted as Antigone in the college play, and was “plastered” from the second act on. Mr. Vidal had no recollection of it, but wondered if there was any good book-store in town where he could buy his daughter an Algebra. He rose when he decently could and left us. As Mr. Sims saw it, he “blew out.”

Mr. Sims is kindliness itself in his judgments. He passed no word of censure on his departed friend. But a week or so later he mentioned to me in conversation that Tommy Vidal had “turned into a kind of stiff.” The vocabulary of Mr. Sims holds no term of deeper condemnation than the word “stiff.” To be a “stiff” is the last form of degradation.

It is strange that when a thing happens once, it forthwith happens twice or even more. For years no member of the “old gang” had come in touch with Mr. Sims. Yet the visit of Tommy Vidal was followed at no great distance of time by the “blowing in” of Ned Purvis.

“Well, well!” said Mr. Sims, as he opened one afternoon a telegram that the deferential waiter brought upon a tray. “This beats all! Old Ned Purvis wires that he’s going to blow in to town to-night at seven.”

Forthwith Mr. Sims fell to ordering dinner for the three of us in a private room, with enough of an assortment of gin cocktails and Scotch highballs to run a distillery, and enough Vichy water and imported soda for a bath. “I know old Ned!” he said as he added item after item to the list.

At seven o’clock the waiter whispered, as in deep confidence, that there was a gentleman below for Mr. Sims.

It so happened that on that evening my friend’s foot was in bad shape, and rested on a chair. At his request I went from the lounge room of the club downstairs to welcome the new arrival.

Purvis I knew all about. My friend had spoken of him a thousand times. He had played half-back on the football team — a big hulking brute of a fellow. In fact, he was, as pictured by Mr. Sims, a perfect colossus. And he played football — as did all Mr. Sims’s college chums— “plastered.” “Old Ned,” so Mr. Sims would relate, “was pretty well ‘soused’ when the game started: but we put a hose at him at half-time and got him into pretty good shape.” All men in any keen athletic contest, as remembered by Mr. Sims, were pretty well “tanked up.” For the lighter, nimbler games such as tennis, they were reported “spifflocated” and in that shape performed prodigies of agility.

“You’ll know Ned,” said Mr. Sims, “by his big shoulders.” I went downstairs.

The reception room below was empty, except for one man, a little, gentle-looking man with spectacles. He wore black clothes with a waistcoat reaching to the throat, a white tie and a collar buttoned on backwards. Ned Purvis was a clergyman! His great hulking shoulders had gone the way of all my good friend’s reminiscences.

I brought him upstairs.

For a moment, in the half light of the room, Mr. Sims was still deceived.

“Well, Ned!” he began heartily, with a struggle to rise from his chair — then he saw the collar and tie of the Rev. Mr. Purvis, and the full horror of the thing dawned upon him. Nor did the three gin cocktails, which Mr. Sims had had stationed ready for the reunion, greatly help its geniality. Yet it had been a maxim, in the recollections of Mr. Sims, that when any of the boys blew in anywhere the bringing of drinks must be instantaneous and uproarious.

Our dinner that night was very quiet.

Mr. Purvis drank only water. That, with a little salad, made his meal. He had a meeting to address that evening at eight, a meeting of women— “dear women” he called them — who had recently affiliated their society with the work that some of the dear women in Mr. Purvis’s own town were carrying on. The work, as described, boded no good for breweries. Mr. Purvis’s wife, so it seemed, was with him and would also “take the platform.”

As best we could we made conversation.

“I didn’t know that you were married,” said Mr. Sims.

“Yes,” said Mr. Purvis, “married, and with five dear boys and three dear girls.” The eight of them, he told us, were a great blessing. So, too, was his wife — a great social worker, it seemed, in the cause of women’s rights and a marvellous platform speaker in the temperance crusade.

“By the way, Mr. Sims,” said Mr. Purvis (they had called one another “Mr.” after the first five minutes), “you may remember my wife. I think perhaps you knew her in our college days. She was a Miss Dashaway.”

Mr. Sims bowed his head over his plate, as another of his lost illusions vanished into thin air.

After Mr. Purvis had gone, my friend spoke out his mind — once and once only, and more in regret than anger.

“I’m afraid,” he said, “that old Ned has turned into a SISSY.”

It was only to be expected that the visits of later friends — the “boys” who happened to “blow in” — were disappointments. Art Hamilton, who came next, and who had been one of the most brilliant men of the Class of ‘86 had turned somehow into a “complete mutt.” Jake Todd, who used to write so brilliantly in the college paper, as recollected by Mr. Sims, was now the editor of a big New York daily. Good things might have been expected of him, but it transpired that he had undergone “wizening of the brain.” In fact, a number of Mr. Sims’s former friends had suffered from this cruel disease, consisting apparently of a shrinkage or contraction of the cerebellum.

Mr. Sims spoke little of his disappointments. But I knew that he thought much about them. They set him wondering. There were changes here that to the thoughtful mind called for investigation.

So I was not surprised when he informed me that it was his intention to visit “the old place” and have a look at it. The “old place,” called also the “old shop,” indicated, as I knew, Mr. Sims’s college, the original scene of the exploits of the old gang. In the thirty years since he had graduated, though separated from it only by two hundred miles, Mr. Sims had never revisited it. So is it always with the most faithful of the sons of learning. The illumination of the inner eye is better than the crude light of reality. College reunions are but for the noisy lip service of the shallow and the interested. The deeper affection glows in the absent heart.

My friend invited me to “come along.” We would, he said, “blow in” upon the place and have a look at it.

It was in the fullness of the spring time that we went, when the leaves are out on the college campus, and when Commencement draws near, and when all the college, even the students, are busy.

Mr. Sims, I noted when I joined him at the train, was dressed as for the occasion. He wore a round straw hat with a coloured ribbon, and light grey suit, and a necktie with the garish colours of the college itself. Thus dressed, he leaned as lightly as his foot allowed him upon a yellow stick, and dreamed himself again an undergraduate.

I had thought the purpose of his visit a mere curiosity bred in his disappointment. It appeared that I was wrong. On the train Mr. Sims unfolded to me that his idea in “blowing in” upon his college was one of benefaction. He had it in his mind, he said, to do something for the “old place,” no less a thing than to endow a chair. He explained to me, modestly as was his wont, the origin of his idea. The brewing business, it appeared, was rapidly reaching a stage when it would have to be wound up. The movement of prohibition would necessitate, said Mr. Sims, the closing of the plant. The prospect, in the financial sense, occasioned my friend but little excitement. I was given to understand that prohibition, in the case of Mr. Sims’s brewery, had long since been “written off” or “written up” or at least written somewhere where it didn’t matter. And the movement itself Mr. Sims does not regard as permanent. Prohibition, he says, is bound to be washed out by a “turn of the tide”; in fact, he speaks of this returning wave of moral regeneration much as Martin Luther might have spoken of the protestant Reformation. But for the time being the brewery will close. Mr. Sims had thought deeply, it seemed, about putting his surplus funds into the manufacture of commercial alcohol, itself a noble profession. For some time his mind has wavered between that and endowing a chair of philosophy. There is, and always has been, a sort of natural connection between the drinking of beer and deep quiet thought. Mr. Sims, as a brewer, felt that philosophy was the proper thing.

We left the train, walked through the little town and entered the university gates.

“Gee!” said Mr. Sims, pausing a moment and leaning on his stick, “were the gates only as big as that?”

We began to walk up the avenue.

“I thought there were more trees to it than these,” said Mr. Sims.

“Yes,” I answered. “You often said that the avenue was a quarter of a mile long.”

“So the thing used to be,” he murmured.

Then Mr. Sims looked at the campus. “A dinky looking little spot,” he said.

“Didn’t you say,” I asked, “that the Arts Building was built of white marble?”

“Always thought it was,” he answered. “Looks like rough cast from here, doesn’t it.”

“We’ll have to go in and see the President, I suppose,” continued Mr. Sims. He said it with regret. Something of his undergraduate soul had returned to his body. Although he had never seen the President (this one) in his life, and had only read of his appointment some five years before in the newspapers, Mr. Sims was afraid of him.

“Now, I tell you,” he went on. “We’ll just make a break in and then a quick get-away. Don’t let’s get anchored in there, see? If the old fellow gets talking, he’ll go on for ever. I remember the way it used to be when a fellow had to go in to see Prexy in my time. The old guy would start mooning away and quoting Latin and keep us there half the morning.”

At this moment two shabby-looking, insignificant men who had evidently come out from one of the buildings, passed us on the sidewalk.

“I wonder who those guys are,” said Mr. Sims. “Look like bums, don’t they?”

I shook my head. Some instinct told me that they were professors. But I didn’t say so.

My friend continued his instructions.

“When the President asks us to lunch,” he said, “I’ll say that we’re lunching with a friend down town, see? Then we’ll make a break and get out. If he says he wants to introduce us to the Faculty or anything like that, then you say that we have to get the twelve-thirty to New York, see? I’m not going to say anything about a chair in philosophy to-day. I want to read it up first some night so as to be able to talk about it.”

To all of this I agreed.

From a janitor we inquired where to find the President.

“In the Administration Building, eh?” said Mr. Sims. “That’s a new one on me. The building on the right, eh? Thank you.”

“See the President?” said a young lady in an ante-office. “I’m not sure whether you can see him just now. Have you an appointment?”

Mr. Sims drew out a card. “Give him that,” he said. On the card he had scribbled “Graduate of 1887.”

In a few minutes we were shown into another room where there was a young man, evidently the President’s secretary, and a number of people waiting.

“Will you kindly sit down,” murmured the young man, in a consulting-room voice, “and wait? The President is engaged just now.”

We waited. Through the inner door leading to the President people went and came. Mr. Sims, speaking in whispers, continued to caution me on the quickness of our get-away.

Presently the young man touched him on the shoulder.

“The President will see you now,” he whispered.

We entered the room. The “old guy” rose to meet us, Mr. Sims’s card in his hand. But he was not old. He was at least ten years younger than either of us. He was, in fact, what Mr. Sims and I would almost have called a boy. In dress and manner he looked as spruce and busy as the salesmanager of a shoe factory.

“Delighted to see you, gentlemen,” he said, shaking hands effusively. “We are always pleased to see our old graduates, Mr. Simpson — No, I beg pardon, Mr. Sims — class of ‘97, I see — No, I beg your pardon, Class of ‘67, I read it wrongly—”

I heard Mr. Sims murmuring something that seemed to contain the words “a look around.”

“Yes, yes, exactly,” said the President. “A look round, you’ll find a great deal to interest you in looking about the place, I’m sure, Mr. Simpson, great changes. I’m extremely sorry I can’t offer to take you round myself,” here he snapped a gold watch open and shut, “the truth is I have to catch the twelve-thirty to New York — so sorry.”

Then he shook our hands again, very warmly.

In another moment we were outside the door. The get-away was accomplished.

We walked out of the building and towards the avenue.

As we passed the portals of the Arts Building, a noisy, rackety crowd of boys — evidently, to our eyes, schoolboys — came out, jostling and shouting. They swarmed past us, accidentally, no doubt, body-checking Mr. Sims, whose straw hat was knocked off and rolled on the sidewalk. A janitor picked it up for him as the crowd of boys passed.

“What pack of young bums are those?” asked Mr. Sims. “You oughtn’t to let young roughs like that come into the buildings. Are they here from some school or something?”

“No sir,” said the janitor. “They’re students.”

“Students?” repeated Mr. Sims. “And what are they shouting like that for?”

“There’s a notice up that their professor is ill, and so the class is cancelled, sir.”

“Class!” said Mr. Sims. “Are those a class?”

“Yes, sir,” said the janitor. “That’s the Senior Class in Philosophy.”

Mr. Sims said nothing. He seemed to limp more than his custom as we passed down the avenue.

On the way home on the train he talked much of crude alcohol and the possibilities of its commercial manufacture.

So far as I know, his only benefaction up to date has been the two dollars that he gave to a hackman to drive us away from the college.


Fetching the Doctor: From Recollections of Childhood in the Canadian Countryside
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WE LIVED FAR back in the country, such as it used to be in Canada, before the days of telephones and motor cars, with long lonely roads and snake fences buried in deep snow, and with cedar swamps where the sleighs could hardly pass two abreast. Here and there, on a winter night, one saw the light in a farm house, distant and dim.

Over it all was a great silence such as people who live in the cities can never know.

And on us, as on the other families of that lonely countryside, there sometimes fell the sudden alarm of illness, and the hurrying drive through the snow at night to fetch the doctor from the village, seven miles away.

My elder brother and I — there was a long tribe of us, as with all country families — would hitch up the horse by the light of the stable lantern, eager with haste and sick with fear, counting the time till the doctor could be there.

Then out into the driving snow, urging the horse that knew by instinct that something was amiss, and so mile after mile, till we rounded the corner into the single street of the silent village.

Late, late at night it was — eleven o’clock, perhaps — and the village dark and deep in sleep, except where the light showed red against the blinds of the “Surgery” of the doctor’s rough-cast house behind the spruce trees.

“Doctor,” we cried, as we burst in, “hurry and come. Jim’s ill—”

I can see him still as he sat there in his surgery, the burly doctor, rugged and strong for all the sixty winters that he carried. There he sat playing chess — always he seemed to be playing chess — with his son, a medical student, burly and rugged already as himself.

“Shut the door, shut the door!” he called. “Come in, boys; here, let me brush that snow off you — it’s my move Charlie, remember — now, what the devil’s the matter?”

Then we would pant out our hurried exclamations, both together.

“Bah!” he growled, “ill nothing! Mere belly ache, I guess.”

That was his term, his favorite word, for an undiagnosed disease— “belly ache.” They call it supergastral aesthesia now. In a city house, it sounds better. Yet how we hung upon the doctor’s good old Saxon term, yearning and hoping that it might be that.

But even as he growled the doctor had taken down a lantern from a hook, thrown on a huge, battered fur coat that doubled his size, and was putting medicines — a very shopful it seemed — into a leather case.

“Your horse is done up,” he said. “We’ll put my mare in. Come and give me a hand, Charlie.”

He was his own hostler and stable-man, he and his burly son. Yet how quickly and quietly he moved, the lantern swinging on his arm, as he buckled the straps. “What kind of a damn fool tug is this you’ve got?” he would say.

Then, in a moment, as it seemed, out into the wind and snow again, the great figure of the doctor almost filling the seat of the cutter, the two of us crushed in beside him, with responsibility, the unbearable burden, gone from us, and renewed comfort in our hearts.

Little is said on the way: our heads are bent against the storm: the long stride of the doctor’s mare eats up the flying road.

Then as we near the farm house and see the light in the sick-room window, fear clutches our hearts again.

“You boys unhitch,” says the doctor. “I’ll go right in.”

Presently, when we enter the house, we find that he is in the sick-room — the door closed. No word of comfort has come forth. He has sent out for hot blankets. The stoves are to be kept burning. We must sit up. We may be needed. That is all.

And there in that still room through the long night, he fights single-handed against Death. Behind him is no human help, no consultation, no wisdom of the colleges to call in; only his own unaided strength, and his own firm purpose and that strange instinct in the fight for a flickering life, that some higher power than that of colleges has planted deep within his soul.

So we watch through the night hours, in dull misery and fear, a phantom at the window pane: so must we wait till the slow morning shows dim and pale at the windows.

Then he comes out from the room. His face is furrowed with the fatigue of his long vigil. But as he speaks the tone of his voice is as that of one who has fought and conquered.

“There — he’ll do now. Give him this when he wakes.”

Then a great joy sweeps over us as the phantom flees away, and we shudder back into the warm sunshine of life, while the sound of the doctor’s retreating sleighbells makes music to our ears.

 

And once it was not so. The morning dawned and he did not come from the darkened room: only there came to our listening ears at times the sound of a sob or moan, and the doctor’s voice, firm and low, but with all hope gone from it.

And when at last he came, his face seemed old and sad as we had never seen it. He paused a moment on the threshold and we heard him say, “I have done all that I can.” Then he beckoned us into the darkened room, and, for the first time, we knew Death.

 

All that is forty years ago.

They tell me that, since then, the practice of medicine has been vastly improved. There are specialists now, I understand, for every conceivable illness and for every subdivision of it. If I fall ill, there is a whole battery of modern science to be turned upon me in a moment. There are X-rays ready to penetrate me in all directions. I may have any and every treatment — hypnotic, therapeutic or thaumaturgic — for which I am able to pay.

But, oh, my friends, when it shall come to be my lot to be ill and stricken — in the last and real sense, with the Great Fear upon me, and the Dark Phantom at the pane — then let some one go, fast and eager — though it be only in the paths of an expiring memory — fast and eager, through the driving snow to bring him to my bedside. Let me hear the sound of his hurrying sleighbells as he comes, and his strong voice without the door — and, if that may not be, then let me seem at least to feel the clasp of his firm hand to guide me without fear to the Land of Shadows, where he has gone before.


Winsome Winnie
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(NARRATED AFTER THE best models of 1875)


CHAPTER I. THROWN ON THE WORLD
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“MISS WINNIFRED,” SAID the Old Lawyer, looking keenly over and through his shaggy eyebrows at the fair young creature seated before him, “you are this morning twenty-one.”

Winnifred Clair raised her deep mourning veil, lowered her eyes and folded her hands.

“This morning,” continued Mr. Bonehead, “my guardianship is at an end.”

There was a tone of something like emotion in the voice of the stern old lawyer, while for a moment his eye glistened with something like a tear which he hastened to remove with something like a handkerchief. “I have therefore sent for you,” he went on, “to render you an account of my trust.”

He heaved a sigh at her, and then, reaching out his hand, he pulled the woollen bell-rope up and down several times.

An aged clerk appeared.

“Did the bell ring?” he asked.

“I think it did,” said the Lawyer. “Be good enough, Atkinson, to fetch me the papers of the estate of the late Major Clair defunct.”

“I have them here,” said the clerk, and he laid upon the table a bundle of faded blue papers, and withdrew.

“Miss Winnifred,” resumed the Old Lawyer, “I will now proceed to give you an account of the disposition that has been made of your property. This first document refers to the sum of two thousand pounds left to you by your great uncle. It is lost.”

Winnifred bowed.

“Pray give me your best attention and I will endeavour to explain to you how I lost it.”

“Oh, sir,” cried Winnifred, “I am only a poor girl unskilled in the ways of the world, and knowing nothing but music and French; I fear that the details of business are beyond my grasp. But if it is lost, I gather that it is gone.”

“It is,” said Mr. Bonehead. “I lost it in a marginal option in an undeveloped oil company. I suppose that means nothing to you.”

“Alas,” sighed Winnifred, “nothing.”

“Very good,” resumed the Lawyer. “Here next we have a statement in regard to the thousand pounds left you under the will of your maternal grandmother. I lost it at Monte Carlo. But I need not fatigue you with the details.”

“Pray spare them,” cried the girl.

“This final item relates to the sum of fifteen hundred pounds placed in trust for you by your uncle. I lost it on a horse race. That horse,” added the Old Lawyer with rising excitement, “ought to have won. He was coming down the stretch like blue — but there, there, my dear, you must forgive me if the recollection of it still stirs me to anger. Suffice it to say the horse fell. I have kept for your inspection the score card of the race, and the betting tickets. You will find everything in order.”

“Sir,” said Winnifred, as Mr. Bonehead proceeded to fold up his papers, “I am but a poor inadequate girl, a mere child in business, but tell me, I pray, what is left to me of the money that you have managed?”

“Nothing,” said the Lawyer. “Everything is gone. And I regret to say, Miss Clair, that it is my painful duty to convey to you a further disclosure of a distressing nature. It concerns your birth.”

“Just Heaven!” cried Winnifred, with a woman’s quick intuition. “Does it concern my father?”

“It does, Miss Clair. Your father was not your father.”

“Oh, sir,” exclaimed Winnifred. “My poor mother! How she must have suffered!”

“Your mother was not your mother,” said the Old Lawyer gravely. “Nay, nay, do not question me. There is a dark secret about your birth.”

“Alas,” said Winnifred, wringing her hands, “I am, then, alone in the world and penniless.”

“You are,” said Mr. Bonehead, deeply moved. “You are, unfortunately, thrown upon the world. But, if you ever find yourself in a position where you need help and advice, do not scruple to come to me. Especially,” he added, “for advice. And meantime let me ask you in what way do you propose to earn your livelihood?”

“I have my needle,” said Winnifred.

“Let me see it,” said the Lawyer.

Winnifred showed it to him.

“I fear,” said Mr. Bonehead, shaking his head, “you will not do much with that.”

Then he rang the bell again.

“Atkinson,” he said, “take Miss Clair out and throw her on the world.”


CHAPTER II. A RENCOUNTER
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AS WINNIFRED CLAIR passed down the stairway leading from the Lawyer’s office, a figure appeared before her in the corridor, blocking the way. It was that of a tall, aristocratic-looking man, whose features wore that peculiarly saturnine appearance seen only in the English nobility. The face, while entirely gentlemanly in its general aspect, was stamped with all the worst passions of mankind.

Had the innocent girl but known it, the face was that of Lord Wynchgate, one of the most contemptible of the greater nobility of Britain, and the figure was his too.

“Ha!” exclaimed the dissolute Aristocrat, “whom have we here? Stay, pretty one, and let me see the fair countenance that I divine behind your veil.”

“Sir,” said Winnifred, drawing herself up proudly, “let me pass, I pray.”

“Not so,” cried Wynchgate, reaching out and seizing his intended victim by the wrist, “not till I have at least seen the colour of those eyes and imprinted a kiss upon those fair lips.”

With a brutal laugh, he drew the struggling girl towards him.

In another moment the aristocratic villain would have succeeded in lifting the veil of the unhappy girl, when suddenly a ringing voice cried, “Hold! stop! desist! begone! lay to! cut it out!”

With these words a tall, athletic young man, attracted doubtless by the girl’s cries, leapt into the corridor from the street without. His figure was that, more or less, of a Greek god, while his face, although at the moment inflamed with anger, was of an entirely moral and permissible configuration.

“Save me! save me!” cried Winnifred.

“I will,” cried the Stranger, rushing towards Lord Wynchgate with uplifted cane.

But the cowardly Aristocrat did not await the onslaught of the unknown.

“You shall yet be mine!” he hissed in Winnifred’s ear, and, releasing his grasp, he rushed with a bound past the rescuer into the street.

“Oh, sir,” said Winnifred, clasping her hands and falling on her knees in gratitude. “I am only a poor inadequate girl, but if the prayers of one who can offer naught but her prayers to her benefactor can avail to the advantage of one who appears to have every conceivable advantage already, let him know that they are his.”

“Nay,” said the stranger, as he aided the blushing girl to rise, “kneel not to me, I beseech. If I have done aught to deserve the gratitude of one who, whoever she is, will remain for ever present as a bright memory in the breast of one in whose breast such memories are all too few, he is all too richly repaid. If she does that, he is blessed indeed.”

“She does. He is!” cried Winnifred, deeply moved. “Here on her knees she blesses him. And now,” she added, “we must part. Seek not to follow me. One who has aided a poor girl in the hour of need will respect her wish when she tells him that, alone and buffeted by the world, her one prayer is that he will leave her.”

“He will!” cried the Unknown. “He will. He does.”

“Leave me, yes, leave me,” exclaimed Winnifred.

“I will,” said the Unknown.

“Do, do,” sobbed the distraught girl. “Yet stay, one moment more. Let she, who has received so much from her benefactor, at least know his name.”

“He cannot! He must not!” exclaimed the Indistinguishable. “His birth is such — but enough!”

He tore his hand from the girl’s detaining clasp and rushed forth from the place.

Winnifred Clair was alone. 


CHAPTER III. FRIENDS IN DISTRESS
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WINNIFRED WAS NOW in the humblest lodgings in the humblest part of London. A simple bedroom and sitting-room sufficed for her wants. Here she sat on her trunk, bravely planning for the future.

“Miss Clair,” said the Landlady, knocking at the door, “do try to eat something. You must keep up your health. See, I’ve brought you a kippered herring.”

Winnifred ate the herring, her heart filled with gratitude. With renewed strength she sallied forth on the street to resume her vain search for employment. For two weeks now Winnifred Clair had sought employment even of the humblest character. At various dress-making establishments she had offered, to no purpose, the services of her needle. They had looked at it and refused it.

In vain she had offered to various editors and publishers the use of her pen. They had examined it coldly and refused it.

She had tried fruitlessly to obtain a position of trust. The various banks and trust companies to which she had applied declined her services. In vain she had advertised in the newspapers offering to take sole charge of a little girl. No one would give her one.

Her slender stock of money which she had in her purse on leaving Mr. Bonehead’s office was almost consumed.

Each night the unhappy girl returned to her lodging exhausted with disappointment and fatigue.

Yet even in her adversity she was not altogether friendless.

Each evening, on her return home, a soft tap was heard at the door.

“Miss Clair,” said the voice of the Landlady, “I have brought you a fried egg. Eat it. You must keep up your strength.”

Then one morning a terrible temptation had risen before her.

“Miss Clair,” said the manager of an agency to which she had applied, “I am glad to be able at last to make you a definite offer of employment. Are you prepared to go upon the stage?”

The stage!

A flush of shame and indignation swept over the girl. Had it come to this? Little versed in the world as Winnifred was, she knew but too well the horror, the iniquity, the depth of degradation implied in the word.

“Yes,” continued the agent, “I have a letter here asking me to recommend a young lady of suitable refinement to play the part of Eliza in Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Will you accept?”

“Sir,” said Winnifred proudly, “answer me first this question fairly. If I go upon the stage, can I, as Eliza, remain as innocent, as simple as I am now?”

“You can not,” said the manager.

“Then, sir,” said Winnifred, rising from her chair, “let me say this. Your offer is doubtless intended to be kind. Coming from the class you do, and inspired by the ideas you are, you no doubt mean well. But let a poor girl, friendless and alone, tell you that rather than accept such a degradation she will die.”

“Very good,” said the manager.

“I go forth,” cried Winnifred, “to perish.”

“All right,” said the manager.

The door closed behind her. Winnifred Clair, once more upon the street, sank down upon the steps of the building in a swoon.

But at this very juncture Providence, which always watches over the innocent and defenceless, was keeping its eye direct upon Winnifred.

At that very moment when our heroine sank fainting upon the doorstep, a handsome equipage, drawn by two superb black steeds, happened to pass along the street.

Its appearance and character proclaimed it at once to be one of those vehicles in which only the superior classes of the exclusive aristocracy are privileged to ride. Its sides were emblazoned with escutcheons, insignia and other paraphernalia. The large gilt coronet that appeared up its panelling, surmounted by a bunch of huckleberries, quartered in a field of potatoes, indicated that its possessor was, at least, of the rank of marquis. A coachman and two grooms rode in front, while two footmen, seated in the boot, or box at the rear, contrived, by the immobility of their attitude and the melancholy of their faces, to inspire the scene with an exclusive and aristocratic grandeur.

The occupants of the equipage — for we refuse to count the menials as being such — were two in number, a lady and gentleman, both of advanced years. Their snow-white hair and benign countenances indicated that they belonged to that rare class of beings to whom rank and wealth are but an incentive to nobler things. A gentle philanthropy played all over their faces, and their eyes sought eagerly in the passing scene of the humble street for new objects of benefaction.

Those acquainted with the countenances of the aristocracy would have recognized at once in the occupants of the equipage the Marquis of Muddlenut and his spouse, the Marchioness.

It was the eye of the Marchioness which first detected the form of Winnifred Clair upon the doorstep.

“Hold! pause! stop!” she cried, in lively agitation.

The horses were at once pulled in, the brakes applied to the wheels, and with the aid of a powerful lever, operated by three of the menials, the carriage was brought to a standstill.

“See! Look!” cried the Marchioness. “She has fainted. Quick, William, your flask. Let us hasten to her aid.”

In another moment the noble lady was bending over the prostrate form of Winnifred Clair, and pouring brandy between her lips.

Winnifred opened her eyes. “Where am I?” she asked feebly.

“She speaks!” cried the Marchioness. “Give her another flaskful.”

After the second flask the girl sat up.

“Tell me,” she cried, clasping her hands, “what has happened? Where am I?”

“With friends!” answered the Marchioness. “But do not essay to speak. Drink this. You must husband your strength. Meantime, let us drive you to your home.”

Winnifred was lifted tenderly by the men-servants  into the aristocratic equipage. The brake was unset, the lever reversed, and the carriage thrown again into motion.

On the way Winnifred, at the solicitation of the Marchioness, related her story.

“My poor child!” exclaimed the lady, “how you must have suffered. Thank Heaven it is over now. To-morrow we shall call for you and bring you away with us to Muddlenut Chase.”

Alas, could she but have known it, before the morrow should dawn, worse dangers still were in store for our heroine. But what these dangers were, we must reserve for another chapter.


CHAPTER IV. A GAMBLING PARTY IN ST. JAMES’S CLOSE
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WE MUST NOW ask our readers to shift the scene — if they don’t mind doing this for us — to the apartments of the Earl of Wynchgate in St. James’s Close. The hour is nine o’clock in the evening, and the picture before us is one of revelry and dissipation so characteristic of the nobility of England. The atmosphere of the room is thick with blue Havana smoke such as is used by the nobility, while on the green baize table a litter of counters and cards, in which aces, kings, and even two spots are heaped in confusion, proclaim the reckless nature of the play.

Seated about the table are six men, dressed in the height of fashion, each with collar and white necktie and broad white shirt, their faces stamped with all, or nearly all, of the baser passions of mankind.

Lord Wynchgate — for he it was who sat at the head of the table — rose with an oath, and flung his cards upon the table.

All turned and looked at him, with an oath. “Curse it, Dogwood,” he exclaimed, with another oath, to the man who sat beside him. “Take the money. I play no more to-night. My luck is out.”

“Ha! ha!” laughed Lord Dogwood, with a third oath, “your mind is not on the cards. Who is the latest young beauty, pray, who so absorbs you? I hear a whisper in town of a certain misadventure of yours — —”

“Dogwood,” said Wynchgate, clenching his fist, “have a care, man, or you shall measure the length of my sword.”

Both noblemen faced each other, their hands upon their swords.

“My lords, my lords!” pleaded a distinguished-looking man of more advanced years, who sat at one side of the table, and in whose features the habitués of diplomatic circles would have recognized the handsome lineaments of the Marquis of Frogwater, British Ambassador to Siam, “let us have no quarrelling. Come, Wynchgate, come, Dogwood,” he continued, with a mild oath, “put up your swords. It were a shame to waste time in private quarrelling. They may be needed all too soon in Cochin China, or, for the matter of that,” he added sadly, “in Cambodia or in Dutch Guinea.”

“Frogwater,” said young Lord Dogwood, with a generous flush, “I was wrong. Wynchgate, your hand.”

The two noblemen shook hands.

“My friends,” said Lord Wynchgate, “in asking you to abandon our game, I had an end in view. I ask your help in an affair of the heart.”

“Ha! excellent!” exclaimed the five noblemen. “We are with you heart and soul.”

“I propose this night,” continued Wynchgate, “with your help, to carry off a young girl, a female!”

“An abduction!” exclaimed the Ambassador somewhat sternly. “Wynchgate, I cannot countenance this.”

“Mistake me not,” said the Earl, “I intend to abduct her. But I propose nothing dishonourable. It is my firm resolve to offer her marriage.”

“Then,” said Lord Frogwater, “I am with you.”

“Gentlemen,” concluded Wynchgate, “all is ready. The coach is below. I have provided masks, pistols, and black cloaks. Follow me.”

A few moments later, a coach, with the blinds drawn, in which were six noblemen armed to the teeth, might have been seen, were it not for the darkness, approaching the humble lodging in which Winnifred Clair was sheltered.

But what it did when it got there, we must leave to another chapter.


CHAPTER V. THE ABDUCTION
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THE HOUR WAS twenty minutes to ten on the evening described in our last chapter.

Winnifred Clair was seated, still fully dressed, at the window of the bedroom, looking out over the great city.

A light tap came at the door.

“If it’s a fried egg,” called Winnifred softly, “I do not need it. I ate yesterday.”

“No,” said the voice of the Landlady. “You are wanted below.”

“I!” exclaimed Winnifred, “below!”

“You,” said the Landlady, “below. A party of gentlemen have called for you.”

“Gentlemen,” exclaimed Winnifred, putting her hand to her brow in perplexity, “for me! at this late hour! Here! This evening! In this house?”

“Yes,” repeated the Landlady, “six gentlemen. They arrived in a closed coach. They are all closely masked and heavily armed. They beg you will descend at once.”

“Just Heaven!” cried the Unhappy Girl. “Is it possible that they mean to abduct me?”

“They do,” said the Landlady. “They said so!”

“Alas!” cried Winnifred, “I am powerless. Tell them” — she hesitated— “tell them I will be down immediately. Let them not come up. Keep them below on any pretext. Show them an album. Let them look at the goldfish. Anything, but not here! I shall be ready in a moment.”

Feverishly she made herself ready. As hastily as possible she removed all traces of tears from her face. She threw about her shoulders an opera cloak, and with a light Venetian scarf half concealed the beauty of her hair and features. “Abducted!” she murmured, “and by six of them! I think she said six. Oh, the horror of it!” A touch of powder to her cheeks and a slight blackening of her eyebrows, and the courageous girl was ready.

Lord Wynchgate and his companions — for they it was, that is to say, they were it — sat below in the sitting-room looking at the albums. “Woman,” said Lord Wynchgate to the Landlady, with an oath, “let her hurry up. We have seen enough of these. We can wait no longer.”

“I am here,” cried a clear voice upon the threshold, and Winnifred stood before them. “My lords, for I divine who you are and wherefore you have come, take me, do your worst with me, but spare, oh, spare this humble companion of my sorrow.”

“Right-oh!” said Lord Dogwood, with a brutal laugh.

“Enough,” exclaimed Wynchgate, and seizing Winnifred by the waist, he dragged her forth out of the house and out upon the street.

But something in the brutal violence of his behaviour seemed to kindle for the moment a spark of manly feeling, if such there were, in the breasts of his companions.

“Wynchgate,” cried young Lord Dogwood, “my mind misgives me. I doubt if this is a gentlemanly thing to do. I’ll have no further hand in it.”

A chorus of approval from his companions endorsed his utterance. For a moment they hesitated.

“Nay,” cried Winnifred, turning to confront the masked faces that stood about her, “go forward with your fell design. I am here. I am helpless. Let no prayers stay your hand. Go to it.”

“Have done with this!” cried Wynchgate, with a brutal oath. “Shove her in the coach.”

But at the very moment the sound of hurrying footsteps was heard, and a clear, ringing, manly, well-toned, vibrating voice cried, “Hold! Stop! Desist! Have a care, titled villain, or I will strike you to the earth.”

A tall aristocratic form bounded out of the darkness.

“Gentlemen,” cried Wynchgate, releasing his hold upon the frightened girl, “we are betrayed. Save yourselves. To the coach.”

In another instant the six noblemen had leaped into the coach and disappeared down the street.

Winnifred, still half inanimate with fright, turned to her rescuer, and saw before her the form and lineaments of the Unknown Stranger, who had thus twice stood between her and disaster. Half fainting, she fell swooning into his arms.

“Dear lady,” he exclaimed, “rouse yourself. You are safe. Let me restore you to your home!”

“That voice!” cried Winnifred, resuming consciousness. “It is my benefactor.”

She would have swooned again, but the Unknown lifted her bodily up the steps of her home and leant her against the door.

“Farewell,” he said, in a voice resonant with gloom.

“Oh, sir!” cried the unhappy girl, “let one who owes so much to one who has saved her in her hour of need at least know his name.”

But the stranger, with a mournful gesture of farewell, had disappeared as rapidly as he had come.

But, as to why he had disappeared, we must ask our reader’s patience for another chapter.


CHAPTER VI. THE UNKNOWN
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THE SCENE IS now shifted, sideways and forwards, so as to put it at Muddlenut Chase, and to make it a fortnight later than the events related in the last chapter.

Winnifred is now at the Chase as the guest of the Marquis and Marchioness. There her bruised soul finds peace.

The Chase itself was one of those typical country homes which are, or were till yesterday, the glory of England. The approach to the Chase lay through twenty miles of glorious forest, filled with fallow deer and wild bulls. The house itself, dating from the time of the Plantagenets, was surrounded by a moat covered with broad lilies and floating green scum. Magnificent peacocks sunned themselves on the terraces, while from the surrounding shrubberies there rose the soft murmur of doves, pigeons, bats, owls and partridges.

Here sat Winnifred Clair day after day upon the terrace recovering her strength, under the tender solicitude of the Marchioness.

Each day the girl urged upon her noble hostess the necessity of her departure. “Nay,” said the Marchioness, with gentle insistence, “stay where you are. Your soul is bruised. You must rest.”

“Alas,” cried Winnifred, “who am I that I should rest? Alone, despised, buffeted by fate, what right have I to your kindness?”

“Miss Clair,” replied the noble lady, “wait till you are stronger. There is something that I wish to say to you.”

Then at last, one morning when Winnifred’s temperature had fallen to ninety-eight point three, the Marchioness spoke.

“Miss Clair,” she said, in a voice which throbbed with emotion, “Winnifred, if I may so call you, Lord Muddlenut and I have formed a plan for your future. It is our dearest wish that you should marry our son.”

“Alas,” cried Winnifred, while tears rose in her eyes, “it cannot be!”

“Say not so,” cried the Marchioness. “Our son, Lord Mordaunt Muddlenut, is young, handsome, all that a girl could desire. After months of wandering he returns to us this morning. It is our dearest wish to see him married and established. We offer you his hand.”

“Indeed,” replied Winnifred, while her tears fell even more freely, “I seem to requite but ill the kindness that you show. Alas, my heart is no longer in my keeping.”

“Where is it?” cried the Marchioness.

“It is another’s. One whose very name I do not know holds it in his keeping.”

But at this moment a blithe, gladsome step was heard upon the flagstones of the terrace. A manly, ringing voice, which sent a thrill to Winnifred’s heart, cried “Mother!” and in another instant Lord Mordaunt Muddlenut, for he it was, had folded the Marchioness to his heart.

Winnifred rose, her heart beating wildly. One glance was enough. The newcomer, Lord Mordaunt, was none other than the Unknown, the Unaccountable, to whose protection she had twice owed her life.

With a wild cry Winnifred Clair leaped across the flagstones of the terrace and fled into the park.


CHAPTER VII. THE PROPOSAL
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THEY STOOD BENEATH the great trees of the ancestral park, into which Lord Mordaunt had followed Winnifred at a single bound. All about them was the radiance of early June.

Lord Mordaunt knelt on one knee on the greensward, and with a touch in which respect and reverence were mingled with the deepest and manliest emotion, he took between his finger and thumb the tip of the girl’s gloved hand.

“Miss Clair,” he uttered, in a voice suffused with the deepest yearning, yet vibrating with the most profound respect, “Miss Clair — Winnifred — hear me, I implore!”

“Alas,” cried Winnifred, struggling in vain to disengage the tip of her glove from the impetuous clasp of the young nobleman, “alas, whither can I fly? I do not know my way through the wood, and there are bulls in all directions. I am not used to them! Lord Mordaunt, I implore you, let the tears of one but little skilled in the art of dissimulation — —”

“Nay, Winnifred,” said the Young Earl, “fly not. Hear me out!”

“Let me fly,” begged the unhappy girl.

“You must not fly,” pleaded Mordaunt. “Let me first, here upon bended knee, convey to you the expression of a devotion, a love, as ardent and as deep as ever burned in a human heart. Winnifred, be my bride!”

“Oh, sir,” sobbed Winnifred, “if the knowledge of a gratitude, a thankfulness from one whose heart will ever treasure as its proudest memory the recollection of one who did for one all that one could have wanted done for one — if this be some poor guerdon, let it suffice. But, alas, my birth, the dark secret of my birth forbids — —”

“Nay,” cried Mordaunt, leaping now to his feet, “your birth is all right. I have looked into it myself. It is as good — or nearly as good — as my own. Till I knew this, my lips were sealed by duty. While I supposed that you had a lower birth and I an upper, I was bound to silence. But come with me to the house. There is one arrived with me who will explain all.”

Hand in hand the lovers, for such they now were, returned to the Chase. There in the great hall the Marquis and the Marchioness were standing ready to greet them.

“My child!” exclaimed the noble lady, as she folded Winnifred to her heart. Then she turned to her son. “Let her know all!” she cried.

Lord Mordaunt stepped across the room to a curtain. He drew it aside, and there stepped forth Mr. Bonehead, the old lawyer who had cast Winnifred upon the world.

“Miss Clair,” said the Lawyer, advancing and taking the girl’s hand for a moment in a kindly clasp, “the time has come for me to explain all. You are not, you never were, the penniless girl that you suppose. Under the terms of your father’s will, I was called upon to act a part and to throw you upon the world. It was my client’s wish, and I followed it. I told you, quite truthfully, that I had put part of your money into options in an oil-well. Miss Clair, that well is now producing a million gallons of gasolene a month!’

“A million gallons!” cried Winnifred. “I can never use it.”

“Wait till you own a motor-car, Miss Winnifred,” said the Lawyer.

“Then I am rich!” exclaimed the bewildered girl.

“Rich beyond your dreams,” answered the Lawyer. “Miss Clair, you own in your own right about half of the State of Texas — I think it is in Texas, at any rate either Texas or Rhode Island, or one of those big states in America. More than this, I have invested your property since your father’s death so wisely that even after paying the income tax and the property tax, the inheritance tax, the dog tax and the tax on amusements, you will still have one half of one per cent to spend.”

Winnifred clasped her hands.

“I knew it all the time,” said Lord Mordaunt, drawing the girl to his embrace, “I found it out through this good man.”

“We knew it too,” said the Marchioness. “Can you forgive us, darling, our little plot for your welfare? Had we not done this Mordaunt might have had to follow you over to America and chase you all around Newport and Narragansett at a fearful expense.”

“How can I thank you enough?” cried Winnifred. Then she added eagerly, “And my birth, my descent?”

“It is all right,” interjected the Old Lawyer. “It is A 1. Your father, who died before you were born, quite a little time before, belonged to the very highest peerage of Wales. You are descended directly from Claer-ap-Claer, who murdered Owen Glendower. Your mother we are still tracing up. But we have already connected her with Floyd-ap-Floyd, who murdered Prince Llewellyn.”

“Oh, sir,” cried the grateful girl. “I only hope I may prove worthy of them!”

“One thing more,” said Lord Mordaunt, and stepping over to another curtain he drew it aside and there emerged Lord Wynchgate.

He stood before Winnifred, a manly contrition struggling upon features which, but for the evil courses of he who wore them, might have been almost presentable.

“Miss Clair,” he said, “I ask your pardon. I tried to carry you off. I never will again. But before we part let me say that my acquaintance with you has made me a better man, broader, bigger and, I hope, deeper.”

With a profound bow, Lord Wynchgate took his leave. 


CHAPTER VIII. WEDDED AT LAST
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LORD MORDAUNT AND his bride were married forthwith in the parish church of Muddlenut Chase. With Winnifred’s money they have drained the moat, rebuilt the Chase, and chased the bulls out of the park. They have six children, so far, and are respected, honoured and revered in the countryside far and wide, over a radius of twenty miles in circumference.


JOHN AND I. OR, HOW I NEARLY LOST MY HUSBAND
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(NARRATED AFTER THE approved fashion of the best Heart and Home Magazines)

 

It was after we had been married about two years that I began to feel that I needed more air. Every time I looked at John across the breakfast-table, I felt as if I must have more air, more space.

I seemed to feel as if I had no room to expand. I had begun to ask myself whether I had been wise in marrying John, whether John was really sufficient for my development. I felt cramped and shut in. In spite of myself the question would arise in my mind whether John really understood my nature. He had a way of reading the newspaper, propped up against the sugar-bowl, at breakfast, that somehow made me feel as if things had gone all wrong. It was bitter to realize that the time had come when John could prefer the newspaper to his wife’s society. 

But perhaps I had better go back and tell the whole miserable story from the beginning.

I shall never forget — I suppose no woman ever does — the evening when John first spoke out his love for me. I had felt for some time past that it was there. Again and again, he seemed about to speak. But somehow his words seemed to fail him. Twice I took him into the very heart of the little wood beside Mother’s house, but it was only a small wood, and somehow he slipped out on the other side. “Oh, John,” I had said, “how lonely and still it seems in the wood with no one here but ourselves! Do you think,” I said, “that the birds have souls?” “I don’t know,” John answered, “let’s get out of this.” I was sure that his emotion was too strong for him. “I never feel a bit lonesome where you are, John,” I said, as we made our way among the underbrush. “I think we can get out down that little gully,” he answered. Then one evening in June after tea I led John down a path beside the house to a little corner behind the garden where there was a stone wall on one side and a high fence right in front of us, and thorn bushes on the other side. There was a little bench in the angle of the wall and the fence, and we sat down on it.

“Minnie,” John said, “there’s something I meant to say — —”

“Oh, John,” I cried, and I flung my arms round his neck. It all came with such a flood of surprise.

“All I meant, Minn — —” John went on, but I checked him.

“Oh, don’t, John, don’t say anything more,” I said. “It’s just too perfect.” Then I rose and seized him by the wrist. “Come,” I said, “come to Mother,” and I rushed him along the path.

As soon as Mother saw us come in hand in hand in this way, she guessed everything. She threw both her arms round John’s neck and fairly pinned him against the wall. John tried to speak, but Mother wouldn’t let him. “I saw it all along, John,” she said. “Don’t speak. Don’t say a word. I guessed your love for Minn from the very start. I don’t know what I shall do without her, John, but she’s yours now; take her.” Then Mother began to cry and I couldn’t help crying too. “Take him to Father,” Mother said, and we each took one of John’s wrists and took him to Father on the back verandah. As soon as John saw Father he tried to speak again— “I think I ought to say,” he began, but Mother stopped him. “Father,” she said, “he wants to take our little girl away. He loves her very dearly, Alfred,” she said, “and I think it our duty to let her go, no matter how hard it is, and oh, please Heaven, Alfred, he’ll treat her well and not misuse her, or beat her,” and she began to sob again.

Father got up and took John by the hand and shook it warmly.

“Take her, boy,” he said. “She’s all yours now, take her.”

So John and I were engaged, and in due time our wedding day came and we were married. I remember that for days and days before the wedding day John seemed very nervous and depressed; I think he was worrying, poor boy, as to whether he could really make me happy and whether he could fill my life as it should be filled. But I told him that he was not to worry, because I meant to be happy, and was determined just to make the best of everything.

Father stayed with John a good deal before the wedding day, and on the wedding morning he went and fetched him to the church in a closed carriage and had him there all ready when we came. It was a beautiful day in September, and the church looked just lovely. I had a beautiful gown of white organdie with tulle at the throat, and I carried a great bunch of white roses, and Father led John up the aisle after me.

I remember that Mother cried a good deal at the wedding, and told John that he had stolen her darling and that he must never misuse me or beat me. And I remember that the clergyman spoke very severely to John, and told him he hoped he realized the responsibility he was taking and that it was his duty to make me happy. A lot of our old friends were there, and they all spoke quite sharply to John, and all the women kissed me and said they hoped I would never regret what I had done, and I just kept up my spirits by sheer determination, and told them that I had made up my mind to be happy and that I was going to be so.

So presently it was all over and we were driven to the station and got the afternoon train for New York, and when we sat down in the compartment among all our bandboxes and flowers, John said, “Well, thank God, that’s over.” And I said, “Oh, John, an oath! on our wedding day, an oath!” John said, “I’m sorry, Minn, I didn’t mean — —” but I said, “Don’t, John, don’t make it worse. Swear at me if you must, but don’t make it harder to bear.”

* * * * *

We spent our honeymoon in New York. At first I had thought of going somewhere to the great lonely woods, where I could have walked under the great trees and felt the silence of nature, and where John should have been my Viking and captured me with his spear, and where I should be his and his alone and no other man should share me; and John had said all right. Or else I had planned to go away somewhere to the seashore, where I could have watched the great waves dashing themselves against the rocks. I had told John that he should be my cave man, and should seize me in his arms and carry me whither he would. I felt somehow that for my development I wanted to get as close to nature as ever I could — that my mind seemed to be reaching out for a great emptiness. But I looked over all the hotel and steamship folders I could find and it seemed impossible to get good accommodation, so we came to New York. I had a great deal of shopping to do for our new house, so I could not be much with John, but I felt it was not right to neglect him, so I drove him somewhere in a taxi each morning and called for him again in the evening. One day I took him to the Metropolitan Museum, and another day I left him at the Zoo, and another day at the aquarium. John seemed very happy and quiet among the fishes.

So presently we came back home, and I spent many busy days in fixing and arranging our new house. I had the drawing-room done in blue, and the dining-room all in dark panelled wood, and a boudoir upstairs done in pink and white enamel to match my bedroom and dressing-room. There was a very nice little room in the basement next to the coal cellar that I turned into a “den” for John, so that when he wanted to smoke he could go down there and do it. John seemed to appreciate his den at once, and often would stay down there so long that I had to call to him to come up.

When I look back on those days they seem very bright and happy. But it was not very long before a change came. I began to realize that John was neglecting me. I noticed it at first in small things. I don’t know just how long it was after our marriage that John began to read the newspaper at breakfast. At first he would only pick it up and read it in little bits, and only on the front page. I tried not to be hurt at it, and would go on talking just as brightly as I could, without seeming to notice anything. But presently he went on to reading the inside part of the paper, and then one day he opened up the financial page and folded the paper right back and leant it against the sugar-bowl.

I could not but wonder whether John’s love for me was what it had been. Was it cooling? I asked myself. And what was cooling it? It hardly seemed possible, when I looked back to the wild passion with which he had proposed to me on the garden bench, that John’s love was waning. But I kept noticing different little things. One day in the spring-time I saw John getting out a lot of fishing tackle from a box and fitting it together. I asked him what he was going to do, and he said that he was going to fish. I went to my room and had a good cry. It seemed dreadful that he could neglect his wife for a few worthless fish.

So I decided to put John to the test. It had been my habit every morning after he put his coat on to go to the office to let John have one kiss, just one weeny kiss, to keep him happy all day. So this day when he was getting ready I bent my head over a big bowl of flowers and pretended not to notice. I think John must have been hurt, as I heard him steal out on tiptoe.

Well, I realized that things had come to a dreadful state, and so I sent over to Mother, and Mother came, and we had a good cry together. I made up my mind to force myself to face things and just to be as bright as ever I could. Mother and I both thought that things would be better if I tried all I could to make something out of John. I have always felt that every woman should make all that she can out of her husband. So I did my best first of all to straighten up John’s appearance. I shifted the style of collar he was wearing to a tighter kind that I liked better, and I brushed his hair straight backward instead of forward, which gave him a much more alert look. Mother said that John needed waking up, and so we did all we could to wake him up. Mother came over to stay with me a good deal, and in the evenings we generally had a little music or a game of cards.

About this time another difficulty began to come into my married life, which I suppose I ought to have foreseen — I mean the attentions of other gentlemen. I have always called forth a great deal of admiration in gentlemen, but I have always done my best to act like a lady and to discourage it in every possible way. I had been innocent enough to suppose that this would end with married life, and it gave me a dreadful shock to realize that such was not the case. The first one I noticed was a young man who came to the house, at an hour when John was out, for the purpose, so he said at least, of reading the gas meter. He looked at me in just the boldest way and asked me to show him the way to the cellar. I don’t know whether it was a pretext or not, but I just summoned all the courage I had and showed him to the head of the cellar stairs. I had determined that if he tried to carry me down with him I would scream for the servants, but I suppose something in my manner made him desist, and he went alone. When he came up he professed to have read the meter and he left the house quite quietly. But I thought it wiser to say nothing to John of what had happened.

There were others too. There was a young man with large brown eyes who came and said he had been sent to tune the piano. He came on three separate days, and he bent his ear over the keys in such a mournful way that I knew he must have fallen in love with me. On the last day he offered to tune my harp for a dollar extra, but I refused, and when I asked him instead to tune Mother’s mandoline he said he didn’t know how. Of course I told John nothing of all this.

Then there was Mr. McQueen, who came to the house several times to play cribbage with John. He had been desperately in love with me years before — at least I remember his taking me home from a hockey match once, and what a struggle it was for him not to come into the parlour and see Mother for a few minutes when I asked him; and, though he was married now and with three children, I felt sure when he came to play cribbage with John that it meant something. He was very discreet and honourable, and never betrayed himself for a moment, and I acted my part as if there was nothing at all behind. But one night, when he came over to play and John had had to go out, he refused to stay even for an instant. He had got his overshoes off before I told him that John was out, and asked him if he wouldn’t come into the parlour and hear Mother play the mandoline, but he just made one dive for his overshoes and was gone. I knew that he didn’t dare to trust himself.

Then presently a new trouble came. I began to suspect that John was drinking. I don’t mean for a moment that he was drunk, or that he was openly cruel to me. But at times he seemed to act so queerly, and I noticed that one night when by accident I left a bottle of raspberry vinegar on the sideboard overnight, it was all gone in the morning. Two or three times when McQueen and John were to play cribbage, John would fetch home two or three bottles of bevo with him and they would sit sipping all evening.

I think he was drinking bevo by himself, too, though I could never be sure of it. At any rate he often seemed queer and restless in the evenings, and instead of staying in his den he would wander all over the house. Once we heard him — I mean Mother and I and two lady friends who were with us that evening — quite late (after ten o’clock) apparently moving about in the pantry. “John,” I called, “is that you?” “Yes, Minn,” he answered, quietly enough, I admit. “What are you doing there?” I asked. “Looking for something to eat,” he said. “John,” I said, “you are forgetting what is due to me as your wife. You were fed at six. Go back.”

He went. But yet I felt more and more that his love must be dwindling to make him act as he did. I thought it all over wearily enough and asked myself whether I had done everything I should to hold my husband’s love. I had kept him in at nights. I had cut down his smoking. I had stopped his playing cards. What more was there that I could do?

* * * * *

So at last the conviction came to me that I must go away. I felt that I must get away somewhere and think things out. At first I thought of Palm Beach, but the season had not opened and I felt somehow that I couldn’t wait. I wanted to get away somewhere by myself and just face things as they were. So one morning I said to John, “John, I think I’d like to go off somewhere for a little time, just to be by myself, dear, and I don’t want you to ask to come with me or to follow me, but just let me go.” John said, “All right, Minn. When are you going to start?” The cold brutality of it cut me to the heart, and I went upstairs and had a good cry and looked over steamship and railroad folders. I thought of Havana for a while, because the pictures of the harbour and the castle and the queer Spanish streets looked so attractive, but then I was afraid that at Havana a woman alone by herself might be simply persecuted by attentions from gentlemen. They say the Spanish temperament is something fearful. So I decided on Bermuda instead. I felt that in a beautiful, quiet place like Bermuda I could think everything all over and face things, and it said on the folder that there were always at least two English regiments in garrison there, and the English officers, whatever their faults, always treat a woman with the deepest respect.

So I said nothing more to John, but in the next few days I got all my arrangements made and my things packed. And when the last afternoon came I sat down and wrote John a long letter, to leave on my boudoir table, telling him that I had gone to Bermuda. I told him that I wanted to be alone: I said that I couldn’t tell when I would be back — that it might be months, or it might be years, and I hoped that he would try to be as happy as he could and forget me entirely, and to send me money on the first of every month.

* * * * *

Well, it was just at that moment that one of those strange coincidences happen, little things in themselves, but which seem to alter the whole course of a person’s life. I had nearly finished the letter to John that I was to leave on the writing-desk, when just then the maid came up to my room with a telegram. It was for John, but I thought it my duty to open it and read it for him before I left. And I nearly fainted when I saw that it was from a lawyer in Bermuda — of all places — and it said that a legacy of two hundred thousand dollars had been left to John by an uncle of his who had died there, and asking for instructions about the disposition of it.

A great wave seemed to sweep over me, and all the wicked thoughts that had been in my mind — for I saw now that they were wicked — were driven clean away. I thought how completely lost poor old John would feel if all this money came to him and he didn’t have to work any more and had no one at his side to help and guide him in using it.

I tore up the wicked letter I had written, and I hurried as fast as I could to pack up a valise with John’s things (my own were packed already, as I said). Then presently John came in, and I broke the news to him as gently and as tenderly as I could about his uncle having left him the money and having died. I told him that I had found out all about the trains and the Bermuda steamer, and had everything all packed and ready for us to leave at once. John seemed a little dazed about it all, and kept saying that his uncle had taught him to play tennis when he was a little boy, and he was very grateful and thankful to me for having everything arranged, and thought it wonderful.

I had time to telephone to a few of my women friends, and they just managed to rush round for a few minutes to say good-bye. I couldn’t help crying a little when I told them about John’s uncle dying so far away with none of us near him, and I told them about the legacy, and they cried a little to hear of it all; and when I told them that John and I might not come back direct from Bermuda, but might take a run over to Europe first, they all cried some more.

We left for New York that evening, and after we had been to Bermuda and arranged about a suitable monument for John’s uncle and collected the money, we sailed for Europe.

All through the happy time that has followed, I like to think that through all our trials and difficulties affliction brought us safely together at last. 


THE SPLIT IN THE CABINET. OR, THE FATE OF ENGLAND
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(A POLITICAL NOVEL of the Days that Were)


CHAPTER I. 
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“THE FATE OF England hangs upon it,” murmured Sir John Elphinspoon, as he sank wearily into an armchair. For a moment, as he said “England,” the baronet’s eye glistened and his ears lifted as if in defiance, but as soon as he stopped saying it his eye lost its brilliance and his ears dropped wearily at the sides of his head.

Lady Elphinspoon looked at her husband anxiously. She could not conceal from herself that his face, as he sank into his chair, seemed somehow ten years older than it had been ten years ago.

“You are home early, John?” she queried.

“The House rose early, my dear,” said the baronet.

“For the All England Ping-Pong match?”

“No, for the Dog Show. The Prime Minister felt that the Cabinet ought to attend. He said that their presence there would help to bind the colonies to us. I understand also that he has a pup in the show himself. He took the Cabinet with him.”

“And why not you?” asked Lady Elphinspoon.

“You forget, my dear,” said the baronet, “as Foreign Secretary my presence at a Dog Show might be offensive to the Shah of Persia. Had it been a Cat Show — —”

The baronet paused and shook his head in deep gloom.

“John,” said his wife, “I feel that there is something more. Did anything happen at the House?”

Sir John nodded.

“A bad business,” he said. “The Wazuchistan Boundary Bill was read this afternoon for the third time.”

No woman in England, so it was generally said, had a keener political insight than Lady Elphinspoon.

“The third time,” she repeated thoughtfully, “and how many more will it have to go?”

Sir John turned his head aside and groaned.

“You are faint,” exclaimed Lady Elphinspoon, “let me ring for tea.”

The baronet shook his head.

“An egg, John — let me beat you up an egg.”

“Yes, yes,” murmured Sir John, still abstracted, “beat it, yes, do beat it.”

Lady Elphinspoon, in spite of her elevated position as the wife of the Foreign Secretary of Great Britain, held it not beneath her to perform for her husband the plainest household service. She rang for an egg. The butler broke it for her into a tall goblet filled with old sherry, and the noble lady, with her own hands, beat the stuff out of it. For the veteran politician, whose official duties rarely allowed him to eat, an egg was a sovereign remedy. Taken either in a goblet of sherry or in a mug of rum, or in half a pint of whisky, it never failed to revive his energies.

The effect of the egg was at once visible in the brightening of his eye and the lengthening of his ears.

“And now explain to me,” said his wife, “what has happened. What is this Boundary Bill?”

“We never meant it to pass,” said Sir John. “It was introduced only as a sop to public opinion. It delimits our frontier in such a way as to extend our suzerainty over the entire desert of El Skrub. The Wazoos have claimed that this is their desert. The hill tribes are restless. If we attempt to advance the Wazoos will rise. If we retire it deals a blow at our prestige.”

Lady Elphinspoon shuddered. Her long political training had taught her that nothing was so fatal to England as to be hit in the prestige.

“And on the other hand,” continued Sir John, “if we move sideways, the Ohulîs, the mortal enemies of the Wazoos, will strike us in our rear.”

“In our rear!” exclaimed Lady Elphinspoon in a tone of pain. “Oh, John, we must go forward. Take another egg.”

“We cannot,” groaned the Foreign Secretary. “There are reasons which I cannot explain even to you, Caroline, reasons of State, which absolutely prevent us from advancing into Wazuchistan. Our hands are tied. Meantime if the Wazoos rise, it is all over with us. It will split the Cabinet.”

“Split the Cabinet!” repeated Lady Elphinspoon in alarm. She well knew that next to a blow in the prestige the splitting of the Cabinet was about the worst thing that could happen to Great Britain. “Oh, John, they must be held together at all costs. Can nothing be done?”

“Everything is being done that can be. The Prime Minister has them at the Dog Show at this moment. To-night the Chancellor is taking them to moving pictures. And to-morrow — it is a State secret, my dear, but it will be very generally known in the morning — we have seats for them all at the circus. If we can hold them together all is well, but if they split we are undone. Meantime our difficulties increase. At the very passage of the Bill itself a question was asked by one of the new labour members, a miner, my dear, a quite uneducated man — —”

“Yes?” queried Lady Elphinspoon.

“He asked the Colonial Secretary” — Sir John shuddered— “to tell him where Wazuchistan is. Worse than that, my dear,” added Sir John, “he defied him to tell him where it is.”

“What did you do? Surely he has no right to information of that sort?”

“It was a close shave. Luckily the Whips saved us. They got the Secretary out of the House and rushed him to the British Museum. When he got back he said that he would answer the question a month from Friday. We got a great burst of cheers, but it was a close thing. But stop, I must speak at once with Powers. My despatch box, yes, here it is. Now where is young Powers? There is work for him to do at once.”

“Mr. Powers is in the conservatory with Angela,” said Lady Elphinspoon.

“With Angela!” exclaimed Sir John, while a slight shade of displeasure appeared upon his brow. “With Angela again! Do you think it quite proper, my dear, that Powers should be so constantly with Angela?”

“John,” said his wife, “you forget, I think, who Mr. Powers is. I am sure that Angela knows too well what is due to her rank, and to herself, to consider Mr. Powers anything more than an instructive companion. And I notice that, since Mr. Powers has been your secretary, Angela’s mind is much keener. Already the girl has a wonderful grasp on foreign policy. Only yesterday I heard her asking the Prime Minister at luncheon whether we intend to extend our Senegambian protectorate over the Fusees. He was delighted.”

“Oh, very well, very well,” said Sir John. Then he rang a bell for a manservant.

“Ask Mr. Powers,” he said, “to be good enough to attend me in the library.” 


CHAPTER II. 
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ANGELA ELPHINSPOON STOOD with Perriton Powers among the begonias of the conservatory. The same news which had so agitated Sir John lay heavy on both their hearts.

“Will the Wazoo rise?” asked Angela, clasping her hands before her, while her great eyes sought the young man’s face and found it. “Oh, Mr. Powers! Tell me, will they rise? It seems too dreadful to contemplate. Do you think the Wazoo will rise?”

“It is only too likely,” said Powers. They stood looking into one another’s eyes, their thoughts all on the Wazoo.

Angelina Elphinspoon, as she stood there against the background of the begonias, made a picture that a painter, or even a plumber, would have loved. Tall and typically English in her fair beauty, her features, in repose, had something of the hauteur and distinction of her mother, and when in motion they recalled her father.

Perriton Powers was even taller than Angela. The splendid frame and stern features of Sir John’s secretary made him a striking figure. Yet he was, quite frankly, sprung from the people, and made no secret of it. His father had been simply a well-to-do London surgeon, who had been knighted for some mere discoveries in science. His grandfather, so it was whispered, had been nothing more than a successful banker who had amassed a fortune simply by successful banking. Yet at Oxford young Powers had carried all before him. He had occupied a seat, a front seat, in one of the boats, had got his blue and his pink, and had taken a double final in Sanscrit and Arithmetic.

He had already travelled widely in the East, spoke Urdu and Hoodoo with facility, while as secretary to Sir John Elphinspoon, with a seat in the House in prospect, he had his foot upon the ladder of success.

“Yes,” repeated Powers thoughtfully, “they may rise. Our confidential despatches tell us that for some time they have been secretly passing round packets of yeast. The whole tribe is in a ferment.”

“But our sphere of influence is at stake,” exclaimed Angela.

“It is,” said Powers. “As a matter of fact, for over a year we have been living on a mere modus vivendi.”

“Oh, Mr. Powers,” cried Angela, “what a way to live.”

“We have tried everything,” said the secretary. “We offered the Wazoo a condominium over the desert of El Skrub. They refused it.”

“But it’s our desert,” said Angela proudly.

“It is. But what can we do? The best we can hope is that El Boob will acquiesce in the status quo.”

At that moment a manservant appeared in the doorway of the conservatory.

“Mr. Powers, sir,” he said, “Sir John desires your attendance, sir, in the library, sir.”

Powers turned to Angela, a new seriousness upon his face.

“Miss Elphinspoon,” he said, “I think I know what is coming. Will you wait for me here? I shall be back in half an hour.”

“I will wait,” said the girl. She sat down and waited among the begonias, her mind still on the Wazoo, her whole intense nature strung to the highest pitch. “Can the modus vivendi hold?” she murmured.

In half an hour Powers returned. He was wearing now his hat and light overcoat, and carried on a strap round his neck a tin box with a white painted label, “British Foreign Office. Confidential Despatches. This Side Up With Care.”

“Miss Elphinspoon,” he said, and there was a new note in his voice, “Angela, I leave England to-night — —”

“To-night!” gasped Angela.

“On a confidential mission.”

“To Wazuchistan!” exclaimed the girl.

Powers paused a moment. “To Wazuchistan,” he said, “yes. But it must not be known. I shall return in a month — or never. If I fail” — he spoke with an assumed lightness— “it is only one more grave among the hills. If I succeed, the Cabinet is saved, and with it the destiny of England.”

“Oh, Mr. Powers,” cried Angela, rising and advancing towards him, “how splendid! How noble! No reward will be too great for you.”

“My reward,” said Powers, and as he spoke he reached out and clasped both of the girl’s hands in his own, “yes, my reward. May I come and claim it here?”

For a moment he looked straight into her eyes. In the next he was gone, and Angela was alone.

“His reward!” she murmured. “What could he have meant? His reward that he is to claim. What can it be?”

But she could not divine it. She admitted to herself that she had not the faintest idea.


CHAPTER III. 
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IN THE DAYS that followed all England was thrilled to its base as the news spread that the Wazoo might rise at any moment.

“Will the Wazoos rise?” was the question upon every lip.

In London men went to their offices with a sense of gloom. At lunch they could hardly eat. A feeling of impending disaster pervaded all ranks.

Sir John as he passed to and fro to the House was freely accosted in the streets.

“Will the Wazoos rise, sir?” asked an honest labourer. “Lord help us all, sir, if they do.”

Sir John, deeply touched, dropped a shilling in the honest fellow’s hat, by accident.

At No. 10 Downing Street, women of the working class, with children in their arms, stood waiting for news.

On the Exchange all was excitement. Consols fell two points in twenty-four hours. Even raising the Bank rate and shutting the door brought only a temporary relief.

Lord Glump, the greatest financial expert in London, was reported as saying that if the Wazoos rose England would be bankrupt in forty-eight hours.

Meanwhile, to the consternation of the whole nation, the Government did nothing. The Cabinet seemed to be paralysed.

On the other hand the Press became all the more clamorous. The London Times urged that an expedition should be sent at once. Twenty-five thousand household troops, it argued, should be sent up the Euphrates or up the Ganges or up something without delay. If they were taken in flat boats, carried over the mountains on mules, and lifted across the rivers in slings, they could then be carried over the desert on jackasses. They could reach Wazuchistan in two years. Other papers counselled moderation. The Manchester Guardian recalled the fact that the Wazoos were a Christian people. Their leader, El Boob, so it was said, had accepted Christianity with childlike simplicity and had asked if there was any more of it. The Spectator claimed that the Wazoos, or more properly the Wazi, were probably the descendants of an Iranic or perhaps Urgumic stock. It suggested the award of a Rhodes Scholarship. It looked forward to the days when there would be Wazoos at Oxford. Even the presence of a single Wazoo, or, more accurately, a single Wooz, would help.

With each day the news became more ominous. It was reported in the Press that a Wazoo, inflamed apparently with ghee, or perhaps with bhong, had rushed up to the hills and refused to come down. It was said that the Shriek-el-Foozlum, the religious head of the tribe, had torn off his suspenders and sent them to Mecca.

That same day the Illustrated London News published a drawing “Wazoo Warriors Crossing a River and Shouting, Ho!” and the general consternation reached its height.

Meantime, for Sir John and his colleagues, the question of the hour became, “Could the Cabinet be held together?” Every effort was made. The news that the Cabinet had all been seen together at the circus, for a moment reassured the nation. But the rumour spread that the First Lord of the Admiralty had said that the clowns were a bum lot. The Radical Press claimed that if he thought so he ought to resign.

On the fatal Friday the question already referred to was scheduled for its answer. The friends of the Government counted on the answer to restore confidence. To the consternation of all, the expected answer was not forthcoming. The Colonial Secretary rose in his place, visibly nervous. Ministers, he said, had been asked where Wazuchistan was. They were not prepared, at the present delicate stage of negotiations, to say. More hung upon the answer than Ministers were entitled to divulge. They could only appeal to the patriotism of the nation. He could only say this, that wherever it was, and he used the word wherever with all the emphasis of which he was capable, the Government would accept the full responsibility for its being where it was.

The House adjourned in something like confusion.

Among those seated behind the grating of the Ladies’ Gallery was Lady Elphinspoon. Her quick instinct told her the truth. Driving home, she found her husband seated, crushed, in his library.

“John,” she said, falling on her knees and taking her husband’s hands in hers, “is this true? Is this the dreadful truth?”

“I see you have divined it, Caroline,” said the statesman sadly. “It is the truth. We don’t know where Wazuchistan is.”

For a moment there was silence.

“But, John, how could it have happened?”

“We thought the Colonial Office knew. We were confident that they knew. The Colonial Secretary had stated that he had been there. Later on it turned out that he meant Saskatchewan. Of course they thought we knew. And we both thought that the Exchequer must know. We understood that they had collected a hut tax for ten years.”

“And hadn’t they?”

“Not a penny. The Wazoos live in tents.”

“But, surely,” pleaded Lady Elphinspoon, “you could find out. Had you no maps?”

Sir John shook his head.

“We thought of that at once, my dear. We’ve looked all through the British Museum. Once we thought we had succeeded. But it turned out to be Wisconsin.”

“But the map in the Times? Everybody saw it.”

Again the baronet shook his head. “Lord Southcliff had it made in the office,” he said. “It appears that he always does. Otherwise the physical features might not suit him.”

“But could you not send some one to see?”

“We did. We sent Perriton Powers to find out where it was. We had a month to the good. It was barely time, just time. Powers has failed and we are lost. To-morrow all England will guess the truth and the Government falls.”


CHAPTER IV. 
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THE CROWD OUTSIDE of No. 10 Downing Street that evening was so dense that all traffic was at a standstill. But within the historic room where the Cabinet were seated about the long table all was calm. Few could have guessed from the quiet demeanour of the group of statesmen that the fate of an Empire hung by a thread.

Seated at the head of the table, the Prime Minister was quietly looking over a book of butterflies, while waiting for the conference to begin. Beside him the Secretary for Ireland was fixing trout flies, while the Chancellor of the Exchequer kept his serene face bent over upon his needlework. At the Prime Minister’s right, Sir John Elphinspoon, no longer agitated, but sustained and dignified by the responsibility of his office, was playing spillikins.

The little clock on the mantel chimed eight.

The Premier closed his book of butterflies.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, “I fear our meeting will not be a protracted one. It seems we are hopelessly at variance. You, Sir Charles,” he continued, turning to the First Sea Lord, who was in attendance, “are still in favour of a naval expedition?”

“Send it up at once,” said Sir Charles.

“Up where?” asked the Premier.

“Up anything,” answered the Old Sea Dog, “it will get there.”

Voices of dissent were raised in undertones around the table.

“I strongly deprecate any expedition,” said the Chancellor of the Exchequer, “I favour a convention with the Shriek. Let the Shriek sign a convention recognizing the existence of a supreme being and receiving from us a million sterling in acknowledgment.”

“And where will you find the Shriek?” said the Prime Minister. “Come, come, gentlemen, I fear that we can play this comedy no longer. The truth is,” he added with characteristic nonchalance, “we don’t know where the bally place is. We can’t meet the House to-*morrow. We are hopelessly split. Our existence as a Government is at an end.”

But, at that very moment, a great noise of shouting and clamour rose from the street without. The Prime Minister lifted his hand for silence. “Listen,” he said. One of the Ministers went to a window and opened it, and the cries outside became audible. “A King’s Messenger! Make way for the King’s Messenger!”

The Premier turned quietly to Sir John.

“Perriton Powers,” he said.

In another moment Perriton Powers stood before the Ministers.

Bronzed by the tropic sun, his face was recognizable only by the assured glance of his eye. An Afghan bernous was thrown back from his head and shoulders, while his commanding figure was draped in a long chibuok. A pair of pistols and a curved yasmak were in his belt.

“So you got to Wazuchistan all right,” said the Premier quietly.

“I went in by way of the Barooda,” said Powers. “For many days I was unable to cross it. The waters of the river were wild and swollen with rains. To cross it seemed certain death — —”

“But at last you got over,” said the Premier, “and then — —”

“I struck out over the Fahuri desert. For days and days, blinded by the sun, and almost buried in sand, I despaired.”

“But you got through it all right. And after that?”

“My first care was to disguise myself. Staining myself from head to foot with betel nut — —”

“To look like a beetle,” said the Premier. “Exactly. And so you got to Wazuchistan. Where is it and what is it?”

“My lord,” said Powers, drawing himself up and speaking with emphasis, “I got to where it was thought to be. There is no such place!”

The whole Cabinet gave a start of astonishment.

“No such place!” they repeated.

“What about El Boob?” asked the Chancellor.

“There is no such person.”

“And the Shriek-el-Foozlum?”

Powers shook his head.

“But do you mean to say,” said the Premier in astonishment, “that there are no Wazoos? There you must be wrong. True we don’t just know where they are. But our despatches have shown too many signs of active trouble traced directly to the Wazoos to disbelieve in them. There are Wazoos somewhere, there — there must be.”

“The Wazoos,” said Powers, “are there. But they are Irish. So are the Ohulîs. They are both Irish.”

“But how the devil did they get out there?” questioned the Premier. “And why did they make the trouble?”

“The Irish, my lord,” interrupted the Chief Secretary for Ireland, “are everywhere, and it is their business to make trouble.”

“Some years ago,” continued Powers, “a few Irish families settled out there. The Ohulîs should be properly called the O’Hooleys. The word Wazoo is simply the Urdu for McGinnis. El Boob is the Urdu for the Arabic El Papa, the Pope. It was my knowledge of Urdu, itself an agglutinative language — —”

“Precisely,” said the Premier. Then he turned to his Cabinet. “Well, gentlemen, our task is now simplified. If they are Irish, I think we know exactly what to do. I suppose,” he continued, turning to Powers, “that they want some kind of Home Rule.”

“They do,” said Powers.

“Separating, of course, the Ohulî counties from the Wazoo?”

“Yes,” said Powers.

“Precisely; the thing is simplicity itself. And what contribution will they make to the Imperial Exchequer?”

“None.”

“And will they pay their own expenses?”

“They refuse to.”

“Exactly. All this is plain sailing. Of course they must have a constabulary. Lord Edward,” continued the Premier, turning now to the Secretary of War, “how long will it take to send in a couple of hundred constabulary? I think they’ll expect it, you know. It’s their right.”

“Let me see,” said Lord Edward, calculating quickly, with military precision, “sending them over the Barooda in buckets and then over the mountains in baskets — I think in about two weeks.”

“Good,” said the Premier. “Gentlemen, we shall meet the House to-morrow. Sir John, will you meantime draft us an annexation bill? And you, young man, what you have done is really not half bad. His Majesty will see you to-morrow. I am glad that you are safe.”

“On my way home,” said Powers, with quiet modesty, “I was attacked by a lion — —”

“But you beat it off,” said the Premier. “Exactly. Good night.”


CHAPTER V. 
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IT WAS ON the following afternoon that Sir John Elphinspoon presented the Wazoo Annexation Bill to a crowded and breathless House.

Those who know the House of Commons know that it has its moods. At times it is grave, earnest, thoughtful. At other times it is swept with emotion which comes at it in waves. Or at times, again, it just seems to sit there as if it were stuffed.

But all agreed that they had never seen the House so hushed as when Sir John Elphinspoon presented his Bill for the Annexation of Wazuchistan. And when at the close of a splendid peroration he turned to pay a graceful compliment to the man who had saved the nation, and thundered forth to the delighted ears of his listeners — 

Arma virumque cano Wazoo qui primus ab oris,

and then, with the words “England, England,” still on his lips, fell over backwards and was carried out on a stretcher, the House broke into wild and unrestrained applause.


CHAPTER VI. 
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THE NEXT DAY Sir Perriton Powers — for the King had knighted him after breakfast — stood again in the conservatory of the house in Carlton Terrace.

“I have come for my reward,” he said. “Do I get it?”

“You do,” said Angela.

Sir Perriton clasped her in his arms.

“On my way home,” he said, “I was attacked by a lion. I tried to beat it — —”

“Hush, dearest,” she whispered, “let me take you to father.” 


WHO DO YOU THINK DID IT? OR, THE MIXED-UP MURDER MYSTERY
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(DONE AFTER THE very latest fashion in this sort of thing)

 

NOTE. — Any reader who guesses correctly who did it is entitled (in all fairness) to a beautiful gold watch and chain.


CHAPTER I. HE DINED WITH ME LAST NIGHT

[image: img53.jpg]

THE AFTERNOON EDITION of the Metropolitan Planet was going to press. Five thousand copies a minute were reeling off its giant cylinders. A square acre of paper was passing through its presses every hour. In the huge Planet building, which dominated Broadway, employés, compositors, reporters, advertisers, surged to and fro. Placed in a single line (only, of course, they wouldn’t be likely to consent to it) they would have reached across Manhattan Island. Placed in two lines, they would probably have reached twice as far. Arranged in a procession they would have taken an hour in passing a saloon: easily that.

In the whole vast building all was uproar. Telephones, megaphones and gramophones were ringing throughout the building. Elevators flew up and down, stopping nowhere.

Only in one place was quiet — namely, in the room where sat the big man on whose capacious intellect the whole organization depended.

Masterman Throgton, the general manager of the Planet, was a man in middle life. There was something in his massive frame which suggested massiveness, and a certain quality in the poise of his great head which indicated a balanced intellect. His face was impenetrable and his expression imponderable.

The big chief was sitting in his swivel chair with ink all round him. Through this man’s great brain passed all the threads and filaments that held the news of a continent. Snap one, and the whole continent would stop.

At the moment when our story opens (there was no sense in opening it sooner), a written message had just been handed in.

The Chief read it. He seemed to grasp its contents in a flash.

“Good God!” he exclaimed. It was the strongest expression that this solid, self-contained, semi-detached man ever allowed himself. Anything stronger would have seemed too near to profanity. “Good God!” he repeated, “Kivas Kelly murdered! In his own home! Why, he dined with me last night! I drove him home!”

For a brief moment the big man remained plunged in thought. But with Throgton the moment of musing was short. His instinct was to act.

“You may go,” he said to the messenger. Then he seized the telephone that stood beside him (this man could telephone almost without stopping thinking) and spoke into it in quiet, measured tones, without wasting a word.

“Hullo, operator! Put me through to two, two, two, two, two. Is that two, two, two, two, two? Hullo, two, two, two, two, two; I want Transome Kent. Kent speaking? Kent, this is Throgton speaking. Kent, a murder has been committed at the Kelly residence, Riverside Drive. I want you to go and cover it. Get it all. Don’t spare expense. The Planet is behind you. Have you got car-fare? Right.”

In another moment the big chief had turned round in his swivel chair (at least forty degrees) and was reading telegraphic despatches from Jerusalem. That was the way he did things.


CHAPTER II. I MUST SAVE HER LIFE
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WITHIN A FEW minutes Transome Kent had leapt into a car (a surface car) and was speeding north towards Riverside Drive with the full power of the car. As he passed uptown a newsboy was already calling, “Club Man Murdered! Another Club Man Murdered!” Carelessly throwing a cent to the boy, Kent purchased a paper and read the brief notice of the tragedy.

Kivas Kelly, a well-known club man and bon vivant, had been found dead in his residence on Riverside Drive, with every indication — or, at least, with a whole lot of indications — of murder. The unhappy club man had been found, fully dressed in his evening clothes, lying on his back on the floor of the billiard-room, with his feet stuck up on the edge of the table. A narrow black scarf, presumably his evening tie, was twisted tightly about his neck by means of a billiard cue inserted in it. There was a quiet smile upon his face. He had apparently died from strangulation. A couple of bullet-holes passed through his body, one on each side, but they went out again. His suspenders were burst at the back. His hands were folded across his chest. One of them still held a white billiard ball. There was no sign of a struggle or of any disturbance in the room. A square piece of cloth was missing from the victim’s dinner jacket.

In its editorial columns the same paper discussed the more general aspects of the murder. This, it said, was the third club man murdered in the last fortnight. While not taking an alarmist view, the paper felt that the killing of club men had got to stop. There was a limit, a reasonable limit, to everything. Why should a club man be killed? It might be asked, why should a club man live? But this was hardly to the point. They do live. After all, to be fair, what does a club man ask of society? Not much. Merely wine, women and singing. Why not let him have them? Is it fair to kill him? Does the gain to literature outweigh the social wrong? The writer estimated that at the rate of killing now going on the club men would be all destroyed in another generation. Something should be done to conserve them.

Transome Kent was not a detective. He was a reporter. After sweeping everything at Harvard in front of him, and then behind him, he had joined the staff of the Planet two months before. His rise had been phenomenal. In his first week of work he had unravelled a mystery, in his second he had unearthed a packing scandal which had poisoned the food of the entire nation for ten years, and in his third he had pitilessly exposed some of the best and most respectable people in the metropolis. Kent’s work on the Planet consisted now almost exclusively of unravelling and unearthing, and it was natural that the manager should turn to him.

The mansion was a handsome sandstone residence, standing in its own grounds. On Kent’s arrival he found that the police had already drawn a cordon around it with cords. Groups of morbid curiosity-seekers hung about it in twos and threes, some of them in fours and fives. Policemen were leaning against the fence in all directions. They wore that baffled look so common to the detective force of the metropolis. “It seems to me,” remarked one of them to the man beside him, “that there is an inexorable chain of logic about this that I am unable to follow.” “So do I,” said the other.

The Chief Inspector of the Detective Department, a large, heavy-looking man, was standing beside a gate-post. He nodded gloomily to Transome Kent.

“Are you baffled, Edwards?” asked Kent.

“Baffled again, Mr. Kent,” said the Inspector, with a sob in his voice. “I thought I could have solved this one, but I can’t.”

He passed a handkerchief across his eyes.

“Have a cigar, Chief,” said Kent, “and let me hear what the trouble is.”

The Inspector brightened. Like all policemen, he was simply crazy over cigars. “All right, Mr. Kent,” he said, “wait till I chase away the morbid curiosity-seekers.”

He threw a stick at them.

“Now, then,” continued Kent, “what about tracks, footmarks? Had you thought of them?”

“Yes, first thing. The whole lawn is covered with them, all stamped down. Look at these, for instance. These are the tracks of a man with a wooden leg” — Kent nodded— “in all probability a sailor, newly landed from Java, carrying a Singapore walking-stick, and with a tin-whistle tied round his belt.”

“Yes, I see that,” said Kent thoughtfully. “The weight of the whistle weighs him down a little on the right side.”

“Do you think, Mr. Kent, a sailor from Java with a wooden leg would commit a murder like this?” asked the Inspector eagerly. “Would he do it?”

“He would,” said the Investigator. “They generally do — as soon as they land.”

The Inspector nodded. “And look at these marks here, Mr. Kent. You recognize them, surely — those are the footsteps of a bar-keeper out of employment, waiting for the eighteenth amendment to pass away. See how deeply they sink in — —”

“Yes,” said Kent, “he’d commit murder.”

“There are lots more,” continued the Inspector, “but they’re no good. The morbid curiosity-seekers were walking all over this place while we were drawing the cordon round it.”

“Stop a bit,” said Kent, pausing to think a moment. “What about thumb-prints?”

“Thumb-prints,” said the Inspector. “Don’t mention them. The house is full of them.”

“Any thumb-prints of Italians with that peculiar incurvature of the ball of the thumb that denotes a Sicilian brigand?”

“There were three of those,” said Inspector Edwards gloomily. “No, Mr. Kent, the thumb stuff is no good.”

Kent thought again.

“Inspector,” he said, “what about mysterious women? Have you seen any around?”

“Four went by this morning,” said the Inspector, “one at eleven-thirty, one at twelve-thirty, and two together at one-thirty. At least,” he added sadly, “I think they were mysterious. All women look mysterious to me.”

“I must try in another direction,” said Kent. “Let me reconstruct the whole thing. I must weave a chain of analysis. Kivas Kelly was a bachelor, was he not?”

“He was. He lived alone here.”

“Very good, I suppose he had in his employ a butler who had been with him for twenty years — —”

Edwards nodded.

“I suppose you’ve arrested him?”

“At once,” said the Inspector. “We always arrest the butler, Mr. Kent. They expect it. In fact, this man, Williams, gave himself up at once.”

“And let me see,” continued the Investigator. “I presume there was a housekeeper who lived on the top floor, and who had been stone deaf for ten years?”

“Precisely.”

“She had heard nothing during the murder?”

“Not a thing. But this may have been on account of her deafness.”

“True, true,” murmured Kent. “And I suppose there was a coachman, a thoroughly reliable man, who lived with his wife at the back of the house — —”

“But who had taken his wife over to see a relation on the night of the murder, and who did not return until an advanced hour. Mr. Kent, we’ve been all over that. There’s nothing in it.”

“Were there any other persons belonging to the establishment?”

“There was Mr. Kelly’s stenographer, Alice Delary, but she only came in the mornings.”

“Have you seen her?” asked Kent eagerly. “What is she like?”

“I have seen her,” said the Inspector. “She’s a looloo.”

“Ha,” said Kent, “a looloo!” The two men looked into one another’s eyes.

“Yes,” repeated Edwards thoughtfully, “a peach.”

A sudden swift flash of intuition, an inspiration, leapt into the young reporter’s brain.

This girl, this peach, at all hazards he must save her life.


CHAPTER III. I MUST BUY A BOOK ON BILLIARDS
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KENT TURNED TO the Inspector. “Take me into the house,” he said. Edwards led the way. The interior of the handsome mansion seemed undisturbed. “I see no sign of a struggle here,” said Kent.

“No,” answered the Inspector gloomily. “We can find no sign of a struggle anywhere. But, then, we never do.”

He opened for the moment the door of the stately drawing-room. “No sign of a struggle there,” he said. The closed blinds, the draped furniture, the covered piano, the muffled chandelier, showed absolutely no sign of a struggle.

“Come upstairs to the billiard-room,” said Edwards. “The body has been removed for the inquest, but nothing else is disturbed.”

They went upstairs. On the second floor was the billiard-room, with a great English table in the centre of it. But Kent had at once dashed across to the window, an exclamation on his lips. “Ha! ha!” he said, “what have we here?”

The Inspector shook his head quietly. “The window,” he said in a monotonous, almost sing-song tone, “has apparently been opened from the outside, the sash being lifted with some kind of a sharp instrument. The dust on the sill outside has been disturbed as if by a man of extraordinary agility lying on his stomach —— Don’t bother about that, Mr. Kent. It’s always there.”

“True,” said Kent. Then he cast his eyes upward, and again an involuntary exclamation broke from him. “Did you see that trap-door?” he asked.

“We did,” said Edwards. “The dust around the rim has been disturbed. The trap opens into the hollow of the roof. A man of extraordinary dexterity might open the trap with a billiard cue, throw up a fine manila rope, climb up the rope and lie there on his stomach.

“No use,” continued the Inspector. “For the matter of that, look at this huge old-fashioned fireplace. A man of extraordinary precocity could climb up the chimney. Or this dumb-waiter on a pulley, for serving drinks, leading down into the maids’ quarters. A man of extreme indelicacy might ride up and down in it.”

“Stop a minute,” said Kent. “What is the meaning of that hat?”

A light gossamer hat, gay with flowers, hung on a peg at the side of the room.

“We thought of that,” said Edwards, “and we have left it there. Whoever comes for that hat has had a hand in the mystery. We think — —”

But Transome Kent was no longer listening. He had seized the edge of the billiard table.

“Look, look!” he cried eagerly. “The clue to the mystery! The positions of the billiard balls! The white ball in the very centre of the table, and the red just standing on the verge of the end pocket! What does it mean, Edwards, what does it mean?”

He had grasped Edwards by the arm and was peering into his face.

“I don’t know,” said the Inspector. “I don’t play billiards.”

“Neither do I,” said Kent, “but I can find out. Quick! The nearest book-store. I must buy a book on billiards.”

With a wave of the arm, Kent vanished.

The Inspector stood for a moment in thought.

“Gone!” he murmured to himself (it was his habit to murmur all really important speeches aloud to himself). “Now, why did Throgton telephone to me to put a watch on Kent? Ten dollars a day to shadow him! Why?”


CHAPTER IV. THAT IS NOT BILLIARD CHALK
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MEANTIME AT THE Planet office Masterman Throgton was putting on his coat to go home.

“Excuse me, sir,” said an employé, “there’s a lot of green billiard chalk on your sleeve.”

Throgton turned and looked the man full in the eye.

“That is not billiard chalk,” he said, “it is face powder.”

Saying which this big, imperturbable, self-contained man stepped into the elevator and went to the ground floor in one drop


CHAPTER V. HAS ANYBODY HERE SEEN KELLY?
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THE INQUEST UPON the body of Kivas Kelly was held upon the following day. Far from offering any solution of what had now become an unfathomable mystery, it only made it deeper still. The medical testimony, though given by the most distinguished consulting expert of the city, was entirely inconclusive. The body, the expert testified, showed evident marks of violence. There was a distinct lesion of the œsophagus and a decided excoriation of the fibula. The mesodenum was gibbous. There was a certain quantity of flab in the binomium and the proscenium was wide open.

One striking fact, however, was decided from the testimony of the expert, namely, that the stomach of the deceased was found to contain half a pint of arsenic. On this point the questioning of the district attorney was close and technical. Was it unusual, he asked, to find arsenic in the stomach? In the stomach of a club man, no. Was not half a pint a large quantity? He would not say that. Was it a small quantity? He should not care to say that it was. Would half a pint of arsenic cause death? Of a club man, no, not necessarily. That was all.

The other testimony submitted to the inquest jury brought out various facts of a substantive character, but calculated rather to complicate than to unravel the mystery. The butler swore that on the very day of the murder he had served his master a half-pint of arsenic at lunch. But he claimed that this was quite a usual happening with his master. On cross-examination it appeared that he meant apollinaris. He was certain, however, that it was half a pint. The butler, it was shown, had been in Kivas Kelly’s employ for twenty years.

The coachman, an Irishman, was closely questioned. He had been in Mr. Kelly’s employ for three years — ever since his arrival from the old country. Was it true that he had had, on the day of the murder, a violent quarrel with his master? It was. Had he threatened to kill him? No. He had threatened to knock his block off, but not to kill him.

The coroner looked at his notes. “Call Alice Delary,” he commanded. There was a deep sensation in the court as Miss Delary quietly stepped forward to her place in the witness-box.

Tall, graceful and willowy, Alice Delary was in her first burst of womanhood. Those who looked at the beautiful girl realized that if her first burst was like this, what would the second, or the third be like?

The girl was trembling, and evidently distressed, but she gave her evidence in a clear, sweet, low voice. She had been in Mr. Kelly’s employ three years. She was his stenographer. But she came only in the mornings and always left at lunch-time. The question immediately asked by the jury— “Where did she generally have lunch?” — was disallowed by the coroner. Asked by a member of the jury what system of shorthand she used, she answered, “Pitman’s.” Asked by another juryman whether she ever cared to go to moving pictures, she said that she went occasionally. This created a favourable impression. “Miss Delary,” said the district attorney, “I want to ask if it is your hat that was found hanging in the billiard-room after the crime?”

“Don’t you dare ask that girl that,” interrupted the magistrate. “Miss Delary, you may step down.”

But the principal sensation of the day arose out of the evidence offered by Masterman Throgton, general manager of the Planet. Kivas Kelly, he testified, had dined with him at his club on the fateful evening. He had afterwards driven him to his home.

“When you went into the house with the deceased,” asked the district attorney, “how long did you remain there with him?”

“That,” said Throgton quietly, “I must refuse to answer.”

“Would it incriminate you?” asked the coroner, leaning forward.

“It might,” said Throgton.

“Then you’re perfectly right not to answer it,” said the coroner. “Don’t ask him that any more. Ask something else.”

“Then did you,” questioned the attorney, turning to Throgton again, “play a game of billiards with the deceased?”

“Stop, stop,” said the coroner, “that question I can’t allow. It’s too direct, too brutal; there’s something about that question, something mean, dirty. Ask another.”

“Very good,” said the attorney. “Then tell me, Mr. Throgton, if you ever saw this blue envelope before?” He held up in his hand a long blue envelope.

“Never in my life,” said Throgton.

“Of course he didn’t,” said the coroner. “Let’s have a look at it. What is it?”

“This envelope, your Honour, was found sticking out of the waistcoat pocket of the deceased.”

“You don’t say,” said the coroner. “And what’s in it?”

Amid breathless silence, the attorney drew forth a sheet of blue paper, bearing a stamp, and read:

“This is the last will and testament of me, Kivas Kelly of New York. I leave everything of which I die possessed to my nephew, Peter Kelly.”

The entire room gasped. No one spoke. The coroner looked all around. “Has anybody here seen Kelly?” he asked.

There was no answer.

The coroner repeated the question.

No one moved.

“Mr. Coroner,” said the attorney, “it is my opinion that if Peter Kelly is found the mystery is fathomed.”

Ten minutes later the jury returned a verdict of murder against a person or persons unknown, adding that they would bet a dollar that Kelly did it.

The coroner ordered the butler to be released, and directed the issue of a warrant for the arrest of Peter Kelly.


CHAPTER VI. SHOW ME THE MAN WHO WORE THOSE BOOTS
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THE REMAINS OF the unhappy club man were buried on the following day as reverently as those of a club man can be. None followed him to the grave except a few morbid curiosity-seekers, who rode on top of the hearse.

The great city turned again to its usual avocations. The unfathomable mystery was dismissed from the public mind.

Meantime Transome Kent was on the trail. Sleepless, almost foodless, and absolutely drinkless, he was everywhere. He was looking for Peter Kelly. Wherever crowds were gathered, the Investigator was there, searching for Kelly. In the great concourse of the Grand Central Station, Kent moved to and fro, peering into everybody’s face. An official touched him on the shoulder. “Stop peering into the people’s faces,” he said. “I am unravelling a mystery,” Kent answered. “I beg your pardon, sir,” said the man, “I didn’t know.”

Kent was here, and everywhere, moving ceaselessly, pro and con, watching for Kelly. For hours he stood beside the soda-water fountains examining every drinker as he drank. For three days he sat on the steps of Masterman Throgton’s home, disguised as a plumber waiting for a wrench.

But still no trace of Peter Kelly. Young Kelly, it appeared, had lived with his uncle until a little less than three years ago. Then suddenly he had disappeared. He had vanished, as a brilliant writer for the New York Press framed it, as if the earth had swallowed him up.

Transome Kent, however, was not a man to be baffled by initial defeat.

A week later, the Investigator called in at the office of Inspector Edwards.

“Inspector,” he said, “I must have some more clues. Take me again to the Kelly residence. I must re-analyse my first diæresis.”

Together the two friends went to the house. “It is inevitable,” said Kent, as they entered again the fateful billiard-room, “that we have overlooked something.”

“We always do,” said Edwards gloomily.

“Now tell me,” said Kent, as they stood beside the billiard table, “what is your own theory, the police theory, of this murder? Give me your first theory first, and then go on with the others.”

“Our first theory, Mr. Kent, was that the murder was committed by a sailor with a wooden leg, newly landed from Java.”

“Quite so, quite proper,” nodded Kent.

“We knew that he was a sailor,” the Inspector went on, dropping again into his sing-song monotone, “by the extraordinary agility needed to climb up the thirty feet of bare brick wall to the window — a landsman could not have climbed more than twenty; the fact that he was from the East Indies we knew from the peculiar knot about his victim’s neck. We knew that he had a wooden leg — —”

The Inspector paused and looked troubled.

“We knew it.” He paused again. “I’m afraid I can’t remember that one.”

“Tut, tut,” said Kent gently, “you knew it, Edwards, because when he leaned against the billiard table the impress of his hand on the mahogany was deeper on one side than the other. The man was obviously top heavy. But you abandoned this first theory.”

“Certainly, Mr. Kent, we always do. Our second theory was — —”

But Kent had ceased to listen. He had suddenly stooped down and picked up something off the floor.

“Ha ha!” he exclaimed. “What do you make of this?” He held up a square fragment of black cloth.

“We never saw it,” said Edwards.

“Cloth,” muttered Kent, “the missing piece of Kivas Kelly’s dinner jacket.” He whipped out a magnifying glass. “Look,” he said, “it’s been stamped upon — by a man wearing hob-nailed boots — made in Ireland — a man of five feet nine and a half inches high — —”

“One minute, Mr. Kent,” interrupted the Inspector, greatly excited, “I don’t quite get it.”

“The depth of the dint proves the lift of his foot,” said Kent impatiently, “and the lift of the foot indicates at once the man’s height. Edwards, find me the man who wore these boots and the mystery is solved!”

At that very moment a heavy step, unmistakably to the trained ear that of a man in hob-nailed boots, was heard upon the stair. The door opened and a man stood hesitating in the doorway.

Both Kent and Edwards gave a start, two starts, of surprise.

The man was exactly five feet nine and a half inches high. He was dressed in coachman’s dress. His face was saturnine and evil.

It was Dennis, the coachman of the murdered man.

“If you’re Mr. Kent,” he said, “there’s a lady here asking for you.”


CHAPTER VII. OH, MR. KENT, SAVE ME!
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IN ANOTHER MOMENT an absolutely noiseless step was heard upon the stair.

A young girl entered, a girl, tall, willowy and beautiful, in the first burst, or just about the first burst, of womanhood.

It was Alice Delary.

She was dressed with extreme taste, but Kent’s quick eye noted at once that she wore no hat.

“Mr. Kent,” she cried, “you are Mr. Kent, are you not? They told me that you were here. Oh, Mr. Kent, help me, save me!”

She seemed to shudder into herself a moment. Her breath came and went quickly.

She reached out her two hands.

“Calm yourself, my dear young lady,” said Kent, taking them. “Don’t let your breath come and go so much. Trust me. Tell me all.”

“Mr. Kent,” said Delary, regaining her control, but still trembling, “I want my hat.”

Kent let go the beautiful girl’s hands. “Sit down,” he said. Then he went across the room and fetched the hat, the light gossamer hat, with flowers in it, that still hung on a peg.

“Oh, I am so glad to get it back,” cried the girl. “I can never thank you enough. I was afraid to come for it.”

“It is all right,” said the Inspector. “The police theory was that it was the housekeeper’s hat. You are welcome to it.”

Kent had been looking closely at the girl before him.

“You have more to say than that,” he said. “Tell me all.”

“Oh, I will, I will, Mr. Kent. That dreadful night! I was here. I saw, at least I heard it all.”

She shuddered.

“Oh, Mr. Kent, it was dreadful! I had come back that evening to the library to finish some work. I knew that Mr. Kelly was to dine out and that I would be alone. I had been working quietly for some time when I became aware of voices in the billiard-room. I tried not to listen, but they seemed to be quarrelling, and I couldn’t help hearing. Oh, Mr. Kent, was I wrong?”

“No,” said Kent, taking her hand a moment, “you were not.”

“I heard one say, ‘Get your foot off the table, you’ve no right to put your foot on the table.’ Then the other said, ‘Well, you keep your stomach off the cushion then.’” The girl shivered. “Then presently one said, quite fiercely, ‘Get back into balk there, get back fifteen inches,’ and the other voice said, ‘By God! I’ll shoot from here.’ Then there was a dead stillness, and then a voice almost screamed, ‘You’ve potted me. You’ve potted me. That ends it.’ And then I heard the other say in a low tone, ‘Forgive me, I didn’t mean it. I never meant it to end that way.’

“I was so frightened, Mr. Kent, I couldn’t stay any longer. I rushed downstairs and ran all the way home. Then next day I read what had happened, and I knew that I had left my hat there, and was afraid. Oh, Mr. Kent, save me!”

“Miss Delary,” said the Investigator, taking again the girl’s hands and looking into her eyes, “you are safe. Tell me only one thing. The man who played against Kivas Kelly — did you see him?”

“Only for one moment” — the girl paused— “through the keyhole.”

“What was he like?” asked Kent. “Had he an impenetrable face?”

“He had.”

“Was there anything massive about his face?”

“Oh, yes, yes, it was all massive.”

“Miss Delary,” said Kent, “this mystery is now on the brink of solution. When I have joined the last links of the chain, may I come and tell you all?”

She looked full in his face.

“At any hour of the day or night,” she said, “you may come.”

Then she was gone.


CHAPTER VIII. YOU ARE PETER KELLY
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WITHIN A FEW moments Kent was at the phone.

“I want four, four, four, four. Is that four, four, four, four? Mr. Throgton’s house? I want Mr. Throgton. Mr. Throgton speaking? Mr. Throgton, Kent speaking. The Riverside mystery is solved.”

Kent waited in silence a moment. Then he heard Throgton’s voice — not a note in it disturbed:

“Has anybody found Kelly?”

“Mr. Throgton,” said Kent, and he spoke with a strange meaning in his tone, “the story is a long one. Suppose I relate it to you” — he paused, and laid a peculiar emphasis on what followed— “over a game of billiards.”

“What the devil do you mean?” answered Throgton.

“Let me come round to your house and tell the story. There are points in it that I can best illustrate over a billiard table. Suppose I challenge you to a fifty point game before I tell my story.”

* * * * *

It required no little hardihood to challenge Masterman Throgton at billiards. His reputation at his club as a cool, determined player was surpassed by few. Throgton had been known to run nine, ten, and even twelve at a break. It was not unusual for him to drive his ball clear off the table. His keen eye told him infallibly where each of the three balls was; instinctively he knew which to shoot with.

In Kent, however, he had no mean adversary. The young reporter, though he had never played before, had studied his book to some purpose. His strategy was admirable. Keeping his ball well under the shelter of the cushion, he eluded every stroke of his adversary, and in his turn caused his ball to leap or dart across the table with such speed as to bury itself in the pocket at the side.

The score advanced rapidly, both players standing precisely equal. At the end of the first half-hour it stood at ten all. Throgton, a grim look upon his face, had settled down to work, playing with one knee on the table. Kent, calm but alive with excitement, leaned well forward to his stroke, his eye held within an inch of the ball.

At fifteen they were still even. Throgton with a sudden effort forced a break of three; but Kent rallied and in another twenty minutes they were even again at nineteen all.

But it was soon clear that Transome Kent had something else in mind than to win the game. Presently his opportunity came. With a masterly stroke, such as few trained players could use, he had potted his adversary’s ball. The red ball was left over the very jaws of the pocket. The white was in the centre.

Kent looked into Throgton’s face.

The balls were standing in the very same position on the table as on the night of the murder.

“I did that on purpose,” said Kent quietly.

“What do you mean?” asked Throgton.

“The position of those balls,” said Kent. “Mr. Throgton, come into the library. I have something to say to you. You know already what it is.”

They went into the library. Throgton, his hand unsteady, lighted a cigar.

“Well,” he said, “what is it?”

“Mr. Throgton,” said Kent, “two weeks ago you gave me a mystery to solve. To-night I can give you the solution. Do you want it?”

Throgton’s face never moved.

“Well,” he said.

“A man’s life,” Kent went on, “may be played out on a billiard table. A man’s soul, Throgton, may be pocketed.”

“What devil’s foolery is this?” said Throgton. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that your crime is known — plotter, schemer that you are, you are found out — hypocrite, traitor; yes, Masterman Throgton, or rather — let me give you your true name-Peter Kelly, murderer, I denounce you!”

Throgton never flinched. He walked across to where Kent stood, and with his open palm he slapped him over the mouth.

“Transome Kent,” he said, “you’re a liar.”

Then he walked back to his chair and sat down.

“Kent,” he continued, “from the first moment of your mock investigation, I knew who you were. Your every step was shadowed, your every movement dogged. Transome Kent — by your true name, Peter Kelly, murderer, I denounce you.”

Kent walked quietly across to Throgton and dealt him a fearful blow behind the ear.

“You’re a liar,” he said, “I am not Peter Kelly.”

They sat looking at one another.

At that moment Throgton’s servant appeared at the door.

“A gentleman to see you, sir.”

“Who?” said Throgton.

“I don’t know, sir, he gave his card.”

Masterman Throgton took the card.

On it was printed:

PETER KELLY


CHAPTER IX. LET ME TELL YOU THE STORY OF MY LIFE
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FOR A MOMENT Throgton and Kent sat looking at one another.

“Show the man up,” said Throgton.

A minute later the door opened and a man entered. Kent’s keen eye analysed him as he stood. His blue clothes, his tanned face, and the extraordinary dexterity of his fingers left no doubt of his calling. He was a sailor.

“Sit down,” said Throgton.

“Thank you,” said the sailor, “it rests my wooden leg.”

The two men looked again. One of the sailor’s legs was made of wood. With a start Kent noticed that it was made of East Indian sandalwood.

“I’ve just come from Java,” said Kelly quietly, as he sat down.

Kent nodded. “I see it all now,” he said. “Throgton, I wronged you. We should have known it was a sailor with a wooden leg from Java. There is no other way.”

“Gentlemen,” said Peter Kelly, “I’ve come to make my confession. It is the usual and right thing to do, gentlemen, and I want to go through with it while I can.”

“One moment,” said Kent, “do you mind interrupting yourself with a hacking cough?”

“Thank you, sir,” said Kelly, “I’ll get to that a little later. Let me begin by telling you the story of my life.”

“No, no,” urged Throgton and Kent, “don’t do that!”

Kelly frowned. “I think I have a right to,” he said. “You’ve got to hear it. As a boy I had a wild, impulsive nature. Had it been curbed — —”

“But it wasn’t,” said Throgton. “What next?”

“I was the sole relative of my uncle, and heir to great wealth. Pampered with every luxury, I was on a footing of — —”

“One minute,” interrupted Kent, rapidly analysing as he listened. “How many legs had you then?”

“Two — on a footing of ease and indolence. I soon lost — —”

“Your leg,” said Throgton. “Mr. Kelly, pray come to the essential things.”

“I will,” said the sailor. “Gentlemen, bad as I was, I was not altogether bad.”

“Of course not,” said Kent and Throgton soothingly. “Probably not more than ninety per cent.”

“Even into my life, gentlemen, love entered. If you had seen her you would have known that she is as innocent as the driven snow. Three years ago she came to my uncle’s house. I loved her. One day, hardly knowing what I was doing, I took her — —” he paused.

“Yes, yes,” said Throgton and Kent, “you took her?”

“To the Aquarium. My uncle heard of it. There was a violent quarrel. He disinherited me and drove me from the house. I had a liking for the sea from a boy.”

“Excuse me,” said Kent, “from what boy?”

Kelly went right on. “I ran away as a sailor before the mast.”

“Pardon me,” interrupted Kent, “I am not used to sea terms. Why didn’t you run behind the mast?”

“Hear me out,” said Kelly, “I am nearly done. We sailed for the East Indies — for Java. There a Malay pirate bit off my leg. I returned home, bitter, disillusioned, the mere wreck that you see. I had but one thought. I meant to kill my uncle.”

For a moment a hacking cough interrupted Kelly. Kent and Throgton nodded quietly to one another.

“I came to his house at night. With the aid of my wooden leg I scaled the wall, lifted the window and entered the billiard-room. There was murder in my heart. Thank God I was spared from that. At the very moment when I got in, a light was turned on in the room and I saw before me — but no, I will not name her — my better angel. ‘Peter!’ she cried, then with a woman’s intuition she exclaimed, ‘You have come to murder your uncle. Don’t do it.’ My whole mood changed. I broke down and cried like a — like a — —”

Kelly paused a moment.

“Like a boob,” said Kent softly. “Go on.”

“When I had done crying, we heard voices. ‘Quick,’ she exclaimed, ‘flee, hide, he must not see you.’ She rushed into the adjoining room, closing the door. My eye had noticed already the trap above. I climbed up to it. Shall I explain how?”

“Don’t,” said Kent, “I can analyse it afterwards.”

“There I saw what passed. I saw Mr. Throgton and Kivas Kelly come in. I watched their game. They were greatly excited and quarrelled over it. Throgton lost.”

The big man nodded with a scowl. “By his potting the white,” he said.

“Precisely,” said Kelly, “he missed the red. Your analysis was wrong, Mr. Kent. The game ended. You started your reasoning from a false diæresis. In billiards people never mark the last point. The board still showed ninety-nine all. Throgton left and my uncle, as often happens, kept trying over the last shot — a half-ball shot, sir, with the red over the pocket. He tried again and again. He couldn’t make it. He tried various ways. His rest was too unsteady. Finally he made his tie into a long loop round his neck and put his cue through it. ‘Now, by gad!’ he said, ‘I can do it.’”

“Ha!” said Kent. “Fool that I was.”

“Exactly,” continued Kelly. “In the excitement of watching my uncle I forgot where I was, I leaned too far over and fell out of the trap. I landed on uncle, just as he was sitting on the table to shoot. He fell.”

“I see it all!” said Kent. “He hit his head, the loop tightened, the cue spun round and he was dead.”

“That’s it,” said Kelly. “I saw that he was dead, and I did not dare to remain. I straightened the knot in his tie, laid his hands reverently across his chest, and departed as I had come.”

“Mr. Kelly,” said Throgton thoughtfully, “the logic of your story is wonderful. It exceeds anything in its line that I have seen published for months. But there is just one point that I fail to grasp. The two bullet holes?”

“They were old ones,” answered the sailor quietly. “My uncle in his youth had led a wild life in the west; he was full of them.”

There was silence for a moment. Then Kelly spoke again:

“My time, gentlemen, is short.” (A hacking cough interrupted him.) “I feel that I am withering. It rests with you, gentlemen, whether or not I walk out of this room a free man.”

Transome Kent rose and walked over to the sailor.

“Mr. Kelly,” he said, “here is my hand.”


CHAPTER X. SO DO I
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A FEW DAYS after the events last narrated, Transome Kent called at the boarding-house of Miss Alice Delary. The young Investigator wore a light grey tweed suit, with a salmon-coloured geranium in his buttonhole. There was something exultant yet at the same time grave in his expression, as of one who has taken a momentous decision, affecting his future life.

“I wonder,” he murmured, “whether I am acting for my happiness.”

He sat down for a moment on the stone steps and analysed himself.

Then he rose.

“I am,” he said, and rang the bell.

“Miss Delary?” said a maid, “she left here two days ago. If you are Mr. Kent, the note on the mantelpiece is for you.”

Without a word (Kent never wasted them) the Investigator opened the note and read:

“Dear Mr. Kent,
“Peter and I were married yesterday morning, and have taken an apartment in Java, New Jersey. You will be glad to hear that Peter’s cough is ever so much better. The lawyers have given Peter his money without the least demur.

“We both feel that your analysis was simply wonderful. Peter says he doesn’t know where he would be without it.

“Very sincerely,

“Alice Kelly.

“P.S. — I forgot to mention to you that I saw Peter in the billiard-room. But your analysis was marvellous just the same.”

* * * * *

That evening Kent sat with Throgton talking over the details of the tragedy.

“Throgton,” he said, “it has occurred to me that there were points about that solution that we didn’t get exactly straight somehow.”

“So do I,” said Throgton. 


BROKEN BARRIERS. OR, RED LOVE ON A BLUE ISLAND
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(THE KIND OF thing that has replaced the good Old Sea Story)

 

It was on a bright August afternoon that I stepped on board the steamer Patagonia at Southampton outward bound for the West Indies and the Port of New Orleans.

I had at the time no presentiment of disaster. I remember remarking to the ship’s purser, as my things were being carried to my state-room, that I had never in all my travels entered upon any voyage with so little premonition of accident. “Very good, Mr. Borus,” he answered. “You will find your state-room in the starboard aisle on the right.” I distinctly recall remarking to the Captain that I had never, in any of my numerous seafarings, seen the sea of a more limpid blue. He agreed with me so entirely, as I recollect it, that he did not even trouble to answer.

Had anyone told me on that bright summer afternoon that our ship would within a week be wrecked among the Dry Tortugas, I should have laughed. Had anyone informed me that I should find myself alone on a raft in the Caribbean Sea, I should have gone into hysterics.

We had hardly entered the waters of the Caribbean when a storm of unprecedented violence broke upon us. Even the Captain had never, so he said, seen anything to compare with it. For two days and nights we encountered and endured the full fury of the sea. Our soup plates were secured with racks and covered with lids. In the smoking-room our glasses had to be set in brackets, and as our steward came and went, we were from moment to moment in imminent danger of seeing him washed overboard.

On the third morning just after daybreak the ship collided with something, probably either a floating rock or one of the dry Tortugas. She blew out her four funnels, the bowsprit dropped out of its place, and the propeller came right off. The Captain, after a brief consultation, decided to abandon her. The boats were lowered, and, the sea being now quite calm, the passengers were emptied into them.

By what accident I was left behind I cannot tell. I had been talking to the second mate and telling him of a rather similar experience of mine in the China Sea, and holding him by the coat as I did so, when quite suddenly he took me by the shoulders, and rushing me into the deserted smoking-room said, “Sit there, Mr. Borus, till I come back for you.” The fellow spoke in such a menacing way that I thought it wiser to comply.

When I came out they were all gone. By good fortune I found one of the ship’s rafts still lying on the deck. I gathered together such articles as might be of use and contrived, though how I do not know, to launch it into the sea.

On my second morning on my raft I was sitting quietly polishing my boots and talking to myself when I became aware of an object floating in the sea close beside the raft. Judge of my feelings when I realized it to be the inanimate body of a girl. Hastily finishing my boots and stopping talking to myself, I made shift as best I could to draw the unhappy girl towards me with a hook.

After several ineffectual attempts I at last managed to obtain a hold of the girl’s clothing and drew her on to the raft.

She was still unconscious. The heavy lifebelt round her person must (so I divined) have kept her afloat after the wreck. Her clothes were sodden, so I reasoned, with the sea-water.

On a handkerchief which was still sticking into the belt of her dress, I could see letters embroidered. Realizing that this was no time for hesitation, and that the girl’s life might depend on my reading her name, I plucked it forth. It was Edith Croyden.

As vigorously as I could I now set to work to rub her hands. My idea was (partly) to restore her circulation. I next removed her boots, which were now rendered useless, as I argued, by the sea-water, and began to rub her feet.

I was just considering what to remove next, when the girl opened her eyes. “Stop rubbing my feet,” she said.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “you mistake me.”

I rose, with a sense of pique which I did not trouble to conceal, and walked to the other end of the raft. I turned my back upon the girl and stood looking out upon the leaden waters of the Caribbean Sea. The ocean was now calm. There was nothing in sight.

I was still searching the horizon when I heard a soft footstep on the raft behind me, and a light hand was laid upon my shoulder. “Forgive me,” said the girl’s voice.

I turned about. Miss Croyden was standing behind me. She had, so I argued, removed her stockings and was standing in her bare feet. There is something, I am free to confess, about a woman in her bare feet which hits me where I live. With instinctive feminine taste the girl had twined a piece of seaweed in her hair. Seaweed, as a rule, gets me every time. But I checked myself.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “there is nothing to forgive.”

At the mention of her name the girl blushed for a moment and seemed about to say something, but stopped.

“Where are we?” she queried presently.

“I don’t know,” I answered, as cheerily as I could, “but I am going to find out.”

“How brave you are!” Miss Croyden exclaimed.

“Not at all,” I said, putting as much heartiness into my voice as I was able to.

The girl watched my preparations with interest.

With the aid of a bent pin hoisted on a long pole I had no difficulty in ascertaining our latitude.

“Miss Croydon,” I said, “I am now about to ascertain our longitude. To do this I must lower myself down into the sea. Pray do not be alarmed or anxious. I shall soon be back.”

With the help of a long line I lowered myself deep down into the sea until I was enabled to ascertain, approximately at any rate, our longitude. A fierce thrill went through me at the thought that this longitude was our longitude, hers and mine. On the way up, hand over hand, I observed a long shark looking at me. Realizing that the fellow if voracious might prove dangerous, I lost but little time — indeed, I may say I lost absolutely no time — in coming up the rope.

The girl was waiting for me.

“Oh, I am so glad you have come back,” she exclaimed, clasping her hands.

“It was nothing,” I said, wiping the water from my ears, and speaking as melodiously as I could.

“Have you found our whereabouts?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered. “Our latitude is normal, but our longitude is, I fear, at least three degrees out of the plumb. I am afraid, Miss Croyden,” I added, speaking as mournfully as I knew how, “that you must reconcile your mind to spending a few days with me on this raft.”

“Is it as bad as that?” she murmured, her eyes upon the sea.

In the long day that followed, I busied myself as much as I could with my work upon the raft, so as to leave the girl as far as possible to herself. It was, so I argued, absolutely necessary to let her feel that she was safe in my keeping. Otherwise she might jump off the raft and I should lose her.

I sorted out my various cans and tins, tested the oil in my chronometer, arranged in neat order my various ropes and apparatus, and got my frying-pan into readiness for any emergency. Of food we had for the present no lack.

With the approach of night I realized that it was necessary to make arrangements for the girl’s comfort. With the aid of a couple of upright poles I stretched a grey blanket across the raft so as to make a complete partition.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “this end of the raft is yours. Here you may sleep in peace.”

“How kind you are,” the girl murmured.

“You will be quite safe from interference,” I added. “I give you my word that I will not obtrude upon you in any way.”

“How chivalrous you are,” she said.

“Not at all,” I answered, as musically as I could. “Understand me, I am now putting my head over this partition for the last time. If there is anything you want, say so now.”

“Nothing,” she answered.

“There is a candle and matches beside you. If there is anything that you want in the night, call me instantly. Remember, at any hour I shall be here. I promise it.”

“Good night,” she murmured. In a few minutes her soft regular breathing told me that she was asleep.

I went forward and seated myself in a tar-bucket, with my head against the mast, to get what sleep I could.

But for some time — why, I do not know — sleep would not come.

The image of Edith Croyden filled my mind. In vain I told myself that she was a stranger to me: that — beyond her longitude — I knew nothing of her. In some strange way this girl had seized hold of me and dominated my senses.

The night was very calm and still, with great stars in a velvet sky. In the darkness I could hear the water lapping the edge of the raft.

I remained thus in deep thought, sinking further and further into the tar-bucket. By the time I reached the bottom of it I realized that I was in love with Edith Croyden.

Then the thought of my wife occurred to me and perplexed me. Our unhappy marriage had taken place three years before. We brought to one another youth, wealth and position. Yet our marriage was a failure. My wife — for what reason I cannot guess — seemed to find my society irksome. In vain I tried to interest her with narratives of my travels. They seemed — in some way that I could not divine — to fatigue her. “Leave me for a little, Harold,” she would say (I forgot to mention that my name is Harold Borus), “I have a pain in my neck.” At her own suggestion I had taken a trip around the world. On my return she urged me to go round again. I was going round for the third time when the wrecking of the steamer had interrupted my trip.

On my own part, too, I am free to confess that my wife’s attitude had aroused in me a sense of pique, not to say injustice. I am not in any way a vain man. Yet her attitude wounded me. I would no sooner begin, “When I was in the Himalayas hunting the humpo or humped buffalo,” than she would interrupt and say, “Oh, Harold, would you mind going down to the billiard-room and seeing if I left my cigarettes under the billiard-table?” When I returned, she was gone.

By agreement we had arranged for a divorce. On my completion of my third voyage we were to meet in New Orleans. Clara was to go there on a separate ship, giving me the choice of oceans.

Had I met Edith Croyden three months later I should have been a man free to woo and win her. As it was I was bound. I must put a clasp of iron on my feelings. I must wear a mask. Cheerful, helpful, and full of narrative, I must yet let fall no word of love to this defenceless girl.

After a great struggle I rose at last from the tar-bucket, feeling, if not a brighter, at least a cleaner man.

Dawn was already breaking. I looked about me. As the sudden beams of the tropic sun illumined the placid sea, I saw immediately before me, only a hundred yards away, an island. A sandy beach sloped back to a rocky eminence, broken with scrub and jungle. I could see a little stream leaping among the rocks. With eager haste I paddled the raft close to the shore till it ground in about ten inches of water.

I leaped into the water.

With the aid of a stout line, I soon made the raft fast to a rock. Then as I turned I saw that Miss Croyden was standing upon the raft, fully dressed, and gazing at me. The morning sunlight played in her hair, and her deep blue eyes were as soft as the Caribbean Sea itself.

“Don’t attempt to wade ashore, Miss Croyden,” I cried in agitation. “Pray do nothing rash. The waters are simply infested with bacilli.”

“But how can I get ashore?” she asked, with a smile which showed all, or nearly all, of her pearl-like teeth.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “there is only one way. I must carry you.”

In another moment I had walked back to the raft and lifted her as tenderly and reverently as if she had been my sister — indeed more so — in my arms.

Her weight seemed nothing. When I get a girl like that in my arms I simply don’t feel it. Just for one moment as I clasped her thus in my arms, a fierce thrill ran through me. But I let it run.

When I had carried her well up the sand close to the little stream, I set her down. To my surprise, she sank down in a limp heap.

The girl had fainted.

I knew that it was no time for hesitation.

Running to the stream, I filled my hat with water and dashed it in her face. Then I took up a handful of mud and threw it at her with all my force. After that I beat her with my hat.

At length she opened her eyes and sat up.

“I must have fainted,” she said, with a little shiver. “I am cold. Oh, if we could only have a fire.”

“I will do my best to make one, Miss Croyden,” I replied, speaking as gymnastically as I could. “I will see what I can do with two dry sticks.”

“With dry sticks?” queried the girl. “Can you light a fire with that? How wonderful you are!”

“I have often seen it done,” I replied thoughtfully; “when I was hunting the humpo, or humped buffalo, in the Himalayas, it was our usual method.”

“Have you really hunted the humpo?” she asked, her eyes large with interest.

“I have indeed,” I said, “but you must rest; later on I will tell you about it.”

“I wish you could tell me now,” she said with a little moan.

Meantime I had managed to select from the driftwood on the beach two sticks that seemed absolutely dry. Placing them carefully together, in Indian fashion, I then struck a match and found no difficulty in setting them on fire.

In a few moments the girl was warming herself beside a generous fire.

Together we breakfasted upon the beach beside the fire, discussing our plans like comrades.

Our meal over, I rose.

“I will leave you here a little,” I said, “while I explore.”

With no great difficulty I made my way through the scrub and climbed the eminence of tumbled rocks that shut in the view.

On my return Miss Croyden was still seated by the fire, her head in her hands.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “we are on an island.”

“Is it inhabited?” she asked.

“Once, perhaps, but not now. It is one of the many keys of the West Indies. Here, in old buccaneering days, the pirates landed and careened their ships.”

“How did they do that?” she asked, fascinated.

“I am not sure,” I answered. “I think with white-wash. At any rate, they gave them a good careening. But since then these solitudes are only the home of the sea-gull, the sea-mew, and the albatross.”

The girl shuddered.

“How lonely!” she said.

“Lonely or not,” I said with a laugh (luckily I can speak with a laugh when I want to), “I must get to work.”

I set myself to work to haul up and arrange our effects. With a few stones I made a rude table and seats. I took care to laugh and sing as much as possible while at my work. The close of the day found me still busy with my labours.

“Miss Croyden,” I said, “I must now arrange a place for you to sleep.”

With the aid of four stakes driven deeply into the ground and with blankets strung upon them, I managed to fashion a sort of rude tent, roofless, but otherwise quite sheltered.

“Miss Croyden,” I said when all was done, “go in there.”

Then, with little straps which I had fastened to the blankets, I buckled her in reverently.

“Good night, Miss Croyden,” I said.

“But you,” she exclaimed, “where will you sleep?”

“Oh, I?” I answered, speaking as exuberantly as I could, “I shall do very well on the ground. But be sure to call me at the slightest sound.”

Then I went out and lay down in a patch of cactus plants.

* * * * *

I need not dwell in detail upon the busy and arduous days that followed our landing upon the island. I had much to do. Each morning I took our latitude and longitude. By this I then set my watch, cooked porridge, and picked flowers till Miss Croyden appeared.

With every day the girl came forth from her habitation as a new surprise in her radiant beauty. One morning she had bound a cluster of wild arbutus about her brow. Another day she had twisted a band of convolvulus around her waist. On a third she had wound herself up in a mat of bulrushes.

With her bare feet and wild bulrushes all around her, she looked as a cave woman might have looked, her eyes radiant with the Caribbean dawn. My whole frame thrilled at the sight of her. At times it was all I could do not to tear the bulrushes off her and beat her with the heads of them. But I schooled myself to restraint, and handed her a rock to sit upon, and passed her her porridge on the end of a shovel with the calm politeness of a friend.

Our breakfast over, my more serious labours of the day began. I busied myself with hauling rocks or boulders along the sand to build us a house against the rainy season. With some tackle from the raft I had made myself a set of harness, by means of which I hitched myself to a boulder. By getting Miss Croyden to beat me over the back with a stick, I found that I made fair progress.

But even as I worked thus for our common comfort, my mind was fiercely filled with the thought of Edith Croyden. I knew that if once the barriers broke everything would be swept away. Heaven alone knows the effort that it cost me. At times nothing but the sternest resolution could hold my fierce impulses in check. Once I came upon the girl writing in the sand with a stick. I looked to see what she had written. I read my own name “Harold.” With a wild cry I leapt into the sea and dived to the bottom of it. When I came up I was calmer. Edith came towards me; all dripping as I was, she placed her hands upon my shoulders. “How grand you are!” she said. “I am,” I answered; then I added, “Miss Croyden, for Heaven’s sake don’t touch me on the ear. I can’t stand it.” I turned from her and looked out over the sea. Presently I heard something like a groan behind me. The girl had thrown herself on the sand and was coiled up in a hoop. “Miss Croyden,” I said, “for God’s sake don’t coil up in a hoop.”

I rushed to the beach and rubbed gravel on my face.

With such activities, alternated with wild bursts of restraint, our life on the island passed as rapidly as in a dream. Had I not taken care to notch the days upon a stick and then cover the stick with tar, I could not have known the passage of the time. The wearing out of our clothing had threatened a serious difficulty. But by good fortune I had seen a large black and white goat wandering among the rocks and had chased it to a standstill. From its skin, leaving the fur still on, Edith had fashioned us clothes. Our boots we had replaced with alligator hide. I had, by a lucky chance, found an alligator upon the beach, and attaching a string to the fellow’s neck I had led him to our camp. I had then poisoned the fellow with tinned salmon and removed his hide.

Our costume was now brought into harmony with our surroundings. For myself, garbed in goatskin with the hair outside, with alligator sandals on my feet and with whiskers at least six inches long, I have no doubt that I resembled the beau ideal of a cave man. With the open-air life a new agility seemed to have come into my limbs. With a single leap in my alligator sandals I was enabled to spring into a coco-nut tree.

As for Edith Croyden, I can only say that as she stood beside me on the beach in her suit of black goatskin (she had chosen the black spots) there were times when I felt like seizing her in the frenzy of my passion and hurling her into the sea. Fur always acts on me just like that.

It was at the opening of the fifth week of our life upon the island that a new and more surprising turn was given to our adventure. It arose out of a certain curiosity, harmless enough, on Edith Croyden’s part. “Mr. Borus,” she said one morning, “I should like so much to see the rest of our island. Can we?”

“Alas, Miss Croyden,” I said, “I fear that there is but little to see. Our island, so far as I can judge, is merely one of the uninhabited keys of the West Indies. It is nothing but rock and sand and scrub. There is no life upon it. I fear,” I added, speaking as jauntily as I could, “that unless we are taken off it we are destined to stay on it.”

“Still I should like to see it,” she persisted.

“Come on, then,” I answered, “if you are good for a climb we can take a look over the ridge of rocks where I went up on the first day.”

We made our way across the sand of the beach, among the rocks and through the close matted scrub, beyond which an eminence of rugged boulders shut out the further view.

Making our way to the top of this we obtained a wide look over the sea. The island stretched away to a considerable distance to the eastward, widening as it went, the complete view of it being shut off by similar and higher ridges of rock.

But it was the nearer view, the foreground, that at once arrested our attention. Edith seized my arm. “Look, oh, look!” she said.

Down just below us on the right hand was a similar beach to the one that we had left. A rude hut had been erected on it and various articles lay strewn about.

Seated on a rock with their backs towards us were a man and a woman. The man was dressed in goatskins, and his whiskers, so I inferred from what I could see of them from the side, were at least as exuberant as mine. The woman was in white fur with a fillet of seaweed round her head. They were sitting close together as if in earnest colloquy.

“Cave people,” whispered Edith, “aborigines of the island.”

But I answered nothing. Something in the tall outline of the seated woman held my eye. A cruel presentiment stabbed me to the heart.

In my agitation my foot overset a stone, which rolled noisily down the rocks. The noise attracted the attention of the two seated below us. They turned and looked searchingly towards the place where we were concealed. Their faces were in plain sight. As I looked at that of the woman I felt my heart cease beating and the colour leave my face.

I looked into Edith’s face. It was as pale as mine.

“What does it mean?” she whispered.

“Miss Croyden,” I answered, “Edith — it means this. I have never found the courage to tell you. I am a married man. The woman seated there is my wife. And I love you.”

Edith put out her arms with a low cry and clasped me about the neck. “Harold,” she murmured, “my Harold.”

“Have I done wrong?” I whispered.

“Only what I have done too,” she answered. “I, too, am married, Harold, and the man sitting there below, John Croyden, is my husband.”

With a wild cry such as a cave man might have uttered, I had leapt to my feet.

“Your husband!” I shouted. “Then, by the living God, he or I shall never leave this place alive.”

He saw me coming as I bounded down the rocks. In an instant he had sprung to his feet. He gave no cry. He asked no question. He stood erect as a cave man would, waiting for his enemy.

And there upon the sands beside the sea we fought, barehanded and weaponless. We fought as cave men fight.

For a while we circled round one another, growling. We circled four times, each watching for an opportunity. Then I picked up a great handful of sand and threw it flap into his face. He grabbed a coco-nut and hit me with it in the stomach. Then I seized a twisted strand of wet seaweed and landed him with it behind the ear. For a moment he staggered. Before he could recover I jumped forward, seized him by the hair, slapped his face twice and then leaped behind a rock. Looking from the side I could see that Croyden, though half dazed, was feeling round for something to throw. To my horror I saw a great stone lying ready to his hand. Beside me was nothing. I gave myself up for lost, when at that very moment I heard Edith’s voice behind me saying, “The shovel, quick, the shovel!” The noble girl had rushed back to our encampment and had fetched me the shovel. “Swat him with that,” she cried. I seized the shovel, and with the roar of a wounded bull — or as near as I could make it — I rushed out from the rock, the shovel swung over my head.

But the fight was all out of Croyden.

“Don’t strike,” he said, “I’m all in. I couldn’t stand a crack with that kind of thing.”

He sat down upon the sand, limp. Seen thus, he somehow seemed to be quite a small man, not a cave man at all. His goatskin suit shrunk in on him. I could hear his pants as he sat.

“I surrender,” he said. “Take both the women. They are yours.”

I stood over him leaning upon the shovel. The two women had closed in near to us.

“I suppose you are her husband, are you?” Croyden went on.

I nodded.

“I thought you were. Take her.”

Meantime Clara had drawn nearer to me. She looked somehow very beautiful with her golden hair in the sunlight, and the white furs draped about her.

“Harold!” she exclaimed. “Harold, is it you? How strange and masterful you look. I didn’t know you were so strong.”

I turned sternly towards her.

“When I was alone,” I said, “on the Himalayas hunting the humpo or humped buffalo — —”

Clara clasped her hands, looking into my face.

“Yes,” she said, “tell me about it.”

Meantime I could see that Edith had gone over to John Croyden.

“John,” she said, “you shouldn’t sit on the wet sand like that. You will get a chill. Let me help you to get up.”

I looked at Clara and at Croyden.

“How has this happened?” I asked. “Tell me.”

“We were on the same ship,” Croyden said. “There came a great storm. Even the Captain had never seen — —”

“I know,” I interrupted, “so had ours.”

“The ship struck a rock, and blew out her four funnels — —”

“Ours did too,” I nodded.

“The bowsprit was broken, and the steward’s pantry was carried away. The Captain gave orders to leave the ship — —”

“It is enough, Croyden,” I said, “I see it all now. You were left behind when the boats cleared, by what accident you don’t know — —”

“I don’t,” said Croyden.

“As best you could, you constructed a raft, and with such haste as you might you placed on it such few things — —”

“Exactly,” he said, “a chronometer, a sextant — —”

“I know,” I continued, “two quadrants, a bucket of water, and a lightning rod. I presume you picked up Clara floating in the sea.”

“I did,” Croyden said; “she was unconscious when I got her, but by rubbing — —”

“Croyden,” I said, raising the shovel again, “cut that out.”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“It’s all right. But you needn’t go on. I see all the rest of your adventures plainly enough.”

“Well, I’m done with it all anyway,” said Croyden gloomily. “You can do what you like. As for me, I’ve got a decent suit back there at our camp, and I’ve got it dried and pressed and I’m going to put it on.”

He rose wearily, Edith standing beside him.

“What’s more, Borus,” he said, “I’ll tell you something. This island is not uninhabited at all.”

“Not uninhabited!” exclaimed Clara and Edith together. I saw each of them give a rapid look at her goatskin suit.

“Nonsense, Croyden,” I said, “this island is one of the West Indian keys. On such a key as this the pirates used to land. Here they careened their ships — —”

“Did what to them?” asked Croyden.

“Careened them all over from one end to the other,” I said. “Here they got water and buried treasure; but beyond that the island was, and remained, only the home of the wild gull and the sea-mews — —”

“All right,” said Croyden, “only it doesn’t happen to be that kind of key. It’s a West Indian island all right, but there’s a summer hotel on the other end of it not two miles away.”

“A summer hotel!” we exclaimed.

“Yes, a hotel. I suspected it all along. I picked up a tennis racket on the beach the first day; and after that I walked over the ridge and through the jungle and I could see the roof of the hotel. Only,” he added rather shamefacedly, “I didn’t like to tell her.”

“Oh, you coward!” cried Clara. “I could slap you.”

“Don’t you dare,” said Edith. “I’m sure you knew it as well as he did. And anyway, I was certain of it myself. I picked up a copy of last week’s paper in a lunch-basket on the beach, and hid it from Mr. Borus. I didn’t want to hurt his feelings.”

At that moment Croyden pointed with a cry towards the sea.

“Look,” he said, “for Heaven’s sake, look!”

He turned.

Less than a quarter of a mile away we could see a large white motor launch coming round the corner. The deck was gay with awnings and bright dresses and parasols.

“Great Heavens!” said Croyden. “I know that launch. It’s the Appin-Joneses’.”

“The Appin-Joneses’!” cried Clara. “Why, we know them too. Don’t you remember, Harold, the Sunday we spent with them on the Hudson?”

Instinctively we had all jumped for cover, behind the rocks.

“Whatever shall we do?” I exclaimed.

“We must get our things,” said Edith Croyden. “Jack, if your suit is ready run and get it and stop the launch. Mrs. Borus and Mr. Borus and I can get our things straightened up while you keep them talking. My suit is nearly ready anyway; I thought some one might come. Mr. Borus, would you mind running and fetching me my things, they’re all in a parcel together? And perhaps if you have a looking-glass and some pins, Mrs. Borus, I could come over and dress with you.”

* * * * *

That same evening we found ourselves all comfortably gathered on the piazza of the Hotel Christopher Columbus. Appin-Jones insisted on making himself our host, and the story of our adventures was related again and again to an admiring audience, with the accompaniment of cigars and iced champagne. Only one detail was suppressed, by common instinct. Both Clara and I felt that it would only raise needless comment to explain that Mr. and Mrs. Croyden had occupied separate encampments.

Nor is it necessary to relate our safe and easy return to New York.

Both Clara and I found Mr. and Mrs. Croyden delightful travelling companions, though perhaps we were not sorry when the moment came to say good-bye.

“The word ‘good-bye,’” I remarked to Clara, as we drove away, “is always a painful one. Oddly enough when I was hunting the humpo, or humped buffalo, of the Himalayas — —”

“Do tell me about it, darling,” whispered Clara, as she nestled beside me in the cab. 


THE KIDNAPPED PLUMBER. A TALE OF THE NEW TIME
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(BEING ONE CHAPTER — and quite enough — from the Reminiscences of an Operating Plumber)

 

“Personally,” said Thornton, speaking for the first time, “I never care to take a case that involves cellar work.”

We were sitting — a little group of us — round about the fire in a comfortable corner of the Steam and Air Club. Our talk had turned, as always happens with a group of professional men, into more or less technical channels. I will not say that we were talking shop; the word has an offensive sound and might be misunderstood. But we were talking as only a group of practising plumbers — including some of the biggest men in the profession — would talk. With the exception of Everett, who had a national reputation as a Consulting Barber, and Thomas, who was a vacuum cleaner expert, I think we all belonged to the same profession. We had been holding a convention, and Fortescue, who had one of the biggest furnace practices in the country, had read us a paper that afternoon — a most revolutionary thing — on External Diagnosis of Defective Feed Pipes, and naturally the thing had bred discussion. Fortescue, who is one of the most brilliant men in the profession, had stoutly maintained his thesis that the only method of diagnosis for trouble in a furnace is to sit down in front of it and look at it for three days; others held out for unscrewing it and carrying it home for consideration; others of us, again, claimed that by tapping the affected spot with a wrench the pipe might be fractured in such a way as to prove that it was breakable. It was at this point that Thornton interrupted with his remark about never being willing to accept a cellar case.

Naturally all the men turned to look at the speaker. Henry Thornton, at the time of which I relate, was at the height of his reputation. Beginning, quite literally, at the bottom of the ladder, he had in twenty years of practice as an operating plumber raised himself to the top of his profession. There was much in his appearance to suggest the underlying reasons of his success. His face, as is usual with men of our calling, had something of the dreamer in it, but the bold set of the jaw indicated determination of an uncommon kind. Three times President of the Plumbers’ Association, Henry Thornton had enjoyed the highest honours of his chosen profession. His book on Nut Coal was recognized as the last word on the subject, and had been crowned by the French Academy of Nuts.

I suppose that one of the principal reasons for his success was his singular coolness and resource. I have seen Thornton enter a kitchen, with that quiet reassuring step of his, and lay out his instruments on the table, while a kitchen tap with a broken washer was sprizzling within a few feet of him, as calmly and as quietly as if he were in his lecture-room of the Plumbers’ College.

“You never go into a cellar?” asked Fortescue. “But hang it, man, I don’t see how one can avoid it!”

“Well, I do avoid it,” answered Thornton, “at least as far as I possibly can. I send down my solderist, of course, but personally, unless it is absolutely necessary, I never go down.”

“That’s all very well, my dear fellow,” Fortescue cut in, “but you know as well as I do that you get case after case where the cellar diagnosis is simply vital. I had a case last week, a most interesting thing—” he turned to the group of us as he spoke— “a double lesion of a gas-pipe under a cement floor — half a dozen of my colleagues had been absolutely baffled. They had made an entirely false diagnosis, operated on the dining-room floor, which they removed and carried home, and when I was called in they had just obtained permission from the Stone Mason’s Protective Association to knock down one side of the house.”

“Excuse me interrupting just a minute,” interjected a member of the group who hailed from a distant city, “have you much trouble about that? I mean about knocking the sides out of houses?”

“No trouble now,” said Fortescue. “We did have. But the public is getting educated up to it. Our law now allows us to knock the side out of a house when we feel that we would really like to see what is in it. We are not allowed, of course, to build it up again.”

“No, of course not,” said the other speaker. “But I suppose you can throw the bricks out on the lawn.”

“Yes,” said Fortescue, “and sit on them to eat lunch. We had a big fight in the legislature over that, but we got it through.”

“Thank you, but I feel I am interrupting.”

“Well, I was only saying that, as soon as I had made up my mind that the trouble was in the cellar, the whole case was simple. I took my colleagues down at once, and we sat on the floor of the cellar and held a consultation till the overpowering smell of gas convinced me that there was nothing for it but an operation on the floor. The whole thing was most successful. I was very glad, as it happened that the proprietor of the house was a very decent fellow, employed, I think, as a manager of a bank, or something of the sort. He was most grateful. It was he who gave me the engraved monkey wrench that some of you were admiring before dinner. After we had finished the whole operation — I forgot to say that we had thrown the coal out on the lawn to avoid any complication — he quite broke down. He offered us to take his whole house and keep it.”

“You don’t do that, do you?” asked the outsider.

“Oh no, never,” said Fortescue. “We’ve made a very strict professional rule against it. We found that some of the younger men were apt to take a house when they were given it, and we had to frown down on it. But, gentlemen, I feel that when Mr. Thornton says that he never goes down into a cellar there must be a story behind it. I think we should invite him to relate it to us.”

A murmur of assent greeted the speaker’s suggestion. For myself I was particularly pleased, inasmuch as I have long felt that Thornton as a raconteur was almost as interesting as in the rôle of an operating plumber. I have often told him that, if he had not happened to meet success in his chosen profession, he could have earned a living as a day writer: a suggestion which he has always taken in good part and without offence.

Those of my readers who have looked through the little volume of Reminiscences which I have put together, will recall the narrative of The Missing Nut and the little tale entitled The Blue Blow Torch as instances in point.

“Not much of a story, perhaps,” said Thornton, “but such as it is you are welcome to it. So, if you will just fill up your glasses with raspberry vinegar, you may have the tale for what it is worth.”

We gladly complied with the suggestion and Thornton continued:

“It happened a good many years ago at a time when I was only a young fellow fresh from college, very proud of my Plumb. B., and inclined to think that I knew it all. I had done a little monograph on Choked Feed in the Blow Torch, which had attracted attention, and I suppose that altogether I was about as conceited a young puppy as one would find in the profession. I should mention that at this time I was not married, but had set up a modest apartment of my own with a consulting-room and a single manservant. Naturally I could not afford the services of a solderist or a gassist and did everything for myself, though Simmons, my man, could at a pinch be utilized to tear down plaster and break furniture.”

Thornton paused to take a sip of raspberry vinegar and went on:

“Well, then. I had come home to dinner particularly tired after a long day. I had sat in an attic the greater part of the afternoon (a case of top story valvular trouble) and had had to sit in a cramped position which practically forbade sleep. I was feeling, therefore, none too well pleased, when a little while after dinner the bell rang and Simmons brought word to the library that there was a client in the consulting-room. I reminded the fellow that I could not possibly consider a case at such an advanced hour unless I were paid emergency overtime wages with time and a half during the day of recovery.”

“One moment,” interrupted the outside member. “You don’t mention compensation for mental shock. Do you not draw that here?”

“We do now” explained Thornton, “but the time of which I speak is some years ago and we still got nothing for mental shock, nor disturbance of equilibrium. Nowadays, of course, one would insist on a substantial retainer in advance.

“Well, to continue. Simmons, to my surprise, told me that he had already informed the client of this fact, and that the answer had only been a plea that the case was too urgent to admit of delay. He also supplied the further information that the client was a young lady. I am afraid,” added Thornton, looking round his audience with a sympathetic smile, “that Simmons (I had got him from Harvard and he had not yet quite learned his place) even said something about her being strikingly handsome.”

A general laugh greeted Thornton’s announcement.

“After all,” said Fortescue, “I never could see why an Ice Man should be supposed to have a monopoly on gallantry.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Thornton. “For my part — I say it without affectation — the moment I am called in professionally, women, as women, cease to exist for me. I can stand beside them in the kitchen and explain to them the feed tap of a kitchen range without feeling them to be anything other than simply clients. And for the most part, I think, they reciprocate that attention. There are women, of course, who will call a man in with motives — but that’s another story. I must get back to what I was saying.

“On entering the consulting-room I saw at once that Simmons had exaggerated nothing in describing my young client as beautiful. I have seldom, even among our own class, seen a more strikingly handsome girl. She was dressed in a very plain and simple fashion which showed me at once that she belonged merely to the capitalist class. I am, as I think you know, something of an observer, and my eye at once noted the absence of heavy gold ear-rings and wrist-bangles. The blue feathers at the side of her hat were none of them more than six inches long, and the buttons on her jacket were so inconspicuous that one would hardly notice them. In short, while her dress was no doubt good and serviceable, there was an absence of chic, a lack of noise about it, that told at once the tale of narrow circumstances.

“She was evidently in great distress.

“‘Oh, Mr. Thornton,’ she exclaimed, advancing towards me, ‘do come to our house at once. I simply don’t know what to do.’

“She spoke with great emotion, and seemed almost on the point of breaking into tears.

“‘Pray, calm yourself, my dear young lady,’ I said, ‘and try to tell me what is the trouble.’

“‘Oh, don’t lose any time,’ she said, ‘do, do come at once.’

“‘We will lose no time’ I said reassuringly, as I looked at my watch. ‘It is now seven-thirty. We will reckon the time from now, with overtime at time and a half. But if I am to do anything for you I must have some idea of what has happened.’

“‘The cellar boiler,’ she moaned, clasping her hands together, ‘the cellar boiler won’t work!’

“‘Ah!’ I said soothingly. ‘The cellar boiler won’t work. Now tell me, is the feed choked, miss?’

“‘I don’t know,’ she exclaimed.

“‘Have you tried letting off the exhaust?’

“She shook her head with a doleful look.

“‘I don’t know what it is,’ she said.

“But already I was hastily gathering together a few instruments, questioning her rapidly as I did so.

“‘How’s your pressure gauge?’ I asked. ‘How’s your water? Do you draw from the mains or are you on the high level reservoir?’

“It had occurred to me at once that it might be merely a case of stoppage of her main feed, complicated, perhaps, with a valvular trouble in her exhaust. On the other hand it was clear enough that, if her feed was full and her gauges working, her trouble was more likely a leak somewhere in her piping.

“But all attempts to draw from the girl any clear idea of the symptoms were unavailing. All she could tell me was that the cellar boiler wouldn’t work. Beyond that her answers were mere confusion. I gathered enough, however, to feel sure that her main feed was still working, and that her top story check valve was probably in order. With that I had to be content.

“As a young practitioner, I had as yet no motor car. Simmons, however, summoned me a taxi, into which I hurriedly placed the girl and my basket of instruments, and was soon speeding in the direction she indicated. It was a dark, lowering night, with flecks of rain against the windows of the cab, and there was something in the lateness of the hour (it was now after half-past eight) and the nature of my mission which gave me a stimulating sense of adventure. The girl directed me, as I felt sure she would, towards the capitalist quarter of the town. We had soon sped away from the brightly lighted streets and tall apartment buildings among which my usual practice lay, and entered the gloomy and dilapidated section of the city where the unhappy capitalist class reside. I need not remind those of you who know it that it is scarcely a cheerful place to find oneself in after nightfall. The thick growth of trees, the silent gloom of the ill-lighted houses, and the rank undergrowth of shrubs give it an air of desolation, not to say danger. It is certainly not the place that a professional man would choose to be abroad in after dark. The inhabitants, living, so it is said, on their scanty dividends and on such parts of their income as our taxation is still unable to reach, are not people that one would care to fall in with after nightfall.

“Since the time of which I speak we have done much to introduce a better state of things. The opening of day schools of carpentry, plumbing and calcimining for the children of the capitalist is already producing results. Strange though it may seem, one of the most brilliant of our boiler fitters of to-day was brought up haphazard in this very quarter of the town and educated only by a French governess and a university tutor. But at the time practically nothing had been done. The place was infested with consumers, and there were still, so it was said, servants living in some of the older houses. A butler had been caught one night in a thick shrubbery beside one of the gloomy streets.

“We alighted at one of the most sombre of the houses, and our taxi-driver, with evident relief, made off in the darkness.

“The girl admitted us into a dark hall, where she turned on an electric light. ‘We have light,’ she said, with that peculiar touch of pride that one sees so often in her class, ‘we have four bulbs.’

“Then she called down a flight of stairs that apparently led to the cellar:

“‘Father, the plumber has come. Do come up now, dear, and rest.’

“A step sounded on the stairs, and there appeared beside us one of the most forbidding-looking men that I have ever beheld. I don’t know whether any of you have ever seen an Anglican Bishop. Probably not. Outside of the bush, they are now never seen. But at the time of which I speak there were a few still here and there in the purlieus of the city. The man before us was tall and ferocious, and his native ferocity was further enhanced by the heavy black beard which he wore in open defiance of the compulsory shaving laws. His black shovel-shaped hat and his black clothes lent him a singularly sinister appearance, while his legs were bound in tight gaiters, as if ready for an instant spring. He carried in his hand an enormous monkey wrench, on which his fingers were clasped in a restless grip.

“‘Can you fix the accursed thing?’ he asked.

“I was not accustomed to being spoken to in this way, but I was willing for the girl’s sake to strain professional courtesy to the limit.

“‘I don’t know,’ I answered, ‘but if you will have the goodness first to fetch me a little light supper, I shall be glad to see what I can do afterwards.’

“My firm manner had its effect. With obvious reluctance the fellow served me some biscuits and some not bad champagne in the dining-room.

“The girl had meantime disappeared upstairs.

“‘If you’re ready now,’ said the Bishop, ‘come on down.’

“We went down to the cellar. It was a huge, gloomy place, with a cement floor, lighted by a dim electric bulb. I could see in the corner the outline of a large furnace (in those days the poorer classes had still no central heat) and near it a tall boiler. In front of this a man was kneeling, evidently trying to unscrew a nut, but twisting it the wrong way. He was an elderly man with a grey moustache, and was dressed, in open defiance of the law, in a military costume or uniform.

“He turned round towards us and rose from his knees.

“‘I’m dashed if I can make the rotten thing go round,’ he said.

“‘It’s all right, General,’ said the Bishop. ‘I have brought a plumber.’

“For the next few minutes my professional interest absorbed all my faculties. I laid out my instruments upon a board, tapped the boiler with a small hammer, tested the feed-tube, and in a few moments had made what I was convinced was a correct diagnosis of the trouble.

“But here I encountered the greatest professional dilemma in which I have ever been placed. There was nothing wrong with the boiler at all. It connected, as I ascertained at once by a thermo-dynamic valvular test, with the furnace (in fact, I could see it did), and the furnace quite evidently had been allowed to go out.

“What was I to do? If I told them this, I broke every professional rule of our union. If the thing became known I should probably be disbarred and lose my overalls for it. It was my plain professional duty to take a large hammer and knock holes in the boiler with it, smash up the furnace pipes, start a leak of gas, and then call in three or more of my colleagues.

“But somehow I couldn’t find it in my heart to do it. The thought of the girl’s appealing face arose before me.

“‘How long has this trouble been going on?’ I asked sternly.

“‘Quite a time,’ answered the Bishop. ‘It began, did it not, General, the same day that the confounded furnace went out? The General here and Admiral Hay and I have been working at it for three days.’

“‘Well, gentlemen,’ I said, ‘I don’t want to read you a lesson on your own ineptitude, and I don’t suppose you would understand it if I did. But don’t you see that the whole trouble is because you let the furnace out? The boiler itself is all right, but you see, gents, it feeds off the furnace.’

“‘Ah,’ said the Bishop in a deep melodious tone, ‘it feeds off the furnace. Now that is most interesting. Let me repeat that; I must try to remember it; it feeds off the furnace. Just so.’

“The upshot was that in twenty minutes we had the whole thing put to rights. I set the General breaking up boxes and had the Bishop rake out the clinkers, and very soon we had the furnace going and the boiler in operation.

“‘But now tell me,’ said the Bishop, ‘suppose one wanted to let the furnace out — suppose, I mean to say, that it was summer-time, and suppose one rather felt that one didn’t care about a furnace and yet one wanted one’s boiler going for one’s hot water, and that sort of thing, what would one do?’

“‘In that case,’ I said, ‘you couldn’t run your heating off your furnace: you’d have to connect in your tubing with a gas generator.’

“‘Ah, there you get me rather beyond my depth,’ said the Bishop.

“The General shook his head. ‘Bishop,’ he said, ‘just step upstairs a minute; I have an idea.’

“They went up together, leaving me below. To my surprise and consternation, as they reached the top of the cellar stairs, I saw the General swing the door shut and heard a key turn in the lock. I rushed to the top of the stairs and tried in vain to open the door. I was trapped. In a moment I realized my folly in trusting myself in the hands of these people.

“I could hear their voices in the hall, apparently in eager discussion.

“‘But the fellow is priceless,’ the General was saying. ‘We could take him round to all the different houses and make him fix them all. Hang it, Bishop, I haven’t had a decent tap running for two years, and Admiral Hay’s pantry has been flooded since last March.’

“‘But one couldn’t compel him?’

“‘Certainly, why not? I’d compel him bally quick with this.’

“I couldn’t see what the General referred to, but had no doubt that it was the huge wrench that he still carried in his hand.

“‘We could gag the fellow,’ he went on, ‘take him from house to house and make him put everything right.’

“‘Ah, but afterwards?’ said the Bishop.

“‘Afterwards,’ answered the General, ‘why kill him! Knock him on the head and bury him under the cement in the cellar. Hay and I could easily bury him, or for that matter I imagine one could easily use the furnace itself to dispose of him.’

“I must confess that my blood ran cold as I listened.

“‘But do you think it right?’ objected the Bishop. ‘You will say, of course, that it is only killing a plumber; but yet one asks oneself whether it wouldn’t be just a leetle bit unjustifiable.’

“‘Nonsense,’ said the General. ‘You remember that last year, when Hay strangled the income tax collector, you yourself were very keen on it.’

“‘Ah, that was different,’ said the Bishop, ‘one felt there that there was an end to serve, but here — —’

“‘Nonsense,’ repeated the General, ‘come along and get Hay. He’ll make short work of him.’

“I heard their retreating footsteps and then all was still.

“The horror which filled my mind as I sat in the half darkness waiting for their return I cannot describe. My fate appeared sealed and I gave myself up for lost, when presently I heard a light step in the hall and the key turned in the lock.

“The girl stood in front of me. She was trembling with emotion.

“‘Quick, quick, Mr. Thornton,’ she said. ‘I heard all that they said. Oh, I think it’s dreadful of them, simply dreadful. Mr. Thornton, I’m really ashamed that Father should act that way.’

“I came out into the hall still half dazed.

“‘They’ve gone over to Admiral Hay’s house, there among the trees. That’s their lantern. Please, please, don’t lose a minute. Do you mind not having a cab? I think really you’d prefer not to wait. And look, won’t you please take this?’ — she handed me a little packet as she spoke— ‘this is a piece of pie: you always get that, don’t you? and there’s a bit of cheese with it, but please run.’

“In another moment I had bounded from the door into the darkness. A wild rush through the darkened streets, and in twenty minutes I was safe back again in my own consulting-room.”

Thornton paused in his narrative, and at that moment one of the stewards of the club came and whispered something in his ear.

He rose.

“I’m sorry,” he said, with a grave face. “I’m called away; a very old client of mine. Valvular trouble of the worst kind. I doubt if I can do anything, but I must at least go. Please don’t let me break up your evening, however.”

With a courtly bow he left us.

“And do you know the sequel to Thornton’s story?” asked Fortescue with a smile.

We looked expectantly at him.

“Why, he married the girl,” explained Fortescue. “You see, he had to go back to her house for his wrench. One always does.”

“Of course,” we exclaimed.

“In fact he went three times; and the last time he asked the girl to marry him and she said ‘yes.’ He took her out of her surroundings[* *missing comma?] had her educated at a cooking school, and had her given lessons on the parlour organ. She’s Mrs. Thornton now.”

“And the Bishop?” asked some one.

“Oh, Thornton looked after him. He got him a position heating furnaces in the synagogues. He worked at it till he died a few years ago. They say that once he got the trick of it he took the greatest delight in it. Well, I must go too. Good night.” 


THE BLUE AND THE GREY. A PRE-WAR WAR STORY
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(THE TITLE IS selected for its originality. A set of seventy-five maps will be supplied to any reader free for seventy-five cents. This offer is only open till it is closed)


CHAPTER I. 
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THE SCENE WAS a striking one. It was night. Never had the Mississippi presented a more remarkable appearance. Broad bayous, swollen beyond our powers of description, swirled to and fro in the darkness under trees garlanded with Spanish moss. All moss other than Spanish had been swept away by the angry flood of the river.

Eggleston Lee Carey Randolph, a young Virginian, captain of the —— th company of the —— th regiment of — — ‘s brigade — even this is more than we ought to say, and is hard to pronounce — attached to the Army of the Tennessee, struggled in vain with the swollen waters. At times he sank. At other times he went up.

In the intervals he wondered whether it would ever be possible for him to rejoin the particular platoon of the particular regiment to which he belonged, and of which’s whereabouts (not having the volume of the army record at hand) he was in ignorance. In the intervals, also, he reflected on his past life to a sufficient extent to give the reader a more or less workable idea as to who and to what he was. His father, the old grey-haired Virginian aristocrat, he could see him still. “Take this sword, Eggleston,” he had said, “use it for the State; never for anything else: don’t cut string with it or open tin cans. Never sheathe it till the soil of Virginia is free. Keep it bright, my boy: oil it every now and then, and you’ll find it an A 1 sword.”

Did Eggleston think, too, in his dire peril of another — younger than his father and fairer? Necessarily, he did. “Go, Eggleston!” she had exclaimed, as they said farewell under the portico of his father’s house where she was visiting, “it is your duty. But mine lies elsewhere. I cannot forget that I am a Northern girl. I must return at once to my people in Pennsylvania. Oh, Egg, when will this cruel war end?”

So had the lovers parted.

Meanwhile — while Eggleston is going up and down for the third time, which is of course the last — suppose we leave him, and turn to consider the general position of the Confederacy. All right: suppose we do.


CHAPTER II. 
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AT THIS DATE the Confederate Army of the Tennessee was extended in a line with its right resting on the Tennessee and its left resting on the Mississippi. Its rear rested on the rugged stone hills of the Chickasaba range, while its front rested on the marshes and bayous of the Yazoo. Having thus — as far as we understand military matters — both its flanks covered and its rear protected, its position was one which we ourselves consider very comfortable.

It was thus in an admirable situation for holding a review or for discussing the Constitution of the United States in reference to the right of secession.

The following generals rode up and down in front of the army, namely, Mr. A. P. Hill, Mr. Longstreet, and Mr. Joseph Johnston. All these three celebrated men are thus presented to our readers at one and the same time without extra charge.

But who is this tall, commanding figure who rides beside them, his head bent as if listening to what they are saying (he really isn’t) while his eye alternately flashes with animation or softens to its natural melancholy? (In fact, we can only compare it to an electric light bulb with the power gone wrong.) Who is it? It is Jefferson C. Davis, President, as our readers will be gratified to learn, of the Confederate States.

It being a fine day and altogether suitable for the purpose, General Longstreet reined in his prancing black charger (during this distressed period all the horses in both armies were charged: there was no other way to pay for them), and in a few terse words, about three pages, gave his views on the Constitution of the United States.

Jefferson Davis, standing up in his stirrups, delivered a stirring harangue, about six columns, on the powers of the Supreme Court, admirably calculated to rouse the soldiers to frenzy. After which General A. P. Hill offered a short address, soldier-like and to the point, on the fundamental principles of international law, which inflamed the army to the highest pitch.

At this moment an officer approached the President, saluted and stood rigidly at attention. Davis, with that nice punctilio which marked the Southern army, returned the salute.

“Do you speak first?” he said, “or did I?”

“Let me,” said the officer. “Your Excellency,” he continued, “a young Virginian officer has just been fished out of the Mississippi.”

Davis’s eye flashed. “Good!” he said. “Look and see if there are many more,” and then he added with a touch of melancholy, “The South needs them: fish them all out. Bring this one here.”

Eggleston Lee Carey Randolph, still dripping from the waters of the bayou, was led by the faithful negroes who had rescued him before the generals. Davis, who kept every thread of the vast panorama of the war in his intricate brain, eyed him keenly and directed a few searching questions to him, such as: “Who are you? Where are you? What day of the week is it? How much is nine times twelve?” and so forth. Satisfied with Eggleston’s answers, Davis sat in thought a moment, and then continued:

“I am anxious to send some one through the entire line of the Confederate armies in such a way that he will be present at all the great battles and end up at the battle of Gettysburg. Can you do it?”

Randolph looked at his chief with a flush of pride.

“I can.”

“Good!” resumed Davis. “To accomplish this task you must carry despatches. What they will be about I have not yet decided. But it is customary in such cases to write them so that they are calculated, if lost, to endanger the entire Confederate cause. The main thing is, can you carry them?”

“Sir,” said Eggleston, raising his hand in a military salute, “I am a Randolph.”

Davis with soldierly dignity removed his hat. “I am proud to hear it, Captain Randolph,” he said.

“And a Carey,” continued our hero.

Davis, with a graciousness all his own, took off his gloves. “I trust you, Major Randolph,” he said.

“And I am a Lee,” added Eggleston quickly.

Davis with a courtly bow unbuttoned his jacket. “It is enough,” he said. “I trust you. You shall carry the despatches. You are to carry them on your person and, as of course you understand, you are to keep on losing them. You are to drop them into rivers, hide them in old trees, bury them under moss, talk about them in your sleep. In fact, sir,” said Davis, with a slight gesture of impatience — it was his one fault— “you must act towards them as any bearer of Confederate despatches is expected to act. The point is, can you do it, or can’t you?”

“Sir,” said Randolph, saluting again with simple dignity, “I come from Virginia.”

“Pardon me,” said the President, saluting with both hands, “I had forgotten it.”


CHAPTER III. 
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RANDOLPH SET OUT that night, mounted upon the fastest horse, in fact the fleetest, that the Confederate Army could supply. He was attended only by a dozen faithful negroes, all devoted to his person.

Riding over the Tennessee mountains by paths known absolutely to no one and never advertised, he crossed the Tombigbee, the Tahoochie and the Tallahassee, all frightfully swollen, and arrived at the headquarters of General Braxton Bragg.

At this moment Bragg was extended over some seven miles of bush and dense swamp. His front rested on the marshes of the Tahoochie River, while his rear was doubled sharply back and rested on a dense growth of cactus plants. Our readers can thus form a fairly accurate idea of Bragg’s position. Over against him, not more than fifty miles to the north, his indomitable opponent, Grant, lay in a frog-swamp. The space between them was filled with Union and Confederate pickets, fraternizing, joking, roasting corn, and firing an occasional shot at one another.

One glance at Randolph’s despatches was enough.

“Take them at once to General Hood,” said Bragg.

“Where is he?” asked Eggleston, with military precision.

Bragg waved his sword towards the east. It was characteristic of the man that even on active service he carried a short sword, while a pistol, probably loaded, protruded from his belt. But such was Bragg. Anyway, he waved his sword. “Over there beyond the Tahoochicaba range,” he said. “Do you know it?”

“No,” said Randolph, “but I can find it.”

“Do,” said Bragg, and added, “One thing more. On your present mission let nothing stop you. Go forward at all costs. If you come to a river, swim it. If you come to a tree, cut it down. If you strike a fence, climb over it. But don’t stop! If you are killed, never mind. Do you understand?”

“Almost,” said Eggleston.

Two days later Eggleston reached the headquarters of General Hood, and flung himself, rather than dismounted, from his jaded horse.

“Take me to the General!” he gasped.

They pointed to the log cabin in which General Hood was quartered.

Eggleston flung himself, rather than stepped, through the door.

Hood looked up from the table.

“Who was that flung himself in?” he asked.

Randolph reached out his hand. “Despatches!” he gasped. “Food, whisky!”

“Poor lad,” said the General, “you are exhausted. When did you last have food?”

“Yesterday morning,” gasped Eggleston.

“You’re lucky,” said Hood bitterly. “And when did you last have a drink?”

“Two weeks ago,” answered Randolph.

“Great Heaven!” said Hood, starting up. “Is it possible? Here, quick, drink it!”

He reached out a bottle of whisky. Randolph drained it to the last drop.

“Now, General,” he said, “I am at your service.”

Meanwhile Hood had cast his eye over the despatches.

“Major Randolph,” he said, “you have seen General Bragg?”

“I have.”

“And Generals Johnston and Smith?”

“Yes.”

“You have been through Mississippi and Tennessee and seen all the battles there?”

“I have,” said Randolph.

“Then,” said Hood, “there is nothing left except to send you at once to the army in Virginia under General Lee. Remount your horse at once and ride to Gettysburg. Lose no time.”


CHAPTER IV. 
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IT WAS AT Gettysburg in Pennsylvania that Randolph found General Lee.

The famous field is too well known to need description. The armies of the North and the South lay in and around the peaceful village of Gettysburg. About it the yellow cornfields basked in the summer sun. The voices of the teachers and the laughter of merry children rose in the harvest-fields. But already the shadow of war was falling over the landscape. As soon as the armies arrived, the shrewder of the farmers suspected that there would be trouble.

General Lee was seated gravely on his horse, looking gravely over the ground before him.

“Major Randolph,” said the Confederate chieftain gravely, “you are just in time. We are about to go into action. I need your advice.”

Randolph bowed. “Ask me anything you like,” he said.

“Do you like the way I have the army placed?” asked Lee.

Our hero directed a searching look over the field. “Frankly, I don’t,” he said.

“What’s the matter with it?” questioned Lee eagerly. “I felt there was something wrong myself. What is it?”

“Your left,” said Randolph, “is too far advanced. It sticks out.”

“By Heaven!” said Lee, turning to General Longstreet, “the boy is right! Is there anything else?”

“Yes,” said Randolph, “your right is crooked. It is all sideways.”

“It is. It is!” said Lee, striking his forehead. “I never noticed it. I’ll have it straightened at once. Major Randolph, if the Confederate cause is saved, you, and you alone, have saved it.”

“One thing more,” said Randolph. “Is your artillery loaded?”

“Major Randolph,” said Lee, speaking very gravely, “you have saved us again. I never thought of it.”

At this moment a bullet sang past Eggleston’s ear. He smiled.

“The battle has begun,” he murmured. Another bullet buzzed past his other ear. He laughed softly to himself. A shell burst close to his feet. He broke into uncontrolled laughter. This kind of thing always amused him. Then, turning grave in a moment, “Put General Lee under cover,” he said to those about him, “spread something over him.”

In a few moments the battle was raging in all directions. The Confederate Army was nominally controlled by General Lee, but in reality by our hero. Eggleston was everywhere. Horses were shot under him. Mules were shot around him and behind him. Shells exploded all over him; but with undaunted courage he continued to wave his sword in all directions, riding wherever the fight was hottest.

The battle raged for three days.

On the third day of the conflict, Randolph, his coat shot to rags, his hat pierced, his trousers practically useless, still stood at Lee’s side, urging and encouraging him.

Mounted on his charger, he flew to and fro in all parts of the field, moving the artillery, leading the cavalry, animating and directing the infantry. In fact, he was the whole battle.

But his efforts were in vain.

He turned sadly to General Lee. “It is bootless,” he said.

“What is?” asked Lee.

“The army,” said Randolph. “We must withdraw it.”

“Major Randolph,” said the Confederate chief, “I yield to your superior knowledge. We must retreat.”

A few hours later the Confederate forces, checked but not beaten, were retiring southward towards Virginia.

Eggleston, his head sunk in thought, rode in the rear.

As he thus slowly neared a farmhouse, a woman — a girl — flew from it towards him with outstretched arms.

“Eggleston!” she cried.

Randolph flung himself from his horse. “Leonora!” he gasped. “You here! In all this danger! How comes it? What brings you here?”

“We live here,” she said. “This is Pa’s house. This is our farm. Gettysburg is our home. Oh, Egg, it has been dreadful, the noise of the battle! We couldn’t sleep for it. Pa’s all upset about it. But come in. Do come in. Dinner’s nearly ready.”

Eggleston gazed a moment at the retreating army. Duty and affection struggled in his heart.

“I will,” he said.


CHAPTER V. CONCLUSION
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THE STRIFE IS done. The conflict has ceased. The wounds are healed. North and South are one. East and West are even less. The Civil War is over. Lee is dead. Grant is buried in New York. The Union Pacific runs from Omaha to San Francisco. There is total prohibition in the United States. The output of dressed beef last year broke all records.

And Eggleston Lee Carey Randolph survives, hale and hearty, bright and cheery, free and easy — and so forth. There is grey hair upon his temples (some, not much), and his step has lost something of its elasticity (not a great deal), and his form is somewhat bowed (though not really crooked).

But he still lives there in the farmstead at Gettysburg, and Leonora, now, like himself, an old woman, is still at his side.

You may see him any day. In fact, he is the old man who shows you over the battlefield for fifty cents and explains how he himself fought and won the great battle.


BUGGAM GRANGE. A GOOD OLD GHOST STORY
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THE EVENING WAS already falling as the vehicle in which I was contained entered upon the long and gloomy avenue that leads to Buggam Grange.

A resounding shriek echoed through the wood as I entered the avenue. I paid no attention to it at the moment, judging it to be merely one of those resounding shrieks which one might expect to hear in such a place at such a time. As my drive continued, however I found myself wondering in spite of myself why such a shriek should have been uttered at the very moment of my approach.

I am not by temperament in any degree a nervous man, and yet there was much in my surroundings to justify a certain feeling of apprehension. The Grange is situated in the loneliest part of England, the marsh country of the fens to which civilization has still hardly penetrated. The inhabitants, of whom there are only one and a half to the square mile, live here and there among the fens and eke out a miserable existence by frog-fishing and catching flies. They speak a dialect so broken as to be practically unintelligible, while the perpetual rain which falls upon them renders speech itself almost superfluous.

Here and there where the ground rises slightly above the level of the fens there are dense woods tangled with parasitic creepers and filled with owls. Bats fly from wood to wood. The air on the lower ground is charged with the poisonous gases which exude from the marsh, while in the woods it is heavy with the dank odours of deadly nightshade and poison ivy.

It had been raining in the afternoon, and as I drove up the avenue the mournful dripping of the rain from the dark trees accentuated the cheerlessness of the gloom. The vehicle in which I rode was a fly on three wheels, the fourth having apparently been broken and taken off, causing the fly to sag on one side and drag on its axle over the muddy ground, the fly thus moving only at a foot’s pace in a way calculated to enhance the dreariness of the occasion. The driver on the box in front of me was so thickly muffled up as to be indistinguishable, while the horse which drew us was so thickly coated with mist as to be practically invisible. Seldom, I may say, have I had a drive of so mournful a character.

The avenue presently opened out upon a lawn with overgrown shrubberies, and in the half darkness I could see the outline of the Grange itself, a rambling, dilapidated building. A dim light struggled through the casement of a window in a tower room. Save for the melancholy cry of a row of owls sitting on the roof, and croaking of the frogs in the moat which ran around the grounds, the place was soundless. My driver halted his horse at the hither side of the moat. I tried in vain to urge him, by signs, to go further. I could see by the fellow’s face that he was in a paroxysm of fear, and indeed nothing but the extra sixpence which I had added to his fare would have made him undertake the drive up the avenue. I had no sooner alighted than he wheeled his cab about and made off.

Laughing heartily at the fellow’s trepidation (I have a way of laughing heartily in the dark), I made my way to the door and pulled the bell-handle. I could hear the muffled reverberations of the bell far within the building. Then all was silent. I bent my ear to listen, but could hear nothing except, perhaps, the sound of a low moaning as of a person in pain or in great mental distress. Convinced, however, from what my friend Sir Jeremy Buggam had told me, that the Grange was not empty, I raised the ponderous knocker and beat with it loudly against the door.

But perhaps at this point I may do well to explain to my readers (before they are too frightened to listen to me) how I came to be beating on the door of Buggam Grange at nightfall on a gloomy November evening.

A year before I had been sitting with Sir Jeremy Buggam, the present baronet, on the verandah of his ranch in California.

“So you don’t believe in the supernatural?” he was saying.

“Not in the slightest,” I answered, lighting a cigar as I spoke. When I want to speak very positively, I generally light a cigar as I speak.

“Well, at any rate, Digby,” said Sir Jeremy, “Buggam Grange is haunted. If you want to be assured of it go down there any time and spend the night and you’ll see for yourself.”

“My dear fellow,” I replied, “nothing will give me greater pleasure. I shall be back in England in six weeks, and I shall be delighted to put your ideas to the test. Now tell me,” I added somewhat cynically, “is there any particular season or day when your Grange is supposed to be specially terrible?”

Sir Jeremy looked at me strangely. “Why do you ask that?” he said. “Have you heard the story of the Grange?”

“Never heard of the place in my life,” I answered cheerily. “Till you mentioned it to-night, my dear fellow, I hadn’t the remotest idea that you still owned property in England.”

“The Grange is shut up,” said Sir Jeremy, “and has been for twenty years. But I keep a man there — Horrod — he was butler in my father’s time and before. If you care to go, I’ll write him that you’re coming. And, since you are taking your own fate in your hands, the fifteenth of November is the day.”

At that moment Lady Buggam and Clara and the other girls came trooping out on the verandah, and the whole thing passed clean out of my mind. Nor did I think of it again until I was back in London. Then, by one of those strange coincidences or premonitions — call it what you will — it suddenly occurred to me one morning that it was the fifteenth of November. Whether Sir Jeremy had written to Horrod or not, I did not know. But none the less nightfall found me, as I have described, knocking at the door of Buggam Grange.

The sound of the knocker had scarcely ceased to echo when I heard the shuffling of feet within, and the sound of chains and bolts being withdrawn. The door opened. A man stood before me holding a lighted candle which he shaded with his hand. His faded black clothes, once apparently a butler’s dress, his white hair and advanced age left me in no doubt that he was Horrod of whom Sir Jeremy had spoken.

Without a word he motioned me to come in, and, still without speech, he helped me to remove my wet outer garments, and then beckoned me into a great room, evidently the dining-room of the Grange.

I am not in any degree a nervous man by temperament, as I think I remarked before, and yet there was something in the vastness of the wainscoted room, lighted only by a single candle, and in the silence of the empty house, and still more in the appearance of my speechless attendant, which gave me a feeling of distinct uneasiness. As Horrod moved to and fro I took occasion to scrutinize his face more narrowly. I have seldom seen features more calculated to inspire a nervous dread. The pallor of his face and the whiteness of his hair (the man was at least seventy), and still more the peculiar furtiveness of his eyes, seemed to mark him as one who lived under a great terror. He moved with a noiseless step and at times he turned his head to glance in the dark corners of the room.

“Sir Jeremy told me,” I said, speaking as loudly and as heartily as I could, “that he would apprise you of my coming.”

I was looking into his face as I spoke.

In answer Horrod laid his finger across his lips and I knew that he was deaf and dumb. I am not nervous (I think I said that), but the realization that my sole companion in the empty house was a deaf mute struck a cold chill to my heart.

Horrod laid in front of me a cold meat pie, a cold goose, a cheese, and a tall flagon of cider. But my appetite was gone. I ate the goose, but found that after I had finished the pie I had but little zest for the cheese, which I finished without enjoyment. The cider had a sour taste, and after having permitted Horrod to refill the flagon twice I found that it induced a sense of melancholy and decided to drink no more.

My meal finished, the butler picked up the candle and beckoned me to follow him. We passed through the empty corridors of the house, a long line of pictured Buggams looking upon us as we passed, their portraits in the flickering light of the taper assuming a strange and life-like appearance, as if leaning forward from their frames to gaze upon the intruder.

Horrod led me upstairs and I realized that he was taking me to the tower in the east wing, in which I had observed a light.

The rooms to which the butler conducted me consisted of a sitting-room with an adjoining bedroom, both of them fitted with antique wainscoting against which a faded tapestry fluttered. There was a candle burning on the table in the sitting-room, but its insufficient light only rendered the surroundings the more dismal. Horrod bent down in front of the fireplace and endeavoured to light a fire there. But the wood was evidently damp and the fire flickered feebly on the hearth.

The butler left me, and in the stillness of the house I could hear his shuffling step echo down the corridor. It may have been fancy, but it seemed to me that his departure was the signal for a low moan that came from somewhere behind the wainscot. There was a narrow cupboard door at one side of the room, and for the moment I wondered whether the moaning came from within. I am not as a rule lacking in courage (I am sure my reader will be decent enough to believe this), yet I found myself entirely unwilling to open the cupboard door and look within. In place of doing so I seated myself in a great chair in front of the feeble fire. I must have been seated there for some time when I happened to lift my eyes to the mantel above and saw, standing upon it, a letter addressed to myself. I knew the handwriting at once to be that of Sir Jeremy Buggam.

I opened it, and spreading it out within reach of the feeble candlelight, I read as follows:

“My dear Digby,

“In our talk that you will remember, I had no time to finish telling you about the mystery of Buggam Grange. I take for granted, however, that you will go there and that Horrod will put you in the tower rooms, which are the only ones that make any pretence of being habitable. I have, therefore, sent him this letter to deliver at the Grange itself.

“The story is this:

“On the night of the fifteenth of November, fifty years ago, my grandfather was murdered in the room in which you are sitting, by his cousin, Sir Duggam Buggam. He was stabbed from behind while seated at the little table at which you are probably reading this letter. The two had been playing cards at the table and my grandfather’s body was found lying in a litter of cards and gold sovereigns on the floor. Sir Duggam Buggam, insensible from drink, lay beside him, the fatal knife at his hand, his fingers smeared with blood. My grandfather, though of the younger branch, possessed a part of the estates which were to revert to Sir Duggam on his death. Sir Duggam Buggam was tried at the Assizes and was hanged. On the day of his execution he was permitted by the authorities, out of respect for his rank, to wear a mask to the scaffold. The clothes in which he was executed are hanging at full length in the little cupboard to your right, and the mask is above them. It is said that on every fifteenth of November at midnight the cupboard door opens and Sir Duggam Buggam walks out into the room. It has been found impossible to get servants to remain at the Grange, and the place — except for the presence of Horrod — has been unoccupied for a generation. At the time of the murder Horrod was a young man of twenty-two, newly entered into the service of the family. It was he who entered the room and discovered the crime. On the day of the execution he was stricken with paralysis and has never spoken since. From that time to this he has never consented to leave the Grange, where he lives in isolation.

“Wishing you a pleasant night after your tiring journey,

“I remain,

“Very faithfully,

“Jeremy Buggam.”

I leave my reader to imagine my state of mind when I completed the perusal of the letter.

I have as little belief in the supernatural as anyone, yet I must confess that there was something in the surroundings in which I now found myself which rendered me at least uncomfortable. My reader may smile if he will, but I assure him that it was with a very distinct feeling of uneasiness that I at length managed to rise to my feet, and, grasping my candle in my hand, to move backward into the bedroom. As I backed into it something so like a moan seemed to proceed from the closed cupboard that I accelerated my backward movement to a considerable degree. I hastily blew out the candle, threw myself upon the bed and drew the bedclothes over my head, keeping, however, one eye and one ear still out and available.

How long I lay thus listening to every sound, I cannot tell. The stillness had become absolute. From time to time I could dimly hear the distant cry of an owl, and once far away in the building below a sound as of some one dragging a chain along a floor. More than once I was certain that I heard the sound of moaning behind the wainscot. Meantime I realized that the hour must now be drawing close upon the fatal moment of midnight. My watch I could not see in the darkness, but by reckoning the time that must have elapsed I knew that midnight could not be far away. Then presently my ear, alert to every sound, could just distinguish far away across the fens the striking of a church bell, in the clock tower of Buggam village church, no doubt, tolling the hour of twelve.

On the last stroke of twelve, the cupboard door in the next room opened. There is no need to ask me how I knew it. I couldn’t, of course, see it, but I could hear, or sense in some way, the sound of it. I could feel my hair, all of it, rising upon my head. I was aware that there was a presence in the adjoining room, I will not say a person, a living soul, but a presence. Anyone who has been in the next room to a presence will know just how I felt. I could hear a sound as of some one groping on the floor and the faint rattle as of coins.

My hair was now perpendicular. My reader can blame it or not, but it was.

Then at this very moment from somewhere below in the building there came the sound of a prolonged and piercing cry, a cry as of a soul passing in agony. My reader may censure me or not, but right at this moment I decided to beat it. Whether I should have remained to see what was happening is a question that I will not discuss. My one idea was to get out, and to get out quickly. The window of the tower room was some twenty-five feet above the ground. I sprang out through the casement in one leap and landed on the grass below. I jumped over the shrubbery in one bound and cleared the moat in one jump. I went down the avenue in about six strides and ran five miles along the road through the fens in three minutes. This at least is an accurate transcription of my sensations. It may have taken longer. I never stopped till I found myself on the threshold of the Buggam Arms in Little Buggam, beating on the door for the landlord.

I returned to Buggam Grange on the next day in the bright sunlight of a frosty November morning, in a seven-cylinder motor car with six local constables and a physician. It makes all the difference. We carried revolvers, spades, pickaxes, shotguns and an ouija board.

What we found cleared up for ever the mystery of the Grange. We discovered Horrod the butler lying on the dining-room floor quite dead. The physician said that he had died from heart failure. There was evidence from the marks of his shoes in the dust that he had come in the night to the tower room. On the table he had placed a paper which contained a full confession of his having murdered Jeremy Buggam fifty years before. The circumstances of the murder had rendered it easy for him to fasten the crime upon Sir Duggam, already insensible from drink. A few minutes with the ouija board enabled us to get a full corroboration from Sir Duggam. He promised, moreover, now that his name was cleared, to go away from the premises for ever.

My friend, the present Sir Jeremy, has rehabilitated Buggam Grange. The place is rebuilt. The moat is drained. The whole house is lit with electricity. There are beautiful motor drives in all directions in the woods. He has had the bats shot and the owls stuffed. His daughter, Clara Buggam, became my wife. She is looking over my shoulder as I write. What more do you want?

THE END


My Discovery of England
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Introduction of Mr. Stephen Leacock Given by Sir Owen Seaman on the Occasion of His First Lecture in London
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LADIES AND GENTLEMEN: It is usual on these occasions for the chairman to begin something like this: “The lecturer, I am sure, needs no introduction from me.” And indeed, when I have been the lecturer and somebody else has been the chairman, I have more than once suspected myself of being the better man of the two. Of course I hope I should always have the good manners — I am sure Mr. Leacock has — to disguise that suspicion. However, one has to go through these formalities, and I will therefore introduce the lecturer to you.

Ladies and gentlemen, this is Mr. Stephen Leacock. Mr. Leacock, this is the flower of London intelligence — or perhaps I should say one of the flowers; the rest are coming to your other lectures.

In ordinary social life one stops at an introduction and does not proceed to personal details. But behaviour on the platform, as on the stage, is seldom ordinary. I will therefore tell you a thing or two about Mr. Leacock. In the first place, by vocation he is a Professor of Political Economy, and he practises humour — frenzied fiction instead of frenzied finance — by way of recreation. There he differs a good deal from me, who have to study the products of humour for my living, and by way of recreation read Mr. Leacock on political economy.

Further, Mr. Leacock is all-British, being English by birth and Canadian by residence, I mention this for two reasons: firstly, because England and the Empire are very proud to claim him for their own, and, secondly, because I do not wish his nationality to be confused with that of his neighbours on the other side. For English and American humourists have not always seen eye to eye. When we fail to appreciate their humour they say we are too dull and effete to understand it: and when they do not appreciate ours they say we haven’t got any.

Now Mr. Leacock’s humour is British by heredity; but he has caught something of the spirit of American humour by force of association. This puts him in a similar position to that in which I found myself once when I took the liberty of swimming across a rather large loch in Scotland. After climbing into the boat I was in the act of drying myself when I was accosted by the proprietor of the hotel adjacent to the shore. “You have no business to be bathing here,” he shouted. “I’m not,” I said; “I’m bathing on the other side.” In the same way, if anyone on either side of the water is unintelligent enough to criticise Mr. Leacock’s humour, he can always say it comes from the other side. But the truth is that his humour contains all that is best in the humour of both hemispheres.

Having fulfilled my duty as chairman, in that I have told you nothing that you did not know before — except, perhaps, my swimming feat, which never got into the Press because I have a very bad publicity agent — I will not detain you longer from what you are really wanting to get at; but ask Mr. Leacock to proceed at once with his lecture on “Frenzied Fiction.”


The Balance of Trade in Impressions
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FOR SOME YEARS past a rising tide of lecturers and literary men from England has washed upon the shores of our North American continent. The purpose of each one of them is to make a new discovery of America. They come over to us travelling in great simplicity, and they return in the ducal suite of the Aquitania. They carry away with them their impressions of America, and when they reach England they sell them. This export of impressions has now been going on so long that the balance of trade in impressions is all disturbed. There is no doubt that the Americans and Canadians have been too generous in this matter of giving away impressions. We emit them with the careless ease of a glow worm, and like the glow-worm ask for nothing in return.

But this irregular and one-sided traffic has now assumed such great proportions that we are compelled to ask whether it is right to allow these people to carry away from us impressions of the very highest commercial value without giving us any pecuniary compensation whatever. British lecturers have been known to land in New York, pass the customs, drive uptown in a closed taxi, and then forward to England from the closed taxi itself ten dollars’ worth of impressions of American national character. I have myself seen an English literary man, — the biggest, I believe: he had at least the appearance of it; sit in the corridor of a fashionable New York hotel and look gloomily into his hat, and then from his very hat produce an estimate of the genius of Amer ica at twenty cents a word. The nice question as to whose twenty cents that was never seems to have occurred to him.

I am not writing in the faintest spirit of jealousy. I quite admit the extraordinary ability that is involved in this peculiar susceptibility to impressions. I have estimated that some of these English visitors have been able to receive impressions at the rate of four to the second; in fact, they seem to get them every time they see twenty cents. But without jealousy or complaint, I do feel that somehow these impressions are inadequate and fail to depict us as we really are.

Let me illustrate what I mean. Here are some of the impressions of New York, gathered from visitors’ discoveries of America, and reproduced not perhaps word for word but as closely as I can remember them. “New York”, writes one, “nestling at the foot of the Hudson, gave me an impression of cosiness, of tiny graciousness: in short, of weeness.” But compare this— “New York,” according to another discoverer of America, “gave me an impression of size, of vastness; there seemed to be a big ness about it not found in smaller places.” A third visitor writes, “New York struck me as hard, cruel, almost inhuman.” This, I think, was because his taxi driver had charged him three dollars. “The first thing that struck me in New York,” writes another, “was the Statue of Liberty.” But, after all, that was only natural: it was the first thing that could reach him.

Nor is it only the impressions of the metropolis that seem to fall short of reality. Let me quote a few others taken at random here and there over the continent.

“I took from Pittsburg,” says an English visitor, “an impression of something that I could hardly define — an atmosphere rather than an idea.”

All very well, But, after all, had he the right to take it? Granted that Pittsburg has an atmosphere rather than an idea, the attempt to carry away this atmosphere surely borders on rapacity.

“New Orleans,” writes another visitor, “opened her arms to me and bestowed upon me the soft and languorous kiss of the Caribbean.” This statement may or may not be true; but in any case it hardly seems the fair thing to mention it.

“Chicago,” according to another book of discovery, “struck me as a large city. Situated as it is and where it is, it seems destined to be a place of importance.”

Or here, again, is a form of “impression” that recurs again and again-”At Cleveland I felt a distinct note of optimism in the air.”

This same note of optimism is found also at Toledo, at Toronto — in short, I believe it indicates nothing more than that some one gave the visitor a cigar. Indeed it generally occurs during the familiar scene in which the visitor describes his cordial reception in an unsuspecting American town: thus:

“I was met at the station (called in America the depot) by a member of the Municipal Council driving his own motor car. After giving me an excellent cigar, he proceeded to drive me about the town, to various points of interest, including the municipal abattoir, where he gave me another excellent cigar, the Carnegie public library, the First National Bank (the courteous manager of which gave me an excellent cigar) and the Second Congregational Church where I had the pleasure of meeting the pastor. The pastor, who appeared a man of breadth and culture, gave me another cigar. In the evening a dinner, admirably cooked and excellently served, was tendered to me at a leading hotel.” And of course he took it. After which his statement that he carried away from the town a feeling of optimism explains itself: he had four cigars, the dinner, and half a page of impressions at twenty cents a word.

Nor is it only by the theft of impressions that we suffer at the hands of these English discoverers of America. It is a part of the system also that we have to submit to being lectured to by our talented visitors. It is now quite understood that as soon as an English literary man finishes a book he is rushed across to America to tell the people of the United States and Canada all about it, and how he came to write it. At home, in his own country, they don’t care how he came to write it. He’s written it and that’s enough. But in America it is different. One month after the distinguished author’s book on The Boyhood of Botticelli has appeared in London, he is seen to land in New York very quietly out of one of the back portholes of the Olympic. That same afternoon you will find him in an armchair in one of the big hotels giving off impressions of America to a group of reporters. After which notices appear in all the papers to the effect that he will lecture in Carnegie Hall on “Botticelli the Boy”. The audience is assured beforehand. It consists of all the people who feel that they have to go because they know all about Botticelli and all the people who feel that they have to go because they don’t know anything about Botticelli. By this means the lecturer is able to rake the whole country from Montreal to San Francisco with “Botticelli the Boy”. Then he turns round, labels his lecture “Botticelli the Man”, and rakes it all back again. All the way across the continent and back he emits impressions, estimates of national character, and surveys of American genius. He sails from New York in a blaze of publicity, with his cordon of reporters round him, and a month later publishes his book “America as I Saw It”. It is widely read — in America.

In the course of time a very considerable public feeling was aroused in the United States and Canada over this state of affairs. The lack of reciprocity in it seemed unfair. It was felt (or at least I felt) that the time had come when some one ought to go over and take some impressions off England. The choice of such a person (my choice) fell upon myself. By an arrangement with the Geographical Society of America, acting in conjunction with the Royal Geographical Society of England (to both of whom I communicated my proposal), I went at my own expense.

It is scarcely feasible to give here full details in regard to my outfit and equipment, though I hope to do so in a later and more extended account of my expedition. Suffice it to say that my outfit, which was modelled on the equipment of English lecturers in America, included a complete suit of clothes, a dress shirt for lecturing in, a fountain pen and a silk hat. The dress shirt, I may say for the benefit of other travellers, proved invaluable. The silk hat, however, is no longer used in England except perhaps for scrambling eggs in.

I pass over the details of my pleasant voyage from New York to Liverpool. During the last fifty years so many travellers have made the voyage across the Atlantic that it is now impossible to obtain any impressions from the ocean of the slightest commercial value. My readers will recall the fact that Washington Irving, as far back as a century ago, chronicled the pleasure that one felt during an Atlantic voyage in idle day dreams while lying prone upon the bowsprit and watching the dolphins leaping in the crystalline foam. Since his time so many gifted writers have attempted to do the same thing that on the large Atlantic liners the bowsprit has been removed, or at any rate a notice put up: “Authors are requested not to lie prostrate on the bowsprit.” But even without this advantage, three or four generations of writers have chronicled with great minuteness their sensations during the transit. I need only say that my sensations were just as good as theirs. I will content myself with chronicling the fact that during the voyage we passed two dolphins, one whale and one iceberg (none of them moving very fast at the time), and that on the fourth day out the sea was so rough that the Captain said that in forty years he had never seen such weather. One of the steerage passengers, we were told, was actually washed overboard: I think it was over board that he was washed, but it may have been on board the ship itself.

I pass over also the incidents of my landing in Liverpool, except perhaps to comment upon the extraordinary behaviour of the English customs officials. Without wishing in any way to disturb international relations, one cannot help noticing the rough and inquisitorial methods of the English customs men as compared with the gentle and affectionate ways of the American officials at New York. The two trunks that I brought with me were dragged brutally into an open shed, the strap of one of them was rudely unbuckled, while the lid of the other was actually lifted at least four inches. The trunks were then roughly scrawled with chalk, the lids slammed to, and that was all. Not one of the officials seemed to care to look at my things or to have the politeness to pretend to want to. I had arranged my dress suit and my pyjamas so as to make as effective a display as possible: a New York customs officer would have been delighted with it. Here they simply passed it over. “Do open this trunk,” I asked one of the officials, “and see my pyjamas.” “I don’t think it is necessary, sir,” the man answered. There was a coldness about it that cut me to the quick.

But bad as is the conduct of the English customs men, the immigration officials are even worse. I could not help being struck by the dreadful carelessness with which people are admitted into England. There are, it is true, a group of officials said to be in charge of immigration, but they know nothing of the discriminating care exercised on the other side of the Atlantic.

“Do you want to know,” I asked one of them, “whether I am a polygamist?”

“No, sir,” he said very quietly.

“Would you like me to tell you whether I am fundamentally opposed to any and every system of government?”

The man seemed mystified. “No, sir,” he said. “I don’t know that I would.”

“Don’t you care?” I asked.

“Well, not particularly, sir,” he answered.

I was determined to arouse him from his lethargy.

“Let me tell you, then,” I said, “that I am an anarchistic polygamist, that I am opposed to all forms of government, that I object to any kind of revealed religion, that I regard the state and property and marriage as the mere tyranny of the bourgeoisie, and that I want to see class hatred carried to the point where it forces every one into brotherly love. Now, do I get in?”

The official looked puzzled for a minute. “You are not Irish, are you, sir?” he said.

“No.”

“Then I think you can come in all right.” he answered.

The journey from Liverpool to London, like all other English journeys, is short. This is due to the fact that England is a small country: it contains only 50,000 square miles, whereas the United States, as every one knows, contains three and a half billion. I mentioned this fact to an English fellow passenger on the train, together with a provisional estimate of the American corn crop for 1922: but he only drew his rug about his knees, took a sip of brandy from his travelling flask, and sank into a state resembling death. I contented myself with jotting down an impression of incivility and paid no further attention to my fellow traveller other than to read the labels on his lug gage and to peruse the headings of his newspaper by peeping over his shoulder.

It was my first experience of travelling with a fellow passenger in a compartment of an English train, and I admit now that I was as yet ignorant of the proper method of conduct. Later on I became fully conversant with the rule of travel as understood in England. I should have known, of course, that I must on no account speak to the man. But I should have let down the window a little bit in such a way as to make a strong draught on his ear. Had this failed to break down his reserve I should have placed a heavy valise in the rack over his head so balanced that it might fall on him at any moment. Failing this again, I could have blown rings of smoke at him or stepped on his feet under the pretence of looking out of the window. Under the English rule as long as he bears this in silence you are not supposed to know him. In fact, he is not supposed to be there. You and he each presume the other to be a mere piece of empty space. But let him once be driven to say, “Oh, I beg your pardon, I wonder if you would mind my closing the window,” and he is lost. After that you are entitled to tell him anything about the corn crop that you care to.

But in the present case I knew nothing of this, and after three hours of charming silence I found myself in London.


I Am Interviewed by the Press
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IMMEDIATELY UPON MY arrival in London I was interviewed by the Press. I was interviewed in all twenty times. I am not saying this in any spirit of elation or boastfulness. I am simply stating it as a fact — interviewed twenty times, sixteen times by men and twice by women. But as I feel that the results of these interviews were not all that I could have wished, I think it well to make some public explanation of what happened.

The truth is that we do this thing so differently over in America that I was for the time being completely thrown off my bearings. The questions that I had every right to expect after many years of American and Canadian interviews failed to appear.

I pass over the fact that being interviewed for five hours is a fatiguing process. I lay no claim to exemption for that. But to that no doubt was due the singular discrepancies as to my physical appearance which I detected in the London papers.

The young man who interviewed me immediately after breakfast described me as “a brisk, energetic man, still on the right side of forty, with energy in every movement.”

The lady who wrote me up at 11.30 reported that my hair was turning grey, and that there was “a peculiar languor” in my manner.

And at the end the boy who took me over at a quarter to two said, “The old gentleman sank wearily upon a chair in the hotel lounge. His hair is almost white.”

The trouble is that I had not understood that London reporters are supposed to look at a man’s personal appearance. In America we never bother with that. We simply describe him as a “dynamo.” For some reason or other it always pleases everybody to be called a “dynamo,” and the readers, at least with us, like to read about people who are “dynamos,” and hardly care for anything else.

In the case of very old men we sometimes call them “battle-horses” or “extinct volcanoes,” but beyond these three classes we hardly venture on description. So I was misled. I had expected that the reporter would say: “As soon as Mr. Leacock came across the floor we felt we were in the presence of a ‘dynamo’ (or an ‘extinct battle-horse’ as the case may be).” Otherwise I would have kept up those energetic movements all the morning. But they fatigue me, and I did not think them necessary. But I let that pass.

The more serious trouble was the questions put to me by the reporters. Over in our chief centres of population we use another set altogether. I am thinking here especially of the kind of interview that I have given out in Youngstown, Ohio, and Richmond, Indiana, and Peterborough, Ontario. In all these places — for example, in Youngstown, Ohio the reporter asks as his first question, “What is your impression of Youngstown?”

In London they don’t. They seem indifferent to the fate of their city. Perhaps it is only English pride. For all I know they may have been burning to know this, just as the Youngstown, Ohio, people are, and were too proud to ask. In any case I will insert here the answer I had written out in my pocket-book (one copy for each paper — the way we do it in Youngstown), and which read:

“London strikes me as emphatically a city with a future. Standing as she does in the heart of a rich agricultural district with railroad connection in all directions, and resting, as she must, on a bed of coal and oil, I prophesy that she will one day be a great city.”

The advantage of this is that it enables the reporter to get just the right kind of heading: PROPHESIES BRIGHT FUTURE FOR LONDON. Had that been used my name would have stood higher there than it does to-day — unless the London people are very different from the people in Youngstown, which I doubt. As it is they don’t know whether their future is bright or is as dark as mud. But it’s not my fault. The reporters never asked me.

If the first question had been handled properly it would have led up by an easy and pleasant transition to question two, which always runs: “Have you seen our factories?” To which the answer is:

“I have. I was taken out early this morning by a group of your citizens (whom I cannot thank enough) in a Ford car to look at your pail and bucket works. At eleven-thirty I was taken out by a second group in what was apparently the same car to see your soap works. I understand that you are the second nail-making centre east of the Alleghenies, and I am amazed and appalled. This afternoon I am to be taken out to see your wonderful system of disposing of sewerage, a thing which has fascinated me from childhood.”

Now I am not offering any criticism of the London system of interviewing, but one sees at once how easy and friendly for all concerned this Youngstown method is; how much better it works than the London method of asking questions about literature and art and difficult things of that sort. I am sure that there must be soap works and perhaps a pail factory somewhere in London. But during my entire time of residence there no one ever offered to take me to them. As for the sewerage — oh, well, I suppose we are more hospitable in America. Let it go at that.

I had my answer all written and ready, saying:

“I understand that London is the second greatest hop-consuming, the fourth hog-killing, and the first egg-absorbing centre in the world.”

But what I deplore still more, and I think with reason, is the total omission of the familiar interrogation: “What is your impression of our women?”

That’s where the reporter over on our side hits the nail every time. That is the point at which we always nudge him in the ribs and buy him a cigar, and at which youth and age join in a sly jest together. Here again the sub-heading comes in so nicely: THINKS YOUNGSTOWN WOMEN CHARMING. And they are. They are, everywhere. But I hate to think that I had to keep my impression of London women unused in my pocket while a young man asked me whether I thought modern literature owed more to observation and less to inspiration than some other kind of literature.

Now that’s exactly the kind of question, the last one, that the London reporters seem to harp on. They seemed hipped about literature; and their questions are too difficult. One asked me whether the American drama was structurally inferior to the French. I don’t call that fair. I told him I didn’t know; that I used to know the answer to it when I was at college, but that I had forgotten it, and that, anyway, I am too well off now to need to remember it.

That question is only one of a long list that they asked me about art and literature. I missed nearly all of them, except one as to whether I thought Al Jolson or Frank Tinney was the higher artist, and even that one was asked by an American who is wasting himself on the London Press.

I don’t want to speak in anger. But I say it frankly, the atmosphere of these young men is not healthy, and I felt that I didn’t want to see them any more.

Had there been a reporter of the kind we have at home in Montreal or Toledo or Springfield, Illinois, I would have welcomed him at my hotel. He could have taken me out in a Ford car and shown me a factory and told me how many cubic feet of water go down the Thames in an hour. I should have been glad of his society, and he and I would have together made up the kind of copy that people of his class and mine read. But I felt that if any young man came along to ask about the structure of the modern drama, he had better go on to the British Museum.

Meantime as the reporters entirely failed to elicit the large fund of information which I acquired, I reserve my impressions of London for a chapter by themselves.


Impressions of London
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BEFORE SETTING DOWN my impressions of the great English metropolis; a phrase which I have thought out as a designation for London; I think it proper to offer an initial apology. I find that I receive impressions with great difficulty and have nothing of that easy facility in picking them up which is shown by British writers on America. I remember Hugh Walpole telling me that he could hardly walk down Broadway without getting at least three dollars’ worth and on Fifth Avenue five dollars’ worth; and I recollect that St. John Ervine came up to my house in Montreal, drank a cup of tea, borrowed some tobacco, and got away with sixty dollars’ worth of impressions of Canadian life and character.

For this kind of thing I have only a despairing admiration. I can get an impression if I am given time and can think about it beforehand. But it requires thought. This fact was all the more distressing to me in as much as one of the leading editors of America had made me a proposal, as honourable to him as it was lucrative to me, that immediately on my arrival in London; — or just before it, — I should send him a thousand words on the genius of the English, and five hundred words on the spirit of London, and two hundred words of personal chat with Lord Northcliffe. This contract I was unable to fulfil except the personal chat with Lord Northcliffe, which proved an easy matter as he happened to be away in Australia.

But I have since pieced together my impressions as conscientiously as I could and I present them here. If they seem to be a little bit modelled on British impressions of America I admit at once that the influence is there. We writers all act and react on one another; and when I see a good thing in another man’s book I react on it at once.

London, the name of which is already known to millions of readers of this book, is beautifully situated on the river Thames, which here sweeps in a wide curve with much the same breadth and majesty as the St. Jo River at South Bend, Indiana. London, like South Bend itself, is a city of clean streets and admirable sidewalks, and has an excellent water supply. One is at once struck by the number of excellent and well-appointed motor cars that one sees on every hand, the neatness of the shops and the cleanliness and cheerfulness of the faces of the people. In short, as an English visitor said of Peterborough, Ontario, there is a distinct note of optimism in the air. I forget who it was who said this, but at any rate I have been in Peterborough myself and I have seen it.

Contrary to my expectations and contrary to all our Transatlantic precedents, I was not met at the depot by one of the leading citizens, himself a member of the Municipal Council, driving his own motor car. He did not tuck a fur rug about my knees, present me with a really excellent cigar and proceed to drive me about the town so as to show me the leading points of interest, the municipal reservoir, the gas works and the municipal abattoir. In fact he was not there. But I attribute his absence not to any lack of hospitality but merely to a certain reserve in the English character. They are as yet unused to the arrival of lecturers. When they get to be more accustomed to their coming, they will learn to take them straight to the municipal abattoir just as we do.

For lack of better guidance, therefore, I had to form my impressions of London by myself. In the mere physical sense there is much to attract the eye. The city is able to boast of many handsome public buildings and offices which compare favourably with anything on the other side of the Atlantic. On the bank of the Thames itself rises the power house of the Westminster Electric Supply Corporation, a handsome modern edifice in the later Japanese style. Close by are the commodious premises of the Imperial Tobacco Company, while at no great distance the Chelsea Gas Works add a striking feature of rotundity. Passing northward, one observes Westminster Bridge, notable as a principal station of the underground railway. This station and the one next above it, the Charing Cross one, are connected by a wide thoroughfare called Whitehall. One of the best American drug stores is here situated. The upper end of Whitehall opens into the majestic and spacious Trafalgar Square. Here are grouped in imposing proximity the offices of the Canadian Pacific and other railways, The International Sleeping Car Company, the Montreal Star, and the Anglo-Dutch Bank. Two of the best American barber shops are conveniently grouped near the Square, while the existence of a tall stone monument in the middle of the Square itself enables the American visitor to find them without difficulty. Passing eastward towards the heart of the city, one notes on the left hand the imposing pile of St. Paul’s, an enormous church with a round dome on the top, suggesting strongly the first Church of Christ (Scientist) on Euclid Avenue, Cleveland.

But the English churches not being labelled, the visitor is often at a loss to distinguish them.

A little further on one finds oneself in the heart of financial London. Here all the great financial institutions of America — The First National Bank of Milwaukee, The Planters National Bank of St. Louis, The Montana Farmers Trust Co., and many others, — have either their offices or their agents. The Bank of England — which acts as the London Agent of The Montana Farmers Trust Company, — and the London County Bank, which represents the People’s Deposit Co., of Yonkers, N.Y., are said to be in the neighbourhood.

This particular part of London is connected with the existence of that strange and mysterious thing called “the City.” I am still unable to decide whether the city is a person, or a place, or a thing. But as a form of being I give it credit for being the most emotional, the most volatile, the most peculiar creature in the world. You read in the morning paper that the City is “deeply depressed.” At noon it is reported that the City is “buoyant” and by four o’clock that the City is “wildly excited.”

I have tried in vain to find the causes of these peculiar changes of feeling. The ostensible reasons, as given in the newspaper, are so trivial as to be hardly worthy of belief. For example, here is the kind of news that comes out from the City. “The news that a modus vivendi has been signed between the Sultan of Kowfat and the Shriek-ul-Islam has caused a sudden buoyancy in the City. Steel rails which had been depressed all morning reacted immediately while American mules rose up sharply to par.”... “Monsieur Poincar, speaking at Bordeaux, said that henceforth France must seek to retain by all possible means the ping-pong championship of the world: values in the City collapsed at once.”... “Despatches from Bombay say that the Shah of Persia yesterday handed a golden slipper to the Grand Vizier Feebli Pasha as a sign that he might go and chase himself: the news was at once followed by a drop in oil, and a rapid attempt to liquidate everything that is fluid...”

But these mysteries of the City I do not pretend to explain. I have passed through the place dozens of times and never noticed anything particular in the way of depression or buoyancy, or falling oil, or rising rails. But no doubt it is there.

A little beyond the city and further down the river the visitor finds this district of London terminating in the gloomy and forbidding Tower, the principal penitentiary of the city. Here Queen Victoria was imprisoned for many years.

Excellent gasoline can be had at the American Garage immediately north of the Tower, where motor repairs of all kinds are also carried on.

These, however, are but the superficial pictures of London, gathered by the eye of the tourist. A far deeper meaning is found in the examination of the great historic monuments of the city. The principal ones of these are the Tower of London (just mentioned), the British Museum and Westminster Abbey. No visitor to London should fail to see these. Indeed he ought to feel that his visit to England is wasted unless he has seen them. I speak strongly on the point because I feel strongly on it. To my mind there is something about the grim fascination of the historic Tower, the cloistered quiet of the Museum and the majesty of the ancient Abbey, which will make it the regret of my life that I didn’t see any one of the three. I fully meant to: but I failed: and I can only hope that the circumstances of my failure may be helpful to other visitors.

The Tower of London I most certainly intended to inspect. Each day, after the fashion of every tourist, I wrote for myself a little list of things to do and I always put the Tower of London on it. No doubt the reader knows the kind of little list that I mean. It runs:

   1. Go to bank.

 

   2. Buy a shirt.

 

   3. National Picture Gallery.

 

   4. Razor blades.

 

   5. Tower of London.

 

   6. Soap.

This itinerary, I regret to say, was never carried out in full. I was able at times both to go to the bank and buy a shirt in a single morning: at other times I was able to buy razor blades and almost to find the National Picture Gallery. Meantime I was urged on all sides by my London acquaintances not to fail to see the Tower. “There’s a grim fascination about the place,” they said; “you mustn’t miss it.” I am quite certain that in due course of time I should have made my way to the Tower but for the fact that I made a fatal discovery. I found out that the London people who urged me to go and see the Tower had never seen it themselves. It appears they never go near it. One night at a dinner a man next to me said, “Have you seen the Tower? You really ought to. There’s a grim fascination about it.” I looked him in the face. “Have you seen it yourself?” I asked. “Oh, yes,” he answered. “I’ve seen it.” “When?” I asked. The man hesitated. “When I was just a boy,” he said, “my father took me there.” “How long ago is that?” I enquired. “About forty years ago,” he answered;

“I always mean to go again but I don’t somehow seem to get the time.”

After this I got to understand that when a Londoner says, “Have you seen the Tower of London?” the answer is, “No, and neither have you.”

Take the parallel case of the British Museum. Here is a place that is a veritable treasure house. A repository of some of the most priceless historical relics to be found upon the earth. It contains, for instance, the famous Papyrus Manuscript of Thotmes II of the first Egyptian dynasty — a thing known to scholars all over the world as the oldest extant specimen of what can be called writing; indeed one can here see the actual evolution (I am quoting from a work of reference, or at least from my recollection of it) from the ideographic cuneiform to the phonetic syllabic script. Every time I have read about that manuscript and have happened to be in Orillia (Ontario) or Schenectady (N.Y.) or any such place, I have felt that I would be willing to take a whole trip to England to have five minutes at the British Museum, just five, to look at that papyrus. Yet as soon as I got to London this changed. The railway stations of London have been so arranged that to get to any train for the north or west, the traveller must pass the British Museum. The first time I went by it in a taxi, I felt quite a thrill. “Inside those walls,” I thought to myself, “is the manuscript of Thotmes II.” The next time I actually stopped the taxi. “Is that the British Museum?” I asked the driver, “I think it is something of the sort, sir,” he said. I hesitated. “Drive me,” I said, “to where I can buy safety razor blades.”

After that I was able to drive past the Museum with the quiet assurance of a Londoner, and to take part in dinner table discussions as to whether the British Museum or the Louvre contains the greater treasures. It is quite easy any way. All you have to do is to remember that The Winged Victory of Samothrace is in the Louvre and the papyrus of Thotmes II (or some such document) is in the Museum.

The Abbey, I admit, is indeed majestic. I did not intend to miss going into it. But I felt, as so many tourists have, that I wanted to enter it in the proper frame of mind. I never got into the frame of mind; at least not when near the Abbey itself. I have been in exactly that frame of mind when on State Street, Chicago, or on King Street, Toronto, or anywhere three thousand miles away from the Abbey. But by bad luck I never struck both the frame of mind and the Abbey at the same time.

But the Londoners, after all, in not seeing their own wonders, are only like the rest of the world. The people who live in Buffalo never go to see Niagara Falls; people in Cleveland don’t know which is Mr. Rockefeller’s house, and people live and even die in New York without going up to the top of the Woolworth Building. And anyway the past is remote and the present is near. I know a cab driver in the city of Quebec whose business in life it is to drive people up to see the Plains of Abraham, but unless they bother him to do it, he doesn’t show them the spot where Wolfe fell: what he does point out with real zest is the place where the Mayor and the City Council sat on the wooden platform that they put up for the municipal celebration last summer.

No description of London would be complete without a reference, however brief, to the singular salubrity and charm of the London climate. This is seen at its best during the autumn and winter months. The climate of London and indeed of England generally is due to the influence of the Gulf Stream. The way it works is thus: The Gulf Stream, as it nears the shores of the British Isles and feels the propinquity of Ireland, rises into the air, turns into soup, and comes down on London. At times the soup is thin and is in fact little more than a mist: at other times it has the consistency of a thick Potage St. Germain. London people are a little sensitive on the point and flatter their atmosphere by calling it a fog: but it is not: it is soup. The notion that no sunlight ever gets through and that in the London winter people never see the sun is of course a ridiculous error, circulated no doubt by the jealousy of foreign nations. I have myself seen the sun plainly visible in London, without the aid of glasses, on a November day in broad daylight; and again one night about four o’clock in the afternoon I saw the sun distinctly appear through the clouds. The whole subject of daylight in the London winter is, however, one which belongs rather to the technique of astronomy than to a book of description. In practice daylight is but little used. Electric lights are burned all the time in all houses, buildings, railway stations and clubs. This practice which is now universally observed is called Daylight Saving.

But the distinction between day and night during the London winter is still quite obvious to any one of an observant mind. It is indicated by various signs such as the striking of clocks, the tolling of bells, the closing of saloons, and the raising of taxi rates. It is much less easy to distinguish the technical approach of night in the other cities of England that lie outside the confines, physical and intellectual, of London and live in a continuous gloom. In such places as the great manufacturing cities, Buggingham-under-Smoke, or Gloomsbury-on-Ooze, night may be said to be perpetual.

 

I had written the whole of the above chapter and looked on it as finished when I realised that I had made a terrible omission. I neglected to say anything about the Mind of London. This is a thing that is always put into any book of discovery and observation and I can only apologise for not having discussed it sooner. I am quite familiar with other people’s chapters on “The Mind of America,” and “The Chinese Mind,” and so forth. Indeed, so far as I know it has turned out that almost everybody all over the world has a mind. Nobody nowadays travels, even in Central America or Thibet, without bringing back a chapter on “The Mind of Costa Rica,” or on the “Psychology of the Mongolian.” Even the gentler peoples such as the Burmese, the Siamese, the Hawaiians, and the Russians, though they have no minds are written up as souls.

It is quite obvious then that there is such a thing as the mind of London: and it is all the more culpable in me to have neglected it in as much as my editorial friend in New York had expressly mentioned it to me before I sailed. “What,” said he, leaning far over his desk after his massive fashion and reaching out into the air, “what is in the minds of these people? Are they,” he added, half to himself, though I heard him, “are they thinking? And, if they think, what do they think?”

I did therefore, during my stay in London, make an accurate study of the things that London seemed to be thinking about. As a comparative basis for this study I brought with me a carefully selected list of the things that New York was thinking about at the moment. These I selected from the current newspapers in the proportions to the amount of space allotted to each topic and the size of the heading that announced it. Having thus a working idea of what I may call the mind of New York, I was able to collect and set beside it a list of similar topics, taken from the London Press to represent the mind of London. The two placed side by side make an interesting piece of psychological analysis. They read as follows:

   THE MIND OF NEW YORK        THE MIND OF LONDON

   What is it thinking?        What is it thinking?

 

   1. Do chorus girls make     1. Do chorus girls marry

      good wives?                 well?

 

   2. Is red hair a sign of    2. What is red hair a

      temperament?                sign of?

 

   3. Can a woman be in        3. Can a man be in love

      love with two men?          with two women?

 

   4. Is fat a sign of genius? 4. Is genius a sign of fat?

Looking over these lists, I think it is better to present them without comment; I feel sure that somewhere or other in them one should detect the heart-throbs, the pulsations of two great peoples. But I don’t get it. In fact the two lists look to me terribly like “the mind of Costa Rica.”

The same editor also advised me to mingle, at his expense, in the brilliant intellectual life of England. “There,” he said, “is a coterie of men, probably the most brilliant group East of the Mississippi.” (I think he said the Mississippi). “You will find them,” he said to me, “brilliant, witty, filled with repartee.” He suggested that I should send him back, as far as words could express it, some of this brilliance. I was very glad to be able to do this, although I fear that the results were not at all what he had anticipated. Still, I held conversations with these people and I gave him, in all truthfulness, the result. Sir James Barrie said, “This is really very exceptional weather for this time of year.” Cyril Maude said, “And so a Martini cocktail is merely gin and vermouth.” Ian Hay said, “You’ll find the underground ever so handy once you understand it.”

I have a lot more of these repartees that I could insert here if it was necessary. But somehow I feel that it is not.


A Clear View of the Government and Politics of England
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A LOYAL BRITISH subject like myself in dealing with the government of England should necessarily begin with a discussion of the monarchy. I have never had the pleasure of meeting the King, — except once on the G.T.R. platform in Orillia, Ontario, when he was the Duke of York and I was one of the welcoming delegates of the town council. No doubt he would recall it in a minute.

But in England the King is surrounded by formality and circumstance. On many mornings I waited round the gates of Buckingham Palace but I found it quite impossible to meet the King in the quiet sociable way in which one met him in Orillia. The English, it seems, love to make the kingship a subject of great pomp and official etiquette. In Canada it is quite different. Perhaps we understand kings and princes better than the English do. At any rate we treat them in a far more human heart-to-heart fashion than is the English custom, and they respond to it at once. I remember when King George — he was, as I say, Duke of York then — came up to Orillia, Ontario, how we all met him in a delegation on the platform. Bob Curran — Bob was Mayor of the town that year — went up to him and shook hands with him and invited him to come right on up to the Orillia House where he had a room reserved for him. Charlie Janes and Mel Tudhope and the other boys who were on the town Council gathered round the royal prince and shook hands and told him that he simply must stay over. George Rapley, the bank manager, said that if he wanted a cheque cashed or anything of that sort to come right into the Royal Bank and he would do it for him. The prince had two aides-de-camp with him and a secretary, but Bob Curran said to bring them uptown too and it would be all right. We had planned to have an oyster supper for the Prince at Jim Smith’s hotel and then take him either to the Y.M.C.A. Pool Room or else over to the tea social in the basement of the Presbyterian Church.

Unluckily the prince couldn’t stay. It turned out that he had to get right back into his train and go on to Peterborough, Ontario, where they were to have a brass band to meet him, which naturally he didn’t want to miss.

But the point is that it was a real welcome. And you could see that the prince appreciated it. There was a warmth and a meaning to it that the prince understood at once. It was a pity that he couldn’t have stayed over and had time to see the carriage factory and the new sewerage plant. We all told the prince that he must come back and he said that if he could he most certainly would. When the prince’s train pulled out of the station and we all went back uptown together (it was before prohibition came to Ontario) you could feel that the institution of royalty was quite solid in Orillia for a generation.

But you don’t get that sort of thing in England.

There’s a formality and coldness in all their dealings with royalty that would never go down with us. They like to have the King come and open Parliament dressed in royal robes, and with a clattering troop of soldiers riding in front of him. As for taking him over to the Y.M.C.A. to play pin pool, they never think of it. They have seen so much of the mere outside of his kingship that they don’t understand the heart of it as we do in Canada.

But let us turn to the House of Commons: for no description of England would be complete without at least some mention of this interesting body. Indeed for the ordinary visitor to London the greatest interest of all attaches to the spacious and magnificent Parliament Buildings. The House of Commons is commodiously situated beside the River Thames. The principal features of the House are the large lunch room on the western side and the tea-room on the terrace on the eastern. A series of smaller luncheon rooms extend (apparently) all round about the premises: while a commodious bar offers a ready access to the members at all hours of the day. While any members are in the bar a light is kept burning in the tall Clock Tower at one corner of the building, but when the bar is closed the light is turned off by whichever of the Scotch members leaves last. There is a handsome legislative chamber attached to the premises from which — so the antiquarians tell us — the House of Commons took its name. But it is not usual now for the members to sit in the legislative chamber as the legislation is now all done outside, either at the home of Mr. Lloyd George, or at the National Liberal Club, or at one or other of the newspaper offices. The House, however, is called together at very frequent intervals to give it an opportunity of hearing the latest legislation and allowing the members to indulge in cheers, sighs, groans, votes and other expressions of vitality. After having cheered as much as is good for it, it goes back again to the lunch rooms and goes on eating till needed again.

It is, however, an entire exaggeration to say that the House of Commons no longer has a real share in the government of England. This is not so. Anybody connected with the government values the House of Commons in a high degree. One of the leading newspaper proprietors of London himself told me that he has always felt that if he had the House of Commons on his side he had a very valuable ally. Many of the labour leaders are inclined to regard the House of Commons as of great utility, while the leading women’s organizations, now that women are admitted as members, may be said to regard the House as one of themselves.

Looking around to find just where the natural service of the House of Commons comes in, I am inclined to think that it must be in the practice of “asking questions” in the House. Whenever anything goes wrong a member rises and asks a question. He gets up, for example, with a little paper in his hand, and asks the government if ministers are aware that the Khedive of Egypt was seen yesterday wearing a Turkish Tarbosh. Ministers say very humbly that they hadn’t known it, and a thrill runs through the whole country. The members can apparently ask any questions they like. In the repeated visits which I made to the gallery of the House of Commons I was unable to find any particular sense or meaning in the questions asked, though no doubt they had an intimate bearing on English politics not clear to an outsider like myself. I heard one member ask the government whether they were aware that herrings were being imported from Hamburg to Harwich. The government said no. Another member rose and asked the government whether they considered Shakespere or Moliere the greater dramatic artist. The government answered that ministers were taking this under their earnest consideration and that a report would be submitted to Parliament. Another member asked the government if they knew who won the Queen’s Plate this season at Toronto. They did, — in fact this member got in wrong, as this is the very thing that the government do know. Towards the close of the evening a member rose and asked the government if they knew what time it was. The Speaker, however, ruled this question out of order on the ground that it had been answered before.

The Parliament Buildings are so vast that it is not possible to state with certainty what they do, or do not, contain. But it is generally said that somewhere in the building is the House of Lords. When they meet they are said to come together very quietly shortly before the dinner hour, take a glass of dry sherry and a biscuit (they are all abstemious men), reject whatever bills may be before them at the moment, take another dry sherry and then adjourn for two years.

The public are no longer allowed unrestricted access to the Houses of Parliament; its approaches are now strictly guarded by policemen. In order to obtain admission it is necessary either to (A) communicate in writing with the Speaker of the House, enclosing certificates of naturalization and proof of identity, or (B) give the policeman five shillings. Method B is the one usually adopted. On great nights, however, when the House of Commons is sitting and is about to do something important, such as ratifying a Home Rule Bill or cheering, or welcoming a new lady member, it is not possible to enter by merely bribing the policeman with five shillings; it takes a pound. The English people complain bitterly of the rich Americans who have in this way corrupted the London public. Before they were corrupted they would do anything for sixpence.

This peculiar vein of corruption by the Americans runs like a thread, I may say, through all the texture of English life. Among those who have been principally exposed to it are the servants, — especially butlers and chauffeurs, hotel porters, bell-boys, railway porters and guards, all taxi-drivers, pew-openers, curates, bishops, and a large part of the peerage.

The terrible ravages that have been made by the Americans on English morality are witnessed on every hand. Whole classes of society are hopelessly damaged. I have it in the evidence of the English themselves and there seems to be no doubt of the fact. Till the Americans came to England the people were an honest, law-abiding race, respecting their superiors and despising those below them. They had never been corrupted by money and their employers extended to them in this regard their tenderest solicitude. Then the Americans came. Servants ceased to be what they were; butlers were hopelessly damaged; hotel porters became a wreck; taxi-drivers turned out thieves; curates could no longer be trusted to handle money; peers sold their daughters at a million dollars a piece or three for two. In fact the whole kingdom began to deteriorate till it got where it is now. At present after a rich American has stayed in any English country house, its owners find that they can do nothing with the butler; a wildness has come over the man. There is a restlessness in his demeanour and a strange wistful look in his eye as if seeking for something. In many cases, so I understand, after an American has stayed in a country house the butler goes insane. He is found in his pantry counting over the sixpence given to him by a Duke, and laughing to himself. He has to be taken in charge by the police. With him generally go the chauffeur, whose mind has broken down from driving a rich American twenty miles; and the gardener, who is found tearing up raspberry bushes by the roots to see if there is any money under them; and the local curate whose brain has collapsed or expanded, I forget which, when a rich American gave him fifty dollars for his soup kitchen.

There are, it is true, a few classes that have escaped this contagion, shepherds living in the hills, drovers, sailors, fishermen and such like. I remember the first time I went into the English country-side being struck with the clean, honest look in the people’s faces. I realised exactly where they got it: they had never seen any Americans. I remember speaking to an aged peasant down in Somerset. “Have you ever seen any Americans?” “Nah,” he said, “uz eeard a mowt o’ ’em, zir, but uz zeen nowt o’ ’em.” It was clear that the noble fellow was quite undamaged by American contact.

Now the odd thing about this corruption is that exactly the same idea is held on the other side of the water. It is a known fact that if a young English Lord comes to an American town he puts it to the bad in one week. Socially the whole place goes to pieces. Girls whose parents are in the hardware business and who used to call their father “pop” begin to talk of precedence and whether a Duchess Dowager goes in to dinner ahead of or behind a countess scavenger. After the young Lord has attended two dances and one tea-social in the Methodist Church Sunday School Building (Adults 25 cents, children 10 cents — all welcome.) there is nothing for the young men of the town to do except to drive him out or go further west.

One can hardly wonder then that this general corruption has extended even to the policemen who guard the Houses of Parliament. On the other hand this vein of corruption has not extended to English politics. Unlike ours, English politics, — one hears it on every hand, — are pure. Ours unfortunately are known to be not so. The difference seems to be that our politicians will do anything for money and the English politicians won’t; they just take the money and won’t do a thing for it.

Somehow there always seems to be a peculiar interest about English political questions that we don’t find elsewhere. At home in Canada our politics turn on such things as how much money the Canadian National Railways lose as compared with how much they could lose if they really tried; on whether the Grain Growers of Manitoba should be allowed to import ploughs without paying a duty or to pay a duty without importing the ploughs. Our members at Ottawa discuss such things as highway subsidies, dry farming, the Bank Act, and the tariff on hardware. These things leave me absolutely cold. To be quite candid there is something terribly plebeian about them. In short, our politics are what we call in French “peuple.”

But when one turns to England, what a striking difference! The English, with the whole huge British Empire to fish in and the European system to draw upon, can always dig up some kind of political topic of discussion that has a real charm about it. One month you find English politics turning on the Oasis of Merv and the next on the hinterland of Albania; or a member rises in the Commons with a little bit of paper in his hand and desires to ask the foreign secretary if he is aware that the Ahkoond of Swat is dead. The foreign secretary states that the government have no information other than that the Ahkoond was dead a month ago. There is a distinct sensation in the House at the realisation that the Ahkoond has been dead a month without the House having known that he was alive. The sensation is conveyed to the Press and the afternoon papers appear with large headings, THE AHKOOND OF SWAT IS DEAD. The public who have never heard of the Ahkoond bare their heads in a moment in a pause to pray for the Ahkoond’s soul. Then the cables take up the refrain and word is flashed all over the world, The Ahkoond of Swat is Dead.

There was a Canadian journalist and poet once who was so impressed with the news that the Ahkoond was dead, so bowed down with regret that he had never known the Ahkoond while alive, that he forthwith wrote a poem in memory of The Ahkoond of Swat. I have always thought that the reason of the wide admiration that Lannigan’s verses received was not merely because of the brilliant wit that is in them but because in a wider sense they typify so beautifully the scope of English politics. The death of the Ahkoond of Swat, and whether Great Britain should support as his successor Mustalpha El Djin or Kamu Flaj, — there is something worth talking of over an afternoon tea table. But suppose that the whole of the Manitoba Grain Growers were to die. What could one say about it? They’d be dead, that’s all.

So it is that people all over the world turn to English politics with interest. What more delightful than to open an atlas, find out where the new kingdom of Hejaz is, and then violently support the British claim to a protectorate over it. Over in America we don’t understand this sort of thing. There is naturally little chance to do so and we don’t know how to use it when it comes. I remember that when a chance did come in connection with the great Venezuela dispute over the ownership of the jungles and mud-flats of British Guiana, the American papers at once inserted headings, WHERE IS THE ESSIQUIBO RIVER? That spoiled the whole thing. If you admit that you don’t know where a place is, then the bottom is knocked out of all discussion. But if you pretend that you do, then you are all right. Mr. Lloyd George is said to have caused great amusement at the Versailles Conference by admitting that he hadn’t known where Teschen was. So at least it was reported in the papers; and for all I know it might even have been true. But the fun that he raised was not really half what could have been raised. I have it on good authority that two of the American delegates hadn’t known where Austria Proper was and thought that Unredeemed Italy was on the East side of New York, while the Chinese Delegate thought that the Cameroons were part of Scotland. But it is these little geographic niceties that lend a charm to European politics that ours lack forever.

I don’t mean to say the English politics always turn on romantic places or on small questions. They don’t. They often include questions of the largest order. But when the English introduce a really large question as the basis of their politics they like to select one that is insoluble. This guarantees that it will last. Take for example the rights of the Crown as against the people. That lasted for one hundred years, — all the seventeenth century. In Oklahoma or in Alberta they would have called a convention on the question, settled it in two weeks and spoiled it for further use. In the same way the Protestant Reformation was used for a hundred years and the Reform Bill for a generation.

At the present time the genius of the English for politics has selected as their insoluble political question the topic of the German indemnity. The essence of the problem as I understand it may be stated as follows:

It was definitely settled by the Conference at Versailles that Germany is to pay the Allies 3,912,486,782,421 marks. I think that is the correct figure, though of course I am speaking only from memory. At any rate, the correct figure is within a hundred billion marks of the above.

The sum to be paid was not reached without a great deal of discussion. Monsieur Briand, the French Minister, is reported to have thrown out the figure 4,281,390,687,471. But Mr. Lloyd George would not pick it up. Nor do I blame him unless he had a basket to pick it up with.

Lloyd George’s point of view was that the Germans could very properly pay a limited amount such as 3,912,486,782,421 marks, but it was not feasible to put on them a burden of 4,281,390,687,471 marks.

By the way, if any one at this point doubts the accuracy of the figures just given, all he has to do is to take the amount of the indemnity as stated in gold marks and then multiply it by the present value of the mark and he will find to his chagrin that the figures are correct. If he is still not satisfied I refer him to a book of Logarithms. If he is not satisfied with that I refer him to any work on conic sections and if not convinced even then I refer him so far that he will never come back.

The indemnity being thus fixed, the next question is as to the method of collecting it. In the first place there is no intention of allowing the Germans to pay in actual cash. If they do this they will merely inflate the English beyond what is bearable. England has been inflated now for eight years and has had enough of it.

In the second place, it is understood that it will not do to allow the Germans to offer 4,218, 390,687,471 marks’ worth of coal. It is more than the country needs.

What is more, if the English want coal they propose to buy it in an ordinary decent way from a Christian coal-dealer in their own country. They do not purpose to ruin their own coal industry for the sake of building up the prosperity of the German nation.

What I say of coal is applied with equal force to any offers of food, grain, oil, petroleum, gas, or any other natural product. Payment in any of these will be sternly refused. Even now it is all the British farmers can do to live and for some it is more. Many of them are having to sell off their motors and pianos and to send their sons to college to work. At the same time, the German producer by depressing the mark further and further is able to work fourteen hours a day. This argument may not be quite correct but I take it as I find it in the London Press. Whether I state it correctly or not, it is quite plain that the problem is insoluble. That is all that is needed in first class politics.

A really good question like the German reparation question will go on for a century. Undoubtedly in the year 2000 A.D., a British Chancellor of the Exchequer will still be explaining that the government is fully resolved that Germany shall pay to the last farthing (cheers): but that ministers have no intention of allowing the German payment to take a form that will undermine British industry (wild applause): that the German indemnity shall be so paid that without weakening the power of the Germans, to buy from us it shall increase our power of selling to them.

Such questions last forever.

On the other hand sometimes by sheer carelessness a question gets settled and passes out of politics. This, so we are given to understand, has happened to the Irish question. It is settled. A group of Irish delegates and British ministers got together round a table and settled it. The settlement has since been celebrated at a demonstration of brotherhood by the Irish Americans of New York with only six casualties. Henceforth the Irish question passes into history. There may be some odd fighting along the Ulster border, or a little civil war with perhaps a little revolution every now and then, but as a question the thing is finished.

I must say that I for one am very sorry to think that the Irish question is gone. We shall miss it greatly. Debating societies which have flourished on it ever since 1886 will be wrecked for want of it. Dinner parties will now lose half the sparkle of their conversation. It will be no longer possible to make use of such good old remarks as, “After all the Irish are a gifted people,” or, “You must remember that fifty per cent of the great English generals were Irish.”

The settlement turned out to be a very simple affair. Ireland was merely given dominion status. What that is, no one knows, but it means that the Irish have now got it and that they sink from the high place that they had in the white light of publicity to the level of the Canadians or the New Zealanders.

Whether it is quite a proper thing to settle trouble by conferring dominion status on it, is open to question. It is a practice that is bound to spread. It is rumoured that it is now contemplated to confer dominion status upon the Borough of Poplar and on the Cambridge undergraduates. It is even understood that at the recent disarmament conference England offered to confer dominion status on the United States. President Harding would assuredly have accepted it at once but for the protest of Mr. Briand, who claimed that any such offer must be accompanied by a permission to increase the French fire-brigade by fifty per cent.

It is lamentable, too, that at the very same moment when the Irish question was extinguished, the Naval Question which had lasted for nearly fifty years was absolutely obliterated by disarmament. Henceforth the alarm of invasion is a thing of the past and the navy practically needless. Beyond keeping a fleet in the North Sea and one on the Mediterranean, and maintaining a patrol all round the rim of the Pacific Ocean, Britain will cease to be a naval power. A mere annual expenditure of fifty million pounds sterling will suffice for such thin pretence of naval preparedness as a disarmed nation will have to maintain.

This thing too, came as a surprise, or at least a surprise to the general public who are unaware of the workings of diplomacy. Those who know about such things were fully aware of what would happen if a whole lot of British sailors and diplomatists and journalists were exposed to the hospitalities of Washington. The British and Americans are both alike. You can’t drive them or lead them or coerce them, but if you give them a cigar they’ll do anything. The inner history of the conference is only just beginning to be known. But it is whispered that immediately on his arrival Mr. Balfour was given a cigar by President Harding. Mr. Balfour at once offered to scrap five ships, and invited the entire American cabinet into the British Embassy, where Sir A. Geddes was rash enough to offer them champagne.

The American delegates immediately offered to scrap ten ships. Mr. Balfour, who simply cannot be outdone in international courtesy, saw the ten and raised it to twenty. President Harding saw the twenty, raised it to thirty, and sent out for more poker chips.

At the close of the play Lord Beatty, who is urbanity itself, offered to scrap Portsmouth Dockyard, and asked if anybody present would like Canada. President Harding replied with his customary tact that if England wanted the Philippines, he would think it what he would term a residuum of normalcy to give them away. There is no telling what might have happened had not Mr. Briand interposed to say that any transfer of the Philippines must be regarded as a signal for a twenty per cent increase in the Boy Scouts of France. As a tactful conclusion to the matter President Harding raised Mr. Balfour to the peerage.

As things are, disarmament coming along with the Irish settlement, leaves English politics in a bad way. The general outlook is too peaceful altogether. One looks round almost in vain for any of those “strained relations” which used to be the very basis of English foreign policy. In only one direction do I see light for English politics, and that is over towards Czecho-Slovakia. It appears that Czecho-Slovakia owes the British Exchequer fifty million sterling. I cannot quote the exact figure, but it is either fifty million or fifty billion. In either case Czecho-Slovakia is unable to pay. The announcement has just been made by M. Sgitzch, the new treasurer, that the country is bankrupt or at least that he sees his way to make it so in a week.

It has been at once reported in City circles that there are “strained relations” between Great Britain and Czecho-Slovakia. Now what I advise is, that if the relations are strained, keep them so. England has lost nearly all the strained relations she ever had; let her cherish the few that she still has. I know that there are other opinions. The suggestion has been at once made for a “round table conference,” at which the whole thing can be freely discussed without formal protocols and something like a “gentleman’s agreement” reached. I say, don’t do it. England is being ruined by these round table conferences. They are sitting round in Cairo and Calcutta and Capetown, filling all the best hotels and eating out the substance of the taxpayer.

I am told that Lloyd George has offered to go to Czecho-Slovakia. He should be stopped. It is said that Professor Keynes has proved that the best way to deal with the debt of Czecho-Slovakia is to send them whatever cash we have left, thereby turning the exchange upside down on them, and forcing them to buy all their Christmas presents in Manchester.

It is wiser not to do anything of the sort. England should send them a good old-fashioned ultimatum, mobilise all the naval officers at the Embankment hotels, raise the income tax another sixpence, and defy them.

If that were done it might prove a successful first step in bringing English politics back to the high plane of conversational interest from which they are threatening to fall.


Oxford as I See It
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MY PRIVATE STATION being that of a university professor, I was naturally deeply interested in the system of education in England. I was therefore led to make a special visit to Oxford and to submit the place to a searching scrutiny. Arriving one afternoon at four o’clock, I stayed at the Mitre Hotel and did not leave until eleven o’clock next morning. The whole of this time, except for one hour spent in addressing the undergraduates, was devoted to a close and eager study of the great university. When I add to this that I had already visited Oxford in 1907 and spent a Sunday at All Souls with Colonel L. S. Amery, it will be seen at once that my views on Oxford are based upon observations extending over fourteen years.

At any rate I can at least claim that my acquaintance with the British university is just as good a basis for reflection and judgment as that of the numerous English critics who come to our side of the water. I have known a famous English author to arrive at Harvard University in the morning, have lunch with President Lowell, and then write a whole chapter on the Excellence of Higher Education in America. I have known another one come to Harvard, have lunch with President Lowell, and do an entire book on the Decline of Serious Study in America. Or take the case of my own university. I remember Mr. Rudyard Kipling coming to McGill and saying in his address to the undergraduates at 2.30 P.M., “You have here a great institution.” But how could he have gathered this information? As far as I know he spent the entire morning with Sir Andrew Macphail in his house beside the campus, smoking cigarettes. When I add that he distinctly refused to visit the Palaeontologic Museum, that he saw nothing of our new hydraulic apparatus, or of our classes in Domestic Science, his judgment that we had here a great institution seems a little bit superficial. I can only put beside it, to redeem it in some measure, the hasty and ill-formed judgment expressed by Lord Milner, “McGill is a noble university”: and the rash and indiscreet expression of the Prince of Wales, when we gave him an LL.D. degree, “McGill has a glorious future.”

To my mind these unthinking judgments about our great college do harm, and I determined, therefore, that anything that I said about Oxford should be the result of the actual observation and real study based upon a bona fide residence in the Mitre Hotel.

On the strength of this basis of experience I am prepared to make the following positive and emphatic statements. Oxford is a noble university. It has a great past. It is at present the greatest university in the world: and it is quite possible that it has a great future. Oxford trains scholars of the real type better than any other place in the world. Its methods are antiquated. It despises science. Its lectures are rotten. It has professors who never teach and students who never learn. It has no order, no arrangement, no system. Its curriculum is unintelligible. It has no president. It has no state legislature to tell it how to teach, and yet, — it gets there. Whether we like it or not, Oxford gives something to its students, a life and a mode of thought, which in America as yet we can emulate but not equal.

If anybody doubts this let him go and take a room at the Mitre Hotel (ten and six for a wainscotted bedroom, period of Charles I) and study the place for himself.

These singular results achieved at Oxford are all the more surprising when one considers the distressing conditions under which the students work. The lack of an adequate building fund compels them to go on working in the same old buildings which they have had for centuries. The buildings at Brasenose College have not been renewed since the year 1525. In New College and Magdalen the students are still housed in the old buildings erected in the sixteenth century. At Christ Church I was shown a kitchen which had been built at the expense of Cardinal Wolsey in 1527. Incredible though it may seem, they have no other place to cook in than this and are compelled to use it to-day. On the day when I saw this kitchen, four cooks were busy roasting an ox whole for the students’ lunch: this at least is what I presumed they were doing from the size of the fire-place used, but it may not have been an ox; perhaps it was a cow. On a huge table, twelve feet by six and made of slabs of wood five inches thick, two other cooks were rolling out a game pie. I estimated it as measuring three feet across. In this rude way, unchanged since the time of Henry VIII, the unhappy Oxford students are fed. I could not help contrasting it with the cosy little boarding houses on Cottage Grove Avenue where I used to eat when I was a student at Chicago, or the charming little basement dining-rooms of the students’ boarding houses in Toronto. But then, of course, Henry VIII never lived in Toronto.

The same lack of a building-fund necessitates the Oxford students, living in the identical old boarding houses they had in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Technically they are called “quadrangles,” “closes” and “rooms”; but I am so broken in to the usage of my student days that I can’t help calling them boarding houses. In many of these the old stairway has been worn down by the feet of ten generations of students: the windows have little latticed panes: there are old names carved here and there upon the stone, and a thick growth of ivy covers the walls. The boarding house at St. John’s College dates from 1509, the one at Christ Church from the same period. A few hundred thousand pounds would suffice to replace these old buildings with neat steel and brick structures like the normal school at Schenectady, N.Y., or the Peel Street High School at Montreal. But nothing is done. A movement was indeed attempted last autumn towards removing the ivy from the walls, but the result was unsatisfactory and they are putting it back. Any one could have told them beforehand that the mere removal of the ivy would not brighten Oxford up, unless at the same time one cleared the stones of the old inscriptions, put in steel fire-escapes, and in fact brought the boarding houses up to date.

But Henry VIII being dead, nothing was done. Yet in spite of its dilapidated buildings and its lack of fire-escapes, ventilation, sanitation, and up-to-date kitchen facilities, I persist in my assertion that I believe that Oxford, in its way, is the greatest university in the world. I am aware that this is an extreme statement and needs explanation. Oxford is much smaller in numbers, for example, than the State University of Minnesota, and is much poorer. It has, or had till yesterday, fewer students than the University of Toronto. To mention Oxford beside the 26,000 students of Columbia University sounds ridiculous. In point of money, the 39,000,000 dollar endowment of the University of Chicago, and the $35,000,000 one of Columbia, and the $43,000,000 of Harvard seem to leave Oxford nowhere. Yet the peculiar thing is that it is not nowhere. By some queer process of its own it seems to get there every time. It was therefore of the very greatest interest to me, as a profound scholar, to try to investigate just how this peculiar excellence of Oxford arises.

It can hardly be due to anything in the curriculum or programme of studies. Indeed, to any one accustomed to the best models of a university curriculum as it flourishes in the United States and Canada, the programme of studies is frankly quite laughable. There is less Applied Science in the place than would be found with us in a theological college. Hardly a single professor at Oxford would recognise a dynamo if he met it in broad daylight. The Oxford student learns nothing of chemistry, physics, heat, plumbing, electric wiring, gas-fitting or the use of a blow-torch. Any American college student can run a motor car, take a gasoline engine to pieces, fix a washer on a kitchen tap, mend a broken electric bell, and give an expert opinion on what has gone wrong with the furnace. It is these things indeed which stamp him as a college man, and occasion a very pardonable pride in the minds of his parents.

But in all these things the Oxford student is the merest amateur.

This is bad enough. But after all one might say this is only the mechanical side of education. True: but one searches in vain in the Oxford curriculum for any adequate recognition of the higher and more cultured studies. Strange though it seems to us on this side of the Atlantic, there are no courses at Oxford in Housekeeping, or in Salesmanship, or in Advertising, or on Comparative Religion, or on the influence of the Press. There are no lectures whatever on Human Behaviour, on Altruism, on Egotism, or on the Play of Wild Animals. Apparently, the Oxford student does not learn these things. This cuts him off from a great deal of the larger culture of our side of the Atlantic. “What are you studying this year?” I once asked a fourth year student at one of our great colleges. “I am electing Salesmanship and Religion,” he answered. Here was a young man whose training was destined inevitably to turn him into a moral business man: either that or nothing. At Oxford Salesmanship is not taught and Religion takes the feeble form of the New Testament. The more one looks at these things the more amazing it becomes that Oxford can produce any results at all.

The effect of the comparison is heightened by the peculiar position occupied at Oxford by the professors’ lectures. In the colleges of Canada and the United States the lectures are supposed to be a really necessary and useful part of the student’s training. Again and again I have heard the graduates of my own college assert that they had got as much, or nearly as much, out of the lectures at college as out of athletics or the Greek letter society or the Banjo and Mandolin Club. In short, with us the lectures form a real part of the college life. At Oxford it is not so. The lectures, I understand, are given and may even be taken. But they are quite worthless and are not supposed to have anything much to do with the development of the student’s mind. “The lectures here,” said a Canadian student to me, “are punk.” I appealed to another student to know if this was so. “I don’t know whether I’d call them exactly punk,” he answered, “but they’re certainly rotten.” Other judgments were that the lectures were of no importance: that nobody took them: that they don’t matter: that you can take them if you like: that they do you no harm.

It appears further that the professors themselves are not keen on their lectures. If the lectures are called for they give them; if not, the professor’s feelings are not hurt. He merely waits and rests his brain until in some later year the students call for his lectures. There are men at Oxford who have rested their brains this way for over thirty years: the accumulated brain power thus dammed up is said to be colossal.

I understand that the key to this mystery is found in the operations of the person called the tutor. It is from him, or rather with him, that the students learn all that they know: one and all are agreed on that. Yet it is a little odd to know just how he does it. “We go over to his rooms,” said one student, “and he just lights a pipe and talks to us.” “We sit round with him,” said another, “and he simply smokes and goes over our exercises with us.” From this and other evidence I gather that what an Oxford tutor does is to get a little group of students together and smoke at them. Men who have been systematically smoked at for four years turn into ripe scholars. If anybody doubts this, let him go to Oxford and he can see the thing actually in operation. A well-smoked man speaks, and writes English with a grace that can be acquired in no other way.

In what was said above, I seem to have been directing criticism against the Oxford professors as such: but I have no intention of doing so. For the Oxford professor and his whole manner of being I have nothing but a profound respect. There is indeed the greatest difference between the modern up-to-date American idea of a professor and the English type. But even with us in older days, in the bygone time when such people as Henry Wadsworth Longfellow were professors, one found the English idea; a professor was supposed to be a venerable kind of person, with snow-white whiskers reaching to his stomach. He was expected to moon around the campus oblivious of the world around him. If you nodded to him he failed to see you. Of money he knew nothing; of business, far less. He was, as his trustees were proud to say of him, “a child.”

On the other hand he contained within him a reservoir of learning of such depth as to be practically bottomless. None of this learning was supposed to be of any material or commercial benefit to anybody. Its use was in saving the soul and enlarging the mind.

At the head of such a group of professors was one whose beard was even whiter and longer, whose absence of mind was even still greater, and whose knowledge of money, business, and practical affairs was below zero. Him they made the president.

All this is changed in America. A university professor is now a busy, hustling person, approximating as closely to a business man as he can do it. It is on the business man that he models himself. He has a little place that he calls his “office,” with a typewriter machine and a stenographer. Here he sits and dictates letters, beginning after the best business models, “in re yours of the eighth ult., would say, etc., etc.” He writes these letters to students, to his fellow professors, to the president, indeed to any people who will let him write to them. The number of letters that he writes each month is duly counted and set to his credit. If he writes enough he will get a reputation as an “executive,” and big things may happen to him. He may even be asked to step out of the college and take a post as an “executive” in a soap company or an advertising firm. The man, in short, is a “hustler,” an “advertiser” whose highest aim is to be a “live-wire.” If he is not, he will presently be dismissed, or, to use the business term, be “let go,” by a board of trustees who are themselves hustlers and live-wires. As to the professor’s soul, he no longer needs to think of it as it has been handed over along with all the others to a Board of Censors.

The American professor deals with his students according to his lights. It is his business to chase them along over a prescribed ground at a prescribed pace like a flock of sheep. They all go humping together over the hurdles with the professor chasing them with a set of “tests” and “recitations,” “marks” and “attendances,” the whole apparatus obviously copied from the time-clock of the business man’s factory. This process is what is called “showing results.” The pace set is necessarily that of the slowest, and thus results in what I have heard Mr. Edward Beatty describe as the “convoy system of education.”

In my own opinion, reached after fifty-two years of profound reflection, this system contains in itself the seeds of destruction. It puts a premium on dulness and a penalty on genius. It circumscribes that latitude of mind which is the real spirit of learning. If we persist in it we shall presently find that true learning will fly away from our universities and will take rest wherever some individual and enquiring mind can mark out its path for itself.

Now the principal reason why I am led to admire Oxford is that the place is little touched as yet by the measuring of “results,” and by this passion for visible and provable “efficiency.” The whole system at Oxford is such as to put a premium on genius and to let mediocrity and dulness go their way. On the dull student Oxford, after a proper lapse of time, confers a degree which means nothing more than that he lived and breathed at Oxford and kept out of jail. This for many students is as much as society can expect. But for the gifted students Oxford offers great opportunities. There is no question of his hanging back till the last sheep has jumped over the fence. He need wait for no one. He may move forward as fast as he likes, following the bent of his genius. If he has in him any ability beyond that of the common herd, his tutor, interested in his studies, will smoke at him until he kindles him into a flame. For the tutor’s soul is not harassed by herding dull students, with dismissal hanging by a thread over his head in the class room. The American professor has no time to be interested in a clever student. He has time to be interested in his “deportment,” his letter-writing, his executive work, and his organising ability and his hope of promotion to a soap factory. But with that his mind is exhausted. The student of genius merely means to him a student who gives no trouble, who passes all his “tests,” and is present at all his “recitations.” Such a student also, if he can be trained to be a hustler and an advertiser, will undoubtedly “make good.” But beyond that the professor does not think of him. The everlasting principle of equality has inserted itself in a place where it has no right to be, and where inequality is the breath of life.

American or Canadian college trustees would be horrified at the notion of professors who apparently do no work, give few or no lectures and draw their pay merely for existing. Yet these are really the only kind of professors worth having, — I mean, men who can be trusted with a vague general mission in life, with a salary guaranteed at least till their death, and a sphere of duties entrusted solely to their own consciences and the promptings of their own desires. Such men are rare, but a single one of them, when found, is worth ten “executives” and a dozen “organisers.”

The excellence of Oxford, then, as I see it, lies in the peculiar vagueness of the organisation of its work. It starts from the assumption that the professor is a really learned man whose sole interest lies in his own sphere: and that a student, or at least the only student with whom the university cares to reckon seriously, is a young man who desires to know. This is an ancient mediaeval attitude long since buried in more up-to-date places under successive strata of compulsory education, state teaching, the democratisation of knowledge and the substitution of the shadow for the substance, and the casket for the gem. No doubt, in newer places the thing has got to be so. Higher education in America flourishes chiefly as a qualification for entrance into a money-making profession, and not as a thing in itself. But in Oxford one can still see the surviving outline of a nobler type of structure and a higher inspiration.

I do not mean to say, however, that my judgment of Oxford is one undiluted stream of praise. In one respect at least I think that Oxford has fallen away from the high ideals of the Middle Ages. I refer to the fact that it admits women students to its studies. In the Middle Ages women were regarded with a peculiar chivalry long since lost. It was taken for granted that their brains were too delicately poised to allow them to learn anything. It was presumed that their minds were so exquisitely hung that intellectual effort might disturb them. The present age has gone to the other extreme: and this is seen nowhere more than in the crowding of women into colleges originally designed for men. Oxford, I regret to find, has not stood out against this change.

To a profound scholar like myself, the presence of these young women, many of them most attractive, flittering up and down the streets of Oxford in their caps and gowns, is very distressing.

Who is to blame for this and how they first got in I do not know. But I understand that they first of all built a private college of their own close to Oxford, and then edged themselves in foot by foot. If this is so they only followed up the precedent of the recognised method in use in America. When an American college is established, the women go and build a college of their own overlooking the grounds. Then they put on becoming caps and gowns and stand and look over the fence at the college athletics. The male undergraduates, who were originally and by nature a hardy lot, were not easily disturbed. But inevitably some of the senior trustees fell in love with the first year girls and became convinced that coeducation was a noble cause. American statistics show that between 1880 and 1900 the number of trustees and senior professors who married girl undergraduates or who wanted to do so reached a percentage of, — I forget the exact percentage; it was either a hundred or a little over.

I don’t know just what happened at Oxford but presumably something of the sort took place. In any case the women are now all over the place. They attend the college lectures, they row in a boat, and they perambulate the High Street. They are even offering a serious competition against the men. Last year they carried off the ping-pong championship and took the chancellor’s prize for needlework, while in music, cooking and millinery the men are said to be nowhere.

There is no doubt that unless Oxford puts the women out while there is yet time, they will overrun the whole university. What this means to the progress of learning few can tell and those who know are afraid to say.

Cambridge University, I am glad to see, still sets its face sternly against this innovation. I am reluctant to count any superiority in the University of Cambridge. Having twice visited Oxford, having made the place a subject of profound study for many hours at a time, having twice addressed its undergraduates, and having stayed at the Mitre Hotel, I consider myself an Oxford man. But I must admit that Cambridge has chosen the wiser part.

Last autumn, while I was in London on my voyage of discovery, a vote was taken at Cambridge to see if the women who have already a private college nearby, should be admitted to the university. They were triumphantly shut out; and as a fit and proper sign of enthusiasm the undergraduates went over in a body and knocked down the gates of the women’s college. I know that it is a terrible thing to say that any one approved of this. All the London papers came out with headings that read, — ARE OUR UNDERGRADUATES TURNING INTO BABOONS? and so on. The Manchester Guardian draped its pages in black and even the London Morning Post was afraid to take bold ground in the matter. But I do know also that there was a great deal of secret chuckling and jubilation in the London clubs. Nothing was expressed openly. The men of England have been too terrorised by the women for that.

But in safe corners of the club, out of earshot of the waiters and away from casual strangers, little groups of elderly men chuckled quietly together. “Knocked down their gates, eh?” said the wicked old men to one another, and then whispered guiltily behind an uplifted hand, “Serve ’em right.” Nobody dared to say anything outside. If they had some one would have got up and asked a question in the House of Commons. When this is done all England falls flat upon its face.

But for my part when I heard of the Cambridge vote, I felt as Lord Chatham did when he said in parliament, “Sir, I rejoice that America has resisted.” For I have long harboured views of my own upon the higher education of women. In these days, however, it requires no little hardihood to utter a single word of criticism against it. It is like throwing half a brick through the glass roof of a conservatory. It is bound to make trouble. Let me hasten, therefore, to say that I believe most heartily in the higher education of women; in fact, the higher the better. The only question to my mind is: What is “higher education” and how do you get it? With which goes the secondary enquiry, What is a woman and is she just the same as a man? I know that it sounds a terrible thing to say in these days, but I don’t believe she is.

Let me say also that when I speak of coeducation I speak of what I know. I was coeducated myself some thirty-five years ago, at the very beginning of the thing. I learned my Greek alongside of a bevy of beauty on the opposite benches that mashed up the irregular verbs for us very badly. Incidentally, those girls are all married long since, and all the Greek they know now you could put under a thimble. But of that presently.

I have had further experience as well. I spent three years in the graduate school of Chicago, where coeducational girls were as thick as autumn leaves, and some thicker. And as a college professor at McGill University in Montreal, I have taught mingled classes of men and women for twenty years.

On the basis of which experience I say with assurance that the thing is a mistake and has nothing to recommend it but its relative cheapness. Let me emphasise this last point and have done with it. Coeducation is of course a great economy. To teach ten men and ten women in a single class of twenty costs only half as much as to teach two classes. Where economy must rule, then, the thing has got to be. But where the discussion turns not on what is cheapest, but on what is best, then the case is entirely different.

The fundamental trouble is that men and women are different creatures, with different minds and different aptitudes and different paths in life. There is no need to raise here the question of which is superior and which is inferior (though I think, the Lord help me, I know the answer to that too). The point lies in the fact that they are different.

But the mad passion for equality has masked this obvious fact. When women began to demand, quite rightly, a share in higher education, they took for granted that they wanted the same curriculum as the men. They never stopped to ask whether their aptitudes were not in various directions higher and better than those of the men, and whether it might not be better for their sex to cultivate the things which were best suited to their minds. Let me be more explicit. In all that goes with physical and mathematical science, women, on the average, are far below the standard of men. There are, of course, exceptions. But they prove nothing. It is no use to quote to me the case of some brilliant girl who stood first in physics at Cornell. That’s nothing. There is an elephant in the zoo that can count up to ten, yet I refuse to reckon myself his inferior.

Tabulated results spread over years, and the actual experience of those who teach show that in the whole domain of mathematics and physics women are outclassed. At McGill the girls of our first year have wept over their failures in elementary physics these twenty-five years. It is time that some one dried their tears and took away the subject.

But, in any case, examination tests are never the whole story. To those who know, a written examination is far from being a true criterion of capacity. It demands too much of mere memory, imitativeness, and the insidious willingness to absorb other people’s ideas. Parrots and crows would do admirably in examinations. Indeed, the colleges are full of them.

But take, on the other hand, all that goes with the aesthetic side of education, with imaginative literature and the cult of beauty. Here women are, or at least ought to be, the superiors of men. Women were in primitive times the first story-tellers. They are still so at the cradle side. The original college woman was the witch, with her incantations and her prophecies and the glow of her bright imagination, and if brutal men of duller brains had not burned it out of her, she would be incanting still. To my thinking, we need more witches in the colleges and less physics.

I have seen such young witches myself, — if I may keep the word: I like it, — in colleges such as Wellesley in Massachusetts and Bryn Mawr in Pennsylvania, where there isn’t a man allowed within the three mile limit. To my mind, they do infinitely better thus by themselves. They are freer, less restrained. They discuss things openly in their classes; they lift up their voices, and they speak, whereas a girl in such a place as McGill, with men all about her, sits for four years as silent as a frog full of shot.

But there is a deeper trouble still. The careers of the men and women who go to college together are necessarily different, and the preparation is all aimed at the man’s career. The men are going to be lawyers, doctors, engineers, business men, and politicians. And the women are not.

There is no use pretending about it. It may sound an awful thing to say, but the women are going to be married. That is, and always has been, their career; and, what is more, they know it; and even at college, while they are studying algebra and political economy, they have their eye on it sideways all the time. The plain fact is that, after a girl has spent four years of her time and a great deal of her parents’ money in equipping herself for a career that she is never going to have, the wretched creature goes and gets married, and in a few years she has forgotten which is the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle, and she doesn’t care. She has much better things to think of.

At this point some one will shriek: “But surely, even for marriage, isn’t it right that a girl should have a college education?” To which I hasten to answer: most assuredly. I freely admit that a girl who knows algebra, or once knew it, is a far more charming companion and a nobler wife and mother than a girl who doesn’t know x from y. But the point is this: Does the higher education that fits a man to be a lawyer also fit a person to be a wife and mother? Or, in other words, is a lawyer a wife and mother? I say he is not. Granted that a girl is to spend four years in time and four thousand dollars in money in going to college, why train her for a career that she is never going to adopt? Why not give her an education that will have a meaning and a harmony with the real life that she is to follow?

For example, suppose that during her four years every girl lucky enough to get a higher education spent at least six months of it in the training and discipline of a hospital as a nurse. There is more education and character making in that than in a whole bucketful of algebra.

But no, the woman insists on snatching her share of an education designed by Erasmus or William of Wykeham or William of Occam for the creation of scholars and lawyers; and when later on in her home there is a sudden sickness or accident, and the life or death of those nearest to her hangs upon skill and knowledge and a trained fortitude in emergency, she must needs send in all haste for a hired woman to fill the place that she herself has never learned to occupy.

But I am not here trying to elaborate a whole curriculum. I am only trying to indicate that higher education for the man is one thing, for the woman another. Nor do I deny the fact that women have got to earn their living. Their higher education must enable them to do that. They cannot all marry on their graduation day. But that is no great matter. No scheme of education that any one is likely to devise will fail in this respect.

The positions that they hold as teachers or civil servants they would fill all the better if their education were fitted to their wants.

Some few, a small minority, really and truly “have a career,” — husbandless and childless, — in which the sacrifice is great and the honour to them, perhaps, all the higher. And others no doubt dream of a career in which a husband and a group of blossoming children are carried as an appendage to a busy life at the bar or on the platform. But all such are the mere minority, so small as to make no difference to the general argument.

But there — I have written quite enough to make plenty of trouble except perhaps at Cambridge University. So I return with relief to my general study of Oxford. Viewing the situation as a whole, I am led then to the conclusion that there must be something in the life of Oxford itself that makes for higher learning. Smoked at by his tutor, fed in Henry VIII’s kitchen, and sleeping in a tangle of ivy, the student evidently gets something not easily obtained in America. And the more I reflect on the matter the more I am convinced that it is the sleeping in the ivy that does it. How different it is from student life as I remember it!

When I was a student at the University of Toronto thirty years ago, I lived, — from start to finish, — in seventeen different boarding houses. As far as I am aware these houses have not, or not yet, been marked with tablets. But they are still to be found in the vicinity of McCaul and Darcy, and St. Patrick Streets. Any one who doubts the truth of what I have to say may go and look at them.

I was not alone in the nomadic life that I led. There were hundreds of us drifting about in this fashion from one melancholy habitation to another. We lived as a rule two or three in a house, sometimes alone. We dined in the basement. We always had beef, done up in some way after it was dead, and there were always soda biscuits on the table. They used to have a brand of soda biscuits in those days in the Toronto boarding houses that I have not seen since. They were better than dog biscuits but with not so much snap. My contemporaries will all remember them. A great many of the leading barristers and professional men of Toronto were fed on them.

In the life we led we had practically no opportunities for association on a large scale, no common rooms, no reading rooms, nothing. We never saw the magazines, — personally I didn’t even know the names of them. The only interchange of ideas we ever got was by going over to the Caer Howell Hotel on University Avenue and interchanging them there.

I mention these melancholy details not for their own sake but merely to emphasise the point that when I speak of students’ dormitories, and the larger life which they offer, I speak of what I know.

If we had had at Toronto, when I was a student, the kind of dormitories and dormitory life that they have at Oxford, I don’t think I would ever have graduated. I’d have been there still. The trouble is that the universities on our Continent are only just waking up to the idea of what a university should mean. They were, very largely, instituted and organised with the idea that a university was a place where young men were sent to absorb the contents of books and to listen to lectures in the class rooms. The student was pictured as a pallid creature, burning what was called the “midnight oil,” his wan face bent over his desk. If you wanted to do something for him you gave him a book: if you wanted to do something really large on his behalf you gave him a whole basketful of them. If you wanted to go still further and be a benefactor to the college at large, you endowed a competitive scholarship and set two or more pallid students working themselves to death to get it.

The real thing for the student is the life and environment that surrounds him. All that he really learns he learns, in a sense, by the active operation of his own intellect and not as the passive recipient of lectures. And for this active operation what he really needs most is the continued and intimate contact with his fellows. Students must live together and eat together, talk and smoke together. Experience shows that that is how their minds really grow. And they must live together in a rational and comfortable way. They must eat in a big dining room or hall, with oak beams across the ceiling, and the stained glass in the windows, and with a shield or tablet here or there upon the wall, to remind them between times of the men who went before them and left a name worthy of the memory of the college. If a student is to get from his college what it ought to give him, a college dormitory, with the life in common that it brings, is his absolute right. A university that fails to give it to him is cheating him.

If I were founding a university — and I say it with all the seriousness of which I am capable — I would found first a smoking room; then when I had a little more money in hand I would found a dormitory; then after that, or more probably with it, a decent reading room and a library. After that, if I still had money over that I couldn’t use, I would hire a professor and get some text books.

This chapter has sounded in the most part like a continuous eulogy of Oxford with but little in favour of our American colleges. I turn therefore with pleasure to the more congenial task of showing what is wrong with Oxford and with the English university system generally, and the aspect in which our American universities far excell the British.

The point is that Henry VIII is dead. The English are so proud of what Henry VIII and the benefactors of earlier centuries did for the universities that they forget the present. There is little or nothing in England to compare with the magnificent generosity of individuals, provinces and states, which is building up the colleges of the United States and Canada. There used to be. But by some strange confusion of thought the English people admire the noble gifts of Cardinal Wolsey and Henry VIII and Queen Margaret, and do not realise that the Carnegies and Rockefellers and the William Macdonalds are the Cardinal Wolseys of to-day. The University of Chicago was founded upon oil. McGill University rests largely on a basis of tobacco. In America the world of commerce and business levies on itself a noble tribute in favour of the higher learning. In England, with a few conspicuous exceptions, such as that at Bristol, there is little of the sort. The feudal families are content with what their remote ancestors have done: they do not try to emulate it in any great degree.

In the long run this must count. Of all the various reforms that are talked of at Oxford, and of all the imitations of American methods that are suggested, the only one worth while, to my thinking, is to capture a few millionaires, give them honorary degrees at a million pounds sterling apiece, and tell them to imagine that they are Henry the Eighth. I give Oxford warning that if this is not done the place will not last another two centuries.


The British and the American Press
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THE ONLY PAPER from which a man can really get the news of the world in a shape that he can understand is the newspaper of his own “home town.” For me, unless I can have the Montreal Gazette at my breakfast, and the Montreal Star at my dinner, I don’t really know what is happening. In the same way I have seen a man from the south of Scotland settle down to read the Dumfries Chronicle with a deep sigh of satisfaction: and a man from Burlington, Vermont, pick up the Burlington Eagle and study the foreign news in it as the only way of getting at what was really happening in France and Germany.

The reason is, I suppose, that there are different ways of serving up the news and we each get used to our own. Some people like the news fed to them gently: others like it thrown at them in a bombshell: some prefer it to be made as little of as possible; they want it minimised: others want the maximum.

This is where the greatest difference lies between the British newspapers and those of the United States and Canada. With us in America the great thing is to get the news and shout it at the reader; in England they get the news and then break it to him as gently as possible. Hence the big headings, the bold type, and the double columns of the American paper, and the small headings and the general air of quiet and respectability of the English Press.

It is quite beside the question to ask which is the better. Neither is. They are different things: that’s all. The English newspaper is designed to be read quietly, propped up against the sugar bowl of a man eating a slow breakfast in a quiet corner of a club, or by a retired banker seated in a leather chair nearly asleep, or by a country vicar sitting in a wicker chair under a pergola. The American paper is for reading by a man hanging on the straps of a clattering subway express, by a man eating at a lunch counter, by a man standing on one leg, by a man getting a two-minute shave, or by a man about to have his teeth drawn by a dentist.

In other words, there is a difference of atmosphere. It is not merely in the type and the lettering, it is a difference in the way the news is treated and the kind of words that are used. In America we love such words as “gun-men” and “joy-ride” and “death-cell”: in England they prefer “person of doubtful character” and “motor travelling at excessive speed” and “corridor No. 6.” If a milk-waggon collides in the street with a coal-cart, we write that a “life-waggon” has struck a “death-cart.” We call a murderer a “thug” or a “gun-man” or a “yeg-man.” In England they simply call him “the accused who is a grocer’s assistant in Houndsditch.” That designation would knock any decent murder story to pieces.

Hence comes the great difference between the American “lead” or opening sentence of the article, and the English method of commencement. In the American paper the idea is that the reader is so busy that he must first be offered the news in one gulp. After that if he likes it he can go on and eat some more of it. So the opening sentence must give the whole thing. Thus, suppose that a leading member of the United States Congress has committed suicide. This is the way in which the American reporter deals with it.

“Seated in his room at the Grand Hotel with his carpet slippers on his feet and his body wrapped in a blue dressing-gown with pink insertions, after writing a letter of farewell to his wife and emptying a bottle of Scotch whisky in which he exonerated her from all culpability in his death, Congressman Ahasuerus P. Tigg was found by night-watchman, Henry T. Smith, while making his rounds as usual with four bullets in his stomach.”

Now let us suppose that a leading member of the House of Commons in England had done the same thing. Here is the way it would be written up in a first-class London newspaper.

The heading would be HOME AND GENERAL INTELLIGENCE. That is inserted so as to keep the reader soothed and quiet and is no doubt thought better than the American heading BUGHOUSE CONGRESSMAN BLOWS OUT BRAINS IN HOTEL. After the heading HOME AND GENERAL INTELLIGENCE the English paper runs the subheading INCIDENT AT THE GRAND HOTEL. The reader still doesn’t know what happened; he isn’t meant to. Then the article begins like this:

“The Grand Hotel, which is situated at the corner of Millbank and Victoria Streets, was the scene last night of a distressing incident.”

“What is it?” thinks the reader. “The hotel itself, which is an old Georgian structure dating probably from about 1750, is a quiet establishment, its clientele mainly drawn from business men in the cattle-droving and distillery business from South Wales.”

“What happened?” thinks the reader.

“Its cuisine has long been famous for the excellence of its boiled shrimps.”

“What happened?”

“While the hotel itself is also known as the meeting place of the Surbiton Harmonic Society and other associations.”

“What happened?”

“Among the more prominent of the guests of the hotel has been numbered during the present Parliamentary session Mr. Llewylln Ap. Jones, M.P., for South Llanfydd. Mr. Jones apparently came to his room last night at about ten P.M., and put on his carpet slippers and his blue dressing gown. He then seems to have gone to the cupboard and taken from it a whisky bottle which however proved to be empty. The unhappy gentleman then apparently went to bed...”

At that point the American reader probably stops reading, thinking that he has heard it all. The unhappy man found that the bottle was empty and went to bed: very natural: and the affair very properly called a “distressing incident”: quite right. But the trained English reader would know that there was more to come and that the air of quiet was only assumed, and he would read on and on until at last the tragic interest heightened, the four shots were fired, with a good long pause after each for discussion of the path of the bullet through Mr. Ap. Jones.

I am not saying that either the American way or the British way is the better. They are just two different ways, that’s all. But the result is that anybody from the United States or Canada reading the English papers gets the impression that nothing is happening: and an English reader of our newspapers with us gets the idea that the whole place is in a tumult.

When I was in London I used always, in glancing at the morning papers, to get a first impression that the whole world was almost asleep. There was, for example, a heading called INDIAN INTELLIGENCE that showed, on close examination, that two thousand Parsees had died of the blue plague, that a powder boat had blown up at Bombay, that some one had thrown a couple of bombs at one of the provincial governors, and that four thousand agitators had been sentenced to twenty years hard labour each. But the whole thing was just called “Indian Intelligence.” Similarly, there was a little item called, “Our Chinese Correspondent.” That one explained ten lines down, in very small type, that a hundred thousand Chinese had been drowned in a flood. And there was another little item labelled “Foreign Gossip,” under which was mentioned that the Pope was dead, and that the President of Paraguay had been assassinated.

In short, I got the impression that I was living in an easy drowsy world, as no doubt the editor meant me to. It was only when the Montreal Star arrived by post that I felt that the world was still revolving pretty rapidly on its axis and that there was still something doing.

As with the world news so it is with the minor events of ordinary life, — birth, death, marriage, accidents, crime. Let me give an illustration. Suppose that in a suburb of London a housemaid has endeavoured to poison her employer’s family by putting a drug in the coffee. Now on our side of the water we should write that little incident up in a way to give it life, and put headings over it that would capture the reader’s attention in a minute. We should begin it thus:

   PRETTY PARLOR MAID

      DEALS DEATH-DRINK

          TO CLUBMAN’S FAMILY

The English reader would ask at once, how do we know that the parlor maid is pretty? We don’t. But our artistic sense tells us that she ought to be. Pretty parlor maids are the only ones we take any interest in: if an ugly parlor maid poisoned her employer’s family we should hang her. Then again, the English reader would say, how do we know that the man is a clubman? Have we ascertained this fact definitely, and if so, of what club or clubs is he a member? Well, we don’t know, except in so far as the thing is self-evident. Any man who has romance enough in his life to be poisoned by a pretty housemaid ought to be in a club. That’s the place for him. In fact, with us the word club man doesn’t necessarily mean a man who belongs to a club: it is defined as a man who is arrested in a gambling den; or fined for speeding a motor or who shoots another person in a hotel corridor. Therefore this man must be a club man. Having settled the heading, we go on with the text:

“Brooding over love troubles which she has hitherto refused to divulge under the most grilling fusillade of rapid-fire questions shot at her by the best brains of the New York police force, Miss Mary De Forrest, a handsome brunette thirty-six inches around the hips, employed as a parlor maid in the residence of Mr. Spudd Bung, a well-known clubman forty-two inches around the chest, was arrested yesterday by the flying squad of the emergency police after having, so it is alleged, put four ounces of alleged picrate of potash into the alleged coffee of her employer’s family’s alleged breakfast at their residence on Hudson Heights in the most fashionable quarter of the metropolis. Dr. Slink, the leading fashionable practitioner of the neighbourhood who was immediately summoned said that but for his own extraordinary dexterity and promptness the death of the whole family, if not of the entire entourage, was a certainty. The magistrate in committing Miss De Forrest for trial took occasion to enlarge upon her youth and attractive appearance: he castigated the moving pictures severely and said that he held them together with the public school system and the present method of doing the hair, directly responsible for the crimes of the kind alleged.”

Now when you read this over you begin to feel that something big has happened. Here is a man like Dr. Slink, all quivering with promptness and dexterity. Here is an inserted picture, a photograph, a brick house in a row marked with a cross (+) and labelled “The Bung Residence as. it appeared immediately after the alleged outrage.” It isn’t really. It is just a photograph that we use for this sort of thing and have grown to like. It is called sometimes:— “Residence of Senator Borah” or “Scene of the Recent Spiritualistic Manifestations” or anything of the sort. As long as it is marked with a cross (+) the reader will look at it with interest.

In other words we make something out of an occurrence like this. It doesn’t matter if it all fades out afterwards when it appears that Mary De Forrest merely put ground allspice into the coffee in mistake for powdered sugar and that the family didn’t drink it anyway. The reader has already turned to other mysteries.

But contrast the pitifully tame way in which the same event is written up in England. Here it is:

SUBURBAN ITEM

“Yesterday at the police court of Surbiton-on-Thames Mary Forrester, a servant in the employ of Mr. S. Bung was taken into custody on a charge of having put a noxious preparation, possibly poison, into the coffee of her employer’s family. The young woman was remanded for a week.”

Look at that. Mary Forrester a servant?

How wide was she round the chest? It doesn’t say. Mr. S. Bung? Of what club was he a member? None, apparently. Then who cares if he is poisoned? And “the young woman!” What a way to speak of a decent girl who never did any other harm than to poison a club man. And the English magistrate! What a tame part he must have played: his name indeed doesn’t occur at all: apparently he didn’t enlarge on the girl’s good looks, or “comment on her attractive appearance,” or anything. I don’t suppose that he even asked Mary Forrester out to lunch with him.

Notice also that, according to the English way of writing the thing up, as soon as the girl was remanded for a week the incident is closed. The English reporter doesn’t apparently know enough to follow Miss De Forrest to her home (called “the De Forrest Residence” and marked with a cross, +). The American reporter would make certain to supplement what went above with further information of this fashion. “Miss De Forrest when seen later at her own home by a representative of The Eagle said that she regretted very much having been put to the necessity of poisoning Mr. Bung. She had in the personal sense nothing against Mr. Bung and apart from poisoning him she had every respect for Mr. Bung. Miss De Forrest, who talks admirably on a variety of topics, expressed herself as warmly in favour of the League of Nations and as a devotee of the short ballot and proportional representation.”

Any American reader who studies the English Press comes upon these wasted opportunities every day. There are indeed certain journals of a newer type which are doing their best to imitate us. But they don’t really get it yet. They use type up to about one inch and after that they get afraid.

I hope that in describing the spirit of the English Press I do not seem to be writing with any personal bitterness. I admit that there might be a certain reason for such a bias. During my stay in England I was most anxious to appear as a contributor to some of the leading papers. This is, with the English, a thing that always adds prestige. To be able to call oneself a “contributor” to the Times or to Punch or the Morning Post or the Spectator, is a high honour. I have met these “contributors” all over the British Empire. Some, I admit, look strange. An ancient wreck in the back bar of an Ontario tavern (ancient regime) has told me that he was a contributor to the Times: the janitor of the building where I lived admits that he is a contributor to Punch: a man arrested in Bristol for vagrancy while I was in England pleaded that he was a contributor to the Spectator. In fact, it is an honour that everybody seems to be able to get but me.

I had often tried before I went to England to contribute to the great English newspapers. I had never succeeded. But I hoped that while in England itself the very propinquity of the atmosphere, I mean the very contiguity of the surroundings, would render the attempt easier. I tried and I failed. My failure was all the more ignominious in that I had very direct personal encouragement. “By all means,” said the editor of the London Times, “do some thing for us while you are here. Best of all, do something in a political way; that’s rather our special line.” I had already received almost an identical encouragement from the London Morning Post, and in a more qualified way from the Manchester Guardian. In short, success seemed easy.

I decided therefore to take some simple political event of the peculiar kind that always makes a stir in English politics and write it up for these English papers. To simplify matters I thought it better to use one and the same incident and write it up in three different ways and get paid for it three, times. All of those who write for the Press will understand the motive at once. I waited therefore and watched the papers to see if anything interesting might happen to the Ahkoond of Swat or the Sandjak of Novi Bazar or any other native potentate. Within a couple of days I got what I wanted in the following item, which I need hardly say is taken word for word from the Press despatches:

“Perim, via Bombay. News comes by messenger that the Shriek of Kowfat who has been living under the convention of 1898 has violated the modus operandi. He is said to have torn off his suspenders, dipped himself in oil and proclaimed a Jehad. The situation is critical.”

Everybody who knows England knows that this is just the kind of news that the English love. On our side of the Atlantic we should be bothered by the fact that we did not know where Kowfat is, nor what was the convention of 1898. They are not. They just take it for granted that Kowfat is one of the many thousand places that they “own,” somewhere in the outer darkness. They have so many Kowfats that they cannot keep track of them.

I knew therefore that everybody would be interested in any discussion of what was at once called “the Kowfat Crisis” and I wrote it up. I resisted the temptation to begin after the American fashion, “Shriek sheds suspenders,” and suited the writing, as I thought, to the market I was writing for. I wrote up the incident for the Morning Post after the following fashion:

“The news from Kowfat affords one more instance of a painful back-down on the part of the Government. Our policy of spineless supineness is now reaping its inevitable reward. To us there is only one thing to be done. If the Shriek has torn off his suspenders he must be made to put them on again. We have always held that where the imperial prestige of this country is concerned there is no room for hesitation. In the present instance our prestige is at stake: the matter involves our reputation in the eyes of the surrounding natives, the Bantu Hottentots, the Negritos, the Dwarf Men of East Abyssinia, and the Dog Men of Darfur. What will they think of us? If we fail in this crisis their notion of us will fall fifty per cent. In our opinion this country cannot stand a fifty per cent drop in the estimation of the Dog Men. The time is one that demands action. An ultimatum should be sent at once to the Shriek of Kowfat. If he has one already we should send him another. He should be made at once to put on his suspenders. The oil must be scraped off him, and he must be told plainly that if a pup like him tries to start a Jehad he will have to deal with the British Navy. We call the Shriek a pup in no sense of belittling him as our imperial ally but because we consider that the present is no time for half words and we do not regard pup as half a word. Events such as the present, rocking the Empire to its base, make one long for the spacious days of a Salisbury or a Queen Elizabeth, or an Alfred the Great or a Julius Caesar. We doubt whether the present Cabinet is in this class.”

Not to lose any time in the coming and going of the mail, always a serious thought for the contributor to the Press waiting for a cheque, I sent another editorial on the same topic to the Manchester Guardian. It ran as follows:

“The action of the Shriek of Kowfat in proclaiming a Jehad against us is one that amply justifies all that we have said editorially since Jeremy Bentham died. We have always held that the only way to deal with a Mohammedan potentate like the Shriek is to treat him like a Christian. The Khalifate of Kowfat at present buys its whole supply of cotton piece goods in our market and pays cash. The Shriek, who is a man of enlightenment, has consistently upheld the principles of Free Trade. Not only are our exports of cotton piece goods, bibles, rum, and beads constantly increasing, but they are more than offset by our importation from Kowfat of ivory, rubber, gold, and oil. In short, we have never seen the principles of Free Trade better illustrated. The Shriek, it is now reported, refuses to wear the braces presented to him by our envoy at the time of his coronation five years ago. He is said to have thrown them into the mud. But we have no reason to suppose that this is meant as a blow at our prestige. It may be that after five years of use the little pulleys of the braces no longer work properly. We have ourselves in our personal life known instances of this, and can speak of the sense of irritation occasioned. Even we have thrown on the floor ours. And in any case, as we have often reminded our readers, what is prestige? If any one wants to hit us, let him hit us right there. We regard a blow at our trade as far more deadly than a blow at our prestige.

“The situation as we see it demands immediate reparation on our part. The principal grievance of the Shriek arises from the existence of our fort and garrison on the Kowfat river. Our proper policy is to knock down the fort, and either remove the garrison or give it to the Shriek. We are convinced that as soon as the Shriek realises that we are prepared to treat him in the proper Christian spirit, he will at once respond with true Mohammedan generosity.

“We have further to remember that in what we do we are being observed by the neighbouring tribes, the Negritos, the Dwarf Men, and the Dog Men of Darfur. These are not only shrewd observers but substantial customers. The Dwarf Men at present buy all their cotton on the Manchester market and the Dog Men depend on us for their soap.

“The present crisis is one in which the nation needs statesmanship and a broad outlook upon the world. In the existing situation we need not the duplicity of a Machiavelli, but the commanding prescience of a Gladstone or an Alfred the Great, or a Julius Caesar. Luckily we have exactly this type of man at the head of affairs.”

After completing the above I set to work without delay on a similar exercise for the London Times. The special excellence of the Times, as everybody knows is its fulness of information. For generations past the Times has commanded a peculiar minuteness of knowledge about all parts of the Empire. It is the proud boast of this great journal that to whatever far away, outlandish part of the Empire you may go, you will always find a correspondent of the Times looking for something to do. It is said that the present proprietor has laid it down as his maxim, “I don’t want men who think; I want men who know.” The arrangements for thinking are made separately.

Incidentally I may say that I had personal opportunities while I was in England of realising that the reputation of the Times staff for the possession of information is well founded. Dining one night with some members of the staff, I happened to mention Saskatchewan. One of the editors at the other end of the table looked up at the mention of the name. “Saskatchewan,” he said, “ah, yes; that’s not far from Alberta, is it?” and then turned quietly to his food again. When I remind the reader that Saskatchewan is only half an inch from Alberta he may judge of the nicety of the knowledge involved. Having all this in mind, I recast the editorial and sent it to the London Times as follows:

“The news that the Sultan of Kowfat has thrown away his suspenders renders it of interest to indicate the exact spot where he has thrown them. (See map). Kowfat, lying as the reader knows, on the Kowfat River, occupies the hinterland between the back end of south-west Somaliland and the east, that is to say, the west, bank of Lake P’schu. It thus forms an enclave between the Dog Men of Darfur and the Negritos of T’chk. The inhabitants of Kowfat are a coloured race three quarters negroid and more than three quarters tabloid.

“As a solution of the present difficulty, the first thing required in our opinion is to send out a boundary commission to delineate more exactly still just where Kowfat is. After that an ethnographical survey might be completed.”

It was a matter not only of concern but of surprise to me that not one of the three contributions recited above was accepted by the English Press. The Morning Post complained that my editorial was not firm enough in tone, the Guardian that it was not humane enough, the Times that I had left out the latitude and longitude always expected by their readers. I thought it not worth while to bother to revise the articles as I had meantime conceived the idea that the same material might be used in the most delightfully amusing way as the basis of a poem far Punch. Everybody knows the kind of verses that are contributed to Punch by Sir Owen Seaman and Mr. Charles Graves and men of that sort. And everybody has been struck, as I have, by the extraordinary easiness of the performance. All that one needs is to get some odd little incident, such as the revolt of the Sultan of Kowfat, make up an amusing title, and then string the verses together in such a way as to make rhymes with all the odd words that come into the narrative. In fact, the thing is ease itself.

I therefore saw a glorious chance with the Sultan of Kowfat. Indeed, I fairly chuckled to myself when I thought what amusing rhymes could be made with “Negritos,” “modus operandi” and “Dog Men of Darfur.” I can scarcely imagine anything more excruciatingly funny than the rhymes which can be made with them. And as for the title, bringing in the word Kowfat or some play upon it, the thing is perfectly obvious. The idea amused me so much that I set to work at the poem at once.

I am sorry to say that I failed to complete it. Not that I couldn’t have done so, given time; I am quite certain that if I had had about two years I could have done it. The main structure of the poem, however, is here and I give it for what it is worth. Even as it is it strikes me as extraordinarily good. Here it is:

       Title

 

  ...................... Kowfat

 

       Verse One

 

  ..........................,

  ............... modus operandi;

  ..........................,

  .................., Negritos:

  ....................... P’shu.

 

       Verse Two

 

  ..................... Khalifate;

  ............. Dog Men of Darfur:

  ....................... T’chk.

Excellent little thing, isn’t it? All it needs is the rhymes. As far as it goes it has just exactly the ease and the sweep required. And if some one will tell me how Owen Seaman and those people get the rest of the ease and the sweep I’ll be glad to put it in.

One further experiment of the same sort I made with the English Press in another direction and met again with failure. If there is one paper in the world for which I have respect and — if I may say it — an affection, it is the London Spectator. I suppose that I am only one of thousands and thousands of people who feel that way. Why under the circumstances the Spectator failed to publish my letter I cannot say. I wanted no money for it: I only wanted the honour of seeing it inserted beside the letter written from the Rectory, Hops, Hants, or the Shrubbery, Potts, Shrops, — I mean from one of those places where the readers of the Spectator live. I thought too that my letter had just the right touch. However, they wouldn’t take it: something wrong with it somewhere, I suppose. This is it:

   To the Editor,

     The Spectator,

       London, England.

 

   Dear Sir,

 

   Your correspondence of last week contained such interesting

   information in regard to the appearance of the first cowslip

   in Kensington Common that I trust that I may, without

   fatiguing your readers to the point of saturation, narrate

   a somewhat similar and I think, sir, an equally interesting

   experience of my own. While passing through Lambeth Gardens

   yesterday towards the hour of dusk I observed a crow with

   one leg sitting beside the duck-pond and apparently lost in

   thought. There was no doubt that the bird was of the

   species pulex hibiscus, an order which is becoming

   singularly rare in the vicinity of the metropolis. Indeed,

   so far as I am aware, the species has not been seen in

   London since 1680. I may say that on recognising the bird I

   drew as near as I could, keeping myself behind the

   shrubbery, but the pulex hibiscus which apparently caught a

   brief glimpse of my face uttered a cry of distress and flew

   away.

 

   I am, sir,

     Believe me,

      yours, sir,

         O.Y. Botherwithit.

    (Ret’d Major Burmese Army.);

Distressed by these repeated failures, I sank back to a lower level of English literary work, the puzzle department. For some reason or other the English delight in puzzles. It is, I think, a part of the peculiar school-boy pedantry which is the reverse side of their literary genius. I speak with a certain bitterness because in puzzle work I met with no success whatever. My solutions were never acknowledged, never paid for, in fact they were ignored. But I append two or three of them here, with apologies to the editors of the Strand and other papers who should have had the honour of publishing them first.

   Puzzle I

Can you fold a square piece of paper in such a way that with a single fold it forms a pentagon?

My Solution: Yes, if I knew what a pentagon was.

   Puzzle II

A and B agree to hold a walking match across an open meadow, each seeking the shortest line. A, walking from corner to corner, may be said to diangulate the hypotenuse of the meadow. B, allowing for a slight rise in the ground, walks on an obese tabloid. Which wins?

My Solution: Frankly, I don’t know.

    Puzzle III

(With apologies to the Strand.)

A rope is passed over a pulley. It has a weight at one end and a monkey at the other. There is the same length of rope on either side and equilibrium is maintained. The rope weighs four ounces per foot. The age of the monkey and the age of the monkey’s mother together total four years. The weight of the monkey is as many pounds as the monkey’s mother is years old. The monkey’s mother was twice as old as the monkey was when the monkey’s mother was half as old as the monkey will be when the monkey is three times as old as the monkey’s mother was when the monkey’s mother was three times as old as the monkey. The weight of the rope with the weight at the end was half as much again as the difference in weight between the weight of the weight and the weight of the monkey. Now, what was the length of the rope?

My Solution: I should think it would have to be a rope of a fairly good length.

In only one department of English journalism have I met with a decided measure of success; I refer to the juvenile competition department. This is a sort of thing to which the English are especially addicted. As a really educated nation for whom good literature begins in the home they encourage in every way literary competitions among the young readers of their journals. At least half a dozen of the well-known London periodicals carry on this work. The prizes run all the way from one shilling to half a guinea and the competitions are generally open to all children from three to six years of age. It was here that I saw my open opportunity and seized it. I swept in prize after prize. As “Little Agatha” I got four shillings for the best description of Autumn in two lines, and one shilling for guessing correctly the missing letters in BR-STOL, SH-FFIELD, and H-LL. A lot of the competitors fell down on H-LL. I got six shillings for giving the dates of the Norman Conquest, — 1492 A.D., and the Crimean War of 1870. In short, the thing was easy. I might say that to enter these competitions one has to have a certificate of age from a member of the clergy. But I know a lot of them.


Business in England. Wanted — More Profiteers
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IT IS HARDLY necessary to say that so shrewd an observer as I am could not fail to be struck by the situation of business in England. Passing through the factory towns and noticing that no smoke came from the tall chimneys and that the doors of the factories were shut, I was led to the conclusion that they were closed.

Observing that the streets of the industrial centres were everywhere filled with idle men, I gathered that they were unemployed: and when I learned that the moving picture houses were full to the doors every day and that the concert halls, beer gardens, grand opera, and religious concerts were crowded to suffocation, I inferred that the country was suffering from an unparalleled depression. This diagnosis turned out to be absolutely correct. It has been freely estimated that at the time I refer to almost two million men were out of work.

But it does not require government statistics to prove that in England at the present day everybody seems poor, just as in the United States everybody, to the eye of the visitor, seems to be rich. In England nobody seems to be able to afford anything: in the United States everybody seems to be able to afford everything. In England nobody smokes cigars: in America everybody does. On the English railways the first class carriages are empty: in the United States the “reserved drawingrooms” are full. Poverty no doubt is only a relative matter: but a man whose income used to be 10,000 a year and is now 5,000, is living in “reduced circumstances”: he feels himself just as poor as the man whose income has been cut from five thousand pounds to three, or from five hundred pounds to two. They are all in the same boat. What with the lowering of dividends and the raising of the income tax, the closing of factories, feeding the unemployed and trying to employ the unfed, things are in a bad way.

The underlying cause is plain enough. The economic distress that the world suffers now is the inevitable consequence of the war. Everybody knows that. But where the people differ is in regard to what is going to happen next, and what we must do about it. Here opinion takes a variety of forms. Some people blame it on the German mark: by permitting their mark to fall, the Germans, it is claimed, are taking away all the business from England; the fall of the mark, by allowing the Germans to work harder and eat less than the English, is threatening to drive the English out of house and home: if the mark goes on falling still further the Germans will thereby outdo us also in music, literature and in religion. What has got to be done, therefore, is to force the Germans to lift the mark up again, and make them pay up their indemnity.

Another more popular school of thought holds to an entirely contrary opinion. The whole trouble, they say, comes from the sad collapse of Germany. These unhappy people, having been too busy for four years in destroying valuable property in France and Belgium to pay attention to their home affairs, now find themselves collapsed: it is our first duty to pick them up again. The English should therefore take all the money they can find and give it to the Germans. By this means German trade and industry will revive to such an extent that the port of Hamburg will be its old bright self again and German waiters will reappear in the London hotels. After that everything will be all right.

Speaking with all the modesty of an outsider and a transient visitor, I give it as my opinion that the trouble is elsewhere. The danger of industrial collapse in England does not spring from what is happening in Germany but from what is happening in England itself. England, like most of the other countries in the world, is suffering from the over-extension of government and the decline of individual self-help. For six generations industry in England and America has flourished on individual effort called out by the prospect of individual gain. Every man acquired from his boyhood the idea that he must look after himself. Morally, physically and financially that was the recognised way of getting on. The desire to make a fortune was regarded as a laudable ambition, a proper stimulus to effort. The ugly word “profiteer” had not yet been coined. There was no income tax to turn a man’s pockets inside out and take away his savings. The world was to the strong.

Under the stimulus of this the wheels of industry hummed. Factories covered the land. National production grew to a colossal size and the whole outer world seemed laid under a tribute to the great industry. As a system it was far from perfect. It contained in itself all kinds of gross injustices, demands that were too great, wages that were too small; in spite of the splendour of the foreground, poverty and destitution hovered behind the scenes. But such as it was, the system worked: and it was the only one that we knew.

Or turn to another aspect of this same principle of self-help. The way to acquire knowledge in the early days was to buy a tallow candle and read a book after one’s day’s work, as Benjamin Franklin read or Lincoln: and when the soul was stimulated to it, then the aspiring youth must save money, put himself to college, live on nothing, think much, and in the course of this starvation and effort become a learned man, with somehow a peculiar moral fibre in him not easily reproduced to-day. For to-day the candle is free and the college is free and the student has a “Union” like the profiteer’s club and a swimming-bath and a Drama League and a coeducational society at his elbow for which he buys Beauty Roses at five dollars a bunch.

Or turn if one will to the moral side. The older way of being good was by much prayer and much effort of one’s own soul. Now it is done by a Board of Censors. There is no need to fight sin by the power of the spirit: let the Board of Censors do it. They together with three or four kinds of Commissioners are supposed to keep sin at arm’s length and to supply a first class legislative guarantee of righteousness. As a short cut to morality and as a way of saving individual effort our legislatures are turning out morality legislation by the bucketful. The legislature regulates our drink, it begins already to guard us against the deadly cigarette, it regulates here and there the length of our skirts, it safeguards our amusements and in two states of the American Union it even proposes to save us from the teaching of the Darwinian Theory of evolution. The ancient prayer “Lead us not into temptation” is passing out of date. The way to temptation is declared closed by Act of Parliament and by amendment to the constitution of the United States. Yet oddly enough the moral tone of the world fails to respond. The world is apparently more full of thugs, hold-up men, yeg-men, bandits, motor-thieves, porch-climbers, spotters, spies and crooked policemen than it ever was; till it almost seems that the slow, old-fashioned method of an effort of the individual soul may be needed still before the world is made good.

This vast new system, the system of leaning on the government, is spreading like a blight over England and America, and everywhere we suffer from it. Government, that in theory represents a union of effort and a saving of force, sprawls like an octopus over the land. It has become like a dead weight upon us. Wherever it touches industry it cripples it. It runs railways and makes a heavy deficit: it builds ships and loses money on them: it operates the ships and loses more money: it piles up taxes to fill the vacuum and when it has killed employment, opens a bureau of unemployment and issues a report on the depression of industry.

Now, the only way to restore prosperity is to give back again to the individual the opportunity to make money, to make lots of it, and when he has got it, to keep it. In spite of all the devastation of the war the raw assets of our globe are hardly touched. Here and there, as in parts of China and in England and in Belgium with about seven hundred people to the square mile, the world is fairly well filled up. There is standing room only. But there are vast empty spaces still. Mesopotamia alone has millions of acres of potential wheat land with a few Arabs squatting on it. Canada could absorb easily half a million settlers a year for a generation to come. The most fertile part of the world, the valley of the Amazon, is still untouched: so fertile is it that for tens of thousands of square miles it is choked with trees, a mere tangle of life, defying all entry. The idea of our humanity sadly walking the streets of Glasgow or sitting mournfully fishing on the piers of the Hudson, out of work, would be laughable if it were not for the pathos of it.

The world is out of work for the simple reason that the world has killed the goose that laid the golden eggs of industry. By taxation, by legislation, by popular sentiment all over the world, there has been a disparagement of the capitalist. And all over the world capital is frightened. It goes and hides itself in the form of an investment in a victory bond, a thing that is only a particular name for a debt, with no productive effort behind it and indicating only a dead weight of taxes. There capital sits like a bull-frog hidden behind water-lilies, refusing to budge.

Hence the way to restore prosperity is not to multiply government departments and government expenditures, nor to appoint commissions and to pile up debts, but to start going again the machinery of bold productive effort. Take off all the excess profits taxes and the super-taxes on income and as much of the income tax itself as can be done by a wholesale dismissal of government employees and then give industry a mark to shoot at. What is needed now is not the multiplication of government reports, but corporate industry, the formation of land companies, development companies, irrigation companies, any kind of corporation that will call out private capital from its hiding places, offer employment to millions and start the wheels moving again. If the promoters of such corporations presently earn huge fortunes for themselves society is none the worse: and in any case, humanity being what it is, they will hand back a vast part of what they have acquired in return for LL.D. degrees, or bits of blue ribbon, or companionships of the Bath, or whatever kind of glass bead fits the fancy of the retired millionaire.

The next thing to be done, then, is to “fire” the government officials and to bring back the profiteer. As to which officials are to be fired first it doesn’t matter much. In England people have been greatly perturbed as to the use to be made of such instruments as the “Geddes Axe”: the edge of the axe of dismissal seems so terribly sharp. But there is no need to worry. If the edge of the axe is too sharp, hit with the back of it.

As to the profiteer, bring him back. He is really just the same person who a few years ago was called a Captain of Industry and an Empire Builder and a Nation Maker. It is the times that have changed, not the man. He is there still, just as greedy and rapacious as ever, but no greedier: and we have just the same social need of his greed as a motive power in industry as we ever had, and indeed a worse need than before.

We need him not only in business but in the whole setting of life, or if not him personally, we need the eager, selfish, but reliant spirit of the man who looks after himself and doesn’t want to have a spoon-fed education and a government job alternating with a government dole, and a set of morals framed for him by a Board of Censors. Bring back the profiteer: fetch him from the Riviera, from his country-place on the Hudson, or from whatever spot to which he has withdrawn with his tin box full of victory bonds. If need be, go and pick him out of the penitentiary, take the stripes off him and tell him to get busy again. Show him the map of the world and ask him to pick out a few likely spots. The trained greed of the rascal will find them in a moment. Then write him out a concession for coal in Asia Minor or oil in the Mackenzie Basin or for irrigation in Mesopotamia. The ink will hardly be dry on it before the capital will begin to flow in: it will come from all kinds of places whence the government could never coax it and where the tax-gatherer could never find it. Only promise that it is not going to be taxed out of existence and the stream of capital which is being dried up in the sands of government mismanagement will flow into the hands of private industry like a river of gold.

And incidentally, when the profiteer has finished his work, we can always put him back into the penitentiary if we like. But we need him just now.


Is Prohibition Coming to England?
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IN THE UNITED States and Canada the principal topic of polite conversation is now prohibition. At every dinner party the serving of the cocktails immediately introduces the subject: the rest of the dinner is enlivened throughout with the discussion of rum-runners, bootleggers, storage of liquor and the State constitution of New Jersey. Under this influence all social and conversational values are shifted and rearranged. A “scholarly” man no longer means a man who can talk well on literary subjects but a man who understands the eighteenth amendment and can explain the legal difference between implementing statutes such as the Volstead Act and the underlying state legislation. A “scientist” (invaluable in these conversations) is a man who can make clear the distinction between alcoholic percentages by bulk and by weight. And a “brilliant engineer” means a man who explains how to make homebrewed beer with a kick in it. Similarly, a “raconteur” means a man who has a fund of amusing stories about “bootleggers” and an “interesting traveller” means a man who has been to Havana and can explain how wet it is. Indeed, the whole conception of travel and of interest in foreign countries is now altered: as soon as any one mentions that he has been in a foreign country, all the company ask in one breath, “Is it dry?” The question “How is Samoa?” or “How is Turkey?” or “How is British Columbia?” no longer refers to the climate or natural resources: it means “Is the place dry?” When such a question is asked and the answer is “It’s wet,” there is a deep groan all around the table.

I understand that when the recent disarmament conference met at Washington just as the members were going to sit down at the table Monsieur Briand said to President Harding, “How dry is the United States, anyway?” And the whole assembly talked about it for half an hour. That was why the first newspaper bulletins merely said, “Conference exchanges credentials.”

As a discoverer of England I therefore made it one of my chief cares to try to obtain accurate information of this topic. I was well aware that immediately on my return to Canada the first question I would be asked would be “Is England going dry?” I realised that in any report I might make to the National Geographical Society or to the Political Science Association, the members of these bodies, being scholars, would want accurate information about the price of whiskey, the percentage of alcohol, and the hours of opening and closing the saloons.

My first impression on the subject was, I must say, one of severe moral shock. Landing in England after spending the summer in Ontario, it seemed a terrible thing to see people openly drinking on an English train. On an Ontario train, as everybody knows, there is no way of taking a drink except by climbing up on the roof, lying flat on one’s stomach, and taking a suck out of a flask. But in England in any dining car one actually sees a waiter approach a person dining and say, “Beer, sir, or wine?” This is done in broad daylight with no apparent sense of criminality or moral shame. Appalling though it sounds, bottled ale is openly sold on the trains at twenty-five cents a bottle and dry sherry at eighteen cents a glass.

When I first saw this I expected to see the waiter arrested on the spot. I looked around to see if there were any “spotters,” detectives, or secret service men on the train. I anticipated that the train conductor would appear and throw the waiter off the car. But then I realised that I was in England and that in the British Isles they still tolerate the consumption of alcohol. Indeed, I doubt if they are even aware that they are “consuming alcohol.” Their impression is that they are drinking beer.

At the beginning of my discussion I will therefore preface a few exact facts and statistics for the use of geographical societies, learned bodies and government commissions. The quantity of beer consumed in England in a given period is about 200,000,000 gallons. The life of a bottle of Scotch whiskey is seven seconds. The number of public houses, or “pubs,” in the English countryside is one to every half mile. The percentage of the working classes drinking beer is 125: the percentage of the class without work drinking beer is 200.

Statistics like these do not, however, give a final answer to the question, “Is prohibition coming to England?” They merely show that it is not there now. The question itself will be answered in as many different ways as there are different kinds of people. Any prohibitionist will tell you that the coming of prohibition to England is as certain as the coming eclipse of the sun. But this is always so. It is in human nature that people are impressed by the cause they work in. I once knew a minister of the Scotch Church who took a voyage round the world: he said that the thing that impressed him most was the growth of presbyterianism in Japan. No doubt it did. When the Orillia lacrosse team took their trip to Australia, they said on their return that lacrosse was spreading all over the world. In the same way there is said to be a spread all over the world of Christian Science, proportional representation, militarism, peace sentiment, barbarism, altruism, psychoanalysis and death from wood alcohol. They are what are called world movements.

My own judgment in regard to prohibition in the British Isles is this: In Scotland, prohibition is not coming: if anything, it is going. In Ireland, prohibition will only be introduced when they have run out of other forms of trouble. But in England I think that prohibition could easily come unless the English people realise where they are drifting and turn back. They are in the early stage of the movement already.

Turning first to Scotland, there is no fear, I say, that prohibition will be adopted there: and this from the simple reason that the Scotch do not drink. I have elsewhere alluded to the extraordinary misapprehension that exists in regard to the Scotch people and their sense of humour. I find a similar popular error in regard to the use of whiskey by the Scotch. Because they manufacture the best whiskey in the world, the Scotch, in popular fancy, are often thought to be addicted to the drinking of it. This is purely a delusion. During the whole of two or three pleasant weeks spent in lecturing in Scotland, I never on any occasion saw whiskey made use of as a beverage. I have seen people take it, of course, as a medicine, or as a precaution, or as a wise offset against a rather treacherous climate; but as a beverage, never.

The manner and circumstance of their offering whiskey to a stranger amply illustrates their point of view towards it. Thus at my first lecture in Glasgow where I was to appear before a large and fashionable audience, the chairman said to me in the committee room that he was afraid that there might be a draft on the platform. Here was a serious matter. For a lecturer who has to earn his living by his occupation, a draft on the platform is not a thing to be disregarded. It might kill him. Nor is it altogether safe for the chairman himself, a man already in middle life, to be exposed to a current of cold air. In this case, therefore, the chairman suggested that he thought it might be “prudent” — that was his word, “prudent” — if I should take a small drop of whiskey before encountering the draft. In return I told him that I could not think of his accompanying me to the platform unless he would let me insist on his taking a very reasonable precaution. Whiskey taken on these terms not only seems like a duty but it tastes better.

In the same way I find that in Scotland it is very often necessary to take something to drink on purely meteorological grounds. The weather simply cannot be trusted. A man might find that on “going out into the weather” he is overwhelmed by a heavy fog or an avalanche of snow or a driving storm of rain. In such a case a mere drop of whiskey might save his life. It would be folly not to take it. Again,— “coming in out of the weather” is a thing not to be trifled with. A person coming in unprepared and unprotected might be seized with angina pectoris or appendicitis and die upon the spot. No reasonable person would refuse the simple precaution of taking a small drop immediately after his entry.

I find that, classified altogether, there are seventeen reasons advanced in Scotland for taking whiskey. They run as follows: Reason one, because it is raining; Two, because it is not raining; Three, because you are just going out into the weather; Four, because you have just come in from the weather; Five; no, I forget the ones that come after that. But I remember that reason number seventeen is “because it canna do ye any harm.” On the whole, reason seventeen is the best.

Put in other words this means that the Scotch make use of whiskey with dignity and without shame: and they never call it alcohol.

In England the case is different. Already the English are showing the first signs that indicate the possible approach of prohibition. Already all over England there are weird regulations about the closing hours of the public houses. They open and close according to the varying regulations of the municipality. In some places they open at six in the morning, close down for an hour from nine till ten, open then till noon, shut for ten minutes, and so on; in some places they are open in the morning and closed in the evening; in other places they are open in the evening and closed in the morning. The ancient idea was that a wayside public house was a place of sustenance and comfort, a human need that might be wanted any hour. It was in the same class with the life boat or the emergency ambulance. Under the old common law the innkeeper must supply meat and drink at any hour. If he was asleep the traveller might wake him. And in those days meat and drink were regarded in the same light. Note how great the change is. In modern life in England there is nothing that you dare wake up a man for except gasoline. The mere fact that you need a drink is no longer held to entitle you to break his rest.

In London especially one feels the full force of the “closing” regulations. The bars open and shut at intervals like daisies blinking at the sun. And like the flowers at evening they close their petals with the darkness. In London they have already adopted the deadly phrases of the prohibitionist, such as “alcohol” and “liquor traffic” and so on: and already the “sale of spirits” stops absolutely at about eleven o’clock at night.

This means that after theatre hours London is a “city of dreadful night.” The people from the theatre scuttle to their homes. The lights are extinguished in the windows. The streets darken. Only a belated taxi still moves. At midnight the place is deserted. At 1 A.M., the lingering footfalls echo in the empty street. Here and there a restaurant in a fashionable street makes a poor pretence of keeping open for after theatre suppers. Odd people, the shivering wrecks of theatre parties, are huddled here and there. A gloomy waiter lays a sardine on the table. The guests charge their glasses with Perrier Water, Lithia Water, Citrate of Magnesia, or Bromo Seltzer. They eat the sardine and vanish into the night. Not even Oshkosh, Wisconsin, or Middlebury, Vermont, is quieter than is the night life of London. It may no doubt seem a wise thing to go to bed early.

But it is a terrible thing to go to bed early by Act of Parliament.

All of which means that the people of England are not facing the prohibition question fairly and squarely. If they see no harm in “consuming alcohol” they ought to say so and let their code of regulations reflect the fact. But the “closing” and “regulating” and “squeezing” of the “liquor traffic”, without any outspoken protest, means letting the whole case go by default. Under these circumstances an organised and active minority can always win and impose its will upon the crowd.

When I was in England I amused myself one day by writing an imaginary picture of what England will be like when the last stage is reached and London goes the way of New York and Chicago. I cast it in the form of a letter from an American prohibitionist in which he describes the final triumph of prohibition in England. With the permission of the reader I reproduce it here:

   THE ADVENT OF PROHIBITION IN ENGLAND

 

   As written in the correspondence of an American visitor

 

   How glad I am that I have lived to see this wonderful reform

   of prohibition at last accomplished in England. There is

   something so difficult about the British, so stolid, so hard

   to move.

 

   We tried everything in the great campaign that we made, and

   for ever so long it didn’t seem to work. We had processions,

   just as we did at home in America, with great banners

   carried round bearing the inscription: “Do you want to save

   the boy?” But these people looked on and said, “Boy? Boy?

   What boy?” Our workers were almost disheartened. “Oh, sir,”

   said one of them, an ex-barkeeper from Oklahoma, “it does

   seem so hard that we have total prohibition in the States

   and here they can get all the drink they want.” And the good

   fellow broke down and sobbed.

 

   But at last it has come. After the most terrific efforts we

   managed to get this nation stampeded, and for more than a

   month now England has been dry. I wish you could have

   witnessed the scenes, just like what we saw at home in

   America, when it was known that the bill had passed. The

   members of the House of Lords all stood up on their seats

   and yelled, “Rah! Rah! Rah! Who’s bone dry? We are!” And the

   brewers and innkeepers were emptying their barrels of beer

   into the Thames just as at St. Louis they emptied the beer

   into the Mississippi.

 

   I can’t tell you with what pleasure I watched a group of

   members of the Athenaeum Club sitting on the bank of the

   Thames and opening bottles of champagne and pouring them

   into the river. “To think,” said one of them to me, “that

   there was a time when I used to lap up a couple of quarts of

   this terrible stuff every evening.” I got him to give me a

   few bottles as a souvenir, and I got some more souvenirs,

   whiskey and liqueurs, when the members of the Beefsteak Club

   were emptying out their cellars into Green Street; so when

   you come over, I shall still be able, of course, to give you

   a drink.

 

   We have, as I said, been bone dry only a month, and yet

   already we are getting the same splendid results as in

   America. All the big dinners are now as refined and as

   elevating and the dinner speeches as long and as informal as

   they are in New York or Toronto. The other night at a dinner

   at the White Friars Club I heard Sir Owen Seaman speaking,

   not in that light futile way that he used to have, but quite

   differently. He talked for over an hour and a half on the

   State ownership of the Chinese Railway System, and I almost

   fancied myself back in Boston.

 

   And the working class too. It is just wonderful how

   prohibition has increased their efficiency. In the old days

   they used to drop their work the moment the hour struck. Now

   they simply refuse to do so. I noticed yesterday a foreman

   in charge of a building operation vainly trying to call the

   bricklayers down. “Come, come, gentlemen,” he shouted, “I

   must insist on your stopping for the night.” But they just

   went on laying bricks faster than ever.

 

   Of course, as yet there are a few slight difficulties and

   deficiencies, just as there are with us in America. We have

   had the same trouble with wood-alcohol (they call it

   methylated spirit here), with the same deplorable results.

   On some days the list of deaths is very serious, and in some

   cases we are losing men we can hardly spare. A great many of

   our leading actors — in fact, most of them — are dead. And there

   has been a heavy loss, too, among the literary class and in

   the legal profession.

 

   There was a very painful scene last week at the dinner of

   the Benchers of Gray’s Inn. It seems that one of the chief

   justices had undertaken to make home brew for the Benchers,

   just as the people do on our side of the water. He got one

   of the waiters to fetch him some hops and three raw

   potatoes, a packet of yeast and some boiling water. In the

   end, four of the Benchers were carried out dead. But they

   are going to give them a public funeral in the Abbey.

 

   I regret to say that the death list in the Royal Navy is

   very heavy. Some of the best sailors are gone, and it is

   very difficult to keep admirals. But I have tried to explain

   to the people here that these are merely the things that one

   must expect, and that, with a little patience, they will

   have bone-dry admirals and bone-dry statesmen just as good

   as the wet ones. Even the clergy can be dried up with

   firmness and perseverance.

 

   There was also a slight sensation here when the Chancellor

   of the Exchequer brought in his first appropriation for

   maintaining prohibition. From our point of view in America,

   it was modest enough. But these people are not used to it.

   The Chancellor merely asked for ten million pounds a month

   to begin on; he explained that his task was heavy; he has to

   police, not only the entire coast, but also the interior;

   for the Grampian Hills of Scotland alone he asked a million.

   There was a good deal of questioning in the House over these

   figures. The Chancellor was asked if he intended to keep a

   hired spy at every street corner in London. He answered,

   “No, only on every other street.” He added also that every

   spy must wear a brass collar with his number.

 

   I must admit further, and I am sorry to have to tell you

   this, that now we have prohibition it is becoming

   increasingly difficult to get a drink. In fact, sometimes,

   especially in the very early morning, it is most

   inconvenient and almost impossible. The public houses being

   closed, it is necessary to go into a drug store — just as it

   is with us — and lean up against the counter and make a

   gurgling sound like apoplexy. One often sees these apoplexy

   cases lined up four deep.

 

   But the people are finding substitutes, just as they do with

   us. There is a tremendous run on patent medicines, perfume,

   glue and nitric acid. It has been found that Shears’ soap

   contains alcohol, and one sees people everywhere eating

   cakes of it. The upper classes have taken to chewing tobacco

   very considerably, and the use of opium in the House of

   Lords has very greatly increased.

 

   But I don’t want you to think that if you come over here to

   see me, your private life will be in any way impaired or

   curtailed. I am glad to say that I have plenty of rich

   connections whose cellars are very amply stocked. The Duke

   of Blank is said to have 5,000 cases of Scotch whiskey, and

   I have managed to get a card of introduction to his butler.

   In fact you will find that, just as with us in America, the

   benefit of prohibition is intended to fall on the poorer

   classes. There is no desire to interfere with the rich.


We Have With Us To-night
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NOT ONLY DURING my tour in England but for many years past it has been my lot to speak and to lecture in all sorts of places, under all sorts of circumstances and before all sorts of audiences. I say this, not in boastfulness, but in sorrow. Indeed, I only mention it to establish the fact that when I talk of lecturers and speakers, I talk of what I know.

Few people realise how arduous and how disagreeable public lecturing is. The public sees the lecturer step out on to the platform in his little white waistcoat and his long tailed coat and with a false air of a conjurer about him, and they think him happy. After about ten minutes of his talk they are tired of him. Most people tire of a lecture in ten minutes; clever people can do it in five. Sensible people never go to lectures at all. But the people who do go to a lecture and who get tired of it, presently hold it as a sort of a grudge against the lecturer personally. In reality his sufferings are worse than theirs.

For my own part I always try to appear as happy as possible while I am lecturing. I take this to be part of the trade of anybody labelled a humourist and paid as such. I have no sympathy whatever with the idea that a humourist ought to be a lugubrious person with a face stamped with melancholy. This is a cheap and elementary effect belonging to the level of a circus clown. The image of “laughter shaking both his sides” is the truer picture of comedy. Therefore, I say, I always try to appear cheerful at my lectures and even to laugh at my own jokes. Oddly enough this arouses a kind of resentment in some of the audience. “Well, I will say,” said a stern-looking woman who spoke to me after one of my lectures, “you certainly do seem to enjoy your own fun.” “Madam,” I answered, “if I didn’t, who would?” But in reality the whole business of being a public lecturer is one long variation of boredom and fatigue. So I propose to set down here some of the many trials which the lecturer has to bear.

The first of the troubles which any one who begins giving public lectures meets at the very outset is the fact that the audience won’t come to hear him. This happens invariably and constantly, and not through any fault or shortcoming of the speaker.

I don’t say that this happened very often to me in my tour in England. In nearly all cases I had crowded audiences: by dividing up the money that I received by the average number of people present to hear me I have calculated that they paid thirteen cents each. And my lectures are evidently worth thirteen cents. But at home in Canada I have very often tried the fatal experiment of lecturing for nothing: and in that case the audience simply won’t come. A man will turn out at night when he knows he is going to hear a first class thirteen cent lecture; but when the thing is given for nothing, why go to it?

The city in which I live is overrun with little societies, clubs and associations, always wanting to be addressed. So at least it is in appearance. In reality the societies are composed of presidents, secretaries and officials, who want the conspicuousness of office, and a large list of other members who won’t come to the meetings. For such an association, the invited speaker who is to lecture for nothing prepares his lecture on “Indo-Germanic Factors in the Current of History.” If he is a professor, he takes all the winter at it. You may drop in at his house at any time and his wife will tell you that he is “upstairs working on his lecture.” If he comes down at all it is in carpet slippers and dressing gown. His mental vision of his meeting is that of a huge gathering of keen people with Indo-Germanic faces, hanging upon every word.

Then comes the fated night. There are seventeen people present. The lecturer refuses to count them. He refers to them afterwards as “about a hundred.” To this group he reads his paper on the Indo-Germanic Factor. It takes him two hours. When he is over the chairman invites discussion. There is no discussion. The audience is willing to let the Indo-Germanic factors go unchallenged. Then the chairman makes this speech. He says:

“I am very sorry indeed that we should have had such a very poor ‘turn out’ to-night. I am sure that the members who were not here have missed a real treat in the delightful paper that we have listened to. I want to assure the lecturer that if he comes to the Owl’s Club again we can guarantee him next time a capacity audience. And will any members, please, who haven’t paid their dollar this winter, pay it either to me or to Mr. Sibley as they pass out.”

I have heard this speech (in the years when I have had to listen to it) so many times that I know it by heart. I have made the acquaintance of the Owl’s Club under so many names that I recognise it at once. I am aware that its members refuse to turn out in cold weather; that they do not turn out in wet weather; that when the weather is really fine, it is impossible to get them together; that the slightest counter-attraction, — a hockey match, a sacred concert, — goes to their heads at once.

There was a time when I was the newly appointed occupant of a college chair and had to address the Owl’s Club. It is a penalty that all new professors pay; and the Owls batten upon them like bats. It is one of the compensations of age that I am free of the Owl’s Club forever. But in the days when I still had to address them, I used to take it out of the Owls in a speech, delivered, in imagination only and not out loud, to the assembled meeting of the seventeen Owls, after the chairman had made his concluding remarks. It ran as follows:

“Gentlemen — if you are such, which I doubt. I realise that the paper which I have read on ‘Was Hegel a deist?’ has been an error. I spent all the winter on it and now I realise that not one of you pups know who Hegel was or what a deist is. Never mind. It is over now, and I am glad. But just let me say this, only this, which won’t keep you a minute. Your chairman has been good enough to say that if I come again you will get together a capacity audience to hear me. Let me tell you that if your society waits for its next meeting till I come to address you again, you will wait indeed. In fact, gentlemen — I say it very frankly — it will be in another world.”

But I pass over the audience. Suppose there is a real audience, and suppose them all duly gathered together. Then it becomes the business of that gloomy gentleman — facetiously referred to in the newspaper reports as the “genial chairman” — to put the lecturer to the bad. In nine cases out of ten he can do so. Some chairmen, indeed, develop a great gift for it. Here are one or two examples from my own experience:

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the chairman of a society in a little country town in Western Ontario, to which I had come as a paid (a very humbly paid) lecturer, “we have with us tonight a gentleman” (here he made an attempt to read my name on a card, failed to read it and put the card back in his pocket)— “a gentleman who is to lecture to us on” (here he looked at his card again)— “on Ancient Ancient, — I don’t very well see what it is — Ancient — Britain? Thank you, on Ancient Britain. Now, this is the first of our series of lectures for this winter. The last series, as you all know, was not a success. In fact, we came out at the end of the year with a deficit. So this year we are starting a new line and trying the experiment of cheaper talent.”

Here the chairman gracefully waved his hand toward me and there was a certain amount of applause. “Before I sit down,” the chairman added, “I’d like to say that I am sorry to see such a poor turn-out to-night and to ask any of the members who haven’t paid their dollar to pay it either to me or to Mr. Sibley as they pass out.”

Let anybody who knows the discomfiture of coming out before an audience on any terms, judge how it feels to crawl out in front of them labelled cheaper talent.

Another charming way in which the chairman endeavours to put both the speaker for the evening and the audience into an entirely good humour, is by reading out letters of regret from persons unable to be present. This, of course, is only for grand occasions when the speaker has been invited to come under very special auspices. It was my fate, not long ago, to “appear” (this is the correct word to use in this connection) in this capacity when I was going about Canada trying to raise some money for the relief of the Belgians. I travelled in great glory with a pass on the Canadian Pacific Railway (not since extended: officials of the road kindly note this) and was most generously entertained wherever I went.

It was, therefore, the business of the chairman at such meetings as these to try and put a special distinction or cachet on the gathering. This is how it was done:

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the chairman, rising from his seat on the platform with a little bundle of papers in his hand, “before I introduce the speaker of the evening, I have one or two items that I want to read to you.” Here he rustles his papers and there is a deep hush in the hall while he selects one. “We had hoped to have with us to-night Sir Robert Borden, the Prime Minister of this Dominion. I have just received a telegram from Sir Robert in which he says that he will not be able to be here” (great applause). The chairman puts up his hand for silence, picks up another telegram and continues, “Our committee, ladies and gentlemen, telegraphed an invitation to Sir Wilfrid Laurier very cordially inviting him to be here to-night. I have here Sir Wilfrid’s answer in which he says that he will not be able to be with us” (renewed applause). The chairman again puts up his hand for silence and goes on, picking up one paper after another. “The Minister of Finance regrets that he will be unable to come” (applause). “Mr. Rodolphe Lemieux (applause) will not be here (great applause) — the Mayor of Toronto (applause) is detained on business (wild applause) — the Anglican Bishop of the Diocese (applause) — the Principal of the University College, Toronto (great applause) — the Minister of Education (applause) — none of these are coming.” There is a great clapping of hands and enthusiasm, after which the meeting is called to order with a very distinct and palpable feeling that it is one of the most distinguished audiences ever gathered in the hall.

Here is another experience of the same period while I was pursuing the same exalted purpose: I arrived in a little town in Eastern Ontario, and found to my horror that I was billed to “appear” in a church. I was supposed to give readings from my works, and my books are supposed to be of a humorous character. A church hardly seemed the right place to get funny in. I explained my difficulty to the pastor of the church, a very solemn looking man. He nodded his head, slowly and gravely, as he grasped my difficulty. “I see,” he said, “I see, but I think that I can introduce you to our people in such a way as to make that right.”

When the time came, he led me up on to the pulpit platform of the church, just beside and below the pulpit itself, with a reading desk and a big bible and a shaded light beside it. It was a big church, and the audience, sitting in half darkness, as is customary during a sermon, reached away back into the gloom. The place was packed full and absolutely quiet. Then the chairman spoke:

“Dear friends,” he said, “I want you to understand that it will be all right to laugh tonight. Let me hear you laugh heartily, laugh right out, just as much as ever you want to, because” (and here his voice assumed the deep sepulchral tones of the preacher),-”when we think of the noble object for which the professor appears to-night, we may be assured that the Lord will forgive any one who will laugh at the professor.”

I am sorry to say, however, that none of the audience, even with the plenary absolution in advance, were inclined to take a chance on it.

I recall in this same connection the chairman of a meeting at a certain town in Vermont. He represents the type of chairman who turns up so late at the meeting that the committee have no time to explain to him properly what the meeting is about or who the speaker is. I noticed on this occasion that he introduced me very guardedly by name (from a little card) and said nothing about the Belgians, and nothing about my being (supposed to be) a humourist. This last was a great error. The audience, for want of guidance, remained very silent and decorous, and well behaved during my talk. Then, somehow, at the end, while some one was moving a vote of thanks, the chairman discovered his error. So he tried to make it good. Just as the audience were getting up to put on their wraps, he rose, knocked on his desk and said:

“Just a minute, please, ladies and gentlemen, just a minute. I have just found out — I should have known it sooner, but I was late in coming to this meeting — that the speaker who has just addressed you has done so in behalf of the Belgian Relief Fund. I understand that he is a well-known Canadian humourist (ha! ha!) and I am sure that we have all been immensely amused (ha! ha!). He is giving his delightful talks (ha! ha!) — though I didn’t know this till just this minute — for the Belgian Relief Fund, and he is giving his services for nothing. I am sure when we realise this, we shall all feel that it has been well worth while to come. I am only sorry that we didn’t have a better turn out to-night. But I can assure the speaker that if he will come again, we shall guarantee him a capacity audience. And I may say, that if there are any members of this association who have not paid their dollar this season, they can give it either to myself or to Mr. Sibley as they pass out.”

With the amount of accumulated experience that I had behind me I was naturally interested during my lecture in England in the chairmen who were to introduce me. I cannot help but feel that I have acquired a fine taste in chair men. I know them just as other experts know old furniture and Pekinese dogs. The witty chairman, the prosy chairman, the solemn chairman, — I know them all. As soon as I shake hands with the chairman in the Committee room I can tell exactly how he will act.

There are certain types of chairmen who have so often been described and are so familiar that it is not worth while to linger on them. Everybody knows the chairman who says; “Now, ladies and gentlemen, you have not come here to listen to me. So I will be very brief; in fact, I will confine my remarks to just one or two very short observations.” He then proceeds to make observations for twenty-five minutes. At the end of it he remarks with charming simplicity, “Now I know that you are all impatient to hear the lecturer....”

And everybody knows the chairman who comes to the meeting with a very imperfect knowledge of who or what the lecturer is, and is driven to introduce him by saying:

“Our lecturer of the evening is widely recognised as one of the greatest authorities on; on, — on his subject in the world to-day. He comes to us from; from a great distance and I can assure him that it is a great pleasure to this audience to welcome a man who has done so much to, — to, — to advance the interests of, — of; of everything as he has.”

But this man, bad as he is, is not so bad as the chairman whose preparation for introducing the speaker has obviously been made at the eleventh hour. Just such a chairman it was my fate to strike in the form of a local alderman, built like an ox, in one of those small manufacturing places in the north of England where they grow men of this type and elect them into office.

“I never saw the lecturer before,” he said, “but I’ve read his book.” (I have written nineteen books.) “The committee was good enough to send me over his book last night. I didn’t read it all but I took a look at the preface and I can assure him that he is very welcome. I understand he comes from a college....” Then he turned directly towards me and said in a loud voice, “What was the name of that college over there you said you came from?”

“McGill,” I answered equally loudly.

“He comes from McGill,” the chairman boomed out. “I never heard of McGill myself but I can assure him he’s welcome. He’s going to lecture to us on, — what did you say it was to be about?”

“It’s a humorous lecture,” I said.

“Ay, it’s to be a humorous lecture, ladies and gentlemen, and I’ll venture to say it will be a rare treat. I’m only sorry I can’t stay for it myself as I have to get back over to the Town Hall for a meeting. So without more ado I’ll get off the platform and let the lecturer go on with his humour.”

A still more terrible type of chairman is one whose mind is evidently preoccupied and disturbed with some local happening and who comes on to the platform with a face imprinted with distress. Before introducing the lecturer he refers in moving tones to the local sorrow, whatever it is. As a prelude to a humorous lecture this is not gay.

Such a chairman fell to my lot one night before a gloomy audience in a London suburb. “As I look about this hall to-night,” he began in a doleful whine, “I see many empty seats.” Here he stifled a sob. “Nor am I surprised that a great many of our people should prefer to-night to stay quietly at home—”

I had no clue to what he meant. I merely gathered that some particular sorrow must have overwhelmed the town that day.

“To many it may seem hardly fitting that after the loss our town has sustained we should come out here to listen to a humorous lecture,—”, “What’s the trouble?” I whispered to a citizen sitting beside me on the platform.

“Our oldest resident” — he whispered back— “he died this morning.”

“How old?”

“Ninety-four,” he whispered.

Meantime the chairman, with deep sobs in his voice, continued:

“We debated in our committee whether or not we should have the lecture. Had it been a lecture of another character our position would have been less difficult,—”, By this time I began to feel like a criminal. “The case would have been different had the lecture been one that contained information, or that was inspired by some serious purpose, or that could have been of any benefit. But this is not so. We understand that this lecture which Mr. Leacock has already given, I believe, twenty or thirty times in England,—”

Here he turned to me with a look of mild reproval while the silent audience, deeply moved, all looked at me as at a man who went around the country insulting the memory of the dead by giving a lecture thirty times.

“We understand, though this we shall have an opportunity of testing for ourselves presently, that Mr. Leacock’s lecture is not of a character which, — has not, so to speak, the kind of value, in short, is not a lecture of that class.”

Here he paused and choked back a sob.

“Had our poor friend been spared to us for another six years he would have rounded out the century. But it was not to be. For two or three years past he has noted that somehow his strength was failing, that, for some reason or other, he was no longer what he had been. Last month he began to droop. Last week he began to sink. Speech left him last Tuesday. This morning he passed, and he has gone now, we trust, in safety to where there are no lectures.”

The audience were now nearly in tears.

The chairman made a visible effort towards firmness and control.

“But yet,” he continued, “our committee felt that in another sense it was our duty to go on with our arrangements. I think, ladies and gentlemen, that the war has taught us all that it is always our duty to ‘carry on,’ no matter how hard it may be, no matter with what reluctance we do it, and whatever be the difficulties and the dangers, we must carry on to the end: for after all there is an end and by resolution and patience we can reach it.

“I will, therefore, invite Mr. Leacock to deliver to us his humorous lecture, the title of which I have forgotten, but I understand it to be the same lecture which he has already given thirty or forty times in England.”

But contrast with this melancholy man the genial and pleasing person who introduced me, all upside down, to a metropolitan audience.

He was so brisk, so neat, so sure of himself that it didn’t seem possible that he could make any kind of a mistake. I thought it unnecessary to coach him. He seemed absolutely all right.

“It is a great pleasure,” — he said, with a charming, easy appearance of being entirely at home on the platform,— “to welcome here tonight our distinguished Canadian fellow citizen, Mr. Learoyd” — he turned half way towards me as he spoke with a sort of gesture of welcome, admirably executed. If only my name had been Learoyd instead of Leacock it would have been excellent.

“There are many of us,” he continued, “who have awaited Mr. Learoyd’s coming with the most pleasant anticipations. We seemed from his books to know him already as an old friend. In fact I think I do not exaggerate when I tell Mr. Learoyd that his name in our city has long been a household word. I have very, very great pleasure, ladies and gentlemen, in introducing to you Mr. Learoyd.”

As far as I know that chairman never knew his error. At the close of my lecture he said that he was sure that the audience “were deeply indebted to Mr. Learoyd,” and then with a few words of rapid, genial apology buzzed off, like a humming bird, to other avocations. But I have amply forgiven him: anything for kindness and geniality; it makes the whole of life smooth. If that chairman ever comes to my home town he is hereby invited to lunch or dine with me, as Mr. Learoyd or under any name that he selects.

Such a man is, after all, in sharp contrast to the kind of chairman who has no native sense of the geniality that ought to accompany his office. There is, for example, a type of man who thinks that the fitting way to introduce a lecturer is to say a few words about the finances of the society to which he is to lecture (for money) and about the difficulty of getting members to turn out to hear lectures.

Everybody has heard such a speech a dozen times. But it is the paid lecturer sitting on the platform who best appreciates it. It runs like this:

“Now, ladies and gentlemen, before I invite the lecturer of the evening to address us there are a few words that I would like to say. There are a good many members who are in arrears with their fees. I am aware that these are hard times and it is difficult to collect money but at the same time the members ought to remember that the expenses of the society are very heavy. The fees that are asked by the lecturers, as I suppose you know, have advanced very greatly in the last few years. In fact I may say that they are becoming almost prohibitive.”

This discourse is pleasant hearing for the lecturer. He can see the members who have not yet paid their annual dues eyeing him with hatred. The chairman goes on:

“Our finance committee were afraid at first that we could not afford to bring Mr. Leacock to our society. But fortunately through the personal generosity of two of our members who subscribed ten pounds each out of their own pocket we are able to raise the required sum.”

  (Applause: during which the lecturer sits looking and feeling

  like the embodiment of the “required sum.”)

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” continues the chairman, “what I feel is that when we have members in the society who are willing to make this sacrifice, — because it is a sacrifice, ladies and gentlemen, — we ought to support them in every way. The members ought to think it their duty to turn out to the lectures. I know that it is not an easy thing to do. On a cold night, like this evening, it is hard, I admit it is hard, to turn out from the comfort of one’s own fireside and come and listen to a lecture. But I think that the members should look at it not as a matter of personal comfort but as a matter of duty towards this society. We have managed to keep this society alive for fifteen years and, though I don’t say it in any spirit of boasting, it has not been an easy thing to do. It has required a good deal of pretty hard spade work by the committee. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I suppose you didn’t come here to listen to me and perhaps I have said enough about our difficulties and troubles. So without more ado (this is always a favourite phrase with chairmen) I’ll invite Mr. Leacock to address the society; oh, just a word before I sit down. Will all those who are leaving before the end of the lecture kindly go out through the side door and step as quietly as possible? Mr. Leacock.”

Anybody who is in the lecture business knows that that introduction is far worse than being called Mr. Learoyd.

When any lecturer goes across to England from this side of the water there is naturally a tendency on the part of the chairman to play upon this fact. This is especially true in the case of a Canadian like myself. The chairman feels that the moment is fitting for one of those great imperial thoughts that bind the British Empire together. But sometimes the expression of the thought falls short of the full glory of the conception.

Witness this (word for word) introduction that was used against me by a clerical chairman in a quiet spot in the south of England:

“Not so long ago, ladies and gentlemen,” said the vicar, “we used to send out to Canada various classes of our community to help build up that country. We sent out our labourers, we sent out our scholars and professors. Indeed we even sent out our criminals. And now,” with a wave of his hand towards me, “they are coming back.”

There was no laughter. An English audience is nothing if not literal; and they are as polite as they are literal. They understood that I was a reformed criminal and as such they gave me a hearty burst of applause.

But there is just one thing that I would like to chronicle here in favour of the chairman and in gratitude for his assistance. Even at his worst he is far better than having no chairman at all. Over in England a great many societies and public bodies have adopted the plan of “cutting out the chairman.” Wearying of his faults, they have forgotten the reasons for his existence and undertaken to do without him.

The result is ghastly. The lecturer steps up on to the platform alone and unaccompanied. There is a feeble ripple of applause; he makes his miserable bow and explains with as much enthusiasm as he can who he is. The atmosphere of the thing is so cold that an ‘Arctic expedition isn’t in it with it. I found also the further difficulty that in the absence of the chairman very often the audience, or a large part of it, doesn’t know who the lecturer is. On many occasions I received on appearing a wild burst of applause under the impression that I was somebody else. I have been mistaken in this way for Mr. Briand, then Prime Minister of France, for Charlie Chaplin, for Mrs. Asquith, — but stop, I may get into a libel suit. All I mean is that without a chairman “we celebrities” get terribly mixed up together.

To one experience of my tour as a lecturer I shall always be able to look back with satisfaction. I nearly had the pleasure of killing a man with laughing: and this in the most literal sense. American lecturers have often dreamed of doing this. I nearly did it. The man in question was a comfortable apoplectic-looking man with the kind of merry rubicund face that is seen in countries where they don’t have prohibition. He was seated near the back of the hall and was laughing uproariously. All of a sudden I realised that something was happening. The man had collapsed sideways on to the floor; a little group of men gathered about him; they lifted him up and I could see them carrying him out, a silent and inert mass. As in duty bound I went right on with my lecture. But my heart beat high with satisfaction. I was sure that I had killed him. The reader may judge how high these hopes rose when a moment or two later a note was handed to the chairman who then asked me to pause for a moment in my lecture and stood up and asked, “Is there a doctor in the audience?” A doctor rose and silently went out. The lecture continued; but there was no more laughter; my aim had now become to kill another of them and they knew it. They were aware that if they started laughing they might die. In a few minutes a second note was handed to the chairman. He announced very gravely, “A second doctor is wanted.” The lecture went on in deeper silence than ever. All the audience were waiting for a third announcement. It came. A new message was handed to the chairman. He rose and said, “If Mr. Murchison, the undertaker, is in the audience, will he kindly step outside.”

That man, I regret to say, got well.

Disappointing though it is to read it, he recovered. I sent back next morning from London a telegram of enquiry (I did it in reality so as to have a proper proof of his death) and received the answer, “Patient doing well; is sitting up in bed and reading Lord Haldane’s Relativity; no danger of relapse.”


Have the English any Sense of Humour?

[image: img53.jpg]

IT WAS UNDERSTOOD that the main object of my trip to England was to find out whether the British people have any sense of humour. No doubt the Geographical Society had this investigation in mind in not paying my expenses. Certainly on my return I was at once assailed with the question on all sides, “Have they got a sense of humour? Even if it is only a rudimentary sense, have they got it or have they not?” I propose therefore to address myself to the answer to this question.

A peculiar interest always attaches to humour. There is no quality of the human mind about which its possessor is more sensitive than the sense of humour. A man will freely confess that he has no ear for music, or no taste for fiction, or even no interest in religion. But I have yet to see the man who announces that he has no sense of humour. In point of fact, every man is apt to think himself possessed of an exceptional gift in this direction, and that even if his humour does not express itself in the power either to make a joke or to laugh at one, it none the less consists in a peculiar insight or inner light superior to that of other people.

The same thing is true of nations. Each thinks its own humour of an entirely superior kind, and either refuses to admit, or admits reluctantly, the humorous quality of other peoples. The Englishman may credit the Frenchman with a certain light effervescence of mind which he neither emulates nor envies; the Frenchman may acknowledge that English literature shows here and there a sort of heavy playfulness; but neither of them would consider that the humour of the other nation could stand a moment’s comparison with his own.

Yet, oddly enough, American humour stands as a conspicuous exception to this general rule. A certain vogue clings to it. Ever since the spacious days of Artemus Ward and Mark Twain it has enjoyed an extraordinary reputation, and this not only on our own continent, but in England. It was in a sense the English who “discovered” Mark Twain; I mean it was they who first clearly recognised him as a man of letters of the foremost rank, at a time when academic Boston still tried to explain him away as a mere comic man of the West. In the same way Artemus Ward is still held in affectionate remembrance in London, and, of the later generation, Mr. Dooley at least is a household word.

This is so much the case that a sort of legend has grown around American humour. It is presumed to be a superior article and to enjoy the same kind of pre-eminence as French cooking, the Russian ballet, and Italian organ grinding. With this goes the converse supposition that the British people are inferior in humour, that a joke reaches them only with great difficulty, and that a British audience listens to humour in gloomy and unintelligent silence. People still love to repeat the famous story of how John Bright listened attentively to Artemus Ward’s lecture in London and then said, gravely, that he “doubted many of the young man’s statements”; and readers still remember Mark Twain’s famous parody of the discussion of his book by a wooden-headed reviewer of an English review.

But the legend in reality is only a legend. If the English are inferior to Americans in humour, I, for one, am at a loss to see where it comes in. If there is anything on our continent superior in humour to Punch I should like to see it. If we have any more humorous writers in our midst than E. V. Lucas and Charles Graves and Owen Seaman I should like to read what they write; and if there is any audience capable of more laughter and more generous appreciation than an audience in London, or Bristol, or Aberdeen, I should like to lecture to it.

During my voyage of discovery in Great Britain I had very exceptional opportunities for testing the truth of these comparisons. It was my good fortune to appear as an avowed humourist in all the great British cities. I lectured as far north as Aberdeen and as far south as Brighton and Bournemouth; I travelled eastward to Ipswich and westward into Wales. I spoke on serious subjects, but with a joke or two in loco, at the universities, at business gatherings, and at London dinners; I watched, lost in admiration, the inspired merriment of the Savages of Adelphi Terrace, and in my moments of leisure I observed, with a scientific eye, the gaieties of the London revues. As a result of which I say with conviction that, speaking by and large, the two communities are on the same level. A Harvard audience, as I have reason gratefully to acknowledge, is wonderful. But an Oxford audience is just as good. A gathering of business men in a textile town in the Midlands is just as heavy as a gathering of business men in Decatur, Indiana, but no heavier; and an audience of English schoolboys as at Rugby or at Clifton is capable of a wild and sustained merriment not to be outdone from Halifax to Los Angeles.

There is, however, one vital difference between American and English audiences which would be apt to discourage at the outset any American lecturer who might go to England. The English audiences, from the nature of the way in which they have been brought together, expect more. In England they still associate lectures with information. We don’t. Our American lecture audiences are, in nine cases out of ten, organised by a woman’s club of some kind and drawn not from the working class, but from — what shall we call it? — the class that doesn’t have to work, or, at any rate, not too hard. It is largely a social audience, well educated without being “highbrow,” and tolerant and kindly to a degree. In fact, what the people mainly want is to see the lecturer. They have heard all about G. K. Chesterton and Hugh Walpole and John Drinkwater, and so when these gentlemen come to town the woman’s club want to have a look at them, just as the English people, who are all crazy about animals, flock to the zoo to look at a new giraffe. They don’t expect the giraffe to do anything in particular. They want to see it, that’s all. So with the American woman’s club audience. After they have seen Mr. Chesterton they ask one another as they come out — just as an incidental matter— “Did you understand his lecture?” and the answer is, “I can’t say I did.” But there is no malice about it. They can now go and say that they have seen Mr. Chesterton; that’s worth two dollars in itself. The nearest thing to this attitude of mind that I heard of in England was at the City Temple in London, where they have every week a huge gathering of about two thousand people, to listen to a (so-called) popular lecture. When I was there I was told that the person who had preceded me was Lord Haldane, who had lectured on Einstein’s Theory of Relativity. I said to the chairman, “Surely this kind of audience couldn’t understand a lecture like that!” He shook his head. “No,” he said, “they didn’t understand it, but they all enjoyed it.”

I don’t mean to imply by what I said above that American lecture audiences do not appreciate good things or that the English lecturers who come to this continent are all giraffes. On the contrary: when the audience finds that Chesterton and Walpole and Drinkwater, in addition to being visible, are also singularly interesting lecturers, they are all the better pleased. But this doesn’t alter the fact that they have come primarily to see the lecturer.

Not so in England. Here a lecture (outside London) is organised on a much sterner footing. The people are there for information. The lecture is organised not by idle, amiable, charming women, but by a body called, with variations, the Philosophical Society. From experience I should define an English Philosophical Society as all the people in town who don’t know anything about philosophy. The academic and university classes are never there. The audience is only of plainer folk. In the United States and Canada at any evening lecture a large sprinkling of the audience are in evening dress. At an English lecture (outside of London) none of them are; philosophy is not to be wooed in such a garb. Nor are there the same commodious premises, the same bright lights, and the same atmosphere of gaiety as at a society lecture in America. On the contrary, the setting is a gloomy one. In England, in winter, night begins at four in the afternoon. In the manufacturing towns of the Midlands and the north (which is where the philosophical societies flourish) there is always a drizzling rain and wet slop underfoot, a bedraggled poverty in the streets, and a dimness of lights that contrasts with the glare of light in an American town. There is no visible sign in the town that a lecture is to happen, no placards, no advertisements, nothing. The lecturer is conducted by a chairman through a side door in a dingy building (The Institute, established 1840), and then all of a sudden in a huge, dim hall — there sits the Philosophical Society. There are a thousand of them, but they sit as quiet as a prayer meeting. They are waiting to be fed — on information.

Now I don’t mean to say that the Philosophical Society are not a good audience. In their own way they’re all right. Once the Philosophical Society has decided that a lecture is humorous they do not stint their laughter. I have had many times the satisfaction of seeing a Philosophical Society swept away from its moorings and tossing in a sea of laughter, as generous and as whole-hearted as anything we ever see in America.

But they are not so willing to begin. With us the chairman has only to say to the gaily dressed members of the Ladies’ Fortnightly Club, “Well, ladies, I’m sure we are all looking forward very much to Mr. Walpole’s lecture,” and at once there is a ripple of applause, and a responsive expression on a hundred charming faces.

Not so the Philosophical Society of the Midlands. The chairman rises. He doesn’t call for silence. It is there, thick. “We have with us to-night,” he says, “a man whose name is well known to the Philosophical Society” (here he looks at his card), “Mr. Stephen Leacock.” (Complete silence.) “He is a professor of political economy at—” Here he turns to me and says, “Which college did you say?” I answer quite audibly in the silence, “At McGill.” “He is at McGill,” says the chairman. (More silence.) “I don’t suppose, however, ladies and gentlemen, that he’s come here to talk about political economy.” This is meant as a jest, but the audience takes it as a threat. “However, ladies and gentlemen, you haven’t come here to listen to me” (this evokes applause, the first of the evening), “so without more ado” (the man always has the impression that there’s been a lot of “ado,” but I never see any of it) “I’ll now introduce Mr. Leacock.” (Complete silence.)

Nothing of which means the least harm. It only implies that the Philosophical Society are true philosophers in accepting nothing unproved. They are like the man from Missouri. They want to be shown. And undoubtedly it takes a little time, therefore, to rouse them. I remember listening with great interest to Sir Michael Sadler, who is possessed of a very neat wit, introducing me at Leeds. He threw three jokes, one after the other, into the heart of a huge, silent audience without effect. He might as well have thrown soap bubbles. But the fourth joke broke fair and square like a bomb in the middle of the Philosophical Society and exploded them into convulsions. The process is very like what artillery men tell of “bracketing” the object fired at, and then landing fairly on it.

In what I have just written about audiences I have purposely been using the word English and not British, for it does not in the least apply to the Scotch. There is, for a humorous lecturer, no better audience in the world than a Scotch audience. The old standing joke about the Scotch sense of humour is mere nonsense. Yet one finds it everywhere.

“So you’re going to try to take humour up to Scotland,” the most eminent author in England said to me. “Well, the Lord help you. You’d better take an axe with you to open their skulls; there is no other way.” How this legend started I don’t know, but I think it is because the English are jealous of the Scotch. They got into the Union with them in 1707 and they can’t get out. The Scotch don’t want Home Rule, or Swa Raj, or Dominion status, or anything; they just want the English. When they want money they go to London and make it; if they want literary fame they sell their books to the English; and to prevent any kind of political trouble they take care to keep the Cabinet well filled with Scotchmen. The English for shame’s sake can’t get out of the Union, so they retaliate by saying that the Scotch have no sense of humour. But there’s nothing in it. One has only to ask any of the theatrical people and they will tell you that the audiences in Glasgow and Edinburgh are the best in the British Isles — possess the best taste and the best ability to recognise what is really good.

The reason for this lies, I think, in the well-known fact that the Scotch are a truly educated people, not educated in the mere sense of having been made to go to school, but in the higher sense of having acquired an interest in books and a respect for learning. In England the higher classes alone possess this, the working class as a whole know nothing of it. But in Scotland the attitude is universal. And the more I reflect upon the subject, the more I believe that what counts most in the appreciation of humour is not nationality, but the degree of education enjoyed by the individual concerned. I do not think that there is any doubt that educated people possess a far wider range of humour than the uneducated class. Some people, of course, get overeducated and become hopelessly academic. The word “highbrow” has been invented exactly to fit the case. The sense of humour in the highbrow has become atrophied, or, to vary the metaphor, it is submerged or buried under the accumulated strata of his education, on the top soil of which flourishes a fine growth of conceit. But even in the highbrow the educated appreciation of humour is there — away down. Generally, if one attempts to amuse a highbrow he will resent it as if the process were beneath him; or perhaps the intellectual jealousy and touchiness with which he is always overcharged will lead him to retaliate with a pointless story from Plato. But if the highbrow is right off his guard and has no jealousy in his mind, you may find him roaring with laughter and wiping his spectacles, with his sides shaking, and see him converted as by magic into the merry, clever little school-boy that he was thirty years ago, before his education ossified him.

But with the illiterate and the rustic no such process is possible. His sense of humour may be there as a sense, but the mechanism for setting it in operation is limited and rudimentary. Only the broadest and most elementary forms of joke can reach him. The magnificent mechanism of the art of words is, quite literally, a sealed book to him. Here and there, indeed, a form of fun is found so elementary in its nature and yet so excellent in execution that it appeals to all alike, to the illiterate and to the highbrow, to the peasant and the professor. Such, for example, are the antics of Mr. Charles Chaplin or the depiction of Mr. Jiggs by the pencil of George McManus. But such cases are rare. As a rule the cheap fun that excites the rustic to laughter is execrable to the man of education.

In the light of what I have said before it follows that the individuals that are findable in every English or American audience are much the same. All those who lecture or act are well aware that there are certain types of people that are always to be seen somewhere in the hall. Some of these belong to the general class of discouraging people. They listen in stolid silence. No light of intelligence ever gleams on their faces; no response comes from their eyes.

I find, for example, that wherever I go there is always seated in the audience, about three seats from the front, a silent man with a big motionless face like a melon. He is always there. I have seen that man in every town or city from Richmond, Indiana, to Bournemouth in Hampshire. He haunts me. I get to expect him. I feel like nodding to him from the platform. And I find that all other lecturers have the same experience. Wherever they go the man with the big face is always there. He never laughs; no matter if the people all round him are convulsed with laughter, he sits there like a rock — or, no, like a toad — immovable. What he thinks I don’t know. Why he comes to lectures I cannot guess. Once, and once only, I spoke to him, or, rather, he spoke to me. I was coming out from the lecture and found myself close to him in the corridor. It had been a rather gloomy evening; the audience had hardly laughed at all; and I know nothing sadder than a humorous lecture without laughter. The man with the big face, finding himself beside me, turned and said, “Some of them people weren’t getting that to-night.” His tone of sympathy seemed to imply that he had got it all himself; if so, he must have swallowed it whole without a sign. But I have since thought that this man with the big face may have his own internal form of appreciation. This much, however, I know: to look at him from the platform is fatal. One sustained look into his big, motionless face and the lecturer would be lost; inspiration would die upon one’s lips — the basilisk isn’t in it with him.

Personally, I no sooner see the man with the big face than instinctively I turn my eyes away. I look round the hall for another man that I know is always there, the opposite type, the little man with the spectacles. There he sits, good soul, about twelve rows back, his large spectacles beaming with appreciation and his quick face anticipating every point. I imagine him to be by trade a minor journalist or himself a writer of sorts, but with not enough of success to have spoiled him.

There are other people always there, too. There is the old lady who thinks the lecture improper; it doesn’t matter how moral it is, she’s out for impropriety and she can find it anywhere. Then there is another very terrible man against whom all American lecturers in England should be warned — the man who is leaving on the 9 P.M. train. English railways running into suburbs and near-by towns have a schedule which is expressly arranged to have the principal train leave before the lecture ends. Hence the 9-P.M.-train man. He sits right near the front, and at ten minutes to nine he gathers up his hat, coat, and umbrella very deliberately, rises with great calm, and walks firmly away. His air is that of a man who has stood all that he can and can bear no more. Till one knows about this man, and the others who rise after him, it is very disconcerting; at first I thought I must have said something to reflect upon the royal family. But presently the lecturer gets to understand that it is only the nine-o’clock train and that all the audience know about it. Then it’s all right. It’s just like the people rising and stretching themselves after the seventh innings in baseball.

In all that goes above I have been emphasising the fact that the British and the American sense of humour are essentially the same thing. But there are, of course, peculiar differences of form and peculiar preferences of material that often make them seem to diverge widely.

By this I mean that each community has, within limits, its own particular ways of being funny and its own particular conception of a joke. Thus, a Scotchman likes best a joke which he has all to himself or which he shares reluctantly with a few; the thing is too rich to distribute. The American loves particularly as his line of joke an anecdote with the point all concentrated at the end and exploding in a phrase. The Englishman loves best as his joke the narration of something that actually did happen and that depends, of course; for its point on its reality.

There are plenty of minor differences, too, in point of mere form, and very naturally each community finds the particular form used by the others less pleasing than its own. In fact, for this very reason each people is apt to think its own humour the best.

Thus, on our side of the Atlantic, to cite our own faults first, we still cling to the supposed humour of bad spelling. We have, indeed, told ourselves a thousand times over that bad spelling is not funny, but is very tiresome. Yet it is no sooner laid aside and buried than it gets resurrected. I suppose the real reason is that it is funny, at least to our eyes. When Bill Nye spells wife with “yph” we can’t help being amused. Now Bill Nye’s bad spelling had absolutely no point to it except its oddity. At times it was extremely funny, but as a mode it led easily to widespread and pointless imitation. It was the kind of thing — like poetry — that anybody can do badly. It was most deservedly abandoned with execration. No American editor would print it to-day. But witness the new and excellent effect produced with bad spelling by Mr. Ring W. Lardner. Here, however, the case is altered; it is not the falseness of Mr. Lardner’s spelling that is the amusing feature of it, but the truth of it. When he writes, “dear friend, Al, I would of rote sooner,” etc., he is truer to actual sound and intonation than the lexicon. The mode is excellent. But the imitations will soon debase it into such bad coin that it will fail to pass current. In England, however, the humour of bad spelling does not and has never, I believe, flourished. Bad spelling is only used in England as an attempt to reproduce phonetically a dialect; it is not intended that the spelling itself should be thought funny, but the dialect that it represents. But the effect, on the whole, is tiresome. A little dose of the humour of Lancashire or Somerset or Yorkshire pronunciation may be all right, but a whole page of it looks like the gibbering of chimpanzees set down on paper.

In America also we run perpetually to the (supposed) humour of slang, a form not used in England. If we were to analyse what we mean by slang I think it would be found to consist of the introduction of new metaphors or new forms of language of a metaphorical character, strained almost to the breaking point. Sometimes we do it with a single word. When some genius discovers that a “hat” is really only “a lid” placed on top of a human being, straightway the word “lid” goes rippling over the continent. Similarly a woman becomes a “skirt,” and so on ad infinitum.

These words presently either disappear or else retain a permanent place, being slang no longer. No doubt half our words, if not all of them, were once slang. Even within our own memory we can see the whole process carried through; “cinch” once sounded funny; it is now standard American-English. But other slang is made up of descriptive phrases. At the best, these slang phrases are — at least we think they are — extremely funny. But they are funniest when newly coined, and it takes a master hand to coin them well. For a supreme example of wild vagaries of language used for humour, one might take O. Henry’s “Gentle Grafter.” But here the imitation is as easy as it is tiresome. The invention of pointless slang phrases without real suggestion or merit is one of our most familiar forms of factory-made humour. Now the English people are apt to turn away from the whole field of slang. In the first place it puzzles them — they don’t know whether each particular word or phrase is a sort of idiom already known to Americans, or something (as with O. Henry) never said before and to be analysed for its own sake. The result is that with the English public the great mass of American slang writing (genius apart) doesn’t go. I have even found English people of undoubted literary taste repelled from such a master as O. Henry (now read by millions in England) because at first sight they get the impression that it is “all American slang.”

Another point in which American humour, or at least the form which it takes, differs notably from British, is in the matter of story telling. It was a great surprise to me the first time I went out to a dinner party in London to find that my host did not open the dinner by telling a funny story; that the guests did not then sit silent trying to “think of another”; that some one did not presently break silence by saying, “I heard a good one the other day,” — and so forth. And I realised that in this respect English society is luckier than ours.

It is my candid opinion that no man ought to be allowed to tell a funny story or anecdote without a license. We insist rightly enough that every taxi-driver must have a license, and the same principle should apply to anybody who proposes to act as a raconteur. Telling a story is a difficult thing — quite as difficult as driving a taxi. And the risks of failure and accident and the unfortunate consequences of such to the public, if not exactly identical, are, at any rate, analogous.

This is a point of view not generally appreciated. A man is apt to think that just because he has heard a good story he is able and entitled to repeat it. He might as well undertake to do a snake dance merely because he has seen Madame Pavlowa do one. The point of a story is apt to lie in the telling, or at least to depend upon it in a high degree. Certain stories, it is true, depend so much on the final point, or “nub,” as we Americans call it, that they are almost fool-proof. But even these can be made so prolix and tiresome, can be so messed up with irrelevant detail, that the general effect is utter weariness relieved by a kind of shock at the end. Let me illustrate what I mean by a story with a “nub” or point. I will take one of the best known, so as to make no claim to originality — for example, the famous anecdote of the man who wanted to be “put off at Buffalo.” Here it is:

A man entered a sleeping-car and said to the porter, “At what time do we get to Buffalo?” The porter answered, “At half-past three in the morning, sir.” “All right,” the man said; “now I want to get off at Buffalo, and I want you to see that I get off. I sleep heavily and I’m hard to rouse. But you just make me wake up, don’t mind what I say, don’t pay attention if I kick about it, just put me off, do you see?” “All right, sir,” said the porter. The man got into his berth and fell fast asleep. He never woke or moved till it was broad daylight and the train was a hundred miles beyond Buffalo. He called angrily to the porter, “See here, you, didn’t I tell you to put me off at Buffalo?” The porter looked at him, aghast. “Well, I declare to goodness, boss!” he exclaimed; “if it wasn’t you, who was that man that I threw off this train at half-past three at Buffalo?”

Now this story is as nearly fool-proof as can be. And yet it is amazing how badly it can be messed up by a person with a special gift for mangling a story. He does it something after this fashion:

“There was a fellow got on the train one night and he had a berth reserved for Buffalo; at least the way I heard it, it was Buffalo, though I guess, as a matter of fact, you might tell it on any other town just as well — or no, I guess he didn’t have his berth reserved, he got on the train and asked the porter for a reservation for Buffalo — or, anyway, that part doesn’t matter — say that he had a berth for Buffalo or any other place, and the porter came through and said, ‘Do you want an early call?’ — or no, he went to the porter — that was it — and said—”

But stop. The rest of the story becomes a mere painful waiting for the end.

Of course the higher type of funny story is the one that depends for its amusing quality not on the final point, or not solely on it, but on the wording and the narration all through. This is the way in which a story is told by a comedian or a person who is a raconteur in the real sense. When Sir Harry Lauder narrates an incident, the telling of it is funny from beginning to end. When some lesser person tries to repeat it afterwards, there is nothing left but the final point. The rest is weariness.

As a consequence most story-tellers are driven to telling stories that depend on the point or “nub” and not on the narration. The storyteller gathers these up till he is equipped with a sort of little repertory of fun by which he hopes to surround himself with social charm. In America especially (by which I mean here the United States and Canada, but not Mexico) we suffer from the story-telling habit. As far as I am able to judge, English society is not pervaded and damaged by the story-telling habit as much as is society in the United States and Canada. On our side of the Atlantic story-telling at dinners and on every other social occasion has become a curse. In every phase of social and intellectual life one is haunted by the funny anecdote. Any one who has ever attended a Canadian or American banquet will recall the solemn way in which the chairman rises and says: “Gentlemen, it is to me a very great pleasure and a very great honour to preside at this annual dinner. There was an old darky once—” and so forth. When he concludes he says, “I will now call upon the Rev. Dr. Stooge, Head of the Provincial University, Haroe English Any Sense of Humour? to propose the toast ‘Our Dominion.’” Dr. Stooge rises amid great applause and with great solemnity begins, “There were once two Irishmen—” and so on to the end. But in London, England, it is apparently not so. Not long ago I had the pleasure of meeting at dinner a member of the Government. I fully anticipated that as a member of the Government he would be expected to tell a funny story about an old darky, just as he would on our side of the water. In fact, I should have supposed that he could hardly get into the Government unless he did tell a funny story of some sort. But all through dinner the Cabinet Minister never said a word about either a Methodist minister, or a commercial traveller, or an old darky, or two Irishmen, or any of the stock characters of the American repertory. On another occasion I dined with a bishop of the Church. I expected that when the soup came he would say, “There was an old darky—” After which I should have had to listen with rapt attention, and, when he had finished, without any pause, rejoin, “There were a couple of Irishmen once—” and so on. But the bishop never said a word of the sort.

I can further, for the sake of my fellow-men in Canada and the United States who may think of going to England, vouchsafe the following facts: If you meet a director of the Bank of England, he does not say: “I am very glad to meet you. Sit down. There was a mule in Arkansas once,” etc. How they do their banking without that mule I don’t know. But they manage it. I can certify also that if you meet the proprietor of a great newspaper he will not begin by saying, “There was a Scotchman once.” In fact, in England, you can mingle freely in general society without being called upon either to produce a funny story or to suffer from one.

I don’t mean to deny that the American funny story, in capable hands, is amazingly funny and that it does brighten up human intercourse. But the real trouble lies, not in the fun of the story, but in the painful waiting for the point to come and in the strained and anxious silence that succeeds it. Each person around the dinner table is trying to “think of another.” There is a dreadful pause. The hostess puts up a prayer that some one may “think of another.” Then at last, to the relief of everybody, some one says: “I heard a story the other day — I don’t know whether you’ve heard it—” And the grateful cries of “No! no! go ahead” show how great the tension has been.

Nine times out of ten the people have heard the story before; and ten times out of nine the teller damages it in the telling. But his hearers are grateful to him for having saved them from the appalling mantle of silence and introspection which had fallen upon the table. For the trouble is that when once two or three stories have been told it seems to be a point of honour not to subside into mere conversation. It seems rude, when a story-teller has at last reached the triumphant ending and climax of the mule from Arkansas, it seems impolite, to follow it up by saying, “I see that Germany refuses to pay the indemnity.” It can’t be done. Either the mule or the indemnity — one can’t have both.

The English, I say, have not developed the American custom of the funny story as a form of social intercourse. But I do not mean to say that they are sinless in this respect. As I see it, they hand round in general conversation something nearly as bad in the form of what one may call the literal anecdote or personal experience. By this I refer to the habit of narrating some silly little event that has actually happened to them or in their sight, which they designate as “screamingly funny,” and which was perhaps very funny when it happened but which is not the least funny in the telling. The American funny story is imaginary. It never happened. Somebody presumably once made it up. It is fiction. Thus there must once have been some great palpitating brain, some glowing imagination, which invented the story of the man who was put off at Buffalo. But the English “screamingly funny” story is not imaginary. It really did happen. It is an actual personal experience. In short, it is not fiction but history.

I think — if one may say it with all respect — that in English society girls and women are especially prone to narrate these personal experiences as contributions to general merriment rather than the men. The English girl has a sort of traditional idea of being amusing; the English man cares less about it. He prefers facts to fancy every time, and as a rule is free from that desire to pose as a humourist which haunts the American mind. So it comes about that most of the “screamingly funny” stories are told in English society by the women. Thus the counterpart of “put me off at Buffalo” done into English would be something like this: “We were so amused the other night in the sleeping-car going to Buffalo. There was the most amusing old negro making the beds, a perfect scream, you know, and he kept insisting that if we wanted to get up at Buffalo we must all go to bed at nine o’clock. He positively wouldn’t let us sit up — I mean to say it was killing the way he wanted to put us to bed. We all roared!”

Please note that roar at the end of the English personal anecdote. It is the sign that indicates that the story is over. When you are assured by the narrators that all the persons present “roared” or “simply roared,” then you can be quite sure that the humorous incident is closed and that laughter is in place.

Now, as a matter of fact, the scene with the darky porter may have been, when it really happened, most amusing. But not a trace of it gets over in the story. There is nothing but the bare assertion that it was “screamingly funny” or “simply killing.” But the English are such an honest people that when they say this sort of thing they believe one another and they laugh.

But, after all, why should people insist on telling funny stories at all? Why not be content to buy the works of some really first-class humourist and read them aloud in proper humility of mind without trying to emulate them? Either that or talk theology.

On my own side of the Atlantic I often marvel at our extraordinary tolerance and courtesy to one another in the matter of story-telling. I have never seen a bad story-teller thrown forcibly out of the room or even stopped and warned; we listen with the most wonderful patience to the worst of narration. The story is always without any interest except in the unknown point that will be brought in later. But this, until it does come, is no more interesting than to-morrow’s breakfast. Yet for some reason or other we permit this story-telling habit to invade and damage our whole social life. The English always criticise this and think they are absolutely right. To my mind in their social life they give the “funny story” its proper place and room and no more. That is to say — if ten people draw their chairs in to the dinner table and somebody really has just heard a story and wants to tell it, there is no reason against it. If he says, “Oh, by the way, I heard a good story to-day,” it is just as if he said, “Oh, by the way, I heard a piece of news about John Smith.” It is quite admissible as conversation. But he doesn’t sit down to try to think, along with nine other rival thinkers, of all the stories that he had heard, and that makes all the difference.

The Scotch, by the way, resemble us in liking to tell and hear stories. But they have their own line. They like the stories to be grim, dealing in a jocose way with death and funerals. The story begins (will the reader kindly turn it into Scotch pronunciation for himself), “There was a Sandy MacDonald had died and the wife had the body all laid out for burial and dressed up very fine in his best suit,” etc. Now for me that beginning is enough. To me that is not a story, but a tragedy. I am so sorry for Mrs. MacDonald that I can’t think of anything else. But I think the explanation is that the Scotch are essentially such a devout people and live so closely within the shadow of death itself that they may without irreverence or pain jest where our lips would falter. Or else, perhaps they don’t care a cuss whether Sandy MacDonald died or not. Take it either way.

But I am tired of talking of our faults. Let me turn to the more pleasing task of discussing those of the English. In the first place, and as a minor matter of form, I think that English humour suffers from the tolerance afforded to the pun. For some reason English people find puns funny. We don’t. Here and there, no doubt, a pun may be made that for some exceptional reason becomes a matter of genuine wit. But the great mass of the English puns that disfigure the Press every week are mere pointless verbalisms that to the American mind cause nothing but weariness.

But even worse than the use of puns is the peculiar pedantry, not to say priggishness, that haunts the English expression of humour. To make a mistake in a Latin quotation or to stick on a wrong ending to a Latin word is not really an amusing thing. To an ancient Roman, perhaps, it might be. But then we are not ancient Romans; indeed, I imagine that if an ancient Roman could be resurrected, all the Latin that any of our classical scholars can command would be about equivalent to the French of a cockney waiter on a Channel steamer. Yet one finds even the immortal Punch citing recently as a very funny thing a newspaper misquotation of “urbis et orbis” instead of “urbi et orbos,” or the other way round. I forget which. Perhaps there was some further point in it that I didn’t see, but, anyway, it wasn’t funny. Neither is it funny if a person, instead of saying Archimedes, says Archimeeds; why shouldn’t it have been Archimeeds? The English scale of values in these things is all wrong. Very few Englishmen can pronounce Chicago properly and they think nothing of that. But if a person mispronounces the name of a Greek village of what O. Henry called “The Year B.C.” it is supposed to be excruciatingly funny.

I think in reality that this is only a part of the overdone scholarship that haunts so much of English writing — not the best of it, but a lot of it. It is too full of allusions and indirect references to all sorts of extraneous facts. The English writer finds it hard to say a plain thing in a plain way. He is too anxious to show in every sentence what a fine scholar he is. He carries in his mind an accumulated treasure of quotations, allusions, and scraps and tags of history, and into this, like Jack Horner, he must needs “stick in his thumb and pull out a plum.” Instead of saying, “It is a fine morning,” he prefers to write, “This is a day of which one might say with the melancholy Jacques, it is a fine morning.”

Hence it is that many plain American readers find English humour “highbrow.” Just as the English are apt to find our humour “slangy” and “cheap,” so we find theirs academic and heavy. But the difference, after all, is of far less moment than might be supposed. It lies only on the surface. Fundamentally, as I said in starting, the humour of the two peoples is of the same kind and on an equal level.

There is one form of humour which the English have more or less to themselves, nor do I envy it to them. I mean the merriment that they appear able to draw out of the criminal courts. To me a criminal court is a place of horror, and a murder trial the last word in human tragedy. The English criminal courts I know only from the newspapers and ask no nearer acquaintance. But according to the newspapers the courts, especially when a murder case is on, are enlivened by flashes of judicial and legal humour that seem to meet with general approval. The current reports in the Press run like this:

“The prisoner, who is being tried on a charge of having burned his wife to death in a furnace, was placed in the dock and gave his name as Evans. Did he say ‘Evans or Ovens?’ asked Mr. Justice Blank. The court broke into a roar, in which all joined but the prisoner....” Or take this: “How many years did you say you served the last time?” asked the judge. “Three,” said the prisoner. “Well, twice three is six,” said the judge, laughing till his sides shook; “so I’ll give you six years.”

I don’t say that those are literal examples of the humour of the criminal court. But they are close to it. For a judge to joke is as easy as it is for a schoolmaster to joke in his class. His unhappy audience has no choice but laughter. No doubt in point of intellect the English judges and the bar represent the most highly trained product of the British Empire. But when it comes to fun, they ought not to pit themselves against the unhappy prisoner.

Why not take a man of their own size? For true amusement Mr. Charles Chaplin or Mr. Leslie Henson could give them sixty in a hundred. I even think I could myself.

One final judgment, however, might with due caution be hazarded. I do not think that, on the whole, the English are quite as fond of humour as we are. I mean they are not so willing to welcome at all times the humorous point of view as we are in America. The English are a serious people, with many serious things to think of — football, horse racing, dogs, fish, and many other concerns that demand much national thought: they have so many national preoccupations of this kind that they have less need for jokes than we have. They have higher things to talk about, whereas on our side of the water, except when the World’s Series is being played, we have few, if any, truly national topics.

And yet I know that many people in England would exactly reverse this last judgment and say that the Americans are a desperately serious people. That in a sense is true. Any American who takes up with an idea such as New Thought, Psychoanalysis or Eating Sawdust, or any “uplift” of the kind becomes desperately lopsided in his seriousness, and as a very large number of us cultivate New Thought, or practise breathing exercises, or eat sawdust, no doubt the English visitors think us a desperate lot.

Anyway, it’s an ill business to criticise another people’s shortcomings. What I said at the start was that the British are just as humorous as are the Americans, or the Canadians, or any of us across the Atlantic, and for greater Certainty I repeat it at the end.
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I PRESENT THIS little book to such of the public as care to read it, without apology. The “pieces” that are included in it appeared in bygone years in the Toronto Varsity, the McGill Outlook, the Harvard Advocate, the Princeton Tiger and other journals of the same uncommercial and ideal character. The responsibility for their existence rests with the brilliant and uncalculating young men who are editors of such publications.

I am aware that some of these sketches and verses are local and topical in their nature. But I have lived and breathed so long in a college atmosphere that I am convinced that all colleges are in a measure alike, and that what is said of one is true of all.

Many of the men whose names appear here in print are now numbered with the majority. I trust that it is no violation of good taste to leave any mention of them unaltered from what it was. I have no other intention than to honour their memory.

STEPHEN LEACOCK.

McGill University,

October, 1923.


My College Days: a Retrospect
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WHEN I LOOK back upon the men and things of my college days, and compare them with the college days of those who are now undergraduates, I stand appalled at the contrast.

What strikes me most in looking back to the college life of my time is the extraordinary brilliance, the wonderful mental powers of the students of those days. In my time there were men at college, especially in the years above me, who could easily have discovered, had they cared to, the Newtonian Laws of Motion and the Theory of Light.

This, I think, was particularly noticeable in the very year when I happened to be a freshman. The fourth year, the graduating class, of that moment represented a galaxy of intellectual capacity which was probably unparalleled in the history of the human mind. I state this in positive terms because I myself witnessed it. I knew, or, at any rate, I saw and heard, these very men. It will always remain with me as a source of gratification till I die, that it was my lot to enter college at the very time when the fourth year represented an exaltation of the intellect never since equalled.

The deplorable change which has since happened was already, I fear, setting in during my own college days. The third year and the second year men, when they came to graduate, although infinitely in advance of anything I have since known, stood for a range of mentality far below that of the first graduating class that I remember. More than that, I am compelled to admit that the classes which followed immediately upon my own year were composed of the very dregs of the human intelligence, and betokened an outlook and a point of view more fitted for the nursery than the classroom.

Nor is the change that I observe only in the students. The professors whom I see about me to-day, ordinary, quiet men, with the resigned tranquillity that betrays the pathos of intellectual failure — how can I compare them with the intellectual giants to whom I owe everything that I have forgotten. The professors of my college days were scholars, — vast reservoirs of learning, into whose depths one might drop the rope and bucket of curiosity to bring it up full to the brim with the limpid waters of truth. Plumb them? You couldn’t. Measure their learning? Impossible. It defied it. They acknowledged it themselves. They taught, — not for mere pecuniary emolument — they despised it — but for the sheer love of learning. And now when I look about me at their successors, I half suspect (it is a hideous thought) that there is a connection between their work and their salaries.

Nor is it only a change in the students and the professors. The old place itself — my Alma Mater — how it has altered. Is this the great campus that I remember so well from my freshman days? What was it? — half a mile long I think, and broader even than its length. That football goal that stood some fifty or sixty feet in the air, has it shrunk to these poor sticks? These simple trees, can they be the great elms that reared themselves up to the autumn sky? And was the Tower no higher then than this?

Nay Fate, that hath given me so much, that hath brought to me my lettered degrees, and my academic standing with its comfortable licence to forget — wilt thou not take it all back again and give me in return by some witchery of recollection — one hour of the Brave Old Days Beyond Recall.


My Memories and Miseries as a Schoolmaster
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FOR TEN YEARS I was a schoolmaster. About thirty years ago I was appointed on to the staff of a great Canadian school. It took me ten years to get off it. Being appointed to the position of a teacher is just as if Fate passed a hook through one’s braces and hung one up against the wall. It is hard to get down again.

For those ten years I carried away nothing in money and little in experience; indeed, no other asset whatever, unless it be, here and there, a pleasant memory or two and the gratitude of my former pupils. There was nothing really in my case for them to be grateful about. They got nothing from me in the way of intellectual food, but a lean and perfunctory banquet; and anything that I gave them in the way of sound moral benefit I gave gladly and never missed.

But schoolboys have a way of being grateful. It is the decent thing about them. A schoolboy, while he is at school, regards his masters as a mixed assortment of tyrants and freaks. He plans vaguely that at some future time in life he will “get even” with them. I remember well, for instance, at the school where I used to teach, a little Chilian boy who kept a stiletto in his trunk with which he intended to kill the second mathematical master.

But somehow a schoolboy is no sooner done with his school and out in the business of life, than a soft haze of retrospect suffuses a new colour over all that he has left behind. There is a mellow sound in the tones of the school bell that he never heard in his six years of attendance. There is a warmth in the colour of the old red bricks that he never saw before; and such a charm and such a sadness in the brook or in the elm trees beside the school playground that he will stand beside them with a bowed and reverent head as in the silence of a cathedral. I have seen an “Old Boy” gaze into the open door of an empty classroom and ask, “And those are the same old benches?” with a depth of meaning in his voice. He has been out of school perhaps five years and the benches already seem to him infinitely old. This, by the way, is the moment and this the mood in which the “Old Boy” may be touched for a subscription to the funds of the school. This is the way, in fact, in which the sagacious head master does it. The foolish head master, who has not yet learned his business, takes the “Old Boy” round and shows him all the new things, the fine new swimming pool built since his day and the new gymnasium with up-to-date patent apparatus. But this is all wrong. There is nothing in it for the “Old Boy” but boredom. The wise head master takes him by the sleeve and says “Come”; he leads him out to a deserted corner of the playground and shows him an old tree behind an ash house and the “Old Boy” no sooner sees than he says:

“Why, Great Cæsar! that’s the same old tree that Jack Counsell and I used to climb up to hook out of bounds on Saturday night! Old Jimmy caught us at it one night and licked us both. And look here, here’s my name cut on the boarding at the back of the ash house. See? They used to fine us five cents a letter if they found it. Well, Well!”

The “Old Boy” is deep in his reminiscences examining the board fence, the tree and the ash house.

The wise head master does not interrupt him. He does not say that he knew all along that the “Old Boy’s” name was cut there and that that’s why he brought him to the spot. Least of all does he tell him that the boys still “hook out of bounds” by this means and that he licked two of them for it last Saturday night. No, no, retrospect is too sacred for that. Let the “Old Boy” have his fill of it and when he is quite down and out with the burden of it, then as they walk back to the school building, the head master may pick a donation from him that falls like a ripe thimbleberry.

And most of all, by the queer contrariety of things, does this kindly retrospect envelop the person of the teachers. They are transformed by the alchemy of time into a group of profound scholars, noble benefactors through whose teaching, had it been listened to, one might have been lifted into higher things. Boys who never listened to a Latin lesson in their lives look back to the memory of their Latin teacher as the one great man that they have known. In the days when he taught them they had no other idea than to put mud in his ink or to place a bent pin upon his chair. Yet they say now that he was the greatest scholar in the world, and that if they’d only listened to him they would have got more out of his lessons than from any man that ever taught. He wasn’t and they wouldn’t — but it is some small consolation to those who have been schoolmasters to know that after it is too late this reward at least is coming to them.

Hence it comes about that even so indifferent a vessel as I should reap my share of schoolboy gratitude. Again and again it happens to me that some unknown man, well on in middle life, accosts me with a beaming face and says, “You don’t remember me. You licked me at Upper Canada College,” and we shake hands with a warmth and heartiness as if I had been his earliest benefactor. Very often if I am at an evening reception or anything of the sort, my hostess says, “Oh, there is a man here so anxious to meet you,” and I know at once why. Forward he comes, eagerly pushing his way among the people to seize my hand. “Do you remember me?” he says. “You licked me at Upper Canada College.” Sometimes I anticipate the greeting. As soon as the stranger grasps my hand and says, “Do you remember me?” I break in and say, “Why, let me see, surely I licked you at Upper Canada College.” In such a case the man’s delight is beyond all bounds. Can I lunch with him at his Club? Can I dine at his home? He wants his wife to see me. He has so often told her about having been licked by me that she too will be delighted.

I do not like to think that I was in any way brutal or harsh, beyond the practice of my time, in beating the boys I taught. Looking back on it, the whole practice of licking and being licked seems to me mediæval and out of date. Yet I do know that there are, apparently, boys that I have licked in all quarters of the globe. I get messages from them. A man says to me, “By the way, when I was out in Sumatra there was a man there that said he knew you. He said you licked him at Upper Canada College. He said he often thought of you.” I have licked, I believe, two Generals of the Canadian Army, three Cabinet Ministers, and more Colonels and Mayors than I care to count. Indeed all the boys that I have licked seem to be doing well.

I am stating here what is only simple fact, not exaggerated a bit. Any schoolmaster and every “Old Boy” will recognize it at once; and indeed I can vouch for the truth of this feeling on the part of the “Old Boys” all the better in that I have felt it myself. I always read Ralph Connor’s books with great interest for their own sake, but still more because, thirty-two years ago, the author “licked me at Upper Canada College.” I have never seen him since, but I often say to people from Winnipeg, “If you ever meet Ralph Connor — he’s Major Charles Gordon, you know — tell him that I was asking about him and would like to meet him. He licked me at Upper Canada College.”

But enough of “licking.” It is, I repeat, to me nowadays a painful and a disagreeable subject. I can hardly understand how we could have done it. I am glad to believe that at the present time it has passed or is passing out of use. I understand that it is being largely replaced by “moral suasion.” This, I am sure, is a great deal better. But when I was a teacher moral suasion was just beginning at Upper Canada College. In fact I saw it tried only once. The man who tried it was a tall, gloomy-looking person, a university graduate in psychology. He is now a well-known Toronto lawyer, so I must not name him. He came to the school only as a temporary substitute for an absent teacher. He was offered a cane by the College janitor, whose business it was to hand them round. But he refused it. He said that a moral appeal was better: he said that psychologically it set up an inhibition stronger than the physical. The first day that he taught — it was away up in a little room at the top of the old college building on King Street — the boys merely threw paper wads at him and put bent pins on his seat. The next day they put hot bees-wax on his clothes, and the day after that they brought screwdrivers and unscrewed the little round seats of the classroom and rolled them down the stairs. After that day the philosopher did not come back, but he has since written, I believe, a book called Psychic Factors in Education, which is very highly thought of.

But the opinion of the “Old Boy” about his teachers is only a part of his illusionment. The same peculiar haze of retrospect hangs about the size and shape and kind of boys who went to school when he was young as compared with the boys of to-day.

“How small they are!” is always the exclamation of the “Old Boy” when he looks over the rows and rows of boys sitting in the assembly hall. “Why, when I went to school the boys were ever so much bigger.”

After which he goes on to relate that when he first entered the school as a youngster (the period apparently of maximum size and growth), the boys in the sixth form had whiskers! These whiskers of the sixth form are a persistent and Perennial school tradition that never dies. I have traced them, on personal record from eye-witnesses, all the way from 1829, when the college was founded, until to-day. I remember well, during my time as a schoolmaster, receiving one day a parent, an “Old Boy,” who came accompanied by a bright little son of twelve whom he was to enter at the school. The boy was sent to play about with some new acquaintances while I talked with the father.

“The old school,” he said, in the course of our talk, “is greatly changed, very much altered. For one thing the boys are very much younger than they were in my time. Why, when I entered the school — though you will hardly believe it — the boys in the sixth form had whiskers!”

I had hardly finished expressing my astonishment and appreciation when the little son came back and went up to his father’s side and started whispering to him. “Say, dad,” he said, “there are some awfully big boys in this school. I saw out there in the hall some boys in the sixth form with whiskers.”

From which I deduced that what is whiskers to the eye of youth fades into fluff before the disillusioned eye of age. Nor is there need to widen the application or to draw the moral.

The parents of the boys at school naturally fill a broad page in the schoolmaster’s life and are responsible for many of his sorrows. There are all kinds and classes of them. Most acceptable to the schoolmaster is the old-fashioned type of British father who enters his boy at the school and says:

“Now I want this boy well thrashed if he doesn’t behave himself. If you have any trouble with him let me know and I’ll come and thrash him myself. He’s to have a shilling a week pocket money and if he spends more than that let me know and I’ll stop his money altogether.” Brutal though his speech sounds, the real effect of it is to create a strong prejudice in the little boy’s favour, and when his father curtly says, “Good-bye, Jack,” and he answers, “Good-bye, father,” in a trembling voice, the schoolmaster would be a hound indeed who could be unkind to him.

But very different is the case of the up-to-date parent. “Now I’ve just given Jimmy fifty dollars,” he says to the schoolmaster, in the same tone as he would use to an inferior clerk in his office, “and I’ve explained to him that when he wants any more he’s to tell you to go to the bank and draw for him what he needs.” After which he goes on to explain that Jimmy is a boy of very peculiar disposition, requiring the greatest nicety of treatment; that they find if he gets in tempers the best way is to humour him and presently he’ll come round. Jimmy, it appears, can be led, if led gently, but never driven. During all of which time the schoolmaster, insulted by being treated as an underling — for the iron bites deep into the soul of every one of them — has already fixed his eye on the undisciplined young pup called Jimmy with a view to trying out the problem of seeing whether he can’t be driven after all.

But the greatest nuisance of all to the schoolmaster is the parent who does his boy’s home exercises and works his boy’s sums. I suppose they mean well by it. But it is a disastrous thing to do for any child. Whenever I found myself correcting exercises that had obviously been done for the boys in their homes I used to say to them:

“Paul, tell your father that he must use the ablative after pro.”

“Yes, sir,” says the boy.

“And, Edward, you tell your grandmother that her use of the dative case simply won’t do. She’s getting along nicely and I’m well satisfied with the way she’s doing, but I cannot have her using the dative right and left on every occasion. Tell her it won’t do.”

“Yes, sir,” says little Edward.

I remember one case in particular of a parent who did not do the boy’s exercise but, after letting the boy do it himself, wrote across the face of it a withering comment addressed to me and reading: “From this exercise you can see that my boy, after six months of your teaching, is completely ignorant. How do you account for it?”

I sent the exercise back to him with the added note: “I think it must be hereditary.”

In the whole round of the school year, there was, as I remember it, but one bright spot — the arrival of the summer holidays. Somehow, as the day draws near for the school to break up for holidays, a certain touch of something human pervades the place. The masters lounge round in cricket flannels smoking cigarettes almost in the corridors of the school itself. The boys shout at their play in the long June evenings. At the hour when, on the murky winter nights, the bell rang for night study, the sun is still shining upon the playground and the cricket match between House and House is being played out between daylight and dark. The masters — good fellows that they are — have cancelled evening study to watch the game. The head master is there himself. He is smoking a briar-root pipe and wearing his mortar-board sideways. There is wonderful greenness in the new grass of the playground and a wonderful fragrance in the evening air. It is the last day of school but one. Life is sweet indeed in the anticipation of this summer evening.

If every day in the life of a school could be the last day but one, there would be little fault to find with it.


Laus Varsitatis
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A SONG IN Praise of the University of Toronto

(Varsity War Supplement)

(1916)

Note. — It would be false modesty to conceal the fact that this poem was submitted for the Chancellor’s Gold Medal. It didn’t get it.

No one I think can blame me if I want to

Exalt in verse the University of Toronto.

I always do, I hope I always will

Speak in the highest terms of Old McGill;

That institution, I admit with tears,

Has paid my salary for sixteen years.

But what is money to a man like me?

Toronto honoured me with her degree.

 

Oh, Seat of Learning, at whose Norman Gate

My feeble steps learned to matriculate,

Oh, ancient corridors and classrooms dim,

That youth that once you sheltered, I am him.

Ghosts of departed decades, wake and see,

That boy in the short trousers, I am he,

And after thirty years I bring along

This unsolicited return of song.

 

Roll back the years, O Time, and let me see

The College that was Varsity to me;

Show me again those super-sylvan spots

Now turned to choice suburban building lots.

Spread wide the trees and stretch the park afar,

Unvexed as yet by the electric car,

Till once again my listening ear shall seize

The Taddle murmuring among the trees

And Fancy see in that far yesterday

The Bloor Street farmers hauling in their hay.

 

Thus at fond memory’s call as through a haze

I see the men and things of other days.

Dim shades appear within the corridor

And noiseless footsteps fall upon the floor.

 

Lo! noble Wilson — dared we call him Dan?

Musing, the while, on Prehistoric Man,

Draw nearer still, O Venerable Shade,

Read me that lecture on the Third Crusade,

Let thy grave voice its even tenor keep,

Read it again. This time I will not sleep.

 

Profound in thought, melodious in tongue

I seem to see thee still, Oh Paxton Young;

How gladly I would ask thee, if I could,

One or two points I never understood.

You said one day that all our judgments were

Synthetically a priori, sir, — 

I never doubted it, I never will.

I thought so then and I believe it still,

Yet whisper low into my ear intent

What did you say that a priori meant?

 

But see these shadowy forms, so strange yet like,

That head!— ’tis Chapman — and that brow— ’tis Pike.

That coloured chalk, that moving hand, that bright

Description of the Neurilemma — Wright!

That voice within the room — pause here and listen — 

Mittel Hoch Deutsch — it is, it’s Vandersmissen.

 

Oh Noble Group! what learning! There were some

Possessed a depth one hardly dared to plumb,

Others a width of superficies that

Makes the professor of to-day look flat.

And all are gone, departed, vanished, nil — 

Called to the States or summoned further still,

Some have resigned, or been dismissed, or died;

Others, while still alive, Carnegified,

And in their stead their soft successors play,

In flannelled idleness at Go-Home Bay.

 

All gone? Not so, some still are on the ground;

Fraser is with us still, and Squair is round,

Still Hutton’s Attic wit the classroom pleases

And Baker keeps at least as young as Keys is.

Others there are — j’en passe et des meilleurs — 

Who still recall to us the days that were.

 

For those were days of Peace. We heeded not.

Men talked of Empire and we called it rot;

Indeed the Empire had no further reach

Than to round out an after-dinner speech,

Or make material from which John A.

Addressed us on our Convocation Day.

There was not in the class of ‘91

A single student who could fire a gun,

Our longest route march only took us — well,

About as far as the Cær Howell Hotel,

Our sole protection from aggression lay

In one small company — its number K.

 

Oh, little company, I see thee still

Upon the campus at thine evening drill;

Forming in fours, with only three in line,

A target for such feeble wit as mine.

All honour to the few who led the way,

Barker and Coleman, Edgar and McCrae,

Geary, Ruttan and Andy Eliot, who

Is now dispensing justice at the Soo;

And Ryckert — let me pause and think of him,

Is it conceivable he once was slim!

And, yes, perhaps the most important one,

Friend of my youth, good Howard Ferguson,

The kindest man that ever failed to pass

In First Year Trigonometry, alas! — 

This man of place and power, has he forgot

His boyhood friend? Oh, surely, he has not;

When next some well-paid sinecure you see,

Oh, Howard, pass it, pass it on to me.

 

A noble band, those veterans of K.,

Born out of time, living before their day,

Paying their own expense, their belts, their boots,

And calling ever vainly for recruits.

Oh K., thou wert O.K., but not to be

And sank as sinks a raindrop in the sea;

Yet from thine ashes — if a raindrop can

Be said to have such things — there then began

A mighty movement, and one well may say,

You put the K in Canada to-day.

 

For see, the past has gone! It fades apace

And the loud angry Present takes its place,

Lurid and red, and shaken with alarms,

The thunder that proclaims a world in arms.

What sounds are these, O Varsity, that fall

Loud on thy corridors, the bugle call,

The muster roll, the answering cry, the drum,

As from thy quiet halls thy students come?

 

Oh ancient corridor! soft falls the light

Upon their hurrying faces, brave and bright;

Children they seemed but yesterday, and then

As in a moment they are turned to men.

Hush low the echoes of thy stone-flagged floor,

Footsteps are passing now that come no more.

 

And they are gone! The summer sunshine falls

Through the closed windows of thy silent halls,

The winter drags its round, the weary spring

And the slow summer still no tidings bring

Of their return. Yet still, O Gateway Grey,

Silent but hopeful thou dost wait the day — 

 

And it shall come. Then shall the bonfires burn

To tell the message of their glad return.

Ho, porter, wide the gate, beat loud the drum,

Up with the Union Jack, they come, they come!

Majors and Generals and some V.C.’s — 

Had ever college such a class as these?

 

Let the wine flow — excuse me, I forgot — 

I should say, in Ontario, let it not,

But let at least the pop be strongly made

And more than lemons in the lemonade.

Let the loud harp and let the mandolin,

In fact, let any kind of music in — 

And while the wildest music madly whirls,

Why, then — if I may say it — bring the girls.

And under circumstances such as these

Come, give them all gratuitious degrees.

 

And there are those who come not. But for them

We sing no dirge, we chant no requiem.

What though afar beneath a distant sky,

Broken and spent, shall their torn bodies lie,

And the soft flowers of France bloom once again

Upon the liberated soil above the slain

Who freed it, and her rivers lave

As with their tears the unforgotten grave,

Whilst thou, Oh Land of murmuring lake and pine,

Shall call in vain these vanished sons of thine, — 

They are not dead. They shall not die while still

Affection live and Memory fulfil

Its task of gratitude. Nor theirs alone

The sculptured monument, the graven stone;

The Commonwealth of Freedom that shall rise

World wide shall tell their noble sacrifice.


The Oldest Living Graduate
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I FIND HIM wherever I go among the colleges — the Oldest Living Graduate. At every College Reunion, there he is; at each Commencement Day you may expect him among the first — a trifle bent he is and leans, one cannot but note it, somewhat heavily upon his stick; and there is something in his eye, a dimness, a far-away look as of one to whom already a further horizon is opening.

Yet, frail or not, he is there among the graduates at the earliest call. The younger men may hesitate about a hundred-mile journey to attend the Annual Dinner of the Alumni — not he. The younger men may grudge the time or count the cost — not so the Oldest Living Graduate.

See, it is Commencement Day. There sits the Oldest Living Graduate in the very foremost row of the seats in the college hall. His hand is bent to his ear as he listens to the President’s farewell address to the graduates. But he hears no word of it. His mind is back on a bright day in June — can it be sixty years ago? — when first he heard the like of it.

Easy and careless he was then, the Youngest Living Graduate, happy in his escape from the walls of the Temple of Learning. A butterfly he was, hatched from his silken skeins and glorying in the sunshine.

The gaze of the Youngest Living Graduate was turned forwards, not back. He was looking out upon life, eagerly and expectantly. For the time being the sights of the grounds of the campus had faded from his eye and ear. His mind was bent, his strength was braced, to meet the struggle of the coming years. It is the law of life. He had no time, as yet, for retrospect, and in his very eagerness was over-careless of the things that lay behind.

But as the years slipped past the ties of memory began to tighten in their hold. There was time, here and there, in the struggle of life, for a fleeting glance towards the past. And lo! How soft the colours that began to lie on the pictured vision of his college days. The professoriate, once derided, how wise they seemed. It is ever their hard lot to be honoured only when they are dead; but all the greater is the honour. The glory of the campus, the football game played into the November dusk — how the shouts of it will linger in the ear of memory when half a century has gone. Nay, even the lamp of learning itself, how softly now does it illuminate the long-neglected page; and the brave lettering of the degree, what a fine pride of forgotten knowledge does it now contain! Ah, my friends, you and I and each of us were once the youngest, or at least the latest living graduate. The time is coming, if we stay to see it, when we shall be the oldest. The time is coming when you and I and an ancient group that we still call our “Class” will walk the green grass of the campus on Commencement Day with the yearning regret for all that we might have done; with the longing for lost opportunity that is the chief regret of Age.

While there is time, let us be up and doing. Before yet we are the Oldest Living Graduate, let us borrow something of the spirit that inspires him. Let us discount a note against the future with Father Time, and receive its value in the glowing coin of a present affection. While our class yet live let us realize what a splendid group they are; and let us find the opportunity to tell the professors how much we owe to them before we write our gratitude upon their tombstones. And if our college wants our support, our help, and our enthusiasm, let us bring it forth with all the affection of the Oldest Living Graduate and with all the power and eagerness of the youngest.


The Faculty of Arts
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(VERSES WRITTEN FOR Dean Moyse’s Dinner to the Professors of the Faculty of Arts, McGill University, October 29, 1909.)

Dear Mr. Dean, I think it much completer,

To voice to-night my sentiments in metre,  

This little thing — I ask your blessing on it — 

Is what we technically call a sonnet.  

Sonno, I sing, and Nitto, I do not,

A derivation made upon the spot.  

 

Here let me interject to save confusion,

There has not been the very least collusion,  

I had not given any intimation

That I intended such an innovation,  

And if you find my verses poor and mean,

Worthy professors, do not blame the Dean.  

For years I have dissembled, now you know it,

My friends! behold in me an unknown poet  

Careless of notoriety, of fame unthinking,

But singing like a skylark after drinking.  

So tasting this good cheer from soup to Stilton,

I can’t remain a mute inglorious Milton.  

Let every man pursue his different way

And seek his life work where he finds his pay.  

I leave to Walker gas, to Caldwell Kant,

Adams the rock; Penhallow keeps the plant,  

Let the bacilli stay where they belong.

But leave to me the humble joy of song.  

 

A sonnet did I say? Nay I confess

This is an epic neither more nor less,

Arts and the Men, I sing, for I am yearning

To sound the praise of Academic learning.

 

How start the theme with teeming fancies fraught,

How measure into feet the crowding thought,

How mark the rhythm and divide the time

And bid the stubborn syllables to rhyme, — 

In other words, how can I jam it, sir,  

In Petersonian Pentameter?  

 

First, let me voice a wish I must avow,

The Board of Governors might see us now.  

That we might have to make the tale complete,

An Angus and a Greenshields, and a Fleet.  

Oh, sirs, this spectacle would make them feel

That poor professors like a solid meal,  

That learning, since it is no hollow sham,

Looks best with a distended diaphragm.  

Well may they boast among their employees

A group of smiling faces such as these!  

Yet ’tis a theme on which I must not touch,

In fairness be it said we owe them much,  

And let us hope the future has in store

That one and all shall shortly owe them more.  

Yes, let me voice this humble, earnest plea,

Participated by this company —   

When next the stream of benefaction starts,

Pray, pour it on the Faculty of Arts!  

Oh, Edward, William, Robert, James and John

Delay no longer, kindly turn it on!  

 

For this the Faculty of Arts is known,

Of other studies the foundation stone,  

It forms the base, however deeply hid,

Of higher education’s pyramid.  

 

Let medicine discourse in cultured tone

Of pickled corpse and desiccated bone,  

Yet let it answer, if it dares to speak,

Who taught it how to name the bones in Greek?  

Or let the scientist pursue his toil,

Grease his machines with lubricating oil,  

Fling far the bridge and excavate the mine,

And bid the incandescent light to shine.  

Yet let him answer — will he dare to tell,

Who tries to teach the engineer to spell?  

 

Or let the law, if proof be needed yet,

To our great Faculty deny its debt,  

The Latin it must use to mystify

Is raw material that we supply.  

The logic that Dean Walton takes his tricks on

Is manufactured by Professor Hickson.  

 

But I have said enough, I think, to show

The debt of gratitude all others owe  

To this our Faculty. Now let me come

To details lying rather nearer home,  

And let me speak about the various parts

That constitute this Faculty of Arts.  

This done, with your permission I will then

Say something of our most distinguished men,  

And with all gentleness I will assign

To each a brief Thanksgiving Valentine.  

 

Here first the Classics holds its honoured place,

The centre stone of the aforesaid base,  

In education’s whirling stream and jam,

It lies embedded like a coffer dam.  

So deeply down do its foundations lie,

Its worth is hidden from the common eye.  

The vulgar think the Classics are a sham,

O noble edifice, O Greek, O dam!  

Yet judge its worth when you can find them beaten,

Messrs. Macnaughton, Peterson and Eaton.  

See where Macnaughton with imperious tread

Rudely disturbs the archæologic dead,  

Watch him receive in his extended hat

The venal offering of the plutocrat.  

Watch this, my friends, and will you dare to say

The study of the Classics does not pay?  

 

Or see, a Peterson with spade and hoe

In ducal vaults exhumes a Cicero!  

Carries it gently to the outer air,

Removes the dust with Caledonian care,  

And straightway to the Classics is annexed

A new and highly controversial text.  

A noble feat! and yet alas! I own,

Like Dr. Cook, he did it all alone;  

When next in search of Cicero you go,

Take, Mr. Principal, an Eskimo.  

 

Lo! Mathematics hidden from the view,

Behind its symbols though it may be true,  

The upper part of it so wrapped in darkness,

That no one sees it but Professor Harkness.  

The very Queen of Sciences they say!

It is, for the professor, anyway.  

In lectures he is not obliged to talk,

Needs but a blackboard and a bit of chalk,  

A set of problems given as a test,

Then down he sits — the students do the rest.  

Forgive me if I fall into ecstatics,

Would I were taught to teach the Mathematics!  

 

Charming as is the mathematic mystery,

It will not stand comparison with history;  

Imagine what a splendid tour de force

To trace the Norman Conquest to its source,  

Think of a man who still quite young was skilled

To analyse the Mediæval Guild!  

To follow it and trace its root-age down

Deep buried in the Anglo-Saxon town!  

Yet such is Colby! Oh, what joy complete

To terrorize the man upon the street,  

To hush his crude attempts at conversation

By quoting pages of the Reformation;  

And that his cup of misery be filled,

To crush him with the Mediæval Guild.  

Oh, Charles, with all thy knowledge, is it right

That thou art not beside the board to-night?  

That thou shouldst set thy brain to overplan

The simple, unsuspecting business man!  

See! at the bidding of the gentle sage

The Caligraph creeps noiseless o’er the page,  

The clatter of the busy key is dumb,

Destroyed by Colby’s patent Liquid Gum.  

Oh, second Gutenberg, God speed the ship

That bears you on your European trip,  

Let bulky Germans drink your health in hock,

And frantic Frenchmen clamour for the stock;  

And, Noiseless Charles, when you have had your fill

Of business life, come back to fond McGill.  

Surely no nobler theme the poet chants

Then the soft science of the blooming plants.  

How sweet it were in some sequestered spot

To classify the wild forget-me-not;  

To twine about the overheated brow

The coolness of the rhododendron bough;  

To lie recumbent on a mossy heap

And draw a salary while fast asleep.  

Dr. Penhallow, it would need a Herrick

To sing your work and that of Carrie Derick.  

Nor shall my halting Muse in vain essay

Such sweet co-operation to portray.  

 

Would that your time allowed you once or twice

To drink to Barnes, discoverer of ice!  

All unsuspected in the river bed

The tiny frazil reared its dainty head.  

No one had known for centuries untold

Why the Canadian climate was so cold;  

Why winter should be vigorous and rude

In such a truly Southern latitude.  

Barnes after years of thought and anxious teasing,

Decided that there must be something freezing.  

He stopped his lectures, bundled up his pack,

Braved untold hardships at the Frontenac,  

And there within a stone’s throw of Quebec,

Found ice that no one ventured to suspect.  

Let ice and snowdrift sing their requiem,

Our Howard Barnes is going to settle them.  

A fairer prospect opens to the eye!

A Canada beneath a sultry sky!  

Already the prophetic eye of hope

Sees grape vines circle the Laurentian slope.  

Palms and pomegranates with the breezes play

And luscious figs droop over Hudson Bay.  

 

Last, but of all departments valued most,

Is that illuminated by our host;  

English, the very word inspires the thought

With memories of a noble nation fraught.  

English, the tongue of Tennyson, of Gray,

Of Milton, Bunyan, Goldsmith, Pope and Gay;  

Of still more widely circulated names,

Of Henty, E. P. Rowe and G. P. James,  

The tongue of Bobbie Burns and Walter Scott — 

You interrupt me? — strictly it was not.  

But let me tell you, sirs, who dares to fight it?

Let Saxons speak it but let Scotsmen write it!  

English, to add to this enumeration

The tongue to-day of every place and nation,  

For cultured Chinaman, for mild Hindoo,

For travelling Russian nothing else will do.  

The tongue of every race and every clan,

Just think how needful to a gentleman!  

Varied as are the forms of English speech,

Our Dean has got his solid grip on each;  

Here sits a man who positively knows

The whole life history of our nation’s prose,  

Who can, and will, at your request rehearse

One thousand lines of Anglo-Saxon verse.  

To him, we feel it in his every look,

Chaucer and Gower are an open book;  

He finds the verse of Cædmon light and breezy,

And Beowulf, if anything, too easy, —   

Nay, bless my soul, the man can even read

The writings of the Venerable Bede.  

 

Yet not for this, or not for this alone

We love to claim him as our very own;  

Rich in the scholar’s gift in every part,

Yet more we prize the richness of his heart.  

The cheerful humour nothing can dismay,

Unruffled by the cares of day to day.  

The industry that does not flag or shirk,

That stints not trouble, measures not its work.  

The kindness never failing and the hand

Outstretched to help, the brain to understand  

With ready sympathy another’s cares

And lighten thus the burden that it shares.  

Oh, sirs, if this in English may be sought,

Would that such English were more widely taught.  

Let him recite us Cædmon if he will

Or sing us Beowulf, we will be still:  

Nay, let him quote us, if he feel the need,

Whole chapters from the Venerable Bede;  

Still shall we cry the pauses in between

God’s blessing on our well-beloved Dean.  


English as She is Taught at College
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IT IS AN amazing fact, but it is nevertheless true, that Mr. Rudyard Kipling or Sir James Barrie, or, let us say, ex-President Eliot of Harvard, would fail hopelessly in English if they tried to pass the entrance examination of any American or Canadian University. King George, from whom presumably the King’s English flows as from its fountain source, might get perhaps half-way through a high school in the subject.

As for Shakespeare, I doubt if he knew enough of what is called English by our education departments to get beyond a kindergarten. As to passing an examination on one of his own plays, such as is set by our colleges for matriculation, he couldn’t have done it; he hadn’t the brains — at least not the kind of brains that are needed for it.

These are not exaggerations, they are facts. I admit that when the facts are not good enough I always exaggerate them. This time they don’t need it.

Our study of English — not merely in any one State or Province but all over North America, except in happy Mexico — begins with years and years of the silly stuff called grammar and rhetoric. All the grammar that any human being ever needs, or that is of any use as an intellectual training, can be learned in a few weeks from a little book as thin as a Ritz-Carlton sandwich. All the rest of the solid manuals on the subject is mere stodge. It serves no other purpose than to put royalties into the pockets of the dull pedants who elaborate it.

Rhetoric is worse. It lays down laws for the writing of sentences and paragraphs about as reasonable and as useful as a set of directions telling how to be a gentleman, or how to have a taste for tomatoes.

Then comes English Literature. This is the last stage, open only to minds that have already been debilitated by grammar and rhetoric.

We actually proceed on the silly supposition that you can “examine” a person in English literature, torture it out of him, so to speak, in the course of a two hours’ inquisition. We ask him to distinguish the “styles” of different authors as he would the colour of their whiskers. We expect him to divide up authors into “schools” and to sort them out as easily as a produce merchant classifies fish.

The truth is that you cannot examine in English in this way, or only at the cost of killing the very thing that you wish to create. The only kind of examination in the subject I can think of would be to say to the pupil, for example, “Have you read the novels of Charles Dickens and do you like them?” and when he answered that he didn’t care for them but that his uncle read them all the time, to send a B.A. degree to his uncle.

We make our pupils spend about two hours a day for ten years in the silly pursuit of what we call English, and yet at the end of it we wonder that our students have less real appreciation of literature in them than when they read a half-dime novel for sheer artistic joy of it.


Little Glimpses of the College Future
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THE LENGTHENING OF the College Course

The Final Result if College

Courses keep Getting Longer

And Longer

(Harvard Commencement Day of 1950. Current Press Report of the President’s Speech to the Graduating Class.)

 

The President, in his valedictory address, spoke with deep feeling, and was frequently interrupted by the sobs of the graduating class. They had now been together, he said, more years than he cared to count. They had come together as young men; they had spent the energetic years of their middle age together in these venerable halls, and now with advancing old age it had become absolutely necessary that they should graduate before they died. He felt that it was hard indeed to part. He could not but contrast on this occasion the organization of the college and the new meaning which graduation from Harvard had acquired with the almost unbelievable condition of things which he could recall as actually existing in his youth. In those days men graduated from the university after perhaps no more than eight or nine years of study. He himself had actually seen a Harvard degree given to a man — a brilliant man, he admitted — who had spent only six years at the college. Under such conditions education was necessarily slipshod and incomplete. It was customary, as he remembered, for men to go no further in Conic Sections than page 150; as to what came after page 150 there had prevailed a regrettable indifference. He was glad to say that he could see men seated before him this morning who had done the entire book (applause). In earlier days students were allowed to go out of Harvard knowing something of plane trigonometry but absolutely ignorant of spherical (groans and sobs). No such man could get out now (renewed groans). He himself, and he said it with emphasis, would rather keep a man at Harvard till he died than send him out adorned with the college degree yet ignorant even of the simplest spherical formulæ (applause). Such a thing was unfair to the graduates themselves. They went out into the business world ignorant and ill-equipped. They fell an easy prey to the rapacity of the business man. No such thing, he ventured to say, could happen to-day.

In continuation, the President said that he was assured that any one of the venerable gentlemen seated before him in the graduating class would meet with nothing but respect and consideration during his life in the outside world. His life might indeed be short. That he would not deny. But it would, he hoped, be full (applause). Experience had taught him that it was better to be short and full than not to be. In conclusion, he congratulated the venerable gentlemen before him on their long and sustained acquirement of knowledge. He could see men in front of him who had learned in their Latin Grammar not some of the irregular verbs, but all of the irregular verbs. There were men before him who knew what came after the first book of Xenophon’s Anabasis: men who had read not one Canto of Dante’s Inferno, but all of it: who had read and appreciated not merely a part of English literature, but the whole of it. This, he said, was education indeed. He did not wish to keep the class seated too long and he would gladly request some of the older members to lie down if they wished to do so. But he would like to detain them and the audience long enough to invite their consideration of the question as to why a Harvard man should ever graduate (applause). This question, he was pleased to say, was being earnestly debated by the corporation. Funds would probably be available within a short time to render graduation unnecessary, and to keep the Harvard men of the future at college until removed by death. The increasing comfort of the dormitories, the continued improvement of the food in the college halls, together with the fearful rise of the cost of living in the outside world and the spread of Bolshevism and other dangers, rendered this reform more and more desirable. He felt that in turning these venerable gentlemen out into the cold world, the college was performing an ungrateful task. He shuddered to think of what might happen if a Bolshevist should get hold of one of them. The corporation was engaged, however, in looking round for new things that could be studied. It was felt that there must be something left if one could only find it. In conclusion, he would like to ask the audience to step out quietly as he observed that some of the senior graduates were asleep.


A Subscription with Reflections
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(THE REFLECTIONS WHICH here follow were occasioned, by my having to subscribe seventy-five cents to a new students’ journal.)

 

The enclosed seventy-five cents, like all other money, speaks for itself. If The Rebel goes on as it has begun I am sure it will have no difficulty in knocking the public out of their seventy-five cents’s. To me The Rebel came as a real enlightenment. I realized that I had been, without knowing it, a rebel for thirty years past; in fact ever since the time when I sat on the benches of University College and speculated on men and things with the same irresponsible freedom that The Rebel shows to-day. I found, if I remember rightly, much to criticize and much to alter. In fact the whole college of those days seemed gradually subsiding, for want of a little active interference on my part, into the mud of its own foundations. I found, too, upon diligent inquiry, that this same situation had existed before, very notably indeed, in the generation of the older graduates; in fact, had existed and persisted and seemed to follow the good old college like a ghost — the ghost, if one had to name it, of Academic Discontent, that has moaned and wrung its hands at the gates of colleges and academies from the time of Plato to the age of Theodore Roosevelt. It is credibly reported that in Plato’s later days his students used to gather in little knots among the trees of his Academy, and shake their heads at the kind of “dope” that Plato was “putting over” in his lectures. It had, they said, no “punch.” And it is equally strongly affirmed that the students of Aristarchos of Samos denounced his theories of lunar motion as “chestnuts”; that the students of Marsiglio of Padua were openly heard to avow that “the old man was going ‘batty’ ”; that the students of Sir Isaac Newton at Cambridge said that they were “simply sick” of hearing about gravitation, with the same old joke each year about the apple; that the students of Adam Smith at Glasgow said that if he could only cut out his everlasting “division of labour” for a lecture or two and get down to common sense, they might listen to him. Nay, worst of all, I have seen students in the back of my own classroom shake their heads and murmur that my lectures are “bum stuff” to what they used to be.

Yet I have grown to know that out of the empty breath of discontent is blown the inspiration of the future. And I have ceased to regret that academic discontent should be. On the contrary, I am even inclined, as a professor, to harbour a little bit of academic discontent of my own. Discontent, perhaps, is a word a trifle too strong; in the quiet and regulated life of a professor no passion as strong as that can find a place; for the life of a professor passes from middle age to seniority and from seniority to senility with the measured and majestic transit of the harvest moon passing over the ripened field of corn, and mellowing all that it illuminates. But if ever a professor could voice a wish for a change in the methods or aspect of universities, I may say that it often occurs to me that our colleges would be greatly brightened if there were no students; if the professors could saunter undisturbed among the elm trees in friendly colloquy, lecturing — for they know no other form of conversation — to one another; if the library and the campus could enjoy at all seasons the quiet hush that now only falls on them in August; if the deep peace where learning loves to brood were never broken by examinations and roll-calls — and — dear me, I see that I am unconsciously falling into poetry; suppose that I loop the loop clear into it and continue:

“Oh, that the peace where learning loves to brood

Were never broken by the student rude,

And that the corridor and classroom dim

Sheltered the prof. but quite excluded Him!

Thus the professor, free from every care,

Might settle down in comfort on his chair,

And while the noiseless years in gentle current flow

Pursue profound research or, better, let it go.”

Let me, in conclusion, draw your attention to the elegance of the introduction of that Alexandrine couplet at the end of the verse, a neat trick which I had of my instructors at University College thirty years ago.


Toronto and McGill
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(1913)

(This poem was composed in celebration of a great football victory of these two colleges over one another. It is written in what is now called vers libre. But in my college days we used to call it worse than that.)

The object of this poem is not very difficult to get on to,

Since it is intended all through as what is called a pæan on Toronto.

I don’t deny, have not and never will

My debt of gratitude to old McGill,

Nor have I any other wish or hope

Than here upon Mount Royal’s leafy slope

To theorize, to formulate conjectures,

In short to give the kind of thing called lectures,

Here live, here die, and after — who can tell,

To go on giving lectures up in . . .

 

Let me explain at once for those who do not know ’em,

The kind of meters, called gas meters, which I use in this poem.

Anybody with a quick ear will have no doubt from the very start

That it must be a most extraordinarily difficult kind of art.

 

Each foot begins and ends just where I end or begin it,

I defy any man to scan it, though it might be possible to skin it.

Not even the combined strength of Dr. Peterson and Mr. Slack

Could tackle one of these verses and throw it on its back.

 

But as I say, I want to sound the praise

Of old Toronto, long may be her days.

 

You taught me all I know, oh good old College,

Greek, Latin, Algebra, Religious Knowledge,

Fondly and freely gave it all away,

And made me at the end of it B.A.

 

You taught me Greek, can I forget it? No!

I’ve tried to, but it simply will not go.

Still in my dreams my wayward thoughts incline,

Irregular exceptions to decline;

And up and down my midnight fancies go

To the strange rhythm of a ὁ, ἡ, τὸ.

When my declining years their shadows lengthen,

I’ll end in an irregular declension.

 

Toronto, you taught me Latin, yes you did,

I have the marks, the thing cannot be hid.

Deep in the fibre of my brain is sunk

The furrow of hic, haec hoc, hujus hunc.

I bear the marks of Virgil and the scar

Where Julius Cæsar wrote his Gallic War.

Horatius Flaccus stamped me with his verse

And Cicero: I don’t know which was worse.

 

’Twas cruel while it lasted, it is done:

Through this I learned to use my mother tongue.

 

You taught me Mathematics, let it pass,

How could you know I was a hopeless ass?

You tried in vain my intellect to hem

Inside the harsh binomial theorem.

I tried my best, no one can say I wouldn’t — 

Learned what I could and copied what I couldn’t.

This too was, while it lasted, very rotten,

But now, thank God, forgiven and forgotten.

 

But what I chiefly hope will some day save me

Are the instructors that you nobly gave me.

McGill may boast her Peterson, her Slack,

Rose and Macnaughton, standing back to back.

For such instructors care I not a button,

My mind, good sirs, was fashioned by a Hutton!

 

McGill may have in history her Fryer,

And her sagacious Colby still is by her;

I grant them merit, it is very strong,

Their history is all right, but mine was Wrong!

 

Or would you speak of French? You would not dare,

For all of mine was taught me on the Squair.

 

Or if you boast of German, pause and listen,

I had my dose direct from Vandersmissen.

 

Yet in my humble self I like to think

I typify a sort of missing link;

The phrase is ill-advised, I simply mean

I constitute a sort of go-between.

Trained at Toronto, nurtured by McGill,

I know not which should my affection fill.

Backward and forward my affection goes,

One gave me knowledge, one supplies my clothes.

One knew me as a gentle silly youth

Eager for learning, passionate for truth,

Deep in philosophy, immersed in Greek,

Looking for mental trouble, so to speak.

The other as a teacher of the young,

Prosing on economics all day long,

Pent in a little classroom giving notes

And stuffing theories down students’ throats, — 

Nor visible regard for truth whatever

And yet as young and sillier than ever.

Yet if I do thus form a missing link

I am but one of several, I think.

I do not stand alone, will any man

Refuse to lift his hat to our Ruttan?

Toronto gave him, may her name be blest;

In giving him she gave us of her best.

Nor he alone, will some one kindly say

What thinks the universe of John McCrae.

That he’s all right! I thank you from my soul.

Toronto numbers him upon her roll.

 

They may thus stand united, side by side,

McGill and Varsity — with each its pride;

Let games like this one we have seen to-day

A double glory to the world display.

Where emulation struggles void of spite,

And men who play the game shall guard the right.

If it were possible a toast to fill,

I’d give, you Friends, Toronto and McGill.

 



	
 


	
Word apparently missing. — Ed.






 


The Children’s Corner
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(1902)

(This little essay was written as a contribution to a newly established and very learned college magazine. It was intended to put life into it. The magazine died.)

 

Our good friend, the Editor of this magazine, had some fears that it might suffer by very reason of its excellence; that it might be bowed down by the weight of erudition it contains and become top-heavy with learning. Now this is as grave an ailment as can well threaten any publication, for it acts directly on the circulation. Knowing the Editor’s apprehensions, we have ventured to suggest to him that possibly a hypodermic injection of some lighter matter near the back of the cover might be advisable. He has, therefore, permitted us to variegate this issue by the addition of a Children’s Corner for College Boys and Girls. For the insertion of such a column we are convinced we need offer no apology to our young friends. Even in the cultivated mind of the college graduate — cultivated indeed by the years of diligent rolling, harrowing, planting, and possibly ploughing, at the hands of his tutors and examiners — it is often found that the wheat of wisdom is not unmixed with the chaff of childishness.

As soon, then, as we had conceived the idea of a Children’s Corner, we set about thinking what we could put into it. We decided that the very best thing we could have to begin with would be a lot of letters from our little friends who have graduated, treating of some topic not too exacting on the intellect. This we knew to be the usual method of eliciting interest in the Children’s Corners of Saturday journalism. So we sent them all a circular, which we felt sure would draw; we couched it in the following couching: — 

“Dear Sir, — Please write to the Editor of the Children’s Corner and state your personal experience of the value of a college education. Speak freely of yourself, but don’t get delirious over it. Limit yourself, if you can, to a thousand words, and never write to us again. Send five dollars with your manuscript, and the Editor promises to make use of it.”

The results obtained from our circular have been eminently satisfactory; indeed, we have received so many bright little letters that we are able to print only a small proportion of them. Here is our first example. It is from “Little Charlie,” aged 29, a graduate with double first class in English and Metaphysics, now doing splendidly in a position of great trust in a sawmill.

“Dear Mr. Editor, — I am glad you are asking a lot of college boys to write to you. I think a college training is a great help. I have found English invaluable and use nothing else. I must now close.”

“Dear Mr. Editor, — I graduated not long ago and am only twenty-two, but I feel very old. I took Archæology and Sanskrit. Our course of reading in Sanskrit was the Vishnubuddayat, Part one, Book one, Page one. We also scanned the first three lines and examined the skins under the microscope. I don’t think anything could have developed my mind quite in the way that Sanskrit and Noah’s Archæology have. I owe a lot to my teachers and mean to pay them back some day. Since I took my degree I have got a job opening gates at a railway crossing, and am doing well, as I have just the touch required. When I get a little older I may get a job at a toll-gate.”

So many thanks for your bright little letter, Teddie, and be sure not to let us hear from you from time to time. You forgot your five dollars, careless boy.

Here is a writer who signs himself Rev. Willie Weekshanks, aged thirty: — 

“Dear Mr. Editor, — I think a college education is a very valuable thing, and I wish I had had one instead of taking Theology. I liked my college life so much and I revered all my professors. I used to take exact notes of everything they told me, exactly as I remembered it a week afterwards. If need be I could produce my notes before a . . .” (Hush, hush, Willie, please don’t talk of anything so painful as producing your notes. Surely, my dear little boy, we have had trouble enough).

Here is a letter from an Honour graduate in Classics: — 

“Dear Mr. Editor, — I took Classics. For my part I think, at least, certainly on the one hand, that a college education, especially indeed Greek, develops the faculty of thinking, writing and quoting, on the other hand, with less lack of not saying nothing than anything. A man with a full knowledge of Latin and Greek feels himself a ‘pons asinorum,’ and in the hours of weariness and discouragement can always turn to his education as a delightful ‘reductio ad absurdum.’ ”

But let us pass on to some of the other features of our Children’s Corner. Not to be in any way behind our great contemporaries in journalism, we hasten to present a Puzzle Competition. It is constructed on the very latest models. The puzzles are indeed somewhat difficult and elaborate, but we confidently invite all college children, both graduate and undergraduate, to try them. Come on, then, here is our first. It is called, The Buried Word: — 

Laertnom

There! try and guess it! The letters of the above word if spelt backwards will produce the name of a Canadian city. Sit down now and work at it; if you don’t get at the solution at once, keep at it. To any McGill graduate or undergraduate sending a correct solution, accompanied by five dollars, we will forward a copy of the McGill Calendar.

Our second puzzle. This is for some of our little mathematical friends. It is called a double acrostic: — 

McG*ll

On inserting a vowel in place of the above asterisk, the word will become the same word that was the word before the vowel removed was removed. Anyone finding the correct solution will forward us three dollars; on the receipt of each three dollars the competition is declared closed — as far as that competitor is concerned.

Our final puzzle. It consists in an historical prize competition, for which we propose the following: — 

Name the four Georges, giving reasons, and sending four dollars.

OUR HOME STUDY CIRCLE

We had hoped to supplement our Puzzle Department with another feature which is its invariable accompaniment, and which we thought especially appropriate for a College Magazine. This is the Home Study Circle. It is one of the noblest and most philanthropic developments of the modern journal. The admirable facilities for learning offered by these Home Study Circles, with the gratuitous examination papers and short lectures that accompany them, cannot fail to be highly estimated. By this means any man whose affairs have never given him leisure for academic instruction, may pick up in the course of, say, ten years, a fair knowledge of Persian or Syriac, enough, that is to say, to make himself easily misunderstood. Indeed, with the help of such a Home Study Course, any intelligent boy or girl with a keen desire to add something to his ordinary studies may very quickly lose it. We had, therefore, begun to prepare a short Home Study Course in higher German philosophy. Our aim was to come to the help of people who were anxious to familiarize themselves with the ideas of some of the great German thinkers (Kant, Schopenhauer, Pilsener Lager, Wiener Schnitzel, etc. etc.), and yet who were unable to get a knowledge of these ideas either from their writings or from the criticisms on them, or through prayer for direct intervention. Unfortunately, difficulties of a technical nature, which need not here be explained, have prevented us from completing our course.

INDOOR GAMES

From the somewhat heavy subject that we treated in our last paragraph we turn with pleasure to present to our readers a sample of one of the new “Indoor Games for College Students” that we hope soon to give to the world. It is called

Indoor Football, or Football Without a Ball

In this game any number of players from fifteen to thirty seat themselves in a heap on any one player, usually the player next to the dealer. They then challenge him to get up, while one player stands with a stop-watch in his hand and counts forty seconds. Should the first player fail to rise before forty seconds are counted, the player with the watch declares him suffocated. This is called a “Down” and counts one. The player who was the “Down” is then leaned against the wall; his wind is supposed to be squeezed out. The player called the referee then blows a whistle and the players select another player and score a “down” off him. While the player is supposed to be down, all the rest must remain seated as before, and not rise from him until the referee, by counting forty and blowing his whistle, announces that in his opinion the other player is stifled. He is then leant against the wall beside the first player. When the whistle again blows the player nearest the referee strikes him behind the right ear. This is a “Touch,” and counts two.

We cannot, of course, in this place attempt to give all the rules in detail. We may add, however, that while it counts two to strike the referee, to kick him counts three. To break his arm or leg counts four, to kill him outright is called Grand Slam, and counts one game.

There are so many interesting things that we are most eager to insert in this Children’s Corner, that we fear the limited space at our disposal will not allow us to treat them all. In the interest, however, of our fairer readers, we cannot well refrain from introducing one or two short extracts from our new “College Girls’ Cookery Book.”

1. Receipt for Latin Paste

Take one pound of Bradley’s Arnold, a little fluent extract of Virgil, some strong stems and roots. Grind well and soak. Let the mixture stand till it forms into a thick paste, which may be used for all kinds of Latin composition. It will be found an agreeable relish in quotations, and does well for public speeches if mixed with a little ginger. The paste is admirably suited for quotations in after-dinner speaking if well soaked in alcohol.

2. Receipt for Preserved Lectures

(Crême de Lecture)

First take a lecture. Then boil it down and remove the froth and gas from it by constant stirring. Skim it, strain it through a wet towel and serve hot or cold according to the taste of the examiner.

3. How to make Hash of an Examination Paper

(Papier Mâché)

Take a thorough smattering of the subject. Mix it completely in your mind. Spread it very thinly on paper and serve lukewarm. Try to avoid roasting.

We should have been delighted to add a few extracts from our new “Elementary Taxidermy for Students, or How to Stuff Examiners,” which we are certain would have made a pleasant feature of our Children’s Corner. A few lines from our “Carpentry for College Boys; or how to make German Brackets,” would not have been amiss. But we fear we have already trespassed too far on the Editor’s kindness.


A Sermon on College Humour
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(THIS EXHORTATION WAS addressed to the infant college paper called “The Goblin” of Toronto. “The Goblin” followed my advice, and look at it now.)

 

I should like just for once to have the privilege of delivering a sermon. And I know no better opportunity for preaching it than to do so across the cradle of this infant Goblin, to those who are gathered at its christening.

As my text let me take the words that were once said in playful kindliness by Charles the Second: “Good jests ought to bite like lambs, not dogs; they should cut, not wound.” I invite the editors of this publication to ponder deeply on the thought, and when they have a sanctum, to carve the words in oak below the chimney-piece.

The best of humour is always kindly. The worst and the cheapest is malicious. The one is arduous and the other facile. But, like the facile descent of Avernus, it leads only to destruction.

A college paper is under very peculiar temptations to indulge in the cheaper kind of comicality. In the first place, its writers and its readers are for the most part in that early and exuberant stage of life in which the boisterous assertion of one’s own individuality is still only inadequately tempered by consideration for the feelings of others.

In the second place, it finds itself in an environment that lends itself to the purposes of easy ridicule. The professor stands ready as its victim.

The professor is a queer creature; of a type inviting the laughter of the unwise. His eye is turned in. He sees little of externals and values them hardly at all. Hence in point of costume and appearance he becomes an easy mark. He wears a muffler in April, not having noticed that the winter has gone by! He will put on a white felt hat without observing that it is the only one in town; and he may be seen with muffetees upon his wrists fifty years after the fashion of wearing them has passed away.

I can myself recall a learned man at the University of Chicago, who appeared daily during the summer quarter in an English morning coat with white flannel trousers and a little round straw hat with a blue and white ribbon on it, fit for a child to wear at the seaside. That man’s own impression of his costume was that it was a somewhat sporty and debonair combination, such as any man of taste might assume under the more torrid signs of the Zodiac.

As with dress, so with manner. The professor easily falls into little ways and mannerisms of his own. In the deference of the classroom they pass unchallenged and uncorrected. With the passage of the years they wear into his mind like ruts. One I have known who blew imaginary chalk dust off his sleeve at little intervals; one who turned incessantly a pencil up and down. One hitches continuously at his tie; one smoothes with meaningless care the ribbons of his college gown.

As with his dress, so with the professor’s speech. The little jest that he uttered in gay impromptu in his first year as a lecturer is with him still in his declining age. The happy phrase and the neat turn of thought are none the less neat and happy to him for all that he has turned them regularly once a year for thirty sessions. It is too late to bid them good-bye. In any case, perhaps the students, or perhaps some student, has not heard them; and that were indeed a pity.

When I was an undergraduate at the University of Toronto thirty years ago, the noblest of our instructors had said the words “Hence accordingly” at the commencement of such innumerable sentences that the words had been engraved by a college joker across the front of the lecturer’s desk. They had been there so long that all memory of the original joker had been lost. Yet the good man had never seen them. Coming always into his classroom from the same quarter of the compass, he was still able after forty years to use the words “Hence accordingly” as a new and striking mode of thought. The applause which always greeted the phrase he attributed to our proper appreciation of the resounding period that had just been closed. He always bowed slightly at our applause and flushed a little with the pardonable vanity of age.

Having fun over a thing of that sort is as easy as killing a bird on the nest, and quite as cruel.

Can it be wondered, then, that every college paper that sets out to be “funny” turns loose upon the professoriate? It fastens upon the obvious idiosyncrasies of the instructors. It puts them in the pillory. It ridicules their speech. It lays bare in cruel print and mimic dialogue the little failings hitherto unconscious and unknown. And for the sake of a cheap and transitory laughter it often leaves a wound that rankles for a lifetime.

My young friends, who are to conduct this little Goblin, pause and beware.

For the essential thing is that such cheap forms of humour are not worth while. Even from the low plane of editorial advantages they are poor “copy.” The appeal is too narrow. The amusement is too restricted; and the after-taste too bitter.

If the contents of a college paper are nothing more than college jokes upon the foibles of professors and fellow-students, the paper is not worth printing. Such matter had better be set forth with a gum machine upon a piece of foolscap and circulated surreptitiously round the benches of the classroom.

If the editors of The Goblin are wise, they will never encourage or accept contributions that consist of mere personal satire. If a student is as fat as the Fat Boy himself let him pass his four years unrecorded in the peace due to his weight. If a professor is as thin as a meridian of longitude let no number of The Goblin ever chronicle the fact.

At the end of every sermon there is, so far as I remember, a part of it that is called the benediction. It consists in invoking a blessing upon the hearers. This I do now. I should not have written in such premonitory criticism of The Goblin if I did not feel myself deeply interested in its fortunes. I think that a journal of this kind fills a great place in the life of a university. As a wholesome corrective of the pedantry and priggishness which is the reverse side of scholarship it has no equal. It can help to give to the outlook of its readers a better perspective. In the surroundings of your University and your province it has, I think, a peculiar part to play. You are in great need — I hope I say it in all gentleness — of the genial corrective of the humorous point of view. You live in an atmosphere somewhat overcharged with public morality. The virtue that surrounds you is passing — so it sometimes seems to more sinful outsiders — into austerity.

In other words, to put it briefly, you are in a bad way. Your undergraduates, if they are well advised, would migrate to the larger atmosphere and the more humane culture of McGill. But if they refuse to do that, I know nothing that will benefit them more than the publication of a journal such as yours is destined, I hope, to be.


A Christmas Examination
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WITH EVERY REVOLVING year — and the poets and the physicists agree that they do revolve — I am struck with the strange inconsistency of the words “Christmas Examination.” Here on the one hand is Christmas, good, glad, old season with its holly berries and its lighted candles and its little children dancing in a world of magic round a glittering tree; Christmas with its fabled Santa Claus defying our modern civilization by squeezing his way down the galvanized iron pipe of a gas grate; Christmas with the sleigh-bells all a-jingle, with bright snow in the streets, with the church-bells ringing on a week day and such a crisp gladness in the air that even the angular faces of university professors are softened out into something approaching human kindliness.

Here, I say, on the one hand is Christmas.

And here on the other hand are Examinations with their sleepless nights and their fevered days, with crazy questions and crooked answers, set with the calculating cruelty of the inquisitor, answered with the patient resignation of the martyr, or with the fanatical frenzy of the devotee who has swallowed his instructor’s text book and gone crazy over it; Examinations with their hideous percentages, their insulting distinctions of rank, and paid for, in cold fees, with money enough to spread a Christmas banquet for the whole university.

Here is Christmas and here are the Examinations. And the two won’t go together.

We can’t alter Christmas. We’ve had it nearly two thousand years now. In a changing world its lights glimmer through the falling snow as a quiet beacon on things that alter not. It stands there fixed as a very saturnalia of good deeds, a reckless outbreak of licensed benevolence, with its loosened pocket books and smiling faces, just to show us on one day of the year what we might be on the other three hundred and sixty-four — stands a moment and then passes, leaving us to button about us again our little suit of protective selfishness with nothing but a memory to keep us warm inside.

Christmas we cannot alter. But the Examinations, we can. Why not? Why will not some theorist in education tell us how we can infuse into the Christmas examinations something of the spirit of the season that gives them birth? Can we not break down something of these rigid regulations that every candidate reads shuddering in the printed instructions on his examination book? Can we not so estimate our percentages and frame our questions? . . .

And when I had written thus far the whole idea of the thing broke upon me with the floodlight of discovery. Of course, nothing simpler; I reached out my hand and drew to me the hideous code of the examination regulations. I read it over with a shudder. Is it possible that for fifty years this university has tolerated such a flat violation of every rule of Christmas behaviour? I saw at once how, not only the regulations, but the very examination papers themselves ought to be so altered that the old malicious spirit might be driven right out of them and Christmas come to its own again even in an examination hall.

Here is the way it is done: — 

Regulations for Christmas Examinations

1. Candidates are permitted, nay they are encouraged, to enter the examination hall half an hour after the examination has begun, and to leave it, re-enter it, walk across it, jump across it, roll round in it, lie down in it, tear their clothes, mutilate their books and, generally, to make themselves thoroughly and completely at home at the expense of the University.

2. Candidates are not only permitted to ask questions of the presiding examiner, but they may, if they like, talk to him, sing to him, hum grand opera to him in whole or in part, use his fountain pen, borrow his money, and, if need be, for the sake of order, request him to leave the hall. But remember that the presiding examiner is like yourself — a very human being and, if you had the advantage of knowing him outside the classroom, you would find him at this time of year one of the jolliest creatures conceivable.

If you could see him presiding over the little candidates around the Christmas tree in his own house you would almost forgive him that silly dignity which he assumes to cover his natural humanity.

3. Speaking or communicating with every other candidate, male or female, is of course the privilege of every student and the use of the megaphone and gramophone shall in no way be curtailed or abridged.

4. Students may either make use of the books, papers and memoranda provided by the examiner, or may bring in their own memorandums, vademecums and conundrums, together with such dictographs, gramophones, linotypes, stethoscopes, or any other aids to memory that they may see fit to use.

5. The plea of accident or forgetfulness will, of course, be immediately received in the same spirit as given.

6. Five per cent will be accepted as a satisfactory standard, but all students failing to obtain it may be, and most certainly will be, specially exempted from further effort by a vote of the Board of Governors.

So much for the regulations. But, of course, still more can be accomplished if the examiners will only frame their questions to suit the gentle kindliness of the season. I should not wish to show in any great detail how this is to be accomplished. That would be trespassing on the work of departments other than our own. But I may be allowed to point the pathway of reform by proposing a few specimen questions in representative subjects.

Christmas Examination in Classics

1. Who was Themistocles? (Note in italics): If you can’t think it out for yourself, he was a great Roman general, or Greek, or something. The examiner doesn’t know much about it himself, but Lord bless you, at this time of year he doesn’t care any more than you do.

2. Translate the accompanying passages, or don’t bother to, just as you happen to feel about it. After all you must remember that ability to translate a lot of Latin verses is a poor test of what you really are worth.

3. Pick out all the verbs in the above and parse them, or, if you don’t feel like picking them out, leave them sticking where they are. Remember that they’ve been there for two thousand years already.

There! That’s the way the Christmas examination in Classics is to be conducted. And in the same fashion one might try to soften down the mathematical examination into something like this: — 

Examination in Mathematics

1. Solve the following equations — but if you can’t solve them, my dear boy, don’t worry about it. Take them home to father as a Christmas present and tell him to solve them. It’s his business anyway, not yours. He pays the fees and if he can’t solve the equations, why your family must stand the loss of them. And, anyway, people ought not to mind the loss of a few equations at Christmas time.

There! That’s enough for the Mathematical examination. And as for the rest, you can easily see how they ought to be framed.

But just wait a minute before we come to the end. There would remain one examination, just one, that I think every student ought to pass at this season, though he may forget it if he will, as all the kind things of Christmas are forgotten all too soon. I should call it, for want of another name, an Examination in Christmas Kindliness, and I warn you that nothing but a hundred per cent in it can be accepted for a pass. So here it is.

Examination in Christmas Kindliness

1. Is the University such a bad place after all?

2. Don’t you think that perhaps after all the professors and the faculty and the examiners and all the rest of the crabbed machinery of your daily toil is something striving for your good? Dip deep your pen in your Christmas ink, my boy, and overstate the truth for your soul’s good.

3. Are you not going some day, when your college years are long since past, and when the poor fretful thing that is called practical life has caught you in its toils, and carries you onwards towards your last Christmas — are you not going to look back at them through the soft haze of recollection, as to the memory of a shaded caravansary in a long and weary pilgrimage?


Idleness
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A SONG FOR the Long Vacation

Let me sing a song for summer, when the college days are done,

In the drowsy long vacation underneath the torrid sun,

Let me summarize the knowledge that the student gains at college,

Let me sing to you the Vanity of Life.

Let me lie among the daisies, with my stomach to the sky,

Making poses in the roses, in the middle of July,

Let me nestle in the nettles, let me there absorb the dew

On a pair of flannel breeches with the stitches worked in blue.

Let me set me,

Just to pet me,

Where the college cannot get me,

Won’t you let me, O Yes, do!

 

Let me sing to you the Nothingness, the Vanity of Life,

Let me teach you of the effort you should shirk,

Let me show you that you never ought to make the least endeavour,

Or indulge yourself in any kind of work.

You never ought to tire yourself with trying to be good,

Or to waste yourself with wishing to be wise,

For a man of low capacity whose head is made of wood,

Never, never can be clever if he tries.

 

O, the Wickedness of Working, and the Sin of being Strong,

O, the folly of distinguishing between the Right and Wrong,

O, the Evilness of Effort, and the Sorrow of Succeeding,

O, the risk of Early Rising and the Shame of Underfeeding; — 

 

O, there’s nothing in sincerity,

And inspiration’s bad,

Asperity, austerity,

Are nothing but a fad,

Morality and charity

Are only for the sick,

Fixed conviction,

Earnest Diction,

Merely Rhetoric: — 

Piety,

Sobriety,

All of that I vow

Is just a lot

Of Tommy Rot

That won’t do now: — 

When the Politicians’ Politics are written out in ink,

And their true convictions set in black and white,

Then a chemical analysis of what they really think

Would leave nothing but a vacuum in sight.

 

’Tis the standing proposition of an honest opposition  

A perpetual corruption to imply,  

And the steady obligation of a just administration  

To consider every statement is a lie.  

 

When the Orator enrages in a speech of fifty pages,  

He does not really mean to use a gun,  

When the candidate enlarges on the vigour of his charges  

It is only just his little bit of fun.  

 

O, there’s nothing on the platform,

And there’s nothing in the press,

Give it this or that form,

Its neither more nor less,

Liquefied loquacity,

Ink in torrents shed,

Copious Mendacity,

But really, nothing said.

 

When the business man is busy with the buzzing of his brain

And his mind is set on bonds and stocks and shares,

While he’s building up the country with his utmost might and main,

Do you think it’s for the country that he cares?

 

When he’s making us a railroad, when he’s digging us a mine  

Every philanthropic benefit he flaunts,  

When he says that he has blest us with his output   of asbestos,

It is nothing but our money that he wants.  

 

Why bother then to fake it, why not knock us down and take it?

Let the jobber be a robber if he must,

Let the banker tell the teller to go down into the cellar,

And then hash the cash and swear the bank is bust.

 

O, there’s only Sin in Syndicates,

And who can trust a Trust?

The Golden Cloth

Conceals the Moth

And cankers into Rust.

The truly wise

Will lift his eyes

Towards a higher goal.

Will steal a pile

That’s worth the while

And get out whole.

Then gather in the meadows all, as quickly as you can,

The pompous politician and the bulky business man,

Let the lawyer in the lilies lie becalmed in statu quo,

And the broker break off broking just for half an hour or so:

 

Let the politician prattle to the periwinkle blue,  

Covered over with the clover let him play at Peek-a-boo,  

Let the clergy in the cowslips cuddle down and double up,  

And there imbibe the buttermilk from out the buttercup.  

 

Let us gambol,

Let us ramble,

O’er the flower-embowered lea,

O’er the meadow

In the shadow

Of the elderberry tree.

Let us dress us

As may bless us,

With no public there to see,

Care not which is

Proper breeches

For a summer negligee,

Or array us

To display us

In a pair of flannel pants,

Taking chances

On advances

From the enterprising ants.

Then at even

When the heaven

Reddens to the western sky,

All together

In the heather

Sing a summer

Lullaby.          


The Old College and the New University
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(WRITTEN FOR THE “McGill Annual” of 1923.)

I have it on tradition that in the year 1860 or thereabouts, the way in which a student matriculated into a college was, that the venerable gentleman named the Principal called him into his office and asked him who his father was, and whether he had read Virgil.

If the old gentleman liked the answers to these questions, he let the boy in.

Nowadays when a student matriculates, it requires in the first place some four pages of printed regulations to tell him how; after which there is demanded two weeks of continuous writing, and the consumption of at least twenty square yards of writing paper.

One of these two systems is what we now call Organization; the other is not. I dare not doubt for a minute which is the best. There is the same difference as there is between a Court Martial and an Appeal to the Privy Council, so that it would be folly, if not treason, to express a preference for the older plan.

But like many other things the plan was not wholly bad. For they do say that sometimes the venerable Principal would keep the boy talking for half an hour or so, and when the youth left, he would say, “Remarkable boy, that! Has the makings of a scholar in him!” And the little matriculant, his heart swollen with pride, would hurry away to the college library with a new fever for Virgil’s Æneid burning within him. By such and similar processes there was set up in the college a sort of personal relationship, not easily established nowadays even by the “contact” section of the “Committee on Friendliness.”

For nowadays every matriculant is just a name and a number, and when he gets to the first year he is merely a “case,” and in his second year simply a “seat,” and in his third year a “condition,” and in his fourth year, at the best, a “parchment,” and after that not even a memory.

There can, of course, be no doubt that present days and present things are better — none whatever. To anybody who attended a place that was called a “college” and had three hundred students, it is wonderful to come back and find it grown — or at any rate swollen, inflated, shall I say? — into a University of three thousand students, with a President instead of a Principal, and with as many “faculties” and departments and committees as there are in the League of Nations. It is wonderful to think of this vast organization pouring out its graduates like beans out of a hopper. It is marvellous, I repeat, to reflect on the way that everything is organized, standardized, unified, and reduced to a provable sample of excellence.

The college athletics of the older day, how feeble they seem by comparison now. The group of students gathered round the campus in the October dusk to cheer the football team — each cheering, or calling, upon some poor notion of his own as to the merits of the play — how crude it seems beside the organized hysteria of the Rooters Club. The college daily journal of to-day with its seven columns of real “news,” and needing nothing but a little murder to put it right in line with the big one-cent papers, the organs of one-cent opinion — how greatly superior it is to the old time College Journal. That poor maundering thing made its appearance at irregular intervals, emerging feebly like the Arctic sun from behind its cloud of debt, and containing nothing later in the way of “news” than a disquisition on The Art of William Shakespeare.

Or take the college library of the old days, how limited it was, with its one ancient librarian, with a beard that reached his girdle, handing out the books one by one, and remembering the students by their faces. As if up-to-date students had any!

The old college is no doubt gone and we could not bring it back if we would. But it would perhaps be well for us if we could keep alive something of the intimate and friendly spirit that inspired it.

Whereupon, I am certain, someone will at once propose a University committee on brotherly love, with power to compel attendance and impose fines.


The Diversions of a Professor of History
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IN MY EARLIER days of college teaching, I was for a time, under the sharp spur of necessity, a professor of history. I expected at that period that my researches in this capacity would add much to our knowledge of the known globe. They did not. But they at least enabled me to survive the financial strain of the long vacation by writing historical poetry for the press.

The little verses which here follow were written day by day and appeared here and there in the forgotten corners of odd newspapers. They occasioned about as much interest or illumination as a fire-fly at midday.

It will be noted that I used up only the month of August. Any professor of history in the same need as I was may have all the other eleven months.

 

TO-DAY IN HISTORY

 

August 4, 1778

 

(Victory of Gwalior)

O, the neglected education

Of this poor young Canadian nation,

To think that you never heard before

Of the wonderful victory of Gwalior!

How the British suffered with heat and thirst  

And they curst  

Their worst  

Till they nearly burst  

And then in the end came out victorious.

O! wasn’t the whole thing Gwaliorious.

 

August 2, 1704

 

(Battle of Blenheim)

This was the very occasion when

Great Marlborough gained the battle of Blen.

The rest of the noble word won’t rhyme,  

Say it in silence or call it “heim.”  

On the very same spot  

In other years  

Old Caspar shed his senile tears  

And the reason was  

If you ask me why  

Because his father was “forced to fly!”  

O, poor old Caspar, you really ought  

To have lived in the age of the aeronaut.  

 

August 5, 1809

 

(Birth of Alfred Tennyson)

On this very day

At early morn

Lord Alfred Tennyson chanced to be born.

Had it not been so, I really hate

To think of the poor elocutionist’s fate.

He couldn’t have been  

The sad May Queen,  

He couldn’t have brayed  

The Light Brigade  

To a ten cent audience (half afraid,  

When he hitches  

His breeches  

With soldier-like twitches  

To shew how the Russians were killed in the ditches).  

He never could shake  

With emotion and make  

The price of a meal with his ‘Break, Break, Break.’  

Alas, poor bloke,          

He’d be broke, broke, broke.      

 

August 8, 1843

 

(The Annexation of Natal)

When we in touch with heathens come,

We send them first a case of rum,

Next, to rebuke their native sin,

We send a missionary in:

Then when the hungry Hottentot

Has boiled his pastor in a pot,

We teach him Christian, dumb contrition,

By means of dum-dum ammunition,

The situation grows perplexed,  

The wicked country is annexed:  

But, O! the change when o’er the wild,

Our sweet Humanity has smiled!

The savage shaves his shaggy locks,

Wears breeches and Balbriggan socks,

Learns Euclid, classifies the fossils,

Draws pictures of the Twelve Apostles,—

And now his pastor at the most,

He is content to simply roast:

Forgetful of the art of war,  

He smokes a twenty cent cigar,  

He drinks not rum, his present care is  

For whisky and Apollinaris.  

Content for this his land to change,

He fattens up and dies of mange.

Lo! on the ashes of his Kraal,  

A Protestant Ca-the-der-al!  

 

August 9, 1902

 

(King Edward VII crowned)

Again the changing year shall bring

The Coronation of a King,

While yet the reign seemed but begun,

The sceptre passes to the son.

O! little, little round of life,  

Where each must walk the selfsame way,  

O, little fever fret and strife  

That passes into yesterday  

When each at last, with struggling breath,  

Clasps in the dark the hand of Death.  

O! Sorrow of our Common Lot,    

Go, mark it well, and Envy not.    

 

August 10, 1866

 

(The Straits Settlements founded)

Tell me now, will you please relate,

Why do they call these Settlements straight?

Does it mean to say  

That the gay  

Malay  

Is too moral  

To quarrel  

In any way?    

Does he never fight  

On a Saturday night,  

When he’s drunk in his junk  

And his heart is light?  

 

Have they got no music, no whisky, no ladies?

Well—it may be straight, but it’s gloomy as Hades.

 

August 12, 1905

 

(Anglo-Japanese Alliance)

Valiant, noble Japanee,

Listen to Britannia’s plea,

Since the battle of Yalu

I’ve been yearning all for you;

Since the fight at Meter Hill

Other suitors make me ill;

Tell me not of German beaux

Addle-headed, adipose,

Double-barrelled Dutchman plain,

Sullen, sombre sons of Spain,

Flaxen Swede, Roumanian red,

Fickle Frenchmen, underfed,

Nay, I care for none of these,  

Take me, O, my Japanese,  

Yamagata, you of Yeddo,

Fold me, hold me to your heart,

Togo, take me to Tokio,

Tell me not that we must part;

In your home at Nagasaki  

Cuddle me against your Khaki,  

Since the Russians couldn’t tan you,

Rule, I pray you, Rule Britannia!

 

August 14, 1763

 

(Admiral Albemarle took Havana)

On a critical day,

In those awful wars,

The fleet, they say,

Ran out of cigars;

It sounds like a nightmare, a dream, a bogie,

They hadn’t even a Pittsburg stogie,

Nor a single plug,

Of the noble drug,

And from vessel to vessel the signal flew

“Our Sailors are dying for want of a chew.”

 

From boyhood up those sailors had been

Preserved and pickled in nicotine,

By conscientious smoking and drinking

They had kept themselves from the horror of thinking.

 

Then Admiral Albemarle looked to leeward

And summoned in haste his bedroom steward,

And said, “My hearty, just cast your eyes on

The sou’-sou’-west, and skin the horizon,

That cloud of smoke and that fort and banner?”

The sailor answered, “That place is Havana.”

Within a second or even a fraction

The Admiral summoned the ships to action,

The signal was read by every tar,

“You hit a Spaniard and get a cigar.”

 

Now need I say to readers that smoke

How the furious burst of Artillery broke,

How they shot at Havana, bombarded and shook it

And so as a matter of course they took it.

The terms of surrender were brief but witty,

“We’ll take the cigars, you can keep the city.”

 

August 11, 1535

 

(Jacques Cartier discovered the St. Lawrence)

This is the day

When Cartier

Came sailing up to the Saguenay.

He found the St. Lawrence

Without a chart.

O, wasn’t Cart.

Exceedingly smart!

 

August 15, 1870

 

(Manitoba becomes a Province)

Now everybody, drunk or sober,

Sing loud the praise of Manitoba;

Throw back your head, inflate your chest,

And sing the glories of the West;

Sing, without slackening or stop,

The jubilation of the crop;

Sing of the bending ear of wheat,

That stands at least some fourteen feet;

And soft its tasselled head inclines,

To flirt with the potato vines;

Sing of the prairie covered over

With cabbage trees and shrubs of clover;

While English settlers lose their way

In forests of gigantic hay.

How wonderful be it confessed,  

The passing of the bygone West;  

The painted Indian rides no more,

He stands—at a tobacco store,

His cruel face proclaims afar

The terror of the cheap cigar;

Behold his once downtrodden squaw,

Protected by Provincial Law;

Their tee-pee has become—Oh, gee,

A station on the G.T.P.,

And on the scenes of Ancient War,

Thy rails I.C.O. C.P.R.

 

August 16, 1713

 

(New Brunswick founded)

I need not sing your praises, every word

Of mine, New Brunswick, would appear absurd

Beside the melody that freely pours

From out these polysyllables of yours.

Where Chedabudcto roars and bold Buctouche  

Rivals the ripples of the Restigouche;  

Or where beneath its ancient British flag  

Aroostook faces Mettawamkeag.  

Oh, fairy-land of meadow, vale and brook  

Kennebekasis, Chiputneticook,  

Shick-Shock and Shediac, Point Escuminac,  

Miramachi and Peticodiac.  

This is no place to try poetic wit,    

I guess at least I know enough to quit.    

 

August 17, 1896

 

(Gold discovered in the Yukon)

This is the day

In a climate cold

They found that wretched thing called Gold;

That miserable, hateful stuff,

How can I curse at it enough,

That foul, deceitful, meretricious,

Abominable, avaricious,

That execrable, bought and sold

Commodity that men call gold.

How can I find the words to state it,

The deep contempt with which I hate it;

I charge you, nay, I here command it,

Give it me not, I could not stand it:

You hear me shout, you mark me holler?

Don’t dare to offer me a dollar.

The mere idea of taking it

Gives me an epileptic fit.

What use is Gold?  

Alas, poor dross,  

That brings but sorrow, pain and loss,

What after all the use of riches?

’Twill buy fine clothes and velvet breeches,

Stone houses, pictures, motor cars,

Roast quail on toast and large cigars.

But oh, my friends, will this compare  

With a fresh draught of mountain air?

Will wretched viands such as these

Compare with simple bread and cheese?

Nay let me to my bosom press  

The gastronomic watercress,  

And hug within my diaphragm  

The spoon of thimbleberry jam,  

And while the wicked wine I spurn,  

Quaff deep the wholesome mountain burn,  

The simple life, the harmless drink  

Is good enough,—I do not think.  

 

August 18, 1577

 

(Birth of Rubens)

Think it not idle affectation

If I express my admiration

Of frescoes, canvases and plasters,

In short, the work of Ancient Masters.

You take a man like Botticelli,  

Or the Italian Vermicelli,  

Rubens and Titian, Angelo,  

Anheuser Busch, Sapolio,  

John P. Velasquez and Murillo,  

Fra Lippo Lipp, Buffalo Billo,  

Pilsener Lager and Giotto;  

Admire them! Why you’ve simply got to!  

What if you do not understand  

Just the idea they had in hand,  

What if they do not quite convey  

The meaning that they should portray?  

What if you don’t exactly find  

A purpose in them, never mind,  

Beneath the coat of gathered dust  

Take the great geniuses on trust.  

If you should see in public places    

Fat cherubs whose expansive faces    

Wear a strong anti-temperance air    

The work is Rubens, you may swear;    

Fat ladies in inclined position    

You always may ascribe to Titian,    

While simple love-scenes in a grotto    

Portray the master hand of Giotto.    

But if you doubt, do not enquire,    

Fall into ecstasies, admire,    

Stare at the picture, deeply peer    

And murmur, “What an atmosphere”;    

And if your praises never tire    

No one will know you are a liar.    

 

August 19, 1897

 

(Introduction of the Horseless Cab)

Farewell, a long farewell, Old Friend,

’Tis the beginning of the end.

So there you stand, poor patient brute,

Dressed in your little leather suit;

Your harness, buckles, straps and bows

An outline parody of clothes.

Speechless, confined, without volition,

It seems to me that your position

Is with a subtle meaning rife,—

A queer analogy with life.

A depth of meaning underlies

Those blinkers that restrain your eyes;

I see a melancholy omen

In straps that cramp your poor abdomen,

I could supply, would it avail,

Sad speculations on your tail

So docked that, swishing at the fleas,

Its arc is only nine degrees;

But more than all, I seem to trace

Analogies in your long face,

So utterly devoid of humour,

Long ears that hearken every rumour,

A sweeping snout, protruding teeth,

And chinless underlip beneath;

So joyless and so serious

Well may your features weary us.

For musing thus, I think perhaps

Your life is ours; the little straps,

The shafts that hold us to the track,

The burden ever on the back,—

Enough. The theme is old, of course,  

I am an ass, you are a horse.  

 

August 20, 1896

 

(Fridtjof Nansen’s Ship “The Fram” returns safely to Skjervoe)

What a glorious day

For old Norway,

When The Fram came sailing into the Bay

To the dear old fjord,

With its crew on bjord

All safely restjord

By the hand of the Ljord;

And they shouted “Whoe  

Is this Skjervoe?”    

And they rent the ajer with a loud Hulljoe;  

While the crowd on skiis    

As thick as biis      

Slid down      

To the town      

On their hands and kniis.      

And oh! what cries  

When they recognize  

A man with a pair of sealskin pants on      

And thjere, I decljare, is Fridtjof Nansen.      

 

August 22, 1903

 

(Expedition on the “Neptune” under Commander Low to Hudson Straits)

While we welter

In the swelter

Of the pestilential Heat

Drinking Sodas

In Pagodas

At the Corner of the Street

It seems to me  

That it would be  

My highest aspiration  

To Sail away  

On a Holiday  

Of Arctic Exploration.  

Let me lie in my pyjamas on the ice of Baffin’s Bay,

In the thinnest of chemises, where the Polar breezes play,

Underneath a frozen awning let me lie at ease a span,

While beneath the bright Aurora roars the ventilation fan.

 

Can you wonder now that Nansen, and that Peary, and that Low,

Should wander forth,

And struggle North,

As far as they can go?

When the hero

Under Zero

Lives on frozen lager beer

And a demi-can

Of Pemmican,

You need not shed a tear.

He seeks a higher latitude,

I quite admit the feat;

The reason is a platitude,

He’s crazy with the heat.

 

August 26, 1346

 

(Great Slaughter of the French by the English at Creçy)

How strange it seems to me that even then

Man raised his hand against his fellow-men,

Fretful and eager, still his mind he bent

New Engines of destruction to invent.

 

Poor little Creature, through his whole life story  

Waving his little flag and shouting Glory.  

Vexing his puny strength and panting breath  

Merely to hasten ever-certain Death.  

 

August 27, 1870

 

(Invention of the Gramophone)

I freely admit that the gay gramophone

Possesses attractions entirely its own,

I frankly concede that the wonders of science

Are seen at their best in that very appliance;

And yet notwithstanding, I deeply deplore

The gramophone owned by the Joneses next door.

I rise in the morning, the first thing I hear

Is “Sleep on, my Darling, for Mother is near,”

I sit down to breakfast and hear with surprise

A loud invitation to “Drink with Mine Eyes.”

I come from my office, the gramophone’s strain

Informs me that Johnnie has marched home again.

I sit down to read, but the minute I do so

The Joneses arouse a carouse with Caruso,

Their strains all the veins of my cerebrum clog,

My slumbers their numbers monotonous dog,

Will nothing but homicide end or prevent it,

Oh, Edison, why did you ever invent it?
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Cast Up by the Sea. A Sea Coast Melodrama (As Thrown up for 30 cents) — Period, 1880
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EVERYBODY WHO HAS reached or passed middle age looks back with affection to that splendid old melodrama Cast Up by the Sea. Perhaps it wasn’t called exactly that. It may have been named Called Back from the Dead, or Broken Up by the Wind, or Buried Alive in the Snow, or anything of the sort. In fact I believe it was played under about forty different names in fifty different forms. But it was always the same good old melodrama of the New England Coast, with the farmhouse and the yellow fields running down to the sea, and the lighthouse right at the end of the farm with the rocks and the sea beyond, looking for trouble.

Before the cinematograph had addled the human brain and the radio broadcast had disintegrated the human mind, you could go and see Cast Up by the Sea any Saturday afternoon in any great American City for thirty cents; you got a thrill from it that lasted twenty years. For thirty cents you had an orchestra chair on the ground floor where you could sit and eat peanuts and study the program till the play began. After it had begun you couldn’t eat any more; you were too excited.

The first thing everybody used to do in studying the program was to see how many years elapsed between the acts; because in those days everybody used to find it wiser to go out between the acts — for air. And the more years that elapsed and the more acts there were, the more air they could get. Some of the plays used to have ten acts and the people got out nine times. Nowadays this is all changed. People talk now of the unity of the drama, and in some of the plays to-day there is a deliberate announcement on the program that reads “Between Acts II and III the curtain will be merely lowered and raised again.” We wouldn’t have stood for that in 1880. We needed our two years between the acts. We had a use for it.

As I say, it was necessary to study the program. Nobody had yet invented that system of marking the characters “in the order of their appearance.” You had to try and learn up the whole lot before the play began. You couldn’t really. But you began conscientiously enough. Hiram Haycroft, a farmer; Martha, his wife; Hope, their daughter; Phœbe, a girl help; Zeke, a hired man, — Rube also a hired man, — and by that time you had just forgotten the farmer’s own name and looked back for it when just then — 

Up went the curtain with a long stately roll, two men at the side hoisting it, and there you were looking at the farmstead by the sea.

Notice how quick and easy and attractive that old fashioned beginning was. One minute you were eating peanuts and studying the program and the next minute the play had begun. There was none of that agonizing stuff that precedes the moving pictures of to-day: No “Authorized by the Board of Census of the State of New York.” The world, even New York State, was so good in 1880 that it had never heard of a censor. Nor was there any announcement of something else altogether heralded as “A Great Big Compelling Life Drama — Next Week.”

If the moving picture people could have been in control (forty years before their time) they would have announced the farm and lighthouse play with a written panegyric on what they were going to show,— “a gripping heart-drama in which the foam of the sea and the eerie of the spindrift carry to the heart a tale of true love battled by the wind next Thursday.”

But if they had worked that stuff on an audience of 1880 it would have gone out and taken another drink, and never come back until next Thursday.

So the play began at once. There was the farmhouse, or at least the porch and door, at the right hand side of the stage, all bathed in sunlight (yellow gas) and the grass plot and the road in the centre, and the yellow wheat (quite a little bunch of it) at the left, and the fields reaching back till they hit the painted curtain with the lighthouse and the rocks and the sea.

Everybody who looked at that painted curtain and saw that lighthouse knew it wasn’t there for nothing. There’d be something doing from that all right, and when they looked back at the program and saw that Act IV was marked In the Lighthouse Tower — Midnight, they got the kind of a thrill that you can never get by a mere announcement that there is going to be a “gripping heart-drama next Tu., Thurs., and Sat.”

Surely enough there would be something doing with that lighthouse. Either the heroine thrown off it, or the hero thrown over it — anyway something good.

But for the moment all is peace and sunlight, on the seashore farm. There is no one on the stage but two men on the left, evidently Zeke and Rube, the hired men. They’ve got scythes and they are cutting the little patch of wheat over at the edge of the stage. Just imagine it, real wheat, they’re actually cutting it! Upon my word those stage effects of 1880 were simply wonderful. I do wish that “Doug” Fairbanks and those fellows who work so hard to give us thrills could realize what we used to get in 1880 by seeing Zeke and Rube cutting real wheat on the left hand side of the stage.

Then they speak. You can’t really hear what they say — but it sounds like this:

Zeke says, “I swan b’gosh heck b’gosh gum yak! yak!”

And Rube answers: “Heck gosh b’gum, yes, yak! yak!”

And they both laugh.

These words probably have a meaning, but you don’t need it. The people are still moving into their seats and this is just the opening of the play. It’s a mere symbol. It stands for New England dialect, farm life, and honesty of character. Presently Rube gets articulate. He quits reaping and he says:

“So Miss Hope’ll be coming back this morning.”

“Yes, sir, that she will. A whole year now it’ll be that she’s been to boarding school.”

And Rube says:

“Yep, a whole yer come Gurdlemas.”

Rube and Zeke have a calendar all their own.

“She’ll be a growd up lady now all right.”

“Yes sir, and as purty as a pitcher, I’ll be bound, by heck.”

They whet their scythes with a clang and out comes Martha, the farmer’s wife, and Phœbe, the help, from the porch on the right. With them comes a freckled boy, evidently the younger son of the farm family. This freckled boy is in all the melodramas. It is his business to get his ears boxed, mislay the will, lose the mortgage, forget to post the letters and otherwise mix up the plot.

“Do you see the buggy yet, Rube? Can you see them coming yet, Zeke?”

Zeke and Rube hop about making gestures of looking down the road, their hands up over their eyes.

“Not yet, Missus, but they’ll be along right soon now.”

“There they are,” calls Phœbe, “coming along down in the hollow.”

There is great excitement at once. Martha cries, “Land’s sake, if it ain’t Hope all right,” and boxes the freckled boy’s ears. The others run to and fro saying, “Here they come!” so as to get the audience worked up with excitement, at the height of which there comes the actual clatter of the horse’s hoofs and the next moment a horse and buggy, a real horse and buggy, drive on to the stage. That clattering horse coming on to the stage was always one of the great effects in 1880, — a real horse with real harness and with added anxiety for fear that the horse would misbehave himself when he came on.

The buggy stops with a lot of shouting of “Whoa there,” — intended to keep the horse lively. If they didn’t shout at it this stage horse was apt to subside into a passive melancholy not suited for the drama.

So here is the farmer sitting in the buggy in a suit of store clothes and a black slouch hat, and beside him is Hope, his daughter, just home from boarding school. How sweet and fresh she looks in her New England sun hat with the flowers on it. I don’t know what they did to the girls in the boarding schools in 1880 — some line of algebra perhaps — to make them look so fresh. There are none like them now.

Hope leaps out in one spring and kisses her mother in one bound and she cries, “Well, Mother! Well, Phœbe! Why, Zeke! Why Rube!” They all circulate and hop and dance about saying, “Well, Miss Hope, well I never!” And all the while there’s the sunshine in the yellow fields and the red hollyhocks beside the porch, and light and happiness everywhere.

You’d think, would you not, that that old homestead represented the high water mark of happiness? And so it does. But wait a bit. Before long they’ll start trouble enough. All the audience know in advance that that farm will be mortgaged and the farmer ruined and Hope driven from home, — oh, there’s lots of trouble coming. Trouble was the proper business of the melodrama. So presently they all get through their congratulations and Hope has embraced everybody, and the farmer’s wife has got off two jokes about the size of Boston and then the freckled boy wants to take Hope away to see the brindle cow, and they all fade away off the stage except the farmer and his wife.

And right away the whole tone of the play changes, just like that.

The farmer stands alone with his wife.

And Martha comes over to him and puts her hand timidly on his shoulder. The joy has gone out of her face.

“Hiram,” she says, “Lawyer Ellwood’s agent was here this morning.”

The farmer fairly humps into his shoulders with anger.

“Ay,” he snarls.

“And Hiram, Lawyer Ellwood wants his money.”

“Ay! he wants his money, does he? Curse him!”

The farmer’s fist is clenched and there’s a scowl on his face.

“He says, Hiram, that it’s got to be paid to-morrow. Oh, Hiram, we can’t never pay it.”

Martha puts her apron up to her face and sobs.

The farmer turns and shakes his clenched fist at the scenery away off to the left.

“Curse him!” he rages. “Ay, curse him. This three years he has thrown a blight across our life.”

“You was friends oncet, Hiram,” sobs Martha again, “years ago before he went to the city you was friends.”

“Friends!” raves the farmer, “a fine friend, drawing me on with his schemes of money and profit. ‘To make my fortune,’ he said — a fine fortune — ruin, ruin it meant — till I had signed this and signed that, till it was all mortgaged away and till he held me, as he thought, in the hollow of his hand. Martha, if that man stood before me now, by the God that lives, I could choke him with these hands.”

Hiram makes a gesture so terrible and yet so passionate that the one hope of the audience in the top gallery is that Lawyer Ellwood will happen along right now and get choked.

Martha tries to dry her eyes.

“Nay, Hiram, you mustn’t talk like that. Those are evil thoughts. It is God’s will, Hiram, and it must be right. But we can’t never pay.”

“Not pay,” shouts Hiram, “who says I can’t pay? I can pay and when that man comes to-morrow I can throw the money in his face. Look, Martha, there it is!”

Hiram Haycroft draws a great wallet from his pocket and slaps it down on the palm of his hand.

“Two thousand dollars, every cent of his accursed debt. Martha, it will mean poverty and hard times for us where all was plenty, but, thank God! it can be paid.”

“Why, Hiram!”

“I’ve raised it, Martha. I’ve sold the stock, I’ve parted with this and I’ve pledged that — everything but the roof above our heads is sold or pledged. But this accursed mortgage can be paid.”

“Oh, Hiram!”

“It will mean hard times again, hard and bitter times—”

“I don’t mind that, Hiram,” — and Martha puts her hands up to her husband’s neck, “we’ve borne it together before and we can bear it together again — But oh, Hiram, if only our boy Jack had been spared to us, I could have borne it so easily then.”

Martha begins to cry.

“There, there, Martha,” says the farmer, “you mustn’t lay it so to heart. The sea has taken him, Mother, as it has taken many a brave lad before him—”

“The sea, the sea—” groans Martha, “I see it there so bright and calm in the sunlight. But will it give me back my boy? Three years this day, Hiram since he left us. I can feel his good-bye kiss still on my cheek. And since then no word, never a word.”

Hiram draws his wife to him to comfort her.

“Come, Mother, come into the house; we mustn’t show sad faces for Hope’s home coming — come—”

They go in through the wooden porch under the flowers on the right, leaving the audience sad and disturbed. That infernal lawyer! But they were all alike in 1880. Show them a sun-lit farm and a happy family and they clap a mortgage on it at sight. And to think that farmer Haycroft and his wife had lost their only son at sea — that calm blue sea in the back curtain with the sunlight on it.

In fact the play is getting too sad; so it has to be relieved and Rube and Phœbe are brought on to the stage again and go through one of those rural love scenes that were used to ease the strain of the melodrama. Rube shambles over to her in a sheepish way, evidently proposing to kiss her, and says:

“Ain’t you got nothing for me this morning, Phœbe?”

And Phœbe says:

“Go along, you big thing, I’ve got that for you,” and swats him over the face with a thistle. The audience roar with laughter, the strain is removed and they’re ready to get on with the play when Phœbe disappears with Rube in pursuit.

“Why, Mother,” — it is Hope calling— “where are you, Mother?”

“I’m here, daughter,” says Martha, reappearing out of the porch.

“I was looking for you all over, Mother,” says Hope, coming over to her coyly. “I have been wanting so much to talk to you all by ourselves.”

“Ah! And I think I can guess something of what that’s about.” Martha has taken Hope’s hand in hers and is patting it and Hope is looking at the ground and swinging herself about on one heel in a way that in a New England play always symbolized the approach of love.

“ — and now Hope tell me all about it,” says the farmer’s wife.

“You remember, Mother, that I wrote and told you that I had a secret—”

“Yes, dearie, a great secret, you said,—”

“ — a secret that I didn’t want to put on paper and didn’t want to tell to anybody till I could tell it to you first, Mother dear.”

Hope has snuggled up close to her mother, who is patting her on the shoulder and repeating. “Ay, lass a great secret, and I’ll be bound I can guess a little of what it is — I suppose it means that there is someone — that my little girl—”

She whispers into Hope’s ear.

“Oh, Mother,” Hope goes on, “it’s even greater than that. Look, Mother, see what’s on my hand.”

Hope holds out her hand, her face downcast and not only her mother but even the girls in the gallery can see the plain gold ring that’s on her finger. The men in the audience don’t get it, but the girls and women explain to them what it is.

“Why Hope, darling,” says Martha, all in a tremble, “what does it mean?”

“Why, Mother, it means — it means,” Hope takes a flying leap into her mother’s arms— “it means, Mother, that I’m married.”

“Married!”

“Yes, married, Mother, last Saturday in Boston at eleven o’clock in the morning.”

“Married, my little girl married!”

Martha has to be terribly astonished so as to keep the audience in the same frame of mind: not at Hope being married the very day she left her finishing school. That was nothing. — That was a favourite way of getting married in 1880 — but at the fact that she hadn’t told her mother about it. So Martha keeps repeating — 

“Married! My little girl married!”

“It was all in such a hurry, Mother — I couldn’t tell you. It all came so sudden—”

Hope is half crying, half smiling.

“But I shouldn’t cry, Mother, because really I’m so happy—”

“That’s right, darling, and now tell me all about it.”

“We were married in Boston last Saturday, Mother. And, oh, I did so want you to be there, only it couldn’t be. It was all in such a hurry — because Ned was offered a new ship — just think, Mother, captain of a ship at twenty-one.”

“Not a sailor, dearie,” says Martha Haycroft in evident agitation, “don’t tell me that your man is a sailor.”

“Why, yes, Mother, Ned’s been at sea ever since he was fifteen.”

“The sea, the sea,” groans the farmer’s wife. “I see it flying there in the sunlight. I hear it roaring in the winter wind. When will it give me back my boy?”

“Mother, you mustn’t cry. It was years ago and it was God’s will, and Mother, Ned will only be at sea a little while longer now — just this one voyage in his new ship, and listen, Mother, Ned’s new ship (it’s a schooner, Mother, and it’s Ned’s father who owns it and it’s called the Good Hope, after me) — will be off the coast here this evening, and if Ned can manage it he’ll come ashore and see us all, and his father, — though I’ve never seen him — will be with Ned. And Ned is to settle down and be a farmer, Mother, on a farm beside the sea. His father is a rich lawyer in Boston, Mother, and Ned says that his father has a mortgage on a farm right on the seashore just like this, and after this one voyage—”

“A lawyer, a rich lawyer!”

“Yes, Mother, a rich lawyer in Boston, but he once lived in the country, near here I think, years ago.”

“His name? What name?”

“Ellwood, Mother, Lawyer Ephraim Ellwood.”

Martha breaks from her daughter in alarm.

“No, no, not that, don’t say it’s that name — Hope, it couldn’t be, it can’t be.”

And at that moment the farmer, Hiram Haycroft, steps on to the stage.

“Why, Mother! Why, Hope! What’s — what’s all this?”

Hope (tearfully)— “I don’t know Father; I only began to tell Mother a secret—”

“Yes, daughter!”

“That I — that we — that I am married, Father.”

“Married, my little girl married! That don’t seem possible. But what’s all this ado about, Mother, and who’s the lucky man that’s gone and taken my little girl?”

Hiram comes over affectionately and takes Hope’s two hands.

“Only yesterday, it seems,” he says, “that I held you on my knees, little gal, and now to be married.”

All the audience waits in a luxury of expectation. They know that the farmer is going to get an awful jolt.

Then he gets it.

“He’s the son of a rich Boston lawyer, Father, who — has a mortgage on a farm—”

The farmer has dropped Hope’s hands, his face is darkening.

“And Ned is to have the farm — Ned Ellwood is his name, Father, see it here.”

Hope timidly takes out a paper from her dress.

“Here on my marriage certificate.”

But the farmer doesn’t hear her. He stands a moment, his fists clenched, then bursts into wild rage.

“Ellwood, Lawyer Ellwood. My daughter marry a son of that man! By the living God, Hope, sooner than see you married to a son of his, I’d see you lying fathoms deep under the sea beside my son. God hears me say it, and may God so order it!”

And as Hiram Haycroft stands, with this fateful invocation on his lips, the freckled boy runs on the stage and says:

“Say, Hope, ain’t you never coming to see that brindle cow?”

And with that the curtain slowly falls, and Act I is over.

No wonder that as the curtain falls there’s a terrible feeling of sadness and apprehension all over the audience. No wonder that even before the curtain has reached the floor a great many of the men in that 1880 audience have risen and are walking up the aisles to get out of the theatre. They can’t stand the strain of it, — the thought of the beautiful old New England homestead all brought to sorrow and tragedy like this. It’s too much for them. They must have air. They’ve gone to look for it outside the theatre. Even though the playbill says that only ten hours elapse between Act I and II (pretty rapid work for 1880) they’re taking a chance on it.

So the able-bodied men in the audience go out leaving behind only the young, the infirm, and the women (women never took anything to drink, anyway, before prohibition). There is a great sadness over the audience now because they know by experience that once the old homestead starts going to pieces like this things will go from bad to worse. Even the fact that the orchestra is now playing In the Gloaming, Oh, My Darling doesn’t help things much.

So presently the men come back and the orchestra is stopped and the gas cut down and the curtain is hauled away up to the roof and it’s — 

 

ACT II — Same Evening. The Kitchen of the Haycroft Farm.

“You’ll find us plain folk, sir, just plain folk. But if it’ll please you to take what plain folk can offer you’re heartily welcome. Now then, Phœbe girl, a chair here for the gentleman. Put another stick in the stove, Rube, it’s a cold night in this November wind.”

The stranger, in a strange voice, “Ay, it’s a cold night.”

The scene is in the farm kitchen, one of those big old farm kitchens of 1880 that filled the whole stage. There was a cooking stove, — about ten feet by six in the centre stage and a fireplace with a mantel off at one side, and doors and windows, — in fact all the things that will be needed in the act, not forgetting a shotgun hanging ominously on two hooks. At the back is a big table all laid out for about a dozen guests, with Phœbe all done up in her best things fussing round laying dishes. Martha Haycroft, also in her best things (black satin with a sort of crispiness to it), is cooking at the stove. Putting the farm people with their best clothes was always supposed to imply a comic touch. Rube has on clothes like a congressman’s, only lower in the coat tails and higher in the collar.

This, of course, was the supper that the farmer spoke of when he said they’d call in the neighbours.

Only for the moment all the eyes of the audience are turned on the stranger. He has a crop of straight white hair (a wig evidently) and a white beard — false, of course — and he walks partly bent with a stick, and he looks all about him, all round the room with such a queer look, as if he recognized it.

All the audience feel instinctively that that stranger is disguised. Indeed in this sort of play there always had to be somebody who turned out to be someone else.

“A raw night, sir,” repeats the farmer, “there’s an evil howl in the wind; I reckon there’ll be stormy weather at sea, to-night, sir—”

The farmer is evidently right — for just as he says it somebody behind the scene turns on the wind with a wild and mournful howl. Luckily they don’t leave it on long, just enough to let the audience know it’s there.

“I’ just been down to the shore, sir,” the farmer goes on, “I tend the light here at the foot of the farm. ‘Twill be a bad night at sea to-night.”

“A bad night for those at sea,” repeats the stranger.

The wind howls again. Martha pauses in her cooking, looks a moment towards the window and murmurs, “The sea, the sea.”

Martha, the farmer’s wife had to play alternatively a pathetic character and a comic one. It was hard to do, but the audience understood it. So she mutters “The sea! the sea!” with the yearning of a mother for her lost son, and then goes back to blowing up pancakes on the cook-stove. If that violated unity of the drama we didn’t know it in 1880, so it did no harm.

“But come, come,” says the farmer, “this ain’t no night for feeling down-hearted: I hear the neighbours outside. Come, Martha, we’ll go out and bring them in.”

This leaves Phœbe and Rube alone except for the stranger who has gone across the room and is standing with his back to them, lost in thought. So Rube and Phœbe do another love scene. Rube comes to her along side the table and has only just time to say “Phœbe!” with a slow grin and to try to take her by the waist when she lands him across the face with a pancake. The audience roar with delight and continue laughing till they suddenly come to a full stop when they see that there is something happening with the stranger.

He has been standing with his back turned, silent. Then without warning, he speaks, his back still turned, not in his counterfeited tone, but in a loud clear voice, the voice of youth:

“Rube!”

Rube and Phœbe start. “What voice is that?” says Rube shaking with agitation.

The stranger turns, plucks away his white wig and his white beard and stands revealed.

“Jack! It’s Mr. Jack, come back from the dead!” cries Phœbe.

“Ain’t you drowned?” cries Rube.

They crowd close to him in eager recognition; and Jack, young and boyish now, laughs and greets them. “Let me run and call the boss and the missus,” pleads Phœbe, but Jack restrains her.

“Not now,” he says, “they mustn’t know yet.”

He goes on to reveal, all in whispers and in gestures which the audience are not intended to unravel, that his father and mother must not know yet. He takes from his pocket a bundle of something — is it paper or money or what? The audience can’t see it decently but Rube and Phœbe seem to understand and he is just explaining about it when the noise is heard of the farmer and his wife and the farm guests all coming back.

The stranger motions Rube and Phœbe to secrecy and is disguised again in a minute.

In they all come, the farm people all dressed in the queer pathos of their Sunday things and there follows the great supper scene, without which no rural melodrama was complete. Hear how they chatter and laugh. “Well, for the land’s sake, taste them doughnuts!” “Neighbour Jephson, try a slice of this pie.” “Well, I don’t mind if I do.” “Farmer Haycroft here’s your good health and Miss Hope’s good health and of all present.” “Hear! Hear!” and then someone chokes on a crumb and is beaten on the back.

The supper scene lasts ten minutes by the clock. The stranger has sat silent, beaming quiet approval and at the height of the merriment retired quietly to his room, a side room opening on the kitchen. Martha has lighted a candle for him and as he thanks her for it she says— “You’re a stranger in these parts, sir? There’s something in your voice I seem to know.” All the audience want to shout “He’s your son.” It is a touch taken right out of Sophocles. Hope meantime busies herself among the guests. Hiram Haycroft drinks great flagons of cider. At intervals the wind is turned on against the window panes to remind the audience that it’s a wild night outside.

Then for a moment the farmer leaves the room because he has to go and trim his light down on the shore.

While he is still out there is loud knocking at the door. Rube goes to it and opens it — with a special biff of wind produced for his benefit — and then shows in two strangers.

A young man and an old. The young man is tall and bronzed and sailorlike and Hope runs to him at once, with a glad cry of “Ned! My Ned!” His arms are about her in a moment and the whole theatre knows that it is her husband.

“We’ve put in under the point,” Ned explains, “and I come ashore. But it’s only to say good-bye. The Good Hope can’t lie there in this rising wind. We’ll have to put off at once. This is my father, Hope. You’ll be a daughter to him while I’m gone!”

Hope goes up to the old man and puts her two hands in his and says, oh so sweetly, “I will indeed, sir, for Ned’s sake.”

But her mother has risen, shrinking, from her place.

“Ellwood,” she says, “Lawyer Ellwood.”

All the audience look at the old man. A fox certainly — oh, a sly old fox — just that look of mean cunning that stamped every rural lawyer in every melodrama for thirty years. But Hope sees nothing of it.

“No, Ned, you mustn’t put to sea to-night. It’s too wild a night. Hear how the rain is driving at the windows. You must stay here and your father, too. Mother, this is Ned, my husband, and this is his father, and these are our friends, Ned, and father’s only gone to the light. He’ll be back in just a minute—”

And at that moment the door swings open and Hiram Haycroft — shaking the wet from his black oilskins — strides back into the room. Hope comes to him pleadingly.

“Father, Father dear, this is my husband—”

But he doesn’t see her. He is staring at Ellwood.

“You!” he shouts. “You that have sought to bring ruin upon me and mine!”

Ellwood comes towards him, raising a protesting hand.

“Hiram!” he says.

“Out of my house!” shouts Haycroft. “Your accursed money is not due till to-morrow and to-morrow it shall be paid. Out! before I lay hands on you.” He steps forward menacingly, his hand uplifted. Ned Ellwood steps in his way.

“Put down your hands,” he says, “and listen to me.”

Hiram refuses to listen. He reaches for the gun that hangs above the mantel. The affrighted guests crowd around him. There is noise and confusion, above which is Haycroft’s voice, calling, “Out of my house! I say.”

The father and son move to the door, but as they go Hope rushes to her husband.

“Father! he is my husband! Where he goes I go. Ned, take me with you, out into the night and the storm.” (At these words the wind which has been quite quiet breaks out again.) “Out into the world, for better or for worse. Where you go I follow, my place is at your side!”

There is a burst of applause from the audience at this sentiment. That was the kind of girl they raised in 1880. There are none left now.

And so with her father’s imprecations ringing in her ears Hope casts a little grey cloak over her head and shoulders and with arm clinging to her husband passes out into the storm.

The door closes after them.

There is a hush and silence.

Not even Rube and Phœbe can break it now. The farm guests, almost inarticulate, come and say good-night and pass out. Martha, lamp in hand, goes tearfully up the stairs. Rube and Phœbe fade away.

Hiram Haycroft sits alone. The lights are dimmed down. There is a flicker of light from the fire in the stove but little more. At times the rattle of the storm at the window makes him lift his head. Once he walks to the window and stands and gazes out into the darkness towards the sea.

And once he goes over to the dresser at the side of the room and takes from it the wallet that has in it his two thousand dollars, holds it a moment in his hand and then replaces it.

At intervals the storm is heard outside. The audience by instinct know that the act is not over. There is more tragedy to come.

The farmer rises slowly from his chair. He lays aside his oilskins. Then, still slowly, he takes off his boots, — with a boot jack — a stage effect much valued in melodrama.

He moves about the room, a candle in his hand, bolts and chains the door, and so, step by step slowly and with much creaking, ascends the stairs to bed.

The audience follow in a breathless stillness. They know that something is going to happen.

Deep silence and waiting. You can hear the audience breathing. No one speaks.

Then a side door in the room is opened, slowly, cautiously. You can see a dark figure stealing across the stage — nearer and nearer to the drawer where the wallet of money is lying. Look! What is he doing? Is he taking it, or is he moving it? Is it a thief or what?

Then suddenly the farmer’s voice from above.

“Who’s that down there?”

You can half see the farmer as he stands on the upper landing, a candle in his hand.

“Who’s that, I say?” he calls again.

The crouching figure crawls away, making for the door.

What happens after that follows with a rush. The farmer comes hurrying down the stairs, tears open the drawer and with a loud cry of “Thief! A thief!” rouses the sleeping house. You hear the people moving above. You see the lights on the stairs as the crouching figure rushes for the door. The farmer has seized his shotgun. There is a cry of “Stand there, or I’ll shoot,” then the flash of fire and the roar of the gun and the crouching figure falls to the floor, the farmer shouting, “Lights here. Bring a light! A thief!”

It is Rube who enters first, the others crowding after. It is Rube who lifts the fallen body, Rube who holds the light on the pale face so that the audience may see who it is — but something has long since told them that. It is Rube who pulls aside the white wig and the white beard that had disguised the youthful features. There is a loud cry from the farmer’s wife as she sinks down beside the body.

“Jack, Jack, it’s my boy come back to me.”

And the farmer, the gun still clenched and smoking in his hand cries:

“My son! I have killed my son.”

And with that down sinks the sombre curtain on a silent audience.

 

That’s the way, you see that the drama was put over in 1880. We weren’t afraid of real effects, — terror, agony, murder — anything and the more of it the better. In a modern drawing-room play the characters get no nearer to murder than to have Pup No. 1 dressed in grey tweeds, discuss the theory of homicide with Pup No. 2, dressed in a brown golf costume. That’s all the excitement there is. But in this good old farm melodrama they weren’t afraid of mixing the thing up.

So the farmer is ruined, he’s driven his daughter from the door and has shot his son — and there you are.

When the play reaches this point, at the end of Act Two, there is nothing for it but a two years’ wait. So the play bill at this point bears the legend Two Years Elapse between Acts Two and Three. The audience are glad of it. Without that they couldn’t have stood the tragedy of it. But as it is there are two years; the men rise and file out up the aisle; very slowly — there was no need to hurry with two years ahead of them.

The gas is turned up now and the audience are gradually recovering; a boy comes down the aisle and shouts “Peanuts!” That helps a lot. And presently when the orchestra begins to play My Mother Said That I Never Should they begin to get reconciled to life again. Anyway, being used to this type of play they know that things aren’t so bad as they seem. Jack can’t really be dead. He’ll be brought to life somehow. He was shot, but he can’t have been killed. Every audience knows its own line of play; in fact in all the drama the audience has to be taken for granted or the play wouldn’t be intelligible. Anybody who has seen a moving picture audience snap up the symbols and legends and conventions of a photoplay and get the required meaning out of it will know just what I mean. So it was in 1880. The audience got cheered up because they realized that Jack couldn’t really be dead.

So they look at their programs with a revived interest to see what happens next.

Here it is:

 

ACT III — Two Years Later. The Fore Shore After Sunset. A Gathering Storm.

Ah! Look at the scene as the curtain goes up now. Isn’t it grand! The rocks and the breaking water and the white foam in the twilight! How ever do they do it? And the lighthouse there at the right hand side, how it towers into the dark sky! Look at the fishermen all in black oilskins and sou’westers, glistening in the wet, moving about on the shore and pointing to the sea.

Notice that short flash of yellow lightning and the rumble of thunder away behind the scene. And look at the long beams of the light from the lighthouse far out on the water.

Don’t talk to me of a problem play, played in a modern drawing room as between a man in tweed and a woman in sequins. When I attend the theatre let there be a lighthouse and a gathering of huddled fisherman and danger lowering over the sea. As drama it is worth all the sex stuff that was ever slopped over the footlights.

“A wild night!”

It’s a fisherman speaking — or no, it’s Rube, only you would hardly know him — all in oilskins. In the New England play all the farmers turn into fishermen as the plot thickens. So it is Zeke, as another fisherman, who answers:

“It’s all that! God help all poor souls out at sea to-night.”

The lightning and thunder make good again, the fishermen and the women on the shore move to and fro, talking, and excited, and pointing at the sea. Rube and Zeke come together in the foreground, talking. Their function is to let the audience know all that has happened in two years.

“A wild night,” Zeke repeats, “such a night as it was two years ago, you mind, the night that Mr. Jack was shot.”

They both shake their heads. “ ’Twould have been a sight better,” says Rube, “if the farmer’s bullet had killed him that night. A sad sight it is to see him as he is, witless and speechless. It’s cruel hard on them all. Is he here to-night?”

“Ay, he’s here to-night — he’s always here on the shore when a storm is on. Look, see him there, always looking to the sea!”

The audience look at once and see in the little group standing in the gathering storm, Jack — holding to his mother hard and looking out to sea.

“She’s leading him away. She’ll be wanting him to go home. . . .”

So Jack isn’t dead! But what is that queer, strange look on his face? Something blank, unhuman, witless. His mother leads him down the stage.

“Jack, come home, Jack. It’s no place for you here in the storm.”

The thunder and lightning break in again sharp and vivid and the wind roars behind the scenes.

Jack turns a vacant countenance upon his mother. His face is pale and thin. His eyes are bright.

The audience get it. Since he was shot down he has been there two years speechless and demented.

His mother keeps begging him to come home. He tries to drag her towards the sea. Demented as he is, there is a wild and growing excitement in his manner. He is pointing at the waves, gesticulating.

“What does he see?” Rube is asking. “What is it? He has a sailor’s eyes. What does he see out there?”

And at that minute there comes a shout from the clustered fishermen on the Fore Shore.

“A ship! A ship! There’s a vessel out on the reef. See! look!”

They run up and down, pointing and shouting. And far out on the waves lit for a moment by a flash of lightning, the audience sees a dismasted schooner — she’s made of cardboard — out beside the breakers on the reef.

At this moment the freckled boy, all in oilskins, rushes breathless on to the stage. He hasn’t grown an inch in two years but nobody cares about that.

“Mother, Rube,” he gasps. “I’ve been down to the Long Point — I ran all the way — there is a schooner going on the reef. Look, you can see, and Mother, Mother—”

The boy is almost frenzied into excitement. The crowd gathers about him.

“Mother it’s the Good Hope, her ship!”

“The Good Hope?” exclaims everybody.

The boy gasps on.

“They were lowering the boats — I could see them — but nothing can live in that sea — one boat went down — I saw it — and I could see her, Hope, standing by the mast. I could see her face when the lightning came. Then I ran here. We must go out; we must get the life boats; we’ve got to go. You men, who’ll come?”

Come! they’ll all come! Listen to the shout of them. See! they are dragging forth the life boat from its wooden house on the left of the stage. There are swinging lanterns and loud calls and the roaring of the wind. The stage is darkening and the lightning glares on the sea. But even as they are trying to launch the life boat, there’s a new cry — 

“Look — a boat! a boat! out there on the reef, right among the breakers.”

The fishermen rush up and down in great excitement. “There’s a woman in the boat! God help her! She’s lost!”

“Mother, Mother, it’s Hope! See she’s alone in the boat, she’s kneeling up; she’s praying.”

There are new cries:

“Man the life boat! Man the life boat!”

The great boat is dragged out and ready. The men are climbing in over the side.

Then a fisherman shouts out and is heard, clear and single, for a moment in the lull of the storm.

“There’s only one man can pilot this boat across that reef, only Hiram Haycroft.”

There are cries of “Hiram! Hiram!” They point out at the lighthouse from which the long beams still revolve on the water. “He can’t leave the light.”

Noise and commotion.

“He must leave the light.”

“It’s life or death on this one chance. Lads, stand ready there with the life boat and come some of you with me and bring him down.” They rush towards the lighthouse. There is noise and thunder; a flash of light shows the boat, clearly in sight now, right out among the breakers and Hope seen for a moment kneeling in the bow praying, her face illuminated in the lightning. Then in a swirl of white water, the boat vanishes in the foam of the reef.

 

ACT IV

Then the scene changes — all done in a minute — from the shore to the Lighthouse Tower. It was what used to be called a “transformation scene.” It involved an eclipse of darkness punctured by little gas jets, and a terrible thumping and bumping with an undertone of curses. You could hear a voice in the darkness say quite distinctly, “Get that blank blank drop over there,” and you could see black figures running round in the transformation. Then there came an awful crash and a vision of a back curtain sliding down amongst the dark men. The lights flicked up again and all the audience broke into applause at the final wonder of it.

Look! It’s the lighthouse tower with the big lights burning and the storm howling outside. How bright and clear it is here inside the tower with its great windows looking out over the storm sixty feet above the sea.

He stands beside the lights, trimming the lamps, calm and steady at his task. The storm is all about him, but inside the lighthouse tower all is bright and still.

Hiram peers a moment from the lighthouse window. He opens the little door and steps out on the iron platform high above the sea. The wind roars about him and the crest of the driven water leaps to his very feet. He comes in, closing the door quietly and firmly behind him and turns again to his light.

“God help all poor souls at sea to-night,” he says.

And then with a rush and clatter of feet they burst in upon him, the group of fishermen, Martha, and his demented son, crowding into the lighthouse tower and standing on the stairs. Jack is at the rear of all, but there is a strange look on his face, a light of new intelligence.

“Quick, Hiram, you must come. There’s been a wreck. Look, there’s a boat going on the reef. The men are ready in the life boat, you must steer her through. It’s life or death There’s not a moment to lose.”

Hiram looks for a moment at the excited crowd and then turns quietly to his task.

“My place is here,” he says.

There is a moment’s hush. Martha rushes to him and clutches him by the coat.

“Hiram, they haven’t told you. The schooner that was wrecked to-night is the Good Hope.”

Hiram staggers back against the wall.

“And the boat that’s drifting on the reef, it’s Hope, it’s our daughter.”

Hiram stands grasping the rail along the wall. He speaks panting with agitation, but firm:

“Martha — I’m sworn to tend the light. If the light fails God knows what it means to the ships at sea. If my child is lost it is God’s will — but — my place is here.”

And he turns back to the light.

The fishermen who have been crowding close to the window cry:

“Look down below. The boat — she’s driving in here right on the rocks — the woman’s still clinging to her.”

Martha rushes to the window and calls, “My child, save my child! save her!” And at exactly this minute Jack steps out into the centre of the floor. His face is clear and plain beneath the light. There is no dementia left in it now.

“Father,” he says, “Mother.”

They all turn to look at him. But no one speaks.

“The rope,” he says, “give me the rope.”

He points to a long coil of rope that hangs against the wall. With a sailor’s quickness of hand he takes the rope and runs a bowline knot in the end of it. In a moment, with the end of the line about his body, he throws open the door and rushes on the iron platform. “Hold fast to the line,” he calls, and then the audience see him mount the iron rail, pause a moment, and then dive head first into the sea beneath.

There is shouting and clamor from the fishermen.

“There he is! Look, he’s swimming to her! Hold fast there! . . . He’s got her. . . . Now then, in with the line.”

And with one glorious haul, up comes the line from the roaring sea with Jack at the end of it, and, tight held in his encircling arms, the fainting form of Hope his sister.

Couldn’t be done? Nonsense! That was nothing to what we used to see done in the oldtime plays. If need be, Jack could have fished out a whole shipload.

There is a cry of “Saved, saved!” and Hiram Haycroft clasping the senseless form of his daughter to his heart, cries:

“My little gal! Cast up by the sea!”

And the curtain comes down in a roar of applause.

 

Act V — Six Months Later. Scene. The Kitchen of the Haycroft Farm.

This last act in the melodrama is all to the good. There is no more tragedy, no strain, no trouble. The play is really over but this part is always put in as a sort of wind-up to make everybody happy. The audience are now sitting in a swim of luxurious sentimentality. How fine everything has turned out — Jack has got his mind back, and Hope is saved and her husband, too, and the old farm isn’t mortgaged or sold and the Haycroft’s are not ruined after all. Yes, and more than that; there are all kinds of little items of happiness to be thrown in.

So here we are back in the old farm kitchen, and here, of course, are Rube and Phœbe again. And Rube tries to grab Phœbe round the waist, but she says, “Oh you Rube, you go along,” and lands a dish towel in his face. But this time Rube won’t go along. He manages to catch Phœbe and tell her that he wants her to be his wife and throw dishcloths at him all his life, and Phœbe calls him a “big thing,” and gives him a kiss like a smack (worse than a dish cloth or a pancake). So there they are, all set for marriage, as they might have been in the first act if Rube had had the nerve.

Well, they are no sooner straightened out than in come the farmer and his son Jack and Ned, Hope’s husband. The farmer seems very old and infirm, though suffused with the same air of peace and happiness as all the others. The two young men help him into an arm rocking chair. “Easy now.” Then Hiram sits down with that expression of difficulty “ay-ee-ee,” always used to symbolize stage rheumatism. There is no need for the farmer to become so suddenly old in the last act. But it was a favorite convention of 1880 to make all the old people very infirm and very happy at the end of the play.

So they begin to talk, just to pile on the happiness.

“I’m getting old, lads, I’m not the man I was.”

“Old, Father,” laughs Jack, “why you’re the youngest and spryest of all of us—”

“I’m getting past work, boys,” says the farmer, shaking his head, “past work—”

“Work,” says Jack, “why should you work?” and as the talk goes on you get to understand that Jack will never go to sea again but will stay and work the farm and they’ve just received the “papers” that appoint him keeper of the light in his father’s place, with a pension for the old man. And Ned, Hope’s husband, is going to stay right there too. His father has bought him the farm just adjoining with house and stock and everything and he and Hope are all ready to move into it just as soon as — 

But wait a minute.

His father! Lawyer Ellwood! And the terribly enmity and feud!

Oh, pshaw, just watch that feud vanish! In the fifth act of an old time melodrama a feud could be blown to the four winds like thistledown.

Like this: — 

There’s a knocking at the door and Ned goes to it and comes back all smiling and he says:

“There’s someone at the door to see you Mr. Haycroft. An old friend he says, shall he come in?”

“An old friend?” And in slips Ellwood — the farmer’s enemy, Hope’s father-in-law — looking pretty hale and hearty, but with the same touch of the old age of the fourth act visible.

He comes over and says:

“Well, Hiram, have you a shake of the hand for an old friend?”

And the farmer, rising, unsteadily:

“Why, Ephraim, it’s not your hand I should be taking; it’s your forgiveness, I ought to ask for my mad folly these two years past.”

“Forgiveness,” says the lawyer; how honest and cheery he looks now, not a bit like the scoundrel he seemed in the second act— “forgiveness!”

And off he goes with his explanation.

That’s the whole purpose of the fourth act, — explanation.

And what do you think! He’d been Hiram’s friend all along and was not in earnest about wanting the money back from Hiram, — didn’t want it at all! And he knew all about Hope’s love affair and Jack’s safe return with his son and was tickled to death over it — and that night two years ago when the farmer drove him out he had come over to tell the Haycrofts that the debt was cancelled, and he was going to buy a farm and start the young people, Ned and Hope, in life — and it was the cancelled mortgage that Jack was trying to sneak over and put in the drawer when his father shot him down! — and — why dear me, how simple it all is in the fifth act. Why didn’t he explain? Why didn’t he shout out, “Hiram I’m not a villain at all, I’m your old friend—” Oh pshaw, who ever did explain things in the second act of a melodrama? And where would the drama be if they did?

So they are still explaining and counter-explaining and getting happier and happier when the last climax is staged.

The audience hear Martha’s voice as she comes on to the stage, talking back into the wings, “Carry him carefully there, Phœbe, for the land’s sake, if you drop that precious child—”

And in they come.

Martha and Hope! Looking as sweet and fresh as when she started out years ago in the first act. And bringing up the rear Phœbe — carrying the Baby.

Yes, believe it or not, a baby! — or the very semblance of one all bundled up in white.

Hope’s baby!

No melodrama was ever brought to its righteous end without a baby.

How the women all cuddle round it and croon over it! They put it on the farmer’s lap — and say, isn’t he just clumsy when he tries to take it — and when Rube offers to help, and Phœbe slaps his face with a dish rag, the audience just go into paroxysms of laughter.

So there you are — and everybody saved. All happy, the baby installed on the farmer’s knees and explanations flowing like autumn cider.

All that is needed now is the farmer to get off the Final Religious Sentiment which is the end and benediction of the good old melodrama. So he utters it with all due solemnity: “Ay, lads, pin your hope in Providence and in the end you land safe in port.”

It sounds as convincing as a proposition in Euclid. Then the curtain slowly comes down and the matinée audience melts away, out into the murky November evening, with the flickering gas lamps in the street, and the clanging bells of the old horse-cars in their ears, but with their souls uplifted and illuminated with the moral glow of the melodrama.


The Soul Call. An Up-to-date Piffle Play. Period, 1923. (In Which a Man and Woman, Both Trying to Find Themselves, Find One Another)
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AT THE OPPOSITE pole of thought from the good old melodrama, with its wind and sea-weed and danger, and its happy ending, is the ultra-modern, up-to-date Piffle Play.

It is named by such a name as The Soul Call, or The Heart Yearn, or The Stomach Trouble — always something terribly perplexed, and with sixty per cent of sex in it. It always deals in one way or another with the Problem of Marriage. Let it be noted that marriage, which used to be a sacrament, became presently a contract, and is now a problem. In art and literature it used to constitute the happy ending. Now it is just the bad beginning.

You always hear of The Soul Call long before you see it. It is being played in London before New York or in New York before London, or, at any rate, it is always played somewhere else first. It has to be. That’s part of the charm of it; so that, long before you see the play, you have heard people discussing it at dinner and debating whether Helga was right in wanting to poison her husband, and whether Lionel Derwent could live with such a woman as Mabel.

When at last it is played, it is put on in a little theatre, a small bijou place with seats for only two hundred and fifty. Even that is too many. The great mass of the theatre goers don’t go to The Soul Call; they are all round the corner in the huge picture-house (capacity three thousand) looking at “DEAD MEN’S GOLD — A FILM OF WESTERN LIFE, THROUGH WHICH BLOWS THE OZONE OF THE COW PASTURE.” That’s the stuff they want. But the really cultivated people want to know whether Helga should or should not have poisoned her husband and whether Mabel could or could not live with Lionel Derwent. So they are all there in evening clothes, with other people’s wives with white necks and plenty of jewels in their hair. So it is not a bit like the setting of the old melodrama with the huge theatre full of noise and clatter, the boys shouting “Peanuts, Program!”

In the little theatre all is quiet, with just dim red lights here and there and noiseless ushers selling the Book of the Play on embossed paper for fifty cents. This is the only kind of atmosphere in which people can properly analyze the Problem of Marriage.

When the Piffle Play begins, the curtain doesn’t go up; it is parted in the middle and silently drawn aside by a thing in black silk knee breeches. When it is drawn back the scene is a room. It is called A Room in The Derwent Residence and it is evidently just a “room.” The stage of the old melodrama had wings and flies and drops and open spaces up above and glimpses at the sides of actors not wanted and waiting till they were. But the stage of the Piffle Play is made into a room with a real ceiling and real doors and a real fire burning in a real grate.

By the time the audience have examined this, they see that there is an ineffective young man in a grey tweed suit seated at a little table on the left, playing patience with a pack of cards.

He flings down a card and he exclaims, “Oh, hang these cards!” then calls, “Meadows, I say, Meadows!” The audience by looking up on their programs “The characters in the order of their appearance,” know that the ineffective young man at the table is Lionel Derwent, husband of Mabel Derwent. The book of the play explains to them that “Lionel Derwent is the type of young man who would rather smoke a cigarette than work in a coal mine. In appearance he looks as if a proposition in solid geometry would bore him. He is quite visibly a man who might be fond of a Pekinese dog, but one sees at once that he would not care to attend a Hotel Men’s Annual Convention at Niagara-on-the-Lake.” Reading this, the audience knows exactly what sort of man he is.

When Derwent calls “Meadows, I say; Meadows!” in comes the butler. Derwent says, “Get me some more cards, will you, Meadows. These are perfectly rotten,” and Meadows says, “Yes, sir, at once, sir,” exactly as a butler would say it. The acting is so perfect that it isn’t acting at all. Meadows is, or at least was, a butler. That’s how he got the part. In the old melodrama days the actor made the part. Now the part makes the actor. The old time actor used to act anything and everything. One day he was a villain, the next a hero, one day old, the next young. One week he was six feet high, the next he had shrunk to five feet, four inches. He acted a bishop one night and an idiot the next. It was all the same to him. Bring him anything and he’d act it.

But in the Piffle Play on the New Stage the actor is cast for his part. When they want a man to act as a butler they don’t advertise for actors; they advertise for butlers.

Meadows has in his hand a little silver tray with a card on it and he says:

“Mr. Chown is downstairs, sir. May I show him up—”

Derwent says:

“Queen — four — Queen — yes, do, Meadows.”

Derwent goes on:

“King — six — eight—” till the door opens again and Meadows announces, “Mr. Chown.”

In comes another young man with a hat and stick in his hand. This is Charles Chown. He is just as well dressed as Derwent (only well-dressed people can get into a Piffle Play) but he looks somewhat rougher in texture. In fact the book says of him:

“Charles Chown is evidently the kind of man who would react to a share of Canadian Pacific stock rather than to a bunch of carnations. His air is that of a man who would fail to read a page of Bergson’s philosophy but would like a marginal option in an oil company. He would probably prefer a Cattle Show to a meeting of Secondary School teachers.” So we know exactly what Charles Chown is like.

Lionel says languidly:

“Ah, — Charles. Sit down, — ace — ten — queen—”

“I’ve just run in for a minute,” says Chown, “to give you your cigarette case. You left it at our house last night. Still nothing better to do than play patience, eh?”

“My dear fellow, what is there to do? Everything’s been done long ago.”

Chown grunts and sits down.

“After all, what is there in life? One simply lives.”

Chown grunts.

“Take the thing anyway you will, I’m hanged if I can see anything more in existence than simply existing. One breathes, but why?”

Chown grunts. He evidently doesn’t see why.

“I mean, here one is. Did one ask to be? Hardly. It is a matter in which one had no say. One wasn’t consulted.”

At this point Lionel Derwent gets up and walks over to the mantelpiece where he takes a cigarette and lights it.

This thrilling piece of action quite palpably lifts the whole play up.

Charles Chown goes and puts his hat and stick down on a table and pulls a chair near the fire and lights a cigar. This again is a regular thriller. In fact the action of the play is getting too wild altogether. So Lionel and Charles go back to their analysis of life. Some of the audience, who don’t understand that they are “analyzing life” wonder what in Hades they’re talking about. But these are uncultivated people who have no business in the Little Theatre and ought to be at Dead Men’s Gold next door. The bulk of the audience are fascinated.

Chown speaks.

“That’s all right, Derwent, but it’s all rot — puff — You ought to come down to the Exchange — puff — some morning, then you’d know that there’s something doing in life — puff.”

“My dear fellow!”

“This morning, for instance. Steel fell fifteen points.”

Lionel, very languidly, “Fell down or fell up?”

“Why, down, of course. You never heard such a racket as the fellows made.”

“How can they care about it?”

“Why, hang it, think of the money it meant!”

“Money! Oh, I say, Chown, money! Come, come!”

Lionel who has been standing, stretches his elbows with a yawn and walks over and stands looking at a picture and muttering, “Money! I say, Chown that’s rather thick! Money!”

Lionel’s acting when he yawns is simply admirable. In fact it was principally his yawn that got him where he is. In the old melodrama a good actor was one who could handle a broadsword in a Highland duelling scene, or leap off a lighthouse into the sea. In the Piffle Play it means one who can yawn.

“Well, I must skip along,” says Chown. “I must get down to the Exchange. So long.”

When Chown goes out Lionel shrugs his shoulders as he lights another cigarette.

“What a clod!” he murmurs; then he pushes a bell button and calls out, “Meadows!”

The butler reappears.

“Will you kindly dust off that chair where Mr. Chown was sitting.”

“Yes, sir,—”

Lionel watches Meadows dusting the chair for a minute. Then he says:

“I say, Meadows.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Has it ever occurred to you, Meadows, that some men have souls about the size of a share of preferred stock?”

“No, sir, I can’t say it has — ah, excuse me, sir, there’s the bell.”

In another half minute Meadows reopens the door with the words:

“Mrs. Chown!”

Helga Chown comes sliding into the room. She is dark, very beautiful and as slender as a liqueur glass. Her clothes are pure art and droop on her like a butterfly’s wings.

As to her character, the audience know all about it already from reading about The Soul Call before they see it; and, anyway, they have the book of the play which says:

“Helga, the wife of Charles Chown, is a woman whose soul has overgrown her body. Life presses on her on all sides and she cannot escape. She beats her wings against the bars in vain . . .” On the old fashioned stage this beating her wings against the bars might have been misunderstood. But not so now.

Derwent rises and they come together, saying “Helga!” and “Lionel!” with an infinite depth of meaning.

Helga draws off her gloves and drops into a chair.

“Charles here?” she says.

“Just left. Did you want to see him?”

“No, to not see him. Give me a cigarette.”

Lionel comes over near her and gives her a cigarette and lights it.

“Where’s Mabel?” she asks.

“Gone out to the Dog Show!”

They both shudder.

“And Charles?”

“Went to the Stock Exchange.”

They both shiver.

The audience are following the play with great expectancy and growing excitement. They don’t expect a passionate love scene. They know better than that. But Lionel and Helga are going to “analyze themselves!” and the audience wait for it with breathless interest.

Lionel starts first.

“How easy people like Charles and Mabel seem to find life!”

Helga nods. “Yes, don’t they?”

“They never seem to stop to analyze themselves.”

“Perhaps,” murmurs Helga, “they can’t.” This terrible thought holds them both silent for a minute. Then Helga, as if beating her wings against the bars, speaks.

“Lionel,” she says, “lately, I’ve been trying to think it all out, what it all means. I want to see it all clearly — you and me and everything—”

Lionel has taken her hand very gently.

“Yes, dear?” he murmurs.

“No, don’t. I mean don’t take my hand, not now.” She turns to him with a perplexed, beautiful face, “I want to think!”

It is evidently so difficult for her to think that if he takes her hand he’ll queer it.

“I want to think it all out and when I think about it, I want to be all me, can’t you understand, just me and not a bit you. Do you know how I mean?”

“I think I do, dear.”

He doesn’t really, but this is the kind of lie that must be told.

Helga goes on with rising animation breaking into passionate analysis of herself.

“Sometimes I sit by myself and think, and try to analyze myself and everything seems so small and myself so small too, as if nothing mattered, just like an infinitely small bit of something bigger, something lost in itself and looking for itself in itself. You know what I mean.”

“I think I do.”

“Often it seems as if there were just nothing—”

“I know,” Lionel murmurs.

“ — and then, sometimes, it seems as if there must be something—”

“I know,” murmurs Lionel again.

Then they are both silent. Presently Helga speaks in a more commonplace tone.

“Doesn’t it seem queer, Lionel, how people just go on living? Take Charles and Mabel. There they are; two commonplace, ordinary people. They go about together, to Dog Shows and things — and that seems to be enough — I suppose they like one another and that’s all — they seem satisfied — and with you and me it’s so different — people like them don’t seem to know when the soul calls to another soul—”

“I know,” Lionel murmurs. His part here is very difficult. He has to sit and look like a soul and keep murmuring, “I know,” and he can’t even yawn.

Helga goes on.

“The other night at that silly Dog Show as soon as I saw you I could feel my soul calling to yours, right over the dogs — and at the Cat Show, the same thing. But Charles and Mabel don’t seem to feel things like that. At the Dog Show they seemed to be looking at the dogs. Just imagine!”

There is a long silence, and then Lionel gets up and walks the whole length of the room and back again and sits down again. This dramatic piece of action means that something is coming.

He speaks.

“Helga,” he says, “I only mention this as an idea. Have you ever thought of poison?”

Helga very calmly takes out a cigarette from a case and lights it very deliberately. The audience are desperately anxious. Has she or has she not?

“Have I ever thought of poison? Poison for whom? Do you mean for us, for you and me?”

“Oh, dear, no. For Charles and Mabel. Mind, it’s only an idea. If you don’t like it, I’ll say no more.”

Helga turns to him a face of passionate yearning.

“Yes, Lionel, I have thought of it, — often, and often. In fact I came over here to talk of it. Every time I look at Charles I feel that the only way my soul can grow is to poison him.”

“I know,” Lionel murmurs. “I feel that way towards Mabel that it’s only just to her, poor girl, to poison her.”

Presently Helga says:

“When can we do it?”

“To-day would be all right unless you’ve anything else on. Mabel’s going over to tea with you this afternoon, isn’t she? We can arrange it for then.”

“But I don’t know whether I have any poison in the house. I am so unpractical a housekeeper, you know, dear.”

“That doesn’t matter. I’ll tell Meadows to get some and take it over to Annette, your maid.”

“But then Meadows would know.”

“So he would. But that needn’t matter. One could poison Meadows too.”

“But Annette?”

“The simplest thing would be to poison Annette as well. After all, what does life mean for people like Annette and Meadows? They breathe, but that’s all.”

“And after it’s over?”

Lionel and Helga have risen and he draws close to her and puts his hand on her shoulders and is looking into her eyes.

“After it’s over, then we shall be free, free to be ourselves and go away, far, far, away — together—”

They embrace and when they break away Lionel leads Helga to the door and shows her out.

Then he goes and sits down again and picks up a newspaper to read. After a minute he rings the bell. Meadows comes.

“I say, Meadows, pack up a trunk of my things. I’m going away to-night.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And, Meadows, I wish you’d be good enough to go out and get a packet of arsenic.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Get enough to, let me see—”

“To poison an animal, sir?”

“Yes, four animals. Thank you, Meadows—”

And with that the two sides of the curtain fall slowly together and the first act is over.

In the old melodrama when the curtain fell there was always a wild burst of music and bright lights and shouts of “Peanuts.” Not so in this. Only very soft lights, mostly red, are turned on and mere wisps of music thin as smoke.

Meantime everybody discusses the play. In the old days the men used to go out and drink. Now they stay in and discuss. There is a general feeling among the women that Helga is quite right in proposing to poison Charles. Till she does that she can never expand. The case of Mabel being poisoned is not so clear. The audience haven’t seen her yet, so they can’t tell. But it is certain that two commonplace people like Charles and Mabel have no right to prevent Lionel and Helga from following the higher call of their natures. The discussion is still at its height when the curtain slides aside on


ACT II — The Drawing Room of the Chown Residence

And there are Lionel Derwent and his wife Mabel being shown in by Annette, the stage maid.

It is a large and sumptuous room with a real ceiling like the one in the first act, and with real mahogany furniture and Chippendale chairs and vases of Beauty roses — in fact just like the rooms that the audience have come out of. There are tea things on a large Hindoo brass tray on eight legs.

Mabel Derwent goes over to the Hindoo tray and picks up a big cream-candy out of a box and eats it and says “Yum! Yum!” with animal relish. All the audience look at Mabel. They see in her a dashing, good looking woman, a blonde, all style. All the women in the audience decide at once that she ought to be poisoned, but the men aren’t so sure.

Mabel says:

“I say, Lionel, do eat one of these. They’re just scrumptious.”

This is meant to show how terribly material she is.

Lionel just shrugs his shoulders in mute appeal to heaven.

Mabel walks around the room looking at things. She picks up a book and reads the title. “Bergsonian Illusionism,” she says, “oh, help!” and drops it.

This shows how uncultivated she is.

Presently she says:

“Wonder where Charles is. If he’s out in the stables I’ll go out and dig him up. He told me he has a new hunter, a regular corker. Suppose we go out to the stables—”

Lionel says with great languor:

“Thank you. I take no interest in stables.”

By this time the audience are supposed to have the exact measure of Mabel Derwent, materialism, ignorance, candy, and the horse stable. But even at that a lot of the men would refuse to poison her. Her figure is too good. On the other hand all the thin women in the audience think her too fat. The amount of fat permitted to actresses in the Piffle Play is a matter of great nicety. They have to be cast for it as carefully as tallow candles.

So as the audience now know exactly what Mabel Derwent is like, the play passes on.

Charles Chown comes briskly in, shaking hands with both of them. “Hullo, Mabel. How do you do, Lionel; so sorry to keep you waiting. I think Helga’s in the conservatory, she’ll be here in a minute.”

In which Lionel Derwent says, “In the conservatory? Then I think I’ll go and look for her. I want to see that new begonia that Helga’s so keen about.”

And with that out he goes, leaving Charles and Mabel together, as they are meant to be.

And just the minute they are alone Mabel comes close up to Charles and looks all round and says:

“Well?” in quite a different voice from anything she has used before. So the audience are certain that there is going to be something doing.

Charles says:

“It’s all right. Everything arranged.”

And Mabel says, “Good boy—” and then she says, “Take that,” and comes and gives him a kiss. A real one, one with no new art or new thought about it.

Charles goes on.

“It’s all arranged. We’ll go out to the stables presently and I’ve got a taxi coming round there with your things in it.”

“And it’s all right about the trains—”

“Right as rain,” says Charles, drawing out a railroad folder. “We get the five thirty at the Central. Change trains half an hour out of town to get the Havana boat Wednesday evening.”

“Lovely!” Mabel says, and then repeats more slowly and thoughtfully, “Lovely — and yet do you know, Charlie, now that it’s come at last I feel — don’t you know — half afraid — or not that — but don’t you know?” hesitating.

Charles says “Nonsense,” and is just about to draw her to him when the door opens and Lionel and Helga come in. Lionel says to his wife:

“Helga’s just been showing me her new begonia, — a most amazing thing.”

And Mabel says:

“A new begonia! Where did it come from, Helga?”

And Helga answers,

“From Havana. They grow so beautifully there. I should just love to see Havana. Shouldn’t you?”

This little touch makes quite a hit with the audience. The irony of truth always does. As a matter of fact Sophocles started it four or five hundred years before Christ. But they don’t know it. They think it awfully up-to-date.

After this there’s a little random conversation just to fill up time and then Charles says:

“I say, Mabel, how would you like to come out to the stables and see my new mare before we have tea?”

And Mabel answers:

“Oh, I’d love to. I wanted to ask you about her. Come along. We won’t be long, Helga.”

And with that they go out and Lionel and Helga are left together.

Just as soon as they are alone Helga says:

“So you’re off the poison idea?”

“Clear off it,” says Lionel; “as I told you just now, I don’t think it’s worth it.”

“Worth it?”

“Yes — I mean it would involve such a terrible fuss and nuisance. Here’s the poison — Meadows got it all right—”

Lionel takes from his pocket a large packet in light green paper, marked with a skull and crossbones and labelled arsenic in large letters.

“We can use it if you like. I’m not awfully particular. Only I don’t believe that much would kill Mabel anyway.”

Helga takes the packet of poison and holds it in her hand musing — 

“But think,” she murmurs, “of the relief of death. Think of the relief to a person of Charlie’s temperament to be dead—”

“Oh, I know that. And for that matter, Meadows ought to be glad to be dead. But you see Helga, it isn’t done.”

Lionel walks across the stage and lights a cigarette.

“But what can we do?” says Helga. She clasps her hands about her knees as she sits. When she does that the audience know at once that she is going to analyze herself. “Do you ever look into yourself, Lionel, deep, deep into yourself? I do. Sometimes I try to picture to myself that it’s not me but just something inside of me. Do you know what I mean, dear?”

“I think I do,” murmurs Lionel.

They’re off. For the next ten minutes Helga plunges into a fierce analysis of herself. As the critics of the play say afterwards, she “bares her soul,” and when she has bared it it’s “the soul of a woman buffeted by the intense light of self-perplexity and finding no anchorage in it.”

When she is finished or as nearly finished as she is likely to be, Lionel says — 

“Then I suppose we must simply go on as we are—”

“I suppose so, Lionel. If, as you say, Charles and Mabel have a right to live, it seems as if we have to be satisfied.”

“Perhaps it does,” says Lionel. He takes a turn up and down the room and then he says:

“There’s just one thing I’ve thought about Helga. It’s only an idea, so of course you can say no to it at once if there’s nothing in it. But couldn’t we perhaps get just on a train together and go away together?”

“Where?” says Helga.

“Oh, just anywhere. It’s only an idea. You mentioned Havana just now. Couldn’t we just get a train or a boat or something and go to Havana?”

“I don’t know, Lionel. It all seems so strange. I must think.”

Helga presses her hand to her forehead; this is always a sign that she is thinking, or trying to. Lionel lets her think undisturbed.

“I don’t know, Lionel. I must think it all out. I must analyze myself and try to analyze Havana. Listen, Lionel; let me think a month. Perhaps it will be clearer then—”

Lionel looks at his watch.

“I say,” he says, “Charles and Mabel seem a long time in looking at that mare. How strange it seems that commonplace people like Charles and Mabel can know nothing of the kind of thing that means so much to us. I suppose they never stop to think.”

“They never analyze themselves—” murmurs Helga.

And just then there is a light knock at the door and Annette steps in with an envelope on a tray.

“Mr. Chown asked me to give you this letter, ma’am, after he had gone.”

“Had gone?”

“Yes, ma’am, he went away in a taxi with Mrs. Derwent.”

“In a taxi?”

“Yes, ma’am, with luggage in it.”

“A taxi with luggage. Give me the letter.”

Annette presents the letter and goes out.

Helga takes the letter, tears open the envelope and reads aloud — 

“Dear Helga: Mabel and I have decided to go away together. We are taking a train South this afternoon. I have made every arrangement for you in regard to money and that sort of thing and of course now you will be completely free. We shall not be in your way at all, as we are going far away; in fact we are going to Havana!”

As Helga finishes reading, she and Lionel remain looking at one another.

“To Havana!” they both repeat and then there is a little silence.

After which Lionel says — 

“Do you know, Helga, it rather occurs to me that it’s the commonplace people who do things.”

On which the curtain comes sliding together and the audience rises and wraps its furs round its neck, and goes home with a problem theme to ponder over and with an impression of profound thought.


Dead Men’s Gold. A film of the great Nevada desert in which Red-Blooded, Able-Bodied Men and Women a hundred per cent American live and love among the cactus and chaparral. Something of the Ozone of the Cow Pasture mingled with the gloom of the great canyons blows all through this play.

[image: img53.jpg]

SHALL WE GO together this raw, gusty afternoon to the enchantment of the moving-pictures? Here, this looks a good place, this large and lighted hallway leading off the street itself. Let’s get our tickets from this golden girl behind the glass, seated there under a magic spell no doubt. This must be a good play, look how pretty the girl is! Two, yes please, downstairs, — extra ten cents? oh, the Amusement Tax, of course!

Now through these doors and down this corridor, and through these swinging doors again and into the dark. What a vast place it is. Dear me, it’s absolutely empty! Empty? Oh, no, they are all there but you don’t see them yet, seated silent in the dark like toads under leaves. Excuse me, sir, I’m afraid I stepped on your foot. I beg your pardon madam, I didn’t see the little girl. All that bright picture stuff being flashed on the screen? Never mind it now till we get our seats. It’s not part of our play anyhow. There, sit down in this row — now we can look — what does it say? — TURKISH TROOPS ENTER THE — something — I couldn’t see — anyway it doesn’t matter where they enter, it’s only the News of the World. PASADENA CALIFORNIA, PRESIDENT HARDING PRESENTS FLOWERS TO GIRL GUIDES — STATE UNIVERSITY OF OHIO DEFEATS MIAMI AT BASKET-BALL — NATIVES OF DUTCH PAPUA HUNTING FROGS — PRINCE ARTHUR IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY CATCHING TARPON: Oh, don’t let us bother with all this, the pictures haven’t begun yet.

Ah, now it’s going to begin. Look at that notice on the screen — 

Dead Men’s Gold. In Which Full-Blooded Men and Women Live and Love Among the Cactus and Chaparral. Authorized by the Censor of New York State

That sounds interesting, doesn’t it? Now let’s see what’s put up next. Ah, a great face, a huge face under a cowboy hat, a face with a grin on it, yes, that’s him, see it says so underneath: — 

Big-Hearted Jim, Sheriff of Dead Bones County, Nevada

See him turn his face round as he grins. My! how honest and attractive the human face looks when you make it four feet long. I wish they’d put it upside down. I think it would look even better. Now, what’s this next — ah — 

Bessemer Steel, Banker of New York

 — Very rich indeed evidently. How do I know that? — Oh, pshaw, you don’t understand moving pictures — look at his grey spats and that white frill along his waistcoat — that means a millionaire. No, no, this isn’t the play yet, these are only the people who are going to be in the play when it starts. Ah, now look!

Maisie, Bessemer Steel’s Only Daughter

Isn’t she just cute? See her smile, no wonder they applaud her — and who is this?

Dan Yegg, Bad Man of Dead Man’s Gulch

Bad, well I should say so. And now see all these little scenes going rapidly past — well, they’re not the play yet — those are merely places that are going to be in the play — just little touches of lonely desert, and terrible caverns, and a dear little vignette of a man choking another in a cave — and a pretty little wee glimpse of a man dying of thirst — just little foretastes of the play itself. It looks good stuff, doesn’t it? Now, we’re off!

Bessemer Steel of New York, Banker and Financier has Spent His Life in the Amassing of Millions

There he is in his office; see all the desks and stenographers round him. What a big, dull face he has; like a bull-frog, you say? Yes, all New York bankers have faces like that in the movies. See him speaking into his desk telephone. Say, isn’t he authoritative? Now, look, he’s listening. Must be about money from the way he shuts up his face. I guess he’s refusing somebody one of those millions that he’s amassed. Now he’s signing a cheque. Now he’s receiving a telegram . . . in fact by this time I think we’ve quite grasped the idea that he’s a rich banker with no soul. In fact, I think I could have grasped it a little sooner, couldn’t you? But, still, remember the moving-pictures have to be made clear to the humblest intelligence. And that isn’t us. . . . Ah, ha, no soul did we say? — Look at this; — 

The Only Tender Spot In the Banker’s Heart is For His Daughter Maisie. To Her He Denies Nothing.

See, the pictures are about to establish the fact that Maisie is denied nothing. Look at her there in her palatial home, romping with a pet dog. Oh, how sweet she is! See her kiss that dog — oh, my, I wonder what they pay that dog for his part. There she is, riding her pony round the grounds; now she is entertaining a whole bevy of her girl friends on the lawn — now she’s in a store buying rich things — say, I think it’s proved up to the hilt that that girl is denied nothing! On with the film! — but wait, — just a minute — did you notice among the clerks in the office, that young man? . . . sort of Spanish-looking, mean-looking — kind of a crook — species of skunk — evidently not a hundred per cent American — in fact hardly twenty per cent. See the way he keeps a sort of furtive eye on the banker. Say, I believe that fellow must come into the play somehow — just watch him. Never mind, he’s gone, but he’ll come in again. Now we go on. Ah, this is more like.

Ascot Wright, Student at Harvard

I’m glad it’s Harvard. So much more class to it than the Ontario Agricultural College — 

Has Discovered in His Researches in the Harvard Library the Location of a Lost Gold Mine in a Cavern in Dead Men’s Gulch near Graveyard Canyon in Dead Bones County, Nevada

Here we have him, Ascot Wright researching in the library, the way all Harvard students do. How neat he is. I thought all researchers looked pretty dusty, but perhaps not. Anyhow Ascot is as neat as a pin, and athletic-looking, and awfully well dressed for a student. Perhaps his father is a Harvard professor.

Now see! Evidently he’s struck something among the books — see him take a paper from the leaves of an old volume! He’s examining it — feverishly; say, I can just tell that Ascot has discovered a gold mine. He’s working his face just the way a student does when he finds one. Ah, see that! You don’t understand? Those pictures represent what Ascot is reading about. Look! that’s the Great Western Desert. . . . See the little troop of people! horsemen and mules with pack-saddles, crossing it, see the steel uniforms and breastplates, and swords — early Spaniards, that’s what they are . . . the first discoverers of the West . . . look! they’ve entered a cavern; say, the gloom of it! They’re digging with pickaxes! Look, look! They’re piling up great bars of gold. They’re mad with excitement . . . they’re quarrelling — they’re fighting — they’re stabbing one another. . . . Look, dead bodies — dead bones — dead bones in the cavern — dead bones all along the trail — it means the survivors tried to escape, do you see? Look, here’s one, he’s the last . . . he’s dying of thirst in the desert; see him writing on a bit of paper . . . there, he’s folded it into a missal, a prayer book or something. I know what it is — it’s the description of all about the mine in the cavern, and the piled-up gold, do you see? and that’s the paper that Ascot Wright has found in the Harvard library three hundred years later. Look! it’s saying so: — 

The Manuscript Written in Latin by the Dying Spanish Explorer Pedro Alvarez De Estorga is Deciphered by the Harvard Student.

There’s Ascot, look at him with the paper in front of him, deciphering it! — deciphering Latin! Isn’t he a bird? My! A Harvard education is a wonderful thing. . . . Now what’s it saying?

The Harvard Student Lays His Discovery before the Great Financier.

There he is, that’s Ascot in Bessemer Steel’s inner office. How neat he looks in his covert coat and his hard hat. These Harvard students certainly have class. He’s explaining to the banker all about the mine. . . . The great banker is listening. . . . He’s hearing all about the documents. See! the pictures go by again — desert — cavern — bones — more bones — dying Spaniard — document — bones — gold — He’s got it. These New York bankers are just lightning at picking up bones and gold.

Now he’s speaking — 

“Mr. Wright, This Must be Kept a Profound Secret.”

Oh, but can it be? Look who’s listening . . . that clerk, you remember the crook, the one with the cunning face — he’s pushed open the door a little way — He’s standing listening — they don’t see him.

“. . . We Will Go West at Once. I Will Defray the Expenses of the Search and Divide with You Fifty-Fifty”

What splendid English, those great bankers use! So clear, isn’t it?

And just then, who comes dancing into the office through the side door — Maisie. Isn’t she just sweet with her fur around her neck; say, look, she’s got one of those new skirts. Watch her go and throw her arms around the banker’s neck . . . see his face light up! In fact, you can see him light it up. Now he is introducing Ascot Wright to Maisie — They bow to one another — say, Ascot is taken with Maisie right away, isn’t he? — Now the Spanish clerk comes in with papers in his hands. He bows to Maisie. How coldly she nods to him. But look at his eyes when he looks at her. I get it, don’t you? And that look of hate that he hands to Ascot! Those Spaniards certainly have temperament. The moving pictures would be lost without them.

Now, the banker is speaking to the Spaniard.

Mr. Gonzalez, I am Leaving To-night for Nevada. Will You Kindly Make the Arrangements for my Transportation —— 

Look! Maisie wants to go too. . . . She’s questioning her father . . . he’s shaking his head. . . . She’s put her arms around his neck. Oh, take her, take her, or I’ll buy a ticket to Nevada and take her myself. . . .

Scene changed. The Pennsylvania Station. Look at all the people. Isn’t it just wonderful to see the Pennsylvania Station in moving pictures; much better than in real life; but then, so’s everything. They’re leaving for Nevada. Maisie is going too; there she is: do you notice, she’s got on one of those new coats they’re wearing. Do you like them?

And there’s Ascot. That’s a nice valise he has . . . and the banker, and Gonzalez. No he’s not going, he’s just seeing them off. The banker’s giving him papers and instructions . . . there, they’re starting on their journey — See the landscape flying past — now they’re in a dining-car. See the darky waiters — look at the banker ordering lunch. . . . I’ll bet he knows how: He’ll eat lunch all the way to Nevada.

But look — we’re back at the station. It’s Gonzalez, he’s buying a ticket. He’s getting on the train. . . . I see it, don’t you? He’s following them. I knew he would — 

Now the scene has changed altogether. They’re arriving in Nevada. This is Canyon City . . . a queer, empty spot . . . shack houses and desert and hills all around it . . . see the wooden hotel with the verandah and the men on horseback with leather trousers and with lariats on the pommel of the saddle . . . and the men leaning against the verandah posts with lariats slung over their arms. Look at that big man with the slouch hat and the wide face. That’s the one it showed at the beginning . . . he’s Big Jim, the Sheriff . . . he’s talking to them . . . they’re explaining what they want.

Now it’s changed again. Where is this place? Oh, yes, I recognize it — it’s a saloon — see the bar and all the bottles and the bartender leaning over it — pretty tough looking, isn’t . . . see the men sitting at the little table drinking whisky. . . . I’ve seen this sort of place a hundred times in the movies, haven’t you? It’s always called Pete’s Place or something like that. . . . That’s Gonzalez, one of the men drinking, and that other is Dan Yegg, the bad man that we saw, and the rest, I guess, are bandits . . . they must be. . . . Now, Gonzalez is explaining. He’s telling about Bessemer Steel and Ascot Wright coming to hunt for the gold . . . he’s telling the story of the Spanish explorers. . . . There it goes — desert — bones, gold, more bones, dying Spaniard, — They’ve got it: — Look how excited they get — 

Now it’s changed back to Ascot and his friends. . . . They’re mounting on horseback. Doesn’t Maisie look nice in that short skirt? I guess she brought it with her on purpose. Look at the armed men! quite a troop of them. Oh, I guess they’d need them in a place like that. . . . Big Jim is pointing and giving advice: I suppose he’s telling them the way to Dead Men’s Gulch. There, they’re off — clattering out of the town and away.

Separated from Their Armed Escort, Ascot and His Companions Make Their Way into the Heart of Dead Men’s Gulch

Separated from their armed escort? A crazy thing to do in a place like that, you say? Oh, yes, but they always do it, in all romances. The first thing you have to do with an armed escort is to separate yourself from it.

But say! look at the Gulch. Isn’t that the gloom spot? See the great walls of rock towering above their heads, and the litters of boulders where they pick their way. Look, that’s a snake, a real snake. Ugh! Aren’t they crazy to go into a place like that? There’s Ascot leading them, with a little bit of map or chart in his hand. And, oh look! look! Do you see that? Those heads behind the rocks, they’re being followed — it’s Gonzalez and Dan Yegg and Mexican bandits. Say! it’s just madness to get separated from that escort.

What’s this? They’ve stopped. Ascot’s pointing. He’s found the entrance of a sort of tunnel into the cliff . . . they’re going into it. . . . They’re carrying flashlights. . . . The light shines on the rock walls. . . . What a fearsome place. Look — written there on the wall in strange lettering:

Pedro Alvarez De Estorga

1621

They gather round it. . . . They’re reading the inscription. . . . Now they’re going on — the tunnel is widening — it’s opening into a great cavern . . . notice the high ceiling and the hanging rocks — with the water dripping from it. . . . I suppose it’s dripped like that for centuries — see the floor all sand — and there! bones of dead men, — and a steel breastplate and part of a broken sword . . . and over in the corner gold piled up in bars, and great nuggets of it heaped up — on the floor.

Ascot is picking up the gold and showing it to Maisie. Bessemer Steel has taken up a nugget and is examining it. I bet he knows to a fraction what is worth — Ha! He’s showing it and speaking:

“I Estimate That There is at a Conservative Estimate Two Million Dollars Of Gold Lying at Our Feet”

Say! Two million! and at a conservative estimate! Think of the coolness of the man making a conservative estimate in a place like that.

Great Heavens! The whole three of them have turned in sharp alarm! They hear something — some one in the tunnel. Here they come dashing into the cavern — armed men — Gonzalez and Yegg and the bandits. They’ve rushed at Ascot and the banker — three of them are fighting Ascot all at once . . . go to it, Ascot, that’s the way — Now he’s down — no, he’s up again — he’s down — they’re clubbing him — and the banker, Dan Yegg has him down and is choking him — That’s the way, choke him — keep it up — Now this is really enjoyable. This is the real thing . . . go on — keep on choking him . . . that’s right, pound Ascot over the head with a rock — admirable! I do like these choking scenes, don’t you?

They’re both insensible — inanimate on the floor of the cave — now they’ve grabbed Maisie — they’re binding her with cords — good . . . twist her up tight — that’s the way — give her another wind. It enhances the educational value of the film. . . .

There, they’ve gathered her up . . . they’ve put the gold into bags . . . they’re carrying Maisie and the gold down the tunnel . . . they’re coming out at the entrance. Oh, see what they’re doing! . . . they’re blocking the mouth of the tunnel with great rocks . . . the bodies of Ascot and Bessemer will never be found. . . .

Now they’re lifting Maisie into a motor car . . . that must have been waiting down the gulch . . . they’ve got her mouth gagged; I hadn’t noticed that before. That’s a good touch, isn’t it? . . . There! they’re all in . . . they’re off . . . out of the gulch . . . out on the mesa . . . away . . . away . . . fading into the distant hills . . . gone.

 

Where is it now? It’s such a poor light, I can’t see, can you? Oh, yes, I got it. It’s inside the cave again. . . . Ascot and Bessemer Steel flat on the sand . . . the light is that electric torch still lying on its side and burning . . . Look, Ascot moved his arm . . . he’s reviving . . . he’s half sitting up . . . he’s feeling Bessemer Steel’s heart. Bessemer is reviving too. They’ll both be all right in a few minutes. They were only clubbed with rocks and stabbed and choked. That’s nothing. Movie actors go through far worse than that and revive. . . . Didn’t I tell you? . . . Ascot has stood up . . . he walks painfully . . . for five seconds . . . now he walks all right . . . he’s looking round . . . he’s taking the torch and going into the tunnel . . . he is speaking to Bessemer:

“They Have Walled Up the Mouth of the Tunnel”

Yes, Ascot, we knew that, we saw them doing it. But look at the horror on Bessemer Steel’s face . . . now he’s speaking:

“Ascot, We are Lost. There is Nothing in Front of Us but a Slow Death”

But look at Ascot . . . see his set jaw and his clenched hand and his brave face! see what he says!

“We Are Not Lost Mr. Steel. I Can Save Us Yet”

Oh, bully for you Ascot, that’s the stuff. That Harvard training does it every time.

Whatever is Ascot doing now? . . . he’s picking up the broken bits of the old Spanish armor . . . he’s fitting things together . . . what’s he making? He’s taken out a long thin wire from his pocket, a coil of it . . . he’s fastened a weight to it, he’s thrown it to the roof of the cave . . . it’s caught on a jag of rock . . . now he’s fastening it down tight on the ground and attaching something to it. Ah, I catch on, I see it, don’t you? Why, radio! He’s got a radio machine with him; now they’ll make it all clear in writing in a minute — didn’t I tell you? There it is — 

Ascot Wright with the Aid of a Wire and the Fragments of old Armor and an Electric Torch Makes a Radio. “Mr. Steel in Five Minutes I Shall be in Communication with Canyon City”

Look! He’s getting into communication . . . zik — zik — see the big blue sparks running down the wire and lighting up the cave — zik — zik — zak — zak — zik . . . he’s sending his message. . . .

Ah! Here’s the other end of it. The wireless station at Canyon City . . . see the operator in his room with a sort of helmet on and wires and sparks all round him . . . zik — zak — zik . . . the message is coming through. . . . Look at the operator — all hurry and alarm — he writes down the message, he’s dashed out with it in his hand . . . he’s reading it to Big Jim, the Sheriff, see the excited crowd gathering. . . . Jim’s haranguing them.

“Mr. Steel and Ascot Wright are Walled Up in a Cave Off Dead Man’s Gulch. . . . Miss Steel Has Been Carried Off by Bandits. I Want Every Man That Can Ride and Handle a Gun”

Hurrah! That’s the way — off they go . . . see them leap on the horses and off in a whirl of dust. . . . See the Winchester rifles slung over their shoulders . . . there’s Big Jim at the head of them . . . out of the town and over the desert. . . . There, they’re riding into the gulch. . . . Ascot must have given them the directions . . . they’ve halted . . . they’re at the walled-up tunnel . . . they’re tearing down the stones . . . they’re entering the cave, it’s bright now with torches . . . and crowded with men . . . they’ve found Ascot and Bessemer Steel. . . . Big Jim has put a flask to their lips . . . that’ll help them. . . . Now Ascot’s explaining, the gold, the attack, — everything . . . see them crowd listening with the light on their faces. . . .

Out of the cave . . . out into the bright sunshine . . . and riding, riding for life . . . but where? How can they know . . . and the motor had a long start. What is that they plan to do . . . riding, riding, they don’t seem to be chasing anything, they seem to be going somewhere. Oh! look! what’s this place with tall frame sheds and the level ground? Oh, I get it — fine! fine! See that great sign:

Aeroplane Station of the Government of the United States

Isn’t that great? What a thing it is to live under a government that keeps aeroplanes even away out in the desert.

Now they’re running an aeroplane out of the shed — what a huge machine! They’re getting in, Bessemer Steel, and Big Jim, the Sheriff, and his men; see, Ascot is going to steer: I guess his head is all right again now. That little thumping up with the rocks merely woke up his brain.

Away they go — up — up — see the machine soaring in the blue sky, floating, hovering like a great bird watching for its prey . . . it’s circling round searching for the motor car. Aha! they must see it now. . . . Look at the aeroplane swooping down . . . and see, there’s the motor . . . rushing over the mesa . . . here it’s coming right past us. Gonzalez is at the wheel. There’s Maisie, in the back of the car still tied . . . here’s the aeroplane right after it . . . look at Dan Yegg standing up in the car and shooting at the aeroplane with a revolver. . . . They’re shooting back . . . that’s Big Jim with his Winchester leaning over the edge of the car . . . look, the motor running straight for the edge of the canyon. . . . Great Cæsar, it’s gone over . . . it’s a drop of a thousand feet . . . look . . . there’s the car falling through the air, the wheels still spinning . . . and there’s the aeroplane chasing it as it falls . . . watch Big Jim . . . he’s got a coil of rope, a lasso . . . he’s lassoed Maisie with it. . . . Hurrah, they’re hauling her on the aeroplane. . . . The motor can fall now, it doesn’t matter where it falls to. . . . there’s the aeroplane, landed . . . Maisie’s unbound . . . she’s in her father’s arms . . . he’s handing her to Ascot. . . .

What’s it saying? — oh? that’s just the wind-up.

And So These Twin Souls Join Henceforth to Walk Life’s Pathway Hand in Hand. Next Week Mutt and Jeff among the Monkeys. Don’t Miss It.


Oroastus — A Greek Tragedy. (As presented in our colleges)

[image: img53.jpg]

THE GREEK DRAMA, as everybody knows, possesses a majesty that we do not find elsewhere. It has a loftiness, a sublimity, to which no later theatre has obtained. Anybody who has seen the play of Alcestis put on by the Senior class of the Podunk High School will admit this at once.

The Greek Drama, unfortunately, is no longer exhibited to the ordinary theatre-going public.

It is too sublime for them. They are away beneath it. The attempt to put on one act of the Œdippus Polyphlogistus of Boanerges at the entertainment evening of the annual convention of the Rubber Men of America last January was voted down by a nine to one vote in favour of having Highland Dances of the Six Susquehanna Sisters.

Another difficulty is that a lot of the Greek Drama is lost. Some critics think that all the best of it is lost; others say, not all; others again claim that what we have, ought to make us feel that we have no right to complain over what is lost.

But though the Greek Drama is not presented in our commercial theatres, it still flourishes in our institutions of learning. One may yet see the stupendous tragedies of Sophocles and Euripides put on in the auditorium of the Jefferson High School or acted, under pressure, by the boys of St. Peter’s (Episcopal) Resident Academy, or presented in commencement week by the Fi Fi Omega (oil) Fraternity of the University of Atalanta.

The open season for the Greek Drama in the college is the month of February. This gives the students four months to learn the Greek lines, and is based on a piece work rate of five words a day. After the play they have still time to get back to what is now called “normalcy” before the end of the college session.

Let us therefore transport ourselves in fancy to the winter evening in a college town when the Greek play is to be put on by the senior class in classics. There is no unusual light or brilliance in the streets to announce this fact. On the contrary, the general appearance is as of gloom. Here and there a glaring light against a boarding brazenly announces the vulgar fact that Harold Lloyd, or rather the shade of him, is revolving at the Colisseum. But of the fact that the shade of Sophocles is to be at the auditorium of the Faculty of Liberal Arts, there is no public indication. Nor is the location of Sophocles easy to find. Our first attempt to follow what seems to be the movement of the crowd leads us vainly towards the entrance of Third Street Skating Rink and then to the lighted portico of the Gayety Burlesque Theatre, Ladies Cordially Welcomed. No such lighted path leads to the august dead. Nor are the services of a taxi of any use to us. The driver has not heard of the performance, is not aware apparently of the existence of the college auditorium and can only suggest that Sophocles himself may be staying at the Jefferson. Most of the actors do.

But to anybody accustomed to colleges and their ways it is not difficult to find the auditorium. One has but to notice here and there among the elm trees of the side streets a few shivering figures moving in the same direction and wearing a costume half way between fashion and disreputability. These are college professors and they are going to the play. Let us follow them.

We do this and we easily find the auditorium, — in fact on a close inspection we can distinctly see light here and there in its windows and people going in. Entrance is effected in two ways, either by ticket, for those who have tickets, or without a ticket for those who haven’t got a ticket. When we are well inside the place, we find a large placard, visible only to those who have got in, announcing the attraction:

A GREAT TRAGEDY

 

The Greek Play

 

OROASTUS

 

Put on in the original by the Senior Class

 

 

 

A MASTERPIECE OF SORROW

 

DON’T MISS IT

 

“ALL UP”

There is quite a sprinkling of people already seated. There must be what is called “easily three hundred.” But on such occasions nobody is mean enough to count the audience. We are shown to our seats by girl ushers in college gowns and bobbed hair, a touch of old Greek life which goes to our heart.

If the senior class understood advertising as well as they know Greek, they would have put that placard near the railway station and had a band playing and one or two of the girls with bobbed hair selling tickets behind glass. Nor would it have been necessary to select the girls who know most Greek. But still, — we started by saying that the Greek drama was lofty: Let it remain so.

When we get to our seats we realize that we needn’t have come for a long time yet. There is no evidence of anybody starting anything, Greek or otherwise. There is a subdued chatter among the audience and people straggling in, one, two, and even three at a time. We notice presently that all the audience in the hall except ourselves have got little books or pamphlets, — paper things that look like the uplift hymns at a Rotary Club six o’clock supper on the hymnal of a Chautauqua Society. We go back to the outer entrance and get one (fifty cents each) and find that this priceless thing is the book of the play with the Greek on one side and the English (it seems English) on the other. So now we can take our seats again and study the thing out.

On the outside of the book of the play is an announcement for

KOLLEGE KLOTHES

Superb Suits, $13.50.

CLASSY OVERCOATS $9.50

 — but we had always known that education was a struggle and we pass this by.

On the inside the thing begins in earnest.

It is still a little sprinkled with advertisements here and there, but we rightly gather that they are not essential to the tragedy. The book runs thus:

OROASTUS

KOLLEGE KLOTHES AND STUDENTS’ BOOTS. A Greek Drama dating probably from the fifth century STUDENTS’ SHIRTS before Christ. The play is generally attributed to Diplodocus, who lived probably at Megara but also perhaps KNIT TO FIT UNDERWEAR FOR COLLEGE MEN at Syracuse. His work ALL WOOL is generally esteemed on a part with that of his great contemporaries Iambilichus and Euarbilius. He is said on what seems credible ground to have died during the presentation of one of his own plays. But the place of his death THIRD AVENUE AND JEFFERSON ST. THE HOME LUNCH RESORT is unknown.

The entire works of Diplodocus with the single extant exception of Oroastus are lost but they are none the less esteemed on that account. A full account of his life was written by Polybius but is lost. (RAH! RAH! JOIN THE MANDOLIN CLUB) A critique of his genius written by Diogenes Lærtius but attributed also to Pliny, has perished. The bust of Diplodocus, said to be the work of Phidias Senior, was lost, either at sea or on land. The bust now in the Louvre was executed one thousand six hundred years after his supposed death, and may or may not show him as he was. Internal evidence goes to show that Diplodocus was, internally, very unhappy. TRY POSSUMS PILLS ONE A DAY From the play before us many lines have unfortunately been lost. But the loss is in every case indicated by asterisks in the text GET YOUR NECKTIES AT APPLETONS.

The simple theme of sorrow, the rigour of fate, and the emptiness of human desire dominate the play HAVE YOU JOINED THE BIBLE CLASS? NOW IS THE TIME TO JOIN.

And at this point the solid Greek begins, pages and pages of it, and facing it on the other side solid masses of English. And just as we begin to try and study it out, — we ought really to have begun a month ago, — we realize that the entertainment is beginning.

 

The huge white sheet that acts as a curtain slides sideways groaning on a wire and behold the platform of the auditorium, converted into the severe stage of the Greeks with white curtains at the sides and a bare floor, and of stage properties no trace. No comfortable little red mica fire burning at the side such as cheers the actors of a drawing-room play; none of the green grass and the cardboard inn with the swinging sign that stand for eighteenth century comedy; nothing of the sweep of rock and the curtain of cloud that indicates that Forbes Robertson is about to be Hamlet. Nothing, just nothing; boards, a little sawdust, room to come in and out, and sorrow. That is all that the Greeks asked or wanted. How infinitely superior to ourselves, who have so piled up the panoply of life about us that our lightest acts and our deepest grief must alike be hanged with priceless decorations. But the Greek Theatre like the four bare walls of the Puritan House of Worship — but stop, the play has started.

A tall figure walks in, a player in a long draped sheet of white, a bearded player, with a chaplet of leaves about his head. . . . This must be Oroastus, let me look, — yes it’s Oroastus, King of Thebes. What’s he saying? A sort of long-drawn howling “Aie! Aie! Aie! Aie!” My! My! Oroastus must be in a terrible way — 

Aie, aie, aie, aie.

This must be that note of sorrow that it spoke about; or else it is some of the internal melancholy of Diplodocus.

Oroastus, King of Thebes, walks out pretty well into the middle of the stage and stands there groaning, Aie, Aie, Aie, . . .

So to get a clue to what is now going to happen we look at our book of the play to see that the next thing marked in the English text is: — 

ENTRY OF THE CHORUS

Ah now! cheer up! that’s something like, the chorus! Bring them right along in: No doubt they will be of that beautiful type of classic Greek girls. If there is one thing that we specialize on in the modern drama it is the chorus. Fetch the girls in by all means.

In they come. Help! What is this? Three old men — very aged, with cotton wool beards and long white robes like the one Oroastus wears.

No, there is no doubt about it, the Greek idea of a chorus is a matter on which we take issue at once. These three old men may think themselves terribly cute, but for us, quite frankly they are not in it. We knew before we came that the Greek tragedy was severe but this is a pitch of severity for which we were not prepared.

However, as these three saucy old men are on the stage, let’s see what they’re doing. Look, they all lift their arms up straight above their heads and they all begin to moan.

Aie, Aie, Aie-e.

In fact just like King Oroastus. They evidently have got the same internal trouble that he has.

Now they seem to be breaking into a kind of sustained talk in a sort of chant. It’s impossible to know what they are saying because it’s all in Greek, — or no, — of course we can follow it. We have the English in the book of the play; in fact you can see all the people in the audience turning the leaves of their little book and burying their heads in them up to their spectacles. At a Greek college play the audience don’t look at the stage, they look at the little book.

This is what the three saucy old men are saying: — 

O how unhappy is this (now standing before us) King!

O Fate! with what dark clouds art thou about to overwhelm (or perhaps to soak him).

O what grief is his: and how on the one hand shall he for his part escape it. Oh, woe! O anxiety, O grief, Oh woe!

In other words in the Greek play the business of the chorus is to come in and tell the audience what a classy spectacle it is going to be. Sorrow being the chief idea of Greek tragedy, the chorus have to inform the audience what they’re going to get, and to get it good. It’s a great idea in dramatic construction. It’s just as if at the beginning of Hamlet the chorus stuck their heads over the battlements of Elsinore and said, in up-to-date English, “Say, look at this young man! Isn’t he going to get it in the neck. Eh what? Isn’t he in for hard luck; just wait till his father ghost gets a twist on him.”

So the chorus groan and the King keeps howling, Aie, aie, aie, and after they’ve done it long enough, the three chorus men walk out one behind the other like the figures on an Athenian frieze, and the King is left alone.

He speaks (and a footnote in the book says that this speech is one of the finest things in Greek tragedy):

What awful fate hangs over (or perhaps overhangs) me this unhappy king.

What sorrow now does the swift-moving hand (or perhaps the revolving finger) of doom make for me.

Where shall I turn? Whither shall I go? What is going to hit me next?

What would I not give, even if it were my palace itself to be let loose from this overwhelming anxiety (or perhaps this rather unusual situation).

Beside it my palace and my crown are nothing.

The King pauses and lifts his two hands straight up in the air and cries:

Oh, Zeus, what next?

And at this juncture the little book says:

ENTER A HERALD

and the audience look up from their books a minute to see this herald come in. In runs the herald. He is young and has no beard. He has a tunic and bare legs and on his feet are sandals with wings and on his head also are wings and he carries a wand. The wings on his feet are meant to show how fast he could go if he really had to, — like the bicycle that the telegraph messenger pushes along with him. The wand means that if he needed to he could fly.

The entrance of this Herald causes the only interruptions from the audience that occurs during the play. There are cries from the gallery of “Attaboy! Good work, Teddy!” The Herald is one of the most popular members of the Fi Fi Omega Society. Anybody looking at that Herald approves of him. He is the best stage effect of the lot. In fact there is more “pep” about the Herald than in all the rest put together.

He confronts Oroastus and they hold a dialogue like this:

O King.

O Herald.

Aie.

Me, too.

Woe, woe! King.

I believe you.

Things are bad.

They are indeed. What misfortune brings you in this direction?

A grave one.

I guess it must be; but tell me that my ear may hear it.

Grievous are my tidings.

I am sure they are.

And hard for you to hear.

 

The slowness of the Herald in giving the bad news to the King is one of the striking things in the Greek drama. It is only equalled on the modern stage by the great detective revealing the mystery in the fifth act, or a lawyer explaining the terms of the secret will, or the dying criminal (shot, deservedly in a cellar) confessing the innocence of the heroine. In fact the Greek Herald was the man who started this kind of trouble. He was the first original exponent of the idea of not telling a good thing in a hurry.

He speaks again.

Things are not what they seem.

Oroastus groans, O: All the dialogue has by this time been knocked out of him. The Herald realizes that he can’t get another rise out of him. So he gets down to facts.

Your palace, O King, has on the one hand been destroyed by fire and your crown which in and of itself for the most part signified your kingship, has on the other hand been stolen.

Oroastus: Aie, Aie, Aie, my palace is destroyed and my crown is lost. Oh, woe, this is grief.

The Herald: It is. Good-bye. I have other tasks (or perhaps avocations).

The Herald says this and withdraws and as he goes out in come the three old chorus men again. That was the great thing about the Greek tragedy. It never stopped. It went right on. In the modern play when the Herald said “Good-bye,” the curtain would fall on Act I. In the moving picture the scene would shift and show the palace being burnt. But the good old Greek tragedy went right on like sawing wood. This is called the unity of the drama, and so far nothing beats it.

The chorus of course have merely come in to have a good time by piling up the sorrow and gloating over Oroastus.

They line up and they chant out — 

Oh! look at this — now standing before us King (or sometimes rendered this ordinary man). Sorrow has struck him.

His palace and his crown are destroyed.

But fate is not done with him yet.

All compelling fate is getting ready another arrow (or, perhaps, is going to take another crack at him).

He has lost his palace.

But watch out.

There is more coming.

And at this the three miserable old brutes troop out again. Then the King says:

Oh, me, alas. My palace is gone and yet a further fate overhangs me. What is this hangover?

For so much indeed have I borne that to me now it seems that nothing further could overwhelm me even if it were the loss of my tender consort herself.

And just as he says this the sign goes up again in the book.

THE HERALD ENTERS

The King speaks:

What now? And why have your feet brought you back?

It was evident that a favourite idea of the Greek tragedians that a man went where his feet took him. This was part of the general necessity or rigour of fate.

The Herald says: — 

Terrible are the tidings.

What are they?

Something awful.

Tell me what they are.

How can I?

Go at it (or perhaps go to it).

Dark indeed is the news and terrible is the certainty.

What is it?

How can I say it. It is dark.

What is the dark stuff that you are giving to me. Does it perhaps concern my consort the fair-fingered Apologee?

It does.

How much?

Very much.

Tell me then the whole extent of the matter, concealing nothing.

I will.

Do.

With my lips I will say it.

Do so.

The King groans. The Herald knows that the time has come to let loose his information. He says, Listen then, oh King. Your queenly consort, the fair-fingered Apologee has gone to Hades.

The King: Too bad.

The Herald: Gloomy Pluto has carried her off.

The King: This is deplorable (or perhaps reprehensible).

The Herald: Good-bye. I have other avocations.

The Herald retires and the King has hardly had time to say Aie, before the chorus come trailing on again and take up their station. They chant out.

Look at this.

How’s this for grief.

The royal consort has been carried off by the Gloomy Dis, he of the long ears, to his dark home. But sorrow is not yet done. There is a whole lot more coming. For such is the fate of Kings. Either they have a good time or they don’t.

With this sentiment the chorus all troop off again. We gather from the little book, even if we didn’t know it already that their last sentiment “either they have a good time or they don’t,” is considered one of the gems of the Greek drama. The commentator says that this shows us the profundity of the mind of Diplodocus: Some think that this places him above the lighter work of such men as Iambilichus or Euarbilius. Others again claim that this passage “either they have a good time or they don’t,” shows (internally of course) that the life of Diplodocus was not all sorrow. To write this Diplodocus must himself have had a good time some of the time. In fact these lines, we are given to understand, have occasioned one of those controversies which have made the Greek drama what it is.

King Oroastus being now left alone starts a new fit of sorrow, “Aie, aie, aie,” — in fact just as we expected he would. By this time we have grasped the idea of the tragedy, the successive blows of sorrow that hit Oroastus one after the other. First the chorus say there’ll be sorrow, then Oroastus says here comes a sorrow, and then the Herald comes in and says get ready now, stand by for a new sorrow, and lands it at him. There’s a beautiful simplicity about it that you never see on the stage to-day. In fact this is that sublimity that loftiness that only the Fi Fi Omega players can catch.

So the King groans:

Oh what an absolutely complete sorrow this is, this last one.

O Apologee!

O Hades!

For me, what now is left. My palace is destroyed and the fair-fingered Apologee has gone to Hades. What now is left to me but my old dog.

Old dog that I am myself on the one hand, my old dog on the other hand is all.

This passage “old dog that I am myself” is indicated in the text as one of the high spots. In fact it is a joke. The text says so. From where we sit we can see the professor of Greek laughing at it. Indeed we could easily prove by looking up the large editions of the play that this is a joke. The commentator says.

The bitter jest of Oroastus in calling himself an old dog illustrates for us the delicious irony of the great tragedian. Certain commentators have claimed indeed that the passage is corrupt and that Oroastus called himself not an old dog but a hot dog. We prefer, however, the earlier reading which seems to us exquisite. Diplodocus undoubtedly felt that the weight of sorrow at this point had become more than Oroastus or even the spectators could bear. By making Oroastus call himself an old dog he removes exactly that much of it.

This contention seems pretty well sustained. In fact anybody accustomed to the modern stage will realize that we are here at the source of the alleviating joke, introduced at any moment of terrible tension. In the modern play a comic character is carried all through the piece in order to make these jokes. But the Greek tragedy was nothing if not simple, direct, and honest. The hero has to make his own jokes.

Still, we are keeping the Herald waiting. The time is ripe for him to come in again.

ENTER THE HERALD

In he comes just as before (the Greeks didn’t believe in variety) and the King at once asks him the usual question about his feet.

For what purpose, Oh Herald, he enquires, do your feet bring you this way again?

The Herald: A gloomy one.

Let me have it.

I will.

Do. For however dark it is I being now an old dog (or perhaps a hot dog) have no further consolation in life than my dog.

It is to be noticed that Diplodocus here uses the same joke twice. Anybody who deals in humour will warmly approve of this. To get the best out of a joke it must be used over and over again. In this matter the Greeks have nothing on us.

This time the Herald knows that Oroastus can’t stand for much more. So he says.

Old dog indeed? Did your lips lead you to say old dog?

They did indeed.

Are you perhaps under the impression, Oh King, that you still have an old dog?

Such is my impression.

In that case you never made a bigger mistake in your life.

Let me know it and if indeed I have made a mistake, let me hear it.

Hear it then. Your old dog is gone to Hades. Good-bye. I have other avocations.

The Herald leaves and the King breaks out into lamentations.

Aie, aie, he says, my consort the fair-fingered Apologee and my old dog are in Hades. Why I am still left in the upper air (or perhaps in the air). Oh Whoa!

The King lifts his hands up in sorrow and a note in the book says: “King Oroastus has now had nearly enough.” To this we quite agree. One might say, in fact, he had had plenty.

But the chorus are not done with him yet. On they come with the remorselessness of the Greek drama.

They line up.

Look then at this standing before us King. What a load he has. But worse is yet coming. Keep your seats and watch him.

They go out in their usual undisturbed way, and Oroastus says: — 

Oh, what a last final instalment (or hangover) of bitter grief is now mine. What now is left? Now that everything has gone to Hades of what use is life itself. O, day! Oh, sunshine! O, light! Let me withdraw myself, I before my time, to my tomb, to my mausoleum which I have had made by the skilled hands of artificers and there let me join hands with Death.

Oroastus has hardly said this when the Herald comes back. By this time everybody guesses the news that he brings. Under the circumstances not even a Greek Herald could string it out. The thing is too obvious.

The King says, — well there is no need to write it again, — the Herald’s feet, that same stuff, but what he really means is, Are you back again? and the Herald says, “Yes.” This is the first plain answer that the Herald has given all through the play.

Then Oroastus says: — 

Is it dark stuff again?

And the Herald says:

The darkest?

At which the King gives a groan and says:

Then let me not hear it. For already to me thinking over pretty well everything the matter seems more or less what you would call played out (or possible worked to death). It is now in my mind hearing nothing further to repair to the mausoleum which I have long since caused to be built by skilled artificers and there lying down upon the stone to clasp the hand of Death.

The Herald: You can’t.

The King: Why not? What is which? For your words convey nothing.

Tell me what it is.

The Herald: I will.

The King: Do.

The Herald: All right. Get ready for something pretty tough. Are you all set?

The King: I am.

The Herald: Know then that your mausoleum no longer is. It was broken into by burglars and is unfit to use. Good-bye. I have other avocations.

Oroastus: Aie, aie, aie, . . .

Then they line up for a last crack at Oroastus.

Look at him!

Isn’t he the unlucky bean (or perhaps turnip).

Did you ever hear of worse luck than his?

Can you beat it?

But such is life, Oroastus, and it is a necessity of the Gods that even Death is withheld from the sorrowful. Aie, aie, aie.

And with that the play gives every symptom of being over. The white sheet that acts as the curtain glides down and there is quite a burst of applause from the audience. The actors line up on the stage and all the Fi Fi Omega crowd in the gallery call out, “Attaboy Oroastus! Good work Teddy!”

After which the audience doesn’t break up as an ordinary theatre audience does, but coagulates itself into little knots and groups. It knows that presently coffee and sandwiches are going to be passed around and the Greek professor will stand in the middle of an admiring group while he explains to them that Oroastus is under the compulsion of ANANGKE.

But for us no cake nor coffee. Let us get back to the Jefferson Hotel Grill Room while the supper is still on and while we can still get places for the midnight vaudeville show with the Dances of the Susquehanna Sextette and the black-faced comedian with the saxophone. This Greek stuff is sublime, we admit it, and it is lofty, we know it; and it has a dignity that the Susquehanna Sextette has not.

But after seeing Greek tragedy once, we know our level. And henceforth we mean to stick to it.


The Sub-Contractor. An Ibsen Play. Done out of the Original Norwegian with an axe.
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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ



	
Slump


	
A Builder.





	
Vamp


	
His Wife.





	
Dump


	
A professor of Thermodynamics.





	
Simp


	
A maid servant.





	
Yoop


	
An accountant.





	
Scoop


	
His sister.





	
Pastor Gymp


	
A pastor.





	
Cramp


	
His mother-in-law.






etc. . . . etc. . . . etc.

. . . and as many more with names of that kind and with occupations of that sort, as there is room for on the page. Some of them may not get into the play at all. But that doesn’t matter. An Ibsen Dramatis Personæ is a thing by itself.

Scene: A room in Slump’s house. (There are flowers on the table.)

Slump: What beautiful flowers.

Vamp: Yes, they are fresh this morning.

(Slump and Vamp speak one after the other in short turns, like sawing wood with a crosscut saw. But there is no need to indicate which is speaking. It doesn’t matter.)

Are they indeed?

Yes they are.

How sweet they smell.

Yes, don’t they?

I like flowers.

So do I. I think they smell so beautiful.

It’s a beautiful morning.

Yes, the spring will soon be here.

The air is deliciously fresh.

Yes, it is, isn’t it?

I saw a bobolink in the garden.

A bobolink already? Then the summer is soon here.

Soon indeed, the meadows are already green.

I like the green meadows.

Yes, isn’t it?

The angle of the sun is getting high.

I suppose it is. I noticed yesterday that the diameter of the moon was less.

Much less, and the planets are higher than they were. Their orbits are elongating.

I suppose so.

Vamp: How I love the spring!

Slump: So do I. The evaporation of the air closes the pores of my skin.

 

This completes round number one. It is meant to show Norwegian home life, the high standard of education among the Norwegians and, just at the end, the passionate nature of Vamp.

The spring fills her with longings. It also shows where Slump stands. For him the spring merely opens the pores of his skin.

With this understanding we are ready for a little action.

 

(A bell rings. Then Simp the maid enters, showing in Dump, a Professor of Thermodynamics.)

 

Good-morning, Dump. Good-morning, Slump. Good-morning, Vamp. Good-morning, Dump.

Dump: The spring will soon be here.

Vamp: I saw a bobolink in the garden.

Dump: Yes, I saw a wagtail on the thatch of the dovecote.

Slump: Spring is coming.

Dump: It will do my cough good.

Vamp: Yes, you will soon be well.

Dump: Never well. (He coughs again.)

Slump: You think too much. You need pleasure. For me each time I finish a sub-contract, I like to take my ease and drink sprott.

Dump: I can’t drink sprott. (He coughs.) I have a mortal disease.

Vamp: Don’t say that.

Dump: In six years I shall be dead.

Slump: Nonsense. Come, drink a glass of sprott.

No.

Have some yip?

No.

Take some pep?

No.

(Dump goes and sits down near a window; the others look at him in silence.)

 

This completes round two. It is intended to establish the fact that Dump has a mortal disease. There is nothing visibly wrong with Dump except that he looks bilious. But in every Ibsen play it is understood that one of the characters has to have a mortal disease. Dump in the Ibsen drama will die of biliousness and ill-temper in six years. Biliousness and ill temper take the place of Anangke in the Greek tragedy.

Slump: Well, I must be about my work. Come, Simp, come and help me get my wallet and my compasses.

Simp: Yes, sir. (Simp and Slump go out. Vamp and Dump are left alone.)

Vamp: Come and sit down.

Dump: I don’t want to sit down. I’m too ill to sit down.

Here, get into this long chair, let me make you comfortable.

(Vamp makes Dump sit down.) There, now, you’re comfortable.

Why should I be comfortable? I’m too ill to be comfortable. In six years I shall be dead.

Oh no! Don’t say that.

Yes I will. The bile is mounting to my œsophagous.

Oh, no!

I say it is. There’s an infiltration into my ducts. My bones are turning into calcareous feldspar.

This dialogue is supposed to bring out the full charm of Dump. The more bilious he is the better Vamp likes him. It is a law of the Norwegian drama that the heroines go simply crazy over bilious disagreeable men with only from six to twenty years to live. This represents the “everlasting-mother-soul.” They go on talking: — 

Vamp: Let me dance for you.

Dump: Yes, yes.

Vamp: Let me dance for you.

Dump: No. Yes, yes. Dance for me.

Vamp is evidently smitten with that peculiar access of gayety that is liable to overcome the heroine of an Ibsen play at any time. She dances about the room singing as she goes:

Was ik en Butterflog

Flog ik dein Broost enswog,

Adjö, mein Hertzenhog,

Adje, Adjö!  

Dump (passionately): More, more, keep on singing. Keep on dancing. It exhilarates my capillary tissue. More, more.

Vamp: Do you love me?

Dump: I do.

Vamp: No, you mustn’t say that. It’s wicked to say that. What put that into your head?

Dump: Dance for me again.

Vamp: No, I mustn’t. Listen. I hear them coming back.

(Slump and Simp come back into the room.)

Slump: There, I have everything, my wallet, my compasses, my slide rule, — right, everything is here.

Dump: You are very busy. What are you building now?

Slump: I am laying gas mains. They are to go under the market hall. They are twenty feet under the pavement. I have forty workmen working, — and six steam dredges digging. When I see them dig I want to shout “Ha! ha! Dig harder! Dig harder!” Do you like steam shovels?

No, they make a noise.

I like noise. It makes my veins tingle. Don’t you like it?

No. It closes my ducts. I don’t like it.

Ha! This morning we are to explode dynamite to blow out the boulders. When it explodes I like to shout, “Ha! That was a good one!” Don’t you like dynamite?

No, it oscillates my diaphragm.

Slump: Ha, you should learn to like it. Look, here are sticks of it. Like shaving sticks, aren’t they? Slump takes from his pockets some short sticks of dynamite.

Vamp: Don’t speak so roughly. It is bad for Dump. It will make him cough.

(Dump coughs.)

Vamp: You see. Come away, Dump. Come into the conservatory. I have a lovely Eschscholzia that I want to show you.

(Vamp and Dump go out.)

 

Round three is now complete. It is meant to show that Slump the sub-contractor is a man of terrible driving powers. He is filled with the “drang” of life. You have to call this “drang” simply “drang” because in English we don’t have it. It means something the same as “pep” but not quite. Pep is intellectual; drang is bodily. It means, as all the critics of the play point out, that Slump represents the upsurge of elemental forces.

Slump (calling): Now then, Simp, my hat, my stick and a glass of sprott. Where are you?

I am coming, master.

(Simp comes in with a hat and stick and with a glass of sprott in her hand.)

Ha, give it me. I like my sprott. It makes my eyes bulge. (He drinks greedily.)

You shouldn’t drink so fast.

I like to drink fast. It inflates me. Ha! (He finishes the glass and puts it aside.) Ha! That’s good. You’re a pretty girl.

Oh!

Come and give me a kiss.

No.

Yes, you shall. (He takes hold of Simp and draws her towards him.)

No.

Yes, I say. (He kisses Simp greedily three or four times.) There!

Simp: You shouldn’t kiss me.

Why not?

I have a hereditary taint.

Slump (aghast): What?

I have a hereditary taint. My grandmother died of appendicitis.

Slump (staggering back, his hand to his brow): Appendicitis!

Simp: Yes, look, I have the marks of it.

(Simp raises her sleeve and shows a round red mark on her wrist.)

Slump: Great Heavens! Sprott! Give me some more sprott.

(He stands staring in front of him while Simp fetches another glass of sprott. He drinks it eagerly.)

Simp: How do you feel now?

Slump: Bad. There are specks dancing in front of my eyes. What does it mean?

Simp: Appendicitis.

Slump: I am doomed! Give me more sprott. Appendicitis! Sprott!

The action of the play pauses here a moment to let the audience appreciate the full measure of retribution that has fallen upon Slump for kissing a Norwegian housemaid. Slump has sunk into a chair and sits with his eyes staring in front of him. Simp stands looking at him unconcerned. Vamp and Dump come back.

Vamp: Good heavens! What is the matter?

Dump: What is it?

Simp: I don’t know. I don’t think he is well.

Slump: (beginning to hark like a dog): Wow. Wow.

Vamp: No, he is not well.

Dump: He is hardly himself.

Slump: Bow, wow.

Vamp: I should say that he is ill.

Dump: Yes, he seems poorly.

Slump: Wow.

Vamp: He appears in poor health.

Dump: Yes, he looks out of sorts.

(Slump takes the sticks of dynamite out of his pocket and begins to eat them.)

Vamp: What is he doing now?

Dump: I think he is eating dynamite.

Vamp: Will it hurt him?

Dump: Yes, presently.

Vamp: In what particular way?

Dump: After the warmth of his body warms it he will explode.

Vamp: How curious. How warm will it have to be?

Dump: About 90 degrees. It will take about a minute for each degree. He will explode in twelve minutes.

Vamp: Is it wise to stay near him?

Dump: No, it is highly imprudent. We had better go. Simp had better gather up your things. We will go together. It is scarcely wise to linger.

Vamp: No, let us hasten.

Slump: Wow! Wow!

The curtain falls, leaving as usual after an Ibsen play a profound problem stated but not solved.


Historical Drama
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AFTER ALL THERE is nothing like the Historical Drama! Say what you will about moving pictures or high-speed vaudeville they never have the same air and class to them. For me as soon as I see upon the program “A tucket sounds!” I am all attention, and when it says “Enter Queen Elizabeth to the sound of Hoboes,” I am thrilled. What does it matter if the queen’s attendants seem to speak as if they came from Yonkers? There is dignity about it all the same. When you have, moving in front of you on the stage, people of the class of Louis Quatorze, Henry Quinze, Arthur Cromwell and Mary of Roumania, you feel somehow as if they were distinctly superior to such characters as Big-hearted Jim, and Shifty Pete and Meg of the Bowery and Inspector Corcoran. Perhaps they are!

But of all the characters that walk upon the stage, commend me to Napoleon. What I don’t know about that man’s life, from seeing him on the boards is not worth discussing. I have only to close my eyes and I can see him before me as depicted by our greatest actors, with his one lock of hair and his forehead like a door knob, his melancholy eyes painted black and yellow underneath. And as for his family life, his relations with Josephine, his dealings with the Countess Skandaliska, I could write it all down if it was lost.

There is something about that man, — I don’t mind admitting it, — that holds me. And he exercises the same fascination over all our great actors. About once in every ten years some one of them, intoxicated by success, decides that he wants to be Napoleon. It is a thing that happens to all of them. It is something in their brain that breaks.

Every time that this happens a new Napoleonic play is produced. That is, it is called new but it is really the same old play over again. The title is always entirely new but that is because it is a convention that the title of a Napoleon play is never a straight-out statement of what it means such as “Napoleon, Emperor of France” or “Napoleon and Josephine.” It is called, let us say, “Quinze Pour Cent” or “Mille Fois Non” or “Des Deux Choses L’Une” — that sort of thing. And after it is named it is always strung together in the same way and it is always done in little fits and starts that have no real connection with one another but are meant to show Napoleon at all the familiar angles. In fact, here is how it goes: — 

“DES DEUX CHOSES L’UNE”

 

A DRAMA OF THE FIRST EMPIRE

Adapted from the French of Dumas, Sardou, Hugo, Racine, Corneille, and all others who ever wrote of Napoleon.

The opening part of the play is intended to show the extraordinary fidelity towards the Emperor on the part of the marshals of France whom he had created.

Scene: The ball room of the palace of the Tuileries. Standing around are ladies in directoire dresses, brilliant as rainbows. Up right beside them are the marshals of France. There is music and a buzz of conversation.

Enter Napoleon followed by Talleyrand in black, and two secretaries carrying boxes. There is silence. The Emperor seats himself at a little table. The secretaries place on it two black despatch boxes.

The Emperor speaks: Marshal Junot.

The Marshal steps forward and salutes.

The Emperor: Marshal: I have heard strange rumours and doubts about your fidelity. I wish to test it. I have here, — he opens one of the boxes, — a vial of poison. Here, — Drink it.

Junot: With pleasure, Sire.

Junot drinks the poison and stands to attention.

The Emperor: Go over there and stand beside the Comtesse de la Polissonerie till you die.

Junot (saluting): With pleasure, Sire.

Napoleon (turns to another marshal): Berthier?

Here Sire!

Berthier steps out in front of the Emperor.

The Emperor (rising): Ha! Ha! Is it you, — he reaches up and pinches Berthier’s ear, — Vieux paquet de linge sale!

Berthier looks delighted. It is amazing what a French marshal will do for you if you pinch his ear. At least it is a tradition of the stage. In these scenes Napoleon always pinched the Marshals’ ears and called them, — Vieux paquet de linge sale, etc.

The Emperor turns stern in a moment.

Marshal Berthier!

Sire!

Are you devoted to my person?

Sire, you have but to put me to the test.

Very well. Here, Marshal Berthier (Napoleon reaches into the box) is a poisoned dog biscuit. Eat it.

Berthier (saluting): With pleasure, Sire. It is excellent.

Napoleon: Very good, Mon Vieux trait d’union. Now go and talk to the Duchesse de la Rotisserie till you die.

Berthier bows low.

The Emperor: Marshal Lannes! You look pale. Here is a veal chop. It is full of arsenic. Eat it.

Marshal Lannes bows in silence and swallows the chop in one bite.

The Emperor then gives a paquet of prussic acid to Marshal Soult, one pill each to Marshals Ney and Augereau, then suddenly he rises and stamps his foot.

No Talleyrand, no! The farce is finished! I can play it no longer. Look, les braves enfants! They have eaten poison for me. Ah non, mes amis, mon vieux. Reassure yourselves. You are not to die. See the poison was in the other box.

Talleyrand (shrugging his shoulders): If your Majesty insists upon spoiling everything.

Napoleon: Yes, yes, those brave fellows could not betray me. Come Berthier. Come Junot, come and let us cry together — 

The Emperor and his marshals all gather in a group, sobbing convulsively and pulling one another’s ears.

 

But one must not think that the Imperial Court was all sentiment. Ah. No! The great brain of the Emperor could be turned in a moment to other concerns and focused into a single point of concentrated efficiency. As witness: — 

 

Scene Two

 

Showing how Napoleon used to dictate a letter, carry on a battle, and Reveal Business Efficiency at the Acme.

Napoleon in a room in a chateau, announced to be somewhere near a battle, striding up and down, dictating a letter with his hat on. On the stage the great Emperor always dictates through his hat. A secretary sitting at a table is vainly trying to keep pace with the rush of words.

Now are you ready, de Meneval. Have you written that last sentence?

De Meneval (writing desperately): In a moment, Sire, in a moment.

Imbecile, write this then, “The Prefect of Lyons is ordered to gather all possible cannon for the defense of Toulon . . . He is reminded that there are six cannon on the ramparts of Lyons which he has apparently forgotten. The Emperor orders him to pass them forward at once,” — Have you written that, imbecile?

In a moment, Sire, in a moment.

To have them forwarded to Toulon. He is reminded that there are six more in the back garden of the ministry of the Marine, and two put away in the basement of the Methodist Church.

The Secretary collapses. Napoleon stamps his foot. A terrible looking Turkish attendant, Marmalade the Mameluke comes in and drags him out by the collar, and then drags in another secretary and props him up in a chair where he at once commences to write furiously.

Napoleon never stops dictating, — 

“There are two more cannons in the garage of the Prefect of Police. One has a little piece knocked out of the breech—”

The Secretary (pausing in surprise): Mon Dieu!

The Emperor: Eh, what, mon enfant. What surprises you?

The Secretary: Ah, Sire, it is too wonderful. How can you tell that a piece is out of the breeches?

Napoleon (pinching his ear): Ha! You think me wonderful!

The Secretary: I do.

Napoleon (pulling his hair): I am. And my cannon! I know them all. That one with the piece knocked out of the breech shall I tell you how I know it?

The Secretary: Ah, Sire!

Marmalade, the Mameluke comes in and salaams to the ground.

The Emperor: Well, what is it? Vieux fromage de cuir!

The Mameluke gurgles about a pint of Turkish.

The Emperor: Ha! Bring her in (to the secretary) You may go. You, Marmalade, after she enters, stand behind that curtain, so, — your scimitar so, — if I stamp my left foot — you understand.

Marmalade (with a salaam): Zakouski, Anchovi.

Emperor: Good. Show her in.

There enters with a rush the beautiful half Polish Countess Skandaliska. She throws herself at the Emperor’s feet.

Sire, Sire, my husband! I crave his life.

Napoleon (taking her by the chin and speaking coldly): You are very beautiful.

Sire! My husband. I ask his life. He is under orders to be shot this morning.

The Emperor (coldly): “Let me feel your ears.”

Ah! Sire. In pity, I beg you for his life.

The Emperor (absently): You have nice fat arms. Let me pinch them.

Sire! My husband. . . .

The Emperor (suddenly changing his tone): Yes your husband. Did you think I did not know. I have it here. (He turns his back on the Countess, picks up a document from the table and reads):

“Scratchitoff Skandaliska, Count of Poland, Baron of Lithuania, Colonel of the Fifth Lancers, reported by the Imperial police as in the pay of the Czar of Russia, — Ha! Did you think I did not know that?—”

His back is still turned. The Countess is standing upright. Her face is as of stone. Slowly she draws from her bodice a long poniard, slowly she raises it above the Emperor’s back.

Napoleon goes on reading.

“ — conspired with seven others, since executed, to take the life of the Emperor, and now this 5th day of September . . .”

The Countess has raised the poniard to its height. As she is about to stab the Emperor, he taps slightly with his foot. Marmalade, the Mameluke, has flung aside the curtain and grasps the Countess from behind by both wrists. The poniard rattles to the floor. The Emperor turns and goes on calmly reading the document.

“This 5th day of September, pardoned by the clemency of the Emperor and restored to his estates.”

The Countess released by Marmalade, falls weeping at the Emperor’s feet.

Ah! Sire, you are indeed noble.

Napoleon: Am I not? Take her out, Marmalade. (The Mameluke bows, takes out the weeping Countess and returns with a renewed salaam.)

The Emperor (dreamily): We know how to treat them, don’t we? old trognan de chou. Let no one disturb that mirror. It may serve us again. And now, bring me a secretary, and I will go on dictating.

In this way did the great Emperor transact more business in a week than most men would get through in a day.

 

But in this very same play of Des Deux Choses L’Une, we have to remember that while all these other things are happening Napoleon is also fighting a battle.

In fact hardly is the Countess Skandaliska well off the premises before a military aide-de-camp comes rattling into the room. The great Brain is in full operation again in a second.

Ha! Colonel Escargot. What news?

Bad news, Sire. Marshal Masséna reports the battle is lost.

The Emperor (frowning): Bad news. The battle lost? Do you not know Colonel Escargot, that I do not permit a battle to be lost? How long have you been in my service? Let me see, you were at Austerlitz?

I was, Sire.

And you were afterwards in Cantonments at Strasburg?

It is true, Sire.

I saw you there for five minutes on the afternoon of the 3rd of November of 1810.

Sire! It is wonderful.

Tut, tut, it is nothing. You were playing dominoes. I remember you had just thrown a double three when I arrived.

Colonel Escargot: (falling on his knees): Sire, it is too much. You are inspired.

The Emperor (smiling): Perhaps. But realize then, that I do not allow a battle to be lost. Get up, mon vieux bonnet de coton, let me pinch your ear. Now then, this battle, let us see. You, the secretary, give me a map.

The secretary unfolds a vast map on the table. The Emperor stands in deep thought regarding it. Presently he speaks:

Where is Masséna?

Colonel Escargot (indicating a spot): He is here, Sire.

What is his right resting on?

His right, Sire, is extended here. It is endangered. (The Emperor remains a moment in thought.)

How is his centre?

His centre is solid.

And where has he got his rear?

His rear, Sire, is resting on a thorn hedge.

The Emperor: Ha! Ride to Masséna at once. Tell him to haul in his centre and to stick out his rear. The battle will be won in two hours.

Escargot (saluting): Sire. It is wonderful. (He clatters out.)

Napoleon sinks wearily into a chair. His head droops in his hands. “Wonderful!” he broods, “and yet the one thing of all things that I want to do, I can’t do.”

Indeed the man is really up against it. He can remember cannons and win battles and tell Masséna where to put his rear, but when it comes to Josephine, he is no better than the rest of us.

The Emperor rings the bell.

The secretary comes in.

Listen, I have taken a decision. I am going to divorce Josephine.

The secretary bows.

Go to her at once and tell her that she is divorced.

The secretary bows again.

If she asks why, say that it is the Emperor’s command. You understand.

I do.

If she tries to come here, do not permit it. Stop her, if need be with your own hands. Tell Marmalade she is not to pass. Tell him to choke her. Tell the guard outside to stop her. Tell them to fire a volley at her. Do you understand? She is not to come.

Alas, Sire, it is too late. She is here now. I hear her voice.

One can hear outside the protests of the guards.

The Empress Josephine, beautiful and disheveled and streaming with tears pushes Marmalade aside with an imperious gesture and dashes into the room. She speaks: — 

Napoleon, what is this? What does it mean? Tell me it is not true? You could not dare?

Napoleon (timidly): I think there is some mistake. Not dare what?

Josephine: To divorce me? You could not? You would not? Ah! heartless one, you could not do it.

She falls upon Napoleon’s neck weeping convulsively.

The Emperor: Josephine, there has been a delusion, a misunderstanding, of course I would not divorce you. Who dares hint at such a thing?

Josephine: Outside, in the waiting room, in the court they are all saying it.

Napoleon: Ha! Let them dare! They shall answer with their heads.

Josephine: Ah, now, you are my own dear Napoleon. Let me fold you in my arms. Let me kiss you on the top of the head. (She hugs and kisses the Emperor with enthusiasm.)

Napoleon: Ah, Josephine, how much I love you.

A voice is heard without. Colonel Escargot enters rapidly. He is deadly pale but has a triumphant look on his face. He salutes.

Sire, everything is saved.

Napoleon: Ah! So the battle was not lost after all.

No Sire, your orders were sent by semaphore telegraph. Masséna withdrew his rear and thrust out his centre. A panic broke out in the ranks of the enemy.

Ha! The enemy? Who are they?

We are not sure. We think Russians. But at least Sire, they are fleeing in all directions. Masséna is in pursuit. The day is ours.

The Emperor: It is well. But you Colonel Escargot, you are wounded!

The Colonel (faintly): No, Sire, not wounded.

Napoleon: But, yes, — 

Colonel Escargot: Not wounded, Sire, killed, I have a bullet through my heart.

He sinks down on the carpet.

The Emperor bends over him.

Escargot (feebly): Vive l’Empereur. (He dies.)

Napoleon (standing for a moment and looking at the body of Colonel Escargot): Alas! Josephine, all my victories cannot give me back the life of one brave man. I might have known it at the start.

He remains in reflection. “I should have chosen at the beginning. Tranquillity or conquest, greatness or happiness, — Des Deux Choses L’Une.”

And as he says that the curtain slowly sinks upon the brooding Emperor. The play is over. In fact there is no need to go on with it. Now that the audience know why it is called Des Deux Choses L’Une, there is no good going any further. All that is now needed is the usual Transfiguration Scene.

Napoleon, dying at St. Helena, seen in a half light with a vast net curtain across the stage and a dim background of storm, thunder, and the armies of the dead, — 

That, with a little rumbling of cannon — the distant rolling of a South Atlantic storm, — 

 — and then, — the pomp has passed, — turn up the lamps and let the matinée audience out into the daylight.

 

But we must not suppose for a minute that French history has any monopoly of dramatic interest. Oh, dear no. We have recently discovered that right here on the North American continent there is material teeming with dramatic interest. Any quantity of it. In fact it begins right at the start of our history and goes right on. Consider the aboriginal Indian; what a figure for tragedy. Few people perhaps realize that no less than seventeen first-class tragedies, each as good as Shakespeare’s, and all in blank verse, have been written about the Indians. They have to be in blank verse. There was something about the primitive Indian that invited it. It was the real way to express him.

Unfortunately these Indian tragedies cannot be produced on the stage. They are ahead of the age. The managers to whom they have been submitted say that as yet there is no stage suitable for them, and no actors capable of acting them, and no spectators capable of sitting for them. Here is a sample of such a tragedy.

METTAWAMKEAG

 

An Indian Tragedy

The scene is laid on the shores of Lake Mettawamkeag near the junction of the Peticodiac, and the Passamoquidiac Rivers. The sun is rising.

Enter Areopagitica, an Indian chief.

With The Encyclopedia — a brave of the Appendixes.

And Pilaffe de Volaille, a French Coureur des bois.

 

Areopagitica:

Hail, vernal sun, that thus with trailing beam

Illuminates with gold the flaming east,

Hail, too, cerulean sky that touched with fire

Expels th’ accumulate cloud of vanished night.

The Encyclopedia: Hail! Oh! Hail.

Pilaffe de Volaille: Hêle! Oh, hêle.

Areopagitica:

All nature seems to leap with morn to song,

Tempting to gladness the awakening bird,

E’en the dark cedar feels the gladsome hour

And the light larch pulsates in every frond.

Who art thou? Whence? And whither goest thou?

Pilaffe de Volaille:

Thrice three revolving suns have waxed and waned

Since first I wended hither from afar,

Nor knowing not, nor caring aught, if here or there,

Who am I? One that is. Whence come I? From beyond,

The restless main whose hyperboreal tide

Laves coast and climes unknown, Oh Chief, to thy sagacity.

From France I came.             

Areopagitica: Hail!

(What Pilaffe de Volaille means is that he has been out here for nine years and lives near Mettawamkeag. But there is such a size and feeling about this other way of saying it, that it seems a shame that dramas of this kind can’t be acted.)

After they have all said “Oh Hail!” and “Oh Hêle,” as many times as is necessary, Areopagitica and The Encyclopedia take Pilaffe de Volaille to the Lodge of the Appendixes.

There he is entertained on hot dog. And there he meets Sparkling Soda Water, the daughter of Areopagitica.

After the feast the two wander out into the moonlight together beside the waterfall. Love steals into their hearts. Pilaffe de Volaille invokes the moon.

“Thou silver orb whose incandescent face

Smiles on the bosom of the turgid flood

Look deep into mine heart and search if aught

Less pure than thy white beam inspires its love,

Soda, be mine!”

Soda Water speaks:

Alas! What words are these! What thought is this!

Thy meaning what? Unskilled to know,

My simple woods can find no answer to the hearts appeal,

Where am I at?

Pilaffe de Volaille: Flee with me.

Soda Water: Alas!

Pilaffe: Flee.

Soda Water (invoking the constellations of the Zodiac):

Ye glimmering lights that from the Milky Way

To the tall zenith of the utmost pole

Illume the vault of heaven and indicate

The inclination of the axis of the earth

Showing sidereal time and the mean measurement

Of the earth’s parallax,

Help me.

Pilaffe de Volaille (in despair): “Oh hêle!”

Both the lovers know that their tragic love is hopeless. For them, marriage is out of the question. De Volaille is sprung from an old French family, with eight quarters of noble birth, a high average even at a time when most people were well born. He cannot ally himself with anything less white than himself. On the other hand Sparkling Soda knows that, after the customs of her time, her father has pledged her hand to the Encyclopedia. She cannot marry a pale face.

Thus, what might have been a happy marriage, is queered from the start. Each is too well born to stoop to the other. This often happens.

Standing thus in the moonlight beside the waterfall the lovers are surprised by Areopagitica and The Encyclopedia. In despair Sparkling Soda leaps into the flood. The noble Encyclopedia plunges headlong after her into the boiling water and is boiled. De Volaille flees.

Areopagitica vows vengeance. Staining himself with grape juice he declares a war of extermination against the white race. The camp of the French is surprised in a night attack. Pilaffe de Volaille, fighting with the courage of his race, is pierced with an Indian arrow. He expires on the spot, having just time before he dies to prophesy in blank verse the future greatness of the United States.

Areopagitica standing among the charred ruins of the stockaded fort and gazing upon the faces of the dead, invokes the nebular Hypothesis and prophesies clearly the League of Nations.

 

The same dramatic possibilities seem to crop up all through American history from Christopher Columbus to President Harding.

But to see the thing at its height it is better to skip about three hundred years in one hop and come down to what is perhaps the greatest epic period in American history, — the era of the Civil War.

This great event has been portrayed so often in the drama and the moving pictures that everybody knows just how it is dealt with. It is generally put on under some such title as the Making of the Nation, or The Welding of the Nation, or the Rivetting of the Nation, — or, The Hammering, or the Plastering, — in short, a metaphor taken from the building and contracting trades. Compare this: — 

FORGING THE FIFTEENTH AMENDMENT

 

A Drama of the Civil War

The scene is laid in the Council room of the White House. There are present Abraham Lincoln, Seward, Staunton, Artemus Ward, and the other members of the cabinet.

Lincoln (speaking very gravely): Mr. Secretary, what news have you from the Army of the Potomac?

Staunton: Mr. President, the news is bad. General Halleck has been driven across the Rappahannock, General Pope has been driven across the Roanoke, and General Burnside has been driven across the Pamunkey.

Lincoln (with quiet humor): And has anybody been driven across the Chickahominy?

Staunton: Not yet.

Lincoln: Then it might be worse. Let me tell you a funny story that I heard ten years ago.

Seward (with ill-disguised impatience): Mr. President, this is no time for telling stories ten years old.

Lincoln (wearily): Perhaps not. In that case fetch me the Constitution of the United States.

The Constitution is brought and is spread out on the table, in front of them. They bend over it anxiously.

Lincoln (with deep emotion): What do you make of it?

Staunton: It seems to me, from this, that all men are free and equal.

Seward (gravely): And that the power of Congress extends to the regulation of commerce between the States, with foreign states, and with Indian Tribes.

Lincoln (thoughtfully): The price of liberty is eternal vigilance.

(In the printed text of the play there is a note here to the effect that Lincoln did not on this particular occasion use this particular phrase. Indeed it was said by some one else on some other occasion. But it is such a good thing for any one to say on any occasion, that it is the highest dramatic art to use it.)

Lincoln (standing up from the table to his full height and speaking as one who looks into the future): Gentlemen, I am prepared to sacrifice any part of this Constitution to save the whole of it, or to sacrifice the whole of it to save any part of it, but what I will not do is to sacrifice all of it to save none of it.

There is a murmur of applause. But at this very moment, a messenger dashes in.

The Messenger: Mr. President, telegraphic news from the seat of war. General Grant has been pushed over the Chickahominy.

Lincoln: Pushed backwards or pushed forwards?

The Messenger: Forwards.

Lincoln (gravely): Gentlemen, the Union is safe.


The Russian Drama

(A) Old Style

[image: img53.jpg]

THIS IS THE kind of play that used to deal with dear old Russia when there was nothing more dangerous there than the knout, and exile to Siberia, and the salt mines, and Nihilists with black whiskers and bombs as large as a plum pudding. The good old place is changed now. Life there, from what I can gather at a distance of six thousand miles, — which is all I propose to gather — seems in some way — how shall I say it, restrained, what one might call unhomelike. But in the dear old days there was a freedom and a space about Russia which reflected itself in the drama.

Here is the sort of thing that we used to gaze at spellbound in the middle eighties.

Scene: SIBERIA. A POST STATION

In the old days there was always a peculiar touch about the very word “Siberia,” — a sort of thrill, or chill, that you couldn’t get elsewhere. It suggested great empty spaces, a vast plain of snow broken with dark pine woods, and moujiks with long whips driving one-horse tarantulas over the frozen surface of the endless samovar. Everywhere was the tunga tufted here and there with vodka.

At intervals in the snow was a “post house,” a rude building made of logs with outhouses for shutting exiles in. Everywhere there were prisoners and nihilists with bombs, girls who had lost their fathers, wives who had lost their husbands, anarchists, Tartars, in fact a varied and cheerful lot. The prisoners moved around in little strings. They never got anywhere that I know of. They were just driven from play to play and from story to story.

The opening scene was always laid thus:

INSIDE THE POST HOUSE

It is a long room, with a fire burning at the side, a few rough chairs and tables, — only one person is in it, a moujik or sort of peasant servant in a tattered fur hat and a chewed-up fur coat.

The door opens with a burst of paper snow and in stride two Russian officers. They go to the fire and stick their hands out towards its warmth.

“It’s a cold night, Petroff.”

“A cold night, Dimitri Dimitrivitch, but not so cold as in the outshed where the exiles are, — ha! ha!”

Both officers laugh heartily.

This is a first class Russian jest.

“One of the dogs,” says Petroff, expanding his back to the fire, “fell in the snow on the march to-day.”

“And what did you do, Petroff?”

“I ordered him a touch of the knout. I think the dog died where he fell. Ha! ha!”

Both laugh heartily again. Petroff turns to the peasant servant.

“Here, dog, bring vodka.”

“At once, excellence, at once.” The moujik fumbles in a cupboard and brings a bottle and glasses.

Both officers drink.

“To the Czar, Petroff!”

“Dimitri; to the Czar!”

A Russian soldier with a gun and a bayonet about two feet long steps in and salutes.

“Excellence, a woman is outside.”

“A woman? Ha! What like of woman, Ivan?”

“Excellence, a young woman.”

“A young woman! Ha! Ha-ha-ha!”

The two officers strode up and down repeating, “A young woman, ha! Bring her in.” It is plain that they mean to eat her.

The soldier salutes and goes out and returns in a moment dragging in a girl by the wrist.

This is Nitnitska Nitouscha, and she is looking for her father. She is very beautiful, with her hair in two braids and a bright coloured schapska thrown over her head and shoulders.

Petroff grabs her by the wrists and twists her arm twice round and says “Ho! Ha! The girl is not ill to look at.”

Dimitri: And what want you here, pretty one?

Nitnitska: I am seeking my father.

Petroff gives her arm two more turns and says, “Your father?”

“Yes, he is among the prisoners.”

Both officers laugh— “Among the prisoners. Ha! ha!”

Dimitri steps up to the girl and twists her other wrist.

“And what might his name be, tell me that.”

Petroff takes her by the ear and twists it and says: “Yes, tell us that.”

“His name is written here on the paper and his is an old man, a very old man. He is too feeble to walk?”

Dimitri laughs brutally. “So! He is too feeble to walk? In that case we can help him with the knout. Ha! ha!”

He takes the girl by the other ear and turns it twice round.

“And what would you with your father?”

“I want his freedom.”

Both officers laugh. “His freedom. Ha! ha!”

“His freedom. See, on this paper, I have an order for his freedom signed by the Czar himself.”

“By the Czar?”

Both officers fall back from the girl repeating, “By the Czar?”

“Yes, here it is on the paper.”

Nitnitska hands over a paper. Petroff takes it and reads it aloud scowling — 

“By command of His Imperial Highness and in accord with the signed order annexed, you are commanded to release into liberty the person of Vladimir Ilyitch!”

Petroff with a start, repeats the name “Vladimir Ilyitch.”

Nitnitska: Yes, yes, my father, Vladimir Ilyitch.

Petroff: Dimitri, a word in your ear.

They step aside.

“Vladimir Ilyitch. That dog that was struck down with the knout and left for dead—”

Dimitri nods. “That was his name.”

Petroff: The girl must never leave here alive.

Dimitri: No, we must choke her.

Petroff, turning towards Nitnitska, “Girl, we are going to choke you.”

Nitnitska: Cowards!

She has set her back against the wall near the window and looks at them defiantly.

“If you dare to choke me, you shall die. Look!” She draws forth from her dress a silver whistle on a chain. “I have but to blow upon this whistle and Basilisk Vangorod and his Tartars will fall upon the post.”

Petroff: Seize her!

They rush at her. Nitnitska blows a long blast on the silver whistle. Petroff and Dimitri start to choke her, both together, but before they get her more than half choked there is a sudden outbreak of gunfire outside. Ivan the sentinel rushes in — 

“Excellence, the post is attacked by Tartars.”

Petroff, letting go the girl, “Call all the guards, every man to his post!”

The guards — three of them — rush in and begin firing through the windows. There is a tremendous quantity of firing outside. Presently a full sized explosion blows in the door. In rushes Basilisk Vangorod followed by his whole Tartar Army — four of them. The Russian guards are hopelessly outnumbered — four to three. They lay down their arms. Basilisk Vangorod rushes at Petroff and Dimitri, and fights them both in a sword combat which circles round the stage so that everybody can see a piece of it. As it concludes he kills Dimitri and Petroff, clasps Nitnitska in his arms, calls in her father (who is outside, not dead) and stands in the middle of the stage, waves his sword and says, “For the freedom of Russia. Long live the Czar!”

And the curtain falls.

The Russian Drama. (B) (New Style)

 

DAMNED SOULS

(A bright little tragedy of Russian home life, written with a little assistance by Maxim Gherkin, Shootitoff, Dustanashej and a few men like that.)

Scene: An underground lodging in Pinsk: water exudes from the walls: dim daylight comes through a half window. There is a crazy table in the middle of the room, some crazy chairs, a crazy stove on which is a samovar with some crazy tea. In a corner of the room is a low vaulted door which opens on rickety stairs descending to a black cellar.

THE CAST OF (WANT OF) CHARACTERS



	
Stylipin


	
A Thief





	
Yatschscha


	
His Wife





	
Patch


	
An Imbecile





	
Hootch


	
A Homicidal Maniac





	
Itch


	
A Paragoric






All these are in the room already when the play begins.

Later the following further want of characters come in, namely:



	
Pravda (aged eighty)


	
An Immoral Woman





	
Prybiloff


	
A Murderer






Their entry is kept until a little later to brighten things up in case they get dull.

When the curtain rises, Itch the Paragoric is lying on a truckle bed, under dirty bedclothes, in a corner of the room. He is evidently dying by inches, in fact by centimeters: his feet are already ossified. In short he is quite sick.

Patch, the Imbecile, is making faces at himself in a broken looking-glass. Hootch, the Homicidal Maniac, is sharpening a butcher’s knife. Stylipin and Yatschscha are drinking vodka out of dirty glasses at the crazy table. In other words it’s a regular Russian home scene.

Itch (sitting up in bed): I’m hungry.

Stylipin: Shut up.

Itch: Give me some water, I’m thirsty.

Stylipin: Shut up, or I’ll choke you.

Yatschscha: That’s right. Choke him. (Aside) He has money under his bed, in the mattress. I saw it yesterday. Choke him and take it.

Stylipin (aside): Later.

Itch: Mother Pravda, Mother Pravda, give me some food!

Stylipin: Shut up, I say. She’s out. Mother Pravda is out.

Itch: I’m dying.

The Imbecile (with sudden laughter): He’s dying! Ha, ha! Isn’t he lucky. He’s dying!

(Itch falls back on his bed. There is a gurgling in his throat. Nobody pays any more attention to him.)

Stylipin (turns to Yatschscha): Where is that money you brought in from the street?

Yatschscha: I brought no money from the street.

Stylipin: You’re lying, you foul huzzy. Give it or I’ll beat you!

(He picks up a stick. Patch, the idiot, claps his hands with insane laughter.)

Patch: Ha! ha! Beat her! That’s right, beat her.

Stylipin: Give me the money, or I’ll choke you.

(He takes Yatschscha by the throat and begins to choke her. Strange cries come from her. The idiot capers and chuckles.)

Hootch: Choke her! That’s it! choke her.

Hootch (the homicidal maniac): Stop your accursed noise. Do you want to bring the whole street in on us? Stop, I say, there’s some one coming down the steps.

(All are still a moment, their motions arrested as they stand. Only the gurgling noise is still heard from the throat of Itch the paragoric.)

 

This opening part of the play is intended to develop that atmosphere of cheerfulness and comfort which surrounds the Russian drama of to-day. It can, if need be, be prolonged still more with little vignettes of choking, poisoning and knifing. But there should be at least enough of it to develop the temperamental aspect of the Russian stage.

 

Stylipin: Yes, there’s some one coming down the steps. Quiet, I say!

(There is a beating at the chained door. Stylipin goes to the door. He motions for silence, his hand upon the chain. He calls):

Who’s there?

It is I. Open the door.

It’s Mother Pravda. Are you alone, little mother?

No, one is with me. It is all right. Open.

(Stylipin opens the door. Mother Pravda enters; she is followed by Prybiloff, the murderer. His face is like ashes. His eyes wander. He is afraid.)

Who has she got? What is it? Who is she bringing?

This is Prybiloff, children. He has done a murder.

Hootch (the homicidal maniac): Aha! A murderer! With a knife was it, brother? With a knife? A knife like this? (His eyes glisten. Prybiloff goes and sits down. He is shaking.)

I don’t know. It was dark.

And you struck him down in the dark? Eh, brother, in the dark? Was there blood? Tell me if there was blood?

Prybiloff (his face in his hands): I don’t know. I didn’t see.

The Imbecile (going near him): Don’t cry, little brother.

Yatschscha (taking her husband aside): Listen, there is money in his pocket, — coins, real money. I heard it jingle in his pocket.

Stylipin: I know it. I heard it too. Who did he kill, Mother Pravda?

Pravda: He killed a commissary. The people are after him in the streets. They are searching. They want to burn him. Listen!

(There is heard a confused sound of shouting and running feet as from the streets outside.)

Prybiloff (lifting his head, his hands clenched on the table): They’re coming!

Pravda: Have no fear. Look, come with me. There is a cellar below here. I’ll put you there. Come. (She leads him towards the low vaulted door in the corner.)

The Imbecile: She is taking him below! Ha! ha! Don’t go, brother, it’s too good a jest. Don’t let her take you!

Stylipin and Hootch: Shut up, fool, shut up!

(Mother Pravda opens the door, leads Prybiloff down the dark steps. The sound of shouting has died away. Pravda’s voice can be heard down below.) This way, little brother. There, I will make a light.

One can see the gleam of yellow candlelight through the door.

Stylipin (to Hootch): Shall we go down?

Hootch: Let her do it alone.

Stylipin: No, no, I’m going down. I don’t trust her. She’ll take more than her share.

Hootch: All right. Here, take the spade with us. Better finish the job.

Stylipin (to Yatschscha): Wait here. Keep the door chained. Let no one in. Come on, Hootch.

(They go through the door down the steps. There is a confused sound of voices from below. Then the sudden noise of a scuffle, one strange cry and silence.)

The Imbecile (with laughter): Ha! ha! he would go! Like the others: Now they will bury him down there with the shovels. Oh what fun! Do you hear, little brother, what a rare joke? (He goes over to Itch’s bed.) Do you hear, brother, a rare joke? He doesn’t answer.

Yatschscha (looking at Itch callously): He can’t answer. He is dead.

(A voice calls from below.) Are you there, Yatschscha. Bring the vodka. The work is hard.

Yatschscha: One minute, one minute. (She takes from her pocket a little phial with green liquid in it) — 

 

But there, there. What’s the use of going on with it. The full temperamentality of the thing has been developed by this time. What happens is that Yatschscha puts poison in the vodka. And when she has done that she goes out stealthily to denounce her husband and Hootch to the commissaries of the police. She does this to get the blood money offered by the police for Stylipin dead or alive. In fact this is a favourite means of support in Russia. So Stylipin and Hootch and dear old Mother Pravda presently come up and drink the poisoned vodka and die in contortions. And when the commissaries of the police, led by Yatschscha, come in, there is only the idiot laughing over all the corpses.

Nice little thing, isn’t it? There is no doubt that life in Russia has a charm all its own, and that Russian literature has a tang to it, that you don’t get in the duller countries.


The Platter of Life

[image: img53.jpg]

I OBSERVE THAT a new controversy has broken out about the moving pictures. Somebody has just calculated that in America twenty million people attend the picture houses every day and the public is aghast. And even this figure, it seems, doesn’t include the Mexicans, the Lower Californians, and the Canadians and the Esquimaux.

It appears also that $50,000,000 of new capital is being put into moving pictures every year — either that or, $50,000,000,000. I forget which, but it doesn’t matter. It is freely stated that the moving pictures are four-fifths piffle, and the other fifth poison; and that they are made up altogether of sex stuff, sob stuff, crime stuff, and hysteria and vanity all mixed up together.

I do not wish to take any personal part in this controversy. Indeed, as one who has made not one moving picture scenario but hundreds of them I should feel a delicacy in doing so. But it may be of interest to know just exactly how we scenario-makers make scenarios. Perhaps I may be able to prove that even a moving picture may move on a high plane.

The first thing that a writer has to do to make a scenario is to get a general topic or story. This is absolutely easy. There is no need to invent a new one; and it is impossible anyway. All the stories were invented long ago.

Open any book of folklore or fairy tales or nursery rhymes, and you can pick them out like plums, you could select “Little Bo Peep” or “Mother Hubbard” or “Jack Spratt,” or any of them as the basis. Suppose we take “Jack Spratt.”

The original text of the rhyme runs: — 

Jack Spratt could eat no fat, his wife could eat no lean,

And so it was, between them both, they licked the platter clean.

That’s the ground work to begin upon, the next thing is to find the general name of the picture. That suggests itself at once from the rhyme.

THE PLATTER OF LIFE

or

PARTED AND UNITED

(Authorized by the Board of Censors)

After that it is necessary to work out the descriptive stuff that goes along with the title for advertising purposes. This is where the highest art of moving-picture-making comes in. It is done more or less like this: — 

Have You Ever Felt Your Husband Turning Cold? Cold as the Untasted Bacon upon the Platter? Or You — Have You Ever Watched Your Wife Growing Fat? Have You Seen Her Expand Hour by Hour? If so, You Must Not Miss this big new Heart-Throbbing, Pulse-Accelerating Picture. In it You Will See an Æsthetic, Temperamental, Lean-Eating man Yoked to a Full-Blooded, Double-Chested Woman, Vibrating with the Joy of Eating by the Pound. What Will Happen? Can They Do It?

It is a Beautiful, Wholesome Picture of Modern Life. The Clergy of all Denominations Have Come to it in Thousands and Shed Tears.

Now the picture begins to spin and they show the familiar interior, called “The Spratt Mansion,” well known also as “The Anstruther Residence,” or “The De Kuyper Home.” It stands for High Society, as seen in the movies. It has in it a wooden Butler to take Spratt’s coat and stick each time he goes in and out, and a hundred-dollar housemaid, much prettier than Mrs. Spratt.

Somewhere in here put in the legend: — 

John Spratt, Æsthetic, Temperamental, a Poet, and a Graduate of Oberlin College, is Married to Gloria Spratt, his Wife

The pictures ripple on. The Spratts at breakfast. Jack Spratt has a manuscript poem spread in front of him. He keeps raising his eyes to the ceiling and nibbling lean bacon. This means that he is making up poetry. Gloria Spratt is eating fat pork with molasses in it. She comes over to kiss Spratt. He repulses her. She wants to bite his ear. He won’t let her. She tries to pick him up and hug him, but he slips out of her arms and darts out of the room.

At this point, the legend is put on the screen: — 

This Great Big, Yearning, Full-Blooded, Over-Ballasted Woman is not Satisfied. Her Love Turns Cold

Mrs. Spratt, now cold, writing at a little table a telegram to a former lover. You can see the address, “William de Bulk, New York,” and the message is put right on to the screen to read: — 

My Marriage is a Mistake. Come to Me

This is the point, I think, at which the clergy begin to weep. But before they have time to weep much the scene changes with a sudden flip. A title is written: — 

Spratt, in his Study, Dictates his Poem to his Stenographer, Clementina Click

Ha! Ha! Do you notice his stenographer, as thin as a meridian of longitude, and with her hair in Cleo de Merode forehead flaps, and with eyes like a cow? Something will be doing here.

The Gentle Girl, as Thin as She is Good, Hangs on the Poet’s Words

Then the picture changes again. Arrival of William de Bulk. You see him buzz up in his motor. You see the wooden Butler take his stick. Then you see him enter and greet Gloria.

“William! How Stout You Have Grown!”

He has a big face like a thug, but he must be all right because the writing says: — 

The Big, True-Hearted Man has Come at Once to the Woman he had Loved

William takes Gloria Spratt away in his motor. It is made to look like an elopement, but if you follow it closely it is all in the same day. It has to be, or the clergy would stop crying!

“Take me away, William. I Want to Forget. I Want to Plunge into the Vortex of Gaiety”

He plunges her in. William and Gloria in a restaurant eating beefsteak; wild scene of gaiety; Hawaiian orchestra; ginger ale; Greek waiters; gramophones; all the fierce vortex of Metropolitan life. William tells the story of his life. You can see him do it in side pictures: — 

“Yes, Gloria, after You Left me, I Married. But I Grew Stout, and my Wife Abandoned me to Seek a More Intellectual Life than I could Give Her”

William is seen to bow his head in grief. Then the picture changes back to the Spratt mansion.

Freed from the Pressure of His Wife’s Society, Spratt Abandons Himself to His Poetic Dreams

The picture spins. Spratt (at 10.30) writing a sonnet. Spratt in the garden of the Spratt mansion (11.30) reading the sonnets to his stenographer. Spratt at lunch with his stenographer, reading the sonnet again. Ease and a tranquil mind are changing him already. At 11.30 he is distinctly stouter than he was. At 1 p. m. he is quite fat.

The scene changes. Gloria and William at afternoon tea. (4 p. m.)

But even in the Whirl of Gaiety This Great Big, True-Hearted, Able-Bodied Woman Cannot Forget. She Pines

Pictures of Mrs. Spratt pining. She is losing flesh. At 4 p. m., she is far less stout than she was at 3.30. At 4.30 it is still more noticeable.

The picture changes. Spratt with Clementina Click in the garden. He is reading her his sonnet for the tenth time. He is quite stout. Clementina Click shows signs of restlessness. She rises and paces to and fro: — 

“Mr. Spratt, Don’t Read it any More. I Have Made a Fatal Mistake. I Do not Care for Poetry as I Thought I Did. I Left the Best Husband in the World to Seek the Intellectual Life. I Want it no Longer”

The picture changes. William and Gloria beside the Duck Pond in Central Park (5.30 p. m.) She is now quite tall and thin: — 

“William, I Have Done Wrong. Even in this Mad World of Gaiety, Among these Ducks, I Cannot Forget. Take me Home”

Concluding scenes. Arrival of the motor at the Spratt mansion (6 p. m., daylight-saving time). Entry of William and Gloria. The Spratts meet. They each weigh 150 pounds now. They fall into one another’s arms. William and Clementina meet. They fall into one another’s arms. She is his wife.

“William, I Have Been Wrong. Take me Back”

Mrs. Spratt leads them all to the supper table: — 

“Come, We Will Eat the Platter Clean”

And the picture concludes with the legend: — 

And from the Dead Ashes of their Past Lives these Renewed Souls Lift Themselves into a Higher Being. Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday. All this Week


People We Meet in the Movies. The Vampire Woman; as Met in the Movies
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I UNDERSTAND THAT there is a kind of woman round just now called a Vampire Woman, or a Vamp. I’d like to know her. From all I hear she is just the kind of woman that I think I’d like.

I believe I first noticed her in the moving pictures. In these she wears a shimmering, snaky kind of dress that fits her like onion peel. Personally, I know nothing of dress. In fact, my wife says I never observe it. That is an error. At the right moment, I do. And I must say that that onion-peel effect commands my warmest approval. The Vampire Woman wears nothing on her arms and shoulders. She doesn’t need to. And her dress is generally slit up the side a good deal. This allows her freedom of movement. In my opinion she ought to have it. Freedom of movement is a splendid thing.

I don’t mean to say that the Vampire Woman is found only in the moving pictures. You see her in all the new plays and in the magazines, and on the book-covers, and in all the up-to-date advertisements. I read a description of her on the playbill of a theatre the other day, and it said: “Dowered with a fatal and mesmeric charm, the lure of the iridescent beauty concealed the smallness of the soul within.” But that’s all right about the soul. I’m not looking for that. I don’t care how small it is. Give me the iridescent stuff and I can overlook any shortage of soul that goes with it.

In the magazines the Vampire is generally shown in that scene in her boudoir where her victim (she’s been luring him to his destruction) is seen grovelling at her feet. But I never worry about him. He’s a nut. Let him grovel.

In the moving-pictures you always see the two of them, — the Vampire and the Nut, — going out together for the evening. He’s in evening dress, very pale and with his hair plastered down (poor Nut, he’s nearing his end) and she’s in her onion-skin dress with a seal cloak thrown over her shoulders. In this dress you see them entering one of those dreadful places where all the men and women — other Nuts, and Vampires — are sitting at little tables drinking black sarsaparilla out of champagne glasses, and eating black oysters on the half-shell. In other words the place is one of those that are called “fashionable Hadeses” or words to that effect. I know these places ever so well by sight — little marble tables and beautiful rubber trees and Vampires everywhere. I know them. But I can’t find them. I wish someone would open up a few fashionable Hadeses in my home town. I know a lot of men who’d go.

Well, that’s where the pictured Vampire is principally seen; leading the Nut after her; and, of course, as soon as they sit down at the marble table and she picks up the bill of fare, you know that she’s going to order a champagne glass of black sarsaparilla and a plate of black oysters. That’s all right. Let her. I’d pay for them myself. If I could meet that woman I’d buy her black oysters all the evening.

Later on you see her dropping little drops of something into the Nut’s glass. She’s drugging him. I think she puts in little drops of Scotch whisky, or some dreadful stuff like that. In fact, this Vampire Woman doesn’t care for the eighteenth amendment one little bit, nor for the interstate commerce clause, nor the ten commandments, nor anything. So she drugs the Nut without compunction. And when she has him just about drugged, she winds her long arms about his neck and that is the end of him. At the same time, if she wants more men to drug I’ll find her a dozen; friends of mine; I know lots of them.

But somehow wherever you see the pictured Vampire woman, it’s always this lucky Nut who is with her. Sometimes you see them in a motor — they use one about as big as a freight car. Sometimes you see them at a Swiss hotel (that’s where she throws the Nut over a precipice); and sometimes on an ocean steamer where there are three thugs, in league with the Vampire, hidden behind a ventilator. But it is always this same kind of Nut that is with her. I wonder at it. It seems as if our whole art and literature — drama, films, magazines and all — were getting filled up and preoccupied with Vampires and Nuts.

But what I think particularly exasperating is the impossibility of finding the Vamp in real life. Often you think you are very near to it, but you never are. In my own town, for example, there are getting to be a lot of women who look a good bit like Vampires. It’s something, I suppose, in the way they dress; not that I ever observe dress at all; like all men I hardly see it. But I’m wonderfully quick in the absence of it. And very often when I come into the After Dinner Alley of a hotel, or the corridor of the theatre. I say to myself, “Here are Vampires!” But they never are. You think they are till you get near them and meet them, and then you’re disappointed. The other night just when I thought I had met a real one, she turned to me and said, “I want so much to introduce my husband.” It jarred upon me. And a few nights before that I met two, or what I thought to be two, who had on Onion Skins and were just going out for the evening. So I took it for granted that they must be going to one of those fashionable Hadeses with the sarsaparilla and the black oysters. I went with them. But it turned out to be a lecture on Recent Advances in Physical Science. Too bad, wasn’t it? Personally, I don’t care whether Physical Science advances or goes backward. Especially after that.

I suppose the trouble is that they want to be Vampires and can’t. We’re such a hopelessly moral race, after two thousand years of law courts and penitentiaries that we can’t be bad if we try to. It’s no use. We give a “New Year’s Revel” and you couldn’t distinguish it in tone from a Sunday school picnic. We hold a Mardi Gras, and it’s as moral as a Mother’s Convention. So I see now why those women went to the Advances in Physical Science. It’s the only thing that dares to make them.

And I think I begin to see, too, more in that Nut than I did at first. After all he has his points about him. Did you notice, in the movies the reckless way in which he left that pocketbook full of money on the leather seat? I wouldn’t do that. And did you observe how he gave the twenty dollar gold piece to the doorkeeper, and the way in which, on the steamer, even after they had him drugged, he tried to fight the three thugs all at once? That little Nut has a size to him that you and I haven’t got. And he and the Vampires are primitive elemental types and we aren’t and haven’t been for two thousand years. But there’s a faint survival in us of what we were that makes us admire them.

In anything that I have said I shouldn’t wish to disparage for a moment the splendid types of women that we see about us. It is fine to think of the progress that women have made in this last generation. Everywhere now we have women who vote. We have even women who are fit to hold office and take a seat upon a board. In fact I know a lot of them that I would be pleased to put on a board and leave there for years.

Oh no, I have nothing to say against the new women’s movement. I only mean that when it started I got left behind. I imagine that quite a lot of other men did, too.


The Raft: An Interlude
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(THE KIND OF interlude that is sandwiched in for fifteen minutes between the dances in a musical revue.)

The curtain rises and the light comes on the stage slowly, gradually revealing a raft in the middle of the sea. The dawn is breaking. The raft has the stub of a mast sticking up on it and there is a chair on it and a litter of boxes and things.

On the raft is a man. He has on white flannel trousers, and a sky-blue flannel shirt, but no collar and tie.

He stands up and looks all around the horizon, his hand shading his eyes. He speaks in a sepulchral voice.

 

“Lost! Lost! Alone on the Caribbean Sea.” (In a more commonplace voice) “at least I think it’s the Caribbean. It looks Caribbean to me. Lost! And not a woman in sight. . . . I thought that in this kind of thing there is always a woman. Ha! Wait! There’s one!”

(He is much excited and gets a long spy-glass and shoots it in and out at different lengths searching the sea.)

“No! — it’s only seaweed. . . . Ba!”

(He goes and sits down on a chair and yawns.)

“I call this kind of thing dull! There’s really nothing to do.”

(He gets a box of shoe polish and starts to polish his shoes with a rag. Presently — )

“I think I’ll look around for a woman again. It really is the only thing to do, on a raft — or anywhere else.”

(He takes his spy-glass and looks again.)

“By Jove! Yes! yes! There’s one floating in the sea right there. Quick! Quick!”

(In great excitement he runs over to the mast, where a little looking-glass hangs and starts putting on a collar and tie, and brushing his hair in terrible haste. . . . He can’t find his collar-stud, etc., etc., and keeps muttering — )

“I must keep calm — a woman’s life depends on my getting this collar on.”

(He looks over his shoulder.)

“She’s floating nearer—”

(In the light of the rising sun the girl is now seen floating nearer and nearer.)

“ — and nearer — and she’s a peach. . . . I must save her! I must plunge in after her.”

(He stands in the attitude of a person about to dive into the sea, swinging his arms and counting.)

“One — two — three—” (nearly dives but checks himself and goes on) “four — five — SIX. . . . Ah, I forgot! I’ve no swimming costume. . . . Wait a bit, though!”

(He picks up off the raft a long, long pole with a hook on the end.)

“Ha!”

(The girl is quite near now. He hooks her on the pole and hauls her on to the raft. . . . She sinks down flat on it, inanimate, her eyes closed, her face to the audience.) (Note: the girl of course is not wet: that would only mess the act up.)

“What next? Ah, one moment.”

(He runs over to a little bookshelf that is stuck up on the top of the mast, takes out a book, sits down in a chair, and reads aloud very deliberately.)

“ ’Rules for re — for, re-sus — for resuscitating the Damned, — the Drowned: In resuscitating the drowned it must be remembered that not a moment must be lost.’ ”

(He settles himself more comfortably in his chair to get a better light to read by.)

“ ’Every minute is of vital — of vital’ — humph, I must get my eye glass.”

(He goes and hunts it up, polishes it and continues — )

“ ’Of vital importance. First, it is necessary to ascertain whether the heart is still beating.’ — Ah!”

(He gets of his chair and on to the floor of the raft on his toes and hands, makes the motions of attempting to put his ear close down on the girl’s heart, but keeps withdrawing it with sudden shyness.)

“Stop a bit.”

(He goes and gets a cardboard box and takes out a stethoscope so long that, still standing up, he fixes it to his ears and it reaches the girl’s body. He listens and counts, his head on one side and with an air of great absorption.)

“One.”

(A long pause.)

“One and a half.”

(Another pause.)

“One — eighty-five — right! She’s alive!”

(He gets his book again and reads.)

“ ’The strength of the circulation being different in the male and the female sex, the first thing to do if the victim is a woman is to rub her — to rub her—’ ”

(He finds it difficult to read, and says conclusively — )

“The first thing to do is to rubber. Oh, yes I see: Now where shall I begin? I’ll rub her hands.”

(He takes one of her hands and strokes it very slowly in long loving strokes. After a moment he plucks at the lace cuff at her wrist.)

“Ah, a laundry mark! her name! I must read. Her life hangs on it. ‘Edith Croydon!’ What a beautiful name!”

(He goes on stroking her hand.)

“It doesn’t seem to revive her. Oh, very well, there’s nothing for it.”

(He stands up with an air of great determination, and rolls hack his cuffs.)

“I must rub her legs.”

(The girl starts up.)

“Don’t you dare! You’re no gentleman!”

“Miss Croydon, you misunderstand my motives!”

(He walks away in a huff to the extreme end of the raft and stands with his back turned. The girl meantime runs to the mirror and starts doing her hair, etc.)

“And for the matter of that, I am a gentleman. You’ll find my card hanging there beside the mirror.”

(The girl picks down a large card that hangs beside the mirror and reads aloud.)

“HAROLD BORUS

Story Tale Adventurer

Rafts, Rescues and Other Specialities

Hairbreadth Escapes Shaved to Order.”

“Oh, Mr. Borus, I’m so sorry! Of course I know all about you — everybody does! I must apologize. Do come back on this part of the raft. Forgive me.”

(Borus, coming back, and taking her hand with emotion.)

“Miss Croydon, there is nothing to forgive! If I have saved your life, forget it. Let us never speak of it. Think of me not as a hero, but only as a man!”

“I will!”

“And meantime, please make yourself comfortable. Do take this chair. The entire raft, I need hardly say, is at your disposition. You’ll find the view from the east side most interesting.”

“Thank you so much.”

(They make themselves comfortable and intimate, she on the chair, he on the soapbox, with elaborate gestures of politeness.)

“And do tell me, Mr. Borus, how did you get here?”

“Very gladly. You won’t mind if I begin at the beginning?”

“Must you?”

“It’s usual. . . .”

“Oh, all right.”

“Well then—” (striking an attitude of recitation.)

“Little did I think—”

“No, I suppose not.”

“ — when I left Havana in a packet—”

“Oh, Mr. Borus, who put you in a packet?”

“ — in a packet-boat, that I should be wrecked on the dry Tortugas.”

(The Girl, clasping her hands with agitation.)

“The Dry Tortugas!! Oh, Mr. Borus, have the Tortugas gone dry?”

“We had hardly left when a great storm arose. . . . A monstrous wave carried away the bridge.”

“Good heavens!”

“We struggled on. A second wave carried away the rudder, the propeller, the wireless apparatus and the stethescope!!”

“Great heavens!”

“We struggled on. A third wave carried away the bar. It was at once decided to abandon the ship and lower the boats.”

(The Girl, perplexed.)

“But why?”

“To look for the bar. . . . In the confusion I was left behind. The storm subsided. I continued to make a raft out of a few loose iron beams fastened together by nuts.”

“Fastened by nuts, Mr. Borus, but I thought you were the only one left in the ship?”

“ — by nuts. This raft, Miss Croydon, cannot sink, it is all made of iron.”

“How splendid! And now let me tell you my adventures.”

“No, no, don’t trouble, please. You’re exhausted! Don’t — you might faint!”

“Looking back,” (The Girl goes on very dramatically) “it all seems a blank.”

(Borus very hurriedly.)

“All right, it’s a blank. It’s a blank. Let it go at that.”

“Mr. Borus, I think you’re terribly rude. You might let me tell my adventures!”

“Miss Croydon” (very seriously) “how many heroes are there in any story of adventure?”

“Only one.”

“Well, I’m it. You must be something else.”

(Miss Croydon pettishly.)

“I don’t want to be. All I know is that I’m cold and I’m hungry, and I don’t think that I’ll stay!”

“Cold! Hungry!!”

(He gets up and starts running round with animation, making preparations.)

“Cold! Ha! ha! I’ll soon have a fire for you!”

“A fire, Mr. Borus, how can you possibly start a fire?”

(Borus laughs.)

“A very simple matter, Miss Croydon, to a trained hero like myself.”

(He has picked up an empty pan and set it on a box.)

“I do it simply with sticks rubbed together.”

“By rubbing dry sticks together! Like the Indians I’ve read about? How wonderful you are.”

“I am.”

(He picks up two or three very little dry twigs.)

“I take the dry sticks, so—”

“Yes! Yes!”

“And first rub them together, so—”

“Yes! Yes!”

“With a sort of twisting motion.”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Then I put them in the pan with a bit of paper, so—” (he takes out a match-box as he speaks) “and strike a match and light them.”

(He lights the paper and the twigs and they blaze up in a little flame. Edith Croydon and Borus warm their hands at it; she speaks.)

“How really wonderful!”

“Yes. It’s the Peruvian method! And now for food and drink.”

(The little fire presently flickers out, and has nothing more to do with the act.)

“Have you food and drink on the raft, Mr. Borus? I think you are simply superb.”

“I am. Now let me see.” (He starts taking things out of a box.) “What have we here? Tinned paté de foie gras.”

“Lovely!”

“Canned asparagus. Do you like canned asparagus?”

“Oh, I worship it.”

“Tin of boneless pheasant.”

“Oh, Mr. Borus, I’m just mad over boneless pheasant!”

(Borus, taking out the cans and reading the labels, with exclamations from The Girl — )

“Boneless pheasant — finless fish — spineless sardines — tongueless tongue — now what shall it be first?”

(Borus with great empressement has just laid a little white cloth on a soap-box, and quickly spread out glasses and dishes and knives and forks till it has the appearance of an appetizing preparation. They both accompany it with exclamations of interest and delight. Miss Croydon says)

“Let me see. I think I’d like first, paté de foie gras and finless fish, and just a teeny bit of shelless lobster, — and — and—”

(When suddenly Borus has sprung to his feet with a sort of howl.)

“Oh, Mr. Borus, what is it?”

(Borus casting his hands to heaven — )

“I haven’t got — I haven’t got—”

“Yes — yes—”

“I forgot—”

“Yes — yes — you forgot—”

“The can opener! Great heavens, we have no can opener!!”

(The Girl exclaims — )

“No can opener!” (and falls forward on the table.)

(Borus): “Stop! Wake up! I can open them!”

(He makes a wild attack on the tins, beating them, and stamping on them, and biting them, etc., etc. Presently he subsides in despair and collapses on the soap-box.)

“It’s no good, Miss Croydon. We must eat the tins. You eat first. You are a woman.”

“No, Mr. Borus, not yet. We can at least” (she speaks with tragedy)— “we can at least drink. Let us drink before we die.”

“You are right. We can drink before we die. It is more than a lot of people can do.”

(He recovers something of his animation and begins taking out bottles and setting them on the table.)

“There! Bottled ale. Bass’s bottled ale!”

“Oh, Mr. Borus, how divine! I just worship Bass’s bottled ale.”

“Now then, get your glass ready.”

“Right.”

(Then he leaps up again with a howl.)

“What is it, Mr. Borus, — Oh, what is it?”

“The thing — the thing you open it with!! I haven’t got one!”

(They both collapse. Borus slightly recovering, but gloomily):

“There’s a way of opening these bottles with a fifty-cent piece. . . .” (feeling in his pocket) “but I haven’t got a fifty-cent piece.”

(Miss Croydon, brightly)

“Oh, never mind, I think I have a dollar bill in my purse.”

(Business here of trying to open the bottle by holding a dollar bill over it. At last Borus says):

“It’s no good, Miss Croydon. We must resign ourselves to our fate. If we must die” (he takes a noble attitude)— “you are a woman. Die first!”

(There is a sadness and then Miss Croydon says):

“Mr. Borus, it’s getting dark.”

(Borus looks up at the sky.)

“Yes, the sun will soon set.”

“Already, Mr. Borus?”

“Yes, Miss Croydon. Night comes quickly in the tropics. Look, the sun is setting.”

(The sun, seen as a round, red disk at the back of the stage, begins to set in jumps, about a yard at a time. When it has got near the bottom it takes a long whirl up again and then goes under. The stage is half dark.)

(Borus): “It is night!”

“Night! Here on the raft? Oh, I mustn’t stay.”

“Miss Croydon, I intend to treat you with the chivalry of a hero. One moment.”

(Borus takes an oar and sticks it up, and takes a big gray blanket and fastens it across the raft like a partition, so as to divide the raft in two.)

“Miss Croydon” (says Borus, looking over the top of the blanket) “that end of the raft is absolutely yours.”

“How chivalrous you are!”

“Not at all. I shall not intrude upon you in any way. Good-night.”

“Good-night, Mr. Borus.”

(They each begin making preparations for sleep, one each side of the curtain. Borus stands up and puts his head over again.)

“You’ll find a candle and matches near your bed.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Borus, how noble you are.”

“Not at all.”

(After another little interlude Borus puts his head over the top again.)

“I am now putting my head over this blanket for the last time. If there is anything you want, say so now. And remember if you want anything in the night do not hesitate to call me. I shall be here — at any moment. I promise it. Good-night.”

“Good-night, Mr. Borus.”

(They settle down in the growing darkness for a few minutes as if falling asleep. Then all of a sudden a bright light, a searchlight; comes shining over the sea, full on the raft. They both start up.)

“Oh, Mr. Borus, look, look, a light — a ship!!”

(Borus): “A light — a ship! They may have a corkscrew! We’re saved. Look — it’s a large yacht — a pleasure yacht.”

(There are voices heard.)

“Raft, Ahoy!” — (and shouts.)

(Miss Croydon): “A pleasure yacht! Oh, then I recognize it!”

“You recognize it?”

“It’s the yacht I fell out of this morning.”

“Fell out of—”

“Yes. You wouldn’t let me tell you. . . .”

(There is a call across the water.)

“Raft ahoy! Stand by! We’re lowering a boat.”

(Borus): “Saved! Saved! But there is just one thing I want to say before we go aboard . . . Miss Croydon — Edith — since I’ve been on this raft I’ve learned to love you as I never could have anywhere else. Edith, will you be my wife?”

(Miss Croydon, falling into his arms):

“Will I? Oh, Harold, that’s what I fell out of the yacht for!”

(Curtain)

 



	
 


	
It is to be noticed that this piece is all ready to put on the stage. Actors anxious for dramatic rights may apply by telegraph or on foot.
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First Call for Spring. — or — . Oh, Listen to the Birds
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I GATHER THAT spring is approaching. I am not an observant man, but as the days go by, the signs begin to multiply. Even for me that means that spring is at hand.

I take this early occasion to notify the public of my opinion and to support it with collateral facts. I am anxious this year to be among the first in the field. Among the signs on which I base my views that spring is near, I may mention that I observe that the snow has gone: that the income tax declarations are being distributed at the post-office; and that the sign BOCK BEER is hung out at the Marshal Foch Café, formerly the Kaiserhoh.

Spring then is upon us. The first call for spring has come: and I should like to suggest that this year we meet it firmly and quietly and with none of the hysterical outburst that it usually provokes in people of a certain temperament. I refer to those unfortunate beings called “lovers of nature.”

Each year I have been pained to notice that the approach of spring occasions a most distressing aberration in the conduct of many of my friends. Beside my house, a few doors on the right, I have an acquaintance who is a Nature Man. All through the winter he is fairly quiet, and an agreeable friendly fellow, quite fit for general society. I notice him, it is true, occasionally grubbing under the snow. I have once or twice seen him break off a frozen twig from a tree, and examine it. On one occasion, indeed, last winter he was temporarily unmanned by seeing a black bird (otherwise harmless) sitting on a bough. But for the most part his conduct during the colder weather is entirely normal.

Spring, however, at once occasions in my Nature friend a distressing disturbance. He seems suddenly to desire, at our every meeting, to make himself a channel of information as between the animate world and me. From the moment that the snow begins to melt, he keeps me posted as to what the plants and the birds and the bees are doing. This is a class of information which I do not want, and which I cannot use. But I have to bear it.

My Nature friend passes me every morning with some new and bright piece of information: something that he thinks so cheery that irradiates his face. “I saw a finch this morning,” he says. “Oh, did you,” I answer. “I noticed a scarlet tanager this afternoon,” says my friend. “You don’t say so!” I reply. What a tanager is I have never known: I hope I never shall. When my Nature friend says things of this sort all I can do is to acquiesce. I can’t match his information in any way. In point of ornithology I only know two birds, the crow and the hen. I can tell them at once either by their plumage or by their song. I can carry on a nature conversation up to the limit of the crow and the hen; beyond that, not.

So for the first day or so in spring, I am able to say, “I saw a crow yesterday,” or “I noticed a hen out walking this morning.” But somehow my crow and hen seem to get out of date awfully quickly. I get ashamed of them and never refer to them again. But my friend keeps up his information for weeks, running through a whole gamut of animals. “I saw a gopher the other day,” he says, “guess what the little fellow was doing?” If only he knew it I’d like to break out and answer, “I don’t care what the Hades the little fellow was doing.” But, like everybody else, I suppose, I have not the assurance or the cruelty to break in upon the rapture of the Nature Man. Some day I shall: and when I do, let him watch out.

My particular anger with these Nature Men such as my friend, springs, I think, from the singularly irritating kind of language that they use: a sort of ingratiating wee-wee way in which they amalgamate themselves, as it were, with nature. They really seem to feel so cute about it. If a wee hepatica peeps above the snow they think they’ve done it. They describe it to you in a peculiar line of talk almost like baby language. “What do you think I saw?” says the Nature Man. “Just the tiniest little shoot of green peeping from the red-brown of the willow!” He imitates it with his thumb and finger to show the way the tiny little shoot shoots. I suppose he thinks he’s a little bud himself. I really believe that my particular friend actually imagines himself in spring-time to be a wee hepatica, or a first crocus, or the yellow-underleaf of a daffodil.

And notice, too, the way in which they refer to colours; never plain and simple ones like red or black or blue; always stuff like “red-brown” or “blue-green.” My friend asks me if I have noticed the peculiar soft “yellow-brown” that the water fowl puts on in spring. Answer: No, I haven’t: I haven’t seen any water-fowl: I don’t know where you look for them and I didn’t know that they put anything on. As for “yellow-brown” I didn’t know that there was any such colour. I have seen a blue-black crow this year, and I have noticed a burnt-indigo-sepia hen: but beyond that I have not seen anything doing.

Worst of all, and, in fact, verging on paresis is the state of mind of the Nature Man in regard to the birds. When he speaks of them his voice takes on a peculiar whine. My Nature friend told me yesterday that he had seen two orioles just beginning to build a nest behind his garage. He said he “tiptoed” to the spot (notice the peculiar wee-wee language that these people use) — and then stood rooted there watching them. I forget whether he said “rooted” or “riveted”: on occasions like this he sometimes reports himself as one and sometimes as the other. But why on earth, if he is once fairly rooted does he come unrooted again?

I therefore wish to give this plain and simple notice, meant without malice: If any other of my friends has noticed a snowdrop just peeping above the edge of the turf, will he mind not telling me. If any of them has noticed that the inner bark of the oak is beginning to blush a faint blue-red, would he mind keeping it to himself. If there is any man that I know who has seen two orioles starting to build a nest behind his garage, and if he has stood rooted to the ground with interest and watched the dear little feathered pair fluttering to and fro, would he object to staying rooted and saying nothing about it?

I am aware that I ought long ago to have spoken out openly to my nature friends. But I have, I admit, the unfortunate and weak-minded disposition that forces me to smile with hatred in my heart. My unhappy neighbour does not suspect that I mean to kill him. But I do. I have stood for all that tanager and oriole stuff that I can. The end is coming. And as for that hepatica just putting its tiny face above the brown of the leaf — well, wait, that’s all. Some day, I know it, I shall all of a sudden draw a revolver on my friend and say, “Listen. This has gone far enough. Every spring for many years you have stopped me in the street and told me of this nature stuff. And I have stood for it and smiled. You told me when the first touch of brown appeared on the underwing of the lark, and I let you say it. You kept me posted as to when the first trillium appeared from a pile of dead oak leaves under a brush-heap: and I let you tell it to me and never said that all I knew of trilliums was in connection with the German reparations indemnity. But the thing is exhausted. Meet your fate as you can. You are going where the first purple-pink of the young rhododendron will be of no interest to you.”

I don’t want to appear surly. But I am free to admit that I am the kind of man who would never notice an oriole building a nest unless it came and built it in my hat in the hat room of the club. There are other men like me too: and the time has come when we must protect ourselves. There are signs of spring that every sensible man respects and recognizes. He sees the oysters disappear from the club bill-of-fare, and knows that winter is passing; he watches boiled new California potatoes fall from 25 to 10 cents a portion and realizes that the season is advancing. He notes the first timid appearance of the asparagus just peeping out of its melted butter: and he sees the first soft blush on the edge of the Carolina Strawberry at one-dollar-and-fifty cents a box. And he watches, or he used to watch, in the old day beyond recall, for the sign BOCK BEER TO-DAY that told him that all nature was glad.

These are the signs of spring that any man can appreciate. They speak for themselves. Viewed thus, I am as sensitive to the first call for spring as any of my fellows. I like to sit in my club with my fellow members of like mind and watch its coming and herald its approach.

But for the kind of spring that needs a whole text book of biology to interpret it, I have neither use nor sympathy.


How I Succeeded in My Business. Secrets of Success as Related in the Best Current Literature
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I HAD BEEN employed in one business and another quite a good few years, more years than I cared to look back upon; and yet I hadn’t made good. I hadn’t made good, and I knew I hadn’t made good, and sometimes the knowledge that I hadn’t made good made me feel bad. Often I said to my wife when I came home nights, “Doll,” I said, “I haven’t made good.” “No, Jim, old boy,” she’d say, “I know you haven’t made good, but never mind you’ll make good yet.” And then I’d see a tear fall from her eye on to the dresser. After that I’d go out and sit in the back yard and feel real bad.

Often I used to think it over as to why it was I hadn’t made good. I’d had about as much education as most, and more experience than many and better chances than some. I was willing enough and steady enough. I was a non-drinker and a non-smoker; I never touched a card and had never seen a horse race in my life, and never been inside the doors of a pool-room. Yet I knew as well as anybody just where my shortcomings were; I lacked pep, I had no punch, I had practically no magnetism, and I didn’t react quickly on a given environment. And I knew that now-a-days in business it is magnetism and pep and reaction that make for success. Then, too, I failed in the little things; I couldn’t add up more than one column of figures at a time and my memory was no good: things seemed to slip out of it. Often when I came home of an evening I’d say to my wife, “Doll,” I’d say, “my memory is no good.” “What is it you can’t remember, Jim?” she’d say. “I forget,” I’d answer, and I’d groan.

Then, also, though of course I didn’t know it, my diet was all wrong. Every morning I filled myself up with coffee, and I was a meat eater, and I used to enjoy every meal I ate without any idea of the proper proportion of farraginous and nitrogenous units. I had no notion in those days that for every unit of albuminous farrago that a man eats, he ought to have a definite quantity of hydrogen and a fixed proportion of pollen.

Well, I was thinking it all over one Monday morning in the back yard before going to work, when all of a sudden the reason of my failure came to me like a flash. I had no belief in myself: that was it. I couldn’t accomplish anything because I couldn’t believe in myself and didn’t react upon myself. I got up and I walked right into the house to the kitchen where Doll was getting the breakfast ready. “Doll,” I said, “I’ve found out what was wrong. I’ve got to believe in myself,” and I hit the table with my fist till it jumped up. “Oh, Jim,” Doll said, “you frighten me!” “Ha! Ha!” I laughed — that was the first time in six years that Doll had ever said that I frightened her— “I frighten you, do I? Well, then fetch me some farraginous food.” “Won’t you have your bacon,” says Doll, “I was just getting it ready?” “No, Doll,” I said, “don’t you realize that bacon contains more units of nitrogen than I can absorb in the office. The attempt to absorb nitrogenous food, Doll, depresses the nerve centres and lowers the tone of the system. Get me some sour buttermilk and half a dipper of baked beans so cooked as to emphasize their albuminous properties.” “Coffee?” said Doll. “No, Doll,” I answered, “not a drop: get me a little popped bran, mixed with warm water.”

Well, I got my breakfast and I started down to the office for my new job just feeling fine. I could sense myself reacting against everything. “Jim Dudley,” I kept repeating to myself, “you’re going to make good.” The first person I ran into at the office was the general manager just going in.

“You’re ten minutes early, Dudley,” he said.

“Mr. Kitson,” I answered, “I’d rather be early than not: the employee who values his employer’s time more than his own reacts backward to his own emolument.”

And with that I opened my desk and got right to work. I guess I never worked in my life as I did that morning. Everything seemed easy. Letters I would have taken half an hour to consider I answered in two minutes. And every letter I answered I tried to put in just a little sunshine. Even if I didn’t know who the correspondent was I found time to write in Peek-a-boo! or Keep on Smiling! or some little thing like that. “Jim Dudley,” I said to myself, “you’re going to make good.”

Two or three times in the morning Mr. Kitson walked through the office. “Hard at it, Dudley,” he said. “Mr. Kitson,” I answered, “the employee who is not hard at it is defrauding both himself and his employer of his proper integument.”

Well, along about one o’clock Mr. Kitson came over to my desk. “Dudley,” he said, “I’ve something I want to talk to you about, come out to have lunch with me.” “All right, Mr. Kitson,” I answered, “I’ve one more postcard to write and then I’ll come.” “Never mind the postcard, Jim,” he said, “that can look after itself.” “Mr. Kitson,” I said, “Napoleon used to make it a rule never to begin a postcard without finishing it.”

Well, I got the postcard all nicely fixed up and signed and got my hat and went out with Mr. Kitson to a swell club. There was a big bill of fare, but I took no meat at all, only half a bucket of spinach. I noticed that Mr. Kitson ate nothing but boiled water-cress.

“Now, Jim,” said Mr. Kitson, “I’ve had my eye on you all the morning, and I believe you’re the man we want. The company wants someone to go to Kansas City to line up a man and to swing a big proposition.”

“Mr. Kitson,” I interrupted, “I can line him up and swing it.”

“When can you go?”

“Right now,” I said, “as soon as I finish my spinach. Just tell me what it is that I swing when I get there.”

“Good!” he said. “The man that you are to see is John Smith of John Street. Can you remember the name? Better write it down.”

“I don’t need to,” I said. “Just say the name over three or four times and my memory will take a grip on it. I’ll take a few deep breaths while you say it.”

So I went right over to the house and packed my grip.

“Doll,” I said, “I’m off to Kansas City.”

“What to do?” Doll asked.

“To swing a proposition,” I answered. “It’s a big thing, Doll, with big people, and if I make good we’ll come out big.”

I left on the cars that night, and all the way out I ate grass and cultivated my memory and reacted all the time on everything I saw.

Well, when I got to Kansas City, I found I was up against something pretty big, all right. I found John Smith but he wouldn’t see me. I went right into his office, and I said, “Mr. Smith, can I see you?” “No,” he said, “you can’t.” However, I hung on. “Let me see you,” I said. “No, I won’t,” he answered. Still I wouldn’t give in. I went up to his house that evening and right into his library. “Can I see you now?” I asked. “No,” he answered, “you can’t see me.” “Look here! Mr. Smith,” I pleaded, “I’ve come two thousand miles to see you: let me see you!” “No, Dudley,” he said, “I won’t.”

That went on four days and at last he gave in. “All right, Jim,” he said, “state your business. What do you want?” “I want to line you up — swing you,” I said, “come out with me, Mr. Smith, and eat spinach, and I’ll tell you about it.”

So I took him out to a swell restaurant where they had the best spinach in Kansas City. “Now,” I said after we had eaten, “you’re a big man and this is a big thing: we want to put over something pretty big and you’re the man we want in on it. You’re big.”

“Jim,” he said, “you talk well. And what’s more, you’ve got personality and that’s the biggest thing in business to-day. As soon as I see a man who has personality, I do whatever he wants. Personality gets me every time.”

So I got what I wanted, and I took the train right back to New York. Doll met me at the depot. I kissed her right there on the platform. “Did you swing it?” she asked. “Yes, Doll, I did,” I answered. I saw Doll drop a tear right on the platform. “Good old Jim,” she said.

Next morning I found an envelope on my desk with a cheque for five thousand dollars in it.

Well, that was how I got my first start. Once the firm found that I could line up a man and swing a thing of that size there was lots more for me to do. So the end of it was they made me the head of the company. “It’s no use trying to keep you down, Jim,” said Mr. Kitson. “You’re the biggest of all of us.”

So I went home to Doll and I said, “Doll,” I said, “I’m made president of the company.” “Oh, Jim!” she said, “you’ve made good. I’m so proud — and I’m proud of the company, too, now that you’re president of it. So you must tell me all about it, what it does and what it makes and sells.”

“Doll,” I answered, “don’t ask me. I’ve been so busy swinging propositions and lining things up and breathing and eating spinach, that I’ve never had time to find out what on earth the company does do.”


The Dry Banquet
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I HAD ONCE a good friend, now gone from this scene, whose custom it was, on any and each occasion when a topic of importance came up, to say “Well! let us start a national movement about it.”

As I remember it, he never got very far with any of them. He generally started them at our club at lunch, which is always the brightest hour of the social reformer. “Let us organize ourselves, into an informal committee,” he would say. And he organized us. It was done, as I recall it, merely by pushing the bell and ordering another bottle of claret.

But after lunch my friend always fell asleep, and somehow, by the time he woke, the national movement had vanished. He is gone now where there are no national movements and no organization. But I have served, I hope with distinction, on so great a number of his informal committees that something of the habit clings to me.

I have a national movement that I want to organize now. And I know no better way of doing it than through the pages of this book. I want to gather together into one single compact body all my fellow sufferers of the dry banquet, and, when I have us together, I want to hurl us with irresistible impact at the walls of society. Of our power there can be no doubt. I believe that if we were extended in a single line we would reach nearly to Havana. Unfortunately, not quite.

But observe that I am not saying a word, here and now, against prohibition. I am only talking of the obvious insanity, under prohibition of keeping up the peculiar institution called a BANQUET. Even the most ardent prohibitionist will admit that the original meaning of a Banquet was a gathering for the sake of eating and drinking. It may have been wrong. But that was the idea. And what is more, they didn’t drink water.

At Belshazzar’s Feast, when Belshazzar arose and said “Gentlemen, I want you to rise and fill your glasses and drink to the health of a man whom this city of Babylon delights to honour, a man whom we have the privilege of entertaining to-night, Mr. Nebuchadnezzar,” — when he said that, the Babylonians did not fill up their glasses with water, or lift up their coffee cups and make a pretense of drinking from the cold dregs of a demi tasse.

If you remove the drinking of toasts from a banquet, you are acting the play of Hamlet without Hamlet. For the eating part of it is at best only Ophelia.

If there is anything more conspicuously silly than a group of two or three hundred men being invited to “fill up their glasses” and drink pint after pint of water to the health of their fellow-sufferer, I want to see it. If you add to this the fact that heavy eating has already brought them to the verge of somnolence, that their native spirits are buried under four pounds of beefsteak, some idea may be formed of the ironic misery of a dry “banquet.”

Speaking in a personal sense, I do not want to seem ungrateful for the hospitality that I have received. But I have attended four dry banquets in the last four weeks, and am suffering still. At the latest of them I drank a pint of water to the health of the President of the United States. I drank, as a loyal British subject, nearly a quart for King George. I drank half a pint to the Supreme Court of the United States; one pint to our Great Universities; two each to our larger railroads, and one gill to the League of Nations. It is, speaking frankly, just a little too much.

Even more dreadful to contemplate is the awful quantity of food devoured, in sheer ennui, at the dry banquet. With the absence of wine, the lightness of the thing is lost. There is nothing to do but eat. I have seen a man sit and eat celery, at the opening of a dry banquet, for twenty minutes from sheer misery of soul. I have watched another eat forty-two olives one after the other. I have even noticed men pick the table decorations off the cloth and eat them; and last week I saw a man eat a flag without observing what it was. When the different meats are brought, the guests go on eating automatically and undiscerningly; they only stop when there is no more.

Last month at one single sitting we each ate:

10 olives

2 yards of celery

1 half a bucket of soup

12 sq. inches Filet de Sole Momay

16 ozs. avoirdup. Virginia Ham

16    “       “       Beef au J.

108 Cubic Centimetres Soufflé

and after that we lost track, and sat among a welter of French pastry, cheese, and fruit, scarcely conscious. And right at the end I saw my left hand neighbour reach out and eat a radish. Some of us would have eaten nuts, but we had no strength to crack them.

And then, it is at this moment of the dry banquet that the toastmaster, merry fellow, rises with his glass of water and starts up the oratory of the evening.

In the wicked old days, now amended constitutionally, the speeches were supposed to be gay. Laughter was the order of the evening. I am quite sure that, at Belshazzar’s Feast, Mr. Nebuchadnezzar had no sooner got upon his feet than the whole room was filled with a pleasant expectancy. “Well, gentlemen,” he would say, “I want to tell you that I am glad to be here!” That was all that was needed. The company burst into a roar of merriment. There was, or was supposed to be, something so droll in the way in which Mr. Nebuchadnezzar got up, something so inimitable in the way in which he looked about him round the room, that the impulse to laughter was irresistible. And when Mr. Nebuchadnezzar went on to say: “I want to tell you, gentlemen, a little story about a commercial traveller who was going from Babylon to Damascus,” the room became a mere uproar of laughter and applause.

But now! O Tempora, O Mores! The after-dinner speeches have changed into after-dinner lectures. Nebuchadnezzar rises in his place, serious, lantern-jawed and dull. Who ever could have thought the fellow amusing! He faces an audience, heavy, somnolent, bored to death already, hating everything and everybody, and only wanting to be gone.

Then he makes a speech on the Babylonian Canal System. There are reporters sitting all around him writing it down on tablets of mud. He gives all the statistics of the mileage of the Babylonian canals, he goes into the technique of the siltage of the mud, he touches lightly on the new mud shovel, he assures the auditors that we can now lift fifty tons of mud per hour. You can almost feel him lifting it as he talks. And the next day the Babylonian papers record the gay gathering with a great capital heading. FIFTY TONS OF MUD PER HOUR — enjoyable gathering at the Belshazzar Banquet.

This is what is going on about us every evening. And for some reason or other there has arisen a sort of conspiracy of silence in regard to it. There is such a decent tradition abroad among us about the acceptance of hospitality that no invited guest cares to refuse his invitation. He accepts. He goes. He stands, mournful and resigned, among the little group of the reception committee waiting for the banquet to begin. He walks like a dumb sheep into the banquet hall to the music of “Hail, Columbia!” He eats with due submission his four pounds of beefsteak. He endures the full mud-shovel of statistics that is dumped over him; and, still suffering, reaches, at last the happy moment when he may wrap his fur-lined coat about him and step out into the night. Not even the immortal words of Bryant’s “Thanatopsis” can present, to our minds, a deeper picture of the welcome of everlasting sleep.

If we must be prohibitionists, why not do the thing properly. If the wine is out, away with the Banquet. Let us do all things in order. Let us gather without food or drink and bring our knitting and our crochet work instead. Then, to the cheerful clicking of the busy needles, let us hear with pleased attentiveness the proud statistics of our transportation system.

I have reason to know that there are others, thousands of others who suffer as I do. Some of them are so highly placed that to mention their names might crack the Constitution. One is an Ambassador, several are Governors of States, many, a great many, are Generals, and one a Prince. I can only hope that when the definite announcement of my New Movement is made they will get their knitting needles together and join in.


My Lost Dollar

[image: img53.jpg]

MY FRIEND TODD owes me a dollar. He has owed it to me for twelve months, and I fear there is little prospect of his ever returning it. I can realize whenever I meet him that he has forgotten that he owes me a dollar. He meets me in the same frank friendly way as always. My dollar has clean gone out of his mind. I see that I shall never get it back.

On the other hand I know that I shall remember all my life that Todd owes me a dollar. It will make no difference, I trust, to our friendship, but I shall never be able to forget it. I don’t know how it is with other people; but if any man borrows a dollar from me I carry the recollection of it to the grave.

Let me relate what happened. Todd borrowed this dollar last year on the 8th of April, (I mention the date in case this should ever meet Todd’s eye) just as he was about to leave for Bermuda. He needed a dollar in change to pay his taxi; and I lent it to him. It happened quite simply and naturally, I hardly realized it till it was all over. He merely said “Let me have a dollar, will you!!” And I said, “Certainly. Is a dollar enough?” I believe, in fact I know, that when Todd took that dollar he meant to pay for it.

He sent me a note from Hamilton, Bermuda. I thought when I opened it that the dollar would be in it. But it wasn’t. He merely said that the temperature was up to nearly 100. The figure misled me for a moment.

Todd came back in three weeks. I met him at the train, — not because of the dollar, but because I really esteem him. I felt it would be nice for him to see someone waiting for him on the platform after being away for three weeks. I said, “Let’s take a taxi up to the Club.” But he answered, “No, let’s walk.”

We spent the evening together, talking about Bermuda. I was thinking of the dollar but of course I didn’t refer to it. One simply can’t. I asked him what currency is used in Bermuda, and whether the American Dollar goes at par. (I put a slight emphasis on the American Dollar), but found again that I could not bring myself to make any reference to it.

It took me some time (I see Todd practically every day at my Club) to realize that he had completely forgotten the dollar. I asked him one day what his trip cost him and he said that he kept no accounts. A little later I asked him if he felt settled down after his trip, and he said that he had practically forgotten about it. So I knew it was all over.

In all this I bear Todd no grudge. I have simply added him to the list of men who owe me a dollar and who have forgotten it. There are quite a few of them now. I make no difference in my demeanour to them, but I only wish that I could forget.

I meet Todd very frequently. Only two nights ago I met him out at dinner and he was talking, apparently without self-consciousness, about Poland. He said that Poland would never pay her debts. You’d think a thing like that would have reminded him, wouldn’t you? But it didn’t seem to.

But meantime a thought, — a rather painful thought, — has begun to come in to my mind at intervals. It is this. If Todd owes me a dollar and has forgotten it, it is possible — indeed it is theoretically probable — that there must be men to whom I owe a dollar which I have forgotten. There may be a list of them. The more I think of it the less I like it, because I am quite sure that if I had once forgotten a dollar, I should never pay it, on this side of the grave.

If there are such men I want them to speak out. Not all at once: but in reasonable numbers, and as far as may be in alphabetical order, and I will immediately, write their names down on paper. I don’t count here men who may have lent me an odd dollar over a bridge table: and I am not thinking (indeed I am taking care not to think) of the man who lent me thirty cents to pay for a bottle of plain soda in the Detroit Athletic Club last month. I always find that there’s nothing like plain soda after a tiring ride across the Canadian frontier, and that man who advanced that thirty cents knows exactly why I felt that I had done enough for him. But if any man ever lent me a dollar to pay for a taxi when I was starting for Bermuda, I want to pay it.

More than that: I want to start a general movement, a Back to Honesty movement, for paying all these odd dollars that are borrowed in moments of expansion. Let us remember that the greatest nations were built up on the rock basis of absolute honesty.

In conclusion may I say that I do particularly ask that no reader of this book will be careless enough to leave this copy round where it might be seen by Major Todd, of the University Club of Montreal.


Radio A New Form of Trouble
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WHAT IS RADIO? I shall be only too glad if any reader of this book will write and tell me, simply and in words that I can understand, what Radio is.

Let him understand at the outset that it is no use telling me that by means of Radio, I would be able, seated comfortably in my own armchair to hear the Pittsburgh orchestra. I know it. I don’t want to. Nor need he inform me that, seated comfortably in my own armchair, I can hear a speech by W. J. Bryan. I don’t need to. I heard one.

Nor do I wish for information involving the use of such words as “receiving circuit,” “rheostal,” and “variometer.” These words are no help to me. I have tried them out and I don’t get them. I have already read a little book called “Radio for the Beginner” and it has beaten me. I have sent away for another that is called “Radio for Infants,” but I have very little hope from it. I know already that it will tell me that, any infant nowadays, seated comfortably in his high chair, can hear the Pittsburgh orchestra. And of course it will contain what are called “directions” telling me to “insert my antennæ in my ears.” But I refuse to. It sounds like insults, that we use to use when I was young.

And, most particularly, I don’t want surprising statements about the rapidity of ether waves. It is no use telling me that the Hertzian waves represents 3,000,000,000,000,000 oscillations per second. I believe that that figure is correct but it doesn’t strike me as so terribly fast anyway. After reading for months the statistical figures on the bill of Reparations against Germany and the fall of the Russian Ruble, it leaves me cold.

All that I clearly perceive about Radio is, that a new form of trouble has broken out in the world. One more item has been added to the growing list of Things I Don’t Understand. I know now just how they felt in Ancient Babylon when they hanged the man who invented the first wheelbarrow. Radio, in short, just adds one length to the distance by which I am being left behind.

Indeed the whole Radio business as I read it in the newspapers, seems to be largely in the hands of children. Only last week I noticed that a little boy in the Schenectady Technical High School had made a Radio machine out of an empty sardine can and a piece of stove pipe wire. He must be a bright little fellow. I’d like to choke him. And I see where another bright little fellow (they are called “bright little fellows” in Radio literature) has fixed up a Radio set in his bedroom: it said that his “ærial” was 75 feet long and that he had a “flat top lead-in.” Poor Boy! I forget what he uses his Radio set for. Perhaps he listens to the Pittsburgh orchestra. They mostly do.

Meantime the thing has assumed the proportions of a vast movement. There are Radio shops, Radio fans and a whole growth of Radio literature, magazines, journals, advertisements, and prize competitions. In fact it’s a “world movement”; it takes its place right alongside of prohibition and psychoanalysis and the subconscious mind. In a very short time it will get into the moving pictures and on the stage and into our current novels and eat the heart out of our literature. I was reading the other night, — or was I dreaming, — a “Radio novel” which began something like this, — 

“Angelina sat in her cloistered room, her antennæ in her ears and her eyes idly resting on her direction finder, hearing and yet half not hearing the Pittsburgh orchestra while the Hertzian waves moved drowsily past her at the rate of three million billion miles a second. Suddenly the girl noted among the waves one which sent a throb to her heart. It was his, — Eduardo’s. That familiar and beloved call, “K double Z O double Z.” She would recognize it anywhere. There was a romance about it which thrilled the young girl,— “K ZZ, O. ZZ.”

Hastily she adjusted her amplifier, moved her spark to a better audio-frequency, and opened her condenser till its capacity increased one millionth of a farad. “Eduardo,” she clicked. “It is I. Where are you?” “I am here,” came the answer, “seated comfortably in my armchair, I am listening to a broadcast by one of our greatest national preachers. Tune your wave length, darling” (he said the word, in Radio), “QQ is the sign for it, and cut in and we will listen to it together.” “I will sweetheart,” she answered (HKW).

Rapidly this bright young girl, — she was in the highest grade of the Schenectady Technical High School: the last one that they will allow them to be in, — adjusted her Radio set. In a few moments she had cut in on the same broadcast that Eduardo, far away in the ether, was also absorbing into his vacuum tube. It was wonderful to the girl to think that her antennæ were joined to his by the same wave and that his amplitude and hers, with a proportional deduction for the square of the distance, were now in the circuit. “Thus together they listened to the broadcast their antennæ close locked—”

And would you believe it by the time I had got to this point in the narration of the new Radio novel all of a sudden, it began to seem strangely like, and yet unlike, something that I had read long ago in a forgotten story dealing with New England life in the older days.

Something like this it went. “Together they sat and listened to the voice of the preacher in the pulpit, and as they sat thus, his hand found hers, and their hands remained as they listened, close locked together,—”

Queer isn’t it? The similarity. This new world is not quite so new as might appear. And on the whole I must say I prefer the hand to the antennæ.

Not but what there are great advantages about the new Radio method as thus applied. Before John Strongface (I think that was his name in the New England Novel either that or John Ironheart) could get Priscilla to that pew in the church where he held her hand he had to walk eight miles through the forest on his snow shoes with bears after him and after the service was over he had to help her put on her wraps and tie her muffler round her neck and take her home four miles and eat pumpkin pie with her mother.

Whereas Eduardo with his Radio set! a cinch! No trouble about taking her home, no expense, nothing. All he has to do is to “cut her out.” It is done like this.

“Somehow he felt that the vibration of the girl’s battery was growing fainter. “Tired, love,” he whispered (ZZZZ) (a whisper is indicated by four loud blue sparks). “A little,” she amplified. “Then let us cut out,” signalled Eduardo, “and to-morrow night at eight, seated comfortably in our armchairs we will listen to the Pittsburgh orchestra.” “That will be lovely dearest,” she answered, (QQQ) — 

Then this pure girl — she was taking pure mathematics and pure physics at the Schenectady Technical High School, — clicked out her simple prayers on her Radio, and sank to rest.”

There! Out of all which there seems to grow a moral. I could feel it growing while I was writing this, but it seemed to slip away from me at the end. Something about all the rush and bustle of our modern life, full of inventions and machinery and wonders, leaving us no further on after all, eh, what?


Roughing It in the Bush. My Plans for Moose Hunting in the Canadian Wilderness
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THE SEASON IS now opening when all those who have a manly streak in them like to get out into the bush and “rough it” for a week or two of hunting and fishing. For myself, I never feel that the autumn has been well spent unless I can get out after the moose. And when I go I like to go right into the bush and “rough it” — get clear away from civilization, out in the open, and take fatigue or hardship just as it comes.

So this year I am making all my plans to get away for a couple of weeks of moose hunting along with my brother George and my friend Tom Gass. We generally go together because we are all of us men who like the rough stuff and are tough enough to stand the hardship of living in the open. The place we go to is right in the heart of the primitive Canadian forest, among big timber, broken with lakes as still as glass, just the very ground for moose.

We have a kind of lodge up there. It’s just a rough place that we put up, the three of us, the year before last, — built out of tamarack logs faced with a broad axe. The flies, while we were building it, were something awful. Two of the men that we sent in there to build it were so badly bitten that we had to bring them out a hundred miles to a hospital. None of us saw the place while we were building it, — we were all busy at the time, — but the teamsters who took in our stuff said it was the worst season for the black flies that they ever remembered.

Still we hung to it, in spite of the flies, and stuck at it till we got it built. It is, as I say, only a plain place but good enough to rough it in. We have one big room with a stone fireplace, and bedrooms round the sides, with a wide verandah, properly screened, all along the front. The verandah has a row of upright tamaracks for its posts and doesn’t look altogether bad. In the back part we have quarters where our man sleeps. We had an ice-house knocked up while they were building and water laid on in pipes from a stream. So that on the whole the place has a kind of rough comfort about it, — good enough anyway for fellows hunting moose all day.

The place, nowadays, is not hard to get at. The government has just built a colonization highway, quite all right for motors, that happens to go within a hundred yards of our lodge.

We can get the railway for a hundred miles, and then the highway for forty, and the last hundred yards we can walk. But this season we are going to cut out the railway and go the whole way from the city in George’s car with our kit with us.

George has one of those great big cars with a roof and thick glass sides. Personally none of the three of us would have preferred to ride in a luxurious darned thing like that. Tom says that as far as he is concerned he’d much sooner go into the bush over a rough trail in a buckboard, and for my own part a team of oxen would be more the kind of thing that I’d wish.

However the car is there, so we might as well use the thing especially as the provincial government has built the fool highway right into the wilderness. By taking the big car also we can not only carry all the hunting outfit that we need but we can also, if we like, shove in a couple of small trunks with a few clothes. This may be necessary as it seems that somebody has gone and slapped a great big frame hotel right there in the wilderness, not half a mile from the place we go to. The hotel we find a regular nuisance. It gave us the advantage of electric light for our lodge (a thing none of us care about), but it means more fuss about clothes. Clothes, of course, don’t really matter when a fellow is roughing it in the bush, but Tom says that we might find it necessary to go over to the hotel in the evenings to borrow coal oil or a side of bacon or any rough stuff that we need; and they do such a lot of dressing up at these fool hotels now, that if we do go over for bacon or anything in the evening we might just as well slip on our evening clothes, as we could chuck them off the minute we get back. George thinks it might not be a bad idea, — just as a way of saving all our energy for getting after the moose, — to dine each evening at the hotel itself. He knew some men who did that last year and they told him that the time saved for moose hunting in that way is extraordinary. George’s idea is that we could come in each night with our moose, — such and such a number as the case might be — either bringing them with us or burying them where they die, — change our things, slide over to the hotel and get dinner and then beat it back into the bush by moonlight and fetch in the moose. It seems they have a regular two dollar table d’hôte dinner at the hotel, — just rough stuff of course but after all, as we all admit, we don’t propose to go out into the wilds to pamper ourselves with high feeding: a plain hotel meal in a home-like style at two dollars a plate is better than cooking up a lot of rich stuff over a camp fire.

If we do dine at the hotel we could take our choice each evening between going back into the bush by moonlight to fetch in the dead moose from the different caches where we had hidden them, or sticking round the hotel itself for a while. It seems that there is dancing there. Nowadays such a lot of women and girls get the open air craze for the life in the bush that these big wilderness hotels are crowded with them. There is something about living in the open that attracts modern women and they like to get right away from everybody and everything; and of course hotels of this type in the open are nowadays always well closed in with screens so that there are no flies or anything of that sort.

So it seems that there is dancing at the hotel every evening, — nothing on a large scale or pretentious, — just an ordinary hardwood floor, — they may wax it a little for all I know, — and some sort of plain, rough Italian orchestra that they fetch up from the city. Not that any of us care for dancing. It’s a thing that personally we wouldn’t bother with. But it happens that there are a couple of young girls that Tom knows that are going to be staying at the hotel and of course naturally he wants to give them a good time. They are only eighteen and twenty (sisters) and that’s really younger than we care for, but with young girls like that, — practically kids, — any man wants to give them a good time. So Tom says, and I think quite rightly, that as the kids are going to be there we may as well put in an appearance at the hotel and see that they are having a good time. Their mother is going to be with them too, and of course we want to give her a good time as well; in fact I think I will lend her my moose rifle and let her go out and shoot a moose. One thing we are all agreed upon in the arrangement of our hunting trip, is in not taking along anything to drink. Drinking spoils a trip of that sort. We all remember how in the old days we’d go out into a camp in the bush (I mean before there used to be any highway or any hotel) and carry in rye whiskey in demijohns (two dollars a gallon it was) and sit around the camp fire drinking it in the evenings.

But there’s nothing in it. We all agree that the law being what it is, it is better to stick to it. It makes a fellow feel better. So we shall carry nothing in. I don’t say that one might not have a flask or something in one’s pocket in the car; but only as a precaution against accident or cold. And when we get to our lodge we all feel that we are a darned sight better without it. If we should need anything, — though it isn’t likely, — there are still three cases of old Scotch whiskey, kicking around the lodge somewhere; I think they are kicking round in a little cement cellar with a locked door that we had made so as to use it for butter or anything of that sort. Anyway there are three, possibly four, or maybe, five, cases of Scotch there and if we should for any reason want it, there it is. But we are hardly likely to touch it, — unless we hit a cold snap, or a wet spell; — then we might; or if we strike hot dry weather. Tom says he thinks there are a couple of cases of champagne still in the cellar; some stuff that one of us must have shot in there just before prohibition came in. But we’ll hardly use it. When a man is out moose hunting from dawn to dusk he hasn’t much use for champagne, not till he gets home anyway. The only thing that Tom says the champagne might come in useful for would be if we cared to ask the two kids over to some sort of dinner; it would be just a rough kind of camp dinner (we could hardly ask their mother to it) but we think we could manage it. The man we keep there used to be a butler in England, or something of the sort, and he could manage some kind of rough meal where the champagne might fit in.

There’s only one trouble about our plans for our fall camp that bothers us just a little. The moose are getting damn scarce about that place. There used, so they say, to be any quantity of them. There’s an old settler up there that our man buys all our cream from who says that he remembers when the moose were so thick that they would come up and drink whiskey out of his dipper. But somehow they seem to have quit the place. Last year we sent our man out again and again looking for them and he never saw any. Three years ago a boy that works at the hotel said he saw a moose in the cow pasture back of the hotel and there were the tracks of a moose seen last year at the place not ten miles from the hotel where it had come to drink. But apart from these two exceptions the moose hunting has been poor.

Still, what does it matter? What we want is the life, the rough life just as I have described it. If any moose comes to our lodge we’ll shoot him, or tell the butler to. But if not, — well, we’ve got along without for ten years, I don’t suppose we shall worry.


Abolishing the Heroine. (A Plea that Fewer Heroines and More Crimes Would Add Sprightliness to our Fiction)
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I WANT TO lead a bold national movement for the abolition of the Heroine out of our literature. In my opinion the time has come when this young woman has grown to be a nuisance. All our stories would be much better without her. She just clutters them all up.

What I mean is this. Open any story of adventure or excitement or crime; and you find that it runs along admirably for a certain distance but just when it is getting exciting and worth while, in steps The Heroine and spoils it.

Let me give an example of what I mean. Every reader of up-to-date fiction will recognize the thing in a minute. Call the story:

AFTER MIDNIGHT

or,

How the Heroine Spoils a Crime Story

Now we begin.

John Curbstone is a young bachelor clubman of great wealth. He is a man of culture, being a graduate of Harvard University. (In all these stories Harvard is the best place to graduate them from. It sounds far better than the Minnesota Agricultural College.) He is a keen sportsman because this enables him to wear the right kind of breeches for the illustrator to use, — shaped like a ham at the hips and tight at the knee. All Harvard graduates wear them. He plays polo, golf and bridge, would drink brandy and soda if he could get it, and has one of those clean-shaven aristocratic faces seen only in a democratic country.

He lives, — with a butler who doesn’t count and some servants who don’t come into the story, — in a large sandstone house on Riverside Drive. This family residence had belonged to Curbstone’s father before him, which shows that his family is an old one. Indeed the Curbstones have lived on that street for thirty years which gives young Curbstone a sense of noblesse oblige towards the whole district up to 125th Street.

The scene is now laid.

Returning home late one night from his club (he never leaves his club till it shuts), John realizes that his house has been burglarized. In the dining-room the side-board has been rudely broken open, apparently with a jimmy. A glass still reeking with ginger ale, rests on the top of it; an open bottle, evidently opened with a jimmy, is near it. In the corner of the room the iron safe has been forced, most likely with a jimmy. There is a litter of bonds and family jewelry on the floor. It is clear that the burglar has been interrupted at his work. It is likely that he is still on the premises.

John Curbstone stands motionless in the centre of the room listening. There is absolute silence. There is no sound in the still house but the ticking of a clock.

Then as Curbstone listens intently his ear just catches a faint sound from behind the closed door of a cupboard. The burglar must be there hidden behind the door! Curbstone draws his revolver from his hip (it was the revolver that he had used that night for playing poker), and levels it full at the cupboard.

“I shall count three,” he announced in clear even tones, “and if you are not out of that cupboard then, I shall fire through the door.” Curbstone counted, still in clear, even tones, “One, two,” — but just as he was going to say three, an agitated voice exclaimed, “Oh, please don’t shoot,” the cupboard door opened and there stepped out into the room, — 

A girl! Just think of it, a girl! And what makes it worse, only a mere slip of a girl! If it had been a big one, — you know, one of those great big fine-looking ones it wouldn’t have been so bad. But this one is only a slip!

She came forward towards John Curbstone, her large blue eyes distracted with apprehension. She was in evening dress with a light peignoir, or baignoire or boudoir, thrown about her shoulders. “Please don’t shoot,” she repeated (at this point in the story the illustrator gets in his work and doesn’t have to read any further).

Curbstone lowered his revolver.

“So,” he said, sternly, “you are a thief.” The girl shuddered into herself. The word seemed to sting her. She didn’t mind breaking open Curbstone’s safe but when she was called a “thief” she was stung.

“I’m not a thief,” she panted.

There! Let us leave her there a little panting while I talk about her. I have seen that girl come out of that cupboard and similar places so often that I’m sick of her. I know that just as soon as the man in the story opens a cupboard door, or draws aside a curtain, out comes “a slip of a girl.” He hears a noise in the attic. What is there? A girl. He hears some one in the cellar. Who is it? A girl. Who did it? A girl, a mere child!

Now what I say is that this kind of thing is ruining our best stories. They start in excitement and end in slush. In the story I have just outlined when the cupboard door opened, Curbstone ought to have been confronted with something worth while, — a burglar — a real one, with short-cropped hair under a low cap, with a dark lantern in one hand and a jimmy in the other. Then when Curbstone said sternly, “So, you are a thief,” the burglar could answer, “I sure am.” Or better still the door might open, and three burglars come out, or even four, in short a cupboardful of burglars. Even if it has to be a girl, why make her a “slip”? Why not let it read “There stepped out of the cupboard a great big girl about six feet high and at least seventeen inches around the neck.” In any such case the adventure and excitement of the story could continue. There could be a tremendous fight, — in which let us hope, they might have killed Curbstone and sent him back to his club dead and so put him out of literature for ever.

But it is understood that a man, or at least a Harvard graduate, must not use force against a slip of a girl. So in default of a decent ending the story has to run off into slush.

Ending it up is quite simple: it would probably be done somewhat as follows:

“I’m not a thief,” she repeated.

She looked at him for a minute proudly defiantly: for she came of an old family just as proud as his. Her people had had the same summer cottage in the Adirondacks for six years running.

John Curbstone looked at the girl calmly. “Miss Chetwynde,” he said, “if you are not a thief, will you kindly tell me why you tried to rob my safe?” When he calls her “Miss Chetwynde,” this is meant as an indication to the reader that Curbstone knows her.

“Oh, how can I explain?” exclaimed the girl wringing her hands, “you wouldn’t understand! you couldn’t understand! I wanted the money so much! There is so much to do with money, so much suffering to alleviate! And you with your great wealth you do nothing! Ask yourself,” she continued, her voice thrilled with earnestness, “what do you do for social service, for sanitation, for reforestation, for the girl guides, for the boy scouts—”

John Curbstone hung his head with a groan. “Nothing,” he said.

“This afternoon,” the girl went on, “I came to your office. I asked you for a hundred thousand dollars for the Metropolitan Police Picnic, and you refused!”

“Miss Chetwynde,” said Curbstone in the same clear even tones that he had used earlier, “I did not refuse. I asked you to marry me. It was you who did me the honour of refusal.”

“It maddened me,” the girl went on, “and I determined to take your money, yes take it, and give it to the Police. If that is stealing I don’t care. Then I came here to rob you. The Police themselves lent me the jimmy! Oh, it was madness, madness,—”

She paused. They were both silent for a moment. Then Curbstone reached out and took her by the hand.

“Miss Chetwynde — Alice,” he said, “don’t you think that we have both been a little wrong—”

She looked up timidly. “A little, John dear,” she murmured.

 

And with that the story is ended, and looks just like any of the other two hundred that are published every month. But what I want is to see that disturbing girl cut out, and real adventure put in, — in short more crime and plenty of it.


My Affair with My Landlord
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AS IT IS now pretty generally known that I have murdered the landlord of our flat, I feel that I should like to make some sort of public explanation of the matter.

I have been assured on all sides that there is no need to do this, but my own feelings on the question were so acute that I felt myself compelled to call upon the Superintendent of Police and offer him an exact account of what I had done. He told me that there is absolutely no need to offer any explanation at all. It is neither customary nor desirable.

“You have killed your landlord,” he said, “very good, what of it?” I asked him whether it was not, in a sense, a matter for the law to deal with. But he shook his head. “In what way?” he asked.

I told him that I felt that the affair was putting me in a somewhat false position; that the congratulations that I have been receiving from my friends, and even from strangers, were perhaps, if the full circumstances were known, hardly merited; in short, that I should like a certain publicity given to the whole surroundings of the act.

“Very good,” said the Superintendent, “you are entitled to fill out a form if you wish to do so.” He searched among his papers.

“Did you say,” he asked, “that you have killed your landlord, or that you are going to kill him?” “I have killed him,” I said firmly. “Very good,” said the officer, “we use separate forms.” He gave me a long printed slip with blanks to fill in — my age, occupation, reasons (if any) for the killing, etc.

“What shall I put,” I asked, “under the heading of reasons?”

“I think,” he answered, “that it will be better to put simply, ‘no reasons,’ or if you like, the ‘usual reasons’!” With that he bowed me politely out of his office, expressing, as he did so, the hope that I would bury the landlord and not leave him lying about.

To me the interview was unsatisfactory. I am well aware that the Superintendent was within the strict nicety of the law. No doubt if every case of the shooting of a landlord were made a matter of inquiry the result would be embarrassing and tedious.

The shooting is generally done in connection with a rise of rent, and nothing more needs to be said about it. “I am increasing your rent another $10.00 a month,” says the landlord. “All right,” says the tenant, “I’ll shoot you.” Sometimes he does, sometimes he forgets to.

But my own case was quite different. The proposal of the National Tenant League to give me a gold medal next Saturday has brought things to a head and forces an explanation.

I recall distinctly the time, now some five years ago, when my wife and I first took our flat. The landlord showed us over it himself, and I am free to confess that there was nothing in his manner, or very little indeed, to suggest anything out of the normal.

Only one small incident stuck in my mind. He apologized for the lack of cupboard space.

“There are not enough cupboards in this flat,” he said.

It made me slightly uncomfortable to hear him speak in this way. “But look,” I said, “how large and airy this pantry is. It is at least four feet each way.”

He shook his head and repeated that the cupboards were small. “I must build in better ones,” he said.

Two months later he built in new cupboards. It gave me a shock of surprise — a touch of the uncanny — to notice that he did not raise the rent. “Are you not raising the rent because of the cupboards?” I asked. “No,” he said, “they only cost me fifty dollars.” “But, my dear fellow,” I objected, “surely the interest on fifty dollars is sixty dollars a year?”

He admitted this, but said that he would rather not raise the rent. Thinking it over, I decided that his conduct might be due to incipient paresis or coagulation of the arteries of the head. At that time I had no idea of killing him. That came later.

I recall no incident of importance till the spring of the year following. My landlord appeared unexpectedly one day with apologies for intruding (a fact which of itself seemed suspicious), and said that he proposed to repaper the entire apartment. I expostulated in vain.

“The paper,” I said, “is only ten years old.” “It is,” he said, “but wall paper has gone up to double its value since that time.” “Very good, then,” I said firmly, “you must raise the rent twenty dollars a month for the paper.” “I shall not,” he answered. The incident led to a distinct coolness between us for some months.

The next episodes were of a more pronounced character. Everybody recalls the great increases of rent due to the terrific rise in building costs. My landlord refused to raise the rent of my flat.

“The cost of building,” I said, “has increased at least one hundred per cent.”

“Very good,” he answered, “but I am not building. I have always been getting ten per cent on my investment in this property, and I am still getting it.”

“Think of your wife,” I said.

“I won’t,” he answered.

“It is your duty,” I went on, “to think of her. Let me tell you that only yesterday I saw in the papers a letter from a landlord, one of the most beautiful letters I ever saw (from a landlord), in which he said the rise in the cost of building materials compelled him to think of his wife and children. It was a touching appeal.”

“I don’t care,” my landlord answered, “I’m not married.”

“Ah,” I said, “not married.” It was, I think, at this moment that the idea first occurred to me that the man might be put out of the way.

There followed the episode of November. My readers will all remember the fifty per cent increase of rents made to celebrate Armistice Day. My landlord refused to join in the celebrations.

This lack of patriotism in the fellow irritated me greatly. The same thing happened at the time of the rise of rents that was instituted to celebrate the visit of Marshal Foch, and the later rise — twenty-five per cent, if I remember rightly — that was made as a tribute to the ex-service men.

It was purely a patriotic movement, done in a spontaneous way without premeditation.

I have heard many of the soldiers say that it was their first welcome home, and that they would never forget it.

It was followed a little later by the rise of rents held as a welcome to the Prince of Wales. No better congratulation could have been planned.

My landlord, alas, remained outside of all this. He made no increase in his rent. “I have,” he said, “my ten per cent, and that is enough.”

I know now that the paresis or coagulation must have overwhelmed one entire lobe or hemisphere of his head.

I was meditating action.

The crisis came last month. A sharp rise in rent had been very properly instituted to counterbalance the fall in the German mark. It was based quite evidently on the soundest business reasoning.

If the fall in the mark is not countered in this way, it is plain that we are undone. The cheap German mark will enable the Germans to take away our houses.

I waited for three days, looking in vain for a notice of increase in my rent.

Then I went to visit my landlord in his office. I admit that I was armed, but in extenuation I want to say that I knew that I had to deal with an abnormal, aberrated man, one-half of whose brain was now coagulated.

I wasted no words on preliminaries.

“You have seen,” I said, “this fall of the German mark.”

“Yes,” he answered, “what of it?”

“Simply this,” I said. “Are you going to raise my rent or are you not?”

“No,” he said doggedly, “I am not.”

I raised the revolver and fired. He was sitting sideways to me as I did so. I fired, in all, four shots. I could see through the smoke that one, at least, of the shots had cut his waistcoat into strips, a second had ripped off his collar, while the third and fourth had cut through his braces at the back. He was visibly in a state of collapse. It was doubtful if he could reach the street. But even if he could, it was certain that he couldn’t walk upon it.

I left him as he was and reported, as I have said, to the police.

If the Tenant League medal is given to me, I want it to be with full understanding of the case.


Why I Refuse to Play Golf
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I AM OLD enough to remember very distinctly the first coming of the game of golf to the city where I live. It came in that insidious but forceful way that characterizes everything Scottish. It was similar to the spread of Scottish Banking, the Scottish Church, and Scotch whiskey.

The exact circumstances were these. One afternoon in April when the wind was on the new grass, three Scotsmen went out to a hill slope near the town. They carried with them three crooked sticks and a little ball. There was a firmness in their manner but nothing obviously criminal. They laid the ball down and began to beat it about on the grass. In fairness it must be admitted that they made no parade of the matter. They paid no attention to the few mystified people who watched them. At the end of about an hour they were seen to sit down under a briar bush: there they remained for some time: it was thought at the time that they were either praying or drinking whiskey. Opinion was divided. But the real truth was that they had formed themselves into a Golf Club.

This, I say, was on a Saturday. Had the city been well advised these men could have been arrested on the following Monday. A judicious application of the Vagrancy Laws or rather free interpretation of the Sedition Acts might have forestalled at the outset a grave national peril.

But nothing was done. Indeed at the moment little was thought of the matter, or, at any rate, little was manifested in the shape of public indignation or public protest. Even when six Scotsmen appeared on the ground the following Saturday, and twelve the week after, and twenty-four on the last Saturday in the month, few people, if any, realized the magnitude of what was happening. The news that a Golf Club had been formed in Montreal was presently printed quite openly, in the newspapers as if it were an ordinary event.

One must admit, even, that a very lively curiosity mixed with something approaching to envy began to surround the afternoon gatherings of the Scotsmen. There is something in the sweep of the wind over the April grass, something in the open space and the blue sky that conveys an insidious appeal to the lower side of a man’s nature. It is difficult to sit indoors at one’s desk and to know that other men are striding over the turf. Moreover the ingenious expedient of carrying out a ball and beating it round with sticks supplied a colour of activity and purpose that acted as a drug upon the conscience. Had it not been for this use of the sticks and the ball the players would have appeared as mere loafers. But the evident earnestness with which they followed their avocation robbed it of every appearance of idleness; and the public was entirely deceived as to its character.

In short, it was not long before the game began to exercise an evident effect upon those who at first had been idle spectators. They became anxious to join in. Here and there, by a very obvious and cunning piece of policy, they were invited to try their hand. The spectator then found to his surprise the peculiar difficulty of the game. He discovered that, simple though it looked, it was not possible for him to place the ball on the ground, take a drink of Scotch whiskey, and then hit it with the stick. He tried again and again but failed each time. The natural result was that he solicited membership in the Club, and reappeared on the following Saturday with a ball and stick of his own and with a flask of whiskey on his hip. The Saturday after that he turned up in a pair of knickerbocker trousers, a round tam o’shanter hat and a Cluny Macpherson tartan over his shoulder; after that, as far as any general utility to the community went, the man was lost.

I remember well, some eighteen months after the Club started, realizing how far already the movement had gone when I heard the head of our greatest bank accost the president of a railway, on St. James Street, with the words, “Hoot, mon! it’s a braw morning the day!” Up till that time language of the sort would have come under the criminal code.

I have since learned that this same kind of thing was going on all over the country just as it was in my own city. Men were appearing in the business streets in the Cluny Macpherson tartan. Some even had tall feathers stuck sideways in their tam o’shanters. At more than one public dinner the music of the bagpipes was not only tolerated but even applauded. On every Saturday and presently even on week days men were seen lifting long bags filled with crooked sticks on to the street cars.

In those days the public at large was still innocent and ignorant. We had not even heard the word “propaganda.” Otherwise we should have seen under all this a dangerous organized movement for the spread of Presbyterianism and the sale of the poetry of Robert Burns.

The original Club of which I speak soon took further steps. They erected a kind of wooden structure on the ground where they played. It was a modest affair — merely two large rooms, one a sitting-room, with easy chairs, for talking about golf in, and the other a rest or silence room for thinking about golf in. The ground on which they played was supposedly public property. But any attempt at ejectment was rendered out of the question by the fact that they had enrolled among their membership all the leaders of the bar and all the senior judges.

This last point, indeed, went strongly in their favour throughout. Even when they had left the modest building of which I speak and were spreading over the landscape, it was plain that the game of golf had insinuated itself most daringly into the structure of our legal institutions. A decision of the courts decided that the game of golf may be played on Sunday, not being a game within the view of the law, but being a form of moral effort. Another decision laid down the principle that a golf club need never close the bar, not being a bar within the legal meaning of the term, but a place of rest insomuch as the drinks sold are not drinks as known to the statute but a form of recuperation. In the same way, the pay given to a boy attendant, or caddy, is not pay but a reward, and exempts him from the Cruelty to Children Act. The excess profits tax, the license tax and the property tax do not apply, it is held, to the premises of a golf club, as it is a religious institution; and both the Privy Council and the Supreme Courts are said to be preparing decisions to the effect that consuming whiskey in or near a golf club does not constitute a breach of the law provided that it is taken only when needed and in the proportion or quantity needed and that it is not made the subject of treating.

But I anticipate: these decisions belong, of course, to later days. I was saying that in my own town, and no doubt everywhere else, the golf club idea once started and established soon spread. The original ground was abandoned. A vast stretch of beautiful land that might easily have supported hundreds and hundreds of hogs was laid out into a golf course. It was whispered that the ground was not purchased but seized; this is no doubt untrue, but it is an undeniable fact that this beautiful hog pasture was presently laid out into flat lawns and greens. In reality, nothing more is needed for the driving of a golf ball except a straight piece of air two hundred yards long. But it is a nice pretence of the game that a whole landscape must be seized and occupied to the exclusion of agriculture, manufacture, and all other uses. In the case of which I speak, the vast purposelessness of the affair was concealed by the cunning device of setting out tomato cans and red flags at irregular intervals. By walking among these the players are made to appear as if pursuing some known object. The position of the flags are so contrived that each player is led in a circular course and returns at intervals to the club house where he may take a drink and start again. Each set of drinks is call a “round,” and of course an expert player can make a round far more rapidly than a beginner.

One large club, I say, was established. Yet even after it was definitely in operation very few people realized the way in which it was disturbing our civic life. It was noticed, indeed, that the schedule of trains of our greatest railway had undergone marked changes. A great number of suburban trains were introduced and a sharp discrimination made against transcontinental and other needless traffic. A branch line was built in a convenient situation to form a natural obstacle, or bunker, for the golf course. But few people connected these changes with the fact that the president of the railway and the entire directorate were members of the golf club.

A new stage of development presently appeared. There is a certain kind of animal, so biology teaches us, which increases its numbers by simply dividing itself in two. The original animal is called, I think, an amœba. But the real type of the species is the golf club. If you put one of them in the landscape and leave it there for a year or so you presently come back and find two; and if the two are left unmolested for a short period they presently turn into four. Where the landscape is especially favourable, where nature has spread out her fertile land all ready to make bunkers and her pure streams all ready to mix with Scotch whiskey, the two clubs will even turn into six.

Such has been the case in our city, and I imagine, in every other. There are now twelve golf clubs in the vicinity with ten others being organized. The area now covered occupies, it is said, twelve thousand acres. One passes in the train from the crowded confines of the city to the wide expanses of the golf clubs. Everywhere there are little greens, and tin-cans and red flags, and club members in knickerbockers. Each year the city is more and more crowded. Each year the golf area is bigger and bigger.

Nor is there any public protest. Each year more and more men, hitherto respectable God-fearing citizens, are being caught in the lure of it. It is difficult to say just what the fascination is. But it is there. Sometimes I think that it lies in pretending to be a Scotsman. It may be that: there are so many things about the Scotch that attract — their contempt of rain, their peculiar nerve in wearing a hen’s feather in their hat, their comprehensive ideas on damnation — that it may well be that the golf members are simply trying to be Scotsmen. In addition to that I blame Harry Lauder a good deal: and undoubtedly Robert Burns has a lot to answer for. But taking it as you will the golf club has become a grave national menace.

In my own city we are, I suppose, beyond redemption. We have golf tournaments, golf teas, and golf dinners: golf trains and golf cars and golf motors. The use of the bagpipes is everywhere tolerated and we eat Haggis on St. Andrew’s Day. But if there are any cities in which this insidious movement is still in its infancy, I can only exhort them to suppress it while there is yet time.


The Approach of the Comet. Do You Really Care if it Hits You?
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BY THIS TIME everybody knows that a comet is due to hit the earth early in the month of June. Last week it passed through the Constellation of Capricorn going like blue-lightning. It is now moving through Virgo to beat — all records. At the moment of writing, it can hardly be more than a few thousand billion miles away: in short, it is right upon us. Just three weeks before the celebration of the Fourth of July the comet will hit us: in fact there will not be any Fourth of July. There will be nothing but a hole where it used to be.

Strangely enough I was one of the very first people to know what was going to happen. It is my custom every now and then to visit our University Observatory, the astronomer in charge of which is a friend of mine. About three weeks ago on a clear, still night, I found him peeping and peering into his telescope with evident excitement.

“This is most gratifying,” he said, rubbing his hands, “most gratifying.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“A comet,” he said, “is coming straight towards us. We learned yesterday that it had been seen from the observatory at Bungwelo in Java; there seems to be no doubt that its path is directed exactly towards us.”

“Will it hit us?” I asked.

“Undoubtedly. But astronomical interest will not centre so much in the mere moment of collision as in the antecedent period, possibly extending over thirty-six hours, during which time we shall have unparalleled opportunities of observation never enjoyed before. In fact, I may say that the thirty-six hours before the comet intersects our path will be quite unique.”

“So I should think,” I answered, “and no doubt the collision itself will be not half bad.”

The astronomer shook his head. “The mere collision itself,” he said, “or, more properly, the intersection of two orbits, will be commonplace. A collossal collision occurred in Sagittarius last year involving probably the destruction of a star of the first magnitude. We can hardly hope for any phenomena of such prime interest in connection with our own globe. Attention will be focussed chiefly upon the opportunities for testing the new theory of light during the hours just preceding the precipitation of the comet against the earth. There will undoubtedly be keen controversy in the astronomical world during that period: unfortunately it will be all too brief for adequate discussion.”

“And what,” I said, “will become of us after the comet has hit us?”

“That is the most interesting question of all. But unfortunately there is no agreement on the subject. According to one school the generation of heat in the impact will resolve us into a burning nebula.”

“That’s nice,” I said, “and what do the other schools say?”

“According to them we shall not be dissolved into a nebula at all, but broken into a group of say half a million burning asteroids composed of a nucleus of molten matter, and a corona of incandescent hydrogen gas, but still revolving in our orbit with scarcely any displacement.”

“Great!” I said, “I don’t wonder that you are interested. But now tell me. How long will it take for the comet to reach us?”

“It is a matter of rather nice calculation,” replied the astronomer. “I could hardly calculate it off-hand; one would be compelled to use a series of logarithms.”

“Use them,” I said, “use them.”

The astronomer began to calculate, then paused and looked up quickly from his work. “I am assuming a constant density of the ether,” he said. “That’s all right,” I answered. He worked again in silence for a while, and then again spoke.

“I am disregarding all perturbation of the outer planets,” he said.

“Certainly,” I said, “to Hades with them.”

Presently the astronomer stopped figuring.

“Well,” I asked, “what is it?”

“Speaking approximately, and assuming an elliptical path with a more or less hypothetical focus—”

“Forget it,” I said, “when does the comet hit us? Stick to that.”

“On the tenth of next June.”

He spoke quite calmly; for the moment it gave me a shock.

“And who,” I said, “gets it in the neck first? I mean, when the comet hits the earth, which side of the earth, which country, gets hit? Does it hit us, or does it hit the Japanese, or does it bump into Soviet Russia, or where?”

The astronomer shook his head. “I can’t say,” he said, “and meantime will you excuse me if I return to my telescope. There is a very interesting disturbance going on to-night among the planetary asteroids. I don’t like to miss it.”

“Yes,” I answered, “and they expect the same kind of thing at the big hockey match, so I’ll say good-night.”

I spoke cheerfully, but after I left him I felt troubled. On the street I noticed the people going to and fro, and surging in and out of the moving-picture houses, and hanging on to the tail end of the street cars: talking and chattering as if nothing was going to happen.

“Alas!” I thought, “what will they do when they hear that a comet is going to strike us on the tenth of June?”

For about two weeks I carried round this terrible knowledge alone. I say “alone” because naturally the astronomical world doesn’t count. They knew, of course, but they saw no particular reason for talking about it: the January disturbance among the planetary asteroids was too absorbing.

During these two weeks I bore the fate of the world all alone. It seemed dreadful to think that on the tenth of June it would all be over and that the world that I had known would end in a collision and that some of my friends would be dissolved into a nebula and others turned into molten asteroids enveloped in a corona of incandescent hydrogen. The situation had, I admit, a few advantages, I raised a note at my bank payable on the eleventh of June with a peculiar sense of gratification: and at my club at meal times it was pleasant to look round the room at certain members (I must not name them) and reflect that they would soon be enveloped in a corona of hydrogen.

But take it all in all it was a depressing period.

And then, strangely enough, the entire outlook altered. The astronomers having finished their calculations — announced to the public that the comet was coming straight at us and was due to hit us: and to my surprise I heard a man only last night telling another about it as they hung on the straps of a street car. “I see,” he said, “that a comet is due to hit us in the month of June. You didn’t notice it? It was in the paper this afternoon. It seems it is coming straight at us and it is to collide with us on the tenth, I think it said, anyway sometime early in June.” And at this they both laughed.

I find the same attitude everywhere. I heard a little boy last Sunday, on his way into church, say to his mother, “Mother, is it true that a comet is going to hit the world?” And she said, “Yes, dear, the newspapers say so.” “And where shall we be after it hits us?” “I suppose, darling,” she answered, with a touch of reverence, I admit, in her voice, “that we shall be dissolved into a nebular nucleus with an enveloping corona of incandescent hydrogen.” After that they passed into church, and I heard no more.

The situation puzzles me. Here we are about to crash into a comet in a few months time, and nobody seems to worry at all. The world goes on its way as if nothing were going to happen. In my own town we are going on building a new hotel to accommodate a thousand guests. Why? Where will those guests be after the comet hits them? Asteroids. In Washington they are starting preparations now for the Fourth of July. What will be left of the Fourth of July when it comes? Gas, and nothing else.

If I were a psychologist I should start up theories about the impossibility of frightening all the people all the time: I would explain that as long as everybody is going to be destroyed all together nobody minds it: it’s only the invidiousness of being destroyed alone that is distressing. In fact, I find that now that the others don’t mind, I don’t care either. I have raised a second note at the bank payable on the eleventh of June, and as a matter of fact if the world is not destroyed on the tenth I shall be, personally, a rather worse kind of asteroid than if it is.

Perhaps right there is the explanation of what is happening. We have got this unhappy world into such a miserable condition that in our hearts we don’t care if it is destroyed or not. We’ve got war debts to pay that run up to 300,000,000,000 dollars: we’ve got the Housing Question, and the Irish Question, and the Navy Question, and Bolshevism and Socialism and Atavism: the Treaty of Sèvres is broken, the German mark is falling, the League of Nations is creaking — in short, if the comet does hit us, who cares?

 

When I had written all that I took the manuscript over to a friend at the observatory to see if I had got the astronomical part of it right. And he says that it is wrong. He says that I have misunderstood things. It seems that we don’t hit the comet in the sense that ordinary plain people understand it, at all. He says that the intersection of our orbits will be confined to a conjunction of our path with the corona of the comet’s tail, or words to that effect. I asked him if we shall know it when it happens, and he said that by going up to the top of a high building and looking through a piece of smoked glass towards the constellation of Virgo the comet will be visible, presenting the appearance of a speck of dust with its tail comparable to the wing of a mosquito.

That’s pretty small business for a world catastrophe, isn’t it? As for me, having got used to the idea of destruction, I am worried now about the eleventh of June.


Personal Experiments with the Black Bass
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IT WAS MY good fortune to spend a large part of the summer just past in fishing for bass. The season may be regarded as now definitely closed, and the time is appropriate for a scientific summarizing of the results achieved and the information gained.

My experiments are entitled to all the greater weight in as much as a large part of them were conducted in the immediate presence of so well known a man as Mr. John Counsell of Hamilton, Ontario, who acted as my assistant. Mr. Counsell very kindly permits me to say that all statements, measurements, and estimates of weight contained in the following discussion are personally vouched for by him. He has even offered to lend his oath, or any number of his oaths, to the accuracy of my statements. But it has been thought wiser not to use Mr. Counsell’s oath in print.

I take this opportunity in turn to express my high appreciation of the hardihood, the endurance and the quiet courage manifested by my assistant throughout our experiments. If Mr. Counsell was ever afraid of a bass I never knew it. I have seen him immersed in mud on the banks of the river where we fished. I have observed him submerged under rapids; I have seen Mr. Counsell fall from the top of rocks into water so deep and remain under so long that I was just cranking up our car to go home, and yet I never knew him to hesitate for a moment to attack a black bass at sight and kill it.

I can guarantee to anybody who is hesitating whether or not to invite Mr. Counsell to go fishing, that he is a man who may safely be taken anywhere where the bass are, and is an adornment to any party of sportsmen.

I turn therefore with added confidence to the tabulated results drawn by myself and Mr. Counsell from our experiments.

In the first place, we are able to throw much light on the vexed question as to the circumstances under which the bass bite. There has been a persistent belief that during the glare of the middle part of the day the bass do not bite. This belief is correct. They do not. It is also true that in the sunnier part of the morning itself the black bass do not, or does not, bite. Nor do they, or rather does it, bite during the more drowsy part of the afternoon.

Let the angler, therefore, on a day when the sun is bright in a cloudless sky, lay aside his rod from eight in the morning till six in the afternoon. On such a day as this the fish do not bite. The experienced angler knows this. He selects a suitable tree, lies down beneath it and waits. Nor do the bass, oddly enough, bite, on a cloudy day. The bass dislike clouds. Very often the appearance of a single cloud on the horizon is a sign for the experienced angler to retire to a quiet spot upon the bank and wait till the cloud goes by. It has been said that the bass bite well in the rain. This is an error. They don’t.

Another popular error that ought, in the interest of the young angler to be dispelled is that the bass bite in the evening; that is not so. The bass loves the day, and at the first sign of darkness it sinks to the bottom of the water from which it obstinately refuses to move.

I am well aware that the young angler might find himself seriously discouraged at what has just been said. “What then!” he might ask, “do the bass never bite at all? Is it never possible to get a bite from them?” To this I answer very positively that they both do and it is.

The results, in fine, of the experiments carried on by Mr. Counsell and myself lead us to the conclusion that the bass bites at midnight. We offer this only as a preliminary hypothesis, for which perhaps a more ample verification will be found in the ensuing season. We ourselves have never fished till midnight. And we observed that even the most persistent angler, as the darkness gathers around him, becomes discouraged, and at some time before midnight, quits. Here he is in error. Our advice to the angler in all such cases is to keep on until midnight. The black bass which is chary of biting in the glare of the day and which dislikes the cool of the evening, must, we argue, be just in the mood needed at midnight.

Nor let the young angler run away with the idea that the black bass never bites in the daytime. If he (the young angler) does this he must be hauled in again on the reel of actual experience. They do and they have. I recall in particular one case in point in the experiments of Mr. Counsell and myself. At the time of which I speak we were fishing from a rocky ledge at the edge of the river that was the scene of our operations. The circumstances were most propitious. The hour was just before daylight, so that there was still an agreeable sense of chilliness in the air. It was raining heavily as we took our places on the rock. Much of this rain, though not all of it, had gone down our shirts. There had been a certain amount of lightning, two cracks of which had hit Mr. Counsell in the neck. In short, the surroundings were all that the most ardent fisherman could desire.

For a moment the rain cleared, a first beam of sunlight appeared through the woods on the bank, and at that very moment Mr. Counsell called to me that he had a bite. I immediately dropped my rod into the river, and urged Mr. Counsell to avoid all excitement; to keep as calm as possible, and to maintain his hold upon his line. Mr. Counsell in turn exhorted me to be cool, and assured me of his absolute readiness should the fish bite again to take whatever action the circumstances might seem to us to warrant. I asked him in the meantime whether he was prepared to give me an idea of the dimensions of the fish which had bitten him. He assured me that he could, and to my great delight informed me that the fish was at least three feet long. The reader may imagine, then, with what suppressed excitement Mr. Counsell and I waited for this monster to return and bite again. Nor had we long to wait. Not more than two or three minutes had elapsed when I suddenly saw my assistant’s line in violent commotion, Mr. Counsell exerting his whole strength in a magnificent combat with the fish. I called to Mr. Counsell to be cautious and adjured him to the utmost calmness, running up and down on the bank and waving my arms to emphasize what I said. But there was no need for such an exhortation. Mr. Counsell had settled down to one of those steady fights with the black bass which are the proudest moments in the angler’s life. The line was now drawn absolutely taut and motionless. Mr. Counsell was exerting his full strength at one end and the fish, apparently lying at a point of vantage at the very bottom of the river, was exerting its full strength at the other. But here intervened one of those disappointments which the angler must learn to bear as best he may. The bass is nothing if not cunning. And an older, larger fish of the extraordinary size and mass of the one in question shows often an almost incredible strategy in escaping from the hook. After a few minutes of hard strain my assistant suddenly became aware that the fish had left his hook, and at the very moment of escaping had contrived to fasten the hook deep into a log at the bottom of the river. Investigation with a pike pole showed this to be the case. This trick on the part of the bass is, of course, familiar to all experienced anglers. It was fortunate in this case that Mr. Counsell had contrived to get such an accurate estimate of the size of the fish before it escaped.

The young angler may well ask how it is that we are able to know the size of a fish as soon as it bites, without even the slightest glimpse of it. To this I can merely answer that we do know. It is, I suppose, an instinct. The young angler will get it himself if he goes on fishing long enough.

Nor need it be supposed that there is anything unusual or out of the way in the means of escape adopted by the particular bass in question. Indeed, I have on various occasions known the bass not merely to contrive to pass the hook into a log, but even, after it has been firmly hooked, to substitute a smaller fish than itself. I recall in particular one occasion when Mr. Counsell called to me that he had a fish. I ran to his side at once, encouraging and exhorting him as I did so. In this instance the fish came towards the top of the water with a rush: we were both able to distinguish it clearly as it moved below the surface. It was a magnificent black bass measuring seventeen inches from its face to its tail, and weighing four and a half pounds. The gleam of its scales as it shot through the foaming water is a sight that I shall not readily forget. The fish dived low. Meantime, Mr. Counsell had braced himself so as to exert his full strength and I placed myself behind him with my arms around his body to prevent the fish from dragging him into the stream. By this strategy the fish was thrown clear up on the rock, where Mr. Counsell attacked it at once and beat the breath out of it with a boat hook. But judge of our surprise when we found that the fish landed was not the fish originally caught on the hook. The bass had contrived in its downward plunge to free itself from the hook and to replace itself by a yellow perch six inches long.

From what has been said above, it is only too clear that the life of the black bass fisherman has its disappointments and its hardships. The black bass is wary and elusive, more crafty, for example, than the lobster, and a gamer fighter than the sardine. The angler must face danger and discomfort. He gets rained upon: he falls into the river: he gets struck by lightning. But, for myself, when the ice of the winter has cleared away and the new season opens up, I ask no better fate than to be out again at daybreak with Mr. Counsell sitting on a rock beside the river, with the rain soaking into our shirts, waiting for a bite.


L’Envoi. The Faded Actor
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I CAN CALL him to my mind as I have seen him burlesqued and parodied a hundred times — The Faded Actor. There he stands in his bell-shaped coat drawn at the waist and ample in the shirt. The battered hat that he handles in his elaborate gestures, and holds against his heart as he bows, is but the wreck of a hat that was. His faded trousers are tight upon his leg, drawn downwards with a strap, and carrying some lingering suggestion of the days of Beau Brummel and George the Fourth. His ample buttons are pieced out with string. His frilled cuffs are ostentatious in their raggedness.

From top to toe his creators have made a guy of him, a mean parody of forgotten graces. When he speaks his voice is raucous and rotund. There is something of Shakespeare in it, and something of gin. His face is a blossom that has bloomed overmuch. His feet move in long shoes, fitless, and so worn that he slides noiseless across the stage. Beneath his arm, as if to complete the pathos of his figure, is the rolled up manuscript of the play that he has composed and that the managers, shame be to them, refuse to produce.

In a thousand plays and parodies you shall see this figure of the Faded Actor, a stock abject of undying ridicule. It is a signal for our laughter when he takes a drink, fawning to get it and swallowing it as if into a funnel; it is a signal for our laughter when he cadges for a coin, the smallest not coming amiss; when he arranges with elaborate care upon his uplifted wrist the ruins of his cuff; and most of all when he draws forth from beneath his arm his manuscript and stands forth to read what none will hear except in mockery, with his poor self carried away unconscious with the art of it.

Mark him now as he strikes his attitude to read. Hear the full voice, deep and resonant for all the gin that is in it. No parody can quite remove the majesty of that, nor the grace that has once lived in those queer gestures. Let us temper our laughter, as we look upon him, with something kindlier than mockery, something nearer to respect; for in the Faded Actor with his strange twists and graces, his futile manuscript, his blighted hopes, his unredeemed ambitions, we are looking upon all that is best in the great traditions of the stage. That thick deep voice — comic now, but once revered — that is the surviving tradition of the Elizabethan tragedy, declaimed as a Shakespeare or a Marlowe would have had it. That sliding step so funny to our eye, is all that lingers of the dainty grace of the eighteenth century when dance and stage were one; or that dragging limp with which the poor Faded Actor crosses the stage — he does not know it, but that has come to him from Garrick; or see that long gesticulation of the hand revealing the bare wrist below the cuff, there was a time when such gesticulation was the admired model of a Fox or a Sheridan, and held, even at second hand, the admiration of a senate.

Nay more, there is a thing in the soul of the Faded Actor that all may envy who in this life are busied with the æsthetic arts. For after all what does he want, poor battered guy, with his queer gestures and his outlandish graces? Money? Not he. He has never had, nor ever dreamed of it. A coin here, and there, enough to buy a dram of gin or some broad cheap writing paper on which to enscribe his thoughts — that much he asks; but beyond that his ambition never goes, for it travels elsewhere and by another road. His soul at least is pure of the taint that is smeared across the arts by the money rewards of a commercial age. He lived too soon to hear of the millions a year that crown success and kill out genius; that substitute publicity for fame; that tempt a man to do the work that pays and neglect the promptings of his soul, and that turn the field of the arts into one great glare of notoriety and noise. Not so worked and lived a Shakespeare or a Michael Angelo; and the Faded Actor descends directly from them. Art for Art’s sake, is his whole creed, unconscious though it be. Some one to listen to his lines, an audience though only in a barn or beside the hedge row, a certain mead of praise that is the breath of art and the inspiration of effort; this he asks and no more. A yacht, a limousine, a palace beside the sea — of these things the Faded Actor has never heard. A shelter in some one else’s premises, enough gin to keep his voice as mellow as Shakespeare would have wished it, and with that, permission to recite his lines, and to stand forth in his poor easy fancy as a King of Carthage, or a Sultan of Morocco. Such is the end and aim of his ambition. But out of such forms of ambition has been built up all that is best in art.

To him, therefore, I dedicate this book. He will never read it, and I easily forgive him that. His brain has long since acquired a delicacy of adjustment that renders reading a superfluity. But I make the dedication all the same as a humble tribute to those high principles of art which are embodied in the Faded Actor.

THE END


The Garden of Folly
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THE GARDEN

OF FOLLY

 “This poor old world works hard and gets no richer: thinks hard and gets no wiser: worries much and gets no happier. It casts off old errors to take on new ones: laughs at ancient superstitions and shivers over modern ones. It is at best but a Garden of Folly, whose chattering gardeners move a moment among the flowers, waiting for the sunset.”

(Confucius — or Tutankhamen — I forget which)


PREFACE. CONCERNING HUMOUR AND HUMOURISTS
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I DO NOT claim that this preface has anything in particular to do with the book that follows. Readers who desire to do so, and are mean enough, may safely omit either the book or the preface without serious loss. I admit that the preface is merely inserted in order to give me a chance to expound certain views on the general nature of humour and on the general aspects of the person called the humourist.

There is a popular impression that a humorist or comedian must needs be sad; that in appearance he should be tall, lantern-jawed and cadaverous; and that his countenance should wear a woe-begone expression calculated to excite laughter. The loss of his hair is supposed to increase his market value, and if he is as bald as a boiled egg with the shell off, his reputation is assured.

This I think springs from the fact that, in the past at least, people did not propose to laugh with the humourist but at him. They laughed in an apologetic way. They considered him simply too silly. He wrung a laugh from them in spite of their better selves.

In other words, till our own time laughter was low. Our dull forefathers had no notion of its intellectual meaning and reach. The Court jester, referred to haughtily as “yon poor fool,” was most likely the cleverest man around the Court; and yet historical novels are filled with little touches such as this; — 

“The King sank wearily upon his couch. ‘My Lady,’ he said, ‘I am aweary. My mind is distraught. In faith I am like to become as deftless as yon poor fool.’”

Now as a matter of fact, the King was probably what we should call in North America a “great big boob”; and the poor fool if he had lived with us would be either on the staff of LIFE or PUNCH, or at the head of a University — whichever he pleased.

A generation or so ago the idea of the melancholy humourist got a lot of corroboration from the fact that some of the best humourists of the time were in actual reality of a woe-begone appearance. The famous Bill Nye was tall, mournful, and exceedingly thin, a fact which he exploited to the full. He used to tell his hearers that there had been a request for him to come to them again and to appear “in broadsword combat with a parallel of latitude.” The still more celebrated Artemus Ward was also of a shambling and woe-begone habit; his melancholy face and feeble frame bespoke in reality the ravages of a mortal disease. The laughter that greeted his shambling appearance and his timid gestures appear in retrospect as cruel mockery. The humour of Ward’s public appearance which captivated the London of sixty years ago is turned now to pathos.

But Ward and Nye are only two examples of the “melancholy comedian,” a thing familiar through the ages. Yet in spite of all such precedents, and admitting that exceptions are exceptions, I cannot but think that the true manner of the comedian is that of smiles and laughter. If I am to be amused let me see on the stage before me, not the lantern jaws of sorrow but a genial countenance shaped like the map of the world, lit with spectacles, and illuminated with a smile. Let me hear the comedian’s own laughter come first and mine shall follow readily enough, laughing not at him, but with him. I admit that when the comedian adopts this mode he runs the terrible risk of being the only one to laugh at his own fun. This is indeed dreadful. There is no contempt so bitter as that of the man who will not laugh for the man who will. The poor comedian’s merriment withers under it and his laughter turns to a sad and forced contortion pitiful to witness. But it is a risk that he must run. And there is no doubt that if he can really and truly laugh his audience will laugh with him. His only difficulty is in doing it.

This much however, I will admit, that if a man has a genuine sense of humour, he is apt to take a somewhat melancholy, or at least a disillusioned view of life. Humour and disillusionment are twin sisters. Humour cannot exist alongside of eager ambition, brisk success, and absorption in the game of life. Humour comes best to those who are down and out, or who have at least discovered their limitations and their failures. Humour is essentially a comforter, reconciling us to things as they are in contrast to things as they might be.

This is why I think such a great number of people are cut off from having any very highly developed sense of humour.

If I had to make a list of them I would put at the head all eminent and distinguished people whose lofty position compels them to take themselves seriously. The list would run something like this.

1. The Pope of Rome. I doubt if he could have a very keen sense of fun.

2. Archbishops and the more dignified clergy, sense of humour — none.

3. Emperors, Kaisers, Czars, Emirs, Emus, Sheiks, etc, etc, — absolutely none.

4. Captains of Industry (I mean the class that used to be called “Nation Makers” and are now known as “profiteers”) — atrophied.

5. Great scholars, thinkers, philanthropists, martyrs, reformers, and patriots, — petrified.

As against this I would set a list of people who probably would show a sense of humour brought to its full growth; — 

1. Deposed kings.

2. Rejected candidates for election to a national legislature.

3. Writers whose work has been refused by all the publishers.

4. Inventors who have lost their patents, actors who have been hooted off the stage, painters who can’t paint, and speaking broadly, all the unemployed and the unsuccessful.

I have no doubt that this theory, like most of the things that I say in this book, is an over-statement. But I have always found that the only kind of statement worth making is an over-statement. A half truth, like half a brick, is always more forcible as an argument than a whole one. It carries further.


The Secrets of Success
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AS REVEALED AT One Dollar and Fifty

Cents a Revelation

Note. This opening chapter deals with the secrets of material success and shows how easily it can be achieved. Indeed anybody who is willing to take a brief correspondence course can achieve it in a few weeks. What follows here is based upon the best and newest manuals on the subject, and every word is guaranteed.

 

The New Race of Big Men and Big

Women

Dear friend reader — for you will not mind my calling you this, or both of this, for I feel already that we are friends, are we not, don’t you? — let us sit down and have a comfortable get-together visit and talk things over.

Are you aware that there is a big movement going on in this country, and that a lot of big-hearted men and ever so many big women are in it? Perhaps not. Then let me try to tell you all about it and the way in which the world is being transformed by it.

No, don’t suggest sending me any money. I don’t want it. Neither I nor any of these big men and women who are working on this thing want money. We all take coupons, however, and if you care to cut out any coupons from any newspaper or magazine and send them to me I shall be glad to get them. But, remember, sending a coupon pledges you to nothing. It does not in any way bring you within reach of the law, and you may cut out as many as you like. Only a little while ago a young boy, scarcely more than a man, came into my office in great distress and in evident remorse. “What have I done?” he moaned. “What is it?” I asked. “I have cut out a coupon,” he said, wringing his hands, “and sent it in.” “To where?” I asked. “To Department B. The Success Editor, Box 440-J. Phoenix, Arizona.” “My dear friend,” I said, “cutting out a coupon pledges you to nothing.” He left my office (after in vain offering me money) a new being. I may say that he is now at the head of one of the biggest dried-prune businesses in Kalamazoo.

In other words, that boy had found the secret of success. A chance remark had suddenly put him in the path of Opportunity.

My dear reader, you may be, all unknowing, in exactly the position of that young man. You may be, like him, on the very verge of opportunity. Like him, you may need only a friendly shove to put you where you belong.

Now this movement that I am in, along with these big women, etc., that I spoke of, is a movement for putting success within reach of all, even of the dullest. You need not despair merely because you are dull. That’s nothing. A lot of these big men in the movement were complete nuts before they came in.

Perhaps it is a new idea to you that success can be deliberately achieved. Let me assure you, on the contrary, that achieving it is the only way to get it.

I wonder, for example, if the thought has ever occurred to you that you would like your salary raised. If so, nothing is more simple. Read the chapters which follow and your salary will be raised before you finish them. After having studied the literature of this big movement for success, I can tell you of hundreds, of thousands, of men and women in this country whose salaries have been raised beyond recognition.

What would you say, for example, to earning sixty-three dollars a week without leaving home, and using only your spare time; and that, too, at an agreeable occupation, needing no preparation and no skill? Do you want to do it? Well, that is what young Edward Beanhead — Kid Ed, they call him — is doing right at this minute in Houston, Texas.

Or what do you say to cleaning up half a million cold in a fortnight, on the sale of an article indispensable to every home in the country, easily understood and never out of order, patent applied for? Well, that was what was done by Callicot Johnson — Cal. Johnson, they generally call him, at least if they’re busy, or Millionaire Johnson, or Lucky Johnson — they call him a lot of names like that. You can see his picture in half the papers in the country — Bull Johnson, he’s often called — you must have seen him. Well, here was a man, this Cal, or this Bull, who never knew till he was forty-one years old that he had personality, and then all of a sudden, one day — but, stop — I’ll tell you later on all about this Bull, or Buffalo Johnson. They often call him Buffalo. I merely say that at present Buffalo — or Buff — is at the head of one of the biggest nut syndicates in El Paso.

Or how would you like to imagine yourself becoming the head of one of the biggest mercantile concerns in the country? Would you have any use for it? I mean, would it make a hit with you? If so, I shall have to tell you presently about Robert J. Rubberheart — Bull Dog Bob they usually call him. It occurred to Bob one day that eighty-five per cent of his efficiency was being squandered in — but, no, I’d better keep it. Suffice it to say that you can see, in the back pages of almost any of the current magazines, a picture of Bob at his mahogany desk in his office in that mercantile firm. He is pointing his finger right at his stenographer’s eye, and underneath him is written, “This man earns ten dollars a minute.” Well, that’s Bob. He has cut out the waste of his efficiency and he has “made good.”

But talking of Bull Dog Bob and the way he “made good,” reminds me of a lot of other cases which I have met in my study of this big movement, of men, yes, and of women, who have “made good.” Perhaps you don’t realize, reader, that no matter if a man is a long way down, almost down and out, he can still “come back” and “make good.” If a man has got sufficient pep and grit not to let the sand get choked out of him he will come back every time. I am thinking here specially — as no doubt you are — of the instance of the Hon. E. Final Upshot, now one of the leading men, one of the big men in the senate of Nicaragua. Yet there was a man who had been nearly beaten out by fate; health gone, friends gone, memory gone — he couldn’t even have remembered his friends if he had kept them — money gone, everything in fact, except that somewhere away down in that man was sand. And so one day just by chance, Ed — his friends now always called him Honest Ed — saw in a paper . . . but don’t let’s spoil the story.

In any case, the real point is that men like Buff Johnson, and Bull Dog Bob, and the Honorable Final Upshot have got personality. That’s it. Some of them had it from the start but didn’t know it. You may be in that class. Concealed in these men was an unsuspected asset, like the jewel in the toad of which Shakespeare speaks. It may be in you.

And having personality, they set to work to develop themselves. They built up their efficiency. They studied their bodies. They took exercises which gave them constitutions like ostriches. They eliminated waste. They chewed their food for hours before they used it. Realizing that a ferruginous diet breaks down the tissues and sets up a subterfuge of gas throughout the body, they took care to combine in their diet a proper proportion of explosives. Having grasped the central fact that the glory of a man’s strength is in his hair, these people, by adopting a system of rubbing (easily learned in six lessons and involving nothing more than five minutes of almost hysterical fun every morning), succeeded in checking the falling of the follicles, or capillary basis of the hair itself. In short, as one of the greatest of them has said, “Hair power is brain power.”

As with personality and efficiency, so with memory. These men of the class of which we are speaking, grasped the idea that Memory Means Money. To gain it, they adopted a simple formula (easily learned in six lessons without sending money) first invented by the ancient Aztecs, but now made available for everybody by the splendid efforts of the famous Doctor Allforce. The doctor, whose picture shows him to be a G. D. M. of Kansas, is often called (presumably by his friends) the Wizard of Mind Power. He is a man of whom we shall have a lot to say. Undoubtedly the man has psychic power. Whether or not it is the selfsame psychic power enjoyed by Ancient Chaldeans and the Magi who make the Magi Water, is a point on which we must not try to pronounce. But the man certainly has it, and no doubt it was for that that Kansas gave him his G. D. M. The Doctor claims that memory can be built up by a rearrangement of the colloid particles of the human brain. So convinced is the doctor of the validity of this daring claim that he offers a personal guarantee of $100 (one hundred dollars) for anybody disproving it to his satisfaction. Thus far, no single professor of any of the colleges (all known to be effete) has come forward to challenge this daring piece of scientific prophylaxis. In short, as the doctor himself says, Hypothesis is truth!

But we must not talk of the Doctor too much. We shall have plenty to say of him in his place. Just remember him as the Man Who Does Not Forget. We only mention him here in this connection as one of the big men whose ideas are reshaping the globe. Indeed, the Doctor himself has gone on record with the words, “I can reshape your head.”

But even all that we have said does not exhaust the scope of this great movement which is building up a new race of men and women. There are bigger things yet. Have you ever thought of the large place that love plays in this world? Perhaps not. You may be too big a boob to have thought about it. And yet it is a thing about which every well-constituted man and every well-constructed woman ought to think. If you have hitherto been clean outside of our great movement toward the new life and the new success you have probably never read the booklet (obtainable anywhere or to be had by cutting out a coupon) entitled How to Choose a Mate. Apart from its obvious usefulness at sea, this is a little book that should be studied by every young man and woman in the land. It is written by a man whose name of course you know, Dr. O. Salubrious, Med. Mis. Wash. He practically gives it away.

It may never have occurred to you how many men in picking a mate, or a life companion, or even a wife, make a bad pick. There are ever so many cases on record where serious dissatisfaction arises with the selection which has been made. With so many to choose from, this seems unnecessary. If you will study the work of Dr. Salubrious you will see that he makes the bold claim that men and women are animals and they should mate with the same care as is shown by the lobster, the lizard, and the graminiferous mammalia.

But for the moment we need follow the Doctor no farther. The essential idea which arises from what we have said above is that a new race of men and women is emerging under our eyes. These people like Cal. Johnson and Dr. Salubrious and Doctor Allforce and the Honorable Final Upshot are a new set of beings. Alive with personality, using one hundred per cent of their efficiency, covered with glossy hair rich in its natural oil, forgetting nothing, earning sixty-three dollars a week at occupations which fill only their leisure time, these people are rapidly inheriting the earth. As Doctor —— himself has put it, “The future will belong to those who own it.”

Do you want then, reader — and I am asking you for the last time — to be in this movement or out of it? Or no, let me put it in the striking way phrased by Allforce, “Can you afford to be out of it?”

 

A Chat on Personality: What it is

and how to get it

Let us therefore proceed to study out this question quietly and systematically, taking nothing for granted. We have said above that personality is the greatest thing in the world. But now let us ask ourselves: How do we know that personality is the greatest thing in the world? From what corollaries do we draw this hypothesis, and is such an innuendo justified? In other words, who says so?

Our answer to this is very simple. The greatest men in the world, those, that is to say, who draw the largest salaries, do so by their personality. Ask any truly great man how he made all his money, and he will always tell you the same thing. The bigger the man is the more loudly he will say it.

The other day I had a few minutes’ conversation (I couldn’t afford more) with one of the biggest-priced men in this country. “To what,” I asked, “do you attribute your own greatness?” He answered without hesitation, “To myself.”

Yet this was a man who has the reputation of being the second biggest consumer of crude rubber in this country. He may do it and he may not, but he has that reputation. I asked another man, a large consumer of adjustable bicycle parts, how much he thought he owed of his present commanding position to education. He answered emphatically, “Nothing.” Something in his tone made me believe him.

Now the common element in all these men is personality. Each one of them has a developed, balanced, nicely adjusted well-hung personality. You feel that as soon as such a man is in your presence; when he enters a room, you are somehow aware that he has come in. When he leaves, you realize that he has gone out. As soon as he opens his mouth, you know that he is speaking. When he shuts his mouth, you feel that he has stopped.

Until the recent discoveries of the success movement it was not known that personality could be acquired. We know now that it can.

For the acquirement of personality, the first thing needed is to get into harmony with yourself. You may think that this is difficult. But a little practice will soon show you how. Make the effort, so far as you can, to set up a bilateral harmony between your inner and your outer ego. When you get this done start and see what you can do to extend yourself in all directions. This is a little hard at first, but the very difficulty will lend zest to the effort. As soon as you begin to feel that you are doing it, then try, gently at first, but with increasing emphasis, to revolve about your own axis. When you have got this working nicely, slowly and carefully at first, lift yourself to a new level of thinking. When you have got up there, hold it.

As soon as in this way you have got yourself sufficiently elongated and extended you will have gained the first step in the development of personality, namely Harmony — in other words, you are completely and absolutely satisfied with yourself. If you were a nut before, you will never know it now.

The next great thing to be acquired is optimism, cheerfulness, the absence of all worry. It is a scientific fact that worry has a physical effect upon the body, clogging up the œsophagus and filling the primary ducts with mud. Cheerfulness, on the other hand, loosens up the whole anatomy by allowing a freer play to the bones. Begin each day with a smile. When you rise in the morning, throw open your window wide and smile out of it. Don’t mind whom you hit with it. When you descend to the breakfast table try to smile at your food, or even break into a pleasant laugh at the sight of it. When you start off to your place of business, enter your street car in a bright and pleasant way, paying your fare to the conductor with a winsome willingness. When you go into your office, remove your coat and rubbers with a pretty little touch of bonhommie. Ask the janitor, or the night watchman, how he has slept. Greet your stenographer with a smile. Open your correspondence with another smile, and when you answer it, try to put into what you write just the little touch of friendly cheerfulness that will win your correspondent’s heart. It is amazing how a little touch of personal affection will brighten up the dull routine of business correspondence like a grain of gold in the sand.

Don’t sign yourself “Yours truly,” but in some such way as “Yours for optimism,” or “Yours for a hundred per cent cheerfulness.” But I will show you what I mean in a more extended way by relating to you the amazing — but well-authenticated — story of the rise and success of Edward Beanhead.

 

The Remarkable Case of Edward Beanhead

An Amazing Story of Success

In presenting in support of what has been written in the preceding paragraphs the instance of Edward Beanhead, I may say that I have no doubt whatever of the authenticity of the story. It is too well attested to admit of doubt. I have seen this story of the rise of Edward Beanhead (under his own and other names) printed in so many journals that it must be true; the more so as the photograph of Beanhead is reproduced beside the story, and in many cases the editor gives a personal guarantee that the story is true. In other cases readers who doubt are invited to cut out a coupon which will bring them a free booklet that will give them a course on Leadership.

Another proof of the truth of the story is that Edward Beanhead’s salary is often inserted and printed right across the page. I forget what it is; in fact, it is not always the same, but it fills all the available space.

In many cases Beanhead in his photograph is depicted as actually pointing at his salary with one finger and saying, “Do you want to earn this?”

Skeptical readers may suggest that Edward must have owed his start in life to early advantages of birth and wealth: he may have been a prince. This is not so. Beanhead had no birth and no wealth. Accounts differ as to where he was born. Some of the documents, as reproduced in the best advertising pages, represent him as a bright little farm boy from Keokuk, Iowa. It is well known, of course, that most railroad presidents and heads of colleges come from there. Pictures are numerous which show Beanhead barefooted and with a five-cent straw hat, standing in what looks like a trout stream. There is a legend “From Farm Yard to Manager’s Desk.” Another school of writers, however, shows Edward as beginning his career in a great city, running errands — at an admirable speed and labeled “Earning his first dime.”

All this, however, is a matter of controversy. The only thing of which we can be certain is that Edward Beanhead, as a youth just verging into manhood, was occupying a simple station as some sort of business clerk. Here came the turning point of his life. By a happy accident Edward came across a little booklet entitled Tutankhamen is a Dead One. What are you? Learn personal efficiency in six lessons. Write to the Nut University. Post Office Box 6, Canal Street, Buffalo.

From this time on Beanhead’s spare minutes were spent in study. We have in proof of this the familiar illustration in which Edward is seen on a high stool, in his office at lunch hour, eating a bun with one hand and studying a book on personality in the other, while at the side, inserted in a sort of little cloud, one can see Edward’s two office companions playing craps with two young negroes. The picture is now rather rare, the little vignette of the crap game having proved rather too attractive for certain minds: in fact some people quite mistook the legend “Do you want to make money fast?”

Beanhead took the entire course, occupying five weeks and covering Personality, Magnetism, Efficiency, Dynamic Potency, the Science of Power, and Essentials of Leadership.

By the end of his course Edward had reached certain major conclusions. He now saw that Personality is Power; that Optimism opens Opportunity; and that Magnetism Makes Money. He also realized that Harmony makes for Happiness, and that Worry would merely carry his waste products into his ducts and unfit him for success.

Armed with these propositions, Edward Beanhead entered his office after his five weeks’ course a new man.

Instead of greeting his employer with a cold “Good Morning,” as many employees are apt to do, Edward asked his superior how he had slept.

Now notice how the little things count. It so happened that his employer hadn’t slept decently for ten years; and yet no employee had ever asked him about it. Naturally he “reacted” at once. Edward reacted back and in a few minutes they were in close confabulation. Beanhead suggested to his employer that perhaps his ducts were clogged with albuminous litter. The senior man gravely answered that in that case he had better raise Edward’s salary. Beanhead acquiesced with the sole proviso that in that case he should be allowed to organize his employer’s business so as to put it on a strategic footing. Now observe again how things count. It so happened that this man, although carrying on a business which extended over six states and out into the ocean, had never thought of organizing it; and he didn’t even know what a strategic footing was. The result was a second increase of salary within twenty-four hours.

In the weeks that followed Edward Beanhead, now seated in a commodious office with flat-top desk and a view of the ocean and a range of mountains, entirely reorganized the firm’s business. His method was simple. The employees were submitted to a ruthless brain-test which eliminated most of them. The business itself was then plotted out on a chart so designed as to show at a glance all the places where the firm did no business. Banks in which the firm had no money were marked with a cross. By these and other devices Edward rapidly placed the business on a new footing, stopping all the leaks, focusing it to a point, driving it deep into the ground, giving it room to expand, and steering it through the rocks. The situation is perhaps more easily understood by stating that henceforth the motto of the business became “Service.”

The natural upshot of it was that before long Edward Beanhead’s employer summoned him up to his office and informed him that he was getting old (he was seven weeks older than when we began with him), and that he was now prepared to retire to a monastery or to a golf club, and that if Edward wanted the business he could have it.

Hence at the end we see Edward Beanhead sitting beside his desk, half revolved in a revolving chair and with a beautiful stenographer within easy touch. There are two little placards nailed up, one on each side of his head bearing the legends “Efficiency” and “Service.”

And one wonders where are those fellows who were playing craps with the negroes.

 

The Success of Great Men

It is very difficult to leave this topic of success without saying something about the success of great men; indeed there is no reason why I should. I wonder if it has ever occurred to the reader to ask why there are so few great men and why so few men succeed in lifting themselves above the average level. Perhaps it hasn’t. But if he did ask why we cannot all raise ourselves above the average, the answer would be, very simply, that we all can if we try.

This is a thing that we realise at once when we study the careers of great men. But to study them properly we must not turn to the dull pages of the college histories. There only a very limited and partial account of the great is found. To get the real facts we must open the advertising pages of the illustrated magazines, and we can see at a glance that they tell us vital things never touched upon by the standard histories.

For example, it is very doubtful whether Bancroft ever knew that George Washington was in the habit of taking four deep breaths just before eating. If he did he never mentions it. Nor does he make any reference to the fact that Benjamin Franklin once said that no perfect breakfast food had as yet been found (that, of course was in his day: it has been found since, as we shall see).

In the same way Lord Macaulay, a man otherwise well informed, does not seem to know that Oliver Cromwell once said “The Secret of making money lies in Scientific Investment.” Nor was Shakespeare aware that the cloak or mantle which Julius Cæsar wore on the day he overcame the Nervii and which he wore when he was stabbed by his assassins was undoubtedly made by the famous Knit-Knot process, now so widely known.

One asks in vain, what kind of suspenders did Henry of Navarre use? What was it that Charlemagne used to say about carrying a camera with you during a vacation in the Adirondacks? What sort of exercise did Queen Elizabeth take for ten minutes every morning? In what attitude was Lord Bacon standing when he said “Mr. Business Man, why not use a fountain pen?”

But in recent times all these fascinating things are being solved for us by the painstaking researches of the advertising experts. We are getting to know things about our great men that we never knew before, — intimate, personal things that we never knew before.

And of all the historical characters whose careers are being thus illuminated there is one who stands out conspicuously above all others, — The Emperor Napoleon. This great man enjoys, in the success movement, an eminence over all others. It is the aim of everybody to be a Napoleon in his own particular line of activity and a great many are succeeding. You can see their pictures any day.

There are at least thirty-seven Napoleons now doing business. There is a “Napoleon of Billiards” and . . . a “Napoleon of Water Polo,” and a “Napoleon of the Rubber Shoe Industry”; and there is also a man who is the “Napoleon of Pants Designers,” and another who is the “Napoleon of the Ladies Shirtwaist Business”; there is a dog who is the Napoleon of Airedale Terriers, and there is a cow who is the Napoleon of Holstein milk-givers.

In short it is becoming a very important thing to learn how to be a Napoleon. You have only to turn over the back pages of any of our greatest journals, the serious pages where they teach people how to live and how to sell things, — to see little pictures of Napoleon inserted everywhere. Sometimes there is just his head under his hat: sometimes a full length picture to show his hands clasped behind his back. And in each case there is some little motto that Napoleon said or some statement about his habits. From across the years and over the wastes of the South Atlantic Napoleon is still teaching us how to live and how to sell things.

From these statements thus printed I have pieced together a composite picture of Napoleon in which is shown those little personal things that made him what he was.

Anybody who wants to be a Napoleon has only to imitate these things. I admit that they are a little complicated. But even Napoleon couldn’t have learned them all at once. He must have picked them bit by bit.

In the first place the great Emperor was an early riser. The hour of three in the morning saw him in the saddle or at his desk. “Early rising,” he once said when taking a well known breakfast food, “not only peptonizes the stomach but with the aid of a simple remedy obtainable at all drug stores restores tone and vigor to the lost digestion.”

Napoleon also sat up late. He never sought his couch till three in the morning. “The later the hour,” he once said, in referring to a new patent oil lamp, “the better the brain.”

It was the practice of Napoleon to chew his food twenty minutes before swallowing it. Eating a sirloin steak took him all day. Napoleon was in the habit of eating standing up. He also ate lying down. He could even sit and eat.

While talking the great Emperor habitually held his mouth firmly shut.

Napoleon always wore wool next to his skin. He once said in an interview which he seems to have given to a well known firm of woollen manufacturers in Paterson, New Jersey, “There is nothing like wool.”

In the same way he always said, “There is nothing like a delicious cup of Ozo when exhausted from the pulpit and the platform.”

Napoleon was passionately fond of walking: also he never walked. Napoleon drank, but always with the strictest avidity.

Napoleon made little use of tobacco except in the form of snuff, or cigars or cut plug.

During his exile at St. Helena Napoleon is reported to have said,

“If I had taken a course in Personal Leadership, I should not have landed here.”


The Human Mind Up To Date
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NOTE. THE DISCUSSION which follows below is intended to be merely a portion, or half portion, of a Manual of the New Mentality. The work when finished will comprise twenty instalments which may be read either singly or all at the same time. The final edition will be bound in half-calf for ordinary readers, with a university edition for scholars (complete calf), and for the rich an édition de luxe sold at an addition de luxe.

The object of the entire work — I need hardly say — will not be to make money, but to perform a service to the community. To make this certain, the word service will be stamped in gilt letters on each volume of a special or “service edition” of the book — sold to servants.

 

The Mind Wave

One of the most cheering things about this good, gay world in which we are at present living is the recent pleasing progress of the human mind. For ever so many centuries the human mind had lain more or less dormant. It was known that it was there. But just where it was and what it did and how it did it was a matter on which nothing, if anything, was known.

Within recent years all this has changed. A great wave of mind culture has swept over the community. People who never had any before now have little else.

It is generally admitted that the human mind was first discovered about four years ago by a brilliant writer in one of the Sunday journals. His article “Have We a Subconscious Ego?” was immediately followed by a striking discussion under the title “Are We Top Side Up?” This brought forth a whole series of popular articles and books under such titles as Willing and Being, How to Think, Existence as a Mode of Thought, The Super Self, and such special technical studies as The Mentality of the Hen and the Thought Process of the Potato.

This movement, once started, has spread in every direction. All our best magazines are now full of mind. In every direction one sees references to psychoanalysis, auto-suggestion, hypnosis, hypnoosis, psychiatry, inebriety, and things never thought of a little while ago. Will power is being openly sold by correspondence at about fifty cents a kilowatt. College professors of psychology are wearing overcoats lined with fur, and riding in little coupé cars like doctors. The poor are studying the psychology of wealth, and the rich are studying the psychology of poverty. Memory has been reduced to a system. A good memory is now sold for fifty cents.

Everybody’s mind is now analyzed. People who used to be content with the humblest of plain thinking, or with none at all, now resolve themselves into “reflexes” and “complexes” and “impulses.” Some of our brightest people are kleptomaniacs, paranoiacs, agoraphobists, and dolomites. A lot of our best friends turn out to be subnormal and not worth knowing. Some of the biggest business men have failed in the intelligence test and have been ruined. A lot of our criminals turn out not to be criminals at all, but merely to have a reaction for another person’s money.

Still more gratifying is the fact that we are now able to locate with something like certainty where the mind is. And it appears that it is away down — in fact, is sinking into a bottomless abyss. What we took for the mind is only an insignificant part of it, a poor glimmer of intelligence, a rush light floating on the surface of an unknown depth. Underneath the mind lurks the subconscious, and away down under this again, the subliminal, and under that is the primitive complex, and farther down, fifty feet in the mud, is the cosmic intelligence. This late item, cosmic intelligence, is thought by some people to be found in Buddhism, and other people say that it is seen in Walt Whitman, and in Dante at his best. It may also be connected with music.

But what is now an assured fact is that, while human beings have only just begun to learn about these things, the animals have known about them and been using them for years. It seems that the caterpillar doesn’t think at all! He gave it up long ago; he merely “reacts.” The common ant (formica americana) instead of working all the time, as we thought it did, does not work at all. It merely has a community complex in the lobes of one of its feet. What we took to be the play of the young lamb (lambens piccola) is simply a chemical movement of its tail under the influence of one or more stimuli.

In short, the whole mental world has been thrown into the greatest excitement. Everybody is “reacting” on everybody else. Mind waves and brain storms blow about like sand in the Sahara. Things good and bad come at us like an infection. We live in deadly fear that we may catch bolshevism, as we might a cold. Everything rushes at us in “waves.” A New York chauffeur chokes his employer, and it is called a “crime wave.” The man is rushed off to a rest house to have his complex removed, while the people leave the city in the flood. Then they hear that a repentant burglar has given a million dollars to Trinity Church, and that a moral wave is flooding over the city; and they come back.

In this disturbed state nobody’s mind can act alone. Everybody has to be in it with a lot of others. Family love is replaced by Big Brother Movements and Little Sister Agitations, and a grown-up man subscribes twenty-five cents and wears a pink ribbon to help him to be kind to his own mother.

 

The Outbreak of Psychology

Prominent among all these phenomena is the great movement which is putting psychology into the front rank of human activities. In earlier days this science was kept strictly confined to the colleges. It was taught by an ancient professor in a skull cap, with a white beard which reached to the foot of his waistcoat. It had no particular connection with anything at all, and did no visible harm to those who studied it. It explained the difference between a “sensation” and a “perception” and between an “idea” and a “notion.” As a college subject, it was principally taken as a qualification for the football team, and thus ranked side by side with architecture, religious knowledge and the Portuguese Ballad. Some of the greatest players on the Harvard and Yale teams knew little else.

All this changed. As a part of the new research, it is found that psychology can be used not only for the purpose of football, but for almost anything in life. There is now not only psychology in the academic or college sense, but also a Psychology of Business, a Psychology of Education, a Psychology of Salesmanship, a Psychology of Religion, a Psychology of Boxing, a Psychology of Investment, and a Psychology of Playing the Banjo. In sort, everybody has his. There is the psychology of the criminal, the psychology of the politician, and a psychology of the infant. For almost every juncture of life we now call in the services of an expert psychologist as naturally as we send for an emergency plumber. In all our great cities there are already, or soon will be, signs that read “Psychologist — Open Day and Night.”

The real meaning of this is found in the fact that we are now able to use psychology as a guide or test in a thousand and one practical matters. In the old days there was no way of knowing what a man could do except by trying him out. Now we don’t have to do this at all. We merely measure the shape of his head and see whether, by native intelligence he can, immediately and offhand, pronounce TH backward, or count the scales of a goldfish. This method has been applied for many years in the appointment of generals in the Chinese army, but with us it is new.

 

The Intelligence Test

In other words, the intelligence test has come to us as one of the first fruits of the new psychology. In practically every walk of life, this bright little device is now being introduced as a means of finding out what people don’t know, and for what particular business they are specially unfitted. Many persons, it now appears, go through life without being able to distinguish colors, or to arrange equilateral triangles into a tetrahedron, or to say the alphabet backwards. Indeed, some persons of this sort have in the past gone clear through and got away with it. They could hardly do so now. And yet incompetent persons of this kind used often to occupy positions of trust, and even to handle money.

Let us see then what the intelligence test means.

If we wish to realize how slipshod is the thinking of persons in apparently sound mental condition, we have only to ask any man of our acquaintance how much is 13 times 147. The large probability is that he doesn’t know. Or let us ask any casual acquaintance how many cubic centimeters there are in the Woolworth Building, and his estimate will be found to be absurdly incorrect. The man, in other words, lacks observation. His mind has never been trained to form an accurate judgment.

Compare with this the operation of the trained, keener mind such as is being fashioned by the new psychology. This man, or shall we say this mind, for he deserves to be called it, walks down the street with his eye alert and his brain active. He notes the cubic contents of the buildings that he sees. He can tell you if you ask him (or even if you don’t) the numbers of the taxicabs which he has passed, or overtaken, in his walk. He can tell you what proportion of red-haired men have passed him in a given time; how many steps he has taken in going a hundred yards; and how many yards he has walked in a given number of steps.

In other words, the man is a thinker. For such a man the intelligence test has no terrors. I questioned a man of this sort the other day. I said, “You have been in such and such an apartment building, have you not?” He answered, with characteristic activity of mind, “Yes.” “And did you on entering such and such a hall in the building observe such and such a goldfish in such and such a bowl?” Judge my surprise when he told me that he had not only observed it, but had counted its scales and given it a peanut. My readers, moreover, will readily believe me when I say that the man in question is the head of one of the biggest corporations in the city. No one else could have done it.

But for persons who lack the proper training and habits of observation the intelligence test acts as a ruthless exterminator of incompetence. The point of it is, I repeat, that it is aimed not at eliciting the things which, from the very routine of our life itself, we are certain we know, but at those things which we ought to know but don’t.

Here are a few little samples of what I mean, taken from the actual test questions used by one of our leading practical psychologists:

Intelligence Test for Bank Managers

1. Can you knit?

2. Name your favorite flower.

3. Which is the larger end of a safety pin?

4. How many wheels has a Pullman car?

5. If a spider wants to walk from the top corner of a room to the bottom corner farthest away, will he follow the angular diameter of the floor, or will his path be an obese tabloid?

It is the last question, I may say, which generally gets them. Already four of the principal bank managers in New York have lost their positions over it.

Let us put beside this from the same source another interesting set of questions:

Intelligence Test for Hospital Nurses

1. What is the difference between a Federal Reserve note and a Federal Reserve Bank note?

2. Suppose that a general buoyancy had led you to expand beyond what you considered prudent, and you felt that you must deflate, what would you take in first?

I may say that of seventeen trained nurses only one was able to answer these questions, especially No. 2, without wandering from the essential meaning; even the odd one hardly counted, as she turned out to be engaged to a bank teller.

Still more striking is the application of the intelligence test to the plain manual occupations. The worker fulfils, let us admit, his routine duty. But we have to ask, is this all that we have a right to demand from him? No. If the man is to be really competent, his mind ought to have a reach and an outlook which go beyond the mechanical operations of his job. I give an example:

Intelligence Test for Marine Engineers

1. Are you inclined to sympathize with Schiaparelli’s estimate of Dante’s Divina Commedia?

2. Luigi Pulci, it has been said, voices the last strains of the age of the troubadours. Do you get this?

3. Alfieri must always be regarded rather as the last of the cinquecentisti than as the first of the moderns. How do you stand on that?

Let us put beside this as an interesting parallel the following:

Intelligence Tests for Professors of Comparative

Literature

1. How much pressure per square inch of surface do you think a safe load to carry?

2. Suppose that, just as you were getting to work, you got trouble somewhere in your flow of gas, so that that set up a back-firing in your tubes, would you attribute this to a defect in your feed?

3. Suppose that you were going along late at night at moderate speed, and properly lighted up, and you saw a red light directly in front of you, would you stop or go right on?

From all of which it appears that by means of the Intelligence Test we have now an infallible means of knowing just what a man amounts to. If we want to know whether or not an applicant is suited for a job we have only to send him to the laboratory of a practicing psychologist, and we can find out in fifteen minutes all about him. How vastly superior this is to the old and cumbersome methods of inquiring into a young man’s schooling, and into his family, and reading personal letters of recommendation, can hardly be exaggerated. Let me quote as a typical example the case which I have just mentioned, that of letters of recommendation. Compare the old style and the new.

Old-fashioned Letter of Recommendation Given to a

Young Man Seeking a Position in the Milling

Business.

To Messrs. Smith, Brown & Co.

Dear Sirs,

I should like to recommend to you very cordially my young friend Mr. O’Hagan. I have known him since his boyhood, and can assure you that he is an estimable young man who has had a good schooling and is willing to work. When I add that he was raised right here in Jefferson County, and that his mother was one of the McGerrigles, I feel sure that you will look after him.

We have had an open fall here, but a good spell of cold has set in since New Year’s.

Very faithfully,

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

New-Fashioned Letter of Estimation as Supplied by

a Psychological Laboratory Expert

Messrs. Smith, Brown & Co.

Dear Sirs,

This certifies that I have carefully examined Mr. O’Hagan in my laboratory for fifteen minutes and submitted him to various measurements and tests, with a view to estimating his fitness for the Milling Business. He measures 198 centimeters from end to end, of which his head represents 7.1 per cent. We regard this as too large a proportion of head for a miller. His angle of vision is 47, which is more than he will need in your business. We applied various stimuli to the lobes of his neck and got very little reaction from him. We regret to say that he does not know what 17 times 19 is; and we further found that, after being in our laboratory for fifteen minutes, he had failed to notice the number of panes in the windows.

On the whole, we think him better suited for social service or university work or for the church than for a position of responsibility.

Very truly,

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

P. S. We enclose our statement of account for 17 tests at $5.00 per test.

The value of the system, however, does not stop even at this point. It is proving itself an invaluable aid in weeding out incompetent men who have perhaps escaped detection for many years. For example, a firm in Kansas were anxious to judge of the selling power of their salesmen. An intelligence test applied to their staff showed that not a single one knew how to sell anything. The firm had been misled for years by the mere fact that these men were successfully placing orders. A furniture factory in Grand Rapids submitted seventy-one of their employees to the test to see what they knew about furniture: it appeared that they knew nothing about it. One of the Kalamazoo Celery companies, anxious to develop the Psychology of Growing Celery, instituted a searching test of their gardeners. It appeared that only four of them had ever heard of psychology and only one of them could spell it. Yet here were men who had been professing to grow celery for twenty years. Instances such as these show how far from perfect is our industrial system. Nor will it ever be improved until sweeping intelligence tests and wholesale dismissals have put it on a new basis.

 

The Psychology of the Animal Mind

The sad truth is that as yet most of us do not know how to think. We think we think, but we don’t.

Nor can we begin thinking until we are prepared to begin all over again and build up our thought-process from its basis up. Herein lies the peculiar importance of Animal Psychology in the new wave of mentality.

Already the ground has been broken. Careful investigations of the thought-complex of the hen, the worm, and the bee have revealed to the world something of the wonderful mentality that was formerly rudely classed as “instinct.” We now know that the bee could not construct her honeycomb in the particular form which she uses had she not some knowledge, however modest, of the mathematical law of the maximum cubic content. Where she got it we do not as yet know. But we hope to find out. Our psychological investigators are sitting among the bees, following the hens, and associating with the worms, and adding daily to our store of knowledge.

My own researches in this direction are not of wide extent. But I have endeavored to fit myself for discussing the subject by undertaking the study of one particular animal. I make here no claim to originality of method, and readily admit that my researches are based upon — I may say, are imitated from — the best models of work in this direction. I selected as my subject the common Hoopoo, partly because no one had investigated the Hoopoo before, and partly because good fortune threw the opportunity in my way.

In other words, the observations which I have carried on in regard to the mentality and habits of the Hoopoo fall within that large portion of the new mentality which deals with the mind of animals. I should be ungrateful if I did not express my obligation to the authors of The Play of Animals, The Behavior of the Toad, The Love Affairs of the Lobster, and other well-known manuals of this class. But, so far as I am aware, I am the first to subject the Hoopoo to the same minute scrutiny which has been so successfully applied to the bee, the garden worm, and the iguanadon.

My acquaintance with the Hoopoo herself I owe to the fortunate fact that beside my house is an empty brick yard devoid of grass, occupied only with sand, litter, and broken stone — in short, a tempting spot for the entomologist.

It was while sitting on a brick in the empty brickyard, occupied, I fear, with nothing better than counting the grains of sand in a wagon load that had been dumped upon the ground, that I first saw the Hoopoo. She was making her way in the leisurely fashion that is characteristic of her, from one tiny pebble to another, daintily crossing the minute rivulets and ravines of the broken soil with that charm which is all hers. The glorious occasion was not to be lost. As hastily as I could, I made my way back to the house to bring my notebook, my pencil — without which my notebook could be but an aggravation — and my lens. Alas! by the time I had returned the Hoopoo had disappeared. I resolved henceforth to be of a greater prudence. Blaming myself for my lack of preparedness, I took care next night to sleep with my lens in bed with me so as to be ready at the earliest dawn to proceed to the brickyard.

The first beams of day saw me seated upon the same brick, my lens ready at hand, my notebook on my knee and my pencil poised in the air. But alas! my hopes were destined to be dashed to the ground. The Hoopoo did not appear.

The entomologist, however, must be patient. For five successive mornings I found myself seated on the brick in eager expectation. No result. But on the sixth morning there flashed through my mind one of those gleams of inductive reasoning which make the entomologist what he is. It occurred to me with such force as to make me wonder why it had not occurred to me with such force before, that on the first occasion I had seen the Hoopoo at ten o’clock in the morning. On all the other occasions I had sat on the brick at four in the morning. The inference was obvious. The Hoopoo does not get up until ten.

To wait until ten o’clock was the work of a moment. With renewed expectation, I found myself seated on the brick at the very moment when the shadow thrown by the morning sun from behind the chimney of a nearby factory indicated to me that it was ten o’clock. With a beating heart I watched the shadow steal across the ground. Alas! I was doomed again to failure. Ten o’clock came and passed and no sign of the Hoopoo greeted my anxious eye. I was just about to leave the place in despair and to select for my researches some animal less erratic than the Hoopoo, such as the horse, the boa-constrictor, or the common kangaroo, when a thought flashed through my mind calculated to turn my despair into a renewed anticipation. Six days — so it now suddenly occurred to me — had elapsed. One more would make seven. Seven days in a week. The inexorable logic was complete. The Hoopoo must appear once a week. The day of her first appearance had been Sunday. To-morrow she would come again.

The reader may imagine in what an agony of expectation I waited till next day. Spasms went through me when I thought of what the morrow might or might not bring. But this time I was not doomed to disappointment. Seated on my brick at the precise hour of ten, and watching the moving shadow, I became suddenly aware that the Hoopoo had appeared and was moving daintily over the dusty ground. There was no doubt of her identity. My eye dwelt with delight on the beautiful luster of her carapace and the curvical appearance of her snortex. Her antennæ gracefully swept the air before her while the fibulæ with which her feet were shielded traced a feathery pattern in the dust. Hastily taking out my stop-watch, I timed her. She was moving at the rate of the tenth part of a centimeter in the twentieth of a second. Her general direction was north-north-west. But here entered an astounding particularity which I am as yet unable to explain. The direction in which the Hoopoo was moving was exactly reversed from that of the previous week.

I determined now to test the intelligence of the Hoopoo. Taking a small piece of stick, I placed it directly across her path. She stepped over it. I now supported the same piece of stick by elevating it, still lying in the Hoopoo’s path, on two small pebbles. She went under it. I next placed both stick and stones together so as to form what must have appeared a formidable barrier directly in her path. She went around it. I now varied my experiment. With the blade of my knife I dug, directly in the path of the moving animal, hole which must have appeared to her a considerable cavity. She jumped across it.

I need not, however, recite in detail the series of experiments which I carried out on this and the following Sunday mornings. I tested the Hoopoo in accordance with all the latest intelligence tests of animal life. And in every test she acquitted herself not only with credit but with distinction. I lifted her up with blades of grass, carried her to a distance of fifty yards and set her down again, to see if she could walk home (which she did), and fed her with minute particles of farraginous oatcake soaked in champagne. The result of my experiments show her to be right up in the front class of animal psychology, along with the ant, the bee, and the filipino.

In short if I wished to summarize the results of my scientific labours on the Hoopoo and to set them down as an addition to human knowledge, on a par with most of our new discoveries in regard to the behaviour and psychology of animals, I should formulate them as follows:

1. When the Hoopoo is unable to step over anything, she walks round it.

2. The Hoopoo will drink water when she has to, but only when she has to, but she will drink champagne whether she has to or not.

3. The religious belief of the Hoopoo is dim.

Had the Hoopoo lived a great career would have opened up in front of her. Alas! she did not. An attempt to see whether the Hoopoo could eat gravel proved disastrous. But she at least lived long enough to add one more brilliant page to the growing literature of insect life.

I cannot but feel a sense of personal loss as I sit now in the solitude of the sunlit brickyard, listening to the hum of the zocataquil and the drone of the probiscus and the sharp staccato note of the jimjam.

 

The Human Memory

Try My System and You will never Forget it

But I turn not without a feeling of reluctance from the memory of the Hoopoo and the subject of animal psychology to another aspect of the human mind now very much in the foreground of interest. I refer to Memory.

I gather from the back pages of the magazines, which are the only ones that I ever read, that there seems to be a great demand for the strengthening of the human memory. A great many “systems of memory” are now being placed upon the market, and these systems, I am delighted to find, involve no strain upon the brain, can be acquired at an expenditure of only four minutes’ time each day, resemble play rather than work, and are forwarded to any part of the United States or Canada for fifty cents.

Persons who are not satisfied with the treatment may write and say so if they don’t forget to do so. In short any one who cares to have it, can now acquire a memory as prehensile as a monkey’s tail.

This is indeed a boon. After all, what is so distressing as a failing memory? Any reader of this book can tell for himself whether he is in the first stage of the collapse of memory by asking himself whether he has any difficulty in recalling the names of the people he meets on the street. Does the reader find himself greeted two or three times a week and compelled to say: — 

“Excuse me, I seem to know your face, and there’s something familiar about the droop of your head, and the silly expression of your features and that asinine way in which you lean forward on your feet but I can’t recall your name.”

That however is only the first stage. A little later on, unless the memory is attended to, and toned up by a system, it goes into a further lapse in which the victim thus accosted on the street is only able to answer: — 

“Excuse me. I can’t recall your name. I don’t remember your face. I never saw your clothes. I don’t recollect your voice. If I ever saw you I have forgotten it. If I ever knew you, it has left no impression. Tell me frankly, are you one of my relations or just one of my best friends?”

After which it is very humiliating to have the stranger remind him of the simple fact that he was at the Schenectady High School with him only thirty-five years ago.

But the loss of memory as to names and faces is only a part of the evil. Many people find that as they grow older they lose their memory for words, for passages from books, for pieces of poetry familiar since childhood. The reader may test his own power of memory by completing if he can the following: — 

“The boy stood on the burning deck

Whence, — —”

Let us ask “whence what?” and “in what direction?”, “why was the deck burning?” and “why had the boy selected it for standing on?” Or this again: — 

“Under the spreading chestnut tree,

The village smithy stands,

The smith, — —”

Now then, quite frankly, what about the Smith? Can you give any idea of his personal appearance. What about his hands — eh what?

I may say at once that any reader who finds himself unable to recall poems of this class, or to name the branches of the Amazon, or to remember who it was that borrowed a dollar from him at bridge, is in a bad way and had better take treatment at once.

It is to meet this very kind of difficulty that I have been working out a system of memory. As yet it is only in a fragmentary shape, but even as it is, it may be found of use for certain purposes.

I will take a very familiar and very important case — the question of how to remember the delegates at a convention. All of us nowadays have to attend conventions of one kind or another — conventions of Furniture Men, or Rubber Men, or Stone Men, or Cement Men, Gas Men, Air Men, — any kind of men. And at every convention the delegate from Grand Rapids, Michigan, looks exactly like the delegate from Miami, Florida, and from Iksquak, Ungava. Is there, one asks, any way by which one can remember the name of a peculiar delegate? Yes, I think, it can be done.

In my system in such a problem as this we proceed on the method of Infinite Verification. Put in simple language this means that if you say a thing over often enough presently you may remember it. Thus if a delegate is introduced to you under the name of Mr. Louis Barker of Owen Sound, Ontario, as soon as he has been presented you must say:

“Pardon me, I am not sure that I have the name right?”

“Louis Barker.”

“Ah, thank you, Mr. Barker, and from where did you say?”

“From Owen Sound.”

“Oh, yes, — and I don’t know if I got your Christian name?”

“Louis.”

“Oh, certainly, and what did you say was your surname?”

“Barker.”

“Yes, exactly, and from what town do you come, Mr. Barker?”

“From Owen Sound.”

“Ah, to be sure and you said it was in Alberta.”

“No, in Ontario.”

“In Ontario! Of course, how stupid of me, and, — pardon me, I want to get it right, — did you say that your name was Lloyd or Tomlinson? For the moment I can’t remember which.”

When you hear two or more people going through this kind of conversation you may be sure that they are memory experts, and that they are paying fifty cents a week for memory lessons, — or they ought to.

At any rate there is no doubt that if that kind of question and answer is repeated often enough you will presently retain with absolute distinctness the recollection that the man’s name is Louis Barker, — either that or William Baker.

And just at the time when you have got this established he himself will turn to you and say:

“Excuse me, I am afraid I am rather stupid, but did you say that your name was Edward Peterson or Lionel Jennings?”

It has to be observed however that even when this much has been accomplished you still may not be able to remember the delegate’s face. That is another question. Science has not yet gone far enough to tell us whether it is possible to remember delegates’ faces at conventions.

Such cases, however, are relatively simple. I turn to the more difficult problem of how to remember telephone numbers. Everybody knows how provoking it is when we cannot remember whether our best friend’s telephone number is 4821 or 4281, — or just possibly 8241, or even 8421, — with a faint suspicion that it may be 2841 or, — stop a bit — 2481. It seems a shame to remember it so nearly as that — in fact, within a few thousands — and yet not get it.

The best solution, no doubt, is to associate only with people who have reasonable telephone numbers such as 9999 or 0000. Failing that, one must fall back on some kind of mnemonic device. Now in the case of numbers a great deal can be done by what we call technically the principle of association. This means that, after all, everything must in a way be like something else, and that even the oddest collection of figures are connected by some link or association with others more simple.

For example, a friend of mine told me that he had great difficulty in remembering his telephone number which was 2937-J. I drew his attention to the simple fact that 29 is only one short of thirty and that 37 is only three short of forty and that J is the next letter before K. After that the thing was absurdly easy.

A similar difficulty presented itself in another case where the telephone number was 4754. But after turning it over in my mind I realized that 47 is the highest prime number above 41 and that 54 would be the next if it were 53 instead of 54. Add to this that the number 4754 itself is nothing other than the square root of 22,600,516 and the problem is solved.

It may be objected that this form of memory work is open only to people of a mathematic mind — such as actuaries, astronomers, and the employees of a cash register company. Other people may prefer a form of association dealing rather with facts than with figures. In this connection I may quote the case of a man whose telephone number was 1066 and who was able to remember it by noticing that it represents the date of the Norman Conquest. This is capable of a wide application. If your telephone number is 2986 connect it at once with the fall of the Ming dynasty in China; if it is 3843, that is obviously the date of the death of Amenhotep the First and so on. In short, whatever your number is you have but to look it up in a book of history, connect an event with it, learn the event, memorize the date, and the thing is done. In such a case be careful not to say to the operator: “Give me the landing of the Pilgrim fathers, Uptown-W.”

Here is a more intricate problem in which the student of memory may surprise his friends with the brilliance of his performance, — I refer to the power to memorize a long and disconnected series of names. The best illustration or at least the most familiar, is the series of the names of the Presidents of the United States in order of office.

When we apply the principle of association to this, what appears an almost insuperable task is easily overcome. Take the first link in the chain. We want to remember that after Washington comes Adams. Can it be done? Yes, by association. We connect with the word Washington anything that it suggests, and then something that that suggests, and so on till we happen to get to Adams — 

Washington evidently suggests washing.

Washing evidently suggests laundry.

Laundry evidently suggests the Chinese.

The Chinese evidently suggest missionaries.

Missionaries evidently suggest the Bible.

The Bible begins with Adam.

How ridiculously simple!

In conclusion I may say that if any reader of this book will send me fifty cents, I will either (a) forward to him by post my entire system of memory, or (b) send him back his fifty cents, or (c) keep his fifty cents and say nothing about it. If his memory is so weak as to need a system he will have forgotten his fifty cents anyway.

 

 

 

 

 

 

III


The Human Body — Its Care and Prevention

[image: img53.jpg]

HAVING PUT THE human mind where it belongs, or at least placed it where it can do no harm, we shall proceed in the present chapter to deal with the human body in her various aspects. Most readers will admit — except those who are complete nuts — that, with the single exception of the mind and the soul, there is nothing so important as the body. If we had no body it is doubtful if we could get along. Without the body most of us, if not all of us, would feel lost. Life itself would lose much of its elasticity, and even the most optimistic would be oppressed with a sense of emptiness.

Under such circumstances it is obvious that the care and use of the body is a matter of prime importance. We must study the question of how we are to treat it. What will be the best food to give it? What would it like to eat? Does it care for fruit and nuts? Are eggs good for it? In short, the thoughtful man when he sits down to eat will not merely consider his own personal likes and dislikes, but will remember that he must look after his body.

The same is true of exercise. The wise man when he goes out for a walk will take his body along with him. Air is good for it: and he will see to it that his body is always properly warmed, housed, and cleaned. It is not too much to say that the proper care of the body has a close connection with the health.

To maintain this care there is needed a continued and anxious personal attention. The thing must not be left to subordinates. The man of sense will keep up a minute and unceasing examination of his skin, his hair, and his whole exterior. If he drops a hair he should pick it up at once: one of the follicles at its base may have given way or perhaps the fall of the hair may mean that he is in the incipient stage of scatalosis, or mange. If so, he ought to inform himself of it without delay.

Nor is it only the external aspect of the body that should be an object of continuous attention. The same thing is true of the interior, or what we may call medically, the inside. The prudent man especially as he reaches middle life, will keep a watchful eye turned on his inside. Are his ducts functioning? How is his great colon? And the shorter, or semi-colon, what about that? Is there an easy flow of nitric acid from the œsophagus to the proscenium? If not, what is stopping it: has perhaps a lot of sand or mud made its way into the auditorium? Are the sebaceous glands in what one might call efficient working condition, and are the valves of the liver revolving as they ought to? Are the eyes opening and shutting properly, and is the lower jaw swinging on its hinges as it should? In short, the man of discretion will go over himself each day and tap himself with a small hammer to see that his body is functioning as it ought to.

This care of the body and, particularly this attention to food, is a thing of very recent growth. It belongs only with the era in which we live and with the development of the advertising sections of the metropolitan press and with the invention of scenic advertising along the lines of our great railways. It is amazing how careless our ancestors were in this respect. The early pioneers who cut down the forests and settled the farm lands of North America never seem to have taken any exercise. They knew nothing of the value of deep breathing or of the advantage of lifting the left knee up to the chest five times every morning before breakfast.

As to food, the mental state of our ancestors was appalling. They were ignorant of vitamines, calories, and of the proper proportion of ferruginous and diaphanous elements in diurnal diet. They ate pancakes, oatcakes, johnnycakes, and other albuminous integers without realizing that in so doing they were increasing their consumption of protein without any corresponding balance of nitrogen. They seem to have eaten meats, pies, ham sandwiches, doughnuts, and dog biscuits under the silly impression that such things are food. We have only to open a modern scientific book on Diet and What it Does to Us to realize that they are not. These things may satisfy the appetite and distend the stomach and create a distressing hallucination of happiness, but they are not food. In the true sense, food will be found to consist of certain chemical products including nitrogen, carbon (such as common coal), cement, glue, and other lifegiving elements. To all of these we now give the name vitamines, to indicate that without them life is not possible, or, if possible at all, is too dull to count. But to get at the root of the matter we must turn back to the beginning of our analysis and must proceed to build up a science of food.

 

The Science of Food

The first thing we have to do is to obtain a scientific view of the nature of food and to answer the question why do we eat and what will happen if we don’t. Most people have never stopped to ask themselves why they eat and could not give a satisfactory reason why they do so. From the medical point of view the problem is not so simple as it sounds, but we may, in an approximate way, answer the question by saying that if we did not eat we should lose tone and elasticity, there would be a lowering of buoyancy, our blood would slacken, our stomach would sink, and our clothes would come unbuttoned. Granted then that we are satisfied with the answer to our first question and admit, perhaps regretfully, that we must eat, we are confronted with the second inquiry, how much should we eat and when have we eaten enough? Here again science is able to give us a definite answer. There are certain plain and obvious symptoms which indicate to the trained eye that we have eaten enough. The distention of the stomach, as notified by the stretching and cracking of the skin, the bulging of the eyes, and the inability to move the jaws, should warn us that it is time to rise from the table — if we can. Some specialists, however, hold that even when this stage has been reached a more complete repletion can still be secured by the infiltration of buckwheat pancakes and maple syrup. This, however, is a technical matter of secondary importance. The main factor is that after a certain point is reached a general feeling of compactness, of solidification, of unification of the whole body sets in and informs us that if we like we can stop eating without harm.

This much established, we pass to the much more delicate inquiry what can we eat and, if we do, how can we digest it? This inquiry we cannot undertake, however, until we are prepared to understand what it is that happens, medically and scientifically, to our food. The process runs thus. The food is first introduced into the mouth, where it is thrown violently back and forward, beating with great force against the cheeks: by this means it is folded into a ball and thrown to the œsophagus, which catches it, spins it round, and hurls it with a splash into the stomach. In this organ it is further pounded, pulverized, kicked, and bruised. Reduced thus into its elements, the food is divided, some of it passes into the liver, some into the heart, some into the eyes, causing them to bulge, while some again goes back into the face, causing it to swell and expand until its temperature reaches the boiling point and is carried off in the form of steam. The food not thus used is thrown by the stomach into the tetrahedron and disappears.

So far so good. We have now to ask what particular substances are those which present to us the proper food values. Science tells us that food consists of the following things: the class of substances called proteins, such as ordinary paste, glue (as found on the back of postage stamps), shoeblacking, including tan-polish, etc., etc.; the whole class known as carbons, such as common coal, burnt sticks, lampblack, and so on; a number of gases, to include nitrogen, hydrogen, sulphuric acid as found in eggs, and so forth. In addition to these principal articles of diet, the body needs, if it is to maintain a perfect health, a certain quantity of phosphorus, lime, old iron, sugar, gin, cement, rust, beans, mud, and other bone-making elements.

 

Computation by Calories

For a perfect science of food we need, however, more than a mere list of the food ingredients. We must have some form of relative measurement of computation. Modern science supplies this in the form of the calory, one of the newest and brightest discoveries in the art of eating. A calory (which is derived from the Greek calico, I eat) means the amount of units of heat which a food constituent imparts to the body. Thus when we eat a pound of beefsteak we are aware of a growing sensation of heat; on eating a second pound we are hotter still; on eating the third pound our latent heat, if it were not carried off in the form of a cloud rising from the face, would result in serious inconvenience and perhaps in a liquefaction of the kidneys. In other words, we should be at the boiling point.

Experience shows that a pound of beefsteak contains 800 calories; a pound of sausages contains 1600 calories; while coal tar, although it is nearly 500 times sweeter than sugar, contains no calories at all. This is why we do not eat coal tar. On the other hand, various articles of diet which are very commonly neglected are very rich in calories: of these we may mention Brazil nuts, popcorn, timothy hay, spinach, raw oats, and grass seed.

We are now in a position to indicate the general tenor of a balanced diet. We may set it down somewhat as follows:

BREAKFAST MENU

(For an adult)

100 calories of nitrogen dioxide

100 calories (ten pounds) of popcorn

100 calories (one packet) of bird seed.

It will be found that any adult in good condition who eats this breakfast will rise from it with a sense of lightness and volubility quite lacking after his usual diet.

BREAKFAST MENU

(For a child)

100 calories of hay

1 pint of sour milk (very rich and swarming with

vitamines)

2 pounds of beefsteak (high value in carbohydrates)

1 cake of soap.

Let us try a slight variation.

AVIATOR’S BREAKFAST

(Before Flying)

Hydrogen (400 calories)

Popcorn (half a bushel)

AVIATOR’S DINNER

(After Flying)

1 pound of cement

3 calories of iron

1 can of stewed lead

with perhaps a crab-apple.

Anybody with a constructive mind will readily see how easy and simple it becomes, when once we have a proper knowledge of food values, to put together a suitable diet or menu for any kind of occasion. It is needless to multiply examples. But a few typical illustrations may serve to develop our meaning to the saturation point. Thus:

MENU FOR ANNUAL LUNCHEON

OF AN ARTISTS’ LEAGUE



	
Hors d’Œuvre — 


	
Air





	
Soup — 


	
Nitrogen





	
Fish — 


	
Gasoline





	
Pièce de Résistance — 


	
100 Cal. Spinach





	
Dessert — 


	
More Spinach






Having now arranged a perfect diet adaptable to all places and times, our next concern is with the problem of how to digest it. Can we do it? We can. Modern science is able to state confidently that food if properly combined and put into the body can be digested: in fact, this is one of the great triumphs of modern science.

In past ages, though it was not known at the time, many of the principal troubles of the world arose from indigestion. We read of the deep melancholy of Dante and of how he would sit brooding for hours. This was indigestion. If Dante had taken a few calories of liquid air and a plate of popcorn every morning he would never have felt this. We read of the terrible restlessness all over Europe which led to the first Crusade: again indigestion; if Peter the Hermit and his followers had known how to take a few suitable exercises on the floor of the bathroom every morning they would never have started for Jerusalem.

In other words, the secret of digestion lies in exercise; not taken in the rude fashion of earlier times on horseback and with hounds and in such ways, but taken on the floor of the bathroom while lying on the stomach. We now know — everybody knows who reads in the press — that exercise of this kind can be so contrived as to be a form of play, of mere skittishness. The person exercising jumps out of his bed of a morning, rushes to the bathroom, throws himself on the floor, and in ten minutes of playfulness sets himself up in energy for the day. Without wishing to injure the sale of any of the numerous methods of exercise already on the market, I venture here to put in my own system, merely as a sample, more or less typical, of what is being achieved in this respect.

 

Daily Exercise on the Floor

In taking these exercises the operator should be dressed in pajamas and the exercises should be performed on the floor of a bathroom. This last is a point of especial importance. The floor of the bathroom — according to all published directions — is the only safe place in which to take these exercises. They should not be taken on the floor of a ball room, nor on the table of a dining room.

 

Course No. I.

This course is specially designed for persons in middle life anxious to get rid of obesity, melancholy, and taciturnity.

Movement No. 1.  Standing on the ball of the left foot, wave the right foot three times smartly around the head, at the same time shouting, Hoorah! Hoorah! Hoorah!

Movement No. 2.  Do it again.

Movement No. 3.  Again.

Movement No. 4.  Once more, this time shouting Ha! Ha! Ha! as the foot whirls round the head.

Movement No. 5.  Standing in an easy attitude, pass the right arm below and behind the right knee so as to bring it round above and beyond the left shoulder, at the same time rapidly revolving the body to the right and elevating the left foot so as to pivot on the right heel.

Movement No. 6.  Keep on spinning.

Movement No. 7.  Reverse.

Movement No. 8.  Go into low gear.

Movement No. 9.  Stop.

Movement No. 10.  Turn a couple of handsprings downstairs and sit down to breakfast.

Ten minutes of this kind of play taken every day will keep obesity at arm’s length indefinitely.

 

Course No. II.

 

(For Business Men.)

This course is so designed that it can be taken in the office itself at intervals between signing checks, closing deals, and taking in money. There is no need, in short, for the business man to get out of his swivel chair while doing these movements.

Movement No. 1.  Move the ears gently back and forward.

Movement No. 2.  Light a large cigar and breathe very deeply in such a way as alternately to draw the smoke into the cavity of the mouth and expel it.

Movement No. 3.  While still continuing No. 2, place the feet upon a stool or chair within easy distance, fold the hands across the stomach, and close the eyes.

Movement No. 4.  Keep on.

Movement No. 5.  Let the cigar fall sideways into an ashtray, place the head in a drooping position, draw a handkerchief over the cranium and remain in this posture for half an hour.

Movement No. 6.  Pretend to snore.

Movement No. 7.  Come smartly to an attitude of alacrity, remove the handkerchief, pick the cigar up out of the ashtray, whirl round three times on the swivel chair, ring for the stenographer, and start a new deal, at the same time moving the ears back and forward with rapidity.

So much then for our ideas of what human food ought to be and what it ought to contain. Let us now ask — because we must keep on asking something — is it possible to obtain any simple prepared food which contains all the required ingredients in exactly the right proportion, and has such a food ever been discovered? We answer it is and it has. This marvelous achievement of science was consummated in the discovery of Humpo, the perfect breakfast food obtainable at all grocers. I do not know whether our readers have ever heard of Humpo. They may have lived so far out of the main current of modern thought that they know nothing of it. But at least they have read in the advertising pages of the press of various preparations similar yet inferior. By the way, all readers should be cautioned never to accept these inferior preparations. No matter what persuasion or blandishment may be used, they should answer, “No, I want Humpo.” They must never accept the statement that any preparation is equal to it. To any such insinuation they must say with the utmost firmness, “I insist on Humpo.”

Students of this subject know how long and how eagerly the world had sought a perfect breakfast food. Benjamin Franklin is said to have said that if there had been a perfect breakfast food there would have been no Declaration of Independence. Napoleon at St. Helena often remarked that with a perfect breakfast food he would have won the battle of Waterloo; and Abraham Lincoln in his droll way once said that if he had a perfect breakfast food he wouldn’t take any breakfast.

But for years the greatest scientists worked in vain. Sir Humphry Davy, Charles Darwin, and Thomas Huxley were compelled to abandon the problem. It remained for Dr. Oscar P. Kloonspotz to solve it. The picture of Dr. Kloonspotz may be seen in the advertising pages of any illustrated periodical. He is depicted in what is evidently his laboratory, shrouded by huge glass retorts, crucibles, test scales, and little heaps of various grains. The intensity of the expression of the doctor’s face shows that at the moment when they photographed him he was in the very act of discovering Humpo.

It was his task to prepare a food product containing exactly the right amount of starch, mud, and phosphorus to supply the great life-giving elements with just enough amygdaloid to make it palatable. As soon as he had done this Dr. Kloonspotz — rightly called the Wizard of Food — gave his preparation to the world. It may be now had anywhere, put up in a sealed package, and sold for a nominal sum payable merely in money.

 

Great Moments in the History of Human

Welfare.

 

The Discovery of “Balso” by the Wizard

of the Adirondacks.

Undoubtedly the discovery of Humpo marked an era in human history. In fact, Dr. Kloonspotz, who is modesty itself, is reported to have said (his words are printed on the package): “a perfect breakfast means a perfect day.”

The only other achievement in the history of human welfare that can be compared with the compounding of Humpo is the story of the discovery of Balso. What Humpo does for the well body, Balso does for the sick. The problem in this case was to find, not a substance which would maintain the body in health, but a remedy which should heal and restore the body in any and every form of illness. By this time no doubt all the world knows the story. Everybody who reads is familiar with the picture of the individual whom I designate the Wizard of the Adirondacks. This venerable man, looking like Father Time, wearing a flowing beard and dressed in a bath towel, is seen on the outside of the packet of Balso and elsewhere while engaged in stirring the contents of a huge iron pot. All around him is a setting of pine trees and rock in the fastnesses of the mountains. The whole scene breathes an aroma of the woods and of the life-giving balsam which must exist there. As the steam rises from the pot we realize that the Wizard is in the act of discovering his great remedy. The mind is almost staggered at the thought.

The remedy once found, the next problem was to give it an appropriate name. Such a name ought to be at once scientific and scholarly, and yet short enough to be cheap to print, and calculated to convey a certain hint, but not too much, of its possible connection with the balsam tree. With characteristic ingenuity the Wizard himself, after deep thought, invented the name Balso, under which the great remedy has since become famous all the world over. Readers, by the way, are warned that anything that is called something else is a different thing, and should be avoided like the pest. Unscrupulous dealers — and we know what they are — may try to sell us preparations purporting to be equal in curative property. But the reader has only to understand what Balso does to realize that there can be only one thing like it.

A word as to the properties of Balso. Let it first be distinctly understood that Balso has no connection whatever with the remedies and the treatments of the medical colleges. It stands on a much higher authority. The original secret of Balso comes from the Dog Rib Indians. It was perhaps known also to the Flat Heads and the Snub-Nosed Piutes and other great aborigines. Possibly the Hottentots used it. At any rate Balso is a “simple,” and when we say that we reach our readers where they live.

The extraordinary advantage of Balso lies in the wide range of its use. In the first place, it undoubtedly heals all forms of bone disease when rubbed on the bones. For all internal complaints — especially those indicated by a sinking or depressed feeling, or a forlorn sensation, or by an inability to earn money — Balso effects an immediate cure. In these cases it is taken internally, by the pint. For diseases of the hair, such as complete baldness or lethargy of the scalp, a smart rubbing of Balso will work wonders; while for infantile complaints, such as croup, whoop, paresis, and so forth, the child should be rubbed with Balso and laid upon a shelf.

It is curious to think that if the Dog Rib Indians had all died, and if there had been no conservation of the great forests — but after all why think it? The essential thing is that some day the jealousy and envy of the colleges will give way and this great remedy will come into its own.

 

The Secrets of Longevity and Perpetual

Youth

Our readers — those of them who have arrived at this point of our discussion, and we are really not concerned with the others — will naturally interpose and say, “You have told us how the body may be sustained, renovated, and upholstered by means of systematic diet and exercise, and how it can be restored from vital or wasting disease, such as baldness, mange, and sinking of the stomach. What we wish to know is how long can life be thus sustained and prolonged.” If they do ask this our readers will receive a shock of surprise — in fact, we have been keeping this shock for them — when we say that there is no reason why they should not live as long as they care to. (This offer is restricted, of course, to readers of these pages; others must die as usual.) In other words, we must now know so much about longevity that we have practically arrived at the secret of living forever — or at any rate until death.

It may be of interest to show the way in which modern science has arrived at this conclusion. In the first place a great many actual cases of longevity have been examined and useful conclusions drawn from each. I will quote a few cases here — merely a few among thousands — such as help toward deductions in regard to the possibilities of old age. They are taken, as appears from the form in which they are written, from the columns of the daily papers, but each case has also been certified to either by a local minister of the Gospel or a notary public, or by a duly qualified hotelkeeper.

Case No. 1. (as reported in the Daily Annalist, Cedar Corners, Iowa.) “William Waterson celebrated his hundred and first birthday at his residence here at Cedar Corners. The old gentleman is still hale and hearty and celebrated the day by splitting two cords of wood. Mr. Waterson has been a water drinker all his life, having never tasted alcoholic spirits or tobacco.” The inference here is obvious. Mr. Waterson’s life has been preserved for the plain and evident reason that he drinks only water and never smokes. If he touches whiskey or cigarettes it will be all over with him.

We put beside this, however, a rather puzzling item which appears in the Weekly News and Intelligencer, Georgina Township, Ontario.

“Mr. Edward Easiest celebrated his one hundred and first birthday here at the home of his son surrounded by his grandchildren in the presence of a representative of the Weekly Intelligencer devoutly giving thanks to the Lord for his continued health and strength. Mr. Easiest has been a heavy smoker all his days and still relishes his glass of hot toddy compounded of rum, spices, and sugar.”

Good old man! Can we blame him? And in any case it is clear that he owes his life to rum and tobacco. Indeed, what looks simple at first begins to appear more complicated. Compare this:

“Jarrets’ Corners, N. Y. Cornelia Cleopatra Washington (colored) celebrated here her one hundred and tenth birthday yesterday. She remembers George Washington as a child.” Plain enough she lived so long because she was colored. There seems no other reason.

Llanfydd, Wales (From the Llanfydd Fyddist.)

“Mrs. Llewellyn Owen, a resident of this town, celebrated her one hundred and fifth birthday yesterday. Mrs. Owen, who has lived in Wales since her childhood, a hundred and ten years ago, still retains all her faculties and maintains a keen interest in English politics, especially in the doings of Lloyd George whom she remembers a hundred years ago as a pupil in her father’s school. Mrs. Owen talks interestingly of the great fire of London (which she remembers as a girl) and of the sailing of the Pilgrim Fathers, many of whom she knew. She doubts whether the Cabinet of the Labor Party in England contains men of the same caliber as the greatest men in history.”

In this case without a doubt Mrs. Owen owes her life to her interest in English politics. Indeed one observes many cases of this sort.

From examples such as these we see at once that there are certain things which conduce to perpetual youth, such as drinking nothing else throughout life but water, or nothing but rum as the case may be. Total abstinence from tobacco undoubtedly prolongs life and so does excessive smoking. But modern science has recently recognized that in the main what we call old age is a condition brought on by an insufficiency of sour milk in the system. The discoveries of Dr. Menschnikoff have shown that sour milk is full of minute polyglots which, when let loose in the human body, effect a general restoration by removing all waste. It is now proven beyond doubt that anybody who takes a gallon of sour milk night and morning can live forever. The only question is — Is it worth it?


The Perfect Salesman

A Complete Guide to Business

[image: img53.jpg]

I ADMIT AT the outset that I know nothing direct, personal or immediate about business. I have never been in it. If I were told tomorrow to go out and make $100,000 I should scarcely know how to do it. If anybody showed me a man on the street and told me to sell him a municipal six per cent bond I shouldn’t know how to begin: I wouldn’t know how to “approach” him, or how to hold his interest, or how to make him forget his troubles, or how to clinch him, or strike him to the earth at the final moment.

As to borrowing money, — which is one of the great essentials of business, — I simply couldn’t do it. As soon as I got across the steps of the bank I should get afraid, — scared that they would throw me out. I know, of course, from reading about it that this is mere silliness, that the bankers are there simply waiting to lend money, — just crazy to lend it. All you have to do is to invite the general manager out to lunch and tell him that you want half a million dollars to float a big proposition (you don’t tell him what it is, — you just say that you’ll let him know later) and the manager, so I gather, will be simply wild to lend you the money. All this I pick up from the conversations which I overhear at my club from men who float things. But I couldn’t do it myself: there’s an art in it: to borrow money, big money, you have to wear your clothes in a certain way, walk in a certain way, and have about you an air of solemnity and majesty, — something like the atmosphere of a Gothic cathedral. Small men like me and you, my dear reader, especially you, can’t do it. We feel mean about it: and when we get the money, even if it is only ten dollars, we give ourselves away at once by wanting to hustle away with it too fast. The really big man in this kind of thing can borrow half a million, button it up in his chest, and then draw on his gloves and talk easily about the League of Nations and the prospect of rain. I admit I couldn’t do it. If I ever got that half a million dollars, I’d beat it out of the bank as fast as a cat going over a fence.

So, as I say, I make no pretensions to being a business man or to knowing anything about business. But I have a huge admiration for it, especially for big business, for the men at the top. They say that the whole railway business of this continent centres really in four men; and they say, too, that the whole money power of New York is really held by about six men; the entire forests of this country are practically owned by three men; the whole of South America, though it doesn’t know it, is controlled by less than five men; and the Atlantic Ocean is now to all intents and purposes in the hands of a little international group of not more than seven and less than eight.

Think what it would mean to be one of those eight, or one of that four, or even, one or two of that three! There must be a tremendous fascination about it, to be in this kind of really Big Business: to sit at a desk and feel one’s great brain slowly revolving on its axis; to know that one’s capacious mind was majestically turning round and round, and to observe one’s ponderous intellect moving irresistibly up and down.

We cannot wonder, when we reflect on this, that all the world nowadays is drawn by the fascination of business. It is not the money that people want: I will acquit humanity of that: few people care for money for its own sake: it is the thought of what can be done with the money. “Oh, if I only had a million dollars!” I heard a woman say the other day on the platform of a social service meeting. And I could guess just what she meant, — that she would quit work and go to the South Sea Islands and play mah jong and smoke opium. I’ve had the same idea again and again.

 

Salesmanship and the Perfect Salesman

The most essential feature of modern business is, I imagine, salesmanship. My readers may not appreciate this at once, — they seldom seem to get anything readily, — and so I will explain some of the reasons which lead me to think so. Without salesmanship we could not sell anything. If we could not sell anything we might as well not make anything, because if we made things and couldn’t sell them it would be as bad as if we sold things and couldn’t make them.

Hence the most terrible danger that the world can face is that everybody will be buying things and nobody able to sell them. This danger of not selling anything, which used to threaten the world with disaster only a short time ago, is now being removed. Salesmanship, my readers will be glad to learn, — at least, if the miserable creatures ever get thrilled at anything, — is being reduced to a science. A great number of Manuals of Salesmanship are now being placed within reach of everybody and from these we can gather the essentials of the subject.

In the small space which it is here feasible to devote to the subject it is not possible to treat in an adequate way such a vast and important subject as modern salesmanship. For complete information recourse should be had to any one of the many manuals to which I refer and which can be had at a trifling sum, such as ten dollars, or even more. But we may indicate here a few of the principal points of salesmanship.

 

Personality of the Salesman

It is essential that the salesman should have charm. If he wishes to sell anything, — let us say lead pipe for use in sewers and house drains, — he will find that what he needs most in selling is personal charm, a sort of indefinable manner, with just that little touch of noblesse which suggests the easy camaraderie of the menagerie. In other words, he must diffuse wherever he goes, in selling sewer pipes, a sense of sunshine which makes the world seem a little brighter when he is gone.

In person the perfect salesman should be rather tall with a figure which suggests, to his customers, the outline of the Venus de Milo. According to the manuals of salesmanship he can get this figure by taking exercises every morning on the floor of his hotel bedroom. But the discussion of that point has been undertaken already. Let us suppose him then with the characteristic figure of a Venus de Milo, or if one will of a Paduan Mercury, or of a Bologna sausage. We come, in any case, to the all important points of dress.

 

How Shall the Perfect Salesman Dress?

Every manual on the subject emphasizes the large importance of dress for the salesman. Indeed there is probably nothing which has a greater bearing on success and failure in the salesman than his dress. The well dressed man, — in selling, let us say, municipal bonds, has an initial advantage over the man who comes into his customer’s store in tattered rags, with his toes protruding from his boots, unshaved and with a general air of want and misery stamped all over him. Customers are quick to notice these little things. But let the salesman turn up in an appropriate costume, bright and neat from head to foot and bringing with him something of the gladness of the early spring and the singing bird and the customer is immediately impressed in his favour.

One asks, what then should be the costume of the perfect salesman? It is not an easy question to answer. Obviously his costume must vary with the season and with the weather and with the time of day. One might suggest, however, that on rising in the morning the salesman should throw round him a light peignoir of yellow silk or a figured kimono slashed from the hips with pink insertions and brought round in a bold sweep to the small of the back. This should be worn during the morning toilet while putting the hair up in its combs, while adjusting the dickie and easing the suspenders. If breakfast is taken in the bedroom the liver and bacon may be eaten in this costume.

Breakfast over, the great moment approaches for the perfect salesman to get out upon the street. Here the daintiest care must be selected in choosing his dress. And here we may interpose at once a piece of plain and vigorous advice: — the simplest is the best. The salesman makes a great mistake who comes into his customer’s premises covered with jewellery, with earrings in his ears and expensive bracelets on his feet and ankles. Nor should there be in the salesman’s dress anything the least suggestive of immodesty. No salesman should ever appear with bare arms, or with his waistcoat cut so low as to suggest impropriety. Some salesmen, especially in the hardware business, are tempted to appear with bare arms, but they ought not to do it. For evening wear and for social recreation the case is different. When work is over the salesman in returning to his hotel may very properly throw on a georgette camisole open at the throat or a lace fichu with ear-flaps of perforated celluloid. But the salesman should remember that for the hours of business anything in the way of a luxurious or suggestive costume should be avoided. Unfortunately this is not always done. I have myself again and again noticed salesmen, especially in the hardware business where they take their coats off, to be wearing a suit calculated to reveal their figure round the hips and the lower part of the back in an immodest way.

All this kind of thing should be avoided. The salesman should select from his wardrobe (or from his straw valise) a suit of plain severe design, attractive and yet simple, good and yet bad, long and at the same time short, in other words, something that is expensive but cheap.

He should button this up in some simple way with just a plain clasp at the throat, agate perhaps or onyx, and then, having buttoned up all his buttons, but, mark me, not until then, he should go out upon the street prepared to do business.

Let any of my readers who doubts the importance of dress, — and some of them are nuts enough to doubt anything, — consider the following little anecdote of salesmanship. It is one that I selected from among the many little anecdotes of the sort which are always inserted in the manuals.

 

Anecdote of the Ill-Dressed Salesman

“A salesman in the middle west, whom we will call Mr. Blank, called upon a merchant, whom we will call Mr. Nut, and finding no difficulty in approaching him started in to show him his line with every hope of selling him. It should be explained that the line which Mr. Blank carried consisted of haberdashery, gents furnishings and cut-to-fit suits. Mr. Nut was evidently delighted with the samples and already a big pile of neckties, gents collarings, gents shirtings and gents sockings was stacked up on the counter and an order form for $375.50 all ready to sign, when Mr. Nut noticed the salesman’s own costume. Mr. Blank, who was a careless man in regard to dress though otherwise a man of intelligence, was wearing a low crowned Derby hat with a scooping brim over his ears, a celluloid collar and a dickie that was too small for him. His coat sleeves came only a little way below his elbows and plainly showed his cuffs, fastened with long steel clips to his undershirt. In other words, the man somehow lacked class. Mr. Nut put down his pen. ‘I’m sorry, Mr. Blank,’ he said, ‘I can’t buy from you. Your line is all right but you lack something, I can’t just say what, but if I had to give it a name I should call it tone.’ Blank, however, who was a man of resource, at once realized his error. ‘One moment, Mr. Nut,’ he said, ‘don’t refuse this order too soon.’ With that he gathered up his valise and his samples and retreated to the back of the store behind a screen. In a few minutes he reappeared dressed in his own samples. The merchant, delighted in the change in Mr. Blank’s appearance, kissed him and signed the order.”

 

Approaching the Prospect

So much for the salesman’s dress, a matter of great importance but still only a preliminary to our discussion. Let us suppose then our salesman, fully dressed, his buttons all adjusted and drawing well, his suspenders regulated and his dickie set well in place. His next task is to “approach” his customer.

All those who understand salesmanship are well aware this is the really vital matter. Everything depends on it. And nevertheless “approaching” the merchant is a thing of great difficulty. The merchant, if we may believe our best books on salesmanship, is as wary as a mountain antelope. At the least alarm he will leap from his counter ten feet in the air and rush to the top of his attic floor: or perhaps he will make a dive into his cellar where he will burrow his way among barrels and boxes and become completely hidden. In such a case he can only be dug out with a spade. Some merchants are even crafty enough to have an assistant or sentinel posted in such a way as to give the alarm of the salesman’s approach.

How then can the salesman manage to get his interview with the merchant or, to use a technical term, to get next to his prospect? The answer is that he must “stalk” his prospect as the hunter stalks the mountain goat or the wild hog. Dressed in a becoming way he must circulate outside his prospect’s premises, occasionally taking a peep at him through the window and perhaps imitating the song of a bird or the gentle cooing of a dove. Pleased with the soft note of the bird’s song the prospect will presently be seen to relax into a smile. Now is the moment for the salesman to act. He enters the place boldly and says with a winning frankness, “Mr. Nut, you thought it was a bird. It was not. It was I. I am here to show you my line.”

If the salesman has chosen his moment rightly he will win. The merchant, once decoyed into looking at the line, is easily landed. On the other hand, the prospect may refuse even now to see the salesman and the attack must begin again. This difficulty of getting the merchant to see the salesman even when close beside him and the way in which it can be overcome by perseverance is well illustrated by a striking little anecdote which I quote from a recent book on salesmanship. The work, I may say, is authoritative, having been written by a man with over thirty years of experience in selling hardware and perfumes in the middle southwest.

 

Anecdote of the Invisible Merchant

“A salesman whom we will call Mr. M.—” I should perhaps explain here the M. is not really his name but just an ingenious way of indicating him,— “while travelling in the interests of perfume in the middle southwest came to a town which we designate T. where he was most anxious to see a prospect whom we will speak of as P. Entering P.’s premises one morning M. asked if he could see P. P. refused. M. went out of the store and waited at the door until P. emerged at the noon hour. As soon as P. emerged M. politely asked if he could see him. P. refused to be seen. M. waited till night and then presented himself at P.’s residence. ‘Mr. P.,’ said M., ‘can I see you?’ ‘No,’ said P., ‘you can’t.’ This sort of thing went on for several days, during which M. presented himself continually before P. who as continually refused to see him. M. was almost in despair,—”

Perhaps I may interrupt this little story a moment to beg my readers not to be too much oppressed by M.’s despair. In these anecdotes the salesmen are always in despair at the lowest point of the story. But it is only a sign that the clouds are breaking. I will beg my readers then, — if the poor simps have been getting depressed, — to cheer up and hear what follows: — 

“M., we say, was almost in despair when an idea occurred to him. He knew that Mr. P. was a very religious man and always attended divine worship (church) every Sunday. Disguising himself, therefore, to look like one of the apostles, M. seated himself at one side of Mr. P.’s pew. Mr. P. mistaking him for St. Matthew, was easily induced, during the sermon, to look over M.’s line of perfume.”

The above anecdote incidentally raises the important question how frank should the salesman be with his prospect. Should he go to the length of telling the truth? An answer to this is that frankness will be found to be the best policy. We will illustrate it with a little story taken from the experience of a young salesman travelling in the north southwest in the interest of brushes, face powder and toilet notions.

 

Anecdote of the Truthful Salesman

“A young salesman, whom we will indicate as Mr. Asterisk, travelling ‘in’ brushes and toilet supplies, was one day showing his line to Mr. Stroke, a drug merchant of a town in the east north southwest. Picking up one of the sample brushes, Mr. S. said to the salesman, ‘That’s an excellent brush.’ Mr. A. answered, ‘No, I’m sorry to say it is not. Its bristles fall out easily and the wood is not really rosewood but a cheap imitation.’ Mr. S. was so pleased with the young man’s candour that he said, ‘Mr. A. it is not often I meet a salesman as candid as you are. If you will show me the rest of your line I shall be delighted to fill out a first class order.’ ‘Mr. S.,’ answered Mr. A., ‘I’m sorry to say that the whole line is as rotten as that brush.’ More delighted than ever Mr. S., who was a widower, invited Mr. A. to his house where he met Mr. S.’s grown-up daughter who kept house for him. The two young people immediately fell in love and were married, Mr. A. moving into the house and taking over the business while Mr. S., now without a home, went out selling brushes.”

While we are speaking of the approach of the prospect it may be well to remind our readers very clearly, — for the poor guys don’t seem to get anything unless we make it clear, — that a prospect otherwise invisible may be approached and seen by utilizing his fondness for amusements or sport. Many a man who is adamant at his place of business is mud on a golf course. The sternest and hardest of merchants may turn out to be an enthusiastic angler, or even a fisherman. The salesman who takes care to saunter into the store with a dead catfish in his pocket will meet with a cordial reception; and a conversation pleasantly initiated over the catfish and its habits may end in a handsome order. At other times it is even possible to follow the prospect out to his golf course or to track him out to the trout streams and round him up in the woods. In this case salesmanship takes on a close analogy with out-of-door hunting, the search for the prospect, the stalking of the prospect and the final encounter being very similar to accounts of the stalking of big game.

I append here an illustrative anecdote. As a matter of fact it was written not in reference to salesmanship but as an account of hunting the Wallaboo or Great Hog in the uplands of East Africa. But anybody familiar with stories of salesmanship will see at once that it fits both cases. I have merely altered the wording a little just at the end.

 

Anecdote of a Hog

“I had been credibly informed,” says the writer, “that there was at least a sporting chance of getting in touch with the Great Hog at his drinking time,—”

It will be observed that, apart from the capital letters, this is almost exactly the remark that a salesman often makes.

“The natives of the place told me that the Hog could probably be found soon after daylight at a stream about ten miles away where the brute was accustomed to drink and to catch fish. I, therefore, rose early, rode through the thick squab which covered the upland and reached the stream, or nullah, just after daybreak. There I concealed myself in a thick gob of fuz.

“I had not long to wait. The Great Hog soon appeared sniffing the air and snorting at the prospect of a drink. Extending himself prone on the bank with his snout in the water and his huge hind-quarters in the air, the Hog presented an ideal mark for the sportsman. I rose from my thicket, rifle in hand, and said, ‘Mr. A. I have followed you out to this trout stream in the hope of getting a chance to show you my line. If you have a few minutes at your disposal I shall be glad to show you some samples. If you don’t care to buy anything, I can assure you that it will be a pleasure to show my line.’ ”

The text seems to go a little wrong here but we can make it all right by reverting to the original which says, — 

“After letting him have it thus I had no trouble in hauling the Great Hog up the bank, where I skinned him.”

Just one other question may be mentioned before we pass on from this fascinating topic of salesmanship. Should a salesman accept presents, especially presents from ladies? On the whole we think not. It is a delicate problem and one which every young salesman must think out for himself. But the salesman should always remember that a firm refusal if made in a gracious and winning manner is not calculated to give offence. If after concluding his business the salesman finds that the merchant endeavours to slip a bracelet or a pair of earrings into his hand, the salesman should say, “I can’t take it, old top, I really can’t,” then kiss the merchant on the forehead and withdraw.

A present from a lady should be returned with a neat little note so framed as to avoid all offence and yet letting the donor realize clearly that the salesman is not that kind of man.

Let us turn now from the problem of salesmanship to the equally important field of advertising.

 

The Whole Art of Advertising

I suppose it is no exaggeration to say that salesmanship and advertising are the two most important things in the world. One of the biggest advertising men in the country is reported as saying the other day in his big way, “Where would the world be without advertising?” The more you think of this expression (which only a big man could have expressed) the more you are struck with the truth of it. Indeed it has just exactly that pith, that pep, that punch, which all good advertising ought to have. It sets you wondering right away as to what advertising really is, as to what constitutes good and bad advertising and how the world got on during the dull centuries which did not advertise.

As a matter of fact the world got on very badly. This may be understood when we realize what the world was like before advertising existed. Christopher Columbus, we are told, spent eighteen years vainly trying to persuade the sovereigns of Europe to discover America. Under present conditions all he would have needed to do would have been to circulate among the Kings a form letter with the heading DO YOU WANT A CONTINENT? or put a picture of himself on the paper with one hand extended towards a cloud in the sky and the legend This Man Discovers Continents: or better still, put up picture placards showing the American Marines at Target Practice in the Matamoras Bay, Mexico.

In other words, advertising has now been reduced to a science, thus taking its place alongside chemistry, salesmanship, dynamics, comparative religion, nursing, astronomy, poultry and other college subjects. It has become the subject of so many manuals and guide books that nothing is easier than to give a brief résumé of the general principles of advertising.

Advertising may be described as the science of arresting the human intelligence long enough to get money from it. It is carried on by means of printed notices, signboards, placards and above all, owing to the simplicity of the human mind, by pictures. It consists of commands, exhortations, adjurations, summonses, directions, and other authoritative appeals. The first essential of a good advertisement or notice is that it must be brief. In the earlier days of advertising this was not understood. When first the railways were built in England and signs were put up to indicate dangerous crossings they were written in small writing and read as follows: — 

“Any person or persons proposing to cross this railway track at this point at a time when a train or trains may be approaching is or are warned that if he or she does it, he or they are in danger of coming into collision with it or them.”

This was found ineffective. In America the simpler plan was adopted of putting up a notice: — 

LOOK OUT FOR THE CARS

Even this was presently found to be too long and was replaced by a simple sign LOOK OUT. And perhaps LOOK would be enough.

Next to brevity the thing demanded in a good advertisement is that it should be as peremptory as possible. Fifty years ago such notices were to be seen as the following: — 

“No person or persons can be permitted to enter these premises unless he or it enters in the course of some definite transaction pertaining to the business of the company.”

This was presently replaced by the sign “No admission except on business.” But how much superior is the up-to-date printed notice KEEP OUT.

This shows us that every good advertisement must be as personal as possible. It should begin This is You! or Listen, you poor Simp. Or it should ask some direct question such as: — Do you ever take a Bath! What would you do if your wife ran away! and so forth.

When once the general principles of advertising language are grasped it is not difficult to convert ordinary common English into first class advertising prose. I will give you a few examples which will show at once the enormous gain in emphasis, force and directness which is imparted to a passage in literature when it is turned into advertising. Take first a few stanzas from Longfellow written, presumably, with a view to stir the reader into noble activity, but unfortunately expressed in a tone that verges on drowsiness.

“Tell me not in mournful numbers

Life is but an empty dream,

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.

 

“Life is real, life is earnest,

And the grave is not its goal.

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.

 

“Let us, then, be up and doing,

With a heart for any fate,

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labour and to wait.”

In a way this is not half bad. There is a certain life to it. But it fails to bring up the idea of the need for immediate effort with sufficient prominence. Compare the advertising counterpart: — 

Young Man, This is You! Do you want to remain all your life on a low salary! If not why not be up and doing! Still achieving, still pursuing! We can show you how. Why not take a correspondence course! Our curriculum includes engineering, poultry, mind reading, oratory, cost accounting and religion. Don’t wait. Start achieving now!

Or take another example from the same poet, the opening lines, I believe, of the poem called “Evangeline.”

“This is the forest primeval, the murmuring pines and the hemlocks

Stand like Druids of old with beards that rest on their bosoms. . . .”

This poem, which was not without merit in its original form, is now immensely improved when used as material for the tourists advertisements.

Mr. Business Man! Do you ever take a vacation? What about the Annapolis Valley for the year’s outing? Why not visit the “forest primeval” where you may stand buried in reverie under the “murmuring pines and the hemlocks” or emerging enjoy as fine a meal for a dollar as you will get anywhere. Why not dream yourself back into the days of the coureurs des bois and the belted and plumed seigneurs within easy reach of a garage and with first class plumbing all through the house. Why not bring along the wife and take her into the heart of the primeval forest.

The next example is taken from Shakespeare. Originally it formed part of Hamlet’s soliloquy on death, but nearly every line of this passage has been transposed and improved by the modern advertiser.

“To be or not to be, that is the question.

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles

And by opposing end them!”

The advertiser expresses the same thought with much greater point.

Do you feel only Half Alive? Are you aware of a heavy sensation after eating and a sense of inflation after drinking a cup of tea! If so, why not “take arms against a sea of troubles.” Do you know that Calcul, taken as one pill a day, will restore tone and vigour to the system, effecting an immediate restoration of the tissues and rebuilding the bones. Remember the name, Calcul!

My readers will long since have suspected, — if the poor simps are sharp enough ever to suspect anything, — that advertising, as we have been seeing again and again, is superior to reality. And this is indeed the case. By the time the advertiser has finished with his exhortations and his glowing descriptions and his pictures he has created a world far brighter than the poor place in which we live.

Who would not wish to be transported to the bright glad world of the painted advertisement and there live forever; there to watch the glistening limousine roll on its distended tires (guaranteed for 20,000 miles) in front of the Georgian residence the shingles of which can be laid by two men in one morning and are really cheaper than the best Italian tiles. See the faultless youth (whose suit, please note it, is marked down to $29.50 but will only stay down till Saturday — you can’t keep a suit like that down). Watch him as he stands on the clipped green lawn. (The seed of that lawn, can you believe it?, is actually sold for only 50 cents a packet and you can have some.) Observe the gladsome girl beside him. Don’t you wish you knew her? Do you know why she is gladsome? It is because her digestion is kept in such extraordinary order by taking one Calcul pill a day. I suppose that you are aware that those glistening brown leather shoes that she wears combine style, elegance and comfort in a way that gives ease to the foot and allows free play to the bones of the thorax: if you don’t know that you need only consult the little dotted diagram in the corner of the picture showing the human foot anatomically with bones of the thorax moving freely in the fibula: and to think that that shoe can be had everywhere at $15.75!

In short, if you will take a comprehensive glance at the red and white house and the green lawn and the glistening motor car and the aspect of young love in the foreground you will realize that advertising is just one more item added to the Pictured Vision of Unreality, better than life itself.


Romances of Business
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NOTE. BUSINESS HAVING become the most important thing in life it is quite clear that it is destined to swallow up the feeble things that we used to call literature and art. They must accommodate themselves or die. The two little romances that follow here are intended to show how this accommodation may be effected.

It is now an open secret among all those who have anything to do with the making of the magazines that the advertising pages have come to be more interesting than the rest of the text. They are written by more highly trained and highly paid people, they are better illustrated and carry all through a higher interest, more punch, — in short, any business man turns to the advertising pages first, and only when he has exhausted them does he fall back on the duller pages of romance and fiction which fill up the middle of the magazine. The situation is one which threatens our literature, and I think the time has come when our story writers must create a new interest.

It seems to me that this can best be done by borrowing from the advertising pages the glow of idealization which we have seen them to possess and at the same time that exactness of information as to costumes, materials and prices in which they excel. Out of this a new school of fiction may evolve such stories as: — 

 

No. I

Alfred of the Advertisements

A Romance of the Back Pages

The earliest recollections of Alfred Ellicott, whose life forms the subject of this chronicle, were of his family home in New England on the banks of the Stickemupabit, a stream noted today for its attraction to tourists, being within easy motor ride from both New York and Boston and reached also by the Boston and Maine Railway, whose admirable dining car service makes access to the district and egress from it a sustained pleasure and which welcomes any complaint from its patrons in regard to the incivility of its employees. Here Alfred passed his boyhood. The house in which he lived was a typical colonial mansion, known in the neighborhood as “The Ads”: It was built in the colonial style (See booklet) with a tall portico and wide sloping roof shingled everywhere with the new LAY-EASY shingles, the principal advantage in which is represented by reducing labour cost, two men being able easily to lay three squares (30 x 10 ft.) in one morning. In fact these are the shingles of which Mr. P. O. Woodhead (see insert) the well-known builder of Potsdam, New Hampshire, has said in his impressive way “They reduce cost.”

Here Alfred spent a solitary boyhood, his time spent largely in reverie and day dreams. When not able to sleep naturally he found that two grains of sleep-tight inhaled up his nose brought on a delightful slumber from which he awoke completely refreshed at fifty cents a packet.

It was when Alfred had reached the age of nineteen years that Lovely Louisa, a distant relative, came to live at The Ads. The girl had been left an orphan, by the death of parents who had not known that ten minutes’ exercise on the PRAKTO System done on the floor of their bedroom would have preserved the lives of both of them. She had moreover been rendered penniless by the folly of a guardian who had never understood that investment is now a science that can be learned in seven lessons post paid by applying at once.

Penniless as she was Lovely Louisa on her arrival at The Ads made an instant impression on the young and susceptible heart of Alfred. When she alighted from a motor car the tyres of which were guaranteed to carry her 20,000 miles and which rolled with excellent softness over the driveway which had been treated with ASPALTOMIX which can be laid on by a child, the young girl presented a picture that charmed the eye. She was wearing one of the new BERSAGLIERI tailored suits which combine smartness with comfort and which have the special advantage that they come in all sizes and can be fitted not only to a frame as slender as Lovely Louisa’s but also on ladies of fuller figure. A set of measurements and directions being given with each suit we may be sure that Louisa had such a set with her when she alighted. She wore her suit under one of the new Fascisti hats which kill at a hundred yards and over a pair of tall tan boots which combine grace with comfort by being designed by an expert to fit easily on the instep and to move in harmony with the bones on the anthrax. Under her suit, again, — far under, — Louisa wore one of this year’s SKINFIT combinations which was imported directly from Lyons and without which no lady should be. When we say that the girl in alighting made a picture that would have pleased the eye of a hermit or a lobster or an undergraduate, we are not overstating it.

Alfred who was wearing one of the new NOW-OR-NEVER tailored gray suits over brown boots as he stepped forth to meet the girl, felt that his heart was no longer in his own keeping.

During the days which followed the youthful Alfred became the constant companion and, in addition, the guide and mentor of the lovely girl. Himself a keen golfer he had soon initiated his beautiful cousin into the mysteries of golf, and taught her to appreciate a good elastic ball such as the 1924 SMACKO of which the outer case is guaranteed never to chip or crumble. Under the same tutelage the mysteries of MAH JONG, an excellent set of which has now been placed on the market direct from China (remember the words direct from China), afforded the young people a fascinating refuge from thought.

It was a great pleasure to Alfred during these sweet hours of companionship to watch the gradual unfolding of the girl’s mind. To help it to unfold the young man purchased and read out loud to Louisa a correspondence course in Political Economy and Municipal Taxation, such as would enable the girl to fill a position of trust as tax-assessor, municipal expert, or consulting town engineer. Together also they read over a course on Cost Accounting and Overhead Reckoning by which Louisa would have fitted at any moment to act as an insurance appraiser or to take over bankrupt stock. Then with every day the girl acquired new power of mind and a wider outlook. Indeed as Prof. O. J. Hootch, D.F., organizer of the World’s Correspondence School in Room 6 Avenue 4718 Omaha, says: “Outlook means look out.”

We need not denote in full the blissful but anxious days during which Alfred, conscious of his love, hung suspended between hopes and fears. We will only say that the suspenders that he used were of the new HAUL-OVER type with the central pulley adjusted to the play of his shoulders. No doubt this delicate adjustment helped the young man through the most troubled period of life, keeping his shoulders flat and putting no pressure on his abdomen. In short they are the very braces which Mr. J. O. P. Bughouse of Wichita, Kansas, whose picture is usually annexed, has said— “They are the only ones I ever use!”

During this enchanted period of courtship Alfred contrived in various ways to convey the feelings which he dared not utter. Knowing that flowers can now be sent by telegraphic order to any address he had them expressed to Louisa from all parts of the country. These orders which were received at any hour of the day or night were filled under the direction of a staff of trained experts on whose taste and discretion the customer may place the utmost reliance. In short it is of these orders that the well-known florist Mr. J. Q. W. Mud of Wastabula, Wash., has said, in that terse language which he uses “Let us send them.” In addition to the flowers Alfred also sent seeds, bulbs, and shoots for which the charge is exactly the same and no greater.

The inevitable time drew near when Alfred of The Ads felt that he must know his fate and must hazard all on an avowal of his love. For this however he had prepared himself. He had overcome the natural diffidence of youth by purchasing and perusing a little manual called Why be Diffident, Self Confidence Acquired By A New System Of Treatment in two lessons at Fifty cents each. Alfred in sending for this little book enclosed U. S. Postage Stamps but it is important to notice that bills, express orders or any form of legal tender are similarly accepted for it.

Nor was lovely Louisa unprepared. She too had studied a little manual entitled What a young girl ought to know, and she knew it.

The fateful moment came. Kneeling on one knee in front of Louisa, — a thing which he was enabled to do without risk by wearing NEVER CREASE trousers, — Alfred declared his love in a few easy sentences selected from his manual. The deep blush which coloured the face of the lovely Louisa was answer enough. Alfred rose to his feet with an easy movement of his suspenders and clasped the girl to his heart.

There is no need here to describe the charming home wedding with which the marriage of Alfred and Louisa was celebrated at The Ads. The good old place was cleaned and redecorated from cellar to basement, Alfred using for this purpose the new PNEUMO-WHEEZE Vacuum Cleaner, which can be had on free trial for ten days and which is guaranteed to remove dust from every corner and crevice. It is of this cleaner that Mr. X. Q. Overhead, himself a T. Q. of Yale, the well-known expert has said “They are the Best Cleaner That I Know.”

The catering was placed in the hands of a catering firm. The invitations were printed and issued by an invitation firm. The officiating clergyman was engaged on a simple basis of cost plus. Louisa looked charming in a wedding gown which could have been returned without charge if not satisfactory. Alfred’s costume was guaranteed by the maker himself. And as the happy pair sank back luxuriously on the seat of the landau (a shock absorber with every car) Alfred placed his arm twice round Louisa’s waist and murmured, “It pays to Advertise.”

 

No. II

Tom Lachford Promoter

A Story which carries with it what is called an Atmosphere of Business and which may safely be read without loss of efficiency.

In the little factory town of Smudgeville the five o’clock whistles blew. The machines stopped. The steam died. The hands quit. The doors closed. The factories shut. Work was over.

Seth Lachford shut the door of the tumbledown place that was called Lachford’s Works, and went and sat on a pile of shingles, thinking of his overhead costs. The Lachford business was so undermined by overhead that with any further depression it would go up altogether.

All around Seth as he sat were the great piles of crumbled gray dust that represented his five years’ efforts to make cement. The old Lachford farm on the outskirts of the factory town had been all torn up and scarred with the fruitless attempt.

As Seth sat there, one might have looked twice, or even three times, at the man without noticing anything especial about him. But if one looked four times one observed more than one has remarked in three times. The face and the attitude were those of a man who had failed. But there was something, too, in the hard-bitten, tight-lipped, close-nipped, short-necked appearance of the man that showed that in his case failure, after all, meant little more than lack of success.

Seth Lachford rose, painfully, from the bunch of shingles, locked the door of the mean place that he called his Works, and walked across the lot to the house he called his home, where the woman he called his wife was cooking supper for the things he called his children.

“Things any better today?” she queried.

Seth head-shook dejectedly.

“Are your overhead expenses per unit of output still disproportionate to the selling cost of the product?” asked the sad-eyed woman as she helped her husband to the fried potatoes.

“Yes, Min,” desponded Seth, “The capital cost of operation shows an ascending curve right along.”

“I see,” said Min, thoughtfully, as she poured out molasses for the children, “and each further increment of outlay merely agglomerates your differential.”

“It does,” said Seth.

There was a silence and Seth rose.

“Where y’ going?” throbbed his wife.

“Out to sit on the shingles,” Seth glumped, “and think about my overhead and my differential cost.”

“All right,” said Min; then, suddenly, her face sanguinated, “Oh Seth,” she said, “I forgot, there’s a letter from brother Tom. He’ll be here in the morning, and he says he can straighten everything out.”

II

Next morning Tom Lachford, promoter, blew into Smudgeville, and together Tom and Seth walked round the “plant” and looked at the crumbling piles of gray dust.

The brothers were a contrast — Seth bent and hesitant, Tom square-built, bull-chested, ox-necked, box-jawed, pop-eyed, in short, a hundred and fifty per cent American all through.

“See here, Seth,” said Tom, “you’ve tried five years to make cement and you’ve failed?”

Seth desponded assent.

“You’ve crushed up all the rocks on the old place, and you’ve nothing for it but these piles of dirt.”

Seth ingurgitated but without speaking.

“Well, look here,” Tom went on, “I’ve got an idea and it’s a big thing. If we can pull it off and bring it down, I believe we can put it over.”

“What y’ going to do?” asked Seth.

“Going to make a fortune out of this dirt. But, first of all, I want a thousand dollars cash.”

“I haven’t got it,” exhaled Seth, “and the bank won’t lend it. I’ve tried them.”

“Pshaw!” said Tom, “show me the way to that bank. I’ll get it.”

Tom Lachford walked straight to the Smudgeville First National Bank, straight into it, and straight through it to the manager’s room. There was something compelling about the man, something dynamic in the way he sat down, and something almost titanic or teutonic in the way he laid his hat on the table.

“See here, Mr. Beanhead,” he said. “I want the loan of a thousand dollars.”

The manager spasmed. “On what security?” he winced.

“None,” said Lachford.

The manager brightened.

“You offer no collateral at all?” he said.

“Not a cent,” said Tom, “except my personality.”

“Good!” said the banker, delighted. “You shall have it. The personal element, Mr. Lachford, has become the ne plus ultra of business. I recognize in you one of those full-blooded, high-pepped, long-sighted, wide-eyed men who are entitled to bank loans. This bank will back you.”

III

That night Seth and Min and Tom sat in consultation over their buttermilk and pancakes at the supper table.

“What do you mean to do with the money, Tom?” asked Min.

Tom buttermilked a minute, and then, “Going to get a gang of men and treat that dirt.”

“Treat it?”

“Yes, treat it; run it into vats and out again, sluice it, pulverize it, sling it round — anything—”

Seth stopped pancaking and earlifted.

“What’s that for?” he exuded.

“I’ll tell you,” said Tom, “I’m going to raise bonds on it and float a company and make a clean up.”

“But it’s only dirt!” said Seth, “somehow we failed every time to make it harden into cement.”

“I don’t want cement,” said the promoter. “Dirt’ll do. Here’s the idea, I’m going to give it a name — something high-sounding, see! Something that seems to mean value. Did you ever hear of Molybdenum? Well, what is it? You don’t know. Or carborundum or tellurium — you don’t know what they are. The public don’t know what they are. But they mean money. Find a deposit of any of them and your fortune’s made.”

Seth headnodded silent.

“I’ll have an assayer come,” Tom went on, “and make an assay of all that dirt and crushed rock. That’s only for appearance, of course I don’t care what he calls it. I’ll give it a name that sounds good and announce it as a big discovery. See? The name I’ve settled on is palladium. We’ll announce a find of palladium, and form a company to work it.”

Min looked up from the little pile of children’s clothing that she was sewing. “Issuing common stock,” she said, as she bit off a piece of thread, “on a basis of prospective earnings capitalized.”

“But what then?” said Seth. “If we sell the stock and it’s no good?”

“We don’t need to worry. We sell it and then we clear out.”

“Where to?”

The sad-eyed woman looked up from the little garment in her lap.

“Havana,” she said.

IV

Within a week it was known all over Smudgeville that heavy deposits of palladium had been found on the old Lachford place. Gangs of men were at work. Derricks, cranes, vats, and sluices rose all over the place. Little crowds of people stood round to watch. The palladium was put into a converter and carried from there to a container from which it passed to a disturber. It was then put into a hopper. “What is it?” asked the people. “Palladium,” was the answer. The Smudgeville Intelligence explained that palladium was a graminiferous amygdaloid and that its calcareous properties rendered it of great commercial value. It was practically impervious to collusion which made it a high soporific.

An assayer was brought, a real one, and he walked round over the Lachford place and carried off samples. The promoter let all the town know that the assayer had been on the property. But the report of the analysis of the dirt Tom Lachford showed to no one. He shoved it into the drawer of the kitchen dresser unopened. It was the assayer he wanted, not the report.

Then Tom Lachford called again upon the banker.

“Mr. Beanhead,” he said, “my brother and I have made a find of igniferous palladium. It runs at least 48 per cent to the kilowatt and we want to raise money for incorporation and material.”

“Mr. Lachford,” said the banker, “I congratulate you on your discovery. I recognize in you one of those wide-visioned, broad-sighted, frog-eyed men that make this country what it is. How much money do you want?”

“Ten thousand dollars,” said Tom.

V

That evening when Tom came home he told Seth and Min that he had arranged the incorporation at thirty thousand dollars and was going to order ten thousand dollars’ worth of machinery.

“What machinery?” asked his brother.

“Any machinery,” said the promoter, “it doesn’t matter: as long as it’s bulky.”

“The mere assemblage and erection of machinery,” added Min thoughtfully as she helped the brothers to fried eggplant, “conveys to the investor a guarantee of bona fides.”

But after supper Seth Lachford went to the kitchen dresser and took out of it the assayer’s report upon the dirt, that lay in an envelope unopened. He ripped open the envelope and for a long while stood looking at the document with a frown upon his face. “I’ll not sell stuff like that,” he muttered. “No, sir, I’ll go broke before I’ll sell it.” Then he went out in the gathering dusk and walked among the piles of dirt, kicking it with his feet and picking it up in his hands.

When Seth Lachford came back to the kitchen where Tom and Min sat shucking butternuts there was resolution in his face.

“Tom,” he said, “when you sell out this company what do you expect to get?”

Tom looked up, stopped shucking. “Thirty thousand dollars at par,” he said. “Ten thousand each for you and me and Min: perhaps a lot more.”

“You’ll sell it to people here in town?”

“Easy,” said Tom. “There are enough suckers right here to buy it all.”

“And what do they get?”

“That’s their lookout,” shrugged Tom. “They can sell again if they’re quick enough.”

“But sooner or later?”

“Oh, sooner or later someone gets stung. But it’s not going to be us.”

Seth sat silent a while.

“And if we let go of it now,” he asked, “where are we?”

“We owe the bank $15,000, and we’re ruined.”

Seth looked Tom right in the face. Dynamic as he was, the younger Lachford’s face fell.

“See here, Tom,” evolved Seth slowly, “I’ll not sell those shares.”

The brothers sat looking at each other, their faces working.

“If you don’t,” said Tom, “it’s ruin.”

“I’ll meet it,” said Seth, his face still working.

“If you do,” said Tom, his face stopping working, “you’ll meet it in the penitentiary.”

“Tom,” said Seth, “there’s been Lachfords on this place for four generations, and never a thief among them.”

VI

For two weeks after that the work at the palladium deposits went on, and the Lachfords walked around the plant, avoiding each other — Tom keen and restless, Seth moody, his eyes ever on the dirt.

Only once Tom spoke to Seth. “The brokers have placed the first lot of my shares at par,” he said, “and they can sell more, they say. They can’t list them but they’ll sell them on the curb. Give me your shares now and Min’s and we’ll sell them and get out.”

Seth turned on his heel and, without a word, went to the house.

He called his wife aside. He took out the assayer’s paper, opened it, and spread it out before her. “Tom says he’ll sell your shares for ten thousand dollars, Min. Are you going to sell off that stuff,” and he tapped the paper fiercely, “to your friends and neighbors, people of your own town?”

Min looked at the document. The chemical analysis was beyond her grasp, but the single item at the bottom, “estimated commercial value,” was plain enough even for a child.

“No, Seth!” she said, “I can’t do it. It ain’t right.”

“Look, Min,” Seth went on, “I want my name to stand right in this town. If Tom tries to sell out those shares, could you get ten thousand dollars from your folks and buy them?”

“I might,” said Min, “I doubt Pa could raise it, but if you want it, Seth, I’ll try.”

VII

The next day Min started off to her folks in Pennsylvania to raise ten thousand dollars, and on the same morning the shares of Amalgamated Palladium Limited went on the local exchange as a curb security, and there was great excitement in financial circles in Smudgeville. The shares opened at eighty, rose straight to par, reacted to fifty, sank down to twenty, lay there gasping and then jumped to par again in four hops. At 2 P. M. they were reported as restless; at 3 buoyant, and at closing time strong with an undercurrent of weakness.

That night Tom Lachford packed his grip to leave by the midnight express, bound towards Havana.

“I’m off, Seth,” he said; “say goodby to Min when she comes back. If you’re wise you’ll get quick. The shares will break tomorrow and then—”

“I’m not quitting, Tom,” said Seth; “goodby.”

VIII

Min came back two days later.

“I got the money, Seth,” she said. “Pa raised it partly on the steers and the rest on a mortgage.”

“Too late, I guess, Min,” said Seth. “The shares went to five hundred yesterday, and this morning they’re holding out for a thousand dollars a share.”

IX

It was a week later that Tom Lachford sat in the Colorado Claro Hotel at Havana with a cocktail in front of him, and $4,000 in Cuban money to his credit. And it was there he got a copy of a home paper sent him by mail. He opened it with trembling hands, looking for Seth’s ruin. And instead of it he saw a big headline saying that Amalgamated Palladium was selling at two thousand a share, and his hands trembled more. Last of all he read a two-column account of the discovery of graphite on the Lachford place, and he shook like a leaf all over.

Meantime Min and Seth were sitting over their buttermilk in the kitchen living-room, adding up figures.

“I can’t cipher it out,” said Seth, “but it’s millions all right.”

“And what is the stuff anyways,” asked Min, “if it ain’t palladium?”

“Graphite, it’s called,” said Seth. “Always noticed those black streaks in the crushings. I guess that’s it. I’m glad I didn’t sell. If I could have bought back those shares. I meant to give them to Tom, didn’t I, Min?”

“Oh, certainly,” said Min, “so did I: and I’m glad too we didn’t sell. I felt bad about it all along, Seth, and when I saw that assayer’s paper where it said ‘commercial value ten thousand dollars a ton’ a light broke in on me and I saw it wasn’t right. But I still don’t see why those shares jumped up that way.”

“The damn fool assayer. He must have put some New York guys wise to it. They were just waiting for us, likely. I doubt, Min, whether those New York financiers are quite as easy as they make out in the story papers.”

“That’s so,” subsided Min. “And where Tom was a bum promoter, Seth was wrong in underestimating the commercial value of scientific analysis applied to the basic data of modern business.”

 

No. III

Our Business Benefactors

An After-Dinner Symposium, as

Reported by the Humblest of the Guests

“No,” said Mr. Spugg, the host of the party, as he held one hand on the stem of his port wine glass and kept his second after-dinner cigar in the fingers of the other, “no Sir, I never could do fractions.”

He looked round the table with a sort of pride. All the other men, except myself, grunted assent. “And what’s more,” added Spugg, “I’ve never felt the need of them to this day.” There was a chorus of approval. Spugg of course is a big man, one of the biggest men in rubber, so they say, on the continent. There were other big men present at the dinner too. There was a big shirt man, and a big fruit man and a man at the end of the table that I had frequently heard referred to as the Napoleon of frozen meat. In fact, as has been indicated in earlier pages of this book, in such a gathering as this there were certain to be several Napoleons present, — who were spoken of as “regular Napoleons,” “perfect Napoleons” and so on. They are always found in any business gathering. There were some “revolutionists” present also; one man was pointed out to me as having revolutionized the dried apple business: another had revolutionized the sale of weatherproof paint, and a third was “working up a revolution” in eggs. In short they were a typical group of what are now called “big” men — men who do “big” things. They were not “thinkers.” They were men who don’t need to think. So it is naturally most impressive to hear these men say that they had never done fractions in their lives. If big men like them have no use for fractions what earthly good are fractions anyway? But what interested me most was to hear the “big men” talk of the “side lines,” the things that they carried on as mere appendages to the main interests of their business lives.

“How’s that University of yours getting on, Spugg?” asked the big pulp man. “Better,” said Spugg, “We’ve got a business man at the head of it at last and he’s putting it on business lines. We expect that our next balance sheet will make a pretty good showing.”

“That’s good,” said the other. Then they both fell silent to listen to the Napoleon of frozen meat who was talking, so I gathered presently, about the church that he “controlled.”

“He had,” the Napoleon was saying “no pep, no punch. Sunday after Sunday it was the same thing, — every sermon, you know, just so much straight Theology. Well, you see, a congregation won’t stand for Theology today. They want something up-to-date. Two or three times I got hold of the old fellow and I said to him, ‘can’t you take up something that will let the people get away a little further from religion.’ But he couldn’t. It wasn’t in him.”

“Couldn’t you retire him?” asked one of the listeners.

“Not so very easily. We had no written contract, you know, just the old fashioned appointment by letter — (it was forty years ago when they put him in) and all the original letter said, was, ‘as long as it shall please God to bless his ministration,’ — Well, I began to say what can you do with that? Our lawyers admitted that they couldn’t make sense of it.

“Then there was all the trouble about the churchyard,” — went on the big man, pausing to light a new cigar. “You remember that churchyard that there was all round our church with the willow trees and the gravestone and the old slabs laid flat right in the grass?”

Several men nodded.

“Well you know, that sort of thing is a pretty poor ad. for a church. The stones were old, half crumbling and there wasn’t a willow tree in the lot in decent shape. Of course we wanted to level it all out, clean out the old monuments, cut out the trees and turf it neatly, put a good gravel motor drive in a crescent right through it. Well, the old fellow stood out against it and without his consent, so our lawyers said, we ran a certain risk in removing the dead. There is some old law it seems against ‘breaking the repose of the dead.’ It has no application I understand to an up-to-date cemetery. But it applies here. So we were stuck. Meantime the churchyard was doing us harm: a congregation don’t want to drive their cars among graves over grass. The broken stone will blow a tire as quick as anything.”

“Well, what did you do?” asked Spugg. “Oh we got him out all right,” the big man went on. “We managed to get him in a corner on the pension question and he let us have his resignation.” “And who have you got now?” “We’ve got an A. 1 man, all right. He was with the Presbyterians (though I think he’d been an Anglican for a while before that) but we went straight after him, met him at his own figure and signed him.”

“What are you giving him?” asked Spugg. “Fifteen Thousand,” said the Napoleon, puffing at his cigar. “You can’t get them for less, or not good ones. They simply won’t come: They know what they’re worth. There’s an insurance company that would take our man at fifteen thousand tomorrow.”

“He’s pretty good, is he?” asked one of the men.

“Absolutely first class. He’s the best publicity man I ever saw in a pulpit. You’ve seen that big sign he’s put up, with great gilt letters, — just where the old willow with the sundial under it used to be. Every week there’s the topic of the discourse in big lettering so that people can read it from their cars: and those are the people, mind you, that we’re going after. Under the old fellow we had, I suppose, the poorest congregation in the city. A church can’t get very far with them.”

There was a general growl of agreement.

“And every Sunday some new up-to-date subject, not theology you know but something that will hold and interest the people. Last Sunday, for example, he preached on the Holy Land (he was there for the Standard Oil people six or seven years ago). And he showed it all so vividly (we’ve fixed a moving picture machine where the font used to be), with the borings that they’re making for oil near Damascus, and the new derricks at the Sea of Galilee. It was wonderful.”

“But that’s a pretty heavy sum to pay him,” one of the guests said, “I don’t see how your funds can meet that.”

“Just the other way,” said the big man, “we make on it. With a live man like that you get it all back. Last Sabbath day our offertory alone broke even with the week’s expenses: that will show you the class of people that we’re attracting.”

“That’s certainly pretty good,” assented several of the men.

“Yes and more than that. Take the overhead. Now, in the old fashioned church the overhead was everything. Light and power alone were among the biggest items that they thought about. Well, we’ve changed all that. You can’t exactly cut out the overhead altogether in running a church, but you can reduce it to a point where it doesn’t matter. And what we find is that with plenty of current receipts from Social entertainments, — concerts and lotteries and dances and so on, we don’t have to worry about the questions of light and power at all. In fact we never think of it.”

The speaker paused. And the host took occasion of the pause to start the port wine moving round and to beckon to the butler for more cigars. Whereupon the general talk broke out again and the purely spiritual tone of the conversation was lost.

But I couldn’t help revolving in mind as I presently wended my way home, the wonderful things that the Big Business men are doing for our Colleges and Churches.


The Perfect Lover’s Guide

Or
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How to Select a Mate, on Sea or

on Shore

Our progress through the Garden of Folly having led us to view the follies of the mind and body, of failure and success, we are now brought in sight of the supremest folly of all, the most ancient and the most modern, the folly of love. We suppose that even the dullest of our readers — and we are speaking with emphasis — will sit up here and give evidence of something approaching to an intelligent interest. Indeed we may say that we have been induced to make up this part of our enquiry in response to a wide public demand, — the only reason, by the way, which induces us to do anything. We therefore propose to construct in condensed form a sort of Lover’s Guide or Manual of Love.

 

Preface

 

On the Importance of Selecting a Wife

Few people appreciate at its true importance the selection of a wife. One has only to look at other men’s wives to realize how carelessly they have been selected. A great many of them are too small, others are too large. Others again, while suitable as to size are of poor quality. With others the colouring is imperfect, or easily washed out. In short if a man desires to select a wife of the right size and shape, of good colour and wearing quality, one that is washable and will not bleach out in the sun, he must be willing to devote time and study to the question. Many a young man admits after marriage with regret that he has selected his wife too rashly: that if he had used an intelligence test on her he would never have taken her: that he thought she knew things that she doesn’t know: that her sense of humour is away below his standard: that she can’t play poker, — and that he would like another pick.

For such young men there is no hope to be given. Their choice is made. But those whose selection is still to be taken we would advise to be warned in time and to study the whole problem of selecting a wife with the care that it deserves.

 

At What Age Should a Man Marry

Our first enquiry, then, is the age at which a man ought to turn his thoughts towards marriage? The law of the State of New York, and of many other states, and the common law of England on which these laws are based, all assign as the age of marriage fourteen years for a man and twelve years for a woman. But we are against this. We have a feeling that it is too soon. A man of fourteen still lacks something in breadth, — and even in height. We doubt if his character has reached the maturity that it will have at sixty. Similarly a woman of twelve is still in a way, — indeed in a whole lot of ways — undeveloped, she has scarcely seen enough of life to be able to select a mate with the same certainty with which the shipping companies pick them. We are informed, it is true, that the Hindoo women are married at twelve years of age. But on this point we can only refer our readers to the Hindoo edition of our manual. Western women, at twelve, are not yet formed. The wise young man will wait until they get bigger. Anyone who wants one of those little wee Hindoos is welcome to her.

At what age, then, should a young girl or a young man begin to think of marriage? We are not prepared to indicate any precise moment in life. But there will come a time in the life of any of them at which new aspirations and new wants will turn their thoughts towards marriage. When a young girl begins to feel that she wants a house of her own, — a large one, — with a butler and a chauffeur, and two motor cars and a box at the Opera, then the time has come when she must seek a husband. Her father will never give her these things. So too with the young man. The time comes when his surroundings begin to pall on him — when he ceases to care to spend his evenings with billiard markers, prize fighters and dog fanciers: when he begins to want to pass his time with some companion softer than a prize fighter and dearer, — if it is possible, — than a dog fancier, — then, we say, and we say it emphatically, the young man ought to get married.

 

What Young People Ought to Know

But stop! Before the young man, or the young woman, can take any steps in the direction of marriage they must first fit themselves for it. All the manuals on the subject are united on this. Young people must not be hurried into matrimony until they have an adequate knowledge of a great many things that it will be essential for them to know in married life. Most important is it that our young people should have a proper acquaintance with the laws of health, a knowledge in short, of their own bodies. The young men and women of our present generation, — in spite of the existence of the admirable little manuals of Dr. Snide, Dr. Snoop and others, — are painfully ignorant of their own bodies. We ourselves met a girl the other day, — a great big one, not a little Hindoo, — who didn’t know where her œsophagus was. Apparently she had been going round with her œsophagus for twenty years and didn’t know that she had one. Enquiry showed that she was also ignorant of her diaphragm and what it did for her, and knew nothing of her cerebellum except that it was part of her foot.

This girl, charming as she appeared externally, — we went no further than that, — was obviously unfitted for matrimony. Indeed we should strongly advise every young lover to see to it that no girl, suffering from ignorance of this sort, is wished upon him. The lover should first elicit by a little gentle questioning just what is the state of knowledge of his prospective bride. He may frame his questions with a tenderness calculated to allay any possible alarm: such as:— “Whisper to me, darling, what do you take to be the primary functions of the liver?” or, “Tell me, dearest, what are the premonitory symptoms of coagulation of the head?”

If the anxious lover does not feel in himself the ability to elicit or to impart this knowledge without help he may very properly call to his aid the services of an examination paper as set in any medical college. In this he need only insert a few suitable terms of endearment and the aim is achieved at once. His questionnaire, for example, might take this form: — 

1. Indicate as briefly as possible, darling, the location and functions of the sebaceous glands.

2. Tell me, in your own bright way, the names of the bones of the head, and then give me a kiss.

3. What do you take to be the premonitory symptoms, sweetheart, of locomotor ataxia and what would my darling do if I got it?

But it would be greatly to be preferred that no such test would be necessary. We should advise for every young girl who is thinking of marriage a proper course of preparation. We would suggest that she read first of all Gray’s Anatomy, supplementing it with Archibald on the Diseases of the Bones: to this she might add Adami on Pathology, Todd on Parasitology and any standard text on locomotor ataxia. If in addition to this the girl has learned something of sanitation, of the elements of sewerage and the disposal of garbage, she then becomes one with whom any young man should be proud to share his home, — especially the cellar and the plumbing.

Nor should the youth himself be ignorant. His body of course he must know from A to Z. He should be able to tell offhand, how many toes he has, the location of his ears, the number of vertebræ in his spine, the measurement of his facial angle, the spanal content of his skull and the width of his mouth. These things go without saying. But in addition to this no young man should hurry into marriage without some acquaintance with the world and especially with business and money. We met a young man the other day, — we are always meeting them when we least expect it, — hoping to get married shortly and yet absolutely ignorant of the Federal Reserve system, and the composition of Index Numbers and the rise and fall of the exchanges. We at once put in his hands Gustav Kassel’s Arithmetic of the Exchanges and Professor J. M. Keynes’s Incubation of a Monetary Standard. We were just in time. He decided not to get married.

 

Courtship, its Conduct and its Etiquette

But let us suppose these preliminary difficulties overcome. Imagine our young people as having reached the age of marriage and properly equipped with the necessary knowledge for the marriage state. What Next?

There follows then the period of love and courtship, admittedly the most blissful phase of human existence. The young lover though he has selected his mate has not yet ventured to declare himself. He is filled with hopes and fears, with alternating exaltation and despair. At one moment he is in the heights: at another he is in the depths. He goes away up and then away down. He oscillates to and fro, at one instant he is hurled forward, at another he is shot backward. At times again he is whirled sideways and thrown edgeways or left sticking wrong side up. How must the lover conduct himself during this period of violent emotion? How must his time be spent? What can he do to absorb the terrific shocks which come at him one after the other?

We have no hesitation in answering this enquiry. All the authorities on the subject are agreed upon the point. The young lover must spend his time in immediate communion with nature. Fleeing the crowded haunts of man he must go and bury himself in the forest; there in the heart of the woods he must lie prone upon his back looking upwards at the sky and thinking what a worm he is. Or he must climb to the height of the mountains and stand upon a dizzy crag letting the wind blow through his hair. While doing this he must reflect how little it would matter if the wind blew him into fragments and carried him away. In all weathers he must sally forth. He must let the storm buffet him. He must let the rain beat upon his brow. He must take crack after crack of lightning right on his neck.

Just why he must do these things we are not prepared to say. But we know that only in this way can the lover get himself into that attitude of humility and ecstasy which can make him worthy of his adored.

This course of conduct having been admitted, by generations of poets and lovers, to be absolutely compulsory, we venture in our manual to simplify it a little by reducing it to a routine. In this way the young lover who might have had some doubts as to where and how to begin can undertake his duties in a systematic way.

 

Schedule of the Perfect Lover’s Day



	
5.30 Dawn


	
Rise from a sleepless night.





	
 


	
 





	
6.00


	
Lave himself in a running brook, or if this is not possible, put his head under a tap.





	
 


	
 





	
6.30-7.30


	
Crag work on the hills.





	
 


	
 





	
8.00


	
Push aside his untasted breakfast.





	
 


	
 





	
8.30-12.00


	
Lie on stomach in long grass in meadow, poring on a book.





	
 


	
 





	
12 Noon


	
Returning for a moment to busy haunt of man or crowded mart (that is to say, going down town) catch sight, on the street for a moment, of adored object, and at once





	
 


	
 





	
12.30


	
beat it for the woods





	
 


	
 





	
12.30 till dark:


	
in the woods; alone with nature: penetrating to the heart of the woods, go and sit in frog pond, making a sound like a frog.





	
 


	
 





	
8.30-9.30


	
For one brief hour be with adored object: the outside world will see him nothing but a gentleman friend taking a lady friend for a ride on a street car: but really the buffeting and the oscillating and side-swinging is going on all the time just the same.





	
 


	
 





	
10 P. M.


	
A dash for the open. Get out under the stars. Count them. Wonder whether they are looking down on her also.





	
 


	
 





	
12 Midnight


	
Retire to sleepless night but before starting it, throw the casement wide and let the cool night wind slap the face.






We not only assert but we are willing to guarantee that this line of activity, systematically kept up for a month, will maintain the lover in the condition proper to his business. He will be brought nearer and nearer to the point at which he will stake his all on a proposal of marriage.

But meantime before we permit him to take this last step it is proper to consider the conduct of the object of his affections. What is she doing? How does she take it? Is she swinging back and forward and up and down and being impelled sideways in the same way as the young lover? Not quite.

For the young girl the first dawn of love is a period of doubt, of hesitating, of gentle fluttering to and fro. She needs guidance. Like a dove about to spread its wings on a far flight, she would fain ask herself whither this flight must lead. What sort of a flight is it going to be?

Nor is she willing to confess to herself that love has yet come to her? She does not know whether what she feels is love, or is something else. Her soul shrinks from the final avowal.

In this position, the girl needs beyond everything else, advice. And fortunately for her she can get it. In earlier times she was left to commune with her soul in the dark. Now she isn’t. All she has to do is to write to any reputable Saturday afternoon edition of a first-class paper and she can get advice and information suited to every stage of her incipient courtship. Each letter in which her timid soul reveals itself will be not only answered, but answered in print in a way calculated to gratify her whole circle of friends.

We need hardly say, therefore, that in preparing our manual we have devoted very especially attention to correspondence of this sort. We have endeavoured to reduce it like everything else to a systematic or general form, to make it as it were a type or pattern, from which the young girl seeking our aid (and we welcome her with open arms when she does it) may find complete guidance.

We append here one little series from the many samples of correspondence that might be offered. The details vary but the essential ideas are always the same. And we draw attention especially to the way in which the tender hesitating nature of the young girl is brought, under our guidance, to a full knowledge of herself. In fact, what we couldn’t teach her isn’t worth knowing.

 

The Tangled Problems of Love

 

As straightened out in the Correspondence

department of our manual

Letter No. 1 From our correspondent, Miss Lucinda Lovelorn, to ourselves. By the way, we named her. We know how to pick the names every time.

Two days ago I was introduced by a gentleman friend to a gentleman in a street car. Yesterday I met this second gentleman on the street and he asked me if I would walk with him afternoons. I do not know yet whether I love him as I have only seen him on a street car. Perhaps you can tell me whether it would be right for me to walk with him afternoons and whether there would be anything unladylike in my doing so. If I walk with him is it proper to walk on the left side of a gentleman or does the lady walk on the right side.

 

Letter No. 2 From ourselves to Lucinda

Yes, we think you may safely accept the invitation to walk with your new friend afternoons. Whether you walk on his left side or his right will depend on circumstances. If he has lost his left eye you walk on his right side, otherwise you have your pick of sides.

But remember, Lucinda, that you must let him see from your manner at the very first that your feeling for him is purely one of wholesome camaraderie and nothing further. Without being cold to him, put into your manner just that little touch of hauteur and that suspicion of eloignement that will let him realize that you are a lady.

In other words we mean don’t let him start anything. Do you get us?

 

Letter No. 3 From Lucinda to us

The gentleman friend with which I have been talking afternoons asked me if he might call mornings and also take me out nights. I do not know whether I love him yet although he is a good dresser. Will it be all right if I let him take me pictures nights. Till now whenever gentleman friends have taken me places evenings Mother has been along. If I go with this party pictures do you think that I compromise myself and if it was you would you have mother along.

 

Letter No. 4 From us to Lucinda

We have thought over your sweet letter very deeply, dear Lucinda, because we realize how perplexed and troubled you are. On the whole we think that you may now safely go out at night with your new friend but remember that in granting him this privilege you must let him know that you have in no way ceased to be a lady. It would be necessary for you to resist in a dignified way any undue advances that he may make. We would suggest that you carry a tack hammer along with you and if your new friend starts anything let him have it on the bean. And by the way let us know what he does about the advances. We are always interested in that sort of thing.

We note further, that you ask whether, if it was we, we should want your mother along. No, dear, we wouldn’t.

 

Letter No. 5 From Lucinda to us

Since I wrote you last the gentleman friend of which I spoke took me out twice nights. I do not know whether I love him dearly yet but he is to have an increase of salary from his firm because he is an A. 1. salesman. The last time we went out he asked me if I liked lobsters because if I did he knew where they had a good lobster place but I said no because I thought that a party respects a girl more if she refuses lobsters gentlemen. All the time we were out he behaved just like a perfect gentleman and didn’t do anything. Do you think that if he asks me again it would be all right to let him give me lobsters nights?

 

Letter No. 6 From us to Lucinda

We are glad to learn that your evening outing with your friend was so successful. And it is nice to think that he did not make any wrong advances at all, but behaved like a perfect gentleman.

But when it comes to this lobster stuff, you touch on something that we know and on which we speak with the greatest firmness. It is not proper for you to accept a lobster unless you have reason to believe that in giving it he is asking you to share his life.

The time has come for you, dear little girl, to be very firm. You must ask your gentleman friend to come home with you to your house and meet your mother. If he is a man, he will do it. But if he shrinks from it and offers you a lobster instead then it is clear that he has been trifling with your heart — and you must let him go. You will suffer a little mal de cœur but so you would if you took the lobster. On the other hand if your firmness wins, you gain a husband and a home.

Hence our advice is, — go to it, Lucinda.

 

After we have carried on and concluded a correspondence such as this it is always a delight for us to receive a final letter, effervescent in happiness, stating that the proposal has been made and accepted and asking what presents and how many presents a girl may accept from a gentleman to whom she is engaged.

And, what is always a strange reflection to us, is, that this gentleman friend with the lobsters is the very same person as the young lover beating it up and down in the woods: — the same person, only seen in different aspects.

 

The Proposal of Marriage

But we are running on a little too fast. We have run clear over the proposal of marriage, the most important, the most thrilling item of the whole manual of love.

In what way, we are asking and we ask back, should a proposal of marriage be made. Now we readily admit that the proposal of marriage is most frequently made by direct speech, in short by word of mouth. This may have certain advantages in the way of directness, rapidity and ease of ratification. But we cannot but feel that it lacks much in symmetry, harmony, and all-round completeness. We therefore favour entirely the proposal of marriage by means of a written letter. This allows the lover to state his feelings so definitely and so finally that a refusal becomes difficult if not impossible.

For such a letter, however, it is not wise to rely upon the unaided imagination. Here again the use of a systematized form is greatly to be preferred. The general requirements for such a letter we are prepared to state in the following terms, which are based we may say on some of the greatest current authorities.

“In the perfect letter of proposal the young lover should first of all dwell upon the depth and sincerity of his love. He should express at the same time his esteem and appreciation of the family into which he hopes to have the honour of entering. And in conclusion in a manly and frank way he should say something about his own position in life and his prospects.”

On this basis we venture to suggest the following form:

Dear Miss Blank Blank:

Ever since I first had the honour of meeting you beside the sawdust pile behind the sawmill at the Y.M.C.A. picnic on the 18th June, Ult. I have realized that I entertain for you a feeling which is different from any feeling which I have hitherto entertained for anyone for whom I have entertained a feeling. Your coming into my life has brought something into my life which was not in my life before you brought it into my life. I cannot hope in any way to be worthy of you and the more I think of you the more I despise myself and realize that till I met you I had been moving steadily down, but that after I met you I went up and I think that with your help I could keep on going up and staying up. Since I met you I have also had the pleasure of meeting your mother and your father and I have learned to love and honour them. I think your father is too cute for anything. Didn’t he look just killing in that little velvet smoking jacket the other evening? My feelings toward your mother are also a matter which I think should give me an added claim to your favourable consideration. I myself never had a mother. But now that I have seen yours I am, in a way, glad.

My prospects in life are such as will at least enable me to maintain you as well as you are maintained now. My salary while not large will suffice to support you and to dress you in part at least which is all I dare ask at present. At my uncle’s death I expect to inherit a very comfortable personal fortune and it is clear therefore that in order to be in a satisfactory situation I have only to poison my uncle.

On all these grounds I venture to ask your hand in marriage and to request the favour of a reply at your early convenience to B. 606, Station B.

It is hardly necessary for us to indicate the correct form in which an answer to such a letter of proposal should be framed. The training in business correspondence now given to all young girls in our secondary schools makes such a composition a matter of extreme ease. But we might merely suggest that the normal and usual answer in the best circles runs as follows:

Dear Sir:

Yours of the 18th instant to hand and contents noted and in reply would say that I accept your proposal F.O.B. this city, and will take delivery of goods at any time. Love and kisses from your loving

Lucinda

 

The Physiology of Love

While we were discussing above the question of what young people ought to know in regard to their œsophagi and so forth, it occurred to us that we might append to this discussion a further treatment of the physiology of love. We said nothing about it at the moment but we went on thinking about it. The topic sounded daring but that wasn’t really the aspect of it that we had in mind. Our notion was, and is, to use it in a literary way for the general brightening of fiction. It seemed to us that modern fiction already owed much to the physiologist and might with advantage go still further in the same direction.

We were first led to think of this from perusing an up-to-date crime-story in which we noticed the following physiological changes to take place in the sleuth hound’s face, all in five minutes.

To begin with: — 

An impassive mask covered it.

Then, A quick suspicion chased itself across it,

 “ An intense determination hardened it,

 “ A bead of moisture appeared upon it,

 “ A smile passed over it,

 “ A gleam of intelligence shot across it,

 “ A look of perplexity furrowed it,

 “ A sudden flash of triumph lighted it up,

And then,

  The impassive mask fell on it again.

These rapid changes of the face are evidently connected with the pursuit of crime. If anybody wants to go in for a life of crime, — on either side, for it or against it, — he has to learn to use his face in this way. He must be able to harden it, relax it, expand it at will and, if need be, to drop a mask right over it, — like putting it into a garage.

But it is quite different, we have observed with the love story, the seat of which seems to be in the stomach. In the same romance in which the sleuth hound worked his face, we noticed that a similar lot of physiological disturbances were set up at intervals in the heroine. In her case, however, the symptoms did not sweep over her face, which was needed for other purposes. They were internal. They began as soon as she met the hero, and anyone will easily recognize in them the progress and the fate of love.

The series ran like this: — 

A new gladness ran through her.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

A thrill coursed through her.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

Something woke up within her that had been dead.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

A great yearning welled up within her.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

Something seemed to go out from her that was not of her nor to her.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

Everything sank within her.

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

This last symptom is naturally so serious that it ends the book. Indeed we notice that when things sink inside the heroine it means that something vital has come unhooked.

Quite different is the case of the hero, — the strong man. With him the operation of the story is all done seemingly with strings, with stretching and tension. He gets “taut,” or he gets “rigid,” his muscles “tighten into steel bands,” — in fact you could easily run a sewing machine off him.

Now there is no doubt that these physiological descriptions are admirable in their realism. The only trouble is that they don’t go far enough. It has seemed to us that, with the help of a good text book an excellent literary effect could be obtained by heightening this physiological colouring and letting it be quite clear just what is happening, anatomically and biologically, to the characters in the story. To illustrate this we append here a sample of such a romance. The story is called Physiological Philip and it tells of nothing more unusual than the meeting of two lovers in a lane. But slight as it is it will do to convey our idea.

 

Physiological Philip

 

A Tale of the Text Book

Philip Heatherhead, — whom we designate Physiological Philip — as he strolled down the lane in the glory of early June, presented a splendid picture of young manhood. By this we mean that his bony framework was longer than the average and that instead of walking like an ape he stood erect with his skull balanced on his spinal column in a way rarely excelled even in a museum. The young man appeared in the full glory of perfect health: or shall we say, to be more exact, that his temperature was 98, his respiration normal, his skin entirely free from mange, erysipelas and prickly heat.

As Physiological Philip walked thus down the lane, listening to the singing of a blithesome bird, — occasioned, though he did not suspect it, by a chemical reaction inside the bird’s abdomen, — a sense of gladness seemed to fill him. Of course what really was happening was that in the splendid shape in which Philip was his whole system was feeling the stimulus of an intermolecular diffusion of inspired oxygen. That was why he was full.

At a turn of the path Philip suddenly became aware of a young girl advancing to meet him. Her spinal column, though shorter than his, was elongated and erect, and Philip saw at once that she was not a chimpanzee. She wore no hat and the thick capillary growth which covered her cranium waved in the sunlight and fell low over her eye-sockets. The elasticity of her step revealed not the slightest trace of appendicitis or locomotor ataxia, while all thought of eczema, measles or spotty discoloration of the cuticle was precluded by the smoothness and homogeneity of her skin.

At the sight of Philip the subcutaneous pigmentation of the girl’s face underwent an intensification. At the same time the beating of the young man’s heart produced in his countenance also a temporary inflammation due to an under-oxydization of the tissues of his face.

They met, and their hands instinctively clasped, by an interadjustment of the bones known only in mankind and the higher apes but not seen in the dog.

For a moment the two lovers, for such their physiological symptoms, though in themselves not dangerous provided a proper treatment were applied without delay, proclaimed them, were unable to find words. This, however, did not indicate (see Barker on the Nervous System) an inhibition of the metabolism of the brain but rather a peculiar condition of the mucous membrane of the lip, not in itself serious.

Philip found words first. He naturally would, owing to the fact that in the male, as Darwin first noticed, the control of the nerve ganglions is more rigid than in the female.

“I am so glad you’ve come,” he said. The words were simple (indeed he could hardly have made them simpler unless by inserting the preposition “that” and restoring the auxiliary from its abbreviated form.) But simple as they were, they thrilled the young girl to the heart, — obviously by setting up the form of nerve disturbance which Huxley has so admirably described in his discussion of the effect of external stimuli on the decomposition of food.

“I couldn’t stay away,” she murmured.

The text is here a little perplexing. No doubt the girl refers to some inhibition in her feet, involving an inability to use the great Toe. It is an obscure malady and Sir William Osler inclined to ascribe it to excessive alcoholism. But she may have had it. Unfortunately the current of the romance moves on too fast to allow investigation.

Philip reached out and drew the girl towards him.

“Then my answer is Yes,” he cried, jubilantly. To do this he inhaled deeply and then ejected the entire contents of his lungs with a sudden impetus. In the dog, this produces barking. (See Sir Michael Foster on Animal Physiology.)

“It is!” she murmured.

Philip drew the girl’s form towards him till he had it close to his own form, and parallel to it, both remaining perpendicular, and then bending the upper vertebræ of his spinal column forwards and sideways he introduced his face into a close proximity with hers. In this attitude, difficult to sustain for a prolonged period, he brought his upper and lower lips together, protruded them forward, and placed them softly against hers in a movement seen also in the orang-outang but never in the hippopotamus.

And with this kiss the affianced lovers wandered back hand in hand up the lane, the bird upon the bough singing more blithely than ever: — owing possibly to the increased distention of its diaphragm.


The Restoration of Whiskers

A Neglected Factor in the Decline

[image: img53.jpg]

of Knowledge

There comes a time in the life of western civilization when it is the duty of every well-wisher of the world to speak out what is in his mind. Such a time is now. The growth of the clean-shaving habit in this epoch is becoming everywhere a serious national menace. The loss of dignity and prestige, the decline of respect towards the aged, the notable change in the character and calibre of our legislators, college presidents and ministers of the gospel, is, and are, assuming proportions which urgently demand concerted national action.

The writer of this article stood recently upon the corner of Broadway and Forty Second Street in New York, — that is to say I stood there myself, — let there be no concealment in this thing, — stood there and counted the clean-shaven men who passed and the men with whiskers. Out of the first half million counted only 4.19 men per cent had whiskers.

(The man that I counted as .19 had just a little fringe of fluff, so to speak, on his cheeks. It was hard to class him. So I called him .19).

The same calculation may be made with the same results in any of the great eastern cities. It is not till one passes a line drawn through Fargo, Omaha, and Galveston that whiskers reach 15 per cent. And this 15 per cent line is moving westward! Ten years ago it was at Decatur, Illinois. It is not there now! In another ten years the line will have reached the Rocky Mountains. In twenty years the entire nation will be clean-shaven.

The moment to act is now. It is time for the people to pause and realize what whiskers have meant to human civilization.

We turn to the records of history; Adam, — he had a dark brown beard slightly pointed; Noah, — he had a long white beard that reached his waist. Imagine Noah clean-shaven and with his eyebrows darkened with black dye, and with little beady eyes looking down under a straw hat! You can’t? Of course not. And yet that man saved our whole race.

Nestor and Aristotle had white beards. Socrates’ whiskers covered so much of his face that you could hardly see him through them. Cæsar had a rough red beard. The Vikings had long side moustaches. So had Buffalo Bill, and Charles the Second, and Bret Harte. Grant and Lee wore beards. But these great precedents are being disregarded. All the dignitaries and leaders of today are fashioning themselves into the likeness of schoolboys.

Take the typical case of the college presidents. A generation ago the college president had a flowing white beard. It was part of his equipment. I remember well the venerable gentleman who was the head of the University when I received my degree thirty something years ago. I shall always recall the profound respect that the students felt towards him. Yet it was not what the man said: it was the way in which he laid his snow white whiskers on his reading desk. This lent profundity to all his thought. It was, I think, in the year 1892 that the president of a western college shaved off his whiskers and threw them in the Mississippi. The fatal idea spread. President after president was tempted by it. Then at this very juncture the invention of the safety razor, — removing all danger to human life from the process of shaving, — brought a clean shave within the reach even of the most cautious. The president of the modern college and his senior professors are not to be distinguished from their first year students. Remove the whiskers and you remove the man. The whole stature and appearance of him shrink: his shoulders contract: his frame diminishes: his little bowler hat swallows and envelops his trivial skull.

The loss of scholarship is irreparable. Is it any wonder that Greek is dead, that Latin is dying and that the old time learning of the colleges gives place to a mere mechanical routine.

But most deplorable of all is the damage that is being done to imaginative literature. Here, for example, are a few quotations selected, quite at random, from the great literature of the past to show the close interdependence of personality and whiskers: — 

“The Duke remained seated in deep thought, passing his luxuriant beard slowly through his fingers.”

(Ouida.)

Imagine what an impressive thing that must have been. The Duke could take his beard and let it trickle slowly through his fingers like rippling silk. No wonder that the Duke could think, when he could do that!

But all that can remain of that sort of passage in the books of today would run,

“The Duke remained seated in deep thought, passing his fingers aimlessly through the air a foot from his face, as if seeking, groping for something that he could not find.”

Here again is a selection from the poet Gray’s magnificent description of a Welsh bard.

“All loose his hoary hair, his beard

Streamed like a meteor to the troubled wind.”

(Gray, The Bard.)

The splendid picture, — the bard standing in the wind with the sparks flying from his whiskers in all directions, — is gone.

Or again, take Longfellow, — the opening lines of Evangeline.

“This is the forest primeval, the murmuring pines and the hemlocks

“Stand like Druids of old with beards that rest on their bosoms.”

What a pity to have to change this to read:

“This is the forest primeval, the round smooth trunk of the gum tree

“Looks like a college professor divested entirely of whiskers.”

In place of these noble pictures of the past we have nothing but the smooth-shaven hero of modern fiction, with his soopy-looking face, hardly to be distinguished from a girl’s. He may be seen on the cover of any of our monthly magazines. What can he do? He can “press his clean-shaven face close, close to hers.” One admits, of course, that he has a certain advantage here. If he had whiskers he couldn’t get nearly as close to her. But can he let his beard stream like a meteor to the wind with sparks of phosphorus flying off it in all directions? Can he “pass his beard through his hand?” No. Can he stand like a Druid of old? He can’t.

As yet, happily, there are certain domains of our national life to which the prevailing degeneracy has not penetrated. The stage, the moving picture and the grand opera still hold their own. The stage villain still has his black beard. The Southern colonel still retains his mustachios. The scholar, the wise man and the magician of the moving picture keeps his black skull cap and his long white beard. The Wagnerian opera is as hirsute as ever. And those who have been privileged to see the pretty little operetta that Reginald de Koven left behind him, will have been pleased to note that Rip Van Winkle has a beard like an Ostermoor mattress reaching to his ears.

But can the stage stand alone? It can not. Something must be done. . . .

Fortunately for our civilization the best section of the public is already becoming alarmed. An effort is being made. A number of big, warm-hearted men, and a quantity of great big warm-blooded women are banding themselves together. This is a good sign. Whenever they do this, — and it is what they always do, — one feels that as soon as a sufficient number are all banded together something will be done.

As far as the United States is concerned to my mind there is only one possible remedy, — an amendment to the Constitution. Something, of course, might be done with magic lantern slides, or with moving pictures, or by taking up subscriptions. But these things demand money and time. Amending the Constitution does not. Experience is showing that it is a very, very simple thing, demanding only a little good will and forbearance as to which amendment gets through first. It is only fair that certain amendments now under discussion should have precedence. The proposal sent up from Kansas for amending the Constitution so as to improve the breed of steers in the West, and the Illinois amendment for shortening the distance between Chicago and the sea, are both admirable. But when these are carried an amendment in regard to the restoration of whiskers should be the earliest of our national cares. Individual freedom has its limits.

It is not true that a man’s whiskers are his own. It is not true that he has the right to remove them. John Stuart Mill thought so. But Mill was wrong. Every individual is but a part of society; and if his station is such that a flowing white beard is demanded by it, his duty is obvious. No one would wish to carry too far the supremacy of the State. But a constitutional provision of a temperate character imposing compulsory white beards on college presidents, ministers, poets, ambassadors and grand opera singers would take rank at once as equal in common sense and general utility with some of the most notable amendments to the Constitution of this Country.

THEN AND NOW

THE COLLEGE NEWS OF FORTY

YEARS AGO AND THE COLLEGE

NEWS OF TODAY

 

Medicals Take a Night Off

 

(As reported forty years ago)

Last night the students of the Medical Faculty took a night off and held their annual parade of the town. Forming up on the campus outside the windows of the dissecting room, the “Meds” moved in a compact body down College Avenue. Policeman McKonicky, who tried to stop them at the corner of Main Street, was knocked senseless and was deposited by two of the boys down the coal chute of the First National Bank. After upsetting a horse-car, the driver of which sustained certain injuries by inadvertently falling under the horse, the boys proceeded to the corner of Main and First Streets where speeches were made exalting the progress of the Medical School, and where two more policemen were knocked senseless. The procession moved uptown again towards the president’s residence carrying with it the front door of the First Baptist Church. After setting fire to the president’s house the students adjourned to the campus where they started a bonfire in which, unfortunately, one or two bystanders were accidentally burned about the feet, hands, head and body. The arrival of a body of mounted police supported by a couple of squadrons of cavalry brought the evening to a close.

President Foible, on being interviewed this morning, stated that the damages to his house were quite insignificant, amounting to little more than the destruction of his furniture. The police who were unfortunately injured in their attempt to interfere with the students are reported as doing nicely. The driver of the street-car will be at work again in a week, and a cheerful tone pervades the whole college. The president further stated that the relations between the students and the town had never been better.

 

Medicals Take a Night Off

 

(As reported today)

Last night the students at the Medical Faculty took a night off from their arduous labours and were the guests of the Ladies’ Reception Committee at the Y.W.C.A. building on Third Street. After the singing of a few of the better-known medical hymns and after being treated to a harmonium solo in B flat by the organist of the Insane Asylum, the students listened with evident enjoyment to a talk by the Rev. Mr. Week of the First Baptist Church on the subject “Where is Hell? Is it Here?” After the pastor had said everything that could be said on this interesting topic, each student was given a dish of ice cream and a doughnut. The president of the college in thanking the ladies of the Y.W.C.A. for their cordial reception said that he was sure the students would now return to their studies with renewed eagerness. After singing “Rock me to Sleep, Mother,” the gathering broke up at nine-thirty.

 

Philosophical Society Meets

 

(As it used to forty years ago)

Last night the Philosophical Society held the third of its bi-weekly beer parties in the supper room of the men’s residence. After the reading of the minutes, coupled with the drinking of beer, followed by the usual routine of drinking the health of the outgoing officers of the week and the toast of welcome to the officers of the week following, the Chairman invited the members to fill their glasses and listen, if they cared to, to a paper by Mr. Easy on the Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle. Mr. Easy, while expressing his regret that he had not had time to prepare a paper on the Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle, delivered in place of it an excellent rendition of Bret Harte’s “Heathen Chinee.” At the close of the recitation the Chairman announced that the debate which had been announced on the topic Are Mathematical Judgments Synthetically a Priori had been abandoned owing to the fact that the topic involved more preparation than the members of the society were prepared to give to it. He suggested instead that the society, after filling its glasses, should invite Mr. Freak of the senior class to give his imitation of two cats quarreling on a roof. The invitation was followed by similar exercises and the meeting was sustained to a late hour, those of the members who went home leaving at about two a. m.

 

Philosophical Society Meets

 

(As it does today)

Last night a very pleasing meeting of the Philosophical Society was held in the parlour of the Women’s Residence in the Martha Washington Building. Professor Strong in opening the meeting, said that she was glad to see among the members of the society a very creditable number of men, if she might use the phrase. She said no professor could feel that her work was satisfactory unless she could attract a certain number of men students. The professor then read her paper on the Sociological Elimination of the Delinquent. As the paper only lasted an hour and a half it was listened to in a luxury of enjoyment. The professor then having thrown the meeting open to questions, and a question having been asked, she very kindly spoke for another hour. At the close of the address a vote was taken on the resolution That the Humbler Classes of Society Ought to be Chloroformed, and was carried unanimously.

 

Discipline Committee Reports

 

(As it reported forty years ago)

The report is published this morning of the semi-annual meeting of the Discipline Committee of the Faculty of the College. This committee, consisting of the senior professors of the Faculty, was established, as readers will recall, about two years ago with the object of elevating the moral tone of the student body by expulsion, fines and the application of the criminal law. The Chairman reported that the committee had every reason to be gratified with the progress made during the period of its existence. The number of cases of suspension of students from lectures had increased under the operation of the committee by forty per cent; students warned, by sixty per cent; students found guilty of drunkenness, by seventy per cent; and students expelled for unbecoming and insubordinate conduct, ninety-five per cent. The report enumerates a new schedule of fines calculating to raise still higher the discipline of the institution, and recommends hereafter that every student guilty of striking or kicking a professor be brought before the committee and warned. The committee adds a further recommendation to the effect that measures be taken to let the student body understand that their presence at the University can only be tolerated within reasonable limits.

 

Student Control Committee Reports

 

(As it reports today)

The report is published this morning of the semi-annual meeting of the Students’ Control Committee at the University. This Committee, as readers will recall, was established about two years ago with a view to raising the academic standard of the college. It is empowered not only to institute inquiries as to the capacity of the professors, but to recommend the expulsion of those of them who seem to the students’ committee to be lacking in personality, or deficient in pep. The opening pages of the report deal with the case of the president of the college. A sub-committee, appointed from among the fourth year students in accountancy, have been sitting on the case of the president for six weeks. Their report is in the main favourable, and their decision is that he may stay. But the sub-committee pass severe strictures on his home life, and recommend that he has too many children for him to be able to give full attention to his college work, and suggests a change in the future.

The committee accepts and adopts the recommendation of the second year class in philosophy who report that the professor’s lectures are over their heads, and ask for his dismissal. A similar request comes from the third year students in mathematics who report that the professor’s lectures are below their standards.

The committee has received and laid upon the table the report of the fourth year class in commerce to the effect that they have thus far failed to understand any of the lectures that were ever given them, and ask that they be given their degrees and let go. The committee acknowledges in its report the gratifying statement made by the chairman of the Trustees in his annual report to the effect that student control marks another milestone on the arduous path that it is leading the college to its ultimate end.


Little Glimpses of the Future in America
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I

The Final Solution of the Transportation

Problem

(An Extract from the New York Daily press of 1930)

RESUMPTION OF THE MAIL COACH SERVICE

We are happy to announce to our readers that the mail coach service between New York City and Philadelphia, which has been temporarily suspended since 1840, is to be resumed this week. By a fortunate chance the well-known and highly popular coach, the Martin Van Buren, has been discovered still in her yard, where she was placed when she was set aside pending the experimental use of the railway, which has proved such a costly failure. Under the new arrangement, passengers booked for Philadelphia are guaranteed of departure and arrival at the hour specified. Subject only to the hazards of the weather, the Martin Van Buren will leave her place of departure (The Andrew Jackson Hostelry, corner of Wall Street and the Albany Post Road) at or about daybreak on the morning of every Monday. This commodious coach has accommodation for ten inside and ten outside passengers. There is ample accommodation in the boot for all parcels and personal luggage. Passengers desirous of putting luggage in the boot, however, are requested to come to the booking office three days in advance to effect the necessary signature of vouchers, and to take the necessary oaths of allegiance and citizenship.

In order to avoid the present delays in the operation of the tunnel traffic, the Van Buren will be taken across the river on a barge. Passengers may keep their seats during the transit, or, for a small extra fee, may be carried across (if the wind serves) in a hoy. The Van Buren will proceed at full speed across New Jersey. Absolutely no stops will be made except for the change of horses, for meals, and for the night.

When the moon serves, the Van Buren will continue her journey, still at full speed, until 9 P. M. She will arrive in Philadelphia, barring being struck by lightning, on the afternoon of the third day out of New York. The greatest satisfaction is expressed everywhere in business circles over the prospect of the speed and certainty offered by the new service. A peculiar and pathetic interest attaches to the fact that the four horses which drew the Van Buren on her last trip out of New York are all dead.

Other similar ones, however, have been secured from the hansom cab service of Fifth Avenue. Many of those who have seen the new team declare that it is hard to believe that they are not the original horses.

II

Form of Application to be Used in the

Not-Very-Far Future in Trying to Secure

a Hotel Room

(1) Letter from the Applicant.

The Management,

The Soakus Hotel,

New York.

Dear Sirs:

I beg to apply for a room, to be available for my use one month from the present date and usable for one day. I am a young man of good habits, a Presbyterian, a graduate of Harvard and a non-smoker. If you will see fit, Sirs, to trust me with a room I shall do my utmost to occupy it in a way entirely to your satisfaction. My testimonials are enclosed herewith.

Very faithfully,

Edward Eatanything

(2) Testimonial from the President of Harvard.

The Management,

The Soakus Hotel,

New York.

Dear Sirs:

This is to certify that Mr. Edward Eatanything attended the undergraduate course at Harvard for a number of years and obtained the Baccalaureate degree in Arts. His course included English Literature Courses 1, 2 and 6, Mathematics 4 and 5, and Latin 6 and 8. I consider him in every way fitted to occupy your room.

Very faithfully,

 ——  ——  ——  ——  —— ,

President, Harvard University.

(3) From the Pastor of the Broad Street Second Baptist Church.

The Management,

The Soakus Hotel,

New York.

Dear Sirs:

My young friend, Mr. Edward Eatanything, informs me that he is an applicant for a position as a roomer under your management. He was for over four years a member of my congregation and I have great pleasure in testifying that the level of his spiritual life is so high that you can with safety place him even on the top floor of your hotel.

Very faithfully,

 ——  ——  ——  ——  —— ,

Pastor.

(4) Certificate from the Metropolitan Emergency Guarantee and Insurance Company.

To Whom it May Concern:

Mr. E. Eatanything is insured in and by this company in compensation for all possible accidents resulting from rooming in a hotel. Any management permitting him to occupy a room is hereby assured that the Metropolitan Guarantee Company will see that he leaves the room, either alive or dead, at daybreak of the day following his occupancy.

(5) Answer from the Soakus Hotel Company.

Mr. Eatanything.

Dear Sir:

We have much pleasure in informing you that your application for a room has been accepted by the Board of Pardons of this hotel and ratified by the Conciliation Council of the Waiters’ Union. The room will be ready for your occupancy at midnight of the day mentioned and you are requested to leave it at or before daybreak. An extra charge will be made for sleeping in the bed, or for the use of the window.

III

List of Honour, Pullman Company Announcement

for March, 1930.

At a meeting of the Directorate of the Pullman Car Company, lower berths were awarded as follows for the month of March. The names mentioned below have been placed in order of merit. Here follow after the custom of the epoch the full honour roll of those to whom lower berths have been given.

IV

If the Immigration Laws Keep on

Improving.

 

(Extract from an article in a National Encyclopedia

of 1975, entitled, — Deportation, Rise and Growth of)

The practice of deportation first originated in the years of the Great War, during which the United States, aided by the Serbians, the Siamese, and other allies, conquered Germany. It was first applied to the Reds or Radicals. It proved an immediate success. The demand at once arose for the deportation of other classes of the community. The deportation of the Socialists and the Syndicalists was carried out in the years 1925-1930. The next deportation was that of the entire population of Paterson, New Jersey. A slight opposition was raised in the press at the time, but the improved appearance of the city of Paterson after the inhabitants were removed silenced complaint.

The decade following witnessed the deportation of the Osteopathists, the Chiropodists and the Homeopathists. The movement now assumed a racial or ethnographic character. In spite of furious opposition it was decided to deport the Irish and to insist on their living in Ireland. The claim of the Irish that they were law-abiding citizens threw the case into the Supreme Court where, after the dynamiting of three of the justices, the survivors held that the plea of the Irish was good. A similar claim raised by the Greek fruit sellers (see under Peanuts) was held void. The movement now assumed a distinctly religious character. The deportation of the Presbyterians may be said to have marked an epoch. All those who witnessed their departure from New York harbour, when a hundred pipers played Lochaber No More upon a hundred sets of bagpipes, felt that they never wanted to go through such an experience again (see under Music, Definition of). This deportation was followed by that of the Mayflower Society, the Sons and Daughters of the Revolution, the Mexican War Veterans, and other bodies whose existence had become a national danger. Of late years the deportation movement has undergone a marked decline. The new sense of emptiness and space is inducing a feeling of loneliness throughout North America. Open regret is now expressed at certain of the deportations. It is widely felt that it was a mistake to send the Grand Opera Artists, the Choral Societies and other harmless bodies out of the country. It is expected that the present decade will witness a turn of the tide (see under Tide).

V

The Socialization of the Church

 

(A paragraph taken from any local paper in any

Country Town in the year 1930)

The Vaudeville and Minstrel Show put on at the Fourth Street Church last night was in every sense a marked success. The occasion proved that the choice of the new pastor is indeed an admirable one. We have never, even at the Gaiety Theatre, seen better black-face work than that of the Rev. Mr. Hopgood last night, while his buck-and-wing dancing is better than that of any spiritual worker seen among us for a decade. Several of the elders and church-wardens as end-men almost rivalled the honours of Mr. Hopgood. The dancing of the ladies of the congregation, who formed the chorus, particularly pleased us. Altogether we felt the Chairman was quite justified in his boast that the Modern Church has put the saloon out of business.

VI

If the “British Lecturer” Habit Grows

 

(Items from a New York Daily of 1933)

King George V lectured to a fair-sized audience at the Princess Theatre yesterday afternoon. The King’s delivery is quite good and the comments on his personality are quite encouraging. Interviewed at the Biltmore today, King George expressed his surprise and pleasure at the size of America for which he prophesies a bright future.

 

Binghamton, N. Y., May 2. Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Georges Clemenceau have made a favorable impression here with their Readings from the Treaty of Versailles.

 

The British Ambassador has been accepted for the summer season work of the Orpheum Circuit. His platform work in his first appearance at Mauch Chunk, Pa., is pronounced decidedly good. His work will do much to create a better feeling between Singapore and Siam.


My Unposted Correspondence
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IT IS AN old adage that second thoughts are best. This is especially true when second thoughts are fortified by the inertia of a lazy disposition, averse to trouble.

Like many other people, I find myself constantly impelled to write letters upon sudden impulse, or at least to frame them in my mind. But whether written or only “framed” — a much more agreeable process — somehow they never get posted.

These letters are addressed, for example, to the Directors of Theatres to tell them that their place is a fire-trap, and that I, for one, never propose to enter it again, and that, therefore, such poor profit as they are able to make must henceforth be made without me. But on second thoughts — after all, what if the place is a fire-trap, why bother? Let the other people burn. And, anyway, I rather think they are to have a musical revue there the week after next which I might like to see. Better chance it.

Another set of letters are framed to the Immigration Authorities in the United States, to tell them that I cannot consent to this everlasting questioning at the border. If the thing persists, I tell them frankly I must stop coming and going into their country. Indeed, I find that this is the general view of people, of both nations who come and go across the Canadian border. I have listened to conversations in the smoking end of the Pullman car which would make the President of the United States shake in his shoes. Once or twice I have almost written a strong letter. Nothing stopped me except the fear that they might take me at my word and keep me out.

But at other times the letters are not only “framed” but all written and signed, and only held back through the momentary difficulty of finding an envelope.

Witness this example:

Letter of Protest to the Light, Heat, and

Power Company.

Sirs,

Your account for $41.85 just received this morning convinces me you are a pack of robbers. This bill which professes to represent an unpaid account for three month is incorrect. I paid you before. I know I did. The mere fact that I have got no receipt or anything of that sort is neither here nor there. I know I paid you because I have a distinct feeling that I have paid you.

This is a feeling which you ought to respect. My wife also remembers distinctly that she paid your collection man, or at any rate a collection man, at the door. And, anyway, look at the account itself. It is absolutely preposterous; six dollars for cooking-gas in one month! It can’t be. We live plainly and, by Heaven, you couldn’t use six dollars’ worth of heat on all that we eat in a month if you tried. Then look at this charge for electric lighting. What is all this stuff about Kilowatts? I never had any Kilowatts from you. And you have charged me apparently for thousands of them. My strong conviction is that that man of yours who reads the meter is a hired scoundrel.

In any case let me tell you this quite firmly. I will not pay this bill. If need be, I will go to prison for it for ten years. But I won’t pay. Remember also that you cannot tyrannize over me as easily as you think. I have powerful friends. I know the cashier in one of our biggest banks, and a friend of mine knows the mayor quite intimately and calls him Charlie. You may find that if you lay a hand on me you are up against a body of public opinion that will shipwreck your company.

Yours savagely, —— 

By the time this letter has been written and my wife has made a copy of it — so that when legal proceedings begin we can read it out to the whole court — it is dinner-time, and too late to bother to post the letter; in addition to which there don’t seem to be any envelopes in the whole blessed house. After dinner I forget about it, and next morning when I see the letter lying on my table I begin to have doubts about the whole thing. After all, what’s the good of a lot of fuss? The light company are scoundrels, but the way to deal with scoundrels is to be broad-minded. Furthermore, are they scoundrels? I’m not so sure on reflection that the collector was theirs, after all. I seem to remember that he was collecting for the home for the blind. And that big charge for the gas might be connected in a way with our having left the cooking stove burning all night once or twice by accident. And, after all, I have no receipts. Oh, pshaw! Let the thing go. The company, if they only knew it, have had a mighty narrow escape. After this I will keep receipts, check the meter myself, lie in wait for them, and then, when they least think of it, overwhelm with an action for criminal conspiracy. But meanwhile let it go. Here is the letter which I actually posted:

The Light, Heat, and Power Company.

Dear Sirs,

Enclosed, with apologies, my cheque for $41.85.

Very sincerely, —— 

I suppose there are people in the company’s office who open letters like that every month without realizing the wealth of invective that lies behind them.

Let me turn to a similar example:

Letter to the Head Office of the Railway

Company in regard to the loss of my umbrella.

Here is a letter which speaks for itself. I have written it at least twenty times. So has everybody. But I have never yet posted it. Nevertheless, let the Railway Company be careful. The letter runs thus:

Dear Sirs,

I write to the Head Office of your Company because I have failed to get plain simple justice from any of your hired officials. Last week I left my umbrella in one of your Pullman cars. The name of the car, I regret to say, I cannot remember; but it was either Belgravia, or Ashdown, or some name of that sort. The names of all your cars, I may say, sound alike to me; and, anyway, you cannot expect me to remember them. Very good. I left my umbrella in this car. I want it back. It is not the value of the umbrella that I care about. What I really mean is that it’s not the value of it, but the price of it. The thing concerned is matter of general principle; and when you hit me on a general principle you hit me where I live.

It will be not at all difficult for you to locate my umbrella, as it was left on the car between New York and Boston one day early last week. Up to the present time I have been unable to get any satisfaction whatever from your officials. I have been told that your district superintendent in New York is carrying an umbrella that is either mine or somebody’s. May I add in conclusion that if I do not receive prompt satisfaction in this matter, I shall refer it to my solicitor?

I am yours, sir,

etc., etc. —— 

Please note the very firm and decisive ending of this letter to the Railway Company. I am sure that, had it been sent, they would have been compelled to take action. It was only prevented being sent by my finding my umbrella under the hall table.

Another impulse from which often springs my unposted correspondence is an access of sudden philanthropy. Every time I hear that ten thousand Chinese have been drowned in a flood of the Hoang-Ho River I dash off a letter with a cheque in it for fifty dollars and the signature “Friend of China.” But before it is posted I recall the fact that after all there are a terrible lot of Chinamen in the world — four billion, is it? Or is that the issue of German marks per day? Anyway there are so many that if they don’t get drowned, what are they to do? Better wait for the next flood, anyway. So the letter is never sent.

But second thoughts dull the edge of philanthropy every time. Indeed, sometimes the current of good deeds gets turned from its channel in the very process of giving. As witness this letter of a type that I am sure is quite familiar:

Sudden Access of Philanthropy after hearing

A Missionary Appeal.

The Reverend John Jungletalk.

Dear Sir,

Enclosed please find my cheque for a hundred dollars ($100.00) — one hundred dollars!

You do not know me, but I listened, sir, this morning to your sermon on behalf of the Tabloid Negroes of Tanganyika. I do not quite grasp where these negroes live, but your account of their condition has touched me to the quick. I am immensely moved by that story of yours about the old negro woman who wanted to hear a gramophone before she died or to die after hearing a gramophone (I forget for the moment which). These people you told us of are in a deplorable condition. They are without Bibles, have no books, no soap, no hot water (I think you said hot water) — in fact they are in a bad way. And on the top of all this I gather that unscrupulous traders have come into the country and are selling rum and whisky to the natives for a few cents a bottle. This is terrible. In fact, sir, I find that as I write this letter I am inclined instead of sending you the hundred dollars to offer the higher sacrifice of personal service. I gather that you are to sail in a few weeks’ time, going from here to San Francisco and there by steamer, to wherever it is that the Tabloid negroes live. I am more than half inclined to come along. If you can collect enough money for the two of us I will gladly do so. Meantime I will hold back the cheque of which I spoke.

Very sincerely in the spirit, —— 

P. S. — That whisky you spoke of — is it Scotch or Irish?

I might have included above the letters which I (don’t) write about the scorching of motors along my street — the other streets matter less — letters complaining that there are too many Flag Days, letters on Daylight Saving, Street Cleaning, Fly Killing, the League of Nations — in fact, it’s endless.


Letters to the New Rulers of the World
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No. I — To the Secretary of the League of Nations

Respected Sir,

I have learned, as has everybody here in my home town, with unconcealed delight, of this new convention, that you have just concluded in regard to the Kalmuk Hinterland of the Oxus district. As we understand it here in our town, this convention will establish a distinct modus vivendi as between Monoglian Kalmuks and the Tartarian Honeysuckles. It will set up a new sphere of influence, the boundaries of which we are as yet unable to trace on the railway and steamship map of the world in our new Union Depot, but which we feel assured will extend at least fifty miles in either direction and will stop only when it has to. As citizens of a great country it fills us with a new pride in this nation to reflect that the whole of this hinterland, both back and front, will now be thrown open to be proselytyzed, Christianized, and internationalized, penetrated and fumigated under the mandate of this country.

What you have done, sir, is a big thing, and when we realize that it has taken only six years for you to do it, we are filled with enthusiasm as to what you are destined to do. Nor has this been the sole result of your years of labour. The citizens of our town have followed with a fascinated interest each stage of your achievements. Your handling of the claims of Formosa to a share in the control of the Ho-han Canal was masterly. On the news that you had succeeded in submitting to arbitration the claims of the Dutch bondholders of the Peking-Hankow railway, our citizens turned out and held a torchlight procession on the Main Street. When the word came that you had successfully arranged a status quo on the backwaters of the Upper Congo, there was an enthusiasm and excitement upon our streets such as we have not seen since the silver election in 1896.

Under the circumstances, therefore, respected sir, I am certain that you will not mind a few words — I will not say of protest — but of friendly criticism. We readily admit in our town all that you have done for us. You have lifted us, as we fully recognize, into what is a larger atmosphere. When we look back to the narrow horizon of politics as they were in this town (you will recall our sending Alderman McGinnis and the Johnson boys to the penitentiary) we stand appalled. It is a splendid thing to think that our politics now turn upon the larger and bigger issues of the world, such as the Kalmuks, the Kolchuks and the internationalization of the Gulf of Kamchatka. It would have done you good, sir, could you have listened to the masterly debate at our Mechanics’ Institute last week on the establishment of a six-nation control over the trolley line from Jerusalem and Jericho.

But, sir, to be very frank — there is a certain apprehension in our town that this thing is being pushed just a little too far. We are willing to be as international as anybody. Our citizens can breathe as large an atmosphere as the Kalmuks or the Cambodians or any of them. But what begins to worry us is whether these other people are going to be international too. We feel somehow that your League ought, if we may use a metaphor, to play a little bit nearer home, not all the games but at least some of them. There are a lot of things in this town that we think might properly claim your attention. I don’t know whether you are aware of the state of our sewers and the need for practically ripping up the Main Street and relaying them. Here is a thing in which we think the Kalmuks might care to help us out. Also if you would discuss with the Cambodians of the Sumatra Hinterland the question of their taking a hand in the irrigation of Murphy’s flats (just the other side, you remember of where the old Murphy homestead was) it might make for good feeling all around.

Put very briefly, sir, our one criticism of your achievements — and it is only said in the kindest possible way — is that your League is all right, but somehow the gate receipts of it seem to go in the wrong direction.

No. II — To a Disconsolate King

My dear Charles Mary Augustus Felix Sigismund:

You will pardon me, I hope, this brief method of address. For the moment, I cannot recall the rest of your names.

I need hardly say how delighted and honoured I was to receive a letter from you written all in your own hand and spelt, as I saw at once, without help. It was perhaps wrong of you to pay insufficient postage on it. But I do not forget that you were once a king and cannot at once get over it. You write in what are evidently wretchedly low spirits. You say that you are living in Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein (if I get you right), in the simplest conceivable way. You have laid aside your royal title and are living incognito as the Hereditary Count in and of Salzensplitz. You have only a single valet and no retinue. You lunch, you tell me, very plainly each day upon a pint of Rheinwein and an egg, and at dinner you have merely a chop or a cutlet and a couple of quarts of Rudesberger. You retire to bed, it seems, after a plain supper — a forkful of macaroni, I think you said, with about half a tumbler of old Schnapps. Of all the thousands who fed at your table in the days of your kingship, none, you say, care now to share your simple fare. This is too bad. If they had you and your little table in New York, they could give you the choice of a line-up of friends that would reach from the Winter Garden to the Battery. But that is by the way.

The point is that you are singularly disconsolate. You tell me that at times you have thought of suicide. At other times you have almost made up your mind to work. Both of these things are bad, and I beg of you, my dear Sigismund, that before adopting either of these alternatives you will listen to a little quiet advice and will sit tight in Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein till things brighten up a bit. Unless I much mistake, my dear Charles Mary Felix, the world has not finished with you yet, nor won’t have for a long time to come. It turns out, I am sorry to say, that the world is still an infinitely sillier place than we had imagined. You remember that morning when you ran away from your hereditary principality, concealed in a packing case and covered up with a load of hay. All the world roared with laughter at the ignominy and cowardice of your flight. You seemed all of a sudden changed into a comic figure. Your silly little dignity, the uniforms that you wore and that you changed twenty times a day, the medals which you bestowed upon yourself, the Insignia of the Duck’s Feather which you yourself instituted — all these things became suddenly laughable. We thought that Europe had become sensible and rational, and was done with the absurdity of autocratic kings.

I tell you frankly, Charles Mary Felix, you and your silly baubles had been no sooner swept into the little heap, than a thousand new kinds of folly sprang up to replace you. The merry Checkoslovak and the Unredeemed Italian ran up a bill of taxes for peaceful citizens like myself to pay. I have contributed my share to expeditions to Kieff, to Baku, and to Teheran and to Timbuctoo. General Choodenstitch is conducting huge operations against General Gorfinski in Esthonia, and I can’t even remember which is my general and where Esthonia is. I have occupied Anatolia, and I don’t want it. I have got an international gendarmerie in Albania that I think are a pack of bums, eating their heads off at my expense. As to Bulgaria, Bukovina, and Bessarabia, I believe I voice the sentiments of millions of free-born income-tax payers when I say, take them, Charles Felix; they are all yours.

The time is coming, I am certain, when a new pack of fools will come and hunt you up in your exile at Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein, clap a Field Marshal’s uniform on you, put you in a bomb-proof motor car and rush you back to your hereditary palace. They will announce that you have performed prodigies of personal bravery. You will wear again your twenty uniforms a day. You will give twenty-five cents to a blind beggar and be called the father of your people.

I give you notice, Mary Augustus, that when this happens, I shall not lift a finger to stop it. For it appears that our poor humanity, its head still singing with the cruel buffeting of the war, is incapable of moving forward, and can only stagger round in a circle.

No. III — To a Plumber

My very dear Sir,

It is now four hours since you have been sitting under the sink in my kitchen, smoking. You have turned off the water in the basement of my house and you have made the space under the sink dry and comfortable and you are sitting there. I understand that you are waiting for the return of your fellow plumber who has gone away to bring back a bigger wrench than the one that you have with you.

The moment is therefore opportune for me to write these few lines which I shall presently place in an envelope and deliver to you on your departure.

I do not wish in any way to seem to reflect upon the apparent dilatoriness with which your work has been done. I am certain that is only apparent and not real. I pass over the fact that my house has now for two weeks been without an adequate water-supply. I do not resent it that you have spent each morning for a fortnight in my kitchen. I am not insensible, sir, to the charm of your presence there under the sink and I recognize the stimulus which it affords to the intellectual life of my cook. I am quite aware, sir, that all of these things are outside of the legitimate scope of complaint. For I understand that they are imposed upon you by your order. It is the command, I believe, of your local union that you must not use a wrench without sending for an assistant: it is an order of your federated brotherhood that you must not handle a screwdriver except in the presence of a carpenter and before witnesses: and it is the positive command of the international order to which you belong that you must not finish any job until it has been declared finishable by a majority vote of the qualified plumbers of your district. These things, no doubt, make for the gayety and variety of industry but interpose, I fear, a check upon the rapidity of your operations.

But what I have wanted to say to you, good sir, is this. You find yourself in possession of what used to be called in the middle ages a Mystery, — something which you can do and which other people can’t. And you are working your mystery for all it is worth. Indeed I am inclined to think that you are working it for rather more than it is worth.

I think it only fair to tell you that a movement is now on foot which may jeopardize your existence. A number of our national universities have already opened departments of Plumbing which threaten to bring your mysterious knowledge within reach even of the most educated. Some of the brightest scientific minds of the country are applying themselves to find out just how you do it. I have myself already listened to a course of six speculative lectures on the theory of the kitchen tap, in which the lecturer was bold enough to say that the time is soon coming when it will be known, absolutely and positively, to the scientific world how to put on a washer. Already, sir, pamphlets are being freely circulated dealing with the origin and nature of the hot water furnace. It has been already discovered that the water moves to and fro in the pipes of the furnace with sufficient regularity and continuity of movement to render it capable of reduction to a scientific law. We shall know before long just what it is you do to the thing to stop it from sizzling.

You perceive then, my dear sir, that the moment is one which ought to give you room for anxious thought. You are perhaps not aware that a book has already been published under the ominous title Every Man His Own Plumber. It has been suppressed, very rightly, by the United States Government as tending to subvert society and reduce it to a pulp. But it at least foreshadows, sir, the grim possibilities of the future.

May I in conclusion make a personal request. If you have any friends who are in the bell-hanging business, or the electrical repair industry, or the broken window monopoly, or the loose-chair-leg combine, will you kindly show them this letter.

No. IV — To a Hotel Manager

Noble and Exalted Sir,

I am well aware as I stand before you at the desk of your rotunda, of what a worm I am. There is, as far as I can see it, no reasonable excuse for my existence. I have so it appears, “no reservation,” and yet I have had the impertinence to come here and to sue for a room. The contempt with which you gaze upon me is only too well justified. It is of no use for me to plead that I did not know that I was coming and that my journey to your city was entirely unpremeditated. All this only indicates, as you justly express by the look upon your face, an ill-regulated life unfit for your consideration.

I am well aware, sir, that I ought to have written to you four months ago and entered myself upon your waiting list for accommodation: and I know that even in that case my chance of obtaining a room would have had to depend upon my continued merit of good conduct.

You inform me that if I lean up against this desk until one o’clock there is a possibility that a gentleman may vacate room 4601. This is glad news indeed. I shall stand here with pleasure and I am sure that you will not consider me disqualified if I stand first upon one leg and then upon the other. It is a habit that I have acquired in such hotels as yours.

Meantime, my dear sir, I should like, while I lean against the desk, to set down upon paper in a few words just what I think of you. I cannot help but contrast you, sir, with the old time “Proprietor” whom you have replaced. The change, I do not doubt, is altogether salutary: and yet in certain aspects I cannot but regret it. The old-time “hotel man” was accustomed to meet me with an outstretched hand and a genial smile. He greeted me by my name and though I knew that he had read it on my valise my gratification was none the less. A room? Why, that man could find me a room if I turned up at midnight in the middle of a Grand Army Convention. A room! Why, the mere suggestion of my not getting a room filled him with distress. Sooner than see me sleepless he would put me in with two commercial men from the west (perfect gentlemen, as he himself informed me); he would put me, along with four others, on the billiard table; establish me behind a screen in a quiet corner of a corridor; or stop, rather, than see me suffer, he would offer (it was a safe thing) to turn out of his own room. As to a bath neither he nor I ever thought of it.

Observe that this man’s hotel was very different from yours. In it was no palm room filled with rubber trees and resonant with the music of a Hungarian Orchestra: no Peacock corridor in which the Dangerous Debutante in the drooping hat shoots languorous glances at the passer-by. In point of pleasure and relaxation in his hotel there was nothing, other than the bar. That was the sole resort, — a quiet place below the stairs with a sanded floor and a long counter. And here it was that we stood in friendly converse, drinking whiskey and water while the chief clerk was “fixing me up” for a room. In those brave days we drank whiskey and water right after breakfast. We were supposed to need it.

Now, sir, I admit that you and your kind have made wonderful changes in our hotels. You have filled them with music and palm trees and debutantes. You have taught our people to drink English tea at five o’clock in the afternoon; you have borrowed the Café Chantant of the French and combined it with the grill room of the British. You have introduced afternoon dances and midnight suppers and you have gathered about you, — I admit it and I thank you for it, — all the prettiest women in New York to decorate your corridors.

You have become, and in a certain sense you are entitled to be, one of the New Rulers of the World. But this I ask. Do not push your sovereignty too far. If you do, there will be the inevitable reaction and revolution. A movement will be put on foot to build in your city a few hotels of the by-gone type of the old days when the guests were guests indeed and the kindly publican their host: a hotel with only one bath for every twenty-five guests: with dinner served only in the main dining room when the bell rings: without a single rubber tree in the whole extent of it, — but, and this is the essential point, — with something of the old fashioned courtesy and kindliness and quiet which you are banishing from your palatial doors.

What! The gentleman has vacated room 4601? Ah! a gentleman indeed! Quick, give me the pen and let me sign. I take back all that I have written. And by the way, which is the way to the lunch room where the Syrian dancing girls are? I shall want to eat there.

No. V — To a Prohibitionist

My dear Sir:

Before I begin this letter let me explain that, of course, I am myself a believer in prohibition. I think that water, especially clear, cold water — I don’t care for muddy water — is a beautiful drink. I had a glass of it the other day, and it seemed wonderfully limpid and transparent — almost like gin.

Moreover, in the town in which I live, my friends and I have seen prohibition in actual operation, and we are all enthusiastic over it. Crime is lessening every day. Murder is becoming almost unknown. Not a single one of my friends was murdered all last summer. The sale of boys’ boots had increased a hundred per cent. Some of the boys here have no less than eight or ten pairs. Bank deposits are rising. Credit is expanding, and work is almost ceasing.

These are very gratifying things, and when we look back upon the old days, my friends and I wonder how we could have led the life that we did. I remember that very often in the middle of the morning we used deliberately to go out from our business and drink a glass of lager beer. Why we did this I cannot now conceive. Beer, sir, as you yourself are aware contains neither proteids nor albumen. It has less nitrogen in it than common starch, and is not nearly so rich in effervescent hydrogen as ordinary baking soda: in short, its food value is not to be compared with tan bark or with common mucilage. Nowadays, if I find that I flag at all in morning work, I take a little nip of baking soda and a couple of licks of mucilage and in a moment I am willing and anxious to work again.

I remember, too, that in the old times in the winter evenings we used to sit around the fire in one another’s houses smoking and drinking hot toddy. No doubt you remember the awful stuff. We generally used to make ours with Bourbon whiskey and hot water, with just a dash of rum, with half a dozen lumps of white sugar in it, and with nutmeg powdered over the top. I think we used to put a curled slice of lemon peel into the rotten stuff and then served it in a tall tumbler with a long spoon in it. We used to sit and sup this beastly mixture all evening and carry on a perfectly aimless conversation with no selected subject of discussion, and with absolutely no attempt to improve our minds at all.

As things are now I have entirely cut all such idle acquaintanceship and such waste of time. I like to come home after my work and, after drinking four or five glasses of water, spend the evening with some good book of statistics, improving myself. I am then ready to converse, should an occasion arise, in such a way as to put conversation where it ought to be.

You will, therefore, readily understand that all my friends and I are enthusiastic over prohibition. If you were to ask us to go back to things as they were (but please do not do so), we should vote against it by a majority of easily two hundred per cent. It is on this account, with all the more confidence, that I am able to draw your attention to one or two points, in themselves very small things, in which we think that the present régime might be amended.

The first of these is the mere percentage, as it is commonly called, of the beer that is permitted to be sold. This is evidently a matter of very secondary concern and one on which no one would wish to dogmatize. But my friends and I feel that this percentage might profitably be placed at about, say, in rough numbers — twenty per cent. We should feel that at twenty per cent. we were getting a more adequate return upon the money expended. At the same time we lay no great stress on the particular figure itself. Twenty, thirty, or possibly still better, forty per cent. would prove quite acceptable to us.

Another point is the abolition of the bar. Here we are all agreed. The bar is done with forever. We never want to see it back. But we do feel that if we could have some quiet place where one could purchase beverages of the kind I have described, some plain room with tables and a seat or two and possibly a free lunch counter and a weighing machine, we should feel better able to carry out the general purport of the prohibition idea. There are several of my friends who have not been weighed since the first of July of 1919, and are suffering grave inconvenience thereby.

I do not suggest that such a place should be allowed to operate after the old unrestrained fashion of the bars that kept open practically all night. It should be placed under sharp regulation. My friends and I feel that any such place should be rigidly closed at two o’clock A. M. with perhaps special facilities for access at a later hour to the weighing machine and the lunch counter. These, however, are mere details of organization which, as we see it, do not in the least impair the general principle.

As to whiskey and the stronger spirits, we feel that there is not a single word to be said for them. My friends and I are convinced that the use of these things as a beverage is deleterious to the last degree. We unite in declaring that they should be regarded as medicine and as medicine only. Two or three small incidents have occurred among us lately which have corroborated our opinion upon this point. Not very long ago one of my friends was taken, just outside of my door, with a very sharp pain, or stitch, in his side. For the moment I was at a loss what to do when it occurred to me that possibly a medicinal application of whiskey might prove effective. I took him into my house and administered it at once and was delighted to observe the color come back into his cheeks. It was some hours before I was enabled to remove him: but I finally ventured to put him into a hack, crosswise on the two seats, and the poor fellow was, I believe, safely placed against his own door by the hackman without further mishap.

Such incidents as this have convinced us that the sale of whiskey should be rigidly restricted to those who need it at the time when they need it, and in the quantity that they happen to need.

These suggestions, my dear sir, are intended merely as suggestions, as mere adumbrations of possible modifications of the present system. We understand that there is some talk of reconsidering and redrafting the eighteenth amendment to the constitution. If this is so, I think it would be well to embody these suggestions in the new amendment. I am certain that upon these terms the Supreme Court of the United States would have no trouble with its interpretation.

No. VI — To a Spiritualist

Dear Friend and Brother in the Darkness,

I sent you last week a thought wave or movement of the ether. But it has apparently not reached you. I willed it in your direction and it seemed at the time to be moving toward you with gratifying rapidity. But I fear that it has gone clean past you. I am not however surprised or discouraged at this. In the little Spiritualistic circle to which I belong we have already learned to take the failures with the successes. We directed last week a thought wave at Senator Lodge but we have no reason to think that it hit him. The week before we had sent one, with special force, at Mr. Mackenzie King and there is no sign that it struck him. Our medium, Miss Mutt, tells us that very often a thought wave becomes supercharged and loses touch with the etherical vibrations and we all think this very likely. So I am not discouraged that my little message of congratulation and suggestion has gone astray. If I only had you near me I could get the message into you in a moment by putting the tips of my fingers on your cranium and willing it into you. But as I cannot do that I hope you will not mind if I have recourse to pen and ink.

What I want to say to you first of all is to congratulate you upon the splendid work that you have been doing in the world during the last few years. Until your recent activities began things were getting into a dreadful condition. Belief in everything seemed to be dying out. All idea of a material hell had had to be abandoned and there seemed nothing left. But now all that has been completely changed and I am sure that the little circle to which I belong is only one among thousands that are bringing hope and light to a world that was growing dark.

I am sure that you will be glad to learn that in our little circle our experiments have been singularly successful. We began in the very simplest way because Miss Mutt, our medium, said that it was better to begin with simple things so as to find out whether our members offered an easy mark to the ether waves sent from the Other Side, and they did. As our first experiment we all sat around a table with our fingers just barely touching it. We all had our eyes bandaged except Miss Mutt and we put the light out in the room to avoid the cross vibrations.

We were all delighted to find that the table at once began lifting its legs in the air and making raps on the floor and presently it ran right around the room and then climbed up the wall. Miss Mutt had to coax it down again. This of course is only a very simple thing and Miss Mutt, our medium, explained it all very clearly by telling us that the table had moved out of the subliminal plane and had got into a plane of its own. But at first it seemed quite surprising.

After that we went on to quite a lot of other experiments and sent telepathic messages clear out into space beyond the stars, and produced actual bodies and raised the dead and things like that. These are only little things, of course, and to you I am sure they sound nothing. But I can’t tell you how these simple little experiments pleased and delighted us.

Our séances in our little circle have now taken a more or less regular form. We meet on Tuesday evenings at 8 and first we have coffee and then Miss Mutt goes into a trance and calls up for us the spirits of any of the great people in history. The members generally vote as to who is to be called up but if there is any dispute the hostess of the evening decides what spirit is to come. We have had Machiavelli and Queen Elizabeth and a Roman Emperor who was awfully good though I forget his name for the minute. Machiavelli gave us a most interesting talk on the tariff and made it as clear as anything. He said that where he is they understand all about it. At nine o’clock Miss Mutt comes out of the trance and we have cake and ice cream and arrange where the next meeting is to be.

So I need hardly tell you that in our little circle we appreciate very much indeed the sort of work that you and other leaders are doing. Miss Mutt our medium says that it will be splendid when you yourself are on the Other Side. We shall send a wave at you right away.

I am sure then that you will not take amiss the very few words of criticism that I feel inclined to add to my letter. Perhaps I should not exactly call it criticism so much as suggestion as to how things might be made better still. As things are now we have all felt a certain amount of disappointment at what seems to be the low mental standard of the spirits that talk to us. Machiavelli for instance seemed to get all mixed up about what ad valorem duties meant and when McSmiley, one of our members who is in the wool trade, asked him about schedule K, he seemed to get quite angry and he said that where he was there was no schedule K. Miss Mutt, our medium, reminded us afterward that Machiavelli had died of softening of the brain so I suppose that accounts for it. But I never knew that George Washington’s brain had softened too before he died and that poor Longfellow had had it very badly, — indeed apparently for years.

I think Sir that it will help along séances like ours immensely if you could manage to do something to keep up the education of the spirits. Miss Mutt says that they have books on the other side just as we do here. But one wonders if they read them. I suppose that in a sense they must get fearfully restless rushing round in the void, and it must be hard for them to sit down quietly and pick up a book. But I do believe that if they could be persuaded to do so, it would be a splendid thing for them. Perhaps too they could be taught to play bridge, or to knit. But I think that something really ought to be done to brighten up their minds a little. McSmiley left our little group after the Machiavelli evening because he said the spirits were just a pack of dubs. We all felt that this was wrong but we decided at once to send out a thought wave at you and ask about it. I am so sorry that nothing seems to have hit you.

THE END


Winnowed Wisdom
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AN APPEAL TO THE AVERAGE MAN

It is the especial aim of this book to make an appeal to the average man. To do this the better, I have made a study of the census of the United States and of the census of Canada, in order to find out who and what the average man is.

In point of residence, it seems only logical to suppose that the average man lives at the centre of population, in other words, in the United States he lives at Honkville, Indiana, and in Canada at Red Hat, Saskatchewan.

In the matter of height the average man is five feet, eight inches, decimal four one seven, and in avoirdupois weight he represents 139 pounds, two ounces, and three pennyweights. Eight-tenths of his head is covered with hair and his whiskers if spread over his face could cover it to the extent of one-tenth of an inch. This ought to be a promising sign to a reader.

The average man goes to church six times a year and has attended Sunday School for two afternoons and can sing half a hymn.

Although it thus appears that the average man is rather weak on religion, in point of morals the fellow is decidedly strong. He has spent only one week of his whole life in the penitentiary. Taking an average of theft and dividing it by the population it appears that he has stolen only two dollars and a quarter. And he never tells a lie except where there is some definite material advantage.

The average man is not, by statistics, a great traveller. The poor fellow has been only sixty-two miles away from his own home. He owns nine-tenths of a Ford car, punctures a tire once every twenty-two days, and spends, in the course of his whole life, a month and a half underneath his car.

The education of the average man cost $350. But it didn’t get him far. He stopped — according to the educational statistics — within one year of being ready for a college. Most of the things he learned had no meaning for him. He gave up algebra without yet knowing what it was about.

 

By the time I had got to this point of the investigation I began to realize what a poor shrimp the average man is. Think of him with his mean stature and his little chin and his Ford car and his fear of the dark and his home in Honkville, Indiana, or Red Hat, Saskatchewan. And think of his limited little mind! The average man, it seems, never forms an opinion for himself. The poor nut can’t do it. He just follows the opinions of other men.

I would like ever so much to start a movement for getting above the average. Surely if we all try hard, we can all lift ourselves up high above the average. It looks a little difficult mathematically, but that’s nothing.

Think how fine it would be to get away from the average — to mingle with men seven feet high and women six feet round; to consort with people who wouldn’t tell a lie except for big money, and to have friends who could solve cross-word puzzles without having to buy the Encyclopaedia Britannica!

But the only trouble with such a movement is that if I did really start it, and if I could, with great labor and persuasion, get it going and it began to succeed, then who would come flocking into it but the darned little average man himself. As long as it was unsuccessful, he’d keep out of it. But let it once succeed and in he’d come. That’s exactly his dirty little nature.

In short, now that I think of it I am not so keen on appealing to the average man. Nothing ever does appeal to him, until it has made a terrible hit somewhere else.

 

I had just brought my investigation to this point when I realized that I had forgotten about the average woman. What about her? Where does she come out?

So I picked up the census volumes again and took another little run through them.

The average woman, it seems, does not live at Honkville, Indiana, or at Red Hat, Saskatchewan. The percentage of women in the population being much greater in the eastern part of the country, the average woman lives one hundred and five miles east of the average man. But she is getting nearer to him every day. Oh, yes, she is after him, all right!

It is also clear that the average woman is about half an inch taller than the average man. Women, taken individually, are no doubt not so tall as men, but, on the average, a woman is just a little taller. Men will find it a little difficult to understand how this can be, but any woman can see it at once.

In point of personal appearance, it may be estimated that women, taken as an average, wear their hair just below their shirt collar and have their skirts, at an average, always two inches higher than they were a year before.

The average woman gets married at twenty-seven, has two children and a quarter, and is divorced once in every eight years.

In morals the average woman is away ahead of the man. Everybody knows this in a general way, but it is very pleasing to see it corroborated by cold, hard statistics.

The man as we have seen above, spends a week in the penitentiary. But the woman is there only half a day. In her whole life she consumes only one and a half gills of whiskey, but, on the other hand, she eats, according to the director of the census, four tons of candy. She is devoted to her two and a quarter children, but she makes more fuss over the quarter of a child than she does over the two whole ones.

In point of intellect, the average woman cannot reason and cannot think. But she can argue. The average woman, according to the educational section of the census, only got as far in arithmetic as improper fractions. Those stopped her.

And yet, take her as she is — even with her hair bobbed round her ears and her skirt higher than it was, and her inability to add or to reason — she is all right. The average man comes out of the investigation as a poor insignificant shrimp. But with the average woman, the more you think about her, the better she appears.

Perhaps on second thoughts I might dedicate this book to the average woman. But then, unfortunately, the average woman reads nothing — or nothing except love stories.

STEPHEN LEACOCK

McGill University

1926


The Outlines of Everything
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DESIGNED FOR BUSY People at Their Busiest

A Preface to the Outlines

 

Within recent years it is becoming clear that a university is now a superfluous institution. College teaching is being replaced by such excellent little manuals as the “Fireside University Series,” the “World’s Tiniest Books,” the “Boys Own Comic Sections,” and the “Little Folks Spherical Trigonometry.” Thanks to books such as these no young man in any station of life need suffer from an unsatisfied desire for learning. He can get rid of it in a day. In the same way any business man who wishes to follow the main currents of history, philosophy and radio-activity may do so while changing his shirt for dinner.

The world’s knowledge is thus reduced to a very short compass. But I doubt if even now it is sufficiently concentrated. Even the briefest outlines yet produced are too long for the modern business man. We have to remember that the man is busy. And when not busy he is tired. He has no time to go wading through five whole pages of print just to find out when Greece rose and fell. It has got to fall quicker than that if it wants to reach him. As to reading up a long account, with diagrams, of how the protozoa differentiated itself during the twenty million years of the pleistocene era into the first invertebrate, the thing is out of the question. The man hasn’t got twenty million years. The whole process is too long. We need something shorter, snappier, something that brings more immediate results.

From this point of view I have prepared a set of Outlines of Everything covering the whole field of science and literature. Each section is so written as to give the busy man enough and just exactly enough of each of the higher branches of learning. At the moment when he has had enough, I stop. The reader can judge for himself with what accuracy the point of complete satiety has been calculated.

 

Volume One — The Outline of Shakespeare

Designed to make Research Students in Fifteen Minutes. A Ph.D. degree granted immediately after reading it.

 

1. Life of Shakespeare. We do not know when Shaksper was born nor where he was born. But he is dead.

From internal evidence taken off his works after his death we know that he followed for a time the profession of a lawyer, a sailor and a scrivener and he was also an actor, a bartender and an ostler. His wide experience of men and manners was probably gained while a bartender. (Compare: Henry V, Act V, Scene 2. “Say now, gentlemen, what shall yours be?”)

But the technical knowledge which is evident upon every page shows also the intellectual training of a lawyer. (Compare: Macbeth, Act VI, Scene 4. “What is there in it for me?”) At the same time we are reminded by many passages of Shakspere’s intimate knowledge of the sea. (Romeo and Juliet. Act VIII, Scene 14. “How is her head now, nurse?”)

We know, from his use of English, that Shagsper had no college education.

 

His Probable Probabilities

 

As an actor Shicksper, according to the current legend, was of no great talent. He is said to have acted the part of a ghost and he also probably took parts as Enter a citizen, a Tucket sounds, a Dog barks, or a Bell is heard within. (Note. We ourselves also have been a Tucket, a Bell, a Dog and so forth in our college dramatics days. Ed.)

In regard to the personality of Shakespere, or what we might call in the language of the day Shakespere the Man, we cannot do better than to quote the following excellent analysis done, we think, by Professor Gilbert Murray, though we believe that Brander Matthews helped him a little on the side.

“Shakespere was probably a genial man who probably liked his friends and probably spent a good deal of time in probable social intercourse. He was probably good tempered and easy going with very likely a bad temper. We know that he drank (Compare: Titus Andronicus, Act I, Scene I. “What is there to drink?”), but most likely not to excess. (Compare: King Lear, Act II, Scene I. “Stop!” and see also Macbeth, Act X, Scene 20. “Hold! Enough!”) Shakespere was probably fond of children and most likely of dogs, but we don’t know how he stood on porcupines.

“We imagine Shakespeare sitting among his cronies in Mitre Tavern, joining in the chorus of their probable songs, and draining a probable glass of ale, or at times falling into reverie in which the majestic pageant of Julius Caesar passes across his brooding mind.”

To this excellent analysis we will only add. We can also imagine him sitting anywhere else we like — that in fact is the chief charm of Shakesperian criticism.

The one certain thing which we know about Shakespere is that in his will he left his second best bed to his wife.

Since the death of S. his native town — either Stratford upon Avon or somewhere else — has become a hallowed spot for the educated tourist. It is strange to stand today in the quiet street of the little town and to think that here Shakespeare actually lived — either here or elsewhere — and that England’s noblest bard once mused among these willows — or others.

 

Works of Shakespeare

 

Our first mention must be of the Sonnets, written probably, according to Professor Matthews, during Shakesbur’s life and not after his death. There is a haunting beauty about these sonnets which prevents us from remembering what they are about. But for the busy man of today it is enough to mention, “Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes,” “Rock Me to Sleep Mother,” “Hark, Hark the Dogs do Bark.” Oh, yes, quite enough. It will get past him every time.

 

The Historical Plays

 

Among the greatest of Shakespeare’s achievements are his historical plays, — Henry I, Henry II, Henry III, Henry IV, Henry V, Henry VI, Henry VII and Henry VIII. It is thought that Shakespeare was engaged on a play dealing with Henry IX when he died. It is said to have been his opinion that having struck a good thing he had better stay with it.

There is doubt as to authorship of part, or all, of some of these historical plays. In the case of Henry V, for example, it is held by the best critics that the opening scene (100 lines) was done by Ben Jonson. Then Shakespeare wrote 200 lines (all but half a line in the middle) which undoubtedly is Marlowe’s.

Then Jonson, with a little help from Fletcher, wrote 100 lines. After that Shakespear, Massinger and Marlowe put in 10 lines each. But from this point the authorship is confused, each sticking in what he could.

But we ourselves are under no misapprehension as to what is Shakespeare’s and what is not. There is a touch which we recognize every time. When we see the real Shakespeare, we know it. Thus, whenever it says “A Tucket Sounds, Enter Gloucester with Hoboes,” we know that Shakespeare, and only Shakespeare, could have thought of that. In fact Shakespeare could bring in things that were all his own, such as:— “Enter Cambridge followed by An Axe.” “Enter Oxford followed by a Link.” His lesser collaborators could never get the same niceness of touch. Thus, when we read, “Enter the Earl of Richmond followed by a pup,” we realize that it is poor work.

Another way in which we are able to test whether or not a historical play is from Shakespeare’s own pen is by the mode of address used by the characters. They are made to call one another by place designations instead of by their real names. “What says our brother France?” or “Well, Belgium, how looks it to you?” “Speak on, good Burgundy, our ears are yours.” We ourselves have tried to imitate this but could never quite get it; our attempt to call our friends “Apartment B, the Grosvenor,” and to say “Go to it, the Marlborough, Top Floor No. 6” has practically ended in failure.

 

The Great Tragedies

 

Every educated person should carry in his mind an outline idea of the greatest of Shakespeare’s tragedies. This outline when reduced to what is actually remembered by playgoers and students is not difficult to acquire. Sample:

Hamlet (not to be confused with Omelette which was written by Voltaire). Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, lived among priceless scenery and was all dressed in black velvet. He was deeply melancholy. Either because he was mad, or because he was not, Hamlet killed his uncle and destroyed various other people whose names one does not recall.

The shock of this drove Ophelia to drown herself, but oddly enough when she threw herself in the water she floated, and went down the river singing and shouting. In the end Hamlet killed Laertes and himself, and others leaped into his grave until it was quite full when the play ends. People who possess this accurate recollection rightly consider themselves superior to others.

 

Shakespeare and Comparative Literature

 

Modern scholarship has added greatly to the interest in Shakespeare’s work by investigating the sources from which he took his plays. It appears that in practically all cases they were old stuff already. Hamlet quite evidently can be traced to an old Babylonian play called Humlid and this itself is perhaps only a version of a Hindoo tragedy, The Life of William Johnson.

The play of Lear was very likely taken by S. from the old Chinese drama of Li-Po, while Macbeth, under the skilled investigation of modern scholars, shows distinct traces of a Scottish origin.

In effect, Shakespeare, instead of sitting down and making up a play out of his head, appears to have rummaged among sagas, myths, legends, archives and folk lore, much of which must have taken him years to find.

 

Personal Appearance

 

In person Shakespeare is generally represented as having a pointed beard and bobbed hair, with a bald forehead, large wide eyes, a salient nose, a retreating chin and a general expression of vacuity, verging on imbecility.

 

Summary

 

The following characteristics of Shakespeare’s work should be memorized — majesty, sublimity, grace, harmony, altitude, also scope, range, reach, together with grasp, comprehension, force and light, heat and power.

Conclusion: Shakespeare is a very good writer.

 

Volume Two — The Outline of Evolution

Specially Revised to Suit Everybody, and Particularly Adapted for the Schools of Tennessee.

 

It seems that recently there has been a lot of new trouble about the theory of evolution in the schools. Either the theory is being taught all wrong or else there is something the matter with it. For years it had seemed as if the doctrine of Evolution was so universally accepted as to lose all its charm. It was running as a close second to Spherical Trigonometry and Comparative Religion and there was no more excitement about it than there is over Anthropology.

Then suddenly something seems to have happened. A boy in a Kansas public school threw down his book and said that the next time he was called a protozoon he’d quit the class. A parent in Ostaboola, Oklahoma, wrote to the local school board to say that for anyone to teach his children that they were descended from monkeys cast a doubt upon himself which he found intolerable. After that the wave of protest swept through the colleges.

The students marched in processions carrying banners with the motto “Are we baboons? Rah, Rah, Apes!” The Rotary Clubs of town after town voted by a standing vote that they were unable to support (or to understand) the doctrine of biological biogenesis, and they wanted it taken away.

The Woman’s Culture Club of Winona, Utah, moved that the name of Charles Darwin be changed in the text books of the state to that of W. J. Bryan. The Anti-Saloon League voted that the amount of Darwinianism that should be licensed in the schools should not be more than one-half of one per cent.

It is to meet this difficult situation that the present outline of Evolution has been prepared. It is intended so to revise and modify the rigid character of the theory as to make it acceptable to everybody.

The obvious beginning of the matter is to present the theory of evolution as it stood before the trouble began in Tennessee. Each of us at that time carried in his head an outline, a little bit hazy, but still usable, of the Doctrine of Evolution as we remembered it from our college training.

 

Outline of Evolution as Dimly Recalled from College Education

 

We are all descended from monkeys. This descent, however, took place a long time ago and there is no shame in it now. It happened two or three thousand years ago and must have been after and not before the Trojan war.

We have to remember also that there are several kinds of monkeys. There is the ordinary monkey seen in the street with the hand organ (communis monacus), the baboon, the giboon (not Edward,) the bright, merry, little chimpanzee, and the hairy ourang-outang with the long arms. Ours is probably the hairy ourang-outang.

But the monkey business is only part of it. At an earlier stage men were not even that. They probably began as worms. From that they worked up to being oysters; after that they were fish, then snakes, then birds, then flying squirrels, and at last monkeys.

The same kind of change passed over all the animals. All the animals are descended from one another. The horse is really a bird, and is the same animal as the crow. The differences between them are purely superficial. If a crow had two more feet and no feathers it would be a horse except for its size.

The whole of these changes were brought about by what is called the Survival of the Fittest. The crookedest snake outlived the others. Each creature had to adapt itself or bust.

The giraffe lengthened its neck. The stork went in for long legs. The hedgehog developed prickles. The skunk struck out an independent line of its own. Hence the animals that we see about us — as the skunk, the toad, the octopus, and the canary — are a highly selected lot.

This wonderful theory was discovered by Charles Darwin. After a five-year voyage in the Beagle as a naturalist in the Southern Seas, Darwin returned to England and wrote a book called Sartor Resartus which definitely established the descent of mankind from the avoirdupois apes.

One must admit that in this form the theory does not seem calculated to give any great offense to anybody. One must therefore suppose that the whole of the present bitter controversy arose out of what Darwin himself must have written. But this is obviously not so. I have not actually before me the text of Darwin’s own writings, but I recall the general run of what he wrote with sufficient accuracy to reproduce it here.

 

Darwin’s Own Statement

Personal Recollection of the Work of the Great Naturalist

 

“On the Antilles the common crow, or decapod, has two feet while in the Galapagos Islands it has a third. This third foot, however, does not appear to be used for locomotion, but merely for conversation. Dr. Anderson of H.M.S. Unspeakable during his visit to the Galapagos Islands in 1834 saw two crows sitting on a tree. One was, apparently, larger than the other. Dr. Anderson also saw a lizard at Guayaquil in Ecuador which had lost one toe. In fact, he had quite a good time.

“It would be too much to say that the crow and the lizard are the same bird. But there seems little doubt that the apex cervicus of the lizard is of the same structure as the rudimentary dorsal fin of the crow. I put forward this statement however with the modesty which it deserves and am only led to it with deep reluctance and with a full sense of its fatal character.

“I may say that I myself while off the Oesophagus Islands in H.M.S. Impossible in the year 1835 saw a flock of birds of the kind called by the sailors “bum-birds,” which alighted on the masts and held on by their feet. In fact, I saw a lot of interesting things like that.

“While I was in the Beagle, I recall that on one occasion we landed on the Marquesas Islands where our captain and his party were entertained by the chief on hams and yams. After the feast a group of native women performed a hula-hula dance during which I wandered out into the woods and secured a fine collection of toads.

“On the next island — while the captain and his officers were watching a hitchi-kitchi dance — I picked up some admirable specimens of lizards and was fortunate enough to bring back a pocketful of potato bugs.”

After reading this plain account as quoted, or at least as remembered, direct from Darwin, one must admit that there is no reason to try to rob him of his discoveries.

But to make the case still plainer, let us set alongside of this a clear simple statement of the Theory of Evolution as it is now held by the scientists in our colleges. I have before me the enunciation of the doctrine as stated at the request of the press by a distinguished biologist during the height of the present controversy. What he says runs, as follows — or very nearly as follows:

“All controversy apart, we must at least admit the existence of a continuous morphological protoplasmic differentiation—”

That seems to me a fair, manly statement of a plain fact.

“Cytology is still in its infancy—”

This is too bad, but it will grow.

“But at least it involves the admission of a primitive conformity which removes any a priori difficulty in the way of evolution.”

So there we are. After that one would think that the Tennessee schools would have no further difficulty about the thing.

 

The Time of Evolution

 

But even if we reach a definite conclusion as to the nature of the process by which life gradually appeared and assumed higher and higher forms, the question still remains — over how great a period did the process last? What time element must be interposed? In other words as Henri Bergson once stated it with a characteristic flash of genius, “How long did it take?”

The earlier estimates of evolutionary scientists placed the age of man at about 500,000 years. This was ridiculously low. You can’t evolve any kind of real man in that time. Huxley boldly raised the figures to 1,000,000. Lord Kelvin, amid unusual applause, put it up to 2,000,000 years. The cheers had hardly died away when Sir Ray Lankester disturbed the whole universe by declaring that man was 4,000,000 years old. Two years later a professor of the Smithsonian Institute raised it to 5,000,000. This estimate was seen and raised to 10,000,000 years. This again was raised from year to year amid universal enthusiasm.

The latest advices are that a student in Schenectady Technical High School places the age of man at 100,000,000 years. For a rough working estimate, therefore, the business man will not be far wrong in assuming (for practical purposes) that the age of man is anything from 100,000,000 to 1,000,000,000. Night watchmen are perhaps a little older.

 

Postscript: Up-to-Date Corrections of the Darwinian Theory

 

A still more cheerful light is thrown on the evolution controversy by the fact that modern biologists do not entirely hold with the theory of Charles Darwin. I find on inquiry that they are prepared to amend his evolution doctrine in a variety of points.

It seems that Darwin laid too much stress on what he called natural selection and the survival of the fittest. The modern biologist attaches no importance to either of these. It seems also that Darwin overestimated very much the part played by heredity. He was moreover mistaken in his idea of the changes of the species. It is probable, too, that his notion of a monkey is inadequate. It is doubtful also whether Darwin ever actually sailed on the Beagle. He may have been in the Phineas Q. Fletcher of Duluth. Nor is it certain that his name was Darwin.

 

Volume Three — The Business Outline of Astronomy

The world or universe in which we do our business consists of an infinite number, perhaps a hundred billion, perhaps not, of blazing stars accompanied by comets, dark planets, asteroids, asterisks, meteors, meteorites and dust clouds whirling in vast circles in all directions and at all velocities. How many of these bodies are habitable and fit for business we do not know.

The light emitted from these stars comes from distances so vast that most of it is not here yet. But owing to the great distance involved the light from the stars is of no commercial value. One has only to stand and look up at the sky on a clear starlight night to realize that the stars are of no use.

Practically all our efficient light, heat and power comes from the sun. Small though the sun is, it gives out an intense heat. The business man may form some idea of its intensity by imagining the entire lighting system of any two great American cities grouped into a single bulb; it would be but little superior to the sun.

The earth revolves around the sun and at the same time revolves on its own axis, the period of its revolution and the rising and setting of the sun being regulated at Washington, D.C. Some years ago the United States government decided to make time uniform and adopted the system of standard time; an agitation is now on foot — in Tennessee — for the lengthening of the year.

The moon, situated quite close to the earth but of no value, revolves around the earth and can be distinctly seen on a clear night outside the city limits. During a temporary breakdown of the lighting plant in New York city a few years ago the moon was quite plainly seen moving past the tower of the Metropolitan Life building. It cleared the Flatiron building by a narrow margin. Those who saw it reported it as somewhat round but not well shaped, and emitting an inferior light which showed that it was probably out of order.

The planets, like the earth, move around the sun. Some of them are so far away as to be of no consequence and, like the stars, may be dismissed. But one or two are so close to the earth that they may turn out to be fit for business. The planet Mars is of special interest inasmuch as its surface shows traces of what are evidently canals which come together at junction points where there must be hotels. It has been frequently proposed to interest enough capital to signal to Mars, and it is ingeniously suggested that the signals be sent in six languages.

 

Volume Four — Outline of Recent Advances in Science

Specially Designed for Members of Women’s Culture Clubs, and Representing Exactly the Quantity of Information Carried Away From Lectures on Scientific Progress

 

Einstein’s Theory of Relativity: Einstein himself is not what one would call a handsome man. When seen by members of the Fortnightly Women’s Scientific Society in Boston he was pronounced by many of them to be quite insignificant in appearance. Some thought, however, that he had a certain air of distinction, something which they found it hard to explain but which they felt. It is certain that Einstein knows nothing of dress. His clothes appear as if taken out of the rag bag, and it is reported by two ladies who heard him speak at the University of Pennsylvania on the measurement of rays of light that he wore an absolutely atrocious red tie. It is declared to be a matter of wonder that no one has ever told him; and it is suggested that some one ought to take hold of him.

Einstein is not married. It has been reported, by members of the Trenton (New Jersey) Five O’clock Astronomical Investigation Club that there is a romance in his life. He is thought to have been thrown over by a girl who had a lot of money when he was a poor student, and it was this that turned his mind to physics. It is held that things work that way. Whether married or not he certainly behaved himself like a perfect gentleman at all the clubs where he spoke. He drinks nothing but black coffee.

Einstein’s theories seem to have made a great stir.

Madame Curie’s Discoveries in Radio-Activity: Madame Curie may be a great scientist but it is doubted whether she is a likeable woman or a woman who could make a home. Two members of the Omaha Woman’s Astronomical and Physical Afternoon Tea Society heard her when she spoke in Washington on the Radiation of Gamma Particles from Helium. They say that they had some difficulty in following her. They say she was wearing just a plain coat and skirt but had quite a good French blouse which certainly had style to it. But they think that she lacks charm.

Rutherford’s Researches in the Atomic Theory: Ernest Rutherford, or rather Sir Ernest Rutherford as it is right to call him because he was made a knight a few years ago for something he did with molecules, is a strikingly handsome man in early middle age. Some people might consider him as beginning to get old but that depends on the point of view. If you consider a man of fifty an old man then Sir Ernest is old. But the assertion is made by many members of various societies that in their opinion a man is at his best at fifty. Members who take that point of view would be interested in Rutherford. He has eyes of just that pale steely blue which suggest to members something powerful and strong, though members are unable to name it. Certainly he made a perfectly wonderful impression on The Ladies Chemico-Physical Research and Amusement Society in Toronto, when he was there with that large British body.

Members of clubs meeting Sir Ernest should remember that he won the Nobel Prize and that it is not awarded for character but is spelled differently.


Brotherly Love Among the Nations
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The Next War

From everything which I read in the press, I feel certain that it is coming. There doesn’t seem the slightest doubt about it. It may not come for a month and it might be a year in coming, but there is no doubt the Next War is already looming in sight. I have gathered together all the documents that prove it — interviews and discussions with the leading men concerned in it, who simply must know what they are talking about. Let me lay some of them before the reader and he can see for himself, on the very best authority, the situation that confronts us:

 

Document No. 1

The Alignment in the Next War

 

New York, July 25: Colonel The Honourable Fizzle Bangspark of the British General Army Staff, who arrived in New York on the Megalomania, expressed his views to the representatives of the press on the prospects of the Next War. The Colonel is confident that in the Next War, which he thinks may begin at any time, it is most likely the alignment will be that of Great Britain, France, and the United States against Germany and Russia.

But he may think it equally likely that it may be fought as between Great Britain, Russia, and Germany against France, the United States, and Portugal. Colonel Bangspark states, however, that though the war is certain the exact alignment of the nations will be very difficult to foresee.

He thinks it possible that England and Switzerland, if they get a good opportunity, may unite against France and Scotland. But it is altogether likely that in a war of magnitude, such as Colonel Bangspark hopes to see, the United States and China will insist on coming in, either on one side or the other. “If they do,” continued Colonel Bankspark, “it will be hard to keep them out.”

The distinguished officer considers it difficult to say what part Japan will play in the Next War, but he is sure that it will get into it somewhere. When asked about the part that would be played by the races of Africa in the coming conflict, Colonel Bangspark expressed a certain amount of doubt. “It is hard to say,” he stated, “whether they can get in in time. They number of course a great many millions, but the question really turns on whether they have had a training sufficient to let them in. As yet their armies would be hardly destructive enough, and it would be very poor policy to let them in if they do not turn out to be deadly enough when they get in.

“The black,” said the colonel, “is a good fellow and I like him. If he were put under first class European officers, he might prove fairly murderous. But I am not as yet prepared to say that we can make a profitable use of him in the Next War.”

Asked if the Chinese would play a large part in the coming struggle, the distinguished officer again hesitated. “The Chinaman,” he claims, “has not yet had enough contact with European civilizations. The Chinaman is by nature a pacifist and it will be hard to get him away from the idea of peace.”

Asked finally if the South Sea Islanders would be in the struggle, Colonel Bangspark spoke warmly and emphatically in their favor. “They will be in it from the start,” he said. “I know the Polynesians well, having helped to organize native troops in the Marquesas Islands where I was quartered at Popo Popo for two years, and in the Friendly Islands and in the Society Islands and in the Paradise Group, where I was the first man to introduce gunpowder.

“The Marquesas Islander,” the colonel went on, “is a splendid fellow. In many ways he is ahead of us Europeans. His work with the blowpipe and the poison dart antedates the use of poison in European warfare and compares favorably with the best work of our scientific colleges.”

When questioned as to which side the Marquesas Islanders would come in on, the colonel stated that he did not regard that as a matter of prime importance. He was convinced, however, that a place would be found for them and he hoped to see them in the front trenches (on one side or the other) on the first day.

Colonel Bangspark expressed himself as delighted with all that he has seen on this side of the water. He says that he was immensely pleased with the powder works on the Hudson, and though he had not yet seen the powder works on the Potomac, he was convinced that they were just as delightful.

The colonel, whose sojourn in our country is to last for some weeks, will shortly leave New York to visit the powder works at South Chicago. He is accompanied on his journey by his wife and little daughter, both of whom he expects will be blown up in the Next War.

 

Document No. 2

The Peril From The Air

 

New York, July 25: General de Rochambeau-Lafayette, Director-in-Chief of the French Aerial forces, was interviewed yesterday at the Ritzmore Hotel as to the prospects of world peace. The General, whose full name is the Marquis de Rochambeau-Lafayette de Liancourt de la Rochefoucauld, belongs to the old noblesse of France, and is a cultivated French gentleman of the old school. He is himself a veteran of seven wars and is decorated with the croix militaire, the croix de guerre, the nom de plume, and the cri de Paris.

The Next War will, the count thinks, be opened, if not preceded, by the bombing of New York from the air. The hotels, which the count considers comfortable and luxurious above anything in Europe, will probably be blown up on the first day. The Metropolitan Museum of Art which General de Rochambeau visited yesterday and which he regards as equal to anything in the south of France, would undoubtedly afford an admirable target for a bomb.

The general expressed his unbounded astonishment at the size and beauty of the Pennsylvania and the Grand Central stations. Both, he said, would be blown up immediately. No air squadron could afford to neglect them.

“And your great mercantile houses,” the count continued enthusiastically, “are admirable. Combining as they do, a wide superficies with an outline sufficiently a pic to make it an excellent point de mire, they could undoubtedly be lifted into the air at one bombing.”

 

Document No. 3

The Coming Conflict On The Sea

 

New York, July 25: Admirable Breezy, who represents the jolliest type of the hearty British sailor and who makes a delightful impression everywhere, is of the opinion that the Next War will be fought not only on land but on the sea and in the sky and also under the sea.

“It will be fought all over the shop,” said the Admirable, “but I do trust that the navy will have its fair share.” The big battleship, he says, is after all the great arm of defense. “We are carrying guns now forty feet long and with an effective range of twenty-five miles.” “Give me a gun ten feet longer,” said the Admirable, “and I will stand off New York and knock down your bally city for you.”

He offered further, if given a gun sixty feet long, to reach Philadelphia, and that if he were given the right gun platform he could perhaps hit Pittsburgh.

“I don’t despair even of Chicago,” said the Admirable. “We are moving forward in naval gunnery every year. It is merely a matter of size, length, and range. I could almost promise you that in ten years I could have a smack at St. Louis and Omaha. Canada, unfortunately, will mostly be on our side; otherwise, one might have had a bang at Winnipeg.”

Admirable Breezy said that while he was warmly in favor of peace, he felt that a sea war between England and the United States would certainly make for good fellowship and mutual understanding between the two navies. “We don’t know one another,” he complained, “and under present circumstances I don’t see how we can. But if our fellows could have a smack at your fellows, it would make for a good understanding of all round.”

The Admiral is to speak in Carnegie Hall tonight on “What England Owes to the United States.” A large attendance (of financial men) is expected.

 

Document No. 4

The New Chemical Terror

 

New York, July 26: Professor Gottlos Schwefeldampf, the distinguished German chemist, who is at the head of the German Kriegschemiefabrik at Stinken in Bavaria, arrived in New York yesterday on the Hydrophobia and is at the Belmore Hotel. The professor, who is a man somewhat below middle stature, is extremely short-sighted, and is at present confined to his room from the effects of a fall down the elevator. He speaks with the greatest optimism on the prospects of chemical warfare.

He considers that it has a wonderful future before it. “In the last war,” he declared, sitting up in bed as much as a rheumatic infliction of long standing enabled him to do, “we were only beginning. We have developed now a gas which will easily obliterate the population of a whole town. It is a gas which is particularly destructive in the case of children, but which gives also very promising results with adults.”

The professor spoke to the members of the press of the efficiency of this new discovery. Half a pint of the gas let loose in the room, he said, would easily have annihilated the eight representatives of the press who were present with him. He regretted that unfortunately he had none of the gas in a condition for instant use.

“But we shall not rely alone on gas,” continued Professor Schwefeldampf. “In the Next War we expect to make a generous use of poison. Our poison factories are developing methods whereby we can poison the crops in the ground a hundred miles away. If our present efforts reach a happy conclusion, we shall be able to poison the livestock of an entire country. I need not dilate,” he said, “on the favorable results of this—”

The Professor was interrupted by a violent fit of coughing, after which he sank back so exhausted that the members of the press were unable to prod any more copy out of him and left.

 

There! That’s about the picture, not a bit exaggerated, of where we are letting this poor old world drift to. Can we manage, my dear people, to do something to stir up a little brotherly love all round? We ought to do it even if we have to send hundreds of people to jail to get it. As for me, I intend to start towards it right away. The very next time I see on the street a Russian Bolshevik with black whiskers like an eclipse of the sun, I shall go right up to him and kiss him and say, “Come, Clarence, let us forget the past and begin again.”

 

International Amenities

Can We Wonder That It’s Hard To Keep Friends?

I have been much impressed lately by the way in which the habit of “scathing denunciation,” back and forward across the Atlantic, is growing in the press. Every time when international news gets a little slack somebody lands off a steamer and says something about British Education or about American women that sets the whole press into a flame. The people who say the things are of no possible importance. They are for the most part people of whom nobody ever heard before and never will again. But that doesn’t matter. The newly arrived visitor stands up on the deck of his steamer, gets the reporters all grouped around him in a ring and then begins to “denounce.” As a result next morning the newspapers of the entire continent carry news items such as the following, and the public seethes with indignation.

 

Denounces American Education

New York, April — :

 

“Mr. Farquhar McSquirt, who holds a high position in the Kindergarten Department of the Scottish Orphans Asylums at Dumfoolish, landed yesterday from the Aquitania on a tour of inspection of the American and Canadian schools and at once uttered a scathing denunciation of education on this continent. He considers that the whole educational system of America is punk. He admits that a great many pupils attend school on this continent but denies that they learn a thing. He considers that the average boy of twelve in the Orkney Islands knows more than a graduate of Harvard and Yale. The American student, he says, has never learned to think; whereas the Scottish boy begins to think very soon after he learns to talk. Mr. McSquirt considers that the principal cause of the defect of American education is the utter lack of qualified teachers. He claims that the average American school teacher is a complete nut. Few of them stay more than ten years in the profession whereas in Scotland the average period is well over fifty years.”

As soon as this kind of thing has been spilt all over the map of North America, the next thing to do is to mop it up. The newspapers send out enquiries to ten heads of ten great universities, and they all answer that while they have not the pleasure of knowing Mr. McSquirt personally — which means that they hope they never will know him — they emphatically deny his strictures on our education. They claim that the average American boy, while he may not have such long ears as a Scotch boy, is more receptive. He may not know as much as a Scottish student but what he knows he has digested, a thing the Scottish student has little chance to do. After this the public is soothed and the affair dies down.

Of course it must not be supposed that these “denunciations” are all in one direction. I don’t mean for a moment that they are always directed against this continent. Not at all. That merely depends on which direction the traveller is going in. If he is headed the other way and is standing on British soil the denunciation is turned around and it runs something after this fashion.

 

Denounces Oxford

London, April — :

 

“Mr. Phineas Q. Cactus, T.Q., P.F., Principal of the Texas Normal Institute for Feeble Minded Navajo Indians, has just attracted wide attention here by a letter to the Morning Post in which he utters a scathing denunciation of the University of Oxford. He claims that at Oxford a student learns nothing. He admits that they go there and they stay there, but he says that during the whole time in Oxford no student ever thinks. In the schools of Texas no student is admitted unless he has passed an examination in thinking and during his entire course thinking is made compulsory at every step. Principal Cactus considers that Oxford dulls a man’s mind. He says that after a course at Oxford the student is fit for nothing except the Church or the bar or the House of Lords. He claims that the average Oxford professor would make but a poor showing as a cowboy in Texas.”

Education is a splendid topic for this kind of business. But perhaps an even better one is found in getting after our women and girls and denouncing them across the Atlantic. This is always good for ten days excitement. The sample press notice is as follows:

 

Denouncing American Girls

New York, April — :

 

“Lady Violet Longshanks, a direct descendant of Edward I, in the male line, landed yesterday morning in New York from the Rule Britannia. Lady Violet has at once excited widespread comment by an interview which she gave on the dock to a representative of the press. Her ladyship, who represents the haut ton of the oldest noblesse and who is absolutely carte blanche, gave expression to a scathing denunciation of the American girl. She declares that the American girl of to-day is without manners. No American girl, the Countess claims, knows how to enter a room, still less how to get out of one. The American girl, according to Lady V. does not know how to use her voice, still less how to use her feet. At the same time the countess expressed herself fascinated with the size of the United States which she considers is undoubtedly a country of the future. Lady V. thinks it probable that many of the shortcomings of the American girl may be due to her habit of chewing tobacco.”

 

And so, of course, as soon as Lady V. has said all this it has to be “mopped up” just like the other stuff. The press sends people to interview five heads of five women’s colleges and they all declare that the American girl is as gentle as a lamb, and that if Lady V. really gets to know the American girl she will find that the American girl can use her feet, and will. As to the question of chewing tobacco they need only say that perhaps Lady V. is unaware that in all the first class women’s colleges chewing tobacco is expressly forbidden not only on the campus, but in the bedrooms.

This reassures the public and gradually the trouble subsides and everybody cools off and the American girl gets right back to where she was. And then some American lady takes a trip over to England and starts the whole trouble again in a reversed direction, like this:

 

Denounces English Girls

London, April — :

 

“Mrs. Potter Pancake of Cedar Rapids, Iowa, President of the American Women’s International Friendship League, has just jarred English society off its hinges by a sweeping condemnation, handed out from the window of her hotel, directed against English girls. Mrs. Pancake claims that the English girl is absolutely without grace and that her movements are inferior to those of a horse. Mrs. Pancake states further that the English girl moves like an alligator and is unable to sit down. She considers that these defects are mainly caused by drinking gin in inordinate quantities.”

Whereupon trouble breaks out all over the British press from Cornwall to the Orkney Islands. The Archbishop of Canterbury is consulted and issues a statement to the effect that in his opinion the English girl is more graceful than a cow and that he has yet to see an English girl of the cultivated class take what he considers too much gin. This eases things up a bit, and the good effect is presently reinforced by a letter to the Times from the professor of Arthopedic Surgery at the Royal College of Physicians who says that he has made anthropometric measurements of over a thousand English girls and that their shapes suit him down to the ground. After that the trouble blows over and international friendship is just getting settled again and there is every prospect of the payment of the British debt and the scrapping of both navies and the rise of the pound sterling away over par, when someone starts it all off again with this:

 

Thinks Americans Crooked

 

“Mr. Joseph Squidge, M.P. Labor member for the mining district of Hiddaway-under-the-Sea, has just returned from a three weeks tour of America. Mr. Squidge, who visited the entire United States from New York to Yonkers, has just given an interview to the local paper at Hiddaway in which he says that public honesty is extinct in America. He considers that the entire population of the United States, not excepting the criminal classes, is crooked. He says that in America a man’s word is never taken and that even in hotels a guest is required to sign his name.”

This of course is too much — more than any decent people can stand, and as a consequence some one is at once sent over to England, either by accident or by design with the result that in a week or two the whole American press carries a despatch as follows:

 

Thinks British Dishonest

New York, April — :

 

“Edward Angle Eye, a journalist representing five thousand American Farmers Newspapers, has just cabled from London to Coffin Creek, Idaho, to say that the British are all liars. He says that with the possible exception of the Prince of Wales and Queen Mary, it is impossible to trust anybody in the British Isles. Public morality he claims has reached its lowest ebb and is washing away. He attributes the trouble to the large influx of Chinese in London.”

And after that, can you wonder if we find it a little hard to keep peace and good will across the Atlantic.

 

French Politics for Beginners

As Explained in a Series of Cables From our Own Special Correspondent in Paris

Paris, 10.30 a.m.

Nothing this morning intimated the imminence of a cabinet crisis. The sky was of spotless serenity, and the whole aspect of the city one of brightness and gayety. The hotels were full of tourists, the shops were crowded, the fountains were running, Punch and Judy was playing in the Champs Elysées, and the French franc which had shown signs of restlessness the day before had passed a quiet night.

The Chamber of Deputies, however, had hardly met at 10 o’clock in the Palais Bourbon when Mr. Painlevé rose in his seat and asked the premier if he knew what time it was. Mr. Briand replied that his watch had stopped. Mr. Painlevé rushing on to the floor in front of the tribune, demanded from the chamber whether a man whose watch had stopped was fit to be the premier of France. Instantly the chamber was in an uproar. Shouts of “A Bas, Briand!” — were mingled with cries of “Attaboy, Aristide!”

Mr. Briand, who preserved throughout the most complete calm, then asked for a vote of the chamber. The vote at once showed that not only was the whole of the Left side against Mr. Briand but also a bit of the Center and the East and South and some of the North-West. Mr. Briand immediately resigned and the great government which had presided over the destiny of France and weathered every storm for six days, went out of office.

 

Paris, 12.30 p.m.

It has now been learned that on the news of Mr. Briand’s resignation the President of the Republic summoned Mr. Painlevé to the Palace of the Elysées and asked him if he could form a cabinet. On Mr. Painlevé asking for time the President said that he could have twenty minutes. Mr. Painlevé drove at once to the Chamber of Deputies and, crossing the floor of the house where Mr. Briand sat, kissed him on both cheeks and asked him if he would join his government. Mr. Briand, having thrown his arms around Mr. Painlevé, announced his willingness to join him. Within a few moments the chamber was informed of the formation of the Painlevé-Briand ministry, the news being greeted with acclamation.

 

The Painlevé-Briand Ministry

 

The president of the session having announced a ten minutes adjournment to allow the new ministry to make a budget, it became clear that the Painlevé-Briand ministry would find itself in a position of great strength. It will have the support of the whole radical bloc, together with a chunk of Socialists and about half a bloc of conservatives. No French government, for the last six months, has been in such a position of power. Briand, it is said with great satisfaction, will be virtually a dictator over the destinies of France. As soon as the news was disseminated on the Bourse the franc humped itself up two and a half points.

 

Paris, 11.45 a.m.

Mr. Briand and Mr. Painlevé, entering the chamber with their arms round one another’s waists, read out their budget to a breathless house. The aim of the new government will be to put the finances of France on a basis of absolute stability. To do this they will at once borrow 4,000,000,000 francs. The loan, however, will be offset and made good by a credit with the Bank of France, which will then float a loan with the public, who will then be authorized, by a decree, to borrow from the bank. The entire credit thus created will be added up and declared extinguished. The announcement of the budget policy was received with a salvo of enthusiasm, the entire left embracing the whole of the right.

 

Fall of the Government

 

Paris, 12.30 p.m.

The Briand-Painlevé government has fallen. Entrenched in power as it seemed behind a solid parliamentary support, it fell suddenly and unexpectedly on an interpellation during the budget debate. Mr. Raymond Poincaré, who is generally regarded as the master mind of French politics, rose during the discussion of budget and asked whether the government intended to retain the tax on beer. On Mr. Briand’s saying that it was proposed to keep this tax, Mr. Poincaré declared that the true national policy would be to let the Germans drink enough beer to pay taxes for both nations. If they couldn’t do it they should be made to. The whole chamber seethed with enthusiasm, during which Mr. Briand and Mr. Painlevé announced that their government was at an end. The president of the chamber, calling for order amid the tumult, asked if there was any gentleman present who could form a new government. Mr. Poincaré offered to do so if the president would let him talk with Mr. Painlevé and Mr. Briand outside for a few minutes. The permission being given the three statesmen shortly afterward reentered the chamber and announced that they had succeeded in combining themselves into a ministry to be called the Poincaré-Painlevé-Briand Ministry.

 

Poincaré-Painlevé-Briand Ministry

 

Mr. Poincaré said, however, that they would only do this if they could be assured of a block behind them. If there was no block they wouldn’t be a ministry. The enthusiasm of the Left together with part of the Right and a little bit of the Top, made it clear that the new ministry will receive an ample support. An adjournment was made with universal congratulations.

 

Fall of the French Ministry

 

Paris, 3.30 p.m.

The new French government, which was formed by Mr. Poincaré with the support of Mr. Painlevé and Mr. Briand fell right after lunch. Details are yet lacking. Apparently it came into the chamber after lunch and fell. There is a general consternation. The Bourse is wildly excited and all the exchanges reacted sharply. It is said that the Governor of the Bank of France will be arrested and perhaps the Archbishop of Paris. It is whispered that the fall of the ministry was occasioned by Mr. Joseph Caillaux, who seated himself in the chamber and looked at the ministry with that inscrutable look which he has, till it fell.

 

The Caillaux-Poincaré-Painlevé-Briand Ministry

 

Paris, 4.15 p.m.

A certain measure of calm has been restored in Paris by the announcement that an entirely new ministry has been formed by the union of Mr. Caillaux — Mr. Poincaré — Mr. Painlevé and Mr. Briand. In a statement to the press Mr. Briand said that the old government had outlived its usefulness and that he welcomed the addition of Mr. Caillaux. A new budget would be made at once and would constitute, he said, the best budget of the last three weeks. This budget, which will absolutely ensure the stability of French finance will be based on a vote of National Credit supported by a Universal Loan and guaranteed by a Public Debt. Mr. Caillaux, whose financial genius never shone more brightly, is working out a tax, to replace the proposed capital levy and the income tax, and to be called the Tax on Somebody Else.

It is said in well-informed circles that if the government can be widened to include a royalist element and to take in a few communists and a bloc of socialists, its success will be assured. If it can then pursue a policy which will be sufficiently clerical and conservative while at the same time strongly socialist, with a touch of opportunism, it may last till Saturday.

Meantime the theatres are all open, work is plentiful, everybody is happy, Paris is bright with spring flowers, the hotels are full of Americans dripping with money, the new fashions are said to be simply charming, the skirts don’t reach anywhere, the watering places are wetter than ever — so what does a little thing like a government matter?

 

The Mother of Parliaments

But What has Lately Gone Wrong With Mother?

“The House of Commons,” says the well known Guide Book to London of Today, “not inaptly called the Mother of Parliaments, is undoubtedly the most august, as it is the most venerable, of the great representative assemblies of the world. It is with something like awe that we penetrate into the stillness of Westminster Palace, and find ourselves presently looking down from our privileged place in the gallery upon the earnest group of men whose measured tones and dignified formalities are deciding the fate of an empire.”

That is what the Guide Book has been saying about the House of Commons for some two hundred years. But in reading over the press reports of the debates of the House within the last year or so as they come across the Atlantic, one is inclined to wonder whether the cold dignity of the dear old place is not getting a little thawed out in the warm times in which we live.

The proceedings in the later days sound a little too suggestive of the Cowboys Convention of Montana, or the meeting of the Literary Philosophical Society of Dawson City, Yukon. Take in illustration the following report of the proceedings of one day some months ago, taken verbatim from the London Times and the London Morning Post or the Labor Herald — I forget which. At any rate, those who read the debates of the house will recognize it at once as genuine.

“The House of Commons resumed its session yesterday at three o’clock. The Prime Minister in rising from the Treasury Benches to present his bill for the introduction of Buckwheat into the Tanganyika district of Uganda, stated that he would like first to refer to the fact that some member of the House had just thrown a banana at the Speaker. He would ask members to realize that throwing bananas at the Speaker impeded the business of the House. He would go so far as to say that it was bad manners.

“At the word ‘manners’ the House broke into an uproar. Cries arose from the labor benches, ‘Manners! Yah! Manners!’

“Lady Luster at once leapt to her feet and said that there were members in the House whose manners were not fit for a stable.

“Joseph Dockside, M.P. for the Buckingham Palace district, asked if she meant him. Lady Luster called out that she did. The Speaker rose to a ruling against personal mention quoting a precedent under Henry VIII. But another banana hit him and he sat down.

“Mr. Dockside began to cry. He asked the House if it was fair to let an idle woman like Lady Luster tell him that he had no manners. He was only a poor man and had no schooling, and how could he even get a chance to pick up manners, even fit for a stable. Here he broke into sobs again while the labor benches resounded with the cries of ‘Shame!’ and the blowing of horns.

“Lady Luster then said that she had gone too far. She would take back the word stable. She meant ‘Garage.’

“The Speaker, quoting a precedent from Edward the Confessor, said that the debate might go on — a pineapple hitting him in the waistcoat just before, and as, he sat down.

“The Prime Minister then said that as quiet had been restored (loud cries of ‘Rah! Rah! Quiet!,’) he would resume his speech on the proposal of the government to subsidize the growing buckwheat — and, he would add, buckoats — in the Tanganyika district.

“At this point he was interrupted by Colonel MacAlpin MacFoozle, independent member for the East Riding of the West Hebrides. The Colonel wanted to know how the Prime Minister could speak of Tanganyika if he was fully aware of the condition of Scotland. Did he know of the present distress among the crofters? Was he aware of what was happening to the Scottish gillies, and the laddies and collies?

“Did he know that three more men had left the Hebrides? The Colonel, who spoke with violent passion, to the great delight of the House, said that he didn’t give a curse for buckwheat or for Tanganyika and that personally he could lick the whole cabinet.

“At this, loud shouts of ‘Attaboy! You’re the hot stuff,’ were mingled with cries of ‘Put him out!’ Lady Luster called out that if the Scots would quit drinking Scotch whiskey they would all save enough money to leave Scotland.

“For the moment, the transaction of public business was seriously threatened when Lord Pintop Daffodil rose and asked the Speaker’s leave to tell a funny story. Lord Pintop, who is rapidly gaining the reputation of being the third funniest member of the House, was greeted with encouraging laughter and applause.

“The Speaker having ruled that a funny story had been told under Queen Anne, Lord Pintop then related a story of how a Pullman car passenger was put off at Buffalo by the porter. The House, which is easily moved from anger to merriment and which enjoys nothing (except its lunch) so much as a good joke, was convulsed with laughter.

“The Speaker, in thanking the honorable member for the story, said that he believed that it was the same story as was told under Queen Anne.

“The Prime Minister then said he would resume his speech on buckwheat. He was about to do so when Mr. Ilyitch Halfoff, member for the Russian district of Westminster, said that he would like first to rise and present a resolution for the immediate introduction of communism into England. The House was in a turmoil in a minute.

“Cries of ‘Russia for ever!’ were mixed with the singing of the ‘Marseillaise’ and the countersinging of ‘Scots Whoo Hoo!’ It was said afterwards that the singing was the best ever heard in the House this month.

“At this point in the debate the yeoman usher of the Black Stick rushed into the House and called— ‘Hurry out, boys, there is a circus procession coming down Whitehall!’ The whole House rushed out in a body, only the speaker remaining behind for one minute to adjourn the session.”

 

New Light from New Minds

A Study in International Interviews

People who read the newspapers regularly must have noticed that the reported Interviews are getting to be much brighter and more interesting than they used to be. Till recently, when the press interviewed travellers, distinguished visitors and political emissaries, they talked to each of them about his own particular line of life and the things about which he was supposed to know something. The result was fearful dullness. A director of the Bank of England was interviewed about currency, an actor was interviewed about the stage and a bishop about religion. As a consequence every one of them got prosy and unintelligible.

Nowadays the thing is done in exactly the other way. Each distinguished visitor is asked questions about something that is outside of his own line of life. A vaudeville comedian gives his impressions of French politics and an English bishop gives his views of women’s skirts. The result is a freshness and a charm which lends a new attraction to our newspapers on both sides of the Atlantic. Here are a few examples taken from the current press and drawn, as appears at once, indifferently from England and America.

 

Ball Player Visits St. Paul’s

 

London, Friday: Ed Lanigan, star outfielder and manager of the Tuscaloosa Base Ball Nine, passed through London this morning and expressed himself as delighted with it. After he had had a run round town, Ed gave his views, on some of the things he had seen, to a crowd of assembled admirers at the Hotel Cecil. “What did you think of St. Paul’s, Ed?” asked one of the boys. “It’s certainly big stuff,” said Ed, “and it gets me. Those old geysers certainly knew how to build. And I want to tell you boys that there’s something about that building that you don’t get everyday. I doubt if there are a dozen men in New York to-day who could duplicate it.”

“How does the political situation in England strike you,” he was next queried. “Fine!” answered the big man. “They’ve sure got a lot of taxes here. But then mind you there’s a lot of wealth too. Of course things are pretty bad, but you’ve got to remember they were bad before, and anyway they’re not so bad.”

 

Movie Star Sees Riviera

 

Menton, Monday: Gus Phinn, the well-known movie star who is said to command a salary of anywhere from half a million dollars, was a recent visitor at Menton. Gus is enthusiastic over the Mediterranean sea. “I want to tell you right now,” he said to a representative of the press, “that there is absolutely nothing wrong with the Mediterranean.” “What did you specially notice about it, Gus?” asked the pressman. “Why, what gets me hardest is the colour of the water. Say, I don’t think you can beat that blue anywhere. You might try but you can’t do it.” “Do you think,” asked another of the group, “that the tone of English Social Life is deteriorating?” “No, I don’t,” Gus replied. “I think the tone is good. I think it A.1.”

“What about the relations of England and France, Gus?” was another question. “They’re all right,” the star answered. “We met a lot of French boys on the boat and certainly nicer boys you wouldn’t want to meet. Well, they’re gentlemen that’s what they are. The French are gentlemen.”

“What about Germans, Gus?” one of the reporters ventured.

“All right!” answered the movie man heartily. “We had a German at our table in the hotel and they’re all right. Mind you I think we were perfectly right in crushing them because they needed to be crushed. But they’re all right.”

 

Copper King Looks at Oxford

 

Oxford, Tuesday: E. J. Slagg, the multimillionaire owner of mines and president of Slagg Consolidated Copper, visited Oxford yesterday and was shown round the colleges. The big copper man whose quiet taciturnity and power of silence has made him the terror of the stock exchange, looked about him at everything with the same keen shrewdness with which he detects a vein of copper under a hundred feet of trap rock. Only now and then he darted a shrewd question or let fall a short comment.

“This place,” he said, “is old.” On the threshold of the Bodleian Library he paused a moment as if rapidly measuring the contents with his eye. “Mostly books?” he asked. The copper king also paused a moment before the monument erected to the memory of Latimer and Ridley. “What’s the idea?” he asked.

 

But — as I said up above this new and brilliant flood of light is not only turned on Europe. By a similar process it is let loose on the American continent too.

 

British Lord Sees Jersey Tugs

 

New York, Wednesday: Lord Tinklepin who arrived from England on the Aquitania yesterday was taken for a trip up and down the harbor in a fast tug. His lordship expressed himself as amazed at the commerce of New York. “I had no idea of it,” he said. Passing by one of the car ferries of the Erie Railway, Lord Tinklepin expressed the keenest interest.

“What the devil is that?” he asked. On being told what it was, the distinguished visitor who is well known for his interest in physical science, at once asked “Why doesn’t it upset?”

 

Lady Visitor Discusses American Banking

 

New York, Thursday: Lady Mary Messabout, President of the Women’s Federation for Universal Mutual Understanding, was shown round financial New York yesterday as the guest of the Bankers Association. Lady Mary expressed the greatest wonder at the Sub-Treasury of the United States. “Is it possible” she said, “that it’s full of money?” Lady Mary was questioned by representatives of the press as to her opinion of the American banking system. “It is really excellent,” she answered, “so little delay and such civility everywhere.” “Do you think,” — it was asked by a member of the press— “that the deflation of American currency would check the expansion of business.” “Oh, I hope not,” Lady Mary answered warmly, “surely it would never do that.”

 

French Baron Visits West

 

Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, Friday: The Baron de Vieux Chateau, who is visiting Saskatchewan with a view to seeing whether the richer parts of Canada would be suited for the poorer class of Frenchmen, was taken yesterday on a tour of inspection of the grain elevators of Saskatoon. “But they are marvellous!” the Baron said to a member of the press on his return to his hotel. “They seem to me absolutely — how shall I say it — enormous.” In further discussion the Baron said the whole system of distributing the wheat seemed to him excellent. When asked what his impression of the Farmer’s Cooperative movement was, the distinguished visitor again spoke with enthusiasm. “But your farmers,” he said, “they are wonderful! What courage! What tenacity! To have come here and stayed here! It is wonderful.”

 

An Advance Cable Service

International News a Month Ahead

It has recently become the habit to send out and circulate all sorts of special information in the form of “services.” The schools of commerce send out “financial services” with a forecast of business conditions six months before they happen and some times even six months before they don’t happen. The departments of agriculture send out crop reports even before the grain is planted. The meteorologists keep at least a fortnight ahead of the weather. Political forecasts are now ready for all the elections up to 1928. The hard winter that is going to begin about Xmas time has been definitely prophesied, in fact promised by the squirrels, the groundhogs and the makers of fur garments and by the West Indian Steamship agents.

It has occurred to me that a useful extension might be made to these “services” by adding an Advance European Cable Service. By this means all readers of newspapers, instead of having to read the cables day by day, could get them in a lump a month at a time. Anybody who has studied the newspapers of the last three or four years recognises at once that the cables run in a regular round, quite easy to prophesy. In the modest little attempt appended below, I have endeavoured to put in merely the ordinary routine of European public life for one month without prophesying anything of an exceptional or extreme character.

 

German Revolution Coming

 

Berlin, Monday 1: A monarchical wave is reported as having swept over Germany. The wildest excitement prevails. A hundred persons were trampled to death in Berlin the other day. The return of His Imperial Majesty the Kaiser is expected at any moment.

 

And Going

 

Berlin, Tuesday 2: A republican wave has swept over Germany in the place of the monarchical wave of yesterday. Another hundred people were trampled to death. William Hohenzollern is reported as still at Doorn in Holland.

 

And Has Gone

 

Berlin, Wednesday 3: Germany is quiet. Christmas shopping is beginning already. Everywhere there is cheerfulness and optimism. Nobody was trampled to death all day.

 

Frenzied Finance in France

 

Paris, Thursday 4: Following on the sensational statement of Monsieur Caillaux that France would pay her debts to the last penny, the wildest excitement prevailed on the Bourse. The franc which had been fairly steady all yesterday, rose to its feet, and staggered right across the street where it collapsed in a heap. Gloom prevails in financial circles.

Paris, Friday 5: Monsieur Caillaux has issued a supplementary statement to the effect that France will pay all her debts but it may take her a million years to do it. This assurance has restored universal confidence and Monsieur Caillaux is hailed everywhere as having redeemed the honor and credit of France. A tremendous ovation was given him today when eating a sandwich at the lunch counter. It is now said that Caillaux, who is recognised everywhere as the financial saviour of France, is working out a plan for wiping out the whole debt of France by borrowing it from England.

 

Home Life in England

 

London, Saturday 6: England is face to face with a coal strike of such magnitude that in twenty-four hours every fire in England will go out. If the transport workers and the public house keepers join the strike the whole industrial life of the nation will come to a full stop. Meantime the Archbishop of Canterbury says that if he can’t get a satchelful of nut coal tonight he must close the cathedral.

London, Monday 8: The coal strike was called off at five minutes before midnight — one of the closest shaves of a total collapse of England that has been reported in the last six months. Meantime with cloudless skies and bright sunshine the whole attention of the nation today is riveted on the champion football game between the Huddersfield and Hopton-under-Lime. The Archbishop of Canterbury will kick off the ball.

 

Italian Upheaval Heaving Up

 

Rome Tuesday 9: The Italian Fascisti have broken loose again. Yesterday a man climbed up to the top of the Duomo at Milan and waved a black shirt, shouting EVIVA ITALIA! The whole nation is in a ferment. Anything may happen.

Rome, Wednesday 10: It is all right. It transpires that the shirt was not black, it was merely very dirty.

 

Austria in Chaos

 

Vienna, Thursday 11: Mr. Edward Edelstein, vice-president of the Canned Soup Company of Paterson, New Jersey who is making a ten day tour in central Europe to study business conditions, describes the situation of Austria as one of utter chaos. Trade is absolutely stagnant. Business is almost extinct while the currency is in entire confusion. In Vienna unemployment is everywhere, even the rich are eating in soup kitchens; the theatres are closed and social life is paralyzed.

 

Complete Revival of Austria

 

Vienna, Friday 12: Mr. John Smithers of Smitherstown, who is taking a five days vacation in Europe reports that the economic situation of Austria has been reestablished on a sound basis. The restoration of the currency this morning by the establishment of a new and easier mark, is working wonders. The factories are running on full time, the shops are crowded with visitors, the hotels are bursting with guests and the theatres are offering Shakespeare, Grand Opera, and Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

Vienna, Saturday 5: Austria has collapsed again.

 

Dear Old Russia

 

Petrograd (otherwise Leningrad or Trotskiville), Monday 15: Reports from the Caucasus say that Red forces made a drive at the Caucasians yesterday. The latter just got out of the road in time.

Tuesday 16: Word has been received that the Reds made a fierce drive at Semipalatinsk. They only got half of it.

Wednesday 17: Wireless despatches say that the Reds are preparing for a drive against the Persians. Most of the Persians have already climbed up Mount Ararat.

Thursday 18: It is reported that the Council of Workmen’s Soviets of Moscow have passed a resolution declaring that universal peace has come.

 

International Goodwill

 

Tokyo, Friday 19: Viscount Itch is reported in the Japanese Daily Hootch as saying that the time has come when Japan can not tolerate the existence of the United States on the other side of the Pacific. It will have to be moved. Wild excitement prevailed after the delivery of the speech. Enormous crowds paraded the streets of Tokyo, shouting “Down with America!” An American missionary was chased into a Chinese restaurant.

Tokyo, Saturday 20: Viscount Itch has issued a statement to the effect that Japan and the United States are sisters. Wild enthusiasm prevails. Great crowds are parading the streets, shouting “Attaboi Coolidji!” The missionary has come down again.

Yokohama, Monday 22: The business section of Yokohama was destroyed yesterday by an earthquake.

Yokohama, Tuesday 23: The business section of Yokohama has been propped up again and nailed into position.

 

From the Far Away South Seas

 

London, Wednesday 24: Cable advices received via Fiji and Melbourne report the Marquesas Islanders in a plebiscite have voted for prohibition, direct legislation, proportional representation and the abolition of cannibalism. Some more votes will be taken next week.

 

Back from Europe

The Reaction of Travel on the Human Mind

There comes a time every year when all the hundreds of thousands of people who have been over to Europe on a summer tour get back again. It is very generally supposed that a tour of this kind ought to have a broadening effect on the mind, and this idea is vigorously propagated by the hotel companies at Schlitz, Bitz, Biarritz, and picturesque places of that sort.

It is not for me to combat this idea. But I do know that in certain cases at least a trip to Europe sets up a distinct disturbance of the intellect. Some of these afflictions are so well defined that they could almost be definitely classified as diseases. I will quote only a few among the many examples that might be given.

I

Aristocropsis, or Weakening of the Brain from Contact with the British Aristocracy

 

There seems to be no doubt that a sudden contact with the titled classes disturbs the nerve cells or ganglions of the traveler from America, and brings on a temporary enfeeblement of mind. It is generally harmless, especially as it is usually accompanied by an extreme optimism and an exaggerated sense of importance.

Specimen Case. Winter conversation of Mr. John W. Axman, retired hardware millionaire of Fargo, Dakota, in regard to his visit to England.

“I don’t know whether I told you that I saw a good deal of the Duke of Dumpshire while I was in England. In fact, I went to see him at his seat — all these dukes have seats, you know. You can say what you like about the British aristocrats, but when you meet one like the Duke of Dumpshire, they are all right. Why, he was just as simple as you or me, or simpler. When he met me, he said, ‘How are you?’ Just like that.

“And then he said, ‘You must be hungry. Come along and let’s see if we can find some cold beef.’ Just as easy as that. And then he said to a butler or someone, ‘Go and see if you can find some cold beef.’ And presently the butler came back and said, ‘There’s some cold beef on the table, Sir,’ and the Duke said, ‘All right, let’s go and eat it.’ And he went and sat right down in front of the beef and ate it. Just as you or I would.

“All the time we were eating it, the Duke was talking and laughing. He’s got a great sense of humor, the Duke has. After he’d finished the beef, he said, ‘Well, that was a darn good piece of beef!’ and of course we both roared. The Duke’s keen on politics, too — right up to date about everything. ‘Let’s see,’ he said, ‘who’s your President now?’ In fact, he’s just as keen as mustard, and looks far ahead too. ‘France,’ he said to me, ’is in for a hell of a time.’”

II

Nuttolingualism, or Loss of One’s Own Language after Three Weeks across the Sea

 

Specimen No. 1. Verbatim statement of Mr. Phin Gulch, college student from Umskegee College, Oklahoma, made immediately on his return from a three weeks athletic tour in England with Oklahoma Olympic Aggregation. “England certainly is a ripping place. The chaps we met were simply topping. Of course here and there we met a bounder, but on the whole one was treated absolutely top hole.”

Specimen No. 2. Information in regard to French restaurants supplied by Miss Phoebe McGinn, winner of the Beauty Contest Ticket to Europe and Back from Boom City, Montana. “The Paris restaurants are just charming and ever so cheap if you know where to go. There was one we used to go to in a little rue close to the gare where we got our dejeuner with croissants and cafe au lait for soixante-quinze centimes.

“Of course we used to give the garcon another quinze centimes as a pourboire. And after dejeuner we’d sit there half the matinee and read the journaux and watch the people go past in the rue. Always, when we left, the garcon would say, ‘Au revoir.’ Regular French, you know.”

III

Megalogastria, or Desire to Talk about Food

 

Specimen Case. Mr. Hefty Undercut, of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, retired hotel man, talks on European culture.

“I don’t mind admitting that the English seem to me away ahead of us. They’re further on. They know how to do things better. Now you take beefsteak. They cut it half as thick again as we do, and put it right on a grid over hot coals. They keep the juice in it. Or take a mutton chop. The way they cook them over there, you can eat two pounds to one that you eat here. You see they’re an older people than we are.

“Or take sausages — when I travel I like to observe everything; it makes you broader; — and I’ve noticed their sausages are softer than ours, more flavoring to them. Or take one of those big deep meat pies — why, they eat those big pies at midnight. You can do it there. The climate’s right for it.

“And, as I say, when I travel I go around noticing everything and sizing everything up — the meat, the lobsters, the kind of soup they have, everything. You see, over there there’s very little sunlight and the air is heavy and you eat six times a day. It’s a great place.”

IV

Introspexosis, or Seeing in Other People What is Really in Yourself

 

It appears that many people when they travel really see nothing at all except the reflection of their own ideas. They think that what they are interested in is uppermost everywhere. They might just as well stay at home and use a looking glass. Take in witness:

The evidence of Mr. Soggie Spinnage, Secretary of the Vegetarian Society of North, Central, and South America, as given after his return from a propaganda tour in England:

“Oh, there’s no doubt the vegetarian movement is spreading in England. We saw it everywhere. At Plymouth a man came right up to me and he said, ‘Oh, my dear Brother, I wish we had a thousand men here like you. Go back,’ he said, ‘go back and bring over a thousand others.’ And wherever I spoke I met with such enthusiasm.

“I spoke, I remember, in Tooting-on-the-Hump — it’s within half an hour of London itself. And when I looked into their dear faces and told them about the celery in Kalamazoo, Michigan, and about the big cabbages in the South Chicago mud flats, they just came flocking about me! ‘Go back,’ they said, ‘go back and send those over.’

“I heard a man in a restaurant one day say to the waiter, ‘Just fetch me a boiled cabbage. I want nothing else.’ I went right up to him, and I took his hand and I said, ‘Oh, my dear friend, I have come all the way from America just to hear that.’ And he said, ‘Go back, he said, ‘go back and tell them that you’ve heard it.’

“Why, when you go to England you just see vegetables, vegetables, everywhere. I hardly seemed to see anything else. They say even the King eats vegetables now. And they say the Bishop of London only eats beans. I heard someone say that the Bishop seemed full of beans all the time.

“Really I felt that the cause was just gaining and growing all the time. When I came to leave, a little group of friends come down to the steamer to say good-bye. ‘Go back,’ they said, ‘go back and send someone else.’

“That seemed to be the feeling everywhere.”


Studies in the Newer Culture

[image: img53.jpg]

A LITTLE STUDY IN CULTURE FROM BELOW UP

About fifteen years ago somebody invented the word Attaboy. At first it was used only by the urchins on the baseball bleachers. Presently it was used by the college students. After that it was taken up by business men, lawyers, judges and congressmen and it spread all over the world.

It was said that when King George of England welcomed home General Allenby after his conquest of Palestine, he put his hands on Allenby’s shoulders and said with deep feeling, “Attaboy!”

The General, profoundly touched, was heard to murmur in return, “Some King, what!”

This story may or may not be true. It is possible that King George used merely some such dignified English phrase as “Not half bad at all!” But the story at any rate illustrates the tremendous change that has been creeping over our language.

I am not here referring to the use of slang. That of course is as old as language itself. The man who uses a slang word and, let us say, calls a man’s hat his “lid” or calls a woman a “skirt,” is unconscious of using a metaphor and of trying to be funny or peculiar. But the man who uses attaboy language in speech or writing is really trying to say something; he really thinks he is using English. It is not merely the words that he uses but the way in which he uses them.

Let me give you an instance — that is much quicker business than trying to explain the whole thing in a methodical fashion.

 

Attaboy Letter of Invitation

 

Here, for example — to illustrate the old style of writing and speaking — is a letter which I received almost thirty years ago inviting me to attend a gathering of my college class. In point of dignity and good form the letter speaks for itself.

 

TORONTO, Feb. 1st, 1896.

DEAR SIR:

I beg to inform you that a reunion of the graduating class of 1891 will be held on the 5th of February in the form of a dinner at the Queen’s Hotel. The guest of honor on the occasion will be Professor Baxter, who has kindly consented to deliver an address to the class. It is confidently expected that all the members of the class will take this opportunity to renew old friendships. The price of the dinner, including wines, will be seventy-five cents. May I ask you to send a reply at your earliest convenience.

With sincere personal regards,

I have the honor to be

And to remain being,

Yours very faithfully,

JOHN SMITH.

 

Now it happened that just the other day I received a letter from the same old classmate inviting me to attend a similar gathering of the class — thirty years later. But here is how he has expressed the invitation — 

 

Mr. He-Man from College!

This is You!

Say! what do you think? The real old He-Boys of 1891 are going to gather in for a feed at the Queen’s on February 5th. Songs! Speeches! Fireworks! And who do you think is going to be the main Big Talk! You’d never guess — why old Prof Baxter — old nutsey Baxter! Come and hear him. Come along right now! The whole feed — songs, fun and smokes included — is only six bucks. So get down in your pants and fork them out.

Yours, Attaboy! Hooroo!

Rev. John Smith,

(Canon of the Cathedral)

 

An Attaboy Dictionary

 

Let it be noted that the great point of the Attaboy system is the terrific desire for emphasis. A man is not called a man. He is called a he-man. Even that is not enough. He has to be 100 per cent he-man. And in extreme cases he must be called a “100 per cent, full blooded, bull-chested, big-headed, great-hearted man,” — all of this to replace the simple old-fashioned word gentleman.

Indeed, one could write quite a little dictionary of Attaboy terms like this — 

 

Gentleman — (See above.)

Lady — a big-hearted, wide-eyed, warm-chested woman, a hundred per cent soul, and built square.

Friend — a he-man with a hand-grip and a jaw that means that as soon as you see him in front of you, you know that he is back of you.

Senator — far-sighted, frog-eyed, nation-making he-man.

Criminal — no such word. Try “hold-up man”— “yegg”— “thug”— “expert safe-cracker,” etc., etc., etc.

In the same way when the attaboy language turns from the nouns to the verbs there has to be the same vital emphasis. The fatal step was taken when someone invented the word punch. Since then every form of action has to be described as if it occurred with a direct physical shock. A speaker has got to hit his audience with a punch, he must lift them, throw them, in short fairly kick them out of the room.

A book is said to be arresting, gripping, compelling. It has got to hold the reader down so that he can’t get up. A preacher has got to be vital, dynamic; he must put his sermon over; he must pitch it at the audience; in short, preaching becomes a form of baseball with the clergyman in the box.

In other words the whole of our life and thought has got to be restated in terms of moving things, in terms of electricity, radio and all the crackling physical apparatus of the world in which we live.

 

Macaulay and Gibbon in Attaboy

 

It is quite clear that if this attaboy tendency goes on all the books of the past will have to be rewritten or nobody will understand them. Somebody will have to re-edit them so as to put into them the necessary “pep” and “punch” to make them readable by the next generation.

We can imagine how completely unintelligible will be the stately pages of such dignified writers as Macaulay or Gibbon. Here, for example, is a specimen of the way in which Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire will be revised. I take as an illustration a well-known passage describing the action of a heroic matron of Rome in rallying the wavering citizens after a retreat. It runs:

“A Roman matron of imposing appearance and striking countenance stepped forth before the hesitating citizens—”

Translation:

“A pre-war blonde who was evidently a real peach skipped out in front of the bunch—”

“At the sight of her the citizens paused—”

Translation:

“As soon as they put their lamps on her all the guys stood still—”

“Reluctant cries of admiration arose from the crowd—”

“‘Some doll!’ said the boys.”

“‘Cowards!’ she exclaimed.”

“‘You big stiffs,’ she snorted.”

“‘And would you leave the defense of your homes at such a time as this!’”

“‘Do you mean to say that you are going to fly the coop?’”

“‘To your posts all of you!’ she cried.”

“‘Beat it,’ she honked.”

“Inspired by her courage the citizens with shouts of ‘Long Live Sempronia!’ rushed to the ramparts.”

“Full of pep they all shouted, ‘Attaboy, Lizzie!’ and skipped up the ladders.”

Rome was Saved

 

Epitaph on an Attaboy

 

Even the epitaphs on the grave stones will have to be altered. The old style used to run, “Here lies the body of John Smith, who was born on February 1, 1802 and departed this life on December 1, 1861. He was a loving son, a fond parent, a devoted husband and a patriotic citizen. This stone has been erected by his mourning widow to commemorate his many virtues and in the expectation of his resurrection.”

But that kind of thing will have to be replaced by an epitaph with more “punch” in it, something more “gripping,” more compelling. Try this:

 

“Mr. Passerby! Stop! This is for you — you careless HOG.

“Read it.

“Here lies a cuckoo, John Smith, one of the real boys. He opened his lamps first on February 1, 1802. He stepped off the big plank into the dark stuff on December 1, 1861 — But when the big Horn calls ‘ALL UP,’ oh, say, ATTABOY!”

 

The Crossword Puzzle Craze

“I beg your pardon,” said a man sitting opposite to me in the smoking end of a Pullman car. “Do you happen to know the name of an Arabian Feudal Ruler in five letters?”

“Yes,” I said, “a sheik.”

He wrote down the word in a notebook that was spread out upon his knee. Then he said,

“And what’s the Hottentot house on the move in five letters?”

“A Kraal,” I answered.

“Oh — yes, Kraal!” he said. “I could only think of a bungalow; and here’s another that’s a regular bowler, what is an extinct graminiferous lizard in thirteen letters?”

“Ichthyosaurus,” I said.

“How’s that?” he asked. “My, I wish I’d had a college education — let me write it down — wait now — I-c-h-t — say, I believe it’s going to get it — yes, sir, it’s getting it — By Gee! It’s got it. It all fits in now except there’s a dirty little hitch in this corner. Say, could there be any word in three letters that would be e-k-e?”

“Yes,” I said, “‘eke,’ it means ‘also.’”

“Then I’ve got the whole thing — just in time — here’s my station. Say, I’m ever so much obliged. I guess I will have one on the wife when I show her this. That’s a peach, that ichthy-what d’ye call it. Good-bye.”

He left me and I knew that I had been dealing with another of the new victims of the crossword puzzle mania. I knew that as soon as he got into his house he would work the ichthyosaurus on his wife; indeed he would probably find her seated with a paper and pencil trying to figure out whether the Icelandish skol will fit in with a form of religion called “Tosh.” The thing generally runs in families.

This crossword puzzle is said to have originated in Tibet. From there it was transferred to the Mongolians who introduced it to the Hairy Ainus of Japan, who were delighted with it, as they naturally would be. From them it crossed the ocean to the Siwash Indians who passed it on to the Dog Ribs and to the Flat Heads, and in this way it got to the American Colleges.

The mania has now assumed international dimensions. It is estimated that if the crossword puzzle solvers were stood up in line (either horizontally or vertically, they wouldn’t care which), they would reach half way to Havana. Some might even get there.

But the greatest thing about the crossword puzzle is the way in which it is brightening up our language. Old words that had been forgotten for five hundred years are being polished up as bright as new. A man no longer says, “Good morning. How are you?” he says, “Good morn. How fare you?” And the other man answers that he feels yardly and eke his wife, especially as they expect eft soon to take a holy day and make a cast to Atlantic City.

Before this thing began there were lots of people so ignorant that they didn’t know what “Yost” meant, or what a “farrago” is, or which part of a dog is its “withers.” Now these are family words. Anyone would say quite naturally, “Just give that dog a kick in the farrago and put him out.”

I notice especially the general improvement in exact knowledge for the names of animals and parts of animals. Who used to know what a marsupial was? Who could have told where the dewlap of an ox is? How many people had heard of the carapace of the mud turtle, or knew how to give a proper name to the east ear of an elephant?

Many crossword puzzle experts go further. When engaged in conversation they don’t even need to use the very words they mean. They merely indicate them in crossword puzzle fashion and the expert listening to them can solve their conversation at once. Here is a sample of the new — 

 

Crossword Puzzle Conversation

 

“Good morning, Short-for-Peter.”

“Hullo, Diminutive-of-William. How do you experience-a-sensation in four letters this morning?”

“Worse than a word in four letters rhyming with bell and tell.”

“Oh, I am sorry to hear it. What is the substance, body or cubic content of space in six letters with you?”

“Cold in the bronchial tunnels, passages, or English name for a subway.”

“Possessing or exhibiting grace with the personal adjective! Who is treating you?”

“Only the woman in four letters bound to me by law for life!”

“Indeed! Surely you ought not to be an adverb in three letters in this weather.”

“No, I ought to be a preposition in two. But I have to go to my effort, energy or mental or bodily exertion undertaken for gain in four letters.”

“Well, take good care of yourself. Good remain with you as a form of exclamation used in parting in seven letters.”

There are evidently large possibilities in this form of speech. I think that a lot of our literature could be brightened up with the words of romance and mystery by putting it into crossword puzzle language.

 

Crossword Poetry

 

Even our poetry would be none the worse for it. Here, for example, is a once familiar bit of Longfellow’s verse turned into this kind of dialect:

 

Under the spreading chestnut tree,
The village smithy remains erect, upright or in a vertical position common to man and the apes but not seen in other animals,
The smith, a mighty man, is a personal pronoun
With large and sinuous extremities of his limbs in four letters,
And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are as strong as a company of musicians.

 

Admirable! Isn’t it? It only needs a little industry and we can have the whole of our classical literature translated in this way.

But unfortunately the results of the new craze are not always so happy. I heard last week of a rather distressing case of the ill effects of puzzle solving. A man of my acquaintance was at an evening party where they were solving crossword puzzles and he was brought, with the rest of the company, to an absolute full stop by one item: what would you rather be out of than in, in twelve letters? The thing absolutely beat him.

He thought of it all night but with no result. He was still thinking of it as he drove his car down town next morning. In his absolute preoccupation he ran into a man on the street and shook him up quite badly. He was arrested and tried for criminal negligence.

The judge said to him: “I regret very much to have to impose a prison sentence on a man of your standing. But criminal negligence cannot be tolerated. I sentence you to six months in the penitentiary.”

On this the puzzle-solver threw up his hands with an exclamation of joy and cried, “Penitentiary, of course, penitentiary! Now I’ve got it!”

He was scribbling on a little bit of paper when they led him away.

 

Information While You Eat

Some Reflections on the Joys of the Luncheon Clubs

Now that the bright tints of autumn are appearing on the trees, the season for the luncheon clubs is opening up again. Personally I think our luncheon clubs are one of the most agreeable features of modern city life. I have belonged to several luncheon clubs in our town ever since they started, and I never miss a lunch.

When I look back to the time when men used to be satisfied to sit down all alone in front of a beefsteak and a bottle of Budweiser with only just some apple pie and a cup of coffee and a cigar after it, and without singing a note all through — I don’t see how we did it. Now, if I can’t sing a little as I eat, and call “hear, hear” every now and then, I don’t feel as if I could digest properly. So when I offer a few suggestions about our luncheon clubs, I don’t want to be misunderstood. I am not criticizing but merely pointing out how we can make them brighter and better still.

Take the singing. After all, quite frankly, do we need to sing at lunch? Our clubs — and, I think, the clubs in most other towns, too — generally sing very slow, dragging melodies such as, “The . . . day . . . is . . . past, . . . the . . . sun . . . is . . . set. . . .” The effect of that kind of tune as intoned by a hundred men with a pound and a quarter beefsteak adjusted in each of them (125 lbs. total dead-weight of music) is, very frankly mournful. It sounds to me like the last of the Tasmanian Islanders leaving home.

Or else we sing Negro melodies. But why should we? Or we sing “Annie Laurie.” Who was she, anyway? In fact, to be quite candid, I can eat lunch splendidly without asking to be carried back to Tennessee, or offering to lay down and die, either on the banks of the Doon or anywhere else.

Without the singing there could be a pleasant atmosphere of quiet which is now missing.

Take as another slight point of criticism the chairman’s speech, introducing the speaker. There I do think a decided improvement could be made by cutting out the chairman’s remarks altogether. They are misleading. He doesn’t state things as they are. He always says:

“Today we are to have a rare treat in listening to Mr. Nut. I need not offer any introduction to this audience for a man like Mr. Nut. When we learned that Mr. Nut was to address us, we felt that the club was fortunate indeed.”

Now if the man told the truth what he would say would be this:

“Gentlemen, I am sorry to announce that the only speaker we have been able to secure for today is this poor simp who is sitting beside me, Mr. Nut. You never heard of him before, gentlemen, but then neither did your committee. But we have hunted everywhere for a speaker, and we simply can’t get any except this guy that you see here. He is going to talk to you on ‘Our Trade Relations with Nicaragua.’

“I am well aware, gentlemen, that this subject seems utterly without interest. But it appears to be the only subject about which this poor shrimp knows anything. So I won’t say any more — I’ll let you judge for yourselves what you are going to get. Mr. Nut.”

Then, of course, there is the vital question of whether, after all, a luncheon club needs to listen to speeches. Could it not perhaps fulfill its functions just as well if there was no address at all? The trouble is that one never gets time to study up the question beforehand and the recollection that is carried away by what the speaker said is too vague to be of any use.

I will give as an example my own recollection, as far as it goes, of the address that we had at our club last week, to which I have just referred, on the subject of our “Trade Relations with Nicaragua.”

Let me say at the start that I am not quite clear whether it was Nicaragua or Nigeria. The chairman seemed to say Nicaragua, but I understood the speaker once or twice to say Nigeria.

I tried to find out afterwards from other members of the club whether it was Nigeria or Nicaragua. But they didn’t seem to care. They hear so many people lecture on so many queer places that it runs off them like water. Only a few meetings before they had heard a man talk on “Six Weeks in Bangkok,” and right after that another man on “Seven Weeks in Pongo Pongo” and the very next week after that the address was called “Eight Weeks in Itchi-Itchi.”

But let it go at Nicaragua, because it is really just about the same. Before the speaker began to say anything about Nicaragua itself, or Nigeria itself as the case may be, he went through a sort of introduction. All the speakers seem to go over about the same ground in beginning. I tried to write this particular introduction down from memory but I am not sure that I have it correctly. It seemed to run as follows:

“I feel very much honored in being asked to address this club. It is an honor to address this club. And I feel that addressing this club is an honor. When I was invited to address this club I tried to think what I could address this club about. In fact I felt very much like the old darky. This old darky—” Here follows the story of an old darky, which has been told to our club already by six explorers, seven professors, and two clergymen.

It will just about stand repeating in print, but not quite. We always know that when the speaker looks round and says, “There was an old darky—” we are going to get it again. Some of the members can still laugh at it.

But even leaving out the introduction, there are other troubles. The addresses are, no doubt, full of information. But you can’t get it. There’s too much of it. You can’t hold it. Here is what I got, listening as hard as I could, from the address of which I am speaking.

“Probably very few of us realize what a vast country Nicaragua, or Nigeria, is. It extends from latitude (I didn’t catch it) to latitude — I’m not quite sure, and it contains a quarter of a million or half a billion square miles. The principal product is either logwood or dogwood — it may have been deadwood. Sugar either grows excellently or doesn’t grow at all — I didn’t quite catch which.

“The inhabitants are either the mildest or the wildest race known on the globe. They are polygamous and sell their wives freely to travelers for a few glass beads (we all heard that as plainly as anything). The whole of the interior of Nigeria or Nicaragua is dense mud. All that Nicaragua or Nigeria needs is richer soil, a better climate, a decent population, money, civilization, women, and enterprise.”

So upon the whole, I am much inclined to doubt whether the speeches are worth while. It is so hard to carry away anything.

And anyway, having speeches means getting too big a crowd. A hundred men is too many. A group of fifty would be far better.

As a matter of fact, a more compact luncheon of, say, twenty would be better still. Twenty men around a table can all converse, they can feel themselves in actual personal contact with one another. With twenty men, or say, fifteen men, you feel you are among a group of friends. In fact, I am not sure but what ten, or eight, would be a cosier crowd still.

You get eight or six men together and you can really exchange ideas. You get a real mental friction with six men that you can’t get with a large number. And moreover with six, or four, men sitting down like this day after day you get to know one another and in point of service and comfort there is no comparison.

You can have a luncheon served for four, or three, men that is really worth eating. As a matter of fact, if it comes to that, two is a better number still.

Indeed the more I think of it the better I like two — myself and a darned good waiter.

 

The Children’s Column

As Brought Up To Date

I suppose that everybody who reads the newspapers is aware of the change that is coming over the thing called the Children’s Column, or the Children’s Corner, or the Children’s Page. Forty years ago it was made up of such things as letters to little boys about how to keep white mice, and letters to little girls about making crochet work in six stitches. But now, what with the radio and progress and the general rapid movement of the age, it is quite different. Here are some samples that are meant to illustrate the change.

 

Anno Domini 1880

Letter to little Willie Weakhead telling him how to make a Rabbit Hutch.

 

DEAR WILLIE:

So you want to know how to make a rabbit hutch for your white rabbit? Well, it is not very difficult if you will follow the directions carefully. Get from the nearest joiner a large empty box and some boards about 4 inches wide. (You know what an inch is, do you not?) Then lay the boards across the open side of the box with a space of about two inches between each and nail them in this position. Good nails can be bought in any drugstore but see that you are given ones with good points on them.

If you find it hard to nail on the boards, get your father or your uncle to help you. Be careful in using the hammer not to hit yourself on the thumb, as a blow with a hammer on the thumb is painful and is often followed by a blow on the fingers. Remember, if it starts to rain while you are working on your hutch, come in out of the wet.

Let us know how you get on and whether your bunnies like their new home.

Your’s etc.

UNCLE TOBY (Editor: Children’s Column)

 

But contrast with this the modern thing which in these days of radio and modern science has taken the place of the rabbit hutch correspondence.

 

Anno Domini 1926

Letter from the Editor to little Willie Wisebean, grandson of the above, in regard to the difficulties which he is finding with his radio apparatus.

 

DEAR WILLIE:

You write that the other night in attempting to call up Arizona KQW on your radio, you found an inordinate amount of static on your antennae. We quite agree with you that the trouble was perhaps due to purely atmospheric conditions causing a fall in the potential. You can easily find out if this is the case by calculating the differential wave length shown by your variometer.

As you rightly say your apparatus may have been put out of order by your allowing your father and your grandfather into your workshop. If you are wise you will keep them out. As you say yourself, they are too old to learn and they may meet some injury in handling your machine. You say that your grandfather used to be very fond of carpentry and once made a rabbit hutch. Why not let him set to work now and make a rabbit hutch to put your father in?

By the way, if it turns out that your trouble is in your magnetic coils, we advise you not to try to remedy them but to buy new ones. You can get excellent coils from Messrs. Grabb and Gettit, for $100 a coil, or even more. On this your father might come in useful. With thanks for your interesting letter,

PROFESSOR I. KNOWIT, Ph.D. T.K., D.F.

Oxon, Harvard, Oklahoma.

 

Or let us turn to another part of the same field — the feminine side. The change is even more striking. Compare the two following letters to the Lady Editor, making enquiries in each case about the way to arrange a children’s party for little girls.

 

Anno Domini 1880

Letter to Dollie Dollhouse, aged 14, who has asked for advice about a party.

 

DEAR DOLLIE:

I am so glad to hear that you are going to give a party to your little girl friends for your fourteenth birthday. Of course you must have strawberries, great big luscious ones with lots of cream all over them. And of course you must have a lovely big cake, with icing all over the top of it, and you must put fourteen candles on it. Do you see the idea of the candles, dear? No, perhaps not at first, but if you will think a minute you will see it. It means that you are fourteen years old and that there is a candle for every year. Isn’t it a pretty thought, once you understand it? I got it out of an old Norwegian book of fairy stories and thought it so sweet.

You had better not try to light the candles yourself, but get your papa or your mama to come and do it, if they do not like to, then send for a man from the hardware store.

You say that after all the girls have eaten all they can you would like to have some games and ask what you can play. There are really such a lot of games that it is hard to advise, but among the best of the new games is one called Hunt the Slipper, which I am sure you would like. All that you need for playing it with is an old slipper, one without any tacks sticking out of it being the best. One of the girls sits on the slipper and then the player who is chosen to begin has to go round and roll over all the girls and see where the slipper is. You see it is quite a clever game and can easily be learned in half an hour. But remember that your play must never be rough. In rolling over the girls pick them up by the feet and roll them over in a ladylike way.

After the game if you can get your papa to come into the room and read a selection of poetry, such as a couple of cantos from Paradise Lost, the girls will go away delighted. With best love and good wishes for your party,

AUNT AGATHA

Lady Editor Children’s Column.

 

Here is the other sample which is the same thing, brought up to date.

 

Anno Domini 1926

Letter to Flossie Fitz Clippit, aged 14, granddaughter of Dollie Dollhouse, in answer to her request for advice about a party.

 

DEAR FLOSSIE:

The right number of covers for a luncheon to your girl friends is certainly eight. Ten, as you yourself seem to think, is too large a number to be cosy, while eight gives exactly the feeling of cameraderie without too much formality. Six, on the other hand, is a little too intime, while seven rather carries the idea of oddity, of something a little louche, or at least gauche, if not hootch.

For table decorations I find it hard to advise you, as I do not know the tinting of your room, nor the draperies or the shape and shade of your table and the complexion of your butler. But if not unsuitable for some special reason what do you say to great bunches of scarlet ilex thrown all over the table? Either that or large masses of wisteria and big bunches of Timothy hay?

I don’t think that if I were you I would serve cocktails before lunch, as some of your friends might have views about it, but a delicious coupe can be made by mixing half a bottle of old rum with shredded wheat and then soaking it in gin.

For the menu, you will want something light and dainty, appealing rather by its exquisite taste than by sheer quantity. What do you say to beginning with a canapé of paté de fois gras, followed by a puré of mushrooms and leading up to a broiled lobster followed by a porterhouse beefsteak. I think that is the kind of thing your little friends would like. And if you have after it a soufflé, and a few quarts of ice cream with angel cake it will be found quite enough.

I quite sympathize with what you say about not wanting your mother. There is no doubt that the presence of a mother at any kind of entertainment gives a touch of coldness, a lack of affection. Your father, of course, is quite impossible; though I think it would be all right to let him shake hands with the girls as they pass out. At a recent luncheon where I was present I saw both the father and the mother brought into the drawing room for a few moments and introduced to the guests. The effect was really very sweet, with quite an old world touch to it. But I would not try to imitate it if I were you. Better be content with having the butler take up half a gallon of the coupe to your father in his library.

You will of course want to know about cigarettes. I should particularly recommend the new Egyptian Dingos, or, if you have not yet tried them, the new Peruvian Guanos. They seem to be the last word in tobacco.

With regards and good wishes,

Man-Lady Editor

Children’s Adult Column.

 

Old Proverbs Made New

It has occurred to me that somebody in one of the English departments of our colleges ought to get busy and re-write our national proverbs. They are all out of date. They don’t fit any longer. Indeed, many of them are precisely the converse of existing facts.

Our proverbs have come down to us from the days of long ago; days when the world was very primitive and very simple and very different; when people never moved more than a mile and a half from home and were all afraid of the dark; and when wisdom was handed out by old men with white whiskers called prophets, every one of whom would be “retired” nowadays by any first class board of trustees as past the age-limit of common sense.

But in those days all the things that were said by these wise old men, who had never seen a motor car, were gathered up and called proverbs and repeated by all the common people as the last words of wisdom. The result is that even today we still go on repeating them, without realizing how hopelessly they are off the track.

Take as a first sample the proverb that is perhaps the best known in our language:

 

Birds of a Feather Flock Together

 

But they don’t. Ask any first class naturalist. If the wise old men had taken another look they would have seen that the last thing birds ever want to do is to flock together. In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred they keep away from their own species, and only flock when it is absolutely necessary. So much for the birds. But the proverb is really supposed to refer to people and then it is wrong again. People “of a feather” do not flock together. Tall men fall in love with little women. A girl with a beautiful fair skin and red hair marries a man who looks like a reformed orang-outang. A clergyman makes a friend of an auctioneer and a banker would rather spend a day with an Adirondack fishing guide than with a whole vaultful of bankers. Burglars during the daytime go and swim in the Y.M.C.A. pool. Forgers in their off time sing in the choir, and choirmasters when they are not singing shoot craps.

In short, there is nothing in the proverb whatsoever. It ought to be revised under the modern conditions to read:

Birds of any particular feather and persons of any particular character or occupation show upon the whole a disposition rather to seek out something dissimilar to their own appearance and nature to consort with something homologous to their own essential entity.

In that shape one has a neat workable proverb. Try another:

 

A Rolling Stone Gathers No Moss

 

Entirely wrong again. This was supposed to show that a young man who wandered from home never got on in the world. In very ancient days it was true. The young man who stayed at home and worked hard and tilled the ground and goaded oxen with a long stick like a lance found himself as he grew old a man of property, owning four goats and a sow. The son who wandered forth in the world was either killed by the cannibals or crawled home years afterwards doubled up with rheumatism. So the old men made the proverb. But nowadays it is exactly wrong. It is the rolling stone that gathers the moss. It is the ambitious boy from Honkville, Indiana, who trudges off to the city leaving his elder brother in the barnyard and who later makes a fortune and founds a university. While his elder brother still has only the old farm with three cows and a couple of pigs, he has a whole department of agriculture with great sheds-full of Tamworth hogs and a professor to every six of them.

In short, in modern life it is the rolling stone that gathers the moss. And the geologists — outside of Tennessee — say that the moss on the actual stone was first started in exactly the same way. It was the rolling of the stone that smashed up the earth and made the moss grow.

Take another proverb:

 

All is not Gold that Glitters

 

How perfectly ridiculous! Everybody in the days in which we live knows — even a child knows — that all is gold that glitters. Put on clothes enough, appearance enough and you will be accepted anywhere. Just do a little glittering and everybody will think you are gold. Make a show, be a humbug, and you will succeed so fast that presently, being very wealthy and prominent, you will really think yourself a person of great merit and intellect. In other words, the glitter makes the gold. That is all there is to it. Gold is really one of the most useless of all material objects. Even now we have found no real use for it, except to fill our teeth. Any other employment of it is just glitter. So the proverb might be revised to read:

Every thing or person may be said to stand in high esteem and to pass at a high value provided that it or he makes a sufficient show, glitter, or appearance, the estimation being in inverse ratio to the true quantitative measurement of the reality of it, them or her. That makes a neat workable proverb, expressed with up-to-date accuracy.

Or here is another famous proverb that is exactly the contrary of truth:

 

People Who Live in Glass Houses Ought Not to Throw Stones

 

Not at all. They are the very people who ought to throw stones and to keep on throwing them all the time. They ought to keep up such a fusillade of stones from their glass house that no one can get near it.

Or if the proverb is taken to mean that people who have faults of their own ought not to talk of other people’s faults, it is equally mistaken. They ought to talk of other people’s faults all the time so as to keep attention away from their own.

But the list of proverbs is so long that it is impossible to do more than make a casual mention of a few others.

 

One Swallow Does Not Make a Summer

 

Perhaps not. But there are ever so many occasions when one swallow — just one single swallow — is better than nothing to drink at all. And if you get enough of them they do make a summer.

 

Charity Begins at Home

 

Perfectly ridiculous. Watch any modern city householder when a beggar comes to his door. Charity begins with the Federated Charities Office, or with the Out of Work Mission, or with the City Hall, or if need be, with the Police Court — in short, anywhere but at home. Our whole effort is now to keep charity as far from home as possible.

 

It is a Wise Child that knows its Own Father

 

Not at all. Alter this and make it read: It is a very silly boy who isn’t on to his old man.

 

Even a Worm Will Turn at Last

 

Wrong. It turns at once, immediately. It never waits.

 

A Bird in the Hand is Worth Two in the Bush

 

Yes, but a bird in a good restaurant is worth ten of either of them.

There — that’s enough. Any reader of this book may go on having fun with the other proverbs. I give them to him.


In the Good Old Summertime

[image: img53.jpg]

The Merry Month of May

As Treated in the Bye-Gone Almanacs

The part of the year known in ballad poetry as the Good Old Summer Time begins with what is popularly called the Merry Month of May. The winter is then over except in the City of Quebec, in Butte, Montana, and in the Back Bay regions of Boston. The gathering warmth of the sun calls all nature to life.

 

The Heavens in May

In the older almanacs of the kind that used to be made for farmers, the first items under this month always dealt with the aspect of the heavens. The farmer was told that in May the sun, passing out of the sign of Taurus, moved into the constellation of Gemini; that the apparent declination of the sun was 15 degrees and 4 minutes and that the neap tides fell on the thirteenth and twenty-seventh of the month. He was also informed that Mars and Mercury during May are both in opposition and that Sirius is the dog star.

In the city this information is now useless. Nobody can see the heavens even if he wants to; the open space between the skyscrapers formerly called the sky is now filled with electric lights, pictures of motor wheels turning round, and men eating breakfast food with a moving spoon.

We doubt also if the up-to-date farmer is really concerned with the Zodiac. We will therefore only say that in this month if the farmer will on any clear night ascend to the cupola of his pergola with his binoculars and with his radio plug in his ears and his insulators on his feet and view the heavens from midnight till three in the morning, he will run a first class chance of getting pneumonia.

 

The Garden in May

For those to whom gardening — even in the limited restrictions of a city back yard — is a hobby and a passion, the month of May is the most enticing month of the year. It seems strange to think that so many men with a back yard at their disposal — a back yard let us say, twenty feet by fifteen — should nevertheless spend the long evenings and the Saturday afternoons of the month of May striding up and down the golf links or wandering along a trout stream. How much better to be out in the back yard with a spade and hoe, pickaxe and sledge hammer and a little dynamite preparing the exuberant soil for the luxuriant crop.

In the amateur garden in the back yard no great technical knowledge is needed. Our citizen gardener who wishes to begin should go out into his back yard and having stripped himself to his waist, all but his undershirt, should proceed first to dig out his ground.

He must excavate a hole ten by fifteen, by ten by two; of course, the hole won’t be as big as that, but it will seem to be. He must carefully remove on his back all large boulders, volcanic rocks, and other accumulated debris. These if he likes he may fashion tastefully into a rockery or a rookery, or also, if he likes, he may throw them over the fence into his neighbor’s back yard. He must then proceed to fill the hole half full of sweet-smelling fertilizer.

This will almost complete his first evening’s work. In fact, he will be just about filling in his stuff when the other men come past on their way home from golf. He will then finish his task by putting back a fourth of the soil, which he will carefully pulverize by laying down and rolling in it. After this he can then take a bath (or two baths) and go to bed.

The ground thus carefully prepared, the amateur gardener should wait a day or so and then, proceeding to his back yard, should draw on his overalls up to his neck and proceed to plant his bulbs and seeds.

The tulip is a favorite flower for early planting owing to its fine raucous appearance. Excellent tulip bulbs may be had of any florist for one dollar, which with proper care will turn into a flower worth thirty cents. The dahlia, the most handsome of the ganglions, almost repays cultivation, presenting a splendid carboniferous appearance with unsurpassed efflorescence. The potato is not bad, either.

When the garden plot is all filled up with buried bulbs and seeds, the gardener should roll the dirt down flat, by rolling it, and then for the rest of the month of May, sit and look at it.

 

A Cool Drink for May

The month of May is the time of year when dandelion wine, owing to the presence of dandelions, is perhaps easier to make than at any other time. An excellent recipe is as follows:

1. Pluck, or pick, a small basketful of dandelion heads.

2. Add to them a quart of water and leave the mixture to stand for five minutes.

3. Pour off the water, remove the dandelions, and add as flavoring a quart of 1872 champagne.

4. Drink it.

 

The Countryside in May

It is in the month of May that the countryside, for the true lover of nature, is at its best. For one who knows by name and can distinguish and classify the flora of the lanes and fields, a country walk among the opening buds is a scene of unalloyed joy. The tiny hibiscus is seen peeping out from under the grass while everywhere in the spring air is the sweet scent of the ornithorhyncus and the megalotherium. One should watch in this month for the first shoots of the spiggot, while the trained eye will easily distinguish the lambswart, the dogsfoot, and the cowslip.

Nor are the birds, for anyone who knows the names, less interesting than the flowers. The corvex americanus is building its nest in the tall timber. The sharp whistling notes of the ilex and the pulex and the index are heard in the meadows, while the marshes are loud with the song of the ranunculus. But of course for those who do not know these names nothing is happening except that a lot of birds are singing and the grass is growing. That, of course, is quite worthless and uninteresting.

 

Great Events in May

May 1. Birth of Shakespeare.

May 5. End of the Trojan war.

May 10. Beginning of the Trojan war.

May 15. Birth of Shakespeare.

May 20. Shakespeare born.

May 25. Trojan war ends again.

May 30. Death of Shakespeare and beginning of the Trojan war.

 

How We Kept Mother’s Birthday

As Related by a Member of the Family

Of all the different ideas that have been started lately, I think that the very best is the notion of celebrating once a year “Mother’s Day.” I don’t wonder that May the eleventh is becoming such a popular date all over America and I am sure the idea will spread to England too.

It is especially in a big family like ours that such an idea takes hold. So we decided to have a special celebration of Mother’s Day. We thought it a fine idea. It made us all realize how much Mother had done for us for years, and all the efforts and sacrifice that she had made for our sake.

So we decided that we’d make it a great day, a holiday for all the family, and do everything we could to make Mother happy. Father decided to take a holiday from his office, so as to help in celebrating the day, and my sister Anne and I stayed home from college classes, and Mary and my brother Will stayed home from High School.

It was our plan to make it a day just like Xmas or any big holiday, and so we decided to decorate the house with flowers and with mottoes over the mantelpieces, and all that kind of thing. We got Mother to make mottoes and arrange the decorations, because she always does it at Xmas.

The two girls thought it would be a nice thing to dress in our very best for such a big occasion, and so they both got new hats. Mother trimmed both the hats, and they looked fine, and Father had bought four-in-hand silk ties for himself and us boys as a souvenir of the day to remember Mother by. We were going to get Mother a new hat too, but it turned out that she seemed to really like her old grey bonnet better than a new one, and both the girls said that it was awfully becoming to her.

Well, after breakfast we had it arranged as a surprise for Mother that we would hire a motor car and take her for a beautiful drive away into the country. Mother is hardly ever able to have a treat like that, because we can only afford to keep one maid, and so Mother is busy in the house nearly all the time. And of course the country is so lovely now that it would be just grand for her to have a lovely morning, driving for miles and miles.

But on the very morning of the day we changed the plan a little bit, because it occurred to Father that a thing it would be better to do even than to take Mother for a motor drive would be to take her fishing. Father said that as the car was hired and paid for, we might just as well use it for a drive up into hills where the streams are. As Father said, if you just go out driving without any object, you have a sense of aimlessness, if you are going to fish, there is a definite purpose in front of you to heighten the enjoyment.

So we all felt it would be nicer for Mother to have a definite purpose; and anyway, it turned out that Father had just got a new rod the day before, which made the idea of fishing all the more appropriate, and he said that Mother could use it if she wanted to; in fact, he said it was practically for her, only Mother said she would much rather watch him fish and not to try to fish herself.

So we got everything arranged for the trip, and we got Mother to cut up some sandwiches and make a sort of lunch in case we got hungry, though of course we were to come back home again to a big dinner in the middle of the day, just like Xmas or New Year’s Day. Mother packed it all up in a basket for us ready to go in the motor.

Well, when the car came to the door, it turned out that there hardly seemed as much room in it as we had supposed, because we hadn’t reckoned on Father’s fishing basket and the rods and the lunch, and it was plain enough that we couldn’t all get in.

Father said not to mind him, he said that he could just as well stay at home, and that he was sure that he could put in the time working in the garden; he said that there was a lot of rough dirty work that he could do, like digging a trench for the garbage, that would save hiring a man, and so he said he’d stay home; he said that we were not to let the fact of his not having had a real holiday for three years stand in our way; he wanted us to go right ahead and be happy and have a big day, and not to mind him. He said that he could plug away all day, and in fact he said he’d been a fool to think there’d be any holiday for him.

But of course we all felt that it would never do to let Father stay home, especially as we knew he would make trouble if he did. The two girls Anna and Mary, would gladly have stayed and helped the maid get dinner, only it seemed such a pity to, on a lovely day like this, having their new hats. But they both said that Mother had only to say the word, and they’d gladly stay home and work. Will and I would have dropped out, but unfortunately we wouldn’t have been any use in getting the dinner.

So in the end it was decided that Mother would stay home and just have a lovely restful day round the house, and get the dinner. It turned out anyway that Mother doesn’t care for fishing, and also it was just a little bit cold and fresh out of doors, though it was lovely and sunny, and Father was rather afraid that Mother might take cold if she came.

He said he would never forgive himself if he dragged Mother round the country and let her take a severe cold at a time when she might be having a beautiful rest. He said it was our duty to try and let Mother get all the rest and quiet that she could, after all that she had done for all of us, and he said that that was principally why he had fallen in with this idea of a fishing trip, so as to give Mother a little quiet. He said that young people seldom realize how much quiet means to people who are getting old. As to himself, he could still stand the racket, but he was glad to shelter Mother from it.

So we all drove away with three cheers for Mother, and Mother stood and watched us from the verandah for as long as she could see us, and Father waved his hand back to her every few minutes till he hit his hand on the back edge of the car, and then said that he didn’t think that Mother could see us any longer.

Well — we had the loveliest day up among the hills that you could possibly imagine, and Father caught such big specimens that he felt sure that Mother couldn’t have landed them anyway, if she had been fishing for them, and Will and I fished too, though we didn’t get so many as Father, and the two girls met quite a lot of people that they knew as we drove along, and there were some young men friends of theirs that they met along the stream and talked to, and so we all had a splendid time.

It was quite late when we got back, nearly seven o’clock in the evening, but Mother had guessed that we would be late, so she had kept back the dinner so as to have it just nicely ready and hot for us. Only first she had to get towels and soap for Father and clean things for him to put on, because he always gets so messed up with fishing, and that kept Mother busy for a little while, that and helping the girls get ready.

But at last everything was ready, and we sat down to the grandest kind of dinner — roast turkey and all sorts of things like on Xmas Day. Mother had to get up and down a good bit during the meal fetching things back and forward, but at the end Father noticed it and said she simply mustn’t do it, that he wanted her to spare herself, and he got up and fetched the walnuts over from the sideboard himself.

The dinner lasted a long while, and was great fun, and when it was over all of us wanted to help clear the things up and wash the dishes, only Mother said that she would really much rather do it, and so we let her, because we wanted just for once to humor her.

It was quite late when it was all over, and when we all kissed Mother before going to bed, she said it had been the most wonderful day in her life, and I think there were tears in her eyes. So we all felt awfully repaid for all that we had done.

 

Summer Sorrows of the Super-rich

In the course of each summer it is my privilege to do some visiting in the class of the super-rich. By this I mean the class of people who have huge estates at such fashionable places as Nagahucket, and Dogblastit, and up near Lake Owatawetness, where the country is so beautifully wild that it costs a thousand dollars an acre.

Even people who had never had the opportunity of moving about way up in this class know more or less the sort of establishment I mean. When you visit one of these houses you always pass a “lodge” with a bright bed of flowers in front of it, which is a sign that the house itself is now only three miles away.

Later on the symptoms begin to multiply. You see a log cabin summer-house made to imitate a settler’s home and built out of cedar imported from the Fiji Islands. Then presently there is a dear little waterfall and a dam of great slabs of rock, built for only a hundred and fifty thousand dollars and supplying electric light worth forty cents an evening.

After that you pass Scotch gardeners planting out little fir trees and go through a zone of woodsmen cutting birch billets for open fires, and chauffeurs, resting, and there you are all of a sudden in front of Dogblastit House, standing beside its own lake, with its own mountains and ten thousand acres of the finest natural woods ever staged by landscape gardeners.

Now would you think that the people who live in these great places are happy? They are not. They have troubles of which you and I and the ordinary people never dream. They come out of the wilderness to rough it, and to snatch a brief four months’ vacation between the strain of the Riviera and the pressure of New York, and then right in the happiest season of the summer, they come up against desperate problems.

The particular ones that follow were related to me at Dogblastit. But I gather that the same difficulties are met in all establishments of the sort. They are discussed in all the conversation among hosts and guests, just as we discussed them last summer around the birch fires in the lounge at Dogblastit.

Problem No. 1:

What to do to amuse the butler in the evening? It seems that he doesn’t play bridge. The butler who was here last year was always quite content if he could be provided with a game of bridge, and except for a run to New York now and then and a trip to see his brother in Vancouver in the middle of the summer, he stayed on the place without a break and seemed quite satisfied.

But the new man Jennings doesn’t care for cards. He says quite frankly that it is not a matter of conscience and that he doesn’t mind cards in the house, but they simply don’t interest him. So what can one do?

Problem No. 2:

How to get the chauffeur’s collars starched? It appears that there have been very great difficulties at Dogblastit about this. It is very hard to get the kind of gloss that Ransome likes on his collars. There is, of course, an electric laundry in the basement of Dogblastit itself, but unfortunately the laundry maids who do all the work in it will not undertake any collars over eleven inches long. They say they simply won’t undertake them.

The experiment was made of bringing up a laundress from Boston, but it was found that she wouldn’t undertake to starch anything at such a high altitude. She can only do her work at from 500 to 800 feet above sea level. Beyond that, she said, she could do nothing.

They tried also sending Ransome’s collars by express to New York, but this was quite unsatisfactory, because the express people threw them about so roughly. More than once they were seen actually throwing the packet of Ransome’s collars right from the platform of Dogblastit station into the express car. The only feasible thing up to now has been to have Ransome take one of the cars and drive his collars either to New York or to Philadelphia. The objection is that it takes up so much of his time, especially as he always likes to drive his boots over to Burlington, Vermont, once a week, where he can get them properly treated.

Problem No. 3:

What to get for the cook to read on Sunday? The trouble is, she doesn’t care for fiction. She evidently is a woman of literary culture, because she said one day that she had read the whole of Shakespeare and thought it very good. In the library of Dogblastit itself, which is a really beautiful room done in Japanese oak with leaded windows to represent the reading room of a settler’s cabin, there are practically no books that suit the cook. In fact, there is nothing but the Blue Book (one needs that to look up people in) and the Pink Book and the Red Book, and of course the Automobile Road Book and then some Guide Books such as The Perfect Bartender, and the Gentleman’s Cellar and Cocktails for all Occasions.

Beyond that there are, of course, all the new books — the new fiction — because there is a standing order with Spentano to send up fifty pounds of new fiction by express once a week. None of the guests of the house ever care to read any book more than three weeks old, as they are quite worthless for conversation.

An order was sent to Boston for the Harvard Classics but the cook says she doesn’t care for the way they are selected. The only compromise so far is to get her books about the South Seas. She says she is just crazy over the South Sea literature. So we have given her Six Weeks in the Marquesas Islands and Four Days in Fiji, Half Hours in Hoo-Poo. But all that will only last her less than seven weeks, and after that we don’t know what to do.

Problem No. 4:

What to do with the governess when she is not working? This has proved up to the present a quite insoluble problem. It is so hard to know just what to do with Mademoiselle after she has finished governing the children. We can’t, so it is felt, have her in the drawing room and yet what can one do with her? We have tried shutting her up in the garage, but that is dull. In open weather we can lock her out on the piazza, but she is apt to get from there into the billiard room where the guests are. The only plan seems to be to give her somewhere a cosy, little wee room for herself, either at the back of the ash-house, or else underneath the laundry.

The problems I have named are the principal ones — the ones that always recur in any large house of real class and standing. But there are a lot of others as well that I need not treat in detail. For example, there is the difficult question of how to keep Robert, the under-gardener, out of the kitchen. Robert would never have been engaged if it had been known that he was a dangerous man. But this was only reported by the house-keeper after Robert had been brought up and had been in the house a week. When you bring a man up you can’t bring him down.

And who is it that is stealing all the jewelry? We don’t like to make any fuss or disturbance. But another diamond ring went last night and one feels that something ought to be done.

My visits with my fashionable friends have been so much disturbed by perpetual conversation on these problems that I have decided to give them up altogether and to get back into my own class of society. I have some friends, real ones, who have a wooden house on an island where there is no electric light within twenty miles and where they use rainwater out of a barrel.

They have coal-oil lanterns to see by; they wear flannel collars and they pass the soap from one room to another as it is needed. The men cut the firewood, as required, and never keep more than half an hour’s supply on hand, and the girls do all the work because help can’t be got and they know ten different ways of cooking canned salmon.

I am going back there. For me that is the only real old summer stuff that is worth while. I was brought up on it and have never grown out of it. Anybody who likes may have my room and my tiled bath at Dogblastit.

 

How My Wife and I Built Our Home for $4.90

Related in the Manner of the Best Models in the Magazines

I was leaning up against the mantelpiece in a lounge suit which I had made out of old ice bags, and Beryl, my wife, was seated at my feet on a low Louis Quinze tabouret which she had made out of a Finnan Haddie fishbox, when the idea of a bungalow came to both of us at the same time.

“It would be just lovely if we could do it!” exclaimed Beryl, coiling herself around my knee.

“Why not!” I replied, lifting her up a little by the ear. “With your exquisite taste—”

“And with your knowledge of material,” added Beryl, giving me a tiny pinch on the leg— “Oh, I am sure we could do it! One reads so much in all the magazines about people making summer bungalows and furnishing them for next to nothing. Oh, do let us try, Dogyard!”

We talked over our project all night, and the next morning we sallied forth to try to find a site for our new home. As Beryl (who was brimming over with fun as the result of talking all night) put it, “The first thing is to get the ground.”

Here fortune favored us. We had hardly got to the edge of the town when Beryl suddenly exclaimed, “Oh look, Dog-yard, look, there’s exactly the site!” It was a piece of wasteland on the edge of a gully with a brickyard on one side of it and a gravel pit on the other. It had no trees on it, and it was covered with ragged heaps of tin cans, old newspapers, and stones, and a litter of broken lumber.

Beryl’s quick eye saw the possibilities of the situation at once. “Oh, Dogyard!” she exclaimed, “isn’t it just sweet?” We can clear away all this litter and plant a catalpa tree to hide the brickyard and a hedge of copernicus or nux vomica to hide the gravel pit, and some bright flowers to hide the hedge. I wish I had brought some catalpa seed. They grow so quickly.”

“We’d better at least wait,” I said, “till we have bought the ground.”

And here a sudden piece of good fortune awaited us. It so happened that the owner of the lot was on the spot at the time — he was seated on a stone whittling a stick while we were talking, and presented himself to us. After a short discussion he agreed to sell us the ground for one dollar in cash and fifty cents on a three years’ mortgage. The deed of sale was written out on the spot and stamped with a two-cent stamp, and the owner of the lot took his departure with every expression of good will. And the magic sense of being owners of our own ground rendered us both jubilant.

That evening Beryl, seated on her little stool at my feet, took a pencil and paper and set down triumphantly a statement of the cost of our bungalow up to date. I introduce it here as a help to readers who may hope to follow in our footsteps:

 



	
Ground site


	
..........


	
$1.50





	
Stamp for mortgage


	
..........


	
$0.02





	
Car fare


	
..........


	
$0.10
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Total


	
..........


	
$1.62






 

I checked over Beryl’s arithmetic twice and found it strictly correct.

Next morning we commenced work in earnest. While Beryl cleared away the cans and litter, I set to work with spade and shovel excavating our cellar and digging out the foundations. And here I must admit that I had no light task. I can only warn those who wish to follow in our footsteps that they must be prepared to face hard work.

Owing perhaps to my inexperience, it took me the whole of the morning to dig out a cellar forty feet long and twenty feet wide. Beryl, who had meantime cleaned up the lot, stacked the lumber, lifted away the stones and planted fifty yards of hedge, was inclined to be a little impatient. But I reminded her that a contractor working with a gang of men and two or three teams of horses would have taken a whole week to do what I did in one morning.

I admitted that my work was not equal to the best records as related in the weekly home journals, where I have often computed that they move 100,000 cubic feet of earth in one paragraph, but at least I was doing my best. Beryl, whose disappointment never lasts, was all smiles again in a moment, and rewarded me by throwing herself around my neck and giving me a hug.

That afternoon I gathered up all the big stones and built them into walls around the cellar with partition walls across it, dividing it into rooms and compartments. I leveled the floor and packed it tight with sand and gravel and dug a drain ten feet deep from the cellar to the gully about thirty feet away.

There being still a good hour or so of daylight left, I dug a cistern four feet wide and twenty feet deep. I was looking round for something more to dig by moonlight, but Beryl put her foot down (on my head while I was in the drain) and forbade me to work any more for fear I might be fatigued.

Next morning we were able to begin our building in good earnest. On our way we stopped at the fifteen-cent store for necessary supplies, and bought one hammer, fifteen cents; a saw, fifteen cents; half a gallon of nails, fifteen cents; a crane, fifteen cents; a derrick for hoisting, fifteen cents; and a needle and thread, for sewing on the roof, fifteen cents.

As an advice to young builders, I may say that I doubt if we were quite wise in all our purchases. The fifteen-cent derrick is too light for the work, and the extra expenditure for the heavier kind (the twenty-five-cent crane) would have been justified. The difference in cost is only (approximately) ten cents, and the efficiency of the big crane is far greater.

On arriving at our ground we were delighted to find that our masonry was well set and the walls firm and solid, while the catalpa trees were well above the ground and growing rapidly. We set to work at once to build in earnest.

We had already decided to utilize for our bungalow the waste material which lay on our lot. I drew Beryl’s attention to the fact that if a proper use were made of the material wasted in building there would be no need to buy any material at all. “The elimination of waste,” I explained, “by the utilization of all by-products before they have time to go by, is the central principle of modern industrial organization.”

But observing that Beryl had ceased to listen to me, I drew on my carpenter’s apron which I had made out of a piece of tar-paper, and set to work. My first care was to gather up all the loose lumber that lay upon and around our ground site, and saw it up into neatly squared pieces about twenty feet long. Out of these I made the joints, the studding, the partitions, rafters, and so on, which formed the frame of the house.

Putting up the house took practically the whole morning. Beryl, who had slipped on a potato bag over her dress, assisted me by holding up the side of the house while I nailed on the top.

By the end of the afternoon we had completed the sides of our house, which we made out of old newspaper soaked in glue and rolled flat. The next day we put on the roof, which was made of tin cans cut open and pounded flat.

For our hardwood floors, mantels, etc., we were fortunate in finding a pile of hardwood on a neighboring lot which had apparently been overlooked, and which we carried over proudly to our bungalow after dark. That same night we carried over jubilantly some rustic furniture which we had found, quite neglected, lying in a nearby cottage, the lock of which oddly enough, was opened quite easily with the key of Beryl’s suitcase.

The rest of our furniture — plain tables, dressers, etc. — I was able to make from ordinary pine lumber which I obtained by knocking down a board fence upon an adjacent lot. In short, the reader is able to picture our bungalow after a week of labor, complete in every respect and only awaiting our occupation on the next day.

Seated that evening in our boarding house, with Beryl coiled around me, I calculated the entire cost of our enterprise — including ground site, lumber, derricks, cranes, glue, string, tin-tacks and other materials — as four dollars and ninety cents.

In return for it we had a pretty seven-roomed house, artistic in every respect, with living-room, bed-rooms, a boudoir, a den, a snuggery, a doggery — in short, the bungalow of which so many young people have dreamed.

Seated together that evening, Beryl and I were full of plans for the future. We both have a passionate love of animals and, like all country-bred people, a longing for the life of a farm. So we had long since decided to keep poultry. We planned to begin in a small way, and had brought home that evening from the fifteen-cent store a day-old chicken, such as are now so widely sold.

We put him in a basket beside the radiator in a little flannel coat that Beryl had made for him, and we fed him with a warm mash made of breakfast food and gravel. Our printed directions that we got with him told us that a fowl eats two ounces of grain per day and on that should lay five eggs in a week. I was easily able to prove to Beryl by a little plain arithmetic that if we fed this fellow 4 ounces a day he would lay 10 eggs in a week, or at 8 ounces per day he would lay 29 eggs in a week.

Beryl, who was seized at once with a characteristic fit of enthusiasm, suggested that we stick 16 ounces a day into him and begin right now. I had to remind her laughingly that at 8 ounces a day the fellow would probably be working up to a capacity, and carrying what we call in business his peak load. “The essential factor in modern business,” I told her, “is to load yourself up to the peak and stay there.”

In short, there was no end to our rosy dreams. In our fancy we saw ourselves in our bungalow, surrounded by hens, bees, cows and dogs, with hogs and goats nestling against our feet. Unfortunately our dreams were destined to be shattered. Up to this point our experience with building our bungalow had followed along after all the best models, and had even eclipsed them. But from now on we met a series of disasters of which we had had no warning. It is a pity that I cannot leave our story at this point.

On arriving at our bungalow next day we found notices posted up forbidding all trespassers, and two sour-looking men in possession. We learned that our title to the ground site was worthless, as the man from whom we had bought it had been apparently a mere passer-by. It appeared also that a neighboring contractor was making serious difficulties about our use of his material. It was divulged further that we had been mistaken in thinking that we had taken our rustic furniture from an empty cottage. There were people living in it, but they happened to be asleep when Beryl moved the furniture.

As for our hen — there is no doubt that keeping fowls is enormously profitable. It must be so, when one considers the millions of eggs consumed every day. But it demands an unremitting attention and above all — memory. If you own a hen you must never forget it — you must keep on saying to yourself— “How is my hen?” This was our trouble. Beryl and I were so preoccupied with our accumulated disaster, that we left our one-day-old chick behind the radiator and never thought of him for three weeks. He was then gone. We prefer to think he flew away.

 

The Everlasting Angler

The fishing season is now well under way. Will soon be with us. For lovers of fishing this remark is true all the year round. It has seemed to me that it might be of use to set down a few of the more familiar fish stories that are needed by any one wanting to qualify as an angler. There is no copyright on these stories, since Methuselah first told them, and anybody who wishes may learn them by heart and make free use of them.

I will begin with the simplest and best known. Everybody who goes fishing has heard it, and told it a thousand times. It is called:

I

The Story of the Fish That Was Lost

The circumstances under which the story is best told are these. The fisherman returns after his day’s outing with his two friends whom he has taken out for the day, to his summer cottage. They carry with them their rods, their landing net and the paraphernalia of their profession. The fisherman carries also on a string a dirty looking collection of little fish, called by courtesy the “Catch.” None of these little fish really measures more than about seven and a half inches long and four inches round the chest. The fisherman’s wife and his wife’s sister and the young lady who is staying with them come running to meet the fishing party, giving cries of admiration as they get a sight of the catch. In reality they would refuse to buy those fish from a butcher at a cent and a half a pound. But they fall into ecstasies and they cry, “Oh aren’t they beauties! Look at this big one!” The “big one” is about eight inches long. It looked good when they caught it but it has been shrinking ever since and it looks now as if it had died of consumption. Then it is that the fisherman says, in a voice in which regret is mingled with animation:

“Yes, but say, you ought to have seen the one that we lost. We had hardly let down our lines—”

It may be interjected here that all fishermen ought to realize that the moment of danger is just when you let down your line. That is the moment when the fish will put up all kinds of games on you, such as rushing at you in a compact mass so fast that you can’t take them in, or selecting the largest of their number to snatch away one of your rods.

“We had hardly let down our lines,” says the fishermen— “when Tom got a perfect monster. That fish would have weighed five pounds — wouldn’t it, Tom—”

“Easily,” says Tom.

“Well, Tom started to haul him in and he yelled to Ted and me to get the landing net ready and we had him right up to the boat,” “Right up to the very boat,” repeat Tom and Edward sadly. “When the damn line broke and biff! away he went. Say! he must have been two feet long, easily two feet!”

“Did you see him?” asks the young lady who is staying with them. This of course she has no right to ask. It’s not a fair question. Among people who go fishing it is ruled out. You may ask if a fish pulled hard, and how much it weighed but you must not ask whether anybody saw the fish. “We could see where he was,” says Tom.

Then they go on up to the house carrying the “string” or “catch” and all three saying at intervals— “Say! if we had only landed that big fellow!”

By the time this anecdote has ripened for winter use, the fish will have been drawn actually into the boat (thus settling all questions of seeing it) and will there have knocked Edward senseless, and then leaped over the gunwale.

II

Story of the Extraordinary Bait

This is a more advanced form of fishing story. It is told by fishermen for fishermen. It is the sort of thing they relate to one another when fishing out of a motor boat on a lake, when there has been a slight pause in their activity and when the fish for a little while — say for two hours, have stopped biting. So the fishermen talk and discuss the ways and means of their craft. Somebody says that grasshoppers make good bait: and somebody else asks whether any of them have ever tried Lake Erie soft shell crabs as bait, and then one — whoever is lucky enough to get in first — tells the good old bait story.

“The queerest bait I ever saw used,” he says, shifting his pipe to the other side of his mouth, “was one day when I was fishing up in one of the lakes back in Maine. We’d got to the spot and got all ready when we suddenly discovered that we’d forgotten the bait—”

At this point any one of the listeners is entitled by custom to put in the old joke about not forgetting the whiskey — 

“Well there was no use going ashore. We couldn’t have got any worms. It was too early for frogs, and it was ten miles to row back home. We tried chunks of meat from our lunch, but nothing doing! Well, then, just for fun I cut a white bone button off my pants and put it on the hook. Say! you ought to have seen those fish go for it. We caught, oh, easily twenty, yes thirty — in half an hour. We only quit after we’d cut off all our buttons and our pants were falling off us! Say, hold on boys, I believe I’ve got a nibble! Sit steady!”

Getting a nibble of course will set up an excitement in any fishing party that puts an end to all story telling. After they have got straight again and the nibble has turned out to be “the bottom” as all nibbles are — the moment would be fitting for anyone of them to tell the famous story called:

III

Beginner’s Luck, or The Wonderful Catch Made by the Narrators Wife’s Lady Friend

“Talking of that big catch that you made with the pants button,” says another of the anglers, who really means that he is going to talk of something else— “reminds me of a queer thing I saw myself. We’d gone out fishing for pickerel, ‘dorés,’ they call them up there in the lake of Two Mountains. We had a couple of big row boats and we’d taken my wife and the ladies along — I think there were eight of us, or nine perhaps. Anyway it doesn’t matter. Well, there was a young lady there from Dayton, Ohio, and she’d never fished before. In fact she’d never been in a boat before. I don’t believe she’d ever been near the water before.”

All experienced listeners know now what is coming. They realize the geographical position of Dayton, Ohio, far from the water and shut in everywhere by land. Any prudent fish would make a sneak for shelter if he knew that a young lady from Dayton, Ohio, was after him.

“Well, this girl got an idea that she’d like to fish and we’d rigged up a line for her, just tied on to a cedar pole that we’d cut in the bush. Do you know you’d hardly believe that that girl had hardly got her line into the water when she got a monster. We yelled to her to play it or she’d lose it, but she just heaved it up into the air and right into the boat. She caught seventeen, or twenty-seven, I forget which, one after the other, while the rest of us got nothing. And the fun of it was she didn’t know anything about fishing; she just threw the fish up into the air and into the boat. Next day we got her a decent rod with a reel and gave her a lesson or two and then she didn’t catch any.”

I may say with truth that I have heard this particular story told not only about a girl from Dayton, Ohio, but about a girl from Kansas, a young lady just out from England, about a girl fresh from Paris, and about another girl, not fresh — the daughter of a minister. In fact if I wished to make sure of a real catch, I would select a girl fresh from Paris or New York and cut off some of my buttons, or hers, and start to fish.

IV

The Story of What Was Found in the Fish

The stories however do not end with the mere catching of the fish. There is another familiar line of anecdote that comes in when the fish are to be cleaned and cooked. The fishermen have landed on the rocky shore beside the rushing waterfall and are cleaning their fish to cook them for the midday meal. There is an obstinate superstition that fish cooked thus taste better than first class kippered herring put up in a tin in Aberdeen where they know how. They don’t, but it is an honourable fiction and reflects credit on humanity. What is more, all the fishing party compete eagerly for the job of cutting the inside out of the dead fish. In a restaurant they are content to leave that to anybody sunk low enough and unhappy enough to have to do it. But in the woods they fight for the job.

So it happens that presently one of the workers holds up some filthy specimen of something in his hand and says “Look at that! See what I took out of the trout! Unless I mistake it is part of a deer’s ear. The deer must have stooped over the stream to drink and the trout bit his ear off.”

At which somebody says — whoever gets it in first — says,

“It’s amazing what you find in fish. I remember once trolling for trout, the big trout, up in Lake Simcoe and just off Eight Mile Point we caught a regular whopper. We had no scales but he weighed easily twenty pounds. We cut him open on the shore afterwards, and say, would you believe it, that fish had inside him a brass buckle — the whole of it — and part of a tennis shoe, and a rain check from a baseball game, and seventy-five cents in change. It seems hard to account for it, unless perhaps he’d been swimming round some summer hotel.”

These stories, I repeat, may now be properly narrated in the summer fishing season. But of course, as all fishermen know, the true time to tell them is round the winter fire, with a glass of something warm within easy reach, at a time when statements cannot be checked, when weights and measures must not be challenged and when fish grow to their full size and their true beauty. It is such stories as these, whether told in summer or in winter, that the immemorial craft of the angler owes something of its continued charm.

 

Have We Got the Year Backwards?

Is Not Autumn Spring?

Once a year with unfailing regularity there comes round a season known as Autumn. For a good many hundred years the poets have been busy with this season as they have with all the others. Around each of them they have created a legend. And the legends are mostly untrue and need correcting.

For example, in spring there is supposed to be a tremendous gayety let loose. The young lamb is said to skip and play; and the young man’s fancy is supposed to turn towards thoughts of love. Anybody who has seen a young lamb humped up and shivering in April rain for want of an overcoat knows just how false this lamb idea is; and anybody who has seen a young man of today getting smoothed up for a winter evening party knows just when the real season of the lovers comes.

There are hawthorns in blossom in the lanes in the spring, and in the winter there are rubber trees in the restaurants with no blossoms at all. But the rubber tree sees more of love in one evening than the hawthorn does in its whole life.

The same kind of myth has gathered round the summer. The poets have described it as rich, luscious, glorious, crowned with flowers and drowsy with the hum of the bee. In reality, summer is the dead time. It is the time of the sweltering heat and the breathless nights, when people sleep upside-down with their feet on the rail of the bed; when there is no one in the city but the farmers and no one on the farms but the city people; in short when life is all disturbed, deranged, and out of sorts; when it is too hot to think, too late to begin anything, and too early to start something; when intellect dies, oratory is dumb, and national problems slumber. At such a time there is nothing of current interest except the expeditions to the North Pole and the rescue parties sent out to drag away the explorers.

Then comes autumn. The poet describes it as the decline of the year. The leaf withers. The russet woods shiver in the moaning wind. The poet on his lonely autumn walk talks with the shepherd on the mutability of life and all is sadness.

Now it occurs to me all this stuff about Autumn, as applied here and now, is nonsense. No doubt it was all true when men lived in woods and caves, shivered in the rain, and counted the days until the return of the sun. But in our own time the thing doesn’t fit at all. Autumn is the real beginning of the year, the new start after the dead season. Witness, in illustration, some of the glad signs that mark the oncoming of the Autumn season.

 

The Return of the Oyster:

I can imagine no more pleasing sight to the true lover of nature than the first oyster peeping out of its half shell. How dainty is its coloring! How softly it seems to lie upon its little dish! All through the dull, dead summer it has been asleep in its bed of mud, but now Nature has burst forth again and the oyster is back with us.

 

The Young Lamb:

And alongside of the oyster, look who is here too! The lamb, not the poor ungainly thing that humped up itself in the springtime in a feeble attempt to jump, but the true lamb, valued at a dollar a portion, and eaten along with autumn cauliflowers, Jerusalem artichokes, and October asparagus. With what eager eyes it is regarded by the people who have spent the summer in the country where there are no fresh meat and no vegetables. For the true aspect of the bounty of Nature, give me every time the sight of a butcher shop in autumn, with the pink lobsters nestling in the white celery, pure as snow. When the poet wanted inspiration he went and talked with a shepherd. I’d rather talk with a chef.

And the flowers! Ah, there now is something worth seeing. Look at these autumn chrysanthemums right out of the hothouses, and the gladioluses, or the gladiolalula — if that is the right plural. Even the beautiful big blue violets will soon be with us, at five dollars a bunch.

And no wonder we need the flowers, for with autumn the glad season of happiness is beginning again. Witness as the principal sign of it — 

 

The Re-opening of the Vaudeville Season:

All through the dull dead summer we have not seen a single “act.” We were away from town, or it was too hot, or the theatres in our vicinity were closed.

But now we are all back in our seats again watching The Seven Sisters — can they really be sisters — pounding out music from wine glasses, from sticks of wood, from cowbells — from anything they have handy. Here are again the two wonderful trapeze performers who hurl themselves through the air. So far we have never seen them break their necks. But, courage, a new season is beginning.

Here is the Magician with his cards, and the Strong Man with his dumb-bells, and the Trained Dog that actually sits on a stool. They are all back with us for the opening of another happy season.

The only trouble is to find time to go to see them. So many things are starting up into life all at once in this glad moment of the year. Not only Vaudeville is beginning but Football has opened up again. Here we are crowded into the stadiums — or rather, the stadiora — in tens of thousands, covered with college colors and chrysanthemums, in the bright autumn sunshine, with splendid seats only a quarter of a mile from the game.

Football having started means, of course, that the colleges are all reopening and when that happens we can feel our intellectual life that has been dormant in the dead heat of summer, come back again with a throb. Soon we shall be going again to popular lectures on Social Dynamics, and Intellectual Hydraulics — the kind of thing that brings learning right to the people and leaves it there.

And not only the colleges. The clubs — culture and brotherhood clubs — are all beginning a new season. There are the men’s luncheon and speaking clubs and the Ladies Fortnightly, and the Morning Musical, all starting in at once. All through the summer we have never heard a single address. Now in one week we can hear a talk on Mexican Folk Music, or on Two Weeks in Mongolia, or Ten Years in Sing Sing.

The new life is on the move. The dead leaves have been swept up and burnt. The trees no longer spoil the view. The motoring is fine. If the poet on his Autumn walk, sunk in reverie, gets in the way, let him look out or we’ll sink him where he’ll never come back.

Autumn, crowned with its wreath of celery and lobsters, is with us again!

 

Our Summer Convention

As Described by One of its Members

Our summer convention — the first annual convention of Peanut Men — has just been concluded and has been such a success that I feel I’d like to set down a little account of it in print.

The way it began was that a few of us — all peanut men — got talking together about every other business except ours having conventions and ours not being represented in this way at all. Everybody knows there are now conventions of the electrical men and the pulp and paper men, and even of professors and psychologists and chiropodists. And as everybody knows, too, these conventions are not merely for business and social purposes, but they are educative as well. People who go to a convention and listen to the papers that are read will learn things about their own business that they never would have thought of.

Anyway, we got together and formed an association and elected officers — a Grandmaster of the Nuts, and a Grand Kernel, and seven Chief Shucks and a lot of lesser ones — and decided to hold a convention. We restricted the membership — because that is always found best in conventions — and made it open only to sellers, roasters, buyers, importers and consumers of peanuts. Others might come as friends but they couldn’t appear as Nuts. To make the thing social it was agreed that members might bring their wives, as many as they liked.

We thought first of New York or Chicago as the place for us, but they always seemed too crowded. Then we thought of Montreal and a whole lot of members were all for it, partly because of the beautiful summer climate. But our final choice was Lake Owatawetness in the mountains.

It was a great sight the day we opened up the convention. We had flags across the street and big streamers with Welcome to the Nuts and things like that on them and all the delegates rode in open hacks and pinned on each was a big badge with the words I Am a Complete Nut. Underneath this motto was his name and his town and his height and weight and his religion and his age.

Well, we all went to the town hall and we had an address of welcome from the Grand Master. They said that it was one of the best addresses ever heard in the town hall and lasted just over two hours. Personally I can’t speak for it because I slipped out of the hall a little after it began. I had an idea that I would just ease off a little the first morning and wait till the afternoon to begin the real educative stuff in earnest. There were two other fellows who slipped out about the same time that I did and so we went down to the lake and decided we’d hire a boat and go down the lake fishing so as to be ready for the solid work of the afternoon. One of the fellows was from Wichita, Kansas, and was a Presbyterian and weighed 168 pounds, and the other was from Owen Sound, Ontario, not classified, and weighed 178 pounds and was five feet, nine and a half inches high.

We took some lunch with us so as not to need to get back till two, when the first big conference opened. We had a printed program with us and it showed that at the two o’clock session there was to be a paper read on The Application of Thermodynamics to the Roasting of Peanuts and we all agreed that we wouldn’t miss it for anything.

Well, we went clear down the lake to where we understood the best fishing was and it was a longer row than we thought. We didn’t really start fishing till noon — not counting one or two spots where we just fished for twenty minutes or so to see if any fish were there but there weren’t. After we got to the right place we didn’t get a bite at all, which made us want to stay on a while, though it was getting near the time to go back, because it seemed a shame to quit before the fish began to bite, and we were just thinking of leaving when a Methodist from Oshkosh, Wisconsin, who was nearby, caught a black bass, a real peach. There seemed to be a good many other boats coming down, too, and quite near us there was a Catholic delegate from Syracuse (five feet, eight inches) who caught a catfish and two Episcopalians (150 pounds each) from Burlington, Vermont, who seemed to be getting bites all the time.

So we decided to stay. We didn’t get so many fish but we all agreed that an afternoon on the water for health’s sake was a fine thing to put a man into shape for the convention work. We knew that in the evening Professor Pip of the State Agricultural College was to read a paper on The Embryology of the Nut and we wanted to be right on deck for that.

Rowing back just before supper time some one of us happened to mention cards, just casually, and the delegate from Owen Sound who was unclassified asked me if I ever played poker. I told him that I had played it, once or twice, not so much for any money that might be in it, but just for the game itself, as you might say. The man from Wichita said that he had played it that way, too, and that if you took it like that it was a fine game: in fact for a quiet evening’s amusement there was nothing like it. We all three agreed that if it hadn’t been for wanting to hear Professor Pip’s talk on The Embryology of the Peanut we could have had quite a little game, a three-handed game, or, perhaps, get in one or two of the other boys after supper in one of the rooms.

Anyway, after supper we went upstairs and began throwing down hands just to see what would turn up while we were waiting for the lecture time and the first thing we knew we got seated round the table and started playing and it seemed a pity to quit and go to the lecture. For my part I didn’t care so much because I am not so much interested in The Embryology of the Nut as in the selling of it.

Later on I saw a delegate (from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, a Universal Christian, six feet high) who said that he had spoken with a man who had heard the lecture and that it was fine. It appears there was only a small turn-out, smaller even than in the afternoon, but those who were there and stayed — some couldn’t stay — said that it was all right. They said it was too long — a lecture is apt to be too long, and that the professor spoke pretty low, in fact you couldn’t exactly hear him, and that you couldn’t understand the subject matter but the lecture itself was good. It was all right.

By the next morning we had the convention pretty well in full swing and you could see that the crowd were getting to know one another. This second morning was to be the big morning of the convention because the state governor was to give an address and everybody felt that it was a great honor to have him come. They had put up a sort of arch for him to drive under, with a motto Welcome You Big Nut. They say the governor was awfully pleased with it and still more when they made him a Chief Grand Nut at the morning ceremony.

I didn’t hear his address myself, not more than a few sentences. I couldn’t stay. He had just begun a survey of the history of the development of the arable land of the state (he had it all in his hand and was reading it) when I had to go. I had said something to some of the boys the night before about golf — and it appeared that the privileges of Watawetness Golf Club had been extended to us — and I felt that I mustn’t go back on it. It was disappointing, but there was no use worrying over it.

They said the governor’s address was great. It was too long, everybody admitted, and a few took exception to it because it was not exactly connected with the convention, and some criticized it because it was the same address that he had given to the Skiers and Snowshoemen Convention last February. But still it was good.

Playing golf cut me clean out of the afternoon session, too, as I didn’t get back till it must have been started. In this session the programme was to divide the convention up into little groups for intensive study of the peanuts, organized by Miss Mutt of the Botany Section of the State Teachers Association. Each study group was to take some topic under a special speaker and exhaust it. But quite a lot of the delegates had gone fishing, and some were playing pool and some were scattered round. It seems they couldn’t make up the groups except just the speaker in each group and Miss Mutt herself of course. So Miss Mutt gave them a talk on the Botany of Selling Peanuts. They said it was fine. It was too long, they thought, and would have been much better, ever so much better, if it had been shorter — quite short; but it was good.

That night was the big banquet. The governor stayed for it, and there was to be his speech and the Secretary of Agriculture and speeches from the Grand Master, and from Clergymen, and Teachers. In fact it looked pretty good and from all I heard it was considered a big success. The only thing against it was that some of the delegates had brought in some stuff into the hotel (I don’t know where they got it from), and a lot of them were slipping out of the banquet room and slipping up to the rooms where they had this stuff.

Some didn’t come down. They said quite a lot didn’t come down. I went up there for a while but I didn’t stay long, or not so very long, and when I got back to the door of the banquet room, one of the guests, a minister, was talking on the moral aspect of Importing Peanuts. So I didn’t stay, as I am more interested in the selling aspect.

The next morning I left early. There was to be another whole day and some mighty interesting papers to be read. But I felt I would be needed badly in my business at this time; in fact I felt pretty keen to get back to it. I saw many other delegates come away on the same train, a lot of them. They had taken off their badges, so I couldn’t tell their names and their religions but they all agreed that the convention had been a wonderful success and a great educative influence in our business.


Travel and Movement
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All Aboard for Europe

Some Humble Advice for Travellers

Every summer thousands and thousands of our people in America go across to Europe. They say that about fifty thousand people leave on the steamers every week. It’s either fifty thousand or five hundred thousand, or five thousand — I forget which. Anyway, there are a great many people travelling every year.

Some of them go because they need a change of air; some to improve their minds; some because they were tired of making money, and others because they were tired of not making money. And some again go to see Europe, before it all falls to pieces: and others go simply and plainly for a vacation because they want for a few weeks to be really happy.

It is especially for this last class that these few words of advice are written. If you want to be happy when you start off on a sea voyage you have got to be prepared to face a lot of disillusionment. You are going to find all through the trip the most striking difference between travel as it is pictured in the Guide Book and travel as it is in fact.

The difference begins at the very moment of embarkation. Here is what is said in the attractive Steamship Guide Book — done up in colors with a picture of two girls walking on a promenade deck, and swaying in the wind like rushes, while a young man goes past in flannels and a straw hat.

“What,” asks the Guide Book, “is more delightful than the embarkation on an Atlantic voyage? The size of the great steamer, its spotless decks, its commodious cabins, its luxurious saloon and its cozy library, thrill us with a sense of pleasure to come. As we step on board and look about us at the dancing waters of the harbor ruffled under the breeze from the open sea beyond, we feel that now at least we are entering on the realization of our dreams.”

Yes. Exactly. Only unfortunately, my dear reader, it is just at the very moment of embarkation that you are certain to discover that your black valise is missing. Your steamer trunk is there all right in your stateroom and the brown valise and the paper parcel that your aunt has asked you to deliver in Aberdeen when you land at Liverpool. But the black valise apparently is clean gone.

You certainly had it in the Pullman car and your sister remembers seeing it in the taxicab — but where is it? Talk about embarkation on the ruffled harbor and the unrealized dream! Who can think of these things with a valise missing and the huge whistle of the steamer booming out the time of departure?

No use asking that man in uniform; apparently he’s only one of the officers. Don’t try to fight your way up to the bridge and challenge the captain. He doesn’t know. Round the purser there are twenty people in the same condition as yourself, over one thing or another, all trying to get at him and bite him. There seem to be lots of stewards running up and down, but all they can do is ask you what number is your stateroom and say that the valise ought to be there. A conspiracy, evidently, the whole thing.

The result is that you are fussing up and down for half an hour and when at last the valise is found (in the next stateroom, owing to the simple fact that you wrote the wrong number on it), you are already far out at sea and have never seen the embarkation at all.

Never mind, there’s lots of the trip left yet. After all, listen to what the Guide Book says about our first morning at sea — 

“There is an extraordinary exhilaration,” it prattles on, “about the first day at sea. From the lofty deck of the great liner our eye sweeps the limitless expanse. All about is the blue of the Atlantic, ruffled with the zephyrs of a summer morning. We walk the deck with a sense of resilience, a fullness of life unknown to the dweller upon terra firma, or stand gazing in dreamy reverie at the eternal ocean.”

Oh, we do, do we? But I guess not. On our first morning at sea we have too much else to think of, even in the calmest weather, than mere reverie on the ocean. What is troubling us, is the question of deck chairs — how do we get one? — are they free, or do we have to pay? — and if we pay now, do we have to tip the man? — and which man is it that gives out our chairs? — and if we want to get our chairs next to Mr. Snyder from Pittsburgh, whom do we see about it?

There is room enough in this problem to keep us busy all morning; and even when we have got it straight, we start all over again with the question of what we do to get the seat that we want at the table. We would like to get ourselves and Mr. Snyder and Mr. and Mrs. Hopkins from Alberta all at the same table. Somebody has said to somebody that there’s a steward giving out seats or going to give out seats somewhere in one of the saloons or somewhere. That’s enough for us. That keeps us hot and busy all morning.

And you will find, alas my dear reader, that no matter what the Guide Book says about it, that kind of worry is going to haunt you all the way. When you have done with the valises and the deck chairs and the seats at the table you still have plenty of other problems to fret over, such as — 

The English customs officers — what do they do? Do they examine everything? Will they say anything about those canvas slippers that your aunt has asked you to deliver to her cousin in Nottingham (close to London)? If you explain that she made the slippers, does that make any difference? Or, at any rate, can you say to the man, “Oh very well, I’ll send them back to America rather than pay a cent on them?” In short, the English customs officers — what do they do? Travelers lie awake at night and think of that.

And along with that — 

At what hour will you land at Liverpool and will you be able to get the 11.30 train to London or will you have to wait for the 12.30? That’s an excellent one. Many travellers have thought so hard about that and talked so much about it on deck, that they never even noticed the blue of the sea, and the rush of the flying fish or the great dolphins that flopped up beside the ship.

But even allowing that you can perhaps get a train — some train — from Liverpool, more intense worries set in as we near the other side.

The question of letters, telegrams and marconigrams. When the purser says that he has no messages for you and no letters for you, is he not perhaps getting your name wrong. He may have made a mistake. Might it not be better to go to him again (the fourth time) and ask him whether he has got your name quite right? By all means, and let Mr. Snyder go too, and you can both stand in line at the purser’s window and fret it out together and thus never see the Norwegian sailing ship under full canvas two hundred yards away.

But there is worse yet — 

The ocean is crossed, the trials are over and the land is in sight. And again the little Guide Book breaks out in ingenuous joy!

“Land in sight! With what a thrill we go forward to the front of the ship and look ahead to catch a glimpse of the white cliffs of old England rising from the sea. All the romance of history and of exploration rises to the mind with this first view of the old land. We stand gazing forward, as might have stood a Columbus or a Cabot filled with the mystery of the New Land.”

Do we? No, we don’t. We’ve no time for it. As a matter of fact, we don’t get any such first glimpse at all. We are down below, wrestling with the problem of how much we ought to tip the bath room steward. Is eight shillings what he gets, or is six enough? We feel we need information, light, knowledge. We must try to find Mr. Snyder and learn what he thinks the bathroom steward ought to get.

And then, somehow, before we know it, and while we are still worrying and fretting over stewards and tips and baggage, our voyage is all over — the time is gone — and we are saying goodbye to the passengers and Mr. Snyder and Mr. and Mrs. Hopkins of Alberta, and the stewards and the purser — noble fellows they all seem now. But we have a queer sense of loss and disillusionment as if our voyage had not yet begun, and a strange longing that we might have it all over again and this time know enough not to spoil it with our poor meaningless worries.

My friend, this is a parable. As is the Atlantic voyage, so is our little pilgrimage in life, a brief transit in the sunshine from shore to shore, whose short days are all too often marred by the mean disputes and the poor worries that in the end signify nothing. While there is still time, let us look about us to the horizon.

 

The Gasoline Goodbye

And What Would Have Happened to the Big Moments of History If the Motor Had Taken a Hand in Them

In the days before the motor car, when a man said goodbye he shook hands and he was gone. If he was to ride on horseback, he made a brief farewell to each person present, shook hands, leaped upon his horse and was off.

Now that the motor car has come into use as the general instrument of visiting, this no longer happens. The people say goodbye, get into their motor car, and are not gone. They make an affectionate farewell and then sit looking out of their glass windows, while the car goes “Phut, phut — bang,” — and sticks there.

The more dramatic the goodbye, the more touching the farewell, the more determined the car always is to say “Phut, phut — bang,” and refuse to move.

Witness the familiar scene of the goodbye of the Joneses to the Smiths at 6 P.M. on any Sunday evening at any rural place where city people spend their vacation. The Joneses have motored over in their own car — a real peach, tin all over — and have spent Sunday afternoon with the Smiths, who have a cottage for the summer which they call OPEN HOUSE, and where they take care that nobody gets in at meal times.

When the time has come for the Joneses to go, they all mingle up in a group with the Smiths and everybody says goodbye to everybody else, and shakes hands with each one, and they all say, “Well, we certainly had a grand time.” Then they all climb into the car with Mr. Jones himself at the wheel and they put their heads out of the windows and they say, “Well, goodbye, goodbye!” and wave their hands.

And then the car goes— “Whr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r — phut, bang!”

A wisp of thin blue smoke rolls away and when it has gone the Joneses are seen sitting there, absolutely still. The car hasn’t moved an inch.

Jones at the wheel sticks his head down among the grips and clutches and says— “I guess she is a little cold,” and the Smiths say— “Yes, it often takes a little time to start them.” Then there’s a pause and nothing seems to be happening and then very suddenly and cheerfully the engine of the car starts making a loud — 

“Pur-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!”

On this, all the Joneses and all the Smiths break out into goodbyes again. All talking together:

“Well, come back soon — We certainly will — We sure had a great time — Remember us all to Alf — We certainly will — You certainly have a nice cottage here — We certainly enjoyed that lemonade — well — goodbye, goodbye, goodbye!”

And then the car goes— “Whir-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r — phut, bang!”

And there is another puff of blue smoke, and when it clears away, what is behind it? Why, the Joneses, right there in their car.

When the machine goes “bang!” all the Joneses in the car and all the Smiths standing beside the road are knocked into silence for a few seconds. Then Jones mutters— “Seems to be something wrong with the ignition” — and somebody else says— “She doesn’t seem to be feeding right” — and there’s a little chorus of— “Oh, she is just a little cold, they take a little warming up”— “she’ll start in a minute.”

And then again the machine begins, this time at a terrific speed, about a million revolutions to the minute — 

“Whir-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-R-R!”

At this happy sound the goodbyes break out all over again in a chorus.

“Goodbye — Look after yourselves — Tell Min we’ll see her Friday — goodbye — We certainly had a—”

“Bang!”

All stopped again.

This time Jones is determined that when the engine starts he’ll keep it started. There shall be no false alarms this time. “Let her get going good,” some of them advise him. And so when the engine next starts Jones doesn’t throw in his clutch but just lets her go on humming and roaring till everybody feels assured that this time the start is actually going to happen and the goodbyes erupt all over again.

The noise gets louder and louder, the conversation rises into shouts mixed with the “phut, phut, phut” of the machine, and then all of a sudden there’s a tremendous “bang!” and a volume of blue smoke and when it clears away — where are the Joneses?

Gone — clean gone, they seem to have vanished off the earth! At last you catch a glimpse of their car already two hundred yards away, disappearing in a cloud of smoke.

“They’re off!” murmur the Smiths, and the painful scene is over . . .

Thinking over all this, I cannot but reflect how fortunate it has been for mankind that the motor car was not invented earlier in our history. So many of the great dramas of history have turned upon farewells and departures that some of the most romantic pages of the past would have been spoiled if there had been any gasoline in them.

Take for example the familiar case of Napoleon saying goodbye to his officers and soldiers at Fontainebleau before going into exile. The fallen emperor stood beside the steed he was about to mount, turned a moment and addressed to his devoted comrades words that still echo in the ears of France. But suppose that he had said the same thing while seated in a little one-seater car with his head stuck out of the window. How inadequate it would have sounded: — 

“Farewell, my brave comrades — phut, phut — together we shared the labor and the burden of a hundred campaigns — phut, bang, phut — we must forget that we have conquered Europe — whir-r-r, phut — that our eagles have flown over every capital — bang — I leave you now for exile, but my heart forever will remain — whir-r-r, phut — buried in the soil of France, bang!”

Or take as a similar case in point the famous farewell to the nation spoken by George Washington as his last service to the republic that he had created.

General Washington, supposing there had been gasoline in those days, would have been reported as leaning out from the window of his sedan car and speaking as follows: — 

“Let America cultivate and preserve the friendship of the world — phut, phut — let us have peace and friendship with all — whir-r-r — and entangling alliances with none — bang! I have grown old in the service of this country and there is something wrong with my ignition. To each and all of you I bid now a last farewell — 

“Whir-r-r — 

“Farewell!

“Phut, phut, phut, phut.

“Farewell!

“Bang!”

 

Complete Guide and History of the South

Based on the Best Models of Traveler’s Impressions

In setting down here my impression of Southern life, Southern character, Southern industry, and what I am led to call the soul of the Southern people, I am compelled to admit that these impressions are necessarily incomplete. The time at my disposal — twenty-four hours less fifteen minutes while I was shaving — was, as I myself felt, inadequate for the purpose.

I could have spent double, nay treble, nay quadruple the time in the South with profit, and could have secured twice, nay three times, nay four times as many impressions. At the same time I may say in apology that my impressions, such as they are, are based on the very best models of travelers’ impressions which are published in such floods by visitors to this continent.

To one who has the eye to see it, the journey south from New York to Washington, which may be called the capital of the United States, is filled with interest. The broad farm lands of New Jersey, the view of the city of Philadelphia, and the crossing of the spacious waters of the Susquehanna, offer a picture well worth carrying away. Unfortunately I did not see it. It was night when I went through. But I read about it in the railroad folder next morning.

After passing Washington the traveler finds himself in the country of the Civil War, where the landscape recalls at every turn the great struggle of sixty years ago. Here is the Acquia Creek and here is Fredericksburg, the scene of one of the most disastrous defeats of the northern armies. I missed it, I am sorry to say. I was eating lunch and didn’t see it. But the porter told me that we had passed Fredericksburg.

It is however with a certain thrill that one finds oneself passing Richmond, the home of the Lost Cause, where there still lingers all the romance and glory that once was. Unluckily our train didn’t go by Richmond but straight south via Lynchburg Junction. But if it had I might have seen it.

As one continues the journey southward, one realizes that one is in the South. The conviction was gradually borne in on me as I kept going south that I was getting South. It is an impression, I believe, which all travelers have noted in proportion as they proceed south.

I could not help saying to myself, “I am now in the South.” It is a feeling I have never had in the North. As I looked from the train window I could not resist remarking, “So this is the South.” I have every reason to believe that it was.

One becomes conscious of a difference of life, of atmosphere, of the character of the people. The typical Southerner is courteous, chivalrous, with an old-world air about him. I noted that on asking one of my fellow travelers for a match he responded, “I am deeply sorry, I fear I have none. I had a match in my other pants yesterday, but I left them at home. Perhaps I could go back and get them.”

Another gentleman in the smoking room of whom I ventured to ask the time replied, “I am deeply sorry, I have no watch. But if you will wait till we get to the next station, I will get out and buy a clock and let you know.” I thanked him, but thought it the part of good taste to refuse his offer.

Every day one hears everywhere reminiscences and talk of the Civil War. Nearly everybody with whom I fell into conversation — and I kept falling into it — had something to say or to recall about the days of Lee and Jackson and of what I may call the Southern Confederacy.

One old gentleman told me that he remembered the war as if it were yesterday, having participated in a number of the great episodes of the struggle. He told me that after General Lee had been killed at Gettysburg, Andrew Jackson was almost in despair; and yet had the Southerners only known it, there was at the time only a thin screen of two hundred thousand union troops between them and Washington.

In the light of these conversations and reminiscences it was interesting presently to find oneself in Georgia and to realize that one was traversing the ground of Sherman’s famous march to the sea. Unluckily for me, it was night when we went through, but I knew where we were because during a temporary stoppage of the train, I put my head out of the curtains and said to the porter, “Where are we?” and he answered “Georgia.” As I looked out into the profound darkness that enveloped us, I realized as never before the difficulty of Sherman’s task.

At this point, perhaps it may be well to say something of the women of the South, a topic without which no impression would be worth publishing. The Southern women, one finds, are distinguished everywhere by their dignity and reserve. (Two women came into the Pullman car where I was, and when I offered one of them an apple she wouldn’t take it.) But they possess at the same time a charm and graciousness that is all their own. (When I said to the other woman that it was a good deal warmer than it had been she smiled and said that it certainly was.)

The Southern woman is essentially womanly and yet entirely able to look after herself. (These two went right into the dining car by themselves without waiting for me or seeming to want me.) Of the beauty of the Southern type there can be no doubt. (I saw a girl with bobbed hair on the platform at Danville, but when I waved to her even her hair would not wave.)

On the morning following we found ourselves approaching Birmingham, Alabama. On looking at it out of the car window, I saw at once that Birmingham contains a population of 200,000 inhabitants, having grown greatly in the last decade; that the town boasts not less than sixteen churches and several large hotels of the modern type.

I saw also that it is rapidly becoming a seat of manufacture, possessing in 1921 not less than 14,000 spindles, while its blast furnaces bid fair to rival those of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania and Hangkow, China; I noticed that the leading denomination is Methodist, both white and colored, but the Roman Catholic, the Episcopalian and other churches are also represented. The town, as I saw at a glance, enjoys exceptional educational opportunities, the enrollment of pupils in the high schools numbering half a million.

The impression which I carried away from Birmingham enabled me to form some idea (that is all I ever get) of the new economic growth of the South. Everywhere one sees evidence of the fertility of the soil and the relative ease of sustenance. (I saw a man buy a whole bunch of bananas and eat them right in the car.) The growth of wealth is remarkable. (I noticed a man hand out a fifty-dollar bill in the dining car and get change as if it were nothing.)

I had originally intended to devote my time after leaving Birmingham to the investigation and analysis of the soul of the South, for which I had reserved four hours. Unfortunately I was not able to do so. I got called in to join a poker game in the drawing room and it lasted all the way to New Orleans.

But even in the imperfect form in which I have been able to put together these memoirs of travel I feel on looking over them that they are all right, or at least as good as the sort of stuff that is handed out every month in the magazines.

 

The Give and Take of Travel

A Study in Petty Larceny, Pro and Con

I have recently noted among my possessions a narrow black comb and a flat brown hairbrush. I imagine they must belong to the Pullman Car Company. As I have three of the Company’s brushes and combs already, I shall be glad to hand these back at any time when the company cares to send for them.

I have also a copy of the New Testament in plain good print which is marked “put here by the Gibbons” and which I believe I got from either the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Montreal or the Biltmore in New York. I do not know any of the Gibbons. But the hotel may have the book at any time, as I have finished with it. I will bring it to them.

On the other hand, I shall be very greatly obliged if the man who has my winter overshoes (left on the Twentieth Century Limited) will let me have them back again. As the winter is soon coming I shall need them. If he will leave them at any agreed spot three miles from a town I will undertake not to prosecute him.

I mention these matters not so much for their own sake as because they form a part of the system of give and take which plays a considerable part in my existence.

Like many people who have to travel a great deal I get absent-minded about it. I move to and fro among trains and hotels shepherded by red-caps and escorted by bell boys. I have been in so many hotels that they all look alike. If there is a difference in the faces of the hotel clerks I can’t see it. If there is any way of distinguishing one waiter from another I don’t know it. There is the same underground barber surrounded by white marble and carrying on the same conversation all the way from Halifax to Los Angeles. In short I have been in so many towns that I never know where I am.

Under these circumstances a man of careless disposition and absent mind easily annexes and easily loses small items of property. In a Pullman car there is no difficulty whatever, if one has the disposition for it, in saying to a man sitting beside you, “Good morning, sir. It looks like a beautiful day,” and then reaching over and packing his hair brush into your valise. If he is the right kind of man he will never notice it, or at best he will say in return, “A beautiful morning,” and then take away your necktie.

There is, let it be noticed, all the difference in the world between this process and petty larceny.

The thing I mean couldn’t possibly be done by a thief. He wouldn’t have the nerve, the quiet assurance, the manner. It is the absolute innocence of the thing that does it. For example, if a man offers me a cigarette I find that I take his cigarette case and put it in my pocket. When I rise from my hotel dinner I carry away the napkin. When I leave my hotel room I always take away the key.

There is no real sense in this: I have more hotel keys than I can use as it is. But the fault is partly with our hotels. So many of them put up a little notice beside the door that reads, “Have You Forgotten Anything?” When ever I see this I stand in thought a minute and then it occurs to me, “Why of course, the Key!” and I take it with me.

I am aware that there is a class of persons — women mostly — who carry away spoons and other things deliberately as souvenirs. But I disclaim all connection with that kind of thing. That is not what I meant at all.

I would never take a valuable spoon, unless I happened to be using it at the table to open the back of my watch, or something of the sort. But when I sign my name on the hotel book I keep the pen. Similarly and in all fairness, I give up my own fountain pen to the telegraph clerk. The theory works both ways.

As a rule, there is nothing more in all this than a harmless give and take, a sort of profit and loss account to which any traveler easily becomes accustomed. But at the same time one should be careful. The theory may go a little too far. I remember not long ago coming home from a theatre in Trenton, New Jersey, with a lady’s white silk scarf about my neck.

I had no notion how it got to be there. Whether the woman had carelessly wrapped it about my neck in mistake for her own, or whether I had unwound it off her, I cannot say. But I regret the incident and will gladly put the scarf back on her neck at any time. I will also take this occasion to express my regret for the pair of boots which I put on in a Pullman car in Syracuse in the dark of a winter morning.

There is a special arrangement on the New York Central whereby at Syracuse passengers making connections for the South are allowed to get up at four and dress while the others are still asleep. There are signs put up adjuring everybody to keep as quiet as possible. Naturally, these passengers get the best of everything and, within limits, it is fair enough as they have to get up so early. But the boots of which I speak outclass anything I ever bought for myself and I am sorry about them.

Our American railways have very wisely taken firm grounds on this problem of property mislaid or exchanged or lost on the Pullman cars. As everybody knows when one of our trains reaches a depot the passengers leave it with as mad a haste as if it were full of smallpox. In fact, they are all lined up at the door like cattle in a pen ready to break loose before the train stops. What happens to the car itself afterwards they don’t care. It is only known to those who have left a hair brush in the car and tried to find it.

But in reality, the car is instantly rushed off to a siding, its number-placard taken out of the window so that it cannot be distinguished, after which a vacuum cleaner is turned on and sucks up any loose property that is left in it. Meantime the porter has avoided all detection by an instantaneous change of costume in which he appears disguised as a member of the Pittsburgh Yacht Club. If he could be caught at this time his pockets would be found to be full of fountain pens, rings and current magazines.

I do not mean to imply for a moment that our railways are acting in a dishonest way in the matter. On the contrary, they have no intention of keeping or annexing their passengers’ property. But very naturally they do not want a lot of random people rummaging through their cars. They endeavor, however, through their central offices to make as fair a division of the lost-and-found property as they can. Anyone applying in the proper way can have some of it. I have always found in this respect the greatest readiness to give me a fair share of everything.

A few months ago for example I had occasion to send to the Canadian National Railway a telegram which read, “Have left gray fedora hat with black band on your Toronto-Chicago train.” Within an hour I got back a message, “Your gray fedora hat being sent you from Windsor, Ontario.” And a little later on the same day I received another message which read, “Sending gray hat from Chicago,” and an hour after that “Gray hat found at Sheboygan, Michigan.”

Indeed, I think I am not exaggerating when I say that any of our great Canadian and American Railways will send you anything of that sort if you telegraph for it. In my own case the theory has become a regular practice. I telegraph to the New York Central, “Please forward me spring overcoat in a light gray or fawn,” and they send it immediately; or I call up the Canadian Pacific on the telephone and ask them if they can let me have a pair of tan boots and if possible a suit of golf clothes.

I have found that our leading hotels are even more punctilious in respect to their things than the railways. It is now hardly safe to attempt to leave in their rooms anything that one doesn’t want. Last month, having cut my razor strop so badly that it was of no further use, I was foolish enough to leave it hanging in a room in the Biltmore Hotel in New York. On my return home I got a letter which read: “Dear Sir: We beg to inform you that you have left your razor strop in room 2216. We have had your strop packed in excelsior packing and await your instructions in regard to it.”

I telegraphed back, “Please keep razor strop. You may have it.” After which in due course I got a further letter which said, “We are pleased to inform you that the razor strop which you so generously gave to this Company has been laid before our board of directors who have directed us to express their delight and appreciation at your generous gift. Any time you want a room and bath let us know.”


Great National Problems
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The Laundry Problem

A Yearning for the Good Old Days of the Humble Washerwoman

A long time ago, thirty or forty years ago, there used to exist a humble being called a Washerwoman. It was her simple function to appear at intervals with a huge basket, carry away soiled clothes, and bring them back as snow-white linen.

The washerwoman is gone now. Her place is taken by the Amalgamated Laundry Company. She is gone but I want her back.

The washerwoman, in fact and fiction, was supposed to represent the bottom of everything. She could just manage to exist. She was the last word. Now the Amalgamated Laundry Company uses hydro-electric power, has an office like a bank, and delivers its goods out of a huge hearse driven by a chauffeur in livery. But I want that humble woman back.

In the old days any woman deserted and abandoned in the world took in washing. When all else failed there was at least that. Any woman who wanted to show her independent spirit and force of character threatened to take in washing. It was the last resort of a noble mind. In many of the great works of fiction the heroine’s mother almost took in washing.

Women whose ancestry went back to the crusades very nearly, though never quite, started to wash when the discovery of the missing will saved them from the suds. But nowadays if a woman exclaimed, “What shall I do? I am alone in the world! I will open an Amalgamated Laundry!” — it would not sound the same.

The operation of the old system — as I recall it from the days of forty years ago — was very simple. The washerwoman used to call and take away my shirt and my collar and while she washed them I wore my other shirt and my other collar. When she came back we changed over. She always had one and I had one. In those days any young man in a fair position needed two shirts.

Where the poor washerwoman was hopelessly simple was that she never destroyed or injured the shirt. She never even thought to bite a piece out with her teeth. When she brought it back it looked softer and better than ever. It never occurred to her to tear out one of the sleeves. If she broke out a button in washing, she humbly sewed it on again.

When she ironed the shirt it never occurred to the simple soul to burn a brown mark right across it. The woman lacked imagination. In other words, modern industrialism was in its infancy.

I have never witnessed at first hand the processes of a modern incorporated laundry company using up-to-date machinery. But I can easily construct in my imagination a vision of what is done when a package of washing is received. The shirts are first sorted out and taken to an expert who rapidly sprinkles them with sulphuric acid.

Then they go to the coloring room where they are dipped in a solution of yellow stain. From this they pass to the machine-gun room where holes are shot in them and from there by an automatic carrier to the hydraulic tearing room where the sleeves are torn out. After that they are squeezed absolutely flat under enormous pressure which puts them into such a shape that the buttons can all be ripped up at a single scrape by an expert button ripper.

The last process is altogether handwork and accounts, I am informed, for the heavy cost. A good button-ripper with an expert knowledge of the breaking strain of material, easily earns fifty dollars a day. But the work is very exacting, as not a single button is expected to escape his eye. Of late the big laundries are employing new chemical methods, such as mustard gas, tear bombs, and star shells.

Collars, I understand, are treated in the same way, though the process varies a little according as the aim is to produce the Fuzzled Edge Finish or the Split Side Slit. The general idea, of course, in any first class laundry, is to see that no shirt or collar ever comes back twice. If it should happen to do so, it is sent at once to the Final Destruction Department, who put gun cotton under it and blow it into six bits. It is then labelled “damaged” and sent home in a special conveyance with an attendant in the morning.

Had the poor washerwoman kept a machine-gun and a little dynamite, she could have made a fortune. But she didn’t know it. In the old days a washerwoman washed a shirt for ten-twelfths of a cent — or ten cents a dozen pieces. The best laundries, those which deny all admission to their offices and send back their laundry under an armed guard, now charge one dollar to wash a shirt, with a special rate of twelve dollars a dozen.

On the same scale the washerwoman’s wages would be multiplied by a hundred and twenty. She really represented in value an income of fifty dollars a year. Had it been known, she could have been incorporated and dividends picked off her like huckleberries.

Now that I think of it, she was worth even more than that. With the modern laundry a shirt may be worn twice, for one day each time. After that it is blown up. And it costs four dollars to buy a new one. In the old days a shirt lasted till a man outgrew it. As a man approached middle life he found, with a certain satisfaction, that he had outgrown his shirt. He had to spend seventy-five cents on a new one, and that one lasted till he was buried in it.

Had some poor woman only known enough to pick up one of these shirts and bite the neck out of it, she might have started something really big.

But even when all this has been said there remains more yet. In the old days if you had a complaint to make to the washerwoman you said it to her straight out. She was there. And she heard the complaint and sneaked away with tears in her eyes to her humble home where she read the Bible and drank gin.

But now if you have a complaint to make to an Amalgamated Laundry Corporation, you can’t find it. There is no use complaining to the chauffeur in livery. He never saw a shirt in his life.

There is no use going to the office. All you find there are groups of lady employees sheltered behind a cast-iron grating. They never saw your shirt. Don’t ask them. They have their office work and in the evening they take extension lectures on the modern drama. They wouldn’t know a shirt if they saw it.

Nor can you write to the company. I speak here of what I know for I have tried to lay a complaint before a laundry company in writing, and I know the futility of it. Here is the letter I wrote:

 

To the Board of Directors,

The Amalgamated Universal Laundry Company

Gentlemen:

I wish you would try to be a little more careful with my shirt. I mean the pink one. I think you put a little more starch in the neck the last time than you intended and it all seems stuck together.

Very faithfully yours, — 

 

But the only answer I got was a communication in the following terms:

 

Dear Sir,

Folio 110,615. Department 0412. Received February 19th, 9.26 A.M. Read March 19th, 8.23 A.M. Sent down April 19th 4.01 A.M. Sent up May 19th 2 A.M.

We beg to inform you that your communication as above will be laid before the shareholders at the next general meeting. In answering kindly indicate folio, department, street, age and occupation. No complaints received under names or in words.

Yours,

Folio 0016.

 

After that I felt it was hopeless to go on. My only chance for the future is that I may get to know some beautiful rich woman and perhaps her husband will run away and leave her weeping and penniless and drinking gin, and then I will appear in the doorway and will say, “Dry your tears, dear, dear friend; there is prosperity for you yet; you shall wash my shirt.”

 

The Questionnaire Nuisance

A Plan to Curb Zealous Investigators in Their Thirst for Knowledge

Everybody who manages an office or carries on a profession or teaches in a college, is getting to be familiar with the thing called “questionnaire.” It is a sheet of questions or inquiries sent round broadcast and supposed to deal with some kind of social investigation. Some of these questions come direct from the insane asylums, but others purport to come from students, investigators, and social workers. But wherever they come from, they are rapidly developing into a first class national nuisance.

Here for example on my desk is a letter which reads:

“I am a graduate of the Myopia Woman’s College of Agricultural Technology, and I am making a special investigation of the government ownership of cold storage plants. Will you please write me the history of any three governments which you know to possess cold storage plants? Will you also let me have your opinion on coldness, on storage, and on plants?”

Here is another one that came in by the same mail:

“I am a social worker in Nut College, Nutwood on the Hum, and am making out a chart or diagram to show whether the length of the human ear is receding or going right ahead. Will you kindly measure your ears and let me know about their growth? Keep me advised if they start.”

Along with these are letters asking me to give my opinion, with reasons, whether or not elected aldermen are more crooked than aldermen not even fit to be elected; asking where I stand on the short ballot and what I think of prison reform and the union of the Presbyterian churches.

I have come to the conclusion that something decisive has got to be done about these questionnaires; so I have decided in the interests of myself and other sufferers to write out a model answer for one of them and afterwards to let that answer suffice for all the others. Here is the one that I have selected for answering. I didn’t make it up. It is the genuine article, as anyone used to these things will recognize at once.

It runs as follows:

 

“Dear Sir:

“I am an American college student and I have been selected along with Mr. John Q. Beanhead of the class of 1926, of whom you may have heard, to represent the Bohunk Agriculture College in the forthcoming debate against Skidoo Academy. Our subject of debate is to be on the question: Resolved, that the United States should adopt a parliamentary system of government. Knowing that you have the knowledge of these problems, and trusting that you will be pleased to answer at once, I have selected the following questions which I hope will not take too much of your valuable time to answer:

“1. How does the efficiency of the British government compare with that of the United States?

“2. Do you think the minority has too much power in the United States?

“3. What is your opinion of a democracy?

“4. What is a responsible government?

“5. How would the adoption of the British system affect our Supreme Court?

“I will sincerely appreciate any further suggestions which you may care to make in answer to these questions or concerning any advantage or defect of either system, or any other system.

“Yours truly.

“O. Y. KNOTT.”

 

The answer which I prepared for Mr. Knott reads as follows:

 

“Dear Sir:

“As soon as I heard from your letter that the big debate is on between Bohunk and Skidoo, I was thrilled with excitement. Can we win it? Can we put enough international energy behind you and Mr. Beanhead (Do I know of him? How can you ask it?) to drive the thing through? I want to say at once that in this business you are to regard my own time as absolutely valueless. I may tell you frankly that from now until the big debate is pulled off I purpose to lay aside every other concern in life and devote myself to your service. I couldn’t possibly answer your question in any other way.

“So now let me turn to your actual questions. You ask first, ‘How does the efficiency of the British government compare with that of the United States?’

“Here is a nice, straightforward, manly question. You won’t object if my answer is of rather extended length, and you must not mind if it takes me a week to get it ready for you. I shall not only have to handle a good deal of historical material, but I also propose to cable to Mr. Stanley Baldwin and ask him how the efficiency of his government is standing right now.

“Your next question asks whether the minority has too much power in the United States. Again a wonderfully shrewd inquiry. How do you manage to think of these things? Has it too much power? Let me think a little. In order to answer your question, I’m afraid I shall have to read over the history of the United States from the Declaration of Independence.

“You ask next, What is my opinion of a democracy? This I can answer briefly. It is the form of government under which you are permitted to live.

“Your next question is, ‘What is a responsible government?’ I admit the keenness of the inquiry. It is amazing the way you get to the center of things. But I am not prepared. Give me a month on this, if you possibly can.

“Your last question (for the present) reads ‘How would the adoption of the British System affect our Supreme Court?’ Here again I can hardly answer without perhaps fatiguing you with details. But I will write to Justice Taft and to Lord Reading and while we are waiting for their answers perhaps you would care to send me along a few more questions. I can be working on them in my spare time.”

 

I had written the above letter and then on second thoughts I decided not to send it. What would be the use? The kind of young man who sends out the questionnaires is quite impervious to satire.

The only thing to do is to try to form a league of grown-up people who refuse to be investigated. I propose to be the first in it. Henceforth I will answer no questions except to the census taker and the income tax man.

If any college girl is investigating the upward trend of mortality among mules or the downward movement of morality among humans, she need not come to me. If any young man is making a chart or diagram or a graph to show the per capita increase of crime let him go to the penitentiary. My door henceforth is closed.

 

This Expiring World

I have just been reading in the press the agonizing statement that there are only 4,000,000,000,000 cords of pulp wood left in the world, and that in another fifty years it will be all gone. After that there will be no pulp. Who is it that is consuming all this pulp, I do not know. I am sure that in my own home, apart from a little at breakfast, we don’t use any.

But the main point is that in fifty years it will all be finished. In fifty years from now, where there used to be great forests of pulp-trees reaching to the furthest horizon, there will be nothing but a sweep of bare rolling rocks, lifeless and untenanted, where nothing will be heard except the mournful cry of the waterfowl circling in the empty sky over what was once the forests of North America.

Or no — I forgot. It seems that there will be no waterfowl either. In the very same newspaper I read that the waterfowl of America are disappearing so fast that in another forty years they will be extinct. Parts of the country that only a few years ago were literally black with black duck, teal, ptarmigan, and pemmican now scarcely support one flamingo to the square mile. In another generation the whole continent will have turned into farms, fields, motor roads, and the motor cars will have penetrated everywhere.

Motor cars, did I say? I fear I am in error there again. In forty years there will be no motor cars. Gasoline, it is certain, is running out. Professor Glumb of Midnight, Alaska, has just made a calculation to show that at the rate at which we are using up the world’s gasoline, the supply will end in forty years.

He warns us that even now there are only 4,000,000,000,000,000 gallons in sight. There may be just a little more, he thinks, under the Red Sea; he has not been down, but he doubts if there are more than a couple of million billion gallons. In a little time it will be all gone. The motor cars will stand packed in rows and it won’t be possible to move them an inch.

And what is worse, it won’t be any use trying to substitute coal. There won’t be any. It is to run out the year before gasoline. Our reckless use of it all through the nineteenth century has brought us to the point where there are only 10,000,000,000,000 tons left. Assuming that we go on consuming it, even at our present rate, the last clinkers will be raked out of the last furnace in 1964. After that the furnace man will simply draw his salary and sit in the cellar: there won’t be a thing for him to do.

At first some of the scientists — such as Professor Hoopitup of Joy College — were inclined to think that electricity might take the place of coal as a source of power, heat, light, and food. But it appears not. The electricity is nearly all gone. Already the Chicago drainage canal has lowered Niagara Falls the tenth of an inch, and in places where there was once the white foaming cataract leaping in a sheet of water a foot thick, there is now only eleven inches and nine-tenths.

We may perhaps last on a little longer if we dam the St. Lawrence, and dam the drainage canal, and dam the Hudson — in short, if we dam the whole continent up and down. But the end is in sight. In another forty years the last kilowatt of electricity will have been consumed, and the electric apparatus will be put in a museum, and exhibited as a relic of the past to the children of the future.

Children? No, no, I forgot. It is hardly likely there will be any, forty years hence. The children are disappearing as rapidly as the gasoline and the waterfowl. It is estimated that the increase of the birth rate on this continent is steadily falling. A few years ago it was 40 per thousand, then it sank to 20, then it passed to 10, and now it is down to decimal four something. If this means anything it means that today we have an average of a thousand adults to decimal four something of a child. The human race on this continent is coming to a full stop.

Moreover, the same fate that is happening to gasoline and coal seems to be overtaking the things of the mind. It is, for example, a subject of universal remark that statesmen seem to be dying out. There may be a few very old statesmen still staggering round, but as a class they are done. In the same way there are no orators: they’re gone. And everybody knows that there is hardly such a thing left now as a gentleman of the old school. I think that one was seen a month or so ago somewhere in a marsh in Virginia. But that’s about the last. In short, civility is dead, polite culture is gone, and manners are almost extinct.

On the other side of the account I can find nothing conspicuous except the very notable increase of the criminal class. It has recently been calculated by Professor Crook (graduate of Harvard and Sing Sing) that within forty years every other man will belong to the criminal class; and even the man who isn’t the other man will be pretty tough himself.

In other words, the outlook is bad. As I see it, there is nothing for it but to enjoy ourselves while we can. The wise man will go out, while it is still possible, and get some pulp and a pint of gasoline and a chunk of coal and have a big time.

 

Are We Fascinated with Crime?

Most readers will agree with me that of late the newspapers have been fine reading. First there was the account of the new murder in Cleveland where the body was sent away by express. Then there was the story of the bob-haired bandit — it didn’t say whether man or woman — who held up an entire subway station and got clean away with the iron ticket office. There was the man who killed his mother-in-law and refused to give any reason, and the high-school girl of fifteen who shot the teacher because he tried to teach her algebra. Along with this there were two kidnappings, three disappearances of reputable citizens, two degeneracies and a little sprinkling of bank robberies and train wrecking in Arkansas. Take it all in all it made the morning paper well worth reading. With a sheet of news like that the trip on the street car to one’s work passes like a moment.

There were of course the foreign murders, too. But I generally keep them for my lunch hour. I find it hard to get up the same interest when they murder Turks and Finns and Letts as when you have the thing right at home. One body packed in a trunk in Cleveland and sent by express is better to me than a whole car-load lot of Letts. I get more out of it. But taking them all together and adding up the home and foreign crimes I found that yesterday’s paper was thirty per cent straight criminality. That I think is about a record and will compare very favorably with Soviet Russia or with the Dark Ages. Indeed I doubt if the Dark Ages, even in equatorial Africa, had anything on us in point of interest in crime.

My first feeling over this record was one of pride. But afterwards on reflection I began to feel a little bit disturbed about it, and to wonder whether as a race and a generation we are not getting morbidly fascinated with crime, and liable to suffer for it?

Our newspapers are filled with bandits, safe breakers, home wreckers, crooks, policemen and penitentiaries. The stories that sell best are stories in which there is murder right straight off on the first page. The sneaking fascination of the daring criminal has put the soldier and the patriot nowhere. Stories of brave men who give their lives for their country are now written only for children. Grown up people read about daring criminals, who talk worse English than the first year class at a college and call a trust company a “crib” and a bank manager a “stiff.” That is the kind of literature that is making Shakespeare and Milton and Emerson sound like a lecture on anthropology.

If a rich man is killed by his chauffeur in Tampa, Florida, and his body hidden in the gasoline tank, why should you and I worry? We don’t live in Tampa and we have no chauffeur and gasoline is too expensive for us to waste like that.

Yet a whole continent will have to sit up and read a column of news about such a simple little event as that.

I suppose that in a sense this hideous interest in crime and its punishment is as old as humanity. It must have created quite a stir when Cain killed Abel. On our own continent our oldest knowledge of manners and customs is the story of the Indian’s delight in torture, feebly paralleled by the Puritan’s pleasure in throwing rotten eggs at a sinner in the stocks. In what are now called the “good old times” in England, say about the time of the Tudors, people used to tramp long distances with a “lunch” in their pockets to go and see a man burnt in a sheet of white flame. One reads stories of people taking little children to executions and holding them up to see. Even when the days of the burning were over people still gathered in crowds of a morning round Newgate jail in London to see the hangings. Rare sport it must have been. For a specially good show they were there the night before, sitting up all night to hold the good places.

In what we call the civilized countries mankind has forbidden itself the pleasure of inflicting tortures and watching executions. But we are breaking out in a new spot. The same evil instinct finds another vent. Since we are not allowed any longer to go to executions and to take a personal part in crimes we like to read about them. And the vast apparatus of our press and our telegraph can give us opportunities in this direction of which our ancestors never dreamed. Think what could have been made by a first class New York newspaper organization, and by the moving picture people, of the burning of Latimer and Ridley? It seems like a lost opportunity.

Under our conditions we don’t have to confine ourselves, as the man of two centuries ago did, to the crimes of our own neighbourhood. We can gather them in from all the world. He had to be content with a hanging every now and then. We can have a dozen or two every day, and if we care to count Finns and Letts, easily a hundred.

But the moralist — that’s me — is bound to ask where is it leading us? What is the result of it on our minds and characters, this everlasting dwelling on crime. Somebody wrote long ago that — 

 

Vice is a monster of such hideous mien,
That to be hated needs but to be seen,
But too oft seen, familiar with her face
We first endure, then pity, then embrace.

 

The same is true of crime. The everlasting depiction and perusal of it corrupts the mind — not yours of course, my dear reader, because you are strong minded. But it corrupts the feeble mind. Personally I admit that I found myself reflecting on the man that killed his mother-in-law and gave no reason and wondering perhaps — but let it go.

Everybody knows that this North American Continent — the people of the United States, the Canadians, the Mexicans and the Eskimos — is undergoing a wave of crime such as was never known before. Some people attribute this to one thing, some to another. Some say it is because of the decline of Presbyterianism, and some say it is an effect of motor cars. But my own idea is that the chief cause of it is crime literature, crime news and universal outbreak of crime interest.

One naturally asks what are we going to do about it? Many people would immediately suggest that the first thing to be done is to amend the federal constitution of the United States so as to forbid all morbid interest in crime; and then to pass a series of state statutes for hanging anybody who takes too much interest in hanging.

I don’t think that the evil can be cured that way. That is a method of doing things that has worn pretty thin. In the United States and Canada we have got so many prohibitive and preventive statutes already that we are in danger of all being in jail before we are done with it. The only remedy is the slow but efficacious force of public opinion of what used to be called, in days before legislatures made statutes, the working of the spirit.

For social evils the first remedy is a social consciousness of the evil. If the community becomes conscious of its unwholesome morbid interest in crime, that already will start the cure. Sensible persons here and there will begin to take the mote — or the motor — out of their own eye — as a first step toward taking the beam out of their neighbors. Newspapers and magazine makers and moving picture makers have no innate desire to foist crime news on the public. They are probably sick of it. Left to themselves they would rather go fishing or dig in the garden. The notion that a newspaper reporter is half brother to the criminal is erroneous. In point of news, and amusements and pictures, the public always gets what the public wants. This is a pity, but it is so.

There is no need for anybody to start a “national movement” in this matter. Personally I refuse to join in it. I have been dragged into too many already — swatting flies, and going to see mother on May 11th, and never spitting except at home — my time is all taken up with them.

But anybody can start a movement by beginning with himself. That’s what I mean to do. Henceforth it is of no use for a newspaper editor to hand me out stories of crime and violence. I’m done with them. I want to read the quiet stuff — about how the autumn hoe crop is looking, and about the latest lectures on paleontology and how cold it has turned at Nome in Alaska. That kind of thing improves the human mind and does nothing but good.

 

But before I do start, I’d just like to have one little peep at that news I see in today’s paper about the man who murdered the barber in Evansville because he was too slow in shaving him. That sounds good, but after that I’m done.


Round Our City
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At the Ladies Culture Club

A Lecture on The Fourth Dimension

It has become a fixed understanding that with each approaching winter there begins the open season for the various Ladies Culture Clubs. I suppose that this kind of club exists in everybody else’s town just as it does in mine. We have one in my town that meets at eleven (every other Tuesday), has just a small cup of coffee and just a tiny sandwich, hears an hour’s talk, usually on music or art, and then goes home.

Then there’s one that meets at lunch, every second Thursday and every third Tuesday, quite informally, just eats a tiny beefsteak with a nice dish of apple pie after it and listens to a speech on national affairs, excluding of course all reference to political parties or politics, or public opinion, and all references to actual individuals or actual facts.

After that there’s a club, mostly of older women, which meets at three (without refreshments till after) and discusses social problems such as how to keep younger women in hand. This club meets every first Monday in the month unless it falls at the beginning of a week.

But the club that has most interested me recently is the Ladies Culture Club because I had the honor of visiting it a little while ago. The club was founded two winters ago — as was explained to me over the ice cream by the president — with the idea that it is a pity that women know so little of science and that nowadays science is really becoming a quite important thing, and when you think of radio and electrons and atoms and things like that one ought to know something about them for fear of your feeling ignorant.

So when the club was founded it was made absolutely and exclusively a woman’s club, men taking no part in it whatever, except that men are invited to be the speakers and to sit on the platform and attend the meetings.

The day I was there the meeting was held in the ballroom of the new Grand Palaver hotel, because that is a simple place suitable for science. There were no decorations except flowers and no music except a Hungarian orchestra which stopped the moment the lecture began. This is a rule of the club.

The attendance was so large that several of the ladies remarked with pride that it would hardly have been possible to get an equal number of men to come at three o’clock in the afternoon to listen to a lecture on Four Dimensional Space.

 

The great mass of members were seated in chairs on the floor of the ballroom with a certain number of men here and there among them; but they were a peculiar kind of men. The president and a group of ladies were on a raised platform and they had in the middle of them Professor Droon who was to lecture on Four Dimensional Space. In front of him they had put a little table with a glass and water, enough water to last a camel for a four days’ trip. Behind Professor Droon was a barricade of chairs and plants with spikes. He couldn’t escape.

The President rose and made the regulation announcement that there were a good many members who had not yet paid their fees this season and it was desirable that they should do so owing to the high cost of bringing lecturers to the club.

She then picked up a piece of paper and read from it as follows:

“The Pythagorean philosophers as well as Philolans and Hicetus of Syracuse conceived of space as immaterial. The Alexandrine geometers substituted a conception of rigid coordinates which has dominated all scientific thinking until our own day. I will now introduce Professor Droon who will address the members on Four Dimensional Space if the ladies near the doorway will kindly occupy the chairs which are still empty at the front.”

Professor Droon, rising behind the water jug, requested the audience in a low voice to dismiss from their minds all preconceived notions of the spatial content of the universe. When they had done this, he asked them in a whisper to disregard the familiar postulate in regard to parallel lines. Indeed, it would be far better, he murmured, if they dismissed all thought of lines as such and substituted the idea of motion through a series of loci conceived as instantaneous in time.

After this he drank half the water and started.

In the address which followed and which lasted for one hour and forty minutes, it was clear that the audience were held in rapt attention. They never removed their eyes from the lecturer’s face and remained soundless except that there was a certain amount of interested whispering each time he drank water.

When he mentioned that Euclid, the geometrician, was married four times there were distinct signs of amusement. There was a sigh of commiseration when he said that Archimedes was killed by a Roman soldier just as he was solving a problem in mechanics. And when he mentioned the name of Christopher Columbus there was obvious and general satisfaction.

In fact, the audience followed the lecture word for word. And when at length the professor asked in a whisper whether we could any longer maintain the conception of a discrete universe absolute in time and drank the rest of the water and sat down, the audience knew that it was the end of the lecture and there was a distinct wave of applause.

The comments of the audience as they flowed out of the hall showed how interested they had been. I heard one lady remark that Professor Droon had what she would call a sympathetic face; another said, yes, except that his ears stuck out too far.

Another said that she had heard that he was a very difficult man to live with; and another said that she imagined that all scientists must be because she had a friend who knew a lady who had lived in the same house all one winter with the Marconis and very often Marconi wouldn’t eat. There was a good deal of comment on the way the professor’s tie was up near his ear and a general feeling that he probably needed looking after.

There was a notice at the door where we went out which said that the next lecture would be by Professor Floyd of the college department of botany on The Morphology of Gymnosperms. They say there will be a big attendance again.

 

Our Own Business Barometer

For Use in Stock Exchanges and Stock Yards

Recently, with the assistance of a group of experts, I have been going into the statistical forecast business.

I have been led to do this by noticing how popular this kind of thing has come to be. All over the country there are banks and trust companies, and statistical bureaus and college departments that send out surveys of business conditions and prophecies of what good business is going to do. In any good high school the senior commercial class is prepared to work out a chart showing what “world conditions” are going to be next month.

I note that this kind of literature is having a wonderful popularity. Many people are so busy nowadays that they have hardly time to read even the latest crime news, such as how the bob-eared bandit held up the Grand Central Station and got away with the entire Information Stand. But they can always find a few leisure moments for reading about the probable effect of the failure of the Siamese rice crop on the motor car industry.

In other words, this kind of literature has come to stay. There is henceforth a regular demand for a wide-eyed, clear-sighted survey of the business field. It is for this reason that I have been led to go into it and with the aid of experts am prepared to offer for the use of business men a brief survey of the prospects of the globe for next month.

We decided, naturally, to begin with the discussion of export wheat. It is the custom of all survey makers to start with the wheat situation and we follow their example. We find that advices from Argentine, from Turkestan and from Simcoe County, Ontario, indicate that the wheat situation is easier than it was. My experts place the Russian output at about half a billion poods while the Egyptian crop is not likely to fall below two hundred million quids. Add to this a Chinese autumn production of at least a million chunks and a first impression is one of exuberance if not hilarity.

But other factors are less reassuring.

There is a visible supply of 10,000,000 bushels of wheat in the elevators at the head of the Great Lakes and 10,000,000 bushels in transit to Liverpool, but on the other hand the Japanese consumption of wheat bread has fallen 3.6 per cent in the last month and the Chinese will hardly touch it.

Disturbed political conditions in the Argentine republic may result in the cessation of Argentine export but on the other hand improved conditions in Soviet Russia may result in the liberation of the Russian supply. The wheat crop in Hindoostan is said to be in serious danger of destruction from rust but as against that the wheat crop in Persia looks great. Speculative buying on the European exchanges may force the price up but on the other hand speculative selling may force it down. Our expert opinion therefore is that we don’t know. Wheat may go up in price; but it may not.

General business conditions, in our opinion, show distinct signs of improvement but they also show unmistakable signs of getting worse. There were 2,100 business failures reported last month in the United States and Canada. But in a way that’s nothing. There are a great many people who deserve to fail. Bank deposits, however, increased from $21,161,482,936.84 to $22,668,931,056.48, or something like that; we are speaking only from memory.

Sterling exchange in New York opened for the month at $4.84, rose sharply to $4.84 /32, reacted to $4.83 and then moved steadily up to $4.89. Why it did this we have been unable to find out.

Meantime the Brazilian revolution has focused financial attention on the milreis. As far as we can understand what the milreis did, it seems to have risen upwards, fallen down, lain flat, tried to get up, failed, raised itself again and then flopped. Our experts are not prepared to give any opinion as to what the milreis will do next. Some people think this is a good time to buy it, but if it was ours we should sell it. We wouldn’t want it round the place.

The movement of prices has been in various directions, some up, some down and some sideways. There was a five per cent drop in Portland cement, and a ten per cent fall in pig iron. But we ourselves are not using any just now and were more affected by the rise of 2 cents a gallon in gasoline which hit us hard and shortened our investigations by about ten miles a day.

During the same period under consideration there have been strikes, lockouts, earthquakes, cloudbursts, insurrections and other disturbing conditions beyond even the power of a senior commercial class to calculate.

Taking all these factors into consideration our conclusion upon the whole is that we don’t know what business is going to do next month, and we don’t believe that anyone else does. It is our humble opinion that a problem which contains among its factors the weather, earthquakes, snowstorms, revolutions, insurrections, labor, the tariff, the wishes and desires of one and three quarter billions of human beings and the legislation of over a thousand legislatures is a little beyond us.

We will go a little further. We incline to believe, and our experts agree with us (they are paid to), that all this business barometer, statistical forecast stuff means nothing more than the age-long desire of the human race for prophecies. There is no doubt people like to listen to a good prophecy. Children have their fortunes read in the leaves of tea-cups. Servant girls pay a quarter to have a Negress do it with a pack of cards. And cultivated people pay five dollars to get a divination from a Persian astrologer hailing from East Thirteenth Street, New York.

And so the business man has started up his own particular form of divination in his new statistical forecast. Our advice to our business clients (as we do not propose to stay in the forecast business) is this. If you want a really good forecast don’t bother with all the statistics and the index numbers and the averages. Go and get your fortune told in the good old-fashioned way in words of this sort:

“There is a fair woman coming into your life and there is also a dark woman. One of them will bring you great happiness but beware of the other. You are going to strike a great opportunity of getting rich; but you are also in danger of getting poor. You have nerve but you lack confidence, but if you will cherish your belief in yourself you will never know what a boob you really are. One dollar.”

That is the kind of forecast that has been going since the days of the Pharaohs and is still the best known. Stick to it.

 

My Pink Suit

A Study in the New Fashions for Men

This morning I put on my pink suit for the first time, and I must say it looked too cute for anything. I felt of course that it was an innovation and a great change, but I was glad to be in it.

I suppose everybody has been reading all about the new fashions for men and how over in London and Paris all the men are wearing suits of pink and sky blue and chrome yellow. All the London and Paris papers that I have seen say that the new suits are a great success and that the idea is all the rage. But, as I say, everybody knows about that and I don’t need to explain it. I only wanted to talk about my own suit.

I had it made out of pink georgette undershot with a deep magenta and crossed with an invisible slate blue so that the material shimmers in the light with different colors, and when I walk up and down in front of a long mirror (I bought the mirror at the same time as the suit), the colors run up and down my back in ripples of moving light. The magenta color seems to suit my figure, though several of my very best friends say that personally they think that they prefer the slate.

I had two or three men over in the morning to sit up in my room and watch me walk up and down in front of the glass. Of course, ordinarily at that time of the day they would be at their business, but I just telephoned over to them and told them that my new suit was such a darling that they simply must come over and see it. So they came over and we just sat around while I put on one part of the suit after another and showed it off in the long glass.

They all agreed that the color was lovely and they said they were just crazy to get a suit like mine. One said that he thought that for himself the color might be a little young and that for his age he would rather have a bottle green or a peacock blue — something a little older, but I told him that I was quite sure he could wear anything just as young as anybody. In fact, I know a man who is past sixty, who can wear pink for evening wear, and who looks just as young in it as anybody else would.

Perhaps I should explain, as I know a lot of my friends would like to know about it, just how I had my suit cut. The coat is made rather full at the chest and then brought in at the waist line and cut out again very full about the hips with gores and with ruffled insertions of pleated chiffon at the point where the back falls to the hips.

It has a ruching round the neck and is wattled around the collar with an accordion frill brought round just below the ears and then thrown back so as to show the back of the neck. Some of my friends thought that instead of a ruching they would rather have had a little frill of lace so cut as to show the throat. But I doubt whether, with my throat, this would be so good.

The buttons are in a large size of mother-of-pearl and are carried in a bold line edgeways from the shoulder to the waist with two more buttons larger still, behind at the place where the back dips in above the hips.

Everybody agreed that the buttons are very bold, but they thought that they would be quieter on the street than in the house.

The waistcoat is cut very simply and snugly so as to show the curve of the stomach as far as possible. It has just one little pink bow at the bottom, but beyond that it is quite plain. One or two of my friends thought that it might be a little too severe, but most of us agreed that though it might seem severe indoors it wouldn’t be so at all out of doors, especially on high ground.

The trousers are cut very snug around the line of the hips with gored insertion at each side so as to give free play for leaping or jumping and then are flared out to the knee where they are quite full and wide. They end, absolutely, only a little way below the knee and of course they need to be worn over clocked stockings or else I have to have my legs tattooed. They seem terribly short when I put them on, but everybody says that it is the length they are wearing in Paris and in London and that some of the men are even cutting off their trousers half way between the waistcoat and the knee.

I must say that I felt a little strange in my pink suit when I went out presently on the street in it. One of the men asked me to lunch with him, so I went out in my suit with just a little straw hat, half-size, and a bunch of violets in the lapel of my coat. I felt quite shy at first and quite different from my usual self, and I think I even blushed when some one came across to my table at lunch and told me he had never seen me look so well.

I went over to my office in the afternoon and the very first person who came in to do business with me said he was delighted with my suit, and so we sat and talked about it for a long time and he told me of an awfully good shirtmaker that he could recommend if I wanted to get some of the shirts they are wearing. He said that over in London they are all going in for fancy shirts to match the new suits and that the colors they wear are the most daring you can imagine. He told me that a friend of his, quite an elderly man, had just got back from the other side wearing a canary-colored shirt with pussy willow tassels round his neck, and that it was really quite becoming.

Other people came into my office later in the day and we did nothing but talk about the new styles and how delicious it is going to be for men to dress in all the colors they like to wear.

On my way home in the street car which was rather crowded, a man got up and gave me his seat, and of course I thanked him with a smile that showed all my teeth, but I didn’t speak to him because I wasn’t sure whether I ought to speak to strangers in my pink suit.

Well, when I got home I first stood and looked at myself in the long glass for quite a while. And then — I don’t know just why — I went and took off my new pink costume and put on the old gray suit that I had worn the day before. It was made, as far as I remember, about two and a half, or else four and a half, years ago.

It has no ruching, crocheting, or insertions in it, and it isn’t flared or gored or pleated, and it doesn’t sweep boldly round the hips or the neck or anywhere. It has a bulge here and there where I have sat on it or knelt in it or hung it on the electric light. The pockets of it stick out a good deal from having been filled up with pipes and tins of tobacco and fishing tackle. There is more or less ink on it, but nothing that really injures it for use.

Somehow I think I’ll go back to it.

 

Why I Left Our Social Workers Guild

We recently started in our town — as I suppose most people would have started in most towns — an organization called the Social Workers’ Guild. Our idea was that we would try to do good in the community around us. We would send children from the slums down to the sea, and bring children up from the sea to go to college. Wherever we find a poor widow living in a basement with a string of children and a new baby appearing every year, we would turn up on the threshold with a great basketful of toys. If the plumber was out of work and nearly in despair, just then one of our agents would drop a broken furnace in his lap. Anybody who has ever felt the fascination of that kind of thing, knows just what I mean.

And the best of it all was that all the cost of doing good was to be met by the proceeds of entertainments and amusements organized by the Guild, so that really we gave our money without knowing it and had all the fun thrown in.

I don’t want to say a single word against the general idea of such Social Guilds as ours. They are certainly very noble in intention. But as I have been led to terminate absolutely and forever my own membership of the Guild, I will explain the reason for my doing so by publishing my correspondence with Mr. J. Brazil Nut, the secretary of the league, or rather the series of letters sent by Mr. Brazil Nut to me.

 

Letter No. 1

 

Dear Sir,

I beg to inform you that the Committee of the Guild has discovered a very distressing case of a family who came here from Cyprus two years ago and are anxious to return home but are unable to do so. At the present time they are living in a small apartment of which we need only to say that not a single window faces the south, that there is no elevator although the place is three stories high, and that the condition of the front steps is deplorable and the door bell apparently permanently out of order. The landlord, we regret to say, stubbornly refuses to knock the place down.

The father of the family is a good workman and only too willing to work. His trade is that of a camel driver and hitherto he has been unable to find a camel. But he says that if money could be found he would go back to Cyprus where he knows of a camel.

Our Committee considering the case a deserving one, has decided to hold a dance in the Social Workers’ Hall on Saturday evening next. It is proposed to engage Bimbasti’s orchestra and, in view of the distressing nature of the case, to serve a light supper for which tables may be reserved by telephone. The price of the tickets, of which I am venturing to send you two, will be $10.00 each, the ticket carrying with it the privilege of eating supper, or of leaving without eating it, as may be preferred.

Yours very faithfully,

J. Brazil Nut

Secretary of the S.W.G.

 

Letter No. 2

 

Dear Sir,

I have much pleasure in thanking you for your very generous subscription for two tickets for the dance and supper given last week by the Guild in aid of a distressed family from Cyprus, and informing you that the affair was organized and carried through with great success and with great enjoyment by all concerned. Some fifty couples participated in the dancing, and the whole, or at least seventy-five per cent, of the supper was eaten on the spot.

Unfortunately the expenses of the affair proved more heavy than was expected. Taking into account the fee for Bimbasti’s orchestra and the cost of bunting, flowers and supper, our Committee is faced with a deficit of about five hundred dollars. Some of the ladies of the Committee have proposed that we give the entire deficit to the family from Cyprus, or perhaps try to buy them a camel with it.

But the general feeling is in favor of carrying the deficit forward and wiping it out by an informal vaudeville entertainment to be held in the Hall of the Guild next Saturday evening. In view of the high cost of the talent to be engaged we have decided to place the tickets at $25.00 or three for $100.00. I am venturing to send you five, which you are at entire liberty to keep, and send me the money, or, if you prefer to do so, you may return the tickets with the money.

Meantime I regret to say that our field committee has reported one or two more very distressing cases. We have on our hands the case of a man, a master mechanic, by trade a maker of blow torches, who appears hopelessly addicted to drink. The man himself confesses that he is quite unable to get along without alcohol. Our workers find it extremely difficult, under present conditions, to get him any. But they think, and the man himself agrees, that if they could give this man a sea trip to South America he would need no alcohol at least until his return. Our Committee are also anxious to obtain funds to buy a wooden leg, for a professional beggar who needs it in his business. It seems that he has inadvertently lost the leg he had. A week ago after his work he put his leg into his valise and carried it home as usual. But there in some way it disappeared.

It is now proposed that all these cases shall be collectively disposed of by our special vaudeville entertainment, and I trust that you will undertake to take at least five tickets.

Very faithfully,

J. Brazil Nut

Secretary of the S.W.G.

 

Letter No. 3

 

Dear Sir,

In thanking you for your very generous subscription for five tickets for the Guild Vaudeville entertainment of last Saturday which you were not able to attend, I desire to inform you that the performance was an unqualified success. Although slightly delayed in starting and not beginning until a quarter to eleven and briefly interrupted later on by the going out of the electric lights for half an hour, the whole affair was most enjoyable. The amateur performance of our treasurer Mr. Jones with the dumb-bells — quite as heavy as anything seen on the stage — was voted extraordinary and the Social Guild Girls Christian Chorus might have been mistaken for regular music hall work.

Unfortunately the paid numbers cost us heavily and out of all proportion to our receipts. I regret to say that we are face to face with a deficit of some two thousand dollars.

In order to avoid the heavy personal assessment represented by this sum, our committee now proposes to hold, three weeks from today, an indoor Kermesse or Bazaar to last for three days. It is suggested that we engage the armories building and have the floor divided up into booths with little streets in between, with a restaurant and dance floor. The Kermesse will undertake the sale of a great variety of goods which will be purchased in advance by funds advanced by various members of the Guild who have been elected Patrons and Associate Patrons. It is understood that any Associate Patron may advance $1,000, receiving it back out of the profits, while a Patron has the privilege of advancing $2,000. I am glad to inform you that you have been elected unanimously to be a patron.

Our needs of the profits of this Kermesse are all the greater insomuch as the cases reported by our field workers increase in numbers and in gravity. We have before us the cast of a family from Honolulu who have recently arrived here and are sorry that they came. They think they would like to go to Tugugigalpa in Honduras — either there or Winnipeg. We have also a skilled mechanic, very deserving, whose trade was making eye-pieces for the periscopes of German submarines and who is unable to find work.

But we look confidently to the success of our forthcoming Kermesse to put everything on a new footing.

Very faithfully yours,

J. Brazil Nut

 

Letter No. 4

 

Dear Sir,

In writing to inform you of the disastrous failure of the Kermesse, held by this Guild, for which your name was put down as a Patron, we feel it only proper to say that the failure was due to no lack of interest or enthusiasm on the part of our members. The careful revision of our accounts by experts seems to show that the financial failure arose very largely from the fact that the articles disposed of were sold at a much lower price than what was paid for them. Some of our best experts agree that this would involve a loss of money. But others note that we lost money also from the fact that we had to pay for rent, for heat, for light as well as for illumination and warmth.

But all agree that there need have been no loss if the premises had been bigger, the restaurant larger, the music louder, the crowds greater and the deficit heavier. I am now laying before our committee a plan for holding a Winter Festival which is to last one month. It will be held in one of the larger hotels, the entire building being taken over for our purpose. We shall also take over one of the railway stations and probably one of the abattoirs and two or three of the larger provision houses.

As before we are nominating patrons who are entitled to underwrite, or subscribe, or guarantee, any sum over $50,000 which they feel disposed to offer. All such sums will be paid back on the last day of the festival.

Yours very faithfully,

J. Brazil Nut

 

Letter No. 5

(This time from the Honorary President of the Society — Mr. Tridout Solidhead, one of our leading business men.)

 

Dear Sir,

In refusing to accept your very generous resignation from the Social Workers Guild, I beg to inform you that we have decided to suspend for the present the plan of a winter festival proposed by Mr. Brazil Nut. Instead of this we are accepting the resignation of Mr. Nut from his position of secretary and we are proposing to give him a gold watch with a chain and padlock as a mark of our esteem. The presentation will be made at a dinner which will be given to Mr. Nut before he is taken away to where he is going. I am sure that you will be delighted to subscribe to the dinner (25 cents) and to the cost of the watch (10 cents per member).

Our new committee have looked into some of our urgent field cases and disposed of them. It appears that the family from Cyprus were alluding to Cyprus, Ohio, and we have invited them to walk there. The man from Honolulu we are having taught by a Negro to play the Hawaiian ukelele, and we have got for the man with the wooden leg a situation as a timber cruiser with a lumber company.

We have meantime put the question of the back deficit into the hands of a group of business men. They propose to wipe it out by holding a small entertainment at which (by a special license from the municipality) they will operate a roulette table, and a faro bank, with the sale of cold drinks, selected by a business committee, on the side. They are now looking for a suitable place, about twelve by fifteen, to hold this entertainment in.

Meantime we trust you will reconsider your resignation. We are having this matter of a public charity looked into by some of our best business men. Already they incline to the idea that if it is carried on in the right spirit and with proper energy and self-sacrifice, there may be money in it.

Very sincerely,

A. Tridout Solidhead


The Christmas Ghost

[image: img53.jpg]

Unemployment in One of our Oldest Industries

The other night I was sitting up late — away after nine o’clock — thinking about Christmas because it was getting near at hand. And, like everybody else who muses on that subject, I was thinking of the great changes that have taken place in regard to Christmas. I was contrasting Christmas in the old country house of a century ago, with the fires roaring up the chimneys, and Christmas in the modern apartment on the ninth floor with the gasoline generator turned on for the maid’s bath.

I was thinking of the old stage coach on the snowy road with its roof piled high with Christmas turkeys and a rosy-faced “guard” blowing on a keybugle and the passengers getting down every mile or so at a crooked inn to drink hot spiced ale — and I was comparing all that with the upper berth No. 6, car 220, train No. 53.

I was thinking of the Christmas landscape of long ago when night settled down upon it with the twinkle of light from the houses miles apart among the spruce trees, and contrasting the scene with the glare of motor lights upon the highways of today. I was thinking of the lonely highwayman shivering round with his clumsy pistols, and comparing the poor fellow’s efforts with the high class bandits of today blowing up a steel express car with nitroglycerine and disappearing in a roar of gasoline explosions.

In other words I was contrasting yesterday and today. And on the whole yesterday seemed all to the good.

Nor was it only the warmth and romance and snugness of the old Christmas that seemed superior to our days, but Christmas carried with it then a special kind of thrill with its queer terrors, its empty heaths, its lonely graveyards, and its house that stood alone in a wood, haunted.

And thinking of that it occurred to me how completely the ghost business seems to be dying out of our Christmas literature. Not so very long ago there couldn’t be a decent Christmas story or Christmas adventure without a ghost in it, whereas nowadays — 

And just at that moment I looked and saw that there was a ghost in the room.

I can’t imagine how he got in, but there he was, sitting in the other easy chair in the dark corner away from the firelight. He had on my own dressing gown and one saw but little of his face.

“Are you a ghost?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, “worse luck, I am.”

I noticed as he spoke that he seemed to wave and shiver as if he were made of smoke. I couldn’t help but pity the poor fellow, he seemed so immaterial.

“Do you mind,” he went on, in the same dejected tone, “if I sit here and haunt you for a while?”

“By all means,” I said, “please do.”

“Thanks,” he answered, “I haven’t had anything decent to work on for years and years. This is Christmas eve, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said, “Christmas Eve.”

“Used to be my busiest night,” the ghost complained, “best night of the whole year — and now — say,” he said, “would you believe it! I went down this evening to that dinner dance they have at the Ritz Carlton and I thought I’d haunt it — thought I’d stand behind one of the tables as a silent spectre, the way I used to in King George III’s time—”

“Well?” I said.

“They put me out!” groaned the ghost, “the head waiter came up to me and said that he didn’t allow silent spectres in the dining room. I was put out.” He groaned again.

“You seem,” I said, “rather down on your luck?”

“Can you wonder?” said the ghost, and another shiver rippled up and down him. “I can’t get anything to do. Talk of the unemployed — listen!” he went on, speaking with something like animation, “let me tell you the story of my life—”

“Can you make it short?” I said.

“I’ll try. A hundred years ago—”

“Oh, I say!” I protested.

“I committed a terrible crime, a murder on the highway—”

“You’d get six months for that nowadays,” I said.

“I was never detected. An innocent man was hanged. I died but I couldn’t rest. I haunted the house beside the highway where the murder had been done. It had happened on Christmas Eve, and so, every year on that night—”

“I know,” I interrupted, “you were heard dragging round a chain and moaning and that sort of thing; I’ve often read about it.”

“Precisely,” said the ghost, “and for about eighty years it worked out admirably. People became afraid, the house was deserted, trees and shrubs grew thick around it, the wind whistled through its empty chimneys and its broken windows, and at night the lonely wayfarer went shuddering past and heard with terror the sound of a cry scarce human, while a cold sweat—”

“Quite so,” I said, “a cold sweat. And what next?”

“The days of the motor car came and they paved the highways and knocked down the house and built a big garage there, with electricity as bright as day. You can’t haunt a garage, can you? I tried to stick on and do a little groaning, but nobody seemed to pay attention; and anyway, I got nervous about the gasoline. I’m too immaterial to be round where there’s gasoline. A fellow would blow up, wouldn’t he?”

“He might,” I said, “so what happened?”

“Well, one day somebody in the garage actually saw me and he threw a monkey wrench at me and told me to get to hell out of the garage. So I went.”

“And after that?”

“I haunted round; I’ve kept on haunting round, but it’s no good, there’s nothing in it. Houses, hotels, I’ve tried it all. Once I thought that if I couldn’t make a hit any other way, at least I could haunt children. You remember how little children used to live in terror of ghosts and see them in the dark corners of their bedrooms? Well, I admit it was a low down thing to do, but I tried that.”

“And it didn’t work?”

“Work! I should say not. I went one night to a bedroom where a couple of little boys were sleeping and I started in with a few groans and then half materialized myself, so that I could just be seen. One of the kids sat up in bed and nudged the other and said, ‘Say! I do believe there’s a ghost in the room!’ And the other said, ‘Hold on; don’t scare him. Let’s get the radio set and see if it’ll go right through him.’

“They both hopped out of bed as brisk as bees and one called downstairs, ‘Dad, we’ve got a ghost up here! We don’t know whether he’s just an emanation or partially material. We’re going to stick the radio into him—’ Believe me,” continued the ghost, “that was all I waited to hear. Electricity just knocks me edgeways.”

He shuddered. Then he went on.

“Well it’s been like that ever since — nowhere to go and nothing to haunt. I’ve tried all the big hotels, railway stations, everywhere. Once I tried to haunt a Pullman car, but I had hardly started before I observed a notice, ‘Quiet is requested for those already retired,’ and I had to quit.”

“Well, then,” I said, “why don’t you just get immaterial or dematerial or whatever you call it, and keep so? Why not go away wherever you belong and stay there?”

“That’s the worst of it,” answered the ghost, “they won’t let us. They haul us back. These spiritualists have learned the trick of it and they just summon us up any time they like. They get a dollar apiece for each materialization, but what do we get?”

The ghost paused and a sort of spasm went all through him. “Gol darn it,” he exclaimed, “they’re at me now. There’s a group of fools somewhere sitting round a table at a Christmas Eve party and they’re calling up a ghost just for fun — a darned poor notion of fun, I call it — I’d like to — like to—”

But his voice trailed off. He seemed to collapse as he sat and my dressing gown fell on the floor. And at that moment I heard the ringing of the bells that meant that it was Christmas midnight, and I knew that the poor fellow had been dragged off to work.

 

FINIS
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FROM MY FRIEND THE REPORTER

FROM MY FRIEND WITH A SPEECH TO MAKE

FROM MY FRIEND THE GUIDE

People We Know

People We Know

THE MAN IN THE PULLMAN CAR

THE CRIMINAL BY PROXY

THE PEOPLE JUST BACK FROM EUROPE WHO NEVER SHOULD HAVE LEFT HOME

THE MAN WITH THE ADVENTURE STORY

Short Circuits in Education

A Year at College AS REVEALED IN THE NEWER COMIC JOURNALISM

The Unintelligence Test WHAT A WELL-EQUIPPED MAN OUGHT TO KNOW

Easy Ways to Success A LETTER TO A PARLOR BOLSHEVIK JUST OUT OF COLLEGE

Fun as an Aid to Business IS A SENSE OF HUMOR A FINANCIAL ASSET?

The Stamp-Album World THE HABITABLE GLOBE AS SEEN THROUGH THE EYES OF THE JUVENILE COLLECTOR

Short Circuits by Radio and Cinema

If Only We Had the Radio Sooner BROADCASTING THE NORMAN CONQUEST

What the Radio Overheard AN EVENING AT HOME OF THE UPTOWN BROWNS

One Crowded Quarter Second HOW THEY MAKE LIFE MOVE IN THE MOVIES

Done into Movies BUT CAN YOU RECOGNIZE THE GOOD OLD STORIES WHEN THEY GET THEM DONE?

Short Circuits in International Relations

Things I Hardly Dare Whisper MORE REVELATIONS OF ANOTHER UNKNOWN EUROPEAN DIPLOMAT. BY AN UNDISCLOSED AUTHOR OF EUROPEAN DISREPUTATION. TWO VOLUMES. TEN DOLLARS EACH, OR THE TWO FOR SEVEN-FIFTY.

Hands Across the Sea WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN AMERICA HAS REMOVED ALL THE EUROPEAN ART

If They Go on Swimming A FORECAST OF THE END OF A NEW INTERNATIONAL CRAZE

If Mussolini Comes WHAT WE WOULD BE ENTITLED TO CONCLUDE WOULD OCCUR

This World Championship Stuff AND WHY I AM OUT OF IT

Get Off the Earth NOW THAT THIS GLOBE IS USED UP, LET’S LOOK FOR ANOTHER

Bygone Currents

The Lost World of Yesterday A PEN PICTURE OF THE VANISHED PAST — THE HORSE AND BUGGY

Come Back to School AND LET US SEE WHAT THE DEAR OLD DAYS FELT LIKE

The Fall Fair and the Autumn Exposition A COMPARISON OF MIDGEVILLE IN 1880 AND MIDGE CITY IN 1928

Extinct Monsters ALL THAT WILL BE LEFT OF OUR HOUSEHOLD PETS IN 1,000 YEARS

The Passing of the Back Yard ANOTHER SOCIAL REVOLUTION COMING STRAIGHT AT US

Short Circuits in Current Literature

The Literary Sensations of 1929 A CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE NEW BOOKS

Children’s Poetry Revised HOW THE DEAR OLD POEMS OF OUR CHILDHOOD NEED TO BE BROUGHT UP TO DATE

Illustrations I Can Do Without SOME GENTLE SUGGESTIONS FOR THE CONTEMPORARY ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINES

Our Summer Pets AS PRESENTED BY OUR ENTHUSIASTIC NATURE WRITERS

The Old Men’s Page A BRAND NEW FEATURE IN JOURNALISM

A Guide to the Underworld A LITTLE UNSOCIAL REGISTER FOR THE USE OF READERS OF UP-TO-DATE FICTION

Love Me, Love My Letters THE USE OF INK FOR THE FIRST INKLINGS OF LOVE

With the Authorities SHOWING HOW EASILY THEY EXCEL AT THEIR OWN GAMES

Literature and the Eighteenth Amendment

The Hunt for a Heroine HOW THE FICTION WRITER STRUGGLES TO MAKE AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN

Bed-time Stories for Grown-up People WITH APOLOGIES TO OUR BEST CHILDREN’S WRITERS

Softening the Stories for the Children BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH

The Great Detective

The Epilogue of This Book: An Elegy Near a City Freight Yard

The Epilogue of This Book

 


Short Circuits in the Social Current


Old Junk and New Money

A LITTLE STUDY IN THE LATEST ANTIQUES
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I WENT THE other day into the beautiful home of my two good friends, the Hespeler-Hyphen-Joneses, and I paused a moment, as my eye fell on the tall clock that stood in the hall.

“Ah,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones, “I see you are looking at the clock — a beautiful thing, isn’t it? — a genuine antique.”

“Does it go?” I asked.

“Good gracious, no!” exclaimed my two friends. “But isn’t it a beautiful thing!”

“Did it ever go?”

“I doubt it,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones. “The works, of course, are by Salvolatile — one of the really great clockmakers, you know. But I don’t know whether the works ever went. That, I believe, is one way in which you can always tell a Salvolatile. If it’s a genuine Salvolatile, it won’t go.”

“In any case,” I said, “it has no hands.”

“Oh, dear, no,” said Mrs. Jones. “It never had, as far as we know. We picked it up in such a queer little shop in Amalfi and the man assured us that it never had had any hands. He guaranteed it. That’s one of the things, you know, that you can tell by. Charles and I were terribly keen about clocks at that time and really studied them, and the books all agreed that no genuine Salvolatile has any hands.”

“And was the side broken, too, when you got it,” I asked.

“Ah, no,” said my friend. “We had that done by an expert in New York after we got back. Isn’t it exquisitely done? You see, he has made the break to look exactly as if some one had rolled the clock over and stamped on it. Every genuine Salvolatile is said to have been stamped upon like that.

“Of course, our break is only imitation, but it’s extremely well done, isn’t it? We go to Ferrugi’s, that little place on Fourth Avenue, you know, for everything that we want broken. They have a splendid man there. He can break anything.”

“Really!” I said.

“Yes, and the day when we wanted the clock done, Charles and I went down to see him do it. It was really quite wonderful, wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes, indeed. The man laid the clock on the floor and turned it on its side and then stood looking at it intently, and walking round and round it and murmuring in Italian as if he were swearing at it. Then he jumped in the air and came down on it with both feet.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“Yes, and with such wonderful accuracy. Our friend Mr. Appin-Hyphen-Smith — the great expert, you know — was looking at our clock last week and he said it was marvelous, hardly to be distinguished from a genuine fractura.”

“But he did say, didn’t he, dear,” said Mrs. Jones, “that the better way is to throw a clock out of a fourth story window? You see, that was the height of the Italian houses in the Thirteenth Century — is it the Thirteenth Century I mean, Charles?”

“Yes,” said Charles.

“Do you know, the other day I made the silliest mistake about a spoon. I thought it was a Twelfth Century spoon and said so and in reality it was only Eleven and a half. Wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes,” said Charles.

“But do come into the drawing room and have some tea. And, by the way, since you are interested in antiques, do look please at my teapot.”

“It looks an excellent teapot,” I said, feeling it with my hand, “and it must have been very expensive, wasn’t it?”

“Oh, not that one,” interposed Mr. Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones. “That is nothing. We got that here in New York at Hoffany’s — to make tea in. It is made of solid silver, of course, and all that, but even Hoffany’s admitted that it was made in America and was probably not more than a year or so old and had never been used by anybody else. In fact, they couldn’t guarantee it in any way.”

“Oh, I see,” I said.

“But let me pour you out tea from it and then do look at the perfect darling beside it. Oh, don’t touch it, please, it won’t stand up.”

“Won’t stand up?” I said.

“No,” said Hespeler-Jones, “that’s one of the tests. We know from that that it is genuine Swaatsmaacher. None of them stand up.”

“Where did you buy it?” I asked, “here?”

“Oh, heavens, no, you couldn’t buy a thing like that here! As a matter of fact, we picked it up in a little gin shop in Obehellandam in Holland. Do you know Obehellandam?”

“I don’t,” I said.

“It’s just the dearest little place, nothing but little wee smelly shops filled with most delightful things — all antique, everything broken. They guarantee that there is nothing in the shop that wasn’t smashed at least a hundred years ago.”

“You don’t use the teapot to make tea,” I said.

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Hespeler-Jones as she handed me a cup of tea from the New York teapot. “I don’t think you could. It leaks.”

“That again is a thing,” said her husband, “that the experts always look for in a Swaatsmaacher. If it doesn’t leak, it’s probably just a faked-up thing not twenty years old.”

“Is it silver?” I asked.

“Ah, no. That’s another test,” said Mrs. Jones. “The real Swaatsmaachers were always made of pewter bound with barrel-iron off the gin barrels. They try to imitate it now by using silver, but they can’t get it.”

“No, the silver won’t take the tarnish,” interjected her husband. “You see, it’s the same way with ever so many of the old things. They rust and rot in a way that you simply cannot imitate. I have an old drinking horn that I’ll show you presently — Ninth Century, isn’t it, dear? — that is all coated inside with the most beautiful green slime, absolutely impossible to reproduce.”

“Is it?” I said.

“Yes, I took it to Squeeziou’s, the Italian place in London. (They are the great experts on horns, you know; they can tell exactly the country and the breed of cow.) And they told me that they had tried in vain to reproduce that peculiar and beautiful rot. One of their head men said that he thought that this horn had probably been taken from a dead cow that had been buried for fifty years. That’s what gives it its value, you know.”

“You didn’t buy it in London, did you?” I asked.

“Oh, no,” answered Hespeler-Jones. “London is perfectly impossible — just as hopeless as New York. You can’t buy anything real there at all.”

“Then where do you get all your things?” I asked, as I looked round at the collection of junk in the room.

“Oh, we pick them up here and there,” said Mrs. Jones. “Just in any out-of-the-way corners. That little stool we found at the back of a cow stable in Loch Aberlocherty. They were actually using it for milking. And the two others — aren’t they beautiful? though really it’s quite wrong to have two chairs alike in the same room — came from the back of a tiny little whiskey shop in Galway. Such a delight of an old Irishman sold them to us and he admitted that he himself had no idea how old they were. They might, he said, be Fifteenth Century, or they might not.

“But, oh, Charles,” my hostess interrupted herself to say, “I’ve just had a letter from Jane (Jane is my sister, you know) that is terribly exciting. She’s found a table at a tiny place in Brittany that she thinks would exactly do in our card room. She says that it’s utterly unlike anything else in the room and has quite obviously no connection with cards. But let me read what she says — let me see, yes, here’s where it begins:

“ ’. . . a perfectly sweet little table. It probably had four legs originally and even now has two which, I am told, is a great find, as most people have to be content with one. The man explained that it could either be leaned up against the wall or else suspended from the ceiling on a silver chain. One of the boards of the top is gone, but I am told that that is of no consequence, as all the best specimens of Brittany tables have at least one board out.’

“Doesn’t that sound fascinating, Charles? Do send Jane a cable at once not to miss it.”

 

And when I took my leave a little later, I realized once and for all that the antique business is not for me.


Speaking of India — — WHAT TO DO WHEN YOUR HUSBAND TELLS IN COMPANY HIS SAME OLD STORY
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I WAS AT a dinner party the other night at which one of the guests, as guests generally do, began to tell an old story of his, already known to us all.

“What you say of India,” he said, “reminds me of a rather remarkable experience of mine in California — —”

“Oh, James,” interrupted his wife, “please don’t tell that old story over again.”

The narrator, a modest man, blushed and came to a stop. There was a painful silence which lasted for some moments. Then somebody said, “Speaking of Mayor Thompson of Chicago — —” and the party went on again.

 

But the incident left behind it a problem in my mind. Should a wife, or should a wife not, interrupt her husband to stop him telling one of his wearisome old stories. . . .

If the husband could speak (most husbands are inarticulate) he could certainly put up a good defense. He could say:

“My dear Martha, you think this is an old story. But if you knew some of the ones that will be told by the other men if I don’t tell this, you’d think it brand new. You think the story wearisome for you. But their wives think their stories wearisome for them. All the stories we are all going to tell tonight are old. Of course they are. What do you think we are, — Shakespeare? We can’t sit here and make up new stories. If we could, we’d black our faces, call ourselves coons and draw a hundred dollars a night in a New York Revue.

“Moreover — listen to this as a second point. An old story has certain great advantages over a new one. There’s no strain in listening to it. You know just when it is all coming, and you can slip in an extra oyster and bite off an extra piece of celery in between the sentences, take a drink of dry ginger ale and be all set for the big laugh at the end.

“And get this also — if you don’t have stories at a dinner table somebody will start Statistics. And Statistics are worse than stories in the ratio of eight to one. There is, you must remember, a certain type of man, who goes round filling himself up with facts. He knows how many miles of railway track there are in the United States and the number of illiterates in Oklahoma. At any dinner party this man may be there: if he is, conversation turns into a lecture. Worse still there may be two of these men. If there are, conversation becomes an argument.”

 

Now, this is the worst of all. Argument at a dinner party ruins the whole evening for everybody. One man says something, — let us say, — about the Civil War, — and some one else contradicts him.— “You’ll pardon me — —” he says, and they’re off. They start politely. In two minutes they are speaking with warmth. In four minutes they hate one another worse than hell. First they ask themselves to pardon one another. Then they begin referring one another to books.— “Pardon me,” says one, “if you consult any history of the war, you’ll see that Lincoln never meant to set free the slaves.”— “Excuse me,” says the other, “if you consult any biography of Lincoln you’ll see that he did. . . .”

Now you notice that this point about Abraham Lincoln can’t be settled without at least a year’s work in a library — and not even then.

So the argument gets warmer. The opponents refer one another to books, then they tell one another to go to Washington and hunt it up for themselves. Finally they tell one another to go to hell.

Meantime there is a maid behind one of them trying to give him a creamed celery out of a dish which he keeps knocking over, and a maid pouring hot asparagus with drawn butter over the other one’s shirt front.

And the dinner party is a failure. Those two men will carry their quarrel right on after the men are left alone; they’ll fetch it up to the library, they’ll keep it all through bridge and take it home with them.

Think how much softer and easier if some one had said, “Talking about California, reminds me of an episode in India.” . . . How quietly the asparagus would have circulated then.

 

And there is more to it than that. There is, it seems to me, a sort of humble pathos surrounding the gentle story teller wanting to get his little anecdote in, and generally having to try several times for an opening.

He begins among the oysters.

“Speaking of India — —” he says. But a wave of general conversation washes over him.

Somewhere in the middle of the fish, there is a lull in the talk and again he says,— “Speaking of India — —” “Now you really must have some of that fish,” interrupts his hostess. And a burst of talk about fish blows his topic into nothingness. He tries next at the roast. “Speaking of India — —” he says, and a maid drops gravy over him.

And at last, at the happy last, he gets a real chance.— “Speaking of India,” he says, and then his wife breaks in with “Oh! James!”

 

Madam, do you think it’s fair? It is, of course, a great trial for a brilliant woman like you to have to drag around a husband like him. Of course he’s a dud. You ought really to have married either Bernard Shaw or Mussolini.

But you didn’t. You just married an ordinary plain man like the rest of us, with no particular aspirations to be a humorist, or a raconteur, or a diseuse, or anything of the sort: anxious just to take some little part in the talk about him.

So, next time, when he begins “Speaking of India — —” won’t you let us hear what it was that happened there?


How to Borrow Money THE PROCESS IS QUITE EASY, PROVIDED YOU BORROW ENOUGH
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HAVE YOU EVER, dear readers, had occasion to borrow money? Have you ever borrowed ten dollars under a rigorous promise of your word of honor as a Christian to pay it back on your next salary day? Have you ever borrowed as much as a million at a time?

If you have done these things, you cannot have failed to notice how much easier it is to borrow ten thousand dollars than ten, how much easier still to borrow a hundred thousand, and that when you come at last to raising an international loan of a hundred million the thing loses all difficulty.

Here below are the little scenes that take place on the occasion of an ascending series of loans.

TABLEAU NO. I

The Scene in Which Hardup Jones Borrows Ten Dollars Till the First of Next Month from His Friend, Canny Smith

“Say, look here, old man, I was wondering whether perhaps you wouldn’t mind letting me have ten dollars till the end of the month — —”

“Ten dollars!!!”

“Oh, I could give it back all right, for dead sure, just the minute I get my salary.”

“Ten dollars!!!”

“You see, I’ve got into an awful tangle — I owe seven and a half on my board, and she said yesterday she’d have to have it. And I couldn’t pay my laundry last week, so he said he wouldn’t leave it, and I got this cursed suit on the installment plan and they said they’d seize my trunk, and — —”

“Say, but Gol darn it, I lent you five dollars, don’t you remember, last November, and you swore you’d pay it back on the first and I never got it till away after New Year’s — —”

“I know, I know. But this is absolutely sure. So help me, I’ll pay it right on the first, the minute I get my check.”

“Yes, but you won’t — —”

“No, I swear I will — —”

And after about half an hour of expostulations and protests of this sort, having pledged his soul, his body, and his honor, the borrower at last gets his ten dollars.

TABLEAU NO. II

The Scene in Which Mr. McDuff of the McDuff Hardware Store in Central City (po,862) Borrows $1,000 from the Local Bank

The second degree in borrowing is represented by this scene in which Mr. John McDuff, of McDuff Bros. Hardware Store (Everything in Hardware), calls on the local bank manager with a view to getting $1,000 to carry the business forward for one month till the farmers’ spring payments begin to come in.

Mr. McDuff is told by one of the (two) juniors in the bank to wait — the manager is engaged for the moment.

The manager in reality is in his inner office, sorting out trout flies. But he knows what McDuff wants and he means to make him wait for it and suffer for it.

When at last McDuff does get in, the manager is very cold and formal.

“Sit down, Mr. McDuff,” he says. When they go fishing together, the manager always calls McDuff “John.” But this is different. McDuff is here to borrow money. And borrowing money in Central City is a criminal act.

“I came in about that loan,” says McDuff.

The manager looks into a ledger.

“You’re overdrawn seventeen dollars right now,” he says.

“I know, but I’ll be getting my accounts in any time after the first.”

Then follows a string of severe questions. What are McDuff’s daily receipts? What is his overhead? What is his underfoot? Is he a church-goer? Does he believe in a future life?

And at last even when the manager finally consents to lend the thousand dollars (he always meant to do it), he begins tagging on conditions:

“You’ll have to get your partner to sign.”

“All right.”

“And you’d better get your wife to sign.”

“All right.”

“And your mother, she might as well sign too — —”

There are more signatures on a country bank note for one month than on a Locarno treaty.

And at last McDuff, of Everything in Hardware, having pledged his receipts, his premises, his credit, his honor, his wife, and his mother — gets away with the thousand dollars.

TABLEAU NO. III

How Mr. P. O. Pingpoint, of the Great Financial House of Pingpoint, Pingpong and Company, New York and London, Borrows a Million Dollars before Lunch

Here the scene is laid in a fitting setting. Mr. Pingpoint is shown into the sumptuous head office of the president of the First National Bank.

“Ah, good morning,” says the president as he rises to greet Mr. Pingpoint, “I was expecting you. Our general manager told me that you were going to be good enough to call in. Won’t you take this larger chair? — you’ll find it easier.”

“Ah, thank you. You’re very comfortable here.”

“Yes, we rather think this a pleasant room. And our board room, we think, is even better. Won’t you let me show you our board room?”

“Oh, thanks, I’m afraid I hardly have the time. I just came in for a minute to complete our loan of a million dollars.”

“Yes, our executive Vice-President said that you are good enough to come to us. It is very kind of you, I’m sure.”

“Oh, not at all.”

“And you are quite sure that a million is all that you care to take? We shall be delighted, you know, if you will take a million and a half.”

“Oh, scarcely. A million, I think, will be ample just now; we can come back, of course, if we want more.”

“Oh, certainly, certainly.”

“And do you want us to give any security, or anything of that sort?”

“Oh, no, quite unnecessary.”

“And is there anything you want me to sign while I am here?”

“Oh, no, nothing, the clerks will attend to all that.”

“Well, thanks, then, I needn’t keep you any longer.”

“But won’t you let me drive you up town? My car is just outside. Or, better still, if you are free, won’t you come and eat some lunch with me at the club?”

“Well, thanks, yes, you’re really extremely kind.”

And with this, quite painlessly and easily, the million dollars has changed hands.

But even that is not the last degree. Eclipsing that sort of thing, both in case and in splendor, is the international loan, as seen in —— 

TABLEAU NO. IV

The Scenes Which Accompany the Flotation of an Anglo-French Loan in the American Market, of a Hundred Million Dollars, by the Right Hon. Samuel Rothstein of England and the Vicomte Baton Rouge de Chauve Souris of France

This occurrence is best followed as it appears in its triumphant progress in the American press.

New York, Friday — An enthusiastic reception was given yesterday to the Right Hon. Mr. Samuel Rothstein, of the British Cabinet, and to the Vicomte de Chauve Souris, French plenipotentiary, on their landing from the Stacquitania. It is understood that they will borrow $100,000,000. The distinguished visitors expect to stay only a few days.

New York, Saturday — An elaborate reception was given last evening in the home of Mrs. Bildermont to the Right Hon. Samuel Rothstein and the Baron de Chauve Souris. It is understood that they are borrowing a hundred million dollars.

New York, Monday — The Baron de Chauve Souris and the Right Hon. Samuel Rothstein were notable figures in the Fifth Avenue church parade yesterday. It is understood that they will borrow a hundred million dollars.

New York, Tuesday — The Baron de Chauve Souris and the Right Hon. Samuel Rothstein attended a baseball game at the Polo Grounds. It is understood that they will borrow a hundred million dollars.

New York, Wednesday — At a ball given by Mr. and Mrs. Ashcoop-Vandermore for the distinguished English and French plenipotentiaries, Mr. Samuel Rothstein and the Baron de Chauve Souris, it was definitely stated that the loan which they are financing will be limited to a hundred million dollars.

New York (Wall Street), Thursday — The loan of $100,000,000 was subscribed this morning at eleven o’clock in five minutes. The Right Hon. Mr. Rothstein and the Baron Baton Rouge de Chauve Souris left America at twelve noon, taking the money with them. Both plenipotentiaries expressed their delight with America.

“It is,” said the Baron— “how do you call it? — a cinch.”

EPILOGUE

And yet, six months later, what happened? Who paid and who didn’t?

Hardup Jones paid $5.40 within a month, $3.00 the next month and the remaining one dollar and sixty cents two weeks later.

McDuff Bros. met their note and went fishing with the manager like old friends.

The Pingpoint Syndicate blew up and failed for ten million dollars.

And the international loan got mixed up with a lot of others, was funded, equated, spread out over fifty years, capitalized, funded again — in short, it passed beyond all recognition.

And the moral is, when you borrow, borrow a whole lot.


Life’s Minor Contradictions THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THINGS AS THEY ARE AND AS THEY SEEM
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ISN’T IT FUNNY how different people and things are when you know them from what you think they are when you don’t know them?

For instance, everybody knows how much all distinguished people differ in their private lives from what they appear to the public. We all get used to being told in the papers such things as that in his private life Signor Mussolini is the very gentlest of men, spending his time by preference among children and dolls; that in his private life Dean Inge, the “gloomy Dean” of St. Paul’s Cathedral, is hilariously merry; and that Mr. Chesterton, fat though he appears in public, is in private life quite thin.

I myself had the pleasure not long ago of meeting the famous Mr. Sandpile, at that time reputed to be the most powerful man in America, and giving public exhibitions of muscular strength of a most amazing character. I was surprised to find that in his private life Sandpile was not a strong man at all, but quite feeble. “Would you mind,” he said to me, “handing me that jug? It’s too heavy for me to lift.”

In the same way, I recall on one occasion walking down a street in an English seaport town late one night with Admiral Beatty — I think it was Admiral Beatty, either Beatty or Jellicoe. “Would you mind,” he said, “letting me walk behind you? I’m afraid of the dark.” “You mean of course,” I said, “only in your private life.” “Certainly,” he answered. “I don’t mind it a damn in daylight.”

Few people know that Mr. Henry Ford cannot drive a motor car, that Mr. Rockefeller never has any money, and that Thomas Edison has never been able to knit.

But lately I have been noticing that these contradictions extend also to institutions and things in general. Take for instance, a circus. In past generations it was supposed by many of the best supposers that circus people were about as tough an “aggregation” as it was possible to aggredge. But not at all. Quite the other way.

Not long ago a circus came to our town and I had the pleasure of spending some time with one of the clowns — he was studying for a Ph.D. in private life — and of getting a good deal of information from him as to what a modern circus is like when seen from the inside.

I expressed my astonishment that he should be a clown and also a Philosophy student. “Not at all,” he said, “there’s nothing unusual about that. As a matter of fact, four of our clowns are in philosophy, and the ringmaster himself is studying palæontology, though he is still some distance from it. Nearly all our clowns are college men: they seem specially fitted for it somehow.

“And most of our trapeze ladies are college girls. You can tell a college girl on a trapeze at any time. You must come over and see us,” he added, “we are having a little sort of gathering on Sunday afternoon — one of our Fortnightly Teas. We generally have a little reading and discussions. We take up some author or period and some one reads a paper on it. This afternoon we are to discuss the Italian Renaissance and the bandmaster is to deal with Benvenuto Cellini.

“We have a welfare Society, and a Luncheon Club, and our Big Sister Movement. As to drunkenness,” he added, “the other day some one brought in a bottle of Ontario four per cent beer and our manager was terribly distressed about it. He gave it to the kangaroo.”

It seems impossible to doubt the truth of his words, especially when we corroborate them with similar disclosures about other institutions.

Take, for example, some information which I recently received in regard to cowboys from a man who had just made a tour in the West.

“You are quite mistaken,” he told me, “in imagining that the western cowboy is the kind of ‘bad man,’ all dressed up in leather fringes, that you read about in the half-dime novels. As a matter of fact, most of the cowboys nowadays are college men. There seems to be something in a college training which fits a man for cattle.

“They are principally law students. Few of the cowboys of today undertake to ride, for of course they don’t need to. They mostly use cars in going after the cattle, and many of them, for that matter, can’t drive a car. They have chauffeurs. And in any case, the cattle of today are very quiet and seldom move faster than a walk or a run.

“The cowboy has naturally long since discarded his peculiar dress and wears just a plain lounge suit with a thin duster and motor goggles. Of course, they change for dinner at night, especially when invited out to dine with the Indians, or at one of the section men’s clubs beside the railway track. But you ought to go out and see them for yourself.”

I admitted that I ought.

Meantime I notice the same kind of contradiction in another set of institutions, but this time turned the other way around. I’ll give as an example of it the newspaper account of the entertainment (it is an annual affair) that was given in our town the other night under the auspices of the Girls’ Uplift Society in aid of the Rescue Fund for Sunken Delinquents.

“The Revue put on last week by the Girls’ Uplift Society in the Basement of the Seventh Avenue Social Center certainly outclassed any of the previous performances of the Society. The chorus dancing of the Rescue Squad was pronounced worthy of the Midnight Follies of the metropolis itself, and the pastor in his remarks spoke especially of the trapeze work of the Mothers’ Aid.

“The pastor drew attention, however, to the fact that this year more than ever there had been complaints about the young ladies bringing flasks to their dressing rooms. He himself — he admitted it reluctantly — had not seen any of these flasks and could not speak of the contents. But the janitor had picked up twenty-six. He himself, however, had looked all round the basement, but had failed to find any.

“He deplored also the increasing prevalence of smoking at the performances. He himself saw no harm in a good cigar, for himself, especially in a well-seasoned twenty-five-cent dark Habanana, which he said beat Virgyptian tobacco hands down. But he looked on a cigarette as a mighty poor smoke.”

When we add to the disclosures of this sort such minor and obvious facts as that nowadays sailors can’t swim, and clergymen swear, and brewers don’t drink, and actors can’t act — we have to admit that we live in a changing world.


A Great Life in Our Midst JOE BROWN, CHAMPION PIE EATER
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ONE’S FIRST IMPRESSIONS of Joe Brown, champion pie-eater, is that of a quiet, unassuming man, of a stature in no way out of the common, and having a frank, offhand manner that puts one at once at one’s ease.

“Sit right down,” he said to the group of us (we were reporting for the press), and he waved his hand towards the rocking-chairs on the veranda. “Sit right down. Warm, ain’t it?”

The words were simple, but spoken with a heartiness and good will that made one at once feel at home. It seemed hard to believe that this was actually the man who had eaten more pie, more consecutive pie, than any other man alive — still alive.

“Well, Joe,” we said, getting out our notebooks and pencils, “what about this pie?”

Mr. Brown laughed, with that pleasant, easy laugh of his, which makes one feel entirely reassured.

“I rather supposed you boys were going to talk about the pie,” he said.

“Well,” we admitted, “all the world is talking about it, Joe. Coming right on top of the news that a man has played golf continually for twenty-four hours and that a woman in Indiana shucked peas for three days, and that the huckleberry record has been broken, that a man in Medicine Hat, Alberta, stood on one leg for seven hours, and that the champion fat boy of Iowa passed four hundred pounds last week, this pie stuff of yours seems to be going over pretty big.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Brown, quietly, “there are big things being done to-day certainly, and I’m glad to be in it. And yet I don’t feel as if I had done anything so very much after all.”

“Oh, come, Joe,” we expostulated, “in New York they are saying that your pie act is about the biggest endurance stunt of the month. It puts you, or it ought to, right in the first rank of the big men to-day.”

“Well,” said the champion modestly, “I’m afraid I can’t take too much credit for it. I just did my best, that was all. I wasn’t going to let it beat me, and so I just put into it every ounce of pep, or pepsin, that I had.”

“What first turned you to eating pie, Joe?” asked one of the boys.

“It’s hard to say,” he answered. “I think I just took to it naturally. Even as a little fellow, before I understood anything about it, I was fond of pie and liked to see how much I could eat.”

“How did it feel when you ate the first slice in the championship?” asked one of the boys.

“No,” broke in another, “tell us about your training, Joe — how did you go at that?” “No,” said a third, “tell us what was the most trying moment of the whole contest.”

The great man laughed. “I’m afraid you boys are asking a whole lot of questions altogether,” he said. “But the main facts are simple enough, and, as I see it, nothing so very much to boast about.

“As for the championship contest,” he continued, and a look of quiet earnestness came over his face as he spoke, “I can only say, boys, that I’m glad it’s over. It was a strain, a great strain. I’ll never forget how I felt as we passed the twentieth slice and then the thirtieth and then the fortieth. I said to myself, ‘Surely this can’t last; there must come a time when it just can’t go on.’ Something seemed to make me understand that.

“I’d run into a burst of speed from the twentieth up to the thirtieth, with a stroke of two bites to the second, but I saw I couldn’t hold the pace; I slowed it down to four bites in five seconds and just hung on to that, till I heard the big shout that told me I had won. After that, I guess I pretty well keeled over. I was all in.”

“Were you laid out for long?” some one asked.

“No, just for two or three minutes. Then I went home, had a bath and a rub-down, and got something to eat, and then I felt dandy.”

“Is it true you’re to go over to the other side, Joe?” asked one of the boys.

“I don’t quite know. My manager wants me to go over to England and eat pie there. There are some first-class men in England, so they tell me, that one would be proud to eat against.”

“What about France, Joe?”

“Yes, France, too. The French have got some good men and some fine men. And their technique is better than ours. They’re quicker. They’ve done more so far in jaw movement than we have. If I eat a Frenchman, my only advantage, if I have any at all, will be in endurance.”

“Aren’t the pie-eating rules in France different, Joe?” asked one of us.

“They were,” said the champion. “The French used to allow drinking — up to six gallons — during the contest. As you know, we don’t. But now that we have got the International Pie-Eating Association, we expect to have a set of rules the same for everybody.”

“Where will you train if you go?” the champion was next asked.

“Most likely,” he said, “I’ll train at the lunch counters in New York and some of the big cities. But the station restaurants are good too; and I may tackle the cafeterias in some of the big hotels. Anywhere, in short, where I can get speed and atmosphere.”

“When do you leave for the other side?” we asked.

“Oh, I can’t get away just yet. I have to get my films ready for the moving picture people. I’m eating for them four or five hours a day now, and we’re trying out the high-speed pictures.”

“What about lectures?”

“Yes, I believe I’m going to give a tour starting next month and going right to the Coast, lecturing on ‘Eating in Relation to Food.’ ”

“Doing anything for the schools, Joe?” some one questioned.

“Yes, I think I’m going to give a talk in a lot of the public schools.”

“What about?”

“It will be on ‘Food in Relation to Eating,’ so you see I can’t get away to Europe for a while yet.”

We sat thus for over half an hour chatting with this latest and in some ways most interesting of the world’s new champions. It seemed wonderful in talking with him to think of the improved attitude of the human race. The old-fashioned interest in wars, battles, economics, and industry is now obviously passing away. It is being replaced by the more human, more vital interests of eating pie, standing on one leg, and shucking huckleberries.

Looking thus at Mr. Joe Brown, we felt ourselves in the presence of a typical man of the new age.

Presently, however, the champion seemed to show signs of a slight weariness.

“Boys,” he said, “I guess you’ll have to excuse me. I’m beginning to feel kind of hungry. I think I’ll go inside and get something to eat.”

“What do you generally take as your ordinary diet, Joe?” we asked.

“Pie,” he answered.


The Perfect Gift A LITTLE STUDY IN THE ART OF TASTEFUL GIVING
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IT SO HAPPENED that a little while ago I was placed under a very considerable obligation to my friend and neighbor MacPherson, and I determined to make him a suitable gift as a small return for his kindness. As it was near Xmas, the idea of a Xmas present seemed both obvious and appropriate.

Now I am one of those who believe that the selection of a gift is not a matter to be lightly undertaken. The mere expenditure of money is of itself nothing; among people who are fairly well-to-do, it is even less. What is needed in a gift is some peculiar appropriateness of time and circumstance, some aptness in the present that shows to the recipient that the donor has not only spent his money, but has also devoted his best thought to the affair in hand. This lends a peculiar kindliness to the deed.

It was while I was busied with reflections of this sort that I realized that I had left the Xmas season go by. I determined to give MacPherson his present at New Year’s.

Meantime, it was a source of gratification to me to observe that the excellent fellow’s friendliness was in no way altered by the fact that I had given him nothing at Xmas. His greeting, whenever we met upon the street, was as hearty and as unconstrained as ever. It was a further source of gratification to me to reflect that his New Year’s pleasure would be heightened by the receipt of the well-selected gift that I determined to bestow upon him on that date.

I have always had a peculiar feeling towards the advent of a New Year. It seems to me to be a time peculiarly suited to the renewal of old friendships, the confirmation of existing affections, and the strengthening of unbroken ties.

A present at the New Year carries for me this meaning; and it becomes doubly appropriate when accompanied by some well-selected message, some few but eloquent words that convey to the recipient even more than does the gift itself the sentiments of the donor. Such a message, neatly written upon a suitable card or framed perhaps into a neat turn of verse, is something long to be remembered when the gift itself is laid aside.

It was while I was thinking of this message that New Year’s Day went past.

The chagrin with which I presently realized this fact soon passed away. After all, there is something slightly banal or ordinary in making gifts at a season of the year when all the world is doing so. For at such a time benevolence becomes a trade and charity itself a tax. I, therefore, decided to defer my gift till the middle of January. This slight lapse of time beyond the so-called holiday season would give, it seemed to me, an added touch of good taste.

This decision, of course, now gave me plenty of time to look about me, to consider more carefully MacPherson’s tastes and to suit my gift to his peculiar predilections. The excellent fellow meanwhile continued on a footing of undisturbed friendliness that made it a source of constant satisfaction to me to reflect on the future gratification that I proposed to confer on him.

But at this point certain unforeseen difficulties arose in the selection of my present. I had practically decided upon a gold watch, the inside of which should contain a brief inscription, either in English or Latin, or perhaps Gaelic, as appropriate to MacPherson’s nationality. Indeed, I had virtually decided on Gaelic as having perhaps a richer flavor, an undertone of something not found in the Latin tongue. Such Gaelic phrases as “Hoot, man” or “Come Awa’ Wie Ye” or “Just a Wee Doch-an-Dorris” have a special appeal of their own.

My intentions in this direction were frustrated. It so happened that in a company where we were both present MacPherson drew forth a gold watch from his pocket for our inspection. “I don’t know,” he said, “whether I have showed any of you the watch given to me on New Year’s as the outgoing President of the Caledonian Curling Club.” “What is the inscription on the back?” asked one of the company. “It is Gaelic,” said MacPherson, “and it reads: ‘Hoot, man, come awa’ wi’ ye, and hae a wee doch-an-dorris.’ ”

I had the same ill-luck, also, with my selection of a fishing-rod, an admirable thing in split bamboo, such as might appeal to the heart of an angler. I had practically bought it and the shopman was about to wrap it up when I was compelled, by a casual remark on his part, to reconsider my purchase. “It is a beautiful rod,” he said; “we just sent a mate to it, almost identical, up to the St. Moritz Country Club. They are giving it as a presentation to Mr. MacPherson, their secretary.”

It is quite obvious that a present cannot, among people of taste, be allowed to duplicate something also given. I found it necessary therefore to pause and to make inquiries as best I might in regard to MacPherson’s belongings. I found him so singularly well equipped that it was difficult to find any article with which he was not already supplied.

It was while I was making these investigations that the middle of January went by.

This, however, proved to be a very fortunate thing. For I discovered that my friend’s birthday was to come on the twenty-eighth of February. This would not only afford me a singularly happy occasion for the presentation I wished to make, but would allow me also six weeks of undisturbed reflection.

During this period, however, a further difficulty opened in front of me. I had not up to this point considered what a singularly difficult problem is presented to the donor of a present in the matter of the price that is to be expended on his gift to the recipient. To expend too lavish a sum smacks of vulgarity and display; too small a price betrays the parsimonious thought. I therefore considered it wise to decide beforehand exactly what price would best suit the requirements of perfect taste. My gift could then be adapted to that.

The result of very serious calculation led me therefore to believe that the sum of thirty-seven dollars and fifty cents would coincide to a nicety with the dictates both of generosity and of restraint. I decided on that. But to my chagrin I found that apparently no object presented itself for my selection that corresponded to that amount. The price of $37.50 was exactly the cost of an electric train, but neither that nor a wicker perambulator (also $37.50) seemed appropriate.

So serious was this new dilemma that MacPherson’s birthday came and went while I was struggling with it. The good fellow even invited me on that occasion to a champagne supper at his house, still innocently unaware of how narrowly he had escaped my benefaction.

Meantime, I am waiting for Easter, a season of the year when the bestowal of a gift is accompanied by a feeling of peculiar reverence and piety. My present intention is to give MacPherson a present at Easter. And perhaps I will; on the other hand, perhaps not. I have become so accustomed to being in a state of pleasant expectation over MacPherson’s present that I hate to terminate the sensation.

And after all, I am not really so very much concerned about it. MacPherson is only one of a long list of people to whom during the past thirty or forty years I have been intending to give appropriate presents. If these lines should meet the eye, or the eyes, of any of them, will they kindly take the will for the deed?

Or, better still, will they please go down to the fifteen-cent store and pick out anything that they like and charge it to me?


Scenery and Signboards A VISION OF TRAVEL FROM NEW YORK TO WASHINGTON

[image: img53.jpg]

PASSING THROUGH THE tunnels and leaving behind us the surging metropolis of New York, we find ourselves traversing the flat, marshy land of Eastern New Jersey, where ONE HUNDRED ROOMS EACH WITH A BATH can be had from $1.50 up. The scenery is not without its charm, the sunken valley of the Hackensack and the Passaic, the waving rushes and meandering streams, suggest to the poetic mind, WHY NOT TRY GRIP-TIGHT GARTERS?

The ground rises, a varied growth of elm and oak replaces the lowland flats, and we find ourselves in the rich farm land of New Jersey filled with FLUID BEEF, which acts directly on the liver. Here HUMPO may be had for breakfast, and mixed with a little VITAMINGO will probably prolong our life for twenty years.

Nor need we do anything further than — seated just where we are in our luxurious club-car — merely remember the name HUMPO, which in any case comes on every packet and without which the packet is not genuine. Indeed, a simple way is to ask the porter to be good enough to remember HUMPO.

But stop — in our absorption in the view of HUMPO, we have lost an opportunity to BUILD OUR OWN HOME by merely paying a hundred dollars down.

 

We are passing now through historic country. We do not need our guide-book to tell us that it is through this beautiful farm district of New Jersey that Washington advanced, slowly driving the English before him. He made his way between a big CONDENSED MILK board and a UNIQUE RADIO SET FOR 238 DOLLARS. He picked his steps with evident caution, avoiding COATS AND PANTS FOR MEN OF ALL SIZES, for his trained strategic eye detected an opening between CHOW CHOW PICKLES and MALTED EXTRACT OF CODFISH.

This gap had apparently been overlooked by General Howe, and Washington threw himself into it; a notice on a large board, erected evidently by some historical society, shows that he probably enabled himself to do this by taking exercises on the floor of his bedroom for not more than ten minutes every morning with the new MUSSELBILD APPARATUS, which would have been sent to Washington by mail on receipt of a money-order or which he could have obtained from his local dealer.

The interesting fact in this connection is that the British General Howe, had he known it, could also have secured a MUSSELBILD from his local dealer, as they are handled in all parts of the country. Had Howe done this and had they both used the SLIDE-EASY SUSPENDERS that are on each side of the line of the American advance, the struggle of the Revolution might have moved up and down without the slightest friction and with no sense of fatigue.

But look, our train is moving into Trenton, one of the most historic spots in America, where we realize with a thrill by looking out the window that if we need a slight tonic we can secure it from any local dealer for nineteen cents. Our swiftly moving train is now rushing along the shores of the Delaware, and we can see the very spot where Washington and his men crossed in the rude December of 1777; we can shrewdly guess from the notices that have been reared to mark the spot that they used NON-SKID CHAINS, which prevented them from skidding or slipping, and that they had at least an opportunity to reserve rooms with or without baths on the American plan.

We realize as our train rushes forward that we are approaching Philadelphia; rooms with baths, breakfast foods, pills, and non-skid garters multiply on every hand. If we decide to buy a COMPLETE NOBBY SUIT, with an extra pair of pants, we are going to have an opportunity to get it. Or should we need, in order to view the historic spots of interest connected with America’s first capital, a SIT-SOFT COLLAR, there are men here, local dealers, who will be glad to sell it to us.

 

We have rushed past the city of the great Franklin (inventor, no doubt, of the Franklin shoe, the Franklin underwear, and the Franklin adjustable monkey-wrench for stout women), and are now speeding through the open country again. Here for a short time the scenery becomes somewhat monotonous: there is nothing on either hand but deep green woods, open meadows filled with hay (of what brand and whether good for breakfast we are not informed), and the rolling hills and shaded valleys of the Appalachian slope.

Now and then in the distance we catch a glimpse of the sea — unadvertised, it appears, and put to no use whatever. We cross on an endless bridge the broad flood of the Susquehanna, an unused river, so far as we can judge, lying in the gloomy sunshine with no touch of color more brilliant than the mere blue of the sky or the poor green of the woods.

 

The scene improves as we go forward. The notices of the boards are at a little distance now and we cannot read the words, but the pictures still appear. We are passing through a country of bulls. This is, this must be — Washington! With our faces eagerly set to the window, we draw near to the National Capital; the speed of the train somewhat confuses and blurs our vision and mixes the imagery of the scenery together.

But we infer even from our hurried view of the outskirts of the capital that if any bull wants silk hosiery that neither rips nor tears, he is exactly in the right place for it; and that Washington is exactly in the center of the yeast district, the canned soup area, that all the great modern medical inventions such as HUMPO, JUMPO, and ANTIWHEEZE are sold there, and that we can get all the soap we want; — in short, look about us — here are Rooms with Beds at $1.50! Meals à la carte, Suspenders, Garters, Ice Cream in the Block, Radios, Gramophones, Elixers of Life, Funeral Directors Open All Night, Real Estate, Bungalows, Breakfast Foods —— 

In truth — this is America indeed.


The Life of John Mutation Smith HOW A TYPICAL CITIZEN OF TO-DAY MOVES THROUGH HIS EXISTENCE
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JOHN MUTATION SMITH was one of the Smiths of Mutation, Massachusetts. His family had come over there about three hundred years ago from England. His grandfather had married Abigail Price, of Price’s Corners; and so had his great-grandfather; in fact most of the Mutation Smiths had been marrying Abigail Prices for three hundred years.

All of which is immaterial to the present discussion, and is only mentioned by accident. The real point is that John Mutation Smith himself differs from those who preceded him, like any other typical citizen of our own time, and this is the account in brief of his life.

John Smith was born in Boston and in Philadelphia. He was never quite certain on the point, because he was born at about the time when his father and his second wife (he was her first husband; she had as yet never married when she married him) moved from an apartment in Boston to the same apartment in Philadelphia. Young Smith’s memories often clung fondly to this house where he was born — or rather, would have done so except that they had torn it down a little later to put up a garage.

But at any rate Smith’s parents didn’t remain long in this dear old home. They lived for a while in Binghamton, N.Y., and in Oneonta, N.Y., and in Akron, O. Smith often used to look back with longing as he grew older to the dear old homestead in Oneonta where six months of recollections twined themselves around his heart.

The little playmates of those days endeared themselves to him forever — except for the fact that he ceased to remember which were in Oneonta and which in Binghamton and which in Akron. And he forgot their names. Also their faces. But their memory he never lost. As a matter of fact, he met one of them years after selling real estate out in Fargo, North Dakota — at least, it must have been one of his childhood’s playmates because the man in question had lived in Oneonta (either Oneonta or Onondaga) at the very time when Mutation Smith was either in Oneonta or Akron. Things like that forge a link between grown men not easily broken, — except that Smith never saw this man again, because he was on his way to Vancouver, B.C.

Smith always remembered the little red school house where he first went to school, though he could never be certain where it was. He recalled too how the patriotic little fellows used to hoist the flag in front of the school on the great days of the year. Only he was never quite sure what flag it was, because for a while his father had worked up in Orangeville (Province of Quebec or Manitoba), and it may have been there. They used to have patriotic speeches and patriotic readings (directed either for or against the United States, Smith never could remember which) on Washington’s birthday or Queen Victoria’s.

As a matter of fact, it seems that Mutation Smith’s father took out papers when he got his job in Canada that made him British, but when he lost his job he took back his papers and got new old ones again; and then it looked as if he would get a job in Mexico, and he took out Mexican ones. So young Smith grew up patriotic, if nothing else. He always said that he was all for his country. Just let him take one look at his papers, he said, to see which it was and he was all for it.

So much was he inclined that way at college and at his lodge meetings, later on, he used to be able to recite “Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled!” with tears in his eyes; and also “The Watch on the Rhine,” and “Gunga Din,” and “Rise, Japan!” and “Lie Down, China” — all, I say, with tears in his eyes.

But I am anticipating. Smith’s father’s work in Canada and in Mexico enabled him to get an American education. He went to Cornell University, which became for him for the rest of his life “his dear old Alma Mater.” He felt, as most of the Cornell men feel, that his college days there marked an epoch in his life. He seemed, as it were, to go in a boy, and to come out a man. And yet he was not there very long; ten days in fact. There was something wrong with his credit in certain subjects that was not sufficient and the Dean had to remove him. But when they put him out he was a man. The college had done that to him, whether it liked it or not.

Smith always looked back fondly to dear old Cornell. He used to say that there was something in its wonderful situation, overlooking the waters of the Potomac, that appealed to every fiber in him.

After Cornell, Smith was at the University of Chicago for a term. This, too, he said, made another man of him. After that, he was for two terms at the University of Virginia, a place whose influence and whose beautiful natural site and buildings, laid out, as Smith himself loved to recall, by Stonewall Jefferson himself, made him for the rest of his life a different man; in other words, he came out different from what he would have been if he had stayed the same as he would have been if he had not got different.

Smith’s credit in various subjects being insufficient at Virginia, as they had been at Cornell and Chicago, the Dean removed him. This led to his brief stay at Dartmouth, without which — so at least he himself thought — his development would not have been what it was.

Smith went from Dartmouth to the Massachusetts Tech at Boston, as he wanted to get a glimpse of practical mechanical science. He got it and moved to Johns Hopkins to get an inkling of the latest work in astrophysics. He got it and left in two weeks, taking it with him.

Mutation Smith thus became a typical college man of to-day. All through his maturer life, he used to love to talk, often through tears, of his Alma Maters — or rather of his Almas Mater, which is the proper plural. He said a college man should stick up for his Alma Maters, and whenever there was any call for funds for endowment or re-endowment of any of his colleges, Smith often subscribed as much as five dollars at a time.

Meantime Mutation Smith, now mature, rendered a different man five times from what he had been, passed from college into life itself. And now for the first time women came into his life. That is to say, up to now women had never come into it. They had merely moved through it like fish through the meshes of a net. Now they came and stayed.

Smith’s experience with them was very different from the life story of his forbears in Massachusetts in this respect. Take the typical case of his grandfather, John Mayflower Smith. He never “met” Abigail Price, who became his wife, because he didn’t need to “meet” her. When he was seven years old, he gave Abigail an oyster-shell. After that he made no sign for four years: but Abigail kept the shell.

When he was eleven years old, he gave her a “conversation lozenge,” which had a motto written on it in red poison— “If you love me as I love you, no knife can cut our love in two.” Abigail kept the lozenge all her life. When John Smith was eighteen, he went with Abigail to a “tea social,” in the schoolhouse — and took her home all alone in broad daylight, the whole four hundred yards to her house. After that, of course, he had to marry her.

They were engaged for two years, during which time Smith went to see Abigail every Sunday from 2 p.m. to 4 p.m., spending most of his time standing with her father looking at the pig-pen. They were both twenty when they were married. They had eight children four boys called John and four girls called Abigail.

John was a good husband to Abigail. He took her once to the Falls and once to Boston. And one day, when she was crying over something, they say he walked right across the room and kissed her. After he died, Abigail never married, but spent the rest of her life talking about him.

But of course none of this kind of thing would apply to John Mutation Smith, the one under discussion. He belonged not to that age, but to this. I have said that women never came into John Mutation Smith’s life until after his college days, never in any serious way. There was, of course, a certain element in his life, as in that of the young men of to-day, that suggested the possibility of love. There was, for example, little Janey Doodoo, whom he knew in his first year at college.

He used to take little Janey out in his Ford, and kiss her — a few dozen times at a time — and squeeze her up to about a pressure of eight pounds to the square inch. And Janey would wind herself around him and stroke his hair back and push his ears up and turn his collar crooked. But it was just a boy and girl affair. At least, that was all it seemed, to look at it — just a boy and a girl.

Then there were Nettie Nitty and Nina Nohow and Posie Possum — all girls at college. John took them out sometimes for the afternoon, sometimes for the evening — sometimes, even to the town soda-fountain. Smith used to love to look back later on to this first dawning awakening of affection with the first six girls that he ever loved. There is nothing so beautiful in life as love’s young dream, and when it comes six abreast, it is overwhelming.

Still, after all, it amounted to but little. It cost next to nothing, involved no legal consequences, no action in the courts, no mental collapse, and no question of the penitentiary — in short, it was not love.

Reality only came to John Smith in this respect after he left college and went out into the world. It was here, right out in the world, that he married Abigail Price. It was the first time either of the young people had ever been married. They lived in a tiny apartment and sang and laughed and were happy all day long, for the whole ten days of their marriage.

They might have stayed married ever so long, only John’s boss — he had gone into the flour and feed business — wanted him to move to Ypsilanti, Michigan, and Abigail didn’t like the name.

So they parted, still friends, while there was yet time. John Smith used to look back to those bright earlier days of the first marriage he ever made with a sigh of regret. Certain things, he used to say, seem only to come once in life; and a first marriage is one of them.

In Ypsilanti, John married Mrs. Thompson — Bessie Thompson. That was, as nearly as he could remember, her name; but it may have been Jessie. The marriage turned out to be an error, a fatal error, one of those life errors that we make in love. Within a month each realized that he, or she, didn’t love her, or him. John found himself staring at the blank wall — it seems the only thing to do in that case — and realizing that his life was wrecked.

Mrs. Thompson stared at the other wall.

They parted. And for a long, long time, nearly a year, John Smith remained unmarried. His heart, he said, was numb. He drove out a little in a buggy with one of the local girls. But his heart was numb all the time they were out.

John’s business in the flour and feed failed. So he moved away and opened a drug store in Montpelier, Vermont, and then closed the drug store and went into the wholesale and retail cigar business in Topeka, Kansas. And after that he was for a while up in Canada in real estate in Saskatoon, and after that he went into the school book business on Commission in Bangor, Maine, with a side line of patent ginger ale bottle tops.

John always said that he felt the full charm of business life — the joy that so many have felt in founding a business and seeing it grow and expand for perhaps three or four months, before it collapses.

During all these years of his business life, Mutation Smith was married — in fact, several times. But there were no children. The rules of the apartments where they lived never permitted it — except in Saskatoon, but then there were no apartments in Saskatoon.

In the end, John began to grow old. He would sit for hours in the chimney corner, or rather in the gas grate, musing on his past life, thinking of all his birthplaces, and all his playmates, and of each of his first loves, and of the dear old town, each of the dear old towns, where the old crowd, all the old crowds, could be pictured waiting to welcome him — if he could only sort them out in his mind.

And thinking thus, I imagine that John Mutation Smith, child and citizen of our time, often grew thoroughly sick of the time in which he lived.

Meantime in the merely worldly sense Smith had accumulated a very fair competence. He had done well out of his failures at Ypsilanti and two or three other places, he had had a disastrous fire in Topeka on which he had cleaned up a good deal, and he had incurred a total bankruptcy in Saskatoon that had put him on his feet.

But his heart was sad. He often asked himself what his life had amounted to anyway, and it didn’t add up to much.

And now I hear, quite recently — or perhaps I have imagined — a strange thing about John Mutation Smith, namely, that he is about to make a new move in life.

It seems that he met again the other day Abigail Price — the same one of long ago. And Abigail, like all the Abigails, has waited and has never married again.

And they are going to be remarried and are going to go back and settle again in Mutation, Massachusetts, where nothing ever changes. They have bought a frame house with walnut trees in front of it. They are old people now, of course, nearly thirty-six both of them, but it’s a large house, such a large house, and there are no rules against children within fifty miles. So perhaps you can’t tell.


Inference as an Art HOW EVEN AN AMATEUR MAY FORGE A CHAIN OF LOGIC
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I SUPPOSE THAT there is nothing so fascinating to the human intellect as the following out of a close chain of reasoning — the kind of thing that is called in the detective stories “an inexorable concatenation of logic.” Perhaps it is the detective story that has made this kind of thing so fashionable in our generation.

Personally I must say that I like now and then to try my hand at such an exercise, and to see what conclusions I can draw in regard to the casual people whom I meet or see — a stranger observed on a train or a random passenger on a street-car. No doubt I am not alone in this. I imagine that the attempt to unravel the mystery of our fellow-men in this fashion is a favorite pastime with many of us.

I lay no claim to any particular skill in observation or reasoning power. But I may at least say that interest and industry have brought to me what might seem a rather surprising measure of success; so much so that at times I find myself “arguing out” the person whom I see with results that presently justify each separate stage of my reasoning.

 

I had, no later than last week, a curious illustration of this. It happened that I was on a train, in a chair-car, going north from my own city for a vacation in the woods. At such-and-such a station — the name is of no consequence; if necessary, though, I could furnish it upon request — there entered into the train a party of five persons. I set myself to observe them quietly from behind my newspaper.

It was at once evident that they all knew one another. The fact that they got on the train together, that they were all talking together, and that one, the senior of the party, held the tickets for all, justified this first step of reasoning.

Of the party themselves the oldest was a man of about thirty-five to forty years, the next a lady perhaps a little younger, then a girl in her teens, and finally two little boys dressed almost alike. Here then was a second problem — what was the connection or relationship between them? I set myself to thinking it out. Under what circumstances does a man carry with him two little boys in similar suits? Why should a woman say to a man, “Have you got the children’s hold-all?” Hold-what? And why were they holding it?

The explanation came upon me, as such things often do, with a sudden flash. The five persons were a family! The man was the father, the lady was his wife, and the two little boys, identical in dress, strongly alike in features, were brothers!!

Another conclusion followed almost immediately. They were starting on a summer vacation — the man, for instance, was carrying what I recognized to be a fishing-rod, the girl in her teens had under her arm a tennis racket in a case, and the porter had carried in for them a long leather bag with wooden sticks protruding over the top, which a little close reasoning showed to be golf clubs!

This neat piece of deduction carried with it quite naturally a further conclusion. This was to the effect that their vacation was to be spent on or near (or under) the water. The two little boys each had with him a toy yacht. These, I argued, would only float on water, and hence in the mountains or on a farm would be of no purpose. In addition to this, each child had on its head a sailor hat with the legend H.M.S. Resolute. If not water, the boys would hardly have been named after a ship.

The reader might ask at this point, how can I speak with such confidence of child, of children, of a girl in her teens? How could I know that they were children? I answer very simply that I could not and did not know it. I argued it only as a fair inference from their appearance.

On the basis thus laid down, I was able next to name to myself the exact destination of my unknown acquaintances. At the end of the line is a well-known summer resort, situated beside a lake. The train was to go to this point as its terminus and it was to stop nowhere else in between. Therefore the passengers were going to this station. This was but logic.

I now set myself to see what further information I could piece together in regard to the personality, etc., of the group under observation. Here I must admit that my conclusions were halting and more slowly formed. Yet bit by bit I made progress. I observed that the lady presently took out a newspaper, and holding it right side up, remained for some time with her eyes fixed upon it. I inferred from this that she could read and write.

Meantime a similar observation of her husband convinced me that he was a lawyer. He sat for some time reading, or at least observing, a volume which bore the title “Law Reports,” from his pocket there protruded a newspaper or journal with the heading in capitals “CANADA LEGAL TIMES,” and he carried with him a bag of the kind commonly known as a brief-case. The inference was that he was either a lawyer or a liar.

So far, then, my conclusions were that the party consisted of a well-to-do lawyer and his wife (well-to-do because they rode on the train instead of walking) going on, or proceeding on, a vacation to, or in, the water.

The next step was to try to work out their names. This I admit is a far more difficult process. Whether a name can actually be transferred from mind to mind by intense concentration of thought is an open question. Perhaps it can and perhaps it can’t. At any rate, in this case I failed entirely, in spite of sitting with my mind intensely concentrated (till aroused by the conductor).

But where internal reasoning fails, observation may succeed. And so it proved. By keeping my ears open, instead of my mind, I was soon able to educe that the man’s name was Henry. I argued this from the fact that his wife said, “When are we supposed to get in, Henry?” and a little later, “You sent a telegram, didn’t you, Henry?”

The man’s answer, “Yes,” could be construed as an admission that his name was Henry.

The wife’s name, I divined, or at least diagnosed, to be either Bessie or Mum. The man addressed her as Bessie, the children Mum. Later on it occurred to me that the word Mum was a short, or abbreviated, form of Mother. Very shortly afterwards, also, I was able to reason that the man’s name was Henry Williams. Stamped in black letters on the end of one of his valises was the legend H. Williams. Could anything be more convincing?

 

Indeed, just as I concluded this chain of reasoning, I realized that I knew them. . . . In fact, the man came across the car and sat down beside me.

“How are you?” he said. “Off on a vacation to the lake, I suppose? I’m just taking Bessie and the kids up there for a fortnight.”

Then I realized that of course he was Henry Williams. I’ve known him and Bessie Williams for about sixteen years. In fact, I think that one of the little boys, I forgot which, is my godson.

 

The trouble is that I am often so tied up in these chains of logic that I get tangled.


Our Get-Together Movement THE WAY WE HAVE ORGANIZED TO “GET TOGETHER” IN OUR TOWN

[image: img53.jpg]

I WANT TO tell about the Get-Together Movement we’ve been carrying on in our town, because I think it will be a help to people to get together in other towns.

The way it began was this. For some time past some of us had been feeling that we didn’t get together enough. Whether it was from lack of opportunity or from lack of initiative, I don’t know. But the fact was that we weren’t getting together. So some of us began to think of how we could manage to get together better.

So the idea came up that a good way to start a movement in that direction would be to hold a lunch as a start. We thought if we could get together at a lunch it might serve as a beginning. So we began with a lunch.

Or rather, I should say that before we had the lunch a few of us got together at breakfast to work up the lunch. I don’t know whose idea it first was, but at any rate a little group of us went and had breakfast at one of the hotels. We just had a plain breakfast — just cereals and grapefruit and eggs and bacon and a choice of steak — in fact, just the things they either had on the bill of fare or could get on half an hour’s notice. It was quite informal. We put one of ourselves in the chair, as president, and had no speeches or anything of the sort except that the president said a few words, mainly about getting together and one or two about how the other men just added a word or two about how we hadn’t been getting together in the past and hoping that in the future things would be different and we would get together.

It was felt at the same time that the purpose of the club should be service, and it was decided that a good form of service would be to eat lunch.

So the lunch came off soon after and was an unqualified success in every way. The president explained the aim of the organization, and a simple outline of a constitution was drawn up. For the use of others I append here the two or three principal clauses:

Air of the organization — To get together.

Means to be taken to accomplish it — By coming together.

Purpose of the organization — Service.

Means of effecting it — By cultivating in the members a sense of service.

Politics of the organization — None.

Religion of the members — None.

Ideas represented — None.

Education and other tests for membership — None.

Fees, outside of food — Nothing.

The constitution was voted with a great deal of enthusiasm. When the lunch broke up, it was felt that a real start had been made.

Well, having the lunch encouraged us to go right on, and so the next thing we had was a dinner. There was a feeling that you can get men together at a dinner where they sit together in a way in which you can’t unless you do.

Of course, it took a good deal of work to get the dinner, a lot of spade work and team work. It’s always that way. But at last we got over a hundred pledged to eat dinner and ventured to pull it off.

It certainly was a big success. It was quite informal. We just held it in one of the big hotels, taking the ordinary table d’hôte dinner that the hotel served that night and letting the members just come in and sit down and start eating when they liked and get up and leave just when they wanted to.

There were no speeches — just the president and one or two gave ten minutes’ talk on service and community feeling. The president said that the way to get these was by getting together: he said that we had already done a lot just by sheer ground work and he wanted us all to hang right on and stick to it and see it through.

Well, since then we’ve been keeping the lunches and dinners going pretty regularly. And as a result we feel that we are beginning to know one another. I sat next to a man the other night whom I don’t suppose I would have ever got to know if I hadn’t sat next to him. We both remarked upon it. In fact, I don’t think there’s any better way to get next to a man than by sitting next to him when he’s eating. You get a community feeling out of it. This man — I forget his name — said so too.

But we’ve cut out the local speakers. Somehow our members don’t care to listen to one another. They all seem to feel that you get more community feeling, a far better sense of genuine fellowship, from an outsider. So we take our speakers now from a good way off.

And we’ve certainly had some wonderful talks. One of the first — I think the man was a professor — was a great talk; it was on “How to Be 100 Per Cent Yourself”; and there was another on “How to Get 100 Per Cent Outside Yourself”; and others on “How to Think 100 Per Cent” and on “How to Be 100 Per Cent Awake.”

There’s no doubt the organization has done a whole lot towards bringing us all together. When the members meet on the street, they always say, “Good morning!” or “How are you?” or something of that sort, or even stop for a second and say, “Well, how’s it going?” or “How’s the boy?”

In fact, you can generally tell the members of our organization on the street just by the look on their faces. I heard a man say the other day that he’d know them a mile off.

So what we feel is that there must be men of the same stamp as ourselves in other towns. We ought to know them and they ought to know us. Let’s start something to get together.


Short Circuits in the Open Air


A Lesson on the Links THE APPLICATION OF MATHEMATICS TO GOLF
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IT IS ONLY quite recently that I have taken up golf. In fact, I have only played for three or four years, and seldom more than ten games in a week or at most four in a day. I have only had a proper golf vest for two years: I only bought a “spoon” this year and I am not going to get Scotch socks till next year.

In short, I am still a beginner. I have once, it is true, had the distinction of “making a hole in one,” in other words of hitting the ball into the pot, or can, or receptacle, in one shot. That is to say, after I had hit, a ball was found in the can and my ball was not found. It is what we call circumstantial evidence — the same thing that people are hanged for.

Under such circumstances I should have little to teach to anybody about golf. But it has occurred to me that from a certain angle my opinions may be of value. I at least bring to bear on the game all the resources of a trained mind and all the equipment of a complete education.

In particular I may be able to help the ordinary golfer — or “goofer” — others prefer “gopher” — by showing him something of the application of mathematics to golf.

Many a player is perhaps needlessly discouraged by not being able to calculate properly the chances and probabilities of progress in the game. Take, for example, the simple problem of “going round in bogey.” The ordinary average player such as I am now becoming — something between a beginner and an expert — necessarily wonders to himself “Shall I ever be able to go around in bogey; will the time ever come when I shall make not one hole in bogey, but all the holes?”

To this, according to my calculations, the answer is overwhelmingly “yes.” The thing is a mere matter of time and patience.

Let me explain for the few people who never play golf (such as night watchmen, night clerks in hotels, night operators, astronomers and negroes), that “bogey” is an imaginary player who does each hole at golf in the fewest strokes that a first-class player with ordinary luck ought to need for that hole.

Now an ordinary player finds it quite usual to do one hole out of the nine “in bogey,” — as we golfers, or rather, “us goofers,” call it, — but he wonders whether it will ever be his fate to do all the nine holes of the course in bogey. To which we answer again with absolute assurance, he will.

The thing is a simple instance of what is called the mathematical theory of probability. If a player usually and generally makes one hole in bogey, or comes close to it, his chance of making any one particular hole in bogey is one in nine. Let us say, for easier calculation, that it is one in ten. When he makes it, his chance of doing the same with the next hole is also one in ten; therefore, taken from the start his chance of making the two holes successively in bogey is one-tenth of a tenth chance. In other words it is one in a hundred.

The reader sees already how encouraging the calculation is. Here is at last something definite about his progress. Let us carry it further. His chance of making three holes in bogey one after the other will be one in a thousand, his chance of four one in ten thousand and his chance of making the whole round in bogey will be exactly one in 1,000,000,000, — that is one in a billion games.

In other words, all he has to do is to keep right on. But for how long? he asks. How long will it take, playing the ordinary number of games in a month, to play a billion? Will it take several years? Yes, it will.

An ordinary player plays about 100 games in a year, and will therefore play a billion games in exactly 10,000,000 years. That gives us precisely the time it will need for persons like the reader and myself to go round in bogey.

Even this calculation needs a little revision. We have to allow for the fact that in 10,000,000 years the shrinking of the earth’s crust, the diminishing heat of the sun and the general slackening down of the whole solar system, together with the passing of eclipses, comets and showers of meteors, may put us off our game.

In fact, I doubt if we shall ever get around in bogey.

 

Let us try something else. Here is a very interesting calculation in regard to “allowing for the wind.”

I have noticed that a great many golf players of my own particular class are always preoccupied with the question of “allowing for the wind.” My friend, Amphibius Jones, for example, just before driving always murmurs something, as if in prayer, about “allowing for the wind.” After driving he says with a sigh, “I didn’t allow for the wind.” In fact, all through my class there is a general feeling that our game is practically ruined by the wind. We ought really to play in the middle of the desert of Sahara where there isn’t any.

It occurred to me that it might be interesting to reduce to a formula the effect exercised by the resistance of the wind on a moving golf ball. For example, in our game of last Wednesday, Jones in his drive struck the ball with what he assures me was his full force, hitting in with absolute accuracy, as he himself admits, fair in the center, and he himself feeling, on his own assertion, absolutely fit, his eye being (a very necessary thing with Jones), absolutely “in,” and he also having on his proper sweater — a further necessary condition of first-class play. Under all the favorable circumstances the ball only advanced fifty yards! It was evident at once that it was a simple matter of the wind: the wind, which was of that treacherous character which blows over the links unnoticed, had impinged full upon the ball, pressed it backward and forced it to the earth.

Here then is a neat subject of calculation. Granted that Jones, — as measured on a hitting machine the week the circus was here, — can hit two tons and that this whole force was pressed against a golf ball only one inch and a quarter in diameter. What happens? My reader will remember that the superficial area of such a golf ball is 3.1415 times 5/4 square inches multiplied by 4, or, more simply, 4PR. And all of this driven forward with the power of 4,000 pounds to the inch!

In short, taking Jones’s statement at their face value the ball would have traveled, had it not been for the wind, no less than 6½ miles.

I give the next calculation of even more acute current interest. It is in regard to “moving the head.” How often is an admirable stroke at golf spoiled by moving the head! I have seen members of our golf club sit silent and glum all evening, murmuring from time to time, “I moved my head.” When Jones and I play together I often hit the ball sideways into the vegetable garden from which no ball returns (they have one of these on every links; it is a Scottish invention). And whenever I do so Jones always says, “You moved your head.” In return when he drives his ball away up into air and down again ten yards in front of him, I always retaliate by saying, “You moved your head, old man.”

In short, if absolute immobility of the head could be achieved the major problem of golf would be solved.

Let us put the theory mathematically. The head, poised on the neck, has a circumferential sweep or orbit of about two inches, not counting the rolling of the eyes. The circumferential sweep of a golf ball is based on a radius of 250 yards, or a circumference of about 1,600 yards, which is very nearly equal to a mile. Inside this circumference is an area of 27,878,400 square feet, the whole of which is controlled by a tiny movement of the human neck. In other words, if a player were to wiggle his neck even 1/190 of an inch the amount of ground on which the ball might falsely alight would be half a million square feet. If at the same time he multiplies the effect by rolling his eyes, the ball might alight anywhere.

I feel certain that after reading this any sensible player will keep his head still.

A further calculation remains, — and one perhaps of even greater practical interest than the ones above.

Everybody who plays golf is well aware that on some days he plays better than on others. Question — how often does a man really play his game?

I take the case of Amphibius Jones. There are certain days, when he is, as he admits himself, “put off his game” by not having on his proper golf vest. On other days the light puts him off his game; at other times the dark; so, too, the heat; or again the cold. He is often put off his game because he has been up too late the night before; or similarly because he has been to bed too early the night before; the barking of a dog always puts him off his game; so do children; or adults, or women. Bad news disturbs his game; so does good; so also does the absence of news.

All of this may be expressed mathematically by a very simple application of the theory of permutations and probability; let us say that there are altogether fifty forms of disturbance any one of which puts Jones off his game. Each one of these disturbances happens, say, once in ten days. What chance is there that a day will come when not a single one of them occurs? The formula is a little complicated but mathematicians will recognize the answer at once as x/1 + x/1 . . . xn/1. In fact, that is exactly how often Jones plays at his best; x/1 + x/1 . . . xn/1 worked out in time and reckoning four games to the week and allowing for leap years and solar eclipses, it comes to about once in 2,930,000 years.

And from watching Jones play I think that this is about right.


The Family at Football SHOWING HOW THE GREAT COLLEGE CHAMPIONSHIP GAME OF THE SEASON WAS VARIOUSLY REPORTED
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THE OFFICIAL REPORT

(More or less like this)

Williamson got the ball and opened up with a low kick down field against the wind. Smith punted. Jones fumbled. Brown fell down. Robertson got up. Peterson tackled low. Johnson kicked high. Thompson touched down. Jackson converted. Quarter time. Jones kicked. Diplock ran four yards. Brown was put off. Thompson came on. . . . Yards. . . . More yards . . . half time . . . quarter kick . . . punt . . . yards . . . points . . . GAME.

AS SEEN FROM THE STADIUM BENCHES, ROW 4, BY MISS FLOSSIE FITZCLIPPET BROWN, AND REPORTED TO HER GIRL FRIEND IN CONVERSATION.

Certainly it was a wonderful game. I had on my wine-colored dress and the hat to match, and it was cold enough so that you could wear fur around your neck. That’s one of the great things about football games, you can wear fur. That’s why they play so late in the season, at least so some of the boys said. Most of the girls had on cloth coats, so of course you don’t see as much color as at a ball game in the summer. But the two teams wore bright-colored sweaters.

One side — I think it was our side — had bright blue, and the other side were in dark red. But they are not a bit careful of their suits when they play and some of them got into a frightful mess from falling down by accident on the ground. But when they get too dirty the umpire turns them out of the game and takes on a man with a new sweater. The boys explained it all to me.

But I really know a lot about the game because my brother Ted plays on the team. They give another touch of color by having some of the boys stand along the edge of the ground with bright bathrobes on. The umpires have on white sweaters and there are people called referees and they wear long white coats to give a touch of light.

The game was terribly exciting. The side that I think was our side were all kicking the ball one way and the other side the other way. Jack was sitting on one side of me and Bruce on the other and they explained everything so clearly — all about the yards and the different points — that I could understand practically all of it very soon after it had happened. Sometimes, of course, only the referee understands and the scoring has to be done on a special board at the end of the field so as to add it up. But I could tell which was our side all the time even when they changed courts after each rubber.

I saw ever so many people that we knew there because where we were in the grandstand, by standing up and looking round you could see practically everybody. I thought a great many of the hats perfectly sweet. They seem to be wearing softer colors this autumn. I saw one hat of Valencia blue felt that was just a dream.

Papa and Uncle Peter were there, but I don’t think they saw us. They seemed to be looking at the game all the time.

It got tremendously exciting toward the end. Both sides were exactly even with the same number of sets and the boys explained to me that it was just a question now which side could knock down the referee and sit on him. No doubt it sounds brutal, but really when you are there you get so excited that you forget. Again and again as he slipped in and out putting the ball into position, they nearly got him, but each time he slipped out.

Just at the end it got so exciting — I don’t know what it was — something to do with yards, that I stood right up on the seat. So did a lot of the girls. Jack and Bruce had to hold me by the ankles or I might have fallen.

And in the end, I think that the side that I think was our side won the whole game! Wasn’t that splendid?

Oh, football is just delicious.

AS REPORTED BY MR. EDWARD CHUNK BROWN, SENIOR, FATHER OF MISS FLOSSIE FITZCLIPPET BROWN, OVER THE COFFEE AND CIGARS AT HIS DINNER TABLE THAT EVENING.

You didn’t see the big game to-day? You certainly missed it. My boy Ted was playing in it. You ought to have been there. Ted was playing in the forward line, and I must say Ted put up a great game. I tell you, this college football is about as fine and manly a sport as you can get.

Look at Ted. Why, Ted was just a little shrimp till I got him started into football at the prep (I was always keen on the game. My brother and I both played on the college team in 1895, though Peter wasn’t what you’d call really first class). Well, look at Ted now. Why, he’s heavier than I was myself.

Yes, sir, that was a great game today. At one time they broke right through the center and they’d have got clear away with it but for a tackle that my boy Ted made — one of the best tackles I ever saw, at least in the game today. Of course, they do less running than we did, but Ted got in one pretty good run today. Ted’s quick on his feet, and what’s more, Ted can use his head. Now there was one time to-day when Ted — Ted — Ted — Ted — Ted.

AS REPORTED BY MISS MARY DEEPHEART BROWN, ELDER SISTER OF MISS FLOSSIE FITZCLIPPET BROWN AND DAUGHTER OF EDWARD CHUNK BROWN, SENIOR, IN A CONFIDENTIAL LETTER TO ONE OF HER SIX ONLY FRIENDS.

I must tell you all about the perfectly wonderful football game last Saturday. I hadn’t seen Ernest for three days and I was afraid that something had happened or that I had said something, because once before Ernest said that something I said had made him feel just terrible for days and days till he knew that I hadn’t said what I said.

And then I got a note from Ernest to ask me if he might take me to the game, and so I knew it was all right. Papa said, at first, that he would come with us, but I was so afraid that it might mean a chill, that I got Flossie to get Mother to get Ted to get Uncle Peter to take him.

Anyway, it meant that I went with Ernest by ourselves and there was no one else there, and we had awfully good seats, right up at the back in a corner. There was a post partly in front of us, but it didn’t prevent us from seeing anything.

All through the first half of the game — football games are divided into three or four halves of about five minutes each — Ernest kept looking into my face in the strangest way. I felt that he had something that he wanted to say, and I looked back at him to try to read in his face what it was, but of course Ernest has the kind of face that is hard to read even when you look right into it.

Once Ernest seemed to be just going to say something, but at that very minute, there was a lot of shouting and yelling, something must have happened, I think, to do with the football. But presently, in the second half when the game was less exciting, because I think that both sides were exactly even or something, and the time nearly all gone, Ernest quite all of a sudden, put out his hand and took mine and said that there was nobody in the world who meant to him what I did and that ever since he had known me he cared for nothing except me, and that the law office are now giving him over four hundred dollars a month and that if I wouldn’t marry him he would give up the law altogether and take the first boat to Costa Rica.

And I said I didn’t know what father would say and Ernest said he didn’t care a damn what father would say (Ernest is so manly in the way he talks) and he offered to break my father’s neck for me if I liked. So I said that I hadn’t ever meant to get married but to be some sort of sister, but that if he liked, I would get married this time for his sake. And just then one of the caretakers came to tell us that the game was over and the people had gone and they wanted to sweep up the seats. So we went home together.

I think football is a perfectly wonderful game.

AS REPORTED BY PETER HASBIN BROWN, BROTHER OF EDWARD, SENIOR, AND UNCLE OF FLOSSIE, MARY AND TED.

Yes, I saw the game to-day. Pretty rotten. Ed’s boy Ted was playing, and so I went with Ed and his little boy, Billie, to see the game. I hadn’t seen a game since 1900, but of course Ed and I both played on the college team, though Ed was no good. As I see it, they’ve pretty well spoiled the old game. There doesn’t seem to be a rule that they haven’t changed. Why, nowadays you can hardly understand it. In my time, of course, the game was far more exciting.

Well, for one thing, the fellows could kick further, and the men were heavier and could shove harder and run faster. Now the whole game seems just dead. My nephew, Ted, has the makings of a good player in him; he plays something of the kind of game I did. I’ve told him a lot of things. But you take all these rules about yards, and downs and offside play, it’s all changed; a man can’t understand them. I sat next to my little nephew Billie — he’s Ed’s son, he’s eight — and I said, “Can you understand it, Billie?” and he said, “Not quite, Uncle Peter.”

There you are, he couldn’t understand it, and I said, “It was a darned sight better game thirty years ago, Billie,” and he said, “Was it, Uncle Peter?” He’s a bright kid.

But the way they have the game now, there is no interest in it. There was a whole lot of shouting and yelling, but no enthusiasm. A lot of them were waving their hats and hooting till they were hoarse, but there was no enthusiasm. When I used to play and some one would shout from the touch line (we used to stand right around the game then), “Go it, Pete!” well, that was enthusiasm. You don’t get that now.

Oh, no, the game is gone to hell.

AS REPORTED BY BILLIE COMINGUP BROWN, AGED 8, YOUNGER SON OF EDWARD BROWN, SENIOR.

Gee! It was wonderful! Gee!

BY MRS. UPTOWN BROWN — OTHERWISE “MOTHER” — PARENT OF FLOSSIE, MARY, TED, AND BILLIE, AND WIFE OF EDWARD CHUNK BROWN, SENIOR.

No, please don’t go yet. We’ve plenty of time for another rubber. They’re all at the football game. My little boy Ted is playing, and my two little girls are there, too. Now, do stay! And won’t you have another whiskey and soda?


Life in the Open REFLECTIONS VOUCHSAFED TO ME BY MY HOSTESS IN THE WILDERNESS
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“YES, WE COME up every Fall,” she said. “We’re both so passionately fond of the open air. Ransome, will you close that window. There’s a draft.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said the butler.

“And we love to do everything for ourselves. Ransome, will you please pass me that ash-tray from across the table?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said the butler.

“And we live here quite without form or ceremony — that’s what makes it so nice, it’s all so simple. Gwendoline, you may put on the finger-bowls, and tell William to serve the coffee in the cardroom. . . .”

So I knew then that I was getting an opportunity to observe at first hand the life in the open, the simple life, right in the wilderness, of which my richer friends have so often spoken to me.

 

“We like, you know, the roughness of it,” my hostess went on after we were seated over our coffee— “the journey up and everything. Of course, it’s not quite so rough to come up now as it used to be, now that they have built the new motor highway. This time we were able to bring up both the town cars, and before that it was always a question just what we could bring up.

“I do think the big closed cars are so much nicer when one is roughing it — Gwendoline, will you pass the cigarettes, please? — they keep the air out so much better, and our new one, perhaps you noticed it, is the kind in which you can draw the curtains and arrange it something like a drawing-room on a train. We are able to come up at night in it. I always think it much nicer — don’t you? — to come up through the mountains at night. One sleeps better than in the day.”

 

There was a little pause, during which two noiseless maids removed the coffee cups and a noiseless man in a semi-feudal dress brought in picture-book logs for a fire six feet wide.

 

“Of course, it is not all so easy,” continued my hostess. “The food up here is always such a question. Of course, we can always get meat from the village — there is quite a village now, you know, though when my husband first came up twenty years ago there was nothing — and we can get milk and eggs and vegetables from the farmers, and, of course, the men bring in fish all the time, and our gardener manages now to raise a good deal of fruit under glass, but beyond that it is very difficult to get anything.

“Only yesterday, for example, the housekeeper came to tell me that we had not enough broilers for lunch; somebody had made a silly mistake and we were one short. We had to send Alfred (he drives fastest) back to the city with the big car to get one. Even then, lunch was half an hour late. Things like that happen all the time. One has to learn to be philosophical.

“But surely it is worth it — isn’t it? — for the pleasure of being up here in the wilderness, so far away from everything and everybody. I sometimes feel up here as if one were cut off from the whole world — William, will you turn on the radio?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said the footman.

“I think it’s the municipal elections and, of course, my husband is tremendously interested. His company has been trying to get better city government for so long; they need pure government because of their franchises, and it has been costing them a tremendous lot of money to get it. What do you say, William, not working? Then will you please ask Jones to tell the electricians to look at it?”

 

My hostess smoked her cigarette in silence for a minute or two, while her attentive eye followed the maids as they moved about the room, picking up coffee cups and ash-trays and bringing cigarettes. “Gwendoline,” she said, “I think you had better tell James to give us more furnace heat and see that there are fires in the upper bedrooms to-night. It’s turning a little chilly.”

“I always like,” she continued, turning to me again, “to see to everything myself. It takes trouble, but it’s the only way. But, I beg your pardon, you were asking me something. Fishing! Oh, yes, there is the most glorious fishing up here. I must tell Gwendoline to tell Mrs. Edwards to see that they give you fish at breakfast. It’s just an ideal fishing country, my husband says. We send William out every morning, and sometimes William and Ransome both. Often, so my husband tells me, when the weather is really clear he has William up and out by four o’clock — my husband is so fond of early rising, though he can’t get up now himself the way he used to — but he always likes to get William and Ransome out early.

“They bring back the most beautiful fish. Trout? Yes, I think so. I don’t precisely know because, of course, I never go myself, but I think trout and sea-bass and finnan haddie — they keep us beautifully supplied. Was that finnan haddie that you caught this morning, William?”

“Doré, ma’am.”

“Oh, yes, it’s the same thing, isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am, just the same.”

“Thank you, William, you can take the glasses; we’re done with them. You see, William knows all about fish, as he comes from Newfoundland, do you not, William?”

“No, ma’am, Saskatchewan.”

“Some place of the sort, so I thought.”

 

“What do you say — our amusements here? Oh, we simply don’t have any. We have always both felt that up here in this beautiful air (that French window at the end of the room needs closing, Ransome) it is amusement enough just to be alive. So we have never bothered to think about amusements. Of course, my husband had the billiard-room built because that is really his one pastime, and this card-room because it is mine, and we put in the tennis courts, though it was hard to do, so as to have them for the children. But that is all. We have the golf links, of course — perhaps you noticed them as you came up.

“It was really quite a triumph for my husband making the course here. He did every bit of it himself. At one time he had nearly two hundred Italians working. My husband, as you know, is terribly energetic; I often call him a dynamo. The summer when he was building the golf course he never seemed to stop; always sitting with his cigar in his mouth first under a tree on one side, looking at his Italians, and then on the other side — in fact, he was always somewhere. I used to wonder how he could keep it up.

 

“But I am sorry,” concluded my hostess, “I am afraid it is time I was ordering you all off to bed. We keep such early hours here that we go to bed at midnight.

“But perhaps you’d rather stay up a little and play billiards or cards, and there are always one or two of the servants up — at any rate till about three, and then, I think, my husband is sending William fishing. Good night.”


Save Me from My Friends


Save Me from My Friends
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FROM MY FRIEND THE DEADBEAT
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HE HAS ABOUT him such a simple and appealing way, so friendly and so flattering and so humble. And each time I know that it is another ten dollars that he wants, just that, only that — not my affection nor my converse — just ten dollars. Yet he gets it — each time for the last time — he gets it.

 

Sometimes he meets me in the street, always on a fine day, a fine warm day with a touch of the springtime, or the summertime, or the soft touch of autumn or the sunny exhilaration of winter in the air. He would never stop me in the rain, or the sleet. He comes, by instinct, with the sunshine. And his manner, so cheery — the spring tulips are not in it with him.

“And how,” he asks, “is your little boy?”

I swallow the bait at once. “Fine,” I answer, “he was not so well last week, but since Tuesday he’s in great shape.”

“That’s good, that’s good,” says my deadbeat friend, literally beaming with pleasure.

It seems impossible to doubt his affectionate concern.

“By the way,” he continues, as if in a mere train of thought incidental to his pleasure over my little boy’s health, “I’m glad I ran into you this morning. It just happens that to-day I’m rather squeezed — in fact, I’m in a corner — —”

I recognize the situation at once. I realize that my friend’s troubles always take the form of an angular imprisonment. That corner — you’d think that he would learn to keep out in the open! But no, apparently he gets squeezed, shoved, pushed — all those things happen to him — and as a result of the squeezing and shoving and pushing he gets into a corner.

Picture then the situation? Here’s a man in a corner, a man with an affectionate regard for my little son, and ten dollars will take him out of that corner. Refuse him? Quite impossible.

And after all perhaps it’s worth it. If all my friends would greet me with the same winning friendliness and the same solicitude, I think I’d gladly invest ten dollars in each of them.

 

Unfortunately, however, being pushed into a corner is not the worst thing that happens to my friend. Sometimes apparently the ground opens under him and he falls into a hole. “Old man,” he pleads, “I’m in a hole — till Tuesday.” I note that there is always a termination of his sufferings in sight. By some incurable optimism, he really thinks so.

However deep the hole — and at times it is described, so to speak, as a hell of a hole — he will be out of it by Tuesday. And better than that, by next month at the latest, any next month, he expects to “see daylight.” This expectation, I know, he has cherished for years. Just what the daylight is, what form it takes, I don’t know. But my friend confidently expects to see it.

A man, then, who is sunk in a deep hole, but who expects daylight next Tuesday — certainly that’s worth ten dollars.

 

Sometimes I meet him with other people. And if I do I know that he is some one’s guest. If he is in a club, some one has brought him there. If he is at the theater, some one has paid for his seat. If he is at a concert, some one has given him a ticket.

And wherever he is, whatever he regards, always the same enthusiastic appreciation. Not for him to criticize! Not for him to find the company dull, or the music poor, or the play inferior. Everything is first rate always; for he is being treated, being paid for, and has lost the right to be disagreeable.

 

I have often wondered how it must feel to be such a man. Staggering along in life, in holes and pitfalls, beaming on surly acquaintances, cherishing the make-believe illusion of a friendship that he sold for twenty dollars long ago; homeless himself — for he lives nowhere — yet entering with admiring words the homes of others. “This is a charming room!” he says. Any room is charming to him, where there is a free seat, and the chance of lingering to a meal. How does it feel, I wonder, to be him?

 

But notice the queer thing about it. Never mind his motives, or why he does it, but just take the fact. How amiable he is! What an uncomplaining companion! What a fund of appreciation of our lightest jests, what a wealth of sympathy — in words, at any rate — with our most superficial sorrow.

Judge him just as an appearance, and what a man! What a heart!

 

Thinking thus of my friend, the deadbeat, I sometimes apply the same reasoning to the rest of us. How agreeable we are when we are forced to be. You, my dear reader, in the presence of your employer, how bright you are, how good-tempered. When you wish to tell something, or to get something, how easy and accommodating you are, how free from irritation. In other words, each of us, when we want something, instinctively takes on a pleasant bearing. And perhaps if we keep it up it sinks into our character and what was make-believe becomes reality.

 

So let it be, or rather so let it might have been, with my poor friend, the deadbeat.

Might have been, I say, for just of late, just within the last couple of months, a great change has come over him.

It appears that two months ago he saw daylight — actually saw it. What caused it I don’t know, but the first shape it took was a suit of new raiment, a stylish coat, a cane with a gold head, a hat in the latest fashion; and on this followed a suite of rooms in a first-class hotel, and membership, revived I know not how, in one of the most exclusive clubs.

What the source of this restored fortune may be I do not know, but of the existence of the change there seems no doubt.

Nor is the change limited to these externals only. It goes deeper than that. When I talk with my friend on the street now — which is rare, for he no longer lingers in the sunshine — he does not ask after my little boy. He has no time. He is too busy telling me of the house that he is building in the most secluded of the suburbs; he is too much occupied with explaining how rotten was the play he saw (from a box for which he paid) last night; how inferior the music and how poor the food at this or that reception.

And of my lost ten dollars, and my twenty, and the two fifteens and the big hole that cost me fifty — not a word. He has no thought of repayment. It has all passed from his mind. And after all, why should he repay? I realize that the repayment lay in his humble manner, in his gentle flattering interest, and in the pathos of his make-believe solicitude.

I must wait till perhaps he will have burned up his new daylight. And meantime I must keep a ten-dollar bill warm in my pocket for him.

II


FROM MY FRIEND THE REPORTER
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HE CAME UP to me on the platform just after I had finished giving my address, his notebook open in his hand.

“Would you mind,” he said, “just telling me the main points of your speech? I didn’t get to hear it.”

“You weren’t at the lecture?”

“No,” he answered, pausing to sharpen his pencil, “I was at the hockey game.”

“Reporting it?”

“No, I don’t report that sort of thing. I only do the lectures and the highbrow stuff. Say, it was a great game. What did you say the lecture was about?”

“It was called ‘The Triumphal Progress of Science.’ ”

“On science, eh?” he said, writing rapidly as he spoke.

“Yes,” I answered, “on science.”

He paused.

“How do you spell ‘triumphal,’ ” he asked; “is it a ph or an f?”

I told him.

“And now,” he went on, “what was the principal idea, just the main thing, don’t you know, of your address?”

“I was speaking,” I said, “of our advanced knowledge of radiating emanations and the light it throws on the theory of atomic structure.”

“Wait a minute,” he said, “till I get that. Is it r-a-d-i-a-t-i-n-g? . . . the light it throws, eh? . . . good. . . . I guess I got that.”

He prepared to shut his little book.

“Have you ever been here before?”

“No,” I said, “it’s my first time.”

“Are you staying in the new hotel?”

“Yes.”

“How do you like it?”

“It’s very comfortable,” I said.

He reopened his book and scribbled fast.

“Did you see the big new abattoir they are putting in?”

“No,” I said, “I didn’t hear of it.”

“It’s the third biggest north of Philadelphia. What do you think of it?”

“I didn’t see it,” I said.

He wrote a little and then paused.

“What do you think,” he asked, “of this big mix-up in the city council?”

“I didn’t hear of it,” I said.

“Do you think that the aldermen are crooked?”

“I don’t know anything about these aldermen,” I said.

“No,” he answered, “perhaps not, but wouldn’t you think it likely that they’d be crooked?”

“They often are crooked enough,” I admitted, “in fact, very often a pack of bums.”

“Eh, what’s that, a pack of bums? That’s good, that’s great” — he was all enthusiasm now— “that’s the kind of stuff, you know, that our paper likes to get. You see, so often you go and take a lecture and there’s nothing said at all — nothing like that, don’t you see? And there’s no way to make anything out of it. . . . But with this I can feature it up fine. ‘A pack of bums!’ Good. Do you suppose they took a pretty big graft out of building the abattoir?”

“I’m afraid,” I said, “that I don’t know anything about it.”

“But say,” he pleaded, “you’d think it likely that they did?”

“No, no,” I repeated, “I don’t know anything about it.”

“All right,” he said reluctantly, “I guess I’ll have to leave that out. Well, much obliged. I hope you come again. Good night.”

And the next morning as I was borne away from that city in the train I read his report in the paper, headed up with appropriate capitals and subheadings:

THINKS ALDERMEN PACK OF BUMS

Distinguished Lecturer Talks on Christian Science

“The distinguished visitor,” so ran his report, “gave an interesting talk on Christian Science in the auditorium of the Y.M.C.A. before a capacity audience. He said that we were living in an age of radio and that in his opinion the aldermen of the city were a pack of bums. The lecturer discussed very fully the structure of anatomy which he said had emanated out of radio. He expressed his desire to hazard no opinion about the question of graft in regard to the new abattoir which he considers the finest that he has seen at any of his lectures. The address, which was freely punctuated with applause, was followed with keen attention, and the wish was freely expressed at the close that the lecturer might give it in other cities.”

 

There! That’s the way he does it, as all of us who deal with him are only too well aware.

And am I resentful? I should say not. Didn’t he say that there was a “capacity audience” when really there were only sixty-eight people; didn’t he “punctuate the lecture with applause,” and “animate it with keen attention”? . . . What more can a lecturer want? And as to the aldermen and the graft and the heading up, that’s our fault, not his. We want that sort of thing in our morning paper, and he gives it to us.

And with it, as his own share, a broad and kindly human indifference that never means to offend.

Let him trudge off into the night with his little book and pencil and his uncomplaining industry and take my blessing with him.

III


FROM MY FRIEND WITH A SPEECH TO MAKE
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“THEY’VE INVITED ME to attend this darned banquet next month,” said Robinson. “They want me to propose the toast to Our Country. I suppose it’s easy enough, eh?”

He spoke with an affectation of indifference, but I knew what he was feeling underneath.

“I suppose,” he went on, “all I have to do is to get up and jolly them along for fifteen minutes, eh?”

“That’s all,” I answered, “just jolly them along.”

 

I met him again a week later.

“They’ve got me down for this banquet on the 12th,” he said. “They want me to propose Our Country.”

“Do they?” I said.

“Yes, and I was thinking that perhaps a good idea might be to say something about the history of the country, don’t you think?”

So then I knew that Robinson had got to the stage of looking up the encyclopedia.

“A good idea,” I answered.

“I thought,” he continued, “that I’d trace it down from early times and show the way it has come on. How do you think that would go?”

“I think,” I said, “that that would go as far as you like.”

 

“Don’t you think,” asked Robinson, a few days later, “that it might be a good idea to work in Christopher Columbus — something about Columbus having been the first to dine on this continent, something about his dining à la carte, or à la chart — you see, ‘carte’ and ‘chart’ — if I can just work it in. Don’t you think?”

“I think,” I told him, “that if you can only work it in, it will make a tremendous hit.”

That afternoon I saw him in the Public Library taking out the Life of Christopher Columbus.

 

I happened to meet Robinson a few days later out in the country on a Sunday walk.

“They’ve got me down to speak at this big dinner on the 12th,” he said.

“Oh, yes.”

“I don’t suppose there’s any difficulty about doing a thing of that sort, is there?”

“None whatever,” I answered.

From the look on his face, I could realize the stage of anxiety he had reached.

“I didn’t know,” I said, “that you were in the habit of walking out here?”

“I don’t,” he answered, “not usually. But I thought with this speech to make next Tuesday week, I’d take long walks so as to be able to think over a few ideas. Don’t you think that’s a good plan?”

“Oh, yes,” I said, “fine! How far do you walk each time?”

“Oh, about ten or twelve miles.”

“Yes,” I said, “that ought to do it.”

I watched him disappear a little later along the side of a meadow, seeing neither the dandelions nor the daisies, but with his mind riveted on Christopher Columbus, and murmuring in his fancy, “Mr. Chairman and ladies and gentlemen — —”

Such shipwreck dies the prospect of a “Pleasant Evening” make of the human mind.

 

“I was thinking,” he said on the following Saturday, “that a fellow might get off something about the future of the country, eh?”

“An excellent idea!” I assured him.

 

“You weren’t at church,” I said to Robinson, “on Sunday — —”

“No,” he answered, “I have been working on this damn speech for this damn banquet; I’ve got to follow right after the damn toastmaster. Gad! I’ve got to think up some damn thing or other to say between now and Tuesday.”

 

On Monday, Robinson was not at his office. I understood that he was working at his speech. I saw the banquet announced in the newspapers that day and noticed that there were to be fifteen speakers.

 

On Thursday morning I called up Robinson on the ‘phone. “No,” he said, “I’m not coming downtown. They got me stung to speak at this cursed banquet to-night on Our Country. Gad, I don’t know what to say. I’ve had no time to study it up.”

“Too bad,” I said.

“Yes, and what I think I’ll do is, I’ll write the blasted thing out. It’s more certain that way, isn’t it?”

“Dead certain.”

 

That evening I called Robinson up again about seven-thirty to wish him success.

His voice sounded muffled.

“I’m not going,” he said, “I’ve caught a sort of a nasty chill. I think it’s perhaps a touch of bronchitis (here he coughed), or else it’s just a touch of lumbago or sciatica; in fact, I’m in pretty poor shape. I guess I’d better not go out to-night. My wife says I’d be crazy to go.”

“What about your speech?”

“I sent it over,” he answered, “Billy Jones is going to read it to the boys.”

 

Next day I naturally supposed that the episode of Robinson and his speech was all over.

It soon appeared that it was only beginning.

“Great heavens,” he said to me when we met that morning, “did you see the morning paper?”

“The Chinese massacres?” I asked.

“No, my speech, and Good Gad — Billy Jones! The paper hardly put in any of it, anyhow, and left out all the best parts, and what they did put in Billy Jones got all bashed up.”

“Bashed up?”

“Yes, look at this, where I said, ‘This country has a great destiny in front of it,’ Billy Jones put it, ‘This country has a great destitution in front of it.’ How the — could he have — —”

I didn’t stop to hear any more.

 

Robinson is still talking, even after the lapse of months, of what he would have said if he had been able to go, of other ideas that came to him later, of jokes that he thought would have gone down well, of gags that he would have had half a mind to put in.

And he really thinks — or tries to — that his wife wouldn’t let him go to the banquet.

IV


FROM MY FRIEND THE GUIDE
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NOW THAT I am safely returned from my annual fishing and hunting trip into the northern woods, I wish to set down the truth about my friend “Ed” the guide.

I do not care to do this in the heart of the woods, nor on the edge of a waterfall, nor on the waters of a lonely lake. It might have hurt his feelings.

I class Ed as my friend because I call him “Ed”: if this doesn’t constitute friendship, what will? In other things we are not so much connected: in point of race Ed is half English, half French-Canadian, half Algonquin, and partly from the United States. I have heard him say, too, that his mother came from Germany. In fact, Ed is a melting pot.

The first thing I object to in Ed as a guide is that he never seemed to know his way. A guide ought to know that much anyway. “I’m not just sure,” he used to say, “which way we go here, but I guess this is the track. You just carry the canoe up this here hill and I’ll walk ahead and take a look.” Most of the time when we were on the march I carried the canoe and Ed “took a look” in various directions, strolling gently among the pine trees.

“You just start a fire,” he would say, “while I look and see if this is the lake where we fish after supper.”

I spent most of my time in carrying the canoe, lighting fires, and washing dishes. Ed mostly smoked and told stories of other men he had taken out.

“I took a gentleman out here last fall,” he said, “a mighty nice man of the name of Richardson, or Richards; you’d likely know him for he came from either New York or Cleveland. We caught a beauty right here above this fall, just as good as the big one you got just now. Well, sir, this Mr. Richardson he was so pleased when he seen that fish that he gave me a fishing rod. We was standing right here, with this Mr. Richardson right on that rock where you are, and I was here inside him like, and he got this big trout, all of three pounds, just like that big one you got.”

“Did he land it?” I asked, speaking through the noise of the water.

“I done it for him,” answered Ed, “just the way I landed yours. Well, sir, as I say, when Mr. Richardson seen that fish landed, he said, ‘Ed,’ says he, ‘that’s the biggest fish I ever caught or seen caught. I’m so pleased,’ he says, ‘I’m going to give you a rod.’ ”

Ed paused and shook off the bite of a fish that had bothered him. He could not-catch fish better than any one I ever saw.

“He had in his hand,” continued Ed, “one of them rods made of split wood, like the one you’re fishing with. ‘Here, Ed,’ he says, when he come off the rock, ‘take this here rod.’ I’ve got it still back home.”

After this, of course, there was nothing to do except give Ed my rod. I had to live up to the standard of Mr. Richardson.

 

I lost my best knife very shortly afterwards in the same way.

“That’s a dandy knife you’ve got there,” said Ed, “you can’t get them there up here. This Mr. Richardson I was talking about at the fall had a knife just the mate to that. We was sitting here one evening and he was peeling potatoes with this knife just the way you are. We’d had a dandy catch at the fall, just like what we got to-day, only to-day they run a little bigger, and Mr. Richardson was feeling pretty good after it. ‘Here, Ed,’ he says, says he, ‘take this knife for a reminder.’ I took it and kept it and I had it till I lost it just as we were starting on this trip. Yes, sir, he says, ‘Ed,’ says he, ‘take this knife.’ ”

 

It appeared that Mr. Richardson also got rid of his landing net on the trip. “Take it, Ed,” — these were the words he is reported to have used, “I shan’t be wanting it back in the city. You keep it.”

So my landing net followed Mr. Richardson’s.

 

As we moved towards home, I realized that bit by bit Richardson had parted with his equipment. “Take it, Ed,” were the words he generally used. Could I say less? My best rod, my net, two reels, my book of flies, were all gone when we were still a hundred miles from home on our way back. I estimated that at this point the year before Richardson had had no fishing tackle left. Then I realized with concern that from this point on Richardson had begun to lose his clothes.

“This Mr. Richardson,” said Ed, “had one of them fishing coats same as yours. They’re certainly a mighty handy coat. And on the way out of the woods — in fact, it was somewhere here — we’d been having mighty good sport, nearly as good as the sport you and I have had, and Mr. Richardson give me his coat. It seems he never wore it in the city. ‘Take it, Ed,’ says he, ‘I won’t be wearing it.’ ”

 

Next day, at a waterfall a few miles lower down, Ed indicated for me the very spot where Richardson had parted with his fishing cap.

 

Twenty miles below that is the spot, which I will show to any one for ten dollars a day, where Richardson gave away all his socks, his two red handkerchiefs, and his three extra shirts.

 

The crisis came that evening. As we sat by the fire Ed promised to show me next morning the very spot where Richardson gave him his boots. It seems that the exact spot can be located to a nicety. I lay awake thinking that night with the moonlight falling through the pine trees and the river singing in the silence, thinking of Richardson’s boots.

Dimly I began to remember that I had heard something about a man from my own town whose name actually was Richards, or Richardson, or something like it, and who died of pneumonia just on his return from a fishing trip.

 

That night I took action. In the silence of midnight, I rose from my gray blanket and stole off among the pine trees. I took nothing in the way of fishing equipment, but I had my boots on. I followed the down way course of the river and two hours after daylight I struck a railway track and a train that took me home. I have my boots still.

But I often think of poor Richardson when the time came when he saw Ed looking at his fishing pants as he sharpened up a two-edged hunting knife.


People We Know


People We Know
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THE MAN IN THE PULLMAN CAR
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I HAD HARDLY had time to sit down in the smoking end of the Pullman car and to get my pipe alight before he spoke to me.

“Cold, isn’t it?” he said.

So I knew at once who he was: he was the Man in the Pullman Car — the Man who is always in the Pullman car, waiting to talk to me. I could see his railroad folders and his almanacs and his little “books of hundred facts” in a satchel that was open beside him. These are what he uses to gather the information that he expends on me.

If it had been at another time of year, instead of saying, “Cold, isn’t it?” the Pullman Man would have said, “Warm, ain’t it?” These are his only two greetings.

He gave a look out of the window.

“She’s losing time along here,” he said. This remark is just a part of his special and technical information about the train. The Man in the Pullman Car calls all trains by their numbers, calls all engineers “he,” knows when there is a flat wheel under the express car, knows by instinct when we come to a water tank, can distinguish a village in the pitch dark, and calls the conductor “Charley.” Travel, with him, takes on the air of a continued personal distinction.

The Pullman Man opened up a newspaper and lit a cigar.

“How do you think things will begin to shape for the election?”

This means, of course, the presidential election. After all, there is one every four years. For one whole year a man can say, “How do you like the election?” then for another year, “There don’t seem to be much talk of the next election yet.” And after that it’s only two years and the thing rushes to a vortex.

The Pullman Man doesn’t really want to know what I think about the election. He wants to tell me what he thinks about it, or rather, the whole truth about it, all of it personally guaranteed. He knows — doesn’t guess, he knows — the exact result: selection of the candidates, the making of the platform, and the precise means, known to him alone, by which the whole of New York State will be swept clean.

I could reveal all this if I like. But it would be unfair and might make nation-wide trouble.

Suffice it to say that the whole thing is not only certain, but it is guaranteed. The Man in the Pullman Car has offered to pay me, “cash down,” a hundred dollars if his forecast is not correct. Where it will be put down, I don’t know.

When the election had been reduced to a certainty, the Man in the Car asked me how the big fight suited me, and whether the races down at Jacksonville had suited me, and passed rapidly through a succession of fights, scraps, championships, world series, world’s record swims, high dives, flights, and oyster-eating contests. How he remembers all this, I can’t conceive. They ought to give courses in this kind of thing at the colleges.

But his range goes further than that.

He pointed to an item in his paper. “I see,” he said, “where this guy Mussolini is getting busy again.” Then he gave me a brief résumé of European world news. Mussolini, it appears, is a slick guy, but my acquaintance would not be surprised if presently Mussolini got it in the neck.

The King of Spain, nifty though he appears, may get it in the bean at any time; in fact, most of the remaining kings and potentates of Europe may get similar strokes on the bean, neck, or cocoanut any day — except King George, who is all right. What Europe really needs is the introduction of the municipal home rule that they have in my acquaintance’s own home town — I forget its name — in the Middle West.

The future of Europe, however, is not a topic of sufficient importance to hold a man’s interest very long. The whole place is so obviously doomed that unless it can retrace its steps, introduce the short ballot, with the Oregon system of the recall, the Illinois tax system, and Massachusetts primary law, it will slide over the abyss.

So he changed the topic.

“How did that last Atlantic flight suit you?” he asked. It is always his flattering assumption that the world’s events must be trimmed to suit my fancy.

Then he told me about the Atlantic, the real Atlantic, as gathered up into the little “books of handy facts” and absorbed by the Pullman Car Man.

Who could guess, for example, that the Atlantic is 3,160 miles across; that it is 210 feet deep in the shallowest place and 5,300 in the deepest; that if the entire population of the United States stood side by side and held hands, they would just nicely reach across it; that if the whole population of Trenton, New Jersey, or Akron, Ohio, stood on one another’s heads, they would just reach to the bottom of it?

You don’t get these things in a college education. Somehow they get left out of it. But now that the Atlantic has been flown across, it has been “put on the map,” and the Man in the Car has to have his vital facts about it.

We spent thus a pleasant half hour in discourse together. And then something occurred to spoil it.

Another Man came in.

Now conversation with the Man in the Pullman Car is all right and most agreeable, provided that he has the field to himself. The danger is that there may come in a man with the same equipment as himself, the same range of knowledge, who talks back at him. Then there is trouble — as happened on the day of which I speak.

The second man had hardly had time to unpack his grip and get out his almanacs and his railroad folders when his quick ear caught something.

“Mussolini,” he said, “him slick?” And then he proceeded to tell the exact length of time that Mussolini would last among really slick men. I think it was four minutes.

This inevitably suggested the presidential election of the present year: and it came out right away that the whole forecast that the first man had given me, and that he now repeated, was “bunk.” The second man, it seems, had just come from the whole of the South and most of the Middle West and the entire Atlantic Seaboard, and he was prepared not only to deny the forecast, but to back up the denial with cash down. I gathered that I was to hold stakes for the two of them, for about forty weeks, at the rate of $1,000 a side.

When I presently left them, they were still in angry dispute, offering a thousand dollars if the presidential election went the other way, guaranteeing that Mussolini would or would not be made King of Austria, putting up money that Erie, Pennsylvania, had more population than Burlington, Iowa, and that the distance across the Atlantic was more, or was less, than 3,000 miles.

I heard afterwards that the train ran off the track after the next station, and that the Pullman Car was rolled down the embankment.

But they probably never noticed it.

II


THE CRIMINAL BY PROXY
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“HERE’S A PRETTY slick one,” he said, looking up from his newspaper with a glitter of interest through his spectacles, “about this fellow who got away with the trust funds. Did you see it?”

“No,” I said, “I didn’t see it.”

We were seated side by side in chairs in the hotel rotunda. I didn’t know the man; I just happened to be sitting beside him.

“The way it was,” he continued, “this fellow seems to have got himself up like a clergyman, see, and then he came in and presented this check drawn on the Orphans’ Trust Fund and a letter with it. Of course, the letter was phoney and so was the check. But it was the get-up that fooled them. It seems he got away with a thousand dollars. Pretty slick trick, eh?”

“It certainly was,” I answered, “especially as it was orphans’ money.”

“Sure,” he rejoined, burying himself again in his paper.

Presently he looked up again.

“Here’s one about a fellow in Albany,” he said, “who worked one nearly as good, or perhaps better. He was a mighty smart customer! He came into this bank all dressed up in black and said his mother was dead and asked them to telegraph the bank in a place he called his home town, see, and get him money. Of course, he made out he was all broken up about his mother dying and they sent the message and in about half an hour they got what they thought was an answer saying to give him the money. You see, it wasn’t an answer at all! Just a message he got sent to them by a fake messenger boy.

“They give him the money all right, two hundred dollars, and he gets clear away before they get the real answer that the bank don’t know him. That was a good one, wasn’t it?”

“Excellent,” I said. “The man that did that must be a splendid fellow!”

“I’ll say so!” said my new acquaintance.

 

He sat quiet for a while absorbed in his paper, with little murmurs from time to time such as, “I see the guy in France who choked the two women got clean off.” “I see the boys who broke out at Atlanta aren’t caught yet.” “Well, sir, here’s a darned funny one about asphyxiating an old cashier with gas — ain’t that a peach?”

 

Presently he spoke again.

“What won’t these fellers think out next! Hear this. It’s from Cedar Springs, Vermont.

“ ’Yesterday two men dressed as if for hunting and carrying double-barreled shot-guns and fishing-rods entered the Cedar Springs Central Bank during the noon hour. Their peculiar costume enabled them to approach the president and the cashier without suspicion and to cover them by laying down the guns across the counter. After securing some $10,000 in currency, they tied up the president and the cashier, shoved the money into a fishing-basket, locked the bank door on the outside, and sauntered off into the woods.’ That’s a good one, isn’t it?”

 

“It certainly is,” I said, and I added, “You seem a good deal interested in that sort of thing.”

“Well, I do,” he answered with a chuckle. “Perhaps I have more humor than most men. But at any rate I can’t help admiring the slickness with which these fellers seem to get away with it. It’s a caution the kind of dodges they think out. I like to read about them. I can almost forgive these fellows when the thing is ingenious enough. There’s an element in it you’ve got to admire.”

“In that case,” I said, “listen to this. I don’t think it’s in your paper. Mine’s a second edition. This only happened early this morning; in fact, I heard some one talking about it as I came down in the car.”

I read from the paper.

“ ’Last night, under pretense of having come in response to a burglar protection automatic alarm,’ — that’s terribly clever, isn’t it?— ‘thieves gained access to a chemical warehouse — —’ ”

“A chemical warehouse!” the man interrupted. “Well, well, I’m in that business myself.”

“ ’In Madison Street.’ ”

“Gosh! that’s my street!”

“ ’The watchmen of the building were under the impression that they were searching for burglars. The thieves successfully opened a large safe on the fifth floor in which valuable drugs — —’ ”

My acquaintance seized the paper in excitement.

“What’s that, show it to me!” he cried. “Great Scott, that’s my warehouse! My heavens! they’ve got away with the stuff in my safe. The dirty hounds! Great Cæsar, what are the police doing! They ought to be hanged for a thing like that! That’s criminal! Great Scott, that’s robbery, plain robbery! . . .”

He had risen, fairly hopping with anger and excitement, and left me to dash across the rotunda. When I last saw him he was careering round the hotel, shouting for a telephone to call up the central police station.

It occurred to me, as I laid down the paper, that the “slickness” of crime depends a good deal on the slant from which you see it.

III


THE PEOPLE JUST BACK FROM EUROPE WHO NEVER SHOULD HAVE LEFT HOME
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“YES,” SAID MY hostess as she poured me out a cup of tea, “we’re back from Europe.”

“You were there some time, were you not?” I asked.

“We were on the Continent all summer,” she said; “we had a perfectly glorious time!”

“How did you like Paris?” I asked.

“Fine. There were some people from Kentucky in the same hotel with us — the Johnsons from Louisville, perhaps you know them — and we went round with them all the time; and of course we got to know a lot of other Americans through the steamship company and through the hotels and like that.”

“The French,” I said, “are so easy and agreeable to meet, are they not?”

“Oh, yes, indeed, we met people from all over — from Maine, and from Chicago and from the Middle West, and quite a lot of Southern people, too. In fact, we were quite a cosmopolitan crowd.”

“Very much so,” I said, “and did you see much of the monuments and the historical things around Paris?”

“Just about everything, I imagine,” my hostess replied with animation. “There was an American gentleman from Decatur, Indiana — I think he’s professor of French in the Baptist College there — and he took us all round and told us all about everything. He showed us Washington’s Monument in the big square and Benjamin Franklin and that tablet there is — perhaps you’ve seen it — to President McKinley — oh, yes, indeed, we saw everything.”

“Of course you saw the pictures — —”

“Oh, certainly. There’s just a lovely picture done this year by a young girl from the art school in Omaha and they’ve got it hung up right there in the annual exhibition. We thought it the best thing there.”

“I’m sure you did,” I said, “and I suppose you liked the restaurants and the French cooking?”

“We did indeed, and, say, we found the cutest little place — it’s in the Roo something or other, near that big church where the American Legion went — and they have everything done in real American style. My husband said you couldn’t get a better steak in Chicago than what they had there, and they had pancakes and waffles with maple syrup. Really, as we all agreed, we might just as well have been at home.”

“But you didn’t stay in Paris in the hot weather, did you?”

“Oh, no, we took a trip to Switzerland. We drove in our own car all down the valley of that big river.”

“It’s beautiful country, isn’t it?” I said, “and the people are so interesting.”

“Yes, we were with some perfectly lovely people from Memphis, Tennessee — the Edwardses — perhaps you met them — and they had their car, too, and they had some friends (from Buffalo) staying at a place that’s just about halfway. And of course these friends introduced us to a lot of Americans that were staying there.”

“And did you like Switzerland?”

“Yes, ever so much — won’t you have some more tea? We found it so hard to get tea the way we like it, over in Europe. Oh, yes, we just loved Switzerland. We saw a ball game in Lucerne — or no, I’m wrong, it wasn’t in Switzerland that we saw the ball game. That was in Germany.”

“Oh, you went to Germany?”

“Indeed we did. I think we must have been all over it.”

“And did you get on all right with the Germans?”

“Oh, yes, indeed. We met some people in Berlin — the Phillipses — that actually came from the same town in Connecticut where my grandmother was raised. It just shows how small the world is.”

“It does, indeed,” I agreed.

“Oh, but Germany — they’re so up to date! It was there that they had the ball games, twice a week, and of course we took them all in. It was just like being back home. And then they had the radio and we listened in on a speech all the way from Philadelphia — just think of it; and they have our moving pictures and quite a lot of American newspapers. In fact, as Pa said, we might just as well have been sitting in New York.”

“Just as well. And where else did you go?”

“Oh, we were down in Italy for a while — at Rome and at Venice — —”

“Venice is wonderful, isn’t it?”

“Yes, isn’t it? We were with some people there from Tallahassee, Florida, and they said — these people said — that really when you look at all the lagoons and marshes around where Venice is, it might as well be Tallahassee.”

“You didn’t go to Spain, I suppose.”

“No, we didn’t. In fact, we were pretty well warned not to. They say that in Spain it’s all Spanish and it’s very hard to get around; and so you don’t find anybody there. In fact, they told us that there was nobody at all in Spain last year.”

“Well,” I said, as I rose to take my leave, “I’m sure you’ve had a most interesting trip. I hope you’re going to make some use of it.”

“I certainly am,” replied the lady brightly, “I’m doing a paper for our Ladies’ Fortnightly Culture Club on the National Characteristics of the European Nations. I’ve got to have it ready on Friday so I guess I’ll have to hustle some.”

“You certainly will,” I murmured to myself as I went away.

IV


THE MAN WITH THE ADVENTURE STORY
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“I HAD A pretty narrow shave the other day,” he said, as the little group settled themselves into the smoking end of the Pullman.

“Talking of shaves,” interrupted one of the others, “I wonder if any of you fellows have seen this new safety razor that you can sharpen without taking it to pieces? It’s certainly a peach. But I beg your pardon,” he added, “I’m interrupting you. . . .”

“It’s all right,” said the man. “I was just saying that I had a pretty narrow shave for my life the other day — in fact a matter of touch and go. I’d got off the train away up north at a flag station right out in the bush country where there’s such a lot of prospecting and so much talk of deposits of copper and nickel — —”

“I see where International Nickel touched a hundred yesterday,” said another man, comfortably lighting his pipe.

“You don’t say so!” chorused three or four of them, — and then there was a running series of remarks. “I think myself she’s good for 200 anyway.”— “There’s no limit to what they may get out of that.”— “I know a man, an engineer, who was all over that property long before they began to develop it and he said twenty years ago that there were millions there. . . .”

It took some time for this little chorus to die down. Then the Adventure Man began again.

“Well, I got off at this place, — it was just getting dusk and I put on my snowshoes for what would be a five-mile tramp anyway, into the camp. I was to walk straight west along the trail and I knew that a man was to come out from the camp to pick me up part way, do you see, for I didn’t know just where the new camp was located. The trail struck off into the timber and for the first mile or so it went through big pine trees, thousands of them, all straight as a die, and just as silent and lonesome . . .”

“I’ve seen the time,” interrupted an old man in the corner who hadn’t spoken yet, “when you could buy all that pine you wanted at seven dollars, yes, sir, at seven dollars, — right there at the saw mill, or they’d dress it for you at a dollar, and hemlock, the very best of it at three dollars. . . .”

“Not at three dollars!” said one of the listeners incredulously. “You mean three dollars a thousand feet?”

“Yes, sir, that’s what I do, three dollars a thousand, board measure.”

All men, at least all men who smoke in the end of a Pullman car know about the prices of lumber just as all women know about the prices of dress material. So there broke out another little chorus of interruption.

“Well, I paid forty-five dollars for hemlock when I built my garage.” “I can get all the hemlock I want at thirty.” “I’ve seen the time — —” and so forth.

Till at last the old man in the corner brought the talk back onto the track by saying to the Adventure Man— “What was you saying about that cheap pine you seen up north?”

“I didn’t say it was cheap pine,” he answered, “I don’t know anything about that. I was only talking of a narrow escape I had a while back when I was prospecting up there and started to walk through the bush, — this big pine bush, — just about dark. I hadn’t got more than half a mile or so into it,” continued the speaker, warming at last to his narration as he felt his audience at last becoming silent, “before I began to feel something about the stillness that began to get me. It was all so quiet, no wind, the trees absolutely still, and the white snow with the night shadows falling on it, — there was something spooky about it, something eerie — —”

“Did you see where those fellows out on Lake Erie got lost on the ice?” cheerily interrupted a man who hadn’t spoken yet. “Certainly a corker, wasn’t it.”

“I mind the time,” said the old man in the corner, “when I’ve seen the whole of Lake Erie frozen across, right from Port Stanley over to Cleveland.”

“For the matter of that,” said another, “you take those big lakes up north, even the great big ones, they all freeze solid, — Temagami and Mistassini — all of them.”

“They say they’ll have a hard time for ice this year, though,” said another man, shaking his head, “there were a lot of places where the cut was no good — couldn’t get more than eight inches or a foot.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said the man who spoke just before. “Why use lake ice at all? You can get factory ice now nearly everywhere; in our business we’re putting in a frozen air plant that will cut out ice altogether.”

At this point, just providentially and without design, there fell a little pause and the Adventure Man got started again.

“Well, anyway,” he resumed, “I kept going through the bush as hard as I could peg, on my snowshoes, for I knew if I didn’t meet the other man before dark I couldn’t do it at all. You see after a while the trail wasn’t broken at all and it wasn’t blazed, — it was just straight going in a compass line. . . .”

Some of the listeners nodded and grunted. The word “compass” caught their fancy for a moment.

“Well, I began to reckon by the distance I had gone that I must pretty soon meet this other man and just then I came to a spot where the trees thinned out a little so that there was a sort of open spot with the last of the daylight showing on it. And there I saw right bang in front of me, say fifty yards away, not one timber wolf but about a dozen of them. They were all packed together, and all working away at something that was lying in the snow. I stood stockstill in my tracks. I didn’t dare move. And then just for a minute I got a glimpse of what was lying in the snow, and I can tell you my blood just ran cold when I saw what it was that was attracting those wolves.”

The speaker stopped with a dramatic pause, challenging attention. Then he lit his pipe, quietly and firmly, to lend emphasis to what he was going to say. But he was too late.

“I see the Ontario government are going to raise the bounty on wolves,” said one of the others quietly.

“I don’t think they need to,” said another. “As a matter of fact the wolf’s pelt is quite worth while in itself. Of course there are some of the timber wolves that are apt to be in poor condition (I’m in the fur business) and you can’t use the pelt. But with others there’s good value in it.”

“They’re not in it with fox,” said a third man, and there was another chorus,— “I’ve seen the time when black foxes were as thick — —” “I tell you it’s all right if you can get them in the bush, but this fox farm industry is all off.”— “All off! Why, there was a fellow down home that got, for a single pair, a single pair mind you, two thousand dollars!”

It took some time for the speakers to remember the Adventure Man. But at last he managed to start again. “I knew it was my turn next,” he said. “I had no gun on me, but I had a sheath knife. I reached down quietly and I cut the thongs of the snowshoes. There was a big pine just beside me and by good luck a branch not more than seven or eight feet off the ground. I got all ready for a spring but just at that very moment . . .”

 

But just at that very moment the car conductor put his head in through the doorway —— 

“Ottawa! Ottawa!” he called. “All change, gentlemen.”

“Great Cæsar!” exclaimed all the crowd at once. “Ottawa, all ready!!”

And with that they broke, scattered and dissolved.

But no doubt the Man with the Adventure Story is still telling it somewhere, somehow, to somebody.


Short Circuits in Education


A Year at College AS REVEALED IN THE NEWER COMIC JOURNALISM
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THE DISCOVERY HAS recently been made that a college is a comic place. People who were never inside the gates of a university, and who think that a simultaneous equation is a medicine, now spend their time reading the new college comic magazines and building up from them their ideas of what college life is like. After they have read enough about it and seen enough pictures of it, they get crazy to go to the comic college.

Here is what it seems like to such readers:

A college itself is represented by the edge of a beautiful building with little clouds floating past it, and two college girls walking in front of it. One of the girls is called Tootsie and the other is called Maisie, and Tootsie is saying to Maisie:

“What is the name of your new fiancé?” and Maisie answering:

“I don’t know. I forgot to ask.”

If Tootsie and Maisie are not seen walking in front of the college, they are presented sitting up in one of the dormitory rooms. One of them at least always sits on the window-sill and she has a comb in one hand and a looking-glass in the other.

It is really the old picture of the sirens who sat on the rocks to coax Ulysses, but as the man who drew it never went to college, he doesn’t know that. And it doesn’t matter anyway. The sirens have got nothing on Tootsie and Maisie. They belong with the Nautch girls of Nautchia and the Hitchi-Kitchi girls of the Marquesas Islands. In fact they are all right — except for their passion for repeating little jokes.

“Why did you let Gussie kiss you last night?” asks Maisie.

“Because I didn’t know it was Gussie,” says Tootsie.

After which they go on combing their bobs and eating “fudge.” These are the standing occupations of a comic college girl.

If Tootsie and Maisie are not called by those names, they are designated Fitzie and Nessie or Totsie and Flotsie — or, in short, anything that suggests the Marquesas Islands.

Meanwhile, while Tootsie and Maisie are getting ready for their college day, we step across into one of the men’s dormitories just the other side of the little clouds, and here, seated also on window-sills are two “College Men” — Gussie and Eddie.

The comic college man has a face cut square, like a strawberry box, a shoulder like a right angle, and a coat shaped like the forty-fifth proposition in Euclid. His face is drawn in a few lines, with the brains left out, and if he ever knew algebra, he gives no sign of it. In short, he is a nut.

When we see them, Nut No. 1, Gussie, is seated on the window-sill playing a ukulele, and Nut No. 2 has his ukulele ready to play as soon as Gussie runs out of ideas and jokes. The college man sleeps with his ukulele.

Gussie and Eddie have apparently the same passion for little dialogue jokes as Tootsie and Maisie. These jokes, a generation ago, were put into the mouths of negroes and were called “coon jokes”; or else they were divided up between “Mike” and “Pat” and called “Irish humor”; but now they are known as “college wit,” and every man at college cracks one every ten minutes.

Consequently, when Gussie the Nut has finished his tune on the ukulele, he lays down the instrument and:

Gussie— “Have a cigarette, old man?”

Eddie— “What’s wrong with it?”

Then they take their flasks out of their hip pockets, have a drink, and hit up another tune on the ukulele. This is the way in which the comic college man prepares for his college day.

When the second tune is done and another joke cracked, Gussie and Eddie set out from their room to cross the campus and their walk is always timed so that as they come into one side of the picture, Tootsie and Maisie come into the other.

The campus is represented by two trees and one bird, and a piece of a college window and the edge of a professor’s gown, but away in the background are a group of little figures — nuts and sirens drawn very small — which are intended to indicate that something is going on. Most likely there is a college rush, because college life is so arranged that there are “rushes” and “pushes” and “hustles” going on from September to June.

Any one who studies the college in the comic papers knows that the session begins with the big “Freshman rush” that lasts two weeks and is followed by the “Sophomore push” that goes right on till the football “hustle” begins; after that there is the Christmas Rush and the New Year’s Hootch, and the “scram” and the “prom” and the “punch,” ending with the grand final “rush” at commencement time. All these keep poor nuts Gussie and Eddie pretty busy with their little ukuleles and their flasks, and Tootsie and Maisie hardly have time to keep their hair done.

When they meet in the morning on the campus, all their eight eyes (they have eight among them) are turned at the same sort of angle, four to meet four. This stands for “college love,” and it means that Gussie and Eddie have a “crush” on Tootsie and Maisie, and Tootsie and Maisie have a “smash” on Gussie and Eddie. College love is always pictured as a series of concussions.

When they go past one another, either set of two (whichever has the turn gets off a dialogue joke):

Maisie— “Don’t you think that Gussie looks awfully like Eddie?”

Tootsie— “He does. But Eddie doesn’t look a bit like Gussie.”

This joke was once considered one of the best in Alabama, but now it has been changed to a piece of college wit.

When they have finished their walk across the campus, Gussie and Eddie and Tootsie and Maisie next appear all seated in a terribly comical place called a classroom, taking part in a comical performance called a “recitation.” This is carried on under the guidance of a “professor” or “prof,” and everybody who reads the college press knows exactly what he looks like. He has a bald head and a face like a hard-boiled egg with the shell off, held upside down, and much the same expression as the map of Africa.

A recitation apparently consists of another set of “coon jokes” just like the ones used up in the dormitories. Thus:

Gussie (coming in late for the class)— “What is the Prof. talking about?”

Eddie— “I don’t know. He hasn’t said.”

All through the recitation and the dialogue, Tootsie and Maisie are shooting across the classroom at Gussie and Eddie appreciative smiles and glances that would knock a Marquesas Islander out of a bamboo tree at a hundred yards.

College love moves fast.

In fact, you can see it grow from day to day and from picture to picture. Here are Gussie and Eddie and Maisie and Tootsie at a college dance and Gussie is doing the fox-trot — or the dog-walk — with Tootsie and is saying:

Gussie— “What would you say if I asked leave to kiss you?”

Tootsie— “I’ll tell you afterwards.”

Or here they are similarly at an evening reception, or a college “crush,” or a “push,” or at a “prom,” and whatever they are doing the four are always shooting glances at one another and cracking off dialogue, and when night separates them Gussie and Eddie sit up on their window-sill and play the ukulele and drink out of their flasks, and Maisie and Tootsie eat fudge and comb their bobs.

Oh, there’s no doubt it is a great life, the college life. Ever so many people have said that the college “life” is better than the mere study, and I must say I think so too. Give me Tootsie and Maisie and Fitzie and Nessie all around me, and I’ll guarantee never to study again.

But meantime the pictures take on a cast that means that the year is drawing to a close. The dialogue jokes now have reference to the “exams,” and to Gussie and Eddie, the poor nuts, getting “ploughed,” or “flunked,” or “plunked,” or “dropped out,” or “let down,” or “tripped up” — or any of the other things that happen to nuts in comic colleges. Such as this:

Tootsie— “I heard Eddie will have to leave the college.”

Maisie— “No, the college will have to leave Eddie.”

Or else:

Maisie— “What degrees is Gussie going to take?”

Tootsie— “About ninety degrees Fahrenheit. He’s got to work in a coal mine.”

All this stands for final scholarship. With it are another set of little jokes that indicate the culmination and crown of college love.

Maisie— “Are you and Gussie engaged?”

Tootsie— “No, but he is.”

And then, just as we expected, there duly appears the presentation of the final comic event of Graduation Day, with Maisie and Tootsie in graduation gowns straight from the Marquesas Islands and the two nuts with high collars on (the kind they use in Spain to kill criminals) and flat mortarboards, and they are all going to get their degrees after all, and they are all going to get married, and play the ukulele and live happily ever afterwards.

It’s a great life, this college stuff.

So let us bless the new comic magazine, after all. It has performed once again the magic literary trick of making the picture better than the reality. I am all for it.


The Unintelligence Test WHAT A WELL-EQUIPPED MAN OUGHT TO KNOW
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A GREAT AMERICAN banker, speaking the other day in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan (it was not his fault), talked of the requirements of modern banks and the type of man needed. “We don’t want,” he said, “young men who come to us thinking that they know it all; young men who have studied banking in a correspondence course and suppose that they understand it. We want men who will begin with us from the beginning. The less they know, the better.”

In the same way, one of our biggest railway men (290 pounds) is reported as saying recently: “We don’t want young men who know anything about a railroad when they come to us. I’d rather take in a boy who didn’t know one end of a box car from another, than a boy who had ‘studied railroading.’ ”

On the same topic, a leading steamship man spoke with something like heat, or at least, steam: “We can’t get the young men we want. They are not ignorant enough.”

And the president of a steel company: “They know too much. When I entered the steel business, I knew nothing. I couldn’t even add up a column of figures; I still can’t. How is it that we can get no young men like that to-day?”

In fact, in one shape or other, the same cry goes up all over the country.

 

So it occurred to me that it might be a good thing to try to meet this demand at the source and stop it. I have, therefore, opened a bureau — or rather I am just going to open a bureau — where young men properly disqualified may find unsuitable occupation.

My plan is something like this. First of all, I intend to sift out the candidates by a series of questionnaires. These are based on the different sets of questions that I see in all periodicals proposed as tests of how much people ought to know. The only difference is that my questions are a little more advanced, more technical. They will run something as follows:

EFFICIENCY QUESTIONNAIRE

How Many of the Following Questions Can You Answer?

Write Plainly. Use Ink. Enclose Ten Cents.

(1) Who is President of the United States?

(2) How many legs has a dog?

(3) What large country is situated between Canada and Mexico?

(4) What is the French for the following: adieu, omelette, pâté de foie gras?

(5) What relation is the Prince of Wales to his father, George V?

(6) How much is 1 and 1?

 

All the applicants will be put through a thorough drill on questions of this sort. If they show any signs of answering them, they are out of it at once and I go no further.

But if the candidates have been thus drilled and brought to a high pitch of equipment, there is just one other detail to which I shall attend before sending them out into the world. They must not ask for money. I notice that all the great authorities I have just quoted — the railway presidents, and the bankers, and so on — lay stress on this. Young men, they say, must not be anxious about their initial salary. They must start low.

My young men are going to start so low that they will be right down on their uppers.

 

Then when I get them into shape, I will send them out with letters of recommendation composed in the following fashion:

THE NEW EFFICIENCY

Sample Letter of Presentation for Young Man Entering Bank

To the President,

The First, or Last, National Bank.

Dear Sir:

Allow me to present to you as an applicant for suitable employment my young friend, Mr. Edward Edwin Beanhead. He is anxious to fill a post in your bank. Mr. Beanhead assures me that he has never been inside a bank in his life, but thinks that he would know a bank if he saw it, and in any case would soon get to recognize one at sight. Mr. Beanhead knows absolutely nothing of money, has no knowledge of bookkeeping, and can not count. As to salary, just give him what he is worth, no more. I enclose a list of questions whose answers he doesn’t know.

P.S. Don’t let him into the safe, he couldn’t get out.

 

Letter of Commendation

for

Young Man Entering a Railway

To the President of the American Pacific Railway (or, give it to the Ohio Central, or the Trans-Siberian if you can’t use it).

This is to commend to your consideration a young man filling all requirements for railroad services as laid down by yourself and others. He is anxious to enter the service of a railway — either steam or horse, he doesn’t care. I asked him if he knew one end of a box car from the other, and he answered, “Which end?” So I think he comes up to standard. But be careful not to run over him.

P.S. I can send his pedigree if you want it.

 

The recommendations of the bureau that I wish to establish will not be confined entirely to brain-workers. It will include also those without brains, who apply for positions not involving work. For example, I am prepared right at the start to offer an applicant for the post of night-watchman, as in the form letter below:

Messrs. Touch & Goe

Warehouse & Storage Agents.

Dear Sirs:

I recommend to you the bearer of this letter for the position of night-watchman. His special qualification is that he has no watch and falls asleep so early that he never sees night. But he has a quick native intelligence, and all you have to do is to teach him to read and write and give him something to keep him awake. Then show him the planet Jupiter and tell him to keep his eye on it, and he’ll watch for you as long as you like. You need pay him nothing for the first ten years. He doesn’t need to eat.

 

Of course, I’ve only just explained the system in mere outline. But I really think that once I get it going it will revolutionize our industry — a thing that has to be done about once every six months to keep it going.


Easy Ways to Success A LETTER TO A PARLOR BOLSHEVIK JUST OUT OF COLLEGE
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MY DEAR CLARENCE:

I gather from your letter that you have just come out of college and are about to launch yourself upon the world. You rightly feel that there is something coming to you after your brilliant success at the university. The high rank which you took in English Composition, in Salesmanship, and in Comparative Religion ought, as you say to yourself, to open for you an easy road to success.

You draw my attention to the “mediocre caliber” — the words are yours — of the men who succeed in this unjust world. What, you ask, do they really amount to? Exactly. They don’t. Their so-called success, as you put it, is merely due to the accident and injustice of the capitalistic bourgeoisistic system under which the mass of the proletariat are exploited by the privileged classes who fatten on the poor.

And you want some of it yourself.

Precisely so, and as I am most anxious to help you, perhaps you will allow me to give you a few directions for exploiting the proletariat. It is terribly simple. I give you one of the very easiest, the most elementary, first.

HOW TO MAKE A FORTUNE IN REAL ESTATE

Select a piece of ground anywhere close to a large city, and lying in the direction in which the city is about to grow. Avoid land where the city is not going to grow. In buying the land, be careful to pay for it only a very small sum. Sometimes real estate of this sort is bought for a song; so you may, if you like, see what you can do by singing.

After buying your land, hold it for at least three days. It is this careful holding of the land which makes the money. After holding it three days, mark it out into squares and sell it for building apartments on. Sell it for an enormous price.

Then buy another piece of land, hold it for three days, and sell it.

It’s wonderfully simple, isn’t it? Clarence? — only there is just one thing that perhaps I ought to mention. Be just a little careful about the land you buy. With your wonderful education, you are sure to know all about it, but you might just happen to make a mistake. And that would be too bad.

In fact, Clarence, on second thought, I don’t believe I’ll put you into real estate. It’s too tricky. I think you had better go into the stock market. There, of course, you are bound to succeed. As you yourself say in your letter, most of the so-called magnates in the so-called money market who are heralded as so-called kings of finance are really men of no real insight whatever. They merely fatten on the poor.

So if you want to fatten on the poor yourself a little bit, the directions are very simple. Try this method.

HOW TO MAKE MONEY ON THE STOCK MARKET

Take any daily newspaper and turn to the stock exchange page. You will, after a little practice, easily recognize it by the fact that it is full of queer little figures. With your trained brain, you will soon learn to distinguish it from the cattle market page.

Having got the right page, look down the list of stocks and select one which is about to rise. When stocks rise slowly and gradually, others very sharply and suddenly. For your purpose, select a stock which is about to rise sharply. Estimate for yourself how much money you would like to make and divide this sum by the amount of increase which the stock is about to undergo. This calculation will give you the number of shares which you need to buy in order to obtain the amount of money which you need.

But stop, Clarence, I believe I am wrong again. I forgot that you haven’t got that $10,000 to start with; and you know how tight and selfish the so-called banks are with their so-called money.

Let’s try something else.

HOW TO MAKE A FORTUNE IN A MERGER

Look carefully all around for two big enterprises that need merging and don’t know it. One good way is to get hold of two large railroads and join them into one small one. Another scheme is to go round and gather the whole of an industry into the hollow of your hand and then close it. And another is to lay pipe-lines to carry anything — any sort of product — to where it has never been carried and then open up the top end of the pipe-line.

All these things are so ridiculously and so selfishly simple that I share your feeling of indignation against the men who have made colossal fortunes (out of the poor) by doing them.

But I am afraid, Clarence, that we must try something else. All these things I have just named take such a lot of time; you’d be over thirty before you really got the world at your feet. We must find some quicker way of getting at the poor than that.

HOW TO SUCCEED ON A CHICKEN FARM

Have you ever been attracted, as I have, Clarence, at the idea of getting back to the land, leading a real life close to nature, and at the same time not far from a savings bank?

Perhaps you have thought of chickens. In New York alone, one million of eggs are eaten for breakfast, and eggs cost five cents; one chicken lays 200 eggs a year; shake it up well and it will do even better; and it only eats — I forget how little — but say next to nothing. The profit on the thing is obvious, isn’t it, and colossal?

But I am afraid that you may object — I am sure that you will object — that the farm life is too deadening to your soul, not sufficiently intellectual. If so, what do you say to art or literature? There is an attraction for any one who is naturally a good penman in making a fortune out of writing.

HOW TO MAKE A FORTUNE BY WRITING

If then you decide to make your success by writing, I should recommend to you to write poetry. A good market price for poetry is twenty-five cents a word, and a rapid writer like yourself ought to be able to write thirty words a minute; everything, of course, depends upon speed, but I think you may rate yourself at thirty words, or $7.50 a minute.

This, as you remark, is not much, and I admit that Mr. Ford and Mr. Rockefeller and others most unfairly get more than this and yet write very slowly. Nevertheless, accept the figures as they are; you will see that poetry works out at, say $45 an hour.

Assuming that poets, not being under union rules, work ten hours a day; this will give you $450 per diem. You object, no doubt, that, after all, this means a very laborious life, involving not only constant work but constant observation of nature, accurate records of weather and scenery, and so forth.

THE HIGH PROFITS OF ART

This being so, you might be inclined, my dear Clarence, to consider some other branch of Art, equally exalted, but less laborious than writing poetry. What do you say to portrait-painting? After your first-year course in geometrical drawing and your diploma in advertising, I am sure you would find no trouble in painting a portrait.

A good portrait, with absolutely first-class colors, high-grade canvas, and a liberal coating of shellac on it, sells for $3,000. As against this, you must offset the cost of your canvas — at least $1; your paint — say three canfuls at fifty cents a gallon; your shellac, at fifty cents a pint; and your net return is cut down to $2,997.

BETTER WORK ON A FARM

In short, my dear Clarence, when I look around you, I find it very hard to give you any advice that can lift you out of your present perplexities. It seems that all the people who have succeeded in front of you have had some sort of advantage. Thomas Edison came along just when people began to need electric light; Henry Ford hit exactly the moment when motor cars were wanted.

Do you know, I think that perhaps, Clarence, the best thing for you to do is to try the old-fashioned plan of getting a job on a farm at $20 a month with your board, or starting as a schoolteacher at $40 a month? Has it ever occurred to you that that may be about your size? Your own city was advertising yesterday for twenty “good men on sewers.” Perhaps you would be a peach in a sewer. Go and try it. You’ll feel more contented anyway.


Fun as an Aid to Business IS A SENSE OF HUMOR A FINANCIAL ASSET?
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IT IS VERY commonly supposed that to laugh in adversity, to joke over poverty and, if need be, to chuckle in the penitentiary, is the mark of a fortunate and superior mind. But the question still remains whether the man who possesses a sense of humor is better off financially for having it. Does it help or hinder?

We always talk of “getting down to cold business,” “cutting out the funny stuff,” and of “quitting monkeying,” as if all laughter and fun and monkeys were contrary to the spirit of business. Nor is it regarded as a compliment to tell a man that his proposition is a joke and that his offer makes us laugh. Is not a young man in an office warned not to “get too fresh” and not to “try to get gay”? Indeed, is it not the man who has lost his job or whose business has failed who is invited to console himself with his sense of humor?

On the other hand, in the new realm of activity that is called Salesmanship, there seems to be a persistent idea that if you get a man sufficiently amused, you can sell him anything. One laugh and he is lost.

Now, I know nothing about Salesmanship. I don’t think I could even sell a copy of the Harvard Classics to a retired banker in Iowa. Nevertheless, I am given to understand that amusement is supposed to work somewhat as follows:

 

The Salesman enters the Business Man’s office and says to him:

“It is my intention to sell you one thousand hanks of No. 6 thread manufactured by the company that I represent.”

The Business Man snorts.

“Oh, I don’t want you to buy any now,” answers the Salesman. “Wait till I’ve told you that one about the traveling man and the college professor.”

Five minutes later the Business Man, suffocating with laughter, signs an order for not one thousand, but for five thousand, hanks of thread.

On the strength of this ancient and worn-out fiction, many an unhappy young man wanders round the country as a commercial traveler trying to be funny, to pass himself off as a merry dog so full of humor that he couldn’t be dishonest if he tried.

I think the whole idea is wrong. I find that the men who can sell me encyclopedias are the men who suggest that there is some strange, mysterious purpose in their personality. Such a man looks at me with penetrating power and says in a voice that Forbes Robertson might envy, “I have here an encyclopedia,” — and when he says it that way I am sunk.

It is just the same idea as with the Ancient Mariner, when he stopped the stranger and held him back even on his way to a wedding feast.

“He holds him with his skinny hand,

“He holds him with his glittering eye.”

Now, that ancient mariner if he went “on the road” would be worth fifty dollars a day.

I remember once having had a personal experience of the same thing — of the convincing power of earnestness rather than levity. It was late at night on a dark street. I was met and accosted by a gigantic man, very evidently from his build and from the accent of his speech, A Highlander. Like all Highlanders, he used the personal pronouns in a way unknown to other nations.

He took me by the coat.

“She will be Dougall McDougall!” he said, “and she will want ten cents to buy a drink.”

“Yes,” I answered, “and she will get it too.” And she did.

On the other hand, if that man had said, as most of my friends who meet me say, “I heard a rather funny story the other day, I wonder if you’ve heard it,” are not the chances, shall we say, that I would already have heard it?

But in one way a sense of humor can be of real use in modern business life. It can serve as a corrective of bunk about “service” and “helpfulness” — all the “brother-brother” stuff that is spreading like an infection to-day.

I don’t know who started this. I suppose in a sense we are all brothers. So are the monkeys. But the plain truth is that when a man is doing business, he is not trying to be a brother to anybody — except to himself.

Here are one or two samples of what I mean. I admit that I made them up because I found it a little quicker than looking up actual examples. I admit too that they may be a little exaggerated — though I doubt it — for to a considerable extent, the kind of thing that appears in all the advertising pages of the magazines is of this sort.

SAMPLE NO. 1

Letter from a Firm of Calciminers and House Painters Soliciting Business — or no, I beg their pardon — Offering Help.

MR. FELLOW CITIZEN:

“Is your Home a little dark and gloomy? Do you sometimes look at the blank walls in front of you? If so, let us help you. All we ask is to serve. We know your troubles so well, and feel that we can be of use. Have you ever thought of the effect of a sunset pink in your living-room? And your kitchen? Would you like us to tell you how a coating of thin sky blue — our own cobalt blue — brought happiness to one Home? We wonder if you would care to see our little booklet PAINT AND PUNK? We should so love to send it to you. May we? We only want to help lift a little bit of the burden?”

SAMPLE NO. 2

Here is another.

Letter from a firm of Patent Ice-Box Manufacturers offering to send up “their Mr. Smith” to my House.

DEAR MR. HOUSEOWNER:

“What about a new ice-box? The old one not working very well, eh? Well, then, suppose you let us send up our Mr. Smith to the House. Down here we call him ‘The man who knows about ice.’ Just remember that. He knows — and he wants to tell you.

“Won’t you let him come to you? Won’t you perhaps let him fetch along a sample of our new iceless ice-box and give a demonstration? Why not bring in the kiddies and let them see it all too? They’ll love our Mr. Smith. And he won’t try to rush you into buying anything, either. He’ll just tell you all you want to know in his own chatty, cheerful way.

“Your home will seem all the brighter when he comes. Service — that’s all he stands for, and, as he says himself, ‘an ice that will give to the consumer 100 per cent of satisfaction for a minimum of cost.’ That’s the way he talks. Just as clever as that.”

 

Now this kind of thing would be all right if it were sent out by the Life Boat Mission of the Salvation Army. But as addressed by one ordinary business person to another, it is heart-rending!

And yet, after all, it seems that the world likes a little bit of kindliness, the “touch of nature that makes the whole world kin”; and likes, by force of association, the person or the thing with which the kindliness is connected. Indeed, if a “sense of humor” means, as it should, something genial and kindly, something “human” in the best and largest sense, then perhaps it is, after all, one of the best “business assets” that a man can have.

In other words, the beginning part of this essay is all wrong.


The Stamp-Album World THE HABITABLE GLOBE AS SEEN THROUGH THE EYES OF THE JUVENILE COLLECTOR
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THE EARTH OR Globe, on which we collect stamps, is organized by the International Postal Union, which divides it up into countries. The Postal Union turns on its axis every twenty-four hours, thus creating day and night.

The principal countries of the world are Cochin-China, the Gilbert Islands, Somali Land, the Gaboon, the Cameroons, Nankipu, Johore, and Whango-Whango. Alongside of these great stamp areas are others of less importance, whose stamps are seldom if ever worth more than four cents, such as the United States, Great Britain, Canada, France, etc.

Some of these countries, however, are of importance as exercising a control over the stamps of places of the first rank. Thus, England comes into prominence as having been recognized by the Postal Union as controlling Sarawak, Uganda, Inhambane, Irac, and other great centers. Similarly, the Philippine Islands, after centuries of misgovernment were transferred by the Postal Union to the United States and Portugal. The Portuguese, of no account in themselves, they are known, all over the world, as issuing stamps of Lorenço Marques.

The Stamp Book can teach us, among other things, the reason and origin of government and how it comes into being. Whenever a part of the earth contains a sufficient number of people to need stamps, the people all get together and join in forming a government the purpose of which is to issue stamps.

If the stamps are to have a man’s head as the design, the country is placed under a king, the person selected for the king having the kind of features needed for a stamp. The British Royal family makes such excellent stamps that it is thought that they will be kept at the head of Great Britain for a long time to come. On the other hand, the Emperor of Brazil had to be deposed in 1889, his whiskers being too large to go through the Post.

In other countries, it is decided that the Goddess of Liberty has a more beautiful face than a king, and so these countries are called republics and they elect a new stamp every few years. Sometimes, when a face design is wanted, a competition is held. Years ago the Goddess of Liberty came from Cedar Rapids High School, Iowa, and last year one was got from Bangor, Maine. But generally speaking, the Goddess of Liberty does not exist, but is just made up.

Any boy who is fortunate enough to possess a stamp album takes a new interest in geography and must often wish he could take a trip around the world. No doubt in his mind he often imagines such a voyage.

Sailing, let us say, from the harbor of New York (which is of no importance, as it issues no stamps), he passes after a few days’ sail the great islands Trinidad and Tobago, which issued their first stamps in 1881, and catches a glimpse of the coast of Dutch Guiana, which issues a half-gulden orange stamp of great beauty.

Striking westward across the Atlantic, he sees Teneriffe from the ocean (with a two-cent Spanish issue), and near it Funchal, whose stamps issued in 1892 carry a picture of the king of Portugal.

His journey now carries him southward past the Gold Coast, Ascension, Dahomey, Angola, Anjouan, Whango-Whango and other great world centers.

Rounding Africa, he catches sight of Madagascar (Republique Francaise, 10 centimes), Diego Suarez Djibouti, and some of the principal places in the world.

As he crosses the Indian Ocean, he finds himself, to his renewed enchantment, in the land of Oriental wealth, the Indies. Here he disembarks on the soil of India and visits the great centers of Ghopal, Bussahir, Chamba, Charkari, Nowanuggar, and Jaipur. Here his album leads him to the scene of the great battles fought by the British Military Postal Authorities (1 shilling, very rare) and Burmese Expeditionary Force.

Leaving on his left Macao and on his right the Caicos Islands, he reaches the territory of the Chinese Expeditionary Force Military Commissariat Postal Service and the area represented by the Japanese Interim arrangement for the Korean Postal Despatch.

Sailing on eastward across the Pacific, the traveler gets a glimpse of the Guam, Ding-Dong, Tahiti, Pingo-Pongo, and Houtchi-Koutchi Islands, and having thus seen the whole world, he passes through the Panama Canal and thus arrives at his home.

Nor is it only in geography that we find our minds illuminated by the study of our stamp book. It opens for us the pages of our history.

Consider, for example, the history of the British settlements in North America. At the end of what is called the colonial period in American history, there was great dissatisfaction over what was called the Stamp Act, which compelled all the people to use stamps made in England.

As a result, Thomas Jefferson designed the Declaration of Independence, which said, “When in the course of human events, a country gets large enough to have stamps of its own, it becomes a free and independent state and deserves to be recognized as such by the International Postal Union.”

Even the most recent history can be understood if examined in the light of the stamp album. Thus in the year 1914 there broke out what is called the Great War, which began between the German Imperial Field Kitchen and the French Commissariat Parcel Post.

Inevitably other countries were drawn in: first of all the British Expeditionary Force (one penny), and then the Austro-Hungarian K. and K. Post (20 Pfennig), and then the Italian Posta della Gherra and other powers. Presently the Canadian Expeditionary Force (two cents) joined in the World War, and the final advent of the United States Army Post (three cents) brought the struggle to its climax.

The final result of the war was the issuance of a five-cent stamp by the League of Nations.

One of the chief advantages of the stamp album is that it brings us to an intimate knowledge of some of the great men of the modern times whose faces and names are recognized by the Postal Union as official designs for stamps. Here is Prince Ferdinand of Lichtenstein, one of the chief sovereigns of the world; here General Bingerville of the Ivory Coast; and here Marshall Spudski of Polish Paraguay.

Some of the faces and names leave us perhaps in a little doubt, but a little imagination will always help us through. Here is a beautiful design of the Panama Canal Zone representing, we presume, Theodore Roosevelt wading across the Panama River and waving the Portuguese flag. Here is King Edward the Seventh, dictator of Nyassaland, eating a giraffe; and the great French soldier and statesman, Marshall Foch, sitting on a velocipede in Oubanguichari-Tchad in the North Central French Congo, Republique Francaise, ten centimes, poste militaire du Congo, 1915.


Short Circuits by Radio and Cinema


If Only We Had the Radio Sooner BROADCASTING THE NORMAN CONQUEST
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THE SCENE IS laid in the castle of Count Guesshard de Discard of Normandy, one of the companions of William the Conqueror. It takes place in the “bower” of Lady Angela de Discard, a stone room with open slots for windows, rather inferior to a first-class cow-stable. There are tapestries blowing against the walls, sheepskin rugs on the floor and wooden stools. But in one corner of the room there stands a radio receiving apparatus, and on the wall is a telephone.

In the bower are Lady Angela de Discard and her daughter Margaret of the Rubber Neck.

Lady Angela speaks: I wonder when we shall have news from England and hear whether Cousin William has killed Cousin Harold.

Lady Margaret of the Rubber Neck: By my halidome, Mamma, I think there ought to be something on the radio this morning. Papa said that Cousin William and Cousin Harold had both agreed to get the broadcast on as early in the day as possible.

Lady Angela: Is it so, by Heaven! Then I pray you, by God’s grace, turn on the radio.

(Lady Margaret of the Rubber Neck goes to the radio and starts turning the dials. There ensues a strange sound as of some one singing and wailing, and the music of a harp.)

Lady Angela: Heaven’s grace!

Lady Margaret: I’m afraid, Mamma, it is one of those Welsh bards. I think he is singing the sorrows of his country. I must have got Plynlimmon or Anglesea by mistake.

Lady Angela: Heavens! Shut him off. I thought that Cousin Harold promised to have all the Welsh bards killed. I know that Cousin William, just as soon as he has killed Cousin Harold, means to kill the bards. Do try again. I am getting so interested to know whether your father gets killed or not.

(Lady Margaret tries again. There is this time a wild and confused rush of sound. She shuts off the radio at once.)

Lady Angela: Odds Bones! What’s that?

Lady Margaret: I’m so sorry, Mamma; I think it was a Scottish concert. I’m afraid I really don’t know from what station the battle is to come. You see, Cousin William and Cousin Harold were to select the ground after the landing.

Lady Angela: Then, for the love of Moses, call up on the telephone and find out.

Lady Margaret: I’m so sorry, Mamma. So help me, I never thought of it.

(Lady Margaret of the Rubber Neck goes to the telephone. As she talks, the answering voice of the operator can be heard, rather faintly in the room.)

Hello!

(Hello!)

Is that the Central?

(In truth, it is!)

Wilt thou kindly impart information touching a matter on which I am most anxious to receive intelligence?

(In certain truth I will an so be it is something of which this office hath any cognizance.)

You will certainly put me under a deep recognaissance.

(Speak on, then.)

I will.

(Do.)

That will I.

(What is it?)

It is this. I am most curious to know if any broadcast or general exfusion of intelligence is yet received of the expedition of Duke William of Normandy.

(Truly indeed, yes, by Heaven, certainly. Even now the exfusion is about to come over the radio.)

(Lady Margaret with a few words, not more than a hundred, of hasty thanks, hangs up the telephone and again turns on the radio.

This time a clear voice with a twentieth-century accent is heard beginning to announce.)

Announcer: Good morning, folks! Gee! You’re lucky to be on the air this morning. . . .

Lady Angela: Tune him a little more; I don’t get him.

Lady Margaret (fumbling with the radio): It’s because it’s an Announcer. I heard Father Anselm say that the announcers are born a thousand years ahead of their time, though how that can be I know not. In any case it is agreed, they say, that the Saxons are to have the broadcasting rights, and Cousin William is to have the moving pictures. Now, wait a minute —— Heaven’s grace, that’s that Welsh bard again.

Lady Angela: Silence him.

Lady Margaret: There, now, I’ve got it.

(The Radio begins to talk again. The voice that speaks is as of the twentieth century like the voice of one “announcing” a football game.)

Announcer: Now, folks, this is Senlac Hill, and we’re going to put a real battle on the air for you, and it’s going to be some battle. The principals are Harold, King of England — lift your helmet, Harold — and William, the Dook, or as some call him, the Duck, of Normandy. Both the boys are much of a size, both trained down to weight, and each has got with him as nice a little bunch of knights and archers as you’d see east of Pittsburgh. Umpires are: for Harold, the Reverend Allbald of the Soft Head, Archbishop of Canterbury; for William, Odo the Ten-Spot, Bishop of Bayeux. Side lines, Shorty Sigismund and Count Felix Marie du Paté de Foie Gras. Referee, King Swatitoff of Sweden, ex-Champion of the Scandinavian League. Battle called at exactly ten a.m. They’re off. The Norman boys make a rush for the hill. Harold’s center forwards shoot arrows at them. William leads a rush at the right center. Attaboy, William! That’s the stuff! Harold’s boys block the rush. Two Norman knights ruled off for interference. William hurls his mace. Forward pass. Ten-year penalty. Quarter time.

(The radio stops a minute.)

Lady Margaret: How terrifically exciting! Do you think we are winning?

Lady Angela: It’s very hard to tell. I’ve often heard your father say that in the first quarter of a battle they don’t really get warmed up.

(The radio starts.)

Announcer: Battle of Senlac. Second quarter. Change of ground. Duke William has won the west end. The Normans make a rush against the left center. Hand-to-hand scrimmage with Harold’s front line. Many knights unhorsed and out of the game. Several men hurt on both sides. Count Guesshard de Discard receives a crack on the bean with a mace.

Lady Margaret: Oh, Mamma, papa got one on the bean.

Lady Angela (laughing): He certainly did. I can just see your papa’s face when some one landed him one!

Lady Margaret: What happens to you, Mamma, if papa gets knocked out?

Lady Angela: I believe that Cousin William has promised to give me to one of his knights. I don’t think it’s settled yet who gets me. They generally raffle, you know. But stop, we’re missing the battle!

(The radio continues.)

Announcer: Second half of the game. Both sides rested up during half time. Duke William attacks the center. Man hurt. Battle stops, substitute replaces. Battle continues. William’s entire cavalry rides at the hill. Harold’s boys heaving rocks. Swatitoff, the referee, knocked down by the cavalry. Umpires whistle. General melee. Battle degenerating into a fight. William’s men ride off apparently in full flight. Norman boys retreating everywhere. Harold’s men rushing down hill at them. Battle all in Saxon’s favor. The noble Harold driving the foul Normans off the field. Listen, folks, and . . .

(At this moment something goes wrong with the radio. It sinks to a mere murmuring of squeaks.)

Lady Angela: The ungodly radio is off!

(Lady Margaret tries in vain to fix the radio. It won’t work. While she works at it a long time passes. It is not till she has sent for a Norman carpenter with a sledge-hammer and a crowbar that the radio works again. When it does it is late in the afternoon. Then at last it speaks . . .)

Announcer: Battle all over. The foul Saxon, Harold, lies dead across the fifty-yard line with his whole center scrimmage dead round him. Spectators leaving in all directions in great haste. The noble William is everywhere victorious. Norman crowd invading the club house. Number of injured and dead knights being piled up at the side of the field. Among the dead are Count Roger the Sardine, Count Felix Marie de Paté de Foie Gras, the Seneschal Pilaffe de Volaille and Count Guesshard de Discard. . . .

Lady Margaret: Ah, do you hear that, Mamma? Odd’s life, papa’s killed. That must have been that smack on the bean. I had a notion that papa would get it, didn’t you?

Lady Angela (picking up a little steel mirror and adjusting her cap): Oh, I was sure of it. A juggler prophesied it to me last Whitsuntide. I wonder which of the knights Cousin William will give me to. . . .


What the Radio Overheard AN EVENING AT HOME OF THE UPTOWN BROWNS

I
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THE SCENE IS in the dining-room of the house of Mr. Uptown Brown. It is a large room with a mahogany table and a mahogany sideboard and all the things that ought to be in the dining-room of people called Uptown Brown.

In a corner is a radio machine of the best and newest type with leather armchairs beside it and on a little wooden seat printed papers with announcements and programs. The time is evening, an hour or so after dinner, and the people who appear are Miss Flossie Fitzclippet Brown, the Only Girl in All the World, and Mr. Edwin Overflow, the Only Man in the Universe. But they have not yet told this to one another.

Flossie (as they come to the dining-room): There’s nobody in here. Wouldn’t you like to come in, and I’ll show you our new radio?

Mr. Overflow (in a deep voice, charged with static): With pleasure.

Flossie: How dark it is! The switch is over there. Won’t you please push it on?

Mr. Overflow (with more static): With pleasure.

Flossie: Now sit here and make yourself terribly comfy, and I’ll turn on the radio.

Mr. Overflow (speaking with a compressed voltage, which ought to warn any girl that there is something atmospheric doing): With pleasure.

Flossie (at the radio): Now wait a minute. I never can remember which way these silly dials go — let me see. Do you under stand how to do it, Mr. Overflow?

Mr. Overflow (at a pressure of 200 atmospheres to the inch): Not at all.

Flossie (fingering the dial): I think this is the one and I think you turn it so —— 

The Radio: Squa-ark —— ! ! !

Flossie (shutting it off): No, that’s wrong, I’m sure. I’ll try this other way.

Mr. Overflow (rising from his place and putting forward his antennæ as if about to make a contact): Please don’t!

Flossie: Don’t what? (She turns off the dial.)

Mr. Overflow: Don’t turn on the radio. There’s something I want to say, something I’ve been trying to say all evening —— 

Flossie (who has been trying to make him say it all evening): To me?

Mr. Overflow: Yes, to you. Miss Brown —— (He stops with a static congestion in his feed pipe.)

Flossie: Yes?

Mr. Overflow: Miss Brown —— (He pauses; then with an effort he connects in on a better wave length.) Miss Brown, Flossie, ever since I’ve been coming to this house —— 

Flossie: I wonder if I can get Atlanta.

Mr. Overflow: Don’t.

The Radio (in agony): Squa-ark —— 

Mr. Overflow: Turn it off. Listen. Miss Brown — Flossie — ever since — that is to say — please don’t turn it on — Flossie — I only wanted to say — I love you. (He reaches out both his antennæ.)

Flossie: Oh, Edwin! (They make a contact and are joined in a short circuit. Connected thus, they sit down beside the radio. Their hands are joined as they sit in close conversation. Not a sound comes from the radio. It is listening, and is having a good time all by itself.)

Flossie: But how can you really love me? You’ve only known me three weeks.

Edwin (speaking now with far less strain on his aerial, owing to the removal of all atmospheric disturbance): Three weeks and one day and four hours.

Flossie: Oh, Edwin, how can you remember?

Edwin: Remember — can I ever forget it? That first afternoon when I met you crossing the park — and —— 

Flossie: Oh, Edwin!

Edwin: Flossie!!

Ten minutes later Edwin is still saying— “And do you remember the day when I took you and your mother to the matinée?” And Flossie answers with a light laugh— “And mother would talk to you all the time.”— “Yes, I was wishing your mother was in Jericho!”— “How nice of you, dearest!!”

Twenty minutes later Flossie is saying— “Edwin, dear, I’m afraid we simply must go back to the drawing-room again. They’ll have finished their cards and mother will be wondering where we are. Wait a minute till I turn on the radio — —”

The Radio: Squa-ark —— 

Flossie: Kiss me, darling. I’m so happy! And isn’t the radio just wonderful!

 

So they go upstairs to the drawing-room, and up there when they arrive there are two tables full of people playing bridge. At one of them Flossie’s mother, Mrs. Elizabeth Uptown Brown, and her father and two other people are playing and they have just thrown down their cards because their first rubber is over and Flossie goes up to her mother and kisses her and Flossie’s mother kisses her and says:

“Where have you been, darling?”

“Downstairs listening to the radio.”

“How is it working?”

“Perfectly.”

Flossie’s mother knows quite well where Flossie has been, and she wouldn’t have interrupted her for the world. But what she really means is, “Did you land him?” And when Flossie says, “Perfectly,” she knows that her mother knows and her mother knows she knows what she means.

At the other table, Flossie’s brother, Edward Wiseguy Brown, a college radio expert, is playing cards, with a cigarette permanently a part of his face, and he says without even turning his head round:

“What did you get, Floss?”

“Oh, I don’t know — —”

“Atlanta?”

“I think it may have been.”

“Did you get Yomsk in Siberia?”

“Oh, gracious no!”

“Did you get anything worth while?”

“I don’t think so — that is — —” and here she looks over at Edwin for a second and he happens to be looking at her and they both get extremely red, and the whole room gets charged with ecstatic electricity. In fact, it is a relief to everybody when Flossie’s father, Mr. Uptown Brown, rises and says to the other man at his table:

“Here, let these two young people take our places, Tommie, and you and I will drop out a bit.”

On which Mr. Uptown Brown and his heavy friend, Mr. Thomas Bung, rise with a deliberation appropriate to their dignity and weight, and Mr. Brown says:

“Come on down if you like and we’ll have a turn at the radio ourselves.”

His heavy friend, Mr. Bung, says:

“Well, I don’t mind if I do.”

Mrs. Uptown Brown glances across at her husband with a look that means, “Now what are you up to?” But she says nothing. She’s too happy about Flossie. Let him for once if he likes, she thinks — only don’t let him think that she’s deceived. But she can straighten that out afterwards, so she merely says, quite invitingly:

“Come along, then, and we’ll start a new rubber,” and makes a place beside her for Mr. Overflow. There he is to sit for the rest of his life.

II

So after Miss Flossie Fitzclippet Brown and Mr. Edwin Overflow had come back upstairs, engaged, from the mute vicinity of the radio, Mr. Uptown Brown and Mr. Thomas Bung, his heavy friend, went down to the dining-room.

Mr. Brown: It’s over here in the corner. Sit down, Tommie, in one of these big chairs while I turn on this damn thing. Have a cigar?

Mr. Bung: Well, I don’t mind. Had it long?

Mr. Brown: No, just got it. The children like it. Try one of these.

Mr. Bung: Thanks.

Mr. Brown: Now I don’t know how you found it upstairs, Tommie. It certainly seemed to me pretty dry.

Mr. Bung: It certainly did!

(They both chuckle. They know what’s coming.)

Mr. Brown: Well, what about a little Scotch, eh, Tommie, my boy? Wait till I turn on this machine, or, no, I’ll get the Scotch first.

(Mr. Uptown Brown takes a key out of his pocket and goes and opens up a little cupboard in the corner angle of the wall.)

Mr. Brown: I always keep it locked up over here. No use ringing for the servants. Bess can hear the bell from up there, you know, and she might get a little fussed up — say when, Tommie —— 

Mr. Bung (speaking in a low gurgling voice such as is produced from the larynx by Scotch and soda): Oh, no, no sense in making a fuss over these things. I’m always the same way at home, too. That’s damn good Scotch, Ed.

Mr. Brown: Yes, have some more. Or wait till I turn on this durn radio, otherwise Bess might —— Here, I think this is the dial you twist —— 

The Radio: Squa-ark —— 

Mr. Brown: No, that’s not it. I’ll get it in a minute. Now this is a Scotch, Tommie, that I can guarantee —— 

 

(And ten minutes later Mr. Edward Uptown Brown is still saying): Now this Scotch, Tommie, is a Scotch, that you won’t get a better Scotch — Scotch — Scotch.

And after a while — after a long while — with a sigh, Mr. Uptown Brown rises from his chair and he says:

“Well, Tommie, old horse, I’ll guess we’ll have to get back to the drawing-room, or Bess will be wondering where we are. Wait till I give this a whirl again.”

(He turns a dial.)

The Radio: Squa-ark —— 

Mr. Brown (turning it off instantly): Come along, Tommie, or say, what about another?

Mr. Bung: Yes, certainly, I’ll join you. A wonderful thing this radio, isn’t it?

 

And so when they do get up to the drawing-room, it is quite late and the cards are just about over. Eddie Brown Junior is adding up the score and he says without moving his face from his cigarette:

“What did you get, Dad?”

“Oh, nothing much.”

“Didn’t get Yomsk in Siberia?”

“No, I don’t think so, did we, Tommie?”

“I guess not. But what we got wasn’t so bad, either.”

“Was there much interference, Dad?”

Mr. Brown, drawn fatally on and still chuckling to his friend:

“Not a damn bit.”

Ominous words. Mrs. Brown gives one look at her husband. There will be plenty of interference later. He will get all the radio activity he wants a little later on.

 

Meantime the guests leave. Ed. Brown, Jr., radio expert, has risen from his chair and says to his friend, a fellow expert:

“Come on, Harry. It’s late enough now to be worth while. There won’t be much interference now. We’ll see if we can get Yomsk.”

Ted Brown and his friend, the two radio experts, go down to the dining-room. The house is quiet now. It is getting late.

Ted says:

“Now sit down here while I tune her up. I guess Dad’s been monkeying with it. Funny he can’t learn, isn’t it? (He begins twisting and turning the dials.)

“What I want to do is to try to get Yomsk, Siberia. The other night I was nearly sure I had Yomsk. There’s a sending station there now, but they’re not catalogued and it’s hard to tell. Ever try to get them?”

“No. Nearly got Teheran in Persia the other night. At least I think it was Teheran. I couldn’t be sure. It would be in Persia, I suppose.”

“Yes — now wait — I believe. I’ve got it.”

The Radio: Squa-ark —— 

Ted (shutting it off): Gosh, no — that’s only President Coolidge. Let’s try it this way.

The Radio: Squa-ark —— 

“Drat it, that’s a sacred concert. I thought they all quit at eleven. I’m sure that’s the number I used for Yomsk. Wait a minute.”

Ted turns at the dials. He and his friend sit in front of the machine in deep absorption. Ten minutes later Ted is still saying:

“No, cuss it — that’s only the Beethoven Sonata being played in the opera house in Chicago — try this.”

And the Radio Says: Squa-ark —— 

And Ted says:

“Darn it. That’s only Madame Galli Curci singing in St. Louis. I’ll just try once more for Yomsk and if we can’t get it, we’ll shut off for the night. There’s no sense bothering with these things near by.”

He tries once more.

And the Radio Says: Squa-ark —— 

And then he quits.

But far away in Yomsk, amid the snow, a grimy Bolshevik in a grimy café is singing an imitation American coon song. That’s what he wants to hear.

And as Ted reluctantly turns off the machine, he says:

“It’s a great thing, the radio, isn’t it?”

 

So Ted’s expert friend goes home, and Ted Brown himself goes to bed. The radio is silent and the house is still. The mystic currents move through the air, and Atlanta is whispering to Vancouver, and Helsingfors in Finland murmurs to the Hebrides. But not a sound of it comes to the darkened room. The house is still and the people are asleep and the radio machine is silent. Its programs and its announcements lie beside it on a little table, but from it there comes not a sound. The radio, hushed by the whispering currents, is asleep.

And the hours pass — till it is late, late — and then softly, oh, very softly, one of the dining-room windows pushes up — surely no one lifted it, it just moved up — and into the dark room there steps such a soft man, with a black cap on his head and he moves with a little spot of light in front of him that comes from such a soft little lamp that he holds in his hand, and in that half-light, you can see that he wears a dirty mask on a dirty face with two holes in it where his shadowed eyes are.

This man — do you guess it, perhaps? — is not a scientist come to fix the radio, but he is a burglar and he has come to unfix some of the property of Mr. Uptown Brown.

The burglar turns his light here and there about the room — and he turns it presently upon the radio. There is no surprise in his face when he looks at it. Oh, no. This man has already spent some time in Ossining, New York State, and he knows all about radio and how to work a radio magazine.

“Radio!” he murmurs.

Then he looks at the printed sheets that lie beside it with the announcements for the night. President Coolidge speaks in New York on the World Court. That must be over. The man sighs, with relief or otherwise. And then he looks — what is this that he sees? Madame Pallavicini is to sing at midnight in the cathedral in the City of Mexico — midnight, that would be now — and she is to sing — and as the man in the mask turns the spotlight on the print he sees that she is to sing the aria:

“Enter Thou Not Into Temptation.”

The burglar stands in front of the radio and there is stillness in the house. The man murmurs the title to himself.

Far away Madame Pallavicini in the midnight cathedral in the City of Mexico is singing, and the mystic currents are murmuring around the house, “Enter thou not into temptation.”

The burglar murmurs to himself, “Ah, shucks, I’ll chance it,” and puts his hand out towards the dials. Why? Well, perhaps he had taken music classes when he was at Ossining in New York State; perhaps he had an ear for music, or perhaps, if you like, some of the things they say in the story books about the burglar are true. Perhaps the sound of “Enter thou not into Temptation,” intoned in a cathedral at midnight, hits him harder than it does you or me.

At any rate, the man looked all about him, listened a moment, and then, with the hand of an expert, turned rapidly the dials of the radio. And with that, all the mystic waves of the night that had gathered in the great cathedral of the City of Mexico came rushing over the wires.

AND THE RADIO SAID: SQUA-ARK —— 

 

The sound of it rattled in the still house, the burglar heard a rattle at the lock of the front door and he knew what it meant. The Uptown Browns, like all sensible people of their class, pay part of the fee of a night watchman. As the night watchman entered the front door, the burglar, noiselessly as the mystic wave itself, moved out from the window. Madame Pallavicini and the whispering currents have done their work. He will not sin to-night.


One Crowded Quarter Second HOW THEY MAKE LIFE MOVE IN THE MOVIES

[image: img53.jpg]

IN REAL LIFE, the process of turning tragedy into happiness, of alleviating a broken heart, of starting a new life, is the work of years and the slow effect of time. Even in a novel it can hardly be done under fifty pages. But in the movies they do it in exactly one quarter of a second.

The most beautiful thing about the movies is this rapid way in which, with a couple of flicks of the film, what looked like interminable sorrow destined to extend over years is changed into a “new life.”

No matter what awful things may happen to the people in the movies, the spectator need never despair. The movie man can fix them up all right at any moment in one turn of the machine.

The hero, for example, gets sent to the penitentiary for ten years. You see him arrested, you watch the trial (four seconds), the fruitless appeal to the governor (two seconds), and then you see him put behind the kind of prison bars, the toast-rack pattern, that they use in the movie for the penitentiary.

A turnkey with a sad face and slow mournful steps (he takes over five seconds) has locked the hero in. Great Heavens! ten years! to think that his young life — he is still only twenty-eight — is to waste away for ten years behind those stone walls; and then, just as you have hardly had time to finish thinking it — he’s out!

And quite simple the way they do it! Just a legend or title, or whatever they call it, thrown on the screen:

AND SO THIS TRIED SOUL LEARNS IN SORROW A NEW PEACE

Yes, learns it and is out! Clear out of the penitentiary in a quarter of a second. Just by learning peace! I must say if I ever go in, I’ll learn pretty quickly.

Yes, there he is out again, and, what is luckier still, not a day older: still only twenty-eight. And he’s had time to shave in the quarter second while he was in there and looks pretty neat and handsome.

There he is in the same apartment and on the sofa beside him his wife — the very one that he sandbagged in a misunderstanding ten years ago is sitting and saying:

PERHAPS WE DIDN’T FULLY UNDERSTAND ONE

ANOTHER, DESPARD

and after that they fade out into one another’s faces and the screen remarks in conclusion:

NEXT WEEK GERALD FLOYD AND THE HOURCHI HOUTCHI GIRLS. DON’T MISS ONE OF THEM. THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF YORK BOARDING THE RENOWN —— 

and that is a sign that these broken lives are now mended.

In any case, the mending of a broken life is a very simple matter in the movies. It’s a specialty that has been reduced to an art. If a movie character loses a husband or a wife, the loss is repaired in one-quarter of a second.

For example, here is a disconsolate movie widow — and how charming they look anyway: I’d like to buy a bag of them — you see her beside the grave, a saintly clergyman bending over to console her; the end of the long story of perhaps 4,000 feet of tragedy has come to this — this dull hopeless grief that finds no consolation.

No consolation! Just wait a minute and let that title writer get in his work. There you are:

AND SO THIS POOR SOUL FINDS IN LOVE A NEW BALM

THAT HEALS THE WOUNDS OF THE PAST,

and you see her walking in a springtime garden (the season has changed in a quarter-second) and bending over her is a lover, evidently a husband, — in fact, he must be, because there is a little wee child romping in the grass at their feet.

And the lover? Don’t you see it? That means then that you never go to the movies. Why, the lover is the saintly clergyman, the one who was in the graveyard. He fell in love with her, time passed, they had this child — there you are. And all in a quarter of a second.

But perhaps still more wonderful are the complete changes of character, mostly very favourable, that are packed into the quarter-second. A bad man turns into a good one; a depraved villain into a gentle soul; a she-hyena into a chastened woman.

The other day, for example, in a moving picture I saw a villain — a real villain — he was rich and he ground down the poor, he terrorized a little town with the brute power of money. When that power failed, he hired bandits to murder people because they were too virtuous to help him.

Then fate intervened. A dam broke. The Colorado River rolled right over the villain and drowned him. Forty thousand cubic feet of water fell on him. Then they picked him out, plastered with mud six inches deep. That, apparently was a pretty serious situation.

But, no, the fatal quarter-second got in its work. The title maker speaks:

AND SO THIS HARD HEART AT LAST SOFTENS —— 

Presumably with the mud. At any rate, there he is, sitting on a sofa, NOT drowned — that was an error — with the heroine beside him and the mud all wiped off, and he is saying:

I SEE IT NOW. I HAVE BEEN A BAD MAN

Personally, I had seen it quite a little time before. But at any rate his redemption, I am certain, was complete and final because the next thing said in the picture was:

OTTAWA ONTARIO LORD WILLINGDON THE GOVERNOR GENERAL

LOOKS ON AT SKIING CONTEST GATHERING THE RUBBER

ON THE CONGO

Oh, yes, he’s redeemed finally; the picture is over.

 

And I have wondered, too, whether something might not be done to apply this wonderful and happy system of transformations to some of the old masterpieces of the stage and literature. They are too sad. The tragedy is all right and very interesting, but it ought to be redeemed at the end by putting in a quarter-second of first-class movie work.

Take, for example, Hamlet. All the world knows how the sorrow accumulates. Hamlet’s father murdered, even before the play begins; his mother married to his uncle; Polonius stabbed; Ophelia drowned; Hamlet himself half crazy; his uncle killed; Yorick’s skull mislaid; Laertes about to kill Hamlet — in short, a quite serious situation.

But that wonderful quarter-second of the movies would straighten it all out. Try this, for example:

YET EVEN HERE LOVE SNATCHES THIS WAYWARD

SOUL FROM FATE —— 

And what do you see? Hamlet sitting beside Ophelia — she was not drowned, only got muddy and since has had time to wash — in the gardens of the Palace; and in another moment we find, smiling at them, his uncle, the King, no longer wicked; in fact, he says himself:

WE DIDN’T UNDERSTAND ONE ANOTHER, HAM,

and near them, playing on the grass, the inevitable child, only this time it is Hamlet’s and Ophelia’s. And you realize that the murder and the poisoning was only a DREAM of one of the characters, and that since then a quarter-second has passed and life has moved on and everything is all right. And

NEXT WEEK BUGGS AND JUGGS AN ALL-SCREEN COMEDY

AUTHORIZED BY THE BOARD OF CENSORS OF

THE PROVINCE OF QUEBEC,

and that wipes out all vestige of Hamlet.

 

But after all, if we call them moving pictures, it’s their business to move.


Done into Movies BUT CAN YOU RECOGNIZE THE GOOD OLD STORIES WHEN THEY GET THEM DONE?
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THE OTHER DAY I went to see a moving picture of “Treasure Island,” the late Robert Louis Stevenson’s famous story. It was really an excellent thing, absolutely thrilling all the way through.

But in putting the story into the movies they had had to make a few necessary adaptations and alterations. It seems that the public demands this. Moving picture producers have often explained to me that the public is very sensitive. There are subjects it doesn’t like and topics which it prefers to avoid. And there are other things it insists on having in every first-class moving picture.

So I found that “Treasure Island” had had to be changed a little. In the first place the scene was not laid on an island. If you put a thing on an island that cuts out motor cars and limits the scope of the plot. So the scene was laid in California. And there was no treasure, because treasure has been worked to death. Instead of treasure the plot was shifted to holding up a bank, which is more up to date. That of course cut out the pirates and the ship, but put in bandits and a motor car. Incidentally, all the stuff about “Yo Ho! and a Bottle of Rum!” had to go. Any references of this sort antagonize a great number of spectators and have the appearance of criticizing the existing institutions of the United States — which is madness.

There were certain changes also in the persons of the story. John Silver instead of having one leg has two, so as to be able to hop in and out of a motor car. Jim Hawkins, the boy narrator of Stevenson’s story, is changed into a girl. No moving picture is held to be complete unless a girl is brought into it. And Squire Trelawney, who is a middle-aged man in the written story, is made a young man. This allows for a proper ending by having the Squire marry Jim Hawkins.

Apart from these changes, the story is told with wonderful fidelity and accuracy. There is no doubt — indeed there could be no doubt — that the transformed story gains enormously from the few incidental alterations necessitated by the film.

Now this little incident has set me thinking over this process of adapting stories for the moving picture and admiring the way in which it was done. And so it chanced that just afterwards, by a fortunate coincidence, I got an opportunity of seeing something of the process itself. There happened to come into my hands the report made to one of the leading film companies by their expert writers on the prospects of adapting one or two well-known stories for moving picture presentation. I presume that it is no improper violation of confidence to present them here, especially as the stories mentioned are so familiar in their original forms as to be almost public property.

The first one is an expert report on the question of adapting the well-known story of Adam and Eve for the moving picture. It is as follows:

The Story of Adam and Eve

Technical Report on Its Adaptation for the Film

“We have looked over this MS. with reference to the question of adapting it to a scenario. We find the two principal characters finely and boldly drawn and both well up to the standard of the moving picture. The man Adam — Christian name only given in the MS. — appeals to us very strongly as a primitive but lovable nature. Adam has “pep” and we think that we could give him an act among the animals, involving the very best class of menagerie and trapeze work which would go over big.

“But we consider that Adam himself would get over better if he represented a more educated type and we wish therefore to make Adam a college man, preferably from a western university.

“We think similarly that the principal female character, Eve, would appeal more directly to the public if it was made clear that she was an independent woman with an avocation of her own. We propose to make her a college teacher of the out-of-door woodland dances now so popular in the leading women’s universities.

“It is better that Adam and Eve should not be married at the opening of the scenario but at the end after they have first found themselves and then found one another.

“We find the ‘Garden’ lonely and the lack of subordinate characters mystifying; we also find the multiplicity of animals difficult to explain without a special setting.

“We therefore propose to remove the scene to the Panama Canal Zone, where the animals are being recruited for a circus troupe. This will allow for mass scenes of Panaminos, Mesquito and other Indians, tourists, bootleggers and the United States navy, offering an environment of greater variety and more distinctive character than an empty garden.

“The snake we do not like. It is an animal difficult to train and lacking in docility. We propose instead to use a goat.”

Report No. II

The story entitled “The Merchant of Venice”

“The outline entitled ‘The Merchant of Venice,’ which comes to us with the signature, ‘W. Shakespeare,’ but with no further hint of the authorship, strikes us at once as a composition of great power. It is full of action. It has color and force, and the leading characters are strongly marked.

“We wish to recommend its immediate adaptation for the film, but at the same time to propose a few incidental changes necessary to make it a success.

“In the first place the character, Shylock, must not be a Jew as this would needlessly antagonize a large section of the public. To avoid all offense it would be better to make him a Mexican.

“A further point to notice is that there are too many Italians in the piece and not enough Americans. It lacks patriotism. We would suggest that either the entire scene be removed to Venice, Illinois, or else that the principal characters such as Bassanio and Antonio be made American visitors to Venice and that for the Doge we substitute the consul general of the United States.

“We would like to replace Portia by one of our great criminal lawyers, leaving Portia as his stenographer.

“We think that the piece would gain in scenic quality by the introduction of a canal scene at night, by the drowning of one of the characters, perhaps several, in the Grand Canal at midnight and by the introduction of the Spanish Inquisition and the massacre of St. Bartholomew. These features would add historical interest, while the American character of the film could be stressed by the insert of a picture of the Supreme Court at Washington.”


Short Circuits in International Relations


Things I Hardly Dare Whisper MORE REVELATIONS OF ANOTHER UNKNOWN EUROPEAN DIPLOMAT. BY AN UNDISCLOSED AUTHOR OF EUROPEAN DISREPUTATION. TWO VOLUMES. TEN DOLLARS EACH, OR THE TWO FOR SEVEN-FIFTY.
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AS EVERYBODY KNOWS, the recent craze for publishing diplomatic memoirs is exciting a storm of protest in the highest European circles. It is felt that it involves a dangerous leakage of political secrets. “We are leaking all over the place,” writes Lord Bulkhead. “It has got to stop.”

On the other hand, we cannot resist recommending to the reading public in the warmest terms the extraordinary and fascinating volumes announced above. It is no exaggeration to say that the publication of “Things I Hardly Dare Whisper” is calculated to arouse a whirlwind, the suction of which may carry down two or three of the principal governments of Europe.

The work is all the more intriguing in that the name of the author is buried in absolute secrecy. The publishers themselves are utterly unaware who wrote it. The authorship is variously attributed to Lord Balfour, ex-premier Poincaré, Lady Astor, Douglas Fairbanks, the Queen of Roumania, and Dorothy Gish. Miss Gish, however, on being approached, declared emphatically, “I didn’t write it: so there!” Monsieur Poincaré says that he not only didn’t write it, but he couldn’t write it.

Perhaps the principal feature of the book is the extraordinary boldness of its revelation. Conversations between persons of the very highest rank and the most conspicuous position are reported with a frankness that verges on brutality.

Take, for instance, the passage, one of the most notable in the volumes, in which the unknown author relates a conversation with a Most Exalted Personage.

“We were sitting together in the bar of the House of Lords,” he writes, “the Personage, as usual, sitting with his elbow on my shoulder and whispering into my ear so that Lord Snoop, the Master of the Buckhounds, and Lord Snipe, at that time in office as Black Stick in Waiting — or Yellow Stick in Hiding, I forget which — could not overhear our conversation, which The Royal Personage obviously regarded as for us alone.

“ ’What do you think of Sir Jaugh Bohn?’ I asked. The Royal Personage looked carefully around and then whispered, ‘He’s a pup.’ I made a silent note of this for publication.

“ ’And what is Your Personage’s opinion of the First Lord of the Admiralty?’ His Personage advanced his face closer and took hold of my ear with his hand so as to draw it towards him. ‘I consider the First Lord,’ he whispered, ‘as nothing better than a third-rate bum.’

“Realizing at once the high commercial value of these disclosures, I begged The Royal Personage to sit quiet a moment while I wrote them down.”

 

A similar frankness and daring is shown not only in the treatment of royalty itself, but in the confidential pen pictures given by the author of the leading statesmen of Europe.

“We were sitting on a bench in the sun,” he writes, “outside the modest little country home of Monsieur Clemenceau, whom I may designate the Old Tiger of France. The Old Tiger, who will be one hundred and six (if he lives long enough), had just spent a busy morning planting radishes. ‘What is your opinion of England?’ I asked of the Old Tiger. For a moment a flash of all his old impetuosity flashed out of the Old Tiger’s eyes. ‘It’s a hell of a place,’ he said.”

But perhaps to most readers the most engrossing chapters of the book are those which deal with the origin, or what the author cleverly calls the genesis, of the Great War. Many memoirs have already dealt intimately with this topic. The Kaiser, General Ludendorf, Lord Grey, and others have essayed to analyze the causes of the conflict. The Kaiser says that it was a world attack directed against himself personally.

Lord Grey, while speaking in a very guarded and moderate way, thinks that the war may have had something to do with England and Germany and possibly with France.

The statement is also made in various quarters that the war represented the eternal conflict of the Zeitgeist with the Zeitschrift. Indeed, a colonel of one of the negro regiments from the United States has said this was exactly his idea in going into it. No doubt it was this idea of a Zeitgeist which inflamed the minds of many of the young men at the time.

In other quarters, and especially in academic circles, the opinion is generally held that the war was a conflict of the Inevitable against the Inexhaustible.

It is all the more interesting to find that our present unknown author makes the astounding statement that he caused the war himself.

“It is strange to realize,” he writes, “that a few casual words dropped by myself in a drawing room in Buda-Pest probably occasioned the entire conflagration.” (It would not perhaps have been so strange if he had dropped them in a garage or somewhere where there was gasoline.)

“I was seated one evening talking with Prince Bughaus of Schlitz-im-Mein, himself of the immediate entourage of the Kaiser and intimate with every Chancellery in Europe. The Prince had been asking me confidentially what I thought Downing Street would do if the Quai d’Orsay lined up solidly with the Ball Platz and came down heavily on the Yildiz Kiosk. At that time (it was July of 1914), the whole atmosphere was tense with diplomatic electricity.

“Unfortunately, Prince Bughaus, who is a master of languages, was talking for greater secrecy in Chinese; and I misunderstood his reference to the Ball Platz and thought he was referring to the World’s Base Ball Series. ‘Everything is arranged,’ I said, ‘for the early autumn. And this time it will be a fight to a finish.’ The Prince repeated quietly (in Chinese), ‘A fight to a finish.’ But that night he telegraphed to Berlin that Germany’s only chance would be to anticipate her enemies by making war in August.

“The result of my casual remark is unfortunately only too well known.”

 

One must not, however, suppose that these delightful volumes are entirely occupied with the tragic, the somber, or the pompous side of life. The author enlivens his pages with a number of delightful anecdotes in regard to the great people with whom he has been in contact, which are quite as amusing as those in any similar book of memoirs to-day. For example, the following delicious story is related in connection with the same Prince Bughaus of Schlitz-im-Mein just mentioned.

“Bughaus, as his friends call him, is not only one of the most astute men of his time in the diplomatic world, but is decidedly one of the wittiest. Indeed, I have never known any one with such an instantaneous command of repartee.

“I was sitting with Bughaus and several of the corps diplomatique one evening in one of the best-known and most fashionable of the Buda-Pest Magyar restaurants, which perhaps I had better not name, inasmuch as naming it might give an idea which one I mean. The Prince summoned the head waiter to him and asked ‘How much are your cold partridges?’ ‘I am sorry, your Transparency,’ replied the man, ‘we haven’t any cold partridges.’ ‘In that case,’ replied the witty Prince, ‘we won’t have any cold partridges.’

“I need hardly say that the entire corps diplomatique broke out into hearty laughter. In fact, they nearly choked themselves.”

When we add that the two entire volumes are filled with material, grave and gay, on the same level as what we have already narrated, it will be understood that these volumes of confidential memoirs will challenge comparison with anything of the sort written in the last ten years.


Hands Across the Sea WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN AMERICA HAS REMOVED ALL THE EUROPEAN ART
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IT HAS BEEN calculated that within the last twenty-five years over a billion dollars’ worth of Art Treasures have been removed from Europe to America. The purchases include a great number of pictures by the old masters, — so great as to alarm the custodians of the Italian galleries, — statues of the highest antiquity and many manuscripts of the masterpieces of literature. Already the question of moving entire buildings, such as Shakespeare’s cottage, etc., has been freely discussed.

It is clear that this movement once well started will know no limit save that of American wealth. And since American wealth has no limit, we shall some day find the journals of New York chronicling the completion of Art Removal something as follows:

FROM THE PRESS OF 1950

The successful removal of Buckingham Palace to its new site in Mauch Chunk, Pa., where it will serve as the home of the Rotary Club may be said to mark the end of the Art Removal Movement. American connoisseurs say that there is now little or nothing left that they care to take. A certain disappointment was expressed in Mauch Chunk art circles when it was found that the king was not included in the palace when brought over. But we have it on good authority that the club will make a further assessment on its members to buy the king if they want him.

It is of interest to look back over the successive phases of history which have thus reached their final culmination.

The removal of valuables from Europe to America seems to have originated with the purchase of pictures and works of art from the European Galleries. It was felt that America ought to have in its possession samples of the work of the great masters. No adverse comment was raised when a considerable number of paintings by Rubens, Titian, Velasquez and other masters were brought over to America. In the same way the original manuscripts of many great authors, Milton, Byron, Dickens, etc., were soon largely in American keeping. At the time it did not occur to the connoisseurs to buy the author himself.

It was soon found that other souvenirs of the past could be lifted and carried over to America as easily as paintings and manuscripts. We learn from old newspapers that it was about 1930 that removal of gravestones and monuments first began. An interesting item on this head may be here reproduced from what seems to have been a leading Texas newspaper in 1935.

“Our enterprising fellow-citizen, Mr. Phineas Q. Cactus, has succeeded in going all the art connoisseurs one better in the unique present which he has just made to this city. Mr. Cactus recently made a visit to the old country and was immensely impressed with some of the scenery which he considers little inferior to that of Texas. While inspecting the grazing lands of Lincolnshire he noticed particularly the little country churchyard, crowded with a jumble of graves and leaning tombstones, with great elms rising among them, and celebrated to all lovers of American poetry as the site of Gray’s famous ‘Elegy in a Country Churchyard.’ Mr. Cactus has been enabled to buy the entire spot and is having it moved, trees and all, to Texas. In their new setting the graves, however, will be neatly laid out on a rectangular plan, the plots divided with little streets and avenues, properly numbered and the bygone tenants arranged alphabetically. It is felt that this noble gift will do much to stimulate interest in the study of the history of Texas.”

 

It appears probable that this unrivaled feat — successfully accomplished — gave the impetus to removal of land sites on a still more generous scale. The removal of the Battle of Hastings which was re-laid out beside West Chicago in 1940 was followed by the careful and methodical transfer of a selected number of battlefields from Europe to America. The Battle of Waterloo, for which the bidding was very keen, was finally purchased by the Ladies’ Country and Golf Club of Fargo, Dakota.

It seems to have been at this point that the first murmurs of disapprobation, if not of protest, were heard from the other side. The following letter, couched in a language perhaps a trifle too warm for the occasion, seems to have appeared in the London Spectator, at some time in the year 1945.

Editor, The Spectator,

Dear Sir:

On returning from a residence of several years in the East and paying a visit to the continent of Europe I noticed, sir, with a certain shock of surprise, sir, that the battle of Waterloo had been removed from its place. Without wishing, sir, to question the perfect legal right of the purchaser, sir, I cannot but express a feeling of regret. And when I add that I have looked all over for Blenheim, Jena, Austerlitz and other battles and cannot find them you will admit, sir, that the situation is one to which the attention of your paper ought to be called.

Yours, etc.,

Tobasco Pepper,

(Retired) Major. Indian Army.

 

Such excitement as may have been occasioned, however, by the removal of the battlefields was soon forgotten in the mingled wonder and congratulation which followed the transfer of the European landscape on a still larger scale. It was little thought that when the United States federal government accepted the ownership of the forest of Fontainebleau in return for the cancellation of the French debt that they meant to move it to America. The transfer, though vast in its totality, was simplicity itself in detail. Nothing was needed but to dig up the trees and replant them on this side of the water. As it costs only three dollars on the average to remove a tree and as it used to cost an American citizen about five dollars a tree to go over and look at it, the transaction is hugely profitable. The beautiful forest as replanted on the Hudson now reaches from Yonkers to South Troy, containing a gasoline station at every quarter mile.

 

It appears, however, that the proposal which has just been made in the legislature of Montana is destined, if carried out, to eclipse anything already accomplished. It has long been felt that there is an insufficient amount of scenic art among the Rocky Mountains. The tourist in that district finds himself with nothing to look at. It is proposed, therefore, to establish a special city — the site of which will be the famous Dead Dog’s Gulch — entirely composed of European churches of historic interest. The state has already options on several of these buildings now in America and will buy such few as are left in Europe. When the plan is completed the new city of Ecclesia, Mont., laid out in squares, will contain in one and the same municipality, the Church of Notre Dame, the Madeleine, the Mosque of St. Sofia, York Minster, the Vatican and numerous other interesting specimens. It is further proposed that the legislature shall, by a series of criminal statutes, create a religious atmosphere suitable to the city.

 

Vast as have been the operations thus undertaken in Art Removal it is as interesting as it is reassuring to realize that they have involved no loss of money. Indeed, a calculation just made by Professor Yidd of Columbia shows that there has been a considerable profit. Before the era of Art Removal about 333,000 Americans visited Europe every year and spent, on the average, about three thousand dollars each. This made a total of a billion dollars and represented the interest on $25,000,000,000. As there is now no reason to go to Europe, all the money, perhaps twice the amount spent on removing pictures, trees and churches, has been saved.

Nor is that the whole of the case. At present it is found that an increasing number of Europeans come over to America to see the former treasures of Europe. It was noted that on a single steamer last week there was a party of young Englishmen coming over to have a look at Westminster Abbey and a group of enthusiastic Scots anxious to see Edinburgh Castle.

The good work may be carried still further. They say there are some things worth taking in South America.


If They Go on Swimming A FORECAST OF THE END OF A NEW INTERNATIONAL CRAZE
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HAVE YOU EVER paused to think, my dear reader — or do you ever think? — of what will happen if the present swimming mania keeps up?

Only a little while ago it was looked upon as an impossible feat to swim through the Niagara Gorge. Then somebody swam it. Then somebody else swam it. And then everybody swam it — and the Niagara Gorge has become, more or less, a sort of bathing resort.

The next feat was the passage of the English Channel. It was called impossible. Then somebody swam it. Somebody else swam it. Everybody swam it. And look at it now — black with people.

After that came Catalina. It was declared an absolutely impossible swim. Somebody (already a forgotten hero) swam it. Then somebody else. Then more. And now parties swim across in dozens.

So let us look ahead, by imagining the press notices of the next few months and years and see where this swimming business is leading to. Here we have, for example, the beginning of the famous Bering Sea Contest of the summer of 1929. Thus:

WILL ATTEMPT BERING STRAIT

Nome, Alaska, June 1, 1929. — A daring, and perhaps a suicidal proposal is put forward by John Eiderduck, an Eskimo of upper Alaska, who will attempt to swim from America to Asia. The proposition is generally regarded here as little short of madness.

The distance along the line which Eiderduck has selected is a hundred miles, the entire course being broken by currents and tides of extraordinary ferocity. The course is also thickly strewn with floating ice and is exposed to the full fury of the sub-arctic gales.

Eiderduck, however, is a man of extraordinary physical strength and endurance, habituated to the water since his infancy. He proposes to smear himself a foot deep with seal blubber and to close up his eyes with ham fat.

Sea captains and others who know the straits well declare that Eiderduck cannot possibly swim it.

 

Nome, June 5, 1929. — John Eiderduck, covered with seal blubber and his eyes closed with ham fat, successfully accomplished today the feat of swimming from America to Asia. The swim occupied four days, one hour, and one minute. During the last fifty miles, Eiderduck was in a state of coma, and during the final ten miles he was practically dead, swimming in a purely mechanical way about ten feet under water.

Eiderduck landed at Chuk-Chuk in Northeastern Siberia, and had to be harpooned to lift him out of the water.

BERING SWIM REPEATED

Nome, June 10, 1929. — Peter Williams, a college student of the Aurora Borealis Agricultural College, Point Barrow, has duplicated, if not surpassed, the record swim of John Eiderduck. Leaving the American Coast on Monday evening, he landed in Siberia late on Wednesday afternoon, having swum the entire distance in a little less than three days. Peter reports a cold trip.

GIRL SWIMMER BREAKS BERING SEA RECORD

Nome, June 20, 1929. — Miss Ettie Underweight, a girl teacher in the Nome High School, swam from America to Asia, in two days and a half. Miss Underweight, who weighs only 95 pounds (troy weight), was accompanied by a boat from which she was given chocolates, cigarettes, candies, cigars, and chewing gum during her swim.

OCTOGENARIAN LADY MAKES INTERCONTINENTAL RECORD

Nome, Aug. 1, 1929. — Among the many persons who have swum from continent to continent during the past few weeks, the palm of victory is now universally awarded to Mrs. Martha McFooze, a Scottish lady who has been living as a missionary in Kamskatka, Asia, for over fifty years. Mrs. McFooze is eighty-four years of age and learned to swim only last summer. She made a remarkably good passage, leaving the Asia coast early on Wednesday and arriving in America late on Tuesday, thus making the trip in about one hour less than nothing, according to the standard time of both places.

Now that the Bering currents and the conditions of the swim are thoroughly understood, the transit is being made by hundreds of people every week.

 

But with the advent of the year 1930, a new excitement will break out:

WILL SWIM TO HAWAII

San Francisco, June 1, 1930. — Intense excitement is raging in San Francisco over the announcement that a local multimillionaire and enthusiast has offered a prize of twenty dollars for the first person who will swim from San Francisco to Hawaii. The feat is here regarded by all those who know the course as practically impossible, the distance of 2,095 miles being filled with currents running in all directions and infested with sharks, etc., etc., etc., etc. . . .

 

San Francisco, July 10, 1930. — Miss Lottie Lotsofit, a high-school girl of this city, has successfully completed the swim to Hawaii. The swim occupied exactly twenty days, Lottie keeping up an average speed of four miles an hour.

On her return here, a civic reception will be tendered to her and the prize of twenty dollars will be presented to her by the mayor.

 

And then after that, in the years from 1930 onward, the papers will be crowded with little swimming items from all over the world, thus:

SWIMMING IN ALL DIRECTIONS

Nagasaki, June 1, 1931. — The Reverend Josephus and Mrs. Hussel swam in to-day from the Philippines. They report a quiet passage.

 

Valparaiso, Chile, June 1, 1932. — Two high school girls from the Tacoma (Wash.) Academy swam in here by mistake. They were heading for London via Panama, but missed the entry to the canal in a mist. They report things quiet on the west coast of South America, but passed a school of school teachers swimming from Callao to Vancouver.

 

Hamburg, June 15, 1933 — Hans Hamfat of Hamburg completed to-day the first ocean swim attempted as a freight carrier. Hamfat, who weighs three hundred and fifty pounds, carried nearly half a ton of mixed cargo across from Norway at a rate that cut far below the ordinary freight charges. It is proposed to incorporate him and let him swim back and forward to America.

 

In other words, by that time this hurried and hustling world will have overdone and done to death the swimming business, as it does everything else. It will go the way of the 1897 bicycle and the 1912 tango and all the other hobbies of a restless generation.

Why can’t we take things a little quietly?


If Mussolini Comes WHAT WE WOULD BE ENTITLED TO CONCLUDE WOULD OCCUR
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THE GLAD NEWS has gone abroad — or is it just a rumor? — that Signor Mussolini will shortly visit America.

“In a few months,” the great Italian patriot is reported as having said to the press, “I shall go out to America. As soon as I have completed the fascistification of Europe, I shall make the voyage. There are just a few more things here which I want to abolish and then I shall be ready to go over to America and see what needs abolishing over there.” After which Signor Mussolini threw the interviewer out of the window and turned eagerly to his desk.

There is no doubt that everybody has been immensely struck with the rise and growth of the Fascisti movement in Italy. They didn’t know at first what it was, but it pointed clearly to the fascistification of all Europe.

When Signor Mussolini stepped out from the ranks of the nation, everybody saw that he was a real man; and when he abolished the Italian Parliament and threatened to abolish the church and the labor unions and the king and the Socialists, and to sweep away the national debt, the taxes, together with the upper, lower, and middle classes, everybody realized that he had started something.

Add to this that the Fascist never shaves, that he doesn’t believe in democracy, that he won’t stand for any back-talk anybody and it is clear that the new doctrines will make a tremendous hit on this side of the water. Anybody who has to deal with taxi-cab drivers, hotel clerks, customs officials, and traffic cops, knows that we have our own Fascisti all around us already.

I can therefore imagine that if Signor Mussolini really does come and make a tour of this continent, there will break out a chorus of enthusiasm on the following model:

MUSSOLINI LANDS IN NEW YORK

New York, Monday. — Signor Mussolini, the dictator of Italy, landed here this morning after having heaved the immigration officials into the outer harbor. Mussolini’s refusal to allow any of his baggage to be opened has delighted all the customs officials, while the fact that he openly carried a gallon of Chianti under his arm has at once won him the esteem of the Federal prohibition inspectors.

Mussolini expressed himself as delighted with New York. It needs nothing, he said, except to be knocked down and built over again. “Move it ten miles up the Hudson,” he exclaimed, “further from Philadelphia and nearer to Sing Sing, and it could be made a great city.”

Mussolini spoke briefly and modestly of American institutions, expressing the greatest admiration for everything about them, except such things as the constitution, liberty, equality, and democracy. “These, however,” he says, “are already passing and with an earnest patriotic effort can soon be got rid of altogether.” The local press is filled with eulogistic comments on Signor Mussolini. His refusal to pay his hotel bill was met with wide endorsement.

The illustrious Italian will leave at once for Washington, where he will inspect the government.

MUSSOLINI VISITS WASHINGTON

Washington, Tuesday. — Signor Mussolini, the distinguished dictator of Italy and founder of the Fascisti movement, arrived in Washington at 10 o’clock this morning. He at once recommended the purification of the government by the abolition of both houses of Congress. The distinguished statesman was closeted with the President all afternoon in an earnest consideration of the abolition of the presidency. Meantime Signor Mussolini advocates that the Chief Justice and the other members of the Supreme Court be brought to trial at once, either for læsa majestas or under the Volstead Act (he doesn’t care which), and either executed or banished to Murray Bay.

Signor Mussolini considers that government in this country is lacking in emotional appeal. He recommends that as an inauguration of the new method of heroic government, every Monday be declared a day of National Rejoicing, followed by Tuesday as a day of National Weeping, with Wednesday as Patriotic Feast Day, and Thursday as a Grand General Clambake and Strawberry Festival.

He says that what our government needs is pep. Signor Mussolini, it is reported, will shortly visit the Middle West, traveling incognito as the Duke of Oklahoma with a view to introducing the aristocratic principle.

MUSSOLINI VISITS OTTAWA

Ottawa, Wednesday. — Signor Mussolini yesterday paid a flying visit to Ottawa with a view to seeing how much of the government would need to be abolished at once and how much of it might be left over till next year. He expressed his regret that the Prime Minister is not wearing a black shirt and offered to lend him his other one. It is said that Mussolini will very likely advocate the entire abolition of the Prairie Provinces.

MUSSOLINI REFORMS BASEBALL

Chicago, Thursday. — Signor Mussolini, during his visit to Chicago, witnessed a baseball game for the first time. The great Italian patriot expressed himself as delighted with the contest which he declares to be the nearest thing to the true Fascisti idea that he has seen in America.

He admired especially the rigidity and stringency of the rules, but questions whether there are enough of them. At present, he says, it would be possible to know all the rules, whereas in Italy the rules of any public game are kept secret. He was surprised to find that the umpire has no power of life and death over the players.

Signor Mussolini leaves at once in order to fill a lecture engagement at Harvard.

MUSSOLINI LECTURES AT HARVARD

Cambridge, Mass., Friday. — Intense interest and enthusiasm are being shown for the lectures by Signor Mussolini given here at the invitation of Harvard University on the doctrine of force as a social factor. His statement that the public are just a pack of hogs has been received by the public with delight.

The business men whom Mussolini denounces as a set of crooks are flocking to hear him, while the society people are entranced with his theorem that society people have no brains. The clergy also are very much interested in his dictum that every clergyman is more or less a nut.

Meantime invitations to lecture are pouring in from all over the country. The public statement of the illustrious Italian that the Middle West is sunk in ignorance as deep as mud has led to enthusiastic calls to the Middle West. His grand slam on California has been made the occasion of an invitation to Leland Stanford University. His theory that the moving pictures are doing the work of the devil has prompted the offer of a contract from Hollywood, while his plain challenge, “To hell with radio,” is to be broadcast all over New York.

DEPARTURE OF MUSSOLINI

The Reverse Side of the Picture

The general wave of awakening in this country which has accompanied the progress of enthusiasm for the Fascisti movement is somewhat averted by the severe business depression which has overwhelmed the soap industry. Soap is said to be unsalable, and all colored shirts are being exported to Ethiopia, while the barber shops are closing for lack of business.

These, however, are felt to be only the back eddies in the current of a great national movement.

Meantime, Mussolini having finished his gallon of Chianti, to his regret, is departing for Italy tomorrow.


This World Championship Stuff AND WHY I AM OUT OF IT
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NOW THAT THE World’s Baseball Series is again approaching and the World’s Prize Fight is over, the World’s Tennis Championship decided and the World Medal for Needlework awarded, it is the right moment for some one to call attention to the alarming growth of this World Stuff.

We are reaching a situation where nobody is satisfied with any form of achievement or competition or contest unless it takes in the whole world. In olden days, a man could make a reputation and feel a tremendous pride in himself even in a very restricted area.

I knew a man who lived and died respected because he had taken a prize as the second best checker-player in York County, Ontario.

I knew another man who was famous as the champion long distance jumper of Bellows Falls, Vt. But what would that man have thought if he could have read of a Million-Dollar World’s Jump jumped at Constantinople, by jumpers from the entire jumping world.

This world competition stuff takes all the joy out of the lesser and humbler things. I will give a very simple and personal example. A year or so ago I was getting quite stout, comfortably stout, and I was proud of it. But all my pleasure in the fact was ruined by a newspaper paragraph that read:

“WORLD’S CHAMPION STOUT BOY IN IOWA

“The State of Iowa has produced in Edward Aspiration Smith of Cedar Falls, Iowa, the World’s Champion stout boy. Ed, who was born and raised in this state, is only fifteen years old and weighs 420 pounds. He attended high school here for three years and weighed one hundred pounds more with each class he attended. This fall he was persuaded to enter the Fatness Contest organized at the fall fair at Indian’s Gulch, Iowa, open to all the world. Ed speaks very modestly of his success, which he attributes as much to his parents as to himself.”

After I read that I realized that there was no use in any efforts of mine. This infernal boy would beat me out any time. He can add ten pounds to my one easily. I don’t seem even to care about trying to be the stoutest man on my street with Ed Smith on the horizon.

All that I can do now is to content myself with reading of the increasing world triumph of Edward Aspiration Smith, of the medal he will win at the Pan-American Stoutness Contest at Washington, D.C.; of how the President will say to him, “Well, Ed, you certainly are stout”; and then he will go over to London and defeat all comers in the World’s Weigh-In and King George will say to him, “Well, Ed, you certainly are fat!”; and after that he will appear in Paris at the Concurrence Mondiale de la Grosseur and Monsieur Poincaré will say to him, “Eh bien, monsieur Ed, vous êtes certainement gros.”

And in the whole of Edward Aspiration Smith’s career the only part I can take will be to bet on him in each successive contest that he carries on. That is exactly where we are getting to, those of us who are not world people ourselves — the excluded two billion who don’t weigh 420 pounds, and can’t jump eight feet in the air, who can’t sing to 10,000 people, or pound anybody to a pulp in the presence of 120,000 others. We just bet. That’s us and that’s all that we amount to.

To-day, for example, there is a World’s Horse running in a World Race in Cuba. I’m betting on that. And there’s a World Man swimming the Irish Channel — or, no, he’s drowned; but, anyway, there’s some man swimming some channel somewhere — a World Channel — he’s doing it for a World Belt or something. Anyway, I am betting on him. Why wouldn’t I? Personally, I couldn’t swim across the Lachine Canal. So all I can do is bet. You too.

There’s a slight consolation in the fact that these world people come to a natural end. Some one else out-worlds them. I know perfectly well that sooner or later Edward Aspiration Smith will run up against something a little stouter than himself. At the Pan-Continental World’s Entire Globe Million-Dollar Contest, Ed will be beaten out by a Chinese boy from Shantung, who can’t read or write, but weighs half a pound more than Ed. And that half pound will hurl Edward clean down to the bottom again, and people will look on him as quite thin and his book “How I Became Fat” will lose its sale entirely. Such is the poison of the World Stuff.

So it is coming about that we are getting to have a group of World People superior to the rest of ourselves. We sit and look on. The other day in a New York restaurant, they pointed out to me the World’s Most Highly Paid Plumber eating supper with the World’s Champion Baggage-Smasher, and there was a World’s Prize Lady Mannequin eating with them. Could I have had her with me? No. I was outclassed.

If this thing goes much further, I propose to start a society of World Assassinators and send them out. If I do, I warn such people as Mr. Charlie Chaplin and Mr. Fairbanks and Mr. Tunney and the Lady Mannequin, who got the World’s Beauty Prize, to look out. But, pshaw, what would be the use? Before my society was a month old, it would hold a competition and some one in it would take the World Prize for Assassination, and I would have to bet on him.

But I’d like at least to warn the public that some of the consequences of the world stuff are going to be as serious as they are unforeseen. Take the case of War — a thing in itself quite as unimportant to the world as Prize Fights or Tennis or Beauty Contests. We are in danger of losing it. Not so very long ago everybody was content, amply content, with a quiet little war between one or two nations, just doing the best they could without any outsiders.

Any one of us would, for example, have been satisfied with a select little war between the United States and England, fought out between ourselves with no interference. We might perhaps have allowed the French to look on or even to take a small part because they are old friends. But beyond that we never had any aspirations at all.

But look at the present situation. We are all so spoilt with the idea of a World War that we won’t be content with anything less. I talked the other day with an officer of very high rank in the American Army who expressed to me exactly what is felt in his profession about the outlook.

“You can’t blame us,” he said, “if we are discouraged. The prospect of war, that is, of a real war, a World War, seems most unpromising. Several times lately we could, of course, have had a war with Mexico. But our fellows say they simply wouldn’t fall for it. It’s not worth while. War with Japan used to sound inviting a few years ago. But after all, there are only about seventy million of them and one hundred and ten million of us, or one hundred and eighty million all together — bush league stuff!

“As for a World War,” he continued, “you just can’t get them to come in or at least to agree when it is to be. Some nations would like it to be before Christmas, and others want to wait till after New Year’s when the public are less preoccupied. The result is going to be that, first thing we know, we won’t get any war at all.”

 

There: That’s the situation as I see it, and the danger that prompts me to write this essay. After which, the only thing to do is to hand the manuscript to a World Organization to give it a World Printer.


Get Off the Earth NOW THAT THIS GLOBE IS USED UP, LET’S LOOK FOR ANOTHER
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I WAS HAVING a talk the other day with McGinnis, the famous Frenchman who has just flown from Norway to Nigeria. I think it was he. Anyway, it was either McGinnis or else Raoul de la Robinette, the great American aviator, or the Italian, Schwarz. One mixes these flyers.

The point is that the flyer was complaining that, in the shape in which things are now, there is nowhere left to fly to. “Where can we go?” he asked. “You remember that last summer when Lindbergh and then Chamberlin and then Byrd and the others flew across the Atlantic Ocean, it created quite a stir. But how long did it last? Within a few months the newspapers carried headings such as “Chicago Girl Flies to France,” “Octogenarian Hops Atlantic” — that sort of thing.

“Presently it didn’t even amount to that. Here’s a paragraph, for example,” continued the aviator, “cut out of yesterday’s paper, that reads: ‘Concert Postponed. Madame Hoopitup, the Great Dutch Soprano, who was to have appeared in New York, will be unable to appear to-night owing to a severe cold. It is thought that she may have contracted this in her transatlantic jump. Her medical man, who flew at once from Ohdam to her assistance, has sent for her daughter, who is now flying to Rio to join her brother who will fly with her to her mother.’

“So you see there is nowhere to fly to. After the Atlantic, we soon used up the rest. Somebody flew across to Japan, but the Japanese got back at us at once. Then it was announced that the great Polish aviator, William Henry O’Heir, would fly from Warsaw to the desert of Gobi. And he had everything ready when just then a Mongolian flyer from Gobi landed in Warsaw.

“We’ve tried the poles and that’s nothing. There’s a restaurant now at each of them. In fact, there are no queer places left in the world any more. All the odd spots are gone. The Negus of Abyssinia is advertising for American bartenders. The Grand Llama of Tibet gave an interview on Mother’s Day on the dangers of cigarette-smoking. The Khan of Tartary has put in a golf course, and the Rajah of Sarawak is playing chess by radio with the Begum of Bhopal.

“What’s the good of flying? There’s nowhere to fly to.”

 

He ceased and left me. And hardly had he gone when I fell into the company of another distressed acquaintance whose principal interest in life till only recently has been radio and all that goes with it.

“I’m done with it,” he said. “There’s nowhere to talk to. Only a few years ago, it gave us a great thrill when New York actually talked to Chicago. Then we lengthened it out to San Francisco and Vancouver. Then there came a time — how childish it seems now — when people actually got excited because New York talked to London.

“It’s queer that no one foresaw what was bound to happen. The earth is only 25,000 miles round at the roundest. And it’s less if you just run round the top half of it. You can’t get more than 12,500 miles away from anybody if you try.

“When New York called up Rumbumabad in the Punjab, they were halfway round the world. And when London called up Dunedin, New Zealand, and Hammerfest, Norway, spoke to Tierra del Fuego, Patagonia, the thing was over.

“There’s nowhere to talk to now. The only reason to talk now would be to hear what they say and think. And that’s nothing. They say and think just what we do. Nobody now is far enough away. Unless,” he concluded wistfully, “we can get off the earth!”

 

And a little later I met a third. “Business?” he said, “rotten. There’s nobody to sell to. I’ve just been through equatorial Africa selling cars — selling our new closed car with self-regulating refrigeration and a lion-catcher in front. But it’s no good. They’ve all got them. All the highways from Tanganyika to Lake Tchad are crowded with them. There’s no use inventing any more new devices. They just go all over the world in a day.

“And to think that when first I saw equatorial Africa thirty years ago, those people would buy glass beads and trade a chunk of ivory six feet long for a broken soda water bottle.

“But it’s no use. Nowadays everybody knows everything and everybody has everything, and you can’t sell anything. The only way to sell things now would be to get clear off the earth itself. There must be some new boobs somewhere.”

 

And so, too, the next one. “Travel,” he said. “Why should I? There’s nowhere to travel to. Every place has become just like every other place. Wherever you go you see big signs up with the words GARAGE and GASOLINE. The Chinese wear English golf suits, and the English wear Chinese pyjamas. There are no local manners and customs left. All the world eats French omelettes, chop suey, finnan haddie, and Chicago ham. Even the dervishes now have a room and a bath, and the Hottentots use safety razors. Travel is ended.”

And so it happened that just after I had listened to these different complaints, I read in the paper that paragraph that everybody saw the other day about the possibility of getting to the moon. It seems that Professor What’s-his-name — the great physicist of that big university — says that with modern explosives a huge cannon could easily fire people clear beyond the earth’s attraction and land them on the moon like mashie shots on a golf green.

That’s the thing for us. We’ve spoilt this poor old globe. We’ve got it all so explored and surveyed and exploited, so organized and so uniform, so entirely subdued to our use that the whole place is tame and wearisome. There are no rough spots left.

But think of the moon. With hardly enough atmosphere to breathe in, with great pits and caverns ten miles deep, with internal fires and external darkness, and with life primitive and hideous in the sunken crevasses.

What a place! What a romance, what a chance for inventions, and what a market.

Let us hop off for it, one by one. Go ahead, Colonel Lindbergh, you’re first.

Of course, we don’t come back. But who cares?


Bygone Currents


The Lost World of Yesterday A PEN PICTURE OF THE VANISHED PAST — THE HORSE AND BUGGY
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YOU MIGHT SEE it in “Anno Domini 1880,” skimming along any country road, it or them, the Horse and Buggy. A fairy vehicle, it seemed, light and swift, so that the buckboard and the lumber wagon seemed at once hopelessly clumsy, slow, and inconvenient. It was the last word in ease.

It had a step to step in by, so that there was no need to throw oneself over the side, as in the lumber wagon. It had springs between the body — the chassis — and the axle, so that when the wheels hit a stone or bumped into a rut the light chassis oscillated in the air like a canary’s nest on a willow bough.

With the buckboard, each jolt was a collision, head-on and uncompromising; the lumber wagon had about as much give and take as a war chariot; the buggy danced upon its springs like a daffodil.

In front was a dashboard sheltering from the splash of mud, and folded into it, by a miracle of inventive ingenuity, a waterproof rug or cover for the knees. Behind the seat, by another stroke of invention, was a sort of locker or receptacle that would hold two quart bottles.

But the real point of the horse and buggy was their speed. Goodbye to the heavy lumber wagon left behind in the dusty road as we spin past on the green grass that edges the track; goodbye to the buckboard, once the dashing marvel of the corduroy road; goodbye to the hayrack and the horse-threshing-machine, and the other vehicles of the country highway. The buggy passes them as if they are standing still.

The horse and buggy had no speed indicator. But they could hit up seven miles an hour with ease, and make it ten if the horse ran away. There was no speed limit in terms of miles; the law forbade reckless driving, but seven miles an hour was all right anywhere, except only inside a village, or an incorporated town, or a municipality, or beside a church, where it fell to two, and up-hill, where it sank to one.

The horse and buggy used no gasoline. With them, there was no painful nuisance of filling the tank or cranking up. It wasn’t necessary. Just get the lantern and go out to the stable and slip the harness on the horse, bring him round to the trough and break the ice if it was winter, or if it was summer just pump a little till the pump started and fill up the trough, and then put the horse into the buggy and bring them round to the back door, and that was all.

A smart man could hitch in fifteen minutes. Even a child could do it all except the tail-strap.

When the horse and buggy skimmed along in 1880 in the hey-day of their popularity, there was in the buggy, typically, a lady and gentleman — I beg pardon, I am forgetting how to use my own original language — there was in it a “young feller and a girl.” He was taking her “out for a spin.” In 1880, to “spin” a girl was the sure way to win her.

The young feller wore his store clothes, gingerbread brown, and a black hat copied from the North American pirates, and the girl had on a colored dress copied from the Algonquins. They didn’t take their fashions from France in 1880. They got them right here.

The spin in the horse and buggy as compared with the modern motor car — also called the automobile or the horseless carriage — was safety itself. The horse might dash into a snake fence and hurl the girl over it on to a pile of stones in the fence corner; but without damage — you couldn’t hurt those girls in 1880.

The horse might, of course, get a puncture by picking up a stone, but all you had to do was to speak softly to it, lift its leg, and kick it in the stomach. In a few minutes you were off again.

The young feller and the girl in the horse and buggy were making love. They didn’t know it, but they were. They thought that they were just out for a spin looking at the crops.

“Them oats,” he said, “of Bob Ames’s’s ain’t headin’ out the way they should.”

“No, indeed,” she answered, “they didn’t ought to be so green still.”

Both of them had been to school — in the red schoolhouse on the road itself; both of them could “speak grammar” if they tried to; but that would be affected. And when he said, “I ain’t seen no crops on the whole equally superior to them there,” the language had a home feeling about it that you don’t get in a spelling book.

Some of these young fellers of 1880 afterwards sat in legislatures, or preached from city pulpits, and became the nation builders of this continent. But when they gave up saying “this here” and “them there,” they had taken on something alien to their true selves — but did they ever really give it up? I doubt it. In the most plutocratic homes of the continent, when the English butler’s back is turned, your host may still say to you, “Try one of these here cigars.” And if you come from where he does, you will answer, “Yes, sir, they’re a good cigar, them.”

 

But I forgot the horse and buggy — they’re off and gone a quarter mile down the road; they’re passing through Riddel’s Bush on the hillside, and the swinging boughs and the green leaves nod over their heads. Not making love? I am not so sure of it. Look — the young feller has handed to the girl a “conversation lozenge,” a white, flat piece of peppermint candy with a motto on it in red poison: “If you love me as I love you no knife can cut our love in two.”

When that lozenge was passed from hand to hand in 1880, it was as full of meaning as when Morgan the Buccaneer handed a chip to his associate pirate, or the Turkish Sultan a bowstring to his Vizier. It spelt fate. And if the girl took it and ate it — I mean, “took and eat it” (I keep slipping up on this language) — then her fate was settled.

At the end of the vista of green trees, she could see already in her fancy the meeting-house and the minister and the stern paraphernalia of marriage as it was in 1880.

The horse and buggy have done their work. Turn them head home in the evening twilight.


Come Back to School AND LET US SEE WHAT THE DEAR OLD DAYS FELT LIKE
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A NUMBER OF excellent people, as they pass from youth to middle age, begin to look back with regret to their days at school. The idea grows in their minds that their school days were the happiest period in their lives.

Many a prosperous business man pauses in the intervals of his lunch at the club, or stands a moment pensive on his golf course, to recall with wistful longing the days when he was a boy at school. “Yes, sir,” he says to himself or to his neighbour, “I didn’t know it at the time, but those certainly were happy days.” And his neighbour, between the puffs of a Havana cigar, agrees with him.

So let us see what it was really like.

Come back with me for one morning in school.

You, my good friend, prosperous business man and happy head of a household, you will be good enough to transport yourself in fancy back to your school days. Come along to school with me and let us see how you like it.

And by the way, hurry up! School begins at 9 a.m. and you have to be there. I know that you generally get to your office at nine, but then, if you don’t arrive there, nothing happens. This morning, if you are not there at nine, there’s going to be trouble.

A man nearly twice as high as you are and weighing three times as much will interview you about it. In proportion to your present size — that is, so as to reproduce your proper schoolboy impression — he would be eleven feet high and weigh half a ton. And his proposition to you would be that if you can’t come to school on time, you and he will have a few words to say about it.

However, luckily we needn’t worry this time. By good luck here we are at school right on time. But, say, for heaven’s sake! throw away that cigar! Have you forgotten that you can’t smoke in school!

Now you can stand up and pray for five minutes — that will do you a whole lot of good — and then we’ll go right into the arithmetic class.

Take your seat — yes, that little wooden bench; you don’t have a cushion — and let’s begin the arithmetic, the very same thing that you must have enjoyed so hugely in those old days you talk about.

First question for you: — 

John has 87 marbles, but he gives seven-ninths of them to Edwin, who in turn gives Arthur four-fifths of the difference between what he keeps and what John had at the start. How many marbles has Edwin?

What! You can’t answer it? But, my dear sir, that’s the kind of thing that your little son of ten is doing every day. What? You say you will get your stenographer to do it. Yes, but in school you don’t have a stenographer. Come along, try another.

Mary is twenty years old. Mary is twice as old as Anne was when Mary was as old as Anne is now. How old is Anne?

Stuck again? And yet you are so fond of explaining to the children at home what a whale you were in arithmetic. I’m afraid that your chance of getting out at four is beginning to look mighty poor. No game of golf for you to-day. Not if that man eleven feet high knows it.

Well, let the arithmetic go. Perhaps next time you see your children working out “homework” in a corner of the living room, you’ll be a little more compassionate. But just before we leave arithmetic, would you like to realize about how much of it you really have left? This — the following — is about your present size:

A and B play billiards. A, having made eleven points, gains three more. How many has he now?

Or perhaps you might even manage this:

A and B play bridge. A, having lost 67 cents, offers in payment one dollar. How much must B return to A in order to equate the difference?

So you can see just where you stand as compared with these wonderful children of ours. Let’s go on to the next class. Oh! you’d like to stop a few minutes and light a cigar! Can’t be done. Don’t you remember that in the dear old happy days, school never stopped. You’d like to telephone? You are not allowed to telephone. You’ve just remembered that you wanted to go down the street and buy some fishing tackle? Well, you can’t go down the street. Not till after four and perhaps not even then. Come on into the next class and let’s go on with the dear old happy days.

This time it is geography. We are going to learn the rivers of South America. Don’t you remember how fascinating it was?

Let’s begin now. Just say them over a few times — the Amazon with its branches, the Madeiro, the Puro, the Ukayale, the Ukuleke —— 

What? you’ve forgotten the first one already? Start again — the Madeiro, the Madingo, the Colorado Claro, the Hari Kari, the Berri-Berri.

Eh! how’s that? It just occurs to you that all these fool names are crazy and that there’s no sense in learning them. You can just as well tell your stenographer to call up the express company and ask them. Yes, but don’t you remember that in the dear old school days, you had to learn this kind of stuff by the yard? Never mind, we’ll let you off the remaining forty minutes of geography. Come along and let’s have a whirl at English literature.

Ah! now you really brighten up. It’s a favorite theory of yours that the literature class was a real treat, or at least that if you only had listened to your teacher properly, you would have got something for your whole life.

Let’s see. This is the class in English poetry and the children are to study Gray’s “Elegy.” Now sit tight in your seat and listen for the questions. First of all the teacher will read out a verse —— 

“The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

Awaits alike the inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.” 

Now come the questions: — 

“Boast — first boy, how do you distinguish boast from boost?”

“Would it be an improvement, second boy, to say, ‘The boost of heraldry’? Distinguish this again, third boy, from ‘the booze of heraldry.’ ”

“Heraldry — fourth boy, what is Greek for this?”

“Now in the next line, fifth boy, ‘all that beauty.’ All what beauty? and in the line below, sixth boy, ‘lead but to’; explain the difference between but to and but in.”

“Now for the whole class — take your exercise books and write a life of the poet Gray, being particular to remember that his grandfather was born in Fareham, Hants, or perhaps in Epsom, Salts.”

Well, well! You can’t stand it any more! You want to break away and make a rush for your club. How cozy it will feel when you seat yourself opposite a large beefsteak and when you light up a cigar as huge and dark as the Amazon itself. How glad you are that the waiter will not suggest that he will cut you off five-eights of two-thirds of the steak and keep the rest warm for twice as many minutes as half the time needed to eat the remainder.

I tell you, sir, that as you sit there with your napkin to your chin and look at the spring sunlight on the young leaves, you have reason to feel happy that your school days are over. You are wondering whether you will take half an hour’s nap before you take the train to the golf club. And meantime the little boys are just going back to school, to give the Amazon another crack.

Won’t you henceforth, my dear sir, drop that stuff about the happy school days, and try to make it up to the little sufferers when the holidays begin again?


The Fall Fair and the Autumn Exposition A COMPARISON OF MIDGEVILLE IN 1880 AND MIDGE CITY IN 1928
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LET US CONSIDER the 1928 season for the Fall Fairs. The first one opened up at Moose Factory, Hudson’s Bay (first turn to the left after Halifax), on August the first (close of the summer); and the last one is to be held at Bahia Todos los Santos (Lower California) on December the sixth (first day of autumn).

Meantime, though people fail to notice it, the Fall Fairs, like everything else in this world, have been undergoing a constant process of change and evolution. The man who first put a fat woman in a tent and called her a side-show was a real Christopher Columbus; and the genius who first arranged a (high) bicycle race in which one of the contestants could break his neck, was second only in influence to Thomas Edison.

If one wants the proof of it, let us turn back a moment and compare the Fall Fair as it was and the Autumn Exposition as it is. We can take as our basis of comparison the fair that was held in Midgeville in 1880 and the exposition that is to go on this autumn in Midge City. They are really the same place except that in such a long time changes have come. Where the Methodist church used to stand, there is now the Pandemonium Building; and on the corners where you used to go into a saloon to buy your drinks, you now go into a drug store.

FALL FAIR AT MIDGEVILLE

Anno Domini 1880

The Fall Fair at Midgeville was advertised by a distribution of circulars which lasted for about one afternoon. That is to say, a man drove out with a horse and buggy and a little packet of printed notices, which he handed out to each of the country stores that had a post office in it. He covered a radius of five miles in each direction, and beyond that the Fall Fair was just a rumor. The advertisements just said:

MIDGEVILLE FALL FAIR NEXT TUESDAY

Now compare what happens in 1928.

The Big Fall Show (The Autumn Exposition) at Midge City is preceded by a campaign of advertising which starts in the spring and never stops till the Big Show is pulled off in October. It is conducted by a publicity manager and a staff of college students who have taken a course of two semesters and a half on Fall Fair Advertising and it reaches all the way from the Middle West till the waves of it lap New York itself. It is done with placards such as

ARE YOU GOING TO MIDGE CITY?

But even that is rather inferior advertising. Much better is simply a placard

ARE YOU GOING?

That starts the people in New York thinking (a hard thing to do), and then later when they see in some other place a hundred miles away, another placard

MIDGE CITY! RAH! RAH!

they can hardly keep away from the Fall Fair.

THE AGRICULTURAL EXHIBIT

In the old days, at Midgeville in 1880, the main thing, in fact, the chief idea of the Fair, was the Agricultural Exhibit. It was placed in a long wooden shed and you didn’t need to ask where it was. You knew where it was as soon as you came within a hundred yards of it. You didn’t need to see it either. You would have known it was there in the dark. And you didn’t need to hear it. You just somehow were quite sure that this was it.

When you went in, you saw a huge hog in a pen and a farmer looking at the hog while the hog looked at the farmer. This was the farmer who had raised the hog and he had already looked at it all summer. But at present he is one of the judges of the Show and he is judging the hog. This is terribly hard to do because it is the only hog in the Show.

Next to that is a pen with a huge cow, and a farmer looking at the cow, and as they both have blue ribbons on, you know that they have taken the prize.

 

The whole Agricultural Exhibit was done that way. But compare: — 

MIDGE CITY AUTUMN EXPOSITION

THE BEAUTY SHOW

Do they have a show of fat hogs at the Midge City Autumn Exposition of to-day? Well, I should rather guess not! There is perhaps a shed somewhere away in the back of the place with a hog or two in it. But that is merely to draw off the farmers and keep them away from the Show.

The main big feature is the Beauty Show, at which the award is made as to which of the twelve girls is to have the honor of being “MISS MIDGE CITY,” and having her photograph in the papers all the way from Kansas City to Toronto. You don’t need to talk of fat hogs when you look at this contest. They are not in it with this. And the judges are not farmers. Any man capable of judging this contest wouldn’t stay on a farm a week.

Not that there was no variety at all in the Midgeville Fall Fair of 1880. It was understood even then that the human mind needs diversion and that the lighter shades must mingle with the graver side of life. No man can look at a hog all day without feeling the need of a change.

THE SIDE SHOWS IN 1880

That was why they all had a Flower Show in another shed, a smaller shed on the other side of the grounds from the Agricultural Hall. In this shed you could see the most beautiful sweet peas raised by Daisy Murchison, and the most wonderful chrysanthemums grown by Flossie Fitzgerald, the minister’s daughter: and, what was better still, Daisy and Flossie themselves looking at the flowers. So that wasn’t so bad.

But, as a matter of fact, there was even more excitement than that in 1880. There were always two or three other little tents with banners over them; on one of them was the legend

FAT WOMAN: COME IN AND HAVE A LOOK

In 1880, everybody, it seems, was crazy to have a look at a fat woman. Now nobody cares. Thin women are all the rage, and a fat woman would starve to death in her tent.

But in 1880 there she was sitting on a little camp stool on a raised dais; she weighed 375 pounds and round her stood a little group of rural people, with their mouths open and a hush of awe upon them much like the attitude of people in the basilica of St. Peter’s at Rome.

The fat woman didn’t have to do anything or say anything; and the people didn’t say anything; they just looked at her. But even at that the morality of the whole thing was doubted; it was generally felt in 1880 that after a certain stage of fat a woman’s place was at home.

After you had seen the fat woman, there was still in 1880 the Living Skeleton, and the Albino Boy, and the Man Born Without Ears, and a few other diversions of that sort. In 1880, the line between horror and amusement was not carefully drawn.

THE SHOWS OF 1928

DESPERATE DEATH STUNTS BY DARE-DEVILS

But now in contrast with this the side-shows and side-lines of the Midge City Autumn Exposition of 1928. The side-shows have long since eaten up the show. In fact, nowadays they are the show. People don’t care any longer to see a hog stand still or a trotting horse trot. They come in the hope that one of the aviators will break his neck, or that the parachute man’s parachute will fail to open and that he will be dashed to pieces on the ground.

That, of course, is what all the wild advertising is aimed at; you see in the publicity publications, for instance: — 

DEATH-DEFYING DIVE BY DIVINE DIVER

and you will find that one big feature of the fair will be a dive by Señorita Marguerita Marcosa from a platform a hundred and fifty feet high, through flames of gasoline, onto a passing airplane, and from that to a parachute. If they could think of anything else to dive her through, they’d put her to it. The thing is to come as near to killing the Señorita as the law allows, with a half hope of the real thing. Hence all the fireworks, and the airplanes and speedway stuff.

Little do the people realize that the Señorita is really Daisy Murchison, the same girl who sold the flowers in 1880, or, if you like it, her daughter. But she learned calisthenics at the Midgeville High School, and now she’s doing stunts. They only call her Señorita because that sounds better in case she gets killed.

In any case, Daisy isn’t the only one taking a risk round the Midge City Autumn Exposition of 1928. The air is full of aviators leaping out of their machines, and women in mid-air hanging on to ropes with their teeth, and parachutes flying round like shingles on a windy day.

And the earth is as bad as the air. On the speedway there are motors and motorcycles whirling past at such a terrific rate that you have a fine chance any afternoon of the Fair to see a really terrible accident. Add to that the Human Fly crawling up the edge of the Midge City Pandemonium Building and killing himself (by statistics) one day in every twenty-five, and you see that the opportunity is excellent.

Altogether I don’t know which was best, the little old fair with the hogs and the flowers and Flossie Fitzgerald and the Fat Woman or the Big Show of 1928 with the noise and racket and sputtering fireworks and brain-curdling death stunts.

But I rather suspect that they are much the same thing. Human nature being still human nature, the people of 1880 probably got more or less the same feeling out of it all as we do now. But with that I leave it to the psychoanalysts.


Extinct Monsters ALL THAT WILL BE LEFT OF OUR HOUSEHOLD PETS IN 1,000 YEARS
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TRAINED OBSERVERS, SUCH as the readers of this book, who notice anything that comes under their eyes even at a distance of six inches, cannot have failed to realize that our household animals are doomed to extinction. “I doubt,” said an eminent social theorist the other day, himself one of the keenest of contemporary observers, “whether there are as many horses on Fifth Avenue as there are motor cars. Certainly there are none in the larger hotels.”

It is a subject of equally common remark that the dog is vanishing. Hydrophobia on the one hand and the motor truck on the other are breaking up the long-standing compact of friendship between man and the dog. “I doubt very much,” says a contemporary writer on social science, “if it is possible henceforth to raise pups on Fifth Avenue.”

In the same vein, a brilliant writer in a magazine of last month, in an article on The Passing of the Dog, declares that in a half hour’s walk in New York he did not pass a single dog.

Nor are the horse and the dog all. The decreasing numbers of the house-fly struck a first note of alarm last summer. The bat, once a familiar feature of the American home, is now seldom found except in an aviary. The moth can only be kept alive at an inordinate cost in camphor.

In short, it requires no great effort of the imagination to see that in a few more generations our household pets of the present will be the extinct monsters of the past. There will be nothing left of them except the kind of information that will be handed out somewhat after the following fashion:

I

THE HORSE

(As viewed in the light of extracts from the current press of the year 3000 a.d.)

New York, Jan. 1, 3000 a.d. — Visitors to the Zoölogical Gardens (Extinct Animals Section) should not fail to take advantage of the unique opportunity now offered of seeing an actual living horse, perhaps the last specimen of its species. This interesting survival of a past age was found attached to what has been deciphered as a taxicab — itself a relic of unknown purpose — in the interior of China. Through the energies of the directors of our municipal museum, the animal was secured from its owners and flown yesterday to New York.

The horse is open to the public daily from 10 a.m. until 4 p.m., and is attracting large crowds of sightseers. In shape, it resembles somewhat an earlier type of helicopter flying machine, the legs being pivoted at the corners, though seemingly in a position too rigid for successful flight.

Professor Plink, the famous authority on the zoölogical remains of the twentieth century, is of the opinion that the horse was unable to fly. “It is difficult,” he said, in a lecture delivered in the monkey-house of the Zoo last evening, “to conceive that the horse’s legs could make more than three revolutions to the second.”

The same authority explained that the horse was clearly distinct from the cow and the bull, there being features of difference easily recognizable by the expert.

It appears that the horse for many centuries was used by mankind as an engine of locomotion. When the animal was put into use, the pilot seated himself midway on its back, using his heels against its sides as a form of gear control. Contrary to many misleading historical references, no gasoline was put into the horse. A speed of three and even four miles an hour is said to have been maintained.

The last known use of the horse appears to have been in connection with the mounted policemen who were a familiar feature of civic life during the Age of Bandits in the earlier twentieth century. Experience showed that a policeman on the ground offered too easy a mark and could easily be teased or even kidnapped, whereas a policeman on horseback was elevated into a position of relative security.

Old prints of the period depict for us the mounted city police in their quaint uniforms asleep on their horses.

It is announced that the enterprising directors of our Metropolitan Museum may shortly be able to secure for us a perfect specimen of a cow, including the peculiar apparatus by which it produced gasoline.

II

(From a Young People’s Encyclopedia of Useful Knowledge, a.d. 4026)

The Dog (pronounced dog, or perhaps dorg; some authorities prefer dawg): An extinct carniverous mammalian quadruped of the late Grammoradial Age. It lived partly on human trousers and partly on refuse such as beefsteak, lamp chops, and deviled kidneys.

Owing to its savageness and ferocity, the Dog was in great demand with our ancestors. In the days when the habit of living was in single families in isolated houses, often separated from all other dwellings by iron railings, the dog was of the greatest value in keeping unsolicited visitors at a distance. (See under Book Agent and Canvasser; see also the article on Life Insurance.)

Of the various kinds or breeds of dogs thus maintained, we may mention the terrier, used for biting the ankles; the hound, used for pursuing pedestrians; the Bull Dog, for eating tramps; and the Lap Dog, for indoor biting. In addition to these, the Great Dane, used by the rich for biting the poor, may be mentioned along with the Mongrel, used by the poor for biting the rich.

From contemporary records we learn that persons who attached themselves to a Dog developed the greatest fidelity towards it, following it around all day, and walking great distances after it, often through broken country. Before the era of flying, it is said that Dog-Walking was a familiar pastime, every Dog permitting himself to be accompanied by one, two, or even more persons.

III

THE HOUSE-FLY

(From the Same Authority)

The House-Fly (not to be confused with the Bat, the Hornet, and other household pets of the same epoch) appears to have been a prime favorite with our ancestors. The bright, merry ways of the little fellow, his shiny coat, his glossy wings, and his large eyes twinkling with merriment, endeared him to the household. No household, in fact, was complete, at least in the bright season of summer without its complement of the cheery little fellows, buzzing against the window-panes, or sitting floating on the milk.

Fly-raising usually began in the spring. The careful housewife set out large cans filled with what was called at that epoch Garbage (see under Garbage in the Twentieth Century; see also under Salad, Mixed Grill, and Hash) placed in sunny corners and liberally coated with fly-eggs, collected by sweeping up the accumulated dust in the corners and angles of the room. A trained housekeeper thus raised anywhere from one to ten thousand flies in a season.

As recently as one hundred years ago, the fly needed, it would seem, but little sleep, and during the night would sit beside his master’s bed, ready to call him at the first light of dawn by a playful buzzing in his ear. Surly indeed was the sluggard who could resist the little fellow’s winsome invitation to come out and chase him on the lawn.

The care and raising of the Fly occupied a large part of the time of the women-folk of our ancestors. A Fly is reported to have been seen alive, sitting on one of the piles of a pier in the Hudson River, looking disconsolately at the water. Since that time the Fly is only found in the museum. There is a good Fly in the famous Morgan collection and there are two in the British Museum.


The Passing of the Back Yard ANOTHER SOCIAL REVOLUTION COMING STRAIGHT AT US
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WE HAVE JUST found such a charming apartment, said my young friend Mrs. Fanlight. “John and I are perfectly fascinated with it. It’s wonderful.”

“Have you? Are you? Is it?” I answered.

“It has simply everything,” the young lady went on, “heated and lighted and all that, of course, and then an ice cupboard run by steam or something so that we don’t have to buy any ice.”

“It sounds delightful,” I said.

“Isn’t it? And there’s a patent kind of thing that washes the dishes, and an ironing board that falls down out of the wall, a place where the garbage burns itself up — in fact, there is absolutely everything.”

“And how,” I asked, “do you get from it to the Back Yard?”

“The Back Yard?”

“Yes, how do you manage? Do you go down steps, or in an elevator or what, to get to it?”

“Why, there isn’t any Back Yard. What on earth would we want that for?”

“But what about a rain-water barrel,” I persisted, “haven’t you got one?”

“Why, of course not.”

“But suppose you wanted to get some soft water to wash in — what do you do about it? And do you mean to say you have no ash heap? And where do you hang the clothes? How do you throw things away?”

“I think the janitor attends to all that. And of course the clothes are dried in the patent way by squirting water over them.”

“And where do the children play?”

“The children,” said Mrs. Fanlight, “why, there’s a community playroom in the apartment with mechanical rocking horses and with an imitation grass plot made of rubber. It’s perfectly wonderful.”

“I see,” I said, “and you don’t need a Back Yard any more.”

“We never thought about it,” she said.

And with that I left her, very sorrowful. For I realized that with the advance of the rapid age in which we live, another great social revolution is being noiselessly effected — the passing of the Back Yard.

 

Others have deplored the passing of this and of that which marks the transformation of our time. Tears have been shed over the passing of the stage coach, and the sailing ship, the passing of the West, and the Passing of the Third Floor Back.

Let it be for me to drop a tear over the ashes — no, into the ashes — of the Back Yard. With the advent of the Up-to-Date Apartment Castle, the Boulevard Movement, and the new cleanliness, this beautiful little area of secluded life is vanishing from our cities.

Let me, as a matter of useful historical record, set down what a Back Yard used to be like; or rather, perhaps it will serve the purpose better if I describe it as it will no doubt be written up in the Social Encyclopedias of a Hundred Years Hence, thus:

Back Yard (Old Eng.: Bugge Yearde. French, Yarde de Derrière. Ital. Yardo di Bacco). This name was given to an irregular space in the form of a rectangular parallelogram that was marked out behind the houses of the nineteenth century. The back yard was surrounded by a board fence intended for cats to sit on.

Along the base of the fence of a Back Yard extended a flower bed in which all the flowers had died and on which had fallen loose stones, half bricks, and other mineral refuse. The growth of burdocks among these still helped to preserve the name “flower bed” in domestic use. It is said that in the spring time of the year the owners of the Back Yards were often seen digging furiously among the burdock roots with a view to reviving the “flower bed.”

It was a frequent practice at such times to insert dahlia roots, gladiolus bulbs, and tulips. The digging, however, was all over by the end of May and nothing but the burdocks ever came up.

A Back Yard usually contained one tree, from which most of the larger branches had been sawed off square and which was said to be an apple tree. The apple tree was used for climbing, for clothes lines, for cat hunting, etc., etc. In the leafiest time of the year, by placing a broken chair at a suitable astronomical angle so as to allow the sun’s rays to be partially intercepted, a distinct sensation of shade was abtainable.

The rain-barrel (first introduced by the Romans) and the ashcan (introduced by Charlemagne) were familiar features of the Back Yard.

The principal inhabitants of the Back Yard were children, of whom there were still a great many in the large cities in the nineteenth century. Indeed, the Anti-Child Law of the Apartment House Epoch is thought to have greatly assisted in the disappearance of city children.

The Back Yard was used by the children as a general playground, as a football field, as a golf course, as a hockey rink, and as a bowling alley. By an unwritten law of the period, the Rain-Barrel, the Ash-Heap, and the Apple Tree were regarded as the perquisites of children. By a pretty custom also, the children were permitted to smear their faces with the coal dust of the Ash-Heap, and to claim as treasure trove any article found in the Back Yard. The children were assisted in the Back Yard by a Dog (see article Dog), an animal now extinct.

The passing of the Back Yard is said to have brought a peculiar loneliness to the surviving city children. There is even a legend, sometimes whispered, that the souls of the little children who once played in the Lost Back Yard still haunt the sky-scraping apartments that have replaced their vanished playground. But this is probably not true. Their souls are nearer to the sky than that.


Short Circuits in Current Literature


The Literary Sensations of 1929 A CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE NEW BOOKS
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NOW THAT THE year 1928 is upon us — so far upon us — it is time for publishing houses to make their book announcements for 1929. As a result of inquiries made to a number of leading firms, therefore, I am able to make known to readers of this book that the literary output of the year now opening — in the publishing calendar — is likely to exceed in brilliance anything accomplished in the past.

The publishers themselves, usually so reticent about the merit of their own books, admit that they never saw a brighter prospect. In nearly every department of literature, from children’s books down to fundamentalism, the year promises extraordinary sensations.

For example, in the realm of children’s literature itself a special feature will be the addition of one more notable book to those written by mere children but read with delight by young and old. This little volume, entitled “Willie Nut: His Book,” will take its place at once not only in child literature, but in the literature of nuts. It is the work of one who is not merely a child, but who is, to all intents and purposes, a complete imbecile.

Willie Nut was discovered last year. In fact, I found him. The story of my discovery of Willie is quite simple, and may be related in a few words. I came across him in the course of an afternoon walk in the country. The child, whose home is of the humblest, was cutting wood in the yard with a bucksaw. Something in the extraordinary simplicity of the boy’s big face and the length of his ears attracted my attention. “Surely,” I said, half aloud to myself, “this boy must have written a book. He has all the marks of it.”

At the word “book,” I saw a big tear rise in the boy’s eye. “Oh, sir!” he said, “do you think you could possibly get a New York firm to publish it?” Then he added modestly as his head drooped over the saw, “I wrote it only for myself, sir, but if there is any money in publishing it, count me in.”

In a few hours I was speeding to New York with the bulky MS. (Willie wrote on wall paper) in my valise. The first publisher to whom I showed it declared it at once (without reading it) to be the most remarkable story of the century.

I must not anticipate the success of the book by quoting from it here. Suffice it to say that it contains simply the thoughts of a child, such as a child would think when thinking in its own childlike way. To that extent the book reproduces merely the work of the other child prodigies of 1927 and the years preceding. But the interesting point of difference is that Willie Nut is half-witted. The others were not even that.

This point is clearly established by the following sworn certificate which accompanies Willie’s work. It is from his pastor:

Certificate from Willie’s Pastor

I cheerfully certify that so far as I have observed him, Willie Nut has always appeared to me to be three-quarters deficient. I am delighted to learn that it has transpired that he possesses a literary genius of the highest order.

(Signed) (Rev.) Ebeneza Ebron.

Post Script. I think that seven-eights would be a more exact estimate.

 

Closely connected with this class of literature are the beautifully illustrated fairy-tales, which constitute a unique feature among the books of to-day. The only objection to these in the past has been that in the course of centuries the material has worn a little thin and the Old-World setting no longer appeals to the children of the present. In spite of the beautiful illustrations, they turn away from such ancient stories as The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood and Beauty and the Beast in search of a more modern environment.

To meet this difficulty, a leading New York house (who specially request me not to name them) will bring out an up-to-date volume of revised stories under the title of

FIFTH AVENUE FAIRY STORIES

The titles of the collection speak for themselves. Beauty and the Boost is a delightful story, modeled on an old favorite. A rich merchant of Oneonta, N.Y., sets out in his motor car on a journey to New York. His three daughters each ask for a present. The first one wishes a diamond sunburst, the second a fur coat, but the youngest and most beautiful asks her father merely to secure her a theatrical position on the stage. The merchant easily buys the diamond sunburst and the coat, but is in deep perplexity how to obtain the theatrical position. Pondering over this in his car, in a fit of abstraction he runs over a man on Fifth Avenue and is put in jail for damaging the sidewalk. His daughter, on hearing this, rushes to his side. In the police court, she sees the man whom he ran over, that is, over whom he ran. The latter falls in love with her and dismisses his complaint. In gratitude she accepts his hand and he turns out to be a theatrical producer.

 

Of equal merit, perhaps, is Jack the Joint-Killer. It appears that Jack, after having killed the Welsh giant with three heads, was engaged to enforce the Volstead Act. In doing this, he got acquainted with practically all the Joints in New York.

I leave to the reader’s own perusal The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood Alcohol, The Old Woman who lived in the Soo (on the Canadian side and unable to bring her children into the United States); Jack and the Bean Head, and many other charming old stories now at last presented in a readable form.

MORE ENGLISH REVELATIONS

Another welcome feature will be a further series of English biographies and memoirs, throwing into a stronger light than ever the Victorian Period. The tremendous success of the “Confidential Memoirs” of Lady C. and Mrs. A. and the “Diary” of Lord C. has encouraged other leaders of Society to follow in their tracks. The brilliant and vivacious Lady X (aged 70: said to be the most beautiful woman in England) will be first in the field. Her autobiography will contain the most astounding revelations. It appears that not only was Disraeli (of whose perfervid nature it might be expected) wildly in love with her, but also Mr. Gladstone and John Bright. Gladstone, it seems, was once indiscreet enough to write to her: “Dear Little Goo-Goo: Meet me tonight at half after midnight at the door of the House of Commons and come and eat supper at the Y.W.C.A. cafeteria. I will be wearing a pair of gray trousers with a wide check. A thousand kisses.”

Even more interesting is the political side of Lady X’s memoirs. The reader simply gasps for breath at the revelations that are made of the inner workings of English political life. It appears that the whole of Gladstone’s Egyptian policy was really based on conversation with Lady X across a tennis set. Lord Salisbury was sent to the Congress of Berlin because the Queen thought he looked better in a top hat than any other available person. Lord Randolph Churchill always carried peanuts in his pockets. Nor is the book, brilliant and witty as is every page of it, a work lacking in sound and serious thought. “It seems to me,” writes Lady X, “that America has a great future before it,” and again, “I fear that there is an essential difference between the Orientals and ourselves.”

But lack of space compels me to leave over for another time the further announcements of The Literary Sensations of the coming year.


Children’s Poetry Revised HOW THE DEAR OLD POEMS OF OUR CHILDHOOD NEED TO BE BROUGHT UP TO DATE
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IT HAS OCCURRED to me that many of the beautiful old poems on which the present and preceding generations were brought up are in danger of passing into oblivion. The circumstances of this hurried, rapid age, filled with movement and crowded with mechanical devices, are rendering the older poetry quite unintelligible to the children of to-day.

For example, when “young Lochinvar had come out of the West” — we need to know at the start that this doesn’t mean the Middle West. We learn also that he came on a “steed.” What is a “steed”? Few children of to-day realize that the huge, clumsy animals that they see hauling the garbage wagons are “steeds.” They would much more likely think that if young Lochinvar had “a Steed,” it meant something the same as if he had a Chrysler or a Ford; in other words, he had a this year’s Steed.

Similarly when the poem says, “He stayed not for brake and he stopped not for stone” — the meaning is taken to be that he left in such a hurry that he didn’t go into the garage and get his brakes tightened up.

Or let us say that “The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck.” Who cares? Certainly not a generation that thinks nothing of reading in its paper, “Boy Falls in Burning Aeroplane.”

It seems reasonable, therefore, that if the older poetry, the heritage of our race, is to remain, someone has got to revise it. I wish I could offer to do it myself. I fear that I can lay so little claim to being a professional poet that I must leave the task to more competent hands. But I might perhaps indicate by a few samples the ways in which the necessary changes might be made.

Sometimes a mere alteration of the title would do a lot. Thus the Charge of the Light Brigade might be, the Light Brigade C.O.D. or perhaps The Cash and Carry of the Light Brigade. Then there is that melodious masterpiece of Edgar Allan Poe, which should read henceforth “Quoth the Radio, Nevermore.”

But in other cases the poem has got to be overhauled throughout. There is something in the environment it represents that does not correspond to the life that the children see to-day. I’ll give an example. There was, when I was young, a poem that everybody knew and loved, that ran: — 

I remember, I remember

The house where I was born

And the little window where the sun

Came peeping in at morn.

Etc., etc., etc. . . .                    

 

I needn’t quote the rest of it. The essential thought is in the lines above. But alas! The poem is dropping out; It no longer fits. Here, however, is a revised version that may keep it going for years.

I wish I could remember

The house where I was born

And the little window where perhaps

The sun peeped in at morn.

 

But father can’t remember

And mother can’t recall

Where they lived in that December —— 

If it was a house at all.

It may have been a boarding-house

Or family hotel,

A flat or else a tenement.

It’s very hard to tell.

 

There is only one thing certain from my questioning as yet,

Wherever I was born, it was a matter of regret.

 

That, I think, reproduces more or less the spirit of the age. If some one would just put it into really good up-to-date poetry — without any rhyme in it, and with no marks of feet in it, and without putting it into lines — it might go into any present-day anthology.

But let me, in my own halting and imperfect way, try another one. There used to be — either for recitation or for singing — a very pathetic poem about a little girl begging her father to “come home.” The opening stanza ran: — 

Father, dear father, come home with me now;

The clock in the steeple strikes one.

You promised, dear father, that you would come home

As soon as your day’s work was done.

The scene, of course, was laid on the other side of the Eighteenth Amendment. The picture that went with the song showed, from the outside, a little tavern, or saloon, with curtained windows and a warm red light behind them. Out in the snow was the girl, singing. And father was in behind the red curtains. And he wouldn’t come out! That was the plot. Father’s idea was that he would stay right where he was — that it had Home beaten four ways.

Now all of that is changed. The little lighted tavern is gone. Father stays home, and the children of to-day have got to have the poem recast, so as to keep as much of the pathos as may be, but with the scene reversed. Here it is, incomplete, perhaps, but suggestive.

FATHER, DEAR FATHER, GO OUT

Oh, father, dear father, why won’t you go out?

    Why sit here and spoil all the fun?

We took it for granted you’d beat it down town

    As soon as your dinner was done.

 

With you in the parlor, the boys are so glum,

    No games and no laughter about.

Oh, father, you put the whole house on the bum,

    Dear father, please, father, go out.

 

In some cases our old once favorite poems are based on the existence of institutions that are passing away and that are scarcely known to the children of to-day. A case in point is Longfellow’s Village Blacksmith. In this the poet tells us that under the spreading chestnut tree the village smithy stands and adds that the children love to look in at the door and catch the sparks by the hatful.

All this, I fear, must be altered from top to bottom. There is no smithy now, and no horses to be shod and no sparks, and many children don’t ever wear hats. Even the old-fashioned sing-song rhyme gets tiresome to a modern ear. The whole poem must be recast to suit the times. I should propose putting it into what is called free verse, something as follows:

THE MAIN STREET GARAGE

FREE AIR

On the corner of the main street stands the principal garage.

The garage man is a man of singular muscular development.

Children coming home from school like to watch him punch the gasoline.

On Sunday he goes to church, whenever any of the cars of the congregation break down.

In this way he not only earns a night’s repose, but even now and then he can take a trip to New York, and go without repose for a whole night.

 

And with this I leave the topic for other pens and the idea for other minds. I am quite sure that if some one in one of the English departments of the colleges would take up this work, there might be a lot in it.


Illustrations I Can Do Without SOME GENTLE SUGGESTIONS FOR THE CONTEMPORARY ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINES
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HAVE YOU EVER noticed, my dear reader — but of course you have; you notice everything — how illustrations in the picture magazines always run to certain types? Somebody starts a particular line of picture and somebody else copies it, and so it goes on till it becomes a sort of type picture. Then the subscribers begin to look for it regularly and the editor feels that he must have it.

Here is a case in point, taken from the English illustrated weeklies, the high-class press that is put together “by gentlemen for gentlemen.”

Every week in every paper of this class you will see a photograph of a lady in a tweed suit sitting on a camp-stool, and beside her a gentleman in a tweed suit standing up and leaning on a stick. There are probably a lot of dogs around and the picture carries some such legend as the following:

With the Yardsborough Beagles: Lady Vera de

Verest and Mr. Robinson

Why it is always these two, I don’t know. You would think that Lord Vere de Verest ought to get in sometimes; and even Mrs. Robinson might have a look-in. But apparently not. Wherever they are, it is always Lady Vera de Verest and Mr. Robinson. That combination seems to have a sort of “class” to it.

And they always turn up in different places, according to the season, and the place always has a touch of the incomprehensible about it. For example, you see them in the same attitude with three or four dead partridges, or crows, lying in front of them and the legend:

With the Guns at Dumfoolish Castle:

Lady Vera de Verest and Mr. Robinson.

I’ve seen them depicted not only with the Beagles at Yardborough and with the guns at Dumfoolish, but with the pigeon-traps at Monte Carlo and with the Spitz in Spitzbergen.

I imagine that they must write letters such as:

My dear Lady Vera de Verest:

What do you say to a run over to Spain so as to get photographed with me and the bulls of Madrid? If you are on, bring your camp-stool and meet me there.

MR. ROBINSON.

Or else, something of this sort:

Dear Mr. Robinson:

What do you say to our being photographed “with the snakes at Darjeeling”? If we go out to India, we could arrange our schedules to meet and be photographed on the way at least three times— “with the looters on the Riviera” and “with the plagues of Egypt.” So we should not miss a single week. Do come.

VERA.

 

I suppose that here too, as in all such cases, there is the usual tragic background of those left behind. I can imagine Lord Vere de Verest, the dignified gentleman whose home is thus made a mockery, walking across from De Vere Castle to the cottage where Mrs. Robinson lives, an open letter in his hand.

“Where are they now?” she queries gently, as he holds out the letter with a sob.

“With the snakes in Darjeeling,” he answers, as kindly as he can.

“And where do they appear next?” she murmurs, a note of pain in her voice in spite of herself.

“They are to be with the Hoodoos of Madagascar,” he groans.

“Edward,” she says, addressing him by his Christian name for the first time in fifty years and laying her hand on his coat sleeve, “don’t you think, dear, that we might do a little of this kind of thing ourselves? If the editors of the Stretch, and the Prattler, and the Outstander want pictures of this sort, let us see what we can do. There is a kind of little farmyard behind the cottage and I have a camera. Come out with me.”

And if the week after that the illustrated press carried a picture entitled “Lord Vere de Verest and Mrs. Robinson looking at a pigsty,” it would be at least as interesting as The Beagles and The Yaks and it might stop a lot of trouble.

 

Another form of magazine illustration that I can do without, or without which I can do, is the face, head, and shoulders of a man done in rather smudgy ink. It has written under it, “Colonel Robinson, the New Governor of the Virgin Islands,” or “Pilsudski, Dictator of Poland,” or perhaps “Executed last week at Sing Sing.” It doesn’t matter what is under it; it really is always the same picture.

Hitherto I used to wonder how this picture got into the magazines. Just by chance a few days ago in visiting the staff of a periodical, I found the explanation. I happened in the corridor of the building to get into conversation with the very man from whose face all the photographs are taken.

“You are quite right,” he said to me; “they are all the same picture. It saves such a lot of time and trouble. I am just going out now to get photographed as the ‘New Mikado of Japan’ and then the same picture will appear on another page as ‘Lloyd George, Reappointed Leader of the British Liberals,’ and on the back as ‘Mrs. Annie Besant, the Venerable Theosophist.’ ”

“Is it possible?” I said.

“Quite so. And by the way, how did you like that one of me last week called ‘The New Mayor of Miami.’ I thought it was a peach. And there was a dandy of me called ‘Yuan Chung Chow, Leader of the Cantonese Rebels’ and the same picture called ‘Admiral Ferguson, Who Will Fight Yuan Chung Chow — —’ ”

“But stop,” I said, “doesn’t the public ever — —”

“Nonsense!” said the man. “Why, the other day there were two pictures of me side by side — they just looked really the same. One was called ‘The Oldest Father-in-Law in Europe, Jean Jacques Dubois,’ and the other (used to illustrate an article on hold-ups) was labeled ‘Youngest Crook That Ever Stole a Hundred Thousand.’ People looked at the magazine and said what a kind face the old father-in-law had, and they looked on the other page and said that you could see it was a crook.

“Listen,” he continued, “you take this week’s magazine, and cover up the names and see if you distinguish which is the one called ‘Venerable Scientist Speaks’ and the one called ‘Will Serve Ten Years.’ Try to distinguish ‘Lady Chatelaine Entertains the Poor’ from ‘Arctic Explorer Returns Home’; try to separate out ‘Queen Mary Welcomes the Duke of York’ from ‘Boisterous Scene in a Viennese Beer Garden.’ You can’t. All the pictures in the magazine,” he went on with an excitement that was almost violent, “are just me. I’m Queen Mary, I’m Yuan Chung Chow, I’m — —”

And just at that moment a man dressed in a sort of uniform stepped up to us in the corridor and said:

“Excuse me, sir. I had lost track of this gentleman. He’s under my charge. I hope he’s not been disturbing you.”

The man himself as he was led away was still saying, “I’m Queen Mary, I’m Thomas Edison, I’m Royal Birthday, I’m Admiral Ferguson.”


Our Summer Pets AS PRESENTED BY OUR ENTHUSIASTIC NATURE WRITERS

I
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THE HOUSE FLY

The house fly (fuscus domesticus) is at his very best during the months of August and September. It is then that his coat is at its glossiest and that his beautiful back plate, or caparace, shines with its highest luster. His lovely eyes also take on at this season (the love season of the fly) their deepest color, while his soft vibrant note is tuned to the voice of nature itself.

At this time of year the fly-collector, or even the amateur, should have no difficulty in finding one or more perfect specimens of this magnificent multiped.

“Alone among the odiferous quadrumana or cephalopods,” writes an eminent buggist, “the fly seems capable of thriving wherever man can live and takes on with ease the environment of our civilization.”

Indeed, it appears that the house fly is found all over North America, South America, Europe, Asia, and Africa, and the nature student needs therefore no further apparatus for his study than to buy a house. A suitable house having been selected, he may put in one, two, or more flies with entire certainty of a good result.

Flies are not difficult to rear and feed and with a little care they will thrive well and even increase. A pan of milk set out overnight, or the remains of a tin of salmon set on a plate with a little marmalade, is as much as any fly asks or needs when in good health.

It is perhaps not generally known that the fly can be tamed. “During the past summer,” writes Mr. Summernut, one of the keenest of our nature students, “I succeeded, after several efforts, in taming a fly.

“When we became better acquainted he would light on the table beside me and nibble at the crumbs near my plate. Once while venturing too near the rim of my tumbler he fell into the milk. At other times he would actually alight on my shoulder and rub his cheek against mine.

“My house fly was at his friendliest during the drowsy hour of the morning just before the time came for my getting out of bed. One heard a gentle buzzing and there was the merry little fellow peeping over the edge of the coverlet, his big eyes sparkling with fun. He seemed to say ‘Peek-a-boo — time to get up!’ No use to wave him away.

“Back he came again with the same friendly buzz as if inviting me to hop out of bed and take a run on the lawn. The only thing to do was to take a towel with a knotted end and swat him over the head with it. This would deter the little fellow and I would then see him fly across to the window pane and sit rubbing his head with his hind leg as if discouraged.”

II

THE POTATO BUG

The potato bug (buggo Colorado) does best in a rich, sandy soil. It can be brought to its greatest natural perfection by planting within its easy reach a crop of potatoes either in rows or hills.

“It was my good fortune last summer,” says Professor Allgone, the famous author of “Parisites and Paris Green,” “to come into possession of a splendid pair of potato bugs, male and female.

“Both bugs were set out in the garden in a spot suitably chosen near a potato plant.

“To my great delight on visiting the garden on the third day, I found that the two young housekeepers had laid a rich nestful of eggs carefully set on the under side of a potato leaf. The joy of the parents reached its maximum when a few days later the eggs hatched into a group of tiny little buglets.

“Indeed, there is no telling to what height the ecstasy of the whole family might have gone had they not accidentally stumbled on some Paris Green carelessly left within their reach.”

III

THE MOSQUITO

With the exception of the house fly, the mosquito is perhaps the most widely disseminated of our domesticated insects. He is to be found almost anywhere on verandas, on upper and lower balconies, on front and back steps; but he is seen at his best when tucked away behind the little white bed curtains that are specially provided for him.

It is here that he can most successfully be brought to a hand-to-hand conflict, which is his delight.

A mosquito, as seen under a microscope, is, to the naturalist, an object of equal delight. His four pair of eyes with double refracting lenses from which the light glitters in all directions are equaled only by the great sweep of his gossamer wings and the beautiful articulation of his sixteen legs.

Most striking of all is his powerful bill, armed on each side with teeth, like a double crosscut saw, with which he bores through the cranium of his enemy. The mosquito knows no half measures. He is out for blood. Hence comes his high personal courage which enables him to attack single-handed and unsupported an opponent of twenty thousand times his own weight.

Odds are nothing to him. He rushes into battle singing as he goes, selects the stoutest of his enemies, and seizes him in a death grip in the fattest part of his neck. The British bull-dog and the American eagle are cowards beside the mosquito.

Protection against the assaults of the mosquito has always presented a serious problem to the settlers and campers in our summer wildernesses. But by the trained naturalist, or nature lover, the difficulty is easily overcome.

The naturalist before setting out on his study smears himself with ham fat and oil of citronella, over which he spreads a thin layer of beeswax and asafetida. He then sprays his clothes with coal oil and drapes himself from the head down in a long white net. Thus prepared the naturalist need fear nothing outside of Bengal.

It is a pity to think that the mosquito, like the house fly, is threatened with extinction. There are said to be only a few billion million left. Even these are going — falling victims to their own high courage in their fierce assaults against our civilization like the Crusaders dashing against the Saracens.

But no doubt the efforts of the new Mosquito Preservation Society, one of the latest of our animal philanthropy efforts, will induce the government to step in before it becomes too late. A suitable reservation of land as a Mosquito Park may preserve for our descendants a few thousand million specimens of what was once the dominant animal of North America.

IV

THE SKUNK

The skunk, who is a high favorite, very high, with the nature lover, is a short cylindrical animal with a leg at each corner.

The skunk is an object of great beauty. Its magnificent fur coat, dark black with two lengthwise stripes of white, is perhaps unexcelled among the fur-bearing or odoriferous animals. Why, then, in spite of the beauty of the skunk, do we not like him? We all know, but we don’t say.

The skunk is, by nature, a quiet, peace-loving, tame, and affectionate animal. He asks nothing more than to be near us. He does not bite, he cannot scratch, he makes no noise and only asks to be friends and to forget the past.

Why, then, do we not take him into our friendship?

The nature student who wishes to get into close contact with a skunk, and to see him at short range (his range is about nine feet and a half), must visit him in his own fastnesses in the northern wilds.

“I had the good luck last summer,” writes Mr. Sleepout, the distinguished nature student who spent seven weeks in the Adirondacks with no other food than a combination suit and a bow and arrow, “to meet a skunk face to face. He was a splendid fellow easily eighteen inches long, with a beautifully arching back and sweep of tail. I had full time to admire the dainty way in which his ears joined his head and his head ran into his neck and his neck ended in his body.

“Crawling cautiously towards him I was almost within touching distance when the beautiful creature elevated itself on its glorious hind legs, sniffed the air about me with its exquisite snout, and then beat it into the deep woods.”


The Old Men’s Page A BRAND NEW FEATURE IN JOURNALISM
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I OBSERVE THAT nowadays far too much of the space in the newspapers is given up to children and young people. Open almost any paper, published in any British or American city, and you may find a children’s page and a girls’ page and a women’s page — special columns for tiny tots, poetry by high-school girls, notes for boy scouts, fashion notes for young women, and radio hints for young men.

This thing is going too far — unless the old men get a chance. What the newspapers need now is a special page for old men. I am certain that it would make an enormous hit at once.

Let me try to put together a few samples of what ought to go on such a page. My talented readers can carry it on for themselves.

I

NOTES FOR OLD MEN SCOUTS

A general field meeting of the (newly established) Old Men Scouts will be held next Saturday. The scouts will assemble at the edge of the pine woods about seven miles out of town. Every scout will tell his chauffeur to have the car ready for an early start, not later than ten-thirty. The scout will see that the chauffeur brings a full kit of cooking utensils and supplies. A good chauffeur can easily carry 150 pounds and the scout will see that he does it.

Each scout is to have a heavy greatcoat and a thick rug and folding camp-chair strapped together in a bundle and will see to it personally that these are loaded on the chauffeur.

Each scout, in advancing into the woods, will carry his own walking stick and will smoke his own cigar.

In passing through the woods, the scout is expected to recognize any trees that he knows, such as pine trees, lilac trees, rubber trees, and so forth. If in any doubt of the nature or species of a tree, the scout may tell the chauffeur to climb it and see what it is.

The scouts will also recognize and remark any species or genera of birds that are sitting on the path which are familiar to them, such as tame canaries, parrots, partridges, cooked snipe, and spring chicken.

Having arrived at an open glade, the scouts will sit about on their camp-chairs, avoiding the damp, while the chauffeurs kindle a fire and prepare lunch. During this time the Scout Master, and other scouts in order of seniority, may relate stories of woodcraft, or, if they can’t think of any stories of woodcraft, they may tell any other kind that they know.

As exercise before lunch, the scouts may open the soda water bottles.

After lunch, each scout will place his rug and cushion under a suitable tree and smoke a cigar while listening in silence for any especial calls and wood notes of birds, bees, and insects, such as the cicada, the rickshaw, the gin-ricki, and others that he has learned to know. Should he see any insect whose call is not familiar to him, he should crawl after it and listen to it, or, if he prefers, tell his chauffeur to follow it up.

At 5 p.m., the scouts should reload the chauffeurs and themselves, and, when all are well loaded, drive to any country club for more stories of woodcraft.

 

Every old man — being really just a boy on a disguised form — is naturally interested in how to make things. One column in the old men’s page, therefore, ought to contain something in the way of

HINTS ON MECHANICS — CARPENTRY FOR OLD MEN

How to Make a Rustic Table. — Get hold of any hard-working rustic and tell him to make a table.

How to Make a Camera Stand. — Put it right on the table. It will stand.

How to Tell the Time by the Sun. — First look at your watch and see what time it is. Then step out into the sunlight with your face towards the sun and hold the watch so that the hour hand points directly at the sun. This will be the time.

How to Make a Book-Case. — Call up any wood factory on the telephone and tell them to cut you some plain boards, suitable for making a book-case. Ask them next where you can get nails. Then send your chauffeur to bring the boards and nails. Then advertise for a carpenter.

To stain your table, when it is complete, a good method is to upset soda water on it.

 

No column of the sort which I am here proposing would be complete unless it contained some sort of correspondence. And here the topic that is opportune and welcome to the old, as well as the young, is the eternal subject of love. But it must be treated in a way to suit it to those whose hearts have passed the first mad impulses of unrestrained youth.

PROBLEMS OF LOVE AND MARRIAGE

Mr. Elder, Bachelor’s Court,

Lone Street:

I can quite understand your dilemma in regard to your cook. It is one that many a bachelor has had to face and to think out for himself, and I am sure that you will face it bravely and clearly.

You say that you do not know whether your cook loves you or not, and I gather that you do not give a hoot either way. But the point is that she has an excellent offer to be cook in an Old Man’s Home and you are likely to lose her. Your problem is whether to let her go and try to get another, or to marry her, or to move into the Home where she is going to cook.

 

Mr. Oldspark, Evergreen Alley,

Blossom Street:

It is very difficult indeed to advise you, especially as you are at an age (you tell me you are only 61) when your heart is apt to run away with you. You say that three young girls each want to marry you. You have been letting one of them drive you out in her car and she has a certain right to think you have given her encouragement.

On the other hand, one of the others has taken you to the matinée. In the case of the third, though you do not know her so well, you were told by some one at the golf club that she had said that you were “a perfect darling.”

You say that you are very fond of all three, but that you cannot tell whether what you feel is really love. It may be indigestion.

 

Mr. O. O. Overslow, Linger Lodge:

Your case is one in which it is difficult for an outsider to give advice. You say that you have been paying attention to a lady, of about your own age, for a little over thirty years. You have taken her to an evening church service each third Sunday for some years back, and you have, for nearly ten years now, sent her an Easter card and an April fool card. Her father, who is ninety-six, is distinctly favorable to your suit, but as he has lost most of his faculties, he may not know one suit from another.

You rightly feel that you ought to be cautious and not act hastily. You have fifteen thousand a year of your own, but you hate to part with any of it.

Your problem is, should you propose to her, or wait a little? My advice is by all means wait — keep on waiting — wait till her father is dead, and her mother is dead, and you are half dead — and then propose to her and wonder why you have spent your life waiting.

Don’t you remember — look back over thirty years and try to remember — that evening long ago when you stood with her on the bridge over the little river in the dusk of a summer evening, and so nearly, oh, so nearly, proposed to her? But you waited. You had only a thousand dollars a year then, so you waited.

And don’t you remember five years later on, that winter evening by the fireside when you were left alone with her for ten minutes, and again the words almost came to your lips. But you had only three thousand a year then, and you waited.

Oh, yes, my dear old friend, by all means keep on waiting. It is all that you are fit for.

 

J.J.X. — No, we don’t lend money to old men through this column.


A Guide to the Underworld A LITTLE UNSOCIAL REGISTER FOR THE USE OF READERS OF UP-TO-DATE FICTION

[image: img53.jpg]

I AM GIVEN to understand — from the best and latest fiction and from the movies — that there is a place called the Underworld. By this I don’t mean Hell; we know all about that, and all anxiety in regard to it has long since been removed except in the schools of Tennessee. No one outside of these schools, we understand, goes there now.

But the Underworld is quite different. Without it, our up-to-date fiction couldn’t last a day. Just where it is or how you get to it, I don’t know. But it is supposed to be filled with Apaches and Sleuths and Vampires and Master Criminals whose brains are so vast that they ramify over two continents.

Many people feel that if they could ever find this Underworld, they would leave home and never come back.

So let me set down here for persons interested a brief directory of the people of the Underworld put for convenience in the form of questions and answers. Any reader may test with these the extent of his knowledge of up-to-date fiction.

THE APACHE

Who is the most ordinary and frequent character found in stories of the Underworld?

A person called an Apache.

Right. What is he like?

Young, very pale, dressed with a black silk shirt around his abdomen, and smoking cigarettes at ten cents a package for fifteen hours a day.

Correct. What effect has this on his nervous system?

It works him up into a terrible state of irritability.

With what result?

This — that he would stick a knife into you in the dark if he had an opportunity.

Is there really anything terrible in this?

Nothing whatever. Of course an Apache would put a knife into you in the dark if he had a real chance. But then so would I. This distinction between people who would put knives into you and people who wouldn’t is quite false and misleading. Most people would put knives into most people.

Personally, I have the strongest inclination in the world to put a knife into whole classes of people: actors, story tellers, ugly women who talk about themselves, plumbers, public lecturers — quite a long list of them.

All quite true, and now tell me what is an Apache really like?

If one could see the Apache as he really is, he would turn out to be nothing more than a silly young simp who is, let us say, a plumber’s assistant by day, but can’t stay home at night.

Exactly. And now tell me who is the principal female character in the Underworld?

THE QUEEN OF GEHENNA

She is called, colloquially, the Queena Gehenna.

Tell me about her.

In every well regulated Underworld, there is always a lady designated by some such title as the Queena Gehenna. She is supposed to be the last word in vampires. Her beauty is supposed to be so alluring that she casts a spell for three or four blocks around. She would eat a man as quick as look at him.

Quite so. And does she really exist?

Oh, no. The Queena Gehenna is as much a myth as all the other characters of the Underworld. Her real name is Georgie Simpson, and she works as a cashier in a cafeteria and supports her mother. Georgie wouldn’t really eat a man at all, and you ought to see the nice letters she writes to her cousin Joe in Keokuk, Iowa.

As a matter of fact, you see plenty of Queens of Gehenna all over the place. But they are not really dangerous — not when you know them. It is only when they are put into fiction that they look like that.

Absolutely right. And now tell me — are there any other women in the Underworld?

Lots of them — they are called Women of the Street, Women of the Pavement, Women of the Basement, Women of the Subway, Women of the Underground Railway; in short, women who inhabit any place more than ten feet below the level of the soil.

True. And what do these women turn into when they get older?

Each of them turns into what is called an Old Crone — the name given in the Underworld to any woman of sixty. Old Crones are supposed to be found, like mushrooms, in any dark cellar or underground dwelling.

What do they live on?

They live on gin. They would eat, but they have no teeth, or at best only one. An Old Crone calls everybody “dearie,” but she would sell a human life, so it is always explained, for a drop of brandy, one drop. For a bottleful, she would sell a whole village. But after all, so would most of us. That’s nothing.

Is there any way to reach the heart of an Old Crone?

Yes. She seems scarcely human, but if you remind her of her Lost Daughter, she breaks down and tears of gin run from her eyes. She will then betray the entire Underworld.

Are there really any such persons as Old Crones?

No. The Old Crone, like all the rest of the people of the Underworld, is just a myth. Fetch her up into the sunlight, dress her in a black alpaca suit, wipe her eyes, and she could then be used to sit and take hat checks at a theater with the best of them.

Very good. Now let me ask you a further question. The Underworld is full of mysteries. How do these get unraveled?

By means of a Sleuth.

What is that?

A Sleuth (plural Sleeth) is the name given in the Underworld to one who solves mysteries.

How does he do it?

The business of a Sleuth in the Underworld is to sit around apparently doing nothing, but in reality his brain is working with lightning rapidity. His favorite location is what is called a low drinking joint, and he sits there giving every sign of being drunk — lucky fellow — but he isn’t. It is the rule of the Underworld that the way to investigate or find out anything really complicated is to get extremely drunk and go and sit in a joint.

In the course of time, some one is sure to say something, or rather to let something slip, which gives the whole mystery away. It often happens that the Sleuth, in the course of business, gets badly beaten up; sometimes they merely knock him insensible (that never hurts him owing to the nature of his brain), but at other times they tie him hand and foot and throw him down a sewer, and it takes him nearly half an hour to crawl through.

All very correct. And now tell me, is there any Hero in a story that deals with the Underworld?

Oh, certainly a Hero. And a Heroine.

Never mind the Heroine — for a moment. Stick to the Hero. How can you distinguish him?

Very easily. He is always so completely disguised that you can tell him in a moment. Suppose, for example, you meet in the story a drunken sailor asleep on a bench and quite oblivious to the world — that’s the Hero. Suppose there comes in an aged man very much bent and with a white beard eighteen inches long — that’s the Hero. At any moment he can unbend himself and unbob his beard and there he is.

Is not the Hero in reality very strong and athletic?

Oh, very. He can, break an iron bar with his teeth, and he played end man on his college ping-pong team.

All quite right. And what is the Hero doing all through the story?

Looking for the Heroine.

Can he find her?

No. He always looks in exactly the wrong place. He enters one end of the Underground Cabaret at the very moment she goes out of the other.

Quite so.

And now what about the Heroine? How do you know her?

By her extraordinary innocence. She knows nothing. It is doubtful whether she knows that any two sides of a triangle are greater than the third side, or how much 47 times 13 is.

And what is she doing in the story?

Hard to say. She just wandered in from her home.

Her home. Where was that?

The site is not indicated clearly. Somewhere among the Honeysuckles, apparently. It is also made clear that there are lilacs around the porch; and there is evidence that while the Heroine is lost in the Underworld, she still seems to hear the bees humming around the door of her mother’s home.

Did these bees sting her?

They should have.

And now, finally — does a story of the Underworld end happily?

Oh, always. The Sleuth tracks down the Master Criminal (himself a graduate of Oxford or Harvard) whose capacious brain has held all the tangled filaments of crime that kept the Underworld together. The Hero finds the Heroine just in time to save her from a fate worse than death (what it is, is not stated). The Old Crone turns out to be the mother of the Queena Gehenna, and the Queen is so affected that the shock knocks the henna out of her. She reforms, opens a Beauty Parlor, and there she is to this day.


Love Me, Love My Letters THE USE OF INK FOR THE FIRST INKLINGS OF LOVE
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THERE IS A proverb which says a man is known by the company he keeps. There is a saying also that a man is best known by the song he sings. It is claimed, too, that people can always be distinguished by the books that they read, and by the pictures that they admire, and by the clothes that they wear.

All this may be true. But to my thinking, the truest test of character is found in the love letters that people write. Each different type of man or woman — including girls — has his, or her, perhaps their, own particular way of writing love letters.

As witness to which, let me submit to the reader’s judgment a carefully selected set of love letters present and past. I need hardly say that the letters are not imaginary, but that each of them is an actual sample taken right out of the post office — no, I don’t think I need to say it.

I

THE OLD-FASHIONED STYLE

Love letter of the year 1828 sent by messenger from Mr. Ardent Heartful, The Hall, Notts, England, to Miss Angela Blushanburn, The Shrubberies, Hops, Potts, Shrops, England, begging her acceptance of a fish:

“Respected Miss Angela:

“With the consent of your honored father and your esteemed mother, I venture to send to you by the messenger who bears you this, a fish. It has, my respected Miss Angela, for some time been my most ardent desire that I might have the good fortune to present to you as the fruit of my own endeavours, a fish. It was this morning my good fortune to land while angling in the stream that traverses your property, with the consent of your father, a fish.

“In presenting for your consumption, with your parents’ consent, respected Miss Angela, this fish, may I say that the fate of this fish which will thus have the inestimable privilege of languishing upon your table conveys nothing but envy to one who, while what he feels cannot be spoken, still feels as deeply as should feel, if it does feel, this fish.

“With the expression of a perfect esteem for your father and mother, believe me,

Your devoted,

“Ardent Heartful.”

II

THE NEWER STYLE OF TO-DAY

Love letter composed by Professor Albertus Dignus, senior professor of English rhetoric and diction at the University, and famous as the most brilliant essayist outside of the staff of the London Times, to Miss Maisie Beatit of the chorus of the Follies-in-Transit company at Memphis, Tenn.:

“Cuckoo! my little peacherino, and how is she to-night? I wish she was right here, yum! yum! I got her tootsie weenie letter this morning. I hustled to the post office so fast to get it I nearly broke my slats. And so it really longs for me, does she? and did you really mean it? Well, you certainly look like a piece of chocolate to me! In fact, you’re some bird! You’re my baby all right,” — and so forth for three pages. After which, the professor turns back to work on his essay— “The Deterioration of the English Language Among the Colored Races of Africa.”

III

TRULY RURAL

Passionate Love Letter from Mr. Ephraim Cloverseed, Arcadia Post Office, Vermont, to Miss Nettie Singer, also of Arcadia, but at present on the cash in the Home Restaurant, 7860 Sixth Avenue, New York:

“Dear Nettie:

“There was a sharp frost last night which may do considerable harm to the fall wheat. Till last Tuesday there had not been no frost that you wouldn’t have noticed any. Some think we are in for a hard winter. Some think if it clears off a bit between this and New Year’s it may not be but some don’t. I seen a couple of crows in the pasture yesterday but you can’t always bank on that. I’ve been troubled again with my toe. But my rheumatism seems a whole lot better from that last stuff. My left leg has been pretty stiff again but the liniment has done my right arm good. Well, I will now close,

“Ephraim.”

IV

HYDRAULIC LOVE

Letter from Mr. Harry P. Smith, hydraulic engineer and surveyor, writing to Miss Georgia Sims, from Red Gulch Creek in the wilds of New Ontario. Everybody knows that Harry has been just crazy over Georgia for three years.

“Dear Georgia:

“We got in here through the bush yesterday and it certainly is a heck of a place to try to run a sight line in. The rock is mostly basaltic trap, but there are faults in it here and there that have been filled with alluvial deposit. It would be pretty hard to give you an estimate of the probable mineral content. But I should say you would have a fair chance of striking gas here if you went deep enough. But your overhead would be a whopper. Well, Georgia, I must now close.

“Harry.”

THE ANSWERS THEY GOT

The answer received by Mr. Ardent Heartful, Anno Domini, 1828:

“Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn present their compliments to Mr. Ardent Heartful and desire to thank him for the fish which Mr. Heartful has had the kindness to forward to their daughter and which they have greatly enjoyed. Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn will be pleased if Mr. Heartful will present himself in person for such further conversation in regard to this fish as connects it with his future intentions.”

WHAT THE PROFESSOR GOT

The answer from Miss Maisie Beatit of the Follies-in-Transit Company, Memphis, Tenn.:

“My dear Professor:

“It was with the most agreeable feelings of gratification that I received your letter this morning.

“The sentiments which you express and the very evident manifestation thus conveyed of your affection towards myself fill me, sir, with the most lively satisfaction. . . .” After which Maisie got tired of copying word after word of the Complete Letter-Writer and so she just added in her own style,

“Ain’t you the Kidder? Our next jump is Kansas City.

“Maisie.”

WOMANLY EPISTLE SENT FROM POSTAL STATION B-28,

NEW YORK, TO ARCADIA, P.O., VERMONT

“Dear Ephraim:

“I was glad to get your letter. I was sorry to hear there has been so much frost. I was glad to hear there are still crows in the bush. I was sorry to hear your toe is no better. I was glad to hear your rheumatism is some better. I am glad your leg is nicely. I must now close.

“Nettie.”

THE ANSWER FROM MISS GEORGIA SIMS, BLOOR STREET,

TORONTO

She didn’t answer.

 

Little query for the reader just at the end. Which of these various couples will get married first and stay married longest. Quite right. You guessed it immediately. There’s no doubt about it, to persons of judgment in such things.


With the Authorities SHOWING HOW EASILY THEY EXCEL AT THEIR OWN GAMES

I
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A GAME OF BRIDGE WITH MR. HOYLE

The scene is at Mr. Hoyle’s house. Four people are at a card table. On a shelf nearby one can see the back of a book entitled “Hoyle’s Bridge, Whist, and Card Games. New Edition, Revised and Enlarged.”

One of the Players — Your turn to play, Mr. Hoyle.

Mr. Hoyle — Oh! I beg your pardon. I’m afraid I was dreaming — my turn, yes, of course. What did you say was trumps?

Mr. Hoyle’s Partner — Hearts.

Mr. Hoyle — Oh, yes. Hearts, of course. How stupid of me! Now let me see. (Mr. Hoyle begins murmuring, softly, to himself.) — The ace was played a little while ago — I’ve got the King — the Queen must be —— 

The Other Lady — Oh, Mr. Hoyle, you mustn’t talk like that. You’re telling everything. There is a rule against it.

Mr. Hoyle — Oh! I’m so sorry, of course, yes, a rule, a rule — certainly — I’ll just step over and look it up in my book to make sure —— 

The Other Man — Oh, don’t bother, Hoyle. It’s quite all right. Now go ahead and play, old man.

Mr. Hoyle — Ah! It’s me to play! I’m afraid I hadn’t understood. Let — me — see — me to play — hum — me to play —— 

Mr. Hoyle’s Partner — Yes, you to play. Don’t you see — I led the ace of clubs and he’s put on a spade —— 

Mr. Hoyle — A spade! But, excuse me, why doesn’t he play a club? I think there’s a rule in my book — one minute —— 

Mrs. Hoyle — Do sit down, William. Don’t you remember he has no clubs.

Mr. Hoyle — Ah! of course! no clubs, and so he can’t play a club: quite right. In that case — let me think —— (Mr. Hoyle sits and murmurs.) Let me think. (There is a long pause.)

Mr. Hoyle’s Partner (Very gently) — It’s your turn, you know, Mr. Hoyle.

Mr. Hoyle (With animation) — My turn, ah, yes, of course; I see, and my partner has led the ace of clubs — hearts are trumps. Aha! I have it. (Mr. Hoyle puts the ace of trumps on the other ace.) My trick, I think!

There is a general movement of consternation among the players.

The Other Three — Oh! Mr. Hoyle!

Mr. Hoyle (In surprise) — Didn’t I take it?

The Other Man — But don’t you see when you trumped your partner’s ace, you practically threw away a trick and —— 

Mr. Hoyle’s Partner — Yes, and I’m afraid that exactly loses us the rubber, doesn’t it?

The Other Man — Never mind, Hoyle, better luck next time. Let’s start another game.

Mr. Hoyle (Rising from the table) — Ah! no, I’m afraid I’d better stop now. I want to do some more work on my book this evening.

II

A LITTLE DINNER WITH MRS. BEATON

The Scene is in the Beatons’ House in the sitting-room. The two Beatons are waiting for dinner. Mrs. Beaton is seated at a side-table very busy with a litter of printer’s proofs. On the head of them one can read quite easily the title:

MRS. BEATON’S HOUSEHOLD COOKERY BOOK OF BRITISH, AMERICAN AND FOREIGN COOKING. NEW AND ENLARGED EDITION. Specially recommended for the Household, for Hotels, Restaurants, Ships, Caravans, Picnics, etc., etc.

 

Mr. Beaton sits in a weary but resigned attitude. His newspaper has fallen from his hands.

 

Mrs. Beaton (Looking up and gazing in front of her with a dreamy expression) — Darling, how do you spell Crème de Strasbourg? Is it ou or just u?

Mr. Beaton — Ou, I think, is the French.

Mrs. Beaton — Aren’t you a pet? (There is another long silence while Mrs. Beaton works briskly at the papers. After a while she looks up and says:) Darling, which is a semicolon, the one with the little wiggle under it, or the one with just the two dots?

Mr. Beaton — I think the semicolon is what you mean by the little wiggle.

Mrs. Beaton — Well, listen, then, and do tell me which to use in this, because you’re so clever — aren’t you, pet? I’m talking about what-do-you-call-it — you know that long word that means when people do things in time —— 

Mr. Beaton — Punctuality?

Mrs. Beaton — Punctuality! aren’t you wonderful! Well, I’m talking about punctuality. (She reads from a proof.) “In the care of the Household, it is most important that everything should be done at its proper time. Dinner must never be kept waiting. Nothing contributes so much to the happiness of the household as promptness and regularity in the service of meals.” — Don’t you think that is rather nicely said, Edward?

Mr. Beaton — Very nice, I’m sure.

Mrs. Beaton (Continuing)— “To be kept waiting for dinner.” — Good gracious, what is that! (There is a sound like a minor explosion from the kitchen with a great hissing of grease. Mrs. Beaton rises and disappears for a moment. When she returns, she says quite tranquilly:) It’s all right. It was only Jane upset a lot of grease.

Mr. Beaton — Grease!

Mrs. Beaton — Grease or gravy, or something. She upset it on the cooking range.

Mr. Beaton — Whew! It smells awful. What is it?

Mrs. Beaton — Something she’s making from a recipe, I think. I’m not just sure what it was going to be, soup, or a soufflé, something with an S, — I told her we’d eat anything with an S to-night, because I’m working on S at present. It does rather smell, doesn’t it? Now let me see where I am — sago, sandwich, soufflé —— You won’t mind dinner being a little late, my love!

Mr. Beaton (Mildly) — But it’s half an hour late already.

Mrs. Beaton — Is it possible! You poor lamb. You must be famished. I can’t think what Jane is doing. (She rings a bell and Jane, very slovenly and much smeared, appears in the doorway.) — Oh, Jane, don’t bother with the soup. Perhaps you can give it to the cat. Mr. Beaton is in a hurry, so you might serve the roast at once.

Jane — Why, ma’am, there isn’t any roast!

Mrs. Beaton — No roast!

Jane — No, ma’am. You didn’t order any.

Mrs. Beaton (Pleasantly) — Ah, no, of course not, the letter R! — we finished it yesterday, didn’t we, darling? How silly of me! And now, I remember, that thing with the S that fell into the fire, was the SPAGHETTI, of course, the SPAGHETTI —— 

Mr. Beaton (Hesitatingly) — Don’t you think then perhaps —— 

Mrs. Beaton — That you’d better go and dine at the club? I’m afraid so, my pet. It’s too bad. I’m afraid you’ve dined there every night for months, haven’t you? And I had so counted on giving you a nice little home dinner as a surprise. And, oh! darling, one minute before you go — is cuisine spelt with a q — or —— 

Mr. Beaton — With a cu, I think.

Mrs. Beaton — With a cu! Aren’t you a love! Don’t be late, darling. Goodbye.

III

A MASTER MIND OF MEMORY

The Little Home Scene That Ensues When He Loses His Little Chart

The scene is laid in the living-room of the home of the family of Mr. Mastermind, the great memory expert, the inventor of the famous Mastermind Chart. The Master Mind, wearing an overcoat and a hat, and evidently just ready to go out, is seen fussing about the room looking for something. Its Better Half is sitting in a rocking chair, knitting very placidly.

Mr. Mastermind — Now where the deuce have I put the confounded thing?

Mrs. Mastermind — What is it you’re looking for, dear?

Mr. Mastermind — My little what-d’ye-call-it.

Mrs. Mastermind — What do you mean?

Mr. Mastermind — Oh, you know — that little what’s-its-name.

Mrs. Mastermind — Oh, you mean your little square chart?

Mr. Mastermind — Yes, of course, I couldn’t think for the minute. My little square chart. The new edition. I can’t find it.

Mrs. Mastermind — Well, never mind it, dear. Go on out; I’ll find it before you come in.

Mr. Mastermind — No — but don’t you see? — I want to take it with me. I meant to put it into my pocket to show it to — er — what-d’you-call-him.

Mrs. Mastermind — To whom, dear?

Mr. Mastermind — To that man I’m going to see, don’t you know — down at the thing-ummey hotel.

Mrs. Mastermind (Still placidly knitting) — I’m really afraid that I don’t know what hotel you mean. You see, dear, you didn’t say you were going out at all.

Mr. Mastermind — Quite so. To tell the truth, I had forgotten — that is to say — I had made a new association of ideas with something, suggesting a still more powerful concatenation of thought.

Mrs. Mastermind — Well, shall I name over all the hotels and then you can remember?

Mr. Mastermind — No, no. Don’t try to. You’d probably fail. You see, my dear, if you had ever taken a course in my memory system I wouldn’t mind letting you try to name them, but as it is your sequence of ideas would break down. (Still hunting desperately among the things on the table and turning over the books and papers in disorder.) — Now, where the deuce is that little square chart? Where in Hades?

Mrs. Mastermind — Please, dear, don’t get excited.

Mr. Mastermind — Excited! I’m not in the least excited! One of the main factors in the perfection of memory is that the mind must be quite calm, otherwise —— (At this juncture Mr. Mastermind knocks over the little table.) — Oh, damnation!

Mrs. Mastermind — Please, dear, don’t swear — (Mrs. Mastermind starts to rise.) — let me help you.

Mr. Mastermind (Making a great effort at control, and desisting from his search so as to speak with calm) — No, thank you, don’t get up. I can find it. Meantime, as I say, I merely wanted it so as to bring it over to Mr. — Mr. — What’s-his-name? — I don’t recall it for the moment, but I can easily get it by setting up a perfectly simple chain of associations with the name itself. That kind of thing is really the essence of my system, and I do wish, dear, at some time when you are calmer, you’d start — under my guidance, of course — the first lessons of the method.

For example, I can easily recover this man’s name — memory is never lost, my dear, merely buried — by connecting it with the fact that he was a fellow-passenger with us on board the — what the deuce was the name of that infernal steamer?

Mrs. Mastermind — Which steamer, my love?

Mr. Mastermind — Oh, you know, that cussed steamer that we were on when we came from — from — oh, from those blasted Islands!

Mrs. Mastermind (Very gently) — I’m afraid I don’t remember it at all.

Mr. Mastermind (Beginning again his furious search) — I mean those blasted islands that you go to when you, don’t you know, when you’ve no time to go as far as the West — What-d’ye-call-’ems. People go there when they’ve got what’s-its-name. The air is full of what-d’ye-call-it. (Another little table is knocked over, and just at this moment there is heard a ring at the home door-bell.)

Mrs. Mastermind (Calling from her chair so as to be heard in the hall) — Jane, if you are anywhere there, would you please go to the door?

(There is a slight pause. Jane can be seen going past the door of the living-room in the hall. The outer door is heard to open, and Jane reappears with a gentleman visitor in tow.)

Jane (Announcing) — Mr. Smith.

Mrs. Mastermind (Rising from her chair) — Oh, Mr. Smith! We’re so glad to see you.

Mr. Mastermind (His face illuminated) — Smith! Ah! ha! ha! Of course! Smith!

Mr. Smith (Bowing over Mrs. Mastermind’s hand) — I thought I’d come across and call. I happen to be staying at the Royal Hotel.

Mr. Mastermind (Breaking out again) — The Royal Hotel! Ha! Ha! of course! Yes! The Royal Hotel!

Mr. Smith (Continuing) — . . . and I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure of seeing you since we were fellow-passengers on the Queen Mary!

Mr. Mastermind — Yes! Yes! The Queen Mary. Of course! Q for Queen, and M for Mary!! Q and M being only three letters apart in a reverse direction. Ha!

Mr. Smith — But, of course, you left the Bahamas before I did.

Mr. Mastermind — The Bahamas! the Bahamas!

(Mr. Mastermind, now quite radiant, comes and shakes hands again and again with Mr. Smith, repeating “The Royal Hotel! The Queen Mary! The Bahamas!”) — What a perfect sequence! what a proof of the system!

Mr. Smith to Mr. Mastermind — I sent you over a note to ask if you wouldn’t come over. But I gathered that you didn’t receive it?

Mr. Mastermind — Yes, yes, I got it. But I was delayed. I was so anxious to take along in my pocket a copy of my new little square chart, my last one, SUPER-MEMORY AS A SYSTEM, that it kept me late. To tell the truth, I couldn’t find it. I was hunting it when you came in.

Mr. Smith — A little square chart?

Mr. Mastermind — Yes, yes, just a little —— 

Mr. Smith — But surely, isn’t that it? . . . not that pocket — the one sticking out of your inner pocket.

Mr. Mastermind (Drawing out the chart) — Why, of course, how ridiculous. I see! I have put on the wrong coat underneath the one I meant to wear; by accident I put it in the money pocket. How extraordinary. A chain of association! But do let’s sit down and talk over that fascinating voyage to the — the — the — Yokohama Islands.

IV

MR. HACKIT DECIDES TO SHAVE HIMSELF FOR SAFETY

The scene is laid in the principal bedroom in the residence of Mr. Hackit, inventor of the famous Autodoit Safety Razor. In one corner is a screen behind which can be heard at intervals the sound of running water. A lady, presumably Mrs. Hackit, is seated in a rocking-chair reading the morning paper. Mr. Hackit, as is at once apparent, is behind the screen.

Mr. Hackit’s Voice — Rot blast it!

(There is the sound of more rushing water; steam ascends above the screen. There is a clatter as of soap dishes, etc., falling around.)

Mr. Hackit’s Voice — Ding bust it!

Mrs. Hackit — Whatever is the matter, Alfred? Haven’t you finished washing yet?

Mr. Hackit’s Voice — Washing! I’m not wishing — I’m going to shave myself!

Mrs. Hackit (In obvious alarm) — To shave yourself! Oh! Alfred! For heaven’s sake, be careful!

Mr. Hackit’s voice — Nonsense! There’s not the slightest danger. With this new device of mine —— Wow!

Mrs. Hackit — What is it?

Mr. Hackit’s Voice — I nearly cut my finger! How on earth do you fix in this confounded blade?

Mrs. Hackit — Why, surely, Alfred, you must remember that. You take hold of the blade (B) between the finger (F) and thumb (T) and slide it gently into the grooves (G) and (G) till it comes fast across the frame (F). Surely that’s on all your directions?

Mr. Hackit’s Voice (Grudgingly) — I suppose it is. Anyway, I can’t do it.

(There is a tinkling clatter as of a razor-blade and its fastenings falling to the floor.) — Oh! drat the thing!

Mrs. Hackit — Wait a minute, Alfred, hand it to me over the top of the screen, and I’ll go and get the paper of directions.

Mr. Hackit’s Voice — No, no. I won’t try any more.

(There is a final splashing and gurgling of water, and then Mr. Hackit emerges from behind the screen. His face is covered with a luxuriant growth of beard and whiskers like those of a California Forty-niner. He says as he comes out:)

After all, why should I bother to start now? I never shaved in my life. I was just curious to see how the thing works.

V

PREDICTING WITH A GREAT PREDICTOR

Mr. Talkleton, the great predictor of business conditions, is seen in his inner office. Mr. Talkleton is known far and wide as the statistician who calculated the Japanese Chow crop of 1928 to within a bushel and who predicted the crisis of 1921 less than six months after it happened. He is seated at his desk. A litter of papers covered with figures lies all about him. The great man is absolutely absorbed in his work. His massive brain is motionless, poised over his task.

Near him at another desk is his stenographer with a telephone.

The telephone rings.

The Stenographer (Speaking into the telephone) — I’m so sorry you can’t speak to Mr. Talkleton this morning. He is making a forecast. (She rings off.)

Mr. Talkleton (Without moving his head) — How much is 6 times 7?

The Stenographer — I’ll look it up. (She takes down an encyclopedia and searches in it. Then she says:) Forty-eight.

Mr. Talkleton — Thank you.

(There is silence for a little time.)

Mr. Talkleton (Without moving his head) — How much is 8 and 17 and 4?

The Stenographer — 8 and 17 and 4? I’ll just work it out for you, Mr. Talkleton.

Mr. Talkleton — Thank you.

(The stenographer moves across to an adding machine and pounds at it furiously for two or three minutes. Then she draws a paper slip out of it and reads:) One hundred.

Mr. Talkleton (As before) — Thank you.

(The telephone rings again.)

The Stenographer — I’m sorry. Mr. Talkleton is busy. You want a forecast? Oh, yes, I’ll ask him. (She puts hand over the phone.) Mr. Talkleton, there is a lady wants a forecast on the peach crop for 1929. Shall I say yes?

Mr. Talkleton — Yes. Tell her we’ll have it today and get the office boy to predict it. Give him money to buy a couple of peaches to predict it with. Don’t disturb me again.

The Stenographer — Yes, Madame, we will make it for you today. Will you send a taxi and get it? Thank you.

(She rings off. There is another little silence.)

Mr. Talkleton — Add me up 4 and 6 and 3 and then subtract 3.

(There is a terrific clattering of the adding machine. The stenographer draws out the slip and announces:) Six plus four. . . . (Presently she says:) — What are you working on this morning, Mr. Talkleton?

Mr. Talkleton — It is a forecast of general business conditions for one year, and now will you kindly supply me with a few necessary data? The calculation is practically complete and I need only a few data which I find difficult to remember. How many ounces are there in a pound avoirdupois?

The Stenographer — Twenty.

Mr. Talkleton — Thank you. I never can remember it. And how many inches in a foot?

The Stenographer — I’ve got that somewhere in our files, Mr. Talkleton. I’ll look it up later.

Mr. Talkleton — Thank you — and let me have at the same time the number of gallons in a firkin, and the number of perches in a furlong. And now I think I’m ready. Will you take this dictation, please?

“I calculate from the data gathered from various indexes and reduced to a common basis that the general trend of business for the year will be upward and downward. There is every indication of a sharp decline in the percentage of the fall of values upwards. But there may be a sharp jolt sideways. In fact, the entire year 1927 — —”

The Stenographer — Which year, Mr. Talkleton?

Mr. Talkleton — 1927.

The Stenographer — Surely not 1927?

Mr. Tackleton — That’s the year I’m predicting on.

The Stenographer — Why, Mr. Talkleton, 1927 is over — months ago.

Mr. Talkerton (In alarm) — All over! I never noticed it. When did it end?

The Stenographer — Last December.

Mr. Talkleton (In despair) — Last December! And I’ve spent months and months on it!

The Stenographer — Oh, never mind, Mr. Talkleton. Call it 1928 — and I am certain it will be just as good as any other of your predictions.

Mr. Talkleton (Brightly and with renewed animation) — Will it? That’s fine. All right! Type it out while I get my hat and coat, and then fetch me my arithmetic primer, and the multiplication table, and we’ll go out to lunch.


Literature and the Eighteenth Amendment
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I AM PRIVILEGED to make a unique announcement on behalf of the Mayor and Council of my place of residence, the City of Montreal. To be more exact, let me add that this announcement has not yet been sanctioned by the Mayor and Council, but I feel certain that as soon as they hear of it, they will be all for it.

It concerns, in a word, a proposal to extend to United States authors and playwrights an invitation to use the peculiar facilities enjoyed by the City of Montreal for the laying of plots, scenes, etc., and for the domicile of literary characters. Put quite simply, this new plan will restore to the American author the literary setting lost under the Eighteenth Amendment.

 

Ever since the Eighteenth Amendment was appended to the Constitution of the United States, writers of fiction, poetry, and the drama have found themselves under a handicap. In the stories of to-day they are unable to give their characters a drink. At first sight this seems nothing. But when we realize how much of our literature both in America and in England for centuries past has depended, rightly or wrongly, for conviviality on the drinking of toasts and healths, on wassail and on Xmas, on stirrup cups and Auld Lang Synes — we can see how hard it is, in literature, to do without it.

Let me illustrate:

I met casually the other day in New York a writer whom I knew to have been, only a few years ago, one of the most successful writers of fiction of our day. He looked despondent. And I was pained to notice that his clothes were ill kept and his appearance seedy.

“You look down on your luck, old man,” I said.

“I am,” he answered.

“Come along, then,” I said, “and have a chocolate ice-cream sundae to pick you up.”

A few minutes later we were standing beside the counter of a drug store with a smoking chocolate ice-cream sundae in our hands.

“That’s better,” said my friend, as he drained his sundae at one draught.

“Have another,” I suggested, “and then tell me of your troubles.”

Warmed and invigorated by the ice-cream, to which was presently added, on my proposal, a pint of buttermilk, my friend proceeded to explain.

“I can’t get used to this new situation,” he said. “You see all my stories are novels of to-day, with the plot laid in the present time — you understand?”

“Perfectly,” I said, “have some more buttermilk.”

“Thank you. Well, the trouble is, I can’t get used to the present situation at all. For instance, in my last novel (you haven’t seen it for the simple reason that I can’t sell it) I bring in a dinner party. In fact, I nearly always bring in a dinner party. It makes such a good setting, don’t you know.”

“Quite so,” I answered. “What about a quart of sour milk?”

“No, thanks,” he said, “not now, I want to keep my head clear. Well, I always used, as I say, to have descriptions of dinner parties, in which there were tables smothered with flowers, and glittering glass, and at which — let me see — —”

Here he paused and pulled out some scraps of paper, evidently literary notes, from his pocket.

“Yes, at which, for example, ‘Meadows (that was always the butler) noiselessly passed the champagne’; in which ‘The conviviality of the party had now reached its height. Lord Dangerdog pledged his beautiful vis-à-vis in a brimming glass of champagne’; and in which ‘Lady Angela and the Duchess exchanged smiles over their claret’; and in which finally ‘the host instructed Meadows to bring up some of the port, the old port, from the dusty bin in the cellar where it had been first laid down by Winthrop Washington Beverly Robinson, his ancestor, in the year of the Declaration of Independence; a “noble port,” said Lord Dangerdog as he sipped the tawny wine with the air of a connoisseur. . . .’

“How’s that?” said my friend, breaking off in his reading.

“Excellent,” I answered, “and it is amazing how really dependent our literature used to be for its mirth and happiness on just that kind of thing.”

“Precisely,” he answered, “that is what I am finding. I can’t replace it. Here’s what I put into my new story (the one that I can’t sell) for the dinner party scene:

“ ’As the pea soup circulated freely, a new animation seemed to come to the guests. Lord Dangerdog, already at his second plateful, smiled across at Lady Angela . . . while the young girl herself hid her blushing face in her soup to avoid the boldness of his eye.

“ ’ ”Come,” said the host, turning to his English guest, “let me pledge you in another stick of celery,” and, suiting the action of the word, he held aloft a magnificent bunch of Kalamazoo celery, and with the words, “Let us eat to our English visitor,” he devoured the entire bunch in a single mouthful.

“ ’Then beckoning to the noiseless butler to whom he passed at the same time the key of the cellar, “Meadows,” he said, “fetch me up some of the old soup: it’s in the fourth trough on the left.” ’ ”

 

“There!” said my friend as he finished reading. “What do you think of it?”

“You’re quite right,” I said. “It hardly seems the same.”

 

Since then I have been looking more closely into this question of conviviality and literature. I find that drink of some kind is associated not only with scenes of gaiety, but with almost every aspect of literature. Take the familiar literary theme of the gradual ruin and downfall of a young man, happily married, and with all life before him.

In the stories of yesterday we used to read, for example:

 

“It was with a devastating sense of despair that Agatha watched her husband go to the sideboard and with a shaking hand pour himself out a glass of neat brandy, which he drained at a gulp . . .” etc., etc.

 

In an up-to-date story all that we can say is something of this sort:

“It was with a devastating sense of despair that Agatha realized that her husband was becoming addicted to consommé. She watched him as he surreptitiously drank a second ladleful of it, and asked herself what would happen if he took a tureenful.”

 

There is only one thing to be done. Move the stories and scenes up to the city of Montreal, where the old and familiar literary background still survives, where Xmas is Xmas, and a Party is a Party and not a Stuffing Match.

 

Let any writer of one-act plays in the United States consider, for instance, the brightness of such an opening as this:

Scene: The Bar of a Montreal hotel. There are present Lord Dangerdog, Lady Evelina, The Bishop of Labrador, General the Hon. Sir Evelyn Everhard.

The Bishop (Wiping his face) — What an excellent cocktail.

The General — Is it not, and so mild! It’s only American rum and absinthe, I believe.

Lady Evelina (Putting down twenty-five cents) — Mix the boys up another of those.

 

When Montreal offers a chance for a scene like this, what a shame to lay a plot in Indianapolis.

 

Now I am entitled, in fact, I am invited, by a hotel in Montreal to say that any American dramatists visiting it are entirely welcome to lay one-act plays in the bar-room. Another hotel also announces that authors may lay one-act plays in the bar or in the grill room and serve liquor to their characters at any time up to midnight.

 

And if any author has occasion to entertain his characters in a club — a real club, such, I have been told, as no longer exists in the United States — I invite him, as a personal matter, to put them into the University Club, Montreal, where they will find everything needed for the best class of fiction.

They will then be able to reinsert into their stories such little lost touches as:

“It was the habit of Sir John to drop into his club for a glass of sherry and bitters before driving home to dinner.”

There is so much more class in that than in saying that he generally stopped at a soda fountain for a pint of chocolate squash.

 

If the plan that I have outlined is carried through, the first train-load of American authors will probably be shipped in within a month. Scene-laying will begin at once. And next season’s crop of novels will begin:

“The sun was slowly setting on both sides of the St. Lawrence, illuminating with its dying beams the windows of the hotels and clubs of Montreal, in one of which, licensed to sell wine and beer up till midnight, a man and a woman — —”

And the story is off to a good start and literature comes into its own again.


The Hunt for a Heroine HOW THE FICTION WRITER STRUGGLES TO MAKE AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN
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BY A SILLY kind of convention, handed down from our great-grandfathers’ time, every work of fiction has to have in it the class of person known as a Heroine.

These heroines were found everywhere. You found them in stories of adventure, mixed up with pirates and heroic lieutenants in the navy, in stories of English country life where they lived in rectories or worked as governesses, or in historic and romantic novels where they rode on “palfreys” and had “varlets” to wait on them.

Nor was there any great trouble, in the literary sense, in creating them. The author merely described what he thought an attractive girl and let it go at that. He suited himself. Some writers, for example, liked them small; they preferred to make their heroine what they called a “sylph,” which meant a being so dainty and so frail that she could just about get around by herself and no more. This little “wee-wee” heroine used to “stamp her little foot imperiously” and “toss her little head disdainfully,” — in fact she had quite a lot of tricks like that and made a terrible hit.

But other writers liked the heroine to be what they called “divinely tall,” and “willowy.” She would just nicely get under a doorway, and was as thin and bendable as a stethoscope. But the idea was that if she ever “twined her arms about her lover,” — as she did on the last page of the book — it was a pretty high-class piece of twining.

But in those days the thing was simple. The circulation of books was limited. There was none of the world-wide appeal of to-day. Nowadays the author has to try to please, not some of the people, but all of the people. He has got to make a heroine to suit not merely his own taste but everybody’s. Otherwise there will be a lot of people who can’t read the story because they don’t like the heroine.

The result is that in the romances of to-day the heroine must not belong to any one type but to all of them at once. In a subtle way the writer must suggest to every reader the girl of his particular preference. This is very hard to do. Some writers can’t do it at all. But when it is really well done the resulting description of the up-to-date heroine sounds something such as the following pen portrait, taken, almost word for word, from one of the most popular novels of the year:

“Margaret Overproof was neither short nor tall. Her perfect figure, slender and at the same time fat, conveyed at times an impression of commanding height while at other times she looked sawed off. Her complexion, which was of the tint of a beautiful dull marble like the surface of a second-hand billiard ball, was shot at times with streaks of red and purple which almost suggested apoplexy. Her nose which was clear-cut and aquiline was at the same time daintily turned up at the end and then moved off sideways. A critic might have considered her mouth a trifle too wide and her lips a trifle too full, but on the other hand a horse buyer would have considered them all right. Her eyes were deep and mournful and lit with continuous merriment. Her graceful neck sloped away in all directions till it reached her bust, which stopped it.”

 

There! a reader who is not satisfied with Margaret would be pretty hard to please. But, by the way, her name ought not to be anything so simple as Margaret, if she is to be a heroine of to-day. In earlier times, say, a hundred years ago, the heroines were called by flowing classical names such as Dulcinea, Althusia, or Ambrosia. Then they went through a stage of being called by the simple old home names such as Margaret and Catherine and Mary Ann. They then passed through a period of cat-like nicknames, such as “Puss,” and “Dot,” “Kit,” and “Vi.”

But nowadays the favorite name for a heroine seems to be one of those dignified, double-gendered, half impossible designations that might mean either a girl or a man or a horse, — as, for example, Joyce, Loïs, Dyce, or something of that sort.

 

Having got her described and named the next difficulty with the heroine is to dress her. This is the hardest of all. The novelist of two generations ago did it very simply. They always clothed their heroine in “old clinging stuff.” That was all. What it is or where you buy it, I don’t know. But the old-fashioned heroine always wore it on great occasions. If she was poor, — a governess, for instance, — she got it out of a box left her by her mother. If she was rich she went out and bought it and it was then called “priceless old clinging stuff.” And she made her appearance in it thus:

“As Margaret descended the broad stairways, dressed simply in beautiful old white clinging stuff which clung to her as she descended, all eyes turned to gaze at her in enraptured admiration. ‘Great Heavens,’ said the young Duke, ‘who is she?’ ”

 

But that won’t do now. These are the days of illustrated fashion magazines and the readers, the female readers at any rate, want to know what it was that she really had on, and won’t be put off any longer with that clinging stuff. Nor will it do to say that she was “dressed all in flaming red,” or that “she appeared dressed in opalescent pink, shot with blue,” or “half shot with something concealed below.” Even if her appearance was half shot, the reader wants to know all about it and where she got it.

Only women writers can really deal with this situation, and unfortunately, nine out of ten novels are written by men. All that a man can do is to reach out for a fashion magazine, snatch out a handful of technical terms and throw them at the heroine, — thus:

“As Loïs gayly slid down the bannisters of the staircase, her appearance attracted all eyes. She wore a dainty georgette of limousine tucked over a brassière of deep blue and held in place with a ceinture of alligator hide with crystalline insertions. ‘Great Heavens,’ said the young Duke, ‘who is she?’ ”

 

With that, her figure and her name and her dress are fairly well settled. But worse remains, — her mind? What is, what ought to be, the mind of an attractive woman? Should she know anything or just nothing?

The earlier writers were all for the nothing. With them the less the heroine knew the bigger hit she made. Witness this description taken right out of an old book, but easily recognizable.

“Caroline Cowslip had been brought up in the greatest simplicity. Reared in the seclusion of an old-fashioned rectory it was probable that she was more simple than any girl within a radius of ten miles. To this charm of a native simplicity was added a total lack of education and an entire absence of worldly knowledge. The father, the good old rector, had at last gone to his rest, leaving Caroline alone in the world.”

In these older books, the idea was that this kind of start would land Caroline in all kinds of interesting trouble.

But to-day this, too, is changed. The heroine can’t any longer be made ignorant because this gives offense to all women readers: on the other hand, it doesn’t do to have her know too much, or else the men object to her. The only way to get round it is for the author to keep on declaring that Loïs has a “limpid mind,” and to speak of “the girl’s clear intelligence” but not to let her work it too hard.

Here is something of the touch that is needed.

 

“Loïs sat silent, her hands clasped about her knee and her eyes half closed, while Dangerfield explained to her all the intricacies of the situation.

“ ’I begin to see,’ she murmured.

“Dangerfield, relying always on the limpid intelligence of the girl’s limpid intellect, continued in the same quiet way to lay before her all the tangled factors in the weg of calculation which made up — what he was talking about.

“At the end he stopped— ‘And you can trust me?’ he asked. ‘Yes,’ she murmured as she rose, ‘and now I must go home and think!’ ”

 

By that means, of course, she has it pretty well put all over Dangerfield and the reader too. In reality she is probably just about on the same level as Caroline. But when she says she must “go home and think,” let her go by all means. It is what she needs.


Bed-time Stories for Grown-up People WITH APOLOGIES TO OUR BEST CHILDREN’S WRITERS
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THERE HAS COME into being lately a new and very charming school of literature which deals with the animals, not as they are but as they might be. Skinko the Skunk turns into a merry little companion, a little saucy at times but without malice. Warto the Toad sits complacently under a broad leaf, talking with Squirmo the Worm. Old Mr. Hawk hovers gently overhead looking kindly down and wondering whom to eat. The whole animal kingdom is thus suffused with such a soft and drowsy atmosphere that the little children lay their tired heads on the pillow and go to sleep dreaming of it.

Isn’t it beautiful? And what a pity it seems that we can’t do the same for grown-up life. The only part of our modern newspaper that breathes out this entrancing atmosphere of universal happiness is that little corner of the children’s page. All the rest of it is filled with battles and crimes, with murder and sudden death.

 

Come, let us see if we can’t do something to straighten this out. Let us take a piece of news out of a modern journal, the first to hand and the first random item we see, and try if we cannot rewrite it with the human breadth of kindliness of a bed-time story. Here, what is this? This looks like the kind of thing that we want:

DARING BURGLARY IN RESIDENTIAL DISTRICT

DESPERATE CRIMINAL DANGEROUSLY WOUNDED

Friday, April 1. — Last night at an advanced hour burglars broke into the cellars of the residence of Mr. Surplus Overall, the well-known stockbroker, and were in the act of ransacking the house when a sudden alarm brought the police to the scene. After a fusillade of shots had been exchanged the burglars made good their escape with the exception of one man who was desperately wounded in the fray and captured. The apparent motive was robbery.

 

But, dear me! that sounds altogether too harsh, too brutal! It is a criminal world indeed in which such things as that can happen. Let us see if we can rewrite it, so as to give it that soft and gentle touch of the bed-time story.

Try it like this:

 

Away down in the crowded part of the city lives Fuzzy the Burglar in a hole of his own that nobody else can find. He has an old fur coat with the fur nearly all eaten off of it and so he is called Fuzzy. He looks very different from Fatto the Capitalist whose sleek fur coat glistens and ripples as he walks, and very different from Stocko the Broker who is all covered with rich fur and silk lining from his neck to his feet and his paws.

But Fuzzy hardly ever sees these because he doesn’t get out by day but lies round in his hole and sleeps and only goes out at night. Fuzzy sees better at night. Sometimes he wanders at night away up into the part of the town where Fatto and Stocko live and where there are so many trees that it is like a wood. Often as he goes past their houses, Fuzzy’s quick nose catches delicious smells wafted from the kitchens and he knows that Fatto or Stocko is having a feast, with nuts and elderberry wine. My! how Fuzzy would like to be in that feast! Only of course he can’t be in it because Fatto and Stocko won’t let him come in.

In fact, in order to keep Fuzzy out they have Coppo the Cop walking up and down in the street outside, under the electric light, just to keep Fuzzy away:

Coppo likes to walk under the light because then everybody can see him and see what a sleek coat he has and how plump he is. Now and again Coppo will stand still and swing his arms so as to beat himself with his big paws: partly because it is cold and partly because his instinct tells him that that is good for his circulation. If Coppo didn’t beat his arms like this perhaps he wouldn’t have any circulation at all.

 

Now when Coppo stands on his beat he sees all the people that live along his street come home in their limousine cars, and of course he knows them all. And when he sees Stocko the Broker go by, he says to himself, “There’s Stocko coming home”; and he puts his paw up to his hat to show that he knows him. Then presently he sees Skin the Lawyer, and Scratchy the Notary drive home and at last he sees Clubbo, the Club man, come crawling home along the edge of the sidewalk, because it is Clubbo’s instinct not to trust the sidewalk in case it should rise up and hit him. And at last Coppo says, “They are all home.” And he goes and stands under the lamp and leans against the lamp post because he knows that that is good for his back. And he wishes that he was at home too. Away down in the deeper part of the city Coppo has a mate and a lot of little Coppos all round and plump like himself. But of course he can’t be at home with them because he has to stay under the lamp post and then if anything has happened he can run off as fast as he can on his fat legs to the Station House and say, “Something has happened!”

 

But all the time while Coppo is standing there he is really watching for Fuzzy the Burglar. And he says to himself, “I wonder where Fuzzy is to-night,” and, “I wonder what Fuzzy is doing?” He looks up and down the street and towards all the dark corners-and thinks “perhaps Fuzzy is in there.”

So presently, on the night we are going to talk about, Fuzzy came along the street, only he didn’t come along openly and heartily, like Fatto the Capitalist and Stocko the Broker. He came sneaking along and sneaking along and when he saw Coppo looking he stood quite still in the shadow and growled to himself and showed his teeth with all the fur on his old coat standing up with apprehension.

And presently when Coppo was looking the wrong way Fuzzy got right past him and into the little dark lane beside Stocko’s house. There he waited a little while to see that all was still and then he knelt down in the darkness beside one of the cellar windows and began scratching at it with his clever little paws till presently the windows pushed open and Fuzzy slipped quietly down into the cellar.

My! But it was dark down there! At first Fuzzy could hardly see anything at all but presently when his eyes began to get used to it he saw that he was in a room with a lot of coal in it. Fuzzy’s instinct told him that this must be the coal room with the coal for the furnace that keeps Stocko warm while he is eating nuts and drinking elderberry wine. Fuzzy knew that there must be a door somewhere and a flight of stairs to lead up into the house. So he crawled round quietly until he found the stairs and then he waited and waited and he pricked up his ears and he listened and listened, because he wanted to find out whether Stocko was asleep. If he was, then perhaps he might have left his big gold watch somewhere on a table, or perhaps he had left ten dollars on a chair, or perhaps his long slick fur coat was hanging in the hall.

Fuzzy thought of all these things as he sat there in the dark and he licked his chops when he pictured himself going home to his hole in the fur coat, with ten dollars in the pockets and the big gold watch and chain round his neck.

Only Fuzzy couldn’t be quite sure that Stocko was asleep! Sometimes he thought he heard him snoring and then he thought perhaps he heard him still moving about. So he waited and waited.

But Stocko wasn’t asleep. He was upstairs sitting in his dressing gown at his library table counting his money. He was counting it because he wasn’t quite sure whether he had made ten thousand dollars that day or ten thousand dollars and fifty cents; and he was sitting up to see which it was.

 

So at last Fuzzy made up his mind to crawl on up the stairs. In one hand he had a little wee light that he could shut on and off, and in his breast pocket was a cute little automatic pistol.

 

Fuzzy climbed higher and higher: and then just as he got near the top of the cellar stairs, he knocked against a lump of coal lying on the steps and away it went bump! bump! bump! all down the steps. And just at that minute Fuzzy heard a sharp wow! wow! wow! and he knew that dear little Helpup, Stocko’s fox terrier, had heard the noise and was trying to wake the house. Fuzzy would like to have taken his automatic pistol and made a hole through dear little Helpup from one end of him to the other. But he didn’t dare do it and so he turned and rushed down the stairs again and seemed to fall over everything and shouted, “Who’s there!” And somewhere in another set of rooms of the basement Booze the Butler woke up and began putting on his evening tie again and bells rang and the maids screamed and Fuzzy ran up and down among the coals trying to find the friendly window and he couldn’t.

Then Stocko put his head out of the window and shouted out to Coppo, “Hi, there! thieves! robbers!!” and Coppo who had hardly been asleep at all called out, “All right, sir,” and drew his big revolver and began firing it in all directions and hitting the houses and the trees and shooting at the people who put their heads out of windows.

And in less than no time other Coppos came running along, and then wagonfuls of them arrived with gongs and bells. And when poor Fuzzy came crawling out of the cellar window they all fired their guns at him as often as they could shoot, and one of them actually almost hit him in the foot and at any rate tore the heel of his old boot off.

 

So when the Cops at last got Fuzzy and put him in a wagon like a cage and sat in it with him, Fuzzy was quite sulky. At first he wouldn’t talk at all but all the Cops just laughed and one of them gave Fuzzy a drink of huckleberry tea that he had in a flask (because all Cops like huckleberry tea). So Fuzzy cheered up presently and when the Cops told him he would get two years in the Jug he didn’t mind so very much but he only laughed. Because the Cops really like Fuzzy and Fuzzy likes the Cops and they both think one another real men.

Only Fuzzy made up his mind that after this he would never, never speak to Helpup again.


Softening the Stories for the Children BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH
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“WHAT IS THE story that you are reading, Peggy?” I asked of a wide-eyed child of eight, who sat buried in a story book.

“Little Red Riding Hood,” she answered.

“Have you come to the part,” I asked, “where the grandmother gets eaten?”

“She didn’t get eaten!” the child protested in surprise.

“Yes, — the wolf comes to her cottage and knocks at the door and she thinks that it is Little Red Riding Hood and opens the door and the wolf eats her.”

She shook her head.

“That’s not it at all in this book,” she said.

So I took a look at the page before her and I read:

“Then the wolf pushed open the door of the cottage and rushed in but the grandmother was not there as she happened not to be at home.”

Exactly! The grandmother, being a truly up-to-date grandmother, was probably out on the golf links, or playing bridge with a few other grandmothers like herself.

At any rate she was not there and so she escaped getting eaten by the wolf. In other words, Little Red Riding Hood, like all the good old stories that have come down from the bad old times, is having to give way to the tendencies of a human age. It is supposed to be too horrible for the children to read. The awful fate of the grandmother, chawed up by the wolf, or, no, swallowed whole like a Malpecque oyster, is too terrible for them to hear. So the story, like a hundred other stories and pictures, has got to be censored, reëdited, and incidentally, spoiled.

All of which rests on a fundamental error as to literature and as to children. There is no need to soften down a story for them. They like it rough.

“In the real story,” I said to the little girl, “the grandmother was at home, and the wolf rushed in and ate her in one mouthful!”

“Oh! that’s much better!” she exclaimed.

“And then, afterwards, when the hunters came in, they killed the wolf and cut his stomach open and the grandmother jumped out and was saved!”

“Oh, isn’t that splendid!” cried the child.

In other words, all the terror that grown-up people see in this sort of story is there for grown-up people only. The children look clean over it, or past it, or under it. In reality, the vision of the grandmother feebly defending herself against the savage beast, or perhaps leaping round the room to get away from him, and jumping on top of the grandfather’s clock — is either horrible, or weird, or pathetic, or even comic, as we may happen to see it. But to the children it is just a story — and a good one — that’s all.

And all the old stories are the same! Consider Jack the Giant-Killer. What a conglomeration of weeping and wailing, of people shut into low dungeons, of murder, of sudden death, of blood, and of horror! Jack, having inveigled an enormous giant into eating an enormous quantity of porridge, then rips him up the stomach with a huge sword! What a mess!

But it doesn’t disturb Jack or his young readers one iota. In fact, Jack is off at once with his young readers trailing eagerly after him, in order to cut off at one blow the three huge heads of a three-headed giant and make a worse mess still.

From the fairy stories and the giant stories the children presently pass on — quite unscathed as I see it — to the higher range of the blood-and-thunder stories of the pirates and the battles. Here again the reality, for the grown-up mind that can see it, is terrible and gruesome; but never so for the boys and girls who see in it only the pleasant adventure and bright diversity.

Take, for instance, this familiar scene as it appears and reappears in the history of Jack Daredevil, or Ned Fearnothing, or any of those noble boys who go to tea, in books, at the age of fourteen and retire, as admirals, at twenty-two.

“The fire from both ships was now becoming warm. A round shot tearing across the deck swept off four of our fellows. ‘Ha! ha!’ said Jack, as he turned towards Ned on the quarterdeck, ‘this bids fair to become lively.’ ”

It certainly did. In fact, it would be lively already if one stopped to think of the literal and anatomical meaning of a round shot — twenty-five pounds of red-hot iron — tearing through the vitals of four men. But the boy reader never gets it this way. What is said is, that four of our fellows were “swept off” — just that; merely “swept off” and that’s the way the child reader takes it. And when the pirates “leap on deck,” Jack himself “cuts down” four of them and Ned “cuts down” three. That’s all they do— “they cut they down”; they just “shorten them” so to speak.

Very similar in scope and method was the good old “half-dime novel,” written of the days of the “Prairie,” and the mountain trail, the Feathered Indian and the Leathered Scout. In these, unsuspecting strangers got scalped in what is now the main street of Denver — where they get skinned.

These stories used to open with a rush and kept in rapid oscillation all the time. In fact they began with the concussion of firearms.

“ ’Bang! Bang! Bang!’ Three shots rang out over the prairie and three feathered Indians bit the dust.”

It seemed always to be a favorite pastime of the Indians— “biting dust.”

In grim reality, to the grown-up mind, these were stories of terror — of midnight attack, of stealthy murder with a knife from without the folds of the tent, of sudden death in dark caverns, of pitiless enemies, and of cruel torture.

But not so to the youthful mind. He followed it all through quite gayly, sharing the high courage of his hero, Dick Danger the Dauntless. “I must say,” whispered Dick to Ned (this was when the Indians had them tied to a tree and were piling grass and sticks round it so as to burn them alive), “I must say, old man, things begin to look critical. Unless we can think of some way out of this fix, we are lost.”

Notice, please, this word “lost”: in reality they would be worse than lost. They’d be cooked. But in this class of literature the word “lost” is used to cover up a multitude of things. And, of course, Dick does think of a way out. It occurs to him that by moving his hands he can slip off the thongs that bind him, set Ned free, leap from the tree to the back of a horse, of two horses, and then by jumping over the edge of a chasm into the forest a thousand feet below, they can find themselves in what is called “comparative safety.” After which the story goes calmly on, oblivious of the horrible scene that nearly brought it to an end.

But as the modern parent and the modern teacher have grown alarmed, the art of story-telling for children has got to be softened down. There must be no more horror and blood and violent death. Away with the giants and the ogres! Let us have instead the stories of the animal kingdom in which Wee-Wee the Mouse has tea on a broad leaf with Goo-goo the Caterpillar, and in which Fuzzy the Skunk gives talks on animal life that would do for Zoölogy Class I at Harvard.

But do we — do they — can we escape after all from the cruel environment that makes up the life in which we live? Are the animals after all so much softer than the ogres, so much kinder than the pirates? When Slick the Cat crackles up the bones of Wee-Wee the Mouse, how does that stand! And when old Mr. Hawk hovers in the air watching for Cheep-cheep the chicken who tries in vain to hide under the grass, and calls for its lost mother — how is that for terror! To my thinking the timorous and imaginative child can get more real terror from the pictured anguish of a hunted animal than from the deaths of all the Welsh giants that ever lived on Plynlimmon.

The tears of childhood fall fast and easily, and evil be to him who makes them flow.

How easily a child will cry over the story of a little boy lost, how easily at the tale of poverty and want, how inconsolably at death. Touch but ever so lightly these real springs of anguish and the ready tears will come. But at Red Riding Hood’s grandmother! Never! She didn’t die! She was merely eaten. And the sailors, and the pirates, and the Apache Indians! They don’t die, not in any real sense to the child. They are merely “swept off,” and “mowed down” — in fact, scattered like the pieces on an upset chessboard.

The moral of all which is, don’t worry about the apparent terror and bloodshed in the children’s books, the real children’s books. There is none there. It only represents the way in which little children, from generation to generation, learn in ways as painless as can be followed, the stern environment of life and death.


The Great Detective
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“‘HA!’ EXCLAIMED THE Great Detective, raising himself from the resilient sod on which he had lain prone for half an hour, ‘what have we here?’

“As he spoke, he held up a blade of grass he had plucked.

“ ’I see nothing,’ said the Poor Nut.

“ ’No, I suppose not,’ said the Great Detective; after which he seated himself on a stone, took out his saxophone from its case, and for the next half hour was lost in the intricacies of Gounod’s ‘Sonata in Six Flats with a Basement.’ ”

 — Any Detective Story.

 

The publishers tell us that more than a thousand detective stories are sold every day — or is it every hour? It does not matter. The point is that a great many are sold all the time, and that there is no slackening of the appetite of the reading public for stories of mysterious crime.

It is not so much the crime itself that attracts as the unraveling of the mystery by the super-brain of the Great Detective, as silent as he is efficient. He speaks only about once a week. He seldom eats. He crawls around in the grass picking up clews. He sits upside down in his arm-chair forging his inexorable chain of logic.

But when he’s done with it, the insoluble mystery is solved, justice is done, the stolen jewels are restored, and the criminal is either hanged or pledges his word to go and settle on a ranch in Saskatchewan; after which the Great Detective takes a night off at the Grand Opera, the only thing that really reaches him.

The tempting point about a detective story — both for the writer and the reader — is that it is so beautifully easy to begin. All that is needed is to start off with a first-class murder.

“Mr. Blankety Blank sat in his office in the drowsy hour of a Saturday afternoon. He was alone. Work was done for the day. The clerks were gone. The building, save for the janitor, who lived in the basement, was empty.

“As he sat thus, gazing in a sort of reverie at the papers on the desk in front of him, his chin resting on his hand, his eyes closed and slumber stole upon him.”

Quite so. Let him feel just as drowsy as ever he likes. The experienced reader knows that now is the very moment when he is about to get a crack on the nut. This drowsy gentleman, on the first page of the detective story, is not really one of the characters at all. He is cast for the melancholy part that will presently be called The Body. Some writers prefer to begin with The Body itself right away — after this fashion:

“The Body was that of an elderly gentleman, upside down, but otherwise entirely dressed.”

But it seems fairer to give the elderly gentleman a few minutes of life before knocking him on the head. As long as the reader knows that there is either a Body right away, or that there is going to be one, he is satisfied.

Sometimes a touch of terror is added by having the elderly gentleman killed in a country house at night. Most readers will agree that this is the better way to kill him.

“Sir Charles Althorpe sat alone in his library at Althorpe Chase. It was late at night. The fire had burned low in the grate. Through the heavily curtained windows no sound came from outside. Save for the maids, who slept in a distant wing, and save for the butler, whose room was under the stairs, the Chase, at this time of the year, was empty. As Sir Charles sat thus in his arm-chair, his head gradually sank upon his chest and he dozed off into slumber.”

Foolish man! Doesn’t he know that to doze off into slumber in an isolated country house, with the maids in a distant wing, is little short of madness? Apparently he doesn’t, and his fate, to the complete satisfaction of the reader, comes right at him.

Let it be noted that in thus setting the stage for a detective story, the Body selected is, in nine cases out of ten, that of an “elderly gentleman.” It would be cowardly to kill a woman, and even our grimmest writers hesitate to kill a child. But an “elderly gentleman” is all right, especially when “fully dressed” and half asleep. Somehow they seem to invite a knock on the head.

After such a beginning, the story ripples brightly along with the finding of the Body, and with the Inquest, and with the arrest of the janitor, or the butler, and the usual details of that sort.

Any trained reader knows when he sees that trick phrase, “save for the janitor, who lived in the basement,” or “save for the butler, whose room was under the stairs,” that the janitor and the butler are to be arrested at once.

Not that they really did commit the murder. We don’t believe they did. But they are suspected. And a good writer in the outset of a crime story throws suspicion around like pepper.

In fact, the janitor and the butler are not the only ones. There is also, in all the stories, a sort of Half Hero (he can’t be a whole hero, because that would interfere with the Great Detective), who is partly suspected, and sometimes even arrested. He is the young man who is either heir to the money in the story, or who had a “violent quarrel” with the Body, or who was seen “leaving the premises at a late hour” and refuses to say why.

Some writers are even mean enough to throw a little suspicion on the Heroine — the niece or ward of the elderly gentleman — a needless young woman dragged in by convention into this kind of novel. She gets suspected merely because she bought half a gallon of arsenic at the local chemist shop. They won’t believe her when she says, with tears in her eyes, that she wanted it to water the tulips with.

The Body being thus completely dead, Inspector Higginbottom of the local police having been called in, having questioned all the maids, and having announced himself “completely baffled,” the crime story is well set and the Great Detective is brought into it.

Here, at once, the writer is confronted with the problem of how to tell the story, and whether to write it as if it were told by the Great Detective himself. But the Great Detective is above that. For one thing, he’s too silent. And in any case, if he told the story himself, his modesty might hold him back from fully explaining how terribly clever he is, and how wonderful his deductions are.

So the nearly universal method has come to be that the story is told through the mouth of an Inferior Person, a friend and confidant of the Great Detective. This humble associate has the special function of being lost in admiration all the time.

In fact, this friend, taken at his own face value, must be regarded as a Poor Nut. Witness the way in which his brain breaks down utterly and is set going again by the Great Detective. The scene occurs when the Great Detective begins to observe all the things around the place that were overlooked by Inspector Higginbottom.

“ ’But how,’ I exclaimed, ‘how in the name of all that is incomprehensible, are you able to aver that the criminal wore rubbers?’

“My friend smiled quietly.

“ ’You observe,’ he said, ‘that patch of fresh mud about ten feet square in front of the door of the house. If you would look, you will see that it has been freshly walked over by a man with rubbers on.’

“I looked. The marks of the rubbers were there plain enough — at least a dozen of them.

“ ’What a fool I was!’ I exclaimed. ‘But at least tell me how you were able to know the length of the criminal’s foot?’

“My friend smiled again, his same inscrutable smile.

“ ’By measuring the print of the rubber,’ he answered quietly, ‘and then subtracting from it the thickness of the material multiplied by two.’

“‘Multiplied by two!’ I exclaimed. ‘Why by two?’

“ ’For the toe and the heel.’

“ ’Idiot that I am,’ I cried, ‘it all seems so plain when you explain it.’ ”

In other words, the Poor Nut makes an admirable narrator. However much fogged the reader may get, he has at least the comfort of knowing that the Nut is far more fogged than he is. Indeed, the Nut may be said, in a way, to personify the ideal reader, that is to say the stupidest — the reader who is most completely bamboozled with the mystery, and yet intensely interested.

Such a reader has the support of knowing that the police are entirely “baffled” — that’s always the word for them; that the public are “mystified”; that the authorities are “alarmed”; the newspapers “in the dark”; and the Poor Nut, altogether up a tree. On those terms, the reader can enjoy his own ignorance to the full.

A first-class insoluble crime having thus been well started, and with the Poor Nut narrating it with his ingenuous interest, the next stage in the mechanism of the story is to bring out the personality of the Great Detective, and to show how terribly clever he is.

II

When a detective story gets well started — when the “body” has been duly found — and the “butler” or the “janitor” has been arrested — when the police have been completely “baffled” — then is the time when the Great Detective is brought in and gets to work.

But before he can work at all, or at least be made thoroughly satisfactory to the up-to-date reader, it is necessary to touch him up. He can be made extremely tall and extremely thin, or even “cadaverous.” Why a cadaverous man can solve a mystery better than a fat man it is hard to say; presumably the thinner a man is, the more acute is his mind. At any rate, the old school of writers preferred to have their detectives lean. This incidentally gave the detective a face “like a hawk,” the writer not realizing that a hawk is one of the stupidest of animals. A detective with a face like an orang-outang would beat it all to bits.

Indeed, the Great Detective’s face becomes even more important than his body. Here there is absolute unanimity. His face has to be “inscrutable.” Look at it though you will, you can never read it. Contrast it, for example, with the face of Inspector Higginbottom, of the local police force. Here is a face that can look “surprised,” or “relieved,” or, with great ease, “completely baffled.”

But the face of the Great Detective knows of no such changes. No wonder the Poor Nut, as we may call the person who is supposed to narrate the story, is completely mystified. From the face of the great man you can’t tell whether the cart in which they are driving jolts him or whether the food at the Inn gives him indigestion.

To the Great Detective’s face there used to be added the old-time expedient of not allowing him either to eat or drink. And when it was added that during this same period of about eight days the sleuth never slept, the reader could realize in what fine shape his brain would be for working out his “inexorable chain of logic.”

But nowadays this is changed. The Great Detective not only eats, but he eats well. Often he is presented as a connoisseur in food. Thus:

“ ’Stop a bit,’ thus speaks the Great Detective to the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom, whom he is dragging around with him as usual; ‘we have half an hour before the train leaves Paddington. Let us have some dinner. I know an Italian restaurant near here where they serve frogs’ legs à la Marengo better than anywhere else in London.’

“A few minutes later we were seated at one of the tables of a dingy little eating-place whose signboard with the words ‘Restauranto Italiano’ led me to the deduction that it was an Italian restaurant. I was amazed to observe that my friend was evidently well known in the place, while his order for ‘three glasses of Chianti with two drops of vermicelli in each,’ called for an obsequious bow from the appreciative padrone. I realized that this amazing man knew as much of the finesse of Italian wines as he did of playing the saxophone.”

We may go further. In many up-to-date cases the detective not only gets plenty to eat, but a liberal allowance of strong drink. One generous British author of to-day is never tired of handing out to the Great Detective and his friends what he calls a “stiff whiskey and soda.” At all moments of crisis they get one.

For example, when they find the Body of Sir Charles Althorpe, late owner of Althorpe Chase, a terrible sight, lying on the floor of the library, what do they do? They reach at once to the sideboard and pour themselves out a “stiff whiskey and soda.” Or when the heroine learns that her guardian Sir Charles is dead and that she is his heiress and when she is about to faint, what do they do? They immediately pour “a stiff whiskey and soda” into her. It is certainly a great method.

But in the main we may say that all this stuff about eating and drinking has lost its importance. The great detective has to be made exceptional by some other method.

And here is where his music comes in. It transpires — not at once but in the first pause in the story — that this great man not only can solve a crime, but has the most extraordinary aptitude for music, especially for dreamy music of the most difficult kind. As soon as he is left in the Inn room with the Poor Nut out comes his saxophone and he tunes it up.

“ ’What were you playing?’ I asked, as my friend at last folded his beloved instrument into its case.

“ ’Beethoven’s Sonata in Q,’ he answered modestly.

“ ’Good Heavens!’ I exclaimed.”

Another popular method of making the Great Detective a striking character is to show him as possessing a strange and varied range of knowledge. For example, the Poor Nut is talking with a third person, the Great Detective being apparently sunk in reveries. In the course of the conversation the name of Constantinople is mentioned.

“I was hardly aware that my friend was hearing what was said.

“He looked up quietly.

“ ’Constantinople?’ he said. ‘That was the capital of Turkey, was it not?’

“I could not help marveling again how this strange being could have acquired his minute and varied knowledge.”

The Great Detective’s personality having been thus arranged, he is brought along with the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom to Althorpe Chase and it is now up to him to start to “solve” the mystery. Till a little while ago, the favorite way of having him do this was by means of tracks, footprints, and other traces. This method, which has now worn threadbare, had a tremendous vogue. According to it, the Great Detective never questioned anybody.

But his real work was done right at the scene of the crime, crawling round on the carpet of the library, and wriggling about on the grass outside. After he has got up after two days of crawling, with a broken blade of grass, he would sit down on a stone and play the saxophone and then announce that the mystery is solved and tell Inspector Higginbottom whom to arrest. That was all. He would not explain anything but what the Poor Nut, half crazy with mystification, begged him to do.

“ ’The case,’ he at last explained very airily, ‘has been a simple one, but not without its features of interest.’

“ ’Simple!’ I exclaimed.

“ ’Precisely,’ said he; ‘you see this blade of grass. You tell me that you see nothing. Look at it again under this lense. What do you see? The letters ACK clearly stamped, but in reverse, on the soft green of the grass. What do they mean?”

“ ’Nothing,’ I groaned.

“ ’You are wrong,’ he said, ‘they are the last three letters of the word DACK, the name of a well-known shoemaker in Market Croydon four miles west of the Chase.’

“ ’Good Heavens,’ I said.

“ ’Now look at this soft piece of mud which I have baked and which carries a similar stamp, — ILTON.’

“ ’Ilton, Ilton,’ I repeated, ‘I fear it means less than ever.’

“ ’To you,’ he said. ‘Because you do not observe. Did you never note that makers of trousers nowadays stamp their trouser buttons with their names. These letters are the concluding part of the name BILTON, one of the best-known tailors of Kings Croft, four miles east of the Chase.’

“ ’Good Heavens!’ I cried, ‘I begin to see.’

“ ’Do you?’ he said drily. ‘Then no doubt you can piece together the analysis. Our criminal is wearing a pair of trousers, bought in King’s Croft, and a shoe bought in Market Croydon. What do you infer as to where he lives?’

“ ’Good Heavens,’ I said, ‘I begin to see it!’

“ ’Exactly,’ said the Great Detective. ‘He lives halfway between the two!’

“ ’At the Chase itself!’ I cried. ‘What a fool I have been.’

“ ’You have,’ he answered quietly.”

 

But unfortunately the public has begun to find this method of traces and tracks a “bit thick.” All these fond old literary fictions are crumbling away.

THE METHOD OF RECONDITE KNOWLEDGE

In fact, they are being very largely replaced by the newer and much more showy expedient that can be called the Method of Recondite Knowledge. The Great Detective is equipped with a sort of super-scientific knowledge of things, materials, substances, chemistry, actions, and reactions that would give him a Ph.D. degree in any school of applied science.

Some of the best detectives of the higher fiction of to-day even maintain a laboratory and a couple of assistants. When they have this, all they need is a little piece of dust or a couple of micrometer sections and the criminal is as good as caught.

Thus, let us suppose that in the present instance Sir Charles Althorpe has been done to death — as so many “elderly gentlemen” were in the fiction of twenty years ago — by the intrusion into his library of a sailor with a wooden leg newly landed from Java. Formerly the crime would have been traced by the top heaviness of his wooden leg — when the man drank beer at the Althorpe Arms, his elbow on the side away from his leg would have left an impression on the bar, similar to the one left where he climbed the window sill.

But in the newer type of story the few grains of dust found near the Body would turn out to be specks from the fiber of Java cocoanut, such as is seen only on the decks of ships newly arrived from Java, and on the clothes of the sailors.

But, by the one method or the other method, the “inexorable chain of logic” can be completed to the last link. The writer can’t go on forever; sooner or later he must own up and say who did it. After two hundred pages, he finds himself up against the brutal necessity of selecting his actual murderer.

So, now then, who did it? Which brings us to the final phase of the Detective Story. Who really killed Sir Charles?

III

THE TRAMP SOLUTION

According to one very simple expedient, the murder was not committed by any of the principal characters at all. It was committed by a tramp. It transpires that the tramp was passing the Chase late that night and was attracted by the light behind the curtain (as tramps are apt to be), and came and peered through the window (as tramps love to do), and when he saw Sir Charles asleep in his chair with the gold watch on the table beside him, he got one of those sudden impulses (such as tramps get when they see a gold watch), and, before he knew what he had done, he had lifted the window and slipped into the room.

Sir Charles woke — and there you are. All quite simple. Indeed, but for the telltale marks on the grass, or the telltale fiber on the carpet, or the telltale something, the murderer would never have been known.

And yet the solution seems paltry. It seems a shame to drag in the poor tattered creature at the very end and introduce and hang him all in one page.

So we have to look round for some other plan.

THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY SOMEBODY ELSE

ALTOGETHER DIFFERENT

A solution, which is a prime favorite with at least one very distinguished contemporary author, is to have it turn out that the murderer has been committed by somebody else altogether different. In other words, it was committed by some casual person who just came into the story for about half a second.

Let us make up a simple example. At the Althorpe Arms Inn where the Great Detective and the Poor Nut are staying while they investigate the death of Sir Charles, we bring in, just for one minute, “a burly-looking man in a check suit drinking a glass of ale in the bar.” We ask him quite casually, if he can tell us anything about the state of the road to Farringham. He answers in a surly way that he’s a stranger to these parts and knows nothing of it. That’s all. He doesn’t come in any more till the very end.

But a really experienced reader ought to guess at once that he committed the murder. Look at it: he’s burly; and he’s surly; and he has a check suit; and he drinks ale; and he’s a stranger; that’s enough. Any good law court could hang him for that — in a detective story, anyway.

When at last the truth dawns on the Poor Nut.

“ ’Great Heavens,’ I exclaimed, ‘the man in the check suit?’

“The Great Detective nodded.

“ ’But how on earth!’ I exclaimed, more mystified than ever, ‘were you ever led to suspect it?’

“ ’From the very first,’ said my friend, turning to Inspector Higginbottom, who nodded in confirmation, ‘we had a strong clew.’

“ ’A clew!’ I exclaimed.

“ ’Yes, one of the checks on his coat had been cached.’

“ ’Cashed,’ I cried.

“ ’You misunderstand me; not “cashed,” CACHED. He had cut it out and hidden it. A man who cuts out part of his coat and hides it on the day after a crime is probably concealing something.’

“ ’Great Heavens!’ I exclaimed, ‘how obvious it sounds when you put it that way. To think that I never thought of it!’”

THE SOLUTION OF THE THOROUGHLY DANGEROUS WOMAN

According to this method, the crime was committed by a thoroughly bad, thoroughly dangerous woman, generally half foreign — which is supposed to account for a lot. She has just come into the story casually — as a nurse, or as an assistant book-keeper, or, more usual and much better, as a “discarded flame” of somebody or other.

These discarded flames flicker all through detective literature as a terrible warning to persons of a fickle disposition. In any case, great reliance is placed on foreign blood as accounting for her. For Anglo-Saxon readers, if you put a proper quantity of foreign blood into a nurse and then discard her, that will do the trick every time.

To show how thoroughly bad she is, the Dangerous Woman used to be introduced by the writers of the Victorian age as smoking a cigarette. She also wore “high-heeled shoes and a skirt that reached barely to her ankles.” In our time, she would have to do a little better than that. In short, as the key to a murder, we must pass her by. She would get acquitted every time.

Let us try something else.

THE SOLUTION THAT THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY BLUE EDWARD

According to this explanation of the mysterious crime, it turns out, right at the end of the story, that the murder was not done by any of the people suspected — neither by the Butler, nor the Half Hero, nor the Tramp, nor the Dangerous Woman. Not at all. It was the work of one of the most audacious criminals ever heard of (except that the reader never heard of him till this second), the head and brain of a whole gang of criminals, ramifying all over Hades.

This head criminal generally goes under some such terrible name as Black Pete, or Yellow Charlie, or Blue Edward. As soon as his name is mentioned, then at once not only the Great Detective but everybody else knows all about him — except only the reader and the Nut, who is always used as a proxy for the reader in matters of astonishment or simplicity of mind.

At the very height of the chase, a new murder, that of a deputy police inspector (they come cheap; it’s not like killing one of the regular characters), is added to the main crime of killing Sir Charles. The manner of the murder — by means of a dropping bullet fired three miles away with its trajectory computed by algebra — has led to the arrest. The Great Detective, calculating back the path of the bullet, has ordered by telephone the arrest of a man three miles away. As the Detective, the Nut, and the police stand looking at the body of the murdered policeman, word comes from Scotland Yard that the arrest is made:

“The Great Detective stood looking about him, quietly shaking his head. His eye rested a moment on the prostrate body of Sub-Inspector Bradshaw, then turned to scrutinize the neat hole drilled in the glass of the window.

“ ’I see it all now,’ he murmured. ‘I should have guessed it sooner. There is no doubt whose work this is.’

“ ’Who is it?’ I asked.

“ ’Blue Edward,’ he announced quietly.

“ ’Blue Edward!’ I exclaimed.

“ ’Blue Edward,’ he repeated.

“ ’Blue Edward!’ I reiterated, ‘but who then is Blue Edward?’ ”

 

This, of course, is the very question that the reader is wanting to ask. Who on earth is Blue Edward? The question is answered at once by the Great Detective himself.

“ ’The fact that you have never heard of Blue Edward merely shows the world that you have lived in. As a matter of fact, Blue Edward is the terror of four continents. We have traced him to Shanghai, only to find him in Madagascar. It was he who organized the terrible robbery at Irkutsk in which ten mujiks were blown up with a bottle of Epsom salts.

“ ’It was Blue Edward who for years held the whole of Philadelphia in abject terror, and kept Oshkosh, Wisconsin, on the jump for even longer. At the head of a gang of criminals that ramifies all over the known globe, equipped with a scientific education that enables him to read and write and use a typewriter with the greatest ease, Blue Edward has practically held the police of the world at bay for years.

“ ’I suspected his hand in this from the start. From the very outset, certain evidences pointed to the work of Blue Edward.’ ”

After which all the police inspectors and spectators keep shaking their heads and murmuring, “Blue Edward, Blue Edward,” until the reader is sufficiently impressed.

IV

The writing of a detective story, without a doubt, gets harder and harder toward the end. It is not merely the difficulty of finding a suitable criminal; there is added the difficulty of knowing what to do with him. It is a tradition of three centuries of novel writing that a story ought to end happily. But in this case, how end up happily?

For example, here we have Blue Edward, caught at last, with handcuffs on his wrists — Blue Edward, the most dangerous criminal that ever interwove the underworld into a solid mesh; Blue Edward, who — well, in fact, the whole aim of the writer only a little while before was to show what a heller Blue Edward was. True, we never heard of him until near the end of the book, but when he did get in we were told that his Gang had ramified all the way from Sicily to Oklahoma. Now, what are we to do?

If it is not Blue Edward, then we’ve got to hang the Tramp — the poor tattered creature who fried potatoes by the hedge. But we are called upon to notice that now he has “a singularly vacant eye.” You can hardly hang a man with a vacant eye. It doesn’t do.

What if we send him to prison for life? But that’s pretty cold stuff, too — sitting looking at four stone walls with a vacant eye for forty years. In fact, the more we think of it, the less satisfied we are with hanging the Tramp. Personally I’d rather hang Meadows the Butler, as we first set out to do, or I’d hang the Nut or the Thoroughly Bad Woman, or any of them.

In the older fiction, they used to face this problem fairly and squarely. They hanged them — and apparently they liked it. But nowadays we can’t do it. We have lost the old-fashioned solid satisfaction in it, so we have to look round for another solution. Here is one, a very favorite one with our sensitive generation. If I had to give it a name, I would call it —— 

THE CRIMINAL WITH THE HACKING COUGH

The method of it is very simple. Blue Edward, or whoever is to be “it,” is duly caught. There’s no doubt of his guilt. But at the moment when the Great Detective and the Ignorant Police are examining him he develops a “hacking cough.” Indeed, as he starts to make his confession, he can hardly talk for hacks.

“ ’Well,’ says the criminal, looking round at the little group of police officers, ‘the game is up — hack! hack! — and I may as well make a clean breast of it — hack, hack, hack.’ ”

Any trained reader when he hears these hacks knows exactly what they are to lead up to. The criminal, robust though he seemed only a chapter ago when he jumped through a three-story window after throttling Sub-Inspector Juggins half to death, is a dying man. He has got one of those terrible diseases known to fiction as a “mortal complaint.” It wouldn’t do to give it an exact name, or somebody might get busy and cure it. The symptoms are a hacking cough and a great mildness of manner, an absence of all profanity, and a tendency to call everybody “you gentlemen.” Those things spell finis.

In fact, all that is needed now is for the Great Detective himself to say, “Gentlemen” (they are all gentlemen at this stage of the story), “a higher conviction than any earthly law has, et cetera, et cetera.” With that, the curtain is dropped, and it is understood that the criminal made his exit the same night.

That’s better, decidedly better. And yet, lacking in cheerfulness, somehow.

It is just about as difficult to deal with the Thoroughly Bad Woman. The general procedure is to make her raise a terrible scene. When she is at last rounded up and caught, she doesn’t “go quietly” like the criminal with the hacking cough or the repentant tramp. Not at all. She raises — in fact, she is made to raise so much that the reader will be content to waive any prejudice about the disposition of criminals, to get her out of the story.

“The woman’s face as Inspector Higginbottom snapped the handcuffs on her wrists was livid with fury.

“ ’Gur-r-r-r-r-r!’ she hissed.”

(This was her favorite exclamation and shows the high percentage of her foreign blood.)

“ ’Gu-r-r-r-r! I hate you all. Do what you like with me. I would kill him again a thousand times, the old fool.’

“She turned furiously towards my friend (the Great Detective).

“ ’As for you,’ she said, ‘I hate you. Gur-r-r! See, I spit at you. Gur-r-r-r!’ ”

In that way, the Great Detective gets his, though, of course, his impassive face never showed a sign. Spitting on him doesn’t faze him. Then she turns on the Heroine and gives her what’s coming to her.

“ ’And you! Gur-r-r! I despise you, with your baby face! Gur-r-r! And now you think you will marry him! I laugh at you! Ha! Ha! Hahula!’ ”

And after that she turns on the Nut and gives him some, and then some for Inspector Higginbottom, and thus with three “Gur-r-r’s” for everybody and a “Ha! ha!” as a tiger, off she goes.

 

But, take it which way you will, the ending is never satisfactory. Not even the glad news that the Heroine sank into the Poor Nut’s arms, never to leave them again, can relieve the situation. Not even the knowledge that they erected a handsome memorial to Sir Charles, or that the Great Detective played the saxophone for a week can quite compensate us.


The Epilogue of This Book: An Elegy Near a City Freight Yard


The Epilogue of This Book
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IF THIS BOOK has in it any general theme, it is the contrast between yesterday and to-day, between to-day and to-morrow; the contrast between the life of the past and that of the future.

Nor is the contrast in the aspect of life alone. The circumstance and setting of even Death itself have altered. As witness, what here follows:

AN ELEGY NEAR A CITY FREIGHT YARD

The descendants of the people who were chronicled by the poet Gray, in his immortal Elegy, more than a century and a half ago, came out, many of them, to America. They left the country for the city. They became a part of the vast unnumbered working population of the industrial centers of the American continent. They knew no longer the drooping elms and the yew tree’s shade where the turf heaved in many a moldering heap. And in their new environment the aspect and complexion even of Death for them was altered.

With it changed their Elegy and Epitaph: till now, with no thought of a parody, but only of adaptation, it may well run thus:

 

The factory whistles blow across the way,

Some cattle in a freight car still I see.  

The employees have finished for the day,

And there is no one on the street but me.  

 

Now they have lighted the electric light,

And all the people in the stores have gone,  

Except the cop on duty for the night,

And round the corner p’rhaps a motor horn.  

 

Save that from yonder little railway tower,

The Switchman now often is heard complain,  

When some one in a motor at this hour

Compels him to lift up his gates again.  

 

Here on the corner of this policeman’s beat,

A Funeral Parlor Open Day and Night,  

Shows where the decent people of the street

Have one by one passed out of human sight.  

 

No morning whistle blowing six o’clock,

No morning street car clattering down the track,  

No morning milkman singing round the block,

Shall call them from their funeral parlor back.  

 

For them no more the radiator coil

Shall warm the parlor for their coming home;  

No busy wife put coffee on to boil,

Nor little folks turn on the gramophone.  

 

Yet these were boys who once could hustle hard,

Full time and overtime for six days straight  

They worked in factory or railroad yard,

Or poured their pig-iron into boiler plate.  

 

Let not the people in the upper town,

The class of supercilious social pup,  

The people on the boulevards look down

On what they did because they were hard up.  

 

The social column, social graft and pull

And all the high-class beauty parlors do,  

What does it come to when the time is full?

The crematorium awaits them too.  

 

A bang-up funeral, a motor hearse,

A write-up in the papers, lots of space, ——   

What good is that? These boys are none the worse

Because they only had this little place.  

 

Some men more full of brains than you would think

Have passed perhaps this undertaker’s wicket,  

Who might have been elected, but for drink,

To Congress on the Democratic ticket.  

 

Here, say, was one who had the mental range,

But for the schooling he could not afford,  

To make a fortune on the Stock Exchange,

As big a man perhaps as Henry Ford.  

 

The trouble was they never went to school,

Or never got enough to make it tell,  

Straight poverty just made each seem a fool,

And sort of paralyzed his brains as well.  

 

Of course, you take it on the other hand,

The very ignorance that made them fail,  

The very things they didn’t understand,

Combined, perhaps, to keep them out of jail.  

 

I’d like to add my epitaph to theirs,

Just as Gray did with his to glory ’em,  

And promise when I settle my affairs

To join them in their crematorium.  

FINIS


The Iron Man and the Tin Woman
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“PARDON ME,” SAID the Iron Man to the Tin Woman, “I hope I don’t intrude.”

He spoke in the low deep tones of a phonograph. His well-oiled cylinders were working to perfection, and his voice was full and mellow. The revolutions of his epiglottis, running direct from its battery with a thermostatic control to register emotion, was steady and unchanged.

“Not at all,” said the Tin Woman, “pray come into the drawing-room.”

She was working at a higher revolution, but speaking evenly and clearly.

The Iron Man inclined himself fifteen degrees forward from his third section, recovered himself by his automatic internal plumb line, turned seventy-five degrees sideways and took four steps and a quarter, as dictated by his optometric control, to a chair where he turned one complete revolution and a quarter and sat down.

 

But, stop! It is necessary to interrupt the story a moment so as to explain to the reader what it is about.

Everybody has been struck by the invention of the Iron Man, the queer mechanical being recently fabricated in Germany and exhibited there and in the United States. He is called a Robot, but he might just as well be called a Macpherson.

The pictures of the Iron Man show him with a head like a stovepipe, and a body like a Quebec heater. He is cased in nickel, jointed in steel, and one kick from his pointed iron foot would scatter a whole football team.

In other words, he has us all beaten at the start.

The Iron Man talks with a phonograph drum, sees with high-power convex mirrors, and gets his energy from electricity stored inside of him at 2,000 volts.

The Iron Man, it seems, is able to walk. He can walk across the floor of a room, step up on a platform, bow and take his seat. In this one act he displaces all public chairmen, chancellors of universities, and heads of conferences.

He is able, if you put a speech into his stomach, to reel it off his chest without a single fault or error. In this he outclasses at once all public speakers, platform orators and after-dinner entertainers. He can not only make a speech, but while making it he can move up and down, saw his arms around in the air, and gyrate with his head. In other words, the Iron Man can act, and after this there is no more need for living actors to keep alive.

Consequently, the Iron Man will rapidly take over from us a large part of the activity of the world. Anybody of sufficient means will soon have an Iron Man made as a counterpart of himself. When he has anything to do peculiarly difficult or arduous or needing great nerve, he will let the Iron Man do it. For myself, I intend to have an Iron Man do all my golf for me, which will reopen at once the whole question of the local championship. That, however, is only a personal matter. The point is that each and all of us will very soon be making use of an Iron Man.

Equally is it evident that some one will now invent a Tin Woman. She will be made of softer metal outside, but just as hard inside, with eyes that revolve further sideways and a phonograph drum of double capacity to go two words to one from the Iron Man.

So these are the two beings that are going to replace us individually in the world, to do our work and leave us to play. The timid human race will shrink behind its metal substitute. And even such a thing as a proposal of marriage, arduous, nerve-racking, and disturbing — will be gladly handed over to the deputy.

With which, let us continue the story.

 

The Tin Woman moved sideways eighteen degrees as guided by the reflected rays from the Iron Man’s concave eye-pieces and adjusted herself at half a right angle, with her base on a sofa.

There was a pause. Both waited until the situation grew warm enough to raise their temperatures to the speaking point.

“I have come — —” began the Iron Man in a low voice. Then there was a click in his throat and he paused. He was not yet warmed up.

The Tin Woman, under the impact of his phonograph, altered the angle of her neck.

“Yes — —” she murmured. Her phonograph seemed to revolve, but almost without sound.

“I have come,” said the Iron Man again, this time in a firm strong voice, while the hum of his self-starter seemed to give him an air of confidence, “to ask you a question.”

The ophthalmic plates of the Tin Woman, delicate as gold leaf, had been so adjusted that the sound-unit of the word “question” would start something in her.

“It is so sudden — —” she murmured.

The Iron Man made an upright move on his seat so that his body-cylinder was perpendicular to his disc.

“I want you to marry me,” he said. He had to say it. These were the last of the words that had been put into him. He had no more.

But it was enough.

The mistress of the Tin Woman, whom she here represented, had had her adjusted so that as soon as the word “marry” hit her, it would set her going.

“ —— Oh, John — —” she gasped. She rose up on her spring legs and fell forward with her tin bodycase flat on the floor.

The Iron Man stooped his body to eighty-five degrees, picked her up with his magnetic clutch, and then placed his facial cylinder close against hers so that his magnetic lamps looked right into her.

He put one steel arm around her central feedpipe and for a moment put her under a pressure of two thousand volts.

But he spoke no word. He couldn’t. He had used up all his perforated strip of words.

He stood the Tin Woman up against the wall, revolved twice on his feet to get oriented, and then clumped off out of the house.

The proposal was over.

 

And a few minutes later the Man — the real man, if he can be called so — was telephoning to the Real Woman.

“Darling, I am so pleased. My Iron Man has just come home and as soon as I opened him I knew your answer — —”

“I’m so happy, too,” she said, “I could hardly wait to unlock Lizzie. I nearly took a can-opener to her, and when I heard your voice, I nearly died with happiness.”

“And we won’t wait, will we?” continued the man. “Let’s have John and Lizzie go through the Church Service part of it right away — —”

“Just as soon as I can get Lizzie a new tin skirt, from the hardware store,” said the woman.

 

And a week after, Iron John and Tin Lizzie were married by a Brass Clergyman and a Cast Iron Sexton, while a Metal Choir sang their cylinders loose with joy.


Further Progress in Specialization
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IN THE OLD days, of say twenty years ago, when a man got sick he went to a doctor. The doctor looked at him, examined him, told him what was wrong with him, and gave him some medicine and told him to go to bed. The patient went to bed, took the medicine, and either got better or didn’t.

All of this was very primitive, and it is very gratifying to feel that we have got quite beyond it.

Now, of course, a consulting doctor first makes a diagnosis. The patient is then handed on to a “heart-man” for a heart test, and to a nerve man for a nerve test. Then if he has to be operated on, he is put to sleep by an anesthetist, and operated on by an operating surgeon, and waked up by a resurrectionist.

All that is excellent — couldn’t be better.

 

But just suppose that the other professions began to imitate it! And just suppose that the half professions that live in the reflection of the bigger ones start in on the same line!

We shall then witness little episodes in the routine of our lives such as that which follows:

“Mr. Follicle will see you now,” said the young lady attendant.

The patient entered the inner sanctum of Dr. Follicle, generally recognized as one of the greatest capillary experts in the profession. He carried after his name the degrees of Cap. D. from Harvard, Doc. Chev. from Paris, and was an Honorary Shampoo of half a dozen societies.

The expert ran his eye quickly over the face of the incoming patient. His trained gaze at once recognized a certain roughness in the skin, as if of a partial growth of hair just coming through the surface, which told the whole tale. He asked, however, a few questions as to personal history, parentage, profession, habits, whether sedentary or active, and so on, and then with a magnifying glass made a searching examination of the patient’s face.

He shook his head.

“I think,” he said, “there is no doubt about your trouble. You need a shave.”

The patient’s face fell a little at the abrupt, firm announcement. He knew well that it was the expert’s duty to state it to him flatly and fairly. He himself in his inner heart had known it before he had come in. But he had hoped against hope: perhaps he didn’t need it after all; perhaps he could wait; later on, perhaps, he would accept it. Thus he had argued to himself, refusing, as we all refuse, to face the cruel and inevitable fact.

“Could it be postponed for a day or so more?” he asked. “I have a good many things to do at the office.”

“My dear sir,” said the expert firmly, “I have told you emphatically that you need a shave. You may postpone it if you wish, but if you do I refuse to be responsible.”

The patient sighed.

“All right,” he said, “if I must, I must. After all, the sooner it’s done, the sooner it’s over. Go right ahead and shave me.”

The great expert smiled. “My dear sir,” he said, “I don’t shave you myself. I am only a consulting hairologist. I make my diagnosis, and I pass you on to expert hands.”

He pushed a bell.

“Miss Smith,” he said to the entering secretary, “please fill out a card for this gentleman for the Shaving Room. If Dr. Scrape is operating, get him to make the removal of the facial hair. Dr. Clicker will then run the clippers over his neck. Perhaps he had better go right to the Soaping Room from here; have him sent down fully soaped to Dr. Scrape.”

The young lady stepped close to the expert and said something in a lower tone, which the patient was not intended to hear.

“That’s unfortunate,” murmured the specialist. “It seems that we have no soapist available for at least an hour or so. Both our experts are busy — an emergency case that came in this morning, involving the complete removal of a full beard. Still, perhaps Dr. Scrape can arrange something for you. And now,” he continued, looking over some notes in front of him, “for the work around the ears, have you any preference for any one in particular? I mean any professional man of your own acquaintance whom you would like to call in?”

“Why, no,” said the patient, “can’t Dr. What’s-his-name do that, too?”

“He could,” said the consultant, “but only at a certain risk, which I hesitate to advise. Snipping the hair about and around the ears is recognized as a very delicate line of work, which is better confided to a specialist. In the old days in this line of work there were often some very distressing blunders and accidents due purely to lack of technique — severance of part of the ear, for example.”

“All right,” said the patient, “I’ll have a specialist.”

“Very good,” said the Hairologist, “now as to a shampoo — I think we had better wait till after the main work is over and then we will take special advice according to your condition. I am inclined to think that your constitution would stand an immediate shampoo. But I shouldn’t care to advise it without a heart test. Very often a premature shampoo in cold weather will set up a nasal trouble of a very distressing character. We had better wait and see how we come along.”

“All right,” said the patient.

“And now,” added the expert, more genially, “at the end of all of it, shall we say — a shine?”

“Oh, yes, certainly.”

“A shine, very good, and a brush-up? To include the hat? Yes, excellent. Miss Smith, will you conduct this gentleman to the Soaping Room?”

The patient hummed and hawed a little. “What about the fee?” he asked.

The consultant waved the question aside with dignity. “Pray do not trouble about that,” he said, “all that will be attended to in its place.”

 

And when the patient had passed through all the successive stages of the high-class expert work indicated, from the first soap to the last touch of powder, he came, at the end, with a sigh of relief, to the special shoe-shining seat and the familiar colored boy on his knees waiting to begin. Here, at last, he thought, is something that hasn’t changed.

“Which foot?” asked the boy.

“How’s that?” asked the man. “Oh, it doesn’t matter — here, take the right.”

“You’ll have to go to the other chair,” said the boy, rising up from his knees. “I’m left-handed. I only do the left foot.”


When Social Regulation is Complete
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“MY GOODNESS!” SAID Edward to Angelina as they turned from the crowded street into the little shaded park. “That was a close shave!”

“What?” asked the girl. “I didn’t see.”

“Didn’t you? Why, it was the Inspector of Shoes. I was in such a tearing hurry this morning to get out and join you that I had no time to black my shoes properly. He passed us as close as that! Lucky shave, wasn’t it?”

“Hush,” whispered Angelina, “don’t speak just for a minute. I’m sure that man is watching us; don’t walk so close to me. I have an idea that he must be one of the new Preventive Officers against Premature Courtship.”

“Oh! That’s all right,” laughed Edward, “I have a license.”

“A license!” the girl exclaimed, putting her arm through his. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Well, to tell the truth,” explained Edward, “I only got it properly signed and visa’d yesterday. You see it had been reported that I went to your family’s house three evenings running and so I got a notice from the Visitors’ Department to ask whether I had a proper license. I had of course my general Suitable Acquaintance Tag, and I had paid my Callers’ Tax already, but it had been reported to the department that I’d been three evenings running to a house where there was an unmarried girl, and so of course they sent me a Summons.”

“Dear me!” sighed Angelina, “I suppose it’s wicked to say it, but sometimes it seems terrible to live in this age when everything is so regulated. Did you read that awfully clever novel that came out last week called ‘Wicked Days’ that told all about our great-grandfathers’ time when people used to just do almost as they liked?”

“No, the book was suppressed, you know, immediately. But I heard something of it.”

“It must have been awfully queer. Anybody could go round anywhere and visit any house they liked and actually, just think of it! — go and eat meals in other people’s houses and even in public restaurants without a Sanitary Inspector’s Certificate or anything!”

Edward shook his head. “Sounds a bit dangerous,” he said. “I’m not sure that I’d like it. Suppose, for instance, that somebody had a cold in the head, you might catch it. Or suppose you found yourself eating in a restaurant perhaps only six feet away from a person infected with an inferiority complex, it might get communicated to you.” He shivered.

“Let’s sit down,” said Angelina suddenly. “I want to go on talking, but I don’t feel like walking up and down all the time. Here’s a bench. I wonder if we are allowed to sit on it.”

“I’ve got a Sitting License for two in my pocket,” said Edward, “but I’m hanged if I know whether it’s been stamped.”

He took a little bit of government paper out of his pocket and they both scrutinized it.

“I’m afraid it’s not been stamped, dear,” said Angelina.

“Hush, hush,” said Edward apprehensively, “don’t say anything like that. Surely you know about the new Use-of-Endearing-Terms-in-Public-Places Act! For goodness’ sake, be careful!”

He shivered with renewed apprehension.

“Oh, hang it all, anyway,” said Angelina. “There’s a caretaker; ask him.”

“I can’t,” said Edward. “Don’t you see he’s got a Silence placard on him?”

“Then ask that policeman.”

“Ask the policeman! And get run into court for disturbing the police in the course of their duty! No, thank you!”

“Oh, Edward,” interrupted the girl, “of course we can sit down. Don’t you remember this is Wednesday morning and under the new decisions of the court people may sit in the parks at any time from 10 a.m. to 12 noon on Wednesdays.”

“Oh, come,” said Edward. “Hoorah! let’s sit down. Isn’t it fine to be free like this!”

They both sat on the bench under the trees. Angelina gave a sigh of relief.

“We were talking,” she said, “about how restricted everything is nowadays and I must say I don’t like it. I wonder how it all began.”

“I read a lot of the history of it,” said Edward, “when I was at college. This present Age of Restriction seems to have begun bit by bit; first one thing got regulated and then another. The more people got of it, the more they seemed to want.”

“How stupid!” said Angelina. She reached out and took his hand and then hurriedly dropped it. “Gracious!” she exclaimed, “I nearly forgot again.”

“It’s all right to take my hand. My new license covers it. Here, hold it if you like. You have to hold it palm up and only use one of yours and maintain a mean personal distance of three feet. But if you stick to that, it’s all right.”

Angelina took his hand again. “Go on with what you were saying,” she said, “about this Age of Restriction.”

“It began, I understand,” said the young man, “with the world war and after that it all came along with a rush. Everybody wanted Rules and Regulations for everybody else and everybody got what they wanted.”

“It’s all such a nuisance,” sighed Angelina. But — you were talking about your new license.”

“Yes. I got it made out and signed and counter-signed and visa’d, and it entitles me to the Privilege of Unlimited Courtship. It’s good till the 15th of next month.”

He spoke earnestly, turning towards her and moving to the very verge of the three-foot limit.

Angelina lowered her eyes.

“It entitles me among other things,” the young man went on ardently, “to propose marriage to you — provided, of course, that I comply with the Preliminary Regulations of Proposal of Marriage.”

The girl was still silent.

“I had first to notify the police that I meant to do it. That I have done. I have their consent.”

“I’m so glad,” murmured Angelina.

“Then I had to go before a Stipendiary Magistrate and make oath that I considered your mother fit to live with and that I would comply with the Family Sunday-Dinner Law. It all sounds complicated, but really, Angelina, it was quite simple. The Magistrate was awfully nice about it and passed me on to the Mental Board in less than half an hour. — They decided I did not have Infantile Paralysis, like so many poor chaps whom you see being wheeled out in perambulators every day. Ever so many young men are like that now.”

“I wonder why!” said Angelina reflectively. “They never were in the old days.”

“No,” said Edward, “but they were worse. They were Disobedient Adults. But listen, Angelina, I have the full right to speak to you now and I want to ask you whether (provided your personal certificates are all in order) you will marry me — —”

Angelina had raised her eyes and was about to speak when a policeman stepped up to where they sat.

“Sorry, sir,” he said, “I’ll have to ask you and the lady to step across to the police station.” He took out his watch as he spoke.— “It is five minutes after twelve and you’ll have to answer to a charge of Unduly Restraining a Public Bench.”

Edward began to cry.

“Good Heavens!” Angelina exclaimed. “Do fetch a doctor. I’m afraid he’s got an attack of Infantile Paralysis. . . .”

“No, no,” sobbed Edward, “it’s not that. But it means that my proposal was made under illegal circumstances and it’s invalid and I’ll have to get a new license and try somebody else.”

“Fetch a perambulator,” said the girl. “He’s got it!”


Isn’t It Just Wonderful?
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ISN’T IT JUST wonderful the way the invention of Radio has connected up the farthest parts of the earth? I was noticing the other day the reports in the newspapers of the messages sent back and forth between some celebrated explorer — I forget his name — who is flying around in African jungles, and the mayor of Chicago. I think it was Chicago; at any rate, it was the mayor of some great city. And the messages seemed to go back and forth as easily as if the two men had been side by side. I felt lost in wonder to think of the marvelousness and importance of it.

First of all, the explorer sent out by radio: “Greetings from Africa. I am flying over a field.”

And the mayor answered back: “Greetings from Africa received. Please accept greetings from all here. I am sitting in my office at my desk.”

Then back came the return message: “Accept cordial congratulations from Africa on sitting in your office. All here glad to know that all there are sitting there. Are flying low.”

And in return to that came the instantaneous reply: “Cordial congratulations on flying low. All here glad to know that you are there. Accept best wishes for being there. . . .”

 

Hardly had this information been conveyed across the atmospheric wilderness when the explorer, it seems, was able to get into contact with the mayor of San Francisco and radioed to him:

“Accept greetings from African regions to San Francisco. We are moving at about 75 miles an hour, warm sunshine.”

Back flashed the message: “Greetings received. Please accept greetings from San Francisco and congratulations on warm sunshine. We had a touch of rain last night.”

 

But it seems that these messages, important though they were, were only a few samples of the tremendously vital world information being carried back and forth by radio.

That very night, it appears, the President of Mexico “got” the city council of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, and sent out the vital words:

“Greetings from Mexico City. I am sitting in my chair.”

And the answer came back by the very next ether wave:

“City Council Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, acknowledges greetings President Mexico. We are eating breakfast. Most of us are taking kippered herring.”

Prominent citizens of both places agreed that the interchange of these messages would do a tremendous lot in fomenting good relations between Saskatoon and Central America. As a matter of fact, the first message had hardly got through when the city clerk of Saskatoon received a radio call from the President of Honduras, which said:

“Please send us a message, too. We have a machine of our own, nearly all paid for. Honduras sends cordial congratulations to Saskatoon on being in Saskatchewan.”

The new international courtesy that governs these things prompted an immediate reply:

“City of Saskatoon and Province of Saskatchewan acknowledge cordial congratulations Republic of Honduras. We are having a hard winter.”

The answer, “Congratulations on hard winter,” got through within the same day.

 

I am told that there is no doubt that the interchange of this last set of messages will do a tremendous lot for trade between Saskatchewan and Honduras. The president has already got through a message, “If you want any logwood, teak, or first-class cordwood, let us have your order.”

As a matter of fact, these messages of greeting that are reported every day or so prove on inquiry to be only a very small part of the messages of the kind that are sent back and forth from one great world-center to the other, conveying thoughts of absolutely vital importance for the welfare of the world.

Through the kindness of one of the operating companies, I am able to reproduce brief abstracts of one or two of these, thus:

“From Habibullah Khan, Acting Khan of the Khannery of Kabul, Afghanistan, to Secretary of Junior League Convention of North America, Toronto, Canada. Ameer Afghanistan and entire army congratulate Junior League on election of Miss Posie Rosebud as associate vice-president. All here join in cordial greeting to all girls in your league and any other. In placing orders for muslin or native bead work, don’t forget our salesmen. We have had a warm winter.”

To this message the League was able to send back a direct, unrelayed radiogram straight to the city of Kabul — City Hall office, top floor, Ameer’s private room, where it was decoded and disintegrated into Afghani in four minutes, twenty-two seconds.

“Junior League President, officials and members send greetings Habibullah Khan, or any Acting Khan, or Half Khan. Congratulations Afghanistan on Khan and Khan on Afghanistan. Convey congratulations army. Don’t forget Toronto for winter sports.”

 

I am not just sure whether the next message is a genuine one. It was tucked away among a heap of them, and in appearance it looked like the others. Whether it is genuine or not, at any rate it represents the wide desire of congratulating everybody on everything that is making the fortune of the radio apparatus.

“Sultan of Borneo congratulates William Jones of Alleghany County, Ohio, on reported prize at County Fair for cabbage two feet in diameter. All here send greetings entire population Ohio.”

 

Sometimes — so the operators inform me — rather pathetic cases are found of people who would wish to get into radio touch but have no correspondent. The operators receive messages such as: “Arab Sheik, Southern Sahara, with second-hand radio set formerly belonging to Pilgrim, would like get into touch small American Republic or Large American Corporation owning radio machine view to interchange congratulations. Large business territory; good opportunity ivory or gin.”

Or this message, which lay near the other in the basket:

“Sultan of Somaliland; plain congratulation in any European language; no extra charge for atmospheric reports.”

 

Looking over messages of this sort the other day, I couldn’t help reflecting on what a pity it is that the world didn’t have the radio messages in the days of the great explorations and discoveries. How much more vivid the pages of our history would have been! I suppose most readers are aware that there is a scientific legend to the effect that radio was invented and actually used centuries ago by the great Italian scientist and painter, Leonardo da Vinci. Later on, so it was claimed, he deliberately broke the machine and the secret of the process was lost and not again discovered till the present day.

If this story is so, it lends an air of truth and genuineness to a message that I found inscribed, along with its appropriate answer, on an ancient parchment. The documents, which were dated “October, 1492,” had at least all the appearance of age. The message read:

“Cordial greetings from Christopher Columbus to King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella. Have just discovered Japan.”

And the answer:

“King and Queen both here at breakfast in Escurial Palace, second piece of toast. Cordial greetings to everybody you discover. Your achievement greatest impetus onion trade.”

And yet, after all, perhaps Leonardo da Vinci knew what he was doing when he broke the machine.


The Last of the Rubber Necks
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AROUND THE WORLD in a Sight-Seeing Air Bus in 1950

The Man at the Gangway. . . . All aboard, please, all aboard! Five Dollars for the Entire Trip! All aboard! Vacant seats still in the forward saloon, sir, yes, sir. Yes, ma’am, lunch is served on board. All in! All aboard! (Clang! Clang! The gates shut, the doors slide, the bell rings, the whistle blows. Whiz!! The air bus is off. . . .)

Voice of the Rubber Neck Announcer. . . . Now, then, ladies and gentlemen, we are about to cross the Atlantic Ocean. During the next half hour you will enjoy the unique sensation of being entirely out of sight of land. Looking now from either the side or rear windows of this saloon, and directing your gaze downwards, you will perceive the actual waters of the Atlantic, 3,000 feet below us. Looking closely, you will observe a ruffled or mottled appearance of the water. This is the waves. At the present time what used to be called a storm or gale is moving over the Atlantic. In the romantic days of our grandfathers the passage of the Atlantic demanded an entire week. . . .

Voice of the Attendant (interrupting as he passes through the car). . . . First Call for Lunch! Lunch served while passing over Europe. First Call for Lunch!

Announcer (continuing). . . . The celebrated Christopher Columbus, who was the first Italian to cross the Atlantic, is said to have taken more than a fortnight to make the transit. Looking below now, we can just catch a distant glimpse of the Azores Islands, lying like gems of gold in a sapphire sea.

Vociferous Boy (passing through the alley way of the air saloon). . . . Cigars! Cigarettes, candies, chewing gum!

Announcer. . . . We are now circling across the famous Bay of Biscay and rapidly approaching the coast of Cornwall, the Land’s End of England.

Saloon Waiter in White. . . . Second call for lunch! Lunch ready in the dining saloon! Second call for lunch.

The Announcer. . . . If you look now from the left windows of the saloon you will see the coast of Cornwall. We are now passing over the South of England; the seaport just left behind is Plymouth; two minutes away is Portsmouth. — London? No, lady, not for three minutes yet.

Vociferous Boy. . . . Cigars, cigarettes, candies, chewing gum!

Announcer. . . . Look below you, ladies and gentlemen, and you will now see the city of London. Our speed is now slackened down to five miles a minute and we descend to an elevation of one thousand feet, so as to afford all passengers a full view of Westminster Abbey, St. Paul’s Cathedral, and the other sights of London. . . . There you see St. Paul’s! Notice the roaring sound we make in going past it. That other noise on the right side is Westminster Abbey. That whizzing sound below us is the Bank of England —— 

Lady Passenger (to her Husband). . . . Well, I’m certainly glad to have seen Westminster Abbey. I don’t think anybody’s education is complete without seeing it. Didn’t you feel a kind of thrill when you heard it go by?

Polite Passenger Across the Aisle. . . . Is this your first trip around the world, ma’am?

The Lady. . . . Yes, it’s our first. I’ve just been dying to go for a long time, but of course my husband is always so busy that it’s hard for him to get the time. You see it takes a whole day.

Polite Passenger. . . . They say the new line of air boats are to do it in half a day. That will make a big difference. And yet I think I like this slower line better. After all, there’s nothing like taking things easy.

Announcer. . . . Coast of Germany! . . . Berlin! . . . Poland! Warsaw!

Vociferous Boy. . . . Cigars, cigarettes, candies, chewing gum!

Husband. . . . So that was Germany, eh? Much flatter than I thought. And Poland looks a good deal yellower than I had supposed. Nothing like foreign travel for clearing up your ideas. I don’t think you can understand foreign nations in any real sense without actually seeing them.

Saloon Attendant. . . . Last call for Lunch!

Announcer. . . . Here you see the wide plains of Russia, a vast expanse that it takes us twenty minutes to cross. The city that went past four seconds ago is Jefferson City, formerly called Leningrad and before that Petrograd and in early history, St. Petersburg.

Restless Child Among the Passengers. Mother, may I run up and down the aisle?

No, dear.

May I go and climb up the ladder to the top deck?

No, dear, you might fall off.

May I go and see where they cook?

No, dear.

Well, mother, what can I do?

The Courteous Traveler. . . . It gets a little monotonous for the children, doesn’t it, this part of the voyage?

The Lady. . . . Yes, indeed. Where are we?

The Courteous Gentleman. . . . Over Central Asia and of course just here there’s nothing to see — just the Ural Mountains, and Turkestan, and Samarkand, and the Desert of Gobi.

The Announcer. . . . In passing over the Desert of Gobi, to mitigate the tedium of the trip, we now turn on the radio and allow the passengers to listen to the latest world news coming over the waves.

The Radio (in its Deep Guttural Tones, Without Hurry). . . . New York, ten-thirty a.m. International Oil, 40; International Air, 62; International Fire, 81 —— 

The Husband of the Lady. . . . Gee! International Fire up to 81!

The Radio (continuing). . . . St. Louis nothing, New York nothing: Boston one, Chicago nothing . . .

The Courteous Gentleman. . . . It’s pleasant, isn’t it, to keep in touch like this with the news of the world? It prevents the trip getting monotonous.

The Radio. . . . Bandits rob Chicago bank. . . . Bandits kidnap teller in Denver. . . . Bandits explode bomb in Detroit. . . . Bandits steal babies from Maternity Hospital . . . Bandits . . .

The Gentleman. . . . Yes, it’s nice to feel that the comfortable old world is still close all around us.

Announcer. . . . China! . . . Looking below you can see, if you look quickly, a Chinese rebellion. . . . The army of General Ping Pong will be seen in four seconds on the right. . . . The army of General Ham is attacking it. . . . By the courtesy of the company, our ship will drop bombs at the expense of the company on either General Ping or General Ham . . .

The Restless Child. . . . Oh, ma! Can I see the bombs dropped?

Yes, darling, look close and you’ll see.

The Gentleman with the Lady. How do they arrange about the bombing?

The Courteous Traveler. Oh, it’s done by the International Friendship Committee, but, of course, the company has to bear the expense. . . . Ah! I think that one hit General Ping Pong’s munitions dump!

Vociferous Boy. . . . Cigars! Cigarettes, candies, chewing gum!

Announcer. China. . . . City of Pekin. . . . The Yellow Sea. . . . Japan. . . . Tokio. . . .

The Radio. . . . Philadelphia nothing, Cleveland nothing!

The Saloon Attendant. . . . Tea served in the forward compartment — afternoon tea.

Announcer. . . . The Pacific Ocean! . . . Kamskatska! . . . The Aleutian Isles. . . . Alaska. . . . You are now again in sight of the United States!

All the Passengers. Hooray! Hooray!

The Gentleman with the Lady. . . . Feels good, don’t it, to get back again in sight of the old flag!

The Announcer. . . . The Rocky Mountains. . . . British Columbia. . . . Western Canada.

All the British Passengers. . . . Hooray! Hooray!

Vociferous Boy. . . . Cigars, cigarettes!

Radio. . . . Boston nothing.

Attendant. . . . Last Call!

Radio. . . . Oil eighty. . . . St. Louis nothing. . . . Bandits . . . murder.

Announcer. . . . Reëntering the United States. . . . All hand bags ready, please. . . . Kindly get ready for customs officers, immigration officers, prohibition officers, revenue officers. All persons who haven’t paid income tax will be thrown out. . . . Persons not on the quota kindly jump off into the air. Gangway, please. All out!

All the Passengers (in a babel of talk). . . . Well, good-by! Good-by! It’s been a great trip. . . . It certainly has. . . . And remember, if ever you come to Cincinnati. . . . I certainly will, and if you ever come to Toronto. . . . Well, good-by! Good-by!


Athletics for 1950

[image: img53.jpg]

EVERYBODY HAS NOTICED the great change that has come over athletics within the last generation. To be in athletics, it is no longer necessary to play the game. You merely look at it. For the matter of that, you don’t really need to be there: you can hear athletics over the radio. In fact, nowadays, or at any rate to-morrow, you can see it all, with the television teleptoscope. Or, if you like, you can wait and see the whole contest in the high-class movies for sixty cents; or you can wait till next year and see it in the low-class movies for a nickel.

An athlete in the days of John L. Sullivan meant a powerful-looking brute of a man with a chest like a drum and muscles all over him. An athlete now means a pigeon-chested moron with radio plugs in his ears.

In old-fashioned football, thirty people used to play in the game and about thirty-three looked on. Nowadays, two elevens play the game and thirty thousand watch it. Even twenty-two is far too big a percentage of players. They block the vision of the athletes. Hockey is better. There half a dozen play on each side and thirty thousand look on. Prize fighting is a higher form still. Two play and two hundred thousand “athletes” participate.

And there’s more than that. Athletic teams don’t need to be connected with the places they come from — women seem to invade all sports equally — mechanical devices replace human skill —— 

Or stop! There is no need for me to write it all out in that way. That’s as prosy as a college essay.

Let me present the subject in the form of a few selections to show what will be the nature and fashion of the Athletic Page of any popular newspaper about a generation hence.

harvard-oxford conflict

(Extract from the Sporting Press of 1950)

Definite arrangements have just been concluded for the Harvard-Oxford football game of this autumn. The contest is now scheduled to take place in the oasis of Swot in south center of the desert of Sahara. The clarity of the desert sunlight, it is expected, will immensely favor the dissemination of the game by the Television-Teleptoscope, while the clear, still air will enable every faintest sound of the great battle to be carried all over the globe.

Front seats for the game in London, New York, Paris, Monte Carlo, Palm Beach, and other great athletic centers are already selling at prices ranging from ten to a hundred dollars.

Meantime the actual scene of the game itself will not be without a certain interest. It is calculated that the players, spare men, umpires, radio broadcasters, and television experts will probably number over a hundred people, a record attendance at any actual ground. No less than five airplanes will be needed to carry the players and the apparatus.

The athletic line-up is not yet complete, but it is officially announced that the center forward for Harvard will be, as last year, Youssouf-Ben-Ali of Ethiopia, with Yin Foo of Foochow and Billy Gillespie of Toronto on the wings. For Oxford the brilliant young Scottish captain from Dundee, Einstein Gorfinkel, will have as his front line stalwart Rum Rum Gee of Allahabad, Hassan Bay of Mecca, and Al Plunket of Orillia, Ontario.

A special feature of interest this year is found in the fact that one of the Harvard players was actually in attendance two years ago at Harvard University where he was janitor of a dormitory. At the same time two of the Oxford team, the brothers Hefty, are bona fide Oxford men, having been butchers in the town for many years past.

The sharp rise in the shares of the Sahara Syndicate consequent upon the definite announcement of this the greatest feature of manly sport, has led to a revival of the rumor that a German syndicate is making an offer for Oxford and Harvard.

derby day in 1950

An Exciting Finish

 

(Special Correspondence from Epsom Downs)

The advantage enjoyed by the present clock-work Derby over the now almost forgotten horse-race, in which living horses were used, was never better illustrated than in the exciting finish of the contest to-day.

Our older readers will perhaps recall the Derby as it was a generation ago and the way in which the introduction of machinery has gradually improved it up to its present standard. It appears that the first step was taken in introducing the Pari-Mutuel machine, which mechanically made betting odds.

The introduction of the stuffed bookmaker with clock work under his red waistcoat marked a further advance. The invention of the mechanical judge with high-power, 100 lens eyes, similar to those of the fly, and a running spool of registering tape in place of a brain brought for the first time a decision of absolute certainty.

The clock-work horse, operating on a moving platform geared at 200 miles an hour, enabled the whole race to be focussed into a small space, without straggling it out over miles of open country, as in our grandfathers’ time. The jockey, still remembered in old prints as a monkey-like figure in a little half jacket, naturally gave place to a power-house operator working with radio.

The cardboard stadium was filled (for photographic purposes) with some 10,000 (mechanical) spectators and gave an admirable setting to the event, recalling the days when thousands of people literally attended the Derby in person.

The great interest of this race lay in its exciting finish. When the photographic plates of the races were developed, it was found that Clicko, the English horse, had beaten the front leg of the American machine by the one hundredth part of a second. The announcement of this over the radio created an intense silence. Seismographic records show that ten million people held their breath at once. When they let it go it started a tidal wave that was felt as far as Japan.

passing of a great athlete

We chronicle with regret the death of Mr. Eddie Feinfinkel, the famous Scottish hammer-thrower. Mr. Feinfinkel died at his residence last evening after an illness — a general debility — extending over about forty years. It is said that he had put more money into hammer-throwing than any man of his generation.

In the earlier part of his career the late Mr. Feinfinkel obtained a world-wide celebrity as a toreador by organizing the Pan-American Bull-Raising Corporation of Montana. It was his intensive work at his desk in raising bulls that first undermined the great sportsman’s health.

Mr. Feinfinkel afterwards threw himself with enthusiasm into aerial work as a director of the Pan-American Transit Company, in which capacity he sent no less than one hundred experts across the Atlantic, with a loss of less than ten.

It was while recuperating in Scotland that the great athlo-magnate first conceived the idea of hammer-throwing, and engaged a corps d’élite of sixty Scotch gillies to throw hammers for him. Mr. Feinfinkel, whose interest and energy were tireless, often kept up the hammer-throwing for eight or nine hours at a stretch.

The loss of Mr. Feinfinkel will be greatly felt also in mechanical crap-shooting, automatic dice-throwing, and in all forms of nickel-in-the-slot athletics, of which the late magnate was a generous supporter. His funeral (mechanical) will be broadcast next Friday.

world’s baseball series

The world’s baseball series was held last night at the office of the Anglo-American-Pan-Geographic-Tele-Radio Company, New York. It has not yet been decided which club will be declared the winner, as the money is not all in yet.

minor items of current sport

Oxford-Cambridge Boat Race. — Advices from London bring the news that Oxford stands as the first favorite for the approaching annual boat race, the betting being at three to one. The Oxford women, it appears, are heavier than the Cambridge crew, some of whom are scarcely more than girls. Great interest, however, is still shown along the towing path, a number of the university professors turning out each day as spectators, wearing for the most part the new French chemisettes with ruffled insertions, so popular this season.

Among others, our correspondent noted Professor Smith, the biologist, in a dainty Cambridge blue creation under a picture hat, and the Vice Chancellor in a pretty frock of carnation, shot, or half shot, with something deeper underneath. The professor’s skirts are reported as slightly longer than last week.

revival of walking

The efforts of Old Time Sports Society are apparently being crowned with success, at least in one direction. Walking as a form of athletic sport is becoming extremely popular. Joseph Longfoot, the great East Anglian amateur, established the endurance record yesterday in a contest in which he walked four and a half miles without stopping. He was brought back in his helicopter not much the worse for his titanic effort.

Advertisement. Great Spring sale of sporting goods: — lorgnettes, field glasses, cushions, hot-water bottles, flasks, drinking cups, cigar cases, vanity boxes, men’s powder puffs. — Everything for the sportsman.


The Criminal Face
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LATELY THERE HAS been much concern with what is called “The Criminal Face.” It appears that there is a certain type and shape of head and features that always goes with the commission of crime. If you have it, there is no escape. You might as well go right away and ask to board in the penitentiary.

Experts can explain to you this criminal face, feature by feature and line by line. But the real trouble with the expert is that he always knows beforehand that the face he is analyzing is that of a man who has committed a crime. That colors his conclusions. What if we were to put before him, as a criminal, the face of a philanthropist? What then?

Thus we take the picture of a certain face and we know that it is in reality the face of a kindly old professor. Indeed, we have recently, let us say, seen it described on the occasion of a presentation of his portrait to the city in the following terms:

portrait of a sage

“The face of this distinguished scholar is known and loved by thousands who have listened to his inspired and inspiring words. It is a broad face, a kindly face, the face of a man with a wide heart, whose broad lineaments seem to indicate a corresponding breadth of sympathy. But there is a firmness, too, in the wide mouth, and character in the large but firmly chiseled nostril. The brow slopes nobly from the projecting frontal bones, the head is wide, of a width that tells of the capacious brain within. The ear is large, noble, and mobile, and the scant and snow-white hair remains as the mark of honor of a life spent in the service of mankind.”

 

But put the same portrait before the graphofacial expert, or facial graphologist, and tell him that it is a picture of a criminal recently sent to jail for life plus ten years, and ask him where he can see the tendency to crime, and this is the analysis you will receive of the countenance of the venerable scholar:

dangerous criminal

“The photograph is that of a male about sixty years of age, with marked criminal tendencies. Note the flat face, indicating complete absence of thinking power. There is something almost simian or ape-like in the width of the mouth, while the low, sloped forehead is but little higher in development than that of the most degraded savages. Such brain as this man could have would be sunk so low towards his neck as to be of little use to him. The premature loss of practically the entire capillary growth of the scalp, with the utter loss of pigment in the remaining part, indicates a life evil and irregular to the last degree.”

 

Or suppose, in the same way, that a facial graphologist looked at a picture of a great war hero, he would say:

“What a stern, soldierly face, the face of a man accustomed to command, keen, penetrating, and able at the same time to be ruthless, but always to be just.”

But show him the same picture and tell him that it was taken from the criminal records of the New York police, and he may say:

“We see here the true type of the hardened criminal — the small brain, the wide-set eye, and the dull look that indicates moral irresponsibility, etc., etc.”

But the trouble is that the world is coming to attach more and more importance, too much importance, to experts. When the facial graphologist gets a little further, we shall find our courts of law following in his wake. The face itself will become a crime and our police court morning records will contain little items after this fashion:

a menace to society

“Albert Jones, who later on gave in his name as coming from Chicago, undertook to take his face down town yesterday afternoon with the apparent intention of parading it on Main Street. Police Constable Simmons noticed Jones’s face moving through the air and at once arrested him.

“On being taken to headquarters and submitted to expert examination, it was found that his face was criminal in a high degree. The stunted lobes of his ears, for which he received six months in jail, are only one among varied evidences of guilt. He was given from twelve to fifteen months for various parts of his brain that were absent.

“The lack of eyelashes drew a caustic condemnation from the court, which warned Jones that a face like his is more than society is prepared to tolerate.”

 

Or things may go even a little further than this, and we may find the “facial criminal” filling a still larger field, thus:

criminal outbreak

“Telegraphic advices inform us that the city of Minneapolis and the surrounding suburbs are in the throes of a crime wave of unprecedented magnitude. The situation was precipitated by the arrival of a large excursion party of holiday visitors from the Doukhobor Settlement in Manitoba. It was noticed as soon as their faces emerged from the excursion train that they represented a mass of criminal possibility of dangerous volume. It was computed that not one in ten had had a hair cut once in ten months.

“The brachiocephalic index of nearly every one of them was of a kind to alarm the police force, while the facial angle of those who had the hardihood to show it justified immediate arrest. The entire excursion party were put on summary trial under the new Criminal Faces Statute and were ordered deported into Canada.

“Immediate difficulty arose, however, when the Canadian official refused all permit for reëntry into the Dominion, on the ground that men with faces like theirs are debarred from entry into a British country. The Canadian claim is that the men’s faces were all right when they left Manitoba, but took on their present criminal character when they got out at Minneapolis. For the time being, the entire party will be placed in a detention home.”

 

Ah, yes, and that last word “home” suggests to me another development that is bound to come when the criminality of the face is fully recognized. People will see that the proper thing to do for the criminal face is not to punish it, but to try to reform it. The idea will be replaced by the idea of redemption. A criminal face will be put into a home, where it will be surrounded with kindly and pleasant influences, where it may hear over the radio moral talks and sermons such as will cause the lobes of its ears to lengthen and will gradually lift up the lid of its brain to a normal height.

The situation will be marked by the appearance of such items as the following:

successful redemption

“John Henry Thomas, aged 70, was released to-day from the Central Criminal Face Reformatory, having been placed on parole by the authorities. The old man had spent the greater part of his life in the Reformatory, having been arrested at the age of twenty on a variety of charges, involving not only the lobes of his ears and the cubic capacity of his cerebellum, but the structure of his spinal ridge itself. His tendency towards homicide was too marked to permit him to remain at large.

“The old gentleman, in stepping out again into the sunlight after his long incarceration, expressed his appreciation of all that had been done for him. Not only had the lobes of his ears gradually assumed a harmless and even benevolent shape, but his cerebellum, formerly too small, was now larger than he could use and practically empty. All tendency to crime was declared vanished. The old gentleman did, indeed, in leaving, attempt to bite the warden’s ear, but this was not attributed to any remaining criminal tendency. It was rather thought to be an evidence of a new playfulness engendered by his long opportunity for improvement.

“It is understood that Thomas intends to devote the remainder of his days to work as a facial graphologist.”

 

In other words, my dear readers, my advice is — never mind your face. What if you do look like a criminal of the most dangerous type? You may not be really fitted for it at all.


Astronomical Alarms
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THE RAPID APPROACH of Our Final End

Professor Smithson of the Smithsonian Institution in a statement handed out to the press has declared that it is now only too evident that the rotation of the globe is distinctly slowing up.

This terrible news was almost immediately corroborated over the cable by the Astronomer Royal at Greenwich and by the Director of the Cavendish Physical Laboratory at Cambridge. Further confirmation followed from the Lick Observatory, from the Cape of Good Hope, and from the Chinese Watch Tower at Peking. It appeared that even the Bolshevik observer at Nijni-Novgorod, although only paid by the piece, had noticed the same thing.

Personally, I shall not easily forget the sudden sense of alarm with which the news filled me. Without being a scientist, I know, as does everybody else, that the globe turns on its axis once in every twenty-four hours. I have even gone so far occasionally as to speak of this as the diurnal motion of the earth. Without this diurnal motion there would be no alternation of day and night. If the world stops turning, then, at any given place, it will be either daytime all the time or always night. Either ourselves or the Hindoos will have to stay in the dark. Personally, I would rather wish it on the Hindoos if it has to be. There are more of them for company.

 

But this, of course, is not the whole extent of the disaster calmly threatened by the astronomers. If the earth stops turning, there will be no seasons, no tides, no winds, no weather. The pulse of life itself will slacken and stop. The human race — including me as well as the Hindoos — will be overwhelmed in extinction.

Like many other people, when I read that news at breakfast time, I wondered if it was worth while to start off to my day’s work. Why not sit quietly at home, and brace one’s feet against the study table and wait for the shock? If the world had to stop, it would surely be unwise to work all morning and find that the stoppage came in the noon hour.

It was only after reflection that I decided to read the news dispatches a little more carefully so as to get an idea of how long it would be before the end came. The general phrases used — a “distinct slackening,” a “definite loss of momentum,” etc., etc. — sounded pretty ominous. There was no doubt that the astronomers were all agreed about the main fact of the case, namely, that “within a measurable time” the globe will cease to turn. But the next question was to see how long they gave us to exist.

I found on closer examination that the rate of slackening is estimated by comparing the successive sidereal days as measured by a parallax. This is a scheme of which I never should have thought myself, but which looks good. The results obtained from it show that the earth’s motion is slackening by the millionth part of a second every day.

When I read that I felt cheered up. After all, there was quite a little time yet. If it takes us a million days to lose a second, that makes — let me see — a loss of one second in about 3,000 years. I guess we can stand that. After all, what’s a second! It seems that old Tut-ankh-Amen and his court went spinning round a millionth part of a second quicker than I do. All right. Let them buzz! I can jog along after them.

And at that rate the final end of the globe, when the Hindoos freeze in the dark and I frizzle in the sun, is still quite a long way off. If it takes 3,000 years to lose one second of our 24-hour spin, it will take 180,000 years to lose a minute of it, and 10,800,000 years to lose an hour of it, and we won’t lose it all till twenty-four times as long as that; in other words, the end will be due in Anno Domini 259,201,929.

Come, let us cheer up and face our fate like men. We have a quarter of a billion years in which to get all set for what is coming.

And even at that, I notice in looking over the figures above that I have made a slight mistake: what they said was not the millionth part of a second, but the billionth. That lengthens out our time here quite considerably.

 

Indeed, on the whole, I am inclined to agree with the reassuring statement that one of the astronomers appended to his report, that there was no immediate occasion for alarm. No, I think not.

Scarcely had I recovered from the alarm suggested by the reports of the world coming to a stop, when I noticed a new astronomical alarm sent out from Greenwich and reluctantly corroborated by Washington.

It seems that the continents are sliding apart and that we are drifting out into the ocean. England appears to be drifting westward towards the magnetic pole, and the upper part of the American Continent is moving nearer to Asia.

The consequences of this are certainly alarming at first sight. If Great Britain disappears — Ireland first — into the northern ice, and San Francisco lands up against Yokohama like a chip floating in a horse-trough, where are we? Of what use all our years of effort?

But here the reassurance again follows, partial though it is and somewhat short of what one would wish. The rate of motion is calculated to be such that we are six inches further away across the Atlantic than we were a hundred years ago. Ship ahoy! We can still call to them. Anybody who cares to divide six thousand miles by six inches can tell to a nicety just when the Asiatics will come scrambling over the bulwarks.

 

In short, I should like to be allowed to pass a word of advice to the astronomers and geologists. Don’t announce these things ahead in this alarming way. Wait till they happen and then feature them up large when they’re worth while.

I understand that there are lots of other geological and astronomical disasters coming. It seems that the coast line of both New England and England itself is falling into the sea. A whole barrow load of dirt that was left near Shoreham by William the Conqueror has fallen in. Old Winchelsea and St. Michaels have rolled under the water. Passamaquoddy Bay is engulfing New Brunswick. Never mind. Let us eat, drink, and be merry. We don’t need to board on Passamaquoddy Bay.

The sun, it seems, is burning out. A few more billion years and its last flicker will fade. Many of the stars are dead already and others dying. The moon is gone — a waste of dead rocks in a glare of reflected light. Even empty space is shrinking and puckering into curves like a withering orange.

Courage! Forget it! Let us go right on like a band of brothers while it lasts.

II


GREAT LIVES IN OUR MIDST


Memoirs of an Iceman
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ANOTHER SPLENDID VOLUME Added to the Growing List of Memoirs

Note: The reading public of to-day adores memoirs. The publishers report that volumes of memoirs still continue to be among the best sellers. Readers apparently will take an intense interest in anything, provided it is put before them as something that somebody remembers. I understand that among the forthcoming volumes are to be “The Memoirs of a Boy Scout,” “Memoirs of a Girl Guide,” “Memoirs of a Bootlegger,” and many other fascinating volumes.

In anticipation of these, I venture to present here in brief outline some very striking selections from a work that will probably break all records as soon as published in full, “The Memoirs of an Iceman.”

My people came from Iceland. At least I have always heard my father say that his grandfather York Larfitorf had come from Iceland. His great uncle was one of the Henry Fjords of Norway. I understand that my grandfather settled first in Labrador, but, finding it too warm there, he moved to New England and thence to New York.

My father, however, was by nature a cold man and seldom spoke of his past.

 

My earliest recollections as a child go back to the Spanish-American War, which I suppose few people now alive can recall. It was fought between the United States and Spain. My father, who had a keen grasp of international politics though only a workingman, told us that he thought that the United States would win. I can distinctly recall the outbreak of the war and how my father came home after his work and laid his ice on the table and said there was going to be a war. My mother took the ice and put it away for breakfast, but said nothing.

 

My memory, which is still excellent, although I am nearly thirty-five, brings back to me distinctly the New York of those early days. My readers will realize that it was before the days of the motor cars, and that before the days of the motor cars there were no motors.

I distinctly recall that when I got my first regular job in an ice-house I had to walk from Brooklyn to Yonkers every day to my work. But we thought nothing of it in those days.

Life was very much simpler and quieter in those days, as there were only four million people in New York then, while such places as Jersey City and Newark were mere suburbs with less than half a million people in them. The highest buildings in the little metropolis of those days were only thirty stories high, though we already called them “skyscrapers.”

Looking back now on this, I am compelled to smile at it, which I suppose few people could do. I remember how, when the first thirty-story building was built, my father — who though a workingman was a man of great natural shrewdness — said he’d hate to fall off the top of it.

Work began with me early in life and has been more or less continuous, which is a matter I do not regret, as I consider that it is largely owing to an active life of work that at thirty-five I still have all or nearly all my faculties and my mind is at least as bright as it ever was.

My father’s influence secured me a position shoveling sawdust in an ice house, where my own industry gradually raised me to the top. As it is possible that some of my readers do not understand the technique of an ice-house, I may explain that our work in shoveling sawdust was of a highly specialized character demanding not only bodily strength, but skill, courage, and morality.

In the winter when the ice was put in, it was our duty to shovel the sawdust on top of each layer of ice, so that for every layer of ice there was above it a layer of sawdust.

Perhaps I can make my meaning clearer if I explain that the ice and the sawdust were laid in alternate layers; a good way to understand what I mean is to grasp the idea that the ice was covered with the sawdust and that the sawdust was over the ice. I am afraid that I cannot state it more simply than that, and the reader must either get it or miss it.

 

This was our work in the winter. In summer our task was reversed so that we shoveled the sawdust off and shoveled the ice out again, which lent a very pleasing variety to our work and prevented it from being monotonous. We thus rose and fell each winter and summer.

 

I recall very clearly the memory of some of my friends and fellow workers, such as John Smith, William Jones, Jim Thompson, and Joe Miller. I mention their names here not because the reader would know them, but because they are just as good as any other names and they help to fill up the memoirs.

 

I can very distinctly remember the presidential election of 1908. Excitement ran high, as it was felt that one or the other of the candidates was practically certain to win. My father took no part in it. He always claimed that a man delivering ice ought to keep away from the heat of political partisanship. He himself said that he would just as soon hand the ice to a Democrat as to a Republican.

 

With only a slight effort of memory I can bring back the recollection of the beginning of the great war. At the time I was only twenty years old, but even at that age my mind was nearly as developed as it is now, and I understood that if war began there would certainly be fighting.

My father, who followed closely all that was in the papers, was greatly excited over the war and was convinced that Belgium could easily beat France, though it turned out that he was mistaken. He himself was able to keep in touch with the war situation, as he was engaged in loading ice on the meat-ships that left almost daily for Europe. Added to this, his own European descent gave him a sort of inherited insight into European politics and he felt sure that in the end Norway and Sweden would come out ahead.

 

All this seems many years ago, and those days have drifted so far into the past that few can remember them. The war came to an end at last and was succeeded by Prohibition, and Aerial Navigation and other things. On these I must not touch, as I am now getting within living memory. Indeed, it was shortly after the war that my failing strength at the shovel necessitated my retirement from active shoveling.

The partial collapse of my mind, which happened at the same time, led me to undertake, on the advice of my medical attendant, the writing of these memoirs. It was his opinion that my mental powers had reached a state of decline, which would guarantee their success. My publishers assure me that this prediction has been amply justified.


The Memoirs of a Night Watchman
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NOTE: THE PUBLICATION of the “Memoirs of an Iceman,” printed above, proved to be a mere fanning of the flame of public demand. It was found necessary to follow it up immediately with the “Memoirs of a Night Watchman,” as here related.

I have the honor to belong to a very old family connected for generations with the night. I have heard my father, who was a furnace man, say that his ancestors were highwaymen, and he would speak of the blessing that coal heating had brought to the world in opening up night occupations for men of adventurous character.

While I was still but a little boy, my father would take me with him on his rounds. I would sit and watch him stoke up the furnace in the homes of the rich, and after he had brought it to a glow, Father would fetch some eggs from the ice-box upstairs and fry them in the furnace; while we ate them, Father would talk to me about the night and why it was superior to the day.

As our clientele was a rich one, I became accustomed early in life to move in luxurious basements with cement floors and spacious coal rooms, which has given me ever since an ease of bearing and a quiet step that no doubt helped the success of my career. We fed well everywhere, for my father believed in a generous and varied diet; on the other hand, he drank but little — a pint or so of champagne, perhaps, or if the night were cold, possibly a touch of old French brandy. For me he would open, perhaps, a pint of claret, but we drank it always in the cellar.

My father was very old-fashioned and strict in his ideas, and made no use of the drawing-room nor even of the dining-room, except, perhaps, on some special occasion. In one or two houses, where the billiard room was in the basement, Father and I would knock up a hundred points after his work was over. But in all such matters he was strict; only in very, very cold weather, for example, have I seen him make use of a sealskin coat for his work at the furnace.

As a rule, we had the night to ourselves; there was no one moving in the houses. And after the furnace was well stoked up and burning nicely, Father would sit on a trestle in the cellar and talk to me of the principles of ventilation and of the question of clinkers and back-drafts, so that I learned a great deal in being with him.

We usually arrived home a little before daybreak, bringing home breakfast for my mother and my younger brother. Father would generally bring home a satchel of coal with him, and would give some also to any of our neighbors who lived in the same basement as we did; for, after all, as my father said, the coal cost only the trouble of carrying it. We generally got to bed right after breakfast, as we kept early hours.

On Sunday, Father and I went to church, or rather to several churches, where Father tended fires in the basements, from which we could hear the organ. My father had no religious prejudices, and told me that he would just as soon fire one church as another. But he was rather bitter, for so mild a man, against Quakers and others that refuse to have heat in their places of worship. My father regarded them as misguided.

Meantime, I attended night school regularly, as Father laid great stress on education. He would have wished me to go from night school to a night college, and if possible to take a degree. Father said he had known several college graduates in furnace work, and considered them fully equal to first-class men. He always spoke of Oxford with great respect, and recalled that when he was a young man in marine boiler work on night shift, they looked on Oxford men as better suited for that than anything else.

But I was young enough and ardent enough to view education with impatience. I wanted to get forward in life, and dreamed already of being a night orderly in a hospital or a night guard in a penitentiary. Father had some influential friends in the penitentiary, and he said that when they came out he would see what they could do. But the chance never came my way. We also talked of banking, and Father said that if you could once get a footing in a bank at night, there was no telling what it might lead to. He had a friend who was very high up in one of the banks; in fact he worked on the principal vault itself, but nothing came of that idea either. Sometimes, too, we talked of the sea, and of course Father, as I said, had been a sailor himself (in the stokehold), and my imagination was fired as that of any boy is with the romance of the sea. I loved to picture myself in the stokehold of some great ship, sifting ashes and raking out clinkers.

Among such day dreams, or rather night dreams, I grew gradually toward manhood. Meantime, I had tried out a few desultory occupations, but found none to my liking. For a while I held a post as night porter in a family hotel, my hours being from 1 a.m. to 7. But it was too disturbed. I found that I had hardly settled down to my morning newspaper, next morning’s, for an hour or so, when there might be a ring of a bell, or a casual arrival that necessitated my presence.

The surroundings were not congenial, for though the lounge room was fairly comfortable, the library was poorly selected and unsatisfactory. I worked also as night clerk in a fire station, which I found congenial and quiet, but in the second month of my work there was an outbreak of a fire in a neighboring part of the city and I left. Chance fate, however, decided where deliberate intention failed.

I returned home one day to find that my father had given up his job to accept a more or less permanent position in the county penitentiary. His removal there was not wholly of his own choice, but his duties were entirely congenial, as he found himself in charge of five night furnaces where his companions were men of education and culture, several of them college graduates. Indeed, his circumstances were such that at the expiration of his original contract, which I believe had been for three years — a matter of insistence on the part of the authorities — Father was invited to stay on as a salaried member of the staff. The change involved very little disadvantage, except that he lost his uniform and had to supply his own clothes.

Meantime, as a compensation for Father’s removal from his family — a matter on which his contract insisted — influential friends obtained for me the post of night watchman in a large downtown office building.

This position I have now held for fifty years, during which time I have every reason to believe that my career in and through the building has been a complete success. My hours are from midnight, when the last of the day staff leave, until 6 a.m., when the first of them come back. During this time it is my duty to visit all the doors of the offices and try the locks of the rooms, though, thus far, I have never been able to get into them. It is also necessary to punch a time clock on each floor of the building every half-hour. It is a crowded life, and in a way I shall not be sorry when some day the time for retirement comes.

I have found by experience that it is scarcely possible to do any serious reading, as it is interrupted every hour by duties. After the first twenty years I read less and less, and after the first thirty years I got into the way of contenting myself with reading the telephone book and the calendar. The necessity of keeping posted all the time as to which day of the month it is prevents intellectual stagnation.

Nor is it, as my reader might imagine, a life without incident. Every ten years or so something happens. I recall distinctly how, about twenty years ago, the burglar alarm rang, but I heard it in ample time to leave the building. On another occasion there was a great fire a few blocks away, which prevented all thought of sleep.

But yet I have begun to find that in the long run the position has a certain monotony, a kind of dullness about it. This feeling did not dawn on me at first, and often I forget it for five years, but it comes back. I ask myself, is this after all quite the work and quite the life for an active man? I asked myself this six years ago, and very soon I intend to ask it of myself again.

I am well aware that at my age, seventy, the time has hardly come to think of retiring. There is a man engaged in the next building on the street (I was talking to him only two years ago) who is nearly ten years older than I am. But without retiring from work altogether, I often think I may give up my present job and strike out into something more strenuous.

But no doubt many people think that.


Confessions of a Super-Extra-Criminal
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NOTE: NO APOLOGY is needed for the publication of the manuscript here presented as the Confessions of a Super-Extra-Criminal. The eager and unsatiated demand of the public for revelations of the underworld is a guarantee of the absorbing interest with which the story will be received. Needless to say, the name assigned to the writer is a purely fictitious one. His real name we are not at liberty to mention, inasmuch as the mere whisper of his whereabouts will lead to his immediate execution in four different countries. If the government of Mexico, either government, could get hold of him, he would be garroted at once, while his condemnation to the guillotine in France only awaits his own consent. More than that, there are a number of his fellow criminals of the past who would knife him at sight, and others who wouldn’t even wait to see him. Our readers will understand this when they read what he writes. We may add that we have done nothing to edit or improve the style of this confession. We couldn’t. It is written in that straight-out, right-here-and-now, let-me-say-at-once form of composition that carries conviction with it — either present or past.

I want to say right here and now at the very start that there was no reason why I should have grown up to be a garage man. It was entirely my own fault. I had a good home and every opportunity to keep straight, and I had, too, gentlemen, the best of mothers.

“Ed,” Mother would often say to me, “keep straight,” and if I had listened to her, gentlemen, I wouldn’t have been through all that I went through, gentlemen.

But perhaps there was something wild in my blood that disinclined me to ordinary steady industry. My father had a regular job with a municipal garbage wagon where they trusted him with everything, and he would have taken me into it with him so that I would have grown up in that. However, nothing would do me but loafing around with a loose crowd of boys and talking about this man or that who’d made a clean-up as a plumber or garage man or a dry cleaning explosives expert, and never got caught.

We used to see them around the pool rooms nights. There was Dick Dynamite, or Dynamite Dick, as we used to call him, who was a nitro-glycerine man and worked in dry-cleaning shops blowing the buttons off vests; and there was Blow Torch Peter, who was one of the most daring men in the plumbing game, and Short Circuit Charlie, who had tied up the electricity in a downtown office for four hours single-handed with nothing but a pair of pliers and a screwdriver; and there was Water-Power William, a big hulking-looking fellow with a face as innocent as they make them, who had frozen up the water taps in one of the big hotels. All these men went about openly dressed in mechanics’ clothes, but it was mighty hard to prove anything against them. Every one knew, for instance, that Blow Torch Peter was a plumber, but they couldn’t prove it on him. It was known, too, that Dynamite Dick worked in dry cleaning, especially as he was reckless in his work and each explosion was bigger than the last, so that sometimes he’d blow off a thousand buttons in one day, but they could prove nothing.

And, of course, if any of these men got pinched, they always had enough money to hire one of the judges of the supreme court to defend them and got off pretty light.

But most of all we were attracted by the garage men because they seemed both the most expert and the most reckless. I have known Gasoline Jim to wreck a car in five minutes by merely crawling underneath it. The owner had brought it into the garage (I was loafing around there and saw it all) and he said, “Will you take a look at this car? It seems to be knocking or something.” Jim crawled under it and stayed there for about two minutes, chewing tobacco. Then he came out. “You’ll have to leave it here for two years,” he said. “Great Cæsar!” says the man, “is it as bad as that? Surely not. Take another look.” Jim went under the car again, but this time he took a sandwich with him and a flask. He didn’t come out for at least ten minutes. When he did, he said, “Three years, and you’ll have to make a deposit of a thousand dollars.” Of course the man paid the money, but the next day Jim told him that he doubted if the car was much good; he said he found that the whole of the inside asphyxiation was pretty badly fuselated and that he’d have to send the car to Florida anyway to get it washed. I don’t think the man ever came back.

Well, I used to hang around and pick up ideas and watch the men work. So one day when a lot of cars were coming in Jim called out to me, “Here, Ed, see what’s the matter with this gentleman’s car.” Well, I knew Jim meant to give me a chance to see what I could do. So I rolled the car away back into a dark corner of the garage. Well, I felt pretty nervous about it, as I was mighty anxious to make good. So I got busy with a pair of pliers and an iron bar and in a few minutes I managed to get a hole knocked through the radiator and removed most of the ignition.

“How do you find it?” says Jim when I came back to the front of the shop where he stood with the owner. “I think, sir,” I said, “that most of the interior litigation is pretty well rotted out.” “What can you do with it?” asked the owner. “All I can suggest,” says Jim, “is to leave it with us and we’ll put a new engine into the body and then when we get it adjusted, put a new body around the new engine. But we’ll want two hundred dollars as a deposit and we don’t promise anything, and of course there’ll be storage to pay.”

The owner paid us the two hundred and Jim gave me my thirty per cent on it.

Well, of course, I felt pretty good about it, and that night I treated all the boys around town and began to feel myself mighty big stuff. Jim handed me over a car every day, sometimes two or three of them, and I was cleaning up money fast.

But I want to say right now and here that that kind of thing can’t last.

I wouldn’t want to think that anything in these confessions might attract anybody to the kind of life I’d fallen into. Often I’d think of how mother used to say, “Ed, keep straight.” And then some one would come into the garage with, say, a brand-new car and ask, “What’s wrong with the starter of this car?” and I couldn’t resist the temptation. I’d look at the car and say, “There’s nothing wrong with the starter, sir, the trouble is that the lining of the esophagus has got burned out. Give me a hundred dollars.”

Of course, the thing had to come to an end. There’s only one end to that sort of thing. All the time I had a feeling that I’d get pinched, and I wasn’t a bit surprised when one day a detective that I knew stopped me on the street. “Ed,” he said, “I guess you’ll have to come along with me.” Well, I knew there was no good to resist, and so he took me along to the police station.

When he told the police who I was, they hit me over the head with a police club till I was quiet and then gave me some coffee. “How are you now, Ed?” they asked, and hit me a few more times; after which they gave me some more coffee and bundled me into a cell.

Next day I was brought into the dock and charged with garage work. I hadn’t been able to get any judge of the supreme court, as they were all busy. The result was I got a sentence to ten years, with more if needed.

 

Now I’m not going to try to describe my life in prison beyond saying that it was dull; that’s the straight fact about it — a dull life. Indeed, I want to say right here and now, gentlemen, that prison isn’t worth while. I suppose that to those who have never been there, there is a glamor about it, a sort of romance. But I want to tell you that when you get to prison life itself, it’s dull. I don’t know how it is, but there’s a peculiar monotony, — I might describe it as a sort of sameness, about it, that gets you in the long run.

In prison each day seems very much like any other day. You get up and have your bath and loaf around, take a little bit of exercise, file into the dining-room to eat a bite of lunch and so on. It may sound all right, but in reality it’s wearisome. Many and many a time I used to wish I was out of it.

However, there are good things, too, about prison; and one good thing I got out of it was my association with the prison chaplain, the Reverend Mr. Hardnail. I don’t know if he will see these lines, because perhaps he can’t read, but anyway I want to express my gratitude.

Yes, I want right here and now to hand one to that prison chaplain. He was a real man, that fellow, just a straight, up and down, square-sided, slab-headed man. There was no whining and sniffling about him. He’d just come into my cell and sit and talk and not a word about religion or anything like that. “Ed,” he’d say, “have you got a chew of tobacco?” And I’d give him some and he’d sit there and yarn away about horse races and dog fights.

I’ll tell you he was a real man, the chaplain. He didn’t talk any soft stuff about repentance, but just made himself a friend and a companion. “Eddie,” he’d say, “how about a little snort? Have you got any of the hard stuff around the cell?” Well, generally I’d have a little of it hidden away. “Here you are, Mr. Hardnail,” I’d say, “and you’re welcome to it.” So we’d sit and drink the booze out of a jail mug like a couple of old pals, and Mr. Hardnail would stay right there and chat away till it was all gone before he’d go.

 

But as I say, I’m not going to talk in detail of prison life. Later on, if I could see any money in it, I might. But not now.

I served my ten years, increased to twelve for good conduct, and came out of that prison with a feeling as if I had grown older since I went in.


The Life of J. Correspondence Smith
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J. CORRESPONDENCE SMITH was born in an isolated district in the western part of the east, the homestead being situated at a considerable distance even from any village. Fortunately, however, there was rural mail delivery at the very door. The infancy of the child was a period of great danger and anxiety, especially as no direct medical aid was available either for the boy or his mother. A treatment by correspondence, however, was successful in pulling them both through, although it was not until the postscript of the third letter that the worst of the danger was over. Smith’s father, meanwhile, kept up his courage by means of a correspondence course in Optimism, obtained from a central psychological college. Even at that, it often took ten cents’ worth a day to keep him up.

The years of childhood that followed, bright and innocent, often seemed to Smith in retrospect the best period of his life. He did not lack for plenty of little playmates, for, although there were no other children in the neighborhood, little J. very soon joined a Little Folks Correspondence Circle. In this way he came to know (by correspondence) Lizzie M. (aged 5) and Johnny O’D. (aged 6) and Only Child (aged 4). The children carried on, through correspondence, all kinds of merry games.

The pleasant days of childhood naturally gave place to school and college. Young J.’s education was carried on entirely by correspondence courses, in which he achieved distinction from the very first. In his high-school work he ranked ahead of all his classmates by six cents’ worth of stamps a week, and carried off the prize essay in English by a lead of four and a half ounces, second class postal matter.

When the time came for college, Smith selected as his alma mater the well-known correspondence institution, the University of Okacheechee, Box D, general delivery, third floor. It was out of this box that J. Smith finally graduated.

Smith’s college course had immensely broadened his outlook. He had not only taken the routine subjects of mathematics, physics, and the elementary sciences, but had also had correspondence courses in College Life, Good Fellowship, and on the Influence of Social Intercourse on Human Happiness. He had taken also two courses on Patriotism, internal and external, and half a course on Religion — a fixed requirement for graduation.

But there is no doubt that all the experiences of earlier life are as nothing when compared to the first coming of love. It came to J. Correspondence Smith with the same first blissful awakening of dreams and fancies that it has brought to all of us. Never could he forget that beautiful summer evening when he stood beside the lilacs in the dooryard and read:

“Young lady, brunette, lonesome, would like to exchange letters with gentleman. Send photo and postage stamps for return.”

It thrilled him as he stood. She was a brunette, and she was lonesome. And what she wanted was correspondence; and that was the best thing he did.

His hand for once trembled on the pen as he wrote back:

“Young man, writing good hand, certificates in penmanship from three correspondence schools, begs accept offer lonesome brunette extent 2 ounces a week.”

The course of love for once ran smooth. How Smith thrilled when he realized that she made a letter D exactly as he did, and that she could spell pneumonia without lifting the pen! One day, greatly daring, Smith gave the girl a kiss — on the corner of the letter — and the return post brought no rebuke.

The fateful day came when Smith, dressed in his best clothes, neatly shaved, and with his hair well oiled, sat down and wrote firmly and clearly a letter of proposal of marriage. The happy answer reached him even before his oil was dry.

There followed a blissful period of engagement, with a letter by every post, and then marriage. Circumstances and distance made it impossible for Smith to be present at his marriage, which was confirmed by proxy, two notaries public exchanging certificates. Nor was it possible for Smith and his wife to live together, as their homes were in different parts of the country. But as husband and wife they settled down, by correspondence, to the routine of domestic life.

During all this period of courtship and marriage, the plain stern business of earning a livelihood had been carried on by J. Smith with unremitting industry. And here he had met with well-merited success. An appointment as Local Correspondent of the Meteorological Weather Bureau at Washington gave him an assured if humble income, and brought him in contact with various winds, storms, and cyclones, which he might otherwise not have appreciated.

It was his duty also to report all temperatures and changes of temperatures on his own isothermal line, a business that kept him in constant telegraphic communication with at least six meridians of longitude. At the same time his work brought him membership in a number of corresponding scientific meteorological societies, while, as a hobby, he acted as horticultural correspondent for a garden magazine, reporting from time to time the growth of oak trees, everlasting thorn, and century plants. This crowded life left him but little time for diversion, yet he managed to carry on a game or two of chess with correspondents, selecting one in Alaska and one in Chee-Foo, China, to avoid over-rapidity in the play.

There came into Smith’s life in due course the Great War, changing it and convulsing it from top to bottom, so that, as he himself said, the world scarcely seemed the same. Postage rates rose to four cents for half an ounce. Foreign correspondence was placed under censorship; at least ten of Smith’s letters — as he himself used afterwards to relate — were sunk by submarines. His weather reports were reduced to two words a day for fear that the knowledge of how cold it was in his district might be of use to the enemy. In his chess game it was only possible to make one move in two years. In other words, as J. Smith himself admitted, the war was a hard, cruel time during which he carried on as best he could.

Since the armistice, life on the whole has gone well with Correspondence Smith. His weather reports are again in full operation, and his correspondence is now wider than ever. The award by mail of two honorary degrees from correspondence schools has shown how the learned world has appreciated his success. In his domestic life Smith and his wife, though still unfortunately kept apart, have had their union blessed by a child (a little girl) adopted by correspondence with a Maternity Bureau for Homeless Children. The little one has been duly placed out at a Country Home for Selected Children, from which she writes every week (an ounce and a half) to each of her parents.

 

And yet in despite of it all, from what I have known of J. Correspondence Smith and from what I have heard about him, the man is not altogether happy. He gets a feeling — have you ever had it yourself, my dear reader? — as if he had been too much a spectator in life and too little an actor. Sometimes it seems to him as if life had all drifted past him like a moving procession, from which his own timidity debarred his entrance. Perhaps you have felt that, yes? J. Smith often wishes that at some time he had broken loose and done something — just what, he doesn’t know, but something.

If he had it all to do again, he says, he would plunge right boldly into everything that life offers, hit or miss, win or die, and use it to the very last gasp of it. Therefore, if there turns out to be such a thing as metempsychosis, or the transfer of souls, and if Smith comes back, just watch out for him. He’ll do big things — at least that is what he says in his correspondence.


Eddie the Bartender
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A GHOST OF the Bygone Past

There he stands — or rather, there he used to stand — in his wicker sleeves, behind the tall mahogany, his hand on the lever of the beer pump — Eddie the Bartender.

Neat, grave, and courteous in the morning, was Eddie. “What’s yours, sir?”

Slightly subdued in the drowsier hours of the afternoon, but courteous still. “What are you having, gentlemen?”

Cheerful, hospitable, and almost convivial in the evening. “What is it this time, boys?”

 

All things to all men, was Eddie, quiet with the quiet, affable with the affable, cheerful with the exhilarated and the gay; in himself nothing, a perfect reflection of his customer’s own mind.

“Have one yourself, Ed,” said the customer. “Thanks, I’ll take a cigar.”

Eddie’s waistcoat pockets, as day drew slowly on to evening, bristled with cigars like a fortress with cannon.

“Here, don’t take a smoke, have a drink!” said the customer. “Thanks, I’ll take a lemon sour. Here’s luck.” Lemon sours, sarsaparillas, and sickly beverages taken in little glassfuls, till the glassfuls ran into gallons — these were the price that Eddie paid for his abstemiousness.

“Don’t you ever take anything, Ed?” asked the uninitiated. “I never use it,” he answered.

 

But Eddie’s principal office was that of a receptive listener, and, as such, always in agreement.

“Cold, ain’t it?” said the customer.

“It sure is!” answered Eddie with a shiver.

“By Gosh it’s warm!” said another ten minutes later.

“Certainly a hot day,” Ed murmured, quite faint with the heat.

 

Out of such gentle agreement is fabricated the structure of companionship.

“I’ll bet you that John L. will lick Jim Corbett in one round!”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” says Eddie.

“I’ll bet you that this young Jim Corbett will trim John L. in five minutes!”

“Yes, I guess he might easily enough,” says Eddie.

 

Out of this followed directly and naturally Eddie’s function as arbitrator, umpire, and world’s court.

“I’ll leave it to Ed,” calls the customer. “See here, Ed, didn’t Maud S. hold the record at 2.35 before ever Jay Eye See ran at all? Ain’t that so? I bet him a dollar and I says, ‘I’ll leave it to Ed,’ says I.”

That was the kind of question that Eddie had to arbitrate — technical, recondite, controversial. The chief editor of the Encyclopedia Britannica couldn’t have touched it. And he had to do it with peace and good will on both sides, and make it end somehow with the interrogation, “What are you having, gentlemen?”

 

But Eddie was not only by profession a conversationalist, a companion, and a convivialist, he was also in his degree a medical man, prescribing for his patients.

This was chiefly in the busy early morning, when the bar first opened up for the day.

Eddie’s “patients” lined up before him, asking for eye-openers, brain-clearers, head-removers.

Behind Eddie, on little shelves, was a regular pharmacopœia; a phalanx of bottles — ticketed, labeled — some with marbles in the top stopper, some with little squirting tubes in the mouth. Out of these came bitters, sweets, flavors, peppers — things that would open the eyes, lift the hair, and renovate the whole man.

Eddie, shaking and mixing furiously, proceeded to open their eyes, clear up their brains, and remove their heads.

“I’ve got a head this morning, Ed. Fix me up something to take it away.” “Sure,” said Eddie in return, “I’ll fix it for you.”

 

By eight a.m. Eddie had them all straightened up and fixed. Some were even able to take a drink and start over.

 

This was in the early morning. But at other times, as for example, quite late at night, Ed appeared in another rôle — that of the champion strong man. Who would suspect the muscles of steel concealed behind Eddie’s wicker cuffs and his soft white shirt-sleeves? Who could expect anger from a countenance so undisturbed, a nature so unruffled, a mind so little given to argument?

But wait! Listen to that fierce quarrel punctuated with unpunctuatable language between two “bums” out on the barroom floor. Lo! at the height of it Eddie clears the mahogany counter in a single leap, seizes the two “bums” each by the collar, and with a short rush and a flying throw hurls them both out of the swinging doors bang on the sidewalk!

Anger? No, not that; inspired indignation is the proper phrase. Ed represented the insulted majesty of a peaceful public anxious only to be let alone.

“Don’t make no trouble in here,” was Eddie’s phrase. There must be “no trouble” within the sacred precincts. Trouble was for the outside, for the sidewalk, for the open street, where “trouble” could lie breathing heavily in the gutter till a “cop” took it where it belonged.

Thus did Eddie, and his like, hurl “trouble” out into the street, and with it, had they only known it, hurled away their profession and their livelihood.

This was their downfall.

 

Thus on the sunshine of Eddie’s tranquil life descended, shadow by shadow, the eclipse of prohibition.

Eddie watched its approach, nearer and nearer.

“What are you going to go at, Ed?” they asked.

“I’ve been thinking of going into chicken farming,” Eddie used to answer, as he swabbed off the bar. “They say there’s good money in chickens.”

Next week it was turkeys.

“A fellow was in here telling me about it,” Ed said. “They says there’s big money in turkeys.”

After that it was a farm in Vermont, and then it was a ranch out in Kansas. But it was always something agricultural, bucolic, quiet.

Meanwhile Eddie stayed right there, pumping up the flooding beer and swabbing off the foam from the mahogany, till the days, the hours, and the minutes ticked out his livelihood.

Like the boy on the burning deck, he never left.

 

Where is he now? Eddie and all the other Eddies, the thousands of them? I don’t know. There are different theories about them. Some people say they turned into divinity students and that they are out as canvassers selling Bibles to the farmers. You may still recognize them, it is claimed, by the gentle way in which they say, “What’s yours this morning?”

There is no doubt their tranquil existence, sheltered behind the tall mahogany, unfitted them for the rough and tumble of ordinary life.

Perhaps, under prohibition, they took to drink. In the cities, even their habitat has gone. The corner saloon is now a soda fountain, where golden-headed blondes ladle out red and white sundaes and mushy chocolates and smash eggs into orange phosphates.

But out in the solitude of the country you may still see, here and there, boarded up in oblivion and obliquity, the frame building that was once the “tavern.” No doubt at night, if it’s late enough and dark enough, ghostly voices still whisper in the empty barroom, haunted by the specters of the Eddies — — “What’s yours, gentlemen?”


Janus and the Janitor
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DANIEL J. EDWARDS — the janitor of our apartment — had practically no opportunities in life, no schooling to speak of, and no start. Yet here he is the janitor of a six-story apartment house, with twenty-four different apartments under his control. And the man is only fifty-three at that. As a matter of fact, he was full janitor of an apartment building when he had just turned forty-seven.

You may see him at any time in the quiet of a summer evening, sitting in his shirt sleeves half-way down the area steps that lead to the basement, smoking his pipe and taking things easy. After nine-thirty, as he himself says, there is scarcely a darned thing to do — unless some one calls him to go up to one of the apartments or something of that sort.

Few men — he himself feels it — have got along quite so steadily, have climbed to the top of the tree quite so successfully as Dan has. They call him “Dan” mostly around the apartments, though some of the children say “Mr. Edwards.” As he himself says, everybody knows him all around — the delivery men, the milkmen, the postmen, the boys with the telegrams, in short, every one. Indeed, to put it in his own words, he doesn’t know anybody that he doesn’t know.

The job that Dan has is, admittedly, a pretty soft thing. You could call it a cinch. Of course he comes on (that’s his phrase, “comes on”) pretty early in the morning, especially in the summer time, when he’s up and about freshening up the front steps before six o’clock. But then he likes to be up early in summer. In this world, it doesn’t so much matter when and where you “come on,” as it does how you feel when you do “come on.”

Anyway, all winter Dan takes things easy. Often he doesn’t budge from his bed till seven o’clock.

There’s a lot to do in the building and yet in a sense, as Dan has often explained it to me, there’s nothing to do. You can’t call running an elevator “work.” And if you go up with a monkey wrench to fix up a tap that’s leaking, or take a hammer and nails and tighten a window sash, you would scarcely consider that working.

Now, it would be different in an apartment house where the janitor does all the furnaces. But in a place of this size there’s a regular furnace man who comes on duty. Dan has nothing to do with the furnaces except to give them a little touch up now and then if they need it, or if it’s really cold weather, just slip into the furnace room once or twice in the night and coax them on a little. If a furnace man wants a lift with his ashes, Dan might give him that. But that’s all there is to it.

Dan tells a good story of how a man two blocks around the corner with a new — a pretty high-class — apartment house wanted him to come over there, at higher pay, big pay, but Dan asked him, “What about the furnace?” “Oh! I’d look to you to do that,” said the man. “Well, then,” Dan answered, “I guess it’s a case of no thanks.” It’s a good story and Dan likes to tell it and he tells it well. At the end he always repeats two or three times. “ ’Yes, sir,’ says I, ‘I guess it’s a case of no thanks.’ ”

Telling stories like that makes an evening pass pretty agreeably.

But for the most part the main thing is that if you get into a job like Dan’s where people trust you, you are pretty well your own boss. If Dan wants any time to stick on his hat and slip across the street for anything, it’s all right.

In point of politics, Dan practically hasn’t got any. In his position you can’t. If you take sides either one way or the other, it gets known. It is much better to be friendly with both sides and hold quietly in between. Dan tells a good story of how one of his tenants wanted him to vote for him one time — he was a lawyer in Apartment C on the Sixth. “I hope you’re going to turn out and vote for me next Tuesday,” he said to Dan. “I’d like to, Mr. Thomas,” Dan answered, “but I don’t see how I can.”

I’ve heard Dan tell that story again and again. “ ’Dan,’ he says, says he, ‘I hope you’re going to turn out and vote for me next Tuesday.’ ‘Well, Mr. Thomas,’ says I, ‘I don’t see how I can.’ He was elected all right. They had Apartment C on the Sixth.” It’s a good story, and Dan likes to tell it. He tells it well too. He has a lot of stories, all as good as that — in fact, all more or less like that — and he likes to tell them to you, sitting in the area steps when things have quieted down for the evening.

As far as money goes, Dan is now, as he himself has often told me, pretty well on Easy Street. He generally keeps well ahead of the game with ten or fifteen dollars up even at the very end of the month. And he has money saved up as well. There’s the hundred dollars that he saved up that he lent to his brother who got into trouble in Vancouver. He has that. That is to say, it’s there. And there’s a hundred and fifty dollars that he sent to his wife’s brother in Seattle, when they got burned out; he has that. In fact, quite a number of items like that, all of which are there still.

Anyway, Dan carries a pretty big life insurance; he has nine hundred dollars on a forty-year endowment. That’s coming along all the time.

Now all this I only mention in connection with a rather strange thing that happened about a fortnight ago, a queer trick of fortune, so to speak. Didn’t the ancient Romans call fortune Janus? If so it ought to connect up with a janitor, oughtn’t it?

Well, anyway, you may have noticed this in the papers yourself. But you would probably have passed it over. It is only when you know the person concerned that it has a different sort of importance.

At any rate, there was a news item that came from Seattle and was copied all around the press. It was headed, “Janitor Falls Heir to Fortune,” and it was worded like this:

“Under the will of John Henry Walters, almost the entire estate, about three-quarters of a million dollars, will go to his brother-in-law, Daniel Edwards. Walters, it will be remembered, who was working as a river driver, made a sudden fortune in the opening of the Summit Lake mining district. Edwards, for whom the Walters’ lawyers are now looking, is said to be the janitor of an apartment building in an eastern city.”

And those who did notice that particular news item probably saw also the one that followed it up a few days afterwards. It was headed, “Will Stick at Job,” and it explained that, “Daniel James Edwards, identified as the heir of the Walters’ fortune in Seattle, amounting to some three quarters of a million dollars, says that he means to stick right where he is and go on with his job.”

That was all at the moment.

And in fact, in a way, that is all of it.

Only one can’t help wondering just what Dan is going to do about it.

He said right away that he wouldn’t quit his job as janitor.

But two days later Dan decided that he’d take a trip out to the Coast anyway to see about things.

The next day he bought a new overcoat. It was a kind he used to covet when he was a boy.

However, he’s been working right ahead ever since — that is, talking mostly, half-way down the area steps. There are such a lot of people who want to stop to ask him about it all, and who like to be assured that he won’t quit his job, that it takes time to tell them.

Then they had him down at one of the newspaper offices to tell them about it there; and of course he had to get photographed in connection with it, with the legend under the photograph, “Won’t Give Up His Job.”

And one of the men on the top floor, Apartment A, who is a promoter, has been talking to Dan about how three quarters of a million dollars could easily be turned into real money, say, into a couple of million. And Dan himself has been thinking that, if he cared to, he could take this money, he could build an apartment house with it, a real dandy, with special janitor’s quarters to it, and then ride up and down with the elevator all day and be on a mighty friendly footing with the tenants.

And more than that, Dan and his wife have discovered that his wife has never traveled, never been anywhere. It’s a thing they never knew before.

So when Dan gets back from the Coast he may take the wife for a trip to Europe, or to Afghanistan, or somewhere — just for a trip.

But of course he’s not going to quit being a janitor.


The Intimate Disclosures of a Wronged Woman
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A PALPITATING STORY in Which a Woman’s Soul is Turned Upside Down and Then Right Side Up

Note: The following startling disclosures are, in our opinion, the most powerful piece of self-revelation that we have seen revealed this season. The writer lays her soul bare and jumps on it. She takes her readers into the most intimate recesses of a woman’s life, and if we know anything about readers, this hits them where they live. The writer does not spare herself.

chapter i

My (First) Childhood

I want to begin these Disclosures by speaking of my childhood.

First let me talk of my parents. There were two of them, my father and my mother.

And I am now going to tell here something about my father which up till now I have never even whispered to a soul, namely, that he was born in Peterboro, Ontario.

My father seldom spoke of having been born in Peterboro. But I know he brooded over it. I remember once when I was quite a little girl he drew me to him and patting my head quietly he murmured, “I was born in Peterboro.” After that he sat silent, looking into the fire for a long time. Then he put on his hat and went out. And a little afterwards he came in again.

 

While I am speaking of my father, I may as well set down something else about him that I only came to know gradually and that I did not fully understand at first, and that is that he was five feet, nine inches and seven-eighths high.

I recall as if it were yesterday my mother measuring him against the wall, and saying as she looked at the measuring tape, “Five feet, nine inches and seven-eighths.”

I was too young to know what seven-eighths meant at that time; later on I came to know. But to the best of my belief neither my father nor my mother ever mentioned to anybody that he was five feet, nine inches and seven-eighths high. They were proud people and kept things to themselves.

Now that I am speaking of my father and wish to leave nothing concealed, I may as well state the fact openly that he was a Vegetarian. I have decided, in putting down this life story, to leave nothing unsaid — that I can think of to say — and so I will simply chronicle the fact that my father was a Vegetarian and let the reader judge for himself.

But this I only came to know slowly as I passed gradually out of my childhood, a thing it took me a long time to do.

As a little child I thought he was an Episcopalian or at times I fancied him a Wesleyan Methodist. Later I came to know the truth. He was a Vegetarian. Only once or twice, however, did I ever hear him refer to the fact.

I remember once he took me on his knee and said, “I’ve been a Vegetarian all my life”; then he kissed me and put me down again and walked out of the house. He did not come back again for a long time; not till meal time. I grew to know that my father always came back at meal time. I think he was too proud to stay away.

My mother stands out less vividly before me, partly, perhaps, because I never knew her height as accurately as I knew my father’s.

But I will record here one thing about her that always seemed to me to mark her off from most people, and in a way to isolate her in a class by herself, and that is that as a girl she had lived for some years in Little Rock, Arkansas.

Why this should have been so, I never knew. My mother never explained it to me and never spoke of it. But I think it gave her a kind of loneliness.

Later on as I slowly grew up, which took years and years, I began to understand that my mother was a disappointed woman. She realized, I think, that she had been let in in marrying Father. Each time she looked at him she felt that he certainly was a prize package.

The idea, I imagine, grew in her mind that if she hadn’t married Father, she might have hit something better and could hardly have struck anything worse.

There comes into every woman’s life the knowledge that she has married the wrong man. So it was with Mother. The realization that Father was a nut more and more shadowed her life.

Once, in one of her rare moments of confidence, she told me that there was a Mr. Jones in Little Rock, Arkansas, whom she could have married who was very musical and played the gramophone to perfection, but he had lung trouble and drank whiskey and was a Communist. So she held him off and he went west for his lungs and got better and made a lot of money in cattle and joined the Republican party.

But meantime Mother had married Father.

I suppose every woman has a romance in her life like Mother’s. I often used to wonder where I would have been if Mother hadn’t married Father, but had married Mr. Jones. But I couldn’t think it out. It beat me to it.

And now let me try to give a more intimate and confidential picture of my home, because I want to make my reader feel that he knows me. Our house stood in the country on the tenth concession of the third township backwards and sideways from the road and a little edgeways. I can shut my eyes and see it; but when I open them I can’t.

It was only a mile down the road to the post office of Blank and five miles and ten rods to the village of Blank. Our country town was Blink and there was no large city nearer to us than Asterisk.

With these facts well in mind, the reader can form a pretty clear picture of my home and its surroundings. I should perhaps have added that our nearest railway station was at ——  ——  —— and our only telegraph office was at ——  —— . Let the reader get these facts clearly before him and he will have a grip on my narrative which he otherwise might fail to get. Perhaps it is pertinent to say that the ——  —— Express Company had an agency at * * * * * * and that there was a first class garage not more than three miles from * ! * ! * ! . . . . . .

At any rate, it was here in these quiet surroundings that I passed my first girlhood — not my second, my first.

And now I am going to give my reader something of the kind that he has been sitting up waiting for. I want to take him into all my secrets, and tell him some things that I suppose no woman ever tells to the world.

When I set myself to write these disclosures I said to myself that I would conceal nothing, but would tell my reader everything. If a great deal of what I have to say sounds unusual, I can only defend it on the ground that at least it is the truth.

I want to be quite frank with myself and speak of myself as if I were discussing somebody else. I want the reader to judge for himself everything that I have done. I don’t know whether I make my meaning quite clear. I am trying to state it as simply as I can.

I will only say that what I mean is that I am trying to say what I mean. I can find no other words to express it more simply, but if I can think of any later on I’ll use them.

I want to begin by saying that like a great many girls I was for a long time densely ignorant. I doubt whether society realizes even yet, in spite of all the revelations and confessions that have been published, how ignorant girls are. In my own case up to the age of ——  —— 

But stop. That’s a peach of a place to end up this first chapter.

chapter ii

What Girls Don’t Know

In the last, that is, the first chapter I was telling my readers in the most intimate language I could get hold of all about my girlhood.

I said that I was brought up ignorant, in the dense ignorance that enshrouds so many young girls to-day. Even with the resolution I have taken to conceal nothing from my readers, it is hard for me, without a blush of shame, to go into details of my ignorance.

But I will quote as a characteristic example the fact that till I was nine years old I could hardly spell properly. I mixed up words ending in ough with words ending in double f.

Figures also gave me great trouble. For a long time I used to think that 7 and 8 made 13. I was too timid and too reticent to take my difficulties to anybody, least of all to my parents. Sometimes I thought of going to the minister of our church and asking him what 7 and 8 made, and how to spell hemorrhage. But a false shame held me back, and I feared perhaps that even he might not know.

And since I am confiding so fully in my reader I will make another confession, namely, that for many years I did not know the names of the branches of the Amazon, and always imagined that the Xingu came in on the top side. I concealed this as best I could from the people about me.

Of physiology and the human body and of the laws of health I knew absolutely nothing. I could not have told where the œsophagus was nor the prosencephalon, nor the duodenum nor the semicolon nor the major axis of the patella. Once while quite a child I caught a cold and was quite sick for three days without being aware of it.

My first love affair took place when I was just turned sixteen. I had hardly turned it when a young man came to stay at our house as a summer boarder. His name was Joe Granger, and he was training for a minister. This ought to have warned me, but I was young and without guidance. In any case, he seemed to me little more than a boy, which was perhaps the case, as he was only five feet, one inch high. But he was quite stout.

There was, however, one thing about Joe that my parents kept from me at the time and that I only learned later on accidentally. It was this: He paid us $2.00 a week for his board, but he was supposed to help father pitch hay and to make himself handy around the place.

Well, for the first two or three weeks that Joe Granger was at our house, I hardly spoke a word to him. But one evening just as I was starting down the lane to the pasture to fetch up the two cows there was Joe standing beside the door of the barn.

It was lilac time and I had on a print dress with a bunch of lilacs at my throat and a branch of apple blossoms in my hair and a bunch of wild convolvulus and chickweed in my waist belt.

“Where are you going?” Joe asked. “Down to the pasture,” I answered, “to fetch up the cows.” “All right,” he said, “I’ll go too.” I was feeling in a kind of reckless mood, as if I didn’t care what happened to me. “Come on!” I said.

It was a hundred yards or perhaps more down the lane, but all the way Joe said nothing except, “Say, look at that oriole. That’s pretty early for orioles, isn’t it?” So I knew that he was keeping himself pretty well in hand.

When we got to the pasture, the two cows were there standing under the shade trees.

“You chase up the black one,” Joe said, “and I’ll start up the other.”

I was feeling in a sort of desperate mood, as if I didn’t care. “All right,” I said.

We got the two cows started up the lane, and Joe and I walked along behind them.

“They’re easy cows to drive,” Joe said. I don’t know just how much he meant by it, but I answered just recklessly, “They sure are.” “Some cows,” Joe said, “are much better milkers than others.” I didn’t even stop to think. “Is that so?” was all I could find to say. “Yes,” Joe went on, “when I was on a farm near Cobourg, Ontario, I used to milk six cows a day.” I don’t know just what he would have said next, but just then we came to the corner of the barn and there was Father.

Joe is a preacher now and has children of his own, but looking back on it seems strange. I often wondered how many cows he milked after he left Cobourg.

My next love adventure was a few months later; in fact, that same Autumn. I was walking along the road to the village and the rural mail delivery man stopped his cart. “Like a ride, sis?” he asked. “Kind o’ hot walking, ain’t it?”

Just for a minute I hesitated. The driver was a quite elderly man and had four or five children, and it should have warned me. But a sort of spirit of daring had got hold of me and for a minute I hesitated. Already he had made a place on the seat beside him. “Climb right in,” he said.

Then all of a sudden I realized my danger. “Thanks,” I blurted out, “I guess I’ll walk.” “All right,” the man said, “please yourself. Get up, there!” and he touched up his horse and was gone.

I stood in the road for quite a time, thinking of what I had escaped.

I never saw the man again, but years after I heard that he was still driving on the same mail route and that his eldest girl had just finished high school. A queer fact about the whole thing, however, is that the government has never promoted him and that he is still on the same route.

By this time, of course, I had begun to realize that men are all wolves and are not to be trusted.

There was a young man one day came to deliver a load of cord wood and after he had unloaded it, he asked for a drink of water. Quite unsuspectingly, I fetched him a glass of water from the pitcher and was just going to give it to him when he said, “Do you ever go to the pictures?”

I threw the water in his face and rushed upstairs to my own room, where I threw myself on the bed. But it was a narrow escape.

Well, it was along about this time that our home got all broken up and Mother and I had to move away. It was all on account of Father, because Father began to use alcohol. Of course, where we lived the law didn’t allow any one to buy alcohol and people couldn’t get it. But they could get it in indirect forms.

They say there’s a lot of alcohol in barber’s perfumes and things like that. Well, Father found out that there is alcohol in axle grease and he began smearing his face with it evenings. He only put on a little at first, just enough to make him feel bright, but then he got to putting it on thicker and thicker and he’d sit there evenings with his face covered with it and the axle grease stupefying his mind. He found, too, that there is alcohol in linseed oil and he’d go out to the barn and soak himself in it.

It got so bad that Father was soaked most of the time, and he’d just stagger round the place soaked and plastered.

So the end of it was that our home was broken up and Mother and I went to live in the city. I have promised to tell my readers all my sensations and feelings, and I suppose there are feelings that a girl gets when she goes to live in a city that she has never had before.

I am in a way ashamed to speak of it, but the truth is that for nearly two months, perhaps, I didn’t like going up and down in elevators.

And since I am telling everything, I may as well say straight out and be done with it that I don’t think the pie in the city is as good as in the country.

We hadn’t been very long in the city before I began to learn that the men are just as much wolves and hounds there as they are in the country.

A young girl, even though she weighs 175 pounds as I did, has got to be on her guard all the time. It was just the same old story, and it began right away.

The first one was the house-agent who showed us over the apartments. He managed to sidle pretty close up to me and he sort of whispered, “This is a very desirable location.” I just gave him one push in the chest that put him against the wall and I said, “You just cut that right out.”

Then there was the young feller that came to turn on the electric lights. He said: “If you wouldn’t mind holding this candle for me, I’ll adjust the meter.” “Don’t you get so darned smart,” I answered.

I found it was just the same way when I went out to look for work in the stores. The first man I went to looked up at me from his desk and he said, “Just sit down, please, and tell me what you can do.”

“You just quit that right now,” I answered, and I was out of that place in five seconds.

However, I had not been very long in the city before life all changed and I met my first husband and got married. But I want to tell my readers just how it feels for a young, inexperienced girl to find herself married to a man. — I think that will hold them down for another chapter.

chapter iii

Married Life

In what I wrote before, I told about my experiences as a young girl and how love first came into my life.

I want to talk now about my married life and I am going to speak just as plainly as I can and tell my readers things that I have never yet ventured to say to anybody.

It was a little while after Mother and I had moved into the city, on account of Father having taken to alcohol in the country, that I met my first husband. His name was Mr. Thomley, and Mother and I first met him in one of the big stores where we went to buy things for the apartment. All we knew about him was that his name was Mr. Thomley and that his salary was forty-two dollars a week, and that his people had come from Ashtabula, Ohio, and that he had had a ten-dollar raise last month and another one promised for New Year’s, and that where he boarded there wasn’t a word against him, although there were three young girls in the house, one from Kentucky. Beyond that, Mother couldn’t find out any more about him.

Well, pretty soon Mr. Thomley began coming to the apartment and taking me out places nights and then later he would come and take me walks afternoons and shows evenings and ball games Sundays.

So one day at a ball game he asked me if I would marry him and I said all right. I remember it was Pittsburgh playing Philadelphia and Pittsburgh won the game, but I want to say right now, since I am writing confidentially, that I don’t believe they were the best team. I said to Mr. Thomley just after he asked me to marry him that I was sure the umpire was crooked. At any rate, I am going to say it right here, straight out, that I believe there was some dirty work on third base.

We went home right after the game, and I told Mother all about it and just what I thought of the Pittsburgh team.

Well, a little after that we got married, because my husband, whose name, as I said, was Mr. Thomley, had four days off from the store where he worked. He was in curtains and cretonne, and as it was the dead season in curtains he could get off easily enough; but for the matter of that, he had a pretty high-up job and could have got off for a couple of days to get married at any time.

So we went off on our wedding tour to Richmond, Virginia, and it certainly is a strange feeling for a young girl to find herself going to a hotel as a married woman. I am going to tell all about my experiences.

One thing that I noticed right away was that the food in the hotel was fierce, though we were paying eight dollars a day each on the American plan. I don’t know what my readers will think of me, but I am going to confess right now that I don’t like the American plan. I may as well say it straight out as conceal it, but I believe that on the European plan you get better service.

And right here I will disclose a little thing about married life that I never saw mentioned openly before, though everybody knows it is true, and that is that you can order a single portion and divide it and have a side order of bacon or anything like that for the same money.

That night a little before we retired Mr. Thomley whispered to me that all his life he had never liked hotel food.

We went for a long drive next day in an open carriage, and Mr. Thomley told me a lot of interesting and intimate things, such as how they made cement, and the way the city disposes of the sewage and the different methods they have for marketing the tobacco and things I had never known as a girl.

Well, pretty soon after that we came back to the city to settle down in our new home, and my married life began in earnest. If I had not decided to make a complete revelation of what married life first means to a woman and to keep back nothing, I might not care to tell of some of the mistakes that we made and the false steps that we took.

To begin with, we paid eighty dollars a month for our apartment, and it wasn’t worth it. There no proper way of disposing of the garbage, and every one of the cupboards was too small.

If young girls were told before marriage all the things they ought to know, they would never go into an apartment unless there was a janitor who took away the garbage without leaving it out on the back of the fire escape.

Some of the mistakes, too, were of our own making. We put cocoanut matting in the best room, and I’ll confess now that it hasn’t the warmth. It’s all right in the cool weather, but when winter comes it is better to pay another two dollars a yard and get real rugs.

There were some things, too, that I found I didn’t like to tell even to my husband. A young, inexperienced wife, such as I was, is held back by a kind of delicacy in speaking of certain things. The first of these troubles I kept to myself, but I thought of it day and night until at last I just couldn’t stand it any longer, and I said to Mr. Thomley, “There’s something I’ve just got to tell you; namely, that new ice-box is a bum ice-box. It leaks.”

Mr. Thomley was very kind about it and got a plumber up right away, but somehow things didn’t seem quite the same again after the ice-box started leaking.

Then, of course, there was a certain amount of trouble with other men, such as I suppose comes into the life of every young wife, especially when her husband has to be away days and men come, about this or that, afternoons.

There was first the young fellow who carried up the groceries, and the very first day he said, “If you like I’ll carry them right into the kitchen for you.” I said right away, “You cut that stuff out right now,” but after he was gone I went to the bedroom and had a good cry all by myself.

As soon as my husband came home I said to him, “There’s a thing I may as well tell you first as last: The grocery man tried to carry the parcels right through into the kitchen.” My husband said nothing at the time, but I felt there was a shadow between us after that.

It has been only as the months and presently the years have gone past that I have realized that my married life with Mr. Thomley has been a mistake. It would be hard for me to say just what has gone wrong, but I suppose I am only one of a great many women who feel that somehow life has wronged them. It seems to bring them nothing.

It was different for my husband, because he was in the store and was forging ahead all the time. He got moved up from curtains the second year of our marriage to being head of all the carpets, with a two hundred dollar increase, and a year or two after that they put him right on the ground floor with the whole of the gents’ furnishing, boys’ garments, and men’s goods under him. Then he’s away up in the United Mens-goods-men of the World, and belongs to a cornet and saxophone society that meets every two weeks all winter, and a clay-pigeon shooting-club that goes out once every two months in the summer.

It always seems that way. Men’s life is full of work and interest, and for women there is just nothing.

It was about when my eldest little girl was getting ready for public school — she was the first of the three children to go — that I began to feel the full emptiness of my life. It was so different from the kind of day dreams I used to have nights on the farm. Then I used to think I might marry a bootlegger, or an Arab slavedriver, or a French adventurer. I used to dream of a life where things happened and where some one would take me around and make things fly. It’s a kind of romantic spirit I have.

So nowadays when I sit evenings with Mr. Thomley, I feel that the time has come when I’ll have to divorce him. He was all right as a first husband, but for a second one I want something with more pep.

It seems to me that one of the great pitfalls of married life is getting tied up too long with a first husband.

That about concludes my disclosures. If I could think of any more intimate things to say, I’d put them in, because I know that my readers just snap them up and live on them. But this will do for now.

III


TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW


Little Conversations of the Hour
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TO ILLUSTRATE LIFE in the Third Decade of the Twentieth Century

“For what we are about to receive,” said the Archdeacon at the head of the luncheon table, bowing his head in a reverent attitude, “may the Lord make us truly thankful.” Then he lifted his head and added, “I see that Universal Copper went up four points this morning.”

“Yes,” said the nearest guest, also a distinguished divine, “I noticed them putting up the stock sheet just after our opening prayer at the meeting. I couldn’t see very clearly, — four points, was it?”

“Are you in Copper, Archdeacon,” another guest asked.

“I was,” said the Archdeacon shaking his head sadly. “But I got out at 120. The Bishop gave me a hint to get out and I was foolish enough to take it.”

“I fear that the Bishop lacks faith,” said the guest.

“That’s it,” agreed the Archdeacon. “One needs faith for these things. I don’t think there ever was a time when one needed faith so much. Without it you can’t hold on. In my own case,” — he added humbly,— “I shall take it to heart as a lesson for life. When I think that I was in British Breweries as low as 27 — —”

“Breweries at 27!” exclaimed another of the guests.— “Was it as low as that? — Why, this morning — what was it? — I haven’t seen it for an hour or so, owing to our meeting, — but over four hundred surely?”

“Yes, over four hundred,” said the Archdeacon sadly, his eyes sunk upon his plate. “I repeat it, — it’s a lesson for one’s life, a lesson in courage, in belief — —”

“Oh, but my dear Archdeacon,” interposed a tall venerable gentleman, whose labors in the Mission fields of Asia had made his name known all over the world. “You mustn’t really blame yourself. You see after all one never can tell what is to happen. Surely it is sometimes better to hold part of what we have than to seek for something higher? I don’t want to discount what you feel about faith. But look at Asbestos, look at Carborundum or consider for instance the terrible fall in hides. Surely we have only to view the world about us to realize how uncertain it is and how wrong it is to place one’s hopes too much in it, except perhaps in iron or steel or in very solid gold bonds.”

There was a murmur of approval. Then someone else, to turn the conversation from the Archdeacon’s embarrassment, spoke to the missionary.

“And things in China?” he asked. “Not going very well I fear?”

“From bad to worse, I am sorry to say,” answered the eminent missionary, shaking his head. “These recent troubles are undoing the work of forty years. Pekin Municipal Bonds have simply vanished, utterly unsaleable; even the Shanghai International Loan has fallen to a mere fraction. Indeed I scarcely know of a real opportunity anywhere in our whole mission field. I could not, as it is, advise any young man to enter it.”

After which the talk drifted into more general topics, such as oil and the motor stocks and the rubber outlook. And presently the guests rose and the Archdeacon said:

“I too must hasten away. I want to go and call on a very dear old lady parishioner of mine. She has her good days and her bad and granddaughter has just phoned me that she is feeling quite bright to-day and will be pleased to see one.”

With that the party broke up and the Archdeacon went on his way to pay his visit.

“I am so glad you came,” exclaimed the pretty young girl who was sitting in the drawing room with a young man. “Grandmother is looking forward so much to seeing you. She couldn’t come downstairs to-day but wants you to come up to her room.”

In the room upstairs there sat in a chair a bright old lady in a cap and spectacles whose keen eyes and animated face cut down her eighty years by two or three decades. In her lap lay open a large book in a black cover which the trained eye of the Archdeacon recognized at once as Jones’s Manual of Continental Securities.

“My dear lady,” said the Archdeacon, bending over her hand, “I am so pleased, so delighted to see you looking so well.”

“Well!” said the old lady, “I should say so, and as a matter of fact, I ought to look well. I’ve just made a regular clean-up in Zinc products.”

“It’s turned out to be a regular cuckoo,” added the old lady, “a real pippin.”

“Ah,” murmured the Archdeacon. “A real pippin, — I congratulate you on your good luck.”

“Good luck,” protested the venerable old lady. “Cut out that good luck stuff. It wasn’t a case of luck at all. I just had the sand to stay with it. I had a hunch that it was good to go up to 200 and I just hung right on to it. But now let us talk on something much more serious. What do you know about Synthetic rubber?”

And with that the conversation became quiet and intimate and earnest.

Meanwhile downstairs the young man still sat beside, close beside, the very charming granddaughter. Any observer, had there been one, would have seen in their eyes that they were lovers.

“I have something to tell you,” he was murmuring. “Something to tell you that I have been waiting and hoping to tell you.”

“Perhaps I know it,” she half whispered, her eyes on the carpet.

“Fluid Beef has gone up,” he said. “Gone up at last.”

“Oh, Edward,” she said with a happy little sigh, “has Fluid Beef really gone up!”

“Away up,” he laughed, “and us with it.”

“I was so afraid,” she said, with a doubting shake of her head, “that it was over-capitalized. Often at night I have a half fear that the standing charges were making our overhead out of all proportions to our earnings.”

“There was no fear of it,” he answered firmly. “Do you realize, darling,” he added, taking her hand, “that the whole of our bond issue can be looked after out of one month’s earnings?”

“But our deterioration,” she murmured as she nestled against his shoulder. “Are you writing it off out of current assets as we should?”

“Yes, easily, amply,” he reassured her, “and it means, dearest, that now there is nothing to stop us. We can be married the first moment you will.”

“And there’s something else, Edward,” she said, “to bring us happiness even better assured perhaps.”

“What?” he whispered, his eyes bright with expectation.

“Zinc,” she answered. “Grandmother told me this morning that the day we are married she is going to put a whole block of zinc in our names. Oh, Edward, isn’t life wonderful?”

 

And as a matter of fact, when you come to think of it life in the closing years of the Third Decade of the 20th century is away ahead of life under the Third Dynasty in Egypt.


Travel is so Broadening

I
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THE IDEAL MOTOR Trip in Europe

“No more wonderful revolution in travel and in the culture that travel alone can bring has ever been effected than that occasioned by the advent of the motor-car.” So writes the enthusiastic and eloquent author of an automobile guide for foreign travel.

“Not only,” continues the writer, “does it bring within our eye a wonderful panorama of scenery, but it enables the fortunate traveler to envisage in his rapid flight the great epochs of history, to follow in the footsteps of Charlemagne and Hannibal, to gaze with awe on the silent dungeons of the middle ages and the crumbling amphitheatres of Roman Gaul.

“We set our course, let us say, down the valley of the Rhone. Here, at the very outset, is a massive and impressive scenery. For many miles of it, not even the new world of American can offer such a prospect of waving forests, whose age-old trees echoed to the hunting horns of the Merovingian Kings and of dark gorges cleft deep into river valleys by uncounted centuries of time. Here again we are out in the open, smiling country, a land of vineyards basking in the sun, of little roadside inns where red wine is poured out for us from stone jugs and where the luscious fruit of Provence is heaped in a very cornucopia on the table. Our noon-day halt is at Nîmes, where the great Roman amphitheatre, half in ruins, rears its sunlit, stone benches to recall the gladiatorial combats of the great days of the empire. Here sat, perhaps, a Nero or a Trajan, under a sweeping canopy of royal purple that rustled in the summer sun, while all about him stormy shouts of savage joy greeted the death throes of a defeated gladiator.

“A little further on in our journey and here is Avignon, the medieval city of the popes, and Carcassone, whose lofty turrets recall the splendors and the mysteries of the Middle Ages. . . .”

And so forth. . . .

II

The Real Thing

Now let us put beside this the real vacation tour in a motor through Europe. We take it from the text of letter No. 13 from the correspondence of John Gasoline Smith, motorist-on-the-move, three days out from Paris and heading southward, westward, and a little east.

“On Thursday we got away to a good start from the town where we had slept and hit it up to about forty to forty-two an hour from 6.30 to 7.43, taking on gas only at the start, and filling up with twenty gallons. We calculate that in this country, which is hilly and rough, though the roads are good, we can’t get more than twelve out of a gallon. In the flat country, just out of Paris, we could easily get fourteen. The traction lift and the extra friction on the big hills makes a lot of difference. The wife and I find it mighty interesting to keep the figures and compare how many miles you can get out of a gallon in different parts of France. It gives a sort of diversity to the trip. In fact, we find that if you keep tab on your gasoline and your oil, and make a table of your mileage and figure out your day’s run in sections, it lends a great interest to the trip and prevents it from being monotonous.

“In France you soon learn the dodge of filling your tank right up, because at each station you are supposed to tip the man, and the tip is the same anyway. But we don’t mind the little stops anyway, because in France there is always something to study and look at, such as the way they set up their gas tanks, not a bit like ours and with a slower feed, and the much longer flexible pipe they use, so that you don’t need to drive off the road at all to get gas at the station.

“As I said to Lil, it is only when you travel that you really learn about a country. If we hadn’t taken this trip, I would never have known that in France they use a much more volatile gas than we do. It suits the climate better; and certainly the French climate is beautiful, with no danger of freezing up your radiator. In the French climate your oil never gets thick, but always runs nice and free and gets right to your bearings.

“Naturally, we are both picking up a lot of French, and can manage anything we want, such as, ‘Aves-vous de la gasoline?’ or ‘Combien chargez-vous pour gasoline ce matin?’ and ‘Voulez-vous avoir la bonte s’il vous plait de me donner un coup d’eau dans le radiator?’ and all the common, ordinary things like that.

“Coming down the valley of the big river here, which is called the Rhone, though at home we always heard of it as the Rhine, we struck quite a lot of bush and mountain country. But it didn’t matter, because the roads are all stone roads and the sight line is good, so that all you have to do is keep your eye on the road and go straight ahead.

“We made nearly 200 miles before lunch in spite of being held up for fifteen minutes by an old Roman town (the book said it was Roman), where the paving was so atrocious that we had two or three times to back out of a street again after getting started in it. However, we are getting wise to that game, and we find that when once you understand travel here you can avoid all the old towns by making a detour. Even if it takes you a few miles out of your direct way, it is well worth it.

“We got badly fooled, though, at a place called Nim, or Neam, or something like that, where we decided not to make a detour because we wanted to have a look at what we thought was a big new football stadium. It lost us about twenty-five minutes of our time and in the end the laugh was on us, because when we got nearer we saw it wasn’t a stadium at all, but just some sort of old ruin. We managed to avoid it before we got too close.

“We had lunch at a gasoline station. And then we got away on a clear stretch, and before the end of the day we had actually done 400 miles.

“We are reckoning that if we can do, say 250 miles a day from here, we can get clear to Spain by Thursday. I was suggesting to Lil that perhaps we could do better if we made a good part of our run after dark, when it’s cooler. There’s not much traffic in France after dark, and with good lights on your car you can see the road as clear as day, and that’s all you need to see.

“We are both fascinated with the trip and want very much to come again, if I can get away, and go over this same ground in winter. I’d like to see how the consumption of gasoline would compare in the colder weather. I’ve got an idea that the per mile cost of gasoline in France per ton of distance is away more than at home. It’s hard to reckon it out, as all the measurements are different. But I keep figuring on it in my head as we drive along.

“That’s another great thing about travel in Europe. It helps you to reflect. Often I fall into a regular reverie about it, and only wake up to hear a man saying, ‘Combien de gasoline, Monsieur?’ That’s the French for, ‘How much gasoline, boss?’ ”


Tommy and Milly at the Farm

[image: img53.jpg]

THE OLD VERSION and the New

 

the original visit, as reported in any child’s picture book anno domini 1900

Last summer Milly and Tommy went to spend two weeks at the farm with Mr. and Mrs. Pan-cake. Both the children were very fond of an-i-mals and they loved to see the moo-cows come up into the yard to be milked by Mrs. Pan-cake. Farmer Pan-cake put Tommy on the back of Dobbin, the old horse, and at first Tommy was afraid, but soon he got to like it and called out, “Gee! Up! Dobbin.” Mrs. Pan-cake showed Milly how to feed the ducks in the duck pond, and when Milly called “Dill, Dill,” all the ducks said, “Quack, Quack. . . .”

And so on. This visit could be carried on to infinity.

 

But now compare the visit to the farm by another Tommy and Milly, descendants of the above, some thirty years later.

the visit of 1930

Milly and Tommy, on their arrival at the farm, were shown into the study of the farmer, who was at that moment rapidly dictating to a young man, evidently his secretary.

Mr. Pangelly — he had changed his name from Pan-cake some twenty years before — pushed back his office chair, rose and shook hands cordially with the children.

“I remember very well,” he said, “the visit of your father and mother thirty years ago, though I did not see them. I was a youngster then just entering a technical college and I was not at home.”

The two children were somewhat embarrassed at first in the presence of the tall distinguished farmer, whose clear-cut features, slightly pale from his indoor life, looked piercingly at them from behind his gold pince-nez.

Mr. Pangelly, however, did his best to put the children at their ease.

“And so you little folks want to have a look around the farm, eh?” he said. “Well, well! Let me see. Burns,” he added, turning to the young man, “what time have I?”

“You’ve a conference with the Coöperative Sellers Committee at ten, sir,” said the secretary, “and I think you ought to finish dictating the crop report — —”

“What about after lunch?”

“I’m afraid, sir, you promised to go round the links, and you’ve only half an hour anyway.”

“Humph!” said Mr. Pangelly. Then he stood for a moment as if lost in thought, murmuring, “Yes, that report, of course, yes.” He had the strange abstracted manner of a man accustomed to large problems.

Then suddenly he seemed to come back to himself.

“No, no, Burns,” he said, “let it all wait. Come along, we’ll take the young people around right now. And what would you like to see first?”

“Oh?” cried Tommy, enthusiastically, “I’d like to see the horses!”

Mr. Pangelly smiled.

“I’m afraid we haven’t any,” he said. “Have we, Burns?” The secretary shook his head. “You see, Tommy, we don’t use horses any longer in the country. They’re only used a little bit in city parks and drives by people who have a fancy for them. Here, of course, we use machinery — —”

“Then couldn’t we see the cows milked?” asked Milly, humbly.

“I’m afraid I must disappoint you again,” said the farmer. “The cows are milked now by electricity and it’s done in the middle of the night. But come along, we’ll have a look around anyway.”

Mr. Pangelly took his Panama hat and his stick from a rack in the hall. “Tell Stetson,” he said to Burns as they went out, “that I will be back in twenty minutes.”

Tommy and Milly were greatly impressed with the huge farm buildings with the vast stone and concrete lower stories and the sweeping roofs of tin, each barn as large as a cathedral. From the inside came the dull hum of machinery.

Tommy and Milly in their shady street in the city had never seen anything close at hand so vast and imposing.

Mr. Burns, the secretary, opened the door of one of the buildings and showed to the children the huge lifts and clutches that handled the grain and the traveling cranes that moved it into place.

Mr. Pangelly followed their gaze, in his abstracted way.

“Did we ever test out,” he said to the young man, “the cost per ton of those? I’ve a notion that the friction loss is a way too high.”

“Anderson says no, sir,” replied Burns; “he worked it out and says that the friction loss is very heavy, but even at that it’s a way more economical than man power.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Pangelly, and stood for a few minutes lost in thought. “Perhaps,” he muttered, “perhaps.”

Then remembering the children he said, suddenly— “Well, let’s come out into the fields.”

From the barns the children passed through a tall hedge of cedar and before them opened up the huge expanse of a grain field. Tommy had hitherto seen nothing larger than a city ball ground in the park and was amazed at the size of the great field.

“What’s that big machine going up and down, sir?” asked Tommy.

“That,” said Mr. Pangelly, “that’s a tractor; wait a little bit and it will come closer.”

“The principle of it,” continued the farmer, as the huge machine, dragging a phalanx of tearing plows, drew close to them, “is quite simple. It’s only one of the many applications of the explosive engine combined, or perhaps I ought to say coördinated with a singular device in traction.” Mr. Pangelly’s voice trailed off into a sort of dreamy reverie as he spoke. “A simple device and yet how long we waited for it — just like the disk harrow — the most obvious application of an eccentric — and nobody thought of it — —”

As they walked back towards the house, Tommy said timidly: “I think I’d like to be a farmer, Mr. Pangelly, when I grow up.”

“Quite right,” said Mr. Pangelly, “quite right. Aim high, little man, aim high, and stick to it. Many a little fellow has thought as you do and then after all fell back to be a lawyer, a doctor — —”

Then he relapsed into silence.

“I can’t believe that Anderson is right about the friction,” he said. Then remembering where he was, “Burns,” he said, “I’m afraid I must get back. Now will you take these little folks to Mrs. Randall and no doubt she’ll get them something to eat. I don’t remember what children of their age do eat. A little grapefruit? Or pâté, or something. Good-by.”

“Good-by, sir,” said Tommy and Milly, humbly.

The visit to the farm was at an end.


Life’s Little Inconsistencies
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EXAMPLE NO. I

The Up-to-date Students Take an Evening Off

They were sitting in their dormitory bed-smoking-study room — Gussie and Eddie — in the newly endowed million-door wing of their ten-million-dollar college.

Gussie had laid aside his ukulele and Eddie had given up the effort of trying to tune his mandolin.

“Have a cigarette,” said Gussie.

“Smoked them till I am sick of them,” answered Eddie.

“What in Hades can we do this evening?” said Gussie.

“I don’t know,” said Eddie with a yawn. “What about going to the pictures?”

“Sick of them,” said Gussie.

“There’s the sophomore play on to-night if we want to go to that.”

“I’m fed up with plays.”

“So am I. There’s a dance over at the Theta Beta Sorority.”

“Dance! I’ve been to ten this month.”

Gussie picked up the college newspaper and began looking up and down the columns.

“There’s a lecture in Founder’s Hall,” he said, “on Recent Progress in Science; want to go to that?”

Both the students laughed.

“Here’s another,” continued Gussie. “Meeting of the Astro-physical Society to discuss — —”

“Oh, ditch it,” said Eddie.

“Well, I don’t see much else,” said Gussie. “There’s a reception by the senior year, we went to that last year, it’s hell. — There’s an uplift meeting of the Social Science Workers. There’s a debate at the Literary Society. There’s a motion picture show at the Geographical Club. — No, there doesn’t seem a thing to do.”

He yawned.

Both the students sat silent for a while.

Then suddenly Eddie became animated.

“I tell you!” he exclaimed, “I’ve got a whale of an idea. Let’s study! Let’s spend the evening right here and study! Eh, what!”

Gussie looked up.

“Right you are, Eddie,” he said, “you’ve said a mouthful. Got any books? Hold on, I’ve got some mathematics books there in the trunk packed with my winter underclothes. Attaboy! We’ll spend the evening just studying. However did you come to think of it?”

example no. ii

The Golf Club Members Brighten Up Their Afternoon

“Care to play bridge this afternoon?” asked the first member of the second.

“Too hot,” he answered drowsily.

Then they continued resting in the leather chairs of the lounge, gently breathing cigar smoke.

They had chosen a particularly comfortable corner of one of the fifteen lounge rooms of the More-Than-a-Million Golf Club. From the windows their eyes could roam over two hundred acres of woodland landscape diversified with brilliant greens and elevated tees. But they didn’t need to look that way. In fact, by telling one of the attendants to close the windows they needn’t see the course at all. The excellent acoustics of the building kept out all noise of any game.

“Don’t want a game of tennis, do you?” said the second member presently.

“I don’t think so, rather too much exertion.”

“It is, in a way. What about a dip in the swimming pool?”

“Oh, thanks, a little later it might be all right; rather too early in the afternoon now.”

“It is. But there doesn’t seem a dashed thing to do.”

There was another pause.

“Might play billiards, if you like.”

“Thanks, I was playing most of the morning.”

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do if you like,” said the first member, with the sudden enthusiasm of a man with an idea. “Come out on the links and I’ll play you a round of golf. What do you say?”

The other hesitated, attracted and yet wavering.

“The trouble is,” he said, “I’ve never played.”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter. Very few of the members play. Come on. We’ll have a game of golf, just for fun.”

example no. iii

The Nature-Writer Seeks Rest

“I’m tired, tired, devilish tired,” said the Nature-Writer, looking up from his table in the sun-and-air room of his Log Cabin in the Woods. “I get so cramped up here. There’s no space — no room to breathe. These everlasting woods all around and the racket of that river and the birds, and at night that whippoorwill! I can’t stand it!”

“I know,” murmured his wife. “I feel it, too, you know, though I haven’t liked to complain. One does feel so terribly shut in.”

“Listen, Emma,” exclaimed the Nature-Writer, throwing down his pens and paper. “Go and call up the railway station and get a compartment on that fast train that comes past this place at 2.30 in the morning; then call New York and get a room at the Biltmont, get seats for the Midnight Foolishness, and get a supper table at any of the good three-o’clock-in-the-morning clubs. — I need rest and quiet and I’m going to get it.”

example no. iv

The Farmer Learns English

“Gee!” said the college professor of English to the Farmer, “this is certainly a pretty lay-out. I’ll say it is!”

“Yes,” answered the farmer, “we like to think that this view from our veranda is really quite as beautiful as any landscape could be. My wife often compares it to Versailles.”

They were sitting together after supper on the veranda at Meadowbrook Farm, where the college professor of English had just arrived as a summer boarder.

“It’s certainly a peach, all right,” said the professor.

“I like it especially,” the farmer went on, “when the sun sets and the twilight steals over it all. It gives one a sort of hushed feeling — I can’t express it — but something almost reverential.”

“I know what you mean,” said the professor, “it gets your goat.”

“I try in vain to think beyond it, to penetrate into the deeper mystery behind.”

“And it beats you to it,” murmured the professor sympathetically.

 

“At any rate,” concluded the farmer as they rose presently to go inside, “I am very glad and very much honored to have you here. I want my son to go to your college, with English as his special subject, and now that you are here, I’ll have a chance to talk it all over.”

“Oh, send him to us,” assented the professor cheerfully. “We’ll learn it him all right.”


New Words — New Things
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“PARDON ME,” SAID the Aged Man. “Where did you say you come from?”

“I am a Lat,” said the Youth.

“A which?”

“A Lat.”

“Pray pardon me again. I meant what country do you come from?”

“I knew you meant that. I come from Latvia.”

“You will excuse me,” said the Aged Man, “but my memory perhaps grows weak. I have lived entirely out of the world since 1901, the first year of this century. I do not seem to recall your country. Where is it?”

“It is east of Czechoslovakia,” replied the Youth.

“Of what?”

“Of Czechoslovakia.”

“And where is that? I do not seem to know it.”

“It is almost directly North of Yugoslavia.”

The Aged Man, more than ever distressed at the apparent loss of his memory since his retirement, paused and was silent a moment; then he resumed.

“Are you under an emperor,” he asked, “or under a prince?”

“We are a republic, but we are not a Soviet.”

“Not what?”

“A Soviet. In fact, we are far indeed from being Bolsheviks.”

“Eh?”

“From being Bolsheviks. As a matter of fact, in our country we are much closer to being Fascisti than Bolsheviki.”

“Are you?” murmured the Aged Man feebly. Unable to comprehend anything of the Youth’s nation or national status, he proceeded to shift the conversation.

“And how did you happen to come to America?” he asked.

“Well,” replied the Youth, “in the first place, I was lucky enough to get on the quota.”

“The what?”

“The quota. You see the quota for Latvia is very seldom full. We are much luckier than Esthonia and Lithuania and Czechoslovakia. So I was able to get in.”

“I see,” murmured the Aged Man. But he didn’t. “And tell me, how did you come to think of migrating to America?”

“Oh,” replied the Youth casually, “I had got a great idea of the United States.”

“Ah, yes,” assented the Aged Man, glad at last to comprehend, “I understand. You had read a great deal about it.”

“No, I never read a word about it in my life.”

“But how then — —”

“Oh, mostly in the Movies.”

“The what?”

“The Movies. I saw a scenario with a lot of skyscrapers in it. At that time, of course, we let in American films and were glad to get them, and this was a beautiful ten-reel film, one of the best films I ever saw on the screen — —”

“Movies, films, screens,” murmured the Aged Man, putting his hand to his head. “I fear you must excuse me. As I explained to you when we met, I have lived for the last twenty-eight years as a missionary, entirely out of the world, among the Kalmuks beyond Yakutsk. I fear that perhaps the isolation has impaired my mental faculties. I do not seem to comprehend a word that you say.”

“No, no,” objected the Youth politely. “The fault is no doubt mine. I was explaining myself badly. I only meant that I was first attracted to the idea of America by the cinema.”

“The cinema?”

“Yes, by the cinematograph. That first attracted me; not only the skyscraper films, but a lot of scenarios. As a matter of fact, Hollywood itself has a wonderful attraction, I think. It is so absolutely American. Don’t you agree with me?”

“No doubt,” murmured the Aged Man. “And this flim that you speak of — —”

“Film, sir,” corrected the Youth.

“This film with skyscrapers — I understand that, at least. It means a building ten stories high — it attracted you?”

The Youth laughed.

“To be frank,” he said, “it wasn’t only skyscrapers. There was a flapper, a typical American flapper.”

“A flapper?”

“Yes, a flapper. In the scenario the flapper was in a cafeteria — —”

“It was where?”

“In a cafeteria: though we’d call them ‘She,’ sir, not it. The flapper was in a cafeteria — I mean in the beginning of the scenario, and there were a lot of guys sitting round and one lobster undertook to get fresh — —”

“Stop! Stop!” pleaded the old man. “Were they eating the flapper?”

“No, no. The crowd would have eaten up the lobster.”

“Alas!” said the Aged Man, “I am quite lost. My brain, I realize, is a wreck. I don’t follow the story at all.”

“The fault again is entirely mine,” said the Youth. “If you don’t mind, I’ll explain it more properly and then you’ll understand it all right.”

“Ah, yes, pray do. Tell it from the beginning.”

“Well, you see the flapper in the story was the daughter of a bootlegger — —”

“A what?”

“A bootlegger. Only, of course, no one knew that he was a bootlegger. To the outer world he was a very rich man, a refiner of gasoline, and the owner of a chain of garages and motor repair shops. That, of course, was merely in order to camouflage his real business — I think that is all clear, isn’t it?”

The old man gave something between a sigh and a groan, but he murmured. “Go on — —”

“Very good. Well, naturally, being a bootlegger, or rather the head of a gang of bootleggers, this rich man was in direct contact with a good many rum-runners — —”

“Rum — what? But never mind, go on.”

“Rum-runners; and somehow things began to get over to the ears of the prohibition officers — —”

“The which?”

“The federal prohibition officers. And they learned that some one was running a power launch in and out of New York itself clear beyond the twelve-mile limit to the rum fleet. Do you understand?”

“Yes, yes, partly,” murmured the Aged Man.

“So they decided to get a fast airplane to try to — —”

“To get a what?”

“A fast airplane — or to be more exact a hydroplane — you know what that is.”

“I fear that I have forgotten.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter; just picture to yourself an ordinary biplane with pontoon skids — —”

“I’ll try to,” murmured the Aged Man.

“And they engaged an aviator who had been a famous ace — —”

“A famous what?”

“An ace. — I beg your pardon, perhaps you don’t understand. — I simply mean an expert aviator in the service of the United States. Now it so happened that this very aviator the afternoon he was appointed to the job met the flapper; she was a débutante, who was the daughter of the rich bootlegger. He met her in a palm room — —”

“In Honolulu?”

“No, no, in New York. He saw her tangoing with a friend of his.”

“Doing what?”

“Tangoing. It’s rather gone out now. You’d understand it better if I said doing the Charleston.”

“The what?”

“The Charleston, you know, the Black Bottom. I don’t understand these American dances very well myself, and, of course, when I saw it all in a film in Latvia, I only partly understood it. Anyway, this lobster, I mean the airman, saw the flapper dancing to the jazz music — —”

The Aged Man put up his hand with a gesture of despair. “I fear that I cannot follow it — Airmen, jazz, lobsters, flappers, biplane! — I cannot understand it. Tell me very simply how it all ended.”

“Oh, naturally,” laughed the Youth, “it all ends happily enough. The girl learns through the indiscretion of the airman that her father is in danger and that they have set up a radio from the rum patrol to — —”

“Set up a what from where?”

“A radio, a wireless. — Just an ordinary receiver with a high-power transmitter with the antenna carefully hidden.”

“Oh, I see.”

“But the girl has a radio at the top of her father’s house and she listens in because she has learned to tune her wave length.”

The Aged Man sank into a half collapse.

“Tell me only how it ends at the very end. I suppose they get married, don’t they? The world can’t have changed as much as that?”

“Married! Heavens, no! They get divorced! You see, I forgot to explain. They were both married at the start of the story only — —”

“Stop!” said the Aged Man, rising with a renewed firmness in his limbs. “You need tell me no more. I am going.”

“Going!”

“Yes, back among the Kalmuks. At least there, a thousand miles even from Yakutsk, I am safe from this modern incomprehensible world of radios and rum fleet, movies and wave lengths. I shall go back — —”

“Where did you say?” said the Youth. “What was that place you named?”

“Yakutsk.”

“Yakutsk! Why, how odd. I saw the name of that place in the afternoon paper I was reading when you came in. Let me see, yes, here is the item:— ‘Will fly to Yakutsk. Expedition will start in dirigibles for Yakutsk with a view to develop the deposits of radium said to be available about 1,000 miles to northeast. They will be equipped with wireless, and will carry not only collapsible hydroplane, but also interchangeable submarine parts and — —’ ”

But the Aged Man had fainted.


More Messages from Mars
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A PERSONAL ENCOUNTER with the First Martian Across

For some little time back it has become only too evident that we are on the brink of getting into communication with planet Mars.

Everybody knows that Mars is a planet just like our own. It is only forty million — or forty billion — miles away.

During this very winter the most distinguished of British mathematical astronomers has assured the press that there is life on Mars; that the conditions are such that there cannot fail to be life there. At the same time a London medical scientist, an expert in radio communication, has announced the receipt of actual messages from the planet.

The announcement has been followed by similar news from other quarters, of messages partly radioactive, and partly telepathic, messages which of course were imperfect and at times undecipherable, but still, from their very content, undoubtedly messages. To those who have the will to believe and who have not hardened their understanding into skepticism, the thing is achieved. Communication has begun.

Messages have been coming across the gulf of forty million — or forty billion — miles of empty space. I confess that I, like many other people, have been following every development with the greatest interest, an interest that has amounted almost to absorption.

But till just the other evening I should never have dreamed that it would be my individual good fortune to come into contact with an actual Martian, the first, so I am entitled to believe, who ever made his way to the surface of the globe.

Where I met him was at the dark end of a railway platform, in the night, at a lost railway junction, where trains meet and go on.

He sat there alone, huddled up in the dark against an express truck. The very outline of him told me that there was something strange about him, and yet I don’t know why. His figure was frail, but certainly human; his clothes queerly cut, but yet not so very different from ours. No, there was nothing external, but merely something psychic, to tell me that he was a being different from the common terrestrial kind.

He spoke.

“Is there a train south?” he said. His voice was the voice of a person framing the syllables to be understood. But the words were English and the sounds at least intelligible.

At the sudden sound of his voice I had not been able to restrain a start for which I apologized.

“I beg your pardon,” I said. “I am afraid you startled me; to tell the truth, I was lost in thought. I was thinking of the Martians.”

“Martians?” he said. “That’s me. I am a Martian.”

“A Martian!” I exclaimed. “Great heavens, a Martian! From Mars? But how did you get here?”

“I wish I knew,” he said. “I’m from back there all right,” and he pointed his thumb over his shoulder to the south, to where the planet Mars glowed red just above the horizon. “But as to how I got here, with all these trains and things, I’ve lost all track of it.”

“Poor fellow,” I reflected, “he doesn’t understand.” I knew, of course, from what our leading scientists have told us that he had come to this earth by a process that will one day be as familiar as the passage of light and radioacting. He had been disembodied and sent over.

I could have explained to him, in a rough and ready sort of way, that his atomic structure had been broken loose and sent across the gulf of empty space and then had reassembled itself on this planet. Five minutes ago, so I could have told him, he was in Mars. But it seemed cruel to mention it. Those who had sent him over could reassemble him again, and bring him back — full of territorial information.

Even at the present stage of our scientific development there is no mystery in this; nothing but the need of the further elaboration of processes already known.

I determined, while there was still time, to make full use of him.

“There is no train south,” I said, “for over half an hour. But tell me about the Martians.”

“About the Martians,” he repeated. “What about them?”

“Yes,” I said, “about their life, how they live and what it feels like and what they do and what they think about things.”

The Man from Mars seemed amazed and puzzled at the question. “What they do and what they think?” he repeated. “Why — much like any other people, I guess.”

I realized that of course this extraordinary being, the denizen of another world, could have no idea that he was extraordinary. He took himself and his Martian world for granted.

I decided to approach things more gently.

“Have the Martians,” I asked, “ever heard of Mr. Hoover?”

“Of Mr. Hoover!” he answered with surprise. “Why, what do you take us for? Of course we have. We had the radio for a long time before the elections.”

I hadn’t realized that of course our terrestrial radio messages had reached the planet Mars as easily, or almost as easily, as they encircle our little globe. I saw myself on the brink of wonderful information.

“Wait a minute,” I said, “till I get out a note book. Even in this imperfect light I can jot down what you tell me. Now then, what are the principal things that the Martians are discussing, or were discussing when you left?”

“Well — prohibition — —” he said.

“And what is their feeling about it?”

“Most of them think it a good thing in the business sense, but a lot of them think it would be better still if a man could get a good drink when he really needs it. As we see it in Mars,” he pronounced the name of his planet with a peculiar lisp, “the real solution would be some way of having total prohibition with honest enforcement and good liquor.”

I wrote it all down.

“What do they think about the women’s vote?” I asked.

“Oh, we’ve accepted that long ago,” the Martian said. “There’s no question of going back on their having the vote; the only trouble is that they seem to be using it too much.”

“Do the Martians,” I asked, “know anything about the question of the United States building a big navy?”

“Oh, sure,” he answered, “we all say that the United States needs a navy big enough to guarantee peace by licking all the European nations one after the other.”

“It is amazing,” I said, as I wrote his answers down, “what you Martians know about our big question. What about the St. Lawrence Waterways scheme?”

“We’re all for it,” answered the Martian. “We think it a good idea. It will help the Middle West.”

“And what are they saying over there about Church Union in the United States?”

“We ourselves,” he replied, “are about evenly divided among Methodists and Baptists and Presbyterians. But we think that union is coming. But I tell you — —” He broke off with something like impatience. “Naturally, we don’t spend most of our time talking over things like that. We are more interested in our own local concerns, the things that interest ourselves — —”

“Of course, of course,” I said, “tell me about those.”

“Well, you see, just at this time of year there are the hockey matches every Saturday, and they draw a big crowd; and then there’s a good deal of excitement over the question of the new post office, and this coming week we are to take a vote on having a new radial railway to Philadelphia — —”

“To where?” I exclaimed.

“To Philadelphia. Why not?”

A feeling of uncertainty began to come over me.

“Excuse me,” I said, “you are a Martian, are you not?”

“Certainly,” he said, “I am.”

“From Mars?”

“Not Mars,” he corrected me, “Marsh. It’s in Chester County, Pennsylvania, just a little place, but you seemed to have heard of it. Though how I got mixed up on these trains and got away up here is more than I can tell.”

“And this information,” I said, “that you’ve been giving me is not from the Martians of the Planet Mars but from the Marshians of Marsh, Pennsylvania?”

“Sure,” he answered.

“Well, never mind,” I said, as I turned away, “from all I’ve seen of the Martian communications from Mars up to now they are not any different from yours. That’s your train pulling in now. Good night.”


Portents of the Future
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VARIOUS RECENT EVENTS have brought again in the forefront of public attention the whole question of clairvoyance, of prophecy, and of the power of the human mind to interpret the portents of the future.

Indeed, it is a topic of which the interest is as continual and unending as in life itself.

The subject is not one on which I should care under any ordinary circumstances to have anything to say. My own opinions are certainly free from all prejudice, leaning, I trust, neither to being credulous nor to being impervious to conviction.

If I were inclined to hold an opinion in either direction, I fear that I should incline to skepticism rather than to belief.

But it happened to be my lot very recently to be brought into contact with a variety of facts, or rather, with a variety of narratives of facts, of such a nature that I cannot refrain from allowing myself to act as an intermediary through whom they may be conveyed to the reading public.

I may say that all of the persons concerned (whose names, for obvious reasons, I withhold) are personally known to me and have been known to me this long while.

None of them are capable of any fraud or deceit in the matters concerned, and no one of them has ever occupied the position of a professional medium or clairvoyant.

In other words, in what I am about to relate there can be no suspicion of bad faith or deceit; there might, of course, be errors of observation or lapses of memory. But the essential truthfulness of the narration cannot be gainsaid.

 

What happened took place around the fire after a pleasant dinner-party in which eight or ten persons, all old friends, had participated.

I do not recall just what had turned our thoughts toward the supernatural; it may easily have been something in recent press dispatches. But my memory is inexact.

At any rate, it was our host, X, who spoke first. I ought, perhaps, to state that X is not my host’s name, nor does that letter, it is only fair to add, enter into his name in any way.

I merely select it as one of the letters of the alphabet less apt, perhaps, to arouse curiosity and to stimulate conjecture than the more usual letters of the alphabet.

It was X then who spoke first:

x speaks

“What you were just saying reminds me,” he said, “of a very striking case of clairvoyance, or vision of the future, that came under my own immediate observation.

“In fact, it concerned one of the partners in my own firm. My partner, whom I will call merely J, came to the office one day in what was evidently a very depressed condition. Indeed, I was struck with his appearance at once.

“I asked him if he was ill, and he answered that he was not in any way ill, but that he was suffering from an overwhelming conviction that something was about to happen. We all did our best to laugh him out of what seemed merely a foolish fancy, but it was of no avail.”

“And what happened?” we asked eagerly.

“Nothing that day,” said X, “nor indeed for some little while after. But exactly a month later, or, to be still more precise, exactly one month and three days later, J’s wife received a letter from India stating that a gentleman whom they had both met on a steamer, and whom J and Mrs. J both remembered quite well, had lost his job in the Bank of Bombay.”

peculiar experience of y’s brother

There was a moment of silence at the sudden and tragical ending of X’s story. Then another of the guests, whom I will merely designate as Y, spoke in turn.

“I do not doubt for a moment that what you say is true, especially as I can quote a very similar case that happened in my own family; in fact to one of my own brothers.”

“What was that?” asked several of us eagerly.

“It happened last year at the time of the spring races,” continued Y, “and the person concerned, I mean the person who had the presentiment was my brother George, or perhaps I had better call him merely J.”

“Don’t call him J,” interrupted one of the group. “X’s friend was called J.”

“Very well,” said Y, “I will call my brother G, and will mention that he, G, was at the time to which I refer in Toronto and on his way to the Woodbine Races, or perhaps I had better say he was in T and on his way to the W. Races, or, if you like, to the W. R.

“I happened to meet him, and it seemed to me that he was deeply depressed. ‘Where are you going, G?’ I inquired. ‘To the W. R.,’ he answered, and I’ve got a peculiar presentiment (I think G said “Hunch”) that I am going to get stung.’ I learned later that he went to the races and immediately lost a bet, in dollars, at two hundred to one.”

“Lost two hundred dollars!” we all exclaimed.

“No,” corrected Y, “lost a dollar.”

amazing story by mrs. z

There was a silence for some time after the completion of Y’s narrative, each of us no doubt being engaged in puzzling over the strange case of clairvoyance, or prevoyance, that he had related.

When our conversation was resumed, it was one of the ladies of the group who spoke first. The lady in question, the wife of one of those present (whom I may call Z) and whose wife, therefore, may be designated for our present purpose as Mrs. Z, was an old and valued friend of several of those around the fire.

She was in no way addicted to idle fancies, and was distinguished rather by her matter-of-fact common sense than by a tendency to over-belief. There can, therefore, be no reason to doubt in any way the entire truthfulness of what she told me, incredible though it seems.

“I sometimes think,” began Mrs. Z, “that we women are perhaps endowed with keener faculties towards insight into the future than you men.”

There was a pause of several minutes, after which Mrs. Z continued:

“I certainly have known one case of clairvoyance that made the deepest impression upon my mind, especially as it concerned the most impressive of all portents, the portent of death itself.”

There was a still longer pause, half as long again as the first one, and then Mrs. Z continued once more:

“I had a very dear friend,” she said, “whom I will call G — —”

“I beg your pardon,” said Y quietly. “I must apologize for interrupting, but we agreed to call my brother G.”

“Pray excuse me,” murmured Mrs. Z. “I fear I was lost in my recollections. Suppose, then, that I call my friend M.”

There was a general murmur of assent and then a pause, and then Mrs. Z went on:

“M from her girlhood up, and down, had always been of a highly-strung psychic temperament, much addicted to vivid dreams and profound introspection. Meeting her one day on the street, dressed as if for a journey, I was surprised to learn that she was leaving for Europe immediately. What was my further astonishment when M told me that she had a profound conviction that she was going to be taken ill on the steamer and die on board ship.”

A murmur of something like horror went round the little group.

“And she died on the way?” asked X.

“No,” said Mrs. Z, “that was the strange part of the portent. She reached England safely, spent the summer there, and then after the summer embarked on a ship for Stockholm, in Sweden.”

“And died on board!” we gasped.

“No, got to Stockholm, where she spent the winter.”

Mrs. Z paused. We all waited without speaking, conscious in some way that a tragedy was coming. At length Mrs. Z resumed:

“From Stockholm my friend took a boat for Dantzig, in Germany.”

“And died on it!” we all exclaimed.

“No, she got to Dantzig. And then oddly one day she took a small canal boat for a mere passage of a few hours to Hootch, in Poland.”

No one spoke for some time, and then Y asked very quietly, “Did she die on the canal boat?”

“No,” said Mrs. Z, “she did not.”

After which Mrs. Z fell into a deep silence which we did not care to disturb.

extraordinary experience of q

We therefore remained silent for some time, and indeed it was not until the stillness had grown almost painful that Mr. Q, a young married member of the circle, at length broke the silence. I ought, perhaps, to add that his name is not really Q.

“I suppose,” began Q, “that most of you have the usual prejudice against paid mediums and clairvoyants, and people who undertake for money to read the secrets of the future.”

A murmur that might have been either dissent or assent (or anything else) went around the auditors.

“What about it?” said X firmly.

“Well, at any rate,” said Q, “I always had such a prejudice and had it very strongly till it got rudely shaken a few years ago — shortly after our marriage, in fact.”

“Tell us the circumstances,” we all exclaimed with immediate interest, our faculties instantly alert.

“They were these,” said Q. “My wife and I were newly married, and there were certain things about our future that we were most anxious to find out. We went to a professional medium, Madame Zend Avesta, a Persian, I believe, though she spoke English as well as I do. I saw from her card in a magazine, however, that she was a native of Ispahan, and had been second assistant prognosticator to the Shah.”

There was a pause. No one felt inclined to urge Q to begin again, but presently he began.

“This woman actually told us some of the most extraordinary things. She foretold that I would be moved by my firm to Milwaukee, that I would get an increase of salary, that an uncle would leave me ten thousand dollars — in fact, a heap of things.”

We literally held our breath at these staggering disclosures from Mr. Q.

“Yes,” he continued, “we went right to Madame Avesta and put the questions to her. They were a dollar a question, and naturally we had thought them out pretty carefully. I first said to her:

“ ’My firm talks of moving me to Milwaukee. Am I going there?’

“ ’Yes,’ she answered without a second’s hesitation.

“I gave her a dollar. ‘Uncle John,’ I said, ‘always promised to leave me ten thousand dollars. He died in New Orleans a week ago. Has he done it?’

“ ’He has,’ she answered.

“I was so amazed and astounded at the evident ease of her clairvoyance that, after paying her another dollar, I ventured to put a question of even more moment.

“ ’Our manager, Mr. Niel,’ I explained, ‘promised me before last Christmas that I would have an increase of $1,000 a year this coming spring. Do I get it?’

“ ’You do,’ she said.

“We asked her in all about twenty-five questions before we desisted, which we did not do until our money ran out and Madame Avesta said that her contact was weakening.”

“And did the prophecies come true?” asked several of us breathlessly — in fact, we had not recovered our breath since Q began.

“Most of them,” said Q, “or, at any rate, without exaggeration I should say that fifty per cent., or something very close to it, turned out to be absolutely correct.”

 

A long silence followed the conclusion of Q’s relation. After which we rose quietly one by one, groped our way out of the house, and then groped home as best we could.


Rural Urbanity
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SHOWING HOW THE Country is Now Certified Citified

About a generation ago the country newspaper was an unfailing source of merriment for the city people. There were columns of personal news items from such places as Price’s Corners and East Pefferlaw, which announced that Miss Posie Possum was over Sunday with her grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. Hamcake; that Edward Falls was back around town for a week Sunday (good boy, Ed! come again), and that some of our young people were over to Fesserton Friday, where a good time was had by all.

There was the description of the tea social held in the meeting-house on the town line, where forty-two people sat down to forty-two buckets of strawberries with forty-two quarts of ice cream, the pastor being untiring in his efforts, after which Cherry Blossom recited Hiawatha’s farewell to Mudgekewiss and a collection was taken in silver by Miss Phœbe Floss, aged 12.

There was the entertainment in the schoolhouse and — but there is no need to enumerate all these things. Everybody has read of them or has read parodies of them.

The point is, however, that all this is entirely changed. What with the motor-car and the rural telephone, hydro-electric power and the radio, the normal school and the speedway and the community movement, the farmers’ Rotary Club and the Farm Girls’ Social Improvement Circle, the country has become quite unrecognizable.

It is more citified than the city itself, and the only country left is in the immediate suburbs of the city where they keep hens in Maplewood and grow garden peas in Floraldale and have a local paper that likes to talk of the weather and the chance of raising ducks in the pond in the park.

But as for the country itself, you have only to compare the local press of the parody days, say in 1898, and the up-to-date local press of 1930. Put together, for example, side by side, the columns of the Midge’s Corners Sentinel and Advocate, 1898, and the columns of the paper into which it has developed by merging with three other Sentinels and two other Advocates under the name of the Midge’s Corners Metropolitan.

rural transports

1898. We noticed Wednesday friend Ed Wildman out for a spin with a lady friend in his new top buggy. We have seldom seen anything that struck us as daintier or cleaner.

 

1930. We observed with interest on Wednesday afternoon our friend Mr. Edward Wildman, Junior, trying out a circling flight in his new two-seater monoplane.

Mr. Wildman was accompanied by a lady passenger, who seemed thoroughly to enjoy the exhilarating and exciting sport. They effected their landing on the top of Joe Thompson’s new barn, which has been adapted for the purposes of an aerodrome. We congratulate the young people in helping to encourage aeronautics in this section. We are informed that it is in the air that the aeronautic society of the Corners will soon put up an aerodrome, the need for which is felt by all the farming community.

personal items

1898. Charlie Neal was around all last week, looking pretty spry. Charlie still has work in the city and tells us he is making big money. Well done, Charlie!

 

1930. We were glad to observe Mr. Charles Neal, the financier, as a visitor last week to this district, once his boyhood home. We understand that Mr. Neal is now planning a merger of the United States Steel Corporation with the principal European steel interests. We are certain that he will receive warm local support.

vagrants in trouble

1898. Two of our boys from the Corners, Archie Riddell and Joe Thayer, got safely back from the City to-day after a pretty hard experience. Archie and Joe lost their cash to a stranger, found themselves stranded with nowhere to go and with no knowledge of the city. Being naturally ignorant of where to look for help, the boys might have fared badly but for the kind offices of a city constable who got the boys safely on their home train. Our advice to our young people is to keep away from the city till they are of sufficient years and experience to be able to go there without risk.

 

1930. Two unfortunate youths from the city found their way somehow to the Corners yesterday. They seem to have been mere immigrant youngsters acquainted only with the city and ignorant of everything. Some smart young local slicker, it seems, had relieved them of their cash. Quite unable to look after themselves, having never been out of the city, they might have fared badly but for the kind offices of our local constable, who put them on the train for the city. Our advice to young people in the city is they should not attempt to leave it until they reach years of experience.

correspondence

1898

The Editor,

The Midge’s Corners Sentinel and Advocate.

Dear Sir:

I think that some of your readers need to be reminded that the culvert on the fourth concession is still not yet fixed right and more than one team has been through the top of it, endangering the horses’ legs, to say nothing perhaps of human life. Now, Mr. Editor, I think it is high time our people showed more public spirit in a thing like this culvert, which is a public danger. Mr. Nath. Gordon, as all know, has offered time and again to set it straight either on time and material or for money, and so far our Solons of the township council have done nothing about it. I think, sir, that if the farmers of the section would pay a little less interest to their own concerns and a little more to general interests of the world such as this culvert, it would be a good thing. Thanking you for the esteemed use of your valued space.

correspondence

1930

The Editor,

The Midge’s Corners Metropolis.

Dear Sir:

The rather meager attendance at the Open Forum debate over the grocery on the League of Nations seems to show a lamentable lack of public spirit in this community. The failure of Poland to give a proper guarantee for the status quo of the Dantzig corridor is a matter that ought not to be complacently accepted by the people of our district. Most of our farmers, I am certain, are not in favor of a Polish sovereignty over an enclave of non-Slavonic groups, but if so they ought to speak out more definitely. I hope that this section will soon let the world know what it thinks.

the crops and the weather

1898. Josh Peters says that the signs are for a bumper crop in this section as soon as the warm spell opens up. There is less fur on the chipmunks, so Josh tells us, and less tail on the woodchucks than for many seasons, and the tail feathers of the crows are thinning out already. All this points to hot, dry weather and a good growing season. Tell us some more, Josh.

 

1930. Mr. Josiah Peterson has just prepared an interesting statistical forecast of the grain crop of this section, printed in another column of this paper, and based on an index average covering the last twenty years, with 1913 as the base. The humidity curve on Mr. Peterson’s chart shows a high upward tendency, with an average barometric pressure of over 94 per cent. Mr. Peterson estimates the world price of wheat at $1.51 cents, with a crop of 21.58 bushels to the acre, omitting, however, the Argentine and Soviet Russia, for both of which his calculations fall short of certainty.

music

1898. The school concert last week was voted by all a success. Miss Posie McPhee sang “Pull for the Shore, Sailor,” and Miss Ettie Tomlinson sang “Yes, We Will Gather at the River.” Both were encored and both sang their songs again, the conclusion being applauded by all present.

 

1930. The Ladies’ Every Other Morning Club held its second Chamber Music Recital yesterday in the school house, presenting an excellent program, both vocal and instrumental. Miss Posie McPhee’s singing of “O! Qual Orrore!” and her interpretation of “O! Quel Inferno!” scored a decided hit, while the rendition of Handel’s “Largo” in nine flats by Miss Ettie Tomlinson on the pianoforte was decidedly one of the triumphs of the local musical season. If we may venture a criticism, we would say that possibly the Price’s Corners’ quartet in presenting Braga’s “Serenata” took the aria with a little too much brio, a fault that further experience will easily rectify.

foreign news

1898. A letter has reached us all the way from London, England, where Ed. Farrell reached safely last month after a voyage across the entire Atlantic. Ed. says that London is a great place. Mr. Farrell arrived there on the 10th ult. and his letter, dated on the 15th, arrived here yesterday. In another column we publish his description of the interior of Westminster Abbey as seen from the outside.

 

1930. The news that Mussolini has a cold, posted on the grocery window, attracted quite a crowd last night. Considerable expressed alarm.

IV


COLLEGE NOW AND COLLEGE THEN


All Up!
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AVERAGE LIFE AT the Average College, as Gathered from the Pages of Any College Daily at Any Alma Mater

 

Monday, First of the Month. Extracts from the Daily Ding Dong, Alma Mater College.

All up, Boys, for the big basket-ball game to-night. We want to see every man turn out and root and shout for Alma Mater. Remember, this is the first big game there has been for ten days, and there will be no other for over a week. Every man up! We want every man who has proper college spirit to be right there in the grand stand, rooting. You can buy right on the spot a program that will tell you who the players are, and how the game is played, and how to know which side is which. All up!

But at the same time: —— 

Don’t forget that before the game begins you have time to come and hear the Banjo and Mandolin Semi-Final Tryout in Hoot-It-Up Hall. All free, no charge. Remember that the Banjo Club and the Mandolin League need support. These things can’t live on mere love of music. They need enthusiasm, they need rooting, they need support. They need you. One dollar a year from every student at Alma Mater will buy a banjo for every man in the fourth year.

But, remember, best of all! Everybody up for the big all-alma-mater sorority and frat feed right after the big basket-ball game! Buy your flowers early, as the College Chrysanthemum Shop reports a big run already. We want to see everybody at this feed and dance! It will be the last dance but two before the final three. Don’t miss it! All up!

We call your attention also to our advertising columns under the head of where to go after the dance. Do you want a cozy feed for a dozen or so at a table and a high-class cabaret show? Drop in at the Students’ Alma Mater Union. Cover charge, only two dollars.

So ends Monday.

Tuesday, Second of the Month. The Daily Ding Dong Speaks Again.

We hope that all students will duly turn out at 11.00 a.m. to exercise their privilege of voting for the new members of the Students’ Government League. The different faculties have suspended all lectures for the day in order to enable students to vote at eleven o’clock. Get in early. It is the duty of every student to remember that all the activities of college life ought to be his earnest concern. Don’t miss any. On page four you can see who the candidates are and what the Government League is. But come anyway. There will be student ushers who will tell you how to vote.

Also — for those who have voted —— 

free exhibition of conjuring

All student voters are invited at 11.30 to come into Hoot-It-Up Hall and see a free exhibition of conjuring given for the benefit of the students by Signor Ninni the distinguished Italian conjurer now appearing at the Star Theater. What we need at Alma Mater is all-around culture. Conjuring is just as much a part of the student’s work as mathematics or football. All up!

And don’t forget —— 

Later in the day at 3.00 p.m. — students’ annual esquimo dog race, followed at 4.00 p.m. by grand reception by the lock and key society to the visiting delegate from the ojibway indian reservation technical school.

Wednesday, Third of the Month. More Extracts from the Daily Ding Dong.

Fellow students! To-night is the big night — the one night in the year. Leave aside all books for this one evening and turn out for the alma mater follies. The performance is staged for 8.00 in the Alma Mater Theater and runs till 1.00 a.m. Tickets $5.00 a seat and up.

All reports say that the Follies this year will be bigger, brighter, and brainier than in any year before. Special features this year include a buck and wing clog dance by the Trustees of Alma Mater, champion mouth organ solo by the Dean of Research, and a huge ensemble chorus composed of all the girls worth looking at in Alma Mater. All up!

Thursday, Fourth of the Month. The Daily Speaks for the Fourth Time.

We regret that in our yesterday’s number we omitted to give adequate publicity to the joint meeting of the Mathematical and Economic Societies to hold a joint debate on “How to Make Money Out of the Stock Exchange.” We are glad to learn that the meeting was in any case a crowded one.

Lack of space prevented us from giving more than a passing announcement of the annual meeting of the Students’ Rod and Gun Club, of the Students’ Deep Sea Travel Association, the Bridge and Poker Club, the Night Off Society, and the Rest from Study Association.

 

To-day the Daily earnestly hopes that every student of Alma Mater will turn out to see the final All-Continent Ping Pong Match between Alma Mater and the University of Tugugigalpa, Honduras. Alma Mater will be represented by Ted Swatgood, who has done more to put Alma Mater over at Ping Pong than any student alive or deserving to live. Tugugigalpa will be championed by the redoubtable Joe Logwood, one of the big figures of the Ping Pong world.

If Alma Mater wins — that is, if Ted beats Logwood — we are tied for the semi-final. Alma Mater has put big work into this; that is to say, Ted has been training under a staff of ten coaches for a year at the expense of the college. It won’t do to lose. If this college carries off the Ping Pong pennant, it is a grand thing for everybody connected with Alma Mater; this muscle-building, character-making sport is what is needed to build us up. It is all the greater pity that this year only four out of our four thousand students actually played the game. But we expect the others to make up for this by turning out en masse to help down Logwood.

Friday, Fifth of the Month. The Daily Still Exhorting.

All students, attention! A principal feature for this afternoon will be an exhibition of dancing guinea pigs in Hoot-It-Up Hall. This entertainment, which is being staged by the Department of Anthropology, will run from 2.00 p.m. till 6.00 p.m. Students are requested to get into their seats sharply on time so as not to keep the pigs waiting. Remember the hour, 2.00 p.m., and the name, Guinea Pigs. All afternoon classes suspended.

 

We beg to call attention to a letter appearing in another column and forwarded to us by Mr. Hustle Moore of the class. Mr. Moore draws attention to the fact that under present conditions at Alma Mater the students have not enough opportunity to get to know one another. He suggests a new organization to be called the who do you know club, with power from the students’ council to collect fees and to compel attention. The Daily is entirely in sympathy. The only way to get the students of this college to appreciate one another is to levy a suitable fee and fine those who drop out.

 

(Friday Continued)

supplemental item set by the Daily in black

The Daily is under the melancholy duty of chronicling the death of one of our fellow students, Mr. J. Smith, under very distressing and baffling circumstances. The doctors who attended our deceased fellow student declare that he died from over-study. This seems inexplicable, but apparently the medical facts warrant no other conclusion. That any student at Alma Mater College could be exposed to a danger of this sort is extremely difficult to believe. It may have been that the mistaken young man was purveying books to his room and making surreptitious use of his room as a place of study. This, of course, would be extremely difficult to prevent.

The sad occurrence teaches us, however, one lesson at Alma Mater, namely, that every effort should be made to brighten and diversify our college life. Our present activities are confined perhaps to too limited a field, and it might be well to call a general meeting to form a wider activities’ league. Meanwhile there is one thing that we can do to honor the memory of our misguided fellow student. We want to see every man turn out at his funeral and testify in an unmistakable way to the grief we feel. We suggest a try-out rehearsal for the mourners in Hoot-It-Up Hall and then a big grand rally on the day itself. All up, boys, for Smith’s funeral. Don’t forget the name, Smith.

Saturday. Last Call. (Poster in the corridors of Alma Mater.)

Owing to the nervous prostration of all the editors, the Daily will not appear till Monday.


Willie Nut Tries to Enter College
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THE NEWS ITEM in last week’s paper to the effect that Willie Nut, High School graduate, attempted suicide excited no doubt but little interest and little comment. It was lost from sight among the world-events of a rapid age.

Under such circumstances, it is perhaps appropriate to make a brief statement of the facts in regard to Willie Nut’s attempted demise. It came as a direct consequence of his inability to get admitted to the freshman class of any of the great universities. As the difficulties he encountered are typical of the present situation all over the country, I propose to set down briefly the history of Willie’s case.

1919 to 1929 Willie Nut attended “Prep” and “High.” He studied Latin, Basketball, Arithmetic, Needlework, Chemistry, Character Building, and, in short, the full program of up-to-date education. He took 95 per cent in Latin, made the Ping Pong Team, and delivered a five-minute graduation speech on the Greatness of George Washington. The boy being thus entirely equipped, his father, William Nut, Senior, bought him a tuxedo jacket and tried to enter him at College.

The first application was made to one of the older historic colleges of the East. It is not fair to name it here, as the President has expressly disclaimed all responsibility for Nut’s attempted suicide. But the documents in the case are as follows.

There was first a letter of application for admission sent by William Nut, Senior, on his son’s behalf. As an answer to it there came back a letter from the Second Assistant to the Secretary of the President in regard to the “candidacy” of Willie Nut.

William Nut, Senior,

Nut Town.

Dear Sir:

In regard to your son’s application for entry with the first year of this university, I shall be obliged if you will fill out answers to the following questions:



	
1.


	
How many quarterings of nobility has your son got?





	
2.


	
What ancestors of your son’s fought in the American Revolution?





	
3.


	
Did you yourself ever fight in the American Revolution, and how did you come out?






Willie Nut’s parents having sent answers to these questions, the following further communication was received by Mr. Nut, Senior:

Dear Sir:

In regard to your son’s application for admission to this college, I am glad to inform you that his name has been duly passed and that he will be placed upon the probationary list of first year students. It is proper to inform you that it is hardly likely that he can be actually admitted to study until about 1940.

The Nut family, having decided not to wait until 1940, next tried another of the older eastern colleges and received the following answer from the Dean of the Committee of Rejection:

 

In regard to the application of William Nut, Junior, for admission to the freshman year of this college, I am happy to inform you that we have decided to eliminate the freshman class altogether. We find that the continued presence of students at the university impedes its work. As soon as the present upper year have been graduated, or expelled, we hope to limit the personnel of our college to the faculty, the football team, and the Rooters’ Club. In our opinion, this is all we need.

 

Being thus shut out from the colleges of the East, one after the other, Willie Nut next applied for admission to some of the better known colleges of the Middle West. Here, as everybody knows, admission is no longer based upon mere scholastic standing but on character. “We don’t want,” so wrote recently the President of one of these colleges, “students who think; we want students who live.” It is a resolute attempt not to let in dead ones that was expressed in Willie’s case by a letter sent to William Nut, Senior, in the following terms:

Dear Sir:

In regard to your son’s application for admission to college, we have to inform you that our selection of students is based chiefly on character. We shall therefore ask you to send out the following questionnaire, of which we enclose fifty copies, to fifty of your friends and acquaintances, in order that we may form an idea of your son’s candidacy. Afterwards we will send out another set of questionnaires to see how your friends stand themselves.

Questionnaire for Candidacy of Willie Nut



	
1.


	
What is your general idea of the character of Willie Nut, Junior?





	
2.


	
How would he measure up in an emergency? . . . If some one dropped a brick on him, how would he react to the brick? If he fell off a fifteen-story building, what would he do?





	
3.


	
What percentage would you say there is in Willie Nut’s character, (a) of personality, (b) of likability, (c) of enthusiasm, (d) of homogeneity, (e) of spontaneity, (f) of busibility?





	
4.


	
Would you consider young William Nut a leader? . . . and, if so, of what? . . . of men or of women? . . . What proportion of women would he lead?





	
5.


	
Getting down to facts, tell us if Willie Nut has ever been in jail, and if so where and for how long. Tell us at the same time any other dirty thing about him that occurs to you.






 

As a result of the questionnaire, fifty of Willie’s father’s friends wrote confidentially what they thought of Willie. That sank him.

 

Driven out from the Middle West, Willie next tried the colleges of the Central States, in the great metropolitan centers. In this case Mr. Nut, Senior, received the following communication:

Dear Sir:

Your son’s qualifications for admission have been (reluctantly) accepted by our Committee on the Exclusion of Students. It is necessary, however, for you to send personal letters of recommendation, and we think that on the strength of these we can still get rid of him. If you like to try, however, you are entitled to post them to us.

Mr. Nut, therefore, forwarded to the Dean of Rejected Students a bundle of personal letters in regard to his son, of which the following are typical not only of Willie’s case, but of students’ testimonials in general:

(a) from willie nut’s barber: letter of commendation

To whom it may concern:

This certifies that I have cut Willie Nut’s hair for the last ten years. I find him docile and tractable in the chair, able to stand pain, and intelligent in his outlook through a towel.

(b) from willie nut’s father’s garage man’s assistant

This certifies that Willie Nut has been in and out of this garage one time and another for quite a time. I should say that he was a boy that you might think had something in him. He has often helped me in changing tires and in filling gasoline without asking a cent for it.

(c) from the pay-as-you-enter bus driver who drove willie to school

To those whom it may concern:

For two and maybe three winter sessions Willie Nut drove to and from his High School in this bus. He always paid his fare like a little man; in fact, he couldn’t have gotten in if he hadn’t. He seemed to me a bright, intelligent lad, and every morning he used to say “Good morning” and every afternoon he’d say “Good afternoon.” I never knew him to confuse the two.

But here again Willie failed. The committee decided that the personal applications lacked something. They didn’t seem to have just the touch that was needed, the glow of warmth without heat, and the peculiar esprit, or esprieglerie that gives pep to a personal letter.

Willie was shut out.

 

Willie’s father next decided to try to get him admitted into one of the Military Academies that are just as good as any of the universities and charge ten times as much. Application was made to the Jefferson Jackson Military Institute, beautifully situated, as advertised, in the Ozone Mountains where the air is so salubrious a student couldn’t stay awake if he tried.

The answer to the application was as follows:

Dear Sir:

We shall be very pleased to admit your son to this Institute provided that you satisfy the following conditions, which we rigidly apply to all applicants for admission:



	
1.


	
He must bring with him two polo ponies, one for himself and one for me.





	
2.


	
Uniform being compulsory and uniform, he has got to bring four suits of it, three of them being big enough for me to wear.





	
3.


	
I would like him also to bring me a shot gun and a fishing rod and a pair of wading boots.





	
4.


	
His fees will be a thousand dollars a week and you must pay them before we will even look at him.






 

William Nut, Senior, didn’t find himself in a position to meet the conditions of the Institute, and Willie’s application was turned down.

It was decided next to make an effort to get Willie into one of the great Agricultural Colleges of the Southwest. Many people consider the training in these colleges, democratic and simple though it is, to be at least as good as, if not worse than, that of the larger universities. Willie Nut’s application for admission called forth the following reply from the Dean of the Pasture to William Nut, Senior:

Dear Friend:

Send your boy right along. We will be right glad to let him into the school, especially if he turns out to be a good milker. We would expect him to milk ten cows a day to start on, and we hope that he is pretty handy with hogs, too.

 

It was probably at this point that Willie Nut took the poison. He seems to have realized that entry in college in America is now practically closed. The real solution of his difficulty does not seem to have occurred to him before his unhappy attempt at suicide. The letter which he left behind him, or rather beside him, merely said:

Dear Pa:

Finding it impossible to enter college, I have just taken a draught of chlorate of lime. I shall soon be on my way to a place where no one is ever refused admittance and where there is still room for everybody.

 

It was only after Willie was fortunately resuscitated that a brilliant thought occurred to his parents which put an end to all Willie’s difficulties in entering American colleges. They have sent him to Oxford as a Rhodes Scholar.


Graduation Day at the Barbers College
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NOTE: THESE ARE the days of colleges. There are colleges everywhere and for everything. There are colleges for medicine and colleges for religion, and for dentistry, and for the banjo and for mesmerism and correspondence. And wherever you go, they bring with them the same old college spirit of good fellowship and love of knowledge.

In witness of which, let me here produce, or reproduce, the following verbatim report of one of the recent college commencements. It was handed to me a day or so ago and refers to the closing exercises of Metropolitan School of Capilletics, which used to be called more simply the Barbers College.

The graduation exercises at the School of Capilletics were held yesterday during the lunch hour in the upper corridor of the academy, just next the cloak room. President Clip briefly addressed the graduating class and spoke with feeling of their approaching separation. They had now been shaving together for over four weeks, and no doubt it seemed hard to part. Lasting ties had been formed, he hoped, during their college course which would endure through life. They would go out, he said, from the academy where they had received their training and be appointed, he did not doubt, to chairs of their own. He liked to think that the college had turned out some of the most eminent men of their profession.

A leading shampooist had said to him only the other day that without his college training he would never be where he was. The president regretted that Dean Follicle, who was to give the commencement address, was delayed a little in arriving, as he was detained below with a customer in the chair, as was also the senior professor of Capillary Science.

The president took occasion to say that he saw before him not only the graduating class and the juniors and the sophomores, but also the freshmen, who were still in their first week. He was aware that to these young men with still more than three weeks in front of them, the course looked long and arduous. But he would remind them that in years to come they would look back to their four weeks at their Alma Mater as the happiest days of their lives.

The president then spoke of the wonderful advances recently made in practical science: he touched lightly upon the electric flat iron, the new electric facial massage, and the improved mechanical clippers. He said the times demanded further specialization: we needed highly trained men for the back of the neck; we must have more intensive work on the mustache and better designs for behind the ears. The old-fashioned general practitioner, prepared to cut anything and everything, was becoming, the president said, a thing of the past. We were consigning him to the hair-basket.

We must educate the public to understand that two barbers for every customer is becoming an absolute necessity; to these, he said, there should properly be added an anesthetist to keep the customer asleep. In the old days, which he could himself recall after fifty years of practice, the academy, — still called a shop — was small and quiet. The customer fell asleep of himself; all that was needed was to give him yesterday’s newspaper.

This has changed. The unavoidable noise of the overhead shampoo (he would not for a moment deny its utility), the rattle of the electric clipper, and the terrifying hiss of the hot irons kept the customers awake. The only remedy, as he saw it, was an extended use of anesthetics. This again demanded wider knowledge and a raising of the standard of the profession.

We have got to face the fact, said the president, that the course must be lengthened. Four weeks, he would say it positively and with conviction, is too short a time for turning out a highly-equipped man. The time has arrived when we must work for a six weeks’ course.

At this juncture the arrival of Dean Follicle called forth from the students loud cries of “You’re next!” followed by the college yell of Rah! Rah! Shampoo!

The Dean, in rising to speak, said that he was entirely in accord with the President on the matter of raising the general standard. He might perhaps refer to the monograph that he had published under the title of What a Barber Should Know. Any professor of practical capilletics — he would not say barber — must be a man of education, a wide man. Their customers — or should he say their patients? — expect it. When they come to your chairs, gentlemen, continued the Dean, they want information. They want to know who won last night’s boxing match. It is your duty to tell them. More than that, they want to know who is going to win the boxing match, or the horse race or the ball game, not of yesterday, but of next week. It is your duty to keep them posted.

These people come to you with confidence. They put themselves into your hands for twenty-five minutes; they allow you to cover them with a steamed towel, which precludes all argument. They cannot answer back. This, then, is your opportunity for enlarging their minds and extending their range of knowledge. You must keep them informed of the presidential election; you must understand the wet and dry laws of your state; you must follow every line of sport. In short, gentlemen, you must have made a study of yesterday’s newspaper from cover to cover.

A man who has read yesterday’s paper is a cultivated man, a well-informed man, an agreeable man; one who has not betrayed himself as an ignoramus unfit to handle a pair of scissors.

There had been, said the Dean, some little criticism, he would not say complaint, in regard to the examination paper on General Knowledge which had been given to this year’s graduating class. It had been said that the questions were hard. He would name some of them and let the audience judge for themselves. For example: Who is Mussolini? What is the salary of a big league ball player? Who flew where? How do they divide the money of a prize fight?

It was claimed that these questions were hard. They were meant to be hard; only a man who knows that Mussolini is “some guy” — or else is not — can hope to interest his customer in European politics.

The Dean then briefly referred to the question of Latin. He believed that the time has come when Latin must be made compulsory and that every graduate must have at least a week of it. So many of our preparations made up now have Latin names, such as Sine Qua Non and Ne Plus Ultra, that no graduate can hope to rise in his profession without Latin. He could name at least six Latin words that had been of the greatest use to him.

At the end of his speech Dean Follicle touched for a moment on the question of Women. He did not know, he said, of any greater problem in the profession than that of Women. The women of to-day were insisting on having their hair cut. And we must cut it for them. If we don’t cut it, some one else will. We cannot stop progress.

Is short hair, he asked, here to stay? He looked on this as perhaps the most important social question of the hour. To answer it would require a deep knowledge of history, social science, and human and animal psychology. But what we need, argued Dean Follicle, is to meet the situation both ways, so that we can do business whichever way.

The applause that greeted the Dean’s address showed how deeply interested the audience had been.

President Clip then handed out the degrees to each graduate and declared that he and the Dean would go back to their chairs and the other boys might have the rest of the noon hour free.

The meeting broke up with college yells and cheers for Alma Mater.


Correspondence Manual Number One
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A FOUNDATION GUIDE-BOOK for All the Others

Everybody is aware of the vast amount of instruction that is carried on to-day by correspondence courses. It is, I suppose, literally true that one may now acquire the whole of an education in this manner. Not only is instruction given in all the various branches of learning, but also in the practical arts. Courses are offered in telegraphy, stenography, advertising, plumbing, and even in the purely mechanical things, such as short-story-writing, play-writing, the making of scenarios and how to earn a living by poetry.

Everybody also has admired the clearness and simplicity with which the manuals are composed. Take, for example, the one entitled, How to Learn the Alphabet by Correspondence. The pictures of the letters A, B, and C are drawn with such absolute sincerity and faith as to be unmistakable; while the pupil is gently led from C to D, from D to E, until a knowledge of the whole alphabet is acquired, and the pupil is ready to pass on to volume 2, How to Synchronize the Alphabet into Words.

 

But even with all this, it seems to me that the process has not gone far enough. There are still people who need help. We must remember that there are a great many persons who have had practically no early advantages, and who seem almost totally deficient and incapable in practical life. Thus one hears it said of such a one that he doesn’t know enough to pound sand, or doesn’t know enough to come in out of the wet, or again we say of this or that person that he doesn’t know enough to plant beans.

 

It is these people whom I propose to help by preparing a fundamental manual, under the name of Correspondence Manual Number One. This little book is meant as the absolute ground work of knowledge. It starts right at the beginning. It takes nothing for granted. Not only is no previous knowledge needed for commencing the study, but on the contrary any previous knowledge might be a drawback.

 

part i

How to Pound Sand

This section of the little manual has on its cover two pictures, one showing a young man lying on the ground prostrate with despair; beside him a heap of sand — unpounded. He doesn’t know how to pound it! He has no one to help or guide him. The picture carries a printed legend below it, “He couldn’t pound sand.”

The other picture shows the same young man, upright and smiling in a debonair negligee shirt, knickers, and golf stockings and shoes, standing in front of a newly acquired bungalow and calling through the open door, “Look, mother, come and see me pound it.”

Below this are the clear and simple instructions:

“In order to pound sand, it is first necessary to acquire a fair-sized heap of sand. First-class sand may be obtained from a first-class sand-pit, or may be purchased direct from our office in Post Office Box 75,000, Lower Half. To any student of the course sending in a special sand order of one dollar, we will forward ten cents’ worth of sand.

“A pounder may be obtained by picking up any old stick or board or scantling, or it can be bought from an up-to-date hardware firm, provided they see you coming, for about three dollars.

“Having obtained the sand and the pounder, the pupil is now in a position to undertake Lesson I. For this the instructions are as follows:

“Take the pounder (P) in the two hands (H and H) and stand directly over the sand (S). Now lift the pounder in the air (A) and direct it with the eye (E) towards the center of the sand (S) on which it is let fall with considerable force (CF).

“Lesson II. Repeat Lesson I.

“Lesson III. Repeat Lesson II.

“Lesson IV. Repeat Lesson III.

“Four lessons make up a course, but pupils who desire to carry the work further may pay another fee and take another four.”

part two

How to Come in Out of the Wet

A second section of the course, not to be attempted until section one has been thoroughly learned, gives practical instructions in How to Come in Out of the Wet. Like Section I, it is illustrated with a little double illustration, the first part of which is labeled, He Didn’t Come In, and showing a young man lying on his own doorstep on a rainy day — drowned. The other part shows a young man, much better dressed, knocking at the door of a house and saying, “Let me in, mother, it’s going to rain.”

 

The instructional part of the section begins with a discussion of the nature of rain.

Lesson I

What Is Rain?

“What is rain? Rain may be said to consist scientifically of a precipitation of spherical globules of hydrated oxygen, or, what is the same thing, oxydized hydrogen, falling through the atmosphere.

“Get this thoroughly in your mind and then go on to Lesson II on, Why Does Rain Fall?”

Lesson II

Why Does Rain Fall?

“Why Does Rain Fall? Because the specific gravity of the precipitated globule is greater than that of the surrounding atmosphere.

“Repeat this till you feel strong enough to go on.”

 

But, there! It would never do to give away the whole course of instruction. Suffice it to say that the practical part, How to Get in Out of the Wet, may be easily acquired by a pupil of average intelligence and diligence after a few weeks of practice on wet days. Still more advanced exercises are given, for a further fee, for graduate students who propose to live in equatorial Africa or on the mosquito coast of Honduras.

 

On the back of the Manual is a little illustration called, His Salary Doubled Again. It shows a young man coming in triumphant to a bright room newly furnished and containing also a young woman and a baby. He is bursting in, radiant with happiness, with a sand-pounder in his hand, shaking the rain off his hat, and with a packet of beans and a hoe in his other hand. Beneath it the words, — Course II: How to Plant Beans.

V


IN THE GOLF STREAM


The Golfomaniac
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WE RIDE IN and out pretty often together, he and I, on a suburban train.

That’s how I came to talk to him. “Fine morning,” I said as I sat down beside him yesterday and opened a newspaper.

“Great!” he answered, “the grass is drying out fast now and the greens will soon be all right to play.”

“Yes,” I said, “the sun is getting higher and the days are decidedly lengthening.”

“For the matter of that,” said my friend, “a man could begin to play at six in the morning easily. In fact, I’ve often wondered that there’s so little golf played before breakfast. We happened to be talking about golf, a few of us last night — I don’t know how it came up — and we were saying that it seems a pity that some of the best part of the day, say, from five o’clock to seven-thirty, is never used.”

“That’s true,” I answered, and then, to shift the subject, I said, looking out of the window:

“It’s a pretty bit of country just here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he replied, “but it seems a shame they make no use of it — just a few market gardens and things like that. Why, I noticed along here acres and acres of just glass — some kind of houses for plants or something — and whole fields full of lettuce and things like that. It’s a pity they don’t make something of it. I was remarking only the other day as I came along in the train with a friend of mine, that you could easily lay out an eighteen-hole course anywhere here.”

“Could you?” I said.

“Oh, yes. This ground, you know, is an excellent light soil to shovel up into bunkers. You could drive some big ditches through it and make one or two deep holes — the kind they have on some of the French links. In fact, improve it to any extent.”

I glanced at my morning paper. “I see,” I said, “that it is again rumored that Lloyd George is at last definitely to retire.”

“Funny thing about Lloyd George,” answered my friend. “He never played, you know; most extraordinary thing — don’t you think? — for a man in his position. Balfour, of course, was very different: I remember when I was over in Scotland last summer I had the honor of going around the course at Dumfries just after Lord Balfour. Pretty interesting experience, don’t you think?”

“Were you over on business?” I asked.

“No, not exactly. I went to get a golf ball, a particular golf ball. Of course, I didn’t go merely for that. I wanted to get a mashie as well. The only way, you know, to get just what you want is to go to Scotland for it.”

“Did you see much of Scotland?”

“I saw it all. I was on the links at St. Andrews and I visited the Loch Lomond course and the course at Inverness. In fact, I saw everything.”

“It’s an interesting country, isn’t it, historically?”

“It certainly is. Do you know they have played there for over five hundred years! Think of it! They showed me at Loch Lomond the place where they said Robert the Bruce played the Red Douglas (I think that was the other party — at any rate, Bruce was one of them), and I saw where Bonnie Prince Charlie disguised himself as a caddie when the Duke of Cumberland’s soldiers were looking for him. Oh, it’s a wonderful country historically.”

 

After that I let a silence intervene so as to get a new start. Then I looked up again from my newspaper.

“Look at this,” I said, pointing to a headline, United States Navy Ordered Again to Nicaragua. “Looks like more trouble, doesn’t it?”

“Did you see in the paper a while back,” said my companion, “that the United States Navy Department is now making golf compulsory at the training school at Annapolis? That’s progressive, isn’t it? I suppose it will have to mean shorter cruises at sea; in fact, probably lessen the use of the navy for sea purposes. But it will raise the standard.”

“I suppose so,” I answered. “Did you read about this extraordinary murder case on Long Island?”

“No,” he said. “I never read murder cases. They don’t interest me. In fact, I think this whole continent is getting over-preoccupied with them — —”

“Yes, but this case had such odd features — —”

“Oh, they all have,” he replied, with an air of weariness. “Each one is just boomed by the papers to make a sensation — —”

“I know, but in this case it seems that the man was killed with a blow from a golf club.”

“What’s that? Eh, what’s that? Killed him with a blow from a golf club!!”

“Yes, some kind of club — —”

“I wonder if it was an iron — let me see the paper — though, for the matter of that, I imagine that a blow with even a wooden driver, let alone one of the steel-handled drivers — where does it say it? — pshaw, it only just says ‘a blow with golf club.’ It’s a pity the papers don’t write these things up with more detail, isn’t it? But perhaps it will be better in the afternoon paper. . . .”

“Have you played golf much?” I inquired. I saw it was no use to talk of anything else.

“No,” answered my companion, “I am sorry to say I haven’t. You see, I began late. I’ve only played twenty years, twenty-one if you count the year that’s beginning in May. I don’t know what I was doing. I wasted about half my life. In fact, it wasn’t till I was well over thirty that I caught on to the game. I suppose a lot of us look back over our lives that way and realize what we have lost.

“And even as it is,” he continued, “I don’t get much chance to play. At the best I can only manage about four afternoons a week, though of course I get most of Saturday and all Sunday. I get my holiday in the summer, but it’s only a month, and that’s nothing. In the winter I manage to take a run South for a game once or twice and perhaps a little swack at it around Easter, but only a week at a time. I’m too busy — that’s the plain truth of it.” He sighed. “It’s hard to leave the office before two,” he said. “Something always turns up.”

And after that he went on to tell me something of the technique of the game, illustrate it with a golf ball on the seat of the car, and the peculiar mental poise needed for driving, and the neat, quick action of the wrist (he showed me how it worked) that is needed to undercut a ball so that it flies straight up in the air. He explained to me how you can do practically anything with a golf ball, provided that you keep your mind absolutely poised and your eye in shape, and your body a trained machine. It appears that even Bobby Jones of Atlanta and people like that fall short very often from the high standard set up by my golfing friend in the suburban car.

 

So, later in the day, meeting some one in my club who was a person of authority on such things, I made inquiry about my friend. “I rode into town with Llewellyn Smith,” I said. “I think he belongs to your golf club. He’s a great player, isn’t he?”

“A great player!” laughed the expert. “Llewellyn Smith? Why, he can hardly hit a ball! And anyway, he’s only played about twenty years!”


The Golfer’s Pocket Guide
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A MANUAL TO Help Him to Recover His Game

Note: I have been very busy of late preparing a little Manual for Golfers. It was to have appeared quite early in the season, but unfortunately it was not completed in time, and still remains in an unfinished and unsatisfactory condition. In fact I am not able to publish it at all in its full form this season, and therefore present here merely a few fragments of what will next year, I hope, appear as a complete manual.

The general notion of my little book is to aid the golfer whose point of view needs straightening out to bring him back to his true bearings.

Reading over my little manual is supposed to help the golfer to recover rapidly the poise and attitude of his mind.

an intelligence test

Part One of the manual is to contain a set of questions and answers framed as an intelligence test. The golf enthusiast, before settling down to his season’s work, may test the adjustment of his brain by rapidly running over the following queries:



	
What is meant by summer?





	
 


	
The time of year during which golf is played.





	
What other seasons are there?





	
 


	
None, that I recall.





	
How would you define a city?





	
 


	
I should call it a large group of houses and people situated within eight or ten miles of a golf club.





	
Right. And what is a railway?





	
 


	
An apparatus of transportation used as a means of access to a golf club.





	
What is meant by the country?





	
 


	
Open space about a city divided into golf courses.





	
If you go further what do you see?





	
 


	
More golf courses.





	
Correct. What are trees?





	
 


	
Upright growths of wood on a golf course.





	
And what is grass?





	
 


	
Vegetation on a fairway.






 

Very good. You have answered these questions, which are elementary, in a way to show that your mind is rapidly readjusting itself. Let us now pass to something more difficult:

Name any way by which you can tell whether or not it is raining when you are playing golf.

A good way to know whether it is raining is to observe whether the water is running from the back of the cap down inside the back of the shirt and on down into the knees of the trousers. If so, then it is raining.

Very good. Now let us see if you recall the proper method of scoring at golf, including the technique, or, so to speak, the arithmetic of the score.

Let us suppose that in coming down the fairway you have had, as nearly as you recall, 4 long shots in which your aim has been distance, 4 more in which you have made your approach to and fro past the green and 4 more on the green itself. How many is that for the hole?

Eight.

Correct. Now let me test whether you have got back into the proper spirit of membership towards your fellow-members in your club. What is your feeling towards new members?

Keep them out.

What about Lady members?

Keep them out.

 

Very good. Your answers are satisfactory. Now will you tell me something as to the various combinations of players among whom golf may be played.

There is first the Two Some, or game of golf played by two people, each of whom is playing with the other because you can’t have a contest without getting another.

Then there is the Three Some, or game played by three people, each two of whom would rather that the third was not there.

Finally there is the Four Some, meaning a Large Crowd or Assemblage moving round the links, containing (as it feels to others) about seven players, and ten caddies. Total Twenty.

 

In connection with nearly all other games, as for example with bridge and chess, and so on, it is the custom to devise and print special “problems.”

By this means devotees of the game when not actually engaged in play may still enjoy the spirit of their pastime by working out these problems.

So far as I know, this has not been done for Golf and I am therefore proposing a few simple problems along the same lines. I will quote one or two in this connection.

problem i

A and B are engaged in a game of 9 holes and are exactly even after playing the eighth hole. A has played the last hole in 6 and, just as he completes it, is summoned to the telephone in the Club House. A calls to B to complete the hole and goes on into the Club House.

Which wins, and in how many strokes does B make the hole?

problem ii

A player, X, is playing in a secluded corner of the fairway and has already had 5 strokes and has an excellent prospect of doing the hole in either 10 or 14. Making a powerful stroke with a brassie, he misses the ball entirely. Looking all around after his stroke, he realizes that he is quite alone. The grass, the trees and the sky are exactly where they were.

There are no sounds; all is quiet, and he sees no immediate evidence of the existence of an avenging Deity. How many strokes has he had?

problem iii

Two of your fellow members, whom we will call M and N, invite you to act as umpire or arbiter in the case of the ownership of a mid-iron. They have found it mixed up among their kit, each having a mid-iron already, and each being uncertain as to whether he had an extra mid-iron, or professing to be so.

In looking at the mid-iron it reminds you of a mid-iron which you are nearly sure you left in a club locker last year — either in this club or another club — and either in this city, or in another city.

Question: — After your award is all over, how many mid-irons has A and how many has B?

 

There. Those may serve as samples of the kind of problems which the enthusiast may multiply to any extent. Let me turn to another point which I think is not found in any other guide to the game: — 

golf for foreigners

Every member of a golf club knows that from time to time foreign visitors and guests are introduced whose language offers a certain difficulty in the conduct of play.

In my experience it is not well to try to teach them too many of the technical terms at once, or too much of the proper idiom of play. It is wiser to let them stagger along with such command of language as they already possess. I have, therefore, drawn up from my manual a little set of conversation exercises especially suited for this kind of case.

for french visitors

Exercise I

Where is the billiard? It is this. Where pose I her? She poses herself on the ground. Strike I her with the long cane? Yes, the long cane lets herself use of it. Strike I her at full force? Yes, and still yes. At what distance limits itself the flight of the billiard? At the most longest. Shall I strike? I pray you of it. You permit? Assuredly.

Exercise II

The blow was he strong? He was of a great force. And the billiard? Up to where her flight has extended itself? She has not flown. Behold her still there in the grass? Hold!

Exercise III

Where of it are we? We are of it at the fourth hole. Have we not approached ourselves again of the Club House? Yes, here see it on the left. Is not the restaurant in face of us? Assuredly. Might we not then finish ourselves of it and re-enter? But yes!


The Golf Season in Retrospect
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A PERSONAL REVIEW of the Big Games of the Year

Now that the golf season is drawing to its close, the time is opportune to look back at the record of the season. And by this I don’t mean the records and achievements of such people as Mr. Jones, of Atlanta, and the other champions. All of that can be read in the newspapers.

I mean my own personal record of the games as played by myself. That after all is the point of interest — for me. And it is likely that the record is of interest also to the thousands, the millions of players, who play something of the same kind of game.

I mean the players who talk vaguely of going around in about a hundred or less, and who never saw 100 in their lives and never will. Yet these, or rather us — that is, we — are the true enthusiasts of the game.

So I will change this review a little bit and make it not personal, but collective, and ask how do we stand, where are we, after our year of golf, what have we achieved?

In the first place, financially how have we come out? Financially, there is no doubt of it we are stood back — and quite a distance. I pass over the annual subscription to the club; that’s nothing. The real cost lies elsewhere.

I keep an accurate personal budget of the thing, and looking over it find such items as lost balls, 100 balls at 85 cents and 1 ball at 15 cents (it’s hard to lose them) making a total of $85.15; ginger ale for use in the locker room, 40 flasks at $5.00 a flask is $200 — but never mind. That doesn’t matter. The game is worth it.

the big drive

The real point is, are we coming on in the game? That’s the question. And in the first place, have we yet made that Big Drive? The Great Big Drive that we dream of, when the ball sails off into the blue neither too high nor too low, and rises and rises and seems to gain speed as it goes — have we hit it yet?

We have not.

Not yet.

But we may at any time.

What greater pleasure is there on a bright clear day, with just a little wind blowing, than to step up on the tee, and make a little heap of sand and place the ball, look up at the blue sky, adjust the club, grip it, shake it, measure the distance with your eye, raise the club for a long powerful swing and then let the ball have it fair and square just below the belt and stand leaning on your driver while you watch it sail into the ether?

I’ve never done it and I didn’t do it this summer; but I meant to. And when I do it I want there to be a few people there to see, especially a few ladies.

As a matter of fact, mostly when we drive the ball either skithers off sideways or goes up in the air. But no matter — the big drive is coming. Wait for the season of 1930.

holes in one

Another point of interest in our year’s record is the question of a hole in one. In winter when we talk of golf around the fire, and illustrate our action with the poker on the hearth rug, stories are related all the time of people making holes in one. Surely some day it must come our way.

Once this year I thought I had it. On our links there is one hole where the course goes sideways up a hill and the hole is only 140 yards.

With a thorough good smash and, if I am in good shape with my limbs well oiled and all joints working, I can hit 140 yards. There is nothing to prevent me hitting into that can. When you drive you can’t see the hole or the green for the hillside, only the red flag.

On the occasion I speak of I hit the ball. It rose from sight into the air. I rushed up the hill. I looked on the fairway. The ball was not there! Eager with anxiety I ran forward to the green itself. The ball was not on the green!! There was but one conclusion to draw. The ball was in the can itself!!!

Trembling with the emotion that only a golfer of my class can understand, I drew near to the can. I could not bear to hurry. I felt, in the presence of such an occurrence, a sensation of something like awe. I pictured to myself the ball lying in the can, my coming exultation and for the future a long happy life spent in telling about it.

I stepped at last to the edge of the hole and looked in.

The ball was not there.

I got down on my knees and looked. It was still not there.

I put my hand in and felt all around the handle of the flag. The ball was not there.

The conclusion was only too plain. The ball had been removed. Some player crossing the course while I was hidden below the hill, had seen the ball in the can and removed it, supposing it there by accident.

I had just reached this evident conclusion when my opponent in the game, Captain R., who had followed more slowly up the hill, reached the green. He then stated that he had seen my ball moving rapidly in a sideways direction high in the air. I denied this. I said that he might have seen some ball moving high in the air. The air is full of golf balls moving in all directions. But that my ball was in the air I strenuously denied.

I may state that Captain R. wears glasses, has only played golf for five years and is a Frenchman; and yet his meager evidence in this matter was enough to prevent my depositing my record with the committee.

I am sure that a great many others have been similarly prevented from making holes in one. I propose that when we want to do it next year we go out at daybreak all alone; or, better still, two together and come back with the thing accomplished.

friends of the links

The loss of Captain R.’s friendship recalls to me another item which we must account for in our season’s record. Where do we stand in our gain or loss of human affection? How are we on brotherly love? I fear that it is only too evident that with each season we lose a little more. In my own case several valued friendships have come to an end over various little points of the game.

For instance, if I lose my ball in the rough and then finding it, lift it up from under a tangle of grass — in sheer exultation — and cry “Here it is!” then placing it on a mound of earth — must I lose a friend for that?

They say that Scotland is mostly a lonely country of empty spaces, and the people keep to themselves to an amazing degree, trusting no one and never speaking. I think I can understand it. They began golf there 400 years ago.

progress and surgery

But the most important question in the season’s game for me, in fact for all of us, is — Are we making progress? Do we play better than we did?

We don’t.

That’s the plain fact, so let us out with it — we don’t. In my own case I feel that I cannot get much further in golf without a surgical operation, or rather a series of surgical operations.

I need my thigh bones taken out and shortened. That’s the only way I can get what the “pro” calls the “stance” that I ought to adopt. Similarly, I need my back lengthened, by letting in a piece anywhere near where my braces join my trousers. If I had six inches more of back let in there, I could get that easy swinging action that I can envy but never emulate.

And I need a couple of sets of wheels put in somewhere for the mashie shot. I can’t do it without.

But after all, all the other players of my class are the same: They need wheels and cogs and they need lengthening and shortening. I don’t know one that I call a perfectly adjusted machine except at the Nineteenth Hole.

So why worry?

Instead of that, let us sit about all winter and talk golf, oil up our clubs, tell lies, and drink our conscience to sleep. And presently it will be the summer of 1930 and the grass will be green again, and perhaps — who knows? — we may really begin to play.

VI


FUTURITY IN FICTION


Long After Bedtime
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A NIGHT MYSTERY Story in the Mysterious Style

The house indicated as “No. 4 John Street” was one of four houses, each standing detached from the other, on the upper side of John Street. It is important for what follows to understand clearly the location of the houses. No. 1 stood first, while No. 2 was just above it, No. 3 coming next in order, and No. 4 being the fourth or last of the group.

The houses were separated by an interval of about forty feet between each two of them, so that there was forty feet between No. 1 and No. 2, forty feet between No. 2 and No. 3, and a similar distance, forty feet, separating No. 3 and No. 4. It would thus have been possible if the windows were open to hear anything louder than ordinary conversation from house to house. There is, however, no reason to believe that on the night in question any of the windows were open.

All of the four houses had been built apparently under one and the same contract and offered a great similarity in outline. But owing to the rise in the ground, No. 2 had one more step in front of it than No. 1, and No. 3 had one more step in front of it than No. 2, while No. 4, where the ground continued to rise, was higher by one step than No. 3 (the house immediately below it).

 

The house indicated as No. 4 was occupied by the family of Mr. John Smith, who had lived in it since first it was built. Smith himself was employed as a stock-broker’s confidential clerk, and the family were in comfortable, if not affluent circumstances. There was no reason to believe that Smith was in any way embarrassed financially. Nor was there anything in his past life to suggest any criminal antecedents or any tendency to be hurried or driven into any rash or desperate conduct. He was a more or less regular churchgoer, was well liked in the neighborhood, and was reputed as rather above the average as a bridge player. It had been remarked, however, that as a bridge player he was more inclined to lead from length than from strength. It should be added that Smith had no ear for music.

 

On the night in question, the night of the fifth of March (just preceding the sixth of March), the entire Smith household seem to have been in bed and asleep well before midnight. For what follows it is important to understand the arrangement of the bedrooms in the Smith residence. The house was a two-story structure with a kitchen extension, all the bedrooms being on the upper floor. That of Mr. and Mrs. Smith was in the front looking out over the street and occupying the entire front face of the house. There were two side bedrooms and a bedroom over the kitchen.

The side bedroom on the right, or north side, the high side or top side, that is the side looking sideways up the side street, was occupied by the two little girls of the family, Flora and Dora, aged respectively eleven and thirteen. The two girls were both at the same school, though Flora was ahead of Dora in geography.

The other side bedroom was occupied by Willie Smith, aged respectively twelve. Willie also attended school, though on the fifth of March he had not gone to school. The reason alleged for this was that he had been slightly indisposed on the fourth of March. All of the children were in every way ordinary children, none of them having ever shown the least tendency towards somnambulism, or hysteria, or locomotor ataxia. Willie, however, could imitate a dog barking.

The room at the back, the one immediately over the kitchen, was occupied by the maid, Frieda Helsenfish, a Finn, who had newly arrived from Finland. There seems, however, to have been no reason to connect her with the Finnish revolution.

It is important to note that this room was connected by a back stairway with the kitchen, and also connected through a door with the landing on which were the other bedrooms. It was thus possible, indeed it was easy, to pass from this room downstairs by either of two ways. It was not possible, however, to go both ways at once.

 

At midnight, or shortly after, the entire family were asleep. This may be stated as a fact as a passer-by noticed that no lights were burning in the Smith residence and looking at his watch observed that it was 12.02 a.m. The watch had been newly repaired and was running evenly and smoothly, and was running still on the following day with equal smoothness.

 

An hour later the situation in the household seems to have been something as follows: the family were still asleep, Mr. and Mrs. Smith in twin beds in the front bedroom; the little girls in the top side room; Willie in the other side room; and the servant in the back. There is no evidence to show that any one in the house was awake or moving as between 1.00 a.m. and 2.00 a.m.

 

At 2.00 a.m. Mr. Smith, who was never a heavy sleeper, seems to have rolled over in bed. There is no reason to suppose, however, that he rolled far, or that he was not able to roll back again. Mrs. Smith appears to have waked up for a moment and said, “What’s the matter?” Smith answered, “Nothing, I just rolled over in bed.” Mrs. Smith said, “Oh,” perhaps “Ah.” She noticed that the luminous clock indicated the time as 2.10 a.m. Allowing that the clock was about ten minutes fast, this would fix the time approximately at 2.00 a.m.

 

At 3.00 a.m. the family were still asleep. There is no ground for supposing that they had done anything but sleep from 2.00 to 3.00 a.m. A milkman starting on his round at three saw no lights in the house. The front door was closed, and to all appearances had not been in any way tampered with. The milkman did not notice any broken panes of glass. The man, however, was short-sighted, was new to his route, and came from Bobcaygeon, Ontario.

 

At four all the Smiths were asleep.

 

At five the Smiths were all sleeping. The hour this time can be definitely fixed because a town clock within no great distance from John Street struck five.

 

At seven o’clock, however, things took an entirely different turn. Smith, always a light sleeper and an early riser, rose and dressed himself. He seems to have put on all his clothes in their customary order. For the next half hour Smith’s movements can be traced with something like accuracy. He seems to have gone into the bathroom (7.00 a.m.), taken a bath (7.01 to 7.03 a.m.), shaved himself with a safety razor, leaving distinct fingerprints both on the handle of the razor and on the bureau in the bathroom. At 7.24 he seems to have gone down to the front door and taken in the newspaper. This, however, was a regular and customary matter. A furnace man of the neighborhood passing by said, “Good morning” to Smith, and immediately verified the time at 7.24. Smith appears to have answered either “Good morning,” or “Good Day,” or something of the sort.

 

At 7.30 Frieda, the Finn, came down (apparently fully dressed) into the kitchen and began to prepare breakfast. To do this she put water (cold water) into the kettle and set it on the gas range. After which she set about preparing the meal, which appears to have consisted of oatmeal porridge, bacon and eggs. There was no indication of poison, or any poisonous ingredient in any of the food.

 

At 7.35 Mrs. Smith rose and proceeded to call and dress the children. All three got up.

 

At eight the family breakfasted, and at 8.30, or perhaps 8.31 — certainly not later than 8.32 — Smith left to go downtown to his office and the three children accompanied him, starting on their way to school.

 

Smith seems to have got to his office all right. The children got to school. The Finn washed up the breakfast things, and Mrs. Smith settled down in the parlor to read a mystery story.


The Newer Truthfulness
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HOW THE UP-TO-DATE Biographer Slates His Hero

“Biography must first of all be truthful.” So declared not long ago one of the best known of our contemporary critics. I suppose it is in accordance with this idea that a new fashion has grown up in the art of writing biographies. In old days, the whole point of a biography was to show what a wonderful fellow the man was who was being biographed.

If he was a soldier, he had to win every battle. If he was a statesman, he had to be wiser than all the others put together. If he was an orator, he was supposed to leave the legislature gasping with admiration and coiled up in heaps on the floor.

Nowadays this is all changed. Under the influence of what is called historical research, the task of the new biographer is to prove what a pitiful simp his subject really is. Take, as an example, the following extract from “The Real Washington,” 1928, 700 pp., $25.

life of george washington

(As written according to the new style of searchlight biography.)

“This poor sap was born in Virginia in 1732. The twenty-second of February, generally held to be his birthday and celebrated as such, is probably an erroneous date. Professor Searchit, in an admirable paper on Washington As We Don’t Know Him presented to the Historical Grouch Society of America, expresses the opinion that Washington was born in August or perhaps in November.

“Recent researches into the history of the Washington family show them to have been people of little account — in fact, a poor lot. A William Henry Washington was expelled from Princeton College in 1720, and a John Washington from Harvard in 1690. Either of these could have been Washington’s father or grandfather, or both.

“Legend has grown up around the first president’s boyhood. It is now definitely established that he never cut down a cherry tree, never had an ax, and probably lied as often and as successfully as any wholesome and clean-minded American youth.

“Washington’s earlier career, especially on the military side, has been the subject of gross misrepresentation. We know now that he did not serve under Braddock, as it has been proved that at the time of Braddock’s defeat Washington was carrying on a saloon and livery business at Acquia Creek.

“The part played by Washington in the revolutionary struggle has been greatly exaggerated. National pride in the foundation of our republic has led to a false view of his exploits. The saner military criticism of to-day shows us that, as a general, Washington was a wash-out. It seems established that he let the entire British forces, both naval and military, slip out of his hand and get back to England, while the escape of 50,000 so-called loyalists out of the country must be laid to his account.

“As president Washington showed in office the same fatal ineptitude as on the field. He selected his cabinet at random without reference to parties. His speeches are said to have been drivel, while his social appearance was rendered ridiculous by his extreme shortness of stature and by his excessive stoutness, which increased from year to year. His conversation — beginning always with the words, ‘When I licked Cornwallis,’ — is said to have been dull.

“On the other hand, it should be remembered that Washington was an excellent card player, sitting down after breakfast to a game of poker from which he seldom rose till after midnight. In religion he belonged to the Salvation Army.”

did columbus discover america?

When it is not possible for the new biographer to calumniate a man’s whole life, because it is not widely known anyway, he fastens upon his main historical achievement and denies that it ever happened. Here, for instance, is the kind of thing the biographer does to the immortal Christopher:

“It was long widely believed that Christopher Columbus discovered America. The painstaking researches of modern scholars have gone far to disprove this. Columbus may have discovered something, but it was certainly not America. All that we know for sure is that Columbus sailed from the harbor of Palos with three ships in 1492, and that he came back six months later and said that he had lost two of his ships and that he had been to Japan. He was given more ships and made by the Spanish King and Queen Grand Admiral of Japan. After two more voyages to Japan, he retired.

“Columbus, in stature and appearance, seems to have been an awful little runt. He was apparently quite ignorant of navigation, had no idea where he was sailing to, and on his return from Japan in his old age easily fell into a garrulous way of talking of his supposed discovery of America. Columbus was long supposed to be buried in Havana, but modern research has proved that this was his cousin.”

did bruce spy the spider?

And even when the modern research student has got quite finished with the biography business, he still has another mission to fulfill. One by one he takes up the pretty legends of history and rewrites them so as to show that there is nothing in them.

Everybody who read in his childhood the story of Bruce and the spider thrilled with the noble example of unbeaten courage in adversity. The gallant Scottish king in a mood of despair sits watching the heroic efforts of the spider as it tries — but everybody knows the story.

Here is what is left of it after the modern research biographer has got in his work upon it:

“The legendary story in regard to the spider has been shown by the diligent efforts of modern students to be without foundation. In the first place, it is quite erroneous to say that ‘King Bruce of Scotland laid himself down, in a weary mood, to think’; there is abundant evidence to show that at this time Bruce’s enemies were chasing him around so fast that it was out of the question for him to sit down, let alone to lay himself down.

“Moreover, Professor J. A. Thompson of Aberdeen has proved that the spider was unknown at that time in Scotland, having been brought in by the English after the Union. It has also been established that spiders do not climb and reclimb a ‘silken cobweb clew’ from any sense of heroism or determination, a feeling which is quite unknown to them. They probably merely wish to get to the top.

“And, in conclusion, it was not Robert Bruce, but Angus Bruce, who saw, not a spider climbing, but some other animal doing something else.”

and so with all the rest

And so it is with all the other beautiful legends, lives, and stories. Modern research is washing them all out. King Alfred didn’t burn the cakes: Oh, dear no! Research shows that Alfred had worked as a French chef at the court of Charlemagne.

Cæsar didn’t say, “Et tu, Brute”; he merely said, “Who hit me that time?”

 

And to think that we are paying good money, public and private, to keep those research students at work!


A Midsummer Detective Mystery
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SHOWING THE EFFECT of Hot Weather on Cold Criminality

Note: “The best stories for the summer,” so writes the editor of one of our best-known literary weekly supplements, “are those that are suited for reading under a tree, or in a hammock or in a boat — stories of a gentler, a softer, one might almost say a drowsier type than the more exciting and exacting fiction of ordinary times.”

All right, Mr. Editor. Here is an attempt to write one for you. Get into your boat and rig a hammock in it on two sticks with a bough of a tree over it and then read this.

During the drowsiest moments of a warm afternoon, a well-dressed gentleman of middle age and quiet appearance pulled the bell at Scotland Yard. At the third summons the janitor, rubbing his eyes as if awakened from slumber, opened the door.

“You must excuse me, sir,” he said, “I was just having a bit of a nap.”

“It is indeed a warm afternoon,” said the visitor, yawning. “I feel sleepy myself.”

“Well, sir,” replied the janitor, “I must say that in this hot weather there’s nothing so refreshing as to just drop off for two or three hours after dinner, sir.”

“Indeed so,” said the visitor, and he yawned again. “I regard sleep as perhaps one of the most agreeable ways of passing the time that I know. But, by the way, are any of the police about? Any inspectors or detectives?”

“It’s hardly likely,” said the janitor. “Our gentlemen are mostly on the river on an afternoon like this; either that or in the country. Was you wanting any one particularly?”

“No, no special one. Just anybody who could aid in the solution” — here he yawned— “of a very daring crime.”

“Inspector Higgins, I think, is upstairs. If he is awake, sir, he will be very glad to see you.”

The unknown visitor was shown into the presence of Inspector Higgins, a heavy-looking man, seated at a table looking dreamily at a sheet of paper spread out in front of him.

“Sit down,” he said. “I was just working out a problem in noughts and crosses. But it’s too strenuous for this hot weather.”

“It is, indeed,” said the visitor. “I always feel that active thought and exertion should be reserved for the more rigorous months of the year.”

“I like the summer,” murmured the inspector. “I like the flowers and the fresh leaves. I often wish I knew the names of more birds than I do.”

“So do I,” said the visitor. “I came,” the visitor continued, “to say that I have every reason to fear that a murder has been committed.”

“An atrocious one?” asked the inspector with a yawn.

“I believe so.”

“Then I suppose you had better tell me about it.”

“I will, and if you will allow me I will begin at the beginning. My name is Charles Everett and I am a solicitor in good practice at 91 Chelsea Court.”

“I don’t think you need tell me all that,” said Higgins drowsily. “I couldn’t remember it.”

“Very good. I live about thirty miles outside London in Surrey at a few miles from Little Hampstead — —”

“I don’t think it matters where you live,” said the inspector.

“All right. I continue. It is my custom every morning to walk two miles across country to catch the 9.15 local for Waterloo at Finchley Junction.”

The inspector yawned.

“That’s too intricate. Just get to the murder itself.”

“This morning,” continued the solicitor, “according to my wont — —”

“According to your what?” asked Higgins.

“My wont. I was walking through a little wood when I was surprised, I might say horrified — —”

“No, don’t say that,” murmured the inspector.

“ —— to see the body of a man lying beside a tree close to the bank of a little stream. The body was that of a middle-aged or elderly man respectably dressed. It was attired in a light gray suit, with white spats below the trousers, and a gray Homburg hat lay on the grass near it. Even in the cursory glance I gave to it, I noticed a heavy gold watch chain showing beside the waistcoat pocket, which led me to infer that robbery had not been the object of the murder. Leaving everything undisturbed —— But you’re not listening.”

“Yes, yes,” said the inspector, “I heard it all. I merely dozed off for a moment. You found a body in a little wood, quite so. You often find them like that. Go on.”

“Leaving everything undisturbed, I made my way to the junction and so to London and to my office. I meant to report the matter at once, but owing to the extreme heat of the weather — —”

“Do you know,” said Inspector Higgins, “I think that this is about as hot a spell as I remember. I say, how would you like a cool drink? There’s a new American bar just round the corner this side of Westminster Bridge where we might get something.”

A few minutes later the inspector and the solicitor were standing in front of the long counter of an American bar while two tall glasses in which an iced drink clinked with delicious invitation, stood before them.

“By the way,” said Higgins, “I interrupted you. You were talking in the office about a murder.”

“Ah, yes, I’d forgotten.”

“That’s all right,” said Higgins. “But I’ll tell you what we can do, if you like. We’ll take a car and drive down into Surrey and have a look at it. I know a road to Finchley that’s a little bit roundabout, but makes a really pleasant drive.”

“The country certainly seems inviting in this weather,” answered Everett.

“And I tell you,” continued the inspector, “we might as well take lunch with us. I suppose, miss,” he added, turning to the barmaid, “that you could put us up a snack in a lunch basket, couldn’t you?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” answered the girl readily. “What would you like, sir? We could give you a cold chicken, a made-up salad, sir, with a cold meat pie, if you care for it.”

“Excellent. And you might put in half a dozen of bottled ale and a couple of pints of claret. — And now I’ll tell you another idea. I don’t know whether you care for fishing — —”

“My dear fellow!” exclaimed the solicitor, “I’m passionately fond of it.”

“Well, do you know, in so many of these little streams even within thirty miles of London, though you’ll hardly believe it, one can often pick up some excellent brook trout.”

“Delightful!” said Everett.

“I’ll fetch a couple of rods and then we’ll be off.”

 

Three or four hours later the Police Inspector and the solicitor might have been seen seated beside a murmuring stream in the pleasant shade of a leafy wood. A delightful thirty-mile run through country lanes had brought them to the wood and the brook mentioned by Mr. Everett. The napkins that were spread upon the grass, the remains of an ample lunch, a claret bottle resting against a tree and some beer bottles cooling in the stream bore witness to the success of their outing.

Three or four brook trout, small yet delicious in appearance, lay on the grass in a shaded spot near by and proved that their angling had not been in vain. The fragrant smoke of two Havana cigars rose softly on the afternoon air.

“A wonderful outing!” murmured the solicitor. “I don’t know when I have enjoyed a day more.”

“Delightful!” agreed the inspector, “a beautiful little spot to come to. I’m glad to know of it.” Then of a sudden a thought seemed to strike him. “Dear me!” he said, “I am afraid that we’ve been forgetting something.”

“What?” asked Mr. Everett.

“Why, the body that you said you noticed early this morning somewhere in this wood!”

 

Just then a voice from close beside them interrupted their conversation.

“Pardon me, gentlemen,” said a man emerging from the trees, “I’m rather afraid I’ve lost my way. Can you direct me to Finchley Junction?”

The inspector and the solicitor looked up.

They saw before them a man of middle age or even elderly, wearing a light gray suit and a gray Homburg hat. They observed that he wore white spats and that a heavy gold watch chain crossed his waistcoat.

“Finchley Junction?” said the inspector. “Yes, keep on directly up the brook and then along the first road to the right.”

“Thank you,” said the elderly gentleman. “I fear I had fallen asleep and must have slept a long time. Good afternoon.”

The police inspector and the solicitor exchanged glances.

“The mystery,” said Higgins, “is solved.”

“Ah, I grasp it,” answered the solicitor. “The man was merely asleep!”

“Never mind,” said Higgins. “After all, at this time of year, it’s far more pleasant to have it end that way.”


Little Lessons in Journalism
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THE FEATURE REPORTER Interviews the Captain of Industry

What really happened. . . . The high class reporter, whose specialty is for doing Pen Pictures of Personalities for The Evening Limelight is sent to interview the great self-made Captain of Industry, Mr. O. Wattaswine. He finds the magnate seated in his shirt sleeves in his office, chewing a cigar. The office room is about as plain and unadorned as the waiting room of a trolley car station. After an angry exclamation and a few grunts, Mr. Wattaswine kicks the reporter out of his office.

The trained journalist having thus got his “material” retires to his office and writes up the incident in the following terms:

 

meeting a magnate

It was with a feeling of something like reverential awe that one passed from the waiting room to the deep quiet of the inner office.

“He will see you now,” said the young (man) secretary who had taken one’s card.

They were simple words and yet somehow they thrilled one to one’s innermost fiber. He would see one now! This man, at whose bidding half the industry of the continent must stand still or go sideways, would see one.

One entered. For a moment one’s eyes felt unaccustomed to the half light of the room. One looked about at the paneled room, richly wainscoted, the lustrous mahogany table that took the place of an office desk. One noticed the somber Rembrandt that hung opposite to one, and the exquisite Carlo Dolci, a veritable gem, beside the window. One’s eyes caught with delight the Piccolomini that stood, not more than an inch high, on the mantel and yet indubitably a Piccolomini. Nor need one have been a connoisseur, nor even a virtuoso to recognize instantly the miniature that stood beside it.

The great Magnate of Industry turned slightly in his chair and looked at one.

One had time to make a lightning appraisal.

The head, poised on the massive shoulders, recalled somehow the Ercole Farnese of the Vatican. The brow brought back in a haunting way the portrait of Francis Bacon, at Magdalen College (upstairs at the back of the hall) while the eye suggested at once the well-known portrait of Peter the Great in the Museum at Yakutsk (downstairs first turn to the left).

One scanned the face, broad, impassive, expansive in a vain attempt to seize and hold it.

One felt baffled.

Then the mouth opened.

“Sit down, sit down,” he said.

He spoke with the quick tone of a man not accustomed to be thwarted.

One sat down.

He turned in his chair until he faced one full. He put out his hand. One took it and shook it.

“Good morning,” one said.

“Wet, ain’t it,” he replied. The words were simple, even ordinary, and yet one felt the peculiar power of them. Here was a man immersed in the quiet of his inner office, his complicated brain busy with the finance of the whole world. Yet he knew that it was wet. Somewhere in the recesses of that busy consciousness the idea that it was wet had been registered and held with the tenacious grip that marked the man. Not till it was dry would he let it go.

He said nothing further but remained as if waiting for one to speak.

One felt non-plussed. One wished naturally to speak. Yet it would have seemed the worst of Mauvais gout, an unpardonable faux pas to begin at once to talk of finance. One felt in an impasse in which savoir faire would seem to dictate a detour.

One began to speak of the art treasures in the room.

“What exquisite objets d’art!” one exclaimed. “Your Piccolomini is perfect.”

“My which?” he asked.

One detected at once the quiet vein of sarcasm underlying the simple words, only two of them, and one felt it wiser to shift the topic. One realized that with such a man there was nothing for it but direct speech, for a plunge in medias res, and immediate ad hoc, in short a statement of one’s business in flagrante delictu.

“The Evening Limelight,” one said, “is anxious to ask you, Mr. Wattaswine, what is your opinion of the present expansion of business?”

“How’s that?” he said.

One realized the quiet astuteness, the characteristic acumen behind the remark. He wanted to know not only what it was but how it was.

“Of what,” one explained, “are the present buoyant conditions an index?”

“A which?” he said.

It is typical of the man that every word must be defined, must be explained, must, if need be, be spelled. Such a mind has no room for inaccuracy. It is too large. The inaccuracy, once let loose in it, would never be found again.

One hyper-simplified oneself.

“Is this good business going to last?”

The great man looked at one — calmly, dispassionately, and rather by the circular movement of the eye than by alteration in the neck — he looked at one.

“Search me,” he said. “I don’t know.”

He didn’t know! One sat amazed at the candor of it: one could hardly sit. He didn’t know, and he knew that he didn’t know. The whole of his labyrinthine mind was focused into the phrase.

One was searching for some tactful way to bring the interview to a close, some neat jeu d’esprit that would allow one to retire, when one was spared the trouble of looking for it.

The great man gave it to one himself.

“If that is all you want,” he said, “I guess you can get out of this office.”

He hit a bell.

“Show him the elevator,” he said.

Could quiet resolution assume a more tactful, more tasteful form? The man’s mind was too broad, his spirit too humanitarian to tolerate a dismissal. Instinctively he found a way out of the dilemma. It occurred to him that perhaps one had not seen an elevator: one could be shown one.

One was.

II

The Tabloid Journal Learns that Ella Smith Has Eloped with the Hired Man

What really happened was this. Ella Smith, a grown up girl of about nineteen or twenty or twenty-five, or around there, went off one afternoon with the hired man. Nobody noticed it much at the time. Mr. Smith, who owns a fifty acre farm about a thousand miles from New York and four miles from any other railway station was picking up pumpkins in the field when one of the younger children came and said, “Say, pa, Ella’s skipped off with Bill and ma says they’ve run away.” Mr. Smith said, “Well, Gosh ding that girl anyway!” In the latter part of the afternoon Ella and Bill were back again. They’d been over and got married before a justice of the peace at Centerville. They were back in time to help with the last load of pumpkins that came up to the barn. Ella is a quiet dub but the hired man they called Bill had come out from England only a year before and he had evidently had some schooling. As a matter of fact he had attended a night school in Bolton, Lancashire, where he took a course in plumbing, and a course in electric fixtures and internal heat. It was because he came from England that the Tabloid Weekly saw its chance to write up the episode thus:

HAPPY HOME BLASTED

dashing high school brunette elopes with oxford graduate

Inspired with desperate love which led her to disregard the agonized appeal of her parents, Ella Smith, a beautiful high school graduate of seven-teen, deliberately smashed a happy home by going, with William Rufus Montgomery, before a justice of the peace, a reckless young Oxford graduate, leaving her beautiful home near Centerville and getting married.

Pretty little Ella in conversation with a Tabloid reporter soon after her flight said, “I just had to do it. I love Billy so much.”

It appears that Mr. Smith at the time of the elopement was down in his pumpkin field, presumably playing golf. His wife, whose name is Mrs. Smith, was occupied indoors, probably sorting out calling cards from yesterday.

The whole neighborhood has been thrown into the wildest confusion. A posse, in fact half a dozen posses, of local farmers armed to the teeth with shotguns in their shirt sleeves are scouring the woods while the police are occupying every dive and speakeasy in Centerville that they can find. Mrs. Smith, the mother, is said to be prostrated with grief, absolutely flat.

The young man in question whose name is given as William Rufus Montgomery is described as “tall, short, dark but with spots of light.”

It is thought that the couple are making for the Canadian border, either that or the Mexican frontier or else Cuba.

 

Two Hours Later. Escorted by a large concourse of happy friends and falling into the arms of her weeping mother, pretty little Ella Smith all in tears sobbed out her appeal for forgiveness on her return home whither she had been tracked by bulldogs.

Ella and her new husband, handsome young William R. Montgomery, now reconciled with the young bride’s parents, will take up their home with the bride’s family, occupying the room over the summer kitchen.


More Literary Scandals
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REPUTATIONS OF ADAM, Noah, and Tut-ankh-Amen Shaken to the Very Base

It appears that in England another great literary scandal has just broken out. Somebody has written up — in veiled form — the life of some Royal Duke or Royal Prince or Royal Person, and a terrific storm of discussion has ensued. I am not sure of the details of the matter, but it seems to be one of those biographical cyclones that sweep over the reading public every six months. The reputation of everybody concerned has been shaken to its base and the public is having a glorious time.

It appears from the book that the Countess of X (who has been dead only ninety years) was very seriously compromised with Prince Q (buried in 1840) and that Lord P (only 38 in 1819) was in reality a half-brother of the ex-King of Corfu who died of hydrophobia at Baden-Baden in 1850.

Things like these keep people in London awake all night.

The publishers of the new book wrap themselves up in mystery and deny any knowledge of anything.

But the outlook in the commercial sense is so encouraging that we may look forward to further sensations in the near future, as thus reported in the press of the next few months:

literary sensation for january: reputation of adam blasted

Terrific excitement has been aroused in the book world by the publication of a new work, ostensibly a novel, under the title “The First Gardener,” which is in reality a thinly veiled attack on Adam.

In the book Adam, who appears under the disguised name of McAdam, holds a position as caretaker in a zoological garden from which the public are excluded and which is plainly meant for the Garden of Eden. The book is intended to expose McAdam’s utter ignorance of gardening and lack of any qualification for the care of animals, McAdam having obtained his post merely, so it is implied, for the lack of a better man.

Keen controversy has broken out in literary circles as to whether the strictures in the book are justified by the facts. Among hostile critics of the book, Dean Ding Dong reminds his readers that after all, thanks to Adam’s care, we have the animals with us now and as the Dean says in his caustic way, “Look at them!”

Several of the leading scientists, however, take the other side and claim that the animals on the whole are a bum lot, much distorted from what they might have been by Adam’s ignorance of veterinary surgery.

Still greater interest centers around the personality of Eve, disguised as Eva in the book. It is hinted — indeed, more than hinted — that Eva was never properly married in church to McAdam. The sweeping effect of this indictment in its consequences for the whole human race is only too obvious.

The story closely parallels the accepted story of Adam and Eve at every point. Mr. Satin, Eva’s friend, who spends much time with the McAdams in their garden, is thought by the reviewers to represent a carefully veiled attack on Satan. The sale reached half a million copies last week.

literary sensation for february: reputation of noah exploded

“Life on the Ocean Wave.” This book, which has created the principal furor of the London season, is plainly and simply nothing more than an attack on the life of Noah. It is framed as a work of fiction, but the disguise is not difficult to remove, in so much as Captain Noherty is in command of a ship called the Ark which sails from Port Arrowroot. Keen-eyed reviewers at once called the public’s attention to the close resemblance between Noah and Noherty, Ararat and Arrowroot, Shem and Jim, and so forth.

In addition to showing Noah, or Noherty, as a hopelessly incompetent navigator, the novel represents him as having been twice married, so that Shem and Ham were only half brothers to Japheth. This last innuendo has excited London up to the boiling point.

The new book is having an enormous circulation, little else being talked of in fashionable and literary circles.

literary sensation for march: daring expose of tut-ankh-amen

A work professing to be a novel, but more daring in its personal denunciation than any of the recent literary sensations, has just appeared in the form of an attack on the reputation of Tut-ankh-Amen. The book is from cover to cover a scathing diatribe on the late King of Egypt, masked under the title “The Life and Times of Touting Common King of Ghejypt.”

The book presents a picture of the late ruler of Egypt very different from that which has been hitherto accepted as history. Most people have supposed that Tut-ankh-Amen was born in the year 3431 b.c. or the Egyptian year, 22,608; the new novel daringly changes the date of the king’s birth and sets him back five years, which makes him 105 years old at the time of his tenth marriage instead of one hundred, as most of us have thought.

The number of the king’s wives, hitherto put at twenty-five, is boosted up to two hundred and twenty-five. There are, moreover, chapters of intimate gossip between Tut-ankh-Amen and Methuselah that reveal things about both of them that had hitherto only been whispered. There are also some deliciously naughty chapters about Tut-ankh-Amen’s mother-in-law (aged 203) which all London is eating up with avidity.

In spite of the literary sensation and the commercial profit effected by the appearance of the “Life of Touting Common,” a certain amount of antagonistic feeling has been called forth against the future issue of such a publication. “After all,” says a distinguished M.P., “we ought to remember that the late king was the sovereign of a friendly and allied state with which our history has been closely connected. Whether true or not, the innuendoes of the book cannot but fail to be distasteful, indeed painful, to his descendants, of whom we believe there are several hundred thousand now in Soudan.”

On the other hand, it is also claimed that our current fiction needs just this kind of brightening up and that we want not less but more of it. There is room, it is said, for a snappy little book on Nebuchadnezzar and for a bright little skit on The Thirteenth Ming Dynasty of China. Indeed, it is whispered that an eminent firm is preparing to bring out a whole series to be called “Naughty Old Men” and sweep the market clean.


Who Reads What
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TELL ME WHO You Are and I’ll Tell You What You Read

A little while ago the Psychological Department of one of the big colleges sent out a questionnaire to find out what kind of people read what kind of books. They sent the questions out to business men, to clergymen, to stenographers, to bootleggers — to all kinds of people.

So far as I know, the answers have not all come in yet or are not yet all sorted. But as far as the result goes, I am quite certain that I can give advance information as to what it will be, or at least as to what it ought to be. Let me take a few types of people and show the kind of things that they read.

I

Sophy of the Soda-Fountain

Here, for example, is the case of Sophy of the soda-fountain. All day she stands behind the fountain dishing out chocolate sundaes and ice cream eclairs. In her ear is all the noise of Broadway, in her eye the glitter of a thousand lights. And in the pauses of her labor she hops up on a high stool and draws from a shelf behind her a tattered book in a paper cover, and reads this — :

“As the Countess thus sat at one side of the vast shaded lawn of The Chase, she became aware that Lord Flop was moving across the grass to join her. She realized that he was taking advantage of her momentary isolation in order to seek the tête-à-tête that for some time past she had at once dreaded and desired.

“The moment was opportune for Lord Flop.

“The Honorable Edward de Montmorency was at the tennis net with the Honorable Bertie de Courtenay. The Honorable Eleanor de Longshank was idly chatting with the Honorable Alicia de Bourg, whose father, Lord Bughouse, had just retired to the cool shades of the library, while Lord Lush had just challenged the Baron de Pâté de Foie Gras and the Vicomte du Plat du Jour to a three-handed game of pin ball in the ancestral billiard room.

“Lord Flop drew near and dropped upon one knee.

“ ’Lady Mush,’ he murmured, ‘Isobel, let me press my suit!’

“ ’Nay, nay,’ cried the Countess, ‘do not press it yet. Wait a little longer.’

“ ’Not so,’ pleaded Lord Flop, ‘hear me and flee not, Isobel, I have waited long already; my love for you — —’

“The Countess put her hands to her ears. ‘Not yet, Charles,’ she exclaimed, ‘not yet. Wait but a little while — a year.’

“ ’Alas!’ murmured Lord Flop, ‘I have waited two years already.’

“ ’Make it three, I beg,’ pleaded the Countess.

“Lord Flop rose. ‘Be it so,’ he said, gloomily, and then, his head bowed, he moved mournfully away among the elms.”

“Oh, gee!” murmurs Sophy, as she reluctantly puts the book back on the shelf and hops off the stool to serve a chocolate eclair, “ain’t that the life!”

The Countess Isobel

But meantime the Countess — that is to say if she were a real one — having told Lord Flop that he must yet wait three years, has retired to her boudoir — done in blue and white, with pictures by Watteau — and there, throwing herself into a chair, is able to forget her perplexities in the fascinating pages of a new novel just from New York, in which she reads — what? This:

“That next night when Maggie came out of the drug store, Billy was there waiting for her.

“ ’Gee!’ he said, ‘you’re some kid! You certainly look good to me.’

“ ’Garn,’ she snapped, giving him a smack over the mouth with a banana skin, ‘don’t pull that stuff on me. I wasn’t born yesterday, see!’

“ ’Honest, kid,’ said Billy, ‘I mean it, see — —’

“ ’Cheese it,’ Maggie exclaimed, and gave him a smack over the face. ‘I’m sick of that love stuff.’

“Billy grabbed her by the arm and gave it a sharp twist behind her back. ‘You wanta drop that rough stuff, see! I tell you I’m all stuck on youse and you gotta marry me, see, you gotta!’

“He gave the girl’s arm another twist, till she cried out with pain.

“ ’Lemme go!’ she half shrieked, half sobbed.

“He loosed her arm for a moment.

“Maggie leaped back and gave him a kick on the shins. ‘I don’t love yer!’ she said.

“ ’You do!’ he rejoined fiercely, grabbing her by the ear.

“ ’Leggo me ear!’ she yelled, driving her fist against his eye.

“ ’Will yer marry me, then?’ he said fiercely.

“ ’I guess I gotta,’ she replied humbly, her pride tamed.”

“Ah!” sighed the Countess, as she put down the book, “how wonderful life like that must be.”

II

The Archdeacon Goes To Sea

Now let us take another example. Seated in an armchair in the quiet study of his home, Archdeacon Paunch has picked up a book to read. The archdeacon is known over half a continent as one of the leading scholars and greatest preachers of his day. In fact, his published sermons have had an enormous vogue. But at present he has snatched a quiet half hour from the heart of a busy day and has settled down in his study chair with a volume of his favorite literature. Which is — what? It runs like this: — 

“ ’Man the lee braces!’ shouted the captain, his voice heard even above the roaring of the storm and the rattling of the canvas. ‘Down helm and bring her up to the wind! Cut away the jib halliards! Stand by to cut away the foreshrouds, if the foremast goes. Steady now, hold her there!’

“The ship lay almost on her beam ends, the sudden fury of the gale howling in the rigging and slatting the canvas with a roar like that of artillery. The sea had not yet risen to its height, but even now great waves began to leap over the forward rail and flood along the deck. The crew were huddled under the windward bulwark, with axes ready to cut away the shrouds. The maintopsail had been blown from its bolt ropes and streamed in tatters to the rising gale. The foretopgallantmast had broken off short and hung in a raffle to leeward.

“For a few moments it seemed as if the great ship was doomed. But no — the superb seamanship of Captain Bilgewater was pitted against the fury of the elements. With the helm hard down and the lee afterbraces sheeted home on the main and mizzen, she reached gradually into the wind, righting as she came.

“ ’Saved!’ cried the captain, as the gallant vessel lifted herself with the wind.

“But at that very moment — —”

Yes, at that very moment there came a knock at the study door and the archdeacon, recognizing the signal that called him back to work, reluctantly laid aside the volume called “Upside Down in the Ocean,” and resumed his laborious day.

Captain Bilgewater Goes Ashore

And meantime, somewhere away out on the South Atlantic Ocean, or the Indian Ocean — it doesn’t matter — it is night time and there is quite a storm blowing around the sailing ship, Pride of Nantucket, outward bound for Thibet.

The wind howls, but down in his bunk, with a whale-oil light to see by, and with the roar of the waves and the heaving of the ship entirely disregarded, Captain Bilgewater, the real Captain Bilgewater, is reading. This:

“It may be questioned, therefore, whether the second book of Daniel, as explained in an earlier part of my sermon, is intended as a continuation of the third book of Ezekiel or vice versa. The account of the Hittites given in each shows a complete similarity, but on the other hand the lack of all reference by Ezekiel to the valley of Moab, or even to the Jordan itself, makes us doubt whether the writing is not perhaps of an earlier date — —”

At which point a furious pounding on the deck over the captain’s head gave the call for “All Hands!” and the captain with a sigh marked the place in his volume of Sermons by Archdeacon Paunch and reluctantly drew on his sea boots for the coming struggle.

III

Clarence and The Bootlegger

“Gee!” said Clarence, as he and Desmond sat up in bed reading “Hull Down on the Horizon, or Ned Fearless Captured by Bootleggers.” “Listen to this, ain’t this great?”

“From the deck of the bootlegging craft, The Amendment, they could now see that the U. S. Cutter was rapidly approaching, a great crest of foam rising in front of her bows while the smoke streamed behind her in the breeze.

“ ’Bang, bang!’ went her two forward guns and simultaneously two shells bracketed the Amendment, casting a great splash of foam on both the larboard and the starboard bows.

“ ’Get ready the gun!’ yelled the bootlegger captain, livid with anger, with a ferocious oath that caused young Ned Fearless, who thus found himself against his will resisting the navy of his own country, to turn away his head with a blush.

“The chase was now fast and furious, but the end could not long be delayed.

“The Amendment, in spite of her magnificent build and powerful engines, was loaded down with twenty thousand twenty-six ounce bottles of Scotch whiskey worth four dollars apiece in Quebec and fifteen dollars each in New Orleans. Her speed was crippled, while the thought of what she carried roused the crew of the United States Coastal Cutter to a frenzy of indignation.

“A third shell from the cutter crashed through the upper gear of the Amendment.

“ ’Get ready the gun again!’ yelled the skipper, while the crew, half reluctant, began tearing off the tarpaulins from the long four-inch gun camouflaged at the stern of the vessel.

“The moment was critical.

“Ned Fearless stepped forward and picked up an iron handspike. ‘Stop loading that gun!’ he shouted. ‘Captain Seashell, if a man on this boat fires a shot against the American flag, I’ll brain him on the spot.’

“Quick as lightning and with another oath worse than the last one, Captain Seashell drew a revolver and leveled it at Ned.

“But in that instant a sudden puff of smoke and a roar from the cutter’s gun — —”

(To be continued in the next number)

“Ah, gee!” said Desmond. “It’s ended. I wonder what’s going to happen next? Ain’t it queer how the stories always end in an exciting place? I hope Ned is too quick for that bootlegger.”

The Bootlegger and the Bed Time Story

And meantime, somewhere down on the placid Gulf of Mexico where it is always afternoon, a real bootlegger is sitting in the sunshine on the deck of his craft reading. He is seated in the cozy hollow of a couple of casks of brandy with his feet away up on the ship’s rail. It is the drowsy hour of the day when all is peace, while the rippled waters of the gulf scarcely rock the ship, and the soft wind hardly fills the murmuring canvas. And the bootlegger read — what?

Bed Time Story No. 7620

“So next day when the two boys came to the Hollow Tree, Wee Wee, the white mouse, wasn’t there. They looked all around in the tall grass and under the sticks, but not a trace of Wee Wee could they see. High up in the air old Mr. Hoverhigh, the hawk, looked down and, of course, he knew where Wee Wee was, but the boys didn’t. And away up in the top of the elm tree, Cheep Cheep, the chipmunk, could see and he knew, but, of course, he wasn’t going to tell either. . . .”

And just at that moment one of the crew slouched over across the deck. “Bill,” he said, “get up and get busy. Here’s a motor launch coming out for her load.”

“Darn!” said the bootlegger as he left the bright world of romance for the cruel existence of the working day.


Overhauling the Encyclopedia
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HOW TO MAKE it Bigger, Brighter, Brainier

It seems that the year 1930 is going to be a year of encyclopedias, judging at least by the number of new editions just from the press.

If this is so, the moment is ripe for a little discussion of the encyclopedia question. A few timely suggestions to the editors and publishers might be of great assistance before they go to press. Personally, I can properly claim the right to give a little advice of this sort. My encyclopedia is my constant friend. I spend many a dreamy hour buried in its pages. I never go out to dinner without first hunting up a few topics of conversation in it, and when it says a thing, I believe it.

But even at that, I think it could be improved.

In the first place, I’d like to suggest that the new encyclopedia ought to begin with Z. We have all got pretty well fed up with A. We know it too well. Everybody who buys an encyclopedia always begins with reading up the letter A, and each time he stops and starts over he begins with A again.

Thus the other night at dinner, anxious to make conversation with the lady next to me, I said:

“Your mentioning the month of April reminds me of a rather curious fact in connection with the letter A. It appears that this letter of ours corresponds with the first symbol of the Phœnician alphabet, and represents not a vowel, but merely a breathing.”

“Indeed,” she replied, “and has not the form of the letter varied considerably? It was, unless I am wrong, in the earliest of the Phœnician, Aramaic, and Greek inscriptions (the oldest Phœnician dating from, perhaps, 1000 b.c.) The letter rests upon its side. But as borrowed by the Romans, it very early assumed an upright form.”

“Quite so,” I interposed, “as, for instance, in the inscription on a golden fibula — —”

“Found, I believe, at Prœneste,” she added, “in the year 1886.”

“Exactly,” I answered with some warmth, “but not differing markedly from the letter A in the inscription unearthed in the Roman Forum — —”

“In 1899,” she said with a sigh, and then added: “It seems a little sad, does it not, to think that the upright form of the A never seems to have been found in the early Bœotian and Locrian dialects of Greek — —”

“Or only sporadically,” I said, after which there was silence.

To break it, I turned to my neighbor on the other side.

“You were in Europe this summer, were you not? Did you visit the river Aa?”

“Yes,” she replied. “We went all the way from Aalberg to Aalen, though as a matter of fact the name Aa is applied to a number of small European rivers and is perhaps derived from the old German Aha!”

“Which, I imagine,” I replied, “is cognate to the Latin Aqua.” But I spoke without any great enthusiasm. I realized that I was blocked on both sides. When I get my new encyclopedia, I am going to talk about the River Zizz, and the alarming growth of zymotic diseases. That ought to prove the last word.

 

Another little bit of advice that I want to give the encyclopedia editors is to suggest that they cut out all this see — see — business. All readers will know what I mean. You no sooner get started reading something in the encyclopedia than it immediately says: see something else. Thus —— 

Napoleon, the greatest general of modern times (see Time), was born at Ajaccio in Corsica (turn to Corsica and see Ajaccio). He was educated at the Royal Military School at Brienne, where he showed a marked talent for mathematics (see Long Division). Entering the French Army at the outbreak of the Revolution (see it), Bonaparte rose rapidly in rank. His victory over the English at Toulon (see Toulon and have a laugh at the English) earned him promotion. In 1798 he invaded Italy at the head of a French army and in a few months the plains of Lombardy lay at his feet (see Feet). He was made First Consul of the Republic (see Republic, Public, Public House, Publication, and Publishers) and in 1804 Emperor. Within ten years he conquered all Europe (see All Europe); but his crushing defeat by the Scotch at Waterloo (see Scotch, Hot Scotch, Gin and Soda) led to his exile at St. Helena (see Helen of Troy). Here he died in 1821. His remains were afterwards removed to Paris, where they lie in a stately sarcophagus in the Invalides (see Sarcophagus, Oesophagus, Paris, Invalid, Invalid Chair, etc., etc.).

 

Now one has to admit that that kind of thing gets tiresome. There is no time to “see” all these things. Any reader who really looked them up would never get any further. And yet they constantly tempt the reader in an alluring way into sidepaths and on into the woods.

How much better to let the article itself do all the telling. Let me illustrate it by showing how to write an encyclopedia article on the United States. Any editor who cares to use this article may have it in return for a complete set of his encyclopedia, a gold watch and a handsome lady’s hatpin — or any lady’s hatpin.

 

The United States, a republic of North America situated between the twentieth and the forty-ninth parallels of north latitude. By latitude is meant an imaginary circular line drawn around the earth at a fixed angular distance from the equator. The equator means a great circle described around the globe at right angles to its axis. An axis means anything on which anything turns, such as, for example, the wheels of a wagon. The use of the wagon is very ancient. We read in Diodorus Siculus that the ancient Etruscans made use of wagons whose wheels were made by sawing through the trunks of trees. In many parts of the ancient world trees grew to an enormous size and height, as for example the cedars of Lebanon, which were the admiration of antiquity and were of vast longevity. The best-known example of longevity actually recorded is that of Thomas Parr, or “Old Parr,” who is said to have lived from the reign of Henry VIII to that of Charles II and who is buried in Westminster Abbey. The abbey itself is a magnificent building, Norman in its original conception, but owing much to the later genius of Inigo Jones. Jones may be regarded as perhaps the greatest of the Italian architects of the Renaissance, though his work in London is overshadowed by the more numerous and fortunate creations of the great Sir Christopher Wren. The wren is a small bird found throughout the northern hemisphere, especially in Europe and in the United States. The United States is a republic of North America situated between the twentieth and forty-ninth parallels — and there you are round again.

To make the article complete, it is only necessary to add: (See Latitude, Equator, Axis, Tree, Longevity, Abbey, Jones, and Wren).


Jazzled Journalism
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WHAT WOULD HAPPEN if the Specialty Writers Changed Jobs

Few people realize the amount of care and thought and brains that has been put into the newspapers that we toss so carelessly aside. Few people realize how highly trained, how highly specialized is the talent that goes to build them up, feature by feature, page by page and section by section.

Here is a whole staff of writers, a little army, every one of whom represents expert knowledge and exercised art. Here is the work of a man with twenty years knowledge of the stock exchange behind him; on the next page some gifted woman shows in correspondence with despairing lovers her knowledge of the human heart. Here is a page of fashions that imply an intimate knowledge of Parisian taste: a column of jokes that carry us back to Ancient Egypt: a diplomatic editorial the writer of which ought to have been a prime minister; and so on through the list.

The careless reader buried of a Sunday morning along with his coffee and toast among the sheets of his vast Sunday edition thinks little of all this.

But just suppose that by some odd chance of fate the faultless machinery broke down, suppose the staff writers in some way got mixed up and changed places. What then? The reader would very soon realize how wonderful is the intellectual adjustment when he got results such as here follow.

I

What Would Happen if the Lady Editor of the Heart-to-Heart All-Girls-Together Column Took Over the Stock Exchange Page.

yesterday’s market — gray the prevailing color — many chic costumes in evidence — pants shorter than ever

Yesterday was on the whole a very dull day on the exchange, so everybody assured me, though in spite of it I noticed one or two very pretty spring effects that give an excellent forecast of what will be worn in the summer. I had a few moments’ chat with Mr. Bing, a very tall striking man, the senior partner and floor member of Messrs. Bing & Bong, Wall St. He was wearing a light summer gray suit of a clinging Spanish wool, over a Cambridge blue negligee shirt cut very full over the breast and held down with braces adjusted with pulleys. His tie was a very simple but recherché effect in a broad sage green carried under a starched double collar in a single sweep past the ears and round the neck.

Looking around the exchange it seemed to me that gray is likely to be the prevailing tone, if one can judge so early in the season, but I noticed here and there some distinct signs of brighter color. One sweet thing in a bottle green especially caught my eye. The coat was cut very full and brought in over the waistline by a single button, the top thrown open so as to show a hay-green soft shirt with the dainty edge of a handkerchief in the side pocket. The pants were cut very, very full, and swung high above the top of the boots. There were one or two very pretty dull blues moving about, mostly a deep French bleu foncé to harmonize with the walls of the room.

I heard a good deal of talk about the recent collapse of credit which, so they say, is likely to check foreign importations. I imagine this means that a lot of the new French designs in men’s trousers will have to be held over. Altogether it seems likely to be a dull season unless the wholesale trade will find some way of carrying the brokers’ accounts.

II

If the Semi-Medical Editor of the How-to-Keep-Strong Column Wrote the Answers for the Lovers and Others Correspondence Page.

 

Agonized Anita. You say that the young man that you have been going out with regularly for six months has not come near you for a fortnight and you want my advice what to do. You say that you have a sort of sinking feeling all the time and that you don’t seem able to eat anything and keep waking up at night. The symptoms you describe strongly suggest an acidulated condition of the œsophagus, easily remedied by taking half a dozen tablets of hydrated phosphate of magnesia just before retiring. The sinking feeling you describe is not serious and is probably merely due to a partial collapse of the lining of the stomach easily set right by taking another half dozen tablets of hydrated phosphate of magnesia before retiring. The wakefulness at night, insomnia precox, is not lightly to be disregarded as it might lead to grave disorders either in the cerebellum or right slap in the proscenium. For any such trouble the very best thing to take is about a dozen tablets of hydrated phosphate of magnesia immediately before getting into bed. Take the tablets and then get in with one spring. Deep breathing exercises, keeping the mouth shut, and kept up all day in the open air will afford relief, or at least keep you busy.

 

Perplexed Edward. You write to me that you are a young man of twenty-one, just out of college, and that you have strong literary leanings but so far you have met nothing but failure. You have done several short stories which you are certain are first class but no editor will consider them. Something tells you that you can write, but so far no one seems to see it. You have an intense feeling towards the drama and have written three plays none of which are able to get a hearing. You want my advice as to what you should do to bring yourself forward. Have you ever tried a little hydrated phosphate of magnesia taken either in tablets or dissolved in proportions of twenty to one in tap water. I think that if, before sitting down to write your next play, you were to take about three dozen tablets, you could put more power in them. Remember that health means energy and energy spells success. Try a little deep breathing every morning as soon as you arise, standing on one leg in front of the open window.

 

Lonely Widow. You write that the world seems empty to you and that you lack the power of making friends. You long for companionship and can’t get it. Try a little hydrated phosphate of magnesia.

 

Octogenarian. You say you are not what you were. No doubt you are. Try a little hydrated phosphate of magnesia.

III

If the Literary Critic — whose Line is Caustic, Scathing Criticism — wrote up the Sunday Sermons Page.

 

Abraham, Life of — Sermon Delivered Yesterday in the Amalgamated Church, by the Rev. Elderberry Dingdong, 11.30 a.m. to 12.25 p.m.

 

Frankly, we can find nothing to say in praise of this sermon except that it might, conceivably, have been longer. A more mixed up, confused rambling discourse, if we can call it a discourse, we have never listened to. In this biography of Abraham, if we can designate such a mess a biography, we look in vain for the lambent wit with which Mr. Lytton Strachey has dissected the life of Queen Victoria or the caustic epigrams with which Sir Andrew Macphail has recently dissolved the illusion of Lawrence in Arabia.

Of the private life of Abraham no disclosures are made whatever: as far as we can see this sermon adds nothing whatever to our previous knowledge of the patriarch. The whole performance lacked pep and punch. The Rev. Mr. Dingdong is, we are sure, an excellent man in his private life, — though no doubt that might need a little looking into, — but when it comes to dealing with a biography he is hopelessly outclassed.

We find his enunciation also very indistinct and difficult to follow. We don’t like his voice, either: there is something sheepish about it, — especially the way he keeps saying “Ah”braham, — which gets on our nerves. But what made us most tired was the sight of him. There is something irritating in his insignificant figure and his limp way of standing. We couldn’t help contrasting him with the King of Norway and Douglas Fairbanks. He isn’t in it with either of them. If this is the kind of sermon that the Amalgamated proposes to run this season, we prophesy for them a greatly diminished house with receipts at the vanishing point.

IV

Or Suppose That the Man who Writes the Funny Column Was Assigned to Do the Foreign News Items.

 

Here is the kind of thing that would result.

Laughable Incident in Vienna. Yesterday during the session of the Austrian parliament a bomb was thrown from the gallery to the floor of the house and exploded in a most amusing way among the deputies. A number of them were lifted through the windows in the most comical fashion and landed covered with dust on the sidewalk outside.

Funny Episode in London. Yesterday one of the Charing Cross busses collided in a most laughable way with a motor truck, the passengers on the top of the bus flying in all directions through the air. The most amusing part of the incident was that the driver of the bus got knocked off his seat clean into an open sewer.

Open Air Fun in China. The high floods of the Hoang Ho and the Yangtse have drowned about a hundred thousand Chinese: the rest are floating round on their houses in the most ludicrous fashion.

Joke in Java. A violent eruption of Mount Melaya has buried a whole village. The joke is that the incident happened just at the time when a great crowd of native pilgrims had come to town.

Funny Wheeze in Europe. Latest advices by cable seem to indicate that the Germans can’t pay a cent on reparations. This seems to mean that Germany will go bankrupt and that there will be another world war within a few months. Certainly the laugh is on the Allies.


This Heart-to-Heart Stuff
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SOME “BIRDIE-BIRDIE” SHOT for the “Kiddy-Kiddy” Writers

I want to express my opinion right here and now to the reading public that there is getting to be far too much of this “heart-to-heart,” “brother-brother,” “service” stuff in the world of to-day. I refer to all sorts of letters, circulars, communications — everybody knows just the kind of stuff I mean.

Who writes it, and just why they write it, I don’t know. Some of them, I imagine, mistake it for “efficiency”; some of them are just a little soft in the head, and some of them, more likely still, are just the sort of low-down pups who would really write it.

 

In the old-fashioned days when a man wanted to sell you furniture, he put up an advertising sign over his place of business, “John Smith, Furniture”; he put advertisements in the paper, “John Smith, Corner of Smith and John Streets, Furniture”; and he may have even gone so far as to send you by mail a printed circular, “Mr. John Smith begs to call your attention to his fine stock of furniture — tables and chairs in all designs.”

But further than that he did not go. You could buy his things or leave them alone. He wasn’t going to get down and crawl and whine about it; he wasn’t going to get off a whole lot of sob-stuff about your home and your “little folks.”

But listen to the stuff sent out by his descendants, The John Smith Furniture Company, of to-day. Here’s their last letter:

Mr. Citizen:

What about a little new furniture for that home of yours! How about an easy, cozy leather chair for your den, old man? And while we’re talking about your den —— 

Notice that— “while we are talking about your den.” Who’s talking about it? He is. I’m not. I haven’t got a den, but if I had I know what I’d do with it. I’d put a couple of hyenas in it and let the “come-along” man go in and talk to them.

His letter continues:

While we are talking about your den, how about one of our adjustable all-trash bookcases? If you haven’t seen them, let our Mr. Smith come up and show you one.

And while we are speaking of furniture, won’t you want something for the wife, too? Couldn’t we help to brighten up that little boudoir of wifie’s? And how about the little folks’ bedroom? A good idea would be to let the little tots have under their feet one of our all-goat’s-wool bedroom rugs from Siberia, Saskatchewan. These rugs are guaranteed to keep the little chips’ feet warm in the winter.

And I wonder if the little nuts would like one of our Kiddy-Kiddy bookcases, all made of pure bamboo from our own Bamboo plantations at Bam, Boo County, Pa.

Suppose our Mr. Smith takes a run up to your home (he’d be delighted to do it) and has a run-round with the kiddies and sees how they are?

To which I would want to say that if he does come — he or any one like him, who writes the “brother-brother” letters — I’d like to receive him with a shotgun loaded up to the muzzle in both barrels with bird shot — what he would call “birdie-birdie shot” — and I know exactly where I’d like to hit him as he turned to go.

 

It is always on the question of children that these brother-brother people are especially strong. They have a silly idea that any parent’s heart will open at once as soon as they refer to “that boy” or “those boys of yours.”

Take the school advertisements and circulars. A decent correspondence school is content to advertise in a decent way: “The Jefferson Correspondence School: Courses in Shorthand, Typewriting, Accountancy, etc.” If you’ve said that, you’ve said it all. Beyond that, any further, intimate talk is just bunkum, just froth, worthless, and tiresome. No one is coaxed or flattered or deceived by it, except the poor nut who writes it. This is the sort of drivel that he writes:

Well, what about that boy? Coming along pretty well, eh? That’s good! That’s fine! And what are you going to make of him? Not thought much about it yet; no, naturally you hardly would. But perhaps we might give you a little help, a few pointers as to what might be done. We know all about it, you know. All the kiddies write us, and our heart is just so big that we have room for them all.

Well, then, about that boy of yours, or shall we say this boy of ours? Pretty good at figures, eh? Kind of natural-born calculator. I wonder if you’ve ever happened to see our text book, “Calcullatics or The Science of Calculation,” by Professor Calk? The professor swears it’s the biggest thing since Isaac Newton. We tell him he ought to sell it at a big price and make money out of it. But, no, he doesn’t care about money; he just goes right along selling his books at a plain $5.00 a copy. Even at that he sells thousands.

You say the boy has a taste for measurement! Always measuring things, eh? Ha, ha — hum — hum — let’s think. Here’s an idea. How about a correspondence course in practical land-surveying? Ten lessons gives him his diploma of T.K.F., or he can get the diploma straight away, without the lessons, if we classify him as registered first on the report of Professor Crook; perhaps he can get the registration, perhaps not; at any rate, send along a specimen of his handwriting, with ten dollars, to our Professor Crook and we’ll see what we can do with it.

Or has the little lad a taste for telegraphy? Edison began with that. Perhaps the little fellow is an Edison? Who knows? The little soap-sud may turn out a scientist. Anyway, send along ten dollars. . . .

And so on, and so on; more of it and still more of it. In earlier days there used to be vigilance committees for this kind of man. They turned up outside his door some quiet evening on horseback, with a lariat hanging on the pommel of the saddle, with a loop on the end of it all ready for a hanging.

Where are those committees now? We need them back.

 

The trouble with these brother-brother people is that they disfigure the whole of life with the pretense of sentiments that they don’t feel. Life is not all brotherhood or service — at least not outside of Salt Lake City. Business is business; has been and always will be. Part of it is hard; but it is not made softer by throwing over it a whitewash of hypocrisy.

If I owe a man an account and am slow in paying it, I much prefer to have him write and say:

Dear Sir:

Your account for $10.15 has been overdue at my store for six months. If you don’t get it settled by next Tuesday, I am going to sue you.

That’s the way to do it — the real stuff. There’s no come-along, brother-brother stuff about that. But look at the way in which the brother-brother man deals with it:

Mr. friend and customer:

Well, say, now what do you think? Looking over our books, we notice that same darned old $10.15 never paid yet! Guess you must have kind of clear forgotten it, eh? Well! Well! All right, send us along your check and let’s both have a good laugh over it. And say, stick on 67 cents for interest, will you, just to make the laugh all the jollier? Don’t forget it this time, old fellow, because Mr. Snide of our law department is such a darned old crank (we often laugh with him over what a crank he is) that he swears he’s going to haul you up into court next Tuesday. Well, so long, old boy, don’t forget, ten fifteen and sixty-seven cents, next Tuesday, or jail ten days. Good-by.

 

I suppose they wouldn’t write this kind of stuff unless there were some people to be misled by it. It is quite possible that the human brain is diminishing in size and is softening in texture. That may account for it. Many things of this sort make people of my age almost anxious to finish with this world and start off for another. Only if I did, I should have a haunting fear that the mail of the next day would bring to my house a printed letter in a black-edged envelope, with the word grief stamped at the top and reading:

Dear Mourning Friends:

Well, well, the good old man is dead. What about burying him? Have you thought of that? Probably not. Let us do the thinking. How about having out Mr. Croak — he’s overwhelmed with tears right now — come up quietly to your home. . . .

 

No, the very thought of that letter would keep any one alive for twenty years. But what I mean is — what are we going to do about it?

VII


ALSO: —— 


Forty Years of Billiards
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WHILE PLAYING ENGLISH billiards the other night with my friend Captain R., it suddenly occurred to me that that very night was the anniversary of the first game I ever played and that I had now been playing billiards for no less than forty years.

My reflections for the moment were cut short by Captain R. coming to the end of his break — he had made three and a half — so that it was my turn to play.

But in the pauses of our play it kept coming into my mind that I had now been for forty years a billiard player. And I fell to thinking that there must be a good deal that a player of my experience could tell to youngsters at the game.

 

For the rest, the moment was hardly suited to reflection, inasmuch as our game had reached a point of interest that demanded an absorbed attention. We were playing very close together, our scores having both moved up from sixty to seventy in the last half hour by quiet, steady play.

I had reached seventy first, but my adversary, Captain R., by a brilliant rush of two, in which he drove the white ball before him into the corner pocket, had closed in on my heels. As there was still three hours to play before the club closed (at one in the morning), there was every prospect that we should finish our game the same evening.

The game indeed had settled down into a matter of rival tactics. For my own part, alarmed at the rapid advance of my opponent from 60 to 70 within a single half hour, I was trying as far as possible to keep my ball away from Captain R., hiding it well under the cushions, while Captain R. in his turn pursued the opposite policy of attempting such a rush at my ball as to drive it off the cloth, his object being to smash the balls together in a general collision even at the risk of straining the legs of the table.

But perhaps if I wish to convey my reflections at the time and to make them useful even to readers who do not know the game of billiards, I must give a word or two of general explanation.

The game of billiards (English billiards) is played, on a table 12 feet by 6, with three balls — one red and two white. Each of the two players has a white ball, which he hits with his cue, his aim being to make it strike or impinge on one of the other balls either red or white.

An outsider would here at once exclaim: “What? Can you so hit a ball as to make it move forward and strike another? Is such a thing possible?” I answer: “Yes, certainly.” I do not claim to be a first-class player — I mean in any absolute sense — yet I suppose I could undertake to make this stroke at least every other time.

That, however, is not all. The ball after hitting the other must go further on and strike the third ball: or it must drive one of the balls, either the red or the white (good players do not care which) into one of the “pockets,” which lie at the corners and in the sides of the tables: or else it must itself roll on from the ball it strikes and fall into a pocket.

Scores from the red ball count three, and the others two, the points adding up to 100, which is the game. Good players think nothing of reaching the 100 in a single evening, or at any rate quite early in the evening following.

The outline of the game is simple. But when one turns to the question of advice as to movement, strategy, speed, etc., one feels bewildered. It is difficult to say anything to the beginner without warning him that only long and arduous practice can lead to ultimate success.

 

Let me talk first of that which may be described as strategy, by which I mean the ability to seize opportunity and make use of it. The veteran player before making his shot takes a rapid survey of the entire position. His experienced eye tells him at once in which direction lies the best chance of success.

I can illustrate what I mean by describing an exciting episode in the earlier part of the game with Captain R. of which I am speaking.

It was my time to shoot. The balls were so situated that the red was well out in the table within no great distance from the side pocket on the right. I saw at once that the thing to do was to drive it into the pocket. I tried but failed. My own ball, then drifting near to the red ball, offered to Captain R., as, of course, he saw at once, a direct carom shot. He didn’t get it. The red and white, however, coming to rest nearly in a line, offered me a very pretty example of what we call a “follow” shot. I didn’t make it.

Captain R., seeing that my ball had stopped close to the cushion, at once seized the opportunity for the very showy but gentle shot called a cushion carom. He didn’t do it. But in failing he unfortunately left his own ball in such a position as to offer me a beautiful half-ball shot into the end pocket.

It is a shot regarded by all old hands as the key shot of the game: once get it nicely and the object ball may be returned to its position and the score continue indefinitely. I failed to get it.

By ill luck I left my own ball sitting on the very edge of the pocket, not more than half an inch from the edge. It was in vain for me to hope that the situation would escape my opponent’s eye. Captain R. saw at once the line of play suggested by the position of the ball. But he was too experienced a hand to hurry or bungle the shot. He first walked around the table and with his eye measured the distance from the ball to the edge of his pocket; he then chalked his cue, removed his waistcoat and hung it on the hook, and, with absolute assurance, with one splendid drive at the white ball, sank it to the very bottom of the pocket.

In spite of my mortification I could not help congratulating my adversary, not merely on the stroke itself, which was perfect, but on the strategic insight into the game that led him at once to a shot that others might have passed by.

I have mentioned, in speaking of this shot, the question of speed. I can imagine a junior player asking me, “What about speed? How do you calculate the speed you put on your ball?” To which I can only give; the rather mysterious answer, “I don’t.” What I mean is that a player of experience regulates speed, as it were, automatically and without calculation. I am afraid that the only advice I can give to the beginner on this point is practice, practice, and practice. If I were to try to lay down a rule, I might do more harm than good.

 

But perhaps one might without risk suggest a few general hints on speed that will be of use to the beginner. In the first place, each player will tend to have his own style and to shoot at a characteristic speed that comes natural to him. Thus Captain R., being French, plays with the characteristic élan and dash of his race, and shoots at about 100 to 150 miles an hour. He is able thus at times to lift or drive his ball clean off the table, and on one occasion, I remember, he even drove it out of the open window of the club.

The beginner might ask, “Why do this? What object is there in driving the ball off the table?” The answer is quite simple. The ball may not go off the table, and suppose that with this high speed by good luck it keeps on the table, then it is bound to make a series of concussions right and left, probably setting all three balls in rapid motion. When the table is quiet again Captain R. need only visit all the pockets in turn to be sure of finding something to his score.

 

But as against this dashing hazardous type of play, you may set, if you like, the opposite form, the quiet, steady bull-dog game to which those of us who are British naturally incline. Here the speed is reduced to almost zero; the ball, however, moves steadily but irresistibly forward. Nearer and nearer it comes to the object ball. The slow speed guarantees the deadly accuracy of the shot. It moves nearer and nearer over the cloth.

Moving the length of the table (twelve feet) in six seconds, it is only traveling at the rate of one kilometer, five-eighths of a mile, per hour. But its approach, if sufficiently sustained, is absolutely certain. It gets nearer to its goal with every fraction of a second. Unfortunately it doesn’t always get there. It stops too soon. But the bull-dog player has at least the consolation that he was only prevented from scoring by the fact that his ball stopped.

I am frequently asked — I suppose that in these random notes, the order of the discussion doesn’t matter — what is the proper costume to put on for billiards. To which I reply that it is not a question of what costume to put on, but how much to take off.

All players find that it is convenient to take off the coat; without that the movement of the garment itself against the body disturbs the delicacy of the aim. But when the coat is gone the waistcoat begins to give a similar sense of awkwardness and spoils many and many a good shot. Again and again I have missed very simple shots when I was sure that the miss was due entirely to my waistcoat. Off with it. Without it the player is lighter, nimbler, easier in hand and eye.

The braces should go next. At any critical period of a good game the player will feel that he must discard his braces. If he is wise, he will discard also his collar and necktie. Many a good shot, such as those in which the player shoots lying upon the table, is hopelessly disturbed by the movement of his collar against his ears.

It is not customary, in the older clubs, to remove more than this. But players of experience often feel that they could play with greater accuracy and finesse if they were allowed to strip to the waist and have their body well oiled between shots.

 

I suppose that if I were to keep on yarning like this, some young aspirant to billiard honors would start to ask me about fancy shots and how to do them. For instance, the shot called the massé shot is one that always attracts the beginner, but which only the player of long experience need hope to achieve.

In this shot the ball to be hit with the cue is almost touching another ball. The player then, by holding his cue almost vertically in the air, hits downward with such force as to cut a piece out of the cloth of the table.

It is a neat and effective shot, not really as difficult as it looks, but less suited for performance on a public table than for exhibiting to a group of guests on a private table in the host’s house.

But I fear that my very love of the game has protracted my remarks beyond any reasonable limit. They represent about the current of my thoughts during the course of the game on my anniversary evening. It so happened that just when I had reached the point here indicated in my reflections Captain R. was called from the billiard room of the club to speak on the telephone. The score stood at 96 all.

In an instant I realized my opportunity. Every player knows that it is possible to score better, faster, and with greater certainty when the other man is at the telephone than at any other time. I at once requested the club attendant who was making the score to go and fetch me a cigar.

When he returned along with Captain R. I was fortunate enough to be able to tell them that I had made four and won the game. I have not played billiards for forty years quite for nothing.


The Hero of Home Week
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HOW ED SMITH Came Back to Our Home Town

Last week was Old Home Week in the town which I happen to inhabit in the summer. They put it over on a pretty big scale, so as to make a success of it. The town had made a big hit with Mother’s Day just a little before, and with Father’s Day the week after that, and, I believe, there was talk already of a Grandfather’s Afternoon. So, naturally, the committee wanted Home Week to go over well.

They had the town decorated and all that sort of thing: flags across the main street, American, British, Belgian, Japanese, and French — a lot they had left over from the war time — and they had a band in the park for an hour every evening, and something going on all the time. The stores, too, kept wide open so as to make it feel like a holiday.

There were, I understood, a great many who came back to the town for Old Home Week: some who were on the road and generally came home for week-ends, and others who didn’t “make it” more than once a month or so, and others again who had been away for a year, or maybe for two years straight.

But the most noticeable one of the returning sons of the town was Ed Smith, who hadn’t been back home for ten years on end, and hadn’t even seen the place in all that time. Ed had wired from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, “Hope to make town for Old Home Week,” and the local papers, both of them, had carried headlines: “Will Make Town for Old Home Week — Ed Smith Will Hit the Home Trail from Saskatoon, Sask.”

There was talk of a demonstration at the train for Ed. But the boys were mostly in the stores and couldn’t make it. The committee meant to go down in a body and welcome Ed, but none of them were able to get off. However, Ed got a hack at the station and drove to the hotel by himself. He told us that it was the same old hack that he had driven away in ten years ago, and the same driver, too. He said the station looked just about the same, too, the track just where it was, and the platform and everything.

The committee had got up a special luncheon for Ed, that is to say, they all had dinner at the Continental Hotel at noon. (It was quicker than going home. They generally ate dinner there.) And I was present as a sort of guest, with the right to pay for my dinner. As a result, we all ate there and each paid for his own dinner, and Ed sat with us and paid for his. But, of course, Ed was the hero of the occasion and naturally as the dinner got near its end the talk fell on old times, and Ed lit a cigar and began to talk of what he remembered.

 

“I remember,” he said, “that years ago (most of you fellows wouldn’t remember it) there was a little old frame store down on the corner of West Street — queer-looking, tumble-down place — it’s a pity these little old joints get knocked down — —”

“It’s not knocked down,” said one of the listeners. “It’s right there.”

“Oh, is it?” said Ed. “Well, as I was saying, there used to be a queer old character living in it, called Mulvaney, a real old-timer — you fellows wouldn’t remember him — —”

“Oh, yes, yes,” interrupted three or four of the men, “he’s there still. That’s right. Jim Mulvaney’s still on the corner of West Street.”

“Is he?” Ed said, and he looked for the moment a little set back. “Well, what I was going to say was that in the days I’m speaking of Mulvaney had a dog, the queerest-looking creature you ever saw. It was all brown, except just one ear and that was all white — —”

“He’s got it still,” chorused the crowd all together. “Jim Mulvaney has that dog yet — —”

“Has he? What?” said Ed, evidently a little discouraged. “He has, eh? Well, I’m surprised. I was going to tell you about a darned funny thing that happened one day with that dog when I used to live here. Old Jim used to like to sit out in front of the house on the step with the dog beside him and watch the people go by. And a queer thing about that dog was he never could stand the sight of anything blood-red, just like what they say about a bull. Well, the Chief of Police happened to come along, and as it was a pretty warm evening, darned if he didn’t happen to stop right there and pull out a big red handkerchief and mop his face with it. Well, sir,” continued Ed, beginning to laugh, “as soon as the dog saw this, darned if he didn’t make one leap for the Chief — —”

But this time Ed couldn’t even finish his sentence.

“He bit him again yesterday,” they all interrupted.

“He did!” said Ed. “Well, that’s a caution. But I was going to say this time that I remember he leaped at him from behind, and, say, you’d have laughed to see it, he bit the seat right out of his pants!!”

“So he did yesterday!” cried all the listeners in a chorus.

 

That quieted Ed down for a little. But naturally after a while he got talking again, speaking of this person and that that he remembered from the old days.

“Poor old Tim Jackson,” he said, “some of you may remember him. He lived in the little cottage with all the flowers in front of it along Centre Street. Poor Tim, he had T.B. pretty bad.” (Ed lowered his voice to a becoming tone.) “I guess he didn’t last much longer. They said he’d die that winter.”

“No,” somebody said quietly. “Tim’s not dead. He’s there still.”

“He’s got over his T.B.?” Ed said.

“No, he has it still.”

“Is that so?” said Ed. “Well, anyway, they said he wouldn’t last through that winter.”

“They say he’ll hardly last this,” somebody said.

There was a little silence for a while. Then Ed began again. But this time, instead of telling stories, he asked questions.

“What became of old Gillespie that had the lumber yard?” he asked.

“He’s got it still,” they said.

“Oh, has he? And where’s old man Samson that kept the hotel down beyond the station?”

“He’s there. He’s keeping it now.”

“And who’s got Ed Bailey’s pool room now?”

“Ed has.”

“Is that so? I remember there used to be an old Swede who used to be the marker at the pool room and sell the cigars — old Heiney, they used to call him — a darned decent old feller. I’d give five dollars to see old Heiney again.”

“I think he’s outside,” said one of the listeners. “I’m sure I saw him as we came in through the lobby. Wait a minute and I’ll see if he’s there.”

“That’s all right,” Ed said. “I’ll see him later.”

After that Ed stopped asking about the people he used to know, and he began instead telling about how he left the town and what happened to him.

“I had it pretty hard for a while,” said Ed, lighting a fresh cigar and sitting well back in his chair as he warmed to his narration. “When I left here I was stone broke and I thought I’d head west and try what I could do. I hit Winnipeg one dark winter morning to find myself absolutely alone and without a cent . . .”

“Say, excuse me, Eddie,” said one of the boys. “I guess I’ll have to be getting back to the store.”

“That’s all right, Jim,” said Ed, and as Jim left he continued, “Well, I thought I’d look around and see where I could borrow five dollars — —”

“Say, I guess I’ll have to be going, too,” said another of the boys, looking at his watch. “You’ll excuse me, won’t you, Ed?”

“Certainly,” said Eddie, “that’s all right, Alf. Well, I remembered a fellow I used to know in Toronto and I managed to find him and he lent me five, and I got on a train and beat it as far as Brandon to work on a farm. At first it was tough — —”

“I’ll say it was!” said one of the listeners. “But, say, Ed, I’ll see you later on, eh? I’ll have to go.”

“That’s all right,” Ed said. “At first it was tough — —”

“I guess I’d better go along with Harry,” said another of the crowd, “so I won’t have to interrupt you any further. So long, Ed.”

“So long, Will,” said Ed. “At first it was tough — —”

“Hold on a second, Ed,” said another man. “I don’t believe I’d better stay either. My time is just about out. Did any of the fellers pay for you, Ed?”

“That’s all right,” Ed said.

When this man had gone, Eddie and I were alone and I let him finish telling me how tough it was to find himself in a place where he had no friends. I thought I could guess it anyway.

 

After he had finished his reminiscences, Ed rose up. “Let’s take a whirl along the street,” he suggested. “I’d like to look in and see one or two of the old boys. Here’s Mel Rose’s hat store. I must drop in on old Mel. I’ll bet he’ll be surprised.”

We dropped in. The store was full of people. “Mr. Rose in?” asked Ed of one of the shop men. “He’s up in the middle of the store,” the man said.

Mel Rose was standing with a customer, selling a hat. He saw Ed and turned his head slightly. “How are you, Mr. Smith, something in a summer hat? Miss Williams, something in a summer hat, please!”

Just that. As if Ed had only been away a day. He meant no harm. The years is just a day in our town.

We left the store and went into the jeweler’s next door to it. Ed said he wanted badly to see Frank Padden, the jeweler, one of his oldest pals around the town. His idea was that he’d drop in and give Frank the surprise of his life.

Frank shook hands limply over the counter. “How are you, Ed?” he said. “Something in a watch?”

In the next store Ed’s old friend, Pete Williams, said, “Something in a necktie?” and in the store beyond that, Joe Kay, one of the best fellers (so Ed had assured me) that ever breathed, shook hands and queried, “Anything in summer shirting, Ed?”

But that time Ed was about all finished. The sunshine of the old town was fading out for him. He should have understood, but he didn’t.

“I guess I’ll go into the bank and get some money,” he murmured. I knew what he meant. He was going to leave town.

We went into the bank and Ed wrote a check for fifteen dollars. The clerk looked at it. “I’ll have to show it to the manager,” he said.

“Tell him Mr. Ed Smith, that used to live here,” said Ed.

The manager came out of his little office with the check in his hand. He saw Ed.

“You remember me, Mr. Calson,” said Ed, shaking hands. “I used to live here.”

“Oh, yes,” the manager said in a dubious way. “I remember you, but I was just looking at the check. I suppose it’s all right, eh! There’s ten cents exchange,” he called to the teller. “Well, good afternoon.”

We left the bank.

“There used to be a four-ten train for the city,” said Ed humbly.

“There still is,” I answered.

He took it.

 

For him, the next time the banners of Old Home Week will float in vain.

But Ed was wrong. He had made a mistake. The old town had given him the best welcome of all. The welcome of familiarity. And he had not seen it.


Conversations I Can Do Without
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ENOUGH OF SOME People’s Talk to Explain Why

I

When the Man at the Next Table Is Reproving the Waiter

“Waiter! Waiter! psst!! Waiter! Look here, waiter, I’ve been sitting at this table for fifteen and a half minutes — —”

“I’m sorry, sir — —”

“When I came in, it was exactly half a minute to nine and now it’s a quarter past. For fifteen minutes, and a half — —”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“All I ordered was just some bacon and eggs with French fried potatoes and toast and coffee. You couldn’t take a quarter of an hour to cook that if you tried! I could go out there to the kitchen — —”

“I’m sorry, sir, but — —”

“You can just tell the head waiter or the chef, or whoever it is, that I don’t propose to stand for it. Just as soon — —”

“Well, sir, if — —”

“Just as soon as I’m through, I shall report the whole thing to the management. And you can go to the head waiter right now and tell him that if that order is not on this table in one minute — by this — watch — —”

“I’m sorry, sir, but if you will kindly look on the table it’s there now. I think you covered it up, sir, with part of your paper. You were reading, sir, when I put it down . . .”

“Eh, what! That! Well, what the —— What! What! . . .” And the rest is silence.

II

The Conversation in the Smoking End of the Pullman Between Two Men Talking of Their Bootleggers

“As a matter of fact, all I have to do is just call up my bootlegger and tell him what I want and it comes right to the door — —”

“Same with me. I just say to this feller that I want a case of rye or a case of Scotch and he fetches it right to the house — —”

“Of course, I won’t touch it unless I know it’s all right.”

“Me, too. I don’t believe in taking chances on it. Last week a feller had some stuff at his house, moonshine — something he’d picked up out in the country. But I said, ‘No, thanks, not for me. It may be all right or it may not. But I don’t want it.’ ”

“No, that’s the way I am, too. All this stuff I get sent up to the house is labeled — all of it case goods, you understand, right from Scotland.”

“So’s mine. I won’t drink it unless it’s the real thing. I tried some last week, fierce stuff, I could hardly drink it.”

“Of course it’s hard to get the real old pre-war stuff any longer.”

“No, you just can’t get it.”

“Say, I’ve got a flask of stuff here in my bag. I’m not just so sure what it is. But the bell boy said it was all right. If you care to take a little touch of it. I haven’t tried it out yet. . . .”

“Oh, let’s try it, anyway. I guess it won’t kill us.”

III

Opening Half of Conversation in The Club from Armchair No. 1 to Armchair No. 2, Mine Being Armchair No. 3

“I held the king and the jack, but I couldn’t tell where the ace was. Dummy had only two low spots and all the trumps were out. Of course, my problem was — —”

(But I never stay to hear what it was. I’ve heard others like it too often.)

IV

The Conversation Held by Two Women at the Close of a Dinner Party While I Stand Waiting with the Other Men to Say Good Night

“Well, good night, dear, your party has been perfectly lovely — —”

“Well, it’s been just lovely to have you — —”

(Telepathic thought of the group of men: “Yes, yes, lovely — but now — beat it!”)

“And really such a wonderful dinner. You know, I suppose it’s rude to talk about the things you are given to eat, but that fish soufflé was simply wonderful! How ever is it made? I must get you to give me the recipe.”

“Why, my dear, Bertha just makes it in her own way. But I’ll see if I can get her to write down the recipe and I’ll send it — —”

(Telepathic chorus of the men all thinking the same thing: “Yes, yes, for Heaven’s sake, let her send it, let her write it out, let her print it — only let us beat it.”)

“Will you? That’s so kind! Well good-by, again, and thank you for such a lovely party, and I liked your friend so much — the gentleman who left early. I thought I’d just die laughing at some of his funny stories at dinner — —”

“Oh, but really he wasn’t half as funny as he generally is! I was just thinking at dinner that I wished you could have heard him some night when he’s really funny — —”

“But I thought him ever so funny to-night. I thought I’d die — —”

(The telepathic chorus of the men: “Well, then beat it and beat it right now or perhaps you’ll die right here.”)

“Well, good-by. If you see Amelia and John, tell them I was asking about them — —”

“Oh, we just never see them now since they built their big mansion. They’re far too grand for us in this house!”

“Too grand! Why, my dear, I think your house is just charming and that little sun-room, I mean that sun-room, is too cute for anything, especially if you put some flowers —— My dear, I saw some of the loveliest early wild flowers to-day when we were out in the country in the car. I simply must drive you out there — —”

(Telepathic chorus, as before, “Yes, take her, take her now. Drive her clear to Mexico.”)

 

And then, just at this moment by Heaven’s special providence a butler or a maid or some one says politely:

“Your taxi’s waiting, madame.”

And the woman gives one wild leap toward the door. Women will talk forever when it’s only a matter of the men’s time, but when it comes to the moving finger of a taxi-meter, they wouldn’t buy five cents’ worth of talk from Shakespeare himself.

After all, these modern inventions are not wholly without advantage.


Mr. Chairman, I Beg to Move —— 
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SHOWING THE WONDERFUL Effectiveness of What Is Called Legislative Procedure

“There is no doubt,” says one of the recent Outlines of the Sidelines of History, “that the adoption of legislative procedure marked a great forward step in the progress of government. It lent to debate an order and precision before unknown; it clarified thought, and restrained the turbulence of argument by the dignity of formal address.”

Quite so. But did it? Let us see how it has worked out in some of the Meetings.

I

The Man Who Started the Trouble: A.D. 1295

Scene: Ye Chapel of St. Stephen’s in Ye Borough of West Minster.

Ye Speaker: An it please ye, my good Knights and Burgesses, sith this is a regular or model Parliament it would seem good to me that we frame or — as who should say — draught a set of rules whereby our parlement or, so to speak, our debate, shall be guided: Such as, first or in primis, that none shall speak when I am talking; second, that when others speak all shall be in order and form, such that not twenty speak at once as hitherto, but only one, or, so to speak, solus —— 

 

Fascinated with the idea, the houses of the King’s parliament of Edward I got together and made a set of rules of which the awful consequences are still among us. As witness —— 

II

The Familiar Scene When the Ladies’ Three-Weekly Discussion Club Undertakes Its Annual Discussion of the Club’s Finances. Verbatim Report:

Mrs. A: I’d like to rise —— 

The Chairman-woman: I don’t believe you can.

Mrs. A: But I am —— 

The Chair: I mean, I don’t think you’re in order. There’s an amendment to the previous motion still, I think, before us.

Mrs. B: If you mean my amendment, I had something that I want to add to it anyway, but I don’t mind leaving it over if Jennie feels —— 

The Chair (pounding on the table with a mallet): You’re out of order.

Mrs. B: I only want to say —— 

The Chair: You can’t. There’s a motion still before us and an amendment.

Mrs. C: But can’t she withdraw her amendment? I’d like to move that Mrs. B —— 

The Chair: You’ve heard the motion, ladies? Or no, I beg your pardon, it hasn’t been seconded. Doesn’t anybody second it?

Mrs. D: Before you take up that, wouldn’t it perhaps be better —— 

Mrs. A, B, C, and half the alphabet: Order!

Mrs. D: I’m not —— 

The Alphabet: You are!

The Chair (pounding): Ladies! Ladies!

Mrs. X: I’d like to second the motion, only I’d want to say at the same time that I think that Nellie —— 

Mrs. Q: Don’t you think, Madame Chairman, that we’ve done enough for one morning? I’m afraid lunch will be utterly overdone if we keep on. I told them one o’clock in the kitchen.

The Chair: Will you move a motion to adjourn?

Mrs. Q: Yes, if it is necessary. All I mean is that lunch —— 

 

And so after a hard morning they at last get adjourned.

III

How the Committee of Professors Undertake to Bring in a Report to the Faculty

The Chairman: Now, gentlemen, you have heard the remit, that this committee is to report on the question of the use of lead pencils in place of pen and ink.

Professor A: Mr. Chairman, I should like to ask a question, if I may.

The Chair: I don’t believe you can. You see, for the moment there is no business before us, and until we have some definite corpus loquendi as a prima materies there is nothing on which a question could depend.

Professor A: May I perhaps submit a motion?

The Chair (looking in a book of rules and shaking his head): I don’t think a motion would lie. It has nothing to lie on.

Professor B: I think, Mr. Chairman, that a motion that the remit be remitted would lie. Then I think Professor A could move for leave to ask a question as arising out of the remit.

Professor C: I don’t want to delay the work of the committee, but I cannot agree with Professor B. I do not think that any motion can lie at all until the chair sua sponte, or to put it more simply still, ab origine voluntaria, submits the remit to the committee. Till that is done the remit itself is in vacuo.

(General murmurs of approval. Professor C has evidently hit out a home-run. And so by careful legislative procedure, crawling forward from cover to cover, they manage to get to Professor A’s question.)

The Chair: I think, then, Professor A, that we may now hear your question.

Professor A: What I wish to ask, Mr. Chairman, is the precise sense in which the committee is to understand the word “lead pencil”; or rather, to be more exact, the sense to be attached to the term “lead.” The word “pencil,” I think, we may accept as a term generally understood. But the word “lead” offers difficulties. Does the remit include colored leads or only black; would this change permit the use of crayons, chalks, and indelible pencils? In other words, I think we must formulate a definition of the word “lead.”

The Chair: I think Professor A’s remarks are entirely to the point. — Ha! Ha! Gentlemen, you must pardon me, I hadn’t intended any witticism — to the point, ha! ha!

All the Committee: Ha! Ha! To the point — ha! ha!

The Chairman (wiping his streaming eyes): Order, gentlemen, order. (And when the laughter has all died down). Well, then, we must define the word “lead.” Has anybody an encyclopedia here?

Professor C: Yes, I have one in my pocket.

The Chair: Will some one move that Professor C read what it says about it?

General murmur: Carried.

Professor C: Lead. A mineral carboniferous substance generally found in oleaginous rock. Lead was known to the ancients and was probably (but you can’t bet on it) the plumbum of the Romans: whence the word plumb, meaning heavy or straight as in “plumb” line; the word must be distinguished from “plumb,” meaning a fruit (Sanskrit, plupp), which originated in Corinth, which was famous for its fruit trees, a growth due no doubt to the favorable breezes from the Ægean, which was perhaps so called from its “Æge” or border as seen in Ægis, the shield carried by the Roman foot-soldier, but carefully to be distinguished from the pelta or shield of the Greek hoplite. The Greeks, in fact, were a great people —— 

Professor X (aged 79, waking up): I think, Mr. Chairman, that our meeting has been sufficiently protracted, and as I think I heard the dormitory dinner-bell —— 

The Chair: Shall we then defer progress and adjourn till this day six months —— 

All: Carried!

IV

The Crude Proceedings of Those Who Never Heard of the Model Parliament of Edward I

The scene is laid in any board-room where the directors of any great industrial company are making a simple little arrangement not involving more than fifty or sixty million dollars.

The Chairman: Well, then, what we want to do is to split the shares two for one. That’s it, isn’t it?

Murmurs of “Agreed.”

The Chairman: To take 100 millions of the new stock, the holders to take up at par —— 

Murmurs of “Agreed.”

The Chairman (to some one): Will you get that drafted, and will you see about the legislative authorization (they know all about it) — and — that was the only thing this morning, wasn’t it? All right, then we’ll adjourn till next time, eh?


Fifty Cents Worth
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“IS THAT MY Uncle William?” asks the inquirer. His voice trembles a little as he says it. It is costing him fifty cents to ask this. If it should turn out not to be Uncle William — which might surely happen among the myriads of the spirit world — the fifty cents would be a dead loss.

But luckily it turns out to be all right.

“Yes,” says the voice of the medium. She is lying prostrate on a sofa in an attitude that resembles death, but she looks out of the corner of one eye. “Yes,” she says, “it’s Uncle William.”

She is dressed in a figured robe, presumed to represent the symbols of Persian magic, and, on the business card that stands on the window-sill, her name appears as Abracadabra, the Persian Sorceress (fifty cents a séance). But when she speaks, or when the voice speaks through her, the accent of the communicating spirit somehow is just plain, every-day English.

“Yes,” she repeats, “it is Uncle William.”

“And how are you, Uncle William? Are you happy?”

“Yes, very happy. It’s all so bright and beautiful over here.”

“That’s good. Is Henry there?”

“Yes, Henry is beside me. Henry is happy, too.”

“I’m glad of that. Ask Henry if he remembers me.

“Yes, he says he does. He wants you to believe that he is very happy.”

“Does he send any message?”

“Yes. He says to tell you that goodness is the only gladness, and you are to keep right on expanding yourself all you can.”

“Good. Ask him if Martha is there?”

“Yes. He says that Martha is right there.”

“Good. And ask him who else is with him there.”

For the first time the medium pauses. She speaks with a certain hesitation, as if groping her way. The reason is, no doubt, that there is some kind of thought-block or stoppage in the ethereal wave. Either that or something in the form of the question. Or perhaps the chief cause of these hesitations, or stoppages, is that the ethereal thought-wave has momentarily slipped from one plane to another and not yet regeared itself to the vibration. Very likely, too, the zodiacal body or somatic double has for the moment passed through an obfuscation. It is certainly some simple thing of that sort.

Hence it comes about that, when the inquirer asks who else is over there with Uncle William, the medium pauses and gropes.

“It is not very clear,” she says slowly. “There’s a dimness. I see two figures, but perhaps there may be three. They look strangely alike, and yet oddly dissimilar. They seem to be dressed all in deep black, or else white — I can’t quite be sure.”

The sitter interrupts.

“Ask if they are Mary Ann and Pete,” he says eagerly.

“Yes,” says the medium, “they are! They are! Mary Ann is waving to you. Pete is waving. I can see them very plainly now.”

“What are they saying?” asks the inquirer anxiously.

“They are saying that there is no light but eternity, and they want you to keep on getting on a higher and higher plane.”

At this moment the proprietor of the Spiritualistic Parlors (Hours 9 to 12, 12 to 6, and 6 to 11.30) comes back into the room. His official name, on his cards, is Nadir the Nameless, the Persian Astrologer, and this is why his face is stained with tan shoe-polish (rub well with the fingers, followed by a dry rag, etc.) But he too speaks plain English. He lays his finger on the shoulder of the inquirer and tells him that his time is up. His fifty cents worth is exhausted.

 

So the inquirer, his interview terminated, goes back to his fellows. He will tell of what he has heard. He will tell it eight or ten times that evening and repeat it at intervals for days and months afterwards. He will say that it was the most marvelous thing he ever listened to. He will say the woman knew all the names of all his deceased relations, named them without hesitation, and told him all about them.

All this is what he will say.

And the more often he tells all this, the more completely the inquirer feels that the mystery of mysteries is solved.

 

But, in the meantime, when the interviewer has left the Parlor of the Spirits, Nadir the Nameless helps his wife to rise from the tawdry little couch.

Her face is weary and sad.

“You’re tired, dear,” says the Astrologer gently. “Come into the other room. I’ve made some tea.”

“Ain’t I seen that fella here before?” asks the medium wearily.

“Yes, I think he was here one day last week,” says Nadir. “But I’m not sure.”

Nadir the Nameless and his wife don’t keep elaborate track of their clients. There is a myth abroad that they follow them about and dig up all kinds of information about them in secret. They don’t. Why should they? Uncle William is good enough.

“Look,” says Nadir the Nameless, as they sit down in the back room. “I’ve got the supper all ready for you.”

“You’re so good, Fred,” says the medium.

Then she begins to cry softly. “I was thinking of Nan,” she says. “All day while I was working I was thinking of Nan.”

Nan was the little daughter of Nadir the Nameless, and Abracadabra, his wife. She died last week. But do they call her up from the spirit world? Ah, no! Leave that for Uncle William and such.

“Don’t cry,” says Nadir. “Wait while I go and take the card out of the window. You mustn’t work any more to-day.”

“But there’s the rent, Fred,” says the wife, pausing in her tears.

“Never mind; we’ll manage somehow. And listen, dear, you take this fifty cents that that guy paid for his revelation and buy some flowers for Nan’s grave. To-morrow’s Sunday. Wait till I go and wash, and we’ll have tea. Don’t cry, dear. Don’t cry.”

And, with this first and last of human consolations on his lips, he leaves her to herself.

THE END


Laugh with Leacock
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Dear Professor Leacock:

There is a pretty story which probably comes to us in more languages than most of us read about a captain who is ordered by his superiors to select a number of his men for some extraordinary and hazardous duty. Whereupon, having summoned his company or troop before him, according to the manner which the various times and places where the incident occurs may dictate, the young leader repeats the special orders, and, since the service is not in the regular line of duty, asks for individual volunteers. Immediately, as the old story goes, the entire body steps forward, each man convinced of his own best fitness to represent the others in the special hazard of the moment — a pretty gesture, indeed, but one which leaves the perplexed subaltern in the predicament of making his own choice.

Well, something like that has been our experience in summoning to the desk your score of volumes and selecting therefrom some one thousand words or more, to make this book. We hoped for volunteers, but found the entire contents ready to be chosen. It was not what to include, but what to turn down, that bothered us — and since you cannot possibly telescope a dozen and a half volumes into one, no matter how extensive that one is, the casualties turned out to be numerous. I thought this explanation of the contents of the book should be made to you, the author, by me, the subaltern who had the job of editorial selection. But I should also like to make the point for the sake of those unfortunates who always find in a prize collection of this sort that the judges have left their particular loving-cup just outside the trophy-room door, rendering the whole exhibition for them both null and void. If anyone in reading this volume should feel that the very cream of your jesting has been omitted, some consolation may be found in the suggestion that a reading of what is here will dry up the worst case of lamentation. As a second hint — if one of these unfortunates must have that forgotten pièce de résistance, it is still probably available in its original setting, and for him who shall say it alone is not worth the price of the entire volume?

An interesting fact came to notice in the making of this collection of your best work. Before doing so we had written to a dozen or more of the sharpest and wittiest minds of our day, telling them that we were planning this book as a sort of surprise package to you in honor of your twentieth year as an author and your sixtieth as a citizen in a world the happier for your laughter and good fun. We asked each of these distinguished gentlemen, among other things, what his favorite Leacock story or essay might be and, curiously enough, the piece of yours which has been most often requested is not humorous at all but a most shrewd discussion of present-day education, under the caption of “Oxford as I See It.” Apparently the old tradition that a humorous man must always be funny has been broken. But not for long; the second most popular sketch you ever wrote is that irresistible account of your first experience in banking. And the most famous single incident in your entire literary career occurs in the story of “Gertrude the Governess,” — more specifically in the description of the phenomenal departure of the disinherited young man and the manner in which he disperses himself from the immediate proximity of his home. All three of these high-spots, of course, will be found in the present volume.

A moment ago I confessed that before making this selection we dropped a hint to some of your friends that this was a jovial occasion in which they might perhaps wish to join. All of what they said in reply may not best be printed for the public eye, as perhaps now and then too intimate and laudatory for anything but a sincere and secret blush; yet never were truer words said than the graceful compliments they have paid you, which we are appending in the order they happened to reach us, and in which these well-wishers of yours are joined by the reader, your devoted publisher, and

The Editor.

Irvin S. Cobb — 

“I can’t pick out my favorite Leacock story, because all Leacock stories are favorites of mine. How are you going to choose one pearl from a string of perfect pearls? This Leacock is a great humorist, a great person, a great soul and I love him for the laughs he has made.”

Charles (Chic) Sale — 

“In rounding out the sixtieth year of his varied and remarkable career, Mr. Stephen Leacock deserves the congratulations of a world made happier by his efforts. For a number of years it has been my good fortune to count Stephen Leacock among my closest friends. This personal contact has strengthened my conviction, held for a longer period, that he is one of our greatest humorists. His works are among my prized possessions.”

George Ade — 

“Stephen Leacock has achieved the distinction of being a happy combination of the drawing-room Englishman and the liberated and unconventional American. He is a college professor who can be a quizzical fun-maker without sacrificing his dignity as a member of the Faculty. His mortar-board is tilted at just the right angle. He inherits the genial traditions of Lamb, Thackeray and Lewis Carroll and has absorbed, across the Canadian border, the delightful unconventionalities of Oliver Wendell Holmes and Mark Twain, with possibly a slight flavor of Will Rogers. His contributions to current good reading help to prove that an author may be entertaining without straining for effects or violating any of the conventions. He is a critic without rancor, a satirist who never loses his temper, and a commentator whose unusual point of view enables him to be amusing at all times and didactic never.”

Robert Benchley — 

“I have just returned from abroad, and I hope that it is not too late for me to say that I have enjoyed Leacock’s works so much that I have written everything that he ever wrote — anywhere from one to five years after him. In case the proof-reader thinks that I meant ‘I have read everything that he ever wrote,’ please tell him that I really meant ‘written.’ ”

Harry Leon Wilson — 

“Your note reminded me that I was late in observing an ancient custom of my house — the annual complete rereading of Leacock. I began at once with an eye out for my ‘favorite’ chapter or story. I haven’t found one yet, though if made to choose it would have to be the Nonsense Novels. My complaint about Leacock is that his volumes go. Casual book bandits never molest my set of Plutarch or the works of Herbert Spencer. I suggest a Leacock edition, the volumes strung on a chain, stout padlocks at either end. And I wish their author many happy returns from the years and his publishers.”

Homer Croy — 

“Your letter picked me up in Hollywood where I am endeavoring to raise the moral tone of the movies. I like it out here, although there is not as much shooting as I expected. I’ll never forget the day I stumbled onto Stephen Leacock. Well, I’ve been spending money on him ever since. He must be a rich man.”

Christopher Morley — 

“I wish I knew how to say, on this sharp spur of the moment, the just word made perfect in honor of Saint Stephen, LL.D. — Doctor of Living Laughter. I was never certain whether 1910 should be more famous for the appearance of Halley’s Comet, or the publication of Leacock’s first book of irresponsibilities. I can only say that had I been a student at McGill I should have specialized in Political Economy, merely to hear him lecture. I can pay no greater tribute.”

Ellis Parker Butler — 

“Stephen Leacock’s humor is like a well-woven Scotch plaid — honest and comfortable and satisfying, and all-fired funny when worn as a knee-length kilt for a university professor to do jigs in. Leacock is our premier parodist.”

Donald Ogden Stewart — 

“The only reason that I could not tell you my favorite Leacock story or chapter is that if I started to go back through his works I should probably find so many things that I have since used myself that the blow to my pride would cause me to throw my typewriter out of the window. And if I threw my typewriter out of the window, I should starve. I owe Stephen Leacock a great deal — so does every contemporary American humorist — but I would prefer not to know the exact extent of my debt. Ignorance is golden.”

Will Cuppy — 

“He deserves all the laurels and commendations possible right now, when this frightful world is full of imitation, synthetic and otherwise half-witted humorists, and by that I do not mean myself. He is the real grand-daddy of the best ones of the day still. As I remarked, not unsapiently, in my last review of Leacock, ‘Any book by Stephen Leacock has the tremendous advantage to start with of being by Stephen Leacock.’ ”

Nunnally Johnson — 

“I was reading Stephen Leacock when I was in high school and I am still reading him. Writers of humor I have found to be a most poisonous crew, none of them seeming to have anything but loathing and contempt for the stuff of any other. I can think of but two names that are exempt from this harpooning, and Mr. Leacock’s is one. Such nonsense as he writes never gets old or outdated to me; it is always fun, great fun to read.”

Lawton Mackall — 

“Professor Leacock’s literary lunacy (equine sagacity in disguise) has been one of the most exhilarating and sanifying influences at large in the universe. As an eminent economist he has shown us the need of better regulation of public futilities. As a philosopher he has tested popular notions by carrying them to their logical confusions. As a critic he has diagnosed the comedy of literary manners. As a man of feeling he has been kind to the balloons he has popped; not pricking them maliciously, nor bashing them with a debunker’s axe, but gently fomenting their inflation — till they burst with a spontaneous BANG!”

George S. Chappell — 

“Mr. Leacock is so much more than a humorist. He is a searching critic. But for his humor alone he deserves the crown. His work is so robust, so direct, so well-written, so clean, so human and to me so perfect of its kind that I am delighted to have this opportunity of paying my tribute to him. He has brought me much happiness which my one little contact with him at a Coffee House luncheon only enhanced, for he is one of those fine, bluff, jolly men who looks and talks just the way he writes.”

Gelett Burgess — 

“Though I say it as shouldn’t, it takes a fine, scientific mind to write good nonsense and Stephen Leacock has placed himself in the class of Edward Lear, Dodgson, “Phœnix,” Barrie, Oliver Herford and the author of Felix the Cat. I have enjoyed everything that Leacock has written, and I know how rare is the power of dissociation, so to speak, that creates such work. Long may he wave his magic pen!”


My Financial Career
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WHEN I GO into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything rattles me.

The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot.

I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty dollars a month and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.

So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had an idea that a person about to open an account must needs consult the manager.

I went up to a wicket marked “Accountant.” The accountant was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice was sepulchral.

“Can I see the manager?” I said, and added solemnly, “alone.” I don’t know why I said “alone.”

“Certainly,” said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.

“Are you the manager?” I said. God knows I didn’t doubt it.

“Yes,” he said.

“Can I see you,” I asked, “alone?” I didn’t want to say “alone” again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.

The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an awful secret to reveal.

“Come in here,” he said, and led the way to a private room. He turned the key in the lock.

“We are safe from interruption here,” he said; “sit down.”

We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice to speak.

“You are one of Pinkerton’s men, I presume,” he said.

He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.

“No, not from Pinkerton’s,” I said, seeming to imply that I came from a rival agency.

“To tell the truth,” I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie about it, “I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank.”

The manager looked relieved but still serious; he concluded now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.

“A large account, I suppose,” he said.

“Fairly large,” I whispered. “I propose to deposit fifty-six dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly.”

The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the accountant.

“Mr. Montgomery,” he said unkindly loud, “this gentleman is opening an account, he will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good morning.”

I rose.

A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.

“Good morning,” I said, and stepped into the safe.

“Come out,” said the manager coldly, and showed me the other way.

I went up to the accountant’s wicket and poked the ball of money at him with a quick convulsive movement as if I were doing a conjuring trick.

My face was ghastly pale.

“Here,” I said, “deposit it.” The tone of the words seemed to mean, “Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us.”

He took the money and gave it to another clerk.

He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before my eyes.

“Is it deposited?” I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.

“It is,” said the accountant.

“Then I want to draw a cheque.”

My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Someone gave me a cheque-book through a wicket and someone else began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote something on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.

“What! are you drawing it all out again?” he asked in surprise. Then I realised that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look at me.

Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.

“Yes, the whole thing.”

“You withdraw your money from the bank?”

“Every cent of it.”

“Are you not going to deposit any more?” said the clerk, astonished.

“Never.”

An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had insulted me while I was writing the cheque and that I had changed my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like a man with a fearfully quick temper.

The clerk prepared to pay the money.

“How will you have it?” he said.

“What?”

“How will you have it?”

“Oh” — I caught his meaning and answered without even trying to think— “in fifties.”

He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.

“And the six?” he asked dryly.

“In sixes,” I said.

He gave it me and I rushed out.

As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.


Buggam Grange: A Good Old Ghost Story
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THE EVENING WAS already falling as the vehicle in which I was contained entered upon the long and gloomy avenue that leads to Buggam Grange.

A resounding shriek echoed through the wood as I entered the avenue. I paid no attention to it at the moment, judging it to be merely one of those resounding shrieks which one might expect to hear in such a place at such a time. As my drive continued, however, I found myself wondering in spite of myself why such a shriek should have been uttered at the very moment of my approach.

I am not by temperament in any degree a nervous man, and yet there was much in my surroundings to justify a certain feeling of apprehension. The Grange is situated in the loneliest part of England, the marsh country of the fens to which civilization has still hardly penetrated. The inhabitants, of whom there are only one and a half to the square mile, live here and there among the fens and eke out a miserable existence by frog fishing and catching flies. They speak a dialect so broken as to be practically unintelligible, while the perpetual rain which falls upon them renders speech itself almost superfluous.

Here and there where the ground rises slightly above the level of the fens there are dense woods tangled with parasitic creepers and filled with owls. Bats fly from wood to wood. The air on the lower ground is charged with the poisonous gases which exude from the marsh, while in the woods it is heavy with the dank odors of deadly nightshade and poison ivy.

It had been raining in the afternoon, and as I drove up the avenue the mournful dripping of the rain from the dark trees accentuated the cheerlessness of the gloom. The vehicle in which I rode was a fly on three wheels, the fourth having apparently been broken and taken off, causing the fly to sag on one side and drag on its axle over the muddy ground, the fly thus moving only at a foot’s pace in a way calculated to enhance the dreariness of the occasion. The driver on the box in front of me was so thickly muffled up as to be indistinguishable, while the horse which drew us was so thickly coated with mist as to be practically invisible. Seldom, I may say, have I had a drive of so mournful a character.

The avenue presently opened out upon a lawn with overgrown shrubberies and in the half darkness I could see the outline of the Grange itself, a rambling, dilapidated building. A dim light struggled through the casement of a window in a tower room. Save for the melancholy cry of a row of owls sitting on the roof, and croaking of the frogs in the moat which ran around the grounds, the place was soundless. My driver halted his horse at the hither side of the moat. I tried in vain to urge him, by signs, to go further. I could see by the fellow’s face that he was in a paroxysm of fear and indeed nothing but the extra sixpence which I had added to his fare would have made him undertake the drive up the avenue. I had no sooner alighted than he wheeled his cab about and made off.

Laughing heartily at the fellow’s trepidation (I have a way of laughing heartily in the dark), I made my way to the door and pulled the bell-handle. I could hear the muffled reverberations of the bell far within the building. Then all was silent. I bent my ear to listen, but could hear nothing except perhaps the sound of a low moaning as of a person in pain or in great mental distress. Convinced, however, from what my friend Sir Jeremy Buggam had told me, that the Grange was not empty, I raised the ponderous knocker and beat with it loudly against the door.

But perhaps at this point I may do well to explain to my readers (before they are too frightened to listen to me) how I came to be beating on the door of Buggam Grange at nightfall on a gloomy November evening.

A year before I had been sitting with Sir Jeremy Buggam, the present baronet, on the verandah of his ranch in California.

“So you don’t believe in the supernatural?” he was saying.

“Not in the slightest,” I answered, lighting a cigar as I spoke. When I want to speak very positively, I generally light a cigar as I speak.

“Well, at any rate, Digby,” said Sir Jeremy, “Buggam Grange is haunted. If you want to be assured of it go down there any time and spend the night and you’ll see for yourself.”

“My dear fellow,” I replied, “nothing will give me greater pleasure. I shall be back in England in six weeks, and I shall be delighted to put your ideas to the test. Now tell me,” I added somewhat cynically, “is there any particular season or day when your Grange is supposed to be specially terrible?”

Sir Jeremy looked at me strangely. “Why do you ask that?” he said. “Have you heard the story of the Grange?”

“Never heard of the place in my life,” I answered cheerily, “till you mentioned it to-night, my dear fellow, I hadn’t the remotest idea that you still owned property in England.”

“The Grange is shut up,” said Sir Jeremy, “and has been for twenty years. But I keep a man there — Horrod — he was butler in my father’s time and before. If you care to go, I’ll write him that you’re coming. And since you are taking your own fate in your hands, the fifteenth of November is the day.”

At that moment Lady Buggam and Clara and the other girls came trooping out on the verandah, and the whole thing passed clean out of my mind. Nor did I think of it again until I was back in London. Then by one of those strange coincidences or premonitions — call it what you will — it suddenly occurred to me one morning that it was the fifteenth of November. Whether Sir Jeremy had written to Horrod or not, I did not know. But none the less nightfall found me, as I have described, knocking at the door of Buggam Grange.

The sound of the knocker had scarcely ceased to echo when I heard the shuffling of feet within, and the sound of chains and bolts being withdrawn. The door opened. A man stood before me holding a lighted candle which he shaded with his hand. His faded black clothes, once apparently a butler’s dress, his white hair and advanced age left me in no doubt that he was Horrod of whom Sir Jeremy had spoken.

Without a word he motioned me to come in, and, still without speech, he helped me to remove my wet outer garments, and then beckoned me into a great room, evidently the dining room of the Grange.

I am not in any degree a nervous man by temperament, as I think I remarked before, and yet there was something in the vastness of the wainscotted room, lighted only by a single candle, and in the silence of the empty house, and still more in the appearance of my speechless attendant which gave me a feeling of distinct uneasiness. As Horrod moved to and fro I took occasion to scrutinize his face more narrowly. I have seldom seen features more calculated to inspire a nervous dread. The pallor of his face and the whiteness of his hair (the man was at least seventy), and still more the peculiar furtiveness of his eyes, seemed to mark him as one who lived under a great terror. He moved with a noiseless step and at times he turned his head to glance in the dark corners of the room.

“Sir Jeremy told me,” I said, speaking as loudly and as heartily as I could, “that he would apprise you of my coming.”

I was looking into his face as I spoke.

In answer Horrod laid his finger across his lips and I knew that he was deaf and dumb. I am not nervous (I think I said that), but the realization that my sole companion in the empty house was a deaf mute struck a cold chill to my heart.

Horrod laid in front of me a cold meat pie, a cold goose, a cheese, and a tall flagon of cider. But my appetite was gone. I ate the goose, but found that after I had finished the pie I had but little zest for the cheese, which I finished without enjoyment. The cider had a sour taste, and after having permitted Horrod to refill the flagon twice, I found that it induced a sense of melancholy and decided to drink no more.

My meal finished, the butler picked up the candle and beckoned to me to follow him. We passed through the empty corridors of the house, a long line of pictured Buggams looking upon us as we passed, their portraits in the flickering light of the taper assuming a strange and lifelike appearance as if leaning forward from their frames to gaze upon the intruder.

Horrod led me upstairs and I realized that he was taking me to the tower in the east wing in which I had observed a light.

The rooms to which the butler conducted me consisted of a sitting room with an adjoining bedroom, both of them fitted with antique wainscotting against which a faded tapestry fluttered. There was a candle burning on the table in the sitting room but its insufficient light only rendered the surroundings the more dismal. Horrod bent down in front of the fireplace and endeavoured to light a fire there. But the wood was evidently damp, and the fire flickered feebly on the hearth.

The butler left me, and in the stillness of the house I could hear his shuffling step echo down the corridor. It may have been fancy, but it seemed to me that his departure was the signal for a low moan that came from somewhere behind the wainscot. There was a narrow cupboard door at one side of the room, and for the moment I wondered whether the moaning came from within. I am not as a rule lacking in courage (I am sure my reader will be decent enough to believe this), yet I found myself entirely unwilling to open the cupboard door and look within. In place of doing so I seated myself in a great chair in front of the feeble fire. I must have been seated there for some time when I happened to lift my eyes to the mantel above and saw, standing upon it, a letter addressed to myself. I knew the handwriting at once to be that of Sir Jeremy Buggam.

I opened it, and spreading it out within reach of the feeble candle light, I read as follows:

“My dear Digby,

In our talk that you will remember I had no time to finish telling you about the mystery of Buggam Grange. I take for granted, however, that you will go there and that Horrod will put you in the tower rooms, which are the only ones that make any pretense of being habitable. I have, therefore, sent him this letter to deliver at the Grange itself. The story is this:

On the night of the fifteenth of November, fifty years ago, my grandfather was murdered in the room in which you are sitting, by his cousin Sir Duggam Buggam. He was stabbed from behind while seated at the little table at which you are probably reading this letter. The two had been playing cards at the table and my grandfather’s body was found lying in a litter of cards and gold sovereigns on the floor. Sir Duggam Buggam, insensible from drink, lay beside him, the fatal knife at his hand, his fingers smeared with blood. My grandfather, though of the younger branch, possessed a part of the estates which were to revert to Sir Duggam on his death. Sir Duggam Buggam was tried at the Assizes and was hanged. On the day of his execution he was permitted by the authorities, out of respect for his rank, to wear a mask to the scaffold. The clothes in which he was executed are hanging at full length in the little cupboard to your right, and the mask is above them. It is said that on every fifteenth of November at midnight the cupboard door opens and Sir Duggam Buggam walks out into the room. It has been found impossible to get servants to remain at the Grange, and the place — except for the presence of Horrod — has been unoccupied for a generation. At the time of the murder Horrod was a young man of twenty-two, newly entered into the service of the family. It was he who entered the room and discovered the crime. On the day of the execution he was stricken with paralysis and has never spoken since. From that time to this he has never consented to leave the Grange where he lives in isolation.

Wishing you a pleasant night after your tiring journey,

I remain,

Very faithfully,

Jeremy Buggam.”

I leave my reader to imagine my state of mind when I completed the perusal of the letter.

I have as little belief in the supernatural as anyone, yet I must confess that there was something in the surroundings in which I now found myself which rendered me at least uncomfortable. My reader may smile if he will, but I assure him that it was with a very distinct feeling of uneasiness that I at length managed to rise to my feet, and, grasping my candle in my hand, to move backward into the bedroom. As I backed into it something so like a moan seemed to proceed from the closed cupboard that I accelerated my backward movement to a considerable degree. I hastily blew out the candle, threw myself upon the bed and drew the bed clothes over my head, keeping, however, one eye and one ear still out and available.

How long I lay thus listening to every sound, I cannot tell. The stillness had become absolute. From time to time I could dimly hear the distant cry of an owl and once far away in the building below a sound as of someone dragging a chain along a floor. More than once I was certain that I heard the sound of moaning behind the wainscot. Meantime I realized that the hour must now be drawing close upon the fatal moment of midnight. My watch I could not see in the darkness, but by reckoning the time that must have elapsed I knew that midnight could not be far away. Then presently my ear, alert to every sound, could just distinguish far away across the fens the striking of a church bell, in the clock tower of Buggam village church, no doubt, tolling the hour of twelve.

On the last stroke of twelve, the cupboard door in the next room opened. There is no need to ask me how I knew it. I couldn’t, of course, see it, but I could hear, or sense in some way, the sound of it. I could feel my hair, all of it, rising upon my head. I was aware that there was a presence in the adjoining room, I will not say a person, a living soul, but a presence. Anyone who has been in the next room to a presence will know just how I felt. I could hear a sound as of someone groping on the floor and the faint rattle as of coins.

My hair was now perpendicular. My reader can blame it or not, but it was.

Then at this very moment from somewhere below in the building there came the sound of a prolonged and piercing cry, a cry as of a soul passing in agony. My reader may censure me or not, but right at this moment I decided to beat it. Whether I should have remained to see what was happening is a question that I will not discuss. My one idea was to get out and to get out quickly. The window of the tower room was some twenty-five feet above the ground. I sprang out through the casement in one leap and landed on the grass below. I jumped over the shrubbery in one bound and cleared the moat in one jump. I went down the avenue in about six strides and ran five miles along the road through the fens in three minutes. This at least is an accurate transcription of my sensations. It may have taken longer. I never stopped till I found myself on the threshold of the Buggam Arms in Little Buggam, beating on the door for the landlord.

I returned to Buggam Grange on the next day in the bright sunlight of a frosty November morning, in a seven cylinder motor car with six local constables and a physician. It makes all the difference. We carried revolvers, spades, pickaxes, shotguns and a ouija board.

What we found cleared up forever the mystery of the Grange. We discovered Horrod the butler lying on the dining room floor quite dead. The physician said that he had died from heart failure. There was evidence from the marks of his shoes in the dust that he had come in the night to the tower room. On the table he had placed a paper which contained a full confession of his having murdered Jeremy Buggam fifty years before. The circumstances of the murder had rendered it easy for him to fasten the crime upon Sir Duggam, already insensible from drink. A few minutes with the ouija board enabled us to get a full corroboration from Sir Duggam. He promised moreover, now that his name was cleared, to go away from the premises forever.

My friend, the present Sir Jeremy, has rehabilitated Buggam Grange. The place is rebuilt. The moat is drained. The whole house is lit with electricity. There are beautiful motor drives in all directions in the woods. He has had the bats shot and the owls stuffed. His daughter, Clara Buggam, became my wife. She is looking over my shoulder as I write. What more do you want?


How We Kept Mother’s Day. As Related by a Member of the Family
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OF ALL THE different ideas that have been started lately, I think that the very best is the notion of celebrating once a year “Mother’s Day.” I don’t wonder that May the eleventh is becoming such a popular date all over America and I am sure the idea will spread to England too.

It is especially in a big family like ours that such an idea takes hold. So we decided to have a special celebration of Mother’s Day. We thought it a fine idea. It made us all realize how much Mother had done for us for years, and all the efforts and sacrifice that she had made for our sake.

So we decided that we’d make it a great day, a holiday for all the family, and do everything we could to make Mother happy. Father decided to take a holiday from his office, so as to help in celebrating the day, and my sister Anne and I stayed home from college classes, and Mary and my brother Will stayed home from High School.

It was our plan to make it a day just like Xmas or any big holiday, and so we decided to decorate the house with flowers and with mottoes over the mantelpieces, and all that kind of thing. We got Mother to make mottoes and arrange the decorations, because she always does it at Xmas.

The two girls thought it would be a nice thing to dress in our very best for such a big occasion, and so they both got new hats. Mother trimmed both the hats, and they looked fine, and Father had bought four-in-hand silk ties for himself and us boys as a souvenir of the day to remember Mother by. We were going to get Mother a new hat too, but it turned out that she seemed to really like her old grey bonnet better than a new one, and both the girls said that it was awfully becoming to her.

Well, after breakfast we had it arranged as a surprise for Mother that we would hire a motor car and take her for a beautiful drive away into the country. Mother is hardly ever able to have a treat like that, because we can only afford to keep one maid, and so Mother is busy in the house nearly all the time. And of course the country is so lovely now that it would be just grand for her to have a lovely morning, driving for miles and miles.

But on the very morning of the day we changed the plan a little bit, because it occurred to Father that a thing it would be better to do even than to take Mother for a motor drive would be to take her fishing. Father said that as the car was hired and paid for, we might just as well use it for a drive up into hills where the streams are. As Father said, if you just go out driving without any object, you have a sense of aimlessness, but if you are going to fish, there is a definite purpose in front of you to heighten the enjoyment.

So we all felt that it would be nicer for Mother to have a definite purpose; and anyway, it turned out that Father had just got a new rod the day before, which made the idea of fishing all the more appropriate, and he said that Mother could use it if she wanted to; in fact, he said it was practically for her, only Mother said she would much rather watch him fish and not try to fish herself.

So we got everything arranged for the trip, and we got Mother to cut up some sandwiches and make up a sort of lunch in case we got hungry, though of course we were to come back home again to a big dinner in the middle of the day, just like Xmas or New Year’s Day. Mother packed it all up in a basket for us ready to go in the motor.

Well, when the car came to the door, it turned out that there hardly seemed as much room in it as we had supposed, because we hadn’t reckoned on Father’s fishing basket and the rods and the lunch, and it was plain enough that we couldn’t all get in.

Father said not to mind him, he said that he could just as well stay home, and that he was sure that he could put in the time working in the garden; he said that there was a lot of rough dirty work that he could do, like digging a trench for the garbage, that would save hiring a man, and so he said that he’d stay home; he said that we were not to let the fact of his not having had a real holiday for three years stand in our way; he wanted us to go right ahead and be happy and have a big day, and not to mind him. He said that he could plug away all day, and in fact he said he’d been a fool to think there’d be any holiday for him.

But of course we all felt that it would never do to let Father stay home, especially as we knew he would make trouble if he did. The two girls, Anne and Mary, would gladly have stayed and helped the maid get dinner, only it seemed such a pity to, on a lovely day like this, having their new hats. But they both said that Mother had only to say the word, and they’d gladly stay home and work. Will and I would have dropped out, but unfortunately we wouldn’t have been any use in getting the dinner.

So in the end it was decided that Mother would stay home and just have a lovely restful day round the house, and get the dinner. It turned out anyway that Mother doesn’t care for fishing, and also it was just a little bit cold and fresh out of doors, though it was lovely and sunny, and Father was rather afraid that Mother might take cold if she came.

He said he would never forgive himself if he dragged Mother round the country and let her take a severe cold at a time when she might be having a beautiful rest. He said it was our duty to try and let Mother get all the rest and quiet that she could, after all that she had done for all of us, and he said that that was principally why he had fallen in with this idea of a fishing trip, so as to give Mother a little quiet. He said that young people seldom realize how much quiet means to people who are getting old. As to himself, he could still stand the racket, but he was glad to shelter Mother from it.

So we all drove away with three cheers for Mother, and Mother stood and watched us from the verandah for as long as she could see us, and Father waved his hand back to her every few minutes till he hit his hand on the back edge of the car, and then said that he didn’t think that Mother could see us any longer.

Well, we had the loveliest day up among the hills that you could possibly imagine, and Father caught such big specimens that he felt sure that Mother couldn’t have landed them anyway, if she had been fishing for them, and Will and I fished too, though we didn’t get so many as Father, and the two girls met quite a lot of people that they knew as we drove along, and there were some young men friends of theirs that they met along the stream and talked to, and so we all had a splendid time.

It was quite late when we got back, nearly seven o’clock in the evening, but Mother had guessed that we would be late, so she had kept back the dinner so as to have it just nicely ready and hot for us. Only first she had to get towels and soap for Father and clean things for him to put on, because he always gets so messed up with fishing, and that kept Mother busy for a little while, that and helping the girls get ready.

But at last everything was ready, and we sat down to the grandest kind of dinner — roast turkey and all sorts of things like on Xmas Day. Mother had to get up and down a good bit during the meal fetching things back and forward, but at the end Father noticed it and said she simply mustn’t do it, that he wanted her to spare herself, and he got up and fetched the walnuts over from the sideboard himself.

The dinner lasted a long while, and was great fun, and when it was over all of us wanted to help clear the things up and wash the dishes, only Mother said that she would really much rather do it, and so we let her, because we wanted just for once to humor her.

It was quite late when it was all over, and when we all kissed Mother before going to bed, she said it had been the most wonderful day in her life, and I think there were tears in her eyes. So we all felt awfully repaid for all that we had done.


The Laundry Problem. A Yearning for the Good Old Days of the Humble Washerwoman
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A LONG TIME ago, thirty or forty years ago, there used to exist a humble being called a Washerwoman. It was her simple function to appear at intervals with a huge basket, carry away soiled clothes, and bring them back as snow-white linen.

The washerwoman is gone now. Her place is taken by the Amalgamated Laundry Company. She is gone but I want her back.

The washerwoman, in fact and in fiction, was supposed to represent the bottom end of everything. She could just manage to exist. She was the last word. Now the Amalgamated Laundry Company uses hydro-electric power, has an office like a bank, and delivers its goods out of a huge hearse driven by a chauffeur in livery. But I want that humble woman back.

In the old days any woman deserted and abandoned in the world took in washing. When all else failed there was at least that. Any woman who wanted to show her independent spirit and force of character threatened to take in washing. It was the last resort of a noble mind. In many of the great works of fiction the heroine’s mother almost took in washing.

Women whose ancestry went back to the crusades very nearly, though never quite, started to wash when the discovery of the missing will saved them from the suds. But nowadays if a woman exclaimed, “What shall I do? I am alone in the world! I will open an Amalgamated Laundry!” — it would not sound the same.

The operation of the old system — as I recall it from the days of forty years ago — was very simple. The washerwoman used to call and take away my shirt and my collar and while she washed them I wore my other shirt and my other collar. When she came back we changed over. She always had one and I had one. In those days any young man in a fair position needed two shirts.

Where the poor washerwoman was hopelessly simple was that she never destroyed or injured the shirt. She never even thought to bite a piece out with her teeth. When she brought it back it looked softer and better than ever. It never occurred to her to tear out one of the sleeves. If she broke out a button in washing, she humbly sewed it on again.

When she ironed the shirt it never occurred to the simple soul to burn a brown mark right across it. The woman lacked imagination. In other words, modern industrialism was in its infancy.

I have never witnessed at first hand the processes of a modern incorporated laundry company using up-to-date machinery. But I can easily construct in my imagination a vision of what is done when a package of washing is received. The shirts are first sorted out and taken to an expert who rapidly sprinkles them with sulphuric acid.

They then go to the coloring room where they are dipped in a solution of yellow stain. From this they pass to the machine-gun room where holes are shot in them and from there by an automatic carrier to the hydraulic tearing room where the sleeves are torn out. After that they are squeezed absolutely flat under enormous pressure which puts them into such a shape that the buttons can all be ripped up at a single scrape by an expert button ripper.

The last process is altogether handwork and accounts, I am informed, for the heavy cost. A good button-ripper with an expert knowledge of the breaking strain of material, easily earns fifty dollars a day. But the work is very exacting, as not a single button is expected to escape his eye. Of late the big laundries are employing new chemical methods, such as mustard gas, tear bombs, and star shells.

Collars, I understand, are treated in the same way, though the process varies a little according as the aim is to produce the Fuzzled Edge Finish or the Split Side Slit. The general idea, of course, in any first class laundry, is to see that no shirt or collar ever comes back twice. If it should happen to do so, it is sent at once to the Final Destruction Department, who put gun cotton under it and blow it into six bits. It is then labelled “damaged” and sent home in a special conveyance with an attendant in the morning.

Had the poor washerwoman kept a machine-gun and a little dynamite, she could have made a fortune. But she didn’t know it. In the old days a washerwoman washed a shirt for ten-twelfths of a cent — or ten cents a dozen pieces. The best laundries, those which deny all admission to their offices and send back their laundry under an armed guard, now charge one dollar to wash a shirt, with a special rate of twelve dollars a dozen.

On the same scale the washerwoman’s wages would be multiplied by a hundred and twenty. She really represented in value an income of fifty dollars a year. Had it been known, she could have been incorporated and dividends picked off her like huckleberries.

Now that I think of it, she was worth even more than that. With the modern laundry a shirt may be worn twice, for one day each time. After that it is blown up. And it costs four dollars to buy a new one. In the old days a shirt lasted till a man outgrew it. As a man approached middle life he found, with a certain satisfaction, that he had outgrown his shirt. He had to spend seventy-five cents on a new one, and that one lasted till he was buried in it.

Had some poor woman only known enough to pick up one of these shirts and bite the neck out of it, she might have started something really big.

But even when all this has been said there remains more yet. In the old days if you had a complaint to make to the washerwoman you said it to her straight out. She was there. And she heard the complaint and sneaked away with tears in her eyes to her humble home where she read the Bible and drank gin.

But now if you have a complaint to make to an Amalgamated Laundry Corporation, you can’t find it. There is no use complaining to the chauffeur in livery. He never saw a shirt in his life.

There is no use going to the office. All you find there are groups of lady employees sheltered behind a cast iron grating. They never saw your shirt. Don’t ask them. They have their office work and in the evening they take extension lectures on the modern drama. They wouldn’t know a shirt if they saw it.

Nor can you write to the company. I speak here of what I know for I have tried to lay a complaint before a laundry company in writing, and I know the futility of it. Here is the letter I wrote:

To the Board of Directors,

The Amalgamated Universal Laundry Company

Gentlemen: — 

I wish you would try to be a little more careful with my shirt. I mean the pink one. I think you put a little more starch in the neck last time than you intended and it all seems stuck together.

Very faithfully yours — 

But the only answer I got was a communication in the following terms:

Dear Sir,

Folio 110,615. Department 0412. Received February 19th, 9.26 a.m. Read March 19, 8.23 a.m. Sent down April 19th, 4.01 a.m. Sent up May 19th, 2 a.m.

We beg to inform you that your communication as above will be laid before the shareholders at the next general meeting. In answering kindly indicate folio, department, street, age and occupation. No complaints received under names or in words.

Yours,

Folio 0016.

After that I felt it was hopeless to go on. My only chance for the future is that I may get to know some beautiful rich woman and perhaps her husband will run away and leave her weeping and penniless and drinking gin, and then I will appear in the doorway and will say, “Dry your tears, dear, dear friend; there is prosperity for you yet; you shall wash my shirt.”


The Great Detective

I
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“‘HA!’ EXCLAIMED THE Great Detective, raising himself from the resilient sod on which he had lain prone for half an hour, ‘what have we here?’

“As he spoke, he held up a blade of grass he had plucked.

“‘I see nothing,’ said the Poor Nut.

“‘No, I suppose not,’ said the Great Detective; after which he seated himself on a stone, took out his saxophone from its case, and for the next half hour was lost in the intricacies of Gounod’s ‘Sonata in Six Flats with a Basement.’”

 — Any Detective Story.

 

The publishers tell us that more than a thousand detective stories are sold every day — or is it every hour? It does not matter. The point is that a great many are sold all the time, and that there is no slackening of the appetite of the reading public for stories of mysterious crime.

It is not so much the crime itself that attracts as the unraveling of the mystery by the super-brain of the Great Detective, as silent as he is efficient. He speaks only about once a week. He seldom eats. He crawls around in the grass picking up clews. He sits upside down in his arm-chair forging his inexorable chain of logic.

But when he’s done with it, the insoluble mystery is solved, justice is done, the stolen jewels are restored, and the criminal is either hanged or pledges his word to go and settle on a ranch in Saskatchewan; after which the Great Detective takes a night off at the Grand Opera, the only thing that really reaches him.

The tempting point about a detective story — both for the writer and the reader — is that it is so beautifully easy to begin. All that is needed is to start off with a first-class murder.

“Mr. Blankety Blank sat in his office in the drowsy hour of a Saturday afternoon. He was alone. Work was done for the day. The clerks were gone. The building, save for the janitor, who lived in the basement, was empty.

“As he sat thus, gazing in a sort of reverie at the papers on the desk in front of him, his chin resting on his hand, his eyes closed and slumber stole upon him.”

Quite so. Let him feel just as drowsy as ever he likes. The experienced reader knows that now is the very moment when he is about to get a crack on the nut. This drowsy gentleman, on the first page of a detective story, is not really one of the characters at all. He is cast for the melancholy part that will presently be called The Body. Some writers prefer to begin with The Body itself right away — after this fashion:

“The Body was that of an elderly gentleman, upside down, but otherwise entirely dressed.”

But it seems fairer to give the elderly gentleman a few minutes of life before knocking him on the head. As long as the reader knows that there is either a Body right away, or that there is going to be one, he is satisfied.

Sometimes a touch of terror is added by having the elderly gentleman killed in a country house at night. Most readers will agree that this is the better way to kill him.

“Sir Charles Althorpe sat alone in his library at Althorpe Chase. It was late at night. The fire had burned low in the grate. Through the heavily curtained windows no sound came from outside. Save for the maids, who slept in a distant wing, and save for the butler, whose room was under the stairs, the Chase, at this time of the year, was empty. As Sir Charles sat thus in his arm-chair, his head gradually sank upon his chest and he dozed off into slumber.”

Foolish man! Doesn’t he know that to doze off into slumber in an isolated country house, with the maids in a distant wing, is little short of madness? Apparently he doesn’t, and his fate, to the complete satisfaction of the reader, comes right at him.

Let it be noted that in thus setting the stage for a detective story, the Body selected is, in nine cases out of ten, that of an “elderly gentleman.” It would be cowardly to kill a woman, and even our grimmest writers hesitate to kill a child. But an “elderly gentleman” is all right, especially when “fully dressed” and half asleep. Somehow they seem to invite a knock on the head.

After such a beginning, the story ripples brightly along with the finding of the Body, and with the Inquest, and with the arrest of the janitor, or the butler, and the usual details of that sort.

Any trained reader knows when he sees that trick phrase, “save for the janitor, who lived in the basement,” or “save for the butler, whose room was under the stairs,” that the janitor and the butler are to be arrested at once.

Not that they really did commit the murder. We don’t believe they did. But they are suspected. And a good writer in the outset of a crime story throws suspicion around like pepper.

In fact, the janitor and the butler are not the only ones. There is also, in all the stories, a sort of Half Hero (he can’t be a whole hero, because that would interfere with the Great Detective), who is partly suspected, and sometimes even arrested. He is the young man who is either heir to the money in the story, or who had a “violent quarrel” with the Body, or who was seen “leaving the premises at a late hour” and refuses to say why.

Some writers are even mean enough to throw a little suspicion on the Heroine — the niece or ward of the elderly gentleman — a needless young woman dragged in by convention into this kind of novel. She gets suspected merely because she bought half a gallon of arsenic at the local chemist shop. They won’t believe her when she says, with tears in her eyes, that she wanted it to water the tulips with.

The Body being thus completely dead, Inspector Higginbottom of the local police having been called in, having questioned all the maids, and having announced himself “completely baffled,” the crime story is well set and the Great Detective is brought into it.

Here, at once, the writer is confronted with the problem of how to tell the story, and whether to write it as if it were told by the Great Detective himself. But the Great Detective is above that. For one thing, he’s too silent. And in any case, if he told the story himself, his modesty might hold him back from fully explaining how terribly clever he is, and how wonderful his deductions are.

So the nearly universal method has come to be that the story is told through the mouth of an Inferior Person, a friend and confidant of the Great Detective. This humble associate has the special function of being lost in admiration all the time.

In fact, this friend, taken at his own face value, must be regarded as a Poor Nut. Witness the way in which his brain breaks down utterly and is set going again by the Great Detective. The scene occurs when the Great Detective begins to observe all the things around the place that were overlooked by Inspector Higginbottom.

“‘But how,’ I exclaimed, ‘how in the name of all that is incomprehensible, are you able to aver that the criminal wore rubbers?’

“My friend smiled quietly.

“‘You observe,’ he said, ‘that patch of fresh mud about ten feet square in front of the door of the house. If you would look, you will see that it has been freshly walked over by a man with rubbers on.’

“I looked. The marks of the rubbers were there plain enough — at least a dozen of them.

“‘What a fool I was!’ I exclaimed. ‘But at least tell me how you were able to know the length of the criminal’s foot?’

“My friend smiled again, his same inscrutable smile.

“‘By measuring the print of the rubber,’ he answered quietly, ‘and then subtracting from it the thickness of the material multiplied by two.’

“‘Multiplied by two!’ I exclaimed. ‘Why by two?’

“‘For the toe and the heel.’

“‘Idiot that I am,’ I cried, ‘it all seems so plain when you explain it.’”

In other words, the Poor Nut makes an admirable narrator. However much fogged the reader may get, he has at least the comfort of knowing that the Nut is far more fogged than he is. Indeed, the Nut may be said, in a way, to personify the ideal reader, that is to say the stupidest — the reader who is most completely bamboozled with the mystery, and yet intensely interested.

Such a reader has the support of knowing that the police are entirely “baffled” — that’s always the word for them; that the public are “mystified”; that the authorities are “alarmed”; the newspapers “in the dark”; and the Poor Nut, altogether up a tree. On those terms, the reader can enjoy his own ignorance to the full.

A first-class insoluble crime having thus been well started, and with the Poor Nut narrating it with his ingenuous interest, the next stage in the mechanism of the story is to bring out the personality of the Great Detective, and to show how terribly clever he is.

II

When a detective story gets well started — when the “body” has been duly found — and the “butler” or the “janitor” has been arrested — when the police have been completely “baffled” — then is the time when the Great Detective is brought in and gets to work.

But before he can work at all, or at least be made thoroughly satisfactory to the up-to-date reader, it is necessary to touch him up. He can be made extremely tall and extremely thin, or even “cadaverous.” Why a cadaverous man can solve a mystery better than a fat man it is hard to say; presumably the thinner a man is, the more acute is his mind. At any rate, the old school of writers preferred to have their detectives lean. This incidentally gave the detective a face “like a hawk,” the writer not realizing that a hawk is one of the stupidest of animals. A detective with a face like an ourang-outang would beat it all to bits.

Indeed, the Great Detective’s face becomes even more important than his body. Here there is absolute unanimity. His face has to be “inscrutable.” Look at it though you will, you can never read it. Contrast it, for example, with the face of Inspector Higginbottom, of the local police force. Here is a face that can look “surprised,” or “relieved,” or, with great ease, “completely baffled.”

But the face of the Great Detective knows of no such changes. No wonder the Poor Nut, as we may call the person who is supposed to narrate the story, is completely mystified. From the face of the great man you can’t tell whether the cart in which they are driving jolts him or whether the food at the Inn gives him indigestion.

To the Great Detective’s face there used to be added the old-time expedient of not allowing him either to eat or drink. And when it was added that during this same period of about eight days the sleuth never slept, the reader could realize in what fine shape his brain would be for working out his “inexorable chain of logic.”

But nowadays this is changed. The Great Detective not only eats, but he eats well. Often he is presented as a connoisseur in food. Thus:

“‘Stop a bit,’ thus speaks the Great Detective to the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom, whom he is dragging round with him as usual; ‘we have half an hour before the train leaves Paddington. Let us have some dinner. I know an Italian restaurant near here where they serve frogs’ legs à la Marengo better than anywhere else in London.’

“A few minutes later we were seated at one of the tables of a dingy little eating-place whose signboard with the words ‘Restauranto Italiano’ led me to the deduction that it was an Italian restaurant. I was amazed to observe that my friend was evidently well known in the place, while his order for ‘three glasses of Chianti with two drops of vermicelli in each,’ called for an obsequious bow from the appreciative padrone. I realized that this amazing man knew as much of the finesse of Italian wines as he did of playing the saxophone.”

We may go further. In many up-to-date cases the detective not only gets plenty to eat, but a liberal allowance of strong drink. One generous British author of to-day is never tired of handing out to the Great Detective and his friends what he calls a “stiff whiskey and soda.” At all moments of crisis they get one.

For example, when they find the Body of Sir Charles Althorpe, late owner of Althorpe Chase, a terrible sight, lying on the floor of the library, what do they do? They reach at once to the sideboard and pour themselves out a “stiff whiskey and soda.” Or when the heroine learns that her guardian Sir Charles is dead and that she is his heiress and when she is about to faint, what do they do? They immediately pour “a stiff whiskey and soda” into her. It is certainly a great method.

But in the main we may say that all this stuff about eating and drinking has lost its importance. The great detective has to be made exceptional by some other method.

And here is where his music comes in. It transpires — not at once but in the first pause in the story — that this great man not only can solve a crime, but has the most extraordinary aptitude for music, especially for dreamy music of the most difficult kind. As soon as he is left in the Inn room with the Poor Nut out comes his saxophone and he tunes it up.

“‘What were you playing?’ I asked, as my friend at last folded his beloved instrument into its case.

“‘Beethoven’s Sonata in Q,’ he answered modestly.

“‘Good Heavens!’ I exclaimed.”

Another popular method of making the Great Detective a striking character is to show him as possessing a strange and varied range of knowledge. For example, the Poor Nut is talking with a third person, the Great Detective being apparently sunk in reveries. In the course of the conversation the name of Constantinople is mentioned.

“I was hardly aware that my friend was hearing what was said.

“He looked up quietly.

“‘Constantinople?’ he said. ‘That was the capital of Turkey, was it not?’

“I could not help marveling again how this strange being could have acquired his minute and varied knowledge.”

The Great Detective’s personality having been thus arranged, he is brought along with the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom to Althorpe Chase and it is now up to him to start to “solve” the mystery. Till a little while ago, the favorite way of having him do this was by means of tracks, footprints, and other traces. This method, which has now worn threadbare, had a tremendous vogue. According to it, the Great Detective never questioned anybody.

But his real work was done right at the scene of the crime, crawling round on the carpet of the library, and wriggling about on the grass outside. After he has got up after two days of crawling, with a broken blade of grass, he would sit down on a stone and play the saxophone and then announce that the mystery is solved and tell Inspector Higginbottom whom to arrest. That was all. He would not explain anything but what the Poor Nut, half crazy with mystification, begged him to do.

“‘The case,’ he at last explained very airily, ‘has been a simple one, but not without its features of interest.’

“‘Simple!’ I exclaimed.

“‘Precisely,’ said he; ‘you see this blade of grass. You tell me that you see nothing. Look at it again under this lense. What do you see? The letters ACK clearly stamped, but in reverse, on the soft green of the grass. What do they mean?’

“‘Nothing,’ I groaned.

“‘You are wrong,’ he said, ‘they are the last three letters of the word DACK, the name of a well-known shoemaker in Market Croydon four miles west of the Chase.’

“‘Good Heavens,’ I said.

“‘Now look at this soft piece of mud which I have baked and which carries a similar stamp — ILTON.’

“‘Ilton, Ilton,’ I repeated, ‘I fear it means less than ever.’

“‘To you,’ he said. ‘Because you do not observe. Did you never note that makers of trousers nowadays stamp their trouser buttons with their names? These letters are the concluding part of the name BILTON, one of the best-known tailors of Kings Croft, four miles east of the Chase.’

“‘Good Heavens!’ I cried, ‘I begin to see.’

“‘Do you?’ he said drily. ‘Then no doubt you can piece together the analysis. Our criminal is wearing a pair of trousers, bought in Kings Croft, and a shoe bought in Market Croydon. What do you infer as to where he lives?’

“‘Good Heavens,’ I said, ‘I begin to see it!’

“‘Exactly,’ said the Great Detective. ‘He lives halfway between the two!’

“‘At the Chase itself!’ I cried. ‘What a fool I have been.’

“‘You have,’ he answered quietly.”

 

But unfortunately the public has begun to find this method of traces and tracks a “bit thick.” All these fond old literary fictions are crumbling away.

THE METHOD OF RECONDITE KNOWLEDGE

In fact, they are being very largely replaced by the newer and much more showy expedient that can be called the Method of Recondite Knowledge. The Great Detective is equipped with a sort of super-scientific knowledge of things, materials, substances, chemistry, actions, and reactions that would give him a Ph.D. degree in any school of applied science.

Some of the best detectives of the higher fiction of to-day even maintain a laboratory and a couple of assistants. When they have this, all they need is a little piece of dust or a couple of micrometer sections and the criminal is as good as caught.

Thus, let us suppose that in the present instance Sir Charles Althorpe has been done to death — as so many “elderly gentlemen” were in the fiction of twenty years ago — by the intrusion into his library of a sailor with a wooden leg newly landed from Java. Formerly the crime would have been traced by the top heaviness of his wooden leg — when the man drank beer at the Althorpe Arms, his elbow on the side away from his leg would have left an impression on the bar, similar to the one left where he climbed the window sill.

But in the newer type of story the few grains of dust found near the Body would turn out to be specks from the fiber of Java cocoanut, such as is seen only on the decks of ships newly arrived from Java, and on the clothes of the sailors.

But, by the one method or the other method, the “inexorable chain of logic” can be completed to the last link. The writer can’t go on forever; sooner or later he must own up and say who did it. After two hundred pages, he finds himself up against the brutal necessity of selecting his actual murderer.

So, now then, who did it? Which brings us to the final phase of the Detective Story. Who really killed Sir Charles?

III

THE TRAMP SOLUTION

According to one very simple expedient, the murder was not committed by any of the principal characters at all. It was committed by a tramp. It transpires that the tramp was passing the Chase late that night and was attracted by the light behind the curtain (as tramps are apt to be), and came and peered through the window (as tramps love to do), and when he saw Sir Charles asleep in his chair with the gold watch on the table beside him, he got one of those sudden impulses (such as tramps get when they see a gold watch), and, before he knew what he had done, he had lifted the window and slipped into the room.

Sir Charles woke — and there you are. All quite simple. Indeed, but for the telltale marks on the grass, or the telltale fiber on the carpet, or the tell tale something, the murderer would never have been known.

And yet the solution seems paltry. It seems a shame to drag in the poor tattered creature at the very end and introduce and hang him all in one page.

So we have to look round for some other plan.

THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY SOMEBODY ELSE ALTOGETHER DIFFERENT

A solution, which is a prime favorite with at least one very distinguished contemporary author, is to have it turn out that the murder has been committed by somebody else altogether different. In other words, it was committed by some casual person who just came into the story for about one half a second.

Let us make up a simple example. At the Althorpe Arms Inn where the Great Detective and the Poor Nut are staying while they investigate the death of Sir Charles, we bring in, just for one minute, “a burly-looking man in a check suit drinking a glass of ale in the bar.” We ask him quite casually, if he can tell us anything about the State of the road to Farringham. He answers in a surly way that he’s a stranger to these parts and knows nothing of it. That’s all. He doesn’t come in any more till the very end.

But a really experienced reader ought to guess at once that he committed the murder. Look at it: he’s burly; and he’s surly; and he has a check suit; and he drinks ale; and he’s a stranger; that’s enough. Any good law court could hang him for that — in a detective story, anyway.

When at last the truth dawns on the Poor Nut.

“‘Great Heavens,’ I exclaimed, ‘the man in the check suit!’

“The Great Detective nodded.

“‘But how on earth!’ I exclaimed, more mystified than ever, ‘were you ever led to suspect it?’

“‘From the very first,’ said my friend, turning to Inspector Higginbottom, who nodded in confirmation, ‘we had a strong clew.’

“‘A clew!’ I exclaimed.

“‘Yes, one of the checks on his coat had been cached.’

“‘Cashed,’ I cried.

“‘You misunderstand me; not “cashed,” CACHED. He had cut it out and hidden it. A man who cuts out a part of his coat and hides it on the day after a crime is probably concealing something.’

“‘Great Heavens!’ I exclaimed, ‘how obvious it sounds when you put it that way. To think that I never thought of it!’”

THE SOLUTION OF THE THOROUGHLY DANGEROUS WOMAN

According to this method, the crime was committed by a thoroughly bad, thoroughly dangerous woman, generally half foreign — which is supposed to account for a lot. She has just come into the story casually — as a nurse, or as an assistant bookkeeper, or, more usual and much better, as a “discarded flame” of somebody or other.

These discarded flames flicker all through detective literature as a terrible warning to persons of a fickle disposition. In any case, great reliance is placed on foreign blood as accounting for her. For Anglo-Saxon readers, if you put a proper quantity of foreign blood into a nurse and then discard her, that will do the trick every time.

To show how thoroughly bad she is, the Dangerous Woman used to be introduced by the writers of the Victorian age as smoking a cigarette. She also wore “high-heeled shoes and a skirt that reached barely to her ankles.” In our time, she would have to do a little better than that. In short, as the key to a murder, we must pass her by. She would get acquitted every time.

Let us try something else.

THE SOLUTION THAT THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY BLUE EDWARD

According to this explanation of the mysterious crime, it turns out, right at the end of the story, that the murder was not done by any of the people suspected — neither by the Butler, nor the Half Hero, nor the Tramp, nor the Dangerous Woman. Not at all. It was the work of one of the most audacious criminals ever heard of (except that the reader never heard of him till this second), the head and brain of a whole gang of criminals, ramifying all over Hades.

This head criminal generally goes under some such terrible name as Black Pete, or Yellow Charlie, or Blue Edward. As soon as his name is mentioned, then at once not only the Great Detective but everybody else knows all about him — except only the reader and the Nut, who is always used as a proxy for the reader in matters of astonishment or simplicity of mind.

At the very height of the chase, a new murder, that of a deputy police inspector (they come cheap; it’s not like killing one of the regular characters), is added to the main crime of killing Sir Charles. The manner of the murder — by means of a dropping bullet fired three miles away with its trajectory computed by algebra — has led to the arrest. The Great Detective, calculating back the path of the bullet, has ordered by telephone the arrest of a man three miles away. As the Detective, the Nut, and the police stand looking at the body of the murdered policeman, word comes from Scotland Yard that the arrest is made:

“The Great Detective stood looking about him, quietly shaking his head. His eye rested a moment on the pros-trate body of Sub-Inspector Bradshaw, then turned to scrutinize the neat hole drilled in the glass of the window.

“‘I see it all now,’ he murmured. ‘I should have guessed it sooner. There is no doubt whose work this is.’

“‘Who is it?’ I asked.

“‘Blue Edward,’ he announced quietly.

“‘Blue Edward!’ I exclaimed.

“‘Blue Edward,’ he repeated.

“‘Blue Edward!’ I reiterated, ‘but who then is Blue Edward?’”

 

This, of course, is the very question that the reader is wanting to ask. Who on earth is Blue Edward? The question is answered at once by the Great Detective himself.

“‘The fact that you have never heard of Blue Edward merely shows the world that you have lived in. As a matter of fact, Blue Edward is the terror of four continents. We have traced him to Shanghai, only to find him in Madagascar. It was he who organized the terrible robbery at Irkutsk in which ten mujiks were blown up with a bottle of Epsom salts.

“‘It was Blue Edward who for years held the whole of Philadelphia in abject terror, and kept Oshkosh, Wisconsin, on the jump for even longer. At the head of a gang of criminals that ramifies all over the known globe, equipped with a scientific education that enables him to read and write and use a typewriter with the greatest ease, Blue Edward has practically held the police of the world at bay for years.

“‘I suspected his hand in this from the start. From the very outset, certain evidences pointed to the work of Blue Edward.’”

After which all the police inspectors and spectators keep shaking their heads and murmuring, “Blue Edward, Blue Edward,” until the reader is sufficiently impressed.

IV

The writing of a detective story, without a doubt, gets harder and harder towards the end. It is not merely the difficulty of finding a suitable criminal; there is added the difficulty of knowing what to do with him. It is a tradition of three centuries of novel writing that a story ought to end happily. But in this case, how end up happily?

For example, here we have Blue Edward, caught at last, with handcuffs on his wrists — Blue Edward, the most dangerous criminal that ever interwove the underworld into a solid mesh; Blue Edward, who — well, in fact, the whole aim of the writer only a little while before was to show what a heller Blue Edward was. True, we never heard of him until near the end of the book, but when he did get in we were told that his Gang had ramified all the way from Sicily to Oklahoma. Now, what are we to do?

If it is not Blue Edward, then we’ve got to hang the Tramp — the poor tattered creature who fried potatoes by the hedge. But we are called upon to notice that now he has “a singularly vacant eye.” You can hardly hang a man with a vacant eye. It doesn’t do.

What if we send him to prison for life? But that’s pretty cold stuff, too — sitting looking at four stone walls with a vacant eye for forty years. In fact, the more we think of it, the less satisfied we are with hanging the Tramp. Personally I’d rather hang Meadows the Butler, as we first set out to do, or I’d hang the Nut or the Thoroughly Bad Woman, or any of them.

In the older fiction, they used to face this problem fairly and squarely. They hanged them, — and apparently they liked it. But nowadays we can’t do it. We have lost the old-fashioned solid satisfaction in it, so we have to look round for another solution. Here is one, a very favorite one with our sensitive generation. If I had to give it a name, I would call it — 

THE CRIMINAL WITH THE HACKING COUGH

The method of it is very simple. Blue Edward, or whoever is to be “it,” is duly caught. There’s no doubt of his guilt. But at the moment when the Great Detective and the Ignorant Police are examining him he develops a “hacking cough.” Indeed, as he starts to make his confession, he can hardly talk for hacks.

“‘Well,’ says the criminal, looking round at the little group of police officers, ‘the game is up — hack! hack! — and I may as well make a clean breast of it — hack, hack, hack.’”

Any trained reader when he hears these hacks knows exactly what they are to lead up to. The criminal, robust though he seemed only a chapter ago when he jumped through a three-story window after throttling Sub-Inspector Juggins half to death, is a dying man. He has got one of those terrible diseases known to fiction as a “mortal complaint.” It wouldn’t do to give it an exact name, or somebody might get busy and cure it. The symptoms are a hacking cough and a great mildness of manner, an absence of all profanity, and a tendency to call everybody “you gentlemen.” Those things spell finis.

In fact, all that is needed now is for the Great Detective himself to say, “Gentlemen” (they are all gentlemen at this stage of the story), “a higher conviction than any earthly law has, et cetera, et cetera.” With that, the curtain is dropped, and it is understood that the criminal made his exit the same night.

That’s better, decidedly better. And yet, lacking in cheerfulness, somehow.

It is just about as difficult to deal with the Thoroughly Bad woman. The general procedure is to make her raise a terrible scene. When she is at last rounded up and caught, she doesn’t “go quietly” like the criminal with the hacking cough or the repentant tramp. Not at all. She raises — in fact, she is made to raise so much that the reader will be content to waive any prejudice about the disposition of criminals, to get her out of the story.

“The woman’s face as Inspector Higginbottom snapped the handcuffs on her wrists was livid with fury.

“‘Gur-r-r-r-r-r!’ she hissed.”

(This is her favorite exclamation, and shows the high percentage of her foreign blood.)

“‘Gur-r-r-r-r! I hate you all. Do what you like with me. I would kill him again a thousand times, the old fool.’

“She turned furiously towards my friend (the Great Detective).

“‘As for you’ she said, ‘I hate you. Gur-r-r! See, I spit at you. Gur-r-r-r!’”

In that way, the Great Detective gets his, though, of course, his impassive face never showed a sign. Spitting on him doesn’t faze him. Then she turns on the Heroine and gives her what’s coming to her.

“‘And you! Gur-r-r! I despise you, with your baby face! Gur-r-r! And now you think you will marry him! I laugh at you! Ha! Ha! Hahula!’”

And after that she turns on the Nut and gives him some, and then some for Inspector Higginbottom, and thus with three “Gur-r-r’s” for everybody and a “Ha! ha!” as a tiger, off she goes.

 

But, take it which way you will, the ending is never satisfactory. Not even the glad news that the Heroine sank into the Poor Nut’s arms, never to leave them again, can relieve the situation. Not even the knowledge that they erected a handsome memorial to Sir Charles, or that the Great Detective played the saxophone for a week can quite compensate us.


The Old, Old Story of How Five Men Went Fishing
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THIS IS A plain account of a fishing party. It is not a story. There is no plot. Nothing happens in it and nobody is hurt. The only point of this narrative is its peculiar truth. It not only tells what happened to us — the five people concerned in it — but what has happened and is happening to all the other fishing parties that at the season of the year, from Halifax to Idaho, go gliding out on the unruffled surface of our Canadian and American lakes in the still cool of early summer morning.

We decided to go in the early morning because there is a popular belief that the early morning is the right time for bass fishing. The bass is said to bite in the early morning. Perhaps it does. In fact the thing is almost capable of scientific proof. The bass does not bite between eight and twelve. It does not bite between twelve and six in the afternoon. Nor does it bite between six o’clock and midnight. All these things are known facts. The inference is that the bass bites furiously at about daybreak.

At any rate our party were unanimous about starting early. “Better make an early start,” said the Colonel when the idea of the party was suggested. “Oh, yes,” said George Popley, the Bank Manager, “we want to get right out on the shoal while the fish are biting.”

When he said this all our eyes glistened. Everybody’s do. There’s a thrill in the words. To “get right out on the shoal at daybreak when the fish are biting,” is an idea that goes to any man’s brain.

If you listen to the men talking in a Pullman car, or a hotel corridor, or better still, at the little tables in a first-class bar, you will not listen long before you hear one say— “Well, we got out early, just after sunrise, right on the shoal.” . . . And presently, even if you can’t hear him you will see him reach out his two hands and hold them about two feet apart for the other men to admire. He is measuring the fish. No, not the fish they caught; this is the big one that they lost. But they had him right up to the top of the water: Oh, yes, he was up to the top of the water all right. The number of huge fish that have been heaved up to the top of the water in our lakes is almost incredible. Or at least it used to be when we still had bar rooms and little tables for serving that vile stuff Scotch whiskey and such foul things as gin Rickeys and John Collinses. It makes one sick to think of it, doesn’t it? But there was good fishing in the bars, all winter.

 

But, as I say, we decided to go early in the morning. Charlie Jones, the railroad man, said that he remembered how when he was a boy, up in Wisconsin, they used to get out at five in the morning — not get up at five but be on the shoal at five. It appears that there is a shoal somewhere in Wisconsin where the bass lie in thousands. Kernin, the lawyer, said that when he was a boy — this was on Lake Rosseau — they used to get out at four. It seems there is a shoal in Lake Rosseau where you can haul up the bass as fast as you can drop your line. The shoal is hard to find — very hard. Kernin can find it, but it is doubtful — so I gather — if any other living man can. The Wisconsin shoal, too, is very difficult to find. Once you find it, you are all right; but it’s hard to find. Charlie Jones can find it. If you were in Wisconsin right now he’d take you straight to it, but probably no other person now alive could reach that shoal. In the same way Colonel Morse knows of a shoal in Lake Simcoe where he used to fish years and years ago and which, I understand, he can still find.

I have mentioned that Kernin is a lawyer, and Jones a railroad man and Popley a banker. But I needn’t have. Any reader would take it for granted. In any fishing party there is always a lawyer. You can tell him at sight. He is the one of the party that has a landing net and a steel rod in sections with a wheel that is used to wind the fish to the top of the water.

And there is always a banker. You can tell him by his good clothes. Popley, in the bank, wears his banking suit. When he goes fishing he wears his fishing suit. It is much the better of the two, because his banking suit has ink marks on it, and his fishing suit has no fish marks on it.

As for the Railroad Man, — quite so, the reader knows it as well as I do, — you can tell him because he carries a pole that he cut in the bush himself, with a ten cent line wrapped round the end of it. Jones says he can catch as many fish with this kind of line as Kernin can with his patent rod and wheel. So he can, too. Just the same number.

But Kernin says that with his patent apparatus if you get a fish on you can play him. Jones says to Hades with playing him: give him a fish on his line and he’ll haul him in all right. Kernin says he’d lose him. But Jones says he wouldn’t. In fact he guarantees to haul the fish in. Kernin says that more than once (in Lake Rosseau) he has played a fish for over half an hour. I forget now why he stopped; I think the fish quit playing.

I have heard Kernin and Jones argue this question of their two rods, as to which rod can best pull in the fish, for half an hour. Others may have heard the same question debated. I know no way by which it could be settled.

Our arrangement to go fishing was made at the little golf club of our summer town on the verandah where we sit in the evening. Oh, it’s just a little place, nothing pretentious: the links are not much good for golf; in fact we don’t play much golf there, so far as golf goes, and of course, we don’t serve meals at the club, it’s not like that, — and no, we’ve nothing to drink there because of prohibition. But we go and sit there. It’s a good place to sit, and, after all, what else can you do in the present state of the law?

So it was there that we arranged the party.

The thing somehow seemed to fall into the mood of each of us. Jones said he had been hoping that some of the boys would get up a fishing party. It was apparently the one kind of pleasure that he really cared for. For myself I was delighted to get in with a crowd of regular fishermen like these four, especially as I hadn’t been out fishing for nearly ten years: though fishing is a thing I am passionately fond of. I know no pleasure in life like the sensation of getting a four pound bass on the hook and hauling him up to the top of the water, to weigh him. But, as I say, I hadn’t been out for ten years: Oh, yes, I live right beside the water every summer, and yes, certainly, — I am saying so, — I am passionately fond of fishing, but still somehow I hadn’t been out. Every fisherman knows just how that happens. The years have a way of slipping by. Yet I must say I was surprised to find that so keen a sport as Jones hadn’t been out, — so it presently appeared, — for eight years. I had imagined he practically lived on the water. And Colonel Morse and Kernin, — I was amazed to find, — hadn’t been out for twelve years, not since the day (so it came out in conversation) when they went out together in Lake Rosseau and Kernin landed a perfect monster, a regular corker, five pounds and a half, they said: or no, I don’t think he landed him. No, I remember he didn’t land him. He caught him, — and he could have landed him, — he should have landed him, — but he didn’t land him. That was it. Yes, I remember Kernin and Morse had a slight discussion about it, — oh, perfectly amicable, — as to whether Morse had fumbled with the net — or whether Kernin — the whole argument was perfectly friendly — had made an ass of himself by not “striking” soon enough. Of course the whole thing was so long ago that both of them could look back on it without any bitterness or ill nature. In fact it amused them. Kernin said it was the most laughable thing he ever saw in his life to see poor old Jack (that’s Morse’s name) shoving away with the landing net wrong side up. And Morse said he’d never forget seeing poor old Kernin yanking his line first this way and then that and not knowing where to try to haul it. It made him laugh to look back at it.

 

They might have gone on laughing for quite a time but Charlie Jones interrupted by saying that in his opinion a landing net is a piece of darned foolishness. Here Popley agrees with him. Kernin objects that if you don’t use a net you’ll lose your fish at the side of the boat. Jones says no: give him a hook well through the fish and a stout line in his hand and that fish has got to come in. Popley says so too. He says let him have his hook fast through the fish’s head with a short stout line, and put him (Popley) at the other end of that line and that fish will come in. It’s got to. Otherwise Popley will know why. That’s the alternative. Either the fish must come in or Popley must know why. There’s no escape from the logic of it.

But perhaps some of my readers have heard the thing discussed before.

So as I say we decided to go the next morning and to make an early start. All of the boys were at one about that. When I say “boys,” I use the word, as it is used in fishing, to mean people from say forty-five to sixty-five. There is something about fishing that keeps men young. If a fellow gets out for a good morning’s fishing, forgetting all business worries, once in a while — say once in ten years — it keeps him fresh.

We agree to go in a launch, a large launch, — to be exact, the largest in the town. We could have gone in row boats, but a row boat is a poor thing to fish from. Kernin said that in a row boat it is impossible properly to “play” your fish. The side of the boat is so low that the fish is apt to leap over the side into the boat when half “played.” Popley said that there is no comfort in a row boat. In a launch a man can reach out his feet, and take it easy. Charlie Jones said that in a launch a man could rest his back against something and Morse said that in a launch a man could rest his neck. Young inexperienced boys, in the small sense of the word, never think of these things. So they go out and after a few hours their necks get tired; whereas a group of expert fishers in a launch can rest their backs and necks and even fall asleep during the pauses when the fish stop biting.

Anyway all the “boys” agreed that the great advantage of a launch would be that we could get a man to take us. By that means the man could see to getting the worms, and the man would be sure to have spare lines, and the man would come along to our different places, — we were all beside the water, — and pick us up. In fact the more we thought about the advantage of having a “man” to take us the better we liked it. As a boy gets old he likes to have a man around to do the work.

Anyway Frank Rolls, the man we decided to get, not only has the biggest launch in town, but what is more Frank knows the lake. We called him up at his boat house over the phone and said we’d give him five dollars to take us out first thing in the morning provided that he knew the shoal. He said he knew it.

 

I don’t know, to be quite candid about it, who mentioned whiskey first. In these days everybody has to be a little careful. I imagine we had all been thinking whiskey for some time before anybody said it. But there is a sort of convention that when men go fishing they must have whiskey. Each man makes the pretence that the one thing he needs at six o’clock in the morning is cold raw whiskey. It is spoken of in terms of affection. One man says the first thing you need if you’re going fishing is a good “snort” of whiskey: another says that a good “snifter” is the very thing and the others agree, that no man can fish properly without “a horn,” or a “bracer” or an “eye-opener.” Each man really decides that he himself won’t take any. But he feels that in a collective sense, the “boys” need it.

So it was with us. The Colonel said he’d bring along “a bottle of booze.” Popley said, no, let him bring it; Kernin said let him; and Charlie Jones said no, he’d bring it. It turned out that the Colonel had some very good Scotch at his house that he’d like to bring: oddly enough Popley had some good Scotch in his house too; and, queer though it is, each of the boys had Scotch in his house. When the discussion closed we knew that each of the five of us was intending to bring a bottle of whiskey. Each of the five of us expected the others to drink one and a quarter bottles in the course of the morning.

I suppose we must have talked on that verandah till long after one in the morning. It was probably nearer two than one when we broke up. But we agreed that that made no difference. Popley said that for him three hours’ sleep, the right kind of sleep, was far more refreshing than ten. Kernin said that a lawyer learns to snatch his sleep when he can, and Jones said that in railroad work a man pretty well cuts out sleep.

So we had no alarms whatever about not being ready by five. Our plan was simplicity itself. Men like ourselves in responsible positions learn to organise things easily. In fact Popley says it is that faculty that has put us where we are. So the plan simply was that Frank Rolls should come along at five o’clock and blow his whistle in front of our places, and at that signal each man would come down to his wharf with his rod and kit and so we’d be off to the shoal without a moment’s delay.

The weather we ruled out. It was decided that even if it rained that made no difference. Kernin said that fish bite better in the rain. And everybody agreed that a man with a couple of snorts in him need have no fear of a little rain water.

So we parted, all keen on the enterprise. Nor do I think even now that there was anything faulty or imperfect in that party as we planned it.

I heard Frank Rolls blowing his infernal whistle opposite my summer cottage at some ghastly hour in the morning. Even without getting out of bed, I could see from the window that it was no day for fishing. No, not raining exactly. I don’t mean that, but one of those peculiar days — I don’t mean wind — there was no wind, but a sort of feeling in the air that showed anybody who understands bass fishing that it was a perfectly rotten day for going out. The fish, I seemed to know it, wouldn’t bite.

When I was still fretting over the annoyance of the disappointment I heard Frank Rolls blowing his whistle in front of the other cottages. I counted thirty whistles altogether. Then I fell into a light doze — not exactly sleep, but a sort of doze, — I can find no other word for it. It was clear to me that the other “boys” had thrown the thing over. There was no use in my trying to go out alone. I stayed where I was, my doze lasting till ten o’clock.

When I walked up town later in the morning I couldn’t help being struck by the signs in the butchers’ shops and the restaurants, FISH, FRESH FISH, FRESH LAKE FISH.

Where in blazes do they get those fish anyway?


Guido the Gimlet of Ghent: A Romance of Chivalry
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IT WAS IN the flood-tide of chivalry. Knighthood was in the pod.

The sun was slowly setting in the east, rising and falling occasionally as it subsided, and illuminating with its dying beams the towers of the grim castle of Buggensberg.

Isolde the Slender stood upon an embattled turret of the castle. Her arms were outstretched to the empty air, and her face, upturned as if in colloquy with heaven, was distraught with yearning.

Anon she murmured, “Guido” — and bewhiles a deep sigh rent her breast.

Sylph-like and ethereal in her beauty, she scarcely seemed to breathe.

In fact she hardly did.

Willowy and slender in form, she was as graceful as a meridian of longitude. Her body seemed almost too frail for motion, while her features were of a mould so delicate as to preclude all thought of intellectual operation.

She was begirt with a flowing kirtle of deep blue, bebound with a belt bebuckled with a silvern clasp, while about her waist a stomacher of point lace ended in the ruffled farthingale at her throat. On her head she bore a sugar-loaf hat shaped like an extinguisher and pointing backward at an angle of 45 degrees.

“Guido,” she murmured, “Guido.”

And erstwhile she would wring her hands as one distraught and mutter, “He cometh not.”

The sun sank and night fell, enwrapping in shadow the frowning castle of Buggensberg, and the ancient city of Ghent at its foot. And as the darkness gathered, the windows of the castle shone out with fiery red, for it was Yuletide, and it was wassail all in the Great Hall of the castle, and this night the Margrave of Buggensberg made him a feast, and celebrated the betrothal of Isolde, his daughter, with Tancred the Tenspot.

And to the feast he had bidden all his liege lords and vassals — Hubert the Husky, Edward the Earwig, Rollo the Rumbottle, and many others.

In the meantime the Lady Isolde stood upon the battlements and mourned for the absent Guido.

The love of Guido and Isolde was of that pure and almost divine type, found only in the middle ages.

They had never seen one another. Guido had never seen Isolde, Isolde had never seen Guido. They had never heard one another speak. They had never been together. They did not know one another.

Yet they loved.

Their love had sprung into being suddenly and romantically, with all the mystic charm which is love’s greatest happiness.

Years before, Guido had seen the name of Isolde the Slender painted on a fence.

He had turned pale, fallen into a swoon and started at once for Jerusalem.

On the very same day Isolde in passing through the streets of Ghent had seen the coat of arms of Guido hanging on a clothes line.

She had fallen back into the arms of her tirewomen more dead than alive.

Since that day they had loved.

Isolde would wander forth from the castle at earliest morn, with the name of Guido on her lips. She told his name to the trees. She whispered it to the flowers. She breathed it to the birds. Quite a lot of them knew it. At times she would ride her palfrey along the sands of the sea and call “Guido” to the waves! At other times she would tell it to the grass or even to a stick of cordwood or a ton of coal.

Guido and Isolde, though they had never met, cherished each the features of the other. Beneath his coat of mail Guido carried a miniature of Isolde, carven on ivory. He had found it at the bottom of the castle crag, between the castle and the old town of Ghent at its foot.

How did he know that it was Isolde?

There was no need for him to ask.

His heart had spoken.

The eye of love cannot be deceived.

And Isolde? She, too, cherished beneath her stomacher a miniature of Guido the Gimlet. She had it of a travelling chapman in whose pack she had discovered it, and had paid its price in pearls. How had she known that he it was, that is, that it was he? Because of the Coat of Arms emblazoned beneath the miniature. The same heraldic design that had first shaken her to the heart. Sleeping or waking it was ever before her eyes: A lion, proper, quartered in a field of gules, and a dog, improper, three-quarters in a field of buckwheat.

And if the love of Isolde burned thus purely for Guido, the love of Guido burned for Isolde with a flame no less pure.

No sooner had love entered Guido’s heart than he had determined to do some great feat of emprise or adventure, some high achievement of deringdo which should make him worthy to woo her.

He placed himself under a vow that he would eat nothing, save only food, and drink nothing, save only liquor, till such season as he should have performed his feat.

For this cause he had at once set out for Jerusalem to kill a Saracen for her. He killed one, quite a large one. Still under his vow, he set out again at once to the very confines of Pannonia determined to kill a Turk for her. From Pannonia he passed into the Highlands of Britain, where he killed her a Caledonian.

Every year and every month Guido performed for Isolde some new achievement of emprise.

And in the meantime Isolde waited.

It was not that suitors were lacking. Isolde the Slender had suitors in plenty ready to do her lightest hest.

Feats of arms were done daily for her sake. To win her love suitors were willing to vow themselves to perdition. For Isolde’s sake, Otto the Otter had cast himself into the sea. Conrad the Cocoanut had hurled himself from the highest battlement of the castle head first into the mud. Hugo the Hopeless had hanged himself by the waistband to a hickory tree and had refused all efforts to dislodge him. For her sake Siegfried the Susceptible had swallowed sulphuric acid.

But Isolde the Slender was heedless of the court thus paid to her.

In vain her stepmother, Agatha the Angular, urged her to marry. In vain her father, the Margrave of Buggensberg, commanded her to choose the one or the other of the suitors.

Her heart remained unswervingly true to the Gimlet.

From time to time love tokens passed between the lovers. From Jerusalem Guido had sent to her a stick with a notch in it to signify his undying constancy. From Pannonia he sent a piece of board, and from Venetia about two feet of scantling. All these Isolde treasured. At night they lay beneath her pillow.

Then, after years of wandering, Guido had determined to crown his love with a final achievement for Isolde’s sake.

It was his design to return to Ghent, to scale by night the castle cliff and to prove his love for Isolde by killing her father for her, casting her stepmother from the battlements, burning the castle, and carrying her away.

This design he was now hastening to put into execution. Attended by fifty trusty followers under the lead of Carlo the Corkscrew and Beowulf the Bradawl, he had made his way to Ghent. Under cover of night they had reached the foot of the castle cliff; and now, on their hands and knees in single file, they were crawling round and round the spiral path that led up to the gate of the fortress. At six of the clock they had spiralled once. At seven of the clock they had reappeared at the second round, and as the feast in the hall reached its height, they reappeared on the fourth lap.

Guido the Gimlet was in the lead. His coat of mail was hidden beneath a parti-coloured cloak and he bore in his hand a horn.

By arrangement he was to penetrate into the castle by the postern gate in disguise, steal from the Margrave by artifice the key of the great door, and then by a blast of his horn summon his followers to the assault. Alas! there was no need for haste, for at this very Yuletide, on this very night, the Margrave, wearied of Isolde’s resistance, had determined to bestow her hand upon Tancred the Tenspot.

It was wassail all in the great hall. The huge Margrave, seated at the head of the board, drained flagon after flagon of wine, and pledged deep the health of Tancred the Tenspot, who sat plumed and armoured beside him.

Great was the merriment of the Margrave, for beside him, crouched upon the floor, was a new jester, whom the seneschal had just admitted by the postern gate, and the novelty of whose jests made the huge sides of the Margrave shake and shake again.

“Odds Bodikins!” he roared, “but the tale is as rare as it is new! and so the wagoner said to the Pilgrim that sith he had asked him to put him off the wagon at that town, put him off he must, albeit it was but the small of the night — by St. Pancras! whence hath the fellow so novel a tale? — nay, tell it me but once more, haply I may remember it” — and the Baron fell back in a perfect paroxysm of merriment.

As he fell back, Guido — for the disguised jester was none other than he, that is, than him — sprang forward and seized from the girdle of the Margrave the key of the great door that dangled at his waist.

Then, casting aside the jester’s cloak and cap, he rose to his full height, standing in his coat of mail.

In one hand he brandished the double-headed mace of the Crusader, and in the other a horn.

The guests sprang to their feet, their hands upon their daggers.

“Guido the Gimlet!” they cried.

“Hold,” said Guido, “I have you in my power!!”

Then placing the horn to his lips and drawing a deep breath, he blew with his utmost force.

And then again he blew — blew like anything.

Not a sound came.

The horn wouldn’t blow.

“Seize him!” cried the Baron.

“Stop,” said Guido, “I claim the laws of chivalry. I am here to seek the Lady Isolde, betrothed by you to Tancred. Let me fight Tancred in single combat, man to man.”

A shout of approbation gave consent.

The combat that followed was terrific.

First Guido, raising his mace high in the air with both hands, brought it down with terrible force on Tancred’s mailed head. Then Guido stood still, and Tancred raising his mace in the air brought it down upon Guido’s head. Then Tancred stood still and turned his back, and Guido, swinging his mace sideways, gave him a terrific blow from behind, midway, right centre. Tancred returned the blow. Then Tancred knelt down on his hands and knees and Guido brought the mace down on his back. It was a sheer contest of skill and agility. For a time the issue was doubtful. Then Tancred’s armour began to bend, his blows weakened, he fell prone. Guido pressed his advantage and hammered him out as flat as a sardine can. Then placing his foot on Tancred’s chest he lowered his vizor and looked around about him.

At this second there was a resounding shriek.

Isolde the Slender, alarmed by the sound of the blows, precipitated herself into the room.

For a moment the lovers looked into each other’s faces.

Then with their countenances distraught with agony they fell swooning in different directions.

There had been a mistake!

Guido was not Guido, and Isolde was not Isolde. They were wrong about the miniatures. Each of them was a picture of somebody else.

Torrents of remorse flooded over the lovers’ hearts.

Isolde thought of the unhappy Tancred, hammered out as flat as a picture-card and hopelessly spoilt; of Conrad the Cocoanut head first in the mud, and Sickfried the Susceptible coiled up with agonies of sulphuric acid.

Guido thought of the dead Saracens and the slaughtered Turks.

And all for nothing!

The guerdon of their love had proved vain. Each of them was not what the other had thought. So it is ever with the loves of this world, and herein is the medieval allegory of this tale.

The hearts of the two lovers broke together.

They expired.

Meantime Carlo the Corkscrew and Beowulf the Bradawl, and their forty followers, were hustling down the spirals as fast as they could crawl, hind end uppermost.


The Hallucination of Mr. Butt
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IT IS THE hallucination of Mr. Butt’s life that he lives to do good. At whatever cost of time or trouble to himself, he does it. Whether people appear to desire it or not, he insists on helping them along.

His time, his company and his advice are at the service not only of those who seek them but of those who, in the mere appearances of things, are not asking for them.

You may see the beaming face of Mr. Butt appear at the door of all those of his friends who are stricken with the minor troubles of life. Whenever Mr. Butt learns that any of his friends are moving house, buying furniture, selling furniture, looking for a maid, dismissing a maid, seeking a chauffeur, suing for plumber or buying a piano — he is at their side in a moment.

So when I met him one night in the cloak room of the club putting on his raincoat and his galoshes with a peculiar beaming look on his face, I knew that he was up to some sort of benevolence.

“Come upstairs,” I said, “and play billiards.” I saw from his general appearance that it was a perfectly safe offer.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt, “I only wish I could. I wish I had the time. I am sure it would cheer you up immensely if I could. But I’m just going out.”

“Where are you off to?” I asked, for I knew he wanted me to say it.

“I’m going out to see the Everleigh-Joneses, — you know them? no? — just come to the city, you know, moving into their new house, out on Seldom Avenue.”

“But,” I said, “that’s away out in the suburbs, is it not, a mile or so beyond the car tracks?”

“Something like that,” answered Mr. Butt.

“And it’s going on for ten o’clock and it’s starting to rain—”

“Pooh, pooh,” said Mr. Butt, cheerfully, adjusting his galoshes. “I never mind the rain — does one good. As to their house. I’ve not been there yet but I can easily find it. I’ve a very simple system for finding a house at night by merely knocking at the doors in the neighborhood till I get it.”

“Isn’t it rather late to go there?” I protested.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt warmly, “I don’t mind that a bit. The way I look at it is, here are these two young people, only married a few weeks, just moving into their new house, everything probably upside down, no one there but themselves, no one to cheer them up” — he was wriggling into his raincoat as he spoke and working himself into a frenzy of benevolence— “good gracious, I only learned at dinner time that they had come to town, or I’d have been out there days ago — days ago—”

And with that Mr. Butt went bursting forth into the rain, his face shining with good will under the street lamps.

The next day I saw him again at the club at lunch time.

“Well,” I asked, “did you find the Joneses?”

“I did,” said Mr. Butt, “and, by George, I was glad that I’d gone — quite a lot of trouble to find the house (though I didn’t mind that; I expected it) — had to knock at twenty houses at least to get it — very dark and wet out there — no street lights yet — however I simply pounded at the doors until someone showed a light — at every house I called out the same things, ‘Do you know where the Everleigh-Joneses live?’ They didn’t. ‘All right,’ I said, ‘go back to bed. Don’t bother to come down.’

“But I got to the right spot at last. I found the house all dark. Jones put his head out of an upper window. ‘Hullo,’ I called out; ‘it’s Butt.’ ‘I’m awfully sorry,’ he said, ‘we’ve gone to bed.’ ‘My dear boy,’ I called back, ‘don’t apologize at all. Throw me down the key and I’ll wait while you dress. I don’t mind a bit.’

“Just think of it,” continued Mr. Butt, “those two poor souls going to bed at half past ten, through sheer dullness! By George, I was glad I’d come. ‘Now then,’ I said to myself, ‘let’s cheer them up a little, let’s make things a little brighter here.’

“Well, down they came and we sat there on furniture cases and things and had a chat. Mrs. Jones wanted to make me some coffee. ‘My dear girl,’ I said (I knew them both when they were children) ‘I absolutely refuse. Let me make it.’ They protested. I insisted. I went at it — kitchen all upset — had to open at least twenty tins to get the coffee. However, I made it at last. ‘Now,’ I said, ‘drink it.’ They said they had some an hour or so ago. ‘Nonsense,’ I said, ‘drink it.’ Well, we sat and chatted away till midnight. They were dull at first and I had to do all the talking. But I set myself to it. I can talk, you know, when I try. Presently about midnight they seemed to brighten up a little. Jones looked at his watch. ‘By Jove,’ he said, in an animated way, ‘it’s after midnight.’ I think he was pleased at the way the evening was going; after that we chatted away more comfortably. Every little while Jones would say, ‘By Jove, it’s half past twelve,’ or ‘it’s one o’clock,’ and so on.

“I took care, of course, not to stay too late. But when I left them I promised that I’d come back to-day to help straighten things up. They protested, but I insisted.”

That same day Mr. Butt went out to the suburbs and put the Joneses’ furniture to rights.

“I worked all afternoon,” he told me afterwards— “hard at it with my coat off — got the pictures up first — they’d been trying to put them up by themselves in the morning. I had to take down every one of them — not a single one right. ‘Down they come,’ I said, and went at it with a will.”

A few days later Mr. Butt gave me a further report. “Yes,” he said, “the furniture is all unpacked and straightened out but I don’t like it. There’s a lot of it I don’t quite like. I half feel like advising Jones to sell it and get some more. But I don’t want to do that till I’m quite certain about it.”

After that Mr. Butt seemed much occupied and I didn’t see him at the club for some time.

“How about the Everleigh-Joneses?” I asked. “Are they comfortable in their new house?”

Mr. Butt shook his head. “It won’t do,” he said. “I was afraid of it from the first. I’m moving Jones in nearer to town. I’ve been out all morning looking for an apartment; when I get the right one I shall move him. I like an apartment far better than a house.”

So the Joneses in due course of time were moved. After that Mr. Butt was very busy selecting a piano, and advising them on wall paper and woodwork.

They were hardly settled in their new home when fresh trouble came to them.

“Have you heard about Everleigh-Jones?” said Mr. Butt one day with an anxious face.

“No,” I answered.

“He’s ill — some sort of fever — poor chap — been ill three days, and they never told me or sent for me — just like their grit — meant to fight it out alone. I’m going out there at once.”

From day to day I had reports from Mr. Butt of the progress of Jones’s illness.

“I sit with him every day,” he said. “Poor chap — he was very bad yesterday for a while — mind wandered — quite delirious — I could hear him from the next room — seemed to think some one was hunting him— ‘Is that damn old fool gone,’ I heard him say.

“I went in and soothed him. ‘There is no one here, my dear boy,’ I said, ‘no one, only Butt.’ He turned over and groaned. Mrs. Jones begged me to leave him. ‘You look quite used up,’ she said. ‘Go out into the open air.’ ‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said, ‘what does it matter about me?’ ”

Eventually, thanks no doubt to Mr. Butt’s assiduous care, Everleigh-Jones got well.

“Yes,” said Mr. Butt to me a few weeks later, “Jones is all right again now, but his illness has been a long hard pull. I haven’t had an evening to myself since it began. But I’m paid, sir, now, more than paid for anything I’ve done — the gratitude of those two people — it’s unbelievable — you ought to see it. Why do you know that dear little woman is so worried for fear that my strength has been overtaxed that she wants me to take a complete rest and go on a long trip somewhere — suggested first that I should go south. ‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said laughing, ‘that’s the one place I will not go. Heat is the one thing I can’t stand.’ She wasn’t nonplussed for a moment. ‘Then go north,’ she said. ‘Go up to Canada, or better still go to Labrador’ — and in a minute that kind little woman was hunting up railway maps to see how far north I could get by rail. ‘After that,’ she said, ‘you can go on snow-shoes.’ She’s found that there’s a steamer to Ungava every spring and she wants me to run up there on one steamer and come back on the next.”

“It must be very gratifying,” I said.

“Oh, it is, it is,” said Mr. Butt warmly. “It’s well worth anything I do. It more than repays me. I’m alone in the world and my friends are all I have. I can’t tell you how it goes to my heart when I think of all my friends, here in the club and in the town, always glad to see me, always protesting against my little kindnesses and yet never quite satisfied about anything unless they can get my advice and hear what I have to say.

“Take Jones for instance,” he continued. “Do you know, really now as a fact, — the hall porter assures me of it, — every time Everleigh-Jones enters the club here the first thing he does is to sing out, ‘Is Mr. Butt in the club?’ It warms me to think of it.” Mr. Butt paused, one would have said there were tears in his eyes. But if so the kindly beam of his spectacles shone through them like the sun through April rain. He left me and passed into the cloak room.

He had just left the hall when a stranger entered, a narrow, meek man with a hunted face. He came in with a furtive step and looked about him apprehensively.

“Is Mr. Butt in the club?” he whispered to the hall porter.

“Yes, sir, he’s just gone into the cloak room, sir, shall I—”

But the man had turned and made a dive for the front door and had vanished.

“Who is that?” I asked.

“That’s a new member, sir, Mr. Everleigh-Jones,” said the hall porter.


Cast Up by the Sea. A Sea Coast Melodrama (As Thrown up for 30 cents) — Period, 1880

[image: img53.jpg]

EVERYBODY WHO HAS reached or passed middle age looks back with affection to that splendid old melodrama Cast Up by the Sea. Perhaps it wasn’t called exactly that. It may have been named Called Back from the Dead, or Broken Up by the Wind, or Buried Alive in the Snow, or anything of the sort. In fact I believe it was played under about forty different names in fifty different forms. But it was always the same good old melodrama of the New England Coast, with the farmhouse and the yellow fields running down to the sea, and the lighthouse right at the end of the farm with the rocks and the sea beyond, looking for trouble.

Before the cinematograph had addled the human brain and the radio broadcast had disintegrated the human mind, you could go and see Cast Up by the Sea any Saturday afternoon in any great American City for thirty cents; you got a thrill from it that lasted twenty years. For thirty cents you had an orchestra chair on the ground floor where you could sit and eat peanuts and study the program till the play began. After it had begun you couldn’t eat any more; you were too excited.

The first thing everybody used to do in studying the program was to see how many years elapsed between the acts; because in those days everybody used to find it wiser to go out between the acts — for air. And the more years that elapsed and the more acts there were, the more air they could get. Some of the plays used to have ten acts and the people got out nine times. Nowadays this is all changed. People talk now of the unity of the drama, and in some of the plays to-day there is a deliberate announcement on the program that reads “Between Acts II and III the curtain will be merely lowered and raised again.” We wouldn’t have stood for that in 1880. We needed our two years between the acts. We had a use for it.

As I say, it was necessary to study the program. Nobody had yet invented that system of marking the characters “in the order of their appearance.” You had to try and learn up the whole lot before the play began. You couldn’t really. But you began conscientiously enough. Hiram Haycroft, a farmer; Martha, his wife; Hope, their daughter; Phœbe, a girl help; Zeke, a hired man, — Rube also a hired man, — and by that time you had just forgotten the farmer’s own name and looked back for it when just then — 

Up went the curtain with a long stately roll, two men at the side hoisting it, and there you were looking at the farmstead by the sea.

Notice how quick and easy and attractive that old fashioned beginning was. One minute you were eating peanuts and studying the program and the next minute the play had begun. There was none of that agonizing stuff that precedes the moving pictures of to-day: No “Authorized by the Board of Census of the State of New York.” The world, even New York State, was so good in 1880 that it had never heard of a censor. Nor was there any announcement of something else altogether heralded as “A Great Big Compelling Life Drama — Next Week.”

If the moving picture people could have been in control (forty years before their time) they would have announced the farm and lighthouse play with a written panegyric on what they were going to show— “a gripping heart-drama in which the foam of the sea and the eerie of the spindrift carry to the heart a tale of true love battled by the wind next Thursday.”

But if they had worked that stuff on an audience of 1880 it would have gone out and taken another drink, and never come back until next Thursday.

So the play began at once. There was the farmhouse, or at least the porch and door, at the right hand side of the stage, all bathed in sunlight (yellow gas) and the grass plot and the road in the centre, and the yellow wheat (quite a little bunch of it) at the left, and the fields reaching back till they hit the painted curtain with the lighthouse and the rocks and the sea.

Everybody who looked at that painted curtain and saw that lighthouse knew it wasn’t there for nothing. There’d be something doing from that all right, and when they looked back at the program and saw that Act IV was marked In the Lighthouse Tower — Midnight, they got the kind of a thrill that you can never get by a mere announcement that there is going to be a “gripping heart-drama next Tu., Thurs., and Sat.”

Surely enough there would be something doing with that lighthouse. Either the heroine thrown off it, or the hero thrown over it — anyway something good.

But for the moment all is peace and sunlight, on the seashore farm. There is no one on the stage but two men on the left, evidently Zeke and Rube, the hired men. They’ve got scythes and they are cutting the little patch of wheat over at the edge of the stage. Just imagine it, real wheat, they’re actually cutting it! Upon my word those stage effects of 1880 were simply wonderful. I do wish that “Doug” Fairbanks and those fellows who work so hard to give us thrills could realize what we used to get in 1880 by seeing Zeke and Rube cutting real wheat on the left hand side of the stage.

Then they speak. You can’t really hear what they say — but it sounds like this:

Zeke says, “I swan b’gosh heck b’gosh gum yak! yak!”

And Rube answers: “Heck gosh b’gum, yes, yak! yak!”

And they both laugh.

These words probably have a meaning, but you don’t need it. The people are still moving into their seats and this is just the opening of the play. It’s a mere symbol. It stands for New England dialect, farm life, and honesty of character. Presently Rube gets articulate. He quits reaping and he says:

“So Miss Hope’ll be coming back this morning.”

“Yes, sir, that she will. A whole year now it’ll be that she’s been to boarding school.”

And Rube says:

“Yup, a whole yer come Gurdlemas.”

Rube and Zeke have a calendar all their own.

“She’ll be a growd up lady now all right.”

“Yes, sir, and as purty as a pitcher, I’ll be bound, by heck.”

They whet their scythes with a clang and out comes Martha, the farmer’s wife, and Phœbe, the help, from the porch on the right. With them comes a freckled boy, evidently the younger son of the farm family. This freckled boy is in all the melodramas. It is his business to get his ears boxed, mislay the will, lose the mortgage, forget to post the letters and otherwise mix up the plot.

“Do you see the buggy yet, Rube? Can you see them coming yet, Zeke?”

Zeke and Rube hop about making gestures of looking down the road, their hands up over their eyes.

“Not yet, Missus, but they’ll be along right soon now.”

“There they are,” calls Phœbe, “coming along down in the hollow.”

There is great excitement at once. Martha cries, “Land’s sake, if it ain’t Hope all right,” and boxes the freckled boy’s ears. The others run to and fro saying, “Here they come!” so as to get the audience worked up with excitement, at the height of which there comes the actual clatter of the horse’s hoofs and the next moment a horse and buggy, a real horse and buggy, drive on to the stage. That clattering horse coming on to the stage was always one of the great effects in 1880, — a real horse with real harness and with added anxiety for fear that the horse would misbehave himself when he came on.

The buggy stops with a lot of shouting of “Whoa there” — intended to keep the horse lively. If they didn’t shout at it this stage horse was apt to subside into a passive melancholy not suited for the drama.

So here is the farmer sitting in the buggy in a suit of store clothes and a black slouch hat, and beside him is Hope, his daughter, just home from boarding school. How sweet and fresh she looks in her New England sun hat with the flowers on it. I don’t know what they did to the girls in the boarding schools in 1880 — some line of algebra perhaps — to make them look so fresh. There are none like them now.

Hope leaps out in one spring and kisses her mother in one bound and she cries, “Well, Mother! Well, Phœbe! Why, Zeke! Why, Rube!” They all circulate and hop and dance about saying, “Well, Miss Hope, well, I never!” And all the while there’s the sunshine in the yellow fields and the red hollyhocks beside the porch, and light and happiness everywhere.

You’d think, would you not, that that old homestead represented the high water mark of happiness? And so it does. But wait a bit. Before long they’ll start trouble enough. All the audience know in advance that that farm will be mortgaged and the farmer ruined and Hope driven from home, — oh, there’s lots of trouble coming. Trouble was the proper business of the melodrama. So presently they all get through their congratulations and Hope has embraced everybody, and the farmer’s wife has got off two jokes about the size of Boston and then the freckled boy wants to take Hope away to see the brindle cow, and they all fade away off the stage except the farmer and his wife.

And right away the whole tone of the play changes, just like that.

The farmer stands alone with his wife.

And Martha comes over to him and puts her hand timidly on his shoulder. The joy has gone out of her face.

“Hiram,” she says, “Lawyer Ellwood’s agent was here this morning.”

The farmer fairly humps into his shoulders with anger.

“Ay,” he snarls.

“And, Hiram, Lawyer Ellwood wants his money.”

“Ay! he wants his money, does he? Curse him!”

The farmer’s fist is clenched and there’s a scowl on his face.

“He says, Hiram, that it’s got to be paid to-morrow. Oh, Hiram, we can’t never pay it.”

Martha puts her apron up to her face and sobs.

The farmer turns and shakes his clenched fist at the scenery away off to the left.

“Curse him!” he rages. “Ay, curse him. This three years he has thrown a blight across our life.”

“You was friends oncet, Hiram,” sobs Martha again, “years ago before he went to the city you was friends.”

“Friends!” raves the farmer, “a fine friend, drawing me on with his schemes of money and profit. ‘To make my fortune,’ he said — a fine fortune — ruin, ruin it meant — till I had signed this and signed that, till it was all mortgaged away and till he held me, as he thought, in the hollow of his hand. Martha, if that man stood before me now, by the God that lives, I could choke him with these hands.”

Hiram makes a gesture so terrible and yet so passionate that the one hope of the audience in the top gallery is that Lawyer Ellwood will happen along right now and get choked.

Martha tries to dry her eyes.

“Nay, Hiram, you mustn’t talk like that. Those are evil thoughts. It is God’s will, Hiram, and it must be right. But we can’t never pay.”

“Not pay,” shouts Hiram, “who says I can’t pay? I can pay and when that man comes to-morrow I can throw the money in his face. Look, Martha, there it is!”

Hiram Haycroft draws a great wallet from his pocket and slaps it down on the palm of his hand.

“Two thousand dollars, every cent of his accursed debt. Martha, it will mean poverty and hard times for us where all was plenty, but, thank God! it can be paid.”

“Why, Hiram!”

“I’ve raised it, Martha. I’ve sold the stock, I’ve parted with this and I’ve pledged that — everything but the roof above our heads is sold or pledged. But this accursed mortgage can be paid.”

“Oh, Hiram!”

“It will mean hard times again, hard and bitter times—”

“I don’t mind that, Hiram” — and Martha puts her hands up to her husband’s neck— “we’ve borne it together before and we can bear it together again — But oh, Hiram, if only our boy Jack had been spared to us, I could have borne it so easily then.”

Martha begins to cry.

“There, there, Martha,” says the farmer, “you mustn’t lay it so to heart. The sea has taken him, Mother, as it has taken many a brave lad before him—”

“The sea, the sea—” groans Martha, “I see it there so bright and calm in the sunlight. But will it give me back my boy? Three years this day, Hiram since he left us. I can feel his good-bye kiss still on my cheek. And since then no word, never a word.”

Hiram draws his wife to him to comfort her.

“Come, Mother, come into the house; we mustn’t show sad faces for Hope’s home coming — come—”

They go in through the wooden porch under the flowers on the right, leaving the audience sad and disturbed. That infernal lawyer! But they were all alike in 1880. Show them a sun-lit farm and a happy family and they clap a mortgage on it at sight. And to think that farmer Haycroft and his wife had lost their only son at sea — that calm blue sea in the back curtain with the sunlight on it.

In fact the play is getting too sad; so it has to be relieved and Rube and Phœbe are brought on to the stage again and go through one of those rural love scenes that were used to ease the strain of the melodrama. Rube shambles over to her in a sheepish way, evidently proposing to kiss her, and says:

“Ain’t you got nothing for me this morning, Phœbe?”

And Phœbe says:

“Go along, you big thing, I’ve got that for you,” and swats him over the face with a thistle. The audience roar with laughter, the strain is removed and they’re ready to get on with the play when Phœbe disappears with Rube in pursuit.

“Why, Mother,” — it is Hope calling— “where are you, Mother?”

“I’m here, daughter,” says Martha, reappearing out of the porch.

“I was looking for you all over, Mother,” says Hope, coming over to her coyly. “I have been wanting so much to talk to you all by ourselves.”

“Ah! And I think I can guess something of what that’s about.” Martha has taken Hope’s hand in hers and is patting it and Hope is looking at the ground and swinging herself about on one heel in a way that in a New England play always symbolized the approach of love.

“ — and now Hope tell me all about it,” says the farmer’s wife.

“You remember, Mother, that I wrote and told you that I had a secret—”

“Yes, dearie, a great secret, you said—”

“ — a secret that I didn’t want to put on paper and didn’t want to tell to anybody till I could tell it to you first, Mother dear.”

Hope has snuggled up close to her mother, who is patting her on the shoulder and repeating. “Ay, lass a great secret, and I’ll be bound I can guess a little of what it is — I suppose it means that there is someone — that my little girl—”

She whispers into Hope’s ear.

“Oh, Mother,” Hope goes on, “it’s even greater than that. Look, Mother, see what’s on my hand.”

Hope holds out her hand, her face downcast and not only her mother but even the girls in the gallery can see the plain gold ring that’s on her finger. The men in the audience don’t get it, but the girls and women explain to them what it is.

“Why Hope, darling,” says Martha, all in a tremble, “what does it mean?”

“Why, Mother, it means — it means,” Hope takes a flying leap into her mother’s arms— “it means, Mother, that I’m married.”

“Married!”

“Yes, married, Mother, last Saturday in Boston at eleven o’clock in the morning.”

“Married, my little girl married!”

Martha has to be terribly astonished so as to keep the audience in the same frame of mind: not at Hope being married the very day she left her finishing school. That was nothing. — That was a favourite way of getting married in 1880 — but at the fact that she hadn’t told her mother about it. So Martha keeps repeating — 

“Married! My little girl married!”

“It was all in such a hurry, Mother — I couldn’t tell you. It all came so sudden—”

Hope is half crying, half smiling.

“But I shouldn’t cry, Mother, because really I’m so happy—”

“That’s right, darling, and now tell me all about it.”

“We were married in Boston last Saturday, Mother. And, oh, I did so want you to be there, only it couldn’t be. It was all in such a hurry — because Ned was offered a new ship — just think, Mother, captain of a ship at twenty-one.”

“Not a sailor, dearie,” says Martha Haycroft in evident agitation, “don’t tell me that your man is a sailor.”

“Why, yes, Mother, Ned’s been at sea ever since he was fifteen.”

“The sea, the sea,” groans the farmer’s wife. “I see it flying there in the sunlight. I hear it roaring in the winter wind. When will it give me back my boy?”

“Mother, you mustn’t cry. It was years ago and it was God’s will, and Mother, Ned will only be at sea a little while longer now — just this one voyage in his new ship, and listen, Mother, Ned’s new ship (it’s a schooner, Mother, and it’s Ned’s father who owns it and it’s called the Good Hope, after me) — will be off the coast here this evening, and if Ned can manage it he’ll come ashore and see us all, and his father — though I’ve never seen him — will be with Ned. And Ned is to settle down and be a farmer, Mother, on a farm beside the sea. His father is a rich lawyer in Boston, Mother, and Ned says that his father has a mortgage on a farm right on the seashore just like this, and after this one voyage—”

“A lawyer, a rich lawyer!”

“Yes, Mother, a rich lawyer in Boston, but he once lived in the country, near here I think, years ago.”

“His name? What name?”

“Ellwood, Mother, Lawyer Ephraim Ellwood.”

Martha breaks from her daughter in alarm.

“No, no, not that, don’t say it’s that name — Hope, it couldn’t be, it can’t be.”

And at that moment the farmer, Hiram Haycroft, steps on to the stage.

“Why, Mother! Why, Hope! What’s — what’s all this?”

Hope (tearfully)— “I don’t know, Father; I only began to tell Mother a secret—”

“Yes, daughter!”

“That I — that we — that I am married, Father.”

“Married, my little girl married! That don’t seem possible. But what’s all this ado about, Mother, and who’s the lucky man that’s gone and taken my little girl?”

Hiram comes over affectionately and takes Hope’s two hands.

“Only yesterday, it seems,” he says, “that I held you on my knees, little gal, and now to be married.”

All the audience waits in a luxury of expectation. They know that the farmer is going to get an awful jolt.

Then he gets it.

“He’s the son of a rich Boston lawyer, Father, who — has a mortgage on a farm—”

The farmer has dropped Hope’s hands, his face is darkening.

“And Ned is to have the farm — Ned Ellwood is his name, Father, see it here.”

Hope timidly takes out a paper from her dress.

“Here on my marriage certificate.”

But the farmer doesn’t hear her. He stands a moment, his fists clenched, then bursts into wild rage.

“Ellwood, Lawyer Ellwood. My daughter marry a son of that man! By the living God, Hope, sooner than see you married to a son of his, I’d see you lying fathoms deep under the sea beside my son. God hears me say it, and may God so order it!”

And as Hiram Haycroft stands, with this fateful invocation on his lips, the freckled boy runs on the stage and says:

“Say, Hope, ain’t you never coming to see that brindle cow?”

And with that the curtain slowly falls, and Act I is over.

No wonder that as the curtain falls there’s a terrible feeling of sadness and apprehension all over the audience. No wonder that even before the curtain has reached the floor a great many of the men in that 1880 audience have risen and are walking up the aisles to get out of the theatre. They can’t stand the strain of it, — the thought of the beautiful old New England homestead all brought to sorrow and tragedy like this. It’s too much for them. They must have air. They’ve gone to look for it outside the theatre. Even though the playbill says that only ten hours elapse between Act I and II (pretty rapid work for 1880) they’re taking a chance on it.

So the able-bodied men in the audience go out leaving behind only the young, the infirm, and the women (women never took anything to drink, anyway, before prohibition). There is a great sadness over the audience now because they know by experience that once the old homestead starts going to pieces like this things will go from bad to worse. Even the fact that the orchestra is now playing In the Gloaming, Oh, My Darling doesn’t help things much.

So presently the men come back and the orchestra is stopped and the gas cut down and the curtain is hauled away up to the roof and it’s — 

ACT II — Same Evening. The Kitchen of the Haycroft Farm.

“You’ll find us plain folk, sir, just plain folk. But if it’ll please you to take what plain folk can offer you’re heartily welcome. Now then, Phœbe girl, a chair here for the gentleman. Put another stick in the stove, Rube, it’s a cold night in this November wind.”

The stranger, in a strange voice, “Ay, it’s a cold night.”

The scene is in the farm kitchen, one of those big old farm kitchens of 1880 that filled the whole stage. There was a cooking stove, — about ten feet by six in the centre stage and a fireplace with a mantel off at one side, and doors and windows, — in fact all the things that will be needed in the act, not forgetting a shotgun hanging ominously on two hooks. At the back is a big table all laid out for about a dozen guests, with Phœbe all done up in her best things fussing round laying dishes. Martha Haycroft, also in her best things (black satin with a sort of crispiness to it) is cooking at the stove. Putting the farm people with their best clothes was always supposed to imply a comic touch. Rube has on clothes like a congressman’s, only lower in the coat tails and higher in the collar.

This, of course, was the supper that the farmer spoke of when he said they’d call in the neighbours.

Only for the moment all the eyes of the audience are turned on the stranger. He has a crop of straight white hair (a wig evidently) and a white beard — false, of course — and he walks partly bent with a stick, and he looks all about him, all round the room with such a queer look, as if he recognized it.

All the audience feel instinctively that that stranger is disguised. Indeed in this sort of play there always had to be somebody who turned out to be someone else.

“A raw night, sir,” repeats the farmer, “there’s an evil howl in the wind; I reckon there’ll be stormy weather at sea, to-night, sir—”

The farmer is evidently right — for just as he says it somebody behind the scene turns on the wind with a wild and mournful howl. Luckily they don’t leave it on long, just enough to let the audience know it’s there.

“I just been down to the shore, sir,” the farmer goes on, “I tend the light here at the foot of the farm. ‘Twill be a bad night at sea to-night.”

“A bad night for those at sea,” repeats the stranger.

The wind howls again. Martha pauses in her cooking, looks a moment towards the window and murmurs, “The sea, the sea.”

Martha, the farmer’s wife had to play alternatively a pathetic character and a comic one. It was hard to do, but the audience understood it. So she mutters “The sea! the sea!” with the yearning of a mother for her lost son, and then goes back to blowing up pancakes on the cook-stove. If that violated unity of the drama we didn’t know it in 1880, so it did no harm.

“But come, come,” says the farmer, “this ain’t no night for feeling down-hearted. I hear the neighbours outside. Come, Martha, we’ll go out and bring them in.”

This leaves Phœbe and Rube alone except for the stranger who has gone across the room and is standing with his back to them, lost in thought. So Rube and Phœbe do another love scene. Rube comes to her along side the table and has only just time to say “Phœbe!” with a slow grin and to try to take her by the waist when she lands him across the face with a pancake. The audience roar with delight and continue laughing till they suddenly come to a full stop when they see that there is something happening with the stranger.

He has been standing with his back turned, silent. Then without warning, he speaks, his back still turned, not in his counterfeited tone, but in a loud clear voice, the voice of youth:

“Rube!”

Rube and Phœbe start. “What voice is that?” says Rube, shaking with agitation.

The stranger turns, plucks away his white wig and his white beard and stands revealed.

“Jack! It’s Mr. Jack, come back from the dead!” cries Phœbe.

“Ain’t you drowned?” cries Rube.

They crowd close to him in eager recognition; and Jack, young and boyish now, laughs and greets them. “Let me run and call the boss and the missus,” pleads Phœbe, but Jack restrains her.

“Not now,” he says, “they mustn’t know yet.”

He goes on to reveal, all in whispers and in gestures which the audience are not intended to unravel, that his father and mother must not know yet. He takes from his pocket a bundle of something — is it paper or money or what? The audience can’t see it decently but Rube and Phœbe seem to understand and he is just explaining about it when the noise is heard of the farmer and his wife and the farm guests all coming back.

The stranger motions Rube and Phœbe to secrecy and is disguised again in a minute.

In they all come, the farm people all dressed in the queer pathos of their Sunday things and there follows the great supper scene, without which no rural melodrama was complete. Hear how they chatter and laugh. “Well, for the land’s sake, taste them doughnuts!” “Neighbour Jephson, try a slice of this pie.” “Well, I don’t mind if I do.” “Farmer Haycroft here’s your good health and Miss Hope’s good health and of all present.” “Hear! Hear!” and then someone chokes on a crumb and is beaten on the back.

The supper scene lasts ten minutes by the clock. The stranger has sat silent, beaming quiet approval and at the height of the merriment retired quietly to his room, a side room opening on the kitchen. Martha has lighted a candle for him and as he thanks her for it she says— “You’re a stranger in these parts, sir? There’s something in your voice I seem to know.” All the audience want to shout “He’s your son.” It is a touch taken right out of Sophocles. Hope meantime busies herself among the guests. Hiram Haycroft drinks great flagons of cider. At intervals the wind is turned on against the window panes to remain the audience that it’s a wild night outside.

Then for a moment the farmer leaves the room because he has to go and trim his light down on the shore.

While he is still out there is loud knocking at the door. Rube goes to it and opens it — with a special biff of wind produced for his benefit — and then shows in two strangers.

A young man and an old. The young man is tall and bronzed and sailorlike and Hope runs to him at once, with a glad cry of “Ned! My Ned!” His arms are about her in a moment and the whole theatre knows that it is her husband.

“We’ve put in under the point,” Ned explains, “and I come ashore. But it’s only to say good-bye. The Good Hope can’t lie there in this rising wind. We’ll have to put off at once. This is my father, Hope. You’ll be a daughter to him while I’m gone!”

Hope goes up to the old man and puts her two hands in his and says, oh, so sweetly, “I will indeed, sir, for Ned’s sake.”

But her mother has risen, shrinking, from her place.

“Ellwood,” she says, “Lawyer Ellwood.”

All the audience look at the old man. A fox certainly — oh, a sly old fox — just that look of mean cunning that stamped every rural lawyer in every melodrama for thirty years. But Hope sees nothing of it.

“No, Ned, you mustn’t put to sea to-night. It’s too wild a night. Hear how the rain is driving at the windows. You must stay here and your father, too. Mother, this is Ned, my husband, and this is his father, and these are our friends, Ned, and father’s only gone to the light. He’ll be back in just a minute—”

And at that moment the door swings open and Hiram Haycroft — shaking the wet from his black oilskins — strides back into the room. Hope comes to him pleadingly.

“Father, Father dear, this is my husband—”

But he doesn’t see her. He is staring at Ellwood.

“You!” he shouts. “You that have sought to bring ruin upon me and mine!”

Ellwood comes toward him, raising a protesting hand.

“Hiram!” he says.

“Out of my house!” shouts Haycroft. “Your accursed money is not due till to-morrow and to-morrow it shall be paid. Out! before I lay hands on you.” He steps forward menacingly, his hand uplifted. Ned Ellwood steps in his way.

“Put down your hands,” he says, “and listen to me.”

Hiram refuses to listen. He reaches for the gun that hangs above the mantel. The affrighted guests crowd around him. There is noise and confusion, above which is Haycroft’s voice, calling, “Out of my house! I say.”

The father and son move to the door, but as they go Hope rushes to her husband.

“Father! he is my husband! Where he goes I go. Ned, take me with you, out into the night and the storm.” (At these words the wind which has been quiet breaks out again.) “Out into the world, for better or for worse. Where you go I follow, my place is at your side!”

There is a burst of applause from the audience at this sentiment. That was the kind of girl they raised in 1880. There are none left now.

And so with her father’s imprecations ringing in her ears Hope casts a little grey cloak over her head and shoulders and with arm clinging to her husband passes out into the storm.

The door closes after them.

There is a hush and silence.

Not even Rube and Phœbe can break it now. The farm guests, almost inarticulate, come and say good-night and pass out. Martha, lamp in hand, goes tearfully up the stairs. Rube and Phœbe fade away.

Hiram Haycroft sits alone. The lights are dimmed down. There is a flicker of light from the fire in the stove but little more. At times the rattle of the storm at the window makes him lift his head. Once he walks to the window and stands and gazes out into the darkness towards the sea.

And once he goes over to the dresser at the side of the room and takes from it the wallet that has in it his two thousand dollars, holds it a moment in his hand and then replaces it.

At intervals the storm is heard outside. The audience by instinct know that the act is not over. There is more tragedy to come.

The farmer rises slowly from his chair. He lays aside his oilskins. Then, still slowly, he takes off his boots — with a boot jack — a stage effect much valued in melodrama.

He moves about the room, a candle in his hand, bolts and chains the door, and so, step by step slowly and with much creaking, ascends the stairs to bed.

The audience follow in a breathless stillness. They know that something is going to happen.

Deep silence and waiting. You can hear the audience breathing. No one speaks.

Then a side door in the room is opened, slowly, cautiously. You can see a dark figure stealing across the stage — nearer and nearer to the drawer where the wallet of money is lying. Look! What is he doing? Is he taking it, or is he moving it? Is it a thief or what?

Then suddenly the farmer’s voice from above.

“Who’s that down there?”

You can half see the farmer as he stands on the upper landing, a candle in his hand.

“Who’s that, I say?” he calls again.

The crouching figure crawls away, making for the door.

What happens after that follows with a rush. The farmer comes hurrying down the stairs, tears open the drawer and with a loud cry of “Thief! A thief!” rouses the sleeping house. You hear the people moving above. You see the lights on the stairs as the crouching figure rushes for the door. The farmer has seized his shotgun. There is a cry of “Stand there, or I’ll shoot,” then the flash of fire and the roar of the gun and the crouching figure falls to the floor, the farmer shouting, “Lights here. Bring a light! A thief!”

It is Rube who enters first, the others crowding after. It is Rube who lifts the fallen body, Rube who holds the light on the pale face so that the audience may see who it is — but something has long since told them that. It is Rube who pulls aside the white wig and the white beard that had disguised the youthful features. There is a loud cry from the farmer’s wife as she sinks down beside the body.

“Jack, Jack, it’s my boy come back to me.”

And the farmer, the gun still clenched and smoking in his hand cries:

“My son! I have killed my son.”

And with that down sinks the sombre curtain on a silent audience.

 

That’s the way, you see that the drama was put over in 1880. We weren’t afraid of real effects — terror, agony, murder — anything and the more of it the better. In a modern drawing-room play the characters get no nearer to murder than to have Pup No. 1, dressed in grey tweeds, discuss the theory of homicide with Pup No. 2, dressed in a brown golf costume. That’s all the excitement there is. But in this good old farm melodrama they weren’t afraid of mixing the thing up.

So the farmer is ruined, he’s driven his daughter from the door and has shot his son — and there you are.

When the play reaches this point, at the end of Act Two, there is nothing for it but a two years’ wait. So the play bill at this point bears the legend Two Years Elapse between Acts Two and Three. The audience are glad of it. Without that they couldn’t have stood the tragedy of it. But as it is there are two years; the men rise and file out up the aisle; very slowly — there was no need to hurry with two years ahead of them.

The gas is turned up now and the audience are gradually recovering; a boy comes down the aisle and shouts “Peanuts!” That helps a lot. And presently when the orchestra begins to play My Mother Said That I Never Should they begin to get reconciled to life again. Anyway, being used to this type of play they know that things aren’t so bad as they seem. Jack can’t really be dead. He’ll be brought to life somehow. He was shot, but he can’t have been killed. Every audience knows its own line of play; in fact in all the drama the audience has to be taken for granted or the play wouldn’t be intelligible. Anybody who has seen a moving picture audience snap up the symbols and legends and conventions of a photoplay and get the required meaning out of it will know just what I mean. So it was in 1880. The audience got cheered up because they realized that Jack couldn’t really be dead.

So they look at their programs with a revived interest to see what happens next.

Here it is:

ACT III — Two Years Later. The Fore Shore After Sunset. A Gathering Storm.

Ah! Look at the scene as the curtain goes up now. Isn’t it grand! The rocks and the breaking water and the white foam in the twilight! How ever do they do it? And the lighthouse there at the right hand side, how it towers into the dark sky! Look at the fishermen all in black oilskins and sou’-westers, glistening in the wet, moving about on the shore and pointing to the sea.

Notice that short flash of yellow lightning and the rumble of thunder away behind the scene. And look at the long beams of the light from the lighthouse far out on the water.

Don’t talk to me of a problem play, played in a modern drawing room as between a man in tweed and a woman in sequins. When I attend the theatre let there be a lighthouse and a gathering of huddled fishermen and danger lowering over the sea. As drama it is worth all the sex stuff that was ever slopped over the footlights.

“A wild night!”

It’s a fisherman speaking — or no, it’s Rube, only you would hardly know him — all in oilskins. In the New England play all the farmers turn into fishermen as the plot thickens. So it is Zeke, as another fisherman, who answers:

“It’s all that! God help all poor souls out at sea to-night.”

The lightning and thunder make good again, the fishermen and the women on the shore move to and fro, talking, and excited, and pointing at the sea. Rube and Zeke come together in the foreground, talking. Their function is to let the audience know all that has happened in two years.

“A wild night,” Zeke repeats, “such a night as it was two years ago, you mind, the night that Mr. Jack was shot.”

They both shake their heads. “ ’Twould have been a sight better,” says Rube, “if the farmer’s bullet had killed him that night. A sad sight it is to see him as he is, witless and speechless. It’s cruel hard on them all. Is he here to-night?”

“Ay, he’s here to-night — he’s always here on the shore when a storm is on. Look, see him there, always looking to the sea!”

The audience look at once and see in the little group standing in the gathering storm, Jack — holding to his mother hard and looking out to sea.

“She’s leading him away. She’ll be wanting him to go home. . . .”

So Jack isn’t dead! But what is that queer, strange look on his face? Something blank, unhuman, witless. His mother leads him down the stage.

“Jack, come home, Jack. It’s no place for you here in the storm.”

The thunder and lightning break in again sharp and vivid and the wind roars behind the scenes.

Jack turns a vacant countenance upon his mother. His face is pale and thin. His eyes are bright.

The audience get it. Since he was shot down he has been there two years speechless and demented.

His mother keeps begging him to come home. He tries to drag her towards the sea. Demented as he is, there is a wild and growing excitement in his manner. He is pointing at the waves, gesticulating.

“What does he see?” Rube is asking. “What is it? He has a sailor’s eyes. What does he see out there?”

And at that minute there comes a shout from the clustered fishermen on the Fore Shore.

“A ship! A ship! There’s a vessel out on the reef. See! look!”

They run up and down, pointing and shouting. And far out on the waves lit for a moment by a flash of lightning, the audience sees a dismasted schooner — she’s made of cardboard — out beside the breakers on the reef.

At this moment the freckled boy, all in oilskins, rushes breathless on to the stage. He hasn’t grown an inch in two years but nobody cares about that.

“Mother, Rube,” he gasps. “I’ve been down to the Long Point — I ran all the way — there is a schooner going on the reef. Look, you can see, and Mother, Mother—”

The boy is almost frenzied into excitement. The crowd gathers about him.

“Mother it’s the Good Hope, her ship!”

“The Good Hope?” exclaims everybody.

The boy gasps on.

“They were lowering the boats — I could see them — but nothing can live in that sea — one boat went down — I saw it — and I could see her, Hope, standing by the mast. I could see her face when the lightning came. Then I ran here. We must go out; we must get the life boats; we’ve got to go. You men, who’ll come?”

Come! they’ll all come! Listen to the shout of them. See! they are dragging forth the life boat from its wooden house on the left of the stage. There are swinging lanterns and loud calls and the roaring of the wind. The stage is darkening and the lightning glares on the sea. But even as they are trying to launch the life boat, there’s a new cry — 

“Look — a boat! a boat! out there on the reef, right among the breakers.”

The fishermen rush up and down in great excitement. “There’s a woman in the boat! God help her! She’s lost!”

“Mother, Mother, it’s Hope! See she’s alone in the boat, she’s kneeling up; she’s praying.”

There are new cries:

“Man the life boat! Man the life boat!”

The great boat is dragged out and ready. The men are climbing in over the side.

Then a fisherman shouts out and is heard, clear and single, for a moment in the lull of the storm.

“There’s only one man can pilot this boat across that reef, only Hiram Haycroft.”

There are cries of “Hiram! Hiram!” They point out at the lighthouse from which the long beams still revolve on the water. “He can’t leave the light.”

Noise and commotion.

“He must leave the light.”

“It’s life or death on this one chance. Lads, stand ready there with the life boat and come, some of you, with me and bring him down.” They rush towards the lighthouse. There is noise and thunder; a flash of light shows the boat, clearly in sight now, right out among the breakers and Hope seen for a moment kneeling in the bow praying, her face illuminated in the lightning. Then in a swirl of white water, the boat vanishes in the foam of the reef.

ACT IV

Then the scene changes — all done in a minute — from the shore to the Lighthouse Tower. It was what used to be called a “transformation scene.” It involved an eclipse of darkness punctured by little gas jets, and a terrible thumping and bumping with an undertone of curses. You could hear a voice in the darkness say quite distinctly, “Get that blank blank drop over there,” and you could see black figures running round in the transformation. Then there came an awful crash and a vision of a back curtain sliding down amongst the dark men. The lights flicked up again and all the audience broke into applause at the final wonder of it.

Look! It’s the lighthouse tower with the big lights burning and the storm howling outside. How bright and clear it is here inside the tower with its great windows looking out over the storm sixty feet above the sea.

He stands beside the lights, trimming the lamps, calm and steady at his task. The storm is all about him, but inside the lighthouse tower all is bright and still.

Hiram peers a moment from the lighthouse window. He opens the little door and steps out on the iron platform high above the sea. The wind roars about him and the crest of the driven water leaps to his very feet. He comes in, closing the door quietly and firmly behind him and turns again to his light.

“God help all poor souls at sea to-night,” he says.

And then with a rush and clatter of feet they burst in upon him, the group of fishermen, Martha, and his demented son, crowding into the lighthouse tower and standing on the stairs. Jack is at the rear of all, but there is a strange look on his face, a light of new intelligence.

“Quick, Hiram, you must come. There’s been a wreck. Look, there’s a boat going on the reef. The men are ready in the life boat. You must steer her through. It’s life or death. There’s not a moment to lose.”

Hiram looks for a moment at the excited crowd and then turns quietly to his task.

“My place is here,” he says.

There is a moment’s hush. Martha rushes to him and clutches him by the coat.

“Hiram, they haven’t told you. The schooner that was wrecked to-night is the Good Hope.”

Hiram staggers back against the wall.

“And the boat that’s drifting on the reef, it’s Hope, it’s our daughter.”

Hiram stands grasping the rail along the wall. He speaks panting with agitation, but firm:

“Martha — I’m sworn to tend the light. If the light fails God knows what it means to the ships at sea. If my child is lost it is God’s will — but — my place is here.”

And he turns back to the light.

The fishermen who have been crowding close to the window cry:

“Look down below. The boat — she’s driving in here right on the rocks — the woman’s still clinging to her.”

Martha rushes to the window and calls, “My child, save my child! save her!” And at exactly this minute Jack steps out into the centre of the floor. His face is clear and plain beneath the light. There is no dementia left in it now.

“Father,” he says, “Mother.”

They all turn to look at him. But no one speaks.

“The rope,” he says, “give me the rope.”

He points to a long coil of rope that hangs against the wall. With a sailor’s quickness of hand he takes the rope and runs a bowline knot in the end of it. In a moment, with the end of the line about his body, he throws open the door and rushes on the iron platform. “Hold fast to the line,” he calls, and then the audience see him mount the iron rail, pause a moment, and then dive head first into the sea beneath.

There is shouting and clamor from the fishermen.

“There he is! Look, he’s swimming to her! Hold fast there! . . . He’s got her. . . . Now then, in with the line.”

And with one glorious haul, up comes the line from the roaring sea with Jack at the end of it, and, tight held in his encircling arms, the fainting form of Hope, his sister.

Couldn’t be done? Nonsense! That was nothing to what we used to see done in the old-time plays. If need be, Jack could have fished out a whole shipload.

There is a cry of “Saved, saved!” and Hiram Haycroft clasping the senseless form of his daughter to his heart, cries:

“My little gal! Cast up by the sea!”

And the curtain comes down in a roar of applause.

ACT V — Six Months Later. Scene. The Kitchen of the Haycroft Farm.

This last act in the melodrama is all to the good. There is no more tragedy, no strain, no trouble. The play is really over but this part is always put in as a sort of wind-up to make everybody happy. The audience are now sitting in a swim of luxurious sentimentality. How fine everything has turned out — Jack has got his mind back, and Hope is saved and her husband, too, and the old farm isn’t mortgaged or sold and the Haycrofts are not ruined after all. Yes, and more than that; there are all kinds of little items of happiness to be thrown in.

So here we are back in the old farm kitchen, and here, of course, are Rube and Phœbe again. And Rube tries to grab Phœbe round the waist, but she says, “Oh, you Rube, you go along,” and lands a dish towel in his face. But this time Rube won’t go along. He manages to catch Phœbe and tell her that he wants her to be his wife and throw dishcloths at him all his life, and Phœbe calls him a “big thing,” and gives him a kiss like a smack (worse than a dishcloth or a pancake). So there they are, all set for marriage, as they might have been in the first act if Rube had had the nerve.

Well, they are no sooner straightened out than in come the farmer and his son Jack and Ned, Hope’s husband. The farmer seems very old and infirm, though suffused with the same air of peace and happiness as all the others. The two young men help him into an arm rocking chair. “Easy now.” Then Hiram sits down with that expression of difficulty “ay-ee-ee,” always used to symbolize stage rheumatism. There is no need for the farmer to become so suddenly old in the last act. But it was a favorite convention of 1880 to make all the old people very infirm and very happy at the end of the play.

So they begin to talk, just to pile on the happiness.

“I’m getting old, lads, I’m not the man I was.”

“Old, Father,” laughs Jack, “why, you’re the youngest and spryest of all of us—”

“I’m getting past work, boys,” says the farmer, shaking his head, “past work—”

“Work,” says Jack, “why should you work?” And as the talk goes on you get to understand that Jack will never go to sea again but will stay and work the farm and they’ve just received the “papers” that appoint him keeper of the light in his father’s place, with a pension for the old man. And Ned, Hope’s husband, is going to stay right there too. His father has bought him the farm just adjoining with house and stock and everything and he and Hope are all ready to move into it just as soon as — 

But wait a minute.

His father! Lawyer Ellwood! And the terrible enmity and feud!

Oh, pshaw, just watch that feud vanish! In the fifth act of an old time melodrama a feud could be blown to the four winds like thistledown.

Like this: — 

There’s a knocking at the door and Ned goes to it and comes back all smiling and he says:

“There’s someone at the door to see you, Mr. Haycroft. An old friend he says, shall he come in?”

“An old friend?” And in slips Ellwood — the farmer’s enemy, Hope’s father-in-law — looking pretty hale and hearty, but with the same touch of the old age of the fourth act visible.

He comes over and says:

“Well, Hiram, have you a shake of the hand for an old friend?”

And the farmer, rising, unsteadily:

“Why, Ephraim, it’s not your hand I should be taking; it’s your forgiveness I ought to ask for my mad folly these two years past.”

“Forgiveness,” says the lawyer; how honest and cheery he looks now, not a bit like the scoundrel he seemed in the second act— “forgiveness!”

And off he goes with his explanation.

That’s the whole purpose of the fifth act, — explanation.

And what do you think! He’d been Hiram’s friend all along and was not in earnest about wanting the money back from Hiram — didn’t want it at all! And he knew all about Hope’s love affair and Jack’s safe return with his son and was tickled to death over it — and that night two years ago when the farmer drove him out he had come over to tell the Haycrofts that the debt was cancelled, and he was going to buy a farm and start the young people, Ned and Hope, in life — and it was the cancelled mortgage that Jack was trying to sneak over and put in the drawer when his father shot him down! — and — why, dear me, how simple it all is in the fifth act. Why didn’t he explain? Why didn’t he shout out, “Hiram, I’m not a villain at all, I’m your old friend—” Oh, pshaw, who ever did explain things in the second act of a melodrama? And where would the drama be if they did?

So they are still explaining and counter-explaining and getting happier and happier when the last climax is staged.

The audience hear Martha’s voice as she comes on to the stage, talking back into the wings, “Carry him carefully there, Phœbe, for the land’s sake, if you drop that precious child—”

And in they come.

Martha and Hope! Looking as sweet and fresh as when she started out years ago in the first act. And bringing up the rear Phœbe — carrying the Baby.

Yes, believe it or not, a baby! — or the very semblance of one all bundled up in white.

Hope’s baby!

No melodrama was ever brought to its righteous end without a baby.

How the women all cuddle round it and croon over it! They put it on the farmer’s lap — and say, isn’t he just clumsy when he tries to take it — and when Rube offers to help, and Phœbe slaps his face with a dish rag, the audience just go into paroxysms of laughter.

So there you are — and everybody saved. All happy, the baby installed on the farmer’s knees and explanations flowing like autumn cider.

All that is needed now is the farmer to get off the Final Religious Sentiment which is the end and benediction of the good old melodrama. So he utters it with all due solemnity: “Ay, lads, pin your hope in Providence and in the end you land safe in port.”

It sounds as convincing as a proposition in Euclid. Then the curtain slowly comes down and the matinee audience melts away, out into the murky November evening, with the flickering gas lamps in the street, and the clanging bells of the old horse-cars in their ears, but with their souls uplifted and illuminated with the moral glow of the melodrama.


How My Wife and I Built Our Home for $4.90. Related in the Manner of the Best Models in the Magazines

[image: img53.jpg]

I WAS LEANING up against the mantelpiece in a lounge suit which I had made out of old ice bags, and Beryl, my wife, was seated at my feet on a low Louis Quinze tabouret which she had made out of a Finnan Haddie fishbox, when the idea of a bungalow came to both of us at the same time.

“It would be just lovely if we could do it!” exclaimed Beryl, coiling herself around my knee.

“Why not!” I replied, lifting her up a little by the ear. “With your exquisite taste—”

“And with your knowledge of material,” added Beryl, giving me a tiny pinch on the leg. “Oh, I am sure we could do it! One reads so much in all the magazines about people making summer bungalows and furnishing them for next to nothing. Oh, do let us try, Dogyard!”

We talked over our project all night, and the next morning we sallied forth to try to find a site for our new home. As Beryl (who was brimming over with fun as the result of talking all night) put it, “The first thing is to get the ground.”

Here fortune favored us. We had hardly got to the edge of the town when Beryl suddenly exclaimed, “Oh, look, Dogyard, look, there’s exactly the site!” It was a piece of waste land on the edge of a gully with a brickyard on one side of it and a gravel pit on the other. It had no trees on it, and it was covered with ragged heaps of tin cans, old newspapers, and stones, and a litter of broken lumber.

Beryl’s quick eye saw the possibilities of the situation at once. “Oh, Dogyard!” she exclaimed, “isn’t it just sweet? We can clear away all this litter and plant a catalpa tree to hide the brickyard and a hedge of copernicus or nux vomica to hide the gravel pit, and some bright flowers to hide the hedge. I wish I had brought some catalpa seed. They grow so quickly.”

“We’d better at least wait,” I said, “till we have bought the ground.”

And here a sudden piece of good fortune awaited us. It so happened that the owner of the lot was on the spot at the time — he was seated on a stone whittling a stick while we were talking, and presented himself to us. After a short discussion he agreed to sell us the ground for one dollar in cash and fifty cents on a three years’ mortgage. The deed of sale was written out on the spot and stamped with a two-cent stamp, and the owner of the lot took his departure with every expression of good will. And the magic sense of being owners of our own ground rendered us both jubilant.

That evening Beryl, seated on her little stool at my feet, took a pencil and paper and set down triumphantly a statement of the cost of our bungalow up to date. I introduce it here as a help to readers who may hope to follow in our footsteps:



	
Ground site


	
$1.50





	
Stamp for mortgage


	
.02





	
Car fare


	
.10





	
 


	
 





	
                   Total


	
$1.62






I checked over Beryl’s arithmetic twice and found it strictly correct.

Next morning we commenced work in earnest. While Beryl cleared away the cans and litter, I set to work with spade and shovel excavating our cellar and digging out the foundations. And here I must admit that I had no light task. I can only warn those who wish to follow in our footsteps that they must be prepared to face hard work.

Owing perhaps to my inexperience, it took me the whole of the morning to dig out a cellar forty feet long and twenty feet wide. Beryl, who had meantime cleaned up the lot, stacked the lumber, lifted away the stones and planted fifty yards of hedge, was inclined to be a little impatient. But I reminded her that a contractor working with a gang of men and two or three teams of horses would have taken a whole week to do what I did in one morning.

I admitted that my work was not equal to the best records as related in the weekly home journals, where I have often computed that they move 100,000 cubic feet of earth in one paragraph, but at least I was doing my best. Beryl, whose disappointment never lasts, was all smiles again in a moment, and rewarded me by throwing herself around my neck and giving me a hug.

That afternoon I gathered up all the big stones and built them into walls around the cellar with partition walls across it, dividing it into rooms and compartments. I leveled the floor and packed it tight with sand and gravel and dug a drain ten feet deep from the cellar to the gully about thirty feet away.

There being still a good hour or so of daylight left, I dug a cistern four feet wide and twenty feet deep. I was looking round for something more to dig by moonlight, but Beryl put her foot down (on my head while I was in the drain) and forbade me to work any more for fear I might be fatigued.

Next morning we were able to begin our building in good earnest. On our way we stopped at the fifteen cent store for necessary supplies, and bought one hammer, fifteen cents; a saw, fifteen cents; half a gallon of nails, fifteen cents; a crane, fifteen cents; a derrick for hoisting, fifteen cents, and a needle and thread, for sewing on the roof, fifteen cents.

As an advice to young builders, I may say that I doubt if we were quite wise in all our purchases. The fifteen cent derrick is too light for the work, and the extra expenditure for the heavier kind (the twenty-five cent crane) would have been justified. The difference in cost is only (approximately) ten cents, and the efficiency of the big crane is far greater.

On arriving at our ground we were delighted to find that our masonry was well set and the walls firm and solid, while the catalapa trees were well above the ground and growing rapidly. We set to work at once to build in earnest.

We had already decided to utilize for our bungalow the waste material which lay on our lot. I drew Beryl’s attention to the fact that if a proper use were made of the material wasted in building there would be no need to buy any material at all. “The elimination of waste,” I explained, “by the utilization of all by-products before they have time to go by, is the central principle of modern industrial organization.”

But observing that Beryl had ceased to listen to me, I drew on my carpenter’s apron which I had made out of a piece of tar-paper, and set to work. My first care was to gather up all the loose lumber that lay upon and around our ground site, and saw it up into neatly squared pieces about twenty feet long. Out of these I made the joists, the studding, the partitions, rafters, and so on, which formed the frame of the house.

Putting up the house took practically the whole morning. Beryl, who had slipped on a potato bag over her dress, assisted me by holding up the side of the house while I nailed on the top.

By the end of the afternoon we had completed the sides of our house, which we made out of old newspapers soaked in glue and rolled flat. The next day we put on the roof, which was made of tin cans cut open and pounded flat.

For our hardwood floors, mantels, etc., we were fortunate in finding a pile of hardwood on a neighboring lot which had apparently been overlooked, and which we carried over proudly to our bungalow after dark. That same night we carried over jubilantly some rustic furniture which we had found, quite neglected, lying in a nearby cottage, the lock of which oddly enough, was opened quite easily with the key of Beryl’s suitcase.

The rest of our furniture — plain tables, dressers, etc. — I was able to make from ordinary pine lumber which I obtained by knocking down a board fence upon an adjacent lot. In short, the reader is able to picture our bungalow after a week of labor, complete in every respect and only awaiting our occupation on the next day.

Seated that evening in our boarding house, with Beryl coiled around me, I calculated the entire cost of our enterprise — including ground site, lumber, derricks, cranes, glue, string, tin-tacks and other materials — as four dollars and ninety cents.

In return for it we had a pretty seven-roomed house, artistic in every respect, with living-room, bed-rooms, a boudoir, a den, a snuggery, a doggery — in short, the bungalow of which so many young people have dreamed.

Seated together that evening, Beryl and I were full of plans for the future. We both have a passionate love of animals and, like all country-bred people, a longing for the life of a farm. So we had long since decided to keep poultry. We planned to begin in a small way, and had brought home that evening from the fifteen-cent store a day-old chicken, such as are now so widely sold.

We put him in a basket beside the radiator in a little flannel coat that Beryl had made for him, and we fed him with a warm mash made of breakfast food and gravel. Our printed directions that we got with him told us that a fowl eats two ounces of grain per day and on that should lay five eggs in a week. I was easily able to prove to Beryl by a little plain arithmetic that if we fed this fellow 4 ounces a day he would lay 10 eggs in a week, or at 8 ounces per day he would lay 20 eggs in a week.

Beryl, who was seized at once with a characteristic fit of enthusiasm, suggested that we stick 16 ounces a day into him and begin right now. I had to remind her laughingly that at 8 ounces a day the fellow would probably be working up to a capacity, and carrying what we call in business his peak load. “The essential factor in modern business,” I told her, “is to load yourself up to the peak and stay there.”

In short, there was no end to our rosy dreams. In our fancy we saw ourselves in our bungalow, surrounded by hens, bees, cows and dogs, with hogs and goats nestling against our feet. Unfortunately our dreams were destined to be shattered. Up to this point our experience with building our bungalow had followed along after all the best models, and had even eclipsed them. But from now on we met a series of disasters of which we had had no warning. It is a pity that I cannot leave our story at this point.

On arriving at our bungalow next day we found notices posted up forbidding all trespassers, and two sour-looking men in possession. We learned that our title to the ground site was worthless, as the man from whom we had bought it had been apparently a mere passer-by. It appeared also that a neighboring contractor was making serious difficulties about our use of his material. It was divulged further that we had been mistaken in thinking that we had taken our rustic furniture from an empty cottage. There were people living in it, but they happened to be asleep when Beryl moved the furniture.

As for our hen — there is no doubt that keeping fowls is enormously profitable. It must be so, when one considers the millions of eggs consumed every day. But it demands an unremitting attention and above all — memory. If you own a hen you must never forget it — you must keep on saying to yourself— “How is my hen?” This was our trouble. Beryl and I were so preoccupied with our accumulated disaster, that we left our one-day-old chick behind the radiator and never thought of him for three weeks. He was then gone. We prefer to think that he flew away.


Softening the Stories for the Children. But Don’t Do It: They Prefer Them Rough

[image: img53.jpg]

“WHAT IS THE story that you are reading, Peggy?” I asked of a wide-eyed child of eight, who sat buried in a story book.

“Little Red Riding Hood,” she answered.

“Have you come to the part,” I asked, “where the grandmother gets eaten?”

“She didn’t get eaten!” the child protested in surprise.

“Yes, — the wolf comes to her cottage and knocks at the door and she thinks that it is Little Red Riding Hood and opens the door and the wolf eats her.”

She shook her head.

“That’s not it at all in this book,” she said.

So I took a look at the page before her and I read:

“Then the wolf pushed open the door of the cottage and rushed in but the grandmother was not there as she happened not to be at home.”

Exactly! The grandmother, being a truly up-to-date grandmother, was probably out on the golf links, or playing bridge with a few other grandmothers like herself.

At any rate she was not there and so she escaped getting eaten by the wolf. In other words, Little Red Riding Hood, like all the good old stories that have come down from the bad old times, is having to give way to the tendencies of a human age. It is supposed to be too horrible for the children to read. The awful fate of the grandmother, chawed up by the wolf, — or, no, swallowed whole like a Malpecque oyster, is too terrible for them to hear. So the story, like a hundred other stories and pictures, has got to be censored, reëdited, and incidentally, — spoiled.

All of which rests on a fundamental error as to literature and as to children. There is no need to soften down a story for them. They like it rough.

“In the real story,” I said to the little girl, “the grandmother was at home, and the wolf rushed in and ate her in one mouthful!”

“Oh! that’s much better!” she exclaimed.

“And then, afterwards, when the hunters came in, they killed the wolf and cut his stomach open and the grandmother jumped out and was saved!”

“Oh, isn’t that splendid!” cried the child.

In other words, all the terror that grown-up people see in this sort of story is there for grown-up people only. The children look clean over it, or past it, or under it. In reality, the vision of the grandmother feebly defending herself against the savage beast, or perhaps leaping round the room to get away from him, and jumping up on top of the grandfather’s clock — is either horrible, or weird, or pathetic, or even comic, as we may happen to see it. But to the children it is just a story, — and a good one, — that’s all.

And all the old stories are the same! Consider Jack the Giant-Killer. What a conglomeration of weeping and wailing, of people shut into low dungeons, of murder, of sudden death, of blood, and of horror! Jack, having inveigled an enormous giant into eating an enormous quantity of porridge, then rips him up the stomach with a huge sword! What a mess!

But it doesn’t disturb Jack or his young readers one iota. In fact, Jack is off again at once with his young readers trailing eagerly after him, in order to cut off at one blow the three huge heads of a three-headed giant and make a worse mess still.

From the fairy stories and the giant stories the children presently pass on, — quite unscathed as I see it, — to the higher range of the blood-and-thunder stories of the pirates and the battles. Here again the reality, for the grown-up mind that can see it, is terrible and gruesome; but never so for the boys and girls who see in it only the pleasant adventure and bright diversity.

Take, for instance, this familiar scene as it appears and reappears in the history of Jack Dare-devil, or Ned Fear-nothing, or any of those noble boys who go to sea, in books, at the age of fourteen and retire, as admirals, at twenty-two.

“The fire from both ships was now becoming warm. A round shot tearing across the deck swept off four of our fellows. ‘Ha! ha!’ said Jack, as he turned towards Ned on the quarterdeck, ‘this bids fair to become lively.’ ”

It certainly did. In fact, it would be lively already if one stopped to think of the literal and anatomical meaning of a round shot, — twenty-five pounds of red-hot iron, — tearing through the vitals of four men. But the boy reader never gets it this way. What is said is, that four of our fellows were “swept off,” — just that; merely “swept off” and that’s the way the child reader takes it. And when the pirates “leap on deck,” Jack himself “cuts down” four of them and Ned “cuts down” three. That’s all they do,— “they cut them down,” they just “shorten them” so to speak.

Very similar in scope and method was the good old “half-dime novel,” written of the days of the “Prairie,” and the mountain trail, the Feathered Indian and the Leathered Scout. In these, unsuspecting strangers got scalped in what is now the main street of Denver, — where they get skinned.

These stories used to open with a rush and kept in rapid oscillation all the time. In fact they began with the concussion of firearms.

“ ’Bang! Bang! Bang!’ Three shots rang out over the prairie and three feathered Indians bit the dust.”

It seemed always to be a favorite pastime of the Indians “biting dust.”

In grim reality, — to the grown-up mind, — these were stories of terror, — of midnight attack, of stealthy murder with a knife from without the folds of the tent, of sudden death in dark caverns, of pitiless enemies, and of cruel torture.

But not so to the youthful mind. He followed it all through quite gayly, sharing the high courage of his hero, — Dick Danger the Dauntless. “I must say,” whispered Dick to Ned (this was when the Indians had them tied to a tree and were piling grass and sticks round it so as to burn them alive), “I must say, old man, things begin to look critical. Unless we can think of some way out of this fix, we are lost.”

Notice, please, this word “lost”: in reality they would be worse than lost. They’d be cooked. But in this class of literature the word “lost” is used to cover up a multitude of things. And, of course, Dick does think of a way out. It occurs to him that by moving his hands he can slip off the thongs that bind him, set Ned free, leap from the tree to the back of a horse, of two horses, and then by jumping over the edge of a chasm into the forest a thousand feet below, they can find themselves in what is called “comparative safety.” After which the story goes calmly on, oblivious of the horrible scene that nearly brought it to an end.

But as the modern parent and the modern teacher have grown alarmed, the art of story-telling for children has got to be softened down. There must be no more horror and blood and violent death. Away with the giants and the ogres! Let us have instead the stories of the animal kingdom in which Wee-Wee the Mouse has tea on a broad leaf with Goo-Goo the Caterpillar, and in which Fuzzy the Skunk gives talks on animal life that would do for Zoölogy Class I at Harvard.

But do we, — do they, — can we escape after all from the cruel environment that makes up the life in which we live? Are the animals after all so much softer than the ogres, so much kinder than the pirates? When Slick the Cat crackles up the bones of Wee-Wee the Mouse, how does that stand! And when Old Mr. Hawk hovers in the air watching for Cheep-Cheep the chicken who tries in vain to hide under the grass, and calls for its lost mother, — how is that for terror! To my thinking the timorous and imaginative child can get more real terror from the pictured anguish of a hunted animal than from the deaths of all the Welsh giants that ever lived on Plynlimmon.

The tears of childhood fall fast and easily, and evil be to him who makes them flow.

How easily a child will cry over the story of a little boy lost, how easily at the tale of poverty and want, how inconsolably at death. Touch but ever so lightly these real springs of anguish and the ready tears will come. But at Red Riding Hood’s grandmother! Never! She didn’t die! She was merely eaten. And the sailors, and the pirates, and the Apache Indians! They don’t die, not in any real sense to the child. They are merely “swept off,” and “mowed down,” — in fact, scattered like the pieces on an upset chessboard.

The moral of all which is, don’t worry about the apparent terror and bloodshed in the children’s books, the real children’s books. There is none there. It only represents the way in which little children, from generation to generation, learn in ways as painless as can be followed, the stern environment of life and death.


The Everlasting Angler
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THE FISHING SEASON is now well under way. Will soon be with us. For lovers of fishing this remark is true all the year round. It has seemed to me that it might be of use to set down a few of the more familiar fish stories that are needed by any one wanting to qualify as an angler. There is no copyright on these stories, since Methuselah first told them, and anybody who wishes may learn them by heart and make free use of them.

I will begin with the simplest and best known. Everybody who goes fishing has heard it, and told it a thousand times. It is called: — 

I

THE STORY OF THE FISH THAT WAS LOST

The circumstances under which the story is best told are these. The fisherman returns after his day’s outing with his two friends whom he has taken out for the day, to his summer cottage. They carry with them their rods, their landing net and the paraphernalia of their profession. The fisherman carries also on a string a dirty looking collection of little fish, called by courtesy the “Catch.” None of these little fish really measures more than about seven and a half inches long and four inches round the chest. The fisherman’s wife and his wife’s sister and the young lady who is staying with them come running to meet the fishing party, giving cries of admiration as they get a sight of the catch. In reality they would refuse to buy those fish from a butcher at a cent and a half a pound. But they fall into ecstasies and they cry, “Oh, aren’t they beauties! Look at this big one!” The “big one” is about eight inches long. It looked good when they caught it but it has been shrinking ever since and it looks now as if it had died of consumption. Then it is that the fisherman says, in a voice in which regret is mingled with animation:

“Yes, but say, you ought to have seen the one that we lost. We had hardly let down our lines—”

It may be interjected here that all fishermen ought to realize that the moment of danger is just when you let down your line. That is the moment when the fish will put up all kinds of games on you, such as rushing at you in a compact mass so fast that you can’t take them in, or selecting the largest of their number to snatch away one of your rods.

“We had hardly let down our lines,” says the fishermen, “when Tom got a perfect monster. That fish would have weighed five pounds, wouldn’t it, Tom?”

“Easily,” says Tom.

“Well, Tom started to haul him in and he yelled to Ted and me to get the landing net ready and we had him right up to the boat, right up to the very boat,” “Right up to the very boat,” repeat Tom and Edward sadly. “When the damn line broke and biff! away he went. Say! he must have been two feet long, easily two feet!”

“Did you see him?” asks the young lady who is staying with them. This of course she has no right to ask. It’s not a fair question. Among people who go fishing it is ruled out. You may ask if a fish pulled hard, and how much it weighed but you must not ask whether anybody saw the fish.

“We could see where he was,” says Tom.

Then they go on up to the house carrying the “string” or “catch” and all three saying at intervals, “Say, if we had only landed that big fellow!”

By the time this anecdote has ripened for winter use, the fish will have been drawn actually into the boat (thus settling all question of seeing it) and will there have knocked Edward senseless, and then leaped over the gunwale.

II

STORY OF THE EXTRAORDINARY BAIT

This is a more advanced form of fishing story. It is told by fishermen for fishermen. It is the sort of thing they relate to one another when fishing out of a motor boat on a lake, when there has been a slight pause in their activity and when the fish for a little while, — say for two hours, have stopped biting. So the fishermen talk and discuss the ways and means of their craft. Somebody says that grasshoppers make good bait: and somebody else asks whether any of them have ever tried Lake Erie soft shell crabs as bait, and then one, — whoever is lucky enough to get in first, — tells the good old bait story.

“The queerest bait I ever saw used,” he says, shifting his pipe to the other side of his mouth, “was one day when I was fishing up in one of the lakes back in Maine. We’d got to the spot and got all ready when we suddenly discovered that we’d forgotten the bait—”

At this point any one of the listeners is entitled by custom to put in the old joke about not forgetting the whiskey.

“Well, there was no use going ashore. We couldn’t have got any worms. It was too early for frogs, and it was ten miles to row back home. We tried chunks of meat from our lunch, but nothing doing! Well, then, just for fun I cut a white bone button off my pants and put it on the hook. Say! you ought to have seen those fish go for it. We caught, oh, easily twenty, yes, thirty, in about half an hour. We only quit after we’d cut off all our buttons and our pants were falling off us! Say, hold on, boys, I believe I’ve got a nibble! Sit steady!”

Getting a nibble of course will set up an excitement in any fishing party that puts an end to all story telling. After they have got straight again and the nibble has turned out to be “the bottom” as all nibbles are, — the moment would be fitting for anyone of them to tell the famous story called:

III

BEGINNER’S LUCK, OR THE WONDERFUL CATCH MADE BY THE NARRATOR’S WIFE’S LADY FRIEND

“Talking of that big catch that you made with the pants button,” says another of the anglers, who really means that he is going to talk of something else, “reminds me of a queer thing I saw myself. We’d gone out fishing for pickerel, ‘dorés,’ they call them up there in the lake of Two Mountains. We had a couple of big row boats and we’d taken my wife and the ladies along, — I think there were eight of us, or nine perhaps. Anyway it doesn’t matter. Well, there was a young lady there from Dayton, Ohio, and she’d never fished before. In fact she’d never been in a boat before. I don’t believe she’d ever been near the water before.”

All experienced listeners know now what is coming. They realize the geographical position of Dayton, Ohio, far from the water and shut in everywhere by land. Any prudent fish would make a sneak for shelter if he knew that a young lady from Dayton, Ohio, was after him.

“Well, this girl got an idea that she’d like to fish and we’d rigged up a line for her, just tied on to a cedar pole that we’d cut in the bush. Do you know you’d hardly believe that that girl had hardly got her line into the water when she got a monster. We yelled to her to play it or she’d lose it, but she just heaved it up into the air and right into the boat. She caught seventeen, or twenty-seven, I forget which, one after the other, while the rest of us got nothing. And the fun of it was she didn’t know anything about fishing; she just threw the fish up into the air and into the boat. Next day we got her a decent rod with a reel and gave her a lesson or two and then she didn’t catch any.”

I may say with truth that I have heard this particular story told not only about a girl from Dayton, Ohio, but about a girl from Kansas, a young lady just out from England, about a girl fresh from Paris, and about another girl, not fresh, — the daughter of a minister. In fact if I wished to make sure of a real catch, I would select a girl fresh from Paris or New York and cut off some of my buttons, or hers, and start to fish.

IV

THE STORY OF WHAT WAS FOUND IN THE FISH

The stories, however, do not end with the mere catching of the fish. There is another familiar line of anecdote that comes in when the fish are to be cleaned and cooked. The fishermen have landed on the rocky shore beside the rushing waterfall and are cleaning their fish to cook them for the midday meal. There is an obstinate superstition that fish cooked thus taste better than first class kippered herring put up in a tin in Aberdeen where they know how. They don’t, but it is an honourable fiction and reflects credit on humanity. What is more, all the fishing party compete eagerly for the job of cutting the inside out of the dead fish. In a restaurant they are content to leave that to anybody sunk low enough and unhappy enough to have to do it. But in the woods they fight for the job.

So it happens that presently one of the workers holds up some filthy specimen of something in his hand and says, “Look at that! See what I took out of the trout! Unless I mistake it is part of a deer’s ear. The deer must have stooped over the stream to drink and the trout bit his ear off.”

At which somebody says, — whoever gets it in first, — says:

“It’s amazing what you find in fish. I remember once trolling for trout, the big trout, up in Lake Simcoe and just off Eight Mile Point we caught a regular whopper. We had no scales but he weighed easily twenty pounds. We cut him open on the shore afterwards, and say, would you believe it, that fish had inside him a brass buckle, — the whole of it, — and part of a tennis shoe, and a rain check from a baseball game, and seventy-five cents in change. It seems hard to account for it, unless perhaps he’d been swimming round some summer hotel.”

These stories, I repeat, may now be properly narrated in the summer fishing season. But of course, as all fishermen know, the true time to tell them is round the winter fire, with a glass of something warm within easy reach, at a time when statements cannot be checked, when weights and measures must not be challenged and when fish grow to their full size and their true beauty. It is to such stories as these, whether told in summer or in winter, that the immemorial craft of the angler owes something of its continued charm.

Love Me, Love My Letters

The Use of Ink for the First Inklings of Love

There is a proverb which says a man is known by the company he keeps. There is a saying also that a man is best known by the song he sings. It is claimed, too, that people can always be distinguished by the books that they read, and by the pictures that they admire, and by the clothes that they wear.

All this may be true. But to my thinking, the truest test of character is found in the love letters that people write. Each different type of man or woman — including girls — has his, or her, or perhaps their, own particular way of writing love letters.

As witness to which, let me submit to the reader’s judgment a carefully selected set of love letters present and past. I need hardly say that the letters are not imaginary, but that each of them is an actual sample taken right out of the post office — no, I don’t think I need say it.

I

THE OLD-FASHIONED STYLE

Love letter of the year 1828 sent by messenger from Mr. Ardent Heartful, The Hall, Notts, England, to Miss Angela Blushanburn, The Shrubberies, Hops, Potts, Shrops, England, begging her acceptance of a fish:

“Respected Miss Angela:

“With the consent of your honored father and your esteemed mother, I venture to send to you by the messenger who bears you this, a fish. It has, my respected Miss Angela, for some time been my most ardent desire that I might have the good fortune to present to you as the fruit of my own endeavors, a fish. It was this morning my good fortune to land while angling in the stream that traverses your property, with the consent of your father, a fish.

“In presenting for your consumption, with your parents’ consent, respected Miss Angela, this fish, may I say that the fate of this fish which will thus have the inestimable privilege of languishing upon your table conveys nothing but envy to one who, while what he feels cannot be spoken, still feels as deeply as should feel, if it does feel, this fish.

“With the expression of a perfect esteem for your father and mother, believe me,

“Your devoted,

“Ardent Heartful.”

II

THE NEWER STYLE OF TO-DAY

Love letter composed by Professor Albertus Dignus, senior professor of English rhetoric and diction at the University, and famous as the most brilliant essayist outside of the staff of the London Times, to Miss Maisie Beatit of the chorus of the Follies-in-Transit company at Memphis, Tenn.:

“Cuckoo! my little peacherino, and how is she to-night? I wish she was right here, yum, yum! I got her tootsie weenie letter this morning. I hustled to the post office so fast to get it I nearly broke my slats. And so it really longs for me, does she? and did you really mean it? Well, you certainly look like a piece of chocolate to me! In fact, you’re some bird! You’re my baby all right,” — and so forth for three pages. After which, the professor turns back to work on his essay— “The Deterioration of the English Language Among the Colored Races of Africa.”

III

TRULY RURAL

Passionate Love Letter from Mr. Ephraim Cloverseed, Arcadia Post Office, Vermont, to Miss Nettie Singer, also of Arcadia, but at present on the cash in the Home Restaurant, 7860 Sixth Avenue, New York:

“Dear Nettie:

“There was a sharp frost last night which may do considerable harm to the fall wheat. Till last Tuesday there had not been no frost that you wouldn’t have noticed any. Some think we are in for a hard winter. Some think if it clears off a bit between this and New Year’s it may not be but some don’t. I seen a couple of crows in the pasture yesterday but you can’t always bank on that. I’ve been troubled again with my toe. But my rheumatism seems a whole lot better from that last stuff. My left leg has been pretty stiff again but the liniment has done my right arms good. Well, I will now close,

“Ephraim.”

IV

HYDRAULIC LOVE

Letter from Mr. Harry P. Smith, hydraulic engineer and surveyor, writing to Miss Georgia Sims, from Red Gulch Creek in the wilds of New Ontario. Everybody knows that Harry has been just crazy over Georgia for three years.

“Dear Georgia:

“We got in here through the bush yesterday and it certainly is a heck of a place to try to run a sight line in. The rock is mostly basaltic trap, but there are faults in it here and there that have been filled with alluvial deposit. It would be pretty hard to give you an estimate of the probable mineral content. But I should say you would have a fair chance of striking gas here if you went deep enough. But your overhead would be a whopper. Well, Georgia, I must now close.

“Harry.”

THE ANSWERS THEY GOT

The answer received by Mr. Ardent Heartful, Anno Domini, 1828:

“Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn present their compliments to Mr. Ardent Heartful and desire to thank him for the fish which Mr. Heartful has had the kindness to forward to their daughter and which they have greatly enjoyed. Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn will be pleased if Mr. Heartful will present himself in person for such further conversation in regard to this fish as connects it with his future intentions.”

WHAT THE PROFESSOR GOT

The answer from Miss Maisie Beatit of the Follies-in-Transit Company, Memphis, Tenn.:

“My dear Professor:

“It was with the most agreeable feelings of gratification that I received your letter this morning.

“The sentiments which you express and the very evident manifestation thus conveyed of your affection towards myself fill me, sir, with the most lively satisfaction. . . .” [After which Maisie got tired of copying word after word of the Complete Letter-Writer and so she just added in her own style,]

“Ain’t you the Kidder? Our next jump is Kansas City.

“Maisie.”

WOMANLY EPISTLE SENT FROM POSTAL STATION B-28, NEW YORK, TO ARCADIA P. O., VERMONT

“Dear Ephraim:

“I was glad to get your letter. I was sorry to hear there had been so much frost. I was glad to hear there are still crows in the bush. I was sorry to hear your toe is no better. I was glad to hear your rheumatism is some better. I am glad your leg is nicely. I must now close.

“Nettie.”

THE ANSWER FROM MISS GEORGIA SIMS, BLOOR STREET, TORONTO

She didn’t answer.

 

Little query for the reader just at the end. Which of these various couples will get married first and stay married longest? Quite right. You guessed it immediately. There’s no doubt about it, to persons of judgment in such things.


The Golfomaniac

[image: img53.jpg]

WE RIDE IN and out pretty often together, he and I, on a suburban train.

That’s how I came to talk to him. “Fine morning,” I said as I sat down beside him yesterday and opened a newspaper.

“Great!” he answered, “the grass is drying out fast now and the greens will soon be all right to play.”

“Yes,” I said, “the sun is getting higher and the days are decidedly lengthening.”

“For the matter of that,” said my friend, “a man could begin to play at six in the morning easily. In fact, I’ve often wondered that there’s so little golf played before breakfast. We happened to be talking about golf, a few of us last night — I don’t know how it came up — and we were saying that it seems a pity that some of the best part of the day, say, from five o’clock to seven-thirty, is never used.”

“That’s true,” I answered, and then, to shift the subject, I said, looking out of the window:

“It’s a pretty bit of country just here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he replied, “but it seems a shame they make no use of it — just a few market gardens and things like that. Why, I noticed along here acres and acres of just glass — some kind of houses for plants or something — and whole fields full of lettuce and things like that. It’s a pity they don’t make something of it. I was remarking only the other day as I came along in the train with a friend of mine, that you could easily lay out an eighteen-hole course anywhere here.”

“Could you?” I said.

“Oh, yes. This ground, you know, is an excellent light soil to shovel up into bunkers. You could drive some big ditches through it and make one or two deep holes — the kind they have on some of the French links. In fact, improve it to any extent.”

I glanced at my morning paper. “I see,” I said, “that it is again rumored that Lloyd George is at last definitely to retire.”

“Funny thing about Lloyd George,” answered my friend. “He never played, you know; most extraordinary thing — don’t you think? — for a man in his position. Balfour, of course, was very different: I remember when I was over in Scotland last summer I had the honor of going around the course at Dumfries just after Lord Balfour. Pretty interesting experience, don’t you think?”

“Were you over on business?” I asked.

“No, not exactly. I went to get a golf ball, a particular golf ball. Of course, I didn’t go merely for that. I wanted to get a mashie as well. The only way, you know, to get just what you want is to go to Scotland for it.”

“Did you see much of Scotland?”

“I saw it all. I was on the links at St. Andrews and I visited the Loch Lomond course and the course at Inverness. In fact, I saw everything.”

“It’s an interesting country, isn’t it, historically?”

“It certainly is. Do you know they have played there for over five hundred years! Think of it! They showed me at Loch Lomond the place where they said Robert the Bruce played the Red Douglas (I think that was the other party — at any rate, Bruce was one of them), and I saw where Bonnie Prince Charlie disguised himself as a caddie when the Duke of Cumberland’s soldiers were looking for him. Oh, it’s a wonderful country historically.”

 

After that I let a silence intervene so as to get a new start. Then I looked up again from my newspaper.

“Look at this,” I said, pointing to a headline, United States Navy Ordered Again to Nicaragua. “Looks like more trouble, doesn’t it?”

“Did you see in the paper a while back,” said my companion, “that the United States Navy Department is now making golf compulsory at the training school at Annapolis? That’s progressive, isn’t it? I suppose it will have to mean shorter cruises at sea; in fact, probably lessen the use of the navy for sea purposes. But it will raise the standard.”

“I suppose so,” I answered. “Did you read about this extraordinary murder case on Long Island?”

“No,” he said. “I never read murder cases. They don’t interest me. In fact, I think this whole continent is getting over-preoccupied with them—”

“Yes, but this case had such odd features—”

“Oh, they all have,” he replied, with an air of weariness. “Each one is just boomed by the papers to make a sensation—”

“I know, but in this case it seems that the man was killed with a blow from a golf club.”

“What’s that? Eh, what’s that? Killed him with a blow from a golf club!!”

“Yes, some kind of club—”

“I wonder if it was an iron — let me see the paper — though, for the matter of that, I imagine that a blow with even a wooden driver, let alone one of the steel-handled drivers — where does it say it? — pshaw, it only just says ‘a blow with golf club.’ It’s a pity the papers don’t write these things up with more detail, isn’t it? But perhaps it will be better in the afternoon paper. . . .”

“Have you played golf much?” I inquired. I saw it was no use to talk of anything else.

“No,” answered my companion, “I am sorry to say I haven’t. You see, I began late. I’ve only played twenty years, twenty-one if you count the year that’s beginning in May. I don’t know what I was doing. I wasted about half my life. In fact, it wasn’t till I was well over thirty that I caught on to the game. I suppose a lot of us look back over our lives that way and realize what we have lost.”

“And even as it is,” he continued, “I don’t get much chance to play. At the best I can only manage about four afternoons a week, though of course I get most of Saturday and all Sunday. I get my holiday in the summer, but it’s only a month, and that’s nothing. In the winter I manage to take a run South for a game once or twice and perhaps a little swack at it around Easter, but only a week at a time. I’m too busy — that’s the plain truth of it.” He sighed. “It’s hard to leave the office before two,” he said. “Something always turns up.”

And after that he went on to tell me something of the technique of the game, illustrate it with a golf ball on the seat of the car, and the peculiar mental poise needed for driving, and the neat, quick action of the wrist (he showed me how it worked) that is needed to undercut a ball so that it flies straight up in the air. He explained to me how you can do practically anything with a golf ball, provided that you keep your mind absolutely poised and your eye in shape, and your body a trained machine. It appears that even Bobby Jones of Atlanta and people like that fall short very often from the high standard set up by my golfing friend in the suburban car.

 

So, later in the day, meeting someone in my club who was a person of authority on such things, I made inquiry about my friend. “I rode into town with Llewellyn Smith,” I said. “I think he belongs to your golf club. He’s a great player, isn’t he?”

“A great player!” laughed the expert. “Llewellyn Smith? Why, he can hardly hit a ball! And anyway, he’s only played about twenty years!”


Gertrude the Governess: or, Simple Seventeen. Synopsis of Previous Chapters:. There are no Previous Chapters.
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IT WAS A wild and stormy night on the West Coast of Scotland. This, however, is immaterial to the present story, as the scene is not laid in the West of Scotland. For the matter of that the weather was just as bad on the East Coast of Ireland.

But the scene of this narrative is laid in the South of England and takes place in and around Knotacentinum Towers (pronounced as if written Nosham Taws), the seat of Lord Knotacent (pronounced as if written Nosh).

But it is not necessary to pronounce either of these names in reading them.

Nosham Taws was a typical English home. The main part of the house was an Elizabethan structure of warm red brick, while the elder portion, of which the Earl was inordinately proud, still showed the outlines of a Norman Keep, to which had been added a Lancastrian Jail and a Plantagenet Orphan Asylum. From the house in all directions stretched magnificent woodland and park with oaks and elms of immemorial antiquity, while nearer the house stood raspberry bushes and geranium plants which had been set out by the Crusaders.

About the grand old mansion the air was loud with the chirping of thrushes, the cawing of partridges and the clear sweet note of the rook, while deer, antelope and other quadrupeds strutted about the lawn so tame as to eat off the sun-dial. In fact, the place was a regular menagerie.

From the house downwards through the park stretched a beautiful broad avenue laid out by Henry VII.

Lord Nosh stood upon the hearthrug of the library. Trained diplomat and statesman as he was, his stern aristocratic face was upside down with fury.

“Boy,” he said, “you shall marry this girl or I disinherit you. You are no son of mine.”

Young Lord Ronald, erect before him, flung back a glance as defiant as his own.

“I defy you,” he said. “Henceforth you are no father of mine. I will get another. I will marry none but a woman I can love. This girl that we have never seen—”

“Fool,” said the Earl, “would you throw aside our estate and name of a thousand years? The girl, I am told, is beautiful; her aunt is willing; they are French; pah! they understand such things in France.”

“But your reason—”

“I give no reason,” said the Earl. “Listen, Ronald, I give one month. For that time you remain here. If at the end of it you refuse me, I cut you off with a shilling.”

Lord Ronald said nothing; he flung himself from the room, flung himself upon his horse and rode madly off in all directions.

As the door of the library closed upon Ronald the Earl sank into a chair. His face changed. It was no longer that of the haughty nobleman, but of the hunted criminal. “He must marry the girl,” he muttered. “Soon she will know all. Tutchemoff has escaped from Siberia. He knows and will tell. The whole of the mines pass to her, this property with it, and I — but enough.” He rose, walked to the sideboard, drained a dipper full of gin and bitters, and became again a high-bred English gentleman.

It was at this moment that a high dogcart, driven by a groom in the livery of Earl Nosh, might have been seen entering the avenue of Nosham Taws. Beside him sat a young girl, scarce more than a child, in fact, not nearly so big as the groom.

The apple-pie hat which she wore, surmounted with black willow plumes, concealed from view a face so face-like in its appearance as to be positively facial.

It was — need we say it — Gertrude the Governess, who was this day to enter upon her duties at Nosham Taws.

At the same time that the dogcart entered the avenue at one end there might have been seen riding down it from the other a tall young man, whose long, aristocratic face proclaimed his birth and who was mounted upon a horse with a face even longer than his own.

And who is this tall young man who draws nearer to Gertrude with every revolution of the horse? Ah, who, indeed? Ah, who, who? I wonder if any of my readers could guess that this was none other than Lord Ronald.

The two were destined to meet. Nearer and nearer they came. And then still nearer. Then for one brief moment they met. As they passed Gertrude raised her head and directed towards the young nobleman two eyes so eye-like in their expression as to be absolutely circular, while Lord Ronald directed towards the occupant of the dogcart a gaze so gazelike that nothing but a gazelle, or a gas-pipe, could have emulated its intensity.

 

Was this the dawn of love? Wait and see. Do not spoil the story.

 

Let us speak of Gertrude, Gertrude De Mongmorenci McFiggin had known neither father nor mother. They had both died years before she was born. Of her mother she knew nothing, save that she was French, was extremely beautiful, and that all her ancestors and even her business acquaintances had perished in the Revolution.

Yet Gertrude cherished the memory of her parents. On her breast the girl wore a locket in which was enshrined a miniature of her mother, while down her neck inside at the back hung a daguerreotype of her father. She carried a portrait of her grandmother up her sleeve and had pictures of her cousins tucked inside her boot, while beneath her — but enough, quite enough.

Of her father Gertrude knew even less. That he was a high-born English gentleman who had lived as a wanderer in many lands, this was all she knew. His only legacy to Gertrude had been a Russian grammar, a Roumanian phrase-book, a theodolite, and a work on mining engineering.

From her earliest infancy Gertrude had been brought up by her aunt. Her aunt had carefully instructed her in Christian principles. She had also taught her Mohammedanism to make sure.

When Gertrude was seventeen her aunt had died of hydrophobia.

The circumstances were mysterious. There had called upon her that day a strange bearded man in the costume of the Russians. After he had left, Gertrude had found her aunt in a syncope from which she passed into an apostrophe and never recovered.

To avoid scandal it was called hydrophobia. Gertrude was thus thrown upon the world. What to do? That was the problem that confronted her.

It was while musing one day upon her fate that Gertrude’s eye was struck with an advertisement.

“Wanted a governess; must possess a knowledge of French, Italian, Russian, and Roumanian, Music, and Mining Engineering. Salary £1, 4 shillings and 4 pence halfpenny per annum. Apply between half-past eleven and twenty-five minutes to twelve at No. 41 A Decimal Six, Belgravia Terrace. The Countess of Nosh.”

Gertrude was a girl of great natural quickness of apprehension, and she had not pondered over this announcement more than half an hour before she was struck with the extraordinary coincidence between the list of items desired and the things that she herself knew.

She duly presented herself at Belgravia Terrace before the Countess, who advanced to meet her with a charm which at once placed the girl at her ease.

“You are proficient in French?” she asked.

“Oh, oui,” said Gertrude modestly.

“And Italian?” continued the Countess.

“Oh, si,” said Gertrude.

“And German?” said the Countess in delight.

“Ah, ja,” said Gertrude.

“And Russian?”

“Yaw.”

“And Roumanian?”

“Jep.”

Amazed at the girl’s extraordinary proficiency in modern languages, the Countess looked at her narrowly. Where had she seen those lineaments before? She passed her hand over her brow in thought, and spit upon the floor, but no, the face baffled her.

“Enough,” she said, “I engage you on the spot; to-morrow you go down to Nosham Taws and begin teaching the children. I must add that in addition you will be expected to aid the Earl with his Russian correspondence. He has large mining interests at Tschminsk.”

Tschminsk! why did the simple word reverberate upon Gertrude’s ears? Why? Because it was the name written in her father’s hand on the title page of his book on mining. What mystery was here?

It was on the following day that Gertrude had driven up the avenue.

She descended from the dogcart, passed through a phalanx of liveried servants drawn up seven-deep, to each of whom she gave a sovereign as she passed and entered Nosham Taws.

“Welcome,” said the Countess, as she aided Gertrude to carry her trunk upstairs.

The girl presently descended and was ushered into the library, where she was presented to the Earl. As soon as the Earl’s eye fell upon the face of the new governess he started visibly. Where had he seen those lineaments? Where was it? At the races, or the theatre — on a bus — no. Some subtler thread of memory was stirring in his mind. He strode hastily to the sideboard, drained a dipper and a half of brandy, and became again the perfect English gentleman.

While Gertrude has gone to the nursery to make the acquaintance of the two tiny golden-haired children who are to be her charges, let us say something here of the Earl and his son.

Lord Nosh was the perfect type of the English nobleman and statesman. The years that he had spent in the diplomatic service at Constantinople, St. Petersburg, and Salt Lake City had given to him a peculiar finesse and noblesse, while his long residence at St. Helena, Pitcairn Island, and Hamilton, Ontario, had rendered him impervious to external impressions. As deputy-paymaster of the militia of the county he had seen something of the sterner side of military life, while his hereditary office of Groom of the Sunday Breeches had brought him into direct contact with Royalty itself.

His passion for outdoor sports endeared him to his tenants. A keen sportsman, he excelled in fox-hunting, dog-hunting, pig-killing, bat-catching and the pastimes of his class.

In this latter respect Lord Ronald took after his father. From the start the lad had shown the greatest promise. At Eton he had made a splendid showing at battledore and shuttlecock, and at Cambridge had been first in his class at needlework. Already his name was whispered in connection with the All England ping-pong championship, a triumph which would undoubtedly carry with it a seat in Parliament.

Thus was Gertrude the Governess installed at Nosham Taws.

The days and the weeks sped past.

The simple charm of the beautiful orphan girl attracted all hearts. Her two little pupils became her slaves. “Me loves oo,” the little Rasehellfrida would say, leaning her golden head in Gertrude’s lap. Even the servants loved her. The head gardener would bring a bouquet of beautiful roses to her room before she was up, the second gardener a bunch of early cauliflowers, the third a spray of late asparagus, and even the tenth and eleventh a sprig of mangel-wurzel or an armful of hay. Her room was full of gardeners all the time, while at evening the aged butler, touched at the friendless girl’s loneliness, would tap softly at her door to bring her a rye whisky and seltzer or a box of Pittsburg Stogies. Even the dumb creatures seemed to admire her in their own dumb way. The dumb rooks settled on her shoulder and every dumb dog around the place followed her.

And Ronald! ah, Ronald! Yes, indeed! They had met. They had spoken.

“What a dull morning,” Gertrude had said. “Quel triste matin! Was fur ein allerverdamnter Tag!”

“Beastly,” Ronald had answered.

“Beastly!!” The word rang in Gertrude’s ears all day.

After that they were constantly together. They played tennis and ping-pong in the day, and in the evening, in accordance with the stiff routine of the place, they sat down with the Earl and Countess to twenty-five-cent poker, and later still they sat together on the verandah and watched the moon sweeping in great circles around the horizon.

It was not long before Gertrude realised that Lord Ronald felt towards her a warmer feeling than that of mere ping-pong. At times in her presence he would fall, especially after dinner, into a fit of profound subtraction.

Once at night, when Gertrude withdrew to her chamber and before seeking her pillow, prepared to retire as a preliminary to disrobing — in other words, before going to bed, she flung wide the casement (opened the window) and perceived (saw) the face of Lord Ronald. He was sitting on a thorn bush beneath her, and his upturned face wore an expression of agonised pallor.

Meantime the days passed. Life at the Taws moved in the ordinary routine of a great English household. At 7 a gong sounded for rising, at 8 a horn blew for breakfast, at 8.30 a whistle sounded for prayers, at 1 a flag was run up at half-mast for lunch, at 4 a gun was fired for afternoon tea, at 9 a first bell sounded for dressing, at 9.15 a second bell for going on dressing, while at 9.30 a rocket was sent up to indicate that dinner was ready. At midnight dinner was over, and at 1 a.m. the tolling of a bell summoned the domestics to evening prayers.

Meanwhile the month allotted by the Earl to Lord Ronald was passing away. It was already July 15, then within a day or two it was July 17, and, almost immediately afterwards, July 18.

At times the Earl, in passing Ronald in the hall, would say sternly, “Remember, boy, your consent, or I disinherit you.”

And what were the Earl’s thoughts of Gertrude? Here was the one drop of bitterness in the girl’s cup of happiness. For some reason that she could not devine the Earl showed signs of marked antipathy.

Once as she passed the door of the library he threw a bootjack at her. On another occasion at lunch alone with her he struck her savagely across the face with a sausage.

It was her duty to translate to the Earl his Russian correspondence. She sought in it in vain for the mystery. One day a Russian telegram was handed to the Earl. Gertrude translated it to him aloud.

“Tutchemoff went to the woman. She is dead.”

On hearing this the Earl became livid with fury, in fact this was the day that he struck her with the sausage.

Then one day while the Earl was absent on a bat hunt, Gertrude, who was turning over his correspondence, with that sweet feminine instinct of interest that rose superior to ill-treatment, suddenly found the key to the mystery.

Lord Nosh was not the rightful owner of the Taws. His distant cousin of the older line, the true heir, had died in a Russian prison to which the machinations of the Earl, while Ambassador at Tschminsk, had consigned him. The daughter of this cousin was the true owner of Nosham Taws.

The family story, save only that the documents before her withheld the name of the rightful heir, lay bare to Gertrude’s eye.

Strange is the heart of woman. Did Gertrude turn from the Earl with spurning? No. Her own sad fate had taught her sympathy.

Yet still the mystery remained! Why did the Earl start perceptibly each time that he looked into her face? Sometimes he started as much as four centimetres, so that one could distinctly see him do it. On such occasions he would hastily drain a dipper of rum and vichy water and become again the correct English gentleman.

The denouement came swiftly. Gertrude never forgot it.

It was the night of the great ball at Nosham Taws. The whole neighbourhood was invited. How Gertrude’s heart had beat with anticipation, and with what trepidation she had overhauled her scant wardrobe in order to appear not unworthy in Lord Ronald’s eyes. Her resources were poor indeed, yet the inborn genius for dress that she inherited from her French mother stood her in good stead. She twined a single rose in her hair and contrived herself a dress out of a few old newspapers and the inside of an umbrella that would have graced a court. Round her waist she bound a single braid of bag-string, while a piece of old lace that had been her mother’s was suspended to her ear by a thread.

Gertrude was the cynosure of all eyes. Floating to the strains of the music she presented a picture of bright girlish innocence that no one could see undisenraptured.

The ball was at its height. It was away up!

Ronald stood with Gertrude in the shrubbery. They looked into one another’s eyes.

“Gertrude,” he said, “I love you.”

Simple words, and yet they thrilled every fibre in the girl’s costume.

“Ronald!” she said, and cast herself about his neck.

At this moment the Earl appeared standing beside them in the moonlight. His stern face was distorted with indignation.

“So!” he said, turning to Ronald, “it appears that you have chosen!”

“I have,” said Ronald with hauteur.

“You prefer to marry this penniless girl rather than the heiress I have selected for you?”

Gertrude looked from father to son in amazement.

“Yes,” said Ronald.

“Be it so,” said the Earl, draining a dipper of gin which he carried, and resuming his calm. “Then I disinherit you. Leave this place, and never return to it.”

“Come, Gertrude,” said Ronald tenderly, “let us flee together.”

Gertrude stood before them. The rose had fallen from her head. The lace had fallen from her ear and the bag-string had come undone from her waist. Her newspapers were crumpled beyond recognition. But dishevelled and illegible as she was, she was still mistress of herself.

“Never,” she said firmly. “Ronald, you shall never make this sacrifice for me.” Then to the Earl, in tones of ice, “There is a pride, sir, as great even as yours. The daughter of Metschnikoff McFiggin need crave a boon from no one.”

With that she hauled from her bosom the daguerreotype of her father and pressed it to her lips.

The Earl started as if shot. “That name!” he cried, “that face! that photograph! stop!”

There! There is no need to finish; my readers have long since divined it. Gertrude was the heiress.

The lovers fell into one another’s arms. The Earl’s proud face relaxed. “God bless you,” he said. The Countess and the guests came pouring out upon the lawn. The breaking day illuminated a scene of gay congratulations.

Gertrude and Ronald were wed. Their happiness was complete. Need we say more? Yes, only this. The Earl was killed in the hunting-field a few days later. The Countess was struck by lightning. The two children fell down a well. Thus the happiness of Gertrude and Ronald was complete.


Letters to the New Rulers of the World

No. I. To the Secretary of the League of Nations.

[image: img53.jpg]

RESPECTED SIR,

I have learned, as has everybody here in my home town, with unconcealed delight, of this new convention, that you have just concluded in regard to the Kalmuk Hinterland of the Oxus district. As we understand it here in our town, this convention will establish a distinct modus vivendi as between Mongolian Kalmuks and the Tartarian Honeysuckles. It will set up a new sphere of influence, the boundaries of which we are as yet unable to trace on the railway and steamship map of the world in our new Union Depot, but which we feel assured will extend at least fifty miles in either direction, and will stop only when it has to. As citizens of a great country it fills us with a new pride in this nation to reflect that the whole of this hinterland, both back and front, will now be thrown open to be proselytized, Christianized, and internationalized, penetrated and fumigated under the mandate of this country.

What you have done, sir, is a big thing, and when we realize that it has taken only six years for you to do it, we are filled with enthusiasm as to what you are destined to do. Nor has this been the sole result of your years of labour. The citizens of our town have followed with a fascinated interest each stage of your achievements. Your handling of the claims of Formosa to a share in the control of the Ho-han Canal was masterly. On the news that you had succeeded in submitting to arbitration the claims of the Dutch bondholders of the Peking-Hankow railway, our citizens turned out and held a torchlight procession on the Main Street. When the word came that you had successfully arranged a status quo on the backwaters of the Upper Congo, there was an enthusiasm and excitement upon our streets such as we have not seen since the silver election in 1896.

Under the circumstances, therefore, respected sir, I am certain that you will not mind a few words — I will not say of protest — but of friendly criticism. We readily admit in our town all that you have done for us. You have lifted us, as we fully recognize, into what is a larger atmosphere. When we look back to the narrow horizon of politics as they were in this town (you will recall our sending Alderman McGinnis and the Johnson boys to the penitentiary) we stand appalled. It is a splendid thing to think that our politics now turn upon the larger and bigger issues of the world, such as the Kalmuks, the Kolchucks and the internationalization of the Gulf of Kamchatka. It would have done you good, sir, could you have listened to the masterly debate at our Mechanics’ Institute last week on the establishment of a six-nation control over the trolley line from Jerusalem and Jericho.

But, sir, to be very frank — there is a certain apprehension in our town that this thing is being pushed just a little too far. We are willing to be as international as anybody. Our citizens can breathe as large an atmosphere as the Kalmuks or the Cambodians or any of them. But what begins to worry us is whether these other people are going to be international too. We feel somehow that your League ought, if we may use a metaphor, to play a little bit nearer home, not all the games but at least some of them. There are a lot of things in this town that we think might properly claim your attention. I don’t know whether you are aware of the state of our sewers and the need for practically ripping up the Main Street and relaying them. Here is a thing in which we think the Kalmuks might care to help us out. Also if you would discuss with the Cambodians of the Sumatra Hinterland the question of their taking a hand in the irrigation of Murphy’s flats (just the other side, you remember, of where the old Murphy homestead was) it might make for good feeling all around.

Put very briefly, sir, our one criticism of your achievements — and it is only said in the kindest possible way — is that your League is all right, but somehow the gate receipts of it seem to go in the wrong direction.

No. II — To a Disconsolate King

My dear Charles Mary Augustus Felix Sigismund:

You will pardon me, I hope, this brief method of address. For the moment, I cannot recall the rest of your names.

I need hardly say how delighted and honoured I was to receive a letter from you written all in your own hand and spelt, as I saw at once, without help. It was perhaps wrong of you to pay insufficient postage on it. But I do not forget that you were once a king and cannot at once get over it. You write in what are evidently wretchedly low spirits. You say that you are living in Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein (if I get you right) in the simplest conceivable way. You have laid aside your royal title and are living incognito as the Hereditary Count in and of Salzensplitz. You have only a single valet and no retinue. You lunch, you tell me, very plainly each day upon a pint of Rheinwein and an egg, and at dinner you have merely a chop or a cutlet and a couple of quarts of Rudesberger. You retire to bed, it seems, after a plain supper — a forkful of macaroni, I think you said, with about half a tumbler of old Schnapps. Of all the thousands who fed at your table in the days of your kingship, none, you say, care now to share your simple fare. This is too bad. If they had you and your little table in New York, they could give you the choice of a line-up of friends that would reach from the Winter Garden to the Battery. But that is by the way.

The point is that you are singularly disconsolate. You tell me that at times you have thought of suicide. At other times you have almost made up your mind to work. Both of these things are bad, and I beg of you, my dear Sigismund, that before adopting either of these alternatives you will listen to a little quiet advice and will sit tight in Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein till things brighten up a bit. Unless I much mistake, my dear Charles Mary Felix, the world has not finished with you yet, nor won’t have for a long time to come. It turns out, I am sorry to say, that the world is still an infinitely sillier place than we had imagined. You remember that morning when you ran away from your hereditary principality, concealed in a packing case and covered up with a load of hay. All the world roared with laughter at the ignominy and cowardice of your flight. You seemed all of a sudden changed into a comic figure. Your silly little dignity, the uniforms that you wore and that you changed twenty times a day, the medals which you bestowed upon yourself, the Insignia of the Duck’s Feather which you yourself instituted — all these things became suddenly laughable. We thought that Europe had become sensible and rational, and was done with the absurdity of autocratic kings.

I tell you frankly, Charles Mary Felix, you and your silly baubles had been no sooner swept into the little heap, than a thousand new kinds of folly sprang up to replace you. The merry Checkoslovak and the Unredeemed Italian ran up a bill of taxes for peaceful citizens like myself to pay. I have contributed my share to expeditions to Kieff, to Baku, and to Teheran and to Timbuctoo. General Choodenstich is conducting huge operations against General Gorfinski in Esthonia, and I can’t even remember which is my general and where Esthonia is. I have occupied Anatolia, and I don’t want it. I have got an international gendarmerie in Albania that I think are a pack of bums, eating their heads off at my expense. As to Bulgaria, Bukovina, and Bessarabia, I believe I voice the sentiments of millions of free-born income-tax payers when I say, take them, Charles Felix; they are all yours.

The time is coming, I am certain, when a new pack of fools will come and hunt you up in your exile at Schlitzen-Bad-unter-Wein, clap a Field Marshal’s uniform on you, put you in a bomb-proof motor car and rush you back to your hereditary palace. They will announce that you have performed prodigies of personal bravery. You will wear again your twenty uniforms a day. You will give twenty-five cents to a blind beggar and be called the father of your people.

I give you notice, Mary Augustus, that when this happens, I shall not lift a finger to stop it. For it appears that our poor humanity, its head still singing with the cruel buffeting of the war, is incapable of moving forward, and can only stagger round in a circle.

No. III — To a Plumber

My very dear Sir,

It is now four hours since you have been sitting under the sink in my kitchen, smoking. You have turned off the water in the basement of my house and you have made the space under the sink dry and comfortable and you are sitting there. I understand that you are waiting for the return of your fellow plumber who has gone away to bring back a bigger wrench than the one that you have with you.

The moment is therefore opportune for me to write these few lines which I shall presently place in an envelope and deliver to you on your departure.

I do not wish in any way to seem to reflect upon the apparent dilatoriness with which your work has been done. I am certain that is only apparent and not real. I pass over the fact that my house has now for two weeks been without an adequate water-supply. I do not resent it that you have spent each morning for a fortnight in my kitchen. I am not insensible, sir, to the charm of your presence there under the sink and I recognize the stimulus which it affords to the intellectual life of my cook. I am quite aware, sir, that all of these things are outside of the legitimate scope of complaint. For I understand that they are imposed upon you by your order. It is the command, I believe, of your local union that you must not use a wrench without sending for an assistant: it is an order of your federated brotherhood that you must not handle a screwdriver except in the presence of a carpenter and before witnesses: and it is the positive command of the international order to which you belong that you must not finish any job until it has been declared finishable by a majority vote of the qualified plumbers of your district. These things, no doubt, make for the gayety and variety of industry but interpose, I fear, a check upon the rapidity of your operations.

But what I have wanted to say to you, good sir, is this. You find yourself in possession of what used to be called in the middle ages a Mystery, — something which you can do and which other people can’t. And you are working your mystery for all it is worth. Indeed I am inclined to think that you are working it for rather more than it is worth.

I think it only fair to tell you that a movement is now on foot which may jeopardize your existence. A number of our national universities have already opened departments of Plumbing which threaten to bring your mysterious knowledge within reach even of the most educated. Some of the brightest scientific minds of the country are applying themselves to find out just how you do it. I have myself already listened to a course of six speculative lectures on the theory of the kitchen tap, in which the lecturer was bold enough to say that the time is soon coming when it will be known, absolutely and positively, to the scientific world how to put on a washer. Already, sir, pamphlets are being freely circulated dealing with the origin and nature of the hot water furnace. It has been already discovered that the water moves to and fro in the pipes of the furnace with sufficient regularity and continuity of movement to render it capable of reduction to a scientific law. We shall know before long just what it is you do to the thing to stop it from sizzling.

You perceive then, my dear sir, that the moment is one which ought to give you room for anxious thought. You are perhaps not aware that a book has already been published under the ominous title Every Man His Own Plumber. It has been suppressed, very rightly, by the United States Government as tending to subvert society and reduce it to a pulp. But it at least foreshadows, sir, the grim possibilities of the future.

May I in conclusion make a personal request. If you have any friends who are in the bell-hanging business, or the electrical repair industry, or the broken window monopoly, or the loose-chair-leg combine, will you kindly show them this letter.

No. IV — To a Hotel Manager

Noble and Exalted Sir,

I am well aware as I stand before you at the desk of your rotunda, of what a worm I am. There is, as far as I can see it, no reasonable excuse for my existence. I have so it appears, “no reservation,” and yet I have had the impertinence to come here and to sue for a room. The contempt with which you gaze upon me is only too well justified. It is of no use for me to plead that I did not know that I was coming and that my journey to your city was entirely unpremeditated. All this only indicates, as you justly express by the look upon your face, an ill-regulated life unfit for your consideration.

I am well aware, sir, that I ought to have written to you four months ago and entered myself upon your waiting list for accommodation: and I know that even in that case my chance of obtaining a room would have had to depend upon my continued merit of good conduct.

You inform me that if I lean up against this desk until one o’clock there is a possibility that a gentleman may vacate room 4601. This is glad news indeed. I shall stand here with pleasure and I am sure that you will not consider me disqualified if I stand first upon one leg and then upon the other. It is a habit that I have acquired in such hotels as yours.

Meantime, my dear sir, I should like, while I lean against the desk, to set down upon paper in a few words just what I think of you. I cannot help but contrast you, sir, with the old-time “Proprietor” whom you have replaced. The change, I do not doubt, is altogether salutary: and yet in certain aspects I cannot but regret it. The old-time “hotel man” was accustomed to meet me with an outstretched hand and a genial smile. He greeted me by my name and though I knew that he had read it on my valise my gratification was none the less. A room? Why, that man could find me a room if I turned up at midnight in the middle of a Grand Army Convention. A room! Why, the mere suggestion of my not getting a room filled him with distress. Sooner than see me sleepless he would put me in with two commercial men from the west (perfect gentlemen, as he himself informed me); he would put me, along with four others, on the billiard table; establish me behind a screen in a quiet corner of a corridor; or stop, rather than see me suffer, he would offer (it was a safe thing) to turn out of his own room. As to a bath neither he nor I ever thought of it.

Observe that this man’s hotel was very different from yours. In it was no palm room filled with rubber trees and resonant with the music of a Hungarian Orchestra: no Peacock corridor in which the Dangerous Debutante in the drooping hat shoots languorous glances at the passer-by. In point of pleasure and relaxation in his hotel there was nothing, other than the bar. That was the sole resort, — a quiet place below the stairs with a sanded floor and a long counter. And here it was that we stood in friendly converse, drinking whiskey and water while the chief clerk was “fixing me up” for a room. In those brave days we drank whiskey and water right after breakfast. We were supposed to need it.

Now, sir, I admit that you and your kind have made wonderful changes in our hotels. You have filled them with music and palm trees and debutantes. You have taught our people to drink English tea at five o’clock in the afternoon; you have borrowed the Café Chantant of the French and combined it with the grill room of the British. You have introduced afternoon dances and midnight suppers and you have gathered about you, — I admit it and I thank you for it, — all the prettiest women in New York to decorate your corridors.

You have become, and in a certain sense you are entitled to be, one of the New Rulers of the World. But this I ask. Do not push your sovereignty too far. If you do, there will be the inevitable reaction and revolution. A movement will be put on foot to build in your city a few hotels of the by-gone type of the old days when the guests were guests indeed and the kindly publican their host: a hotel with only one bath for every twenty-five guests: with dinner served only in the main dining room when the bell rings: without a single rubber tree in the whole extent of it, but, — and this is the essential point, — with something of the old-fashioned courtesy and kindliness and quiet which you are banishing from your palatial doors.

What! The gentleman has vacated room 4601? Ah! a gentleman indeed! Quick, give me the pen and let me sign. I take back all that I have written. And by the way, which is the way to the lunch room where the Syrian dancing girls are? I shall want to eat there.

No. V — To a Prohibitionist

My dear Sir:

Before I begin this letter let me explain that, of course, I am myself a believer in prohibition. I think that water, especially clear, cold water — I don’t care for muddy water — is a beautiful drink. I had a glass of it the other day, and it seemed wonderfully limpid and transparent — almost like gin.

Moreover, in the town in which I live, my friends and I have seen prohibition in actual operation, and we are all enthusiastic over it. Crime is lessening every day. Murder is becoming almost unknown. Not a single one of my friends was murdered all last summer. The sale of boys’ boots had increased a hundred per cent. Some of the boys here have no less than eight or ten pairs. Bank deposits are rising. Credit is expanding, and work is almost ceasing.

These are very gratifying things, and when we look back upon the old days, my friends and I wonder how we could have led the life that we did. I remember that very often in the middle of the morning we used deliberately to go out from our business and drink a glass of lager beer. Why we did this I cannot now conceive. Beer, sir, as you yourself are aware, contains neither proteids nor albumen. It has less nitrogen in it than common starch, and is not nearly so rich in effervescent hydrogen as ordinary baking soda: in short, its food value is not to be compared with tan bark or with common mucilage. Nowadays, if I find that I flag at all in morning work, I take a little nip of baking soda and a couple of licks of mucilage and in a moment I am willing and anxious to work again.

I remember, too, that in the old times in the winter evenings we used to sit around the fire in one another’s houses smoking and drinking hot toddy. No doubt you remember the awful stuff. We generally used to make ours with Bourbon whiskey and hot water, with just a dash of rum, with half a dozen lumps of white sugar in it, and with nutmeg powdered over the top. I think we used to put a curled slice of lemon peel into the rotten stuff and then served it in a tall tumbler with a long spoon in it. We used to sit and sup this beastly mixture all evening and carry on a perfectly aimless conversation with no selected subject of discussion, and with absolutely no attempt to improve our minds at all.

As things are now I have entirely cut all such idle acquaintanceship and such waste of time. I like to come home after my work and, after drinking four or five glasses of water, spend the evening with some good book of statistics, improving myself. I am then ready to converse, should an occasion arise, in such a way as to put conversation where it ought to be.

You will, therefore, readily understand that all my friends and I are enthusiastic over prohibition. If you were to ask us to go back to things as they were (but please do not do so), we should vote against it by a majority of easily two hundred per cent. It is on this account, with all the more confidence, that I am able to draw your attention to one or two points, in themselves very small things, in which we think that the present régime might be amended.

The first of these is the mere percentage, as it is commonly called, of the beer that is permitted to be sold. This is evidently a matter of very secondary concern and one on which no one would wish to dogmatize. But my friends and I feel that this percentage might profitably be placed at about, say, in rough numbers — twenty per cent. We should feel that at twenty per cent. we were getting a more adequate return upon the money expended. At the same time we lay no great stress on the particular figure itself. Twenty, thirty, or possibly still better, forty per cent. would prove quite acceptable to us.

Another point is the abolition of the bar. Here we are all agreed. The bar is done with forever. We never want to see it back. But we do feel that if we could have some quiet place where one could purchase beverages of the kind I have described, some plain room with tables and a seat or two and possibly a free lunch counter and a weighing machine, we should feel better to carry out the general purport of the prohibition idea. There are several of my friends who have not been weighed since the first of July of 1919, and are suffering grave inconvenience thereby.

I do not suggest that such a place should be allowed to operate after the old unrestrained fashion of the bars that kept open practically all night. It should be placed under sharp regulation. My friends and I feel that any such place should be rigidly closed at two o’clock a.m. with perhaps special facilities for access at a later hour to the weighing machine and the lunch counter. These, however, are mere details of organization which, as we see it, do not in the least impair the general principle.

As to whiskey and the stronger spirits, we feel that there is not a single word to be said for them. My friends and I are convinced that the use of these things as a beverage is deleterious to the last degree. We unite in declaring that they should be regarded as medicine and as medicine only. Two or three small incidents have occurred among us lately which have corroborated our opinions upon this point. Not very long ago one of my friends was taken, just outside of my door, with a very sharp pain, or stitch, in his side. For the moment I was at a loss what to do when it occurred to me that possibly a medicinal application of whiskey might prove effective. I took him into my house and administered it at once and was delighted to observe the color come back into his cheeks. It was some hours before I was enabled to remove him: but I finally ventured to put him into a hack, crosswise on the two seats, and the poor fellow was, I believe, safely placed against his own door by the hackman without further mishap.

Such incidents as this have convinced us that the sale of whiskey should be rigidly restricted to those who need it at the time when they need it, and in the quantity that they happen to need.

These suggestions, my dear sir, are intended merely as suggestions, as mere adumbrations of possible modifications of the present system. We understand that there is some talk of reconsidering and redrafting the eighteenth amendment to the constitution. If this is so, I think it would be well to embody these suggestions in the new amendment. I am certain that upon these terms the Supreme Court of the United States would have no trouble with its interpretation.

No. VI — To a Spiritualist

Dear Friend and Brother in the Darkness,

I sent you last week a thought wave or movement of the ether. But it has apparently not reached you. I willed it in your direction and it seemed at the time to be moving toward you with gratifying rapidity. But I fear that it has gone clean past you. I am not, however, surprised or discouraged at this. In the little Spiritualistic circle in which I belong we have already learned to take the failures with the successes. We directed last week a thought wave at Senator Lodge but we have no reason to think that it hit him. The week before we had sent one, with special force, at Mr. Mackenzie King and there is no sign that it struck him. Our medium, Miss Mutt, tells us that very often a thought wave becomes supercharged and loses touch with the etherical vibrations and we all think this very likely. So I am not discouraged that my little message of congratulation and suggestion has gone astray. If I only had you near me I could get the message into you in a moment by putting the tips of my fingers on your cranium and willing it into you. But as I cannot do that I hope you will not mind if I have recourse to pen and ink.

What I want to say to you first of all is to congratulate you upon the splendid work that you have been doing in the world during the last few years. Until your recent activities began things were getting into a dreadful condition. Belief in everything seemed to be dying out. All idea of a material hell had had to be abandoned and there seemed nothing left. But now all that has been completely changed and I am sure that the little circle to which I belong is only one among thousands that are bringing hope and light to a world that was growing dark.

I am sure that you will be glad to learn that in our little circle our experiments have been singularly successful. We began in the very simplest way because Miss Mutt, our medium, said that it was better to begin with simple things so as to find out whether our members offered an easy mark to the ether waves sent from the Other Side, and they did. As our first experiment we all sat around a table with our fingers just barely touching it. We all had our eyes bandaged except Miss Mutt and we put the light out in the room to avoid the cross vibrations.

We were all delighted to find that the table at once began lifting its legs in the air and making raps on the floor and presently it ran right around the room and then climbed up the wall. Miss Mutt had to coax it down again. This of course is only a very simple thing and Miss Mutt, our medium, explained it all very clearly by telling us that the table had moved out of the subliminal plane and had got into a plane of its own. But at first it seemed quite surprising.

After that we went on to quite a lot of other experiments and sent telepathic messages clear out into space beyond the stars, and produced actual bodies and raised the dead and things like that. These are only little things, of course, and to you I am sure they sound nothing. But I can’t tell you how these simple little experiments pleased and delighted us.

Our seances in our little circle have now taken a more or less regular form. We meet on Tuesday evenings at 8 and first we have coffee and then Miss Mutt goes into a trance and calls up for us the spirits of any of the great people in history. The members generally vote as to who is to be called up but if there is any dispute the hostess of the evening decides what spirit is to come. We have had Machiavelli and Queen Elizabeth and a Roman Emperor who was awfully good though I forget his name for the minute. Machiavelli gave us a most interesting talk on the tariff and made it as clear as anything. He said that where he is they understand all about it. At nine o’clock Miss Mutt comes out of the trance and we have cake and ice cream and arrange where the next meeting is to be.

So I need hardly tell you that in our little circle we appreciate very much indeed the sort of work that you and other leaders are doing. Miss Mutt our medium says that it will be splendid when you yourself are on the Other Side. We shall send a wave at you right away.

I am sure then that you will not take amiss the very few words of criticism that I feel inclined to add to my letter. Perhaps I should not exactly call it criticism so much as suggestion as to how things might be made better still. As things are now we have all felt a certain amount of disappointment at what seems to be the low mental standard of the spirits that talk to us. Machiavelli for instance seemed to get all mixed up about what ad valorem duties meant and when McSmiley, one of our members who is in the wool trade, asked him about schedule K, he seemed to get quite angry and he said that where he was there was no schedule K. Miss Mutt, our medium, reminded us afterward that Machiavelli had died of softening of the brain so I suppose that accounts for it. But I never knew that George Washington’s brain had softened too before he died and that poor Longfellow had had it very badly, — indeed apparently for years.

I think, Sir, that it will help along seances like ours immensely if you could manage to do something to keep up the education of the spirits. Miss Mutt says that they have books on the other side just as we do here. But one wonders if they read them. I suppose that in a sense they must get fearfully restless rushing round in the void, and it must be hard for them to sit down quietly and pick up a book. But I do believe that if they could be persuaded to do so, it would be a splendid thing for them. Perhaps too they could be taught to play bridge, or to knit. But I think that something really ought to be done to brighten up their minds a little. McSmiley left our little group after the Machiavelli evening because he said the spirits were just a pack of dubs. We all felt that this was wrong but we decided at once to send out a thought wave at you and ask about it. I am so sorry that nothing seems to have hit you.


The Marine Excursion of the Knights of Pythias

[image: img53.jpg]

HALF-PAST SIX ON a July morning! The Mariposa Belle is at the wharf, decked in flags, with steam up ready to start.

Excursion day!

Half-past six on a July morning, and Lake Wissanotti lying in the sun as calm as glass. The opal colours of the morning light are shot from the surface of the water.

Out on the lake the last thin threads of the mist are clearing away like flecks of cotton wool.

The long call of the loon echoes over the lake. The air is cool and fresh. There is in it all the new life of the land of the silent pine and the moving waters. Lake Wissanotti in the morning sunlight! Don’t talk to me of the Italian lakes, or the Tyrol or the Swiss Alps. Take them away. Move them somewhere else. I don’t want them.

Excursion Day, at half-past six of a summer morning! With the boat all decked in flags and all the people in Mariposa on the wharf, and the band in peaked caps with big cornets tied to their bodies ready to play at any minute! I say! Don’t tell me about the Carnival of Venice and the Delhi Durbar. Don’t! I wouldn’t look at them. I’d shut my eyes! For light and colour give me every time an excursion out of Mariposa down the lake to the Indian’s Island out of sight in the morning mist. Talk of your Papal Zouaves and your Buckingham Palace Guard! I want to see the Mariposa band in uniform and the Mariposa Knights of Pythias with their aprons and their insignia and their picnic baskets and their five-cent cigars!

Half-past six in the morning, and all the crowd on the wharf and the boat due to leave in half an hour. Notice it! — in half an hour. Already she’s whistled twice (at six, and at six fifteen), and at any minute now, Christie Johnson will step into the pilot house and pull the string for the warning whistle that the boat will leave in half an hour. So keep ready. Don’t think of running back to Smith’s Hotel for the sandwiches. Don’t be fool enough to try to go up to the Greek Store, next to Netley’s, and buy fruit. You’ll be left behind for sure if you do. Never mind the sandwiches and the fruit! Anyway, here comes Mr. Smith himself with a huge basket of provender that would feed a factory. There must be sandwiches in that. I think I can hear them clinking. And behind Mr. Smith is the German waiter from the caff with another basket — indubitably lager beer; and behind him, the bar-tender of the hotel, carrying nothing, as far as one can see. But of course if you know Mariposa you will understand that why he looks so nonchalant and empty-handed is because he has two bottles of rye whiskey under his linen duster. You know, I think, the peculiar walk of a man with two bottles of whiskey in the inside pockets of a linen coat. In Mariposa, you see, to bring beer to an excursion is quite in keeping with public opinion. But, whiskey, — well, one has to be a little careful.

Do I say that Mr. Smith is here? Why, everybody’s here. There’s Hussell the editor of the Newspacket, wearing a blue ribbon on his coat, for the Mariposa Knights of Pythias are, by their constitution, dedicated to temperance and there’s Henry Mullins, the manager of the Exchange Bank, also a Knight of Pythias, with a small flask of Pogram’s Special in his hip pocket as a sort of amendment to the constitution. And there’s Dean Drone, the Chaplain of the Order, with a fishing-rod (you never saw such green bass as lie among the rocks at Indian’s Island), and with a trolling line in case of maskinonge, and a landing net in case of pickerel, and with his eldest daughter, Lilian Drone, in case of young men. There never was such a fisherman as the Rev. Rupert Drone.

 

Perhaps I ought to explain that when I speak of the excursion as being of the Knights of Pythias, the thing must not be understood in any narrow sense. In Mariposa practically everybody belongs to the Knights of Pythias just as they do to everything else. That’s the great thing about the town and that’s what makes it so different from the city. Everybody is in everything.

You should see them on the seventeenth of March, for example, when everybody wears a green ribbon and they’re all laughing and glad, — you know what the Celtic nature is, — and talking about Home Rule.

On St. Andrew’s Day every man in town wears a thistle and shakes hands with everybody else, and you see the fine old Scotch honesty beaming out of their eyes.

And on St. George’s Day! — well, there’s no heartiness like the good old English spirit, after all; why shouldn’t a man feel glad that he’s an Englishman?

Then on the Fourth of July there are stars and stripes flying over half the stores in town, and suddenly all the men are seen to smoke cigars, and to know all about Roosevelt and Bryan and the Philippine Islands. Then you learn for the first time that Jeff Thorpe’s people came from Massachusetts and that his uncle fought at Bunker Hill (it must have been Bunker Hill, — anyway Jefferson will swear it was in Dakota all right enough); and you find that George Duff has a married sister in Rochester and that her husband is all right; in fact, George was down there as recently as eight years ago. Oh, it’s the most American town imaginable is Mariposa, — on the Fourth of July.

But wait, just wait, if you feel anxious about the solidity of the British connection, till the twelfth of the month, when everybody is wearing an orange streamer in his coat and the Orangemen (every man in town) walk in the big procession. Allegiance! Well, perhaps you remember the address they gave to the Prince of Wales on the platform of the Mariposa station as he went through on his tour to the west. I think that pretty well settled that question.

So you will easily understand that of course everybody belongs to the Knights of Pythias and the Masons and Odd Fellows, just as they all belong to the Snow Shoe Club and the Girls’ Friendly Society.

And meanwhile the whistle of the steamer has blown again for a quarter to seven: — loud and long this time, for anyone not here now is late for certain, unless he should happen to come down in the last fifteen minutes.

What a crowd upon the wharf and how they pile on to the steamer! It’s a wonder that the boat can hold them all. But that’s just the marvellous thing about the Mariposa Belle.

I don’t know, — I have never known, — where the steamers like the Mariposa Belle come from. Whether they are built by Harland and Wolff of Belfast, or whether, on the other hand, they are not built by Harland and Wolff of Belfast, is more than one would like to say offhand.

The Mariposa Belle always seems to me to have some of those strange properties that distinguish Mariposa itself. I mean, her size seems to vary so. If you see her there in the winter, frozen in the ice beside the wharf with a snowdrift against the windows of the pilot house, she looks a pathetic little thing the size of a butternut. But in the summer time, especially after you’ve been in Mariposa for a month or two, and have paddled alongside of her in a canoe, she gets larger and taller, and with a great sweep of black sides, till you see no difference between the Mariposa Belle and the Lusitania. Each one is a big steamer and that’s all you can say.

Nor do her measurements help you much. She draws about eighteen inches forward, and more than that, — at least half an inch more, astern, and when she’s loaded down with an excursion crowd she draws a good two inches more. And above the water, — why, look at all the decks on her! There’s the deck you walk on to, from the wharf, all shut in, with windows along it, and the after cabin with the long table, and above that the deck with all the chairs piled upon it, and the deck in front where the band stand round in a circle, and the pilot house is higher than that, and above the pilot house is the board with the gold name and the flag pole and the steel ropes and the flags; and fixed in somewhere on the different levels is the lunch counter where they sell the sandwiches, and the engine room, and down below the deck level, beneath the water line, is the place where the crew sleep. What with steps and stairs and passages and piles of cordwood for the engine, — oh, no, I guess Harland and Wolff didn’t build her. They couldn’t have.

Yet even with a huge boat like the Mariposa Belle, it would be impossible for her to carry all of the crowd that you see in the boat and on the wharf. In reality, the crowd is made up of two classes, — all of the people in Mariposa who are going on the excursion and all those who are not. Some come for the one reason and some for the other.

The two tellers of the Exchange Bank are both there standing side by side. But one of them, — the one with the cameo pin and the long face like a horse, — is going, and the other, — with the other cameo pin and the face like another horse, — is not. In the same way, Hussell of the Newspacket is going, but his brother, beside him, isn’t. Lilian Drone is going, but her sister can’t; and so on all through the crowd.

 

And to think that things should look like that on the morning of a steamboat accident.

How strange life is!

To think of all these people so eager and anxious to catch the steamer, and some of them running to catch it, and so fearful that they might miss it, — the morning of a steamboat accident. And the captain blowing his whistle, and warning them so severely that he would leave them behind, — leave them out of the accident! And everybody crowding so eagerly to be in the accident.

Perhaps life is like that all through.

Strangest of all to think, in a case like this, of the people who were left behind, or in some way or other prevented from going, and always afterwards told of how they had escaped being on board the Mariposa Belle that day!

Some of the instances were certainly extraordinary.

Nivens, the lawyer, escaped from being there merely by the fact that he was away in the city.

Towers, the tailor, only escaped owing to the fact that, not intending to go on the excursion he had stayed in bed till eight o’clock and so had not gone. He narrated afterwards that waking up that morning at half-past five, he had thought of the excursion and for some unaccountable reason had felt glad that he was not going.

 

The case of Yodel, the auctioneer, was even more inscrutable. He had been to the Odd Fellows’ excursion on the train the week before and to the Conservative picnic the week before that, and had decided not to go on this trip. In fact, he had not the least intention of going. He narrated afterwards how the night before someone had stopped him on the corner of Nippewa and Tecumseh Streets (he indicated the very spot) and asked: “Are you going to take in the excursion to-morrow?” and he had said, just as simply as he was talking when narrating it: “No.” And ten minutes after that, at the corner of Dalhousie and Brock Streets (he offered to lead a party of verification to the precise place) somebody else had stopped him and asked: “Well, are you going on the steamer trip to-morrow?” Again he had answered: “No,” apparently almost in the same tone as before.

He said afterwards that when he heard the rumour of the accident it seemed like the finger of Providence, and he fell on his knees in thankfulness.

There was the similar case of Morison (I mean the one in Glover’s hardware store that married one of the Thompsons). He said afterwards that he had read so much in the papers about accidents lately, — mining accidents, and aeroplanes and gasoline, — that he had grown nervous. The night before his wife had asked him at supper: “Are you going on the excursion?” He had answered: “No, I don’t think I feel like it,” and had added: “Perhaps your mother might like to go.” And the next evening just at dusk, when the news ran through the town, he said the first thought that flashed through his head was: “Mrs. Thompson’s on that boat.”

He told this right as I say it — without the least doubt or confusion. He never for a moment imagined she was on the Lusitania or the Olympic or any other boat. He knew she was on this one. He said you could have knocked him down where he stood. But no one had. Not even when he got half-way down, — on his knees, and it would have been easier still to knock him down or kick him. People do miss a lot of chances.

Still, as I say, neither Yodel nor Morison nor anyone thought about there being an accident until just after sundown when they — 

Well, have you ever heard the long booming whistle of a steamboat two miles out on the lake in the dusk, and while you listen and count and wonder, seen the crimson rockets going up against the sky and then heard the fire bell ringing right there beside you in the town, and seen the people running to the town wharf?

That’s what the people of Mariposa saw and felt that summer evening as they watched the Mackinaw life-boat go plunging out into the lake with seven sweeps to a side and the foam clear to the gunwale with the lifting stroke of fourteen men!

But, dear me, I am afraid that this is no way to tell a story. I suppose the true art would have been to have said nothing about the accident till it happened. But when you write about Mariposa, or hear of it, if you know the place, it’s all so vivid and real that a thing like the contrast between the excursion crowd in the morning and the scene at night leaps into your mind and you must think of it.

 

But never mind about the accident, — let us turn back again to the morning.

The boat was due to leave at seven. There was no doubt about the hour, — not only seven, but seven sharp. The notice in the Newspacket said: “The boat will leave sharp at seven;” and the advertising posters on the telegraph poles on Missionary Street that began, “Ho, for Indian’s Island!” ended up with the words: “Boat leaves at seven sharp.” There was a big notice on the wharf that said: “Boat leaves sharp on time.”

So at seven, right on the hour, the whistle blew loud and long, and then at seven fifteen three short peremptory blasts, and at seven thirty one quick angry call, — just one, — and very soon after that they cast off the last of the ropes and the Mariposa Belle sailed off in her cloud of flags, and the band of the Knights of Pythias, timing it to a nicety, broke into the “Maple Leaf Forever!”

I suppose that all excursions when they start are much the same. Anyway, on the Mariposa Belle everybody went running up and down all over the boat with deck chairs and camp stools and baskets, and found places, splendid places to sit, and then got scared that there might be better ones and chased off again. People hunted for places out of the sun and when they got them swore that they weren’t going to freeze to please anybody; and the people in the sun said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to be roasted. Others said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to get covered with cinders, and there were still other who hadn’t paid fifty cents to get shaken to death with the propeller.

Still, it was all right presently. The people seemed to get sorted out into the places on the boat where they belonged. The women, the older ones, all gravitated into the cabin on the lower deck and by getting round the table with needlework, and with all the windows shut, they soon had it, as they said themselves, just like being at home.

All the young boys and the toughs and the men in the band got down on the lower deck forward, where the boat was dirtiest and where the anchor was and the coils of rope.

And upstairs on the after deck there were Lilian Drone and Miss Lawson, the high school teacher, with a book of German poetry, — Gothey I think it was, — and the bank teller and the younger men.

In the centre, standing beside the rail, were Dean Drone and Dr. Gallagher, looking through binocular glasses at the shore.

Up in front on the little deck forward of the pilot house was a group of the older men, Mullins and Duff and Mr. Smith in a deck chair, and beside him Mr. Golgotha Gingham, the undertaker of Mariposa, on a stool. It was part of Mr. Gingham’s principles to take in an outing of this sort, a business matter, more or less, — for you never know what may happen at these water parties. At any rate, he was there in a neat suit of black, not, of course, his heavier or professional suit, but a soft clinging effect as of burnt paper that combined gaiety and decorum to a nicety.

 

“Yes,” said Mr. Gingham, waving his black glove in a general way towards the shore, “I know the lake well, very well. I’ve been pretty much all over it in my time.”

“Canoeing?” asked somebody.

“No,” said Mr. Gingham, “not in a canoe.” There seemed a peculiar and quiet meaning in his tone.

“Sailing, I suppose,” said somebody else.

“No,” said Mr. Gingham. “I don’t understand it.”

“I never knowed that you went on to the water at all, Gol,” said Mr. Smith, breaking in.

“Ah, not now,” explained Mr. Gingham; “it was years ago, the first summer I came to Mariposa. I was on the water practically all day. Nothing like it to give a man an appetite and keep him in shape.”

“Was you camping?” asked Mr. Smith.

“We camped at night,” assented the undertaker, “but we put in practically the whole day on the water. You see we were after a party that had gone up here from the city on his vacation and gone out in a sailing canoe. We were dragging. We were up every morning at sunrise, lit a fire on the beach and cooked breakfast, and then we’d light our pipes and be off with the net for a whole day. It’s a great life,” concluded Mr. Gingham wistfully.

“Did you get him?” asked two or three together.

There was a pause before Mr. Gingham answered.

“We did,” he said, “down in the reeds past Horseshoe Point. But it was no use. He turned blue on me right away.”

After which Mr. Gingham fell into such a deep reverie that the boat had steamed another half-mile down the lake before anybody broke the silence again.

Talk of this sort, — and after all what more suitable for a day on the water? — beguiled the way.

 

Down the lake, mile by mile over the calm water, steamed the Mariposa Belle. They passed Poplar Point where the high sand-banks are with all the swallows’ nests in them, and Dean Drone and Dr. Gallagher looked at them alternately through the binocular glasses, and it was wonderful how plainly one could see the swallows and the banks and the shrubs, — just as plainly as with the naked eye.

And a little further down they passed the Shingle Beach, and Dr. Gallagher, who knew Canadian history, said to Dean Drone that it was strange to think that Champlain had landed there with his French explorers three hundred years ago; and Dean Drone, who didn’t know Canadian history, said it was stranger still to think that the hand of the Almighty had piled up the hills and rocks long before that; and Dr. Gallagher said it was wonderful how the French had found their way through such a pathless wilderness; and Dean Drone said that it was wonderful also to think that the Almighty had placed even the smallest shrub in its appointed place. Dr. Gallagher said it filled him with admiration. Dean Drone said it filled him with awe. Dr. Gallagher said he’d been full of it ever since he was a boy; and Dean Drone said so had he.

Then a little further, as the Mariposa Belle steamed on down the lake, they passed the Old Indian Portage where the great grey rocks are; and Dr. Gallagher drew Dean Drone’s attention to the place where the narrow canoe track wound up from the shore to the woods, and Dean Drone said he could see it perfectly well without the glasses.

Dr. Gallagher said that it was just here that a party of five hundred French had made their way with all their baggage and accoutrements across the rocks of the divide and down to the Great Bay. And Dean Drone said that it reminded him of Xenophon leading his ten thousand Greeks over the hill passes of Armenia down to the sea. Dr. Gallagher said that he had often wished he could have seen and spoken to Champlain, and Dean Drone said how much he regretted to have never known Xenophon.

And then after that they fell to talking of relics and traces of the past, and Dr. Gallagher said that if Dean Drone would come round to his house some night he would show him some Indian arrow heads that he had dug up in his garden. And Dean Drone said that if Dr. Gallagher would come round to the rectory any afternoon he would show him a map of Xerxes’ invasion of Greece. Only he must come some time between the Infant Class and the Mothers’ Auxiliary.

So presently they both knew that they were blocked out of one another’s houses for some time to come, and Dr. Gallagher walked forward and told Mr. Smith, who had never studied Greek, about Champlain crossing the rock divide.

Mr. Smith turned his head and looked at the divide for half a second and then said he had crossed a worse one up north back of the Wahnipitae and that the flies were Hades, — and then went on playing freeze out poker with the two juniors in Duff’s bank.

So Dr. Gallagher realized that that’s always the way when you try to tell people things, and that as far as gratitude and appreciation goes one might as well never read books or travel anywhere or do anything.

In fact, it was at this very moment that he made up his mind to give the arrows to the Mariposa Mechanics’ Institute, — they afterwards became, as you know, the Gallagher Collection. But, for the time being, the doctor was sick of them and wandered off round the boat and watched Henry Mullins showing George Duff how to make a John Collins without lemons, and finally went and sat down among the Mariposa band and wished that he hadn’t come.

So the boat steamed on and the sun rose higher and higher, and the freshness of the morning changed into the full glare of noon, and they went on to where the lake began to narrow in at its foot, just where the Indian’s Island is, — all grass and trees and with a log wharf running into the water. Below it the Lower Ossawippi runs out of the lake, and quite near are the rapids, and you can see down among the trees the red brick of the power house and hear the roar of the leaping water.

The Indian’s Island itself is all covered with trees and tangled vines, and the water about it is so still that it’s all reflected double and looks the same either way up. Then when the steamer’s whistle blows as it comes into the wharf, you hear it echo among the trees of the island, and reverberate back from the shores of the lake.

The scene is all so quiet and still and unbroken, that Miss Cleghorn — the sallow girl in the telephone exchange, that I spoke of — said she’d like to be buried there. But all the people were so busy getting their baskets and gathering up their things that no one had time to attend to it.

I mustn’t even try to describe the landing and the boat crunching against the wooden wharf and all the people running to the same side of the deck and Christie Johnson calling out to the crowd to keep to the starboard and nobody being able to find it. Everyone who has been on a Mariposa excursion knows all about that.

Nor can I describe the day itself and the picnic under the trees. There were speeches afterwards, and Judge Pepperleigh gave such offence by bringing in Conservative politics that a man called Patriotus Canadiensis wrote and asked for some of the invaluable space of the Mariposa Times-Herald and exposed it.

I should say that there were races too, on the grass on the open side of the island, graded mostly according to ages, — races for boys under thirteen and girls over nineteen and all that sort of thing. Sports are generally conducted on that plan in Mariposa. It is realized that a woman of sixty has an unfair advantage over a mere child.

Dean Drone managed the races and decided the ages and gave out the prizes; the Wesleyan minister helped, and he and the young student, who was relieving in the Presbyterian Church, held the string at the winning point.

They had to get mostly clergymen for the races because all the men had wandered off, somehow, to where they were drinking lager beer out of two kegs stuck on pine logs among the trees.

But if you’ve ever been on a Mariposa excursion you know all about these details anyway.

So the day wore on and presently the sun came through the trees on a slant and the steamer whistle blew with a great puff of white steam and all the people came straggling down to the wharf and pretty soon the Mariposa Belle had floated out on to the lake again and headed for the town, twenty miles away.

 

I suppose you have often noticed the contrast there is between an excursion on its way out in the morning and what it looks like on the way home.

In the morning everybody is so restless and animated and moves to and fro all over the boat and asks questions. But coming home, as the afternoon gets later and later and the sun sinks beyond the hills, all the people seem to get so still and quiet and drowsy.

So it was with the people on the Mariposa Belle. They sat there on the benches and the deck chairs in little clusters, and listened to the regular beat of the propeller and almost dozed off asleep as they sat. Then when the sun set and the dusk drew on, it grew almost dark on the deck and so still that you could hardly tell there was anyone on board.

And if you had looked at the steamer from the shore or from one of the islands, you’d have seen the row of lights from the cabin windows shining on the water and the red glare of the burning hemlock from the funnel, and you’d have heard the soft thud of the propeller miles away over the lake.

Now and then, too, you could have heard them singing on the steamer, — the voices of the girls and the men blended into unison by the distance, rising and falling in long-drawn melody: “O — Can-a-da — O — Can-a-da.”

You may talk as you will about the intoning choirs of your European cathedrals, but the sound of “O Can-a-da,” borne across the waters of a silent lake at evening is good enough for those of us who know Mariposa.

I think that it was just as they were singing like this: “O — Can-a-da,” that word went round that the boat was sinking.

If you have ever been in any sudden emergency on the water, you will understand the strange psychology of it, — the way in which what is happening seems to become known all in a moment without a word being said. The news is transmitted from one to the other by some mysterious process.

At any rate, on the Mariposa Belle first one and then the other heard that the steamer was sinking. As far as I could ever learn the first of it was that George Duff, the bank manager, came very quietly to Dr. Gallagher and asked him if he thought that the boat was sinking. The doctor said no, that he had thought so earlier in the day but that he didn’t now think that she was.

After that Duff, according to his own account, had said to Macartney, the lawyer, that the boat was sinking, and Macartney said that he doubted it very much.

Then somebody came to Judge Pepperleigh and woke him up and said that there was six inches of water in the steamer and that she was sinking. And Pepperleigh said it was perfect scandal and passed the news on to his wife and she said that they had no business to allow it and that if the steamer sank that was the last excursion she’d go on.

So the news went all round the boat and everywhere the people gathered in groups and talked about it in the angry and excited way that people have when a steamer is sinking on one of the lakes like Lake Wissanotti.

Dean Drone, of course, and some others were quieter about it, and said that one must make allowances and that naturally there were two sides to everything. But most of them wouldn’t listen to reason at all. I think, perhaps, that some of them were frightened. You see the last time but one that the steamer had sunk, there had been a man drowned and it made them nervous.

What? Hadn’t I explained about the depth of Lake Wissanotti? I had taken it for granted that you knew; and in any case parts of it are deep enough, though I don’t suppose in this stretch of it from the big reed beds up to within a mile of the town wharf, you could find six feet of water in it if you tried. Oh, pshaw! I was not talking about a steamer sinking in the ocean and carrying down its screaming crowds of people into the hideous depths of green water. Oh, dear me, no! That kind of thing never happens on Lake Wissanotti.

But what does happen is that the Mariposa Belle sinks every now and then, and sticks there on the bottom till they get things straightened up.

On the lakes round Mariposa, if a person arrives late anywhere and explains that the steamer sank everybody understands the situation.

You see when Harland and Wolff built the Mariposa Belle, they left some cracks in between the timbers that you fill up with cotton waste every Sunday. If this is not attended to, the boat sinks. In fact, it is part of the law of the province that all the steamers like the Mariposa Belle must be properly corked, — I think that is the word, — every season. There are inspectors who visit all the hotels in the province to see that it is done.

So you can imagine now that I’ve explained it a little straighter, the indignation of the people when they knew that the boat had come uncorked and that they might be stuck out there on a shoal or a mud-bank half the night.

I don’t say either that there wasn’t any danger; anyway, it doesn’t feel very safe when you realize that the boat is settling down with every hundred yards that she goes, and you look over the side and see only the black water in the gathering night.

Safe! I’m not sure now that I come to think of it that it isn’t worse than sinking in the Atlantic. After all, in the Atlantic there is wireless telegraphy, and a lot of trained sailors and stewards. But out on Lake Wissanotti, — far out, so that you can only just see the lights of the town away off to the south, — when the propeller comes to a stop, — and you can hear the hiss of steam as they start to rake out the engine fires to prevent an explosion, — and when you turn from the red glare that comes from the furnace doors as they open them, to the black dark that is gathering over the lake, — and there’s a night wind beginning to run among the rushes, — and you see the men going forward to the roof of the pilot house to send up the rockets to rouse the town, — safe? Safe yourself, if you like; as for me, let me once get back into Mariposa again, under the night shadow of the maple trees, and this shall be the last, last time I’ll go on Lake Wissanotti.

Safe! Oh, yes! Isn’t it strange how safe other people’s adventures seem after they happen? But you’d have been scared, too, if you’d been there just before the steamer sank, and seen them bringing up all the women on to the top deck.

I don’t see how some of the people took it so calmly; how Mr. Smith, for instance, could have gone on smoking and telling how he’d had a steamer “sink on him” on Lake Nipissing and a still bigger one, a side-wheeler, sink on him in Lake Abbitibbi.

Then, quite suddenly, with a quiver, down she went. You could feel the boat sink, sink, — down, down, — would it never get to the bottom? The water came flush up to the lower deck, and then — thank heaven — the sinking stopped and there was the Mariposa Belle safe and tight on a reed bank.

Really, it made one positively laugh! It seemed so queer and, anyway, if a man has a sort of natural courage, danger makes him laugh. Danger? pshaw! fiddlesticks! everybody scouted the idea. Why, it is just the little things like this that give zest to a day on the water.

Within half a minute they were all running round looking for sandwiches and cracking jokes and talking of making coffee over the remains of the engine fires.

 

I don’t need to tell at length how it all happened after that.

I suppose the people on the Mariposa Belle would have had to settle down there all night or till help came from the town, but some of the men who had gone forward and were peering out into the dark said that it couldn’t be more than a mile across the water to Miller’s Point. You could almost see it over there to the left, — some of them, I think, said “off on the port bow,” because you know when you get mixed up in these marine disasters, you soon catch the atmosphere of the thing.

So pretty soon they had the davits swung out over the side and were lowering the old lifeboat from the top deck into the water.

There were men leaning out over the rail of the Mariposa Belle with lanterns that threw the light as they let her down, and the glare fell on the water and the reeds. But when they got the boat lowered, it looked such a frail, clumsy thing as one saw it from the rail above, that the cry was raised: “Women and children first!” For what was the sense, if it should turn out that the boat wouldn’t even hold women and children, of trying to jam a lot of heavy men into it?

So they put in mostly women and children and the boat pushed out into the darkness so freighted down it would hardly float.

In the bow of it was the Presbyterian student who was relieving the minister, and he called out that they were in the hands of Providence. But he was crouched and ready to spring out of them at the first moment.

So the boat went and was lost in the darkness except for the lantern in the bow that you could see bobbing on the water. Then presently it came back and they sent another load, till pretty soon the decks began to thin out and everybody got impatient to be gone.

It was about the time that the third boatload put off that Mr. Smith took a bet with Mullins for twenty-five dollars, that he’d be home in Mariposa before the people in the boats had walked round the shore.

No one knew just what he meant, but pretty soon they saw Mr. Smith disappear down below into the lowest part of the steamer with a mallet in one hand and a big bundle of marline in the other.

They might have wondered more about it, but it was just at this time that they heard the shouts from the rescue boat — the big Mackinaw lifeboat — that had put out from the town with fourteen men at the sweeps when they saw the first rockets go up.

I suppose there is always something inspiring about a rescue at sea, or on the water.

After all, the bravery of the lifeboat man is the true bravery, — expended to save life, not to destroy it.

Certainly they told for months after of how the rescue boat came out to the Mariposa Belle.

I suppose that when they put her in the water the lifeboat touched it for the first time since the old Macdonald Government placed her on Lake Wissanotti.

Anyway, the water poured in at every seam. But not for a moment, — even with two miles of water between them and the steamer, — did the rowers pause for that.

By the time they were half-way there the water was almost up to the thwarts, but they drove her on. Panting and exhausted (for mind you, if you haven’t been in a fool boat like that for years, rowing takes it out of you), the rowers stuck to their task. They threw the ballast over and chucked into the water the heavy cork jackets and lifebelts that encumbered their movements. There was no thought of turning back. They were nearer to the steamer than the shore.

“Hang to it, boys,” called the crowd from the steamer’s deck, and hang they did.

They were almost exhausted when they got them; men leaning from the steamer threw them ropes and one by one every man was hauled aboard just as the lifeboat sank under their feet.

Saved! by Heaven, saved by one of the smartest pieces of rescue work ever seen on the lake.

There’s no use describing it; you need to see rescue work of this kind by lifeboats to understand it.

Nor were the lifeboat crew the only ones that distinguished themselves.

Boat after boat and canoe after canoe had put out from Mariposa to the help of the steamer. They got them all.

Pupkin, the other bank teller, with a face like a horse, who hadn’t gone on the excursion, — as soon as he knew that the boat was signalling for help and that Miss Lawson was sending up rockets, — rushed for a row boat, grabbed an oar (two would have hampered him), and paddled madly out into the lake. He struck right out into the dark with the crazy skiff almost sinking beneath his feet. But they got him. They rescued him. They watched him, almost dead with exhaustion, make his way to the steamer, where he was hauled up with ropes. Saved! Saved!

 

They might have gone on that way half the night, picking up the rescuers, only, at the very moment when the tenth load of people left for the shore, — just as suddenly and saucily as you please, up came the Mariposa Belle from the mud bottom and floated.

Floated?

Why, of course she did. If you take a hundred and fifty people off a steamer that has sunk, and if you get a man as shrewd as Mr. Smith to plug the timber seams with mallet and marline, and if you turn ten bandsmen of the Mariposa band on to your hand pump on the bow of the lower decks — float? why, what else can she do?

Then, if you stuff in hemlock into the embers of the fire that you were raking out, till it hums and crackles under the boiler, it won’t be long before you hear the propeller thud — thudding at the stern again, and before the long roar of the steam whistle echoes over to the town.

And so the Mariposa Belle, with all steam up again and with the long train of sparks careering from the funnel, is heading for the town.

But no Christie Johnson at the wheel in the pilot house this time.

“Smith! Get Smith!” is the cry.

Can he take her in? Well, now! Ask a man who has had steamers sink on him in half the lakes from Temiscaming to the Bay, if he can take her in? Ask a man who has run a York boat down the rapids of the Moose when the ice is moving, if he can grip the steering wheel of the Mariposa Belle? So there she steams safe and sound to the town wharf!

Look at the lights and the crowd! If only the federal census taker could count us now! Hear them calling and shouting back and forward from the deck to the shore! Listen! There is the rattle of the shore ropes as they get them ready, and there’s the Mariposa band, — actually forming in a circle on the upper deck just as she docks, and the leader with his baton, — one — two — ready now, — 

“O CAN-A-DA!”


My Lost Dollar
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MY FRIEND TODD owes me a dollar. He has owed it to me for twelve months, and I fear there is little prospect of his ever returning it. I can realize whenever I meet him that he has forgotten that he owes me a dollar. He meets me in the same frank friendly way as always. My dollar has clean gone out of his mind. I see that I shall never get it back.

On the other hand I know that I shall remember all my life that Todd owes me a dollar. It will make no difference, I trust, to our friendship, but I shall never be able to forget it. I don’t know how it is with other people; but if any man borrows a dollar from me I carry the recollection of it to the grave.

Let me relate what happened. Todd borrowed this dollar last year on the 8th of April (I mention the date in case this should ever meet Todd’s eye), just as he was about to leave for Bermuda. He needed a dollar in change to pay his taxi; and I lent it to him. It happened quite simply and naturally, I hardly realized it till it was all over. He merely said “Let me have a dollar, will you!” And I said, “Certainly. Is a dollar enough?” I believe, in fact I know, that when Todd took that dollar he meant to pay for it.

He sent me a note from Hamilton, Bermuda. I thought when I opened it that the dollar would be in it. But it wasn’t. He merely said that the temperature was up to nearly 100. The figure misled me for a moment.

Todd came back in three weeks. I met him at the train, — not because of the dollar, but because I really esteem him. I felt it would be nice for him to see someone waiting for him on the platform after being away for three weeks. I said, “Let’s take a taxi up to the Club.” But he answered, “No, let’s walk.”

We spent the evening together, talking about Bermuda. I was thinking of the dollar but of course I didn’t refer to it. One simply can’t. I asked him what currency is used in Bermuda, and whether the American Dollar goes at par. (I put a slight emphasis on the American Dollar), but found again that I could not bring myself to make any reference to it.

It took me some time (I see Todd practically every day at my Club) to realize that he had completely forgotten the dollar. I asked him one day what his trip cost him and he said that he kept no accounts. A little later I asked him if he felt settled down after his trip, and he said that he had practically forgotten about it. So I knew it was all over.

In all this I bear Todd no grudge. I have simply added him to the list of men who owe me a dollar and who have forgotten it. There are quite a few of them now. I make no difference in my demeanour to them, but I only wish that I could forget.

I meet Todd very frequently. Only two nights ago I met him out at dinner and he was talking, apparently without self-consciousness, about Poland. He said that Poland would never pay her debts. You’d think a thing like that would have reminded him, wouldn’t you? But it didn’t seem to.

But meantime a thought, — a rather painful thought, — has begun to come in to my mind at intervals. It is this. If Todd owes me a dollar and has forgotten it, it is possible — indeed it is theoretically probable — that there must be men to whom I owe a dollar which I have forgotten. There may be a list of them. The more I think of it the less I like it, because I am quite sure that if I had once forgotten a dollar, I should never pay it, on this side of the grave.

If there are such men I want them to speak out. Not all at once: but in reasonable numbers, and as far as may be in alphabetical order, and I will immediately, write their names down on paper. I don’t count here men who may have lent me an odd dollar over a bridge table: and I am not thinking (indeed I am taking care not to think) of the man who lent me thirty cents to pay for a bottle of plain soda in the Detroit Athletic Club last month. I always find that there’s nothing like plain soda after a tiring ride across the Canadian frontier, and that man who advanced that thirty cents knows exactly why I felt that I had done enough for him. But if any man ever lent me a dollar to pay for a taxi when I was starting for Bermuda, I want to pay it.

More than that: I want to start a general movement, a Back to Honesty movement, for paying all these odd dollars that are borrowed in moments of expansion. Let us remember that the greatest nations were built up on the rock basis of absolute honesty.

In conclusion may I say that I do particularly ask that no reader of this book will be careless enough to leave this copy round where it might be seen by Major Todd, of the University Club of Montreal.


Personal Experiments with the Black Bass
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IT WAS MY good fortune to spend a large part of the summer just past in fishing for bass. The season may be regarded as now definitely closed, and the time is appropriate for a scientific summarizing of the results achieved and the information gained.

My experiments are entitled to all the greater weight in as much as a large part of them were conducted in the immediate presence of so well known a man as Mr. John Counsell of Hamilton, Ontario, who acted as my assistant. Mr. Counsell very kindly permits me to say that all statements, measurements, and estimates of weight contained in the following discussion are personally vouched for by him. He has even offered to lend his oath, or any number of his oaths, to the accuracy of my statements. But it has been thought wiser not to use Mr. Counsell’s oath in print.

I take this opportunity in turn to express my high appreciation of the hardihood, the endurance and the quiet courage manifested by my assistant throughout our experiments. If Mr. Counsell was ever afraid of a bass I never knew it. I have seen him immersed in mud on the banks of the river where we fished. I have observed him submerged under rapids; I have seen Mr. Counsell fall from the top of rocks into water so deep and remain under so long that I was just cranking up our car to go home, and yet I never knew him to hesitate for a moment to attack a black bass at sight and kill it.

I can guarantee to anybody who is hesitating whether or not to invite Mr. Counsell to go fishing, that he is a man who may safely be taken anywhere where the bass are, and is an adornment to any party of sportsmen.

I turn therefore with added confidence to the tabulated results drawn by myself and Mr. Counsell from our experiments.

In the first place, we are able to throw much light on the vexed question as to the circumstances under which the bass bite. There has been a persistent belief that during the glare of the middle part of the day the bass do not bite. This belief is correct. They do not. It is also true that in the sunnier part of the morning itself the black bass do not, or does not, bite. Nor do they, or rather does it, bite during the more drowsy part of the afternoon.

Let the angler, therefore, on a day when the sun is bright in a cloudless sky, lay aside his rod from eight in the morning till six in the afternoon. On such a day as this the fish do not bite. The experienced angler knows this. He selects a suitable tree, lies down beneath it and waits. Nor do the bass, oddly enough, bite, on a cloudy day. The bass dislike clouds. Very often the appearance of a single cloud on the horizon is a sign for the experienced angler to retire to a quiet spot upon the bank and wait till the cloud goes by. It has been said that the bass bite well in the rain. This is an error. They don’t.

Another popular error that ought, in the interest of the young angler to be dispelled is that the bass bite in the evening; that is not so. The bass loves the day, and at the first sign of darkness it sinks to the bottom of the water from which it obstinately refuses to move.

I am well aware that the young angler might find himself seriously discouraged at what has just been said. “What then!” he might ask, “do the bass never bite at all? Is it never possible to get a bite from them?” To this I answer very positively that they both do and it is.

The results, in fine, of the experiments carried on by Mr. Counsell and myself lead us to the conclusion that the bass bites at midnight. We offer this only as a preliminary hypothesis, for which perhaps a more ample verification will be found in the ensuing season. We ourselves have never fished till midnight. And we observed that even the most persistent angler, as the darkness gathers around him, becomes discouraged, and at some time before midnight, quits. Here he is in error. Our advice to the angler in all such cases is to keep on until midnight. The black bass which is chary of biting in the glare of the day and which dislikes the cool of the evening, must, we argue, be just in the mood needed at midnight.

Nor let the young angler run away with the idea that the black bass never bites in the daytime. If he (the young angler) does this he must be hauled in again on the reel of actual experience. They do and they have. I recall in particular one case in point in the experiments of Mr. Counsell and myself. At the time of which I speak we were fishing from a rocky ledge at the edge of the river that was the scene of our operations. The circumstances were most propitious. The hour was just before daylight, so that there was still an agreeable sense of chilliness in the air. It was raining heavily as we took our places on the rock. Much of this rain, though not all of it, had gone down our shirts. There had been a certain amount of lightning, two cracks of which had hit Mr. Counsell in the neck. In short, the surroundings, were all that the most ardent fisherman could desire.

For a moment the rain cleared, a first beam of sunlight appeared through the woods on the bank, and at that very moment Mr. Counsell called to me that he had a bite. I immediately dropped my rod into the river, and urged Mr. Counsell to avoid all excitement; to keep as calm as possible, and to maintain his hold upon his line. Mr. Counsell in turn exhorted me to be cool, and assured me of his absolute readiness should the fish bite again to take whatever action the circumstances might seem to us to warrant. I asked him in the meantime whether he was prepared to give me an idea of the dimensions of the fish which had bitten him. He assured me that he could, and to my great delight informed me that the fish was at least three feet long. The reader may imagine, then, with what suppressed excitement Mr. Counsell and I waited for this monster to return and bite again. Nor had we long to wait. Not more than two or three minutes had elapsed when I suddenly saw my assistant’s line in violent commotion, Mr. Counsell exerting his whole strength in a magnificent combat with the fish. I called to Mr. Counsell to be cautious and adjured him to the utmost calmness, running up and down on the bank and waving my arms to emphasize what I said. But there was no need for such an exhortation. Mr. Counsell had settled down to one of those steady fights with the black bass which are the proudest moments in the angler’s life. The line was now drawn absolutely taut and motionless. Mr. Counsell was exerting his full strength at one end and the fish, apparently lying at a point of vantage at the very bottom of the river, was exerting its full strength at the other. But here intervened one of those disappointments which the angler must learn to bear as best he may. The bass is nothing if not cunning. And an older, larger fish of the extraordinary size and mass of the one in question shows often an almost incredible strategy in escaping from the hook. After a few minutes of hard strain my assistant suddenly became aware that the fish had left his hook, and at the very moment of escaping had contrived to fasten the hook deep into a log at the bottom of the river. Investigation with a pike pole showed this to be the case. This trick on the part of the bass is, of course, familiar to all experienced anglers. It was fortunate in this case that Mr. Counsell had contrived to get such an accurate estimate of the size of the fish before it escaped.

The young angler may well ask how it is that we are able to know the size of a fish as soon as it bites, without even the slightest glimpse of it. To this I can merely answer that we do know. It is, I suppose, an instinct. The young angler will get it himself if he goes on fishing long enough.

Nor need it be supposed that there is anything unusual or out of the way in the means of escape adopted by the particular bass in question. Indeed, I have on various occasions known the bass not merely to contrive to pass the hook into a log, but even, after it has been firmly hooked, to substitute a smaller fish than itself. I recall in particular one occasion when Mr. Counsell called to me that he had a fish. I ran to his side at once, encouraging and exhorting him as I did so. In this instance the fish came towards the top of the water with a rush: we were both able to distinguish it clearly as it moved below the surface. It was a magnificent black bass measuring seventeen inches from its face to its tail, and weighing four and a half pounds. The gleam of its scales as it shot through the foaming water is a sight that I shall not readily forget. The fish dived low. Meantime, Mr. Counsell had braced himself so as to exert his full strength and I placed myself behind him with my arms around his body to prevent the fish from dragging him into the stream. By this strategy the fish was thrown clear up on the rock, where Mr. Counsell attacked it at once and beat the breath out of it with a boat hook. But judge of our surprise when we found that the fish landed was not the fish originally caught on the hook. The bass had contrived in its downward plunge to free itself from the hook and to replace itself by a yellow perch six inches long.

From what has been said above, it is only too clear that the life of the black bass fisherman has its disappointments and its hardships. The black bass is wary and elusive, more crafty, for example, than the lobster, and a gamer fighter than the sardine. The angler must face danger and discomfort. He gets rained upon: he falls into the river: he gets struck by lightning. But, for myself, when the ice of the winter has cleared away and the new season opens up, I ask no better fate than to be out again at daybreak with Mr. Counsell sitting on a rock beside the river, with the rain soaking into our shirts, waiting for a bite.


The Restoration of Whiskers a Neglected Factor in the Decline of Knowledge
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THERE COMES A time in the life of western civilization when it is the duty of every well-wisher of the world to speak out what is in his mind. Such a time is now. The growth of the clean-shaving habit in this epoch is becoming everywhere a serious national menace. The loss of dignity and prestige, the decline of respect towards the aged, the notable change in the character and calibre of our legislators, college presidents and ministers of the gospel, is, and are, assuming proportions which urgently demand concerted national action.

The writer of this article stood recently upon the corner of Broadway and Forty-second Street in New York, — that is to say I stood there myself, — let there be no concealment in this thing, — stood there and counted the clean-shaven men who passed and the men with whiskers. Out of the first half million counted only 4.19 men per cent had whiskers.

(The man that I counted as .19 had just a little fringe of fluff, so to speak, on his cheeks. It was hard to class him. So I called him .19).

The same calculation may be made with the same results in any of the great eastern cities. It is not till one passes a line drawn through Fargo, Omaha, and Galveston that whiskers reach 15 per cent. And this 15 per cent line is moving westwards! Ten years ago it was at Decatur, Illinois. It is not there now! In another ten years the line will have reached the Rocky Mountains. In twenty years the entire nation will be clean-shaven.

The moment to act is now. It is time for the people to pause and realize what whiskers have meant to human civilization.

We turn to the records of history; Adam, — he had a dark brown beard slightly pointed; Noah, — he had a long white beard that reached his waist. Imagine Noah clean-shaven and with his eyebrows darkened with black dye, and with little beady eyes looking down under a straw hat! You can’t? Of course not. And yet that man saved our whole race.

Nestor and Aristotle had white beards. Socrates’ whiskers covered so much of his face that you could hardly see him through them. Cæsar had a rough red beard. The Vikings had long side moustaches. So had Buffalo Bill, and Charles the Second, and Bret Harte. Grant and Lee wore beards. But these great precedents are being disregarded. All the dignitaries and leaders of to-day are fashioning themselves into the likeness of schoolboys.

Take the typical case of the college presidents. A generation ago the college president had a flowing white beard. It was part of his equipment. I remember well the venerable gentleman who was the head of the University when I received my degree thirty something years ago. I shall always recall the profound respect that the students felt toward him. Yet it was not what the man said: it was the way in which he laid his snow white whiskers on his reading desk. This lent profundity to all his thought. It was, I think, in the year 1892 that the president of a western college shaved off his whiskers and threw them in the Mississippi. The fatal idea spread. President after president was tempted by it. Then at this very juncture the invention of the safety razor, — removing all danger to human life from the process of shaving, — brought a clean shave within the reach even of the most cautious. The president of the modern college and his senior professors are not to be distinguished from their first year students. Remove the whiskers and you remove the man. The whole stature and appearance of him shrink: his shoulders contract: his frame diminishes: his little bowler hat swallows and envelops his trivial skull.

The loss of scholarship is irreparable. Is it any wonder that Greek is dead, that Latin is dying and that the old time learning of the colleges gives place to a mere mechanical routine.

But most deploring of all is the damage that is being done to imaginative literature. Here, for example, are a few quotations selected, quite at random, from the great literature of the past to show the close interdependence of personality and whiskers: — 

“The Duke remained seated in deep thought, passing his luxuriant beard slowly through his fingers.”

(Ouida.)

Imagine what an impressive thing that must have been. The Duke could take his beard and let it trickle slowly through his fingers like rippling silk. No wonder that the Duke could think, when he could do that!

But all that can remain of that sort of passage in the books of to-day would run,

“The Duke remained seated in deep thought, passing his fingers aimlessly through the air a foot from his face, as if seeking, groping for something that he could not find.”

Here again is a selection from the poet Gray’s magnificent description of a Welsh bard.

“All loose his hoary hair, his beard

Streamed like a meteor to the troubled wind.”

(Gray, The Bard.)

The splendid picture, — the bard standing in the wind with the sparks flying from his whiskers in all directions, — is gone.

Or again, take Longfellow, — the opening lines of Evangeline.

“This is the forest primeval, the murmuring pines and the hemlocks

Stand like Druids of old with beards that rest on their bosoms.” 

What a pity to have to change this to read:

“This is the forest primeval, the round smooth trunk of the gum tree

Looks like a college professor divested entirely of whiskers.” 

In place of these noble pictures of the past we have nothing but the smooth-shaven hero of modern fiction, with his soopy-looking face, hardly to be distinguished from a girl’s. He may be seen on the cover of any of our monthly magazines. What can he do? He can “press his clean-shaven face close, close to hers.” One admits, of course, that he has a certain advantage here. If he had whiskers he couldn’t get nearly as close to her. But can he let his beard stream like a meteor to the wind with sparks of phosphorus flying off it in all directions? Can he “pass his beard through his hand?” No. Can he stand like a Druid of old? He can’t.

As yet, happily, there are certain domains of our national life to which the prevailing degeneracy has not penetrated. The stage, the moving picture and the grand opera still hold their own. The stage villain still has his black beard. The Southern colonel still retains his mustachios. The scholar, the wise man and the magician of the moving picture keeps his black skull cap and his long white beard. The Wagnerian opera is as hirsute as ever. And those who have been privileged to see the pretty little operetta that Reginald de Koven left behind him, will have been pleased to note that Rip Van Winkle has a beard like an Ostermoor mattress reaching to his ears.

But can the stage stand alone? It can not. Something must be done. . . .

Fortunately for our civilization the best section of the public is already becoming alarmed. An effort is being made. A number of big, warm-hearted men, and a quantity of great big warm-blooded women are banding themselves together. This is a good sign. Whenever they do this, — and it is what they always do, — one feels that as soon as a sufficient number are all banded together something will be done.

As far as the United States is concerned to my mind there is only one possible remedy, — an amendment to the Constitution. Something, of course, might be done with magic lantern slides, or with moving pictures, or by taking up subscriptions. But these things demand money and time. Amending the Constitution does not. Experience is showing that it is a very, very simple thing, demanding only a little good will and forbearance as to which amendment gets through first. It is only fair that certain amendments now under discussion should have precedence. The proposal sent up from Kansas for amending the Constitution so as to improve the breed of steers in the West, and the Illinois amendment for shortening the distance between Chicago and the sea, are both admirable. But when these are carried an amendment in regard to the restoration of whiskers should be the earliest of our national cares. Individual freedom has its limits.

It is not true that a man’s whiskers are his own. It is not true that he has the right to remove them. John Stuart Mill thought so. But Mill was wrong. Every individual is but a part of society; and if his station is such that a flowing white beard is demanded by it, his duty is obvious. No one would wish to carry too far the supremacy of the State. But a constitutional provision of a temperate character imposing compulsory white beards on college presidents, ministers, poets, ambassadors and grand opera singers would take rank at once as equal in common sense and general utility with some of the most notable amendments to the Constitution of this Country.

THEN AND NOW

 

THE COLLEGE NEWS OF FORTY

YEARS AGO AND THE COLLEGE

NEWS OF TO-DAY

 

Medicals Take a Night Off

 

(as reported forty years ago)

Last night the students of the Medical Faculty took a night off and held their annual parade of the town. Forming up on the campus outside the windows of the dissecting room, the “Meds” moved in a compact body down College Avenue. Policeman McKonicky, who tried to stop them at the corner of Main Street, was knocked senseless and was deposited by two of the boys down the coal chute of the First National Bank. After upsetting a horse-car, the driver of which sustained certain injuries by inadvertently falling under the horse, the boys proceeded to the corner of Main and First Streets where speeches were made exalting the progress of the Medical School, and where two more policemen were knocked senseless. The procession moved uptown again towards the president’s residence carrying with it the front door of the First Baptist Church. After setting fire to the president’s house the students adjourned to the campus where they started a bonfire in which, unfortunately, one or two bystanders were accidentally burned about the feet, hands, head and body. The arrival of a body of mounted police supported by a couple of squadrons of cavalry brought the evening to a close.

President Foible, on being interviewed this morning, stated that the damages to his house were quite insignificant, amounting to little more than the destruction of his furniture. The police who were unfortunately injured in their attempt to interfere with the students are reported as doing nicely. The driver of the street-car will be at work again in a week, and a cheerful tone pervades the whole college. The president further stated that the relations between the students and the town had never been better.

Medicals Take a Night Off

(as reported to-day)

Last night the students at the Medical Faculty took a night off from their arduous labours and were the guests of the Ladies’ Reception Committee at the Y.W.C.A. building on Third Street. After the singing of a few of the better-known medical hymns and after being treated to a harmonium solo in B flat by the organist of the Insane Asylum, the students listened with evident enjoyment to a talk by the Rev. Mr. Week of the First Baptist Church on the subject “Where is Hell? Is it Here?” After the pastor had said everything that could be said on this interesting topic, each student was given a dish of ice cream and a doughnut. The president of the college in thanking the ladies of the Y.W.C.A. for their cordial reception said that he was sure the students would now return to their studies with renewed eagerness. After singing “Rock me to Sleep, Mother,” the gathering broke up at nine-thirty.

Philosophical Society Meets

(as it used to forty years ago)

Last night the Philosophical Society held the third of its bi-weekly beer parties in the supper room of the men’s residence. After the reading of the minutes, coupled with the drinking of beer, followed by the usual routine of drinking the health of the outgoing officers of the week and the toast of welcome to the officers of the week following, the Chairman invited the members to fill their glasses and listen, if they cared to, to a paper by Mr. Easy on the Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle. Mr. Easy, while expressing his regret that he had not had time to prepare a paper on the Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle, delivered in place of it an excellent rendition of Bret Harte’s “Heathen Chinee.” At the close of the recitation the Chairman announced that the debate which had been announced on the topic Are Mathematical Judgments Synthetically a Priori had been abandoned owing to the fact that the topic involved more preparation than the members of the society were prepared to give to it. He suggested instead that the society, after filling its glasses, should invite Mr. Freak of the senior class to give his imitation of two cats quarreling on a roof. The invitation was followed by similar exercises and the meeting was sustained to a late hour, those of the members who went home leaving at about two a.m.

Philosophical Society Meets

(as it does to-day)

Last night a very pleasing meeting of the Philosophical Society was held in the parlour of the Women’s Residence in the Martha Washington Building. Professor Strong in opening the meeting, said that she was glad to see among the members of the society a very creditable number of men, if she might use the phrase. She said no professor could feel that her work was satisfactory unless she could attract a certain number of men students. The professor then read her paper on the Sociological Elimination of the Delinquent. As the paper only lasted an hour and a half it was listened to in a luxury of enjoyment. The professor then having thrown the meeting open to questions, and a question having been asked, she very kindly spoke for another hour. At the close of the address a vote was taken on the resolution That the Humbler Classes of Society Ought to be Chloroformed, and was carried unanimously.

Discipline Committee Reports

(as it reported forty years ago)

The report is published this morning of the semi-annual meeting of the Discipline Committee of the Faculty of the College. This committee, consisting of the senior professors of the Faculty, was established, as readers will recall, about two years ago with the object of elevating the moral tone of the student body by expulsion, fines and the application of the criminal law. The chairman reported that the committee had every reason to be gratified with the progress made during the period of its existence. The number of cases of suspension of students from lectures had increased under the operation of the committee by forty per cent; students warned, by sixty per cent; students found guilty of drunkenness, by seventy per cent; and students expelled for unbecoming and insubordinate conduct, ninety-five per cent. The report enumerates a new schedule of fines calculating to raise still higher the discipline of the institution, and recommends hereafter that every student guilty of striking or kicking a professor be brought before the committee and warned. The committee adds a further recommendation to the effect that measures be taken to let the student body understand that their presence at the University can only be tolerated within reasonable limits.

Student Control Committee Reports

(as it reports to-day)

The report is published this morning of the semi-annual meeting of the Students’ Control Committee at the University. This Committee, as readers will recall, was established about two years ago with a view to raising the academic standard of the college. It is empowered not only to institute inquiries as to the capacity of the professors, but to recommend the expulsion of those of them who seem to the students’ committee to be lacking in personality, or deficient in pep. The opening-pages of the report deal with the case of the president of the college. A sub-committee, appointed from among the fourth-year students in accountancy, have been sitting on the case of the president for six weeks. Their report is in the main favourable, and their decision is that he may stay. But the sub-committee pass severe strictures on his home life, and recommend that he has too many children for him to be able to give full attention to his college work, and suggests a change in the future.

The committee accepts and adopts the recommendation of the second year class in philosophy who report that the professor’s lectures are over their heads, and ask for his dismissal. A similar request comes from the third year students in mathematics who report that the professor’s lectures are below their standards.

The committee has received and laid upon the table the report of the fourth year class in commerce to the effect that they have thus far failed to understand any of the lectures that were ever given them, and ask that they be given their degrees and let go. The committee acknowledges in its report the gratifying statement made by the chairman of the Trustees in his annual report to the effect that student control marks another milestone on the arduous path that it is leading the college to its ultimate end.


Old Junk and New Money. A Little Study in the Latest Antiques
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I WENT THE other day into the beautiful home of my two good friends, the Hespeler-Hyphen-Joneses, and I paused a moment, as my eye fell on the tall clock that stood in the hall.

“Ah,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones, “I see you are looking at the clock — a beautiful thing, isn’t it? — a genuine antique.”

“Does it go?” I asked.

“Good gracious, no!” exclaimed my two friends. “But isn’t it a beautiful thing!”

“Did it ever go?”

“I doubt it,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones. “The works, of course, are by Salvolatile — one of the really great clock-makers, you know. But I don’t know whether the works ever went. That, I believe, is one way in which you can always tell a Salvolatile. If it’s a genuine Salvolatile, it won’t go.”

“In any case,” I said, “it has no hands.”

“Oh, dear, no,” said Mrs. Jones. “It never had, as far as we know. We picked it up in such a queer little shop in Amalfi and the man assured us that it never had had any hands. He guaranteed it. That’s one of the things, you know, that you can tell by. Charles and I were terribly keen about clocks at that time and really studied them, and the books all agreed that no genuine Salvolatile has any hands.”

“And was the side broken, too, when you got it?” I asked.

“Ah, no,” said my friend. “We had that done by an expert in New York after we got back. Isn’t it exquisitely done? You see, he has made the break to look exactly as if someone had rolled the clock over and stamped on it. Every genuine Salvolatile is said to have been stamped upon like that.

“Of course, our break is only imitation, but it’s extremely well done, isn’t it? We go to Ferrugi’s, that little place on Fourth Avenue, you know, for everything that we want broken. They have a splendid man there. He can break anything.”

“Really!” I said.

“Yes, and the day when we wanted the clock done, Charles and I went down to see him do it. It was really quite wonderful, wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes, indeed. The man laid the clock on the floor and turned it on its side and then stood looking at it intently, and walking round and round it and murmuring in Italian as if he were swearing at it. Then he jumped in the air and came down on it with both feet.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“Yes, and with such wonderful accuracy. Our friend Mr. Appin-Hyphen-Smith — the great expert, you know — was looking at our clock last week and he said it was marvelous, hardly to be distinguished from a genuine fractura.”

“But he did say, didn’t he, dear,” said Mrs. Jones, “that the better way is to throw a clock out of a fourth-story window? You see, that was the height of the Italian houses in the Thirteenth Century — is it the Thirteenth Century I mean, Charles?”

“Yes,” said Charles.

“Do you know, the other day I made the silliest mistake about a spoon. I thought it was a Twelfth Century spoon and said so and in reality it was only Eleven and a half. Wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes,” said Charles.

“But do come into the drawing-room and have some tea. And, by the way, since you are interested in antiques, do look please at my teapot.”

“It looks an excellent teapot,” I said, feeling it with my hand, “and it must have been very expensive, wasn’t it?”

“Oh, not that one,” interposed Mr. Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones. “That is nothing. We got that here in New York at Hoffany’s — to make tea in. It is made of solid silver, of course, and all that, but even Hoffany’s admitted that it was made in America and was probably not more than a year or so old and had never been used by anybody else. In fact, they couldn’t guarantee it in any way.”

“Oh, I see,” I said.

“But let me pour you out tea from it and then do look at the perfect darling beside it. Oh, don’t touch it, please, it won’t stand up.”

“Won’t stand up?” I said.

“No,” said Hespeler-Jones, “that’s one of the tests. We know from that it is genuine Swaatsmaacher. None of them stand up.”

“Where did you buy it,” I asked, “here?”

“Oh, heavens, no, you couldn’t buy a thing like that here! As a matter of fact, we picked it up in a little gin shop in Obehellandam in Holland. Do you know Obehellandam?”

“I don’t,” I said.

“It’s just the dearest little place, nothing but little wee smelly shops filled with most delightful things — all antique, everything broken. They guarantee that there is nothing in the shop that wasn’t smashed at least a hundred years ago.”

“You don’t use the teapot to make tea,” I said.

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Hespeler-Jones as she handed me a cup of tea from the New York teapot. “I don’t think you could. It leaks.”

“That again is a thing,” said her husband, “that the experts always look for in a Swaatsmaacher. If it doesn’t leak, it’s probably just a faked-up thing not twenty years old.”

“Is it silver?” I asked.

“Ah, no. That’s another test,” said Mrs. Jones. “The real Swaatsmaachers were always made of pewter bound with barrel-iron off the gin barrels. They try to imitate it now by using silver, but they can’t get it.”

“No, the silver won’t take the tarnish,” interjected her husband. “You see, it’s the same way with ever so many of the old things. They rust and rot in a way that you simply cannot imitate. I have an old drinking horn that I’ll show you presently — Ninth Century, isn’t it, dear? — that is all coated inside with the most beautiful green slime, absolutely impossible to reproduce.”

“Is it?” I said.

“Yes, I took it to Squeeziou’s, the Italian place in London. (They are the great experts on horns, you know; they can tell exactly the century and the breed of cow.) And they told me that they had tried in vain to reproduce that peculiar and beautiful rot. One of their head men said that he thought that this horn had probably been taken from a dead cow that had been buried for fifty years. That’s what gives it its value, you know.”

“You didn’t buy it in London, did you?” I asked.

“Oh, no,” answered Hespeler-Jones. “London is perfectly impossible — just as hopeless as New York. You can’t buy anything real there at all.”

“Then where do you get all your things?” I asked, as I looked round at the collection of junk in the room.

“Oh, we pick them up here and there,” said Mrs. Jones. “Just in any out-of-the-way corners. That little stool we found at the back of a cow stable in Loch Aberlocherty. They were actually using it for milking. And the two others — aren’t they beautiful? though really it’s quite wrong to have two chairs alike in the same room — came from the back of a tiny little whiskey shop in Galway. Such a delight of an old Irishman sold them to us and he admitted that he himself had no idea how old they were. They might, he said, be Fifteenth Century, or they might not.

“But, oh, Charles,” my hostess interrupted herself to say, “I’ve just had a letter from Jane (Jane is my sister, you know) that is terribly exciting. She’s found a table at a tiny place in Brittany that she thinks would exactly do in our card room. She says that it is utterly unlike anything else in the room and has quite obviously no connection with cards. But let me read what she says — let me see, yes, here’s where it begins:

“ ’. . . a perfectly sweet little table. It probably had four legs originally and even now has two which, I am told, is a great find, as most people have to be content with one. The man explained that it could either be leaned up against the wall or else suspended from the ceiling on a silver chain. One of the boards of the top is gone, but I am told that that is of no consequence, as all the best specimens of Brittany tables have at least one board out.’

“Doesn’t that sound fascinating, Charles? Do send Jane a cable at once not to miss it.”

 

And when I took my leave a little later, I realized once and for all that the antique business is not for me.


Oxford as I See It
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MY PRIVATE STATION being that of a university professor, I was naturally deeply interested in the system of education in England. I was therefore led to make a special visit to Oxford and to submit the place to a searching scrutiny. Arriving one afternoon at four o’clock, I stayed at the Mitre Hotel and did not leave until eleven o’clock next morning. The whole of this time, except for one hour spent in addressing the undergraduates, was devoted to a close and eager study of the great university. When I add to this that I had already visited Oxford in 1907 and spent a Sunday at All Souls with Colonel L. S. Amery, it will be seen at once that my views on Oxford are based upon observations extending over fourteen years.

At any rate I can at least claim that my acquaintance with the British university is just as good a basis for reflection and judgment as that of the numerous English critics who come to our side of the water. I have known a famous English author to arrive at Harvard University in the morning, have lunch with President Lowell, and then write a whole chapter on the Excellence of Higher Education in America. I have known another one come to Harvard, have lunch with President Lowell, and do an entire book on the Decline of Serious Study in America. Or take the case of my own university. I remember Mr. Rudyard Kipling coming to McGill and saying in his address to the undergraduates at 2.30 p.m., “You have here a great institution.” But how could he have gathered this information? As far as I know he spent the entire morning with Sir Andrew Macphail in his house beside the campus, smoking cigarettes. When I add that he distinctly refused to visit the Palaeontologic Museum, that he saw nothing of our new hydraulic apparatus, or of our classes in Domestic Science, his judgment that we had here a great institution seems a little bit superficial. I can only put beside it, to redeem it in some measure, the hasty and ill-formed judgment expressed by Lord Milner, “McGill is a noble university”: and the rash and indiscreet expression of the Prince of Wales, when we gave him an LL.D. degree, “McGill has a glorious future.”

To my mind these unthinking judgments about our great college do harm, and I determined, therefore, that anything that I said about Oxford should be the result of the actual observation and real study based upon a bona fide residence in the Mitre Hotel.

On the strength of this basis of experience I am prepared to make the following positive and emphatic statements. Oxford is a noble university. It has a great past. It is at present the greatest university in the world: and it is quite possible that it has a great future. Oxford trains scholars of the real type better than any other place in the world. Its methods are antiquated. It despises science. Its lectures are rotten. It has professors who never teach and students who never learn. It has no order, no arrangement, no system. Its curriculum is unintelligible. It has no president. It has no state legislature to tell it how to teach, and yet — it gets there. Whether we like it or not, Oxford gives something to its students, a life and a mode of thought, which in America as yet we can emulate but not equal.

If anybody doubts this let him go and take a room at the Mitre Hotel (ten and six for a wainscotted bedroom, period of Charles I) and study the place for himself.

These singular results achieved at Oxford are all the more surprising when one considers the distressing conditions under which the students work. The lack of an adequate building fund compels them to go on working in the same old buildings which they have had for centuries. The buildings at Brasenose College have not been renewed since the year 1525. In New College and Magdalen the students are still housed in the old buildings erected in the sixteenth century. At Christ Church I was shown a kitchen which had been built at the expense of Cardinal Wolsey in 1527. Incredible though it may seem, they have no other place to cook in than this and are compelled to use it to-day. On the day when I saw this kitchen, four cooks were busy roasting an ox whole for the students’ lunch: this at least is what I presumed they were doing from the size of the fire-place used, but it may not have been an ox; perhaps it was a cow. On a huge table, twelve feet by six and made of slabs of wood five inches thick, two other cooks were rolling out a game pie. I estimated it as measuring three feet across. In this rude way, unchanged since the time of Henry VIII, the unhappy Oxford students are fed. I could not help contrasting it with the cosy little boarding houses on Cottage Grove Avenue where I used to eat when I was a student at Chicago, or the charming little basement dining-rooms of the students’ boarding houses in Toronto. But then, of course, Henry VIII never lived in Toronto.

The same lack of a building-fund necessitates the Oxford students living in the identical old boarding houses they had in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Technically they are called “quadrangles,” “closes” and “rooms”; but I am so broken in to the usage of my student days that I can’t help calling them boarding houses. In many of these the old stairway has been worn down by the feet of ten generations of students: the windows have little latticed panes: there are old names carved here and there upon the stone, and a thick growth of ivy covers the walls. The boarding house at St. John’s College dates from 1509, the one at Christ Church from the same period. A few hundred thousand pounds would suffice to replace these old buildings with neat steel and brick structures like the normal school at Schenectady, N. Y., or the Peel Street High School at Montreal. But nothing is done. A movement was indeed attempted last autumn towards removing the ivy from the walls, but the result was unsatisfactory and they are putting it back. Anyone could have told them beforehand that the mere removal of the ivy would not brighten Oxford up, unless at the same time one cleared the stones of the old inscriptions, put in steel fire-escapes, and in fact brought the boarding houses up to date.

But Henry VIII being dead, nothing was done. Yet in spite of its dilapidated buildings and its lack of fire-escapes, ventilation, sanitation, and up-to-date kitchen facilities, I persist in my assertion that I believe that Oxford, in its way, is the greatest university in the world. I am aware that this is an extreme statement and needs explanation. Oxford is much smaller in numbers, for example, than the State University of Minnesota, and is much poorer. It has, or had till yesterday, fewer students than the University of Toronto. To mention Oxford beside the 26,000 students of Columbia University sounds ridiculous. In point of money, the $39,000,000 endowment of the University of Chicago, and the $35,000,000 one of Columbia, and the $43,000,000 of Harvard seem to leave Oxford nowhere. Yet the peculiar thing is that it is not nowhere. By some queer process of its own it seems to get there every time. It was therefore of the very greatest interest to me, as a profound scholar, to try to investigate just how this peculiar excellence of Oxford arises.

It can hardly be due to anything in the curriculum or programme of studies. Indeed, to anyone accustomed to the best models of a university curriculum as it flourishes in the United States and Canada, the programme of studies is frankly quite laughable. There is less Applied Science in the place than would be found with us in a theological college. Hardly a single professor at Oxford would recognize a dynamo if he met it in broad daylight. The Oxford student learns nothing of chemistry, physics, heat, plumbing, electric wiring, gas-fitting or the use of a blow-torch. Any American college student can run a motor car, take a gasoline engine to pieces, fix a washer on a kitchen tap, mend a broken electric bell, and give an expert opinion on what has gone wrong with the furnace. It is these things indeed which stamp him as a college man, and occasion a very pardonable pride in the minds of his parents. But in all these things the Oxford student is the merest amateur.

This is bad enough. But after all one might say this is only the mechanical side of education. True: but one searches in vain in the Oxford curriculum for any adequate recognition of the higher and more cultured studies. Strange though it seems to us on this side of the Atlantic, there are no courses at Oxford in Housekeeping, or in Salesmanship, or in Advertising, or on Comparative Religion, or on the influence of the Press. There are no lectures whatever on Human Behavior, on Altruism, on Egotism, or on the Play of Wild Animals. Apparently, the Oxford student does not learn these things. This cuts him off from a great deal of the larger culture of our side of the Atlantic. “What are you studying this year?” I once asked a fourth-year student at one of our great colleges. “I am electing Salesmanship and Religion,” he answered. Here was a young man whose training was destined inevitably to turn him into a moral business man: either that or nothing. At Oxford Salesmanship is not taught and Religion takes the feeble form of the New Testament. The more one looks at these things the more amazing it becomes that Oxford can produce any results at all.

The effect of the comparison is heightened by the peculiar position occupied at Oxford by the professors’ lectures. In the colleges of Canada and the United States the lectures are supposed to be a really necessary and useful part of the student’s training. Again and again I have heard the graduates of my own college assert that they had got as much, or nearly as much, out of the lectures at college as out of athletics or the Greek letter society or the Banjo and Mandolin Club. In short, with us the lectures form a real part of the college life. At Oxford it is not so. The lectures, I understand, are given and may even be taken. But they are quite worthless and are not supposed to have anything much to do with the development of the student’s mind. “The lectures here,” said a Canadian student to me, “are punk.” I appealed to another student to know if this was so. “I don’t know whether I’d call them exactly punk,” he answered, “but they’re certainly rotten.” Other judgments were that the lectures were of no importance: that nobody took them: that they don’t matter: that you can take them if you like: that they do you no harm.

It appears further that the professors themselves are not keen on their lectures. If the lectures are called for they give them; if not, the professor’s feelings are not hurt. He merely waits and rests his brain until in some later year the students call for his lectures. There are men at Oxford who have rested their brains this way for over thirty years: the accumulated brain power thus dammed up is said to be colossal.

I understand that the key to this mystery is found in the operations of the person called the tutor. It is from him, or rather with him, that the students learn all that they know: one and all are agreed on that. Yet it is a little odd to know just how he does it. “We go over to his rooms,” said one student, “and he just lights a pipe and talks to us.” “We sit round with him,” said another, “and he simply smokes and goes over our exercises with us.” From this and other evidence I gather that what an Oxford tutor does is to get a little group of students together and smoke at them. Men who have been systematically smoked at for four years turn into ripe scholars. If anybody doubts this, let him go to Oxford and he can see the thing actually in operation. A well-smoked man speaks and writes English with a grace that can be acquired in no other way.

In what was said above, I seem to have been directing criticism against the Oxford professors as such: but I have no intention of doing so. For the Oxford professor and his whole manner of being I have nothing but a profound respect. There is indeed the greatest difference between the modern up-to-date American idea of a professor and the English type. But even with us in older days, in the bygone time when such people as Henry Wadsworth Longfellow were professors, one found the English idea; a professor was supposed to be a venerable kind of person, with snow-white whiskers reaching to his stomach. He Was expected to moon around the campus oblivious of the World around him. If you nodded to him he failed to see you. Of money he knew nothing; of business, far less. He was, as his trustees were proud to say of him, “a child.”

On the other hand he contained within him a reservoir of learning of such depth as to be practically bottomless. None of this learning was supposed to be of any material or commercial benefit to anybody. Its use was in saving the soul and enlarging the mind.

At the head of such a group of professors was one whose beard was even whiter and longer, whose absence of mind was even still greater, and whose knowledge of money, business, and practical affairs was below zero. Him they made the president.

All this is changed in America. A university professor is now a busy, hustling person, approximating as closely to a business man as he can do it. It is on the business man that he models himself. He has a little place that he calls his “office,” with a typewriter machine and a stenographer. Here he sits and dictates letters, beginning after the best business models, “in re yours of the eighth ult., would say, etc., etc.” He writes these letters to students, to his fellow professors, to the president, indeed to any people who will let him write to them. The number of letters that he writes each month is duly counted and set to his credit. If he writes enough he will get a reputation as an “executive,” and big things may happen to him. He may even be asked to step out of the college and take a post as an “executive” in a soap company or an advertising firm. The man, in short, is a “hustler,” an “advertiser” whose highest aim is to be a “live-wire.” If he is not, he will presently be dismissed, or, to use the business term, be “let go,” by a board of trustees who are themselves hustlers and live-wires. As to the professor’s soul, he no longer needs to think of it as it has been handed over along with all the others to a Board of Censors.

The American professor deals with his students according to his lights. It is his business to chase them along over a prescribed ground at a prescribed pace like a flock of sheep. They all go humping together over the hurdles with the professor chasing them with a set of “tests” and “recitations,” “marks” and “attendances,” the whole apparatus obviously copied from the time-clock of the business man’s factory. This process is what is called “showing results.” The pace set is necessarily that of the slowest, and thus results in what I have heard Mr. Edward Beatty describe as the “convoy system of education.”

In my own opinion, reached after fifty-two years of profound reflection, this system contains in itself the seeds of destruction. It puts a premium on dulness and a penalty on genius. It circumscribes that latitude of mind which is the real spirit of learning. If we persist in it we shall presently find that true learning will fly away from our universities and will take rest wherever some individual and enquiring mind can mark out its path for itself.

Now the principal reason why I am led to admire Oxford is that the place is little touched as yet by the measuring of “results,” and by this passion for visible and provable “efficiency.” The whole system at Oxford is such as to put a premium on genius and to let mediocrity and dulness go their way. On the dull student Oxford, after a proper lapse of time, confers a degree which means nothing more than that he lived and breathed at Oxford and kept out of jail. This for many students is as much as society can expect. But for the gifted students Oxford offers great opportunities. There is no question of his hanging back till the last sheep has jumped over the fence. He need wait for no one. He may move forward as fast as he likes, following the bent of his genius. If he has in him any ability beyond that of the common herd, his tutor, interested in his studies, will smoke at him until he kindles him into a flame. For the tutor’s soul is not harassed by herding dull students, with dismissal hanging by a thread over his head in the class room. The American professor has no time to be interested in a clever student. He has time to be interested in his “deportment,” his letter-writing, his executive work, and his organising ability and his hope of promotion to a soap factory. But with that his mind is exhausted. The student of genius merely means to him a student who gives no trouble, who passes all his “tests,” and is present at all his “recitations.” Such a student also, if he can be trained to be a hustler and an advertiser, will undoubtedly “make good.” But beyond that the professor does not think of him. The everlasting principle of equality has inserted itself in a place where it has no right to be, and where inequality is the breath of life.

American or Canadian college trustees would be horrified at the notion of professors who apparently do no work, give few or no lectures and draw their pay merely for existing. Yet these are really the only kind of professors worth having, — I mean, men who can be trusted with a vague general mission in life, with a salary guaranteed at least till their death, and a sphere of duties entrusted solely to their own consciences and the promptings of their own desires. Such men are rare, but a single one of them, when found, is worth ten “executives” and a dozen “organisers.”

The excellence of Oxford, then, as I see it, lies in the peculiar vagueness of the organisation of its work. It starts from the assumption that the professor is a really learned man whose sole interest lies in his own sphere: and that a student, or at least the only student with whom the university cares to reckon seriously, is a young man who desires to know. This is an ancient mediæval attitude long since buried in more up-to-date places under successive strata of compulsory education, state teaching, the democratisation of knowledge and the substitution of the shadow for the substance, and the casket for the gem. No doubt, in newer places the thing has got to be so. Higher education in America flourishes chiefly as a qualification for entrance into a money-making profession, and not as a thing in itself. But in Oxford one can still see the surviving outline of a nobler type of structure and a higher inspiration.

I do not mean to say, however, that my judgment of Oxford is one undiluted stream of praise. In one respect at least I think that Oxford has fallen away from the high ideals of the Middle Ages. I refer to the fact that it admits women students to its studies. In the Middle Ages women were regarded with a peculiar chivalry long since lost. It was taken for granted that their brains were too delicately poised to allow them to learn anything. It was presumed that their minds were so exquisitely hung that intellectual effort might disturb them. The present age has gone to the other extreme: and this is seen nowhere more than in the crowding of women into colleges originally designed for men. Oxford, I regret to find, has not stood out against this change.

To a profound scholar like myself, the presence of these young women, many of them most attractive, flittering up and down the streets of Oxford in their caps and gowns, is very distressing.

Who is to blame for this and how they first got in I do not know. But I understand that they first of all built a private college of their own close to Oxford, and then edged themselves in foot by foot. If this is so they only followed up the precedent of the recognised method in use in America. When an American college is established, the women go and build a college of their own overlooking the grounds. Then they put on becoming caps and gowns and stand and look over the fence at the college athletics. The male undergraduates, who were originally and by nature a hardy lot, were not easily disturbed. But inevitably some of the senior trustees fell in love with the first year girls and became convinced that coeducation was a noble cause. American statistics show that between 1880 and 1900 the number of trustees and senior professors who married girl undergraduates or who wanted to do so reached a percentage of, — I forget the exact percentage; it was either a hundred or a little over.

I don’t know just what happened at Oxford but presumably something of the sort took place. In any case the women are now all over the place. They attend the college lectures, they row in a boat, and they perambulate the High Street. They are even offering a serious competition against the men. Last year they carried off the ping-pong championship and took the chancellor’s prize for needlework, while in music, cooking and millinery the men are said to be nowhere.

There is no doubt that unless Oxford puts the women out while there is yet time, they will overrun the whole university. What this means to the progress of learning few can tell and those who know are afraid to say.

Cambridge University, I am glad to see, still sets its face sternly against this innovation. I am reluctant to count any superiority in the University of Cambridge. Having twice visited Oxford, having made the place a subject of profound study for many hours at a time, having twice addressed its undergraduates, and having stayed at the Mitre Hotel, I consider myself an Oxford man. But I must admit that Cambridge has chosen the wiser part.

Last autumn, while I was in London on my voyage of discovery, a vote was taken at Cambridge to see if the women who have already a private college nearby, should be admitted to the university. They were triumphantly shut out; and as a fit and proper sign of enthusiasm the undergraduates went over in a body and knocked down the gates of the women’s college. I know that it is a terrible thing to say that any one approved of this. All the London papers came out with headings that read, — Are Our Undergraduates Turning Into Baboons? and so on. The Manchester Guardian draped its pages in black and even the London Morning Post was afraid to take bold ground in the matter. But I do know also that there was a great deal of secret chuckling and jubilation in the London clubs. Nothing was expressed openly. The men of England have been too terrorised by the women for that. But in safe corners of the club, out of earshot of the waiters and away from casual strangers, little groups of elderly men chuckled quietly together. “Knocked down their gates, eh?” said the wicked old men to one another, and then whispered guiltily behind an uplifted hand, “Serve ’em right.” Nobody dared to say anything outside. If they had someone would have got up and asked a question in the House of Commons. When this is done all England falls flat upon its face.

But for my part when I heard of the Cambridge vote, I felt as Lord Chatham did when he said in parliament, “Sir, I rejoice that America has resisted.” For I have long harboured views of my own upon the higher education of women. In these days, however, it requires no little hardihood to utter a single word of criticism against it. It is like throwing half a brick through the glass roof of a conservatory. It is bound to make trouble. Let me hasten, therefore, to say that I believe most heartily in the higher education of women; in fact, the higher the better. The only question to my mind is: What is “higher education” and how do you get it? With which goes the secondary enquiry, What is a woman and is she just the same as a man? I know that it sounds a terrible thing to say in these days, but I don’t believe she is.

Let me say also that when I speak of coeducation I speak of what I know. I was coeducated myself some thirty-five years ago, at the very beginning of the thing. I learned my Greek alongside of a bevy of beauty on the opposite benches that mashed up the irregular verbs for us very badly. Incidentally, those girls are all married long since, and all the Greek they know now you could put under a thimble. But of that presently.

I have had further experience as well. I spent three years in the graduate school of Chicago, where coeducational girls were as thick as autumn leaves, — and some thicker. And as a college professor at McGill University in Montreal, I have taught mingled classes of men and women for twenty years.

On the basis of which experience I say with assurance that the thing is a mistake and has nothing to recommend it but its relative cheapness. Let me emphasise this last point and have done with it. Coeducation is of course a great economy. To teach ten men and ten women in a single class of twenty costs only half as much as to teach two classes. Where economy must rule, then, the thing has got to be. But where the discussion turns not on what is cheapest, but on what is best, then the case is entirely different.

The fundamental trouble is that men and women are different creatures, with different minds and different aptitudes and different paths in life. There is no need to raise here the question of which is superior and which is inferior (though I think, the Lord help me, I know the answer to that too). The point lies in the fact that they are different.

But the mad passion for equality has masked this obvious fact. When women began to demand, quite rightly, a share in higher education, they took for granted that they wanted the same curriculum as the men. They never stopped to ask whether their aptitudes were not in various directions higher and better than those of the men, and whether it might not be better for their sex to cultivate the things which were best suited to their minds. Let me be more explicit. In all that goes with physical and mathematical science, women, on the average, are far below the standard of men. There are, of course, exceptions. But they prove nothing. It is no use to quote to me the case of some brilliant girl who stood first in physics at Cornell. That’s nothing. There is an elephant in the zoo that can count up to ten, yet I refuse to reckon myself his inferior.

Tabulated results spread over years, and the actual experience of those who teach show that in the whole domain of mathematics and physics women are outclassed. At McGill the girls of our first year have wept over their failures in elementary physics these twenty-five years. It is time that someone dried their tears and took away the subject.

But, in any case, examination tests are never the whole story. To those who know, a written examination is far from being a true criterion of capacity. It demands too much of mere memory, imitativeness, and the insidious willingness to absorb other people’s ideas. Parrots and crows would do admirably in examinations. Indeed, the colleges are full of them.

But take, on the other hand, all that goes with the æsthetic side of education, with imaginative literature and the cult of beauty. Here women are, or at least ought to be, the superiors of men. Women were in primitive times the first story-tellers. They are still so at the cradle side. The original college woman was the witch, with her incantations and her prophecies and the glow of her bright imagination, and if brutal men of duller brains had not burned it out of her, she would be incanting still. To my thinking, we need more witches in the colleges and less physics.

I have seen such young witches myself, — if I may keep the word: I like it, — in colleges such as Wellesley in Massachusetts and Bryn Mawr in Pennsylvania, where there isn’t a man allowed within the three mile limit. To my mind, they do infinitely better thus by themselves. They are freer, less restrained. They discuss things openly in their classes; they lift up their voices, and they speak, whereas a girl in such a place as McGill, with men all about her, sits for four years as silent as a frog full of shot.

But there is a deeper trouble still. The careers of the men and women who go to college together are necessarily different, and the preparation is all aimed at the man’s career. The men are going to be lawyers, doctors, engineers, business men, and politicians. And the women are not.

There is no use pretending about it. It may sound an awful thing to say, but the women are going to be married. That is, and always has been, their career; and, what is more, they know it; and even at college, while they are studying algebra and political economy, they have their eye on it sideways all the time. The plain fact is that, after a girl has spent four years of her time and a great deal of her parents’ money in equipping herself for a career that she is never going to have, the wretched creature goes and gets married, and in a few years she has forgotten which is the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle, and she doesn’t care. She has much better things to think of.

At this point someone will shriek: “But surely, even for marriage, isn’t it right that a girl should have a college education?” To which I hasten to answer: most assuredly. I freely admit that a girl who knows algebra, or once knew it, is a far more charming companion and a nobler wife and mother than a girl who doesn’t know x from y. But the point is that: Does the higher education that fits a man to be a lawyer also fit a person to be a wife and mother? Or, in other words, is a lawyer a wife and mother? I say he is not. Granted that a girl is to spend four years in time and four thousand dollars in money in going to college, why train her for a career that she is never going to adopt? Why not give her an education that will have a meaning and a harmony with the real life that she is to follow?

For example, suppose that during her four years every girl lucky enough to get a higher education spent at least six months of it in the training and discipline of a hospital as a nurse. There is more education and character-making in that than in a whole bucketful of algebra.

But no, the woman insists on snatching her share of an education designed by Erasmus or William of Wykeham or William of Occam for the creation of scholars and lawyers; and when later on in her home there is a sudden sickness or accident, and the life or death of those nearest to her hangs upon skill and knowledge and a trained fortitude in emergency, she must needs send in all haste for a hired woman to fill the place that she herself has never learned to occupy.

But I am not here trying to elaborate a whole curriculum. I am only trying to indicate that higher education for the man is one thing, for the woman another. Nor do I deny the fact that women have got to earn their living. Their higher education must enable them to do that. They cannot all marry on their graduation day. But that is no great matter. No scheme of education that anyone is likely to devise will fail in this respect.

The positions that they hold as teachers or civil servants they would fill all the better if their education were fitted to their wants.

Some few, a small minority, really and truly “have a career,” — husbandless and childless, — in which the sacrifice is great and the honour to them, perhaps, all the higher. And others no doubt dream of a career in which a husband and a group of blossoming children are carried as an appendage to a busy life at the bar or on the platform. But all such are the mere minority, so small as to make no difference to the general argument.

But there — I have written quite enough to make plenty of trouble except perhaps at Cambridge University. So I return with relief to my general study of Oxford. Viewing the situation as a whole, I am led then to the conclusion that there must be something in the life of Oxford itself that makes for higher learning. Smoked at by his tutor, fed in Henry VIII’s kitchen, and sleeping in a tangle of ivy, the student evidently gets something not easily obtained in America. And the more I reflect on the matter the more I am convinced that it is the sleeping in the ivy that does it. How different it is from student life as I remember it!

When I was a student at the University of Toronto thirty years ago, I lived, — from start to finish, — in seventeen different boarding houses. As far as I am aware these houses have not, or not yet, been marked with tablets. But they are still to be found in the vicinity of McCaul and Darcy, and St. Patrick Streets. Anyone who doubts the truth of what I have to say may go and look at them.

I was not alone in the nomadic life that I led. There were hundreds of us drifting about in this fashion from one melancholy habitation to another. We lived as a rule two or three in the house, sometimes alone. We dined in the basement. We always had beef, done up in some way after it was dead, and there were always soda biscuits on the table. They used to have a brand of soda biscuits in those days in the Toronto boarding houses that I have not seen since. They were better than dog biscuits but with not so much snap. My contemporaries will all remember them. A great many of the leading barristers and professional men of Toronto were fed on them.

In the life we led we had practically no opportunities for association on a large scale, no common rooms, no reading rooms, nothing. We never saw the magazines, — personally I didn’t even know the names of them. The only interchange of ideas we ever got was by going over to the Cær Howell Hotel on University Avenue and interchanging them there.

I mention these melancholy details not for their own sake but merely to emphasize the point that when I speak of students’ dormitories, and the larger life which they offer, I speak of what I know.

If we had had at Toronto, when I was a student, the kind of dormitories and dormitory life that they have at Oxford, I don’t think I would ever have graduated. I’d have been there still. The trouble is that the universities on our Continent are only just waking up to the idea of what a university should mean. They were, very largely, instituted and organised with the idea that a university was a place where young men were sent to absorb the contents of books and to listen to lectures in the class rooms. The student was pictured as a pallid creature, burning what was called the “midnight oil,” his wan face bent over his desk. If you wanted to do something for him you gave him a book: if you wanted to do something really large on his behalf you gave him a whole basketful of them. If you wanted to go still further and be a benefactor to the college at large, you endowed a competitive scholarship and set two or more pallid students working themselves to death to get it.

The real thing for the student is the life and environment that surrounds him. All that he really learns he learns, in a sense, by the active operation of his own intellect and not as the passive recipient of lectures. And for this active operation what he really needs most is the continued and intimate contact with his fellows. Students must live together and eat together, talk and smoke together. Experience shows that that is how their minds really grow. And they must live together in a rational and comfortable way. They must eat in a big dining room or hall, with oak beams across the ceiling, and the stained glass in the windows, and with a shield or tablet here or there upon the wall, to remind them between times of the men who went before them and left a name worthy of the memory of the college. If a student is to get from his college what it ought to give him, a college dormitory, with the life in common that it brings, is his absolute right. A university that fails to give it to him is cheating him.

If I were founding a university — and I say it with all the seriousness of which I am capable — I would found first a smoking room; then when I had a little more money in hand I would found a dormitory; then after that, or more probably with it, a decent reading room and a library. After that, if I still had money over that I couldn’t use, I would hire a professor and get some text books.

This chapter has sounded in the most part like a continuous eulogy of Oxford with but little in favour of our American colleges. I turn therefore with pleasure to the more congenial task of showing what is wrong with Oxford and with the English university system generally, and the aspect in which our American universities far excel the British.

The point is that Henry VIII is dead. The English are so proud of what Henry VIII and the benefactors of earlier centuries did for the universities that they forget the present. There is little or nothing in England to compare with the magnificent generosity of individuals, provinces and states, which is building up the colleges of the United States and Canada. There used to be. But by some strange confusion of thought the English people admire the noble gifts of Cardinal Wolsey and Henry VIII and Queen Margaret, and do not realise that the Carnegies and Rockefellers and the William Macdonalds are the Cardinal Wolseys of to-day. The University of Chicago was founded upon oil. McGill University rests largely on a basis of tobacco. In America the world of commerce and business levies on itself a noble tribute in favour of the higher learning. In England, with a few conspicuous exceptions, such as that at Bristol, there is little of the sort. The feudal families are content with what their remote ancestors have done: they do not try to emulate it in any great degree.

In the long run this must count. Of all the various reforms that are talked of at Oxford, and of all the imitations of American methods that are suggested, the only one worth while, to my thinking, is to capture a few millionaires, give them honorary degrees at a million pounds sterling apiece, and tell them to imagine that they are Henry VIII. I give Oxford warning that if this is not done the place will not last another two centuries.


The Snoopopaths or Fifty Stories in One
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THIS PARTICULAR STUDY in the follies of literature is not so much a story as a sort of essay. The average reader will therefore turn from it with a shudder. The condition of the average reader’s mind is such that he can take in nothing but fiction. And it must be thin fiction at that — thin as gruel. Nothing else will “sit on his stomach.”

Everything must come to the present day reader in this form. If you wish to talk to him about religion, you must dress it up as a story and label it Beth-sheba, or The Curse of David; if you want to improve the reader’s morals, you must write him a little thing in dialogue called Mrs. Potiphar Dines Out. If you wish to expostulate with him about drink you must do so through a narrative called Red Rum — short enough and easy enough for him to read it, without overstraining his mind, while he drinks cocktails.

But whatever the story is about it has got to deal — in order to be read by the average reader — with A MAN and A WOMAN. I put these words in capitals to indicate that they have got to stick out of the story with the crudity of a drawing done by a child with a burnt stick. In other words, the story has got to be snoopopathic. This is a word derived from the Greek— “snoopo” — or if there never was a Greek verb snoopo, at least there ought to have been one — and it means just what it seems to mean. Nine out of ten short stories written in America are snoopopathic.

In snoopopathic literature, in order to get its full effect, the writer generally introduces his characters simply as “the man” and “the woman.” He hates to admit that they have names. He opens out with them something after this fashion:

“The Man lifted his head. He looked about him at the gaily-bedizzled crowd that besplotched the midnight cabaret with riotous patches of colour. He crushed his cigar against the brass of an Egyptian tray— ‘Bah!’ he murmured, ‘Is it worth it?’ Then he let his head sink again.”

You notice it? He lifted his head all the way up and let it sink all the way down, and you still don’t know who he is.

For The Woman the beginning is done like this:

“The Woman clenched her white hands till the diamonds that glittered upon her fingers were buried in the soft flesh. ‘The shame of it,’ she murmured. Then she took from the table the telegram that lay crumpled upon it and tore it into a hundred pieces. ‘He dare not!’ she muttered through her closed teeth. She looked about the hotel room with its garish furniture. ‘He has no right to follow me here,’ she gasped.”

All of which the reader has to take in without knowing who the woman is, or which hotel she is staying at, or who dare not follow her or why. But the modern reader loves to get this sort of shadowy incomplete effect. If he were told straight out that the woman’s name was Mrs. Edward Dangerfield of Brick City, Montana, and that she had left her husband three days ago and that the telegram told her that he had discovered her address and was following her, the reader would refuse to go on.

This method of introducing the characters is bad enough. But the new snoopopathic way of describing them is still worse. The Man is always detailed as if he were a horse. He is said to be “tall, well set up, with straight legs.”

Great stress is always laid on his straight legs. No magazine story is acceptable now unless The Man’s legs are absolutely straight. Why this is, I don’t know. All my friends have straight legs — and yet I never hear them make it a subject of comment or boasting. I don’t believe I have, at present, a single friend with crooked legs.

But this is not the only requirement. Not only must The Man’s legs be straight, but he must be “clean-limbed,” whatever that is; and of course he must have a “well-tubbed look about him.” How this look is acquired, and whether it can be got with an ordinary bath and water, are things on which I have no opinion.

The Man is of course “clean-shaven.” This allows him to do such necessary things as “turning his clean-shaven face towards the speaker,” “laying his clean-shaven cheek in his hand,” and so on. But everyone is familiar with the face of the up-to-date clean-shaven snoopopathic man. There are pictures of him by the million on magazine covers and book jackets, looking into the eyes of The Woman — he does it from a distance of about six inches — with that snoopy earnest expression of brainlessness that he always wears. How one would enjoy seeing a man — a real one with Nevada whiskers and long boots — land him one solid kick from behind.

Then comes The Woman of the snoopopathic story. She is always “beautifully groomed” (Who these grooms are that do it, and where they can be hired, I don’t know), and she is said to be “exquisitely gowned.”

It is peculiar about The Woman that she never seems to wear a dress — always a “gown.” Why this is, I cannot tell. In the good old stories that I used to read, when I could still read for the pleasure of it, the heroines — that was what they used to be called — always wore dresses. But now there is no heroine, only a woman in a gown. I wear a gown myself — at night. It is made of flannel and reaches to my feet, and when I take my candle and go out to the balcony where I sleep, the effect of it on the whole is not bad. But as to its “revealing every line of my figure” — as The Woman’s gown is always said to — and as to its “suggesting even more than it reveals” — well, it simply does not. So when I talk of “gowns” I speak of something that I know all about.

Yet whatever The Woman does, her “gown” is said to “cling” to her. Whether in the street or in a cabaret or in the drawing-room, it “clings.” If by any happy chance she throws a lace wrap about her, then it clings; and if she lifts her gown — as she is apt to — it shows — not what I should have expected — but a jupon, and even that clings. What a jupon is I don’t know. With my gown, I never wear one. These people I have described, The Man and The Woman — The Snoopopaths — are, of course, not husband and wife, or brother and sister, or anything so simple and old-fashioned as that. She is someone else’s wife. She is The Wife of the Other Man. Just what there is, for the reader, about other men’s wives, I don’t understand. I know tons of them that I wouldn’t walk round a block for. But the reading public goes wild over them. The old-fashioned heroine was unmarried. That spoiled the whole story. You could see the end from the beginning. But with Another Man’s Wife, the way is blocked. Something has got to happen that would seem almost obvious to anyone.

The writer, therefore, at once puts the two snoopos — The Man and The Woman — into a frightfully indelicate position. The more indelicate it is, the better. Sometimes she gets into his motor by accident after the theatre, or they both engage the drawing-room of a Pullman car by mistake, or else, best of all, he is brought accidentally into her room at a hotel at night. There is something about a hotel room at night, apparently, which throws the modern reader into convulsions. It is always easy to arrange a scene of this sort. For example, taking the sample beginning that I gave above, The Man — whom I left sitting at the cabaret table, above, rises unsteadily — it is the recognised way of rising in a cabaret — and, settling the reckoning with the waiter, staggers into the street. For myself I never do a reckoning with the waiter. I just pay the bill as he adds it, and take a chance on it.

As The Man staggers into the “night air,” the writer has time — just a little time, for the modern reader is impatient — to explain who he is and why he staggers. He is rich. That goes without saying. All clean-limbed men with straight legs are rich. He owns copper mines in Montana. All well-tubbed millionaires do. But he has left them, left everything, because of the Other Man’s Wife. It was that or madness — or worse. He had told himself so a thousand times. (This little touch about “worse” is used in all the stories. I don’t just understand what the “worse” means. But snoopopathic readers reach for it with great readiness.) So The Man had come to New York (the only place where stories are allowed to be laid) under an assumed name, to forget, to drive her from his mind. He had plunged into the mad round of — I never could find it myself, but it must be there, and as they all plunge into it, it must be as full of them as a sheet of Tanglefoot is of flies.

“As The Man walked home to his hotel, the cool, night air steadied him, but his brain is still filled with the fumes of the wine he had drunk.” Notice these “fumes.” It must be great to float round with them in one’s brain, where they apparently lodge. I have often tried to find them, but I never can. Again and again I have said, “Waiter, bring me a Scotch whiskey and soda with fumes.” But I can never get them.

Thus goes The Man to his hotel. Now it is in a room in this same hotel that The Woman is sitting, and in which she has crumpled up the telegram. It is to this hotel that she has come when she left her husband, a week ago. The readers know, without even being told, that she left him “to work out her own salvation” — driven, by his cold brutality, beyond the breaking point. And there is laid upon her soul, as she sits there with clenched hands, the dust and ashes of a broken marriage and a loveless life, and the knowledge, too late, of all that might have been.

And it is to this hotel that The Woman’s Husband is following her.

But The Man does not know that she is in the hotel; nor that she has left her husband; it is only accident that brings them together. And it is only by accident that he has come into her room, at night, and stands there — rooted to the threshold.

Now as a matter of fact, in real life, there is nothing at all in the simple fact of walking into the wrong room of a hotel by accident. You merely apologise and go out. I had this experience myself only a few days ago. I walked right into a lady’s room — next door to my own. But I simply said, “Oh, I beg your pardon, I thought this was No. 343.”

“No,” she said, “this is 341.”

She did not rise and “confront” me, as they always do in the snoopopathic stories. Neither did her eyes flash, nor her gown cling to her as she rose. Nor was her gown made of “rich old stuff.” No, she merely went on reading her newspaper.

“I must apologise,” I said. “I am a little short-sighted, and very often a one and a three look so alike that I can’t tell them apart. I’m afraid—”

“Not at all,” said the lady. “Good evening.”

“You see,” I added, “this room and my own being so alike, and mine being 343 and this being 341, I walked in before I realised that instead of walking into 343 I was walking into 341.”

She bowed in silence, without speaking, and I felt that it was now the part of exquisite tact to retire quietly without further explanation, or at least with only a few murmured words about the possibility of to-morrow being even colder than to-day. I did so, and the affair ended with complete savoir faire on both sides.

But the Snoopopaths, Man and Woman, can’t do this sort of thing, or, at any rate, the snoopopathic writer won’t let them. The opportunity is too good to miss. As soon as The Man comes into The Woman’s room — before he knows who she is, for she has her back to him — he gets into a condition dear to all snoopopathic readers.

His veins simply “surged.” His brain beat against his temples in mad pulsation. His breath “came and went in quick, short pants.” (This last might perhaps be done by one of the hotel bellboys, but otherwise it is hard to imagine.)

And The Woman— “Noiseless as his step had been she seemed to sense his presence. A wave seemed to sweep over her—” She turned and rose “fronting him full.” This doesn’t mean that he was full when she fronted him. Her gown — but we know about that already. “It was a coward’s trick,” she panted.

Now if The Man had had the kind of savoir faire that I have, he would have said: “Oh, pardon me! I see this room is 341. My own room is 343, and to me a one and a three often look so alike that I seem to have walked into 341 while looking for 343.” And he could have explained in two words that he had no idea that she was in New York, was not following her, and not proposing to interfere with her in any way. And she would have explained also in two sentences why and how she came to be there. But this wouldn’t do. Instead of it, The Man and The Woman go through the grand snoopopathic scene which is so intense that it needs what is really a new kind of language to convey it.

“Helene,” he croaked, reaching out his arms — his voice tensed with the infinity of his desire.

“Back,” she iced. And then, “Why have you come here?” she hoarsed. “What business have you here?”

“Nope,” he glooped, “none. I have no business.” They stood sensing one another.

“I thought you were in Philadelphia,” she said — her gown clinging to every fibre of her as she spoke.

“I was,” he wheezed.

“And you left it?” she sharped, her voice tense.

“I left it,” he said, his voice glumping as he spoke. “Need I tell you why?” He had come nearer to her. She could hear his pants as he moved.

“No, no,” she gurgled. “You left it. It is enough. I can understand” — she looked bravely up at him— “I can understand any man leaving it.” Then as he moved still nearer her, there was the sound of a sudden swift step in the corridor. The door opened and there stood before them — The Other Man, the Husband of The Woman — Edward Dangerfield.

This, of course, is the grand snoopopathic climax, when the author gets all three of them — The Man, The Woman, and The Woman’s Husband — in a hotel room at night. But notice what happens.

He stood in the opening of the doorway looking at them, a slight smile upon his lips. “Well?” he said. Then he entered the room and stood for a moment quietly looking into The Man’s face.

“So,” he said, “it was you.” He walked into the room and laid the light coat that he had been carrying over his arm upon the table. He drew a cigar case from his waistcoat pocket.

“Try one of these Havanas,” he said.

Observe the calm of it. This is what the snoopopath loves — no rage, no blustering — calmness, cynicism. He walked over towards the mantel-piece and laid his hat upon it. He set his boot upon the fender.

“It was cold this evening,” he said. He walked over to the window and gazed a moment into the dark.

“This is a nice hotel,” he said. (This scene is what the author and the reader love; they hate to let it go. They’d willingly keep the man walking up and down for hours saying “Well!”)

The Man raised his head! “Yes, it’s a good hotel,” he said. Then he let his head fall again.

This kind of thing goes on until, if possible, the reader is persuaded into thinking that there is nothing going to happen. Then: — 

“He turned to The Woman. ‘Go in there,’ he said, pointing to the bedroom door. Mechanically she obeyed.” This, by the way, is the first intimation that the reader has that the room in which they were sitting was not a bedroom. The two men were alone. Dangerfield walked over to the chair where he had thrown his coat.

“I bought this coat in St. Louis last fall,” he said. His voice was quiet, even passionless. Then from the pocket of the coat he took a revolver and laid it on the table. Marsden watched him without a word.

“Do you see this pistol?” said Dangerfield.

Marsden raised his head a moment and let it sink.

Of course the ignorant reader keeps wondering why he doesn’t explain. But how can he? What is there to say? He has been found out of his own room at night. The penalty for this in all the snoopopathic stories is death. It is understood that in all the New York hotels the night porters shoot a certain number of men in the corridors every night.

“When we married,” said Dangerfield, glancing at the closed door as he spoke, “I bought this and the mate to it — for her — just the same, with the monogram on the butt — see! And I said to her, ‘If things ever go wrong between you and me, there is always this way out.’ ”

He lifted the pistol from the table, examining its mechanism. He rose and walked across the room till he stood with his back against the door, the pistol in his hand, its barrel pointing straight at Marsden’s heart. Marsden never moved. Then as the two men faced one another thus, looking into one another’s eyes, their ears caught a sound from behind the closed door of the inner room — a sharp, hard, metallic sound as if someone in the room within had raised the hammer of a pistol — a jewelled pistol like the one in Dangerfield’s hand.

And then — 

A loud report, and with a cry, the cry of a woman, one shrill despairing cry — 

Or no, hang it — I can’t consent to end up a story in that fashion, with the dead woman prone across the bed, the smoking pistol, with a jewel on the hilt, still clasped in her hand — the red blood welling over the white laces of her gown — while the two men gaze down upon her cold face with horror in their eyes. Not a bit. Let’s end it like this: — 

“A shrill despairing cry,— ‘Ed! Charlie! Come in here quick! Hurry! The steam coil has blown out a plug! You two boys quit talking and come in here, for Heaven’s sake, and fix it.’ ”

And, indeed, if the reader will look back he will see there is nothing in the dialogue to preclude it. He was misled, that’s all. I merely said that Mrs. Dangerfield had left her husband a few days before. So she had — to do some shopping in New York. She thought it mean of him to follow her. And I never said that Mrs. Dangerfield had any connection whatever with The Woman with whom Marsden was in love. Not at all. He knew her, of course, because he came from Brick City. But she had thought he was in Philadelphia, and naturally she was surprised to see him back in New York. That’s why she exclaimed “Back!” And as a matter of plain fact, you can’t pick up a revolver without its pointing somewhere. No one said he meant to fire it.

In fact, if the reader will glance back at the dialogue — I know he has no time to, but if he does — he will see that, being something of a snoopopath himself, he has invented the whole story.


My Affair with My Landlord
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AS IT IS now pretty generally known that I have murdered the landlord of our flat, I feel that I should like to make some sort of public explanation of the matter.

I have been assured on all sides that there is no need to do this, but my own feelings on the question were so acute that I felt myself compelled to call upon the Superintendent of Police and offer him an exact account of what I had done. He told me that there is absolutely no need to offer any explanation at all. It is neither customary nor desirable.

“You have killed your landlord,” he said, “very good, what of it?” I asked him whether it was not, in a sense, a matter for the law to deal with. But he shook his head. “In what way?” he asked.

I told him that I felt that the affair was putting me in a somewhat false position; that the congratulations that I have been receiving from my friends, and even from strangers, were perhaps, if the full circumstances were known, hardly merited; in short, that I should like a certain publicity given to the whole surroundings of the act.

“Very good,” said the Superintendent, “you are entitled to fill out a form if you wish to do so.” He searched among his papers.

“Did you say,” he asked, “that you have killed your landlord, or that you are going to kill him?” “I have killed him,” I said firmly. “Very good,” said the officer, “we use separate forms.” He gave me a long printed slip with blanks to fill in — my age, occupation, reasons (if any) for the killing, etc.

“What shall I put,” I asked, “under the heading of reasons?”

“I think,” he answered, “that it will be better to put simply, ‘no reasons,’ or if you like, the ‘usual reasons’!” With that he bowed me politely out of his office, expressing, as he did so, the hope that I would bury the landlord and not leave him lying about.

To me the interview was unsatisfactory. I am well aware that the Superintendent was within the strict nicety of the law. No doubt if every case of the shooting of a landlord were made a matter of inquiry the result would be embarrassing and tedious.

The shooting is generally done in connection with a rise of rent, and nothing more needs to be said about it. “I am increasing your rent another $10.00 a month,” says the landlord. “All right,” says the tenant, “I’ll shoot you.” Sometimes he does, sometimes he forgets to.

But my own case was quite different. The proposal of the National Tenant League to give me a gold medal next Saturday has brought things to a head and forces an explanation.

I recall distinctly the time, now some five years ago, when my wife and I first took our flat. The landlord showed us over it himself, and I am free to confess that there was nothing in his manner, or very little indeed, to suggest anything out of the normal.

Only one small incident stuck in my mind. He apologized for the lack of cupboard space.

“There are not enough cupboards in this flat,” he said.

It made me slightly uncomfortable to hear him speak in this way. “But look,” I said, “how large and airy this pantry is. It is at least four feet each way.”

He shook his head and repeated that the cupboards were small. “I must build in better ones,” he said.

Two months later he built in new cupboards. It gave me a shock of surprise — a touch of the uncanny — to notice that he did not raise the rent. “Are you not raising the rent because of the cupboards?” I asked. “No,” he said, “they only cost me fifty dollars.” “But, my dear fellow,” I objected, “surely the interest of fifty dollars is sixty dollars a year?”

He admitted this, but said that he would rather not raise the rent. Thinking it over, I decided that his conduct might be due to incipient paresis or coagulation of the arteries of the head. At that time I had no idea of killing him. That came later.

I recall no incident of importance till the spring of the year following. My landlord appeared unexpectedly one day with apologies for intruding (a fact which of itself seemed suspicious), and said that he proposed to repaper the entire apartment. I expostulated in vain.

“The paper,” I said, “is only ten years old.” “It is,” he said, “but wall paper has gone up to double its value since that time.” “Very good, then,” I said firmly, “you must raise the rent twenty dollars a month for the paper.” “I shall not,” he answered. The incident led to a distinct coolness between us for some months.

The next episodes were of a more pronounced character. Everybody recalls the great increases of rent due to the terrific rise in building costs. My landlord refused to raise the rent of my flat.

“The cost of building,” I said, “has increased at least one hundred per cent.”

“Very good,” he answered, “but I am not building. I have always been getting ten per cent on my investment in this property, and I am still getting it.”

“Think of your wife,” I said.

“I won’t,” he answered.

“It is your duty,” I went on, “to think of her. Let me tell you that only yesterday I saw in the papers a letter from a landlord, one of the most beautiful letters I ever saw (from a landlord), in which he said the rise in the cost of building materials compelled him to think of his wife and children. It was a touching appeal.”

“I don’t care,” my landlord answered, “I’m not married.”

“Ah,” I said, “not married.” It was, I think, at this moment that the idea first occurred to me that the man might be put out of the way.

There followed the episode of November. My readers will all remember the fifty per cent increase of rents made to celebrate Armistice Day. My landlord refused to join in the celebrations.

This lack of patriotism in the fellow irritated me greatly. The same thing happened at the time of the rise of rents that was instituted to celebrate the visit of Marshal Foch, and the later rise — twenty-five per cent, if I remember rightly — that was made as a tribute to the ex-service men.

It was purely a patriotic movement, done in a spontaneous way without premeditation.

I have heard many of the soldiers say that it was their first welcome home, and that they would never forget it.

It was followed a little later by the rise of rents held as a welcome to the Prince of Wales. No better congratulation could have been planned.

My landlord, alas, remained outside of all this. He made no increase in his rent. “I have,” he said, “my ten per cent, and that is enough.”

I know now that the paresis or coagulation must have overwhelmed one entire lobe or hemisphere of his head.

I was meditating action.

The crisis came last month. A sharp rise in rent had been very properly instituted to counterbalance the fall in the German mark. It was based quite evidently on the soundest business reasoning.

If the fall in the mark is not countered in this way, it is plain that we are undone. The cheap German mark will enable the Germans to take away our houses.

I waited for three days, looking in vain for a notice of increase in my rent.

Then I went to visit my landlord in his office. I admit that I was armed, but in extenuation I want to say that I knew that I had to deal with an abnormal, aberrated man, one-half of whose brain was now coagulated.

I wasted no words on preliminaries.

“You have seen,” I said, “this fall of the German mark.”

“Yes,” he answered, “what of it?”

“Simply this,” I said. “Are you going to raise my rent or are you not?”

“No,” he said doggedly, “I am not.”

I raised the revolver and fired. He was sitting sideways to me as I did so. I fired, in all, four shots. I could see through the smoke that one, at least, of the shots had cut his waistcoat into strips, a second had ripped off his collar, while the third and fourth had cut through his braces at the back. He was visibly in a state of collapse. It was doubtful if he could reach the street. But even if he could, it was certain that he couldn’t walk upon it.

I left him as he was and reported, as I have said, to the police.

If the Tenant League medal is given to me, I want it to be with full understanding of the case.


The Give and Take of Travel. A Study in Petty Larceny, Pro and Con
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I HAVE RECENTLY noted among my possessions a narrow black comb and a flat brown hairbrush. I imagine they must belong to the Pullman Car Company. As I have three of the Company’s brushes and combs already, I shall be glad to hand these back at any time when the company cares to send for them.

I have also a copy of the New Testament in plain good print which is marked “put here by the Gibbons” and which I believe I got from either the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Montreal or the Biltmore in New York. I do not know any of the Gibbons. But the hotel may have the book at any time, as I have finished with it. I will bring it to them.

On the other hand, I shall be very greatly obliged if the man who has my winter overshoes (left on the Twentieth Century Limited) will let me have them back again. As the winter is soon coming I shall need them. If he will leave them at any agreed spot three miles from a town I will undertake not to prosecute him.

I mention these matters not so much for their own sake as because they form part of the system of give and take which plays a considerable part in my existence.

Like many people who have to travel a great deal I get absent-minded about it. I move to and fro among trains and hotels shepherded by red-caps and escorted by bell boys. I have been in so many hotels that they all look alike. If there is any difference in the faces of the hotel clerks I can’t see it. If there is any way of distinguishing one waiter from another I don’t know it. There is the same underground barber surrounded by white marble and carrying on the same conversation all the way from Halifax to Los Angeles. In short I have been in so many towns that I never know where I am.

Under these circumstances a man of careless disposition and absent mind easily annexes and easily loses small items of property. In a Pullman car there is no difficulty whatever, if one has the disposition for it, in saying to a man sitting beside you, “Good morning, sir. It looks like a beautiful day,” and then reaching over and packing his hair brush into your valise. If he is the right kind of man he will never notice it, or at best he will say in return, “A beautiful morning,” and then take away your necktie.

There is, let it be noticed, all the difference in the world between this process and petty larceny.

The thing I mean couldn’t possibly be done by a thief. He wouldn’t have the nerve, the quiet assurance, the manner. It is the absolute innocence of the thing that does it.

For example, if a man offers me a cigarette I find that I take his cigarette case and put it in my pocket. When I rise from my hotel dinner I carry away the napkin. When I leave my hotel room I always take away the key.

There is no real sense in this: I have more hotel keys than I can use as it is. But the fault is partly with our hotels. So many of them put up a little notice beside the door that reads, “Have You Forgotten Anything?” Whenever I see this I stand in thought a minute then it occurs to me, “Why, of course, the Key!” and I take it with me.

I am aware that there is a class of persons — women mostly — who carry away spoons and other things deliberately as souvenirs. But I disclaim all connection with that kind of thing. That is not what I meant at all.

I would never take a valuable spoon, unless I happened to be using it at the table to open the back of my watch, or something of the sort. But when I sign my name on the hotel book I keep the pen. Similarly and in all fairness, I give up my own fountain pen to the telegraph clerk. The theory works both ways.

As a rule, there is nothing more in all this than a harmless give and take, a sort of profit and loss account to which any traveler easily becomes accustomed. But at the same time one should be careful. The theory may go a little too far. I remember not long ago coming home from a theatre in Trenton, New Jersey, with a lady’s white silk scarf about my neck.

I had no notion how it had got there. Whether the woman had carelessly wrapped it about my neck in mistake for her own, or whether I had unwound it off her, I cannot say. But I regret the incident and will gladly put the scarf back on her neck at any time. I will also take this occasion to express my regret for the pair of boots which I put on in a Pullman car in Syracuse in the dark of a winter morning.

There is a special arrangement on the New York Central whereby at Syracuse passengers making connections for the South are allowed to get up at four and dress while the others are still asleep. There are signs put up adjuring everybody to keep as quiet as possible. Naturally, these passengers get the best of everything and, within limits, it is fair enough as they have to get up so early. But the boots of which I speak outclass anything I ever bought for myself and I am sorry about them.

Our American railways have very wisely taken firm grounds on this problem of property mislaid or exchanged or lost on the Pullman cars. As everybody knows when one of our trains reaches a depot the passengers leave it with as mad a haste as if it were full of smallpox. In fact, they are all lined up at the door like cattle in a pen ready to break loose before the train stops. What happens to the car itself afterwards they don’t care. It is known only to those who have left a hair brush in the car and tried to find it.

But in reality, the car is instantly rushed off to a siding, its number-placard taken out of the window so that it cannot be distinguished, after which a vacuum cleaner is turned on and sucks up any loose property that is left in it. Meantime the porter has avoided all detection by an instantaneous change of costume in which he appears disguised as a member of the Pittsburgh Yacht Club. If he could be caught at this time his pockets would be found to be full of fountain pens, rings and current magazines.

I do not mean to imply for a moment that our railways are acting in a dishonest way in the matter. On the contrary, they have no intention of keeping or annexing their passengers’ property. But very naturally they do not want a lot of random people rummaging through their cars. They endeavor, however, through their central offices to make as fair a division of the lost-and-found property as they can. Anyone applying in the proper way can have some of it. I have always found in this respect the greatest readiness to give me a fair share of everything.

A few months ago for example I had occasion to send to the Canadian National Railway a telegram which read, “Have left gray fedora hat with black band on your Toronto-Chicago train.” Within an hour I got back a message, “Your gray fedora hat being sent you from Windsor, Ontario.” And a little later on the same day I received another message which read, “Sending gray hat from Chicago,” and an hour after that, “Gray hat found at Sheboygan, Michigan.”

Indeed, I think I am not exaggerating when I say that any of our great Canadian and American Railways will send you anything of that sort if you telegraph for it. In my own case the theory has become a regular practice. I telegraph to the New York Central, “Please forward me spring overcoat in a light gray or fawn,” and they send it immediately; or I call up the Canadian Pacific on the telephone and ask them if they can let me have a pair of tan boots and if possible a suit of golf clothes.

I have found that our leading hotels are even more punctilious in respect to their things than the railways. It is now hardly safe to attempt to leave in their rooms anything that one doesn’t want. Last month, having cut my razor strop so badly that it was of no further use, I was foolish enough to leave it hanging in a room in the Biltmore Hotel in New York. On my return home I got a letter which read: “Dear Sir: We beg to inform you that you have left your razor strop in room 2216. We have had your strop packed in excelsior packing and await your instructions in regard to it.”

I telegraphed back, “Please keep razor strop. You may have it.” After which in due course I got a further letter which said, “We are pleased to inform you that the razor strop which you so generously gave to this Company has been laid before our board of directors who have directed us to express their delight and appreciation at your generous gift. Any time you want a room and bath let us know.”


The Retroactive Existence of Mr. Juggins
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I FIRST MET Juggins, — really to notice him, — years and years ago as a boy out camping. Somebody was trying to nail up a board on a tree for a shelf and Juggins interfered to help him.

“Stop a minute,” he said, “you need to saw the end of that board off before you put it up.” Then Juggins looked round for a saw, and when he got it he had hardly made more than a stroke or two with it before he stopped. “This saw,” he said, “needs to be filed up a bit.” So he went and hunted up a file to sharpen the saw, but found that before he could use the file he needed to put a proper handle on it, and to make a handle he went to look for a sapling in the bush, but to cut the sapling he found that he needed to sharpen up the axe. To do this, of course, he had to fix the grindstone so as to make it run properly. This involved making wooden legs for the grindstone. To do this decently Juggins decided to make a carpenter’s bench. This was quite impossible without a better set of tools. Juggins went to the village to get the tools required, and, of course, he never came back.

He was re-discovered — weeks later — in the city, getting prices on wholesale tool machinery.

After that first episode I got to know Juggins very well. For some time we were students at college together. But Juggins somehow never got far with his studies. He always began with great enthusiasm and then something happened. For a time he studied French with tremendous eagerness. But he soon found that for a real knowledge of French you need first to get a thorough grasp of Old French and Provençal. But it proved impossible to do anything with these without an absolutely complete command of Latin. This Juggins discovered could only be obtained, in any thorough way, through Sanskrit, which of course lies at the base of it. So Juggins devoted himself to Sanskrit until he realised that for a proper understanding of Sanskrit one needs to study the ancient Iranian, the root-language underneath. This language however is lost.

So Juggins had to begin over again. He did, it is true, make some progress in natural science. He studied physics and rushed rapidly backwards from forces to molecules, and from molecules to atoms, and from atoms to electrons, and then his whole studies exploded backward into the infinities of space, still searching a first cause.

Juggins, of course, never took a degree, so he made no practical use of his education. But it didn’t matter. He was very well off and was able to go straight into business with a capital of about a hundred thousand dollars. He put it at first into a gas plant, but found that he lost money at that because of the high price of the coal needed to make gas. So he sold out for ninety thousand dollars and went into coal mining. This was unsuccessful because of the awful cost of mining machinery. So Juggins sold his share in the mine for eighty thousand dollars and went in for manufacturing mining machinery. At this he would have undoubtedly made money but for the enormous cost of gas needed as motive-power for the plant. Juggins sold out of the manufacture for seventy thousand, and after that he went whirling in a circle, like skating backwards, through the different branches of allied industry.

He lost a certain amount of money each year, especially in good years when trade was brisk. In dull times when everything was unsalable he did fairly well.

Juggins’ domestic life was very quiet.

Of course he never married. He did, it is true, fall in love several times; but each time it ended without result. I remember well his first love story for I was very intimate with him at the time. He had fallen in love with the girl in question utterly and immediately. It was literally love at first sight. There was no doubt of his intentions. As soon as he had met her he was quite frank about it. “I intend,” he said, “to ask her to be my wife.”

“When?” I asked. “Right away?”

“No,” he said, “I want first to fit myself to be worthy of her.”

So he went into moral training to fit himself. He taught in a Sunday school for six weeks, till he realised that a man has no business in Divine work of that sort without first preparing himself by serious study of the history of Palestine. And he felt that a man was a cad to force his society on a girl while he is still only half acquainted with the history of the Israelites. So Juggins stayed away. It was nearly two years before he was fit to propose. By the time he was fit, the girl had already married a brainless thing in patent leather boots who didn’t even know who Moses was.

Of course Juggins fell in love again. People always do. And at any rate by this time he was in a state of moral fitness that made it imperative.

So he fell in love — deeply in love this time — with a charming girl, commonly known as the eldest Miss Thorneycroft. She was only called eldest because she had five younger sisters; and she was very poor and awfully clever and trimmed all her own hats. Any man, if he’s worth the name, falls in love with that sort of thing at first sight. So, of course, Juggins would have proposed to her; only when he went to the house he met her next sister: and of course she was younger still; and, I suppose, poorer: and made not only her own hats but her own blouses. So Juggins fell in love with her. But one night when he went to call, the door was opened by the sister younger still, who not only made her own blouses and trimmed her own hats, but even made her own tailor-made suits. After that Juggins backed up from sister to sister till he went through the whole family, and in the end got none of them.

Perhaps it was just as well that Juggins never married. It would have made things very difficult because, of course, he got poorer all the time. You see after he sold out his last share in his last business he bought with it a diminishing life annuity, so planned that he always got rather less next year than this year, and still less the year after. Thus, if he lived long enough, he would starve to death.

Meantime he has become a quaint-looking elderly man, with coats a little too short and trousers a little above his boots — like a boy. His face too is like that of a boy, with wrinkles.

And his talk now has grown to be always reminiscent. He is perpetually telling long stories of amusing times that he has had with different people that he names.

He says for example — 

“I remember a rather queer thing that happened to me in a train one day—”

And if you say, “When was that, Juggins?,” he looks at you in a vague way as if calculating and says, “In 1875, or 1876, I think, as near as I recall it—”

I notice, too, that his reminiscences are going further and further back. He used to base his stories on his recollections as a young man; now they are further back.

The other day he told me a story about himself and two people that he called the Harper brothers, — Ned and Joe. Ned, he said was a tremendously powerful fellow.

I asked how old Ned was and Juggins said that he was three. He added that there was another brother not so old, but a very clever fellow about, — here Juggins paused and calculated — about eighteen months.

So then I realised where Juggins’ retroactive existence is carrying him to. He has passed back through childhood into infancy, and presently, just as his annuity runs to a point and vanishes, he will back up clear through the Curtain of Existence and die, — or be born, I don’t know which to call it.

Meantime he remains to me as one of the most illuminating allegories I have met.


Homer and Humbug, an Academic Discussion
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THE FOLLOWING DISCUSSION is of course only of interest to scholars. But, as the public schools returns show that in the United States there are now over a million coloured scholars alone, the appeal is wide enough.

I do not mind confessing that for a long time past I have been very sceptical about the classics. I was myself trained as a classical scholar. It seemed the only thing to do with me. I acquired such a singular facility in handling Latin and Greek that I could take a page of either of them, distinguish which it was by merely glancing at it, and, with the help of a dictionary and a pair of compasses, whip off a translation of it in less than three hours.

But I never got any pleasure from it. I lied about it. At first, perhaps, I lied through vanity. Any coloured scholar will understand the feeling. Later on I lied through habit; later still because, after all, the classics were all that I had and so I valued them. I have seen thus a deceived dog value a pup with a broken leg, and a pauper child nurse a dead doll with the sawdust out of it. So I nursed my dead Homer and my broken Demosthenes though I knew in my heart that there was more sawdust in the stomach of one modern author than in the whole lot of them. Observe, I am not saying which it is that has it full of it.

So, as I say, I began to lie about the classics. I said to people who knew no Greek that there was a sublimity, a majesty about Homer which they could never hope to grasp. I said it was like the sound of the sea beating against the granite cliffs of the Ionian Esophagus: or words to that effect. As for the truth of it, I might as well have said that it was like the sound of a rum distillery running a night shift on half time. At any rate this is what I said about Homer, and when I spoke of Pindar, — the dainty grace of his strophes, — and Aristophanes, the delicious sallies of his wit, sally after sally, each sally explained in a note calling it a sally — I managed to suffuse my face with an animation which made it almost beautiful.

I admitted of course that Virgil in spite of his genius had a hardness and a cold glitter which resembled rather the brilliance of a cut diamond than the soft grace of a flower. Certainly I admitted this: the mere admission of it would knock the breath out of anyone who was arguing.

From such talks my friends went away sad. The conclusion was too cruel. It had all the cold logic of a syllogism (like that almost brutal form of argument so much admired in the Paraphernalia of Socrates). For if: — 

Virgil and Homer and Pindar had all this grace, and pith and these sallies, — 

And if I read Virgil and Homer and Pindar,

And if they only read Mrs. Wharton and Mrs. Humphrey Ward

Then where were they?

So continued lying brought its own reward in the sense of superiority and I lied more.

When I reflect that I have openly expressed regret, as a personal matter, even in the presence of women, for the missing books of Tacitus, and the entire loss of the Abacadabra of Polyphemus of Syracuse, I can find no words in which to beg for pardon. In reality I was just as much worried over the loss of the ichthyosaurus. More, indeed: I’d like to have seen it: but if the books Tacitus lost were like those he didn’t, I wouldn’t.

I believe all scholars lie like this. An ancient friend of mine, a clergyman, tells me that in Hesiod he finds a peculiar grace that he doesn’t find elsewhere. He’s a liar. That’s all. Another man, in politics and in the legislature, tells me that every night before going to bed he reads over a page or two of Thucydides to keep his mind fresh. Either he never goes to bed or he’s a liar. Doubly so: no one could read Greek at that frantic rate: and anyway his mind isn’t fresh. How could it be, he’s in the legislature. I don’t object to this man talking freely of the classics, but he ought to keep it for the voters. My own opinion is that before he goes to bed he takes whiskey: why call it Thucydides?

I know there are solid arguments advanced in favour of the classics. I often hear them from my colleagues. My friend the professor of Greek tells me that he truly believes the classics have made him what he is. This is a very grave statement, if well founded. Indeed I have heard the same argument from a great many Latin and Greek scholars. They all claim, with some heat, that Latin and Greek have practically made them what they are. This damaging charge against the classics should not be too readily accepted. In my opinion some of these men would have been what they are, no matter what they were.

Be this as it may, I for my part bitterly regret the lies I have told about my appreciation of Latin and Greek literature. I am anxious to do what I can to set things right. I am therefore engaged on, indeed have nearly completed, a work which will enable all readers to judge the matter for themselves. What I have done is a translation of all the great classics, not in the usual literal way but on a design that brings them into harmony with modern life. I will explain what I mean in a minute.

The translation is intended to be within reach of everybody. It is so designed that the entire set of volumes can go on a shelf twenty-seven feet long, or even longer. The first edition will be an édition de luxe bound in vellum, or perhaps in buckskin, and sold at five hundred dollars. It will be limited to five hundred copies and, of course, sold only to the feeble-minded. The next edition will be the Literary Edition, sold to artists, authors, actors and contractors. After that will come the Boarding House Edition, bound in board and paid for in the same way.

My plan is to so transpose the classical writers as to give, not the literal translation word for word, but what is really the modern equivalent. Let me give an odd sample or two to show what I mean. Take the passage in the First Book of Homer that describes Ajax the Greek dashing into the battle in front of Troy. Here is the way it runs (as nearly as I remember), in the usual word for word translation of the classroom, as done by the very best professor, his spectacles glittering with the literary rapture of it.

“Then he too Ajax on the one hand leaped (or possibly jumped) into the fight wearing on the other hand, yes certainly a steel corselet (or possibly a bronze under tunic) and on his head of course, yes without doubt he had a helmet with a tossing plume taken from the mane (or perhaps extracted from the tail) of some horse which once fed along the banks of the Scamander (and it sees the herd and raises its head and paws the ground) and in his hand a shield worth a hundred oxen and on his knees too especially in particular greaves made by some cunning artificer (or perhaps blacksmith) and he blows the fire and it is hot. Thus Ajax leapt (or, better, was propelled from behind), into the fight.”

Now that’s grand stuff. There is no doubt of it. There’s a wonderful movement and force to it. You can almost see it move, it goes so fast. But the modern reader can’t get it. It won’t mean to him what it meant to the early Greek. The setting, the costume, the scene has all got to be changed in order to let the reader have a real equivalent to judge just how good the Greek verse is. In my translation I alter it just a little, not much but just enough to give the passage a form that reproduces the proper literary value of the verses, without losing anything of the majesty. It describes, I may say, the Directors of the American Industrial Stocks rushing into the Balkan War Cloud. — 

Then there came rushing to the shock of war

Mr. McNicoll of the C. P. R.

He wore suspenders and about his throat

High rose the collar of a sealskin coat.

He had on gaiters and he wore a tie,

He had his trousers buttoned good and high;

About his waist a woollen undervest

Bought from a sad-eyed farmer of the West.

(And every time he clips a sheep he sees

Some bloated plutocrat who ought to freeze),

Thus in the Stock Exchange he burst to view,

Leaped to the post, and shouted, “Ninety-two!”

There! That’s Homer, the real thing! Just as it sounded to the rude crowd of Greek peasants who sat in a ring and guffawed at the rhymes and watched the minstrel stamp it out into “feet” as he recited it!

Or let me take another example from the so-called Catalogue of the Ships that fills up nearly an entire book of Homer. This famous passage names all the ships, one by one, and names the chiefs who sailed on them, and names the particular town or hill or valley that they came from. It has been much admired. It has that same majesty of style that has been brought to an even loftier pitch in the New York Business Directory and the City Telephone Book. It runs along, as I recall it, something like this, — 

“And first, indeed, oh, yes, was the ship of Homistogetes the Spartan, long and swift, having both its masts covered with cowhide and two rows of oars. And he, Homistogetes, was born of Hermogenes and Ohpthalmia and was at home in Syncope beside the fast flowing Paresis. And after him came the ship of Preposterus the Eurasian, son of Oasis and Hyteria,” . . . and so on endlessly.

Instead of this I substitute, with the permission of the New York Central Railway, the official catalogue of their locomotives taken almost word for word from the list compiled by their superintendent of works. I admit that he wrote in hot weather. Part of it runs: — 

Out in the yard and steaming in the sun

Stands locomotive engine number forty-one;

Seated beside the windows of the cab

Are Pat McGaw and Peter James McNab.

Pat comes from Troy and Peter from Cohoes,

And when they pull the throttle off she goes;

And as she vanishes there comes to view

Steam locomotive engine number forty-two.

Observe her mighty wheels, her easy roll,

With William J. Macarthy in control.

They say her engineer some time ago

Lived on a farm outside of Buffalo

Whereas his fireman, Henry Edward Foy,

Attended School in Springfield, Illinois.

Thus does the race of man decay or rot — 

Some men can hold their jobs and some can not.

Please observe that if Homer had actually written that last line it would have been quoted for a thousand years as one of the deepest sayings ever said. Orators would have rounded out their speeches with the majestic phrase, quoted in sonorous and unintelligible Greek verse, “some men can hold their jobs and some can not”: essayists would have begun their most scholarly dissertations with the words,— “It has been finely said by Homer that (in Greek) ‘some men can hold their jobs’ ”: and the clergy in mid-pathos of a funeral sermon would have raised their eyes aloft and echoed “Some men can not”!

This is what I should like to do. I’d like to take a large stone and write on it in very plain writing, — 

“The classics are only primitive literature. They belong in the same class as primitive machinery and primitive music and primitive medicine,” — and then throw it through the windows of a University and hide behind a fence to see the professors buzz!!


We Have with Us To-Night 
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NOT ONLY DURING my tour in England but for many years past it has been my lot to speak and to lecture in all sorts of places, under all sorts of circumstances and before all sorts of audiences. I say this, not in boastfulness, but in sorrow. Indeed, I only mention it to establish the fact that when I talk of lecturers and speakers, I talk of what I know.

Few people realise how arduous and how disagreeable public lecturing is. The public sees the lecturer step out on to the platform in his little white waistcoat and his long tailed coat and with a false air of a conjurer about him, and they think him happy. After about ten minutes of his talk they are tired of him. Most people tire of a lecture in ten minutes; clever people can do it in five. Sensible people never go to lectures at all. But the people who do go to a lecture and who get tired of it, presently hold it as a sort of a grudge against the lecturer personally. In reality his sufferings are worse than theirs.

For my own part I always try to appear as happy as possible while I am lecturing. I take this to be part of the trade of anybody labelled a humorist and paid as such. I have no sympathy whatever with the idea that a humourist ought to be a lugubrious person with a face stamped with melancholy. This is a cheap and elementary effect belonging to the level of a circus clown. The image of “laughter shaking both his sides” is the truer picture of comedy. Therefore, I say, I always try to appear cheerful at my lectures and even to laugh at my own jokes. Oddly enough this arouses a kind of resentment in some of the audience. “Well, I will say,” said a stern-looking woman who spoke to me after one of my lectures, “you certainly do seem to enjoy your own fun.” “Madam,” I answered, “if I didn’t, who would?” But in reality the whole business of being a public lecturer is one long variation of boredom and fatigue. So I propose to set down here some of the many trials which the lecturer has to bear.

The first of the troubles which anyone who begins giving public lectures meets at the very outset is the fact that the audience won’t come to hear him. This happens invariably and constantly, and not through any fault or shortcoming of the speaker.

I don’t say that this happened very often to me in my tour in England. In nearly all cases I had crowded audiences: by dividing up the money that I received by the average number of people present to hear me I have calculated that they paid thirteen cents each. And my lectures are evidently worth thirteen cents. But at home in Canada I have very often tried the fatal experiment of lecturing for nothing: and in that case the audience simply won’t come. A man will turn out at night when he knows he is going to hear a first class thirteen cent lecture; but when the thing is given for nothing, why go to it?

The city in which I live is overrun with little societies, clubs and associations, always wanting to be addressed. So at least it is in appearance. In reality the societies are composed of presidents, secretaries and officials, who want the conspicuousness of office, and a large list of other members who won’t come to the meetings. For such an association, the invited speaker who is to lecture for nothing prepares his lecture on “Indo-Germanic Factors in the Current of History.” If he is a professor, he takes all the winter at it. You may drop in at his house at any time and his wife will tell you that he is “upstairs working on his lecture.” If he comes down at all it is in carpet slippers and dressing gown. His mental vision of his meeting is that of a huge gathering of keen people with Indo-Germanic faces, hanging upon every word.

Then comes the fated night. There are seventeen people present. The lecturer refuses to count them. He refers to them afterwards as “about a hundred.” To this group he reads his paper on the Indo-Germanic Factor. It takes him two hours. When he is over the chairman invites discussion. There is no discussion. The audience is willing to let the Indo-Germanic factors go unchallenged. Then the chairman makes this speech. He says:

“I am very sorry indeed that we should have had such a very poor ‘turn out’ to-night. I am sure that the members who were not here have missed a real treat in the delightful paper that we have listened to. I want to assure the lecturer that if he comes to the Owl’s Club again we can guarantee him next time a capacity audience. And will any members, please, who haven’t paid their dollar this winter, pay it either to me or to Mr. Sibley, as they pass out.”

I have heard this speech (in the years when I have had to listen to it) so many times that I know it by heart. I have made the acquaintance of the Owl’s Club under so many names that I recognise it at once. I am aware that its members refuse to turn out in cold weather; that they do not turn out in wet weather; that when the weather is really fine, it is impossible to get them together; that the slightest counter-attraction, — a hockey match, a sacred concert, — goes to their heads at once.

There was a time when I was the newly appointed occupant of a college chair and had to address the Owl’s Club. It is a penalty that all new professors pay; and the Owls batten upon them like bats. It is one of the compensations of age that I am free of the Owl’s Club forever. But in the days when I still had to address them, I used to take it out of the Owls in a speech, delivered, in imagination only and not out loud, to the assembled meeting of the seventeen Owls, after the chairman had made his concluding remarks. It ran as follows:

“Gentlemen — if you are such, which I doubt. I realise that the paper which I have read on “Was Hegel a deist?” has been an error. I spent all the winter on it and now I realise that not one of you pups know who Hegel was or what a deist is. Never mind. It is over now, and I am glad. But just let me say this, only this, which won’t keep you a minute. Your chairman has been good enough to say that if I come again you will get together a capacity audience to hear me. Let me tell you that if your society waits for its next meeting till I come to address you again, you will wait indeed. In fact, gentlemen — I say it very frankly — it will be in another world.”

But I pass over the audience. Suppose there is a real audience, and suppose them all duly gathered together. Then it becomes the business of that gloomy gentleman — facetiously referred to in the newspaper reports as the “genial chairman” — to put the lecturer to the bad. In nine cases out of ten he can do so. Some chairmen, indeed, develop a great gift for it. Here are one or two examples from my own experience:

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the chairman of a society in a little country town in Western Ontario, to which I had come as a paid (a very humbly paid) lecturer, “we have with us to-night a gentleman” (here he made an attempt to read my name on a card, failed to read it and put the card back in his pocket)— “a gentleman who is to lecture to us on” (here he looked at his card again)— “on Ancient — Ancient — I don’t very well see what it is — Ancient — Britain? Thank you, on Ancient Britain. Now, this is the first of our series of lectures for this winter. The last series, as you all know, was not a success. In fact, we came out at the end of the year with a deficit. So this year we are starting a new line and trying the experiment of cheaper talent.”

Here the chairman gracefully waved his hand toward me and there was a certain amount of applause. “Before I sit down,” the chairman added, “I’d like to say that I am sorry to see such a poor turn-out to-night and to ask any of the members who haven’t paid their dollar to pay it either to me or to Mr. Sibley as they pass out.”

Let anybody who knows the discomfiture of coming out before an audience on any terms, judge how it feels to crawl out in front of them labelled cheaper talent.

Another charming way in which the chairman endeavours to put both the speaker for the evening and the audience into an entirely good humour, is by reading out letters of regret from persons unable to be present. This, of course, is only for grand occasions when the speaker has been invited to come under very special auspices. It was my fate, not long ago, to “appear” (this is the correct word to use in this connection) in this capacity when I was going about Canada trying to raise some money for the relief of the Belgians. I travelled in great glory with a pass on the Canadian Pacific Railway (not since extended: officials of the road kindly note this) and was most generously entertained wherever I went.

It was, therefore, the business of the chairman at such meetings as these to try and put a special distinction or cachet on the gathering. This is how it was done:

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the chairman, rising from his seat on the platform with a little bundle of papers in his hand, “before I introduce the speaker of the evening, I have one or two items that I want to read to you.” Here he rustles his papers and there is a deep hush in the hall while he selects one. “We had hoped to have with us to-night Sir Robert Borden, the Prime Minister of this Dominion. I have just received a telegram from Sir Robert in which he says that he will not be able to be here” (great applause). The chairman puts up his hand for silence, picks up another telegram and continues, “Our committee, ladies and gentlemen, telegraphed an invitation to Sir Wilfred Laurier very cordially inviting him to be here to-night. I have here Sir Wilfred’s answer in which he says that he will not be able to be with us” (renewed applause). The chairman again puts up his hand for silence and goes on, picking up one paper after another. “The Minister of Finance regrets that he will be unable to come” (applause). “Mr. Rodolphe Lemieux (applause) will not be here (great applause) — the Mayor of Toronto (applause) is detained on business (wild applause) — the Anglican Bishop of the Diocese (applause) — the Principal of the University College, Toronto (great applause) — the Minister of Education (applause) — none of these are coming.” There is a great clapping of hands and enthusiasm, after which the meeting is called to order with a very distinct and palpable feeling that it is one of the most distinguished audiences ever gathered in the hall.

Here is another experience of the same period while I was pursuing the same exalted purpose: I arrived in a little town in Eastern Ontario, and found to my horror that I was billed to “appear” in a church. I was supposed to give readings from my works, and my books are supposed to be of a humorous character. A church hardly seemed the right place to get funny in. I explained my difficulty to the pastor of the church, a very solemn looking man. He nodded his head, slowly and gravely, as he grasped my difficulty. “I see,” he said, “I see, but I think that I can introduce you to our people in such a way as to make that right.”

When the time came, he led me up on to the pulpit platform of the church, just beside and below the pulpit itself, with a reading desk and a big Bible and a shaded light beside it. It was a big church, and the audience, sitting in half darkness, as is customary during a sermon, reached away back into the gloom. The place was packed full and absolutely quiet. Then the chairman spoke:

“Dear friends,” he said, “I want you to understand that it will be all right to laugh to-night. Let me hear you laugh heartily, laugh right out, just as much as ever you want to, because” (and here his voice assumed the deep sepulchral tones of the preacher),— “when we think of the noble object for which the professor appears to-night, we may be assured that the Lord will forgive anyone who will laugh at the professor.”

I am sorry to say, however, that none of the audience, even with the plenary absolution in advance, were inclined to take a chance on it.

I recall in this same connection the chairman of a meeting at a certain town in Vermont. He represents the type of chairman who turns up so late at the meeting that the committee have no time to explain to him properly what the meeting is about or who the speaker is. I noticed on this occasion that he introduced me very guardedly by name (from a little card) and said nothing about the Belgians, and nothing about my being (supposed to be) a humourist. This last was a great error. The audience, for want of guidance, remained very silent and decorous, and well behaved during my talk. Then, somehow, at the end, while someone was moving a vote of thanks, the chairman discovered his error. So he tried to make it good. Just as the audience were getting up to put on their wraps, he rose, knocked on his desk and said:

“Just a minute, please, ladies and gentlemen, just a minute. I have just found out — I should have known it sooner, but I was late in coming to this meeting — that the speaker who has just addressed you has done so in behalf of the Belgian Relief Fund. I understand that he is a well-known Canadian humourist (ha! ha!) and I am sure that we have all been immensely amused (ha! ha!). He is giving his delightful talks (ha! ha!) — though I didn’t know this till just this minute — for the Belgian Relief Fund, and he is giving his services for nothing. I am sure when we realise this, we shall all feel that it has been well worth while to come. I am only sorry that we didn’t have a better turnout to-night. But I can assure the speaker that if he will come again, we shall guarantee him a capacity audience. And I may say, that if there are any members of this association who have not paid their dollar this season, they can give it either to myself or to Mr. Sibley as they pass out.”

With the amount of accumulated experience that I had behind me I was naturally interested during my lecture in England in the chairmen who were to introduce me. I cannot help but feel that I have acquired a fine taste in chairmen. I know them just as other experts know old furniture and Pekinese dogs. The witty chairman, the prosy chairman, the solemn chairman, — I know them all. As soon as I shake hands with the chairman in the Committee room I can tell exactly how he will act.

There are certain types of chairmen who have so often been described and are so familiar that it is not worth while to linger on them. Everybody knows the chairman who says,— “Now, ladies and gentlemen, you have not come here to listen to me. So I will be very brief; in fact, I will confine my remarks to just one or two very short observations.” He then proceeds to make observations for twenty-five minutes. At the end of it he remarks with charming simplicity, “Now I know that you are all impatient to hear the lecturer. . . .”

And everybody knows the chairman who comes to the meeting with a very imperfect knowledge of who or what the lecturer is, and is driven to introduce him by saying:

“Our lecturer of the evening is widely recognised as one of the greatest authorities on, — on, — on his subject in the world to-day. He comes to us from, — from a great distance and I can assure him that it is a great pleasure to this audience to welcome a man who has done so much to, — to, — to advance the interests of, — of, — of everything as he has.”

But this man, bad as he is, is not so bad as the chairman whose preparation for introducing the speaker has obviously been made at the eleventh hour. Just such a chairman it was my fate to strike in the form of a local alderman, built like an ox, in one of those small manufacturing places in the north of England where they grow men of this type and elect them into office.

“I never saw the lecturer before,” he said, “but I’ve read his book.” (I have written nineteen books.) “The committee was good enough to send me over his book last night. I didn’t read it all but I took a look at the preface and I can assure him that he is very welcome. I understand he comes from a college. . . .” Then he turned directly towards me and said in a loud voice, “What was the name of that college over there you said you came from?”

“McGill,” I answered equally loudly.

“He comes from McGill,” the chairman boomed out. “I never heard of McGill myself but I can assure him he’s welcome. He’s going to lecture to us on, — what did you say it was to be about?”

“It’s a humorous lecture,” I said.

“Ay, it’s to be a humorous lecture, ladies and gentlemen, and I’ll venture to say it will be a rare treat. I’m only sorry I can’t stay for it myself as I have to get back over to the Town Hall for a meeting. So without more ado I’ll get off the platform and let the lecturer go on with his humour.”

A still more terrible type of chairman is one whose mind is evidently preoccupied and disturbed with some local happening and who comes on to the platform with a face imprinted with distress. Before introducing the lecturer he refers in moving tones to the local sorrow, whatever it is. As a prelude to a humorous lecture this is not gay.

Such a chairman fell to my lot one night before a gloomy audience in a London suburb.

“As I look about this hall to-night,” he began in a doleful whine, “I see many empty seats.” Here he stifled a sob. “Nor am I surprised that a great many of our people should prefer to-night to stay quietly at home—”

I had no clue to what he meant. I merely gathered that some particular sorrow must have overwhelmed the town that day.

“To many it may seem hardly fitting that after the loss our town has sustained we should come out here to listen to a humorous lecture—”

“What’s the trouble?” I whispered to a citizen sitting beside me on the platform.

“Our oldest resident” — he whispered back— “he died this morning.”

“How old?”

“Ninety-four,” he whispered.

Meantime the chairman, with deep sobs in his voice, continued:

“We debated in our committee whether or not we should have the lecture. Had it been a lecture of another character our position would have been less difficult—”

By this time I began to feel like a criminal.

“The case would have been different had the lecture been one that contained information, or that was inspired by some serious purpose, or that could have been of any benefit. But this is not so. We understand that this lecture which Mr. Leacock has already given, I believe, twenty or thirty times in England—”

Here he turned to me with a look of mild reproval while the silent audience, deeply moved, all looked at me as at a man who went around the country insulting the memory of the dead by giving a lecture thirty times.

“We understand, though this we shall have an opportunity of testing for ourselves presently, that Mr. Leacock’s lecture is not of a character which — has not, so to speak, the kind of value — in short, is not a lecture of that class.”

Here he paused and choked back a sob.

“Had our poor friend been spared to us for another six years he would have rounded out the century. But it was not to be. For two or three years past he has noted that somehow his strength was failing, that, for some reason or other, he was no longer what he had been. Last month he began to droop. Last week he began to sink. Speech left him last Tuesday. This morning he passed, and he has gone now, we trust, in safety to where there are no lectures.”

The audience were now nearly in tears.

The chairman made a visible effort towards firmness and control.

“But yet,” he continued, “our committee felt that in another sense it was our duty to go on with our arrangements. I think, ladies and gentlemen, that the war has taught us all that it is always our duty to ‘carry on,’ no matter how hard it may be, no matter with what reluctance we do it, and whatever be the difficulties and the dangers, we must carry on to the end: for after all there is an end and by resolution and patience we can reach it.

“I will, therefore, invite Mr. Leacock to deliver to us his humorous lecture, the title of which I have forgotten, but I understand it to be the same lecture which he has already given thirty or forty times in England.”

But contrast with this melancholy man the genial and pleasing person who introduced me, all upside down, to a metropolitan audience.

He was so brisk, so neat, so sure of himself that it didn’t seem possible that he could make any kind of a mistake. I thought it unnecessary to coach him. He seemed absolutely all right.

“It is a great pleasure,” — he said, with a charming, easy appearance of being entirely at home on the platform,— “to welcome here to-night our distinguished Canadian fellow citizen, Mr. Learoyd” — he turned half way towards me as he spoke with a sort of gesture of welcome, admirably executed. If only my name had been Learoyd instead of Leacock it would have been excellent.

“There are many of us,” he continued, “who have awaited Mr. Learoyd’s coming with the most pleasant anticipations. We seemed from his books to know him already as an old friend. In fact I think I do not exaggerate when I tell Mr. Learoyd that his name in our city has long been a household word. I have very, very great pleasure, ladies and gentlemen, in introducing to you Mr. Learoyd.”

As far as I know that chairman never knew his error. At the close of my lecture he said that he was sure that the audience “were deeply indebted to Mr. Learoyd,” and then with a few words of rapid, genial apology buzzed off, like a humming bird, to other avocations. But I have amply forgiven him: anything for kindness and geniality; it makes the whole of life smooth. If that chairman ever comes to my home town he is hereby invited to lunch or dine with me, as Mr. Learoyd or under any name that he selects.

Such a man is, after all, in sharp contrast to the kind of chairman who has no native sense of the geniality that ought to accompany his office. There is, for example, a type of man who thinks that the fitting way to introduce a lecturer is to say a few words about the finances of the society to which he is to lecture (for money) and about the difficulty of getting members to turn out to hear lectures.

Everybody has heard such a speech a dozen times. But it is the paid lecturer sitting on the platform who best appreciates it. It runs like this:

“Now, ladies and gentlemen, before I invite the lecturer of the evening to address us there are a few words that I would like to say. There are a good many members who are in arrears with their fees. I am aware that these are hard times and it is difficult to collect money but at the same time the members ought to remember that the expenses of the society are very heavy. The fees that are asked by the lecturers, as I suppose you know, have advanced very greatly in the last few years. In fact I may say that they are becoming almost prohibitive.”

This discourse is pleasant hearing for the lecturer. He can see the members who have not yet paid their annual dues eyeing him with hatred. The chairman goes on:

“Our finance committee were afraid at first that we could not afford to bring Mr. Leacock to our society. But fortunately through the personal generosity of two of our members who subscribed ten pounds each out of their own pocket we are able to raise the required sum.”

(Applause: during which the lecturer sits looking and feeling like the embodiment of the “required sum.”)

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” continues the chairman, “what I feel is that when we have members in the society who are willing to make this sacrifice, — because it is a sacrifice, ladies and gentlemen, — we ought to support them in every way. The members ought to think it their duty to turn out to the lectures. I know that it is not an easy thing to do. On a cold night, like this evening, it is hard, I admit it is hard, to turn out from the comfort of one’s own fireside and come and listen to a lecture. But I think that the members should look at it not as a matter of personal comfort but as a matter of duty towards this society. We have managed to keep this society alive for fifteen years and, though I don’t say it in any spirit of boasting, it has not been an easy thing to do. It has required a good deal of pretty hard spade work by the committee. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I suppose you didn’t come here to listen to me and perhaps I have said enough about our difficulties and troubles. So without more ado (this is always a favourite phrase with chairmen) I’ll invite Mr. Leacock to address the society, — oh, just a word before I sit down. Will all those who are leaving before the end of the lecture kindly go out through the side door and step as quietly as possible? Mr. Leacock.”

Anybody who is in the lecture business knows that that introduction is far worse than being called Mr. Learoyd.

When any lecturer goes across to England from this side of the water there is naturally a tendency on the part of the chairman to play upon this fact. This is especially true in the case of a Canadian like myself. The chairman feels that the moment is fitting for one of those great imperial thoughts that bind the British Empire together. But sometimes the expression of the thought falls short of the full glory of the conception.

Witness this (word for word) introduction that was used against me by a clerical chairman in a quiet spot in the south of England:

“Not so long ago, ladies and gentlemen,” said the vicar, “we used to send out to Canada various classes of our community to help build up that country. We sent out our labourers, we sent out our scholars and professors. Indeed we even sent out our criminals. And now,” with a wave of his hand towards me, “they are coming back.”

There was no laughter. An English audience is nothing if not literal; and they are as polite as they are literal. They understood that I was a reformed criminal and as such they gave me a hearty burst of applause.

But there is just one thing that I would like to chronicle here in favour of the chairman and in gratitude for his assistance. Even at his worst he is far better than having no chairman at all. Over in England a great many societies and public bodies have adopted the plan of “cutting out the chairman.” Wearying of his faults, they have forgotten the reasons for his existence and undertaken to do without him.

The result is ghastly. The lecturer steps up on to the platform alone and unaccompanied. There is a feeble ripple of applause; he makes his miserable bow and explains with as much enthusiasm as he can who he is. The atmosphere of the thing is so cold that an Arctic expedition isn’t in it with it. I found also the further difficulty that in the absence of the chairman very often the audience, or a large part of it, doesn’t know who the lecturer is. On many occasions I received, on appearing, a wild burst of applause under the impression that I was somebody else. I have been mistaken in this way for Mr. Briand, then Prime Minister of France, for Charlie Chaplin, for Mrs. Asquith, — but stop, I may get into a libel suit. All I mean is that without a chairman “we celebrities” get terribly mixed up together.

To one experience of my tour as a lecturer I shall always be able to look back with satisfaction. I nearly had the pleasure of killing a man with laughing: and this in the most literal sense. American lecturers have often dreamed of doing this. I nearly did it. The man in question was a comfortable apoplectic-looking man with the kind of merry rubicund face that is seen in countries where they don’t have prohibition. He was seated near the back of the hall and was laughing uproariously. All of a sudden I realised that something was happening. The man had collapsed sideways on to the floor; a little group of men gathered about him; they lifted him up and I could see them carrying him out, a silent and inert mass. As in duty bound I went right on with my lecture. But my heart beat high with satisfaction. I was sure that I had killed him. The reader may judge how high these hopes rose when a moment or two later a note was handed to the chairman who then asked me to pause for a moment in my lecture and stood up and asked, “Is there a doctor in the audience?” A doctor rose and silently went out. The lecture continued; but there was no more laughter; my aim had now become to kill another of them and they knew it. They were aware that if they started laughing they might die. In a few minutes a second note was handed to the chairman. He announced very gravely, “A second doctor is wanted.” The lecture went on in deeper silence than ever. All the audience were waiting for a third announcement. It came. A new message was handed to the chairman. He rose and said, “If Mr. Murchison, the undertaker, is in the audience, will he kindly step outside.”

That man, I regret to say, got well. Disappointing though it is to read it, he recovered. I sent back next morning from London a telegram of enquiry (I did it in reality so as to have a proper proof of his death) and received the answer, “Patient doing well; is sitting up in bed and reading Lord Haldane’s Relativity; no danger of relapse.”


Caroline’s Christmas: or, The Inexplicable Infant
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IT WAS XMAS — Xmas with its mantle of white snow, scintillating from a thousand diamond points, Xmas with its good cheer, its peace on earth — Xmas with its feasting and merriment, Xmas with its — well, anyway, it was Xmas.

Or no, that’s a slight slip; it wasn’t exactly Xmas, it was Xmas Eve, Xmas Eve with its mantle of white snow lying beneath the calm moonlight — and, in fact, with practically the above list of accompanying circumstances with a few obvious emendations.

Yes, it was Xmas Eve.

And more than that!

Listen to where it was Xmas.

It was Xmas Eve on the Old Homestead. Reader, do you know, by sight, the Old Homestead? In the pauses of your work at your city desk, where you have grown rich and avaricious, does it never rise before your mind’s eye, the quiet old homestead that knew you as a boy before your greed of gold tore you away from it? The Old Homestead that stands beside the road just on the rise of the hill, with its dark spruce trees wrapped in snow, the snug barns and straw stacks behind it; while from its windows there streams a shaft of light from a coal-oil lamp, about as thick as a slate pencil that you can see four miles away, from the other side of the cedar swamp in the hollow. Don’t talk to me of your modern searchlights and your incandescent arcs, beside that gleam of light from the coal-oil lamp in the farmhouse window. It will shine clear to the heart across thirty years of distance. Do you not turn, I say, sometimes, reader, from the roar and hustle of the city with its ill-gotten wealth and its godless creed of mammon, to think of the quiet homestead under the brow of the hill? You don’t! Well, you skunk!

It was Xmas Eve.

The light shone from the windows of the homestead farm. The light of the log fire rose and flickered and mingled its red glare on the windows with the calm yellow of the lamplight.

John Enderby and his wife sat in the kitchen room of the farmstead. Do you know it, reader, the room called the kitchen? — with the open fire on its old brick hearth, and the cook stove in the corner. It is the room of the farm where people cook and eat and live. It is the living-room. The only other room beside the bedroom is the small room in front, chill-cold in winter, with an organ in it for playing “Rock of Ages” on, when company came. But this room is only used for music and funerals. The real room of the old farm is the kitchen. Does it not rise up before you, reader? It doesn’t? Well, you darn fool!

At any rate there sat old John Enderby beside the plain deal table, his head bowed upon his hands, his grizzled face with its unshorn stubble stricken down with the lines of devastating trouble. From time to time he rose and cast a fresh stick of tamarack into the fire with a savage thud that sent a shower of sparks up the chimney. Across the fireplace sat his wife Anna on a straight-backed chair, looking into the fire with the mute resignation of her sex.

What was wrong with them anyway? Ah, reader, can you ask? Do you know or remember so little of the life of the old homestead? When I have said that it is the Old Homestead and Xmas Eve, and that the farmer is in great trouble and throwing tamarack at the fire, surely you ought to guess!

The Old Homestead was mortgaged! Ten years ago, reckless with debt, crazed with remorse, mad with despair and persecuted with rheumatism, John Enderby had mortgaged his farmstead for twenty-four dollars and thirty cents.

To-night the mortgage fell due, to-night at midnight, Xmas night. Such is the way in which mortgages of this kind are always drawn. Yes, sir, it was drawn with such diabolical skill that on this night of all nights the mortgage would be foreclosed. At midnight the men would come with hammer and nails and foreclose it, nail it up tight.

So the afflicted couple sat.

Anna, with the patient resignation of her sex, sat silent or at times endeavoured to read. She had taken down from the little wall-shelf Bunyan’s Holy Living and Holy Dying. She tried to read it. She could not. Then she had taken Dante’s Inferno. She could not read it. Then she had selected Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason. But she could not read it either. Lastly, she had taken the Farmers’ Almanac for 1911. The books lay littered about her as she sat in patient despair.

John Enderby showed all the passion of an uncontrolled nature. At times he would reach out for the crock of buttermilk that stood beside him and drain a draught of the maddening liquid, till his brain glowed like the coals of the tamarack fire before him.

“John,” pleaded Anna, “leave alone the buttermilk. It only maddens you. No good ever came of that.”

“Aye, lass,” said the farmer, with a bitter laugh, as he buried his head again in the crock, “what care I if it maddens me.”

“Ah, John, you’d better be employed in reading the Good Book than in your wild courses. Here take it, father, and read it” — and she handed to him the well-worn black volume from the shelf. Enderby paused a moment and held the volume in his hand. He and his wife had known nothing of religious teaching in the public schools of their day, but the first-class non-sectarian education that the farmer had received had stood him in good stead.

“Take the book,” she said. “Read, John, in this hour of affliction; it brings comfort.”

The farmer took from her hand the well-worn copy of Euclid’s Elements, and, laying aside his hat with reverence, he read aloud: “The angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are equal, and whosoever shall produce the sides, lo, the same also shall be equal each unto each.”

The farmer put the book aside.

“It’s no use, Anna. I can’t read the good words to-night.”

He rose, staggered to the crock of buttermilk, and before his wife could stay his hand, drained it to the last drop.

Then he sank heavily to his chair.

“Let them foreclose it, if they will,” he said; “I am past caring.”

The woman looked sadly into the fire.

Ah, if only her son Henry had been here. Henry, who had left them three years agone, and whose bright letters still brought from time to time the gleam of hope to the stricken farmhouse.

Henry was in Sing Sing. His letters brought news to his mother of his steady success; first in the baseball nine of the prison, a favourite with his wardens and the chaplain, the best bridge player of the corridor. Henry was pushing his way to the front with the old-time spirit of the Enderbys.

His mother had hoped that he might have been with her at Xmas, but Henry had written that it was practically impossible for him to leave Sing Sing. He could not see his way out. The authorities were arranging a dance and sleighing party for the Xmas celebration. He had some hope, he said, of slipping away unnoticed, but his doing so might excite attention.

Of the trouble at home Anna had told her son nothing.

No, Henry could not come. There was no help there. And William, the other son, ten years older than Henry. Alas, William had gone forth from the old homestead to fight his way in the great city! “Mother,” he had said, “when I make a million dollars I’ll come home. Till then good-bye,” and he had gone.

How Anna’s heart had beat for him. Would he make that million dollars? Would she ever live to see it? And as the years passed she and John had often sat in the evenings picturing William at home again, bringing with him a million dollars, or picturing the million dollars sent by express with love. But the years had passed. William came not. He did not come. The great city had swallowed him up as it has many another lad from the old homestead.

Anna started from her musing — 

What was that at the door? The sound of a soft and timid rapping, and through the glass of the door-pane, a face, a woman’s face looking into the fire-lit room with pleading eyes. What was it she bore in her arms, the little bundle that she held tight to her breast to shield it from the falling snow? Can you guess, reader? Try three guesses and see. Right you are. That’s what it was.

The farmer’s wife went hastily to the door.

“Lord’s mercy!” she cried, “what are you doing out on such a night? Come in, child, to the fire!”

The woman entered, carrying the little bundle with her, and looking with wide eyes (they were at least an inch and a half across) at Enderby and his wife. Anna could see that there was no wedding-ring on her hand.

“Your name?” said the farmer’s wife.

“My name is Caroline,” the girl whispered. The rest was lost in the low tones of her voice. “I want shelter,” she paused, “I want you to take the child.”

Anna took the baby and laid it carefully on the top shelf of the cupboard, then she hastened to bring a glass of water and a doughnut, and set it before the half-frozen girl.

“Eat,” she said, “and warm yourself.”

John rose from his seat.

“I’ll have no child of that sort here,” he said.

“John, John,” pleaded Anna, “remember what the Good Book says: ‘Things which are equal to the same thing are equal to one another!’ ”

John sank back in his chair.

And why had Caroline no wedding-ring? Ah, reader, can you not guess. Well, you can’t. It wasn’t what you think at all; so there. Caroline had no wedding-ring because she had thrown it away in bitterness, as she tramped the streets of the great city. “Why,” she cried, “should the wife of a man in the penitentiary wear a ring?”

Then she had gone forth with the child from what had been her home.

It was the old sad story.

She had taken the baby and laid it tenderly, gently on a seat in the park. Then she walked rapidly away. A few minutes after a man had chased after Caroline with the little bundle in his arms. “I beg your pardon,” he said, panting, “I think you left your baby in the park.” Caroline thanked him.

Next she took the baby to the Grand Central Waitingroom, kissed it tenderly, and laid it on a shelf behind the lunch-counter.

A few minutes later an official, beaming with satisfaction, had brought it back to her.

“Yours, I think, madame,” he said, as he handed it to her. Caroline thanked him.

Then she had left it at the desk of the Waldorf Astoria, and at the ticket-office of the subway.

It always came back.

Once or twice she took it to Brooklyn Bridge and threw it into the river, but perhaps something in the way it fell through the air touched the mother’s heart and smote her, and she had descended to the river and fished it out.

Then Caroline had taken the child to the country. At first she thought to leave it on the wayside and she had put it down in the snow, and standing a little distance off had thrown mullein stalks at it, but something in the way the little bundle lay covered in the snow appealed to the mother’s heart.

She picked it up and went on. “Somewhere,” she murmured, “I shall find a door of kindness open to it.” Soon after she had staggered into the homestead.

Anna, with true woman’s kindness, asked no questions. She put the baby carefully away in a trunk, saw Caroline safely to bed in the best room, and returned to her seat beside the fire.

The old clock struck twenty minutes past eight.

Again a knock sounded at the door.

There entered the familiar figure of the village lawyer. His astrachan coat of yellow dogskin, his celluloid collar, and boots which reached no higher than the ankle, contrasted with the rude surroundings of the little room.

“Enderby,” he said, “can you pay?”

“Lawyer Perkins,” said the farmer, “give me time and I will; so help me, give me five years more and I’ll clear this debt to the last cent.”

“John,” said the lawyer, touched in spite of his rough (dogskin) exterior, “I couldn’t, if I would. These things are not what they were. It’s a big New York corporation, Pinchem & Co., that makes these loans now, and they take their money on the day, or they sell you up. I can’t help it. So there’s your notice, John, and I am sorry! No, I’ll take no buttermilk, I must keep a clear head to work,” and with that he hurried out into the snow again.

John sat brooding in his chair.

The fire flickered down.

The old clock struck half-past eight, then it half struck a quarter to nine, then slowly it struck striking.

Presently Enderby rose, picked a lantern from its hook, “Mortgage or no mortgage,” he said, “I must see to the stock.”

He passed out of the house, and standing in the yard, looked over the snow to the cedar swamp beyond with the snow winding through it, far in the distance the lights of the village far away.

He thought of the forty years he had spent here on the homestead — the rude, pioneer days — the house he had built for himself, with its plain furniture, the old-fashioned spinning-wheel on which Anna had spun his trousers, the wooden telephone and the rude skidway on which he ate his meals.

He looked out over the swamp and sighed.

Down in the swamp, two miles away, could he but have seen it, there moved a sleigh, and in it a man dressed in a sealskin coat and silk hat, whose face beamed in the moonlight as he turned to and fro and stared at each object by the roadside as at an old familiar scene. Round his waist was a belt containing a million dollars in gold coin, and as he halted his horse in an opening of the road he unstrapped the belt and counted the coins.

Beside him there crouched in the bushes at the dark edge of the swamp road, with eyes that watched every glitter of the coins, and a hand that grasped a heavy cudgel of blackthorn, a man whose close-cropped hair and hard lined face belonged nowhere but within the walls of Sing Sing.

When the sleigh started again the man in the bushes followed doggedly in its track.

Meantime John Enderby had made the rounds of his outbuildings. He bedded the fat cattle that blinked in the flashing light of the lantern. He stood a moment among his hogs, and, farmer as he was, forgot his troubles a moment to speak to each, calling them by name. It smote him to think how at times he had been tempted to sell one of the hogs, or even to sell the cattle to clear the mortgage off the place. Thank God, however, he had put that temptation behind him.

As he reached the house a sleigh was standing on the roadway. Anna met him at the door. “John,” she said, “there was a stranger came while you were in the barn, and wanted a lodging for the night; a city man, I reckon, by his clothes. I hated to refuse him, and I put him in Willie’s room. We’ll never want it again, and he’s gone to sleep.”

“Ay, we can’t refuse.”

John Enderby took out the horse to the barn, and then returned to his vigil with Anna beside the fire.

The fumes of the buttermilk had died out of his brain. He was thinking, as he sat there, of midnight and what it would bring.

In the room above, the man in the sealskin coat had thrown himself down, clothes and all, upon the bed, tired with his drive.

“How it all comes back to me,” he muttered as he fell asleep, “the same old room, nothing changed — except them — how worn they look,” and a tear started to his eyes. He thought of his leaving his home fifteen years ago, of his struggle in the great city, of the great idea he had conceived of making money, and of the Farm Investment Company he had instituted — the simple system of applying the crushing power of capital to exact the uttermost penny from the farm loans. And now here he was back again, true to his word, with a million dollars in his belt. “To-morrow,” he had murmured, “I will tell them. It will be Xmas.” Then William — yes, reader, it was William (see line 503 above) had fallen asleep.

The hours passed, and kept passing.

It was 11.30.

Then suddenly Anna started from her place.

“Henry!” she cried as the door opened and a man entered. He advanced gladly to meet her, and in a moment mother and son were folded in a close embrace. It was Henry, the man from Sing Sing. True to his word, he had slipped away unostentatiously at the height of the festivities.

“Alas, Henry,” said the mother after the warmth of the first greetings had passed, “you come at an unlucky hour.” They told him of the mortgage on the farm and the ruin of his home.

“Yes,” said Anna, “not even a bed to offer you,” and she spoke of the strangers who had arrived; of the stricken woman and the child, and the rich man in the sealskin coat who had asked for a night’s shelter.

Henry listened intently while they told him of the man, and a sudden light of intelligence flashed into his eye.

“By Heaven, father, I have it!” he cried. Then dropping his voice, he said, “Speak low, father. This man upstairs, he had a sealskin coat and silk hat?”

“Yes,” said the father.

“Father,” said Henry, “I saw a man sitting in a sleigh in the cedar swamp. He had money in his hand, and he counted it, and chuckled, — five dollar gold pieces — in all, 1,125,465 dollars and a quarter.”

The father and son looked at one another.

“I see your idea,” said Enderby sternly.

“We’ll choke him,” said Henry.

“Or club him,” said the farmer, “and pay the mortgage.”

Anna looked from one to the other, joy and hope struggling with the sorrow in her face. “Henry, my Henry,” she said proudly, “I knew he would find a way.”

“Come on,” said Henry; “bring the lamp, mother, take the club, father,” and gaily, but with hushed voices, the three stole up the stairs.

The stranger lay sunk in sleep. The back of his head was turned to them as they came in.

“Now, mother,” said the farmer firmly, “hold the lamp a little nearer; just behind the ear, I think, Henry.”

“No,” said Henry, rolling back his sleeve and speaking with the quick authority that sat well upon him, “across the jaw, father, it’s quicker and neater.”

“Well, well,” said the farmer, smiling proudly, “have your own way, lad, you know best.”

Henry raised the club.

But as he did so — stay, what was that? Far away behind the cedar swamp the deep booming of the bell of the village church began to strike out midnight. One, two, three, its tones came clear across the crisp air. Almost at the same moment the clock below began with deep strokes to mark the midnight hour; from the farmyard chicken coop a rooster began to crow twelve times, while the loud lowing of the cattle and the soft cooing of the hogs seemed to usher in the morning of Christmas with its message of peace and goodwill.

The club fell from Henry’s hand and rattled on the floor.

The sleeper woke, and sat up.

“Father! Mother!” he cried.

“My son, my son,” sobbed the father, “we had guessed it was you. We had come to wake you.”

“Yes, it is I,” said William, smiling to his parents, “and I have brought the million dollars. Here it is,” and with that he unstrapped the belt from his waist and laid a million dollars on the table.

“Thank Heaven!” cried Anna, “our troubles are at an end. This money will help clear the mortgage — and the greed of Pinchem & Co. cannot harm us now.”

“The farm was mortgaged!” said William, aghast.

“Ay,” said the farmer, “mortgaged to men who have no conscience, whose greedy hand has nearly brought us to the grave. See how she has aged, my boy,” and he pointed to Anna.

“Father,” said William, in deep tones of contrition, “I am Pinchem & Co. Heaven help me! I see it now. I see at what expense of suffering my fortune was made. I will restore it all, these million dollars, to those I have wronged.”

“No,” said his mother softly. “You repent, dear son, with true Christian repentance. That is enough. You may keep the money. We will look upon it as a trust, a sacred trust, and every time we spend a dollar of it on ourselves we will think of it as a trust.”

“Yes,” said the farmer softly, “your mother is right, the money is a trust, and we will restock the farm with it, buy out the Jones’s property, and regard the whole thing as a trust.”

At this moment the door of the room opened. A woman’s form appeared. It was Caroline, robed in one of Anna’s directoire nightgowns.

“I heard your voices,” she said, and then, as she caught sight of Henry, she gave a great cry.

“My husband!”

“My wife,” said Henry, and folded her to his heart.

“You have left Sing Sing?” cried Caroline with joy.

“Yes, Caroline,” said Henry. “I shall never go back.”

Gaily the reunited family descended. Anna carried the lamp, Henry carried the club. William carried the million dollars.

The tamarack fire roared again upon the hearth. The buttermilk circulated from hand to hand. William and Henry told and retold the story of their adventures. The first streak of the Christmas morn fell through the door-pane.

“Ah, my sons,” said John Enderby, “henceforth let us stick to the narrow path. What is it that the Good Book says: ‘A straight line is that which lies evenly between its extreme points.’ ”


Father Knickerbocker — A Fantasy
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IT HAPPENED QUITE recently — I think it must have been on April the second of 1917 — that I was making the long pilgrimage on a day-train from the remote place where I dwell to the city of New York. And as we drew near the city, and day darkened into night, I had fallen to reading from a quaint old copy of Washington Irving’s immortal sketches of Father Knickerbocker and of the little town where once he dwelt.

I had picked up the book I know not where. Very old it apparently was and made in England. For there was pasted across the flyleaf of it an extract from some ancient magazine or journal of a century ago, giving what was evidently a description of the New York of that day.

From reading the book I turned — my head still filled with the vision of Father Knickerbocker and Sleepy Hollow and Tarrytown — to examine the extract. I read it in a sort of half-doze, for the dark had fallen outside, and the drowsy throbbing of the running train attuned one’s mind to dreaming of the past.

“The town of New York” — so ran the extract pasted in the little book— “is pleasantly situated at the lower extremity of the Island of Manhattan. Its recent progress has been so amazing that it is now reputed, on good authority, to harbour at least twenty thousand souls. Viewed from the sea it presents, even at the distance of half a mile, a striking appearance owing to the number and beauty of its church spires which rise high above the roofs and foliage and give to the place its characteristically religious aspect. The extreme end of the island is heavily fortified with cannon, commanding a range of a quarter of a mile, and forbidding all access to the harbour. Behind this Battery a neat greensward affords a pleasant promenade where the citizens are accustomed to walk with their wives every morning after church.”

“How I should like to have seen it!” I murmured to myself as I laid the book aside for a moment— “the Battery, the harbour and the citizens walking with their wives, their own wives, on the greensward.”

Then I read on:

“From the town itself a wide thoroughfare, the Albany Post Road, runs meandering northward through the fields. It is known for some distance under the name of the Broad Way, and is so wide that four moving vehicles are said to be able to pass abreast. The Broad Way, especially in the springtime when it is redolent with the scent of clover and apple-blossoms, is a favourite evening promenade for the citizens (with their wives) after church. Here they may be seen any evening strolling toward the high ground overlooking the Hudson, their wives on one arm, a spyglass under the other, in order to view what they can see. Down the Broad Way may be seen moving also droves of young lambs with their shepherds, proceeding to the market, while here and there a goat stands quietly munching beside the road and gazing at the passers-by.”

“It seems,” I muttered to myself as I read, “in some ways but little changed after all.”

“The town,” so the extract continued, “is not without its amusements. A commodious theatre presents with great success every Saturday night the plays of Shakespeare alternating with sacred concerts; the New Yorker, indeed, is celebrated throughout the provinces for his love of amusement and late hours. The theatres do not come out until long after nine o’clock, while for the gayer habitués two excellent restaurants serve fish, macaroni, prunes and other delicacies till long past ten at night. The dress of the New Yorker is correspondingly gay. In the other provinces the men wear nothing but plain suits of a rusty black, whereas in New York there are frequently seen suits of brown, snuff-colour and even of pepper-and-salt. The costumes of the New York women are equally daring, and differ notably from the quiet dress of New England.

“In fine, it is commonly said in the provinces that a New Yorker can be recognised anywhere, with his wife, by their modish costumes, their easy manners and their willingness to spend money — two, three and even five cents being paid for the smallest service.”

“Dear me,” I thought, as I paused a moment in my reading, “so they had begun it even then.”

“The whole spirit of the place,” the account continued, “has recently been admirably embodied in literary form by an American writer, Mr. Washington Irving (not to be confounded with George Washington). His creation of Father Knickerbocker is so lifelike that it may be said to embody the very spirit of New York. The New Yorkers of to-day are accustomed indeed to laugh at Mr. Irving’s fancy and to say that Knickerbocker belongs to a day long since past. Yet those who know tell us that the image of the amiable old gentleman, kindly but irascible, generous and yet frugal, loving his town and seeing little beyond it, may be held once and for all to typify the spirit of the place, without reference to any particular time or generation.”

“Father Knickerbocker!” I murmured, as I felt myself dozing off to sleep, rocked by the motion of the car. “Father Knickerbocker — how strange if he could be here again and see the great city as we know it now! How different from his day! How I should love to go round New York and show it to him as it is.”

So I mused and dozed till the very rumble of the wheels seemed to piece together in little snatches— “Father Knickerbocker — Father Knickerbocker — the Battery — the Battery — the citizens walking with their wives, with their wives — their own wives” — until presently, I imagine, I must have fallen asleep altogether and knew no more till my journey was over and I found myself among the roar and bustle of the concourse of the Grand Central.

And there, lo and behold, waiting to meet me, was Father Knickerbocker himself! I know not how it happened, by what queer freak of hallucination or by what actual miracle — let those explain it who deal in such things — but there he stood before me, with an outstretched hand and a smile of greeting — Father Knickerbocker himself, the Embodied Spirit of New York.

“How strange,” I said. “I was just reading about you in a book on the train and imagining how much I should like actually to meet you and to show you round New York.”

The old man laughed in a jaunty way.

“Show me round?” he said. “Why, my dear boy, I live here.”

“I know you did long ago,” I said.

“I do still,” said Father Knickerbocker. “I’ve never left the place. I’ll show you around. But wait a bit — don’t carry that handbag. I’ll get a boy to call a porter to fetch a man to take it.”

“Oh, I can carry it,” I said; “it’s a mere nothing.”

“My dear fellow,” said Father Knickerbocker, a little testily I thought, “I’m as democratic and as plain and simple as any man in this city. But when it comes to carrying a handbag in full sight of all this crowd, why, as I said to Peter Stuyvesant about — about” — here a misty look seemed to come over the old gentleman’s face— “about two hundred years ago — I’ll be hanged if I will. It can’t be done. It’s not up to date.”

While he was saying this, Father Knickerbocker had beckoned to a group of porters. “Take this gentleman’s handbag,” he said, “and you carry his newspapers, and you take his umbrella. Here’s a quarter for you and a quarter for you and a quarter for you. One of you go in front and lead the way to a taxi.”

“Don’t you know the way yourself?” I asked in a half-whisper.

“Of course I do, but I generally like to walk with a boy in front of me. We all do. Only the cheap people nowadays find their own way.”

Father Knickerbocker had taken my arm and was walking along in a queer, excited fashion, senile and yet with a sort of forced youthfulness in his gait and manner.

“Now then,” he said, “get into this taxi.”

“Can’t we walk?” I asked.

“Impossible,” said the old gentleman. “It’s five blocks to where we are going.”

As we took our seats I looked again at my companion, this time more closely. Father Knickerbocker he certainly was, yet somehow strangely transformed from my pictured fancy of the Sleepy Hollow days. His antique coat with its wide skirt had, it seemed, assumed a modish cut as if in imitation of the bell-shaped spring overcoat of the young man about town. His three-cornered hat was set at a rakish angle till it looked almost like an up-to-date fedora. The great stick that he used to carry had somehow changed itself into the curved walking-stick of a Broadway lounger. The solid old shoes with their wide buckles were gone. In their place he wore narrow slippers of patent leather of which he seemed inordinately proud, for he had stuck his feet up ostentatiously on the seat opposite. His eye followed my glance toward his shoes.

“For the fox-trot,” he said, “the old ones were no good. Have a cigarette? These are Armenian, or would you prefer a Honoluluan or a Nigerian? Now,” he resumed, when we had lighted our cigarettes, “what would you like to do first? Dance the tango? Hear some Hawaiian music, drink cocktails, or what?”

“Why, what I should like most of all, Father Knickerbocker—”

But he interrupted me. “There’s a devilish fine woman! Look, the tall blonde one! Give me blondes every time!” Here he smacked his lips. “By gad, sir, the women in this town seem to get finer every century. What were you saying?”

“Why, Father Knickerbocker,” I began, but he interrupted me again.

“My dear fellow,” he said. “May I ask you not to call me Father Knickerbocker?”

“But I thought you were so old,” I said humbly.

“Old! Me old! Oh, I don’t know. Why, dash it, there are plenty of men as old as I am dancing the tango here every night. Pray call me, if you don’t mind, just Knickerbocker, or simply Knicky — most of the other boys call me Knicky. Now what’s it to be?”

“Most of all,” I said, “I should like to go to some quiet place and have a talk about the old days.”

“Right,” he said. “We’re going to just the place now — nice quiet dinner, a good quiet orchestra — Hawaiian, but quiet — and lots of women.” Here he smacked his lips again, and nudged me with his elbow. “Lots of women, bunches of them. Do you like women?”

“Why, Mr. Knickerbocker,” I said hesitatingly, “I suppose — I—”

The old man sniggered as he poked me again in the ribs.

“You bet you do, you dog!” he chuckled. “We all do. For me, I confess it, sir, I can’t sit down to dinner without plenty of women, stacks of them, all round me.”

Meantime the taxi had stopped. I was about to open the door and get out.

“Wait, wait,” said Father Knickerbocker, his hand upon my arm, as he looked out of the window. “I’ll see somebody in a minute who’ll let us out for fifty cents. None of us here ever get in or out of anything by ourselves. It’s bad form. Ah! Here he is!”

A moment later we had passed through the portals of a great restaurant, and found ourselves surrounded with all the colour and tumult of a New York dinner à la mode. A burst of wild music, pounded and thrummed out on ukuleles by a group of yellow men in Hawaiian costumes, filled the room, helping to drown or perhaps only serving to accentuate the babel of talk and the clatter of dishes that arose on every side. Men in evening dress and women in all the colours of the rainbow, décolleté to a degree, were seated at little tables, blowing blue smoke into the air, and drinking green-and-yellow drinks from glasses with thin stems. A troupe of cabaret performers shouted and leaped on a little stage at the side of the room, unheeded by the crowd.

“Ha! ha!” said Knickerbocker, as we drew in our chairs to a table, “some place, eh? There’s a peach! Look at her! Or do you like better that lazy-looking brunette next to her?”

Mr. Knickerbocker was staring about the room, gazing at the women with open effrontery, and a senile leer upon his face. I felt ashamed of him. Yet, oddly enough, no one about us seemed in the least disturbed.

“Now, what cocktail will you have?” said my companion. “There’s a new one this week — The Fantan, fifty cents each — will you have that? Right! Two Fantans. Now to eat — what would you like?”

“May I have,” I said, “a slice of cold beef and a pint of ale?”

“Beef!” said Knickerbocker contemptuously. “My dear fellow, you can’t have that. Beef is only fifty cents. Do take something reasonable. Try Lobster Newburg — or no, here’s a more expensive thing — Filet Bourbon à la something — I don’t know what it is, but by gad, sir, it’s three dollars a portion anyway.”

“All right,” I said. “You order the dinner.” Mr. Knickerbocker proceeded to do so, the head-waiter obsequiously at his side, and his long finger indicating on the menu everything that seemed most expensive and that carried the most incomprehensible name.

When he had finished he turned to me again. “Now,” he said, “let’s talk.”

“Tell me,” I said, “about the old days and the old times on Broadway.”

“Ah, yes,” he answered, “the old days — you mean ten years ago before the Winter Garden was opened. We’ve been going ahead, sir, going ahead. Why, ten years ago there was practically nothing, sir, above Times Square, and look at it now.”

I began to realise that Father Knickerbocker, old as he was, had forgotten all the earlier times with which I associated his memory. There was nothing left but the cabarets, and the Gardens, the Palm Rooms and the ukuleles of to-day. Behind that his mind refused to travel.

“Don’t you remember,” I asked, “the apple orchards and the quiet groves of trees that used to line Broadway long ago?”

“Groves!” he said. “I’ll show you a grove, a cocoanut grove” — here he winked over his wineglass in a senile fashion— “that has appletrees beaten from here to Honolulu.” Thus he babbled on.

All through our meal his talk continued — of cabarets and dances, of fox-trots and midnight suppers, of blondes and brunettes, “peaches” and “dreams,” and all the while his eye roved incessantly among the tables, resting on the women with a bold stare. At times he would indicate and point out for me some of what he called the “representative people” present.

“Notice that man at the second table,” he would whisper across to me; “he’s worth all the way to ten millions: made it in government contracts; they tried to send him to the penitentiary last fall but they can’t get him — he’s too smart for them! I’ll introduce you to him presently. See the man with him? That’s his lawyer — biggest crook in America, they say — we’ll meet him after dinner.” Then he would suddenly break off and exclaim: “Egad, sir, there’s a fine bunch of them,” as another bevy of girls came trooping out upon the stage.

“I wonder,” I murmured, “if there is nothing left of him but this? Has all the fine old spirit gone? Is it all drowned out in wine and suffocated in the foul atmosphere of luxury?”

Then suddenly I looked up at my companion, and I saw to my surprise that his whole face and manner had altered. His hand was clenched tight on the edge of the table. His eyes looked before him — through and beyond the riotous crowd all about him — into vacancy, into the far past, back into memories that I thought forgotten. His face had altered. The senile, leering look was gone, and in its place the firm-set face of the Knickerbocker of a century ago.

He was speaking in a strange voice, deep and strong. “Listen,” he said, “listen. Do you hear it — there — far out at sea — ships’ guns — listen — they’re calling for help — ships’ guns — far out at sea!” He had clasped me by the arm. “Quick, to the Battery, they’ll need every man to-night, they’ll . . .”

Then he sank back into his chair. His look changed again. The vision died out of his eyes.

“What was I saying?” he asked. “Ah, yes — this old brandy — a very special brand. They keep it for me here — a dollar a glass. They know me here,” he added in his fatuous way— “all the waiters know me. The headwaiter always knows me the minute I come into the room — keeps a chair for me. Now try this brandy and then presently we’ll move on and see what’s doing at some of the shows.”

But somehow, in spite of himself, my companion seemed to be unable to bring himself fully back into the consciousness of the scene before him. The far-away look still lingered in his eyes.

Presently he turned and spoke to me in a low, confidential tone. “Was I talking to myself a moment ago?” he asked. “Yes? Ah! I feared I was. Do you know, I don’t mind telling it to you — lately I’ve had a strange, queer feeling that comes over me at times, as if something were happening — something, I don’t know what. I suppose,” he continued, with a false attempt at resuming his fatuous manner, “I’m going the pace a little too hard, eh! Makes one fanciful . . . but the fact is, at times” — he spoke gravely again— “I feel as if there were something happening, something coming . . .”

“Knickerbocker,” I said earnestly, “Father Knickerbocker, don’t you know that something is happening — that this very evening as we are sitting here in all this riot, the President of the United States is to come before Congress on the most solemn mission that ever . . .”

But my speech fell unheeded. Knickerbocker had picked up his glass again and was leering over it at a bevy of girls dancing upon the stage.

“Look at that girl,” he interrupted quickly, “the one dancing at the end — what do you think of her, eh? Some peach!”

Knickerbocker broke off suddenly. For at this moment our ears caught the sound of a noise, a distant tumult, as it were, far down the street and growing nearer. The old man had drawn himself erect in his seat, his hand to his ear, listening as he caught the sound.

“Out on the Broad Way,” he said, instinctively calling it by its ancient name as if a flood of memories were upon him. “Do you hear it? — listen — listen — what is it? I’ve heard that sound before — I’ve heard every sound on the Broad Way these two centuries back — what is it? I seem to know it!”

The sound and tumult as of running feet and of many voices crying came louder from the street. The people at the tables had turned in their seats to listen. The music of the orchestra had stopped. The waiters had thrown back the heavy curtains from the windows and the people were crowding to them to look out into the street. Knickerbocker had risen in his place, his eyes looked toward the windows, but his gaze was fixed on vacancy as with one who sees a vision passing.

“I know the sound,” he cried. “I see it all again. Look, can’t you see them? It’s Massachusetts soldiers marching South to the war — can’t you hear the beating of the drums and the shrill calling of the fife — the regiments from the North, the first to come. I saw them pass, here where we are sitting, sixty years ago—”

Knickerbocker paused a moment, his hand still extended in the air, and then with a great light upon his face he cried:

“I know it now! I know what it meant, the feeling that has haunted me — the sounds I kept hearing — the guns of the ships at sea and the voices calling in distress! I know now. It means, sir, it means . . .”

But as he spoke a great cry came up from the street and burst in at the doors and windows, echoing in a single word:

WAR! WAR! The message of the President is for WAR!

“War!” cried Father Knickerbocker, rising to his full height, stern and majestic and shouting in a stentorian tone that echoed through the great room.

“War! War! To your places, every one of you! Be done with your idle luxury! Out with the glare of your lights! Begone you painted women and worthless men! To your places every man of you! To the Battery! Man the guns — stand to it, every one of you for the defence of America — for our New York, New York—”

 

Then with the sound “New York, New York” still echoing in my ears I woke up. The vision of my dream was gone. I was still on the seat of the car where I had dozed asleep, the book upon my knee. The train had arrived at the dépôt and the porters were calling into the doorway of the car— “New York, New York.”

All about me was the stir and hubbub of the great dépôt. But loud over it all was heard the call of the newsboys crying “WAR! WAR! The President’s message is for WAR! Late extra! War! War!”

And I knew that a great nation had cast aside the bonds of sloth and luxury, and was girding itself to join in the fight for the free democracy of all mankind.


Simple Stories of Success or How to Succeed in Life
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LET ME BEGIN with a sort of parable.

Many years ago when I was on the staff of a great public school, we engaged a new swimming master.

He was the most successful man in that capacity that we had had for years.

Then one day it was discovered that he couldn’t swim.

He was standing at the edge of the swimming tank explaining the breast stroke to the boys in the water.

He lost his balance and fell in. He was drowned.

Or no — he wasn’t drowned — I remember — he was rescued by some of the pupils whom he had taught to swim.

After he was resuscitated by the boys — it was one of the things he had taught them — the school dismissed him.

Then some of the boys who were sorry for him taught him how to swim, and he got a new job as a swimming master in another place.

But this time he was an utter failure. He swam well, but they said he couldn’t teach.

So his friends looked about to get him a new job. This was just at the time when the bicycle craze came in. They soon found the man a position as an instructor in bicycle riding. As he had never been on a bicycle in his life, he made an admirable teacher. He stood fast on the ground and said, “Now then, all you need is confidence.”

Then one day he got afraid that he might be found out. So he went out to a quiet place and got on a bicycle, at the top of a slope, to learn to ride it. The bicycle ran away with him. But for the skill and daring of one of his pupils, who saw him and rode after him, he would have been killed.

This story, as the reader sees, is endless. Suffice it to say that the man I speak of is now in an aviation school teaching people to fly. They say he is one of the best aviators that ever walked.

 

According to all the legends and story books, the principal factor in success is perseverence. Personally, I think there is nothing in it. If anything, the truth lies the other way.

There is an old motto that runs, “If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.” This is nonsense. It ought to read— “If at first you don’t succeed, quit, quit, at once.”

If you can’t do a thing, more or less, the first time you try, you will never do it. Try something else while there is yet time.

Let me illustrate this with a story.

I remember, long years ago, at a little school that I attended in the country, we had a schoolmaster, who used perpetually to write on the blackboard, in a copperplate hand, the motto that I have just quoted: — 

“If at first you don’t succeed,

      Try, try, again.”

He wore plain clothes and had a hard, determined face. He was studying for some sort of preliminary medical examination, and was saving money for a medical course. Every now and then he went away to the city and tried the examination: and he always failed. Each time he came back, he would write up on the blackboard — 

“Try, try, again.”

And always he looked grimmer and more determined than before. The strange thing was that with all his industry and determination, he would break out every now and then into drunkenness, and lie round the tavern at the crossroads, and the school would be shut for two days. Then he came back, more fiercely resolute than ever. Even children could see that the man’s life was a fight. It was like the battle between Good and Evil in Milton’s epics.

Well, after he had tried it four times, the schoolmaster at last passed the examination; and he went away to the city in a suit of store clothes, with eight hundred dollars that he had saved up, to study medicine. Now it happened that he had a brother who was not a bit like himself, but was a sort of ne’er-do-well, always hard-up and sponging on other people, and never working.

And when the schoolmaster came to the city and his brother knew that he had eight hundred dollars, he came to him and got him drinking and persuaded him to hand over the eight hundred dollars and to let him put it into the Louisiana State lottery. In those days the Louisiana Lottery had not yet been forbidden the use of the mails, and you could buy a ticket for anything from one dollar up. The Grand Prize was two hundred thousand dollars, and the Seconds were a hundred thousand each.

So the brother persuaded the schoolmaster to put the money in. He said he had a system for buying only the tickets with prime numbers, that won’t divide by anything, and that it must win. He said it was a mathematical certainty, and he figured it out with the schoolmaster in the back room of a saloon, with a box of dominoes on the table to show the plan of it. He told the schoolmaster that he himself would only take ten per cent of what they made, as a commission for showing the system, and the schoolmaster could have the rest.

So in a mad moment, the schoolmaster handed over his roll of money, and that was the last he ever saw of it.

The next morning when he was up he was fierce with rage and remorse for what he had done. He could not go back to the school, and he had no money to go forward. So he stayed where he was in the little hotel where he had got drunk, and went on drinking. He looked so fierce and unkempt, that in the hotel they were afraid of him, and the bartenders watched him out of the corners of their eyes wondering what he would do: because they knew that there was only one end possible, and they waited for it to come. And presently it came. One of the bartenders went up to the schoolmaster’s room to bring up a letter, and he found him lying on the bed with his face grey as ashes, and his eyes looking up at the ceiling. He was stone dead. Life had beaten him.

And the strange thing was that the letter that the bar-tender carried up that morning was from the management of the Louisiana Lottery. It contained a draft on New York, signed by the treasurer of the State of Louisiana, for two hundred thousand dollars. The schoolmaster had won the Grand Prize.

The above story, I am afraid, is a little gloomy. I put it down merely for the moral it contained, and I became so absorbed in telling it that I almost forgot what the moral was that it was meant to convey. But I think the idea is that if the schoolmaster had long before abandoned the study of medicine, for which he was not fitted, and gone in, let us say, for playing the banjo, he might have become end-man in a minstrel show. Yes, that was it.

Let me pass on to other elements in success.

I suppose that anybody will admit that the peculiar quality that is called initiative, — the ability to act promptly on one’s own judgment, — is a factor of the highest importance.

I have seen this illustrated two or three times in a very striking fashion.

I knew, in Toronto, — it is long years ago, — a singularly bright young man whose name was Robinson. He had had some training in the iron and steel business, and when I knew him was on the lookout for an opening.

I met him one day in a great hurry, with a valise in his hand.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“Over to England,” he said. “There is a firm in Liverpool that have advertised that they want an agent here, and I’m going over to apply for the job.”

“Can’t you do it by letter?” I asked.

“That’s just it,” said Robinson, with a chuckle, “all the other men will apply by letter. I’ll go right over myself and get there as soon or sooner than the letters. I’ll be the man on the spot, and I’ll get the job.”

He was quite right. He went over to Liverpool, and was back in a fortnight with English clothes and a big salary.

But I cannot recommend his story to my friends. In fact, it should not be told too freely. It is apt to be dangerous.

I remember once telling this story of Robinson to a young man called Tomlinson, who was out of a job. Tomlinson had a head two sizes too big, and a face like a bun. He had lost three jobs in a bank and two in a broker’s office, but he knew his work, and on paper he looked a good man.

I told him about Robinson, to encourage him, and the story made a great impression.

“Say, that was a great scheme, eh?” he kept repeating. He had no command of words, and always said the same thing over and over.

A few days later I met Tomlinson on the street with a valise in his hand.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I’m off to Mexico,” he answered. “They’re advertising for a Canadian teller for a bank in Tuscapulco. I’ve sent my credentials down, and I’m going to follow them right up in person. In a thing like this, the personal element is everything.”

So Tomlinson went down to Mexico and he travelled by sea to Mexico City, and then with a mule train to Tuscapulco. But the mails, with his credentials went by land and got there two days ahead of him.

When Tomlinson got to Tuscapulco he went into the bank and he spoke to the junior manager and told him what he came for. “I’m awfully sorry,” the junior manager said, “I’m afraid that this post has just been filled.” Then he went into an inner room to talk with the manager. “The tellership that you wanted a Canadian for,” he asked, “didn’t you say that you have a man already?”

“Yes,” said the manager, “a brilliant young fellow from Toronto; his name is Tomlinson, I have his credentials here — a first class man. I’ve wired him to come right along, at our expense, and we’ll keep the job open for him ten days.”

“There’s a young man outside,” said the junior, “who wants to apply for the job.”

“Outside?” exclaimed the manager. “How did he get here?”

“Came in on the mule train this morning: says he can do the work and wants the job.”

“What’s he like?” asked the manager.

The junior shook his head. “Pretty dusty-looking customer,” he said; “shifty-looking.”

“Same old story,” murmured the manager. “It’s odd how these fellows drift down here, isn’t it? Up to something crooked at home, I suppose. Understands the working of a bank, eh? I guess he understands it a little too well for my taste. No, no,” he continued, tapping the papers that lay on the table, “now that we’ve got a first class man like Tomlinson, let’s hang on to him. We can easily wait ten days, and the cost of the journey is nothing to the bank as compared with getting a man of Tomlinson’s stamp. And, by the way, you might telephone to the Chief of Police and get him to see to it that this loafer gets out of town straight off.”

So the Chief of Police shut up Tomlinson in the calaboose and then sent him down to Mexico City under a guard. By the time the police were done with him he was dead broke, and it took him four months to get back to Toronto; when he got there, the place in Mexico had been filled long ago.

 

But I can imagine that some of my readers might suggest that I have hitherto been dealing only with success in a very limited way, and that more interest would lie in discussing how the really great fortunes are made.

Everybody feels an instinctive interest in knowing how our great captains of industry, our financiers and railroad magnates made their money.

Here the explanation is really a very simple one. There is, in fact, only one way to amass a huge fortune in business or railway management. One must begin at the bottom. One must mount the ladder from the lowest rung. But this lowest rung is everything. Any man who can stand upon it with his foot well poised, his head erect, his arms braced and his eye directed upward, will inevitably mount to the top.

But after all — I say this as a kind of afterthought in conclusion. Why bother with success at all? I have observed that the successful people get very little real enjoyment out of life. In fact the contrary is true. If I had to choose — with an eye to having a really pleasant life — between success and ruin, I should prefer ruin every time. I have several friends who are completely ruined — some two or three times — in a large way of course; and I find that if I want to get a really good dinner, where the champagne is just as it ought to be, and where hospitality is unhindered by mean thoughts of expense, I can get it best at the house of a ruined man.


Historical Drama
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AFTER ALL THERE is nothing like the Historical Drama! Say what you will about moving pictures or high-speed vaudeville they never have the same air and class to them. For me as soon as I see upon the program “A tucket sounds!” I am all attention, and when it says “Enter Queen Elizabeth to the sound of Hoboes,” I am thrilled. What does it matter if the queen’s attendants seem to speak as if they came from Yonkers? There is dignity about it all the same. When you have, moving in front of you on the stage, people of the class of Louis Quatorze, Henry Quinze, Arthur Cromwell and Mary of Roumania, you feel somehow as if they were distinctly superior to such characters as Big-hearted Jim, and Shifty Pete and Meg of the Bowery and Inspector Corcoran. Perhaps they are!

But of all the characters that walk upon the stage, commend me to Napoleon. What I don’t know about that man’s life, from seeing him on the boards is not worth discussing. I have only to close my eyes and I can see him before me as depicted by our greatest actors, with his one lock of hair and his forehead like a door knob, his melancholy eyes painted black and yellow underneath. And as for his family life, his relations with Josephine, his dealings with the Countess Skandaliska, I could write it all down if it was lost.

There is something about that man, — I don’t mind admitting it, — that holds me. And he exercises the same fascination over all our great actors. About once in every ten years some one of them, intoxicated by success, decides that he wants to be Napoleon. It is a thing that happens to all of them. It is something in their brain that breaks.

Every time that this happens a new Napoleonic play is produced. That is, it is called new but it is really the same old play over again. The title is always entirely new but that is because it is a convention that the title of a Napoleon play is never a straight-out statement of what it means such as “Napoleon, Emperor of France” or “Napoleon and Josephine.” It is called, let us say, “Quinze Pour Cent” or “Mille Fois Non” or “Des Deux Choses L’Une” — that sort of thing. And after it is named it is always strung together in the same way and it is always done in little fits and starts that have no real connection with one another but are meant to show Napoleon at all the familiar angles. In fact, here is how it goes: — 

“DES DEUX CHOSES L’UNE”

 

A DRAMA OF THE FIRST EMPIRE

Adapted from the French of Dumas, Sardou, Hugo, Racine, Corneille, and all others who ever wrote of Napoleon.

The opening part of the play is intended to show the extraordinary fidelity towards the Emperor on the part of the marshals of France whom he had created.

Scene One

The ball room of the palace of the Tuileries. Standing around are ladies in directoire dresses, brilliant as rainbows. Up right beside them are the marshals of France. There is music and a buzz of conversation.

Enter Napoleon followed by Talleyrand in black, and two secretaries carrying boxes. There is silence. The Emperor seats himself at a little table. The secretaries place on it two black despatch boxes.

The Emperor speaks: Marshal Junot.

The Marshal steps forward and salutes.

The Emperor: Marshal: I have heard strange rumours and doubts about your fidelity. I wish to test it. I have here, — he opens one of the boxes, — a vial of poison. Here, — drink it.

Junot: With pleasure, Sire.

Junot drinks the poison and stands to attention.

The Emperor: Go over there and stand beside the Comtesse de la Polissonerie till you die.

Junot (saluting): With pleasure, Sire.

Napoleon (turns to another marshal): Berthier?

Here, Sire!

Berthier steps out in front of the Emperor.

The Emperor (rising): Ha! Ha! Is it you, — he reaches up and pinches Berthier’s ear, — Vieux paquet de linge sale!

Berthier looks delighted. It is amazing what a French marshal will do for you if you pinch his ear. At least it is a tradition of the stage. In these scenes Napoleon always pinched the Marshals’ ears and called them, — Vieux paquet de linge sale, etc.

The Emperor turns stern in a moment.

Marshal Berthier!

Sire!

Are you devoted to my person?

Sire, you have but to put me to the test.

Very well. Here, Marshal Berthier (Napoleon reaches into the box), is a poisoned dog biscuit. Eat it.

Berthier (saluting): With pleasure, Sire. It is excellent.

Napoleon: Very good, Mon Vieux trait d’union. Now go and talk to the Duchesse de la Rotisserie till you die.

Berthier bows low.

The Emperor: Marshal Lannes! You look pale. Here is a veal chop. It is full of arsenic. Eat it.

Marshal Lannes bows in silence and swallows the chop in one bite.

The Emperor then gives a paquet of prussic acid to Marshal Soult, one pill each to Marshals Ney and Augereau, then suddenly he rises and stamps his foot.

No, Talleyrand, no! The farce is finished! I can play it no longer. Look, les braves enfants! They have eaten poison for me. Ah non, mes amis, mon vieux. Reassure yourselves. You are not to die. See, the poison was in the other box.

Talleyrand (shrugging his shoulders): If your Majesty insists upon spoiling everything.

Napoleon: Yes, yes, those brave fellows could not betray me. Come, Berthier. Come, Junot, come and let us cry together — 

The Emperor and his marshals all gather in a group, sobbing convulsively and pulling one another’s ears.

 

But one must not think that the Imperial Court was all sentiment. Ah, no! The great brain of the Emperor could be turned in a moment to other concerns and focused into a single point of concentrated efficiency. As witness: — 

 

Scene Two

Showing how Napoleon used to dictate a letter, carry on a battle, and Reveal Business Efficiency at the Acme.

Napoleon in a room in a château, announced to be somewhere near a battle, striding up and down, dictating a letter with his hat on. On the stage the great Emperor always dictates through his hat. A secretary sitting at a table is vainly trying to keep pace with the rush of words.

Now are you ready, de Meneval. Have you written that last sentence?

De Meneval (writing desperately): In a moment, Sire, in a moment.

Imbecile, write this then, “The Prefect of Lyons is ordered to gather all possible cannon for the defense of Toulon . . . He is reminded that there are six cannon on the ramparts of Lyons which he has apparently forgotten. The Emperor orders him to pass them forward at once—” Have you written that, imbecile?

In a moment, Sire, in a moment.

“To have them forwarded to Toulon. He is reminded that there are six more in the back garden of the Ministry of the Marine, and two put away in the basement of the Methodist Church.”

The Secretary collapses. Napoleon stamps his foot. A terrible looking Turkish attendant, Marmalade the Mameluke, comes in and drags him out by the collar, and then drags in another secretary and props him up in a chair where he at once commences to write furiously.

Napoleon never stops dictating, — 

“There are two more cannons in the garage of the Prefect of Police. One has a little piece knocked out of the breech—”

The Secretary (pausing in surprise): Mon Dieu!

The Emperor: Eh, what, mon enfant. What surprises you?

The Secretary: Ah, Sire, it is too wonderful. How can you tell that a piece is out of the breeches?

Napoleon (pinching his ear): Ha! You think me wonderful!

The Secretary: I do.

Napoleon (pulling his hair): I am. And my cannon! I know them all. That one with the piece knocked out of the breech shall I tell you how I know it?

The Secretary: Ah, Sire!

Marmalade, the Mameluke comes in and salaams to the ground.

The Emperor: Well, what is it? Vieux fromage de cuir!

The Mameluke gurgles about a pint of Turkish.

The Emperor: Ha! Bring her in (to the secretary). You may go. You, Marmalade, after she enters, stand behind that curtain, so, — your scimitar so, — if I stamp my left foot — you understand.

Marmalade (with a salaam): Zakouski, Anchovi.

Emperor: Good. Show her in.

There enters with a rush a beautiful half Polish Countess Skandaliska. She throws herself at the Emperor’s feet.

Sire, Sire, my husband! I crave his life.

Napoleon (taking her by the chin and speaking coldly): You are very beautiful.

Sire! My husband. I ask his life. He is under orders to be shot this morning.

The Emperor (coldly): Let me feel your ears.

Ah! Sire. In pity, I beg you for his life.

The Emperor (absently): You have nice fat arms. Let me pinch them.

Sire! My husband. . . .

The Emperor (suddenly changing his tone): Yes, your husband. Did you think I did not know. I have it here. (He turns his back on the Countess, picks up a document from the table and reads):

“Scratchitoff Skandaliska, Count of Poland, Baron of Lithuania, Colonel of the Fifth Lancers, reported by the Imperial police as in the pay of the Czar of Russia—” Ha! Did you think I did not know that? — 

His back is still turned. The Countess is standing upright. Her face is as of stone. Slowly she draws from her bodice a long poniard, slowly she raises it above the Emperor’s back.

Napoleon goes on reading.

“ — conspired with seven others, since executed, to take the life of the Emperor, and now this 5th day of September . . .”

The Countess has raised the poniard to its height. As she is about to stab the Emperor, he taps slightly with his foot. Marmalade, the Mameluke, has flung aside the curtain and grasps the Countess from behind by both wrists. The poniard rattles to the floor. The Emperor turns and goes on calmly reading the document.

“This 5th day of September, pardoned by the clemency of the Emperor and restored to his estates.”

The Countess released by Marmalade, falls weeping at the Emperor’s feet.

Ah! Sire, you are indeed noble.

Napoleon: Am I not? Take her out, Marmalade. (The Mameluke bows, takes out the weeping Countess and returns with a renewed salaam):

The Emperor (dreamily): We know how to treat them, don’t we? old trognan de chou. Let no one disturb that mirror. It may serve us again. And now, bring me a secretary, and I will go on dictating.

In this way did the great Emperor transact more business in a week than most men would get through in a day.

 

But in this very same play of Des Deux Choses L’Une, we have to remember that while all these other things are happening Napoleon is also fighting a battle.

In fact hardly is the Countess Skandaliska well off the premises before a military aide-de-camp comes rattling into the room. The great Brain is in full operation again in a second.

Ha! Colonel Escargot. What news?

Bad news, Sire. Marshal Masséna reports the battle is lost.

The Emperor (frowning): Bad news. The battle lost? Do you not know, Colonel Escargot, that I do not permit a battle to be lost? How long have you been in my service? Let me see, you were at Austerlitz?

I was, Sire.

And you were afterwards in Cantonments at Strasburg?

It is true, Sire.

I saw you there for five minutes on the afternoon of the 3rd of November of 1810.

Sire! It is wonderful.

Tut, tut, it is nothing. You were playing dominoes. I remember you had just thrown a double three when I arrived.

Colonel Escargot (falling on his knees): Sire, it is too much. You are inspired.

The Emperor (smiling): Perhaps. But realize then, that I do not allow a battle to be lost. Get up, mon vieux bonnet de coton, let me pinch your ear. Now then, this battle, let us see. You, the secretary, give me a map.

The secretary unfolds a vast map on the table. The Emperor stands in deep thought regarding it. Presently he speaks:

Where is Masséna?

Colonel Escargot (indicating a spot): He is here, Sire.

What is his right resting on?

His right, Sire, is extended here. It is endangered. (The Emperor remains a moment in thought.)

How is his centre?

His centre is solid.

And where has he got his rear?

His rear, Sire, is resting on a thorn hedge.

The Emperor: Ha! Ride to Masséna at once. Tell him to haul in his centre and to stick out his rear. The battle will be won in two hours.

Escargot (saluting): Sire. It is wonderful. (He clatters out.)

Napoleon sinks wearily into a chair. His head droops in his hands. “Wonderful!” he broods, “and yet the one thing of all things that I want to do, I can’t do.”

Indeed the man is really up against it. He can remember cannons and win battles and tell Masséna where to put his rear, but when it comes to Josephine, he is no better than the rest of us.

The Emperor rings the bell.

The secretary comes in.

Listen, I have taken a decision. I am going to divorce Josephine.

The secretary bows.

Go to her at once and tell her that she is divorced.

The secretary bows again.

If she asks why, say that it is the Emperor’s command. You understand.

I do.

If she tries to come here, do not permit it. Stop her, if need be with your own hands. Tell Marmalade she is not to pass. Tell him to choke her. Tell the guard outside to stop her. Tell them to fire a volley at her. Do you understand? She is not to come.

Alas, Sire, it is too late. She is here now. I hear her voice.

One can hear outside the protests of the guards.

The Empress Josephine, beautiful and disheveled and streaming with tears pushes Marmalade aside with an imperious gesture and dashes into the room. She speaks: — 

Napoleon, what is this? What does it mean? Tell me it is not true? You could not dare?

Napoleon (timidly): I think there is some mistake. Not dare what?

Josephine: To divorce me? You could not? You would not? Ah! heartless one, you could not do it.

She falls upon Napoleon’s neck weeping convulsively.

The Emperor: Josephine, there has been a delusion, a misunderstanding, of course I would not divorce you. Who dares hint at such a thing?

Josephine: Outside, in the waiting room, in the court they are all saying it.

Napoleon: Ha! Let them dare! They shall answer with their heads.

Josephine: Ah, now, you are my own dear Napoleon. Let me fold you in my arms. Let me kiss you on the top of the head. (She hugs and kisses the Emperor with enthusiasm.)

Napoleon: Ah, Josephine, how much I love you.

A voice is heard without. Colonel Escargot enters rapidly. He is deadly pale but has a triumphant look on his face. He salutes.

Sire, everything is saved.

Napoleon: Ah! So the battle was not lost after all.

No, Sire, your orders were sent by semaphore telegraph. Masséna withdrew his rear and thrust out his centre. A panic broke out in the ranks of the enemy.

Ha! The enemy? Who are they?

We are not sure. We think Russians. But at least, Sire, they are fleeing in all directions. Masséna is in pursuit. The day is ours.

The Emperor: It is well. But you Colonel Escargot, you are wounded!

The Colonel (faintly): No, Sire, not wounded.

Napoleon: But, yes, — 

Colonel Escargot: Not wounded, Sire, killed, I have a bullet through my heart.

He sinks down on the carpet.

The Emperor bends over him.

Escargot (feebly): Vive l’Empereur. (He dies.)

Napoleon (standing for a moment and looking at the body of Colonel Escargot): Alas! Josephine, all my victories cannot give me back the life of one brave man. I might have known it at the start.

He remains in reflection. “I should have chosen at the beginning. Tranquillity or conquest, greatness or happiness, — Des Deux Choses L’Une.”

And as he says that the curtain slowly sinks upon the brooding Emperor. The play is over. In fact there is no need to go on with it. Now that the audience know why it is called Des Deux Choses L’Une, there is no good going any further. All that is now needed is the usual Transfiguration Scene.

Napoleon, dying at St. Helena, seen in a half light with a vast net curtain across the stage and a dim background of storm, thunder, and the armies of the dead — 

That, with a little rumbling of cannon — the distant rolling of a South Atlantic storm — 

And then, — the pomp has passed, — turn up the lamps and let the matinée audience out into the daylight.

 

But we must not suppose for a minute that French history has any monopoly of dramatic interest. Oh, dear, no. We have recently discovered that right here on the North American continent there is material teeming with dramatic interest. Any quantity of it. In fact it begins right at the start of our history and goes right on. Consider the aboriginal Indian; what a figure for tragedy. Few people perhaps realize that no less than seventeen first-class tragedies, each as good as Shakespeare’s, and all in blank verse, have been written about the Indians. They have to be in blank verse. There was something about the primitive Indian that invited it. It was the real way to express him.

Unfortunately these Indian tragedies cannot be produced on the stage. They are ahead of the age. The managers to whom they have been submitted say that as yet there is no stage suitable for them, and no actors capable of acting them, and no spectators capable of sitting for them. Here is a sample of such a tragedy.

METTAWAMKEAG

 

An Indian Tragedy

The scene is laid on the shores of Lake Mettawamkeag near the junction of the Peticodiac and the Passamoquidiac Rivers. The sun is rising.

Enter Areopagitica, an Indian chief.

With The Encyclopedia — a brave of the Appendixes.

And Pilaffe de Volaille, a French Coureur des bois.

 

Areopagitica:

Hail, vernal sun, that thus with trailing beam

Illuminates with gold the flaming east,

Hail, too, cerulean sky that touched with fire

Expels th’ accumulate cloud of vanished night.

The Encyclopedia: Hail! Oh! Hail.

Pilaffe de Volaille: Hêle! Oh, hêle.

Areopagitica:

All nature seems to leap with morn to song,

Tempting to gladness the awakening bird,

E’en the dark cedar feels the gladsome hour

And the light larch pulsates in every frond.

Who art thou? Whence? And whither goest thou?

Pilaffe de Volaille:

Thrice three revolving suns have waxed and waned

Since first I wended hither from afar,

Nor knowing not, nor caring aught, if here or there,

Who am I? One that is. Whence come I? From beyond,

The restless main whose hyperboreal tide

Laves coast and climes unknown, Oh, Chief, to thy sagacity.

From France I came.                

Areopagitica: Hail!

(What Pilaffe di Volatile means is that he has been out here for nine years and lives near Mettawamkeag. But there is such a size and feeling about this other way of saying it, that it seems a shame that dramas of this kind can’t be acted.)

After they have all said, “Oh, hail!” and “Oh, hêle,” as many times as is necessary, Areopagitica and The Encyclopedia take Pilaffe de Volaille to the Lodge of the Appendixes.

There he is entertained on hot dog. And there he meets Sparkling Soda Water, the daughter of Areopagitica.

After the feast the two wander out into the moonlight together beside the waterfall. Love steals into their hearts. Pilaffe de Volaille invokes the moon.

“Thou silver orb whose incandescent face

Smiles on the bosom of the turgid flood

Look deep into mine heart and search if aught

Less pure than thy white beam inspires its love,

Soda, be mine!”

Soda Water speaks:

Alas! What words are these! What thought is this!

Thy meaning what? Unskilled to know,

My simple words can find no answer to the heart’s appeal,

Where am I at?

Pilaffe de Volaille: Flee with me.

Soda Water: Alas!

Pilaffe: Flee.

Soda Water (invoking the constellations of the Zodiac):

Ye glimmering lights that from the Milky Way

To the tall zenith of the utmost pole

Illume the vault of heaven and indicate

The inclination of the axis of the earth

Showing sidereal time and the mean measurement

Of the earth’s parallax,

Help me.

Pilaffe de Volaille (in despair): “Oh, hêle!”

Both the lovers know that their tragic love is hopeless. For them, marriage is out of the question. De Volaille is sprung from an old French family, with eight quarters of noble birth, a high average even at a time when most people were well born. He cannot ally himself with anything less white than himself. On the other hand Sparkling Soda knows that, after the customs of her time, her father has pledged her hand to the Encyclopedia. She cannot marry a pale face.

Thus, what might have been a happy marriage, is queered from the start. Each is too well born to stoop to the other. This often happens.

Standing thus in the moonlight beside the waterfall the lovers are surprised by Areopagitica and The Encyclopedia. In despair Sparkling Soda leaps into the flood. The noble Encyclopedia plunges headlong after her into the boiling water and is boiled. De Volaille flees.

Areopagitica vows vengeance. Staining himself with grape juice he declares a war of extermination against the white race. The camp of the French is surprised in a night attack. Pilaffe de Volaille, fighting with the courage of his race, is pierced with an Indian arrow. He expires on the spot, having just time before he dies to prophesy in blank verse the future greatness of the United States.

Areopagitica, standing among the charred ruins of the stockaded fort and gazing upon the faces of the dead, invokes the nebular Hypothesis and prophesies clearly the League of Nations.

 

The same dramatic possibilities seem to crop up all through American history from Christopher Columbus to President Hoover.

But to see the thing at its height it is better to skip about three hundred years in one hop and come down to what is perhaps the greatest epic period in American history, — the era of the Civil War.

This great event has been portrayed so often in the drama and the moving pictures that everybody knows just how it is dealt with. It is generally put on under some such title as the Making of the Nation, or The Welding of the Nation, or the Riveting of the Nation, — or, The Hammering, or the Plastering, — in short, a metaphor taken from the building and contracting trades. Compare this: — 

FORGING THE FIFTEENTH AMENDMENT

 

A Drama of the Civil War

The scene is laid in the Council room of the White House. There are present Abraham Lincoln, Seward, Staunton, Artemus Ward, and the other members of the cabinet.

Lincoln (speaking very gravely): Mr. Secretary, what news have you from the Army of the Potomac?

Staunton: Mr. President, the news is bad. General Halleck has been driven across the Rappahannock, General Pope has been driven across the Roanoke, and General Burnside has been driven across the Pamunkey.

Lincoln (with quiet humour): And has anybody been driven across the Chickahominy?

Staunton: Not yet.

Lincoln: Then it might be worse. Let me tell you a funny story that I heard ten years ago.

Seward (with ill-disguised impatience): Mr. President, this is no time for telling stories ten years old.

Lincoln (wearily): Perhaps not. In that case fetch me the Constitution of the United States.

The Constitution is brought and is spread out on the table, in front of them. They bend over it anxiously.

Lincoln (with deep emotion): What do you make of it?

Staunton: It seems to me, from this, that all men are free and equal.

Seward (gravely): And that the power of Congress extends to the regulation of commerce between the States, with foreign states, and with Indian Tribes.

Lincoln (thoughtfully): The price of liberty is eternal vigilance.

(In the printed text of the play there is a note here to the effect that Lincoln did not on this particular occasion use this particular phrase. Indeed it was said by someone else on some other occasion. But it is such a good thing for anyone to say on any occasion, that it is the highest dramatic art to use it.)

Lincoln (standing up from the table to his full height and speaking as one who looks into the future): Gentlemen, I am prepared to sacrifice any part of this Constitution to save the whole of it, or to sacrifice the whole of it to save any part of it, but what I will not do is to sacrifice all of it to save none of it.

There is a murmur of applause. But at this very moment, a messenger dashes in.

The Messenger: Mr. President, telegraphic news from the seat of war. General Grant has been pushed over the Chickahominy.

Lincoln: Pushed backwards or pushed forwards?

The Messenger: Forwards.

Lincoln (gravely): Gentlemen, the Union is safe.


Humour As I See It

[image: img53.jpg]

IT IS ONLY fair that at the back of this book I should be allowed a few pages to myself to put down some things that I really think.

Until two weeks ago I might have taken my pen in hand to write about humour with the confident air of an acknowledged professional.

But that time is past. Such claim as I had has been taken from me. In fact I stand unmasked. An English reviewer writing in a literary journal, the very name of which is enough to put contradiction to sleep, has said of my writing, “What is there, after all, in Professor Leacock’s humour but a rather ingenious mixture of hyperbole and myosis?”

The man was right. How he stumbled upon this trade secret, I do not know. But I am willing to admit, since the truth is out, that it has long been my custom in preparing an article of a humorous nature to go down to the cellar and mix up half a gallon of myosis with a pint of hyperbole. If I want to give the article a decidedly literary character, I find it well to put in about half a pint of paresis. The whole thing is amazingly simple.

But I only mention this by way of introduction and to dispel any idea that I am conceited enough to write about humour, with the professional authority of Ella Wheeler Wilcox writing about love, or Eva Tanguay talking about dancing.

All that I dare claim is that I have as much sense of humour as other people. And, oddly enough, I notice that everybody else makes this same claim. Any man will admit, if need be, that his sight is not good, or that he cannot swim, or shoots badly with a rifle, but to touch upon his sense of humour is to give him a mortal affront.

“No,” said a friend of mine the other day, “I never go to Grand Opera,” and then he added with an air of pride— “You see, I have absolutely no ear for music.”

“You don’t say so!” I exclaimed.

“None!” he went on. “I can’t tell one tune from another. I don’t know Home Sweet Home from God, Save the King. I can’t tell whether a man is tuning a violin or playing a sonata.”

He seemed to get prouder and prouder over each item of his own deficiency. He ended by saying that he had a dog at his house that had a far better ear for music than he had. As soon as his wife or any visitor started to play the piano the dog always began to howl — plaintively, he said, as if it were hurt. He himself never did this.

When he had finished I made what I thought a harmless comment.

“I suppose,” I said, “that you find your sense of humour deficient in the same way: the two generally go together.”

My friend was livid with rage in a moment.

“Sense of humour!” he said. “My sense of humour! Me without a sense of humour! Why, I suppose I’ve a keener sense of humour than any man, or any two men, in this city!”

From that he turned to bitter personal attack. He said that my sense of humour seemed to have withered altogether.

He left me, still quivering with indignation.

Personally, however, I do not mind making the admission, however damaging it may be, that there are certain forms of so-called humour, or, at least, fun, which I am quite unable to appreciate. Chief among these is that ancient thing called the Practical Joke.

“You never knew McGann, did you?” a friend of mine asked me the other day. When I said, “No, I had never known McGann,” he shook his head with a sigh, and said:

“Ah, you should have known McGann. He had the greatest sense of humour of any man I ever knew — always full of jokes. I remember one night at the boarding house where we were, he stretched a string across the passageway and then rang the dinner bell. One of the boarders broke his leg. We nearly died laughing.”

“Dear me!” I said. “What a humourist! Did he often do things like that?”

“Oh, yes, he was at them all the time. He used to put tar in the tomato soup, and beeswax and tin-tacks on the chairs. He was full of ideas. They seemed to come to him without any trouble.”

McGann, I understand, is dead. I am not sorry for it. Indeed I think that for most of us the time has gone by when we can see the fun of putting tacks on chairs, or thistles in beds, or live snakes in people’s boots.

To me it has always seemed that the very essence of good humour is that it must be without harm and without malice. I admit that there is in all of us a certain vein of the old original demoniacal humour or joy in the misfortune of another which sticks to us like our original sin. It ought not to be funny to see a man, especially a fat and pompous man, slip suddenly on a banana skin. But it is. When a skater on a pond who is describing graceful circles and showing off before the crowd, breaks through the ice and gets a ducking, everybody shouts with joy. To the original savage, the cream of the joke in such cases was found if the man who slipped broke his neck, or the man who went through the ice never came up again. I can imagine a group of prehistoric men standing round the ice-hole where he had disappeared and laughing till their sides split. If there had been such a thing as a prehistoric newspaper, the affair would have been headed up: “Amusing Incident. Unknown Gentleman Breaks Through Ice and Is Drowned.”

But our sense of humour under civilisation has been weakened. Much of the fun of this sort of thing has been lost on us.

Children, however, still retain a large share of this primitive sense of enjoyment.

I remember once watching two little boys making snow-balls at the side of the street and getting ready a little store of them to use. As they worked there came along an old man wearing a silk hat, and belonging by appearance to the class of “jolly old gentlemen.” When he saw the boys his gold spectacles gleamed with kindly enjoyment. He began waving his arms and calling, “Now, then, boys, free shot at me! free shot!” In his gaiety he had, without noticing it, edged himself over the sidewalk on to the street. An express cart collided with him and knocked him over on his back in a heap of snow. He lay there gasping and trying to get the snow off his face and spectacles. The boys gathered up their snow-balls and took a run towards him. “Free shot!” they yelled. “Soak him! Soak him!”

I repeat, however, that for me, as I suppose for most of us, it is a prime condition of humour that it must be without harm or malice, nor should it convey even incidentally any real picture of sorrow or suffering or death. There is a great deal in the humour of Scotland (I admit its general merit) which seems to me, not being a Scotchman, to sin in this respect. Take this familiar story (I quote it as something already known and not for the sake of telling it).

A Scotchman had a sister-in-law — his wife’s sister — with whom he could never agree. He always objected to going anywhere with her, and in spite of his wife’s entreaties always refused to do so. The wife was taken mortally ill and as she lay dying, she whispered, “John, ye’ll drive Janet with you to the funeral, will ye no?” The Scotchman, after an internal struggle, answered, “Margaret, I’ll do it for ye, but it’ll spoil my day.”

Whatever humour there may be in this is lost for me by the actual and vivid picture that it conjures up — the dying wife, the darkened room and the last whispered request.

No doubt the Scotch see things differently. That wonderful people — whom personally I cannot too much admire — always seem to me to prefer adversity to sunshine, to welcome the prospect of a pretty general damnation, and to live with grim cheerfulness within the very shadow of death. Alone among the nations they have converted the devil — under such names as Old Horny — into a familiar acquaintance not without a certain grim charm of his own. No doubt also there enters into their humour something of the original barbaric attitude towards things. For a primitive people who saw death often and at first hand, and for whom the future world was a vivid reality, that could be felt, as it were, in the midnight forest and heard in the roaring storm — for such a people it was no doubt natural to turn the flank of terror by forcing a merry and jovial acquaintance with the unseen world. Such a practice as a wake, and the merrymaking about the corpse, carry us back to the twilight of the world, with the poor savage in his bewildered misery, pretending that his dead still lived. Our funeral with its black trappings and its elaborate ceremonies is the lineal descendant of a merrymaking. Our undertaker is, by evolution, a genial master of ceremonies, keeping things lively at the death-dance. Thus have the ceremonies and the trappings of death been transformed in the course of ages till the forced gaiety is gone, and the black hearse and the gloomy mutes betoken the cold dignity of our despair.

But I fear this article is getting serious. I must apologise.

I was about to say, when I wandered from the point, that there is another form of humour which I am also quite unable to appreciate. This is that particular form of story which may be called, par excellence, the English Anecdote. It always deals with persons of rank and birth, and, except for the exalted nature of the subject itself, is, as far as I can see, absolutely pointless.

This is the kind of thing that I mean.

“His Grace the Fourth Duke of Marlborough was noted for the openhanded hospitality which reigned at Blenheim, the family seat, during his régime. One day on going in to luncheon it was discovered that there were thirty guests present, whereas the table only held covers for twenty-one. ‘Oh, well,’ said the Duke, not a whit abashed, ‘some of us will have to eat standing up.’ Everybody, of course, roared with laughter.”

My only wonder is that they didn’t kill themselves with it. A mere roar doesn’t seem enough to do justice to such a story as this.

The Duke of Wellington has been made the storm-centre of three generations of wit of this sort. In fact the typical Duke of Wellington story had been reduced to a thin skeleton such as this:

“A young subaltern once met the Duke of Wellington coming out of Westminster Abbey. ‘Good morning, your Grace,’ he said, ‘rather a wet morning.’ ‘Yes,’ said the Duke, with a very rigid bow, ‘but it was a damn sight wetter, sir, on the morning of Waterloo.’ The young subaltern, rightly rebuked, hung his head.”

Nor is it only the English who sin in regard to anecdotes.

One can indeed make the sweeping assertion that the telling of stories as a mode of amusing others, ought to be kept within strict limits. Few people realise how extremely difficult it is to tell a story so as to reproduce the real fun of it — to “get it over” as the actors say. The mere “facts” of a story seldom make it funny. It needs the right words, with every word in its proper place. Here and there, perhaps once in a hundred times, a story turns up which needs no telling. The humour of it turns so completely on a sudden twist or incongruity in the dénouement of it that no narrator however clumsy can altogether fumble it.

Take, for example, this well known instance — a story which, in one form or other, everybody has heard.

“George Grossmith, the famous comedian, was once badly run down and went to consult a doctor. It happened that the doctor, though, like everybody else, he had often seen Grossmith on the stage, had never seen him without his make-up and did not know him by sight. He examined his patient, looked at his tongue, felt his pulse and tapped his lungs. Then he shook his head. ‘There’s nothing wrong with you, sir,’ he said, ‘except that you’re run down from overwork and worry. You need rest and amusement. Take a night off and go and see George Grossmith at the Savoy.’

“ ’Thank you,’ said the patient, ‘I am George Grossmith.’ ”

Let the reader please observe that I have purposely told this story all wrongly, just as wrongly as could be, and yet there is something left of it. Will the reader kindly look back to the beginning of it and see for himself just how it ought to be narrated and what obvious error has been made. If he has any particle of the artist in his make-up, he will see at once that the story ought to begin:

“One day a very haggard and nervous-looking patient called at the office of a fashionable doctor, etc., etc.”

In other words, the chief point of the joke lies in keeping it concealed till the moment when the patient says, “Thank you, I am George Grossmith.” But the story is such a good one that it cannot be completely spoiled even when told wrongly. This particular anecdote has been variously told of George Grossmith, Coquelin, Joe Jefferson, John Hare, Cyril Maude, and about sixty others. And I have noticed that there is a certain type of man who, on hearing this story about Grossmith, immediately tells it all back again, putting in the name of somebody else, and goes into new fits of laughter over it, as if the change of name made it brand new.

But few people, I repeat, realise the difficulty of reproducing a humorous or comic effect in its original spirit.

“I saw Harry Lauder last night,” said Griggs, a Stock-Exchange friend of mine, as we walked up town together the other day. “He came onto the stage in kilts” (here Griggs started to chuckle) “and he had a slate under his arm” (here Griggs began to laugh quite heartily), “and he said, ‘I always like to carry a slate with me’ (of course he said it in Scotch, but I can’t do the Scotch the way he does it) ‘just in case there might be any figures I’d be wanting to put down’ ” (by this time Griggs was almost suffocated with laughter)— “and he took a little bit of chalk out of his pocket, and he said” (Griggs was now almost hysterical), “ ’I like to carry a wee bit chalk along because I find the slate is’ ” (Griggs was now faint with laughter), “ ’the slate is — is — not much good without the chalk.’ ”

Griggs had to stop, with his hand to his side and lean against a lamp post. “I can’t, of course, do the Scotch the way Harry Lauder does it,” he repeated.

Exactly. He couldn’t do the Scotch and he couldn’t do the rich mellow voice of Mr. Lauder and the face beaming with merriment, and the spectacles glittering with amusement, and he couldn’t do the slate, nor the “wee bit chalk” — in fact he couldn’t do any of it. He ought merely to have said, “Harry Lauder,” and leaned up against a post and laughed till he had got over it.

Yet in spite of everything, people insist on spoiling conversation by telling stories. I know nothing more dreadful at a dinner table than one of these amateur raconteurs — except perhaps, two of them. After about three stories have been told, there falls on the dinner table an uncomfortable silence, in which everybody is aware that everybody else is trying hard to think of another story, and is failing to find it. There is no peace in the gathering again till some man of firm and quiet mind turns to his neighbour and says— “But after all there is no doubt that whether we like it or not prohibition is coming.” Then everybody in his heart says, Thank Heaven! and the whole tableful are happy and contented again, till one of the story tellers “thinks of another,” and breaks loose.

Worst of all perhaps is the modest story teller who is haunted by the idea that one has heard his story before. He attacks you after this fashion:

“I heard a very good story the other day on the steamer going to Bermuda” — then he pauses with a certain doubt in his face— “but perhaps you’ve heard this?”

“No, no, I’ve never been to Bermuda. Go ahead.”

“Well, this is a story that they tell about a man who went down to Bermuda one winter to get cured of rheumatism — but you’ve heard this?”

“No, no.”

“Well, he had rheumatism pretty bad and he went to Bermuda to get cured of it. And so when he went into the hotel he said to the clerk at the desk — but, perhaps you know this.”

“No, no, go right ahead.”

“Well, he said to the clerk I want a room that looks out over the sea — but perhaps—”

Now the sensible thing to do is to stop the narrator right at this point. Say to him quietly and firmly, “Yes, I have heard that story. I always liked it ever since it came out in Titbits in 1878, and I read it every time I see it. Go on and tell it to me and I’ll sit back with my eyes closed and enjoy it.”

No doubt the story-telling habit owes much to the fact that ordinary people, quite unconsciously, rate humour very low: I mean, they underestimate the difficulty of “making humour.” It would never occur to them that the thing is hard, meritorious and dignified. Because the result is gay and light, they think the process must be. Few people would realise that it is much harder to write one of Owen Seaman’s “funny” poems in Punch than to write one of the Archbishop of Canterbury’s sermons. Mark Twain’s Huckleberry Finn is a greater work than Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason, and Charles Dickens’ creation of Mr. Pickwick did more for the elevation of the human race — I say it in all seriousness — than Cardinal Newman’s Lead, Kindly Light, Amid the Encircling Gloom. Newman only cried out for light in the gloom of a sad world. Dickens gave it.

But the deep background that lies behind and beyond what we call humour is revealed only to the few who, by instinct or by effort, have given thought to it. The world’s humour, in its best and greatest sense, is perhaps the highest product of our civilisation. One thinks here not of the mere spasmodic effects of the comic artist or the blackface expert of the vaudeville show, but of the really great humour which, once or twice in a generation at best, illuminates and elevates our literature. It is no longer dependent upon the mere trick and quibble of words, or the odd and meaningless incongruities in things that strike us as “funny.” Its basis lies in the deeper contrasts offered by life itself: the strange incongruity between our aspiration and our achievement, the eager and fretful anxieties of to-day that fade into nothingness to-morrow, the burning pain and the sharp sorrow that are softened in the gentle retrospect of time, till as we look back upon the course that has been traversed we pass in view the panorama of our lives, as people in old age may recall, with mingled tears and smiles, the angry quarrels of their childhood. And here, in its larger aspect, humour is blended with pathos till the two are one, and represent, as they have in every age, the mingled heritage of tears and laughter that is our lot on earth.


L’Envoi. The Faded Actor
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I CAN CALL him to my mind as I have seen him burlesqued and parodied a hundred times — The Faded Actor. There he stands in his bell-shaped coat drawn at the waist and ample in the skirt. The battered hat that he handles in his elaborate gestures, and holds against his heart as he bows, is but the wreck of a hat that was. His faded trousers are tight upon his leg, drawn downwards with a strap, and carrying some lingering suggestion of the days of Beau Brummel and George the Fourth. His ample buttons are pierced out with string. His frilled cuffs are ostentatious in their raggedness.

From top to toe his creators have made a guy of him, a mean parody of forgotten graces. When he speaks his voice is raucous and rotund. There is something of Shakespeare in it, and something of gin. His face is a blossom that has bloomed overmuch. His feet move in long shoes, fitless, and so worn that he slides noiselessly across the stage. Beneath his arm, as if to complete the pathos of his figure, is the rolled up manuscript of the play that he has composed and that the managers, shame be to them, refuse to produce.

In a thousand plays and parodies you shall see this figure of the Faded Actor, a stock abject of undying ridicule. It is a signal for our laughter when he takes a drink, fawning to get it and swallowing it as if into a funnel; it is a signal for our laughter when he cadges for a coin, the smallest not coming amiss; when he arranges with elaborate care upon his uplifted wrist the ruins of his cuff; and most of all when he draws forth from beneath his arm his manuscript and stands forth to read what none will hear except in mockery, with his poor self carried away unconscious with the art of it.

Mark him now as he strikes his attitude to read. Hear the full voice, deep and resonant for all the gin that is in it. No parody can quite remove the majesty of that, nor the grace that has once lived in those queer gestures. Let us temper our laughter, as we look upon him, with something kindlier than mockery, something nearer to respect; for in the Faded Actor with his strange twists and graces, his futile manuscript, his blighted hopes, his unredeemed ambitions, we are looking upon all that is best in the great traditions of the stage. That thick deep voice — comic now, but once revered — that is the surviving tradition of the Elizabethan tragedy, declaimed as a Shakespeare or a Marlowe would have had it. That sliding step so funny to our eye, is all that lingers of the dainty grace of the eighteenth century when dance and stage were one; or that dragging limp with which the poor Faded Actor crosses the stage — he does not know it, but that has come to him from Garrick; or see that long gesticulation of the hand revealing the bare wrist below the cuff; there was a time when such gesticulation was the admired model of a Fox or a Sheridan, and held, even at second hand, the admiration of a senate.

Nay more, there is a thing in the soul of the Faded Actor that all may envy who in this life are busied with the æsthetic arts. For after all what does he want, poor battered guy, with his queer gestures and his outlandish graces? Money? Not he. He has never had, nor ever dreamed of it. A coin here, and there, enough to buy a dram of gin or some broad cheap writing paper on which to enscribe his thoughts — that much he asks; but beyond that his ambition never goes, for it travels elsewhere and by another road. His soul at least is pure of the taint that is smeared across the arts by the money rewards of a commercial age. He lived too soon to hear of the millions a year that crown success and kill out genius; that substitute publicity for fame; that tempt a man to do the work that pays and neglect the promptings of his soul, and that turn the field of the arts into one great glare of notoriety and noise. Not so worked and lived a Shakespeare or a Michael Angelo; and the Faded Actor descends directly from them. Art for Art’s sake, is his whole creed, unconscious though it be. Someone to listen to his lines, an audience though only in a barn or beside the hedge row, a certain mead of praise that is the breath of art and the inspiration of effort; this he asks and no more. A yacht, a limousine, a palace beside the sea — of these things the Faded Actor has never heard. A shelter in someone else’s premises, enough gin to keep his voice as mellow as Shakespeare would have wished it, and with that, permission to recite his lines, and to stand forth in his poor easy fancy as a King of Carthage, or a Sultan of Morocco. Such is the end and aim of his ambition. But out of such forms of ambition has been built up all that is best in art.

To him, therefore, I dedicate this book. He will never read it, and I easily forgive him that. His brain has long since acquired a delicacy of adjustment that renders reading a superfluity. But I make the dedication all the same as a humble tribute to those high principles of art which are embodied in the Faded Actor.

THE END


The Dry Pickwick
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ENGLAND’S GREATEST WRITER ADAPTED TO AMERICA’S GREATEST LEGISLATION
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INTRODUCTION
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THE DEMAND FROM the American colleges for a revision of the works of Charles Dickens has now become so insistent that something must be done. “How can we put before the eyes of our literature classes,” writes the president of the Mush Academy, “such scenes as those of the Maypole Inn, or the taproom of the Ipswich White Horse?” “Our girls,” writes Professor Lydia Leftover, “are tough enough already. If they start to read the drinking episodes of the Pickwick Papers, we can’t hold them.” “We must have legislation in this matter,” declares a well-known Senator from a Middle West State. “Our people are accustomed to lean on legislation. They can’t progress without it. What we need is a State law to declare that Charles Dickens is not funny.”

“But would it not be the more moderate and sensible course,” so writes to me the president of a New England college, “if we could obtain a revised edition of the works of Charles Dickens, so made as to retain all the charm of character and humour and to leave out those features of social life not in harmony with our environment?”

Exactly. But can it be done? Let us take some of the most famous and typical episodes of the Dickens books and imagine them undergoing such a revision.

All the world knows, at first hand or at second or third, the Pickwick Papers. All the world has read or heard of such unforgettable episodes as the Christmas visit of Mr. Pickwick and his friends to the hospitable Manor Farm of Mr. Wardle of Dingley Dell. What would revision leave of such a page of life?

Let us recall it as Dickens wrote it.

Here is the rubicund and jovial Mr. Pickwick, together with his inimitable and immortal friends, setting out by coach to visit Dingley Dell. We recall the starting of the coach from the inn yard, the vast hampers with mysterious bottles clinking within them; the cracking of the whips of the merry postillions; the pauses by the way for a change of horses at the wayside inns where Mr. Pickwick and his friends descend from their perch to visit the bar. Here a rosy landlord behind the long mahogany dispenses sundry smoking punches and hot drinks redolent of gin and lemons. We recall the arrival at Dingley Dell with jolly old Wardle merrily greeting his friends; more punches: festivities within doors and festivities without; hot toddies, hot negus, sugar, lemons and spices — the very atmosphere of the West Indies wafted on the Christmas air of England; skating on the ice; whist, cards, and round games in the drawing-room; huge dinners and substantial suppers; the consumption of oysters by the barrel and spiced beef by the hundredweight; and through it all the soft aroma of hot punch, mulled ale, warmed claret and smoking gin and lemons; till at the end the merriment fades into somnolence and Mr. Pickwick and his friends sink into innocent slumber having broken enough laws — if the scene were in America — to have sent them all to the penitentiary for life.

Can such pictures be revised? We dare not read them as they stand. They would corrupt the young. Let us see what revision can do.

 

So here follows: — 


THE REVISED OR DRY PICKWICK
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THE EVENING WAS that of the twenty-fourth of December. Mr. Pickwick had retired early to his room in the inn and had betaken himself and his night-cap early to bed, in anticipation of an early start for Dingley Dell by the coach of the morrow. Mr. Pickwick, we say, had retired early to bed, and reclined well propped up with the pillows with a bedside book open on the coverlet before him as a scarcely necessary aid in the summons of slumber. Mr. Pickwick’s night-cap, in the corporeal or, so to speak, the flannel, sense was upon his head, while his night-cap in the metaphorical sense, stood beside the bed upon the settee in the form of a tall glass of smoking toddy, from which the great man punctuated his reading from time to time with little sips. If we had looked sideways over Mr. Pickwick’s shoulder at the book before him, we could have read its title as “The Eighteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States, together with the federal and state legislation for the enforcement thereof.” We would have observed, moreover, that as the great man read further and further into the volume before him his usual genial face took on a serious air which almost deepened into an expression of indignation. We should have heard Mr. Pickwick from time to time give vent to such expressions as “Most extraordinary!” “Not to be tolerated,” and various other ejaculations of surprise, indignation and protest. Nay, we should have noted that the repeated sips taken by Mr. Pickwick from the tall flagon of punch became more and more frequent and accentuated, as if assuming the form of a personal assertion of independence against an unwarranted intrusion upon the liberty of a Briton. Indeed we should have finally noted that nothing but the emptying of the flagon and the simultaneous expiration of Mr. Pickwick’s candle as if blushing for shame to have illuminated such a page, put an end to Mr. Pickwick’s reading. Indeed we may well imagine that the brain of that august gentleman, usually so well poised as to admit of a dreamless slumber, may for once have been carried into a dreamland, haunted with the uncomfortable visions called up by what he had read. Mr. Pickwick indeed slept, but —— 

 

“Better get up,” growled a voice at Mr. Pickwick’s ear before he seemed to have slept at all; “only ten minutes to coach time.”

If that was the voice of Tracy Tupman, Mr. Pickwick’s friend and contemporary, it was greatly changed; a surly voice with no good fellowship left in it; a mean voice — reflected Mr. Pickwick, as he sadly pulled on his clothes in the chill of a winter dawn — not like Tupman’s at all. No suggestion of a morning draught of gin and bitters, or of something that might warm the system and set it all a-tune for Christmas Day! Not even a “Merry Christmas,” thought Mr. Pickwick, as he dressed and descended to the yard where the coach stood in readiness. Mr. Pickwick’s friends were already gathered. They looked blue in the jowl and mournful in the chops; a sour-looking hostler half awake fussed about beside the horses.

“Don’t tip him,” whispered Mr. Snodgrass to Mr. Tupman.

“Tip him!” replied Tupman; “a mean, disobliging fellow like that; not a farthing.”

“Don’t tip the postboys either,” added Snodgrass.

“Certainly not,” said Tupman; “such a couple of lubberly stupid fellows I never saw in my life.”

Mr. Winkle, the fourth of the party, approached Mr. Tupman. “Have you got the hooch?” he asked in a half-voice.

“For God’s sake, Winkle, not so loud,” said Snodgrass. “You can’t tell who is hearing. I’m told they’ve got spotters now in all these yards. You’re never safe.”

With a sigh Mr. Pickwick ascended to the roof of the coach. “I never realized before,” he reflected, “what dirty smelly things these coaches are, intolerable.”

There were several other passengers on the Muggleton coach that morning. It had been Mr. Pickwick’s agreeable custom, hitherto, to invite conversation with his fellow-passengers, in whom he was accustomed to find a mine of interest and information. But the passengers of this morning — silent, muffled and mournful, their noses red with the cold, their hearts heavy with depression — inspired no such invitation to social intercourse. Mr. Pickwick left them alone. “They are a pack of bums,” he murmured, unconsciously making use of a word not known until fifty years after his own demise, “not worth talking to.” And then, as it were, suddenly taken with surprise at his own lack of urbanity: “I wish, Winkle,” he said behind his hand, “I wish I could get a gin and bitters.”

“Shut up!” said Mr. Winkle.

 

Mr. Pickwick looked down from the coach roof at a mournful-looking man who was helping to adjust the luggage into the boot. “Is everything there all right, Sam?” he inquired.

“Eh, what?” replied the man in a surly tone. “I guess it is. Get down yourself and see, if you doubt it.”

“Surly fellow,” murmured Mr. Pickwick to Mr. Tupman, and he added with a sigh, “How I ever could have thought that fellow Sam Weller obliging and amusing, passes my belief.”

“Why not get rid of him?” said Mr. Tupman in the same cautious whisper.

“Can’t,” said Mr. Pickwick, emphatically, “he belongs to the union.”

 

At length, with no more delay than coaches usually take in starting at such a season of the year, the coach with a fierce cracking of the whips and with sundry snarls from the postboys was off upon its way. “Mean, nasty weather,” muttered Mr. Snodgrass, shivering into the collar of his overcoat.

“What you can expect,” rejoined Mr. Winkle in a tone of equal complaint, “at this time of the year. It’s, let me see, the twenty-fifth of December: always rotten weather then.”

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Pickwick, “Christmas!” and he repeated as if lingering on the sound of a remembered melody, “Christmas!”

“What’s that?” said Mr. Tupman.

“Nothing,” said Mr. Pickwick.

 

It would be too painful to trace the slow progress of the coach along miry roads, down muddy lanes with ragged snow in the hedgerows and past gaunt trees shivering in the winter gloom. There was no gleam of sunlight. A chill east wind flaked with sleet, blew in the faces of the travellers, while the sky darkened almost to the point of night. Conversation survived only in a few muttered imprecations at the weather, couched rather in the form of profane soliloquy than in that of mutual intercourse. Even the heart of the noble Mr. Pickwick sank within him. “I wish I had a drink,” he murmured from time to time. “Winkle, don’t you think we might take a sip out of the bottle?”

“Too dangerous,” replied Mr. Winkle with a guarded look at the other passengers. “One of those men,” he whispered behind his hand, “is evidently a clergyman. You can’t trust him. But wait awhile,” he added. “There’s an inn a little farther on, the Blue Boar. We can get in there and take a drink.”

“Ah, yes,” murmured Mr. Pickwick, “the Blue Boar!” and at the very name of that comfortable hostelry such a flood of recollections poured into his mind — memories of blazing fires and smoking viands, of hot punches and warm brandies, that for a moment the countenance of the great man resumed its usual aspect of serene good nature. “The Blue Boar,” he kept repeating to himself, “the Blue Boar,” and with his hat, face and spectacles well drawn within the folds of his collar and muffler, Mr. Pickwick was able, in spite of all discomforts, to relapse into something like a doze, in which no doubt his mind passed once more in review those pleasant scenes and episodes which had made his name famous throughout the civilized world.

 

“Get down here for awhile if you want to. We’re changing horses.” It was the voice of the guard which had rudely broken in on the somnolence of Mr. Pickwick.

He sat forward with a start. “Where are we?” he murmured, looking through the sleet at a large building, its main door boarded up, its windows for the most part shuttered and the swinging sign in front of it painted over with white-wash. “Where are we?”

“The Blue Boar, coach-stop number six,” said the guard. “Get down if you like. You have four minutes.”

Mr. Pickwick looked in silent dismay at what had once been the spacious and hospitable hostelry of the Blue Boar. Where now was the genial landlord of the bygone days, and where the buxom landlady, bustling about the inn, with a swarm of pretty chambermaids busy at her bidding, with serving-men stirring up huge fires, dinners on vast trays moving to private dining-rooms, with activity, happiness, merriment everywhere, whither had it fled? This gloomy shuttered building with makeshift stables at the back, the bar boarded up, the licence painted out, the chimneys almost smokeless! Mr. Pickwick sat motionless, scarce able to credit the transformation of the world he had once known.

“Get down, Pickwick, if you’re coming,” called Tupman from the ground, and accompanied his words with sundry taps at his side-pockets and with sundry rapid and furtive gestures, apparently indicative of the general idea of drink. “We may be able to get in,” continued Tupman, when Mr. Pickwick had made his way to the ground, “and we can perhaps get glasses and some soda water inside.”

The Pickwickians gathered in a little group in front of the closed-up door of the inn. They stood huddled together, their backs against the driving snow, while Mr. Pickwick, as became the senior and the leader of the party, delivered with the head of his cane a series of firm, dignified and expressive knocks at the closed door. There was no response. “Knock again,” said Mr. Winkle. “I understand that the landlady still lives here; if she once recognizes us she’ll let us in in a moment.”

Mr. Pickwick again delivered a series of firm raps upon the door in which the authority of command was delicately blended with plaintiveness of appeal. This time the response was not long in coming. An upper casement banged open. A fierce-looking virago, a shawl thrown about her head, leaned out of the window. “If you loafers don’t beat it out of there in five seconds,” she shouted, “I’ll put the sheriff after you.”

“My dear madam,” began Mr. Pickwick in mild expostulation.

“You madam me, and I’ll have you in the jug. You beat it,” cried the woman, and the window shut with a slam.

Aghast at what he heard, albeit couched in language he could not understand, Mr. Pickwick turned to his followers. “Can that be the same woman?” he asked.

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Tupman.

“Certainly not,” repeated Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle.

Yet they all knew that it was.

“It seems to me,” said Mr. Snodgrass, whose mild poetic disposition was ever disposed to make the best of anything, “that if we went around out of sight behind the stable we might take a drink out of the bottle. That’s better than nothing.”

In accordance with this excellent advice, the four Pickwickians, with much dodging and manœuvring, retreated into a hidden angle behind the stable fence. Here Mr. Winkle produced from the pocket of his greatcoat a bottle — alas! only a pint bottle — of a beverage which had already been referred to as hooch. “There’s no glass,” he said mournfully.

“That doesn’t matter,” said Tupman.

“ — and no soda or water.”

“It’s of no consequence,” said Mr. Pickwick majestically; “drink it as it is. You, Winkle, drink first — I insist — you bought it.”

“I think it’s all right,” said Mr. Winkle, a little dubiously. “I got it from a chemist in the Strand. He said it was all right. Try it yourself.”

“Drink first,” repeated Mr. Pickwick sternly.

Thus adjured and with his eyes upon that Heaven to which he looked for protection Mr. Nathaniel Winkle took a long pull at the bottle, and then removed it from his lips with a deep “Ah!” of satisfaction. “It’s all right,” he said.

The bottle passed from lip to lip. The four Pickwickians under its genial influence regained in some measure their wonted cheerfulness. Mr. Tupman straightened up his coat collar and his shirt and adjusted his hat at a more becoming angle. Mr. Pickwick beamed upon his companions with a kindly eye.

But, alas! their little glow of happiness was as brief as it was welcome. One drink and one half-drink, even with the most honourable division done with the greatest sacrifice of self, exhausted the little bottle. In vain it was tilted to an angle of ninety degrees to the horizon. The little bottle was empty. Mr. Pickwick gazed sadly at his followers, while a gust of wind and snow that rounded the corner of their little shelter, recalled them to an inclement world.

Mr. Pickwick rebuttoned his coat about his neck. “Come,” he said, “let us get back to the coach. But I wish we had kept a drink for Wardle. Too bad.”

“Too bad,” re-echoed Mr. Tupman, buttoning up his coat.

“Too bad,” echoed again Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle, buttoning up their coats.

Indeed the Pickwickians were just about to retrace their steps to the coach, filled with humanitarian sympathy for the fate of Mr. Wardle, when there occurred one of those peculiar intrusions of fate into human affairs such as can only be attributed to a direct intervention of Providence.

 

Round the corner of the stable wall there approached with sidelong steps and a stealthy backward glance, an individual whom even the charitable mind of Mr. Pickwick could only classify as obviously one of the criminal class. The shabby habiliments, the tight scarf about the neck, the cap close down over the cropped head combined with the saturnine cast of an ill-shaven face and sunken eye to suggest an atmosphere of malevolence and crime.

“I seen yous,” snarled this ill-omened individual— “I seen yous take that drink.”

Mr. Winkle, as one acknowledged to be the most martial and combative of the Pickwickians, assumed an air of indignation and stepped forwards towards the newcomer as if fully prepared to take him by the scruff of the neck and hurl him over the adjacent fence. “See here, fellow,” he began in a tone of mingled anger and contempt.

The “fellow” backed towards the fence. “Cut out that high hat stuff,” he sneered, and as he spoke he drew from his pocket an object which even the inexperienced eyes of Mr. Winkle surmised to be a weapon of a mortal character. None of the Pickwickians, indeed, could from any freak of supernatural forecast have ever seen an automatic pistol, but there was something in the menacing clutch with which the villainous-looking scoundrel held the weapon which seemed to warn them of its power. Mr. Winkle’s naturally pale face grew a trifle paler, while even Mr. Pickwick put up one hand as if to screen himself from an imaginary stream of bullets. “My dear sir,” he protested.

The man put his weapon back in his pocket.

“I didn’t come for no scrap,” he said. “I seen yous take the drink and I seen yous finish the bottle. Now, then, do you want to buy some more? I’ve got it right here. How about it?”

“Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick in a tone of enlightenment and relief, “more liquor. You have some to sell? By all means, what is it — brandy?”

“It’s the real thing,” said the man, pulling out a long black bottle from an inside pocket of his shabby coat. “You don’t get stuff like that every day.”

He held the bottle up in the dim daylight. It bore no label; the bottle itself looked greasy and no gleam of sunshine was reflected back from its contents.

“What is it?” again asked Mr. Pickwick.

“The real thing,” repeated the man fiercely. “Didn’t I tell you it was the real stuff?”

“And how much,” asked Mr. Winkle, whose martial air had entirely evaporated, “do you ask for it?”

“For you gents,” said the ragged man, “I’ll make the price at five sovereigns!”

“Five sovereigns!” gasped all the Pickwickians.

“Five sovereigns,” replied the man, “and you’d better hand it over quick or I’ll report to the coachguard what I seen here, and you’ll learn what the law is, if you don’t know it already.”

“Give it to him, Tupman,” said Mr. Pickwick, “give it to him.” It was characteristic of that great and magnanimous man, that the aspect of anger and quarrelling was overwhelmingly distasteful to him. Financial loss was easier to bear than a breach of those relations of goodwill and concord which alone hold humanity together.

Mr. Tupman, as the treasurer of the party, counted five golden sovereigns into the hands of the ragged man. The black bottle was duly transferred to a capacious pocket of Mr. Pickwick’s coat. The ragged man with a surly attempt at civility, based on the possibility of future business, took his departure.

“We might try a sip of it,” said Winkle suggestively.

“Let it be understood,” said Mr. Pickwick, “that there is to be no further mention of this bottle, until I myself produce it at the right time and place for the entertainment of our dear friend Wardle.”

 

With this understanding the four companions betook themselves sadly back to the coach, and were hustled up to the roof by the guard already impatient at their long delay. There they resumed their melancholy journey, the wet sleet and the drizzling rain alternately in their faces. The long day wore its gradual length away as the four Pickwickians were dragged over muddy roads, past mournful fields and leafless woods across the face of what had once been Merry England. Not till the daylight had almost faded did they find themselves, on reaching a turn in the road, in the familiar neighbourhood of the Manor Farm of Dingley Dell.

“There’s Wardle,” cried Mr. Pickwick, waking up to a new alacrity and making sundry attempts at waving signals with an umbrella. “There’s Wardle, waiting at the corner of the road.”

There, right enough, was the good old gentleman, his stout figure unmistakable, waiting at the corner of the road. Close by was a one-horse cart, evidently designed for the luggage, beside which stood a tall thin boy, whose elongated figure seemed to Mr. Pickwick at once extremely strange and singularly familiar.

“You’re late,” said Mr. Wardle in a slightly testy tone. “I’ve waited at this infernal corner the best part of an hour. What sort of journey did you have?”

“Abominable,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Always that way at this infernal time of the year,” said Wardle. “Here, Joe, make haste with that luggage. Drive it on in the cart. We’ll walk up.”

“Joe!” repeated Mr. Pickwick with a glance of renewed wonder and partial recognition at the tall thin boy whose long legs seemed to have left his scanty trousers and his inadequate stockings far behind in their growth. “Is that Joe? Why, Joe was — —”

“Was the ‘Fat Boy,’ ” interrupted Wardle, “exactly so. But when I had to cut his beer off he began to grow. Look at him!”

“Does he still sleep as much as ever?” asked Mr. Tupman.

“Never!” said Mr. Wardle.

The cart having set off at a jog-trot for the Manor Farm the five gentlemen, after sundry adjustments of mufflers, gaiters and gloves, disposed themselves to follow.

“And how are you, Wardle?” asked Mr. Pickwick as they fell in side by side.

“Not so well,” said Mr. Wardle.

“Too bad,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“I find I don’t digest as well as I used to.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Pickwick, who has passed more than half a century of life without being aware that he digested at all, and without connecting that interesting process with the anatomy of Wardle or of any other of his friends.

“No,” continued Wardle, “I find that I have to keep away from starch. Proteids are all right for me, but I find that nitrogenous foods in small quantities are about all that I can take. You don’t suffer from inflation at all, do you?”

“Good Lord, no!” said Mr. Pickwick. He had no more idea of what inflation was than of the meaning of nitrogenous food. But the idea of itself was enough to make him aghast.

They walked along for some time in silence.

Presently Mr. Wardle spoke again.

“I think that the lining of my œsophagus must be punctured here and there,” he said.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“Either that or some sort of irritation in the alimentary canal. Ever have it?”

“My dear sir!” said Mr. Pickwick.

“It’s this damn bootleg stuff,” said Mr. Wardle.

Mr. Pickwick turned as he walked to take a closer look at his old and valued friend, whose whole manner and person seemed, as it were, transformed. He scrutinized closely the legs of Mr. Wardle’s boots, but was unable to see in those stout habiliments any suggested cause for the obvious alteration of mind and body which his friend had undergone. But when he raised his eyes from Wardle’s boots to Wardle’s face, he realized that the change was great. The jolly rubicund features had faded to a dull, almost yellow complexion. There were pouches beneath the eyes and heavy lines in the once smooth cheeks.

 

Musing thus on the obvious and distressing changes in his old friend, Mr. Pickwick found himself arriving once more in sight of the Manor Farm, a prospect which even on such a gloomy day filled him with pleasant reminiscences. The house at any rate had not changed. Here was still the same warm red brick, the many gables and the smoking chimneys of that hospitable home. Around and beside it were the clustering evergreens and the tall elm trees which had witnessed the marksmanship of Mr. Winkle in the slaughter of rooks. Mr. Pickwick breathed a sigh of satisfaction at the familiar and pleasant prospect. Yet even here, in a nearer view, he could not but feel as if something of the charm of past years had vanished. The whole place seemed smaller, the house on a less generous scale, the grounds far more limited, and even the spruce trees fewer and the elms less venerable than at his previous visit.

In fact Dingley Dell seemed somehow oddly shrunken from what it had been. But Mr. Pickwick, who contained within himself like all great intellects the attitude of the philosopher, resolutely put aside this feeling, as one always familiar in visits paid to scenes of former happiness.

Here at least as he entered the good old house was the same warm and hearty welcome as of yore. The old lady, Mr. Wardle’s mother, her deafness entirely laid aside, greeted Mr. Pickwick and his younger companions with affectionate recognition: while the charming Emily Wardle and the dashing Arabella Allen appeared in a bevy of pretty girls for the especial welcome and the complete distraction of the susceptible hearts of Messrs. Snodgrass and Winkle. Here too, as essential members of the Christmas party, were the two young medical students, those queer combinations of rowdiness and good-humour, Mr. Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen, the brother of the fair Arabella.

Mr. Wardle, also, as he re-entered his home and assumed his duties as host, seemed to recover in great measure his genial good nature and high spirits.

“Now, then, mother,” he exclaimed, “our friends I am sure are thirsty; before they go to their rooms let us see what we can offer them in the way of wine. Joe — where’s that boy? — a couple of bottles of the red wine, the third bin in the cellar, and be smart about it.” The tall thin boy, whom the very word “wine” seemed to galvanize out of his mournful passivity into something like energy, vanished in the direction of the cellar, while Mr. Pickwick and his companions laid aside their outer wraps and felt themselves suddenly invaded with a glow of good-fellowship at the mere prospect of a “drink.” Such is the magic of anticipation that the Pickwickians already felt their hearts warm and their pulses tingle at the very word.

“Now then,” said the hospitable Wardle, “bustle about, girls — glasses — a corkscrew — that’s right — ah, here’s Joe. Set it on the sideboard, Joe.”

The cork of the first bottle came out with a “pop” that would have done credit to the oldest vintage of the Rhine, and Mr. Wardle proceeded to fill the trayful of glasses with the rich red liquid.

“What is it?” asked Mr. Pickwick, beaming through his spectacles at the fluid through which the light of the blazing fire upon the hearth reflected an iridescent crimson. “What is it — Madeira?”

“No,” said Mr. Wardle, “it’s a wine that we made here at home.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick. Volumes could not have said more.

“It’s made,” continued the hospitable old gentleman, passing round the glasses as he talked, “from cranberries. I don’t know whether one would exactly call it a claret — —”

“No,” said Mr. Pickwick, as he sipped the wine— “hardly a claret.”

“No,” said Wardle, “a little more of a Burgundy taste — —”

“Yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, “a little more of a Burgundy taste.”

“Drink it,” said Mr. Wardle.

“I am,” said Mr. Pickwick, “but I like to sip it rather slowly, to get the full pleasure of it.”

“You like it?” said Mr. Wardle eagerly.

“It is excellent,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Then let me fill up your glass again,” said Wardle. “Come along, there’s lots more in the cellar. Here, Winkle, Tupman, your glasses.”

There was no gainsaying Mr. Wardle’s manner. It had in it something of a challenge, which forbade the Pickwickians from expressing their private thoughts, if they had any, on the merits of Mr. Wardle’s wine. Even Mr. Pickwick himself found the situation difficult. “I think, perhaps,” he said as he stood with a second bumper of wine untasted in his hand, “I will carry this up to my room and have the pleasure of drinking it as I dress for dinner.” Which no doubt he did, for at any rate the empty glass was found in due course in Mr. Pickwick’s bedroom. But whether or not certain splashes of red in the snow beneath Mr. Pickwick’s bedroom window may have been connected with the emptiness of the glass we are not at liberty to say.

 

Now just as the gentlemen were about to vanish upstairs to prepare for dinner the sprightly Emily pulled Mr. Winkle aside. “Wait till the old guys are out of the way,” she whispered. “Arabella’s got a flask of real old tanglefoot, and Bob Sawyer and Mr. Allen are going to make cocktails. Come into our room and have some.”

“God bless my soul,” murmured Mr. Winkle.

 

The assemblage of the party for dinner found much the same group gathered at the Manor Farm as on the occasion of Mr. Pickwick’s previous visit. Here among the first was the elderly clergyman whose charming poetic talent had afforded such pleasure to the company.

“I am glad to see you,” said Mr. Pickwick heartily. “I trust, sir, I see you well.”

“Not altogether,” said the old man. “I am well enough except when it’s humid, but I find that after a certain saturation of the air, it affects me at once.”

“Indeed,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“I imagine,” continued the clergyman, “that it’s my sebaceous glands? Don’t you think so?”

“Possibly so,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Though it may be merely some form of subcutaneous irritation — —”

“Quite likely,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“You see,” continued the old gentleman, “it’s always possible that there’s some kind of duodenal perforation — —”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

The fortunate entry of Mr. Wardle with a trayful of cocktails carried aloft by the Thin Boy interrupted this ultra-medical conversation.

“These cocktails,” proclaimed Mr. Wardle in the same tone of irritation and challenge with which he had passed the wine, “you may rely upon absolutely. There is no bootlegged stuff used in them.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling, “and what is the principal ingredient?”

“Harness oil,” said Mr. Wardle. “They were made here in the house by my old mother herself. Mother, your health!”

“Your health, madam,” echoed all the company, while the guests with a resolution worthy of the sturdy race from which they sprang, drained the glasses with the unflinching courage of the Briton.

 

It would be as tedious as it would be needless to trace in detail the slow progress of the meal which followed. The oil cocktails indeed induced a temporary and hectic rise in spirits which lasted through the first of the many courses of that interminable meal. But the fires, thus falsely raised, died easily down.

Mr. Pickwick found himself seated between the old lady, who entertained him with a sustained account of her rheumatism, and the ancient clergyman, who apparently found his sole intellectual diversion in the discussion of his glands.

Nor is it necessary to relate in detail the drear passage of the long evening in the drawing-room which followed upon the long dinner in the dining-room. Mr. Pickwick found himself at the card table, with his friend Mr. Tupman as his opponent and two elderly, angular and silent spinsters as their partners. Here Mr. Pickwick slowly passed from dryness to desiccation; from desiccation to utter aridity such that the sand in the desert of Sahara was moistness itself in comparison. More than once he almost broke his fixed resolutions and dashed off to his room to fetch down the bottle of the “real old stuff” which lay in the pocket of his greatcoat. But his firm resolve to share it with his host and to produce it as the final triumph of the evening kept him from so doing. His sufferings were all the more intense in that some instinct warned him that there was, as it were, “something doing” among the younger people to which he was not a party. There were frequent absences from the card-room on the part of Winkle and Snodgrass and the two young medicos, closely coincident with similar absences of the lovely Emily and the dashing Arabella — absences from which the young people returned with laughing faces and sparkling eyes — in short, Mr. Pickwick had that exasperating feeling that somebody somewhere was getting a drink and that he was not in on it. Only those who have felt this — and their numbers are many — can measure the full meaning of it.

 

The evening, however, like all things human, drew at length to its close. And as the guests rose from the card tables Mr. Pickwick felt that the moment had at length arrived when he might disclose to the assembled company his carefully planned and welcome surprise.

 

Mr. Pickwick signalled to the Thin Boy, who had remained in attendance in a corner of the room. “Go up to my bedroom, Joe,” he said, “and you’ll see a bottle — —”

“I seen it already,” said the Thin Boy.

“Very good,” said Mr. Pickwick, “fetch it here.”

“And now,” said Mr. Pickwick, when the bottle was presently brought and placed with the cork removed beside him on the table, “I have a toast to propose.” He knocked upon the table in order to call the attention of the company, some of whom were already leaving the room while others still stood about the table.

“The toast of Christmas!” said Mr. Pickwick, holding aloft the bottle. At the sight of it and with the prospect of a real drink before them the company broke into loud applause.

“This bottle, my dear old friend,” continued Mr. Pickwick, his face resuming as he spoke all of its old-time geniality and his gold spectacles irradiating the generosity of his heart, as he turned to Mr. Wardle, “ — this bottle I have bought specially for you. I could have wished that this bottle, like the fabled bottle of the Arabian nights (I think it was the Arabian nights; at any rate, certain nights) — that this bottle was everlasting and unemptiable. As it is, I fear I can only offer to each of us a mere pretence of a potation. But for you, my dear Wardle, I insist that there shall be a real bumper, a brimming bumper.”

Mr. Pickwick suited the action to the word, and filling a glass to the brim, he handed it across the table to Mr. Wardle.

“You, Wardle, shall set us a good example by first draining this glass in honour of the spirit of Christmas!”

The kindly face of Mr. Wardle betrayed a noble struggle in which the desire for a drink, a real drink, struggled for mastery with more magnanimous feelings. He hesitated. He paused. The liquid in the glass might be dull in colour and lustreless to the eye, but the pungent aroma, or odour, with which it seemed to fill the room bore witness at least to the strength of it.

“Pickwick,” said Wardle, deeply moved, “I can’t. You are too kind,” and then suddenly: “Damn it. I will.”

And as if anxious to leave no room for any weakening of his resolution, Mr. Wardle lifted the glass and drained it to the bottom. Only when he had consumed the last drop did he set the glass down upon the table. He set it down, so it seemed to those about him, with a slow and heavy hand, and stood a moment, after his potation, as if pausing for speech.

“Pickwick,” he said at last, “it’s — you are — —”

His utterance sounded suddenly thick. His eye seemed fixed in a strange way. He looked straight in front of him, not at his old friend, but as it were into nothingness.

“Pickwick,” he repeated, and then, in a loud voice like a cry of fear:

“Pickwick!”

Wardle’s hands groped at the edge of the table. He swayed a moment, trying in vain to hold his balance, and then sank down in a heap against the edge of the table, unconscious, his breath coming in heavy gasps.

Mr. Pickwick rushed to Wardle’s side. The affrighted guests gathered about him in a group, vainly endeavouring to recall the good old man to consciousness.

Mr. Pickwick alone retained some measure of decision. “Sawyer,” he said, “where’s Sawyer? Sam, Joe — quick, go and find Mr. Sawyer!”

“Here, sir,” said the voice of the young medico re-entering the room to which the tumult had recalled him.

He stepped up to Wardle’s side and seized his wrist with one hand and with the other opened Mr. Wardle’s waistcoat to feel the beating of the heart.

Silence fell upon the room, broken only by the stertorous breathing of the old man lying against the table. The eyes of the guests were fixed upon young Bob Sawyer, who stood silent and intent, feeling for the beating of the flickering pulse, transformed in a moment by the instinct and inspiration of his profession from a roystering boy to a man of medicine.

Sawyer’s eye fell upon the empty and reeking glass. “What did he drink?” he asked.

“This,” said Mr. Pickwick, silently passing the bottle to the young man. Bob Sawyer, with a shake of the head, released the wrist of Mr. Wardle. He poured a few spoonfuls of the liquid into the glass and with the utmost caution tasted it with the tip of his tongue.

“Good God!” he said.

“What is it,” said Mr. Pickwick, “raw alcohol?”

“With at least fifteen per cent of cyanide,” said Bob Sawyer.

“And that means?” Mr. Pickwick asked with an agonized look at his old friend, whose breath had now grown faint and from whose face all vestige of colour was rapidly fading.

Bob Sawyer shook his head.

“It means death,” he said. “He is dying now.”

 

Mr. Pickwick threw his arms about the shoulders of his old friend. In an agony of remorse, he felt himself the destroyer of the man whom he had loved beyond all his friends. His own hand, his own act had brought about this terrible and overwhelming tragedy.

“Wardle, Wardle,” he cried in tones of despair, “speak to me. Wake up! Wake up!”

 

Again and again, so it seemed at least to himself, he cried, “Wake up, wake up!”

 

Then as he repeated the words yet again Mr. Pickwick suddenly realized that not he but some one else was vociferating, “Wake up, wake up!”

 

The voice echoed in his brain, driving out of it the last vestiges of sleep.

 

With a gasp of relief, as of one rescued from the terrors of a dreadful dream, Mr. Pickwick slowly opened his eyes and assumed a sitting posture, his hands still grasping the coverlet of the bed.

“Wake up, Pickwick, wake up. Merry Christmas!”

 

There was no doubt of it now! It was the voice of Mr. Tupman, or rather the combined voices of Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle, all fully dressed for the coaching journey and gathered in gay assemblage about the bed of their tardy leader.

It seemed too good to be true! Here was the cheerful face of Mr. Tupman beaming with Christmas salutations as he pulled back the window curtains and let the sunlight flood into the room — here was Mr. Snodgrass arrayed in the bright finery of a poet on a Christmas holiday, and here, most emphatical of all, was Mr. Winkle proffering to Mr. Pickwick a tall bubbling glass of brandy and soda that leaped and sparkled in the beams of sunlight as one of those early pick-me-ups or restoratives, so essential for the proper beginning of a proper Christmas.

 

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Pickwick, shaking off the remnants of his terrible dream. The great man leaped from his bed and assuming a dressing-gown rushed to the window and looked into the inn yard. There was the coach, gaily bedecked with sprigs of holly, in the very imminence of preparation for departure, the horses tossing at the bits, the postillions about to mount, the guard fingering his key bugle for a preparatory blast and Mr. Sam Weller in his familiar wide-awake, his face illuminated with its familiar good nature, gaily tossing minor articles of luggage in graceful spirals to the roof of the coach.

Mr. Pickwick, with one last shuddering recollection of the world of the future, slipped back a hundred years into the Good Old Days of the past.


RATIFICATION OF THE NEW NAVAL DISAGREEMENT. (An Extract from the Annual Register of 1933)
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THE PRINCIPAL EVENT of the year just passed (1932) was undoubtedly the successful discussion and ratification of the new international naval disagreement.

By the opening of that year practically all of the existing disagreements had either lapsed, or had gradually worn out. The international situation was rapidly sinking into stagnation, in which naval defence was discouraged and public interest diverted towards other channels. All the Chancelleries reported that a new and dangerous tendency towards international sports, puzzle competitions and international Tom Thumb golf was largely responsible for the lack of public enthusiasm over naval expenditure. Under these circumstances naval defence, instead of being a pleasure, was becoming a burden, and the public Press of all countries echoed and re-echoed this new nature of the heavy burden of naval armament. It was even whispered in diplomatic circles that the mind and conscience of the civilized world were set more and more against war.

It was felt, therefore, that what was needed was something to give tangible expression to this new feeling of brother love among the nations: in short, something to put a little “pep” into the naval idea. Nor was anything better calculated to do this than the idea of complete naval disarmament, subject only to the retention of such naval ships as might be needed for purposes of defence, that is to say, for the object of maritime combat, in other words, as combat. At the same time it was desired to cut down all coastal defence to the mere amount necessary to defend the coasts. The general suggestion of reducing the building of submarines and confining it to the construction of boats needed underwater, was further aided by the general wish to confine aerial defence to the air.

As a result of these motive forces of international goodwill, the opening of the year witnesses a series of gestures of mutual reassurance.

In January the British Government, in announcing the building of five new battle cruisers, declared that this was intended as a first stage in naval disarmament and that the new cruisers would be armed with 18-inch guns.

The Premier of France, referring in a speech before the Deputies to this splendid pacific gesture on the part of Britain, said that France cherished the ideal of peace as the true French policy and stated that in pursuit of this policy the government would at once lay down the keels of three battleships of the first class.

The British, he said, were a noble nation and it was gratifying to think that war between France and Britain was at once and for ever impossible; otherwise, he added, the British might get a bad licking.

Replying to this a few nights later in the House of Commons, the leader of the Government said that he regarded the French as his brothers; they might, he added, be our inferiors in many ways, but for his part, since he had recognized them as brothers, he felt himself bound to live up to the ideal of brotherhood; this, he said, would only apply as long as the French behaved themselves.

The naval debate thus originated in the British and French Parliaments was re-echoed in the other European countries. In the Reichstag, Herr Dudelsach explained that Germany was entirely pacific in character and deprecated all militaristic preparation.

The Germans were friends with everybody. The great guns that were being built at Kiel and about which so much misunderstanding had arisen were intended merely as demonstrations of friendship.

In the same way, the vast new chemical factory on the Elbe was entirely and only an expression of international unity and love.

The Italian Parliament, in accepting the Government’s proposal for fifty new destroyers of high speed, called attention to the fact that these destroyers would merely enable Italy to convey messages of greeting to other nations more quickly than ever before. Italy was all for peace, declared the dictator, and if any one denied it, Italy would knock his block off.

It was at this junction that the United States, through its corps of ambassadors, offered its good offices to compose the growing unrest in Europe.

In a general ambassadorial message, it was explained that America viewed with concern the lack of harmony among the European powers. If the European powers would only try to realize what a poor set of snipes they were, they would cease to quarrel. They would feel too sorry for themselves.

The United States, in order to allay the growing danger in Europe, offered to build twelve more battle cruisers of the highest efficiency. If need be, it would build more; in fact, it would build just as many as the European nations needed to keep them quiet.

These ships, it was added, would be built entirely at the expense of the United States and would cost Europe nothing, but would be ready for use in the interests of Europe at any moment. The United States had no interests of its own; no interests, no designs, no ideas, no prejudices, no thoughts — nothing.

Unfortunately, the American naval rescript, while undoubtedly helpful in general, provoked in certain circles an unreasoning resentment. Lord Bulkinthehead, the leader of downright opinion in England, asked the Americans plainly who they thought they were. The French Minister of Finance stated that he might reluctantly be compelled to raise the hotel rates against the Americans.

The rising trouble was somewhat appeased by a pacific speech from the British Prime Minister, in connection with the building of thirty new submersible warships.

The Americans, he said, were tied to the British by bonds far more lasting than mere iron and steel. The original kinship between the two nations had been strengthened by a century of unbroken friendship.

He said it was pleasant to think that it was over a hundred years since the Shannon had whipped the Chesapeake, and he had every hope that it would probably not need to be done again.

The Prime Minister’s speech was warmly received in the American Press, and his sentiments in regard to the long-continued peace were everywhere echoed with approval.

It was recalled also that it was now nearly a hundred and fifty years since General Jackson licked the British at New Orleans and drowned them in the Gulf of Mexico.

It was this increasingly satisfactory situation that brought about the famous Naval Disagreement Agreement of 1932, which may be expected to have settled for a long time to come all outstanding naval problems.

The conference was summoned by the Government of Liberia, and consisted of delegates sent from each of the great governments of Europe and America, each Government paying its own expenses, except laundry.

Its proceedings resulted in the drafting and ratification of the 1933 Naval Disagreement. Its principal terms may be summarized as follows:

I. All participating nations agree that war is very wicked.

This resolution, presented to the conference by the Ladies’ Fortnightly Club of Monrovia, Liberia, was almost unanimously carried, China and Nicaragua alone dissenting. It was felt that the recognition of this principle alone would go far to prevent future conflicts.

II. It is agreed that no nation will ever begin a war without announcing it over the radio the same evening.

III. Each contracting nation pledges itself never to carry on a war unless it has something to gain by it.

IV. Each of the great naval powers limits itself to building enough ships to lick all the others.

The compact thus drafted was accepted and ratified with enthusiasm by the delegates of all the great nations concerned. The Prime Minister of Great Britain, in accepting the honorary degree of D.F. awarded him by the University of Liberia in recognition of his work for peace, declared that Britain accepted the new regime wholeheartedly and would at once build half a dozen new dry docks to help the United States carry out the Eighteenth Amendment.

The American minister, on whom the Negus of Abyssinia conferred the Legion of Honour (Class A.1 guaranteed two years), declared that the United States would lend fifty cents each to any other peace delegates, without interest for two years.

The French, Germans, and other delegates to the Liberian conference, in expressing their thanks for an annual pass over the Street Railway System of Monrovia, joined in the sentiment that world peace was now assured.

At the close of the year all the delegates left for home in order to get their naval budgets in good shape for Christmas.


A MEDIÆVAL HOLE IN ONE. WET GOLF IN DRY HISTORY
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THE MIDDLE AGES, from what we know about them, were days of pretty tall deeds and pretty tall talk. In the Middle Ages, if a man accomplished a feat of arms, or a feat of dexterity, or a feat of anything, he didn’t let it get spoiled for want of telling. In witness of which take the marvellous accounts of archery, swordsmanship, strength, skill, and magic which fill the pages of mediæval romance from the Chanson de Roland to Walter Scott.

And there is no doubt that the “tall talk” of the Middle Ages was greatly helped along by the prevailing habit of tall drinking. They drank in those days not by the glass but by the barrel. They knew nothing of “flasks” or “cups” or “glasses,” or such small degenerate measures as those of their descendants. When they wanted a real drink they knocked in the head of a “cask” or “tun” and gathered round it and drank it to the bottom of the barrel.

Even for a modest individual drink they needed a “flagon” — and a “flagon” in the Middle Ages was of the same size as one of our garden watering-pots. A man who had inside him a couple of flagons of old “Malmsey” or old “Gascony,” had a power of talk and energy in him no longer known among us. When it is added that old “Malmsey” only cost ten pennies for a full imperial gallon — six of our quarts — one can see that even the dark age had its bright spots and that history was not so dry as it is called.

 

As a result, not only were the deeds and feats of arms of the Middle Ages bigger than ours, but even the narration of them had more size. And the spectators and witnesses, having sopped up on their own account a few “hogsheads” of “mead” or sack, could see more, far more, than our poor dried-out audiences. In witness of which take any account of any tournament, bear-fight, bull-fight, archery match or rat-hunt anywhere from a.d. 1000 to 1500.

For all of which deeds and performances, the running accompaniment of knocking in hogsheads and draining flagons kept the whole event in character.

No king in the Middle Ages ever appeared at a public tournament or joust without ordering the ends of half a dozen casks of sack to be knocked in. No royal christening was ever held without “tuns” of ale being distributed or “broached” for the populace, and “pipes” of wine being pumped into the nobility. At all big celebrations there were huge bonfires. Oxen were roasted whole. Any good man would get away with fifteen pounds of roast meat, six gallons of ale and a flagon of brandy, and go roaring home with an atmosphere round him like the mist round a brewery.

 

Those were great days. We cannot compete with them.

But in just one point the superiority is ours. The mediæval people didn’t have our opportunities. Their archery and their tournaments were poor stuff beside our games of to-day. Just think what would have happened if they had had such a thing as golf in the Middle Ages! Imagine the way in which, with their flagons of sack and their hogsheads of Malmsey right on the ground, they could have carried out a golf-match. Imagine what they could have done in the narration of it afterwards! Conceive what could have been made of a mediæval Hole in One. Our poor unimaginative truth-telling generation can form but little idea as to how they would have dealt with it.

What follows below represents an account of a Hole in One, as achieved in the year a.d. 1215 and related after the style of mediæval romance. It is based on the account of the famous tournament and meeting at Ashby de la Zouche (which is in England) during the reign of King John. On that famous occasion, as Walter Scott related in his Ivanhoe, there was an archery match between Hubert the Norman, the protégé of King John, and the Mysterious Bowman, Locksley, otherwise Robin Hood the Saxon Outlaw. In this contest Hubert “sped his arrow” (that’s the mediæval name for what he did) with such consummate skill that it pierced the very centre of the bull’s-eye, three hundred yards away. But Locksley had a still more consummate touch. He sped his shaft with such unerring dexterity that the point of it struck fair in the notch of Hubert’s arrow, still sticking in the bull’s-eye, and split it into two exactly even halves! After which even the stingy King John had to treat the crowd, a whole meadowful, to about two firkins each.

Imagine what would happen if people who could write that kind of thing and people who could believe it had had a chance at a golf story.

Come! Let us turn Hubert and Locksley into their twentieth-century form and make the contest a Hole-in-One-Shot! Thus — 

 

All was now prepared. The vast concourse of spectators, both Norman and Saxon, crowded the vacant spaces of the course, and even invaded the fairways from which the heralds and poursuivants sought in vain to dislodge them. The humbler churls, or jarls, clustered in the branches of the trees.

At intervals along the course great “butts” or “tuns” by which we mean “vats,” had been placed, from which not only the yeomanry but even the commonry were permitted that day to drink at the King’s expense.

King John was seated on a dais beside the sand-box of Tee No. 1, at the edge of which the pious Archbishop Stephen Langton knelt in prayer for the success of the Norman Hubert. Around and about the tee, on tiers of rudely contrived benches, the Knights of the Household in full (autumn) armour were mingled with the resplendent Ladies of the Court.

“Sirrah!” said the King, turning sternly to Hubert, “dost think thou canst outswat this Saxon fellow?”

“My grandsire,” said Hubert, “played in the Hastings handicap, and it shall go hard with me an I fall short of his score.”

The King scowled but said nothing.

“What is bogey?” whispered Roger Bigod, Earl of Bygod, to Sir John Montfaucon de la Tour, who stood beside him near the tee.

“Three, so it thinks me,” answered Sir John.

“And gives either of the contestants as it were a bisque or holeth he in one stroke the fewer?”

“Nay,” said Montfaucon, “they play as man to man, or as who should say at scratch.”

At this moment the loud sound of a tucket armoured by the winding of a hobo from the second tee announced that the lists were clear.

“Let the course be measured!” commanded the Chief Marshal.

On this Sir Roger Mauleverer of the Tower and Sir Eustace, the Left-handed, Constable of the Cowstable, attended by six poursuivants carrying a line of silken yarn, measured the distance.

“How stands it?” asked the King.

“Four hundred ells, six firkins, and a demilitre,” answered the Marshal.

At the mention of this distance — which corresponds in our modern English to more than four hundred yards — an intense hush fell upon the attendant crowd. That a mere ball no larger than a pheasant’s egg could be driven over this tremendous distance by a mere blow from a mere wand of hickory, daunted the mere imagination.

The King, who well knew that the approaching contest was in reality one between Norman and Saxon and might carry with it the loss of his English crown, could ill conceal the fears that racked his evil conscience. In vain his cup-bearer fetched him goblet after goblet of Gascony. Even the generous wine failed to enliven the mind or to dissipate the fears of the doomed monarch. A great silence had fallen upon the assembled knights and ladies, broken only by the murmured prayers of the saintly archbishop kneeling beside the sand-box. Even the stout hearts of such men as Sir Roger Bigod de Bygod and Sir Walter de la Tenspot almost ceased to beat.

“Have done with this delay,” exclaimed the King. “Let the men begin.”

Hubert the Norman stepped first on to the tee. His lithe frame, knit to a nicety, with every bone and joint working to its full efficiency, was encased in a jerkin of Andalusian wool, over a haut-de-chausse, or plus eight, of quilted worsted. He carried in his right hand a small white ball, while in his left he bore a shaft or club of hickory, the handle bound with cordovan leather and the end, or tip, or as the Normans called it, the bout, fashioned in a heavy knob flattened on one side to a hexagonal diagonal.

The manner of the Norman Hubert was grave, but his firm movements and his steady eye showed no trace of apprehension as he adjusted the ball upon a small heap of sand upon the forward, or front, part of the tee.

“Canst do it?” queried the agonizing King, his hands writhing nervously on the handle of his sceptre.

“My grandsire . . .” began Hubert.

“You said that before,” cried John. “Shoot!”

Hubert bowed and paused a moment to drink a flagon of Amsterdam gin handed to him by the King’s boutellier, or bottle-washer. Then, standing poised on the balls of his feet at a distance of two Norman demis (twenty-six and a half English inches) from the ball, he waved his club in the air as if testing its weight, while his keen eye measured the velocity of the wind.

Then, as the crowd waited in breathless silence, Hubert suddenly swung the hickory to his full reach behind his shoulder and brought it down in a magnificent sweep, striking the ball with its full impact.

There was a loud resilient “click,” distinctly heard by the spectators at the second tee, while a great shout arose from all the Normans as the ball rose in the air describing a magnificent parabola in its flight.

“A Hubert! A Hubert!” they shouted. “Par le Sang de Dieu,” exclaimed Sir Roger Bigod de Bygod, “some stroke!”

Meantime the ball, glistening in the sunshine and seeming to gather force in its flight, swept above the fairway and passed high in the air over the ground-posts that marked the hundred, the two hundred, and the three hundred ells, still rushing to its goal.

“By the body of St. Augustine!” cried the pious Guillaume de la Hootch, “ ’twill reach the green itself!”

“It has!” shouted Sir Roger Bigod. “Look! Look! They are seizing and lifting the flag! ’Tis on! ’Tis in! By the shirt of St. Ambrose, the ball is in the can!”

And as Sir Roger spoke a great shout went up from all the crowd, echoed even by the Saxon churls who lined the branches of the trees. “A Hole in One! A Hole in One!” cried the multitude, while an immediate rush was made to the barrels or vats of mead which lined the course, into which the exultant populace precipitated themselves head first.

For such readers as do not understand the old Norman game of Goffe, or Gouffe — sometimes also called Guff — it is proper to explain that in the centre of each parterre or terrace, sometimes called a Green or Pelouse — it was customary to set a sunken receptacle or can, of the kind used by the Normans to can tomatoes, into which the ball must ultimately be driven. The virtue of Hubert’s stroke was that he had driven the ball into the can (a feat for which many Normans required eight, ten, or even twenty strokes) in one single blow, an achievement called in old Norman a “Hole in One.”

And now the voice of the Chief Herald could be heard calling through hautboy or megaphone:

“Hole No. 1; stroke No. 1. Hubert of Normandy scores Hole in One. Player in hand, J. Locksley, of Huntingdon, England. Clear the fairway for shot No. 2.”

All eyes now turned to where the splendid figure of the mysterious Locksley, the Unknown Golfer or Gopher, ascended the first tee. It was known to all that this was in reality none other, or little other, than the Saxon outlaw Robin Hood, who was whispered to be the Earl of Huntingdon and half whispered to be, by his descent from his own grandmother, the Saxon claimant to the throne.

“How now, Locksley!” sneered the triumphant John as the Saxon appeared beside him, “canst beat that?”

Every gaze rested upon Locksley as he stood leaning upon his hickory club. His mysterious appearance at Ashby de la Zouche and the whispers as to his identity lent to him a romantic, and almost fearsome interest, while his magnificent person marked him as the beau-ideal of the Saxon Golfer still seen at times even in the mimic contests of to-day.

His powerful form could have touched the balance at two hundred and eighty-five pounds avoirdupois. The massive shoulders would have seemed out of proportion but for the ample sweep of the girth or waistline and the splendid breadth of the netherward or rearward hindquarters.

He was clad, like Hubert, in woollen jerkin and plus eights, and he bore on his feet the terrific spiked sandals of the Saxon, capable of inflicting a mortal blow.

Locksley placed his ball, and then, grasping in his iron grip the leather-bound club-headed hickory hexagonal, he looked about him with complete sang-froid and even something of amusement.

The King’s boozelier, or booze-hound, now approached Locksley and, after the courtesy of the age, offered him a horn, or “jolt” of gin. The Saxon put it aside and to the astonishment of the crowd called only for water, contenting himself with a single bucketful.

“Drink’st not?” said the scowling King.

“Not in hours of busyness,” said Locksley firmly.

“And canst thou outdo Hubert’s shot?” sneered John.

“I know not,” said Locksley carelessly; “Hubert’s shot was not half bad, but I’ll see if I can touch up his ball for him in the tomato can.”

“Have done with boasting!” cried the King. “Tell the archbishop to count three, and then let the fellow shoot. If he fail, my lord Montfaucon and you, Roger Bigod of Bygod, see that he does not leave the tee alive.”

The archbishop raised his saintly face towards the skies and began to count.

“Unum!” he said, using the neuter gender of the numeral adjective in accordance with the increasing deterioration of the Latin language which had already gone far in the year a.d. 1215.

“Duo,” said the archbishop, and then in a breathless hush, as the word “tres” quivered on the lips of the ecclesiastic, Locksley’s club cleft the air in a single flash of glittering sunlight and descended upon the ball with such force that the sound of the concussion echoed back from the woods beyond the farthest green.

In a moment the glittering trajectory of the missile could be followed high in its flight and then the curve of its rushing descent towards the green. For a moment the silence was so intense that even the faint rustling of the grass was audible to the ear, then the crashing concussion of the driven ball against the inner tin of the tomato can showed that Locksley also had achieved a Hole in One! But the gasp or gulp of astonishment had hardly passed when the crowd became aware that Locksley’s skilled marksmanship had far surpassed the mere feat of a Hole in One accomplished by his opponent. His ball, driven with a power and accuracy that might wellnigh seem incredible, had struck against Hubert’s ball inside the can at exactly the angle necessary to drive it out with great force and start it back in flight towards the first tee.

To the amazement of all beholders, Hubert’s ball, easily distinguishable by two little dots on its lower face, was seen rushing in rapid flight to retrace its course above the fairway. So true was its path that it landed back precisely on the tee from which Hubert had shot it and came to rest on the little pile of sand on which the Norman gopher had originally placed it.

“By God!” shouted Bigod of Bygod, as Locksley picked up the ball and handed it with a bow to King John.

A wild shout that rose alike from the Saxon Thanes, the Danes, and even the Normans, rent the air, while even the ladies of the court, carried away in a burst of chivalrous admiration, tore off their silken baldrics and threw them at the feet of the victor.

Nobles and commons alike, Norman and Saxon together seized axe or bill and began beating in the heads of the casks in their eagerness to drink the health of the victor.

“A Locksley! A Locksley!” cried the multitude. For the moment the King paused. His ear caught in the roaring plaudits of the crowd the first note of that mighty unison of Saxon and Norman voices which was destined to cast him from his power.

He knew that any attempt against the life or person of the Saxon chieftain was without avail.

He turned to the venerable archbishop, who was prostrate beside the tee, eating sand.

“Fetch me the Magna Carta,” he said, “and I’ll sign it.”


THE GREAT WAR AS RECORDED BY MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. EXTRAORDINARY WAR PLAY DISCOVERED AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON
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EDITORIAL NOTE. — As everybody knows, the Great War, as it drifts into retrospect, is becoming more and more the theme of literature and drama. Already more than one masterpiece of the drama or of the film has depicted for us the reality and the tragedy, the lights and the shadows of the Great War. But how many people must have felt the wish that Shakespeare, the greatest dramatist of all times, could have been alive to clothe the war with the wonder of his genius.

And now comes the glad news by cable from Stratford-upon-Avon that there has been discovered a most extraordinary manuscript. It is evidently a play dealing with the Great War and written, without a doubt, by William Shakespeare, the famous dramatist of three hundred years ago. How Shakespeare, who is known to have died at Stratford in the reign of James I, could have written a play dealing with the war of fourteen years ago is a mystery. It can only be explained, as everything nowadays is explained, by some form of spiritualistic action. In any case the authorship of the play is proved beyond a doubt by the internal evidence of its contents. For instance, Shakespeare, who called his play dealing with the Hundred Years War in France “Henry V,” very naturally called this new drama “George V.” That’s Shakespeare’s touch exactly. But the text of the play may speak for itself with one or two slight alterations or explanations to make it clear to those who are not Shakespeare scholars.

Act I. — A Camp in Flanders.

Enter the King of the Belgians with the Belgian Army (two men) followed by My Lord French with the English Army (two men) and the Speaker of the Chamber of Deputies with the French Army (one man).

My Lord FrenchHow now, my liege? :

The King:

. . . But ill, my noble French,

Town after town, the jewels of my crown,

Lost to these dirty Pups; in sooth,

Good French, the thing begins to get me.

The Speaker of the Chamber of Deputies:

Not so, Lord King, we are not licked by half.

Our army, sore reduced, can still make head.

Let us fall on again.

The French Army (waving his sword).Fall on.

(Exeunt the three armies.)

Lord French:

Well said, O noble France,

Let them fall on. Mark me, — let them, not us,

And when they do, let us take cognizance

Of how it fares with them.

The KingHow stands our cause in England? :

Lord French:

Not half bad,              

Our armies multiply, while on the seas

From each far corner of the distant world

Comes the full tide of Empire.

The KingExactly, you mean that the various :

Dominions of the British Empire have shown an

entire willingness to participate in the war.

Lord FrenchDidn’t I say that? :

The King:

Belike, perhaps, yet, couched in subtle verse,

It reached me not. And tell me, noble France,

What is the latest word from Washington?

The Speaker of the Chamber of Deputies:

The noble Wilson walketh in his room

And times he will and other times he won’t,

Whether to seize the sword and cut the knot

Or hold the equal poise of statesmanship.

The KingThank you. I get the idea without :

further difficulty. You mean that it is still

uncertain whether the United States will enter

the war.

The Speaker of the Chamber of DeputiesYes. :

Enter an illiterate peasant.

The Illiterate PeasantMy liege, my lord, alas! :

AllWhat bring you! What news. :

The Illiterate Peasant:

Sad is the news, my lord. The infuriate Hun,

Wreaking his wrath in ever-widening sweep,

That will not take denial of advance,

Hath met and overwhelmed our weakened force

And all are gone, — 

The KingAll five? :

The Illiterate PeasantAll five, my lord. :

The KingAlas! this day! good French, :

commend me to my cousin George.

(King stabs himself and falls dead.)

Lord FrenchAlas, good King, I am a soldier :

too. I follow still.

(Stabs himself and falls dead.)

The Speaker of the Chamber of Deputies:

Be it not said that in this Big Idea

A Frenchman failed.

(Stabs himself and falls dead.)

The Illiterate Peasant:

I, too, the last to the Hyrcanean shades,

Where gloomy Pluto reigns o’er slumbering souls,

Will down.

(Stabs himself and falls dead.)

Enter Winston Churchill, with a link and an historical note-book.

What scene is this! (looks at the bodies)

A dreadful sight in sooth I witness here,

A king distended on a German bier.

Curtain.

 

Act II. — A Hall in Castle in Lorraine.

Enter the Emperor of Alleman accompanied by his army (three) and the Dukes of Hindenburg and Ludendorff. A tucket sounds.

The EmperorWho comes? :

Enter the King of Austria.

Welcome, noble Austria. What news bring

you, and how are our Brothers Bavaria and

Bulgaria?

The King of Austria:

Sweet William, all are well, the noble Fred

Drives all his enemies before him.

The EmperorUs too? Not so, my Lord :

Dukes?

Dukes Hindenburg and LudendorffIt is. :

The EmperorWe lick the world. :

Dukes Hindenburg and LudendorffWe do. :

The Emperor (raising a Goblet)Gesundheit! :

At this moment the ghost of Abraham Lincoln, wearing a frock-coat and hat and looking very solid, walks around the back of the room.

The Emperor (affrighted)What is it! :

All (affrighted):

Lo, where it walks

’Twould speak . . .

The Ghost of LincolnBeware the Ides of April. :

The Ghost vanishes by walking across to a door and going out of it.

The EmperorWhat means it? :

Dukes of Hindenburg and LudendorffIt means :

that the United States has entered the war on

April 5th.

The Emperor:Give me poison, quick!

HindenburgNot. Wait till the last Act. You :

get it then and get it good.

The Emperor (speaking in rhyme to end the Act):

Oh what an April idiot I am

Fighting France, England, America and Siam.

Curtain.

 

Act III. — A Camp in Eastern France.

Moonlight. Enter My Lord Pershing of Paterson, New Jersey. He addresses the moon:

Oh thou bright orb, whose incandescent beam

Looks down each night on the United States,

Floods Porto Rico and the Philippines,

Gilds with its gold the Zone of Panama,

Alaska’s snow, and Hikkitikki Beach

In Honolulu — shine but one more night,

One more — we have them pinched.

Enter the Earl of Philadelphia leading the American Army (four men).

PershingHow now, good Philadelphia? :

Philadelphia:

All is well.

Our noble army landing from New York

Hath pushed its way across the map of France,

Leaving a track of cigarettes and gum,

Nought can avail against its driving force,

Onward and forward goes our dry canteen,

Y.M.C.A. and lecture for the Boys,

In vain they try to dam us and they don’t.

PershingThey dam us not. :

Philadelphia:

They don’t and now behold we have them pinched.

Our boys in front, stout England on the flank,

And in between, the boys from Canada,

While farther East the army of Siam

Joins hands with France and noble Portugal.

The thing’s a cinch.

Noise of battle is heard, occasioned by some one beating with a stick.

PershingThe fight approaches. Stand fast. :

AllStand fast! :

Enter the Emperor of Alleman in flight, pursued by My Lord Currie of Strathray and the Canadian Army (both of them), followed by the King of Austria pursued by George V of England, followed by the Duke of Hindenburg pursued by Woodrow Wilson, followed by King Ferdinand of Bulgaria pursued by the Chairman of the Senate Committee on Foreign Relations, and the King of Bavaria pursued by the Speaker of the French Senate. Alarms and Excursions — in fact, it is a real Shakespearian climax — all fight, two by two, round the scene.

The Emperor of AllemanOh! I am killed. ( :Falls dead.)

The King of AustriaSo am I. ( :Falls dead.)

The Duke of HindenburgMe, too. ( :Falls dead.)

All the enemies fall dead, while Lord Pershing, the Earl of Philadelphia, Baron Currie of Strathray and the others stand looking at the bodies of the four dead kings and their dead Field-Marshals.

The Ghost of Abraham Lincoln (appearing in the moonlight):

I think, gentlemen, I may say without hypocrisy

That this sort of thing looks pretty safe for Democracy.

Curtain.

 

FINIS


IF THE GANDHI HABIT SPREADS. WHAT IF ALL THE POLITICIANS STRIP TO THE WAIST
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ALL THE WORLD has its eyes on Mahatma Gandhi, the strange emaciated little Indian who is said to hold in his hand the destinies of three hundred and fifty million people. All the world has been struck by the wave of enthusiasm which greeted in England Gandhi’s appearance at the All India Round Table Conference. The strange little man, with his large spectacles, his loincloth, his bottle of goat’s milk, has made an impression on the public mind greater than that of Kings and Emperors in glittering uniform.

But it has not yet occurred to the public that Gandhi’s appearance in London carries with it a grave danger. What if the other politicians of the world follow suit — follow Gandhi’s suit? The probable result can be clearly seen from the following Press despatches, the first of which has already come over the wires, while the others will follow later.

I

Gandhi in London

Mahatma Gandhi has literally carried London by storm. He appeared at the All India Round Table Conference, clad only in his spectacles and his loincloth. His little brown enfeebled body bore witness to his long fasting and privations. Gandhi’s arms, it was remarked with a thrill of enthusiasm, are hardly bigger than billiard cues. The exuberant and admiring crowd which accompanied Gandhi from the Victoria Station to the Conference at the India House noted that his legs were little more than tubes with flexible joints. His stomach, however, is rather better, which makes his general appearance that of a compressed-air vacuum cleaner. Gandhi carried in one hand a paper bag filled with curdled goat’s milk and in the other a portable spinning-wheel, model of 100 b.c. As he took his seat at the Conference amid overwhelming applause it was felt by all the assembled statesmen that Gandhi had conquered. “We can’t go up against that,” said one leading Conservative peer with characteristic British sportsmanship, “the man has out-trained us and we know it.” It is said that Gandhi can now dictate his own terms by threatening to upset his goat’s milk and take off his loincloth. “If he does,” said the same peer, “we must withdraw from India.”

II

Snowden goes One Better

England has been saved from the sudden and overwhelming crisis into which the country was plunged by Mahatma Gandhi. To the wild delight of the supporters of the National Government, the Chancellor, Philip Snowden, appeared on the second morning of the India Conference wearing nothing except spectacles, sandals and a Lancashire bath-towel. Snowden, it was seen at once, has a daintier figure than Gandhi, with better arms and a cute little neck and shoulders. His skin is excellent and excited the immediate admiration of every poultry-fancier. Snowden carried a beautiful Hampshire cabbage which is all that he proposes to eat during the deliberations. He has entirely thrown Gandhi’s spinning-wheel into the shade.

III

Ramsay MacDonald Joins

The wavering allegiance of the Labour Party was welded again into solid bonds of cohesion by the appearance of Ramsay MacDonald in the full (Gandhi) costume of his native Scotland. The Prime Minister’s rugged and magnificent figure was revealed clad only in the MacDonald one-piece tartan. His chest was thrown open to the public. He had a tin-can of Haggis tied to his waist and he carried a sledge-hammer in his right hand. He has sworn to eat nothing but Haggis till Scotland is moved away from England and given Dominion status without expense. As he brandished his hammer and shouted “Bring me that Budget,” the crowd went wild with excitement. Meanwhile Mr. Gandhi was carried unobserved to a hospital, suffering from an inflation of goat’s milk.

IV

And the House of Commons

English politics last night were restored to a new basis of stable equilibrium by a meeting of the House of Commons which showed the universal adoption of the new Gandhi method. All the members appeared in the full costumes of ancient Britain, wearing only about the loins a chaplet of oak leaves, or in some cases only a mere paragraph of mistletoe. Their bodies were stained blue and it was plain that they had allowed their beards to grow during the long vacation. They carried heavy clubs with which they beat upon the floor with loud cries of Rah! Rah! England! Skol! Skol! Hooroo!

The one remark heard through the galleries and corridors was, “This is England again! To hell with the pound sterling!”

V

Mahatma Briand Gandhies France

The new Gandhi tactics have rapidly spread to Europe where they are accomplishing the same terrific political results. The first consequence in France has been to effect the political salvation of President Briand and Monsieur Laval, his Prime Minister. Briand appeared this morning on the Champs Elysées wearing only a dainty little frilled pantalonette, style Marie Antoinette, with a light chemisette of transparent batiste, style Charlotte Corday, thrown over his shoulders. He carried a dainty little parasol and a basket of fresh eggs. The wildest enthusiasm greeted him as he walked down the Champs Elysées to join the Premier at the Palais Bourbon. “Comme il est beau!” exclaimed the ladies, and again and again one heard the remark, Quel joli petit derrière, et comme ça se trémousse! On the steps of the Palais Bourbon the President was received by Prime Minister Laval, who wore eye-glasses and a pretty little blue-silk fichu looped round the hips and nailed on with tin-tacks. Of the two, Laval has perhaps the more upright figure, but Briand undoubtedly the more girlish. The attempt of the Opposition to raise the cry that he needed a shave was lost in the general enthusiasm. The Government is now safe till the cold weather.

VI

And America — 

Latest advices from Washington report the White House as closed absolutely to the public since yesterday at noon. It is known, however, that messengers have been sent out to fetch a bunch of California Asparagus, and a mountain goat from Idaho together with an electric milking machine. Among the large crowd gathered about the White House the one subject of speculation is, “Will he do it?”

“If he does,” said a leading Democrat disconsolately, “there will be no presidential election next year.”


IN PRAISE OF THE AMERICANS. THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY WRITING THE FIRST STORY IN THIS BOOK
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THE AMERICANS ARE a queer people: they can’t rest. They have more time, more leisure, shorter hours, more holidays and more vacations than any other people in the world. But they can’t rest. They rush up and down across their continent as tourists; they move about in great herds to conventions, they invade the wilderness, they flood the mountains, they keep hotels full. But they can’t rest. The scenery rushes past them. They learn it but they don’t see it. Battles and monuments are announced to them in a rubber-neck bus. They hear them but they don’t get them. They never stop moving: they rush up and down as Shriners, Masons, Old Graduates, Veterans, Bankers — they are a new thing each day, always rushing to a Reunion of something.

So they go on rushing till the undertaker gathers them in to a last convention.

 

The Americans are a queer people: they can’t read. They have more schools, and better schools, and spend more money on schools and colleges than all of Europe. But they can’t read. They print more books in one year than the French print in ten. But they can’t read. They cover their country with 100,000 tons of Sunday newspapers every week. But they don’t read them. They’re too busy. They use them for fires and to make more paper with. They buy eagerly thousands of new novels at two dollars each. But they only read page one. Their streets are full of huge signs. They won’t look at them. Their street-cars are filled with advertising. They turn their eyes away. Transparent colours, cartwheels and mechanical flares whirl and flicker in the crowded streets at night. No one sees them. Tons of circulars pour through the mails, through the houses and down the garbage chute. The last American who sat down to read died in about the days of Henry Clay.

 

The Americans are a queer people: they can’t drink. All of the American nation is haunted. They have a fierce wish to be sober: and they can’t. They pass fierce laws against themselves, shut themselves up, chase themselves, shoot themselves: and they can’t stay sober and they can’t drink. They have a furious idea that if they can ever get sober, all of them sober, they can do big things. But they can’t hold it. They got this mentality straight out of home life in Ohio, copied from the wild spree and the furious repentance of the pioneer farmer. The nation keeps it yet. It lives among red spectres, rum devils, broken bottles, weeping children, penitentiary cells, bar-rooms and broken oaths. The last man who sat down and drank a quiet glass of beer, was found dead — dead for twenty years — in Milwaukee.

 

The Americans are a queer people: they can’t play. Americans rush to work as soon as they get up. They want their work as soon as they wake. It’s a stimulant: the only one they’re not afraid of. They used to open their offices at 10 o’clock: then at 9: then at 8: then at 7. Now they never shut them. Every business in America is turning into an open-all-day-and-night business. They eat all night, dance all night, build buildings all night, run cars all night, make a noise all night. They can’t play. They try to, but they can’t. They turn football into a fight, baseball into a lawsuit and yachting into machinery. They can’t play. The little children can’t play: they use mechanical toys instead: toy cranes hoisting toy loads: toy machinery spreading a toy industrial depression of infantile dullness. The grown-up people can’t play: they use a mechanical gymnasium and a clockwork horse. They can’t swim: they use a float. They can’t run: they use a car. They can’t laugh: they hire a comedian and watch him laugh.

 

The Americans are a queer people: they don’t give a damn. All the world criticizes them and they don’t give a damn. All the world writes squibs like this about them and they don’t give a damn. Foreigner visitors come and write them up: they don’t give a damn. Lecturers lecture at them: they don’t care. They are told they have no art, no literature, and no soul. They never budge. Moralists cry over them, criminologists dissect them, writers shoot epigrams at them, prophets foretell the end of them, and they never move. Seventeen brilliant books analyse them every month: they don’t read them. The Europeans threaten to unite against them: they don’t mind. Equatorial Africa is dead sour on them: they don’t even know it. The Chinese look on them as full of Oriental cunning: the English accuse them of British stupidity: the Scotch call them close-fisted: the Italians say they are liars: the French think their morals loose, and the Bolsheviks accuse them of communism.

 

But that’s all right. The Americans don’t give a damn: don’t need to: never did need to. That is their salvation.


ONCE TO EVERYMAN
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PEOPLE OFTEN SAY to me, “What is the sensation of flying? How does it feel to be up in the air? I would like to go up,” they say, “but I am nervous as to how I should feel if I do.”

To which I always reply — and I have answered the question a hundred times— “The first sensation, the first lift off the ground as you find yourself rising above the tree-tops is perhaps one of the most delicious sensations ever experienced. I shall always recall that wonderful feeling — the first time I ever went up.” I add in a quiet, modest tone, “It is a good many years ago, of course, but I shall never forget that sense of soaring above the tops of the trees.”

What I take care not to say is that the first time I went up is also the last time I went up. That is my own private business. I went up in an aeroplane just once — about ten years ago. I was up in the sky for quite a time, I am not sure just how long, but say a week. Then I came down. And I found that when I came down I had passed into a new class. I was a man who had the right to talk of flying. Once is all you need.

Notice how easy it is: I speak modestly of “the first time I ever went up, many years ago of course.” The fair inference from that is that in the intervening years that have since passed, I have been pretty well up in the air all the time — just down for meals, so to speak. If people say to me, “Is flying really dangerous?” I can truly answer, “Well, it’s ten years since I first went up in a machine and I have never had the slightest accident” — then I correct myself— “well, once perhaps a little trouble in landing.” That, you see, is true, because on the only occasion when I landed I was in such a hurry to get out that I broke one of the straps. That made a little trouble, about fifty cents’ worth.

Please observe, anyone who wishes to follow my example, the use of that word “machine.” If you want to qualify as an indoor aviator, don’t call an aeroplane by its own name. Call it a “machine,” or a “bus” or an “old horse,” or better still “a freight car.” Speak of it with contempt. Act as if you weren’t afraid of it: I always say, “I shall never forget the first old box I went up in: nothing would tempt me to go up again in an old banjo like that.” I don’t add that nothing would tempt me either to go up in a new banjo, with Colonel Lindbergh to run it.

The reader must take careful notice that sometimes questions and answers become a little embarrassing. It needs a really good command of English to fit them in. But a little reflection and practice will do a lot. Thus at times people say to me, point-blank:

“Do you fly much?”

The answer to this is— “Not now!” with a very strong and serious emphasis on the now. I don’t fly much now. This implies, you see, that there was a time when I flew like all Hades — a regular dragon-fly. Then you may add, if you like— “I don’t think one ever gets tired of it, though.” In my case I am sure I didn’t get tired of it. I was tired of it before I started.

But I repeat I did actually fly once, and most people won’t do even that. I may not be a Colonel Lindbergh but I have the right to lord it over the ordinary man in conversation.

Somebody once even asked me, “Did you ever fly much?” That seems a hard one, but the answer was after all quite easy. I merely said in a deprecatory way, “Oh, no, I never flew much. I don’t suppose I was even in a plane more than once in any one week.” Quite so, and I might have added— “in any one century.”

What I have described above, however, is only one aspect of the peculiar consequences which follow for anybody who has ventured “once up.” There are other things as well. I find, for instance, that my casual conversations on aerial navigation have acted as an incentive to others. After hearing what I had to say many a quiet listener has gone away with the determination to venture into the air in the hope that he may some day become a veteran aviator like me. Some of these “pupils” of mine have taken to aviation in the full sense of the word and one or two have become distinguished aviators. Looking back on it now over the increasing years I am cultivating a convenient confusion of mind as to just when I began aerial flight and just whom I encouraged and helped in his earlier days. Baron Richtoffen was, perhaps, a pupil of mine. I am not sure. Billy Bishop, the great Canadian flier, I am certain — almost certain — was one of my disciples. At any rate, I am sure I remember buying lunch for him either just before he became celebrated or just after. Indeed, when I get really started talking aviation from my arm-chair at the University Club, Montreal (under the statutory legislation of the Province of Quebec), I am not sure that I didn’t have a good deal to do with the training of Santos Dumont, the Wright Boys (both intimate friends) and Professor Langley of the Smithsonian institute and the Brothers Montgolfiers.

Any one of my readers can enjoy the same increasing reputation and the same glowing retrospect who will merely go “once up” in the air and then come down and talk about it for ten years.

More than that, I recall the case of a young man who actually took my advice, acted on my example, and came down a transformed man. The morning after his flight he walked into his employer’s private office with that resolute compelling look that any man wears who faces the floating clouds three thousand feet above the earth. Afraid! afraid to ask the senior partner for a mere increase of a hundred dollars a month! A man who has seen his plane’s wings bank at an angle of forty-seven degrees to the tangent of the visible horizon, afraid of a smuffy business man in a sack suit who never left the surface of the globe. Nonsense. And the senior partner rose with a pleasant smile and said, “I think I guess what you’ve come in about, Johnson; as a matter of fact, the firm were going to take up that question on their own account.” So the thing was done in a minute.

From the office that afternoon young Johnson went straight to a residence in the costlier and leafier part of the city where there was a certain house into which he had never before entered without a certain trembling of the heart: because there was in it a drawing-room in which he always felt a peculiar palpitation of nervousness: because in the corner of it was a sofa, and on the sofa, in the afternoons, an expensive-looking girl in a flowing dress fortified behind flowers and a silver teapot. But what did he care now? He had “flown over” her darned house — girl, teapot, rubber trees and all. Any man who has “flown over” a girl — well, after that the thing is simple. So Johnson walked in with that exalted look on his face and that quiet friendly steadiness in his blue eyes that one can only get at an altitude of three thousand feet, and nowhere else. And the girl just rose and put out her two hands with a sort of wonder in her face and said— “Oh, Edward.” The rest was over in ten minutes. The girl’s father went down before the aviator like a ninepin. They are married now and live in their own house on which they have paid an instalment — just once — and there has come to them the sweetest little baby — just once — and there you are.

I hope that by this time, my dear reader, you have realized that this article is a direct personal appeal and exhortation to yourself. Are you aware that, just outside your own city, there is a station of the Aircraft Company? If you go out in that direction you will see a large empty field with two or three aeroplanes trundling round on it, and one or two neat, efficiently looking young “air-men,” waiting round. Those boys will take you up any time, ride you round the sky and bring you back for five dollars. You do know this. In fact, you have known it for years, but you try not to know it. And you’ve got the five dollars — you must have, because you spent as much as that yesterday buying Russian cigarettes and French tea-cakes for the same girl that you brought the violets for last Saturday.

Come. Be a man. Drive out to that aviation place — one minute of resolution. Step into the machine — up you go — and when you come down, you’re a hero. And when you go back to the girl, buy her a ten-cent plug of tobacco and a Scotch thistle. She’ll know her place all right enough after this.

That is all; except just to say this. It is just possible that the Aircraft Company of Montreal (back of the Mountain, first turn to the left), seeing this article might be so pleased with it as to offer me a free ride in one of their machines. If so, please don’t let them bother. I have found for some time past that aeroplaning gives me a twinge of rheumatism, just a touch of inflammation in the mesencephalon — in short, I don’t suppose I’ve been up in a “machine” for months and months.


CONFESSIONS OF A SODA FIEND. WRITTEN FROM A CONDEMNED CELL
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I BELIEVE THAT I cannot in any better way impress these confessions on the minds of my readers than by the simple opening statement that they are written from a condemned cell. Through the kindness of the authorities I have been supplied with pen and ink and paper, but I have been warned at the same time that my time is short. It has seemed to me, I repeat, that an appeal from a condemned cell ought to attract the attention of even the most careless of readers. People who as a rule read nothing are immediately attracted by anything that has been written in a condemned cell.

It was for that reason that I came here. As soon as I knew that this old municipal building — with the town lock-up in the basement — had been condemned, I went to the mayor and asked, “Could you let me have the use of one of the condemned cells?” He demanded my reason for my request, and I said, “I want it to write confessions in.” He said, “Very good. But remember your time is short. The contractors want to start demolishing the building at ten o’clock this morning.” I asked, “May I have the use of writing materials at the expense of the authorities?” The mayor said, “Yes, provided that you work in a write-up of the town as a factory site. But you don’t get stamps.”

It is for that reason, gentlemen, that I find myself seated in this condemned cell, gentlemen, and writing my memories, gentlemen. And I want to say, gentlemen, before I stop calling you gentlemen, that I would gladly keep it up all through the confession. But as I have always noticed that writers of confessions in condemned cells only call their readers “gentlemen” a few times in the opening pages and then forget about it, I have decided to crowd it all into the first two sentences.

 

I want to say also at the start that this autobiography of my life and downfall is here presented with apologies to a great many eminent writers who have in the past attempted to do the same thing. I have in mind here such stories as the Dipsomaniac, John Barleycorn, The Ravages of Rum, and other confessions of the sort. Their relative failure arose from the unsatisfactory nature of the material available for the authors. In their day they had no more terrible picture to present than that of the ravages effected by rum, brandy or absinthe. They traced the decay of mind and body under the influence of these baneful spirits. But they could form no idea of the terrible wreck of a body inflated and distended with effervescent soda water and of a mind diluted to the verge of liquefaction. If my sufferings have been greater than theirs, it was because I was far more completely soaked than they were.

 

But to begin — I feel I ought to. There is nothing in the circumstances of my parentage or upbringing that I can plead in extenuation of my downfall. I was born of a family in comfortable, if not affluent, circumstances, of parents of sincere, if not profound, convictions, in a home that was educated if not cultivated, in a house that was rough cast if not brick, with plumbing that was effective, if not open.

In short, I enjoyed all the ordinary advantages of the average middle class.

My father was essentially a temperate man. If he took a glass of iced soda water now and then it was merely as a matter of conviviality and to suit the gaiety of the occasion. I may have seen him slightly inflated at Christmas or New Year’s, but never unduly distended.

 

I grew up, then, as a bright boy whose school and college days differed little from those of others. I made friends easily, learned without difficulty and was fortunate enough to know little or nothing of the trials and sorrows of life until I was on the threshold of manhood. Least of all could I have imagined that drink would ever become a danger to my welfare. Eating perhaps, but not drink; frequently at our meals at college one or the other of my friends might say, “My God! how you do eat!” and I can frequently recall, in a restaurant or in a hotel dining-room, hearing some one say, “Look at that boy eat!” As a matter of fact, I took the first prize for pie-eating at college while only in my second year. Our Alma Mater, I remember, was keen on all activities and friendly rivalries and I think I may say that I held my own at most of them, such as pie-eating, the oyster contest, the spaghetti championship and the other big events of college life.

But it was not, as I say, until my college life as an undergraduate was over and I found myself a student of law, that the real trial of my life began. I was preparing for a law examination, working hard, indeed up to the limit, as a keen student is apt to do, without being aware of overstraining the faculties. I often sat at my books till long after nine at night, even till nine-thirty or nine thirty-five, and would be up again and at it by ten o’clock in the morning, working right on till ten fifty-five or even till eleven-two. The truth is that I was overstrained, though I didn’t know it. Often as I played pool my hand would shake till I could hardly pot the ball; and at times in throwing dice I could scarcely throw a double six.

Then came the fatal morning when I was due to appear in the examination room at nine o’clock and found myself not only ill prepared and exhausted, but worse still, hopelessly nervous and in a condition of something like collapse.

As we were about to leave our college room one of my friends said, “Here, Charlie, drink this.” He handed me as he spoke a tall glass of bubbling soda water with a piece of ice tinkling in it. I drained it at a single drink and as I set it down I felt a new life and power. My veins tingled with animation, my brain revived, my ideas became active, my fear vanished. I stepped into the examination room and wrote what I believe was the most brilliant law examination test of that year. One of the examiners, who was himself the senior counsel for a local distillery company, said that even in his experience he had never seen anything like it. Undoubtedly I should have ranked first except for the fact that in my eagerness to write and with my newly acquired sense of power, I had not waited to look at the examination questions, but had answered from my recollection of them without consulting them. It seems that for technical reasons the paper had been changed overnight and my answers were no longer applicable. The point is one of mere college organization, easily understood by those acquainted with the matter and not in any way reflecting upon my capacity or memory. Indeed the senior examiner, who was also chairman of a large brewery company, said that I was just the kind of lad that needed encouragement, and would get it.

I remember that as I came out of the room my friend who had given me the soda slapped me on the back and said, “Well, Jack, you certainly wrote hard enough. Come along and have another soda.” After that I recall nothing except being with a group of my fellow law students and drinking soda after soda and finally some one saying to me, “Brace up, Bill, it’s time to get home.”

 

I pass over the circumstances of my gradual downfall. I will only say in my own defence that when I began drinking soda it was rather from a false sense of good-fellowship than from any real craving for it. That only came later. What got me at first was the easy careless conviviality. Some one would knock at the door of my room and say, “Come along, Jack, and let’s go and split a soda.” We would often begin after breakfast — or even start the day before breakfast with a long drink of ice water — and keep it up sometimes till night. Frequently I have sat in my law lectures in my final year with perhaps six or eight quarts of soda in me. You ask me, how I could do it? I can only answer that the first, the immediate, effect was one of exhilaration, of expansion.

It was not long before I reached a second stage. Convivial drinking was not enough. I must needs keep a private stock of soda in my cupboard for furtive drinks at any hour of the day or the night. I well remember how I first mustered up my courage and went into a corner grocer’s and said with all the assurance I could command, “I want a case of plain soda water sent over to my room.” The man demurred a little: said he must have twenty-five cents down: but in the end he sent it.

After that I was never without a supply. At the time of which I speak there was of course no legislation in the matter. Students might buy soda water, pop and even lemon sour without interference.

 

I suppose that my story as I relate it has been that of countless other men. If drink went singly it would be bad enough. But as everybody knows, drink never does come singly: other dissipations, other wastes of time and life go with it; and most often women.

Women are, so it often seems to me, our best and at the same time our worst angels. I am not aware that the thought has ever been expressed before, but I say it now, anyway. To my mind a good woman is one of the greatest things on earth, second only perhaps to a good child or a good man. But it is an old, old adage that for a young man at the susceptible age of life, women, and wine and song — are dangerous things.

So it was that women came into my life and helped to wreck it. The beginning was simple enough. I chanced to meet one Sunday morning in the street a girl whom I had known years before in the country when she was a girl. She greeted me and asked me to come to church with her. I went. It cost me ten cents for the church plate and ten cents for street-car fare to take her home. But it proved only a beginning. The next Sunday found me taking her again to the same church, but this time with her sister — so that the car fare home now cost fifteen cents. The Sunday after she brought not only her sister but her mother, so the car fare had risen within sixteen days to twenty cents.

If I had had the wisdom of a mature man I should have stopped there on the threshold. But I was after all little more than a boy and half full of soda. Somehow, Ellen — I think her name was Ellen, but it may have been Helen — continued to introduce me to half a dozen of her girl friends among the congregation. Somehow, I don’t know how, I found myself turning up at Sunday school, where Helen — or Aileen — persuaded me to take a class. Then before I knew where I was I found myself hand in glove with a regular church crowd and going the pace as only a young man started that way does. I was in the Young People’s Bible Class, out at night with curate’s young people’s debating society and working early and late at the church bazaar. Often I would come rollicking home on the street-car as late as ten at night with two or three girls and a couple of curates and would blow in as much as fifty cents’ worth of car tickets in a couple of evenings. The pace was too swift. To keep myself going throughout the day I would have perpetual recourse to the soda-water bottle. At night when I came home to my room — often not till nearly eleven — I would rush at once to the soda water. My impatience was such that I found opening the bottles one after the other too slow and installed a five-quart siphon. At this I would make a rush after my return from the church at night and squirt it all over my face and head.

 

Wine, women and song! So stands the familiar trinity of destruction. My own case was no exception to the rule. I don’t remember just at what stage of downward course I bought a gramophone. But I can recall the surreptitious purchase, my waiting outside the music-shop and looking furtively up and down the street for fear that I might be recognized, and my return home, the gramophone under my arm and my hat down to avoid the glances of the passers-by. After that, I would spend long hours in my room, sogged with soda, listening to coon songs, such as “Old Black Joe,” “There Is a Happy Land, Far, Far Away,” “Eternal Father, Strong to Save,” and other negro melodies.

 

Well, as everybody knows, if a young man once gets started with a fast crowd of associates such as that, gambling and cards inevitably turn up as an accompaniment. Till then I had never played cards in my life and indeed hardly knew one card from another. But one night as we were coming home from choir practice — excited a little no doubt by some of the hymns — the mother of one of the girls said, “Come on into the house and let’s play bridge.” If I had had sense and recollection I should have quietly said, “I refuse.” But the temptation was too much and I succumbed without an effort. The cards were produced, the game was explained and for the first time in my life I found myself sitting down to play cards for money. We played, I remember, for a tenth of a cent, and I lost it. After that I played practically every night, always for a tenth of a cent, and I lost it every night for ten nights. After that I had chance streaks of luck and three or four times running would win a tenth of a cent, but somehow by the end of each month I was always behind and began to have financial worry and embarrassment added to my own troubles. By the end of six months I owed the curate’s wife ten cents, I owed the rector twenty-five cents and ten cents each to the choir and ten cents that I borrowed from one of the girls’ mothers to pay the girl with. Nor could I see any way to pay it.

Meantime my law studies had degenerated into a mere farce. I would sit over my books, sogged with soda water, my brain unable to function.

 

There is no need to follow in detail the stages of my downfall to my final disaster. I had soon abandoned all attempts at serious study; spent my whole evenings hanging around the Sunday school and choir practice.

 

Then came the inevitable crash. I have noticed in reading memoirs similar to my own — but inferior — that the inevitable crash always comes. In fact, it seems to be unavoidable. I was picked up one evening on the street — I believe that victims such as myself are always finally picked up on the street. I believe that when found I was practically insensible from soda water, that I had five aces and the rules of bridge in one pocket, and in another a gramophone record, evidently just purchased, of “Onward, Christian Soldiers.”

Luckily I fell in good hands. The medical man in whose care I was placed prescribed for me five months’ complete rest on a truck farm, either that or driving a truck for five months on a rest farm.

He recommended also that I might put together the record of my experiences as a human document for magazine use as a means of paying his fee. It is while waiting for a truck to take me to the truck farm, that I have borrowed this condemned cell to write my confessions in. I can only hope they may be of service in saving others from the fate that has been mine.


A GUIDE TO THE PROVINCE OF QUEBEC. FOR THE USE OF AMERICAN TOURISTS
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I TRAVELLED THE other day from New York to Montreal, where I live, in the pleasant company of some Americans coming to the Province of Quebec for a brief vacation. “I like the altitude,” said one. “The air,” said another, “is wonderful.” “What I specially like,” said a third, “is the charm of the old French civilization.”

Now what they said was true. But it seemed to me to leave out something. The man who said he wanted altitude was six feet high already. So he must have had another purpose as well. The man who said he needed air was a big hearty-looking fellow four feet round the waist: that man needed something more than air to keep him going. And the other one who said he loved the old French civilization was very probably one of the Bourbons of Kentucky.

Something or other, some malign influence, seemed to have been at work to rob these men of their natural candour and plain speech. Presently I discovered what it was. They had with them, for reading turn and turn about, a little Guide Book to the Province of Quebec. I realized when I looked through this little volume how mendacious are all the “guide books” that are compiled for travellers: how artfully they conceal the true motives that start the average man upon a vacation journey.

The writers of these little books either are, or pretend to be, labouring under a constant misapprehension. They pretend that every tourist is crazy over history, with a perfect thirst for dates, memorials, and survivals of the past. They presume that if there is anything in the way of a tombstone within ten miles he will be wild to see it: that if you can show him a rock on which Charlemagne once sat he takes a twenty-four-hour round-trip just to sit on it.

When the tourist is not busy with histories, tombstones, and graveyards, he is supposed to get excited over folk-lore, old customs, and the dress of the peasants. When this interest flags, the tourist is expected to fall back on geological information, altitude above the sea, and relative rainfall. Thus his pretty little vacation is filled up with examining what the peasants wear, how high they are above the sea, how much rain falls on them each year, and whose grave is said by tradition to be situated at, or near, their village.

Now as a matter of fact this kind of tourist lived in the days of Washington Irving, a hundred years before Sunday afternoon radio information, and is as dead as Washington Irving.

Let me illustrate the case by an examination of the Guide Book carried by my American friends. It starts out, as such books always do, with a burst of romance.

It is not without a thrill of romantic interest that we find ourselves on our journey northward from New York, swiftly borne along in the night through the great forests of the Adirondacks and thundering through the darkness along the historic shores of Lake Champlain. The broad surface of the lake lies sleeping under its winter mantle.

Quite so: and so we don’t see it: the lake is frozen, and it’s night and it’s dark and we’re asleep and we don’t see it. We didn’t come to see it, either. No passengers, except crooks, stay awake in an Adirondack sleeper at three o’clock in the morning. So much for Lake Champlain.

But the Guide Book rattles on.

We are now in a country replete with historic interest. It was here that the heroic Montcalm stormed Fort Ticonderoga, here that Ethan Allen overwhelmed the slumbering British; here General Burgoyne, hopelessly surrounded, made his last stand on Bunker Hill while Sitting Bull and his mounted braves closed in upon his devoted band, with Sheridan still forty miles away. . . .

Exactly so. But we learned all that stuff in Grade Eight and we passed our examination and are done with it. Anyway, we’re still asleep. Again the Guide Book — 

We have now passed the height of land and are speeding down the Appalachian Slope into the Laurentian plain. The rugged massif of the Adirondacks is exchanged for the broad valley of the Richelieu, an alluvial plain, thrown up, perhaps, in the postprandial epoch. The soil about is a conglomerate semi-nitrogenous loam; our altitude is now 200 feet with a saturation of 175 per cent. and a barometric air pressure of twenty-seven point three.

Precisely. But as a matter of fact we are in the dressing-room of the car trying to shave and we do not propose to risk cutting our throat in the interests of geological science. So the Guide Book goes off on another tack and takes up its favourite lines of manners, customs, and the peasantry. This sort of thing was worked for so many centuries in Europe that it is hard to let it go.

We are now passing through some of the oldest settlements of La Nouvelle France. We observe the quaint houses, taken as they were right out of Old Normandy, with the solid stone walls, the high gabled roofs, and the little windows of the dortoir projecting high above the fenêtres of the cuisine. Behind is the écurie of the cows nestled beside its pleasant fumier.

That’s enough of the French. Will the guidebook people never understand that we speak nothing but our own language, acquired at great difficulty and cost and already brought as near to perfection as we hope to go? This is all that we can afford. But we know, of course, what the next item will be— “the picturesque peasant.” All right. Bring him on:

As we pass the quaint farmsteads half buried in the snow, we note here and there the characteristic figure of a habitant, half buried in the snow, seated in his one-horse sleigh or calèche, his rough country horse, or cheval, half buried. . . .

That’s all right: bury him and be done with it. It is strange that the guide books are unable to learn that human beings nowadays are all alike everywhere. A Chinaman from Shanghai and a pygmy from equatorial Africa and a high-school teacher from Oklahoma are all the same. They all see the same movies, hear the same radio, and they all lost money when the stock market crashed. The picturesque differences are now all gone. Turks wear American shoes, Americans wear Hindu pajamas, Hindus wear English shirts, and English students wear Turkish trousers. The picturesque peasant belongs back in the days of Voltaire, but to-day, when the Eskimo smokes cigars in his snug igloo and the Patagonian football team plays home-and-home games with the French Penal Settlement at Devil’s Island, what’s the good of pretending any more?

But at last, after passing through all the scenery and history and geology and local colour, the guide book finds itself arriving at a real city: let us say the city of Montreal. Here at last is something like life and animation, taxicabs, noise, restaurants, beefsteaks, life. But can the Guide Book see it? No.

As we disentrain ourselves at Montreal we realize that we are at the very spot where the intrepid Jacques Cartier stood in amazement within the great stockaded fort of Hochelaga (1535), or where the gallant company of the Sieur de Maisoneuve prepared in 1645 the fortified town beside the great river which was to witness the surrender of Vaudreuil to General Amherst in 1760, which thus prepared the way for its capture in 1775 by the American General Montgomery, who little thought that the same scene would witness the building of the Grand Trunk Railway in 1856 which culminated in the World War of 1914.

After which, having insinuated the history of the city in this painless fashion into the visitor, the guide book goes on to give him the really up-to-date information about the city of to-day. Thus:

The chief points of interest in the present city are the site of old Hochelaga (exact position unknown), the grave of the Sieur de Maisoneuve (the location of which is disputed) and the burial places of Hiawatha, Pocahontas and other early pioneers. . . .

I suppose there must be people to whom this kind of information seems good and this aspect of travel congenial. There must be, otherwise the little guide books and the illustrated travel booklets would cease to live. Presumably there are people who come home from their vacation tours and carry on conversations something like this:

“You were in Montreal on your vacation, were you not?”

“Yes, the city was founded by Maisoneuve in 1645.”

“Was it indeed? And what is its altitude above the sea?”

“Its mean altitude above high tide is 40 feet but the ground on which the city stands rises to a magnificent elevation, or mountain, which attains the height of 600 feet.”

“Does it indeed? And has this elevation a name?”

“It has. It is known as Mount Royal, a name conferred upon it by the first discoverer, Jacques or Jim Cartier.”

“Really, and what is the annual rainfall?”

“Well, the annual rainfall — if you include the precipitation of snow — —”

“Oh, yes, I do; of course — —”

“ — In that case it would be about fifty inches.”

“Indeed! What a fascinating vacation you must have had!”

“We did. I recall one very old habitant, a peasant . . .”

 

Instead of the mournful and misleading information about history and the peasantry, how much better if the Guide Book would drop on the side a few little items of real and useful information, as:

The exact site of the old French town may be said to lie in a straight line between Molson’s Brewery (now running) and Dow’s Brewery (still brewing). The house occupied by General Montgomery in 1775 is easily found by its proximity to the principal offices of the Quebec Liquor Commission. . . .

 

But wait, stop — an idea occurs to me. Let me rewrite the Guide Book to the Province of Quebec as it should be written with a view to attract, instruct and delight the tourist from the United States.


REVISED EDITION
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GUIDE TO THE PROVINCE OF

QUEBEC

The Province of Quebec, licensed to sell beer, wine and spirits, has an area of 706,000 square miles. Its magnificent extent reaches from the border of New York State to the shore of the Frozen Seas. The most northerly licence is that at Oopchoopchik in Labrador. But it is not necessary to travel so far as that.

The great glory of the province is the broad stream of the river St. Lawrence. On its noble bosom ply the magnificent passenger steamers of the Canada Steamships Company, the bars on which usually open at seven o’clock. There is no finer sight for the American tourist than to sit on the forward deck (the bar deck) of one of these palatial vessels and to watch the magnificent panorama of historic scenery which is unfolded to the eye as the ascent of the river is made.

Here on our right hand as we come up from the sea the magnificent stream of the Saguenay pours its foaming waters through the gateway of frowning rock as it joins the St. Lawrence. Clinging to the very crest of the rock, like an eagle upon its nest, is a tiny hotel, licensed to sell wine, beer and other malt liquors.

Ascending the river further, we pass the famous falls of the Montmorency, from which the soda water is made. Pouring over the cliff in a cascade over 200 feet high, the water is churned into soda at the foot. Nothing is needed but to mix with this soda a small quantity — or a large — of the Scotch whisky, freely imported for private orders under the laws of the province. The result is a delicious beverage, sparkling and refreshing, which may be placed beside us on a little table on the deck, while we smoke our Havana cigar, with one foot up on a camp-stool.

Our attention is next turned — though not completely — to the historic and picturesque Island of Orléans. Here are the quaint villages, the little spires, and the stone houses of the old French civilization, unchanged since its first foundation under Louis XIV. Through our field glasses we can see the thrifty French Canadian farmer busily engaged in distilling whisky blanc, or white whisky made from wheat.

In front of us now rises the impressive outline of the Quebec Bridge, its huge span crossing the river from summit to summit, and here before us there appears the grey old city of Quebec, standing on its rocky stronghold, the sentinel of New France. Our eye detects at once the dominating outline of the Château Frontenac Hotel, the bar of which commands a splendid view of the river. Here lie the great ocean steamers of the Canadian Pacific Railway. They do not draw as much water as the steamers of the White Star and the Cunard lines that enter New York harbour. But they draw far more beer.

We are now so close in that we are right beside one of these leviathans of the deep and can hear one of the white-coated stewards cracking ice. As we pass by another of these ocean greyhounds, we catch a glimpse through the windows of the smoking-room of ale being sold for eight pence a bottle.

The ancient City of Quebec well repays our brief visit of inspection. Here is the gateway where brave General Montgomery met his death on the wild December night when he tried to storm the city gates. Here is the entrance to the Hotel St. Louis. Here is the famous Convent of the Ursalines where Montcalm died. Here is the Hotel du Canada.

Our stay in the mother city of America is all too short. We would fain climb the heights to reach the broad plateau or plain of Abraham, where the destiny of America was settled at a blow. There are no licences now anywhere near the Plains of Abraham.

If our time allows, we drop in for a moment to visit the splendid building where the Parliament of the Province of Quebec is in session. Here the Lieutenant-Governor sits enthroned, the direct representative of the King. Around him are the ministers of the Crown leaning over his chair. There is a strange charm in listening to the courteous debate which is going on, all of it, we note with unreasonable surprise, conducted in French. The distinguished Premier of the province is speaking. We bend our ear to listen, understanding as best we can. We gather that the Prime Minister is speaking, gravely and earnestly, on the question of the percentage of alcohol in the beverages of the province. Certain members of the opposition have urged that it be raised from 100 to 150. The Premier does not see his way to do this. But he assures the house that if any one will show him how to do it, he will do it.

The ancient city of Quebec has her own proud way of dealing with the modern liquor problem. She gives no licences but sells liquor only through the medical profession, and then only to those who need it. As we descend the slope from the legislature we pass the gay little street of the doctors, with its laughing crowd of sick people around each door. The law is very strict, it appears. No prescriptions must be filled out for more than a barrelful at a time. The enforcement of this law is aided by a vigorous public opinion in its favour.

We are back again upon our comfortable steamer. We are again ascending the river on our way to the metropolis of Montreal. The bar, which was closed during our absence on shore, is now open again. It is a strict rule of the Canada Steamships Company that when nobody wants a drink the bar is closed.

The scenery has changed now. On either side of the river, we pass from time to time the quaint little villages of French Canada, each with its tall church spires and its neat hotel, licensed to sell beer and wine. From time to time larger towns rise upon the bank. Here is Three Rivers with its vast piles of lumber, its tall smoke-stacks and its eighteen licences.

In the country to the north, we can see the dim outline of the Laurentian Mountains — a vast territory of lake and mountain, forest and stream, an ideal hunting ground, the paradise of the sportsman. Some of our passengers have visited the Laurentians and as we sit about the deck in a circle they exchange stories of their adventures. One tells us how he was once moose-hunting beyond the forks of the Batiscan and lost his flask. Another tells a tale of how he and two companions got separated from their party over the divide in the wilderness near Lake Mistassini and for four days had only two bottles of whisky among the three of them. Stories such as these, though told lightly and casually, give one a very real idea of the peculiar hardships and dangers of the hunter’s life in the Laurentians.

But our steamboat journey is at an end. Our boat is steaming into the river harbour of Montreal crowded with shipping. Before us lies the great metropolis framed against the background of its Royal mountain. Our landing fills us with wonder and delight. On every side are objects of interest. Here in the foreground of the picture is the great brewery of the Molsons; we can see the thin steam rising from its covered top in a dainty cloud in the clear air. There is something exquisite in the sight that recalls the canvas of a Turner or a Correggio or the skyline of Milwaukee as she used to be.

In the upper town, all is animation, on every side are evidences of industrial prosperity. It is the noon hour and we can see that even the labourer on the street has his can of beer beside him as he eats his dinner.

Ah! Here is the hotel, our destination. The hotel is full to the roof and has been since July, 1919, but it can always find room for one more. We enter. We sink into the luxurious wicker chairs of the Palm Room where a Czecho-Slovak orchestra (they call it Hungarian before the war) is playing Jugo-Slav music. We order a quart of champagne each and send for a bundle of naturalization papers and a fountain pen. We shall never go home.


WHY THE NEXT WAR DIDN’T HAPPEN. AN ATTEMPT TO REASSURE THE PUBLIC
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ALONG WITH A great many other people, I begin to feel that it is time that something was done about the “Next War.” The public are constantly being too much alarmed about it, and it is fitting that some one should undertake to reassure them.

I am well aware of the terrific prophecies that are being made. I know that Major-General Fitz-Bung, the great artillery expert, has told the Press that in the “coming war” the range of guns will be a hundred miles; that Admiral O’Breezy has declared that in the next war submarines a quarter of a mile long will be pitted against battleships five hundred feet high; that the great chemical expert, Herr Schwefelstink, says that in the next war poisonous gas will pour over the whole civilized world and especially on civilians, women and children, hospitals, homes for incurables, and golf clubs. The aerial experts, I know, offer to let loose a bomb that will lift London into the North Sea.

I am quite aware that the military writers all agree that the war after the next will be a corker, and that the next war but two will probably be about as bad a war as the world will see till the fourth war, in which the entire human race, if they have any luck at all, will be exterminated.

Personally, I take no stock in it at all. It’s not going to happen. The mistake that people like General Fitz-Bung and Admiral O’Breezy make is that they are unaware of a whole lot of new influences that are coming into the world. Let me show what I mean by looking forward about twenty years, and then backward about nineteen, so as to show in retrospect just what happened, and why it was that the “next great war” never happened.

The Great War of 1935

This war was to have been as between England and the United States. It was all set and staged to break out early in the summer of 1935.

The precipitating cause, that is, the cause that should have precipitated it, was one of those high-class diplomatic “incidents” which no self-respecting nation can tolerate. An American sailor was thrown out of a saloon in Singapore right on to the sidewalk on the mere pretext that he had been in the saloon long enough.

The newspapers on both sides of the Atlantic were immediately filled with the “incident.” All America agreed that the affront was one that no high-chested nation ought to take with equanimity. The British retorted that the right to throw anyone out of a British saloon at any time was a fundamental part of the British constitution, which no determined, self-respecting, bull-necked people would ever allow to be curtailed.

But just at this stage there intervened the opening of the second annual international dog show in London, in which the first prize for Belgian police dogs was carried off by an American dog from Idaho. The enthusiasm and excitement over this, on both sides of the Atlantic, was such that the Singapore sailor was entirely forgotten. When the incident turned up again, America agreed that the sailor probably needed throwing out anyway, and British people urged that at least the sailor ought to be put back again in the saloon and stood up at the bar at the expense of the British Government.

But right after that came the international chess match in Vienna, and then the tour of the Welsh choir in the United States — two hundred voices at a pressure of fifty pounds per inch — and the whole episode was forgotten.

The Great War of 1940

This looked a fine war. It was to have been between England and France with the United States purely neutral and sinking the ships of both. It should have been ready as of June the first, but just at that very moment Alphonse Jules de Marigny won the golf championship of England in the great three-day competition at Scarborough, and on the very same day, by an odd coincidence, Hoke Peters, of Pie Corners, Oklahoma, won the golf championship of all France at Deauville; Edward Beauclere de Montmorency (a direct cousin of the Earl of Hasbeen) won the American championship at Paterson, N.J.; and Angus Macpherson Macrae, of Dumfoolish, the great Scottish expert, issued a challenge to play off against all winners at ten cents a hole, cash down before hitting a ball.

This upset the whole war. As the President of France said over the radio that evening, “Is this a time for making a war?” and the United States minister to Great Britain, speaking over the telephone to Siam, assured the world that golf had replaced all other forms of argument.

The Great War of 1945

The 1945 war was spoiled by the Oxford and Cambridge boat race. It ought to have been a real peach, and indeed all through February and March it looked as if world-wide destruction might be let loose at any moment.

The incident — it is not recorded just what it was — was admitted to be one of the nastiest, dirtiest incidents that had turned up in ten years. The American Secretary of State had written a dispatch in which he said that if the incident turned out in the way he was sure it was going to turn out, his Government would have to consider the matter as one of those matters they would have to consider. This brutal language almost carried war with it. And the situation was made even worse when the British Foreign Secretary replied that His Majesty’s Government was not prepared to admit that anything had happened, but that the whole circumstances would be investigated, and if when they were investigated they turned out as he knew they would turn out, His Majesty’s Government would feel themselves reluctantly compelled to take whatever steps they felt they ought to take.

This open and direct threat brought war to within forty-eight hours, and set up a feverish activity in all the paper factories, rubber factories, and gas companies of two continents.

Then that very afternoon came the astounding news that Oxford had at last beaten Cambridge in the annual boat race, and that the principal factor in the victory undoubtedly was that the Oxford boat contained five Americans, whereas Cambridge, very foolishly, had only four. The wild enthusiasm and the celebration of this event in London, Denver, Saskatoon (Saskatchewan), Phœnix (Arizona), and other great boating centres, dissipated all thought of war.

The Great Asiatic War of 1950

The collapse of the British-American war of 1950 was followed by several years of despairing quiet. For a little while it looked as if there was a chance of getting Serbia to fight Czechoslovakia, or of working up something as between the Latts of Latvia and the Slats of the Dantzig corridor; with good luck this might have started a conflagration that would have spread through all Europe, and sideways through Greenland to Canada and the United States.

Experts openly declared that only a spark was needed; unluckily during that very summer a main motor highway (London to Bagdad) was opened up via Latvia and Slatvia and an influx of American tourists poured into the country. The president of Latvia telegraphed at once: “This thing is too good to spoil, let us be friends,” and all chance of war was gone.

A last blow was struck in 1952. This year was to have witnessed the great Europe-Asia conflict, which all military experts had for twenty years declared unavoidable. But at the moment when the war was about to burst, a famous American explorer returned from Central China with a dinosaur’s egg — very old, but as good as new — and a British geologist returned from Western Mongolia with a robin’s nest in a perfect state of preservation, and a French scientist discovered in Cochin China, what was evidently one end (hard to say which) of a prehistoric megatherium, which must have been dead — which evidently had been dead — for over a million years.

The astounding discoveries led the International Ornithological Society to announce that it would hold its next annual convention at or near Lake Gob in the centre of Central Asia. The rush for tickets for this event, coupled with the announcement of the Palæontological Congress and the International Biochemical Society that they too would meet in Mongolia made it necessary to postpone the whole Asiatic conflict for five years. In fact, it was widely felt that the opportunity was practically gone.

 

And so, if one may point a moral too obvious to need pointing, the world gradually began to realize that there was something else in it as well as high explosives.


A, B, AND C. after twenty years
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TWENTY YEARS AGO I wrote a book called Literary Lapses and I put into it a story called A, B, and C. It dealt with the three famous people whose names used to appear in all the arithmetic books used in the schools. Readers of ripe, or middle, age will recall A, B, and C as they used to be, and will remember the little anecdotes about them which ran after the following fashion:

A can do a certain piece of work in three days; B can do it in five days; and C in eight. How long will it take them to do it, if they all work together?

A was always the strong one, the quick one; B just ordinary; and poor C was just a nut. C worked slower, walked slower, swam worse, chopped less wood and laid fewer bricks than A and B. He lost every race, was beaten on every bet, and came out at the tail end of everything.

Now it happened that the other day I looked again at the story I wrote twenty years ago, and opened again the little text-books from which it had been derived, and I marvelled at the change of circumstance as between then and now.

The A, B, and C of my schooldays, with their “certain piece of work” — they never said what it was — look hopelessly antiquated now. They used to ride old high bicycles on which A, the hero, hit up a speed of eleven and a half miles an hour. They used to walk from X to Y — quite a walk, evidently, from the fact that they took “a certain number of hours” to do it: a thing that no one in these days of motor-cars would think of doing.

The biggest diversion that A, B, and C could think of was to “eat apples,” one after the other straight ahead. That was their best notion of a really wicked time.

When it came to money, their transactions were pitiably small. A used to “loan to B a certain sum of money,” which sounds most alluring and attractive, until it turns out that the “certain sum of money” was only thirty-five cents.

The highest wages that I could ever find credited even to A, the husky hero, which would work little C into consumption, was eleven cents an hour. When it came to speculation or gambling, the farthest any of them would go was that A would “offer to wager with B one dollar.” Whether B took up the bet or not, was not said. Beyond that the three poor pikers never got.

In other words, any up-to-date child studying arithmetic and reading such little anecdotes as that would despise them.

In the story as I wrote it twenty years ago I professed to have seen A, B, and C in the flesh and pictured their actual appearance: A, big, husky, and self-assertive; B, firm and moderate, but standing on his own feet; C, delicate and shaken with a consumptive cough and quite unfit even for a “certain piece of work.”

So let us imagine what their successors of to-day, the A, B, and C of 1932, would look like.

Here comes A, tall and swaggering and dressed in a plus-four golf suit. Here’s B in a Palm Beach effect, fairly sturdy-looking; hair mostly gone from drinking too much wood alcohol. Here, finally, is C, a weedy, mean-looking little type, with a cigarette hanging from his lip and a peaked hat over his eyes.

“Let’s take a look at the arithmetic problems set for to-day,” says A. (We imagine him looking at a school blackboard before school begins.) “What have they got us down for, anyway? Say, fellows, listen to this!” He begins to read:

“A, B, and C undertake to do a certain piece of work, beginning at six in the morning — —”

All three break out into laughter.

“Isn’t that a peach?” says A. “Here, wait till I change it before the class come in.”

He writes:

“A hates work worse than sin, and B quit work after he made a clean-up in oil, and C hasn’t worked since he came out of Sing Sing. Guess how long it will take all three together to do a certain piece of work.”

They laugh, but B, the moderate one, says, “You shouldn’t pull that law stuff about Sing Sing. C doesn’t want that shouted out.”

“Aw, shucks!” protests A. “Anybody who reads the Arithmetic books can guess that C has served time in Sing Sing. You couldn’t explain him any other way. But have it as you like. I’ll rub that out on the blackboard and put in another. Listen to this old chestnut. Did you ever hear the beat of this?— ‘A, B, and C are engaged to cut cordwood, working each day for ten hours and receiving 10 cents an hour — —’ How do you like that, fellers?”

“Gosh!” says B. “Ten cents an hour! Listen, A, let’s rub that out and write it like this, to make it up to date:

“ ’A, B, and C, not having done any work in six years, invest their savings in the oil exchange. A cleans up a quarter of a million dollars, B half a million, and C gets stung for a hundred thousand and — —’ ”

“But look at this one,” interrupts A, still reading from the blackboard. “Just listen to this:

“ ’A, B, and C set out to drive from X to Y in three separate conveyances. A, whose horse is the fastest, makes seven miles an hour — —’ ”

They all break into a shout.

“Gimme the chalk!” says C.

“You can’t write anything profane,” says B. “It’s a school.”

“Don’t I know it?” says C. “I ain’t writing nothing profane, see! I’m just putting it into up-to-date English, see? The way A done.”

C writes on the board:

“A, B, and C fly across the Atlantic — —”

“Good!” interrupts A. “Stick in a bet! Make it for money.”

“ ’ — for a million-dollar pool. A goes at the rate of 180 miles an hour — which is faster than B or C by twenty miles an hour — —’ ”

“That’s the stuff!” says A. “Attaboy! And so I beat you both to it, do I, and get the pool?”

“You don’t,” says C. “The sum don’t end that way. You hit an iceberg, see, and you get in the drink — —”

“And I win out!” laughs B. “I can go next quickest to him.”

“Yes,” says C, “but you don’t win out just the same. You stop to help A, see, because you’ve gotta sort of soft spot in your bean, and while you’re trying to help him, I beat the both of yous to it, and win out!”

“Get out!” roars A. “You beat him and me! You miserable little undersized hound! Why — —”

“Stop!” says B, warningly. “Quit your scrapping and vanish. Here comes the teacher and the pupils. Leave those sums on the board just as they were, C. I guess the old-fashioned stuff is better as it is than anything we could put over now.”


BREAKFAST AT THE SMITHS’. A LITTLE STUDY IN THE BEAUTY OF CHEERFULNESS
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SPEAKING AT A scientific convention last month, one of the leading medical men on this continent made the statement that cheerfulness at meal-time was the best health tonic in the world. One good laugh at breakfast, declared the eminent doctor, is worth half a dozen bottles of medicine.

There is no doubt that when this advice was given to the world it was kindly meant. No doubt the medical man thought it true. But little could he suspect the revolution that it was bound to work in the families of those who took it seriously — as notably in the home of the Henry Edward Smiths of Shadyside Street.

Till this news came out in the Press, breakfast at the Smiths’ had always been a silent meal. Mr. Smith sat down behind his newspaper with Mrs. Smith opposite him and with little Wilhelmina Smith, aged 10, on one side and John Algebra Smith, aged 13, on the other. After five minutes, Mr. Smith said: “Milk!” and they passed it to him. Then he went back to his newspaper, trying to estimate yesterday’s loss on fifty shares of Hip Hoorah mining stock at three-eighths of a cent per share. A little later he said: “Toast.” After that he murmured: “Marmalade.” And just at the end: “Coffee.” During this time Wilhelmina had said “Milk” three times, and muttered to herself parts of a French verb for her morning school. John Algebra had said: “Milk! — toast! — marmalade! — sugar,” each three or four times. He, too, was busy thinking — estimating how long it took to buy a white rabbit at six cents a week.

Mrs. Smith herself never spoke except to the hired girl when she rang the bell. Even then she only said: “Coffee.” But she too was thinking all the time, estimating how many yards of celanese it would take to make a circular-flounced afternoon dress.

The whole meal put no strain on the dictionary, and the Smiths had got so used to it that they didn’t know that there was anything wrong with it.

Then came to them the fatal truth that they needed laughter at their meals, and their life changed with a complete revolution.

 

“Well, children,” said Mr. Smith as he sat down to breakfast with a roar of laughter, “here’s a funny riddle for you. Why is Chicago like a hen?”

“Chicago like a hen?” laughed Mrs. Smith. “It sounds terribly odd.”

“Because there’s a ‘b’ in both,” roared Mr. Smith, “or at least I should have said: Why is Boston like a bird? But it’s all the same.”

The laughter had hardly died away when Mrs. Smith, who was shaking so much with fun that she could hardly pour the coffee, recovered herself enough to say:

“I heard a terribly funny story the other day about a man who told a Pullman porter to put him off the car at Buffalo at three o’clock in the morning and the porter made a mistake and put off the wrong man!”

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” laughed the rest of the family— “he put off the wrong man! Ha! Ha!”

“Father,” said little Algebra Smith, “did you ever hear the story about the Scotchman?”

“About a Scotchman!” exclaimed Mr. Smith, beaming with anticipation. “No, I’m sure I never did. Do tell it.”

“Well, this Scotchman was a farmer and he had a cow that had two calves and so he decided that he’d give one to the minister, only he couldn’t make up his mind which one to give. The calves were both in the pasture together and there came a storm and one got struck by lightning, and when the Scotchman came down to the pasture and found it had been killed, he said: ‘My! My! the minister’s calf has been killed.’ ”

For a little time the uproarious laughter that followed the story almost precluded all attempt at eating until at length, when something like order was restored, little Wilhelmina spoke:

“I know a funny story about a lawyer,” she said, “only I don’t know if I can tell it right.”

“Go on! Go on!” cried all the rest of the family.

“Well, this lawyer,” said Wilhelmina, “had by accident swallowed a twenty-five-cent piece and it stuck in his windpipe, and so they rushed him to a doctor’s office and the doctor had him turned upside down to shake it out of him. But all they could shake out was eighteen cents.”

Renewed roars of laughter went around the breakfast table.

“There’s a story about an Irishman — —” began Mr. Smith.

“Oh, do tell us that one,” said the rest.

“I was reminded of it,” Smith went on, “when you spoke of doctors. This was an Irish county gentleman whose wife was sick and so he wrote a note for a doctor and gave it to a manservant to ride on horseback and take the note to the doctor. But by the time this man was ready and the note was written, the Irishman’s wife was better. So he just scribbled in pencil at the bottom of the letter: ‘Since I wrote this my wife has got better, so you won’t need to come.’ ”

Convulsed with merriment, the Smith family struggled in vain to eat their toast.

“How would you like me to imitate Harry Lauder for you?” asked Smith presently.

“Oh, yes, do, do please,” cried the exultant table, clapping their hands.

Whereupon Mr. Smith gave them the uproarious imitation of Harry Lauder that had made such a hit every time he did it at the Thistle Club, and at the Elks and after the Rotary meeting. After which Smith was just starting in to do Al Jolson for them when Mrs. Smith suddenly said:

“Good gracious, John, it’s nearly a quarter to nine!”

And the family, still laughing and chuckling, made a rush from the table to get ready for school and the office.

 

But that morning at eleven John Smith collapsed in his office and had to go home in a cab, Wilhelmina and Algebra were brought home from school with nervous exhaustion, and Mrs. Smith was found on the sitting-room sofa in a state verging on coma and didn’t speak for two days.

And when medical service was called in, the doctor — such is the perversity of the profession — had the nerve to recommend complete quiet for all of them, and no mental excitement whatever.

 

So, as a result, on their recovery the Smiths have gone back to breakfast as it used to be. Smith reads about the Hip Hoorah mine and murmurs: “Milk.” The children work out French and algebra in their heads and Mrs. Smith’s mind is on the eternal dress problem.

 

In other words, human nature being what it is, you’d better leave it to its own way of doing things.


THE PERFECT OPTIMIST. OR DAY-DREAMS IN A DENTAL CHAIR
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WELL, HERE WE are again seated in the big red plush chair in for one of our jolly little mornings with our dentist. My! It certainly is cosy to settle back into this comfortable chair with a whole quiet morning in front of us — no work to do, no business to think of, just to lie in one of our comfortable day-dreams.

How pleasant it is in this chair, anyway, with the sunshine streaming in through the window upon us and illuminating every corner of the neat and immaculate little room in which we sit.

For immaculate neatness and cleanliness, I repeat, give me a little up-to-date dental room every time. Talk of your cosy libraries or your dens, they won’t compare with this little nook. Here we are with everything we need around us, all within easy arm’s-length reach. Here on this revolving tray are our pleasant little nippers, pincers and forceps, some so small and cute and others so big and strong that we feel a real confidence in them. They’d never let go of anything! Here is our dainty little electric buzzer with our revolving gimlets at the end; our little hammer on the left; our bradawl on the right — everything!

For the moment our dental friend is out of the room — telephoning, we imagine. The merry fellow is so popular with all his friends that they seem to ring him up every few minutes.

Little scraps of his conversation reach our ears as we lie half-buried in our white towel, in a sweet reverie of expectancy.

“Pretty bad in the night, was it, eh? Well, perhaps you’d better come along down and we’ll make a boring through that bicuspid and see what’s there!”

Full of ideas, he is, always like that — never discouraged, something new to suggest all the time. And then we hear him say: “Well, let me see. I’m busy now for about a couple of hours — —” Hurrah! That means us! We were so afraid he was going to say, “I’ll be through here in about five minutes.” But no, it’s all right; we’ve got two long, dreamy hours in front of us.

He comes back into the room and his cheery presence, as he searches among his instruments and gives a preliminary buzz to the buzzer, seems to make the sunshine even brighter. How pleasant life seems — the dear old life; that is, the life we quitted ten minutes ago and to which, please Providence, we hope to return in two hours. We never felt till we sat here how full and pleasant life is. Think of it, the simple joy of being alive. That’s all we ask — of going to work each day (without a toothache) and coming home each night to eat our dinner. If only people realized it — just to live in our world without a toothache. . . .

So runs our pleasant reverie. But, meanwhile, our dental friend has taken up a little hammer and has tapped us, in his playful way, on the back teeth.

“Feel that?” he asks.

And he’s right, the merry dog! We do feel it. He guessed it right away. We are hoping so much that he will hit us again.

Come on, let’s have a little more fun like that. But no. He’s laid aside his hammer and as nearly as we can see has rolled up his cuffs to the elbow and has started his good old electric buzzer into a roar.

Ah, ha! Now we are going to get something — this is going to be the big fun, the real thing. That’s the greatest thing about our little dental mornings, there’s always something new. Always as we sit we have a pleasant expectancy that our dental friend is planning a new one.

Now, then, let us sit back tight, while he drives at our jaw with the buzzer. Of all the exhilarating feelings of hand-to-hand conflict, of man against man, of mind matched against mind, and intelligence pitted against intelligence, I know of none more stimulating than when we brace ourselves for this conflict of man and machinery. He has on his side the power of electricity and the force of machinery.

But we are not without resource. We brace ourselves, laughingly, in our chair while he starts to bore. We need, in fact, our full strength; but, on the other hand, if he tries to keep up at this pace his hands will get tired. We realize, with a sense of amusement, that if his machine slips, he may get a nasty thump on the hand against our jawbone.

He slacks off for just a second — half withdraws his machine and says, “Were you at the football match yesterday?” and then starts his instrument again at full roar.

“Were we at the football match yesterday?” How strange it sounds! “Why, yes, of course we were!” In that far-away long-ago world where they play football and where there is no toothache — we were there only yesterday afternoon.

Yes, we remember, it was just towards the end of that game that we felt those twinges in one of the — what does he call it, the lower molars? Anyway, one of those twinges which started the exultant idea racing through our minds, “To-morrow we’ll have to go to the dentist.”

 

A female voice speaking into the room has called him to the telephone, and again we are alone. What if he never comes back!

The awful thought leaps to our minds, what if he comes in and says, “I’m sorry to say I have to take a train out of town at once.” How terrible!

Perhaps he’ll come in and say, “Excuse me, I have to leave instantly for Canada!” or, “I’ll have to let your work go; they’ve sent for me to go to China!”

 

But no, how lucky! Back he comes again. We’ve not lost him. And now what is he at? Stuffing cotton-wool up into our head, wool saturated with some kind of drugs, and pounding it in with a little hammer.

And then — all of a sudden, so it seems — he steps back and says, “There, that will do nicely till Monday!” And we rise half-dazed from our chair to realize in our disappointment that it is over already. Somehow we had thought that our pleasant drowsy morning of pounding and boring and dreaming in the sunlight, while our dental friend mixed up something new, would last for ever. And now, all of a sudden, it is over.

Never mind! After all, he said Monday! It won’t seem so long till then! And meantime we can think about it all day and look forward to it and imagine how it is going to feel. Oh! It won’t be long.

And so we step out into the street — full of cotton-wool and drugs and electricity and reverie — like a person returning to a forgotten world and dazed to find it there.


CHILDREN’S POETRY REVISED

With One Eye on the Eighteenth Amendment
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IT HAS OCCURRED to me that many of the beautiful old poems on which the present and preceding generations were brought up are in danger of passing into oblivion. The circumstances of this hurried, rapid age, filled with movement and crowded with mechanical devices, are rendering the older poetry quite unintelligible to the children of to-day.

For example, when “young Lochinvar had come out of the West” — we need to know at the start that this doesn’t mean the Middle West. We learn also that he came on a “steed.” What is a “steed”? Few children of to-day realize that the huge, clumsy animals that they see hauling the garbage wagons are “steeds.” They would much more likely think that if young Lochinvar had “a Steed,” it meant something the same as if he had a Chrysler or a Buick; in other words, he had a this year’s Steed.

Similarly when the poem says, “He stayed not for brake and he stopped not for stone” — the meaning is taken to be that he left in such a hurry that he didn’t go into the garage and get his brakes tightened up. And when the poem says, “He swam the Esk river where Ford there was none,” — well, the meaning seems obvious.

Or let us say that “The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck.” Who cares? Certainly not a generation that thinks nothing of reading in its paper, “Boy Falls in Burning Aeroplane.”

It seems reasonable, therefore, that if the older poetry, the heritage of our race, is to remain, some one has got to revise it. I wish I could offer to do it myself. I fear that I can lay so little claim to being a professional poet that I must leave the task to more competent hands. But I might perhaps indicate by a few samples the ways in which the necessary changes might be made.

Sometimes a mere alteration of the title would do a lot. Thus the “Charge of the Light Brigade” might be the Light Brigade C.O.D. or perhaps The Cash and Carry of the Light Brigade. Then there is that melodious masterpiece of Edgar Allan Poe, which should read henceforth “Quoth the Radio, Nevermore.”

But in other cases the poem has got to be overhauled throughout. There is something in the environment it represents that does not correspond to the life that the children see to-day. I’ll give an example. There was, when I was young, a poem that everybody knew and loved, that ran:

I remember, I remember

The house where I was born

And the little window where the sun

Came peeping in at morn.

Etc., etc., etc. . . .            

 

I needn’t quote the rest of it. The essential thought is in the lines above. But alas! The poem is dropping out; it no longer fits. Here, however, is a revised version that may keep it going for years.

I wish I could remember

The house where I was born

And the little window where perhaps

The sun peeped in at morn.

 

But father can’t remember

And mother can’t recall

Where they lived in that December — 

If it was a house at all.

It may have been a boarding-house

Or family hotel,

A flat or else a tenement.

It’s very hard to tell.

There is only one thing certain from my questioning as yet,

Wherever I was born, it was a matter of regret.

 

That, I think, reproduces more or less the spirit of the age. If some one would just put it into really good up-do-date poetry — without any rhyme in it, and with no marks of feet in it, and without putting it into lines — it might go into any present-day anthology.

But it is, finally and chiefly, in the matter of the Eighteenth Amendment that the children’s poetry has got to be revised. There used to be a poem, also put to music as a ballad, about a little girl begging her father to “come home.” The opening stanza ran:

Father, dear father, come home with me now;

The clock in the steeple strikes one.

You promised, dear father, that you would come home

As soon as your day’s work was done.

The scene, of course, was laid on the other side of the Eighteenth Amendment. The picture that went with the song showed, from the outside, a little tavern, or saloon, with curtained windows and a warm red light behind them. Out in the snow was the girl, singing. And father was in behind the red curtains. And he wouldn’t come out! That was the plot. Father’s idea was that he would stay right where he was — that it had home beaten four ways.

Now all of that is changed. The little lighted tavern is gone. Father stays at home, and the children of to-day have got to have the poem recast, so as to keep as much of the pathos as may be, but with the scene reversed. Here it is, incomplete, perhaps, but suggestive.

father, dear father, go out

Oh, father, dear father, why won’t you go out?

Why sit here and spoil all the fun?  

We took it for granted you’d beat it down town

As soon as your dinner was done.  

 

With you in the parlour the boys are so glum,  

No music, no laughter about,  

Oh, father, you put our whole house on the bum,  

Oh, father, please, father, go out.  


TUM AND PLAY DOLF. WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN MINIATURE GOLF GETS IN ITS EFFECT ON THE HUMAN MIND
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A COUPLE OF little boys stood looking in at the lighted and attractive entrance of the miniature golf course. Little boys — well, that is what I took them to be at first sight. Their little frilled dresses, their bare knees with little white socks and slippers, seemed to belong to any age from four up to ten. But at a second look I saw that their faces were those of grown-up men.

“Is ‘oo goin’ in?” asked one of the other.

The other nodded. He had a piece of money held tight in one hand and a candy stick in the other.

“Tum on,” said the first.

Then, as the two little boys — or little boy-men — passed under the bright lights at the arched entrance, I recognized them as no “little boys” at all. One of them was the general manager of one of our banks and the other, the little fellow with the candy stick, one of his chief directors.

“ ’Oo wait outside, nurse,” they called back, and then I noticed for the first time a neat-looking woman in a nurse’s uniform, standing beside a large double perambulator.

 

Let me stop here to explain that I had been abroad for over a year and had just returned home. I knew nothing of the sudden and universal craze for Tom Thumb or Miniature golf which had invaded this entire country. Still less could I guess, or for the matter of that, still less could anybody guess, the extraordinary effect which it was producing upon the mentality of the present generation.

I stood looking with amazement at the varied concourse of people jostling eagerly about the entrance. Many of them were undoubtedly children, while others, though indubitably grown up in years and stature, seemed to have assumed the garb, or at any rate the expression, of little children. One saw a jumble of sailor suits, little frilled frocks and all the insignia of childhood.

I turned for a moment to the woman in the nurse’s uniform who still stood slightly aside from the entrance waiting beside the large double perambulator.

“I beg your pardon,” I said, “I think I know the two — the two young folks in your charge. Did you bring them up from down town?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. “I always call at the bank just at closing time for Master Charles and Master Freddy. You see, sir, Master Charles is general manager and he always rides down to his work in his own car in the morning as he has for years; but after the bank closes, sir, nothing will do Master Charles but he must ride up in this perambulator with Master Freddy. They say they take all the pennies they can find out of the cashier’s drawer when he isn’t looking, so as to have money to get in. I think they look real cute to-day in their new frocks, don’t you, sir?”

I remained lost in amazement, without an answer.

 

I was roused out of my reverie by a voice beside me.

“Queer sight, isn’t it?”

I turned to recognize the tall figure of my friend Dr. Chipton, the distinguished physician. His fine figure, his keen face and his neat and sober costume contrasted favourably with the motley juvenility around us.

“Queer sight, isn’t it?” he repeated, as he shook hands. “You’ve been away from town, haven’t you, so it must be all new to you. But it certainly is the most extraordinary phenomenon of the kind which I can recall. It is evidently a form of mob aberration, one of those phases of collective psychology which we are just beginning to investigate.”

The doctor’s eye rested on the entering crowd.

“Odd,” he kept murmuring, “very odd.”

Yet somehow as I watched him the doctor himself seemed to be feeling a special fascination in the motley liveliness, the blatant childishness of the spectacle.

He turned to me again.

“Would ‘oo like,” he began, and then with a frown, correcting himself, “Would you like to come in and look around for a minute? I dot tum pennies — I mean, I have some money.”

We entered.

I need not dwell on the details of the spectacle that confronted us on entering into the covered and lighted premises of the miniature golf. It was like passing through the portals of a baby world. Little wee hillocks of grass were interspersed with tiny roads and little trees. All of a sudden it brought back to me the world as I knew it at three years old, far beyond the mists of present memory. There it all was, the little square of green, the little frames of field and trees, all vague in distance to the infant mind, with neither proportion nor direction; something seen before the age of calculated distance, and of a brightness and sweetness long since lost in the arid pathways of life. . . .

“Goo-goo . . .” I began, and then with an effort of will checked the queer gurgling infantile language that seemed to come to my lips. . . . What was it I wanted to say? “Booful?” Was that the word? I gathered my faculties together and looked about me.

The scene before me, I repeat, is at present so familiar to so many thousands of people that I need not describe it. But to me it was all new, and it came to me with an unwonted suddenness which perhaps added to the innocence of my vision. It was not only that the landscape was transformed, but the people — all the little people, if they were little — all the children, if they were children, who flocked up and down the queer obstructions and alley-ways, chasing little balls about with tiny clubs.

I could see my two friends who had arrived together in the perambulator, in eager rivalry over a tiny tunnel that seemed to them no doubt a vast cavern. “Me ahead of ‘oo,” shouted Charlie, the bank president, while little Freddy turned angrily with his uplifted stick. “ ’Oo don’t play fair!” he cried, half sobbing. “ ’Oo hit ‘oo ball out of turn.”

 

Little scenes like this were being duplicated all over the course. The grown-up children seemed to be alternately laughing and crying, fighting and making friends with the happy carelessness of childhood. Little girls of fifty stood coyly round with admiring glances at funny little fat boys of sixty. “Would ‘oo like a peppermint tandy?” I heard one little boy (a judge in the outside world) saying to a pudgy little girl in light blue, whose grandchildren to my knowledge were already entering the university.

Grown-up attendants in monkey uniforms, carrying little bags of clubs, moved about among the players, aiding their game and composing their little quarrels.

One of them approached us. “Like to play, sir?” he asked the doctor. “Like to take some clubs?” His manner was firm, almost compelling, his eye fixed and direct.

“No, no,” said the doctor hastily, almost rudely, it seemed to me. He spoke like a man thrusting away temptation.

I turned to him. “What do you make of it all?” I asked the doctor.

He seemed to hesitate a moment before he answered, and his mouth seemed to frame the word “me” and “oo” several times before he could get started into articulate speech.

“I don’t think it’s hard to explain,” he said at last. “The psychological basis of it has been familiar for a long time. We know all about the extraordinary power of visual suggestion and the still greater power of collective hallucination. Look at India where hundreds of people sit round and see a man — who isn’t there at all — climb up into the air by a ladder which doesn’t exist. So here, all this collective fun and childishness — —” He broke suddenly off. “Would ‘oo like to take a ‘tick and ‘tart a game? . . .” Then he murmured, “Damn it,” and seemed to retire into himself. But I noticed that his hands were beginning to move in a queer uncontrolled way.

“There’s more to it than that,” continued the doctor after a pause, speaking now in a quiet and restrained voice. “Don’t you see that in real truth the world of the child is a prettier and brighter world than yours and mine? Don’t you see that it is a sort of lost paradise from which long ago we were ruthlessly expelled? The pretty world of infancy undisfigured by distance, by calculation, a world of unconscious freedom among the tossing flowers and the towering grass, a world without sorrow or death — this is what even the least imaginative is brought back to by the neat alleys and little crooked pathways of this place.

“Not but what,” the doctor continued, and he seemed as he spoke to have entirely recovered his mental poise, “there may be danger in it, mental danger. It may be a first sign. I’ve often wondered, you know, whether this machine age of ours isn’t too great a strain upon the human brain — whether we aren’t in danger of a sort of collective breakdown.”

“Have a set of clubs, sir,” said the attendant again. Something in his fixed gaze and steady voice seemed to suggest a sort of magic, something Eastern, a fascination hard to resist.

“No, no,” said the doctor quickly. “Not to-day, I tell you, not to-day. . . .” Then he resumed: “You can see the medical consequences of this thing also. You see that little boy there, yes, on the right, the one they are calling Eddie — well, not really a little boy, of course, he’s a middle-aged man, but if your eyes are getting as disturbed as mine are he looks like a little boy, at any rate, in that queer little suit with his hat on sideways. Well, anyway, he is, or he was till yesterday, one of our biggest men, president of an important railway, though I admit he always had an extraordinary leaning toward sport. What do you think he proposed yesterday at the board meeting?”

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said the attendant, coming up again. “Were you reaching out for clubs?”

“No, no,” said the doctor, almost fiercely, “I was only gesticulating.”

The attendant moved aside, his eye still upon us.

The doctor sighed and continued: “Why, he actually proposed that instead of the present equipment they substitute a little wee railway with cars only two feet high and little wee tin stations with wooden poplar trees. They say the directors nearly voted it — a lot of them play this thing, and of course it has a damn queer sort of fascination, hasn’t it?”

“Clubs, sir,” said the attendant.

“No,” the doctor almost screamed— “and you see that other one playing near him, yes, the one he called Percy, well, that’s a leading stockbroker whom perhaps you know. Would you believe it, he proposed to the exchange yesterday that they use in future a tiny little house made of cardboard, with money all made of little wee pieces of tin. . . . He got so worked up over it they thought of taking him to the hospital — —”

The doctor broke off with a wild queer laugh, quite unlike his usual voice or intonation,

“ — though, as to the hospital,” he said, “it did strike me that it would be a damn funny idea — eh, what? — to do away with the huge fool building we have now, and have a tiny little wee hospital of beaverboard — you know — just big enough to crawl into — eh, what? — with cute little wee beds — —”

“Clubs, sir?” said the attendant.

“Yes, yes,” yelled the doctor, “by all means dim me a club. Mee doin’ a play dolf. Me doin’ a play — —”

He began throwing off his coat and trying to roll up his sleeves, and then:

“Dimme a club too,” I shouted. “Me play dolf wiz ‘oo! Look at booful dolf ground!”

And with that I waved my hand in wild excitement at the prospect.

 

Waved it and hit it. Hit it, I suppose, on the little railing or fence outside the entrance to the golf course. For that is where I found myself standing when the knocking of my hand against the wood brought me back to myself.

I looked around. There were people going in and out, suddenly grown prosaic and ordinary. There was a neat-looking woman waiting for two little boys — lights, people, the tall doctor standing beside me — and beyond that, nothing.

The gates of the lost world of childhood had closed again.


HO FOR HAPPINESS. A PLEA FOR LIGHTER AND BRIGHTER LITERATURE
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“WHY IS IT,” said some one in conversation the other day, “that all the really good short stories seem to contain so much sadness and suffering and to turn so much on crime and wickedness? Why can’t they be happy all the time?”

No one present was able to answer the question. But I thought it over afterwards, and I think I see why it is so. A happy story, after all, would make pretty dull reading. It may be all right in real life to have everything come along just right, with happiness and good luck all the time, but in fiction it would never do.

Stop, let me illustrate the idea. Let us make up a story which is happy all the time and contrast it as it goes along with the way things happen in the really good stories.

 

Harold Herald never forgot the bright October morning when the mysterious letter, which was to alter his whole life, arrived at his downtown office.

His stenographer brought it in to him and laid it on his desk.

“A letter for you,” she said. Then she kissed him and went out again.

Harold sat for some time with the letter in front of him. Should he open it? After all, why not?

He opened the letter. Then the idea occurred to him to read it. “I might as well,” he thought.

“Dear Mr. Herald” (so ran the letter), “if you will have the kindness to call at this office, we shall be happy to tell you something to your great advantage.”

The letter was signed John Scribman. The paper on which it was written bore the heading “Scribman, Scribman & Company, Barristers, Solicitors, etc., No. 13 Yonge St.”

A few moments later saw Harold on his way to the lawyers’ office. Never had the streets looked brighter and more cheerful than in this perfect October sunshine. In fact, they never had been.

Nor did Harold’s heart misgive him and a sudden suspicion enter his mind as Mr. Scribman, the senior partner, rose from his chair to greet him. Not at all. Mr. Scribman was a pleasant, middle-aged man whose countenance behind his gold spectacles beamed with goodwill and good nature.

“Ah, Mr. Harold Herald,” he said, “or perhaps you will let me call you simply Harold. I didn’t like to give you too much news in one short letter. The fact is that our firm has been entrusted to deliver to you a legacy, or rather a gift. . . . Stop, stop!” continued the lawyer, as Harold was about to interrupt with questions, “. . . our client’s one request was that his name would not be divulged. He thought it would be so much nicer for you just to have the money and not know who gave it to you.”

Harold murmured his assent.

Mr. Scribman pushed a bell.

“Mr. Harold Herald’s money, if you please,” he said.

A beautiful stenographer wearing an American Beauty rose at her waist entered the room carrying a silken bag.

“There is half a million dollars here in five-hundred-dollar bills,” said the lawyer. “At least, we didn’t count them, but that is what our client said. Did you take any?” he asked the stenographer.

“I took out a few last night to go to the theatre with,” admitted the girl with a pretty blush.

“Monkey!” said Mr. Scribman. “But that’s all right. Don’t bother with a receipt, Harold. Come along with me: my daughter is waiting for us down below in the car to take us to lunch.”

 

Harold thought he had never seen a more beautiful girl than Alicia Scribman. In fact he hadn’t. The luxurious motor, the faultless chauffeur, the presence of the girl beside him and the bag of currency under the seat, the sunlit streets filled with happy people with the bright feeling of just going back to work, full of lunch — the sight of all this made Harold feel as if life were indeed a pleasant thing.

“After all,” he mused, “how little is needed for our happiness! Half a million dollars, a motor-car, a beautiful girl, youth, health — surely one can be content with that . . .”

It was after lunch at the beautiful country home of the Scribmans that Harold found himself alone for a few minutes with Miss Scribman.

He rose, walked over to her and took her hand, kneeling on one knee and pulling up his pants so as not to make a crease in them.

“Alicia!” he said. “Ever since I first saw you, I have loved you. I want to ask you if you will marry me?”

“Oh, Harold,” said Alicia, leaning forward and putting both her arms about his neck with one ear against the upper right-hand end of his cheekbone. “Oh, Harold!”

“I can, as you know,” continued Harold, “easily support you.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Alicia. “As a matter of fact, I have much more than that of my own, to be paid over to me when I marry.”

“Then you will marry me?” said Harold rapturously.

“Yes, indeed,” said Alicia, “and it happens so fortunately just now, as papa himself is engaged to marry again and so I shall be glad to have a new home of my own. Papa is marrying a charming girl, but she is so much younger than he is that perhaps she would not want a grownup stepdaughter.”

 

Harold made his way back to the city in a tumult of happiness. Only for a moment was his delirium of joy brought to a temporary standstill.

As he returned to his own apartment, he suddenly remembered that he was engaged to be married to his cousin Winnie. . . . The thing had been entirely washed out of his mind by the flood-tide of his joy.

He seized the telephone.

“Winnie,” he said, “I am so terribly sorry. I want to ask you to release me from our engagement. I want to marry someone else.”

“That’s all right, Hal!” came back Winnie’s voice cheerfully. “As a matter of fact, I want to do the same thing myself. I got engaged last week to the most charming man in the world, a little older, in fact quite a bit older than I am, but ever so nice. He is a wealthy lawyer and his name is Walter Scribman. . . .”

 

The double wedding took place two weeks later, the church being smothered with chrysanthemums and the clergyman buried under Canadian currency. Harold and Alicia built a beautiful country home at the other side — the farthest-away side — of the city from the Scribmans’. A year or so after their marriage, they had a beautiful boy, and then another, then a couple of girls (twins), and then they lost count.

There. Pretty dull reading it makes. And yet, I don’t know. There’s something about it, too. In the real stories Mr. Scribman would have been a crook, and Harold would have either murdered Winnie or been accused of it, and the stenographer with the rose would have stolen the money instead of just taking it, and it wouldn’t have happened in bright, clear October weather but in dirty old November — oh, no, let us have romance and happiness, after all. It may not be true, but it’s better.


TENNIS AT THE SMITHS’. A SIMPLE STATEMENT OF THE FACTS
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IT WAS AGREED by all the Smith family when they took their Lake Shore bungalow for the summer that it was a great thing to have a tennis court. The fact that the ground was a little bit cramped, and that there wasn’t much room between the end of the court and the cedar trees, didn’t matter. After all, tennis is tennis. You don’t need an absolutely first-class court just for ordinary summer play. You can have all the fun you want on just a plain bit of grass, leaving to the professionals the high-class clay courts and all that sort of thing.

In other words, there is no doubt of the enthusiasm of the Smith family over having a court. The fact that they never played on it during the summer is not to be put down to any lack of enthusiasm.

 

The court as they found it in May was naturally in rather poor shape. It had a lot of coarse grass in it and there were a good many large stones, almost boulders, in the ground.

But as Mr. Smith — the head of the family — said when he came out for his first week-end, the only way to get rid of the boulders was to take your coat off and get to work at them. He said that in business a man learned the habit of going right at a thing: the more difficult it was, the better it was to get at it without delay.

Mr. Smith took his coat off and got to work with an iron bar to take the stones out. At the end of the afternoon he had scratched around four stones, partly lifted one, and partly dislocated his shoulder.

Next day he said he had no time to go on with it, and so Mrs. Smith said she would get a man to come and do it. As in most families, whenever it was found that Mr. Smith tried and failed to do anything, they sent and fetched a man, a real one, and he did it.

So Mrs. Smith got a man and he took out the stones, and got a man to mow the grass with a sickle and run a lawn-mower over it, and got a man to trim back the cedar trees a little at the end of the court.

By the end of the second week in May the man had the court all ready, except just marking it. But Mrs. Smith told the man that that didn’t matter: her husband or her sons would mark the court.

It turned out that this was the fatal error.

Mr. Smith undertook first to mark the tennis court when he came up in May. Mr. Smith is a methodical man. When he does things, he does them right. He is fond of saying that when you take over a job, either do it well or don’t do it at all. He claims he owes a great deal of his business success to this simple maxim.

Mr. Smith said that to do the court properly he must first cut a set of little pegs, so as to put in one at each intersection of the lines. By this means you knew where you were.

To cut the pegs, Mr. Smith needed to make use of a small hatchet, and he found the hatchet too dull to do the work properly. Get your tools into good shape, he used to say, and your job is half done.

So Mr. Smith undertook first of all to sharpen up the hatchet. That involved fixing up the grindstone so as to make it turn properly without wobbling. If your grindstone doesn’t turn true, you’ll never get a proper edge on your tool. . . . When the day closed Mr. Smith was looking for some turpentine to clean a file, to file a saw, to cut a board, to make a stand for the grindstone. The court was still not marked. Mr. Smith went back to town that Monday. Attack number one had failed.

The next attempt to mark the court was made by Wilfred Smith, eldest son of the family, just after his return from college where he had taken a brilliant course in mathematics.

Wilfred said that there was no difficulty about marking a tennis court if you just applied a little mathematics. There was no need to cut a whole lot of pegs: all you wanted was a couple of straight lines with a right angle between them and then to remember that the square on the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle is equal to the sum of the squares on the two sides. This proposition, Wilfred says, dates back at least to Pythagoras, and was probably known to the ancient Egyptians. The help that it affords in marking a tennis court is quite obvious. If the court is 36 feet wide and 70 feet long, all you have to do is to take the square of 36 and add to it the square of 70 and then take the square root of what you get. This will be the cross distance and will exactly locate the bearings of the court.

It was 11 a.m. when Wilfred Smith began ciphering. At twelve he was still at work. At twelve-thirty he broke off to try and hunt up a book that showed how to take the square root of anything. He couldn’t find it. There were very few books in the bungalow and not even a Life of Pythagoras. Wilfred worked on at the problem that afternoon. Finally he worked out the square root by algebra. He said that it was a complicated process, but that it could be done. When he got the result, it showed that the cross distance from corner to corner on a tennis court is a little over a quarter of a mile. This would have put the tennis court away out in the lake. Wilfred quit. And, anyway, he had to go away next day to attend his college commencement and receive his honour degree in mathematics.

Attack number two had failed.

The next attempt to mark the tennis court was made just at the end of June by Renee and Gene, the two girls of the family. They just got an old broom and a big pot of whitening and water and had the whole thing done in half an hour. Unfortunately they put three courts on each side of the net instead of two. This meant that the court couldn’t be played on, but Mrs. Smith said it didn’t matter as they would only have to wait till the rain washed out the lines.

All July it didn’t rain. It rained everywhere else, but not at the Smiths’ bungalow. There was a cloudburst in Texas, and in British India they had the wettest season in fifty years.

But it didn’t rain at the Smiths’ bungalow.

At the beginning of August, when at last the whitening disappeared, the two little Smith boys marked out the court one evening after tea. Unluckily they used flour by mistake and dogs came in the night and ate the service line.

After that Mr. Smith learned that the simplest way to mark a tennis court is to buy tapes, all ready joined and numbered. You nail these to the ground and there you are. No one, it seems, uses whitening any more, once he has got on to the idea of the tapes. Mr. Smith got the tapes and spent all of one afternoon crawling around the court with a hammer and nails and tapes and a little paper of directions which said: Lay down the point A at a rectangular distance from B, and so on. When Mr. Smith got the first half of the court done, he realized that he had nailed it all down crosswise instead of lengthwise. So he said “Oh, hec,” and pulled up all the tapes and threw them into the garage.

Finally about the end of August Mrs. Smith did what she ought to have done at the start. She got a man to come and mark the court — not her husband, nor her sons, but a man.

The man was a painter — house and sign — not portraits. He came over from the village with some stuff mixed up in a little pot no bigger than a silk hat, one little brush, and a piece of board.

He had the court all marked in an hour and a half. He charged one dollar and twenty cents.

 

But, as a matter of fact, it had grown so late in the season that the Smiths didn’t use the court. The boys were on the lake all day, and Mr. Smith needed all his time for golf, and the girls wanted the afternoons for bridge.

But the court is there, all ready to play on.

In fact, Mrs. Smith is thinking of getting a man to come and play on it.


A BUTLER OF THE OLD SCHOOL

As Transformed and Enlarged under the Eighteenth Amendment
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“PERHAPS YOU MIGHT like, sir,” said the butler, “to have a look through the cellars?”

“That’s very kind of you, Meadows,” I answered.

It was indeed thoughtful of the old man. Here I was accidentally deserted by my host and his household through some stupid error in regard to the hour of my arrival, with a long summer afternoon before me which I had to spend somehow in this vast, but deserted, country mansion waiting for the return of my friends.

True there was the billiard-room. But knocking the balls around by oneself is poor work; and in any case one always doubts the accuracy of the cushions in a country home, even in such a noble old place as the Vineyards.

Then there was the library, of course, and yet somehow one felt disinclined in such glorious summer weather to sit cooped up over a book. On the other hand, one realized that the wine cellars of such old places as the Vineyards, built and stocked heaven knows how long ago, offer a cool retreat on such an afternoon as this.

“It’s very kind of you, Meadows,” I said. “I should enjoy it of all things.”

Meadows himself looked the typical part of the butler and cellarer of the old school. He might have stepped out of the pages of an old romance. His somewhat rosy yet solemn countenance, the neatness of his person and the sobriety of his costume were all in keeping with the character.

“Then will you come this way with me, sir,” he said, “and we will go down.”

We passed through Meadows’s private butler’s pantry and then down a little winding stairway, panelled with dark wood, that led to the floor below. The cellars themselves, dark, cool and silent, with flagstone passage-ways and heavy oaken doors, suggested almost the dignity and solemnity of a crypt.

“How old are these cellars, Meadows?” I inquired.

“Constructed in 1680, sir,” he answered with ready knowledge, “though the house itself is not so old, sir. The original Vineyards house was burnt in 1760. But these, sir, were the original wine-rooms. They’ve never been altered since . . .”

The butler had selected a small key from the bunch he carried and fitted it to the lock of a narrow oaken door which he swung open. “This is one of the best rooms, sir, I always think — the driest. The wood of the bins is the original mahogany of 1680, sir.”

Meadows reached out a hand and turned on a flood of electric light. . . . “We’ve put in the electricity, sir,” he said, in an apologetic sort of way, “though it does seem a little out of place, doesn’t it?”

In a way it did. Yet it served at least to light up the rows and rows of the old wine bins and the tiers of dusty bottles that lay each on its side in orderly array.

“Now, what have you here?” I asked.

“This is the Rain Water Room, sir,” replied Meadows. “Nothing else except rain water and practically all of it from the same date. The year 1924, sir, as you may recall, was a wonderful year for Rain Water — something in the quality, sir. It was a rain, sir, with better body to it, fuller, sweeter, than any rain, I think, since the famous year 1888.”

“Ah, yes,” I replied, “the year of the Johnstown flood.”

“Yes, indeed, sir,” said Meadows. “But the 1924 rain is not far inferior. Of course, it still needs age. You can’t expect good rain water, when it’s only seven or eight years old.”

“Do you still lay down much?” I asked.

“Only in the good years,” said Meadows. “It’s not worth while, sir, not at least for them as knows a good rain water from a bad. But let me draw a bottle for you, sir.”

“No, no,” I protested, somewhat feebly, I admit. It seemed a shame to open a whole bottle of such grand old stuff for a casual sip. “It doesn’t seem fair,” I said.

“I have some pints here at the side,” said the butler, “and I’m sure, sir, the master would wish me to open one for you. It’s not every day that I have the pleasure of offering it to a gentleman who knows real rain water when he sees it.”

I felt my power of resistance weakening. The sight of the glorious old vintage that had lain here brewing its own sunlight in the dark for all these years was too tempting. “Come on then, Meadows,” I said with a laugh, “but you must share the bottle.”

The butler selected a bottle covered with dust, its cork heavily wired. The electric light shot a green glitter into its contents. Meadows took two glasses from a nearby shelf and then with the trained touch of an expert, firm but gentle, without disturbing the repose of the grand old fluid within, unwired the bottle and removed the cork. “It’s a still rain water, sir,” he said, as he poured it into the glasses, holding the bottle so steadily that the liquid flowed gently without the least disturbance. It showed the opalescent tints of green and gold under the light, only seen in the best rain water. . . .

I am not, I trust, addicted to overdrinking, and would not wish to appear a mere useless sybarite, but I must say that as I raised and drained the glass, I felt its full charm. The taste seemed to conjure up pictures of rain puddles in the evening sunshine, of springtime in the cow pasture and raindrops glistening in the April grass. There was in it all the freshness of the morning dew. . . .

I put down the empty glass with a sigh. “Wonderful, Meadows,” I said, “wonderful. Nothing like rain water after all.”

“Perhaps not, sir,” said Meadows respectfully, “though I am not sure that my own fancy isn’t for ditchwater. We have a rare Ditchwater here,” he continued, stepping out into the corridor. “If you’ll take a look into the next room, I’ll be glad to ask you to sample a taste of it. . . .”

With which the good old man, whose rosy face, I noticed, was kindling to an even rosier hue under the influence of the generous beverage, began eagerly fumbling with his keys to unlock a second door.

“I say, Meadows,” I laughed, “I’m afraid I really must call a halt.”

But Meadows would hear nothing of my protest. “You must try the Ditchwater, sir: the master is more proud of this than of anything in the cellar.”

The butler had taken from a bin a bottle even dustier than the last. In place of the radiant green and gold of the rain water it shone with a dusky brown lustre that bore witness to the strength of the generous fluid within.

Meadows held it up to the light. “It is a Ditchwater,” he murmured, with something like reverence in his voice, “that got just the right body in it. You know, sir, if you get one of those cheap commercial Ditchwaters, it’s either got too much mud in it, or it’s so thin it has no strength. Now this, sir, as you see, has got the mud, has got the body. . . .”

I laughed. “Come along, Meadows,” I said, “and don’t tempt me any further with a sermon. Out with it.”

Meadows with even greater care than before decanted the Ditchwater. This time it was a full quart that he opened, but I couldn’t find it in my heart to protest.

How can I describe its taste? Full, rich, with just a tang of dead sticks and just that slight soupçon of slugs that gave it character. Without apology I held out my glass to be refilled, while the old man, after filling it, drained the rest of the bottle. “Wonderful stuff, Meadows!” I said, as I drained the last drop.

“But I’ve got some better than that, sir, better than that,” said the old man. “Come along this way, sir, this way.”

I could not restrain a feeling of amusement as the good old man bustled ahead of me along the corridor, his step slightly unsteady.

“No, no, Meadows,” I protested feebly, “your master will be back soon. I mustn’t really encroach further. . . .”

“Just this one,” said the butler, “just this one.” Meadows led me along the corridors, around the corners, and in and out amongst the intricacies of the famous cellars of the Vineyards. I realized that those noble fellows our ancestors never did things by halves. When they undertook to lay the cellars of a colonial mansion such as this, they made a real job of it. Here and there the butler stopped at an oaken door and threw it open for a moment to give me an idea of what was within. Every possible variation for the taste of every possible connoisseur seemed here to be represented. The most critical hydrophile could have found nothing missing. Here was French Tap Water bottled in Paris, Pump Water from a town pump of the early nineteenth century, Trough Water from an abandoned New England farm, English Pond Water in stone bottles and Dutch Canal Water in tempting square bottles with yellow and green seals. Here and there, I blush to say, in spite of our avowed intentions, we could not resist opening an odd bottle and drinking off a quart or two of the mellow liquid. The Canal Water struck me as especially fine, but undoubtedly heavy. I asked Meadows what he supposed to be the percentage content of sulphuretted hydrogen in it. But the old man shook his head. “I’m not much of a one for what you might call the formula, sir: Master Charles, I don’t doubt, would answer all of that. But to me, sir, good liquor is just good liquor.”

At last Meadows threw open a final door and revealed a majestic cask that occupied the centre of a little room. There was on each side of the cask an ancient seat, the true model of a Jacobean wooden “settee” with oak arms that had grown black with age and darkness. Down we sat, while the old man with pride and expectancy in his look slowly polished a pair of tall liqueur glasses, long, thin, and delicate as Canterbury bells. . . .

“What is it, Meadows?” I asked, indicating the cask.

“West Indian Bilgewater,” the butler answered. “Right from the old days, a hundred years old if it’s a day.”

Meadows turned the spigot and slowly filled the glasses with the dark amber fluid, thick, heavy and redolent with a delicious bouquet of old tar, ship’s ropes and rotten timber.

Facing one another on the settees, we raised our glasses to one another.

“Your health, sir,” said Meadows, and an audible hiccough shook the good old man as he drained the liquor at a quaff and filled the glass again.

 

Can I ever forget the wonder of that West Indian Bilge? There was in it all the romance of the old pirate days with visions of West Indian Quays, of pirates at their revels drinking great goblets of Bilgewater, round bonfires of odd timber that turned the heavy tropical night to glaring brightness and lit up the strand of the sea beside them as they sat.

“Yo! ho! and a bottle of Bilge,” I sang as I handed my glass for more. . . .

Upstairs and outside no doubt was the light flood of summer sunshine and the garish day. But down below in the depths of the cool cellars, there sat Meadows and I as far removed from the world of to-day as the pirates themselves whose memories we toasted in glass after glass of Bilge. . . .

 

Ah, well-a-day! It is but a sad world! Let those whose cold hearts and puritanical standards may condemn us, do so if they wish. For me I have no regrets for that long-drawn afternoon in which the magic draughts of the old Bilgewater spread its charm, quart after quart, upon our souls. . . .

How many? My memory fails. I can recall the vision of Meadows seen through a half-haze still repeating, “Another glass, sir”; recall his telling me the story of his life — his early struggles in a city pumping station, his apprenticeship in an aqueduct, his first real job in a soda-water factory and his elevation to the post of chief water-cooler in a big hotel, from which, ripe with experience, he moved to his present situation.

So passed and waned the afternoon. There they found us, I admit, Meadows and me, asleep beside the noble cask of Bilge. My merry host and his guests — shouting in vain for Meadows, calling in vain for Spring-Water Cocktails and Ditchwater Loving Cup — at last descended and found us, and woke us with their laughter.

 

The good old man, I believe, toddled off to his private pantry, where no doubt he continued his slumber. For myself I had to make the best face I could against the merriments of my friends and drink a few more quarts of Ditch, Pond and Pump Water for good-fellowship’s sake.

But the afternoon remains a pleasant reminiscence of old days now fading on our social horizon. . . .


THE FLYING CARPET. BUT WHERE COULD IT FLY TO, NOW?
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SUDDENLY THERE APPEARED to me the other day, in the midst of my daily life — as a dream, or a moment’s reverie, or, if you will, as a reality — the Magic Arabian, the Flying Carpet.

Swarthy and dark he was, with a red fez and dangling jewellery and a beard as of Haroun al Raschid, once Caliph of Bagdad.

On the ground before me he spread his Magic Carpet, bright with interwoven red and gold and tasselled at the corners, with all the tints of the golden sands of Samarkand.

“Buy it,” he said.

“What is it for?” I asked.

“Sit but on it and utter a wish and it shall transport you to the ends of the earth: it shall take you into the uttermost corners of the globe; there you shall see the strange people of the world, the dwellers of the unknown frozen regions of the North where life itself expires; the pygmy men of the jungles of Equatorial Africa, the grand Llama of Tibet — —”

“You speak with imagination,” I said. “Who are you?”

“I am the shade of Hasheesh, the Arabian poet.”

“Dead long?”

“Since the year of the Great Plague, the Arabian year 700.”

“What do I have to pay for the carpet?” I asked.

“One hundred shekels of beaten silver.”

“Can I have a ride first and try it out and see if it is worth it?”

“Come,” said Hasheesh, and we sat down on the carpet. “What will you see first?”

“I would like to go first,” I answered, “first of all to the Frozen North where the lonely Eskimos live in their igloos of snow — —”

 

Even as I spoke the carpet rushed up into the air and we were borne away with incredible speed.

 

A moment later, as it seemed, we descended in the Arctic regions. But it was not so very snowy, mostly piles of rock. Nor did we see any igloos of snow, but what seemed to be, here and there, low houses of stone.

An Eskimo came walking towards us. He was not dressed in furs, but in an ordinary golf suit with a forage cap on his head and a bag of clubs in his hand. He was smoking a cigarette.

I went out to meet him.

“I saw your plane coming,” he said. “You’ve parked it behind that rock, haven’t you? The black fellow’s your pilot, isn’t he? You seemed to be making very good time.”

“Yes,” I said, “we came fast.”

“As a matter of fact,” continued the Eskimo, “I was rather afraid you might come a nasty cropper, landing where you did. Most of the planes that come land farther over that way beyond the Golf Club.”

“Do you have a Golf Club?” I inquired.

“Why, of course,” he said.

“What? Up here in the Frozen North?”

“My dear fellow,” laughed the Eskimo. “Do drop that ‘frozen north’ stuff. It’s entirely played out. But I’m afraid I’m forgetting my duty to a stranger. You must be tired. Perhaps you’d like some tea, or if you care to come over to the Kayak Club I can give you some really good whisky. My bootlegger is absolutely reliable.”

“No, thank you,” I said, “I’m not thirsty.”

“Well, what about a game of golf? Come across to the club and I’ll get a couple of chaps to make a foursome.”

We walked over to the great igloo of stone that constituted the clubhouse of the Kayak Club.

A number of Eskimos were seated about, smoking cigarettes and drinking dry ginger ale.

One of them was talking earnestly — 

“I don’t claim,” he was saying, “that the gold standard was perfect. But the way I see it is, that now we are off the gold standard here in Sloopernaavik, we’d better stay off. It was a shock, and for a while we were on thin ice. But things are cooling off and the gold standard, at two grains troy to the kyak — —”

“Just wait a minute,” I said to my companion. “I want to go back and speak to my pilot.”

I went back to where Hasheesh was sitting on the carpet behind some big rocks.

I sat down beside him. “Hasheesh,” I said, “this place is no good for me. There is no uttermost corner of the earth about this.”

 

With a rush the carpet was up in the air. I was conscious of passing with incredible speed over the ocean thousands of feet below, of rushing across the green plains of Europe, of passing over the vast ranges of the Himalayas, and then all in a moment we dropped down in Tibet.

 

The Grand Llama was seated on the piazza of the Llama House. (Rooms from twelve shillings up.)

He was in a rocking chair and had his feet upon another. He wore a flowing robe, but it was really a linen duster — the kind they wear up in the Welsh mountains.

He was talking to a couple of other Llamas.

“I tell you, gentlemen,” he was saying, “the best thing that ever happened to us, was when the Americans bumped us off the gold standard. I don’t say that it didn’t work fairly well for a time. But I always felt that one of these centuries it would break down. If we do bring it back, it certainly won’t be at the old rate of two pennyweights to the goal. You see, the gold standard — —”

At this moment the Grand Llama noticed my approach and turned towards me with a polite bow.

“We were speaking of the gold standard,” he said. “Perhaps, sir, if you have just planed over from Europe, you can tell us the latest news of its operation. Is the Mint price of the English sovereign as compared with New York discount on sterling —— ?”

“It is,” I said, “and I’ll tell you all about it. But just sit quiet in your rocking chair for a minute while I speak to my chauffeur.”

I went across the hotel court-yard (dogs only admitted when on a leash) to where Hasheesh sat beside a flower-bed of American Beauty roses and a hedge of English ivy.

“Hasheesh,” I said, “get out the carpet and beat it. This uttermost end of the earth is no better than the other. Let us hit it out for the real thing this time. Make tracks for the very heart of Equatorial Africa where the pygmies live.”

And at the word the Magic Carpet rose again into the air. It rushed across the great snows of the Himalayas and the sandy deserts of Baluchistan. The Red Sea passed as a streak of blue and then the deserts and the Nile, and after that the great Equatorial forests in endless billows of green.

 

Where we landed there was an open space in the forest covered with grass and sand, and built in it a huge kraal of dried grass, a vast structure like an enormous beehive.

From within the great kraal there came the babel of hundreds of voices and the measured beat of the tom-toms.

“Ha! Ha!” I exclaimed. “This is the real thing at last!”

Towards us there came from the kraal across the grass, two pygmies.

They were diminutive little men dressed in gingerbread suits with Derby hats.

“Howdy?” they said, both together with a friendly grin.

“How-do-you-do?” I answered. “And will you please tell me what is going on? Are you practising the sacred rites of Voodoo in the big kraal over there?”

“No, no,” said the senior pygmy with another grin. “It’s the Kiwanis Club. We generally have our meetings on Mondays, but this is the first Monday in the month and so it’s Ladies’ Day. They’re at lunch now, but the speeches haven’t yet begun.”

“Luncheon!” I said. “Speeches! Ladies’ Day! And is this Africa?”

“It’s Africa all right,” laughed the pygmy. “But do come inside. The Chairman sent us out to invite you in. You’ll just be in time to see them take the straw vote.”

“The straw vote?” I asked.

“Yes, they’re beating the tom-toms for silence now, and then they’ll take the vote.”

“What is it about?” I inquired.

“They are voting to see whether, here in Pygmalia, we’ll abandon the gold standard for the coco-nut standard. Some of them think that the gold standard — —”

“Hasheesh!” I murmured, “the carpet — quick, the carpet. Let me get back to where I came from.”

 

And with that I was back again in the department store where I was buying rugs for my new house. Before me on the floor was the rug of red and gold with tasselled edges from Samarkand, which had occasioned my reverie.

Beside it knelt the Arabian attendant with the beard of Haroun al Raschid — or was he Arabian or just sunburned from his summer vacation?

“This,” he was saying, “is a very valuable rug.”

“It is indeed,” I answered.


COME AND SEE OUR TOWN. HOW THE VISITOR FEELS WHEN SHOWN AROUND
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IT OFTEN FALLS to my lot, as no doubt to that of other people, to be “shown around the town.” Most people whose business or pleasure takes them into our smaller towns will know just what I mean. You land at the railway station, step out of the train, and there he is waiting for you — your host or your friend, your customer or your patron, or whatever he happens to be — waiting to take you for a ride around the town.

You had hoped, though you knew it was no use hoping, that he would not be there, that you might get a chance to go quietly to the hotel by yourself, that he might miss the train, or that by good luck he might be ill — dangerously ill. But no, he was there. He was always there.

 

“Glad to see you,” he called, as he backed his car to the edge of the platform at the railway station. “Get right in and we’ll take a little run around the town before I drop you at the hotel. Wait a minute, I’m afraid that door don’t quite catch —— There!

“Little wet, isn’t it? It’s a pity you didn’t come yesterday. Everything was looking much better. On a damp morning like this, things don’t look so good.”

[“They certainly don’t,” I said, only I said it to myself. “In fact, if you ask me my private opinion of your town, I should say it looks about the dingiest, meanest place I was ever in.” This, I say, I merely thought to myself; in these monologues with the local patriot you never get a chance to speak out; at best, you can only murmur. He does all the broadcasting.]

“Around the station here, of course,” he continued, “it always looks burnt-up and dusty so far on in the summer as this. You really ought to have been here in May, when the peonies were out. They sometimes call this place, ‘Peony Town.’ They say it’s the greatest place for peonies east of the Mississippi. Pity you couldn’t have come sooner and seen them.”

[“Pity!” I murmured. “It’s a heart-break. If I’d been here in May, I’d have been clean back safe home right now.”]

“Now here we cross the river — I’ll have to drive a bit slow because this bridge is not as sound as it ought to be. They call this the Grand River. Of course, it’s run down pretty small now and so late in the season it’s full of mud, but it’s a great sight here in April when the water’s high. I wish you had been here in April to see it — —”

[“I wish I had,” I thought, “then I needn’t have come in May.”]

“ — farther up the river — it’s quite a few miles — are the Forks; they say it’s about the most beautiful spot in North America. I’ve heard people say who have been across to Europe that there isn’t a more lovely spot anywhere in Europe than right up here at the Forks. I wish you could stay over a day and I could drive you up there and you’d be astonished.”

[“Astonished!” I said. “I’d fall dead. Only, thank heaven, there is no power in the physical universe that will keep me off the 5 p.m. train this afternoon.”]

“Now, this, what we’re coming into, is the business section — —”

[“Let me understand myself,” I murmured. “Do you mean that this little collection of two-story houses, with the hardware store on one side and the drug store on the other, is actually called a business section? This!”]

“The town is pretty quiet to-day. But I wish you could stay over till Saturday night and see this place when all the farmers come in.”

[“What a treat!”]

“Here is our new Y.M.C.A. building. They say that it is about the most handsome building of the sort south of the Great Lakes. And that next to it is the public library. They say it’s one of the best-designed libraries north of the Equator. It’s got 10,000 books, or is it 100,000? I forget. It’s closed to-day, or I’d take you in and have a look around. You’d be interested in meeting Mr. Smith, the librarian. I’m sorry you couldn’t have stayed over till to-morrow.”

[“Too bad,” I murmured.]

“Now, that’s our new hospital up that street. If you put your head out of the window and twist it a little sideways, you can see the front door of it. I can’t take you up, because it’s a one-way street and they’ve got the traffic stopped, and, anyway, the pavement’s torn up. But if you get your head a little farther out (shove your shoulders through the window) you could see the main entrance. I wish I could have taken you up there. I’d have introduced you to Dr. Smith, the resident doctor. You’d have been interested in seeing him.”

[I realized that another big opportunity had slipped past.]

 

“That’s our new United church along up that side, just past the trees. I can’t drive you right to it, because they’ve got the pavement up, and, anyway, the pastor, the Reverend Mr. Smith, is away on his vacation. If you could have come next month, he’d have been back. You’d have been interested in seeing him.”

[Another chance lost.]

 

On such an occasion this semi-monologue is carried on for about half an hour. At the end of this time you have learned that the population of the town is 13,400, but that undoubtedly it is really larger than that, as the census work was crooked; that if people only knew about it, it would be the greatest tourist centre east of the Rockies; that, even now, it is the third largest paper-bag making centre west of Paterson, N.J.; that the pavement is torn up in front of the United church, the hospital, the County Historical Museum, and the Deaf and Dumb Asylum, so you can’t see them; that most of the interesting people, including the Head of the Asylum, the Warden of the Jail, the Chief of the Fire Brigade, and the Manager of the First National Bank, are out of town on their vacations; that you should have seen the town when the river was higher or lower; when the chestnut trees were out or else when they were dead; that you should have come in April — or in May — or in October — but not now; that you should have waited till the new rink was completed; that by coming to-day you have missed your whole chance of being at the chicken supper of the Rotary Club; that you’ve struck the one day when the band doesn’t play in the park — the one day when no farmers come to town — the one day, the worst day, the meanest day of all the year to visit what ought to be, if it had its deserts, the most admired spot in America.

 

And yet, please remember, there are two sides to this thing. Do you realize that the gentleman who has so kindly driven around his town for nothing goes back to his house and slings down his hat on the hall table with a sigh of weariness?

“My goodness,” he says to his wife, “I drove a man all around the town (they’d asked me to) and showed him everything, and he just sat there and didn’t say a word; just seemed a regular nut.”

 

Such are we all to one another.


INFLATION AND DEFLATION or FLATION IN AND DE
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A LITTLE WHILE ago — just after the War ended, wasn’t it? — everybody was absorbed in the idea of making things “bigger and brighter.” There was a movement for a “bigger and brighter London,” “bigger and brighter schools,” “bigger and brighter gaols.” These mass ideas always take effect. Things really began to get bigger and bigger, and brighter and brighter. Houses grew higher; apartments got larger; the streets got wider; the hotels went up, servants went up, food went up. Trains went faster; buses went still faster; motor-cars went faster still. Babies ran at two: children bicycled at six: old people flew at sixty.

Everything inflated and expanded. Narrow people got broad. Heavy people got light. Small-minded people got wider ideas. The whole race improved. There were beauty contests in every village, marathons for old men, efficiency tests for imbeciles and imbecility tests for the efficient.

The sheer lightness and brightness of things set everybody on the move. All the people in town rushed to the seaside. All the people who lived by the sea flocked to the town. Tourists filled all the hotels and the hotel men went on all the tours. The continent was full of Americans and Americans were full of the continent.

It began to get so big and so bright there really wasn’t any night. Night was extinguished in a glare of light and a babel of sound. All round the bright world Jazz called to Jazz and radio squawked to radio. People in London listened at midnight to an anthem sung by priests in Tibet to-morrow morning: New York watched the pictures of the Oxford and Cambridge boat race, hours before it happened.

And everywhere was money — money, money, lots of it. “Take it, my dear fellow, I don’t need it. How much did you say? — ten pounds? Better have twenty, you might need it.” Jones lent to Smith, Smith lent to Brown and Brown lent to Jones. Tokio floated a loan in New York and New York floated it back to South America. Money floated like scum all over the ocean.

Also investment. People without a penny invested thousands. Shopkeepers bought up mines and mines bought chain stores: bankers bought farms and farmers bought banks.

 

Things certainly moved! Of course, the gaols were full, but a new cry had gone out for “sunlight in every cell,” and so the gaols were big and bright with jazz music pouring out of every window, and with burglars telling the warden when to buy copper and when to drop nickel.

Buy! Soon you didn’t need to buy! You just picked things up! One man — I knew him — picked up a quarter of a mine in Northern British Columbia for a song — and he couldn’t sing, either. Another picked up twenty shares in a pearl fishery in Switzerland; another man got for practically nothing, or less, forty thirty-fifths of an ice plant in Greenland. There was something coming to everybody, and everybody got what was coming to him.

All this made a great intellectual brightening. Talk became so interesting! Everybody else’s mind seemed so bright — what with nickel and copper and Kansas hogs on the hoof, and Rhodesian cotton by the bale — and all going up! Every dinner party was a rattle of brilliant repartee made up of equal parts of arithmetic, geography, hogoaraphy and market biography; or of softer undertones, in whispered asides, such as “Hogs are up in Kansas, darling, by a cent and a half!” “Oh, Fred, isn’t that lovely?” “Yes, sweetheart, and Selected High Quarters are up higher still. They touched 25 cents.” “Oh, Fred, what a lot it will mean to mother!”

Of course, what was really happening was simply “inflation.” We were all just being “inflated” and we didn’t know it. The merry banker who shoved a hundred sovereigns across the counter, in that pleasant way he had, why, he was just inflated; that was all. The kindly broker who gave us — practically gave us — the shares in the Andalusian Asbestos Abattoir — he was just inflated. The merry waiter who squirted the champagne all over our shirt-front and wouldn’t charge for it — inflated. The jolly clergyman who ran the Mothers’ and Children’s lottery on the Abyssinia Sweepstake and cleaned up — you remember, cleaned up enough to send all the Home for Incurables to the seaside, and they never came back, drowned or something, but it didn’t matter —— Well, of course, the whole thing was just inflation.

The Government, too. There was that terribly funny speech by the Chancellor of the Exchequer — nineteen-twenty-something, wasn’t it? — in which he said that he was afraid there was going to be a surplus, and the house roared!

All the world in those big and bright days seemed infected with something. Scientists tell us that there is a gas that could do it, a thing called by the technical name of protoxide of nitrogen, but also known as “laughing gas.” It was just as if we had each had a whiff of protoxide every hour or so and were inflated with it. It is just possible, so the geologists say, that this gas lurks in the depths and crevices of the earth under our feet and at times filters through and infects us. So that was what was wrong. We were all full of gas. When the Prime Minister — I forget which one — made that splendid, buoyant, hopeful speech, ending with the words, “England! England!” and then fell over backwards while the house rocked and cheered — well — he was just full of gas. The merry fellows on the golf-links losing three-shilling balls on every other drive — the hilarious meetings of the shareholders, the gaiety of the Federated-Charities Tag-Day — all of it, just gas, merely inflation.

Too bad.

 

That was it. All the brightness: all the laughter and the merriment of the present: the fond hopes for the future, the fortunes that seemed assured, the old age so comfortably provided for — so that was all it was, just inflation! The bright new world iridescent with the sunlit colours of the soap bubble! To think that it had to go! —— 

Of course, it had to go. It couldn’t last. Sooner or later there was bound to come a wave of depression. That is always the fate of our humanity. It no sooner gets set in any one direction than a wave of something knocks it into another. It is like a tired swimmer staggering ashore in front of a rising tide.

 

So depression came, first here and then there and in little bits. Somebody staggered home from a lobster lunch and lay down flat and murmured, “I’m depressed.” People on tiptoe moved about him. “He’s depressed,” they whispered. Then more people and more; and so it spread. Depressed people won’t travel: so it was soon found that a wave of depression had hit the tourist business. Then another wave of it smothered the hotel business. So it kept spreading: the papers reported that copper was depressed, that rubber was sinking, that Kansas hogs on the hoof were feeling terrible. It reached economic social life: it appeared in little signs and notices: “Owing to the depression the miners will only mine just a little now and then,” or, “Owing to the depression the anniversary of Christopher Columbus will not be observed.”

 

For all of which there is of course only one remedy, Deflation. We have got to deflate. In fact that is what we are doing now; we are being deflated. People look about them in this saddening world and wonder what is happening. What is this queer strange feeling that is reaching all of us? — this vague sense of discomfort and apprehension that never leaves us? Why has our bright world grown so dull, — all the things that were bigger and brighter and that are growing smaller and dingier?

How changed the people are! Where is that merry banker who shovelled me over the sovereigns — not this disobliging, discourteous dummy who tells me that my cheque is no good merely because there is no money in my account. Where is that merry fellow who used to drive the three-shilling golf ball into the water hazard and laugh at it? Where? There he is, on all fours, upside down in the rushes beside the pond looking for the sixpenny ball that some one lost there last week.

All the world is getting like that; Michaelmas Jones who rode in his thousand-guinea car and weighed 250 pounds without his cuff-links is now walking and weighs only 150 pounds. He’s deflating. But of course what he weighs now is troy weight — the fellow is a real Trojan.

Trojans all, but how dull they are. All they can talk of at dinner now is of the fall in copper, and the crash in rubber and the smash in wheat. Bright eyes grow dim with tears about the whispered rumour that bullock hides have fallen again. Old people sit with clasped hands, silent all evening because they know now that Siamese pig-iron is unsaleable. They are sitting silent, deflating. Their married daughter who was going to take a trip to the continent is not going: she will stay at home and deflate in Devonshire. The American tourists who were going to make a tour in Devonshire will stay at home and deflate in Kansas City. . . .

How changed, this bigger and brighter world!

 

But listen! If this process of deflation has got to go on, let’s get at it and deflate in earnest and with good-will. I’ll confess, if you will, that I wasn’t brought up to ride in a taxi: I’ll confess, if you will, that till three years ago I never owned a single gold-mine: I’ll admit that it is not so long ago that I used to be afraid of a waiter, and could eat without a finger-bowl: that I used to do such ridiculous things as turn off an electric bulb when I went out just to save light: that I only ate three meals a day and thought that Pâté de Foie Gras was the name of a French general.

We must all deflate. And the young people most of all. How ridiculous — in the inflated days — to call for a girl in a hired car to take her to a dance only three or four miles away! Let her walk. How insane to bring her a great bunch of hothouse roses! Let her twine a wild rose in her hair, the way our grandmother did: or go out with her to the meadows or the pasture and find an early cowslip. We must have deflated courtship, and deflated weddings, with a mournful best man, gloomy little deflated bridesmaids, and a clergyman with all the gas gone out of him.

We must get down to it.

 

After all, it won’t last for ever. Things never do. Not for nothing did nature frame this universe in spinning circular orbits. Things come around again. Something is bound to happen. Perhaps some one will get up a war, a really destructive war, the only thing humanity seems to understand, one big enough to restore prosperity. Not right here, of course. But perhaps we could get Brazil — it’s an ambitious country — to invade Mongolia. Then the sharp rise in coffee will start an upward movement in leather and a boom in copper and a gold-rush to Patagonia and there we are — spinning again and with the gas turned on full.

 

But, till then, let us take our deflation like men, — shrinking, contracting, subtracting, condensing, getting smaller and denser and duller — but at least — men.


L’ENVOI: WHAT NEXT?. A GLIMPSE INTO OUR ULTIMATE FUTURE
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THERE ARE CERTAIN people, of whom I am one, who have the peculiar gift of looking into the future. I believe it is often called “peering” into the future. But I don’t need to “peer.” I just look; and the farther I look the better I see.

This peculiar gift, which is technically called “prophetic vision,” is one of the most unchallenged assets that anyone can possess. Provided it is kept well ahead of the present, say a hundred years in advance, it involves nothing of what we call, on my side of the Atlantic, a “come back.”

I propose to exercise this gift now on behalf of the readers of this book and to show to them the kind of world in which will be living, a few centuries on, the future readers of my works, then swollen, of course, to an immeasurable multitude.

The judgments involved and the arguments pursued are so simple and so inevitable that no one can dissent from them.

To begin. We now live in a world in which talk and speech, pictures and sounds, flow easily to every corner of the globe. The Prince of Wales makes a broadcast address from London to Montreal; the Chinese sit and blink at the pictures of the Belgian coronation; and the pygmies of Equatorial Africa follow eagerly the fortunes of the American World Baseball Series. In other words, we are now all talking to one another. For the first time in history there is a world inhabited by a human race.

In such circumstances all the world gets the same general idea at the same time. All the world thinks intensely about the same thing in the same way. The pygmies are just as worried over the collapse of the Stock Exchange as we are: they lost a year’s corn-cobs in it.

Now just at present all the world is worried and preoccupied over two questions — the same two everywhere. These are the peace-and-war question and the unemployment question. As to war, all the world has, quite suddenly, come to realize that there is “nothing to it.” A wave of anti-war feeling, in thought, in literature, plays, books and pictures, is submerging the whole world. War has got to go. The pygmies feel that as long as they stood up pygmy to pygmy, with a big club, it was real stuff. But now when a canful of gas lays out a whole row of pygmies, toes up, in the long grass under the cactus, without a chance even to know who threw it, the whole business is bankrupt.

When the world, all the world, tackles a problem in that spirit it is bound to solve it. It is not that war is any “muddier and bloodier” than it used to be. It was always that. The first crusaders were cannibals and the soldiers of the Religious Wars regarded “atrocities” much as we regard football. But machinery has killed war. It has made war as complex and tiresome as the packing industry in the Middle Western States. Any man working at it feels the need for a vacation, and longs for a round of golf. War is dead. Machinery killed it.

Not so homicide. That is different. Homicide corresponds to general instinct in our nature and is bound to stay. The desire to kill people is quite natural. If I see a fiend in green goggles roar past me on a motor-cycle at a speed of fifty miles an hour, tearing my ears with noise, I want to kill him. Rightly so. It may be inexpedient to do it, but it would be the thing to do. I may want to kill an umpire, or a comedian or an after-dinner speaker — but to want to kill a whole nation, to poison and drown and destroy by machinery thousands of innocent beings, to pretend that little children are “enemies,” and to want to starve them to death — ah! no, I won’t do it. Don’t ask me. War, in other words, has got on the wrong side of our parental feelings, and it’s got to go.

It won’t take long. Come on, pygmies, let’s get rid of it! We don’t need any covenant, any agreement. That’s been the queer mistake up till now — the idea that you end war by a document. You end it by stopping it, and it’s over now. Ask the first pygmy you see — in a tram, on the street, anywhere. He’ll tell you. He’s done with it.

So that’s one problem done. Now as to the other — this unemployment and depression business. So long as unemployment was local and poverty personal, nobody — that is, no other person — worried over it. But now the cause of unemployment (whatever it is, nobody has ever found out) has become so universal that it affects all the world at the same time. It now becomes possible to find out what the cause is, by a process of elimination like an equation in algebra. It can’t be drink, because there is unemployment in the United States where nobody drinks. It can’t be the gold standard, because it exists in China, where they have no gold. It can’t be extravagance, because it exists in Scotland. And so on, all down the line. Which, of course, means that the solution of this economic riddle of the Sphinx is at least in sight.

The more so as there now exists a real motive for solving it. Hitherto unemployment only affected the poor. Now the accursed thing affects the rich. An unforeseen consequence of corporate organization is that the rich may at any time lose their money, without effort or fault of their own. This, in the old days of landed proprietorship, was not possible. Fortunes could not be lost without fault or folly: it needed at least a pack of cards. Hence by a queer twist of human destiny the very rich and the very poor are in the same boat. Such a situation is intolerable. This means economic salvation, or at least salvage, for both.

The exact solution of the problem doesn’t matter here. It may take another fifty years to reach it; but it’s bound to come. All in all, as compared with the great human triumphs of the past — the invention of the alphabet, the use of Arabic notation, the discovery of distilling spirits — the thing is nothing. Another half-century, then, one lifetime as it were, will have seen the clouds of war and the fogs of poverty move away from the sunlit landscape of our little world. And all the scene will change and begin to look quite different from what is now before our eyes.

The changes as a matter of fact are happening even now. The surface beneath our feet is altering. But in our present bewildered outlook we do not see the ground beneath us. Presently, however, as war dies, and poverty vanishes, humanity will begin to be aware that a queer sort of uniformity, something like a great stillness, is coming over the world.

This is beginning now. The great “sameness” which is to envelop and stifle mankind has already begun. Universal communication rapidly begets universal similarity. The word “standardization” has already come uppermost in the industrial world. Standardized machines turn out products of incomparable uniformity. Divergencies and differences drop out. They cost too much. Hence, as the age of the great sameness draws on, all men will more and more be found to be more and more alike, and they will wear the same clothes buttoned in the same way, fashioned probably in a rather infantile style. It is clear already, from the amazing spread of Miniature Golf, Tom Thumb Tennis, and Dicky Bird Football, that grown-up people revert easily to the costume of the child.

But the greatest changes and the greatest sameness will be those in the things of intellect and education. Already all our schools are being framed on the same model, with the same text-books, the same “readers,” the same recitations, the same standardized literature and adjustable patriotism. There is already no way to tell one teacher from another except by their finger-prints. Even those will soon look alike. This uniformity of the schools and school-teaching will spread all over the world. It is America’s revenge on the people who discovered it. The infinite variety of the Old World will be replaced by the prosaic uniformity of the New.

With the school, of course, goes the college. Students and studies are already being ironed out as flat as rolled steel in a Pittsburg mill. In the time to come, all the colleges will be utterly and absolutely alike. The rich variations of senility and imbecility which marked the professoriate of old days will all be gone. Each professor will be as neat as a tailor’s dummy. At the first sign of aberration he will be pensioned off to where he can do no harm.

Outside the schools and colleges will be the great mass of what was once the reading and thinking public — rapidly sifting into something like the accumulated grain in a ten-million-bushel elevator. They will still read the newspaper, the one newspaper — the best, so why have any others? — the World Gazette published from Patagonia to Peking via New York and London. It will contain the personal news of the important people in the world — there will be, say, about six of them; great world sporting events like the Tom Thumb Golf in the Sahara between the Bolsheviks of Moscow and the Y.M.C.A. of Iowa; great world disasters, such as the upsetting of a train in Patagonia (still not completely organized) with the breaking of the conductor’s leg; all of this together with one daily poem — the best in the world, so why print the others? — and one daily joke by the greatest humorist in the world, beside which the others are not worth laughing at.

The same public will have that day looked at the world moving picture, and in the evening will all read the novel, the same novel, and all fall asleep at the same point in it.

Meantime human life, its cares gone, its digestion rotating as smoothly as a sleeping gyroscope, lapsed in ease and with preventive medicine at its elbow, will grow longer and longer. From the fifty years it has now reached in its recent sudden advance it will move to seventy, to eighty, to ninety, and still onward. Little old clean-shaven men will sit down to bridge for the fifty-thousandth time, with partners they knew a hundred years ago.

The lengthened and assured span of life will bring with it a new dreariness. There will be no death, except by an accident — odd, exceptional, awful, a thing to be shuddered at — or by the extreme weariness of old age, a slow and imperceptible sleep, the parting from a world already long forgotten and unregretted. Human life will have been lengthened, but not the soul and the freshness of it that belongs only to life’s morning. After that, life will stretch in front of each, in a long vista, visible to an infinite distance of dreariness, like a trail across a desert.

Thus will the human race sink, generation after generation, into a slow stagnation that will lead it unconsciously to oblivion. The restless survival instinct, that fought its wars, and chafed at its poverty, and cared for its young and its own, this will fade out, and with it the power to live.

Then in some far future there will come the great mortality — not a pestilence, not a plague — just a great mortality — and the human race, like lone islanders upon a rock, will perish to the last man.

FINIS


Afternoons in Utopia
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Part I. Utopia Old and New


Chapter I. Dear Old Utopia
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SUPPOSE THAT THERE were written down the chronicle of one day’s doings of any ordinary family of today, how strange it would appear — could they have foreseen and read it — to the people of three or four hundred years ago! Not their day to us, but ours to them; not one of their days as seen by us in retrospect, but one of our days as seen by them, if it were possible, in prospect. The little acts and incidents and surroundings which we take for granted as part of our daily life, how marvellous, how inexplicable to them!

Their day to us would not seem strange or mysterious, but only limited, cramped and objectionable. People in dirty houses with garbage floating down the street outside; people without motor-cars and newspapers and telephones; ignorant people in an ignorant world, full of silly beliefs and superstitions, and cruel in their silliness; people to whom moving pictures would have been the work of the devil, Charlie Chaplin a ghost, and an aeroplane an angel — the lives of such people would have no charm or wonder for us. Even the vast mystery of the unknown and unlimited world in which they lived is spoiled by their stupid certainty about the little stars set up in the sky to light them.

But our day to them, could they but see it! For them we live in a world of humming wires and rushing winds, of ghosts walking in white light on paper walls, the voices of the spirits calling from the unknown at our command. Magic wands control the forces of the earth and air in a new world in which they would find everything changed, nothing left that was — nothing but man himself.

Nothing but man. Yet man himself goes next. The biggest change of all is yet to come — as will amply appear in the pages of this book.

 

Now ever since people learned to write and set down their imaginings in books, many wise and interesting writers have given to the people of their day pictures of what they thought the world was going to be like later on. Plato began it. The fathers of the Church, the monks and the Arabs went on with it. In Henry the Eighth’s time Sir Thomas More before (not after) he was beheaded wrote his Utopia. After him came Bacon and Milton and Bunyan, and Lord Lytton and Mr. Bellamy, and others writing still.

So many of these Utopias have been written that they have all run to a pattern that grows drowsy in its very sameness. In all of them the narrator falls asleep for two hundred years and awakes (which is a pity) to find himself in an altered world. He is confronted with a “venerable being” who is cut to a pattern in a “flowing robe,” with the further credential of a “majestic beard.” This being, then, who speaks beautiful but antiquated English — 

But stop — let us reproduce the familiar scene of the long sleep and the arrival of the awakened sleeper in dear old Utopia. We will introduce, however, the slight, but novel, innovation of supposing that the narrator in this case arrives with — and not as usually depicted — without — his — brains.

My Voyage to Utopia

Having decided to make one of those voyages to Utopia which have been the source of great literary profit from the days of Sir Thomas More until now, I realized that I must find means to fall asleep for a hundred years.

 

I did so.

 

On awakening I found myself as it were awake, and looked about me in order to ascertain, if possible, where I was. I found myself reclining on a couch in what appeared to me to be a large Gothic chamber — I might almost call it a hall — I will call it a hall — of which the lofty ceiling extended into a half darkness while the hall itself was lighted by a soft and suffused light coming from I knew not where. But as I had not expected to know where the light came from, this did not in any way upset me.

I was well aware that in all Utopias the light is soft and suffused and comes from you don’t know where. As a matter of fact I had seen, even in the poor old vanished world from which I came, little tricks like this light stuff, or nearly as good.

I had therefore no means of telling whether it was day or night — another fact which gave me no concern, as I was indifferent as to whether it was day or night. I looked at my watch. It had stopped. I had an idea that it must have stopped because it had run down. This fact I presently verified by winding it up.

Rising to a half-recumbent posture — which is as far as I care to go in one rise — I looked about me. The chamber as I said was vast yet contained little furniture other than a few oaken tables and chairs of an exquisite workmanship and design which I never recalled to have seen before. This, however, was not surprising as I have never worked in a furniture store. A few rugs of elaborate craftsmanship lay on the floor; but whether of skins or of woven fabric I was unable to say. I always am.

Being well acquainted with Utopias I knew that I had only to wait patiently and they would start something. I was certain that they wouldn’t be long, nor indeed had I long to wait. A door at the side of the room opened and a “slippered attendant” appeared. I knew, of course, that the first thing to come would be a slippered attendant. If he hadn’t I’d have slippered him myself.

I saw at once that he was an attendant from the fact that he wore one of those “loose smocks” which by common consent are recognized as the costume of all attendants, two hundred years hence. It was a sort of two-piece pajama suit made of some plain woven material, but of what I could not say which.

The slippered attendant approached the couch where I was now only one-quarter recumbent and made a low obeisance.

“Come,” he said, “Oom will see you.” “All right,” I said and I readjusted my collar and necktie and followed him.

We crossed to the further end of the great hall and my attendant knocked at a small oaken door. To my surprise, the door opened of itself without the aid of human hands. Often though I have seen this — doors in restaurants and other places that open this way — I am always surprised at it. I don’t see how it is arranged unless there is some kind of catch or spring or trick about it. Anyway, it opened.

As yet, however, I could not see into the room beyond, which was half darkened.

The attendant bowed low in the doorway.

“One is without,” he said.

He didn’t say what I was without (perhaps, without a drink) but I guessed from my previous reading that he merely meant “outside.”

A deep resonant voice answered back, “Let the stranger enter.”

I found myself, on entering, in the presence of a venerable being whose flowing robe and majestic beard lent to him an air of dignity almost amounting to senility.

“Stranger,” he said. “Thou art awake, welcome.”

Just why he should adopt a form of speech lost for four centuries except in Yorkshire, I was at a loss to know. But I remembered that that is the way they always speak in the Utopia books.

“What wouldst?” continued Oom.

“First,” I said, “if you don’t mind I would like something to eat and drink.”

“Your pardon,” said Oom, “I had forgotten. With us it matters so little.”

He clapped his hands.

Two slippered attendants at once appeared as if by magic — in fact by magic.

“Bring viands and drink,” commanded Oom.

“Don’t you yourself eat, Dr. Oom?” I asked.

“I am indifferent to it,” replied the venerable man. “Our constitutions and the life we lead — so different from yours of the Earth-as-it-was — render food scarcely necessary. I break my fast in the morning with perhaps an egg, or bacon or eggs, or perhaps a beefsteak, or lamb kidneys and bacon with waffles — but it is a matter of indifference. At noon I take nothing, unless perhaps a cold meat pie or a lobster. Beyond this I eat nothing till at eventide and then possibly a hot goose or a boiled jack-rabbit with a veal cutlet — it is of no consequence. The abstemious life brings its own reward; the mind, O Stranger, becomes clearer, more liquid—”

“I know,” I said, “less full of mud. Indeed this abstemious life had got well started in what you call the Earth-as-it-was. I have often heard people speak as you do.”

“Here’s the food,” said Oom.

The attendants then set before us a tray of dainty and refreshing viands — including what appeared to be pâté de foie gras, only better, and canapé aux anchois, only not so smashed up.

For drink the attendant poured a liquor of exquisite appearance into tall glasses of incredible thinness and delicacy. The soft light of the room seemed reflected into iridescent opal colours both from the liquid and the glass.

“What is it?” I asked of Dr. Oom as I held the marvellous beverage up to the light.

“Your tongue,” he said, “hath no speech for it. With us it is called Slooch.”

“Is it intoxicating?” I asked.

“Not in the least,” replied Dr. Oom. “Indeed,” he continued, “I can see from your questions how far our world has travelled from the Earth-as-it-was. Were it not for my knowledge of history, I should be at a loss to answer your question. But sit, stranger, eat and drink and I, too, will partake with you of a friendly bite as it approaches even now the equidistant point between my last meal and my next.”

As we ate, Dr. Oom proceeded to explain to me how the questions of what we used to call prohibition had long since been entirely solved. All that was needed, he said, was to discover a beverage which, like Slooch, was stimulating and exhilarating but not intoxicating. Slooch, he explained, could easily bring one to laughter or tears, or might even provoke a desire to sing, or set up a noble anger, or at times induce a profound sleep — but it was not intoxicating. He explained the matter further but I was unable to follow entirely the explanations which he gave. It seemed to turn on the idea that what is “intoxicating” is a matter of legal definition, so that by arduous improvement of the law all danger of intoxication was cut out.

When we had at last finished Dr. Oom said, “Well, I suppose we had better begin. You wish to ask me, I am sure, all kinds of questions about the new world in which you find yourself.”

I took out my pencil and notebook and nodded.

“What shall I start with,” said Dr. Oom, “or rather how likes it you that I lay on? How about currency and coinage, would you like me to begin with that?”

“No,” I said, “never mind currency and coinage. I never had much grip on that.”

“The Gold Standard,” began Dr. Oom.

“I know,” I said. “It was already doomed. Try something else.”

“Would you like,” said Dr. Oom, “to ask me about wages and labour and what is now the relation of the capitalistic classes, as you used to call them, to the workers? Let me talk about that, eh?”

“No, please don’t,” I replied. “I had got so fed up with that before I fell asleep that I really don’t care about it one way or the other.”

“The problem,” said Dr. Oom reflectingly, stroking his majestic beard as he spoke, and disregarding my interruption, “proved in the end amazingly simple. But the manner and method in which it was solved involves a rather detailed intricate narration, partly in Old English, of what has happened in the industrial world in two hundred years. However, I will try—”

“No,” I said, “please don’t, Dr. Oom — I presume you are Doctor. Please don’t. Let’s get on to something with a little more go to it.”

Oom began again.

“Among the many things which will surprise you most in the world you are about to visit is the prolongation of human life. In the days when you lived I believe that the average duration of human life was about fifty-eight years decimal four. It is now — but you will see for yourself when you meet our old men. I am sure you will be delighted and surprised to see what a snappy lot of bright old men we have among us.”

“That’s all right,” I said. “But I can get all that in figures later on, can’t I? Give me something that sounds a little more like a news item or a feature story.”

“How about peace and war?” said Dr. Oom.

“I think I can guess all that,” I answered. “The nations came together and agreed to abolish war.”

“Yes,” said Dr. Oom, “by a vote of thirty-one to thirty. It was a close thing but it got through.”

A silence fell upon us during which Dr. Oom refilled his glass from the flagon and drank its contents with a reflecting air.

“I made a mistake,” he said.

“Why, of course!” said I.

The same idea had evidently struck us both at the same moment. “Of course,” I repeated, “you should have first shown me this new world and what it looks like. This chamber, as a matter of fact, has a passageway leading out upon the ‘leads’ and balconies of the vast building in which it is constructed—”

“How did you know that?”

“Oh, it always does,” I said. “Come, lead me out upon the roof and let me see the changed world that lies about me.”

Oom rose and without a word led me through a side door and along a short passage, and then out upon a flat balustraded roof from which, in an instant vision, appeared a vast panorama illumined with brilliant sunshine and reaching to the horizon.

Great Heavens! Was this the city I had known! Whither had gone the tall skyscrapers reaching to the clouds? Where was the long reach of the wide Hudson, the vast suspension bridge hung like an aerial web from shore to shore? Where was it all gone? or how had it changed to this? I turned to Dr. Oom, who stood beside me, quietly smiling at my evident and utter astonishment.

“Can this,” I said, pointing to the vision around me, “can this be New York?”

“New York?” said Oom. “No, of course not. This is London.”

The exhilaration which had kindled in his face died out of it. In fact he looked rather crestfallen. “Yes,” he said, “this is London. What made you think it New York?”

“Why, I fell asleep in New York,” I said.

“I believe that’s right,” said Dr. Oom, reflecting. “You did, very likely. There was a sort of patriotic exchange of hundred year sleepers between England and America and you must have come over in that lot. In fact, now I think of it, you did.

“But sit down, sit down,” he said, recovering his animation and indicating a stone bench overlooking the balustrade. “Sit down and let me tell you of this vast city, every detail of which will surprise you. You notice that it is all covered in with glass, do you not? — I mean, dost not thou? That must give you, a being of a previous world, quite a jolt, doesn’t it?”

“Well, in a sense,” I said, pausing to light a cigarette which I had found with a lighter in my pocket, “and yet in a sense it doesn’t. We had started that.”

“You will be surprised at least to learn,” said Dr. Oom, “that in all this vast city there is not a single moving vehicle—”

“I hardly expected there would be,” I replied; “no doubt the sidewalks themselves . . .”

“Exactly,” said Dr. Oom.

A silence ensued which began, in a way, to be almost painful or at least boring. I realized that the scene between us had been worn so thin in preceding generations that it was difficult to keep it up at the proper point of intensity.

I began to feel it my duty to discover some subject at least upon which the revelations of Dr. Oom would come up to the standard of feature-article interest.

“Dr. Oom,” I said, “there is one thing that always and forever, in each successive world and generation, is of undying interest. What about the position and status of women in this new world?”

“Ah!” said Dr. Oom, “most interesting; let me explain first . . .”

But he had hardly spoken when the little door through which we had stepped out onto the roof was swung open and a glad, girlish voice called: “Why, father, where ever have you been?”

A ravishing girlish figure rushed across to the leads and threw its arms in affectionate impulsiveness about the neck of Dr. Oom. . . .

How ever can I forget the moment — my first sight of Rooshna — my first glimpse of she for whom or rather but for whom all that I was, or rather whatever else I am — but enough. Words fail me to convey the picture of the exquisite being who thus burst upon my sight.

She was clad in a long and quietly flowing garment which appeared made of a single fabric, that is, I couldn’t see a hole or a join in it, in which, or rather from which and through which the colours of the sunshine seemed to glisten in opalescent irradiation.

“Rooshna,” said Dr. Oom in a voice of gentle remonstrance at the impulsiveness of the exquisite being who clung to his neck. “Look, my child. One is with us.”

Rooshna unclasped her arms as she became aware of my presence. Then moving towards me, her hands clasped in agitation, she raised her eyes to mine.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, “at last you are awake! How wonderful! Sometimes I used to think that you would never wake; some years you seemed almost to do so and other years you seemed to sleep harder than ever.”

Marvellous it seemed to me to think that this exquisite being — if I may call her that again — had watched over my slumbers.

Dr. Oom turned towards us.

“My daughter, Rooshna,” he said with a smile, “has long been your constant attendant while you slept. She was always hoping that the day might come when she herself might show you all the wonders of this strange new world.”

“But I should like nothing better,” I said. “I shall be charmed indeed if Miss Oom will be so kind as to act as my guide.”

“Excellent,” said Dr. Oom; “for myself I pray that you will excuse me as I have to attend this afternoon a meeting of the Witanagemot.”

“Come along then,” said Rooshna gaily; “let me lead the way.”

“You must tell me,” she said as we made our way through the passages and halls of the beautiful building from which we had emerged, “what you want to know about first. There must be so much to explain to you; how would you like to hear first about our currency and coinage?”

“Currency and coinage!” I repeated with delight. “I can imagine nothing more fascinating. Do tell me about it.”

“I will,” said Rooshna, “and then, after that, what about a little talk on transportation facilities.”

“Glorious!” I said.

“And then I know you want to hear about labour and capital and social insurance.”

“Delicious! I can’t hear enough of it.”

“Then I shall have lots to tell you. Of course father could have explained it all much better.”

“Miss Oom,” I said boldly, “I don’t regret your father’s absence.”

Rooshna looked at me with an air of perplexity.

“Why do you say that?” she questioned. “I can’t understand why you say that. Really I can’t. But anyway” — her expression cleared as she spoke— “father couldn’t come as he had to be at the Witanagemot — if you know what that is?”

“Oh, yes,” I said, “the meeting of the Wise Old Men. And pray, tell me, what does your father do, Miss Oom?” I asked.

“Do?” she said. “How do you mean?”

“I mean what is his work.”

“Oh! I understand,” said Rooshna, breaking into a pleasant laugh, “work! You see there’s practically no work at all now. It’s all done by the machines and especially by the new life-force which science has invented and which is called Wheee! You’ve heard of that?”

“Not exactly,” I answered, “but of course in all the Utopia books there was generally a marvellous force of that sort.”

“Quite so,” said Rooshna. “So you see since the discovery of Wheee, there is really terribly little to do. Employment has grown extremely rare and is confined to the young. So that the men like father have to find other things to occupy them.”

“And how does he occupy himself?”

“He works on the sky a good deal, astronomical work, you know, like taking the mean altitude of the sun and finding the diameter of the moon. He does both of those every day, and then he generally copies out the multiplication table every morning.”

“But hasn’t all that been done before?”

“Of course,” answered Rooshna with just a shade of irritation in her tone, “but what else can father do? Since the invention of Wheee there’s no work and of course there are no professions because we don’t have soldiers any more, and there is no law, and since the invention of Healall there is no illness and no doctors. You know about Healall?”

“I think so,” I said; “already it was foreseen in some of our newspaper advertisements. It cures everything.”

“Exactly. So what can father do? But come along — don’t let’s sit here. Let’s go out in the street. There!” she said, “is the outer door swung open. How do you like the look of it?”

“Marvellous,” I said. “Why, the street is all roofed over with glass! How wonderful! And the sidewalk actually moves along like a moving platform! Who could have believed it?”

“Jump onto it then,” cried Rooshna, “and away we go!”

 

Marvellous indeed was the afternoon which ensued during which Rooshna conducted me, on the moving platform and on foot, among the pleasant squares and gardens where we rested and talked of the wonderful world about us. At little tables set under sycamore trees, slippered attendants served us with Slooch in golden glasses and with synthetic fruits and canned sardines. Rooshna meanwhile explained to me the currency, the coinage, the labour legislation and the rules of procedure of the Witanagemot. I was delighted with all I saw, and especially pleased to remark the excessive number of old men moving about, and how bright the old fellows seemed!

The prolongation of life, as my fair conductress explained, had naturally led to the existence of a high percentage of bright, snappy old people. The young were few, and, I presume, for the most part busy elsewhere, at school or work. But their absence was more than compensated by the great number of old men, every one of whom seemed in full possession of all the faculties he had ever had or needed.

Never have I had such a delightful afternoon. So much so that I returned from it with the most glorious feeling of satisfaction, a feeling as if I had, so to speak, plenty of it.

That evening I banqueted with Dr. Oom and his friends in the great hall. The meal was served to us, not seated in our stiff fashion of today, but in the true Utopian pose of reclining languidly on couches, while slippered attendants served us with exquisite viands as we reclined. Our discourse was accompanied by soft music proceeding from I know not where. During the meal, which was a prolonged one, Dr. Oom and his friends conversed enthusiastically of the altitude of the sun, of the binomial theorem, and of the multiplication table. Their talk, I perceived, was animated but never contentious. Just once for a moment something like controversy arose as to what was nine times eight but it was only for a moment. For the most part, I realized, there was nothing to argue over, everything being long since settled; and in a world where nothing happened, there were of course no events or happenings to talk about. As a consequence conversation was able to move on the higher ground of eternal verities such as multiplication and long division.

 

I need not describe in detail the marvellous days which succeeded my first awakening in Utopia. Each day brought its delightful round. Rooshna would join me after breakfast and would talk of currency, bimetalism and the elimination of the unearned increment. Then I would spend half an hour beside the venerable Dr. Oom, holding his astronomical instruments for him, while he measured the apparent diameter of the moon, and listening to his pleasant talk on the zodiac and the equinoxes. After, would come a ride on the moving platforms with Rooshna, while we discussed the relation of profits to interest, or the relation of interest to profits, or the possibility of a regulated currency based on the reciprocal variation of the index of general prices. The evening brought with it the customary prolonged and delightful banquet on synthetic eggs, fried figs and goulash under glass. The food, I discovered, had all been prepared years and years before. . . .

 

How long this delicious existence might have lasted I cannot say. I was aware, however, that my feelings towards Rooshna were rapidly passing from the mere sense of interest and companionship to something more intense, deeper, and, if I may so call it, broader and indeed higher. In fact I was already conscious in my own heart that I loved her. Again and again as I sat under the spell of her talk on sociological science I could scarcely resist the impulse to take her to my heart and tell her of my love.

 

But at the same time another and entirely different impulse kept drawing me in an opposite direction. More and more each day I began to feel an overwhelming desire to go to sleep. My sleep at night was not enough. I wanted more. As I sat with Dr. Oom watching his grave face as he tested out the multiplication table with marks on a bit of paper, I wanted to sleep. If I sat out in one of the little squares where the fountains splashed beneath the sycamores, my head would sink forward with a drowsy desire for sleep. Even at the banquets in the evening something in the soft unvarying light, the gentle music and the murmur of the scientific discourse on the properties of a right-angled triangle — even this failed to keep me roused. Sleep — I must sleep.

Yet behind this feeling there seemed to me some strange, deep, subtle meaning which I couldn’t fathom. Why this unending ever-present desire for sleep? Had it some bearing on the mystery of life itself? Could it mean that beyond all the arts and contrivances of man — this prolongation of life and removal of accident, danger and disease — there was something, some undeniable decree. What was this world into which I had penetrated by some occult process unknown to myself? Could it be? — I put the thought from me — could it be, could that be — the meaning of unending quiet, this unending harmony, this living among the unchanging truths of existence — this life without life — I wouldn’t name the word — was that where I was?

 

It was on the tenth day.

Overwhelmingly the thought came to me. I sprang up from the bench on which I sat.

I stood erect and grasped Rooshna’s hand as she sat. “Rooshna,” I said, “I love you!”

“I know that,” she said quietly, not speaking like a Utopian but like a woman of the Earth-as-it-was. “I know that,” she said. “I knew it from the first.”

“Rooshna,” I said, “I love you. But I must go . . . out, out of this . . . I don’t know how, or where, but out and back into life again. . . .”

“I know,” she said, “I’m going too.”

“But you can’t,” I said, “your place is here. Your father . . .”

Rooshna shook her head.

“He is not my father. I call him that, but I too belong as you do outside. I don’t know — I can’t remember now — it is all so perplexed. It seems as if I had been here ever so long — waiting for you.”

I seated myself again beside Rooshna.

We sat silent for a little time, our hands clasped.

Then she spoke.

“Listen,” she said, “will you trust me?”

“Oh, of course,” I answered.

“But I mean trust me a great deal. Do you remember that in the life you came from long ago there were stories called fairy stories — and often in these fairy stories, there was a princess, and the princess would say to her lover, ‘Will you trust me and do what I say, and no matter how hard it is you will do it and everything will be all right?’ ”

“Well?” I said.

“Well, I want you to do that now. You want to sleep — to sleep as if to sleep forever. There, lie upon the bench — your head upon my arm — so; and now say to me good-bye. I understand, dear. You cannot stay. Sleep.”

 

“You’ve been asleep so long. I didn’t like to wake you.”

It was my wife’s voice. She was standing beside the bed, with a cup of tea in her hand — my wife’s voice, but where had I heard it before?

“I didn’t want to wake you,” she repeated, “but I do so want to show you this. I found it in turning out some old things this morning. Do you remember it?”

As she spoke she handed me, half blushing, a little picture of the queer old kind once called a “tintype.”

“Why, of course!” I said, still half dreaming, “it’s you and me.”

“When the tintype man took us on the little seat under the sycamore.”

“The day I said, when I—”

“Yes,” she answered, “that day.”


Chapter II. Ten Seconds for Refreshments
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AFTER READING ABOUT the Dear Old Utopia of the preceding chapter, the reader ought in fairness to sit down and take a breath and think about it. He might even eat something. He will see on a little reflection that the trouble with this dear old Orthodox Utopia is that it is altogether too comprehensible. You can understand it. It may be marvellous, no doubt it is, but after all it is terribly like the world in which we live. The real Utopia, if we could get a look at it, would be quite incomprehensible; we simply wouldn’t understand what the people were talking about. Neither could they explain it all, as the Dr. Ooms do in the sham Utopias, because they wouldn’t understand what it was that we didn’t understand. Anyone who has ever tried to explain to an intelligent Eskimo the operation of the New York Stock Exchange will know just what I mean. Few people perhaps have had that experience. But anybody who has undertaken to describe the nature of the photo-electric cell to an Equatorial African pygmy will understand the case exactly.

Well, then — let’s get back and see the rest; let us take a look at the Real Utopia.

In other words, let us suppose that we could really look ahead and see, not this venerable being with whiskers, but the real world of tomorrow. Let us suppose that we fall asleep for a hundred years and then wake up and sit up and see. Or no — don’t let’s even fall asleep. Let us simply take a look right now at a family group in Utopia. There they are, apparently a mother and two children, seated at breakfast. Breakfast, yes — it looks like breakfast. Some of the things at the little table look a little queer (we’ve never seen a coffee-gun, of course, or a synthetic egg) — still, it must be breakfast. There, they’re beginning to talk — listen.


Chapter III. The Real Utopia
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“GOOD NEWS, CHILDREN!”

It is the woman, the mother, who is speaking as she sits at the breakfast table. She speaks gaily, as if full of happiness.

“Good news, children. Father is coming out of jail!”

“Good,” said the little boy. “I always like it when father comes out of jail.”

“This father,” corrects the little girl solemnly, looking up from the porridge.

“I meant that, Clara, of course,” said the boy. “You know I didn’t mean Mr. Angleneck. When does father come out, mum?”

“This morning, I think — in fact quite early, almost now. Wait a minute.”

She moved with her fingers a little dial that lay on the table. (By the way, how Utopia-like that would have seemed only a little while ago. But we are doing it already.)

“It’s Mrs. Ex-Angleneck-Afterthought speaking,” she said, “is that the Elysian Fields Jail?”

A voice seemed to speak from the wall, from nowhere, just in the room (an inconceivable wonderful thing, but we’re doing it now). “Yes.”

“Is that the office?”

“No, it’s the ballroom. Last night’s dance isn’t over yet — it was graduates’ night, you see, but I can get you the office — or perhaps — I can tell you what you want.”

“I wanted to find out if my husband has left the jail yet; he was to come out this morning.”

There was silence, a long pause, and then the voice spoke again.

“I’m so sorry. The governor of the jail won’t let him go.”

“Won’t let him go?”

“He says he simply can’t spare him and that he must stay over for the polo match. He says not to expect him till tonight.”

Mrs. Afterthought put down the dial with a sigh, yet with a slight flush of pleasure on her face. “He’s such a favourite out there,” she said. “Every time he goes to jail it’s the same thing. They simply will keep him there.”

Little Clara looked up from her plate.

“But I thought that only wicked people were put into prison.”

“Clara!” said her mother severely, “what have you been reading now? If you and Edward will keep dragging old books off the library shelves—”

“I didn’t get it out of an old book, mother, and you know I didn’t, because I can’t read the funny old letters in them.”

“Well, wherever you got the idea it was very wrong of you to say it. Surely you know that some of the best and noblest people in the world go to jail. Your father tells me that every time he goes he meets the most distinguished people — really brilliant men — financiers, bankers, senators—”

“Crooks,” muttered little Edward.

“Edward!” exclaimed his mother. Mrs. Afterthought looked at her two children in silence. They often puzzled her. They seemed so old-fashioned.

“Then why did father have to go to jail?” asked little Clara.

“He didn’t have to, Clara,” said her mother.

“Well, they took him in a van,” said Edward, “with wire over it.”

“Certainly, Edward, because otherwise his subconscious self might have made him leap out.”

“Then what did he go for?” asked Edward.

“Atavism,” said Mrs. Afterthought.

“What?”

“An attack of atavism. The judge himself said so. Father’s had it again and again.”

“Atavism,” said little Edward. “What does that mean?”

“It means when you go back and copy things done by your great-grandfather, or your great-great-grandfather, or any number of greats.”

“But how could papa imitate his great-great-grandfather when he never saw him?”

“But he did. He brought home from the club, dear, a fur coat that didn’t belong to him.”

“Did great-great-grandfather do that?” asked little Clara.

“He must have, dear, because your father did it.”

“But wouldn’t father go to jail for doing that?”

“No, but on the same day he atavistically carried away some money (lying on the desk of a bank, I think) and a gold watch which he had, by pure atavism, taken from a gentleman’s coat pocket while the coat was hung up.”

“So what happened?” asked Edward.

“Well, Judge Gloop — you’ve seen him here, dears, very often at lunch with papa, suggested six months in jail. Your father said no, in fact he was against it from the start. He thought a sea voyage, or a trip to Monte Carlo might be better. However, they insisted — in the court I mean — and in the end your father had to give way. It happened, however, that two other gentlemen that your father knew very well were going too, so they agreed to go together and share expenses.”

“What did they steal, the other two?” asked Edward.

“My dear Edward!” exclaimed his mother in gentle protest. “How can you drag up those terrible words out of old books and belonging to the mediæval days? They didn’t steal anything. They had amnesia.”

“Amnesia?”

“Yes, amnesia. They forgot their own names and in attempting to write their own wrote down other people’s. The judge said that it seemed to him that jail was the only place for them. They said no, and suggested a long rest — they thought of South America. Indeed I believe that one of them had taken a ticket for South America to go and begin to rest when he received, just as he was getting on the ship, this other suggestion about going to jail instead.”

“And did he turn back?”

“Yes, on condition that they’d put in a new billiard table. I believe they did it. The judge said it seemed eminently fair.”

“But I don’t see—” began little Edward. He was about to continue but at that moment a soft light appeared on the wall and a voice said: “I beg your pardon, I think I was to call you up this morning, was I not? It is the secretary of the High School speaking — about your little boy’s geometry, you remember. Have you decided to have it done?”

“I really don’t know. It’s so hard to decide. Would he be in bed long?”

“Oh, dear, no,” said the voice with a pleasant suggestion of a laugh, “only one afternoon, perhaps not that. At his age, you know, it’s really a mere nothing. I think it could be done at home if you like, only it’s not so easy to give the anæsthetic.”

“I see. And it’s really quite simple, is it?”

“Oh, a mere nothing as far as that goes.”

“And I suppose it’s not very expensive, is it?”

“Oh, not at all; not for plane geometry. It’s only ten dollars (a thousand pounds). Of course if you wanted spherical geometry, it’s much more and still more for Einstein; it’s hard to get the plasm for those. And in any case those can be acquired, you know, afterwards by vocal teaching.”

“What do you think yourself, Eddie?” asked his mother, turning to the little boy.

“I don’t care, mum,” said Eddie, “I didn’t mind algebra a bit. They don’t hurt you and once it’s in it feels just like arithmetic or anything else, you know. Do you know, mother, I heard our headmaster say that long ago in his great-great-grandfather’s time or something they used to beat it into them with sticks. How do they do that? It sounds so cruel and unnatural?”

“It was, dear, but I can’t talk about it now.”

Mrs. Afterthought spoke to the wall again. “I think if you don’t mind I’ll talk it over with my husband again before I decide. He’s rather old-fashioned about that sort of thing. He has a feeling, he says, as if it weren’t quite honest. He’s so strict, you know. He’s in jail just now, and I hate to disturb him.”

“Oh, well, by all means let it wait. There’s no hurry. Good-bye.”

“Mother,” said Edward, “while you’re talking you might as well have asked about the war.”

“I didn’t need to,” said Mrs. Afterthought, “there isn’t any today. It was announced last night that the war would stop for today.”

“Oh!” said both the children, “why?”

“It was put off for the Dog Race in the Sahara. The Harvard Dog is racing the Oxford Dog, and so there wouldn’t be enough power for the war as well. And by the way, children, please remember if grandfather comes in this afternoon, don’t say anything about the war.”

“Oh, mother, why not — isn’t grandfather commanding a ship? I thought he was commanding one of the big battleships.”

“Yes, dear, and that’s why. Grandfather lost his ship — lost with all hands, it seems — nothing left afloat except a little wreckage.”

“Mother! How dreadful!”

“And grandfather’s terribly put out about it. I don’t think they can say it’s exactly his fault, but he feels it terribly. He says the loss is very serious, especially some of the officers; not the captain — he was worn out, but the chief navigating officer (I think he said) was absolutely new and equipped with every latest device that grandfather could put in him. In fact grandfather had spent months working on him. But wait, children, it’s time to ring for Jane and get the things cleared away. I’ll tell you all about it presently.”

Mrs. Afterthought pressed a button as she spoke and sat watching with her children as the servant came in through the door from the kitchen. Jane moved around the table in her characteristically rigid and mechanical way that would have seemed laughable to the children but that they were so familiar with it. She seemed to move in straight lines and exact circles, picking up the plates with a round sweep of her arm. Here and there, if a plate or dish was out of Jane’s reach the mother or the children passed it into her hand, but no one spoke to her. “Jane’s slow,” said little Clara as the servant finished and went out.

“I don’t think you wound her up properly on Monday, mum,” said Edward.

“I don’t think it’s that, dear. I’m afraid that she’s getting all out of repair. The electrician looked at her yesterday and said that she needed a new sheet of tin on her back side. But it costs such a lot.”

“Well, mother,” said Clara, “I saw the loveliest butler in a shop yesterday, an imported English butler, marked at only thirty thousand pounds — three hundred dollars, isn’t it?”

“I know, darling, but we couldn’t afford it. Papa says it takes more power to make an English butler move than for four ordinary servants. But, good gracious—”

Mrs. Afterthought broke off suddenly at the sound of a noise, a queer bumping noise that seemed to come from under their feet.

“What is it, mum?”

“Why, don’t you hear it? I’m afraid that it means there’s a ghost in the cellar again.”

“Hooray!” shouted Edward. “A ghost! Come on, Clara, get your Badminton racquet. Come and chase it out.”

The two children sprang — 

 

BUT THERE — Any reflective reader can see that a place like the Real Utopia couldn’t possibly be understood in that fashion. It is far too different from the World-as-it-is. Not the place — but the people. The apparatus, the machinery, the setting, is all there already. But the effect is still to come.

So we must begin all over again and learn Utopia, bit by bit.


Part II. Grandfather Goes to War


Chapter I. War Stuff
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WAR MEMOIRS AND war reminiscences cannot be understood without a knowledge of the nature and circumstances of the war of which they treat. War itself has greatly altered in its character from age to age. Take only the modern age of the last century or two and we can see how great has been the alteration not only in war itself, but in the attitude of mankind towards it. To the generations of the eighteenth century war was an intermittent part of national life, not very terrible, and ending always in peace. Sometimes one side won and sometimes the other, but generally both. In those days war held the place now occupied by the World’s Baseball Series, the Oxford and Cambridge Boat Race, and the Nobel Prize. It was the only way the nations had of getting together.

To the people of the late Victorian Age, war had passed into a scourge inflicted by Providence upon yellow, black and brown people as part of their elevation towards civilization. From England it had gone forever.

For the Americans of the United States there had only been one war, the Civil War, a matchless epic of devotion. It could never come again, because in the united country after the war there was henceforth no North and no South — so many people having moved West.

But in our day, at this little moment of infinite time called the year 1932, the case is different. We are sitting waiting for the next crash. The nations are now so intimately connected that the quarrels of each are the quarrels of all. With a central agency in the League of Nations and with the universal transmission of irritation by radio, a dispute can spread over the whole world in five minutes.

In older days the world was protected by its blanket of ignorance. Europe took no part in the Great Mongolian Conquest of China (Second Dynasty, Subdivision Five) because it never heard of it. In our own time, in all common sense, the fact that Poland wants a Corridor ought to matter to you and to me in North America about as much, and as little, as that Pussy wants a Corner.

But we are given to understand that this desire of Poland to keep a Corridor along with the immutable resolution of the Czechs rather to die in an enclave than to live in an anschluss, are among the reasons why we are all presently to be overwhelmed in the disaster. The mixed collection of peoples who used to seem to us a picturesque set of organ-grinders, now appear to hold the destinies of the world in the hollow of their organs.

In other words, we of the outside world, barely recovering from the staggering shock of the Great War, are sitting waiting for the next blow. All the best authorities are in agreement about it. And the war hounds, the real hot dogs who talk of nothing else — assure us that the next great war is going to be something awful. And it appears that the people who get it in the neck are not these war hounds themselves, but us — you and I — the ordinary plain people who never saw a gun fired in anger outside of a bar-room.

It seems, so they say, that the whole attention of the armies will be devoted to destroying civilians — women and children a specialty. Bombs will be dropped on us from the air; we will be blown up on our own golf links; killed with gas while at the movies. Churches will be no place for people who fear death and sick people had better keep away from hospitals.

These war hounds keep cheering us up with news of bigger and brighter bombs, higher and higher explosives, yellower and yellower gas. They have an explosive now that will blow us five hundred feet in the air; last year we were only up to four. And there’s a new gas that you can’t see as it approaches; it has no smell, so you can’t smell it; it gives no feeling, so you don’t feel it. Without having the least idea of it you are dead.

But anyone who is familiar with the history of war in past ages will take but little stock in this awful picture. In reality war is coming to an end. In fact it is almost there now.

It may be, or it may not be, that there will be one more war. If so, this one more war that will follow as an aftermath of the Great War, will be the War of Desolation and that will be the end. The reason is that war has lost what you might call its charm, the peculiar drowsy fascination that it had up till about fifty years ago. In those good old days war was the greatest of open-air sports. The life was free and open, the food good, lots of fun, and the danger practically nothing, or nothing more than being at home.

Think of the wonderful attraction for a young officer setting off to war. He embarked upon a troop ship — a huge floating castle under sail; music, sunshine, tears, farewells, brandy and soda! Glorious. Any danger of a bomb from the air? Good heavens, no! never dreamed of. Any fear of being blown up at night by a submarine? Good Lord, no! Any danger of anything? Not till we get to the scene of the war. When do we get there? Oh, in about six months.

Thus used to sail the French and the English to the West Indies; brandy and soda on deck all day and cards played under an awning for ten rupees a punto; that’s the life!

Thus sailed a United States naval expedition somewhere about a hundred years ago for the island of Sumatra. Why? To punish a native chief. Now if anybody can think of better fun than what “punishing a native chief” used to be, I want to hear of it. Time of this expedition, four months out and four back. Warfare involved — bombardment of Quettah Boola, or some such place, for half an hour, then a native banquet with hams, yams, clams, and a native drink called “hooroo”! And at all these banquets, of course, there were girls, lots of them, yellow, tan, brown, anything. They always collected them in any of the dear old expeditions. After which they collected the ransom and sailed home.

Danger in the old wars never came till you were ready for it, all keyed up for it, wanting it. And it was over in no time — it was like a thunderstorm, fearsome and full of light and then gone! In any good old campaign the armies always laid off for winter, and always took time off for saints’ days, holidays, and generals’ birthdays on both sides. They stopped for wet weather, muddy weather, or when there was too much static in the air. A campaign lasted as a rule all summer with a battle once a month, lasting anywhere from twenty minutes to all day. Waterloo began after early lunch, and all concerned were finished for late dinner. Wolfe’s battle at Quebec lasted twenty minutes. It had taken from the first week in January till the middle of September to get it ready.

As to the danger of death, the open air life was so superior to sedentary work at home that it was on the whole safer to be at war. England lost, in twenty-two years of war with France, only one hundred thousand soldiers — about five thousand a year. About half of these died of fever in the West Indies without any battles at all. Apart from fever, the mortality at home was far greater.

Can we wonder that war flourished. For the officers it was, literally, a picnic; as for the common people, they didn’t matter in those days. But they probably liked it fairly well — better than home anyway.

Gradually the thing began to get spoiled. New weapons were invented which were really dangerous to handle. Napoleon’s wars were fought with an old flint-lock gun, which, if handled carefully, was not very dangerous. If fired too fast, it might kick or burst and do damage.

The American Civil War, was, as we can see it now, the real turning point. The Americans, as usual, took hold of a good thing, improved it, and spoiled it. They got busy inventing iron-clad warships, submarines, trench mortars, and heaven knows what. General McClellan had the right idea; he proposed four years’ drill before beginning war. Grant butted in and spoiled it.

The Civil War was — in all reverence — the last of the heroic age of war. In place of it has come the War of the Machine Age, the war of gases, bombs, depth charges — where personal valour is of no avail — where right does not conquer — where the weak go down — where the Mass Production of Death reaps its wholesale harvest.

No, it won’t do. All people are sick of it. War is finished. It’s too dangerous. The League of Nations can try as they like to keep it alive. Their votes and debates and disputes in the old days would have started a war every six months. But not now. Any two nations who start fighting are now looking over their shoulder for someone to intercede and stop them.

War, therefore, will die out. But when it is gone the world will begin to feel a dull place without it. So much so that — But stop — let us see it as a series of pictures as the world saw it in the adventurous past, in the appalling present, and will see it in the Utopian future.


Chapter II. He Goes in A.D. 1810
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EVERY TIME THAT Admiral Halftop’s two little grandchildren were taken to see him, they always set themselves to make their grandfather tell them stories about the war.

The little old admiral, in his faded blue suit, cheery and ruddy and hearty at seventy-five, was a great favourite with children, and most of all with little Clara and Edward, his grandchildren.

“Story?” the admiral would say, “story about the war? Tut, tut, I’ve told you all about it long ago. Fiddlesticks!”

“Oh, please do tell us a story!” said little Clara.

All three of them knew that he was going to in any case.

So the admiral would take his stick and his spy-glass and walk out with the children from his cottage along the cliffs beside the sea. His “cottage” the admiral always called it; and he spoke of it as a “snug little crib.” But the eyes of others saw a green and white mansion set in handsome lawns and gardens and glass houses, in a sheltered hollow, behind the cliffs, within sight and sound of the sea.

The stick the admiral needed from a slight stiffness of the left knee acquired in boarding the Sanctissima Trinidad on October 21, 1805. The spy-glass might at any moment be needed to examine a ship far out at sea and to explain to the children why the ship, from the extra length of her mainyard, was a “Frenchman.”

It always seemed so strange and fascinating to the children to think that grandpapa had been in the great war, had actually seen “Boney” on the deck of the Bellerophon, and had even talked with “the Duke” — ever so many times, in fact more and more often as he told about it.

So sometimes they walked along the cliffs and grandpapa told stories of the war; and sometimes if it was windy they came and sat on a bench under the great trees on the spacious lawns of the sheltered “cottage.” Cottage or not, it was an estate of great beauty and would have commanded a lot of money in the market. For like all his generation, the admiral had done well out of the war. What with prize money accumulated for years, and the lucky purchase of lands in Portugal and the pension of a grateful sovereign, the admiral was a wealthy man. But that, of course, was always the reward of war and the admiral took it all modestly and with due humility.

 

So that afternoon Admiral Halftop sat with the children in the autumn light among the falling and fallen leaves.

“Did you ever fight on land, grandpapa?” asked little Edward.

“On land! Aye, to be sure, my boy. When the war moved to Spain, you know, we hadn’t much to do at sea then, so they shoved a lot of us youngsters with the naval brigade. We marched in from Santander — or was it Corunna — no, wait a bit, it was Santander — aye, that’s right, Santander, of course, yes, Santander.”

The admiral kept murmuring “Santander” so long that little Edward said, “And what did you do, grandpapa?”

“Do? Oh, we were supposed to go and help the Spanish gorillas.”

“Spanish what?” asked Clara.

“Gorillas,” said the admiral.

“Animals?” exclaimed both children.

“No, no, my dears, gorillas is the word we used for irregular Spaniards.”

“Is it spelt like the word in the picture book?” asked Clara.

“Couldn’t say?” said the admiral. “I’m afraid I’ve forgotten most of my Spanish years ago. We never had another war against them — or with them, I should say; they were, as I remember, on our side. At sea they’d been against us.”

“How was that?” asked Edward.

“Don’t know,” said the admiral; “anyway, that was the arrangement. But they were a poor lot. I remember when our column joined the Duke — he’d come through, you know, from the Tagus — wait a bit, the Douro — not, the Tagus, yes, yes, the Tagus — we had about half a company of them with us — marching anyhow — some on donkeys. The Duke reined in his horse. I was right beside him as he stopped. ‘What the devil are those fellows?’ he said, turning towards me. ‘Spanish gorillas, sir,’ I answered. ‘Damme,’ said the Duke, ‘they look like it.’ Then he looked at my uniform, ‘And what are you?’ ‘Naval brigade, sir.’ ‘Damme,’ said the Duke, ‘I see you are.’ Then he turned to an aide-de-camp. ‘Ride and tell Sir John to dress those damn Spaniards better.’ Then we heard him murmur, ‘How the deuce do they expect me to meet Marmont with a lot of sailors and Spaniards!’ And off he rode.”

“What a disagreeable man!” exclaimed little Clara.

“Disagreeable! Not a bit!” said the admiral. “Deuced fine fellow, the Duke. I remember well the next time he saw me he said, ‘So you’re the young puppy that came in by Santander, eh? Damme, I hope you like it.’ Always knew everybody, the Duke did, always had a word to say like that. Next time I saw him outside Burgos. ‘Eh, what the devil,’ he said, ‘not shot yet?’ Oh, we all liked him, the Duke; damn fine soldier, no nonsense about him. But he couldn’t stand for the Spaniards. Neither could the French officers for the matter of that. In fact they often told us so.”

“The French?” said Edward, puzzled, “but weren’t you fighting against the French?”

“Certainly, the French were the enemy. Splendid lot they were too.”

“Then why were you fighting them?”

“Ah, well! that didn’t concern us — nor them either, for that matter. I mean to say, the French were the enemy and that’s as far as it mattered to us. Excellent fellows, we got to like them better and better.”

“But how would you know them if you were fighting them?”

“My dear Edward,” said Admiral Halftop. “Surely you don’t think that a soldier’s life is made up of fighting. I’m afraid you’d get damn few chaps to care for that. Plenty of time for fighting in its proper place, but when we were in bivouac they’d walk over to our lines, or we to theirs. And they’d send us over things — under a flag, you know. At first their commissariat was far better than ours — especially the wine. The ridiculous thing was that we couldn’t take anything from the Spaniards and of course they could. So they’d send over wine and game and things.”

“But was that allowed?” asked Edward.

“Allowed? Well — they’d hardly expect us to fight them on an empty stomach, would they?”

“You mean you actually knew the French and talked to them?”

“Why, of course,” said the admiral. “Saw a great deal of them, you know — truces, prisoners of war, parleys, all that sort of thing. As a matter of fact when the fighting wasn’t going on we often met them in the inns — against all rules, you know — but none of the generals ever cared. Why, Marshal Soult and the Duke, you know, became great friends.”

“But then, what was the war about if you didn’t hate the French?”

“Ah, now,” said Admiral Halftop, “that’s another question, isn’t it? Everyone said that the war was because Bonaparte was determined to conquer Spain — quite right of course — and we were determined to stop him — equally right, so there you are—”

“Then he was a very wicked man,” said little Clara.

“Wicked!” protested the admiral. “God bless me no! Fine fellow, Boney. I saw him myself, Edward, spoke to him — or at least he spoke to me. I Went on board the Bellerophon — not to sail with them, hadn’t the luck to do that — but sent with despatches. I had to wait on deck while the captain took the papers below to answer. Boney was there asking questions with a lot of our fellows round him and he was asking questions about the running gear. It seemed to surprise him that we knew the names of it all. ‘Et vous,’ says he turning to me, ‘quelle est cette corde-ci?’ Well, as a matter of fact all it was was simply the lower top-gallant-down-haul and I told him so. ‘Tiens!’ he said, ‘c’est curieux.’ That’s French, my dears, and it means ‘Well, that’s a rum go.’ And then he was silent. I had an idea he was thinking that if he’d had sailors like us . . .”

 

“Children, children!” cried their mother’s voice. “Here’s the pony carriage. Come along. Papa, if you don’t go in and dress you’ll be late for dinner. You’ve got Commander Cormorant coming, you know.”

“Ah, to be sure, to be sure! Bustle along, my dears, good-bye. Come again soon.”

 

As they drove home in the pony carriage little Clara said, “If I were a boy I think I’d like to be a sailor — or else a soldier—”

“What else is there to be?” said Edward.


Chapter III. He Goes in 1950
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“YOU’LL HAVE TO go out on the lawn for a little while, children, and look after your grandfather.”

“Oh, bother,” said Edward. “Can’t he look after himself for once, mother?”

“You know he can’t,” said the woman gently, “and I can’t stay with him any longer. It’s Tilda’s afternoon out, and I have the work to do.”

“I know, mother,” said Edward, “I shouldn’t have said that. I don’t really mind, mother. Come on, Clara.”

“Put your jacket on, dear,” said the woman to the little girl. “It’s too cold now to be out without a jacket. It’s nearly winter already.”

Little Clara said nothing. But her wistful face and half frightened eyes showed how she felt. The truth was the little girl was frightened to be with grandfather. With her brother Edward there, she didn’t mind so much, but if she had to be alone with him at all — if Edward went into the house to fetch anything — the presence of the old man frightened her. There was something in the unmoving attitude of the tall straight figure, sitting upright in a rustic chair, hardly ever speaking; something in the droop of the half withered left arm, the fingers always clutched; and most of all something in the sightless face that seemed to chill within the little girl the very springs of life and gladness.

For both the little children, to have to “sit with grandfather” was the standing trial of their existence. School was not so bad; the limitations of their shabby home they scarcely knew. The fact that they were not well off, because all the money of their family had been lost ever so long ago in the war — these things did not affect them in any conscious way.

But their trial was that for part of the time each day, or at any rate two or three times each week, they had to look after their grandfather. Somebody had to be near him, they knew that. For most of the time each day there was a village boy who was paid to be with the old man; and part of the time the clergyman’s daughter from the next house came and read to him. In the evenings, indoors, their mother was there, and Tilda, the maid, ironing in the kitchen. Grandfather sat in his room then, and it was all right.

But when they had to be alone with their grandfather and to know that he was under their charge, the children felt a strange uncanny feeling — an apprehension that something was going to happen. They were afraid.

Partly this was because they knew that their grandfather had been in the War of Desolation. This alone seemed to strike a chill into his presence. They knew that he was one of the very few surviving people about them who could remember the terror of that time. But he never spoke of it. And the children never asked him about it. They had always been told that they must never talk to grandfather about the War of Desolation.

They knew of course from their history books the general idea of what had happened. There had come into the world first of all a war of four years’ duration which the history books still called the World War. The children never could remember what nations were on which side though they had had to learn it at school. But it was hard to remember. And they had learned how after this war, not very long after, there had come another war, much more terrible, called the War of Desolation.

They knew too that this “final war,” this War of Desolation, had come to a sudden and strange end. The history books, it is true, glossed it over with generalities about “universal agreement” and nearly all the people who had been in it were dead. But everybody knew that the war had just ended, broken up, collapsed. All of a sudden, by a sort of mass impulse, the soldiers had left the trenches, hundreds and thousands of them together, in a mad desire to get back home to save their wives and children from the horror of the “falling death.”

It had long since been known that the war would be fought from the air and that its chief weapons would be great blankets of heavy poison gas sent down on the crowded cities. The trenches, everyone knew, would only be a frontier, a line of deadlock. But few had foreseen what this would mean. No army of men could be made to sit in the safety and shelter of a dug-out line while hundreds of miles behind them their wives and children perished. The soldiers broke. Officers were shot down, or broke with the men, in the wild rush for “home” to save their people or to die with them. It was not against the “enemy” that the anger of the soldiers turned. It was against governments, parliaments, statesmen and patriots. The history books gave but little account of the vengeance taken, often as blind and ruthless as war itself. But war, as an institution, died with the War of Desolation — self-destroyed.

 

Since then a generation had gone by — nearly two generations. There were nations still, and even a league of nations, and in a limited and declining way, armaments and armed forces.

But even children knew that war was gone.

 

So the children went out that afternoon to sit beside their grandfather.

“If you call me, I can hear,” said their mother, “I’ll be in the kitchen.”

“That’s all right, mother,” said Edward.

“And, Edward—” she called the boy back a minute and whispered— “come and fetch me at once if — you know.”

“I know, mother, if there’s an aeroplane. But there won’t be. They never come here.”

“Sometimes they do. And, Edward, when grandfather asks for his medicine, come and take it out to him. I won’t get it ready till he asks.”

 

Out on the lawn in the presence of their grandfather both the children felt a little bit afraid, as they always did. Partly it was because the old man sat so still, so silent. For a long time he never spoke. Then at some rumbling noise in the village street, he started a little in his chair and asked, “Was that a cart?”

“Only a cart, grandfather.”

Then he fell silent again. The hedges around the little lawn and the tall trees that grew beside it shut out, for the most part, all light and sound. Above the trees the blue autumn sky was empty and silent.

 

“Was grandfather always like this?” asked little Edward as he stood in the kitchen watching his mother prepare the tonic for the old man. “I mean, was he like this ever since the war?”

“Oh, no, dear,” said his mother. “It only came on much later, the effect of the terrible poison was very slow in his case. After the war your grandfather worked for years — he was an engineer, dear, and a very clever one. He had to work because all the money was lost in the ruin of the war.”

“Was grandfather’s family rich before?”

“Oh, very rich, dear. There was a famous old admiral — your great-great — I don’t know how many greats — at any rate your ancestor who was an admiral and had lands in Spain that turned into a fortune, but it was all lost in the War of Desolation.”

“When you were a little girl, did grandfather ever talk to you about the war?”

“Never about himself, dear, but of course we knew.”

“Why didn’t the gas kill him?”

“I don’t know, dear. He was the only one they found alive in streets and streetsful of the dead. He had his little brother held against him, dead. Father, your grandfather I mean, had come back from the trenches when the men broke from the command. He knew they were going to bomb the city and he wanted to save his brother. There were only those two left alive in the family. The others were gone.”

“And he couldn’t save him?”

“No, dear.”

“And he got ill after?”

“Only gradually, dear. When your aunt and I were little girls, I can remember him so straight and strong. Then his sight began to go — little by little. And then it began to reach his brain. The doctors say . . .” She paused. Perhaps it would be just as well not to tell the little boy what the doctors said; time enough when it happened.

Then suddenly — 

“Good heavens, what is it?”

“Oh, oh, mother! mother! come quick!”

It was little Clara’s voice as she burst into the room in a panic of fright. “Mother, come! There’s something the matter with grandfather.”

Mother and children rushed out on the lawn. The old man had risen from his chair to his full gaunt height. His sightless eyes were turned towards the sky. His clenched hands waved and threatened in the air. From his mouth came a storm of fierce imprecation.

Loud over the trees beyond came the roaring of an approaching plane. The old man seemed to hear their steps on the grass as they drew near. He turned towards them. He was clutching one arm against his breast as if to hold something — nothing — sheltered against it.

“They’re coming,” he shouted, “keep close to me. Follow me. Put your head there, close under my coat, your mouth covered. Don’t be afraid, little brother, I can save you. Stop firing,” he shouted. “It’s useless now. To the cellars, all of you!”

The old man stood erect, motioning with one hand to the unseen people whose hurrying feet and pallid faces had passed from the earth fifty years ago. With his other hand he clasped his little brother close against his breast to shield him from the onrush of the gas. On his sightless face was the inspiration of exalted courage, and over his head screamed the approaching plane.

His daughter rushed to him and seized his arm.

“Father! Father!” she pleaded. “It’s nothing; only an aeroplane. Father, come in, come with me — It is nothing.”

The old man yielded as she dragged him towards the house, his voice sinking to a murmur as the great plane swept overhead and passed.

“Run, Edward,” whispered his mother, “and fetch the doctor. Tell him that grandfather is bad again. Come, father, dear, come and lie down.”

 

Quite late that evening, the two children were taken to their grandfather’s room. They were told it was to say “good-bye.” But the room was nearly dark and they could hardly see him. His hand was cold and what he said was only a whisper beyond all power of hearing. But the children knew and were frightened.

Afterwards, when they stood outside the door on the landing: “Do you think, Eddie,” said Clara, “there’ll ever be another war?”

“How could there be?” said Edward.


Chapter IV. With the League of Nations, A.D. 2000 Or So
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IF THE PICTURES of the past and of the immediate future as presented in the preceding chapters are correct, then let us grant that war, as we know it, has got to go. The common sense of humanity revolts at slaughter by machinery.

But as it goes, and when it goes, what happens to nations and governments and diplomacy and above all, what happens to the League of Nations? Will it cease to exist? Not at all. Institutions long survive the original impetus and circumstance from which they rose. They linger as survivals when their original significance is lost; and as they pass from activity to obsolescence they acquire a quaint and picturesque element as of a fragment of a lost world. Thus do the forms of the Middle Ages survive among us today, and thus will the League of Nations assume as it sinks into oblivion a mediæval aspect all its own.

In illustration of which, there may be appended here the document which follows:

Extracts from a letter written by a lady

tourist in Switzerland

a.d. 2000, at least:

And now do let me tell you of the most surprising and interesting of all our experiences here in Geneva. You’d never guess. A visit to the League of Nations. Just think of it. I know that you will say at once that the League of Nations doesn’t exist and hasn’t existed for generations. But it does. Really it seems too picturesque for words, to think of the League as still actually in existence here, with its own premises and staff.

Of course it no longer occupies the palatial quarters that you see in the historical illustrations. The present “palace” of the League as a matter of fact is rather a pathetic place, in fact only a very dilapidated old house on a side street. Indeed when we first asked about it at the hotel, none of them seemed to know where it was, though of course everybody here knows that it still exists. That happens, you know, even at home. People ask you the whereabouts of old cemeteries or old monuments and you know perfectly well that they are somewhere in the city but you couldn’t for the life of you say where. How many people, do you suppose, know that the Tower of London is still there behind the Frozen Meat Dock-Houses?

But we found an old cabman who drove us to it, and it really gave us quite a thrill to drive along the quaint old street, all grown with ancient trees, and to see the dilapidated house standing behind tumbledown palings. You can still read the letters on a plate on the door, “Society of Nations,” and underneath it, “Leave Groceries at the Back Door.”

We rang and rang and at last we could hear shuffling steps and the door was unchained and there was the oddest and most ancient old man you ever saw. But he was ever so polite and showed us in with quite a grand air and asked if he might have the privilege of showing us the “palace.” When he said “palace” the two children nearly laughed, because really it was just a dingy old dwelling-house with a narrow hall all dust and cobwebs.

The old man was quite garrulous and we hardly needed to talk at all because he went right on with explanations without waiting for questions. He told us that he was the Brazilian Ambassador, at least that he had been long ago, but that they had forgotten him and left him there, and that the League had kept him as Caretaker. He called it, I think, “Custodian,” and “Conservateur” — in fact he had a lot of names of mixed-up languages like that. But when we said, “Do you mean Caretaker?” he bowed in his grand way and said, “Yes, Caretaker!” quite proudly.

Then he opened the door at the side and showed us the “Hall of Assembly” which was really just the front room of the house, only it had a desk in it and twenty or thirty chairs in little rows. The room was dusty and dim like the hall passage, but the Brazilian Ambassador turned on a light to show it to us. Just fancy, an electric bulb sticking out of a bracket! The children had never seen one before! He said that it was a pity we hadn’t been coming tomorrow, instead, because the Grand Hall was going to be cleaned out for a “general assembly in plenum.” (That is what he called it.) A woman was to come in that evening and get it ready. We asked him who were coming to the general assembly and he waved his hand and said, “The various nations.”

Then he showed us in to the room behind, which he called the “secretariat” and he said that that was where the president did all the work of the League. This room was better, with a very fine old table — too big for the room — and some wonderful old chairs.

There was a typewriter machine on the table, the kind that used to be worked with people’s fingers. I never saw one before.

We asked the Ambassador if he could show us how the machine worked, but he said no; he said that he had always meant to learn how but that he never had. He had been too busy. He said that the president’s secretary could work it but that he was out.

We asked him if the president of the League was there and he said yes, that he lived there! Only it seems that he was asleep. Some of the ministers he said had lived there for years and years.

We asked him, what about the British Ambassador and whether there was one; and he said yes, of course, only that just now he was out as he had gone down the street with the French Envoy to get the groceries. The tradesmen, it seemed, had been very disagreeable about leaving them unless the money was given them in advance. The funds of the League, the Ambassador explained, were just now in a certain confusion; he said that some of the payments due to the League, including the annual interest on what he called the “Reparations” from Germany, were over a hundred years in arrears. He gave a lot of explanations which I couldn’t understand but which seemed to mean that the League was really very rich, or at least when all its claims are collected. But he said that the extension of the “Moratorium” (I think “Moratorium”) for a further hundred years would leave them still somewhat embarrassed for the next century. Meantime, however, the Bank of International Settlement (it is on the top floor of the house) is endeavouring to float a loan of five hundred dollars for immediate current outlay. The old man spoke very proudly of this Bank of International Settlement which is upstairs. He says it has its own staff, entirely distinct from the League — except for meal times.

The Ambassador seemed to lay such stress on the words “money” and “funds” that I fell in quite a quandary. I felt I ought to give him something and yet I hesitated to, as he seemed so dignified. But at last I plucked up my courage and gave him two dollars and it turned out quite all right. He became more polite than ever, and said that he regretted so much that he could not take us upstairs where the “technical staff” were at work. I didn’t press him to, because I thought that perhaps the technical staff might be as by-gone and as pathetic as all the rest of it. He said, too, that he feared he must not show us the “kitchens” (he didn’t say how many) as the Portuguese Ambassador was cooking, it being always his turn on Wednesday.

Just as we were going little Edward, you know how bold children are, asked him, “What is the League supposed to do, anyway?”

I was afraid that he would have got terribly angry. But not at all, the question seemed to delight him.

“An excellent question! Most intelligent. It’s a question so often directed to me — what is the League for?”

“And what is it?” said Edward.

“The object of the League,” said the Ambassador, “is the maintenance of Peace and War.”

“But there isn’t any more war now!” said Clara.

“No,” said the Ambassador, “not just at present. But we think it likely that one will be arranged for next winter. We are working on it now. If we succeed in getting it started we shall then at once offer our services to stop it. In fact,” he said, rubbing his hands, “it will be quite like old times again.”

And with that he excused himself a minute and went upstairs and fetched what he called some of the latest “war correspondence” and said we might take it with us.

After we got back to the hotel I talked about it with Professor Dustie at the table d’hôte and he was able to make it all a little clearer. The League, he said, had long since ceased to have an official existence. But it seems that it still goes on — though I couldn’t quite understand how. He said that the ambassadors are no longer accredited, but as the League continues to recognize them, there is no one to deny their status.

 

Postscript. I forgot to say that after we got home I read over the “war correspondence.” It had evidently been written out on the funny machine, the typewriter, that we saw, and it is hard to read because it is all done in the old lost spelling. But I enclose one or two samples of it as I thought you would find it curious.

Correspondence of the League of Nations,

April 1st, 2000 a.d.

 

sample no. 1

From the League of Nations

To the Business Manager of the United States,

Dear Sir:

I regret to inform you that the present condition of your armament is decidedly below the standard required by this league for qualification. Your battle cruiser is, in the opinion of all who have seen it, quite obsolete and appears to have only two cylinders instead of five, while the feed box is inadequate for the engine. We have already protested against the disgraceful condition of your submarine and cannot accept your plea that it is not meant to go under water.

sample no. 2

From the President of the League of Nations

To the Chief Moderator of the Presbyterian Church of Scotland,

Reverend Sir:

I write on behalf of the League to enquire whether you would feel interested in getting up a war this season between the Scotch and the Welsh. As you are doubtless aware, the Welsh have been saying a lot of dirty things about Scotland lately. There was one man here yesterday in our office who said that he would lick any three men north of the Tweed. We feel it our duty to bring this to your notice and ask whether you are prepared to stand for that sort of stuff. If not, then our League offers its services at very favourable rates for any publicity that you may need. Our department for the International Dissemination of Insults will be pleased to look up for you the ancestry of the Welsh, and to cast animadversions on it at a reasonable rate per hundred. At the same time our Agricultural and Floral Division will be pleased to take your order for mustard gas, deadly nightshade, mushrooms, or any other form of vegetable poison.

Appended to this document was the telegraphic reply of the Chief Moderator.

REGRET SAY WAR WELSH PRACTICALLY OUT QUESTION IMMEDIATE INTEREST INTERNATIONAL BAGPIPE COMPETITION INVERNESS KEEPS OUR PEOPLE BREATHLESS CONDITION STOP ALSO APPREHEND WAR FINANCIALLY INJURIOUS BUSINESS INTERESTS SCOTCH TERRIER BREEDERS, FINNAN HADDIE EXPORTERS, GOLF CLUB PROFESSIONALS AND PRESBYTERIAN MISSIONS STOP SUGGEST APPLY JAPANESE BUREAU ORIENTAL LOVE.


Chapter V. War in Utopia, Later Still
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IT SHOULD NOT have been difficult to see the ultimate destiny of war. Here on the one hand was the growing magnitude of the desolation and suffering involved by actual physical warfare. With each decade there increased the possibility of inter-human slaughter on a vast scale, without reference to justice, bravery, or human welfare. But here on the other hand was the natural pugnaciousness of mankind, the tendency to dispute. More than that, there remained the glory of the panoply of war, the brilliant uniforms, the flashing steel, the waving flags and the long roll of the drum. These awake in the human heart impulses not to be denied, and heroisms not to be decried.

How then to reconcile the two? The solution ultimately was easy enough. Let machinery have its will, but let mankind in the personal sense slip out from under. Let the machines fight.

The beginning of this had already been found in the earlier ‘thirties of the twentieth century. The invention of the mechanical man, the half-comic “Robot” who could walk erect, wash dishes and shake hands, already pointed the way. Let the Robot fight.

To this was added, during the same period, the control by wireless of aeroplanes and seacraft without the presence of human beings on board. An “iron quartermaster” could steer a ship, and a beam of electricity could tell him where to go. In a naval battle, the one unnecessary thing was a human being.

Such new ideas once started were bound to move fast. War, reduced to a mechanical form, could retain its panoply and its glory, its flags and its drums, and could get back again that glorious atmosphere of open-air sport which it had had in the eighteenth century and had lost in the twentieth.

War on its new footing inevitably became again the leading human pastime. A man who wouldn’t fight for his country was a poor lot. The ordinary patriotic citizen would subscribe to every war loan, buy front seats every Saturday in the War Stadium and a box in the evenings at the War Arena. The League of Nations, as shown above, would keep up an ineffectual protest. But mankind would heed it not. As witness of all which, let us set down from the public newspapers of the year 2050 a.d. some typical war dispatches.


Chapter VI. War Extracts from the Press of A.D. 2050
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LONDON, OCTOBER, 2050 a.d. — A thrill of pride swept over England when the press cables from Russia brought the first full authentic accounts of the Charge of the Light Brigade of last Tuesday. Among the many notable episodes of the present world war none have attracted a wider attention or called forth more widespread comment. Oddly enough, the episode recalls a once famous charge — itself known as the Charge of the Light Brigade, which occurred during a war with Russia about two centuries ago. Students of literature will recall that this charge was made the subject of a famous war poem by Albert Tennyson, the great Scotch dramatist of the day.

The historic Charge of the Light Brigade of the nineteenth century was, however, entirely eclipsed by that of Tuesday. To begin with, the Light Brigade was in this case far lighter. The weight of each man — including internal wiring — was only forty pounds while that of each horse, including its gasoline tank, was only a hundred. All those who were lucky enough to be “looking-in” at the charge over the television apparatus agree that condition and bearing of the troops were perfect to the last degree. The criticism was indeed made that they looked too straight in front of them and hence received no ophthalmic photostatic warning of the dangers at the side. To which criticism, however, the chief constructor of the Bureau of Military Design has answered that he had first made the Brigade with revolving heads to turn in all directions on their necks, but that the War Office had condemned this type of soldier as contrary to British traditions.

That the charge was misdirected seems beyond a doubt. But whether the fault lies with the apparatus of transmission or with the directional use made of it will never be known. Military experts are already questioning also whether the type of horse used in the charge has its gasoline tank in the right place. The same criticism implies in a minor degree to the type of officer; it is questioned whether we should continue the prevailing practice of filling up the officer’s tank just before the action.

 

General Sheridan’s Ride

New style — a.d. 2050

Richmond, Va. — The amazing mechanical rider appropriately nicknamed “General Sheridan” performed yesterday a feat of automatic heroism and endurance which may prove a vital factor in the war now being conducted in Virginia. A certain credit is no doubt due to the horse ridden by the General, which is an entirely new departure, having eight legs in place of the usual six. The problem of synchronizing the movement of eight legs has hitherto baffled every war department in the world. Its solution by the United States offers us the permanent advantage of eight-legged cavalry which ought to mean a decided superiority, at least under existing rules of war.

We are unable to inform our readers of the precise object of “General Sheridan’s” ride. The directional operators have refused, as a military secret, to state its purpose, and it is probable that in the future, countless thousands will read of “General Sheridan’s” ride with no idea whatsoever of what he was riding for. This, however, in no way detracts from the merit of the performance. Presumably the General had been filled with dispatches of the greatest importance and of such a nature as to require their transmission in physical shape from one directional centre to the other. This is, of course, mere conjecture. He must, however, have been full of something.

But we repeat that the main thing after all is the ride itself. It was with a thrill of mingled national pride and intense excitement that the whole country heard at three o’clock yesterday afternoon that “Sheridan” was only ten miles away. Away from what, we do not know. But we insist that the glory of the ride is quite independent of this. An hour later came the news that “Sheridan” was only five miles away; and when the announcement was made one hour after that “Sheridan” was only two and a half miles away, an exultant feeling swept over all the listeners-in as they realized that at that pace “Sheridan” was bound to get to his destination — wherever it was. Naturally there ensued a slight disappointment when it was found that an hour later “Sheridan” was still a mile and a half away. Indeed it was only too plain that some mechanical accident had happened to the General whereby his pace was slackening though his gain was continuous. Latest advices seem to show that “Sheridan” is now gaining half the remaining distance in each succeeding hour. A radio bulletin from the Smithsonian Institution states that in all probability “General Sheridan’s” gear had slipped so that the revolutions of his horse’s legs are now in an eccentric with a continuous but diminishing advance. If so, they claim he will ride forever without getting to where it is that he is away from. But it is admitted that if he rides long enough he will get there. This paradoxical ending, it seems to us, only crowns the ride with a new immortality. It demonstrates, as well, the superiority of the new mechanical age over the now forgotten world of the past.

 

Valuable Buoy Lost

APPARENTLY LEFT STANDING ON THE BURNING DECK

Alexandria, Egypt — An unfortunate incident of yesterday’s big sea fight was the loss of a valuable buoy of which since the explosion that destroyed the enemy’s flagship, no trace can be found. It was one of the new patent French buoys, filled with inflammable gas. It is not exactly certain what happened, but all are agreed that while the ship was burning, the buoy stood on the burning deck.


Part III. The Doctor and the Contraption


Chapter I. Medicine As It Was
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I SUPPOSE THAT when an up-to-date doctor of today looks at you or me, or at any one of us, he sees something very different from what we see. In place of a human personality — a soul looking out from the infinite depth of the human eye — he sees a collection of tubes, feed-pipes, conduits, joints, levers, and food and water tanks. He sees thirty-five feet of internal elastic piping, a hundred and ten feet of wiring, together with a pound and a half of brain, arrayed behind a couple of optical lenses set in gimbals. In other words, what he sees is not a man at all but a complicated machine contraption, probably running very badly, wheezing in the pipes and clogged in the carburetor. Naturally he wants to get at it, just as a garage man longs to tear a motor to pieces. He would like to take a monkey-wrench and tighten up its joints; turn a hose into it and flush out its piping; or better still, put a new boiler into it and throw the old one away.

This is what is called the Medical Instinct. There is something fierce, as it were, to the verge of comicality in what a doctor would like to do to a patient short of driving shingle nails into him with a tack hammer. Even that might come in handy.

But contrast the change there has been in the common practice of medicine within a couple of generations. Compare the medicine of fifty years ago with the medicine of today and we can easily foresee the further progress of the science.

Thus, first:

Medicine Year, 1880

THE SAVIOUR OF MEN

In the old-fashioned days when a man got sick he went to a family doctor and said he was sick. The doctor gave him a bottle of medicine. He took it home and drank it and got well.

On the bottle was written, “Three times a day, in water.” The man drank it three times a day the first day, twice the second day, and once the third day. On the fourth day he forgot it. But that didn’t matter. He was well by that time.

The place where he visited the doctor was the doctor’s own house, in the room called the “surgery” which was the same room as the one where they played euchre in the evening. There was no apparatus in it, except fishing rods and shotguns.

The doctor mixed the medicine himself at the tap over the sink. He put in anything that he had — it didn’t matter much what. As a matter of fact the man began to feel better as soon as he saw the medicine being mixed.

The doctor didn’t take an X-ray of the patient. He couldn’t. There weren’t any. He didn’t test his blood pressure or examine his arteries; people had none then.

Very often after the patient had gone away the doctor, if he was a thoughtful man, would sit and smoke a pipe and wonder what was wrong with the man anyway. But he never, never expressed any such wonder or doubt to the man himself. His profession had learned this maxim from Hippocrates and it had come down as an unbroken tradition. The medical profession never talked medicine to the patient.

Sometimes the doctor suspected that the man was really ill. But he never said so. Only after the patient was quite well again, did the doctor tell him how ill he had been. Hence every illness appeared in retrospect as a close shave in which a timely dose of medicine had saved a human life. This raised the whole tone of the business. The doctor appeared as a saviour of men. As he got older his beard — all doctors wore beards — became tinged with grey; his person acquired an easy dignity; his expression, something of nobility. He cured the patient by his presence. Beyond that, all he needed was a bottle of medicine and a cork. In an extreme case, he sat beside the patient’s bed in a long vigil that might last all night. But the patient was well in the morning.

For convalescence the doctor prescribed a “light diet.” This meant beefsteak and porter.

 

Such medicine, of course, was hopelessly unscientific, hopelessly limited. Death could beat it round every corner. But it was human, gracious, kindly. Today it is replaced by “machine medicine” with the mechanical test, the scientific diagnosis, the hospital, the X-ray. All this is marvellous. But no one has yet combined it with the Art of Healing.

As witness:


Chapter II. Medicine Year, 1932
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THE DOCTOR AND the Contraption

The Contraption sits huddled up in its serge suit in a consultation office chair. Its locomotive apparatus is doubled up beneath it, folded at the joints. The thing is anxious, but the doctor doesn’t know that. The poor Contraption is consumed with something like panic that is gripping it by the feed-pipe. But it makes as brave a show as it can.

“It’s a little hard to say,” says the doctor, “just what the trouble is.”

He has been making a few preliminary investigations by punching and listening in.

“I don’t know that I quite like that heart,” he adds, and then relapses into a reflective silence.

“Yes,” he continues, as he comes out of his reverie, “there are symptoms there that I don’t like — don’t like at all.”

Neither does the Contraption, but he keeps quiet.

“There may be,” says the doctor, “an ankylosis there.”

What an ankylosis is and what it does, the Contraption doesn’t know. But the sound of it is quite enough.

“It’s just possible,” says the doctor as another bright idea occurs to him, “that there’s an infiltration into the proscenium.”

These may not be the exact medical terms that the doctor uses. But that is what they sound like to the Contraption.

“Is that so?” he says.

“However, we’ll keep that under observation till we see what we find. You say you never had hydrophobia?”

“Not so far as I remember.”

“That’s interesting. The symptoms seem to suggest hydrophobia, or just possibly hendiadys.”

The doctor reflects a little more, then he begins to write on little bits of paper.

“Well,” he says in a cheerful tone, “we’ll try it out anyway.”

He writes out little orders for X-rays, blood tests, heart tests.

“Now,” he says in conclusion. “Don’t be alarmed. You may blow up on the street. But I don’t think so. I’m not much afraid of that. It’s possible that your brain will burst open at the sides. But I’m not alarmed if it does. If your eyes fall out on the street, let me know.”

These are not his exact words. But they give exactly the impression that his words convey.

“I will,” says the Contraption.

“And now,” says the doctor, who by this time has warmed up to the case and is filled with artistic interest, “about diet — I think you’d better not eat anything — or not for a month or so; and don’t drink; and you may as well cut out tobacco, and you’d better not sleep.

“And above all,” concludes the doctor with a sudden burst of geniality that he had forgotten to use sooner, “don’t worry. You may blow up at any time, but don’t let that worry you. You may fall dead in a taxi, but I’m not alarmed if you do. Come back in a week and I’ll show you the X-ray plates. Good-bye.”

The Contraption goes away for a week. That means seven days, or 168 hours, or 10,080 minutes, or 604,800 seconds. And he knows every one of them. He feels them go by.

When he comes back in a week he finds the doctor beaming with interest.

“Look at them,” he says, holding up to the light some photographic plates.

“What are those?” asks the Contraption.

“The brain,” says the doctor. “You see that misty-looking spot — there, just between the encephalon and the encyclopædia — ?”

“What is it?” asks the Contraption.

“I don’t know yet,” the doctor says. “It’s a little early to say. But we’ll watch it. If you don’t mind, I think we’ll probably open your head and take a look. They are doing some wonderful things now in the removal of the brain. It’s rather a nice operation, but I think I may take the risk. I’ll let you know. Meantime you’re following out our instructions, I hope, not eating anything.”

“Oh, no.”

“And nothing to drink or smoke.”

“Oh, no.”

“That’s right. Well, now, in a day or two we’ll know more. I’ll have your blood by that time and the sections of your heart and then I think we’ll begin to see where we are. Good-bye.”

 

A week or so later the doctor says to his lady secretary, “That Contraption in the serge suit, wasn’t he to have come in this morning?”

The lady looked over a memorandum book. “Yes, I think he was.”

“Well, call him up on the ‘phone. He doesn’t need to come. I’ve had all his hospital reports and they can’t find anything wrong at all. Tell him they want him to come back in six months and they may find something then. But there’s absolutely nothing wrong with him now, unless it’s his imagination. And, oh, by the way, tell him this — it will amuse him. That cloud on the X-ray plate that looked like a clot on the brain turns out to be a flaw in the glass. He’ll have a good laugh at that.”

The secretary vanishes into the telephone room and it is some little time before she comes back.

“Well?” says the doctor, “did you get that gentleman on the ‘phone?” He calls him a gentleman now because medical interest in him is over.

“I got his house,” she answers, “but they say the gentleman is dead. He died last night.”

“Dear me!” says the doctor gravely. “So we were wrong after all; we should have tested for something else. Did they say anything about how he died?”

“Yes. They say that as far as they know he died from gas. He seems to have turned on gas in the bedroom on purpose.”

“Tut, tut,” says the doctor, “suicidal mania! I forgot to test him for it!”


Chapter III. The Walrus and the Carpenter
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BUT, STILL, HUMANITY gets used to anything and thrives on it. Already this new method of medicine, this tinkering, testing, inoculating, is a recognized part of our common life. Already we can see developing in it the healing art of the future; or rather, not the healing art which is a thing lost in the past and surviving only by the wayside. What is replacing it, is better called the art of reconstruction. Its aim is not to heal the patient; he’s not worth it; reconstruct him; make him over. If his engine doesn’t work, put a new one in him. Everyone today knows in a general sort of way something of what is being done in reconstructive surgery. Bones are taken out and new ones put in. Patches of skin from Mr. Jones are grafted on to Mr. Smith. No one cares to think out too completely the gruesome details or to ask where they are leading. But the goal is plain enough. And no doubt when it is reached all idea of gruesomeness will have vanished from it. Ideas of that sort are only secondary and relative, things with no basis in absolute reality. An octopus looks terrible; a cooked lobster looks delicious. If no one had ever seen a cooked lobster, a whole supper party would rise, shrieking with terror at the sight of one.

Thus it would seem probable that with the triumphant progress of reconstructive surgery, all sense of terror or gruesomeness will pass away. We are quite used to people with false teeth; we are getting used to people with lifted faces; and presently we shall not shrink in alarm from a friend who has just bought a brand new stomach:

In witness of which:

Medicine Year, 2000

THE WALRUS AND THE CARPENTER

“Now, I’d like to have him pretty well made over from the start,” said the self-assertive lady to the doctor.

As she said it she indicated a miserable-looking creature, evidently her husband, sitting flopped in a chair, gazing feebly at his wife and at the doctor.

The woman was of that voluble, obtrusive, assertive type that has made the two sexes what they are.

The man was of the familiar pattern of the henpecked husband, with a face as meek in expression as the countenance of a walrus, and with the ragged drooping moustache that belongs with it.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” he murmured.

But neither the lady nor the doctor paid much attention to what he murmured.

“He needs nearly everything new,” said the woman, “and I’ve been telling him I’m going to give it to him as a present for our wedding anniversary next month. It will be twenty-five years we’ve been married.”

“Twenty-five years!” said the doctor.

“Of course,” gurgled the lady. “I was just a mere girl when we got married. They used to call me the little Rose Bud!”

“Yes, yes,” murmured the doctor. He was looking at the lady in an absent-minded way, not really seeing her. Perhaps he was thinking that no lapse of time, no passage of generations can alter this type of woman or vary this line of conversation. On the other hand, perhaps he wasn’t. He may have been merely thinking of the case. It was not every day that Dr. Carpenter was called upon to do what was called in his profession “a complete job.” To put in a new bone or two or insert part of a brain or to replace an old stomach was an everyday matter. But to make a subject over from head to toe was still unusual and perhaps a trifle experimental.

“As a matter of fact,” the husband began again, “I’m not so sure that I really need so very much done; in fact so far as I am concerned—”

“Now, John,” interposed his wife, “don’t let me hear any more of that. This is my business and not yours. I’m going to pay for it all out of my own money, and you’re not to say another word.”

The doctor was looking meditatively at the patient. He seemed to be measuring him with his eye. “There’s a lot of him that I can use,” he said.

“How do you mean?” asked the lady.

“Well, for instance, his head. That’s all right. I can use his head as it is.”

“Not his face!” said the lady.

“Yes, even his face, in a way. You’d be surprised what can be done without any radical replacement of tissue. What his face needs is not any change, but more animation, more expression, more alertness. You wait till I’ve put about twenty thousand volts of electricity through it, and see how it looks then.”

“I say,” murmured the man, “I’m not so sure that I feel so very keen about that.”

“You won’t know it,” said the doctor tersely, and then continuing, “and I don’t see why I couldn’t use his frame-work. The arms and legs are all right.”

The woman shook her head.

“He’s not tall enough,” she said.

“Personally,” began the man, but his wife paid no attention to him and went on.

“He needs presence. He makes such a poor appearance when we go out evenings. I’d like him quite a lot taller.”

“Very good,” said Dr. Carpenter. “It’s easily done. I can put in another six inches in the thigh bone simply enough. He’ll look a little short when he sits at table but that won’t matter so much. But of course to get the right proportion you’ll need to alter the arms as well. By the way,” he added as a new idea seemed to occur to him, “do you play golf?”

“Do I play?” said the patient, showing for the first time an obvious animation. “Do I do anything else? I play every day, and yet would you believe it, I’m about the worst player in the club. Take yesterday, for instance, I’d come down the long hole, four hundred and eighty yards in three — right on to the green, and there I stuck — seven more to get into the hole. Seven! Can you beat it?”

“I’ll tell you,” said the doctor. “If you feel that way about it, I might do something about your golf while I am altering your arm.”

“Say, if you could, I’d pay a thousand dollars for that,” said the man. “Do you think you can?”

“Wait a bit,” said the doctor. He stepped into the adjacent telephone cupboard. What he said and what was said to him was not audible to either Mr. Walrus or to his wife. The detailed operations of the medical profession are not either now or in Utopia as noble to contemplate as its final achievements. But if there had been an ear to listen when the dial was turned, this is what it would have heard.

“It’s Dr. Carpenter. What about that Scotch professional golfer that you got yesterday? Is he all gone?”

“Wait a minute, doctor, I’ll ask. . . . No, they say nothing much gone yet. Do you want his brain?”

The doctor laughed. “No, thanks. I want his right forearm. I’ve a client who’ll pay anything that’s fair up to a thousand. Right. Thank you.”

“That’ll be all right,” said the doctor. “I can put a golf adjuster in you; and so now I think we can go right ahead, eh?”

“There’s just one thing,” said the wife, “that I’d like changed more than anything else. John is always so retiring and shy. He don’t make the most of himself.”

“Oh, come, come, June!” protested the man bluntly, “there’s nothing in me to make much of.”

“Well, I think,” the woman went on, “that John’s got what they call an ‘inferiority complex.’ Isn’t that the word? Now couldn’t you do something to his brain to get that out of it?”

Dr. Carpenter smiled.

“That’s not in his brain, Mrs. Walrus; that’s a matter of his glands and there’s nothing easier than to alter that. The adjustment is a little difficult, the only danger is that he may get a little the other way.”

“That’s all right,” said the woman, “that won’t hurt him. He needs it.”

 

It would be grossly out of place to linger on the details of the weeks of “treatment” which followed for Mr. Walrus. Such things belong only in a book of technical medicine. Even nowadays we prefer to leave all that in a half light, and in future generations, convention will dictate a still greater reticence in regard to the processes of reconstructive surgery. In any case the use of sustained anæsthetics in place of the intermittent anæsthetics of today put a different complexion on the whole affair. Convalescence itself being under anæsthetics, the patient — or rather client, to use the more ordinary term — knows nothing from his entrance into the Refactorium (formerly called hospital) until his final exit. The declaration of such a client that he “felt a new man” had a more literal meaning than now.

Suffice it to say that within a week or so Mrs. Walrus received a telephone communication from the hospital which said, “His legs are done.” A little after that came an inquiry, “How about his whiskers? Would you like to preserve them or will you have a permanent clean shave?”

 

Under such circumstances, Dr. Carpenter was not at all surprised when in about six weeks from the original interview the renovated John Walrus walked into his office. He was all the less surprised because of the fact that Mr. Walrus was practically unrecognizable as his former self. What the doctor saw now was a tall man whose erect bearing was almost a perpendicular line and whose clean-shaven face, hard square jaw (evidently brand new) proclaimed a man of character and determination.

“Mr. Walrus!” exclaimed Dr. Carpenter when at last he realized who it was.

“I am,” said the man, shaking hands with a cordial but firm clasp, “though it’s a measly sort of name and I don’t like it.”

“And how do you feel?” asked the doctor.

“Fine,” said Walrus. “I’ve just been out on the links. I went right up there first thing as soon as I came out. Do you know, I went round under forty; and that long hole I did in four — can you believe it? — one under the par. Certainly the rest and the treatment have done wonders for my arm.”

“Certainly,” repeated the doctor.

“Though as a matter of fact,” Walrus continued, “I think I’ve a natural aptitude for the game. After all, you know, brain counts in golf as well as brawn. But, however, that’s not what I came to talk about but just to thank you and to ask you to be good enough to have your account sent to me — to me personally, you understand.”

“But I thought,” said Dr. Carpenter, “that Mrs. Walrus wanted to pay it herself?”

“Nothing doing,” laughed the client. “I’m not such a fool as that. If she paid it, it would create a sort of lien, don’t you see, legally?”

“Oh, I know that,” said the doctor. “The case often occurs. Still, in your instance I should have thought—”

“There’s more to it than that,” said Walrus, pausing to light a cigarette. “I went up to the house and saw her. My heavens, Carpenter, what a tongue that woman has! Absolutely never stops! The fact is, I don’t think I care to go back to her. She’d talk me to death.”

“As far as that goes,” said the doctor, “if it was only a matter of her tongue, I could shorten it for you.”

“You could, eh?” For a moment Mr. Walrus paused as if in some slight doubt. Then he went on speaking in the firm decisive way that was now, since twenty-four hours, habitual with him.

“No, no, it’s too late now. And anyway, I don’t want to. The fact is, Carpenter, that I have arranged to take a new wife. I’ve decided, in short, to take one of the nurses from up at the hospital. You may have noticed her when you were up there, the dark, very tall one. In fact, if anything, she’s a little too tall.”

“I could shorten her,” murmured Carpenter.

“By how much?” asked Walrus— “Or no, I’ll keep her as she is.”

“And when do you get married?” asked the doctor.

“I haven’t quite decided,” replied Walrus. “Very soon, I think.”

“No doubt,” said the doctor, “the young lady is equally keen on it?”

“I haven’t asked her yet,” said Walrus. “I shall probably mention it to her today. But I want to go and have another eighteen holes first. Well, good-bye, doctor, don’t forget the account, and by the way, when you make it out to me kindly alter the name. After this I’m changing my name from John Walrus to Hercules Bullrush.”

 

After the client had gone out, Dr. Carpenter, who was a thoughtful man, sat down at his desk and continued his work upon his forthcoming treatise, “On the Probable Limitations of Restorative Surgery.”


Part IV. Rah! Rah! College or Tom Buncom at Shucksford
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A PICTURE OF THE COLLEGE OF THE FUTURE


Chapter I. Introduction — Anno Domini 1880
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THERE CAN BE little doubt that the work of the colleges has been progressing and broadening with every decade for three generations past. This is true all over the world but nowhere more so than in North America. When we think of the college of the old-fashioned days we stand appalled at its limitations. There it stood, the poor old place, among its elm trees with its campus in front of it. The whole population was perhaps three hundred people. It was all housed in a single building with a “residence” or “dormitory” among the trees at the side. There were few signs of life about it. In the daytime, its students were in the class rooms, listening to lectures. At night the only sign of them were the little lights in the rooms where they studied. The absurd notion of that time was that by listening to lectures, the students might hear something, and by sitting studying they might learn something. Under these hopeless misconceptions, the students devoted all their time to study.

The old-fashioned college had no women, except charwomen. It had no administration, there being nothing to administer and no building to do it in. It had no stadium, no engineering factory, no publicity department, no cavalry barracks, no all-night cafeteria, no billiard parlours, no club-houses, no roulette tables — in short, it was not a university at all.

Its programme of studies was absurdly limited. It taught Latin and Greek — together with Greek and Latin — mathematics, astronomy, ancient history, and philosophy and spelling. Everybody learned everything. There was no choice. The college did not teach any such subjects as Deportment, Morality, Salesmanship, Infidelity, Hotel Keeping, Horsemanship, Embezzlement — in fact it taught next to nothing.

There was no college life except lectures and study and playing games on the campus with no charge for spectators and no spectators anyway. There were no student societies, no Banjo Club, no Badminton Club, no Alpine Society, no Anglers Association, no Jockey Club, no Polo Club — in short just nothing.

Once a month there was a Debating Society that met in the dark and debated, “Resolved that Archæology has done more to brighten human life than Palæontology.”

Once every two months the students all went into the town and went into a saloon and drank four glasses of beer each, and then went out and upset a horse-car and went home. That lasted them till the next term.

Gradually this old order changed. The first improvement was the introduction of more varied studies. The students began to study English — a language which they had hitherto not known. Then came modern languages, political economy, ethics, physics and similar lighter and brighter studies.

At this critical moment — somewhere in the ‘eighties and the ‘nineties — arrived the women, “the co-eds.” This altered and improved everything. The buildings were brightened up, new windows put in, curtains, carpets and cut flowers. All the studies were made brighter and lighter still — with languages like Italian, a mere laugh-it-off as compared with Greek, and Social Science, otherwise Table Talk.

After the women, the business world broke into the life of the colleges and practically remade them. By great good fortune a connection had been found between the colleges and electricity, water-power, mines, and various ways of making money. This led to the opening up of new sections of the college, such as the faculty (or factory) of science, the factory of engineering, etc.

Very naturally, under these circumstances, the old-fashioned programme of studies in liberal arts was more and more altered from its old-time narrowness and rigidity. The ridiculous custom of dictating to a student what he should study became more and more obsolete. The idea of free choice by a free intelligence, unprejudiced by previous knowledge, was embodied in the system of “options.” At the same time the giving of “lectures” began to pass out of date. Why should a student be compelled to listen to a professor when he was quite capable of talking himself? Indeed in all the field of learning, formal instruction was more and more replaced by intellectual freedom. The student’s mind, thus liberated and held, as it were, in a neutral vacuum, was free to absorb anything which it cared to absorb, while rejecting all material heterogeneous to our processes.

The effect was to exchange poverty for wealth. With the business men came money, floods of it. Endowments rose, receipts rose, fees rose, salaries rose, everything rose. The colleges were swept into the roaring flood of commercial life. Stadiums were built — by people who didn’t know they were stadia; college football was capitalized. College hockey replaced prize fighting. College athletics superseded college study. A newer larger life replaced the dull routine of the old days.

Naturally this new life pushed aside the old. “Scholars” disappeared in favour of “hustlers.” The last “college student” died years ago, unnoticed.

Any shortcomings that may exist in the bigger and brighter academic life, and any regrets for the bygone days expressed by sentimentalists, are only the back-eddies in the rising and triumphant tide of “college life,” rising higher with every decade. Soon this rising tide will reach — indeed, it is now rapidly reaching — its flood, and with that will come the inevitable overflow.

Both these things, the fullness of the flood tide and the inevitable overflow and its social consequences, are things already early for the prophetic eye to discern.

But if we should wish to compare the old-fashioned college as it was with the new-fashioned college as it is going to be, perhaps we can best do it by means of a detailed picture of college life.

All the world has read, or at any rate has heard of, that charming old story of college life called “Tom Brown at Oxford.” Let us see beside it a new and up-to-date college story under the title of “Tom Buncom at Shucksford.”


Chapter II. A First Day at College
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IT WAS WITH a thrill of pride and enthusiasm that young Tom Buncom found himself at Shucksford College to enter on his first day as an undergraduate. There is indeed something about the opening of a college term on a bright autumn day calculated to rouse the spirits and excite the animation of anyone fortunate enough to be entering on the charmed life of a college undergraduate.

Here is the campus, its great trees nodding in the autumn sunshine, their leaves still unfaded, the grass still green beneath them. Here and everywhere are the moving crowds of young people, restless as a swarm of ants and in appearance as devoid of purpose.

The bright dresses of the co-eds lend a touch of varied colour to the scene. From every side comes the laughter of merry greetings, of renewed acquaintance, the college chatter about the approaching term. And here facing the campus is the beautiful old main building of Shucksford, the Hall of Liberal Arts, with the scroll cut in stone over the doorway, NON FAR NIENTE. Above the building, for this is a gala day of ceremony, floats the college flag. Now and again in the light autumn breeze one can read on it the words of the college motto, “Atque Nihil Quidquid”— “Even Nothing is Something.”

 

“Come along, Tom,” said Tom’s chum Ned Fairfakes, “let’s get on inside and try and get a chance to register.”

Inside the main hall of the building the crowd seems even greater, the movement even more varied than outside. From the groups of students and co-eds arose a babel of talk that never seemed to slacken.

Ned Fairfakes, who had already put in a year at Shucksford, was greeted right and left by old acquaintances, especially by the co-eds, with whom he seemed a special favourite. “Hullo, Ned,” said a bright-looking, fair-haired girl. “Nice to get back to the old place, isn’t it? Where in hell were you all summer? Say, it’s hell trying to register, isn’t it? I don’t see a hell of a chance of getting in there this morning. Oh, your friend! How do you do, Mr. Buncom. Going into the first year? Good! So am I. I was in it last year but I got a hell of a flop back into it again. Say, what are you going to take? Don’t know? Well, take religion, won’t you, for one thing? I wish to God I’d taken it last year. It’s a hell of a cinch. Well, good-bye, boys, I’m going to try to barge in now.”

“Who’s that?” asked Tom, greatly attracted as the bright-looking girl jostled her way along. “Nita Zigzag,” said Ned. “Nice, isn’t she? Her father’s the Bishop. You’ve seen his name in the papers. He keeps dogs. But wait, here’s Dorothy that I told you about. Dorothy, one second, this is Tom Buncom.” “Oh, how do you do,” said a demure-looking girl, quieter than Nita and yet with a sort of seriousness that seemed to suggest character. Dorothy smiled as she shook Tom’s hand. “How do you do, Mr. Buncom,” she said, “it seems so nice to meet you after hearing such a hell of a lot about you. Generally when you hear a hell of a lot about anybody they don’t turn out to be such hot stuff after all. But you,” she added gently, “I am sure are all right.”

Greetings and badinage like this made the minutes pass easily. Tom noted with surprise how greatly the co-eds outnumbered the men, but Ned told him that as a matter of fact the number of men this year was greater than it had been for a long time. He had heard it said that the men this year were as much as one in five. He said that the faculty had started a new intelligence test which kept a lot of the girls out, excluded in fact all the bookworms. It was indeed a tradition of Shucksford, often boasted by the president, that learning is not to be found in books. In fact they didn’t look for it there.

 

“The Dean will see Mr. Thomas Buncom,” called a voice, and a moment later Tom Buncom, somewhat hesitant and nervous, found himself in the Dean’s sanctum.

 

Tom’s previous idea of a dean had been that of a stern and forbidding person and he entered the sanctum of Dean Dump with a certain trepidation. But he was greatly relieved at the cordial way in which he was received. Dean Dump rose and shook hands and did not take her seat again till Tom was seated beside her, alongside of her desk.

“I know your name very well, Mr. Buncom,” she said. “I think your father was at Shucksford, was he not? I don’t, of course, remember him,” she added, quickly, “but I’ve seen his name as an old Shuck.”

“Yes,” said Tom, “both father and grandfather were old Shucks.”

“Well, then, we seem good friends already,” said Dean Dump, smiling at him through her gold spectacles. And as she said it she reached out and took Tom’s hand and gave it a slight squeeze.

Tom remembered now that Ned Fairfakes had said, “You want to watch the old girl.”

“Now,” said Dean Dump, “what about your studies though I shouldn’t call them that — what about your field? You must elect three subjects, you know.”

“Well,” said Tom, “I thought of taking Religion for one.”

“Quite right,” said Dean Dump, marking it down on a card. “I always recommend Religion. You’ll find you get quicker credit with that than with another. But of course we don’t allow you to carry Religion into your second year.”

“I know that,” said Tom.

“Well, next, what about the other subjects, Tom?” asked Dean Dump. “What else do you think you will take, Tom, eh, Tom?”

Tom paused; in fact it took him a few seconds to regain his composure on being addressed as “Tom.” “There’s a good deal of choice, isn’t there?” he asked.

“All the choice you like,” said Dean Dump. “The rule at Shucksford is that the student selects the course; you take anything you like; but of course I can advise you. Have you got a good head for figures? If so you might take something in Mathematics, or in Economics, such as Embezzlement or Bankruptcy.”

“We had a little of that at high school,” said Tom. “I didn’t like it. I was wondering could I take Trout Fishing — I’m fond of that.”

“Excellent,” said Dean Dump, “especially as it’s new in Shucksford. Trout Fishing, first class, and with that?”

“Could I do something in Dogs?” said Tom. “Do they offer any Dog stuff?”

“Oh, yes,” said the Dean, “you can take Dogs. You mean, do you, the veterinary side, illness and dissection of dogs and that sort of thing?”

“Oh, no,” exclaimed Tom. “I don’t mean that sort of thing at all. I just mean, don’t you know, keeping a dog and taking it out for walks.”

“Oh, now I understand,” said Dean Dump, writing on her paper. “Field work in Dogs, of course.”

After which Dean Dump briefly explained to Tom how his work would be carried on. There were, she said, no formal lectures at Shucksford, a relic of barbarism entirely abolished. But he would be supposed to put himself into contact with his work; in fact, to think about it. Every time he thought about it he would get a credit. Then these would add up into units till he had the requisite number of credit units for the semester, after which he could either stop thinking or think of something else. This system, she explained, was known at Shucksford as the Intensive System, and was becoming rapidly universal in the colleges.

Under it, Dean Dump explained, Tom would be called upon to take his dog out for a walk, which would give him one unit-credit, or better still go fishing and take his dog with him and think about Religion while he fished, which would give him three unit-credits at once.

“And what exams do I have to pass?” Tom enquired.

Dean Dump smiled.

“No exams, Tom,” she said, as she put her arm for a moment about his shoulder in that spirit of comradeship which marked all work at Shucksford. “No exams, in the old sense; you will have to pass an intelligence test at the end of the term, you and your dog. But as that will be under my direction” — she smiled and for a moment took hold of Tom’s ear in that free and unrestrained way that comes with real comradeship— “you don’t need to worry about it.”

 

Ned and Nita and a “bunch” were standing outside as Tom emerged.

“What did the old vamp do to you, Tommy?” asked Nita. “You want to be careful or she’ll get an awful crush on you.”

“Shut up, Nita,” said Ned. “She’s all right, old Dolly Dump, she’s a good head. What are you taking?”

And with that the talk fell into the usual students’ chatter about options and courses and units and credits. All the boys and girls were taking Religion, but beyond that there was great divergence. Several new courses had just been initiated at Shucksford under the general division newly introduced and called Mental Range. Among these a course on Thought was proving immensely popular, together with a course on Purpose. Many of the students were combining these, and were taking under the free choice system of Shucksford, half a Thought with half a Purpose, or a quarter of a Thought and a quarter of a Purpose together with a minimum of Religion.

The merry chattering discussion, the migration about the campus, the greeting of old friends and the meeting of new went on endlessly throughout the happy autumn day. Tom Buncom felt that he had never been in anything so close to Utopia as the undergraduate life of Shucksford.

 

The college day, being the first day of the term, ended with a general assembly in the big hall to hear the president’s talk to the students. There was such a crowd in the hall that Ned and Tom could only manage to squeeze in at the back, where they remained standing. Between the shoulders of those in front of them, they could get a vision of a sea of heads in the seats, and on the platform in the distance the alert figure of Dr. Snide, the president. Beside him was the venerable form of Reverend Oliver Mumble, chaplain of Shucksford, and with them the deans of the various faculties. Behind them was arrayed the Shucksford College Orchestra.

Tom realized for the first time, with something of a thrill, the panoply and dignity of a college. The president was speaking, but Tom could not hear what he said owing to the perpetual shouts of:

Rah! Rah! Shucksford!

Shucksford! Shucksford! Rah!

Ned explained to Tom that this was the Shucksford yell which had been made up a few years before by a very brilliant student in English of the fourth year. The student, Ned explained, had had a great future before him but had gone insane just after finishing his work on the yell on which he’d been engaged at high tension for months.

When the speech finished all the audience stood up in their seats while the orchestra played the Shucksford college song in which the students joined. It was the first time that young Tom’s ears heard the anthem of his Alma Mater, destined to be so familiar and so beloved as the days went by. The sound of the anthem, set to slow majestic music, seemed to echo to the very roof:
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At the close of the anthem the audience all resumed their seats and the president, Dr. Snide, addressed the students in his annual speech of welcome to the incoming class. Tom could hear but little of what he said, owing to the great distance from the back of the hall to the platform, but between the shoulders of those standing in front of him, he could get a glimpse of the president’s upright figure and could from time to time catch the sound of Dr. Snide’s firm and resonant voice. He was speaking, Tom realized, with great earnestness. From time to time such phrases reached Tom’s ears as, “those things on which, even in this age of uncertainty, we may best rely” . . . “a trust that will not readily pass away” . . . “a security upon which we may with confidence place our full reliance.” Tom caught the reverent accents of the speech and half bowed his head in recognition of it. “Is it an obituary address?” he whispered to Ned Fairfakes. “No, no,” said Ned, “he’s talking about the college investments.”

A little later the president’s tone seemed changed; it had turned to a note of optimism, of resolute purpose . . . “the improvement of our forward line,” he was saying . . . “more mutual co-operation” . . . “above all, the determination not to be beaten.” “What’s all this?” whispered Tom. “Football,” Ned whispered back.

The president’s closing words Tom seemed to catch more distinctly; they were an earnest adjuration towards a Christian life with an explanation that by the term “Christian life” the president did not refer to any particular form of Christianity.

 

So ended the college day. It was autumn twilight as Tom and his new chum, Ned, walked across the rear campus of Shucksford to their dormitory that stood back among the trees. A slight detour as they went took them past the college Book and Novelty Store (“Jimmy Groggan’s,” the boys called it); they dropped into the back of the store and got a can of beer — a tin pail with a lid on — those without lids being against college rules. With this they sauntered homewards.

“I couldn’t half get the president’s speech,” said Tom.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Ned. “They always print it in full in the morning papers; and anyway, it’s the same as last year.”

At this moment the venerable figure of Dean Mumble, the chaplain, crossed their path in the half darkness. “Ah, Mr. Fairfakes,” said the Dean; his memory for the boys, especially the richer boys, was proverbial— “Mr. Buncom? Oh, but I think I knew your grandfather, one of the Buncoms of Bunktown! Of course! And what have we here, Mr. Fairfakes?”

The Dean shook his head reprovingly. “Not beer! Mr. Fairfakes, not beer, I hope.” “I’m afraid it is, sir,” said Ned half shyly. “Won’t you take a little, sir?” Ned knew that he was fairly caught but was determined to make the best of it. “Let me see the can,” said the venerable Dean. “I never touch anything as you know; but just to see if it is beer . . .” The chaplain lifted the can to his lips. When he handed it back it was quite light. “It was beer,” he said. “Good night, gentlemen.” And he was off. “Only thing to do,” said Ned, “or he might have reported us. Come on back to Jimmy’s for another.”


Chapter III. The Rah Rah Life
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“HOLD ON NOW,” said Ned, “till I see if I can find the president’s speech.”

As he spoke he turned over the voluminous pages of the Daily Shuck, the morning after the events related in the preceding chapter.

“Wait a bit, it’s somewhere around here; I saw the heading a minute ago — stock exchange news, curb market notes — no, that’s not it — dog show, dog notes, dogs for sale — no, that’s not it. It must be on another page — movie actress talks to students — no — ex-convict lectures on moral evolution, no — ah, here it is — president appeals for bigger college spirit and more money, that’s it.”

Ned folded back the paper as he spoke so as to get it right page out. “Good old prexie — He’s a great man, Tom, this new president.”

 

The two boys were seated in their dressing gowns over their breakfast, in their sitting-room in the dormitory where they lived.

It was the quiet hour of the college day, the time between breakfast and the serious work of the morning, a pleasant little interval of repose which the college man learns to value above the noisy and strenuous activity of the hours that follow. In the next room to that of Ned and Tom two of their classmates were quietly playing on the ukulele, while in a room opposite a few of the seniors were having a quiet boxing match, while some of the younger men were quietly playing baseball in the corridor.

 

“A great man,” Ned repeated. “He’s done more for old Shucks in the five years he’s been here than most men would do in a lifetime.”

“Is that so?” said Tom. “I thought he looked a pretty alert sort of man.”

“Yes, he is. Till he came here we had no college band — think of it, Tom, no band! He got that. Then he hustled around town and got us the swimming pool and the pool-room. He simply put Shucksford on the map, that’s what he did. He collected the money to send the Shucksford minstrel troupe south to Alabama and the Shucksford Snowshoe Club north to Fort Providence. It’s that kind of thing, you know, Tom, that makes a university.”

“I know,” said Tom; “it certainly does.”

“But now, listen to this,” said Ned, folding back the page of the newspaper. “Here’s the annual report that he was reading yesterday. You’ll see that Prexie is not only a money-getter — that’s the first thing needed — but he’s a hell of a good administrator. ‘The trustees of the College,’ this is what Prexie says, ‘acting on my advice, have given serious consideration to the further raising of the entrance standard and the further restriction of numbers. For some years past we have viewed with apprehension the great number of students who flock to the college, making this a serious drain on its resources, and by the sheer deadweight of class work and study threatening to limit and hinder its true activities. Our football field is habitually overcrowded, our swimming tank is full to the brim, and it is difficult for any but the most powerful of the students to get near a pool table. Drastic measures will therefore be taken to cut down the number of students who can get in, and to throw out as many as possible who do get in. The entrance examinations will be tightened up with a literacy test, excluding all who are unable to read or write, and there will be imposed also a colour test admitting only Nordic stock. Already we are glad to report the application of similar methods have thrown most of the students out of the medical course, and it is thought that the few who remain in Applied Science can be got rid of within a few years. We are encouraged to hope this by the fact that the number of students expelled for grave misconduct has risen from one to ten per cent in five years. Our problem may therefore solve itself. But in the Faculty of Liberal Arts the situation is still acute. We propose, however, to meet it by the introduction in the current year of an intelligence test which will perhaps admit of the expulsion of fifty per cent of those now in attendance. The excellent result of these tests as now applied to railway employees, night watchmen, and bank janitors, warrants the assumption that it would apply prima facie and mutatis mutandis to students of the Liberal Arts at any rate as a pro tanto if not as a sine qua non.’ ”

“Gee! he writes well, doesn’t he?” said Tom. “Talks Latin as easy as English. But say, Ned, I don’t like this intelligence test idea. We might get chucked out.”

“Nah,” answered Ned, “not on your tin-type. Too big a stand-in, both of us. With your grandfather an old Shuck and with Dolly Dump vamping you in the office, you should worry!

“But come along,” added Ned, “get your things on; let’s get busy. We’ve got to go over to the Phi Gamma Gamma to make up a slate for the Delta Sigma raffle for the prettiest girl. Get a move on.”

Tom dismissed the slight preoccupation that had come over his mind at the vague thought of the intelligence test, and away they went.

 

If young Tom Buncom had had any illusions in his mind about college life being a mere easy loaf they were rudely shattered from the very first day, when he stepped out of his dormitory with his chum, Ned Fairfakes. In the days and weeks that followed, Tom realized that college life nowadays is a strenuous existence crowded with activity. He made the discovery that a student of today has got to work and to work hard all the time.

To begin with, there was a lot of work to be done in connection with the entry into a “frat” or fraternity. Tom was up against the difficult task of making a choice, more or less irrevocable, as to whether he would join the Phi Gamma Gamma or the Gamma Gamma Phi with just a possibility of falling back on the Omega Omega Nu. All three of these were “out” for Tom, so that a large part of his first week was taken up with eating lunch with different delegates of the “frats.” These, of course, were resident societies with premises of their own. But in addition to these Tom had to be “tried out” for a variety of other social organizations. There was the Coal Heavers’ Club, one of the most aristocratic and exclusive at Shucksford, admitting any men whose grandfathers had owned coal mines. There was the All Night Club, whose members were pledged only to go to bed once a week; the Apple Pie Club, whose object was eating; the Flowing Bowl, that met twice a week for drinking; the Walter Raleigh Society, that met for smoking; the Pedestrians, all pledged to walk half a mile a day; and the Coach and Motor Club, pledged to drive three thousand miles a month. It was the boast of Shucksford that no college was richer in activities of this sort.

Along with them, of course, were a great number of leagues and organizations of a wider and more general character, designed simply to promote mutual acquaintance, in short, to give to the students a chance to know one another. It was a standing apprehension at Shucksford College — or it had once been — that the students might be so absorbed in their studies that they wouldn’t know one another. Hence the Get-Together Society and the Keep-Together Club and Voluntary Friendship Association (compulsory in the first year).

Tom Buncom, however, was not the kind of boy to devote all his time to societies such as these. He was anxious also to get into contact with the things that meant Art and Literature. He put his name down at once for the autumn try-outs of the Banjo Clubs and for the clog dance entrance-test for the Drama Society. He had even hopes of getting a footing in the Arts and Letters Society, the oldest of the academic organizations which had descended directly from the Literary Society of by-gone days. For this, however, a proposed member must have certain recognized qualifications such as a talent for coon songs, or ability to imitate Yiddish, or to draw a dog in four strokes — in other words, native genius.

Within a few weeks therefore, Tom Buncom found himself acquiring a real footing in his college, going forward every day with that sense of something done, something accomplished, which is the real soul of college life. Now it was a lunch at the frat house to work up new coon songs for the Friendship League, now a busy afternoon of clog dancing or a long hard day canvassing men so as to pick out men to select the team for the inter-class banjo contest.

With all this Tom found time to devote to his regular study options as selected with Dean Dump. He took his dog out for a walk at some time every day, made trout flies whenever he could, and in his spare time thought about religion, and even added on a half-unit of prayer.

Each time he went into Dean Dump’s office to get his credit sheet signed, the Dean expressed her approval. “You’re doing fine, Tom,” she said and gave his hand a tight squeeze. “Come back next week and let me know all you’re doing.” Then she squeezed his hand again.

When Tom told Ned about Dean Dump, Ned shook his head. “You want to go easy with that old dame, Tom — if you’re not careful you’ll get in wrong.”

“I think she wanted to kiss me last time,” Tom said.

“Well, you’d better be pretty canny,” Ned answered. “If you get in wrong she’ll make trouble.”

But for the rest, such small difficulties or dilemmas or the over-kindness of Dean Dolly Dump were but light clouds floating in a summer sky. Beyond that all was serene.

 

Nor was Tom’s life all work. There was pleasure in it too. The evenings for the most part were given over to amusement. As a rule, after the dinner in the dormitory, Nita Zigzag and one or two co-eds would turn up outside and throw up rocks at the window, and then take Tom and Ned out in their car. At times Nita, who cared nothing for college rules, would come right up to the sitting-room and take Tom by the ear and drag him away from his evening paper. “Come on, Tommy,” she said, “you’re such a hell of a bookworm you’d sit and read that damned old rag all evening. Come out in the car, we’ll go out to the Hop and Song Pavilion and make a night of it.”

 

Other evenings were quieter. Old Dr. Mumble, the chaplain, who had taken a fancy to Tom and who had learned that Tom was taking Religion would drop in at Tom’s room and spend the evening smoking and drinking beer out of a can. The old man would discuss such things as Predestination, fixed Fate, and the difference between mind and matter, till the beer was all gone; after which he left. The boys liked his society and felt at ease with him the more so because like all deeply religious people he never mentioned religion.

 

So passed the college days, gliding through the autumn sunshine.

 

“Hullo,” said Ned, looking up one morning from the papers of the Daily Shuck, “Professor Woolgather is here today. I’d like to see him.”

“Who’s he?” asked Tom.

“Listen to this. ‘Students of Shucksford will have the opportunity of renewing acquaintance with Professor Woolgather of the Department of Botany. The professor has just returned from a two years’ leave of absence during which he has been engaged in studying the poppy plant in Java. We understand that he will now go back to Java with another three years’ leave for further study of the poppy. When interviewed yesterday by a representative of the Daily Shuck Professor Woolgather said that on his return he would probably devote himself to a study of the lotus plant for which he would very likely need to spend a few years either in the Galápagos Islands or at Miami, Florida. Meantime his volume of the dandelion which he completed while still working on the campus will be published this autumn.’ I’d like to see him,” said Ned; “my uncle was in his class.”

“Why doesn’t he stay here?” asked Tom. “He can’t,” said Ned, “there’s nothing for him. He finished the dandelions two years ago and before that he had worked on burdocks and Timothy hay. These are the only three types, you know, in this climate. So the trustees sent him to Java.”

“Why, that reminds me,” said Tom, “I meant to ask you ever so many times and kept forgetting it. Where are all the professors? Aren’t there any at Shucks? In father’s time there were ever so many, and they gave lectures.”

“Oh, they’re here all right,” Ned answered, “only of course they don’t give lectures as there aren’t any lectures to give. That whole system ended years ago. They’re mostly doing research and things like that. Wait, I’ll show you.”

Ned went to the door and called down the hallway. “Phil! Haven’t you got a Shucksford Academic Directory in your room?”

There was the noise of a book flying through the air.

“Thanks,” called Ned, and came in with the book.

“Now,” he said, “here they are, the whole lot of them — they’re in alphabetically.” He began to read:

Abbott, A. A. Professor Abbott during the present session has been granted leave of absence to spend a year in Kurdistan where he will look for Dinosaurus eggs. The egg which he found last year turned out to be a wild turkey’s egg.

Bonehead. Professor McBean Bonehead is absent on leave in Scotland making researches on the distillation of alcohol from barley malt. The professor reports that he is getting results already.

“They’re all working like that,” Ned explained, turning over the leaves of the directory. “ ’Professor Loafer has just been awarded two years’ leave for making sociological investigations in England. He will do this in London, working from the Piccadilly Hotel, both intensively and extensively. . . .’ I wouldn’t mind doing that myself, or this one either: ‘Professor Snoop of the Anthropological Department will conduct investigations in Italy during the coming summer. His special field will be anthropometric measurement and he will measure at least a thousand Italian girls of the ages between sixteen and nineteen with a view to obtaining comparative data. It is understood that he will not be able to find time to measure the older women.’ And so it goes on.

“You see,” said Ned, shutting the book up with a snap, “they are all working. But naturally they can’t do their work here. There’s nothing here for them.”

“It must have been funny in the old days,” said Tom, “when the professors actually gave lectures, long talks to the students. I’d like to have heard one.”

“Why, you can,” explained Ned. “They have a lot of the old lectures on all sorts of things canned up in phonographs in the old lecture rooms. It’s all kept locked up but I got in once last year with special leave and heard some.”

“What on?” asked Tom.

Ned shook his head. “We couldn’t tell,” he said, “the lecture didn’t say. Some of us thought it was history but others said it was medicine. You couldn’t tell. The title had got torn out.”

“I wish I could hear some,” said Tom, “it would be interesting.”

“You, why, of course you could — with your stand-in with Dolly Dump. You go to the old bird’s office and say you want to get keys to get in and hear a lecture. She’ll fall for you all right. Only don’t let the old girl come along with you. Shove her out of it if she tries to. I tell you what we’ll do. I’ll get Phil and we’ll go over and get Nita and Dorothy and one or two of the girls to come, and then you can say to Dolly that it’s a group of students and not just you and that may keep her out. Get busy and get ready.”

 

“Why, of course, Tom, you may have the keys,” said Dean Dump, “I’ll send one of the janitors with you.” Then she added in a heart-to-heart voice, “You’ve been so much in my mind of late; I’ve been hoping that everything is well with you.” She took his hand a moment and clasped it with an eye-to-eye look that meant volumes. “Now,” she continued, “let me see, I wonder if I can find time to go with you.” She took a look at her gold watch. “Yes, perhaps, let me think.”

They moved together towards the door. As Tom held it half open they could see the little group of students in the corridor and he heard quite distinctly Nita’s rough voice saying, “I hope to God he doesn’t bring his old vamp with him.”

Whether Dean Dump heard the words, Tom, not being a woman, didn’t know. He only knew that her manner turned suddenly rigid. “I’m afraid I’ve no time, Mr. Buncom,” she said. Nor did Tom know that after he was gone Dean Dump said to her secretary, “Will you hand me please the list of women students liable next month to a character test.”

 

Meantime Tom joined the other students.

“Your lady-love not coming, eh?” laughed the girls.

“No time,” said Tom, and the girls laughed again.

 

It gave the students, even the co-eds, a certain sense of awe as they were ushered by the janitor into the locked-up wing of the old lecture rooms. The walls were dusty. Little sunlight came from the shuttered windows, and the corridor seemed to echo with forgotten voices and with the sound of footsteps long since gone by.

The door of the lecture room creaked on its hinges. The janitor threw back a shutter to let some light into the room. “My grandfather took lectures here,” said Ned. He spoke low as in a church.

“A hell of a place,” said Nita in the same reverential tone.

All about them stood tall upright phonographs with inscriptions on them. “Lectures in Psychology, 1888.” “Mediæval History, 1896.” “Political Science, 1901.”

“Which shall I turn on, gentlemen?” asked the janitor.

“Which do you want, girls?” asked Ned.

“What in hell is Political Science, anyway?” asked Dorothy gently.

“I don’t know,” said Ned. “I think it was a sort of introduction to Communism. Turn it on, Harry, and see.”

The janitor wound up and started the mechanism of the phonograph. The machine began to talk, reproducing word for word the long-forgotten lecture.

“We begin today, gentlemen, the first of our lectures on the Elements of Political Science. Any treatise on Political Science must necessarily begin with some discussion as to the scope and province of the science itself, and its relation to the other branches of human knowledge of a kindred character. This is especially necessary for two reasons. In the first place the term Political Science has been used with a great deal of latitude, not to say ambiguity both in colloquial language and in common discussion. In the second place—”

“Oh, cut out the second place,” said Nita. “The first is quite enough.”

The janitor stopped the machine.

“Say, my heavens! Can you imagine anything so fierce as that? Imagine sitting listening to that stuff. Why, Dorothy, what’s the matter? The kid’s crying.”

“I’m not,” said Dorothy with a sniffle, “only it all seemed so queer, such long-ago stuff.”

“Ah, forget it,” said Nita, “let’s get back into the sunshine.” And with that they left.

 

As Tom and Ned crossed the campus on the way to their dormitory, they came across Professor Woolgather standing under a tree. Ned went up to him and put out his hand. “You don’t know me, Professor,” he said, “my name is Fairfakes and I think my Uncle George was in your class years ago.”

The Professor looked a little dazed and then shook hands rather spasmodically.

“Ah, yes, yes,” he said. “I think I remember your uncle very well, Mr. — er — Fairman, yes . . . yes . . . and you’re here now at Shucksford. First year, I suppose? . . .”

“No, sir,” Ned said. “I’m a sophomore.”

“Ah, yes, a sophomore, second year, yes, and how are you getting on, Mr. Fairweather? Taking what?”

“Very well, thank you, sir,” answered Ned. “I’m taking mostly the open options, sir.”

“Ah, yes, quite naturally. And your friend, Mr. Fairtree? Is he in the second year too?”

“No, sir, the first. Let me introduce Mr. Thomas Buncom, sir.”

“The name,” said the Professor, stooping a little forward with his hand to his ear.

“Buncom,” said Tom.

“Ah, yes,” said the Professor, “Bome, yes, Bome. I always like to get a name correctly; it’s the only way to retain it. Once seized one can hold it. And now perhaps you’ll excuse me, Mr. Feathertrue, as I have” — he grabbed at his watch— “an almost immediate engagement. Good-bye, Mr. Bickam.”

And with that he went striding off — anywhere.

 

As Tom walked back to the dormitory he paid but little attention to Ned’s enthusiastic talk about Professor Woolgather. His mind kept running on the fact that Dean Dump had called him “Mr. Buncom.” Instinctively he felt it meant something.


Chapter IV. Danger Ahead
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ALL THAT EVENING and at intervals in the days following Tom worried over the possible consequences of the sudden coldness of Dean Dump. But after all, such small troubles as this were easily forgotten in the strenuous but agreeable life at Shucksford.

This was all the more true as the college was now at the height of the football season and the day had come for the big game of the year, the annual contest between Shucksford and its great rival, Nutt College. On that day, once a year, every old Shuck and every old Nutt listened in on the radio to the great game, or rather, to use the proper term, “look-listened” through the radio television. It was said to be the biggest gathering of graduates on the air that took place all the year round. There was, of course, a huge air-crowd for commencement day every June, and the air was crowded again for some of the hockey finals, but it was generally said that the Nutt-Shucksford game took more air than anything. Every graduate was in on it.

Indeed Tom felt a fine sense of college companionship, a sort of feeling of a band of brothers as he and Ned sat in their sitting-room that Saturday to listen in on the big game.

Football games, of course, were no longer played at Shucksford itself. That antiquated system had gone long ago and the old-time stadium had been turned, years before, into a students’ private aerodrome. The Shucksford-Nutt game, like all the big football of the year, was played out in the Nevada desert where the absolute dryness, the clear light, the complete isolation and the freedom from any possible form of bribery made conditions for football ideal. The Shucksford team had been sent out to Nevada in cages a month back. But the special interest of this year’s game lay in the fact that one of the Shucksford team, Jim Doherty, was actually a student at Shucksford.

“It used to be like that, altogether,” Ned Fairfakes explained to Tom as they sat waiting for the game to begin. “I’ve heard old-timers who have read it up explain that in the old days all the players actually were students of the college.”

“It must have been hard to arrange,” said Tom. “I don’t see how they’d get very good men that way.”

“They didn’t,” Ned said. “Why, you look at this list here” — he picked up the programme as he spoke— “Bullock comes from Yorkshire; they hired him in England last summer. Toussaint Camouflage is from Madagascar and Cheng Go-to-Heaven was picked up at the Chinese Missionary College in Canton. Jimmy Doherty is the only white one, unless you count Bullock. But wait a bit, I guess it’s starting.”

Ned turned a button and a voice began. “The game today is presented to the public by Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco. The players in this contest are Shucksford College and Nutt College and in your television glass the entire line-up can now be seen chewing Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco. The game will be introduced by President Snide of Shucksford, who will say a few words.”

“Is Prexie out in Nevada?” murmured Tom in the ensuing pause.

“No, no,” said Ned, “they took him here in front of a dummy cardboard set. There he goes.”

Tom saw the president’s familiar form step out, apparently in front of a group of players, and heard his voice. “Ladies and gentlemen, we are privileged today by Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco to look on one of the greatest events of the football year on the continent. Football is a grand old game. As I was remarking this morning to the president of Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco over a plug of long number one which sells at the popular price of five cents per plug, football is a manly sport, a splendid exercise for millions of our young people. It trains our young people to acquire the mens sana in corpore sano. I may say that the president of Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco expresses his entire assent.”

And with that Tom found himself carried away with the rush and excitement of the game. Not only the voice of the announcer, but the television itself showed the pictures of it. Tom followed every phase of it, breathless, as it was announced.

“First quarter, second minute, Bullock punts behind the Nutt college line, Makiyama returns . . . Komsky fumbles . . . tackles . . . ball dead . . . Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco beg to announce in the interval, Harvard-Oxford, nothing-nothing; Moscow Y.M.C.A. against Vatican, nothing-nothing . . . game on . . . punt . . . touch . . . ball dead . . . man hurt . . . by kindness of Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco . . . International Copper six, International Nickel ten . . . revolutions in Paraguay . . . game continues . . .”

 

It was Tom’s first experience of big football. He followed it with tense interest every second and when the final score was called nothing-nothing, he felt that he had really seen something.

He shut off the instrument with a half sigh. “Hand me that plug of Chaw’s Chewing Tobacco, will you, Ned, the smaller plug which sells at the popular price of five cents, thus guaranteeing its wide appeal.”

 

The Monday following the great football game was, if Tom Buncom had only known it, one of the turning points in his life.

A note, half printed, half written, was brought by a janitor to the dormitory:

President Snide will be pleased to see Mr. Thomas Buncom in his office this morning at 10.17.

“Why’s that, Ned?” asked Tom. “Anything the matter?”

“I don’t suppose so,” said Ned, looking at the note. “It’s the other way. It’s a compliment. He knew your people, didn’t he?”

“He was at college with father,” said Tom.

“Ah, then, there you have it. But say, Tom, did your governor ever give any donation to Shucksford?”

“I don’t think so,” Tom answered.

“Well, it might be that. The president, you know, is said to be the finest money-getter on the continent.”

 

As Tom entered the president’s office he realized that Ned’s praise of the president was more than justified by his appearance. Alert, keen, with every faculty awake — with a figure as erect at fifty as at twenty-five — the president’s appearance was that of the ideal money-getter. There was something in the firmness of his face, and in his keen intelligent eye which suggested the getting of money, while his long prehensile hand, with every finger joint working to perfection, suggested the keeping, or retention, of it.

Never before had Tom realized more clearly the truth of the assertion that the ideal college president must be a money-getter. He felt, as it were, awed in the presence of the man who had got the money for the brass band, who had raised, single-handed, the money for the whole equipment of the pool rooms, who had got together the money for the college garage, for the oil tank station, for the swimming baths, for the dance hall — in fact for most of the things that were making the college what it was.

“Well, well, Mr. Buncom,” said the president, cordially shaking hands. “I’m delighted to make your acquaintance. Your father and I were at college together.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom, “he has often told me so.”

“Not only at college together, but in the same class — terque quaterque beati — we took Latin in those days, Mr. Buncom — indeed I might add, sine qua non, e pluribus unum, so to speak.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom. It was impressive to find oneself in the presence of such a scholar as the president.

“And how is your father, Mr. Buncom?” asked Dr. Snide.

“Very well, indeed, sir,” answered Tom.

“That’s good, that’s good,” said the president, rubbing his hands, “and keeping well, I hope. Not affected I trust by the rather — how shall I say — adverse business conditions.”

“I don’t think so,” said Tom. “He hasn’t said anything about it.”

“Ah, hasn’t said anything about it. Now you know I’ve been wondering, Mr. Buncom, whether your father, as an old Shuck, might not feel like — how shall I say — doing something to keep alive his contact with his own college. Some of our old Shucks do one thing, some another. But on the whole we find that perhaps the best form of contact with a college is giving money to it.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

“Money, after all,” said the president, seeking a moment for a word, “is money. In fact I might say pecunia non olet.”

“It is, sir,” said Tom.

“So I ventured to write to your father — Miss Flame, please hand me my yesterday’s letter to Mr. Thomas Buncom, Senior — a letter which he will have received this morning. I’ll read the copy:

“Dear Mr. Buncom:

“The presence at Shucksford of your son, of whom I hear excellent reports, recalls to me our old college days of thirty years ago. I have therefore been wondering whether you would care to endow and equip a college distillery.

“You are no doubt aware that at the present, our students, both men and women, have no better access to distilled spirits than that which can be obtained by mere random purchase.

“I need hardly tell you what hardships and indeed what frauds this imposes on them, and in fact on the whole college community. Only last week I myself was compelled to pay ten dollars for a bottle of what I call very inferior gin.

“It has therefore occurred to a number of professors and trustees that if we had our own distillery on the premises we should be able to offer to these young people under our charge a continuous supply of what I might call first class stuff. We could easily arrange, by personal inspection and test, to guarantee its excellence.

“Your name occurs to me as that of one eminently suited for this form of philanthropy. I shall take an early opportunity to call you by ‘phone and arrange to talk over the matter.”

“There!” said the president. “That went to your father yesterday. I presume he has it this morning. In sending for you this morning, my idea is that you may now speak with your father—”

“Speak with him?” said Tom.

“Exactly — over the long distance. Miss Flame, will you get the connection if you please.”

Misery and apprehension sank into Tom’s heart as he sat waiting for his father’s voice. Only too well he knew what the answer would be; only too often had he heard his father tell of how when he was at college they used to call the present president “Slippery Snide.”

But even Tom was hardly prepared for the burst of profanity that broke out at the other end of the telephone. Fortunately for him, the president couldn’t hear it. Had Tom been skilled in dissimulation he might have carried off the situation. But his tell-tale face betrayed his father’s refusal.

“Well, Mr. Buncom,” said the president, “what does he say?”

“He’s — he’s—” Tom stammered for words— “he’s going to think it over.”

“Ah,” said Dr. Snide. He knew with lynx-like quickness that Tom’s father had utterly refused. “Ah, yes, think it over — excellent. And now a rather smaller matter, Mr. Buncom. We like to think at Shucksford that even our students, the wealthier ones like yourself, have opportunities for aiding and helping the college.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

“I have a fund, the exact purpose of which I need not trouble you with, but call it simply a fund—”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

“ — into which may be put any sum large, or if need be, small; in short, anything. Even a hundred dollars, for example, would find a place in this fund. Have you, Mr. Buncom, for instance, a hundred dollars?”

“No, sir,” said Tom.

The president frowned.

“Fifty?”

“I’m afraid I haven’t,” Tom said. “The truth is that all I have now, till father sends me more, is this—”

As he spoke, he took out of his pocket a two-dollar bill and some silver.

The president took the two-dollar bill. “It’s very good of you to subscribe it, Mr. Buncom,” he said. Then he added, “But I must not detain you longer.”

And in a moment Tom was outside the door, wondering what had happened.

“It looks bad, Tom,” said Ned. “You see you’re in bad with Dolly Dump and now with Prexie. Why on earth didn’t you offer to write, or draw on your father for a thousand dollars?”

“I never thought of it,” said Tom.

“It may not be too late. Why not write now and ask for a thousand?”

Tom shook his head.

“I can’t,” he said, “father wouldn’t like it.”

 

The blow fell next morning. Pushed under the dormitory door was a formal notice:

Mr. Tom Buncom will present himself this morning at 10.30 at the Department of Psychology for an intelligence test.


Chapter V. Sunk and Saved!
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THE INTELLIGENCE AND Character tests, as of course Tom and Ned and all Shucksford students knew, were carried out in the quarters of the Department of Psychology. This department fulfilled at Shucksford much the same functions as those of the Executioner at a mediæval court.

This distinction had been earned by the department by sheer merit. Shucksford, like all other great schools, had taken its part in that astounding progress of psychology which had been one of the outstanding features of twentieth century education. It had shared in the brilliant discovery that the real test of knowledge is not what a man knows but whether he is capable of knowing anything. The old notion that learning implies a well-filled mind neglects the obvious idea that there may be a leak in it. Thus the whole academic work at Shucksford was planned to disregard entirely the question of what a man learns or knows or thinks, and to lay stress on the question, could he learn anything if he had to? Could he think, if he were compelled to? Hence all rank and standing at the College turned on practical laboratory tests. The department carried out these tests in Intelligence, Efficiency, Personality, Urbanity, Honesty, Transparency and various other criteria from which they were able to estimate in each case the reaction to Environment, Opportunity, Responsibility, Emolument, and any other concomitant. By plotting these out on a chart the department could make a graphic survey of all the things for which the individual was utterly unfitted.

The proof of the system lay in its splendid practical results, both in the college and outside. The department tested business executives for honesty with a micrometer; tested criminals for their crime-pressure, salesmen for urbanity, and clergymen for transparency. In one case it exposed an apparently successful railway president who had no “train-reaction” and a sea-captain whose percentage of salt was forty points below the normal.

For the students, naturally the straight intelligence test was applied for all questions of promotion, dismissal or reward.

It was such a test as this that Tom Buncom found himself called upon to face.

 

As Tom went across the campus to go to the Departmental Test Laboratories he met Nita Zigzag standing among the falling leaves of the November trees. About her were one or two sympathetic friends. Nita, from her face and attitude seemed divided between choking back tears and uttering imprecations.

“Look at this, Tommy,” she said, holding out a paper as he came near. “Isn’t that the dirt?”

“What is it?”

“A character test,” said Dorothy, who stood near by. “Dean Dump has reported Nita as lacking in the standard of character and deportment.”

“Isn’t that a heller!” Nita half sobbed. “The dirty old cat, and of course, she’ll be on the board herself and I won’t have a god’s ghost of a chance.”

 

When Tom left Nita he made his way to the Psychological Department, where he had been directed to present himself before Professor Rattrap and a board of assistants. The aspect of the Intelligence Board, seated in caps and gowns beside a long table, was of itself sufficiently disconcerting. Still more, the words with which the chairman greeted Tom as he took his place, standing, in front of them.

“I understand, Mr. Buncom,” said Dr. Rattrap, “that you are sent here at the request of the president for a test as to your intelligence. What is your reaction to that?”

“I beg your pardon,” Tom began.

“Exactly, you haven’t any,” said the chairman. “And now, Mr. Buncom, will you please spell your Christian name backwards omitting the vowels—”

“My Christian name?” said Tom.

“Yes, you can’t do it,” said Dr. Rattrap. “Indeed I may inform you that your reflexes are decidedly slow. Dr. Edge, will you kindly test the candidate on his perception?”

“Certainly,” said the examiner on the right. “Now, Mr. Buncom, kindly close your eyes. Are they tight shut?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then tell me how many window panes there are in this room.”

“I didn’t count them, sir,” said Tom.

“Tut! tut! Mr. Buncom, do you mean to say you enter a room without counting the window panes? Kindly keep your eyes shut and tell me how many chairs are in the room?”

“I’m afraid I didn’t notice, sir.”

“Oh, oh! Mr. Buncom! Then I suppose that you never count the chairs either. Well then, at least tell me this — keeping your eyes closed, please — in the picture of George Washington hanging behind me, what is General Washington’s attitude?”

“I’m afraid I didn’t notice it.”

“Yet you saw the picture of Washington?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Tom.

“Did you really, Mr. Buncom? Well it isn’t Washington. It’s Abraham Lincoln. I’m afraid, Mr. Chairman, our candidate’s perception is practically nil.”

“Mark on the record, please,” said the chairman, “perception varying from nil to none at all. That seems a fair statement as I understand it. And now, Dr. Cipher, will you test Mr. Buncom in Mathematical Synthesis; let us hope we may get better results.”

“With pleasure,” said the examiner at the other end of the table, adjusting his glasses and looking over his notes. “Mr. Buncom, I presume you have some acquaintance with arithmetic?”

“I think so, sir,” said Tom.

“Ah, yes,” said the examiner pleasantly, “some acquaintance with arithmetic. And so perhaps, Mr. Buncom, you will kindly tell the examiners, what is arithmetic?”

“Arithmetic?” said Tom.

“Yes, arithmetic.”

“Arithmetic,” repeated Tom.

“Yes, sir, arithmetic,” said Dr. Cipher.

“Well,” said Tom desperately, “it’s — arithmetic.”

“Correct!” said Dr. Cipher.

There was a rather awkward pause; the examiner was not prepared for clear-cut thinking of this sort. But the examiner rapidly recovered himself.

“Let me ask you this, Mr. Buncom. Let us suppose that Mary Jones is twenty years old and that Mary Jones is twice as old as Anne Jones was when Mary Jones was as old as Anne Jones is now. How old is Anne Jones?”

Tom remained silent.

“Any further questions?” asked the examiner-in-chief. “Perhaps members of the board would like to satisfy themselves with a few random, efficiency questions; or with your permission I will put a few myself.

“Mr. Buncom, without stopping to reflect, which is the west end of a cow going east backwards? . . . If two snakes each swallow the other by the tail, what ultimately happens? . . . If a herring and a half, Mr. Buncom, costs a penny halfpenny, how many do you get for a shilling? . . .”

The examiner paused. Tom remained silent. His senses seemed to have deserted him. He only half heard the chairman summing up for the board the result of their investigation. But the full import of the concluding words was clear, even to his stunned intelligence.

“I presume, then,” Dr. Rattrap was saying, “that we must advise the president that Mr. Buncom’s intelligence is not sufficient to warrant his remaining at Shucksford! You all concur in that? Thank you, gentlemen. Then I need not detain you longer, Mr. Buncom.”

 

Down on the campus under the trees Tom met Nita Zigzag. The tears had gone from her face though the traces were still there. But in place of sorrow, anger and resolution were in her countenance.

“Well, Nita?” Tom said.

“Flunked!” she answered. “Kicked out! The dirty old cat!”

“You’re put out of Shucksford?”

“Hell, I knew it,” said Nita, “as soon as they started to work that character stuff. The dirty old cat with her snoopy character questions! Anyway I made her sit up a bit with some of the answers! And what about you, Tommy?” Nita laid her hand on his arm. “Did you get the bounce, too?”

Tom nodded.

“Oh, that’s too bad. That was dirty, because they had really nothing on you. What are you going to do, do you know? Come over to the Cafeteria and let’s have a gin-sundae and talk.”

 

“Well, what do you think you’ll do, Tom?” asked Nita, repeating her questions a little later as they sat over their gin-chocolate-sundae in the Cafeteria. Both were already recovering their spirits and, with the resilience of youth, their minds already reached forward to welcome the unknown. “What do you think you’ll do?”

“Well, I tell you, Nita,” Tom said. “I half thought of a Rhodes Scholarship and going to Oxford. There’s no intelligence involved. The pay is pretty good and I think my dog work would come in fine in England.”

“No!” said Nita, “there’s nothing in it. This college stuff is dead. I’d like to get into something where you’ve got to use your brains, something that takes real ability and gives you a chance.”

“Such as what?”

“Such as I’ll tell you what,” answered Nita. “I was thinking over it the other day when I guessed I was going to get the kick. A gasoline station! You and I go partners in it. Will you do it? They say now there’s a great demand for college-trained people for handing out gas. I had a book over in the dormitory on professional openings for college graduates, and it put pumping gas away up in the list. And there’s money in it.”

With which Tom and Nita began to figure out gas and Tom took a pencil and showed that if you got say three cents a gallon for yourself and pumped one thousand gallons a day that would be thirty dollars. Nita said you need really to own your own station. And Tom said that very likely he could ask his father to put in the station and they could pay rent on it. And Nita said that if you built your own station you could make it artistic and that that attracted the public, especially if you had a dandy garden all around it with lots of flowers. And Tom said that really the only way was to live right there in the station, then you could be certain that it was always pretty and attractive. Nita thought that if you had one nice big room rigged up as a living room, and Tom added that then all you needed was a couple of bedrooms and a bathroom. And Nita said “a couple?” and they both laughed, and Tom reached out and took Nita’s hand and said, “Do you mean it?” Nita replied, “Why, of course, Tom, I always did from the first.”

 

Outside, the short November day had sunk to twilight and then to darkness; but Tom and Nita lingered on in the corner of the Cafeteria where an unmoved rubber tree nodded over the confession of their affection.

It was Tom Buncom’s last day at Shucksford. Eight weeks ago he had entered college, a raw untrained boy. He was leaving it now a mature man, ripe in knowledge and experience, disciplined, equipped and trained. His Alma Mater had set its stamp upon him. He was ready now to go out into the world and set his hand to its work on the gas pump.


Chapter VI. College in Utopia
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IT IS CLEAR enough to those who have the eyes to see it that the college is changing visibly from what it was. For those who can see a little further still into the future it is equally clear what will be the outcome. The college is coming to an end. The functions it fulfills will be broken up and divided among other and newer agencies. As witness here below the description, in the current press of the year 2000 a.d., the dissolution of Shucksford College.


Chapter VII. The Dissolution of Shucksford College A.D. 2000
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(AS REPORTED IN the Press)

The dissolution of Shucksford College, as formally announced yesterday in a speech by the president, falls into line with the general tendency now going on throughout the country. Indeed Shucksford may be said to have retained its corporate existence and to have carried on its corporate functions perhaps longer than any other college of the same rank. But, as Dr. Soap so wisely phrased it yesterday, events are stronger than men. The inevitable tendency towards the segregation of assets and the separation of functions was bound to bring with it sooner or later a dissolution of corporate life. That such a dissolution involves no loss to the community was clearly brought out in the speech of the president. Indeed we cannot put the whole matter in a clearer light than by reproducing the address itself.

Dr. Soap said in opening that he would first deal with the dissolution of the college from the point of view which would best appeal to his hearers, namely that of money. He was aware that all friends and benefactors of the college and all of its alumni would be asking themselves the question, “What about money?” He would hasten to assure them that the money side of the whole business was all right; he would add that if there were no money in dissolving the college, he himself would have had nothing to do with it.

The president went on to explain that the continued rise in value of the real estate on which the college and the campus stood had reached a point where the subdivision and sale of the land would bring in a handsome profit, he would say an enormous profit, over all original costs, endowments and contingent charges. He would hesitate to say how much there would be in it. But there would be a lot. If not, he might add, he would not be in it himself.

He was glad to announce that a syndicate formed exclusively of graduates of Shucksford had come forward with a proposition to buy the ground and to subdivide it into urban lots. These lots would then be offered to the public at large, without discrimination or favour, on the mere test of ability to pay. Another group of graduates had come forward to knock down the buildings, while a third group would come forward to take an option on the library, the gymnasium and all commercial apparatus. He would go so far as to say that practically all the graduates were in on it. The trustees were therefore assured in advance of the support of the whole graduate body.

The funds thus realized, continued Dr. Soap, would be ample to look after all contingent charges and leave a handsome balance over. How handsome he would not like to say; but if there were not a handsome balance he himself would not be in on it. The question had been raised as to what would happen to the professoriate. He was happy to announce that the trustees were in a position to pension every professor at his full salary until his death. With what would happen after that the trustees could offer no guarantee. It would obviously depend on the efforts of the professor himself. But in any case, said the president, the proposed pension until death at full pay had called forth the unanimous support of all the professoriate. For what would happen to them after death they were willing to take a chance.

The president then proceeded to indicate the details of the segregation which are of course already familiar in outline, from the case of other institutions. The scientific research of the universities, Dr. Soap explained, had long since been absorbed and taken over by the great industrial companies. In the case of Shucksford most of the scientific laboratories were, as they knew, already carried on as a distillery. He himself was willing to leave it at that.

The athletics of the college, he need hardly recall, had already been capitalized and incorporated years ago as the Shucksford Hop Step and Jump Syndicate. The shareholders would continue as at present, and pay a lump capital sum in place of the annual Yelling Rights rented from the College. They would naturally look to the public for the same enthusiastic college spirit, the same esprit de corps, which they had enjoyed along with their Yelling Rights in the past. But if it were not forthcoming, they would get along without it.

The whole of the musical organization of the college, including the Banjo and Mandolin Club, the Brass Band, the Chapel Choir, the Faculty of Music, the Negro Minstrels and the Uncle Tom Show, would be amalgamated as the Shucksford Vaudeville Circuit.

It was unnecessary, the president said, to indicate further the details of the dissolution. A few points of difficulty, he admitted, still awaited solution. For example, the building originally that of the Faculty of Arts had so long been used merely as a rest room, restaurant and barber shop, that it was a delicate matter to indicate its proper allotment. He was glad to say that the barbers now in occupation had shown a most conciliatory spirit and, in short, were ready, as usual, to meet the public half-way. They hoped, however, to retain their chairs.

In conclusion the president ventured to touch upon a personal note. Alarm had been expressed in various quarters, he said, that he himself might not come off all right in the proposed arrangements. He wanted to tell his hearers that they need have no such alarm. He could assure them that there was no need for any anxiety about him. Arrangements had been made, he would call them generous arrangements, for his financial welfare, not only till death, but for the future. Indeed he might say that without these arrangements he never would have acted at all. He would say, however, that if he found that anything had been left out that he needed, he would not hesitate to ask for it.

In conclusion, Dr. Soap said that any of those in the audience who cared to put a nickel in the slot in front of their seats would receive a memorial card with the word “Good-bye.”


Part V. The Band of Brothers
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THE MEMOIRS OF A FUTURE COMMUNIST


Chapter I. Reflections on the Fall of Capitalism
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WRITTEN A.D. 2020

Looking back from the present year of 2020 a.d. one is able to see things of the past in retrospect with a clearer perspective than was visible for the people of the time. It ought to have been possible for anyone, even as early let us say as the year 1932, to see that great changes were impending. The so-called “capitalist system” was already doomed. In fact it was doomed just as soon as people began to call it by such a name. They had also taken to calling it the “individualist system” and the “profit system” and a lot of other names just as opprobrious. People who had lived all their lives under it and never knew it was there turned bitter about it.

In short, it was clear that the whole industrial world was going to smash. Some economists gave it another generation still to live, some half a century, others only a few years. But none of them foresaw the suddenness or the full extent of the Revolution of Brotherly Love which overwhelmed it in disaster.

I am among the few elderly people whose childish recollections can carry back so far. I have even haunting memories, dim but terrible, of the shootings and hangings that accompanied the institution of the government of Peace and Harmony. This gives me an opportunity to judge things of today somewhat differently perhaps from the point of view of my fellow comrades and sisters. Still more so, perhaps, can I see things in their right light by reason of my lifelong affection for reading old books and memoirs of the past. I can picture to myself the days of the first Queen Victoria, long before the rebuilding of London. I have a quite clear mental picture of the old motor-car which went by gasoline. I have even actually seen a horse, not one of the mechanical contrivances now known by that name, but the living animal. What with early recollection and continuous reading I can, as it were, reconstruct for myself the world of a hundred years ago, and realize that its end was inevitable.

The people of a century, or a century and a half ago, lived in what seemed to them a beautifully simple and stable world. I am thinking here not only of the days of Victoria the First but of the times of the Georges who were before her and ruled over both England and the United States. (Victoria herself, of course, did not govern the United States, the Royal Family having decided to give it up.)

This old economic world was one in which were set up a few fixed beacons and boundaries as signboards for the guidance of society. These were thought to be all that was necessary. Law and order, property, industry, honesty — that was the whole of it.

I have about me some of the old books, long since prohibited, in which this system was written down. Here is Adam Smith on the Wealth of Nations, John Stuart Mill on Liberty and the essays of the brilliant American, Thomas Jefferson. Readers of these memoirs will be surprised that I would openly admit the possession of these books for any one of which a man would go to jail today. But my official position and my close connection with many of the Comrade Super Commissioners gives me a kind of immunity in these things. Our government today, with all its shortcomings, has its indulgent side. Indeed only the other day Comrade Ilyitch Smith, chief censor of propaganda, saw on my table a copy of Chalmers’ Sermons, and only laughed about it. He himself once lent me a volume of Euclid’s Geometry, and admitted that he personally saw nothing to criticize in it.

But I grow garrulous with advancing years. I was only trying to say that the world of the earlier nineteenth century was economically a very simple place, regulated by a few maxims. Work hard — that was the first idea. People used to talk approvingly of being “as busy as a bee” and of “working like a beaver.”

By dint of calling himself a beaver, and an ant, and a horse, civilized man succeeded here in England and still more in America in persuading himself into the “work habit,” which remains even now as one of our perplexities. It never occurred to him that “work” is an idea quite unknown to the beaver or the bee; the bee is busy all day, but so is a man who is playing golf or buried in a game of chess. Animals don’t work; they’re just in business. But man acquired the work habit, not realizing that it would be fatal in the long run.

Next to work was saving. “Waste not, want not”— “A penny saved is a penny earned”— “Put by something for a rainy day.” These were the little maxims of industrious humanity in our great-great-grandfathers’ time.

After work and saving came honesty. That was a little harder perhaps for our ancestors to put over. Man, under capitalism, being born a crook, the maxim, “An honest man’s the noblest work of God,” didn’t call forth much competition. Better, perhaps, was the compromise, “Honesty is the best policy.” On that basis was built up the blend called “business honesty,” which presently flourished alongside of “Christian infidelity,” “humane warfare” and other nineteenth century paradoxes.

Next came the idea of trade; sell all that you can and live on what you can’t sell. Don’t waste money on extravagance. All of the economic writers of the time laid stress on the wickedness of the spendthrift. He was an enemy to society. How wicked to waste his money on champagne and cigars when he might have asked for pig-iron!

This warning sank in. People got afraid to spend money. Rather than buy a yacht they would found a Chair of Theology; whole colleges were endowed by people afraid to have a good time with their money.

Last — indeed, in a sense, first — was education, the pursuit of knowledge, science. Equip a nation with that and it moved ahead. Education stimulated invention, the very key to progress. Mankind in 4,000 years had invented the alphabet, the wheelbarrow, the distillation of whiskey, gunpowder and printing — then stuck dead. With that Europe was content. After all, to sit in a comfortable wheelbarrow and read a printed book of poetry, with a bottle of whiskey and a shotgun within reach was not so bad.

But the people of nineteenth century capitalism, and especially the Americans, took hold of a good thing, improved it, and spoiled it. Within a hundred years they had covered their country — land, sea and air — with a vast clutter of roaring machinery.

The end — we can see it now — was bound to come. People working like beavers for a hundred years, rising with the lark, never spending any money except on pig-iron and machinery, were simply heading for disaster.

So it was that civilized man both in Europe and America went roaring along from decade to decade, piling up savings, machinery, industrial power.

In other words, the ground was all prepared, or rather let me say that it was all undermined, for the explosion which tore the existing framework of society to pieces.

I don’t know exactly why I should have put down these reflections. They are meant as a sort of preface to the notes and memoranda which follow. What I intend to write is a mere random record of comment upon our present government. It seems best to set it against this background.


Chapter II. Our Courts of Justice
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THIS MORNING I paid a visit to the Criminal Court, a place which by natural disposition I would sedulously avoid. But I was glad I went. It made me feel that after all and in spite of all the troubles that surround us, we certainly have progressed and are progressing. Looking around at all the present day dangers and the threats of social revolution, one is apt to think that all said and done the world is just as imperfect as in the old days of capitalism.

Even though nobody talks about it openly, yet everybody is alarmed nowadays at the rapid spread of revolutionary ideas. Capitalism has been driven underground, but it is none the less dangerous. Everyone knows that the man who murdered Comrade Marcus Scipio Wilkins last week was a capitalist. Everyone knows that the gang who blew up the new Upper Thames bridge last summer were capitalists. It is whispered that even in the best ranks of society, if the truth were known, there are dozens and dozens of capitalists. The colleges and schools are said to be full of capitalistic ideas, not only among the students, but even in the ranks of the professors. Only last week in a public lecture Comrade Professor Dope, lecturing on the history of public institutions, openly said that for his part he’d like to have a house of his own and a room of his own instead of having to sleep with the other professors. There was a fuss made about it, of course, but the Commission of Superior Education decided to let it go with a reprimand. After all, the man is old; his memory, like my own, goes back to other days. Like myself, perhaps, he gets garrulous and talkative as he gets older. They let it go.

Still it alarms one as one looks about — so many troubles facing us on all sides. Not only capitalism, but religion. One hears of nothing — in whispers, it is true — but the spread of religion. People are actually, indeed more or less openly, using the churches for religious services. People go into the churches on Sundays on the pretence of playing cards, but in reality they hold services. Among the revolutionaries in the slums there are said to be a number of clergymen and even bishops. And with that, sects and sectaries of every sort, the Philanthropists, the Churchworkers, and the Vegetarians. In spite of all the public executions two years ago Vegetarianism has come to life again — more threatening than ever, it seems.

So, as I say, I was glad to go to the criminal courts and see that at least in some respects we are far, far away from the cruel hard old times of the criminal courts of a hundred years ago.

I went to the court with my friend Comrade Itchalot Jones, Second Super-Commissioner of this district, Renovated London, Outside Ring Number 2, Section Greenwich. And perhaps for those who read these memoirs, if any ever do, I must explain who Comrade Itchalot Jones is and why I came to go with him. He and I were sitting in the Free-For-All-Come-In Club, a very exclusive institution which the Super-Commissioners have established for themselves here on the Thames, and I said that in some ways I doubted whether in every respect our world was better than the England of a century before. It was a dangerous thing to say out loud, but luckily no one heard it. For a minute Itchalot Jones looked startled and afraid, but, as it happened, no one heard. Itchalot Jones himself, I always feel, doesn’t matter. He is a thoroughly good fellow in spite of being a Super-Commissioner, and although he’s a public official, quite honest. In any case, as between him and me, there is a queer personal connection that goes back at least a hundred years. His grandfather lived as a gardener on my grandfather’s estate down beside the Channel on what we now call the Island of Marine Brotherhood, but which was then called the Isle of Wight. If it were not against the law to do so, I’d say it was in Hampshire. Itchalot Jones’s grandfather and all his great-grandfathers before that were gardeners to my great-grandfather. So when his grandfather came to the top as a revolutionary at the time of the Great Massacre of Brotherly Love that started communism, his family looked after my family.

It may sound an odd thing, and I know it is an illegal thing to write, but there was a great deal in the old system of families and living in families, with only one wife, and keeping track of which were your children. No doubt I’m old-fashioned. I seem to miss it though I’ve never enjoyed it; it often seems to me, in fact, as if I belonged somehow to a past age and not to this. To have a house of one’s own and actually know it was one’s own house, and to have a little boy, a son of your own, and know he was your own son — how wonderful it must have been. I know, of course, that this system is higher and nobler — to have a share in all the houses and a share in all the children is the greater destiny. The law makes me, for example, a district parent of all the children in this District Number 16, Renovated London, Outside Ring Number 2, with a vote on the annual question of increasing the number of children or cutting them down. It’s higher, of course, and the law is right to forbid all discussion of the point. But the old family life must have had a certain attraction to it.

Hence comes the queer connection between Itchalot Jones, the Super-Commissioner, and myself, an old family relationship not to be shaken off. Why, I can remember that when I was a little boy, Itchalot Jones’s father once by accident called my father “my lord.” It was only a slip of the tongue, but a queer slip that went back through the centuries.

So it comes about that in the new world the Itchalot Joneses have looked after us. Itchalot Jones got me my present post of Corrector of Astronomical Time at the Greenwich Observatory. My hours of work, like everybody else’s, are five hours a day, together with writing a weekly report on whether astronomical time has varied. As it is not likely to do so for at least a million years, my duties are not onerous. Indeed, like all those similar offices, I can absent myself as much as I like, provided that I take the risk of everything going on all right in my absence.

So when yesterday Itchalot Jones said, “Come and see the courts if you want to realize our progress,” I said, “What about my astronomical time? It might go wrong!” I meant it, of course, just for a mild joke, but I noticed that Itchalot Jones didn’t like it and frowned. It is characteristic of the people of this time and epoch that they do not like a joke. They seem afraid of laughter. It’s being said, in fact, that Head Super-Commissioner Cæsar Alexander Tompkins said in the council not long ago that there were too damn many Humorists, and that the Humorists were getting dangerous and that state action was getting necessary. He himself, he said, liked a joke as much as anyone and dared anyone to say he didn’t appreciate humour, but if he wanted a joke, he wanted it to be out of the government joke-book authorized by the State, and guaranteed to contain nothing dangerous. That reminded everybody of the trouble with the Humorists of ten years ago. Some were even executed, one heard. One fellow, so they said, was found to have copies of an old paper of a century ago called Punch (the possession of which was long since prohibited by law), which contained under a thin veil of humour some desperately fierce propaganda.

It seems that in these memoirs I keep drifting backwards instead of forwards, — my disposition again. I was only saying that Itchalot Jones didn’t like a joke.

“Come along to the criminal courts,” he said, “and you’ll see one good side of things. And while you’re there,” he added, “let me remind you not to say too much, or better, not to say anything at all; there are rumours that are difficult to contradict. Someone heard you even in our own club reciting some lines of poetry, old stuff by a poet called Wordsworth, wasn’t it? You left some of it written on a pad and one of the servants reported it to the District Censorship of Loving Thoughts to get you arrested. I had a lot of trouble to straighten it out. It was a lot of stuff called ‘We are Seven.’ They claimed it was anti-communistic because it violated the state monopoly of arithmetic. So this time keep quiet.”

I promised I would. But Jones need have had no fear as all that I saw delighted me — the pleasant sunlit atmosphere of the court-room, with its easy lounge seats, the judge smiling over his papers, and the “prisoner” sitting at a little table inside the dock with an omelette and a glass of Moselle in front of him. Here and there one saw a good-natured warden or two, a couple of policemen playing cards in a corner, and a few odd spectators seated to listen.

My reading of history and stories told down through my family make me aware of how vastly different all this is from the terrible and cruel courts of the past. We still — why I cannot tell — keep to such antiquated terms as the word “prisoner,” meaning the gentleman for whose sake the court is held, and “dock” to mean the small private enclosure reserved for his table, papers, refreshments, etc., just as we used the word “policeman” to indicate his selected companion who refuses to leave him. But beyond the names, the similarity is all gone.

In the old days, history tells us, a “prisoner” was regarded as a man who had done wrong and must be punished. But already, even in the earlier twentieth century the contrary idea was gaining ground that the prisoner was a man who had met misfortune and must be helped. Indeed we are told that this point of view was one of the earliest tenets and one of the earliest reforms of communism. Here, for example, was a poor fellow who had stolen ten pounds. He needed help. Here was another who had picked up a bag, not his own, in a railway station and gone off with it. He needed light. Or here another who had signed another man’s name to a cheque and received money for it. He needed education. Or more deplorable still — here was a poor chap who had cracked another over the head with a pintpot and killed him. What he needed was more practice, better knowledge of mass, momentum, and inertia as compared with kinetic energy, in short knowledge of what a pintpot will, or will not, do. Even when the matter at first sight looked really grave, as when a man was found to have strangled his uncle for his inheritance, it resolved itself on close enquiry into a mere case of “atavism,” that is, of survival of past tendencies — in short, nothing serious.

I must say that everything I saw that day in our criminal court convinced me of how far we have travelled on our new road. While I was still looking with a pleased interest at the scene about me, the judge looked up from his papers.

“Have you finished?” he asked the prisoner.

“Half an egg left,” said the prisoner.

“Quite all right,” said the judge; “please don’t hurry.”

Presently the prisoner pushed aside his plate and finished his Moselle.

“Well!” he said.

“It seems here,” said the judge, running his eye over the indictment, “that you are charged with breaking into a house at night, with the theft of a gold watch, and with having given the occupant of the house what is called a ‘bat’ over the head which is said in the words of this indictment to have ‘knocked him silly.’ I’m afraid I don’t like it.”

“He was silly, anyway,” said the prisoner carelessly.

“But you admit you broke into the house? It says you climbed in at the upper window.”

“I had to,” said the prisoner indignantly; “the front door was locked.”

“Oh, it was locked, was it?” said the judge. “I must make a note of that. That puts a different aspect on it. Locked, eh?”

He began to scribble some notes.

“Yes, and with one of those dirty patent locks with the narrow key. I couldn’t make a thing of it. I hurt my finger on the rim of the lock and my electric torch went out, and there I was. It was a dirty, dark night, and this man actually had a dog loose somewhere round. I heard him growling in the shrubbery. So naturally I left the front door and climbed up the verandah post.”

“Naturally,” said the judge.

 

I must say that as I listened I could see the reasonableness of it all. Even in the old days it was always felt that what was called crime could all be clearly understood if one saw it from the right point of view. Here was this poor man, shut out in the dark, his torch gone, the lock refusing to open and a fierce dog within a few feet of him.

The judge sat tapping with his pencil on the desk and murmuring, “I see, I see. But when you at last got up the post and into his bedroom, you did take his watch?”

“Oh, I took his watch, all right.”

The judge shook his head.

“That’s different,” he said. “Have you any explanation to make for that?”

“Yes,” said the prisoner, “atavism.”

“How so?”

“My great-grandfather used to steal watches in the old days under capitalism; I don’t seem able to get over it.” He wiped his sleeve across his eye.

“Poor chap!” said the judge. “But just one more thing. This bat over the head?”

But at this moment a man whom I had noticed seated near the judge in an easy chair and turning over the pages of a magazine, rose to speak. As he did so I recognized him as Comrade Acumen Edwards, State Prosecutor of the district.

“I don’t think,” he said, “that the State proposes to go into that, Comrade Judge. The indictment says that the prisoner ‘knocked him silly,’ but his friends say that he is no sillier than he was.”

“Very good,” said the judge, looking up and down over his notes. “But I’m afraid I’ll have to suggest a term in seclusion.”

“Where?” said the prisoner.

“What about Wormwood Gardens?”

“No,” said the prisoner, decidedly, “out of the question.”

“Well, what about Dartmouth-by-the-Sea?”

The prisoner seemed to hesitate.

“You’ll like it,” said the judge, “splendid air, better golf than in any other prison in the country, absolutely quiet — come, now!”

“All right,” said the prisoner, “I’ll go.”

“Good,” said the judge, beaming through his spectacles, “and shall we say two years?”

“One!” said the prisoner.

“Well — eighteen months — eh, what?”

“All right,” said the prisoner, “eighteen months.”

 

I strolled out of the court with the judge and Comrade State Prosecutor Acumen Edwards, more than ever impressed with the gentle and humane character of our communistic justice. Unfortunately, something of the full bloom of my satisfaction was dissipated by a scene that took place just as we emerged from the gates of the court grounds on the streets. A group of police officials were dragging in a couple of “capitalists” — rough, ill-looking fellows in shabby rags, I admit, and yet, after all, human beings. They had been arrested, I presume, for propaganda and I suppose there was no doubt of their guilt. Yet it went to my heart to see them dragged along in the dust and beaten with clubs. I have, I hope, as much detestation of a capitalist as anyone, and I know that we cannot allow men to stand up openly in the street and advocate private property. Of course it won’t do. One of these scoundrels, so I heard afterwards, had publicly said that he’d like to have a hundred thousand pounds of his own. That’s dangerous, and I know it. And yet one wonders if it’s right to treat them as we do. I would have spoken up and said something — in fact I nearly did, but Comrade Jones took me by the arm with a warning grip. “It’s as much as your life is worth,” he whispered.

So I came home, saddened after all.


Chapter III. Our System in Operation
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I SUPPOSE THAT each successive generation of mankind has imagined itself to be living in an age of peculiar importance, of impending danger, and of fleeting happiness. Certain it is that in this age of communism the lights and shadows seem thrown in fiercer contrast than ever before.

Today, having nothing urgent to do in connection with astronomical time, I went out on a little excursion with Itchalot Jones and his friend, Super-Commissioner Clockwork Smith, director of Industry. I think perhaps Jones had planned the excursion in order to remove from my mind the painful impression carried away from our outing of yesterday. Comrade Smith, one of the Directors of Industry, is in especial charge of the Commission of Enforced Leisure for the Working Class. His function is to see that the working people do not work too hard. The Commissioner is a man of great intelligence and of wide reading and was telling us as we rode about in his car something of the origin and meaning of his office.

“The danger under communism,” he said, “is that the workers will work too hard and injure their health. This was foreseen at the very start by the keener minds, but only after the lapse of half a generation did we learn how to cope with it. Even now it needs watchfulness on our part.”

“Indeed!” I said.

“Very much so. Only yesterday I was called in to use my authority for a very difficult case — the case of a drain digger who refused to quit digging. In our city drain digging, as in everything else, you know, five hours is considered the maximum permissible day’s work. Indeed there are rigorous notices in all the drains and sewers that men must absolutely come up at the end of five hours. Of course we have to wink at minor breaches of the rule. Very often the men go on digging in the drain for an extra hour or two without our liking to interfere. But here was a case of a fellow who had been in the sewer for ten hours and was still digging away. They had called down to him repeatedly to come out of the sewer, but he merely shouted back, ‘It’s all right; just let me work a little longer; just a few more bucketfuls of muck and I’ll come up.’ In the end we had to send men down and take away his spade. The poor fellow was quite hysterical when they fetched him up.”

Jones proposed that as the morning was pleasant and the weather agreeable, we should first see something of work in the country. We accordingly drove right away out of London into the beautiful rolling wooded country of Food District Number 2, once called, I believe, the county of Surrey. It was haymaking time and the work, shared in by men and women alike, was at its height.

There is nothing, I believe, so cheering to the mind as the spectacle of the busy, happy labour of the field. From the earliest times, poets have sung of the work of the hay and the harvest, the fragrance of the fields, the joy of work in the wind and sun, and the sweetness of rest after the long toil of the day. And of all field labour, I suppose that of haymaking has the greatest appeal. So at least we found it this morning. Here was one group of haymakers seated in the shade of a branching tree, playing cards. Here was another group on the grass beside an ancient thorn, drinking beer, while in another part of the field men and women were playing dominoes among the hedges. One or two of the workers, with that taste for solitude which marks the truly rural mind, could be seen along the banks of a little stream, fishing. Everywhere was activity.

One of the directors of the work — I presume a gangster, or overseer — approached us and saluted my companion. “All busy, I see,” said Clockwork Smith.

“Very busy,” answered the gangster; “in fact they’ve been going it a bit too hard; I’m trying to get them to rest up. I was wondering whether you could get the district council to send us down a roulette wheel. It’s a bit hard on them having only the dominoes and the cards, and many of them get tired of fishing.”

“What about golf?” asked Smith.

The gangster shook his head.

“The chaps don’t seem to care for it,” he said. “Too much like work, they say; after being used to a pitchfork, they find a golf club pretty strenuous.”

“All right,” said Smith, “I’ll arrange for the roulette table.”

We drove back by a roundabout way so as to come into the Power and Mechanism Area, where the factories are. Smith suggested that we look in at one of the works, and under the guidance of a comrade overseer we went through one of the great mechanical plants. Charming as is the spectacle of work in the country, there is something perhaps more impressive in the aspect of a great industrial factory. The vast glittering machines, the huge wheels, the universal regularity and order, combine to convey an imposing sense of human power. The impression given by the workers was different from that one received from the haymakers, but contained many of the same elements. Here was a little group seated around a steel drum, throwing dice; another group, reclining on a huge leather belt which served as a sort of hammock, were playing spillikins; or a solitary worker might be observed pleasantly seated in the angle of two cogged wheels, reading a book.

“Not working today?” asked Smith of an overseer.

“Yes, indeed,” he said, “we’re very busy. Consumption overtook us a week or so ago and we’re running on full time. This,” he added, “is the lunch hour” — he looked at his watch— “or, no, it’s more likely afternoon tea; or perhaps they have sent someone out for a can of beer and oysters. We find our output is better if we slacken up now and then, though at times it’s hard to stop them.”

We passed on to various other plants, all presenting the same appearance of industry and activity, and all illustrating that nice adjustment of production and consumption which is characteristic of our era. One plant we saw, highly specialized after the fashion of communistic industry, was devoted solely to making bolts and nuts. Here no work was being done. The men had made nuts enough to last for years and were all off at the seaside. Here in another plant was a peculiarly interesting situation. An intricate electrical engine had broken down and they couldn’t start it again. A comrade therefore had been sent to take a two years’ course at Cambridge — in the great boiler factory — and learn how to fix it. Till then, as Itchalot Jones explained to me, the industry must remain shut down. The fate of the individual workers does not count under our iron discipline. For the good of the majority, they must stop work; most of them, in fact, had gone yachting.

Such was the encouraging appearance, almost everywhere the same, of our industrial system. It gave me a great feeling of confidence. Indeed as we returned to London in the later part of the afternoon, I felt cheered and relieved at the thought that our social difficulties and revolutionary dangers are as nothing beside our obvious and practical success.

 

But the pleasant impression conveyed by the day’s outing was marred, if not obliterated, by what happened towards its close. On our way back into town, we ran into a huge street procession, or parade, of “capitalists.” There must have been two or three thousand of them in line. Rough, evil-looking fellows they seemed, or at least their clothes made them seem so, though here and there I thought I saw one or two faces of real power. They carried humbly devised banners and streamers with such mottoes as LIBERTY, EVERY MAN FOR HIMSELF, LET ME LIVE OR DIE IN MY OWN WAY.

We learned afterwards that they had held a monster gathering in the new park, the Gardens of Sweet Converse (where all speech is strictly forbidden except with a police license). There had been a lot of inflammatory talk, wild stuff about human rights and the liberty of the individual, which no government could tolerate. The police had hung back, not liking to interfere. Then the capitalists had started in a big procession, heading, so people said, for the house of the Parliament. They were probably not all capitalists. Their ranks had been joined on the way by a rabble of Vegetarians, and Churchworkers and Philanthropists, in short, by all the roughs and outcasts of the city. Yet I must say again, some of them looked fierce, brave men, full of purpose.

I think the police were afraid of them. Till we came, they were hanging back and merely trying persuasion. “Come, gentlemen, come now,” they were saying, “you’ve had your little bit of fun; come now, kindly drop those banners.”

Then, just as we came near by, we could see soldiers on horseback appearing at the end of the street, and the police plucked up courage and began striking in among the capitalists with their heavy clubs, smashing at their arms and fingers to make them let go the banners. The capitalists fought back bare-handed. For all their rags, they were a brave lot. At the sides of the street and on the door-steps of the houses the people watched, and there were cries of “Shame, Shame!” even from the onlookers. I noticed especially the younger women, shouting at the police, “Shame, you brutes!” They looked fierce as furies. Some of them even threw themselves into the fight.

Then at the end of the street we could hear volley firing beginning, and the crowd began to break into a surging mass. I didn’t see the end. Itchalot Jones seized me by the arm and dragged me up a side street and from there, through backyards and passages clear away from the scene. A thing that surprised me was that as the crowd was surging past us, Jones spoke to one tall man, evidently a leader of the capitalists. “You’re mad,” he said; “I told you it was months too soon.” He spoke in a low and hurried voice for no one to hear, but the words reached me and set me wondering.

 

That evening at the Free-for-All Club we talked things over. It is about the only place where we could talk since the membership is very exclusive, in fact confined to the class called officially Men of the Heavy Burdens, meaning those who receive the highest salaries from the State.

The parade and riot had started, it seems, from a big seizure of unlawful books that the police had been carrying out. Super-Commissioner Smith said he had seen cartloads of a lot of the most vicious stuff. Some of it was out and out Vegetarian propaganda such as Cabbages and How to Grow Them, Spinach as a Stimulant, Why Kill a Hen? and Ham is Death.

This led us to speak of Vegetarianism and how the police had practically driven it underground. I suppose it had to be done. If the communist State orders all comrades to eat forty-eight ounces of meat per week and adjusts its animal production to that, you can’t have a set of people preaching that it’s wrong to eat meat. Yet on the other hand, as I said to the Commissioner (for we spoke with great freedom), if a man keeps his ideas to himself why punish him for that? “Here,” said I, “you have a case of a man in whose room you find a book on Cabbages or a pamphlet on Vermicelli Soup. Would you send him to jail?”

The Commissioner shook his head. “I’m afraid we have to,” he said; “you can’t allow people to disseminate opinions contrary to law.”

For a good deal of the other books and printed matter that was seized there was no excuse. A lot of it was just rank capitalism, such as John Stuart Mill’s Liberty, and the Declaration of Independence and trash of that sort. Some of it was more subtle, but yet calculated to make people want to get back to the old world that was, by painting it in false colours, such as an atrocious volume of poems by the man Tennyson, of whom one had read, or novels of the period of Queen Victoria the First (just after the Georges). There was one book in especial called the Pickwick Papers. Commissioner Smith said the police seemed powerless to suppress it. Yet it had done endless harm in presenting a false view of the world as a happy place full of pleasant people and needing only to be left alone.

After the others had gone home, I stayed on and talked to Jones by himself. He spoke of capitalism and he made it clearer to me than before just how and why they are “capitalists.”

A capitalist, so to speak, is a man who says, “I don’t believe in your system and I won’t share in it. I will not work under your bosses.” Well, what can you do with him? Put him in jail — so we do. Shoot him? It seems, according to Jones, that there are an appalling lot of executions in the Homes of Rest, or what used to be called the Political Prisons. Yet you can’t shoot or imprison them all. So there you have these ragged people living in the abandoned parts of the city — in what used to be around Hyde Park — a district of dilapidated houses, without heat or water or light service, a space densely grown with the shrubs and trees of a hundred years. This was once the fashionable part of London, so it is said. Here live the capitalist class, feeding as best they can; it is rumoured that they have underground connections with the outside, that farmers on the State farms are in league with them. Jones told me that they even have an organization of their own, that they recognize old forgotten titles and dignities. Then he said quite suddenly, “You heard that man speak to me.” “Yes,” I said. “Well,” said Jones quietly, “he’s a Marquis. The first day he wants to, he can lead a thousand men against the government.” And then Jones added, “He’s only one of scores like that.”

We said no more but sat smoking beside the fire in silence. I began to understand the bearing of what Jones had said to the man in the street.


Chapter IV. Lights and Shadows
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SUCH A BRIGHT pleasant morning, calculated to take away the evil effects of yesterday’s rioting. In the first place, the morning newspaper, The Voice of Truth, explains that the rioting was of no real extent or consequence and arose out of a misunderstanding on the part of a few misguided people; that the number of people hurt, apart from being clubbed or shot, was very few. In short, that there is no occasion at all for social alarm, a thing which, with my disposition, I was glad to learn.

So this morning, having nothing to do, I drove over with my friend Comrade Doctor Chipperman to the State Maternity and spent a pleasant hour with him, walking through the delightful wards and nurseries. It did one’s heart good to see such bevies and flocks of soft-looking babies and sweet-looking infants. And to think that all the dear little fellows belong to everybody in common. My own share, statistically speaking, would be, I think, more than four of them, four decimal two, Chipperman said. This Birth District in which I have my share has, it seems, a fairly high percentage. Seeing the children gives one a pleasant feeling of ownership. Any citizen comrade of the district, so Chipperman tells me, has the right to come in and talk baby talk to the babies or sing to them. One of the nurses offered me one, but I felt afraid to take hold of it. Each dear little fellow has his number, and all are dressed in the same way, and each has one Teddy Bear, one rattle, and one bottle. The most perfect equality! It is wonderful to think that we have got away from the old brutal selfishness of fatherhood. The idea of forcing a group of little children to recognize two particular grown-up beings as their “father and mother” was too tyrannous for words. Thank goodness, we have at least got beyond that.

Yet the day has not all been happy. This afternoon, having nothing particular to do, I sat in the club after lunch, reading a report, a confidential report, on the food supply. It seems there’s a lot of starvation. The nice adjustment of supply to wants, the commissioner’s report says, is very difficult. Last year there were twenty bags of potatoes too many. This meant socially needless work. So all the potato growers went on a holiday to the seaside. This year there are hardly any potatoes. The commissioner says, of course, that they went too far; once at the sea it was hard to get them back. Some, I believe, got drowned.

But it proves that even under our system, economic life is hard to regulate.

 

I doubt a little whether the strongest part of our new era is its music. Last night I attended a concert along with a very pleasant party — Commissioner Comrade Jones, three of his wives — or rather I should say, three lady comrades, and two husbands of one of them, and Commissioners Melody Mudge, Clockwork Smith and one or two others. I see I have been betrayed into writing the illegal words “husband” and “wife,” but these multilateral relationships, pleasant though they are, are a little perplexing. Indeed I fear I made a slight faux pas last night in thinking that Comrade Sister Jemina was a wife to Commissioner Smith — which it appears she never was.

Melody Mudge, the Commissioner, is an excellent fellow but difficult to be with because he is so deaf. He is Chief Commissioner of Music, but his deafness, I fear, works against him, although it is possible that he is also handicapped by never having had any taste for music. He was elected into the office because of his disastrous failure as the head of a railway.

No doubt the system is all right, but somehow it leaves a lot to be desired.

The people who had been elected to sing for the evening seemed to me hopeless. And there was a man who played — or rather who had been elected by a district vote to play — the ‘cello. He had never played before and he owed his election to the spirited way in which he offered to try to play if elected. He explained this and did his best, but, as he said himself, it was his first attempt and he was not sure whether the instrument he brought with him was a ‘cello or not. However, the audience gave him round after round of applause.

The whole thing set me thinking. It reminded me of the Communist Academy of Painting last spring. The same difficulty occurred. The general council voted the National Gold Medal to Comrade Tompkins, a first cousin of Super-Commissioner Tompkins (a fact which gave him the election). Then they told Tompkins to paint the picture. But Tompkins was very busy at the time, and, never having painted before, only just managed to get the picture done by working half the night before the Academy exhibition. He said also that the oil that the Hardware Paint and Oil Division supplied to him was poor stuff. He said he couldn’t make it go further than a gallon to a square yard. The picture was to have been called “Spring” but at the last minute he changed it, with white lead, into “Winter.” I could not help but doubt its merit. How strange it must have been in the old days when people were actually allowed — but perhaps that is getting too close to high treason for even these memoirs.

Yet all the time I find myself thinking about it and wondering, can things last as they are? Last night, for example, I accidentally — it comes from my everlasting reading of old things — called Comrade Eliza “Mrs. Jones.” She and Jones have always been together, more or less, in fact they celebrated their fiftieth birthdays on the same day not long ago. When I said “Mrs. Jones,” she shook her head so sadly, it seemed to me, and said, “You mustn’t say that; it’s illegal.” But there were tears in her eyes.


Chapter V. Revolution

[image: img55.jpg]

THE IMPOSSIBLE HAS happened! Within forty-eight hours the whole world has been turned upside down!

Two days ago the people stormed the house of Parliament and threw the president out of his chair and declared Capitalism restored. It all came so suddenly that it seems unbelievable. But at this moment the streets are filled with crowds, parading up and down and shouting “Hoorah for Capital!” They have put up huge placards that read — FOR EVERY MAN HIS OWN! MAKE THE BUMS WORK! MY HOUSE IS MINE! ONE MAN ONE WIFE! All over the city there are placards and great banners with legends like that which would have been high treason the day before yesterday.

The “capitalists” and the “outcasts” of yesterday that were called the revolutionists and conspirators are today the “people” and the “patriots.” The revolution must have been skillfully and deeply organized, it seems so complete, so overwhelming. What brains and strength and energy these underground people must have acquired! They seem to have sprung to life as natural leaders, men of exception. Before them the drowsy, lazy “Commissioners” and “Super-Commissioners” have simply faded away.

No doubt, too, their changed appearance has helped — the change from unseemly rags and squalor to brilliant uniforms and decorations. It appears that among the first things they did was to plunder the clothing shops, conscript all the tailors and have them make military uniforms. I saw one of the new leaders, General Sir Montague MacGregor Monteith riding on a black horse in front of the Parliament buildings this morning; it seemed incredible to believe that he was one of the two ragged “bums” that Itchalot Jones and I saw dragged along the street by the police only a week or so ago. With him also in uniform were Sir Everett Ironside and Sir Hellanall Paget. A week ago they were living in hiding in the slums. Today they are organizing the new army. With them was Lord Hardgrit. It is amazing where they get the titles from! They seem to fish them up in all directions.

On the street people are laughing and joking. They already are calling one another Mr. So and So and Miss So and So. It seems so pretty and so deferential; makes everybody feel higher in rank. If any man dared to call another “comrade” today he’d probably get knocked down for his pains. Lord Hardgrit was (three days ago) Commissioner Wilkins, but of course, like everybody else, he knew his real family name.

Most amazing are the young men and women. Even the bitterest enemies of capitalism used to have to admit that after all it was a movement of the young. Something in its creed — the idea of relying on one’s own strength and power and fighting for oneself — always appealed to young people. Looking back on it, I can see now that all the “brother-brother” stuff of communism seemed hopelessly false. And marriage! Itchalot Jones told me yesterday that marriage will be back in a week. Nothing can stop it. All along the streets you see the young men and women, pairing into couples, their arms locked, their faces bright with love, their lives joined. Jones said that they are setting fire to the community dormitories all over town. They have leaflets out already saying, “Give us houses. One family, one House. Give us back our Home.”

Lord Penrimmon, who has been named Quartermaster General, is to prepare at once a new plan for rebuilding London, knocking down all the Dormitories and the Children’s Repositories and the Day Cribs and the Night Crèches. They are going to make a clean sweep of it. The energy and the driving power of these new people is marvellous!

Looking back, it seems difficult to set down a coherent account of how it all happened. The only thing clear is that the capitalist revolution was far more widely planned and more deeply based than anyone suspected. More than that, it must really have had a deep hold on great masses of people. The idea of being free to do what you want to, instead of spending every hour of the day under the control of a board or a commission appealed to something fundamental in human nature.

Itchalot Jones, who came over to the new movement at once, in fact who has somehow made himself one of the heads of it, says he saw it coming all along. Jones, by the way, is now to be Sir Shalot Jones and will be one of the ministry; either that, he says, or perhaps Archbishop. He has not yet decided.

At any rate, he said that he knew that the object of each of the big parades like the one we saw, was to gain access to the legislature and throw out the Parliament. Once the capitalists could do that, they knew that they could win. All the military organizations, and the uniforms, and the printing had been arranged beforehand. Communism, they knew, was just a hollow shell. It would collapse at a touch. So, two days ago, when the crowd stormed the Parliament, one of them went up to the “president” who was pounding the desk for order and simply said, “Get out, you bum! Your time’s out. We’re going to have a ‘Speaker.’ ” He only answered “Certainly.” Then they went through the departments’ offices and began throwing out the commissioners and super-commissioners and subcommissioners; “get out, you pack of loafers,” the crowd yelled. Yet, oddly enough, it all was done with laughter and hilarity. There was very little force. They did throw a few into the Thames; they were seen swimming away towards the sea. The crowd called, “Let them swim to Russia!”

As for myself, it seems that I need have no particular anxiety about the future in spite of the fact that I was, technically, an official of the communist government.

A letter which Sir Shalot Jones sent to me an hour ago seems to make my future lot both easy and agreeable. Jones writes:

“My dear Lord Edward:

“You will allow me to address you by your proper title, which, I have no doubt, will be at once rendered regular and legal by royal warrant on the return of Prince George Edward Albert Henry Charles. Indeed His Majesty’s cable of this morning permits us to make all such interim and immediate appointments as the situation necessitates—”

It gave me something of a shock of surprise to find myself thus addressed as “Lord Edward.” But after all, my great-grandfather never voluntarily gave up his title, and Jones, excellent fellow that he is, knows his own place and rank in society too well to deny mine.

The reference in his letter to the return of the heir of the Royal Family did not surprise me. I always understood from my reading of history and old memoirs that when the Prince’s ancestors at the time of the communist revolution retired to their Tomato Farm in British Columbia, they left nothing behind them but good-will and esteem. Everyone knew that a capitalist overturn would bring back the young prince. The newspapers of yesterday had already indicated that nothing would delay the return of young Prince George Edward Albert Henry Charles except perhaps the condition of the tomato crop. This morning’s bulletins said that not even the tomato crop would stop him. Jones’s letter continues:

“I have the further pleasure to inform you that your name has been put on the list for the Reconstituted House of Peers and that you are invited to attend the Dedicatory Service tomorrow in Westminster Abbey (formerly known as Diet Dispensary Number One, District Number Two).

“I need hardly tell you that under His Majesty’s new government there can be no expectation of the continuance of such sinecure and useless offices as the Commissionership of Astronomical Time, which was held by you. It is felt that the new era must be one of effort and sacrifice, and that all such needless and unjustifiable posts must be ruthlessly abolished. On the other hand, my dear Lord Edward, I am glad to say that the Ministers agree to my appointing you at once to be Master of the Royal Buckhounds, an office which automatically comes back into existence. To this end, I will endeavour to get you a buckhound as soon as possible.”

I put down Jones’s letter with a sigh and have sat musing beside it, thinking of the future and of my new office and its responsibilities. Out in the bright sunshine of early July, the crowds are singing and laughing in the street.

What a great change! How strange, how sudden! But I have no time to spend in musing. I must be up and doing. I must at once try to get hold of a tailor. I shall need white silk trousers.


Part VI. A Fragment from Utopia
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THE FIFTY-FIFTY SEXES


Chapter I. The Fifty-fifty Sexes
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NOTE:

In this third decade of the twentieth century, it is already clear that the two sexes are moving towards a complete equality. Political equality came first, a thing practically everywhere achieved and now taken for granted. Economic equality is rapidly following, and social and domestic equality will ensue as an obvious consequence. Only one element, perhaps, was very generally left out of consideration in this process of social change. The two sexes necessarily react upon one another. Equalization will therefore be brought about not solely by modifying the character and status of the women, but also by altering that of the men. As Utopia approaches, men will be found more and more endowed with the graciousness and charm of the other sex, while losing nothing of the virtues of their own. Without an appreciation of this fact, a person of today would be perplexed and mystified in reading any account of social life in Utopia. As witness of the fact, let us take the following pages, a fragment of a Utopian novel, to which this antecedent note supplies the key:

Ominous News

Edward Evenshade had no sooner unfolded his newspaper on his way downtown that morning, than he saw that it contained news of the gravest importance, indeed news of an ominous significance. His eye had only half scanned the list of the foreign despatches when a telegraphic item arrested his attention. It read:

“Current advices from Paris seem to make it certain that this season the waistline will be brought down low, and will even be kept close to the hip-bones.”

All the way to his office, Edward could think of little else than this newest revolutionary dictate of fashion. If he had only known it, the news items of the year 1932, long before he was born, had contained exactly such an item. The waist-line had been shoved down to the hip-bones and held there. But in that remote day such an item referred only to women. In Edward Evenshade’s time, men also had learned to take that anxious thought for a pleasing appearance which had previously been the sole prerogative of women. In Edward’s day, if the waist-line were moved by a decree of fashion to the hip-bone, no business man could hope to carry on his business without conforming to it. In fact, his clients and customers would expect it.

Evenshade threw the paper on his office desk.

“Have you seen it, Undertone?” he asked of his partner.

“I have,” said Undertone, with evident indisposition, “and it’s no use asking me. I can’t. Mine won’t stay there.”

“Of course,” said Edward, “if you will read a little further you’ll have to admit that they modify it just a little. You see, it says you can define it with a narrow suède belt, if it is preferred.”

“Can I do that?” asked Undertone. “Let me see it. Yes, that’s right, ‘can be defined if it is preferred by a narrow suède or fabric belt.’ That might not look so bad, eh — a suède belt. Does it say anything about the colour?”

“Not here, but I’ve read elsewhere that the colours allowed this season will be principally puce or beige or, in the evening, navy blue and carnation pink.”

“Is that so?” said Undertone. He seemed to fall into a sort of reverie. “Is that so?” he muttered again. Then, looking up from his fit of abstraction, “Did you say pink carnation or dull red carnation?” he asked.

“Pink,” answered Edward.

“Well, say, I don’t think pink would look so bad, eh? I’ve been trying it before the mirror here. Pink wouldn’t be too young for me, would it?”

 

Edward Evenshade was still thinking of this ominous news item when he went over to his bank where he had to meet two or three of the directors in the board room. As he came in, they were leaning across the table reading one of these same despatches.

“I call it ridiculous,” said the vice-president, the senior of the men present. “It is not only ridiculous but it is practically tyranny. Have you seen this, Evenshade?” he asked, turning to Edward as he entered.

“Yes,” Edward said, “I saw it. It is outrageous, isn’t it, to think that a set of men over in Paris — heaven knows who they are — should dictate to us men over here what we are to wear and how we are to wear it.”

“Listen to this,” said the vice-president. “ ’Coats are to be loose or belted and to achieve a straight simplicity by intricate smooth goring.’ What this ‘goring’ is, I don’t know, but it seems to me that a man won’t be allowed to wear buttons on his coat.”

“That’s what it means,” said Edward, “because it tells you elsewhere that smooth surfaces will be stressed, eliminating buttons almost entirely.”

“What about pants?” asked the vice-president, “any buttons to them?”

“It doesn’t seem to mention them,” answered Edward.

The vice-president looked at the newspaper and ran his eye further down the column. “Listen to this— ‘Wide shoulders will be broadened by tricky cuts rather than by big sleeves, and narrow hips will be simulated by tailored fabric belts giving the impression of a high waistline.’ ”

“What’s that?” interposed the general manager, a stout man, who hadn’t yet spoken. “Let me see that about the wide shoulders — there seems some sense in that, eh? I don’t know that I would object to that. When do we wear that, is that for the office or what?”

“Yes,” said the vice-president, “that’s for the daytime. It says that for the evening you wear a waistlength velvet evening jacket with a huge fur collar, often in skunk, and perhaps with cartridge-pleated velvet collar and cuffs.”

“That sounds pretty nifty, doesn’t it?” said the general manager.

“It does,” said the vice-president. “I admit there’s something in that. I’ve often thought, you know, that you’d get quite an effect with a really fine bit of fur like that — I mean for the evening when you want to wear something worth while. Does it say anything as to what kind of stuff or what coloured stuff you wear with it?”

They were all quite animated now, bending over the newspaper, their indignation apparently evaporated. “Here it is,” said Edward Evenshade. “The best things seem to be a smooth printed Shantung or a pink organdie, with pastels as a distinct feature.”

“I wonder how those would look?” said the vice-president.

“What is organdie, anyway?” asked the general manager.

“I don’t know,” said the third director, “but let’s send out and get some.” He rang the bell. “Young man,” he said, “kindly go down the street and get some Shantung and organdie.”

“Yes, sir,” said the young man, “already mixed or in two bottles?”

“No, no, it’s a fabric. Get — oh, get about ten pounds of each.”

“And while you’re there, ask them if they have any skunk fur and a case of cartridges.”

“Directly, sir,” said the young man.

“You know,” said the vice-president, stepping over to the large mirror at one side of the room and trimming his coat tight in to his waist, “I’ve often thought that in a way our clothes are all wrong. You take that line now — there — see what I mean, John—”

“I know,” said the general manager, “or even drawn in a little more smartly — allow me — so, like that, eh?”

“You’re right,” said the vice-president. “I see how it means. The paper says, doesn’t it, that the general effect aimed at is that of an Egyptian silhouette? Something like this, eh?”

 

Edward realized that it was no use for him to try to do business with his fellow directors in their present preoccupation. He left, promising to come back later in the day. They were so absorbed that they hardly saw him go.

From the bank, as his business of the day demanded, Evenshade went to the office of the president of one of the great railways.

“Can I see the president?” he asked of the secretary in the outer office. The president and Edward Evenshade were old personal friends, and Edward was never denied an access to the private office of the magnate.

“I’m afraid not,” said the young man.

“Is he busy with a conference?”

“No,” said the secretary somewhat reluctantly, “not exactly that. His milliner is with him.”

“His milliner?” said Edward.

“Yes. To tell the truth, it arose out of something in the morning’s paper about the new change in the waistline — wait a minute — I have it here— ‘It is generally understood in Paris that the contemplated revolution in the waistline will react at once upon the hat. It is claimed that hats will be drawn lower in the brim than ever and set a little sideways with a suggestion of espièglerie, or even diablerie calculated to intrigue.’ Yes, that was it; he was talking about it with the traffic manager and they sent out for some. I think they’re trying them on.”

“Perhaps I might wait,” said Edward.

“I hardly think so,” said the secretary, “they’ve been half an hour already.”

At this moment a smart-looking messenger boy burst his way in. He had in each hand a huge round cardboard hat-box. “Hats for the president,” he said. “I don’t think—” began the secretary. “It’s all right,” said the boy. “He telephoned for them.”

 

Edward realized that the ominous news from Paris had utterly upset the commercial world for the day. It was impossible to transact business in an atmosphere so tense with apprehension.

In fact, for the rest of the day he made no attempt to carry on the usual work of the office, merely sitting with Undertone discussing the outlook for a modified waistline and exchanging with his friends, over the telephone, comments on the extent to which a man might hold out against the decree.

It was a great relief to Edward when the wearisome business day was at last over, and he was able to set his face homewards. The pleasure was all the greater in that Edward had before him the anticipation of a dinner party which would at any rate give him a chance to wear some of his pretty things so soon to be discarded at the inexorable bidding of fashion.

 

That evening at about seven o’clock Edward Evenshade was seated on a low stool in front of a long mirror, engaged in dressing for dinner. Several new people were expected and naturally Edward wished to look his best.

But a choice is difficult. The litter of frills and laces on the floor beside him showed the vacillation of his mind. He had already almost decided on an evening dress shirt of soft white foulard with ruchings up to the throat, when he rejected it in favour of a dainty clinging slip-over of passementerie worn over a low brasserie. Then again he wondered whether burnt umber was really his colour. He picked up the dainty little dinner jacket and turned it in his hands. It was sweet, there was no doubt of it. On the other hand, not everybody can wear burnt umber. Would he look better in terra cotta or potash? But then again, the evening candle light at dinner is not like sunlight. But if he didn’t wear the burnt umber then a jacket with a higher collar would mean doing his hair all over again, or at least clipping it close round his ears. Or would that show the shape of his head too much? He knew that the shape of his head, though he hated to admit it, was not his best point. It was shaped too much like a nut.

So sat Edward Evenshade in perplexity till the slamming of the front door and the sound of hurried steps on the stairs told him that Clara had come home.

“I’m late as hell, Eddie!” she called from the landing, “but it will be all right. I’ve still time to chuck on my clothes for dinner.”

“No, come in here,” called Edward from his dressing-room. “I want you to help me pick something to wear.”

Clara strode into Edward’s dressing-room.

“Why, Eddie,” she exclaimed, “you’re only half ready.”

“I know, Clara. I just couldn’t decide about the colours. Look! how do you like that?”

As he spoke, Edward held the little burnt umber dinner jacket up against his cheeks.

“Why, you look perfectly sweet,” Clara said.

“No, but is the colour too strong for me?”

“I don’t think so, dear, not in evening light. But if you think it is, why not put on something else? But I must skip. I’ve simply got to get ready. They’ll be here in ten minutes.”

“No, it’s all right. They’re invited for eight; there’s lots of time. Before you go, what about money for Bridge tonight? Have you got any, or do you want any? And where do we stand today? You know, Clara, if we don’t do up accounts each night it gets so complicated, doesn’t it?”

“I know, Eddie,” answered Clara, “but I write it down always. I’ve got it here in my little book. Yes, here it is. You paid me up to the day before yesterday, Tuesday — No, I’m wrong, we were square till last night. There’s only today.”

“All right, what are the items?”

Edward and Clara, like all other reasonable husbands and wives in Utopia, knew nothing of that economic dependence of the wife upon the husband which is the blot of our present situation. Although, in their case, Edward was the outside breadwinner and Clara lived at home, it was recognized that her functions in life and her work were just as much an economic contribution to their welfare as the money which Edward earned in his office. Their accounts were kept in accordance with this principle.

“What are the items?” asked Edward.

“Well,” said Clara, “first, I took baby out of his cradle and washed him — two dollars is right, isn’t it?”

“Quite right,” said Edward. “If you sent him to the laundry they’d charge that.”

“Then I rocked his cradle for an hour—”

“Two dollars,” said Edward.

“But I sang to him,” said Clara.

Edward looked doubtful. “I don’t think that’s extra,” he said.

“All right, Eddie,” said Clara good-naturedly, “let it go at that. Here are the other things, at the rates we’ve generally set for them—”

“Ordering the food over the telephone, fifty cents.”

“Right!”

“Directions to maid about how not to cook the food for the dinner party, fifty cents.”

“Right!”

“Having lunch with your mother at her house, five dollars.”

“I suppose so,” said Edward.

“Visit from the Reverend Canon Jaw and refusing a subscription to build a new chancel. What’s that worth, Eddie, be fair? That saved a lot of money. And think of it! he was here an hour.”

“I admit,” said Edward, “that’s tough; go on though, and we’ll lump it together. What else?”

“Well, really nothing much,” said Clara, looking at her notes. “Taking baby up, putting baby down, singing to baby, talking to Mrs. Woundup over the ‘phone — but let that go. And then I went to golf at four and I’m just back.”

“Well, call it for the whole of it, fifteen dollars, will that be all right?”

“Oh, quite right, Eddie, perfectly fair.”

“As a matter of fact,” said Edward, as he felt in his pocket for the money, “it’s more than I made myself today downtown. Hardly any of us did much.”

“Why?” asked Clara.

“Oh, this blasted news from Paris.”

“I didn’t see it. What news? Is it another market smash?”

“No, no, not that. This infernal fall of the waistline to the hips. But I suppose if we’ve got to do it, we must make up our minds to it like men. But skip, Clara, and get ready.”

“Give me a kiss first,” said Clara.

“Who pays?” asked Eddie.

“Fifty-fifty,” she said.

FINIS


Hellements of Hickonomics in Hiccoughs of Verse Done in Our Social Planning Mill
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LECTURING THE OTHER day before a brilliant galaxy of young men and women, known, in the college where they belong, as Economics Three, there occurred to me, and I used, the metaphor of a social reformer sitting as a raven on the window-sill and croaking “Social Plan.” Economics Three woke up and laughed. This gave me the idea that it might be of great service if economic problems could be discussed in the form of the literature of the imagination. This would help to remove the argument from the angers and the bitterness that so often surround it. If we cannot discuss it like gentlemen, let us at least discuss it like idiots. Having got the idea, all I had to do was to write this book.

Of the economic basis of this book I would like to say this. Forty years of hard work on economics has pretty well removed all the ideas I ever had about it. I think the whole science is a wreck and has got to be built up again. For our social problems there is about as much light to be found in the older economics as from a glowworm. Only one or two things seem to me clear. Cast-iron communism is nothing but a penitentiary. Sooner or later either it is doomed or man is doomed. I believe that the only possible basis for organized society is that of every man for himself, — for himself and those near and dear to him. But on this basis there must be put in operation a much more efficient and much more just social mechanism. We need not a new game but a new set of rules. There must be bread and work for all; and that ought to mean mighty little work and lots of bread.

I would like to say a word or two about some of the theories with which these verses deal. The theory of Malthus was triumphant for a hundred years. It was regarded as a melancholy truth, but as none the less true. The great American economist, Francis Walker, spoke of argument directed at it as being only the “headless arrows of beginners.” But from the first I shot my headless arrows at it, unheeded. All that is true about the Malthus stuff is that if people multiply fast enough and long enough presently there won’t be standing room. But it is no explanation of the industrial poverty, the starvation and the slum of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. The great collapse of the last five years has proved this to everybody.

Poverty, unemployment and disaster have overwhelmed alike the city and the solitude: the world is starving in the midst of plenty: numbers have nothing to do with it. There is no population problem for humanity at large: only for the single family, that cannot place its offspring: and that problem belongs not under “numbers-and-subsistence,” but under social organization.

In regard to Malthus himself, I have permitted myself, in the interests of art, to clothe him with an imaginary character and appearance to suit his doctrine. It is true that Malthus, who was an ordained clergyman but lectured for the East India Company at their college at Haileybury, had a hare lip and was more or less unintelligible to his hearers. This, however, is hardly a disadvantage for a professor of political economy. But there is no reason to imagine that the reverend gentleman was cadaverous or doleful, or averse to the joys of matrimony. He married at twenty-nine and had a nurseryful of children. But Art is higher than literal truth.

With regard to banking, I am aware that certain wicked persons have lately widely said that a bank is bunk; that a banker usurps what ought to be a social privilege in that he sits down and “makes money” with a pen and ink. This is not so. A great many of the forms that a banker uses have to be printed. And anyway, even if it is true that he can make money for other people by sitting down and writing “loan” with his left hand and “deposit” with his right, he can’t do that for himself. All he can get out of it is the interest that other people pay him for the “loan-and-deposit” stuff. In return he performs the social service of helping to shift the world’s production from one channel to another. Looked at that way I don’t think he’s any crookeder than the rest of us. I’ve known several bankers. They seemed all right.

I am not saying that there is nothing wrong with the present conditions under which banks work, and with the present privileges which they enjoy. They need further social regulation and control, just as all other branches of industrial and financial activity need it. That is part of the new world in which we live. Forms of legislative control and grants of legislative privilege that worked well enough in the simpler environment of three generations ago do not work so well now. But the banker only shares this environment with the rest of us. There is no more reason to “abolish” the banker than there is to abolish the butcher and the baker: as much, as little. If we abolish them, then their place is taken by the officials of a communistic state, — appointed, in the pure wind of theory, by the honest and enlightened vote of their free fellow-citizens but appointed in reality on a basis of favoritism, intrigue, fear and tyranny of which one shudders to think.

If one wishes to appreciate a banker better, one has only to think of a state bank, run by and for the people, handing out free loans like free lunches. This is the picture that I have tried to portray in the person of Comrade Ilyitch the Commissar. I try to mean by him all that is good and bad in Bolshevism, its fierce elemental energy, its rootage in bye-gone tyranny, and its inevitable end.

I linger with interest on what is to me the pathetic but attractive figure of Happy Jim the Consumer. I see him, dancing in his rags, a poor scarecrow in the wind, but carrying down with him in history all the lost glory of Manchester School. Who pays any attention to Jimmy now? We call a commission on a tariff, and listen to what is called “evidence” from manufacturers: we hear from bankers on banking, and from burglars on burglary. Who listens to poor Happy Jim? If he came to the door in his rags, with his tambourine and his John Stuart Mill would they let him in? Suppose they did and Jimmy the Consumer read out a piece of John Stuart Mill, how they would laugh?

I do not mean by this to deny the need and the expediency of tariff protection. We are not yet ready for the Kingdom of Heaven of Universal Free Trade. In our present world it would tend to force down the wages of all nations to the wages of the lowest. Not until the sunken areas are leveled up can we have a uniform world. But it seems to me that in the post-war period we have gone tariff-mad. The “nationalism” of the unhappy Versailles Treaty has acted as a virus in the veins of humanity. It has put us back, centuries back, into the poisonous attitude of regarding other nations’ ruin as our own welfare, and other nations’ welfare as our ruin. We are back again to the insular insanity of Rule Britannia, exulting in the fact that other nations “shall one by one to tyrants fall.” We have forgotten David Hume’s noble sentiment in which even as a citizen of Great Britain he “prayed for the flourishing commerce of France.” It may, therefore, do no harm to recall the “welfare economics” of the consumer and to tolerate for a moment the salvation songs of my Happy Jim. No manufacturer need fear that the tariff is going to vanish overnight.

The wind-swept picture of the Western farmer is one I have loved to present. It is meant to express, and I hope it does, something of the age-long fascination of the land, and the magic of its ownership. I for one cannot bear to think that the old independent farming is to go: that the breezy call of incense breathing morn is to be replaced by the time-clock of a regimented, socialized, super-mechanized land-factory We must keep the farmers. If they cannot regulate the “how-much” of their production, let them, as they used to, raise all they damn can, and then fire it round anywhere, — pelt one another with new-mown hay and sugar beets. But don’t let’s lose them.

And with that, I put this book as the politicians say, “in the hands of my friends.” At least they will find no ill-nature in it.

3869 Cote des Neiges Road, Montreal April Fool’s Day, 1936 — STEPHEN LEACOCK

 

 

 

[image: img56.jpg]


THE SOCIAL PLAN
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I KNOW a very tiresome Man
Who keeps on saying, “Social Plan.”
At every Dinner, every Talk Where
Men foregather, eat or walk,
No matter where, — this Awful Man
Brings on his goddam Social Plan.

The Fall in Wheat, the Rise in Bread,
The social Breakers dead ahead,
The Economic Paradox
That drives the Nation on the rocks,
The Wheels that false Abundance clogs — 
And frightens us from raising Hogs, — 
This dreary field, the Gloomy Man
Surveys and hiccoughs, Social Plan.

Till simplier Men begin to find
His croaking aggravates their mind,
And makes them anxious to avoid
All mention of the Unemployed,
And leads them even to abhor
The People called Deserving Poor.
For me, my sympathies now pass
To the poor Plutocratic Class.
The Crowd that now appeals to me
Is what he calls the Bourgeoisie.

So I have got a Social Plan
To take him by the Neck,
And lock him in a Luggage van
And tie on it a check,
Marked MOSCOW VIA TURKESTAN,
Now, how’s that for a Social Plan?


DEAD CERTAINTY
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THE HICKONOMICS OF Insurance 

This is a Study in the Wonders of Insurance familiar to any one who has ever been cast for the character called a Prospect; and a presentation of the Social Blessing of Salesmanship.
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THERE entered an Insurance Man, He looked me in the Eye
And he pointed with his Finger and he said, “Suppose you die?”
I should have answered him, “Hi! Hi! Suppose that it were you!”
But couldn’t find a thing to say or think a Thing to do, — 
I merely answered, “Must I die?” He said, “It has to be,”

And then he took a little Book and laid it on his Knee.
“Suppose,” he said, “a Railway Train should spread you out all flat.”
I answered, with a certain Pain, “I never thought of that.”
“Suppose,” he said, “a Motor Truck, — 
We’re picturing the worst of Luck, — 
One afternoon should run amuck
When you are coming by—”
“The Fault,” I cried, “would all be mine!
Give me the little Book to sign.”
He pointed to the dotted Line
“Thank God, I’m saved!” said I.
He drew a deeper, quiet Breath,
“Let’s talk no more,” he said, “of Death.
Dismiss the Thought of Death, I beg,
But how about a broken Leg?
Or shall we say, a Thigh?
Suppose you get a nasty Fall,
A broken Wrist perhaps is all,
The Cost is relatively small, — 
But should you pay it, — why?
And quite apart from City Streets
What wretched Accidents one meets!
What awful Risks one takes!
I do not wish to raise Alarm,
To needlessly suggest a Harm, — 
You say you have a Summer Farm,
Now, have you thought of snakes?
Come! give us your unbounded Trust!
If you get physically bust,
As very probably you must,
We take the Loss: it’s only just.”
I turned to the warm-hearted Man,
“Save me,” I said, “while still you can.”

* * * * *

My visitor now settled back in more decided Ease, “And now,” he said, “let’s have a talk on lingering Disease, Shall we, — it’s friendlier by far, — discuss it over a Cigar?
Try one of these.
You’d be surprised,” he said, “the Things our Medical Department brings,
A Case that’s often seen by us, is loss of the Aesophagus,
A wretched Business, which I am convinced affects the Diaphragm
Set’s up a sort of Wheeze,
Coagulates and clots the Blood
And turns the Ductless Gland to Mud.

I merely mention it to you,
Because you seem to show a few
Odd Symptoms such as these.
We had a striking Case last week,
A Mr. Omega, a Greek,
The poor young man could hardly speak
He’d lost his Mesencephalon, — 
A thing the Greeks are death upon,
His Omphalos had slowly filled, — 
A man of just about your Build.”
I gave him one appealing look
“The Book,” I said, “I’ll sign the Book,”

And murmured as I signed, “Too bad!
Somehow the whole Thing makes me sad.”
“To bad! my dear Sir, not a bit!
The Luck our clients often hit
At times miraculous to reckon,
Take this, — A Scotchman called McMechan — 
From Aberdeen perhaps you’d guess,
 — no further still, from Inverness, — 

Walked in, insured, and said Goodbye,
Slipped on the steps and broke his thigh, — 
We paid: Our moral Standard’s high.
Later, — too late for any good — 
We found the leg he broke was Wood.”
I shook my head, “I didn’t mean,
‘Too Bad,’ in just that way,
I only meant is saddened me, the kind of Things you say
The Illness and the Accidents as every Day goes by,
With only one dead Certainty, our Certainty to die.”
“Die!” he exclaimed, “My dear good Man!
You don’t know our Endowment Plan,”
His Fingers down the Column ran,
“The Benefits we give.
I’ll reckon it at sixty-eight
And make it fifty thousand straight.
Now then, — suppose you live!
You’ve all your Premiums paid and thus,
From that Day on, you live on us.
A Man can have a lot of Fun
After his working Life is done.
We have a client, — eighty-two, — 
Goes out with Girls, drinks, takes a chew, — 
In fact, I hear it’s his intent
To join a Nudist Settlement.”

I felt myself convulsed with Joy,
“And can I live till then, Oh Boy!”
“Till sixty-nine” he cried, “Sure Mike,
I’ll make it eighty if you like.”
Excited now and all alive,
I shouted, “Make it eighty-five!”
“Ninety,” he said, “No! Ninety-one!”
I called delirious with Fun.
“One hundred! Going, Going, Done!”

Sobbing I fell upon his Neck, “And now,” he said, “You sign a Check.”

The rest was easier and drier, we put a little Touch on Fire And then a reasonable Sum for Burglars, — let the Fellows come — 

For Arson, Bigamy, and Theft Till not a single Thing was left.

Since then I walk the Street erect, of every Fear bereft, If Death is with me on the right, Endowment’s on the left.

A motor Truck I never duck;
The thing could only bring me Luck,
I do not fear a car.
I laugh at Germs, despise Disease.
I eat and drink just as I please,
And smoke in my hilarious Ease
A fifty cent Cigar, — 
Danger for me completely floored
Because I’m thoroughly insured.

And now perhaps I may explain the economic Bearing, For Facts without a Theory are wearisome and wearing. I want to give the World a Tip, — I owe all this to Salesmanship.

There is a spiteful School of Thought
That does not judge it as it ought
And says for everything that’s bought
The cost of Sale is half,
But this no longer makes me mad
If anything it makes me glad,
In fact, I only laugh,
I ask, — if I’m inclined to doubt it
Where would I be right now without it?
Extinct, or crumbling with Disease
Like Thanatopsis of the Knees.
Earning our Money doesn’t end it,
We need the Salesman’s help to spend it
Fair and above board, nothing shifty
We split it with him, fifty-fifty.

* * * * * *

So anytime I chance to meet my Benefactor on the Street, We stop and have a Chat,
On Group Insurance and Tontine,
And why a Rate based on a Mean
Is better than a flat.
I sometimes take him out to Tea, and he explains it all to me.

* * * * * *

I dropped in there the other Day
And found that he had gone away;
In fact, a thing I hate to say — 
They told me he was dead.
His Death they said, was much deplored.
I ventured an Enquiry toward
A courteous Member of the Board, — 
“No doubt he’s thoroughly insured,”

“He carried none,” he said.


THE RANCHMAN’S REVERIE
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THE HICKONOMICS OF Planned Production 

This is a study of the newer and higher Agriculture.
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THE Farmer is a broad, substantial Man, heavy and slow with Pride

Of Economic Status.
Westward he lives, towards the Great Divide,
Wherever that is, — 
Out near the Platte
He’s at,
And from his Porch he sees his Herd each Day
In Hairy Undulation far away.
His work is never done,
Not even with the Sun,
Because it’s not begun.
He hasn’t got to;
We pay him not to.
Knee-deep in Fragrant Deficit,
His kine
Are yours and Mine.
See where he sits in his cane-bottomed
Chair, broad-based in Thought, full-beamed in Reverie.
Wide and complacent is his
Face and, so it ought to ever be.
The Pain, the Effort from the Face is gone,
The furrowed Brow is wrinkled not with Care,
It may have been a little time ago, but now
It’s Hair.

And whiles he walks o’er his broad Acres, lazy,
Dreaming, why not? He’s nothing else to do.
And whiles he drops a tear on some wee Daisy,
Seeming to lift his Shoe.
He will not plough thee under, little Flower,
Not such as thou.
He has not met thee in an evil Hour, — 
He doesn’t plough.
Bloom on, ye Flowers of the Savannahs, do not fear to bloom,
For Man towards your Bowers has changed his Manners: there’s lots of room.
Gone from the field is the commerical Hoe Crop: it’s left for you,
Of the vain-glorious Wheat there now is no crop: it’s up the Flue,
Under the Western Sun the Harrows Corrode to Dust.
The Sucker on the Field Pump slowly narrows Until it’s bust.
Well may the Western Farmer say, Gone are the Pumps of yesterday.

Thus once again the Prairie turns to Meadow,
And on its Sod
Unvexed by Man, in Wind and Sun and Shadow,
The Blossoms nod.
The Land Man will not fructify lies fallow,
Goes back to God.

Over the wide Savannahs all the bees are humming,
And by-the-bye we pay him by the Bee, — 
And musing as he walks what thoughts are coming
And what may be the Ranchman’s Reverie?

He’s thinking with a vague sense of Alarm,
How different it was on Father’s Farm.

The Homestead Farm, way back upon the Wabash,
Or on the Yockikenny,
Or somewhere up near Albany, — the Charm
Was not confined to one, for there were many.

There when the earliest Streak of Sunrise ran,
The Farmer dragged the Horses from their
Dream With “Get up, Daisy” and “Gol darn yer, Fan,”

Had scarcely snapped the Tugs and Britching than The furious Hayrack roared behind the team.
All day the Hay
Was drawn that way
Hurled in the Mow
Up high, — and how!
Till when the ending
Twilight came, the loaded Wain
With its last, greatest Load turned Home again.
The Picture of it rises to his Eye
Sitting beside his Father, near the
Sky.

* * * * *

Down on the Heat of Harvest beat the Sun,
The Reaper clicked until the Day was done, — 
Four Men to bind the Corners, one by one,
He sees himself, a little Elf In a blue Smock,
Bearing a Wheat-sheaf, bigger than himself
To make a Shock.

Winter stopped not the Work; it never could.
Behold the Furious Farmer splitting Wood.
The groaning Hemlock creaks at every Blow
“Hit her again, Dad, she’s just got to go.”
And up he picks The Hemlock sticks Out of the snow.

And yet not all was Toil, oh, no siree,
You mind the Dancing at the Paring Bee?
O, Hear the Fiddlers, Boys! oh, listen, say!
Hear the two Fiddlers tuning up their A!
What toneless Radio can make you feel
The old-time joy of the Virginia Reel, — 
When in and out the dancers go
With “for’d and Back” and uDo-ce-do,”

And the Fiddlers say that we never should
Play with the gypsies in the wood.
“Set your Banners.”
“Swing again,”

“All get ready for the last grand Chain.”
For — it’s O-Dear-what-Can-the-matter-be-
Johnny’s-so-long-at-the-Fair.

* * * * *

Upon his dreaming Ear the Accents die,
The Farmer groans: he looks up to the Sky
To where the Prairie Hawk is poised on high
As motionless as he, — 
All Nature idle, Wind and Flowers asleep
What can the matter be?
The shy Coyotes from their Burrows peep,
In their dumb Sympathy beside him creep,
And rub against his Knee.
The Farmer stands in Thought: lifts his clenched
Hand And flings it in a Gesture of Command “This must not be.”
“This shall not be.” He calls, the Heavens repeat it;
It echoes wide. All the Coyotes “beat it.”

“No dole! No quota! Give me back my Fork.
You hear me, you, who took away my work,
I want it now.
Give me my Plough My ‘Whoa! there, Dan, and Gee up, Fan,’

I want, I want to be a Man.”
And even as he lifts his Voice to speak
A stronger, cooler Wind strikes on his Cheek.
Such winds as reach the Prairie, so they say,
When Storms are on the Ocean far away — 
With Ozone from the Ozarks, while the roll
Of dull, far-distant Thunder soothes his Soul
As if, the Moment that he ceased to brood,
Something in Nature answered to his mood,
And cast its Idleness aside to pass
An angry Hand across the Prairie Grass,
To toss the stricken Flowers and far on high
Gather the Tempest in the darkening Sky.
Fierce and impulsive in the western
Wind That gives its Temper to the Western Mind;
Sudden and swift, no warning of Alarm
Sudden and swift, thus comes the Western Storm.

* * * * *

The Farmer turns to make for Home again
About him gather now the Wind, the Rain
Falling in slanting Sheets that tear the Soil, — 
What once were Rivulets as Rivers boil,
And the dry Land, on which the Farmer stood,
Turns into yellow Foam and moving Mud.
In growing Darkness for his Path he gropes
And stands, like Ajax, in the Lightning strokes,
Scarce can the Farmer tell where he is at
It all seems River, — well, you know the Platte.
But not the flashing Storm, the foaming
Flood Abate his angry rage, his heated blood;
His hands are clenched, he murmurs
“I’ll begin For Man or Nature, Idleness is sin.”...
With Hands tight clenched, “I mean it, yes, I will.”
And then the Lightning got him. He lay still.
They found him in the Morning, laid out flat
Among the broken flowers beside the Platte.
The Waters gone, all Nature calm again,
The Prairie Hawk still watching o’er the plain.
“Old Bill,” they said, “got kind o’ lazy too.”
They looked at the clenched hands,
But never knew.


HAPPY JIM, THE CONSUMER
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IN MY HOME Town, when the autumn evenings close in, the Salvation Army, round a naphtha lamp in the street, lift up the confession of their sins. On such occasions queer local characters, broken by fate, such as the Happy Jim of the poem which follows, leap and dance in a sort of religious ecstasy. The “Happy Jim” of Economics, rejoicing in his own suffering, is the consumer. I am, and have been, a Protectionist. I was brought up to understand that a free-trader wasn’t quite a gentleman. In spite of this, I think that in our unhappy world the tariff business has been overdone and threatens to drive us crazy HAPPY, Happy, Happy Jim 

With his Tambourine and its Rattling Rim 

What’s the Matter, the Matter with him?

Jimmy, the Consumer.
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Happy Jim with his foolish Face,
But all lit up with Heaven’s Grace
By a naphtha Lamp in the Market Place, — 
Crazy, that’s the Rumor!
Very often a Passer-by
Asks, “Who’s the queer half clerical Guy?”
And the raggedy Boys around him cry
“He’s Jimmy the Consumer.”
Happy, Happy, Happy Jim,-
Look now, he’s going to start a Hymn,
Just wait, keep still,
He thinks it’s a Prayer Book he’s got in his Hand,
It isn’t really, you understand,
It’s a tattered Text Book, at second hand
By Mill, Stuart Mill.
[JIMMY SINGS]

Now join and sing the Words of Mill,
The Words of Stuart Mill,
And if you have a Soul to save,
Then he can save it still.
For read with me in Mill’s Book Three,
Admittedly his best,
And what says Mill? All Saving will
Result in Interest.

Result in Nit — Result in Nit, — Result in Interest.

This is his Fundamental Proposition number One;
O! Do not stop to look on Top
Till Fundaments are done.
For what says Mill? The Bottom will
Support the whole Extent
Of Proofs that go to help him show,
To show his Fundament.
To show his Fun, to show his Fun, to show his
Fundament.
Now these are just the Elements,
The Elements of Mill,
And in Book Four are things in store
More Complicated still,
These are just El, — These are just El, — just
Elements at will.
So join and yell, and yell like Hell, the Elements of Mill.

How old would Jimmy be, anyway?
Why that would be very hard to say;
From his face you couldn’t tell.
He talks of Ricardo and Adam Smith
And Macaulay and Bright and Cobden as if
He knew the whole of them well.

“Why don’t they send him Home and to Bed?”
He has no Home and he sleeps in a Shed,
And all that was Home for Jimmy lies dead
In the grave yard under the Hill.

Jimmy went crazy with taxes and debt
Long years ago and he’s crazy yet.
Look as he lifts his Hands in the Air
Where under his Sleeves his Arms are bare,
Shrunken and grey with dirt;
Look at his pitiful Overcoat,
Pinned and fastened about his Throat,
Jimmy has got no Shirt.

They taxed it off him, Shred by Shred,
Taxed it down to the latest Thread
To the very, very end.
Each time that Industry needed a Spurt
They tore off a Section of Jimmy’s Shirt
For a textile Dividend.

They taxed his Boots, they taxed his Coat,
They snatched the Muffler from off his Throat,
They smashed his Hat.
Like an old time Martyr dragged through the Town,
Beaten and buffeted, hounded down, — 
He was like that.

You see for yourself the State he’s in;
He’s crazy: he thinks he’s rebuked for Sin;
He shouts with a Martyr’s ecstatic Pain,
“Tax me again, Lord, tax me again.”

“Lord, I was sinful: I’m sinful still.
I wouldn’t listen to John Stuart Mill.
Tax me some more!
Open my Eyes, Lord, and let me see
All Taxes finally rest on me!
Mill is quite sure.
O! Lord, I hadn’t read Seligman
Forgive me, Lord, I will if I can,
But in thee, O Lord, I will put my trust,
All Incidence falls on me, as it must Hit me again,
Amen.”

He leaps in the Air as he ends his Prayer
And he smashes his Tambourine,
Leaps and dashes And yells and smashes
And in between the Music crashes
And the raggedy Urchins scream.

Come, come away; it’s too sad to stay
But we must do something for Jimmy some Day.
But what can we do? Every Government plan
Finds Jimmy a quite superfluous man.

Thus it happens that every now and then
The Government send to our Town some Men
To stay at the best Hotel,
To hold a “Hearing” with Ink and Pen
And to gather up Evidence why and when
The Nation is going to Hell;
And they listen to all the World but Jim;
But why should ever they think of him?
What Government ever went looking for
Light By a naphtha Lamp in the Street at Night?

But the Bankers come in two by two,
The Embezzlers three by three,
And the Plutocrat with the silken Hat,
And the Motor Promoter all Oil and Fat,
And here comes Linoleum over the Mat,
Now what shall the Tariff be?

Here come Men with abdominal
Paunches phenomenal,
Holding companies, Gee!
And Iron and Steel walk Heel to Heel,
Heavy and hard and short of Breath,
Twin cousins of War and Allies of Death.

And they show their Figures of Cost and Price
Their Figures of Price and Cost,
The Ledgers that show what a terrible Slice
Their public Spirit has lost.
And a Textile Company sobs aloud
Too feeble almost to knit,
And a Paper Man falls down in the Crowd
And is carried out in a Fit.
And Carpets and Linoleum
Moan and there’s no consolin”em,
Till a Manufacturer makes Grand Slam

With a paid Economist’s Diagram, — 
And up goes the Tariff, — that’s it.

Then the Industries come out one by one,
And the Bankers two by two,
But alas for you, poor Jim, my son,
This is never the place for you.
For what would you do but babble and rave — 
(An Ophelia with Flowers from Cobden’s grave) — 
Of Nations and brotherly Love,
Of the Ties that bind and join Mankind
In a world-wide trade where the World may find
The Blessings that fall from Above, — 
You’re mistaking a Tract For a Tariff Act.
Go back to your Lamp and your street, Poor Jim,
Go dance in your naphtha Flame,
Sing your Universal Brotherhood Hymn
With your raggedy Boys and your Shame.

So a while ago, some of us, knowing Jim
Felt the Time had come to look after him.
We got him admitted, with perfect Good Will,
To the Big, Big House just over the Hill
Where the Bug-House People lie.
The wind-swept House, all Gardens and Flowers
With zig-zag Flower-beds red with Flowers,
And with crooked Paths for the idle Hours
Of the People who cannot die.
For the People far better dead, Ah me,
Till God had laid His Hand on their Head
And set them fancy-free.

And they talk and laugh,
On the crooked Path,
In the zig-zag Allée of Flowers,
No Rhyme, no Reason,
No Time, no Season,
To vex the Flight of the Hours,
In a world all bright as Bubbles of Soap,
And smashed to a coloured Kaleidoscope,
All meaningless and absurd,
With splinters of sunlight off the Trees,
And flickered Shadow that jumps and flees
As fast as a Humming Bird, — 
Where the Mind that has cast the Burden of Sense
Recovers its first Inconsequence.

But Jimmy, of course, knows nothing of that,
Oh nothing, nothing at all.
He thinks it’s a sort of College he’s at;
He calls it Consumer’s Hall.
And fancies that every Guest on the List
Is some bye-gone famous Economist.
So there sits Jimmy as proud as Punch
With the Bug-House People seated at lunch.
“Good-morning, Bentham,”
“How are you, Mill?”
“Where’s Macaulay, boys? Is he writing still?”
“Ricardo, I want you to meet Lord Brougham,”

“Sit right here, Rousseau, next David Hume.”

As proud and as pleased as Punch is Jim
And the Bug-House People are proud of him.
For with Bug-House People everything goes,
They live in a make-believe World, God knows,
Where each Man sees what he wishes to see
God touched their Heads and he made them free.


OH! MR. MALTHUS!
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THE HICKONOMICS OF Hearth and Heart 

The Reverend Thos. Robert Malthus, a clergyman of the Church of England and a professor of Political Economy, in his famous Essay on Population of 1798, taught the doctrine that the numbers of mankind are always pressing on the means of subsistence. This easy theory explained poverty and want in the comfortable terms of inevitable economic law. The complacent rich could shake their heads at the improvident poor. The doctrine darkened human life for over a hundred years. Only the oncoming of the age of abundance shows that the source of poverty is elsewhere. Our food increases faster than we do. Wordsworth’s We Are Seven, with its comforting explanation of the death of cottage children, appeared in the same year as the Essay.
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MOTHER, Mother, here comes Malthus,
Mother, hold me tight!
Look! It’s Mr. Malthus, Mother!
Hide me out of sight.”

This was the cry of little Jane
In bed she moaning lay,
Delirious with Stomach Pain,
That would not go away.
All because her small Existence
Over-pressed upon Subsistence;
Human Numbers didn’t need her;
Human Effort couldn’t feed her.
Little Janie didn’t know The Geometric Ratio.
Poor Wee Janie had never done
Course Economics No. I;
Never reached in Education
Theories of Population, — 
Theories which tend to show
Just how far our Food will go,
Mathematically found
Just enough to go around.
This, my little Jane, is why
Pauper Children have to die.
Pauper Children underfed
Die delirious in Bed;
Thus at Malthus’s Command
Match Supply with true Demand.
Jane who should have gently died
Started up and wildly cried, — 

“Look, mother, look, he’s there again
I see him at the Window Pane,
Father, — don’t let him, — he’s behind
That shadow on the window blind,”
In vain the anxious parents soothe, — 
What can avail their useless Love?”
Darling, lie down again; don’t mind;
Branches are moving in the Wind.”
With panting Breath, with Eyes that stare,
Again she cries, “He’s there, he’s there!”
The frightened Parents look, aghast,
Is it that something really passed?
What is it that they seem to scan,
Ghost or Abstraction, Dream or Man? — 
That long drawn Face, the cloven Lip,
The crooked Fingers all a-grip,
The sunken Face, cadaverous,
The dress, Ah, God deliver us!
What awful Sacrilege is that?
The Choker and the Shovel Hat,
The Costume black and sinister,
The dress of God’s own Minister!
What fiend could ever urge a Man
To personate a Clergyman!
The Father strides with angry fist
“Out, out! you damned Economist!”
His wife restrains his threatening Paw, — 
“William, it’s economic Law!”
She shrieks,  “Oh William! don’t you know
The Geometric Ratio? — 
William, God means it for the best
Our Darling’s taken! we’ve transgressed—”
And crying, “Two times two makes four,”

She crashes swooning to the Floor.
And when her Senses come again
Janie had passed from mortal Pain
And scowling Malthus had moved on
Murm’ring, “That’s one more Infant gone,”

To other Windows, one by one; — 
Later he came and took their Son.
With Jane and John gone, out of seven,
They kept at five and just broke even.
“Mary,” the chastened Father said,
“I feel God’s wisdom; two are dead
The world has only food for five,
Quintuplets are the thing that thrive.”
She sobbed,  “We’ll do it if we can!
But, oh that awful Malthus Man.”

Such is the tale, we have it straight from Wordsworth’s pious Pen He happened to be out, not late, just after sunset, when He met a little cottage Girl, she was eight years old, (she said), Her Hair was thick, he saw, with Curls that clustered on her Head; And he recalls in pious Verse the Interview she gave While sitting eating Porridge on her Sister Janie’s Grave, Reciting with her Baby Voice and placid Infant’s Breath The orthodox complacent Thought on pauper Children’s death; And thus the plump and happy Child, her Belly full of food, Drowsy with Sunset Porridge smiled, — the World was pretty good.

With her little Belly fully
Satisfied, her Mind got woolly;
She was just like all the rest
Couldn’t stand an acid Test,
Took her thoughts too near the Place
Where Digestion had its Base.
What the Child mistook for Knowledge
Just fresh air and lots of Porridge, — 

Here is where Biology Moves into Ontology.

But Willie, Willie Wordsworth, if again you walk the Street Just meet a little College Girl, and get the thing complete. You’ll find her just as charming as a Child upon a Grave, And her Hair in Curl is permanent with what she calls a Wave.
She needs no babbling Innocence, no baby Words to show, The danger spots of little Tots in moving Ratio.
That population is a Thing that all the world must shun, She’ll show you as a Theorem in Economics One, — 
At least until four years ago, when all the World went crack And all the world got overfed, and all the World got slack.
And by the Bump we call the Slump, Production’s Force was torn
And Coffee Beans went up in Flames beside ungathered Corn
And Melons floated out to Sea and Hogs were left unborn,
And Beer rolled down the Tennessee and California Wine
Was used as Blood for Hollywood, and Rye thrown in the Rhine
And Super-Products in a Stack, — 

But stop, a bit, we must turn back.

Turn back to Mai thus as he walked o’er English Fields and Downs
And walked at night the crooked Streets of crooked English Towns,
Lifeless, undying, Shade or Man, as one that could not die
A hundred years his Shadow fell, a hundred Years to lie,
The Shadow on the Window Pane when Malthus’ Ghost went by.
He chuckled as he passed at night God’s Acre filled with Dead;
The little Graves were packed as tight as Paupers in a Bed.
But he never heard the little wings that rustled overhead,
Or heard the Voices in the Air Of unborn Souls lamenting there.
He wandered in the Summer Lanes when all the World was green, And he never heard the Wedding Bells of Brides that might have been,
Tall English Flowers that drooped and fell and withered on the stem, Victims of Malthus’ evil Spell, — what should he know of them?
In rustled Silk and Lavender the Garden Path they trod
And listened where the Hollyhocks and tall Delphiniums nod,
And whisper to the blushing Face behind the Bonnet hid,
Of Wedding Bells that were to ring, — that were, but never did.
And he never knew the empty Homes with angry Quarrels rent,
He never knew the blighted Souls, out of their Nature bent,
The blighted life of Man and Wife where Children are not sent,
And Love’s Illusion wears away And Single Self comes back to stay.
He scowled to see the Working Class were disobedient still,
The teaching that the Gentry grasped was lost on Jane and Bill,

And round the Slum
The Children come,
As Children ever will.
In vain upon the Brain of Jane and Bill was cast the Thought

That Hope of Social Gain was nil and Poverty their lot,
That social Betterment could not
Permit a Baby in the Cot.
“All right,” says Bill, “we’ll have them still,”

And Jane she said, “Whoi not?”
“I likes to see ’em, reverend sir,
A crawling round, and so does her;
We’re not like Gentry Folks, you see,
There ain’t much else for her and me.”

And all the while the World roared on, each
Decade passing by, Machine and Power and glowing
Sun to Malthus gave the Lie.

The silly Pedants could not see
Man’s Food grows faster far than he.
The Wheat Plant easily can grow
A hundred grains per Seed
Three times a year, what, Baker, Ho!
How much is it you need?
One Buckwheat Pancake, only one,
Swells in three months to half a ton.
The Barley of a single Year
Would turn the Rhine to Lager Beer.
The oyster with a million Lives,
If each potential Oyster thrives,
As with Encouragement they do,
Can turn the World to Oyster Stew.
Our social Future only wants
Bigger and Brighter Restaurants.

Thus from a hundred dusty Chairs in dusty Schools of Thought,
Professors’ talks with Boards and Chalks the Work of Malthus taught,
Explained the social Danger hid
In each superfluous extra Kid.
Each Decade as it moved along
Rehearsed the wearisome Sing Song,
“When Numbers on Subsistence press then Wages cannot rise,
Humanity is in Distress because it multiplies.
No hope of social Betterment can ever be made good
Because the Wicked Working Class will eat up all the Food.
So if the Poor are here to stay We need not worry anyway,
And Patati et Patata And Quack, quack, quack, and there you are!”

With every Decade more and more two Giant Forms were seen
To stride across the Universe as Power and as Machine,
And little Man beside them ran, knee-high he ran between,
All ignorant he was of why,
Or what these Things might mean.
Their Eyes of Brass, their Arms of Steel,
That Grip and Drive the Plunging Wheel,
That tear the Forest, burst the Soil,
And make the cloven Ocean boil,
Turn the white torrent’s foaming Might
To strike with Death or blaze with Light. — 
What is the meaning, Little Man,
And have you got your little Plan? “Ask teacher?”
My dear sir, alack! Your Teacher only says, “Quack, quack.”

Thus forward drove the World, divorced from any one Control,
Each Man might grasp a little Part, no man could view the Whole.

The Giants drove it like the Wind
And Little Man clung on behind,
Picture of Terror and Despair
His Coat Tails flying in the Air.
Faster and faster, on they sped,
Machine and Power went mad, saw red,
On Little Man fell their Attack
And smashed his World to Bric-a-brac, — 
Broke it with War and at its Cease,
They turned and broke it worse with Peace,
Broke it with overwork, and then, with myriads of Workless Men;
Starved it with Want, then changed their
Clutch and choked the World with Overmuch.
And when their Rage had spent its Shocks,
Left Little Man upon the Rocks Of Economic Paradox.

His mournful Face and weeping Eyes
Look on his World in mild Surprise,
See Milk on the Potomac roll
And milkless Children on the Dole,
A crazy World it seems, grotesque,
Where all his Theory is Burlesque,
All jig-saw Bits,
Where nothing
Fits So there he sits
Bereft of Wits, — 
And murmurs through his little Hat,
“Will someone tell me where I’m at?”

Start once again, O Little Man!
Remember, when you first began,
What a determined Cuss you were
And how your Efforts made a Stir;
Recall again through Time’s dim haze
The dear old Neolithic Days!
With bed-room Exercise your Shape
You raised above the Common Ape.
You muttered to yourself, “They’ll see!
There’s no Ourang-Outang in me.”
You practised every manual Trick, — 
Like how to use a pointed Stick,
Bent down a Bough and let it go
And grasped the notion of a Bow.
Deep-seated in a Cocoa-tree,
You learned to count as far as three;
Moved into Theory, went higher,
And saw that Heat was got from Fire.
You did not know it, but you were
The first Research Professor, sir,
Contained, within your hairy Body,
A noble Rutherford or Soddy.
Nay, — what is more, — your Lot was rude
But showed the College attitude,
You made it an unswerving Rule
To disregard the Common Fool,
You overlooked the silly chaff
Of Laughing Jackass, gay Giraffe,
You heeded not the caustic Smile
Of Dinosaur or Crocodile,
Passed undisturbed the Ridicule
Of comic Crow or haw-haw Mule, — 
In short, in Culture’s earliest Span
You acted like an Oxford Man.
Their Idleness soon proved their Loss;
You made yourself Creation’s Boss
Do it again, — see what I mean? — 
Come Little Man! Beat the Machine.
You that the Pterodactyl slew, — 
Show this new Demon who is who!

And first you have to throw away
The stuff that led you all astray.
Numbers are not the Bane of Man
And numbers never yet outran, — 
.. Go think it out; I’m sure you can.
For want and Poverty may come to empty Prairie, crowded Slum, — 

Enough, enough — it’s quite enough, Get rid of all the Malthus Stuff. — 

Let’s seek the Shade of Malthus out from where he walks at Night,
And bring him up for Punishment, — It certainly seems right:
He that misled a hundred Years Man’s Footsteps from his Path, — 
That turned our Household Joy to Tears, — how shall he feel our Wrath?
Shall boiling Oil reduce his Flesh to Chicken à la King,
Would molten Lead upon his Head be pretty much the Thing?
Ah, no! not bye-gone Cruelty his erring Soul shall harry,
We’ll fit the Punishment to Crime, make Mr. Malthus marry.

Ho! Reverend Robert, come and doff That cleric suit; yes, take it off, — 
Nay, never mind the leather Face The faded parchment skin,
Come, stand up, Robert, chuck a Brace, Another life begin!

We’ll dress him all in Love’s Attire our great grandfathers knew
As one who led a Bride to wed the Year of Waterloo.
Behold the Sandy Beaver Hat, the Sandy-coloured Suit
The gorgeous Vest, the high Cravat, the glowing Hessian Boot!

Enormous Buttons, made of Horn, Our Wedding Bridegroom shall adorn.

O! Hear the Bells — that ring Ding, Dong,
For Malthus Euthalameon,
Pop-u-la-tion for the Na-tion
Spells and tells its long sal-va-tion.
Now hold the Chime a little Time,
Malthus, the ringers stand beside
And let us go and bring the Bride.
She stands upon the Garden Path where she was wont to tread, Eternal flowers, that know not Death, still nod beside her head.
In rustled Silk and Lavender, a hundred Years alone,
Is it in Truth a Maiden’s Form, or withered Frame of Bone?
Seek not the hooded Face to scan where hides the drooping Head
Perchance the Curls lie damp upon the Features of the Dead;
Perchance in place of glowing Life, now desiccated, null,
Earth’s final Parody of Love, the Simpering of a Skull.

Or Maid, or Ghost, or Pictured Fate
Let her be what she may,
We bring her forth to join her Mate
This Golden Wedding Day.

Moving before us,
Singing in Chorus,
Golden and Glorious,
Time honoured Lay,
Of wearing a Bonnet,
A blue ribbon on it,
On a Golden Wedding Day.

Bring on the same old Thesis
Of how Man Increases
As the Clover Blossoms blow.
And we’ll sing such Pieces
Till we get Paresis
And we go where Ratios go.
For if Man increases
If he never, never ceases
If he never, never says, “Go Slow!”
If he will not let the Pop-stop
Why then, ergo, there’s a drop-stop
But it’s all right — Let er — go.

(music dies away)


MEET MR. WEGG, BANKER
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The Hickonomic Theory of Banking 

In the drama of economic history the banker was always the villain of the piece. In his early out-of-door days in Italy, angry citizens at times smashed up his “banco” or “bench” and made him a “bankrupt.” This didn’t stop him. He moved indoors and kept a strong-box. Mediaeval Kings pulled out his teeth and boiled him in oil, — or at any rate boiled his fellow-craftsman, the counterfeiter. But that didn’t stop him either. He now has false teeth and boils the public in oil. That at least is the view of such high authorities as my old friend and onetime colleague, Professor Frederick Soddy. He and others hold that the banker in “coining credit” defrauds the public of what belongs to society at large. Personally I don’t see it: as witness here below.
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YOU may have heard of Silas Wegg, — 
The Man who had the wooden Leg,
Eh, What?
Yes, yes, — in one of Dickens’ Books, — why not?
One of those most attractive Crooks
For whom we hanker, — 
Really, — Though Dickens didn’t know it,
But presently I mean to show it, — 
Wegg was a Banker.
Wegg at a Table by the Street
Beneath a green Umbrella,
Some Straw to warm his Foot (not Feet),
Sold Bills of Sale, Forms of Receipt
And Ballad Music by the Sheet Poor Fellow!
Little he’d need his Trade to serve, — 
A Book and Pencil,
An empty Box marked “Cash Reserve.”

In home-made Stencil;
Mark “Debit” here and “Credit” there
As Taste and Fancy might declare,
“Loans” to the left, “Deposits” right,
Wegg’s Books would balance every Night;
Should any ready Cash come of it,
Then take it out and call it “Profit.”

* * * * * *

Now could you just imagine this, — 
That’s all a Banker really is!
Ask Frederick Soddy: He affirms
A Banker, in his lowest Terms,
Is just a Sort of Silas Wegg;
He may not have a wooden Leg, — 
A new Analogy will serve
He has to have an Iron Nerve.
But all he does is take a Pen
Write Entries in and out again,
In fact, the way that Soddy said it
The Banker is “Creating Credit”;
Just as the Bee secretes its Honey
The Banker sits secreting Money.
A Banker really would be able
To work like Wees with just a table.
Or like those Men you often see
Work with Three Thimbles and a Pea.

Let’s fancy how the Thing might be
In pure Imagination, we
The Abstract Banker now will see,
The Scene of all Externals rob
With just the Banker on his Job.
Sneak up and watch his furtive Poise...
Step gently, Soddy, gently, boys!
The Fellow hears the slightest noise.

He sits there in his tall silk Hat,
A great big Ledger laid out flat,
A rounded Glass beside him set
With which to magnify a debt,
An Ink Eraser, short and stout
For rubbing a Deposit out,
Ink and a lovely “Banker’s” Pen
With which to write it in again.
Soddy, you guessed it when you said it!

Hush! Watch him now, He’s “coining Credit.”
He doesn’t see us! Hold your Breath!
Look past his Arm and Underneath, — 
See that last Flourish where he joined it,
The Thing is done! By George! He’s coined it.
Oh, what a Crook the Fellow is!
Soddy, do come and look at this!
See what he did? He wrote in “Loan,” — 
Made out, you see, That was his own, — 
“Deposit” next, — deposit what?
They owed him what they never got!
Now if they go to cash a cheque,
The next Man gets it in the Neck.
No Juggler with an easier Air
Plucks half a dollar from your Hair;
No Juggler from his empty Hat
Takes out a Rabbit just like that!
And is it possible you say
That’s all a Bank is anyway.
Soddy, you think It’s all just Ink?
There is no doubt that long ago
That’s all a Banker was, you know.
In Sunny Italy he sat,
He didn’t even need a Hat.
He just laid out his little Stall
In Venice by the Grand Canal,
His “banca” (bench) from morn till dark
By the Cathedral of St. Mark,
And all around him and above
Coo’d the Cathedral turtle Dove.
Thus early had he caught the Sense
Of gaining public Confidence.

A simple Stock in Trade he had,
A mediaeval writing Pad,
A Pergamentum Parchment Pile,
A pointed Stylus, just for Style,
Cash in a Bowl, all chipped and worn,
And paper Money badly torn,
Round Counters, very soiled and sorry,
Like Sales-Tax Milk Tops in Missouri.
The simple Folk, unused to sharks
Around St. Marks, were easy Marks;
He worked it like a Poker game
And Heads and Tails were all the same.

But though he did the Public up
They sometimes turned and yelled, “You Pup,”

“You stole our money and you gotta
Quitta de Biz, you’re banca rotta,”
They break his Bench, his Cash Corral
And throw him in the Grand Canal.
He hit the water with a Splash, — 
That was the first financial Crash.

But Bankers, Gentile both or Jew
Soon got to know a thing or two;
Their place was not the Open Air,
Their Business was not on the Square.
In fact, they realized their Trade
Did so much better in the Shade!
The Banker, — it is not his Fault, — 
Needs first of all a first-class Vault.
It is a Rule that Bankers shall
Keep right away from a Canal.

Nay more than that, — they found the Sense
Of all Mankind lives on Pretence,
Loves Dignity and Form and Style,
A Temple and a Stately Pile.
Man cannot stand upon his own,
Must fortify himself in Stone,
Express himself in Urn and Bust
In spite of Gray, I say he must.
No Disbelief his soul can smirch
If he erects an A. i. Church,
And indicates his moral Rank
With Marble Columns on a Bank.
Stable and strong his Life is set
On a broad Base of bonded Debt.
More still, the man of Station knows
He has to have the proper Clothes.
Alone among Creation’s press
Man is the only one needs Dress.
The noble Horse that strikes the Plain,
Regards its Saddle with Disdain,
No string of Pearls, no Diadem,
Is needed for the Barnyard Hen,
But man without Meticulous
Attire is just ridiculous.

And most the Banker’s Obligation
To dress to indicate his station,
With confidence the World inspire
By the bon ton of his Attire,
In flowing Tweed his Form disguise
And trim a Van Dyke beard to size.

With this Apology, we may
Turn to the Banker of Today.

The Poet says he knows a Bank whereon the wild Thyme grows,
Embedded in a Sea of blue, the Periwinkle blows,
And every Air that wanders there is scented by the Rose.
But let him keep his fragrant Heap of Foliage if he will,
His Bank I find a trifle rank: I know a better still.
I know a Bank and where it is, I do not care to say,
Tall, Grecian columns are its Face, a Church across the way,

Narrow and clean is the Street between and dark at the Noon of Day.
The precincts know no heavier Noise
Than the muffled Roll of a rolling Royce,
All baser Traffic, under a Fine
Forbidden by a Traffic Sign.
No garish Sunlight penetrates where
The left is Money, the right is Prayer.
Here only have their Habitat
The Pauper and the Plutocrat.
The Poor pass in on the right to pray
The Rich on the left pass in to pay.
The Poor through a Portal wide and High,
And the Rich through a Door like a Needle’s Eye.
From the Church the sound of the Organ floats
In a golden flood of its Liquid Notes,
From the Bank there flows no musical Tide
The Floating of Notes is all done inside.

Inside the Bank is a wide, wide Aisle, — 
The Guide Book calls it a “Peristyle”;
And after You pass through that you come
To a pillared Hall called the Atrium;
The Guide Book says that the Frescoes on
The ceiling recall the Parthenon;
So lofty the Hall, so dim the Light
The Ceiling is almost out of Sight,
So still, so calm it is, they say

That at Times the Folk from across the Way,
By accident wander in to pray.
The Bank permits it, — in Fact is glad, — 
A thing like that is a splendid Ad.

I am standing here in the Atrium, — how wide it is and high,
Counter and cage around its Edge in one vast Horseshoe lie,
And Footsteps o’er the Flagstone Floor fall echoless to die.
Noiseless the People seem to glide
From Desk to Counter to stand beside
The courtly Tellers who bend their Necks
To Plutocrat Dowagers signing Cheques,
Courtly Tellers all spick and span,
And everyone a Gentleman;
While farther back under Lights of green,
The Ledger Keepers are dimly seen
You know what they’re doing, — ask anybody
Who’s read the Works of Professor Soddy.

They’re busy with that contemptible trick
Which is known as Banker’s Arithmetic.
With Credit and Debit in Ink expressed
And Nothing from Nothing leaves Interest.

A watchful Attendant is prowling around, grizzled and hard and grim,
No Bandit would stand it, I’ll be bound, to get in a Fight with him; For the Ribbon adorning his Uniform’s Edge,
I rather suspect is a Privilege
That he got at the Battle of Vimy Ridge.
Nay, honest Vimy, eye me not,
I’m restless, yes, but I’ll tell you what,
My Business here in the Bank, I own,
Is to ask for a Thousand Dollar Loan.
D’you think they’ll lend it? They must have got it.
They’re waiting, I understand, to “allot it.”
But Soddy says all they have to do
Is coin it, — Vimy, d’you think it’s true?
And with this an Assistant with courteous Bow,
“Mr. Midas Wegg, sir, will see you now.”

Behind Mahogany and Teak sits Mr. Midas Wegg
Courteous and Debonair and sleek, he needs no Wooden Leg,
The whole Environment makes good with heavy Leather, polished Wood,
And panelled Walls with just a Hint
Of Acquarelle or Mezzotint.
No vulgar Signs of Common Toil
The polished Table’s Surface spoil.
A pointed Pencil laid out straight
Beside a marble Paper-weight,
A sage green Blotter, which, I think
Has never seen a Spot of Ink,
And Daffodil and Violet
In front of Midas Wegg are set.

No titled sovereign, I confess,
Exceeds the Banker’s courtliness.
I really cannot fancy how
A King could make a statelier Bow,
Or say with a more gracious Tone
“The Bank will entertain your Loan.”
Just think, — how easily it’s done!
I’m back within the Atrium,
Thrilled with Emotion, I must own,
The Bank has entertained my Loan!

No Entertainment that I know,
No Comedy or Minstrel show,
My Sense of Fun so well sustains,
As when a Banker entertains!
I stand there dreaming all alone, — 
The Bank has entertained my loan!
Then breaks upon my inner Sight
The Thought, Is Frederick Soddy right?
It sounds too simple, — I am sure
There must be, must be something more.
For Midas, writing my account
Can “coin” me any God’s amount.
Can write with Ink and call it “Loan.”

But can he write it for his own?

Of course he can’t! Could Silas Wegg,
The real one with the wooden leg, — 
By writing with his Pencil Stub
Enrich himself, — ah! there’s the Rub.
The banker lends, but at the best
All that he gets is Interest.
He coins the public Credit, serves it,
Gets Interest and well deserves it.

And at that thought a sudden Flash of future Visions rise,
And what may happen later on, appears before my Eyes.
Suppose from angry Argument, from bitter Social Hate,
Wild social Revolution starts, — too late, alas, too late, — 
The Demons you are raising now you cannot then abate,
Suppose, suppose the Bank went down in Fire and Flame and Smoke
The day that on that peaceful Town, fierce Revolution broke.

With shouts of Fury an angry scum
Of People have stormed the Atrium;
The vision rises before the Eye
Tellers in Cages, who fight and die
Not debonair but fierce with Rage, — 
Then Tangled and Dead across the Cage,

And Virny Ridge dies where he stood
Grim and grizzled and smeared with Blood.

The Bank has been rifled high and low
It’s the PEOPLE’S TREASURY now, you know;
The Ledgers are scattered and thrown away
What need for ledgers? the PEOPLE say,
Where each owns all and may take what he may.
In the noisy Atrium now there floats
The acid smell of the Sheepskin Coats,
The Flagstones are coated still with Mud
That no one cleans, and with Stains of blood.

In the Sanctum Room the Rulers are,
There’s Ilyitch the Commissar,
Smoking a heavy black cigar,
And Eleiny the Halfwit, worse by far.

Ilyitch the Commissar, — heavy boots all mud,
Ilyitch the Commissar, — features cut from wood,
Ilyitch the Commissar with a mind misled,
Born for a devoted Serf, made a Boss instead,
Ilyitch the Commissar, hand as is an iron Bar
With a Hand of Lead But in war fearless,
And to pain tearless,
And underneath a smothered Fire
Of what was once a righteous ire.

And with him Heiny the Halfwit sits,
As cruel as only can be half wits,
A Thing with a watery weak blue Eye
And slithering Features all awry,
Contemptible and treacherous,
And underneath all lecherous, — 
Such Things may revolution spue
To govern some day me and you.

Heaped on the Table all the while
Is greasy Money in a Pile,
Uncounted cash from Vault and Store, — 
“Come take it, Brother, here, take more!”

For the Brothers yes, — but for others what? — 
The scourge, the dungeon, — picture their Lot.

And with that the Vision breaks and is fled
I am back in the Atrium, — no one’s dead,
A teller, still living and debonair,
Hands me a cheque book all unaware,
But old Vimy Ridge has a questioning Stare.

And the Customers slide and move and glide
Ah, good old World! let me back inside.
Soddy, you’re wrong, It isn’t so!
The Banker gives us a Quid pro Quo
Mr. Midas, shake! you’re the Real Stuff — 
Well, another Thousand, would be enough.


FINALE
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A RESURRECTION OF Adam Smith 

Adam Smith Wealth of Nations, published in 1776, is generally understood to have started the modern science of political economy. It is time that he was called up to answer for it.
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ADAM, Adam, Adam Smith,
Listen what I charged you with!
Didn’t you say
In the class one day
That selfishness was bound to pay?
Of all your Doctrine, that was the Pith,
Wasn’t it, wasn’t it, wasn’t it, Smith?

Don’t you remember your book begins
With a Panegyric on making Pins?
Didn’t you say that the more we made
The bigger would be External Trade?
We sold the pins and the Foreigners had ’em,
That was the Big Thought, wasn’t it, Adam?

And didn’t you say, — don’t think it funny,
That the greatest thing in the world was money,
And didn’t you say, — now please don’t shirk,
That the basis of value was human work,
And the Worker must be content with his lot
Being worth precisely just what he got.
Come don’t evade it,
Long-winded Scot,
Just, whether you said it Or whether not?

And if you said it, you must confess
You have brought the World to a terrible Mess,
For a hundred Years since your Grave was made
We’ve been making Pins and Machines and Trade,
All selfish as Hogs, whether rich as Sin
Or as poor as Rats, — Ah! why begin
To teach us about that fatal Pin!

How can you venture to look in the Face
Of an honest fellow like Stuart Chase?
How can you dare to be blocking the way
Of an Enterprise such as the NRA!

Smith, come up from under the sod
Tell me what did you do with God?
You never named him, I understand,
You called him (Book IV) an invisible hand;
You gave him the system all geared and speeded
With none of his Interference needed.
It wasn’t worthy a man of your size,
Smith, — come up and apologize.


AN EDUCATIONAL APPENDIX
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(FOR THOSE WHO can Read it and Care to)
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I present these Hickonomic Verses, not merely as a study in political economy, but, in all modesty, as a study in educational method. They are meant to illustrate that mode of learning by means of the imagination which is beginning to play such a large part in the college curriculum of today. I am thinking here of the brilliant work that is being done in teaching students of English the beauty of our literature and drama, by having them undertake a creative effort of their own. The real key to interpretation and appreciation lies in that. We are moved and stimulated to understanding far more by our imagination than by our intellect: more even than by our self-interest.

 

I have lived long enough in colleges, — half a century, — to have seen each of these principles in operation. The old disciplinary curriculum was hard and stern, training the mind. The practical, and optional, curriculum that replaced it invited the student to learn how to do the very things that he was going to have to do to earn his living; and now, dawning and expanding, is the light of a newer idea, — the allurement of the artistic impulse, the awakening of the creative instinct, which, once aroused, moves of itself, asking no reward.

No educational program could be based solely on any one, or any two, of these underlying principles. It must use them all in their degree. But the higher ideal lies with the last one.

When I entered college half a century ago, the curriculum was almost entirely disciplinary. It aimed at training the mind — not to do any particular thing but to learn afterwards with ease any particular thing it had to do.

Any of my classmates who had been trained in Greek syntax, could easily learn how to keep books in a laundry. Many of them did. The old curriculum was hard and uncompromising. It did not so much train men to live as fit them to die. In fact it killed some of them right in college.

That was the trouble with it. It was too hard, too disciplinary. It often defeated its own end. It did not have in it a sufficient element of fancy, of diversion, of creative effort. In point of sheer fun, it never got further than the occasional framing of Latin Hexameter verses, or a six line acrostic on Milton’s genius. We did, about once every twenty years, put on a Greek play in the original Greek, as laborious as the gestation of a female elephant bringing forth its offspring once in half a century. The Greek play was printed in Greek and in English and followed by the audience in a book. They got the book free or they wouldn’t have come. It took three years to rehearse the play, seven years to recover from it and ten years to revive it. Night after night and week after week, the students of the old disciplinary curriculum stayed in their little boarding-house bed-rooms, working at their books with midnight oil long past midnight. The pace was too hard. Once in about every two months, they broke loose, paraded the streets shouting, Rah! Rah! Rah! College! drank about one cubic foot of beer per student, upset a horse car and then went home, — sated.

A saving grace of the old curriculum was the existence of the College Magazine, not the roaring Daily of today, but a magazine of the old sort, not giving the news but printing translations of Catullus and essays on Oliver Cromwell. Every now and then the magazine helped to create, or rather, to hatch a poet.

After that, at about the end of the old century, began and spread the new idea of a practical curriculum. It is supposed to teach people how to do the very things they are going to have to do. It has been in existence now for over a quarter of a century as a chief element in the college program. I regard it as very largely a failure. It undertakes to train college men exactly in the way in which men who don’t go to college get trained. It substitutes four years in college for one in a workshop. Here belongs in great part, as now taught, the subject of Political Economy, compelled by the outside pressure of mass demand to convert itself into a vade mecum of business. Here belongs a great part of what goes with Schools of Commerce — which are admirable things in so far as they keep away from Commerce.

But the life of the practical college student has at least been adorned with all sorts of amenities on the side. His “practical” life has led him into a wilderness of college “activities,” college “politics” and organizations. He is as busy as a committee man, as powerful as a labor delegate, as self-important as a city alderman. Moreover he has with him his “co-eds,” — who entered the university so modestly and so coyly under the old disciplinary curriculum and helped to smash it all to pieces. So the “practical” student with his co-eds lives in a garden of flowers, a very Ispahan of hanging gardens. No midnight oil for him. He prefers to burn gasoline. His busy life turns him out an active, efficient, wide-awake citizen. But in his soul the more delicate flowers of learning have withered at the root. The little poet dies on the first year benches.

Now, as I say, is coming a newer time, or rather a new influence, blown into the college atmosphere like invigorating oxygen. This consists in the re-invocation of the spirit of creative imagination as the mainspring of education, — such as it was in the twilight of civilization. There is no doubt that truth can reach us best if it comes with an emotional appeal. Mothers who teach little children instinctively give everything a personal and imaginative twist. They do not say that two and two make four, but suggest that John has two peaches and Tom has two peaches, — and with that a swelling emotionalism is set up that makes addition easy. The mothers do not know it but they are repeating the history of the human race. This is seen in the early Hindu Arithmetic — that led Europe in point of symbolic calculation, a thing the Greeks never understood. All the “problems” in the Hindu text book have a queer slant of imaginative fancy. Thus a sum in multiplication runs something like this: — 

“Oh! sacred cow, musing beside the River in the pasture, tell me how think’st thou ten would multiply with five?” Even more striking is the attempt of the Hindu Mathematician to put into Arithmetic a sort of amorous element or what the French now call “le sex-appeal.” Thus. “I have given thee, O Fair One, eight kisses already: If I add seven more, how many is that?” It is probable that many girls would feel that they would get along faster on the Hindu system than they do now.

Compare this. Euclid says, “Parallel straight lines produced ever so far both ways will not meet.” This is good, — bold, striking and final. But Rudyard Kipling beat it when he said, “But East is East and West is West and never the Twain shall meet.” There is a yearning, unfulfilled desire there that Euclid did not grasp, which conveys by emotion a drearier infinity than Euclid’s lines could do. Similarly Einstein has said in opposition to Euclid. “Parallel lines if produced far enough must finally meet.” But if he were capable of saying it with a touch of imagination how much more convincingly would it reach our minds. Thus “Parallel lines if produced far enough, must sooner or later, like lovers long separated, come together in the end.” No sympathetic mind could miss the appeal of that.

But this new transfusion of creative vigour into learning, in which even mathematics may share, would seem at first almost impossible for Political Economy. Here is an obstinate and crabbed science, living on facts and figures, untouched by imagination. Worse than that, it is now crippled and discredited with controversy. It has become the snarling sister of the sciences, living on argument. It knows nothing of the reverend senility of Philosophy, the outcome of two thousand years of thought: nothing of the chattering femininity of Language: nothing of the austere dignity of mathematical truth, as calm and unmoving as the polar sky.

Yet political economy must alter or perish. It needs, if it is to be reformed and reconstructed, the vivifying touch of warm imagination. The ossifying frame of Economics needs a Pygmalion to wake to life the Galatea that was once a living form; or shall I put it more simply and say, It has got to be louder and funnier? This Hickonomics book is an attempt to open the locked door behind which economic scholasticism is drowsing into final oblivion, and to let in a new current of life.

 

FINIS
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MANY OF THE memoirs and sketches in the present volume have already appeared in print. My thanks are due to the editors who so kindly received them and, with equal kindness, set them free again.

The Model Monologues in the book are constructed as radio sketches, two of them, as marked in the text, being made over from stories in my other books and the others written expressly as radio monologues.

I am aware that parts of this volume may be found offensively serious, and can only plead the influence of advancing years.

STEPHEN LEACOCK 

MCGILL UNIVERSITY
November 1938


MODEL MEMOIRS

No. I
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MY VICTORIAN GIRLHOOD

by

LADY NEARLEIGH SLOPOVER

The life we led at Gloops — Gloops was my father’s seat — had all the charm and quiet and order which went with life in my young days. My dear Papa (he was the eleventh Baron Gloops) was most strict in his household. As a nobleman of the old school, he believed fully in the maxim noblesse oblige. He always insisted on the servants assembling for prayers at eight every morning. Indeed his first question to his own man when he brought up his brandy and soda at ten was whether the servants had been at prayers at eight.

My dear Mama, too, always seemed to fulfil my idea of what a grande dame should be. She fully understood the routine of a great house like Gloops, and had a wonderful knowledge, not only of the kitchen, but of all sorts of draughts, simples and samples and the use of herbs. If any of the maids were ill, Mama never called a doctor but herself mixed up a draught from roots that would have the girl on her feet in half an hour.

Nor did she disdain to do things herself, especially in an emergency. Once when Papa was taken faint in the drawing-room, Mama herself rang the bell for an egg, told the butler to hand her a glass and a decanter and herself broke the egg into the glass with her own hands. Papa revived at the sight of her presence of mind and himself reached for the brandy.

To myself and my younger sister Lucy, Papa and Mama were ideal parents. Never a day passed but Papa would either come up to our nursery himself, and chat with our governess Mademoiselle Fromage — she was one of the De Bries — or would at least send up his own man to ask how we were. Even as quite little girls Papa could tell us apart without difficulty.

Mama too was devoted to us, and would let us come down to her boudoir and see her all dressed to go out to dinner, or let us come and speak to her, when she was ready to drive in the phaeton; and once when Lucy was ill Mama sent her own maid to sleep in Lucy’s room, in spite of the infection.

Gloops was on the border of Lincolnshire. All of Papa’s tenants and cottagers spoke with the beautiful old broad accent of the fen country and said ‘yowp’ for ‘yes,’ and ‘nowp’ for ‘no,’ and ‘thowp’ for ‘thou,’ and ‘sowp’ for ‘soup.’ It seems so musical. It is a pity it is dying out.

Papa was a model landlord. The tenantry were never evicted unless they failed to pay their rent, and when the cottages fell down Papa had them propped up again. Once a year Papa gave a great ball for the tenantry on his estate, and our friends used to drive long distances to be there, and the great hall was cleared for dancing, for the gentry, and the tenantry danced in the great barn. Papa gave each of them a bun and an orange and a prayer book for each child. The working class was happier, I think, in those days.

Papa was not only democratic in that way with his tenantry but also with the people of the neighbourhood and of the village, though none of them were gentlemen. Quite often he would bring Dr. McGregor the doctor of the village to dine at Gloops, I mean if no one else was there. Dr. McGregor had taken a very high degree at Edinburgh, but was not a gentleman. He had travelled a great deal and had been decorated by the King of France for some wonderful medical work for the French armies in Algeria, so it was a pity that he wasn’t a gentleman: especially as you couldn’t tell that he wasn’t if no one said so.

Isolated as Gloops was, many great people drove down from London to see us, on account of Papa’s position in the Lords. Indeed the most wonderful thing about our life as children at Gloops was the visit every now and then of one of these great and distinguished people whose names are now history. How well one remembers them — such old-world manners and courtesy! I recall how Lucy and I were brought into the drawing-room to shake hands with dear old Lord Melrush, the Prime Minister — always so pleasant and jolly. I remember Mama said, ‘These are my two little girls’ — and Lord Melrush laughed and said, ‘Well, thank God, they don’t look like their father, eh?’ Which was really quite clever of him, because we didn’t. And I remember old Field-Marshal Lord Stickett, perhaps England’s greatest strategist — they called him Wellington’s right-hand man — he’d lost his left arm. I can still see him standing on the hearth-rug saying, ‘Your two little girls, ma’am: well, I don’t think much of them!’ He was always like that, concise and abrupt.

I liked much better Admiral Rainbow, who had been one of Nelson’s captains and had a black patch over his eye where some one hit him in the face at Trafalgar. I was quite a growing girl when he came, fourteen at least, and he said, ‘By Gad! Madam, shiver my spankers, but here’s a gal for you! Look at the stern run under her counter!’

Another great thing in the life at Gloops was when I got old enough to dine with Mama and Papa and their guests. Such dinners were a wonderful education. I was taken into dinner once by Lord Glower the great archaeologist. He hardly spoke. I asked him if he thought the Pyramids were built by the Hittites. He said he didn’t know.

We used to dine in the old wainscotted dining-hall — it was a marvellous room, dating from Richard III, with the panels all worm-eaten almost to pieces. Papa was offered huge sums for them. It had some grand old paintings — one a Vandyke, so blackened you couldn’t possibly tell what it was, especially as most of the paint had fallen off: Papa later on presented it to the Nation — the year the Prime Minister voted him the Garter — refusing any pay for it, though the Prime Minister made him accept a thousand guineas as a solatium. Papa fetched down another Vandyke from the storeroom.

By the time I was eighteen I think I may claim to have grown to be a very handsome girl and certainly, as everybody said, very aristocratic looking. I was several times compared with the Princess Eulalie of Schlatz and once with the Grand Duchess Marianna Maria of Swig-Pilsener. Dear old Dr. Glowworm, our Vicar, who was so old that he remembered the French Revolution, said that if I had lived then, I would certainly have been guillotined, or at least shut up.

But presently there came into my life, a little earlier than that — I was eighteen — the greatest event of all, when I first met Alfred, my dear husband that was to be. It was at a great dinner party that Papa gave at Gloops, given for Sir John Overdraft, the head of the new bank that had just made Papa a director. Sir John was the head of the bank and had been knighted, but the strange thing was that he was really nobody. I mean he had made a great fortune in the City and had huge influence in finance, but he wasn’t anybody. And, what was more, everybody knew that he was nobody. Papa made no secret of it. I remember hearing old Lord Tweedlepip, our neighbour, in the drawing-room before dinner ask Papa who Sir John was and Papa said, ‘As far as I know, he isn’t anybody.’ But in meeting with him Papa was courtesy itself: indeed he often explained to us children that even though prominent people — writers, painters, sculptors, for instance — were often nobody, we should treat them in society as if they were like ourselves.

It was such a large party that I can hardly remember all the people, especially as it was my first real dinner party: I was out, but hadn’t yet been presented. But there was one man there I especially noticed, although he was not only nobody but was an American. He was the first I think I ever saw, though now of course you meet them anywhere, and many of them such cultivated people that you can hardly tell them. But this man, the first American I saw, seemed different from the men around him, more hard and dangerous, and yet pleasant enough, but no manners. I couldn’t even be sure of his name because Papa and Sir John, who both seemed to know him well, kept calling him different things like ‘Old Forty-four Calibre,’ and ‘old Ten-Spot.’ His family seat was called Colorado and I gathered that he owned gold mines. I gathered all this because I happened to be near the library door, a little before dinner when Papa and Sir John and Mr. Derringer — that perhaps was his real name — were all talking together. Mr. Derringer wanted to give Papa an enormous part of a gold mine and then Papa was to pass it on to Sir John and the new bank was to pass it over to the public. It all seemed very generous. I heard Mr. Derringer say to Papa, laughing, ‘Gloops, if we had you in the States you would be sent to Sing-Sing in six months.’ Sing-Sing it seems was a new place they had just started in America. It corresponds, Mama said, to our House of Commons. Mr. Derringer laughed when he said that Papa could get in, but I am sure he meant it.

But I am leaving out, in a feminine way, I fear, the great thing of the evening which was that it was dear Alfred, my later husband, who took me in to dinner. So wonderful he looked, over six feet high and as straight as a piece of wood, with beautiful brown hair and those handsome high side whiskers, the French call them cotelette de mouton, which were worn then. I had never seen him before and all that I knew of him was that his name was the Hon. Alfred Cyril Nancie Slopover, eldest son of the tenth Marquis of Slopover and Bath and that his people were West Country people, but very old and very good. His mother was a Dudd, which made her a first cousin of Lord Havengotteny.

Alfred, I say, took me in. We hardly spoke at dinner, because I think I was shy, and at any rate at our end of the table Mr. Derringer was telling Mama wonderful stories about hunting the wild papooses in Colorado, which must be fascinating, and how the Cactus Indians pursue the buffalo with affidavits, and we were all listening. But Alfred, though he never talked much, had that firm incisive way of saying things, just in a word, that sounds so final. For instance, after dinner when the men came into the drawing-room for tea, I said to Alfred, ‘Shall we go into the conservatory?’ And he said, ‘Let’s.’ And I said, ‘Shall we sit among the begonias?’ and he said, ‘Rather!’ and after a time I said, ‘Shall we go back to the drawing-room?’ and he said, ‘Ah!’ When we got back to the drawing-room, Mr. Derringer was still telling Mama of his wonderful adventures — indeed they were all listening.

It made me realize what a vast country America is. In fact I have always felt, and still feel, that some day it will have a great future. But that evening I could hardly listen to Mr. Derringer because my heart was beating so with happiness, as I felt certain that Alfred had fallen in love with me. He looked so noble, sitting there listening to Mr. Derringer, with his mouth half open, seeming to drink it all in. Now and again he would make such intelligent comments as when Mr. Derringer told about the easy social life in the West, and the lynching parties, and of how they invite even the negroes to them. And Alfred said, ‘Do they really!’ He seemed that evening, in fact he always has seemed, so typically British, so willing to be informed.

Everybody was so loud in praise of Alfred next day. Tiptoeing round the house, because I did not think it dishonourable, I was able to hear such a lot of complimentary things about him. Mr. Derringer, who used a lot of those fascinating American expressions, taken from their machinery, called him a ‘complete nut,’ and Lord John, who is so brusque and quick himself that he admires Alfred’s dreamy, poetical nature, said he seemed ‘only half there.’ But think of my delight when a day or two later Alfred sent Mama a beautiful bouquet of roses from Slops, his father’s seat, and then a basket of hothouse grapes, and then, for Papa, a large fish, a salmon. Two weeks after that he wrote and definitely proposed to Papa, and Papa went up to London and saw the solicitors and accepted Alfred. It all seemed so romantic and wonderful, and then Alfred came over for a blissful week at Gloops as my betrothed, which meant that we could walk in the grounds together by ourselves, and that even in the drawing-room Mama would sit at the other end of the room and pretend not to see us.

Of course Love always has its ups and downs and never runs smooth: I remember that there was a dreadful quarrel with my sister Lucy who said that Alfred was ignorant and didn’t know anything: and I said why should he? What did a man like Alfred need to know? It seemed so silly. I remember I often thought of it later on when Lucy made her own unhappy marriage.

Then for a little while there was a little trouble about my dowry, or jointure. Papa at first offered five thousand pounds and Alfred refused it flat. He said he ought to have at least ten thousand. It seemed so romantic to be quarrelled over like that, as a sort of gage of battle. Alfred was so firm: even when Papa raised from pounds to guineas he held out. So at last Papa gave way completely, and not only gave way, but went generously further and gave Alfred twelve thousand pounds, all to be paid in shares in Mr. Derringer’s gold mine. Papa explained that they were called ‘preferred’ shares, which made them very desirable. He said that if Alfred and I kept them long enough there was no telling what they would be worth. So Alfred was delighted at his victory over Papa, especially as Sir John always said that Papa could have been a financier and Mr. Derringer had said he could have got into Sing-Sing.

I remember that Papa, in the same generous fit, gave away a lot of the same gold shares, practically all he had, to various people, to Alfred’s father, Lord Slopover, to old Lord Tweedlepip, our neighbour, and others, for next to nothing, or at least nothing like their real value.

Then came the happy day when Alfred and I were married in the little church at Gloops, by old Dr. Glowworm. Everybody was there, and all the tenantry and cottagers in a long line outside the church, for Alfred and me to walk through; and Papa gave a grand fête for the tenantry on the lawn with beer to drink our health in and an orange and bun for each of the children, and a work-box for each grown-up girl, a work-basket each for the old women, and for each young boy a book called Work. I think the working people were far happier then than now. They often strike me now as restless. I think they need more work.

After our marriage we went to live in London because the Prime Minister wanted Alfred to go into the House, as he said that England needed men like Alfred. Alfred accepted the seat, but on the firm condition that he needn’t speak, or work, or attend, or have anything to do with the voters. The Prime Minister said yes at once: he didn’t want Alfred to see the voters at all.

Naturally, of course, our earlier married life had its ups and downs as it does with all people. When we first went to London we were quite poor, I mean not at all well off, and it was difficult for us to afford enough servants to manage our house properly: on the other hand, without a house that size it would have been hard to use all our servants. Even as it was Alfred would himself often fetch up his own shaving water, and more than once I have seen him light his own fire, touch the match to it himself, sooner than ring up a servant. But we both agreed that these little discomforts only make life all the more worthy.

But after a little while Papa’s influence got for Alfred a Court appointment as Gentleman Equerry of the Bloodhounds, which made our position much easier. Alfred, of course, didn’t have to take the bloodhounds out himself, as that was done by the Yeoman Equerry: but he had to countersign all the warrants for what they ate, which often kept him busy.

Then on top of little hardships at home came the terrible trouble of my poor sister Lucy’s marriage. Lucy had always, I think, been a little wanting in making proper social distinctions. I remember that even as a girl she would often speak with cottagers in what seemed quite a wrong way, as if she were their equal. So in a way it was not surprising when she married absolutely beneath her. Papa and Mama were utterly consternated when they heard of it, and Mama decided to do the only brave thing about it and not speak to Lucy any more. She had married a man who not only had no family — I mean in the literal sense absolutely none — but who worked as a journalist on a newspaper. I know that, of course, nowadays things are different and a journalist can be received anywhere, I mean if he is properly born. But it was not so then, and Lucy’s husband, whose name was Mr. Smith, was even worse than that, as he had tried to write books as well: indeed he had one published, a book about flowers and botany. The whole thing was, of course, a great pity to us — I mean, Lucy’s living like that, until at last Papa, who naturally had great influence, got the Colonial Office to pay Mr. Smith’s expenses, with Lucy and the children — there were three already — to go out to British Borneo to study flowers: as he couldn’t afford to get back, they all stayed there and it was all right. Papa had a letter later from one of the boys from Sarawak, and Papa said he seemed promising and might grow up to be a Dacoit.

But much more serious were the financial troubles which once or twice threatened to overwhelm us. The first was when Papa’s bank broke and Sir John and the directors went to jail, because in those days the law was very strict and fair and the bank directors went to jail like anybody else — except, of course, Papa. In his case, as the Lord Chief Justice explained, it had to be understood that he acted in utter ignorance, in fact that he knew nothing, being a nobleman. Indeed Lord Argue, after sentencing the directors, complimented Papa very highly: he said it was men like Papa who make embezzlement possible — which we all thought very handsome. But after all it was a great relief when it was over, expecially as it turned out that by a lucky chance Papa had sold all his own shares in the bank the very day before it broke.

But to us, Alfred and me, a much more direct blow was the failure of Mr. Derringer’s gold mine. We never knew just what happened. It seemed that the mine had not exactly failed but it had never been there. Alfred heard in the City that Mr. Derringer had ‘salted’ the mine, but Alfred couldn’t see how he could do that, as it would take such a lot. At any rate it was all in the American papers, and poor Mr. Derringer’s trial, and he was sent to prison for ten years and was there for weeks and weeks before he could get out. Papa’s name came into it all, of course, as a first director, but he was out of it since, though there might have been a sort of scandal except that the American judge spoke very handsomely of Papa’s ignorance of it all. Indeed he said that what Papa didn’t know would fill a book, and that it was men like Papa who gave England the name it had.

So it all blew over, but presently Alfred and I found that after that the dividends from the mine stopped, which we couldn’t understand as they were preferred. Alfred would have been very cool with Papa over it, but as Papa was getting old it seemed wrong to get cool with him. If anything happened to Papa while Alfred was cool, it might make a difference, Indeed it was just at that time that dear Papa got a stroke, his first stroke. It didn’t really incapacitate him at first but we thought best to call in a consultant opinion, and then he got a second stroke, and so, in real alarm, we sent for a great Harley Street specialist and Papa got a third stroke. With the third stroke, he passed out.

 

I will not carry these Memoirs down any further than the day of Papa’s funeral which seems a good place to stop. Such a wonderful day, one of those bright crisp autumn days when it just feels good to be alive! Gloops looked so wonderful in the bright sunlight and everywhere the late autumn flowers. And such wonderful messages of sympathy! One from the House of Lords, official, to say that the House had learned with satisfaction that Lord Gloops was to be buried; and one from the Home Secretary expressing his personal appreciation of Papa’s burial; and one from the Secretary in Waiting at Windsor Castle that the whole Court was ordered to go into half mourning for a quarter of an hour. And then the funeral service in our dear little church at Gloops. Old Dr. Glowworm, though he must have been nearly a hundred at the time, preached the funeral sermon. It was just a little hard to hear him, except the text which was ‘Where has he gone?’ — we all thought it so beautifully apt — but we couldn’t quite follow Dr. Glowworm’s answer. Then as the crowning thing in the day came the reading of Papa’s will, by Papa’s own solicitor, Mr. Rust, who came from London to Gloops on purpose. Of course we knew that everything would be all right, but of course couldn’t help feeling a little nervous. Poor Papa had always been a little uncertain and when we remembered about Papa’s bank and the mine, we couldn’t feel quite sure what would happen to Gloops. The title, of course, would go to my cousin, the present Marquis of Gloops, but the entail had been cut long ago and Papa was free to do as he liked. I remember how dear Alfred sat so bolt upright, trying so hard to understand every word, though of course that was impossible as most of the will was in law terms. But the meaning came out clear enough. Dear Papa had done everything just as it should be, according to the fine old traditions of the time. Mama was given the Dower House for life, with the full right to use her own money in maintaining it. All the old servants were remembered — Papa gave them each a suit of mourning and quite a substantial sum, I forget what, but I think at least ten pounds, which meant a great deal to people in their class. For my sister Lucy, Papa could not, of course, in view of what had happened, do very much: but even in her case he left her something to remember him by, a beautiful set of books from his library — sermons bound in old leather — and a purse for each of her children — there were only five at that time — with half a sovereign in it, and a prayer book each. Alfred and I got Gloops and all the residuum — that was the word Mr. Rust used — residuum of the estate — which was only fair as we should need it to keep the estate up: on the other hand we could hardly have used the residuum if we hadn’t had the estate itself. Mr. Rust explained it all very clearly.

After it was all over Alfred said, ‘Well, it’s all over.’

 

MODEL MEMOIRS: No. II

THROUGH ARABIA ON A MULE

By

MAJOR ALLHELL

Late Pindilwani Field Force (Third Base)

We based our expedition on Waz-el-Yaz, which is about two hours’ steam, or four hours’ hot water, from Aden. From Waz-el-Yaz, or Yaz, as the natives call it, our purpose was to strike direct into the desert. At Yaz, therefore, we spent several days in terrific heat (the thermometer standing, even at night, at over 110° Fahrenheit), in what seemed at the time the hopeless attempt at organizing the expedition. Our accommodation meantime was a wretched hotel or caravanserai, conducted by a villainous Frenchman, where for three days we drank the most abominable champagne at a most iniquitous price, our sole diversion being endless games of billiards on a perfectly impossible billiard table, or endless games of écarté with a pack of unrecognizable cards.

At last, however, after the most terrific exertions we were able to start. We had with us four Dhouris, as bearers, two Yawks for the heavier stuff, and as our guard six Hepaticas — very fine-looking fellows — on foot. My advice, by the way, for any one proposing to follow our route would emphatically be not to take Yawks. A Yawk is good enough as a bearer, reminding me very much of the Dongolas of Angola, and may do at a pinch as a beater, but only at a pinch, and is quite hopeless as a scout or tracker. If I were going again I should use every effort to get Scafaris. I give this advice merely for what it is worth. I may add that for my own transport, in addition to being carried by the Yawks, I had also a mule. The mule was less comfortable than the natives, but I needed her for these memoirs.

Our Nilghari, or dragoman, completed the procession of our escort, as apart from Major Boozer, young Charteris, myself, and Professor McTosh. The fellow seemed to know his business and professed to talk six of the Arabian desert languages — though I presently doubted if he knew anything of them except a few words of Pindi and perhaps a little Hootch.

For the use of prospective travellers who may follow in our steps, I will first set down a few words in regard to our special equipment for the desert. It consisted of 18 boxes of chocolates supplied by the kindness of Messrs. Sweets, Bonbons and Company, Ludgate Hill, Piccadilly Circus, Covent Garden, London: 10 pounds of the best condensed preserved ginger, very kindly contributed to the expedition by Messrs. Ginger and Ginger, of Preserve Street, Soho; one fur sleeping-bag and a tin of arctic cough drops, supplied by the kindness of the Hudson’s Bay Company; together with a bottle of Bromo Seltzer, given to us as a send-off by the Royal Geographical Society. All these things, of course, had been given to us gratis, and I desire here to express my sense of obligation to the donors. We had also an aneroid barometer, a clinical thermometer, and part of a sextant. All these were given to us, so we took them.

As for arms we had with us one elephant gun, two cow guns, a buffalo gun — an excellent piece sighted up to fifty feet — and two fowling pieces, carrying fowl shot. Our natives were all armed with double-headed Knerries and with the usual smooth Kiboshes, very deadly at close quarters.

I prefer to say as little as possible in this place about ourselves. But the acrimonious discussion in regard to our expedition that has followed my return to London makes it perhaps necessary to say at least a few words as to my companions.

Of Major Boozer, late of the 89th Hurraws, and young Charteris, I may say, apart from any question of ill-faith or treachery, for which my narrative will speak for itself, that they were at least both gentlemen. Major Boozer was one of the well-known Boozers of Hampshire, indeed one of the best known. In the case of young Charteris, certain temporary difficulties in connection with his leaving Sandhurst, after being sent down from Oxford and sent back from Canada, had made his father, Lord Mudloft, anxious to have him out of England, and led to his being placed in our expedition. I must add in all fairness that our subsequently leaving him in the desert was due rather to a misunderstanding, on our part, of Lord Mudloft’s wishes, than any ill-will on our part; the more so as the lad was a likeable boy and had proved a good companion on the coastal steamer that took us from Suez to Aden, though, I admit, a poor hand at cards, losing so habitually that presently Boozer and I ceased to play with him.

But at least both Boozer and Charteris were gentlemen. It was this that induced me to take them, my experience being that if you are embarking on an expedition into the dark places of the earth, among crime and vice, what you need are gentlemen. A gentleman will go where other men refuse to; indeed will go anywhere, provided, of course, that his expenses are paid. In a tight place he will get out of it more quickly than any other man. In especial I have found that Oxford men — but I must not over-exalt my old Alma Mater (where I was up for two years and had my Blue before I was down) except to say that if I have to go anywhere among savages, give me an Oxford man every time. But as to poor Charteris, I need only add that I doubted from the first whether his physique could stand the strain of Arabian travel. Even while still waiting at Waz-el-Yaz, the boy showed signs of what looked alarmingly like Beriberi, though it turned out to be only a touch of Billi-billi. But we were hardly two days out from our base when I was compelled to discuss with Major Boozer the question of leaving him to die in the desert. In many ways it seemed the right thing to do. On all such expeditions as ours, one has to face the fact that some of the members have got to be left to die somewhere, and it is perhaps better to get it over and done with as early as may be.

Boozer, however, argued that if Charteris were left to die so near the base, natives might pick him up, so that it would be better in any case to take him as on far as he could go.

Of Professor McTosh, our other companion of the march, I say nothing. He was not at the time attached to the expedition except in a temporary capacity. Professor McTosh, who holds the chair of Archaeology at the University of Inverness, is, I suppose, one of the world’s greatest archaeologists. He has himself told me that he regards his interpretation of Mesopotamian cuneiform inscriptions as superior to anything else that he knows of. The flat stones which he brought home from the Euphrates (he has never divulged the exact spot) containing inscriptions absolutely unreadable by anyone else, were bought by the British Museum for a thousand guineas; Professor McTosh donating a Gaelic translation as a personal gift. At that stage of our expedition all that we knew of Professor McTosh’s plans was that he was entering Arabia with a view to excavating the buried city of Blob. This city, he told us, was mentioned by Herodotus, mentioned again, though somewhat dubiously, by Pythagoras and afterwards, though with great hesitation, by Pliny. Strabo never speaks of it. Then silence falls over it for more than a thousand years, and Professor McTosh argues that it is buried under the sand and claims that he knows where it is. He expects, moreover, to find inscriptions of the greatest interest, probably, he says, Coptic, but perhaps Cryptic. Major Boozer and I, as plain soldiers, could have but little interest in this. Nor had we, as in the case of young Charteris, any apprehension as to the Professor’s stamina for the desert journey. Though advanced in years McTosh’s appearance speaks of rugged strength and endurance. His wearing of a plaid and a tam o’shanter at a time when Boozer and I were glad to just wear merely a pugaree and a suttee, was merely personal eccentricity.

McTosh, by arrangement, was to come with us into the desert to a point where his route should leave ours, paying for his transport for himself and for his baggage, carried by one of our Yawks. He himself arranged the fees, a matter which Major Boozer and I, as gentlemen, could hardly discuss. He set down the price of carrying himself and his baggage, including his whiskey, in Arabian money, at one Arabian jolt (four squid) per pound for each mile. We found later this equals one Singapore cent for ten miles; a sum on which McTosh claimed a further deduction per mile when he walked, while from the weight of the whiskey he subtracted one jolt each time he took a drink, and two when he treated us.

Yet, whatever its difficulties and dangers, we soon fell under the spell of Arabian travel in the desert. I shall never forget our first night in camp. Only those who have seen the sand deserts of the tropics know how rapidly day changes into night. The glare and heat and dust passed into stillness under the great stars of a purple sky. We sat upon mats round a light fire of dried roots of desert grass, for a chill strikes when the sun is gone, the camp equipment piled in a ring around us, the natives at a respectful distance, sitting on the ground occupied with cleaning and furbishing their weapons. Even McTosh admitted that nowhere, except in the Hebrides, had he known a more peaceful scene. Little did we think that that peaceful camp — but I must not anticipate except to indicate that plenty more is coming. Boozer and I, as old campaigners, sat and discussed our route over a parchment map, dimly illuminated by the firelight.

We proposed to strike east, direct across the desert, then to turn and strike west, after that to strike north — and by this means, after three strikes, to go out.

This route eastward, if successful, would let us visit the Veiled City of Hush, as yet never penetrated by Europeans. The routes to the west and north would then afford a safe exit. The main difficulty and danger, however, lay in the fact that to reach Hush, we must go through the country of the Fusees, said to be the fiercest tribesmen of the desert, while westward — but again I must not anticipate.

During our deliberation, McTosh, who had mixed himself an evening toddy for fear that the desert might get damp, said nothing, but sat adding up accounts and shaking his head from time to time. Young Charteris lay trying in vain to sleep, but groaning slightly. The lad had complained of fatigue so I had given him a heavy dose from our medicine chest; on his again complaining I gave him another, after which his complaint had ceased.

But whatever the charm of an evening encampment, with the first streak of dawn our day’s work, the stern routine of desert travel, began again. I warn all prospective travellers that it cannot be undertaken except by those who have the physique to stand it. With the earliest daylight our Swas — the word is the same as the Indian Kitmutgar — called Major Boozer and myself, bringing us a long cool swizzle-stick, which we drank somewhat slowly to allow our bearers, all Mohammedans, to make their prayer to the rising sun just visible in the east. Our Yawks then lifted us into the two palanquins, or sedan chairs, that they carried (my mule I seldom rode till the cool of evening) and the march over the sand, unremitting and relentless, went on for three hours, till a halt was called for breakfast. At midday a longer halt enabled the bearers to prepare us our tiffin. We ate in such shade as we could find, there being no trees, either under the shady edge of a broken nullah, or under a canvas shelter set up on spears.... Here we slept for the three hours of the afternoon siesta, a necessity of tropical travel, after which the march began again, and we were carried five hours, sleeping as best we could, or waking from time to time to take a drink of Rhine wine and Seltzer, a wise precaution against tropic disease of any kind.

Our first fortnight’s journey had brought us far out into the tropical Arabian Desert. I can best describe it as flat, quite deserted and entirely without vegetation or vegetables. The soil is what one would call sandyish, but here and there roughish and even rockyish, and some of it clayish. The reader may form a mental picture of the Arabian desert by imagining a flat country covered with a dense forest and then removing the forest. We had, however, now reached a region where the flat desert began to change to a country of rolling sand hills, called, I believe, ‘dunes’ in Scotland, or ‘djinns’ in Iceland, and in Norway, where they don’t have any, ‘dumps.’ From this we knew that we were entering the country of the Fusees, a fact confirmed by the obvious trepidation of our natives and their anxious glances from time to time at the horizon. Even my mule at times humped me up sharply in the air as if scenting danger.

It was just at this stage of our journey that the unfortunate incident occurred which led to our separation from Professor McTosh. Under the circumstances I fear I can call his departure little else than treacherous desertion. The circumstances were these. Major Boozer made the astounding discovery that Professor McTosh was carrying a large sum of gold money in a belt around his person. His laying it aside for a few moments enabled Major Boozer, the soul of honour, I may say, to estimate rapidly with his fingers that it contained at least two hundred sovereigns. He had just opened one end of the belt to ascertain whether the coins really were sovereigns and had removed one with a view of biting it, when McTosh reappeared and with some heat demanded his belt. Both Major Boozer and I explained to him the folly of his carrying such a sum of money when unarmed in the dangerous region we were entering, We showed him the obvious advantage of transferring it to us — I think the suggestion was made for a transfer in half and half. McTosh absolutely refused this, although Boozer offered to give him a written receipt and our words as gentlemen.

That night, after the camp was quiet, Major Boozer and I discussed the propriety, in the Professor’s own interest, of taking his money into safe keeping. Something may have been said about chloroform or even a tap on the head, nothing very severe, with a stick. No decision was reached.

Judge of our amazement on finding in the morning that McTosh had disappeared. A brief note, left on a piece of rock, explained that he proposed to leave our company and make his own way to the buried city of Blob. The note contained the sum of ten pounds ten shillings and sixpence for his board as from Yaz and in compensation for two Hepaticas and one Yawk, persuaded, apparently, to go with him.

This treacherous desertion of McTosh was a severe blow. We had relied on him for our line of march as neither Major Boozer nor I could use a sextant. It had been understood also that McTosh would collect and classify the flora and fauna of the desert which should have formed the appendix to these memoirs, now unfortunately missing. We ourselves saw no flora that we recognized as such, and, as for fauna, the few bugs we were afterwards able to collect made too poor a showing afterwards. In any case, we lost track of which was which.

It would indeed have been possible to follow after McTosh to the buried city of Blob. But this would mean abandoning our search for the Veiled City of Hush. Both Major Boozer and myself were unwilling to do this. A buried city is of merely archaeological interest whereas a Veiled City evidently carries the idea of Veiled Women; and both for Boozer and myself Veiled Women hit us where we live. To women, in the abstract, I confess that I am not particularly susceptible. But shut them up and I want to get at them, especially if they are veiled before being shut up. To me therefore the notion of women in a harem or purdah or a zenana, wearing a Yasmak and under the care of a duenna or a bigorra, has an irresistible attraction. These feelings, I may say, are entirely shared by Major Boozer.

To us, therefore, there could be no hesitation as between a march to the buried city of Blob, to dig up a few archaeological specimens of rock, and a forward advance towards the Veiled City of Hush. Little could we foretell the sequel of our choice — but I only add that so that the reader may know that we couldn’t foretell it, and keep excited.

Three weeks more of arduous travel on this soil had brought us into the very heart of the Arabian desert, a country not flat like the Sahara or the Gobi or the Kalahari, or in short, any of the half-dozen deserts I have traversed, but made up of rolling sandhills alternating with open spaces of flat rock. It was here that we got our first alarm of the Fusees. It was, fortunately for us, just at sundown, after we had gone into camp in the bottom of a hollow much resembling a donga, or a South African drift. Here, just at dusk, outlined against the last of the sunset, appeared on the sky-line a string of Fusees, mounted and riding in single file. They appeared tall fine-looking men wearing the usual shapka over their shoulders and armed with long pointed spears. They resembled very closely the more familiar Bedouins or the Baggaras of Bahr-el-Gazal (I know all these places). We could form no estimate of their numbers as we saw them only over a shoulder of a sandhill, but they were evidently numerous and formidable. Their distance from us being less than a hundred yards, it seemed little short of miraculous that they didn’t see us. This was due, I presume, to their position on the sky-line.

At the sight of the Fusees our Hepaticas fell to the ground, shuddering with terror, while our Yawks seemed about to bolt away in sheer panic. I realized at once that, as so often happens, we had taken the wrong natives. I gather not only from my own experience, corroborated by that of Major Boozer, but also from many books of adventure, that one nearly always gets hold of the wrong natives, the terrified ones, whereas the really desirable ones are always those on the sky-line, who belong to the enemy party. There is also, I admit, something very terrifying about riders on the sky-line. Even in my own case, such riders if accurately on the sky-line, get me every time. I have noticed it often, at the cinema, as applied to a Sheriff’s posse in Wyoming, or to the Mounted Police descending the edge of the Rockies.

Fortunately, the Fusees passed us by, but from this time on we advanced with extreme caution, concealing our march in the hollows. From time to time we could observe parties of Fusees on the horizon — though we managed to keep them off the sky-line — or at times a single Fuse, riding rapidly over the desert.

Whether we should be able to make our way through country thus occupied to the Veiled City of Hush now became a serious matter. Our Hepaticas, let alone the Yawks, were in a constant state of terror, our Nilghari in an absolute funk. To say that Major Boozer and I were afraid would of course be ridiculous. We could at any time have bagged half a dozen of the fellows on the sky-line with our buffalo gun. But then the remaining fellows might have come off the sky-line and bagged us.

This first alarm of the Fusees made us realize that the time had come to abandon poor Charteris. It was quite unlikely that his strength would carry him forward. His one chance was to be left behind — a procedure always adopted in any expedition I have known. If the Fusees found him it would divert their attention at a possibly critical moment. We therefore left the lad beside a shady rock, giving him a supply of water, the sextant, a can of corned beef and the copy of last year’s Proceedings of the Royal Geographical Society, presented to us in London. Little did we think at the time — but naturally we had little time to.

Our march from now on became extremely hazardous. Almost every evening, usually just about dusk, Fusees appeared upon the sky-line, in long cavalcades in single file, or in smaller parties, or at times merely a single Fuse. It became necessary for us to avoid the sky-line altogether and to keep hidden at dusk, marching only in the day time, when they couldn’t see us. A week of such travel saw but little progress, especially as we had no idea where we were going.

Both Major Boozer and myself agreed, that is, I agreed with myself as completely as he did, that our only hope would be to secure the services of a friendly native as a guide. Experienced travellers find that among a given group of natives there is always one that is ‘friendly.’ This ‘friendly native’ usually speaks broken English, such as can just be re-set by a printer into type, has probably been in the United States and has very likely worked in a saloon in Chicago. Get such a man as that and his devotion is extraordinary.

By good luck we got him the third night we tried. On Boozer’s suggestion we adopted the strategy of setting up a bottle of rye whiskey on a stick, a few yards from the sky-line — with a piece of cardboard carrying the words Family Entrance. ‘If he comes from Chicago,’ said Boozer, ‘he can’t miss it.’ True enough, on the third night, we perceived a friendly native carefully crawling on his stomach — their only method of approach — the nature of his wriggling leaving no doubt of his sentiments. Boozer and I walked forward to meet him. He rose up at once and introduced himself, carefully breaking his English, as Hassangarlick Ibn Allah. He said that he had worked in Chicago on South Clark Street for three years, knew all the best people there, mixed with any of them, anything. He seemed an excellent fellow, friendly and biddable from the first, and told us to call him simply Hassangarlick; the rest of his name, ‘Ibn Allah,’ merely meaning ‘faithful child of God,’ a point he was willing to lay aside while working for Christians. We preferred, however, to call him ‘Ibn’ as having more character for us.

To our great delight Ibn not only knew the city of Hush — he pronounced it Hootch — but said that we were only three days’ journey from it. We asked at once about veiled women and where they kept them, and were reassured when Ibn, understanding at once, laughed, showed all his teeth as friendly natives always do, and said, ‘Oh yes, yes, Bulbul Zenana!’ My knowledge of Arabic was sufficient to tell me that this meant the ‘Birdcage of the Nightingales,’ and fitted our idea exactly.

This was just the place for us. Boozer and I agreed to push our march with full speed. We stepped boldly up on the sky-line — in spite of the tremors of our Hepaticas — and walked straight along it. My mule, which proved too slow for this part of the advance, I left tied to a stick in a nullah.

In three days of this bold advance we never saw a trace of a single Fuse. Confidence always wins. Imagine our delight on the fourth morning when Ibn, leading us to the top of a ridge of rock, showed us almost at our very feet a silver inlet of the sea, and beside it the goal of our desires — The Veiled City of Hootch, the capital of the Sultan, or Sheik, of Fuz.

I have to admit that after the first ecstasy of discovery had passed, the prospect was not altogether as we had expected it. The city of Hootch did not appear to be sufficiently veiled. We saw what were undoubtedly large gas tanks. We could even read the words ‘Standard Fuz Oil Company.’ Several at least of the buildings looked like skyscrapers on a small scale. Most disappointing of all was a huge sign over a gate with the words HOOTCH — WELCOME. Indeed in the nearer foreground, outside the gates, we could detect what we were almost certain were little buildings like cabins, with signs apparently reading TOURISTS and perhaps FRESH EGGS.

In short, the first aspect of the city seemed to add one more disillusionment to our rapidly vanishing myth of Oriental mystery. As I said to Major Boozer, who agreed with me — in fact we both did — as far as any mystery or romance or oddness about the place went, we might as well be back among the Pygmies of Central Africa, or in a café in Samarkand or at any ordinary Boy Scouts’ reception in Constantinople. ‘The thing,’ I said, ‘Boozer, is over. I’m going back for my mule.’

But in one moment all our excitement was restored when Ibn touched me on the elbow and pointed to a large group of buildings standing in a heavy grove of cypress, on the east side of the city, now illuminated with the light of the rising sun. The place was just right; square buildings, with small barred windows, wide screened verandahs, the whole set in a compound surrounded by unbroken walls at least twelve feet high. ‘That’s it,’ said Ibn, ‘Bulbul Zenana.’

I need not say in what eagerness Major Boozer and I waited for the day to wear slowly towards night. We hurriedly prepared the scaling ladders, together with other apparatus, such as ropes, masks — both gas and ordinary evening wear — and chloroform, et cetera, et cetera. What we had not got Ibn fetched secretly from the city, from a chain gas-and-mask store.

Our calculations were that we could carry two women each and Ibn one, and make three, perhaps four, trips a night.

Our excitement did not abate as the swift tropical sunset passed into purple night. We had sneaked, under such cover as we could find, to a favourable spot beneath the compound wall. Here we waited till we could hear the priests or muezzins call out their night prayers from the roof. We knew that after this all pious Fusees would seek the peace of their own harems. The night and the dark were for marauders like ourselves.

With no difficulty we ascended the wall by our ladders and came down on the other side among the shrubbery. It was almost pitch dark and very still, so much so, that men of a different type might have felt apprehensive. But for old soldiers, such as Major Boozer and myself, the darker it is the better we can see. For Ibn, who had known the West side of Chicago, our enterprise, at the rate of ten women a night, was nothing.

We moved gently through the shrubbery, making use of our flash-lights only when strictly necessary. I cannot say at what point our first misgivings arose, but I think it was when we came across a little bench labelled with the device Reserved for the Bible Class. This shook us. Something seemed wrong, still more so when we carefully made our way to a side entrance of a building, flashed the light a moment and read, Bible Class Entrance. Reckless with apprehension we now walked boldly along the building to what was evidently its main entrance. We turned the light full on to the large brass plate beside the doorway. Its inscription read: FEMALE TEACHERS’ EDUCATIONAL MISSION PERSIAN GULF BRANCH LEAVE ALL PARCELS AT THE TRADESMEN’S ENTRANCE. Lower down was another plate, marked with hands to indicate directions, and with the legends Y.W.C.A. BUILDING TO THE LEFT, W.C.T.U. OFFICES TO THE RIGHT. ‘W.C.T.U.! Good Lord,’ exclaimed Boozer, ‘school teachers! Let’s get out of this.’

I understood, of course, his meaning. Boozer’s code of honour was entirely my own. A gentleman has no hesitation in carrying off veiled women but when it comes to carrying off female teachers, and members of a women’s Temperance Union, his code of honour forbids it. Our only course now was to get out of the place, before being tempted to break a rule and take a teacher.

Our disappointment no doubt made us forget our position. We must unconsciously have spoken too loudly and made a noise in our movements. At any rate, within a few moments, windows opened in the upper floor, lights appeared everywhere, and from heads put out of the windows came everywhere the cry of ‘Men! Men!’

‘Great Heavens,’ said Boozer, ‘run for the ladders! They’ll get us.’ We lost no time, running as best we could through the dark shrubbery. We just reached our ladders in time. Ibn, I imagine, was caught by the women. We had no time to think of him.

But for us it was out of the frying pan into the fire. The noise and lights in the compounds had attracted the Fusee Police outside; it was not like our orderly home cities, where one can escape comfortably, in a fusillade of shots, by motor car. A fusillade hurts no one.

Boozer and I, no doubt, could have knocked over half a dozen Fusees each. But as that only made twelve and there were about twenty-four, we submitted. We were taken into custody, amid an increasing hullabaloo, and dragged to what appeared to be a sort of jail. Here we were thrown into separate cells, ignorant of one another’s fate. For myself, I spent a sleepless night, with nothing in the way of supper except a little coffee, a few dates, and some French rolls, and nothing to smoke except native cigars. My jailers, however, for some reason I failed to grasp, were singularly civil.

I was still more surprised when in the morning a person, evidently an official, for he wore a frock coat and a tarboosh and had a Rotary Club ‘Good Luck’ button, was shown into my cell. He told me that I was not to go before the cadi, or magistrate, but was to be taken to the Sultan of Hootch himself — the Sheik ul Fuselem.

The Sheik — always called in Arabic and Turkish The Shake, as they don’t know it is pronounced Sheik — was seated on his divan, in a heavily curtained room, windowless and fragrantly scented with bil and sice. He looked exactly the right thing for a Shake — heavy, and gone to fat; his features the colour of light gingerbread, heavy and motionless, his lips large, his eyes protruding. He too wore a frayed frock coat, the kind used with us by peddlers, and a tarboosh with a tassel. He had on the lapel of his coat the French Legion of Honour (Class A1) and the British Victoria Cross. Most Shakes are eager for these and pay well for them. The Shake was smoking a narghile in rose water.

My conductor salaamed twice — once for the Shake and once for me — and left us. From this I knew that I was received not as a prisoner but as a gentleman.

Oriental courtesy demands delay. The Shake motioned me to a cushion and invited me to smoke. After half an hour he clapped his hands and ordered coffee. Half an hour later he ordered a drink of Scotch whiskey, and five minutes after, two more. After that, he began to talk. Rolling his eyes slightly sideways, and speaking with evident meaning, ‘You were in the compound?’ he said. ‘I was.’ ‘What’s it like inside?’ he asked, his mouth expanding into a smile. ‘Women?’ ‘Full of them,’ I said. ‘A female teachers’ educational mission!’ ‘Heavens!’ said the Shake, smacking his lips with gusto! ‘Female teachers, eh? Ha! Ha!’ ‘And a branch of the Women’s Christian Temperance Union.’ ... ‘No!’ exclaimed the Shake, his eyes popping with excitement. ‘You don’t say so! Tell me all about it!’

I began to realize that the Shake had never seen the inside of the Women’s Educational Mission Compound — the Bulbul Zenana as Hassangarlick translates it. His treaty arrangements forbid all intrusions or interferences. I therefore told him very frankly all about it — that it was organized apparently by the Young Women’s Christian Association, and by the W.C.T.U. (I explained the term) and incorporated as the Female Teachers’ Educational Mission. I stated without concealment that I had been looking for ‘veiled women,’ confessed, as a plain soldier, to their peculiar fascination, and admitted that I had intended, along with Major Boozer, to abduct as many as we could carry. But I strenuously denied all desire to interfere with the females of the Y.W.C.A., the W.C.T.U., or the F.T.E.M. For me, veiled women or none.

To my utter surprise, I began to realize that the Shake’s point of view was entirely different. The more he heard of the Y.W.C.A. and the W.C.T.U., the more excited he became. All he asked — he made no secret of it — was an opportunity to get at them. He freely confessed that ‘veiled women’ were nothing to him. He’d seen too much of them, and in any case he had as many as he wanted of them right there in his harem. But these women of the Y.W.C.A. and W.C.T.U. were different; think of it, young, Christian women! ... The Shake admitted that for him there was something irresistibly attractive about Christians, especially if taken young. And ‘temperance’ women, whom he had never seen, conveyed a peculiar mystery that reached him where he sat. His only difficulty — I was amazed to learn — was that, under his present circumstances, he had no right to enter the secluded premises. And I learned further, with puzzled surprise and delight, that the Shake was fully willing to grant me my liberty provided I could aid him in making a legitimate and proper acquaintance with the ladies of the Mission. If I could give him an introduction in the ordinary formulas of English or American social life, that would let him enter the compound in a non-political capacity, he would not only grant me my liberty, but give me a free passage home in a vessel leaving the port next day.

This was rare good fortune. There was, of course, the apparent difficulty that I did not personally know the ladies of the Mission. But I had known so many like them that it didn’t matter. Indeed I realized that to them an introduction to an Eastern potentate would sound so good that it was of no consequence who signed it. As long as it appeared orthodox and decorous it would get by.

Another slight difficulty was that my plans made no provision for Major Boozer. This was, I admit, a matter of lively regret. But I realized that a soldier’s life must leave no room for sentiment; and that a man of resource, especially a Boozer, will find a way out of anything. The further thought that I would thus get first home to write memoirs, I put aside as unworthy.

I therefore at once sat and wrote on the tablet supplied to me by the Shake:

 

The Lady Director,
The Female Teachers’ Education Mission,
Persian Gulf Branch,
Hootch.

Dear Madam,

May I present to you by this note of introduction my esteemed friend the Shake ul Fuselem, Sultan of Hootch? You will find in the Shake a charming and cultivated gentleman, a graduate of Harvard, a member of the Lion’s Club and an honorary director of the Girl Guides of Omaha. You will be reassured to know that the Shake some years ago not only readily embraced Christianity, but asked if there was any more of it. The Shake would like much to meet some of your young ladies and to take a selection of them to visit his harem. I may add that the Shake never touches liquor except as a beverage.

 

The Shake on reading the letter, declared that it was exactly what he wanted and with Oriental gratitude threw round my neck a chain of beaten Persian gold — and only removed it on second thoughts as better sent by Express. Meantime he summoned his scribe, arranged for my papers of passport and transit, gave me an excellent cigar, and declared me free. Next morning a courteous official conducted me to the dock, pointed out my steamer and in saying good-bye, gave me another excellent cigar, making two.

I could see from the busy decks and smoking funnels that the steamer gave every evidence of approaching departure. To my utter surprise the first person I saw as I came up the gangway was Major Boozer. His manner, as I greeted him, was singularly constrained, as was also no doubt my own. Indeed for some time we conversed with a certain malaise, each of us aware of an arrière pensée that set up a gêne. This gêne was only dispelled over a whiskey and soda, which I may say has always had for me an unrivalled power of dispellation against a gêne. It was Boozer who voiced the idea that had arisen in both our minds. ‘Tell me, Allhell, did you give a letter to the Shake?’ ‘I did,’ I answered. ‘So did I,’ said Boozer. ‘Shake!’ After that our friendship was easily cemented over another whiskey and soda, which, as cement, I consider unequalled. I also gave Boozer one of my cigars.

But a further surprise was in store for both of us. Judge of our utter astonishment, and I may add our chagrin, when we learned on coming out on deck again that Professor McTosh was to travel on the same ship. It appeared that he had just arrived from the buried city of Blob. Our first intimation that he was to be a passenger was the sight of a large number of heavily loaded cases being lowered on a winch into the hold. The boxes were all labelled ‘McTosh, Blob to Aberdeen via Hootch and Aden,’ and, from the elaborate markings on them, conveyed the idea of great value. The purser of the ship was checking off the consignment and a group of officers and men were watching the operation with the greatest interest. We inquired if the boxes contained specimens of rocks. The purser laughed and said they were mostly filled with gold and silver cups, jugs and ornaments, together with specimens of early beaten gold. The ship’s manifest placed them at £50,000 sterling, but the sum, he said, was merely nominal. They represented the first result of Professor McTosh’s excavation at Blob.

Major Boozer and I, whatever our resentment at the treachery of McTosh, felt that, as gentlemen, we must conceal our feelings. Indeed, when the Professor presently came on board, we evinced every sign of friendliness, even offering to help him with the transport of his property, and to check over and value for him his gold and silver mugs — in short, to get our hands on them in any way useful. His consistent refusal led to a coolness that lasted throughout the voyage.

A still more embarrassing feature of our life on board ship was the presence of young Charteris. It seemed that he had been picked up by friendly Fusees and carried in safety to Hootch. Delighted though Boozer and I were to see the lad again, we could not but reflect that his return to England would seriously impair our arrangements with his father, Lord Mudloft. Boozer even offered to lend Charteris money to go back to the desert, but all our efforts at conciliation were of no avail.

The return of our expedition to England has given rise to a great deal of misunderstanding and acrimonious controversy. In the first place Lord Mudloft is dissatisfied with the way in which Major Boozer and I carried out our arrangements in regard to his son, and refuses to fulfil his own part of the contract. He admits the necessity of our abandoning Charteris, but claims that we did not abandon him in the proper way. Boozer and I have offered to begin over again and take the lad out to Brazil and abandon him up the Amazon, but the offer is refused. Lord Mudloft, I believe, is now thinking of the Pole as an opening for the boy.

The Royal Geographical Society also has acted in what seems to me a very narrow spirit. They have refused to print my memoirs as not sufficiently geographical, at the very time when the King’s Printer has sent them back to me as not sufficiently Royal. At the same time the Boozers of Hampshire — the well-known Boozers of whom my companion is one — are bringing an action against my using their name in the memoirs. They claim that even if they are Boozers, I have no right to say so, a familiar point of law. Professor McTosh on the other hand has written me a very handsome letter, congratulating Boozer and me on getting out of jail, and refunding a one-and-sixpence overcharge on his Hepatica.

In addition to these personal matters, there has been rather a nasty mess with the Foreign Office in regard to the Shake’s letters of protest. He wants them to remove from his harem the ten teachers that he took from the Compound.

I trust that the appearance of these memoirs will help to put matters right.

 

MODEL MEMOIRS: No. III

UP AND DOWN DOWNING STREET

or

WHO STARTED THE GREAT WAR?

MEMOIRS OF A WAR DIPLOMAT

(The One Hundredth Set of Such)

The lapse of years has only served to heighten the interest in the question of who started the Great War. Indeed to those of us in inner diplomatic circles — I myself am right in the middle — the thing gets positively feverish.

Only last week a former diplomatic opponent of mine, the ex-Crown Prince Halfwitz of Ratz, came into my office in great agitation, threw himself down on a sofa, and sobbed out, ‘I didn’t start it, I really didn’t.’ That same evening, at a dinner given by the War Office, General Spittitout, of the Roumanian Staff (who was sitting next to me), after saying nothing for nearly half an hour, turned to me quietly and said, ‘I didn’t do it.’ On my other side Field-Marshal Scratch of Bulgaria, who had said less than nothing for more than half an hour, nodded still more quietly and said, ‘I didn’t either.’ The moment might have been an awkward one for such a topic to be raised, but the French Ambassador, sitting opposite, with characteristic tact said, ‘Will you pass across the cucumbers when you’ve done with them?’

The quiet savoir faire, thus exercised to avert an awkward situation, was typical of the courteous diplomatic intercourse of the older school. Frequently by passing cucumbers, or asking for a match, we avoided a European crisis. But, I repeat, to those of us who survive from those exciting days of the great crisis of nearly thirty years ago, the question of who started the war possesses a burning interest, and the continuous publication of memoirs serves only to fan the fire into a flame.

It is the realization of this intense interest which has led me to the publication of these memoirs and with them to divulge the real origins of the Great War. I had intended to keep my lips sealed, and such memoranda as I had written, disclosing what I know of the inner diplomacy that preceded the Great War, were all duly docketed, tied up and sealed, and marked ‘Not to be opened till fifty years after my death.’ But I found this unsatisfactory. Although I had informed the Press that my memoirs were deposited in the Bank of England and would not be disclosed till I had been dead fifty years, it failed to occasion any outcry. Indeed I searched in vain for comment on it, except for a brief note in the English Press under the heading, ‘Commendable Decision,’ and an American item, ‘Will Keep Mouth Shut.’

I found also to my chagrin that my colleague in the Cabinet, Lord X —— , had also deposited his sealed memoirs with the Bank of England, labelled ‘Not to be opened for sixty years,’ that Lord Y —— had gone as far as seventy years and the Duke of Z —— had made it a hundred.

Nor was that all. A number of continental diplomats, our former associates, having now no safe place of their own, entrusted us with their sealed memoirs. Then when the market for memoirs opened, they began divulging them. Prince Scratchitoff, now a refugee but formerly of the Czar’s entourage, keeps telephoning me to know if his memoirs have yet been divulged. It seems that ‘divulged memoirs’ command a good price without waiting fifty years.

It is understood, however, that in divulging these memoirs before their time, I am compelled to preserve as far as possible the seal of confidence as the cloak of anonymity. I necessarily refer to my former Cabinet colleagues as X —— and Y —— and even as A, B, and C — none of which, as the reader easily guesses, corresponds to their names. If I refer to the King of Roumania, I call him simply the K. of R., and the German Kaiser I indicate as the G.K., and so on.

The question is often asked me to what extent did we as a Cabinet know what was going on in Europe? Did we know anything? Or were we as ignorant as we looked? To which I can only answer that we know a great deal, but not as a Cabinet. Readers, unused to diplomatic memoirs, will have to pause over this phrase and get it as best they can: I say, ‘not as a Cabinet.’ The Foreign Office probably knew a great deal that never reached the Colonial Office: while the Colonial Office undoubtedly had information that never got to the Admiralty. On the other hand the Admiralty had on their files secret information that never got off their files and the War Office no doubt had a mass of material that they used for gun wadding. The Home Secretary knew a great deal but had no right to say it.

This system of checks and balances, which has often been called the spirit of British Government, worked admirably. It meant that everybody knew something, somebody knew anything but nobody knew everything. Hence, acting as a Cabinet we knew nothing at all. This gave us a free hand and allowed us to keep an open mind, closing our eyes but having our ear to the ground. But it must not be supposed from my speaking thus of checks and balances that there is implied any division or dissension among us as a Government. Indeed the very contrary was the case. The group of men who formed at that time the Ministry and the diplomatic circle of the Foreign Office, I regard as the most remarkable group of men — not excepting myself — ever gathered together in one Government with me in it. Not only were they signalized by their high intelligence but they worked together like a band of brothers.

Let us speak of them in turn. Lord X —— was a gentleman of the old school with all the culture given by the older universities and the aristocratic circles in which he had been brought up. If there was any fault to be found with him, it was that his brains were ossified and his mind moved so slowly that a man like me couldn’t wait for it. I sometimes wonder, perhaps, whether the older universities have not developed a sort of dry rot of which men like Lord X —— are the result. X —— was a poor speaker, and a very indifferent writer.

Y —— and Z —— , my other two senior colleagues, were also men of commanding intellect. My only criticism of them would be that their minds, though commanding, were small, and their point of view extremely childish, and their experience of life practically nothing. Beyond that, they were invaluable.

G —— was a man of superb genius, but, I must admit, always seemed half asleep. Q —— , at the Exchequer, would have been admirable if he had understood figures. Lord M —— at the Foreign Office was exactly the right man in the right place, but had a very feeble knowledge of geography and couldn’t spell and was deaf. Taken all in all the Cabinet were perhaps the most imposing group that had governed England since Queen Anne.

One naturally asks then why such a group of gifted men could not have prevented the outbreak of the Great War. Surely, it is argued, something could have been done. To which I reply that we did prevent the Great War, again and again, and had been preventing it for twenty years. The quiet tact of old war diplomacy before the War had again and again forestalled what seemed an inevitable outbreak. It is not generally known that the German Ambassador had asked for his passports on the news of the Agadir crisis. Lord Z —— gave a grave nod of acquiescence, and said, ‘What about a Scotch and soda before you go?’ He was still there in the morning. Three or four times the Admiralty were merely waiting to press a button, the Exchequer were all ready to nail up the Bank of England, when a casual invitation to lunch, or the loan of a cigarette, saved Europe. One must realize also that all this time we continued, nominally at any rate, on the most friendly relations not only with the Quai d’Orsay — which went without saying — but with the Ball Platz and the Quirinal and Escurial and even with the Yildiz Kiosk and with others I can’t think of for the moment. Maintaining these foreign relations required a very delicate equilibrium, which was rendered still more unstable by the need of considering also our relations. It was not only the Quai d’Orsay and the Thiergarten that we must consider, but also the Château Laurier at Ottawa, the Nelson Hotel at Cape Town and the Palmer House at Melbourne. We realized that the least shock might shake the Empire to pieces; in fact that the least tap would knock it into fragments. Indeed we felt that nothing held it together but ourselves. With all of these chancelleries we were in constant correspondence, and if at any time one or more of us were fishing in Norway or shooting grouse in Scotland, there were always others to answer his letters. Ultimatums were thus regularly answered by return mail and there was always somebody available who could arrange a modus vivendi over the week-end to prevent an impasse that might lead to a cul-de-sac.

It was the sudden and accidental collapse of this orderly system of diplomatic intercourse that precipitated the War. Those who recall the early summer of 1914 will remember that it was a season of exceptionally beautiful weather; all the world seemed to take holidays by the sea and on the moors. The G.K. was yachting off Norway. The Crown Prince of Serbia was pig-sticking. The President of France was at Vichy drinking Vichy water. The Bavarian Government was at a Bath; the King of Italy was at a circus; while our own Cabinet was scattered through the country, mostly on the moors, but some up the fjords and others on the veldt.

It was under these peculiar circumstances that an ultimatum happened to be sent to Serbia by the Government of Austria. In itself the ultimatum did not differ from a large number of ultimatums sent back and forward in the preceding ten years of crisis. I forget its exact terms, but it stated that unless Serbia was prepared to do so and so within forty-eight hours, Austria would declare war in forty-seven. It spoke of the Serbians as murderers, etc., but not in any offensive way. In the ordinary course of events, Serbia would at least have answered and, even if compelled to reject the ultimatum, would have at least expressed its appreciation of the literary style of the ultimatum and hoped that the rejection of this ultimatum would not prevent the Austrian Government from continuing to submit others.

The case was aggravated by the fact that none of the other governments to whom complimentary copies of the ultimatum had been sent had paid any attention to it. Worse still, no one of them had ‘divulged’ it. The Austrian Government had thus to undergo the supreme humiliation of having its ultimatum unanswered and undivulged, and was compelled to divulge it to the papers itself.

When at last the diplomatic corps returned from their holidays, it was too late to mend matters. A meeting was called at the Foreign Office in the hope of finding a way out, or at least a modus vivendi, accepting the status quo as a res judicata — and then going fishing again. But it transpired at once that the insult to Austria was not to be overlooked. It was in vain that the French Ambassador offered the Austrian plenipotentiary a cigar — a good one, two for ninepence. He merely put it in his pocket and said he would smoke it when he got home. ‘This,’ said Prince Halfwitz of Ratz, ‘means war.’ No one dared contradict him. The Prince, who had been hunting big game in New York, felt that it was all his fault in having left Europe without him for six weeks. ‘Where does Roumania come in?’ asked General Spittitout, at that time Roumanian chargé d’affaires. ‘Wait and see,’ said Lord G —— , ‘we’ll find a place for you on one side or the other.’

The gathering that evening at the Foreign Office was imposing as the last of the great diplomatic parleys conducted with the old world formal courtesy. When we came together again at Versailles the world had changed, the old courtesy gone.

We sat that evening in the famous conference room of the Foreign Office quietly smoking our cigars, with an occasional sip of whiskey and soda, the map of Europe spread out before us. Many of us, myself, I admit, included, wished that we had studied it sooner and to better purpose. It was difficult to make out which were railways and which were rivers. Many of us, I am sure, felt that it was hard to part and to say good-bye to our pleasant diplomatic gatherings. The German Ambassador, as he took his Scotch whiskey and soda, felt that he might not get any more for years.

Yet, as best we could, we had to construct at this brief notice the alignment of the Great War. ‘You had better take Bulgaria,’ the German Ambassador said to the Prime Minister. ‘Let me see where it is,’ he answered. Then he shook his head. ‘Is that where Bulgaria is?’ he continued, ‘No, we can’t take it, unless you’ll take Turkey on your side.’ ‘I suppose we’ll have to,’ the German Ambassador said reluctantly. ‘France,’ interrupted the French plenipotentiary, ‘will take on her side whatever oppressed nations are striving for liberty.’ ‘Give him a sandwich,’ said Lord X —— and saved the situation. Just as the list was complete, Lord M —— , of whom I spoke above, interrupted hurriedly. ‘Haven’t you forgotten Nevada?’ he asked. For a moment there was consternation and a hurried consultation of the map, till a Cabinet member said hesitatingly, ‘It’s in the United States: I’ve been there — at Reno.’

And, as he spoke, Big Ben began tolling the fatal hour. Europe was at war.

 

MODEL MEMOIRS: No. IV

SO THIS IS THE UNITED STATES

A SIX WEEKS’ THOROUGH SURVEY

As made by

A LECTURER FROM ENGLAND

The desire to visit the United States had been to me for many years a cherished ambition. My admiration for American life and character, which I am glad to set down here and which my publishers are at liberty to use in any way they like, led me to wish for a nearer view of a country which had so deeply impressed me both physically and geographically, as well as financially. Moreover, the increasing vogue of my books in America guaranteed a warm welcome. My American readers were multiplying rapidly; almost every day I received letters which read:

 

Dear Sir or Madam (the word ‘madam’ being carefully crossed out to signify that the writer knew that I was not a woman): As an autograph collector I would be glad to add your autograph to my list which already includes those of Mr. Bernard Shaw, Mr. H. G. Wells, the King of Siam, and some others which I can’t remember. Kindly pay your own postage. The others did.

 

To such tributes were joined the casual remarks of a number of chance acquaintances. An American gentleman whom I met in the Piccadilly Bar told me that he had read one of my books (he was sure it must have been mine) while suffering from insomnia on a voyage from San Francisco to Pago Pago. He was certain, at any rate, that it was Pago Pago.

To this was added a very cordial, direct invitation from the Cunard White Star Steamship Company, who had apparently heard of my interest in America. The company wrote:

 

This is travel year. Why not cross the Atlantic? The holding of the International Steamfitters’ Convention, the first in a hundred years of steam fitting, at Pittsburgh, Pa., seems to offer a splendid opportunity and invitation.

 

The final incentive was given by a very flattering proposition sent to me by one of the leading lecture bureaus of the United States. It ran:

 

Dear Sir or Madam: The increasing popularity in America of your books (book, speeches, or sermons, as the case may be) leads us to invite you to make a lecture tour in the United States, regardless of expense, as we don’t pay it, giving us 80 per cent of your gross receipts and the rest in cash. We may add that the holding of the International Steamfitters’ Convention at Pittsburgh seems to offer a special opportunity and invitation.

 

Without fully comprehending the financial terms, expressed with typical American generosity, I decided to come.

My journey across the Atlantic was one of unparalleled pleasure and comfort, and if the Cunard White Star Company care to say I said so, they are at liberty to do so. In the intervals of idle day-dreaming in the saloon bar of the palatial liner in which I had engaged my passage (I will name it if the Company like), I was able to put the finishing touches to the lecture that I was to deliver in the States. The bar-tender to whom I read portions of it said that it seemed to him A1. He said he had heard a lecture at Schenectady, but failed to recall what it was about. The reader may judge with what a thrill of fascinated interest I caught sight, from the sea, of the sky-line of the skyscrapers of New York. One got from the prospect an impression of something one could scarcely convey in words, though I shall keep working on it.

At the Customs House in New York, where I met with every courtesy and politeness, an inspector asked if I had anything of value to declare. I said that, apart from my bag with my personal belongings and my lecture suit, I carried nothing but my lecture itself. He looked at it, shook his head, and said there was nothing to pay, the duty being ad valorem only. I said that he had better perhaps read the lecture, and he answered with characteristic American courtesy that he would see me I forget where.

This characteristic American courtesy I soon found to be characteristic of America. In New York, in spite of the rush and pressure of American life, there is always this same courteous desire to please, a willingness to break away from the claims of business in order to extend courtesy to strangers. On my first morning in the city, I presented my letter of recommendation to the manager of one of the biggest banks of the city, remarking on having been impressed, in a way I could scarcely convey, by the sky-line of the skyscrapers. He immediately asked me had I been up on the Empire State building, rang the bell for a clerk and insisted on my going at once, urging me to spend at least an hour, or better still, to stay there all day.

The head librarian of one of the great city libraries, to whom I presented my card, asked me if I was interested in Assyrian literature and at once took me to a roomful of it, and told me, as he closed the door on me, to read it all.

I duly visited the offices of the lecture bureau under whose auspices I was to make my tour, and found the personnel of the bureau extremely friendly and obliging. The courteous manager immediately asked me whether I had enough money for current necessities and hearing that I had more than enough, at once arranged to take charge of the balance. The rapidity with which money is moved like this in America is most gratifying. The manager then asked me whether I had had lunch, and urged me to go and get it without delay.

On returning next day to the bureau, I learned that the opening lecture of my tour was not to be given in New York (owing to the question of overcrowding), but in a place ‘up state.’ For the benefit of English readers I may explain that the whole of the United States is divided into States, such as New York State, Boston, the District of Columbia, Ontario, and so forth. My lecture, I found, was to be delivered at the Ladies’ Musical Club at Hicksville, the subject of the address being ‘Charlemagne.’

This was, as a matter of fact, the topic on which I proposed to lecture every time during my tour. Such a thing is easily possible in America: owing to the great size of the country the lecturer can take a train after his lecture, and get away to another State before the news of his last night’s meeting. He is thus always twelve hours ahead of his lecture. All that is needed is a second lecture for the return tour, which can, however, without difficulty be written on the back of the first. In my own case, I decided to lecture from New York to San Francisco on ‘Charlemagne, the Man,’ then to turn round and lecture on the way back on ‘Charlemagne, the Boy.’ I had selected this subject of Charlemagne because in America it is absolutely necessary that the topic should have novelty, and at the same time there is an unwritten law against bringing in politics, sex or race, while such topics as religion and Christianity are naturally offensive. Liquor must not be mentioned, nor must the lecturer introduce the name of the President or of God. It is well to keep away from Labour, Fascism and Communism. All of this had been very carefully explained to me and had led me to select the subject of Charlemagne.

My reception at Hicksville was cordiality and kindness itself. From the station, which the Americans call a depot (but they mean a station), I was driven by the husband of one of the ladies to the lady’s house, where we had cocktails with a group of friends; after we had had three, at the suggestion of one of the other ladies, we stepped across to her house close by and had three more. The lecture hour, however, being almost come, there was just time for two more at the house of another friend, a minister, who lived just over the street. I found indeed that the habit of giving the lecturer and his audience plenty of cocktails before the talk is universal in America. It might indeed be commended to our restless audiences at home, always loud with interruptions and disturbance. In the United States it is not good form to interrupt a lecture. The audience remain absolutely quiet, the room being suitably darkened. The lecturer, after being introduced, is shown to a quiet corner of the platform with a lamp on it, beside which he reads his lecture. It is thought very bad taste to leave the place while he is still reading, or seeming to read. In fact, the utmost courtesy is extended to him to enable him thus to read to himself till he is finished.

At Hicksville I met the first of such delightful American audiences. It being a leafy night in June, very quiet and balmy, there was an intense stillness, which made it difficult to realize that the audience was there. I read my lecture in a suitably low voice for almost an hour and a half, following Charlemagne from Poitou to Poitiers and then from Poitiers back to Poitou. After the lecture was over we went over to a very pleasant house and had some more cocktails in a large and comfortable library. The minister of whom I spoke, in thanking me for the lecture, said that the small size of the audience — thirty-five — was because the weather was so fine as to keep the young people out of doors, and yet still cool enough to keep the old people in. A Hicksville audience, he said, was very distinctive: it was hard to get them to turn out, and hard to warm them up, and difficult to get them to let themselves go, but if they ever turned out and warmed up and let go, they were a great audience. He said a lot of them were getting a lot more out of my lecture than you’d think they were. He told me that he himself was thinking of going into life insurance as it offered better openings for the ministry.

My experience at Hicksville was pleasantly repeated on later evenings at Heckville in Connecticut and in Huckville, Maine. In each place unfortunately the coolness of the evening still imprisoned the old people, while its freshness tempted away the young. I put down in my notes this temptation of the young and the imprisonment of the old as typical of American life. As I said later on to the janitor of Harvard, there was something psychologically interesting in this idea if one could only seize it. But I admitted that I could not seize it and he said he couldn’t either. Naturally it followed as a matter of course that if I couldn’t, he couldn’t: but it is typical of the equality of American life that he wouldn’t see this. Indeed I found so many things in America typical of American life that I found it difficult to get hold of them fast enough. This itself is very characteristic of America.

But I pass over lightly my visits to the various small towns of New England. As my reference to the janitor has suggested, it was my appearance at Harvard University that I anticipated as the chief feature of my tour in the eastern part of the States, in which it lies. I may mention for the benefit of my readers that the eastern half of the United States faces east, and the western half faces west. In between lies the space called the Middle West facing apparently nowhere.

As I said, Harvard was the Mecca of my visit. I recognized in it the intellectual centre of America and was anxious to test it out by trying it on myself. How would it measure up beside me? A great number of English lecturers have tried this comparison but it hasn’t worked. All of them, while speaking kindly of Harvard, are forced to admit that it still lacks something.

In my own case I did not have the pleasure of lecturing at Harvard. This was disappointing, as Charlemagne would have been just the right thing for them, whereas in the smaller towns of New England the confusion between Charlemagne and Lake Champlain had been painfully apparent. But a Harvard audience would have grasped in a minute that Charlemagne, pronounced as I do it with a hard N and a liquid G — and I take my time to it — was a Frenchman. However, the arrangement for a lecture at Harvard fell through at the last moment, that is to say, up to the last minute the lecture bureau hadn’t made any arrangement, and at the last minute it was too late to make any. I have noticed that a great many English visiting lecturers find their lectures at Harvard fall through at the last moment, some even before.

However, I passed a wonderful day of day-dreaming in and around Harvard, first of all in the hotel because I needed sleep after a night’s journey from Pawchunk, Maine, and afterwards at intervals on benches among the elm trees. But I had, at the same time, an excellent opportunity for making a study of the University itself, having the good luck to find a disengaged janitor — it was his day off — who took me round what he called the Yard and showed me the principal buildings, giving me much information in regard to the professoriate and their classes. I was able therefore to make a great many very interesting comparisons as between Harvard and our own universities. The standard of culture at Harvard, though high, is below our own, the janitor not speaking English at all as well as I do. The students at Harvard are marked with great politeness and courteousness, all those whom I met about the entrance of the buildings showing a polite desire to move away instantly on my coming, and a reluctance to answer questions. There were, however, one or two marked exceptions to this, a few students coming forward with information of the greatest use for my notebook — in regard to such things as the new courses on butchering, and the research seminar in hair-cutting for the barbers’ post-graduate course. Of the professoriate, unfortunately, I saw nothing, it being the month of June during which, the students told me, they are all either in Europe, or taking their afternoon rest, or doing research work in Boston.

After leaving Harvard I visited a number of the New England colleges, such as Amherst where there is an excellent lunch room close to the railway station, Williams, from which the buses very conveniently leave every half-hour, and Dartmouth, which can only be reached in the middle of the night but which contains the best barber’s shop I had yet seen outside of New York. At Smith College, devoted only to women, I was unable to obtain an entrée — I mean, to get in. Of Bowdoin I saw hardly enough to form a judgement, merely changing trains at the junction there. Yet I was glad to have had the opportunity of seeing American academic life and comparing it with our own. The janitors are everywhere a fine class of men, very much interested in their students, and proud of their institution. All of them regretted that I did not have an opportunity to lecture in their college, my lectures, owing to the season of the year, being in the towns only.

I pass over, for the moment, the itinerary of my lecture tour among these smaller places — such as Pleasantville, Massachusetts — Pleasantville, New York — Pleasantville, New Jersey, and Pleasantville, Pennsylvania. I pass it over I say for the moment, but naturally I shall come to it later on if the reader waits for it. But for the moment I am anxious to pass on to Pittsburgh towards which my course was directed and which seemed to me hardly second in interest to New York or Harvard. Pittsburgh, I may explain to those of my readers who don’t know the fact already (I didn’t, so a lot of them won’t), is situated at the junction of the Allegheny, the Monongahela and the Ohio, all three of which here come together. At Pittsburgh I found again the same courtesy among the great business men as in New York. Having mentioned to a great leader of industry to whom I presented my card that I had never seen a blast furnace, he at once rang for a clerk and instructed him to take me to one immediately and to pick a hot one.

After leaving Pittsburgh I had hoped to find myself in the Middle West, an expectation all the keener as I was unusually interested in what my impressions of the Middle West were going to be. So many English lecturers have regretted that they were unable to see the Middle West that I hoped to act as a discoverer. But I confess that as far as my own impressions are concerned, the Middle West is non-existent, as I couldn’t find it. In Chicago everyone disclaimed the idea that their City was in the Middle West, they said it was east: so, too, at St. Louis, the Middle West had not begun, and at Omaha, it was all over. In Memphis, Tennessee, I found that I was in the Old South, and in Missouri — among the better-class people — still in the Confederate States. In Minneapolis, I had reached the north, beyond which was only Winnipeg where the price of wheat was too low for me to lecture.

The lecture bureau having arranged this part of my tour in what are called ‘long jumps,’ I was shot up and down all over the country in nightly leaps, and may have passed through the Middle West in my sleep. I don’t mention this arrangement of long jumps in any spirit of criticism or as wishing in any way to discourage other English lecturers. Experience shows that this is the only way to handle an English lecturer in this central part of the United States. He must be moved fast, the people being of a nervous temperament and often acting on impulse.

One peculiar advantage I derived, however, from my transit of the area where the Middle West should begin was that I was enabled to visit the ‘centre of population’ of the United States. I have no idea how this extraordinary place is selected or nominated, whether by general vote, or by means of what are called ‘primaries.’ Nor must I attempt to explain to my English reader what a primary is, because he wouldn’t get it. Suffice it to say that when a person is to be elected to anything in the United States, he is first elected in a primary, then in a secondary, then in a tertiary, and so on. Hence, for all I know, the centre of population may be chosen by the primaries. But the amazing thing is that there are hardly any people in the place at all. The centre, at present — I say at present advisedly, for they keep changing it — is out in the country in a state called Indiana, being almost three miles east of Linton Post Office — the only way of keeping track of it. It is characteristic of this restlessness of American democracy that they keep changing the centre of population. In the past, Baltimore and Columbus and other cities have been selected, but the choice now goes to much smaller places. Indeed enquiry on the spot showed that there weren’t any people on the spot.

It was while making these reflections that I found myself arrived at Chicago, a vast city, situated at the foot of Lake Michigan, one of the chain of Great Lakes which, as British readers will recall, join the Atlantic to the Pacific ocean. Chicago was to be, contrary to my expectation, the end of my itinerary.

The bureau had decided not to carry my lecture beyond Chicago. There were three reasons for this; (1) that I might find the summer heat very trying; (2) the doubt whether the hotels were comfortable enough for me, and (3) the certainty that there was no money in it. This shortening of my tour was to me a great disappointment. I was most anxious to see what impressions Hollywood might make on me and whether I could set it down in words, or merely convey it into acts. It would be of interest, too, to see my reaction to San Francisco and the Alcatraz Prison. Many Americans had very specially recommended me to see the insides of the prisons, and to stay there. Alcatraz, they said, would be the best.

All this, however, was not to be. Chicago was to be my goal, and from Chicago strangely enough my lecture tour was to change from the quiet itinerary which I have described to the extraordinary sensation which has led finally to my deportation from the United States. To think that all this originated from my casual reference to Chicago, in my opening lecture, as a ‘city of murderers.’ The words were used in the most harmless way without the least intention to offend. American opinion, however, is so peculiarly sensitive, one might almost say touchy, that a casual remark of this kind, meant in perfect good nature, is apt to be taken up wrongly. But I anticipate — an inveterate habit of mine when I get interesting.

My reference to murderers arose from very simple circumstances. On my arrival in Chicago a courteous member of the committee had called for me with a car and asked me whether I would prefer to go and visit the university, which he said covered two square miles (I forget if it was two or twenty), at any rate, whether I would visit the university, or pay a visit to the art galleries, or would like to drive down town and have a drink at his club.

On our way to his club I was immensely struck by the lake front and said so to my host, telling him at the same time that he might make any use of my remark that he liked. The vast boulevards that carried us along Lake Michigan, the lake at that moment being lashed into what I described to my companion as ‘mimic fury’ (told him to put it in the papers if he wished to), gave me the impression of size, of water, in fact the idea of a big lake, which, as I said to my host, I seemed able to seize but not to convey. He told me to hold on to it.

At the club my host introduced me to several of his friends, many of them university men and nearly as well educated as I am. Our talk, that of men of culture, fell on drink, prohibition, women, and naturally murder. One of the men present was kind enough to give me some statistics of the subject for my book, which I wrote down with no intention of using them in my lecture. But my reader will be amazed as I was to learn of the appalling growth of homicide in Chicago: the figures given by my informant reached to one hundred per day and perhaps fifty per night, when they can’t see so well to get at them.

On the strength of this information, on lecturing on Charlemagne that afternoon before the Ladies’ Mandolin and Banjo Club, I used the harmless phrase ‘your city of murderers.’ The effect was extraordinary. I had hardly returned to the hotel before three young men with flashlight cameras came to get my picture and the newspapers next morning carried headlines ‘a city of murderers.’ The next afternoon, by special invitation, I gave a lecture on ‘murder’ at the university, using, of course, my lecture on Charlemagne but making a parallel between Charlemagne and Al Capone, and deriving both their names from the idea of big stuff. The effect was heightened by the Press christening me the ‘Man with the Poison Tongue.’ The civic authorities gave me twenty-four hours to get out of the City, beyond which they could not be responsible.

The time, however, was more than what I needed.

I had already received a telegram from the head office of the lecture bureau ‘Call Pittsburgh something.’ Like a flash, in fact in less than half an hour, I named it ‘The City of Filth’ and received back an answer:

 

Special lecture arranged with Clean Government League on the platform and filth as the background.

 

My return lecture at Pittsburgh was to have been, as already indicated, on ‘Charlemagne, the Boy,’ to be delivered before the Young People’s Astronomical Society. But, as I say, the bureau easily arranged a second lecture on the subject, ‘The City of Filth,’ at which I had with me on the platform a number of City aldermen and twenty of the clergy of the City, all of them known to be absolutely clean. I used, of course, my prepared lecture on Charlemagne, the Boy, but dealt with him from the point of view of filth. I made it clear all through, by inference, that if Charlemagne had been as dirty as the average Pittsburgh boy even the Franks would have had no use for him.

My Pittsburgh lecture was followed next morning by a telegram from the Boston office of the bureau which read:

 

Please send names for Cleveland, Detroit, Buffalo, and, if possible, for New York. Meantime every one here is delighted by your calling Harvard the ‘Cesspool of Conservatism.’ A lecture has been arranged for you in the big hall of the union, the local committee agreeing that you lecture on Charlemagne, the Boy beside the Cesspool. Arrangements are being made for the students to throw you into the Charles River after the lecture.

 

This was, indeed, a gratifying prospect. The reader will recall that on the occasion of my previous visit my offer to lecture at Harvard, referring to it as the Oxford of America, had come to nothing. The interest shown in the proposal was very small and the attempt of the lecture bureau to get the students to mob me after the lecture met with complete indifference. But now this generous offer to throw me into the Charles guaranteed me the kind of reception a foreign lecturer does not readily forget.

The invitation from Harvard was followed, as might be expected, by a rival invitation from Yale. I say ‘as might be expected,’ though my English readers cannot possibly tell what I mean until I add that if Harvard is the Oxford of America, Yale, situated at New Haven in Connecticut, may be called its Cambridge. What one does to-day, the other did yesterday. Hence there followed an invitation from Yale accepting my idea of a lecture on ‘New Haven as New Heaven’ and carrying with it a promise to throw me into Long Island Sound, a greater distance than at Harvard.

I have not space here to narrate my gratifying success, both on the platform and in the river, at Harvard: nor were the Yale students any less enthusiastic: the dean of one of the faculties in introducing me said that he hoped that after the lecture nothing would be done unbecoming to the high reputation of the college for fair play: he had heard, he said, a rumour that the lecturer would be thrown in the river: he hoped not: something has been said of Long Island Sound. Was this wise? But without further ado he would introduce the lecturer.

Unfortunately a students’ dance after the lecture absorbed the attention of the undergraduates and they had no time to devote to me, but at any rate, several of them assured me of what they would do if I came again.

After my conspicuous success in the greater cities and colleges, I need say little of my triumphs in lesser places. The indignation created at Rome by my referring to it as ‘Water Tank Seventeen, New York Central,’ guaranteed a capacity audience. The people of Buffalo turned out in thousands to see the man who called their city the ‘Old Man’s Home.’ In fact, I realized that I had unearthed a profound truth in American psychology. The Americans, if you praise them, fall asleep. Curse them and they are right there. They like it. When I get time I shall hope in my forthcoming Impressions of America (copies may be ordered now before I write it), to develop this idea more fully. At present I just state it as it stands. Hence the contrast between the drowsy audiences that heard me talk on ‘Charlemagne, the Man,’ and the excited crowds who listened to my lecture on ‘Charlemagne, the Boy.’

The unsophisticated reader (most of my readers are unsophisticated) may wonder how it was possible for me under these circumstances to deliver a lecture on the boyhood of Charlemagne and have it accepted as matter of interest. The reason is very simple. The newspapers always explained that the lecture was filled with veiled illusions to city politics.

Take for example my return lecture in Hicksville, the upstate town where I opened my tour. This was to me the most interesting evening, and the most characteristic of what I have elsewhere called the American temperament (I thought of it myself). I have spoken of the drowsy quiet of the town on my first coming. It seemed now an entirely different place inhabited by another set of people. I had called it, to a Boston reporter, the ‘moron municipality.’ This led at once to an invitation from the town council to speak as their guest. The hall and the adjacent streets were packed with listeners. In my talk on ‘Charlemagne, the Boy,’ every hidden reference to Hicksville went right home. In fact it was understood that ‘Charlemagne’ was just a clever name for ‘Charlie Maine’ who had been superintendent of education the year before last and was to run again. The mayor of Hicksville, who was in the chair, joined good-naturedly in the laugh over my reference to the mayors of the palace. He told me afterwards that my talk would do a lot to clean up Hicksville town politics, which, it appeared, were inconceivably dirty. The mayor got me out of town in his car from the back-stage door of the hall.

My biggest triumph should have been my concluding lecture in New York. I had called the city ‘God’s Grave’ and there had been a protest from many of the clergy against the blasphemy of the term. Success seemed certain when word came from Washington of the order of my deportation from the United States, and the lecture was cancelled. The order was not unexpected. It had been hinted that I was about to call Washington ‘The Whited Sepulchre,’ and was trying to find a name for the President, a thing not yet done. The order for deportation has ended all this, and terminates my American visit.

I have prepared for the Press a farewell interview in which I speak of the great heart of America. Anybody who would like this interview can call here at Ellis Island and get it. Meantime an enthusiastic article in the New York Press under the title Kicked Out, suggests that I might go and say some dirty things about my own country. The idea strikes me as so good that I wonder I never tried it. The only question is whether they are quite up to it at home.

 

MODEL MEMOIRS: No. V

THE CRIMINAL MEMOIRS OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE

Note. — It was announced by the European Powers, after the escape of Napoleon from Elba, that he was a criminal at large. Acting on this idea, after his defeat at Waterloo, they made him a prisoner at St. Helena. Not accepting the view of himself, Napoleon missed a fine chance to write the first of the prison memoirs now so popular. He could have handed them out in a talk to the visiting delegation of Bigger and Better Prisons Society, St. Helena Branch, and sold them at 10s. 6d. a volume with a foreword by Sir Hudson Lowe, the Governor of the Island. Even now they may be reconstructed for him, foreword and all.

 

FOREWORD BY SIR HUDSON LOWE

I am very glad indeed to grant the necessary permission to the publication of the memoirs written by the prisoner William Napoleon Bonaparte. At the present time he is serving a life sentence following on his conviction for aggression, invasion, and overweening ambition. During his stay here he has, however, ceased to ween entirely and has shown a most laudable contrition and regret for the past and for everything he ever did. At his own desire he is altering his name to William, in recognition of the late Mr. Pitt.

During his stay here, Bonaparte has shown a commendable desire to learn the English language, and has got as far as the verb ‘I am.’ He has embraced the Protestant faith, as a Presbyterian, and already understands a part of the Westminster catechism. He has been in every way a model prisoner, having earned already enough good conduct marks to remit one year of his life sentence, retrospectively.

The prisoner strikes me as a man of some intelligence and with a certain knowledge of the world. I feel assured that the publication of his memoirs will aid in deterring others from the errors he has made.

 

THE MEMOIRS AS GIVEN TO THE DELEGATION

Yes, gentlemen, if I had listened to my good old mother, I should never have been here. Again and again, she said to me, ‘Napoleon, keep straight,’ and if I had kept straight, gentlemen, I should never have gone crooked.

Since I’ve been here on the Island I’ve had access to a lot of good books, for which I want to thank the librarian, and I can see things differently about my career from what I could at the time. I can’t thank the English military critics enough for letting me know that I was too fat at Waterloo, too fat, gentlemen, and drowsy. If I had realized, gentlemen, how fat I was, I would never have undertaken that battle. But I just went slamming ahead, the way fat men do, and I lost it.

But you’ve asked me about my story, and how I came to be here, and above all, how I came to see the light after so much sin. So I’ll do my best at telling you. But I’m not much of a hand, I must warn you, gentlemen, at telling a story. I can write a bulletin about battles and victories with anyone; some of you may have seen that one I wrote about the eagles flying from steeple to steeple till they would alight on Notre-Dame. It was good stuff — wicked though it was — and even here, gentlemen, it stirs me, although now I can see the sin of it and how ungrateful I was to the Government of England and other kind friends who had given me a nice home in the Island of Elba.

But perhaps some gentleman would give me a chew of tobacco. It’s dry talking without something to chew. Thank you.

Well, then, father and mother had a farm near Ajaccio Post Office in Corsica and there my brothers and I were brought up. I have always felt that I owed much of my energy to those early years on the farm, to being up at sunrise to drive the cows from the pasture. With such a beginning I ought to have grown up a hundred per cent American as all farm boys do.

But I started wrong. I was sent away to school in France with my brother Joe and if we had come home again with the fine education we received at Brienne, we could have started a goat farm and very likely done well. I have to admit that Joe was all in favour of it. Years after, when I made him King of Spain, he used to say, ‘I’d rather have goats, they’re quieter.’

But there was a wild streak in all of us, and nothing would do than we must go to Paris, Joe and I first, and afterwards Lou and Luce and the girls, down to Jerry, my youngest brother. Jerry was the youngest and wildest of us all and presently he ran away to the United States, and did well, and married into one of the oldest Baltimore families, a big lift for us Bonapartes. But I made Jerry come home, and he sank back again, went soldiering and I last saw him, I think, at the battle of Waterloo. But I was too fat to keep track of him. But I’m running ahead of my story. I suppose none of you gentlemen carry a drop of brandy? Thank you.

Anyway, we went to Paris just at the time of the excitement over the French Revolution and I think you’ve heard what happened? I joined the army, got in with the wrong crowd, and some of them put me up to the idea of stopping the French Revolution. I stopped it by shooting grapeshot at it, an idea that no one had thought of before. Then I went down with a pretty tough crowd to Toulon and beat up the English, and then one dark night went out with a gang and conquered Belgium. And after that I was always out at night, conquering something, for months together — with the same crowd, Bill Ney, and Joe Murat, and Nick Soult, and dare-devils of that sort.

But you know the whole story, gentlemen, and I needn’t repeat it. The wickedness of it was not so much in anything we did as what we planned to do. Do you know that at one time we actually planned to invade England; another time a lot of the boys went right across Spain and captured Lisbon and made the English sail them home again: and later than that, quite a bit later, a big crowd of us went to Russia and burnt Moscow. Most of those boys, gentlemen, never came back and their poor mothers have no one to thank for it but me. I suppose no gentleman has another drop of brandy? Thank you — I get a little wheezy, you see, with talking. I’m over fifty, gentlemen, and I’ve led a hard life.

But, as I say, I never realized the mistakes I made till it was all over. Looking over it now with the help of books and military criticism, I can see that my career was one long series of fatal errors. I’ve spoken of the battle of Waterloo, where I was too fat. On the other hand when I tried to conquer Egypt I was too thin. My fatal mistake at the great battle of Leipzig in 1813 — I’ve read all about it since — was that I didn’t keep my rear covered. A true strategist always has his rear resting on something. On the other hand at the big battle at Borodino — that’s just outside of Moscow — I lost out by refusing to uncover my rear. In Spain I forgot about the heat. In Russia I miscalculated the cold. In short there was a fatal blunder in every campaign.

Honestly, gentlemen, I don’t think I ever ought to have been born. It was a big mistake. But it appears, from what I read, that it had to be. I represented, so it seems, military autocracy emerging from mob rule, and so I had to emerge. My trouble was, as I get it from reading about my career, that I had to represent a lot of things and got no chance to be myself. I represented the fall of feudalism and the birth of imperialism and the rise of nationalism and the fall of Methodism. What chance has a fellow who represents all that to strike out for himself?

Still, I’m not complaining, at least not in that sense. But since some of you have asked me if I have any complaints to make while you’re here, I’ll say yes, gentlemen, I have. In the first place, I don’t like the way my name is already being used in the newspapers, I mean in connection with their advertising matter. I say to myself if this kind of thing has got started already in 1820, what will it be like a hundred years from now?

I’ll show you what I mean. Here is a journal that’s just come over from the United States with an advertisement for winter blankets. It says, ‘Napoleon used to say, “Keep the feet warm and your kidneys will look after themselves,”’ I admit, gentlemen, that I did say that, I said it in Russia one day to Marshal Augereau. He was complaining of the cold and I asked him, ‘Where does it get you, Augereau?’ and he answered, ‘Right in the kidneys.’ I said, ‘Keep your feet warm, Augereau, and your kidneys will never bother you.’ But when I said this, it was as a private remark to Marshal Augereau.

Or look at this one, ‘Napoleon used to say, “Deep breathing sets up a diaduction of the oxygen in the lungs.”’ Yes, I said it all right — I said it to the Pope the day of my coronation, for fear he might faint, but I meant it only for the Pope, and not for use in connection with a bathroom exercise machine; and I certainly did not say to the Pope, ‘Ten minutes on the floor of the bathroom every morning will make a new man of you.’ He had no bathroom; never had had.

There’s more than that. I don’t like the way they are starting to call all sorts of people ‘Napoleons.’ Here’s a fellow who is being named ‘the Napoleon of financiers.’ I might stand for that. But I don’t like this other man, in the tailor business, calling himself the Napoleon of trouser-cutters. That’s not fair to me. I never cut trousers. It was all done for me by Marie Louise — she was a good wife, gentlemen, and bred up in Austria as a woman should be. Excuse me, if the remembrance of her affects me for a moment. Thank you, yes, another glass of brandy? You’re very kind. Some day I hope they call a brandy after me.

But just as a last word, gentlemen, I’d like to say that when the time comes for me to leave this world, I expect to turn into a spirit and any of you can call me up and have a talk at about half a crown, or fifty cents United States money, for three minutes. But don’t ask me about the battle of Austerlitz: just ask me if it’s all bright and beautiful where I am and whether Sis and Uncle William are happy. Till then, gentlemen, adieu.


MODEL MONOLOGUES

No. I
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MRS. UPLIFT BETTERS SOCIETY

Oh, Clara! is it you? Do, do come in — no, no, you don’t disturb me at all — I’ve been having such a morning over these wretched accounts of our Social Betterment Association....

You’re a member aren’t you? Yes, I thought you were. Well, my dear, the mess it seems to be in! You’ve no idea — I’m treasurer, you know, so it falls on me; but of course they wanted me to be treasurer as Alfred is in so many things — and the bank has been awfully nice about it — we owe them a lot of money now, you know, but they say as long as they have Alfred’s personal signature and one or two others of our husbands, they’ll let the account run — isn’t it nice of them, I mean, making it a personal matter, like that, so homelike? — people say banks haven’t got souls, but really I think, in some ways, they’re generosity itself. Think of it! You see we owe them about five thousand dollars and the other day I asked the manager, Mr. Bland, what he charged us for lending us the money. My dear, he was almost hurt— ‘Why, nothing,’ he said, ‘only the interest on the money.’ Isn’t it good of them?

 

But dear me, it does seem a mess — the committee is meeting this morning over at Mrs. Gamble’s, the president’s, in fact they’ve had meetings for a week, to think out ways and means for the future, and meanwhile I was trying to get these accounts straight. You see, it goes back two or three years — before you were a member, I think, Clara. It began in such a wonderful way — such sympathy — a lot of us felt so terribly bad about the men without work and the poor little babies without milk and the people in the slums without anything — and the poor friendless girls, and homeless old people and all that, that we simply had to do something — so we started the association and now here we are with a debt of five thousand dollars....

As to the slums — I just don’t know where they are in this city — I’d never been in social work before and supposed there must be slums but I can’t find them. A visiting delegate was here a little while ago and she asked me to drive her to the slums, so I said to the chauffeur, ‘drive us to the slums.’ But he didn’t know of any and he drove all round down town through a lot of narrow dirty streets — but it turned out to be where the brokers live — we couldn’t find slums — the delegate was quite angry — she said it was scandalous that a city as big as ours had no slums. As for the friendless girls — why, Clara! — there aren’t any — every time we give a treat for them, their boy-friends bring them in motor cars. And the babies have no milk because they all use prepared food — something out of a tin, what is it, Chipso, or is it Nux Vomica? — anyway, what they give babies now — and the men without work all get their money every week. I’m not complaining about it, Clara, I’m only just saying that social work isn’t what it was, and here we have this wretched debt of five thousand dollars and we can’t stop or we’d have to pay it. At first the finance was very simple because we just used to collect subscriptions and use the money for the charities. But we soon found that that was too slow, and then so many of the ladies were so terribly behind in their subscriptions....

So we began — oh, that was at least two years ago — trying to make money. The first thing we did was to bring Signor Stringi, the great violinist, from New York for a special engagement. He was most kind about it: he told us that his regular fee was a thousand dollars, but for us, as it was a charity, he took off ten per cent, and made it nine hundred. But oh, my dear! such a failure! We put the seats at five dollars, but you know, Clara, the people here are simply not musical, or not so musical as that. They simply wouldn’t come....

So there we were with a loss of over nine hundred dollars: of course, the bank was awfully nice about it. They said just to leave it, to pay no attention to it. As long as they had Alfred’s personal signature and two others they said it didn’t matter....

But, naturally, we wanted to get out of it as soon as ever we could, and so we brought that famous pianist, what was his name? I think you were here then — oh, yes, Herr Thumpit — and he reduced his fee ever so much — simply asked what was the most we could pay and took that — and we put the seats at fifty cents each! Would you believe it, people simply wouldn’t come! Not at fifty cents! They were too musical, you see, to attend any fifty cent performance. The receipts were only forty dollars. Poor Herr Thumpit was awfully hurt. He said he felt like giving back the cheque — he said it again and again, and when we wouldn’t take it, he said he’d tear it up — in fact, he did tear a corner off it. But of course the mistake was ours not his....

So there we were with a bigger overdraft than ever — because the advertising had cost such a terrible lot. Do you know, Clara — it seemed to go that way all the time. The next thing we tried we felt sure would make a direct appeal — a concert, just with home talent, on behalf of ragged children. The talent didn’t cost anything, but we spent such a lot of money on the hall, although the manager said that they made a different price for us, from what they would have for anybody else. The idea was — you remember it, don’t you, Clara? — to take up a collection. All the people came in free, and of course all the little children — our hope was that the sight of the little ragged children would appeal to all the fathers and mothers and make them give liberally. But, my dear!! They didn’t look ragged at all! The little girls looked simply sweet in their print dresses, and the boys all so neat and their shoes blacked — and we had spent ever so much on a poster, ‘HELP THE BAREFOOT KIDDIES!’

Then after that we had the big amateur theatricals at the Opera House! That’s the special mess I’ve been trying to get straight. My dear, it’s simply scandalous what the theatre charged! And the costumes — the bills have been coming in all summer! Those girls — you remember we had a chorus all of debutantes because they would look so fresh and innocent as compared with professionals — the bills those girls sent in for costumes! Would you believe it, one of them bought a dress suit for her father, and another put in a raincoat she got last year — so, of course, there was a terrible deficit.

That’s why the committee are meeting to-day to see what we can do: in fact they’ve been meeting for a week and making plans, to-day is just the final. Mrs. Gamble — she’s the president, you know — said she would send me over a note as soon as they make a decision....

Did the bell ring? Perhaps that’s it now. Martha, I think the bell rang. You see she would send the note over by a messenger, it’s quicker — thank you, Martha, that’s it — and I know her writing — now let me see what she says:

 

Dear Mrs. —— 

At our final special finance committee this morning, we have been considering ways and means in regard to our very heavy accumulated overdraft, which the bank now tell us is over five thousand dollars. The universal feeling among the ladies of the committee is that the debt must be lifted at once, and that a special effort should be immediately set on foot in this direction. The proposal has been made that the Association should remove the debt at one stroke by holding a garden party, or rather a fête champêtre, on such a large scale as to cancel the whole overdraft. Mrs. Rollinit has been kind enough to offer the use of her beautiful grounds for the afternoon and evening, as a special contribution to the work of the club, with no other charge or expense than what is needed to pay the extra time of her gardeners and groundsmen and the extra effort involved for her inside staff. Apart from this the committee will be called upon to pay no expense beyond that of the special lighting and illumination of the grounds which are to be turned into a sort of fairyland for the occasion....

 

Oh, Clara, doesn’t it sound just too wonderful! You know, the Rollinits are simply rolling in it — and the grounds! — think of it, ten acres — they have a quarter of a mile of gladioli alone. Imagine it all lighted and illuminated!

 

 — We have already received a very kind offer from the Hook and Gettit Electric Co. to undertake the whole work as a matter of civic service....

 

 — Isn’t that splendid of them. My husband is one of the directors, you know, and Mr. Rollinit is the president.

 

 — a matter of civic service without any mention of cost beyond the bare sum needed for labour, material and overhead and contingent charges, insurance and deterioration with an addition of a nominal 10 per cent profit....

 

 — Isn’t that kind of them — adding ten per cent extra, after doing all that?...

 

 — For the matter of refreshments, the committee think it wise to turn the whole thing over to professional hands. The Philanthropic Restaurants Limited have offered to undertake the contract of refreshments, drinks and attendance at an absolutely minimum figure. Their manager is unable to state precisely what the figure will be, but assures the committee that it will be the very least they feel like charging. There is a point, he says, which they simply daren’t go below, but they guarantee to charge something above this point. He adds that they will regulate their price partly by what funds they know us to have....

 

 — I’m sure nothing could be fairer than that could it, Clara?

 

 — For music the committee have a very kind offer from the Theatrical Musicians Guild offering to supply any quantity of music and to take merely what they can get.

 

Isn’t that like musicians? So generous always!

 

It is suggested, too, that we obtain special attractions for the occasion, among which, perhaps, will be Mr. Angus Macfoozle — whose wife is a member of the association — our local bagpipe expert, and who offers to play without any fee at all — merely accepting a honorarium...

 

That’s terribly good, but really they shouldn’t let him, he’s too generous: when he played for our church last winter, he cut his fee down to three-fifths; we insisted on raising it to three-eighths; but he said no, absolutely — only three-fifths.

 

The suggestion is made that the guests should pay a single uniform fee for entrance to the grounds, music and refreshment, and that this fee should be twenty-five cents with complimentary tickets to the ladies of the committee and their families, and guests and friends; this should easily...

 

Oh, is that the telephone? Excuse me just a minute, Clara — Hullo, oh, is that you, Mrs. Gamble — yes, I’ve just been reading it! I think it’s just too wonderful! Oh, yes, of course, we must start right away, and yes, certainly we must begin ordering the printing, and the decorations — and, of course, we shall need some money shan’t we, to go on with? The bank said — oh, you’re speaking from the bank! They’re letting us have another five thousand? Isn’t that good of them — really banks nowadays do take a wonderful interest in social work. They’re putting five thousand to our credit, you say, and no charge at all, except the interest? Isn’t it generous — and they want our husbands’ signatures — yes, exactly, as a matter of form — I’ll send my husband in to sign after lunch — and I’ll come over and join you at the committee rooms with a cheque-book. Good-bye.

 

Ah, now I do feel that the Association is at the end of all its troubles.

 

MODEL MONOLOGUES: No. II

MRS. NEWRICH BUYS ANTIQUES

Oh, my dear, I’m so delighted to see you! It’s so charming of you to come — Jane, take Mrs. Overworld’s coat, please — do come on in — Jane, take Mrs. Overworld’s gloves. It’s just delightful to see you. Ever since we came back from Europe, Charles and I have been just dying to have you see our things — (raising her voice): Charles! Mrs. Overworld’s come over to see our new antiques. Isn’t it sweet of her?... He’s in his study but I don’t know whether he hears. He just gets buried in reading. Charles, you know, has always been so scholarly and so every time he gets a new price-list he just gets absorbed in it....

But there’s such a lot I want to show you that I can’t even wait till you’ve had a cup of tea.... This clock in the hall? An antique? Oh, yes, indeed! Isn’t it just marvellous! It’s a Salvolatile! Does it keep good time? Gracious! what an idea! Of course not! It doesn’t keep time at all. It doesn’t go, I understand it never did go. That’s why there’s such a demand for the Salvolatile clocks. You see he was one of the really great clock makers. None of his clocks ever went.

Charles, did any of the Salvolatile clocks ever go? What? Only the imitation ones. Thank you.... You see, that’s one way you can tell a Salvolatile clock. If it is genuine, it won’t go. You say, it hasn’t got any hands left. My dear! Why, of course, it never had any — not supposed to. We picked it up in a queer little shop in Amalfi and the man assured us that it never had had any hands. He guaranteed it. That’s one of the things, you know, that you can tell by. Charles and I were terribly keen about clocks at that time and really studied them, and the books all agreed that no genuine Salvolatile has any hands. See what it says on the little label — it was gummed on it when we got it — so we left it still there — (reading):

No. 5661. X Salvolatile Wall clock, no hands, never had, won’t go, never would, no pendulum (breaking off her reading with animation) — of course, I’d forgotten that — no pendulum — that makes it more valuable still....

That break in the side? Ah, my dear, I saw you looking at that — but I won’t try to lie about it ... the broken side isn’t genuine — we had it broken by an expert in New York after we got back. Isn’t it exquisitely done? You see, he has made the break to look exactly as if some one had rolled the clock over and stamped on it. Every genuine Salvolatile is said to have been stamped upon like that.

Of course, our break is only imitation, but it’s extremely well done, isn’t it? We go to Ferrugi’s, that little place on Fourth Avenue, you know, for everything that we want broken. They have a splendid man there. He can break anything....

Yes, and the day when we wanted the clock done, Charles and I went down to see him do it. It was really quite wonderful, wasn’t it, Charles? (raising her voice). You remember the man in Ferrugi’s who broke the clock for us! I’m afraid he doesn’t hear. But the man really was a wonderful expert. He just laid the clock on the floor, and turned it on its side and then stood looking at it intently, and walking round and round it and murmuring in Italian as if he were swearing at it. Then he jumped in the air and came down on it with both feet ... with such wonderful accuracy.

Our friend Mr. Appin-Hyphen-Smith — the great expert, you know — was looking at our clock last week and he said it was marvellous, hardly to be distinguished from a genuine fractura.... But he did say, I remember, that the better way is to throw a clock out of a fourth-storey window. You see, that was the height of the Italian houses in the thirteenth century — is it the thirteenth century I mean, Charles? Charles! Do I mean the thirteenth century? I mean the proper time for throwing an Italian clock out of the window — the fourteenth? Oh, thank you, darling! — I’m always so silly about remembering the centuries of the Italian things....

Of course, you see, with antiques you simply must know the century or you make the silliest blunders. The other day I made the most atrocious mistake about a spoon — I called it a twelfth-century spoon and in reality it was only eleven and a half — of course my hostess, who owned the spoon (she collects them), was terribly put out. You see, a twelfth-century spoon is practically worthless. None of the great Italian spoon-makers were born till the eleventh century — or have I got it backwards — anyway, till then, my dear, the spoons made were only good for eating with — and then the great spoon-maker — Charles! what was that great Italian spoon-maker’s name — Spoonuchi! of course, how silly of me! — Spoonuchi made spoons that couldn’t be eaten with, and of course that started the craze....

That glass case, that’s very interesting, isn’t it? — I’m afraid you can’t see them very well without a magnifying-glass — there, try this one — they’re signatures, all mounted and framed — some are perfectly wonderful — that’s Queen Elizabeth — of course, you simply couldn’t tell it if you didn’t know. But if you look you can see the Q — or no, I think it’s Peter the Great — you can’t tell any of the really good ones — but Charles has a key to them....

We have a little man in Highgate who picks them up for us here and there and he always tells us what they are — that’s Napoleon! Doesn’t it seem wonderful to think of his actually writing it — or no, I beg your pardon, that’s not Napoleon — that’s P. T. Barnum, he was one of Napoleon’s marshals, I believe — Charles! was P. T. Barnum one of Napoleon’s marshals? His private secretary! — oh, of course. But I’m forgetting your tea — do pardon me — you know I get so absorbed in my antiques that I forget everything. Do come into the drawing-room and have tea — but, oh, just a minute before you sit down, do let me show this tea-pot — oh, no, I don’t mean that one, that’s the one that the tea has been made in — but it’s nothing. We got that here in New York at Hoffany’s — to make tea in. It is made of solid silver, of course, and all that, but even Hoffany’s admitted that it was made in America and was probably not more than a year or so old and had never been used by anybody else. In fact, they couldn’t guarantee it in any way.

But let me pour you out tea from it and then do look at the perfectly darling tea-pot on the shelf beside you. Oh, don’t touch it, please, it won’t stand up.... No.... That’s one of the tests. We know from that it is genuine Swaatsmaacher. None of them stand up.

Did I buy it here? Oh, heavens, no, you couldn’t buy a thing like that here! As a matter of fact, we picked it up in a little gin shop in — what was the name of that place in Holland? Charles, what was the name of the place in Holland where there was a gin shop? What? Ober — what? — oh, yes, of course, Oberhellandam!

Those Dutch names are all so picturesque, aren’t they? Do you know Oberhellandam? No — well, it’s just the dearest little place, nothing but little wee smelly shops filled with most delightful things — all antique, everything broken. They guarantee that there is nothing in the shop that wasn’t smashed at least a hundred years ago ... see the label on it.... It’s in Dutch... Tay poot — I think that is Dutch for tea-pot — gesmosh — that means, smashed — hog — Charles! what is ‘hog’ in Dutch — on the tea-pot darling — hog wort — high value! Oh, of course!...

Would it make good tea — oh, I imagine it would make wonderful tea — only it leaks — that’s one of the things to know it by. It’s what the experts always look for in a Swaatsmaacher. If it doesn’t leak, it’s probably just a faked-up thing not twenty years old.... Silver? — oh, no, that’s another test. The real Swaatsmaachers were always made of pewter bound with barrel-iron off the gin barrels. They try to imitate it now by using silver, but they can’t get it. You see the silver won’t take the tarnish.

It’s the same way with ever so many of the old things. They rust and rot in a way that you simply cannot imitate. I have an old drinking horn that I’ll show you presently — ninth century, isn’t it, Charles? — that is all coated inside with the most beautiful green slime, absolutely impossible to reproduce ... really and truly impossible, they say. Yes, I took it to Squeeziou’s, the Italian place in London. (They are the great experts on horns, you know; they can tell exactly the century and the breed of cow.) And they told me that they had tried in vain to reproduce that peculiar and beautiful rot. One of their head men said that he thought that this horn had probably been taken from a dead cow that had been buried for fifty years. That’s what gives it its value, you know. We asked him — the head man, I mean — how long he thought a cow had to be dead to be of use as an antique, and he said it was very hard to say; but it had to be dead for years and years anyway....

That’s what the man said in London, but of course we didn’t buy the tea-pot in London. London is simply impossible, just as hopeless as New York. You can’t buy anything real there at all.... So, we pick things up here and there, just in any out-of-the-way corners.

That little stool we found at the back of a cow stable in Loch Aberlocherty. They were actually using it for milking. And the two others — aren’t they beautiful? though really it’s quite wrong to have two chairs alike in the same room — came from the back of a tiny little whiskey shop in Galway. Such a delight of an old Irishman sold them to us and he admitted that he himself had no idea how old they were. They might, he said, be fifteenth-century, or they might not ... oh, and that reminds me I’ve just had a letter from Jane (Jane is my sister, you know) that is terribly exciting. She’s found a table at a tiny place in Brittany that she thinks would exactly do in our card room. She says that it is utterly unlike anything else in the room and has quite obviously no connection with cards. But let me read what she says — let me see, yes, here’s where it begins:

 

... a perfectly sweet-little table. It probably had four legs originally and even now has two which, I am told, is a great find, as most people have to be content with one. The man explained that it could either be leaned up against the wall or else suspended from the ceiling on a silver chain. One of the boards of the top is gone, but I am told that that is of no consequence, as all the best specimens of Brittany tables have at least one board out.

 

Doesn’t that sound fascinating? Charles! I was just reading to Mrs. Overworld, Jane’s letter about the table in Brittany — don’t you think you’d better cable for it right away — yes, so do I — and Charles! ask them how much extra they would charge to smash one of the legs — and now, my dear, do have some tea. You’ll like it — it’s a special kind I get — it’s Ogosh — a very old China tea, that has been let rot in a coal-oil barrel — you’ll love it.

 

MODEL MONOLOGUES: No. III

MRS. EIDERDOWN ROUGHS IT IN THE BUSH*

* See Preface.

Yes, we come up every autumn. We’re both so passionately fond of the open air. Ransome, will you close that window? There’s a draught....

And we love to do everything for ourselves. Ransome, will you please pass me that ash-tray from across the table?

And we live here quite without form or ceremony — that’s what makes it so nice, it’s all so simple. Gwendoline, you may put on the finger-bowls, and tell William to serve the coffee in the card-room....

We like the roughness of it, you know, the journey up, and everything. Of course, it’s not quite so rough to come up now as it used to be, now that they have built the new main highway. This time we were able to drive up both the town cars, and before that it was always a question just what we could bring up.

I do think the big closed cars are so much nicer when one is roughing it — Gwendoline, the cigarettes, please — they keep the air out so much better, and our new one, perhaps you noticed it, is the kind in which you can draw the curtains and arrange it something like a drawing-room on a train. We are able to come up at night in it. I always think it much nicer — don’t you? — to come up through the mountains at night. One sleeps better than in the day.

 

Of course, it is not all so easy. The food up here is always such a question. Of course, we can always get meat from the village — there is quite a village now, you know, though when my husband first came up twenty years ago there was nothing — and we can get milk and eggs and vegetables from the farmers, and, of course, the men bring in fish all the time, and our gardener manages now to raise a good deal of fruit under glass, but beyond that it is very difficult to get anything.

Only yesterday, the housekeeper came to tell me that we had not enough broilers for lunch; somebody had made a silly mistake and we were one short. We had to send Alfred (he drives fastest) back to the city with the big car to get one. Even then, lunch was half an hour late. Things like that happen all the time. One has to learn to be philosophical.

But surely it is worth it — isn’t it? — for the pleasure of being up here in the wilderness, so far away from everything and everybody. I sometimes feel up here as if one were cut off from the whole world — William, will you turn on the radio?

I think there will be news of the municipal elections and, of course, my husband is tremendously interested. His company has been trying to get better city government for so long; they need pure government because of their franchises, and it has been costing them a tremendous lot of money to get. What do you say, William, not working? Then will you please ask Jones to tell the electrician to look at it?

 

Gwendoline, I think you had better tell James to give us more furnace heat and see that there are fires in the upper bedrooms to-night. It’s turning a little chilly.

I always like to see to everything myself. It takes trouble, but it’s the only way. But, I beg your pardon, you were asking me something. Fishing! Oh, yes, there is the most glorious fishing up here. I must tell Gwendoline to tell Mrs. Edwards to see that they give you fish at breakfast. It’s just an ideal fishing country, my husband says. We send William out every morning, and sometimes William and Ransome both. Often, so my husband tells me, when the weather is really clear he has William up and out by four o’clock — my husband is so fond of early rising, though he can’t get up now himself the way he used to — but he always likes to get William and Ransome out early.

They bring back the most beautiful fish. Trout, I think. I don’t precisely know because, of course, I never go myself, but I think trout and sea-bass and finnan-haddock — they keep us beautifully supplied. William caught some finnan-haddie this morning, I think — or did he say dory?...

Thank you, William, you can take the glasses; we’re done with them. You see, William knows all about fish, as he comes from Newfoundland, or some place of the sort.

You say, doesn’t my husband go fishing himself? Oh yes, indeed, Peter’s a tremendous fisherman! — simply adores it! But of course, he can’t go in the early morning — the chill, you know, my dear — he has to avoid a chill.

Our doctor, Dr. Slyder, a very old friend, always says to Peter:— ‘Remember, Eiderdown, a chill simply won’t do!’ So my husband is positively cut off from early rising, the thing he’d love best to do if he dared.... But Dr. Slyder — he comes up here himself, you know, and goes fishing with Peter, Dr. Slyder says— ‘Absolutely no! I forbid it.’ He insists that neither of them get up before ten-thirty and then they go and fish together. Dr. Slyder is just as keen on fishing as my husband is — in fact, they’re both experts.

They go and fish about the middle of the day — they like to go in a very simple way — just in the large motor launch you may have seen as you passed the corner of the lake. My husband would have preferred an ordinary fishing-smack, but he couldn’t get one here — he’s having one made in New York.

They just take Edward, the mechanic, for the engine, and Thomas, the fisherman, to look after the lines (Dr. Slyder forbids my husband to handle his own hooks for fear of infection) — and of course, one of the indoor men for the lunch — even that very simple — a little cold salmon on ice and a bottle or two of champagne — my husband says it’s amazing how little you eat when you are fishing — a little salmon, a salad, and a meat pie — is all that he and the doctor ever take. But they do take champagne because Dr. Slyder insists that in Peter’s case he must take it as a preventative — with just a little spirits — cognac — after it. Dr. Slyder is very strict as to cognac.

They generally fish a little, while the men prepare the lunch on the shore, — you noticed the little islands no doubt — and then after lunch, just a little nap. Dr. Slyder refuses to let Peter fish for an hour after a meal, and then off they go again till it’s time for afternoon tea. But of course it’s a little too late in the year now. Several times lately Dr. Slyder has insisted on their playing billiards instead.

You say, ‘Do we have any trouble getting servants up here?’ My dear, it was simply the bane of my life trying to get them, until at last we decided to import them from England and Scotland. The people round here — I really don’t know why — seem quite unfitted to be servants. So, as I say, we bring them out.

You may have noticed McAlister in the garden — or no, perhaps, he was in his greenhouse (he goes there when he doesn’t want to be disturbed) — well, my dear, he’s a perfect treasure — and such a character. I don’t know how we could get another like him. And yet in a way McAlister is a perfect tyrant. My dear, he simply won’t allow us to pick the roses; and if any of us walk across the grass he is furious. And he positively refuses to let us use the vegetables. He told me quite plainly that if we took any of his young peas or his early cucumbers he would leave. We are to have them later on when he’s finished growing them.

Of course we have trouble with McAlister at times, but he’s always very reasonable when we put things in the right light. Last week, for example, I was afraid that we had gone too far with him. He is always accustomed to have a quart of beer every morning at half-past ten — the maids are told to bring it out to him — and after that he goes to sleep in the little arbour beside the tulip bed. And the other day when he went there he found that one of our guests, who hadn’t been told, was actually sitting in there reading. Of course he was furious. I was afraid for the moment that he would give notice on the spot. But we explained to him that it was only an accident and that the person hadn’t known, and that it wouldn’t occur again. After that he was softened a little, but he went off muttering to himself, and that evening he dug up all the new tulips and threw them over the fence. We saw him do it, but of course we didn’t dare say anything. You see if we had, we might have lost McAlister, and I don’t know where we could possibly get another man like him: at least not on this side of the water....

What society we have in a place so isolated as this? Do you know, my dear, people so often ask me that and I simply answer, ‘none at all.’ We don’t need it — we come here to be isolated and what we want is to be just quietly alone by ourselves. Of course, Peter generally brings Dr. Slyder with him because the doctor says he never feels quite comfortable about what Peter eats and drinks unless he’s with him, and very often Major Boozer and Mr. Ace come — you met them before dinner, didn’t you? — because they are Peter’s partners and Peter feels it wise to keep in touch with them and know what they’re doing. But beyond that we bring no one except any odd guests one happens to want to bring — you noticed at dinner that we weren’t more than a dozen — we seldom go beyond that — so here we always are as a sort of life in ourselves.

There are, of course, a few people around. The Upstocks have laid out a very beautiful place at the other end of the lake. And the Brokes have built a really handsome place, done in stone in a simple Roman style that suits the rough country — these and a few others, but, of course, nothing like the crush of the city. And they all get into the same simple ways. Mrs. Upstock always comes over just as she is, and I go over there in the launch just as I am: and Mr. Upstock is terribly informal: often walks over here just in his braces. So you see it isn’t society.

What do you say — our amusements here? Oh, we simply don’t have any. We have always both felt that up here in this beautiful air (that french window at the end of the room needs closing, Ransome) it is amusement enough just to be alive. So we have never bothered to think about amusements. Of course, my husband had the billiard-room built because that is really his one pastime, and this card-room because it is mine, and we put in the tennis courts, though it was hard to do so, so as to have them for the children. But that is all. We have the golf links, of course — perhaps you noticed them as you came up.

It was really quite a triumph for my husband making the courses here. He did every bit of it himself. At one time he had nearly two hundred Italians working. My husband, as you know, is terribly energetic; I often call him a dynamo. The summer when he was building the golf course he never seemed to stop; always sitting with his cigar in his mouth, first under a tree on one side, looking at his Italians, and then on the other side — in fact, he was always somewhere. I used to wonder how he could keep it up.

It was just the same way when my husband was putting in the tennis courts — I must show it you in the morning. Peter was determined that one thing we must have was proper en tout cas tennis courts. But Peter, as I say, is such a dynamo that he went right at it, taking it over and doing it all himself. Do you know that he blasted through ten feet of rock to get the foundations he wanted? Two of the Italians were blown up with the dynamite, but Peter wasn’t discouraged for a minute — he sent for two more and went right on — and of course Peter paid all the expenses of the two he had blown up, funeral, insurance, everything. He said that it was only fair as it was his risk not theirs. Peter is like that.

But, I am so sorry, I am afraid it is time I was ordering you all off to bed. We keep such early hours here that we go to bed at midnight.

But perhaps you’d rather stay up a little and play billiards or cards, and there are always one or two of the servants up — at any rate till about three, and then I think my husband is sending William fishing. Good night.

 

MODEL MONOLOGUES: No. IV

MRS. EASY HAS HER FORTUNE TOLD

Mrs. Easy entering her apartment to find a friend waiting for her.

Oh, my dear Mary, I’m so sorry, I’m just exhausted. Martha, put the chain back on the door, please — I do hope I haven’t kept you waiting long — about twenty minutes? Oh, what a shame!

But I’ve just had such an exciting experience! I’m just done out! I must tell you all about it. But just wait a minute till I ring and tell Martha to make a cocktail. You’ll have one, won’t you? Martha, make two cocktails — no, make four — or no (calling louder as Martha has left) — Martha — make six. My dear Mary, I need it. I’m just all done in.

I’ve just come from having my fortune told, at least I don’t mean that, I mean having my horoscope read. You must excuse my being so breathless, I’m not really breathless, it’s just the excitement. My dear Mary, I must say it, I can’t keep it to myself — I’m going to be kidnapped! Yes, kidnapped, now, at any minute, right here! Martha, is the chain on the door? Don’t open it for anyone....

Ah! thank goodness for that cocktail — excuse me if I drink it right off (noise of drinking) — ah! that’s better: it makes one feel calmer, doesn’t it? I think I’ll take another — yes, my dear (more resignedly), I’m expecting to be kidnapped at any moment.

Did Mrs. Brown say that was my fortune? Oh, goodness, no! I don’t mean I went to old Mrs. Brown, or anybody of that class — she’s all right, of course, Mrs. Brown, I’ve often been to her and she’s a dear old soul. I must have gone to her nearly once a week last winter. But she never says anything, and even what she says is so ordinary, don’t you know.

She prophesied that Henry would live to ninety. That’s all right. I hope he does, I’m sure, and Henry’s as good as husbands go anyway. But ninety! And after all that’s not the kind of thing you pay to hear. Of course, she did prophesy that we’d go to Bermuda at Easter. But that had been in the paper anyway....

But this fortune-teller (sinking her voice to mystery), is utterly different. He’s not just a fortune-teller. He’s a Yogi soothsayer — it’s quite different, he’s Mr. Yahi-Bahi, and he’s a Parsee, you know what that is — it means a sort of Hindu, only higher up. You know how all the Hindus are divided into castes; if you’re in the lowest caste, you have to live on garbage and you mustn’t speak to anyone, and then there are a lot of in-between castes who have to be vegetarians and worship cows. You see, I know all about India because Henry and I were on a round-the-world-cruise and we had a whole day in Bombay, and there was a Chinese gentleman on board with us, a Mr. O-Hoo, and he was all right, he’d been at Harvard for four months and he told us all about the Hindu religion and why it is so far ahead of Christianity.

So that’s how I know about castes and Mr. Yahi-Bahi’s caste is at the top of all. They don’t eat. They don’t speak — they just contemplate. Oh, thank you, Martha, put them down here beside the others. Now that’s not too strong, is it? (drinks). Oh! Goodness! I needed that! Well, I was saying, would you believe it, that Mr. Yahi-Bahi, before he came here, sat on the top of a post for a month — with just a loin cloth on — and just meditated. Think of the flies!

So then he came here (I don’t just know how long ago), and began casting horoscopes — that’s what it’s called — and Mary! such wonderful results! Do you know that he told Mrs. Faith that something dark was hanging over her — and that very month her chauffeur left her; and he told Mrs. Gull that there was a fate over her youngest son, the one at college: and there was. He was sent home for drinking at the end of the term.

Oh, he’s just wonderful. And my dear! No money! He scorns it! That’s the first thing you learn about Yahi-Bahi. You can offer it if you like just as a courtesy, but he just quietly refuses. Money, to him, is just dirt. You see his expenses are nothing; contemplation doesn’t cost anything.

So it’s very hard to get an interview. Why, my dear, I had to wait for ever so long. You see, I couldn’t have my fortune told — only it is not really called that, it’s receiving a revelation — I couldn’t receive a revelation till I was fit to receive it — that’s part of the method.

So I had to qualify by contemplation: I had to send in ten dollars (not to Mr. Yahi-Bahi, of course; to his assistant) and then contemplate for a week. At first it was awfully hard, I don’t mean the ten dollars, that was easy, but to contemplate. You see, you have to think of nothing. And at first I’d keep thinking of shopping I’d had to do and whether Martha had given Ouiji his bath and about telephoning to Henry to be sure to cash a cheque — and about what to wear that afternoon — well, you know, all the regular round of work that makes up one’s day. But I managed to learn fairly well, and at the end of the week, I got a thought message — think of it! a thought message (it was sent by post) to tell me to send ten dollars again and keep on contemplating. So I knew I had succeeded....

Well, after contemplating like that for four weeks they let me become a neophyte — that means a person just starting to be a Yogi — only it takes years. And then I went to see Mr. Yahi-Bahi himself for the first time — such a strange place, at least not the outside — it was just a little apartment on a side street. But I mean, once you got in, all the stairway going up, and the ante-room, where you waited, were hung with curtains with figures of snakes and Indian gods, perfectly weird! And the man who met me — not Mr. Yahi-Bahi himself, of course, but his assistant, the strangest little being. His name is Mr. Ram Spudd, a little round man, a Bengalee, I think. He put his arms across the stomach and bowed ever so low and said, ‘Isis guard you!’ — my dear! it was most impressive.

I asked if I could see Mr. Yahi-Bahi, but Mr. Ram Spudd shook his head and said no, Mr. Yahi was in meditation, and mustn’t be disturbed. I laid down ten dollars on a little side table — just unobtrusively so as not to insult him. But Mr. Spudd just waved the idea aside with his hand, with such a kindly smile and a shrug of the shoulders, and explained that money didn’t enter into Mr. Yahi’s life. Then he waved his hand again, and would you believe it, the ten dollars had gone! My dear! he had de-astralized it! not a doubt of it. I saw it myself. One minute it was there! and next gone!

So I came like that three more times, I mean three days running — and each time Mr. Spudd received me with the same gentle way and shook his head. Mr. Yahi was meditating still.... I laid ten dollars on the table and each time it was de-astralized!

Then I got afraid that it was bad taste and might hurt his feelings to force him to de-astralize ten dollars every day — so next day I didn’t put any money down — and perhaps the shock — you see it’s all so subtle, my dear — the shock woke Mr. Yahi out of his meditation — I heard him call to Mr. Spudd in Hindu, I suppose, and Mr. Spudd said Mr. Yahi would see me.

So Mr. Yahi-Bahi came out from behind the curtains — such a strange-looking man, so tall and yet he wasn’t really tall, I suppose it was his long gown, all figured over with sacred snakes and lizards — and his eyes — my dear! so deep — like pools of molasses! and he took my hand flat between his and he said, ‘Osiris keep you!’

Then he made me sit down in a chair and he looked into my eyes and held my hand a long while and then he said— ‘You have a soul!’ and then he looked at me again and said— ‘Dark Things are impending over you,’ and I said, ‘What are they?’ But he just shook his head and in a minute he was gone! I had just half closed my eyes and he vanished! Perhaps he went behind the curtain.

Well, would you believe it, my dear — (bell rings) — see who it is at the telephone, Martha, and say I can’t come — would you believe it, I went time after time — what do you say, Martha? The Evening Times want to speak to me — say I’m out — I went, as I say, time after time, and Mr. Yahi said he would get my horoscope ready to read but he never got it till to-day — and, oh, goodness, I’m all shaken up with it; it’s so dark, it’s terrible. But I must tell you first. Each time I went to Mr. Yahi, Mr. Spudd said I’d have to wait a week or two for my horoscope but that if I liked (he was awfully nice about it), he would call up some spirits and I could talk to them.

It was wonderful. He called up the spirit of Napoleon, and I talked to Napoleon, behind a curtain, just as easily as I’m talking to you. I asked him if he had been lonely at St. Helena and he said, ‘Yes.’ And I asked him whether it was the battle of Trafalgar that did most to defeat him and he said, yes, he hadn’t enough cavalry.

And I talked with the spirit of Benjamin Franklin but he seemed a little dull; perhaps his brain got damaged after he was dead, but anyway he said that it was all bright and beautiful where he was. But a funny thing about the spirits, my dear, some of them — they asked such queer questions. Napoleon asked me if I had an extra key of my apartment, and I said I had and he said he might need it and please leave it with Mr. Yahi. So I did, but I don’t want Napoleon coming over and able to get in at night. I said to Mr. Yahi I’d have an extra lock put on — and just imagine, my dear, the spirit of Joan of Arc (next séance) warned me not to. She said it was all right: and of course if she thought so, it was all right for me. But if Mr. Yahi gives the key to Napoleon I hope he lets me know.

 

Well, at last I managed to get a revelation from Mr. Yahi. That was two days ago. First he talked about Henry. He wouldn’t say what is going to happen to him. But it’s something terrible. He said it hangs over him ready to fall and he said the sand is low in his glass. He says Henry must leave town at once, and take nothing with him of any value, leave all his valuables here in the apartment. Osiris will look after them. I called Henry up on the telephone as soon as ever I got home: he was at the golf club and I said, ‘Henry, Mr. Yahi, the Parsee magician, says there’s something hanging over you,’ and he said, ‘Is that so? Say! I made the fourth hole under par’: and I said, ‘Mr. Yahi says the sand is low in your glass,’ and Henry said, ‘I fell down badly in the waterhole,’ and I said, ‘Henry, you’ve got to get under the protection of Osiris,’ and he said, ‘What’s wrong with the police?’ You know that mocking way Henry has.

But when he came home, I told him all about it and this time he listened, especially about Napoleon having our key. I think he was jealous. But I said, ‘Henry, Napoleon is only a spirit, and anyway Napoleon was not that sort of man.’

Well, that was yesterday and I went round again to-day and Mr. Yahi was there — not meditating — and he told me my horoscope. He said I’m going to lose Henry — I’d guessed that already, and then he said — I’m just shuddering at the thought of it — Martha, is that door locked, see that it is — he said that I’m in hourly danger of being kidnapped!

Yes, kidnapped! and held for ransom! Think of it — I asked him for how much and he said he would try to find out and looked into a crystal ball, all dark and shining — looked into it ever so fixedly and said the figures were there but were hard to read and asked how much would I pay, and I said it would depend on Henry and Mr. Yahi shook his head and said the figures looked like a hundred thousand to him. I said I was glad it wasn’t more; and he looked again and said he believed it was a hundred and fifty thousand....

I asked Mr. Yahi what I would do, and he said the first thing was to put myself under the protection of Isis and Osiris. He said to pack up everything I had of value and leave it here, with the secret mark of Osiris — he showed me how to make it — to guard it. He said, put the mark on anything valuable, like jewels, but not on other things and Osiris would look after them, and if I decided for a ransom to leave it, marked plainly RANSOM. Then he said for me to leave town instantly and take nothing with me. You see he explained that protection in the Yogi doctrine is only for the weak — and I must leave behind even all my money, except just enough for a few days — in fact he said to take any cash in my cash account, mark it Osiris and leave it here. He said Osiris would ...

Is that some one at the door? — don’t take the chain off it, gracious — don’t let any one in, Martha — a young man from the Evening Times, you say, about the ‘sensational arrest’? I don’t know about the ‘sensational arrest — shut him out, Martha. But my goodness, ‘sensational arrest,’ does that mean that the kidnappers are caught already? Isn’t Osiris wonderful — just think of divining what they were going to do before they did it! Well, thank goodness...

There’s the telephone again, Martha.

 

My husband — yes — of course, I’ll speak. Hullo, Henry, what is it? did you hear about — what are you saying — my two crooks arrested — my two — why do you call them my two? Mr. Yahi-Bahi and Mr. Ram Spudd! But Henry they’re not crooks — they’re Parsees! Mr. Ram Spudd is a Bengalee and is one of the most spiritual men, Henry, I’ve ever seen. Just to hear him talk lifts one up.... What are you laughing at? You say I should have heard him talk to-day? — what do you mean? — he’s not a Bengalee, you say, he’s just coloured and Mr. Yahi is Irish — well, what’s the laugh? — what did Ram Spudd say? He said that! Just you repeat that, Henry — Ram Spudd said they nearly caught the old hen! Meaning me! me! An old hen! Well, he’s a dirty little crook and I hope he gets — what do you say — he’ll get five years? I hope so! — but not poor Mr. Yahi; he’s all soul — oh, he laughed too!! What! An ‘old sheep’ — I hope he gets ten.


THE DISSOLUTION OF OUR DINNER CLUB
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AS IT IS now definitely understood that our dinner club is dissolved, it is proper to let people know the circumstances of its dissolution. This all the more so, as already I begin to hear it mentioned with a sort of regret as ‘the old Dinner Club,’ although the last meeting — the one of the Hungarian Goulash — was only on Tuesday of last week. I remember that it was Tuesday because I was a little laid up on the Wednesday.

Yet, in a way, it is only right to regret the ending of the club, as I never knew of anything that started off with greater enthusiasm, with greater what the French call éclat. The idea of it just came up one day in a sort of spontaneous way among a group of us who were sitting around having a drink and talking in our club — I mean the regular city club to which we belonged. The talk had been really worth while; Merrill, who is a really brilliant talker, had been speaking, I remember, of Mr. Roosevelt, making an analysis of him — we had three or four drinks while he was making it — and someone said that if you want to have really good conversation the thing is to start a dinner club — you know, a club to meet every fortnight or so, and hold a dinner and have brilliant conversation. This man said he’d once been a member of a club like that in Edinburgh — he’s Scotch, his name is Stewart — Cluny Macpherson Stewart — a Scotchman — and one night they’d discuss (I mean this club in Edinburgh) say Greek architecture, or another night perhaps the Jacobite Rebellion of 1745, or another night, the Jacobite Rebellion of 1715. So hearing all that, we got off to a good start with all of us talking at once.

Of course, everybody agreed that, with a dinner club, you have to hold it somewhere else than in your own regular club. That gives a sort of novelty to the evening and lets you take in other fellows who don’t happen to be in your own club. It was agreed that men get stale if they just stick around with their own same crowd in their own same club, whereas a man in a dinner club gets what you might call mental friction.

Then one of the group, a man called Watergrass, a poetical sort of fellow, said that the idea was to have your dinner club meet at some place right away out in the suburbs, so that you could have a good bracing three-hour walk before you sat down. He said that a walk like that put a man just in shape for brilliant talk — blows away the cobwebs, that was his phrase — and he said that that season of the year — it was November when we began — was just right for walking. What you needed for real walking was rough weather, the rougher the better, wind and storm so that you could turn up your coat collar, grip your stick and just buffet right into it. He quoted the case of men like Tennyson and Longfellow, tremendous walkers both of them. It appears that Tennyson — even to write just a small unimportant poem like Break, break, break — would walk forty miles as hard as he could go: I think Watergrass said forty. Anyway he said that when Longfellow wrote about how he stood on the bridge at midnight, he actually went and stood on it: that, I gathered, was what gave him the idea of standing on it.

Well, of course, that part of the plan was instantly and eagerly adopted. All the more so as one of the men was able to tell us of a new eating-place that had just been opened right outside city limits, ten miles away, an awfully artistic place called The Old Cow-stable. You see, it actually had been an old cow-stable — I mean it really was one before — with heavy stone walls and a high peaked roof — and it had been done over inside and opened up as a sort of roadside restaurant, and somebody had hit on the clever idea of calling it The Old Cow-stable. Clever, wasn’t it?

But the biggest idea of all, the thing that gave the Club its real impetus, was the idea of having the bill of fare for the dinner utterly different each time, and represent different kinds of national dinners. For instance, it was suggested right away that we could have a typical ‘New England Dinner’ — the thing the early settlers used to have, at the time when they had only one big pot over the fire to cook in, and put everything in together; or as someone called it, ‘a real old-fashioned New England dinner.’ Then Des Rois, who is French, said, why not have a typical Marseilles dinner like what they eat in Marseilles: and he told us about bouillabaisse, the great Marseilles dish, along with tripe à la mode de Caen. He spelt them later for the committee. We generally spell Caen as Cannes, but anyway it is close to Marseilles. Des Rois certainly got us going by telling about eating bouillabaisse and drinking the real Marseilles wine pisco, and then driving out along the Corniche Road overlooking the Mediterranean. He said he would arrange a dinner like that, that would take us right to Marseilles.

Then, of course, there was suggested a Mexican dinner — chile con carne with hot tamales — and a Bengal dinner with mangoes and curried duck — in fact I can’t remember them all — and, of course, the Hungarian Goulash, that I mentioned before; that came last, and that we had last Tuesday. I was sick Wednesday.

We limited the club to a membership of twenty — we had to limit it or we’d have had all the city in — and invented for it the happy name of the Dinner Club, to mean that it was just a club for dining. Other names were suggested. One of the crowd, a man called Woodenbean, who lectures in Greek in the Faculty here, wanted to give it a Greek name. Hoi something. Hoi Pants something. I can’t quite get it, but he said it was a delightfully witty name. I am sure it was.

 

Looking back on the Dinner Club now that it is all over, upon my word I find it hard to see why it failed — or I won’t say failed — I mean came to an end. I am inclined to think that it was a case of hard luck; so many little things went wrong with it. For instance, on the day we began — it was in November — the weather was all wrong. Just one of those quiet clear days with a blue sky, no snow, hardly a breath of wind — nothing to buffet. Some of us had met at the town club at four to walk out with heavy coats and big sticks, but it seemed silly to start out like that — still broad daylight in the middle of the afternoon — to hoof it for three hours, when you could go out in a taxi in twenty minutes. So we just sat around the club and had a few drinks and talked — mostly about Mr. Roosevelt — and then went out in a couple of taxis. We found that practically all the other members had come the same way, the weather being no good for walking, but they all had big rough coats on and carried thick heavy sticks, which gave the thing a kind of touch. The only one who had walked was Watergrass and he looked pretty tuckered out, and fed up with being the only one.

So that was the start, not quite in the right key. And it made things a little worse when one of the members — it was Macpherson Stewart, who hadn’t ever seen The Old Cow-stable before — as soon as he came in, said, ‘Phew!’ — like that— ‘Phew.’ Somebody said, ‘Well, Cluny, you can’t expect to cook a New England dinner and not have a certain smell of cooking,’ and he said, ‘Oh! it’s not the England dinner! Oh, no, phew!’ Of course, the idea was ridiculous. The whole place had been renovated, with a beautiful hardwood floor and an open fire-place. I admit that in the little sort of partitioned-off place in the corner where we put our hats and coats, you might notice something — but not really anything. And for the matter of that over in Scotland I’ve been in places like Edinburgh Castle and Carlyle’s Cottage that were something awful! Anyway, Macpherson dropped out.

Still I think it was mistaken judgement to begin with a New England dinner. Those old colonial settlers, you’ve got to remember, were a pretty tough lot, out of doors in the open air all day, and, of course, they’d never been really used to anything; and they hadn’t had four cocktails before they sat down. And I hadn’t realized before what it meant cooking all the stuff in one big pot; it all comes out, meat and cabbage and vegetables and bones, in one great wet flop! I thought of stuff I’d read about Indian dog feasts (that was the same time as the Puritans, wasn’t it?) and I couldn’t eat it. That was all about it. I couldn’t.

Still I don’t mean the evening was so bad. All the twenty members were on hand and there was such a lot of initial enthusiasm it was bound to carry the thing through. Watergrass kept dozing off to sleep from having walked there, and Stewart, of course, was peeved, but on the whole it went pretty well. The conversation was good but not quite of the kind that I’d been expecting. There wasn’t any architecture or archaeology stuff. We talked mostly about Mr. Roosevelt. Merrill made an analysis of him: it was certainly brilliant — I couldn’t follow most of it. But the idea was to show that Roosevelt is a world force and, if I got it right, should have been expected even if he hadn’t turned up. We broke up about ten-thirty, with pretty good feeling all round, and with everybody promising to be on deck two weeks later for the Marseilles dinner that Des Rois was to arrange.

That, I will admit straight out, was a mistake — that bouillabaisse stuff. I don’t say the Marseilles people don’t eat it. They’re fishermen and they’re in sea air all the time and in sea air you can eat anything. But that stuff! Did you ever see it? And the thing after it called tripe à la mode de Caen — it’s French and means ‘canned tripe’ — of all the ghastly-looking mess! Taste? I’ve no notion — I couldn’t touch it. One rather dirty thing was that Des Rois didn’t eat it. He’d ordered an English mutton chop for himself. I had some cheese, all full of holes, and some figs — but, of course, I’m not kicking at that — I ate when I got home. The talk, though, was really good. Merrill got talking of Mr. Roosevelt and made an analysis of him — a new one, it was two weeks since the other one — and that led us to talk of a wide range of things like the New Deal and Mr. Roosevelt’s attitude to the courts and what Mr. Roosevelt would do with ‘big business’ — in fact, we ranged all over the place.

One thing, though, bothered us, which we hadn’t noticed so much the first night — the seats. You see, they had no backs to them. The Old Cow-stable is all done up artistically with long narrow tables of heavy old wood — the kind the monks used to eat at in the place called, what was it? — the refractory, or the penitentiary, or something — anyway, those narrow tables. With tables of that sort the seats have to be just long heavy benches with no backs: anything else would be hopelessly inartistic. But you sit on that thing for two hours and a half and you’ll see where you are. With monks it was different: they were looking for it. But we weren’t. So that meant we broke up about nine-fifteen: and as a matter of fact, three or four of the men — I mean apart from Watergrass and Cluny Stewart — hadn’t turned up at all.

But the next meeting wasn’t so bad. That Mexican stuff, if you only take a little of it, is good. A little of that hot chili-tobasco stuff on a little edge of bread is all right and helps you to wash a drink down. I guess the Mexicans eat it all right; they would. But you see, at a dinner club you don’t really need much to eat — that is not the idea — it’s a way of bringing fellows together and then they can go off and get something to eat elsewhere later. So we just sat around and had smokes and drinks, and dipped bits of toast in the chile con carne. The talk was all right, too. We were discussing Mr. Roosevelt, and some of the fellows were saying that he really represented a sort of world force — well, you know, that we have to put up with him. We broke up at eight-thirty and got back into town in time for a bite at the club — just a snack of cold lobster or something. But I was sorry to see that there were only thirteen present — and even at that several fellows offered to drop out so as to break the hoodoo of thirteen. In fact three went.

The Hungarian dinner was the last, so there’s no use in getting mad about it. That stuff, that Goulash, is just poison! And anyway how can you eat — I mean men of our age, we’re all around forty to fifty — if you’re not getting any exercise, and are sitting around drinking cocktails? You can’t eat! I just hated the idea as I felt that Hungarian dinner getting nearer, that Goulash, I mean! You don’t know how the notion gets you when you belong to a dinner club that you’ve got to eat! Eat? Who wants to eat? I heard after though I didn’t know it at the time that one or two members were knocked right out, knocked flat, after that Goulash! They were crazy enough to eat it. And that sour Hungarian wine — Magyak-Buda — ugh! The Hungarians after all — as somebody said after dinner — are not a civilized people: we were discussing Mr. Roosevelt and that had led up to the idea of civilization. Look at their government! or for the matter of fact, their religion — I don’t mean I know what they are; I mean that the fellow who had eaten the Goulash said, look at them!

Anyway, the Goulash dinner ended it. We all knew it at the time. One of the members who had been in India and knew a cousin of Kipling’s, was supposed to be getting up a Bengal dinner — curried duck with mangoes. But he says he can’t get any mangoes. That’s all right. We understand. The Club is over.

 

And yet, isn’t human nature queer! Within a few months, or a year, they’ll be calling it the ‘good old Dinner Club’ — and talking about the dinners of chile con carne and bouillabaisse with the wonderful talk about Mr. Roosevelt.

 

HOW TEACHERS SWIM

When I was teaching at Upper Canada College, ever so many years ago, some benefactor of the school endowed and equipped a big swimming tank for the boys. So the question arose of getting a swimming teacher.

At a masters’ meeting the principal announced to us that he had found a teacher.

‘He seems,’ he said, ‘just the man for the job. He’s young and he’s an athletic-looking fellow, civil-spoken and with the best references. He has certificates for boxing, and several medals for gymnastics. I think he’s just what we want.’

There was a general murmur of assent. No one seemed inclined to offer any objection. But the principal, an honourable man, had an afterthought in his mind and felt that he had to mention it.

‘There’s only one possible objection to this young man,’ he added, ‘he has never — he doesn’t know — that is, he can’t swim.’

There was a momentary sensation but not much. We were all experienced teachers. We knew how little that mattered.

The young man was engaged and some of the boys taught him to swim and he turned out a huge success...

As a matter of fact there is an educational principle involved in that. You can teach best a thing that you don’t know. That is, you’re learning it yourself.

I remember a similar instance at the same school when I was the senior master and made the timetable. One of my colleagues came to me and said, ‘I wish you could arrange to put me down to teach German to the lower commercial.’

‘I didn’t know that you knew German,’ I said.

‘I don’t,’ he answered, ‘that’s just it. I studied it a little, years ago, but I’ve forgotten it all completely.’

‘All right,’ I said, and I arranged it. It worked fine. There were two or three German-speaking boys from Berlin, Ontario, in the class and they told him the pronunciation. He moved with them next year to a higher class and kept nearly even with them till matriculation.


HOW TO LOSE MONEY

(FOR AMATEURS)
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WE MAY DEFINE business in a broad, general way as the art of losing money. This is only a rough-and-ready definition to which numerous exceptions will be found.

Indeed, very often business, even if losing a certain amount of money, is carried on for other reasons. As one of my big business friends said to me the other day, ‘What else can I do?’ Many of my business friends — the big ones — ask me that: what else can they do? I don’t know what else they can do.

Or very often a business connection is of such long standing, of generations, perhaps, that it is difficult to stop. I am thinking here of my friend Sir John Overwarp, the big thread man. Sir John is the senior partner of Overwarp, Underwarp, and Shuttle. In fact he is Overwarp, Underwarp, and Shuttle. They are probably the biggest thread people in the world. They are the thread people. They have works in Sheffield, Bradfield, Oldfield — in short, they have so many works they don’t know where they are.

Well, the other day Sir John said to me (he speaks to me): ‘We’ve been in thread now for five generations. I don’t know how I could get out of it.’ After five generations in thread you get all tangled up in it. Somebody told me that Sir John’s shareholders are going to let him out. It’ll be nice of them if they do.

But business habit is business habit. I knew a man, one of the McDuffs of Duff (they came from Duff), who had been in Scotch whiskey, and in nothing else, for years and years. He had travelled round the world in it four times. It seemed to follow him. You could notice it.

Then there’s the sense of responsibility — I mean, responsibility to other people. I know quite well the French financier, the Baron de Citrouille (it is pronounced Citrouille), who brought a great quantity of French money out to America, and lost it here. He couldn’t have lost the half of it in France, but here he was able to do what is called ‘spread his loss.’ Some of the big men can spread their loss over half the continent.

But these, of course, are the big men — what are called the captains of industry. It is not wise to try to begin with discussing such large-scale operations as theirs. It might give the beginner a sense of despair. Some of these men are known to lose a million dollars a day. The business beginner asks, ‘Can I do that?’ I answer, ‘Not yet, but you can learn.’

One has to realize that these are selected men winnowed out, as it were, from the crowd; they are men who probably had even at the beginning a flair for business and kept on getting more and more flair. The word flair is French. It is pronounced flair and means in a general way more or less what we call in English a flair.

These big men, indeed, are distinguished not so much by what they do as by what they can’t do or won’t do. I once knew (I knew him only once) Sir Humphrey Dumphrey, the big electrical man: he was probably the biggest electrical man in Europe, except perhaps the Italians Nitti and Dotti. Sir Humphrey said to me: ‘Look at me. I can’t do fractions.’ I looked at him. He couldn’t do them.

Or take Sir Hamstein Gorfinkel, the great British financier. He said he couldn’t recite the Lord’s Prayer: couldn’t or wouldn’t.

But these men are in a class by themselves.

When I say I want to talk about business and how money can be lost, even in a small way, I naturally wish to begin with simple things. Young people just entering on life realize that if only they had money now, even a moderate sum, they could find opportunities to lose it that would never come later.

There are so many choices to be made, such a difficulty in selecting a career, that young people need help. ‘Should I live in the country?’ a young lady asked me at a reception. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘away in, as far as you can get.’

‘My son,’ wrote an old friend, ‘shows every disposition to be a stock-broker. What should I do about it?’

‘Shoot him,’ I answered.

One should start with some of the simpler ways of losing money, such as chicken-raising, dry duck farming, keeping bees and wasps, along with such things as horticulture and germicide. Bigger things could come later, such as how to build a transcontinental navy. One must start humbly.


THE FAMILIAR MAGIC OF FISHING

A PULLMAN CAR TRANSFORMED INTO A TROUT STREAM
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THEY SAT TOGETHER in the smokers’ end of a Pullman car. They didn’t know one another. They were strangers. They weren’t talking to one another — why talk anyway? A man always feels tough and only half alive in the morning on a Pullman car — no need to make conversation with the damn fool, so thought each of them.

Outside, the February snow blew against the windows. One saw dim outlines of trees, mostly spruce. ‘Where are we?’ said one of the men. He said it half by accident. He hadn’t spoken for an hour.

‘Just at the end of the bush country,’ the other man answered. ‘That’s Washago Junction. I recognize it by that piece of bush.’

‘You know this country?’ said the first man.

‘Oh, yes, I come up here fishing all the time.’

‘Is that so? ARE THERE FISH HERE?’

‘Trout.’

‘Trout, eh?’ said the second man, trying to get his face close to the pane so as to see the trout. ‘There are trout streams here?’

He spoke almost reverently, as if in a church.

‘Oh, yes, lots of them, all through here. There are some little lakes further in, but here it’s mostly streams.’

‘You fish with flies?’

‘Well, you can all right where it’s a little open but of course there’s a lot of it where the bush is so thick that you can’t get room to cast. I don’t mind admitting it, when I can’t get room to cast, I’ll fish with bait every time, with worms.’

‘I’ll say so!’ said the other man. ‘And mind you, there’s a whole lot more skill in fishing with worms than people think. You get a place where the stream takes a sharp turn right under a big log in the water — say, for instance, there was a log over there...’ He pointed at the other side of the little room.

‘Yes,’ said the listener. He could see the log, too. Being fishermen, it was very clearly right there for both of them.

‘ — now, we’ll say it’s all thick brush—’

‘Yes,’ assented the other man; in fact, he could feel the brush all round him. He couldn’t have moved his arm if he’d tried.

‘ — now, you see, you get your line on the bottom — there’s apt to be a little bit of hard sand or gravel in a place like this right in the middle of the channel — and you reach out your line...’

The speaker sat forward in his chair till he was — or thought he was — on his hands and knees. The other man bent his back a little — (the brush wouldn’t let him bend much), and they were both on their hands and knees.

‘ — you get a good bait on your hook, the bigger the better, it travels easier and won’t catch, and you let it just — roll — roll — along with the water....’

There was tense excitement in the little room. Both men followed breathlessly the rolling line.... ‘You’ll never get snagged,’ the speaker continued, talking low, as trout are easily frightened, ‘if you let the line take its own way. It’ll go into the deepest hole — and then, by George! you feel Mr. Trout take a snap at it, and out he comes!’

He landed the trout right on the floor of the room, a perfect beauty with white-edged fins and bright vermilion spots on the deep, firm-fleshed sides.

 

And with that the two men went on to discuss telescope rods and whether the damn things really work, or whether one wouldn’t rather have a bamboo rod in little sections — you can put it all into your valise. And then they talked of whether you can really make a cast with a rod made in small sections, and the second man showed that you could by making a cast right there in the car, of over sixty feet — and landed another trout.

And the man who didn’t know the Washago section said he came from West Virginia, so the first man asked him if it wasn’t too hot for trout down there, but it seems not, or at least not up in the hills. In fact, the second man took the first man away up into the hills above the Kenowsha and cooled him right off, and then fed him on trout with West Virginia bacon that he cooked over a brush fire.

So that led to talk about how a brown trout can stay in water up to seventy degrees; but after all, is a brown trout any damn good anyway: would you call it a trout in the real sense? ... and for the matter of that even a rainbow trout isn’t in it with a straight speckled brook trout: the colour may be all right, but for sport and for eating, there’s no comparison.

And incidentally they told one another who they were and the first man said that he was in hardware and the second man, it seemed, was in paper boxes; but they weren’t really. They were both in trout.

 

And when the porter came to the door and said to one of them, ‘Toronto, sir, you change here!’ they said good-bye like old friends.

And the first man said to the second man that if he ever got as far down as Buckhannon, he must certainly take him to the Kenowsha; and the second man said that if the first man ever got as far up as Toronto, he must certainly take him up into the Washago country....

And each, when he got home, said to his wife, ‘I met a hell of a nice feller on the train coming down.’

And that’s why fishermen’s wives are never jealous of them when they leave home.


OVERWORKING THE ALPHABET
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I ADMIT THAT this is the age of brevity. Our rapid life demands condensed speech. We have not enough leisure to talk like Daniel Webster. Even our words must be cut to the shortest limits. We have no time to say telephone and debutante and cinematograph and automobile. Not at all: we phone an invitation to the cinema, and our debs ride in cars and planes.

But when it comes to cutting out words altogether and falling back on letters, it is time to ask where we are ‘at.’ I mean is it really O.K. to talk about the C.I.O.? And if the C.I.O. joins with the A.F.L. does the mixture become the C.A.I.F.O.L. or the A.C.F.I.L.O.? Similarly, is a man a D.F. if he finds that he can’t remember what the O.G.P.U. is, and whether it is in Spain or Russia?

Our grandfathers with their pioneer thoroughness knew nothing of this haste. If they founded a farmers’ society they were willing to call it the Oro Township Agricultural Autumn Fair and Flower Show Association, and let it go at that. The more often they said it the better they liked it.

But nowadays three or more people no sooner get together in anything than they fuse themselves with the alphabet. A ladies’ sewing circle formed overnight appears as an L.S.C. in the morning. If the Junior Pygmies of equatorial Africa ever get organised, the Press will call them J.P.E.A. next morning.

I think the Great War started it. Before the War came we made use of alphabet abbreviations but they were kept fairly within reason. We spoke of the U.S.A. and the Y.M.C.A. and with an effort of brain power we could understand what the Y.W.C.A. ought to mean.

Before the War, business used the letters of the alphabet, but not too much. People signed I.O.U.’s or had to pay C.O.D., and business men sent things F.O.B., though no one else knew what it meant. Before the War, teachers in the schools used to make use of A, B and C to work arithmetic, and long ago, 200 years before Christ (B.J.C.), Euclid used to sign his theorems Q.E.D. to mean that that was the end. But the letters were only used to give a touch of finality, just as on a tombstone they put R.I.P., to mean that the man was dead and there was no need to waste words on him.

In fiction, too, especially detective and comic fiction, letters were used to give a touch of mystery, to indicate the unsolvable. I mean, a passage would run something like this:

 

My friend X had taken the early train to Q where he met Miss M. on the platform accompanied by her uncle, the Bishop of Asterisk, waiting, apparently, to take the down train to H — .

 

All this excited in the reader’s mind a queer suspicion that perhaps X was not the man’s name and that the bishop was not going to H — .

 

But beyond such usages the Alphabetical Contractions never extended rill the Great War came and flooded us with them. I think I can see how the War started it. In war time at the front if a man took full time to say ‘General Headquarters,’ he might get shot before he finished it, whereas if he said ‘G.H.Q.’ he still had a chance for his life. So when the soldiers came back, we heard them all talking in the new alphabetical jargon about the G.H.Q. and the C.O. and who gave the D.S.O. to a V.A.D.

Naturally, we started to imitate them and the thing spread till the alphabet invaded all our Government and civil administration, then overwhelmed all corporate business and labour organizations, and now threatens to submerge private life. The United States began it with the N.R.A. (even before F.D.), and when we had learned that, lengthened it to the N.R.A.A. and then hurried us on to the P.W.A. and its fellows. The only trouble is to remember what they all do for everybody. In an emergency, people can fall back on the F.E.R.A.; or enjoy a cosy sense of security under the S.S.B. There’s a peculiar protection against want in F.S.C.C., and a man who wants to break up his home can do it under the F.H.I.B.B.

But many of us now find that we are losing our grip on what these things mean, and when we hear that the Supreme Court has set aside the P.D.Q. we don’t know whether to get mad about it or not. The spread of the same thing across the field of labour has given us the A.F.L. — not difficult if you remember F for federation — and the C.I.O. (not to be confused with the one that means the high explosive).

If things are difficult at home on our own continent, think what they must seem abroad. Tell a foreigner that the allegiance of the United States Navy is undermined by the Y.W.C.A. and he’ll believe it. Offer to give to Hitler the order of a D.F. in the W.C.T.U. and he’ll accept it. The use of the overworked alphabet is creating a sort of new language. We are getting so accustomed to it that things written out in full look needlessly prolix. If we want to keep our history alive, it will have to be rewritten. A new outline of history (O. of H.) will contain an account of the American Revolution (the A.R.) as follows:

 

SIGNING OF THE D.O.I. AND THE BIRTH OF THE U.S.A.

The excitement over the S.A. and the B.T. (it means the Stamp Act and the Boston Tea Party) soon led to open resistance (O.R.). The battle of B.H., outside of Boston, was followed by the appointment of G.W. as C.I.C. of the C.A., and a congress of delegates (F.O.B. Philadelphia) signed on July 4, 1776, the famous D.O.I., written by T.J. The stubborn K.O.E. — G.3 — refused all conciliation, looking upon G.W. as P.E. No. 1 of his Empire. The war ended in a C.V. (complete victory) at Yorktown, presently followed by the drawing up of the T.O.V. in which G.3 recognized the I.O.U.S.A. G.W. became the first P.U.S., and was recognized in history as the F.O.H.C.

 

But I perceive as I go on thinking about it, that it is not only our history but our English and American literature of the past that must be revised to make it properly alphabetical. Tennyson’s Charge of the Light Brigade — renamed as the C.L.B. — will read:

Half a league, half a league,
Half a league onward!
Into the V.O.D. rode the S.H.

 

Gray’s immortal Elegy in a Country Churchyard — the E.C.C. — will explain how the ‘Curfew tolls the K.P.D.,’ while ‘the ploughman homeward plods his W.W.’

It will reach its climax in the immortal stanza read aloud by General Wolfe to his officers as their boat stole up the St. Lawrence in the dusk of an autumn evening — the evening before the battle of the P.O.A. The stanza, as revised, reads:

 

The B.O.H., the P.O.P.,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike the I.H.:
The P.O.G. lead but to the capital G.

 

But one last despairing stand must be made to keep the alphabet of private life. Don’t call your stoker ‘my S.,’ or your dearest friend ‘my D.F.’ Invite your guests to a week-end cocktail party but not to a W.E.C.P. As you grow old let people call you a venerable old gentleman but never a V.O.G., and when you die arrange for a private funeral, but not a P.F.

 

Stephen Leacock 

Self-appointed Secretary Anti-Alphabet Association
(or better, S.A.S.A.A.A.)


ON THE NEED FOR A QUIET COLLEGE
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IF SOMEBODY WOULD give me about two dozen very old elm trees and about fifty acres of wooded ground and lawn — not too near anywhere and not too far from everywhere — I think I could set up a college that would put all the big universities of to-day in the shade. I am not saying that it would be better. But it would be different.

I would need a few buildings — but it doesn’t take many — stone, if possible — and a belfry, and a clock. The clock wouldn’t need to go; it might be better if it didn’t. I would want some books — a few thousand would do — and some apparatus. But it’s amazing how little apparatus is needed for scientific work of the highest quality: in fact ‘the higher the fewer.’

 

Most of all I should need a set of professors. I would only need a dozen of them — but they’d have to be real ones: disinterested men of learning, who didn’t even know they were disinterested. And, mind you, these professors of mine wouldn’t sit in ‘offices’ dictating letters on ‘cases’ to stenographers, and only leaving their offices to go to ‘committees’ and ‘conferences.’ There would be no ‘offices’ in my college and no ‘committees,’ and my professors would have no time for conferences, because the job they were on would need all eternity and would never be finished.

My professors would never be findable at any fixed place except when they were actually giving lectures. Men of thought have no business in an office. Learning runs away from ‘committees.’ There would be no ‘check up’ on the time of the professors; there would be no ‘hire and fire,’ or ‘judge by results’ or standards or norms of work for them: nor any fixed number of hours.

But on the other hand they would, if I got the ones I want, be well worth their apparent irresponsibility: and when they lectured each one would be, though he wouldn’t know it, a magician — with such an interest and absorption that those who listened would catch the infection of it, and hurry from the lecture to the library, still warm with thought.

It must be understood that the work of professors is peculiar. Few professors, real ones, ever complete their work: what they give to the world is fragments. The rest remains. Their contribution must be added up, not measured singly. Every professor has his ‘life work’ and sometimes does it, and sometimes dies first.

I can recall — I say it by way of digression — one such, who was working on Machiavelli. When I first met him he had worked fourteen years. He worked in a large room covered a foot deep with Machiavelli — notes, pamphlets, remains. I asked him — it seemed a simple question — what he thought of Machiavelli. He shook his head. He said it was too soon to form an opinion. Later — ten years later — he published his book, Machiavelli. One of the great continental reviews — of the really great ones; you and I never hear of them: they have a circulation of about 300 — said his work was based on premature judgements. He was hurt, but he felt it was true. He had rushed into print too soon.

Another such devoted himself — he began years ago — to the history of the tariff. He began in a quiet lull of tariff changes when for three or four years public attention was elsewhere. He brought his work up to within a year or so of actual up-to-date completeness. Then the tariff began to move: two years later he was three years behind it. Presently, though he worked hard, he was five years behind it. The tariff moved quicker than he did. He has never caught it. His only hope now is that the tariff will move back towards free trade, and meet him.

 

Not that I mean to imply that my professors would be a pack of nuts or freaks. Not at all: their manners might be dreamy and their clothes untidy but they’d be — they’d have to be — the most eminent men in their subjects. To get them would be the main effort of the college: to coax them, buy them, if need be, to kidnap them. Nothing counts beside that. A college is made of men — not by the size of buildings, number of students and football records. But no trustees know this, or, at best, only catch a glimmer of it and lose it. Within a generation all the greatest books on the humanities would come from my college.

 

The professors bring the students. The students bring, unsought, the benefactions. The thing feeds itself like a flame in straw. But it’s the men that count. A college doesn’t need students: it’s the students that need the college.

After twenty years my college would stand all alone. There are little colleges now but they ape bigness. There are quiet colleges but they try to be noisy. There are colleges without big games but they boom little ones. Mine would seem the only one, because the chance is there, wide open, and no one takes it. After twenty years people will drive in motor cars to see my college: and won’t be let in.

 

Round such a college there must be no thought of money. Money ruins life: I mean to have to think of it, to take account of it, to know that it is there. Men apart from money — men in an army, men on an expedition of exploration, emerge to a new life. Money is gone. At times and places whole classes thus lift up — or partly: as in older countries like England the class called ‘gentry’ that once was. These people lived on land and money from the past — stolen, perhaps, five hundred years ago — and so thought no more of it. They couldn’t earn more, they didn’t know how. They kept what they had, or dropped out, fell through a trestle bridge of social structure and were gone in the stream. This class, in America, we never had. They grow rare everywhere. Perhaps we don’t want them. But they had the good luck that in their lives money in the sense here meant, didn’t enter. Certain money limits circumscribed their life, but from day to day they never thought of it. A cow in a pasture, a fairly generous pasture, doesn’t know it’s in. It thinks it’s outside. So did they.

So I would have it in my college: students not rich and not poor — or not using their wealth and not feeling their poverty, an equality as unconscious as that where Evangeline lived....

Nor would their studies lead to, or aim at, or connect with wealth. The so-called practical studies are all astray. Real study, real learning must, for the individual, be quite valueless or it loses its value. The proper studies for my college are history and literature, and philosophy, and thought and poetry and speculation, in the pursuit of which each shall repeat the eager search, the unending quest, of the past. Looking for one thing he shall find another. Looking for ultimate truth, which is unfindable, they will learn at least to repudiate all that is false.

I leave out at one sweep great masses of stuff usually taught: all that goes under such a name as a university faculty of commerce. There is no such thing. The faculty of commerce is down at the docks, at Wall Street, in the steel mills. A ‘degree’ in commerce is a salary of ten thousand a year. Those who fail to pass, go to Atlanta — and stay there. Certain things in commerce are teachable — accountancy, corporate organization, and the principles of embezzlement. But that’s not a university.

Out goes economics — except as speculation: not a thing to teach in instalments and propositions like geometry. You can’t teach it. No one knows it. It’s the riddle of the Sphinx. My graduates will be just nicely fitted to think about it when they come out. A first-year girl studying economics is as wide of the mark as an old man studying cosmetics. The philosophical speculative analysis of our economic life is the highest study of all — next to the riddle of our existence. But to cut it into classes and credits is a parody. Out it goes.

Out — but to come back again — goes medicine. Medicine is a great reality: it belongs in a school not a college. My college fits people to study medicine — study it in crowded cities among gas-lights and ambulances and hospitals and human suffering — and keeps their souls alive while they do it. Then later, as trained men in the noblest profession in the world, the atmosphere of the college which they imbibed among my elm trees, grows about them again. The last word in cultivation is, and always has been, the cultivated ‘medicine man.’

The engineers? — that’s different. Theirs is the most ‘manly’ of all the professions — among water power and gold mines and throwing bridges half a mile at a throw. But it’s a school that trains them, not a college. They go to my college but they don’t like it. They say it’s too damn dreamy. So they kick out of it into engineering. For a time they remember the Latin third declension. Presently they forget it. Doctors grow cultivated as they grow older. Engineers get rougher and rougher.

 

What I mean is that our studies have drifted away, away from the single-minded absorption of learning. Our students of to-day live in a whirl and clatter of ‘student activities.’ They have, in any large college, at least a hundred organizations and societies. They are ‘all up!’ for this to-day and ‘all out!’ for that to-morrow. Life is a continuous rally! a rah, rah! a parade! They play no games: they use teams for that. But exercise, and air, is their life. They root, in an organized hysteria — a code of signals telling them what to feel. They root, they rush, they organize, they play politics, run newspapers — and when they step from college into life, they fit it absolutely, having lived already.

No one is denying here what fine men and women college makes, physically and mentally alert. Any one of them could operate a lift the day he steps out of college.

But there’s something wanting — do they think, or is there anything after all to think about? — and yet, surely, in the long run the world has lived on its speculative minds — or hasn’t it?

Some who think, or course, there must be. You can’t submerge humanity in two generations. But mostly, I believe, the little poets fade out on their first-year benches, and the wistful intelligence learns to say ‘Rah! Rah!’ and is lost.

Not so in my college. There will be no newspaper, except a last week’s paper from the back counties of New England. There will be no politics because there will be no offices to run for. My students will control nothing. The whole movement of student control is a mistake. They’re so busy controlling that they’re not students.

They shall play games all they want to, but as games, not as a profession, not as college advertising — and no gate receipts. Till only a few years ago the country that taught the world its games played them as apart from money — as far apart as sheer necessity allowed. If Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton (it wasn’t really: it was won in Belgium), there was at least no stadium at two dollars a seat.

One asks, perhaps, about the endowments, about the benefactors of my ideal college. The benefactors are all dead: or at least they must act as if they were. Years ago on the prairies many authorities claimed that the only good Indian was a dead Indian. It may not have been true. But it is certainly true that the best college benefactor is a dead one. After all, the reward in the long run is his — those sculptured letters graven in the stone, ‘To the greater glory of God and in memory of Johannes Smith’ — that, in a college among elm trees — that’s worth a lifetime of gifts — given and given gladly. Such things should best be graven in Latin. In my college they will be — Latin and lots of it, all over the place, with the mystic conspiracy of pretence, the wholesome humbug, that those who see it know what it means. Latin lasts. English seems to alter every thousand years or so. It’s like the tariff that I named above — too mobile for academic use.

 

As with the benefactors, so with the managing trustees who look after the money and never lose it. Not dead, these, but very silent: solid men who don’t need to talk and don’t, but who can invest a million dollars over three depressions, and there it still is, like gold in a pot in the pyramids. You find them chiefly in New England — at least I seem to have seen them there more than anywhere else. They are at the head of huge investment businesses, so big that you never hear of them. Mostly, if they don’t talk, it means that they are thinking where to place fifty million dollars. You see, they hate to break it.

 

And women? The arrangements in my college for the women students, and the women’s dormitories? Oh no — no, thank you. There aren’t any women. Co-education is a wonderful thing for women: college girls under co-education leave college more fit to leave college than any others. College girls are better companions, better wives (as your own or as someone else’s) than any others. It’s the women who have made our college life the bright happy thing it is — too bright, too happy.

But men can’t study when women are around. And it’s not only the students. If I let the women in, they get round some of my dusty old professors, and marry them — and good-bye to Machiavelli, and the higher thought.

 

REMOVAL PROBLEM SOLVED

Having retired from the service of McGill University, I was invited a little while ago to go out and join the staff of the University of British Columbia.

News of the invitation appeared in the papers and the manager of a removal company called me up by telephone and said:

‘Mr. Leacock, we understand that you are making a move to British Columbia. Now you just leave it to us and we’ll arrange to move you the whole way out there.’

I answered, ‘Oh, no, I’m not going. When I move next it will be much further than that.’

‘All right,’ he said, ‘we’ll take you. Where is it?’

‘Eternity,’ I answered. I thought I had him floored, but not at all. He came back, almost instantly:

‘All right. You leave that to us.’

I am still wondering just what he meant. Wonderful thing a removal van, isn’t it?


TURN BACK THE CLOCK

OR, AT LEAST, MAKE IT SLOWER
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ALL OF US who are old look back with a sort of wistful admiration to the education that we received long ago — so different from the education of to-day. I remember many years ago, when I was a junior professor at McGill University, meeting an elderly Scottish divine who questioned me about the nature of our curriculum. He was horrified to find that the students were actually allowed a certain amount of choice, or election, in making up the programme of their studies. ‘When I was at Edinburgh,’ he said, shaking his head, ‘the whole of the studies were absolutely compulsory.’ With that he shuffled off, smacking his lips over the word compulsory, and musing, no doubt, on the degeneracy of the time.

A similar point of view, as I have mentioned in another connection, was expressed once in a discussion at my club about education, involving the topic of the classics. A scholarly English visitor to the club, a bishop, said very emphatically— ‘Well, all I can say is that I regard Greek as having practically made me what I am.’ There was a silence, and then an American present said, ‘Exactly!’ But the bishop didn’t see it — one of the advantages, no doubt, of learning Greek.

Such views of our own past education belong, I do not doubt, to the illusions of retrospect. They have all the soft colour and mellow tints that surround the ‘good old times,’ and the ‘old school’ and reach away back to the distant past of ‘Merrie England’ and the ‘brave days of old.’ The pain and distress dies out of our human record as we look back on it.

But even if we grant that modern education has in the main meant progress, we may still note many things of value that have somehow been dropped by the way — and the faster the pace of progress the larger the likelihood of such losses. One grants, I said, the progress, the improvement. The ‘little red school house’ of sixty years ago, taken as a reality, looks but a poor structure, ill-lighted and unventilated beside the ‘academy’ of to-day — its windows all to the sun, its rooms as neat and bright as day, its wide corridors decorated with the framed pictures of great men. In it is its teacher, as highly certified and as guaranteed as a patent pump, and at his command a whole battery of instruction by radio and screen, and loud speaker, with apparatus to illustrate everything so clearly as to obviate all thought.

More than that. The new teacher is very different from the old ‘dominie’ and the bye-gone ‘school-marm,’ in that he is a ‘pedagogue’ with a pedagogical certificate to prove it. He knows the principles of education, whereas sixty years ago none of us dreamed that there were any. He knows that education must proceed from the known to the unknown and from the concrete to the abstract. He knows, or he thinks he knows, that learning things is of no value unless you clearly understand what they mean: otherwise your knowledge is just that of a parrot. He does not realize that the bishop and I — I mean the bishop of whom I just spoke — having been very largely trained as ‘parrots’ along with a whole generation of other young parrots, would regret very much to admit that there is absolutely nothing in the bird at all.

 

f

The field that is suggested is so wide — this problem as to what our rational education may have lost in becoming so — that one can do no more than skirt its outline, or indicate one or two of the eminences or depressions of its landscape that seem of peculiar significance. Here is one broad feature of the prospect — the element of hardship, of compulsion, of disagreeableness. Modern education has set itself to make its processes attractive, to substitute the element of spontaneous interest for the element of compulsion by force. Learning at the point of a stick, corporal punishment, and learning under the threat of detention — the school-world equivalent of the gallows and the jail — are out of fashion now. It is the idea of our education that learning must be free and happy, carrying its own interest, and at least relying more on rewards than on punishments. Seen thus the interest of each bright little school building becomes for the child a vision of what the world might be, could we so order it; and above all, for the children of poverty, some little taste of the warmth and amenity of life.

These tendencies and these ideas must in the main be true. I may say, indeed, that I am sure they are, for I can look back over sixty-four years of school and college classrooms and I have seen the change. I recall that when I first went to school in England, as a child of four, there had newly come into use a little text called Reading Without Tears. Observe the revolutionary title. Older people shook their heads at it. Till then, the tears that fell upon the page softened it to its value. The Beth-el of education was built of the stone blocks of hardship. The steeper the road to Parnassus the more was the body fortified in climbing it.

We are at too great pains now to make our education easy, at too great pains to avoid sustained hardship. We prefer to give to the children the pretty little mechanical fancies that belong to the nursery in place of tears. Our text-books multiply the devices of ease — the little résumé that replaces the ensemble, the quick and easy ‘selection’ that reduces a poem to a verse and a stanza to a line; the total omission of factors that seem ‘too difficult,’ such as the ‘quantities’ of Latin words. In place of Plato, students study a ‘Plato-made-easy’ — by ceasing to be Plato. I know of a great university — I won’t name it; it begins with an ‘M’ — which gave up first year physics as a compulsory subject because ‘the girls couldn’t learn it.’

Every foot of this ground, of course, is uncertain with doubt, and undermined with controversy. But I incline to think that we overdo now the elements that were of such high value when they came as over-needed innovations. The point is that our new mechanical environment — radio, motion pictures, the voices in the air and the figures on the screen — make presentation so direct, so easy, so physical that they tend to put the human imagination to sleep. The sheer rapidity of them precludes depth; the multiplicity of them defies memory. There are no ‘indelible impressions’ left.

To the child of fifty years ago the world of books was one of intense imaginative creations — the work of its own responsive mind. What child could forget its conjured vision of Robinson Crusoe bending over the yellow sand that bore the imprint of Friday’s foot? What reader of Tom Sawyer could forget the gloomy horror of the great cave — with Indian Joe walled up in it — the great cave of which he himself — his own imagination — was, under Mark Twain’s guidance — the sole architect? All of our pictured world was ours. But compare with it the typical modern child of the cities, lolling at his movies, saturated and unsurprisable, impervious, after the age of about ten, to further impressions of scenery, an expert in murder, a cynic on women — for whom all the world’s masterpieces have been done over into flickered sensationalism.

What such a child needs when he goes to school is not the primrose path of ease, the escalator to Parnassus, but a touch of the good old hard stuff such as the bishop and I got, and the Edinburgh divine. If he doesn’t, there will soon be no more men left like us, and that would be too bad.


QUALITY DOES IT
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A MAN WHO had served in the War once said to me— ‘Your books were just a godsend to us in the hospital!’

I thanked him.

He then added— ‘You see, in the shape we were in, we could only read rot.’

 

A parallel compliment was once paid to me years ago, by that charming and courtly scholar, Dr. B —— t W —— l, of Harvard. He himself moved on such an exalted plane of English literature that it was difficult for him to descend to the level of a mere writer of burlesque and such nonsense. But he did his best, when I was introduced to him, to recognize my merit.

‘I’m so glad to meet you,’ he said, as he shook hands, ‘my children love your books.’

‘And my mother,’ I answered enthusiastically, ’is just crazy over yours.’

IX


COME OUT INTO THE GARDEN

PART ONE: A MEMORY OF SPRING

[image: img68.jpg]

NO, DON’T TROUBLE me with the afternoon newspaper. I’ve no time to read it. I want to get out into the garden and get in some good licks before it gets too dark. You say the news from Czecho-Slovakia looks pretty ominous, eh? Well, let it. You tell me that the Czechs will very likely declare war against the Latts? Did you say the Latts or the Slatts? I mix these people up. But it doesn’t matter, I want to hustle out into the garden. Wait till I tie these trousers up: no, I never use braces in the garden; just trousers like these tied up with an old necktie.

You just sit there, Bill, and take a drink while I finish getting ready; there’s soda just near you on that tray.... And light your pipe, and then come out with me to the garden and you can get a smoke out there while I work.

Yes, this is my garden suit. No, I didn’t buy it. You can’t buy suits like this. Oh, I know that makers advertise what they call garden suits but they’re not the real thing. You see this suit was originally made much too large by mistake, so I didn’t care to wear it and then by accident the moths got at it — not much, I don’t mean they really hurt it — and then when it was out on a clothes line someone put a charge of bird-shot through it, and so I thought I would just keep it for the garden. See the way it sets behind — look — you see when you’re working on your hands and knees a suit gets bulged like that, in the seat, I mean, and at the knees. There’s no waistcoat, of course, just a loose shirt. Now if you get that suit on and then take the coat off, why, there you are! Get right down on your hands and knees and you can move! You’re free, you don’t choke.

Say, don’t fidget with that darned newspaper, Bill. You say it looks as if Che-Foo would have to fall? Fall where? Oh, Che-Foo in China — going to fall, eh? Too bad. Mind you the Chinese are darned good gardeners. Did you ever hear of the way they plant seeds? I’m trying it out this year. They crumble earth up between their fingers, fine, ever so fine, and keep crumbling it till it’s like dust, and put the seeds into that. I heard about that last winter, one night at a banquet. I sat next a man who was a Ph.D. — no a D.D., or a D.D.F. — anyway he’d been a college missionary in China — seemed dumb as a nut, till he got talking about how to grow cucumbers, and then he was fine and told me about how the Chinese plant seeds and all about bird manure. These missionaries learn a lot, eh — I guess we ought to support them.

There, I’m ready. Finish your drink and leave your paper there — all right, stick it in your pocket, if you like. Now, we’ll go out through the kitchen and by the back door, if you don’t mind, and into the garden.... You might just pick up that spade, if you will, and I’ll take this hoe.... I’ll hold the door for you.... Oh, thanks.

Now, this little space you see behind the kitchen, I fenced off so as to have it for a sort of yard for drying clothes, and that sort of thing, and then I ran the hedge and fence across to separate off the rest of the ground as a garden. This hedge — of course it doesn’t show to much advantage yet as the leaves are only starting to bud — this hedge is quick-set, or quick-something, I forget what. I put it in five years ago; it hasn’t come along very fast, but when it does — it’ll reach high up overhead — away up as high as my hand or higher — fine, isn’t it?

Just excuse me a minute, this darn gate doesn’t seem to be working this spring — you have to pick it up and lift it. There! I’ve been meaning to fix up a patent rig so that the gate would pull open and then shut of itself. I thought it out one day in church last winter.

Now, there we are! Quite a lay-out, isn’t it? I forget how many feet this way and how many that. But, of course, at this time of year, before the leaves are out, it doesn’t look so large. The first evening — five nights ago when I started work — Gee! it looked small. But it’s getting bigger now. And, you see, later on you don’t see the other premises at all. All those bushes are right out in leaf, and the apple tree at the end — you wait and see it in blossom in June — in fact, the whole place is literally what you’d call a bower. And I always put a heavy row of sunflowers across that end! — just what you’d call a blaze of colour. But hold on now, sling down that spade and you sit down on this rustic bench and light up a pipe and just make yourself easy. I made the bench myself — I like making things like that — solid and heavy, no pretence at art, but — oh, say, I’m sorry — you’re not hurt? — it’s that darn end leg. It did that last spring, too. Wait, I know how to fix it in a minute; or, all right, sit at the other end, it’s as solid as anything.

Now, you light up your pipe and be comfortable and I’ll just smoke a cigarette while I sort out some seeds before I get to work — no, no, you keep the bench, I’ll just turn this box up and sit on it.... There!

Do I do all the garden myself? Oh, yes! there isn’t any fun in it if you don’t do it yourself. That’s the whole idea of gardening. Dig it? No, I didn’t dig it. That’s pretty darn heavy work. Every spring I get a man to dig it. Of course everybody finds that there are different things round a house you have to get a man for. I tried last week fixing the tap in the kitchen sink but I had to get a man; and for the electric stuff, it’s always best to get a man, and for anything round a garage you need a man — in fact, for anything, don’t you know, that’s a little complicated or needs brain, it pays to get a man. So you see even round a garden, for a thing like heavy digging — it’s really back-breaking work — I get a man. He’s a queer old character, old William, sort of crooked-backed old fellow, I don’t know how old he is — but you should see him dig! He’s not round here to-night or I’d show him to you. I suppose old fellows like that they just don’t mind digging, eh? Anyway I get him to come and do the digging, and then a boy for the weeding — it’s mean work, you need a boy for it — and perhaps now and then I get a woman in to do the picking — you know, gooseberries and currants — and things like that. It’s tiresome work — you need a woman for it. But beyond that I do the whole thing myself: especially the planning. You see in a garden there’s a whole lot of planning to do; where everything is to go and a sort of timing and rotation. I made out a whole card of it one night last winter but I can’t find it. I made it out one evening during a show given by our Repertory Theatre Company — ever see them? — they’re great! I took nearly the whole evening to do it, on the back of the programme, and I put it in my dinner-jacket pocket, and I forgot it and I suppose it got thrown away. Anyway, I know it pretty well.

Now these seeds — look at the packet — see these are Bordigiana! They’re for flowers all along the path (to make a border) and they come out in those beautiful masses of dense flowers low and close to the ground — no, I never grew them before, never heard of them till a fellow told me about them one day last winter at a funeral — but look what it says— ‘form a heavy border of deep calceolaria’ — what the hell is it? Latin, perhaps — anyway you can see the effect. It explains, see, that you make a sort of little trench by pulling out all the stones — William’s doing it to-morrow — and that’s where they go. So I have to get this packet out marked ready, as you see, with a label Bordigiana, and such and such a date — that’s to-morrow — he’ll put them in then — and that’s what you call system.

I wonder if you’d like some kind of a cool drink, eh! perhaps something with a stick in it? You take these packets of seed, if you don’t mind, and mark the date on each — no, not to-night, to-morrow: I’ll let the old fellow plant them; he’ll be flattered to death. And I’ll just go back into the house and fetch out something to drink. Just a second....

 

Now, I’ll put the glasses and the bottle on this rustic table — neat, isn’t it? Solid but sort of artistic too — I made it myself — stop, steady! I’m afraid the damn thing’s a little shaky. You don’t mind if I set the stuff on the ground? There! Ice in it, or not? Say when! Right! ... You see, I always feel when I get out for an evening’s gardening, there’s nothing like an odd drink, just to keep a man from feeling tired: and anyway it’s nice to have it here out of doors in the evening, among all the foliage, or where it’s going to be — I just love nature, don’t you? — Here’s luck!

Now let me just have half a smoke and explain to you the layout. You see it’s partly flowers and partly vegetables! Do I grow vegetables! Well, I should say so. You see that’s the mistake made by so many fellows — amateurs, I mean — to think that gardening means only flowers! Not at all, there’s a fascination about growing vegetables — I mean really fine prize stuff. I had some lettuce here last year that I wish you could have seen: great big heads of it — I was so proud of them I took two of them over to my grocer, perfect beauties — he gave me five cents each for them — and took two more next day. Well, you might say that that was just partly because I have a big account there, but all the same that kind of thing mounts up. Last season I took him over a cucumber, a perfect prize, I never saw anything like it — he gave me fifteen cents for it — and said that any year I had another like it, he’d be glad to take it. And early peas — very often, in fact, only four or five years ago, I had a whole basket of the earliest in town — I sold them to our club: you may have eaten some of them — forty cents, thank you, for that one little transaction! So you see that kind of thing keeps adding up. It all cuts down your overhead.

But mind you, mainly I grow vegetables just for the pride and beauty of it. You see that flat patch over there, all smooth, just planted — well, those are early peas, English marrowfat peas — unless William forgot to put them in this morning. I never saw them before, I never heard of them till a man told me about them at a board meeting last winter. Here’s the packet I took them from to give them to William: I wanted to keep the picture. Aren’t they lovely?

See what it says— ‘English marrow peas, full-podded variety, reach a height of five to six feet, carrying pods eight to ten inches in length!’ Get that! Now those peas by July, they come on early, will just fill that space up so that you can’t see over them. Just wait till July. I’ll grow them on high sticks — it’s a lot of trouble but I don’t mind it. I’ll get the boy — the kid that does the weeding — to go and cut a lot of brush — I’ll tell him just the kind of brush to cut, and there you are!

Of course, I admit that vegetables would be nothing without flowers mixed in. I always have them here in borders or patches: right over there along the side I had a patch of nasturtiums. You ought to be here in July to see them, just a blaze of colour! and down that way a line of dahlias. You ought to see them in August. You just wait till August!...

Sweet-peas, you say? Well, no, I never had any luck with them. The damn things don’t ever seem to come up. I’ve tried again and again. But I’m going to have another go at them. A friend of mine was telling me about them one day last January. It was up at the college at the inauguration of the new president — I think I saw you there — and the president made his inaugural address, you remember? — fine, wasn’t it? I call it masterly — and we were right away at the back of the hall — and my friend was telling me about sweet-peas. It seems you make a deep trench — oh, just as deep as you can — and then put in a base of old rotten manure — and then some earth, and more manure as rotten as you can get it — the real stuff — and then the sweet-peas! And will they grow! Five feet is nothing! and blossoms as big as saucers. You wait till about the end of August and you’ll see! I’ll have a centre line of them right across the garden. Oh, I’m going to go right at it! No half measures — I’ll have William dig that trench right slap across the garden from side to side. If you garden at all you’ve got to be thorough about it.

Ah, here’s William now! Isn’t he a queer-looking bird? No, he’s not so old, not seventy or only just. That’s his own shovel he’s got over his shoulder — a shovel with a long handle. These old birds never dig with a spade, always with a long shovel — excuse me; I’ll just call to him a minute — William, you might just be getting that patch ready for the early corn where I showed you last night. I’ll be talking to my friend here for a while. You just go ahead, eh? Where to make the line? Oh, just make it — make it — oh, I tell you — just make it where it seems about all right, eh! all right.

Now, what about just another little tinkle of the ice, eh? Isn’t it great out here in the garden on a night like this — so soft, eh? — and yet the light seems to fade so soon, doesn’t it — going already — thanks, that’s plenty, whoa! stop!... You were asking me do I grow asparagus? No, I don’t, I’m sorry to say. I always mean to and I don’t. You see, there are a lot of things like asparagus that you have to start last year — or for asparagus itself, you have to start the year before last. You lay down a bed the year before last and then let it grow its first year untouched and even the last year only just trimmed, and the third year, this year, there’s your asparagus! I was thinking only last night that if I had started three years ago I could have had a good bed all along the bottom side of the garden — that way — just under the sunflowers — I mean, where the sunflowers will be — I showed you, you remember. But I’ll get at it this year all right. You have to make the bed in August, and I think I’ll hire old William for the whole of August (I’ll be away at the sea, myself), and I’ll go right at it.

 

What! You say you have to leave? — no, no, don’t go. It’s hardly dusk yet. I can work later. Often I come out here and work when it’s practically dark, or sit and smoke on the bench. Stay right on. You have to go round to the club. Jack Conway there! No! not old Jack who was at college with us? I haven’t seen Jack for years. Darn, I wish I could go over! You’re going to have a game of poker, you say: but then, I’d be one too many? No? Is that so? I’d love to go over too. Wait till I just call over to William — or no, to hell with William, let him dig. Come on. Drink that up and we’ll go into the house and I’ll get these darn-fool trousers off: it won’t take a second.... No, no, that’s all right. You didn’t upset my gardening. I’ll be at it again to-morrow — it’s Saturday, and I’m planning a regular field day! Old William is to bring another old fellow like himself and I expect to have them digging from right after lunch (my lunch) till dark. It’s an exercise like that, I find, that keeps a man fit. Come on!

 

PART TWO: A MEMORY OF AUTUMN

‘Another year,’ he said, ‘I mean to get at it a little earlier in the spring, so as to get the weeds out of it.’

We were standing looking at the autumn wreck of what he called his garden. It was a little angle of ground about so far this way and so far that — you know how big — a quarter of an acre? I guess so, or no, not that much — well, just a garden. The hedges and trees about it must, I suppose, in the summer have made it look like a bower. But now the leaves were mostly fallen, or thin and yellow. The wind whistled through it. Running across it were some ragged stalks of corn still standing — the leaves — or whatever you call them — a faded brown with streaks of mildew. It all seemed pretty empty and forlorn.

‘A snug spot, isn’t it?’ said my gardener friend. Lord knows he didn’t seem to see the desolation of it. To him it was the same little embowered enchantment where he had worked on his hands and knees in the long June twilight, his wife holding the trowel for him while he planted — what was it? — oh, yes, the Dutch bulbs for a border, the ones that grow six feet high — no, they didn’t come up. He thinks he planted them too deep.

‘Another year,’ he said, ‘I’ll set them just almost on the surface.’ ‘Another year’ — that’s always the tenor of his and other gardeners’ talk. ‘Another year!’ And each year they try again, and the garden ends in weeds, and frost and wind, and little clumps of half-sized beetroots under a mist of fox-grass, and a thick patch of long grass that to their fond eye is still the strawberry bed, and still they say, ‘Another year!’ Our human kind, so we read in the scripture, began in a garden. So we never want to leave it. I have no doubt that Adam said to Eve, ‘Another year I’ll try pruning the apple trees earlier.’

‘These strawberries,’ said my friend, pointing to what I saw as a patch of grass and what he saw as a bed of strawberry plants with invisible weeds, ‘would have done better if we had kept the grass down. I really meant to cut the runners off and make a new bed, but I didn’t get time. Another year I certainly will.’

‘Did you have any strawberries this year?’ I asked.

‘Oh, my! Yes, lots, or well, at any rate, once or twice my wife and I had a great bowl of them — all we could eat.’

I know just how much a loving wife can eat, or fail to eat, under those circumstances. She reaches repletion at a cost — if they bought the strawberries — at about two cents. But there’s no use applying cost or accounting to amateur gardening. It won’t stand it.

‘Those beets,’ began my friend.

‘Which beets?’ I asked.

‘Here, you see them — just along past your feet in a row. They go right across the garden.’

Then I saw them, the half-withered tops above the fox-grass and the roots, or bodies, or bottoms, or whatever you call them, just feebly out of the ground.

‘The beets,’ continued the gardener, ‘are a failure.’ It is characteristic of amateur gardeners that they like at times to admit failure in an offhand way. It seems to indicate huge success elsewhere.

‘I think,’ he said, ‘I gave them too heavy a dose of nitrate.’

‘Nitrate’ is the name of a white powder that my friend keeps in his ‘garden house’ (a little shed four by three at the corner of the lot). I have noticed him often in the spring when the gardening is at its height, and green bursting out everywhere, crawling along on his hands and knees and dusting on nitrate. If nothing else will kill the stuff, that will.

But it seems that you don’t need in such a garden to take steps to kill everything. The birds, it appears, will look after a lot of it.

‘These were the peas,’ he said, ‘the birds got them.’ He pointed to a sort of trellis work of lath sticks with fragments of dried yellow vines, or leaves, clinging to them or even tied to them. It must have taken hours and hours to make that trellis. But it has the effect, I believe, of holding the peas down from growing. All amateur gardeners use it.

‘Didn’t you have any?’ I asked. ‘Oh, goodness, yes, we had one elegant feed of them — all we could eat — and then a flock of birds cleaned them out. Another year I’m going to put a sort of cover over them, a kind of movable net that I’ve invented.’

I have long since observed that my gardening friends live on invention. They never make the things. They just invent them, mostly in winter time — as sorts of ingenious contrivances for automatic watering, for bleaching celery, and spraying with nicotine where nitrate couldn’t reach.

‘These beans,’ said my friend, ‘were fine.’ This time I didn’t ask which beans. I knew there must be beans in the grass somewhere.

‘The only trouble with beans,’ he added, ’is that they get old so soon.’

It is a common trouble in life. But I have often noticed its application in the gardens of my gardening friends. One day the beans are too young to pick, and a day passes and they are too old to eat. There is something about it, or like it, in the Epistle to the Corinthians. I think I’ve heard it at funerals.

A colder wind rustled through the little garden, shaking the leaves.

‘Another year,’ said my friend, ‘I think I’ll put in a cedar hedge. It will keep the garden warmer, either that, or a sort of movable fence in sections, that I invented one day on the way to work.

The wind blew again, colder and with a fleck of rain in it. The branches shook as if in denial of the fence or hedge.

‘Come into the house,’ he said, ‘it’s a little cold here.’ ‘A little!’ I had been half frozen ever since we looked at the first empty hotbed. ‘Come into the house,’ he said, ‘and I’ll give you a Scotch and soda.’

We went into the house. There was a flaming fire of crisp autumn sticks burning in the grate. It was warm and bright. Glasses and a decanter glittered on a tray. The light shot back in amber streaks from the whiskey in the decanter.

‘Now then,’ said my friend, ‘a Scotch, eh?’ as he moved to pour it out.

‘Do you grow your own whiskey?’ I asked.

‘Good Heavens, no!’ he laughed. ‘What an idea!’

 

ALL NICE PEOPLE

The word ‘landlord’ generally carries a bad significance. It seems to mean a man eager and grasping for rent, and putting the screws on delinquent tenants. But the truth isn’t always so. There are landlords and landlords.

I had a proof of this some years ago, one summer when I was house hunting — visiting old houses and new houses, and going through apartment buildings — brand-new, half-finished, or not finished at all. Everybody who has done it knows how fatiguing it is. There’s no fun in it. But if you want to get what you want you have to go through with it.

One hot summer evening I came across a new apartment building, just about the type I was interested in. It wasn’t quite finished, at least the lower part was pretty complete, but the top mostly ladders and platforms.

It was getting towards dusk but there were a few carpenters or workmen still around. I asked where the landlord lived.

‘He’s right here,’ they said, ‘sitting over there.’ I went over to him. ‘I’d like to have a look over these apartments,’ I said, ‘if it’s not too late.’

‘Not too late at all,’ said the obliging man, rising and slipping on his coat, ‘not a bit too late. You don’t mind climbing one or two ladders, do you?’

‘Not a bit,’ I answered.

‘Now this,’ he said, showing a ground floor apartment, ’is, I think, a pretty good affair. You’ve got an open fire in both the living-room and the dining-room, and you see the way the service pantry is arranged.’

‘I’m afraid,’ I said, ‘I couldn’t rent that one. It’s a little too large.’

‘Oh, it’s rented,’ said the genial landlord, ‘a little couple from Pittsburgh, nicest people I ever saw. They’ll be in on the first of next month.’

‘But look at this,’ he continued, as we climbed up one flight, ‘this one’s practically ready. Isn’t that pretty complete? How do you like that kitchenette, eh?’

‘Very good,’ I said, ‘this is more what I wanted. How much is it?’

‘Oh, it’s taken,’ he answered, ‘a little couple from Cleveland, mighty nice people.’

We were climbing again. ‘But here’s the mate to it, see — wait while I open this folding door, this is practically the same thing, except for the bow window ... fine view out of that, eh, if it was more daylight.’

‘Could I have this one at the same price as the one below?’

‘No — it’s gone: lady and her brother from Schenectady: nicer people I never saw ... but I think I can show you the very thing you’re after, if you don’t mind climbing up three more floors to the top — just watch those ladders. Eh? On this floor? No, not this one, nor on the floor above, they’re taken — but up here at the top is the one I especially want to show you.’

‘Now,’ he said, himself a little out of breath, as we got to the top floor, and stood on the unfinished studding and gaping doorways. ‘This is the apartment, living-room, kitchen, bath and two bedrooms, about as complete a little layout as you can fancy. That’s the sort of thing you’re looking for, eh?’

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘It is. But if I take this, how soon could it be finished?’

‘Oh,’ he answered, ‘you couldn’t take it. It’s been let a month back, a little couple from Winnipeg, musical both of them, never met nicer people, oh, no, you couldn’t take it, but I thought you’d be interested to see it.’

‘Why, thank you,’ I said, ‘but I’d rather look at the apartments that are still to rent.’

‘Oh, I haven’t got any,’ answered the landlord, ‘all gone weeks back. But I thought you’d like to have a look over them anyway. Watch that ladder; it doesn’t seem quite firm!’

We climbed down.


THE ANATOMY OF GLOOM
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TO BRING THIS essay into line with the dignity of a professor I have at least to pretend that it is part of the ‘psychology of business.’ As everyone knows, there has grown up now in the colleges an entire department of wisdom called by that name, the ‘psychology of business.’ This shows how you can sell insurance to a ‘prospect’ by looking him in the eye; or find out the saturation point of the sale for braces — what’s called the elasticity of the demand — by saying to a number of men in succession ‘your trousers are slipping.’ There are other tests for women.

So, in a way, this essay dealing with the business value of cheerfulness as a collective business asset is not to be ruled out as a mere attempt at humour, a thing not to be tolerated.

Let me first put in a few words what I want to say with all the dignity and seriousness that befit a professor — and then try to say it over so as to make it worth hearing. I think that we, speaking collectively for about a hundred million people, are greatly adding to the burden of our world by our new mentality of distress. Anxiety is becoming a habit. We cultivate the expectation of disaster. This attitude works towards our destruction. We are all afraid together. We have lost courage. Mediaeval superstition, with its fear of hell, wasn’t in it with our new fear of depression, our new alarm of war. We see it everywhere. Bankers tremble. Newspapers croak. Professors prophesy. Farmers whine. Business slackens. Credit shrinks. Even the criminals are discouraged, losing nerve.

We are only kept going at all because youth will have its way: will ride in motor cars: will spend money in cabarets — and because at all ages pleasure beckons: people take trips and buy what they can’t afford. The pump sucked dry with fear, is primed extravagance. Never mind the economics of this. Just take it as a fact. It always has been so. Nero, it is said, fiddled while Rome was burning; quite so, and saved the violin industry. We are dancing, it is said, on the edge of a volcano. Good, keep it up! ‘Forward and back, and doh-see-do!’ as they called out in the barn dances.

I think we get the theme, or shall I say it over again? — business and industry are being paralysed by apprehension. The world is becoming too serious to-day, even to do its serious work properly.

Take first, as the most obviously striking example in the present instance, the case of banking. What a serious trade it has become! As I first remember it in my home town of Mariposa (population 4,000 but locally estimated more) it was a profession calculated to enlarge the amenity of life. A bank manager was supposed to turn up with the key of the bank about ten, the clerks dropped in soon after. The manager only stayed till a customer asked him out for a drink, the usual civility after receiving a loan, or until he asked a customer out for a drink, the usual courtesy after refusing a loan.

This kept the manager in and out of the bank all day, seeing the public all the time, always pleasant and agreeable — why not? And thus gathering business without trying for it. For business, like happiness, comes easiest when least sought. The banker’s clerks never studied books on banking — there weren’t any — didn’t bother with graphs or charts — except for the races, went home at three o’clock, played tennis till dark, and poker (ten matches to a cent) till daylight. And yet, in the words of an old song, ‘the world went very well then.’

Take, if you will, the terrible change that has come over journalism. The old-time newspaper — I’m thinking of the country type — told the best of everything. The huge city papers that we read now tell the worst of everything — a daily scare of apprehension of approaching war, of imminent disaster, of deepening depression. We get to expect it, to ask for it, like martyrs asking for suffering. The old-fashioned country newspaper tried to find pleasant news such as: ‘We see that Mr. Silas Aimes of the Fourth Concession has got the frame of the new big barn up. Well done, Si!’ — or— ‘We learn that Mr. Lemuel Crowder and his daughter Posie are back from a trip to the old country. They spent a week going all over England and Scotland, and report the old country a great place, right up to the modern standard!’ Now, why can’t we train our journalists to give us a little of that sort of stuff! If we must talk of foreigners let’s get them on to the Fourth Concession. Like this: ‘Mr. Adolf Hitler is putting a new tin roof on his house at Berchtesgarten. Well done, Alf, you’ll need it.’ Or this: ‘Dooce Mussolini, of Appian Way Corners, has stocked in a new line of gent’s shirting, done in a heavy black material, and well suited for chores and dirty work. Dooce’s slogan is, “You can change later.” A lot of the boys are buying.’ Or this one: ‘Advices from northern Spain show that Frankie Franco’s circus will be on tour all through Catalonia in early summer. The little ones are on the look-out already. Give them something good, Frankie!’

I don’t mean to say that old-time newspapers in the city didn’t contain sensation and disaster. Of course they did. But it was other people’s disaster. We just got the sensation. We read, for example, that a subterranean earthquake had destroyed an island in the Pacific, killing over a thousand Kanakas — poor fellows! Some of them were blown a hundred feet in the air — poor lads! Quite a lift, eh? Or we read that the Russians had overrun Turkestan and that General Itch had executed Fatash Pasha, the rebel leader. It was all so far away: just quiet reading for breakfast. But now the daily newspaper is the day’s anxiety.

Our trouble is too much fuss over foreigners. A generation ago if we had heard that they were making a new anschluss — or anschlitz — what is it called? — we would have thought it had something to do with beer. Let’s let it go at that.

Our trouble is statistics. We do everything with charts and graphs. A baby starts with a chart, where it used to get a kiss. All through our lives, charts follow us, to show how depressed we are, how much in debt we are, how much married we are, and how criminal we are becoming: at the end, a little chart beside a hospital bed, runs out with us to zero. But the real things of life — the endeavour, the hope, the will, that make it — are things no chart can show.

Our trouble is prophecy. We are too much troubled about the future. It sticks in my mind that there is a warning against that in the New Testament somewhere, but it is little read now. We attempt to peer into the future with a little apparatus of statistics, like looking into a fog with opera glasses. Prophecy is all right in its way, but to get the good of it you have to make it bold and long. When I was a professor — an occupation I followed for thirty-five years — I dealt freely in my lectures in prophecy. ‘Mark my words, gentlemen, in a hundred years you will see the structure of our Government basically altered,’ or— ‘The continent of America, gentlemen, is understood to be moving westward away from Europe and towards Japan at the rate of nearly fifty feet a year. I venture to prophesy that we shall find means to alter our foreign policy in time to meet this new rapprochement.’ Unfortunately I made some of my prophecies a little too short and just got out of college in time before they were due.

But I am saying, make your prophecy long and bold and it’s good, if only as a stimulus to thought. One recalls the weather prophecy of the old farmers’ almanac, a whole year of weather at a time— ‘July, wind, with rain and sun. No snow. Fair with spells of heat and cold. The sun in Sagittarius.’ Putting the sun in Sagittarius was a good touch: not so much where it was, but knowing it was there.

The truth is we can’t see far. Life is veiled. It has to be. Biology has long since exploded all the nonsense about ‘signs of a hard winter,’ and so forth, that used to be the stock-in-trade of trappers and hunters. One remembers Longfellow’s Evangeline:

 

‘All of the hunters predicted a winter long and inclement
Seeing how thick was the fur on the back sides of lynxes and foxes.’

 

The quotation is not exact but it will do, especially as there’s nothing in it biologically. The fur on the animals has only to do with what is past and not with what is coming. You might as well say:

 

All of the brokers predicted a terrible slump in the market,
Seeing their clients arriving no longer in seal-skins but coon-skins.

 

Yet we fret ourselves needlessly with our unending preoccupation over to-morrow. Wiser men in older time have warned us to seize the present moment while we can — to ‘eat, drink, and be merry.’

 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,
Old Time is still a-flying,
And that same flower that smiles to-day,
To-morrow will be dying.

 

But I am saying more than this. I am saying that it is good business to do so. Let me stress again the main theme I am trying to follow, and as difficult to walk as a tightrope: I am saying that there is money in cheerfulness, business salvation in hope and collective security in collective forgetfulness.

That cheerfulness is good business I was once called upon to prove (to a law court) as an economic expert. I was commissioned to prepare a ‘factum’ to that effect on behalf of a great corporation which had been foolish enough to subscribe money to a sick children’s hospital. This seemed a pretty dirty thing to do. No wonder a shareholder complained and brought suit. The only possible rebuttal was to show that charity was good business. The corporation repudiated all idea that they cared about sick children, a ridiculous thought — or took an interest in hospitals: they claimed they were just out for money. And I proved it. I showed that even hardened economists like Adam Smith and John Stuart Mill had admitted that there’s money in charity and profit in good will. Any firm in the toy and Christmas business will see it at once: so what we want is more toys and more Christmas.

The corporation for whom I wrote the factum were so delighted with my argument that they were going to give me a fountain-pen with an inscription on it, till I showed them a better idea.

Incidentally — I say it as an obiter dictum, a digression father against my theme — I got in this connection an instance of the practical working of the law as an instrument of prophecy. The lawyer in charge of the case showed me a pile of typed sheets. ‘That’s the evidence of our witnesses,’ he said. ‘Have they given it already?’ I asked. ‘Oh, no,’ he answered, ‘they won’t give it for a month.’ ‘Oh, I understand, you mean they’ve written it out beforehand.’ ‘Oh, no,’ the lawyer said, ‘they haven’t seen it yet.’

 

As I look about me I seem to see a gathering pall of over-seriousness pervading all our civilization: of over-apprehension, over-anxiety. We take too much thought for the future. In fear of life we drag out our preparation for it, our education, too long. When it is done, life itself has passed by: apprehension of the future makes everything too late — marriage ten years beyond its time, children ten years late, and Grim Death reaps down too soon what should have lived as a grandfather.

We are losing the key to happiness. I realized this anew and vividly when I went the other day to see, as all the world has, Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs. What a wonder of light and colour and, above all, what a world of happiness! One could feel the audience reach forward as if wanting to step from our world into theirs — the fawns, the little animals, so kind in every gesture, in every tremor, the merry melody of the dwarfs’ evening gaiety, the mutual willingness and goodwill — oh! give us that — and we can afford to have all our evil segregated into one hideous witch — forgotten as soon as gone.

If it is true that a heavy pall of gloom is spreading over us: if it is true that it debilitates our collective energy, and lowers our collective confidence, what is there that we can do about it? Nothing that I know of — or nothing by rule, line, or statute. Changes are made not by the law but by the spirit. The law merely registers the fact. The law against theft proves that the world hates stealing. A compulsory law compelling cheerfulness — forcing a banker to smile and compelling a professor to stop talking — would fail of its end. But it is at least something to know what’s wrong with us.


A DIP INTO PSYCHOLOGY
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IT STRUCK ME one morning with sudden apprehension that I was growing deaf. It was not a thing to neglect for a moment. The mere notion of it set all my senses alert. I telephoned at once to an old friend of mine, a specialist, to make an appointment. Then I started to walk to his office.

The distance was about a mile. The day one of those bracing autumn mornings that just put life into your veins. By the time I entered the doctor’s office, I felt fine.

‘Henry,’ I said, ‘I think I’m going deaf.’

‘Eh?’ he said mildly.

‘I think I’m going deaf,’ I repeated.

‘Oh, deaf! Well, we’ll soon see about that.’

The doctor picked up a little sounding fork and made it twang.

‘Do you hear that?’ he asked.

‘Why, of course,’ I said. ‘Hear it? I could have heard it half a mile away.’

‘Try this,’ he said, and made it lower.

‘Why, yes, it sounds quite loud.’

He tried it lower still.

‘I hear it quite easily,’ I said.

‘Impossible,’ he muttered, with a kind of anxiety in his voice, ‘now then, this one.’

It was faint, but I could hear it.

‘You can hear that?’ questioned the doctor.

‘Can’t you?’ I asked.

‘Why, no, damn it, I can’t hear any of the last three!’

‘You don’t say so!’ I said. ‘Give me the sounding fork! Now! Can you hear this, Henry?’

‘No!’

I hit the fork harder— ‘And this? Try now, can’t you get it?’

Louder still— ‘No!’

I hit the fork harder— ‘And this? Try now, can’t you get it?’

Louder still— ‘No!’

‘By gosh!’ my specialist friend said in alarm, ‘I believe I’m going deaf: strike it again — no, I don’t hear a thing!’

‘Henry,’ I said, as I laid the fork down, ‘your hearing is in a bad way. Whether it comes from drinking or merely from a general breakdown of your system, I don’t know. But what you need is air, vigorous exercise. Good-bye!’

I left him, having learned, if I didn’t know it before, that ophthalmologists are always deaf, that oculists are blind, that sailors can’t swim, distillers hate whiskey, and barbers are all bald.

There’s a psychological law for this, but I forget it.


THEN AND NOW

WERE WE HAPPIER FIFTY YEARS AGO?
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OLD PEOPLE ALWAYS think that the world is going to pieces and young people that it is just beginning. To old people things are closing in; to young people they are opening out. To old people of to-day the world seems filled with dangers, terrors, with imminence of world war, and world destruction, of social revolution and social catastrophe. I suppose it always did. I suppose that fifty years ago people thought of Nihilists and Anarchists in the same terms of terror; and fifty years before that all England shuddered at ‘Chartists,’ at ‘Trade Unions,’ and ‘Agnostics,’ and ‘Rationalists,’ and wondered what the world was coming to.

So, on general principles, the apprehensions of old age are a mere part of old age itself and the world is not coming or going anywhere in particular except round its orbit, first turn to the left and straight on. But exceptions prove a rule. I’m not just so sure that in our own day, this present moment, we have not a bad case of a world greatly changed for the worse in ever so many things in its last fifty years.

Now I make, of course, great reservations here. I leave out of count all sorts of things. I admit that human life now averages fifty-five years whereas it only used to be thirty-five. Hence the expectation of life is now longer, but then few people expect to reach it anyway, like the farmer whose crops hadn’t turned out so well as he thought they would — but then he didn’t think they would. I admit that the hideous poverty of the slums of 1887 is alleviated a lot. But then I don’t live in the slums and don’t care to know people who do. I admit that prisons are greatly improved and that a first-class penitentiary now is as good as a club. But I have a club of my own just as good anyway. I admit that the old saloon is gone and I’m sorry. I admit that women have largely emancipated themselves from the dominance of men and I’m sorry for that too, and I don’t believe it anyway. I acknowledge all the progress of machinery and science but I fail to see that it has got us anywhere. As far as the explanation of the universe goes, science is utterly hopeless. As far as its application to human wants goes, it has reached an absolute deadlock. As far as the means of death goes, science is triumphant over human happiness.

But I am thinking of the ordinary life of ordinary people, then as now, fifty years ago and to-day. Then it was all so simple; now so complex. Take the earliest thing — education. Then it was relatively short, a prelude to life. Now it stretches out into an appalling vista of years, an unspeakable prospect of expense. Fifty years ago a course in medicine was all accomplished in three years — one in a sawmill and two at college. You got admitted to the church by putting in four summers on a farm and one winter in a divinity school. Entrance to the bar was by hanging round the bar, or bars, in the city for three or four years and defending a negro in a police court. Teachers became teachers without any technical qualifications except that they needed the job and had nothing else that they could do. The entry to journalism was by setting type, and a banker became one by being able to add two columns at a time and live on twenty dollars a month. These are not exaggerations or attempts at pleasantry. They are just facts. Few people realize the tremendous burden of added cost, of added complexity that fifty years has piled on to the average life of those not rich and not criminal.

Turn from education to the softer aspect of opening life — love and courtship and marriage. Fifty years ago, you didn’t take a girl out in a taxi, there weren’t any. And you didn’t take her in a cab. Cabs were only used for weddings or when people were knocked down in the street. No, the girl walked. And if you made a hit with her at the party then you asked if you could take her out for a walk next day. Some of those girls, the popular ones, must have walked a hundred miles a week. And after a party you didn’t have to take her to supper to a night restaurant or cabaret. There weren’t any. You took her back to her own house and she — not you — had to supply lemonade and bread-and-butter sandwiches. Of course her mother was there. I admit that you had to see far more of a girl’s mother in those days than you do now. But perhaps it was just as well; you knew the worst sooner. You also took her out to the big football games and the cricket matches — no admission to pay for either of them. Can you wonder that lots of fellows spent practically all their time with girls?

The result was early marriage. You see you didn’t have to save up to buy a car, or a radio, or a refrigerator — you rented a house for $8.00 a month and had all the rest of your money over. An evening party (Euchre, beer, and cold turkey) cost $1.50 and a summer vacation (spent in a canvas tent) cost $25.00. Life was all so simple. Can you wonder that people died at thirty-five? They’d finished it.

Or the outside world? How beautifully far away. No submarines, no aeroplanes, no bombs, no gas. War was adventure, far away. It had no meaning in home life.

Social revolution? For most people there wasn’t enough to revolve. There were of course, a few big cities, with occasional upheavals — but it didn’t touch your life or mine. You read that it had been necessary to charge the rioters with cavalry; or fire a volley into them — or perhaps a couple of volleys — too bad, nothing else to do. That the riot could spread, could engulf the world, could spread death in the last corners of the countryside — no, no one ever thought of it.

And the far away countries. China! One read — I mean it literally, and I remember it though I forget the year — that a million Chinese were drowned in a flood. Hard luck, eh? One didn’t think they had so much water power in China.

Fun! Amusement! But that all depends on your capacity for it. The moving pictures have made every little snipe in the city brain-drowsy at twelve years old. He’s seen earthquakes, shipwrecks, riots, bombs, kings, courtesans, savagery — he’s finished. You couldn’t knock another spark of intelligence out of him. His little flint has finished all its fire; there’s nothing left for him now except over-effect, perverted sensation, crime... It is quite possible indeed that the world will swing upside down, like a revolving pyramid, with crime, the criminal class, at the top.


THROWN OUT
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I WAS SITTING in the rotunda of the hotel, one of those old-fashioned rotundas — it was years ago — where the chairs were in a sort of big horseshoe, with a huge open fire-place in the centre. It was the custom of the guests — these were called ‘guests’ in those days — to sit around the rotunda in their off hours and the manager would sit among them.

I was at the end of the row but one, and the end one was the manager. He and I were old friends. I said to him, ‘What’s the matter with you to-night? You look as if you had something on your mind.’ I knew him as well as that.

‘I have,’ he answered. ‘I’ve just had a mean business to get through, one of those things that you’ve got to do in the hotel business, whether you like it or not.’

The manager spoke in a low, throaty tone, as soft and easy as a gargle. He was too heavy a man to shout. Anyway hotel men talk low. They have to.

‘What was the trouble?’ I asked.

‘Case of getting rid of a loafer,’ the manager continued in his low, confidential tone. ‘Fellow you may have seen round — been here for two months or more — never paid for his room, not a cent, hung up the dining-room, and as for the bar, he seemed to think he could drink free in there all day.’

The manager’s rising indignation began to raise his voice with it. He began to speak with animation and anger, looking me right in the face as he spoke. Some of the guests had half turned to listen.

‘So at last I said to him,’ the manager said, dropping as best he could into his quiet tone, but losing it entirely as he continued, ‘Look here, you loafer!’ As he said this, the manager stood up, turned squarely in front of me and smacked one hand with the palm of the other (that made every one turn and listen), as he went on, ‘Listen to me. You’ve loafed round this hotel for two months. You haven’t paid a cent on your room or your board — and I’m sick of it. Out you go, to-night!’

With that, the manager put his hands in his pockets, and walked off about his business, cooling down as he went.

But the news round town that I’d been thrown out of the hotel for debt nearly cost me my job!


WHAT I READ THEN; WHAT YOU READ NOW

AN ESSAY FOR THE YOUNG
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I AM SIXTY-EIGHT years old. Sixty years ago, able to ‘read for myself,’ I first passed through that magic gateway into the Garden of Imagination. How greatly has it changed in sixty years to become the very different garden, the very different world that you young people know to-day.

The world in which I lived, as compared with yours, was vast and empty and voiceless. Look at the map of it as it hung on the walls of our school-room. There was Africa, a huge continent with nothing but an outside rim to it, rivers that seemed to come from nowhere, and queer names along the coast now mostly vanished — Mozambique, Zanzibar, Sofala; Asia, a lot of it just about as empty, with a great desert smeared across the middle, with its northern coast, inaccessible and unknown, washing into the Arctic Sea. Over the heart of the continent were still inscribed such queer and romantic names as Turkestan and Bokhara and the Kurghis Steppes. Arabia was marked as a great empty desert, closed and forbidden. Of our own continent great stretches were still one vast emptiness of prairie and forest, the Rocky Mountains infinitely far away, as yet pierced only with the thin thread of two or three railway lines; in Canada still huge and impenetrable. South America seemed on the map, as far as its insides went, an unexplored jungle.

In such a world the sense of distance, of mystery and of the unknown was far more impressive than is possible to-day. Your little world is shrunken, crowded — noisy and quarrelsome — it is like a street alley where was once a silent wood.

I went the other day to the ‘pictures’ and there before me on the screen was the young King Farouk of Egypt in a tarboosh and his Queen Farida in a Paris dress, just bowing themselves off in time to give the Japanese a chance to bomb Shanghai — also in a hurry, because Dartmouth was going to play hockey against McGill in a minute. The game was timed to allow Mussolini to come out on the roof of the Vatican (it went fast, I’m not sure what roof it was) and give a talk meant for Hitler, who appeared on the terrace of the Tiergarten — followed by the last minute of a fight in Madison Square Garden.... What a world! Rushing with voices that come from currents of cosmic force running through our very bodies themselves — quivering with power we cannot control, dangers we can see but not avoid.

I am not placing my world above yours — I am only exchanging one mystery for another. Our life, in any case, is framed in mystery, floating in the unknown; but the world of to-day seems to me, as an old man, in a way terrifying, like a thing rushing to its doom! But don’t worry over that, my young friends. Old men have always thought the world was hurrying to its doom: and the joke is, it wasn’t the world at all, but just the old men themselves.

But at least the contrast is great. Oh, to be back in the silent world of sixty years ago, in which a little boy with a book under an apple tree could be transported to the Rocky Mountains, and there sit with Trapper Ben and Siwash Jo, beside a crackling fire of resinous pine, over a dish of buffalo meat. You can’t sit there, you see, because if you did, Trapper Ben would say to Siwash Jo, ‘Turn on the radio, Jo and let’s hear what’s doin’!’ and Siwash Jo would say, ‘Me thinkum King Farouk of Egypt he marry one nicey piece-Squaw.’

 

From such a setting you will easily understand that our reading of sixty years ago was based on the ‘bigness’ and mystery of the world, of adventure in ‘distant lands’ and ‘overseas,’ of people disappearing on long voyages to return as heroes or millionaires — back from the ‘diggings’ or the ‘Cannibal Isles,’ or places like that. Notice the queer, fascinating names of our world. You’d call the ‘diggings’ the ‘Consolidated Mining and Smelting Company,’ and the ‘Cannibal Isles’ the ‘Municipality of Honolulu.’

But of course we were strongest of all on ‘desert islands.’ The height of every boy’s imagination was to share the fate of that lucky man Robinson Crusoe and be shipwrecked on a desert island, with one or two ‘other fellers’ — no girls and no grown-up people. Desert islands always contained in abundance everything needed for life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, such as bread-fruit, yams, mangoes, coconuts — the stuff we never got at home except at Christmas. Of course, the world’s best desert island story was Robinson Crusoe, and no doubt you still read it. But it’s really upside down. Defoe, who wrote it in 1719, meant it as a picture of loneliness and hardship, but the story, as stories do, turned into something else. Hence all boys envy Robinson his island and his goats and his parrot, and above all his man Friday. What they like is the fun of being there. When the Spaniards come into the story and the ‘adventures’ begin, it is all off.

The second best-known desert story, written a hundred years ago, was the Swiss Family Robinson. Its author was a Swiss professor of philosophy so that shows how much he knew about desert islands. His story was no good after you were ten years old — too namby-pamby: the Island too easy. And then how silly to have Mr. and Mrs. Robinson there! If you’re lucky enough to hit on a desert island, you don’t want your father and mother around.

But the best island story of the lot was Jules Verne’s Mysterious Island. Verne was a Frenchman, but the boys of England and America adopted him so completely that his books that ran from about 1870 to 1900 were put into English as soon as written. Everybody has heard of his ‘prophecy’ stories. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea and The Clipper of the Clouds, both come true, and his Journey to the Moon, still waiting. But best of all was the wonderful island on which there lands a group of castaways carried in a great storm in a balloon — days and days in dark and wind and clouds, and blow to land — heaven knows where, over such great spaces as we knew and you can’t ever know. They all landed empty-handed. They begin as children of civilization, from nothing, make and contrive everything, melting iron for tools and mixing gunpowder — but read it. It’s still good.

 

Of course, our adventures turned mainly on the sea. Say what you like, the sea can never be the same again since steam and wireless and radio.

Where are now

... The Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
And the mystery and beauty of the ships
And the magic of the sea?

 

Never again can be reproduced the wonder and beauty of the great sailing ships outward bound in the sunset a hundred years ago. Kipling has tried, in his MacAndrew’s Hymn, to lift the huge floating machine called a steamship to a par of mystery and wonder. But it can’t be done. The things are different. The one is man, the other is machine.

Never again can literature have such a romantic basis as in those great days of the sea. You can read it now but it’s all altered by your knowledge of radio and wireless. To you all great sea stories suggest the idea, what a pity they didn’t have wireless! But as for us, we just plunged from shipwreck to shipwreck, buffeted, tossed about, battered by a rush of nautical terms that we didn’t understand! We saw the Grosvenor strike on the breakers and founder off the coast of South Africa — infinite desolation! — foundering with all hands — well, perhaps a few did reach shore to wander among the savages. We saw the Indiaman Kent burned to the water’s edge, and the Dunbar beaten to pieces off Sydney Heads in the dark, and Masterman Ready in the wreck of the Pacific. Such writers as Captain Marryat, Fenimore Cooper and Clark Russell went literally round the world.

You can’t read them now, my young friends, I am sure. But don’t call them slow: the reason is not in them but in you. You are not, I say it very politely, fit to read them. You see, you are a child of machinery and electricity and so you want machinery at every turn. In my day, for example, in a sea story we used ‘to sweep the pirates off the deck with our cutlasses’ — just a loud ‘Hurrah!’ and over they went still gnashing their teeth and biting their nails. But you would want to defeat them with ‘heat ray’ or a ‘detonating bomb’ or some such deviltry as that. Poor creatures! We just swept them off the deck — surely that doesn’t hurt anybody.

But above all we loved the technical language of the sea — the hundred ropes with every one a name, and all the parts of the ship that we knew so well by name but only vaguely by location. The ‘bitts,’ the ‘main chains,’ the ‘scuppers’ — were they parts of the ‘binnacle’ or of the ‘taffrail’? The ‘tops,’ the ‘cross trees,’ the ‘main-royal-yard’ — how high up are we? Don’t look down!

When your teachers teach you Shakespeare they explain to you what a wonderful knowledge of the sea Shakespeare had, just because of a little biff of sea language, or an attempt at it, in a play called The Tempest.

 

Master: Good, speak to the mariners: fall to’t yarely, or we run ourselves aground: bestir, bestir.

Boatswain: Heigh, my hearts! Cheerly, cheerly, my hearts! yare, yare! Take in the topsail; tend to the master’s whistle. Down with the topsail, yare!

 

Tut! That’s poor stuff, as Mark Twain once showed (I am quoting his example) — just elementary. Compare it with the language of a real sailor like R. H. Dana, who wrote for us Two Years before the Mast.

 

Having hove short, cast off the gaskets, and made the bunt of each sail fast by the jigger, with a man on each yard, at a word the whole canvas on the ship was loosed, and with the greatest rapidity possible everything was sheeted home and hoisted up, the anchor tripped and cat-headed, and the ship under headway.

 

But of course for you to-day there is no more ‘cat-heading’ and ‘sheeting.’ Here is the kind of passage that you would expect in one of your books:

 

Ned brought the radio message to the captain. ‘A radio message, Sir,’ he said, ‘in code.’ ‘Decode it,’ cried Captain Carburettor. Ned, who was a skilled decoder, decoded the coded radio.

‘What does it say, Ned?’ asked the Captain.

‘It’s from an aeroplane, Sir,’ said Ned, ‘warning us that they can see an enemy submarine approaching us at a narrow angle.’

‘How narrow?’ asked Captain Carburettor.

‘One degree, two minutes, log 5 1/2,’ answered Ned.

‘How long have we got?’ asked the Captain.

‘Forty-six seconds, Sir,’ said Ned.

‘Plenty!’ said the Captain. ‘Pass me a depth bomb. Or here, boy,’ he added, putting his hand, not unkindly, on the youngster’s shoulder, ‘you jump over with it yourself.’

 

But don’t think for a moment that our adventure books were all and only on the sea. Not at all. We were just as much at home on land — in the heart of the forest or out on the prairie, with just enough savages ‘lurking’ round to make things creepy. What they did was always called ‘lurking’: they never came straight at you, in an open manly way, they ‘lurked.’ The only notice you got of their approach was of the snapping of a dry twig: if you heard that, watch out! — there was ‘a pesky red-skin’ somewhere around. Not that you yourself could hear it, but it was heard by the quick trained ear of your guide and companion, Old Pigskin or Deerskin or whatever he was. I am thinking here, as you guess, perhaps, of Fenimore Cooper, whose books went all over the world in all the languages. Sixty years ago our continent was still young enough and open enough to keep Cooper’s books near and intelligible; the prairie was still there and Sitting Bull’s massacre of Custer’s force recent enough to thrill us with its horror. It is strange to think of the marvellous vogue and influence of writers like Cooper, Scott and Dickens, writing for all the world. What they did can never be done again. The times forbid it. A writer nowadays may make a huge hit with a ‘best seller,’ Gone with the Tide or Off with the Wind — half a million copies in a year, and in five years as dead and forgotten as dry grass.

Compare that with the world significance of The Last of the Mohicans. For the sake of that book, little boys in France and Germany dressed themselves up in what they meant for ‘leggings,’ with feathers and scalp-locks, and crawled round in the bushes of suburban gardens, avoiding the snapping of a dry twig. Remember the name if you don’t know it already — The Last of the Mohicans, and don’t pronounce it, as we always did in England, as if Mohican rhymed with ‘Joey can’: it’s ‘Moheegan — with a sort of Irish sound to it.

 

Later on, of course, we moved from pure adventure to adventure-romance — Walter Scott for all time the master of it. I am afraid that many young people, perhaps most, can’t read Walter Scott to-day. They find him too ‘long-winded.’ That seems a queer accusation from a generation that makes its novels longer and longer, and thinks nothing of 600 pages. I admit that our books were ‘long-winded,’ but so are the books of to-day. Only they are long-winded in a different way. We took our ‘long-wind’ in the beginning, in the way of an ‘introduction’; nowadays you get the ‘long-wind’ all through: the book just goes on and on, like sawing wood. There’s no need for it to stop: the end could be the beginning: just like films in the cinema, where we come in late and take the story backwards. We see the final death scene and then learn who it is that died and what killed him. In fact the ‘pictures’ have shown us that a story is a circle. You begin anywhere.

But in our good old books you began at the beginning. Very much so. In fact, away before the beginning. If the story was laid in the Highlands you had to have first the history and description of the Highlands and how they got high. Then as the hero of the story is going to be Hoosh McQuoosh, you have to learn quietly and slowly all about the ancestry of the Hoosh McQuoosh family, one of whom fell at Bannockburn, one at Flodden — in fact they fell all over the place. But the reward was that by the time you got, slowly and gradually, into the story, you were right at home in it; it felt like part of you.

 

In one department I am willing to confess our books of sixty years ago were weak. That was in the matter of the heroines. I am afraid, as I look back at them, that our heroines were ‘simps.’ True, they were given large ‘lustrous eyes’ like a startled fawn, mouths like ‘rosebuds’ and a complexion that shot over with blushes as rapidly as a neon sign. But they were ‘simps.’ There was no sport in them. They wouldn’t go out at night. If you dared to touch them they cried out, ‘Unhand me, foul villain!’ In fact their rhetoric — talk like that, only longer — was their strong point, their chief defence. Alone with a foul villain in a ruined castle they could blast him with it. Even in the forest they could knock out an Indian at ten yards. ‘Despicable man,’ cried Ethelinda, as the fierce Mohawk raised his tomahawk, ‘alone and defenceless, beyond human help, a prey at once to treachery and menace, with nothing on which to rely save only the promptings of my own innocence, I command you to restrain your hand!’ The Mohawk lowered his tomahawk with a groan: a blush as of shame (it really wasn’t) mantled his dusky countenance, and with a couple more groans, he vanished into the brush!

When I compare those heroines with the kind of girls I see in the films to-day, skipping around on beaches and eating midnight supper under rubber trees, I feel sorry to think what we missed.

But you must excuse my writing further — there’s a film I must go to see — racketeers, gangsters, murders, trials, jails, all our bright new world spinning at its best.

 

FEEDING TIME

Feeding time at the Zoo is said to be most interesting to watch. But it’s pretty good too in any first-class hotel. You notice that man, at the little table by himself, who has just called the waiter to him. You observe the suffering look on his face, the peculiar whine in his voice. What is it he’s saying?

‘Waiter, when I asked for the toast well browned, I didn’t want it all burnt up like that, into a black crisp!’

Poor fellow, how he must have suffered! Got black toast instead of brown, too bad! But as a matter of fact, that type lives on suffering like that. He can’t eat without it.

If the waiter could talk back he’d say, ‘Got burnt toast, did you, you poor fish — well, even at that, it’s too good for you!’

But the waiter can’t talk back, he just says, ‘I’m sorry, sir.’ He isn’t really. He hopes the fellow chokes.

But look at this other man, pink and complacent, and smiling at the bill of fare. ‘Waiter,’ he is saying, ‘I want a nice lamb chop — and some nice fried potatoes, with a nice piece of toast and a nice pot of hot tea.’

The proper answer from the waiter to say to him would be, ‘I’m sorry, sir, we have no nice lamb chop. It’s no good!’ But he doesn’t give it. He says, ‘Yes, sir,’ and writes it all down. He knows this man has such a good digestion that his breakfast seems nice to him before he eats it.

The most usual type of man in the room, representing, at least, three-quarters of them all, is the man who sits with the menu card in his hand and holds a dialogue with the waiter like this:

‘Waiter, is there fresh fish this morning?’

‘Oh, yes, sir.’

‘How is it?’

‘Excellent, sir.’

Here there falls silence and a little more study and then:

‘How’s the steak this morning?’

‘Very good indeed, sir.’

More study:

‘Are there cod fish-cakes on the bill of fare to-day’?

‘I’ll just go and see, sir.’

‘No, wait a minute. What about liver and bacon?’

‘Yes, sir, always; very good indeed, sir.’

The man puts down the bill of fare.

‘Bring me bacon and eggs,’ he says, and picks up his newspaper.

As a matter of fact this man has eaten bacon and eggs every day for ten years, never eats anything else, and he knows it and the waiter knows it.

But he can’t help having a sort of longing look at the things he would eat if he didn’t eat bacon and eggs. It’s like thinking of having married someone else instead; not exactly regret, just wonder.

‘Waiter! Is my order coming?’


HAND ME DOWN THAT BOOK
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IT IS AN old dispute whether fancy is greater than fact, fiction superior to reality, and the creation of the imagination more significant than the literal truth of the intellect. To put it more simply — which do you find more real, Mr. Pickwick whom you know from the garters up and from the heart out, or Mr. Jones, next door? Night after night you’ve talked with Mr. Jones while he sprinkled his lawn with a hose. He has expressed his opinion on the extent which grass can be kept green all summer and he has agreed with you that after all the City in the summer is the best summer resort that there is. But apart from that, do you know him? No, practically not. Would he lend you money? Oh, no! Would Mr. Pickwick? My dear sir, you’d only have to ask. He’d send it over by Sam Weller within ten minutes with a warning that there must be no thought of repayment.

That’s what ‘people in books’ are like — real people to whom your heart responds and who mean more to you than the people of your everyday life. Many of them have come down with you from your childhood. With some of them you have faced danger on the sea, when one more crack in the top-gallant-mast might mean instant disaster — or in the pathless woods of North America where the careless cracking of a dry twig under the foot of either of you could have brought an arrow whizzing past your head. It wouldn’t have hit you, of course. In the glorious world of books, arrows never hit you, they just ‘whizz past’; and bullets ‘sing’; or even ‘rattle’ when thick enough — but you come out of it all right, always. Another contrast this with real life, whose poor disasters are so mean, so desolating, so shabby and so unrelieved.

What a cavalcade they form, these ‘people out of books’ as they come from away back down the centuries. Some are in the very dawn of history, the mist still all about them. Here is Hector with his tall helmet, and Achilles who dragged him around the walls of Troy — or, wait a bit, was it Achilles who dragged Hector, or was it Hector who dragged Achilles? And, let me think, were they dragged or drugged? — I’m afraid I’m mixing it up with the latest film; did you see it? I can’t quite remember the name — anyway, the one where the Chinaman, Hong something, drugs the detective — at least he thinks he’s a detective.

The trouble is, of course, that in these later days — nobody’s fault — the old outlines are getting dim — all sorts of other and newer and quicker impressions are being written over them. The flash of the cinematograph fuses our history like a burnt-out wire, till the pictures melt and run and mix and somehow reform to make a kaleidoscope of moving mice, flying rabbits, of dancing scenery, of rushing trains, fleeing criminals, detectives ... and throughout all, to-day’s news, crashing with bombs, louder than the ten years’ siege of Troy, and forgotten in a week.

Those of us old enough can still look through this foreground of the moment to the cavalcade of giants, heroes, warriors, knights, and ladies, that gradually made the literature of the world. We can still hear the laughter of Chaucer’s Pilgrims of Canterbury, easy and sauntering, with always time for a joke, the worse the better — how different from the hurrying tourist of to-day with his radio in his ear as he sleeps. We can still wander with Don Quixote, driving full speed at windmills, with the haunting feeling that there’s a double meaning in it all if we could only catch it. Or here, closer at hand is Falstaff — it’s a pity the young people of to-day don’t know him; they’d find him ‘some boy.’ Or here is Sir Roger de Coverley — never read it? Oh, you must — and The Vicar of Wakefield — and then round the corner into the full noonday sun of the nineteenth century, with its whole procession of Waverleys and Ivanhoes, its Pickwicks and its Wellers, Pendennises, and Newcomes. Lord bless us! How the sun once shone on them. And with that what a marvellous side procession to join from America, brought over in stately ships by Washington Irving and Fenimore Cooper, on rafts by Huck Finn, and as (first-class) Innocents Abroad, by Mark Twain. On these, as on their British peers and predecessors, it seemed as if the illumination would never fail, and that there never could be a boy who hadn’t heard of Mr. Squeers or a girl who hadn’t wept over Evangeline.

And now, how great a change! It seems — so I am credibly informed and so I constantly notice — it seems that a great many of the young people of to-day (young people anywhere from six to sixty) have never heard of the Knights of the Round Table or at least mix them up with Ten Nights in a Bar Room. They think that Robin Hood was ‘Doug’ Fairbanks when he was younger, and that Lady Godiva is the name of a flesh paint.

There is no need to get angry over it. No need even for a professor to lecture about it. The fact is that the world to-day is so closely interconnected on the surface, that it loses its connection downwards with the past. Let me try to say that more simply, and then I’ll get it better myself. In the world in which we live you may ‘sit in’ at any aerial bombing going on in Barcelona or Shanghai, you can watch and hear the French people going crazy over King George VI, get all the wars in fifteen minutes, three wars going on and four practically guaranteed, get prize-fights, horse races, beauty shows — all hot over the wire or the wireless and fused again into nothing in a moment, as printers melt up type to use the lead again, and so convert a sermon into a love story. Thus does the type of life melt and run over the radio and the cinema. Now I think we all get it.

And yet — even granting that this hurrying world exceeds and surpasses the older one — its technique, immeasurably superior, in its possibilities of vivid depiction, its power of annihilating time and distance in the interest of narrative, and, perhaps, in many ways surpasses it in imaginative power — if only in its command of the grotesque, the lurid, the pathological forms of literary creation — grant all that, and yet something is irretrievably gone if we let go the thread of connection with the literature of the past.

We cannot live in a world of two dimensions, and literature, like life, must have its third. Our literature, common more or less, in its greatest sense, to all Western Europe, and laid as a present in the cradle of America — goes back hundreds and hundreds of years. It has to. It is a continuous growth. Mr. Pickwick, don’t you see, is directly descended from Sir Roger de Coverley, and Charles O’Malley, and Masterman Ready (never mind who they were: ask someone eighty years old), all such, and a host of heroes like them, are the Knights of the Round Table, still seeking for adventure. As the professorate would say, the continuity of a national literature is an essential condition of the continuation of national life.

Fetch me the old books and the old favourites — a whole real collection of them. I’ll tell you what I’ll do, if you will. I’ll start all over again, beginning with the Trojan war, with Flaxman’s illustrations, and then live over again the Last Days of Pompeii (look out for the lava, it’s dangerous): we’ll sit and watch the hundred coloured bannerets that flaunt in the breeze on the tourney ground of Ashby de la Zouche: drink sack with Falstaff; smoke long pipes with my Uncle Toby and Corporal Trim: and, in our heroic moods, wrap our colours round our breast (over our vest) on the fields of Spain, or climb the mast right up to the royal flush (I forget its exact name) and listen to the guns thunder on the deck below!

And, do you know, I think that such perusal, lost and absorbed in the fancied creature of which our own imagination must supply one half — and gives more than, if we sit, full of peanuts and popcorn, allowing flickering shadows, created by someone else, and sound and melody, contrived by someone else, to fill us up with a story — as you feed porridge to a duck.

Fetch me the books. I’m going to read.


WHO KNOWS IT?

OUR PASSION FOR INFORMATION
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THE OTHER NIGHT I heard a voice on the radio in my living-room asking who was King George’s great-grandmother. I felt terribly pleased — because I knew the answer — Queen Victoria! In fact I remember her quite well. Then it asked how high is Mount Popocatapetl, and I was clean out of it. In all these years I had never stopped to enquire. When the voice went on to ask how many gallons there are in a cubic foot, and who fought the battle of Actium, I had to switch it off.

Odd, isn’t it, this sudden new passion for information that seems to have swept over us like a wave. Questionnaires, intelligence tests, quiz classes held by Professor Knowit, puzzles, problems — anything that can stand for information given and received, knowledge checked up and proved. And even when we are listening to other people being questioned, it’s really ourselves that we are checking up on. ‘Who was the bosom friend of Damon?’ asks the radio — and we know it: Pythias, eh, what? Where was Napoleon born? Corsica! — we got it the first time — ask us another.

The wave of questions sweeps the whole coast of human knowledge. Sometimes it’s history: ‘Where was General Burgoyne defeated?’ That’s just a sort of come-along, made easy, to coax us into the water. ‘In what year was America discovered?’ That gets us right in up to the neck; and then, ‘Who was John Wilkes?’ ‘Who was Vasco da Gama?’ ‘Who defeated Hannibal?’ ‘Who were the Sumerians?’ We’re swamped and drowned.

Often the questions branch into poetry, ‘The curfew tolls the knell’ — of what? ‘The boy stood on the burning deck’ — what boy? ‘Father, dear father, come home with me now’ — home from where? ‘The shades of night were’ — doing what?

A person who stands up to questions like that feels that he’s getting a grip on literature.

Sometimes we drop into straight mathematics, which has the same attraction as playing with fire; for example: — If a frog falls into a sand-pit twenty feet deep and gets up the side in jumps two feet at a time, but slips back one foot on the sand while taking his breath after each jump, how many jumps would it take him to get out of the pit?’

There, be careful with it. Don’t say you can do it by algebra — that’s cheap stuff — and anyway you can’t.

 

A side-line of this new question-and-answer craze is the ‘information-questionnaire’ as used in business.

The idea of it is to find out all about a person by reducing him to a set of questions and answers. As a recommendation of a candidate for a job we no longer want a few words of glowing praise, but something by which we can ‘measure him up’ on a scale. Perhaps as the light of the spirit grows dim, we turn on the artificial lamp of science.

Fifty years ago, if a business house wrote to a college for a recommendation of a young man seeking a job, they merely asked in general terms what sort of young man he was. They received in reply from a dean, or other academic authority, a letter which said that Mr. Jones was ‘a young man of high Christian character who had earned the esteem of his teachers, both for his assiduity and his intelligence.’ But nowadays, that kind of recommendation wouldn’t get the young man very far. The business house want him ‘measured.’ So they send out a printed form of questions. It says:

‘We understand that Mr. Jones was at your college. Kindly fill up the data as requested in the questions below.

(1) What percentage of character has he got?

(2) What is his percentage of Christianity?

(3) How is his assiduity (state how many hours he can sit still).

(4) How would you class his intelligence — (a) normal? (b) super-normal? (c) subnormal? Compare him with a higher ape.’

The college, of course, meets the situation on its own terms. It keeps books like ledgers in which Mr. Jones is reduced to credits, merits, hours per week, and weeks per year. They can fill him out in five minutes as sixty per cent Christian, forty-five per cent normal, assiduity guaranteed up to fourteen hours a day — saturation point — and intelligence tested five times under high pressure and never burst.

Some of the question sheets (I’ve filled in dozens of them) go further. They want to know not only what Mr. Jones is and does, but what he would be and do under circumstances that haven’t happened yet. Such questions as:

(1) How would Mr. Jones measure up in an emergency?

(2) If we left a hundred dollars on our office table would he steal it?

(3) If not a hundred, at what sum would he reach the stealing point?

(4) If burglars entered our office and shot at him, how would he react?

(5) If they hit him, what then?

 

As a natural result of this ‘questionnaire’ system, once it got started, there arose the ‘intelligence test,’ as applied direct to an applicant, the last word in the attempt at quantitative measurement of human capacity. It has since run riot. It proved a godsend to college psychology just at the time when the lamp of the old metaphysics burnt dim. It overspread business. It invaded the army. There was no end to it.

It works like this — you want to know what a piece of steel is like. Test it. You want to know what a young man is like — test him. Here, for example, is a young man who wants to marry your daughter. All right — have him tested. Send him up to the college psychological laboratory and let the professor test him. Don’t send your daughter up, though — just the young man.

To test him they find out whether he can remember how many windows there are in the corridor he passed through — how many steps he came up to get in — and what kind of trees he passed by in the college grounds. In reality, anybody who remembers windows and trees and steps has a mind as empty as a dried nut. What he needs is furniture. A hen, which can see, but can’t think, would pass an intelligence test in Class One ... Isaac Newton couldn’t touch it. To my mind an ‘intelligence test,’ if it means anything more than talking to a person as a way of getting to know him, is just a piece of pretentious nonsense, as ineffective as it is ancient.

 

But what does all this mean, this everlasting searching of our brains, testing our knowledge of fact, this passion for information, this desire for accurate measurement? Does it mean that there’s something going wrong with us? ‘Is civilization a failure, and is the Caucasian played out?’ asked the Truthful James of Bret Harte seventy years ago. Indeed, every nation is always asking itself if it is getting played out. The Greeks complained of it. The Romans talked of it so much that at last they got it. Every nation likes to hark back to the ‘men of old’ and pity themselves as degenerate descendants. Just now we are running through a phase of pretending that western civilization — the name we give ourselves — is playing out; that presently it will ‘crash’ — a new metaphor brought down from the air — and when it ‘crashes’ we’ll pass into a form of nebula called ‘world-chaos.’

Seen in this light, the present craze for ‘questions,’ for ‘facts’ means that earlier faith having gone, the minds run to seed in meaningless intellectuality; that ‘purpose’ is being replaced by purposeless capacity, just as the ‘helmsman’ is replaced by the gyro-compass, and machines with steel fingers replace the human agent.

There’s no end to it. People can get as mournful as ever they like about it, but if you come to the reality of things you will find that the present puzzle-and-quiz-and-fact craze has no particular meaning and no particular novelty. It’s the kind of thing that comes and goes and always has come and gone. The trouble with humanity is not that it changes so much but that it changes so little. The ‘men of old’ never existed, or, when they did, were pretty much like ourselves. Later on, we’ll be the ‘men of old’ — rugged, honest, but all dead.

So what I am saying is that the new ‘question-and-answer’ mentality is just a passing phase, not so new as it seems, and, in one form or the other, often in the world before.

 

Let me start at some of the simpler phases of it. There are people, and always have been, who have a weakness for ‘facts’ rather than ‘fancies’: and others who prefer ‘fancies’ to ‘fact.’ Some people read romances and others prefer an almanac. Some lose themselves in a poem, others bury themselves in a railway folder. But the motive is one and the same, the desire to escape from the little prison of our consciousness in which we are compelled to dwell. Some attempt to fly out on the wings of the imagination, blown up as light as helium, and others make an aeroplane of the solid metal of facts.

But it was always so. The biggest encyclopaedia ever written was compiled in China several thousand years ago: the ‘romances’ of the troubadours took a week to sing. Archimedes was as deeply buried in thought as Omar Khayyám was lost in imagination. Fact and fancy have always divided us.

 

Personally, I am willing to plead guilty, along with thousands of other people, to this passion for facts. Say what you will against statistics, I must admit that I like them. I can open a guide book or a compendium or a digest at any time and get absorbed in it; absorbed, for instance, in that marvellous and vivid description of the United States (who hasn’t read it with delight?) which says:

 

The United States has a continental area of 3,026,789 square miles with a non-contiguous territory of 711,606 square miles, making a total area of 3,738,395 — think of that! Just by adding them together the continental population at the census of 1930 was 122,775,046. The national wealth was $361,800,000,000 or $2,977 per capita.

 

Everyone had a share. That’s great stuff: it’s vivid — and with it are mixed streaks of higher colour, such as:

 

The number of children enrolled in the public schools in 1934 was 27,157,601 (that one boy may have left since); the number of mules in the United States was 4,925,000. There were on July 1st, 1933, 50,000 miles of natural gas-pipe lines.

 

After you’ve read an account like that you feel you know the country. So, too, with its people: what you want is their actual statistical measure. The old-fashioned way of talking about them was in such general terms as:— ‘The average American is a volatile individual, restless, energetic, and with a passion for novelty and experiment.’ How much superior is the newer method; ‘The average adult American is 5 feet 7 1/2 inches in height; he weighs 138 lb., with a chest measurement of 30 inches. He has (approximately) two ears, one on each side of his face. He has 2.1 children and dies at 51.’ There — with that you feel you know the fellow, or, at least, lots like him.

But certain statistical figures appeal not so much by their exactness as by their size, by their very magnitude. People like to be staggered with huge figures, just as they like exaggeration in humour and in romance. The little child who reads of the dog with eyes as big as the Round Tower of Copenhagen (see under Hans Andersen) will grow into the man who reads that the estimated original natural stock of coal in the United States was 3,214,898,000,000 tons.

But if you want to get a real stagger you have to turn to astronomy. That’s where you get the real stuff! How’s this:— ‘The diameter of the star Betelgeuse is estimated at 240,000,000 miles.’ How’s that for size? Almost difficult to visualize, isn’t it? Or take this one— ‘The beams of light from the great nebula in the constellation something or other, which started during the Trojan War and have been moving ever since at the rate of 186,000 miles a second, are not here yet.’ It makes you feel like going out and watching for them to come.

 

But what I am saying is that this passion for big figures is as old as humanity. In earlier times they had no statistics and so they had to fall back on lies. Hence the huge exaggerations of primitive literature, giants, miracles, wonders! It’s the size that counts. They did it with lies and we do it with statistics: but it’s all the same.

 

In the same way our present passion for puzzles and puzzle-questions is nothing new. The puzzle-man is probably a type as old as humanity. They must have had him in Babylon and on the Nile.

Everybody knows him as we see him with us to-day — never happy unless he is working out a puzzle. He carries it round with him, as men used to carry a chew of tobacco. You see him sitting in a railway train gazing fixedly out of the window. But he sees nothing. He doesn’t know whether he’s going through the Adirondacks or over the Susquehanna. He’s got a puzzle inside him: he’s trying to think how a farmer with a ten-gallon can and a three-gallon can and a two-gallon can, manages to measure out six gallons of milk.

These puzzle-men, when you understand them, are singularly easy to entertain if you have them on your hands in your house. Just throw them a puzzle. All you do is to say to such a man— ‘Bentley, I saw a good puzzle the other day but I couldn’t solve it. It said, “A shopkeeper has a piece of linoleum twelve feet by twelve feet, and a customer wants a piece sixteen feet by nine feet — same number of square yards but different shape. The shopkeeper says, ‘All you need to do is to cut this twelve by twelve piece into two parts and place them together.’ ‘Only two parts?’ asks the perplexed customer. ‘Only two,’ says the shopkeeper.” Now how could he do that, Bentley?’

And with that Bentley is off. You don’t need to think of him any more all evening. He’ll just sit round and murmur, ‘Sixteen feet by nine, eh?’ Then he won’t speak for a long time, till he says, ‘Linoleum, eh?’ You don’t need to talk to him, or amuse him, or to let him cut in at bridge. Just turn from the card table now and then to say, ‘Linoleum, that’s right, Bentley.’ If he gets restless, give him a Scotch and soda and let him walk up and down, and mutter, ‘Twelve by twelve.’ He’s all set for the evening.

But be sure to tell him the answer before he goes home. Even if he protests, tell it to him. Otherwise he’ll call you up by phone at two in the morning, jubilant, to say he got it. He thinks you’ll be too glad to sleep.

But this puzzle stuff, as I say, is as old as human thought. As soon as mankind began to have brains they must have loved to exercise them for exercise’ sake. The ‘jig-saw’ puzzles come from China where they had them four thousand years ago. So did the famous ‘sixteen puzzle’ (fifteen movable squares and one empty space) over which we racked our brains in the middle eighties. The mathematical puzzles come from the Greeks who left some behind them never yet solved. For example: — If Achilles is chasing a tortoise and moves at such a rate that he catches up half the distance in the first minute, and half the remaining distance in the second minute, then, as he is always moving faster than the tortoise is, he must sooner or later catch up with it. But as there is always half the distance left at the end of each minute, it is equally certain that he will never catch up with it. The Greeks died without knowing the answer.

Or take all the ‘crossword,’ ‘catchword’ stuff. That carries back to the Middle Ages, otherwise the Muddled Ages, when all life was one big puzzle. The monks and the few people who could read used to divert themselves with ‘acrostics,’ ‘anagrams,’ and ‘magic squares.’

Even the word ‘puzzle’ is so old that nobody knows what it’s derived from, and they think ‘puzzle’ must go back to the twilight beginnings of human thought. Most people know, by reproduction in pictures, the wonderful statue of a primitive man, made by the French sculptor Rodin, and called Le Penseur. The figure is that of a huge creature, just emerged above the ape — seated — the narrow head bent on the hands — the rude face immobile and furrowed with a fierce attempt at constructive thought. In looking at it one realizes that the man is probably muttering— ‘Linoleum, eh? Twelve by twelve.’

 

As to the ‘intelligence test,’ ask anybody old enough to recall the Spanish American War of 1898 to tell you the famous story of the Message to Garcia. Then work back from that to the story of King Solomon and the undistributed baby — and you’ll realize that tests are as old as intelligence.

No, no — it’s all old stuff come back again in a new form that suits our ideas. Let’s turn on the radio and hear Professor Knowit asking about Christopher Columbus.


HOW MUCH DOES LANGUAGE CHANGE?
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ABOUT FORTY YEARS ago one of England’s ripest scholars — you know what that means: they get so ripe, they fall off like pumpkins — said that as far as grammar and structure went, the English language was ‘probably a finished process.’ He admitted that new words might come and old words might go, but as for language-making, in the structural sense, it is all over. ‘The grammar will remain for centuries what it is now.’ Odd, isn’t it? the way old men have of thinking that things have reached the full stop of betterment in their own time! John Stuart Mill thought that political economy was as fixed as Euclid: and now, political economy is a wreck and Euclid is called Einstein.

How does it stand with this idea of an unchanging language? In the forty years since the ripe scholar ripened, has grammar ‘stayed put,’ as he expected, or has it moved on?

Of course, in one sense there is an aspect of language that can’t change. It has a vertebrate anatomy that is, and always has been, the same. The distinction of ‘parts of speech’ rests on fundamental modes of thought, not on shifts of language. A noun will still be a noun in heaven; and a verb is a verb, even in Japanese: put the two together and, even in Japanese, you get what can be charitably called a sentence.

The general notions implied in ‘parts of speech,’ and ‘parsing,’ and ‘analysis’ are of a fundamental and unchanging character. But ‘changes of grammar’ mean new modes of structure inside this frame. To give an example, the Latin language, the kind we learnt or nearly learnt at school, was succeeded by what was called ‘low Latin,’ which we understood was beneath the notice of decent people. The kind of change involved was precisely a change in grammar. Thus in the classical days at Rome, somebody — I forget who — said of his own achievements, ‘monumentum exegi aere perennius,’ i.e. ‘I have erected a monument more lasting than bronze.’ But a ‘low Latin’ got down low enough to say, ‘habeo monumentum erectum,’ ‘I have a monument erected’ — and the thing proved such a hit that a flood of auxiliary verbs was let loose on Latin and broke it up as rain breaks ice.

In the same way in English, ‘I speak,’ widened into ‘I do speak’ and ‘I am speaking,’ and, quite in our own day, ‘I am praised’ could be expanded into ‘I am being praised,’ and we can even say, without taking a fit, ‘I will be being praised’ — a usage which would have made Addison or Gibbon feel faint.

The point then is, are there any more such changes to come? We leave out of count the mere changes of words and phrases that make vocabulary. These, of course, in their own place are of extraordinary interest and often of marvellous curiosity, and at times contain within themselves a whole irony of history. It is strange to think that a word that once meant ‘to go on a sacred pilgrimage to the Holy Land’ (sainte terre) now means ‘to loaf’ (saunter): or that the ‘hocus pocus’ of a modern conjurer is the ‘hoc est corpus’ of a mediaeval bishop.

Yet these developments of language are aside from the present discussion, and indeed, in many cases, are but shifting metaphors that come and go, lose their initial force and pass out or sink into a common-place. The eighteenth century called a bad young man a ‘rake’ or a ‘blood’; we call him a ‘lounge lizard’ or a ‘lobster.’ But it’s all the same thing: he’s no worse or better. The Stuart generation called a young woman a ‘jade’ or a ‘wench.’ Nowadays we — or, at least, people younger than myself — call her a ‘skirt,’ or a ‘doll,’ or a ‘flapper.’

Indeed, the power of making new words has been accelerated by the continuous need for them. Who ever dreamed, a generation ago, of the ‘social hostess of a passenger plane’? What landscape painter ever thought of a life insurance ‘prospect’ (meaning a human being)? I defy the Duke of Wellington to guess what a ‘gas-mask’ is, or a ‘dug-out,’ and Lord Nelson wouldn’t know what a ‘depth bomb’ was till you dropped one on him.

These new words are a fascinating study. They seem to indicate a vitality in our spoken language never equalled before. They not only embody a wealth of metaphors but they seem at times to dive down into the fundamental undertones that preceded definite language, and bring up treasures as from an ancient cave. Consider such words as ‘stooge’ and ‘boob’ applied to a ‘dumb’ young man, or words such as ‘zoom’ to indicate descent through the air accompanied by noise. It is a pity that most of our discussion of such new forms has not reached beyond the stage of making a catalogue, without further interpretation. Such a catalogue is just on the surface as botany was when still confined to the classification of flowers by a ladies’ school.

But what about changes in grammar itself? Was the ripe scholar correct about them? I am willing to suggest for the consideration of other scholars — and the school returns of the United States show a total of two million coloured scholars alone — that the ripe English authority was all wrong: he was, to use a new term for it, ‘all wet.’

Proof can only be by examples. Let me proceed to gather and present a few. I will begin with a very simple one, that of beginning a sentence with a verb first and its subject after it without using an introductory word such as ‘there,’ or ‘now.’ For example, instead of saying, ‘There followed a moment of intense anxiety,’ ever so many writers of to-day put, ‘Followed a moment of intense anxiety.’ Compare: ‘Came October’... ‘Broke disaster’... ‘Ensued a pause.’ They do this not once in a while but they do it all the time, they do it on purpose, for effect, with the idea that it is stronger than what we used to write.

Personally I hate this innovation with all the unreasoning conservatism of old age. I quite admit — to halt an idiotic objection at its first step — that of course fifty years ago, when I was young, and even the ripe scholar not too old, many writers used such a form sometimes, and it was frequently used in poetry by what was called ‘poetic licence,’ an indulgence as wide as a ‘liquor licence’ in Chicago. But it was no part of regular writing. It is now rapidly becoming so and is helping to add in the new casting of sentences from the continuous flow that was the ideal of Cicero or Milton to the step-by-step prose of to-day. Thus one of the old-fashioned three-decker love stories which flourished three generations ago, would contain a sentence:

 

The sudden entry of Elizabeth afforded to John an opportunity for a bold invitation that was no sooner extended than embraced....

 

The author’s ghost might read it now, or soon, in such a rewritten form as this:

 

Came in John. Appeared Elizabeth. Spoke John, ‘What about it, Lizzie?’ Pondered not Elizabeth. ‘I’m on,’ she said.

 

Call it grammar, or call it what you like, the change in speech is here about as complete as the difference between the famous Strasbourg Oaths of early French (A.D. 842) and an election speech of M. Daladier in 1938.

That, then, is that, a phrase in itself suggestive of a new era. I pass to another case of usage, very wide and working great change in our colloquial speech. If I wanted to indicate it in a pedantic way so as to give it all the peculiar force of obscurity, I should say that we are reintroducing forms similar to the old Greek reduplicated aorist — a vanishing form belonging in the dawn of written speech whose original force had apparently disappeared. I should then apologize for the lack of Greek type in this book and slip out of proof like Houdini out of handcuffs. But let me say it instead in simple, vulgar language. We have got into the way, colloquially, of putting in front of our verbs such peculiar modifications as ‘sort-of (pronounced ‘sorta’) and ‘kind-of’ (pronounced ‘kinda’). Such usages as ‘I sort-of thought he would come,’ ‘I kind-of-suspected he was here,’ are ghastly as logic, impossible to parse — in fact, utterly unfit for use in the House of Lords. On the other hand they are replete with meaning and they fulfil the entrance test needed for admission into language that they express something that needs expressing and that nothing else will express so well.

It is clear to anyone of unclouded vision that we are to have a new kind of mood, made after the fashion of the Greek ‘reduplicated aorist’ tense — a noble ancestor that will make it respectable. The grammar out of which the Chinese conquerors of Europe will learn their old twentieth-century English will have a section to read:

 

Any verb may be removed from the indicative to the dubitative mood by the addition of the prefix ‘sorts’ (derived according to Dr. Woo Hoo from ‘soror’ a sister, but perhaps an abbreviation of ‘so-it-ought-’er’). Thus the verb ‘to think’ has as its dubitative past:

I sortathought
You sortathought
He sortathought, etc., etc.

The negative form, which is difficult for foreigners and should be avoided except by writers of special taste and purity, runs:

I sortadidn’tthink
You sortadidn’tthink, etc., etc.

 

Only people who know nothing of language, its origin and its vagaries will find anything odd in this. Let me refer the doubting reader to any grammar of the Zulu language: he will there find verbs with an interpolated middle part of much this sort. But if he has no Zulu grammar, and won’t go to Zululand, let me refer him to the more accessible example of Japanese language. He will find there that the Japanese verbs have a great variety of these internal modifications. Thus the Japanese for ‘put’ (OKU) has a tense called (for short) the indefinite probable past, which means ‘I think-I-very-likely-put,’ ‘you think-you-very-likely-put,’ etc., etc. But in Japanese it has to undergo a second cross variation to distinguish whether I am talking about myself or about you. If I talk of myself it must be indicated in Japanese by some form of change or particle to mean ‘humble worm,’ ‘low form of existence.’ But if I talk of you, it must imply ‘august-presence-gentleman-Mr.,’ or have the initial ‘GO’ in front of it which implies ‘Just listen to this.’ So that the tense of which I speak, conjugated out for actual use, would run as far as it is possible to say it:

 

First person: ‘Humble worm thinks humble worm likely put.’

Second person: ‘Listen to this! August gentleman mister thinks high presence likely put,’ etc., etc.

 

Can you wonder that the Japanese verbal form grows long! I have in front of me a Japanese textbook (Chamberlain, page 150) in which the author indignantly complains that foreigners mistake for verbal roots forms which are nothing but the ‘indefinite potential of the causative conjugation.’ Simple, isn’t it, once you’re on to it? And all this out of Chamberlain’s Colloquial Japanese — before you get to the real language.

Let it be observed that the colloquial introduction, and future literary adoption of such a form as ‘I sort-of-thought’ is entirely different from such a form as ‘I rather thought.’ The latter is grammatical as it stands with the adverb ‘rather’ to modify the verb ‘thought.’ But ‘I sort-of-thought’ breaks the mould. It is grammar in the making.

Nor can we smugly brush aside these changes by dismissing them as ‘colloquial.’ All language was so, originally. And even now only a small part of our language comes in by the front door of literary creation — such as ‘cinematograph’ and ‘automobile.’ Even these get beaten out by ‘cinema’ and ‘car.’ In fact there is no front door. Open it as you will it keeps banging to, and cutting off the half of a word as it comes in — leaving us ‘phone’ and ‘bike,’ and such. Meantime the crowd of new words, the real ones, squeeze in as best they can at the back door and brush up into respectability.

Verbal changes are being greatly helped by that insidious thing called the ‘split infinitive’: ‘insidious’ because it has a way of enlarging its consequences like a split in a hemlock log. Personally I am all for it. I would as soon split an infinitive as split an egg. But grammarians used to shudder — shuddering is their business — at such forms as ‘to fully understand,’ ‘to entirely agree,’ and to collapse at such extensions as ‘to more than half believe.’ But the split infinitive has made its way into our language by sheer merit. It can say what nothing else can. Even so distinguished a grammarian as Otto Jespersen of Copenhagen, who knows more of our language than a Dane has any business to (see his Essentials of English Grammar), is willing to give it his parting blessing in his Final Remarks on Infinitives. But all grammarians warn us to be careful with split infinitives, as with petrol or live electric wires. The unthinking public — it is its business to unthink — never heeds the warning and into the gap of the split infinitive pour a host of new verbal forms, like soldiers into a breach. Hamlet could have solved his maddening doubts whether ‘to be or not to be,’ if he had made up his mind ‘to more or less be.’

Dr. Hubert Jagger in his Modern English cites the case of the Staffordshire County Council being brought up all standing (1924) by a split infinitive that held up the question of slaughtering cattle. They seem to have been perplexed as whether to ‘ask the ministry seriously to consider it’ or ‘to ask the ministry to seriously consider it,’ or ‘to seriously ask the ministry to consider it.’ Evidently the thing needed was a higher sense of fun in England.

Another wedge is being driven deep and always deeper into the grammatical structure of the English language by its prepositions. All foreigners realize that our prepositions are our chief glory. They can only admire without understanding them — like George III with the British Constitution. For example:— ‘to break out,’ ‘to break up,’ ‘to break off,’ ‘to break in.’ Thus if a riot ‘breaks out’ in a meeting, the speaker ‘breaks off,’ the police ‘break in’ and — what does the meeting do? — it ‘breaks up.’ After which there are arrests and the prosecution ‘breaks down.’ And just as the foreigner thinks he understands it, he finds Tennyson writing, Break, break, break, without telling him whether it was ‘up’ or ‘down,’ or ‘down and out.’

The prepositions once started loose on their evil course, instead of being tightly imprisoned as in Latin, have permeated into our verbal forms like a chemical solution.

‘What say the waves?’ is Latin. ‘What are the wild waves saying?’ is Victorian English. But, ‘What are the wild waves being said to?’ is something else. Or consider this:— ‘The patient was brought to, but did not know what he was brought to for, nor what he was brought to by.’ The Japanese for this (much superior) is ‘Honourable-sick-man-mister-as-for-much-better-cause-non-existent.’ Dr. Jagger quotes a still better example in the form, ‘Whatever did you choose that book to be read out of to for?’ He says it is comic: I think so too.

In other words, stated simply and softly, our prepositional compounds have broken out of any grammatical frame that existed when grammar ‘became fixed.’ True their vagaries had begun: but they hadn’t ended, and we don’t know yet what they will ‘pass on over into.’ As yet no one has fitted a logical grammar around them.

The revolt of the prepositions has been accompanied by an insurrection among the pronouns. It is not yet fully recognized by the grammarians, but has at least acquired belligerent rights. Who is there who still says, ‘It is I’? Or who would be ashamed of saying, ‘It is me’? Consider such a dialogue as this:— ‘I think you said you lost your gloves. Are these they?’ ‘Oh, thanks awfully, that’s them.’ One would almost prefer the Japanese form, ‘August-mister-gloves-as-for-humble-worm-offer-from-below.’

In short the time has come to bring all these revolted pronouns back under the aegis of grammar by giving them a name, as the French do, and calling them disjunctive forms and forgiving them. The French have used them for so long that in French the other forms, the ones we try to use, sound silly. Compare in the well-known play Ici On Parle Français the immortal dialogue, ‘Qui est la personne ici qui parle français?’— ‘Je’!

 

Oddly enough some few grammatical changes are reversions to old, old types, so old as to be long forgotten and hence not conscious reconstructions. Thus, professors (who know everything) know that ‘if’ meant ‘give.’ ‘If he comes here,’ was equal to saying— ‘Give this (let it be granted), he comes here.’ Compare ‘Gin a body meet a body coming through the rye’ — where ‘gin’ means ‘given’ — and ‘rye’ means only what it says.

Now our language, our colloquial language, in its effort to shake loose from the shackles of long sentences and subordinate clauses can reach back to the dim ages and revive the remote form. In the most colloquial of English, the English that is almost back-alley and gangsters’ English — instead of saying ‘If you stay here, the police will get you,’ the thought is expressed, ‘Look — you stay here, the cops get you — see?’

The underlying reason is, of course, the impulse we have to-day to break up speech so as to make it intelligible step by step as it goes along. This is intensified by the fact that our language is more than ever under the stress of the demand for brevity. We live in an era of traffic-signs, street directions, police radio calls, telegrams, and air mail. We have no time even for the old-fashioned politeness that would say, ‘Gentlemen are requested not to sit down on the wet paint.’ We just put a sign, ‘wet paint,’ and they can sit on it if they like. This pressure extends from the language of written signs to the language of written literature. Our writers begin to find that they need little but a noun and a verb. In fact, even the verb can be dropped. Thus Longfellow wrote, The shades of night were falling fast. A free verse poet of to-day would just say, ‘Night.’

And in the same poem, where Longfellow writes, ‘Oh stay!’ the maiden said, ‘and rest,’ the same idea can be admirably expressed now with the sign, ‘Tourists’ or ‘Fresh eggs.’ Incidentally, Longfellow’s young man in the poem was away ahead of his time, for instead of saying, ‘I’m so sorry but I really must be moving on,’ he says, ‘Excelsior.’ This was bad Latin, as it ought to be neuter, but was wonderful condensation. This single-word brevity, or rather our consciousness of it, can easily be reduced to parody, as in the familiar verse:

A little boy,
A pair of skates,
A hole in the ice,
The golden gates.

 

Nor is it only in this way that the isolated use of nouns, substituting images for abstractions, grows upon our language. Two nouns in juxtaposition can, by acting as adjective and noun, replace two nouns connected with verbs and prepositions. A ‘steam-boat’ means a ‘boat moved by steam.’ A ‘steamboat company’ means a ‘company operating boats moved by steam.’ This mode is as old as Anglo-Saxon, but has grown now to dimensions unrecognizable fifty years ago. We can say, and we do say— ‘Steamboat Company Dock Agents Life Insurance Department...’ and so on endlessly. If we ran out of new ideas to tack on to the end, we could begin again at the beginning and say, ‘Lake Shore Steamship Company...’ and so on. No Anglo-Saxon could have said that: he couldn’t hold it: a Roman would have taken a page to say it, and a Greek would be talking yet. Our minds have been trained to a new habit of suspended animation, so to speak, waiting for the end before we make an image. We do with these compounds what the Romans used to do, when they read a long sentence of Cicero’s intricate prose. They waited till they got it all. We find Cicero hard to follow because we have long since broken up our prose to make it intelligible as it goes along. The Romans would find our ‘Steamboat Agency Head Office’ stuff quite impossible.

 

But then what’s left of our ripe scholar? Nothing. What with new model verbs, and pronouns, split infinitives, interpolated prepositions, traffic-sign nouns, and buried verbs, our grammar seems to have about as much stability about it as a French franc, or a Japanese treaty, or an over-the-counter share in a gold mine, or any other up-to-date phenomenon. No, our ripe scholar has fallen off his stem.


HOW FAR CAN WE PLAN?

AN EXCURSION INTO ECONOMICS
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I REMEMBER MANY years ago on a Sunday morning, meeting an old-time Presbyterian friend of mine, just emerging from his church and drawing on his gloves with an air of great satisfaction. ‘Our minister,’ he said, ‘preached a great sermon this morning.’ ‘What was it about?’ I asked. ‘About the poor.’ ‘And what did he say about them?’ ‘He gave them hell.’

That, I repeat, was many years ago. We can’t solve our social problems quite so simply now. The time has gone by when we can believe that the poor are poor because they deserve to be poor, and the rich enjoy their wealth because they created it themselves, or inherited it from those who did.

Yet this was, in the main, the simple creed that was good enough for George Washington and George III, for John Adams and Adam Smith. Leaving out a few uncomfortable people like Thomas Paine — and crazy people like the French — it was, a hundred years or more ago, the general theory of society entertained by a gentleman. It could be reduced to a few simple ideas. Here first was property — especially property in land — a thing so obviously admirable that no property-owner ever questioned it. With this was free contract in buying and selling, with a guardian government and law to keep it all straight and prevent fraud and violence. Labour, both in England and America, was equally free, that is, leaving out plantation slavery, a domestic institution, existing under both flags and concerning negroes not men. Labour had been emancipated from the old restrictions about moving from place to place. It had full liberty to go where it would, like the liberty granted to Mr. Pickwick by the Pickwick Club on the proviso that he paid his own expenses. This system was undoubtedly capitalism though they didn’t know it as such at the time, and called it common sense, natural law, or the workings of providence. In England there was supposed to be something not only moral about it, but peculiarly hearty and British. In America, with land free and opportunity wide open, it fitted like a glove. Who cared if George Washington owned 150,000 acres? There were lots more. In the old world the fit was better at the top: at the bottom the poor got badly squeezed. But they could be explained away, first on the ground that they were always with us, and secondly that theirs was the Kingdom of Heaven. With all that in sight they had no right to kick.

A few had qualms. Adam Smith, who owned no land, was not quite sure about landlords, and Bentham, who had no children, felt uncertain about inheritance; and John Stuart Mill was poor for so long that he grew doubtful about the rich. But mainly the social system of the earlier nineteenth century appeared to those who prospered under it as the natural and only order of society.

More than that, it had in it, in the form of its new and wonderful machinery, the prospect of continual betterment, increasing happiness. Hence even the misery of the slums seemed only a dark corner waiting for the light. People lived in the sunrise. It was always morning.

 

A hundred years has clouded it all over. The sky is darkening into night, and livid with hidden lightings. The air has fallen hot, stifling. Something is coming — we cannot tell what — and far off perhaps in the darkness our ears seem to catch the roaring of a great sea.

What is coming? Where can we stand! Is the old basis gone on which we build our foundation, and must we look for higher ground or perish in the gathering flood?...

 

Let us pace over again, in broad strides down a hundred years of history, the ground that has been traversed. This age of Hope, what happened to it?

 

Well, in the first place poverty, that should have disappeared, showed no signs of doing so. It seemed that the poor couldn’t, or wouldn’t, get rich, and they wouldn’t go to Heaven, all lit up and waiting for them. It isn’t true that the poor got poorer. It is only that the aspect of poverty grew worse. A slum is more appalling than a desert. The Hottentots were poor and never knew it. A Hottentot thought he was rich because he had two wives. We know better than that.

Of course, as long as there was America to go to, it wasn’t so bad. If the poor wouldn’t go to Heaven they could go to Pittsburgh. Then America filled up and the ‘free world’ was all finished.

At the same time ‘free competitions’ began to be all grown over with a web of monopoly. Machinery and company organization seemed to create monopolies, and monopoly prices were not the same as ‘free’ prices. It is not true that a monopolist can ‘ask what he likes’ — or rather he can ask it, but he can’t get it — but a monopoly price differs from a ‘free’ price in that it is based on the interest of the seller— ‘what the traffic will bear.’ ‘Leave the consumer to us,’ said a great monopoly-sugar magnate forty years ago. But the consumer said, ‘Please don’t.’

With monopoly prices came all kinds of queer prices of which Adam Smith, who slept well, never dreamed, and John Stuart Mill, a light sleeper, only caught a vision in a nightmare. These were prices specially made for competition’s sake, temporary prices of business strategy to kill the ‘little man’ (meaning perhaps a huge local butcher or a heavy drayman); prices as by-products, or prices under a cost so multiple and divided, that no one could measure it.

All of this simply overwhelmed John Stuart Mill’s world. All that he said about it was true, but there ceased to be any such place.

On the other hand, the only effective thing to raise wages and shorten hours turned out to be the thing that the economists of a hundred years ago called futile. Ricardo said that wage laws couldn’t possibly lift wages, neither could strikes. The economists approved of labour unions only in the form of burial societies, those for mutual improvement or recreation. ‘Oh, what a world of profit and delight is open to the studious artisan!’ So sang some dead jackass of the period. The workers could improve themselves (with such things as algebra), have a good time and then bury themselves.

But it turned out that Labour organization could and did raise wages: not by making the social cake bigger but by making other people’s slices smaller.

But there was worse than that. As the machine production system widened over national industry, it developed a habit of going alternately fast and slow, and every now and then coming nearly to a full stop. This was the familiar ‘cycle’ which the world tried to ignore and which is now the world’s bogey, the world’s ghost, the assassin behind the arras. The economists tried to pooh-pooh it. They said it always righted itself; so does human life — at the end. The famous economist Jevons said it came from periodical over-brightening of the spots on the sun, which affected the Indian rice crop, which affected English investment in India, which affected the London market, and so on. It was like the house that Jack built, whose causation got longer and longer. Perhaps it’s not the spots, exactly, but Jevons was right about the causation idea, and of the notion of one thing knocking down another and so on. We do live in a house that Jack built; it’s like a card house that’s fine as long as it stands up. When it falls then Brazil coffee knocks down cotton and cotton knocks down wheat and away it all goes.

What a place! What a world! After all the bright hopes that gave it birth.

 

So can we wonder that very early in the day a lot of people began to think that the only thing to do was to sweep it all away and build up another kind of society. They forgot that there’s only one kind of society that we can build, a society made up of men and women — as they are. Give me saints and angels — and I’ll build a fine one.... But even at that it would be dull. Women, as they are, are better for the purpose than angels; saints and women could be a fine combination but you couldn’t keep it. The women would corrupt the saints. What I mean is that we have got to deal with people as they are, not with people as they might be — the dream-people of the academic socialist.

 

Modern socialism came in with the middle of the nineteenth century. It had nothing to do with the earlier mediaeval socialisms of the inner light — the socialism of friars and monks, or of Rappites and Oneida Shakers. These, as economics, succeeded — because they aimed at renouncing the world. A man in a hair-shirt is easy to please. But new socialism aimed at achieving the world. That’s different.

It spoke through such epoch books as Louis Blanc’s Organisation of Labour and Karl Marx’s Capital and Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backward. It has spoken through a thousand tongues since, but the voice, though in a thousand tones, is still the same. Academic people with long ears and loose ties now pooh-pooh all connection with the older socialism. They said it is replaced by guild socialism, or gradualism, or syndicalist-socialism, or by the peculiar Tom Tiddler’s ground beginning to be called totalitarianism. Not so: as they say in French, ‘the more it changes the more it’s the same thing.’ The central idea is wonderful, simple — and utterly hopeless.

A British Prime Minister once said that he could write out ‘free trade’ on half a sheet of notepaper. I am sure I could write out socialism on the space left at the bottom of the page.

Socialism merely means everybody working along with everybody else for everybody’s good, in cheerful co-operation and equality, instead of each selfishly working for himself in a world of inequality and injustice. The idea is grand. I’m all for it. But I’m not fit for it. At least I might be, but I doubt you other people. I’d hate to give up my house and my shares in my latest get-rich-quick gold mine (over the counter, tenpence a share) — till I am a little more sure of the rest of you.

 

Consider how socialism is supposed to work, by a real socialist or communist. Never mind the difference between the two: it’s only that a socialist shares the workroom and a communist shares the bathroom. For the present purpose they are all the same. There isn’t, of course, any such thing as real socialism in existence, and never has been and never will be. But you will find it existing as a vision in the mind of any enthusiastic second-year student, bright with light and iridescent as a soap-bubble. It is part of his native endowment of generous imagination which the college will presently remove in fitting him for life.

This is what he sees.

In his happy world a group of awfully decent old men (many of them as old as forty) sit together as a sort of board of directors and arrange how much of everything ought to be produced so that everybody will have conveniently enough of it. How do the old fellows know it? Oh, they think it out — or no, perhaps they calculate it from graphs and curves that indicate what is called ‘saturation.’ The old men are supposed to know when they are saturated. Not all old men do, but that doesn’t matter. These are supposed to, and anyway these old men are so decent and so public-minded that they don’t mind how long they sit there and saturate. Real old men (I am one) might want to have a whiskey and soda brought in, and a box of cigars — or perhaps want to know what there was in it for themselves; and crooked old men (I’m not one, but a lot of my friends are) would start to fix up the plan of production all crooked.

But anyway pass on from the old men. The idea then is that all the ‘comrades’ are allotted to various tasks. One says, ‘Please may I be a policeman?’ and the board says, ‘Certainly!’ And another says, ‘Can’t I have a hat like his?’ and the board says, ‘Why, of course.’ Because, you see, they’re all so kind and so considerate. They’re just dream people, not real at all. And so the dream-people drift off into all their jobs — and some are butchers, or bakers, or tinkers, or tailors — my, it’s fun! — they all love it! — and some are engineers on trains and go ‘Toot! toot!’ Don’t you remember when you were a child and had no economic ideas and thought that a policeman was a policeman because he liked being a policeman, and an engineer was on a train because he liked to make the whistle toot? Well, that dream world that you lived in was the socialist’s world: and if you grow old enough and silly enough you can get back into it, and think of it over a bowl of gruel.

It just can’t be. The motive is wrong. We are not like that. We don’t, we can’t care enough for one another’s welfare. I’ll look after my grandmother, but I won’t look after yours. She’s not worth it. I’ll pay for the education of my own children because they are bright little fellows and it’s well worth while, but you’ve only to look at yours to see the difference.

As to dividing up work, by cheerful goodwill and free discussion, you can’t do it. I’ll take an example from the simplest thing that I understand — farming.

 

On a socialist farm, run by free discussion comrades, you’d get scenes like this — held in fence corners under an elm tree on a June morning. The hour is early, but not too early as some of the comrades like to take an extra snooze, when it’s fine, and the other comrades hate to start without them.

One speaks, ‘I move, gentlemen, that it would be a good thing to-day if we were to pick Colorado ‘Beetles.’

‘You’ve heard the motion, gentlemen, that we spend to-day in picking Colorado Beetles. Any seconder?’

‘I second it.’

‘Any discussion?’

‘I’d like to offer an amendment to the effect that we don’t pick them off by hand but use a spray of Paris green dissolved in water’ — 

‘I object — it’s no good — it don’t kill ’em. I propose arsenate of lead’ — 

‘It’s no use — Paris green!’ (shouts of ‘arsenate of lead!’ ‘Paris green!’).

Chairman: ‘Order, order, gentlemen!’

Senior member, rising — that is, half sitting up in the grass: ‘Mr. Chairman, in view of the heat I suggest that we adjourn the discussion and have a drink of lemonade under this elm tree.’

‘I suggest an amendment to make the motion read, “beer and pretzels.”’

Amendment carried.

 

But suppose you say that in a co-operative commonwealth of course everybody would have to work; wouldn’t be allowed extra sleep just because he felt drowsy; wouldn’t pick his own trade — if it was full — or set his own hours, or wages, or conditions. All this would be done by authority, by those over him. The officials of the state would decide how and when and where the work was done. And if a man wouldn’t work? What then? ‘Those who will not work shall not eat,’ wrote up Captain John Smith in Virginia. But the Virginian had at least the wilderness. The modern communist worker has the loom on the left and the jail on the right. Work or get punished. And those who direct it are the bosses — elected, selected, or forcing their way to the top. The strongest rules.

What a picture, this world of iron rule with the worker called, and if need be driven, to his task. This is no pleasant hay field in the morning sun. But if you know of any state where this cap fits, put it on. There is no escape from the dilemma. Freedom in a socialist state means idleness and confusion: order and authority means economic slavery.

Nor is there any solution to be found in the half-way house called a totalitarian state: in this the workers are ordered and grouped in huge economic divisions with wages and profits unified in the groups. But the totalitarian state faces exactly the same dilemma as described: the moment it passes a certain line it turns to economic slavery. In it, or in any other state, political and national enthusiasm can render tolerable for a time an economic system impossible in the long run. But this is just the hair shirt of the mediaeval socialist. A similar devotion for a time can carry a nation, or at least many of its people, into the sacrifice of individuality, the consciousness of mass welfare, that goes with war. But this is the agony of mankind, its martyrdom, not its life.

 

What is left? We must go on as we are, with our every-man-for-himself individualist state, patching it, fixing it, somehow making it go. Call it capitalism if you like and kick it, but it is all we’ve got.

But observe that after all we are at least getting on a little. We won’t let one another starve: doles, and pensions, and relief, and all that goes with it take the place, for the poor, of the Kingdom of Heaven. We try to regulate our industrial system by wage laws, welfare laws, school laws, and all that goes with parks, playgrounds and libraries and community life. We give more and more collectively from the rich towards the collective enjoyment of the poor. We seem slowly to be devising not a new society but a better regulation of the old, not a new game, but a new set of rules.

Such a conclusion seems perhaps dispirited and discouraging. As I see it, it’s the only one. What we have is all we are fit for. Change us and you change it. The two go together, spirit first, body after.


COLLEGE AS COMIC STUFF
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EVERY AGE AND every generation has its own particular line of humour, its own ideas of what things are supposed to be funny and form the subject of its jokes. A generation ago all Irishmen were funny; in fact, the whole of Ireland was supposed to be a sort of fun shop — with horse-fairs and wakes, and fist fights — something doing all the time. On the comic stage the Irishman in green twirled a shillelagh tied up with ribbons and joined in alternate laughter and tears with a ‘colleen’ whose short skirt came up so high that it met her pigtails coming down. The Irishman — older people please recall it — would hold up a sod of earth, so green you could see it from the gallery, announce it as from his mother’s grave, break down and cry, and then forget it all in a dance with the colleen. In short, the place was full of fun. Nothing is left of it now except the thin conventional jokes beginning ‘Did you hear what Pat said?’ Ireland as the home of merriment has gone to the bad; there’s no fun left in it — just a people who talk Gaelic, sit in the League of Nations, discuss their tariff policy, and buy their laughter over the radio.

Ireland has gone, and along with it a lot of other old landmarks: — the comic Jew now turned into one of the world’s tragedies, the comic Yankee of the days of Sam Slick and Major Downing, now turned into a New England trust company, fast asleep.

But in place of these, since the world never stops spinning, arises new scenery for our humour, and above all, as the latest, the best and the most delightful, the Comic College. You can see it, if you don’t know it already, in a hundred moving pictures, in a hundred magazines. Look! There it is! See the ‘Co-eds’ skipping around in shorts! You didn’t think college girls were like that, did you? And ‘Prexy,’ the president, isn’t he just done to the life, eh? That is to say, you’ve perhaps never really seen a college president, but isn’t he just like what they all are — I mean all the other ‘Prexies’ in all the other college movies? And the ‘Profs’ — aren’t they simply killing? And the rah! rah! students playing on ukeleles.

The Comic College! I’m all for it as the most delightful, most enchanting Garden of Fun that ever opened upon our vision.

I have spent my life, except my school days, in college — was myself a ‘Prof’ for thirty-five and a half years. And when I see the Comic College, I half recognize it and half not. It seems half true and half nonsense — or at least truth reflected through apparent falsehood as it always is in art.

Where did they come from — the ‘Co-eds,’ the ‘Prexies,’ and the ‘Profs’? How did the Comic College appear, and why wasn’t it here before? Well, you see, a generation or two ago, a college, whatever else it was, wasn’t comic. There was no fun in it. Then all sorts of changes came over the old college and turned it into the new college. This opened the eye of the artist to things that no one ever saw before.

For the wonderful thing about the Comic College is that it contains just that exact relation of fact and fancy, reality and romance, truth and exaggeration which makes for artistic creation. Take some of its chief items, for example, ‘Prexy,’ the comic president of the Comic College, with his mortar-board, and mock dignity, ridiculous in his overdone decorum, his offended majesty, his fuss and anger. Is a college president really like that? Not in the slightest. A college president of to-day is approximately more and more, as is everyone else, in the type of a ‘business man.’ If the twelve apostles came alive to-day they’d look like ‘business men.’ It’s what the biologists call the ‘survival type.’ Anything else like the old-fashioned college president that used to be, the biologists call a ‘sport.’ You see the world at large only caught on to the fun that was in the old-fashioned college president after he was gone. It is always like that. We can only see literary colour in retrospect; for colour in the life around us we are as blind as a horse in blinkers. We only discover when its light is fading. Chivalry only began in literature when it was dead in fact; a war only gathers its romance when the soldiers who fought in it are dead. And so the world never discovered the college ‘Prexy’ till in reality he was gone. The president of to-day, dictating in his office, filling appointments, granting interviews, is quite different.

Witness this little experience.

A classmate of mine of long ago came back after many years to see our college. He said he’d like to go in and see the president, see him just a minute. ‘I don’t want to let the old geyser pin me down there and shoot Latin at me for half an hour; do you remember the way old “Prexy” used to get people in his office and they couldn’t get out?’ ‘So he did,’ I admitted. ‘Well, look,’ said my friend, ‘if this old buster starts saying anything about showing me round the college and inviting me to lunch, then I’ll say that I have to catch the 11.30 for New York, see? We just go in and shake hands and then beat it.’

We waited our turn, were announced, and went in. The president rose from his chair, with my friend’s card in his hand. There was no ‘Prexy’ stuff about him — neat and smooth, a man of the world, his manner polished, his voice composed, nothing comic in him. ‘Ah, yes,’ he said, as he shook hands, still with his eye on the card, ‘Mr. — er — Mr. Maclennan of — er — Arizona — class of — er — ninety-four... I’m extremely glad!’

My friend gurgled. He didn’t find words because he was knocked sideways to realize that the president was twenty years younger than he was.

‘Having a look round the old college?’ continued ‘Prexy,’ and my friend made another noise in his throat to mean retrospect. ‘I’m sure you will be most interested. You must see our new dormitories — I’m so sorry’ — he took out a gold watch and snapped it— ‘that I can’t offer to go around with you — but the fact is that I have to get the 11.30 for New York.’

Two minutes later we were out of the room again, my friend pledged to go and look at the dormitories and not to miss the hydraulic apparatus.

That seemed very different from the comic ‘Prexy’ who does the dance with the ‘Co-eds’ in shorts. In reality it was the change from one to the other that enables us to hatch out the old college president, and to turn him into art.

It was the same law of evolution that also hatched out the ‘college man’ from the ‘student’ of fifty years ago. The old-fashioned student lived on midnight oil, worked sixteen hours a day, and only took a ‘night off’ once in ten months; even when he did, all he thought of doing was to go and drink enough beer to excite him to upset a horse car. The ‘college man’ of the comic college plays the ukelele, burns gasoline, roots at football, ‘flunks’ his exam., ‘bones’ his father, ‘cuts’ his classes, and above all gives the girls a good time. Study! Bless my soul, how can the man get time to study? What for, anyway? You don’t have to. All you do is to ‘elect’ a ‘snap,’ ‘flunk’ an oral, ‘fake’ an ‘aegrotat’ and ‘get by.’ You observe that it takes a whole new dialect to express the college man. But anyone in college knows what this jargon means. People outside may interpret it as meaning that students don’t study. If they work, it’s in the summer in a logging camp in Wisconsin, or preaching to an Eskimo mission. But at college they don’t work; they live.

With the students are the ‘Profs’ of the comic college, as seen by the new imagination. And these, too, are not the actual professors of to-day but just the ghosts of the professors that were, in their own day, not appreciated as fun, but now ‘cashed in’ as literature, like an investment made in the past. Look at them! See them at their professors’ committee meeting in the movies, all in mortar boards! Real professors haven’t worn them for thirty years. So absent-minded that they chase a fountain pen through fourteen pockets and find it behind their ear. But try and rob a real professor of a nickel and see him react. The real professor of the newer type, sits like the president in an office and dictates, plays golf in plus fours and makes money out of the stock exchange and his knowledge of geology. A few of the older type, one admits, still survive; too preoccupied to have their hair cut, calling the same student by six different names in one morning — college ‘characters’ that justify to that extent the creation of the comic college.

 

But first, last, and always, the very soul of the comic college is found in the ‘Co-eds.’ They are the force that made it — the Delilahs that cut Samson’s hair so short that he couldn’t upset a street car — that hurried students into ‘college men’ and first made professors conscious of odd socks.

College girls in the comic college have a greater aversion to study than even the college men. In fact, they don’t study. They ‘elect’ a course in ‘religion,’ or a half course in ‘maternity,’ or an ‘option’ on ‘marriage.’ They live in motor cars, drive in shorts, eat only after midnight, and dance on any and every occasion.

Are they truth or falsehood? I haven’t an idea. Are college girls really like that or getting to be like that? I guess they are partly. The early college girls wore spectacles, learned Greek, and married the professors. The newer college girls are descended from them, but how much they retain of their heritage, or how much they correspond to the reflection in the new mirror, goodness only knows!

 

The fact is that we are seeing it so close at hand that it is almost impossible to judge it.

This new imaginative creation of a ‘comic’ college is the reflection of a profound transformation in our social life, in the part of it we call education. I don’t want to get prosy about it, but the meaning of this would be lost if we didn’t look for the social interpretation of it. Education, past and present, has pursued various goals. It has never quite known what it was after. In early times it fitted people to die; but this made them want to live. Later it fitted them to learn Latin and Greek; this had the effect of making them love English. Later still, education taught people to be citizens. This made them crooks. Later still, it taught them to be practical, to learn how to make money; this landed them in gaol.

With all these changes college has pretty well ceased to mean, for the average individual student, the pursuit of learning, the search after absolute truth. A few, of course, in the realistic studies of physical and natural science, turn to real study for study’s sake. On the backs of these is carried the future of scientific knowledge. And another few, in what is called ‘liberal arts,’ turn into writers and playwrights and creative artists — but they would have, anyway. The real ‘student’ where he exists to-day is a ‘sport’ in the above biological sense; and the other students are ‘sports’ in the real sense.

At present, as I see it, college education is coming to be looked upon as a sort of prelude to life, a little intermission before work and sorrow begin. Broad-minded parents send the boys and girls to college, because — what else can they do with them? Let them be happy while they can. Let them dance a little in the sunshine. The shadows will fall on them soon enough. So it comes that people say with a sort of pride, ‘Yes, my son and my two girls are at college,’ meaning they are happy in the land of the blest, the land of chocolate creams, hot dogs after midnight, of cut classes and flunked courses. So when such parents go to see a college movie, with ‘Prexy,’ with ‘Profs,’ and the ‘Rah rah!’ they don’t realize what a queer amalgamation the picture is, made up of the old dead college of hard study, turned into romance and combining its shadows with the shifting colours of the new. Seen through the two must lie, somewhere out beyond, the vision of the future college. But we cannot see it: the light is too bright.


ALL IS NOT LOST!

A RECOLLECTION
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I WAS JUST starting out trout fishing one day last week when I saw from a headline in an afternoon paper that war in Europe was just about a dead certainty — anything within twenty-four to twenty-six hours. The Lats (I think it was) had sent what was practically an ultimatum — the nearest they could write to one — to the Slats, and there was no likelihood that a high-chested people like the Slats would swallow it. As I say, I think it was the Lats and the Slats, or it may have been the Checks and the Shorts; at any rate, some of those high-chested people that fill the centre of Europe, who used to be content before the Great War to play the hand-organ and make toy clocks, and who now fill our whole foreground.

Of course, on top of news like that I couldn’t fish. A lump rose in my throat at the idea that unless the Slats (a high-minded people) would back down, that meant war, and everybody knows that war means ‘world chaos’ and that ‘world chaos’ means the end of trout fishing. What chance would a trout have in that?

So I came home feeling pretty sick; and then, after all, it turned out the Slats hadn’t ‘picked up’ the affront — by lucky chance — and, of course, if you don’t pick up a European affront right away, it goes bad.

It was too late to go trout fishing when I got the news in the evening paper that the Lat-Slat ‘crisis’ was over. But I got all set again for the next day to go with a friend of mine, all set with everything in the motor car — rods, tackle box, bait, fish baskets, lunch, flask. You know, perhaps, what fun it is getting it all packed, and the good old jokes about what gets forgotten and what never does? Then, just as we were starting, bang came the news that Mussolini had called Neville Chamberlain a ‘stiff,’ and that a first-class ‘crisis’ was imminent, and that England had recalled all the household troops from the saloons!

Well! Our hearts sank. Who could fish after that? It’s all right to try to disregard the smaller powers like Latvia and Czechoslovakia and Lithia and Seltzer, but when it comes to the great civilized nations like Italy and England, that’s different. So we didn’t start. And then it turned out in a few hours that the ‘crisis’ had blown over. It appeared, after an exchange of diplomatic notes, that Mussolini had not called Chamberlain a ‘stiff’ in the English sense, but had said he was a ‘stiffo’: that, in Italian, means something fine, and so the crisis passed, but it left everyone, even 4,000 miles away, pretty well prostrated. Even the British Cabinet itself lost half a day’s grouse shooting.

It seemed all the more pity to lose our trout fishing, because it was just an ideal day: bright summer weather, but a wisp of cloud in it; dry, but with a touch of wetness; what you’d call warm, but with just a little chill — if you are a trout fisherman you will know just the day I mean! And the place I go to — a stream just not big enough to be a river, or rather a river just too wide to be a stream, with open patches of sun and shadow (you must come with me some time). Wander along at that stream on an afternoon in early summer and you won’t care whether the Sudeten Germans go Nazi or go crazy.

But, on the contrary, once get your mind mixed up with the Sudeten Germans and you’re not fit to go fishing. You’re disqualified from the start. It’s the same with golf. You can’t go round the links with a man who says on the first green, ‘What about Albania?’ and stands with his club in the air, waiting to putt, while he tells you that if Daladier can form a bloc he may make a front, and on the ninth green is still murmuring, ‘If Hitler...’ No, the only way to deal with such a man is, when he says, ‘What about Albania?’ to say, ‘To hell with it.’

My friend and I, as I say, lost about a week of our trout fishing over Europe. The war crisis was no sooner gone than there was a sudden crash of the French franc, then a terrific naval scandal at the British Admiralty — not a damn gun would shoot — the whole Ministry were called back from Norway over the week-end! Well! You know what the European news is: once get sunk in it and your home life, your peace of mind, is all over.

Europe certainly can destroy your peace of mind; but, set all by itself, that’s not quite a fair statement. You can destroy it right at home if you try. Lots of people can collect just as much distress at home over the market news as people fetch back from Europe. Take, let us say, ‘base metals.’ What they are, I don’t know, but every now and then it seems base metals which have been buoyant and lively get dull, then stagnant, then collapse.

You’ve perhaps often gone through that yourself; but base metals seem to get it specially. I was out at a bridge party the other night, just after the last crash in ‘base metals.’ Half of the people, in spite of every effort, looked wretched; a lot of them had been hard hit with copper and others had had a terrible knock of manganese. They could hardly hold their cards. Yet here they were in a lovely house in the leafiest part of the city, in a huge room, something between a library and a living-room, the evening warm enough for early summer, but cool enough for a fire — how delightful it might have been — but ‘base metals’ had crashed that afternoon, and it was only by a brave hysterical sort of struggle that things could be kept going at all.

Even as it was, the men would drift into little clumps in the corners and gurgle about manganese.... And then, after all, two days later, ‘base metals’ got ‘buoyant,’ kicking up like a cow in the pasture — in fact, everything would have been great except at that very moment the sudden backfire of Congress against the T.V.A. decision of the Supreme Court — or, on, the other way — the backfire of the court — anyway, another explosion in Washington as sudden and arresting as the sound of a lamb chop blown up in a lunch wagon.

Remember, too, that during this same period of distress of which I speak wheat fell ten cents — a thing that simply spells disaster — and then rose eleven cents — meaning, of course, national ruin. Dust blew all over the Missouri Valley and the Canadian West, and then blew off again, leaving the farmers a perfect sight! And in with this background of imminent disaster there was an anvil chorus of sit-down strikers and stand-up agitators, money sterilized, credit paralysed, confidence pulverized, and ten million unemployed sitting in a row eating sandwiches with no proper psychological conception of the value of their leisure.

This, I say, is the background. But the funny thing is that the foreground isn’t like this at all. The foreground has all the beauty of summer-time, with leaves on the trees and trout in the streams, with every golf course an artistic dream, a vast lawn of green, gay with bright costumes of red and white, with every shimmering summer lake dotted with its pagodas and its canoes, and splashed with bathers, with every street of every little town gay as a mediaeval fair with its multiform gas signs, with every corner packed with the glistening cars of the people crowding into the magic world of the films. Just gods! If the pioneers who fought for economic life upon this continent could see this picture of colour and luxury that was to cover its surface, what would they think of us, its discontented, timorous, trembling inhabitants, shuddering at the fleeting shadows that fly over a landscape bathed in bright sunshine! Surely, all is not lost.

Let us take an inventory of our distress.

The world has got into a kind of mass idea, a mass gloom, mass apprehensiveness. Psychologists of to-day tell us that we live on one idea at a time and all get it together. The idea just now is distress or worry over the imminence of something that is just going to happen — but perhaps won’t. There is a Greek name for this, but I forget it. If translated it means ‘fear of the front page of the newspaper.’ Here, for example, are the things of which we are all scared to death just now: the French franc, the Sudeten Germans (section B, apartment 6, Czechoslovakia), the United States Supreme Court, base metals, drought, rain, over-population, under-population, over-production, death, life, dust.

Here, on the other hand, are the things of which we ought to be thinking — trout fishing, golf, chicken dinners, cool drinks, mixed bathing, summer hotels, wayside cabins — and if young enough, taking girls out so far in motor cars that they never come back.

 

Here is the European news that we read: war, more war, Mussolini, Hitler, crash of the franc, agony in Spain, bombs, cruelty, and the fall of freedom.

Nonsense — that’s all illusion! Here are the real things, the French news, for instance:

Summer tourists in Paris break all records.... Folies Bergère with standing room only ... bathing costumes at Deauville simply scandalous... French ping-pong team beats all Germany... Daladier opens pup show... President of the Republic bets a dollar on horse race... champagne vintage reported best in twenty years.

 

All about us is a beckoning world — ample as never before in its abundance: a little out of gear, just for a spell, but only because, speaking collectively, we are like the sudden heirs of a rich estate quarrelling over their inheritance.

All of us, I think, in some half-conscious way, chafe at this false distress of our submerged world. We long to escape to another one. Mathematicians — to ease their particular troubles as mathematicians — take refuge in the world of a fourth dimension, where there is no friction. So we, at a word, at a happy fancy, seek escape into an imaginary world. Witness how we have all flocked to the country of the Seven Dwarfs, a better world than our own — a world of simple and sweet little animals, just our own style, and waving trees and dancing sunlight, and music of voices that drips with the waterfall, a world of kindness and co-operation each with all. We are drawn to this because we know it is ours, and yet we cannot reach it.

Or take, to parallel the example, that queer, bright, next-door world that we see pictured in our advertisements. Here, indeed, is the country of human fancy, marvellous with the green of its grass, the utter blueness of its water (see any travel booklet) and the shimmer of its sand; marvellous with its motor cars glistening in the sun, its people — youths as straight as arrows and as broad as gods, girls with hair as golden as gamboge, and frilled children, clean enough to eat.

If you want to get relief from the French franc and the Czechoslovak, turn to the advertising pages, and there, among green lawns and glistening cars, trim bungalows and furnished libraries and vellum volumes, you may see again humanity reaching into the world of imagination for what the actual world denies us.

But the truth is that this, our actual world, would be as good as the bright world of imagination if we would only let it be so. Everything is there, the smiling abundance of our unrealized paradise, the goodwill toward men that all men feel and none dares act upon. It is all there for the asking, if we can only cast aside from the gateway the evil spirits of fear and apprehension and distrust which keep us from our kingdom.


Too Much College
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PREFACE
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THIS BOOK IS based on an experience of nearly twenty years of school and college training, ten years of school-teaching, thirty-six years of college lecturing, and three years of retirement, to think it over. The opinion that I have reached is that education, in the narrow sense of school and college attendance, is taking too heavy a toll of the years of life and that the curriculum should be shortened. But, in the wider sense, what I want to advocate is not to make education shorter, but to make it much longer — indeed to make it last as long as life itself.

What I find wrong is the stark division now existing between the years of formal education and entry into the work of life. Education has become to a great extent a mere acquirement of a legal qualification to enter a closed profession, in place of being a process undertaken for its own sake. All that is best in education can only be acquired by spontaneous interest; thus gained it lasts and goes on. Education merely imposed as a compulsory prerequisite to something else finishes and withers when its task is done. Real education should mean a wonderful beginning, a marvellous initiation, a thorough “smattering,” and life will carry it on.

A part of the present difficulty is that our school and college curriculum in its one thousand years of development from the church schools of the Middle Ages has taken on a mass of subject matter beyond the range of any one mind. We have not yet learned to condense to useful essentials the things beyond study in detail. The best part of any subject is the general view, the thorough smattering just mentioned, that carries to the individual the results for which others have given the work of their lives. The outline of the world’s history can occupy half an hour, or half a session, or half a century.

We have further encumbered the curriculum with the attempt to teach things that cannot be imparted by classroom work — too practical for anything but actual practice, or too vague and general for anything but general reflection.

Nor is it only the subject matter of the curriculum that needs reduction. A saving of time perhaps equally important can be effected by altering the form and method of its progress. To a very great extent all our school children and students in America and in England move along in a system of one-year promotions, all advancing together — or staying back to join the next consignment.

Thus, by the time the student has reached middle high school on his way to college, he has already joined a sort of “convoy” that moves slowly down the widening stream of education, always at the pace of the slowest. It sweeps along majestically, working puzzles, muttering declensions, answering quizzes and translating “parlez-vous.”

Any ordinary bright boy could strike out from the convoy, like a sloop from a fleet, like a fast motor boat from among freighters, and distance it by two years. By the time the heavy convoy reached its goal, he would have been there already for years, married, with one and a half children, an established position, whiskers, debts, life. He would watch the convoy discharging its spectacled neophytes, thirty years old, timid in the daylight, shuddering at life, having lived for thirty years on other people’s money. That’s a little exaggerated, but it’s good enough.

The practical person asks how we are supposed to bring about this vastly altered program. To abolish overnight our whole system of examinations, promotions and graded classes moving all together would leave our education a hopeless mess. And to this the only answer is that there is nothing that we can do about it, nothing particular and all of a minute.

It is our current fault always to think in terms of deliberate regulation and ordinance. We seek to accomplish friendship with a league, Mother’s Day with a statute, welcome with a by-law and sobriety with a code. Without the spirit, all falls in a littered heap. If education is to change, there must first come the consciousness of the need of change.
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TOO MUCH COLLEGE 


CHAPTER I. EDUCATION EATING UP LIFE
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EDUCATION LONGER AND longer — Life ten years too late, and Death on time — Where we got our Curriculum — Mediaeval Schools with Modern Extension — A Scholar and a Gentleman, plus a Scientist and a Business Man — The Straws on the Camel’s Back

 

In this discussion of education, I am addressing myself to plain people. By this I mean people who shudder at mathematics, go no further in Latin than E Pluribus Unum and take electricity as they find it. As opposed to these are the academic class who live in colleges, or in the shadow of them, and claim education as their province. But the plain people are of necessity interested in education because their sons and daughters go to college, or, more important, can’t go to college.

Now the plain people have noticed that education is getting longer and longer. Fifty years ago people learned to read out of a spelling-book at six years old, went to high school at twelve, and taught school (for money) on a third-class certificate at sixteen. After that, two years in a saw-mill and two at a medical school made them doctors, or one year in a saw-mill and one in divinity fitted them for the church. For law they needed no college at all, just three summers on a farm and three winters in an office.

All our great men in North America got this education. Pragmatically, it worked. They began their real life still young. With the money they didn’t spend they bought a wife. By the age of thirty they had got somewhere, or nowhere. It is true that for five years of married life, they carried, instead of a higher degree, bills for groceries, coal, doctors and babies’ medicine. Then they broke out of the woods, into the sunlight, established men — at an age when their successors are still demonstrating, interning, or writing an advanced thesis on social impetus.

Now it is all changed. Children in school at six years old cut up paper dolls and make patterns. They are still in high school till eighteen, learning civics and social statistics — studies for old men. They enter college at about nineteen or twenty, take prerequisites and post-requisites in various faculties for nearly ten years, then become demonstrators, invigilators, researchers, or cling to a graduate scholarship like a man on a raft.

At thirty they are just beginning, ten years too late. They can’t marry till it’s ten years too late; they have children ten years too late, and die ten years too early. They know nothing of the early life of the man who worked in saw-mills, practiced medicine at twenty and married six months later, with no other property than a stethoscope and a horse and buggy; or of the young lawyer who married in debt, and lived happy in it ever after.

“Safety first” has put its stamp on life. Population begins to die at the top. And, all the time, education grows longer and longer. This does not deny that the average human life is now longer. It means that paternity is shorter. People do not see enough of their grandchildren — the sweetest prospect in the world. Life has all too little evening. It has all run in arrears and never catches up.

All this, you will say, is exaggerated, is overcolored, is not truth. Very likely. But a half truth in argument, like a half brick, carries better. High colors show up where neutral tints blend to nothing. Yet the main truth gets over. Education is eating up life.

In the above paragraphs I have formulated the plain man’s accusations against the continued lengthening of education; or, rather, I must not say his accusation. The poor fellow hasn’t the spirit to accuse. It is not an accusation that he formulates or a grievance that he voices. It is just a burden that he carries.

He carries it because of the prestige of education. Round the idea of education, as effort and opportunity, there have clustered centuries of tradition and association. These are stamped in such words and phrases as “the little red schoolhouse,” “the midnight oil,” “the eager student,” “the kindly dominie,” “the absent-minded professor.” With this has grown up the notion — no doubt partly true — that the harder the path of learning the higher the achievement. “There is no royal road to learning” still cheers those who are unaware that the public road itself has become over-grown with a jungle of underbrush.

In other words, people don’t complain. On the contrary, they are often proud of the burden that they carry. Parents have no regrets for the fifteen years of sacrifice that they made to give their children the education they should have had in half the time.

It is a tradition with us that education opens opportunity. To send a boy to college is an ambition that wakes to life beside a cradle. “How is your son doing at school, Mr. McGregor?” I once asked of a Scotsman of the traditional type. “Fine!” he answered. “If he keeps on as he is, we’ll have to put the college to him.”

Even in the clutter and failure of youth’s career among the blocked avenues of our misfit world the college comes into its own as a sort of refuge. “My son,” said another parent, “doesn’t seem to have any particular ability, so we think we’ll have to send him to college. He seems no good for anything else.” The one anxiety of such parents is, “Can he get in?” Beyond that no need to look. It’s like being dipped in the Jordan.

But even if the plain man were to raise his complaint against the lengthening road and the increasing burden, he would be laughed out of court by the academic class. He would be told that our education is all too short. The teachers in the high schools would say that the children come to them hopelessly unprepared and ought to stay a year longer in public school.

Every professor will tell them that the first-year students at college are simply hopeless and ought to have stayed at least a year, or call it two, at high school. The students in the second year ought never to have left the first; the third-year men haven’t the proper grounding for their work; and the fourth-year are so rotten that they have to be given degrees to get rid of them. As for the graduate school, the students in it should never have been admitted; they are not yet fit for advanced work. Their minds are immature. And even when they do get out of the graduate school, by sheer lapse of time, it seems ridiculous to think of them as fit to teach, or do anything. Oh, no; they have to go to Germany for a year — anyway, to somewhere for a year — and come back with whiskers and look like something.

I once put the question of shortening the college curriculum to my old friend Dean Elderberry Foible, dean of the Faculty of Arts. You didn’t know him, but there was a dean at your college just like him. “Preposterous,” he said, “preposterous!” And that settled it.

If we turn from the general view to the particular subjects, the case against any attempt to shorten the curriculum becomes simply overwhelming — so much so that we are crushed and humbled in presenting it. Imagine trying to leave out mathematics — the queen of sciences; or history — the very basis for understanding our modern life; or English literature — our legacy common to England and America, dear as the very hearthstones of our homes — who dares touch that?

Or who will dare disturb Latin, the bedrock of our culture; or foreign languages, the amenity of polite life; or geology, deep as the caverns of thought; biology, life’s interpretation; or the social sciences, the key to the padlock of happiness still closed. Help! Nothing but pretentious ignorance could suggest leaving out anything. As to any shortening, ask again my friend Dean Elderberry Foible and he will tell you that you can’t. “My dear sir, you may wish to, but you simply can’t” — with that academic finality with which professors dismiss the ideas of students.

So it appears even to ourselves on a first survey. Take mathematics. How can you shorten the subject? That stern struggle with the multiplication table, for many people not yet ended in victory, how can you make it less? Square root, as obdurate as a hardwood stump in a pasture — nothing but years of effort can extract it. You can’t hurry the process.

Or pass from arithmetic to algebra: you can’t shoulder your way past quadratic equations or ripple through the binomial theorem. Indeed, the other way; your feet are impeded in the tangled growth, your pace slackens, you sink and fall somewhere near the binomial theorem with the calculus in sight on the horizon. So died, for each of us, still bravely fighting, our mathematical training; except only for a set of people called “mathematicians” — born so, like crooks. Yet would we leave mathematics out? No, we hold our cross.

Latin too: do you want your son to grow up not knowing what a sine qua non is, and who wrote Virgil’s Aeneid? Then he not only needs the whole present curriculum but more! At present the student learns just enough Latin not to be able to read it; he stops short of the saturation point — just gets wet with it and no more.

But why recite the entire list? The same truth holds, for the academic profession, of every one of the subjects of the school and college course. The student is not saturated, when he ought really to be soaked.

A parallel resistance blocks the pathway leading to the professions. The idea of any immediate entry into them, for a young man just out of college is ridiculous. A hundred years ago a man just out of college looked as good as a coin fresh from the mint, a sickle from the whetstone. At twenty-seven he was a Member of Congress, had four or five children, owned three or four thousand dollars’ worth of property in his own right — and owed five thousand dollars. But nowadays! Imagine trusting a serious case of illness to a young fellow of twenty-seven barely out of college, and till yesterday an interne in a hospital. Out of the question!

And, later, when at last his turn comes, it is but a brief acme of success, and then, all of a sudden, it seems people are saying, “He’s too old for the job, losing his grip — in fact, he’s nearly fifty.” He’s an “old doctor” — once a term of esteem and confidence but now equivalent to an “old horse.”

Thus in our ill-fit world youth and age jostle and hurry one another together — too young and then too old. Those who follow gardening know that green peas are first too young to pick and then, overnight as it seems, too old to eat. So with our educated people. Homer long ago said, “As is the race of leaves, so is the race of men.” Make it college graduates and garden peas and it still holds good.

How did all this come about? Our system of education arose out of the mediaeval Latin schools of the church. It still carries, like a fossil snake in a stone, the mark of its original structure. Not that this was the earliest kind of education. But the others were different. Greek education included music and dancing and what we call the arts. It was supposed to fit people to live. Mediaeval education was supposed to fit people to die. Any school-boy of today can still feel the effect of it.

Greek education was free from the problems that have beset our own. It didn’t include the teaching of languages, the Greeks despising all foreigners as barbarians. It avoided everything “practical” like the plague, and would have regarded a professor of Engineering as a child of the devil, misusing truth. Mathematics, crippled by the want of symbols, became a sort of dream — intense, difficult and proudly without purpose. Greek education carried with it no “exams” and “tests” for entry to the professions. A Greek dentist didn’t have to pass in Latin. He used a hammer.

Thus philosophy, “the love of knowledge,” came into its own, in talk as endless as on the porch of a Kentucky country store.

“Scholars” would deny the truth of this summary and talk of Archimedes, the world’s first engineer, and Hippocrates, its earliest physician. But the proof of what I say is that Archimedes found no followers and Hippocrates waited five hundred years for Galen. Scholars always see exceptions where a plain man sees an even surface. But even a billiard ball, if you look close enough, is all covered with bumps.

Our education, then, comes down to us from the schools of the Middle Ages. These were organized by the church and the first aim was piety, not competence; the goal was the reading of the Scriptures and by that the salvation of the soul. On this basis, Alfred the Great planned schools for Saxon England. So, too, in France did Charlemagne, who couldn’t read or write and felt a religious admiration for those who could — the same as an oil magnate of today feels toward a university.

So presently the monastic schools arose, and from their oriel windows came forth among the elm trees the sound of Latin chants intoned by choristers; and in the silent scriptorium the light from a stained window fell on the quiet “copyist” rewriting, letter by letter, in pigment upon parchment, “In the beginning was the Word.” Thus passed monastic life in its quiet transition to Eternity.

These were the earliest schools — secluded, scholarly — born ancient like the “old-fashioned” children of aging parents. For the date, place them anywhere in the four hundred years from Alfred and Charlemagne to the days of Oxford and Paris.

These later schools — Oxford, Paris, and such — came when study no longer taught people how to die and keep out of hell, but how to live, as lawyers — two ambitions with an obvious relationship. Law hatched out under the wings of the church, as a duck hatches under a hen, later to horrify its parent.

Here again the vertebrate structure is still seen in the rock. Lincoln’s Inn and Grey’s Inn were originally, in a sense, works of God, the defunct Doctors Commons till its end a spirituality. Law, in England at least, struggled long before it shook off the hand of ghostly guidance. Even now the connection between law and religion remains in the quantity of oaths by which the business of the law secures its righteousness.

So there came, then, such schools as Oxford and Paris, which seem to have been at first huge random gatherings of students — mediaeval exaggeration puts 30,000 at Oxford in pre-record days. They had, before printing, hardly any books, and no examinations. The curriculum ran to endless discussion — more Kentucky. These “disputations” begot “tests” and awards (degrees) and brought into the world that child of sin, the written examination. A few odd people like Roger Bacon began digging into black knowledge about gunpowder, and so forth, and got put into jail for it. The lamp of learning still fell only on the Kingdom of Light, with lawyers dancing in the shadow.

The curriculum of these schools, the bedrock on which ours still rest, was the famous trinity of study, the Trivium, which meant grammar, rhetoric and logic; to this was supplemented the four further studies called the Quadrivium — music, arithmetic, geometry and astronomy. All were based on the use of Latin; they comprehended the whole circuit of human knowledge, and the supreme purpose of it all was salvation. The monk Alcuin, who was Charlemagne’s “specialist” in education, has described for us how he taught his students:

 

To some I administer the honey of the sacred writings; others I try to inebriate with the wine of the ancient classics. I begin the nourishment of some with the apples of grammatical subtlety. I strive to illuminate many by the arrangement of the stars, as from the painted roof of a lofty palace.

 

The whole extent of human knowledge was still within human comprehension. In our own day we meet men who think they “know it all.” In the Middle Ages there were men who were sure they did. Of course, where knowledge ended superstition began, and that was infinite.

It was this curriculum which in the course of centuries has been expanded beyond recognition like the toad in Aesop that would be an ox. And still it has not burst. It drags along its huge amorphous outline, flabby as a dinosaur, over fifteen years of life.

Here is what happened to expand it. The revival of learning resuscitated Greek, a study forgotten by all but the Arabs. The rising kingdoms that replaced feudalism brought national States and set people to learning one another’s languages. The English, having forgotten French, had to learn it again. Italian became “polite.” Milton suggested that one ought to learn it, “in an odd hour.” Modern languages were still not a part of education, but a sort of annex; so they remained till yesterday in England where all Englishmen were supposed to “know French” from a governess and a copy of Ollendorff’s Grammar and a trip to Boulogne. But, till yesterday, Eton, Rugby and Oxford never heard of it.

Printing, once in real use, expanded both opportunity and obligation. Students henceforth had books. Contacts with the Arabs revealed a system of decimal notation that made arithmetic a reality and algebra a power. Mathematics in the time of the Stuarts, with logarithms and the calculus, ceased to be a dream. Physics converted Alcuin’s wonder of the sky into classroom formulae.

But even though mathematics in the sixteen hundreds, in the days of Newton and Descartes, had become a real and intensive study — far transcending in reach and in difficulty anything within the range of the ordinary college man of today — it was still regarded rather as an annex to learning than as learning itself. The place of priority still lay with classical study, with the literature of Greece and Rome. In this America was a faithful child of England. Our earliest college education was stamped with Roman letters, and its passion for the Bible in the wilderness made it even revert somewhat to the mediaeval type. The rules that were promulgated in 1642 for admission to Harvard College lay down the qualification thus: — 

 

When any scholar is able to understand Tully or such like classical Latin author extempore, and to make and speak true Latin in verse and prose, suo ut aiunt Marte: and to decline perfectly the paradigms of nouns and verbs in the Greek tongue: let him then and not before be capable of admission into the college.

 

For readers whose Latinity has slipped away from them, let it be explained that Tully is not Irish, but means Cicero. Earlier generations properly called Romans by their names, and not, as we have come to do, with many of them, by their nicknames. Tully was called “Cicero” (or bean-head) as one of us might be called “Shorty.” Harvard Latin in 1642 was still undefiled.

On the terms indicated few of us now would get into Harvard. Fewer still would get out, since, for that, every scholar had to be

 

“found able to read the originals of the Old and New Testaments into the Latin tongue and to resolve them logically: withal being of godly life and conversation.”

 

On the outside edge or fringe of the classical studies, of which mathematics and logic formed an adjunct, were such things as natural philosophy, destined to vast and rapid expansion, but of which the classical doctors of divinity remained ignorant.

By the time of Queen Anne, some scholars already admitted that they didn’t know everything — not many, though, or at least they qualified it by saying that what they didn’t know wasn’t worth knowing.

What they referred to by this last phrase was this natural philosophy, the new range of knowledge that the eighteenth century was gathering, item by item, fact by fact. These grew into the sciences of life — botany and zoology, later to get their true name of biology. Reverend classical scholars, full to the throat with declensions, set them aside as a disturbance of the Book of Genesis. But they wouldn’t down.

Beside them grew, equally despised by the classicists, the electric science drawn by Franklin from the clouds, the oxygen distilled by Priestley from water, the geology of Lyell, dug up from what was once called Hades. All the world knows the story. Within another hundred years a vast series of studies known as the natural sciences — at first opposed, derided and left to mechanics and steam-engine drivers — broke at last the barriers of the schools and flooded wide over the curriculum.

But the barriers, in England at least, did not break until the waters had risen high and the pressure had become overwhelming. In the middle nineteenth century, as Professor Huxley complained, the so-called public schools had still a curriculum of the Middle Ages.

 

Until a few years back [he wrote in 1893], a boy might have passed through any one of the great public schools with the greatest distinction and credit and might never so much as heard of modern geography, modern history and modern literature,, of the English language as a language, or of the whole circle of the sciences, physical, moral and social; might never have heard that the earth goes round the sun; that England underwent a great revolution in 1688 and France another in 1789; that there once lived certain notable men called Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Voltaire, Goethe, Schiller.

 

With this protest of common sense went a certain protest of spite — as against aristocratic culture by those unable to share it. Witness Herbert Spencer’s diatribe against “The Education of a Gentleman.”

 

Men dress their children’s minds as they do their bodies in the prevailing fashion. As the Orinoco Indian puts on his paint before he leaves his hut ... so a boy’s drilling in Latin and Greek is insisted on, not because of their intrinsic value, but that he may not be disgraced by being found ignorant of them — that he may have the education of a gentleman.

 

But when at last the barriers broke, the new science came in a flood, till every high school student, in America more even than in England, turned alchemist, and every class-room sputtered with electricity. And with this, in the colleges first and spreading downwards to the schools, came a still newer set of studies — the social studies, economics and politics, the mingled brood of happiness and despair, of progress and poverty that Mill and Spencer and such people let loose upon the world. So deeply have they spread that little children learn “civics” first and find out what it means after; and so widely that the Japanese have studied it from Europe and teach it to the Chinese.

And as if civics and social welfare were not enough for the already overburdened curriculum, a chariot creaking up the rough slope of Parnassus, “Business,” in the form of schools of commerce, must needs leap on top of the load. It handed so heavy a tip to the driver that it could not be put off, and more than that it began to demand that the oldest and most respectable of the passengers be thrown out to make room for it.

 

So there we stand, or rather move slowly onward, the ascent of Parnassus turned into a ten years’ journey during which the passengers must amuse themselves as best they may with the cards and dice of college activities.

 

Meantime it is only to be expected that the conditions of the journey react upon the minds of the passengers. In other words it is only natural that this vast burden of an increasing curriculum sets up a reaction in the minds of the pupil and the student. From their earliest years they become accustomed to reckon up the things that they have done and finished with. “We’ve finished Scripture,” says a little girl in a child’s school; “we had it last year.” For her the mould of religious thought is all set. Don’t ask her the names of the twelve Apostles. She’s had them — last year. She is not responsible for the Apostles any more. So does the high school student count up his years still needed for matriculation as eagerly as a mariner measures his distance to the shore. The college student opens his career by classing himself not according to the year in which he enters but according to the year in which he hopes to get out. The class matriculating in 1940 call out in their infant breath, “Rah! Rah! Forty-four.”

How strange it is, our little procession of life! The child says, “When I am a big boy.” But what is that? The big boy says, “When I grow up.” And then, grown up, he says, “When I get married.” But to be married, what is that after all? The thought changes to “When I’m able to retire.” And then, when retirement comes, he looks back over the landscape traversed; a cold wind seems to sweep over it; somehow he has missed it all, and it is gone. Life, we learn too late, is in the living, in the tissue of every day and hour. So it should be with education.

But so it is not; a false view discolours it all. For the vastly great part of it the student’s one aim is to get done with it. There comes a glad time in his life when he has “finished” mathematics, a happy day when he has done philosophy, an exhilarating hour when he realizes that he is finished with “compulsory English.” Then at last his four years are out, his sentence expired, and he steps out of college a free man, without a stain on his character — and not much on his mind.... Later on, he looks back wistfully and realizes how different it might have been.

 

It is the purpose of this book in the chapters that follow to discuss this discrepancy between education and life. The field of education here discussed is that of “general education” and the liberal arts which occupy about twenty years of the life of the great majority of college students. The work of technical and professional schools — engineering, medicine and law — lies apart. Here the adaptation of the means to the end is sufficiently direct to lessen the danger of wandering into the wilderness as liberal arts has done.

This wandering into the wilderness has made the journey of education too long, too cumbersome and too expensive. Worse still, at the end of its wandering it comes to a full stop. The road comes to an end just when it ought to be getting somewhere. The passengers alight, shaken and weary, to begin, all over again, something else.


CHAPTER II. THE MACHINE AT WORK
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STRATEGIC PROGRESS: NO advance without security — Spelling costs two years — Classes and credits; the moving convoy — The end of the pavement, of examinations — History finds a magic mirror — Need of a thorough smattering of science — And of a snug corner of ignorance

 

I am a familiar guest in a household where there is a little girl, now rapidly lengthening into a big girl, who is attending what is called a ladies’ school. In return for help with Latin sentences and such things, I get much casual information about what educationalists call class method. I said to this young scholar the other day, “I thought, June, you were in the fifth declension?”

“We were before Xmas,” June answered, “but she’s gone back to the second. We’re reviewing.”

She is, of course, the teacher, and where she leads, June and her associates follow. I gather that their education in Latin takes the form of a series of forward rushes, from which they fall back and entrench themselves again on safe ground. A year ago at Easter they reached the passive voice, only to be beaten clear back out of it again. They are now reconsidering amo and closing up the ranks for a new attack. But as the term ends there will be a regular review in which they will fall steadily back toward the beginning of the book. Last year she gave them some prepositions, but there has since been a retreat that has entrenched them behind the safe lines of bonus.

The same method, I gather from June, is pursued in algebra. Last year they got as far as equations, but the ground proved shaky under their feet and he (mathematics is masculine) took them back for a review of factors and division. They needed, he said, more drill. They are drilling now and getting ready for the big algebraical mid-term review that will shove them clear backward out of the book — to re-form in the shelter of arithmetic.

At the beginning of each new term, of course, there is full review of last year’s work — at the very time, perhaps, when the class below are in a bold forward skirmish into next year’s work. Thus do June and her companions drift back and forward, like a star cluster moving among the constellations. In the course of time they will fortuitously drift out of the ladies’ school into college — a sudden effort and over the top. Meantime they seem to move around in a circle, like fish in a trap, among quadratic equations and moods and tenses, going past the same opening of salvation again and again and not seeing it.

It is their expectation that, when they get into the enchanted waters called college, they will swim right on. But not so. Ask any first-year student in Arts in the month of October what he is doing, and he will say that they are not doing anything much yet. The professor is “revising.” After Xmas he will be “reviewing” and by April they will pretty well be back to matriculation. There will be no advance without security. The second year will then review the work of the first, and so on. In a graduate school the students revise their undergraduate work, and admission to a Ph.D. degree, as I recall it, involves a general review of everything since the cradle.

 

Here then is the educational machine at work, grinding its way up the long slope of Parnassus, from its first loading up its freight of little children, all fluttering with kindergarten ribbons, till it finally stops among the debris and slag piles marked END OF TRACK, where it lets out its sad-eyed Ph.D.’s, looking for a job, five years too late, and engaged to be married five years later.

 

The first jolt in this upward ascent is when the children start to learn to spell and strike our crazy alphabet. Look what happens.

The eager child begins “N — O, no.” “S — O, so.” “All right so far,” thinks the child — like the man who fell out of the high window. Indeed, it’s more than all right. The thing is a pleasure. “N — O, no.” “S — O, so,” with a good hiss on the letter S. “It’s a delight,” says the child. “Show me more of it.” In fact the logic of it has all the appeal that goes with what is called “the inevitable” in art.

Then something happens. “D — O, do,” says the teacher, and a lifetime of trouble begins. Forty years later, the child, grown up but still unable to spell, will be calling to his wife from his writing-desk: “Mary, how do you spell ‘dough’? I mean what you make bread with.”

But there, I refuse to discuss phonetic spelling. It’s too wearisome. People get tired at the mention of it. They themselves have learned to spell, or pretty nearly, and look on spelling as part of the troubles of childhood, like measles and Sunday school and having to obey father. They don’t suspect that there is coiled up in it the loss of perhaps two years of human life.

If spelling were rational, universal and authoritative, an intelligent child would, in a month, be able to read any word that it could say. After that it would spell by reading. Best of all, it would enter at once into the magic garden that reading opens up. When one realizes the endless hours, the tears, the bad marks, the soiled, paper blotted by little inky fingers, one might think it worth while to make the effort. But the effort would have to be great; a vast inertia would have to be overcome in order to effect an international agreement for uniform, simultaneous action. Nothing else would do. The Turks can do that (they did it), because they are only Turks. But we, Americans and English, can’t; and, if we could, the Irish wouldn’t. They’d demand free spelling and die for it.

 

We grown-up people are so habituated to our crazy alphabet that we do not realize the full enormity of its imperfection. When we learn that a Chinaman must retain a recollection of five thousand distinct picture-form-combinations before he can do advanced reading, we are divided between amazement and pity. In reality we are doing much the same thing. We have, for instance, to learn the thirteen different ways of indicating, by our spelling, the sound of long o — the simplest, the earliest, and the last of all our utterances. We must choose as among the following competitive methods represented by the rival words: note, boat, toe, yeoman, soul, row, sew, hautboy, beau, owe, floor, oh, O, — Very fittingly the list ends in oh, O! Since each of the thirteen words could have been spelt in any of twelve other ways, the list alone involves 169 choices. When we add to it all the other words that have a long o sound, the choices will run into thousands, and the educated persons must remember by sight every one of them. Conversely we have to remember by sight the varying pronunciations attached to the combination ough, a thing which a Chinaman, with only a few thousand pictures to recognize, thinks atrocious.

These are not isolated vagaries, things of exception. The confusion and effort involved run all through our written language. What we are doing is in reality memorizing a vast multitude of picture forms. The Chinaman sooner or later learns to read. So do we. We can appreciate his ghastly loss of time. When we learn to spell we are too young to understand about our own till the thing is done.

The trouble is all with the instrument — our wretched alphabet made worse by our use of it, a deterioration spread over centuries that multiplied its original faults by thousands. The European peoples got lost in the maze of their own phonetics — so many rival forms, so many duplicate ways, so many alternate choices that spelling came to depend, as Mr. Weller said, on the taste and fancy of the speller.

When the explorers of America tried to write down in European spelling the Indian name now admitted to be Chicago, they wrote it in no less than twenty-one different fashions. Among these first prize may be awarded to Stktschagto, with honorable mention for Tschakko. A Chinaman starting with the Indian meaning of the word and not the sound would have made a little picture of a skunk, and scored one. Yet the alphabet, in its prime, was one of the great triumphs of the human race. It took its place beside the wheelbarrow, the dug-out canoe, and the iron pot, the stone ax and the great achievements that foreshadowed rotary motion, navigation, rum and conquest, and carried civilization round the world.

The other inventions went on. The wheelbarrow is an aeroplane and the dug-out a Queen Mary. The alphabet lagged behind. Its youth was its brightest period; the signs and the sounds probably fitted far better for the Phoenicians than for us. Our alphabet got into trouble. As it moved west and north it ran into new sounds and had no signs for them. The northern barbarians had a sound that we mark th which they got perhaps from the whistle of the wind at sea. Perhaps also they didn’t. They had no sign for it, so they marked it with a t and an h, neither of which had anything to do with it, which perplexes still today the nascent minds of ten million children. The Greeks had a sign something like th, which probably sounded as something else, and that made further confusion.

Other letters crowded in, not needed. Q, with u always in attendance, stole the whole business that it gets from the letter k. The letter c, a mere cuckoo in the nest, took right and left from both k and s. In retaliation x crashed in as a sort of abbreviation that turned into a letter and fairly put k out of business, except that x couldn’t start anything. W arose as a letter of despair: few people have a good enough sound-sense to hear what it really is. P and h joined in an illicit combination to steal from f — so that nowadays such words as filosofy look funny, nearly as funny as funny itself would if we spelt it phunny.

In other words our alphabet is a wreck. We could reform it easily enough if we were all of like mind and wanted to — easily enough, that is to say, with a few years’ effort traded for a millennium of ease. But it would have to be done internationally, by authority, with finality and at a stroke. As it is, the way is blocked partly by the cranks in the foreground, but more by inertia in the background. Here for instance is the crank who explains that the gradations of vowel sounds are infinite and that no phonetic representation of them is possible except with an alphabet or system of infinite complexity. Of course the gradations are infinite. But so are the colours that run across the spectrum; yet we talk of a blue hat and a green light without any trouble. Anyone with an ear and tongue for linguistic phonetics can shade the broad sound of the letter a all the way from the parent called “father” at Oxford to the one called “fether” in Inverness. But a phonetic alphabet hits at a middle average which the individual varies at will in reading.

More pretentious is the scholarly crank who complains that phonetic spelling would hide the etymology of our language and draw a veil over its history. He likes the b in the word debt to carry him back to the dear old Latin debitum. He would rather sing a psalm in good company, than a sam with the ignorant. A fotograf, so spelt, would rob him of the Greek Photos, light, and grapho, I write, and make a mystery of clarity itself. But these objections rest on little more than the pang of novelty. We should all get as used to it in no time as we do to false teeth. In any case if one wants to play at scholarship and make a row over it, our spelling very often misleads, and hides the real origin of the word. Who put the false u in honour and the mistaken s in island? If the g in reign cheers us up by reminding us of rego, the g in sovereign, a false analogy, lets us down again. But all of this can be left for the scholars of the future to use in making theses.

A far more dangerous opponent is the advocate of “gradual spelling reform,” who spoils a cause by accepting half of it, as if one should advocate being half drunk as a remedy for intemperance. He would have a thousand enthusiasts bind themselves together with a pledge to spell cat with a k. He lacks the visual imagination to see what a hopeless confusion gradual reform would introduce. It would be mending a coat of many colours with pieces from a patchwork quilt.

The only possible mode of introducing a new spelling of our common English and American language is by international agreement, authoritative and final, and done, after the ground is duly prepared and the method accepted, at a single stroke. Given ink enough and authority enough, we could do it in a year.

It would mean, it might be said, scrapping our present books. But we do that anyway. Few people, outside of college, read books more than five years old. All that are worth reading — the Macaulays and the Emersons, the Dickenses and the Mark Twains — would be re-spelt and re-printed. As for journalism, even as it is, last week’s paper looks like ancient history. The newspapers could change their type as easily as they do their politics; and the machinery, as with politics, wouldn’t need to change at all.

But it’s no use. The dead weight of inertia puts it out of court. The change will only come as a side effect of some great issue which we cannot foresee. It took a whole world war to introduce “daylight-saving time,” a thing advocated for two generations and as obvious as daylight itself.

 

Our crazy spelling is at least free from one of the greater obstructions on the road to Parnassus. Each child learns to spell for himself. He is not held back to join a convoy of others for a joint attack on the letter q. And as soon as he can spell and read, the magic world of books, the enchantment of stories, the fascination of the past, are all open to him. This, in the world in which we live — a world of Sunday feature papers and cheap reprints and public libraries — has become the heritage of all. We are not like the pioneers who treasured in their log cabins a few tattered volumes, and whose children never saw a children’s book.

And at this point education for oneself branches off from the beaten path of compulsory school. Arrived at this point a person of sufficient energy and individuality has power to educate himself. Even a university, as Carlyle or somebody said, is only a set of books. With sufficient interest and sufficient insight, a reasonable modicum of time free from work, and such advice as one can gather by the way, the path is open. But for the generality of people the path, though open, is too steep. Such overtime training of the mind, such individual effort and foresight are not for all. Yet, even for the laziest and the least gifted, at this point some measure of individual interest and urge must supplement the school and college curriculum. If not, the rest is vain.

But whether or not the average youthful scholar reads and studies for himself, he still belongs in the great convoy that moves forward year by year and class by class, in a measured phalanx of credits and units, its ranks checked into alignment by the current drill of examinations. It is difficult to see how it can be otherwise — for the education of the mass of the nation. We cannot afford a tutor for every child, and in any case you cannot feed with a spoon forever. But a realization of the tedium and delay of class education and of the false perspective given by examinations and credits will at least serve as a beginning for better things.

Class and credit work makes for overslowness by the very attempt to be “thorough,” to cover every bit of ground before moving on to the next. This attitude toward education, though the students don’t know it, comes to them as a legacy from the Jesuits in the opening period of modern education. Their maxim and practice of absolute thoroughness, the building in of every brick so that the wall shall never fall, was and is excellent within its scope; that is, when all else is disregarded — time and preference and individuality. It has in it all the grim infallibility of a machine.

In this it contrasts with the spontaneity of natural self-education, which stumbles eagerly forward, spells badly, but drives on to the hard words with the easy ones only half learned; pushes its elementary arithmetic on toward fractions with a shaky multiplication table bending under its feet like a trestle bridge over a canyon; picks up its history as a hen pecks for grain, its literature for the love of it, its art for art’s sake.

It is the difference between a spirit and a mechanism, a substance and a shadow. And in the long run there is no education worth while, none with any meaning, except what we give ourselves or at least make our own. All that the best college can do is to offer opportunity and inspiration. I remember a bygone colleague of mine, a teacher of literature, who used to say to his class every year (professors always say everything once a year): “Gentlemen, I spread the banquet. You can take it or leave it as you like.” The banquet was his notes on Comparative Literature and looked a pretty lean diet, but at least the idea was sound.

All that is best in what we call the liberal arts — all the flowers of poetry and drama, literature and history, imagination and inspiration — becomes distorted and disturbed by the system of examinations and credits which deflect it from its proper semblance, like the comic face seen in a convex mirror. Literature looks in the mirror and reflects back as a “credit” — a comic credit with a wide grinning mouth, hair stuck out sideways and a brain-pan down to an inch and a half. But this Credit is the real master for the student, controlling degrees, the entry to professions, jobs — all that he came to college for. No wonder the figure is grim — the joke on literature is so rich. The fellow is like those malicious evil spirits that carry on our humour in the next world, as malevolent buffoonery. He says to the student, “Divide the beauty of poetry into six elements and say them over to me, and I’ll give you a degree as a horse-doctor.” Or he says, “Name the six excellences of Shakespeare that your professor told you out of his notes last October!” — and he roars with laughter. “If you can’t,” he says, “I won’t let you out of college; you’ll just stay shut up there till you do. No law for you!”

The key to salvation is found by admitting once and for all that a large part of knowledge cannot be tested by written examinations, except to its own harm. Things that are matters of appreciation, of feeling, of taste, can be discussed, encouraged — fostered like a plant in the sunlight of good teaching and interesting reading. But turn them into examinations and you defeat your own end.

I would make the school and college program consist of a maximum of stimulation and a minimum of examinations. Reading aloud, discussion, encouragement — something to kindle a flame, to light a lamp, to give the opportunity and the desire to read more. That is all that school can accomplish. To do this no great time is needed — not fifty per cent of what we give now — but more reality of purpose; in other words, not more quantity in the current of words, but a higher voltage in mental interest.

If I say that I would “shorten English literature” it is not because I would disparage a subject that has been for many years my life and livelihood. What I mean is that our teaching it is largely an attempt to teach the unteachable, to substitute text knowledge for literary appreciation, and the question-and-answer of a written examination for that “reading-for-reading’s-sake” which is the only literary training worth talking about.

It is difficult to make one’s meaning clear without slight or disparagement toward the thousands of earnest teachers giving excellent lessons and lectures on English literature. But their efforts are distorted out of their proper meaning by being set in a frame of “exams,” “promotions,” “matriculations,” “degrees” and entrances to the “professions.” That is enough to poison the love of literature at the root.

The teaching of literature should mean, at the beginning, reading of worth-while books to little children who can’t read. Without false sentiment, it may be said that most people carry as their chief literary asset the remembrance of “What mother read aloud to them when they were kids.” But then “mother” never held exams, or asked the children to name the six chief beauties of Robinson Crusoe, or to give parallel passages to Old Mother Hubbard and the Snow Queen. The reading was for reading’s sake, and it led the child into the magic garden to which presently, able to read, he could resort of himself; out of the garden the school-teacher afterwards chased him with a written exam.

This is the fact of the matter. There is a certain utility and a certain scope for written examinations. But there is ground upon which the written examination cannot touch without withering all that grows on it. At the beginning of learning, for the sake of its later love and enjoyment, there are certain things that must be committed to memory. These things are not so much education as the frame in which education is set. Children must learn the multiplication table. Medical students must learn the names of the three hundred odd bones of the human body. Not that the names in themselves are anything. But they are necessary for familiar reference. One recalls the enthusiastic young lady who said that the astronomers must be wonderfully clever to have found out the names of the stars. A medical man must be at least as wonderful as that; and any kind of examination, any “yes”-and-”no” test is in order so as to see if he really is. So, in history, examination is in order on lists of the dates of kings and of battles. These are not history but are the necessary pegs on which to hang it. The historical knowledge of many people is badly damaged by not remembering whether the French Revolution or the American Revolution came first, and just where Peter the Great came in and whether he was Peter the Hermit.

It is the fashion today to discredit kings even as pegs. We are told to think of history as the movement of peoples; but it’s hard to peg history on that: “movement No. 1,” “movement No. 2,” “fine movement about 1066,” and so on. The older method of treating the death of Queen Anne as a landmark is far better. But of course when all that is done and learned, real history is yet to begin.

So with literature. It is proper no doubt for pupils and even college students to answer questions — straight “yes”-and-”no” as to who lived when and who wrote what. But the moment you go further and give examination questions of the six chief beauties of Wordsworth, and the six chief sillinesses of Milton, education has run to a dead end. Much of liberal arts in the best sense is not ground for written examination. We must alter the curriculum so that a lot of it is only for students who want it. The practical difficulty is obvious; since mere attendance, and perhaps not even that, would be needed for a credit. But at least students could be encouraged to write, not on examinations, but on what they thought about what they read; and their work could be estimated from that.

But the main contention is that education in literature must, after its first initiation, be self-prompted, that is must depend on individual appreciation, or it is no good. If it stops with college it should never have begun. It should grow into the student’s life till it becomes part of it and remains with him till old age, the period in which people no longer read, but re-read what they have loved before.

Contrast with the dilemma thus offered, as between spontaneous interest and mechanical drill, the fortunate position of history. Here is a subject which by happy circumstance is coming into its own. The moving picture has proved a fairy godmother, giving to each of us a magic mirror to replace the dusty pages.... Look! Here comes Charlemagne; notice how he is dressed, see the queer twisted suit of iron made of little chains! ... and the way the men wear their hair on their shoulders and their long pointed spears! And here’s Henry VIII; of course you recognize him; he was here last year as Charles Laughton. Funny breeches they used to wear, eh? ... And so we sit under the enchantment of half darkness, and before us a magic scroll unfolds and the dead voices speak, and all the pageant of the past rolls down before us. Here, indeed, is America discovered! See the Spanish caravels tossing on the waves and the huge banners all purple, crimson and gold ... and so on downward. We are comrades in arms with Washington ... we refight the battle of New Orleans ... and, far out on the plains among the painted Shawnees and Cheyennes, we drive the last golden spike of the railways that unite a continent.

No such page in education was ever turned. It shows what all education might be, if desire and opportunity ran thus together. It has its dangers. One might have thought that the picture people would be too careless of fact, too much like the Shakespearean “producer” who would put up a board and mark it Athens. There was indeed such a tendency at first. In a first picture of the battle of New Orleans of 1815, so I have been told, an electric street car moved sedately through a British regiment. And I have it on the authority of Mr. Irvin Cobb that an early New England village scene of the Revolutionary War had a huge street sign in it: Joe’s Garage, Gasoline at All Hours.

But the tendency turned the other way. It seemed that the public revelled in the new accuracy of history. They liked to see Charlemagne’s hair and Napoleon’s coat just as they were and watch Talleyrand take snuff out of the very kind of box that Talleyrand used to take snuff out of. And the moving picture people, good fellows, asked nothing better than to give the people what the people wanted and gave it to them.

Historians whose turn for accuracy exceeds their limit of tolerance have it the other way and tell us that the moving pictures are distorting history. One of Harvard’s best tells us, for example, that “the clownish posturing of film heroes has obscured the authentic American cowboy.” It may be so — a little. But the historian must realize that there must be a little distortion in all art; the colours must be a little heightened to make the object visible. Dante had to make hell a little more spiral than it really is; all heroines must be too beautiful and all heroes a little overbrave.

The moving picture, so far, has not sinned beyond the legitimate exaggeration of romantic art. What it will do next, we don’t know, except that it will give the people what the people want. If they tire of accuracy and want Charlemagne to be a little more comic and wear a tuxedo; or if, as is likely, they presently want the epochs mixed up, so as to have Abraham Lincoln and Julius Caesar in the same film, they’ll get that also.

Meantime history has fallen heir to a wonderful legacy, to treasure or to squander. All the world is back at school, as it ought to be, for school in the proper sense should last a lifetime. People who had “finished” history at high school are taking it up again in the dark, at fifty cents per epoch.

 

Natural science is almost as happily situated as history. There is no doubt about its place in the curriculum and no difficulty in awarding it. Every educated person needs a “thorough smattering” of science, a little piece off the top, so to speak; and no one but a specialist can hope for more. The time for that is gone. The last man who knew everything died about the time of Professor Huxley. As was said in an earlier chapter, the learned men of the Middle Ages “knew it all.” The scholars of the Renaissance knew it all and asked for more. The professors of the nineteenth century knew it all and could just hold it. In the twentieth, it ran over at the top.

At the present day the educated man must be content with that “outline” of science which gives us the cream without our aspiring to milk the cow. The prevalence of popular “outlines,” “digests” and “abstracts” is evidence of a world seeking nature’s remedy for the overcrowding of the human mind.

But science is peculiar in that the top is the best of it, like the rose which crowns the thorns or the South Sea island that rises in beauty from the laborious coral below. I know no better hours than those that take flight into the majestic distances of astronomy, the mysteries of four-dimensional space-time and the vast atom filled with agitated nothingness. “A tale, told by a scientist, full of sound and fury and signifying nothing.” Here science fades away to mysticism, and knowledge reverts to its second childhood and dies as ignorant as at its birth.

In natural science — I like the old-fashioned term, no doubt quite indefensible — I include, first, physics. This in its plain sense of motion and force, mass and momentum, can be taught without mysticism and without reference to the later difficulties as to where is here, and when is now, and what is action at a distance. This newer perplexity is not needed for the study of phenomena. I understand that the old-time physics of absolute space and time breaks if you stretch it far enough. Light, it seems, gets whisked round the edge of a planet like a hat blown round a windy corner. Isaac Newton didn’t know this, but students can still dream it off for a century or two and still take their physics straight. It is better for a pupil to learn physics without afterthought as to absolute space and time, just as it is better for a child always to think of its parents as happily married, and not learn the truth till later.

This program of physics can be tucked in under mathematics and used as material to make the kind of legitimate problems to which I referred above. It can serve, so to speak, as the handy man of mathematics.

Where physics branches off into the wave-world — electricity, light, radio, and cosmic emanations — a special teaching is necessary. But in this the ordinary student can never go far. The investigation is too vast. Yet a year of school and a year of college should keep him from the ignorance that was, and should make of him and his fellows a sort of seed-bed, a plot of selection, from which are chosen the real scholars and physical scientists to whom we entrust our guidance in the knowledge needed for our life and for the death of our enemies.

The ancient science of the rock is simple in its outline, but it makes no demand on the curriculum that is not amply justified and it carries with it as yet no fool appendages that need curtailing. The science of life — the whole “biology” — fills a larger field. But it can be cut loose from the additions that make it appear larger than it is, from the “bogus” attempts to make science where none is — as with the unsurveyed empire staked out by sociology, and the bottomless mine put on the market by psychology. Apart from these things, the outline of biological science, vital as it is, puts no undue strain on education.

In the matter of physiology, the knowledge of the human body (for people who are never to be students of medicine), I think I would go slow. I would be inclined to leave it out altogether. This is a heretical opinion, no doubt, and very different from the dogma, current since Huxley, that the wise child must know its own body. I doubt whether it is good for society that the ordinary plain man should know much of the details of how his body works. The man who has learned to think of his heart as a pump, with an intake in it as valves that get out of order, is on the way toward having a weak one. Better let him think of it as the seat of love and generosity, and it will beat away happily till it stops. Let him think of his stomach as where he puts his dinner, not as a fierce chemical furnace where acids are tearing up tissues and sending up exhaust gases like the back end of a tannery. Let him think of his bowels as the bowels of compassion, as gentle as the New Testament, and his blood as part of his lineage, not as the battleground of a myriad of good and evil corpuscles, some on his side and some dead set against him. Any man who has realized that he has in him about twenty-five feet of colon and semi-colon — a sort of string of sausages — can never think the same of himself again.

These little scraps of knowledge, you see, are of no practical use, and the mental effect of them is to turn the man, in his own eyes, from the vague image of God that he was to the dirty contraption full of mess that one year’s physiology makes of him. There he sits on his bench in the doctor’s consulting room, full of rumblings and inward visions. Cure him? You can’t. That’s just the trouble. Ask any of your medical friends. The man is all in the wrong frame of mind to be cured. To cure him you have to revert to that image of God which, to higher vision, turns out to be true after all, and which heals an ailment with a thought. This man can’t. He knows too much, or too little. His first-year physiology sends him to his death when a peasant or a sailor or a child, being still an image of God, would go on living.

It is easy for a student, as for anybody else, to learn the few simple laws of health — to come in out of the wet, not to eat more than he can pay for, to wear a hat in the sun and to sleep with his window open and his mouth shut. Public health, also — if you like, teach that in college, even to ordinary students. That sewers stink, phew! that mosquitos carry yellow fever; that people died of the Great Plague because of dirt, and that everybody needs fresh air every minute, indoors and out — all of this you can study and feel all the brighter and more wholesome for knowing it. But this, or as much of this as educated people need, a student, apart from a medical student, can learn in a few afternoon lectures as a listener-in, and stay convinced and be a clean, well-ventilated citizen ever afterward.

For physiology at large — as for certain other things that masquerade as sex-education and which I leave out of this book as not fit to go into it — I put in a plea for a snug corner of ignorance. But the topic is too large to treat here, and I leave it for a later opportunity.


CHAPTER III. WHAT GOOD IS LATIN?
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THE VITAMINS OF education — Latin the mainstay of the technical study of language — Latin as ballast — Greek only for philologists and Apostles — Latin composition for business correspondence — Mediaeval versus stream-lined Latin — You can’t read Latin? Neither could the Romans

 

Our medical people of today talk much of vitamins. Just what they are I do not know, but they are subdivided and named, with the rich imaginative fancy of the scientist, Vitamin A, Vitamin B, and so on as discovered. These I understand enter into our diet and have a peculiar importance in it. If we are misguided enough to stop eating any one of these vitamins, it is all over with us. When I first learned this, I was inclined, if only for precaution’s sake, to give up bacon and eggs and roast beef and adopt an exclusive diet of vitamins as everywhere freely advertised at a price equal merely to what we have got. But I have since been told by an eminent medical authority that it would be very hard for an ordinary human being, fed in the ordinary way, to avoid eating all the vitamins that there are; in fact, he can’t help eating them. The good they do is so universal and so unobtrusive that for thousands of years it was never analyzed and specified.

Now, I regard Latin as one of the vitamins of education. If mathematics is Vitamin A, and reading and writing is Vitamin B, Latin can certainly get in somewhere not far down the alphabet. The study of Latin has in two thousand years so worked itself into the living tissue of our education that we only realize on reflection the peculiar part it plays. It gives us our first real consciousness of what language is. We discover that language is not, as it must seem to savages, “inevitable.” After its first twilight beginnings in onomatopoeia and muscular grunts, it becomes a mere convention between sound and significance. Readers of Mark Twain will recall how Huck Finn and Nigger Jim fell into a linguistic discussion as to whether or not it was believable that a Frenchman didn’t call a cow a “cow.” Jim easily proved to Huck that, if he knew it was a cow he’d have to call it so. The humour of the passage rests on the missing postulate as to what language is. Unconsciously students of elementary Latin acquire this new detachment from words. With it they begin to change from the servants to the masters of language. They can reset, remake it, and turn it to new use.

And here in the technical study of language, with a view to improving our mastery of our own, I find Latin of incomparable utility. It is sufficiently near and yet sufficiently far from our own idiom to turn translation into an art, involving a nice sense of language meaning and a nice ingenuity in handling language forms. To translate back and forward two kindred modern languages is of little linguistic value. It only occasionally involves translation in the higher sense. It is simply mere substitution. On the other hand, as between our languages and an agglutinative Asiatic speech, like Japanese, the distance is too great for the form of exercise of which I speak. I remember years and years ago in teaching elementary French in school asking a pupil how you say in French, “Give me some bread.” He answered, “You can’t say it; you have to say something else.” So it is with Japanese; you must get the idea, start over again, and “say something else.”

But with Latin the translator finds a phrase — let us take a simple one such as “Quae cum ita sint,” of which the meaning is clear and the single words ridiculous — for our use. He beats about the bush until he finds at quite a distance in a different thicket such a phrase as “This being the case.” Anyone not capable of a glow of intellectual pleasure at such an achievement is not fit to study language.

Words, of course, are nothing as beside things. The philologist and the grammarian seem to their active brethren to be groping among the dead. Yet even for them there must be moments of exultation, of despair, of triumph — as of Browning’s dying grammarian who settled “the enclitic De, dead from the waist down.” And I think, too, of the wonderful work of King James’ translators, balanced between literalism and innovation, and often conveying truth at its best when furthest from it in substance. Consider the verse, as it was written in the Greek, “O Death, where is thy sting, O Hades, where is thy victory?” Literal translation becomes either irreverent or comic. But how wonderful when they wrote, “O Death, where is thy sting, O Grave, thy victory?”

 

So much for the value of Latin as a mainstay for the technical study of language. But, to my thinking, a further reason for retaining it as the base of our education is because it can serve, so to speak, as ballast. It is the ballast in the hold of a ship, down in the dark and unseen, which governs every graceful dip and dive of the flag at the masthead and guarantees against disaster. Or we may take another metaphor from one of those odd little mantelpiece figures of mandarins or patriarchs whose nodding head rocks back and forward but never falls because of a controlling ball of lead suspended in his belly. For those of us trained in a classical education Latin is the ball of lead in our bellies which keeps our eyes properly focused on the horizon.

What I mean is this. We are in danger now, in our rushing mechanical world, of rearing a generation with no backward outlook, living in two dimensions only, without thought of the past. For such people history only goes back as far as the last presidential election, with dim figures such as Grover Cleveland and Queen Victoria as a sort of mythology. Yet for all wise thinking, for all careful social control, it is necessary to see things as they have grown, to look on our institutions in the light of their past. Such dim vision as we can have of the future depends absolutely on this. Cut off the human race from the knowledge and comprehension of its history, and its government will just turn into a monkey cage. We need the guidance of history. All our yesterdays it is true have only lighted fools the way to dusty death. But we need at least the dates of the yesterdays and the list of the fools.

Now a great deal of our necessary education of today consists of matter that has nothing to do with the past. Mathematics is eternal. Astronomy runs eternity a close second. Physics — dynamics, electricity and all that — is as instantaneous as a flash of lightning. These things are taught as existing simply “here” and “now”; and even “here” and “now,” since Einstein, must hurry up to get over. Other subjects there are which are certainly historical and old but fail to serve the purpose of a balanced outlook. Geology is old, but it is too old. Not even an English conservative can take a geological view of politics. Even the most cautious must move a little faster than palaeontology.

But ballast there must be. If the “instantaneous” subjects are left alone, the world of an intelligent school-boy becomes all present and no past, a huge shop window with no depth to it. One recalls the story of the man who knew himself to be addicted to boasting and exaggeration and used therefore to check himself suddenly and correct his statement. “My greenhouse,” he said, “is twenty feet high and a hundred feet long”; then he paused and added, “but it’s only a foot wide.” Such in aspect would be the kind of razzle-dazzle world of scarcely more than two dimensions that our practical and scientific education must tend to make. The other dimension that must be added to it, the ballast that must give it stability, is found in the historical subjects and in Latin, as a sort of open door leading into the great world of the past. Even the dullest draws his lesson from the millennium of its history.

It could be desired that every subject could be taught historically. The student might learn his mathematics from the counting of fingers and toes, that gave us our repeating ten, and our “score”; the “abacus” and the “counter” of the mediaeval shop; the Hindu-Arabian decimal system; Napier’s bones and Descartes’ co-ordinates and Newton’s calculus. Still better, if physics could be learned step by step and stage by stage as it was disclosed by the great minds that revealed it; and so with all the rest. Thus would the individual mind repeat the intellectual evolution of the race, as the individual body does from embryo to adult. But time forbids. Ars longa.

Yet within a possible degree the same effect on outlook may be produced by ballasting our education with the past world and with Latin as its representative tongue. For Greek I hold no brief. It is only for philologists and Apostles. It can no longer be a part of the education of every college man. Professors tell us that Greek literature is vastly superior to Latin. It may well be, without hurting itself, since Latin literature, apart from its setting in history, amounts to very little. It is claimed that Greek philosophy and the Greek drama are superior to modern. There is no way to disprove this. People who have never learned Greek are outside of the discussion. Those of us who learned Greek and dissent from it are ruled out of the argument. The dead judgment of authority rules. Personally I only know one department of literature in which I feel the full right to an opinion; that of the literature of humour. To my mind the wit of Aristophanes is about as funny as the jokes of a village cut-up. To name him in the class with people like Charles Dickens and Mark Twain and A. P. Herbert and Bob Benchley and myself is just nonsense. This statement is absolute and without appeal.

But for the rest of Greek literature, let it pass. The world has no time for it, excepting only those, the fortunate few, who go to college and stay there for ever, whose happy lot I eulogize in the concluding chapter. For them, the real scholars, trustees of the world’s heritage of learning, let there be Greek. For them the six cases, and the three numbers — you, and you two, and you all — and all the moods and voices and tenses that fill a book as large as Goodwin’s so full that no student ever sees the last page. For that, and for our heritage of the New Testament, Greek must stay. But for the ordinary scholar, none of it. You can’t learn a little Greek; it won’t divide; it’s like a billiard ball. Half of it is no good.

 

But even taking Latin on the terms of the plain business man, who wants to see the dollars and cents in everything, there is a great deal to be said for it. I know no better asset for a young man entering business life than the ability to express himself well in speech and in writing. Anyone with enough of this ability and training need never wonder where to find a living. Not everybody can be a literary genius or an orator. But everybody can learn to speak and to write to the full extent of his natural endowment, just as everybody can learn to swim, and nobody can swim without learning. A course in Latin is about the best training in this direction. Boys learn to write good English sentences by writing bad Latin ones. The notion that there is a special technical language for use in business correspondence is a myth sedulously fostered by commercial colleges. Technical business language consists of a few such things, as “F.O.B.,” “ex-dividend,” “your Mr. Smith,” “our Miss McCarthy,” “yours of the third ult. received and would say,” etc., etc. A Latin student could learn it all on one page. As for writing, so for speech. Practice and opportunity are needed, but the basis is words. Salesmanship, or the art of over-persuasion, can be learned as Latin prose composition.

 

But granting that we are to teach Latin in the schools and colleges and make it in a way the bedrock basis of linguistic study, we have to try to get rid of some of the dead weight that has carried down the ages. Latin comes to us from earlier days when it was the one great study, the very ground on which education stood. So it was taught, as they did everything in the Middle Ages, regardless of time and with one eye on eternity. In the Middle Ages when they built a wall they built it as for five hundred years to come; and when they taught Latin, they did it in the same way, with the foundations laid away down below ground, and “underpinned,” like the wall of a cathedral resting on a bed of white oak.

That is to say, in the schools of the past, when they taught the third declension, they taught it all; not the genitive and the gender of some of the nouns but the genitive and the gender of all of the nouns. There is something absolute and admirable in the very completeness of it. They did it with infinite repetition and with little rhymes and tags, what they called memoria technica, such as:

Substantives in do and go
Genus femininum show;
But ligo, ordo, praedo, cardo,
Are masculine, and common margo.

Such a system was all right for the people of the age. It took an infinity of time, but there was little else to learn.

People who underwent the same kind of training as I had fifty years ago learned their Latin on this mediaeval system. They came away from it with the impression that they had nearly reached the promised land but failed to get there, shipwrecked in sight of port. A little more and we would have “known Latin.” As it is, we only carry with us still a lot of little tags and lists from which the meaning has gone but which still keep their outline like the gossamer skeleton of a dead dragon-fly.

A, ab, and absque, cum, coram, de,
E or ex, prae, pro, tenus, sine — 

 

What about them? I don’t know.

Die, due, fac, fur — what’s wrong with them? Something crooked there, I’m sure, but I forget it.

Now I think I could get all the result we want as mental and literary training and cut out at least fifty per cent of Latin instruction. I would teach Latin grammar in a plain way with very little attention to oddities and exceptions. Let the pupils live and die without knowing that bobus can also be written as bubus; that the Latin for “liver” is irregular and the verb “I drink” is peculiar in the past. Let them wait a while to learn that the dative plural of dea is deabus; wait till they meet goddesses in actual life. People taught in this way will be reading Caesar almost as soon as they begin the language and writing plain Latin sentences as regular as a Roman wall.

I say that I think that I could get all the cultural result needed and cut out fifty per cent of the time taken. But I admit there’s a certain doubt about it; my friends who are today professors and teachers of Latin tell me that the antiquated system of which I speak has quite gone out. It has been superseded by newer methods which some of them like to call “stream-lined” Latin. The phrase is typical of our day; we all move in the mass, holding one idea at a time. Because the aeroplane had to be “stream-lined,” on account of its excessive speed, we stream-line everything, down to a hearse. The metaphor spreads like a ripple in a pond. A professor teaches stream-lined Latin to a class of stream-lined girls. But let the phrase pass and take it for what it means, Latin learned quickly.

Now in the first place I don’t believe there’s as much stream-lining in the schools as its chief advocates believe. There are many teachers who by instinct value an exception more than a rule. Hide the exceptions at the back of the grammar, after the index, and they’ll find them as a cow finds water. So with the examiners; they lived on a diet of exceptions too long to swear off. You never know when they may break out into irregularities. Better learn them.

In the second place stream-lining is apt to go so far that there’s nothing left. You get the pupil so flattened out that he has become caseless, voiceless, tenseless, and moodless. For him there is no joy in the ethical dative or the genitive of value or the accusative of nearer definition. They’re all one to him. He may be all right in an aeroplane because there’s no friction left in him. But his “Latin” has just turned into a bunch of “roots,” like the language of pigeon Chinese, or Pottawatamie English. When a Chinaman speaking “pigeon” (that is, business language) wishes to indicate the Episcopal Bishop of Hong Kong he calls him the “A.1. top-side, Heaven-pigeon man.” That is exactly how Latin must look to the stream-lined student, just a collection of chunks of language to be sorted out for significance.

Nor does ready-made translation help. If we read Pliny in English and Virgil in prose, that’s English not Latin. But never mind. There must be some way of compromise, to set us free from the dilemma, that steers between the Scylla of too much and the Charybdis of too little. The problem is to preserve enough of the old rigid discipline of moods and tenses, rules and exceptions to strengthen the mind without arresting it.

 

I revert again in conclusion to the objection that so many of us might make that we learnt Latin for years in school and college and never got anywhere with it, never got to be able to read it straight off. Of course we didn’t. Nobody ever does. Not even the professors; no, nor the Romans themselves, not in the way that we read English. This is of course a sort of official secret handed down for generations, and I am really violating here the obligation of my profession by divulging it. But perhaps the time has come to remove the veil. Hitherto it has been better for the world to pretend that at least somebody could “read Latin straight off.” Now it is better to have the truth. The Romans themselves couldn’t.

I am prepared to support this statement. Written language in Roman days, before printing and newspapers, was on a quite different footing from what it is now. There was the ordinary speech of ordinary people, jabbering away all day, just as we do now, with fragments of sentences, exclamations, phrases, false starts and short circuits. Except on the stage, conversation is never done out in full periods, unless by old maids, professors, and garrulous village philosophers; and done thus it is always either ludicrous or tiresome. But we moderns have a written language also of easy and rapid comprehension because we need it for the daily news and the love romances and the crime stories of which the Romans had no current supply. For them one love story had to last a thousand years, from Dido till the fall of Rome. So when they wrote, it was different. They took up the pen as a man puts on his Sunday clothes; they were not trying to be easily intelligible. They wanted to get the full effect, and expected it to take a few moments’ reflection to grasp it. I am quite sure that if one read out an oration of Cicero to a Roman who had never heard it he would soon get mixed and interrupt to say, “Read that last paragraph again, will you?” Just as you yourself would do, if someone read you a section of Browning without fair warning. The parallel is exact. Browning and Cicero were doing the same thing, proposing to sacrifice immediate comprehension for the sake of deeper comprehension when comprehended.

But, you say, some of Cicero’s writings were speeches made in court? Not at all; in court they didn’t sound like that, and they were retouched afterwards. A glance at the pages of the Congressional Record will show what is meant.

I remember once when I was a master at school giving a prize of a cake, specially made, with all sorts of icing and emblems — a joy to look at. The baker showed it to me and received my congratulations with obvious pleasure. But he was an honest man, and he said, “I’m not saying, sir, that it will be much of a cake for eating.” I assured him that no one would think of doing anything as brutal as that. So with the Roman writings — not much of writings for understanding.

All this I say by way of comforting those who, like myself, studied Latin for years and never were able to read it — unless we had read it already.


CHAPTER IV. MATHEMATICS VERSUS PUZZLES
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ARE MATHEMATICAL JUDGMENTS synthetically a priori — The multiplication table a fair hand-to-hand fight — Puzzles a fraud — Mr. Brown and the equation — Mathematics and mystifications; Two gazinta four — Can we improve our mathematical sense?

 

I remember being taken as a boy of twelve years old to listen to a “paper” at the University of Toronto Literary and Debating Society, on the question, “Are mathematical judgments synthetically a priori?” In those simple days before “pictures” and radio and motor-cars and emancipated girls, to go and listen to a “paper” or to a debate between two black-robed students, sipping water off a table, was presumed to be first-class fun. When they discussed mathematical judgments and whether or not a priori, I felt that I didn’t understand it, but that I would when I grew up. That’s where I was wrong.

I am still very vague as to what mathematical judgments being synthetically a priori means. I imagine it refers to the question how do we know that one and one makes two, and if it does, what do we mean by it? But at any rate it bears witness to the profundity of mathematics — I mean, its reach toward the infinite and the unknowable.

This element of fundamental mystery has been expanded in our own day by the glorious confusion introduced by Professor Einstein into all our notions of distance, time and magnitude. How far is one thing from another? The question becomes unknowable. It may be twice as far away as something else is, or half as far; but, beyond the relative number, there seems no such thing as solid distance. What is a foot? Twelve inches. What is an inch? One twelfth of a foot. Similarly where is here? And when is now?

I only refer to these mysteries in order to explain why I still have to speak of mathematics in a reverential whisper, like a Christian entering a Mohammedan mosque, in wicker slippers. He knows it’s a reverend place though he doesn’t understand it.

My attitude toward mathematics, indeed, is that of nine out of ten of educated people — a sense of awe, something like horror, a gratitude for escape but at times a wistful feeling of regret, a sense that there might have been more made of it. Everything, therefore, that I say about mathematics is tempered by so great a humility as to rob it of all controversial aspect. But I do think that as far as a practical school curriculum goes I could shorten it by at least one half. What I would do, to express it in a single phrase, would be to separate true mathematics from mathematical puzzles.

If mathematics is for many students the dragon in the path, these puzzles are the dragon’s teeth. Take them out and the dragon is as easy to handle as a cow. Children learn to count and add and multiply, and feel that it is all plain and straightforward; the multiplication table may be tricky, but it’s fair. Then presently comes a “puzzle” problem. “What number,” says the teacher to the child, “is made up of two figures, the second meaning twice as many as the first, and the two adding up to nine?”

Now, this is not mathematics in the proper sense; this is a puzzle. The only true mathematical operation here would be to set down all the numbers of two digits, from 10 to 99 in turn, and see which one fitted it. But when it comes to guessing and choosing, to ingenuity, that’s a puzzle. Half our school mathematics in algebra and geometry consist of “puzzles,” freak equations and inventive geometry. Students are not discoverers. Pythagoras solved the problem of the squares on the right-angled triangle. I’m willing to “take it as read” and learn it in ten minutes.

This puzzle “bunker” is built right across the mathematical fairway and down the middle of it. “Scholars” pound the sand in it and wonder why they can’t do mathematics. True mathematics means a process learned and used; hard to learn, but later, second nature. Show me how to extract a square root and I’ll extract it as neatly as a dentist. Tell a ship’s captain how to calculate the angle of the sun’s declination and show a broker’s clerk how to use logarithms for compound interest. But don’t expect a student to be a discoverer, working out “problems” which Isaac Newton or Copernicus might solve or miss.

Now at the present time all school-books on mathematics are mixtures of what may be called “sums,” “problems” and “mathematical puzzles.” A sum is an operation dealing with numbers and following a definite and known routine of calculation. When a waiter adds up a restaurant cheque he performs a sum. A calculating machine can do a sum. But it can’t do a problem. For a problem is an operation involving a selection of methods of calculation, of which only certain ones will fit the case. A school-boy calculating when the hour hand of a clock will overtake the minute hand is working out a problem. There are plenty of wrong ways of working at it, as when Achilles tried to overtake a tortoise, and kept the Greeks guessing for generations. But the school-boy soon finds that there are a whole lot of problems dealing with motion and time which all fall into a definite and known method of solution that becomes itself as familiar as the waiter’s addition table. Now the extension of a problem in difficulty and intricacy, to where only one method of many will bring a solution, turns it, at some point, into a puzzle.

When Archimedes jumped out of his bath and shouted “Eureka,” what he had solved was not a problem but a puzzle. He had been asked by some king or other, had he not? how to tell whether a gold crown was really a gold crown or was made of two metals melted together. A modern chemist would find this out with an acid. But Archimedes found a way without chemistry. Yet a professor of mathematics might take a bath every morning for years and never think of it. Since there was no way of forcing a solution by an inevitable method, the thing was not a problem but a puzzle.

Such a puzzle is legitimate enough, though it is no true test of mathematical knowledge. But further out on the field are puzzles that may be called illegitimate, since they present the added difficulty of misleading or paradoxical language. For the information and perhaps the diversion of the reader, let me illustrate the difference. Here is a legitimate puzzle. A man wishes to buy a piece of linoleum that is to cover a space 12 feet by 12. A dealer offers him a piece that is 9 feet by 16 feet. Obviously each piece contains 144 square feet. The dealer tells the customer that all he needs to do is to cut the piece that is 9 feet by 16 feet into two separate pieces that can then be fitted together to cover 12 feet by 12 feet. This of course — or rather not of course, for few people can do it — is done by drawing lines across the 12x12 piece, 3 feet apart in one direction and 4 feet in the other. Start 9 feet east from the top north-west corner and cut along the lines alternately south and west, and there you are. But such a puzzle does not belong in mathematical education although it corresponds in nature to a lot of the things called “problems” that wreck the lives of students.

Here however is a sample of an illegitimate puzzle. A man has 17 camels. He leaves them in his will to his three sons, 1/2 to the eldest, 1/3 to the next and 1/9 to the youngest. But these fractions won’t divide unless you cut up the camels themselves. When the sons are still in perplexity a Dervish happens to pass by, riding on a camel. Dervishes always ride by on camels at convenient moments in these Arabian problems. The sons tell him of their dilemma. After deep thought — Dervishes always think deeply — he says, “Let me lend you my camel to make eighteen instead of seventeen. Now take one half which is nine, and one third which is six, and one ninth which is two, and you each have your proper share. And as nine and six and two only add up to seventeen, you may kindly return my camel.” With which the Dervish departed, and the sons no doubt told the story all the rest of their lives.

Now this problem is of course as full of fallacies as a sieve is full of holes. In the first place the sons didn’t get one half and one third and one ninth of 17 but of something else: and when the father left them these fractions, a little arithmetic — beyond them, no doubt — would have shown that 1/2 and 1/3 and 1/9 of a thing don’t add up to the whole thing but only to 17/18 of it. There was still 1/18 of each camel coming to somebody.

Here is another type of puzzle problem turning on misleading suggestion. Three men at a summer hotel were going fishing and were told they must pay 10 dollars each for a license. They each put up 10 dollars and sent it by a hotel-boy to the inspector’s office. The boy came back with 5 dollars and said that the inspector had made a rebate of 5 dollars out of 30, because it was understood they were all one party in the same boat. The men, greatly pleased, gave the boy 2 dollars out of the 5 and kept one each. One of them then said: “Look here! This is odd. We expected our fishing to cost ten dollars each (thirty dollars) and it has only cost us nine dollars each, and two to the boy. Three times nine is twenty-seven, and two makes twenty-nine; where has the other dollar of the thirty gone?”

The reader no doubt sees the fallacy instantly; but some people wouldn’t.

Now I admit that text-books on mathematics never push the problems quite as far as this on illegitimate puzzle ground — unless indeed they do it on purpose, as in the book of Mathematical Recreations once compiled by the celebrated Professor Ball. But what I claim is that the element of the problem, and even of the puzzle, looms far too large in mathematics as we have it. Indeed for most people it overshadows the subject and ends their advance.

The ordinary straight “discipline” of school mathematics should consist of plain methods of calculation, like division, square root, highest common factor and so on, or such problems as conform to a recognized method of regular solution. All that goes in arithmetic under the name of the “unitary method” is of this class. If A in one hour can do twice as much work as B does in two hours, then — well, we know all about them. Yet few people realize that this beautiful and logical unitary method is quite new — I mean belongs only in the last two generations. When I first learned arithmetic it was just emerging from the “rule-of-three” in the dim light of which all such calculations appeared something like puzzles.

In algebra also a vast part of the subject can be studied as regular calculation, or at least as a problem of regular order, such as the motion and time illustration mentioned above. I gather, also, that another large section of algebraical calculation, though capable of being effected by short, ingenious, or individual methods, can always, if need be, be submitted to a forced operation, clumsy but inevitable — as if a person wanting to know how many squares there are on a chess-board counted them one by one.

To illustrate what I mean, let me call back, from nearly sixty years ago, the recollection of our Sixth Form class in mathematics at Upper Canada College. Our master, Mr. Brown, was a mathematician, the real thing, with a gold medal in proof of it, and gold spectacles through which he saw little but x and y — gentle, simple and out of the world. The class had early discovered that Mr. Brown, with a long equation on the black-board and his back to the class, would stay there indefinitely, in his academic cap and gown, lost in a reverie in which the bonds of discipline fell apart. So the thing was to supply him with a sufficiently tough equation.

This became the special business of the farceur of the class, a large and cheerful joker called Donald Armour, later on the staff of the Rush Medical College and a distinguished Harley Street surgeon. Armour would approach Mr. Brown in the morning and say: “I was looking over some Woolwich examination papers last night, Mr. Brown, and I found this equation. I can’t make anything of it.” “Oh!” said Mr. Brown with interest. He accepted without question the idea that Armour spent his evenings in mathematics. “Let me look at it, Armour.” Then another spirit in collusion would call out, “Won’t you put it on the board, Mr. Brown?” And in a minute there it was, strung out along the black-board, a tangled mass of x’s and y’s and squares and cubes, with Mr. Brown in front of it, as still as Rodin’s penseur.

Meanwhile the class relaxed into easy conversation, and Armour threw paper darts with pins in the end to try and hit Mr. Brown in the yoke of his gown. Presently, without turning round, Mr. Brown spoke. “Of course, I could force it...”

“Oh, please, Mr. Brown,” pleaded Armour, “don’t force it!” and there came a chorus from the class, “Don’t force it, Mr. Brown,” and subdued laughter, because we didn’t know what forcing it was, anyway. “I assure you, gentlemen, I shall not force it until I have tried every expedient.” A chorus of thanks and a renewed reverie. Then presently Mr. Brown would suddenly turn toward us and say excitedly:

“Did you try a function of m, Armour?”

“I never thought of it.”

“It may resolve it.” And away rattled Mr. Brown’s chalk, line upon line, till there stretched the equation, solved! To us it looked bigger than ever.

I won’t swear that it was a function of m that did the trick. It may have been one of the other mystic agents such as a “coefficient of x,” or perhaps pi, a household word to us, as vague as it was familiar.

But what I mean is that when Mr. Brown said he could “force” an equation he referred to a definite mathematical process, as certain as extracting a square root and needing only time and patience.

What I am saying, then, is that school mathematics, and college mathematics as far as made compulsory, should be made up in great proportion, in overwhelming proportion, of straight calculation. I admit that the element of ingenuity, of individual discovery, must also count for something; but for most people even the plainest of plain calculations contain something of it. For many people the multiplication table is still full of happy surprises: and a person not mathematical but trained to calculate compound interest with a logarithm can get as much fun out of it as Galileo could with the moon.

Now to many people, mathematicians by nature, all that I have said about problems and puzzles is merely a revelation of ignorance. These things, they say, are the essence of mathematics. The rest of it is as wooden as a Chinese abacus. They would tell me that I am substituting a calculating machine for a calculating mind. I admit it, in a degree. But the reason for it is perhaps that that is all most of us are capable of. We have not been made “mathematically minded,” and hence the failure of our mathematics.

I am of course stepping out here on ground where wiser feet might hesitate to tread. But I think that for most of us something goes wrong, very early in school, with our mathematical sense, our mathematical conceptions — or rather with the conceptions that we fail to get. We get lost in the symbols of mathematics and can’t visualize the realities — visualize or dramatize, or whatever you do with them. Mathematics is always, for most of us, a sort of mystery which we don’t even expect to understand. Let me illustrate the attitude by recalling a joke of a stage “review” of a few years ago. Some boys are seen coming out of school, comically overgrown and comically under-dressed, grown too long and dressed too short, so as to make them look funny.

“Well, my little man,” says a stock stage gentleman, in the stock voice of a stage question, “and what are you learning at school?”

“Reading and writing,” says one of the comedian boys, his immobile face a marvel of wooden imbecility, blank as the alphabet.

“Reading and writing,” repeats the stock gentleman, so as to let the audience get it, “and anything else?”

The “boy” answers, with no facial movement, “We learn gazinta.”

“You learn what?”

“Gazinta.”

“But what is gazinta?”

“Why,” explains the boy, “like ‘two gazinta four’ and ‘five gazinta ten.’”

The roar of the audience’s laughter ends the mathematics. They laugh because in the contrast between the clarity of reading and writing and the mystery of “gazinta” they see their own experience. For them all mathematics is, and always will be, “gazinta.”

Here is a particular example, familiar to all school and college people, of what I mean by our failure to get a proper grasp of mathematical thought. We all learn that the attraction of gravity exercised on or by a body varies in direct proportion to its mass, and inversely as the square of its distance. The square? That’s the sticker for most of us. What’s the square got to do with it? We understand, or we think we do, that of course the more “mass” a thing has the more it pulls. In reality this is the real philosophical difficulty, since mass means power to “pull,” and “pull” means having mass. But we don’t look into it so far as that; the bigger the mass, the bigger the pull, all right. But the square of the distance we accept, learn it by heart, use it, multiply it — in short, it becomes “gazinta.” It seems an odd thing. Why the square? Why not the cube, or the anything else? We don’t see, till we learn to get it straight, that the thing is self-evident.

The pull varies with the amount of surface, a thing of two dimensions, broad and long. A tower at a certain distance (don’t call it x or we’ll get mixed) looks a certain height and looks a certain breadth. A tower twice as far away would have to be twice as high to look level with it and twice as broad to look of the same breadth. So the far-away tower at twice the distance of the near one, in order to look the same size, would have to be twice as high and twice as broad and would present to the eye four square feet to one, in order to present an apparently equal surface. The attraction is in proportion to the surface and gets less and less for any given size of surface as you go further away. And it doesn’t matter if the surface is square or round or triangular, or any other shape, since they are all proportional. Here I believe is where pi comes in — but don’t let us go too far with it.

There are ever so many of these mathematical conceptions that turned into mystification because we never got them right at the start. The trigonometrical ratios — sine, cosine, etc. — seemed just an arbitrary iniquity. If we had thought of them as moving arms, like traffic signs, we would have felt them to be the natural and inevitable way of measuring an angle.

 

It seems to me therefore that something might be done, at the very opening of education, to strengthen our grip on the mathematical idea. This would bring us back, I presume, to those mathematical judgments synthetically a priori with which I started. The question involved is the nature of number and magnitude, and why does one and one make two? and the consideration whether a statement of that sort is just a fact or an inference from one judgment to another. I imagine that if we could see into one another’s minds we should find a great difference in our grasp on the sequence of numbers. A hen, it is understood, can distinguish two from one but is lost at three. Primitive languages count a little way and then say “a whole lot.” Here figures end and lies begin. Even the Greeks used to say “a myriad” to mean not an exact number but ever so many.

We have fallen heirs to the wonderful ingenuity of what we call Arabic notation. In reality the Hindus started it, but the Arabs made it plainer still by writing into it a “cipher” or “zero” to mark a blank place. We learn it so early in life and so artificially that we don’t appreciate it. We think of ten as an arbitrary point, whereas the shift to a new “place” could have been set anywhere, and would be better if set at something more divisible than ten. If the people on Mars have brains as much better than ours as their planet is older, they may use a set of numbers that would go thousands at a jump and write the population of the United States in three figures. We couldn’t of course do that. The multiplication table used for it would be beyond our learning. But I am sure that we, the non-mathematical people among whom I belong, would get a better grip on mathematics if we had a better conception of the relationship of numbers and symbols.

I am aware of course that there are many recent books that attempt to shed new light on mathematics. But the light seems dim. One or two well-known “series” contain what are really admirable presentations of the philosophy of mathematics. But, for the ordinary person, to mix philosophy with mathematics only makes it worse. Other popular works undertake to bring mathematics to the intelligence of the millions; it would be invidious to name the books, but, apart from their optimistic titles, I cannot see much success in them.

I am aware also that various new methods of teaching mathematics are adopted, especially in teaching mathematics to beginners. But in any that I have seen there is little else than one more example of the present tendency to turn children’s education into fun. Kindergarten children waving little flags, forming themselves into squares and cubes and separating themselves into fractions, may look very pretty, but they are no nearer to the mysteries of number. Singing the multiplication table doesn’t make it less relentless.

Here on my desk, for instance, is a widely known pretentious book of “new method.” It undertakes to “individualize arithmetic” by teaching the children what the author calls “number facts” by the use of numbered cards. “Cards,” says this authority, “are invaluable for learning number facts.” Many of us found this out long ago. The children “individualize” their arithmetic by sitting in a ring, dealing out cards with numbers and pictures on them, and then seeing whose “number facts” win out against their opponents. The children might learn poker from this but not mathematics. What they are doing sounds like a “show-down” of “cold hands,” a process as old as California.

The basic idea of my discussion is that somehow we don’t get our minds mathematically adjusted as they might be. I am aware that there are great differences of natural aptitude. We are told that Isaac Newton when he was a boy took a look through Euclid’s Elements and said it seemed a “trifling book.” That meant that, when Euclid said, “the three angles of a triangle are together equal to two right angles,” little Newton said, “Why, of course, obviously so.” Probably the Pythagorean theorem about the squares on the sides of a right-angled triangle only held him back a minute or two. These things took the rest of us a year of school. But, all said and done, I think that it is not only a matter of aptitude but of approach. We don’t “go at it” right.

With that I leave the subject, with the hopes that at least it may be stimulating to professors of mathematics. A little stimulant won’t hurt them.


CHAPTER V. PARLEZ-VOUS FRANÇAIS? OR, WHY CAN’T WE LEARN MODERN LANGUAGES?

[image: img68.jpg]

SIT DOWN, GENTLEMEN — The annual mass attack on French and its repulse — How to learn French: forget English — Never learn a rule: learn to think subjunctively — Swallow the phrase whole — Read for reading’s sake — When you get it, it’s like swimming

 

I remember that when I was a student taking German at college, a criticism reached the ears of our good old professor to the effect that the students never spoke German and never heard it. He was hurt at this, and so at the end of that term he put on what was announced as an oral examination. We were directed, four at a time, into a little room, where the professor and two “outside examiners” were sitting in state as a board of examination.

I went in with three other students and we lined up across the room.

“Setzen Sie sich, meine Herren,” said the professor, very impressively. This means, “Sit down, gentlemen.”

We stood right there.

“Meine Herren,” repeated the professor, as casually as he could, “nehmen Sie, bitte, Platz.”

No, sir; not us; we never budged.

“Sit down, gentlemen,” said the professor curtly.

Down we sat, all together.

After that year there weren’t any more oral examinations.

 

The same thing could have happened in any North American university, and could have been carried out in any of the modern languages — except in French in French Canada. Yet any of us, with the instruction we received, could have translated ordinary German or French into English, and even put English sentences into French or German by a process like working with a hammer and saw.

I have selected French as the main object of discussion in this chapter because I have had over sixty years of dealing with it and enjoy the advantages for observation that go with residence in a bilingual province. But all that is said here about learning French could be said about learning German, Spanish, Russian or Norwegian.

The fault with our teaching of modern languages is not so much that we teach them wrongly as that we don’t succeed in teaching them at all. Ask anyone who “took” Freshman French at college, or learnt French in high school. Only don’t ask him in French.

Every year in English-speaking North America a vast phalanx of high school and college students, millions of them, gather for a mass attack on French. They come on against a heavy barrage of declensions, conjugations and exceptions; they are beaten back, gather again and re-form each year till their school-days end in defeat — as glorious and as hopeless as Pickett’s charge at Gettysburg. Twenty-five years later, when the pupils and students have grown up into adult life, there will be practically nothing left of their French except a few fragments and a little wistful regret and wonder. Ask your friend, the father of a family, what French he knows, and he will say that he knows such things as, “Donnez-moi un bock, s’il vous plaît” and “Garçon, encore un bock.” But he learned those on a trip to Paris, in the proper way, by eating and drinking them in.

Let me speak here on my own experience, not from vanity over it or egotism in telling it, but because I think it is typical of that of thousands of others. I learned, or mislearned, my French in the English-speaking Province of Ontario; but what I say of Ontario, for which I have nothing but affection, is not directed against it singly. I am certain that its faults are shared by practically all our English-speaking continent. Of England I am not speaking for the moment; over there the proximity of France and the fact that languages were learned for generations before the schools spoiled the process make things a little different. But not altogether so.

Let me then explain about my experience in Ontario. I am not offering here any criticism against the efficiency and the industry of the many hundred people who teach French in the schools of Ontario. They do what they are compelled to do to meet the strange and disastrous kind of test applied to their pupils. They have to prepare their pupils to pass the matriculation examination of the universities; and they do so. Some of their pupils even pass with distinction; others carry away what is called honours, and are so badly damaged thereby for learning French that a residence of ten years in Paris would hardly effect a complete recovery of their native faculties.

And the amazing thing about the situation is that if Anatole France or Victor Hugo had been sent up to write on an Ontario matriculation examination in French there is not the slightest chance that either of them would head the list; they would be beaten right and left by girls from Seaford High School who never saw the red wings of the Moulin Rouge, and by boys from the Hamilton Collegiate Institute who wouldn’t know enough real French to buy a boiled egg in the Café de la Paix. Indeed it is doubtful whether Anatole France and Victor Hugo would have passed at all. The whole examination being a test in English, they would probably have been ploughed and have had to be put under the care of an Ontario special teacher for six months to enable them to get through.

The point that I am endeavoring to make and reinforce with all the emphasis of which I am capable is this: the ability to translate French into English in writing is not a knowledge of French. More than this, it is the very opposite of it. It involves, if exercised persistently and industriously, a complete inability ever to have a knowledge of French. The English gets in the way. The French words are forever prevented from acquiring a real meaning in connection with the objects and actions indicated, because the mind has been trained always and for ever and hopelessly to associate them with English words instead of with things. The process is fatal. The whole system is not only worthless but it is a fraud and an imposition practised upon all those who learn French in such a school method; and the schools are driven to use the method because the colleges impose a written examination of translation and grammar as the criterion of a knowledge of French. For the proof of it I appeal to the candid confession of all those who were trained in this machine. I appeal to such people for corroboration of what I say. All that they learned was directed toward nailing the English word so tight to the French one that nothing can ever prize them apart.

I, myself, speak of what I know. When I was a little boy in England I learned to use a few small phrases in French, such as “Bonjour, Monsieur” and “Au revoir,” in the proper and real way; not connecting them with any link to English words but letting them spring out of the occasion. Anybody who understands the matter will understand what I mean. Later on I learnt French in Ontario and entered, traversed, and left the Provincial University with all sorts of distinction in it. Part of the teaching, like part of the curate’s egg at the Bishop’s table, was excellent no doubt, but the base of it was worthless; it had all been undermined and spoiled and forever rendered futile by the unspeakable matriculation examination which preceded it and which was a necessary preliminary to entrance to the French classes.

I mean it literally and absolutely when I say that I knew more French in the real sense of knowing it when I was a child of six years in England than when I was given first-class honours at graduation by the University. In the first case I knew a little; in the second case I knew not a single word that was not damaged by false association and contact. All the energy and industry and determination that I had put into my college work, all the interest and fascination that I felt for the language, all the pride that I could have felt in really knowing and using it — was dashed to pieces against the stone wall of the barrier erected in my path.

When I graduated I could not use a single word of French without thinking of English. I had to begin painfully and wearily all over again at the very bottom. Somehow I had stumbled upon the secret of a true beginning, and I began to try to collate in my mind the French words and the objects and ideas and to exclude the English. But it was hard work. The college had left its fatal mark deep stamped upon my brain. But at last, many years after my graduation, and with advantage of residence in Montreal, the light began to break.

If I live long enough to forget a little more of what I learnt at school I shall soon be able to speak French as well as a Montreal cab-man talks English. More than that I do not ask. But for my academic education I might have spoken French with the easy fluency with which the girls behind the notion counters of the Montreal department stores rip off their alternative languages. For such higher competence I can only have a despairing admiration. It is not for me. Yet let me speak as the cab-man and the car conductor speak, and I am content to depart in peace. For I shall know that if a French angel (such is the kind I should prefer) opens the gate to me and says “D’où venez-vous?” I shall answer “Je viens de Montréal,” without first framing the thought in English.

Let us consider a little further the matter under discussion. The whole of the teaching of school French is directed toward passing the matriculation examination of the colleges. This examination is conducted on paper in English. It has therefore absolutely no connection with the use of the ear as a means of hearing language. In fact, the language is regarded as a thing seen but not heard. I am told that people thus taught, when they land at Calais or Dieppe, are often seen to grasp their ears at the first tingling of the new sensation of hearing a language spoken. Moreover, the examination in question consists, entirely, or almost so, of writing out English translations of French words and of translating written English words into French ones.

The typical form of a French examination test is to hand out to the candidate a rapid-fire series of silly-looking little grammatical difficulties involving a queer sequence of pronouns or something of the sort. Some such exercise as this is given:

Translate into French:

Speak to us of it. Do not speak of it to them with me. Let him have some of it for them. Lend it to us, but do not lend it to them. Etc., etc., etc.

 

I should like to put Victor Hugo and a Montreal cab-man down in front of this and see what utter hash they would make of it. The truth is that ability to do this kind of translation-gymnastics, this leaping in and out in a kind of egg-shell dance among the pronouns, can only be accomplished at a dreadful expense of damage in other directions. The wretched literalism involved is absolutely fatal.

I do not say that a person who really knew French and knew English could not translate these things. He might. But the prospect would make him tired. And probably in about half a page of this stuff he would make a slip or two in whichever language was not his mother tongue. But notice. The highly trained girl from Seaforth High School who has never seen the sails of the Moulin Rouge will make no slip at all. She will translate with absolute accuracy every last one of these rotten-looking sentences. Yet if the examiner said to her in French, “My child, you have answered admirably, come and have lunch with me at the Café Americain,” she would blush the ruby red of detected ignorance.

But this juggling with pronouns and idioms is only a part of the idiocy of the school translation system. There is plenty more of it. The pupil is not only taught to translate the ordinary common words that he would really need if he were ever, poor soul, actually going to use French, but he is taught right at the outset of his instruction a string of words, or rather the translation of a string of words, that he is never conceivably going to use at all. Just because these words have a peculiar plural they are dragged in at the very opening of the pupil’s acquaintance with the language. Most of them he will never see again, except of course on an Ontario examination paper.

Bal, carnaval, chacal, nopal, regal, cal, have, so it appears, irregular plurals. Who cares if they have? The way to learn an irregular plural is by happening to want to use the word often enough to learn it. That is the way in which an English child learns that the plural of foot is feet, and a French child that the plural of bal is bals. Similarly the words bail, email, corail, soupirail, vantail, vitrail, have irregular plurals. But what of that? Wait till one wants to use them or runs up against them in the course of speaking or reading French. It is awful, and it is futile, to learn them in a list; and it is still more awful to parade the list on an examination paper as if knowledge of it were a real test of the degree of attainment of a person learning French.

But since the examination has to be faced and since the examination is sure to contain some of these specimens as a test, the little books of instruction carry exercises that run: — 

Have you the opals of the jackals?

No, but my father has the enamels of the leases.

 

This kind of thing used to give me the idea that French conversation must be awfully silly. The two Frenchmen who had just asked about opals and jackals would suddenly break off in a terrible flurry to say:

“Where are the stained glass windows? Where are the folding doors?”

 

Many school-boys must have thought the French a peculiarly unstable people, incapable of fixed attention.

Or turn from nouns to verbs. The school pupil learns these in a list. The Montreal cab-man learns them by their use. When the school pupil proposes to say “We shall see” in French, he starts off from the English “to see” — French voir; future, je verrai, tu verras, il verra — Ha! ha! — he’s getting near it now! Nous verrons, “we shall see”! Triumph! Now the cab-man (whether French by birth or English) has learned that group of sounds, nous verrons, in a lump, associated with the idea. Or else he hasn’t learned it at all. But if he has, he knows it and uses it in the real true sense of language. The college matriculant, wanting to use it, stands dumb with a perfect fury of rapid conjugation boiling up in his mind till it boils over as nous verrons — half a minute too late for use.

 

It might of course be claimed that even this defective method of teaching at least opens up the language as literature and leads the way to the study of its history and philology. People who never expect to talk French may still, it is claimed, enjoy the pleasure of reading the great masterpieces of French literature without a translation, and the advantage of reading the French books and journals of the hour for which there is no translation. There is of course something in this argument, but far less than one might suppose. Experience shows that people who have learned French without being able to pronounce it decently, without any power of understanding it by the ear and without the ability to read it without the English words showing through the French print, seldom go on reading it at all. For technical purposes they may puzzle it out; in rare cases — I have known such — they make of the unspoken, unheard language a sort of bridge to the literature of the past; but in the vast majority of cases such French, as far as culture goes, gets nowhere. The appreciation of literature is too dim, when the words are mere mechanical symbols lacking life; even parchments of philology rustle dry when a living language is thus numbered with the dead.

But let me turn from the negative to the positive. Finding fault is one thing, and improvement is another. So far, I admit, I have merely spoken of how not to learn a modern language. But I am prepared to go in the other direction and show how to learn it, with less difficulty, ever so much more reality and far happier results. I will undertake to teach anybody any modern language perfectly in five minutes — not the whole of it, which nobody ever knows, but just a little bit of it; and with that beginning he can go on as far as he likes. For example I would take him out from my house where I write this book and have him meet on the road an Ojibway Indian from the Reserve near by and call out to him “Aneen! b’jou!” After he had said that quite a few times to quite a few Indians it would begin to seem a natural thing to say to an Indian when you met him. After he had said it a year or two he would go on saying it in his sleep. But if he asked what do the words mean, I would not tell him. If he starts breaking them into fractions of English, it’s all over with Ojibway; all he needs to know is that that is what you say when you say it.

The little bits of foreign language that we really make our own — such as carte blanche and pâté de foie gras and eau de vie — come to us just that way. English is shut out; we never think of “white card” or of “pastry of fat liver.” Still less do we deliberately make blanche feminine to fit with carte. In fact we don’t notice that it is feminine. A person fitting the genders together gets left behind in conversation. Gender forms are only things that you notice, and group together perhaps, after you begin to acquire the language. It is of no help whatsoever to learn them in lists; each one must be used with any combination it comes into. There is no royal road and no way of shortening it.

I am not here merely advocating the use of what is often called the “natural” method — the plan of learning languages by talking and hearing them. Few people ever have the opportunity to talk them enough and hear them enough to go very far. Few people can go to France and stay there for ten years, and for people at home “conversation” lessons, unsupported by any other form of effort and instruction, break down of their own weight. They begin in a burst of enthusiasm, gradually turn into something like annoyance. The teacher is so fluent, the pupil so helpless, the sense of progress is soon changed for a sort of expanding horizon of ignorance. There comes a happy moment when the lessons are dropped, and nothing remains but “Bonjour, Monsieur” and “Oh, oui.”

Nor am I, for the present, trying to explain how the learning of French, or any other foreign language, can be fitted in as a class exercise in school or college. What I am here talking of is how you get it into your own head. In this, as in the whole scope of education, it is overwhelmingly your own effort, your own initiative that counts. What people learn best is what they teach themselves, what they learn of their own prompting.

One recalls in the Pickwick Papers the statement of Mr. Weller Senior that he had taken a good deal o’ pains with the education of his son by letting him run in the streets when he was very young and shift for himself. It is the grain of truth in this that makes it funny, the incongruity between what appears to be utter neglect but is described as calculated foresight. As usual the humour turns on the revelation of truth by incongruous contrast. If the little Weller had had no native gift for seeing and learning, for storing up experience and profiting by it, the whole opportunity of the streets would have been wasted on him. And if little Weller had attended a sociological class on Life in the Street (half course, half term, one credit), he would have been unfitted to live on them.

The beginning of learning is the urge to learn. The teacher and the class exercise are just a supplement and a help, but never can be the motive power. Wisdom cannot be poured into the pupil out of a jug. What I have in mind is a process that supplements any conversation method used, and any reading done — a process, carried on in one’s own mind, of excluding one’s own native language, of setting up a direct connection between the sound of the words and the things and actions that they stand for. A person trained in this way, if he cannot express himself in the foreign language, can at least be silent in it; what is meant is that his own language, English let us say, will not rise up in his mind and choke him. That is why cab-men, hotel waiters and ticket collectors seem to talk French so easily. Nothing else comes into their minds. If they’re stuck for a word or a phrase they must find one; but at least no English will “butt in” as it would with us.

But before developing this idea more fully I want first to indicate how very great, in the learning of languages, are the limitations of what can be accomplished by ordinary people in ordinary circumstances. A great deal of misunderstanding and myth and legend surround the acquisition of foreign languages. People of humble minds outside of academic circles imagine that there are various other people who speak half a dozen languages perfectly. As a matter of fact there are none, and never have been except on the plan explained above for the use of the Ojibway language — perfect as far as it goes.

We read in history of the famous Scottish scholar, the “Admirable” Crichton of three centuries ago, that he possessed twelve languages and that once when journeying to Paris he invited “the university” to meet him in disputation at nine o’clock on such and such a morning when he would be ready to dispute in any one of them. We are told by Milton that a man may pick up the Italian tongue in an odd hour. Similar myths run all down our history and are matched by current references to people who can speak three or four languages perfectly, and especially to Russians to whom an extra language is an easier matter than an extra suit of clothes. I remember having been told of an official interpreter in a magistrate’s court in Toronto who had to deal with nondescript Europeans of all sorts of languages. He had such a gift for languages that if a man turned up whose language he didn’t know he would ask the magistrate for a couple of days’ delay and then go home and learn the language. It sounds easy, doesn’t it?

Unfortunately the learning of a language is a much more arduous matter than that. It must begin in a humble way with nouns and phrases — never with grammar and sentences. And from the very beginning the learner, and here everything depends on himself and not on the teacher, should try to connect the foreign word (sound and letters) with the thing, the idea, that it stands for and to break it away from what appears to be its English equivalent. As a matter of fact there are probably no two words that are exact equivalents in two different languages. A house is not une maison and a hotel is not always un hôtel. Drinks in America are sometimes said to be “on the house”; they are never “sur la maison.” A French duke, no matter how impoverished, always tries to keep a hotel in the city. An English duke, no matter how rich, refuses to.

Words and phrases are the beginning. But they must be carefully divorced from grammar and grammatical rules about changes for the plural and so on. Those things come later on, as they did in learning our own language in infancy. Most of us can remember reading out of a grammar that “oxen, children and brethren make the plural in n,” and thinking: “Why, so they do! How interesting!” Tables of verbs will never teach a person to say je viendrai, and je verrai, and je voudrais; you have to know them first, word by word, bit by bit, and afterwards looking over a table of them helps to give them a sort of consistency.

The case is still stronger with phrases. To analyse them out and put English to them spoils them as French. In nearly all phrases there is not one single English equivalent for the French or one single French equivalent for the English. Take the most overworked phrase in the French language, that joy of the conversational tourist, “Ça ne fait rien.” This means, word by word, “That doesn’t make nothing,” and by sense, “That doesn’t matter; that makes no difference; it’s all the same to me; not at all, my dear chap; that’s all right” — and so on for a page. A person who has learned to say “Ça ne fait rien,” as arising from circumstances and not from translation, is already talking French.

The most extreme case of the futility of translation methods is found in the use of moods and tenses, as in the employment of the subjunctive. This, for us, is the most difficult thing in the grammar of a foreign language because in English we have almost lost the subjunctive — that is, almost forgotten how to think in the subjunctive. Patriots are often trained to “think imperially.” Linguists have to be trained to “think subjunctively.” In English we have drifted so far away from the use of the subjunctive that our sense of its value has grown dim. It is like a lost or decaying faculty, as is the sense of smell in the human race. In English we put everything into the indicative mood as if it was a fact. We write, “They say that he is very rich” — whether we mean that he really is, or only that people claim he is. We say, “They charged against Socrates that he was corrupting the youth of Athens.” A Greek or a Roman would interject, “Do you mean that that is what they charged, or that that is what he was really doing?”

In French the indicative has to some extent replaced the subjunctive but scarcely at all as compared with English. French people can still feel a subjunctive. When they say, “Il faut qu’il soit bien méchant,” they are not saying that he is a bad lot, but only that he would have to be to fulfill certain conditions. English people in talking French try to work out subjunctives from a rule, without ever having really got the idea of them. I remember hearing an English lady at Calais request a customs official to let her pass with the words, “Permettez, monsieur, que je passasse.” The polite Frenchman bowed and said, “Passassiez, Madame.” The lady moved on with a gratified feeling of bilingualism achieved. A friend of mine once told me that in leading up to a proposal to a very charming French girl, he asked her if she would mind crossing the ocean. She replied, “Ah, non! si j’étais avec quelqu’un qui me fit oublier les ennuis du voyage.” His astonishment and admiration of her use of the preterite subjunctive struck him silent so long that he lost her. Two lives went astray over a lost mood.

English people can, with effort and difficulty, reacquire the subjunctive sense. But if not, the only thing to do is to go ahead without it; trample it down and forget it. After all no Frenchman, and few Irishmen, can ever learn to use shall and will. The subjunctive must either be used instinctively and through the sense of it or left alone. Seen in this light how terrible is such a thing as a “grammatical exercise” beginning with the dictum, “In French, verbs of fearing, avoiding, denying, forbidding, etc., etc. govern the subjunctive. Ne is inserted before the verb in the subordinate clause to indicate an affirmative conclusion; ne pas, to indicate a negative.” Then follows an exercise. Translate: “I am afraid he is coming. I am not afraid he is coming. I am afraid he is not coming. I am not afraid he is not coming.” Enough of that stuff puts a student of languages beyond resuscitation.

The time comes presently when the pupil in learning French on a proper method may begin to read it. And here again the secret of learning is to try to say good-bye to the English translation as rapidly as possible. “Le Petit Chaperon Rouge” is what the French call our “Little Red Riding Hood.” But having said “Little Red Riding Hood” once in this connection, never say it again. Call up the vision of the little girl picking flowers in the wood, her red cloak falling back from her shoulders, and connect with the picture the words Le Petit Chaperon Rouge. Learn what a little bit of the French story means and say it over and over again; get it away from the English and as you go further on with reading never bother as to what a French word “means” (in English) provided you can hit the general sense and go on. Better one half the sense in French than all of it in English.

When you read French in this way there will come a time when you find that you can read it, more or less straight ahead, without thinking of English. It is like learning to swim. It comes to you, after the hard initial effort that made it possible, with a warm glow of accomplishment. After that the language is yours. You have set up in your mind a division into compartments in one of which is English, in the other French. Henceforth they will not interfere. When you read French in this way a lot of the words will carry vague meanings that gradually clarify; but it doesn’t matter much whether they do — just as, in English, people go on reading sea stories all their lives without knowing what the “lee-scuppers” are except that people fall into them, or whether the “binnacle” is what the captain sits in or where the men sleep.

The French speech of a person trained in this proper way and the French writing of a person properly taught are necessarily for a long time filled with inaccuracies; children in learning to talk English at first are apt to run their words to a pattern, for example to make all the verbs “weak” — to say, “I bited the apple,” “He sawed me coming,” and so on. This clears away of itself, not by learning rules but by continuous and unconscious imitations.

But what is utterly unnatural is the false and overdone standard of excellence of the student of French in a grammar class, writing out twenty sentences of subjunctives without an error, finding feminines for blanc, for beau, for turc, for tourangeau and so forth, as easily as picking flowers. The method of teaching French here shares in the fault that goes with all examination discipline — the pressure to put on the last increment of excellence that only comes at an inordinate cost, an inordinate sacrifice of other things. A steamer whose economic speed is sixteen knots can perhaps be forced up to twenty at a double cost, and even beyond that, at an expense utterly disproportionate. A pupil who takes over ninety per cent in French grammar is like a little tug raising enough steam to move a freighter, at the expense of being all boiler and no cargo.

I admit the full difficulty of turning what is here said to its practical application in re-forming the curriculum of a school. But just as the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, so a clear sense of what is desired, of the goal to be achieved, will sooner or later find the means of achievement. But even without attempting in any degree to lay down a school curriculum in French, one or two generalities may at least be hazarded. Students ought to begin with nouns and names, learned off picture-placards by the oral method of fifty years ago — spelling and sound together. Follow these pictures by phrases, and plenty of them, learned as far as possible without connection with English: Voici un hibou; Voilà un cheval.... Steal from bygone Ollendorf one or two question-and-answer forms endlessly repeated: Voyez-vous le cheval! Oui, je vois le cheval.... Let at least all class-room directions be in French: Asseyez-vous.... Fermez la porte.... Écoutez bien.... And exhort the student at the start to try to get away from his own language.

A little further on comes reading out loud by the teacher; here enters such a story as Le Petit Chaperon Rouge — the English of it only explained once, just as little as is necessary, and then endless repetition of the reading. Dictation of French, to be written and spelled by the students as best they can and turned back and forward into Ollendorf questions, is a true linguistic discipline, the best there is, and the one, I imagine, the most nearly abandoned by our colleges in their entrance tests. And most of all it is necessary to realize that a percentage examination, carried on in writing, and calling for a false degree of excellence in detail, in this as in nearly every other part of education, spells frustration and defeat. But of that I speak in more general and fuller terms in another chapter.

In what I have said about the teaching of French I have been referring to the situation in North America — the United States and Canada — where it is probably the worst in the world. The whole power of a vast, expensive and enthusiastic public education is here directed along false lines of effort. In Liberia, where they make no effort at all, I am sure they do it better.

In England for various reasons the situation is different from ours. The proximity of France across the Channel, the fact that thousands of people learn their French from actual contacts and the fact that “native” teachers are everywhere available counts for much. So too does the fact that French was widely taught in England before the era of modern “translation” text-books, before analytical sentence-translation, and was taught largely in phrases and on a “natural” method. Even the earlier translation texts were not like ours. If anyone will glance at the famous Ollendorf of a hundred years ago he will see that it aims at a constant repetition of similar French forms by means of questions and answers. “Avez-vous le chapeau de mon père?” “Non, Monsieur, je n’ai pas le chapeau de votre père.”

Ollendorf seems to be wrong in admitting English as the medium. But the intention of his famous “method” was that the pupil would, by the repetition system, jump out of English to French; each French sentence would suggest a new one; each French thought would reproduce itself in a slight variation. “Avez-vous mangé votre déjeuner?” “Non, Monsieur, je n’ai pas encore mangé mon déjeuner.”

It has been only more recently that up-to-date textbooks on the model of their own begin to swamp out older and better methods.

Now the English are naturally the worst linguists in the world, but they carry down from their insular history the remains of a contempt for foreign nations, including foreign languages. The Eskimos are accustomed to call themselves “the people” and the English in many things share the Eskimo attitude. This sense of superiority, in point of language, carries advantages and disadvantages. English people are apt to consider that they “know French” when they are able to pass a few phrases back and forward across the lunch counter at Dieppe, or call out in a confident voice, “Garçon, l’addition, s’il vous plaît!” They are seldom interested in shades of pronunciation; they pronounce tenez and savez as if written in English tenny and savvie (to rhyme with “many” and “navvy”), and are willing to let it go at that. On the other hand, use and custom have enabled them to grasp far more easily than we do what a Frenchman is trying to say and to answer him with some such apposite phrase as “Très bien, Monsieur” or “Cela ne fait rien.”

I remember, as an illustration of this attitude, the visit to my university, McGill, about forty years ago, of Andre Siegfried, then an unknown and inquiring young Frenchman, since known to all the world. He stood and talked in easy effortless French to one of my elderly colleagues, an Englishman of the Oxford type. As Siegfried talked my colleague stood first on one foot and said, “Oui — oui — oui — ah, oui,” and then on the other foot and said, “Oh, non — non — non,” and then back to oui. Afterwards I heard him telling of the interview: “Delightful young man, speaks really excellent French. We chatted away for a long time — all in French, of course.”

This easy unconsciousness of the very problem of language gives a sort of reality to French in England, vastly different from the anxious, pathetic failure of French in America.

As a matter of fact, a full mastery of even two languages is a very rare thing. It can only come as the result of a special environment, the opportunity to talk both, the will to do so, and therewith a certain aptitude. What is ordinarily thought as bilingualism falls away below this.

Compare, for example, the “bilingual” city of Montreal, of whose one million people, some seven out of ten are French. All the French people of any education understand English, and all of them speak it in a way to make themselves easily understood for business and for ordinary conversation. But with a very few exceptions their speech falls far short of the range and power of people speaking their own language. They can say what they mean but they can neither adorn nor embellish it. Their pronunciation, of course, while pleasing enough, is not the same as ours; it may be better but it is not the same. Even their understanding of English of necessity falls short in point of appreciation of our literature; so much depends, especially in poetry and in the drama, on the full connotation of the words, the shades of meaning which they have taken on with us from infancy.

Can a foreigner fully distinguish the curfew “tolls the knell of parting day” from “rings the six o’clock bell”? Can he feel the appeal of a tide that “drew from out the boundless deep” and “turns again home”? “In Flanders fields the poppies blow!” Can any foreigner appreciate the delicacy of blow? We have no measure of the intimacy of their comprehension, but it is not unfair to doubt it.

As to the bilingualism of the English people of Montreal there is hardly any of it. Most of them learn a little French in school, recognize a lot of French words, especially those on sign-boards and know that “Guy Street!” as called out by the bilingual car-conductor is in French “Ghee!” The exceptions are too few to matter. Yet here is a city where an unobservant visitor, haunted by a myth, would say, “In Montreal, of course, everybody talks both English and French.”

People who have devoted attention to the subject of foreign languages may be inclined to differ from me as to their valuation of translation. They may argue that translation represents as it were the last word, the supreme exercise in language. The extraordinary difficulty of finding idiom for idiom, of carrying over from one language to the other an absolute identity of meaning with an equal excellence of diction, such difficulty is only matched by the attraction of doing it.

Now this is quite true. But such translation comes at the end not at the beginning of study.


CHAPTER VI. HAS ECONOMICS GONE TO SEED?
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Some years ago when I was the dinner guest of a famous club in Boston, the chairman of the evening introduced me in the following words: “Our guest to-night is an economist. I need hardly remind you, gentlemen, of the large part played in our life of today by our economists. Indeed it has been calculated that if all the economists were laid out in a line, end to end, starting at the Mexican border, they would reach” — the orator paused impressively and added— “nowhere.”

That, I say, was a few years ago. What was a genial joke then is plain fact now. In my opinion that is exactly where college economics stands. At a time when the world is in danger of collapse from the dilemma of wealth and want, the college economists can shed no light — or rather only a multitude of cross lights that will not focus to a single beam — in place of a lighthouse, wreckers’ signals, or, at best, fireworks, elaborate and meaningless.

The time has come to ask, has economics run to seed? Consider what we mean by the phrase. There comes a time in the life of plants and flowers, when bloom and freshness have passed away. The blossoms are gone, the green of bud and leaf has withered to a faded brown; on the shrivelled stem once bright with bloom there remains nothing but the ragged seed-pods, sear and unsightly. In these, indeed, lies resurrection, the hope of future life, but, for the moment, use, purpose and beauty are gone. Let the wind scatter the seed for a new start on other ground.

So it is with the growth of human knowledge. It rises in new force, vigorous in life, brilliant in expression and beneficent in power. Time passes. New growth has stopped. Knowledge, like a withering stick, becomes rigid and formal. Adaptability has gone. Leaf has become wood; speculation has turned to authority. The doddering thought has run to seed. The hand that holds the pen is dead.

So it was vast centuries ago when the Chinese, a brilliant nation in the sunrise of intellectual growth, invented a system of symbols, of little pictures, that permitted the written communication of thought. It was a marvellous advance. But over these little pictures the Chinese fell asleep for five thousand years, mumbling and reciting the “sacred books,” sacred only in their primitive simplicity, like an idiot among savages.

The Babylonians measured out the sky and baked their knowledge on clay, in wedge-shaped characters. They moved, stopped — and then the Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold and Babylon was buried in the sand.

In Alexandria the new Greek science and medicine ran its course for over five hundred years. There the Ptolemies built a great library of half a million books, a lighthouse four hundred feet high with beams focused far out at sea, a wonder of the world. Here were the triumphs of Euclid, of Aristarchus and of Galen. Then knowledge slowly crystallized; life and inquiry died out of it; the great weight of opinion of the dead suffocated the living. The conquering Arab overran it all, and the Caliph Omar burned its books in the name of a Mohammedan God.

When Greece and Rome declined, the Barbarians came, but among them grew up the schools of the Christian church, the schools of Alfred and Charlemagne, like beautiful little plants in the forest. These grew into the cloistered learning of the monastery, copying its parchment books in the quiet of a scriptorium, a sanctuary all still within, noise and battle without. Then the learning of the church, over-weighted and encrusted with age, turned to scholasticism, substituting words for things and grammar for thought, formal and worthless.

The Renaissance swept all this away, to put in its place the “humanities” and the classical scholarship which was the mainstay of our learning and our literature in England and America for three hundred years. The education of a “gentleman” was based on conjugations and declensions; young ladies’ minds were sweetened and enriched with Greek mythology, and America named its rising towns from the Rome and Syracuse of antiquity.

As the modern world of industry and machinery and democracy grew up, the world of classical education failed to notice that it was there and dozed quietly to rest, murmuring Latin quotations in its sleep.

As it slept, there rose up beside it, alert and eager with life, the new science of political economy. This, as fashioned by Adam Smith and Ricardo and their American disciples, seemed a wonderful dogma, fit to rank with Galileo’s telescope and Isaac Newton’s apple. It was so simple that it could all be written in a few pages. It told the poor exactly why they were so. Work, industry, liberty, free competition and a police force were all that was needed for social welfare. Every man got what he was worth and was worth what he got, and the world went of itself.

Not that this bright new dogma was taught in the colleges. Gentlemen didn’t need it and the poor couldn’t afford it. But the Cobdens and the Brights and the Manchester School put it round the world. It seemed like a gospel of light. Russian nihilists in the Siberian mines hid copies of John Stuart Mill under their shirts, like early Christians with a gospel.

Of teaching, I say, there was little. The East India Company first taught political economy in their college at Haileybury. Their cadets were supposed to need it, to work it on the Hindu. The first lecturer was Malthus, the apostle of the empty cradle; but he had a hare-lip; the students couldn’t understand him; so no harm was done. In Scotland also political economy was taught in college before and after Adam Smith; not under that name but as a branch of philosophy and the theory of moral sentiments. As such it turned into a sort of dream, like philosophy itself, bankrupt since Plato but garrulous as an aged patient in a workhouse ward. When political economy joined it, that made two. But as far as political economy meant practical precept — work, save and take what you can get — the Scotch didn’t need it in school. They had it as home work.

With the modernization of our education which began about fifty years ago, economics came sweeping in as a college-subject. Students cried for it. Benefactors died for it. It reached and swelled till it filled a B.A. curriculum, turned into a graduate study and after that students could go to Germany and get more of it, and keep on with it until they died.

But even then, though no one realized it, the bottom was out of it. Political economy had taken too much for granted. Property, and above all property in land. Where did that come from? asked Henry George. And inheritance? Loosen the dead hand and let us see what it holds in its fingers. What? Is that fair? All that vast wealth! And labor, asked Karl Marx, does it get all it produces? If so, why hire it? And competition, asked a thousand complaining voices, as the complexity of our machine industry grew, why is competition fair, if the strong can crush the weak and vested interest take its toll of necessity?

Even the theory of the matter turned upside down like a capsized boat. Does cost of production really govern the value of a thing, or does the value of a thing dictate its cost? And with that the theorists were off to a new start, perplexed as Milton’s arguing devils, who “found no end in wondering mazes lost.” Thus did the experts wrangle and jangle in their own Paradise Lost. With the new century, economics, with the bottom knocked out of it, was carried forward floating on the mud, like Stephenson’s first railway.

As a result, economic science has got itself into the tangle in which it is tied today. Of all the “economic truths” of a hundred years ago, I do not know of one — literally, not of one — that would pass unchallenged. Lord Bacon tells us that Pontius Pilate asked in jest, “What is truth?” and “would not stay for an answer.” If he asked the question of the economists of today and waited for an answer, he would have to arrange his board for a long time in advance.

Nothing stands. John Stuart Mill was convinced that “productive labor” was the basis of social welfare — that and nothing else. Labor spent on producing mere luxuries was wasted. The spendthrift was an enemy to society. What he did was to call for velvet clothes and champagne. Mill was a simple man, and a velvet suit and a bottle of champagne seemed to him the last word for a wild time. We could show him something now. But the idea was that Mill’s spendthrift, by calling for workmen to make him his suit and fix his drink, diverted them from producing real things that do not pass away — such as bridges, machines and factories. “A demand for commodities,” said Mill, “is not a demand for labor.” This he made one of his “four fundamental propositions” that held up the whole structure like the pillars of the mediaeval firmament.

But where is the argument today? Smashed to fragments. The loudest of our complaints are the voices calling for more spending of money. Anything to start it going. Prime the pump. Pension the old men. Give everybody in Alberta $25 a month. Don’t produce, spend. Cut production down, limit it. Let the hog die unborn and pay the farmer for the corn he doesn’t raise, on the sole condition that he will spend the money and not save it.

There again, saving! That, with all the economists from Adam Smith to his latest imitator, was the prime force in progress. There the interest of the individual and of society focused to a single light. If everybody worked hard and saved money, then everybody would get rich, the future would be provided for, and rainy days be stalled off till every place would be as good as Nevada.

They never stopped to ask what happens if everyone sells and nobody buys — if we save enough to build so many machines that there’s nothing for them to do. What if we do provide for the future? It hasn’t come yet. How are we to get along till it does? Hence all the wrangle and jangle over “technology,” technological improvement and technological unemployment, the waste of abundance and the superfluity of productive power.

I am not proposing to unravel the tangle — only to indicate it, coiled all over the ground on which we try to advance. In fact, it begins to look as if a “rainy day” were one of the best things in nature, and the more sudden the shower the better. Come on, loosen up and spend something! Have a cigarette.

So it seems that the bottom is out of the saving theory. That particular pillar is undermined and falling over. You may for the moment help yourself by saving money, but you’re a poor pup in the social sense if you do. Go and buy a velvet suit and order a quart of extra dry.

Saving money! And there again the moment you say “money,” off goes another explosion and up into the air a whole new mass of charred fragments. Scarcely a sentence is left intact of the old monetary theory that seemed as solid as bedrock. There it lay, the basis of our economic life and international trade — the doctrine of sound money. It seemed as if half the economic evils of the past had come about for lack of the knowledge and practice of it. Every student read in his economic scriptures of the evil of the Continental Dollar, the madness of the French Assignat and of how the Greenback was fought, slain and redeemed, as the dragon was fought by St. George.

Where is all this theory now? Nothing left, after the war explosion that blew it up, nothing except fierce, hot blasts of contrary opinion rushing into the vacuum. Monetary theory, or at least monetary practice, denounces solid, sound money, and calls for money at least as bad as and if possible worse than that of other nations. “If you devalue your pound, remember we’ll devalue our dollar. You can’t work that stuff on us!” To cling to sound money would be to become a Christian all alone in the arena.

Of all these doctrines I am not attacking one. Of all these problems I am not solving any. I am only drawing attention to the hopeless muddle in which economic thought and practice has involved itself. It has become a mass of contradiction. Every nation is calling in one breath for freer trade and economic nationalism, for a sound currency as debased as possible, for rigid economy with plenty of spending — in other words, calling out, “High!” “Low!” “Up!” “Down!” “Begin!” “Stop!” — till all is a mere babel of voices.

Perhaps the best index of what has happened to the science of economics is what has happened to the teaching of it in our colleges. The colleges have a system for meeting such difficulties.

When opinion gets confused — living opinion — the colleges can always fall back on the opinion of the dead. If living men can’t think, let’s have a catalogue of all that dead men ever thought, and the students can learn that. In fact, economics can be all dosed up with history, as doctors dose a patient with iron. And statistics. If we don’t understand the industrial world, at least let us have statistics. The continental area of the United States is 3,026,789 square miles and the number of spindles in Lowell, Mass., is 201,608 (or is it?) That’s the stuff. Make a four-year course and give a degree in it — a D.F.

And with that, of course, goes the familiar therapeutics of putting in “qualifications,” what is called the “relative” view — that a thing is partly so and partly isn’t so. Any book of what is called “general economics,” after indicating the continental area of the United States and the number of spindles in Lowell, Mass., proceeds to a series of propositions as to why wages partly rise and partly don’t, why prices may fall, or perhaps leap up, proving that black is in a sense white, except that where it is white it is partly black. This course is called Economics 1. From it you get to first base.

And, most of all, if we can’t understand it, let’s at least see that outsiders don’t. Let us dress economics up in esoteric language, give it a jargon of its own, and break away from plain terms like labour and profit and money and poverty. Let’s talk of “categories” and “increments” and “margins” and “series.” Let’s call our appetite for breakfast our consumer’s marginal demand. That will fool them. And if I buy one cigar but won’t buy two, call that my submarginal saturation point for nicotine.

Above all, let us call in the help of the psychologist. He’s the fellow with the technique. Turn him onto the theory of value, and grandfather Adam Smith won’t know his own offspring.

Accordingly, the theorist of today, following in the tracks of the dead scholasticism, the lost Babylonian and the Egyptian dozing in the dust of the pyramids, runs his economics to finer and finer distinctions that have lost all meaning for everyday life. He can no longer talk of our wants; he must have marginal wants, degrees of wants, increments of satisfaction, curves of desire meeting in an equilibrium. The difference as between plain language and this jargon is as between digestion and a stomach-ache. To the college economist a boy standing in front of a pastry shop represents a submarginal increment of satisfaction. Give him ten cents and he comes out with a consumer’s surplus in him. You can see it sticking out.

If anyone thinks this argument overdone, this language strained, let him open with me the latest of the books on pure economic theory, the books that have such titles as the Theory of Value, of Capital, of Investment, anything like that. It would be invidious to name them singly since this is an attack not on a man but on a method.

Here before me on my desk is one of the latest, a book that will be pronounced by the reviewers as one of the really “big” things — an “outstanding contribution,” that’s the phrase. The ordinary person can no more read it than he can read Chinese. Here is a sample of how this outstanding contribution stands out:

The slope of the curve passing through any point p has indeed a very definite and important meaning. It is the amount of y which is needed by the individual in order to compensate him for the loss of a small unit of x. Now the gain in utility got by gaining such an amount of y equals amount of y gained multiplied by marginal utility of y; the loss in utility got from losing the corresponding amount of x equals amount of x lost multiplied by marginal utility of y (so long as the quantities are small). Therefore, since the gain equals the loss, the slope of the curve

    am’t of y gained    marg’l utility of x

 == ——  ——  ——  ——  — == ——  ——  ——  ——  —— 

    am’t of x lost      marg’l utility of y

 

The author naïvely adds:

“Have we any further information about the shapes of the curves?”

No, I hope not.

I was once the guest of that merry institution, the Savage Club of London. Among the mock stunts of the evening was a speech supposedly in Chinese with an interpreter to explain it. After the bogus Chinese guest had spoken about half a dozen sentences, the chairman politely interrupted, and asked of the interpreter, “Now, what has Mr. Woo-hoo said?” “Nothing, so far,” said the interpreter.

The same is true of the quotation. It only means that when you have enough, you don’t want any more.

A thousand chapters have been written similar to that sample. Take enough of that mystification and muddle, combine it with the continental area of the United States, buttress it up on the side with the history of dead opinion and dress it, as the chefs say, with sliced history and green geography, and out of it you can make a doctor’s degree in economics. I have one myself.


CHAPTER VII. PSYCHOLOGY THE BLACK ART OF THE COLLEGE
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Among the arts in every age there is one that is the Black Art — mysterious, fearsome, a thing to dread. The Black Art comes and goes — now this, now that. Savages have their Black Arts of incantations, Voodoo rites and medicine men. Earlier Christianity had its attendant devils, its witches and its sorcerers. Along the edges of the light that it gave the world was a dark cloud of superstition, fear, exorcism, persecution, terror. The early learning had its astrologer, in a cone-shaped cap and a gown figured with the Zodiac, pointing with his finger at horoscopes and disasters. But time turned him into a professor of astronomical physics, quite harmless. Beside him was the alchemist, working with crucibles, to transform lead to gold, and seeking the Elixir of Life. He was an awesome being, but has faded long since into a high school chemistry teacher, not so much concerned with how to live forever, as with how to live next winter. As Christianity dropped its devils and its daily miracles and its exorcisms, it faded, for college purposes, into “comparative religion,” a first-year subject, popular as a snap. Students elect religion as cheerfully as they did in Scotland three hundred years ago. And it never fails them.

But a Black Art there has to be. Somewhere plain truth must fade to mystery; somewhere life must meet its border line; somewhere mind and matter present their irreconcilable contrast. Where one art abandons this shuddering mystery, another takes it up. One can see the Black Arts of the past and present moving and changing like the belts of light and shadow in an electric sign. Some day physics, that began in the sunlight of the new solar system as the very embodiment of clarity and fact and measured space and ponderated matter, may be the Black Art. For with the breaking of the atom, the disappearance of solidity, the change of matter into force, the old mystery is all back again and ready for a new astrologer.

But at the present hour and in the colleges all around us psychology has turned into the Black Art.

Now when I was at college, fifty years ago, psychology was an entirely innocuous subject. It was taught by a venerable professor in a long black gown — all senior professors at that date had to be venerable — and he taught it as he had imported it in the wood straight from Scotland thirty years or so before. I didn’t take the subject myself but those of us outside of it understood that it dealt with such things as the “association of ideas” and whether mind was just a form of matter or matter merely a form of mind and how the mind “worked.” It seemed quite harmless. It ranked along with ethnology, and the brand-new subject, just imported to Canada, political economy, as things by which students could take honours without having had a long previous training, like the five days a week in Greek for four years that made us “honour matriculants” in classics, able to translate four or five lines of Homer without stopping. It never seemed then that the lean kine of psychology and economics would one day eat up the fat, and pick the dead bones of Greek.

But there existed then, outside of college, in the dark, a mysterious and evil thing called “hypnotism.” This wasn’t taught. It was practised by “professors,” far from venerable, and exhibited at ten cents a seat in third-rate public halls. The “professor” invited members of the audience to step up on the platform and be “hypnotized” and put through various antics. The audience didn’t know whether it was jest or earnest, all faked up, or all real, or partly both. Certainly the exhibitions always contrived to have a certain amount of buffoonery like the “comic relief” of our ten-twenty-thirty theatre.

I went one night with four or five fellow students to such an exhibition. The “professor” appeared on a stage, with a row of empty chairs, and a background of ropes and pulleys and apparatus grimly mediaeval. He invited members of the audience to step up. I asked my fellow students if they would step up with me. All but one refused. They had a wholesome contempt for hypnotism and a secret fear of it. Curley Wood, who went on the platform with me, was a nervous-looking youth who lived on cigarettes.

We were given two end seats, and various other “subjects” came clumping up onto the platform. The “professor” then announced that he would look into the eyes of each subject and decide whether he was hypnotizable. He began with me as end-man. He stooped forward and looked fixedly in my eyes. I didn’t like it. I was sorry I had come up. I wanted to get out of it. Then I remembered that in the Middle Ages the devil couldn’t reach you if you kept reciting the pater noster in Latin. I didn’t know that but I started reciting to myself the 47th proposition of Euclid, about the square on the hypotenuse. That beat the “professor.” “You can step down,” he said. I did, with a great gladness.

He looked at Curley’s eyes and Curley turned as pale as his own cigarettes. “You can stay,” said the “professor.” He kept a few others. To judge by the absurd things he presently made them do — too absurd for likelihood — I should imagine they were hand-picked. But Curley Wood wasn’t; there was no collusion in his case. Yet the “professor” seemed able to take a mortgage on his will power. “Tell the audience your name,” he said. “Curley Wood,” answered my fellow student quite clearly. “Now try to tell it to them again and you can’t,” said the “professor” with a Rosicrucian gesture. Curley couldn’t. Vox faucibus haesit.

“Now I’ll throw a rope round you and drag you to this side of the stage. Resist if you like, but you’ll have to come.” ... All that and more, till at last he let Curley go and a tom-fool comic effect replaced him. I said nothing to Curley that night. Later he said, “He had me rattled.” He never gave any further explanation.

That kind of thing was outside of college. With it there went séances, and colloquies with the dead (such as there have been since Adam died) and attempts at thought transference, with doses of Madame Blavatsky and theosophy. A new occult world was growing up like weeds among the tombstones of dead superstitions. Naturam expellas furco, tamen usque recurrit.

Then came the Psychical Research Society and the attempt to reduce the occult world to scientific experiment and demonstration. And with that opened new fields of medicine, mind-cure, therapeutics, as old as mind itself but breaking to new life in our own century. Physiology, now better equipped with magnetism and electricity, moved on from Galvani’s dead frog with the salt on its leg to delicate experiments that called aloud for new theories of mind and matter. This new medical physiology reached out its hand, and psychology took it, and the dusty old professor in the long gown turned into Psyche the Soul.

 

In other words psychology from being nothing in the curriculum but a humble branch of metaphysics, itself a subdivision of philosophy at large, expanded till it became a whole department, with all kinds of affiliations and extensions, and broke outside the bounds of college to invade life in the open.

 

Psychology has overrun the curriculum by the sheer audacity of its onslaught. It has expanded in all directions at once. It has taken over the dream of the metaphysician and the micrometer of the physiologist. It’s an art and it’s a science. It’s a theory and it’s a practice. It’s an experiment and a dogma. It is business. It is religion. It has become a regular academic department store with a Deep Thought Counter, Practical Experiments in the basement and Minds Tested Free near the front door.

In the college which I know best, and, I am sure, in many others, if a benefactor leaves money for a scholarship “in liberal arts,” psychology says: “Let me in on that. I’m an art. I’m the biggest dream you ever saw. I’m all thought.” If it’s for science, psychology says: “Take me in on this. I’m science straight out; look at this testing machine. Stick your brain under it.” And if it is a medical gift: “Count me in. Therapeutics is my second name.” If it’s for theology, psychology slips on a white surplice and points to its courses on the psychology of religion.

Audacity wins. The other subjects stood meekly by and watched psychology take over their fields. To physiology it said: “You take the knife and do the work and I’ll make the talk.” To economics: “Give me anything your students don’t understand about value and demand and I’ll fix it so that they don’t need to understand it.” And to the college at large: “Hand me over the students and I’ll test their brains. That’s all you need.” ... And it hinted behind its hand, “I can test the professors, too, if you like,” and in a lower voice, “What about the President?”

Having conquered the college, psychology turned to business, set up courses in the Psychology of Business Relations, and gave lectures at luncheon clubs on the Psychology of Advertising. It frightened the business world into submission by threatening it with a course on the Analytical Measurement of Human Personality, a thing no business man would want done to himself, though he might like to have it worked on his employees. It let the business man know that it had its eye on him by announcing courses on the Observation of Social Behaviour, and it tempted his alliance by hinting at a course on leadership. The business man capitulated, had his employees measured on the Analytical Plan, and young women applicants tested by the Orthogenic Method instead of by being taken out to lunch.

Then psychology turned to administration and began testing soldiers by asking them to multiply three by three and watching their “reaction” to it. It has invented for us a world of “reactions” and “complexes” and “fixations” and “inhibitions.” It has its eye now on the criminal law, for which it aspires to be the star witness, replacing the finger-print expert and the toxicologist and the chemical-solution man by the psychiatrist holding the scales of life and death on whether murder was done as a “fun-impulse” or as part of an “inferiority complex.”

 

How much does this whole pretentious claim amount to, and what room is there for psychology in sound education? In my opinion, very little. Put back all that is mere common sense; restore to medicine what is medicine; leave business to business men, and psychology will be back again with nothing but its original mystery and its black gown.

 

Psychology “butts in” on our educational system at the very start. It begins to reduce the world, even of little children, to a maze of “complexes” and “suggestions,” “fixations” and “behaviours.” Plain right and wrong, common sense, goodness and badness get mixed up in a world that has a terrifying aspect of dark forces working through the individual and not of him. The psychology school child is possessed of new devils, which are working through him to expression. It is not he who threw the ink at the teacher; it was a complex that had got inside him. The teacher is not faced with a case of discipline but with a “behaviour problem.” She must wipe off the ink and think it out.

Let me quote from a recent educational book, one of a multiplying many:

 

John F — in school made life miserable for his teacher and also for the other children. He threw erasers across the room. He threw snowballs through the window. He dumped the waste paper all over the floor. He erased all the things the teacher had on the board.

The old-fashioned teacher [the author adds] would say he needed a good thrashing.

 

I must confess that it seems to me that the old-fashioned teacher would not be far wrong. In the days when I taught school, half a century ago, I think I could have solved the John F — problem to ten places of decimals with three feet of bamboo. But it appears from the text before us that I would have been all wrong. What John F — needed, we are told, is love. It was the lack of this that made him throw the erasers round. He was “expressing himself.” What he was trying to put across was “Love me, or I’ll sock you with this eraser.” It is somewhat the same idea as the Nazis have over in Central Europe.

Why did John F — need love? Because, apparently, he had picked up a complex, a little sister complex. At home his little sister Clara had been the family pet and he hadn’t. Who wouldn’t sling ink under provocation like that?

Or consider the psychology of business. This, with its sub-divisions on salesmanship and such, fills many courses. Is there any such thing? No, of course not, or only in the sense in which there is a psychology of conversation, or psychology of fishing, or of taking a motor ride, or a psychology of silence.

And salesmanship! Open any of the manuals on it (I admit they are getting fewer; it has been a flop) and you will be introduced to a nut called the Prospect. This doesn’t mean a landscape; it means the man to whom you are going to sell something. The nut called the Prospect doesn’t want it, but you are going to make him take it. You do it partly with your eye (the nut wilts when you look at him), partly by “suggestion” and partly by “personality.” This last attribute will sell anything, but to acquire it you need at least three hours a week for half a year, and must put up about a hundred dollars. This salesmanship psychology has invaded our language; people talk now of “selling an idea” — that is, making it popular. If you want to get up a club picnic you must get some live fellow to “sell fresh air”; if you’re going to help a church you’ll have to have a group of canvassers to go and sell religion. The last stage is when you are so smart that you can sell yourself. They did it in the Middle Ages and the idea is back again.

The psychology of politics — another piece of nonsense. I knew once a wealthy old Ontario lumber-man who said, “If any man can change his politics after an election quicker than I can, I want to see him.” You can, if you like, make a book of that sort of thing; but you don’t need four hours a week, four months a year (Mon., Tues., Thurs., Sat.) to understand it.

 

With that go the psychology tests and questionnaires:

 

As our firm has an application from Mr. William Worm for a job as a calliper, will you kindly give your (confidential) opinion as to his (1) Personality (2) Malleability (3) Obesity (4) Mortality....

 

In reply to which the Department of Psychology assigns to William Worm his proper percentage in each.

 

The psychologist, in other words, has managed so to impose himself on the world that he is now “called in” in a difficulty, like an emergency plumber. When he takes the final step of being “Open Day and Night,” his status will be complete. Meantime, as far as we are concerned with a curriculum for people who don’t want to lose a year of life over the futilities of behaviour and will take their chance on personality, psychology should be put back to where it was.

But we’re all afraid of it. It might put a curse on us, or an inhibition.


CHAPTER VIII. TEACHING THE UNTEACHABLE
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THE BARNACLES ON the academic ship: Fake courses for the feeble-minded: Clothing Analysis, Dry Skiing and the Theory of Girls’ Sports as College Courses; Pedagogy and a year’s loss of life; Teaching Business; the Lotus Land of Idle Talk

 

In my opinion the great majority of the colleges of the United States and Canada contain in their curriculums of liberal arts an accumulation of courses which are little more than an attempt to teach the unteachable; which substitute for the rigour of real study a make-believe activity and a dilettante idleness; which try to make theory out of the commonplace and to turn the obvious into the intricate; which are as pretentious as they are futile and which in the extreme cases are the mere bogus coin of academic currency.

These courses are carried along as a dead weight, like the barnacles that gather on the bottom of a sailing ship. The only purpose that they serve is to enable young people to come to college who could never have done so in the sterner days of the old-time curriculum — young men who can study tap dancing and social behaviour but not Latin and physics; young women who can’t learn algebra but can manage archery; and young people of both sexes whose minds are nicely fitted to a course on the Theory and Practice of Badminton, or a course on Marriage, open only to seniors and pursued intensively in the spring quarter.

I cannot speak of what the situation is in Great Britain, but I am inclined to think that at any rate the newer British colleges have to some extent followed our false lead. Nor am I speaking here of the purely technical schools of medicine and applied science. I am certain that they have enough real subjects of study, of increasing interest and intensity, to make it unnecessary to fake up false ones. I am talking here of the schools of liberal arts and the associated schools of social science, commerce, education, journalism, and home economics which have invaded and overrun its territory.

The result is deplorable. Much of our study is turning to mere wool-gathering, to pretentious nonsense. The rigour of it is melting away like butter. A lot of it is so easy, so vague and so silly that anything nicely above an anthropoid ape can get a degree in it.

What are we to say, for example, to a course on Clothing Analysis, which the college curriculum says is “designed to create in the student an enthusiasm for possessing individuality in clothes”? What an awakening of genius must this course occasion! One imagines some young inspired dreamer, waking in the night and leaping from his couch to seize a piece of chalk and sketch out an idea for the shape of his pants. Graduates returning to the farm with a gold medal for individuality in clothes would be pretty expensive to keep. Yet the course is given in a university with an honoured name and a hundred years of history.

Let us set beside it, from the program of one of the largest of the State universities, a course in Kinesiology. What this is, I don’t know. I never got as far as that in Greek. But the context shows that it is for men only, and the derivation seems to indicate that it is for fast men, or perhaps for men who need speeding up. They get it three times a week — right after lunch. It must be a great strain.

And here, taken from the curriculum of a great Pacific institution, but findable in many other colleges, is an Introduction to Religion. Most of us got that at our mother’s knee. But these people get it every Tuesday and Thursday at eleven. The danger would be that they might go all to the devil by Monday night.

In the same college is a department of Physical Education for women which has among other things a set of “activities” courses. These include Dry Skiing, which ought to call for a balancing course in Wet Golf. In the list also appears “life-saving,” a thing which, in my day, students left to the bartender at seven o’clock the next morning. But these people evidently have a good time all the time; they do tennis, sailing, archery, tap dancing and wind up with tumbling. It is only fair to add that various colleges list tap dancing and archery, and one has the hardihood to announce a course on the Fundamentals of Golf for Beginners. One can imagine the boy who is taking the individual study in pants going out in plus fours to get his fundament in golf.

Even there the academic sin is not so unpardonable as in the creation of courses with made-up names that are a mere burlesque of scholarship such as Kinesiology. Put beside it, as drawing cards, taken from the 1939 calendars of various colleges, the courses in Eurambics, in Choric Speaking, and Human Ecology! This last sounds like being sick. But apparently there are students today prepared to take a course on anything with a name with a proper sound, such as Rheumatics, Spondulics or Peritonitis.

The courses I have cited above are all actual. Indeed, everything said in this chapter about these newer studies is based on an examination of the latest program of study issued by fifty American Universities, selected among the best known, among the largest and the most characteristic. I did not include any institutions of a purely freakish character. The examples that I have cited can be duplicated over and over again till even the fun squeezes dry out of them and leaves nothing but the fraud and the shame. Nor do I know of any university in the United States or Canada entirely free from this sloppy degeneration. Seven of them, Toronto, Chicago, Brown, Dartmouth, Queen’s, Bishop’s and McGill, I have the right to call my Alma Mater — either a mother under whose care I studied or at least as the wet-nurse of an honorary degree. But not even my gratitude toward these institutions can lead me to deny that they have gone astray in the wilderness with their sister colleges. Nor is this, I think, the mere complaint of an old man — Laudator temporis acti — to whom the grass was green and the sky blue fifty years ago. Some things that old men think might be true, even in this age of Youth.

 

All this false attempt to teach the unteachable has grown up in the last fifty years. When faith in the older classical curriculum began to weaken in a new world of science and industry, it seemed proper to expand the studies of a college to meet the expanding needs of the hour. The original motive was at least sound and praiseworthy. The idea was to make the college practical, to harmonize it with a practical world, to bring the college to the student and to teach him the things on which his livelihood would depend. A classical scholar of the older type began to appear singularly inept. He didn’t know how to drive a motor-car, or put a washer on a kitchen tap, or go down to the cellar to replace an electric fuse. For things like this you had to get “a man.” The classical scholar couldn’t go near the Stock Exchange unless a trustee held him by the hand, couldn’t read a balance sheet and didn’t know what F.O.B. meant. A mathematician was about as bad, useful to make insurance tables and the nautical almanac, but no personality, no magnetism. What the world began to need was “dynamos,” “live-wires,” “executives.”

So a new stream of studies began to flow into liberal arts — at first as a leak in the classical dam, then as a flood that swept the dam away and left only a few fragments of it as islands in the new water.

Political economy came first, highly respectable, with credentials from Adam Smith and John Stuart Mill. After it came sociology, a sort of windy first cousin to religion, with a letter of recommendation from Herbert Spencer. Then came education, hitherto only practice but turned now to a theory and a discipline, which not only invaded college, but set up a college of its own. Schools of commerce sprang up and flourished on the aid of business men, flattered by being automatically turned into a profession. There was now the same fervour to break away from Latin as with the Protestants to break away from Rome. With commerce came journalism and physical education, by which high jumping and skinning-the-cat were turned into theory, and home economics whereby such things as cooking, marketing and nursing the baby were dressed up as college courses, as African natives dress up in plug hats and soda water bottles on string.

In all these changes there is of course a certain modicum of reason, of sensible adaptation of older study to newer life. But the essential point is that the practical goal which they propose to reach cannot be reached by that road. Education, in the sense of the power to teach, is learned by becoming a teacher; commerce is learned in an office or a warehouse, and banking in a bank. Journalism is learned in a newspaper office and nursing the baby is learned by getting married.

College is meant to train the mind, not the thumb. A certain modicum of discussion and attention can be given in pauses of the sterner studies to such things as lectures on society at large (sociology) or to the theory of how best to learn and to teach (education). But these things as they stand are exalted and expanded out of all proportion to their usefulness. When a student turns his whole course into journalism it is as if he proposed to make his whole diet on sugar. If a student having had an Introduction to Religion goes ahead and takes ten more courses in it, I doubt if he is getting much nearer to the Kingdom of Heaven. If religion is what I think it is — a communing of the spirit with the unseen, an imminent sense of life beyond death and of duty laid upon us — I don’t see how you can take a “course” in it, unless you don’t believe in it. Human life itself is the only course in religion. What colleges call “comparative religion” would have seemed, in an age of belief, rank blasphemy.

Consider education. By this is meant not the body of knowledge itself, but the manner and mechanism of imparting it. Schools of education constantly forget this little distinction, and keep themselves well nourished by stealing over the fence. Kept within its own fields, the diet is pretty scanty. The notion that a student must spend one fifth of all his college life, one fifth of all his parents’ college money in learning how to teach the things he has learned already (four years arts, one year pedagogy) is just a sham and a fraud. If the idea is only designed to help keep the teaching profession closed, to help keep up the market, let us do it some other way, as they do in France with the closed shop called the Aggregation. But the pretence that “pedagogy” is worth a year of life is wicked.

I have a certificate in the stuff dating back to 1888. In those happy days we escaped with a three months’ sentence. I put in my time, aged eighteen, at the old Collegiate Institute of Strathroy, Ontario, and had among the pupils on whom I practiced General Sir Arthur Currie, then a boy of thirteen just entering high school. We had to study a book or two on the history of education, interesting enough, but as easy as mud pie to anyone trained on Greek and mathematics. We studied also a text or two on the theory of education, all of it as obvious as coming in out of the wet. We were taught that education must proceed from the concrete to the abstract, from the known to the unknown, and so forth.

In later life, with forty-six years of teaching, I have realized that, obvious as it is, a lot of this isn’t so. It is often very good business as a short cut to begin with something abstract and unknown, and for the moment unintelligible, and later come out into the sunlight of understanding. It is like going through a tunnel under a hill instead of wandering miles round it. All the side issues that are taught in education courses, such as school ventilation and the care of the teeth, should be left to a plumber or a doctor. Beyond these again are the excrescences, such things as a course on the list in front of me, called Field Practice in Guidance and Counselling. These are just sin against the light.

Education, as theory in a general sense, is interesting to read about and to think about. Like sociology it is fit reading for old men. But it isn’t a college course. Education, as practice, begins when you really start to teach, as I did in Uxbridge High School on a February morning in 1889. All that Strathroy had done for me was to break the ice; the plunge had still to come. A couple of months’ initiation into practical teaching, taken while still in the arts course, is all that any teacher can ever need or benefit by. To steal a year of youth is robbery. One recalls how Emile Zola in the Dreyfus case kept repeating J’accuse! That is how I feel. J’accuse Pedagogy.

Now hand me down commerce. We’ll take it on next. It is wholly impossible to teach “business” in a school or college. You can teach certain things useful as a training for an intelligent business man, such as how to read and write well, and express himself properly. In this, Latin is excellent, and enough mathematics to heighten his power of concentration. And alongside of his real education you can, if he wishes, give him a knowledge of book-keeping, though few business men know anything about it; and company organization, which most people leave to lawyers; and shorthand and typing, usually bought by the week. But the main part of the education of a business man is not to fit him for his business but to fit him to live. If a boy is to be trained for the coal and wood business, just for that, with no life apart from it and no soul, then he needs no college and college has nothing for him. Rub coal-dust on his face and put him to work at fourteen. Don’t cheat him into taking a six months’ credit on the Theory of Nut Coal.

The subject of journalism occupies an enormous space in the newer college curriculum, especially in certain universities in the Middle West. In more than one of them the courses number as many as forty, and would occupy, if taken as a total, several years of a student’s life. They range from such obvious things as the History of Journalism to special courses on writing editorials, city reporting, small town newspapers. One large institution situated among the oil wells offers a special course on reporting gas and oil, including, no doubt, explosions, a subject needing apparently an intensive training in lurid language.

Now anyone whose activity in life, in whole or in part, consists of writing must feel a certain sympathy with the attempt to bring college training to the aid of a prospective writer. That the college can be of enormous use to a young man who wants to be a journalist there is no doubt. But essentially what such a person needs is English — both literature and composition — and history with a special view of our contemporary era and our current government and a certain training in one or more modern languages, with Latin always as the background. In science he needs what is elsewhere described in the book as a “thorough smattering.” In other words a journalist must be a man with a wide education and a ready knowledge of the world in which we live. Such subjects as proof-reading and make-up and the handling of dispatches can be learned in a newspaper office, and can’t be learned anywhere else.

The notion that there is a special training in English needed for writing editorials and another for writing obituaries and another for writing up local items is not only erroneous but injurious. A person who writes for a newspaper very soon learns certain tricks of the trade, arising out of necessity. Thus he must learn to call a murderer an alleged murderer, and the King of England the alleged King of England. This forestalls libel suits. In writing up local events he must learn to state what happened, the whole of it, in one long breathless sentence, called a “lead,” at the very start, so that the reader need go no further. He must learn to avoid personalities and give the sources of his information as coming from “a leading oil interest,” or from “rubber circles,” or “a reliable pulp and paper source.” In this immaterialized world of oil and rubber and pulp there is no fear of offence. But even when a journalist has become familiar with all these tricks and tags, the question still remains, can he write? And for this there is no royal academic road, and an alleged training in alleged journalism, if it cuts the student out from a proper share in wider, deeper culture, is dearly bought.

Other subjects again, such as sociology, are excellent things in their way but have not sufficient body, definiteness or order in them to make them a subject of curriculum study. They represent reflection, not training. Take out of sociology all that is history or belongs with such anterior studies as geology, palaeontology, and anthropology, and what is left? Nothing but general speculation that expresses itself in the announced courses in such forms as “Social Trends, a study of the factors and forces involved in the organization and continual modification of society.” Now you can’t take a boy off a farm and teach him a social trend, at the rate of four hours of trend per week, ending up with one credit in Social Trends. A wise old man like Plato or a wise young man like Herbert Spencer might muse on the topic and write on it, and other wise people might read it and enjoy it and profit by it. But you can’t teach it. It isn’t college.

If all this pleasant dilettante discussion, this mimic make-belief could be had for nothing, if it did not involve the loss of time and money and opportunity, it would not matter. In a world where it was always afternoon young men and women might sit among the lotus leaves, or in the shade of the catalpas and talk of “social trends” and “personnel psychology” till they nodded off asleep. In the world as it is there is no room for such a slumber, for such a sleep, for such a folding of the hands to sleep. We have it on authority what may happen next.


CHAPTER IX. RAH! RAH! COLLEGE!
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NIGGERS IN A compound — The college that was; oatmeal and anatomy — The college that is: Co-eds and snap courses — The charm of college life — College activities — Pep Clubs and Poultry Clubs — Student executives — The fortunate few — Education that never dies

 

I remember noting, when I was in South Africa thirty years ago, how certain great mines on the Rand were shut in as compounds with tall metal fences, so that the Portuguese East African “niggers” working in the mine might be persuaded to stay on the job. When they came up from under the earth, in the pauses of their labour, there arose in the compound the sound of music and the banjo and the loud laughter that marked the African’s appreciation of the vaudeville troupe hired to entertain him. It was not philanthropy that led the mining companies to entertain the niggers with vaudeville, and to drive away their sorrows with the banjo. Without that, the niggers wouldn’t work, would pine away and die. It was hard enough to get them there anyway. Nothing did it but the prospect of getting out a couple of years later, with money enough to go home and buy two wives and a spy glass and a case of gin. That was their graduation day.

 

The students in our colleges are the niggers in the compound. From inside the college fence rises the sound of “Rah! Rah! College!” as they carry on their student activities which correspond to the nigger’s vaudeville! Listen! You can hear the Banjo and Mandolin Club practising in Convocation Hall for the big show tomorrow night put on by the United Sororities League in honour of the big victory at the big game on Saturday. Most of the profs have cancelled their lectures this afternoon to get ready for the holiday tomorrow. You can’t hold a class the day before a holiday. A class is as delicate to “hold,” anyway, as the bubble in a spirit level. Listen again! In the pauses of the banjo and mandolin you can hear the Rooters’ Club, away across the campus in the gym practising their cheers for tomorrow. “Prexy” himself let them off classes today to practise, but he said he wanted the cheers to be clean and spontaneous. Well — as the Rooters’ cheer leader said — you can’t get a spontaneous cheer without spade work. That’s it — spade work! There’s a lot of it going on all round, in the buildings and in the campus. Committees are meeting to do spade work on the program of welcome, and inside groups are doing spade work to get the committees into line. Bright, busy — such a happy scene, all autumn leaves and colour.

Such a happy place is college, made so by the college activities that serve as the niggers’ vaudeville of the students. If it were not so, how could the students reconcile themselves to the long ten years of preparation for life that they must face in coming in, and pay off year by year — in years counted out one by one — their promissory note discounted on the future.

In earlier days this was not so. College was short and stern; it was like a prayer before a battle, in the days when one year in a saw-mill and two years in a winter class made a doctor, there was not time for college activities. The banjo — or was it the bagpipes? — hung silent on the student’s wall. The Edinburgh “medico” ate his oatmeal and counted his anatomy bones, grim and determined. But his eye was on the promised land.

 

Few people realize how agreeable is college life, how halcyon its days, and how stern and rugged it has been elsewhere and in other days. Not, of course, always so; there have been times and places in the past where college life meant little more than wine and cards, driving in “drags” and having “rags” and keeping it up till one was sent down. Here and there, undisturbed by the rags, classical dons annotated Greek texts, or the individual studies of an Adam Smith or an Edward Gibbon redeemed the torpor of the mass.

But in most places, sixty years or so ago, in Scotland and on this continent at least, college life was stern, its studies a veritable sentence to hard labour. Take this for example, a reminiscence of the late Sir James Barrie, as evidence of the student life in Edinburgh as it once was.

 

“I knew three undergraduates,” said Barrie, “who lodged together in one room in a dreary house at the top of a dreary street. Two of them used to study till two in the morning while the third slept. When they shut up their books they woke No. 3 who studied till breakfast time. Among the advantages of the arrangement the chief was that, as they were dreadfully poor, one bed did for three. Two of them occupied it at one time and one at another.”

 

There is nothing attractive in such a picture; little in it but a shudder, with a certain admiration of the staying power that could stick it out. But it represents one extreme of which “college activity” of today is the other. The Scottish student overdid his poverty. He could have worked a year for wages — he had at least a year of life to trade — and changed his penury to relative affluence. Thus have I seen students of the Middle West working their way through college with long hours of menial labour as the price of study. Their case, in a way, is worse than the lot of the Scot, since our long curriculum makes it hard to add on a year. Nor could anyone wish college life back to where it was, with so little diversion, so rigorous in its work, so cut off from the society of the other sex, life’s solace and life’s danger — cut off as a dead sea, stormless in a chasm.

 

All different is the picture of college life now. Only those of us who have lived in college — not merely studied there for four years; that’s nothing, but lived there — can fully tell of the charm and amenity of college life. The college years pass by, from autumn leaves to autumn leaves, in a measured cadence that substitutes the college calendar for the Zodiac. Here are the seasons all reversed and defied, where autumn is springtime, bright and eager with the hopes of a new college year, where December is the very noon-time of effort and activity, and so onward, till the fading year melts into spring and vanishes with the flowers of June.

Little do we note the flight of time, as the college, itself immortal, drifts toward eternity. What to us is weather or the storm? We have our lighted classroom, and the February snow outside the window can but render it more inviting — the professor at his desk, expounding, for the thirtieth winter, his notes on Kant’s estimate of Aristotle’s view of Plato, and the class, their heads bent over their desks, writing it all diligently down — as their fathers and mothers did thirty years ago, when the prof was a sessional lecturer and wore a flower in his coat and worked each night to have the next day’s lecture ready, as busy as a baker making bread.

That’s the life, the college life, of the class-room, and of the outside “college activities” for which the class-room serves as a pleasant recuperation.

 

I know no more attractive scene than the campus of a college on the autumn day when the students gather for the new session — the commencement of another academic year. The sky is never so blue nor the still, fleecy clouds so white, nor the autumn leaves so bright with red and russet and yellow, as on that day.

Bright as they are their colours are dimmed beside the reds and whites of the college blazers of the co-eds, grouped with their fellow students in happy greetings and reunions under the trees, or moving about as busy and as aimless as an ant-hill. Here and there moves also a “prof,” a queer mixture of summer tan and academic dinginess, to lend a contrast of age to this surrounding world of youth.

Inside the halls all is crowding and jostling, activity and eagerness and laughter. The students are trying to register and can’t, and so they stand waiting in long queues outside the offices of Deans and Women’s Supervisors. No college ever manages a system of registration that works; each has one, a marvel of theory, invented by Professor Angle (see under Department of Psychology) fifteen years ago and as out of date as the professor himself.

But the students don’t mind. They wait endlessly, bandied about from Dean to Dean, from Supervisor to Supervisor, or falling into talk and breaking off to shout a greeting to Bill, the janitor of Liberal Arts, the only efficient man in the university.

The students, of course, are concerned with their courses, their “elections” and their “options” — what they are to take for the coming session. It’s like the babble of a stock-market. Professor Dim is said to be offering a new course in Greek Archaeology; very few takers; it’s rumoured that he ploughed a student last year. There’s a big rush for English Seventeen, the Drama, but the prof has a notice up that he won’t let in any more — still you might try to see him in his office. There’s the usual mob for Sociology One, and there are three students, so they say, in Fourth Year Honour Mathematics, where there have been none for five years.

Here in one of the groups is a pretty girl in a college blazer, cursing, with a happy oath that wouldn’t take the skin off a peach, at the Dean of Women, because the old cat won’t let her elect Religion; says she hasn’t the prerequisite. And she swears she has — really swears.

Here are a couple of football men gravely discussing with a junior prof, himself an ex-quarter-back, what they had better take. Archaeology looks likely, as the lecturer never takes the roll and no one has failed in it within memory, but there’s a new course on Delinquency, under psychology, that is better, because it has no prerequisite, no roll-call, attendance left to student’s honour and the credit is given on the professor’s own say so.

 

But of course more than all, most of all, the students are discussing the clubs and societies and activities. Who’s to be editor of the Daily Hoot? What freshmen are being canvassed for the fraternities — the Oh, Few, Few, and the Mew, Mew Fie and so on. There’s a general notice of the first meeting of the Glee Club, all up! and the organizing meeting of the Discussion Club, all up! and the first lunch of the Dutch Treat (basement of the cafeteria), all down!

And so, endlessly and happily. If life offers any collective thing better than this day, which I have seen come and go more than forty times, then I’ve missed it.

 

Such is college activity. But, as with all good things, the only question is, how far do you go with it? A wise old Greek once took as his life motto, Do nothing too much; and I remember a similar case in point when the town council of my home town, in pensioning an old employee, made the pension “for life, but not more than five years.” So with the activities. If education is eating up life is it not possible that “activity” is eating up education?

The difficulty about the students’ activities and the clubs and societies under which they are organized is that every one of them — or nearly every one of them — taken by itself, seems not only justifiable but admirable. A Literary and Debating Society — excellent! What college could be without it? A Glee Club! Why shouldn’t a student sing, just as why shouldn’t a soldier drink? A Dramatic Society, A Cercle Français to talk real French, a Deutscher Bund to eat pretzels! Fine.

Even when the list gets a little doubtful we can perhaps turn an indulgent eye, as upon a good idea gone astray. Here, for example, is a Pep Club — not in one college but in several. The purpose of it is defined by one of the colleges in its calendar by saying, “This club is composed of young women who are associated for the purpose of generating enthusiasm for inter-collegiate athletic contests.” One thinks of Helen of Troy, whose face launched a thousand ships, and shudders to think of the dangers into which the Pep Club may plunge the fated boys. In one college the Pep Club has an offshoot, the “Green Peppers,” under the supervision of the Pep Club. This is composed of “freshman girls,” and is prepared to make trouble by generating enthusiasm among school-boys.... Odd, isn’t it, that the underlying idea of so many of these societies is that you can’t get enthusiasm unless you generate it, can’t hold, can’t feel anything till you wave your arms.... You must go into life body first and drag your head in afterwards. But perhaps it is only part of “mass method” on which we now live....

Here is another college with a Poultry Club and a Dairy Club that sound as warm and friendly as a barn-yard but are offset by a Cosmopolitan Club that wouldn’t know a cow from an antelope. Compare with these peaceful activities the Scabbard and Blade organization, an honorary military fraternity of various colleges, prepared to demolish the enemies of its country either seriatim or in the mass. Put beside it the Quadrangle Club, a “religious society” whose purpose is the “development of the four-square man” or, so to say, the man of four dimensions— “spiritual, mental, physical and social.” Presumably he is hard to develop and needs isolation in a club, like a bacillus in a culture.

The parent source of all was, I imagine, the old-time Literary and Debating Society. Pretty dim its meetings were. In the one I remember best the college rule forbade all debate that touched on religion, politics or contemporary affairs. The usual topic was one such as “Resolved that the execution of Charles the First was justified.” Charles had his head resolved on and off him at a hundred college sessions.

Beside this went the College Glee Club, as natural and as mournful as lost Tasmanians singing on a rock. On the side, of course, were the Greek Letter Societies that are not under discussion here. In colleges without resident life they were one thing; in colleges equipped with dormitories and furnished with three hundred social activities they are another.

With the Debating Society and the Glee Club was the original College Journal, appearing about once a month, more or less, in a sort of arctic twilight, discussing “The Genius of Shakespeare,” “An Autumn Walk,” with Latin verses, “Tu, Tulle, tute meo,” etc. No one followed it further.

The change came in a rising tide that turned to a tidal wave. The newer subjects, political economy and such, started “clubs” which compelled the old ones to break out in the same spot — the History Club, the Philosophy Club, the Physics Club, right back to Bible Clubs and Old Testament Societies that scored a bull’s-eye on creation. All, be it noted, were excellent in idea. Then the old College Journal expanded into the new College Daily, with editorial rooms, reporters, everything up to murder. With it came subsidiary sheets and organs. The Glee Club extended into musical societies, choral societies, folk song societies, and, best of all, gave birth to the Dramatic Society, the most justifiable of all college institutions, except of course the Old Testament Club. The work done by dramatic societies, making and producing plays, is real education, with the true prompting of spontaneous interest that is lost elsewhere. It is not based on the mere “camp-meeting” enthusiasm of the “Let’s all shout” organizations.

Side by side with these grew up another set of organizations to remind the student of his home — in the Eastern universities, Western Clubs and in the Western universities, Eastern Clubs, and everywhere, in Canada at least, Maritime Province Clubs, because everybody comes from the Maritime Provinces, and nobody goes there.

 

The names of the clubs and societies, if you put them all together, is legion. One of the largest of the State universities writes proudly of itself, “Practically every type of American college student organization is found among the three hundred clubs, societies and associations represented upon the University campus.”

 

There would be no great harm done if each one student followed only one activity; if he staggered home late from his chess club but was at his books early in the morning; if he blew his whole face into his trombone from four to six but was at his desk in the evening; if he wrote a brilliant article on “The World’s Awakening,” in the Student’s Daily and then fell asleep over his trigonometry.

But it is not so. Even the average student follows half a dozen activities, and all the most efficient and capable are so immersed in them that they turn into executives and committee men, with their day full, no time to turn round. Capable indeed they are — far quicker of comprehension than real business men, with more enthusiasm and more precision in their minds. They need to have enthusiasm and energy, too, for there are so many activities to be kept going that the leaders must do a terrific lot of organizing, initiating, committee work, spade work, to keep the others up to it. All up! for this, and all up! for that, till college life becomes a sort of permanent “resurrection day.” And for such a day, spade work is the first requisite.

One recalls how a famous French general looked on at the charge of the Light Brigade at Balaclava and said, “It’s magnificent but it isn’t war.” So with these student leaders — it’s wonderful but it isn’t study. It is making of them fine and efficient men and women. But the toll of years taken is too heavy, and the life of the college, as they lead it, would never keep alight the lamp of learning.

 

But there are those who trim it.

Here and there in this moving and happy world there are among the students the few who leaven the lump, the few who really study. You remember how Edgar Allan Poe said, “And the people, ah, the people, they that live up in the steeple.” Well, there are students up in the steeple of the temple of learning, or higher still, up in the clouds. These are the ones who come to college and never go away, whose lot it is, thrice blessed, to stay at college all their lives — demonstrating first, and then lecturing, and then moved up to be an associate, and later on a professor, a real one. Somewhere in such a professor’s life he has picked up, more or less unnoticed, a wife, as a beaver picks up a mate away off in the woods. Married or single it makes but little difference; life flows on from session to session, smooth and unruffled as seen by the outside eye, but, as seen from within, full of its eager struggles, its triumphs and its landmarks. Such is, for instance, the occasion when the professor reads his first paper (all typed by his wife) before the Palaeontological Society, or has his article on the “Diphthongs in Chaucer” accepted by the Philomathic Journal.

For these people, study is study; its foundation is laid deep and its crown is never set. For their sake I gladly take back everything said in this book, of shorter methods, fewer declensions and less exceptions. They need them all. No “smattering” for them. When they tackle an author they dissect him from the head down and hang up the skin. They follow the tide of human thought from Plato downward till they almost, never quite, reach yesterday. Each carries with him his life work, like that of Professor Dim with the Odyssey described elsewhere in this book. And his life work — on the geography of Ninevah or the place names of Yucatan or the coleoptera of the British Isles — is seldom complete, usually but a fragment and often never begun. They need time, these men; they need eternity. Collectively they get it, and the college goes on, maintained, as far as its soul is concerned, by the men who work in it, and not by the bricks and mortar that house their labours.

I have written elsewhere that, with the right men and a few elm trees and some books, one could have, at a generation’s notice, the most distinguished college in the world. I repeat it here so that the animating idea of this book may not be obscured. This is not a plea for cheaper, shorter education in the mean sense, but for education that does not end with college and for learning that never dies. Rah! Rah! College! Let’s go and see what’s happening in the campus.


KINDRED ESSAYS IN EDUCATION AND HUMOUR
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WHEN MEN RETIRE
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MY OLD FRIEND Mr. McPherson retired from the flour and feed business — oh, quite a few years ago. He said it was time to get out and give young Charlie a chance — even then “young Charlie” was getting near fifty. Anyway old Mr. McPherson said he wasn’t going to keep his nose to the grindstone for ever.

I don’t mean that he absolutely dropped out of the business; but, as he himself said, he took it easy. The McPhersons had a fine business, two or three big mills and a central office in our home town. Always, before he retired, Mr. McPherson would be down at the office sharp at eight — the flour and feed is an early business. When he retired he gave all that up. He’d loaf in anywhere round ten minutes past, or sometimes even twenty. It was the same way after lunch — or at least I mean after “dinner”; they don’t have “lunch” in the flour and feed business; they have dinner at noon. After dinner if Mr. McPherson didn’t feel like getting up and walking to the office at one o’clock, he’d drive down in a cab. And at five o’clock, when the office closed, if he didn’t feel like going home right away, he’d stay for a while and run over some of the day’s invoices. Or perhaps, if he felt like it, he’d go over to the mill, because the mill didn’t close till six, and just fool around there a while helping the men bag up some of the farmers’ orders.

One thing, though, that Mr. McPherson insists on, now that he’s retired, is that, as he himself says, he never interferes. The business, as he explains, belongs now to the children. That means young Charlie and Lavinia — bless me! Lavinia must be not far from sixty; she keeps the house. To those two and a married daughter in Scotland. The old man has never transferred the business in any legal sense. He says it isn’t necessary as long as he’s alive. But it’s theirs just the same, and he tells them so. And, as I say, he doesn’t interfere; “young Charlie” is the general manager, and all his father does is just to look over the contracts to see what’s doing, and keep an eye on the produce market to advise young Charlie when to buy — but only, mind you, to advise.

What’s more, as Mr. McPherson himself loves to explain, he’s not like a man who can’t cut loose from business and enjoy himself. Oh, my no! Every year there’s the St. Andrews dinner in the Odd Fellows’ Hall, regular as clock-work, and every year Burns’ birthday, when a few of them get together and have a big old time and read Burns out loud. And only four years ago Mr. McPherson took a trip to Scotland and saw his married daughter and Burns’ grave and the big flour mills at Dumbarton, and paid for it all out of a commission on No. 1 wheat. Oh, no, Mr. McPherson says he never regrets his retirement: he can’t think what it would be like to be back in harness.

 

My friend McAlpin was a banker — assistant general manager of a bank. He retired in the natural, normal course of things in accordance with the bank regulations. He made no plan or preparation for retirement. He said that it was enough for him to be rid of the strain of work. He’d have his mind free. So he would have had, if it hadn’t happened that, on his first morning of retirement, as he walked down town, he felt a sort of wheeziness, a kind of, well, not exactly a pain, but a sort of compression. Anyway, a druggist gave him some bicarbonate of bismuth — he’s told me about it himself ever so many times — or was it bisulphate of something? Anyway it fixed McAlpin up all right but it left him with a sort of feeling of flatulence, or flobbulence (he’s explained it to me) that bothered him all morning till a friend told him to drink Vichy water, two or three quarts at a time. Now as a matter of fact you see, McAlpin had had that wheeziness every morning for years back when he went to the bank. But as soon as he opened the mail and began dictating, the wheeziness vanished, and the flobbulence never started. But the moment he retired, the wheeziness brought on the flobbulence; and Vichy water is all right, but there’s so much chalk in it that if you take it you must follow it with an anticalcide of some sort. I don’t know the names, but McAlpin has told me about them — bigusphate of carbon or any other antiscorbutic.

In fact, as McAlpin tells me, he has come to realize that his diet while he was in the bank was all wrong. He used to take bacon and eggs for breakfast, whereas now that he has looked into things he finds that bacon has no food value at all — contains no postulates. Eggs would be all right if taken with a germicide, but they lack vitamins. So what McAlpin eats now — he tells me this himself — is a proper balance of protein and carbohydrates.

McAlpin spends a good deal of his time in the drug stores. He says those follows know a lot. Do you realize that if you take a drink of mineral water every half hour, with a touch of salt in it, it keeps your sebaceous glands open?

When McAlpin takes a holiday he goes down to Nugget Springs where the thermal baths are. It’s a new place and he says that they say that the doctors say that the water has a lower alkali content than any other. That’s why he goes there, for the low alkali content. You take a bath every hour and in between you drink the water and the rest of the time you sit in it. McAlpin says that when he comes back he feels a hundred per cent more crustaceous than he did before. He attributes this to phosphorus.

 

My friend Tharpe, who was in Iron and Steel, retired to Paris. He retired at fifty-eight. He said he wanted to retire while he was still fresh enough to enjoy life — feel those muscles. He wanted to have a little fun in life, before he sank into old age. So he went over to Paris to have, as he himself so fervently put it, “a whale of a time.”

I saw him there six months later, in a night-supper restaurant. He had with him something that looked like an odelisk — isn’t that the word? — anyway something Moorish with slanting eyes and a crescent diadem. Tharpe came over and spoke to me. He looked like a boiled lobster, all red and black. He said he felt fine. He said he was just starting out for the evening. He felt, he said, A.1.

I saw him in the hotel next morning. He was in the barber shop. The barber was fixing him up. He looked about four colors, mostly black and yellow. He said he felt great. The barber was steaming him, boiling him and squirting things over him. Then he went up to the drug store and the druggist “fixed him” — washed him right out — and then into the bar and the bartender “fixed him” — toned him right up with a couple of “eye-openers.” Then he started off. He had on a pongee suit and a panama hat and a French silk tie, and he looked pretty slick, but battered. He said he felt fine. He said he was going out to play baccarat with two men he met the night before — Russians — he couldn’t remember their names — Sonovitch or Dombroski or something. Anyway one of them was a cousin of the Czar. He said he felt elegant.

Tharpe is in a home just now, in England — a rest home. He’s taking the rest cure, and then he is to take the gold cure and after that a brain cure. A big English doctor took out part of his skull. He says he feels A.1. He has lost most of his money and he’s coming back to the Iron and Steel business. He says it beats Paris.

 

A peculiarly interesting case of retirement has been that of my long-time friend the Senior Professor of Greek at the college here. When he retired the Chancellor of the University said at the Convocation that our regret at Professor Dim’s retirement was tempered by the fact that we realized that he would now be able to complete the studies on Homer’s Odyssey which had occupied him for so many years. Notice, to complete. The general supposition was that in all these long years, in all the evenings of his spare time he’d been working on Homer’s Odyssey, and that now all that he needed was a little time and breathing space and the brilliant studies would be consolidated into a book. To complete — and I was the only one who knew that he hadn’t even started. He had begun, ever so many years ago, when we were fellow juniors, talking of Homer’s Odyssey. There was something he wanted to do about it — I forget just what; either to prove that there was never any Homer or that there was never any Odyssey. At any rate it was one of those big academic problems that professors select as a life work. It began to be understood that he was “working on Homer’s Odyssey”; then that he was doing a book on Homer’s Odyssey, and then that he had nearly done it, and only needed time to complete it. And all the time he hadn’t started. Professors are like that.

 

The years go by so easily — Commencement Day and a new session — you can’t begin anything then — mid-session, impossible — final exams and the end of the session — out of the question to start anything then; a man must rest sometime. And you don’t start Homer in the long vacation on the coast of Maine.

So when Professor Dim retired, people on the street would stop him and ask, “How’s the book coming on?” And he could only turn pink and gurgle something. I’m the only one who knows that he hasn’t started it. He’s been getting pretty frail the last two winters; some of his old pupils sent him south last winter, so that he could finish his book. He didn’t. They gave him a trip up north last summer — but not far enough. They talk now of sending him to Greece where the Odyssey began. They’re afraid, some of them — this, of course, they say very gently and kindly — they’re afraid that the old fellow may not live to finish the book. I know that he won’t. He hasn’t started.

But as to this retirement business, let me give a word of advice to all of you young fellows round fifty. Some of you have been talking of it and even looking forward to it. Have nothing to do with it. Listen; it’s like this. Have you ever been out for a late autumn walk in the closing part of the afternoon, and suddenly looked up to realize that the leaves have practically all gone? You hadn’t realized it. And you notice that the sun has set already, the day gone before you knew


AS HISTORY GROWS DIM
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(ALL THAT WILL be left of our Forgotten Worthies in a future dictionary)

 

GLADSTONE — a bag, travelling-bag with a specially wide mouth.

VICTORIA — low carriage, with a broad seat.

PRINCE ALBERT — a stuffed coat, very long, formal and never unbuttoned.

BISMARCK — a specially fat German rump steak, not popular now.

SALISBURY — another steak, English, made of what was left over from a Bismarck.

CHATEAUBRIAND — a French beefsteak, made of something else.

GOETHE (pronounced goat-ee) — a form of chinbeard once worn in Arkansas.

LINCOLN — a kind of car, formerly very popular.

WELLINGTON — a long boot, high sole.

BLUCHER — short boot with a low sole.

CARDINAL WOLSEY — a brand of gents’ underwear.

HENRY CLAY — a cigar.

JEFFERSON — a hotel, avenue, or post-office.

NAPOLEON, WASHINGTON, CAESAR, SAMSON — trade names used in the plumbing business for bath-room fixtures.

MARIE ANTOINETTE, JOSEPHINE, MARIE LOUISE, EUGENIE — trade names used in ladies’ underwear.

KING EDWARD, BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE, CLAVERHOUSE, ROBERT BRUCE — stallions with a pedigree.

MATTHEW, MARK, LUKE & JOHN — side streets in Montreal.


TWENTY CENTS’ WORTH OF MURDER
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I AM ONE of those who like each night, after the fret and worry of the day, to enjoy about twenty cents’ worth of murder before turning off the light and going to sleep. Twenty cents a night is about the cost of this, for first-class murder by our best writers. Ten-cent murder is apt to be either stale or too suggestive of crime. But I am sure that I am only one of uncounted thousands of crime readers who feel that the health and enjoyment gained is well worth the price, and share my gratitude toward the brilliant galaxy of crime writers who supply our needs. I could name them if I wished to, but everyone knows them so well that it is needless.

They will not therefore take it amiss if I offer them a few suggestions, endorsed I am sure by the same thousands of readers, still uncounted, as to what we want and what we don’t want in our current reading.

In the first place — if you don’t mind — don’t kill the victim too soon. We like to get to know him a little first. I mean, don’t start with his body. Don’t have Inspector Higginbottom summoned hastily in paragraph 1 of page 1 to the Mansions Apartments because there’s a dead body just found upstairs. The thrill is too short. We lost interest. Even when it turns out that there’s been “foul play” it doesn’t rouse us; we expected it. Nor even when it turns out that the dead man is a leading member of the Stock Exchange; that’s all right, we never heard of him anyway.

Oh, no, give us a chance to learn to know the man a little, and like him, and then his death is like that of a friend; or let him be such a mean hound that we get to hate him; then when his body is found, who is happier than we are?

Now another little point. When you do find his body, don’t have a string of people, a houseful of them, who have to be under suspicion one after the other, so that we can see it all coming — the butler, the private secretary, the French maid, the handy man (too handy, perhaps) — well, everybody knows the standing list. All these people commit murders. To these are added the guests; after all, do we really know them? And, now we think of it, even the family lawyer there over night — family lawyers are often crooked. So every one of these has to be “eliminated,” one after another. All right for the author at ten cents a word for elimination, but poor stuff for us, even at a cent a page.

And, oh, yes, with this, please cut out the diagram that goes with it, called Plan of Arundel House, Ground Floor, Upper Floor. It’s a bum drawing, anyway, done by the author, of course, to make it look circumstantial. But it’s the same plan, as a matter of fact, that I’ve seen for twenty-one years — Arundel House, or Wisteria Lodge, or No. 1 Jefferson Avenue. It’s all cut into little rooms with gaps for doors, marked “study,” “bedroom,” “bath” — one bath for all those people — and in one room is a little diagram like a sausage marked “body.” Well, I can’t study all that out; I have no time. Never mind explaining what window “gives” on the lawn and what other windows “give” on what; windows always “give” in detective stories. In real life they are made to go up and down. And the French windows on the ground floor of Arundel House (Plan I), never mind explaining which side they’re bolted on; I can’t follow it.

Oh, yes, and fingerprints. Don’t have any. Really we’re all tired of them. As a matter of fact I’m glad to notice that a good many of the best people are cutting them out. Inspector Higginbottom shakes his head and murmurs “gloves.” It seems that practically all people who are thinking of murder go round in gloves. I’ve noticed them on the street.

The same with footprints — though I am not so sure about them. The old footprints that Sherlock used to trace are, of course, clean out of date. But the new scheme of Sherlock’s scientific successor — you all know who it is I mean — the new scheme of blowing powder into a footprint of mud, filling it up with cement and then taking out a perfect overshoe; that’s still good stuff.

Now as to your detective himself — but no, I almost despair of trying to give advice. All I can say, and I speak for all of us, is mostly negative. Don’t, of course, make him long and thin; that’s dead; but, for Heaven’s sake, not fat. Don’t have him go without sleep, or go without food, often for three or four hours at a stretch. Keep him decently fed, and, for our sake, not for his, give him drinks, plenty and often. Do you remember how, under prohibition, all the sleuth hounds had to begin to drink tea? You remember how the great detective would sit and think things out, “stirring his tea”! I don’t believe you can do it. Take some whisky and, my! you’ll begin to think fast.

There’s one standard English crime writer, to whom I can never be sufficiently grateful, who makes a point, at every emergency in his story, of giving his characters a “stiff whisky and soda.” Inspector Higginbottom, as soon as he realizes that the body is that of Sir Charles, goes to the sideboard and pours out a “stiff whisky and soda” all round! That’s the stuff! I can read that all night.... And the criminals themselves get it even better. The moment they feel themselves in a corner — what’s that word we use? Oh, yes, “trapped” — they pour out a drink, a whole tumblerful of neat brandy. Then they don’t feel “trapped” at all. You can’t trap a man full of that.

Of course you would ask why just whisky and not champagne? It’s too expensive. There is, as everybody knows, one prince of mystery story tellers who never conducts a crime without giving us at least half an hour at Monte Carlo, with “frosted champagne cocktails” and a Rumanian princess to look at! But it feels extravagant, for anybody brought up in a plain home with just whisky.

And yet such is the contrariety of things here in this author — I mean the one with the whisky and soda (all my associated readers know exactly who it is I mean) so fine about the drinks and yet falling into another fault that always exasperates us — I mean filling his books with descriptions and scenery. He begins, practically always, with a “market town” — Hellborough, or some such place, where they talk broad something. We can stand for a street or two, but when it comes to the town hall, dating from Edward the Confessor, we pass. Scenery we don’t need at all, except to take it fast, like a tourist in a picture gallery. You see, those of us who have read crime stories for twenty or thirty years have got in our minds a collection of scenes like what they call the “sets” in a ten-twenty-thirty theatre. “Market town of Hellborough” — correct, we have it; “purlieus of Chicago” — right, here you are; “drawing-room of the rectory” — that’s it — or not, not that, that’s a “bar-room in Denver.” But anyway we’ve got all our “sets” and a collection of weather; it’s odd the junk we carry in our minds as an equipment for reading. However, that’s another topic.

 

And there’s this. As you get nearer the end of the story, don’t have them all chase one another round. I mean all the characters, bandits, detectives, etc., in a sort of grand climax. You know the kind of thing I mean — in and out of cellars, down rat holes, out through outhouses. Poor old Edgar Wallace — there, I hadn’t meant to mention names, but never mind — could never get away from this: the sleuth trapped by the bandit, thrown into a cellar, water turned on, reaches his throat, dives out through a sewer, runs round in front, nails up the door, bandit trapped, goes to the attic, detective follows, detective trapped, bandit on roof, leaps into an aeroplane, detective crawls through a fly-screen, leaps into another aeroplane — zoop! They’re both gone. We have to begin over again.

And here’s a point of importance for the conclusion itself. Don’t be afraid to hang the criminal at the end. Better lay the story, if you can, in a jurisdiction where they hang them, because, to us readers, the electric chair sounds too uncomfortable. But hanging is old and respectable, and if you like you can use such a phrase as “went to the scaffold” or “went to the gallows.” That’s as simple as Old Mother Hubbard. But I mean we want him hanged; don’t let him fall into the sea out of his aeroplane. It’s not good enough. Hold him tight by the pants, till you get him to the gallows. And don’t let your criminal get ill in prison, or get so badly wounded or so heavily poisoned that he never gets tried because he is “summoned to a higher court.” Honestly, you can’t get a higher criminal court than the State Court of Appeal. There isn’t one.

I’ll stop there. Other readers may have suggestions.


READER’S JUNK
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IN WRITING ABOUT detective stories as above, I stated that, for me, it wasn’t necessary for the writer of such a story to put into his book a plan of the house that was the scene of the murder. I said that I carried in my head, from much reading of crime, a plan of the house already made, cut up into bedrooms, with a passage-way, and one “bath” (for everybody) and a shape like a sausage lying loose in one room and marked “body.” Sometimes the house was called “Wisteria Lodge” and sometimes “Arundel House” or No. 1 Jefferson Avenue. It would do for any of them.

I had no sooner written this than I realized that it was only one sample of the quantity of junk which any reader carries round in his mind, ready to use, like the “sets” of a repertory theatre. In fact everybody has picked up a whole lumber room of them — country houses (for murder); shooting-lodges (for mystery); castles, for use in the Middle Ages; and a collection of city sets, such as a “midnight restaurant,” an “Alhambra Grill,” an “obscure tobacconist’s,” a “den of vice,” a “purlieus” (or do you have to have two of them?), the “left side” of Paris, the West side of Chicago. Everybody knows them and keeps a collection of them. Most of them no doubt are a long way off reality.

A shooting-lodge, for instance — I’ve never seen one. What do you shoot in it? And why lodge? I always picture it made of cedar in the rough, set up end on, with a lot of gable corners. My shooting-lodge is really a compound made of a half-and-half mixture of Old Vienna and a Canadian lumber shanty. A den of vice! For that I use a lot of smoke, a guttering candle, with plenty of grease; that makes it “murky.” Or dear old Monte Carlo — I’ve never seen the place, but I have it there all ready for use like slipping in a lantern slide. There’s the Casino, come in. I built it when I was about ten years old and had never seen one; I can’t ever get it straight; it’s too much like a barn. They are playing “baccarat” in it, but I am afraid the baccarat table is too much like a barn supper (I was brought up in the country). All around Monte Carlo are a set of huge flowers that I keep — taken as names years ago and never seen — such as hibiscus and climbing rancenculus and flowering funeraria. No doubt you have a lot of them too. The effect is vague but gorgeous. The flowers and shrubs are used to bury the bungalows, because from my earliest recollection bungalows are always “buried in flowers.” My bungalows are a bum lot; they were copied originally from summer cottages on Lake Simcoe, and it’s hard to get them plastered and put “plinths” on them and cornices. No, they’re all wrong. I admit it.

But the point that I am groping toward is the inquiry as to the effect on literature, I mean on the appreciation of it, of this accumulation in the reader’s mind of a set of preconceptions, pictures and ready-made characters. It seems to me that it must act on the mind as hardening of the arteries does in the body. Presently nothing can get through. What’s the good of trying to tell a desert island story to a reader like you or me, who has owned a desert island for fifty years, yellow sand, a rivulet of pure water (that was a piece of luck) and a banyan tree, a form of bread and of which the “fibres” can be used to make fish lines.

It’s the same with the characters. We all have a stock of them ready for use like marionettes in a child’s theatre. For example a “benevolent old gentleman” — what a peach he seemed when we first read of him at twelve; what a nut now. You see no new benevolent old gentleman can get a chance with us; the minute the author names him we say “Right oh!” and substitute our own. Personally I always, in reading fiction, use my own benevolent old gentleman, my own family lawyer, my own curate, my own ship’s bosun and all the rest of them. I take them to each new book as people take their own food to a basket picnic.

 

If someone of a critical turn were to follow up this train of thought perhaps it might prove interesting — help to explain why interest flags in age, and why authors rise and fall. This much is certain. Whenever we can get away from preconceptions and stock pictures and take our fiction straight, as children do, it stands out with marvellous clarity and interest. I find an instance of this in the great vogue that the “Western Picture” enjoys all over the world. You will see an English audience (right out of the purlieus, or of the bungalows) sit enthralled as they watch the sheriff’s posse chase through the sage brush, see the desperado shoot up the saloon, and the real train fall through the actual trestle bridge.

The reason is that it’s all new, or still new enough. It hasn’t — not yet, or only partly — been all raked over like a dust heap and used again and again. That’s why, for the present, even for English audiences, it beats things out of English history ten ways. Don’t show me Queen Elizabeth getting into her barge off the stone steps beside the Thames. Bless me, I’ve seen the woman, and the same steps, since I was eight. And the courtiers, in the queer little puffed pants, why, I keep a set of them given me by Alexander Dumas in the middle eighties.... But the sheriff’s daughter, shooting Lobscouse, the Indian brave, with her father’s derringer (18 inches long)! — ah! There’s a girl for you!

Of course it can’t last. Already the new generation are gathering up their sets of scenery and their characters on strings. The Sheriff of Cheyenne, Wyoming, will soon be as dead flat as Henry of Navarre, and Lobscouse the Indian will fall back into second class with Queen Victoria, and Mollie of the Ranges (who shot him) will just look like Charlotte Corday or Marie Antoinette.

And then, of course, something else will turn up, to catch again the colours of the morning. If it didn’t, our literature would fall asleep, like the dead classics of China; would turn into “sacred books,” read in the dust of pyramids. But that time is not yet. As a civilization we are still only just past sunrise.


LITTLE STORIES FOR GOOD LUCK
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THREE ON EACH
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WHEN I WAS teaching at Upper Canada College fifty years ago, we took corporal punishment for granted. I myself had been “licked” at school and as a master I “licked” the boys without any compunction or afterthought about it. As a matter of fact corporal punishment, which is after all the same thing as physical torture, can only exist on those terms — that nobody thinks about it.

But even in those days there were some people who found the idea revolting and couldn’t bear to think of it. One of my college friends felt like this. So I said to him one day, “Fred, if you’ll come down to Upper Canada College this afternoon at three o’clock when school ends, I’ll be certain to have two or three boys who have to take a caning and you’ll see how simple and normal it is.”

But that day something seemed wrong in class. Not a boy “did” anything all day — just quiet ordinary behaviour and lessons all first rate.

It looked at three o’clock as if I would have no one to “lick.” But I didn’t want to disappoint my friend. So I said to the “worst” boy in the class, one of those fine young toughs who are really the best:

“Urquhart, you’ll stay in after three when the class goes.”

“Please, sir,” he protested, “what’s that for?”

“That’ll be all, Urquhart,” I answered, “don’t be impertinent.”

At that moment my friend arrived and I said to him very gravely: “I’m afraid I have a delinquent boy to deal with here before I can go. But if you’ll just sit down I won’t be a minute.”

“Please, sir,” clamoured Urquhart as I got out the cane, “what’s this for?”

“Urquhart,” I said, “please don’t make things worse by lying about it. You’re to have three on each, or I must report you to the principal for refusing to take a caning.”

That was enough for a decent boy like Urquhart. To refuse to take a caning and go and blab to the principal was pretty low business for a boy of his spirit.

He stood up and took his three on each, like the little man he was.

I would have felt pretty mean about it if it hadn’t been that after he had had his licking Urquhart said:

“I want to apologize, sir, for trying to lie out of it. Only I didn’t see how you knew about it.”

But I never knew what Urquhart had done: except that, as all schoolmasters know, a high-spirited boy has always done something.


NOTHING MISSING
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I WAS SAYING the other day how absent-minded professors are and how simple-minded — I mean in the good sense of the term. They have no notion of the narrow exactness of business.

A case in point is that of my friend Cartwright-Trope who was a lecturer in the University of Chicago at a time when I was a graduate student there, many years ago.

Trope and his wife were going away for the summer and were moving their furniture out of their flat into storage. Trope came to me and asked me if I would do him a favour and I said, certainly.

“We’re going away by this evening’s train,” he said, “but the furniture men don’t come till tomorrow afternoon. I was wondering if you would mind” — here he produced a long paper with a list of things written on it— “it’s really a lot to ask — but would you, perhaps, go over to the flat and just sit around while they move the things out — it’s only two loads — and just check them off on this list and then you could post the list to me, and I’ll know it’s all right.”

I said it was a mere nothing, and that I’d do it gladly and Trope went away much relieved.

Next day I didn’t bother to go near his flat. I just took a blue pencil and made a little mark against each item on the list, some slanting one way and some another, and some a little light and some a little heavy. Then I posted the paper to Trope.

A month later in Toronto we met at an afternoon tea and Trope told of how kind I’d been. “Every item!” he said, “every item, and there must have been a hundred — and every single one checked off!”

I’ve often wondered since what happened.


THINKING OF TOMORROW
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I WAS GRIEVED to see by the papers a few weeks ago that the world has lost that kindly Irish poet, W. B. Yeats. I knew him a little bit, years ago. Unlike most literary celebrities, he looked the part. His face would assume at times a look of far-away abstraction, such as only a poet would wear.

One time when “Billy” Yeats was in Montreal lecturing, I gave a supper party for him at the University Club — a large round table filled with admiring women, and silent husbands. There came a lull in the conversation during which Yeats’ face assumed the far-away look of which I speak. The ladies gazed at him in rapt admiration. At last one said:

“What are you thinking about, Mr. Yeats?”

“Thinking of tomorrow,” he answered in his rich musical voice, “and wondering!”

You could feel the ripple of sympathetic interest among the ladies: the word “tomorrow” carries such infinite meaning.

“Wondering what?” someone ventured in a half whisper.

“Wondering,” said Yeats, “if there is breakfast on the Boston train.”

 

After all, poets have to feed.


INFORMATION WHILE YOU DRINK
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AMONG THE FIGURES of the vanished past whom I regret, is the old-time bartender — I mean, the bartender at his best.

There he stood behind his bar, mopping up the foam, urbane, polite, neat in his wicker sleeves and with his hair flattened with oil — courteous, obliging, tireless.

He never drank.

“Have one on me, Billy?”

“Thanks, I’ll take a cigar.”

But his especial forte was information — the latest horse race, the coming ball game, the time of all the “shows” and the “records” of the sprinters and scullers — in short, all any “sport” could need.

Beyond that he handed out general information, and beyond that conversation to order as desired.

Vilhjalmur Stefansson informs us somewhere that Eskimos always tell you what they think you want to hear; they answer a question according to what they think you’d like.

Well, the bartenders were like that.

“Fine day! Billy.”

“It sure is.”

“Looks like rain, eh, Billy?”

“It certainly does.”

But I am thinking here of a specially illustrative case of bartenders’ information that happened within my own experience. It was in Montreal away back in 1902 or 1901 — at any rate in the year, whichever it was, when Émile Zola died.

I had gone into the bar of the old Prince of Wales Hotel to get a drink before dinner, and stood reading the evening paper while I drank it.

My eye suddenly caught a news item and I looked up — forgetting in my surprise just who I was talking to — and said to the bartender:

“Billy, you don’t mean to tell me that Émile Zola’s dead?”

Billy shook his head sadly and went on wiping the bar with his cloth as he said:

“I think he must be. I ain’t seen him round anyway for a week or more.”


NO PLACE FOR GENTLEMEN
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EVERYBODY KNOWS HOW hard it is in English to use the word “gentleman” in any fixed meaning. I have heard it defined by a Sunday School boy as meaning “a man with a gold watch who loves Jesus.” But the test seems a little too exacting. On the other hand, I remember a bygone citizen of my home town, an industrious man with a large family, who used to say, “My motto is, no gentleman in this family.”

But the most definite beam of light I ever got on it reached me forty years ago when I lived in Chicago as a student, and had the honor of meeting a friend of my brother Jim, a Mr. Donnegan, who had just finished three months in one of the state prisons in Illinois, for failing to grasp the idea of the new pure food law.

Jim and I went into a bar to get a beer and Mr. Donnegan was standing in the centre of a group of admirers.

He beckoned to Jim and we joined them and Jim said proudly, “Stephen, meet Mr. Donnegan. He’s just come back from three months in Joliet.”

Mr. Donnegan shook hands, but he said: “Not in Joliet, though, Jimmy. No thank you; I was in Elgin.”

“All right,” Jim said, “but I don’t see that it makes much difference.”

“All the difference in the world, Jimmy,” said Mr. Donnegan. “I don’t want to knock any place or any crowd; but I’ll just tell you the fellows in Elgin, Jimmy, are a set of gentlemen. I won’t say that for Joliet.”

The lapse of forty years has prevented me from being sure as to which is this. But the warning stands that one of these two is no place for a gentleman.


WE HAVE WITH US TONIGHT
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PUBLIC SPEAKING IS more or less of an ordeal even for those who have to undertake it constantly. Worse than all is speaking at a dinner, because you have to wait your turn and feel it coming for hours. Next time you are at a public dinner notice the men at the head table who sit and eat celery by the bunch and never stop. Those are the men who are going to speak.

I don’t say that trained speakers are nervous. No. They wish the chairman would announce that the rest of the meeting is cancelled because of smallpox, or that the hotel would catch fire, or that there would be an earthquake. But they’re not nervous.

But if speaking is an ordeal to them, what it is to those who have never spoken. Some men go through life and never have to speak; they rise to wealth and standing with the fear of it in the background — fear, with an element of temptation.

Such a one was my senior acquaintance of long ago, Mr. Gritterly — no harm to name him — general manager of one of the Toronto banks. He had just retired, without ever speaking in public, when a Bankers’ Three Days Convention came to town and they invited Mr. Gritterly to speak at the dinner.

He accepted, hung in the wind, flew round the flame — and finally, on the opening day, sent a note that he was called out of town for the evening.

I saw him round the hotel next morning. He was telling me how sorry he was to have missed the opportunity. He told me a lot of things he could have said about branch banking. He said, too, that he would like to have had a sly joke, very good-natured of course, about the American Treasury system. It was too bad, he said, he’d been called out of town. He had even intended, just in an offhand way, to get off one or two quotations from Shakespeare (he had them in his pocket). One read— “I know a bank whereon a wild thyme grows—” Gritterly thought that would get a laugh, eh? Too bad, he said, that he couldn’t get that off.

“But, Mr. Gritterly,” I said, “you’re making a mistake. They didn’t have the dinner last night. The trains were so late they only had the inaugural address. The dinner’s tonight. You’ll probably get an invitation—”

And as I spoke a boy brought it to him on a tray.

“So you see you’ll be able to tell them about branch banking.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Gritterly, “yes.”

“And the jokes about the U. S. Treasury.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Gritterly, “quite so.”

All day Gritterly was round the hotel pulling the little bits of Shakespeare out of his pocket.

But the thing beat him.

In due course at the dinner the chairman announced: “I regret very much that Mr. Gritterly will not be able to speak. His speech, of which he gave me an outline, would have been a great treat. Unfortunately he had to leave tonight” — the chairman consulted his notes— “for Japan. With your permission I will take on myself to cable our representatives and I am sure they’ll be glad to get up a dinner for Mr. Gritterly at Tokio.”

Gritterly got the invitation on board ship and went right on to Hong Kong. The bankers there received a cable and organized a lunch. Gritterly had gone on to Singapore but the bankers followed him up, and he left for Calcutta. They lost him somewhere in Thibet. He may have entered the monastery there. For many people that would be preferable to speaking.


A HUMBLE LOVER
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HAVE YOU EVER noticed how much attracted we all are by humility? From vainglorious people, conscious of talent, of power, we turn aside. Let them have success if they will. It’s theirs for the asking. But appeal they cannot have; that is for the meek, for the failures, for the people who might have been but never were.

This is especially true of love. The humble lover, aware of his own nothingness, goes to our hearts. The pathos of unrequited love, devotion without return, is among the oldest of human stories.

One such humble lover I knew and here chronicle. I set him down as he was. Judge him for yourself.

He had reached the age when he felt that it was time to get married. Other fellers did. Joe — that was his name — was close to thirty.

He said to me one night, “I think I’d like to get married.” Then he said nothing for quite a time and presently: “There’s a girl on the next street—”

That was as far as he could get for a while, but no doubt it meant a lot. It has, to many of us— “a girl on the next street.”

So I asked:

“Do you know her, Joe?”

“Mother does,” he answered. “She belongs to mother’s morning musical club and mother often invites some of the girls to play music at the house.”

“And you haven’t met her?”

“Yes, I have in a way. The other afternoon she left her guitar here by accident and mother asked me to take it home to her; so I took it round to her house and a maid came to the door and I said ‘This is Miss Carson’s guitar,’ and she said ‘Thank you. Do you want to see Miss Carson?’ and I said ‘No.’”

“And that’s all you’ve seen of her?”

“No,” Joe said, “the other day when she came to the house I was just outside and she said to me: ‘How do you do? It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?’ And I said, ‘It sure is!’ — just like that— ‘It sure is.’ And she went in and I went on out.”

From then on my friend gave me details of his humble courtship.

Miss Carson, it seems, left her rubbers at the house and Joe fetched them home and gave them to her father. Her father said, “It’s a nice night, isn’t it?” So that would seem to mean that he looked on things pretty favourably, eh?

I asked Joe, a little later in his courtship, if he had spoken yet to Miss Carson about marriage. He said no, but he had discussed it with his mother. His mother was all for it. He was going to wait awhile and then talk to his father. If his father was for it and his mother and if I was for it, that made three. He told me that the other morning he had ridden down town in the same street car as Miss Carson and she said, “Isn’t it a lovely morning?” and he said, “It sure is” — just as easy as that. Too bad, he had to get off the next street after she got on.

Soon after that Joe read me a letter of proposal that he had prepared. It began: “It is no longer possible for me to restrain the expression of the sentiments with which our intercourse has inspired me—” “Fine, isn’t it,” he said. “I got it out of a book. I’ll start it again. It’s good....”

I was not surprised when Joe sent me word a day or two later that he wanted to see me.

“Did you get an answer from Miss Carson?” I asked him.

“Fine!” he said. “A dandy letter. Everything’s O.K. It seems that she isn’t thinking of getting married, so it’s all right; and she thanked me for writing to her and said my letter was swell.”

My heart began to sink with sympathy.

“Too bad, Joe,” I said.

“I’m not so sure,” he answered. “I find there’s another girl on the same street, two houses nearer, that perhaps I can get. I’ve talked with mother about it; she’s all for it.”

 

After Joe’s case, I have never felt quite so sure about the humble and the meek. Perhaps they’re just slow, eh? — 


THE MAGIC OF FINANCE
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I HAVE AN artist friend who is the best portrait painter in Canada. This will at once identify him to himself. But as it will also identify about a dozen others to themselves, I will simply call him Jares and let it go at that.

Jares told me this story about the beginning of his making his fortune.

The time came in his upward rise when he got several hundred dollars for each portrait, then passed into the thousands and presently he got his first real order — a commission to paint the portrait of a New York millionaire stock-broker for five thousand dollars.

The “sittings” in New York went along very pleasantly and satisfactorily. The millionaire stock-broker evidently took a fancy to the rising young genius.

When the last sitting came he said to the artist:

“Mr. Jares, I must see about having your cheque made out. But, tell me first, what are you going to do now for the next two or three months?”

Jares said that he was going to take a holiday in Brittany.

“Good,” said the broker. “I have a proposal to make. Suppose you leave this money with us and see what we can do with it while you’re away. Mind,” he added as a caution, “I don’t say we’re wizards you know; people get exaggerated ideas. But suppose you just leave it and see?”

Jares assented with delight.

He went away to Brittany, had a three months’ holiday and returned to New York.

He went round to the broker’s office and sent in his card. The millionaire, after a moment’s hesitation, received him most cordially.

“Mr. Jares!” he said. “Why, yes, of course! You left five thousand in an open account with us — of course, of course!”

He pushed a bell button and gave a few words of instructions to a lady secretary. “Just ask them,” he said, “to send a memorandum.”

In a few minutes the lady secretary returned and gave a paper to the broker with a few words in a low voice.

“Well, well,” said the millionaire, “is that so! Mr. Jares, this is very interesting. We lost that five thousand — it seems. That’s the way things go, you know. It’s lost — very interesting. Well, well — I mustn’t keep you. Drop in some time when you’re in New York again.”

Jares left — he had seen what they could do with it.


HE GUESSED RIGHT
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THERE IS A certain line of anecdote which often goes under the name of “grim humour.” This means humour that turns on actual injury or death. Personally I’ve always felt doubtful about it.

To explain what is meant, here is a story, actually true, of a happening in Toronto at the old Rossin House, long ago. The baggage man who was putting trunks into the elevator (from the service chute) was called away from his job and didn’t realize in the poor light that the elevator had gone up a couple of stories and was above him. He swung the door open, called in a cheery voice, “All right, Bill, down she does,” jumped in — and broke his leg two stories below.

In this kind of “grim humour,” as I say, I find little attraction. Yet the Scotch seem to like it — they love the familiar stories of Scotchmen at their wives’ funerals, or the story of the Scotch judge who sentenced to death a man he used to play chess with, and said— “And that’s checkmate for you, Andrew.”

But one such story I can quote from memory, not actually of my own but of my brother George. It concerns the death of a man in the power-house of a western Ontario town (I’ll name it no closer than that) where George was working, installing electrical equipment. In those days electricity was new and consequently dangerous.

One morning the assistant man of the power-house came running to the workers on the line to say that his boss had been killed.

They went down with the chief of police to the power-house and there was the unhappy man, dead, laid out flat on the cement floor, his arms extended.

They looked at him in horror.

“How do you suppose it happened, Joe?” asked the chief of police.

“Why, I can’t see how it could,” said the assistant— “the only possible way it seems to me is that he may have picked up this terminal with one hand” — as he said it, Joe picked up the terminal— “and then put his other out in contact with—”

Bing! And the second man was laid out beside the first. Joe had guessed right.

 

Now as a matter of fact I am glad to record that the second man, though knocked unconscious, was not really killed.

But when my brother George, who is a real story-teller, tells this story, he not only kills the second man but the chief of police — who undertook to explain it to the mayor of the town, and then the mayor and half of the town council.

Nothing like Art for Art’s sake.


ELECTRIC SERVICE
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I WAS TALKING the other day about “grim humour,” and told the story of the man who was killed in the Ontario power-house.

I afterwards remembered another example of grim humour that is recalled from the days when I used to go on lecture trips in the United States.

I was to lecture in an Ohio city and a local lawyer kindly met me at the train and drove me to my hotel. On the day he indicated points of interest.

“That’s our jail,” he said, stopping the car for a minute beside a grim building that walled one side of the street and he added, “I had a queer experience with a man in there a month or two back.”

“What was that?” I asked.

“Well,” he said, “this feller was in there under sentence of electrocution, and our firm got a letter from a law firm in Chicago which read:

“‘We understand that Mr. Joseph Smith is a client of yours, in which case please inform him that if he does not pay the account for $18.50 on which we have been suing him, we must proceed to more drastic measures.’

“We wrote back in answer,” continued the lawyer—”’You are correct in supposing that Mr. Joseph Smith is a client of ours. He is at present in the jail here awaiting electrocution, but if you can think of anything more drastic, please proceed to it right away.’”

 

The lawyer, having told his story, proceeded, after the American fashion, to hang another piece onto it.

“Yes, sir,” he continued, “that feller was up in that corner cell, and I went to see him — when we knew he’d no chance — and asked him if there was anything we could do for him.”

“‘Yes,’ says he, ‘there is; I don’t exactly like that electric sign I see across the street every time I go to the window.’”

The lawyer stopped speaking and began to start his car.

“And what was the sign?” I asked.

“It’s still there,” he said. “You can read it.”

He pointed, and I looked up and saw a sign that read, Something in Electricity for Everybody.


OUR VANISHED INDUSTRIES
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MOST OF US, I think, admit that in their way the Maritime Provinces are the finest part of Canada. I don’t mean by reason of their resources, but on account of the inhabitants themselves. You get there that fine, sturdy type of people from the British Isles — a type that was rather than is — honorable, courageous, content with little, and valuing intellectual and moral life rather than material. Indeed the making of men and the “export of brains” has always seemed a leading industry of the Maritimes.

I had a very special opportunity to learn this when I was invited there for a week’s lecture tour after I had been appointed to my chair at McGill. I not only had occasion to appreciate the type of men bred in that environment, but to form some idea of the process and method of making them.

At my first lecture I was the guest of a bank manager in Moncton, and at the close of the evening we sat together over a pipe in his comfortable study, and we fell to talking of his earlier days.

“... And how did you get your bank training?” I asked him.

“I learned it,” he answered, “as a boy on a Nova Scotia schooner of the old days. Every time I was told to do anything I had to do it right off and without any question or I got a swift kick in the backside. That’s the training that fitted me later for a bank.”

The next day when I had moved on to another town, I was talking with the mayor of the town about his life and career. “Yes,” he said, “I’m a self-made man and I’m not ashamed of it: or rather I won’t say I’m a self-made man — I’ll say that the beginning of my success was made for me as a boy working on a Nova Scotia schooner.”

“How was that?” I asked.

“Well,” said the mayor, “if I was told to do something I had to hop to it and do it or I got a swift kick in the backside.”

As I went on through the Maritime Provinces I began to realize that this early start in life had been shared by most of the leading men. One of the judges had, according to his own statement, got his first grasp on the principles of law by getting a swift kick in the backside. The same treatment had started men in medicine, education, and public life, and for business it was universal.

I struck only one doubtful case. I had met a most cultivated man, well up in years, a professor of divinity in a church university. He talked to me modestly of his early struggles.

“Life was for me,” he said, “a very arduous path. I doubt if I could have walked it if I had not had — I hope you won’t think my reasoning absurd—”

“I know,” I interrupted, “you had a swift kick in the backside on a Nova Scotia schooner.”

The old man looked at me calmly.

“No,” he said quietly, “I was going to say, a belief in the efficacy of prayer...”

I felt that I had got in wrong and was humiliated. But it was all right. The old man was silent for a moment and then he said:

“The other may have helped, too.”

You see they can’t tell a lie in the Maritimes even if they try to.

So I’ve been thinking about this treatment; perhaps there’s something in it. So many of our public men are accused of inefficiency and indifference. Couldn’t we try the idea — eh?


COULDN’T SLEEP A WINK
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I OFTEN THINK that all this “insomnia” business is about ninety per cent nonsense; I mean — the people who come down in the morning and tell you they “couldn’t sleep a wink,” “never closed an eye,” and all that. They may think so but as a matter of fact they probably had their eyes closed up for hours at a stretch.

Years ago when I was a young man in a boarding-house in Toronto, my brother George came down to stay the night. There was no spare room in the boarding-house, and, what was worse, only one bed — although it was a double one — in mine. But the trouble was that we both hated “sleeping double” and knew that there was mighty little chance of getting a decent night’s rest that way.

However, we took it in good part, went to bed, and decided just to lie there, sleepless, and let it go at that.

In the morning, after it got to be real daylight, I spoke and said to George, “Did you get much sleep?” “Not a damn minute,” he said. “Neither could I,” I answered, “so I just lay here; I could hear every sound all night.” “So could I,” George said.

Then we put our heads up from the bed-clothes and noticed for the first time that the bed was covered about two inches deep with plaster. The ceiling had fallen on us in the night.

But we hadn’t noticed it. We had “insomnia.”


GO TO MOTHER
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MANY YEARS AGO, when I was teaching at Upper Canada College and was still young enough to go to the races and that sort of thing, I struck a holiday and started off for the Woodbine Races.

When I got to the place just north of Toronto where the cars branched in different ways, whom should I meet but my old friend Canon Drone, waiting for a car.

He stopped me with a pleasant inquiry of where I was heading for.

“Why, Canon Drone,” I said, “I was just going to make up my mind whether I’d go out to the Woodbine Races or take the Radial Railway and go up to Sutton and spend the day with mother.”

I hadn’t had the least intention of going up to see mother. But it sounded a good thing to work off on a clergyman — like handing him something.

But the old Canon took it up too seriously.

“Stephen,” he said, lifting his hand in the air and speaking in his best pulpit voice, “Go-to-mother!”

You know what a quiver a really good clergyman can put into the word “mother!”

“Resist temptation,” said the Canon; “get on that car — that’s the one — and go to mother.”

He had me beaten. I saw no way round it. He wasn’t going to move, so I ended by getting on the car and going up to Sutton to spend the day with mother. That is — I spent it in painting the garden fence. Mother never wasted a visitor.

That evening when I got back to the city I met a friend of mine at the car junction.

“You weren’t at the races?” he said.

“No, I spent the day up at Sutton with mother.”

“Too bad,” he said; “you missed a big day. By the way, I saw your old friend Canon Drone out there having a whale of a time. He’s a great old sport. He told me he’d made twenty dollars.”


FIVE DOLLARS, RIGHT NOW
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SOME TIME AGO, quite a few years back, we had an “old home week” in my town of Orillia. Among those who came back was Eddie Foote who had been away at Napanee, or somewhere, for about twenty years.

Like all people who come back for home week, he was just brim-full of interest in all old acquaintances.

He stopped me on the street and shook hands enthusiastically, and began asking about my brothers and where they all were. I happen to have a lot of brothers — we were six at the start — and, like all large families, we scattered all over. Some of my brothers went west and some to the States; I was the only one who didn’t go far.

So Eddie began, “Where’s your brother Charlie, now?”

I said, “Oh, Charlie went out to B. C. about four years ago and—”

“Is that so?” Eddie cut in. “Good old Charlie. Say! I’d give five dollars to see Charlie right now. And where’s Teddy?”

“Teddy lives in Calgary.”

“You don’t say! Good old Ted! I’d give five dollars to see Teddy right now.”

I realized that Eddie Foote had only one formula for the language of delight; for all earthly joys of reunion he’d pay five dollars right now. He went right on and put another five dollars on my brother Jim in Chicago. Then he said:

“And where’s your brother George? I’d give five dollars right now to see old George again.”

“This is George,” I answered, “coming up the street; and that’s Jim with Teddy coming up behind him. That’s fifteen dollars for the three, Eddie, and Charlie’s coming in on the afternoon train; that’ll be twenty. They’re all back for the home week.”

Eddie didn’t pay up. He laughed it off; but he took the story back with him to Napanee, or wherever it is, and tells it as one on himself. I understand that he adds that he’d give five dollars to see Steve right now! He’d better watch out.


ARE PROFESSORS ABSENT-MINDED?
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YEARS AGO WHEN I lived on the Côte des Neiges Road, in Montreal, I used often to have a little group of my fellow professors up to dinner. Sometimes their conversation in the study upstairs after dinner was really good.

I recall one evening when we fell to discussing the old question, are professors really absent-minded. All the men present, alert, intelligent men of today, utterly ridiculed the idea. They admitted that the professors of a generation back — the old fellows under whom they had studied — were ludicrously absent-minded, but claimed that the professor of today is another kind of man. One of them told an amusing story of his old professor at Edinburgh, an old man who never, never went out in the evening but had been persuaded to break the rule and go to a big evening reception.

He arrived at the house about eight-thirty — the first guest, nearly half an hour ahead of fashionable time — and was shown up into a bedroom. He didn’t come down for so long that the hostess sent up to look for him. He’d gone to bed and was asleep.

Another professor told of an old Oxford don who was out for the evening and was given a bundle of letters — about a dozen of them — to post on his way home. He forgot them, went away to Iceland on a geological trip for six months, then found the letters and posted them. Inside the letters were invitations to dinner “the day after tomorrow.”

The professors laughed at the stories but said that the idea was nonsense.

Yet next morning my telephone was kept busy for half an hour. Two of the professors had got the wrong overshoes, one had two walking-sticks and my little terrier had eaten a lecture on Cicero.


WANTED: A GOLD-FISH
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I TOLD A story in this series about absent-minded professors. But here’s a true one that I can vouch for out of my own experience at McGill.

One of our professors of physiology was out visiting one winter night, and the people at the house showed him a gold-fish that had died because the water that it was in had got frozen. The professor looked at the fish and said, “Let me take it home and I think that tomorrow I can treat it in the laboratory and revive it.”

So when he started for home they wrapped the goldfish in a bit of tissue paper and Professor Floyd put it in his overcoat pocket. It was a cold night, very late and with lots of deep snow along the street. On the way home Floyd put his hand into his coat pocket and accidently flipped out the gold-fish and it fell into the snow.

Floyd knelt down to pick it up, but he couldn’t find it and stayed there on his knees groping for it. Just then a policeman came along on his beat and stopped and said, “What are you doing there?”

Professors hate to be questioned. Floyd just looked over his shoulder and said, “I am trying to find a goldfish.”

The policeman then understood that he was dealing with a mental case, and he said, coaxingly, “Now you just come along with me and I’ll take you to a place where we’ve a whole lot of gold-fish — all you want.”

“All right,” Floyd said, “only just help me to get this one first.”

To humour him the policeman knelt down and began groping in the snow and, first thing he knew, out came a gold-fish! He was absolutely flabbergasted.

“Great heavens!” he said. “Are there any more?”

“Maybe a whole lot,” Floyd said. As the professor started off for home again, the policeman was still on his knees looking for gold-fish.


MUSHROOMS
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I AM VERY fond of mushrooms. Often I go out from my home town to where there are some big open pastures on the third concession and gather up a whole basketful, carry them part of the way home, and then — throw them away.

Sometimes I carry them only as far as the pasture fence and throw them away there; at other times I take them part of the way home and throw them away beside the road or in a culvert. Sometimes I go alone, or sometimes with another man — someone also keen on mushrooms — and then we perhaps carry them further and don’t throw them away until we are nearly back to town.

Your trouble is, you see, are the darned things mushrooms? You feel all right about it when you pick them, and then later, perhaps quite suddenly, the doubt comes — are they really mushrooms, or are they that deadly thing, what’s it called, the culex americanus? or the codex siniaticus? — anyhow the kind that poisons you in less than five minutes.

Yet it seems such a shame to throw away beautiful mushrooms, without at least trying them out, that at times I carry my mushrooms right into town and give them away to any friends I meet.

And that reminds me of the day I gave the mushrooms to Arthur Hart, or rather, to use the name that he gave himself, Art ‘Art. Art was a little Cockney Englishman. He was a friendly little fellow as all Cockneys are, and liked to be called by his Christian name, Art, rather than by his surname ‘Art.

As soon as he felt that he had made an acquaintance he would say, “I sy, don’t call me ‘Art; just call me Art; that’s good enough, ain’t it?”

Then he would explain himself in more detail. “I down’t like formality. When people start, ‘Art this and ‘Art that, I always sy, ‘Look ’ere, ole chap, never mind that ‘Art business, just call me Art.’”

Well, I was coming back one day from getting mushrooms and had just thrown my basketful into a culvert outside the town when I met my friend Webber on the street, and he gave me another basketful. I couldn’t throw them away while Webber was in sight, and I was still carrying them when I met Art.

“My ‘at,” he said, “those are fine mushrooms!”

I realized that there are a lot of Englishmen who know all about mushrooms. So I said, “Take them, Art, I have some at home already.”

“I certainly will,” Art said readily and away he went with the mushrooms.

And the next day, first thing I knew, somebody said to me on the street:

“Did you hear about Arthur Hart? They don’t think he’ll live.”

“Great Caesar!” I said. “What’s the matter?” — though I felt I knew.

“Poisoned, so the doctors say; something he must have eaten, only Arthur says he didn’t eat anything in particular at all.”

It occurred to me that if Art was going to say nothing about the mushrooms, I wouldn’t mention them either, not even later on. Life has to carry these buried recollections.

However, Art got better. I saw him on the street a few days later and I said, “Art, I’m terribly sorry about giving you those mushrooms that poisoned you, and it was fine of you to say nothing about it.”

“Ho, no!” Art said, “I didn’t eat the mushrooms. I threw them away as soon as you were out of sight. I always do.”

“But what poisoned you, Art?” I asked.

Art looked all around and put his hand to the side of his mouth and said in a low voice:

“‘Ootch!”

 

Funny, isn’t it? We all throw away mushrooms, because a chance of one in a hundred, and take a chance (or used to in the days of which I speak) on “hootch,” with the odds a hundred to one against us. There seems a sort of moral to this, but it might work the wrong way. I won’t try to draw it: I’ll leave the cork in it.


HELP WANTED
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VERY MANY WOMEN can’t listen. And least of all, pretty women. In a way they don’t need to. They can get along without.

I am not thinking here of women who talk all the time. There are lots of those. They don’t listen because they never stop talking. But I refer to the class of charming women, in society, who don’t listen, especially when they are hostesses, partly because they would find it a little hard to follow, and partly because their minds are on other things.

Your delightful hostess beside you, while you tell her about your trip to Czechoslovakia, is looking you in the face with every appearance of interest. In reality she is wondering why the maid hasn’t started to pass the second vegetable, or whether you know that the olives are beside you within easy reach.

No harm is done as a rule by these charming lapses of attention. Just now and again something happens. As in the following case.

I was at a supper party in Toronto — it’s a good while ago — and our young hostess was so pretty that she didn’t need to be anything else, and so modest that she thought everybody wonderful, and seemed to be listening when she wasn’t.

The guest of the evening was a large-scale Englishman just back from West Africa. He sat on his hostess’s right and presently began telling of what must have been, I am sure, a terrific adventure in the great forest of the Congo.

When he had suggested telling of his experience, our hostess had said, “Oh, do, Mr. Rawlinson!” and as he told it she had sat gazing into his face with every sign of rapt attention. She seemed to be hanging on every word.

So she was — in a way. In her right hand she had a spoon ready to help a silver dish of trifle, and she wanted to be quite sure when Rawlinson had done, so as to give him a spoonful. The little flashes of animation that he saw pass across her features were merely false starts that meant that once or twice she had thought he was through and he wasn’t.

With such encouragement Rawlinson carried his story toward its climax with increasing dramatic effect, so much so that the rest of us at the supper table were all listening to him. He was telling how he himself and a single companion were hopelessly lost, at midnight, in the great woods of the Congo, shuddering under the dripping forest, when — so related Rawlinson— “All of a sudden, as we sat there, we heard the most piercing shriek for ‘help’ echoing through the woods.”

Rawlinson paused, and sat back to enjoy the dramatic effect.

Our pretty hostess reached out and helped him to a spoonful of trifle, and said very quietly and comfortably, as if carrying on the topic still further:

“Of course when we go to the woods we always take our own help.”

At which, whether it was good manners or not, we all burst out laughing, so much so that our hostess looked across to her husband in charming perplexity and asked:

“Now, what have I said?”

There was something childishly appealing in the confession, but as her husband just went on laughing, I explained to her:

“You said nothing. Rawlinson’s lost in the woods on the Congo, but let him stay there. Go on with the trifle.”


ATMOSPHERE
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HOTEL KEEPING, I can assure you, is a highly specialized art. Not every man can do it. You have, in a way, to be born to it. It is a matter of character, and atmosphere. You either have it, or you don’t.

Many Montrealers of the older generation will recall the memory of the genial Mr. Klick, the manager of one of our most select hotels. It was Mr. Klick’s standing illusion that the “guests” were his guests, in the personal sense. “We had your brother George with us again last week,” he would say to me. “It was a great pleasure to have him.” To Mr. Klick, George’s visit was directed personally toward himself, and the illusion — since life is built up on such — created a certain atmosphere of reality.

Another such I knew for whom a similar illusion was extended even to the creature comforts that he dispensed. The old-fashioned bar of the Somerset House in Toronto, where he presided — a bar glistening with mahogany and redolent of lemon and spices — was for him not a hired place of commercial entertainment but a sort of sanctuary where the connoisseur was met and matched by an art equal to the measure of his appreciation.

“I hear you have some new ale out from England, Mr. Hopkins,” I once said to him. “May I have a glass of it?”

“Sorry, Mr. Leacock,” he said, “I can’t serve it to you — not for another three weeks — not fair to the ale, sir, not fair to the ale.”

To Mr. Hopkins, ale was a living, breathing creature, with rights and sentiments of its own.

Knowing this of hotel atmosphere, I was interested in being able to witness, a couple of summers ago, the very process by which such an atmosphere is brought into being.

I entered the “rotunda” of one of those pleasant little frame hotels, newly built, that dot the inner channel of the Georgian Bay. When I had duly registered, I said to the proprietor, who seemed to be the only person around:

“You have a charming spot here. Do you get a nice class of people?”

“Very nice class of people,” he assured me. “Mostly professional men up from Toronto, men like Judge Barracot who is with us just now.”

“Have you good fishing?” I asked.

“Very good, indeed; our guests generally take a guide and go up toward Parry Sound. Judge Barracot was out this morning.”

“Do they get many?”

“Generally get a very fair catch. Judge Barracot was saying he got a dozen bass this morning.”

From which the proprietor went on to talk of golf and said that the improvised course of nine holes seemed to give excellent satisfaction. Someone, he thought it was Judge Barracot, had gone round yesterday under fifty.

“Will it be possible to get a game of bridge in the evening?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t think that will be any trouble. One of our guests, Judge Barracot, was talking this morning of getting up a table.”

“Perhaps,” I said, “as I’ve an hour or so before supper, you might introduce me to one or two of the guests, if you don’t mind.”

“Why, yes, certainly. Now let me see, I wonder who you’d like to meet. Come with me to the lounge.”

He led me from the rotunda into a side room, where an elderly man was seated reading a paper.

“Judge Barracot,” he said, “I want you to meet Professor Leacock....”

“You’ve been here often before?” I asked the Judge.

“No,” he said. “I just came up from Toronto yesterday. As far as I know you and I are the only guests; the hotel only opened on Monday.”

 

But at any rate we were not left long as the only guests. Even while we were talking I was aware of the entry of a new guest into the rotunda, and through the open door I could hear our host say:

“Oh, yes; our guests are very largely professional men and college men. We have men like Judge Barracot and men like Professor Leacock...”

Now don’t ask me the nearer address of this little hotel. It would be not good if you did, for it’s all booked for summer, as it deserves to be. Atmosphere has settled on it.


FREEDOM OF THOUGHT
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IN THESE DAYS when there is so much discussion of dictatorship and the suppression of free thought, it is well to get any light one can on what free thought and free speech should properly mean.

Now it is generally understood that the people of the Southern States, especially the generation of “the war,” whatever their faults may have been, were at least conspicuous for their chivalrous sense of honour and fair play. So I am glad to be able to contribute to the vexed discussion of free thought a personal testimony as to how they look on it in Arkansas.

There came from that State, to spend the summer in my home town, a gallant old Southerner, at that time Attorney General of Arkansas, and a veteran — an ex-general — of the Confederate Army. It was in my earlier days at McGill and I was lecturing on American history, and, when I met General Morsy, it seemed wonderful to me to talk with a man to whom the Civil War was a vivid personal recollection, and who bore the marks of it, in his stilted walk and his stiffened arm.

I took the General out sailing on Lake Couchiching, and the old man sat on the gunwale of the boat, as easily as on a gun-wagon, but he never saw the waves, and he never felt the wind nor noticed the blue of the cloudless sky, for he was talking of the battle of Shiloh and was telling how Albert Sydney Johnston died. I took him out for a drive — there were no motors then — and he never saw the woods nor noticed the ripening fields of grain, for his talk was of Pemberton’s stand at Vicksburg, and before his eyes, as he spoke, the Mississippi rolled below the bluff.

Now it so happened that that summer I received a suggestion about an appointment to the University of Arkansas — one of those tentative half-offers that whisper in the ears of young college lecturers. Naturally I wanted to know about the place, and whether my opinions, as an economist, would be free, would be my own. So I asked General Morsy about it.

“Sir,” he said, “if you come to our State, as I hope you may, you will find with us the most complete academic freedom. We make it a point of honour. You can think and talk entirely as you like.”

The General paused, and, after a minute’s reflection, he added:

“We shall, of course, take it for granted, sir, that you believe in free silver.”

 

Simple, isn’t it? Solves the whole problem. After all, if a man’s salary is good enough, surely he can believe in anything.


HIS BETTER SELF
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IT IS STRANGE the devious ways in which drink affects different men. Some grow quarrelsome, others optimistic and merry, and others again sentimental and reminiscent.

But the oddest form of “bats” or “jags” I ever knew or heard of were those of my old Toronto classmate, Walter McLellan, whose drunks brought on an access of morality.

I was reading the other night in a book on psychology about what is called the “super-consciousness” or the “super-self.” It is held that in moments of danger, of emergency, some people rise to another and higher self that never comes to the surface in their daily life. It is argued that drink, too, may at times exercise this effect.

This “super-self” must have been what was wrong with Walter.

I would come at times into his office in the morning — Walter had finished Varsity and was trying to practise law — to find him with his head in his hands in a fit of depression.

“I feel awful,” Walter said. “I went into the Dog and Duck last night and had four or five drinks and it started me off.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“I took mother up to the Church of the Redeemer to the choir practice; I was full as a fly—”

“And where did you go after the choir practice?”

“Into the rectory with mother for supper,” said Walter with a groan.

“And after supper?”

“Played chess with the rector — full as a bug.”

That was the peculiar nature of Walter’s outbreaks. He took it all in one load, like a camel, and lived on it all evening, without any outward sign at all. He never talked much anyway. He himself knew he was “plastered,” but the rector didn’t.

I remember another afternoon on which Walter went on a terrible bat and took his aunt to the art gallery: and another day when there came to his office a card of invitation from the college to a lecture on palaeontology, and Walter got so full that he went and listened to it.

Xmas always hit him hard. “I made a perfect darn fool of myself with drink yesterday,” he said, in telling me about it the day after.

“What did you do, Walter?” I asked.

“I got an awful skate on quite early in the morning over at Clancy’s.”

“Yes, and what then?”

“I went up to my married sister’s house and went to morning service with her and the children — I certainly was soused — and what did I do but give the three children twenty-five dollars each!”

“That’s all right, Walter,” I said; “it’s fine for them.”

“Oh, I know,” Walter said, “but that wasn’t the whole of it. I signed a subscription for a hundred dollars to rebuild the darn chancel.”

 

Of course if a man goes downhill like that it can’t last forever. Walter’s law business was getting all shot to pieces with choir practice and taking his aunt to lectures and his mother to the Church of the Redeemer.

It was clear that his “super-self” was driving Walter to ruin.

His last outbreak practically cleaned him out. He was full all day — at a church committee meeting and with his mother at a lecture and ended by giving his sister a cheque to pay the eldest boy’s fees for a year at college.

That ended Walter. He quit his practice and started off for the Yukon in the gold rush of 1898.

Walter got to the Yukon, by the Edmonton trail, safe enough, and within a year we’d heard in Toronto that he had struck it rich and was cleaning up a fortune. But right on the heels of this intelligence came the news that Walter had gone on a terrible bat in Dawson City and lost practically everything in a gift to start a Church of England mission.

After that I heard no more of him. They said he had moved to Colorado or some other mining place.

But in the last number of the magazine of my old college, I saw that under the will of somebody whose name seemed meant for his, the College received a gift of a hundred thousand dollars.

So Walter must have drunk himself to death somewhere.


OH, SLEEP! OH, GENTLE SLEEP!
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SLEEP IS A great thing, there’s no doubt of it. And it’s always at its best when you take it at an improper time, as forbidden fruit. That is why sleep is so beautiful during a sermon, and why college students crowd into classes on philosophy.

Sleep is also partly a natural gift.

The most naturally gifted sleeper I ever knew was my classmate of long ago at Toronto, Walter Allen. Walter had such a bright mind that he could sleep for sixteen hours a day and still have mind enough for everything. He took a double course in Greek and metaphysics, impossible for a light sleeper. Later on he rose to eminence on the bench and bar of Illinois. The Americans admired his power of sifting evidence in court with his eyes shut.

But I’m telling now about how Walter went from Toronto to New York for the Yacht Race — the American Cup Race — between the Defender and the Valkyrie. That must have been back in the nineties.

To save money — we were all hard up in the nineties — Walter took no Pullman but sat up awake all night, a thing he hadn’t done since he was born. This economic travel brought him among the first on the tugboat that you took to see the race. It was not to start for an hour, a breezy morn of wind and sun, with sleep in every breath of it. Walter found a huge coil of rope in a sheltered corner astern; just the place for a snooze; time enough to get a good place at the bow later on.

He lay down. Sleep breathed upon him. He had a confused idea of motion, of sea breezes, of trampling feet — and then a man, a deck hand, bent over him and shook him and said:

“You’ll have to get up, please, sir. We’re back at the dock in New York.”

Next morning when he reached Toronto someone asked:

“Who won the Yacht Race, Walter? I forgot to look in the paper.”

“So did I,” said Walter.


EPILOGUE
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 (It ought to be the privilege of an author to reserve some part of his book as his own, and to put into it whatever he likes. Especially in the present volume, of which the earlier part contains so much that is controversial and might arouse anger and disagreement, is it fitting to end with a discourse on fishing where no anger is and where disagreement is only on the surface — which in fishing is of no account. S.L.)


BASS FISHING ON LAKE SIMCOE WITH JAKE GAUDAUR
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AMONG THE PLEASANT memories of my life is the recollection of my fishing days on Ontario’s Lake Simcoe with Jake Gaudaur — little excursions that extended over twenty or twenty-five years. If you don’t know the name of Jake Gaudaur it only means that you were born fifty years too late. Half a century ago Jake was for several years the champion oarsman of the world — a title won on the Thames at Henley. In those days, before motor-cars and aeroplanes, rowing was one of the big interests of the nations, and Jake Gaudaur was a hero to millions who had never seen him. The fact that his name was pronounced exactly as Good-Oar helped to keep it easily in mind.

Jake was of mixed French and Indian descent but belonged in the Lake Simcoe country and English had always been his language — the kind we use up there, not the kind that they use at Oxford. I can talk both, but the Lake Simcoe kind is easier and, for fishing, far better. It cuts out social distinction. Jake was a magnificent figure of a man; he stood nicely over six feet in his stocking feet — the only way we ever measure people up there. He was broad in the shoulders, straight as a lath, and till the time when he died, just short of eighty, he could pick up the twenty-pound anchor of his motor boat and throw it round like a tack-hammer. Jake — standing erect in the bow of his motor boat and looking out to the horizon, his eyes shaded with his hand — might have stood for the figure of Oshkosh, war chief of the Wisconsin Indians.

When Jake’s championship days were over he came back to Canada and “kept hotel” in Sudbury. That was the thing for champions to do; in the unregenerate days of the old bar, thousands of people spent five cents on a drink just to say they had talked with Jake Gaudaur. I wish that retired professors could open up a bar. It must be a great thing to be an ex-champion, or a quintuplet, and never have to work.

So Jake made his modest pile and then came back to our part of the country, the Lake Simcoe district, and set up at the Narrows, at the top end of the lake, as a professional fisherman, taking out parties on the lake for bass fishing.

Now, who hasn’t seen Lake Simcoe has never seen a lake at all. Lake Simcoe on a July morning — the water, ruffled in wavelets of a blue and green and silver, as clear as never was: the sky of the purest blue with great clouds white and woolly floating in it! Just the day for fishing! — every day is, for the enthusiast.

The lake is just right in size to be what a lake ought to be — twenty to thirty miles across in any direction — so that there’s always a part of the horizon open where you can’t see the land. The shore is all irregular with bays and “points” and islands and shoals, so that any roads thereabouts are away back from the water, and the shore line of trees and sand and stone looks much as Champlain saw it three hundred years ago.

Over it in the summer air of July there hovers an atmosphere of unbroken peace. When I think of it I cannot but contrast it with the curse that lies over Europe where mountain lakes are scarped and galleried for guns, and every church steeple on their shores a range and target. I wish I could take Hitler and Mussolini out bass fishing on Lake Simcoe. They’d come back better men — or they’d never come back.

 

So here we are at ten o’clock in the morning helping Jake load the stuff out of our car into his motor boat! Notice that — ten o’clock. None of that fool stuff about starting off at daylight. You get over that by the time you’re forty. The right time to start off bass fishing is when you’re good and ready to. And when I say ten o’clock, I really mean about ten-thirty. We just call it ten o’clock and when you look at your watch after you’re actually started, it’s always ten-thirty, or not much past it. Anyway there’s no finer time in the day on the water than ten-thirty — still all the freshness of the morning and all the day in front of you — half way between windy and calm with little ruffled waves in the sunlight, and a cool breeze, partly made by the boat itself.

As for the bass, they bite as well at any one time as at any other. The idea that they bite at daylight and don’t bite after lunch is just a myth. They bite when they’re ready to; the only reason they don’t bite after lunch is that the fishermen are asleep till three.

Jake’s boat is no “power” boat, to hit up twenty-five miles an hour. That fool stuff came to our lakes later and is out of keeping with bass fishing. Jake’s is a big roomy open boat with a front part for Jake and a big open part at the back where we sit — a broad stern seat with leather cushions and wicker arm-chairs on a linoleum floor. Solid comfort. No rough stuff for us: we’re not sailors. And no cover to keep off the sun; who cares a darn about the sun when you’re fishing; and nothing to keep off the wind — let it come; and no protection against the rain. It won’t rain. Any man who thinks it’s going to rain shouldn’t go fishing.

“Will it rain, Jake?”

“I don’t think so, Professor; not with that sky.”

We’ve gone through that little opening dialogue, I suppose, a hundred times. That’s the beauty of bass fishing: always doing the same things in the same way, with the same old jokes and the same conversation.

“I was thinking we might go out and try the big rock at McCrae’s point first, Professor,” says Jake.

Seeing that we’ve never done anything else in twenty years, it seems a likely thing to do.

This gives us two miles to go — down from the Narrows to the open lake and then sideways across to the first point. For me this is always the best part of the day — the cool fresh air, the anticipation better than reality, the settling into our wicker chairs and lighting up our pipes, with the stuff all properly stowed around us, the fishing-gear, the lunch and the box with the soda on ice. Not that we take a drink at this time of the day. Oh, no! We’re all agreed that you don’t need a drink on a beautiful fine morning at ten-thirty — unless perhaps just as an exception today because it’s such a damn fine day that you feel so good you’d like a drink. There are two reasons for taking a drink when you’re out bass fishing — one, because you feel so good, and the other — because you don’t feel so good. So perhaps this morning, “Eh what?”

“Well, just a starter.”

“Jake, can I pass you along a horn?”

“Thanks, Professor, I don’t mind.”

There are four of us, mostly, apart from Jake, so it takes most of the time of the run to mix up and serve the drinks. I am thinking here especially of one party, though really it was just like all the others. There was my brother George and George Rapley, the bank manager (a tear to his kind memory), and Charlie Janes, the railroad man of a Lake Simcoe town. George Rapley always came because he could fish, and Charlie Janes because he couldn’t. You may have noticed that bank managers are always good fishermen; it’s something in their profession, I think, a kind of courtesy, that gets the fish. And I am sure that everybody who goes bass fishing will agree that to make the party right you need one fellow who can’t fish. In fact in any bass fishing party of friends who go out often together, there is always one who is cast for the part of not knowing how to fish. No matter how often he’s been out, he’s not supposed to know anything about fishing and he good-naturedly accepts the role. If he loses a fish, that’s supposed to be because he didn’t know how to land it; if we lose a fish it’s supposed to be because it was impossible to land it. It’s these little mutual understandings that fit life together.

 

So almost before the “horn” is finished, here we are bearing down on the big rock off McCrae’s point. It’s nearly a quarter of a mile from shore and six feet under water, but Jake steers to it like a taxi to a hotel door. The anchor goes down with a splash, our swing on it timed to throw us right over the rock! There it is! See it — big as a wagon! — and in another minute down go the baited lines trailing to go under the edge of the great rock.

This is the great moment of fishing, the first minute with the lines down — tense, exhilarating. It’s always the same way — either something big happens, or nothing. Perhaps — bing! the lines are no sooner down than a bass is hooked — by Charlie Janes, of course — just like the luck of the darned fool! And while he’s still hauling on it — biff! there’s another one — and Jake, it seems, has quietly landed a third one when the other two were plunging round. With which there’s such a period of excitement and expectation that it’s nearly three quarters of an hour before you realize that those three fish are all there are — or rather two fish: George Rapley lost his — too bad! he was playing it so beautifully. Charlie Janes, the darned old fool, flung his over the side of the boat, right slap into the ice-box.

Or else — the other alternative — the lines go down and nothing happens.

In either case we fish on and on under the rock till excitement fades into dullness, and dullness into dead certainty. That’s all. At last someone says, “I guess they ain’t biting here any more.” Notice “They’re not biting”; we never say, “they’re not here.” Any man who says, as I have heard some of our odd guests say, “Oh, hell, there are no fish here,” is not fit to be brought again. The only theory on which bass fishing can be maintained as a rational pastime is that the bass are everywhere — all the time. But they won’t bite. The wind may be wrong, or the air just too damp, or too dry, or too much sun, or not enough — it’s amazing how little will start a bass not biting. But the cause must always be one that can change in five minutes, or with a move of five yards. These beliefs are to a fisherman what faith is to a Christian.

“We might try out past Strawberry Island,” says Jake. This means a change farther out, right out in the open water of the lake with the whole horizon of wind and wave and sun open for twenty miles all around to the south. This is not exactly a shoal. The bottom of the lake drops here from twelve feet to thirty feet of water — like the side of a hill. Jake explains it all fresh every time, and he makes each new spot seem so different and so likely that we go at each with new hope eternal. If we don’t get any fish as each half hour stop goes by, Jake tells the story of how he and I fished once and never had a bite till after sundown and then caught thirty-three bass in half an hour off McGinnis’s reef. “You mind that evening, Professor?” he says (to “mind” a thing is to remember it). “It was thirty-three, wasn’t it?”

“Thirty-four I think, Jake,” I answer, and he says, “Well, mebbee it was.” We’ve brought those fish up a little every year.

Or else Jake tells the story of the young girl from Toledo who came up with her father and had never been fishing before and never even in a motor boat, and it was a caution how many she caught. This story, of course, conveys the idea that if inexperienced fishers, like the young lady from Toledo, can catch fish, experienced people like ourselves could hardly expect to.

 

Then all of a sudden as it always seems, comes the idea of lunch — all of a sudden everybody hungry and ready for it. And does ever food taste better than out in the wind and sun in a motor boat? — salmon sandwiches, cold chicken in a salad, chunks of home-made bread, mustard pickles; all eaten partly off a plate and partly with your fingers and with bottled ale to wash it down.

People who go fishing but are not real fishermen land on shore for lunch, light a fire and, I believe, even cook the fish caught. Some of them go so far as to have a game of poker or, in extreme cases of mental derangement, go for a swim. All of this to a proper fisherman is just deplorable, just lunacy. The true fisherman eats right in the boat with the lines still hanging in the water. There seems to be a sort of truce during lunch time; I never knew a bass to touch a hook till it’s over. But lunch on the other hand isn’t hurried. It’s just eaten in the natural way. You put into your mouth all it will hold; then eat it; then start again. Eating in the open air knows no satiety, no indigestion.

The whole point is that the longest day is all too short for fishing, and no one who really loves bass fishing can bear the thought of knocking off from it even for an hour. As a matter of fact, we do take time off but we never admit it. For there also came in our fishing with Jake a drowsy part of the day when we took a sleep. Not that we ever called it that deliberately. The sleep was just a sort of accident. A little while after we’d eaten all the lunch we could hold Jake would say: “I thought we might go and try for a spell down round the corner of that shoal — just off that way apiece. You mind we was there before?”

“Yes, sure, I remember it, Jake.”

The place is a sort of convenient little nook among the shoals — nothing showing on top of the water. We always reckoned as if the bottom were in sight. It had the advantage that the waves couldn’t reach it, because of the shallows, and it was always quiet, and no fish ever came there. Jake could anchor the boat where there were just enough waves to rock the boat gently and just enough light breeze to murmur a lullaby — and with the two-o’clock sun to make you pull your straw panama away over your eyes, a man seated like that in a wicker chair, with two pounds of sandwiches and six ounces of whisky in him, is as drowsy as a flower nodding on its stem, and asleep in five minutes. The lines dangle in the water; there is no conversation, no sound but the breeze and the lapping of the little waves. Up in front we could see only Jake’s broad back, but there was slumber in every line of it.

It didn’t matter who woke first. After about an hour anybody could straighten up and say: “By Jove, I believe I was almost asleep. Were you?” And the others would answer, “Darn near!” And then Jake would say, as if he’d never stopped talking, “I was thinking we might go out and try the dry shoal.”

This rouses us to a new search for bass, hither and thither half a mile, a mile, at a time. Even then we are only covering one corner of Lake Simcoe. The lake is just big enough to seem illimitable.

Bass fishing on Lake Simcoe is not like the bass fishing you can get a hundred miles north of it, on the rivers in the bush, out of easy reach. Up there it’s no come-and-go business in a day; you must stay at least two nights. You catch one hundred bass in the first day and the next day you don’t even keep them; you throw them back. The third day you hate the stinking things; a bass two days dead, with its skin discoloured, would sicken even a cannibal.

Not so Lake Simcoe. There are just not enough bass, just never too many — some dead, dull days without any — they’re there, but they won’t bite. But even on the deadest, dullest day, always the hope of a strike.

You might wonder, if you don’t know the life, why the afternoon never gets dreary, what there can be to talk about — especially among men often and always out together on the same ground. That’s just ignorance. In bass fishing there are vast unsettled problems, to be discussed forever. For example, do you need to “play” a bass, or is that just a piece of damn nonsense imitated out of salmon fishing? The school to which I belong holds that “playing” a bass is just a way of losing it. What you need is a steel rod with the last section taken out and an “emergency tip” put in — making a short firm rod about six feet long. When the bass nibbles, wait — then wait some more — then strike — with such power as to drive the hook right through his head — then shorten the line — not with a reel; that’s too slow — haul it in beside the reel with your left hand and hold it firm with your right — shove the rod close to the water, if need be under the water — by that means the bass can’t jump out of the water, there isn’t line enough — drag him against his will till someone else holds the net — and in he comes.

Contrast this with the artistic “playing” of fish that looks so skilful — paying out line — the fish leaping in the air thirty feet from the boat — and all that show stuff — only good for a picture book!

Now can’t you see that the discussion of that point alone can fill an afternoon?

Personally I am always an extremist for a short rod and rapid action — the bass right in the boat in twenty seconds. I think that in his heart Jake Gaudaur agreed with this. It’s the way all Indians fish and always have. But Jake’s calling demanded compromise. He favored both sides. Rapley, like all bankers, played a fish as they play a customer with a loan, taking it in gradually.

 

We always knew that the afternoon was closing to evening when Jake said:

“Suppose we go out and try that big rock inside McGinnis’s reef. You mind, Professor? The place where you caught all them bass, that night; thirty-four, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, or thirty-five, Jake. I’m not sure. Let’s try it.”

This sunken rock is the triumph of Jake’s navigation of the lake. It’s a mile from even the nearest point of land, and sunk six feet down. Beside it the big rock at McCrae’s is child’s play. That one you can find if you keep on looking for it. This one, never. It’s all very well to say that you can do it with “bearings”; any amateur yachtsman that ever wore Panama pants will tell you that. But try it. Try to get bearings that are good at all hours and all lights and shadows on the shores, good in rain and good in mist, and you soon see where you are — or are not.

Jake, erect at the bow as he steers, is as straight as Oshkosh; the boat gathers speed in a curve that picks up one of the bearings and then straight as a pencil line over the water for a mile — then a stop with a reversed engine, without a turn, or the bearings would be lost, and there we are — right over the rock. In a clear light it’s as plain as day, but on a dull day you can just make it out, a great rock sunk in a wide basin of water for the bass to get in.

Here we try our final luck. We can’t leave. If the bass are there (I mean if they are biting) it’s too good to leave. If we don’t get a bite, we just can’t leave.

We haven’t realized it, but the afternoon has all gone. The sun is setting behind the hills on the west side of the lake. Just before it goes its beams light up for a moment the windows of unseen farm-houses ten miles the other side of us — and then, before we know it, the sun is gone. But we can’t leave. It’s still broad daylight yet.

“There’s two or three hours good fishing yet, Jake, eh?”

“All of that, Professor.”

Somehow it seems as if the day were suddenly all gone. “Have another horn, Jake?” Surely that’ll hold the daylight a little, giving Jake a horn. Anyway we can’t leave. The light is fading a little. A cold wind begins to move across the lake; the water seems to blacken under its touch as the boat swings to it.

“The wind’s kind o’ gone round,” says Jake. “I thought it would.” It’s not surprising. The wind has gone round and the air turned chill after sundown every evening of the sixty years I’ve known Lake Simcoe. But we can’t leave. Charlie Janes has had a bite — or says he has. We never take Charlie’s word, of course, as really good; he may have caught in a crack of rock. But Rapley thinks he had a nibble. That’s better evidence. So we stay on — and on — till the dark has fallen, the shores have all grown dim and then vanished and the north-west wind is beginning to thump the waves on the bow of the anchored boat.

“I guess, gentlemen, it’s about time to pull up,” says Jake. If we had caught fifteen or twenty bass he’d have said, “Boys, I guess it’s about time to quit.” But “gentlemen” brings us back to the cold cruel reality.

So the anchor is up and the motor boat at its full power set for home. It’s quite rough on the water now; the boat slaps into the waves and sends the spray flying clear astern to where we have our chairs huddled together, back to the wind. It’s dark too. You have to use a flash-light to open the soda for the “consolation drinks” that mark the end of the fishing.

“Have a horn, Jake?”

“Thanks, Professor.”

Jake, with his oil clothes on, can’t leave the wheel now; he sits there all in the spray with one hand for steering and one for the drink.

 

It’s amazing how a lake like Lake Simcoe can change — a few hours ago a halcyon paradise, still and calm — and now with the night and the wind gathering over it — 

“Oh, well, Jake knows the way,” and anyway it’s only three miles till we’ll be in shelter of the Narrows! — Whew! that was a corker, that wave! “Here, put these newspapers behind your back, Charlie, they’ll keep off the spray.”

Just enough of this to give one a slight feeling of night and mimic danger — and then, in no great time, for the distance is short, we round into the shelter of the Narrows with just a mile of water, smoother and smoother, to run.

All different it looks from the morning; what you see now is just lights — a perplexing galaxy of lights, white and green and red here and there on the unseen shore — and great flares of moving white light that must be the motors on the highway.

“What’s the red light away up, Jake?”

“That’s the one above the railway bridge.” We always ask Jake this and when he answers we know we are close in. The water suddenly is quite smooth, a current running with us — the summer cottages and docks come in sight, with “young fellers” and girls in canoes and the sound of a radio somewhere discussing war in Europe.

We’re back in the world again, landed at Jake’s dock with a little crowd of loafers and boys standing round to see “how many fish Jake got” — not us, Jake. We unload the boat and take a look at the string of fish. “Let’s see that big one that Rapley caught, eh?” But where is it? Surely it can’t be this small dirty-looking flabby thing — I’m afraid it is.

We divide the fish. Jake won’t take any. We try to work them off on one another. Fishermen want fishing, never fish — and end by slinging them into the car all in one box. “Well, we certainly had a fine day; good night, Jake.” And another fishing day has gone — now never to return.

I can only repeat, in tribute to a fine memory, “Good night, Jake.”

 

FINIS


My Remarkable Uncle
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SOME MEMORIES I - MY REMARKABLE UNCLE
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THE MOST REMARKABLE man I have ever known in my life was my uncle, Edward Philip Leacock — known to ever so many people in Winnipeg fifty or sixty years ago as E.P. His character was so exceptional that it needs nothing but plain narration. It was so exaggerated already that you couldn’t exaggerate it.

When I was a boy of six, my father brought us, a family flock — to settle on an Ontario farm. We lived in an isolation unknown, in these days of radio, anywhere in the world. We were thirty-five miles from a railway. There were no newspapers. Nobody came and went. There was nowhere to come and go. In the solitude of the dark winter nights the stillness was that of eternity.

Into this isolation there broke, two years later, my dynamic Uncle Edward, my father’s younger brother. He had just come from a year’s travel around the Mediterranean. He must have been about twenty-eight, but seemed a more than adult man, bronzed and self-confident, with a square beard like a Plantagenet King. His talk was of Algiers, of the African slave market, of the Golden Horn and the Pyramids. To us it sounded like the Arabian Nights. When we asked, ‘Uncle Edward, do you know the Prince of Wales?’ he answered, ‘Quite intimately,’ with no further explanation. It was an impressive trick he had.

In that year, 1878, there was a general election in Canada. E.P. was in it up to the neck in less than no time. He picked up the history and politics of Upper Canada in a day, and in a week knew everybody in the countryside. He spoke at every meeting, but his strong point was the personal contact of electioneering, of bar-room treats. This gave full scope for his marvellous talent for flattery and make-believe. ‘Why, let me see,’ he would say to some tattered country specimen beside him, glass in hand, ‘surely, if your name is Framley, you must be a relation of my dear friend General Sir Charles Framley of the Horse Artillery?’ ‘Mebbe,’ the flattered specimen would answer, ‘I guess, mebbe; I ain’t kept track very good of my folks in the old country.’ ‘Dear me! I must tell Sir Charles that I’ve seen you. He’ll be so pleased...’ In this way, in a fortnight E.P. had conferred honours and distinctions on half the township of Georgina. They lived in a recaptured atmosphere of generals, admirals and earls. Vote? How else could vote than conservative, men of family like them!

It goes without saying that in politics, then and always, E.P. was on the conservative, the aristocratic side, but along with that was hail-fellow-well-met with the humblest. This was instinct. A democrat can’t condescend. He’s down already. But when a conservative stoops, he conquers.

The election, of course, was a walk-over. E.P. might have stayed to reap the fruits. But he knew better. Ontario at that day was too small a horizon. For these were the days of the hard times of Ontario farming, when mortgages fell like snow-flakes, and farmers were sold up, or sold out, or went ‘to the States,’ or faded humbly underground.

But all the talk was of Manitoba now opening up. Nothing would do E.P. but that he and my father must go West. So we had a sale of our farm with refreshments, old-time fashion, for the buyers. The poor, lean cattle and the broken machines fetched less than the price of the whisky. But E.P. laughed it all off, quoted that the star of the Empire glittered in the West, and off to the West they went, leaving us children behind at school.

They hit Winnipeg just as the rise of the boom, and E.P. came at once into his own and rode on the crest of the wave. There is something of magic appeal in the rush and movement of a ‘boom’ town — a Winnipeg of the ‘80s, a Carson City of the ‘60s...Life comes to a focus; it is all here and now, all present, no past and no outside — just a clatter of hammers and saws, rounds of drinks and rolls of money. In such an atmosphere every man seems a remarkable fellow, a man of exception; individuality separates out and character blossoms like a rose.

E.P. came into his own. In less than no time he was in everything and knew everybody, conferring titles and honours up and down Portage Avenue. In six months he had a great fortune, on paper; took a trip east and brought back a charming wife from Toronto; built a large house beside the river; filled it with pictures that he said were his ancestors, and carried on in it a roaring hospitality that never stopped.

His activities were wide. He was president of a bank (that never opened), head of a brewery (for brewing the Red River) and, above all, secretary-treasurer of the Winnipeg, Hudson Bay and Arctic Ocean Railway that had a charter authorizing it to build a road to the Arctic Ocean, when it got ready. They had no track, but they printed stationery and passes, and in return E.P. received passes over all North America.

But naturally his main hold was politics. He was elected right away into the Manitoba Legislature. They would have made him prime minister but for the existence of the grand old man of the province, John Norquay. But even at that, in a very short time Norquay ate out of E.P.’s hand, and E.P. led him on a string. I remember how they came down to Toronto, when I was a schoolboy, with an adherent group of ‘westerners,’ all in heavy Buffalo coats and bearded like Assyrians. E.P. paraded them on King Street like a returned explorer with savages.

Naturally, E.P.’s politics remained conservative. But he pitched the note higher. Even the ancestors weren’t good enough. He invented a Portuguese Dukedom (some one of our family once worked in Portugal), and he conferred it, bysome kind of reversion, on my elder brother Jim, who had gone to Winnipeg to work in E.P.’s office. This enabled him to say to visitors in his big house, after looking at the ancestors, in a half-whisper behind his hand, ‘Strange to think that two deaths would make that boy a Portuguese Duke.’ But Jim never knew which two Portuguese to kill.

To aristocracy E.P. also added a touch of peculiar prestige by always being apparently just about to be called away, imperially. If some one said, ‘Will you be in Winnipeg all winter, Mr. Leacock?’ He answered, ‘It will depend a good deal on what happens in West Africa.’ Just that; West Africa beat them.

Then came the crash of the Manitoba boom. Simple people, like my father, were wiped out in a day. Not so E.P. The crash just gave him a lift as the smash of a big wave lifts a strong swimmer. He just went right on. I believe that in reality he was left utterly bankrupt. But it made no difference. He used credit instead of cash. He still had his imaginary bank, and his railway to the Arctic Ocean. Hospitality still roared and the tradesmen still paid for it. Anyone who called about a bill was told that E.P.’s movements were uncertain and would depend a good deal on what happened in Johannesburg. That held them another six months.

It was during this period that I used to see him when he made his periodic trips ‘East,’ to impress his creditors in the West. He floated, at first very easily, on hotel credit, borrowed loans and unpaid bills. A banker, especially a country banker, was his natural mark and victim. He would tremble as E.P. came in, like a stock-dove that sees a hawk. E.P.’s method was so simple; it was like showing a farmer peas under thimbles. As he entered the bankers’ side-office he would say, ‘I say! Do you fish? Surely that’s a greenhart casting-rod on the wall?’ (E.P. knew the names of everything.) In a few minutes the banker, flushed and pleased, was exhibiting the rod, and showing flies in a box out of a drawer. When E.P. went out he carried a hundred dollars with him. There was no security. The transaction was all over.

He dealt similarly with credit, with hotels, livery stables and bills in shops. They all fell for his method. He bought with lavish generosity, never asking a price. He never suggested pay till just as an afterthought, just as he was going out. And then, ‘By the way, please let me have the account promptly; I may be going away,’ and, in an aside to me, as if not meant for the shop, ‘Sir Henry Loch has cabled again from West Africa.’ And so out; they had never seen him before; nor since.

The proceeding with a hotel was different. A country hotel was, of course, easy, in fact too easy. E.P. would sometimes pay such a bill in cash, just as a sportsman won’t shoot a sitting partridge. But a large hotel was another thing. E.P., on leaving, that is, when all ready to leave — coat, bag and all — would call for his bill at the desk. At the sight of it he would break out into enthusiasm at the reasonableness of it. ‘Just think!’ he would say in his ‘aside’ to me, ‘compare that with the Hotel Crillon in Paris!’ The hotel proprietor has no way of doing this; he just felt that he ran a cheap hotel. Then another ‘aside,’ ‘Do remind me to mention to Sir John how admirably we’ve been treated; he’s coming here next week.’ ‘Sir John’ was our prime minister and the hotel keeper hadn’t known he was coming — and he wasn’t...Then came the final touch, ‘Now, let me see...seventy-six dollars...seventy-six...You — give — me’ — and E.P. fixed his eye firmly on the hotel man— ‘give me twenty-four dollars, and then I remember to send an even hundred.’ The man’s hand trembled. But he gave it.

This does not mean that E.P. was in any sense a crook, in any degree dishonest. His bills to him were just ‘deferred pay’, like the British debts to the United States. He never did, never contemplated, a crooked deal in his life. All his grand schemes were as open as sunlight; and as empty.

In all his interviews E.P. could fashion his talk to his audience. On one of his appearances I introduced him to a group of college friends, young men near to degrees, to whom degrees mean everything. In casual conversation E.P. turned to me and said, “Oh, by the way, you’ll be glad to know that I’ve just received my honorary degree from the Vatican — at last.” The ‘at last’ was a knock-out — a degree from the Pope, and overdue at that!’

Of course it could not last. Gradually credit crumbles. Faithweakens. Creditors grow hard, and friends turn their faces away. Gradually E.P. sank down. The death of his wife had left him a widower, a shuffling, half-shabby figure, familiar on the street, that would have been pathetic but for his indomitable self-belief, the illumination of his mind. Even at that, times grew hard with him. At length even the simple credit of the bar-rooms broke under him. I have been told by my brother Jim — the Portuguese Duke — of E.P. being put out of a Winnipeg bar by an angry bar-tender who at last broke the mesmerism. E.P. had brought in a little group, spread up the fingers of one hand and said, ‘Mr. Leacock, five!’ The bar-tender broke into oaths. E.P. hooked a friend by the arm. ‘Come away,’ he said, ‘I’m afraid the poor fellow’s crazy! But I hate to report him.’

Presently his power to travel came to an end. The railways found out at last that there wasn’t any Arctic Ocean, and anyway the printer wouldn’t print.

Just once again he managed to ‘come East’. It was in June 1891. I met him forging along King Street in Toronto — a trifle shabby but with a plug hat with a big band of crape round it. ‘Poor Sir John,’ he said, ‘I felt I simply must come down for his funeral.’ Then I remembered that the prime minister was dead, and realized that kindly sentiment had meant free transportation.

That was the last I ever saw of E.P. A little after that someone paid his fare back to England. He received, from some family trust, a little income of perhaps two pounds a week. On that he lived, with such dignity as might be, in a lost village in Worcestershire. He told the people of the village — so I learned later — that his stay was uncertain; it would depend a good deal on what happened in China. But nothing happened in China; there he stayed, years and years. There he might have finished out, but for a strange chance of fortune, a sort of poetic justice, that gave to E.P. an evening in the sunset.

It happened that in the part of England where our family belonged there was an ancient religious brotherhood, with a monastery and dilapidated estates that went back for centuries. E.P. descended on them, the brothers seeming to him an easy mark, as brothers indeed are. In the course of his pious ‘retreat,’ E.P. took a look into the brothers’ finances, and his quick intelligence discovered an old claim against the British Government, large in amount and valid beyond a doubt.

In less than no time E.P. was at Westminster, representing the brothers. He knew exactly how to handle British officials; they were easier even than Ontario hotel-keepers. All that is needed is a hint of marvellous investment overseas. They never go there but they remember how they just missed Johannesburg or were just late on Persian oil. All E.P. needed was his Arctic Railway. ‘When you come out, I must take you over our railway...I really think that as soon as we reach the Coppermine River we must put the shares on here; it’s too big for New York...’

So E.P. got what he wanted. The British Government are so used to old claims that it would as soon pay as not. There are plenty left.

The brothers got a whole lot of money. In gratitude they invited E.P. to be their permanent manager. So there he was, lifted into ease and affluence. The years went easily by, among gardens, orchards and fish-ponds old as the Crusades.

When I was lecturing in London in 1921 he wrote to me. ‘Do come down; I am too old now to travel; but any day you like I will send a chauffeur with a car and two lay-brothers to bring you down.’ I thought the ‘lay-brothers’ a fine touch; just like E.P.

I couldn’t go. I never saw him again. He ended out his days at the monastery, no cable calling him to West Africa. Years ago I used to think of E.P. as a sort of humbug, a source of humour. Looking back now I realize better the unbeatable quality of his spirit, the mark, we like to think just now, of the British race.

If there is a paradise, I am sure he will get in. He will say at the gate, ‘Peter? Then surely you must be a relation of Lord Peter of Tichfield?’

But if he fails, then, as the Spaniards say so fittingly, ‘may the earth lie light upon him.’


SOME MEMORIES II - THE OLD FARM AND THE NEW FRAME

[image: img70.jpg]

WHEN I LEFT the old farm of my childhood which I described in talking about my remarkable uncle, I never saw it again for years and years. I don’t think I wanted to. Most people who come off farms never go back. They talk about it, cry about it — but they don’t really go. They know better.

If they did go back, they would find, as I did, the old place all changed, the old world all gone, in fact no ‘farms’ any more, no cross-road stores, no villages — nothing in the old sense. A new world has replaced it all.

I went back the other day in a motor car to have a look round the locality that I hadn’t seen since I left it by means of a horse and buggy more than half a century before. I came to do this because I happened to have been looking at one of those typical ‘motor ads’ that you see in the coloured illustrations, motors glistening to an impossible effulgence, a gravelled drive, impossibly neat, beside wide lawns of inconceivable grass and unachievable flower beds. In and beside the motor car were super-world beings as impossible as the grass and flowers around them; youths as square in the shoulders as Greek gods, girls as golden as guineas, and even old age, in the persons of the senior generation, smoothed and beautified to a pink and white as immaculate as youth itself. And as I looked at the picture of this transformed world not yet achieved, but at least existing in the creative mind of the artist, I fell to thinking of all the actual transformation that new invention has brought into our lives.

I thought particularly of how it has changed the aspect of what we used to call the country — the country of the horse and buggy days that I so easily recall. So I went back.

Our farm was up in a lost corner of Ontario, but the locality doesn’t particularly matter. They’re all the same from Ontario to Ohio.

We lived four and a half miles from ‘the village.’ To get to it from our farm you went down a lane — heavy going — up to the hubs in bad weather, then on to a road and up a hill, the same hill really you had just come down only on a different angle; then along a splendid ‘spin’ of at least three hundred yards where you ‘let the mare out,’ that is, made her go like blazes (eight miles an hour); then, whoa! steady! another hill, a mighty steep one, to go down. You had to take it pretty easy. In fact, for the hills you had far better get out and walk, as we generally did; it eased the mare to have us walk up the first hill and it eased the buggy to have us walk down the second.

After the second hill, a fine spin of about four hundred yards, good road and ‘room to pass.’ You couldn’t ‘let the mare out’ all along this, as it might ‘wind’ her; but she could keep going at a pretty smart clip Just the same. Then came the ‘big swamp,’ about three-quarters of a mile or more; in fact, I never knew a road from Maine to the Mississippi that didn’t have a swamp in it. A lot of the big swamp was ‘corduroy’ road. The word means corde du roi, or king’s rope, but the thing meant logs laid side by side with dirt shovelled over them. In the swamp there was no room to pass except by a feat of engineering in chosen spots.

After the swamp you went on over a succession of ‘spins’ and ‘hills,’ the mare alternately ‘eased’ and ‘winded’ and ‘let out’ — and at last, there you were, in the village street — yes, sir, right in the village, under an hour, pretty good going, eh? Cover the mare up with a blanket while we go into the tavern or she may get the ‘heaves’ — or the ‘humps’ — or I forget what; anyway it was what a mare got if you stayed too long in the tavern.

And the village street, how well I remember it. Romantic — well, I don’t know; I suppose it was. But it was just a street; stores on each side with a square sign over each. Trees here and there. Horses hitched to posts asleep; a grist mill at the end where the river hit the village or the village hit the river, I forget which. There were no fancy signs, no fancy stores. The sole place of entertainment was the tavern — beer 5 cents, whisky 5 cents, mixed drinks (that means beer with whisky or whisky mixed with beer) 5 cents. Food, only at meal times at a York shilling a meal, later raised to a quarter.

Such was the typical farm road and village of fifty years ago — a ‘social cell’ as I believe the sociologists would call us.

Now look at the change. I visited it, as I say, the other day in a large smooth-running motor car — this ‘social cell’ from which I emerged fifty years ago. Changed? The word isn’t adequate. It just wasn’t there any more. In the first place, some one had changed our old farmhouse into a ‘farmstead.’ You see, you can’t live any longer on a farm if you are going to have people coming to see you in motor cars — golden girls, Apollo boys and Joan-and-Darby elders. You must turn the place into a ‘farmstead’ — with big shingles all over it in all directions — with a ‘loggia’ in front and a ‘pergola’ at the side.

And the road? All gone, all changed. A great highway swept by in its course and sheared lane and hills into one broad, flat curve; threw aside the second hill into a mere nothing of a ‘grade,’ with a row of white posts; and the swamp, it has passed out of existence to become a broad flat with a boulevard two-way road, set with new shingled bungalows with loggias and pergolas, overgrown with wistaria and perugia, and all trying to live up to the passing motor cars. There’s a tearoom now where the spring used to be, in the centre of the swamp, the place where we watered the mare to prevent her blowing.

But you hardly see all this — the whole transit from farmstead to village by the sweeping, shortened concrete road is just three minutes. You are in the village before you know it.

And the village itself! Why, it’s another place. What charm is this, what magic this transformation? I hardly know the place; in fact, I don’t know it. The whole length of it now is neat with clipped grass and the next-to-impossible flowers, copies from the motor-car advertisements; there are trim little cedars and box hedges, trees clipped to a Versailles perfection and house fronts all aglow with variegated paint and hanging flowers...And the signs, what a multitude of them; it’s like a mediaeval fair! ‘Old English Tea Room’! I didn’t know this was England! And no, it isn’t; see the next sign, ‘Old Dutch Tea Room,’ and ‘Old Colony Rest House,’ and ‘Normandy Post House’! No, it’s not England; I don’t know where it is.

But those signs are only a fraction of the total, each one vying with the last in the art of its decoration of the angle of its suspension. ‘Joe’s Garage.’ Look at it — built like a little Tudor house, half-timbered in black and white. Joe’s grandfather was the village blacksmith, I remember him well, and his ‘blacksmith shop’ was a crazy sort of wooden shed, out of slope, with no front side in particular and a forge in it. If they had it now they would label it ‘Ye Olde Forge’ and make it an out-of-town eating place.

But these new signs mean that, for the people who ride from the city in the motor cars, the village and its little river has become a ‘fishing resort.’ You see, it’s only fifty-six miles from the city; you run out in an hour or so. You can rent a punt for $1 and a man to go with you and row for another $1 — or he’ll fish for you, if you like. Bait only costs about 50 cents, and you can get a fine chicken dinner, wine and all, for about $2. In short, you have a have a wonderful time and only spend $10; yet when I was young if you had $10 in the village no one would change it, and $10 would board you for a month.

And the people too! A new kind of people seems to have come into — or no, grown up in — the village. I find on examination that they’re really the grandsons and granddaughters of the people who were there. But the new world has taken hold of them and turned them into a new and different sort of people — into super people as it were. Joe Hayes, for example — you remember his grandfather, the blacksmith — has turned into a ‘garage-man,’ handy, efficient, knowing more than a science college, a friend in distress. What a horse-and-buggy doctor of the countryside was to the sick of fifty years ago, such is now the garage man to the disabled motor car and its occupants towed into his orbit. People talk now of their mimic roadside adventures and tell how there ‘wasn’t a garage man within five miles,’ as people used to tell of having to fetch the doctor at night over five miles of mud and corduroy.

And Joe’s brothers and cousins have somehow turned into motor men of all sorts: taximen, and even that higher race, the truckmen. What the draymen of Old London were — admired for their bulk and strength even by the fairest of the ladies — so to-day are the ‘truckmen’ who have stepped into their place in evolution...

Nor is it one sex only that the motor has transformed. People who live in a village where motors come and go must needs take thought for their appearance. See that sign, beauty parlour! You’d hardly think that that means Phoebe Crawford, whose great-aunt was the village seamstress. Or that other sign, Georgette: Lingerie, that’s Mary Ann Crowder. Her grandfather was Old Man Crowder up the river.

Changed, isn’t it? Wonderfully changed, into a sort of prettier and brighter world. And if a little ‘social cell’ has changed like this, it’s only part of the transformation that has redecorated all our world.

The only trouble is to live up to it — to be as neat and beautiful as a beauty-parlour girl, as friendly as a garage man, as bold and brave as a truck driver and as fit a guest to sit down to a frogs’ legs dinner in an Old Mill chop house.

Alas! This happy world that might have been, that seemed about to be! The transformation from the grim and sombre countryside to all this light and colour, had it only just begun to be overwhelmed and lost in the shadow of War?

Perhaps the old farm had something to it after all.


SOME MEMORIES III - THE STRUGGLE TO MAKE US GENTLEMEN. A MEMORY OF MY OLD SCHOOL
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I MENTIONED ABOVE that I had gone away from the farm where I lived as a child to a boarding-school — the old Upper Canada College that stood half a century ago on King Street in Toronto. It has all been knocked down since. I look back at it now with that peculiar affection that every one feels for his old school after it has been knocked down and all the masters dead long ago.

But certain things that I was reading the other day in the English papers brought the old school back vividly to my mind. What I was reading belonged in the present English discussion, which the war has so much accentuated, about social classes, and whether ‘gentlemen’ can go on finding a place. For it seems there is a good deal of alarm now in England over the idea that ‘gentlemen’ may be dying out. In an old civilization things come and go. Knighthood came and went; it was in the flower, then in the pod and then all went to seed. Now it seems to be gentlemen that are going. It appears that the upper classes are being so depressed and the lower classes so pushed up, and both shifting sideways so fast, that you simply can’t distinguish an upper birth from a lower. In fact it is hard to make up their births at all.

I wasn’t meaning to write on that topic. The thing is too big. Everyone admits that if gentlemen go, then Heaven only knows what will happen to England. But then Heaven only ever did. But the point here is that the question has got mixed up with the fate of the public schools; I mean, of course, public in the English sense, the ones the public can’t get into. The best solution — it is generally admitted — in fact a solution ‘definitely in sight,’ is in the idea that if you throw the big board schools into the public schools and then throw the small private schools into both of them, then you so mix up your gentlemen with your others that they all turn into gentlemen. Of course you can’t face this all at once; a whole nation of gentlemen is a goal rather than — well, I mean to say it takes time. Meantime if it is ‘definitely in sight,’ that’s the place where the genius of England likes to leave it. It can roost there and go fast asleep along with Dominion Status for India and the Disestablishment of the Church.

So, as I say, this talk of ‘gentlemen’ in England turned me back to our old Upper Canada College on King Street sixty years ago, and the desperate struggle there to make us gentlemen. We didn’t understand for a while just what they were trying to do to us. But gradually we began to catch on to it, and feel that it was no good. There was a kindly and oratorical principal, whom I will not name but whom the affection of Old Boys will easily recall — a kindly principal, I say, with a beautiful and sonorous voice that used to echo through the Prayer Hall in exaltation of the topic. ‘This school, I insist,’ he would declaim, ‘must be a school of gentlemen.’ We used to sit as juniors and think, ‘Gee! This is going to be a tight shave! I’ll never make it,’ but presently we learned to take it more easily. We noticed that the gentlemen question broke out after a theft of school books, or the disappearance of small change foolishly left in reach. Not being yet gentlemen, we made a distinction between ‘stealing’ a thing and ‘hooking’ it. A gentleman, you see, classes both together. He’d just as soon steal a thing as hook it.

But, bit by bit and gradually, we were led towards the ideal. We were often told, by oratorical visitors, that Upper Canada College was founded as a ‘school for gentlemen.’ When I entered the school there was still a few old, very old, boys around, who belonged to the early generations of the foundation. We felt that the school had been fooled in some of them. They seemed just like us.

Personally, however, I got by on a side issue. In those days there was none of the elaborate registration, the card index stuff, that all schools have now. Any information that they wanted about us they got viva voce on the spot by calling us up in front of the class and asking for it. So there came a day soon after I entered when the Principal called me up to be questioned and a junior master wrote down the answers. ‘What,’ he asked, ’is your father’s occupation?’ I hesitated quite a while, and then I said, ‘He doesn’t do anything.’ The Principal bent over towards the junior master who was writing and said in an impressive voice: ‘A gentleman.’ A sort of awe spread round the room at my high status. But really why I had hesitated was because I didn’t know what to say. You see, I knew that my father, when in Toronto, was probably to be found along on King Street having a Tom-and-Jerry in the Dog and Duck, or at Clancey’s — but whether to call that his occupation was a nice question.

Slowly we learned the qualifications of a gentleman and saw that the thing was hopeless. A gentleman, it seemed, would take a bath (once a week on bath night) and never try to dodge it. A gentleman would not chew gum in St. George’s Church, nor imitate the voice of an Anglican Bishop. A gentleman, it seemed, couldn’t tell a lie — not wouldn’t, just couldn’t. Limitations like these cut such a swath through our numbers that in time we simply gave up. There was no use in it. Mind, don’t misunderstand me. Of course we could behave like gentlemen — oh, certainly — act like gentlemen. At first sight you’d mistake us for it. But we knew all the time that we weren’t.

So, like the other boys, I left school still puzzled about the gentlemen business, and as the years have gone by the perplexity has only gone deeper. What is, or was, a gentleman, anyway? I remember that a little after I left school, while I was at college, there was a famous Canadian murder case that attracted wide attention because the murderer, who was presently hanged, was a gentleman. He was a young Englishman who enticed another young Englishman into a dismal swamp and for the sake of his money shot him in a brutal and cowardly way from behind. I met and knew afterwards several of the lawyers and people on the case, and they all agreed that the murderer was a gentleman; in fact several of them said, ‘a thorough gentleman.’ Others said, ‘A perfect gentleman.’ Some of them had the idea that his victim was perhaps ‘not quite a gentleman’ — but you’d hardly kill a man for that.

This shows, if any demonstration is needed, that a ‘gentleman’ is not a moral term. As a matter of fact, all attempts to make it so break down hopelessly. People have often tried to sort out a class of people whom they call ‘nature’s gentlemen.’ These are supposed to have it all, the honour, the candour (you can see it in their candid faces), all except the little touches of good manners and good English and the things that lie, or seem to lie, on the surface. They may be. But gentlemen don’t mix with them.

Hence you can’t qualify for being a gentleman by being good, nor by being honest, nor by being religious. A gentleman may be those things but, if he is, he never talks about them. In fact a gentleman never speaks of himself and never preaches. All good people do; and so they are not gentlemen. See how perplexing it gets? No wonder it worried us at school. For example, can a clergyman be a gentleman? Certainly, if he keeps off religion. Or, for example, would a gentleman steal? He would and he wouldn’t. If you left a handful of money right on a table near him, with no one in sight, no one to find out, he wouldn’t steal it. Of course not; it’s not the kind of thing a gentleman does. But if you left it in a bank account he might have a go at it; but, of course, that’s not exactly stealing; that’s embezzlement. Gentlemen embezzle but don’t steal.

And, of course, it goes without saying that being a gentleman isn’t just a matter of wearing good clothes. You can’t make yourself a gentleman by going to a good tailor. There is all the difference in the world between a man dressed like a gentleman and a tailor’s dummy. No gentleman ever lets a tailor have his way with him. After the tailor has a suit measured to what he thinks an exact fit, a gentleman always has it let out six inches behind. You can tell him by that; and just when the tailor has the waistcoat what he calls ‘snug,’ the gentleman has it eased out across the stomach. You see, if you give a tailor his own way he carries everything too far; his profession becomes a mania. All professions do. Give a barber his own way and he’ll roll a man’s hair into little ringlets, like a baby’s coqueluche. That’s why foreigners, as seen by a gentleman, are never well dressed and well shaved. They are too submissive to their tailor and their coiffeur. Hence, instead of being well dressed and clean shaven, they are overdressed and parboiled. This is what a gentleman means by a ‘French Johnny.’

So one understands that a gentleman may dress as he likes.

I noticed an excellent example of this as related in a recent fascinating book of Australian travel. The scene was in that vast Australian empty country that you are not allowed to call desert. They speak of it as the ‘never-never country,’ or the ‘walla-boo’ or the ‘willa-walla’ — things like that. Out there — or in there — I don’t know which you call it — there is nothing but sand and cactus and spinifex and black fellows, with occasional excellent shooting shooting at great flocks of cockatoos, and an odd shot at a partridge or a pastoralist.

It was away off in this country that the travellers in the book I speak of came across a queer lost specimen of humanity, who had been living there twenty or thirty years— ‘a hairy, bushy-whiskered, unkempt individual. Grey hair grew on every part of his face. The only place where there was no hair was the part of the head where hair usually grows. That part was as bald as an egg. He had elastic-side boots but no socks. He had trousers but neither braces nor belt. The trousers were loose about the waistband, and whilst he talked, when standing, he spent most of the time grabbing them and hitching them up just as they were on the point of falling down. It was constant competition between himself and the trousers-the trousers wanting to fall down and he wanting them to keep up.’

But the odd thing is that when they came to talk to this man, there is no mistaking from their narrative that he was a gentleman. It was not only his contempt of a tailor that showed it. He had been to a public school, in the proper English sense as above. He still talked like a gentleman and, like a gentleman, had no word of complaint against a little thing like twenty years of sand.

When we say that this man ‘talked like a gentleman,’ how then does a gentleman talk? It is not so much a matter of how he talks but how he doesn’t talk. No gentleman cares to talk about himself; no gentleman talks about money, or about his family, or about his illness, about the inside of his body or about his soul. Does a gentleman swear? Oh, certainly; but remember, no gentleman would ever swear at a servant; only at his own friends. In point of language a gentleman is not called upon to have any particular choice of words. But he must, absolutely must, have a trained avoidance of them. Anyone who says ‘them there,’ and ‘which is yourn’ and ‘them ain’t his’n,’ is not a gentleman. There are no two ways about it; he may be ‘nature’s gentleman,’ but that’s as far as you can get.

The more I look at this problem of the gentlemen the more I realize how difficult it is, and yet, in spite of everything, there seems to be something in it. One recalls the story of how Galileo was bullied and threatened by the Inquisition till he took back and denied his theory that the earth went round the sun. Yet as he came out from the tribunal he muttered to himself, ‘But it does really.’ So with the gentleman. There’s something in it. This quiet man who never breaks his word and never eats with his knife; never complains of hard luck and wears his pants as he wants them; deferential to those below, independent to those above; the soul of honour, except in embezzlement; and when down and out, goes away and looks for a wallaboo and enough sand and cactus to die in.

It’s a fine thing. I’m sorry they failed at my school. I must have another go at it.


LITERARY STUDIES I - THE BRITISH SOLDIER


Soldier, soldier, will you marry me, With your knapsack, fife and drum?
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THE WAR BRINGS the British soldier back into his own, as the nation’s defender and the nation’s hero. The only change is that in one sense everybody in Britain is now a soldier, and in another sense nobody is. The old ‘soldier’ who spent his life in barracks, busy in war, boozy in peace, is now hard to find. In his place are a mass of ‘combatants,’ ‘mechanized units,’ ‘pilots,’ ‘bombers,’ ‘ground-men,’ ‘flying-men’ and ‘tank-mechanics.’ After the war they will be absorbed back again into the nation. It will turn out that the bomber was really a stockbroker, and that the submarine-torpedo man was studying for the ministry — between shots. In other words, the old-fashioned soldiers will have vanished, along with so many other old-fashioned things of England that we are told are to vanish after the war.

Poor old British soldier! He had only had about two and a half centuries of existence — since Charles the Second took over Oliver Cromwell’s standing army. He was never welcome. The nation only accepted him on sufferance; drank his health in war time, and kicked him out of the pub in peace.

The little verse above, a fragment of a Victorian nursery song, gives the measure of what a worthless fellow the nursery understood the soldier to be. Here he was, verse after verse, cadging and sponging on the poor girl, evidently a housemaid, lured to ruin by his red coat. First she sings to him:

‘Soldier, soldier, will you marry me, With your knapsack, fife and drum?’

And he sings back, miserable fellow:

‘Oh no, my pretty maid, I can’t marry now, For I haven’t got a shirt to put on.’

So the pretty housemaid gives the soldier a shirt and sings again for matrimony. But the soldier sings back for boots...and then for a hat, and so on endlessly. If there was an end, a final gift, it was not one for the nursery to hear.

After popular ballads had had their crack at the soldier, the comic poetry of the day took its turn in laughing at him Here is Tom Hood, England’s comic poet par excellence:

‘Ben Battle was a soldier bold

And used to war’s alarms,

But a cannon ball took off his legs,

And he laid down his arms’

It appears that Ben Battle had ‘left his legs in Badajoz’s breeches,’ an amusing memory of the fun of the Peninsular War. This may perhaps have been mere superficial laughter without malice. But there is a certain underlying meaning in it. An old soldier was taken for granted as a pauper, an object of charity. People may still recall the game, ‘Here comes an old soldier to town, pray what will you give him?’

All that represents not what the British soldier was really like, but the character that the Victorian generations insisted on fastening on him. Kipling never wrote truer lines than the ones in which he speaks of the treatment of Mr. Thomas Atkins at the hands of his fellow-citizens:

‘I went into a public house to get a glass of beer, The publican, he up and say: “We don’t serve soldiers ’ere.” For it’s “Tommy this” and “Tommy that” and “chuck ’im out, the brute!—” But it’s thin red line of heroes when the guns begin to shoot.’

The British public ever since early Victoria days, and, indeed, for a century more or less before that, has always looked on soldiers of the ranks in that same way. In time of peace it resents their existence, deplores their low morals, and at first threat of war suddenly discovers that they are the ‘nation’s defenders,’ the ‘boys in blue, or in khaki’ or the ‘thin red line of heroes’ — made thin, no doubt, by low feeding in peace time. When the war ends they are welcomed home under arches of flowers, with all the girls leaping for their necks — and within six months they are expected to vanish into thin air, keep out of the public-houses and give no trouble.

This attitude is all the more strange as contrasted with the typical British attitude towards the ‘sailor.’ Fact, fiction and fancy have enveloped the British sailor with qualities as endearing as those of Mr. Thomas Atkins are, supposedly, offensive and discreditable. The sailor is a ‘Jolly Jack Tar’ — the more tar on him the better. It is his business to be perpetually drunk and ‘to take his Nancy on his knee’ — the same Nancy who, as a housemaid, won’t walk out with Mr. Atkins because she ‘doesn’t hold with soldiers.’ But the Jack Tar stuff gets the girls every time. In return, they are supposed to take all his money, clean his pockets out and when it’s all gone, send him off to sea again. The Jolly Jack Tar is supposed to have ‘a wife in every port,’ but if Tommy Atkins in barracks ever ventures on having a Mary or two, there’s a terrible fuss about it.

Think of all our ballads, poetry and songs that exalt the life of a sailor:

‘In No. 9, Old Richmond Square,

Mark well what I do say

My Nancy Dawson, she lives there,

She is a maiden passing fair,

With bright blue eyes and golden hair,

But I’ll go no more a-ro-o-ving

For you, fair maid.’

Turn on the gramophone of recollection and over it comes a mingled melody of ballads in exaltation of the sailor and the sea— ‘Stretch every stitch of canvas, boys, to catch the flowing wind’. ‘Sailing, sailing, over the bounding main, Full many a stormy wind shall blow ere Jack comes home again.’

And as the sounds die lower and fainter one seizes among them the requiem of the dead, the dirge for the sailors claimed by the sea:

‘Here’s to the health of poor Tom Bowling,

The darling of the crew!

No more he’ll hear the wind a-rolling

For death hath broached him to!’

How deep the sounds echo and reverberate like the boom of the sea itself.

And all this — this national tribute of romance, of affection, of gratitude, how much has the soldier? Little, mighty little — at least in life. Our poets, apart from Kipling, always sing of his death, never of his life.

‘Half a league, half a league, half a league onward.

Theirs not to reason why,

Theirs not to make reply,

Theirs but to do or die.’

Exactly. Theirs not to make any trouble! Neither in life, nor in death.

Students of literature will think to contradict me by reminding us of odd notes that sound in our poetry in praise of the soldier’s life. Here’s Shakespeare. He always is, right on the spot. Is it Iago singing? I forget.

‘Then clink to the cannikin, clink,

Why shouldn’t a soldier drink?

For life’s but a span, so enjoy it who can,

And clink to the cannikin, clink.’

But better students of literature will tell us that this apparent exception proves the rule. Such drinking songs as these are meant to show what a wicked fellow the soldier is, how essentially without serious thought of a future life — in short, hell for him.

To understand this attitude we have to look back into history. The English, historically speaking, always hated ‘soldiers,’ ‘paid men,’ as the word literally means, men hired to kill instead of fighting for anger’s sake. An Englishman could look after himself; his house was his castle. There were no regular soldiers in England till Charles II, as said above, kept over some of Cromwell’s standing army as a permanent force (the Coldstream Guards, etc.). William of Orange added to it. But, even with that, the power to keep an army was granted by Parliament so grudgingly that it went on only from year to year. The Supply Act only granted money, and the Mutiny Act only sanctioned discipline by legislation renewed every year. Without that, the army would come to a full stop for want of pay, and the officer’s authority vanish for want of legal sanction. Without the renewal of the act, if an officer said, ‘Eyes right!’ the soldier might answer, ‘Don’t disturb me; I’m looking at something pretty good.’ This was true, in all peace time, up to the advent of the present war.

So the unhappy soldier had to pay for the sins of an evil profession. His treatment and his pay reflected this so late as the early years of Queen Victoria’s reign, the soldier lived in barracks without heat or ventilation; slept two, and even four, in a bed and was swept off by disease like vermin. There was little public heed of it. There were so many paupers and people of despair in the ‘Merry England’ of a century ago that recruits were always findable; the Queen’s shilling could keep pace with Death.

The Victorian soldier’s pay was twopence halfpenny a day, but there were so many odd charges and deductions at the start that a recruit might not get any pay at all for four months. The soldier lived under a savage code of flogging and punishment. He got no education. Before the Board schools of 1870 most soldiers could not read or write. The recruit was given (after 1829) a little record book (which he could not read) with a sample name in it — Thomas Atkins. That stood for him. Later he turned it to glory.

Thus a soldier was supposed to be a disreputable sort of person, whose aim in life was to get housemaids ‘into trouble.’ Soldiers, not officers! That was entirely different. Just as common soldiers had too little, so officers had too much in the long stretches of Victorian peace. These were days before modern inventiveness had turned an officer’s life into industry and algebra. An officer in between wars was supposed to do nothing — except to go to lawn parties, hunts, drags — God knows what — I forget the names of their entertainments — and accept the role of the pampered darling of the ladies. Every now and then there came along a ‘little war,’ and thither the officer went to play his part with infinite courage and no algebra; conquered the natives till they said, ‘Quit!’ then taught them how to play cricket.

How the times have changed! One thinks now of European expansion, and the expansions imitated from it, as one vast horror of flaming gas and tearing detonations — how different it waswhen Quanko Sambo, laying down his assegai, took up a cricket bat to develop his marvellous native ability at a cut to the off, and his permanent native inability to stand firm against a fast leg break...Of the ‘little wars’ of the time of which I speak, were the Abyssinian and the Ashanti, and the second Afghan and the first Boer — all of that enough and plenty, if all mixed with a period of service in India to give the officer his right to tea and muffins and the favour of the fair sex in the intervening intervals of leisure; enough to rank him above the curate, the doctor, the lawyer and the banker; the ‘business men’ they were not yet respectable. The officers, all feathers and whiskers, ruled the roost.

But, oddly enough, the reasoning that created the social esteem of the officer was not applied to Mr. Thomas Atkins. He was in all the wars, big or little, just as much as his officer — but he got no thanks for it at home. I think one reason was that in the ‘Victorian’ period of peace from Waterloo to the Crimea — there was, literally, a generation who went into the army as young men after 1815 and served a whole lifetime, from subalterns to colonels, and never heard a shot fired except blank cartridges at a review. And here was a corresponding British public — the public of Charles Dickens’s time, who had grown to forget war, who were absolutely removed from all possibility of invasion or civil war, who could not foresee in fancy the days of falling bombs — such a nation, sunk in the utter security of peace, sunk, by millions, in the utter hopelessness of poverty, what could they know or realize of soldiers? Soldiers! To the working men of the Chartist days, soldiers meant the men with guns called out to shoot down workmen in the massacre of Peterloo (1819). Soldiers, Yah! just a butcher with a red-coat. Honestly, ever so many workmen in England felt like that in the period of Victorian Peace. And officers! to the plain people, outside of society, great and small — officers, just fuss and feathers, India and hot curry!

Turn over the pages of Punch, which began its life as a radical paper of protest and grew with years to the mellowness of saddened wisdom — and there you will see the officer and the soldier, in their Victorian feathers and in their Victorian ‘pubs.’

No pages reflect this attitude more than the volumes of Charles Dickens, a repository of social history. Dickens had, with all his genius, the narrow short sight of his day and class, sentimental tears for poverty but no vision to remove it except by inviting everybody to be as noble a fellow as himself. War to Dickens was needless and silly; foreigners, comic people, who lacked stability; officers, fops; soldiers, loafers. Here and there, I admit, are bright exceptions (for I know my Dickens as a Scottish divine knows his Bible); I can recall, of course, Mr. Bagshot and Trooper George. But speaking by and large, the whole military art was, to Dickens, either needless or comic. Witness the famous Chatham review in Pickwick, or the stock figure of the ‘recruiting sergeant,’ as in Barnaby Rudge and elsewhere — the Sergeant with the King’s shilling — an engine of temptation and corruption to the young — seducing young men into ‘going for a soldier’.’

It was only as the old standing army was passing away, at the close of the century, to give place to the new Nation under Arms, that the ‘soldier’ began to come into his own...The South African War rediscovered Thomas Atkins as a ‘Soldier of the Queen,’ and sang invocations to him, ‘as a good ‘un heart and hand, as a credit to his calling and to all his native land.’ But before the change had time to be more than begun the Great War of 1914 swept away the foolish complacency of Victorian Britain and set in a true light the values that had been disregarded.

But why — as the comedians say — why rake all that up now? So that we’ll know better next time.


LITERARY STUDIES II - THE MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM OF THE LOST CHORD
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EVERYONE IS FAMILIAR with the melodious yet melancholy song of the Lost Chord. It tells us how, seated one day at the piano, weary, alone and sad, the player let his fingers roam idly over the keys, when suddenly, strangely, he ‘struck one chord which echoed like the sound of a Great Amen.’

But he could never find it again. And ever since then there has gone up from myriad pianos the mournful laments for the Lost Chord. Ever since then, and this happened eighty years ago, wandering fingers search for the Lost Chord. No musician can ever find it.

But the trouble with musicians is that they are too dreamy, too unsystematic. Of course they could never find the Lost Chord by letting their fingers idly roam over the keys. What is needed is method, such as is used in mathematics every day. So where the musician fails let the mathematician try. He’ll find it. It’s only a matter of time.

The mathematician’s method is perfectly simple — a matter of what he calls Permutations and Combinations — in other words, trying out all the Combinations till you get the right one.

He proposes to sound all the Combinations that there are, listen to them, and see which is the Great Amen. Of course a lot of the combinations are not chords at all. They would agonize a musician. But the mathematician won’t notice any difference. In fact the only one he would recognize is Amen itself, because it’s the one when you leave church.

He first calculates how many chords he can strike in a given time. Allowing time for striking the chord, listening to it and letting it die away, he estimates that he can strike one every fifteen seconds, or four to a minute, two hundred and forty to an hour. Working seven hours a day with Sundays off and a half day off on Saturday and a short vacation (at a summer school in mathematics), he reaches the encouraging conclusion that if need be — if he didn’t find the Chord sooner — he could sound as many as half a million chords within a single year!

The next question is how many combinations there are to strike. The mournful piano player would have sat strumming away for ever and never have thought that out. But it’s not hard to calculate. A piano has fifty-two white notes and thirty-six black. The player can make a combination by striking ten at a time (with all his fingers and thumbs), or any less number down to two at a time. Moreover he can, if a trained player, strike any ten, adjacent or distant. Even if he has to strike notes at the extreme left and in the middle and at the extreme right all in the same combination, he does it by rapidly sweeping his left hand towards the right, or his right towards the left. There is a minute fraction between the initial strokes of certain notes, but not enough to prevent them sounding together as a combination.

This makes the calculation simplicity itself. It merely means calculating the total combinations of eighty-eight things, taken two at a time, three at a time and so on up to ten at a time.

The combinations, 2 notes at a time, are: 88 * 87 / 1 * 2 = 3,828

 

For 3 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 / 1 * 2 * 3 = 109,736

 

For 4 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 = 2,331,890

 

For 5 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 = 39,175,750

 

For 6 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 * 83 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 * 6 = 541,931,236

 

For 7 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 * 83 * 82 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 * 6 * 7 = 6,348,337,336

 

For 8 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 * 83 * 82 * 81 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 * 6 * 7 * 8  = 64,276,915,527

 

For 9 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 * 83 * 82 * 81 * 80 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 * 6 * 7 * 8 * 9  = 571,350,360,240

 

For 10 at a time: 88 * 87 * 86 * 85 * 84 * 83 * 82 * 81 * 80 * 79 / 1 * 2 * 3 * 4 * 5 * 6 * 7 * 8 * 9 * 10 = 4,513,667,845,896

 

For all combinations: 5,156,227,011,439

This gives us then an honest straight-forward basis on which to start the search. The player setting out at his conscientious pace of half a million a year has the consoling feeling that he may find the Great Amen first shot, and at any rate he’s certain to find it in 10,000,000 years.

It’s a pity that the disconsolate players were so easily discouraged. The song was only written eighty years ago; they’ve hardly begun. Keep on, boys.


LITERARY STUDIES III - THE PASSING OF THE KITCHEN
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I HAVE A friend in my home town in front of whose modest house on the highway appeared a little while ago the sign ‘Tourists.’ Meeting him casually, I asked, ‘How are you getting on with the tourist trade? Are you getting any?’ ‘Fine,’ he answered. ‘You see, it’s all in the way you treat them. Tourists come to the house and we show them up to their bedroom, and after a while the wife goes up and says, “Now you come right down to the kitchen. That’s the place for you.”’

With which, as my text, I will venture to assert that the kitchen is, and has been for generations and centuries, the most human part of any establishment.

Personally, like all my ageing generation, from actual experience I know what a kitchen used to mean. In the Canadian country setting in which I was brought up sixty years ago, the kitchen was par excellence ‘the room’ of the house. It was the only room with any size to it and the only room where it was always warm. A kitchen stove well filled with split hemlock maintained a heat of anything from 100 Fahrenheit to about 1000 Centigrade. You regulated the heat you wanted by the distance you sat from it. I am told that a kitchen of to-day can be regulated to an even 70 degrees by automatic stoking that is done in the cellar. On the other hand, we had the fun of moving our chairs backwards and forwards. These old kitchens when the farmhouses were laid out were practically the one room of the house. The others were just small spaces built off it. Later on, as the farmers got richer — or no, I don’t quite mean that, as they got a little further into debt — they added a room called the ‘parlour.’ This was a swell room with an oilcloth on the floor and what was called an ‘organ’, on which the girls of the family learned to play ‘Pull for the Shore, Sailor.’ But the ‘parlour’ proved a false start — it was too good for daily occupation; so after a while it was used only for funerals, and the kitchen came into its own again.

The typical Canadian ‘cooking stove’ of those days was a broad, flat affair with six ‘lids’ on its top and two divisions to it underneath, the firebox and the oven. It didn’t have any of these gadgets and contrivances that turn the kitchen range of to-day into a marvellous piece of machinery. I have before me as I write a beautiful little booklet of a modern kitchen firm, containing pictures of all sorts of these contrivances of our up-to-date day.

Here, for example, is a wonderful little thermostatic dial which tells you the number of degrees of heat in the oven, without having to open it and put your face in as we used to. We couldn’t have used that; if the kitchen stove was too hot there was nothing for it but to eat your dinner half an hour sooner. Cooking in those days was like navigation — a lot of chance to it. Here in the same booklet is a ‘ventilating fan above the stove to prevent cooking odours from reaching the rest of the house.’ The apparatus would have made no hit sixty years ago. The ‘cooking odours’ were often the best part of the dinner.

After dinner, in the old days, came the ‘dishwashing’ with a commotion on the scale of a charge of cavalry. The women worked at it with spirit; the dishes, like the cavalry, coming together with a glorious crash and with the casualties counted afterwards. Nowadays, in the pretty little kitchen I’ve been admiring in a picture, it’s all different. Hot water runs at the turn of the tap. The dishes, as soon as they pass into the gleaming enamelled cabinet sink, seem instantly again things of beauty — just, as Burke said, ‘vice lost half its evil when it lost its grossness.’ A little ‘treatment’ in the roomy looking basin and on to the drain boards, and the dishes will be clear back to virtue.

The kitchen, as I say, was the real house in our pioneer days. Indeed, if you have a taste for what is called archeology and go farther back than that, you find that houses only came to be built as a shelter around the kitchen fire. Primitive men cooked their food at an open fire built on stones. But that meant that, if it was windy, the smoke would blow all over the place. So after, let us say, ten thousand years (their minds moved slowly) it occurred to some one to make a sort of wall of earth and stones on the windward side of the fire to keep the wind away. After this brilliant novelty had been popular for another ten thousand years, the device was found of building the wall around all four sides. From that to putting a roof over it was a mere step — not more than a thousand years! After that most primitive men ‘rested’ and their houses — a wigwam, an igloo or what-not — remained at that, a cooking fire walled in and fairly well covered over.

Now, if you don’t believe this theory, that the kitchen was the house, you can go and see the proof actually in England, in the famous kitchen of the Abbot of Glastonbury. It still stands as a beautiful eight-sided stone house, with a roof tapering up to a peak where hung a lantern. It has size to it. When you undertake to feed a mediaeval abbot and a hundred monks and lay brothers who have nothing to do all day but sing and cat, you have a real job. The abbot’s kitchen was about forty feet across each way. Even at that it was only one of a lot of celebrated kitchens of the Middle Ages. Several Abbeys, like those of Durham and Gloucester, had kitchens over thirty-six feet wide. But the triumph of all is found in the kitchen built by Cardinal Wolsey for the college that he founded, Christ Church, at Oxford, still the marvel of the tourist. Wolsey, like all great men, when he did a thing, did it on a big scale. Just as Cheops of Egypt needed a pyramid as his gravestone, and Cecil Rhodes about a hundred square miles on the Matoppo Hills, so Wolsey, when he made a kitchen, saw to it that it was a kitchen. He had no use for underfed students. Learning, we are told, maketh a full man, and Wolsey’s idea was to make the students full first so that they’d learn more easily. So the kitchen was made on such a proportion that you could roast an ox whole over one of its fires; and over another was a huge ‘turnspit’ on which you could spike about one thousand birds at a time.

If you think these details were mere display, you only show that you don’t understand the great part eating played in the Middle Ages. What else was there to do? No movies, no radio, no lectures on Cosmic Evolution — nothing but to fight and make love and eat. And as you kept running out of enemies and running out of girls, it left nothing but eating.

The size of the feasts was appalling. When King Edward IV. (1467) wanted to express his delight at the consecration of Bishop Neville as Archbishop of York, he felt that a fitting religious touch would be given to it by a feast — all free for everybody. He invited 6000 guests, and they all came. (They will every time!) The menu included roast mutton (1000 sheep), a veal entree (504 calves), a side dish of 504 hogs, an ‘entremets’ of 2000 geese and 1000 capons, along with a trifle of 15,500 birds. For anybody who wanted ‘another helping’ there were 1500 hot venison pasties and 15,000 fancy tarts and jellies.

That sounds unbelievable, doesn’t it? But it is all in an old Latin book called Antiquitates Culinariae. Of course, the feast went on for days and days, lasted till the guests began to leave because they had an engagement at another feast.

Now the odd thing was that when they cooked these vast banquets in the mediaeval kitchens, everything was done by hand labour in the simplest fashion. It never occurred to these people to look for mechanical contrivances, such as ‘mincers,’ ‘mixing machines,’ ‘cutters’ and ‘parers’ and the fancy cookers that replace human hands. The huge ox was hoisted up on a hook over the fire, and a group of ‘turnspits’ — unhappy little kitchen devils who lived and slept in the refuse — turned it round and round. The birds — the light stuff — were spiked together, a hundred or more at a crack, and turned on a spit in the same way. The furniture and appliances of the kitchen were of the same primitive simplicity. One or two enormous tables of oak planks hewed flat were placed to hold the huge copper cauldrons. Into these the head cook threw everything he could think of — nothing was measured, nothing was timed. Up went the cauldron over the fire, and when it was done — perhaps he knew what it was!

Compare with these our modern experts. I’d like to read this (I’m quoting again the latest ‘Kitchen Notes’) to Cardinal Wolsey or Archbishop Neville:

‘In the kitchen of to-day the work centres for preparation and storage, washing of food and utensils, and cooking and serving are arranged around the walls in proper sequence. The food comes in the back door and goes into the adjacent refrigerator and storage cabinets. Next in line comes the all-important sink, complete with ventilated cupboards for the storage of vegetables and utensils, providing hot and cold tempered water to any part of the basin, a concealed spray fixture for rinsing on a rubber hose which pulls out from a niche and pops back when let go, and a removable cup-strainer in the outlet which catches crumbs and parings.’

And yet I don’t know whether that kind of thing would have made much impression on the Archbishop or the Cardinal. They had their own way in the Middle Ages. They didn’t care much about mechanical exactitude. What they liked was the personal touch; and they had a grip on the cook which we have since lost. If anything went wrong with the banquet — well, there’s no need to go into details — just say he never cooked again!

Yet, while he went strong, he was a person of great importance, even of rank or wealth. He had the privilege of walking into the hall in the procession, along with real gentlemen who had never worked in their lives and couldn’t boil an egg.

The evolution of the kitchen seen from early times is odd enough. But odder still is the evolution of the cook. Take the cook of the Middle Ages with the long spoon and the turnspits and the cauldrons and what did he turn into, as medieval civilization faded away and the modern era replaced it? The cook of the great families, by the time of Queen Victoria and till yesterday, turned into a woman, usually a large, stout woman weighing from two hundred up, as shapely as a wet Bologna sausage dressed in a black costume tied into divisions. She was called Mrs. Jennings, or Mrs. So-and-so, but nobody ever heard of her husband. Familiarly she was called ‘cook,’ and generations of English children got from her surreptitious tarts and delicacies meant for the grown-up people.

Then slowly ‘cook’s’ job began to be undermined. A woman called Mrs. Beaton conceived the daring design of feeding her own husband. Mr. Beaton died. Nothing, however, could be proved, and the matter was presently allowed to drop. Mrs. Beaton found no second husband and devoted her widowhood to making a list of all the things she had fed Mr. Beaton on. She published it under the name Cook Book. Other rivals followed in her wake, and cooking, which had been, like the church, a closed profession, was thrown wide open by the new ‘cook book.’

The cook book, though nobody foresaw it at the time, did away with the cook. Anybody could be a cook now. All you had to do was to follow the directions. ‘Take a pound of steak; beat it for an hour; and then add half ounce of mace, half ounce of dice and beat it again for an hour; strain it, jump on it and add a gill of rosemary and anything else you haven’t got...and then give it to them.’

So, with the cook gone, and these simple directions to follow, and gadgets to do it with, the result has been that the kitchen, the real old kitchen, has gone too. There isn’t any. Go out to dine in any of the new apartment households that Cupid opens every day, and the only cook that you find is the charming little hostess, who has just served the cocktails, dainty, as if she never worked a minute in her life, and cool as a lobster salad. She just turns on a ‘control’ to keep its eye on the roast, sets the soupometer for 70 degree, turns on enough electric heat to freeze the cocktail, and there you are! Nothing to do but start the radio and wait for the guests and hope her husband gets shaved in time.

And when the little dinner is served, believe me, Cardinal Wolsey and his whole ox are just nowhere!


LITERARY STUDIES IV - COME BACK TO SCHOOL
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FOR THE LAST few years before the present war, the British Isles, so it was understood, were being swept by a wave of Adult Education — the same wave which was almost washing the United States into the Gulf of Mexico. Washing by waves — crime waves, drink waves, waves of enthusiasm and of disillusionment — is a part of the progress of our great democracies. After the wave comes the back-wash of common sense that levels the ground again.

But this adult education; I’m all for it. For some it means carrying on school all through life, never ceasing to learn; for others, beginning late what they had not the chance to begin early; making opportunity by overtime effort; supplying, by their own initiative and will, the defects imposed by adversity. That is adult education, and that is what it does for the community at large. I am, I say, all for it. If I could think of anything I didn’t know, I’d take classes in it right now, at seventy-two.

Only I don’t like the name — adult education. I wouldn’t want any one to call me an ‘adult.’ That word never seems quite right; it always sounds like a half-wit. Don’t they have homes for adults? No? Well, surely there are adults in some of the homes, and you can hang an adult, can’t you? And, of course, ‘education’ is a tainted word. It carries still its old false suggestion that it is something everybody had as a child, like measles, and doesn’t need any longer. Say to any man, ‘Look here, don’t you think you need a little education, the kind they give to adults?’ and see how he reacts to it.

But the reality of adult education, which is what I want to talk about, is one of the big things of the world to-day. What it means is that all the world is going back to school.

Now here is one of the reasons for it. People are no sooner out of school than they have a wistful longing to get back to it. Boys and girls take school as an accepted routine, understood by convention to be a sort of hardship, a violence to be done to youth. The teacher, if a man, is understood to be a pretty hard lot, and if a woman, a mean kind of cat. The child who says ‘I love teacher’ is the odd one out, and will go to heaven early. At best they say, ‘She’s not so bad,’ or ‘He’s all right out of school.’ But school is no sooner over for the last day than they begin to weave round it a gossamer web of retrospect.

Each year that passes adds to their wistful illusion. They go back after three years, and there are the same old bricks (still there) and the same old desk with their names cut on it — look, see it! And when they hear, after four years, the sound of the same old bell, at the old hour (no change), they almost break down. As the years go still farther, and get really on, they find out that the teacher (dead) was a grand man, a scholar of the real old type. All the real type are dead. In fact, as with the Indian, the only good teacher is a dead teacher. As for the woman teacher, they discover later on that she wasn’t a woman at all, just a girl — young and timid. How it must have distressed her — the rough horseplay, and the classroom cut-ups. Too bad!

It is the same, of course, with college, only on a much bigger scale, just as a three-ring circus eclipses a local Fall show. All through college the students are counting up the time to get out of it. The minute they enter, they call their class not by the year it comes in but by the year in which it hopes to go out. ‘Rah! Rahl ‘46!’ they shout. Just as if a baby was christened ‘Old Jones.’ They count each course; they number each credit; they ‘finish’ trigonometry; after the second year they are no longer ‘liable’ to history; after the third ‘not responsible’ for Shakespeare; at the end of the fourth they are all signed off and paid off like a ship’s crew from a long voyage. They shout ‘Rah! Rah! ‘46!’ But the sound weakens in their throat. Open the gates again! Isn’t there any way to get us back?

So that is why, as they get on in life, people form all sorts of service clubs and luncheon clubs and go and hear speeches. They pretend, of course, that what they want is current information; that they want to get posted — but it isn’t so. They want to get back to school, just as an old sailor wants to get back on a deck, and an old actor to get back on the boards. So there they sit, listening, back on their school benches, and the tougher the subject, the better they like it.

In my city, as in everybody else’s, the luncheon clubs prefer a lecture on ‘Egypt Before Christ’ to a talk on ‘England After Churchill.’ A week or two ago, I met a group of my acquaintances coming out in a flock from their weekly gathering. ‘What was it to-day?’ I asked. ‘Great stuff!’ one answered. ‘Professor Drydout was talking on Babylonian inscriptions. I couldn’t get it all; in fact, I missed a lot of it, but it was great stuff.’ You see, there’s a peculiar charm in ‘missing a lot of it.’ It takes you back to the class in geometry at high school.

So the clubs, though the members wouldn’t admit it, are really a sort of school, a branch of ‘adult education.’ You can prove it by realizing how unwilling they are to permit a ‘humorous’ lecture. In their hearts they’d really like something funny instead of Babylon, just as they like a joke in school. But dignity won’t allow it. Fun isn’t education. If you want to give them a humorous lecture you must call it something else — pretend that it’s on ‘The Later Tendencies of Democracy,’ and fill it with stories about Pat and Mike, and what Bill Nye said to Josh Billings.

Meantime the clubs go on expanding information like ripples on a pond, and ‘expanding’ with it the capacity to listen, the desire to know, the sense of interest — in short, all those things which are the very soul of real education.

All power to the luncheon speeches. I only wish I could hear them. But like all old professors, I lost the power of listening years ago. I couldn’t listen to Mohammed for more than four minutes.

One must remember that, after all, the continuance of education, the process of learning, or of trying to, brings its own reward. Human knowledge at large, in the huge philosophical sense, may indeed be more or less lost and bankrupt.

It was the custom, in the far back days that we now call Victorian, to insist that knowledge, in the sense of the contemplation of the universe, brought a sort of warm satisfaction. The stars sang together. A harmonious world fitted its parts like nickel-plated joints. Knowledge, so the poet said, unfolded to their eyes its ample page rich with the spoils of time. Study was even recommended to the Victorian working class, as a kind of sedative to put them to sleep.

‘Oh, what a world of profit and delight,’ sang one blithering poet, ’is open to the studious artisan.’ It may have been in 1842. At present, he wouldn’t get much of a feed out of it, not in a universe of matter that has dissolved into atoms which are now merely ‘fields of force’ — the whole physical world just a sort of disturbance, a universe ‘expanding’ with terrific rapidity, not where you think it is, ‘out there,’ but in a ‘time-space continuum,’ which beats the studious artisan right to the balkline. In short, there’s nothing left except a mathematic frame — inside of which a world agonizes, while what we called civilization fights for its life. No, my poor artisan, go and look at another peep-show. Ours is no good.

But while that is true of the general outlook, the humble individual satisfaction in learning something still holds good. If there is conceit and vanity in it, it is too pardonable to notice. If there is mingled with its excellence a little false assumption of superiority over one’s fellows, the recording angel will easily blot it out with a tear.

At least the conceit of learning is better than the boast of ignorance that used to vaunt itself as an aid to success. I say ‘used to’; it was in the days before the great depression chastened the great conceit. ‘Look at me,’ once said in my hearing a big business man, a great big one. ‘I can’t do fractions.’ I looked at him. He couldn’t. But I felt that even a small decimal would have done him good.

But education, unless we carry it forward, dies out of itself. It is like a flood stream that runs away in the sand, like a garden choked under weeds, like a dim lumber room covered deep with dust. Such becomes education, even for the college graduate, if he never goes on with it. What’s left? More wreckage. He has heard of an isosceles triangle and remembers that you mustn’t produce the sides, or God knows what happens. He remembers that the third declension of Latin was a heller, and that Plato thought what Aristotle didn’t think, and Aristotle didn’t think what Plato thought. That’s the grand old education that Oxford and Harvard used to sell, and it’s all right too, on condition that you keep it in repair.

Otherwise, don’t try to ‘fall back on it.’ You’ll hurt yourself behind.

Compare with such neglect the bright and eager conceit of the ‘graduate girls’ of, say, forty, who are ‘following a course’ on Persian literature this Spring, at one another’s houses; they ‘took up’ Dostoievsky last winter, took him up’ and skinned him alive. And they’re all right as a class too, the graduate girls of forty, far better than a class in school. Far too much has been said of the bright mind of youth and far too little of the ripened sympathy of the adult. It is the difference between light flashed from the surface of the water and the shadows that lie below. Not even youth can have everything as its part. Give adult life its share. Take, for example, all that goes with the appreciation of literature, of poetry. Children have not lived long enough yet, have not yet known, thank God, enough of sorrow and of disillusionment to draw the full meaning from the page in which the world has written and cross-written the record of our lot.

Children, bright children, exult in the clash of words and revel in sentiment of which the reality is as yet unknown. Look at them as they gather round the piano, little children of ten and twelve, to sing ‘In-the gloaming-oh-my darling’ — dragging out the words in a whine of ecstasy. ‘Will-you-think of-one-who loved you-loved-you-dearly-lo-o-ong ago!’ That’s all right, dears; now run along to bed. People who look back across the years to lost love have no song for it; it lies too deep.

Children at school may exult in the boy’s standing on a burning deck rhyming with wreck. They may climb in the shades of night with the ‘Excelsior’ boy— ‘going up,’ Heaven knows where or why, except as a prevision of the elevator. But when one reads such lines as ‘and the stately ships go on to their haven under the hill; but O for the touch of a vanished hand and the sound of a voice that is still’ — the echo of that is not for minds still in the opening of the pilgrimage of life. That is why, to my thinking, the class of adults — or no, I won’t call them that; I mean grown-up people — is better than a group of children.

This only means that ‘school’ from its very nature has a lot of limitations — much of it must be more or less mechanical, cannot call forth the spontaneous interest and the power of reflection that later learning does. It is hard to be terribly keen on the alphabet. The ancient Phoenicians may have been so when they made it; but children up against S-O-so, D-O-U-G-.H-do, fall to get the same thrill. Nor can you reflect much on the multiplication table. You may try to sit and think how queer it is that 9x6 is 54, but you’ve got to be sure that it is, first. In other words, education that stops with school stops where it is beginning.

There are certain phases of adult education which give it, in a sense, a sterner aspect than when seen in the voluntary class taking the hide off an author, every winter evening on Wednesday. I refer to the cases where people have to work overtime, study in the hours that are meant for recreation, as part of a determined drive against adversity. But even there it’s not as bad as it seems. Some of our greatest minds have done their life-work in that way.

One case is that of John Stuart Mill. People think of Mill as the author of On Liberty and Principles of Political Economy, and do not realize, or never knew, that Mill’s ‘day’s work’ in life was not literature. All that was overtime. In the day Mill worked in the London office of the East India Company, in the department of correspondence with Native States — making abstracts of the company’s dealings with Ram Jam of Mysore and Dim Jim of Bengal. But by doing literary work he at last got free — to do literary work.

As a matter of fact, I may say with all modesty that I am myself another case. Fifty years ago I was a resident master in a boarding school, a sort of all-day-and-all-night job, with a blind wall in front of it. To find a way out of it, and on, I took to getting up at five o’clock in the morning and studying political economy for three hours, every day before school breakfast. This process so sharpened my sense of humour that I earned enough money by it to go away and study political; and that, you see, kept up my sense of humour like those self-feeding machines.

But I didn’t mean to speak personally.

Anyway, what’s the good of talking about it? Come on. Let’s get busy. Give me a book. I want to study something. I realize I don’t know a darned thing. Hand me that multiplication table. I’ll begin all over again.


LITERARY STUDIES V - WHAT’S IN A NAME?
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THE TITLES OF books that have come down from the past as part of the world’s literature carry with them a sort of inevitability, as if they could not have been anything else: the Canterbury Tales, Pilgrim’s Progress, Alice in Wonderland. This is especially so of the titles of the works of the Greeks and Romans. Their idea of a title was to name a thing exactly what it was. When Cicero proposed to write on Friendship he called his Little treatise On Friendship. When Livy wrote down the history of Rome he called his volume The History of Rome — not Meet General Hannibal. Indeed, for many, many centuries the aim of the writer in giving a title to his work was to indicate what it was about, not to make a sensation over its appearance. This was the prevailing fashion which led Dante to call his poem on Hell, simply Hell, as it was, as plain and straight as Copernicus’s De Revolutionibus Orbium Celestium. Hence the earlier vagaries of titles only consisted in an anxious attempt to indicate not only what it was about, but all about it. Thus arose the elaborate explanatory titles that began to come into vogue in the seventh century. These were much stimulated by the writing of religious tracts and controversies, since, notoriously, a preacher finds it hard to stop. Compare— ‘Meat out of the Larder, or Mediation concerning the necessity; End and Usefulness of Affliction with God’s children.’ Even the moderate and sagacious Adam Smith would have thought ‘The Wealth of Nations’ far too snappy a title and called his immortal treatise an ‘Inquiry into the nature and causes of the wealth of Nations’. Malthus who followed Adam Smith with his Essay on Population which became and remained one of the world’s books, presented it to the world with the title, ‘An essay on the principle of Population as it affects the Future Improvement of Society, with remarks on the Speculations of Mr. Godwin, Mr, Condorcet and other writers’

It was perhaps in the realm of the drama that titles, at least in England, broke away from literalism to figurative and allusive forms. Henry IV is as plain a title as who should say George VI, but As You Like It is up-to-date as next week. Unlike Shakespeare, Moliere sticks to titles as self-evident as those of Caesar or Cicero — Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme, Le Malade Imaginaire, Le Medecin Malgre Lui. From Shakespeare on we have a string of such play-titles, so familiar in their celebrity that their first peculiar novelty is forgotten, such as Every Man in His Humour or She Stoops to Conquer.

As the writing of fiction grew and stories multiplied it was inevitable that a lot of them would run to the form of The Story of John Smith, or The Adventures of John Smith — and hence simply John Smith, the familiar form of a proper name as a title: compare the long list that begins with Humphrey Clinker, Roderick Random, Masterman Ready, Harry Lorrequer, David Copperfield, When these have been sanctified by use and canonized by success we forget how purely neutral they are of themselves. At times the sound of the name carries aptness, either as a trifle comic (Peregrine Pickle) or as suited to the character, as Charles O’Malley for a dashing Irish soldier. Many such titles have originally something in front of them, that got dropped from common citation, forgotten and very often not now inserted on the title pages of reprinted books, as with Fielding’s two novels The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling, and History of the Adventures of Joseph Andrews and his friend Mr. Abraham Adams. The book that we commonly call Gulliver’s Travels had as its real title the legend, ‘Travels into Several Remote Nations of the World by Lemuel Gulliver, first surgeon and then a captain of several ships.’

Very often, too, the neutral personal title of a book was pieced out with a sub-title, as with Fenimore Cooper’s Lionel Lincoln, the Leaguer of Boston. But the use of sub-titles, or rather, second titles, is as fatal as the drink habit. They are apt to keep on and on till they get to comic forms, like: James O’Hooligan, or the Irish Patriot, or Dagger and Dog in Donegal. This example is imaginary but the real ones are just as good.

It remained for Mr. Robert Benchley, whose humour is one of the bright spots of a stricken world, to catch the full value to the humourist of these alternative and unconnected titles. With the simple direct vision of genius he christened one of his books of sketches, ‘David Copperfield or Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea.’ The point is that there is no way for anything to be both that at once. The reader was lost between indignation and curiosity, bought the book and therewith forgot all about the title. A similar trick of the ingenuity of inventive genius is seen in Mr. Benchley’s latest title. After 1903 — What? The reader is under the impression that we know what, and he can’t see why Benchley doesn’t. The humour of wilful imbecility lives for ever.

If a gold medal were awarded for the most idiotic of titles, Victor Hugo would have received it, by acclamation, were it not that the advice of his horrified friends saved him from it. Hugo, living in exile in the Channel Islands, had just completed the striking story which he proposed to call and later did call by the fine title The Toilers of the Sea (‘Les Travailleurs de la Mer’). All readers recall in it the desperate struggle under water of the fisherman seized by an octopus. But it so happened that Hugo’s bottle of ink, a large one, with which he had begun the opening page of the story, ran out just as he wrote the concluding pages. Nothing would do but he must re-name his book, ‘A Bottle of Ink and Its Contents’. Hugo, with the egotism of authorship, could not see the trivial vanity of such a title.

Almost on a par with this idiocy are titles which are made out of some well-known phrase of familiar allusion, with which there is no real connection and which is merely dragged in because it is well known. Thus Frank Stockton, widely known as a novelist and humorist fifty years ago, used the title A Bicycle in Cathay. This was supposed to make a merry contrast with A Cycle in Cathay, a phrase taken out of Tennyson’s poem (‘Locksley Hall’) and often quoted in those days: ‘better fifty years in Europe than a cycle in Cathay.’ But the story was not laid in China and the application is so forced as to be painful. Take any well-known phrase, or short quotation, and you may be sure that somebody has already used it, or that somebody presently will. We either have already, or will have soon, novels called To Be or Not to Be, What’s in a Name, Coming Through the Rye, and so on endlessly.

But turning back a minute to the use of reinforced titles, with sub-titles and appendages, we may note that perhaps the most colossal example of this sort of thing is found in the original title of Dickens’s Martin Chuzzlewit. The book is now, or was even in Dickens’s lifetime, printed with just the name as a title. But when first written, in instalments, the title read. The life and adventures of Martin Chuzzlewig (not yet Chuzzlewit), his family, friends and enemies, comprising all his will and his ways with a historical record of what he did and what hi didn’t, the whole forming a complete key to the house of Chuzzlewig.

Talking of Dickens, it may be recalled that no one gave more thought to titles and names, or attached more importance to them. He himself would have strenuously denied — and was fond of strenuous denials — that David Copperfield was a neutral name; he would have drawn our attention to the various trial and error titles that the book carried at its inception. He would have shown us that both David Copperfield and the story which embodied his life were first very differently christened: ‘Mag’s Diversions, being the personal history of Mr. Thomas Mag the Younger of Blunderstone Hall.’

Indeed Dickens — an artist in the phonetic significance of names — felt that sounds and syllables carried undercurrents of meaning. Vocal tones, the philologist tells us, antedate speech: names and sounds have queer buried values like the growls of dogs, the satisfied grunt of feeding hogs and the murmur of the turtle dove — lenis sussurrus sub nocte. Thus, when Dickens saw the word Pickwick on a coachmaker’s sign, he felt it was just the name for the kind of man he had begun to think of. When he wanted a name for a young man round whose fate are to gather dark clouds of mystery and murder, he called him Edwin Drood. But he did not name him so until he had tried out and rejected an assorted list of names, fitted into a list of suggested titles (as shown on next page).

As a matter of fact Dickens presently adopted the rather mechanical method of writing out for himself a list (there are two hundred and thirty names in it) of Available Names from the Privy Council Education Lists — drawn up and headed Girls, then Boys, more Boys, and more Girls. Thus does genius itself fall back on artifice; but not, be it noted, till genius has first shown where artifice may operate. Some of the names are quite unbelievable, such as William Why and Sally Gimblet and Sophia Doomsday. Among the actual surnames is Sapsea, which was used in Edwin Drood and which no doubt many readers dismissed as impossible.

We spoke above of historical titles and how Mr. Woodward in his admirable biography invites us to Meet General Grant. No doubt if he had called it The History of Ulysses S. Grant we might have missed meeting him. Indeed it seems to be the case that readers nowadays won’t take their history ‘straight.’ The ‘History of England’ is all right but Mr. Andre Maurois put a new slant to it and turned it into a best seller by calling it, ‘The Miracle of England.’ ‘The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire’ did well enough for Gibbon, but a new history of the Byzantine Empire appearing this autumn is called, ‘Emperors, Angels and Eunuchs’ It sounds more exciting.

TITLES

 

Edwin Drood

The Loss of James Wakefield

James’ Disappearance

Flight and Pursuit

Sworn to Avenge it

One Object in Life

The Kinsman’s Devotion

The Two Kinsmen

The Love of Edwin Brood

The Loss of Edwin Brude

The Mystery in the Drood Family

The Loss of Edwin Drood

The Flight of Edwin Drood

Edwin Drood in Hiding

The Loss of Edwin Drude

The Disappearance of Edwin Drude

The Mystery of Edwin Drude

 

Naturally enough in the vast market for popular storybooks to-day there is a tremendous pressure put on writers to try to find titles which attract at sight— ‘Mysteries’ so mysterious that the very name of them ties us in a knot; ‘Horrors’ so horrible that they can reach us through a bookstore window. In Wilkie Collins’s day such a title as The Woman in White sent a chill down the Victorian spine: to-day we have to ring the changes on The Murder on the Links, The Murder on the Express, The Murder in the Sky — if there’s any new place to ‘lay’ a murder, let’s have it and get it over.

Such is the craze for novelty in titles that now-a-days when the reviewers of the magazines review a book they won’t even write it up over its own title — they make up a new one. If the author calls his book. Six Months in Mexico, the reviewer heads up his talk on it as ‘Down Under the Rio Grande.’ ‘Across Czechoslovakia’ reappears as ‘Checking Up on the Czechs’ This is especially so when the reviewer and his magazine do not rind enough ‘pep’ in the original title; ‘Notes on Insect ‘Life’ has to become ‘Revelations of a Bug Man.’

Some time since I amused myself by reconstructing what would have been the effect if this method had been applied to some of the great masterpieces of the past. The results, as far as I recall them, converted Caesar’s ‘Bellum Britannicum’ into ‘An Old Campaigner’s Log: new volume of Memoirs on Savage Life in the British Isles,’ and changed Milton’s Paradise Lost into Raising Hell, or Pen Pictures of Battles in the Sky.

But of course the reviewers too, like the authors, must keep up to date and be novel or get trampled under.


LITERARY STUDIES VI - WHO CANONIZES THE CLASSICS?
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ACCORDING TO THE practice of our oldest church, it takes about four hundred years to make a saint. That is to say, during that period one can’t be just sure whether he’s a saint or not. But if at the end of four hundred years his apparent saintliness has withstood the wear and tear of time, then a saint he is, indubitably and for ever. Many of us no doubt received a pleasant shock of surprise a year or two ago when the venerable victim of Henry VIII, beheaded in 1555 and known in our school books as Sir Thomas More, became henceforth Saint Thomas. I say a pleasant surprise — as helping to emphasize the continuity and permanence of society, a thing grievously in doubt just now.

If therefore in the Spiritual Kingdom there are saints that last, there must be in the Republic of Letters authors whose work remains. But in this case we have no definite process of canonization. In a general way, the world at large refers to certain authors as ‘classic’; but how they got to be so, and who makes them so, and what — becomes more mysterious the more you look at it.

As everybody knows, the word ‘classic’ used to be used to indicate merely the literature of Greece and Rome. It was held commonly to include all the Greek and Roman books that had survived — no very great amount in any case, as a quite small library would hold the lot. But the Romans themselves had used the word a little differently. They meant by ‘classics’ the best of their books. The word was the adjective from classis — an assembly, a fleet, a class. Oddly enough, when someone introduced for us the cheap word ‘classy’ he reproduced exactly the old Latin ‘classicus.’

But the meaning of the word ‘classic’ and of ‘the classics’ has, within a generation or two, been altered, or rather expanded, to mean not only the ancient books, but also all such books of our own time as deserve from their excellence a prominence and permanent place in our literature. Thus Macaulay’s works, no one doubts it, are ‘classics’; so too those of Emerson and of Hawthorne. So are not, if one may say it with all gentleness, those of the late Edgar Wallace. On the other hand everyone thought, forty years ago, that George Meredith’s books would prove to be ‘classics’: and they haven’t.

What, then, makes classics? Who decides what is on the list and what not? Are classics being written now, or will there be no more of them? Does the list indicate the books that are read, or the books that ought to be read, or the books that keep on being read? Must classics be serious, or have heaviness and lightness nothing to do with it? Do the Bab Ballads get in along with the Rubaiyat, and Tom Hood sit beside Robert Browning? Does the mere fact that a vast number of people read and enjoy a book make it at once a classic?

Now I do not think that any of these criteria indicate the test as to what is or what is not a classic. The most widely read book in all the history of the world (as referring to one year’s reading) was published only a year ago. Where will it be in five years? Mark Twain’s Innocents Abroad is a classic and yet is as light as innocence itself. Karl Marx’s Capital, another classic, is as heavy as gold. Maria Chapdelaine is a classic and was written yesterday. Chaucer’s Tales, on the shelf alongside of it, are older than printing.

Many people are apt to presume that the classics have their place given to them by scholars and professors, that they are canonized over the heads of the plain people by the academic class. Those who think this feel a certain resentment. It is part of the general objection to what is called highbrow — a sort of assumed superiority which sweeps the area of art, music and literature and takes away from the plain man the pleasure of his plain enjoyment. He stands condemned because he likes to hear his daughter at the piano play In the Gloaming, or to read aloud Ella Wheeler Wilcox’s Rock Me to Sleep, Mother. Meantime the professor who condemns him reads Browning’s Sordello, and goes into ecstasies over it.

The basis of this resentment of what is highbrow is no doubt sound: subconsciously, people know that a vast mass of aesthetic superiority is false, a substitution of affectation for reality. Very few people can stand the strain of being educated without getting superior over it. Everyone must have noticed how professors of literature annex Shakespeare, and professors of history take over Napoleon, and leave the rest of us out. What we think doesn’t matter.

But in the present case I don’t think for a moment that professors make the classics. Indeed it is the other way round. In the field of letters, as apart from medicine and science, professors do not lead but follow. Their wisdom is always that of a post-mortem. They made political economy after the industrial revolution, not before it. They explained democracy after the people created it, and it is not till the people have read a book for a hundred years that the professors can explain why. In other words, the cart doesn’t go before the horse. Not at all. The horse, the mass of human intelligence, draws along the cart of history in which stands the professor, looking backward and explaining the scenery.

This is not said unkindly. If he looked forward he wouldn’t see any more than the horse does; and the horse sees nothing.

Not the professors, then, nor yet the favour of courts and clergy, of kings and noblemen, can make a classic apart from merit. Louis XIV’s ‘Academie’ only recognized what was there already. ‘You may admit Moliere,’ wrote the king. But Moliere didn’t need it. There is no royal road to learning, nor to authorship. One recalls Queen Victoria presenting to Charles Dickens with pathetic modesty her little book, ‘Leaves from a ‘Life in the Highlands,’ and receiving in return Dickens’s entire works.

Consider, if you like, how some of the classics came to take rank as such. Take Shakespeare. Here was an unknown person who had a wonderful trick of putting old stories together, so as to turn them into plays. There were lots of people doing it, or trying to. It was the chief creative art of the day: play going, play writing, strolling players, mummers — it was the chief answer, among a nation who couldn’t read, to the age-long demand of humanity— ‘Tell me a story!’

And Shakespeare could not only put a play together, but he had an extraordinary gift of language. When a thing is well said all ears listen to it. When Shakespeare’s actor said, ‘to-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow, creeps in life’s petty pace from day to day, and all our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death’ — even the people in the cheap seats, the groundlings, must have said, ‘God save us!’ And the thing went on and on. No board of judges, no favour of a court made Shakespeare Shakespeare. As far as I know, no professor ever sat on him till the Germans, the Schlegels, got at him, nearly two hundred years later.

Or take Walter Scott. There came a day when the people in Edinburgh walked up and down the street with their eyes glued on a book called Waverley, and looked up to ask perfect strangers, ‘Have ye read it?’ Professors don’t do that. And about twenty years after that, all England was roaring over Pickwick — except the professors, who haven’t started yet. They will, though; in about fifty years more they’ll discover Dickens, as the church discovered Thomas More.

No, no — the classics are made so by the appreciation of the people at large. You can fool some of the people all the time, and all the people, etc. — we remember what Abraham Lincoln said. Yet not even appreciation will always do it. At times appreciation springs up as fast and withers as quickly as the seed in the bad ground. All the polite world once read Aphra Behm, thrilled over Ossian and shuddered at Mrs. Crowe. In our own time one has seen George Meredith pass to oblivion, and one sees every day the ‘Best Sellers’ spreading as wide as sunshine, and passing as quickly as the day itself.

And what is more, even appreciation with the lapse of years may shift from its true basis to a false. Shakespeare is admired now, by the ‘highbrows,’ for things he never thought of, for effects he never planned. Scholars dissect Chaucer and sew him up again all full of ‘purpose.’ The taxidermists of the colleges have a whole museum full of stuffed authors. In the end it doesn’t matter. Native appreciation lives on after the stuffing has fallen out.

The matter stands like this. There is a certain class and kind of literature that has the quality of universality. It has something in it that reaches the high and the low, the wise and the foolish, the educated and the illiterate. This quality in it makes it ring as true as a bell. After all, in this transitory life, we are all, high and low, educated and illiterate, on one and the same pilgrimage. The essential frame of life is the same for all. The Anglo-Saxon who spoke of life as a bird passing a moment through a lighted hall and out again into the darkness, spoke down the ages to twenty generations. When Shakespeare said, ‘to-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow,’ the words were as good yesterday as to-day.

What we call the classics are the books that have enough of this universal appeal to give them their place and keep them there. One might wonder why it often comes about that books that seem written for but one class, or in language largely out of common understanding, yet reach and hold a wide enough world to make them classics. The reason is, I think, that appreciation is a queer thing running in sympathetic channels. Children listen, enthralled with things they cannot understand. Clergymen love sea-stories and sea-captains read theology. When a man sits buried in a book, it is not the man that you see and know that is reading: deep down in him are antecedent generations — soldiers, pirates, martyrs, fading back to cave men. As he reads, the ‘universal’ book is calling to one of them.

I remember, years ago, how an old gentleman of my acquaintance, the father of one of my class-mates at college, but himself a plain business man, picked up one evening his son’s copy of Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason. He sat down and read it with absorption. ‘Fine,’ he said. He sat up late that night reading it; didn’t finish it, so he told us next day, till nearly one o’clock. Always afterwards he said it was a great book. It must have hit him somewhere. Perhaps he was a far down descendant of the sculptor Rodin’s Thinker — who could think without words.

And now I will say one further thing about the classics. There are not going to be any more. We have them all now, all that there are ever going to be.

I cannot imagine any judgment more likely to meet with instant dissent, and to be dismissed with contempt or laughter. It sounds like the opinion of an ageing man, for whom the world is running out with his own years. Such judgments are familiar. But I do not think that this is one. As I see it, the pre-eminence of written books reached its height in the nineteenth century, when for the first time all the world went to school, and before all the world went to moving pictures and ‘listened in’ on the radio.

In the nineteenth century it was still possible in a world as yet under-developed and under-explored, to reach with a new book a mark so far beyond the previous record that the book became a heritage. There is no such opportunity now. No one can be in political economy an Adam Smith, or in political philosophy a John Stuart Mill, in fiction a Walter Scott or a Charles Dickens. The world of letters now moves forward on a broad front, millions and millions all talking and reading, together. Each little increment of new excellence carries some one a moment into sudden notoriety — greater than that of the Mills and the Darwins — but a notoriety, ‘gone with the wind,’ vanishing as soon as achieved. We live in an age where universal competence is replacing individual eminence: or rather, since ‘eminent’ is a comparative word an age in which the eminent man only ‘sticks out’ a little. I know a little boy who told me the other day that he could easily have won a race at his school except that there was another boy who could run faster. Of such stuff is present eminence made. One recalls Dickens’s America, in which every other man was ‘the most remarkable man in the country’. So it is in the republic of letters.

Not that you or I and the rest after us will ever realize that the classics have gone, that the list is closed, the booking office shut. Best sellers will still sweep over the landscape remarkable books will convulse society, new works of philosophy will revolutionize human thought, and no one will live long enough to know that they didn’t last, and that behind them in the receding landscape of history, Chaucer will be still telling tales — not better, but prior to other people’s — and John Stuart Mill remain part of the world’s history, having had the good luck to live a century before Professor Jones. So my prophesy of a classicless age to come is a safe one. By the time it’s due, it won’t matter. ‘You said at the last election,’ complained once an old farmer to me, ‘that the price of marsh hay would go up.’ ‘Yes,’ I answered, ‘but the election’s over.’ So let it be with the withering grass of literature.


AMONG THE ANTIQUES - AN ADVENTURE OF AFTERNOON TEA
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A MAID OPENED the door. But Mrs. DeCarteret came flying down from upstairs in that impulsive way she has. ‘Now that’s so nice of you to come,’ she said. ‘Let me take your coat and hat. Never mind, Milly...You see, I don’t put them on the hat-rack; we have pegs for them over here. But you must look at the hat-rack before you go up. Isn’t it just a darling?’

‘I suppose—’ I began.

‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘it’s one of the things we got in Italy. It’s a genuine Amain, you can tell it by the worm-eaten wood; of course it would fall to pieces at a touch. They guaranteed it would. But do come along upstairs to the den. I’m so glad to have got you here at last; you’ve been so naughty about coming...But, if you don’t mind, just lift your feet a little higher as you step over the rug—’

‘Is that—’ I asked.

‘Yes,’ said Mrs. DeCarteret, ‘it’s a Louis Trieze. How did you know? But then, of course, you know antiques. It’s too old of course to step on. We picked it up, just ran into it by chance in France, at Ouen, in the Dordogne, just this side of Quon. Do you know Ouen?’

‘As far as I—’ I began.

‘Oh, you ought to go there,’ said Mrs. DeCarteret. ‘Now do come up and we’ll have tea. James will be home in a minute, because he knows you’re coming. But before we go up, do just look at this clock on the landing.’

‘Is that—’ I asked.

‘No, that’s Dutch. It’s an Artemus Yoops. Do you know his work at all?’

‘I don’t believe—’ I began.

‘James and I think that there is nothing like a Yoops. So of course when in Holland we kept looking all the time for a genuine Yoops, and at last we ran into this one — in the quaintest little shop, in Obersloopendam. Do you know Obersloopendam, at all?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I’ve never—’

‘But you really should go there. Now this clock, you can see — I mean a connoisseur can see — is an Artemus Yoops, because you can see his name scratched on the case. The A is quite plain, isn’t it? It has only one hand, that’s another mark of its being genuine. I get so amused sometimes when people — people who don’t know, ask if it keeps good time! Of course its works were removed long ago; that was one reason for the high price. But now come along into our den! James and I call it our treasure house.’

The ‘den’ of the DeCarteret’s is a room spacious enough for Daniel and all his lions. All round it and in it and through it are ‘treasures’ — on four legs, three legs or two legs, or leaning or resting. None are for use. On the mantel are two Grecian ash trays, Phrygian, not for ashes. There is a Sevres china tea set, not for tea; chairs not to sit on; and glasses not to drink from.

Mrs. DeCarteret sat down beside the tea things, the real ones, and asked, ‘One lump or two,’ and I said, ‘Two,’ and she said she was so glad to have me there because she did so enjoy clever conversation.

I said, ‘Don’t you think—’

But Mrs. DeCarteret was already talking about the Sevres teapot; and after that about the little statuettes from Athens; and after that about the spinning wheel from Britany; and after that she was just beginning about the Boticelli miniatures from Italy, when DeCarteret came in.

‘Ah, here’s James!’ she said. ‘James can tell you all about these. We got them in Italy. We got such lovely things in Italy. Of course there is really nowhere like Italy. We got that in Milano. Do you know Milano?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I’ve never—’

‘Oh, you really ought to go there! That particular miniature was one of the things that had belonged to the Sforza family. They’re one of the old Italian families, of the old nobility of the Church. We met Prince Sforza, the present one. Do you know him?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I don’t think I ever—’

‘Oh, you ought to meet him — such a charming man. He has such a wonderful Palazzo in Milano, right near the Duomo — wasn’t it, James?’

‘Yes, just between the Duomo and the Corso, in fact right on the Via del Sploggio itself—’

‘Such a dilapidated old place,’ interjected Mrs. DeCarteret, ‘and yet so perfect.’

‘Of course,’ DeCarteret went on, ‘they’re all terribly hard up in a way, the Italian nobility. When we met Prince Sforza, he was wearing just a plain gun-metal watch — showed it quite openly — said it was all he could afford — said it quite simply, just like that. So I thought it over,’ continued DeCarteret, ‘and I sent away to Paris and got the most beautiful gold watch that could be bought. I was terribly afraid, of course, of hurting Prince Sforza’s feelings.’

‘Did he take it?’ I asked.

‘At first not; he hesitated quite a time; insisted that I must take it away; he said he had no chain fit to wear with it.’

‘And so—’

‘So I didn’t say a word. I took it away and came back next day with the watch and a gold chain.’

‘And the Prince took it?’

‘He did. He said that now he couldn’t refuse — such considerazione, he said; that’s the word he used. Italian is such a beautiful language, isn’t it? You can hardly say it in English. No, the Prince said he could have wished he had a proper jewel box to lock up the watch and chain at night, but that be must take a chance on that.’

‘And so you—’

‘So we got a lovely jewel box, and this time we took no chance on a refusal, just shoved the box into the pocket of the Prince’s dinner-jacket when we dined with him at the Restoranto del Re — that is, he was dining with us, but he showed us where it was.’

‘And he was so charming afterwards,’ Mrs. DeCarteret broke in. ‘He introduced us to quite a lot of the nobility, particularly to his cousin, dear old Cardinal Paulzi — have you met him?’

‘I am afraid—’ I began.

‘Oh, you really ought to; just the dearest old man, so frail, but as I said to James, he seemed to me the very picture of apostolic sweetness; so unwordly, like a child. He showed us his rings, and he admitted, dear old man, that they are his one worldliness. “If I only had a diamond,” he said, “but I suppose I never shall.” So what do you think we did? We went right away and that very same day brought back the most beautiful diamond!’

‘And did he take it?’

‘Take it? Why, of course, he was just like a child over it, just overjoyed! “Oh!” he kept saying, “how beautiful! — and if I only had an emerald to go with it.”

‘So you—’

‘So we got him an emerald ring. I wish you could have seen him, the poor old man — he quite broke down. Great tears rolled down his face. He could hardly speak. He just whispered when we were leaving him, “If I only had a sapphire!”’

‘Did you give him one?’

‘Later, we sent one to him, when we could get one. They’re not easy to find. So we sent it later on to him, sent it by Count Chiaro Chianti, a most delightful man, so soldierly, in fact an aide-de-camp to the king—’

‘No, dear,’ interrupted DeCarteret, ‘that wasn’t Count Chianti; that was Count Fosco di Bosco—’

‘No, James,’ said Mrs. DeCarteret. ‘I mean the one we gave the fur coat to—’

‘That wasn’t the fur coat,’ said DeCarteret. ‘We gave Chiaro Chianti a rifle — or was he the one in the navy that we gave the rubber boots to?’

‘I’m afraid I get them mixed,’ said Mrs. DeCarteret, with a resigned sigh, ‘but they were really so charming, the Italians, I mean those of the old class with the high traditions. Such a pity we have so few people like them...What, are you getting up to go? I’m so sorry. It’s so rare that one can enjoy worthwhile conversation. Won’t you have some more tea?’

‘No, thank you!’ I said.

Then Mrs. DeCarteret remembered something. ‘Oh, James,’ she said, ‘I’m so sorry. I forgot to offer you any tea. Won’t you have a cup?’

‘No, thanks,’ said DeCarteret, ‘really not. I’m going to have a Scotch and soda in a minute.’

He meant when I was gone. It was hard to bear. But the Italian nobility have nothing on me.

‘Good-bye,’ I said.


SPORTING SECTION I - WHAT IS A SPORT?
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JUST WHAT IS a ‘sport’? There’s a thing I’ve wondered about more or less all my life. What do you mean by a ‘sport’? Mind, I am not saying a ‘sportsman.’ Everybody knows what he is. A sportsman is a man who, every now and then, simply has to get out and kill something. Not that he’s cruel. He wouldn’t hurt a fly. It’s not big enough. But he has that instinct from away back in the centuries that he’s got to get out on the water or in the bush and kill something; or rather, not so much that he wants to kill it, as to crawl round after it, crawl under brush and stoop under boughs — noiseless, alert — pretending that he’s a ‘bushman’ of ten thousand years ago and that he wants to kill this thing and eat it. He won’t eat it really; he’ll give it to the chauffeur or the man at the petrol station. As a matter of fact he doesn’t need to kill anything at all, only just to put on an old pair of pants and pretend that there’s something in the bush, even when in his heart he knows there isn’t. In my part of the country — Simcoe County, Ontario — all the ‘keen sportsmen’ (that’s the word, ‘keen’) go out after partridges every autumn though there hasn’t been a partridge seen for nearly twenty years. You don’t really need them for partridge shooting, just old pants, half a dozen cartridges and a hip flask. A sportsman who’s a real sport will be quite satisfied with that.

Ah! there it is — a real ‘sport.’ Because it doesn’t follow that every sport is a sportsman. For instance, a fisherman who comes home and tells the truth about the size of the fish that the other fellows lost is no sport. I don’t mean that a sport is a liar; but there are times when you can’t get the truth out of him.

So you see that there is no use trying to understand what a sport is by defining a sportsman. Nor does the dictionary help. The one I have beside me says, ‘Sport (biol.)’ — that means, I imagine, a ‘biological term’— ‘an individual variant from a general class. See also under freak, nut, etc.’ In other words, in that sense, scientifically a sport means such a thing as one of the citrons that sometimes grow on a melon plant, a single black raspberry among red, and so on. In this sense the son of a Presbyterian minister who turns out a drunkard is a ‘sport,’ and another ‘sport’ is the son of a lawyer who becomes a missionary. But none of that helps us very much.

The dictionary goes on to talk of ‘sport (etym.).’ That means — I looked ‘etym’ up in a dictionary to the dictionary, in the back, and it means ‘etymologically, or ‘by derivation.’ And in this sense sport means, ‘a departure, a relaxation, a getting outside of oneself. See also under ecstasy, idiocy and mental alienation.’ That doesn’t help either, does it? I don’t think a sport is an idiot. He might be, I admit, and as a matter of fact lots of half-witted fellers are darned good sports. Several of the friends I like to go fishing with are only about half-witted, and some even more.

So you see, when the dictionary says that a sport is a freak or an idiot, it’s all off the track. Neither will the recollection of individual cases help you much as to what a sport is. They all got mixed up with special circumstances. I remember that when I was a boy as school I thought a ‘sport’ had to mean a man who kept a saloon, or at least never came out of one, weighed two hundred pounds, had a face like an angry sunset and wore a big diamond where his chin should have been. This notion of a sport as connected with loud neck-ties, pants with a check pattern as big as a Mercator’s map, led many of us astray in those days. To be a ‘sport’ seemed to mean taking a huge interest in prize fights, discussing when anyone would lower the record of Maud S. and J. I. C. — no no, they weren’t women, but they were the fastest things outside of women, that had turned up in the eighties. Let me see, Maud. S. ‘did it in 2.40’ — you ask, ‘Did what in 2.40?’ What? I don’t know. I never knew. I was only a little boy at the time and it may have been kilo-watts, hours or miles to the gallon. Anyway, it’s what she did it in. And it always made me feel that if a sport had to sniff around stables al day, and talk mysteriously of whether the cops would break up the cock-fight next Friday, and which nigger beat who — then I didn’t want to be a sport. Yet those of us who thought that way, felt that that couldn’t be the whole of it. Surely a sport didn’t have to be full all the time to qualify.

There’s another point occurs to me in this connection — Must a sport drink? I admit it’s a pretty nice question. I wil try to illustrate it from actual fact. I remember a case in point years and years ago, of three ‘fellers’ who went out to spend their vacation camping round Lake Simcoe, with a tent and a canoe. They dragged along with them a big jar of whisky, Lord knows they didn’t need it; the fresh air was enough. They were just of the age between boys and men, at the time when a feller likes to stretch his limbs and say ‘makes a man feel pretty good, eh? this fresh air.’ But being ‘sports’ they felt that open-air life would be incomplete without the jar of whisky. ‘What about a little snort, eh?’ one of them would say, and the others, being challenged, had to say, ‘Right you are,’ though as a matter of fact they were half sick with it already. In the morning as they crawled, red-eyed and bleary, out of their little tent, one would say, ‘How about a little snifter?’ and they had to begin again. Being sports, and out in the open where sports belong, they had to have ‘snorts’ and ‘snifters’ and ‘jolts.’ all day. Any one of them could have refused, but he’d have been a pretty poor sport if he had, wouldn’t he? How glad those fellers were to get back to work in the city, when the vacation was over, and have oatmeal porridge and coffee for breakfast with no one to say, ‘What about a little stick in it?’ They certainly were glad. I know it, because I was one of them.

So you don’t get much light there on a sport, or at least only a kind of will-o’-the-wisp effect to connect a sport with open air, and a sort of comradeship that won’t say no.

You would think that you would get a truer idea of what a sport is if you consider the way in which we use the word in regard to games. But I am not so sure that you do. You get either too much light or too little. Our games are either ‘out to win’ to the verge of ferocity, or willing to lose to the verge of vacuity. In cricket, for instance, you have a case in point. Here I speak of what I know. I played cricket, at least I had a cricket bat and played something, for years and years. As a matter of fact I once played in a big match at Ottawa, on the Government House grounds and made what they told me was a record for the ground — going in first in the first innings and being bowled out by the first ball, and going in last in the second innings and being bowled out by the first ball, that is, the last ball. The full technique of this is explained in an article below, but cricketers will understand it anyway.

So I may properly say that I speak as an expert when I talk of cricket. And there the code of ‘sport’ is high; if the umpire says ‘out’ you’re ‘out’; you mustn’t even hit him with your bat. If you’re made to play square leg and get hit in the stomach with the ball because you were thinking of something else, you’re supposed to say, when you can speak, ‘Sorry, old man,’ not sorry for yourself, but sorry for the bowler. You have to take it in the stomach. There are a lot of things like that in England. It isn’t cricket to complain. If you get cheated at poker, left out at golf, overhandicapped at billiards, or sandbagged on the street — if your broker makes off with your money, and your friend runs away with your wife — you don’t say anything. It’s not cricket.

So the further you look into the problem of the sport the more perplexing it becomes. But after all is said and done you feel there must be something in it. Out of this queer figure, with a check waistcoat and a loud tie, drinking snifters for manliness and taking a cricket ball in the stomach for the game’s sake, emerges a kind of something that we would all like to be. Civilization has patterned and stamped us into its mould till each is much like each and lives as the others do. But embedded in each of us is a sort of original man, a higher cast of being, that in moments of danger and emergency takes control, and flames out into something far beyond our wonted range.

It may be that the ‘sport,’ who is in us all to a certain degree, is a sort of pale reflection of this superman. For the sport, after all, never complains — if he’s sick with his snifters he doesn’t say so; if he’s afraid he mustn’t say so, and if he wears a loud tie it is only from a humble sense that without a loud tie he wouldn’t be loud enough; just as a savage paints his face to make himself look savage.

Oh yes. I guess a sport is all right. Here’s to him — have a snifter!


SPORTING SECTION II - WHY DO WE FISH?


THE COMPLETE PHILOSOPHY OF THE ANGLER
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THIS CHAPTER IS intended to put the reader to sleep, put him fast asleep — in a motor boat anchored out on the still water of a still lake on one of the stillest days of the summer, at the drowsiest hour of the day — fast asleep, his hat fallen over his eyes, his line dangling in the water, but with this book across his lap to show that his brain made a fight for it.

Everybody who goes bass fishing in a motor boat on such waters as our Canadian lakes in midsummer knows of this drowsy hour. No one admits its existence. No one acknowledges that he ever falls asleep. But the fact is there. So the best way is to carry along ‘something to read’ — and then not read it.

This bringing things ‘just in case’ is quite in accordance with fishing standards. It is wise always to take a lunch (and not eat it), to put a cigar in your pocket (and not smoke it), or carry a flask — no, that’s the exception that proves the rule. But every fisherman ought to carry along something to read — so as not to read it. You see, if you didn’t have it you might wish you had something to read, and if you do, then you don’t — see? It’s not very clearly explained, but I am sure you understand.

So, as I say, it’s well to have something along in a motor boat for the drowsy hour. Some men use a magazine, but others think a better thing is a list of a hundred years of the Cabinets in Whitaker’s Almanac. Another good thing, if you can get hold of it, is the Statistical Abstract of the United Kingdom. The things are grand reading for a summer’s day. Such things help to make the proper environment, the peculiar detachment from the world that is the real charm of fishing.

Let it be understood right away that real fishermen don’t go fishing for the sake of the fish. They pretend they do. It is a good excuse for paying two pounds for a new rod and a guinea for a new reel to say that after all fishing cuts down the housekeeping bills. Not at all. No true fisherman ever wants to eat the darned things. At the close of the day he tries to give them to the other fellows. They won’t take them. He tries to give them to the guide. But the guide has plenty; he compromises on a cigar. It ends with sending the fish in a basket to a friend — especially to a clergyman. In my part of the country the clergymen eat little else all summer.

To me as to ever so many other people there is a singular and abiding charm about fishing. I began it as a little boy, fishing below a mill dam in the roar and foam of the water. Now, as an old man, I fish above the dam. It’s quieter there. That’s all the difference.

And of course I admit that I only know of fishing on a somewhat limited and humble scale. I know nothing, for example, of the ‘big stuff’ of salmon fishing. In that, I gather, you throw a fly into the mouth of a salmon in the middle of a boiling river, then let out half a mile of line, then run hard half a mile down stream, passing the salmon as it runs up, and so on, back and forwards. You do that up and down. It’s called landing the salmon. An expert can take half a day at it. Nor do I know anything — or rather I know all I want to, for ever — of fishing in the real Canadian wilderness, where you stay out for three days at a time and catch so many bass the first evening before sundown that the next day you just throw the fish back, and the next day you play poker and the third day go home a day before you have to.

My fishing is beside a mill dam, or the remains of what once was one, a place with old beams of fragments of machinery sticking out in the wreckage of a bygone mill; there or along the banks of the stream that feeds the pond; or better still in a motor boat that is neither wilderness nor civilization, neither multitude nor solitude, with enough bass in it to keep hope alive and not enough to make continuous trouble. For fishing, as I see it, is in reality not so much an activity as a state of mind.

I can give you an idea of what I mean about this peculiar tranquility, this peculiar atmosphere of fishing, by speaking of a little episode of three years ago — yes, the year before the war — on one of my Lake Simcoe motor-boat fishing days. There were half a dozen of us in the boat, and one was just out from England, an English writer and lecturer. He was fascinated, as everyone is at first sight, with the kind of scene, the beautiful clear water and winding channels of the islands near the shore, and the clear, open lake with just the breath of ripples wafted over it in moving patches here and there.

Yet, being a writer, our visitor carried his trade with him all day. He couldn’t help it. After we had been out two or three hours he said to me, ‘Do you know this gives me a great idea for a detective story — absolutely new setting.’

‘Tell me about it,’ I said. I saw no way to stop him.

‘Why,’ he said, ‘in a way it’s the ordinary type of story where you get six or seven people isolated and there’s a murder, and one of them must have done it, because there have been no other people there.’

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I know the kind of story. You have to sort them all out one by one.’

‘Exactly. One of them has committed the murder, but the difficulty is, which? Then just as they’re speculating and suspecting one another, there’s a second murder, see?’

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I know the type.’

‘All right — but the point is that I’ve put them on a boat like this, this kind of party — and after they have been out about an hour one is missing — then a little later another — think of the rising horror of it...and then presently a third...a perfect agony of fear! See!...the way I’m going to work it will be that the hired man who runs the boat — like him, there, what’s his name, Jake?...Well, like Jake — is really a — Oh, who do you call it — you know—’

‘A dipsomaniac?’ I suggested. That’s the worst I can think of any fisherman.

‘No, no — a monomaniac, a criminal monomaniac. You see you start out with the beautiful, peaceful setting — then you gradually build up the horror. As each new one disappears, don’t you see, the horror deepens—’

‘My dear fellow!’ I said, ‘there wouldn’t be any horror. It just shows you don’t understand fishing. Let me explain to you how it would happen. We’d have been out half an hour or so, clean away from the dock and down the narrows and just out on the lake when someone — we’ll say the doctor, there—’

‘What’s that?’ said the doctor from his seat in the stern end. ‘Did you get a bite?’

‘No, no,’ I said. ‘I was just saying, suppose you were murdered.’

‘Oh, all right. I thought you had a bite.’

‘Well,’ I continued to our guest, ‘someone would say, “Where’s the doctor?” and everybody would look up; and somebody else would say, “I certainly saw him on the dock, he certainly came in his car,” then there would be an awkward silence; it’s hard to give up a day’s fishing. Somebody would say, “I guess he got off the boat again. The doctor got off the boat again, didn’t he, Jake?”

‘Jake would turn round from his steering wheel, “I think he did.” he says. Jake agrees with everybody. He used to be a bar-tender.

‘Then an hour later,’ I continued, ‘another one would suddenly have disappeared. Of course this time he couldn’t have stayed on the dock. So when someone says suddenly, “Where’s Charlie Jones?” there is a mighty uncomfortable moment. It looks as if the fishing were spoilt after all. But, luckily, someone says, “Didn’t Charlie get off the boat to fish on the big rock beside Grape Island?” “Yes! he must have. We left him behind, but we can pick him up on the way back!” It’s pretty thin, of course, but when someone else says, “Hold on, I’ve got a bite,” the second disappearance passes off. Then a little later one man would whisper to the one next him, “I’m afraid George has fallen overboard.” The other would nod and whisper back, “All right.” Well now, admit that it gets down to two — just two left with Jake, but by that time the day would be pretty well over. So one would say, “Look here, Jake, you can’t work this thing on us any more. You’ve thrown three of our friends into the lake. On the other hand, we’ve had a real good day’s fishing and are not inclined to make too much of it. You can head back for the dock, Jake, but we’re certainly not going to pay anything for the boat.” “That’s fair enough,” Jake would say, and the mystery would fade out into the idea that they swam home — the atmosphere of the evening would soften, with all the horror out of it like beeswax. Did you ever use beeswax for a bamboo rod?’

That’s the way I argued it out with this English visitor. But the odd thing was the peculiar sequel which came near making a real story out of it. I wish I could tell a lie — I mean in print — and stretch the point a little — but, anyway, what happened was pretty close to it.

It had grown dusk, too dark to see decently, and we were just getting ready to pull up the lines and the English visitor was standing up, fishing over the stern of the boat, a silly thing to do on the smooth convex hardwood decks they put on them now. Anyway as the boat started forward, he fell off into the lake in the dark...Yes, I admit we picked him up; that’s the pity of it. It would have been a fine story if we hadn’t. Especially as we didn’t notice him for a minute. I said to the doctor, ‘Where’s our friend?’ and he said, ‘Up forward,’ and I said, ‘Are you sure?’ and he said, ‘Quite.’...Then the motor stalled, or something — anyway we got him. Hard luck, wasn’t it?

But at least it illustrates the point — the peaceful atmosphere of fishing — good will towards man, eh?


SPORTING SECTION III - WHEN FELLERS GO FISHING
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IF I WERE writing this as a scientific essay, I should put as the title, The Reaction of Fishing upon the Psychology of the Individual. That would guarantee that no one would read it. But if I label as above, ‘When Fellers Go Fishing,’ that enlists the sympathy of everybody, at least that is, of everybody who matters — all the people who go fishing.

From time immemorial, fishing has had this peculiar, sympathetic claim. King James spoke of fishing as ‘the apostle’s own calling.’ And long before King James, in the earliest twilight of our literature, in all old tales and legends, a fisherman was supposed to be a kindly fellow, poor but likeable, whereas a merchant was a cheat, and a lawyer, when he presently appeared, stood for a crook. It was always a poor fisherman who found an emerald in the belly of a fish, a poor fisherman to whom a Saint appeared, or a poor fisherman who saved a little drowning maiden who turned out to be a princess. Think what a thrill of interest Charles Kingsley gives us in his famous poem that begins, ‘Three fishers went sailing, out into the west—’ But suppose he had said, ‘Three lawyers took the train to the east.’ Not the same at all. Even now, when the writer of a crime story wants to indicate that one of the characters concerned must be all right at heart, he describes him as ‘passionately fond of angling.’ It is to be observed that ‘angling’ is the name given to fishing by people who can’t fish.

Now here is why fishing has this peculiar appeal. In the far-away past, fishing played a far larger part in human life, inconceivably larger, than it does now. It outdates agriculture by centuries. All of the people from whom we descend lived beside and on the waters. In each of us, is buried, thirty generations down, the soul of a by-gone fisherman. And our city office men, when you take them away from their desks and get them out with the sound of the waves and the song of the wind in their ears, turn back again into fishermen. ‘I’ve never been out fishing before,’ says such a one as the motor boat bears him out on the lake, the tackle and gear all stowed and ready for the day’s work. What, never before? Yet look at the queer far-away look that comes into his eye, turning to the horizon, seeking back unconsciously the lost memories of a thousand years ago. What, never before? Why, have you forgotten how you and I went fishing off the coast of what we now call Norway, in the days of Hengist and Horsa? That’s what you’re listening for, my dear sir, the sound of the waves beating on the broken shoals among which our great boat with its single sail is driving. Sounds like these still echo in the ears of infant children, before the age of speech and conscious memory. The child that stirs and murmurs in its sleep is hearing the waves of the North Sea, and calling to you to pull hard on the steering oar, to keep the boat from the breakers.

Mere fancy this? Imagination? Not at all, plain scientific fact. Ask any biologist and he’ll tell you that it’s plain truth, only he’ll use such a maze of scientific terms that he’ll take all the simple meaning out of it. He’ll admit that the ‘ichthyological impulse is part of our Mendelian heritage’ — then he will pause and correct his statements by saying that perhaps ‘piscatorial urge’ would be a better term than ‘ichthyological impulse.’ So you can have your choice. What he really means is that every man, deep down, is a fisherman.

So when people go out fishing, or are taken out fishing, this ‘piscatorial urge’ gets hold of them. You know what is meant by ‘atavism,’ by ‘throwing back’ to the characters of far-away ancestors. Well, that is what they get. The transformation is best seen — and this is in accordance with scientific law — is best seen in the case of beginners, of people doing a thing for the first time with only instinct to guide them. Observe this man whom you have asked out for a day’s fishing — what did you say he was by profession? A stockbroker. Oh yes! — well, he’s looking through his clothes cupboard for a suit to wear out fishing. Don’t interrupt him, don’t disturb him. He knows better than you what he wants. He’s looking for that old suit of tanned leather that he wore in the North Sea, a thousand years ago. Hush, let him look — there! He’s found it. I admit that what you see, or think you see, is the old pair of ginger-brown pants that the tailor cut too big by accident and that his wife has tried to throw away a dozen times already — but what he sees is a suit of seal-hide that he wore when his name was Leif Hellslinger, and he smashed through the foam off the Faroe Islands.

That is why when you take men out fishing they turn up in such queer costumes. Here’s one with a red coat on and a red knotted band round his waist — old junk from his snow-shoeing days very likely — but to him it’s the stuff he wore as a Carthaginian fisherman off the coast of Tunis in the days of Hannibal. See the feller with the huge rubber boots (a plumber left them in his cellar) he wears those, though he doesn’t know it, so that an octopus can’t bite him.

This is the deep hidden reason why a party of ‘fishermen’ always look so queer. The stores try to make these things but they can’t. Patent rubber jackets and Norfolk coats with side flap pockets, and pancake waterproof hats — oh no! you can spend a couple of hundred dollars on this stuff and all you look like is an American millionaire who has rented a Scottish salmon stream — you’ve seen him in pictures a hundred times. Beside him, by the way, is a Scottish ‘gillie — the real thing — with clothes that go back to the Picts and Scots of the Emperor Hadrian’s time.

As with the transformation of clothes, so with the transformation of character. It seems to me that men out fishing take on, as it were, a new character, or at least resurrect one buried long ago and lost under the surface of daily life. I spoke a moment ago of the transformation of my friends when out fishing — bass fishing for example — in a motor boat on one of our lakes where they turn back into Saxons of the North Sea. But take the same men out fishing on a river-stream ‘out in the bush’ nicely out of the beaten path of highways and civilized meals, and they’ll turn back farther still. They’ll go clear back to the ancient Britons in the woods — suddenly become ingenious, subtle, silent, full of woodcraft. When you see such a man go into the bush you realize that it is a pity he ever came out of it. Watch him squatting beside the fire that he is managing to make burn out of wet twigs in a drizzling rain. The ground is sodden. Does he know it? The smoke puffs in his eyes. Does he feel it? No, of course not — this man is clean back to the days of Boadicea; after three days in the bush he’ll tan as dark as an Iberian Celt; he’ll be stained with woad (from his cigarettes), and he’ll eat a pound and a half of meat at a sitting, and be out at sunrise, fishing in the foam below a fall. Stand it? Why, he can stand anything! Yet, this is the same man that last week was breakfasting on half a grapefruit with bromo-seltzer, who sent the waiter to tell the head waiter to tell the management of the hotel that the room was chilly, and who could quarrel and get angry over a trifle, or a mis-statement, a contradiction, that out fishing he couldn’t hear and wouldn’t notice if he did.

Quarrels, arguments! — no, that’s another thing about fishing. There’s no room, no time for that. A little genial discussion, if you will, as to whether a gut leader on a bass line is any good, or no damn good. That’s all right, that’s science. But to think of quarrelling over the things men argue about in ordinary life — such as whether Sir John A. Macdonald died in 1891 or 1892; whether John L. Sullivan was born in Ireland, and whether the Scott Act came first, or Local Option!

Oh no, a man fishing is too broad-minded to dispute over these things. What does that matter? And anyway you can’t hear what the other fellow is saying for the noise of the fall. Look, Ed’s got another over there. ‘Attaboy, Ed! only, darn it, he can’t hear.’

But remember — just one last caution. After you have been out with a ‘bunch’ of darned good fellows for four days on Lake Maganetawan, or in the bush country north of Lake Nipigon — don’t — no, very particularly don’t, ask that group of men to come and all dine together at your club in the city on their return. If you do, you’ll find that the magic has all gone! There they are! — not a bunch, but a group — back in their little dinner jackets, shaved each as pink as a dressed hog, precise, formal — and eating like sick hens pecking damaged grain. The magic is all gone! The enchantment has vanished, as enchantment always does, vanished and gone over night. The North Sea, and the Carthaginians and the Britons squatting beside the smoky fire — oh no, those are not these men...Maid, will you tell the steward, we’ve been waiting five minutes already for our coffee!


SPORTING SECTION IV - EATING AIR


A DISCOURSE ON THE MAGIC OF EATING OUT OF DOORS
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I WANT IN this chapter to talk about eating in the open air — about the joy and exhilaration of it, about the health of it. I’m enthusiastic about it. I’m crazy over it and have been for years. I think that eating air is the greatest tonic, stimulant, restorative — I can’t think of enough words for it, but those will give a first idea.

I’m so enthusiastic about it that I’d like to get out on the street and talk about it — under a naphtha lamp on the street corner in the evening, with just a little table with a beefsteak pie on it, and I’d say, ‘Oh, friends, I want you to gather round this evening and watch me eat this pie!’ and then, ‘and, oh, dear friends, I want you all to go and get a pie of your own (not mine) and take it away and eat it somewhere in the open, somewhere in the great spaces, in the woods, out in a sailboat on a lake, or in some snug corner of rock and sand beside the sea.’

Or I’d like, if I may put the imagery another way, to be a spirit and appear in the office of a business man, one of the kind called executives, who can’t digest anything and live on toast. I’d be a spirit and I’d appear in his office just about one o’clock. He could see me but no one else could. His stenographer couldn’t see me — though, of course, I could see her — oh, certainly. Anyway I’d appear and I’d say, ‘I want to take you out to lunch,’ and he’d look up and say, ‘To lunch, where?’ and I would whisper in his ear, ‘Below the mill dam!’

He’d say ‘What?’ and I’d say ‘Close your eyes and listen. Call back the picture of the snug corner among the broken stones just below the mill dam, close to the roar and foam of the water, where you used to fish when you were a boy. That’s where you always ate the packet of lunch you carried in your pocket, there on a pile of rocks and the broken debris of an old mill...Well, that’s where we’re going to eat. Come along — you don’t need a hat.’

So, come, my dear reader — close your eyes, come along with me, and we’ll call up in fancy some of the ways and; places of eating in the open air...I’ll tell you what I’ll do — I’ll take you out fishing in my sail-boat and we’ll eat lunch right on the boat, as we always do, with the boat at anchor with about a hundred feet of cable out and just enough sea running to make her lift to it a little. There is a fresh breeze blowing just fresh enough so that it’s snug to keep out of it, and yet you can’t keep out of it.

You notice those terms, the ‘cable’ and the ‘sea.’ That’s the nautical touch. The ‘cable’ means the anchor rope, and the sea’ is those little waves that are rocking the boat — well, they’re not so darned little. And I always call the boat ‘she’ unless I forget and call her her ‘it’. She’s the old-fashioned, heavy-boat, sloop-rigged — none of your dinghy stuff, and it holds four (she does) just nicely, one on the starboard side pretty well forward, one abeam to port and two abaft in the lee-scuppers. (I’m sorry if you don’t get all that — one sits each side of the centre-board and two on the broad back-seat.)

So, now, that’s enough for the forenoon’s fishing. We didn’t get any fish yet, though we lost a beauty. Anyway, it’s time to eat. Time? Oh, boy, is it time! Well, I’ll say so...Yet only half an hour ago, when I asked, ‘What about lunch?’ you answered, ‘Oh, not for hours yet!’...But now! let’s get to it...Turn that side-flap up and it makes a table over the centre-board...That’s it...Now, haul out those boxes from under the forward deck and we’ll unpack them...What have we here? There’s a cold beef-steak pie, with the whole rattle of plates and knives and forks that goes with it...Yes, unroll that; that’s a ham, or rather, half a ham, because I find that with only four of us, if we have a beef-steak pie we only need half a ham, I mean if we have a cold chicken...we may eat the cold chicken or we may not, but I like to see a cold chicken all rolled up in a napkin with lettuce leaves almost as pale as itself...Looks nice, doesn’t it? All right, just cut me a piece while I set the bottled beer out...

Not that I mean to imply that on my boat we go in for anything elaborate, still less for anything gluttonous...never too much, is the rule. In years and years on the boat I have never had too much to eat and drink; can’t get it. We generally take just the plain stuff I’ve mentioned — a meat pie, a ham and a chicken and with that a plain salad already mixed in a bowl with plenty of hard-boiled eggs in it, bread and plain rolls, always a bottle of mixed pickles and the little things like salt and pepper and a bottle of sauce...and that’s the whole of it except the cheese and perhaps a little fruit, and to-drink (apart from a nip of whisky before lunch) bottled ale or for those who don’t drink bottled ale, bottled beer.

There! Let’s sit down and eat. Here, take this napkin — napkins? Why, of course! I like to have them, large and big and white as snow — they give a touch to lunch on a boat. There — tuck your legs in beside the centre-board — or, all right, if you like, take your plate and stuff up forward on the half-deck...Now, say when!...

Tastes good? Doesn’t it! Digest it? Why, my dear sir, with that fresh air blowing into you, you could digest a chunk of sandstone rock...

You see, if I may interrupt myself to say it again, the point is, not that you are eating in the open air, but that you are actually eating air. As every chemist (every good one) knows, air is made up of equal parts of oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen, iron and alcohol, with just a little touch of the rarer elements argol and gargol, though these last were only found a few years ago. Now, these are the very things that support life, and these are what is found in fresh air. Only the air must be fresh. The ordinary indoor air that you breathe is filled with dust, feathers, dried ink, powdered leather — heaven knows what. You need only to let a full streak of sunlight break into a room to see what the air in it contains. Now when you’re out in the open, in the straight clear open, you’re breathing the pure oxygen, taking in argol and alcohol with every breath. Look at people who live in the open. Have you ever seen one of those ruddy-looking Highland gillies who spend their days on the wind-swept moor and the open braes and breeks? You haven’t! Well, neither have I, but I’ve seen the pictures of them, in the Scotch whisky advertisements. What makes them ruddy? What makes them live till they die? The fresh air, the alcohol.

But don’t let me seem to imply that eating in a sail-boat out fishing is the only kind of eating in the open air. There are ever so many others. My friends who go out duck-hunting tell me that food never tastes so good as the snack of breakfast they carry in a side pocket, to eat when out in the early morning. You go out, as you know, just about daybreak or a little before, so that the ducks don’t know you’re there, and you stand in the dark in a marsh among the reeds and wait patiently till the ducks fly over, and then — bang! bang! You’ve missed them, but that doesn’t matter. The point is, so I am credibly assured, that no home breakfast ever tastes so good as the snack you eat just at about sun-up — a cold sausage with a jam roll, washed down with a little gin and marsh-water. A man who, in his club, couldn’t eat a chicken-patty-a-la-Reine without getting melancholy with indigestion, who gets heavy after lunch, soggy after dinner and dull all day, can get out in a marsh and eat a chunk of cold Bologna that would choke a cannibal — yes, and feel bright and happy over it, and think the world a fine place — Bang! Missed another duck by talking so much.

But much better — and this is one of my own — try eating lunch, individual lunch, along a trout stream; carry it with you on your hip, and let each of the other fellows do the same. That’s the way I do on my stream. I have rights along about three miles of a nice little river that runs among woods and fields and over banks, stones and around corners, divine under fallen trees and sunken logs — hurrying on to nowhere — and always as cold and clear as when it started. I am lucky enough to have ‘rights’ (not trout-rights) on about three-miles of this. It’s like all other trout streams. There used to be a tremendous lot of trout there. So there must be some now. But we won’t go into that. Anyway, for fishing of that sort the individual lunch is the thing; just a neat packet done up in greaseproof paper — cold chicken sandwiches — that kind of thing. Of course, it’s not enough...That’s the point of it — but, oh my! how good it tastes, eaten as you sit on a big rock beside a pool in the river...That, with a dash of cold clear water from the stream itself. I am so keen personally on cold water that I always like to supply each of my fishing quests with a good glass tumbler to carry along with him — no scooping up the water with his hands or with the greasy-looking ‘cup’ of a flask — no, sir, clear-cut glass, clean as crystal and the water sparkling in it, fresh from the river bed! There, hold it steady and pour in just enough whisky to preserve the clarity of the water. How much? Well, there’s the point. Be careful...not too much or you’ll spoil it...and not too little as that fails to bring out the clarity of the water. But, after all, it’s very simple...If you have too much whisky, put in more water, then try if it’s right, and if you get it a little wrong the other way, put in more whisky. If you keep trying it out with a little more of each every time, you’ll soon get it...

I know that some readers might object that eating in the open air is all right, but why connect it with the rough stuff? — pounding up and down in a sail-boat or standing in a stream? The answer is that you don’t have to. Eating air is eating air, and if you like you can eat it with as much luxury and comfort as ever you want. For instance, on my trout stream we don’t always have lunch in the way I have described. Sometimes, when I want to do the thing properly, I have a pre-arranged general lunch at a fixed hour, with a real table made up of all sorts of things.

Of course, when I do this I have to take a ‘man’ along — I mean that, apart from the half a dozen men that I have asked to fish, I take along a ‘man’ to fix the table and do all that. I am sure that everybody knows that rather perplexing use of the word ‘man.’ You’ve often heard a woman say that for such and such a thing round the house that her husband couldn’t do, she had to get a ‘man.’ Every married woman knows that a husband just goes so far. After that you have to get a ‘man.’

Well, in the same way, when I want to do things up in style I take along a man. And my man, who is an old soldier, is a most handy fellow. Take him out that way, leave him under a shady tree and wander off up the stream for a couple of hours’ fishing and then come back, and, there! Look! There’s a whole table with seats somehow rigged up under the tree, with a cloth spread over it and an array of bottles and dishes and plates and things half seen, half hidden, ends of green cucumbers peeping out from beneath a napkin — and at the side, well, I’m darned! — an improvised ice box! — ale on the ice! — cocktails cooling! Oh, boy, life in the woods for me!

And at such a table you can eat and eat — never mind your digestion. You can’t get heavy if you try — have some more cucumber, they’re light as froth...Because, you see, and I can’t repeat it too often, you are eating air — I mean literally and physically eating it with your food, actually taking in all those things — the argol, the gargoyles, oxygen. The air that you eat with the food breaks it up into vitamins.

I wish I were a scientist enough to explain it physically. I once asked a professor of physics how it stood, and he said that you could put the thing very simply. Mechanically, he said that a man’s stomach is practically a sphere — I admit that some look it — and that from a very elementary formula we know that its volume is exactly four-thirds of a little over three times half the distance across his stomach cubed. This means that, like all spheres, it expands equally in all directions provided the pressure is constant and uniform. Well, there you are! When you eat out of doors it is. So you can eat all you like.

But, someone might say, I have talked only of eating cold food out of doors and left out all question of cooking in the open — left out, some people would say, the finest part of it. Don’t I know it? But it’s only through sheer lack of time and space. Cooking out of doors — over a fire made in the bush! How I would like to give a whole lecture on it! I’d like to get the Pope and the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Librarian of the British Museum — I mean people who always live indoors — and take them out into the Canadian bush and cook them a steak! My! wouldn’t they be surprised when I showed them that the point is that you don’t make a big fire but a little fire! I’d like the Pope to watch while I laid down two small logs side by side. I’d like the Archbishop to say, ‘But, surely, the logs are rather too green to burn!’ And I say, ‘No, no, you are wrong; ask the Pope; I want the logs green so that they won’t burn.’ Now, watch me cook the steak — see it jump — see those ashes falling into the pan? That’s what puts the taste in...Excuse me, I must upset it once. Now, Pope, you’re the senior, here’s yours. Eat it on a shingle...Now watch me boil the tea...Yes, boil it, the only way to make real tea, boiled from the cold water up...But stop, the Archbishop wants more steak.’

So there’s the topic, it is — real as real, and one of the greatest things in the world. Eat more air. Never mind vitamins. The air is full of them. Eat the air. Take it in with every bite, breathe it in with every morsel...

Tell the doctors about it? You don’t need to. They know it. Don’t you know that every doctor, the moment he gets a few days off, beats it for the bush. Any time you go into the rough country, in the bush and round the lakes, you find it full of doctors, eating steak beside a log...But you’d hardly expect them to bring their patients.


STUDIES IN HUMOUR I - THE SAVING GRACE OF HUMOUR


IS THERE ANY?
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NOW ESPECIALLY, IN the distress of war, the familiar reference is made to the saving grace of humour as a consolation in adversity. But I am afraid there’s not much in it — I doubt if any saving grace of humour can help us — at any rate not against personal discomfiture.

I recall here, from years back, once hearing an academic colleague of mine say, ‘Thank Heaven, I can fall back on my sense of humour.’ He was speaking with the quivering, ruffled dignity of a professor — you know what they’re like — after some little academic tiff or dispute; a small, precise man, myopic, over-polite and sensitive as a mimosa plant. ‘In fact,’ he added, ‘I can even afford to laugh about it, hal ha!’ and he gave an imitation of a man laughing an easy, careless laugh — as nearly as he could register it. If he had a sense of humour I never saw it; he never seemed to get any nearer to it than telling long stories about Talleyrand at professors’ dinner parties. You know the kind. But yet he carried with him the idea that he could always fall back on his sense of humour — like throwing himself into a fireman’s net.

Strange, isn’t it? how we always try to have some refuge of this sort, something to fall back upon. An old friend of mine once told me he could always fall back on his classical education. I’d as soon fall back on a cucumber frame as on mine. Other people fall back on their family. ‘After all,’ I heard a mother say to her son, ‘you can always remember you’re an O’Brien.’ Personally I could see no consolation in that, except that it was easier than trying to remember you were an O’Flaherty.

But so it is, in our sorely beset pilgrimage; we like to have something to fall back upon — a second line of retreat from the slings and arrows. And the belief is familiar that this refuge can be found in a sense of humour.

The world loves to read stories of how humour sustains people in moments of emergency and in the supreme hour, Thus it is told of the aged Sir Thomas More, beheaded by Henry VIII., that as he went up the steps of the scaffold he leaned on the executioner with the words, ‘I pray you give me your aid in going up; as for my coming down I can make shift for myself.’ It is told of him, presumably on the same occasion, that as he laid his head on the block he moved aside his snow-white beard. ‘Pity to cut that,’ he said; ‘that has not committed treason.’ In fact the only trouble with these Thomas More stories is that there are getting to be too many of them. Where did I read one the other day that said, ‘Every time that Sir Thomas More was executed he used to have a clean shave, “Pity,” he said, “to get my beard spoiled.”’ I felt when I read it that there was something wrong with that story, though it’s hard to see just what. Or was it an advertisement that I read? Sir Thomas More said, ‘I know nothing like Silver-Glass soap; nothing like it for a hasty shave before execution.’ But I doubt whether in reality Sir Thomas More got much consolation or fun out of any of it. The executioner probably got more than he did. ‘Certainly,’ said the executioner, laughing, as he swung up the axe, ‘you are the most humorous gentleman I ever—’ Chuck!

Such stories of humour in the presence of death, don’t go. Here is Rabelais, for example, saying, ‘I am about to take a leap into the great perhaps!’ And here is the story of O. Henry’s last hour on which those of us who love his writings have lingered with wistful affection. ‘Turn up the light,’ he said, as the room darkened, ‘I don’t want to go home in the dark.’ Yet this is not humour. This is pathetic, tragic; this is just the mind still functioning in a worn groove, reverting back, like Falstaff when he ‘babbled of green fields.’ The cold reality of death cannot be exorcised with a joke...

But if you want to see death and danger treated with absolutely unconcerned laughter turn back again to the stories of adventure that you used to read when you were a boy. Open again the pages of Ned Dashaway or Adventures on the Spanish Main. See where it reads “‘Warm work, Ned,’ laughed Captain Bilge, as a volley of grape cleared three men out of the maintop. ‘It certainly is,’ roared Ned, as a volley of canister swept the bos’n and four men off the maindeck. ‘I’ll say so too,’ chuckled the mate, as a round shot bowled him into the lee-scuppers.”

You notice in these stories, now that you can look at them with the eye of experience, that to keep up the laugh they have to avoid all gruesome details of blood and butchery. What happened to the men in the main-top? They got cleared out of it, that’s all — and only cleared with ‘grape!’ That’s nothing — and the bos’n and his crowd? They got swept off the deck. No harm in that — just a sort of ‘Excuse me, gentlemen, we want to sweep this deck.’ Reality is very different from that.

Do you remember how good old Mark Twain wrote a book that he called Joan of Arc and really thought was Joan of Arc, and wanted to bring in mediaeval hand-to-hand fighting; and he couldn’t do it; unconsciously, I mean, he couldn’t. He tried to and it came out like this, in a passage meant to describe a fierce and bloody assault. ‘We had a long and tough piece of work before us, but we carried it through before night, Joan keeping us hard at it.’ Kept them hard at it, eh? Spirited girl. It sounds like cotton-picking time.

No, there is no humour in the realities of emergency, danger and death.

Nor can I feel that it could in anyway soften or redeem the character of bloodthirsty and awful people if they showed a high sense of humour. If I have to think of Ivan the Terrible, I’d rather think of him as Terrible and let it go at that; I don’t want him funny. I’d rather take Blackbeard the pirate as straight Blackbeard and not understand that though he made people walk the plank, he could always enter into the fun of the thing. I wouldn’t think any better of Blackboard if I heard that he used to roar over the Pickwick Papers. This is the principle on which are based those masterpieces of humour, the Ruthless Rhymes of the late Captain Harry Graham. The humour of them lies in the ridiculous incongruity as between the actual tragedy and the cheerful unconcern of the spectators. In other words, the saving grace of humour produced, like the parallel lines of Euclid, ‘ever so far both ways,’ reveals its weakness by failing to meet. Readers who know the Rhymes already will forgive me for quoting an example:

‘My son Augustus in the street one day

Was feeling quite particularly merry,

When someone asked him, “What’s the quickest way

To get me out to Highgate Cemetery?”

“The quickest way?” replied my little Gus.

And pushed the feller underneath a bus.

I will say this about my son,

He does enjoy a bit of fun.’

But in reality when tragedy steps in, humour moves out. It is too soft a plant, too soft a blossom for such a soil. Humour springs best from happiness, bubbles forth with the champagne around the festive board. A jail is no place for it. It belongs either with happiness, or with the remembrance of bygone happiness, or with that long retrospect into a past so far away that the pain is out of it. ‘Battles long ago’ are different. I can laugh at Jack the Giant Killer and the Welsh Giant...but that’s far away.

Yet, I admit, we have to make a pretence at humour in moments of trial. It is a sort of survival quality that came down with us through the ages that we must take adversity with a smile or a joke. Tell any man that he has lost his job and his ‘reaction,’ as they say in college, will be to make some kind of joke about having lots of time now for golf. In each of us is the dim conception of being a ‘sport,’ a survival, I do not doubt, of bygone ages when of necessity courage was the highest virtue. So it is that collectively and singly we still keep up a brave little show of ‘laughing it off!’ or ‘clink to the cannikin, clink!’ a whole repertory of little verses saying that we don’t care — when our hearts are broken...Yet this is not humour; this is courage, that makes a pretence of it.

I spoke of the Pickwick Papers, written, as I am sure someone interrupted to remind me, nearly a hundred years after Blackbeard’s death. Now there, I admit, that’s different. This is humour not as a saving grace for the maker of it, but handed out as salvation, or at least consolation for mankind. All Dickens’s humour couldn’t save Dickens, save him from his overcrowded life, its sordid and neurotic central tragedy and its premature collapse. But Dickens’s humour, and all such humour, has saved, or at least greatly served, the world.

One thinks of the Pickwick Papers — read in all corners of the world, in the loneliness of exile, in the vigil of the sickroom, in the pauses of toil and the breathing spaces of anxiety, and bringing with it at least a respite of escape, a vision of the lanes and hawthorns of England, of the Christmas snow and the dim sound on the ear of the bugles of coaches. Nothing else is read like that. Civilization’s best legacy, thus far, is the world’s humour.

In fact, on reflection, I’ll go a little further in regard to his saving grace of humour. It helps to supply for us, in its degree, such reconciliation as we can find for the mystery, the sorrows, the shortcomings of the world we live in, or say, of life itself. Consolation is hard to find. You recall perhaps the haunting verses, written years ago, that ran, ‘There, little girl, don’t cry.’ They have broken her dolls, yes, and later on it will be her heart that is broken, but, ‘there, little girl, don’t cry.’ It is all that we can say to one another.

Now humour in its highest reach turns on just such feeling as this. It is not funny. It no longer rests on quips of language, the oddities of situation or the incongruities of character — but on the incongruity of life itself. The contrast between the eager fret and anxiety of to-day, the angers that pass and are forgotten and in retrospect, like children’s quarrels, provoke only a smile — this is the basis on which the world’s greatest books of humour appeal to us. This mellowed vision even though not interpretation at least contains reconciliation and consolation.

Not that I mean that a person with a sense of humour can sit and chuckle over it all. That is given only to idiots. You can’t slap your leg and roar with laughter at how funny it is the Romans are all dead. But at least — well — there’s an idea that I am groping for, but as Sir Thomas More would say to the executioner, ‘Pity to spoil it.’


STUDIES IN HUMOUR II - LAUGHING OFF OUR HISTORY
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AS I SAID in the chapter above, it does not seem to me that there is any particular saving grace of humour as applied by the individual to his own fortunes. A humorous person, I think, would be apt to be cut more nearly to the heart by unkindness, more deeply depressed by adversity, more elated by sudden good fortune, than a person with but little of that quick sense of contrast and incongruity which is the focus of the humorous point of view.

But what the individual cannot do the nation can; not only can, but does. As a nation we perpetually ‘laugh off our history’; finding amusement in each phase that passes, oddity in every retreating custom and silliness in each forgotten craze. Our attitude to the past is one of mingled reverence and amusement. The good old times are either a heroic age or an amusing aberration, Valhalla or Vaudeville, as you care to see it. A knight in armour is funny to a child, curious to an antiquarian and inspiring to a poet. King Arthur’s Knights of the Round Table were heroic to Tennyson and comic to Mark Twain.

Hence it is that all national history marks down, as it descends the decades, a track of bygone jests, the deep ruts of bygone humour. If other record of history failed we could find it here.

I am reminded of the familiar quotation: ‘Give me the making of the songs of a nation and I care not who makes its laws,’ Just what that means I don’t quite know, except that it has a fine sound. But I could see a lot of meaning in saying: ‘Let me hear the jokes of a nation and I will tell you what the people are like, how they are getting on and what is going to happen to them.’ Indeed, the idea could be applied to all the world’s history and followed down, from the jokes in Egypt about the graft on the contracts for the pyramids to the jokes on the New Deal of to-day.

Without going so far and without leaving North America, it occurs to me that one might reconstruct the reaction of the history of our North American Continent on its humour during the past forty or fifty years. Let us go back as far as the period of the ‘Gay Nineties,’ still within pretty easy memory, and to the period, a little dimmer, of the ‘Eighties. Let me see, what was happening in the United States? Grover Cleveland, railroads, graft, trusts, octopuses. Populists with one brace south-west to north-east. Knights of Labour, farmers and more farmers, and the South still sorrowing. America was just moving off the farm to the factory, from the rural town to the metropolitan city.

The city then was not made up of skyscrapers and apartment buildings and residential flats superimposed ten storeys high. It was all made up of boarding-houses. To make a city you had to have a ‘depot,’ a main street of shops and then miles and miles of boarding-houses, to which went horse cars with tinkling bells — cars warmed with straw. All people lived in boarding-houses — young people, too young to have homes; old people, too old to keep them; students burning midnight oil; store clerks, as soon as they had regular jobs; and theatrical people whenever they hadn’t.

So, of course, a whole lot of our current jokes of those days turned on the boarding-houses; on the landlady (poor, maligned soul); on the boarder who couldn’t pay; on the food; the accommodations, and the warmth maintained by one stove pipe that passed each room in turn like the knight’s move in chess. Any people who recall those days will remember jokes as

‘Mr. Smith,’ said the landlady. I’ll just give you three days to pay your board in.’

‘All right,’ said Mr. Smith, ‘I’ll take Lincoln’s Birthday, Washington’s Birthday and the Fourth of July.’

Or this one: ‘Are you boarding now?’ ‘No, only dieting.’

Part of the standing boarding-house joke was the frequency of moving from one boarding-house to another. Here belongs the story, apocryphal or true, of Mark Twain being seen, in his San Francisco days, carrying under his arm a cigar box tied with a string.

‘Buying cigars?’ asked a friend.

‘No,’ said Mark, ‘moving my room.’

The essence of the story, at any rate, is not exaggerated. I can speak here from personal experience. During my student days, in Toronto, I lived in fourteen different boarding-houses (all marked now, no doubt, with tablets — aspirin tablets) and I moved so frequently that I had a special rate of twenty cents, instead of twenty-five, with Crashley’s Express. Notice ‘express’ did not mean in those days ‘express company.’ ‘Crashley’s Express’ just meant a man and a horse. I forget which was Crashley. An expressman was not a huge fellow like a modern truckman. He was just a little shrimp of a man, but he used to put on his shoulder a trunk three cubic feet each way (you know what I mean) and carry it up to the top floor. In his mid-agony, the landlady would call: ‘Be careful with that trunk against the stove pipe.’ You see, if he hit the pipe, the whole heating installation was dislocated.

But the boarding-house joke was only one of the kinds of jokes that marked the days when America was moving from the farm to the factory, from doing things by hand to doing things by machinery. We had a whole field of fun with a standard crop of jokes about laying carpets, putting up stove pipes and starting balky horses. Try this:

The horse standing outside the drug store refused to start. ‘Hold on,’ said the good-natured druggist, coming out of his store to the aid of the man tugging at the horse’s bridle, ‘let me blow some of this powder in his ear. It’s a new dodge.’ ‘Pouf!’ went the druggist and away went the horse and buggy! His owner watched him to the skyline. ‘Now blow some in mine,’ he said.

The picture, when you think of it — the street dozing in the sunshine, the horses at the hitching posts, the low buildings and the disappearance of the main street over the horizon — the picture is that of a vanished world.

Change in transport, indeed, effected the first great changes that came over our humour as the new country opened. On the drowsy world of the horse and buggy broke the motor car — the horses reared and balked, the motor honked, a battle was engaged. And now, forty years later, you can look over the field that was and dig up jokes as they dig up steel cuirasses in Belgium. Here is a jest that dates the period:

‘What shall I do,’ said the new driver, ‘if I meet a skittish horse?’ ‘Well, I tell you,’ said the expert, ‘you’d better stop the car and then stop the engine, and if the horse keeps on being skittish you’d better take the machine to pieces and hide it in the grass.’

Presently this world of new transport, of rapid communication, of pictures that moved and wires that talked, went sweeping into the World War of 1914, and with that came, I will not say ‘War Humour,’ for there is no such thing, but the humour in despite of war. For mankind, after the first wave of emotion, of anger, horror and fascination — mankind had to find humour to help forget the agonies of war or break under the strain of it. Far away, indeed, these War Jokes seem now — quite unknown to the generation that has risen up since.

Such humour to the mass of the people in America was as new as war itself. For the older wars, humour and all, had drifted into history. There had been the jokes of the Civil War — all long dead — jokes about army contractors, draft evaders and ‘contraband’ negroes, done out in the quaint misspelling of the immortal Artemus Ward and of Orpheus C. Kerr. These, in 1914, lived on only as history.

The humours of the Spanish War had already faded. ‘When you hear those bells go ting-a-ling-a-ling.’ One recalls the verses about the Spanish ships and the snowballs in hell, or the jokes on the impecuniosity of Spain.

‘Charge!’ shouted the Spanish officer. ‘No,’ answered the manager of the arms factory. ‘C.O.D.’

All that came and went so quickly that there was no time to develop a school, or mode, of jest or a reaction from jest to bitterness. But compare the World War in relation to humour. Its earlier jokes turned on the organization and discipline of war, all new to the public, all different from civil life.

A private in camp called out to a passing figure in khaki, ‘Hey, Buddy, give me a match.’ Then he realized his mistake. ‘I beg your pardon, sir,’ he stammered, ‘I didn’t see you were a general.’ ‘That’s all right,’ said the general, ‘luckily for you, I’m not a second lieutenant.’

But presently there came the jokes that turned on the disillusionment, the world weariness bred of years of war, the sentiment of its futility, the question, ‘What price glory?’

Here is such a one, related, so it is recorded, by General Perishing:

A dilapidated soldier, his clothing in rags, a shoe missing, his head bandaged and his arm in a sling, was heard to mutter to himself as he shambled away, ‘I love my country, I’d fight for my country, I’d die for my country. But if ever this damn war is over I’ll never love another country!’

The ‘saddened’ smiles with which people tried to ‘laugh off’ the war were followed by the barrage of jests with which the nation greeted prohibition. These cracked like machine gun fire along the trenches of the vaudeville stage from New York to Los Angeles. The cherished right to drink, down and outlawed, entrenched itself behind the right to joke. A new language sprang up — speaking of speak-easies, bootleggers, hi-jackers and hip flasks — and a new set of jokes with it.

But here a new problem arose. Was it wicked to joke about prohibition? If it was law now, shouldn’t it be illegal to make fun of it? In England, it has always been forbidden — by a taboo — to make fun of the King, or of the Archbishop of Canterbury. In America, by a taboo with a kick behind it, it is equally forbidden to make fun of the President. You may make game of him but not fun of him. Of these three the Archbishop is now out of it. You can have all the fun with him you like. But the other two hold.

So, as I say, a lot of people claimed it was wicked to laugh at prohibition. And in any case the laugh threatened to monopolize too much of the field. A lot of theatres put prohibition jokes on the ban. The poor low comedian saw his livelihood cut off before he got it. Many of the newspapers cut out all jokes on drink and, most typical of all, writers of popular fiction and crime stories had to cut all boozing out of the narrative. The great detective, hitherto eating nothing but all to the good on drink, had to work on tea, and looked pretty sour on it.

Yet oddly enough, in earlier days, as every joke book shows from Artemus Ward to Mr. Dooley, drink had formed the chief subject of the American joke for half a century — men coming home tight; men too tight to come home; men wondering where home was; there was no end to it. Second only to it were the perennial jokes on quaint negroes, comic Irishmen and Scotsmen from Aberdeen. Some graduate research student should work it out into percentages of frequency or — no, if he did he would make it so dry that even drink wouldn’t keep wet.

Then came the jokes on the failures of prohibition — open laughs with obvious meaning.

‘Look at that man,’ said the lady at the window; ‘he’s fallen down in the street; he must be drunk.’ ‘How can he be drunk?’ said her friend. ‘It’s prohibition.’

And after that came the jokes that spelled good-bye to prohibition, and it was all over.

But when that huge figure with the feet of clay toppled over, down fell another beside it. This was the colossus called ‘Big Business’ — the American Image before which we had all bowed down, which founded colleges and held on the palm of its hand the little shrimps called Science and Learning and the Ministry. Business had taken everything over, and then down went business in the depression — like Humpty Dumpty. When it fell off the wall of Wall Street the outside world laughed. ‘Oh yeah!’ and after that nobody said any longer ‘A business man told me.’ And if anyone said, ‘Business men think—’ the interruption was, ‘Do they?’

Thus, in the saddened world of business disaster people try to ‘laugh off’ the depression.

‘My husband,’ said the professor’s wife to the family lawyer, ‘has had a complete breakdown and must do absolutely nothing for six months. His old students want to help him. What would you suggest they might do?’ ‘They might buy him a seat on the Stock Exchange.’

So there we sat in our Post-War world of the ‘Thirties. It was really a Pre-War world but we didn’t know it. We kept ourselves as merry as we could with the old perennial jokes — the negro has been Heaven’s blessing to America — and the jokes of the hour on depression, hard times, Hitler’s hair and Mussolini’s hairlessness.

But did the subject of our humour really change through all these passing decades? No, not in its reality, but only in its latest embodiment. Mankind laughs at its troubles and jests at its oppressors. Children make fun of father, schoolboys laugh at their teacher, students at their professors and prisoners at their guards and turnkeys. Laughter is the last refuge of sorrow or oppression. Our new oppressions of the moment — industrial collapse, the war danger and such — only stepped into the place of the old ones.

With which it suddenly occurs to me that I have left out the most perennial topic of all, one that in 1959 was running as strong as it was a hundred years before. Women! Did that graduate student, counting up his percentages, touch me on the elbow and whisper ‘women’? Why, of course, women, women — the second most important thing in the world and, like all its treasured possessions, the object at once of its flattery and its jests. Jokes on women! Here is change indeed!

Many people can look back with me from memory, and all from hearsay and reading, and recall the ‘comic’ women of the ‘Eighties and the ‘Nineties. Here was the Old Maid, that butt of jokes that never ended from the Pickwick Papers on. An ‘Old Maid’ — any years over thirty made her that — wore curl papers and frilled pantelettes. You remember the one who wanted the conductor to stop the train at Poughkeepsie because she had to take a pill! There were thousands of Old Maid jokes. But she’s getting her own back now all right, with a lip-stick and a vanity box and her pantelettes thrown away when she goes on a ‘necking party.’

Comic women — they’re all gone. Women are emancipated, they have all been sophisticated (a Victorian Old Maid would have denied that she ever had), and the emancipation is written broad across the pages of humorous literature. Where, now, is the Suffragette and the Woman with the axe, the Temperance Woman and, best of all, the Blue Stocking? A woman who learned anything out of a book was funny in those days; a girl at college must be an awful frump! Algebra! Good God!

But now, look and see. College girls — Oh my! The public just eats them up! Here they are, in their ‘shorts,’ all over the funny pages, getting off their he-and-she jokes and leaning out of their dormitory windows. The blessed damozels who leaned out from the golden bars of heaven were not a patch on them. And their language!

He: ‘I love to think of you as the old-fashioned girl — sweet, beautiful, adorable, innocent.’

She: ‘Yeah! big boy, what kind of chump are you?’

How much has it all really changed, our humour? I only wish I had the time and space to talk about it. Believe me, fun didn’t die with Mark Twain and Josh Billings. There are a lot of solemn people among us to-day, but so there were in Mark Twain’s time. Pericles said — or let’s be exact — Thucydides said Pericles said: ‘All the world is filled with the graves of brave men.’ Senator Tom Corvin — you’ve heard of him, from Ohio, long ago — improved on this and said:

‘All the world is filled with the graves of solemn jackasses.’

They are still mooning round among us, and they get a sort of false admiration. But mainly we can laugh them off. For after all, we still have our sense of humour and our jokes.

But while we were still making as merry as we could with Depression Jokes and College Girl Comics, all of a sudden — sudden for the honest people of the world — Depression, Collapse, Jokes and all were swept aside with the new tempest of war.

What price humour now?


STUDIES IN HUMOUR III - WAR AND HUMOUR
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I AM QUITE sure that when Adam and Eve were put out of the Garden of Eden, Eve said, ‘Well, thank goodness, Adam, we’ve got our sense of humour!’ And Adam, trudging along deep in thought, paused and said, ‘How’s that?’ and took a first step towards getting one. ‘I certainly had to laugh at that snake,’ said Eve with a toss other head and a false snigger. ‘At the snake?’ said Adam, and went on with his reflections.

Years after Adam used to tell the whole story with the greatest humour. Eve didn’t like his bringing it up. They had come up in the world since.

So does many a brave descendant of Adam to-day, overtaken by disaster in life, still say, ‘Well, thank heaven I still keep my sense of humour!’ But this really shows that he hasn’t got any; what he means is a brave defiance of adverse fate, which is quite another thing.

All of this in connection with the present world of war and distress and the question of how we stand towards it, and whether, as so many people express it, we can still keep our sense of humour in spite of all the disaster, the death and destruction, and, worse still, the outbreak of brutality and cruelty that has come over mankind. There is no danger that bravery cannot face, there is no suffering that fortitude cannot bear, but are we to think that there is no disaster that humour cannot alleviate? There are mental qualities that can be taken on at will to meet emergency, or at least increased in each of us by will — a sort of power in reserve. We can heighten our resolution and harden our endurance, but is humour such a quality? Must we try to enlarge and stimulate our sense of humour so as to get more and more fun out of less and less material? Personally I think not. Humour is not a weapon against war. Humour is one of the things that war can kill, that could not survive in the world if it were under the domination of force and cruelty that now lies upon Europe.

Yet here is an odd thing. All our traditional notions of war for generations back are somehow mixed up with ideas of fun and adventure, of jolly Jack-tars and comic ‘bosuns’ and a sort of rip-roaring devilment that turns danger into a picnic. I say ‘for generations back,’ but let it be noted that I only mean our modern generations. The ancient world knew nothing of this attitude. The Old Testament hands out slaughter and lots of it, but it never calls it fun. It relates, ‘And of the Amelecks there were slain four thousand, and of the Abimilecks were slain five thousand,’ but it doesn’t add, ‘but the biggest joke of all was on the Bullnecks who were all slain.’ So with the Romans and Greeks. They write calmly of putting a whole army to the sword, of passing them ‘under the forks,’ or pushing them over a cliff. That was, for them, just a plain fact — business, as it were. But neither Livy nor Tacitus would write, ‘One of the most amusing, indeed comic, episodes of the massacre was the drowning of Vercingeotix in his own horse-trough.’

I imagine it was the age of chivalry, when knights fought on either side or both sides, at so much a throw, that turned war into a game and first opened up the idea that a battle was first-class fun.

Once started, the idea ran riot as it descended down our literature. No doubt this presentation of a gay and gallant, glorious and uproarious aspect of war helped to stimulate courage. But even at that one may doubt if it was the best sort. The courage of the Cromwellian Ironsides on their knees before battle could beat it out every time.

Yet it became, I say, a traditional attitude. Till yesterday, at least till the Great War, and that is historically yesterday, all our war memoirs and war fiction were written up with this queer false hilarity. In fact it became a convention that military episodes of death and danger must be written up as if they were one huge laugh. Take as a sample such a passage as the following, which every reader of one generation back has read a hundred times. It is taken from the book called by some such title as ‘Bullets, Buckshot and Bombshells, or The Memoirs of War Correspondents in the Karroo’ — that or something else.

It runs:

‘I was standing between Lord Kitchener and General Roberts, looking through our field-glasses towards the enemies’ lines which were only a hundred yards away, and laughing and joking as we always did when the enemy were about to open fire on us.

‘Kitchener, whose wit is as keen as his sense of fun, said, “Well, why don’t they start?” To heighten the joke, he had hardly tittered the words when a veritable hail of bullets drove at us. The air seemed absolutely black, with them. In fact, I very seldom remember seeing the air quite so black with bullets. General Roberts, who has a deep sense of humour which sometimes comes to the surface, turned to Kitchener with a quiet smile and said, “What do you know about that?”...”Yes,” said Kitchener, putting up his eyeglass with the greatest nonchalance, “let’s go.” We moved off, laughing heartily. The joke was that, as we went, a volley of grape shot hit Kitchener in the stomach; luckily it was sideways.’

One admits that that kind of writing largely passed out with the Great War. The people who used to write it have been replaced by the newer, the realistic writers, who would probably transpose the episode just described, as follows:

‘As the first roar of grapeshot zoomed past us, my stomach suddenly sank. I walked to the edge of the mound and vomited. My stomach turned. I was sick. I threw up. “Did you vomit?” asked Lord Kitchener. I said I had. “Well, I’m going to,” he said. He went and vomited. He was sick. “Did you vomit, Kitchener?” said Roberts. “Yes.” “Well, move aside and let me.”’

These newer writers, who may be described as of the ‘blood and guts’ school, had pretty well transformed the surface of all our fiction before the present war began. They took humour out to put worse in. Later on, when in some happier day this present war turns to history and lives again in fiction, it is not possible yet to know how it will be told. But what I am discussing here is not what will be made out of the war afterwards but what is to be made of it now. And I say, there is no humour in it.

I do not for a moment disparage the current ‘humour’ of the London press, written in the light of incendiary fires and in the imminence of death. It’s brave stuff. It is a tradition of the English people not to cry; they hate sentiment; and the Scots go even further; they keep not only their sorrow but even their jokes to themselves. This refusal to whine, this make-believe of laughter in the face of death is grand. But there is no ‘humour of war’ in it; nothing but resolution and pathos. And those of us far from the danger that inspires it have no right to share in it.

Indeed the more we think of it the more we realize that humour is itself one of the things at stake in this war. If the war goes wrong, there will be no more humour left in the world. It will be all crushed and beaten out of it. A child will whisper, ‘Mother, I’ve thought of a joke,’ and will be answered, ‘Hush! darling, or the Gestapo will hear you.’ Or a bold-hearted boy might ask, ‘Father, who was Josh Billings?’ and his father will answer, ‘A very wicked man, my son; never speak of him.’

Humour cannot share its ground with cruelty. It may be that in its earliest twilight our humour and our laughter arose out of a savage exultation ‘over a beaten enemy. The savage cracked his enemy’s head with a tomahawk and said, ‘One on you!’

It is only now when we are in danger of losing our good old democracy that we can see how fine and free it is and how individual character responds to it. Till the war came we spent our time growling at the imperfections of democracy. Democracy, of course, was inefficient; so it ought to be. Efficiency is an unnatural strain, like Sunday School, or company manners. Democracy was more or less crooked; so is humanity; so are you.

But democracy was everywhere permeated with humanity, and humour was the very atmosphere of its life. It presented everywhere that rare combination of humbug and sincerity which makes the world go round. It evolved the ‘politician’ as the master genius of democracy. Chivalry evolved the Knight, looking for the Holy Grail. Monarchy evolved the gentlemen, hunting foxes. Democracy, in America, evolved the politician, hunting votes. This meant a man who really loved his fellow-men could stand for them all day and would give everything to everybody, or promise it, and had no principles that he was not willing to sell for better ones. The politician, and our democratic politics, moved, if you like, in an atmosphere of humbug, of make-believe anger and mock denunciation. A politician could boil with indignation as easily as an egg on a heater. He could stand appalled at anything he needed to stand appalled at. The country was alternately saved and lost every two years; it moved on the brink of ruin, it rounded a corner, it emerged into the sunlight — something doing all the time. But with it all how utterly and vastly superior it has been to anything that despotism can ever offer to Europe.

Humour in Europe is dead. There hasn’t been a joke in Germany for twenty-five years. Germany turns its tongue and pen to vitriolic satire, to coarse denunciation as far from humour as blasphemy from blessing. Mussolini, it stands on record, was once an enthusiastic student of Mark Twain. He couldn’t pass now.

We must keep our sense of humour till after the war. Some day we may be back again in a world of peace, in the sunshine of unprepared democracy, in the ease of inefficiency, in the out-of-door sport of politics, and humour will come into its own again.

Won’t everything seem funny then? What a laugh we’ll have, eh?


MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS I - CHRISTMAS RAPTURE


PRE-WAR
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WELL, WELL, HERE’S Christmas time again, and Christmas almost here! There’s always a sort of excitement as it gets near, isn’t there? Only this morning the postman was saying — there’s a genial fellow, if you like, that postman — was saying that Christmas is right on top of us. I said; not yet, but he said, oh yes, as good as here. He said it was real Christmas weather, too. I thought, not yet, but he insisted. He said that why he likes Christmas is that he has three kiddies, all boys. He always takes them out on Christmas. My! I hope he takes them a good long way this Christmas! Florida, eh?

The furnace man was talking too. He says I’ll be having company round Christmas and so he’s going to drive the furnace a bit. I tell him I don’t expect much company but he says he is going to coax her along anyway. The furnace man comes from the old country and where he worked, the gentleman he worked for — this, of course, was a real gentleman — used to give him a goose every Christmas. Never missed. That was nice, wasn’t it? The furnace man has four kiddies, all boys; he says it’s a great business for him and the missus thinking what to give them all...I do hope they can think of something good this year.

But, as I say, as Christmas gets near there’s a sort of excitement about it. Such a lot of things to go to — concerts, entertainments, all sorts of things. I don’t know how I’m going to manage them all. Here’s this big Police Concert, one of the first. A policeman brought tickets for it to the door yesterday — such a big, fine-looking fellow — with a revolver. I took two tickets. My, that will be a great evening, all those policemen singing together. But I don’t know whether I’ll go. Such a lot of police, eh?...But I’ve got the tickets up on the mantel alongside of the Firemen’s Entertainment, and the Musicale for the Deaf and Dumb and a lot more. That one on the right is a new one — the Garbage Men’s Gathering. I got that from the garbage man early this morning. My goodness! It was a piece of luck. He told me he had rung the bell twice and was just going away when I came down in my dressing-gown. Wasn’t it a lucky chance! And, do you know, he says it’s a new thing this Christmas, the first time the garbage men have got together. Think of it — ever since the birth of Christ.

But the bother is it’s the same night as the Archeology lecture at the university, and I mustn’t miss that. Mrs. Dim — she’s the wife of Professor Dim who’s giving the lecture — sent me a ticket. I had sent her an azalea and she sent back the ticket right away — pretty thoughtful, eh? — and afterwards I met her on the street and she said I really must come. She said this is his new lecture. He’s only been giving it since 1935. So there’s the ticket on the mantelpiece. The Record of the Rocks, it reads — Great title, eh? you’d wonder how a man could get a title like that. Mrs. Dim told me that Professor Dim thought and thought and thought, before he got it. I’ll say he did, eh?

But of course there’s one thing I certainly won’t miss and that’s church on Sunday morning. I’m not much of a church-goer as a rule but I never miss Christmas morning. Canon Bleet always preaches himself. He’s past eighty now, but my! he’s a vigorous old man! He preached an hour and a quarter last Christmas — and such a sermon. He just took the text, ‘Come!’ — just that one word, ‘Come’ — or, no, wait a minute, it was ‘Up!’...It was about the Hittites. He went back to Genesis, then right down to the apostles and half way back again. So I’m not going to miss that. I don’t know what it’s going to be this year. I hope it’ll be the Hittites again, eh?

So when you put it all together it begins to look like a pretty big day, doesn’t it? And naturally the biggest part of it is Christmas Dinner! Such a dinner as I had last year at the Dobson-Dudds, a real, old-fashioned dinner, right after church. Eat! I never ate so much in my life — turkey, plum pudding, everything. You see what makes you eat at their house is they don’t have anything to drink. They are against it. Dudd told me so himself, right after we got into the house, after I’d taken my coat off. He said they’re against it, on principle. Mrs. Dudd said so too, in the drawing-room.

They have a lovely place, perfectly beautiful, and so hospitable! Mrs. Dudd says she calls it Liberty Hall, because she lets people do just as they like. But as she said she’s against having anything to drink because of the children seeing it. You see Mrs. Dudd was a Dobson and all the Dobsons were against it. Old Mrs. Dobson, Mrs. Dudd’s mother, was there at the dinner — that was good, wasn’t it? — She sat next to me, and she told me she had always been against it. She told me she didn’t know where the young people were getting to now; she said you go to dinner where young girls are drinking cocktails and wine till it’s just awful! Say — think if I’d got into a dinner like that!

But, of course, there’s one good thing about not having anything to drink, you can certainly eat. I mean, not only the turkey and that but a lot of extra things. I ate celery all the time I was waiting for the turkey. You naturally do if there’s no sherry. I ate bunches of it, and afterwards a lot of parsley and part of a table wreath by mistake.

Such a dinner! We went into the drawing-room afterwards and it was great. We didn’t smoke because Mrs. Dudd doesn’t believe in gentlemen smoking when ladies are present. She thinks that the ladies’ company ought to be good enough without. So it ought, oughtn’t it? However, we had a fine time looking at photographs taken of their summer place — Liberty Cottage. I had to leave about five o’clock for Canon Bleet’s Happy Sunday Afternoon (he has it on Christmas, too) for the Newsboys. I just made it.

Of course, naturally the great excitement before Christmas time is the question of buying presents. It takes a tremendous lot of thinking about because the real thing in giving is to think just what people would like and what would be suitable and acceptable — the kind of thing a person would like to have and to keep. Often it’s puzzling to know what to give. Now there’s Horton. He’s a stockbroker down town, and I see him often at the club and I must give him something this year because he sent me an azalea. It was the one I sent on to Mrs. Dim. Horton got the azalea, I think, from Noyse, another man at the club, who is a lawyer. At any rate I saw it come into the club. Noyse is a lawyer for a florist, and of course that started it. Now, you see, if I have to give a present to Horton — he’s the one I say is a broker — I can’t really tell what I ought to give as it all depends on the market. I had thought of giving him a Turkish rosewater Narghile pipe — but if the market all goes bad again, it might be a winter overcoat.

I say I had thought of giving — because right there is another of the pleasures of Christmas giving — thinking of something to give, even if in the end you don’t feel quite sure and don’t give it. For example. I am giving Canon Bleet an encyclopaedia. Isn’t that just exactly, absolutely the thing for a scholarly old clergyman? Can’t you just see him starting right in at Capital A, and reading it all! But wait, he mustn’t have it yet! You see encyclopedias get so quickly out of date.

Wait! — patience! — till the very year when there’s a new one. For example, the Britannica came out in 1927. So Canon Bleet knows all that happened up to then. I’ve been waiting each year to hit it right. So far no luck. But I happen to know, on the inside, that there’s to be a new edition out three years after the end of the war. That’s the one for him, eh?

On the other hand, some presents I’ve got. I have them right here in the room — things that I wanted to make sure of. This dressing-gown (the one I have on) is for my brother George. When I got it, a little while ago, it looked a little bit too new. So I’ve been taking the edge off it, and of course I can easily have any buttons sewn on or the ink taken out. Then here’s this present for Teddy. Teddy travels a good deal, so guess what I’ve got him — a travelling bag. Pretty good idea, eh? — the kind of bag you take when you travel. It’s made of pigskin. The man said so, but to look at a pig you wouldn’t think it. It’s too clean for a pig. I’ve taken a trip or two with it just to get it more like the natural pig before Teddy gets it.

And yet somehow I now and then think that perhaps this Christmas I’ll break away a little. After all, a man ought not to get into a rut. So much church-going (every year) is apt to get a man stuck in a groove.

And the Christmas dinner stuff! The Dobson-Dudds have invited me to come again for Christmas dinner this year. But I don’t think I can go. Oh no, I mustn’t. It would be imposing on them. A man mustn’t always be taking the hospitality of his friends. I think this year I’ll just go down and have a bite to eat at the club, with just a glass of sherry and just a bottle of red wine or a quart of Scotch whisky. Just that.

No, I’m not sure I won’t alter it all. It’s too exciting, too wearing — concerts, sermons, I can’t keep up with it. Perhaps I’ll pack up George’s dressing-gown into Teddy’s pigskin travelling bag and beat it out of town. Where? I don’t know — perhaps I’ll go up north, eh? or down south? or, say, out west, or perhaps back east — anyway, somewhere!


MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS II - CHRISTMAS SHOPPING


PRE-WAR
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LET ME SAY right at the start that I am devoted to Christmas — no time in the year like it. It’s all brightness and light and Christmas trees with candles, and holly berries — with little children dancing in a ring and every one pretending to be a fine fellow, and pretty nearly succeeding in it.

I was brought up on it; weren’t you? It was a sort of family tradition — house all hung with mottoes of MERRY CHRISTMAS, and cotton wool and red flannel...You had all that in your family, too, didn’t you, and your brother Jim always gave your brother Dick a necktie every Christmas, just the same as the one Dick gave to Jim, and your mother paid for both of them — didn’t she, so as to teach the children to be generous?

Quite so; and in that case you’ll agree with me that of all the side issues and extras that go with Christmas and make it what it is, there isn’t one that for warmth and character is in it with Christmas shopping! The pleasure of anticipation, that warm glow about the heart, eh! That joy in generous giving far ahead of getting anything for yourself. That’s you, isn’t it? Yes, I’m sure it is.

And, of course, as we all know, the anticipation of pleasure has in it a higher quality, in reality, than the pleasure itself. Packing a picnic lunch is better than a picnic, getting fishing tackle together is better than fishing, and looking over a travel folder called Five Days in Sunny Jamaica is better than living there,

So, come on out into the street in our imagination and let’s go Christmas shopping.

What a picture it all calls up — the clean fresh air, the streets as light as day and all full of people, the big snowflakes falling — never so big and never so slow in coming down as at Christmas time — they hate to land and miss the rest of it...Snowflakes falling on the laughing crowd, on the little “tots” holding their mothers’ hands, and falling on the coloured hoods and the glistening hair of the pretty girls — it takes a snowflake to pick out the prettiest...All moving, swaying, laughing, talking, and going more or less nowhere!...Such is Christmas shopping on a winter evening.

Notice, while the picture is still before us, how all the people in the Christmas crowd of the streets are somehow lifted out of their common selves and idealized. Sour old devils of ‘fathers’ have dropped off thirty years of age and thirty pounds of sin, every woman looks like mother, and all the girls — I swear it’s not the snowflakes — have turned pretty — and the little ‘tots’ just mentioned — it’s hard to realize how often in our home life we’ve called them ‘little pups.’

Christmas shopping for me! As I sit here in my club writing about it, the thing gets hold of me. I’m going to do it this year. I’ve purposely left it all till this, the last evening before Christmas, when I am free to go at it, and as soon as I have scratched off this writing I shall go out and join the glad throng,

First — be very careful about that idea of starting shopping early in the year, right back in January or February, when things are being sold off. I tried that a year or so ago. There’s nothing in it. People had so often showed me things that they had ‘picked up’ in January! Well, you know how words impress you and the idea of just ‘picking things up’ makes you feel terribly superior.

People talk also of getting things ‘for a song,’ though that’s mostly when they go abroad and bring back some pottery from Italy. That’s too far to go for Christmas.

Anyway, I went out in January and picked up a bird-cage and a book called The Bible Lands of Palestine and a pair of braces (boy’s size). I admit the things were cheap. The birdcage was only three and six and it was worth thirty shillings. The man in the shop admitted this himself, but it’s been no good to me. I know no one with a bird. People don’t seem to keep birds now. Yet this is a fine cage, big enough for a penguin, with a bar for it to swing on and little places where you put in food and water, and other little places where you take out whatever you take out. Too bad, I can’t use it. I may offer it in a raffle for a charity...however, let it go.

The Bible Lands of Palestine was a beautiful-looking book, fine binding and lovely illustrations — one of someone bathing, not naked, of course, in a lovely flat river with lovely sand beside it and lovely little sheep or lambs nibbling the daintiest of grass — you know how pink and yellow and dainty Palestine is. There was another picture of men in a boat on a lake, with tossing waves; in fact it’s getting pretty rough. I couldn’t quite make out the idea. It might have been a dinghy race, only the boat looked too round and slow. Perhaps they were just out for a sail...All I mean is that it was a lovely book, and I was just wrapping it up to give away when I saw on the front blank page, very dim, but still readable, the inscription. The Reverend James Peabody from his Mother...I started to rub it out and had got it pretty well off, but I went on rubbing too far and saw another inscription, The Reverend John Somebody from his Mother...and under that another. The Reverend Thomas Something from his Mother. I thought of cutting the page out, but it was no good as there were more half-rubbed out inscriptions on the next one, to more clergymen from their mothers; and beyond that there seemed to be, still more dim, inscriptions that ended...’from her affectionate son.’ So they must have passed the book round both ways...Of course, I still have the book and have the pleasure of looking at the pictures — that one I mentioned of the dinghy in rough weather and another of a man carrying a huge bed on his back — for a bet, evidently...But it’s no good for Christmas.

The other item was the braces — three shillings and worth ten shillings, suitable for a boy of fourteen, but with a little wheel to jack them up to a boy of sixteen. Boys grow so fast; all mothers and fathers will get the idea of that little wheel. But I want to speak about these three-shilling braces, and I want to speak seriously and especially to mothers and fathers. That’s no present to give to a boy, and you know it! You don’t understand me? Oh yes, you do. You’ve no right to give a boy something useful — something he’s got to have. To give a boy for Christmas a pair of braces, or six collars, or an overcoat, or a pair of winter gloves, or anything that’s useful and that he has to have and that you’ve got to buy for him sooner or later, is just a low-down trick unworthy of the spirit of Christmas.

With little girls, of course, it’s quite different. They’re easy. You see, the little pups love finery, and you can give them ribbons, laces, shoes — anything. They’re just inexhaustible. But when a boy thinks of Christmas he knows just what he wants. I mean, not the particular thing, but the kind of properties and qualities that it’s got to have. It has to be something more or less mechanical, more or less mysterious, with either wheels in it or electricity, a something that ‘goes’ — you know what I mean. Well, next time you want to buy a Christmas present for a little boy, you go to the toy department of any big store and say to the man — now remember, not to a woman, she can’t understand— ‘I want to buy for a little boy something that goes when you start it, has mechanism and an element of the mysterious, either cogged wheels or a battery...’ And he’ll say, ‘Exactly!’ and lead you right to it. There it is, take it out of its box — boys’ presents have to be big — it’s marked COGGO! The New Mechanico-Thermic Wonder!...Can’t you see the fascination of it?

That reminds me — you don’t mind my telling a story in the middle of an essay; I’m just writing as I go — years and years ago I got one of those things to give to my little son at Christmas. It was sent up to the house that evening when the child was asleep. But three (middle-aged) professors were dining with me, when the big parcel with COGGO was handed in, and one, a professor of mediaeval history, said, ‘Let’s look at it.’ Then another, professor of Roman Law, said, ‘How does it go?’ and the third, a professor of mechanics, said, ‘I think this way.’ So I said, ‘Wait a minute, we’ll clear the table.’ But they said, ‘No, put it on the floor — more space.’ We had a fine time with it, till we broke it.

So you see — I’m speaking here to fathers only — if you do buy the boy one of these big mechanical toys remember that even if they are expensive you yourself can have a lot of fun with them. That ought to count, eh? And not only yourself. Ask in your clergyman and any J.P. or general or Member of Parliament that you know. They’ll enjoy it...

But I repeat — don’t buy the useful things. Those braces — I never gave them away. I have them still. As I stood with them in my hand thinking where to send them, my mind conjured up a picture of how I felt, long ago, over sixty years ago, when I opened my stocking one Christmas and found, all wrapped up in boxes and parcels that might have been filled with magic, just such junk as that. There was a little round hard box with a tight lid that might have opened out to be magic music, or goodness knows what — for a child’s imagination outstrips reality — but it was only collars. I had hard work to choke back tears. And after that — flat and long and mysterious — was a box that might have held — why, anything! Derringer pistols, Cherokee daggers, anything...But did it? No. It had in it a pair of braces just like these, wheel and all. That broke me down...

There is no blame; all parents do it, must do it, in such a crowded family as ours was, with a census that went up each year. But at least let me plead for some one present, however trivial, with the true touch in it of the magic of the mysterious...My own case I wrote up and wrote off long ago, as a story, ‘Hoodoo McFiggin’s Christmas,’ in my book Literary Lapses, where it stands as a warning.

Did I give those braces away? No, sir. Give them to some poor child? No, sir, there is no child so poor that I should wish that evil gift upon him. I wear those braces myself, wheel and all between my shoulder blades, as a monk wears a hair shirt, to remind me of the true spirit of Christmas...

But, per contra, in the other direction, never make the mistake of asking a boy — I mean a little, little boy, too young for discretion — of asking him what he’d want for Christmas. If you do, he’ll say right off, no hesitation, a horse, and a baby motor-car, and a big radio, like grandmamma’s. Then, where are you? But come back again to the street. Let’s go shopping.

And here we reach the question of buying Christmas presents at any time through the year, just when you happen to see anything that looks nice for somebody. It is a good plan, only don’t you find — I speak just as between you and me — that the things you see, or at least, that attract your attention, are the ones that are just right for yourself? You see in a shop window a pipe, a beautiful thing in a case, and you say to yourself, ‘The very thing for a Christmas present.’ Your conscience says, ‘Present for whom?’ But you stifle it. At first you try to call it ‘Charlie’s pipe,’ meaning it for your brother. But, well, Charlie never sees it. It’s gone the way of George’s fishing-rod, the nickel-plated cigar-lighter your nephew never saw. Still, it’s all right. You can make it up to them later. You can do as I am doing to-night the moment I finish this writing, just go out and have one big grand unselfish burst of present buying, among all the little tots and the laughing crowds I spoke of. Something for everybody this time! No one forgotten, I think I’ll write them down on a list — you’ve tried it, haven’t you? George and Mary (something for their house, they haven’t been married long); Charlie, a pipe; my great-niece Nancy (three and a half; you ought to see her), either a pearl necklace, or, no, I’ll see when I get there...

And this time there must be no hesitation, no doubt.

That’s fatal to Christmas shopping. I look back over bygone years and I think of all the presents I meant to give but didn’t. No doubt, as you’ll say at once, I’m all the better man for meaning to give them. I admit it. But I think in that respect I don’t need to get any better still.

Everybody, I am sure, has had the same experience of presents never given. There was a man many many years ago who did me a great kindness. He took my classes when I was a schoolmaster and enabled me to get off for three weeks to write on college examinations. When I went to pay him he wouldn’t take anything. It meant a lot to me, both ways, But I didn’t thank him over effusively or show too much emotion. I meant that actions should speak louder than words. I decided to give him a watch at Christmas. Then I went a little further and decided on a gold watch, the kind of watch he would never buy for himself, for he was not well off — one to last all his life. The watch being gold, I couldn’t give it to him that Christmas; but what’s a year, or what was it then? His watch was coming, and it gave me pleasure, whenever I met him, to think that once given he had his watch for life. So he would have had — but he didn’t. The Christmases went by; the time never came when I could quite, or not without — well, you understand. I never gave it to him. And now I never can; where he is, he’s too happy to need it.

But it was a kind thought, anyway. I’ve had quite a few like that. There is a man going round in Montreal wearing, for me, though he doesn’t know it, a smoking jacket that I nearly gave him the Christmas after he got married. There is, or was, a retired clergyman who nearly qualified for an encyclopedia; and ever so many of my young married friends have imaginary sets of Shakespeare. But I needn’t explain it. I am sure that you yourself, and everybody else, have a list of these gifts that never were given. It is very sweet of you to have thought of them. Perhaps this Christmas you might make good on one or two. Change the encyclopaedia to a fountain-pen or, if you like, to a pencil sharpener; only give it, don’t wait. But it is getting late — the shops will close soon...

I append this note to what I wrote above. Too bad. Another Christmas gone wrong. I had no idea that the crowds were as thick as that, and as noisy. And the children — the ones I called tots — I don’t think people ought to be allowed to bring out children in such bunches as that! And those things the little devils blow into! That’s against the law. The noise, all yelling at once and laughing! What is there to laugh about? Get into the shops — you can’t! They’re jammed to the doorway. Why can’t they let a man with a list just walk in and pick out what he wants and go home? No place for him. I didn’t even try to get through the crowds; in fact, I didn’t get more than fifty feet round the main street corner.

Now that I’m back in the club I’ll have to do the best I can about presents. I have, right here in the club, a bottle of Scotch whisky for George and Mary — John, the hall porter, suggested it; he’s from Scotland. At any rate, I have the bottle all wrapped up to take home with me, and the birdcage I spoke of, I’ll find someone for that. Later, Charlie can have The Bible Lands of Palestine, and for little Nancy — either a bottle of port or two hundred cigarettes.

I’ve spoiled another Christmas by too much planning and romancing, a mistake we all make, loading it up with sentiment instead of getting down to facts. Next year I’ll know better.

Yes, John, put the port under my other arm and the cigarettes in my overcoat pocket. Good night...Merry Christmas!


MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS III - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: SANTA CLAUS
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I ONCE ASKED a Christmas Eve group of children if they believed in Santa Claus. The very smallest ones answered without hesitation, ‘Why, of course!’ The older ones shook their heads. The little girls smiled sadly but said nothing. One future scientist asserted boldly, ‘I know who it is’; and a little make-strong with his eye on gain said: ‘I believe in it all; I can believe anything.’ That boy, I realized, would one day be a bishop.

Thus does the bright illusion of Santa Claus fade away. The strange thing is that it could ever exist. It shows how different from ours are children’s minds, as yet unformed and nebulous and all unbounded, still bright with the glory of the infinite. As yet physical science, calling itself the truth, has not overclouded them. There is no reason for them why a bean should not grow into a beanstalk that reaches the sky in one night; no reason why a dog should not have eyes as big as the round tower of Copenhagen; no reason why a white cat should not, at one brave stroke of a sword, turn into a princess. Are not all these things known by children to be in books, read aloud to them in the firelight just when their heads begin to nod toward bedtime and the land of dreams more wonderful still?

We have to realize that the child’s world is without economic purpose. A child doesn’t understand — happy ignorance — that people are paid to do things. To a child the policeman rules the street for self-important majesty: the furnace man stokes the furnace because he loves the noise of falling coal and the fun of getting dirty; the grocer is held to his counter by the lure of aromatic spices and the joy of giving. And in this very ignorance there is a grain of truth. The child’s economic world may be the one that we are reaching out in vain to find. Here is a bypath in the wood of economics that some day might be followed to new discovery. Meantime, the children know it well and gather beside it their flowers of beautiful illusion.

This Land of Enchantment of the child — with its Santa Claus and its Magic Grocer — breaks and dissolves slowly. But it has to break. There comes a time when children suspect, and then when they know, that Santa Claus is Father, Worse still, there comes a time when they get to know that Father, so to speak, is not Santa Claus — no longer the all-wonderful, all-powerful being that drew them on a little sleigh, and knew everything and told them about it. Father seems different when children realise that the geography-class teacher knows more than he does, and that Father sometimes drinks a little too much, and quarrels with Mother. Pity we can’t keep their world of illusion a little longer from shattering. It’s not Santa Claus only that fades out. It’s ourselves.

Then at last there comes to children the bitter fruit from the tree of economic knowledge. This shows them that the furnace man works for money, and that the postman doesn’t carry letters just for the fun of giving them in at the door. If it were not that new ideas and interests come to children even in this dilapidation, their disillusionment might pass into an old age, broken-hearted for ever at its farewell to giants and fairies. One thinks of the overwise child of Gilbert’s Bab Ballads: ‘Too precocious to thrive, he could not keep alive, and died an enfeebled old dotard at five.’

Yet even after disillusionment, belief lingers. Belief is a survival instinct. We have to have it. Children growing older, and their mothers growing younger by living with them, cling to Santa Claus. If he is really not so, he has to be brought back again as a symbol, along with the Garden of Eden and Noah’s Ark. No longer possible as a ruddy and rubicund old man with a snow-white corona of whiskers, he lives again as a sort of spirit of kindliness that rules the world, or at least once a year breaks into any house to show it what it might be.

But does he? Is there such a spirit in our world? Can we believe in Santa Claus?

All through life we carry this wondering question, these tattered beliefs, these fading visions seen through a crystal that grows dim. Yet, strangely enough, often at their dimmest, some passing breath of emergency, of life or death and sacrifice of self, clears the glass of the crystal and the vision is all there again. Thus does life present to all of us its alternations of faith and doubt, optimism and pessimism, belief and negation.

Is the world a good place or a bad? An accident or a purpose? Down through the ages in all our literature echoes the cry of denunciation against the world. Sunt lachrymae rerum, mourned the Roman poet — the world is full of weeping; and Shakespeare added, ‘All our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death.’ Yet the greatest denunciation is not in the voice of those who cry most loudly. Strutting Hamlet in his velvet suit calls out, ‘The time is out of joint,’ and egotism echoes it on. But far more poignant is the impotent despair of those whose life has wearied to its end, disillusioned, and who die turning their faces to the wall, still silent.

Is that the whole truth of it? Can life really be like that? With no Santa Claus in it, no element of mystery and wonder, no righteousness to it? It can’t be. I remember a perplexed curate of the Church of England telling me that he felt that ‘after all, there must be a kind of something.’ That’s just exactly how I feel about it. There must be something to believe in, life must have its Santa Claus.

What’s more, we never needed Santa Claus so badly as we do at this war-time Christmas. I’m going to hang up my stocking anyway. Put yours there beside it. And I am going to write down the things I want Santa Claus to bring, and pin it up beside the stocking. So are you? Well, you wait till I’ve written mine first! Can’t you learn to be unselfish at Christmas time?

So, first I’ll tell Santa Claus that I don’t want any new presents, only just to have back some of the old ones that are broken — well, yes, perhaps I broke them myself. Give me back, will you, that pretty little framed certificate called Belief in Humanity; you remember — you gave them to ever so many of us as children to hang up beside our beds. Later on I took mine out to look what was on the back of it, and I couldn’t get it back in the frame and lost it.

Well, I’d like that and — oh, can I have a new League of Nations? You know, all set up on a rack that opens in and out. I broke the old one because I didn’t know how to work it, but I’d like to try again. And may I have a brand new Magna Carta, and a Declaration of Independence and a Rights of Man and a Sermon on the Mount? And I like, if you don’t mind, though of course it’s more in the way of a toy, a little Jack-in-the-Box, one with a little Adolf Hitler in it. No, honestly, I wouldn’t hurt him; I’d just hook the lid and keep him for a curiosity. I can’t have it? Never mind.

Here, listen, this is what I want, Santa Claus, and here I’m speaking for of us, all of us, millions and millions. Bring us back the World We Had, and didn’t value at its worth — the Universal Peace, the Good Will Toward Men — all that we had and couldn’t use and broke and threw away.

Give us that. This time we’ll really try.


MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS IV - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: 1941
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AFTER ALL — it’s Christmas. It may seem to us the most distressed, the most tragic Christmas of the ages — Christmas in a world of disaster never known before. But yet, it’s Christmas. And we ought to keep it so, as the old glad season of good will towards man, and kindliness and forgiveness towards everybody. Notice, towards everybody — even towards Adolf Hitler. What? You say you’d rather boil him in oil — oh, but, of course, I include that; boil him, and then forgive him boiled. So with all the Germans — I’d like to drown them all in the Rhine, and then forgive them and send the Rhine to the wash.

A tragic Christmas — and yet, I don’t know. When I begin to think of it, I am not sure whether it is tragic. Tragedy passes away and is gone. But for the things that do not pass away, the permanent forces in human life, perhaps this Christmas is to be for us the most ennobling, the most inspiring of all there have been since the first Christmas announced salvation to the world.

I am thinking here of what has been done in England — the steady heroism of a whole nation that has gone out as a new light to lighten the world. This inspiration from England may prove, and I think it will, the first guidance towards a new world.

And when I say England, I must at once explain that I include Scotland and Wales and Northern Ireland and, naturally, the Isle of Man. People are so touchy on this point, especially since the war began, that I should not wish to hurt anyone’s feelings. When I speak of England and an Englishman, to me every Manxman is an Englishman, and every Welshman a Scotsman, and both Englishmen. For what else can one say? You can’t say ‘a British’; that’s not sense; nor a ‘Briton,’ because that means an Ancient Briton, stained blue, and studying with an axe to be a qualified Druid. Let him stay in the mistletoe; we don’t want him.

So in the sense I mean, we can say that the word ‘Englishman’ has taken on for the world a new meaning. Some people saw it long ago. W. S. Gilbert, of Gilbert and Sullivan, showed it to us fifty years back in his immortal verse:

‘For he might have been a Russian,

A Turk or else a Prussian,

Or an Ital-ey-an.

But in spite of all temptation

To belong to another nation,

He was born an Englishman.’

People thought at the time that this was meant to be funny, and laughed at it. But we see now that Gilbert was just stating the quiet truth and was laughed at for it, as humourists always are.

‘He was born an Englishman.’...Who wouldn’t be? — And all the world is being reborn into that heritage — which is the real, the spiritual meaning of this Christmas.

For me, I must have it so. For I cannot let Christmas go. Christmas has always seemed to me a day of enchantment, and the world about us on Christmas Day, for one brief hour an enchanted world. On Christmas morning the streets are always bright with snow, not too much of it nor too little, hard-frozen snow, all crystals and glittering in the flood of sunshine that goes with Christmas Day...If there was ever any other Christmas weather I have forgotten it...Only the memory of the good remains.

Into this enchanted world I step on Christmas morning, to walk the street and meet and greet at once, it seems, an enchanted friend. God bless the fellow! How happy and rosy and friendly he looks, as he draws off his glove to shake my hand — rosy and handsome in his silk hat (why doesn’t he wear it every day?) and his white neckerchief...He must be sixty if he’s a day, but on Christmas morning he looks a boy again, and he and I are back at school together. I must see more of him; true, I saw him at the club yesterday but he didn’t look like this; something grouchy about him, taciturn sort of fellow — but on Christmas morning? I can see him as he really is...But I no sooner leave him than I seem to run into half a dozen like him — the street seems full of them, all silk hats and white neck-cloths...and ‘Merry Christmas!’ here and ‘Merry Christmas!’ there...old boys hauling sleighs with little granddaughters done up in furs...or with a little convoy of grand-nieces and grand-nephews. ‘Merry Christmas, children!’...Upon my word, I hadn’t realized what a pleasant lot of friends I had.

No doubt you feel the same enchantment as I do? And it follows you all through Christmas Day — at the dinner with the enchanted turkey, with everyone a good fellow, and every good fellow wearing a tissue-paper hat...the dinner followed by an enchanted sleigh-ride...with old friends — and meeting new people as you go — and everyone of them so delightful — the world so generous, so bright...And then somehow the brightness passes, the light fades out, and it’s to-morrow. You are back in the dull world of every day — anxious — suspicious — every man for himself — friends? Which of them would lend me fifty dollars — come, I’ll make it five!

This enchantment of Christmas always seems to me to be a part of that super-self, that higher self that is in each of us — but that only comes to the surface in moments of trial or exaltation and in the hour of death. The super-self is always within call, and yet we cannot call it. I don’t mean here the thing called the sub-conscious self, that evil, inward thing, that can take my sleeping hand and write upon a slate, that can tell me where I lost my umbrella, or through a psycho-analyst betray by my dreams that for years I have had a complex to murder my aunt...Not that hideous stuff; nor any of the ‘complexes’ and ‘behaviours’ and ‘reactions,’ the new hideous brood of the new Black Art. Oh no, I mean something infinitely more open, more above-board, more radiant than that...the light that shines in people’s eyes who clasp hands and face danger together...the surge of sacrifice within the heart that lifts the individual life above itself...

All lovers — silly lovers in their silly stage — attain for a moment this super-self, each as towards the other. Each sees in the other what would be there for all the world to see in each of us, if we could but reach to it. ‘She thinks he’s just wonderful,’ say her mocking friends. ‘He thinks she’s an angel,’ laugh his associates. She is an angel, and he is wonderful — till the light passes and is gone. ‘All the world loves a lover’ — of course; one can see easily why.

It is towards this higher self — not as momentary exaltation — but as sustained endeavour, that this Christmas of disaster is calling us: ‘Come up!’ it beckons. ‘You must. There is no other way. This is the salvation of the world — come!’...And on the answer is staked all the future of mankind.

For this altered world is not like anything that went before. Think back, as all people even in middle life can do, to what the world was like while world-war was just a dream, the vague theme of a romance. To realize this alteration, come back with me in recollection, to church together — to an evening service, on Christmas Eve...Quiet and dim the church seems, the lights low — and from the altar comes the voice, half reading, half intoned, and from the dimness of the body of the church the murmur of the responses...Give peace in our time, O Lord...Peace! why, it was always peace! What did we know then of world war, of world brutality, of the concentration camp and the mass-slaughter of the innocent...

The responses echo back — because there is none other that fighteth for us, but only Thou, O God...but what meaning could the words convey? Nothing, or little — just a compliment murmured in the dark...Strengthen her that she may vanquish and overcome all her enemies...yes, but what enemies, had she? Only a few poor Matabeles and Afridis, and such...Vanquish them? Yes, of course, but then teach them to play cricket and mix a gin-fizz, and be part of the British Empire and ride in a barouche at a Jubilee, and then go out and help us conquer more...

From plague and famine...The voice is intoning the Litany now, the prayer for deliverance...from plague, pestilence and famine, from battle and murder and from sudden death...and the murmured response through the church...Good Lord, deliver us...The words are old, far older than the rubric of the church that uses them, handed down from prayer to prayer, since the days of the Barbarian Conquests of Europe, when they first went up as a cry of distress, a supplication...But can the ear not catch, in this new hour, the full meaning that was here — the cry of anguish that first inspired the prayers...to show thy mercy upon all prisoners and captives...In this too is now an infinity of meaning, of sympathy, of suffering...and as the service draws to its close...while there is time...intones the voice from the half-darkness, while there is time...What? What is that he’s saying — while there is time? Does it mean it may be too late.

Not if we can listen, each of us, to the call, the inspiration of this darkened Christmas...this call to our higher selves. Up! Up! We have no other choice. We’ve got to.


GOODWILL FOR AMERICA I - CRICKET FOR AMERICANS
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AT THE PRESENT hour all of us who are British are anxious to cultivate cordial relations with the United States. It has occurred to me that something could be done here with cricket. Americans, I fear, do not understand our national British game, and lack sympathy with it. I remember a few years ago attending a county match in England with an American friend, and I said to him at noon on Wednesday (the match had begun on Monday), ‘I’m afraid that if it keeps on raining they’ll have to draw stumps.’ ‘Draw what?’ he said. ‘Draw out the wickets,’ I answered, ‘and call the game ended.’ ‘Thank God!’ he answered. Yet this was a really big game, a county match — Notts against Hamps, I think, but perhaps, Bucks against Yorks. Anyway it was a tense, exciting game, Notts (or Bucks) with 600 runs, leading by 550, four wickets down and only another six hours to play.

Ever since that day I meant to try to put the game in a better light, so that people in America could understand how wonderful it is.

Perhaps I should explain that, all modesty apart, when I speak of cricket I speak of what I know. I played cricket for years and years. I still have a bat. Once I played in an All-Canada match at Ottawa before the Governor-General. I went in first in the first innings, and was bowled out by the first ball; but in the second innings, I went in last, and by ‘playing back’ quickly on the first ball, I knocked down the wickets before the ball could reach them. Lord Minto told me afterwards that he had never seen batting like mine before, except, perhaps, in India where the natives are notoriously quick.

Let me begin with a few simple explanations. Cricket is played with eleven men on a side — provided you can get eleven. It isn’t always easy to get a cricket team, and sometimes you have to be content with ten or nine, or even less. This difficulty of getting men for a side really arises from the fact that cricketers are not paid to play. They wouldn’t take it, or rather, they do take it when they can get it, but then they are professionals. This makes a distinction in English cricket as between players and gentlemen, although, as a matter of fact, a great many gentlemen are first-class players, and nowadays, at any rate, a good many of the players are gentlemen, and contrawise quite a number of the gentlemen are not quite what you would call gentlemen. I am afraid I haven’t brought out the distinction very dearly. Perhaps I may add when we play cricket in Canada there is no question of gentlemen.

So, as I say, although cricket is properly played with eleven on a side, it is often difficult to get enough. You have to be content with what you can bring and pick up one or two others when you get there. When I played in an All-Canada game at Ottawa we had nine at the start, but we got one more in the hotel and one in the barber shop. When the All-England team goes to Australia they easily get eleven men because that is different. That’s twelve thousand miles. But when it’s only from one village to the next it’s hard to get more than seven.

But let me explain the game. Cricket is played by bowling a ball up and down a ‘pitch’ of twenty-two yards (roughly sixty-six feet, approximately), at each end of which are set three upright sticks called wickets. A batsman stands just in front of each set of wickets, a little at the side, and with his bat stops the ball from hitting the wickets. If the ball hits the wickets he is out, but otherwise not. Thus if he begins on Monday and his wickets are not hit on Monday, he begins again on Tuesday; and so on; play stops all Sunday.

Of course, when you are looking on at a cricket match, you are not supposed to shout and yell the way we do over baseball on our side of the water in Canada and in the States. All you do is to say, every now and then, ‘Oh, very pretty, sir, very pretty!’ You are speaking to the batsman who is about two hundred yards away and can’t hear you. But that doesn’t matter; you keep right on, ‘Oh, well done, sir, well done.’...That day of the county match in England that I spoke of, my American friend heard an Englishman on the other side of him say, ‘Oh, very pretty! very pretty, sir.’ And he asked the Englishman, ‘What was very pretty?’ But, of course, the Englishman had no way of telling him. He didn’t know him. So he turned to me and asked. ‘What did he do?’ And I explained it wasn’t what he did, it was what he didn’t do. A great many things in good cricket turn on that — what you don’t do. You let the ball go past you, for instance, instead of hitting it, and the experts say, ‘Oh, well let alone, sir.’ There are lots more balls coming; you’ve three days to wait for one.

In the game of which I speak the really superb piece of play was this: The bowler sent a fast ball through the air, right straight towards the batsman’s face. He moved his face aside and let it pass, and they called, ‘Well, let alone, sir.’ You see if it had hit him on the side of his face, he’d have been out. How out? Why, by what is called L.B.W. Perhaps I’d better explain what L.B.W. is. I forget what the letters exactly stand for, but we use them just as in the States you use things like P.W.A., A.A.C. and S.C.E. and R.I.P. You know what they stand for. Well, L.B.W. is a way of getting out in cricket. It means that if you stand in front of the ball and it hits you — not your bat, but you — you are out. Suppose, for instance, you deliberately turn your back on the ball and it rises up and hits you right behind in the middle of your body — out! L.B.W.

There was a terrible row over this a few years ago in connection with one of the great Test Matches between England and Australia. These, of course, are the great events, the big thing every year in the cricket world. An All-England team goes out once a year to play Test Matches in Australia, and an All-Australian team comes once a year for Test Matches in England. So far they only play Test Matches, but as soon as they know which is really best they can have a real match. Meantime they keep testing it out. Well, a few years ago, the Australians started the idea of bowling the ball terribly fast, and right straight at the batsman, not at the wickets, so as to hit him on purpose. Even if he started to run away from the wickets, they’d get him, even if he was half way to the home tent. I didn’t see it myself, but I understand that was the idea of it. So there was a tremendous row about it, and bad feeling, with talk of Australia leaving the British Empire. However, outsiders intervened, and it was suggested (the Archbishop of Canterbury, I think) that the rule should be that if the bowler meant to hit the man and put him out, then he wasn’t out, but that if he didn’t mean to hit and he hit him then he was out. Naturally the bowler had to be put on his honour whether he meant it. But that didn’t bother the Australians; they were willing to go on their honour. They’re used to it. In fact the English agreed, too, that when they got the ball in their turn they’d go on their honour in throwing it at an Australian.

That, of course, is the nice thing about cricket — the spirit of it, the sense of honour. When we talk of cricket we always say that such and such a thing ‘isn’t cricket,’ meaning that it’s not a thing you would do. You could, of course. There’d be nothing to stop you, except that, you see you couldn’t. At a cricket game, for example, you never steal any of the other fellows’ things out of the marquee tent where you come and go. You ask why not? Well, simply that it ‘isn’t cricket.’ Or take an example in the field and you’ll understand it better. Let me quote with a little more detail the case to which I referred earlier in the book. We’ll say that you’re fielding at ‘square leg.’ That means that you are fielding straight behind the batter’s back and only about twenty-five feet away from him. Well, suppose you happen to be daydreaming a little — cricket is a dreamy game — and the batter happens to swing round hard on a passing ball and pastes it right into the middle of your stomach. As soon as you are able to speak you are supposed to call to the bowler, ‘Awfully sorry, old man’; not sorry you got hit in the stomach, sorry you missed the chance he gave you; because from the bowler’s point of view you had a great opportunity, when you got hit in the stomach, of holding the ball against your stomach — which puts the batter out.

So you see when you play cricket there comes in all the time this delicate idea of the cricket spirit. A good deal of English government is carried on this way. You remember a few years ago that very popular Prime Minister who used to come to the House of Commons — and say, ‘I’m afraid, gentlemen, I’ve made another mess again with this business of Italy and Ethiopia; damned if I can keep track of them; that’s the third mess I’ve made this year.’ And the House wouldn’t vote him out of office. It wouldn’t have been cricket. Instead, they went wild with applause because the Prime Minister had shown the true cricket spirit by acknowledging that he was beaten, though, of course, he didn’t know when he had been licked. And, for the matter of that, he’d come all the way down from Scotland just for the purpose at the very height of the grouse season — or the fly season — anyway, one of those insect seasons that keep starting in Scotland when the heather is bright with the gillies all out full.

Looking back over what I have written above, I am afraid I may have given a wrong impression here and there. When I implied that the two batsmen stand at the wicket and stop the ball, I forgot to say that every now and then they get impatient, or indignant, and not only stop it but hit it. And do they hit it! A cricket ball is half as heavy again as a baseball and travels farther. I’ve seen Don Bradman, the Australian, playing in our McGill University stadium, drive the ball clear over the seats of the stadium and then over the top of the trees on the side of Mount Royal, and from there on. They had to stop the game and drink shandygaff while they sent a boy to get the ball. They almost thought of getting a new one.

And when I talked of hitting a cricketer in the stomach with the ball, I forgot to explain how awfully difficult it is to do it. Now that they’ve no stomach — no, indeed, plenty! You don’t train down for cricket, you fill up. But the point is that the cricketer will catch any kind of ball before you can hit him. And can they catch! You’ll see a fellow playing cover-point — that’s north-east half a point east from the bat, distance twenty yards — and a ball is driven hard and fast above his head, and he’ll leap in the air with one hand up, and, while still in the air, leap up a little farther still and smack goes the ball into his one hand. Can you wonder that the spectators all murmur, ‘Oh, very pretty, sir.’...

And in point of excitcment! You think cricket slow, but can’t you see how the excitement slowly gathers and all piles up at the end — two totals coming closer and closer together — fifty to tie, fifty-one to win — then twenty to tie, twenty-one to win — then three to tie, four to win — one smashing hit will do it now! — Ah! there she goes! — high above the pavilion, a boundary hit for four! Oh, very nice, sir, very nice!

Oh yes, cricket’s all right. Let’s have a shandygaff.


GOODWILL FOR AMERICA II - OUR AMERICAN VISITORS
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NO, IT’S NOT just a matter of money, although of course we’re always glad to get it, and the more you bring of it the better. But that’s not the real point. Let me explain it. Did you ever meet an innkeeper, one of the real old-fashioned type, dating down from the days of the stage-coach? You have, eh? Well, what is his animating motive? Money? No — hospitality — genuine, open-hearted hospitality. He really thinks that all these people are staying with him, as his guests — that’s how the word got into the trade — they’re his guests, see, staying in his house and he’s trying to make them comfortable...no trouble is too great.

In fact, a real hotel man can get into a sort of permanent mental delusion on this point. Such a one I recall in particular as exceeding even his own class. His fixed impression, irremovable after years of habit, was that his ‘guests’ had come into town to pay him a personal visit; they might, of course, have a little business on the side, but the main idea was that of a friendly renewal of acquaintance. He would say to me, ‘We had your brother and his wife with us for a few days last week. We’re always so delighted when they come — I wanted them to stay for the week-end but they couldn’t.’...His hotel, and no wonder, was always full; indeed, he loved to have to give up his own sitting-room, then his bedroom — sleep in a cupboard, anything — at the call of hospitality.

Well, that’s how we feel about the coming of our American visitors in Canada. They’re our ‘guests.’ We have the delusion that we’ve invited them up and that nothing is too good for them. I admit to the feeling myself; my impression is that I entertaining, personally, about 50,000 a week. I insist that they must see the Laurentians. I can’t let them go without having them go down the St. Lawrence and see the old-fashioned French country of the Island of Orleans and, of course, up the St. Lawrence to Lake Huron, and sideways from the St. Lawrence and then edgeways from it. I insist on their seeing a lot of things that I have never seen myself. I wave my arm around a thousand miles of scenery and give it to them.

And of course the Americans reciprocate. If I tell them they simply must see the Georgian Bay, they say they certainly will. I tell them that it has 53,000 islands, and they say ‘think of that...’ ‘Mother,’ says the man at the driving wheel. ‘I guess we won’t miss that,’ and they’re off for it. Last year I sent some to the Great Bear Lake. I forgot the distance. I don’t think they’re back yet.

Now I’ll tell you what I think is the main idea at the back of all this — this coming and going, this pleasure in giving away and receiving scenery, this pleasant make-believe of host and guest. It’s that old-fashioned urge called peace on earth, good will toward men. The more it is darkened over in Europe, the more brightly does it shine with us. This solid unity of North America, put behind the heroic cause of Britain, is what is saving the world, visibly already saving it. But you could never get it by mere treaties and agreements and such; not even common interest would bring it, or not in its most real shape. It has to depend on personal feeling, on mutual acquaintance, on seeing and knowing one another.

Come on up. I’ll show you the Island of Orleans — I’ll show you Niagara Falls, or no, I forget, half of it is yours! I won’t show it; it’s not so much anyway; we just keep it for English visitors. But I’ll show the new mining district round Noranda, and I’ll take you to the wild country along the Algoma Central — that is, if you fish. You do? You’re crazy over it? Well, say, get right into your car and come on up. I’ll have the bait ready.


GOODWILL FOR AMERICA III - A WELCOME TO A VISITING AMERICAN


At the Canadian National Exhibition
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WELL NOW! THAT’S fine to see you! I felt sure I’d run into American friends here at the Canadian National Exhibition. I’ve been writing so much in the papers to invite them up that I felt sure I’d find some of them here. When did you come up? Just here, eh? And got a fortnight for a trip to Canada? That’s good. Let me take you round and I can tell you about everything here and talk about your trip.

You don’t want to listen to the speeches in the Grand Stand, do you? No, of course not. You get them at home. Of course you must have a Fall Fair much like this in your state at home, I suppose — you do, eh? — with farm machinery and prize hogs — same as we have, eh? — and a Midway with a troupe of Syrian Dancing Girls from the Palmyra desert — think of those same girls getting all the way out to you.

No, I haven’t seen the machinery yet, nor the hogs, have you? I meant to, in fact I have been meaning to for some forty-odd years. So it’s the same with you, eh?

You ask, what was that song they sang at the opening? That’s ‘God Save the King.’ You thought it was ‘Sweet Land of Liberty.’ So it is. You Yankees took it from us and put new words to it. As a matter of fact we took it from the Ancient Britons — they had it ‘England-may-go-to-Hell’ — and the English liked it so much, they took it over and made it ‘God Save the King.’

Hard to get new music, isn’t it? Unless you’re a Dago. Of course we have a fine song up here— ‘O Canada’.’ — but most of us don’t know the words, and those that do don’t know the music, and most people don’t know both, so the song generally fades away after a line or so. Then there’s another, ‘The Maple Leaf’. You may have heard it. It runs— ‘The Maple Leaf, the Maple Leaf, for ever,’ and it goes on like that for ever.

But God Save the King is the best. It’s so darned patriotic, and it’s easy. Once you get it going you can fairly shout it. ‘Send him vic-to-rious, hap-pee and glo-rious,’ eh, what?...The only bother is it’s hard to start. At the close of our meetings the chairman always says, ‘Will some one please start God Save the King?’ There’s a long silence. Then some man hidden in the audience starts, away down in his throat, ‘G-o — d!’ He gets no takers. Another one a little way off and a little higher, begins ‘G-o-d...’ then two or three more, ‘G-o-d,’ till all of a sudden, you never know how, out they come, ‘God save our—’ and they’re off.

So you’re going to take a drive into the North Country? Yes, I certainly recommend that — wonderful wild country, all lakes and islands, and, of course, the new mining district. The Dionne Quintuplets? Yes, you pass them on the way, at Callander, so I suppose it’s worth while. But personally I think they’ve been greatly exaggerated. There are still only five of them.

But the North Country — now that is worth while. And I’ll give you a piece of good advice. Take your fishing tackle along with you. Whatever people go up there for, it always turns sooner or later into fishing. I saw a university professor going up last week to make a report to the government on Indian dialects. Say, you ought to have seen the trout he brought back...Not one under three pounds; and he said he’d been sending them out by express for days; in fact, he said he did nothing else. And just before him, there was a young divinity student, just out of college, drove up in an old car of his own. He told me that he was going to hold mission services all the way from Temagami to James Bay. He said there were people up there who never had a chance from one month’s end to the other to hear the Word of God; people, he said, living on lonely little lakes and rivers in the woods where practically no one had ever been. I noticed that he had a couple of fishing rods in the back of the car; and a landing net; in fact, he showed me a new rod he had, one that folds up, you’ve seen them, I guess, they’re called telescope rods. This fellow said that when you get right out like that in the real bush, beyond the Word of God, you need a telescope rod.

There was another fellow, too, an Englishman that I met starting out north, just a fortnight ago. He seemed an awfully aristocratic feller — as a matter of fact he was called the Honourable So-and-so, but he was all right just the same — you know — nothing wrong with him, except of course his manners were pretty aristocratic — but he couldn’t help that...and, of course, his way of talking was pretty high-toned...yet, do you know, he’d never been educated beyond a Public School — he told me so himself — no high school.

This young Englishman was representing a big English investment syndicate. His father, the Earl of Something, is the head of it — a big financier — not a crook, I mean, and was going to get English money put into it, nothing shady about it, perfectly honest deal. His father, as I say, is an Earl, but I met a man who knew him and said that he’s all right. Anyway, when this Englishman came down again he said he’d had no time for anything but fishing. He’d been in as far as Lake Ohoopohoo. (Do you know it? Well, say!)

But the funny thing is that these visitors going in as such different people, all come out looking the same — all tanned, sunburnt and bitten up with the flies and smeared with bacon and half-ragged — you know, you’ve been fishing.

But, of course, you must take in French Canada too...There’s a sort of old-world charm about it. Go, of course, first to Montreal — oh no, you don’t need to talk French. The hotels are all English — fine hotels too — English cooking, and you will find that all the shops speak English. Oh, there’s no discomfort to it, just a sense of history.

You keep saying to yourself, ‘Now, I’m in Montreal.’ Only remember part of it isn’t Montreal; it’s Westmount, and it’s very touchy about it. Still you can say to yourself, ‘Now I’m in Montreal, unless it’s Westmount.’

But wait till you see the city of Quebec! Now, there is history for you! Three hundred and thirty-three years old. Yet with one of the most modern hotels in the world. You can sit in the lounge of the Chateau Frontenac (it’s like a sort of terrace overlooking the river); they serve anything you want right there — as I say, you can sit there (after you’ve given your order) and say:

‘Here I am looking at the very view that Count Frontenac looked at, except that it is about a hundred feet higher up than he was, and a little sideways. There right near the bar is the place where the American General Montgomery fell — sideways from the bar and a little lower...There’s where Wolfe climbed up — behind the bar and about five miles back. The whole thing is what you’d call a panorama. The great Battle of the Plains of Abraham in 1759 that shaped the destinies of this continent was fought right exactly where you’re sitting, but five miles north-west of it. Ask the bar-tender for a picture postcard of it.’

Of course you ought to have a look at the rest of French Canada, the Manoir Richelieu at Murray Bay and the Seigneurie on the Ottawa, all English, you know — no trouble about French — and with fine golf everywhere, with Scottish professionals and with Irish caddies; oh, French Canada is charming. It’s too bad that you won’t have time to see much of the Maritimes...not only wonderful country but great people. A fine stock, half-Yankee loyalists who wouldn’t stay home, and half Scottish Highlanders who couldn’t.

It made a fine people, and then living as they do upon fish, that made for brains and so that became their chief industry, the export of brains. They export Presbyterian ministers, college presidents and trustees for banks and financial firms — men who wouldn’t steal anything, not even money. They wouldn’t steal a cent. I once left one on purpose near one of them. He gave it back, a week later.

But after all, you know, all the time you can spare on your way back should be spent in driving round in this good old province of Ontario — or Upper Canada, as they used to call it. It’s the part of Canada most connected with your country and your history and everything. You drive along the St. Lawrence and lake highways and there’s Chrysler’s Farm where we licked the Americans, and there’s the Stoney Creek where the Americans licked us; there’s York that they burnt and there’s Detroit that we burnt. Things like that make for friendliness. People get to know one another that way.

In fact we’ve come to realize that in everything but political institutions we are just one people. It was the Americans who settled Upper Canada under the name of United Empire Loyalists.

They brought with them a lot of institutions that are there still — Thanksgiving Dinner and the ‘little red school-house,’ the spelling-bee and the township and all the rest of it. Why, you can go back and forth across the frontier, at Windsor, at Niagara Falls, at Gananoque — Watertown and at Prescott — Ogdensburg, and sample Canadian ale on one side and American lager on the other — till, honestly, you can’t tell which is which.

But say, come along back to the midway! That’s the bell ringing for the Syrian Girls.


GOODWILL FOR AMERICA IV - UNCLE SAM: AN ALLEGORY
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I WONDER HOW the United States came to be the United States? I mean — how it came to take on its peculiar national character, as a sort of ‘neighbour’ to all the world. As the years and the decades, and now even the centuries have gone past, we can begin to see this peculiar aspect of the United States, unknown anywhere else in history.

It is not imperial dominion, in fact it’s not dominion or domination at all — just a peculiar result of mingled merit, destiny and good fortune. People all over the world — Chinese in Chow Chow and Patagonians in Pat Pat— ‘look to the United States’ as a sort of neighbour to appeal to, and to borrow from just as among the earlier settlers in this country...

Ah! That’s it! I see it now — the early settlers. That’s where they got it from.

I think there must have been, I mean away back in early settlement times, a country store at a crossroads — you know the kind of place I mean — a store and post office and farm combined and this one was called Sam’s Place. And the man who kept it, they came to call Uncle Sam.

There were always one or two loafers in the store, sitting on nail-kegs and whittling sticks. Uncle Sam sold pretty well everything, but as a matter of fact the neighbours seemed to do far more borrowing than buying.

In comes a raggedy little girl, very swarthy, with very black hair in pig-tails.

‘Mister Uncle Sam,’ she says, ‘Ma wants the loan of a tea-kettle.’

‘Now let me see,’ says Uncle Sam, as he takes a kettle down off a shelf. ‘Which are you? Oh yes, you’re little Guatemala...Here, run along with it. But tell your Ma she ain’t sent back the last kettle yet.’

‘Kind o’ shiftless folk,’ says Uncle Sam as she goes out. ‘They live down below there...Spanish...fine land for all sorts of stuff they’ve got, but they don’t do anything with it...Sometimes think I might go down there sometime.’

In flounces a big dark girl, all colour and style. ‘Uncle Sam,’ she says, ‘let me have another yard of that red calico.’

Uncle Sam takes his scissors. ‘Are you paying for it, Miss Mexico?’

‘No, charging it.’

‘Well, I suppose you got to take it, and tell your Pa that I paid him for the coal oil and he hasn’t delivered it yet.’

Yet Uncle Sam prospered — oh, ever so much! You see, the farm was a wonderful bit of land, and he owned a tannery, and a sawmill — oh, he had everything. Money just seemed to come without trying. ‘It is a good location,’ he said.

So of course all the neighbours seemed poor as beside Uncle Sam, and it was just natural that they borrowed his things and charged things and didn’t pay, and ate candy (conversation lozenges) out of the open barrel.

He took it easily enough. They were, after all, his neighbours. He treated them all the same way; except that there was one special lot that used to come now and again, who were evidently favourites. These were settled up north and would come down in sleighs in winter and in democrat buggies in summer. ‘They’re folk of my own,’ says Uncle Sam, ‘they settled back north but mebbe they’ll come home again some day,’

To this good neighbourship there was just perhaps one exception — call it a special case. The reference of course is to old Squire Bull, who lived on a fine, big place, at quite a little distance because it was separated from Uncle Sam’s corners by the whole extent of a big mill-pond, so big it was like a lake. From Sam’s place you could just see the tops of Squire Bull’s grand house and stables.

John Bull was his name and he liked to call himself ‘plain John Bull,’ but as all the neighbours knew that was just nonsense, for everybody saw that he was ‘stuck up’ and couldn’t be ‘plain’ if he tried. Uncle Sam just couldn’t get on with him; and that was a funny thing, because they were cousins, their folks having originally come from the same part of the country. Sam used always to deny this — at least when he was young, ‘He’s no cousin of mine,’ he said. Later as he got older, he said, ‘Mebbe he is,’ and later still, ‘Oh, I shouldn’t wonder.’ But he said it grudgingly.

That’s the way they lived, anyway, till a reconciliation came about in the queerest way. It happened there came a gang of bandits to the settlement, or, at any rate, the rumour of them. They were reported as robbing here and plundering there. People began to lock up the doors at night — as they never had done before — and you couldn’t be sure of travelling the roads in safety. Quite a few had been robbed and one or two killed.

Some people wanted to organize and get together and hunt the bandits down. But Squire John Bull wouldn’t believe in the stories about bandits. ‘All nonsense,’ he said, ‘and if any such fellows come round my place they’ll get a dose of cold lead.’

Uncle Sam didn’t do anything either. He was a peaceable fellow, never liking to interfere. ‘Keep out of quarrels,’ was his maxim. Yet he had a musket and powderhorn hanging in the store, and they said that when it came to shooting he was the best shot in the section.

Well, one day, late in the afternoon, towards dusk, some of the children came rushing breathless into the store. ‘Mr. Sam, Mr. Sam,’ they called, ‘the bandits have come, the gang of bandits. They’re over at Squire Bull’s place.’

‘What’s that?’ said Uncle Sam, all confused.

‘The bandits, they’re over at Squire Bull’s. We saw them smashing in the gates of the yard. We heard the shots. Oh, Mr. Sam, will they kill Mr. Bull?’

‘Eh, what?’ says Uncle Sam, ‘smashing in the gates?’ — he seemed hesitating— ‘Hold on!11 What’s that? By gosh, that’s gunshots, I heard them plain.’

In ran another child, wide-eyed with fright. ‘Mr. Sam, come quick, they’re over at Mr. Bull’s and they’ve shot some of the help...’

‘Is Squire Bull killed?’

‘No, he ain’t killed. He’s in the yard with his back to the wall — his head’s all cut — but he’s fighting back something joyful.’

‘He is, is he?’ said Uncle Sam, and now he didn’t hesitate at all. ‘Hand me down that powderhorn, Sis.’

He took the musket off the wall, and he took out of a drawer a six-shooter derringer that no one knew he had.

The children watched him stride away across the field faster than another man would run. Presently they heard shooting and more shots, and then there was silence.

It was just about dark when Uncle Sam came back, grim and dusty, his hands blackened with powder. The children stood around while he was hanging up his musket and his powderhorn.

‘Did you get the thieves?’ they ventured timidly.

‘The gol-darned scoundrels,’ the old man muttered, ‘there’s some of them won’t ever steal again, and the rest will be safe in jail for years to come.’ ‘Too bad,’ he added, ‘some of them came of decent folks, too.’

‘Squire Bull; is he killed?’ the frightened children asked.

‘Killed, no, sir!’ laughed Uncle Sam, ‘he’s too tough a piece of hickory for that. His head’s tied up in vinegar but he’s all right. We had a good laugh over it. He allowed I needn’t have come but I allowed I won the whole fight. We had quite an argument. But here, don’t get in my way, children, hand me that clothes brush and reach me down that blue coat off the peg, the one with the long tails — now that hat.’

‘But you ain’t never going out again, Mr. Sam, are you?’

‘Sure, I am. I’m going back over to Squire Bull’s. He’s giving a party. How hand me down those cans off that shelf.’

And with that Uncle Sam began pulling canned salmon and canned peaches off the store shelves. ‘I thought I’d bring them along,’ he said, ‘that darned old fool — why didn’t he say he was getting hard up. I don’t believe the folks in his home have been fed right for months...Pride, I suppose!...Still he’s a fine man, is Squire Bull. My own cousin, you know, children.’


THE TRANSIT OF VENUS - A COLLEGE STORY
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‘AND NOW, GENTLEMEN, that is, ladies and gentlemen,’ concluded Professor Kitter with a slight blush, ‘having considered the general nature of the Copernican System and the principles underlying it, we shall in our next lecture pass in review the motions of the individual planets, with especial reference to Kepler’s Law and the mathematical calculation of their orbits.’

Little Mr. Lancelot Kitter, Professor of Mathematical Astronomy at Concordia College, had delivered this elegant sentence in much the same form for sixteen years — that is to say, at the close of each opening lecture of the course — and had never been seen to blush over it. But this time he did so. The pink suffusion of his cheeks was visible even without a spectroscope.

Now, there is nothing in the Copernican System to cause a scientist, in these enlightened days, even if he is a bachelor and close on forty, to blush for it. Therefore it must have been something in the class itself.

There were only six students in the class. There was one on the professor’s right with a pale face and a head shaped like a bulb, who held a scholarship and had been covering sheet after sheet with mathematical formulae. Professor Kitter had taught him for four years, so the blush couldn’t have been for him. There were two students with ruddy faces and long ears who took Astronomy as a ‘conditioned subject’ and wrote notes in diligent despair like distressed mariners working to keep a boat afloat. The blush was evidently not for them. Then there was Mr. Bill Johnson, otherwise known as ‘Buck’ Johnson, who took Astronomy. It was considered almost as big a ‘cinch’ as the Old Testament, or the President’s lectures on Primitive Civilization. All these were recommended by the trainer. Hence Buck Johnson had joined the class and had sat looking at Professor Kitter with the hard, irredeemable look of a semi-professional half-back, wondering if he had been wise to take the stuff. But the blush was not for him.

The reason of it was that for the first time in sixteen years there were women in the class. Professor Kitter had never lectured to women before. He did not even know whether to refer to them as ‘women,’ ‘girls’ or ‘ladies.’

To the debonair Professor of English Literature, who wore a different tie every week, college girls were as familiar as flowers are to the bees. To the elderly Dean of the Faculty they appeared as if merely high-school girls. But into the calm precincts of mathematical astronomy no women had ever wandered before. Yet there they were, two of them, sitting on the front bench, writing notes and making diagrams of the planets. How daintily their little fingers seemed to draw! From his desk Professor Kitter could see that when Mr. Johnson drew the moon, he drew it in a great, rough circle that even a carpenter would be ashamed of. But when Miss Irene Taylor, the girl with the blue serge suit and the golden hair, drew it, it came out as the cutest little moon that ever looked coquettishly across its orbit at the neat earth.

By the way. Miss Marty, the plain, short girl in brown — either brown or scarlet. Professor Kitter hadn’t noticed which — may have drawn the moon, too. Very likely she had. It is not part of a Professor’s duty to observe the figures drawn by the students of the class.

Professor Kitter gave a final bow, gathered up his books, and the class dismissed.

How did you like it, Maggie?’ said Mr. Johnson to Miss Marty. He called her ‘Maggie’ because they came from the same ‘home town.’

‘Fierce, isn’t it!’ said Miss Marty.

‘I almost wish I had taken the Old Testament,’ said Mr. Johnson dubiously.

‘Oh, you can’t tell,’ said Miss Marty, and then she added: ‘Irene, I don’t think you know Mr. Johnson. Let me introduce Mr. Johnson, Miss Taylor.’

Mr. Johnson looked at Miss Taylor, and Miss Taylor looked at Mr. Johnson.

‘How do you do,’ they both said, All of this, however, was happening after Professor Kitter had left the room and he neither saw nor heard it.

A little while after this, the great bell of Concordia College began to toll for afternoon prayers in the college chapel. Whereupon all the population of the college went trooping down the elm avenue without waiting for the prayers, their day’s work being done, except, of course, the Professor of Comparative Religion, three students who were officials of the Y.M.C.A. and the two Japanese students of the second-year class who were studying Christianity with a view to introducing it into Japan.

Down the avenue walked Miss Taylor in her blue serge suit, and Miss Marty, either in brown or scarlet, and beside them was Professor Kitter, who had joined them at the college door, walking sideways and talking as he went, and bumping into the passers-by, and apologizing.

‘I trust. Miss Taylor,’ he said, ‘that you were able to understand from to-day’s lecture the general outlines of the Copernican System?’

‘Oh yes,’ said Miss Taylor, ‘quite nicely.’ The Professor didn’t ask whether Miss Marty had understood. Miss Marty was short and plain. She could take her chance.

‘I was afraid, perhaps, that I hadn’t made it quite clear that the sidereal day’ — here he bumped into someone else on the other side— ‘that the sidereal day differs from the solar day merely in the ratio of its fraction of the earth’s orbit.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Miss Taylor, and Professor Kitter couldn’t but notice what a receptive mind the girl had.

‘Of course,’ he went on, ‘we are for the moment hampered by our lack of mathematical formulae,’

The thought that he and Miss Taylor were hampered — both of them together — gave a new resilience to his step. Miss Marty may have been hampered too. If so, let her look out for herself.

‘But later,’ he said, ‘we shall call in the calculus to our aid.’ No knight ever offered help to a lady with a more chivalrous air.

‘Oh, shall we?’ said Miss Taylor. At the foot of the avenue, where it joins the street, the two girls turned off sideways toward the women’s residence, and Professor Kitter left them with such a sweeping bow and such Spanish courtesy that an express cart nearly ran over him as he did it. But a mind accustomed to the collisions of the asteroids thinks nothing of these things.

‘We shall resume our discussions on Monday,’ he said. Being a Professor, he knew no other form of farewell.

The girls turned a moment and watched him as he disappeared.

‘Isn’t he the hangedest?’ said Miss Marty.

And they both laughed.

That evening, at supper with his maiden sister. Professor Kitter talked so much and so continuously that she wondered what had come over him. And that night, in the college observatory, where Professor Kitter on a revolving stool gazed at the heavens through a huge telescope, the stars appeared of a brilliance and a magnitude never before witnessed, and Astronomy itself seemed more than ever the noblest and grandest of sciences, and there was such a sweep to the celestial orbit of the moving earth that you could almost hear the heavens humming in glad unison to the rushing movement of it.

So thought and felt Professor Kitter, and with all his science was not aware of the simple thing that had happened to transform the heavens. Yet happened it had, and that swiftly.

For when a man of thirty-eight, who has spent his years since he was seventeen in gazing into the deep blue spaces of the heavens, falls in love, he falls swiftly and far. No lost asteroid seeking in cold space its parent planet falls faster than fell Professor Kitter.

And that same night, while the Professor gazed into the sky, Mr. Bill Johnson, of the college football team, took Miss Marty and Miss Taylor to a fifty-cent vaudeville show.

During the months of the college session which followed his opening discourse on astronomy. Professor Kitter — though he was unaware of the fact — lectured to, at and for Miss Irene Taylor. For her sake he swung the planets round in sweeping orbits. For her sake he projected beams of light into space at the rate of 186,000 miles a second and brought them back to her feet. And for her sake he drew upon the blackboard an equation as long as a snake, seized a bit of chalk, and solved it with the rapidity of a conjurer.

We are told by those who know about such things that the male human being when in love likes to ‘show off.’ It appears that this tendency has been evoluted in him through the countless ages of his ascent from the earthworm to the scientist. The male bird displays his brilliant feathers. The nightingale sings. The savage displays his strength. The athlete jumps over a tape.

So what more natural than that a professor of astronomy should call in the heavens to his aid? Professor Kitter practically annexed the whole stellar system to make it show what a man he was.

‘You may be surprised to learn,’ he told the class (he meant that Miss Taylor might be surprised to learn), ‘that although a ray of light moves 186,000 miles every second, nevertheless, so vast is the distance of open space, the light from our nearest neighbour, Arcturus, takes no less than three years to reach us.’

The class were not really surprised. College students never are. They have lost the art of it. They merely wrote down ‘186,000’ and ‘three years’ and let it go at that.

‘But what shall we say to this fact,’ continued the professor, ‘that the light from one of the great spiral nebulae with which we shall become more familiar after Christmas requires for its passage to the earth at this same appalling rate of speed no less than a million years?’

The professor had the right to feel that any girl ought to be impressed by such a fact as this, even though the edge of the effect was taken off by Mr. Johnson looking up from his notes to ask, without any malice, whether the professor had said a million or a billion years. To him it was all the same as long as he got it down right.

Nor was this the only way in which Professor Kitter, unknown to himself, sought to impress the mind of Miss Irene Taylor. His dress during the college session underwent a notable change. Professors as a rule dress queerly. They take no heed of the variations of seasons and of fashions, and their costume knows nothing of the harmony and symmetry of those of the stockbroker or the real-estate man.

A professor of poetry presents perhaps a more flowing appearance, and a professor of comparative religion maintains a certain sombre dignity in his dress. But the rank and file of professors of Concordia College wore straw hats in October, morning coats in the afternoon, and Sunday suits on Wednesday with complete indifference.

From this unconsciousness Professor Kitter awoke at the touch of love. His dress, article by article, was transformed. He appeared in a grey suit, brand-new, three-quarters ready, which fitted him admirably so long as the man in the shop gathered up in his hand all the part of it behind the neck and held it. To this was added a brown overcoat that had a red check wandering through it. It was exactly one size too big, but Professor Kitter had been thinking of something else when they tried it on him. He had also bought a new Derby hat that was nearly as shallow as a soup plate, and as a finish to his costume he wore a neat little tartan tie in four colours that must have been designed by its maker for a boy scout at a Scottish picnic. Altered like this the professor felt himself distinctly saucy.

On the first day of this completed costume Professor Kitter met Mr. Johnson and the two girls of the class in the college avenue, and he bowed to them with a sweeping flourish of his hat such as Christopher Columbus used to Queen Isabella.

After he had passed, the three turned and looked at him.

‘Ain’t he the queer little guy?’ said Mr. Johnson.

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ said Miss Marty.

Miss Taylor said nothing.

During this same period of time the professor, by a process of rejuvenation similar to his change of dress, had appeared at various college functions at which he had not been present since he was a junior lecturer fifteen years before and had to attend everything that happened. He had sat half-frozen at a hockey match looking at Miss Taylor (seated beside Mr. Johnson) across the rink. He had attended a college play, at which he had also observed Mr. Johnson seated between Miss Taylor and Miss Marty, and he had handed round tea at a perpendicular reception at the President’s house, from which he had the pleasure of escorting Miss Marty to the women’s dormitory while Mr. Johnson walked beside Miss Taylor. From all of which things Professor Kitter, who prided himself on being an observant man, concluded that Mr. Johnson was greatly improved from what he had been in the lower years, and showed a commendable desire to mingle in society.

Nor was social intercourse the professor’s only outlet of expression. He wrote to Miss Taylor during this period no less than three separate letters. In point of the sentiment that was behind them they were love letters — the first and the last that ever came into the life of the little man — but in form they were far from it.

The first of these letters read:

DEAR MISS TAYLOR, — I fear that I made a rather ridiculous slip in my lecture of this morning in speaking of the proper motion of the sun. I implied that there was a drift of the solar system toward the star Arcturus. I trust that you did not gather from this that there was the least fear of a collision. Let me hasten to correct this error in case it has led to any misunderstanding on your part. — Yours faithfully,

‘ARTHUR LANCELOT KITTER.’

To this reassuring letter the professor received next morning an answer which he opened and read as he sat at breakfast with Miss Catherine Kitter, his maiden sister.

‘DEAR PROFESSOR KITTER, — I was so much obliged to get your letter about the sun. It was very kind of you to send it, and I am very glad to know that there is not any danger of colliding with a star. — Very sincerely,

‘IRENE TAYLOR.’

On reading which the little professor sat lost in bliss — enraptured at the thought that Miss Taylor and he were drifting together through stellar space, while he guarded her against an astronomical disaster.

‘Who is your letter from?’ asked his sister.

‘A note from Miss Taylor,’ he said, ‘in regard to the motion of the sun.’

On which his sister looked at him through her spectacles with a fixed look in which wonder gradually faded into certainty.

The second letter, which arose in a similar way, dealt with the retrograde movement of the satellites of Jupiter. The third was concerned with the precession of the equinoxes. To the second Miss Taylor answered, ‘I was so glad to know about the satellites of Jupiter,’ and to the third she answered, ‘I was so glad to know about the precession of the equinoxes.’

Teaching so small a group, it was but natural that a professor should find himself from time to time walking down the avenue after the class with one or more of the students. At times Professor Kitter walked down with the student with the head like a bulb, and with him he talked astronomy; in fact, he simply went on with the lecture, the only form of conversation possible between a professor and a student. But sometimes he walked with Miss Marty and Miss Taylor, and once or twice by good fortune he walked with Miss Taylor alone.

Now, by this time he was well aware that there were other things than astronomy that he wanted to say to her ever so much. He wanted to tell her how pretty her cheeks looked in the bright, frosty weather, and how the sun seemed to glint from the snowflakes into her blue eyes, and how cosily the fur that she wore seemed to cling about her neck. This is what he wanted to say. But what he did say was to tell her that the revolution of the earth is not circular, but around one of the foci of an eclipse.

To which she said, ‘Oh, is it really!’

Once, as they happened to walk together thus, he had a real chance. ‘Isn’t it just lovely,’ Miss Taylor said, ‘to feel the spring coming?’

Here surely he might have said something real. For instance, he could have told her that to him she was the spring and the sunshine and the flowers all in one, some simple remark of that sort. A first-year student would have said it so easily. Just for a minute he turned and looked at her, and it seemed to Miss Taylor as if he were really about to say something. Perhaps he was. But when he found words what he said was:

‘The inclination of the earth upon its axis.’

And he knew that he had failed again.

Now, while the college session ran from autumn into winter, and from winter onward toward spring, various other things were happening in and around Concordia College which escaped the notice of Mr. Kitter. One was that Mr. Johnson rang the bell of the women’s dormitory — where Miss Marty and Miss Taylor lived — so often that even the hall porter who answered the bell was in no doubt as to why he came. Male students at Concordia were not allowed inside the women’s dormitory — except on set occasions as, for example, to listen to a lecture on Palaeontology, which their presence could not contaminate. But nothing prevented them from calling to leave notes or flowers or messages of invitation. In this college session Mr. Buck Johnson was incurring at a local florist’s a deferred debt on chrysanthemums that began to look like a German reparation account. Professor Kitter never dreamed of flowers. He would as soon have thought of sending fresh asparagus.

Moreover, Mr. Johnson appeared with unfailing regularity in company with Miss Marty and Miss Taylor at all college functions, at the Greek Letter dances, and at the lectures on Relativity and the Y.M.C.A. receptions and the other dissipations of college life.

‘The triangle,’ some gifted wit called them one evening.

‘Not much of a triangle about that,’ said another wiser one.

In the Christmas vacation Mr. Johnson and Maggie Marty went off on a train together to their home town, and for ten days Miss Taylor walked alone in the snow. Professor Kitter accidentally joined her as she walked thus, and had the pleasure of explaining to her the nature of the crystallization of the snowflake, which is, of course, nothing more than a simple illustration of the prismatic separation of light. In fact, there is nothing to it.

‘The snowflake. Miss Taylor,’ he said, ’is nothing more than a polyhedronal piece of transparent material.’

‘Oh, is it, indeed!’ said Miss Taylor.

As she said it the falling snowflakes were glistening in her yellow hair, and the professor realized again what a wonderful mind the girl had, and how rapidly she grasped scientific phenomena.

Long before, at least two months before the session ended, Professor Kitter knew that he fully intended to ask Miss Taylor to marry him, but he found it impossible to make a beginning. The astronomy had sunk in too deep. Once, when he took her home to the dormitory just at sundown, after hearing an extension lecture on the service of Babylon to the modern world, she stood a moment on the stone steps, her hand in his, to say good-night. And the professor said: ‘There’s something I’ve been wanting to say, Miss Taylor—’ He paused.

She looked into his face, her own illuminated beneath an arc lamp, and said: ‘Yes?’

He paused again, struggled, and finally added, ‘About the orbit of Halley’s Comet.’

On another occasion he actually began, ‘There are men, Miss Taylor, who—’ and again she said ‘Yes?’ but he only repeated, ‘Who, who—’ and trailed off into nothingness.

Thus the college year threatened to end with Professor Kitter’s love unspoken. But as the day of graduation — the end of all things — drew near, its very nearness gave him resolution. There appeared in prospect a particular occasion when he knew that at least he would have his opportunity, and he meant, at every cost, to use it.

Now the occasion in prospect was this. It had long been the custom of Professor Kitter to invite his class, hitherto consisting of men, to visit once a year at evening the observatory of Concordia College.

Everybody who knows anything about a college is aware that a class in Astronomy never needs to go out and look at the sky. They can if they want to. The sky is useful in modern astronomy, but it’s not necessary. Similarly a class in Dynamics does not need to go and look at machinery, and a class in Money never sees a cent. But it had been for many years the custom of Professor Kitter to invite his class once a year to visit at night the college observatory, of which he was ex officio the superintendent.

The observatory was a little, round building like a railway water tank and stood beside the Arts Building of Concordia College. In the top room of it there was, among other things, a big, revolving telescope that looked out through a hole in the roof at the sky. Here a man might sit in a moving chair circling slowly round against the rotation of the earth, his eye exploring into the depths of space, his mind lost in infinite. Hence he might see the silver desolation of the moon, and the satellites of Jupiter, and Halley’s Comet once in every seventy-six years, and the transit of Venus once or twice a century. In such surroundings he might attune his mind to the real values of life and to the great things and the little, and to what matters and to what does not.

Hitherto once a year came the class in Mathematical Astronomy, clumping up the wooden stairs, not knowing whether to talk in a hush or to laugh out loud. And it was the professor’s custom to show the astronomical instruments, to let each student look at the sky, and to repeat each year his regret that the next transit of Venus was not until the year 2004, but he could promise them a total lunar eclipse within sixteen years. Afterwards, as a surprise, he produced a tray, duly set and covered by a janitor, on which were sandwiches and ginger-ale and ice-cream — the surprise being no greater than such college ‘surprises’ are when repeated year by year for a generation. On the morning after such occasions the Daily Concordian always announced that Professor Kitter had entertained the fourth-year class in Astronomy in the tower of the observatory, and that a pleasant time had been had by all.

But this year, as the occasion approached, the professor realized that his fate was to be settled there and then. He would see to it that as they went down from the little tower building he would ask Miss Taylor to be his wife. Somehow the whole thing seemed clear to him beforehand. As if by some psychic process he could see himself in the half-lit curve of the clumsy, circular staircase, with Miss Taylor above, bending down, and he could hear as if by a sort of prescience the very words that he would be saying as he held her hand after she had said ‘yes’ to him.

‘I can’t tell you what this means to me, Irene. Up till now I never thought of marriage, but now my whole life seems changed.’

The little speech went round and round in his mind as if he were rehearsing it, or as if, strangely enough, he had heard someone else saying it — long ago and somewhere else — in a past existence perhaps. In the department of Psychology they talked about such things, and at least two of the professors said that this was possible.

And then, all in no time, the weeks and the days went by, and the evening was there, and Professor Kitter found himself leading his class up the stairway in the fading twilight of a spring evening and warning Miss Taylor — and even Miss Marty — against the dusk, and apologizing for the stairs, and apologizing for the half mist that might perhaps obscure some of the stars, and apologizing for the transit of Venus being still delayed by nearly a century — apologizing for so many things at once that it seemed odd even to the students.

In the big top room, shaped in a circle. Professor Kitter turned on the light and then showed the students the instruments and explained the rotation of the great telescope that stood in the centre of the floor pointed at a hole in the roof beyond which was the gathering darkness of the evening sky. And one by one the students of the class, according to annual custom, sat in the reclining chair and looked upward through the great glass in the depths of the sky and saw a star such as they had never seen before — a star with a face and a disc to it — as silver as a little moon. This, Professor Kitter explained, was Venus, now beautifully clear in the earlier part of the night, being in ‘partial opposition’ and distant only a mere 60,000,000 miles. He explained further, dropping in spite of himself into lecture style, that had it been daylight, and had it been about a hundred years later, and had the telescope been in Madagascar or in the Fiji Islands instead of at Concordia College, and had the atmosphere been suitable, they would have been witnessing a transit of Venus, the most interesting of all astronomical phenomena, in which the planet moves across the face of the sun.

After which Professor Kitter, with such ease of manner as he could assume, discovered his tray of sandwiches and his ginger-ale, and with a good deal of nervousness, invited the students to partake of them. So they sat around among the astronomical equipment or improvised seats, the little professor being greatly helped in his efforts by Miss Marty, who had that ease of manner in passing round and accepting sandwiches and drinks which belongs to those from a home town and know nothing of the higher sophistication of city hospitality. Meantime the men students exchanged such learned remarks as ‘That is certainly some telescope’ and ‘Venus is certainly some star’ and ate steadily and unceasingly, without haste but with no sign of ending.

Then came the end. The girls rose and moved toward the door, but the men of the class, or most of them, went down the dark stairs first to show the way and turn on the lights below. And Miss Taylor, just as Professor Kitter knew she would, went last of all. The professor lingered behind a moment to see that all was right in the observatory; there was still an instrument or two to readjust, and there were some readings to make — but these he could postpone till later. When he turned off the light and followed Miss Taylor down the stair, a minute or perhaps two had passed, and in two minutes ever so many things may happen. Certain it is that when Professor Kitter had groped his way down to the first circular landing, there stood on it Mr. Johnson and Miss Irene Taylor. And Mr. Johnson was holding the girl’s hand and was saying to her, ‘I can’t tell you what it means to me, Irene. Till now I never thought of marriage—’

But beyond that the little professor heard no more. He made his way up again to the tower room and waited for a few moments there in the dark, and when he came down again, the students were all down below on the grass outside the building, waiting for the professor to join them.

‘I think, if you will permit me, I will say good-night here,’ said the little professor. ‘I find I have some readings of the instruments to make, and I shall go back for a little while to the observatory.’

So they shook hands and thanked him, each in the same words, like a formula, ‘I certainly enjoyed it very much,’ and if there was a certain dreariness in the little professor’s voice as he said good-night, only one of the class was aware of it.

On which Professor Kitter went back to the tower, and he looked far and deep into the night sky where the things are that never alter and in contemplation of which certain eternal precepts of duty and obligation may be learned. He made his readings of his instruments, and he marked down on a chart his meteorological records of temperature and humidity and pressure. And as he did so, his dreams of the past winter seemed to thread out into thin mist, and he wondered that he had not sooner seen himself as he was, and felt that for him at least the transit of Venus had come and gone.

Professor Kitter went about his tasks of the closing session without hysteria and without complaint. There was for him nothing to say and no one to say it to. But there was still, at least, his work, and even if a man is close on forty, and small of size, and no fit companion for the life and gaiety of youth, there are still equations to be worked out left over from the last lunar eclipse, and by these navigation may be aided and human progress set a little further on. Professor Kitter knew nothing of such things as the ‘theory of duty’ and such ideas of the ‘subordination of self as a factor in social survival.’ These things were taught in another department and were optional even to students. But the professor worked at his lunar equations and went about his work, quiet and unnoticed.

Only once his mind was brought to a sudden and painful attention. It was on a certain day in graduation week, when the examinations were over and nothing was left but to wait till Commencement Day, while meantime each day was filled with student celebrations — valedictory meetings of classes, the presentation of an old English play out on the grass by the youngest of the graduates in English, afternoon receptions on the lawn of the President’s house, and dinners, so-called, where vast quantities of celery and ice-cream were consumed. It was in this week that the little professor, entering the committee room of the faculty, heard the head of his faculty, Dean Elderberry Foible, venting his opinions with his usual emphasis. And he was talking of student marriages such as happened now and then immediately after graduation.

‘Absolutely preposterous!’ said the Dean. ‘Ridiculous. Ought not to be allowed. Mere children’ — all students seemed children to Dean Foible— ‘getting married before they know the first thing of life. There should be something to forbid it in the curriculum, or it ought to need at least the consent of a vote of the faculty. And a young fellow like Johnson,’ the Dean went on, ‘why, he’s only twenty — three! just because his great uncle or somebody has left him a little money and he is able to get married — pooh! preposterous!’

Of that speech Professor Kitter heard no more. He gathered letters and left. Nor did he hear any more of the subject-matter of which the Dean spoke till the very afternoon of graduation day. But on that day he was walking up the avenue among the elms, and as he walked he encountered, fully and fairly and unavoidable, Miss Irene Taylor. Even a professor’s eye could see that she was dressed for an occasion. He would have raised his hat and passed, but she stopped him. It was plain that she meant to stop him.

‘Why, Professor Kitter!’ she exclaimed. ‘Aren’t you coming to the wedding?’

The professor stammered something. ‘Did you mean to say that you didn’t know?’ Miss Taylor went on.

The professor muttered something to the effect that he had heard something.

‘Oh, I thought everybody knew. Why, Maggie Marty and Mr. Johnson are to be married at three o’clock, and you know it’s just lovely! He’s come into quite a lot of money from some forgotten uncle or somebody, and they’re going to go to Paris and both study over there — I forget what it is that they are going to study, but they say that there are ever so many courses you can study now in Paris. Why, didn’t you know? He asked her on the way over to the observatory that night, and he told me all about it going down the stairs as we went out. Oh, you really must come down to the church anyway, even if you don’t go to the house. Maggie said they wrote and asked you. Do come!’

And with that she put her hand on the little professor’s arm and turned him in her direction.

What Professor Kitter said as they went down the avenue is not a matter of record. It may have concerned the altitude of the sun, which seemed all of a sudden to have leaped to a surprising height and brilliance, or it may not. But it at least was effective, and when, after the wedding and the ceremony that went with it, the two walked away together under the elm trees, it was understood that Miss Taylor, after an interval shorter than anything ever heard of before in astronomy, was to become the professor’s wife. And it transpired further that she had kept all her notes in class from the very start, and that she had copied a whole equation off the board because he wrote it, and that his letter about the proper motion of the sun had seemed to her the sweetest letter she had ever dreamed of.

All of which things rapidly become commonplace. Especially as Miss Taylor is now Mrs. Arthur Lancelot Kitter, and attends college teas, and reads little papers on Chinese Philosophy at the Concordia Sigma Phi Society — and, in fact, acts and behaves and seems much as any other professor’s wife.


MIGRATION IN ENGLISH LITERATURE - A STUDY OF ENGLAND AND AMERICA
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ALL LOVERS OF Dickens will recall with delight, as readers of David Copperfield, the final destiny of Mr. Micawber as an emigrant to Australia. That unbeatable gentleman, always waiting for something to ‘turn up,’ found it at last turn up in the Antipodes. There is a triumphant passage in which is described, ‘the public dinner given our distinguished fellow-colonist and townsman, Wilkins Micawber, Esquire, Port Middlebay, District Magistrate.’ We are told that the dinner ‘came off in the large room of the hotel, which was crowded to suffocation, it being estimated that no fewer than forty-seven persons were accommodated with dinner at one time.’ We are told further that when Mr. Micawbcr’s health was proposed, ‘the cheering with which the toast was received defied description; again and again it rose and fell like the waves of the ocean.’ I don’t think that Charles Dickens himself knew whether this description of the ovation to Mr. Micawber was to be taken as burlesque or as poetic justice; whether he is laughing at Mr. Micawber, converted, after all his grandiose ideas, into a large toad in a small puddle, or exulting in the idea of his final vindication as a man of exception. If we could ask Dickens we should be no further on; he’d claim it both ways at once.

But this characteristic passage opens wide the gate of reflection; here is the path that leads into a very garden of discovery. This outgoing of the people of England, spread over three centuries, how did it react upon the life and thought of the Mother Country? Migration in the past was not the mere transit of our day, with its easy and frequent return and its voices across the ocean. Emigration meant farewell. When the anchor had been lifted with the capstan turned by all hands, singing in chorus, when the white cliffs of the English coast sank dim on the horizon, that was good-bye. And in that leave-taking was all the poignancy of final parting, all that goes with the prospect of unknown exile, but for younger hearts all that goes with the dawn of larger hopes. Can we wonder that the joys and sorrow, the hope and the tragedy of the outgoing emigrant sets its stamp deep on the literature of England?

The theme suggested, at least to my relative ignorance, is one but little exploited in our histories. We have, I think, all too little realized the reaction of America on British life and character. We are so accustomed to think of British America, past and present, as the child of England, that we fail to see that England, in a sense, is the child of America. It was the great voyages of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries that reanimated the seafaring spirit of England. People learned to know and love their homeland by their losing it awhile. The blood of Vikings moved again in the veins of Sussex farmers. Courage fallen asleep or latent in sheltered farmsteads woke again to something fiercer and less civilized in men who lived among dangers and slept among savages. The boys who for three centuries ran away to sea, the dispossessed younger sons who blew like thistledown over the newer lands, the Covenanters martyred to the West Indies, and, in the Victorian age, the outgoing singing poor, crowded and dirty and triumphant — all these in their going and in their casual returns, in the magnet attraction of their new hopes, the glamour of their new fortunes — all of these helped to fashion, to remake, the character of England as we know it. Those of us who preceded or followed Mr. Micawber to new dominions, I speak here collectively for uncounted millions of us, dead or alive, can in a sense say of England, ‘We too made it.’

But I am discussing here not the whole field of the reaction of migration on life and character, but only of the reflection and evidence of it as seen in our imagination. It appears as a major theme in our poetry — mostly in its aspect of the sorrow of parting, but at times with a note of joy. It breaks into our earlier romantic literature as an element of adventure, and when romance widens into the broad current of nineteenth-century fiction — the thing called the novel — the idea, one might say also, the device or expedient of migration runs like a a thread in the woven cloth. Elsewhere emigration appears as a sort of defeatist solution of social problems just beginning. To go somewhere else is a fine way of avoiding trouble at home.

I do not think that we shall find much of the theme suggested in the literature, the plays or the prose and the poetry — there were no novels — of the heroic age of exploration and discovery itself. Thomas More’s Utopia (1516) was written before migration began. It professed to be and has turned out to be nowhere. Shakespeare died before the outgoing of the English people had gone farther than John Smith’s Virginia. In the play King Lear, the noble Kent, banished by the foolish old king, declares that he will ‘seek liberty in new lands’ — but by that he hardly means that he is going to settle in the United States; or at best Kent merely anticipates in his words ideas destined to germinate later on — a habit, it appears, with Shakespeare. So too when the admirable enthusiast Richard Hakluyt gathered from mariners and manuscripts his priceless Principal Navigations (1589), the inspiration was rather towards the mastery of the sea than of the land. Those who went over the sea in those earlier days went as adventurers minded to return.

There were no ‘emigrants’ in the sorrowing sense of people going to a new home in the wilderness until the out-going of the Puritans. They carried in their hearts, in spite of persecution, all their love and longing for the country they had left. ‘We do not say,’ such are the memorable words of Mather, one of the Pilgrim ministers, ‘farewell Babylon, farewell, Rome — but farewell, dear England.’ But the mind of the Puritans, in America as at home, was not cast in the mould of imaginative literature. For them truth overwhelmed fiction, and the pretty fancies of poetry and of play-acting were alike of the devil. It was the well-worn Psalm-book of Ainsworth, and not the latest Italian novella that lay on the lap of Priscilla when John Alden came on his vicarious courting. They did not write of their sorrows. The first-fruits of their printing press were The Bay Psalm Book and such volumes as The Bonder-Working Providence of Zion’s Saviour in New England. Similarly, in so far as the outgoing of the Puritans reacted upon English thought, it affected the religious rather than the literary aspect of the mind of England.

It is not, I imagine, till the eighteenth century when emigration to a new home, definite and final, was becoming an accepted feature of English life, that we begin to trace its mark in literature. Yet it is notable that even Gray’s ‘Elegy’ of 1753 shows no trace of it. The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep beneath their elms; but they are all there; the count is complete; there are no vacant places. The destiny of the mute inglorious Miltons and the English Hampdens was still at home. But compare a century later Mrs. Hemans’ ‘Graves of a Household’ — in which all are gone; the ‘blood-red fields of Spain,’ the ‘blue lone sea,’ the ‘forests of the west’ have claimed them. Mrs. Hemans was never in America. But when she wrote;

‘One in the forests of the West

By a dark stream is laid,

The Indian knows his place of rest,

Far in the cedar shade,’

the imagery strikes with wonderful truth any who have ever it. The ‘darkness,’ the heavy shadow of the cedars, is as characteristic as the silence that goes with a forest of pine. But even Mrs. Hemans’ thought is rather that of the break-up of an English home by war and overseas adventure than the allied subject of separation by emigration to a new land. The latter, one might say, is in a sense the higher theme. The deepest notes of human tragedy are those that sound from human fate and not from human wrong. Such notes convey the thought of tragedy where no one is to blame, the injustice of tyranny does not enter, but only the crushing weight of human destiny — nobody’s fault.

Compare here the memorable passage in Robert Louis Stevenson’s memorable book Kidnapped. It is an incidental description of an emigrant ship from the west coast of the Highlands in the period just after the rising of 1745:

‘As we got a little nearer...there began to come to our ears a great sound of mourning, the people on board and those on shore crying and lamenting, one to another, so as to pierce the heart. Then I understood this was an emigrant ship bound for the American colonies...The exiles leaned over the bulwarks, weeping and reaching out their hands...But at last the captain of the ship, who seemed near beside himself (and no great wonder) in the midst of the crying and confusion, came to the side and begged us to depart...The chief singer in our boat struck into a melancholy air, which was presently taken up by both the emigrants and their friends on the beach, so that it sounded from all sides like a lament for the dying. I saw the tears run down the cheeks of the men and women in the boat, even as they bent at the oars; and the circumstances and the music of the song (which is one called “Lochaber No More”) were highly affecting.’

This same crushing sorrow of the exile, as opposed to the wistful regret of the voluntary settler, is voiced by Swinburne in his ‘Jacobite’s Exile,’ ‘bonnier shine the braes of Tyne, than a’ the fields of France.’ But in a generation or two of children, exile and settler are all one, their common lot blending to a common thought.

With the sorrow of parting, acute and for the moment overwhelming, is to be set the homesickness, the unending longing for ‘home’ that never dies. It was never better expressed than in the stanza:

‘From the lone shieling on the misty Islands

Mountains divide us and the waste of seas;

But still the blood is true, the heart is Highland,

And in our dreams we see the Hebrides.’

The verse appeared in Blackwood’s Magazine of 1829, as one of the stanzas of a poem generally understood to be written by John Gait, the moving spirit of the Canada Land Company, founder of our city of Guelph. Those who know the verse never forget it. Nor does it matter if the reader doesn’t know what shieling means. I know it, but I won’t tell; it isn’t necessary. I liked the poem almost better when I didn’t know, The dim, uncertain meanings of terms half understood heighten the colour of imagination as in the reading of a child.

But compare the wistful pathos and the mutual affection of the ‘misty islands’ with the background of Oliver Goldsmith’s ‘Deserted Village.’ Here is contrast indeed. ‘Sweet Auburn, loveliest village of the plain, where health and plenty cheer the labouring swain’ has been half depopulated by the rapacity of greedy landlords and the brutality of new wealth. Its people are driven abroad, not as to new and happier homes in a newer England, but as destined to die in a region of horror:

‘Ah, no! To distant climes, a dreary scene,

Where half the convex world intrudes between,

Through horrid tracts with fainting steps they go

Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe?’

This ‘horrid’ place (only classical students appreciate that word), the reader will be ‘horrified’ to find, was the (present) State of Georgia, at that time (1769) the scene where General Oglethorpe’s new paradise had gone a little to the bad. One can redeem the reputation of ‘the Palmette State,’ however, by dropping rapidly down the decades to Wordsworth’s ‘Ruth’ (of 1800). Here both migration and Georgia appear in a different light — the temptation of elopement to a savage paradise. Ruth, a ‘village maiden’ (type now killed by education), has met a

‘...Youth from Georgia’s shore,

A military casque he wore,

He bought them from the Cherokees

The feathers nodded in the breeze.’

He is not himself an Indian, but Wordsworth says in a truly Wordsworthian line, ‘He was a lovely youth. I guess.’ I guess so too. At any rate, he told Ruth about Georgia in words that would adorn an up-to-date Tourist Handbook:

‘He told her of magnolia spread

High as a cloud, high overhead!’

The cypress and her spire

Of flowers that with one scarlet gleam

Cover a hundred leagues and seem

To set-the hills on fire!’

Ruth plans to elope, is deserted, goes mad, and another bad mark is set against colonial settlement. But all this stuff is harmless from its very ignorance.

The closing years of the eighteenth century and the opening of the nineteenth found little room for the emigrant. The air was loud with battle, the sky lurid with a conflict that outlasted a generation. Literature responded to the thrills of war. Poetry sang of ‘Nelson and the North’ and of the ‘Mariners of England’ who defied the ‘battle and the breeze.’ The favourite interjection was Ho! and not Alas! Even the appearance of the ‘professional’ convict, with Captain Phillip’s Botany Bay enterprise of 1787-88, passed for the time unnoted as a theme of literature. Yet it was there. Before that day convicts had gone out in an unending series as ‘indentured labourers’ to America. Indeed, America, through the voice of Benjamin Franklin, speaking as ‘Poor Richard’ in his Almanac, had already protested against their presence. But the independence of the United States brought with it a resolute and very successful determination on the part of the Americans to supply their own criminals. Hence, scarcely noted among greater things, the convict ships and the convict settlements became a part of the British environment. Later on it broke into literature. But the poetry of the moment found no place for it. A slight exception here is found in Southey’s four poems, the ‘Botany Bay Eclogues,’ 1794, a sort of rogues’ gallery of loneliness and misery — of souls broken with crime and cruelty, finding at last even in the ‘barbarous climes where angry England sends her outcast sons’ the ‘saving hand of grace,’ the soothing touch of eternal nature.

With the nineteenth century appears in our literature of migration the sorrows of Ireland, a cup of misery, as the Irish have said, that has been overflowing for generations and is not full yet. The most notable, of course, of the Irish singers was Thomas Moore, much of whose work is as alive to-day as ever. Mutilated by school recitations, massacred at a thousand pianos, the words still haunt, the melodies still sound. The reason is that Moore’s work was wonderfully and typically Irish — the wistful regret for things that have been and are not, regret that things must ever end, or that they don’t begin, a kind of satisfied dissatisfaction with life. Said in English it sounds like grumbling. Said in Irish it is called a ‘lament’ and connects somehow with the pathos of natural scenery and the rippling music of words. Compare Father Prout: ‘the bells of Shandon that sound so grand on the pleasant waters of the river Lee.’

Moore himself came to America in 1804, and drew, during his visit, out of our woods and rivers the same magic as from Ireland. Everyone knows his ‘Canadian Boat Song’;

‘Faintly as foils the evening chime

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time;

Soon as the woods on shore look dim

We’ll sing at St. Anns’s our parting hymn.

Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,

The rapids are near and the daylight’s past.’

Naturally Moore, even as an amateur immigrant, strikes the note of sorrow of the real one. Compare such a passage:

‘As slow our ship her foamy track

Against the wind was cleaving

Her trembling pennant still look’d back

To that dear Isle ’twas leaving...’

Or Thomas Irwin (1825-92):

‘The white sails are filled and the wind from the shore

Blows sad from the hills we shall visit no more, etc...’

Naturally the song of Irish emigration was especially connected with the idea not only of leaving Ireland but of finding a new home in the United States. These, we recall, were the days of the ‘melting-pot’ of the ‘land of liberty’ before the words ‘quota’ and ‘deportation’ had come into our language. An Irish poet (Maurice FitzGerald) therefore could weep (r. 1880) over ‘Moonlight on New York Bay,’ the poignancy of the situation being that the moon might very probably be shining on Tipperary:

‘Oh, beautiful moon, art thou shining to-night

On the green hills of Ireland, away, far away?’

But the real pathos of Irish migration to America was never more wonderfully expressed than by Lady Dufferin in her song depicting the outgoing emigrant leaving Ireland after the death of his young wife and her child:

I’m sittin’ on the stile, Mary,

Where we sat side by side

One bright May mornin’, long ago,

When first you were my bride;

The corn was springin’ fresh and green,

And the lark sang loud and high,

And the red was on your lip, Mary,

And the love-light in your eye...

 

‘They say there’s bread and work for all,

And the sun shines always there — 

But I’ll not forget old Ireland

Were it fifty times as fair!’

The pathos of the bereaved immigrant of a hundred years ago is now lost for us to-day in the wider pathos of the words ‘bread for all, the sun shines always there’ — the pathos of the broken hopes of a continent.

As contrasted with the Irish ‘lament,’ the typical English poem or song of nineteenth-century migration is of a sturdier character, more stress on hope, less grumbling and less scenery. Naturally so. The British were the dominant lot; for half a century the least of them in coming to Canada had a notion that he owned it. And if the iron of disappointment entered their souls (see Mrs. Moody’s Ploughing It in the Bush) they did not turn it into poetry. The typical English song was the one that ran:

‘Cheer, boys, cheer; no more of idle sorrow.

Courage, true hearts, will bear us on our way.

Hope points before and shows a bright to-morrow;

Let us forget the darkness of to-day.’

The song went on to explain that the ‘star of the Empire glitters in the West.’ If this means Saskatchewan and Alberta the proposition is open to doubt. But the song carried inspiration. It was the ‘up anchor’ song of the outgoing ships. I heard it first on the deck of the Sarmatian, A.D. 1876, in helping to haul on a rope which I understood was lifting the anchor. It is much superior to the jazz music of an up-to-date liner’s orchestra playing till the bar opens. We need new poets.

All of this so far has dealt with poetry, the more adaptable vehicle for the purpose. One turns to emigration as in prose, in fiction. Here the theme presents a strange medley of pathos and miracle, final eclipse and sudden fortune, an artifice of total disappearance or a conjurer’s trick of sudden and glorious resurrection. No one used this theme — at times, this artifice — more than did Charles Dickens. He was in a sense preoccupied with it. As a young man in the romantic age of resentment and illusion he cherished a hatred of English ‘Toryism’ — a natural feeling in a ‘genius,’ poor, unrecognized, and unknown to Tories. He dreamed of ‘giving it all up’ — every young man decides to give it all up. He had his eye on Tasmania. But instead of that the sudden illumination of fortune that came with the Pickwick Papers enabled him, in 1842, to visit America. After that, England suited him for ever. But there remained in his mind, if only by way of literary furniture — as in a large house ready for any kind of entertainment — the notion of migration. Indeed, he ‘migrated’ his sons. Charles, the eldest son, was sent, for a while, to Hong Kong to learn colonial trade. Alfred Tennyson Dickens went out to settle in Australia. Francis, the third son, went to North-West Canada, became an officer in the Mounted Police, and was in Battleford during the Rebellion of 1885.

Naturally, then, if Dickens migrated his own family, a fortiori he was willing to migrate his literary creations. Along with the classic case of Mr. Micawber is that of Dr. Mell, the erstwhile schoolmaster present at the same banquet, but dug up from so far back in David Copperfield that the reader has forgotten who he is; but whoever he was or is, he is now endowed with a daughter, evidently destined to marry Mr. Micawber’s gifted son, Wilkins junior. Thus does Dickens use the rapid light and shadow of emigrant fortune to illumine his closing horizon. Still more characteristic of Dickens and of all the Victorians is the use of migration as a means of redemption. Young Charlie Bates, a convicted thief in Oliver Twist, lives to become the ‘merriest drover in New South Wales.’ Martin Chuzzlewit ‘sees the light’ among the mosquitoes of the Mississippi.

As with Dickens so with the general crowd of mid-Victorian writers. Thackeray in his Virginians proposes a wider field, the contrast between the branch of a family that stays at home and the branch that migrates to Virginia, a study ‘of opposing loyalisms and severing patriotisms.’ Thackeray proposed this, but got so busy talking to the reader about anything and everything that he forgot about it. Nodding over his patchwork he stitched in some good pieces of eighteenth-century London, and used Indians and redcoats to colour Virginia.

It is difficult to cite individual examples characters in fiction with any sustained interest for the reader. The lapse of time, the change of taste, the higher gear of modern life have removed the books of three generations ago from the of the present public. Who among them knows or cares how many characters migrated overseas out of the works of Miss Edgeworth or Charles Lever or Whyte-Melville or Wilkie Collins? But the statement may stand that from the pages of Victorian fiction there passed out an unending procession of unfortunates to seek redemption or oblivion in new lands,

But what is difficult of proof, without loss of interest, in dealing with half-forgotten authors becomes so simple as to be redundant when we turn to authors within easy reach of memory and still within easy hearing of their audience. One has but to name Kipling to call up a succession of gentleman-rankers, of forgotten men, of ‘men who were,’ men who ‘would be kings’; or to name Robert Louis Stevenson to think of Oxford graduates quoting Latin on South Sea Islands, or Masters of Ballantrae in the American wilderness, or Conan Doyle with his Refugees; while in the full glare of modern publicity and with the full rapidity of modern transport, such happy writers as Mr. Phillips Oppenheim fill their pages with mystery-men, disappearing in the forest or jungle to reappear, fabulously rich, in a London restaurant, ordering — think of it— ‘Martini cocktails’ For here is another note, and a happy one, happier than the mere negation of oblivion or the cold light of moral reform — that of exiles returning dripping with diamonds, covered with rubber, or heavy with gold.

There is a perennial human interest in disappearance and return. Even Enoch Arden, broken and penniless, became a village sensation. But a return accompanied by great wealth, to be shared by a grateful family, that is something else. Oddly enough it is the French — see Alphonse Daudet — and not ourselves who have recognised so clearly this type of the returning millionaire as, to give him a name, ‘L’Oncle d’Amerique.’’ But beside his sunlit figure the shadow falls upon a darkened one, especially known in fiction, that of the returned convict. As the penal settlements grew from the first establishment of Botany Bay to a system that threw its shadow over an empty island continent, the convict began to come into literature; the convict, with all the mixture of pity and terror that went with his lot; the hulks where he waited his departure, the convict ship that carried him, and the unknown fate — beyond human ken, over the edge of the world — that swallowed him up. For the Term of his Natural Life — so runs the grim title of Marcus Clarke’s great story. With it and after it were many others. The theme had all the attraction of unknown terror. The ‘convict’ idea fascinated a generation with its horror.

Strangely enough, slavery and the slave trade never got into our literature in their own day — except in one fierce burst of denunciation as a ground-swell of the coming American Civil War. Longfellow’s poem of the slave, an African king, dying ‘beside the ungathered rice’; and the book, Uncle Tom’s Cabin, on whose pages fell the tears of a myriad of children; these came not as literature in the pure sense but from the driving urge of anger and political passion. But the deeper disgrace is that the slave went unwept in our literature till the thing was over. The flag of which the Victorians, after 1833, used to sing that it ‘never shall float o’er a slave,’ had perhaps floated over more slaves in its time, at sea till 1807 and on land till 1833, than any flag in the world. But the slavery motive was what the psycho-analyst would call a mixed complex; the tragedy had got mixed with white superiority, with the Bible, and with West Indian fortunes. The dominant race cannot voice its victims; and the negroes could not sing that sort of song.

But the convict was different. He was white and, therefore, a tragedy and fit for literature. As the ‘ticket of leave’ system developed, the convict turned into a kind of immigrant. His restored fortune put him, as literature, alongside of the ‘American uncle’; indeed there was even a jocular touch available with him: ‘True patriots all; for be it understood, we left our country for our country’s good,’ so sang once an actual and gifted Australian ex-convict. Such a person naturally became an ingredient in the ‘historical’ fiction dealing with a country like Australia, lucky enough to have no history. It is amazing what has been done with so little. In Canada, with romance and history broadcast over our country, how little we have done with it!

There remains one enthusiastic page over which migration and settlement is written in large and half-formed letters — the boy’s books of the bygone century. This section of our literature has stamped the idea of migration on the mind, not of the nation at large, but of the rising generation, or rather of the successive generations that have risen in turn for two hundred years. These are the ‘boys’ books’ that deal with refugees on desert islands, with ‘settlers’ in the wilderness, with the ingenious building of shelters in trees and snug igloos in the snow. Here is all the charm that goes with ‘contrivance,’ with the surmounting of difficulty, with the ‘creation,’ as it were, of economic life.

The parent book is, of course, the immortal Robinson Crusoe, a book which probably Defoe himself did not understand. Such is often the way with authors. Dickens failed to appreciate Mr. Pickwick for many instalments, and Conan Doyle grew bitter against Sherlock Holmes, not realizing that he had created in Sherlock and Watson far more endearing characteristics than mere scientific deduction. So with Defoe. He meant to present Crusoe as an outcast, an unfortunate object of pity. Crusoe ‘fooled’ him, so to say, and became an object of envy to generations of English boys. Cowper tried later on to sing of Crusoe (under his own name of Alexander Selkirk) in terms of compassion:

‘Oh, Solitude, where are the charms

That sages have seen in thy face?

Better dwell in the midst of alarms

Than reign in this horrible place.’

Cowper, as a boy sees it, misses the point. Think of Crusoe, with his fertile island full of yams, breadfruit and cocoanuts, his axe to build a house with and wild goats to make umbrellas of, and presently his devoted Friday to attend and serve him! Can you better that? Note especially the ‘devoted native’ theme which has attracted uncounted thousands of English boys and helped to give the world — the ‘faithful Sambo’ the ‘Gunga Dins’ — these are the stuff that dreams, boys’ dreams, are made on, and out of the dreams of boys may grow the achievements of a nation.

Robinson Crusoe is the type. But it is followed by a long succession of ‘boys’’ books (some boys are seventy years old) dealing with the creative effort of isolated settlers, a series that has only died out when the world has become full, and is now being transferred to the moon. One recalls with affection the Victorian stories of R. M. Ballantyne of the Hudson’s Bay Company, chief interpreter to England of the unknown north. Such books are not of adventure. Leave adventure to the ‘Spanish Main,’ crowded with pirates and French privateers and sailing-ships abandoned with no one on board but a beautiful girl and an old man. That’s all right. But it belongs to a different kind of story. Even in Robinson Crusoe, to a boy’s mind, the ‘adventure’ comes in as a disturbance; the ‘fun’ is the settlement, or rather not so much ‘fun’ as a sense of ‘snugness,’ a self-satisfaction. Oddly enough, some of the favourite books of this type for English boys were written by foreigners, just as Hans Andersen and the Brothers Grimm wrote our fairy stories, so the author of the Swiss Family Robinson and Jules Verne, as the author of The Mysterious Island, wrote our best ‘settlement’ stories.

The Family stuff is a little tame, everything too easy; for the nursery rather than the boarding school. It was written by Johann Rudolf Wyss, a Swiss professor of philosophy, who knew as much about desert islands as a Swiss professor of philosophy would. In any case, to a boy’s mind, having the ‘family’ there at all spoils it. When you strike an A1 desert island you don’t want father and mother. But Jules Verne’s story hits it just right; the landing from a balloon on an empty and remote, but very fertile, island; the group of cheerful and ingenious men (how cheerful they are — but boys never notice that) who start bare-handed from nothing and contrive everything — what a wonderful setting! All machines can be operated backwards, put into ‘reverse gear,’ so to speak. So it often is with literary composition. The reverse gear of Robinson Crusoe is Enoch Arden. There he sits, poor, long-haired exile in the Pacific sunset, weeping for home. He won’t even cut his hair, not appreciating the fun of ‘contriving’ a pair of scissors out of oyster-shells. No contrivance for him. But notice, even in his very tears, how his sorrows call up a picture of England as if to make us feel that we have never loved it enough;

‘The climbing street, the mill, the leafy lanes,

The peacock yew-tree and the lonely Hall,

The horse he drove, the boat he sold, the chill

November dawns and deny-glooming downs,

The gentle shower, the smell of dying leaves,

And the low moan of leaden-coloured seas’

So, too, with all the emigrants. I think it has often been the people in this exile of settlement who have loved England best, who still, after twenty years, talk of ‘home,’ and see it as things only can be in retrospect of time and in the magic of distance. The stuff that binds the British Empire is not texts and tariffs, but such back and forward reactions,

‘J’en passe et des meilleurs,’ as the French say when they run out of examples. Let me under that pretext turn to the use of migration, not in the realm of fancy, but in the equally imaginary world of nineteenth-century economics. I am willing to call it, if not a world of the imagination, at any rate a lost world or a world that never came true. Political economy is not, or should not be, a work of the imagination, and hence lies properly outside the scope of the present discussion. But there is an odd parallel as between the use of emigration in fiction as a sort of defeatist method of getting rid of undesirables, and the classical economic use of the ‘emigrant man’ as a defeatist solution of social problems at home. Into their imagined setting the ‘emigrating economic man’ was placed as a sort of safety-valve. If there were too many at home, he was supposed to get out. The world which seemed very empty then was all his. He was supposed to care nothing about flags, loyalty and allegiance. At the very time — in the opening Victorian years — when the Canada Company was embarking emigrants to Upper Canada, another organization, the Colombian Society, was undertaking to send them to Venezuela.

It remained for one of the interpreters of the classical economics to prove this parallel between the defeatist migration of the economist and the ‘redemption’ migration of the novelist by bridging over the gap between them and turning economics into fiction. Harriet Martineau (1802-76) had an active mind. She was as optimistic as sunshine, as exact as a checker-board, and about as original as a hen. Her sunshine was refracted by the prism of class and caste that turned the world into masters and servants, gentle and simple, doing their duty in the state of life into which the rubric of the catechism called them. But she had an ingenious facility of words and a concrete presentation that could turn simple things into stories. On this basis she undertook to rewrite the immovable truths of the dismal science as a series of Tales — Illustrations of Political Economy in nine volumes. The tales are among the curiosities of literature, and as humour they deserve to rank with Sandford and Merton and Archibald Marshall’s Birdikin Family. In volume IV is found Tale No. 10, which deals with migration under the title of ‘New Homes.’ In this bright little narrative a Kentish family go out to Van Diemen’s Land (see under Tasmania), the father and mother and Frank and Ellen, the older brother and sister, as indentured servants, and two younger boys, their half-brothers Bob and jerry, lucky fellows, as convicts. It seems that Bob and Jerry had ‘beaten up’ (more Americana) two young gentlemen, for which they were to be hanged but were let off with transportation. To-day they would have got three months, or in America have ‘bumped the young gentlemen off’ and got nothing. Here is the cheerful landing of the family — home ties are nothing to them — in the Antipodes:

‘Ellen was the first of the family that arrived at Hobart Town. Next came the convict ship which was sent round to Launceston. Next the batch of parish immigrants arrived, and Frank found, on application to the proper government officer, that his sister had landed in good health, and had received a high character from the clergyman and his lady who had come over as superintendents of the expedition; and had been forwarded to a district where a service had been procured for her as dairymaid on a settler’s farm; and that care had been taken that her parents and her brother should be indentured to farmers in the same neighbourhood. So far, all was well.’

Quite so; in fact, fine. One can easily see how Frank and Ellen become prosperous settlers regarded with approval by the ‘gentry’ who come out later. The convict brothers also flourish. Bob becomes a sort of convict labour boss and then independent; Jerry, on ticket of leave, takes on a ‘black wife,’ refuses to work and lives apparently by pillaging the ‘gentry.’ We have a last vision of him leaving the island, as too small for his activities. The moral is that the colonies need more gentry, more servants and, as Miss Martineau says herself, that ‘our convict arrangements tend to the further corruption of the offender by letting him experience a great improvement in his condition as a direct consequence of his crime.’ How much better to keep him in jail for life.

Such has been the lot of the emigrant. Cast out in our history by persecution as a refugee, by economics as a superfluity, he might well have disappeared into limbo. In place of which, as the Latin poet would say, ‘tamen usque recurrit.’ Literature brings him back as an uncle from America, an empire builder, or at least as the point and moral of a tale.


THREE SCORE AND TEN - THE BUSINESS OF GROWING OLD
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OLD AGE IS the ‘Front Line’ of life, moving into No Man’s Land. No Man’s Land is covered with mist. Beyond it is Eternity. As we have moved forward, the tumult that now lies behind us has died down. The sounds grow less and less. It is almost silence. There is an increasing feeling of isolation, of being alone. We seem so far apart. Here and there one falls, silently, and lies a little bundle on the ground that the rolling mist is burying. Can we not keep nearer? It’s hard to see one another. Can you hear me? Call to me. I am alone. This must be near the end.

I have been asked how old age feels, how it feels to have passed seventy, and I answer in metaphor, as above, ‘not so good.’

Now let us turn it round and try to laugh it off in prose. It can’t be so bad as that, eh what? Didn’t Cicero write a book’ on old age to make it all right? But you say he was only just past sixty when he wrote it, was he? That’s a tough one. Well, what about Rabbi ben Ezra, you remember— ‘Grow old along with me.’ Oh, he was eighty-one, eh? No, thanks. I’ll stay right here around seventy. He can have all his fun for himself at eighty-one.

I was born in Swanmoor, a suburb of Ryde in the Isle of Wight, on 30th December 1869. That was in Victorian England at its most Victorian, far away now, dated by the French Empire, still glittering, and Mr. Dickens writing his latest book on the edge of the grave while I thought out my first on the edge of my cradle and, in America, dated by people driving golden spikes on Pacific railroads.

It was a vast, illimitable world, far superior to this — whole continents unknown, Africa just an outline, oceans never sailed, ships lost over the horizon — as large and open as life itself.

Put beside such a world this present shrunken earth, its every corner known, its old-time mystery gone with the magic of the sea, to make place for this new demoniac confine, loud with voices out of emptiness and tense with the universal threat of death. This is not mystery but horror. The waves of the magic sea called out in the sunlight: ‘There must be a God.’ The demoniac radio answers in the dark; ‘There can’t be.’ Belief was so easy then: it has grown so hard now; and life, the individual life, that for an awakening child was so boundless, has it drawn into this — this alleyway between tall cypresses that must join somewhere in the mist? But stop, we are getting near No Man’s Land again. Turn back.

Moving pictures love to give us nowadays ‘cavalcades’ of events to mark the flight of time. Each of us carries his own. Mine shows, as its opening, the sea beaches of the Isle of Wight...Then turn on Portchester village and its Roman castle...Queen Victoria going past in a train, in the dark, putting her head out of the window (her eight heads out of eight windows)...Now shift to an Atlantic sailing steamer (type of 1876) with people emigrating to Canada...Then a Canadian farm in a lost-corner of Ontario up near Lake Simcoe for six years...Put in bears, though there weren’t any...Boarding school, scene at Upper Canada College — the real old rough stuff...University, cap and gown days, old style, put a long beard on the President, show fourteen boarding-houses at $4.50 a week...School teaching — ten years — (run it fast, a series of stills, any year is typical, I want to forget it)...

Then make the film Chicago University with its saloons of forty years ago, a raw place, nowhere to smoke...And then settle the film down to McGill University, and run it round and round as slowly as you like for thirty-six sessions — college calling in the Autumn, students and co-eds and Rah! Rah! all starting afresh, year after year...College in the snow, the February classroom; hush! don’t wake them, it’s a lecture in archaeology...All of it again and again...College years, one after the other...Throw in, as interludes, journeys to England, a lecture trip around the Empire...Put in Colombo, Ceylon, for atmosphere...Then more college years...

Then loud music and the Great War with the college campus all at drill, the boys of yesterday turned to men...Then the war over, lecture trips to the U.S...Pictures of Iowa State University...Ladies’ Fortnightly Club — about forty of them...Then back to the McGill campus...Retirement...An honorary degree (‘this venerable scholar’)...And then unexpectedly the war again and the Black Watch back on the McGill campus.

Such is my picture, the cavalcade all the way down from the clouds of the morning to the mists of the evening.

As the cavalcade passes down the years it is odd how gradually and imperceptibly the change of outlook comes, from the eyes of wonder to those of disillusionment — or is it to those of truth? A child’s world is full of celebrated people, wonderful people like the giants and magicians of the picture books. Later in life the celebrated people are all gone. There aren’t any — or not made of what it once meant.

I recall from over half a century ago a prize-day speaker at Upper Canada College telling us that he saw before him the future statesmen, the poets, the generals and the leaders of the nation. I thought the man a nut to say that. What he saw was just us. Yet he turned out to be correct; only in a sense he wasn’t; it was still only us after all. It is the atmosphere of illusion that cannot last.

Yet some people, I know, are luckier in this than I am. They’re born in a world of glamour and live in it. For them there are great people everywhere, and the illusion seems to feed itself. One such I recall out of the years, with a capacity for admiration all his own.

‘I sat next to Professor Buchan at the dinner last night,’ he once told me. ‘He certainly is a great scholar, a marvellous philologian!’

‘Is he?’ I said.

‘Yes,’ my friend continued. ‘I asked him if he thought the Indian word “snabe” was the same as the German word “knabe.”’

‘And what did he say?’

‘He said he didn’t know.’

And with that my friend sat back in quiet appreciation of such accurate scholarship and of the privilege of being near it. There are many people like that, decent fellows to be with. Their illusions keep their life warm.

But for most of us they fade out and life itself as we begin to look back on it appears less and less. Has it all faded to this? There comes to me the story of an old Carolina negro who found himself, after years of expectancy, privileged to cast a vote. After putting the ballot paper in the box he stood, still expectant, waiting for what was to happen, to come next. And then, in disillusionment: ‘Is that all there is, boss? Is that all there is to it?’

‘That’s all,’ said the presiding officer.

So it is with life. The child says ‘when I am a big boy’ — but what is that? The boy says ‘when I grow up’ — and then, grown up, ‘when I get married.’ But to be married, once done and over, what is that again? The man says ‘when I retire’ — and then when retirement comes he looks back over the path traversed, a cold wind sweeps over the fading landscape and he feels somehow that he has missed it all. For the reality of life, we learn too late, is in the living tissue of it from day to day, not in the expectation of better, nor in the fear of worse. Those two things, to be always looking ahead, and to worry over things that haven’t yet happened and very likely won’t happen — those take the very essence out of life.

If one could only live each moment to the full, in a present with its own absorption, even if as transitory and evanescent as Einstein’s ‘here’ and ‘now.’ It is strange how we cry out in our collective human mind against this restless thinking and clamour for time to stand still — longing for a land where it is always afternoon, or for a book of verses underneath a bough, where we may let the world pass.

But perhaps it is this worry, this restlessness, that keeps us on our necessary path of effort and endeavour. Most of us who look back from old age have at least a comfortable feeling that we have ‘got away with it.’ At least we kept out of jail, out of the asylum and out of the poorhouse. Yet one still needs to be careful. Even ‘grand old men’ get fooled sometimes. But at any rate we don’t want to start over; no, thank you, it’s too hard. When I look back at long evenings of study in boarding-house bedrooms, night after night, one’s head sinking at times over the dictionary — I wonder how I did it.

And schooldays — at Upper Canada College anno Domini 1882 — could I stand that now? If someone asked me to eat ‘supper’ at six and then go and study next day’s lessons, in silence, in the long study from seven to nine-thirty — how would that be? A school waiter brought round glasses of water on a tray at half-past eight, and if I asked for a whisky and soda, could I have had it? I could not. Yet I admit there was the fun of putting a bent pin-you know how, two turns in it — on the seat where the study master sat. And if I were to try that now at convocation they wouldn’t understand it. Youth is youth, and age is age.

So many things, I say, that one went through seem hopelessly difficult now. Yet other things, over which youth boggles and hesitates and palpitates, seem so easy and so simple to old age. Take the case of women, I mean girls. Young men in love go snooping around, hoping, fearing, wondering, lifted up at a word, cast down by an eyebrow. But if he only knew enough, any young man — as old men see it — could have any girl he wanted. All he need do is to step up to her and say, ‘Miss Smith, I don’t know you, but your overwhelming beauty forces me to speak; can you marry me at, say, three-thirty this afternoon?’

I mean, that kind of thing in that province of life would save years of trepidation. It’s just as well, though, that they don’t know it or away goes all the pretty world of feathers and flounces, of flowers and dances that love throws like a gossamer tissue across the path of life.

On such a world of youth, old age can only gaze with admiration. As people grow old all youth looks beautiful to them. The plainest girls are pretty with nature’s charms. The dullest duds are at least young. But age cannot share it. Age must sit alone.

The very respect that young people feel for the old — or at least for the established, the respectable, by reason of those illusions of which I spoke, makes social unity impossible. An old man may think himself a ‘hell of a feller’ inside, but his outside won’t justify it. He must keep to his corner or go ‘ga-ga,’ despised of youth and age alike...

In any case, to put it mildly, old men are tiresome company. They can’t listen. I notice this around my club. We founded it thirty years ago, and the survivors are all there, thirty years older than they were thirty years ago and some even more, much more. Can they listen? No, not even to me. And when they start to tell a story they ramble on and on, and you know the story anyway because it’s the one you told them yesterday. Young people when they talk have to be snappy and must butt in and out of conversation as they get a chance. But once old men are given rope, you have to pay it out to them like a cable. To my mind the only tolerable old men are the ones — you notice lots of them when you look for them — who have had a stroke — not a tragic one; that would sound cruel — but just one good flap of warning. If I want to tell a story, I look round for one of these.

The path through life I have outlined from youth to age you may trace for yourself by the varying way in which strangers address you. You begin as ‘little man’ and then ‘little boy,’ because a little man is littler than a little boy; then ‘sonny’ and then ‘my boy,’ and after that ‘young man,’ and presently the interlocutor is younger than yourself and says, ‘Say, mister.’ I can still recall the thrill of pride I felt when a Pullman porter first called me ‘doctor’ and when another one raised me up to ‘judge,’ and then the terrible shock it was when a taximan swung open his door and said, ‘Step right in, dad.’

It was hard to bear when a newspaper reporter spoke of me as the ‘old gentleman,’ and said I was very simply dressed. He was a liar, those were my best things. It was a worse shock when a newspaper first called me a septuagenarian, another cowardly lie, as I was only sixty-nine and seven-twelfths. Presently I shall be introduced as ‘this venerable old gentleman,’ and the axe will fall when they raise me to the degree of ‘grand old man.’ That means on our continent anyone with snow-white hair who has kept out of jail till eighty. That’s the last and worst they can do to you.

Yet there is something to be said even here for the mentality of age. Old people grow kinder in their judgment of others. They are able to comprehend, even if not to pardon, the sins and faults of others. If I hear of a man robbing a cash register of the shop where he works, I think I get the idea. He wanted the cash. If I read of a man burning down his store to get the insurance, I see that what he wanted was the insurance. He had nothing against the store. Yet somehow just when I am reflecting on my own kindliness I find myself getting furious with a waiter for forgetting the Worcester sauce.

This is the summary of the matter that as for old age there’s nothing to it, for the individual looked at by himself. It can only be reconciled with our view of life in so far as it has something to pass on, the new life of children and of grandchildren, or if not that, at least some recollection of good deeds, or of something done that may give one the hope to say, non omnis moriar (I shall not altogether die).

Give me my stick. I’m going out to No Man’s Land.

I’ll face it.


THE PERFECT INDEX - THERE IS NO INDEX, AND WHY
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READERS OF BOOKS, I mean worthwhile readers, like those who read this volume, will understand how many difficulties centre round the making of an Index. Whether to have an Index at all? Whether to make it a great big one or just a cute little Index on one page? Whether to have only proper names or let it take in idea — and so on. In short, the things reaches dimensions that may raise it to the rank of being called the Index Problem, if nothing is done about it.

Of course one has to have an Index. Authors themselves would prefer not to have any. Having none would save trouble, and compel reviewers to read the whole book instead of just the Index. But the reader needs it. Otherwise he finds himself looking all through the book, forwards and then backwards, and then plunging in at random, in order to read out to a friend what it was that was so darned good about Talleyrand. He doesn’t find it because it was in another book.

So let us agree, there must be an Index. Now comes the trouble. What is the real title or name of a thing or person that has three or four? Must you put everything three or four times over in the Index, under three or four names? No, just once, so it is commonly understood; and then for the other joint names, we put what is called a cross-reference, meaning, see this, or see that. It sounds good in theory, but in practice it leads to such results as Talleyrand, see Perigord...and when you hunt this up, you find — Perigord, Bishop of, see Talleyrand. The same effect can be done flat out, with just two words, as Lincoln, see Abraham...Abraham, see Lincoln. But even that is not so bad because at least it’s a closed circle. It comes to a full stop. But compare the effect, familiar to all research students, when the circle is not closed. Thus, instead of just seeing Lincoln, the unclosed circle runs like this, each item being hunted up alphabetically, one after the other — Abraham, see Lincoln...Lincoln, see Civil War...Civil War, see United States...United States, see America...America, see American History...American History, see also Christopher Columbus, New England, Pocahontas, George Washington...the thing will finally come to rest somehow or other with the dial pointing at: See Abraham Lincoln.

But there is worse even than that. A certain kind of conscientious author enters only proper names, but he indexes them every time they come into his book, no matter how they come in, and how unimportant is the context. Here is the result in the index under the Letter N:

Napoleon — 17, 26, 41, 75, 109, 110, 156, 213, 270, 380, 460.

You begin to look them up. Here are the references:

Page 17— ‘wore his hair like Napoleon.’

Page 26— ‘in the days of Napoleon.’

Page 41— ‘as fat as Napoleon.’

Page 75— ‘not so fat as Napoleon.’

Page 109— ‘was a regular Napoleon at Ping-pong.’

Page 110— ‘was not a Napoleon at Ping-pong.’

Page 156— ‘Napoleon’s hat.’

Pages 213, 270, 380, 460, not investigated. Equally well meant but perhaps even harder to bear is the peculiar kind of Index that appears in a biography. The name of the person under treatment naturally runs through almost every page, and the conscientious index-maker tries to keep pace with him. This means that many events of his life got shifted out of their natural order. Here is the general effect:

John Smith: born, ; born again, ; father born, ; grandfather born, ; mother born, ; mother’s family leave Ireland, ; still leaving it, ; school, ; more school, ; dies of pneumonia and enters Harvard, ; eldest son born, ; marries, , back at school, ; dead, ; takes his degree, ...

Suppose, then, you decide to get away from all these difficulties and make a Perfect Index in which each item shall carry with it an explanation, a sort of little epitome of what is to be found in the book. The reader consulting the volume can open the Index, look at a reference, and decide whether or not he needs to turn the subject up in the full discussion in the book. A really good Index will in most cases itself give the information wanted. There you have, so to speak, the Perfect Index.

Why I know about this is because I am engaged at present in making such an Index in connection with a book on gardening, which I am writing for next summer. To illustrate what is meant I may be permitted to quote the opening of the book and its conversion into Index Material:

As Abraham Lincoln used to say, when you want to do gardening, you’ve go to take your coat off, a sentiment shared by his fellow-enthusiast, the exiled Napoleon, who, after conquering all Europe, retaining only the sovereignty of the spade in his garden plot at St. Helena, longed only for more fertiliser.

As arranged for the Index, the gist, or essential part of this sentence, the nucleus, so to speak, appears thus:

Abraham Lincoln: habit of saying things, ; wants to do gardening, ; takes his coat off, ; his enthusiasm, ; compared with Napoleon, .

Coat: taken off by Abraham Lincoln, .

Gardening: Lincoln’s views on, ; need of taking coat off, for, ; Napoleon’s enthusiasm over, ; see also under spade, sovereignty, St. Helena.

Napoleon: his exile, ; conquers Europe, ; enthusiastic over gardening, ; compared with Lincoln, ; retains sovereignty of spade, p.1; longs for fertilizer, ; plots at St. Helena, , see also Europe, St. Helena, fertiliser, seed catalogue, etc. etc.

That’s as far as I’ve got with the sentence. I still have to write up sovereignty, spade, sentiment, share, St. Helena, and everything after S. There’s no doubt it’s the right method, but it takes time somehow to get the essential nucleus of the gist and express it. I see why it is easier to do the other thing. But then sin is always easier than righteousness. See also under Hell, road to. Intentions (Good) and Pavement.


L’ENVOI: A SALUTATION ACROSS THE SEA
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THE BRITISH ARE AN ODD PEOPLE. They have their own ways and they stick to them, and I like every one of them.

They have their own way of talking. When an Englishman has anything surprising to tell he never exaggerates it, never overstates it — in fact, he makes as little of it as possible. And a Scotsman doesn’t even mention it. An Englishman can speak of a play of Shakespeare as ‘rather good,’ and of grand opera as ‘not half bad.’ He can call Haile Selassie a ‘rather decent little chap,’ and the President of the United States a ‘thoroughly good sort.’

Sometimes this modesty of speech is perhaps carried a little too far. An Englishman when he has to talk about himself doesn’t refer to himself as ‘I,’ but calls himself ‘one.’ In my club the other day a newly arrived Englishman said, ‘One finds Canada simply wonderful; of course one had seen India and all that, but here one finds everything so different.’ What could I answer except to say that one was terribly glad to know that one liked Canada that if one would take a drink with one, one would push the bell. Yet I like that way of talking. It’s better than the everlasting ‘I — I — I.’ Only I think that next time I’ll call myself ‘two.’

A Scotsman of course doesn’t use ‘one.’ He simply calls himself ‘a body.’ He’s not referring to his soul before strangers.

But this modest British way of talking without making things sound too big has the advantage that it keeps the world in its right focus. On our side of the water we get so filled up with admiration, with such a sense of the bigness of potentates and magnates, that we feel small ourselves. We wouldn’t know how to behave if we met the Negus of Abyssinia or the Magnum of Magnesia. They’re all one to the Britisher — Rajahs, and Rams and Jams, he calls them all ‘Jimmy.’

THE BRITISH ARE AN ODD PEOPLE; even in their recreation. They have their own games, and they cary them all round the world with them. When other nations go among natives they bring a whole collection of decrees and ordinances. The Englishman just brings a briar-root pipe and a cricket bag. He opens it and he says. ‘Now this is cricket and I’ll show you Johnnies how to play; Ali Baba, you just roll out that cocoanut matting and, Ibn Swat, you stick in these wickets.’ Two seasons later Ali Baba is taken ‘home’ to play for Hants against Bucks, or Potts against Crooks — anyway, another quarter million square miles is annexed.

THE BRITISH ARE AN ODD PEOPLE. They are people of high character; and yet they don’t have any particular moral code to guide them. They just go by whether anything is ‘the thing’ or not; if it’s ‘the thing,’ you do it; if it’s not, you don’t. Strangers often wonder, for example, why the opposition in Parliament doesn’t make a row about this or that. But the answer is that it would hardly be ‘the thing.’ The whole of the British Government is carried on in that way. A member rises in the House and asks a question on which seems to hang the whole life of the nation. The Parliamentary Under-Secretary for Horticulture answers that ministers know it but won’t say it. Then it’s not ‘the thing’ to ask any more. In the United States they need a whole constitution of thousands and thousands of words, and they get tangled up in the clauses. In British constitution is just ‘the thing.’ Of course, there are no rules to guide private morals. I mean to say one learnt one’s catechism when one was young, but as a matter of fact it is rather the thing to forget it.

YES, THE BRITISH ARE AN ODD PEOPLE; they have their own ways in eating and drinking. And I like them. Take their afternoon tea. They have it at the South Pole, and they serve it half-way through a naval engagement. And what, after all, is more charming than the tea-tray with its white cloth, the silver teapot, the delicate cups and the thin bread and butter? And what better excuse for slipping in a real drink, just after. Sometimes I think that’s what it’s for. Only you must be careful not to get absent-minded, and when your hostess asks, ‘How do you take yours?’ you mustn’t answer, ‘Off the shelf,’ or ‘Plenty of soda, please.’ Or, no — it wouldn’t matter. She’d understand and give it to you.

OH YES, THE BRITISH ARE AN ODD PEOPLE — and I like their odd ways. Well, after all, why not? I mean to say, one is English oneself; one was born in Hampshire.

Eh, what!

THE END


Happy Stories
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PREFACE
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ALL THE STORIES in this book have, or are meant to have, one element in common. They are not true to life. The people in them laugh too much; they cry too easily; they lie too hard. The light is all false, it’s too bright, and the manners and customs are all wrong. The times and places are confused.

There is no need, therefore, to give the usual assurance that none of the characters in the book are real persons. Of course not; this is not real life. It is better.

Stephen Leacock


MR. McCOY SAILS FOR FIJI
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SOMETIMES YOU GET a lesson in life. Something occurs to show you that your career, after all, no matter how successful, hasn’t amounted to so much — is, in fact, a pretty selfish business. How much did you ever do for anybody beside yourself?

You get this feeling when brought into contact with men you knew early in life, and lost from sight — when you find such men with success twice as big as your own, and a life behind them filled with all sorts of things done for other people . . . and with that, a complete modesty about it all, almost an unconsciousness of what they have done.

 

I felt all that when I met — or rather re-met after years and years — my friend McIvor McCoy. It was out on the big grass lawn of the Empress Hotel — you know it, of course — in Victoria B.C., on such a lovely morning — but it’s always a lovely morning there — all flowers and springtime and the ruffled Pacific Ocean reaching away to eternity.

There stood McCoy, as easy and debonair as ever, with his old-time way of seeming balanced on his toes, swaying faintly in the light breeze, such a cheery, affable, nut-brown elderly man — old? Well, yes, I suppose, but with something of timeless youth still about him. Neatly but loosely dressed he was, in a suit of careless but expensive grey with little touches of an older fashion: a flower in his buttonhole, a signet ring, seals on his watch chain and the grey Homburg hat of years ago . . .

“Well, well,” he said, “well, well!” — and it sounded the pleasantest thing in the world to say— “Come and sit on this bench and let’s talk—”

“What a charming place,” he began, “and the ocean, how wonderful! I’ve just been congratulating the hotel manager” — he spoke with a certain dignity as of one whose congratulation meant something— “been congratulating the manager on the ocean.”

Now look at that. I would never have thought of congratulating the manager on the Pacific Ocean . . . I wouldn’t have realized that he put it there. Yet in a sense he did; he might have put the hotel a hundred miles inland in the bush . . .

It began to bring back McCoy to me. He was like that; always congratulating people on things — with the quiet dignity of a Scottish laird recognizing merit . . .

“And such a charming hotel,” he continued. “These wonderful corridors; I had quite a romp with some of the children in them this morning . . . I gave them all some candy.”

Now, there again. “Did you know them?” I asked. “No, no — just children in the hotel. There are always children in a hotel. That’s why I carry candy.”

Now, could I do that? Well, I guess not. How do you romp with children? What do you say first? It beat me.

 

“Let’s move to that other bench,” said Mr. McCoy, rising, “the one over there.”

“Why do we do that?” I asked; I saw no particular need to move.

“I’m interested in benches just now,” said Mr. McCoy . . . “I’ve invented a folding bench, a legless bench that folds up into a single piece . . . a total weight of five pounds . . . the only question is a matter of strain . . . now, sit at the very end . . .”

Then I remembered, of course, that McCoy, even from our college days, was an inventor. He took honour physics and mechanics and was always tinkering with inventions — queer inventions like this legless bench — a fireless cooker, and an iceless refrigerator, and a soundless telephone — things no one else would think of. I remember, even as a student he got five hundred dollars for an automatic electric street car bell, to ring immediately after they ran over anybody. There was quite a lot of talk about it but afterwards it was criticized — I forget why.

 

“And what a charming old town—” continued McCoy . . . “I went yesterday up that old street on the right behind us” — he waved his hand over his shoulder— “part of the original town, quite abandoned now — but such very interesting old people in the shops, many from Scotland, still wistful for the Hebrides. I gave them,” he said, “each an American dollar — to one poor old fellow, from Huish itself, the most wistful, I gave five.”

There it was again. I’d been up that street — to buy a notebook. I didn’t know they were wistful. I didn’t know they were worrying about the Hebrides. They seemed just old people in old shops. If I’d known about the Hebrides I’d have given them — well, ten cents anyway . . .

Incidentally I realized that Mr. McCoy must be well off . . . Presently, when he began to tell me of all his inventions and of the people he’d met — the governments and ministers — I realized that of course he must be, simply rolling in it. Imagine sitting with the Pope discussing the heating of the Vatican with explosive magnesium! I don’t mean that he paraded these things; that was his least idea. They just came out in conversation. As I say, imagine sitting down with the Hospodar of Transylvania — I’ll swear I never knew who he was — to discuss blowing up the Iron Gates of the Danube to supply electricity to the Balkans.

But that was the way it was with Mr. McCoy. You see I call him Mr. McCoy, in writing, because he seemed so dignified. Of course I called him McIvor when we spoke, though in a way he seemed a new and strange person.

I was certainly impressed, even at the very start, when I asked him where he was bound for and he answered cheerily and casually, “Fiji, very possibly, but I’m not quite decided.”

Then I realized that there was a big steamer lying at the dock down below — it’s only a couple of hundred yards — with rags of smoke coming out of the funnels, dull raucous blowings from time to time, and that moving of cabs, trucks and little figures on the dock that indicates a departing liner.

“Fiji,” he said, “but I’m not certain . . .”

“Don’t you have to have a passport?”

He laughed easily.

“I carry plenty of them,” he said. “They let me have all I want . . .”

Here was another touch of unconscious importance, but no affectation about it.

But it was his mention of the Hebrides that had brought him back most clearly to my mind, as I recalled him from our college days.

Let me explain:

We were classmates for years. My old friend’s name is not really McCoy, but McIvor McCoy, written not with a little c but with an apostrophe and indeed properly spelt McQuohy. The McCoys came originally from Huish — or Huosh — in the Inner Hebrides, that is, after they moved in from the Outer Hebrides. The family escutcheon is two thistles and a dagger with the motto Creagh-na-Skaw. The present head of the clan is Lord Coy who is, of course, the McCoy, though oddly enough he is not the McIvor. His eldest son is. Their present seat is McCoy Castle which hangs on the edge of a skaw in the Inverness country. Tourists pay a shilling to go through the grounds and walk out on the stone platform that overlooks the steep drop of the skaw. Some pay more. One or two, it is said, who didn’t pay, have fallen over. The family motto Creagh-na-Skaw is cut in the stone. It means Watch-Your-Step. But it’s Gaelic. They do say that in the old Highland days — but of course that’s just talk.

It goes without saying that the McCoys were out in the “Forty Five,” every man of them, out and back. My friend is very proud of a dirk of the Young Pretender that they have at McCoy Castle; they have his dirk, and his gold watch and chain, and his gold pencil, and his cuff-links. The Young Pretender, it seems, while in hiding in Scotland, spent a night at McCoy Castle.

 

You will wonder how I could remember all these details. But they all came back to me in a flood of memory when I met McCoy . . . . This used to be his talk at college — so much so, that the other students used to like to take a rise out of him, ask him if he’d heard lately from Lord Coy, and how the Duke of Inverness was keeping, and rag him about McCoy Castle.

McIvor never saw it. He had too much Highland dignity . . .

So, naturally, I found myself beginning to laugh at the recollection of it all, and saying,

“Have you ever seen your kinsman, Lord Coy, in your travels?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered. “I’ve been at McCoy Castle several times. The first time I sent Lord Coy a salmon rod with a reel I’d invented which he was good enough to accept . . . He invited me to Coy Castle — that is, I came with the rod and he invited me in . . . I came back later and brought him an exact replica of the Pretender’s gold watch, which I asked him to accept.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“He did,” said Mr. McCoy, with dignity, “as head of the clan. He was delighted with the workmanship. He said that the only way to distinguish the original from the replica was that one had a chain and the other had not . . . I sent him a chain from London — without, of course, any forewarning, so as to forestall all refusal.”

“Did it forestall it?”

“It did,” said Mr. McCoy . . . “We’ll shift, if you don’t mind, to that further bench . . .”

Then he went on talking of his own prompting, as it seemed.

. . . “Once again I went to Coy Castle, bringing with me a valiseful of high explosive, of very high explosive; and boring tools.”

“Good Lord!” I exclaimed. “What for?”

“I showed Lord Coy a plan for damming the river below the skaw, blowing a tunnel under his castle and driving fifty thousand hydro-electric volts right through it . . .”

“What did he say?” I asked.

“His Lordship,” said Mr. McCoy, choosing his words with care, “was tremendously impressed. He at once took me out on the stone parapet that overhangs the ravine. I showed him the method of a safety clutch that could be installed to prevent accident. We came in again . . . He immediately, that very night, had a man take me to Edinburgh to look up the records . . . The man, by mistake, took me clear to London . . .”

“And what came of it?” I asked.

“Nothing,” said Mr. McCoy, “nothing. That often happens.” A momentary shadow passed over his face.

 

I realized that, after all, the life of an inventor must have its trials. Think of that dull Scottish nobleman. Utterly unaware of progress. McCoy offers to blow up his castle. Does he see it? No. I more than suspected — I am inclined to see through things of this sort pretty easily that it was not by mistake that the man took Mr. McCoy all the way to London.

“That was too bad,” I said.

“No, no, oh, no,” said Mr. McCoy, recovering himself in that quick happy way he had . . . “It was of no consequence. In any case I was just due to start for Holland . . .”

“Holland?” I said.

“The Zuyder Zee,” he answered. “You may have read of the recovery of the flooded land of Holland where the Zuyder Zee broke in, hundreds of years ago.”

“Oh, yes,” I said.

“It was recovered,” he said, “in polders by the sinking of caissons banded together with a welded network.”

Technical terms flowed easily from Mr. McCoy . . . What a wonderful thing it must be, to be an engineer! What a lot they know.

“That was my work,” Mr. McCoy continued, “all mine. I brought the plans over in a sealed tube . . . It was stolen . . . or rather not stolen . . . taken at the Customs and kept by the Government.”

“What could you do?” I asked.

“I could get no redress . . . reasons of state . . . I saw Mynheer Van Ploop, the Minister President; he said it had to be . . . He was most affable but could do nothing . . . I asked if I might have an audience with the Queen . . . Impossible . . . I thought perhaps a little diplomacy . . . I asked leave to present Her Majesty with a beaten silver soup tureen, a large one . . .”

“Would she take it?”

“Not in person. Mr. Van Ploop presented it . . . She was most gracious; she has, you know, that plain almost rough way of all the family of Orange— ‘Vooksillig,’ they call it in Dutch. We have no English for it. She said, ‘Where’s the spoon?’ So of course I bought Mr. Van Ploop a large spoon . . .”

“Did he give it to her?”

“Oh, yes, he told me so himself. In fact, he was laughing about having paid the express on it out of his own pocket — till I stopped him . . . He was really most considerate . . . Had me taken across the frontier to avoid all danger.”

“Good heavens!” I said. I began to see that life among the courts and chanceries of Europe is not easy.

To think how little they appreciate science! How little they care for progress. A man like McCoy having to sneak across their frontiers.

“You seem to have been treated pretty badly over there,” I said.

“Oh, no,” he answered, “not at all — or perhaps only once.”

“Was that when you were called in to heat the Vatican?”

“Oh, no,” protested Mr. McCoy, “His Holiness was most delightful . . . I was called in — I must be fair — not really called in — I got in, on a laisser entrer from the American Secretary . . . His Holiness was delightful . . . I explained to him my proposal for heating the Vatican by explosions of magnesium — in Latin, of course — I spoke in Latin entirely . . . The dear old man sat and nodded his head so gently, merely saying hic . . . hoc. But Cardinal Rampolla felt it was too much for him . . . He took me by the arm and simply insisted — in English, excellent English — on my going out . . . Oh, no, they were all delightful at the Vatican. In fact I was escorted under a papal guard to the Serbian frontier . . .”

“But that magnesium stuff — that sounds very wonderful. Doesn’t the Pope understand Latin?”

“The word explosio,” said Mr. McCoy, “it may have mislead him. They so often have bombs carried in . . . But of course the thing is wonderful.”

He was off again in his technical terms, more than I could follow, yet I am certain marvellously exact. That, it seems, is the idea about Fiji. Did you know — I didn’t — that Fiji has the greatest natural magnesium springs in the world? And that these, if they can be turned to run over uranium ore, will solve the problem of the liberation of atomic energy for industrial power . . . Mr. McCoy intends to show the British High Commissioner at Fiji that with one teaspoonful of radiumized magnesium he can blow up Government House . . .

To think that Mr. McCoy has carried secrets like that all round Europe without recognition . . . And that reminded me . . .

“Where did you say, McIvor, you were actually mistreated — what was that?”

“Let us move,” he said, “to the seat behind that trellis.” He seemed for some reason to look over his shoulder as he said it . . . “That was in Belgrade.” He paused, with the shadow on his face.

“What happened?”

“I was kidnapped.” He paused again and then went on. “My plan had been to blow in the Iron Gates (the great rocks) of the Danube, thus creating unlimited power . . . I had made certain experiments with high explosive near the Gates themselves in the evenings . . . but the peasants are suspicious . . . I had even tried to interest those in control of the upper waters — the Ban of Dalmatia — I gave him a Smith & Wesson revolver, and the Hospodar of Transylvania — I gave him — let me see, yes — a five-bladed jacknife . . .”

“Well, what happened?”

“Finally I went to see Mr. Veryitch, the Prime Minister . . . I must admit his manner was charming; he gave me a cigarette.”

“Good for him; and I bet you gave him a silver samovar, eh?”

“Indeed, no,” said Mr. McCoy. “You little know the Serbs if you think that. They’re a very proud people, especially men like Mr. Veryitch whose family have been Royal Cuspidors for a thousand years. You can’t give watches and jewels and presents to them. I gave Mr. Veryitch five hundred dollars in American bills. It was all he would take. In fact it was all I had.”

“Well—”

“Next morning I was kidnapped — kidnapped while I was feeding the swans in the public park — a new idea I’d worked out of feeding swans with a dust of compressed oxygen . . .”

Mr. McCoy paused. The recollection seemed painful . . . He got up and walked to the end of the trellis and looked around the corner of the leaves. Then he sat down again. I didn’t like to question him. It seemed amazing that Europe, including people like the Serbs that we think the world of, should have been so blind.

It was some little time before Mr. McCoy spoke again. The shadow had fallen again upon his face — a sort of queer perplexity . . . such as one sees sometimes on the face of a puzzled child . . . indeed it made him look quite young again.

“It was six months before I could get out of Serbia . . . Mr. Veryitch must have heard of it . . . at any rate he sent me under escort, for security’s sake, not only through Serbia but right across to a channel port . . . I thought it wise to travel under assumed names . . . in fact, I assumed several . . . the escort acquiesced in it entirely . . . I’ve since found it very useful . . .”

Mr. McCoy seemed trailing off into memories and lapses of silence. Then he began again with something of his own animation.

“In London, the Home Secretary was most concerned, most helpful. He thought that the only way to avoid a European complication would be to secrete me for some time in the country . . . I gave him a cigar. With him, I remember, that morning was Sir John Seeley — later, you know, Lord Mottistone. I gave him a pocketbook with a map of Hampshire — he comes from there, you know — he was delighted with it. He said he would never have known it was Hampshire. Perhaps it wasn’t. I got it in Serbia.”

Mr. McCoy went and looked round the trellis again. Perhaps it was the steamer. At any rate a long sonorous whistle was blowing . . .

“One moment,” said Mr. McCoy, and with that he slipped sideways along the trellis and into the hotel somehow by the back . . . At any rate he disappeared . . . I waited . . . The steamer whistle was blowing again.

I came round back on to the lawn . . . As I did so, I saw two men hurrying across the grass towards me. I didn’t like the look of either of them. I was quick enough to grasp at once what it might mean; if this was another attempt to kidnap Mr. McCoy, I wanted nothing to do with it.

At any rate the men looked exactly it. One of them was in the dress of an hotel attendant, a disguise, of course, only too easy to assume and seen through at once. The other wore a sort of pretence of a police inspector’s uniform, a very good imitation but transparent enough also as he had no number on his neck and no badge — yet I will admit that when he reached me and spoke, his voice was certainly well schooled for the part.

“You were with a gentleman in grey, sir?” he asked.

I hesitated what to do; but supposed that all I had to do was to answer truthfully but give no extra information, so I said yes.

“Can you tell me where he is now?”

“No,” I said, “I can’t.”

Yet I thought at that moment I could see an open carriage driving from the hotel to the dock, and in it, I was almost certain, was Mr. McCoy . . .

“Did he tell you where he was going?” persisted the man, and he added, “I may tell you that it’s only his friends who are looking for him.”

That was a little too thin.

“No,” I said, “not in definite terms. We were talking of other things.”

“Are you aware,” the man went on, “that you were talking with the Hospodar of Transylvania travelling incognito as the Ban of Dalmatia?”

He spoke with a sort of sneer that made me angry.

“No,” I said, “and if you want to know it, the gentleman is nothing of that sort at all, but an old college friend of mine that I’ve known for thirty years. He has no connection with Europe and is most likely going to Fiji.”

“Fiji!” they both exclaimed, “Fiji! We should have thought of it.” And off they went down the slope of the grass, running for the dock. I could see the gangway of the steamer being hauled in. Mr. McCoy I couldn’t see.

They failed to make it. I saw the steamer pull slowly away from the dock. I expected to see it stopped. If the man were really an inspector surely he could have had it stopped . . . But no . . . Away, away it went . . . till it was a cloud of smoke away out on the horizon.

 

When I went in to lunch I looked over the steamer passenger list as given in the morning paper. Mr. McCoy’s name was not there. But it occurred to me that that didn’t mean anything. If Mr. McCoy only got on board at the last minute his name wouldn’t be on the list. But, oddly enough, the other fellow’s name was — there it was large as life — the Hereditary Ban of Dalmatia, passenger for Fiji.

It set me thinking — almost.


PAWN TO KING’S FOUR

[image: img70.jpg]

(THERE IS NO readier escape from the ills of life than in a game of chess. — Francis Bacon, and Eggs.)

“Pawn to King’s Four,” I said as I sat down to the chess table.

“Pawn to King’s Four, eh?” said Letherby, squaring himself comfortably to the old oak table, his elbows on its wide margin, his attitude that of the veteran player. “Pawn to King’s Four,” he repeated. “Aha, let’s see!”

It’s the first and oldest move in chess, but from the way Letherby said it you’d think it was as new as yesterday . . . Chess players are like that . . . “Pawn to King’s Four,” he repeated. “You don’t mind if I take a bit of a think over it?”

“No, no,” I said, “not at all. Play as slowly as you like. I want to get a good look round this wonderful room.”

It was the first time I had ever been in the Long Room of the Chess Club — and I sat entranced with the charm and silence of the long wainscotted room — its soft light, the blue tobacco smoke rising to the ceiling — the open grate fires burning — the spaced-out tables, the players with bent heads, unheeding our entry and our presence . . . all silent except here and there a little murmur of conversation, that rose only to hush again.

“Pawn to King’s Four” — repeated Letherby— “let me see!”

It was, I say, my first visit to the Chess Club; indeed I had never known where it was except that it was somewhere down town, right in the heart of the city, among the big buildings. Nor did I know Letherby himself very well, though I had always understood he was a chess player. He looked like one. He had the long, still face, the unmoving eyes, the leathery, indoor complexion that marks the habitual chess player anywhere.

So, quite naturally, when Letherby heard that I played chess he invited me to come round some night to the Chess Club . . . “I didn’t know you played,” he said. “You don’t look like a chess player — I beg your pardon, I didn’t mean to be rude.”

 

So there we were at the table. The Chess Club, as I found, was right down town, right beside the New Commercial Hotel; in fact, we met by agreement in the rotunda of the hotel . . . a strange contrast — the noise, the lights, the racket of the big rotunda, the crowding people, the call of the bellboys — and this unknown haven of peace and silence, somewhere just close above and beside it.

I have little sense of location and direction so I can’t say just how you get to the Club — up a few floors in the elevator and along a corridor (I think you must pass out of the building here) and then up a queer little flight of stairs, up another little stairway and with that all at once you come through a little door, a sort of end-corner door in the room and there you are in the Long Room . . .

“Pawn to King’s Four,” said Letherby, decided at last, moving the piece forward . . . “I thought for a minute of opening on the Queen’s side, but I guess not.”

All chess players think of opening on the Queen’s side but never do. Life ends too soon.

“Knight to Bishop’s Three,” I said.

“Knight to Bishop’s Three, aha!” exclaimed Letherby, “oho!” and went into a profound study . . . It’s the second oldest move in chess; it was old three thousand years ago in Persepolis . . . but to the real chess player it still has all the wings of the morning.

So I could look round again, still fascinated with the room.

“It’s a beautiful room, Letherby,” I said.

“It is,” he answered, his eyes on the board, “yes . . . yes . . . It’s really part of the old Roslyn House that they knocked down to make the New Commercial . . . It was made of a corridor and a string of bedrooms turned into one big room. That’s where it got the old wainscotting and those old-fashioned grate fires.”

I had noticed them, of course, at once — the old-fashioned grates, built flat into the wall, the coal bulging and glowing behind bars, with black marble at the side and black marble for the mantel above . . . There were three of them, one at the side, just near us, one down the room and one across the end . . . But from none of them came noise or crackle — just a steady warm glow. Beside the old-fashioned grate stood the long tongs, and the old-fashioned poker with the heavy square head that went with it.

“Pawn to Queen’s Third,” said Letherby.

Nor in all the room was there a single touch of equipment that was less than of fifty years ago, a memory of a half century . . . Even the swinging doors, panelled with Russian leather, the main entrance on the right hand at the furthest end, swung soundlessly, on their hinges as each noiseless member entered with a murmured greeting.

“Your move,” said Letherby. “Bishop to Bishop’s Four? Right.” . . . Most attractive of all, perhaps, was a little railed-in place at the side near the fire place, all done in old oak . . . something between a bar and a confessional, with coffee over low blue flames, and immaculate glasses on shelves . . . lemons in a bag . . . Round it moved a waiter, in a dinner jacket, the quietest, most unobstrusive waiter one ever saw . . . coffee to this table . . . cigars to that . . . silent work with lemons behind the rails . . . a waiter who seemed to know what the members wanted without their asking . . . This must have been so, for he came over to our table presently and set down long glasses of Madeira — so old, so brown, so aromatic that there seemed to go up from it with the smoke clouds, a vision of the sunny vineyards beside Funchal . . . Such at least were the fancies that my mind began to weave around this enchanted place . . . And the waiter, too, I felt there must be some strange romance about him; no one could have a face so mild, yet with the stamp of tragedy upon it . . .

I must say — in fact, I said to Letherby — I felt I’d like to join the club, if I could. He said, oh, yes, they took in new members. One came in only three years ago.

 

“Queen’s Knight to Bishop’s Third,” said Letherby with a deep sigh. I knew he had been thinking of something that he daren’t risk. All chess is one long regret.

 

We played on like that for — it must have been half an hour — anyway we played four moves each. To me, of course, the peace and quiet of the room was treat enough . . . but to Letherby, as I could see, the thing was not a sensation of peace but a growing excitement, nothing still or quiet about it; a rush, struggle — he knew that I meant to strike in on the King’s side. Fool! he was thinking, that he hadn’t advanced the Queen’s Pawn another square . . . he had blocked his Bishop and couldn’t Castle . . . You know, if you are a chess player, the desperate feeling that comes with a blocked Bishop . . . Look down any chess room for a man who’s hands are clenched and you’ll know that he can’t Castle.

So it was not still life for Letherby, and for me, perhaps after awhile I began to feel that it was perhaps just a little too still . . . The players moved so little . . . they spoke so seldom, and so low . . . their heads so gray under the light . . . especially, I noticed, a little group at tables in the left-hand corner.

“They don’t seem to talk much there,” I said.

“No,” Letherby answered without even turning his head, “they’re blind. Pawn to Queen’s Four.”

 

Blind! Why, of course. Why not? Blind people, I realized, play chess as easily as any other people when they use little pegged boards for it . . . Now that I looked I could see — the aged fingers lingering and rambling on the little pegs.

“You take the Pawn?” said Letherby.

“Yes,” I said and went on thinking about the blind people . . . and how quiet they all were . . . I began to recollect a play that was once in New York — people on a steamer wasn’t it? People standing at a bar . . . and you realized presently they were all dead . . . It was a silly idea, but somehow the Long Room began to seem like that . . . at intervals I could even hear the ticking of the clock on the mantel.

I was glad when the waiter came with a second glass of Madeira. It warmed one up . . .

“That man seems a wonderful waiter,” I said.

“Fred?” said Letherby. “Oh, yes, he certainly is . . . He looks after everything — he’s devoted to the club.”

“Been here long?”

“Bishop to Bishop’s Four,” said Letherby . . . He didn’t speak for a little while. Then he said, “Why practically all his life — except, poor fellow, he had a kind of tragic experience. He put in ten years in jail.”

“For what?” I asked, horrified.

“For murder,” said Letherby.

“For murder?”

“Yes,” repeated Letherby, shaking his head, “poor fellow, murder . . . Some sudden, strange impulse that seized him . . . I shouldn’t say jail. He was in the Criminal Lunatic Asylum. Your move.”

“Criminal Asylum!” I said. “What did he do?”

“Killed a man; in a sudden rage . . . Struck him over the head with a poker.”

“Good Lord!” I exclaimed. “When was that? In this city?”

“Here in the club,” said Letherby, “in this room.”

“What?” I gasped. “He killed one of the members?”

“Oh, no!” Letherby said reassuringly. “Not a member. The man was a guest. Fred didn’t know him . . . just an insane impulse . . . As soon as they let him out, the faithful fellow came right back here. That was last year. Your move.”

 

We played on. I didn’t feel so easy . . . It must have been several moves after that that I saw Fred take the poker and stick its head into the coals and leave it there. I watched it gradually turning red. I must say I didn’t like it.

“Did you see that?” I said. “Did you see Fred stick the poker in the coals?”

“He does it every night,” said Letherby, “at ten; that means it must be ten o’clock . . . You can’t move that; you’re in check.”

“What’s it for?” I asked.

“I take your Knight,” Letherby said. Then there was a long pause — Letherby kept his head bent over the board. Presently he murmured, “Mulled beer,” and then looked up and explained. “This is an old-fashioned place — some of the members like mulled beer — you dip the hot poker in the tankard. Fred gets it ready at ten — your move.”

 

I must say it was a relief . . . I was able to turn to the game again and enjoy the place . . . or I would have done so except for a sort of commotion that there was presently at the end of the room. Somebody seemed to have fallen down . . . others were trying to pick him up . . . Fred had hurried to them . . .

Letherby turned half round in his seat.

“It’s all right,” he said. “It’s only poor old Colonel McGann. He gets these fits . . . but Fred will look after him; he has a room in the building. Fred’s devoted to him; he got Fred out of the Criminal Asylum. But for him Fred wouldn’t be here tonight. Queen’s Rook to Bishop’s Square.”

I was not sure just how grateful I felt to Colonel McGann . . .

 

A few moves after that another little incident bothered me, or perhaps it was just that my nerves were getting a little affected . . . one fancied things . . . and the infernal room, at once after the little disturbance, settled down to the same terrible quiet . . . it felt like eternity . . .

Anyway — there came in through the swinging doors a different kind of man, brisk alert, and with steel blue eyes and a firm mouth . . . He stood looking up and down the room, as if looking for some one.

“Who is he?” I asked.

“Why that’s Dr. Allard.”

“What?” I said. “The alienist?”

“Yes, he’s the head of the Criminal Lunatic Asylum . . . He’s a member here; comes in every night; in fact, he goes back and forward between this and the Asylum. He says he’s making comparative studies. Check.”

The alienist caught sight of Letherby and came to our table. Letherby introduced me. Dr. Allard looked me hard and straight in the eyes; he paused before he spoke. “Your first visit here?” he said.

“Yes . . .” I murmured, “that is, yes.”

“I hope it won’t be the last,” he said. Now what did he mean by that?

Then he turned to Letherby.

“Fred came over to see me today,” he said. “Came of his own volition . . . I’m not quite sure . . . We may not have been quite wise.” The doctor seemed thinking . . . “However, no doubt he’s all right for awhile apart from sudden shock . . . just keep an eye . . . But what I really came to ask is, has Joel Linton been in tonight?”

“No . . .”

“I hope he doesn’t come. He’d better not . . . If he does, get someone to telephone to me.” And with that the doctor was gone.

“Joel Linton.” I said, “Why he’s arrested.”

“Not yet . . . they’re looking for him. You’re in check.”

“I beg your pardon,” I said. Of course I’d read — everybody had — about the embezzlement. But I’d no idea that a man like Joel Linton could be a member of the Chess Club — I always thought, I mean people said, that he was the sort of desperado type.

“He’s a member?” I said, my hand on the pieces.

“You can’t move that, you’re still in check. Yes, he’s a member though he likes mostly to stand and watch. Comes every night. Somebody said he was coming here tonight just the same. He says he’s not going to be taken alive. He comes round half past ten. It’s about his time . . . that looks like mate in two moves.”

 

My hands shook on the pieces. I felt that I was done with the Chess Club . . . Anyway I like to get home early . . . so I was just starting to say . . . that I’d abandon the game, when what happened happened so quickly that I’d no more choice about it.

“That’s Joel Linton now,” said Letherby, and in he came through the swing doors, a hard-looking man, but mighty determined . . . He hung his overcoat on a peg, and as he did so, I was sure I saw something bulging in his coat pocket — eh? He nodded casually about the room. And then started moving among the tables, edging his way toward ours.

“I guess, if you don’t mind,” I began . . . But that is as far as I got. That was when the police came in, two constables and an inspector.

I saw Linton dive his hand towards his pocket.

“Stand where you are, Linton,” the inspector called . . . Then right at that moment I saw the waiter, Fred, seize the hand-grip of the poker . . .

“Don’t move, Linton,” called the inspector; he never saw Fred moving toward him . . .

Linton didn’t move. But I did. I made a quick back bolt for the little door behind me . . . down the little stairway . . . and down the other little staircase, and along the corridor and back into the brightly lighted hotel rotunda, just the same as when I left it — noise and light and bellboys, and girls at the newsstand selling tobacco and evening papers . . . just the same, but oh, how different! For peace of mind, for the joy of life — give me a rotunda, and make it as noisy as ever you like.

 

I read all about it next morning in the newspapers. Things always sound so different in the newspaper, beside a coffee pot and a boiled egg. Tumults, murders, floods — all smoothed out. So was this. Arrest Made Quietly at Chess Club, it said. Linton Offers No Resistance . . . Members Continue Game Undisturbed. Yes, they would, the damned old gravestones . . . Of Fred it said nothing . . .

 

A few days later I happened to meet Letherby. “Your application is all right,” he said. “They’re going to hurry it through. You’ll get in next year . . .”

 

But I’ve sent a resignation in advance; I’m joining the Badminton Club and I want to see if I can’t get into the Boy Scouts or be a Girl Guide.


IMPERVIOUS TO WOMEN
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“I LOOK ON myself,” said Baffy Sims, “as a man impervious to women.” He wasn’t really a man; he was a fourth year undergraduate. But it’s often hard to tell them apart.

He said this to me one afternoon on the campus just after lectures, but of course I’d heard Baffy Sims say it ever so many times before. Indeed, it was part of a set of fixed ideas; that he was impervious to women; that women were after him; but that they couldn’t get him. He always felt and said that a fellow had to be pretty careful. He kept away from clergymen’s houses, full of daughters, and never went to teas, lawn parties, nor any fool stuff of that sort. No, sir! Not for him. In fact, that was why we called him “Baffy” Sims, because he used to say that he wished he could go up and live in Baffin Land where there were no women.

All men, as they get old, say things over and over. Sims started young. So we called him “Baffinland” Sims, and then just “Baffy.” You know how names get stuck on a fellow at college and stay there. No, no, never mind telling me about the funny ones you remember from your own college. Keep that for another treat.

At any rate this was the afternoon of the evening when Baffy was to read his paper to the Physico-Mathematical Society on the Natural Inferiority of Women.

“Be sure to come,” he said. “I’ve got the paper nearly finished. It’s a corker. I may give it to the Atlantic.”

“Oh, don’t give it,” I said. “Make them pay for it.”

“Well, anyway,” he said, “it’s a corker.”

Just then there came scurrying to us such a pretty girl, with a great armful of books tied up with a string. You and I would have noticed at once her beautiful violet eyes, but of course a fellow like Baffy wouldn’t see them.

“Baffy!” she said, “I’ve just caught you in time! Look, I’m going out with Walter to play golf, so you take these books and sling them in at my house as you go by. Tell mother I’ll be late . . . If mother’s not there, go round to the back door and knock twice and Dinah’ll come . . . That’s good of you, Baffy.”

She was off, leaving Baffy standing there with the armful of books.

“Who,” I said with enthusiasm, “is that beautiful girl? Did you notice her eyes—”

“Eyes, hell,” he said. “I’m impervious to that sort of thing. That’s Pinkie Mordaunt, and I don’t go past her house and she knows it. It’s half a mile across the park. I told Mrs. Mordaunt last week to tell Pinkie I wouldn’t take her books home any more.”

“And what did she say?”

“I don’t think she quite understood. She said to just give them to Dinah without coming to the front door at all . . . and look now today, with my paper to finish . . . Oh, well, come along . . .”

We had hardly got started when another college girl came fluttering to him. “Baffy,” she said, “didn’t you hear me call? I was hunting you all over the campus.” She handed him a long envelope or rather she stuffed it under the string of Pinkie’s books. “Here they are,” she said. “I can’t work the damn things.”

“Quadratics, Dulcie?” said Baffy. Of course he was a real mathematician and could sense an equation even through an envelope.

“I don’t know what the hell they are,” Dulcie said. “They’re what he gave us today.”

A college girl always calls her professor simply “he.” Some of them are not, but that’s what they call them.

“I’ve got to hand them in at nine tomorrow. You’re certainly a real sport, Baffy.” “I’m not,” Baffy began angrily, but she was gone.

Things never happen singly, or even doubly. So I knew that when I saw a third girl with a bulldog on a leash that there was still more coming for Baffy.

“Lucky meeting you, Baffy,” she said.

“I can’t take him, Anastasia,” he said.

“Yes, you can,” she protested. “I want to play tennis with Billy Hyde and I’ve just no time to take Churchill home . . .”

“Look here, Anastasia, the last time I took Churchill . . .”

“Don’t be silly. Last time he hadn’t been fed properly — no wonder he bit that boy — anyway Churchill’s like that . . . Take him!” she said. And he did.

So that was that.

I’m not awfully keen on bulldogs. Oh, they’re faithful! I admit it — and quiet; a bulldog never bites. Oh, no — but I had to go another way anyway so I left Baffy with the dog.

But Baffy got even with them that night at the Physico-Mathematical Society when he read his paper on the Natural Inferiority of Women. They said it was a scorcher; and, mind you, they’re accustomed in that society to scorch something every week — Monarchy, Christianity, God — things like that. I understand that Baffy showed that women lacked not only brains, but also leadership. In fact he didn’t leave them a leg to — or, well, no, that’s not exactly the metaphor. I won’t say that.

 

Such was Baffy Sims’ path at college, impervious, as he said, to women. Not that there was anything mean-spirited about him. I don’t imply that for a minute . . . And, of course, he couldn’t help it if he knew a lot of girls and if they all called him Baffy. You see, his family had been in the city for ever so long and were well off and knew everybody. So of course the girls paid no attention to Baffy being impervious to women. To them he was just Baffy Sims.

 

Being well off, life was easy for Baffy in the material sense. He slid easily through Arts and through Law, a subject beyond the range of women, and slid easily as a barrister into a law business, since there was enough family and estate business to start it anyway . . .

But his views never changed . . .

“I’ve always felt impervious to women,” he would say, “ever since I was a boy at college.” He’d forgotten about being a man there . . .

But he was a pleasant fellow and life used him easily. Some people, clergymen’s wives, said that it was a pity he hadn’t married and that they must ask him up to tea . . . So you see there was something in his apprehension after all.

Anyway, his law practice opened out in pleasant and comfortable surroundings as I can testify.

“Come down and see my new offices some day,” he said. “I’ve got everything running fine.”

“It’ll have to be early in the morning,” I said.

“Early as you like,” he answered, “or come down with me at nine-thirty.”

So the next morning we arrived at the office — a pretty handsome place, I could see at the first glimpse through the open door — at 9:30 a.m. But Mrs. Murphy was still there. You know who Mrs. Murphy is — she’s that big woman with the scrubbing pail and brush who is always in a law office before it opens — at her biggest because she’s always on all fours and seen from the southwest . . .

“I can’t let yez in yet, Mr. Sims,” she said. “I’ve another half hour before I can let you have the office . . . Such a litter, such a dust. Now yous wait outside, half an hour, mebbe . . .

“No, no, Mrs. Murphy,” said Baffy, “never mind it now. It’ll do fine as it is . . .”

“I might give the offices a touch-up after five,” suggested Mrs. Murphy.

“Yes,” said Baffy, “that’s the idea,” and I heard the rustle of a dollar bill passing to Mrs. Murphy, where all rustle ended . . .

“Yes, five o’clock.”

“A fine woman,” said Baffy as we went into his luxurious offices and sat down. “A fine woman — devoted to her work. Do you know that this is the third morning running that she’s been working away over time like that . . . of course, a woman in that class accepts leadership. That woman looks to me . . .”

“She does,” I said.

 

Baffy had hardly begun to show me the office fittings, the law books all in a row — the charm which even law has when young — when the new telephone sounded on the new desk . . .

“Yes, Miss Macarty,” said Baffy . . .

“Yes . . . can’t come to the office this morning, yes . . .”

“Why, certainly, Miss Macarty; yes . . .”

“Yes . . .”

“Your father’s foot? Miss Macarty, why, yes, Miss Macarty . . .”

“Much wiser, yes — take him to Muskoka, yes . . .”

“No, Miss Macarty . . .”

“Back Monday, yes, Miss Macarty, yes . . .”

“Your golf kit? . . . Get it at your house, yes, and send it to Muskoka . . . I prepay it? Yes, yes. See you Monday — good.”

 

“Miss Macarty,” he explained, “my secretary. It’s her father’s gout again. He’s a martyr to it. She won’t be down this morning because of it. I’m sorry; I’d like you to have met her. A fine girl, and I will say, devoted to her work, never misses — except of course for a thing like this . . . She’s her father’s sole support outside of what he has of his own.”

“And what about his gout?”

“Wretched business, isn’t it? Ever had it? Terribly painful . . . comes in sudden attacks . . .”

“And he’s got it again?”

“No,” said Baffy, “not yet. She wants to forestall it, but its coming on; she feels it. Often she knows it before he does. Two weeks ago she had to rush him to Preston Springs for the week-end. Last week she rushed him to the Buffalo Races, just in time to ward off an attack. Today she’s going to try to make Muskoka — the new hotel there — just in time. That’s why she wants me to get her golf kit and send it by express . . . I must remember . . .”

Mrs. Murphy appeared at the door.

“Them ladies,” she said, “is downstairs . . .”

“Tell them I’ll come and bring them up,” said Baffy hurriedly. “Now I’m sorry,—”

“Clients?” I said. “I’ll get right out.”

“No,” he answered, “not exactly . . . It’s the Women’s Auxiliary Bazaar . . . they’re bringing tickets . . . They want me to take a block of two hundred . . . women always imagine that men have more leadership in getting tickets — in fact they said so yesterday . . . Perhaps you’ll buy one . . .”

“What’s it for?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he answered. “Some damn thing.”

 

I saw quite a lot of Baffinland Sims that winter. He was prospering, as he deserved to do, good fellow, and life, except for his silly “impervious” fad, was all bright in front of him. He went out quite a lot into society. I’ll never forget the speech he made at Pinkie Mordaunt’s wedding, a speech on behalf of bachelors — I wish I could remember it; it was darned good . . . But mostly he went to bachelor gatherings, stag parties. In fact, that was when he founded the U.B.F., the United Bachelors Front, for resisting to the last man. The girls called it — or, well, you can’t repeat what girls call that sort of thing.

 

So there was Baffinland Sims all headed straight for everlasting bachelordom. To think how easily such things end and break! Who could have imagined it all over by that next June? You could? Well, yes, but I mean who else but yourself?

Anyway, you know what the month of June is — all green and soft, all trees and garden and flowers — and every city suburb as fresh as a leafy forest . . . You know what June is; now take a June garden party, under the trees out on a big lawn . . . in one of those lovely big houses where the city ends and the country begins. Fill in tables scattered over the grass and sandwiches and jellies, and ices and drinks and bottles . . . and bevies of girls in all the colours of the flowers . . . and men in soft flannels — if you want a man to look a real man put him in soft flannel, or loose wool — people moving about in little knots and then untieing the knots to move somewhere else. By that means, you see, you get a drink here and then another drink there . . . and nobody counts them . . . Put in, of course — I was forgetting it — a band, seated around under a big tree and playing while the people move round and have drinks, and then the people stop moving and the band have drinks, and so on. You know what a garden party is on a lawn in June! Does a chicken sandwich ever taste so well? Does a cut of cold ham ever look more enticing? Pop! Bang! God bless me! Champagne! Well! Here’s luck!

 

And mind you it wasn’t in aid of anything either . . . No, sir.

 

Well, Baffinland Sims was at the garden party, because he liked to go to that sort of thing. Just to laugh at it . . . It amused him.

So while he was at the height of his amusement at it, I was walking with him through the grounds, and he stopped all of a sudden and clutched my arm and said,

“Who is that marvellous looking girl?”

I didn’t see any marvellous looking girl so I said, “Where?”

“There, in white, beside the end of that table!”

I looked and there wasn’t any marvellous looking girl. I mean, there was only Molly Sheppardson. I’m not saying anything against Molly but you’ll understand what I mean when I say that that’s what it was, just Molly Sheppardson; only her. Molly’s all right; a little large, you might say and, at a guess, going to be larger — you know the kind, the girls I mean. So I said,

“It’s Molly Sheppardson.” Of course, I didn’t “only” to him. “I’ll introduce you if you like.”

“Do,” he said, and then, “just a minute,” and he began to fumble with his tie, and dust crumbs off himself that weren’t there . . .

So I took Baffy over and I introduced him . . .

“How do you do?” Molly said; she speaks easily, I will say. “How do you do? Isn’t everything beautifully green?”

I could see that Baffinland was impressed. Here was a girl with a real reach of intellect! Her apprehension of greenness was wonderful.

I left them and wandered on to another table, where a girl I knew said, “How beautifully green everything is,” and the man with her murmured “Spring . . .” He was a college man and had just come out first at graduation, so he knew. We had a drink together and then some more people came floating along and saying, “How beautifully green everything is, isn’t it?”

But as I moved about I kept track of Baffy. I could see that he never left Molly Sheppardson. They were drifting round from table to table, and when I joined them for a minute Molly Sheppardson said to me, “How beautiful the flowers are!” And Baffinland Sims said to me, “Miss Sheppardson has just been remarking how green everything is . . .”

I saw them presently drifting away from the tables. Baffinland told me after that he had taken Miss Sheppardson on to look at the old well in the hollow at the bottom of the lawn; he said he didn’t want her to miss seeing that. Yes, that would have been awful, wouldn’t it, if Miss Sheppardson had not seen that well. But she saw it. I know she did because I watched them both standing there and peering down deep. I think I know what they saw.

 

Anyway, everybody saw it. It was just as plain as that . . . From the day after the garden party wherever Molly Sheppardson was, there was Baffinland Sims . . . In fact, it’s so old a story that its scarcely worth the telling.

Run smooth? Oh, smooth as spring and soft as summer and mellow as Autumn! Except for one slight interference that pulled it up short, or threatened to. Baffy Sims was going to propose to Molly Sheppardson; he knew it and I knew it because he said so. Then, I don’t remember whether gradually or suddenly, he was brought up short by doubt whether he was worthy of her! There was the trouble. Think of it; if it turned out that he wasn’t worthy of her — and he admitted that he wasn’t fit to black her boots — but they were tan anyway . . . “Women,” he explained to me while admitting that I wouldn’t understand, “women are so much above men, in practically everything that really matters . . .”

 

However, it was all right. It turned out he was worthy. You see, he did propose to Molly — we won’t mind details — and after she had said yes, old Mr. Sheppardson, Molly’s father — he’s a stock broker — looked into the question of what Baffy was worth. He looked into it down town — and when he came up to the house he welcomed Baffy for a son-in-law with tears in his eyes . . . Old Mr. Sheppardson has done business with those tears in his eyes for forty years. If they were there, the thing was all right.

 

The wedding was certainly happy . . . The United Bachelors tried to raise a laugh at the wedding breakfast . . . Poor Simps! What did Baffy care!

 

The proof of it was that the marriage went on being happy . . . There was no story, no tragedy about it. After they were married I happened to be away from the city for some years but I heard all about it, — about their wonderful house in the suburbs, and the children, and Mrs. Sheppardson coming to live with them, and Molly — that’s Mrs. Sims — being Head of the Women’s Morning Musical (she made Baffy secretary) and President of the Women’s Afternoon Dietetic, and the Women’s Evening Endeavor, with Baffy as Honorary Vice President of each of them.

 

So when I returned to the city very naturally Baffy invited me out to his house to dine, and by good fortune it was again the month of June and the lovely place all at its best.

“You remember my wife,” said Baffy proudly, as we shook hands. There was indeed plenty to be proud of — at least three sizes larger. “How beautifully green everything is,” said Mrs. Sims.

Before dinner Baffy took me up to his “den” for a cigarette — the cutest little den you ever saw — his wife arranged it — away off up on the top of the house under the eaves — it used to be a pigeon house. That’s where he smokes. Isn’t that a good idea? It keeps the tobacco clear out of the house . . .

We went down again after the cigarette.

“The children,” said Baffin, as the five little girls trouped in to shake hands — Delia, Belia, Phelia — no, I can’t remember their names. Anyway, names like that. Perhaps there weren’t five; it may have been four or six — nice little things, all so neat and pretty — and the oldest one said to me, “The flowers are lovely, aren’t they?”

Then Baffy said, “My mother-in-law, Mrs. Sheppardson — and my wife’s aunt, Miss Copperfax” — then he turned to his wife and asked, “Is great-grandmama coming down?”

“Not till after dinner,” said his wife.

“I’m sorry,” said Baffy and he explained. “My wife’s grandmother, old Mrs. Sheppardson, lives with us . . . she’s eighty-eight and just as bright as ever but she seldom comes down to dinner. All she takes in the evening is brandy and water and biscuits, and as my wife never likes any drink served in the dining room, we just send it up to her.”

As he spoke, I saw a maid moving away with a decanter on a tray!

“Hey! Stop!” (I thought).


THE JONES’S ENCHANTED CASTLE

[image: img70.jpg]

(“BEHOLD, A CHEERFUL heart can deny adversity and cast out fear.” — St. Paul, the Archbishop of Canterbury and Field Marshal Goebbels.)

. . . So when the cheque was made out, the other boys at the club said it was up to me to take it round to Jones. “Other boys” sounds funny, doesn’t it? But you can’t exactly write “other old men.” You see, I’d known Jones about the longest, indeed ever since he and I were at school at the old Upper Canada on King St. Some of them had only known him about twenty years. So they said I’d have to take the cheque and give it either to Jones or to Bess.

I went round right away that same evening. It wasn’t yet late.

Jones lives in an enchanted castle, but you wouldn’t know it was enchanted if you didn’t know Jones and the strange light that burns in him. You’d think the house just one of those old left-behind houses that stand in the old, left-behind streets of Toronto, with ragged palings and half-withered trees.

When I reached it in the half-darkness, there were Jones and Bess at the paling’s gate, evidently just coming home. “Come on in,” said Jones, cheerily; who wouldn’t be proud to say come on in to a house like that . . .

Inside, it was the biggest, darkest, gloomiest house you ever saw — with no lights in it, till Jones took us up to the big “study” on the first floor and lit a lamp. He’s burning coal oil this winter; it’s a softer light, it appears, less trying to the eyes. And now that there are no maids in the house you need so few lights that Jones has cut the electricity clean out — he has, or someone has, anyway.

The “study” is just one of the rooms with enchanted names like that; beside it is “father’s library” with more dust and fewer books than any I ever saw. And upstairs there is “mother’s bedroom” and “Aunt Annie’s room,” though they’re both dead these thirty years. Similarly on the ground floor there is still the “butler’s pantry,” with fifty niches for fifty bottles that are not there, nor any butler since the time when “father” gave a dinner to the prime minister, while Jones and I were still at Upper Canada. Jones said the prime minister shook hands with him and said some Latin. So! — a house like that — eh, what? With beautiful palings and lovely trees and a butler and a prime minister, and a library full of law books, who wouldn’t be proud of it? No wonder it was enchanted. So it is for Bess, too — or at least, because of Jones and the others.

As a matter of fact the old room looked pretty cheery and comfortable when Jones got a good fire going in the grate. It seems he’s burning some of the old law books from the cupboard under the library shelves. They’re better than soft coal, it seems, less dust and steadier heat. No coal has come to the house, in fact, since it stopped coming. The books are not the ones father valued. He’s just burning the Appendix to the Journals of the Legislative Assembly of Canada. Father always meant to burn those anyway and Jones only kept them because he was sure they must be darned good reading if a feller ever got down to them. It seems that he never got down to them — or round to them — I forget which way you get at Journals. Anyway they burn well. Jones is still only at the year 1857 and they go clear to Confederation. How’s that, eh? That’ll last clean to April. And anyway “grandfather” got them all for nothing. Did Jones ever tell you (oh, yes, he must have) how his grandfather moved the second reading of the Pickerel Fisheries Bill and what Sir John A. said?

. . . Anyway it was pretty comfortable in front of the fire and when Jones said, “I’m sorry I haven’t a drop of — ,” why, there! I had a whole flask of it that one of the boys had shoved into my pocket at the club for Jones. As to soda . . . it transpired at once that in “father’s” time no one drank it; they said it spoiled good liquor . . . Well, here’s luck, eh?

So, to begin talk, I asked Jones where they had been.

“Over at the University at a lecture,” said Jones. “Wonderful stuff! Why weren’t you there?”

“I didn’t know there was one. Many people there?”

“Oh, yes,” he said, “quite a good crowd. It’s queer, you know, people don’t seem to know about all these lectures over at the college . . . wonderful stuff, too . . . and free, mind you, nothing to pay to hear lectures that are mighty well worth it, and more. What was that one about that we were at last week, Bess?”

“Palaeontology,” Bess said, looking up from her knitting in the lamplight — like that, just “palaeontology.” Bess never wastes words. She lets Jones talk.

“Oh, yes, palaeontology; it means the science of fish; he showed one in a rock. And, do you know, there were only eleven people there, counting Bess; she wasn’t exactly there, but she came right to the door and then, while I was in, she went over to Mrs. McGinnis’s — the professor’s wife. It’s like that over there; it’s funny; often quite a good crowd almost up to the door, and then a lot break away.”

“And what about tonight?” I asked. “Oh, tonight was fine, let me see — counting Bess — she was at the Peterson’s — there were twenty-six. Of course it was a subject that would draw, it was on Taxation, the Shifting of Taxation. It was wonderful stuff, a marvellous lecturer.”

“A good delivery?” I asked.

“Fine,” Jones said, “except his voice — but what I mean is, it was clear over my head, great stuff — in fact I couldn’t follow it at all, except some stuff he put on the blackboard. He took a tax and turned it into a line, a curve — and you could watch it get closer and closer to a line and yet never touch it.”

“Is that what shifted the tax?”

“I didn’t quite catch on to the shifting,” Jones said. “It seems, or at least the professor said, that all taxes keep shifting on to the consumer — they heap right up on him till he gets a marginal — now, what did he call it? — oh, yes, a marginal satisfaction, and stops consuming altogether. Wait till I get some more water.”

Jones took the jug and started off down stairs with it, stumbling and half stubbing his toe on the worn carpet as he moved off. Everything is worn and everything is wearing out in the Jones’s enchanted castle. You see, as Jones says, why bother to put things in shape in the house till the two boys come home. While they’re over there, things can stay as they are. Especially as Jones has got the time of their return worked out with great certainty. Eddie, being in the Air, one month after war ends — they’ll come first — and John, who is in the artillery, say, a month later. That will give at least a month to have the whole place done over.

So while Jones was down stairs I asked, “Are the taxes paid, Bessie?”

She shook her head.

“Any coal?”

“Another week, anyway.”

“There!” said Jones, “fill it up, and let me stir that fire and get another appendix. Here we are, 1859, Vol. I.”

I thought that the subject of taxes might give me a start towards the cheque.

“Talking of taxes,” I said with an attempt at jocularity, “I suppose you’re like the rest of us, right up against it?”

“Oh, no,” Jones said, “I’m fine! Right up to date. You see on this house I’ve always paid, if you understand, just once a year, that is last year for the year before and pay it the next year; this year, I’ve slipped back a year, but that’s only three. I had a notice about it, but all very nice, you know, just something formal about selling the house, etc. But all very nice.”

“And the income tax?”

“Ah, that’s different. I was getting short there, quite a bit, in fact, well, several years, but this new Ruml plan will clean all that up. Did I tell you?” Jones continued. “I’ve sent in a plan myself to Ottawa suggesting methods of throwing back taxes forward . . . in fact, that is what I wanted this shifting stuff for . . .”

“What have they done about it?” I inquired.

“Fine,” Jones said. “Answered straight back, no delay . . . Referred to File XXOO46 in case I wanted to write further . . . think of the trouble they take, assigning me a personal number like that. And more than that — it seems that the department are going to give my plan every consideration; they said so; they shouldn’t really do so much as that. However, if it goes through, it shifts my income tax clear away even without the new Ruml plan; so between the two, I’m in easy street.”

“How about your own personal finance?” I said, still feeling for an opening.

“Don’t owe a cent . . .”

“I thought you had a mortgage?” I said.

“Oh, yes,” he answered, “there’s the mortgage. You see, a house like this, as they all told me, carries a fine mortgage — they say, nearly as much as the place is worth. But I never count the mortgage as it is a fixed item. I meant that we have no debts.”

“We owe the bills . . .” Bess said, still knitting.

“Ah, the bills,” Jones answered. “I don’t mean bills. I was talking of debts. The bills—”

“The grocer—” said Bess— “two years.”

“You’d hardly count the grocer’s account as a bill,” said Jones. “Of course, I am not counting things like the grocer and the coal and that; and I must say they’ve all been awfully decent about it. Why, the coal man the other day, the head man, came right up himself to ask if there was anything I could suggest, and when I said I couldn’t he said he couldn’t . . . Then of course some of these bills are not new ones at all — they’re old bills.”

“The doctor’s account,” said Bess, “goes back to when the boys were at school.”

“Exactly,” said Jones. “You’d hardly count that, especially with the doctor an old friend. Just now, of course, things are a little muddled, I’m really just waiting till, well, till the boys are back. Everything will all come right then; won’t it, Bess?”

“Everything,” Bess said, and went on knitting.

“As a matter of fact,” Jones continued, “I got, or rather Bess did, a most comfortable little windfall a month ago — money paid out of the remains of her mother’s estate — you’d forgotten all about it, eh, Bess? But perhaps, you heard of it?”

“No,” I answered. Nor had I, or not since I gave the cheque to Bess at the back door a month ago.

On a pretext of Jones’s foot, I let Bess show me out. Down below at the door, I gave her the cheque.

“This,” I said, “is from the estate.”

She may even have believed me; after all, enchantment is enchantment.


MR. ALCORN IMPROVES HIMSELF
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(EACH OF US by taking thought can add one cubit to his stature. . . . The New Testament. Revised Version.)

My friend Alcorn is improving himself. I don’t mean just at this minute; I mean, that is the main thing in his life, improving himself. He begins improving himself first thing in the morning and gets as far as he can with it by night. If you happen to know Alcorn, don’t get facetious about it and say there’s lots of room for it, or something of the sort. That’s too easy. Sandy, scrubby and about half bald, Alcorn isn’t much to look at; and he cracks his knuckles, all his joints look reversible and he wears a shiny old black tail coat of the kind that other people gave up about 1890. Of course, it’s hard going to improve him. That’s the virtue of it; it’s like a ploughman stubbornly breaking rough land. It’s like those bees that that Frenchman used to write about — what was his name? Fabre! Of course — I’d forgotten it. Anyway one of these bees would go out on the empty, burnt, rocky waste near Fabre’s little cottage — well, you know Dordogne; we all do-nothing but scrub and cactus and glaring sun — and Fabre would sit for hours, often all day, watching that bee make — I forget what it made. But it shows what industry can do. Fabre, they say, made quite a lot, too. . . .

But that’s neither here nor there. I am talking of Alcorn and what he looked like. And don’t get the idea that I want to make a pathetic figure out of him. He isn’t pathetic, and anyway, if he had been he would have bought a twenty-five cent book, How to Cast out Pathos, and got rid of it. Oh, no, he’s just ordinary. Don’t ask me what he does, apart from improving himself. I know he does something because there is always a good deal of ink on him late in the day. I frequently see him coming up in the street car in the quieter hours, always reading a little book, a manual of something, but never the same one; and I often see him in the Public Library, changing a book, and I see him in the Art Gallery and at any picture exhibition, studying a catalogue.

You see, if a man’s going to improve himself he needs books and catalogues all the time.

If you are the kind of person who would like to get a few hints on the matter, I must tell you that to improve yourself you’ve got to begin early in the day; in fact, you start by sitting up in bed and taking three deep breaths — one — two — three — it’s better to count them. That clears the trachea. Did you know it? And after that three quick movements of the neck, quick and snappy. That gives a knock to the anthrax.

The idea of the early morning stuff — here I am merely quoting Alcorn — is to clear the head. The great aim of the first part of the day, the bathroom exercise, the quiet walk, is to get the head absolutely clear. Avoid thinking, Alcorn says. It might hold the head back. He tells me that often when he comes in at nine — or rather, anywhere between nine and nine-five — his head is so clear that it just feels empty.

It is either then, or before going out (it doesn’t much matter) that it is well to put the eyes under cold water for about five minutes. Alcorn says “the eyes” — not his eyes — because he always looks on himself as made of adjustable parts. There are “the eyes” and “the ears” and “the joints.” — He himself is just the humble total, not half so important as the ones like diaphragm (be mighty careful with that) and the aesophagus . . .

Still, that’s just the start. The main effort is directed at the mind.

 

Most of the improvement of Alcorn’s mind is done out of little manuals, all short and snappy. They have to be quick — Swedish in Ten Lessons, Spanish in Ten Minutes — things like that. Anything called a Digest hits him where he lives, or it used to till he found that you could get Digest of the Best Digests. “You get it all,” he said.

He seems always absorbed in that sort of stuff, — not exactly deeply, but like Fabre’s bees, busily. The World’s Great Poetry in Five Pages . . . The World’s Great Two-Cent Dramas . . . Religion (Five Cents) . . . Outline of the Outlines of Wells’ Outline.

But these rapid studies are intermingled with the real stuff, the solid serious study of the world’s greatest and hardest literature. That is what takes Alcorn to the Public Library, with his last book under his arm, waiting for his new one. You will see him handing in Newton’s Principia to get out Descartes’ Discourse on Method. “Great stuff!” he would say for each of them. He told me that Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason was about the biggest stuff he’s struck. It took him all Sunday afternoon to read it. He had out Rawlinson’s History of Babylon on Thursday and was back with it on Friday. “The real thing!” he said.

One peculiarity is that Alcorn’s activities keep varying. You can never know what particular line of self-improvement he is at; you have to fit conversation to it as best you could.

Thus I noticed one day that as soon as he sat down in the street car beside me he began asking most solicitously about my health.

“How’ve you been keeping?” he said, looking up sideways into my face, with artificial interest. “All right,” I said.

“No difficulty with sleep? No insomnia? And I suppose you digest things all right?”

Then I remembered that there was a new book out called How to Win Friends, and I remembered that it said, “Always express a solicitous interest in your friends’ health.” That came, I think, in Lesson One.

Another section of Alcorn’s self-improvement is done in picture galleries and art exhibitions. He never misses one.

“You see,” he likes to explain, in accounting for his presence in such places, “I don’t enjoy pictures, that is I do, but I don’t naturally. But I enjoy trying to enjoy them. That’s why I like this exhibition; it seems to me the best we’ve had for years. There’s nothing, or practically nothing, here that I can understand. But I’m working on them. That’s why I like this new kind of Catalogue, with little notes about the pictures.

“You know there are lots here that a man likes to study. They don’t mean anything to me; I can’t get them; now take this one — Man with Bucket — of course I get the bucket but the man looks just a blotch — to me, that is. I imagine that the merit of it is in the composition. Aha!” he continued, turning over the leaves of his catalogue, “No. 171. Man with Bucket; The artist here attempts a daring composition to convey the sensation of a bucket. I’m getting it all right; I knew that was a composition.”

Music he tries also, but sparingly. “Were you at the Symphony Orchestra last night?” I asked. “Oh, yes,” Alcorn answered, “I never miss; I just like to sit there and close my eyes and drink it in.” But on the whole music beats him. But he loves a street piano and that hurts his feelings.

That’s the way I have known Alcorn, like that, ever so long, year in, year out . . . no better, no worse.

Yet here is a strange thing. The kind of odd acquaintance, something between habit and friendship, such as I have had for years from my chance meetings with Alcorn, is a thing one gets unconsciously to value — and you never know it till you lose it. So it was with me when recently I all but lost — all but, not quite — my intercourse with Alcorn.

It was no fault of mine. Somebody gave him as a present my latest book (never mind the title; I’m not advertising), and there he was in the street car tapping the book wrapped up in his pocket.

“I’m looking forward to a great laugh,” he said. “Oh, boy!” And then he dipped back behind his spectacles into his Key to Babylonian Chronology . . .

“Yes, sir,” he said, next day. “I’m looking forward to that book of yours; I couldn’t get at it last night, but the first night I have I’m going to get right down to it.”

 

A week later, he said he was keeping the book to take to the Laurentians and have a real laugh, “Eh what?”

After that he nearly took the book to Three Rivers, you know how dull it is there — just the spot, eh, to get right into a book, deliberately, and just sit and chuckle. Three Rivers didn’t work — it’s a hard place to chuckle in. . . . Then he talked of keeping the book for the holidays. Of course, I didn’t mind; I’m used to it; if people buy a book they read it, rather than feel stung. But if you give it to them, they don’t . . .

Then one afternoon I saw Alcorn slipping into Car No. 65 when I got into Car No. 14. I knew that he was trying to avoid me and that I must do something.

So one day a little later I took care to meet him and I said, “Alcorn, here’s a little book for you. Send me that one of mine that you were reading as I’m out of copies, and you take this instead.”

“What is it?” he asked.

I showed him the cover. He read out the title. “The Witticisms of . . . of . . . I don’t quite see it — these spectacles—”

“The Witticisms of Hierocles,” I said, completing the title for him. “It’s Greek humor, the oldest there is. You see it’s in Greek on the page, but there are little notes that explain each joke. See this page—”

“Oh, boy!” said Alcorn, his spectacles glittering . . .

Our friendship was all set again.


CLOUDS THAT ROLLED BY: MR. ALLDONE’S AWFUL DAY

[image: img70.jpg]

(“I FEEL ASHAMED now to think of the things we used to worry over . . .” Soliloquy of Any Old Man, followed by “What the devil’s wrong with this coffee?”)

Mr. Alldone always spoke of it afterwards as “Black Friday.” But even in old age he hardly cared to talk about it, except for an hour at a time. Some of us can remember him still; a man of character, Mr. Alldone — you could see it in the sweep of square firm head, suggesting something inside it, or near it, and the firm jaw, always shut unless open.

The scene is in Toronto — not the Toronto that you know but the Toronto of the ‘seventies that some of us can still remember; the Toronto of the jingling horse cars, of the young chestnut trees, of Carlton Street as the end of the town with the farms beginning on Bloor St.

Mr. Alldone sat reading his morning paper, his breakfast just done, and one eye out of the bow window to watch for the approach of the horse car. Its appearance was always the sign for getting his hat and cane, kissing his wife good-bye and going out and stopping it.

“It’s six minutes late again,” he murmured. (Pretty hard on a man, morning after morning to wait anything from three to six minutes.) Then as he looked back at his newspaper a sudden spasm appeared on Mr. Alldone’s face.

“What is it, Edward?” asked his wife. “Is it the war news?”

He shook his head. “That’s bad enough,” he said, “but listen to this:

“World to End in Five Thousand Years!”

“In five thousand years!” gasped Mrs. Alldone. Ella Alldone was a courageous woman, but the brutal suddenness of the thing for the moment struck her down . . . What about the children’s education?

Alldone, controlling his voice as best he could, read on:

“Speaking last night in Glasgow, at the Royal Geological Association, Lord Kelvin said that the maximum possible duration of the earth was five thousand years!”

The same unspoken thought overwhelmed them both. If that was the maximum what about the minimum?

“But why should he know?” asked Mrs. Alldone, her woman’s instinct fighting even the inevitable.

“He’s in the peerage,” said her husband.

“The one that makes the soap?”

“No, Scotch Whiskey” — and Mr. Alldone added musingly, “They have to look ahead in that business.”

Then he looked at the paper again and corrected himself. “Wait a minute though. It says about him down below, ‘Lord Kelvin, formerly Sir William Thompson, is senior professor of Physics at the University of Glasgow’.”

“Physic?” said Mrs. Alldone.

“Physics,” said her husband. “It includes surgery.”

Mrs. Alldone did her best to speak calmly. She was glad the children were already off to school. “How does he think it will end?” she asked.

“Frozen — the temperature will fall to absolute cold, 468 degrees below zero.” Mrs. Alldone shivered.

“Or possibly” — Mr. Alldone read on— “burned in a terrific heat of 6,000 degrees Fahrenheit . . .” Mrs. Alldone gasped. . . . “or, on the kinetic theory of gases, blown into fragments in a sudden explosion.”

Mrs. Alldone jumped.

When she could speak more calmly she asked. “Does he say how he knows it?”

“He does. He argues that the present conjunction of Mercury and Saturn . . .”

“Yes, yes?”

. . . “means a continued acceleration of the precession of the equinoxes — in other words an aberration of the whole solar system.”

Mr. Alldone threw down the paper.

“The damn solar system!” he exclaimed.

“Hush! hush!” his wife protested. She knew that he had always complained of the solar system, and never really trusted it. He had always felt there was a catch in it. In fact, it was a standing complaint of his. “One day,” he often said, “we’ll see.” And now they were going to.

“The car!” cried Mrs. Alldone.

Alldone laid aside his paper, put on his coat and gathered up his things. For once he forgot to kiss his wife good-bye, then remembered it at the door and turned back to her. “Forgive me, Ella,” he said, “it’s a little hard to get used to it.”

Then he stepped firmly out on the street in front of the car and waved his hat in the horse’s face. The driver, with a rapid turn of the arm of the new powerful circular handbrake, brought the car to a stop, rivetting it to the track, and bouncing up its six passengers.

“You’re late,” said Mr. Alldone.

“A little, Mr. Alldone; it’s a mean morning. We had to stop and rub down the horse a few times . . . and we’re short-handed; there’s only me and Bill on the car this morning.”

Mr. Alldone went around to the back and got into the car. “Is your wife not coming?” asked Bill the conductor. “No? All right, Aleck,” he called, “you can start.”

The half-dozen passengers moved their feet in the straw and nodded.

“War news looks bad, Alldone,” one of them said. The man evidently had not seen the worst.

“Fare, please, Mr. Alldone,” said the conductor.

Mr. Alldone handed him two cents.

“Three cents, sir, if you don’t mind.”

“Three cents!”

“It’s gone up, sir . . . they gave six months’ notice, you know.”

“Good Lord!” said Mr. Alldone, as he paid the extra cent. “What on earth is the world coming to? Three cents!” How long could a man go on like this, three cents here and three cents there! Keep that up a few years and where would you be? An extra cent every morning and every afternoon for 300 days or years — add that up, eh?

At the King Street corner Mr. Alldone and a fellow passenger got out to cross the street. A tattered man with a broom of twigs was sweeping round the mud, this way and that. He touched his hat.

“They’re getting awful, aren’t they?” said Mr. Alldone. “Something should be done about those fellows, standing there and expecting a cent. Do you know, I heard they investigated one of those fellows at the police court and found that he had made forty cents in a single day!”

“No wonder we pay taxes!” growled the other.

Mr. Alldone went up to his office. He was a broker. In the office was Phillips, his clerk — an ageing man in threadbare black, frail and worn, but able to write a hand like copperplate, for he had once been a clerk in London. There were no machines then.

“The war news is bad, Phillips,” said Mr. Alldone.

“Bad sir, very bad,” said Phillips, and when he spoke it was with the accent of London and the British army. He’d left his clerkship for the Queen’s shilling. Twenty years he’d had. Thin old veterans like Phillips in those days often got fine jobs like what Phillips had, at thirty dollars a month and a holiday every holiday.

“I’m glad they’ve got Lord Chugsford, sir,” continued Phillips. “He knows that hill country.”

“This is terrible news, too,” said Mr. Alldone, pointing at the item about Lord Kelvin.

“Bad indeed, sir,” said Phillips, “I hope I never live to see it.”

Mr. Alldone sat down to read the news in detail. Bad, bad it was. As the cable headings put it: Darkest Day of War. All England Anxious. Courage high. News from the NEPAUL CAMPAIGN. Funds fall a penny-halfpenny. Then followed the details, plainly and courageously written, as for a people measuring the cost (in pounds, shilling and pence):

Lord Chugsford’s entire Force, 300 of all ranks with 20 marines and a rocket gun, have advanced up the Brahmapootra into the Garghai Hills where they have suffered a severe reverse. Sir Dumdum Bullit, who led the advance, reported three men hit, with something or other, and a Highland piper shot through the bagpipes, courageously continuing to play. The forces have fallen back, backwards and forwards.

It was ominous enough. But more ominous still, to the trained intelligence of a broker, was the brief announcement that the Funds had fallen three cents! For the moment all thought of the end of the world was banished from Mr. Alldone’s mind. This thing was nearer. If London had fallen three cents, what was happening in New York? Wall Street must be in a ferment.

“The ticker! The ticker!” he called to Phillips. “How’s New York?”

There were no telephones then. But the circular telegraph tape called the ticker carried the stock news — as long as it stayed in order.

“It broke yesterday afternoon, sir,” Phillips said. “But I’ve sent Billy over to the telegraph office for the bulletins. He won’t be—”

In fact, Billy, the office boy, arrived at that moment.

Bad news, brief but bad. New York Central down two cents, Boston and Albany a cent and a half, the Erie Canal up one point but the Baltimore Canal down two.

But bad news never comes singly. A messenger appeared with an envelope. Alldone recognized the handwriting of the chairman of the Stock Exchange and tore the note open.

It read: — 

Dear Alldone: Early morning telegrams have brought a flood of offers and orders — at least a dozen, certainly ten — showing a total collapse of values, Grand Trunk two cents, Great Western one cent, Goderich Ditch Canal a cent and a half, with Manitoulin Fish thrown on the market. Under the circumstances I write to you and to the other seven members of the exchange to say that on my own authority I am closing the Exchange. I am leaving the key with Peter, the bartender at Clancy’s.

Alldone got through the morning in the office as best he could; later on he could scarcely remember how. Once or twice he sent Phillips along the street and got back the report that the Exchange rooms were closed but that people were selling shares outside on the sidewalk at, literally, whatever they could get. Phillips had seen Grand Trunk sold five cents down, and Manitoulin Fish refused at any price. There was great gloom, he said, on the street. News of the disaster in Nepaul was by this time all over town. Work had practically stopped. People stood silent in little groups, or walked away and talked to themselves.

At half past twelve Alldone said, “I shall go out now and get a bite of lunch, Phillips — not that I can eat it — I’ll be right back, probably within an hour.”

Lunch, in the Bodega Grill on Leader Lane, had always been one of the pleasant spots in Alldone’s day — the bright cosy grill, open glowing coal fires all down one side, chefs in white, waiters in black, sherry in great casks end-on, chops frizzling, everybody talking, blue smoke rising.

All changed today. The patrons of the Bodega Grill sat silent, staring at the newspaper with little more than a nod and a word to a newcomer. Appetite was evidently gone. A man would order a porterhouse steak, sit and look at it, then eat it and get up and go out; or order a chop, toy with it, then read the paper, toy with it again and then finish it.

Even the genial face of the proprietor had exchanged something of its pleasant aspect for the marks of anxiety.

“Three mutton chops, as usual Mr. Alldone?” he asked.

Alldone shook his head. “Two and a half,” he said.

“This is the noon paper, sir,” said the waiter, as Alldone sat down. “Sherry, sir?”

Alldone nodded. It didn’t seem worth while to speak. He’d get it without.

As he drank his sherry, mechanically, and hardly realizing what he was drinking except that it was sherry, Alldone read the latest London dispatches . . .

“The disaster to British Arms in the Nepaul Campaign,” says the Times, “has had a reverberating effect throughout Europe. It is recognized that England has received a blow in her prestige, the one place where she can’t stand it. But we are assured that England will not turn her back.” Then followed the leading account. “Further cable dispatches from London only deepened the gloom of what someone has fittingly called England’s Darkest Hour. The fall of the Funds by three cents (as before) has led to a general fall of security values averaging anything from one farthing to a penny half-penny. The Bank of England directors have at once raised the discount rate to ten per cent, gone into the bank and nailed up the door. Lord Gloop, the great financial expert, has said that England is within twelve hours of barter. He said this ten hours ago. Greatest anxiety prevails as to what happens next.”

Alldone had barely finished his chops and followed them with apple pie and doughnuts, more to conserve his strength than because they were included in the price of the chops, when a messenger boy entered with a special news cable bulletin for the proprietor.

“Read it, read it,” called several of the men.

The proprietor looked at it, turned a trifle pale and shook his head. “You read it,” he said to Mr. Alldone.

Alldone stood up and read the dispatch:

“London, Friday, 3 p.m., Queen Victoria stricken with attack of gout. Royal Physician, Sir Magnus Alhell in attendance.”

There was a gasp from the listeners.

“Sir Magnus has prescribed a complete rest for Her Majesty, urging that she must not open Parliament today; he insists on her taking a pint of burgundy every half hour. If she won’t, he will.”

There was a chorus of approval. “He will, eh? That’s the stuff,” they said. Men recognize the true British spirit when they see it.

“Wait a minute,” said Alldone, “there’s more on the back . . . He will not be responsible. That’s it.”

Well, — there was nothing to do but wait, — wait and hope. But meantime, to all of them must occur the thought, what is Canada doing? Will Canada give no help? Where is Ottawa? Some didn’t know.

For Alldone, the afternoon wore away with the same listless waiting. He was glad when the day drew to its end, glad to walk back home without waiting for the horse car, though he could see it not far behind him, glad even to find himself back in his own home.

 

Then came the first break in the clouds.

His wife was standing in the doorway, waving an afternoon paper. “Look — look!” she called. “Isn’t it splendid?”

A moment later, Alldone, his eyes almost dazzled with joy, was sitting reading the latest bulletin from Glasgow:

“LORD KELVIN EXPLAINS. LONGER PERIOD ASSIGNED TO EARTH’S DURATION.

“Lord Kelvin drove to the office of the Glasgow Times to-day to explain his statement of yesterday and said that his estimate of the earth’s duration is not five thousand years but five billion. The error was solely due to a shortage of type in the printing office, only three naughts being available for this item. The proprietors of the newspaper at fault have apologized very handsomely to Lord Kelvin and paid his cab fare both ways.”

They both sighed with relief! It was good to be back in the happy old world, with five billion years all their own.

But there were bigger and brighter and happier things still to come.

They had hardly risen from their simple dinner — a joint and a fowl — when they heard the newsboy outside in the gathering dusk calling, “Special, Extra! — War News Extra!”

Alldone rushed out for the paper — money didn’t matter now — and when he brought it in, read out to his wife in a voice half choked with emotion but ringing with pride:

Canada to Britain’s Aid: Dominion will send contingent up the Brahmapootra . . . Then followed all the glad news that was making many a home proud that evening: — 

“It is announced from Ottawa that a Canadian War Contingent will be at once sent up the Brahmapootra. The force will consist of a hundred men, eighty of them trained voyageurs, and the rest on snow-shoes. The Prime Minister has assured the country that none of the expense will fall on Canada. He is not prepared to say where it will fall, but it won’t be here.”

“Isn’t it simply wonderful?” said Ella, as she bent over her husband and kissed him. Then as she did so, her eye caught a final stop-press news item along the foot of the paper.

“QUEEN VICTORIA OPENS PARLIAMENT ON ONE LEG.”

“Oh, Edward!” — and with that she crossed over to the piano (she was a trained musician), struck the opening chords, and said, “Come, Edward, sing . . . ‘God . . . save . . . our gracious . . . Queen’.”


ANGEL POND, LURE OF THE NORTH
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(“NORTH, I THINK it is, they call it, where the Sons of Women are Men. . . .” One of those Poets.)

Who should I meet the other evening in the rotunda of the Big Hotel but Charlie Blunt. I knew he’d been “up north” for a year or more; in fact it was the first thing he said. But I could have told it anyway — so could you. You can always tell the fellows just “down from the north” at a glance; that look of perfect physical condition, brown and tanned — well, not exactly tanned — dirty? No, I wouldn’t just say dirty — but, you know — dark looking — the Indians get it themselves; neatly shaved — I mean, neatly three-quarters shaved — they don’t go further in the north; standing square and stocky as if he were on snow-shoes. When Charlie stepped he lifted his feet well up — not to trip over branches.

“Yes,” he said, “I’m just down from Angel Pond — that’s where our new mine is — down here to buy machinery, and hang it, it’s all held up, everything’s held up these days — I’ll be kicking round six weeks waiting for it.”

I saw at once that Charlie was like all the rest of them; no use for any place but the North. You’d think a fellow would be glad to get away from a place like Angel Pond in winter. But, oh no!

“Where is Angel Pond anyway, Charlie?” I asked.

“Angel Pond?” he answered, “well — do you know where God’s Lake is?”

“No—”

“Well, it’s a long way east of that, anyway. You know Little Jesus River?”

“No—”

“. . . where you portage to All Saints Creek . . .”

“A pretty religious set of names you have up there, Charlie,” I said.

“They are,” he assented with a laugh. “It was the French who first went through that country in the early days. They’re a devout people and they like to give all the rivers and portages their religious names. The idea was that it helped them to get through . . .”

“Is that so?”

“I like it,” Charlie went on. “We’ve tried to imitate it in English on our side of the divide round Angel Pond — we’ve got Lower Devil River and All Hell Elbow and Beelzebub Rapids. It’s a good idea, isn’t it? But say,” he continued, “come on with me upstairs. There’s a bunch of fellers up there in a room that I was just going to join. I guess you know some of them . . .”

There is always a “bunch of fellers upstairs in a room” at the Big Hotel. I think they keep roomfuls of them on purpose. I knew what they would look like before we even started up — a big sitting-room, filled with blue tobacco smoke, a lot of bottles on the tables — a bowl of ice — some lemons (the fellers never use the lemons; they just order them) — anyway, lemons, matches, cigars, all those things that go nicely round a whiskey bottle . . .

We got into the elevator, Charlie stepping well over the loose branches as he got in, and up we went, and there the fellers were, just like that. They’re always the same; you don’t exactly remember their faces, and you don’t quite recall their names, but you don’t need to . . .

Even if you didn’t know them you’d recognize them by their talk. Just as we came in one was saying, “I paid three cents and then like a damn fool I let it go at seven cents.” Some one else murmured, “I let it go at eight . . .” and another said, “It was nineteen cents today.” People not used to high finance get dazzled with figures like these . . .

But the talk broke off into loud greetings of “Hullo, Charlie . . . Have a Scotch, Charlie! Say When! . . . Here try this one—” and so on.

“How did you come out, Charlie?” asked one of the “fellers.” “Is it easy?”

Anyone who knows the speech of the north, understands that doesn’t mean how did you succeed. It means how did you make your way out of the hundreds of miles of tangled wilderness . . .

“Oh, it’s easy,” Charlie said. “There’s no difficulty with Angel Pond. You can either go by rail to Sioux Lookout and then canoe and portage from there . . . or round from God’s Lake to Old Shoes . . . It’s only a hundred and fifty to two hundred miles either way. You can do it in a week.”

“Are the flies bad in summer?” asked someone.

“Oh, the flies are nothing to us . . . you just smear your face thick with any kind of fat, groundhog fat, skunk’s fat — and wrap a heavy veil over your face and slip a leather coat over everything else. They never get you that way . . .”

“Can’t you get in by plane?” someone asked.

“Not exactly. The Pond, Angel Pond, itself is too small to land on and the trees are too thick for landing anywhere near. There’s Paradise Lake, quite big enough, but it’s twenty miles away and some people don’t like it . . . they don’t care to come that way.”

“Don’t like it?”

“No, there’s a good many wolves through there. Of course, people have the craziest idea about the wolves up north. As a matter of fact a timber wolf has to be mighty hungry before he’ll attack anyone — I mean in daytime.”

“He would at night?”

“Yes, he might, especially if there’s a bunch of them running in the woods together . . . but you can always hear the howls in time . . .”

“Hear the howls?”

“Yes, and get up a tree . . . there’s lots of jack pine there, you know, and once you get up in a jack pine, well, there you are.”

“Up in the jack pine!” said a fellow.

“Exactly,” said Charlie; he took everything literally, “and in the morning they’re gone.”

Charlie paused a minute and a shadow passed across his face. Perhaps he was hearing the howl of the wolves on a frozen lake in the bush country.

“Have another Scotch, Charlie.”

“Thanks,” he said, and drank it in that plain straightforward way they have in the north. That is to say he drank it. Then it was gone.

“People have got,” he said, as he put down the glass, “the craziest ideas about the north country.”

“It’s not really cold, is it?” someone asked. There is always a smart Aleck in a group of “fellers.”

“Not as a rule,” Charlie said. (He never distinguished jest from earnest; they don’t up there; either you mean a thing or it’s an insult.) “Not as a rule, certainly not at the Pond. I’ve known it, even in January, that the thermometer will get up to fifteen and stay there day after day, never colder.”

“Fifteen above zero?”

“Fifteen below . . . of course, I don’t say that’s usual. More likely you get that for a day or two and then it turns really cold.”

“What’s the place like anyway, Charlie?” asked a man who this time really wanted to know. “Is there a town? Are there shops? and churches and places?”

“Why, of course,” said Charlie, “just like any other place, or pretty nearly. You see, there’s the mine — of course we’re not producing yet, but we’re getting pretty well developed — there’s the mine — and, of course, there’s the men’s quarters — they’re all right, the men — most of them. They’re Polacks, mostly, but they’re all right. They don’t speak much English, but that’s all right. Well, there’s the mine, and quite a few houses, like Dan Clough’s, the machine superintendent’s, he’s down here with me getting machinery. Well there’s his house, and quite a few like that . . .”

“A church?”

“Yes, certainly, what do you think we are? There’s a church, or at least we’ve put a building up, a dandy, that we can use for a church — jack pine and tamarack — with open fireplaces and lockers for bottles — we’re using it as a sort of club just now because we’ve no one to preach in it yet . . . the boys play poker in it. We’ve got electric light and all kinds of modern comforts like, well — electric light and those sort of things . . .”

“Well, what kind of fellers are up there?” persisted the questioner.

“What kind of fellers?” Charlie answered almost angrily. “Why, first class! What would you expect? Some of the fellers are working for the company, and others come through surveying and prospecting. Now you take Freddie de Vere, — he came out from England. Freddie had been at Oxford but he was all right. You’d never notice the difference. Freddie was with us for months and months last year. He brought out money to invest but he lost it.”

“In mines?”

“No — just with the boys. He’s gone back for more. He has an uncle who is a big English financier — I don’t mean a crook, I mean an English financier — Freddie may get him to invest in Angel Pond but this uncle wants to make sure. He wants to be assured first about the question of its being crooked. If he wasn’t sure of that he wouldn’t put in a cent. The boys are looking forward to Freddie coming back. He was popular . . .”

Then someone asked the question we all had in mind.

“Any women?”

“Women! Why, of course, women, and some mighty nice cultivated women too. Take Mrs. Clough — that’s Dan Clough’s wife, the machine superintendent; he’s down with me now — the Senora, we call her . . . she’s from Mexico. Her first husband was hanged down there. But that’s nothing against her. And her present husband, Dan, is A1. So was her second husband, too. Dan knew him in Mexico. He was shot. Then Dan brought her up here. She’s a mighty fine woman, cultivated — experienced.”

“She must be,” remarked a feller. But it went past.

“Then there is Mrs. Macdonough, Sandy Macdonough’s wife. He’s the government surveyor.”

“Scotch?” asked someone.

“He is,” said Charlie, “he’s from New Brunswick. She’s a MicMac. That’s why he brought her up. There’s quite a little group of women . . . they’re all right, too, better than a lot of your darned . . .”

He paused and the shadow fell. It hadn’t occurred to him to doubt the merit of those whom they called the “girls” up at Angel Pond.

“Have another Scotch, Charlie,” someone said. He drank it.

What was the good of trying to explain the North to a bunch of flats in the city, who had no idea what it’s really like . . . it all seems to come out wrong. Charlie Blunt’s good-tempered face took on a saddened look.

Charlie, I say, seemed a little discouraged. The shadow had fallen across his face. He took his drink and there was a moment’s silence. Then one of the “fellers” just to put him in countenance again, said gently:

“And you hope to get a clergyman there at Angel Pond, presently?”

“Oh, yes,” Charlie said, “in fact we have our eye on the very man, if he’s not too big for us to swing. You’ve probably heard of Reverend Irwin?”

No one had.

“We had him, Irwin, down to see us last winter. He’s the Bishop of Belcher Islands, they call him the ‘Apostle of the North.’ Ever heard of him?”

It stuck in my mind that I’d heard of about twenty “Apostles of the North,” more than the original crowd, but I couldn’t remember this one.

“He’s a great feller,” said Charlie. “He’s a huge, husky-looking man, so big he’d throw any two of us all round. He’d do it, too, mind you in a minute. He’s the real thing, that man — no religious stuff, you know what I mean — takes a drink any time, takes a cigar, takes anything. What do you think that man did? He went the year before last right up among the Eskimos along the north of the Bay, lived right among them — just shared everything they had; just took what they’d got and never asked for anything else . . .”

“Yes. It was their special seal season when they catch the young seal and have the blubber feasts. The Bishop just sat right in and ate blubber — more than they could.”

“He did, eh?”

“And the year before that he went right across the plains — You know where the Athabascan Indians have their big annual cariboo hunt east of Lake Athabasca? Well, the Bishop went and lived with them — just like one of themselves, shared everything with them, just what they had, food, tobacco — just one of themselves. That’s the season you know, of the cariboo meat feast. He was in that.”

“And what did the Bishop come to you for, Charlie?” asked the smart Aleck.

“He’d run out of chewing tobacco,” Charlie answered, “but he never complained, just started out for three hundred miles on snowshoes. He’d been with the Mounted Police, near God’s Lake.”

“Preaching to them?” someone asked.

“No, helping them to find whiskey . . . often and often he finds it when no one else can. ‘Let me get it,’ he says, and goes out all alone. Well, anyway he ran out of chewing tobacco and he came all the way down to get some at Angel Pond.”

“Did he preach to you at Angel Pond?” we asked.

“He was going to,” Charlie said, “he was all set to, but the way it was — that very Sunday, not knowing he was coming, they’d arranged to use the church for a big euchre game, so the Bishop joined in that instead. But he carried out a baptism there right after the game—”

“One of the children?”

“No, there weren’t any. It was an old Indian, Musquash Joe — they say he’s a hundred and ten years old. The Bishop found he’d never been baptised and baptised him right there . . .”

“In a font?”

“No, with a teaspoon with a little whiskey. He’s like that — always finds a way to do a thing. He’s a great fellow—” Charlie repeated— “more good than all these high-toned city clergymen put together. He left us to strike right across to Lake Mistassini. The Indians over there — they’re Montagnais, you know, and haven’t changed since Champlain — hold their dog feast once a year. The Bishop was timing himself for that. You know,” said Charlie, “I think a man like that spreads Christianity, gets people to know it, better than all the darned . . .”

But just at that moment another man shoved the door of the room open and appeared in the doorway with a bag in each hand.

“Say, Charlie,” he called, “you’ll have to hurry. The train goes in fifteen minutes and we can only just make it. I’ve got the reservations and everything . . .”

“All right,” said Charlie, as he rose in a chorus of good-byes and good wishes.

I walked out into the corridor to say good-bye.

“You off back north already?” I said. “I thought your machinery wouldn’t be ready for six weeks.”

“It won’t,” he added. “Dan and I (meet our mine superintendent) are taking a trip to Florida.”


COOKING FOR VICTORY

[image: img70.jpg]

“OH, MRS. BEETON, is it really you? I am so delighted to meet you. How terribly well you look, and — if you don’t mind my saying so — how nice and plump. Of course it must be the good feeding.”

And with that we sat down to talk in Mrs. Beeton’s double drawing-room. It seemed so wonderful to be actually talking to Mrs. Beeton, that famous Mrs. Beeton of Mrs. Beeton’s Cook Book. I had imagined that she must have been dead and gone — perhaps cooked — long ago. Yet here she was, sitting in the drawing-room in front of me, and absolutely unmistakable — the full, matronly figure, the dark dress fitting close to what was called in her day the bust, the neatly parted hair, the bangles, the pince-nez — oh, Mrs. Beeton certainly, wherever she came from.

“I’m especially glad to meet you now,” I went on, “because there are so many things I want to ask you. In war-time, it seems to me, careful cooking and the economy of food would mean a tremendous lot.”

Mrs. Beeton gravely bowed her head. “In war-time,” she said, “as I frequently tell Mr. Beeton, the services of women are the mainstay of the nation.” . . .

“And what does Mr. Beeton say?”

“He doesn’t say anything,” she said, “I shouldn’t wish him to.”

“Mr. Beeton, I suppose, must be of great help to you in collaboration?”

“None whatever,” she said calmly— “or practically none. Of course he eats everything first, particularly now when there’s such a danger of poisoning.”

Then to my surprise she called: “Alfred!”

I was aware of something in a dressing-gown shuffling around in the other half of the room and a voice said, “Yes, my dear!”

“Go up and bring me down from my writing-table my Cooking for War-time, the 1943 Revision.”

I heard something start shuffling up the stairs. Then Mrs. Beeton called, as if by an afterthought.

“Alfred, one minute!”

“Yes, my dear.”

“Had you finished what you were eating?”

“Yes, quite finished.”

“You ate it all?”

“Virtually, yes, virtually.”

“And are you still all right? You are? Then go on up and get the book.”

“It is a very interesting experiment,” she said. “You see, in war-time it is simply impossible to let people keep their aluminum pots and saucepans merely because they prevent poisoning . . . we need the metal . . . so I have been having Alfred’s breakfast cooked in different kinds of cheap metal, to see which are free from poison. This morning I tried galvanized iron. Ah, here he comes with the book . . .”

Mr. Beeton shuffled in, his long Victorian dressing-gown up to his ears. He had a mild face, quite empty.

“Let me introduce Mr. Beeton, my husband,” said Mrs. Beeton.

Mr. Beeton came forward with an outstretched hand and a sort of feeble cheeriness.

“I rather think” — he began.

“You don’t need to, Alfred,” said Mrs. Beeton, “and now run along like a good boy for I have some important business here. Ask Cook for some beans that you are to eat — she knows which ones—”

“And now—” said Mrs. Beeton— “I know just what you’re thinking of — war-time recipes. You see, I have been working on it. I have a list of Recipes Directed to the War-Time Effort for conserving the natural food supply by (a) using minimum quantities, (b) using the cheapest ingredients, (c) making things go as far as possible, (d) preserving the flavor, taste and appetizing quality of dishes.”

“That’s it,” I said, “exactly,” and I took out a pad and pencil as I spoke— “and I’d like to write some of them down for the newspaper I represent.”

“Very good,” said Mrs. Beeton and began turning over the leaves of the big book. “Let me see — what shall we try? Now here — terrapin — tarragon — turtle soup — do you like turtle soup?”

“I do,” I said.

“So do I, very much, in fact I adore it. It’s too rich for Alfred but I used to serve it all the time. Let’s see what it says. ‘Take a fresh turtle, take one gill of old sherry or madeira.’ ”

“But stop,” I said, “I’m afraid there are no turtles on the market now” — 

“No, I forgot, of course not — but this, pâté de foie sandwiches. ‘Take one gill of fine old brown sherry, one ounce of pâté, and a sandwich. Insert the pâté in the sandwich, and drink the sherry before serving.’

“Now that,” she said, “would be excellent for war workers in offices, just as a snack, every half hour or so, while waiting for meals. Here’s a similar one,” she went on, again turning the leaves, “that would be excellent to stave off fatigue. ‘Lobster jelly in aspic — take a gill or more of old brown sherry, one cold broiled lobster and a pot of melted aspic. Remove the lobster’s claws and dip them in the aspic. Drink the sherry while dipping them.’ And now here’s something that would be terribly good, I think, for men on active service, especially men at sea, who suffer from lack of appetite . . . it’s really delicious. Quail a la King — take a pint of Burgundy, one quail, and a few leaves of mace, thyme, rosemary, with either asparagus tips or French petits pois.”

“Oh, but I’m afraid, Mrs. Beeton,” I interrupted, “you had rather mistaken my meaning. I wasn’t thinking so much of delicacies, and luxuries and things to tempt the appetite. I was thinking more of plain food for the home, how to cook plain wholesome dishes at a minimum cost.”

“Ah, but you should have said so,” said Mrs. Beeton cheerfully — and I realized that whatever she might or might not be, she was at least a comfortable, cheerful sort of person, a result, no doubt, of much catering to the male appetite. “Plain food, of course, but that’s the very thing we are all most interested in. Let me see . . .” She readjusted her glasses and ran the leaves again through her fingers, muttering the headings as the pages went past . . . plain joints and cuts . . . dog meat . . . meat for the nursery . . . servants’ meals . . . feeding cats. “Ah, yes, now this for example — Irish Stew.”

Mrs. Beeton sat back triumphantly, her face all smiles, her book poised for reading.

“Irish Stew!” she repeated enthusiastically. “Do you like it?”

“Very much indeed,” I said, “and surely that must cost very little.”

“Nothing!” said Mrs. Beeton. “Practically nothing, when it’s made according to my recipe — just a few simple things and a few ingredients that are found in every kitchen. Now, suppose we work this out together. You check it off with your pencil. Of course, you can alter the quantities if you like. Are you ready? Take about a gill of old brown sherry . . . wait,” she said, “we’ll judge that by itself; nothing like accuracy. I’ll have Cook bring it.”

Mrs. Beeton reached out and pulled an old-fashioned bell-rope that hung beside her. To my surprise a cook appeared, looking like Mrs. Beeton herself, just out of an old-fashioned book — the full white apron, the queer white cap.

“You rang, ma’am?” she said.

“I did,” said Mrs. Beeton. “I want you to bring about a gill — or no, two gills; we must work it out separately — of sherry.”

“The old brown ma’am?” asked the cook.

“Yes, the old brown, and, oh, Cook — just a minute — has Mr. Beeton eaten his beans?”

“Yes ma’am,” said the cook, “all but a few.”

“Give those to Fido,” said Mrs. Beeton.

“I have,” said the cook; “she won’t touch them.”

“H’m,” said Mrs. Beeton thoughtfully. “Has Mr. Beeton gone upstairs yet?”

“No, ma’am, he’s just sitting there.”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Beeton cheerfully, “digestion! I always have him sit very still when I’m experimenting. That’ll do, Cook, and thank you.”

“Now,” Mrs. Beeton went on, resuming her cheerful and efficient manner, “the use of sherry in Irish stew is a thing of which many people are ignorant. But it’s most economical as the Irish stew goes ever so much further if mixed with sherry . . . indeed you hardly need any stew. Now, try that sherry. Excellent, isn’t it?”

The good lady beamed over her sherry glass . . .

“No doubt you agree that a brown sherry is better in any recipe than a dry sherry . . . The only question is whether a gill is enough. However, let’s see what follows. Irish Stew. Take a dozen eggs.”

“A dozen eggs?” I protested. “But surely no one could afford a dozen, and anyway eggs are not in a stew.”

“We always mix the gravy, the liquid part first,” explained Mrs. Beeton. “Take a dozen eggs, or more as required, and beat them in French Burgundy; stir in bay leaves, rosemary, and a liberal quantity of truffles.”

“But surely,” I protested again, “no one could have all those things now. What is the meat part?”

“It’s economy in the long run,” said Mrs. Beeton. “After that come the potatoes and plain vegetables and all that but, if you like, I’ll skip that to go right to the meat . . . let me see. Yes, here . . . take a young boiled lamb and throw away all of it but the ribs; dip these ribs in the stew as already prepared and serve with melted butter and anchovy sauce laced with brandy.”

But at that moment Cook appeared in the doorway.

“I beg your pardon, ma’am,” she said.

“Well,” said Mrs. Beeton, “what is it?”

“It’s master. He seems took rather bad. He’s fallen off his chair.”

“Tut, tut,” said Mrs. Beeton quietly, “the beans, of course. But some of our experiments are bound to fail; we must simply persevere and persevere. Cook,” she continued, “you must run across the street to the doctor’s and ask him to come over, and to bring his stomach pump, the large one . . .”

“And now,” she said, turning to me, “I’m afraid I must ask you to excuse me. Illness in the house always depresses me. I shall take a walk. Good morning.”


GOOD NEWS! A NEW PARTY!
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(“THE OLD-TIME POLITICAL parties, gentlemen, have had their day. What we need is new life, new energy and, above all, if I may say so, a new Working of the Spirit.” — From any soapbox, Halifax to California.)

It is a great pleasure — indeed it gives me a thrill — to be able to announce to the public through the kindly medium of this volume that at last the New Party has come! The hope, the promise, contained in such words as those above is fulfilled. The thing is here. I saw its inception. I was present at it myself no later than last night. All that is now needed is to keep it incepted . . .

Now, please, don’t ask me for details, for names and places and all that; everything will appear in the full publicity of the newspapers.

It came about this way. I’m not in politics but I have many friends who are — some on one side, some on the other, some on both . . . naturally I hear of the new movements. So when Hoggitt called on the phone to me to come down and join him at the Piccadilly I knew that the big stuff was on.

I found him there at a table and he began to talk, right away and with the greatest enthusiasm, about the new Party. You know Hoggitt. He’s all right. He’s got a sort of fierce way of talking, but he’s all right. He’s a big dark fellow and he always seems to be threatening but he isn’t — that is, he is in a way, but he’s all right. Anyway I’d no sooner sat down than he was talking full speed of the Party — with a sort of inspiration.

“It’s the real thing,” he said, “it’s based on human sympathy and equality — where’s that damn waiter? We’re aiming at what the old parties never had — social cohesion — I’d like to fire that fellow — and the right of every man to a voice . . . gimme that check and don’t talk back to me. . .”

He was still muttering at the waiter when we left . . .

“We’ll drive along to the meeting,” he said.

But, of course, we couldn’t get a taxi; we waited — say, we must have waited four minutes; anyway Hoggitt said, “Oh come along. There’s no use waiting for a taxi; these taxi fellers just go beyond all limits . . . and money! What they’re making now! I don’t know what they get, but, by gosh, a mighty comfortable living, I’ll say! It’s a scandal.”

So we walked. In any case it was only four blocks and I was glad because it gave Hoggitt a chance to explain to me all about the new party. I must say it sounded fine — no more of that miserable intrigue and crookedness of the old parties . . . things done in the dark . . . no more leaning on the “interests” for money; just straight honesty. Hoggitt said that when we got to the hall he’d introduce me to the chairman, but not to pay too much attention to him as they were going to ease him out. Of course he doesn’t know it. They’ll keep him while they still need him. Hoggitt said he’s not sufficiently genial — that was it — or, no, I’ve got it wrong — too genial.

The meeting was in a pretty big hall. There must have been well over a hundred, most of them smoking and standing round. They looked all right, too. I’ve been to a good many political meetings but I couldn’t see anything wrong with them. Some of them looked mighty decent fellers, you know — educated — not like what you’d imagine at all. It seemed a kind of free and easy crowd. The chairman was just going to the platform so I only had time to shake hands with him, a middle aged looking man, quite well dressed — in fact I couldn’t see a thing wrong with him.

Anyway he got up to talk, but they didn’t listen much; they went on talking in groups round the room. Hoggitt said that’s the way they do; they find they can get through more business if they don’t listen. Hoggitt says that’s the curse of Washington and Ottawa — one of them; he named quite a few.

The chairman was talking about the name of the party. He said, “Gentlemen, you’ll be glad to know we’ve succeeded in getting a name for our party. You remember last week our difficulty over the proposal to christen the party the Forward Party . . .”

There was noise and applause which Hoggitt explained to me was because some of the members — people of fine old families who’d never moved since they came to America — thought that the Backward Party would be better, a finer ideal.

“We tried,” the chairman went on, “both the name Forward Party and the name Backward Party, and, as you recall, the name Backwards-and-Forwards Party. We wanted something that would mean progressive and yet mean conservative . . . but we couldn’t get it . . . We left, as you will remember, a committee sitting on it and they sat, at the Piccadilly, all that night but failed to find it. I’m glad to say that there has since come in the brilliant suggestion of a member — I won’t name him — but you all know him, who gives us the title The Non-Party Party . . .”

Great applause . . . and cries . . . “Carried! Carried!”

Hoggitt explained to me on the side that the name came from Prof. Woodstick, Professor of Greek, who’s in the party. In fact some of them call him the “brains of the party.” Hoggitt thinks they’ll probably have to drop him. People don’t like the idea of brains running a party. Look at Washington or at Ottawa — at the successful parties. Still I’ll say in favor of Professor Woodstick, he doesn’t look educated . . .

The chairman came and sat with us, while a man — I didn’t catch his name — was talking on what shall we do to get the farmer’s vote. It seems he’s a member of the platform committee (subsection farming), but Mr. Mills the chairman says they’ll probably have to shift him off. He looks too countrified. Anyway nobody listened much. He was talking mostly about his own little place out near Knowlton — no, I’ve got that wrong — out past Knowlton; he said he wouldn’t call it exactly a farm, but we could call it a farm if we liked, so I called it a farm. It appears he grows a lot of stuff on it, more lettuce, for instance, than his wife can eat, in fact, nearly enough for the horse . . . Well, you know what farm talk is at political meetings; he asked how many had seen the new type of dry silo? They hadn’t . . .

But what he got to at length was the committee platform to catch the farm interest. I saw right away it was certainly good— “to give to all farmers a proper aggregate share of their own produce.” That’s the very thing to attract farmers. Someone wanted to insert the word “just” make it read a “just share.” But it was explained that the Liberals gave them that. They’ve had that since 1896.

There was a lot of unanimity and good feeling over that but on the other hand a lot of difficulty over the question of labor. The man who got up to talk (I didn’t catch his name, something like Fitkin, or Delbosse — a name like that) — anyway, he said he was a lawyer and couldn’t pretend to speak of labor but he said he had the deepest sympathy for labor but all the same it was hard even for a lawyer to get a formula to satisfy labor. A lot of the labor men now, he explained, are mighty well educated and it’s hard to put anything past them; difficult to find words for a platform that they wouldn’t see through. He’d made, he said, a conscientious attempt at some honest direct statement but everything seemed to have the same fault of giving away its meaning. He had had with him on the committee, he said, the Reverend Canon Sip . . .

There was applause at that, because everybody knows the Canon, and he was sitting right there anyway. Hoggitt explained that they had tried to keep him away but they failed; Hoggitt says it’s all right to talk of popularity but the Canon makes a bad impression — too damn simple and friendly, Hoggitt said. “It won’t go over with the plain people . . .”

Well, he’d had with him, the lawyer said, Canon Sip and their friend Mr. Vault who as they all knew was a bank manager, or rather an ex-bank manager, whom we were all glad to see back again with us, but with all that the three of them could do, it was hard to find any adequate words that wouldn’t right away show what was meant. It was no use, he said, to advocate a “just reward” for labor. That might be all right for farmers, probably too much, but labor would see through it right away. But he was glad to say that Canon Sip had suggested a labor platform that he believed would carry the country. “We propose to give to labor everywhere an entire freedom from work.”

There was a lot of applause, and I must say I realized the party had hit it this time — here you had all the old slogans, “freedom to work” and “freedom of work” subsumed — that was the word the speaker used — into one lucid thought.

It was a great hit for the Canon — no wonder he’s popular. You see he’s not a bit like what you’d expect from a religious man — he’s always cheerful, takes a drink any time, in fact he was quite tight at Peggy Sherar’s wedding the other day — smokes a cigar, indeed as someone said at the meeting, he just seems the ideal of an early Christian, you know, the kind they used to burn at Rome. All the same, some of them are a little afraid of it. They say if people get the idea that a party stands for religion, it’s all over with it. So Mills and Hoggitt both talk of easing Canon Sip out of the party. They would, except that having him may help to bring in the liquor interest. It seems you can’t possibly hope to get anything out of the liquor interest unless you have with you some sort of showing of clergymen and professors. Lawyers don’t help much for that.

Mentioning that reminds me of the main thing of the evening, the really crucial stuff, when they all sat and listened — the discussion of ways and means, how to get money to carry on.

The chairman of the interim finance committee read a report which he prefaced with a repetition of last week’s general resolution in favor of fair and open means of raising funds, without secrecy or subservience to moneyed interest. He said the committee had been at work. But he said, gentlemen, before you can get to fair and open means you’ve got to do a good lot of spade work underground in the dark. The committee, he said, had been hard at this. The time, he said, was not ripe to say what they had been doing. But they had not been idle. They had approached already three of our largest banks for financial support, with gratifying results. The first had invited them to come back in a month; the second, to come back in three months; the third had invited them never to come back. This, on the whole, was gratifying. They had got in touch with several manufacturing interests; one of the members of this committee knew personally very well the head of one of these interests — or rather, knew a lot about him — and had already obtained in this way his pledge to give as much as he has to.

They had done their best in the direction of both the liquor interests and the churches. But as members present would realize, it is very hard to attract the interest of these unless you get them together. They go, as we all know, hand in hand. Any large, really large, contribution from a liquor source will bring the clergy round us at once.

Meanwhile any members who would care before they passed out to leave a small party donation would find Mr. Sibley the treasurer at the table here. He added that Mr. Sibley had ink and a blank cheque book. But it was too bad. A lot of them were moving out already and I don’t think they heard about Mr. Sibley having the cheque book.

I was driven home after the meeting by one of the younger members who had a car — a college boy, keen as anything on politics, enthusiastic and, I could see by his talk, straight as a string. He said he thought there were too many older men in the thing; he was trying to engineer an inside group of young men to get them out. That was queer, wasn’t it? Because Hoggitt had told me they’d have to get rid of a lot of the younger men . . .

Anyway, there’s no doubt what the party means.


THE LIFE OF LEA AND PERRINS
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(“THERE IS NO greater stimulus to our National Spirit than the contemplation of the lives of the great men who have made our country what it is . . .”)

The coming together of Lea and Perrins, about a century and a half ago, which was later on to have such momentous consequences, seems to have been entirely fortuitous. They met first as schoolboys at the old Winchester school. Harry Perrins, a vigorous young fellow in the Senior Fourth, came upon young Charles Lea, a new boy, standing alone in a corner of the Quad. He felt drawn to this shy, unknown lad. “What are you doing?” he asked. “Just dreaming,” answered Charles. “I say,” said Harry, “dreaming? That’s a queer idea — dreaming of what?”

“Of a sauce,” answered Charles.

“What sort of sauce?” asked Harry.

“Ah, that I don’t know as yet,” replied the little fellow.

That began the friendship of the two boys henceforth inseparable . . .

 

The boys went early to Oxford, to Worcester College, their parents being anxious to get them through it before the French Revolution broke out.

It was at Oxford that Harry Perrins learned glass blowing. “If you’re still thinking of that sauce,” he said to Charles Lea, “I think I could make a jolly good bottle for it.”

Charles looked dreamily at his friend, “The vinegar,” he said: “I’m studying chemistry.”

It was on a bright morning after the Declaration of Independence that Charles Lea came early across the Quad to wake up Harry. “I can make it,” he said.

A few days later in a cellar of the old Mitre Tavern Charles and Harry stood looking into a broad vat full of dark liquid. Charles threw into it a last spoonful of powder. “That’s got it,” he said.

“What was in that powder, Charlie?” asked Harry.

“Hush, hush,” Charles said, “there are people above.”

“Whisper it,” said Harry.

“No, no,” answered Charles, “not now.”

“What do we do next?” asked Harry presently.

“We have to wait twenty-five years,” said Charlie. “You can’t hurry vinegar. Everybody knows that.”

“What do we do in the twenty-five years?”

“We have to think out a label,” said Charles. “We’ll need all the time.”

 

The twenty-five years, thus busily occupied, seemed to pass like a drop in a vat. One year Charles got the idea of a bird on the label, and within a few years more Harry seized the notion of the picture of a rabbit. A few hurried years were devoted to selecting the color, and — it seemed in no time — the thing was done.

They were ready to bottle up, still both under sixty, hale and hearty, having never touched sauce in their lives.

Then came an unforeseen delay.

“Charles,” said Harry, “how do we sell it?”

“What do you mean?” asked Charles, still as impractical as ever.

“Sell it, sell it. Put it on the market and push it.”

“It’s a good sauce,” protested Charles.

“Good? Of course it is — but that won’t advertise it. Didn’t you learn anything from the French Revolution?”

Charles was impractical, but he had a rapid mind.

“That’s it,” he said; “you’ve said it.”

“What do you mean?” asked Harry.

“The French Revolution. Aristocracy? Don’t you see, we’ll say the sauce was made from a recipe given us by a nobleman . . .”

“Hold on,” said Harry, puzzled, “a nobleman couldn’t make up a recipe.”

“Of course not,” said Charles. “Don’t you see, we’ll say he did.”

A few days later Harry turned up at Charles’s rooms with a tall aristocratic man, stamped with all the stamps that mark nobility.

“This is Lord Nit of Worcester,” he said. “Show him where to sign.”

“You don’t need to,” said Harry, “just write, ‘from the recipe of a nobleman of that county’.”

Lord Nit took the pen.

“I say,” he said, “rather good that, eh?”

With that the sauce was on.

The busy years spun past, expanding the British Empire as the need for the sauce kept bulging it outwards.

There was still much to do. Eager years passed in the quest of a glass stopper and a cork, involving the expulsion of the Portuguese Royal Family.

Charles and Harry, still hale and hearty, confidently expected to live on into the reign of Queen Victoria.

But it was not to be.

There came a day when a breathless manservant broke into Harry’s study . . .

“Could you come over, sir, at once?” he managed to say. “It’s Mr. Charles. He’s real bad.”

“What’s he been taking?” asked Harry.

“Some of the sauce, I’m afraid, sir.”

“Good Lord!” gasped Harry.

Harry leant over Charles’s bed. It seemed as if they were back again, boys together, in the old Winchester Quad, with Charlie still dreaming.

“Charlie,” murmured Harry, “Charlie, can you still hear me? What was in the spoon?”

But there came no answer.


A MORNING OFF

[image: img70.jpg]

(“IT IS THE duty of each and every one of us to maintain in war-time not only an unflinching courage but even a cheerful optimism that defies misfortune.” — Winston Churchill, Mrs. Roosevelt, and other speakers.)

I read that motto, hanging on my wall just before starting out this morning. But for once I didn’t need it, because I’m in for a cheery morning anyway.

I’m going down to my dentist, and what do you think? He said he could give me the whole morning if need be! Think of that, eh?

So here I sit snug and cosy in the big chair, the great plate glass window in front of me, the sun pouring in and the birds singing outside. My dentist friend walks round in his white coat — now I see him, now I don’t see him. You see I have my head in a V-shaped affair — for Victory. I never thought of it before! — and so I can’t move it sideways. He needs my head that way when we’re using the large augur, the two-inch, going at high speed.

For the moment my dental friend is out of the room, telephoning, I imagine. The merry fellow is so popular with all his friends that they seem to ring him up every few minutes.

Little scraps of his conversation reach my ears as I lie half-buried in my white towel, in a sweet reverie of expectancy . . .

“Pretty bad in the night, was it, eh? Well, perhaps you’d better come along down and we’ll make a boring through that biscuspid and see what’s there!”

Full of ideas, he is, always like that — never discouraged, something new to suggest all the time. And then I hear him say; “Well, let me see. I’m busy now for about a couple of hours” — hurrah! That means me! I was so afraid he was going to say “I’ll be through here in about five minutes.” But no, it’s all right; I’ve got two long, dreamy hours in front of me.

He comes back into the room and his cheery presence, as he searches among his instruments and gives a preliminary buzz to the buzzer, seems to make the sunshine even brighter. How pleasant life seems — the dear old life; that is, the life I quitted ten minutes ago and to which, please Providence, I hope to return in two hours. I never felt, till I sat here, how full and pleasant life is.

So runs my pleasant reverie. But, meanwhile, my dental friend has taken up a little hammer and has tapped me in his playful way, on the back teeth.

“Feel that?” he says.

And he’s right, the merry dog! I do feel it. He guessed it right away. I am hoping so much that he will hit me again.

Come on, let’s have a little more fun like that. But no. He’s laid aside his hammer and as nearly as we can see has rolled up his cuffs to the elbow and has started his good old electric buzzer into a roar.

Ah, ha! Now we are going to get something — this is going to be the big fun, the real thing. That’s the greatest thing about our little dental mornings, there’s always something new. Always as I sit I have a pleasant expectancy that my dental friend is planning a new one.

Now, then, let us sit back tight, while he drives at our jaw with the buzzer. Of all the exhilarating feelings of hand-to-hand conflict of man against man, of mind matched against mind, and intelligence pitted against intelligence, I know of none more stimulating than when we brace ourselves for this conflict of man and machinery.

He has on his side the power of electricity and the force of machinery. But I am not without resource. I brace myself, laughingly, in my chair while he starts to bore. We need, in fact, our full strength; but, on the other hand, if he tries to keep up at this pace his hands will get tired. I realize, with a sense of amusement, that if his machine slips, he may get a nasty thump on the hand against my jawbone.

A female voice speaking into the room has called him to the telephone, and again I am alone. What if he never comes back!

The awful thought leaps to my mind, what if he comes in and says, “I’m sorry to say I have to take a train out of town at once.” How terrible!

Perhaps he’ll come in and say, “Excuse me, I have to leave instantly for Ungava!” or, “I’ll have to let your work go; they’ve sent for me to go to China!”

But no, how lucky! Back he comes again. I’ve not lost him. And now what is he at? Stuffing cotton-wool up into my head, wool saturated with some kind of drugs, and pounding it in with a little hammer.

And then — all of a sudden, so it seems — he steps back and says, “There, that will do nicely till Monday.”

Never mind! After all, he said Monday! It won’t seem so long till then!


MR. PLUMTER, B.A., REVISITS THE OLD SHOP
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(REMEMBER NOW THY college in the days of thy graduation. — Ecclesiastes — Improved).

Mr. Archie Plumter, college graduate, lives in one of those towns that lie fast asleep in the garden part of Western Ontario. You know the little places — all trees and grass and hedges and flowers, with the houses well back from the street and all boulevarded together. In Woodsdale you can’t tell where the McLeans’ lawn ends and Dr. Selby’s begins. Somewhere concealed in the middle of the town is the main street with the shops on it, and away off at the side, down hill, is the railway station, which is really more of a lawn and a flower garden than a station. All the big through trains stop at Woodsdale (for water) and the passengers ask the porter what place this is and he looks out of the window and shakes his head.

But it’s just the place for a college graduate. You see, a college graduate, as Plumter himself says, could hardly stand it in the country. His mind is too active. But here — again as Archie himself explains — you have everything, just as in the city. If you want to do any shopping you get anything you want right here on the main street; say you want a pair of boots — they have them; say you want a necktie, they’ll have it, or they’ll send for it. And, anyway, if you have any big shopping, any serious buying to do, you’ve only to hop on the train and even the slow train runs you into the City in three hours, and the flyer does it in two and three quarters. There’s a picture house in town or if you want to go to the theatres you’ve only to step on the train and there you are, in Detroit. How long? About four hours. Or if you want music, well, what’s the matter with taking a steamer across Lake Erie to Cleveland? That’s what Archie Plumter does, or at least that’s not what he does but it’s what he could do if he did it. Or suppose you want a drink? Well, you can’t get a drink in Woodsdale because it’s local option and so they have no choice. But all you have to do is jump in the car, drive twelve miles and get all you want.

Mr. Plumter is in the milling business (flour and feed). That’s his mill — as it was his father’s — that huge stone grist mill, sunk down so deep in Woodsdale Creek that, big as it is, the trees have overgrown and overtopped it. A stone grist mill is one of the few of man’s contrivances which, with a touch of time’s hand, can even improve on nature. There it stands, with the water pounding over the dam beside it, and churning up white foam among the stones below; a roar of water outside, and inside a never ending trembling and vibration of the floors, as the great mill stones hum as drowsily and steadily as the earth upon its axis . . . The floors all a-tremble, and on them the millers, moving bags of flour on little hand trucks and talking with the incoming farmers with one hand to their ear. After work the millers go home, dusted all over with fine white — looking better men — right out of the Bible.

 

Thus roars and thunders Plumter’s mill and it seems now that it is to start to grind grist for Mr. Plumter’s old college. . . .

 

It has been my fortune at intervals to pass through Woodsdale on the through trains, and I often stop over between the flyer and the slow train, or contrariwise, and spend a few hours with Archie Plumter. He and I were at college together twenty years or more ago and so when we meet Archie’s talk is all college — all about the “old shop” as he loves to call it. How is it getting on? Have I been round it at all lately?

Oddly enough, in the twenty years since our graduation Archie has never once been “back;” and this, despite the fact that he’s in and out of the city, as he himself says, practically all the time, certainly every two years or so. He means to go to the college! . . . always means to . . . every time he takes a trip to the city he tells Nell (that’s his wife) that he means to have a look around the old joint. But he never does. You see he always has some business in the morning, and generally he takes “some feller” out to lunch, and is apt to meet “one or two fellers” on the street — when a man as genial and comfortable as Archie Plumter comes to the city, the whole street seems filled with accidental “good fellers” as genial as himself.

So he doesn’t go. That’s nothing. Most graduates are like that, even right in the city. They never go near the old college, unless it’s in a bee line between their house and their office. Often they don’t see it for ten years. That’s nothing to do with their enthusiasm.

Plumter is keen on college. He tells me that they often talk, Dr. Selby and himself, of getting up a college dinner right there in Woodsdale. It seems they’ve quite a group of graduates. As Archie says, counting himself and Dr. Selby — and Dr. Selby and himself — and not counting the Methodist minister because you would hardly expect him to take anything, there’d be ten of the boys altogether, or eleven if you count the druggist. They often talk of a dinner. But there are difficulties. At a college dinner the boys would naturally like to wear dinner jackets. But there are two of the boys who haven’t got dinner jackets. So that has held the thing up — just as it has for many college dinners from Halifax to Pasadena.

 

So I wasn’t surprised when about a couple of weeks ago I got a letter from Archie which said, “If you are coming through here soon I’d be glad if you’d stay over and have dinner some evening. I have some college stuff to ask you about — important stuff — but I’d rather talk about it than explain it in a letter.”

Naturally I took occasion as soon as I could stay from afternoon local to the night flyer.

It was one of those beautiful evenings in late September, everything soft and still and mellow; the water in the dam was lower and the water below the dam was quieter, and the main street drowsier and the trees heavier — and the gladioli and asters and late petunias and golden glow banked round the houses and all of Woodsdale hazy and soft with that touch of Indian summer that would have touched even an Indian.

Archie Plumter’s house — but you know exactly what that would be like — large and low — sandstone and red brick, and half timber, with sweeping porches and verandahs and clipped grass and flowers, yet as if all in a woodland.

“There’s the old college,” Archie said as he led me into the library and pointed to a picture. “Nell will be down in a minute. Pretty good of the old joint, isn’t it? Just take a good look at it while I shake up a cocktail.”

The reader must make no mistake about that cocktail. I said above that you can’t get drinks in Woodsdale. Neither can you. This was just some rye and vermouth that Archie had in the house. In fact that’s the only way they can get it — to have it in the house.

“I’ve got some stuff to talk about,” said Archie, “but I’d sooner let it keep till after dinner . . .”

We drank the cocktail and in came Nell. Archie Plumter has been as comfortable and fortunate in his marriage as in everything else. Nell’s father was a lumberman; in fact, he was a big lumberman, one of the biggest, and there’s something about that business of the forest almost as warm and natural as flour and feed, or big scale farming. Poets may talk as they like about a fisherman’s daughter who lives on the water. But for matrimony, for comfortable companionship and financial strength, give me a lumberman’s daughter every time. “Nell, you remember,” said Archie as we shook hands, “was at college too. But she, of course, didn’t go on to a degree.”

No, of course she didn’t. Anyone as pretty as she must have been twenty years ago didn’t need a degree. She could pick up something easier at college than that.

“Nell,” said Archie, “was a partial.”

Was she really? You’d hardly think so now. She looks pretty complete. Still, the years have used her kindly.

“I was just showing this picture of the old circus,” continued Archie. “That picture was taken the first year I played on the football team. You remember, Nell, the big game when the college moved up to second place but I couldn’t play because of my wrist?”

No doubt Nell remembered it all right: but more likely as the game when he held her hand under the rug on the football benches, and she realized that perhaps she wouldn’t need to go any further with mathematics. College girls have their own calendar. They don’t remember the day the college gave an honorary degree to the British Ambassador. They remember the day they first wore their dark blue dress with the fur collar.

We went into dinner, one of those excellent and solid dinners, heavy with steak and light with claret and fragrant with coffee and cigars — the kind of real dinner only to be arranged by a lumberman’s daughter who remembers feeding her father — just the thing to nourish the trained college brain. The claret, fortunately, was some that Archie had in the cellar; so was the Scotch whiskey that we had afterwards — just stuff out of the cellar.

All through dinner Archie was full of reminiscences and questions and filled with by-gone admiration.

“What became of Professor Crabbe, the Greek Professor?”

“He’s still there, I think,” I said.

“Some of the fellows didn’t like him so much,” said Archie, “and of course I never took Greek. But he was certainly a wizard. That man had the most remarkable and the most ready memory I ever came across. I asked him one day, for instance, what was the date of the foundation of Babylon.”

“And did he answer?”

“Answered right off — not a moment’s hesitation — said he didn’t recall it. He certainly was a wonder.”

Indeed from our dinner talk that evening the college in Plumter’s days had been instructed by a set of “wizards,” “wonders” and “wows,” an illumination that never comes twice to a college.

“What became of old Professor Dim, the historian?” Archie asked.

“He’s still right there,” I said, “as far as I know. I haven’t been actually inside the college for about a year but I’m sure he’s there . . . Pretty old, of course.”

“He must be. Do you remember the day I knocked him down in the corridor and the old fellow was nice about it? You remember the way we used to come rushing out of the First Year Latin lecture at twelve o’clock, all in a stampede, and I knocked the old fellow down and Bill, the janitor, picked him up. Where’s Bill? When did he die?”

“He’s not dead,” I said, “he’s there.” Archie Plumter, like all stay-away graduates, imagined everybody had died since he went away.

 

After dinner Nell went upstairs to help their two little girls with their algebra. That’s where Nell’s education as a partial comes in, eh? — able to help the little girls (they’re twelve and fourteen) with their algebra. That is, help them as far as simultaneous equations. They’ll have to stop there. But they won’t need quadratics — pretty little girls like those.

 

Archie unfolded his ideas over the Scotch and cigars. “What I feel is,” he said, “I’ve been a pretty poor sort of graduate. What have I ever done for the old joint, except a casual subscription and things of that sort? Well — I’ve been doing pretty well lately — I want to give the college some money. I want to give it twenty-five thousand dollars. Now, here’s the point. How do I go about it? What do I do? Where do I get the excuse?”

“Excuse?” I said.

“Yes. How do I start it?”

“Archie,” I said, “you don’t need any excuse when you give a college money. They’ll find the excuse: you just find the money. What do you want to do, endow a set of lectures, or offer a fellowship — or just ask them what to do?”

“Oh, I know just what I want to give,” Plumter said. “I want to give a clock — a clock set in a little tower so that students in the campus can see the time. Do you know, when I went to college I had no watch — at least I had an old silver watch of father’s, but it wouldn’t go.”

“I know,” I said, “all students used to have old silver watches that wouldn’t go. Now they have new gunmetal watches that will.”

“Well, this clock I want to give,” said Archie, “does more than tell the time. I got the idea from one that Nell and I saw on our trip this summer to California, at one of those old missions. It has chimes inside it, and just before it strikes the hour it strikes a chime.

Bing! Bong! Bong!

Bong! Bing! Bing!

“The most melodious thing I ever heard,” Archie said.

It seemed to me that I had heard things more melodious than Plumter’s rendering of a chime. But his own opinion was different. He repeated his chimes.

Bing! Bong! Bong!

Bong! Bing! Bing!

And he added: “I’ve got all the data on the whole thing in a business way. It would cost twenty-five thousand and the contractor could hook the clock tower on at any spot on the roof they like. So, what do I do next?”

“Why,” I said, “go down to the city and go and see the president and tell him about it. That’s all. That will give you a look round the place.”

“That’s so,” he assented, “that’s right. I’ll have a look at the old shop. I’ll come next week. You must meet me at the train.”

 

So a week after that Plumter came up from Woodsdale to the city to make his benefaction.

I met him at the station. It was only half-past eight on a bright autumn morning, but he was nervous already. He began at once. “What I think I’ll say, I’ll say, ‘Mr. President, I’m afraid I’ve been rather a delinquent graduate, but . . .’ Something like that, eh?”

I said that would be fine. At breakfast, and after, he was still rehearsing it; “ ’Mr. President, I’m afraid . . .’ I won’t beat about the bush,” he said. “I’ll go right at it, eh?”

He had no notion how easy it is to give twenty-five thousand dollars to a college. You don’t have to find the words; just the money.

 

So in the middle morning we started for the college. I hadn’t realized till we came to the gates of the campus how much it has changed since Plumter had left it twenty years ago — the beautiful big Mines Building, all white stone, on one side of the campus and the new library, of white stone and slots of glass on the other.

Plumter stopped dead as we entered the campus.

“I’ll be damned!” he said as he looked round it. “Is this all the size it was? No bigger than this? I thought it was twice the size.”

Then he said, “What’s that?”

“That’s the new Mines building,” I said.

“Where’s the old one, the little old red brick building?”

“They knocked it down,” I explained.

“Knocked it down!” repeated Plumter. “Good Lord, knocked it down! And what’s the other building?”

“That’s the new library,” I said; “the old one was knocked down ten years ago.”

“You mean they knocked down the library?” said Plumter. He sounded horrified. Then with evident relief, he exclaimed, “Say, there’s the old museum, yes, sir, the same darned old museum! I’m certainly glad to see it again.”

“You used to be in it much?” I asked.

“I never was in it,” said Plumter. “There was ten cents admission, you remember?”

 

All this time little flocks of students, boys and girls, were overtaking and passing us, for this was the crowded time of the morning with the big lectures of the first and second year going on.

“Who are all these?” asked Plumter. “Is there partly a high school here now?”

“No,” I said, “these are the students.”

“Good Lord!” said Plumter and stood still to let a demure little group of seventeen-year-old girls go past. One of the demure little girls was saying as she went by, “I don’t care what you call it, I call it a hell of a poor course . . .”

 

And just at that moment we ran into Professor Crabbe. Plumter hailed him with outstretched hand.

“How do you do, sir . . . you remember me . . . I hope . . . I’m Plumter.”

“Oh, perfectly well, perfectly well,” said the professor, “perfectly well.”

They shook hands.

“And what are you in now, Mr. Platter?” asked Professor Crabbe.

“I’m in the milling industry, sir,” said Plumter.

“In the ministry!” said Professor Crabbe. “Dear me . . . well, you were always heading that way, heading that way! Your Greek must come very well for your sermons.”

“I never took any,” said Plumter.

“Of course,” said the Professor.

“You’re still lecturing, sir?” asked Plumter.

“All except my eyesight,” answered Professor Crabbe. “My hearing is excellent, Mr. Plaster” — and he gave him a challenging look.

“You can still see for bookwriting, sir,” said Plumter pleasantly.

“I never see him,” said the professor. “In your class, wasn’t he? But I never see him now, haven’t for years. Time moves on, you know — well, good-bye, Mr. Blister.”

 

But there was more cheer and consolation in meeting Bill, the janitor, as we went into Arts Building, Bill who was timeless and ageless, and remembered everything.

“Well, Mr. Plumter, where you been all this time? We thought you was never coming back!”

“You remember me, eh?” said Plumter, much gratified.

“Remember you?” laughed Bill, “I should say so! You was a regular holy terror! More breakages to your name, Mr. Plumter, than any other student in college!”

Plumter joined in the laugh. He must tell them in Woodsdale about that “holy terror” stuff.

Just then there burst into the main hall through the opening class room door the full charge and onslaught of “Latin One Men” coming out after the lecture. It was like what we used to read of the stampede of Texas steers . . . Plumter was swept aside, pounded and jostled in the flooding pushing crowd; but all so polite, those boys. “Sorry, sir,” they’d say as they ran into his stomach. “Excuse me, sir,” as they got him in the small of his back . . .

“What’s all this?” asked Plumter.

“First Year Latin coming out, sir . . . but Lord! That’s nothing to what it was in your day. Remember when you knocked down Professor Dim?”

 

And as the flood subsided who should be standing there but Professor Dim, Professor of History and Archaeology. There he was just as ancient and as diminutive, as rosy and as cheery as ever — just as young at seventy as he had been old at fifty. There he was, gown and all, and his lectures, all in leather, under his arm. Being a professor of history he could remember anything up to three thousand years . . .

“Why, how do you, Mr. Plumter,” he said, “how do you do. This is really a pleasure . . .”

“I’m very glad to see you, sir; I always wish I’d been fortunate enough to take your lectures.”

“Ah, now, that’s very kind of you! I wonder if you wouldn’t care perhaps to come in and sit and listen now . . . oh no, these are not the old lectures of your time — this is a new course — it’s only the sixth year I’ve given it — a course on the Crusades . . . But do come . . . I’ve just a small class . . . a dozen . . . I often have visitors drop in . . . only last month a young Chinaman came in . . . accidentally . . . but he was delighted . . . Please do.”

So genial, so anxious, old Professor Dim, with that queer conceit a professor never loses — so what could we say?

“That’s right,” said Professor Dim. “William here will show you the room.”

 

The class were already there, seated and decorously waiting — a professor’s “dozen” of them, that is, seven. Anyone acquainted with a college register could have explained just who they were and why they were there: three divinity students who were taking the Crusades as a credit in Christianity, a football student taking it as a football qualification, a history student who was liable to the Crusades because he’d fallen down on the French Revolution, and two women Sociology students who had been compelled by a clash in the time-table to substitute the Crusades in place of a course in Motherhood which came at the wrong hour.

From the side door in came Professor Dim. He took his place behind his reading desk, unfolded and spread the blue fool’s-cap sheets of the Crusades, bowed courteously to the class, and began: — 

 

“Heliogabalus—” began Professor Dim.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said the football man.

“Heliogabalus, Mr. Munro—” repeated Professor Dim.

“Thank you, sir—”

“Heliogabalus,” said Professor Dim, for the third time — and paused while all the class wrote down Heliogabalus . . .

“having now assumed the purple . . .” announced Professor Dim.

“purple” . . . wrote the class.

A college lecture is a queer thing, for people not accustomed to it. The Professor isn’t exactly dictating the lecture, and he isn’t exactly talking, and the class are not exactly taking dictation and they’re not exactly listening. It’s a system they both have grown so used to that it’s second nature.

But for anyone to have to sit and listen to it, without writing down anything, not even “purple,” is, of course, impossible. It’s excruciating. I could watch Archie Plumter suffering; trying to look interested; trying to listen; trying to not listen. I knew just what he was thinking; he was wondering if it was really true that he had had four years of this! That he had gone not to one lecture in a morning but to two, three or even four of them!

So he sat agonizing. Then I found in my pocket a pencil and I took some sheets of paper “off” a divinity student behind us, and gave them to Plumter. Oh, my! what a change! What a transformation!

He happened to get the chance of a real start . . . Professor Dim had just opened up. “In the year a.d. 940, or, if you prefer it, the Arabian year 318 . . .” Oh, my! that was stuff! Mr. Plumter’s pencil flew over the paper . . . In five minutes he was absorbed — in ten minutes lost to the world, in the fascination, the concentration of taking notes. Old habit and forgotten aptitude sprang again to life. He wrote and spelt such names Godroi de Bouillon and Saladin Ben Shirgah as easily as you jump a ditch in a van! Think what it would mean, how wonderful it would be, to spend four years like this, with perhaps two or three lectures every morning!!

 

After the lecture we shook hands with Professor Dim — the Professor a little flushed, a little flurried but as happy over praise as a schoolboy.

“Certainly a wonderful lecture, sir,” said Plumter, his notes all collected into a precious heap.

“I’m so glad you liked it,” said Professor Dim. “It’s one of four — as I say, a special course — when I get it into shape, in a year or two, my hope is to open the course to the public . . . if I had a large hall . . .”

“You’d certainly draw a big crowd,” said Archie Plumter, and he meant it.

 

And then to see the President. Down the corridor and along and through and up, and so to the President’s outer office, where we sent in Plumter’s card and waited.

Archie, I saw, was all nervous again. I could hear him reciting.

 

The President’s lady secretary, filing cards, said it was a fine day, and Plumter didn’t hear her.

She filed some more and then asked him where he lived, and, he remembered and said, “Woodsdale.” Then the buzzer buzzed and she said that the President would see us now, and so in we went.

The President rose and shook hands — with me, casually, as to someone known, but with Plumter, as evidently the main visitor, the person of the occasion.

“How do you do?” he said, “Mr.—” as he looked down at the little card— “Mr. Plumter, is it not?”

“Yes,” Plumter said.

“Ah, yes,” said the President, “Mr. Plumter of the class of . . . class of . . .”

“Yes,” Plumter said.

“And you’re now living in—”

“Woodsdale,” Plumter said.

At that moment the lady secretary slipped into the room, said something into the President’s ear to which he answered in a low voice, “Ask him kindly to wait — about five minutes.”

“Woodsdale!” he said. “Woodsdale, oh, yes, that’s out — out beyond . . .”

“Yes,” said Plumter.

“And what profession are you following, Mr. Plumter?” asks the President.

“I’m not in a profession,” Archie said. “I’m mostly in feed.”

The President hadn’t the least idea what he meant; it certainly sounded pretty hoggish but he answered as pleasantly as he could, “Ah, yes, you’re in feed, eh!”

Just then the desk telephone on the table made a gurgling sound; the President picked it up, listened, and said, “Oh, yes, very pleased, indeed, yes, in about five minutes.”

The brief pause had enabled Plumter to collect his courage for the effort he had to make. He determined to say what he had to and be done with it.

He rose and stood up — it seemed more formal and natural to say it in that attitude.

“Mr. President,” he said, “I’m afraid I—” and he cleared his throat.

The President had risen also and put out his hand with a smile; he thought Plumter was leaving . . . He would have liked to speak of lunch, but with a man mostly in feed it seemed risky.

But just as he began to speak there fell upon our ears, from somewhere outside, the loud and melodious sound of a chime of bells:

Bing! Bong! Bong!

Bong! Bing! Bing!

“Ah” — said the President, his head on one side and an appreciative smile on his face— “Ah! Our new chimes! Beautiful, aren’t they? The gift of one of our graduates, a clock tower with a chime! You may have noticed it on the left as you came up!”

 

As we walked away from the building I said, “I’m sorry, Archie, I didn’t know about those chimes; I haven’t been round here for a year; they are evidently just new.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” he said, and he added, “To hell with them!”

 

And just then a little incident happened to cheer him up. For there was good old Bill, the janitor, running down the front steps . . . “Just to say good-bye, if you’re off, sir,” he called, and as he joined us, “Hope you’ll come again before long, sir.”

“Thanks very much Bill . . .”

“And here’s a little note, sir, that I was to give you. The Bursar heard you was round, sir, and he said not to let you go without this. It’s a bill for breakages he’s had, sir, for years and years. He’d lost your address.”

As we moved off down the avenue, we saw in the sideways distance Professor Dim starting off for home, his Crusades, all in leather, under his arm — he waved his hand in good-bye. “That old bird,” said Plumter, “is worth the whole dam lot of them.”

 

Depressed? You’d be surprised how fast that sort of thing wears off . . . By the time we’d had a cocktail at the club, Plumter was beginning to feel as if we’d had a pretty notable morning . . . By the time we’d had lunch, he was explaining to men at the club that he’d been having a look round the old shop . . . and that the new Mines Building was certainly all right . . .

For you see, after all, he hadn’t bought the clock, he still had his twenty-five thousand dollars, and already a new idea was dawning on his mind . . . By the time he got to Woodsdale he was full of it all, more of a graduate than ever.

 

The Woodsdale By-path (Archie owned it) . . . printed in the next issue some interesting Notes on the Third Crusade, beginning “Heliogabalus, having assumed the purple . . .”

 

And a few weeks after that the “college boys” of Woodsdale pulled off their college dinner — put on their dinner jackets and pulled the dinner off. One of the two had bought one and the other one borrowed one — so it was all right. Archie Plumter made the speech of the evening, and he said that a college graduate who didn’t from time to time, say at least once in twenty years, visit the old place was as low as a snake.

 

But just a little after that came the big thing, the announcement in all the city papers, of the foundation of an endowment at the college of a series of Four Lectures on the Crusades, to be given annually by the greatest scholars in the world. You’ll see the lectures listed now right there in the front pages of the calendar among Endowments and Benefactions. They’re called The Dim Lectures on the Crusades, endowed by Archibald and Helen Plumter — four of them endowed at five hundred dollars each. Professor Dim will give them the first ten years and after that they’ll be thrown open to all the scholars of the world. My! Won’t there be a scramble?


ALLEGORY ISLAND
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FOUR BUSINESS MEN were stranded, shipwrecked and penniless, upon an island in the South Seas. It was a beautiful island. Breadfruit grew on every tree, coconuts dangled at the tops of palms, while beds of oysters lay near the shore.

But for the business men it was useless. They had no “funds” to develop the island; with an advance of funds they could have gathered breadfruit and made bread. But without funds! Why, they couldn’t. They must stay hungry.

“Don’t you think,” said the weakest among them — a frail man (he had never been able to raise more than a million dollars; he’d no strength)— “Don’t you think,” he said to the biggest man, “you could climb that palm tree and throw down coconuts?” . . . “And who’ll underwrite me?” asked the other.

There it was! They were blocked and helpless; couldn’t even get an advance to wade into the sea for oysters.

So they sat there on the rocks — starving, dejected, their hair growing long. They couldn’t even shave; there was no barbers union.

On the fourth day the frail man, who was obviously sinking, said:

“If I die I want you to bury me over there on that little hill overlooking the sea.”

“We can’t bury you, Eddie,” they said. “We’ve no burial fund.”

They fell asleep on the sands. But the next morning when they woke up an Angel was standing beside them. They knew he was an Angel although he wore a morning coat and a top hat, and had grey striped trousers with spats above his boots.

“Are you an Angel?” they asked.

“Pretty much,” he answered. “That is to say, I am a director of the Bank of England, but for you just now it’s almost the same thing.”

“Funds, funds!” they exclaimed. “Can you advance us funds?”

“Certainly,” said the Angel. “I came for that. I think I see a fountain pen in your waistcoat pocket there. Thank you . . . and that ten cent scribbler . . . much obliged. Now then up you get! Light a fire, go and collect those oysters, pick some breadfruit, chase that wild goat and I’ll arrange an advance of funds while you’re doing it.”

As they sat round their fire at supper the Angel explained it all out of the scribbler.

“I have capitalized your island at two million dollars (that’s half a million each) and I have opened a current drawing account for each of you of a hundred thousand, with loans as required . . .”

What activity next day! Climb the coconut tree? Why, of course, the man was underwritten. Oysters? They wrote out an oyster policy and waded right in up to their necks.

What a change the next week or so brought! There they sat at lunch in their comfortable Banyan Club House overlooking the sea — (annual dues, a thousand dollars a year) — sat at lunch eating grilled oysters with coconut cocktails . . .

“To think,” said the little man Eddie, “that only a week ago I wanted to die!”

“All right now, anytime, Eddie,” said another . . . “We’ve a mutual burial and benefit fund. Ask the Angel if we haven’t.”

But when they looked round the Angel had vanished.

“Too bad,” said the senior man. “But in a way it doesn’t matter so much now. We can hire a clergyman. I propose we pay big money and get a really good one.”

 

It’s almost a pity to mention the sequel. A little later, four laboring men tried to land on the island. The others undertook to fight them off with shotguns. That started civilization. But the pity was that if they had only had the Angel with them, he would have told them to let the laborers land and to multiply all the figures in the book by two, and add a little extra, because in developing a country blessed by ample resources twice four is ten.

 

But the coming of labour was really only part of what happened. Just as the trouble with capital began a boatload of women was blown ashore, and then two separate canoes with rival missionaries. So that started a still more complete civilization, with machinery and increase of population till presently there were enough of them on the island to pick up sides for a war, then for a bigger war, and at last an extermination.

 

So, after they were all exterminated there lay Allegory Island again, empty and beautiful in the sunshine. The wind sang and the waves whitened as they rose, or sank to mere ruffles on the surface of the ocean. Then, as the days and the years went by, the lapse of time and the luxuriance of nature wiped out all trace of the visitation of civilization, and of its angers, its wars and death. There lay Allegory Island again as nature made it.

Then, at last, after many years, there came sailing to the island a ship of Socialists. And these had come across the ocean looking for a place to set up Brotherly Love. But they had been a long time in coming, for it is much slower to sail a ship on brotherly love than in the old Nova Scotia fashion.

So when the leader saw Allegory Island it looked so fresh and green and cool that he knew it was just the place for a habitation of brotherly love. He called down the main hatchway, “Gentlemen, I don’t want to ask you to overexert yourselves and I don’t want to disturb the ladies, but if some of you will come on deck I think you will agree that we have found just the very place we are looking for.”

They came at once, after a while, for they were the best-natured fellows in the world.

 

So presently they got the ship to the shore. They bumped a hole in it on the rocks but that didn’t matter as they wouldn’t be using it any more. They had speeches and sang community songs and went to sleep on the sands with the wind in their ears.

The next day the leader said, “Now, gentlemen, I suggest that we set ourselves to work for the production of food. Labour, ladies and gentlemen, is the sole source of value. I will, therefore, ask you to initiate with me the production of yams, mangoes, banyans, breadfruit and so forth, and the domestication of the wild dingo and the llama for their wool and of the goat for its milk and meat. We will also search the rocks for guano eggs.”

One shook his head. “It sounds like work,” he said.

But the leader answered, “How can it be work if you get no wages?”

And another said, “Can’t we have a little community singing first?” So they sat and sang.

 

After that — not that very day, of course — the work began, or at least it was supposed to begin. But the Island was so beautiful and so drowsy that it hardly seemed right to work. Even the leader said, “Don’t overexert yourselves, ladies and gentlemen, and, above all, keep out of the sun. Mrs. McSpodden, don’t try to catch that goat — you’ll never get it.”

So the yam field was a little scratched and then neglected, and they sat round on the grass in the shade of the trees and listened to the burbling of the little brooks, and the women made daisy chains of flowers and sang to the children, and it always seemed too early to begin work, and then too late, and then it was afternoon and then sunset.

So they ate what they had brought in boxes and crates and barrels, and each day there was less and less of it. “We must work,” said the leader and yawned as he said it, and when they looked at him again he was fast asleep.

 

Then came all of a sudden the monsoon storms and rain, and great flashes of lightning that tore the sky, and wind and waves that smashed what was left of the ship. And there was no shelter and no food and only hissing rain.

And when the monsoon storm was over the Socialist settlement of Brotherly Love was gone. There was nothing of it but here and there little fragments of human wreckage among the rocks and trees, and bits of coloured cloth — and even that the sun and wind tore and wore away every day. Perhaps some of the people made a raft of the broken ship and got away. But if they did it was never known.

 

Years and years went by — centuries. And with the flight of time, nature wiped away — oh, so, easily — the little traces of man’s brief visit. A tangled vine here, a cluster of tall flowers there and it was all gone; a little calcined whiteness that once was bone, crumbling to nothing; a piece of steel oxydizing in the air till it blew away as red dust on the wind.

 

So once again Allegory Island was empty and the wind sang and the waves whitened and the tide marked out on the sand the record of the passing years. So many years went by, we say, that every trace of the capitalists civilization and the Socialists dream was past and gone, blown away with the wind, and rotted into the soil.

 

Then there came over the waves other and distant people. For these were Polynesian savages, inured for uncounted generations to the seas and islands of the Pacific . . . In a huge open boat they came, light and buoyant, all of hide and wicker and leaping the surface of the waves . . . There was a great square sail in the boat, and far out on the lee side reached an outrigger of long poles that held a float . . . Twenty flat paddles flashed in the sun on either side, and there were in all — men, women and children — sixty-two people on board . . .

The boat had come five hundred miles over the waves — but that was nothing to it . . .

As they drew near the island the paddlers, since there might be lurking enemies on the shore, chanted out their war-song . . .

A: Ki — a: Ki — a: Ki — a.

But there was no one there. They drove the boat high on the sand and landed in peace.

 

And here it would take the pen of a professor of archaeology to tell of “primitive culture” and explain how these savages were fitted to their environment, how easy it was to them to meet difficulties that had meant failure and death to civilized Europeans. Their boat, their knowledge of the sea — everything prepared and foreseen, not by foresight, but by instinct.

Even their food. There was no danger of starvation for them.

They had their food with them. We said there were sixty-two on the boat, the long boat that rode so easily. Two of them were tied up in thongs under the fore-peak of the boat. They were the food; plenty for a warm meal tonight, enough cold for tomorrow and another hot roast next week.

So now you can understand better the raptures of the archaeologists over primitive culture and its adaptation . . .

 

So it was that the savages, after a comfortable meal, sat around their little fire, which was dying low in the dusk of the warm summer evening, the soft moon just rising out of civilization. The fireflies played about them, little dots of phosphorescence in the dark — and the women sat and crooned their soft Polynesian love songs, and patted the little children’s hands as they fell asleep.

Savages love one, don’t they?

So all that would be needed would be for the savages to stay two or three thousand years on Allegory Island, and get civilized and start the round again.

 

I hope there are no readers of this book who are people who want to know things. If there are they may want to know whether there were ever islands in the Pacific as beautiful and inviting as Allegory Island, and whether savages could really make a voyage of five hundred miles in an open boat. For the island, as good and indeed far better, they may see that fascinating old book Anson’s Voyage Around the World (1740-44) where they may read of the South Seas Paradise Island of Tinian (lat 15′ 8″ North and longitude close to the date line of longitude 180°), and for voyages of savages in open boats across five hundred miles of the Pacific, and even double that distance, they may see that fascinating new book Vilhjalmur Stefansson’s Greenland.

But why do so?


DAMON AND PYTHIAS, BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.
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YOU REMEMBER DAMON and Pythias, of course — or at least you remember them as well as I do — the two famous friends in Roman history, or in Greek history, I forget which. The history of Syracuse, you say? Well! well! to think of that! Syracuse in New York State? Oh, the Greek Syracuse in Greece! Oh, not in Greece — the Greek Syracuse not in Greece! I’m glad to know exactly where it all was.

Anyway, as you remember, wherever Damon went Pythias went and anything Damon had Pythias could have, and the other way round. And you remember how the Tyrant of Syracuse threw Damon into prison and condemned him to death — those Tyrants were — well — simply tyrants — and as soon as Pythias heard of it, he hurried to the tyrant and said, “Don’t execute Damon; execute me in his place.” But Damon broke in and said to the tyrant, “You can’t do that; you sentenced me first; execute me and let Pythias go.” The tyrant was touched — deep down, he was all heart. He executed them both.

 

That was the story, or rather that was the first part of it. But if you have read Greek mythology you know that there was more. I shall never forget those lectures I took from Professor Dim on the mythology of Greece. “Wonderful!” I used often to wake up suddenly and say to myself, “fascinating.” As Professor Dim would explain to us that according to the Greeks, when two twin souls existed together like that, they were supposed to pass on after death, side by side, waiting, waiting to come together, and the Fates, all through the passing years, used to weave the skein of life — Professor Dim used to do actual weaving in the air, right in the classroom — and when the threads come together — their souls came back to human life again, and went through the same fate. There was a Greek name that Professor Dim gave to it, metem — something — it doesn’t matter; I’ll think of it in a minute.

But notice if the skein went wrong — if the black thread held by the dark goddess Morta, the one on the right, was woven in with the white — you could see Professor Dim actually weave it in, a thin black thread — that is you could see that he saw it, could just see it through his spectacles . . . Well — if this thin black thread mixed in — then, aha! — and that is what we are going to tell about.

 

But wait just a minute first. It occurs to me that I got it wrong about Damon and Pythias and what the Tyrant of Syracuse did. Of course he didn’t execute them. It was the other way on. He was going to and then he was so touched with their devotion that he begged he might join in their friendship and make a third . . . That was it . . . and after that the three were just an inseparable trio . . . You’d see them together, at all the town gatherings, at all the public executions — there they were, arm in arm, laughing together.

 

Now years and years ago I knew Damon and Pythias personally; so did lots of people in the Canadian city where I lived. In fact, they hadn’t been in the law school for a fortnight before everybody was saying, “There go Damon and Pythias.” Their names weren’t really that — yet in a sort of a way their names half suggested it. You know the way something half suggests something! Professor Dim said the Greeks called it — Para — ach! para something — I’ll get it presently. Anyway their names were Dannie Dament and Slugger Pethick. . . . They weren’t in the least alike. Damon was short and fair and bright and lively, with blue eyes that were always changing and happy and restless. Slugger was a great, big hulk of a fellow, lurched over at the top, dark as crime — say, he did look like a criminal! He didn’t belong to the city as Dannie did. He’d just come from a small place, just a village, away out past Wiarton . . . You know what fellows look like when they come from past any place like Wiarton.

So please try to get the two clearly apart. Look at them there in the corridor of the law school, one each side of the professor as they just come out of a lecture . . . Dannie — he’s so quick and easy and glib — is looking up sideways into the professor’s face and saying, “I must congratulate you, sir, on a most brilliant lecture!” The nerve of him, eh? Of course it was a dangerous thing to do, because the professor — naturally stopped in his tracks and said— “As a matter of fact, Mr. Dament, there were several very interesting points under section 92, article eleven, which I really should have explained . . . You see” . . . And with that he began to expand, with Dannie looking brightly in his face like an attentive bird, and not hearing a word . . .

Let him stand there till I explain who the two are. His expansion will contract abruptly when he looks round into Slugger’s face.

 

Dannie Dament enjoyed a peculiar social prestige because his family had for generations been prominent people and, also because his father had skipped off to the United States. I’m afraid some people now wouldn’t quite understand what I mean by “skipping to the States.” It was a way they used to go. Tourists? No, not exactly tourists. They just skipped across . . . It was their way of going.

And when they had skipped across to the United States you never heard of them for years and perhaps never again. Perhaps they committed suicide in a hotel — a little room with gaslight, a bed and a dresser . . . So Dannie’s father, as everybody knew had skipped to the States — and was gone.

 

They all remembered him. Such a pleasant hearty man he was, Charles Edward Dament, that it was a pleasure to look at him; a large man, an imposing man, with a strong face that smiled, clean-shaven, behind his gold spectacles as fresh and bright as the morning . . . Add with it a Panama hat, and a loose summer suit of brown holland, a loose expensive tie, and all so clean and fresh and honest . . . Who wouldn’t trust a man like that? And they all did. Why not, indeed? For the man was the soul of honour. Everybody knew that; and for that reason they put him on to every board, to every public charity, to every committee. He was the Treasurer of the Church of England Cathedral, Treasurer of the Art Museum, Treasurer of the Board of Education — in fact, of everything that had money. All the more so and especially as he never stinted money, never stinted salaries. There was plenty of money, he said, where money came from. Never was such a man for raising salaries! He raised all the clergy of the Cathedral — even the Bishop, his own personal friend (that wouldn’t stop him), he raised him. He raised the teachers; he doubled the Budget of the Art Museum, and brought mummies all the way from Egypt, like so much cord wood.

And, mind you, a far-sighted man! A man who would look into the future! “Money, Dannie,” he used to say, “money brings money. All you need, Dannie, is vision. Make money work and never grudge it; there’s enough for all of them.”

All round the city and just outside it Mr. Dament could see the empty waste places, and the mud flats and the sunken ravines filled with litter . . . He could see what that would mean when the city began to grow! Think of all that when the city would reach half a million, yes, a million . . . A dream! No, sir, a reality.

And in went the money — into the dream. Half the endowment of the Cathedral into a mudflat . . . the funds of the Museum, and the endowment of four college chairs were sunk under the sand beside a creek half a mile from the city limits. “Vision!” he said, and he used to tell the Bishop about it through the cigar smoke — the Bishop and Colonel Strong, the Chief Magistrate, and Judge Mildmay — all his old friends and fellow trustees. They’d been boys together at school. There was just one thing. Mr. Dament kept no accounts — or no separate accounts. He was, as he said, no bookkeeper. Everything went into his own account, in and out of it. That seemed to make it all the more secure, you see, because it made him responsible. In fact, as he said himself, it guaranteed everything.

So that was how it happened. We’ve seen it half a dozen times since, played out from start to finish; the slacking of good times, the slump, the squeeze, the crash! And then ruin . . . And Dament responsible to the law. There was no doubt of it; “misappropriation of funds” — it sounds bad doesn’t it, when it’s really vision.

They looked into it, privately at first — and Judge Mildmay said, “Charlie, I’m afraid you’ll have to go” . . . and presently Colonel Strong said, “Charlie, I think you must go. We shall have to get out a capias but I can hold it till you’re gone.” Colonel Strong was a veteran of all the wars there had been and he wore all the ribbons that there were. He would never flinch from his duty, but he wanted to get Dament out of the way before he unflinched it. A capias meant a document, inviting a person, very warmly, not to leave the province. When a person “skipped to the States” it was the custom first to be sure that he’d got there and then get out a capias.

 

“Is the writ out for him?” asked the Bishop of Colonel Strong a night or so later.

“Not yet,” said the Colonel. “I want to be quite sure first.”

“I know that he got to” — the Bishop put up his hand and whispered— “Buffalo.”

“Not far enough,” said the Colonel . . . “There’s always a danger of error if he’s near the border.”

“Where then?” the Bishop whispered. “Cleveland?”

“Too near the lake,” said the Colonel. “I’d like him clear across Ohio.”

A day or two later the Bishop whispered, “it’s all right he’s at . . .” The name went like a whispered sigh . . . Was it “Cincinnati?”

So they got out the capias forbidding Charles Edward Dament to leave the province.

 

So when he was gone, Mrs. Dament — Dannie’s mother — took in boarders in the great big family house, which was her own — about all she had. At first it was very grand, quite distinguished and Mrs. Dament a sort of chatelaine, a person of prestige . . . “Boarding at Mrs. Dament’s” sounded high class. Then, as the years went by, as the house grew shabby and the furniture rickety, the place became just like any other “boarding house,” and the boarders just boarders. “They say her husband skipped to the States years ago,” an old boarder would say to a new, and the new boarder just answer, “He did, eh?” And as the years went by and the “landlady” (Mrs. Dament) grew old and worn — careworn — the boarder would answer, “He did, eh? Can you blame him?” That was a boarding house joke. Boarding houses were cruel places.

So can you wonder that Dannie Dament, with all those wonderful “advantages of adversity” that the socialists describe, grew up bright and self reliant and helpful? How could he help it with such a father? But, of course, they didn’t know all this time where Dament’s father was — or weren’t told. Some people said that he had committed suicide in a hotel in Cincinnati — or in a hotel somewhere. They often did, those who skipped and mostly in hotels. People disliked it elsewhere . . . But this was just talk. At any rate Judge Mildmay and the Bishop and Colonel Strong, Dannie’s father’s friends, if they knew, took care not to tell. If they had, then, you see, Dannie and his mother would have to know. Do you get it? As long as they didn’t know, that blocked all legal inquiry looking to extradition. They could, if need be, swear — oh, what is it you call it — a nescio quod, meaning I don’t know anything, or sign, both of them an ignoramus. They didn’t know, and after Dannie’s mother had gone — she died the sixth year after — Dannie knew still less . . . As a matter of fact, no one knew. That was Dannie Dament.

Slugger Pethick was very different. He’d had no advantages, brought up rough, away off in the country, somewhere back of Wiarton. You know what that would be like. He had no decent chance to learn what was right and what was wrong, not out there, with his father just a Church of England rural clergyman in a place of about five hundred people. As I say, he had no way of knowing right from wrong. When he came down he was wearing a celluloid collar — didn’t know it was wrong; and when he met anybody he used to say, “Pleased to meet you,” and start to pull off his gloves, even if he didn’t have any on — the way they do back of Wiarton . . . And he wore a “dicky” on Sundays (you know what that is) and thought it pretty slick . . . A lot of that he never lost. They never do, the people away back in the country, no matter how celebrated they get — prime ministers, bankers, statesmen, it doesn’t matter — you notice them still pulling off gloves that aren’t there, and see them unconsciously fumbling at their necks. They’re feeling at their celluloid collar to see if their tie is still there — the little ten-cent tie that hooked on with elastic.

Slugger’s father, I say, was just a little country clergyman, short, wiry, tanned and worn. He was a “horse and buggy” clergyman, for on Sunday, after he’d preached in his own place in the morning — it was called, what was it? Something — Head — he drove out seven miles to take an out-of-town service at another place; seven miles out and seven back. Devoted work, you say? Well, yes, that’s right, but of course he got fifty-two dollars for it. Fifty-two dollars a Sunday? Oh, no, no; fifty-two dollars a year — a dollar a Sunday. It made a big difference. Of course, mind you, he got his supper — they had to give him that — and he got his oats and he got his hay, and of course he got a rub any time. It worked pretty well. So with his hay and oats what more could he ask? At any rate he didn’t.

Arthur Pethick, years and years before, had been at school, boarding school with Dannie’s father, all the way from the third form to the sixth — and they had been great friends. But their studies were different. Arthur Pethick took Greek which led him in due course into the Church of England. Charlie Dament took mathematics which led in due course to the United States.

With the Reverend Arthur Pethick, sharing his labours, was his wife, a little wiry nut-brown woman who “did all her own work,” watched her husband’s thankless and unending toil, and hated religion like hell. To Slugger she was “mother,” and it was the unstilled anger in her soul, no doubt, that had put that heavy shadow across his face.

 

Yet it was amazing how fast Slugger Pethick got on at law school. It was Rugby football that first did it. They played in those days the real old Rugby with the tight scrimmage and with Slugger as centre scrimmage the thing just turned to massacre. That’s where Slugger got his nickname. It was changed over from his real name, which was merely, just the simple old English “Slaughter.” The Law School moved up to first place in the Union, with wild excitement at the games, and even the senior judges running up and down along the touch line under the trees. There was no stadium then; admission was all free; the judges attended constantly.

So Slugger Pethick moved on. He moved out of his celluloid collar, for he caught on that he and the Chief Justice were the only ones who wore them. He met at different houses the sisters of fellow students. (That’s how you get educated fast.) He gave private tuition to a rich man’s son who couldn’t learn anything except for money, bought a dress suit and a big dress shirt with cuffs as large as a book, went to dances, couldn’t dance but didn’t need to — the girls said he looked “saturnine,” and that was enough.

 

It was during their last years at the Law School, in fact during the final examinations, that there came to Damon Dament and Pythias Pethick the first of those strange — how shall we say — strange quiverings of the strings of destiny that came to them all the way down from Ancient Syracuse.

It was in connection with their being accused of cheating — of “copying” — in one of the final examinations.

Such accusations — such deeds themselves — are now long since past. We are speaking of times of a lower standard. All examinations now in colleges and in law school are conducted on the “honour system.” All the students are on their honour not to copy. They go into the exam room on their honour and they come out still on their honour, so they can’t have copied. But in any case the examiners are on their honour not to watch them. It is what is called Student Control.

But in these earlier days it was “catch as catch can” and any student could copy if he wouldn’t get caught; but, mind you, only from his friends or from students he knew. Otherwise you couldn’t tell what you were copying. Well, anyway, Dannie and Peth were summoned from the exam room in the Law School to the Judges’ Chambers and there stood Justice Mildmay with two senior examiners and he had in his hands the papers they had written the day before.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I am deeply grieved to send for you, but your papers of yesterday have been submitted to me and there can be no doubt that they show unmistakable evidence of copying. One of you, I regret to say, stands guilty.”

There was a moment’s pause and then Dannie Dament looked up and said:

“I did it. The fault is entirely mine. Pethick had nothing to do with it.”

The judge looked at him with mingled sorrow and admiration, and regret — for his father’s sake . . .

“This is very honourable of you, very honourable Mr. Dament,” he began, but the Slugger broke in:

“Judge Mildmay, I copied that paper. I want no one to shield me — I’ll look after myself,” and he gave a dark look towards the two examiners that made them jump.

“Please don’t listen,” pleaded Dannie (he had a wonderful face for that sort of thing).

Judge Mildmay paused. He was really touched.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “this is indeed magnanimous; one of you is telling a most noble truth, the other a most noble lie. If you recall your classics, gentlemen, I will remind you of Damon and Pythias . . . I must ask you to wait outside a few moments, gentlemen, till we reach a decision.”

 

A few moments later Dannie and the Slugger came skipping down the outside steps, absolved, exonerated, elevated.

“It worked all right,” said Dannie.

“Certainly did,” said Slugger.

 

And it was all over town in a day or two. In Ancient Syracuse, in the land of the Shades, they knew it that same evening.

 

It was for that reason and similar ones that Dannie Dament and Slugger Pethick made such an immediate success when they “put up their shingle” that autumn as “Dament and Pethick — Barristers, Solicitors etc.” How could they fail anyway? They were so well matched. Dannie was so bright and winning that the judges couldn’t help giving him a decision . . . and Slugger Pethick was so large and fierce that the judges were afraid of him . . . Dannie naturally leaned to the civil side, so smooth and coy, that every plea seemed convincing. But Slugger took criminal work, particularly with juries. Give him a criminal to defend, as tough looking as himself, and let him say, “I defy any intelligent man in this jury — my client defies them — to dare to impute . . .” And when the foreman said “not guilty” and the clerk asked, “And so say all of you?” they yelled out a chorus of “Yes, yes,” each wanting to be first . . .

Success? Why, of course, no end of it. In the very first year the Slugger was able to send home to “mother” back of Wiarton a sewing machine — and a washing machine and an ironing machine — presents dear to the heart of people like “mother” who did her own work and could thus do twice as much work in double the time. Success! Why Dannie joined the Yacht Club without a yacht, the golf Club without a club — or the Art Association without a brush. It’s the “joining” that does it. They succeeded so fast that within a year or two they moved into a large suite of offices, all leather and books, with a big room like a board room — in fact they called it that. They needed this room for their private practice outside the courts. For they soon found, as all lawyers do, that there is no real money in chasing little suits in and out of law courts. There may be money in huge suits where two huge companies, both crooked, are driven along, both fighting, by a group of lawyers, prodding them to make them fight more. You may have seen pictures of those huge primitive animals (I think Professor Dim used to call them dinosaurs) being prodded along towards a huge pit by primitive huntsmen with steel goads . . . Well, that’s like the companies in lawsuits, prodded slowly towards the Privy Council, or the Supreme Court, or any Final Court of Appeal . . .

But short of that the little stuff is no good. The thing is to get the cases settled out of court — get both the litigants to meet in a friendly way in a big office, all luxury and leather, make them feel formal and uncomfortable; then insist on their having a glass of sherry, out of a wainscot cupboard; that gets them comfortable . . .

The custom of the office was that Dannie, in the discussion, would represent one side, fairly and dispassionately — but still representing one side. He was speaking, let us say, for the claim of Mr. Smith. “I doubt,” he would say, “and Mr. Smith admits that I am speaking ex-parte” — Mr. Smith nodded — he didn’t know what it meant; but that was him. And Slugger said, “I feel that Mr. Jones is absolutely right — indeed I insist that he’s right in claiming” — and so on.

And then came the mystic message all down the skeins of destiny from Ancient Syracuse and Dannie would change sides and say, “That’s right; we’re wrong there . . .” And the Pethick changed sides with “No, no, we’re willing to withdraw” — and so on.

A few minutes later their two litigants went down the stairs into the sunlight, dazed . . . “Couple of crooks!” one muttered as they went out. “I don’t know,” the other reflected. “I thought it very generous minded when they turned round like that, it reminded me” — he paused, but couldn’t think what is was, and the other had stopped listening anyway.

 

Municipal politics came next. I don’t mean immediately. Of course, meantime, the years went flowing past, and the birds sang and the city grew and the Slugger sent his father a top buggy and a set of harness and a pair of horse blankets (things needed for church work) and got his mother a kitchen range and an Indian girl — as help, I mean. She wouldn’t consider a white one. “They’re asking ten dollars,” she said, and it was ridiculous . . .

So naturally they went into city politics. It just came of itself. The firm was so popular. In due time a group of organizers in Ward Six came to Dannie Dament and said that if he would run for the City Council the nomination was his for the asking. He had hardly accepted when another group of voters nominated Slugger Pethick. Next day the papers announced that Mr. Dament had withdrawn his name in favour of that of Mr. Pethick and the day after that Mr. Pethick had withdrawn his in favour of Mr. Dament. The wide comment on this magnanimity in withdrawing in Ward Three led to their being elected separately in Ward Four and Ward Five.

These were busy, busy days for the City Council. Science had taken hold of municipal enterprise. The entire city was to be repaved with the newly invented cedar-block-tar-and-gravel pavement. It made a pavement just as smooth — well, just as smooth as tar and gravel — guaranteed to last five years, and not to last longer. It would take five years to pave the city and at the end of five years they would begin again. There would be no end of the paving.

Applications for paving contracts fell like snowflakes on the counsellors’ desks. The newspapers soon announced that Counsellor Dament has made his policy in the matter of pavement contracts quite clear. “I propose,” he said, “to make no distinction in this matter between friends and enemies. I see no reason why I should refuse a contract to a personal friend.” It was similarly announced that Counsellor Pethick had said, “I shall be glad to assign contracts even to my personal enemies.” So they gave them right and left to both . . . And all the city smelt fresh with new-cut cedar, and warm with tar . . . and you could hear the thump-thump of pile-drivers miles out in the fields where there were no houses at all — only streets and birds.

 

So the years went by and the seasons came and went, and the birds sang, and the city grew and life moved on and on . . . The city grew and grew; how amazingly it began to expand; new streets all leafy with young chestnut trees and fresh with beds of tulips where nothing had been but waste land and ash heaps . . . bridges tracing their way through the tree tops of the sunken ravines and all the dust and sand, the hollows and the mudflats, where lay buried the funds of the Cathedral and the endowment of the Art Museum turning into a very bower of beauty and secluded charm.

It was while walking in these days in the suburbs of the city that there came to Dannie Dament the great idea of “vindicating his father’s memory.” That’s what he called it; proving to the world that his father’s “vision” had been justified. The idea was to buy in all the old claims, the mortgage-ridden equities, the properties seized for taxes — buy it all in and as the value rose pay back the lost endowment of the church, interest and all; re-upholster the four college chairs, redeem the mummies, and — this part of it Dannie didn’t say out loud (or only to Pethick) — pocket the difference. It is one of the great principles of large scale philanthropy.

It was a delicate matter. It could only be done with great caution. Real estate had been “dead” but only in the sense that an Arkansas mule is sometimes dead. Real estate sleeps with one eye open. So they moved carefully; bought in and bought back and bought out what they could as a matter of routine. For the rest they used long range methods, done by careful advertising. As for instance:

Country Clergyman, about to retire would buy small empty lot in north of city; sand preferred.

Country clergyman, chronic invalid, would buy site for cottage and orchard in north outskirts of city; no objection to spring floods; will take mud.

The country clergyman was, of course — though he never saw the advertisements — the Rev. Arthur Pethick, of Something-Head beyond Wiarton. He signed and sent purchases and re-sales by the same mail, thinking them merely instalments of something. Clergymen in the country sign so many instalments that they cease to read them.

 

Those who deal with suckers are themselves suckers. Dannie soon found he could pitch the advertisements to as high a note as he liked, make them as glaring as a glass window. No one saw through.

Country clergyman, about to retire, in possession of funds of own and other clergy — all simple and without experience — would like to buy wide tract of sand, dirt or mud — anywhere near city.

In return for this and with his father’s memory in mind, Dannie helped to advance the Slugger’s father — advance his status in the church. Dannie’s influence with the aging Bishop raised the Reverend Arthur Pethick from a rector to a rural dean. The difference between these lies in a different cord on the hat and a different shade of ecclesiastical functions rather hard to define. But call it fifty dollars a year. Soon after that, Rural Dean Pethick was raised to be a Canon, as of the Cathedral but extra-parochial, or extra-something — at any rate, extra pay. This time it meant a solid five hundred dollars a year so that the Rev. Canon Pethick was able to hire a divinity student to rub down his horse and take it out for country sermons while “mother” prepared a special supper for the Canon. The Canon paid the divinity student six hundred a year. As a matter of fact Canon Pethick himself went out most Sundays; the people expected it; the divinity student ate the supper.

 

It was at that stage of Dannie Dament’s vindication of his father’s memory that Dannie’s father suddenly ceased to be a memory and became a fact.

Judge Mildmay sent for Dannie one morning to his chambers.

The Judge was ageing slowly but surely, as even judges do. When he read he stooped his spectacles down close to the paper or held the paper far from his spectacles with one hand . . . To listen, he put one hand to his ear, or didn’t listen at all. But of course he could still decide law suits — large ones, appeal cases — by instinct.

“Dannie,” he said, and the paper rustled in his hand, “I have heard from your father . . .”

“My father,” Dannie said; only that — he couldn’t say more.

“After all these years,” said the judge, “I have heard from him. He’s in Cincinnati.”

“Cincinnati,” said Dannie; just that.

“He wrote me — but the details might distress you — he has managed to support himself . . .”

“Support himself,” repeated Dannie.

“. . . By keeping books in a factory. You will recall,” the judge continued, “his singular aptitude for keeping books . . .”

Dannie didn’t. Nor was there any to recall. But it didn’t matter . . . A bookkeeper in a factory; Dannie had a vision of some little end room partitioned in with boards, a wood stove standing on end and in a corner a high desk and ledgers, and the boss saying, “This is Mr. Dament, our bookkeeper, gents; Charlie, have you got them files of the year before last . . .”

 

“He wishes to know” — and the papers rustled again— “if the situation of things, if the law, or rather the lapse of time — in short — if he can come home . . .”

“Come home—” Dannie repeated, and as his mind began to work again he added, “Can he?”

“There is nothing to stop him,” said Judge Mildmay, “there never was; only that if he came the debts would still be there . . . and, I speak plainly — not only the debts. Those are nothing, to a man who has nothing to pay with — but the charge of embezzlement . . . that never sleeps.”

“If the debts were paid?”

“The charge would fall of itself — or could be made to. Res ipsa loquitur,” added the judge, to make his meaning quite clear.

“Do you know how much they are?”

“We have them all here, all filed. A great sum they seemed then but in these days everything has moved so fast, no doubt not so formidable . . . I’ll say, at a guess, two hundred thousand dollars.”

The judge’s guess was based on having added up the items about five minutes before.

“Judge,” said Dannie, “give me six months more of this real estate market and I can pay it five times over — then he can come back, eh?”

“In any case,” said the judge, “it would take six months. There are certain legal formalities. We have to petition the Crown.” He fell to musing. “You must see that no proceedings are started in the interim . . . See the chief creditors — there are only a few after all . . .” The judge’s fingers rustled and trembled among the papers; “The Bishop, as representing the Synod of the Church . . . Colonel Strong for the Museum of Art, and the University, one or two others; that’s all. The smaller claims were bought up. I think Mr. Sheppardson holds most of them . . .”

 

So in the ensuing weeks Dannie saw the creditors.

“Why,” said the Bishop, “of course! My oldest friend. He would be welcomed with affection . . . Forgive us our debts, Dannie, as we forgive our debtors.”

It appeared it was a point of Christian doctrine that all debts, when paid in full with compound interest at six per cent, should be forgiven and forgotten. As the Bishop explained, we have St. Paul’s authority for it, and Timothy’s, also — good enough security for Dannie.

 

Dannie saw Colonel Strong, now heartier, ruddier, haler than ever, taking his middle seventies in a stride that had not yet slackened — more medals on him than ever and another war to the good.

“Leave it to me, Dannie . . . I’ll fix it,” he said.

The only other chief representative of the creditors was old Mr. Sheppardson. It was his special business to represent creditors — or, rather, to buy up their credit. Particularly he dealt in widows and orphans — people unable to look after themselves. It was the business of Mr. Sheppardson’s firm to look after them — to see that they didn’t lose everything of the little they had. It was Mr. Sheppardson’s policy to see that widows and orphans were always certain of getting something, by buying their claims from them for less than nothing.

 

And now Dannie turned again to the real estate market with a new purpose to make it move, to get the debts paid, to bring his father home in honour. He could see himself meeting his father at the railway station; he could hear his father’s resonant laugh, his merry greeting! Just let that market move and the thing would be done.

And did it move? And what so merry as a real estate market when it does move? The real estate people have their own names for such a market — recovering — active — lively — buoyant — and at length, like the rest of us, it just goes wild. Great sport! To buy by the acre and sell by the foot! To put in ten dollars today and call it twenty tomorrow and a hundred next week! To buy options on land reaching away out among the farms, to run street lines through the pastures and indicate the routes of electric street cars! Take all that, with spring weather, and April showers and sunshine — what scenery is ever so beautiful as real estate scenery, with theodolites in every open field, and surveyors’ links trailing in the grass.

 

There was in those days, as we have said, a recognized and orthodox way of “skipping to the States.” So, too, there was the recognized procedure of a triumphant return. There was always the dinner given to the creditors with a cheque under each plate, and champagne — speeches — Dannie had it all rehearsed in his mind. The Slugger’s father, the Rev. Arthur Pethick, must be there. He was not a creditor but they could give him a cheque anyway, and take it away again afterwards. He wouldn’t know the difference — and, of course, Mr. Sheppardson, if only to have him tell, as part of his speech on such occasions, his standard narrative of the “poor little woman,” the little widow all in black, who came into his office, scarcely daring to hope — but there, sure enough, was every dollar she had entrusted to them ten years before and it had turned into a dollar fifteen. Oh, yes, a wonderful dinner it would be, especially his father’s speech — his father had been wonderful on speeches.

Would you believe it, Dannie had the dinner all arranged with the caterer months ahead; in fact, the day after he spoke to the judge.

 

So there! — and just as everything was moving like that, the skeins of fate noiselessly weaving, parted — and something happened. We recall Professor Dim and that little black thread that gets woven into the skein of fate by the Dark Goddess. Well, here is just where she found the opportunity to weave it in. And the dark thread was — it always is — a woman.

 

The Honorable Mrs. Fordeck had just come out from England to the city and was for the moment the whole thing in social circles. She was what women called a fine looking woman and what men by instinct keep away from. She loved to refer to herself as a soldier’s daughter but in reality she looked closer to being a soldier’s mother or aunt — at least that. She had that type of face that good birth gives either to a woman or a horse. And birth she certainly had. There was not doubt about her superior birth. She was the niece of the Earl of Haddock of Haddock Castle where she had spent most of her life — as a “ghell” — and, where all the gillies and the crofters — she loved to explain it herself — were simply devoted to her.

But at the time when Mrs. Fordeck used to stay at Haddock Castle she was just a very young girl, because as she explained, with the greatest candour, she was married before she was really old enough to know anything about anything. Her husband — her first husband — was in the Buffs — poor Jack, that was long ago. He died in the Chitral — Mrs. Fordeck didn’t say of drink. Her second husband she loved to speak of as “poor Harry Fordeck.” He was an American, from Cincinnati, but his people really were very good people — none of them came from America. Happy, happy years! — that’s what Mrs. Fordeck loved to call them. Those were the days when she was simply fascinated — you know how a woman like that says “simply fascinated” — with Africa, with lion hunting. She went there first just after Jack’s death because it helped to divert her thoughts from her loss. When you hunt lions, it seems, your thoughts never wander. And after that she went, as she said, year after year.

So when she married poor Harry Fordeck she took him with her to Africa, although he was much older than she was and really too old for lion hunting. It was foolish not to have guarded him better. She couldn’t blame herself enough. But it all happened so suddenly. There were a number of lions in a nullah just beyond a kloof on the Karoo — the words are those of Mrs. Fordeck, or close to them — and the beaters were leading the party in Indian file through tall millet to keep out of sight and avoid them. When they got through poor Harry was gone. Mrs. Fordeck implied that they could actually hear the lions eating Harry but that it was too painful to dwell upon.

It was just while the surveyors were out in the April sunshine creating real estate values with a theodolite that the Honorable Mrs. Fordeck met Dannie Dament and Slugger Pethick. She met them at an evening reception where they had gone to look for real estate. She met them and hooked them both. I mean that Dannie Dament and Slugger Pethick both “fell for her” just as easily as that. Both of them together.

You see, you can’t have all the kinds of smartness and all the kinds of common sense at once. There was something about “nobility” — I mean about being connected with nobility — that hit Dannie and Pethick where they lived. It naturally does hit anyone who lives beyond Wiarton, or even anyone living above College Street, Toronto. They say it can reach clear to Texas.

Mrs. Fordeck got them both at one shot by thus meeting them both together at an evening reception. They knew she was the niece of an Earl and it made them both shy. Even Dannie’s lights faded dim and Slugger Pethick pulled off gloves he didn’t have on and said, “pleased to meet you,” as clumsily as the day he left Something-Head. The phrase is, of course, not one to be used to a lady with a title. It should be kept for society beyond Wiarton where they take pleasure in one another’s society. People of birth don’t.

Anyway they were hooked. Mrs. Fordeck said they might take her to get an ice. They did. And when she said, “Now tell me what on earth am I to do with fifty thousand pounds?” they nearly dropped their plates! So Mrs. Fordeck laughed and said— “Oh, I don’t mean my own. I’d know jolly well what to do with it if it was my own. I’d be off to Africa with it like a shot. But I mean here’s this wretched old uncle of mine (I mean Lord Haddock, though he really isn’t half bad) — here he is with an idea that this is a country of wonderful opportunity.”

 

Oh, say! Did they pile up the ice cream near her! And did they wheel arm chairs for her! And Dannie laughed that pleasant laugh of his and Pethick rubbed his big hands . . . and Mrs. Fordeck told them about the lions, and poor Harry . . . and the Buffs and the Chitral, and her friendship with the Prince of Wales (meaning of course the Prince of Wales) and how, when she was with him, she sometimes liked the Prince and sometimes didn’t, but really she thought that in her heart — her own nature — she liked plainer people, more direct people, people with simpler ways.

 

Oh, yes, they fell fast enough. They made an appointment for her to come to the office. They would look after the fifty thousand pounds with pleasure.

One may ask why didn’t such shrewd lawyers as Dament and Pethick look up the standing of the Earl of Haddock. The answer is that they did look him up and were deeper out of their depth than ever. There they sat, one each side of the table in their big Board Room, Dannie with Debrett’s Peerage and Slugger with Who’s Who, looking up the Earl of Haddock.

“Here you have it?” says Dannie, “Edgar Gaulter De Prothero Ross Haddock, Fifteenth Earl of Haddock — Fifteenth? Oh, boy! — born so and so, succeeded so and so, seat Haddock Castle, Caithness (do you get that? He has a “seat”) estates also in Ross and Cromarty.”

“And hear this,” said Slugger, “served Cold Guards (Cold Guards? What are they?), 2nd Burmese, Relief of Kumasi, Relief of Poonah, Relief of Khartum, Medal and Four Clasps, Grand Star of Burma, Grand Cross of Egypt.”

“Went up the Irrawaddy,” read out Dannie. “Does your book say that? And up the Blue Nile — no, up the Niger.”

“Some soldier, eh,” they both said, and Dannie read on: “Hereditary Equerry of the Buckhounds, Order of the Thistle, Keeper of the County Purse — You get that do you?”

“Yes and listen. Recreations: fencing, lion hunting (that’s where she gets that) and — get this — capturing big snakes . . . Those are his recreations, eh?”

 

They read it all as innocently as children, clean out of their field. What would they know of wind-swept estates of heather and gorse and moor, with broken rocks falling to the sea, of a flock of “gillies” and “crofters”; gillies who “gill” for nothing and crofters who “croft” for crofting’s sake — till in despair they emigrate to Northwest Canada, singing Lochaber no More. How could they picture a tumbled castle, all wind and draft and faded wainscotting with waving rags called tapestry, where a threadbare butler as ancient as his clothes, serves upon silver a gallant old soldier as threadbare as himself. Lions? Yes, forty years ago. Biography knows no difference.

 

They not only hunted the Earl up in the books but they found a pretext to go and ask old Mr. Sheppardson about him, old Sheppardson being the chairman of the Stock Exchange, the head of the chief financial firm and the last word in intimate finance. The reader may recall him as he’s been mentioned already in this book — when he had tears in his eyes over his son-in-law’s money. He always had tears in his eyes. He did his business on tears.

“The Earl of Haddock,” said Mr. Sheppardson, “has been deeply interested in Canada for years. Indeed he has sent many of his crofters to Manitoba. I managed it for him. Now as to his private investment” — Mr. Sheppardson put the points of his fingers together and there were no tears in his eyes— “that, of course, is a matter on which, as you readily understand — exactly . . . One thing, perhaps, I may say, and I will say — or perhaps on second thought I won’t say . . . He might — you understand, he might . . .”

But Mr. Sheppardson had said quite enough to make them enthusiastic.

“I must say,” continued Mr. Sheppardson, “that when Mrs. Fordeck came to see me, I was deeply moved, deeply touched. Her husband you know, poor Harry Fordeck, was eaten by lions. They were moving, it seems, through tall millet in a nullah, across the Karoo, single file to avoid the lions. Fordeck missed the path and must have got among the lions. The poor lady told me — it brought tears to my eyes — that they could actually hear the crunching.”

“We know, we know,” said the partners, and with that they hurried away.

“Mrs. Fordeck,” said Dannie, “is certainly a most striking woman.”

“I call her handsome,” said the Slugger, in a tone of challenge.

“Yes,” asserted Dannie, “in fact, I’d call her a fine looking woman.”

They were both lying and they knew it. The Dark Goddess was weaving in the black thread as fast as her fingers could travel, and the fair Goddess on the left, Nona, who stands for life and happiness, dropped tears upon the skein.

But the main mischief was done that September at a big dance given at Colonel Strong’s house. In those days when they gave a dance they didn’t have it done by proxy — a hotel management arranging the occasion, a chef arranging the food, a florist the flowers, an orchestra the music and a secretary arranging the guests. That isn’t giving a dance. That’s signing a cheque.

In those days when people gave a dance they gave a dance — and they always gave their dances in private houses, especially in those beautiful old houses that stood, all lawn and leaves, in half an acre of ground. Colonel Strong’s house was like that, and he had enough granddaughters and grand-nieces on, and in reach of, the premises to put any dance off to a good start.

Take such a house on a September evening, one of those mellow, soft September evenings, with leaves still so heavy that for people in the houses they half hid the street lights and turned them into fire-flies — like fairyland; a great house all balconies, and conservatories and odd corners, and secluded spots, turned into veritable man-traps with masses of ferns and chrysanthemums, by the hands of the grand-nieces and granddaughters. Pretty dangerous place, eh? And for less sentimental hearts there were sideboards with refreshments, great rounds of cold beef looking out from parsley — pink hams from some once giant hog, and all of it flanked with bottled ale, claret cup in stone jars, and lighter stuff like Moselle and champagne, standing in tubs of ice.

Dangerous! At least Dannie and Pethick were to find it so, separately and jointly.

One didn’t do much actual dancing in those days, except the quite young. All hands from the host and hostess down joined in the square dances, the lancers and the quadrilles, but a lot of the older people were soon playing whist in quiet card rooms. And the marriageable girls “sitting out” out on balconies, and asking about the stars.

Dannie could never remember, though he tried hard, afterwards, just what it was that he said to Mrs. Fordeck that evening. They were behind a huge hydrangea bush in a tub on a balcony in low chairs with a little table to which Dannie had brought the champagne. Those are hard places from which to remember things accurately. Did Mrs. Fordeck say that the scene was just like Capetown, and did Dannie say that he had always longed to see Capetown (a dirty lie), and did she say, “Some day I hope you will?” It seems likely that she did. And it was then that Mrs. Fordeck had said that she had come to regard him as something far different from just her lawyer. Did she say “as something far nearer?” Yes, I guess she did. Did Dannie say something about something nearer still? He may have. And then she said something about its being too wonderful, and that he must let her wait a few days to give him her answer.

 

Pethick remembered better. He had sat in behind a grapevine with cold chicken and Moselle. Mrs. Fordeck had said:

“Doesn’t this heavenly night remind you of Capetown?”

He had answered, “Wiarton is very much like this in September,” and she said, “I should just love to see Wiarton,” and he said, “I hope you will some day. I could give you a letter to Bill Furze, the postmaster, and he’d show you round,” and he had added, “If I was up there, I’d like to show you round myself . . .” and then it was that Mrs. Fordeck had said that he meant more to her than just a lawyer. And she promised him his answer for a few days later.

Just at the close of the evening they were all three together, seated beside a buffet, and Mrs. Fordeck has said, “You’re both just too wonderful. How I wish I could say ‘yes’ to both of you. But whichever way I decide, I shall always feel—” and so on to that effect.

Now here is where a message from Ancient Syracuse should have come down the shaking skeins to say, “Give her up! Each give her up!” There was a sort of message to that effect but it wasn’t exactly from Syracuse. You see, after all, even if Mrs. Fordeck was a striking woman, even if marrying her meant stepping into a castle — even at all that — for a young man’s fancy — for a young man’s dream of love — well, not quite. Be fair, though. Either one would have taken her. There was no Damon and no Pythias that evening. The black thread was running fast into the skein.

 

There was, we say, no renunciation that evening — no Damon and Pythias stuff. But it came a few days later, all right enough. When they sat down in their office that morning, Dannie said.

“Peth, I’ve had time to think this thing over. I want you to marry Mrs. Fordeck. I’ll stand aside and I hope you may be very happy.”

There come to many men in life moments when they find themselves compelled to do the big thing, the generous thing. It seems as if they had no choice. Renunciation of self is, after all, one of the highest things of which we are capable. That may have been Dannie Dament’s feeling on this morning when he came down to the office with his mind made up. It may have been or it may not.

Peth shook his head.

“It’s fine of you, Dannie. You’ve spoken first, I admit, but I had it here (he touched his pocket) in a letter already to give you. Take her, Dannie — she’s yours, and some day after you’re married I’ll come over to Scotland and visit you at the big castle.”

Minds attuned together as theirs were easily make contacts. The words “the big castle” were enough. Dannie began slowly to smile.

“I wonder if you have been reading what I have?” he asked.

“If you put it that way,” said Pethick with a grin, “I guess I have.”

“You mean,” said Dannie, “Pauper Peers.”

“That’s it.”

In the last mails from England there had just come over one of those Chit-Chat magazines that were just coming into fashion, full of Tom-Tit stuff, all about the underside of the upper side. Well, anyway, here was an article on Our Pauper Peers. It told how one of them played a street organ in London, how another was a pavement artist, and how the estates of some of them, in Scotland especially, were just waste land, with the crofters and such being starved out of them and going to Kansas and Manitoba. It mentioned the Earl of Haddock, and Haddock Castle, which was low, but so were all the Tom-Tit papers. The article said that the Earl wasn’t worth a hundred pounds a year — put him at about eighty.

After that Dannie and Pethick waited for a blow to fall, feeling that there was a blow coming. All day they were out in the happy autumn fields of real estate where they were laying out Haddock Park but changing its name now to Ohio Garden; and all this time they were arranging with Judge Mildmay the legal formalities which were needed to bring Dannie’s father home, and waiting for the blow.

Then it fell.

It fell as quietly as blows often fall. It was just a visit from old Mr. Sheppardson who came quietly down to their offices for what he called a purely friendly discussion. He was acting, he said, on Mrs. Fordeck’s behalf but solely, as he explained, as a friend of all parties concerned. The poor lady, he said, had been deeply distressed. She had come into his office all in black (Mr. Sheppardson put that in by habit; as a matter of fact she was in blue). “You may have learned, I gather you have,” said Mr. Sheppardson, “of the poverty of her family and especially of her uncle Lord Haddock. She took for granted that as men of honour” — (she is a soldier’s daughter, Mr. Sheppardson added)— “as men of honour you knew it already” (That was a nasty tweeze for both of them.) “In short,” said Mr. Sheppardson. . . . Well, in short, when he had done with it, what he meant was that one of them would darned well marry Mrs. Fordeck and the other give her twenty thousand dollars — or else — he didn’t need to complete it. With that he withdrew.

At that time and place nothing struck terror to the human heart of the male like a breach of promise suit. It carried with it a peculiar measure of dishonour, not unconnected with a sort of comic element that made it the most dreaded form of disgrace. The shadow of Bardell vs. Picwick lay heavy across it. Hence Slugger in his dreams went through scenes in which a cross-examining barrister said:

“Answer the question, please, without evasion. Did you, or did you not, on the evening of September twelfth compare Capetown to Wiarton? You did? very good; I thought we should get at it at last; now, did you or did you not say, etc. etc.”

And Dannie Dament also heard in his sleep the voice of the prosecuting counsel:

“Did the petitioner offer you the statement that you were something more to her than a lawyer—”

And himself, attempting to be facetious: “Something less—”

Then the Court: “I must ask you to abstain from any attempt at jocularity. Answer the question.”

Counsel, continuing: “Did you say that you hoped you were nearer to her than that?”

Himself: “I did.”

Counsel: “And how near were you to her at the time?”

Then the courtroom in a roar.

 

No, no, they couldn’t stand the disgrace, the laughter of it. In fact they knew, Dament and Pethick, Barristers etc., both of them, knew, that that kind of thing in that kind of town at that time would knock them both out of business, out of law, out of anything . . . In short, if the thing was pushed to the worst there was only one thing to do and they knew it. Marry Mrs. Fordeck? No, no, you’ve forgotten the beginning of this story — skip to the United States.

 

Here then was the irony of history! Dannie’s father ready to come back, and Dannie ready to skip. “They can’t stop us, can they Peth?” said Dannie, “if we decide to clear out?”

“Not without a capias,” said the Slugger, “and they can’t get a capias without a judgment to get it on, and before they get that we’ll be gone. But you had better move fast, Dannie; there’ll be a lot to do . . .”

Then fate intervened again.

Pethick came to the office next morning to find Dannie with a telegram in his hand. “We’re too late, Peth,” Dannie said. “Father’s arriving at eleven o’clock this morning.”

Then he added, “You go, if you like.” But Peth shook his head. The contact with Syracuse was working again.

 

Dannie somehow missed his father at the station — perhaps his father hadn’t understood, the new station was so confusing. But he found him when he came back to the office, sitting there, with Canon Pethick, who had just arrived from Something-Head. His father! Could it really be his father! So changed, so broken — why, an old man! Can seventeen years do that? Is that from bookkeeping? Is that the kind of place that Cincinnati is?

“Father!” said Dannie, and he couldn’t speak.

“We were just speaking,” said Canon Pethick, “of some of the men we remember years ago.” (Why, certainly; what else do old men talk of?)

So there they sat, as Dannie moved, heart-sick, about his office, exchanging their reminiscences . . . “But surely you must remember so and so? Why, of course; he played football,”— “No, no, that was his brother, the one who drank, and went into the church afterwards — did very well.” And so on endlessly.

Dannie presently took them out to lunch, still talking reminiscences and seeing nothing. Then he left them to go and find Slugger who was away out somewhere in a field selling a site for a church.

And when Dannie came back with Slugger in the middle of the afternoon, the two old men were still talking, still twittering away at their reminiscences: “I wonder what became of so and so?” or, “Did any body ever hear anything of such and such . . .”

Dannie stood beside them, along with Slugger Pethick, deep in trouble and perplexity, scarcely hearing what they said. Then all of a sudden his father said something that made Dannie’s mouth fall wide open with surprise, with sudden fixed attention. It was something amazing, something inconceivable.

“You remember,” Mr. Dament was saying to the Canon— “you remember, though it is not his present name, and I shouldn’t mention it for it might mean trouble for him. You remember Harry Fordeck?”

“Why, of course,” said the Canon, “he was on the cricket team. Let me see, did I hear, didn’t someone say he was dead years ago? Yes, yes, he was killed by lions in Africa. He was out with a big lion hunting party, moving (I remember distinctly hearing all about it) through a growth of tall millet . . .”

Mr. Dament shook his head.

“No, no,” he said, “poor Harry. He’s not dead. He’s alive. He’s in Cincinnati. I got him a job there with me as assistant bookkeeper . . .”

“Not dead!” exclaimed Canon Pethick, while Dannie and Slugger remained speechless.

“Hush! It seems he had a terrible wife. He’s told me all about it often. The opportunity came in this unexpected way; he hadn’t planned it. He escaped, slipped through the millet and made his way to the coast. He has never gone back. He’s under an assumed name but of course I knew him instantly, poor old Harry, when he turned up looking for work.”

Neither Dannie nor the Slugger needed to hear any more. Their minds had seized the same idea. “Excuse us a few minutes, father,” Dannie said. And within a few minutes they were seated in Mr. Sheppardson’s office. This time they held all the cards in the pack.

Mr. Sheppardson never doubted them. He knew a fact when he heard it. “Quite so, exactly so,” he repeated, “oh, absolutely so. No question of any further discussion. Indeed,” he said, “this puts a rather different face on every side of the matter, among other things on the whole question of Mrs. Fordeck’s maintenance . . .”

“Hasn’t she got—” Dannie began.

“Practically nothing. A small, a very small, annuity of her own, very small. She has no interest in the estates; they go to a cousin. And, of course, the property left by her late husband — I should say, by her present husband — is all gone long ago, the greater part of it, in fact, in legal expenses. You see, the property, such as it was, was in Ohio and we had the greatest fight to prove that Fordeck was dead, that is, dead in Ohio. Several times they brought him in alive on appeal while admitting that he might be dead in Africa or dead for the purposes of interstate commerce. The distinction was very interesting — and expensive,” added Mr. Sheppardson, musingly.

“What did you do?” asked Dannie.

“We managed it at last through the kindness of the Governor of Bechuanaland, Sir Harry Hoppit, who happened to have financial connections through our firm; in fact we have advanced him funds. He got for us, by a legal fiction, the conviction of a native in a Magistrates’ Court for the murder of Harry Fordeck. That, of course, settled the matter but it involved” — Mr. Sheppardson paused— “The native’s family,” he said, “were compensated.”

“Then Mrs. Fordeck received the money?”

“And spent it.”

Then they were all silent.

 

“Of course,” said Mr. Sheppardson, “she will now have Fordeck. He has a certain earning power.”

“That’s right,” they said.

“He’s only sixty-six,” said Mr. Sheppardson.

“That’s all,” they said.

And they all had the same vision of two drudging worn-out lives moving on to their end, hopeless.

 

Then messages began to run up and down the skeins of destiny all the way to ancient Syracuse.

 

Dannie spoke first.

“Look,” he said, “I’m thinking of something,” and Pethick said, “I know it — so am I.”

“What I mean is this: She’d have got twenty thousand dollars anyway and instead of that she’s going to be right up against it. I’m going to give it to her myself, not directly in my own name but through Mr. Sheppardson.”

Mr. Sheppardson rose and shook Dannie’s hand; there were tears in his eyes.

“That’s very noble,” he said, “very noble. I shall be only too glad to arrange it.”

“Wait a minute,” said the Slugger. “Just hold on. You needn’t do that, Dannie. You’ll need all you’ve got to start your old man up again. I’ll give it.”

“This is touching — touching—” said Mr. Sheppardson; he saw business and his eyes grew moist.

“You need it, too, for yours,” protested Dannie. “Don’t be a chump.”

Something like anger developed, till Dannie said, “What does it matter anyway, Peth? Why, Haddock Park — I mean Ohio Gardens — is worth ten times that all by itself. We’ll both give it.”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said Mr. Sheppardson with an uplifted hand, “this is indeed magnanimous. Let me write it down.”

“All right,” they said.

“I will see,” said Mr. Sheppardson, “that she never knows where it came from. Indeed, I am only too glad to associate myself in any way as a third in such an enterprise . . .” (And the shade of the Tyrant of Syracuse heard him with approval.)

Dannie and Pethick left.

Mr. Sheppardson used to say afterwards that there were tears in his eyes, that he even thought, before he had had time to reflect, of charging no commission on the transaction.

 

But Dannie and Pethick had stepped out into a changed world — how bright it seemed, this glorious autumn day. And when they got back to their office the very joy of their faces brought a new cheeriness to the countenances of their fathers.

Charles Edward Dament sad? — broken? — Oh, no! — just a first impression. Nothing could break a man like that. Already he was recovering his old-time spirit with every moment.

“Watch me get busy sending out messages for that dinner,” said Dannie, and he added, “Darned if I won’t try the telephone. I believe it’s quicker.”

And in less than ten minutes he was actually talking to the caterer.

It was a memorable dinner — just as Dannie had planned and dreamed it — all except the cheques. There was no need for that as they all took the money for granted. And Dannie’s father, back with the old crowd was his old self again — and so were the Canon and the Bishop and Colonel Strong, all their old selves, with old wine and old jokes, and old reminiscences and not a remark that hadn’t at least twenty years retrospect behind it.

Mr. Sheppardson arrived later. He had been with Mrs. Fordeck. Everything was arranged. Mr. Sheppardson said that she had guessed his uneasy secret at once, her husband still alive and their generous provision. It had brought tears to her eyes.

“A wonderful woman,” said Mr. Sheppardson, “such resilience. She’s making plans already. She proposes to pick up Harry at once and start for Bechuanaland. I shall have to communicate with Sir Harry Hoppit.” He added musingly, however, “We needn’t trouble about that,” and he fell to on the walnuts and the wine.


BOOM TIMES
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THE MIRAGE OF a Better World

A Word of Preface

Some readers may be kind enough to recall a sketch which I published in a magazine two or three years ago called, My Remarkable Uncle, which afterward became the title piece of a book of sketches. I now take the same distinguished actual person and remove him from the cramped environment of truth to the larger atmosphere of fiction. After the opening page he parts company with his origin, and the people who surround him are, individually, fiction, although, I hope, living pictures of the time and place.

I have given to the story the sub-title The Mirage of a Better World for reasons made obvious in the text, but still more obvious if I mention them now. I have always been greatly impressed with the alternate sunshine and shadow that fall, or used to fall, in places newly opened, in the world that was, to which people flocked as to a promised land, as they did to the Manitoba of 1880. This promised land for the time being transformed them all into a life better than what we have, and into characters better and more distinctive than the everyday people about us but no better than the everyday people ought to be. The mirage of hope and the illusion of fancy faded out to give way to the sad reality of failure just as the fading mirage in the sky leaves, in the place of the vanished oasis, nothing but the waterless sand of the desert. Yet the real mirage over the desert is true; it is not a mere confusion of light and shadow that the eye of misery converts to a picture of hope. It is the reflection of an actuality of green trees and pleasant waters, miles and miles away — if you will — and even inverted in their outline in the sky — but none the less attainable for those who will walk bravely forward, animated by illusion itself.

It seems to me also that this alternation of sunshine and shadow, so plainly to be seen in the boom times and bad times of a new Eldorado, characterizes also all the economic side of our collective human life. We see it in the alternating prosperity and depression of big business of which the “peaks” and “crashes” of the stock exchange are only the outward signs of the tumult within, like the glow from the crater of a volcano that reveals the subterranean fires. Most of all does this appear in the strange and elusive war prosperity, the good times that by some devil’s contrivance come with the onslaught of war to mock the failure of peace. In these things is to be sought, I believe, the solution of the unsolved problem of wealth and want. To me the boom is not the exception but the reality. It is a vision of what ought to be happening all the time. The boom in Winnipeg in 1880 ought to be booming still.

So, too, with the cheery good times of big business that come only to slip away again; and most of all with the war prosperity that chases away idleness and unemployment like shadows of the night and calls out the higher self of inspired people living among us unseen. In that sense each of us should be at war for ever.

All such things are better seen on a smaller scale than on a large. There is a deep meaning in these contrasts with the problem of poverty or prosperity after the war. To such people I especially try to appeal in this picture of BOOM TIMES.

END OF PREFACE

 

When Edward Philip Philiphaugh arrived from England at his brother’s farm in a lost corner of Ontario in the late summer of 1878, he seemed, to the children of the family, like a wonderful being, dropped from the sky. The elder brother had settled there with his wife and children a few years earlier. He had left England first to settle in South Africa, and had been eaten out by locusts. He had then moved to Kansas but had been eaten out by grasshoppers. A grasshopper is a locust. On the Ontario farm there were no grasshoppers; only just mortgages and broken machinery and thin cattle.

The farm was thirty-five miles from a railway. They lived on it in an isolation unknown, in these days of radio, anywhere in the world. There were no newspapers. Nobody came and went. There was nowhere to come and go. In the solitude of dark winter nights the stillness was that of eternity.

Into this isolation broke Edward Philip. He had just come from a year’s travel round the Mediterranean, a man of twenty-eight or thirty, but seeming a more than adult man, bronzed and self-confident, with a square beard like a Plantagenet king. He arrived in the dusk of a late summer evening in a two-horse wagon, filled with English leather portmanteaus and bundles of double-barreled guns, fishing rods and malacca canes — things that he called his “kit.”

That night at supper the children listened wide-eyed to “Uncle Edward,” with visions of Algiers, of the African slave market, of the Golden Horn, and the Pyramids. Lizzie, the hired girl, stood open-mouthed, and when she heard him say, “So, I said to the Prince of Wales” . . . she dropped the plates with a crash . . . “Uncle Edward,” said the children, “do you know the Prince of Wales?” He answered quite simply, “Oh, very well indeed,” as if that was nothing.

“Uncle Edward,” said the oldest boy, Jim, who was fifteen, “I’d like to be a soldier . . .” and his uncle said, “Then I must write to Lord Hartington at the War Office, and ask him to put you into Sandhurst . . .”

 

Now it happened that in that year, 1878, there was a general election in Canada. E.P. — as everybody began to call him — was in it up to the neck in less than no time. He picked up the history and politics of Upper Canada in a day, and in a week knew everybody in the countryside. He spoke at every meeting, but his strong point was the personal contact of electioneering, of bar-room treats. This gave full scope for his marvellous talent for flattery and make-believe.

“Why, let me see” — he would say to some tattered country specimen beside him glass in hand— “surely, if your name is Framley, you must be a relation of my dear friend General Sir Charles Framley of the Horse Artillery.” “Mebbe,” the flattered specimen would answer. “I guess, mebbe; I ain’t kept track very good of my folks in the old country.” “Dear me! I must tell Sir Charles that I’ve seen you. He’ll be so pleased.” In this way in a fortnight E.P. had conferred honours and distinctions on half the township of Georgina. They lived in a recaptured atmosphere of generals, admirals and earls. Vote? How else could they vote than conservative, men of family like them?

It goes without saying that in politics, then and always, E.P. was on the conservative, the aristocratic side, but along with that was hail-fellow-well-met with the humblest. This was instinct. A democrat can’t condescend. He’s down already. But when a conservative stoops, he conquers.

He was not only a conservative but an imperialist in a large way. He made full use, then and always, of the British Empire as if he had a share in all of it, and might at any time be leaving for any part of it.

“Are you likely to be long in Georgina Township?” an innocent questioner would ask.

“That will depend a good deal,” he answered impressively, “on what I hear from West Africa.” Most of them never heard anything from West Africa.

This made his presence in any one place a favour and a distinction.

 

But for his electioneering E.P. had not only his impressive line of talk but also a quite opposite way of telling Gargantuan stories that would make the country crowd in the bar roar and wheeze and slap their thighs, as for instance, when they heard the story of how the old Earl of Kinraith had called his wife an “auld Highland cow,” and she had answered, “Aweel, it’s better than an auld steer.”

 

It was an old-fashioned election, all carried on in the open air in bright September weather with flags, placards and torchlight processions. The hustings were big wooden platforms, with a rail around. Committee men in plug hats sat on the platform. Farmers stood in a crowd in front — no women.

A liberal speaker spoke from a platform with banners all around it — DESMOND AND LIBERTY — DOWN WITH THE TORY PARTY. “What has the Tory party ever done for this country?” he shouted, shaking his fist in the air. “Tramped it down, tramped down the plain people under foot . . . We never had a thing unless we wrested it from them . . . We’ve got them out of power. I say let’s keep them out . . . They’re against the people . . . my father and my uncle carried their muskets in the rebellion of forty years ago . . . I was fifteen . . . I wanted to go . . . They wouldn’t let me . . . They went with the ‘rebels . . .’ That is what the Tories called them . . . ‘rebels . . .’ They went . . . and my uncle never came back . . . they hanged him there in front of the courthouse in Toronto . . . hanged him with the Tories to jibe and laugh, and a holiday for the school children to go and see a rebel hanged . . . that’s Tories for you . . . let them into power again and that’s what they would do again.”

 

On the other hustings stood Edward Philip Philiphaugh, set and firm, the embodiment of resolution, his gaze direct in front of him. All about him were Union Jacks and banners with STRONG AND LOYALTY — and — GOD SAVE THE QUEEN.

His voice went clear over the heads of the crowd.

“You ask me what has the Tory party done for Canada? There is your answer in those waving flags whose crosses chronicle the union of the British people. There, in that loyalty that stands fast and firm against each and every phase of sedition. I will not talk in paltry figures of trade and taxes. I scorn them. I appeal here to all in whose veins run the blood, in whose hearts beat the life — of the mother country . . . I see here before me men whose names connect with some of the oldest families of Great Britain . . . my friend Framley, a cousin, I believe, of Sir Charles Framley, one of England’s greatest soldiers . . . Major Wyndham, a close relation, a possible successor to, the Earl of Egremont . . . my friend Donald McLeish who stands here as one of the McLeishes of McLeish . . . to shout Scots wha’ hae!

(tumult — applause)

. . . “Here on my heart — ,” he drew out a photograph and held it up— “I carry — I always carry — a photograph of our beloved Queen. That is my politics, it is your politics, electors of North York.”

(applause — tumult)

 

So there came an evening with the village all lit with torchlights, when a committee man stepped out before the Tory crowd in front of the Mansion House, and said:

“Gentlemen of North York, I beg to inform you that the official count of votes elects to Parliament at Ottawa, Dr. John Strong of Aurora by a majority of two thousand votes — gentlemen, God Save the Queen!” They sang it from a thousand throats— “Send . . . her . . . victorious . . . Happy . . . and . . . glorious!”

A few nights after the election E.P. was summoned to a general meeting of the Conservative Committee of the Ridings of York County. The chairman spoke:

“Mr. Philiphaugh, I want to express to you on behalf of the Conservative party of the County of York an appreciation of your co-operation in the election of Dr. Strong . . .

“. . . Mr. Philiphaugh, we want to keep you here. I have heard some of our people saying that you think of moving on to Manitobah. But I’m glad to say that we are here to give you an appointment that will keep you safe from going to starve among the grasshoppers!

(Laughter— “Ya, Ya! That’s right!”)

“Hitherto we’ve had no salaried organizer in the Ridings of York County and the Association is prepared to offer you such a post and to offer it on terms that show we’re in earnest and pay a man according to his real worth. Mr. Philiphaugh, on behalf of these gentlemen of the Committee, I offer you a salary of $1,000 a year as organizer of the Conservative Party in York County.”

(Applause— “Hurrah for E.P.! — Hurrah!”)

“For he’s a jolly good fellow!”

E.P. spoke:

“Gentlemen: — When I tell Sir John A. Macdonald, our leader, of your generous offer, I am sure he will be as deeply touched as I am. And when I send word, as I hope you will allow me to do, to Lord Beaconsfield, of the loyalty and allegiance of the County of York, I am sure that he will see fit to place your names before Her Majesty for such honour as she may see fit to bestow. But, gentlemen, for me, my lot is cast, as you yourselves would say Alea jacta est! . . . nulla vestigia retrorsum . . .”

(Dubious voices— “Hear! Hear!”)

“The Star of the Empire glitters in the West . . . I see in Manitobah . . .

(voices — grasshoppers — grasshoppers)

“I see in Manitobah a great future. I look forward to the time when two million people will be settled on the western prairies—”

(laughter— “They’ll freeze — Ya — Ya”)

“ — a great future — a great vision — it is my destiny to go.”

(applause — handshaking — tumultuous talk.)

E.P. left next morning taking his nephew Jim with him as his private secretary. Jim couldn’t even spell but that didn’t matter; it was only to last till Lord Hartington was to give him a commission in the British Army.

To get to Winnipeg they went up the Lakes and across Minnesota. It was the only way then. They hit Winnipeg just on the rise of the boom, and E.P. came at once into his own and rode on the crest of the wave. There is something that appeals in the rush and movement of a “boom” town — a Winnipeg of the 80’s, a Carson City of the 60’s. Life comes to a focus; it is all here and now, all present, no past and no outside — just a clatter of hammers and saws, rounds of drinks and rolls of money. In such an atmosphere every man seems a remarkable fellow, a man of exception; individuality separates out and character blossoms like a rose. And before the eyes of each as he hammers, and works and talks, is the mirage of the wonder that is to come — the mirage of what might be — of what the world is meant to be — always coming, but it never comes.

E.P. came into his own. In less than no time he was in everything and knew everybody, conferring titles and honours up and down Portage Avenue.

His activities were wide. He was president of a bank (that never opened), head of a brewery (for brewing the Red River), and, above all, secretary-treasurer of the Winnipeg Arctic Ocean and Siberian Railway that had a charter authorizing it to build a road to the Arctic Ocean, when it got ready. They had no track, but they printed stationery and passes, and in return E.P. received passes over all North America.

 

He knew everybody, but in particular he gathered to himself, round the saloons, a particular set of adherents, men of that queer class that turns up in a place like the Winnipeg of 1880 — dead broke, but gentlemen, and not worrying. There was Captain Desmond Despard. He had been at a “public” school, at it — and out of it. He had been “sent down” from Oxford, and “sent up” from Sandhurst. He used whiskey like milk. But he was a well-educated man; at any rate everybody in the bars agreed on that. “Nothing like education, Jim,” he would say. “E.P. should send you home to a public school. Look at me; would I be where I’ve got to if I hadn’t been at a public school?” And he would quote a line — the first line — of Virgil. It was the only line he knew but it had taken him half round the world.

Then there was little Count Fosdari — Count Fosco di Fosdari. As soon as E.P. knew he was a real count, one of the family of the Fosdaris of Fosforetto, he annexed him. Fosdari was “good medicine.”

All these friends he put on the boards of his new companies. They were always in and out of his huge wooden office building, half finished — always half finished, because the minute it began to look finished he added more to it. Fosdari was a director of the Winnipeg Arctic Ocean and Siberian Railway with his name on the letter-head right under that of the Marquis of Madeira. Captain Despard was president of the brewery. Jim was private secretary to everything.

But naturally E.P.’s main hold was on politics. They elected him right away into the Manitoba Legislature. He made a speech on the hustings in which he said, “I will not talk in terms of paltry figures of trade and taxes. I scorn them.” And he showed his photograph of the Queen. It made a great impression. He made the same speech in the Manitoba Assembly. His public policy was for spending all the money they could get, on everything they could think of to spend it on. His specialty was vision — mirage. “I can foresee a time, Mr. Speaker, in no distant future, when there will be three million people on these western plains.” He had started it at two, but moved it up. He wanted at once to float a huge loan in London, and sink it right there. There was talk after this of making him Prime Minister.

 

E.P. bought a huge house beside the river and filled it with pictures that he said were portraits of his ancestors. One of them, such a fine old portrait that it was nothing but black soot round a dark face, E.P. said was the Marquis of Madeira, the founder of his family. In this great house he instituted a roaring hospitality that never stopped. In it was installed a heavy English butler, Meadows, with a British army medal. “A Crimean veteran,” E.P. explained. He wasn’t really a veteran, because he hadn’t been in the army, and E.P. had bought the medal in a second-hand shop, and his name wasn’t Meadows. But that didn’t matter; it was not a matter of what was but of what should have been. It was a sort of mirage of an “interior.”

Then there was Harris, the footman, a young man chosen for his gentlemanly voice and extraordinary manners. As Harris went out with a tray, E.P. would whisper behind his hand to his guests, “An illegitimate son of the Prince of Wales.” Harris’s mother hadn’t known this. But any one could see that if the Prince of Wales had had an illegitimate son, Harris would be just the kind of illegitimate son the Prince of Wales would have wished to have.

There was a huge cook “Jennings”; not Mrs. Jennings or Jessie Jennings but just “Jennings.” And housemaids called by their surnames — Parker and Anderson. It made a great hit with plain people not used to it, to hear E.P. say, “Anderson, kindly tell Parker—” and so on. Their names weren’t really that. Parker had been Dulcie McGinnis and Anderson had been Phoebe McLean.

The house was run, as E.P. said, on system. Jennings brought her book to E.P. and E.P. gave it to Jim. And Jim gave it back to Jennings. Anyway it didn’t matter what things cost.

Everything was done on that sort of scale, more and more. Presently even the ancestors weren’t good enough. E.P. invented a Portuguese dukedom and conferred it, by a sort of reversion, on Jim, as of the senior branch of the family, ahead of himself, an affectation of inferiority known only to nobility.

To visitors he would show them round the ancestors.

“Strange to think that two deaths would make that boy a Portuguese duke!”

 

E.P. met Agnes Dacres, — the Honorable Mrs. De Carteret Dacres — at one of those huge fashionable receptions that had become the fashion, quite the rage, that is to say, the fashion to be fashionable, in the Winnipeg of the Boom. The mirage that coloured all the world of business and money was extending to the world of social life. Everybody suddenly became of high family, of high official position, or closely related to some one of high family or of high official position. So at such receptions people crushed round drinking cups of tea standing up, and drinking champagne and rye whiskey leaning beside sideboards and introducing first cousins of earls to sisters of bishops. “Mrs. McGruder, do let me introduce the Hon. Charles Dewdrop; Captain Dewdrop, you know, is one of the Dewdrops of Devonshire. Your father, of course, was Major General McGruder of Mississippi, wasn’t he? Your cousin? Oh, yes, your cousin . . . a niece of the Earl of Gallaway; oh . . . how do you do?”

And they didn’t say it in stage whispers — not a bit — they bandied it all round quite openly — Dukes, Generals, Ministers of the Crown — the whole place was a galaxy — and everybody willing to believe it — and everybody so happy in it. Here was a new social world all made of mirage, of the colours of the rainbow — as easy as that. And with it all, was a closer reach towards truth than the ordinary drab of social life. Give and take and you’ve got everything.

In such a social world E.P. came into his own. At the receptions he was always to be seen at a sideboard, the men packed around him, listening to one of his Gargantuan stories, and the ladies all dying to catch what he was saying. E.P. would stand against the bar saying: “Well, there we were at Algiers, all standing round at the big reception, a divan, given by the Dey of Algiers to the Navy. There was the Dey, all in uniform, a tremendously fat fellow, stomach like this — diplomats and officers — that sort of thing. Well, in came old Admiral Mannering — I mean to say, simply spiflicated! — and the Vizier said, ‘Let me present you to the Dey.’ And the Admiral said, ‘Day? day! By gad, he looks like nine months!’ ”

(roars of laughter)

“Ya! ha! ya! ha!” and the story went all over Winnipeg.

It was at such a reception that somebody (either Colonel the Honorable Osborne Thisthewaite, or Señor Desdichado, the Consul-General for Mexico — anyway, somebody) dragged E.P. through the crowded reception given by Mrs. Pleasington, a niece of the Governor of Bombay, and said, “Do let me introduce you to Mrs. Dacres, a cousin of the Duke of Somerset.” E.P., with a bow of deference fit for Versailles, said, “I’m so glad to meet you. I used to know your cousin, the Duke of Somerset so well.” And she said, “Oh, how delightful. Do you know I haven’t heard a word from any of the Somersets for weeks and weeks.” Neither she had. So they moved together to drink champagne at a sideboard, caught up in the mirage of make-believe as superior to truth, as fireflies are to gas light.

 

Mrs. Dacres had arrived in Winnipeg a little before, and was living in shabby lodgings — the Honorable Mrs. De Carteret Dacres — with her little daughter Evelyn. Evelyn was fourteen and Mrs. Dacres was — well, the very least you can be if you have a daughter of fourteen. Mrs. Dacres was as impecunious as she was pretty and as charming as she was both. And she had the same mirage of family and money as Edward Philiphaugh, and when she talked her talk was based on the peerage. She was “honorable” because she said she was honorable. People let it go at that. Her husband had died in India and when she spoke of India she spoke of “cantonments” and “syces” and Simla and of how India was such a small place that of course everybody knew everybody. She left out the other three hundred million. So people thought her husband had been in the army. But in reality he had been with an export tea firm in Calcutta. Sometimes she shifted him to the Zulu war because that was recent. Her talk was so vague that you could never quite locate him. Some people understood that he had got the Victoria Cross in Afghanistan — Winnipeg was full of Victoria Crosses in 1880. Mrs. Dacres never said these things. But they came out somehow in conversation with her over the teacups. If people believed them then she couldn’t help it. And in reality she faced and fought poverty with the bravery of a heroine.

Now the truth was that Mrs. Dacres’ late husband far from being rich had been poor, and worse. For he had put all his money and his savings into the Gujahar Swindle that is still remembered in odd corners of England. This was when a company was floated by the Majarajah of Gujahar to grow tea. The British Government was to — should have, was certain to — back the enterprise. It didn’t. No tea was grown and the Gujahar loan went the way of Turkish bonds. Dacres of Calcutta had put in all his money. He had done more. He had put in, without her knowledge, all his wife’s money, the little bit of money that every girl in England of that kind and class used to have. That was how he came to die. He died — they found him dead — the evening the news came out. Mrs. Dacres never spoke of it; and in any case the worst of it, the last part, they never told her. She thought it was apoplexy. But perhaps she knew. That was why, in Winnipeg, she never mentioned Gujahar.

Her little girl, Evelyn — she liked to call her “my baby” — was, as said, fourteen years old, but Mrs. Dacres got her down to twelve in general conversation. Evelyn was just as pretty as her mother, and as fickle as a summer breeze. She couldn’t help it, because she just had to be whatever you wanted her to be. If a curate talked to her of the love of God, she looked as sad as a saint, because she felt like a saint. But if you wanted her to be a kitten she’d turn into one.

 

“So Lord Decimer came over,” Mrs. Dacres was saying to Evelyn, “and patted you on the head . . .” She was speaking in their shabby sitting room, knitting with some wool which, as her friends understood, the Duchess of Bedford had sent her. She only knitted things not to disappoint the Duchess. She knitted and as in a mirage, she was saying, “So Lord Decimer . . .”

“Mother,” said Evelyn, “did we really know all those people in India?”

“Who, dear?”

“Lord Decimer and the Prince of Wales and . . .”

“My dear child! What a question! Why you must remember yourself how I took you into the House of Lords — no, let me see; perhaps you don’t. You were only three. But, my dear Evelyn, when you ran into the Prince with your hoop and he was so . . .”

“But, mother, I don’t remember any of it.”

“No, perhaps not. Let me see; you were only two.”

“But, mother, at two? I couldn’t have run a hoop at two.”

 

The bell rang from below and Evelyn went down and back. “It’s the grocery man, mother, he’s brought back the cheque you gave him yesterday. He said the bank wouldn’t take it.” Mrs. Dacres looked at the cheque.

“How silly of me! I’m always doing that . . .”

She went over to a desk and took out about eight blank cheque books, thought a little and selected one and wrote a new cheque.

“There, tell him I’m so sorry — I’d written it on the wrong bank . . .”

“But, mother,” persisted Evelyn when she came back, “I don’t remember living in those big houses in England. I only remember such a little house in a village.”

“But of course, dear . . . I adore little houses — so simple. Look at this. They never could get me to London. I remember the dear old Count Chateau de Chateaubriand saying, ‘Mais, pourquoi, madame’ . . . perfect French . . . just like that ‘pourquoi, madame’ . . .” Another tradesman’s cheque came up. Mrs. Dacres made apologies again. It was so stupid of her. She had written 1890 instead of 1880. People who wait and wait for remittances from home do these things. “But stop,” said Mrs. Dacres, “it must be dinner time—” she looked at her watch and murmured, “That tiresome jeweler . . . Yes, it must be dinner time. You’re having dinner at the Smith’s, aren’t you? No, dear, I shan’t have any. I’m not a bit hungry!”

 

So when the Honorable Mrs. Dacres went out to tea all her friends talked about Philip Philiphaugh and she thought him wonderful.

She bought a newspaper every day just to see what it said about him. A newspaper in Winnipeg cost ten cents.

 

So one day the Honorable Mrs. Dacres found herself in Philip Philiphaugh’s combined offices that carried on their front in gigantic letters the sign boards of the Saskatchewan, Manitoba Real Estate Company — The Peace River Development Company, and the Winnipeg Arctic Ocean and Siberian Railway. All these enterprises were at their height, with outer offices and inner offices going full swing, with every luxury in furniture and fittings that the Winnipeg of 1880 could contrive, and with Count Fosco di Fosdari, speaking Italian in all of them, and with doorkeepers to show people in and out, all English army veterans with one leg each.

Charmingly Mrs. Dacres bent over the counter and extended her card: The Honorable Mrs. Dacres. It worked as magic. The great man appeared in a moment. “Do please come in, Mrs. Dacres — do take a chair. You must excuse a rather ramshackle office; our mahogany furniture is all delayed at sea. Lord Beresford cabled that he can do simply nothing about it.”

“My little girl, Evelyn,” murmured Mrs. Dacres. “I like to call her my baby still, but she is really eleven.” “Oh, charming!” exclaimed Philiphaugh, “but dear me, who is it she reminds me of — why, of course, the little Princess of Saxe-Schlitz-in-Main.” “Why, she is like her, and yet I never noticed it before,” echoed Mrs. Dacres. “Do let me call Count Fosdari,” went on Edward Philip. Then, opening the door, he called, “Fate venire, si piace, il Conte Fosdari” — which was good medicine for the outer office.

E.P. took for granted that the Hon. Mrs. Dacres wanted to invest. He showed her on the wall a huge map of the Peace River country. It seemed that Lord Salisbury had cabled over for half of it. But some was left; also a good deal of the Arctic and all Siberia. A mirage seemed to colour the room as he spoke.

Mrs. Dacres took out a cheque book — one on London — she had another with her on Bombay. Evelyn looked at her, a straight direct look, and she felt guilty. She wondered — nearly broke off — and then the mirage grew rosier still when Philip Philiphaugh said, “Oh, please don’t bother with a cheque. We’ll just call it an open account. Your profits will pay it off in no time. But don’t you think after all, a thousand pounds is too small — just a bagatelle. Suppose we say fifty thousand dollars . . . and if you wish to draw out some money in advance of profit, the Count (here the Count bowed double, twice) will arrange at once . . .” And with that E.P. threw a little more Italian at the Count.

E.P. showed Mrs. Dacres through the offices with great dignity, Count Fosdari lingering behind with Evelyn. He had made a bee-line to her at once, and was showing her a picture of his father’s castle, and chattering Italian.

 

The Honorable Mrs. Dacres walked home, still in her mirage, with a thousand other mirages walking the Winnipeg streets, and greeting one another as they passed.

And Philiphaugh? Why had he done it? Why does any person do it? Why does a boy show off before a girl?

Mrs. Dacres spent that afternoon buying furs on Portage Avenue. Till now she had said she thought them vulgar.

 

But other banking transactions were going on that day in Winnipeg of a very different kind. In the private room in one of the real banks, one with a head office in Montreal, the manager talked with the manager of another real bank with a head office in Toronto. They had papers and books in front of them.

“It isn’t banking!” he said. “Man, man, look at these accounts! Here’s a loan company. What are their assets? Loans to a real estate company. What are their assets? Shares in the loan company. Here’s another real estate company? Where does it get its funds? From the Brewery that bought the real estate. Look at this — Winnipeg Arctic and Siberian Railway.”

“Donald,” said the other, “you lent them fifty thousand . . .”

“Man, can I help it? If I didn’t lend it you would . . . and I admit that darned man has a way with him. In he comes here and he starts talking about the Monteiths of Caithness — you’ll understand — and knowing more about our tartan than I do myself. He’s joined the Curling Club it seems, and wants a family tartan; he says he can buy one on a Royal Warrant . . .”

“That’s it, Donald,” said the other. “He can buy it with your fifty thousand.”

So they both laughed, and agreed that it couldn’t go on, that it must burst, and went away to blow it up all the harder . . .

 

When Evelyn and her mother got home Mrs. Dacres seemed very thoughtful. But Evelyn danced all round the room. “Tra-la-la! . . . Is an Italian count’s wife called — what?” “Mother, where is Lake Como?. . . Tra-la-la!”

 

So the autumn waned and the winter came. The river froze and the prairie was a white sheet of frozen snow but the rush of business never slackened and the pace and throb of life were as warm as ever. So it came about that one winter day E.P. took Mrs. Dacres out driving, in a two-seated cutter, drawn by two horses dancing under tall sleighbells. They skimmed over the prairie like the wind. You drove anywhere over the prairie then, just right over the prairie, as soon as you left the town. E.P. and Mrs. Dacres were in front and Evelyn and Jim behind, the big cutter smothered over with buffalo robes and Arctic furs, and Mrs. Dacres and Evelyn with “clouds” over their faces against the cut of the wind. These “clouds” of 1880 were loose-knitted woolen things of bright pink and lighter blue, guaranteed dangerous at ten yards. On the front seat E.P. was explaining to Mrs. Dacres that two deaths might at any time make Jim a Portuguese Duke. Evelyn nudged Jim and Jim nudged Evelyn and Jim whispered, “Which two do I kill?” because each of them had been brought up alongside mirage and humbug, and each knew that the other knew all about it.

Such drives were a great success. E.P. used to help Mrs. Dacres into the sleigh with a courteous, “Allow me, Agnes,” and help her out again— “Allow me, Agnes—” with a chivalry of voice and manner worthy of the Middle Ages.

 

Then in less than no time it was summer again, for there is no spring in the west, and E.P. took them out in his big sailboat on the Red River . . . (people could still sail on it then). It was quite a large picnic party and E.P. told them about yachting off the Isle of Wight with the Prince of Wales, and how one day in a sudden storm the Prince called, “Ned, for God’s sake take the helm!”

After that Agnes called him “Ned,” a name just for herself to use. Count Fosdari, who was one of the party that day, made a great hit by talking heroically about Christopher Columbus, till he fell over the gunwale into the water. After which he had to go home and was out of the picnic, a marvelous picnic on the river bank with such a clatter of plates and knives, with salads and cold pâtés and champagne popping and everybody talking at once. “I remember saying to the Dey of Algiers . . .” “Now, then, Agnes, allow me . . .” “I remember . . .”

 

The strange thing was that when Agnes Dacres was with E.P. all the “pretense” seemed to drop away from her. She let him tell her about the Portuguese title in his family. She never spoke of one in hers.

In fact, quite the contrary. Evelyn noticed it right away. After they had come home from such an outing, her mother would say:

“Evelyn, you’ve always thought the Duke of Somerset is my cousin. Well, he isn’t.”

And Evelyn answered, “I knew he wasn’t, mother.”

And another day:

“Evelyn you’ve always thought that that photograph is a picture of my house when I was a child. Well, it isn’t. My father was a country curate with six children, and I went out to Calcutta as a governess.”

And once, a little later and with much greater difficulty, she said:

“Evelyn, when we were in India — you’ve always thought your father was in the army. Well — he wasn’t.”

She was speaking hesitantly, with pauses, as she sat “fixing her face” before a glass. It was easier to say things when she was doing something.

“He was in a tea house in Calcutta,” she went on, “and we didn’t know anybody. I never saw Simla, dear.”

“. . . Oh, mother, I’m so sorry.”

“. . . And we were very poor . . . and then all that your father could save in ten years, and the little money I had, he put into the terrible Gujahar Swindle . . . and it was all lost.”

“The what? Mother, what a funny word . . .”

“Gujahar! It’s a native state in India . . . the Gujahar Swindle . . . everybody knows about it. The Maharajah — think of the wickedness of it — organized a great tea company — just on nothing, Evelyn; all on paper.”

“But, mother, surely in Winnipeg they do that every day?”

“But this is Winnipeg; that was Gujahar.”

“But, mother, a company like the Winnipeg Arctic and Siberian Railway — Jim says that his uncle and the rest never put a cent into it; his uncle said that himself.”

“Evelyn, that’s an utterly different thing. Didn’t you hear him say that if he could get a million pounds from England, he would sink it all in the Arctic Ocean? But Gujahar was a swindle. The Maharajah got it all; the rest were ruined; it killed your father.”

 

Then there came an evening, an unforgettable evening, of an old-fashioned party in E.P.’s spacious house with Agnes Dacres acting as hostess to his guests. They had all the old-fashioned items and features of the day, little tables of whist, and people singing drawing-room pieces at the piano as they used to sixty years ago.

Captain Despard sang in a bold defiant voice: “’Tis a rich — rough — gem — Deny — it — who — can— ’Tis the Island — Home — of — an Englishman.”

And E.P. turned the music while Agnes sang, “In — the — gloaming — Oh, my darling!” — and all the people listened, yearning, as people could yearn before moving pictures over-strained their capacity for it.

 

As E.P. showed Mrs. Dacres into the carriage which he had ordered to take her home, he held her hand a moment, under the summer leaves and said, in such a wonderful tone: “Agnes, dear — let this be our gloaming now . . .”

 

No one was surprised when the wedding was announced; nor at the stir it made, nor at the tremendous receptions that followed it, in E.P.’s great house.

His wife stood with a fan, like a princess, on a hearth rug and E.P. presented his political constituents and supporters, finding a title and an office for each.

“Agnes, dear, let me present the Reeve of Kildonan — the ex-warden of Stony Mountain — the Assessor of Provencher . . .”

E.P. could find a title for anybody that sounded like a Walter Scott novel.

 

In the new social life that followed, with pretty clothes to wear, Evelyn blossomed as quickly as a prairie rose, especially as her mother now let her wear grown-up dresses. At the receptions she made a wonderful hit with everybody. She let the young and Reverend Fergus MacTavish, just ordained, just arrived in Winnipeg, and nervous, tell her about damnation— “But is everybody really damned, Mr. MacTavish?” . . . “I wouldna’ just say everybody . . .” And she let a young engineer, who had actually seen it, tell her how electric light worked. “But what is it really?” she asked. While he was telling her, she saw all sorts of things out of the corner of her eye. “Do go on,” she said, when he stopped. There was more she wanted to see.

 

They had just time to enter on this grandeur, for what are a few weeks and months when life moves as swiftly as happily as that? — when down it all came with a crash. The great Manitoba boom broke — so suddenly and so completely that only those who remember it can believe how suddenly and completely it broke.

It was all over, so to speak, in a day.

The headshaking and the whispering in the banks reached its climax; the banks acted; they pulled out the planks of credit, down came the house of faith. They drew the curtain and the beautiful mirage was gone.

The hammers fell dead. The sounds ceased. All the new world that was just going to be, and that might have been, broke into the wreckage of the world that is.

It was not only the loss of money. The change came with a sudden personal wrench to each and everyone. It was like the loss of a sudden glory, all this new wealth of character and personality, that had bloomed like a rose, this easy intercourse, this universal generosity and good fellowship, this marvellous mirage more true than reality. Hold it! — Stop it! — We can’t let it go!

That’s how the people felt, trudging the wooden sidewalks, looking for jobs.

In a moment everybody was bankrupt, everybody owed everybody. They always had, but it didn’t matter then because nobody paid anybody. With the crash everybody called for pay.

Real estate went under. During the big boom people had bought land all night under the glare of torch- and lamp-light. Now they sold it all day in the cold daylight. The banks (the private banks) broke. The breweries burst. The insurance companies went up. The trust companies went under. The plain people could not bear to see it taken from them, this bright new world that was just beginning. Some tried to protest, little angry groups of men on street corners, with the snow blowing round them, for winter was come now. One was speaking from a box: “It isn’t right! They’ve no right to close down on us. You know and I know, there’s room here for thousands and thousands. You know and I know, it’s just a crowd of rich men that are scared about their money.”

Then two burly policemen with the real London manner would say, “Now then, move on, please, move on.”

Who can agitate in a snowstorm?

And E.P.? Did he go under? Not for five minutes. What was a little thing like a crash to him. Of course he was ruined on such a huge scale that it made no difference and that it carried itself, as it were.

He explained it all away.

“It will be a matter of course of refinancing everything.” He had a lot of words like that. “I shall cable to Lombard Street about ‘converting’ everything. The only trouble is that I may at any time now be needed in the Soudan.”

So what with that and an unabated hospitality E.P. floated or seemed to, where others sank.

But not really. There was no reality underneath it. The big stuff was all over; what was left was just wreckage. After a few months ready money was clear gone. E.P. had to carry himself, when the company finances were broken, with personal loans at the banks.

Here he developed a wonderful technique. A banker, especially the manager of a branch, was E.P.’s natural mark and victim. He would tremble as E.P. came in, like a dove that sees a hawk. The method used by E.P. was so simple. It was like showing a farmer peas under a thimble. As he entered the banker’s private office he would exclaim, “I say! Do you fish? Surely that’s a green-heart casting-rod on the wall?” E.P. knew the names of everything. In a few minutes the banker, flushed and pleased, was exhibiting the rod, and showing flies out of a box in a drawer. When E.P. went out he carried a hundred dollars with him. There was no security. The transaction was all over.

But such sums, of course, were quite hopeless to maintain, not only E.P. but his establishment. Of course, there was still credit. E.P. would buy with that, though Agnes wouldn’t. “I can’t bear debt,” she said. But E.P. would walk into shops as grandly as ever, buy with lavish generosity, never asking the price and never mentioning pay, until the parcel was in his hand and then: “By the way, please let me have the account promptly. I may be leaving very shortly for the Soudan . . .”

Sometimes it was the Soudan, sometimes Sir Henry Loch in West Africa, whichever was most in the papers.

Of course, E.P. could still travel. As a matter of fact he always carried with him the Charter of the Winnipeg Arctic Ocean and Siberian Railway, an impressive parchment with a big red seal. He could travel, which he did, in a sort of circuit, so as to be always “called east,” or “called back west.”

The hotels, of course, were easy. E.P. would always wait till he was all ready — coat, bag and all — and then ask for his bill at the desk, and receiving it, would break out with enthusiasm over the reasonableness of it. “But just compare that,” he would say, “with the Hotel Crillon at Paris!” The manager couldn’t; he just felt that he ran a cheap hotel. E.P. would add, “When I see Sir John I really must tell him how admirably I have been treated; he’s coming here next week.” Sir John was the Prime Minister. The hotel keeper hadn’t known that he was coming; and he wasn’t. Then came the final touch, “Let me see — seventy-six dollars — seventy-six — you give me” — and E.P. fixed his eye firmly on the hotel man— “give me twenty-four dollars and then I can remember to send an even hundred.” The man’s hand trembled. But he gave it.

 

Of course, it couldn’t last. Credit faded month by month . . . There was no way to meet things up at the big house.

“You’ve let Meadows go?” asked a guest who missed the familiar butler and saw E.P. pour the whiskey himself.

E.P. shook his head very sadly, as if with great commiseration.

“I had to,” he said. “Poor chap! Drinking . . . but what could I do?”

 

“Where’s Harris?” asked another guest. “Has he left you?”

“Oh, no, only for a time. I’ve lent him to Government House. Sir James and Lady Aikins were in despair. Of course, I pay his wages.”

 

“Is your wife out?” asked an evening visitor, who had been invited to supper. “I’m so sorry she is,” said E.P. “She told me to tell you how terribly sorry she was not to see you . . . She was called out.”

Agnes wasn’t out. She was in the kitchen down below, getting supper ready to send up on the dumb-waiter, because Anderson and Parker and Jennings were all gone. Agnes and Evelyn did the work now.

 

At other times they tried other methods. At makeshift dinner parties, for new people, Evelyn was turned into a parlour maid. One English visitor, when she took his hat and coat, gave her half a crown. E.P. sent her down the street with it to the grocer’s for a bottle of California wine, and then served the wine, or had Evelyn serve it, to the visitor. “Annette,” he said, “bring up from the cellar a bottle of the South African wine,” and he added, “Cecil Rhodes has just sent it. It is not half bad.” Neither it was; or only half.

 

Evelyn made such a hit with herself as Annette that she was in and out of character at two minutes notice.

Evelyn was also learning shorthand, and the new art — type-writing — not proper work, of course, for a lady. The Legislature had taken over Jim to a job of selling law stamps in the courthouse. E.P. had lost his seat in the new elections, but they let Jim keep his job. Lord Hartington had never come across with the commission in the British Army; all the soldiering Jim got was training one night a week, in the long summer twilight, with the Winnipeg Field Battery — militia.

All that went on till months drifted into years. Then came a ray of hope; there might be some money for Agnes in England. Her father’s estate was being wound up. He’d been dead for years but they were still winding. Her sister’s husband, the Vicar of Little Bosing-on-the-Edge, Edgewater, near Exeter, England, had sent Agnes twenty pounds, taken out of the estate, to let her come home and help wind it. It seemed that there were some things that could only be arranged by agreement among the heirs.

Twenty pounds wasn’t really enough; at least it meant going second class, and few people liked to admit doing that in 1884. So when they asked E.P., “What boat is your wife sailing on?” he said, “It’s rather uncertain. She may take a Mediterranean boat out of New York.” He might as well have said a banana boat out of Galveston, Texas, for all truth in it; but at least it stalled the question.

 

So Agnes went away, and E.P. shuffled along as best he could, a little shabbier all the time. Travel had broken down. The railways had cut out the Arctic Ocean since E.P. could print no more passes. Even the bar-rooms were breaking under him. There came a time when bar-room credit, the last refuge of human brotherhood, broke. E.P. had trailed into a bar with three adherents in tow. “Now, then,” he said, in his grand manner, “what will you fellows have?” Then he held up his extended fingers to the bar man, and said, “Four.” The head bartender looked round from mixing a fancy drink at a sideboard and broke into oaths. E.P. hooked Captain Despard by the arm. “Come away,” he said. “I’m afraid the poor fellow’s crazy; but I hate to report him.”

 

Then Agnes wrote that she could not come back yet. The estate didn’t seem to wind. Charles (that was the Vicar; he had taken a double blue and pink at Cambridge but all the business he knew was what he had learned out of Horace) — Charles said that there might in the end be quite a bit of money, but there wasn’t any yet; in fact not even enough to come home with — and Charles himself had none.

 

So that was that, till the year 1884 ran out, and 1885 began with E.P. still talking of being called away — only now it was to Johannesburg. Evelyn was typing in a government office, and wishing that life would bring some romance to her life and none ever came. Jim selling law stamps and wishing he could be a soldier, and never a word from Lord Hartington.

Jim and Evelyn had become in a sense “sweethearts” but not sweet enough for Evelyn. It was understood somehow that some day they were going to marry one another. But there was not enough to it. As Evelyn understood it, Jim was supposed to be waiting for “her answer.” But he kept forgetting that he hadn’t got it. It didn’t seem possible to get up a real lovers’ quarrel with Jim or to have final partings, or any of that sort of thing which makes love worth while.

Even the attentions of Count Fosdari, which Evelyn wished to apply as a torment, took no effect on Jim. He had a hereditary view of foreigners as silly asses. “I am sure that Count Fosdari would have proposed to me last night,” Evelyn said. “I just rushed out of the room in time.” Or, “I wonder what Count Fosdari meant when he asked me if I thought I could live where it was always summer time?” “You can search me,” said Jim, who was mending a fishing rod. “Some silly ass stuff about myrtle trees. He’s nuts on them.”

Then came the terrible blow to Evelyn when it turned out that Count Fosdari couldn’t propose to her because he was married already. He had mentioned it quite innocently. He had a wife in Italy. She was twelve years old and in a convent. “Can you beat it?” Jim said. Fosdari must have meant engaged, Jim thought, but Evelyn said, “No, married.”

It appeared that all of Fosdari’s attentions had just been Italian antics. So Evelyn was left with less romance than ever, and Jim with no soldiering at all, unless you count the Field Battery, one evening a week.

 

Then fate pressed a button and gave him, and everyone else in Winnipeg, all the soldiering they wanted, and to Evelyn all the romance she could sustain.

There was plenty of forewarning, for those who could read the signs in the sky, of the oncoming of the rebellion of the halfbreeds and the Indians of the Northwest in the early spring of 1885. Yet few read or heeded them. When the rebellion broke it came with the sudden fury of a March blizzard. The attack on a column of mounted police by Gabriel Dumont’s two hundred halfbreeds at Duck Lake, the heavy loss of life, the police driven back to their barracks — this news fell on Winnipeg with the sudden shock of impending danger. It even echoed across the ocean and around the Empire — the old days of savage warfare come back again.

All the more so when the news followed that the Crees of the Upper Saskatchewan had risen under Big Bear, had massacred people at Frog Lake, carried off the women captive, and were now moving to close in on Fort Pitt and Battleford, the little outlying posts in what was still almost empty country. There seemed no limit to what it all might mean . . . There were ten thousand halfbreeds on the lower Saskatchewan and twenty thousand Crees and Blackfoot Indians beyond. There were twenty thousand more beyond that. In Winnipeg, there were no permanent “soldiers,” only volunteers, militia who drilled on summer evenings. These were the cavalry with sixty-two men (mostly on livery stable horses), the 90th. and 91st. battalions of the militia with about five hundred men and three hundred uniforms among them, and the Winnipeg Field Battery, sixty-two men with six guns, drilled and trained, the only effective unit west of Lake Superior. If the Indians really rose — all of them — then the country was all theirs till help could come. The rest of Canada was still cut off. The Canadian Pacific Railway was still one hundred miles short of completion; and the missing one hundred miles were in the frozen wilderness north of Lake Superior.

No wonder Winnipeg thrilled with excitement. The news from the plains came in as best it could by telegraph from here, there or anywhere, as riders might reach the railway telegraph station. It was written up on Bulletin Boards outside the newspaper offices, and sent out in “special editions” on broad sheets, like snow flakes . . . There were no telephones. The streets were full of people all day.

FORT PITT ABANDONED

POUNDMAKER TAKES WAR PATH

INSPECTOR DICKENS DEFENDS BATTLEFORD

And from the East:

TROOPS GATHERING AT TORONTO

TWENTY THOUSAND PEOPLE THRONG UNION STATION — ROYAL GRENADIERS AND QUEEN’S OWN RIFLES ENTRAIN FOR WINNIPEG; TROOPS REACH LAKE SUPERIOR GAP — SNOW BLIZZARD HALTS MARCH.

And so on, endlessly. Jim was out of law stamps and into Artillery uniform and forage cap. The Battery was ready to go — and the 90th. and the 91st. — only waiting for the troops from Toronto. Meantime, regiments of “home guards” were being sworn in to defend the city.

E.P., standing beside the notice boards and in the bars said, “I shall take out a commission at once.” Then it turned out they wouldn’t give him one. After all, he’d never been in the army. “I shall simply cable to Lord Hartington at the War Office . . .” he said. He wrote a long cable at the telegraph office, marked it “collect,” London, H.M.S. The clerk counted the words with his pencil — sixty words, he said “at forty-five cents a word, but it can’t go collect.” “That’s all right,” E.P. said, “but wait a minute. I think I must add something, it’s hardly long enough — or, let me see . . . I think perhaps I’d better show it at Headquarters.” So the cable didn’t go. E.P. went round saying, “I’m in touch with Lord Hartington about a commission” but Lord Hartington didn’t know he was touched.

Then E.P. got a great idea.

“Desmond,” he said, to Captain Despard, “I shall raise a Troop of Irregular Horse — I shall give you a commission.” Despard hadn’t taken out a commission, though he was a soldier, because just then he was taking in whiskey. Everybody was standing treat to ex-officers in Winnipeg just then. It was too good to lose. “Yes,” said E.P., “a troop of horse — let me see, Fosdari’s a soldier. I’ll make him a lieutenant.”

Those who recall the Northwest Rebellion will remember the little troops of horse that sprang into being at once, in every settlement in the Northwest, Boulton’s Scouts, Steele’s Scouts, the Alberta Rangers, the Surveyors’ Intelligence Corps, all sorts — some with uniforms, most without, and with their own rifles or shotguns.

The idea no sooner struck E.P. than he saw the beauty of it . . . “Will you be going out against the rebels, Mr. Philiphaugh . . .” “I’m raising a troop of horse!” he said, returning his face to his glass . . . “I’ve just cabled Whitehall for authorization.” The word went round— “He’s raising a troop of horse.”

E.P. christened his troop, at birth, or before it, the Queen’s Royal Intelligence. But in spite of its name there was no rush to join; particularly as it appeared that the troopers would get no pay.

So E.P. said it was just to be formed as a “skeleton corps.” He himself was Major and Despard, Captain, and Fosdari a Lieutenant. E.P. dug up Meadows and called him a “trooper” and Harris and called him a “despatch rider.” They had no uniforms but they had a lot of medals, Meadows’ and two real ones of Despard’s and some more that E.P. bought. They borrowed horses for each “parade” from a livery stable. For all that, the Queen’s Skeleton Intelligence was no less or worse than many other corps, especially after E.P. found a tailor with an unsaleable roll of butternut cloth and ordered what he called “service uniforms.” That was, though they didn’t know it, the beginning of khaki.

At this juncture arrived General Sir Frederick Middleton to command the column — all cocked hat and feathers and grey moustache and a red coat — the real thing. He was so completely muddled among men without uniform that the Queen’s Intelligence got by — got on the books. This was partly because when Captain Despard saluted General Middleton, he did it with such an exact cavalry click to it that General Middleton said, “Where were you, sir?” Despard said, “Moari and Ashanti, sir.” To the men standing round it sounded like a couple of Freemasons talking. “Come and have a peg,” said the general, and that was that. All this time the messages kept coming in, brought to points on the railway from places on the plains that appeared as headlines.

“CREES RISING UNDER POUNDMAKER . . . SIOUX JOIN BIG BEAR . . . HALFBREEDS TAKE PRINCE ALBERT . . . LOUIS RIEL ON THE SOUTH SASKATCHEWAN . . . RUMOUR OF NEW MASSACRE AT FORT PITT.”

“We can’t wait,” said General Middleton. He spoke on parade. “Men, our column must start now, without waiting for the rest. We must strike fast and while we can or we’ll have all the Northwest on our hands.”

 

So the Winnipeg column left — packed into box cars, coaches, cabooses, cattlecars, anything, with the field battery guns hauled up on box cars, with a great crowd of people at the station, so great that as the cars pulled out, Jim could hardly see which hat was Evelyn’s and Evelyn could hardly see which forage cap was Jim’s.

 

There were four hundred men in the column, all packed on cars, standing or sitting, or anyhow. And they sang

A rig’ a de jig, and a-way we go

A-way we go, a-way we go,

A rig’ a de jig and a-way we go

I. O. I. O. I. O.

And as the cars drew away out into the distance they could hear it, and Evelyn kept murmuring, “Oh, Jim, Jim, I didn’t mean it.” . . . and she thought her heart would break.

And she didn’t know what she didn’t mean except that she meant that she hadn’t valued him properly, hadn’t known how much she loved him, didn’t mean to be so indifferent.

The train carried the column to Qu’Appelle and from there it struck across the prairies for the South Saskatchewan, trailing out in a strung-out line over the rolling hills and the soft green grass of early spring. They had the infantry out in front (the method used with the Moaris and in Ashanti), guns in file in the centre and the cavalry and the troops of horse behind them. That was because, with Moaris and Ashantis, if you lose the guns, its all over. The Queen’s Intelligence came last. At night the column camped on its tracks round little fires of what brush and last year’s grass would burn. The little army covered a mile of twinkling lights. The Queen’s Intelligence sat round a brush fire of wood collected by Meadows, drinking whiskey poured out by Harris. Captain Despard explained how in mounted infantry you must keep clear of your horse in action, but if it’s killed you can shoot from behind it.

Day after day the column moved. Night after night the lights twinkled.

All this came to Winnipeg by despatches sent back to the telegraph by despatch riders . . . COLUMN REACHES TOUCHWOOD HILLS . . . COLUMN NEARING SASKATCHEWAN . . . and with these came wires from the East . . . TORONTO FORCES PASS LAKE SUPERIOR . . . MEN CARRIED IN SLEIGHS . . . REGIMENTS DUE WINNIPEG TOMORROW.

 

Then the troop trains reached Winnipeg, long trains made up of anything available. These were all sorts of soldiers in all sorts of uniforms, Tenth Royal Grenadiers from Toronto in a scarlet so bright that an Indian couldn’t miss them at half a mile, and the Queen’s Own Rifles in blue so dark that you could see them, against a light background, five miles away — and the Governor General’s Body Guard, real cavalry, the only ones in Canada, all silver and blue. The town was just a roar of steam whistles and cheers of welcome.

But they had only half an hour in the town . . . went swinging along main Street with the Grenadiers singing

Litoria-Litoria — sweedle-e-wet — chu — hi — re — sa.

which was the great marching song of volunteers in the 80’s.

And the Queen’s Own Rifles singing the new song, or new at least to the West.

There is a tavern in the town . . .

But in just no time they were off . . . off west over the railway and then trailing over the prairies and foothills, the Grenadiers in a long red line, moving fast to catch up with Middleton’s column . . . the others striking still further west to reach Poundmaker before he could join the halfbreeds under Louis Riel and Gabriel Dumont.

 

Then the news came thick and fast . . . with crowds round the bulletin boards . . . and special extras. BATTLE AT FISH CREEK . . . COLUMN CHECKED BY HALFBREEDS — MANY KILLED AND WOUNDED — FIELD BATTERY CHECKS REBELS.

The halfbreeds and Indians under Louis Riel and Gabriel Dumont had waited for the column, strung out among the grass and shrubs of a coulee beside the Saskatchewan. They fired, hidden in the grass and the hollows, at men in uniforms of bright scarlet. The Field Battery, on the slope behind, threw shells with nothing to shoot at. Jim worked with a bandaged hand. He had to. There were two men dead under the gun. The Queen’s Intelligence were in the thick of it . . . “Why doesn’t Middleton rush them?” E.P. said. “Why doesn’t the old fool rush them?” A lot of men said that. But Middleton was still sneering at his “raw soldiers.”

Then came the night and enabled them to retire back over the brow of the coulee.

The Queen’s Intelligence sat round their fire that night, jolted but full of fight. “That old fool,” said E.P., “should have gone right on.” In the rebel camp a couple of miles away some of them had the same idea. “Keep at ’em,” said Gabriel Dumont, a veteran of the plains. “Don’t let ’em sleep — treat ’em like buffalo — creep in on ’em — keep shooting at ’em — scare ’em.” But Louis Riel had no stomach for it. He had never seen a big fight before . . . The dead and wounded round the camp turned him pale . . . He stood babbling over a crucifix . . . “No, no,” he said, “enough blood, enough blood, assez de sang.”

 

All that came into Winnipeg. Then the news of the attack by the other column on Poundmaker’s Crees at Cut Knife. They were driven back. Then more soldiers came to Winnipeg, French regiments from Quebec, New Brunswickers, and more columns went across the plains. There followed the big fight of three whole days against the rifle pits at Batoche on the South Saskatchewan, and at last General Middleton did let the men go right at it, and charge the rifle pits and the log shelters; whether he let them or they let themselves, when that was done it was all over in an hour. Riel tried to get away. They caught him and brought him in, a shabby, disconsolate figure, the life all out of him, ready for the gallows. Gabriel Dumont got away and struck for the American border. Poundmaker and his Crees came in to surrender when they heard of Batoche. Middleton took the surrender seated on a camp chair, in the approved fashion used at Ashanti, or at Kabul. All of this moved so fast with such life and colour in it that it filled the Canadian press with headlines, and once or twice even got to New York and over to London. “AFFAIR ON THE SASKATCHEWAN” they called it.

All that was left presently was to round up Big Bear, and his lesser chiefs, the bands of Indians who had taken Battleford and Fort Pitt and made the massacre at Frog Lake. They were now somewhere up in the wooded country beyond the North Saskatchewan, making for the Athabasca wilderness, scattered bands of Indians that in the sequel it took all summer to find.

 

Then E.P. got another idea. The Queen’s Intelligence must now make a coup. He would turn them into “flying columns” of “vedettes.” He marked it all out for Despard on the map of the continent engraved on the back of his Arctic Railway Charter. “We cross here . . . we strike here . . . then we strike there” . . . the map was mostly fancy as he had drawn it for the engraver himself. But that made no difference . . . a Flying column must fly. “Who are we chasing?” asked Captain Despard. “Anyone we find,” answered E.P.

They left that night — with no other authorization beyond E.P. telling a sleepy camp adjutant that they were going out as “vedettes” to bring back intelligence of Big Bear, or of any other random Indians.

The adjutant didn’t care where they went, or what they went as.

 

The Intelligence Corps went out over the plains and across the North Saskatchewan, making for the timber country. On the second day beyond the river, reached and “stalked” a settler’s cabin. The settler being stalked said there were no Indians within a hundred miles, but didn’t mind if he took a glass of whiskey. Two days later they stalked another settler and he took another. The night after that they reached the “timber,” and sat under the trees round a fire, for it was cold though it was now June.

There they drank their drinks, poured by Meadows while Harris, the despatch rider, picketed the horses. The firelight playing on the group made it a wonderful picture; so wonderful that it was seen a quarter of a mile away by the Indians of Hole-in-the-sky and Thunder Man . . . These were two chiefs of Big Bear’s outfit with a hundred braves with them, breaking north after the news of Batoche. The Intelligence sat thus drinking its whiskey and E.P. was saying at the second round, “Vigilance! vigilance! In dealing with Indians, one must never lapse for a moment. Stop! Wo! Plenty, thank you, Meadows.” And they never saw the feathered heads and the painted faces, creeping nearer and nearer among the trees . . .

 

It was all over, with one wild war cry and one bound forward, except that Harris, the despatch rider got away — all over, and they were bound and tied, captives of Hole-in-the-sky and Thunder Man. Harris’s escape made headlines in the Canadian papers. QUEEN’S INTELLIGENCE ‘CORPS’ CAPTURED BY BIG BEAR’S INDIANS. But it reached England as “CAVALRY COLUMN WIPED OUT.”

 

Now that sounds like the beginning of horrors, of torture at the stake, of massacre. Not for a minute; not with such a mind as E.P.’s, dealing with such simple intelligences as those of Hole-in-the-sky and Thunder Man. They had hardly got him bound before they were untying him again. He effected it with his picture of the Queen, drawn out before he had his arms tied. These were Wood Crees who had never seen a photograph. They thought it a spirit, the spirit of the Great White Mother. E.P. said she had sent him to them to pardon them. Big Bear must be hanged (as a matter of fact he was not) but the Great Mother loved Hole-in-the-sky and Thunder Man and wanted them to live. He had the pardon in his pocket. Then he took out the Charter of the Arctic Railway, and all the Indians crowded round and grunted. He said that this pardon forgave all the band and he asked for an interpreter to read it off in Cree, and a Medicine Man took it and read it in Cree — just what E.P. said it was.

So the Indians let them all loose. That evening E.P. taught Hole-in-the-sky and Thunder Man to play poker with Despard’s pack of cards. The next day he taught all the band to shout, “Ho! ho! Victoria!” and lift up their tomahawks high in the air. They learned it so well that when two days later the relief column of one hundred Northwest Mounted Police came tearing over the prairie to the woods and deployed into line and swung off saddle with the precision of trained cavalry and then began to stalk the wood, with rifles ready — all the band came out from the trees with E.P. at the head . . . “Ho! ho! Victoria!”

 

The rest, all the way to Middleton’s column, just leaving, and with it to Winnipeg, was sheer triumph. The headlines said FLYING COLUMN CAPTURES CREES.

 

So they got back to Winnipeg and all the town was tumult of welcome, with military bands playing and everyone a hero, and civic receptions and reviewing of the troops. Then came the leaving of the troop trains for the East, crowded and singing and triumphant — going home.

 

And then it was all over. How quickly glory passes! All over and forgotten it seemed in a week. E.P. was back in his shabby house, talking of cables expected from the new mines of Johannesburg, his last bulwark against the creditors who had all flocked back. Evelyn was typing and Jim selling stamps again, with one hand, at the Parliament Building . . . General Middleton had spoken highly of Jim after Fish Creek, and a lot of people had noticed him and there might be a good job for him presently; in fact, there was right now a fine partnership he could have if he could put up $5,000. But things were so dreary now that E.P. didn’t even offer to cable the British Treasury.

And Evelyn said, “I wish mother were back. Oh! I wish mother were back.”

And she was much nearer to being back than Evelyn had any idea of. For in England everything had failed her. Each night, after the latest lawyer’s letter came to the vicarage, the Vicar, her brother-in-law, would sit in his little study in the vicarage adding up figures, and would say, “Dear me, dear me, how unfortunate.”

Like so many estates, the more they wound it up the smaller it got. “I’m afraid I don’t really understand business, Agnes,” said the Vicar. “We didn’t learn it at Cambridge — but I’m just afraid, that really there’s nothing there — or only just enough to pay your passage back.” So her brother-in-law advanced Agnes enough out of what the lawyers advanced him out of what the estate advanced them. And Agnes left for Canada. The Vicar drove her in a donkey cart over to the railway junction at Muddle-on-the-Edge, and he kissed her good-bye.

 

And from there she went third class to London, and from there third class to Liverpool and from there second class to Montreal, and from there by no class at all was on her way to Winnipeg — only a few hours away when Evelyn spoke.

 

. . . “Unless,” E.P. had said, “I get a cable,” and after they had gone out he had sunk into a chair, and sat there, the outspread newspaper on his lap, beaten at last — or else playing at being beaten at last.

Yet if he had known it there was a cable coming, but coming from so far away — from half round the world, that it was not there yet though it had started the morning of the day before in Gujahar, North India. If this were a moving picture we could follow the progress of the cable from Gujahar to Winnipeg in a set of variegated scenes. It was written and put on the wires in mixed English and Gujahari by a cinnamon-coloured telegraph clerk in a white suit with a black band on one arm to mean that the Maharajah of Gujahar was dead (the old Maharajah), and a sky-blue band on the other to mean that the new Maharajah was alive. The address was the hard part, for it ran Mrs. Dacres, The Vicarage, Little Bosing-on-the-Edge, Edgewater, via Exeter, England. The yellow clerk worked with the address, consulting a big Gujahari dictionary. After the address the rest was Gujahari and went like lightning.

That took the cable as far as Calcutta where a brown Baboo telegraph clerk in white with a white puggaree ran it all into what he understood was English, correcting Vicarage to Vicquorage, and with that it went on to Aden in one jump. There a telegraph clerk in a white uniform with a pith helmet, because he was also a subaltern of engineers, took the cable and when he wrote it out he said, “I say, I’ll be damned! Do look at this, Charteris.” And Charteris said, “I say . . . I will be damned.” Six officers were damned. They all knew of course that the Maharajah of Gujahar was dead because in Aden there’s nothing else to know except that sort of thing. But they all exclaimed when they saw the message, “All that money! Eh? What? But it’s only fair — the old boy simply stole it.”

Then the cable went on another jump to Suez. And there an Egyptian clerk in a white suit and scarlet tarbosh ran it off into French, English not being allowed on the Mediterranean cable in 1885, and sent it on to Marseilles in one long throw. He made no change except to write Vikkerij. At Marseilles, an envious French telegraph clerk in a suit that had been white last year took the cable off the wire and wrote it out, held it up to the other clerks and put his fingers on the figures in it and said, “Quelle veine, hein? Parlez-moi de ces Anglais!”

The French clerk corrected the Turkish spelling Vikkerij to “Viqueurage.” That took it to London and there it only took two minutes to make it “Vicarage,” and send it from London to Edgewater, and within two minutes more a postman was carrying it from Edgewater to the village shop that was the post office in Little Bosing-on-the-Edge. But as it was sealed he didn’t know what was in it and just whistled away as he walked. But he looked at the cable three or four times a minute. When he took it in, the postmistress looked at it — from above and from below and sideways. They both did . . . and she said, “Why, it’s a cable, dear me! From Googe — from Googe . . . Suppose I’ve got to open it.” “That’s regulations, Mrs. Treloar,” said the postman. “You deliver a telegram, as you might say, intact; a cable, so the regulation is, you open, for you can’t tell . . .”

But by this time Mrs. Treloar had read it with one long snort of astonishment.

Mrs. Dacres, The Vicarage, Little Bosing-on-the-Edge, Edgewater, via Exeter, England. British Government arbitration tea plantation claims against late Maharajah Gujahar awards you fifty thousand pounds sterling.

And with that the postman and postmistress started a race across the common to the Vicarage, knocking over sheep as they ran . . . through the gate they burst and through the door. The Vicar was just reading a morning prayer to his wife in the drawing-room, the day’s lesson out of St. John, “And they said, lo! where may we look for help?” When they broke in both shouting, “Gujahar!” The Vicar read the cable, and his wife fell on the neck of the postman and sobbed.

The Vicar was prompt. He had the donkey cart out within an hour. Within two he was at the cable office in Exeter, and it was still that same morning in Winnipeg when the knock of the telegraph boy come to E.P.’s door.

“I’ve got a cable here,” he said. “It’s for your wife — is that all right?”

“A cable?” said E.P. in surprise, then he remembered and said, “Yes, that’s all right. Another cable, eh?” Then he read it: British Government arbitration tea plantations claims against late Maharajah Gujahar awards you fifty thousand pounds sterling.

“Good Lord!” said E.P. “fifty thousand pounds!” Then, “Here boy!” and he began plunging his hands into his pockets . . . “Here, boy.” But there was nothing. Then he said, “Come,” slapped on his hat, grabbed the boy by the wrist and with the cable in the other hand dashed into the street.

He bumped into a clergyman. “Good-morning,” the clergyman began sweetly. “Give this boy a dollar,” said E.P. In sheer surprise the clergyman gave it. They bumped into a grocer watering window boxes in front of his store. “Give him a dollar,” E.P. gasped. The boy got four dollars before E.P. let him loose at the door of the bank.

“I must see the manager,” he said at the counter, “see him at once.” The manager stepped from his office. “I’m sorry,” he said with a frozen face, “we can’t possibly advance another cent. Our head office . . .”

But E.P. had recovered all his old power. “I want to scratch off a cheque for a thousand dollars. They want me at once in Gujahar. The Maharajah has just cabled.”

The manager collapsed into a wet rag. The money was paid across. Within half an hour all the saloons in Winnipeg had heard of the Maharajah of Gujahar. E.P. was lined up with a row of pals — Count Fosdari, Captain the Honorable Desmond Despard and all comers.

“The Maharajah’s cable, of course, means we are leaving for Gujahar at once.”

In the next saloon he said the Maharajah wanted him to raise a troop of cavalry, and in the next, “I expect I shall be asked to command the entire army of Gujahar.”

In the middle of the afternoon a second cable, this time from the Bank of England and addressed again to his wife, said, Placing fifty thousand sterling to your credit, Winnipeg. After that E.P. said, “It’s very likely, of course, that they’ll want me to take over three or four of the Native States.”

 

At which E.P., now in possession of boundless money, moved with his old energy. The first thing was to set his house in order.

So when Jim and Evelyn got to the house that evening the place was transformed. They could see it half way down the street as a blaze of light. There had been so many cleaning women working in the house that it smelt of gin. Delivery men were dumping in cut flowers and plants . . . Crockery and glasses were coming in crates. Half a liquor store had arrived. New carpets were going down. A “handy-man,” half tight, was pounding them in with tacks.

Jim and Evelyn stood, open-eyed. “Why! Uncle Edward!” Jim began. “Why, father,” said Evelyn. “I shall explain it all presently,” said E.P. “It means that I shall probably leave for India as soon as I can arrange things with the Viscount. He may want to go by way of Japan. In any case, I shall only wait till I get your mother back. I’m sending Harris with a cable. She’ll come at once, I’m sure.”

 

Come? But she was there already — getting out of a cab in the dusk, and wondering at the lights — and so happy to be there; so sad to bring nothing, but so glad to be back.

And in a moment she was in his arms . . .

“Agnes!” “Edward!”

 

There was dinner, real dinner, in the house that evening, with all the pomp that E.P. could throw into it, at such short notice . . . himself in evening dress, and Agnes in the things they wear in English vicarages. Jim was still in his Field Battery uniform. “You must excuse him not dressing, dear,” E.P. said, “he’s not supposed yet, of course, to be in mufti.”

“Meadows,” he said, “you can retire to your pantry when you have served the port. If I want Harris I shall ring.”

But it turned out instead that in a few minutes Harris wanted him. Harris brought a cable, a real one, all paid for; and at last it was from London, from the office of Her Majesty’s Secretary of War. It said:

Her Majesty desires me to express her appreciation of your gallantry for which you are to receive in due course the D.S.O. about to be instituted and the Honorary Rank of Colonel in the Imperial Forces.

Hartington.

Before dinner was over it had all been explained now about the Gujahar money. “It will make a very good start,” said E.P., as he drank his port. “I shall cable at once to see about developing the Peace River and opening the Arctic Railway . . .”

His wife came round the table and put her arm around his neck . . . “Ned,” she said, “suppose we don’t cable any more, not to anybody. Let this be for us not a start but a finish — peace and happiness . . . Let it be a start for them.”

“For them, of course, for them first, but for everybody, too.” E.P. rose to an attitude. “This shall make a new beginning for the West . . . all my dreams . . . all my visions shall come true . . . I see it coming . . . four million . . . this city half a million . . . the star of the Empire shall glitter in the West and shall never set.”

 



	
 


	
So pronounced in 1880.






 


MARIPOSA MOVES ON
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INTRODUCTION

People who still entertain a kindly remembrance of Mariposa, the scene of my Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town of many years ago, will pardon me if I append these further sketches of Mariposa in the shadow of war. They were written, as is obvious from the text, in connection with the Victory Loan of 1943.

But as Mariposa is not one town, but is at least several hundred in Canada and in the adjacent States, and as more Victory Loans may yet be needed for complete victory, it seems not inappropriate to find a place in this book for these Mariposa Sketches.


THE HAPPY WARRIOR

[image: img70.jpg]

HE CAME OUT to my house beside the lake — the most pleasant, cheery man I ever saw. I knew him just a little bit, but couldn’t recall his name.

“Canvassing for the Loan,” he said as he shook hands. “Pretty strenuous going!”

“Sit down,” I said and showed him an easy chair on the verandah.

“A great spot you have here,” he remarked. “That’s a pretty little bay.”

“Yes,” I said, “they call it The Old Brewery Bay.”

“Well, well, The Old Brewery Bay!” he repeated. “That’s a beautiful name! Poetic, isn’t it?”

That’s what I judge my visitors by.

If they like the name, The Old Brewery Bay, they’re all right. They can have anything on the place. Once a woman — I won’t say a lady — exclaimed, “Can’t you change it?” . . . She got hers.

As a matter of fact I have known that name, The Old Brewery Bay, to make people feel thirsty by correspondence as far away as Nevada.

“Pretty strenuous business,” repeated my friend the canvasser, as he sat comfortably down. But he didn’t look strenuous either.

“Will you have a cigar?” I said.

“I certainly will,” he answered, and then as he lit it.

“Any fish in the bay?”

Well, of course, that started us. We got talking of bass being right in the bay and out on the shoals in July, but always moving on in August. I told him there were lots of young pickerel in June, close in along shore, but you could never make them bite; and he asked me if I’d ever tried a very small gilt and silver spinner for pickerel, and I asked him if he ever took Scotch whiskey.

That led to the question of trout fishing. If you don’t see the connection it doesn’t matter. But I agreed with him that nowadays if you go trout fishing on the streams you’ve got to carry soda. You can’t any longer drink the water in the creeks.

That led to the discussion of the way the fish are disappearing in the older settled parts of Ontario and that you have to go north now. So we went north — taking another cigar and another Scotch with us — all the way up to Central Algoma.

Anyway, we spent a most pleasant hour or so. As my friend rose to go I suddenly remembered the Loan.

“You’re canvassing for the Loan?” I said.

“Yes,” he answered, “from a special list. You’re on it.”

“That’s all right,” I said. “I took up my subscription yesterday at the bank.”

“So they told me,” he said.


NATIONAL DEBT, NATIONAL BLESSING
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I WAS A witness to a queer matter of psychology this morning. Psychology? No, I’m not trying to use a long word for a short. It’s simple enough. It just means the way you use your mind. For instance, at poker, when you want the others to think you hold at least a straight, that’s psychology. At golf, when you say to the caddy, “How many was that last hole?” and want him to say seven instead of eleven, that’s psychology.

The case I mean occurred in the Mariposa barber shop that I’ve spoken of before — Jeff’s place — a sort of centre of town talk and public information. I was sitting there in the barber shop waiting my turn — or — well, I won’t say “waiting my turn” but waiting till I had, in fairness, to accept my turn. You see, here in Mariposa it’s not like in the City. The barber shop — I always go to Jeff’s — is a comfortable place to sit in with as good conversation and as much information as you get in any first class club. So each one likes to sit as long as he can till Jeff nominates him to a chair. When he says, “You’re next,” you have to take your place. You’ve read about the guillotine.

It was in the quiet hour of the morning with only Jeff himself shaving. But I got nominated to the chair almost right away because the morning papers had just come off the bus and most of the fellers preferred to sit and read for a while.

Well, Bill Landy was talking to George Summers and evidently talking Victory Loan.

Bill Landy has a mind as quick and bright as the flight of a humming-bird. He has to. He’s in the mining stock business and in that you mustn’t give the other man time to think. Of course Bill is closed just now, so he’s in war work — a dollar a year man — the most he ever made, net. He’s the chief canvasser for the Loan in Mariposa — not the Chairman of the Committee, though — Mariposa is too religious a place to make a mining broker a Chairman.

Anyway, Bill was talking to George Summers. George is different. He has a cement business, and you know the way it is with cement. It has to settle. George’s mind is like that. You can’t make any marks on it — he won’t let you — till it gets set and firm. George laid the town sidewalks and he doesn’t forget the place where the duck walked across the cement in front of the Public Library. No, sir.

I didn’t hear how the talk, or argument, started because Jeff had put a hot towel over my face and stopped to listen and forgot me. But when he let me out of the chair Bill Landy was saying,

“At any rate, you remember the old phrase, a national debt is a national blessing.”

“Why do you call it a phrase?” says George.

“Because it is.”

“Is what?”

“Is a phrase,” says Bill.

“Never mind the phrase business,” interrupts one of the boys who was listening. “Where does the blessing come in? Isn’t a debt a debt?”

“Why, this way,” says Bill. “You take a national debt like ours, widely distributed—”

“What do you call distributed?” asks George.

“He means everybody holds some,” says one of the fellers.

“Oh!”

“Well,” Bill went on, “now let’s say that individual A holds a hundred dollars—”

“Who’s he?” asks George.

“Well, just A, or if you like, I’ll call him B.”

“No, no, call him A if you like. You mean some feller whose name begins with A, like Alec Anderson or Andy Ames.”

“Yes, exactly, but I don’t mean them.”

“Oh, you don’t!”

“He just means anybody,” interrupts the Chorus.

“Yes,” says Bill, “I just mean a whole string of individuals: A, and B, and C, all the way to Z.”

“I doubt,” says George Summers slowly, “If you’d find any feller here in Mariposa whose name begins with Z.”

“No matter,” says Bill, “the point is this. Each hundred dollars that the government borrows means, to the government, a hundred dollars of debt . . .”

“Yes.”

“But for A, B, and C, it means a hundred dollars as an asset.”

“Right down to Z,” says George, “or is there a catch in it?”

“Why, don’t you see, George,” interrupts me and the fellers in the seats, “what’s a debt to the Government that it owes me, looks to me like an asset, a hundred dollars to the good.”

“Exactly,” says Bill Landy. “Now add up all the total. If the country owes a billion dollars, is it any poorer? No, not if it owes it at home. It means there are a lot of people in the country who are, put together, a billion dollars to the good. Make it two billion, it’s all the same.”

“And where’s the blessing?” asked George.

“Holds the country together,” says one of the listeners. “Who’s going to upset or shipwreck a government if he depends upon it for three or four thousand dollars invested in a loan?”

“Exactly,” says Bill Landy.

“I begin to see,” says George Summers.

“Next!” called Jeff.

“You’re next, George,” said the boys. “Shave Mr. Summers, Jeff, we’ll wait.” They knew it was just the moment.

 

I walked out and down the street with Bill Landy.

“That’s a hard business, Bill,” I said, “canvassing a feller like George Summers.”

“Oh, that was not for George,” Bill said. “He’ll take up the Loan good and plenty when he gets set. That was for the other fellers.”

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“Why, the way to make a feller see anything, is to let him see some other feller not see it; d’you see!”

“I see,” I said.


THE SULTAN SPEAKS FROM THE GRAVE
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WOULD YOU BELIEVE it that for the last Victory Loan this little town of Mariposa, raised $640,000. Think of it! For a town of only 12,000 people; in fact, the Federal census makes it only 9,000. But that’s crooked; Ottawa’s jealous of us.

Anyway, that’s what we raised last time. Compare that with the old days when European kings tried to raise money and thought a hundred thousand pounds a huge sum. You could do a whole Crusade on it. Or compare it even with modern days when the Sultan of Turkey used to raise Turkish loans and couldn’t raise a hundred thousand pounds without executing half his cabinet and sending a bow-string to his Grand Vizier to choke himself with if he didn’t put the loan over. I refer, of course, to the Sultan that used to be. There is no Sultan over the Turks now. They got rid of them and got a real leader, Mustapha Kemal, who said, “Let’s be up to date,” and they shouted “Attaturk!” . . . So now the Turks are right in it and get all the money they need by telephoning to Mr. Churchill. But I was thinking of the Sultan that I used to read about in the newspapers when I was a boy, Abdul Aziz, the bad man of Europe, and his “Turkish Bonds” that were just a joke for waste paper. And just as I was thinking of him, all of a sudden I met him — Abdul Aziz — right here on the main street in Mariposa. The other people thought he was just an Armenian selling rugs, a little shrunken, yellow man with a rug over his arm, fresh and bright from Samarkand (Ontario).

But I knew who he was right away. “Buy a rug,” he said . . . And when I looked in his face I saw it was the Sultan — a case of that descent of the soul from body to body that the Greeks used to call Metempsychosis. Once learn that word and learn how to spell it, and you’ll see translated souls walking the street every day.

A little later he came out to my house. “Buy a rug!” he said as he came up on the verandah. I shook my head. “May I sit down?” he said. “I need to rest.” I knew he did; so did Judas Iscariot; Abdul Aziz, I was certain, had to walk forever. “Buy a Victory Rug,” he said and then he added, “Could you lend me an old pair of pants?”

Then I knew he was the Sultan of Turkey, so I spoke up. “Abdul,” I said, “am I right in saying that you never raised in any one single sum from and among your whole fifty million people as much as this town of Mariposa did in the last Victory Loan — $640,000?”

“It is true,” he answered. “Never once. There was one time when we nearly did it. We had a splendid committee. They worked up enthusiasm. They beheaded the local council of every Turkish village. They tortured all the tax gatherers. They put the thing over with — what is it you call it? — a hurrah! We raised half a million dollars. When we reached the total we had a grand banquet with music, executed all the committee, and divided up the loan.”

 

Abdul paused, thinking of the great days before democracy. Then he went on. “I don’t see how you do it,” he said. “Have you sent a bow-string to the Mayor to tell him to choke himself?” “No,” I said, “not yet.”

“How many bank managers have you executed?”

“None,” I said, “so far.”

“What leading pashas (business men, you call them, do you not?) have you buried up to the neck?”

“None,” I said. “They’re in it up to the neck, but we didn’t bury them.”

Abdul sighed and was silent. So I thought I’d tell him something.

“Abdul,” I said, “the secret of the thing is mutual confidence, trust in one another, the thing you never had in Turkey in your time — each man willing to lend because he knows he has behind the loan the good faith of all.”

“I see it,” said Abdul with enthusiasm. “I learn quickly. Lend me a dollar till Tuesday.”


HAVE YOU GOT EVEN ONE CENT?
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PROFESSOR SCOTT BYRON gave a lecture yesterday afternoon up here in Jeff’s barber shop in Mariposa. The professor had come up on the noon train from the City, where he is a professor, and always when he comes up, he goes over to the barber shop and gives a lecture.

You see, it’s a real treat for a professor to be able to give a lecture under proper circumstances such as he can get in a barber shop. With the students it’s different. It hasn’t the same life to it. They just sit there and write down their notes and don’t half appreciate a good thing when they hear it. The students say that Professor Byron’s talks always have too many statistics. But in the barber shop, they never can get enough. The students say that Professor Byron thinks he knows it all. In the barber shop they know he does.

The Professor comes up to Mariposa pretty often. He’s getting now just that first touch of old age, like September frost in a garden, that mellows a man and makes him cling to the things he’s grown used to. The Professor, you see, always comes up to Mariposa for his vacations and he generally manages to have a fortnight at Christmas; he can usually snatch a week for the trout fishing in May and likes the break of a fortnight in early June for the herring fishing. Beyond that, he has to content himself with odd week-ends. He’s a busy man. He says so himself. In fact, he’s getting touchy about it.

When the Professor is going to lecture in Jeff’s place he comes in to get his hair trimmed. Trimmed, you understand, not cut. Jeff understands it exactly; he just trims it round so that there’s as much as ever and the Professor can come back next day and have it trimmed again.

I wouldn’t mention all this except that it happened yesterday’s lecture came in just right for Victory Loan week. I don’t know whether the professor meant it that way but at any rate his talk was all about interest on money and how it increases if you let it alone. As soon as he said “interest” all the fellers in the shop were sure that he was hitting at the Loan.

What he told us was certainly curious. Some of the “boys” doubted it but Jeff himself believed it fully. You learn to believe when you run a barber shop.

He told us a story and he said you could prove it by any history book — that when the Dutch came to settle in America in 1621 they took the lower half of Manhattan Island — where New York City is located now — and they had too much conscience to take it from the Indians for nothing, so they gave them fifty dollars for it.

Imagine getting the best part of the City of New York for fifty dollars.

But Professor Byron claimed that the Indians got the best of the bargain. If the Dutch, he said, had put the fifty dollars out at interest and let it stay there, it would have brought in, by this time, more than the city is worth. Of course, the professor admitted that interest rates were higher then than now; people got ten per cent easy enough for business loans (kings paid up to twenty or more), and even a hundred years later eight per cent was easy enough.

Here’s the way the professor worked it: Money at ten per cent doubles in 7¼ years. He gave the Dutchmen ten per cent till 1735. Then eight per cent till 1835; money at eight per cent doubles in 9 years; he gave them six per cent till 1895 (he said the United States government itself paid that much in the Civil War time); money at six per cent doubles itself in 12 years; he gave them five per cent till 1923; at that, money doubles in 14 years: and four per cent till 1943, with money doubling in 17½ years.

This meant that every dollar the Dutchmen invested was doubled 35 times. It starts off as $1, $2, $4, $8 . . . and looks pretty harmless. But watch it when it gets going. When you get the total of 35 doublings multiply it by fifty because the investment is fifty dollars. It works out at something more than one and a half trillion dollars — $1,500,000,000,000. That sum is 240 times the assessed value of all the land and all the property in Manhattan. It would buy all the United States.

The professor offered to calculate it all out and he asked Jeff if he had a table of logarithms. Jeff said he’d always wanted one in the shop (they look nice) and that his wife had tried to grow them in pots, but they came to nothing.

He was just going to throw the professor on his back and trim his moustache when he saw that Professor Byron was still talking, so he tilted him up and clipped his neck and let him go on.

This time it was William the Conqueror. “You’ve all heard of William the Conqueror,” he said. All of the fellers said yes, and old Archie Green said he remembered him personally very well and that he always used to walk in six miles from the old Conyers place (it’s on the fourth) every Sunday to the Presbyterian Church in Mariposa. Very erect, Archie said.

The professor got his neck up higher and said he meant the William the Conqueror who conquered England. And some one said, “What would Mr. Churchill say to that?” — and the lecture nearly went off the track, as lectures are apt to, in a barber shop. That’s where students are better.

But the professor managed to get the audience back and what he told them was that if William the Conqueror when he marched into London had invested there one cent — just one single cent, and left it there, it would be worth now — well, I forget what — as much as that.

Jeff said it was certainly a caution, and some one else said that he supposed that if a feller took a good slice of this Victory Loan and just left it to increase, he might presently buy up the whole of Mariposa.

But the professor didn’t stay for the discussion. He knew of another place where he could talk and he went out.

When he was gone someone said, “I’ll bet the prof. buys in on the Loan, eh?”

There was a bank teller sitting there, a kind of smart feller and he said, “He has already. He put a cent in today.”


THE RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION OF ANGUS McCORDELL

[image: img70.jpg]

THERE IS, OF course, a radio in Jeff’s barber shop in Mariposa. But Jeff never feels very sure about turning it on. People are peculiar. It’s all right if it’s baseball or anything like that, but Jeff says customers are touchy. Why he’s known some people object even to the Farm and Produce Prices — get right up out of the chair — think of that!

Of course the war is all right, that is, when it’s really war news, but Jeff says customers are apt to get a little restless if it’s just war talk. He says a lot of it sounds too much like religion. He admits that no doubt it’s not meant that way, but customers resent it all the same.

So Jeff finds that the best plan is just to keep the radio going quietly so that in a way you hear it and yet it doesn’t interrupt anybody. Jeff himself is fully satisfied with the result because no doubt being right there beside the chair he can keep one ear each way. You have to, anyway, in running a barber shop.

But for people sitting round the shop it’s different. It sounds like alternate talk, first this, then that, especially as the customers pay no attention to what is very often earnest pleading and butt right in on it. Perhaps the radio speakers have got into a set, stereotyped way that fails to carry conviction. That may be it. If so, the customers are not so wrong.

The talks run something like this: . . . “Surely we realize that in this great world struggle for freedom we ought to feel that no effort is too great.”

. . . “With a good push Toronto could move up into second place. That must be a dandy pitcher, that new feller they have . . .”

“That’s so.”

. . . “Is it not then our duty towards all that we cherish . . .”

“How are the roads out past Medora?” . . . “I didn’t come that way. I went round by the third, but they are not apt to be any too good at this time of year. Of course, with plenty of gravel . . .”

. . . “The Hun can be crushed, will be crushed. We must be strong and spare not till the whole foul brood of Naziism has been extirpated and then . . .”

. . . “Potatoes will be up to three dollars for dead sure . . .”

That’s the way it generally went and we got used to it. But last Monday afternoon it was different. There were quite a few people in the barber shop and naturally they were talking about the Loan and one fellow — I won’t name him, but it was Pete McGaw — said he didn’t see much profit in taking three per cent when a fellow could easy get six on a town mortgage. And he said he wasn’t taking any of the Loan. And quite a few fellers — it wouldn’t be fair to give their names; Joe Ekers was one — spoke up and said they’d no idea of taking any.

You see it just happened that way. Fellers are like that. Now another day it might be just the other way.

Well, just then there was a man who began to talk over the radio who could talk. Yes, sir. And he was talking of righteous indignation and when he spoke of it he sent a tingle through your blood and heroism to your heart. I don’t know who he was. If you heard him you’ll remember it was a voice with a strong Scottish accent and there was truth and power in every word.

“Don’t be afraid to be angry, to be crazy angry, to be filled with righteous indignation. Nothing else has ever won a war. Nothing ever will, nothing but the flaming righteousness of the spirit that counts death as nothing.”

The shop grew still and even Jeff stopped the clippers from clipping.

The voice went on:

“All history shows it, the history of your country here and of mine at home. What but the power of the spirit ever animated the men of Scotland to stand firm to death at Culloden and wring victory from Waterloo. I tell you, strike these people down! Kill and spare not! Death is their portion!”

Sitting against the wall of the barber shop was a big crooked Highland man, too tall, as they all are, to sit properly anywhere, and as he listened to the radio I could see his fingers buckle and clench and the fire flash in his blue eyes. This was Angus McCordell, the “crazy Highlander.” We all knew him. Below the tam-o’-shanter that he wore there was a deep mark furrowed along the side of his head. That was from the battle of the Somme; and the two bent fingers of his left hand were from after he went back again; and the half limp in his leg from the third time. He had blue eyes and a clear face and a stubble beard, half red, half grey. He was twenty years old at the Somme. So that will give you his age.

That was Angus McCordell and he lived by himself out on the fifth concession and some people said he was crazy and some said half crazy.

He was a wild man anyway. When he got angry nothing stopped him. He reached for his double-barrelled gun and started after somebody. There were car thieves around Mariposa one summer, terrorizing the farms outside the town. Angus went after a gang of five. One he shot full of buckshot, and one dead. The rest got away in their car. There’ve been no car thieves round since.

Show Angus any wrong or cruelty and he’d flame up at once, and go for his gun and get after it. That was all right and no doubt made for righteousness. But at other times Angus would take fire at some purely imaginary idea in his crazy Highland head and come raging into town with his gun, looking for trouble. Then the Chief of Police, who was Scottish himself, would chase after Angus and drive him out home in his car. So that was why people said that Angus McCordell was crazy.

The radio appeal ended with a call to give . . . give . . . give — that those who held back were unworthy to be citizens . . .

As it ended, Angus jumped up from his seat, shaking his clenched hand.

“Yon’s right,” he said. “The man who won’t give to this Loan is unfit to walk the street. He’s a damned German. He should be shot in his tracks.”

And he stormed out of the shop.

“Who’s that?” said an alarmed city customer, crawling out from under a Russian shampoo.

They all told him in a babble. “He’s gone for his gun,” they said. “He’ll be back in an hour, raging up and down Main Street, looking for a man who hasn’t subscribed to the Loan.”

Peter McGaw was out first. They said he was over in the bank in two minutes, signing up for five hundred dollars. Joe Ekers was right after him. He was saying to the tellers that it would be a good thing if every feller who subscribed to the Loan could wear a white band, or something, on his arm so that people would know him on the street.

As the news about Angus went round town you could see men streaking from all directions to the banks. There were so many they had to wait in line.

Angus came sure enough — with his double-barrelled shotgun — raging up and down the Main Street. The Chief of Police refused to stop him. “He’s done nothing,” he said. “He’s made no threat against any assignable person. He’s said he’ll kill any Hitlerite in Mariposa. He’s entitled to. He says he’ll put a charge of buckshot in any Nazi who refuses to subscribe to the Victory Loan. He’s within his rights.”

The chief, as I said, was from the Highlands himself.

 

There was great relief that evening when Angus went off home. But it ended abruptly the next morning when he came back. In fact, things were worse. On the first day, to most people, it was no matter of personal alarm; indeed it was more or less a good joke on the slackers. But this next morning Angus was parading up and down the street in a sort of military fashion. He’d got a new idea. He was after the whole town now. He said that Mariposa had to raise its Quota — that sum that it was pledged to raise. Raise that, he said, or he’d shoot up the whole street.

But the trouble is, the Quota was put too high; everybody knew that. You know Mariposa. It was just vain glory and civic pride. They never expected to raise it.

Angus is on the street right now. The Chief of Police won’t interfere. He says let them raise the Quota.

Most of them think they will. In fact, they’re all at one another to do it. Angus will see that they do.

Nothing like righteous indignation, is there?


THE CHAIRMAN’S WALKING STICK
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IT WAS PRETTY well understood by the middle of the Victory Loan Campaign in Mariposa that on the final evening they would present the Chairman of the Committee with a stick. This was partly on the Chairman’s own account. Jim Heavyside — that’s the older one; don’t confuse him with young Jim — is one of the biggest business men in Mariposa, head of the largest of the companies, and just retired from active work a month ago after a long life of service to the town. And now he’s thrown himself into this campaign with all his old time energy. In any case he’s a good feller; I mean he’s all right.

It has always been the thing in Mariposa to give a man a walking stick in recognition of any public service. They gave a stick to the designer of the historic monument in the Park, and a stick for the Municipal Abattoir, and a stick for the new wing of the Asylum that increased its capacity three to one and definitely put Mariposa on the map as a home for the feeble-minded.

Generally when they’re going to give a stick the idea gets started and goes round town, confidentially, of course, so that the man himself won’t know it. In this case, as a matter of fact, the idea originated in Jeff’s barber shop and it was Jeff himself who first started it. He stopped his scissors one afternoon and rested his elbow on the customer’s neck and said, “What about a stick for Jim Heavyside?”

The idea caught right on. And Jeff — you know how a modest man gets encouraged and goes on — said that to his mind, one of these Malacca canes with a band on it would be just right. It appears that they sell canes like that clear up to a hundred dollars, and past it, though you wouldn’t think it.

Well, that was all settled and the next thing was to raise the money. Bill Landy — he’s the mining broker I spoke of — generally does that because he understands finance. He just gets from each feller what he feels like giving, and keeps it confidential. He gives out nothing except the total. A lot of mining business is done that way. They just tell you what you get.

So that was all settled, and Bill got busy and a couple of days later he was telling a group of us in the shop that he had all the money for the cane in sight, when who should walk in but Jim Heavyside himself. He was leaning on a Malacca cane. You could have knocked any of us down with a club.

One of the fellers, in a chair, who could only half see, called out, “What’s the matter, Jim, gone lame?”

“No,” said Jim Heavyside with a laugh, “the boys at the factory gave me a farewell supper last night and this stick as a presentation. That’s the third stick,” he added, “that I’ve got in less than a month. Take a look at it; isn’t it a dandy?”

They passed it round but of course the heart was out of the idea now. They had to think of something else.

Well, the next day, Jeff said to some of the customers in the shop, “Professor Byron was up here from the City yesterday and he says why not give Mr. Heavyside one of these sets of books — what is it — an encyclopaedia?”

“An encyclopaedia,” said one of the fellers. “Why, Jim Heavyside could never read that. He’s no scholar.”

“You don’t have to read an encyclopaedia,” says another. “It is for the front room. And when you buy them now they sell you a glass case right with them so that you don’t have to open it even for dusting. Bert Trawley has one — has had it for ten years — and it’s in dandy shape — good as new — they never open it.”

“Grandfather had one,” said another customer, “given to him like this when he retired, but he read his; yes, sir, sat down to read it clear through and get the good out of it. But he was too old when he started. He died in the letter A. But Jim Heavyside is only sixty-five. He can tackle it.”

So it was settled that the presentation gift would be an encyclopaedia. But just to avoid all error this time they got Bill Landy to go up to the Heavysides’ house to spy round and see if they had one.

Lucky they did. They had one sure enough, and a real beauty, an antique, in fine old leather, at least seventy years old. Goodness knows what it would fetch today. So that was a lucky escape from another bad break.

Then came a suggestion that carried every one with it. It’s a wonder that so often the right thing never occurs to any one at first. This idea like so many others, came from Peter Cogland, the new lawyer in Mariposa. He’s always full of ideas and popular. Of course, he’s new to Mariposa — only been here six years — but the feeling is that after he’s been in the town a while and gets settled, he’ll play quite a part.

Anyway, it was Peter who said, “Why not give Jim Heavyside a case of Scotch Whiskey?” Well, the idea just caught like wild fire.

Someone said, “But Jim doesn’t drink,” and Peter said, “That doesn’t matter. You see, he has to entertain a lot, and now all the more because of this campaign and being retired. He’ll have fellers in his house all the time. This whiskey will come in just right. But listen — a case is only two dozen isn’t it — we might make it two cases — one for Jim and one for Mrs. Heavyside.” “That’s right,” said one of the boys, “the only question would be whether Scotch whiskey is as acceptable as gin — a case of real old dry gin—”

“Or if you come to that,” interrupted George Summers, “what about a case of rye?”

But he was ruled out. Everybody knew that George only drank rye.

The only question was whether such a presentation was legal. Would the law of the province allow it or not! So Jeff said, “I tell you boys, why don’t you telegraph down to the city and ask if it’s legal to give the Chairman of a Loan Committee a case of whiskey? I can’t express it right,” said Jeff, “but no doubt Mr. Cogland could.”

So Peter Cogland got a pencil and a pad and they started framing a telegram to the Attorney General’s Office. It was certainly hard to phrase.

“A group of citizens of Mariposa desire to know . . .”

That didn’t sound right.

“On behalf of the undersigned group . . .”

And that sounded wrong.

“Would you consider a case of Scotch whiskey . . .”

No, that sounded backwards.

Then someone suggested, why shouldn’t they write it just the way Jeff said it:

“Is it legal to give the Chairman of our Loan Committee a case of whiskey?”

So that was what they sent.

Telegrams are like that.

The answer came right back while most of them were still sitting round discussing it.

“Presentation entirely legal. Writing you to that effect.”

 

So that was great. They started right away picking brands off a Liquor List, each one what he liked best.

Naturally there were quite a number of fellers in the shop next day when the noon mail came in. The letter was addressed to Jeff and it read:

“Your proposed presentation of one or more cases to the Chairman of your Victory Loan Committee is entirely within the law. The only limitation upon it is that the cases must not be bought for this purpose but must be filled with bottles taken from the private stock of individual subscribers.”

Well, say! . . . Talk about a Victory Campaign — talk about sacrifice and winning the war — but when it comes to . . . well, I mean when you ask a man to — well, who would want to . . . oh, no, reason is reason.

So that was the end of that. I will admit that for the moment all the fellers looked pretty downhearted, almost felt mean. They knew that they were right in not asking one another to give up private whiskey but somehow they didn’t feel so good.

Luckily there came to Peter Cogland on the spur of the moment one of those bright ideas that will some day send him to Ottawa — or half way to it. Anyway — as far, say, as Kingston.

“I’ve got it,” he said. “We’ll give Jim Heavyside a hundred-dollar Victory Bond.”

Wasn’t it simple? And timely? And obvious? And yet no one had thought of it. It’s always like that. Give the Chairman one of his own Bonds! Why, of course!

So the meeting — it was a sort of meeting — broke up with enthusiasm and went to dinner.

I lingered behind a moment.

“That’s fine, isn’t it?” I said. “That was the real solution.”

Jeff shook his head.

“I don’t know that I hold with it,” he said. “You give a man one of his own Bonds and it seems like giving milk to a milkman — or it’s like giving me a free shave and a shampoo.” And he added gloomily, “Jim will be disappointed about the stick.”

“About the stick?” I said.

“Yes, he is expecting it. He’d heard something about it. He’s got the notion of sticks. You see, Jim Heavyside is not vain but he’s pretty proud of having three sticks given to him, and he was hoping to make it four. That’s why he came down here with the Malacca cane . . . In fact, it was my idea. I said to him, ‘Mr. Heavyside, if you’ll come down to the shop and bring one of your sticks that’ll put the boys on their mettle to give another.’ ”

Luckily it hasn’t been too late. Everything is arranged and the Chairman will get his stick. We have it all ready, and a real dandy. Some of the fellers think it must be worth a hundred and fifty dollars, some more. No one knows how much Bill Landy collected or what he paid for it. “Better taste,” Bill said, “to keep it confidential.”


GOING! GOING! GONE!
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NEXT TO ME in Jeff’s barber shop in Mariposa there sat this morning a country feller, at a guess, from thirty-five to sixty-five years old.

“Were you out at the sale at Crittenden’s yesterday?” he asked.

“No,” I said, “where’s Crittenden’s?”

“Crittenden’s!” he answered in amazement. “Why, right next the Ames place.”

“Where’s that?” I asked.

“The Ames place? Just beyond Lem Crowder’s.”

I let it go at that.

“No,” I said, “I wasn’t there.”

“Well, sir,” said the country feller, “you’d oughter been. It was a caution. I seen a sulky go for thirty dollars.”

I didn’t know whether that meant a lot or a little. But the audience in the barber shop did. “Gosh!” they said.

“Yes, sir, a sulky ten years old and with a broken trip, for ten dollars more than it cost ten years ago.”

“There was an old lumber wagon there,” said a man from across the room, “fetched a hundred and fifty dollars.”

“Gosh!” said the room.

“I suppose,” said the country feller to me, “you wouldn’t be much interested in farm sales?”

No, not altogether. Yet, as he said it, I was carried back sixty-five years in recollection and was standing in the April sunshine in the slush and snow of a barnyard — a farm auction sale — while the purchasers — who didn’t purchase (they had no money) — walked up and down among the lean cattle and the broken machinery for sale. The farmer of the farm was treating them to whiskey and laughing it off as best he could. He was “sold up” and was going to move, they said, to “this Manitobah.”

Inside the farmhouse the woman — the lady of the farm — was cutting sandwiches for the purchasers who couldn’t buy but could still eat. The children were helping her. I was one. I could hear the voice of the auctioneer — hear it still across sixty-five years of memory — calling:

“Now, gentlemen, this fine double-seated cutter, as good as new — what do I hear? — make me a bid, gentlemen! Come, give me a start! Four dollars? Thank you, four dollars! Going at four dollars. Going! Going! Gone, at four dollars!”

Those were the hard times of the seventies, with no war to brighten the economic outlook, when the government had to borrow a million dollars, but couldn’t find it in Canada.

But one need not look back across sixty-five years of retrospect for the remembrance of auction farm sales, the tragedy of the Canadian countryside. Five years is enough. Just five years! To those stricken, hungry days when our ten million people had no one to kill and no one to feed but themselves. Right here in Mariposa, every month of May brought with the Spring birds the little leaflets, the “dodgers” that fluttered, pinned up to the telephone and light poles and pasted up in the window of the Mariposa Newspacket:

Auction Farm Sale

Lot this: Concession that

To be sold regardless of reserve price

And then follows the list. Stand here a moment and look upon it, and reflect upon the tragedy of our economic life that knows no stimulus but death.

Item 1. — Two-year-old grey mare — 

Do you get that? That’s Fancy, the family driving horse. They’ve had her for years and years on the farm. They must have had her for eight years. There’s a boy now in Tunis remembers driving her. They loved her. That’s why they put her down at two years. It’s not a lie. She was still two years to them.

These two “excellent milch cows,” part Jersey (never mind the other part) and these “mixed poultry” — all that in the life of a family — Going! Going! Gone!

Or look at the last item:

Household furniture, books — 

Do you realize that those are the books that grandfather’s father brought out from the old country, a hundred years ago? Look — Walter Scott’s Lady of the Lake; half of part of Macaulay’s England — nothing you read now of course . . .

And with that I came back to myself still in Jeff’s barber shop and they were talking of the sale at old Tom Crittenden’s place. They were saying that he “cleaned up” (their very phrase, taken from a fanning mill) fifteen hundred dollars. What else could he do but sell up, with both the boys, it appeared, overseas, and Sally. Tom himself is spry enough and not a day over seventy-five, but he and the old lady can’t run the place alone.

And just as they were saying that in burst old Tom himself.

When I say “burst” — that is, he appeared outside the glass door, leant his stick outside the door frame, pulled the door open a little, then got his shoulder to it, took up his stick again and burst in.

So there he was, hearty and hale, and evidently so tickled with himself that he could hardly hold it in. He didn’t look the least bit like the people who used to be sold up in the seventies.

There was a chorus of “How are you, Mr. Crittenden?” . . . “How are you, Tom?”

The old man nodded around. “Just come over, Jeff,” he said, “to get cleaned up.” Then, unable to hold it any longer, he added, “I’ve just put fifteen hundred dollars across the street in this Victory Loan; yes, sir, fifteen hundred dollars.”

That explained, you see, the need of a shave. Farmers, of course, are people who shave regularly; never miss a Saturday except in harvest. But when a farmer “hits town” one of the things to do is to get a shave — a real one — with a Roman massage, and a shampoo under machine brushes — facial massage, lilac powder and flapping towels — the whole thing.

“You’re next,” said Jeff, giving him “priority” over all candidates; “sit right down.” And with that, Crittenden was draped and wrapped and pinned and whirling brushes played round his bent head. When anyone spoke to Tom, the barber stopped, Tom answered, and then Jeff went at him with the brushes again.

“You’ve sold your place, Mr. Crittenden?” said a customer.

“No, indeed, I didn’t sell the old place; just sold off the implements and the stock.”

“Couldn’t work it, eh?”

“Not now, with just the missus and me, and the boys gone, and Sally.”

“Where are the boys now, Mr. Crittenden?”

“Both overseas. Jim’s in Iceland with General Montgomery and Dick’s right there in London with General MacArthur. Oh, I follow it,” added old Tom.

“Too bad, to lose all your implements,” said a sympathizer.

“Oh, I ain’t lost ’em. They don’t take ’em away. They’re right there to work the place with.”

“But you lose the use of them?”

“No, sirree, I don’t lose the use of them. I can use them as much as I like any time.”

“So you’ve just lost the livestock?” put in another customer.

“No, not entirely. The folks don’t want to take them away and so the missus and I still have them on condition we milk the cows and use the milk and eggs.”

There was a man in the shop waiting for a shave, a traveller (you know what that is) up from the City.

“Say, mister,” he said, “I don’t quite understand this. You’ve sold out and you’ve got fifteen hundred dollars and yet you still have your place and everything else you ever had. How do you explain that?”

“I don’t try to,” chuckled the old man. “I leave that for Mr. Ilsley — all I know is that I got fifteen hundred in this Victory Loan — that’s five hundred each for the boys and five hundred for Sally.”

As the dialogue had progressed Jeff had gradually transformed old Mr. Crittenden — shampoo’d, massaged, shaved, creamed, powdered and, at the end, splashed with lilac till he smelt like the 24th of May itself — he was disengaged out of the chair, fit for the bees to settle on him.

“I don’t have to explain it,” repeated old Tom. “I leave that to these here economists.”

I felt that was for me.

“You’re right,” I said, “as to the mystery of the economics of it — this mystery of the poverty of peace and the prosperity of war. It’s an economic paradox . . .”

I saw Jeff look at me apprehensively at the word “economics.” He knew by instinct that economics won’t go in a barber shop. What’s more, there’d been some talk there one day about cutting out unnecessary industries and some one had claimed that shaving was non-essential. Jeff himself claimed it a war service — look at all the great generals — you’ve seen these pictures of MacNaughton?

So, as I say, he looked apprehensive when I began to speak.

“What Mr. Ilsley intends to do,” I continued, “is to make the most of every productive industry — like this farm of Mr. Crittenden’s — and to keep the consumer away from everything not absolutely essential.”

Jeff looked across again.

“You’re next,” he said.


A NEW HEAVEN AND A NEW EARTH
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WELL, THE THING is done. The big Loan’s been raised. Mariposa passed its quota of a million dollars at 9:30 a.m. this very morning. All the bells rang and the factory whistles blew, and all the people have been out on the street laughing and talking and congratulating one another. I haven’t seen anybody work all day, except Jeff, the Mariposa barber and his four assistants. It’s been a real day for shaving. There’s war service for you. You see, there were quite a lot of fellers who took a pledge that they wouldn’t shave till the million dollars was raised. Jeff’s clearing them up first. Then there are all the fellers going to the big lunch at noon, and the big later evening dinner at six o’clock. Talk of essential industries, eh.

But, do you know, perhaps it’s just as well that the Victory Loan Campaign is closing. It was beginning to have a queer effect on the town, disrupting its social life. You know, in a place like Mariposa you can’t get along without certain fixed animosities, fixed oppositions — people who differ from other people, and even people who don’t speak to other people because they differ from them.

Well, between ourselves, all that was beginning to break down. Quite frankly, people are not accustomed to such good will all round, and this Loan Campaign has been threatening to undermine our fixed way of living. I admit it’s the price we pay for Victory in War. But all the same it’s different. When I see a man like old Major Henge shaking hands, right on the street, with a man like old Edward Flint, and asking him what’s the news of his son at the front — and telling about his own boy, a prisoner of war in Germany — and forgetting that he is still holding old Flint’s hand while he’s talking — well, I ask myself what things are coming to.

I wouldn’t believe it except that I saw it. I was there. I was walking down Main Street with Major Henge and I saw old Flint coming and wondered how we could dodge him. Look at it this way: Major Henge is a life-long conservative, a member of the Church of England — Edward Flint is a Liberal or worse, and never goes inside a church. It seems queer, doesn’t it, that they would stand and talk right where everybody could see them?

But even that wasn’t the half of it. You’d see Continuing Presbyterians, the strict ones who never used to drink anything but whiskey, sitting at a soda-water fountain beside a Baptist; or Roman Catholics attending meetings in the Protestant High School. You felt somehow as if society was breaking away from its moorings, as if we never would get back again to where we used to be. And if you said that to any of the people they said, “Why should we?”

They told me — I wasn’t there — that the Church of England clergyman in his sermon last Sunday made a reference to “our Russian brothers.” That’s going pretty far, isn’t it?

Along with that there has been a lot of pretty wild talk as to what they want to do in Mariposa after the war. It seems that the Loan — the realization that they could raise a million dollars in a little town like ours — has gone to their heads. They say that if we could spend it for war, why not raise another Loan for peace? Why not spend money on better houses, better schools, do something for the children on a big scale — knock down the old Central School, not fit to teach a decent child in. If you said it was only the poorer children who went there, they answered, why shouldn’t the poor children have as good a chance as the rich ones?

As old Oliver Croke, the grouchy lawyer (the town grouch) says, we might just about as well be in Russia.

And with that there went all sorts of what they called town planning. For instance, everybody has suddenly decided that Main Street is too cramped and narrow; they want to knock down one side of it and throw it into the lake. A meeting of all the business men on the north side voted for demolishing their side of the street — their side, mind you — isn’t that magnanimous? the south side business men will probably vote to sacrifice their side — just taking what they get from the Government to rebuild. It’s the new spirit, or rather the old, that St. Paul speaks of, each man seeking the other’s wealth.

Everybody is so full of hope, too, about it all — hope and social betterment. They all agree that we must make a great effort to uplift the poor, only just now we can’t find any poor.

The thing came to a head this afternoon at a meeting that we tried to have after the Loan Quota was declared. It was meant to be the annual meeting of the Conservative Party. The idea was to seize the moment of enthusiasm over the Loan and use it to enthuse the Conservative Party. And Angus Gorse says — he’s an old friend of mine who is the local organizer of the party — you’ve got to catch the Conservatives while they are awake.

Well, the meeting was the flattest failure from the beginning. Major Henge who spoke at the start, began saying, “We must admit that the Liberal Party has done great service to this Dominion—” and what did the audience do but start to clap and stamp their feet. Well, you can’t run a Conservative Party that way. As Angus said to me, the moment you get that sort of dry rot in the Party it’s all over. There’s no room for that good will stuff if you’re out to win.

Things reached a climax when a speaker referred to Mr. Mackenzie King, the Prime Minister, as a “Great Canadian Patriot.” That was pretty strong. Angus Gorse felt it necessary to appeal to the Chair; he said that he was sorry to criticize but he must ask whether such an expression was in order. The Chairman ruled that it was quite in order “provided the speaker meant it by way of a joke. As no doubt he did.” The speaker said he meant it in real earnest. The Chairman said he must ask him to withdraw the expression; he would put it to them this way, he said: What would Mr. Mackenzie King himself think if he heard that his name had been used in this way in a Conservative meeting? After Mr. King’s long years of devoted service — or rather, let us say, his long years of trying to delude the people of this country — it would be painful to him, as a man, even a low one, to hear that a Conservative Meeting had called him a Patriot. So the speaker said that he would withdraw the words but he gave fair warning that he was going to say them, to shout them, outside after the meeting. The Chairman said that that was all right and he was heartily in accord with him. Then someone called out, “Three cheers for—” and others called, “Order, Order,” and there was quite a little confusion.

Then came the final surprise, the climax.

Our proposed candidate, Colonel Trelawney, stood up to speak. And when he spoke they were all still.

He spoke very quietly, never raised his voice. But they all listened. You see, he lost his son, his only child, in the first year of the War, and so it was thought that the people might show their appreciation of his son’s sacrifice, by sending Colonel Trelawney to Parliament. The strange thing was that no one would have thought of that before the war, because Colonel Trelawney was always so cold and distant and hardly seemed to know people on the street. Now, since he lost his son, he seems so quiet. They feel as if they knew him but they still can’t speak to him.

Colonel Trelawney said that he would ask them to withdraw his name. He felt that the sitting (Liberal) member, elected for two Parliaments already, should be kept in. What we should do he said, was to elect the best man, whether he was a Conservative or a Liberal. There was no room now, he said, for such divisions.

After that there was nothing more to be said. The meeting adjourned.

I walked across from the meeting to Jeff’s barber shop with Angus Gorse. Angus was greatly disturbed. He said that the weak spot in that argument was that if you tried to pick the best man, as likely as not you’d get a Liberal. Look, he said, at some of the skunks we’ve succeeded in electing in Mariposa in past years. Well, could you do that without party organization and party feeling? No, a skunk would be nowhere, never get in anywhere. Well, there you were.

Inside Jeff’s place there was quite a crowd and excitement because, as I said, they were crowding in to get shaved for the big dinner — dinner at six o’clock, mind you. After that there was to be a general meeting in the Town Hall, and a big speaker up from the City. “That man,” said Jeff, “when he gets well started is good for two hours, any time. You don’t want to miss that.”

I did. But I didn’t say so.

The streets were full of people, all afternoon and till sundown, everybody talking and friendly, and all so easy with one another. It seems so different from what it used to be. But for the price paid for it, it would seem a wonderful world.

I was in Jeff’s shop again just after sundown before starting to walk home. Through the window you could see, sideways, a little down the street, a knot of people gathering, and hear the beating of a drum, and voices singing, and then a speaker talking to the crowd.

As the man spoke, an echo, or an eddy, somehow caught up his voice and it came for a moment clear and distinct through the partly open window— “a new heaven and a new earth.”

“What’s that, Jeff?” asked a customer in the chair, “a Victory meeting?” “No,” said Jeff, “it’s nothing. It’s just a religious revival.”

“Oh,” said the customer, “nothing real.”

 

A new heaven and a new earth — the words seemed to echo still as I walked away from the town and beside the lake towards my home. The evening was closing in around me — as it is every evening at my age — and from the lighted town behind me, and in the evening breeze gathering off the lake, the sound still came— “a new heaven and a new earth.”

FINIS


Last Leaves
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LAST LEAVES

AMONG THE ARTICLES AND ESSAYS COLLECTED HERE IN “LAST LEAVES” ARE A GROUP OF HUMOROUS SELECTIONS WHICH STEPHEN LEACOCK WROTE FOR THE MOST PART DURING THE LAST YEAR, SINCE THE PUBLICATION OF HIS BOOK OF SIMILAR SKETCHES, “HAPPY STORIES, JUST TO LAUGH AT.”


Are Witty Women Attractive to Men?
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SLAVES MURMUR TO one another in their chains. They whisper what they think of their masters. In the same way the generality of men, being enslaved by women, whisper, when in safety, what they think. Slave No. 1 in his Club murmurs to Slave No. 2 that women have no sense of humour. Slave No. 2 agrees, and Slave No. 3, overhearing from his armchair, says quite boldly, “They certainly have not.” After which quite a colloquy ensues among the slaves. But when the wife of Slave No. 1 asks at dinner what was the talk at the Club, he answers, “Oh, nothing much.” Yet his inmost feeling is that women have no sense of humour, and if a woman is witty, she has somehow come by it wrongly. He daren’t speak right out, but I will speak for him.

Having been asked to answer the question, “Are witty women attractive to men,” I answer decidedly, “No.” Having said this I dodge behind the Editor and explain it.

There are, of course, a lot of immediate qualifications to be made to it. In the first place, are witty people in general attractive to anybody? Not as a rule. They get tiresome. It is terribly hard to be witty without getting conceited about it. I used to be very witty myself, till I learned to be careful about it. People don’t like it. There are two things in ordinary conversation which ordinary people dislike — information and wit. Most people — most men at any rate — like to gather up information out of the Digests, which are the passion of the hour. But they won’t take it from you. You’re not a Digest. So, too, with wit. They’ve learned by experience that if they laugh at one thing, they’ll have to go on.... So if this applies to men with men, it applies all the more to men with women. Luckily women don’t go in for information; or if they give it, it is so incorrect as to be harmless.

In the next place, it goes without saying that some witty women are attractive to some men. This, by a happy disposition of providence, happens to all kinds of women, like attracting unlike. Hence witty women always have silent husbands. That’s why they got married. There is a particularly decent type of man who finds it restful not to have to talk. When, in his youth, he meets a girl who talks all the time, that exactly suits him. He doesn’t have to say anything. Ten years later you’ll see them enter a drawing room together. The host says to the man, “Looks like an early winter,” and he answers, “Certainly does!” The host says, “Have a cocktail,” and he answers, “Certainly will.” By that time his wife has started in on the conversation; he doesn’t have to talk any more. People commonly call this type an adoring husband. He isn’t. His wife is just a sort of fire screen. The real adoring husband overtalks his wife, overdominates her, pays with unexpected presents for easy forgiveness of his ill temper, and never knows that he adored her till it is too late, because now she cannot hear it....

We will add another qualification, that one reason why some men don’t care for the society of witty women is because of their own egotism. They want to be it. A wise woman sitting down to talk beside such a man will not try to be witty. She will say, “I suppose you’re just as busy as ever!”

All men, you see, have the idea that they are always busy, and if they are not, a woman can soon persuade them that they are. Just say, “I don’t see how you do it all,” without saying what all is.

Another very good opening for women sufficiently self-possessed is to say, “Well, I hear you are to be congratulated again!” You see there is always something; either the office staff gave him a stick last month, or the Rotary Club elected him an Elder Brother. He’ll find something. If he doesn’t, then say to him that if he hasn’t heard of it yet, you are certainly not going to tell. Then don’t see him for a month, till the Fireman’s Benevolent Union has elected him an Honorary Ash Can. He’ll get something if you wait.

So you see there are ever so many ways for women to make a hit without trying to be witty.

Nor have women, themselves, any particular use for witty men. Instinctively they admire courage, though unhappily courage often goes with brutality and savagery. In the next degree they admire the courage of character of strong people on whom one can rely. But intellect comes last. Unhappily, women also have their superficial admirations, things they fall for — it’s too bad, but they do. Women are apt to fall for a poet, for anything with long hair and a reputation. Round him they cluster, searching his thoughts. He probably hasn’t got any. But wit, in all the procession, comes last, with only a cap and bells behind it.

Another thing is this. By this very restriction of their province of humour, women are saved from some of the silly stuff that affects the conversation of men. Take puns. They have pretty well died out now. The last of the punsters is probably dead, or in hiding. But many of us can still remember the social nuisance of the inveterate punster. This man followed conversation as a shark follows a ship, or, to shift the simile, he was like Jack Horner and stuck in his thumb to pull out a pun. Women never make puns; never did; they think them silly. Perhaps they can’t make them — I hope not.

Nor have women that unhappy passion for repeating funny stories in order to make a hit, which becomes a sort of mental obsession with many men. The “funny story” is a queer thing in our American life. I think it must have begun on the porch of the Kentucky store where they whittled sticks all day. At any rate, it has become a kind of institution. It is now a convention that all speakers at banquets must begin with a funny story. I am quite sure that if the Archbishop of Canterbury were invited to address the Episcopal Church of America, the senior bishop would introduce him with a story about an old darky, and the Archbishop would rise to reply with a story about a commercial traveller. These stories run riot in our social life and often turn what might be a pleasant dinner into an agonized competition, punctuated with ruminating silence. Women keep away from this. They like talk about people, preferably about themselves, or else about their children, with their husband as a poor third, and Winston Churchill competing with Mrs. Chiang Kai-shek for fourth place. It may not be funny but it’s better than darkies and commercial travellers....

There is also the most obvious qualification to be made in regard to women’s sense of humour in general and women’s wit in particular, that of course individual exceptions, however conspicuous, do not set aside the general rule. There is no doubt that at least one of the most brilliant humourists of the hour in America is a woman. Many would say, the most brilliant. Such a faculty for reproducing by simple transcription the humour of social dialogue has, it seems to me, never been surpassed. But one swallow doesn’t make a summer, though one drop of ink may make all humour kin.

The truth is that the ideal of ordinary men is not a witty woman, but a sweet woman. I know how dangerous the term is, how easily derided. Sweetness may easily cloy into sugariness, or evaporate into saintliness. A saint with hair parted in the middle, with eyes uplifted, may be all right for looking out from the golden bars of heaven, but not so good for the cocktail bars below.

And yet, I don’t know. A saint can kick in sideways anywhere.

It might easily be objected that all such opinions about sweetness in women are just left-over Victorianism, half a century out of date. Witty women, it will be said, may have seemed out of date in the stodgy days of women’s servitude, but not now. The men and women of today — or call them the boys and girls — mix on an entirely different plane. All the old hoodoos and taboos are gone. All the girls smoke. They use language just as bad as any the men care to use. They drink cocktails and give the weaker men the cherry. In other words, they can curse and swear and drink — they’re real comrades. In point of physique, they may not be equal to the men but after all they can drive a car and fly a plane and telemark all over hell on skis — what more do you want?

So why shouldn’t a girl of that type, the new girl who has conquered the world, be witty if she wants to? What more charming than a witty girl, half-stewed, as compared with a girl half-stewed and silent as a toad full of gravel?

To all of which I answer, “No, no, it’s just an illusion!” There are no new girls, no new women. Your grandmother was a devil of a clip half a century before you were born. You telemark on skis; she cut ice in a cutter. You only knew her when she was wrinkled and hobbling, reading the Epistle to the Thessalonians in a lace cap and saying she didn’t know what the world was coming to. The young have always been young, and the old always old ... men and women don’t change. It took thousands, uncounted thousands, of years to make them what they are. The changes that you think you see lie just on the surface. You could wash them away with soap and hot water.

But now I’ll tell you another thing. All this new era of ours of emancipated women, and women in offices and women the same as men, is just a passing phase, and the end of it is already in sight. A great social disaster fell on the world. The industrial age built up great cities where people lived, crowded into little boxes, where there was no room for children, where women’s work vanished because they were dispossessed, where national population was kept going by additions from God knows where, and national safety was jeopardized by the increasing scarcity of our own people.... We had a close shave of it.

Then came the war in the air.... It has bombed the industrial city out of future existence. They know that already in England. The bomb is decentralizing industry, spreading the population out. They will never go back. This will mean different kinds of homes, homes half-town, half-country, with every man his acre.... Every one’s dream for a little place in the country, a place to call one’s own, will come true. Socialized up to the neck, the individual will have its own again under his feet.

And the children? There must be four or five for every marriage. It is the only path of national safety, safety by the strength and power of our kin and kind, bred in our common thought and speech and ideal. Without our own children, the wave of outside brutes from an unredeemed world will kill us all. Later, we can redeem the world but we must save ourselves first.... Everybody will know that. In re-organized society the nation’s children will be the first need, the main expense of government. Women who see to that need see to nothing else.... That will be done in the home, for there will be no paid domestic service except contract labour by the hour from the outside, labour as good as ladyship, wearing a gold wrist watch and a domestic college degree.... But the main thing will be the home and behind it the long garden and trim grass and flower and vegetable beds, and father trying to plant a cherry tree from a book.

When England has been bombed into the country, America will follow. Our cities will go, too.... No one will live in New York any more than miners live in a coal mine.

So the world will be all different. One little century will do it. Even half a century will show the full outline of it. Surviving on ... surviving on into this altered world will be the queerest old set of left-over creatures, as queer as our left-over Victorians, only queerer. These old women will be happy and alert and self-assertive, but they will still not know how to fry an egg or repeat a nursery rhyme, for they only had three-quarters of a child each.... The boys and girls of twenty will think them very funny.... But my! Won’t they be witty when they get together and cackle.

So that, you see, is why I don’t think witty women are attractive to men. You don’t see the connection? Well, perhaps you remember Molière’s play called The Doctor by Accident (Le Médecin Malgré Lui) where the supposed doctor, called in to diagnose a case, gets off a vast rigmarole about nothing in particular and adds at the end, “...and that is why your daughter has lost her speech.” You see, he didn’t know anything about it.

Possibly it was like that.


Living with Murder
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I AM A great reader of detective fiction. That is, I have been up to now, but I see I shall have to give it up. It begins to affect one’s daily life too much. I am always expecting something sudden, something sensational, to happen, such as that a criminal will “burst around the corner” on the run and I shall immediately have to “time” his burst.

They always time everything in the stories, so as to have it ready for the evidence.

That is why I now find myself perpetually “timing” myself all day, so that I can swear to everything.

For instance, I went down to dine three or four days ago with my old friend Jimmy Douglas at his house. He lives alone. This, by itself, would make any reader of crime fiction time him. I paused a moment at the lighted doorway before ringing the bell and noted that my watch said 7:00 P.M. A street clock just visible down the street, however, marked 7:02½ P.M. Allowing for the fact that my watch was one minute slow, I was thus able to place the time fairly accurately as at 7:01¼.

What did I do that for? Well, don’t you see — what if I rang the bell, received no answer, and at length pushed the door open (it would yield quite easily) to find Jimmy Douglas lying prone in the doorway? That would settle the time, wouldn’t it? And what if he were still warm (he would be, good fellow)? That would settle just how warm he was.

So I rang the bell. The Chinese servant who answered the door showed me noiselessly into the lighted sitting room and motioned me to sit down. The room was apparently empty. I say apparently, because in the stories you never know. If Douglas’s body was lying hunched up in a corner (you know the way they hunch them up), my business was to take care to look up in the air, around the room, everywhere except in the right place to see him.

I did this and I noticed that there was an Ormolu clock on the mantel (there always is) and that it stood at 7:04 P.M., practically corroborating my previous estimate.

I was just checking it over when Douglas came in.

I noticed his manner at once and could only describe it as extremely normal, even quiet, certainly, I would say, free from any exhilaration. Whether this was a first effect of arsenic poisoning, or just from seeing me, I am not prepared to state.

We had a cocktail. Douglas left two distinct fingerprints on the glass. I held mine by the rim.

We sat down to dinner at 7:30 P.M. Of this, I am practically certain because I remember that Douglas said, “Well, it’s half-past,” and as he said it the Ormolu clock chimed the half-hour. A further corroboration is that the Chinese servant entered at that moment and said, “Half-past seven!” I gather, therefore, that the hour was either seven-thirty or possibly a little before or a little after.

At any rate — not to make too much of details — we sat down to dinner. I noticed that at dinner Douglas took no soup. I attached no importance to this at the time, so as to keep it for afterwards. But I also took care on my part to take no fish. This, of course, in the event of arsenic poison would at least, by elimination, give a certain indication of how the poison had been administered. Up to this point the Chinese servant’s manner was quite normal, in fact, Chinese.

I am not able to say whether Douglas took coffee after dinner; I slipped up there. I had got talking, I remember, of my views on Allied Strategy and for the moment forgot not only to time him but to notice what he ate. This makes an unfortunate gap in the record.

However, Douglas, I noticed, seemed but little inclined to talk after dinner. I was still unfolding to him my views on Allied Strategy in the war, but he seemed unable to listen without signs of drowsiness. This obviously might be due to arsenic poisoning.

I left at nine, having noticed that Douglas roused up with a slight start as the Ormolu clock struck, and said, “Nine! I thought ... I thought it was ten.”

I drove home in a taxi; and can easily identify the taxi, even if abandoned in a stone quarry, by a mark I made in the leather. I can identify the taxi man by a peculiar scar.

That, as I say, was three days ago. I open the newspaper every morning with a nervous hand, looking for the finding of Douglas’s body. They don’t seem to have found it yet. Of course I don’t know that he lost it. But then it is never known that a body is lost until some one finds it.

One thing is certain, however. I am all ready if they do.... If any news comes out I can act at once. I have the taxi man, and the fingerprints and the Ormolu clock — that’s all you need usually.


What Can Izaak Walton Teach Us?
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EVERYBODY — OR at least everybody who goes fishing, and the rest don’t count — knows the name of Izaak Walton. Many of them would also remember that he was called the Father of Angling and that he wrote a book called The Compleat Angler. This is acknowledged to be one of the world’s books. Only the trouble is that the world doesn’t read its books, it borrows a detective story instead.

So it may not be without interest to outdoor people — anglers, men of the bush and streams and such — to turn over again the pages of the old volume and see what Izaak Walton can teach us. This, especially, if we can catch something of the leisurely procedure, the old-time courtesy and, so to speak, the charming tediousness of people with lots of time, now lost in our distracted world.

Izaak Walton, let us pretend to remember, was born in the reign of Queen Elizabeth (1593) but lived so long and so peacefully — old fishermen never die; they merely fade away — that he only passed away at the age of ninety at the end of the Stuart period. People reading The Compleat Angler would take him for a country gentleman. But he wasn’t. Indeed, in the phrase of the times he wasn’t a gentleman at all. He came to London from the little town of Stafford and in London he kept an ironmonger’s shop in the very heart of the city. It was so small a place that there was hardly room to turn around in, certainly not with a fishing rod, for it was only six feet by seven feet six inches.

But it must have been a grand little place from which to dream of the woods and meadows around Stafford and to let the noise of the city die on his ear till he could catch the murmur of the babbling streams.... Thus you may see to-day, if you have the eye for it, many an imprisoned, incomplete angler working at a desk with the sound of a waterfall in his ears, or selling across a sporting goods counter the tackle that he never has the good fortune to use.

Walton says that fishermen are the Lord’s own people, and no doubt he’s right. “The primitive Christians,” he remarks, “were, as most anglers are, quiet men and followers of peace.” He undertakes to prove it from the fact that four of the Apostles actually were fishermen, and these four taught all the others to fish. Thus worked Izaak Walton till he was over fifty years old.

But, oddly enough, he made money, and soon was able to move to larger quarters on Fleet Street. Ironmongery was evidently all the thing in the days of the English Civil War. So when the great battles were over and there was peace, iron peace, under Oliver Cromwell, Izaak Walton gave up his London life, and bought himself the thing of which all anglers dream — a little place in the country, his own country — and all his dreams came true.

From then on, for some forty years, Izaak Walton spent a life of leisure, or of leisure broken with leisurely activity. At times he was on his own little place; at times he wandered about the country a welcome and indefinite guest, an old man who never grew older, who had said good-bye to the world and its troubles, and to whom Roundhead and Royalist were all one. Especially he sought, and was welcome in, the homes of the clergy. He had been greatly assisted in his London days by the famous Dr. John Donne, Vicar of St. Dunstan’s. Both his wives, for he married twice, were of clerical families; he seems to have borne married life easily, a basis, as with some among us now, from which to go fishing. For his last twenty years he wandered and fished alone. When he died he left his little place to the poor of the parish.

He wrote his Compleat Angler, so to speak, while angling. The first edition of it was mainly thought out in his Fleet Street days, the fruit of odd holidays and chance journeys. But later, with copious leisure and larger experience, he kept finding new things to put into the book, new verses, new jests and even new people.

As even casual readers remember, The Compleat Angler is built up on talks between various characters. They meet and go fishing together and they talk; or they can’t go fishing, so they talk; or they come in from fishing and they talk. Some of us do it still. And in among the talk they have so many pleasant cups of ale and draughts of the “best barley wine,” that it’s a pleasure to be with them; plenty to smoke, also, from the long pipes of the period, for tobacco, in spite of King James I, had now come into its own. Indeed, the comfortable entertainment begins in Chapter 1, page 1, paragraph 1, of The Compleat Angler. An angler, Piscator, accosts two travellers on the road with the words:

“You are well overtaken, Gentlemen! A good morning to you both! I have stretched my legs up Tottenham Hill to overtake you, hoping your business may occasion you toward Ware, whither I am going this fine fresh May morning.”

“Sir,” replies one of them, “I, for my part, shall almost answer your hopes; for my purpose is to drink my morning’s draught at the Thatch’d House in Hoddesden.” ...

So away they wander together, talking of fishing, so that the three miles to Hoddesden seem nothing, and there they are at the Thatch’d House, and must needs all enter together “for a cup of drink and a little rest.”

What fisherman, then or now, could pass a Thatch’d House?

Thus it was with the freshness of the morning; but equally so with the pleasant weariness of the evening after a long day.

“Come, Hostess, where are you? Is supper ready? Come, first give us drink and be as quick as you can for we are all very hungry.... Come, Hostess, more ale ... and when we have supped, let’s have your song!”

The early people in these wayside talks were a fisherman, Piscator, and a traveller, Viator. But later on Izaak thought it a good idea to let the second man be a huntsman, Venator, and then he put in a third who was called Auceps, which we understand to mean a falconer, a man who hunts birds with birds. Time has dropped him clean out. Today we would have to make him an Airman. That is probably exactly what Izaak Walton would have done, for he kept on putting in new things and new people till death made a final edition.

You ask perhaps, I hope not with impatience, what we can learn from Izaak Walton. Why, don’t you see we’ve learned a lot already; that fishing is the Apostles’ own calling; that fishing must be carried on in an atmosphere of good will and forbearance; that the longest story must never seem prosy; that a cup of ale beneath a tree is better than a civic banquet, and an old familiar song from a familiar singer outclasses grand opera.

And you can also learn, or learn over again, the peculiar and manifold charm of our English language. For what Izaak Walton writes is sufficiently like our own speech to be familiar, and sufficiently unlike to have a quaintness of its own. He has a chapter, for example, which he entitles How to fish for, and to dress, the Chavender, or Chub. A witty English writer of today was so impressed by the conversion of the everyday chub into the romantic chavender that he followed it up with a gallop of analogous synonyms:

There is a fine stuffed Chavender
    A Chavender, or Chub,
That decks the rural pavender,
    The pavender, or pub,
Wherein I eat my gravender,
    My gravender, or grub.

 

And so on, amazingly. But I must not further trespass on the good nature or the copyright of Mr. St. Leger whose complete poem may be found in the fascinating little anthology, The Comic Muse.

All these things you can learn from Izaak Walton. But if you ask what you can learn of the technique of fishing, the answer is that you can’t learn anything at all. The apparatus of the modern expert, the knowledge of trout and flies, the mechanisms of reels — all these have left good old Izaak two centuries and a half in the rear. All that he can teach is the spirit; yet the performance in the long run rests on that.

To take an example, nowadays we always connect trout fishing with the art of casting flies — an exquisite art, indeed, when at its highest. What more beautiful than a cast far across a wide stream to where the broken water ‘round the end of a sunken log marks where a trout must lie? What more beautiful indeed, except the ensuing leap of the foolish trout itself, a victim of its own delusion. It is an art that, personally, I can envy but not share; I can never catch anything that way except willow trees.

But at least I have the consolation that Izaak Walton is in my company. He knew very little about casting flies and that was not his ordinary method of catching fish anyway. He caught them, as I do, and perhaps you, with anything they would eat, taken off anything they would eat it on.

This seems odd in view of the long discussion in The Compleat Angler on fly fishing and how to do it and how to make flies. The discussion, moreover, has its setting in one of these charming sylvan scenes — under a sycamore tree with wine and a snack of food — which are the very inspiration of the book.

“It is now past five of the clock,” says Piscator, meaning five in the morning; “we will fish till nine; and then go to breakfast. Go you to yon sycamore tree and hide your bottle of drink under the hollow root of it; for about that time, and in that place, we will make a brave breakfast with a piece of powdered beef and a radish or two that I have in my fish bag. We shall, I warrant you, make a good, honest, wholesome, hungry breakfast.”

But, as a matter of fact, Izaak Walton did not himself write the discussion of the “making and using of flies” which follows. He knew that he ought to have something of the sort in his book so he got a fellow angler to write it in, thereby lifting his friend Mr. Thomas Barker to an immortal seat beside himself. Mr. Barker was by trade a cook and may have aided also in the hints on cooking fish (“dressing the chavender, etc.”) that are freely inserted in the Angler. Mr. Barker is also said to have been a “humourist”; he may have helped with the jokes.

But all agree that when it comes to fishing with worms, grasshoppers and frogs, Izaak Walton was a past master. There is comfort here for those who suffer, as I do, from the insolent superiority of men who refuse to use bait. Izaak used nothing else. Indeed, many who knew very little about his book have heard the quotation from it about the use of a frog as bait: “Use him as though you loved him, that is, harm him as little as you may possibly, that he may live the longer.” The implication of a slow death behind the apparently kindly words is one that might make the coldest-blooded frog boil with indignation.

But the point is that Izaak Walton was out to get the fish. In the same way, he and his friends were fond of using little floats tied to sticks or anchored in the stream. This with us is viewed among good sports as the last resort of ignoble minds. Indeed, the game laws forbid that kind of fishing to all except Indians on a reservation. But to Izaak and his friends it represented the very best of sport and the rarest of opportunity. They had only to choose a grassy sward beneath a spreading sycamore, among whose roots babbled the passing stream, to fix their floats, pour out a cup of ale, light a long pipe and open a discussion on the Gospel of St. John or listen to Mr. Barker tell in his own humorous way how to cook a carp — and there you were. Leave the rest to the frog.

Indeed, Izaak Walton is willing to go a little further with “bait” than the stomachs of more degenerate anglers could tolerate. He specializes on worms, distinguishing earth worms from drug-worms, worms found in excrement and in dead flesh such as the maggot or gentle worm; to which are added lob worms, brandling worms for which we search in cow dung, “horse dung being somewhat too hot and dry for that worm.” Beside which an artificial fly on a bit of cardboard seems singularly clean and attractive.

Such dainty considerations are nothing to Izaak. He is out for fish. He’ll go even further if we let him. “If you desire,” he says, “to keep gentles, that is maggots, to fish with all the year, then get a dead cat and let it be fly-blown; and when the gentles begin to be alive and to stir, then bury it and them in soft, moist earth but as free from frost as you can; and these you may dig up at any time you intend to use them.”

And there you are. But if you don’t care to prepare the bait in this fashion, then Izaak explains to us a method of preparing the water of any likely pond, so as to make it attractive. “You are to throw into it,” he directs, “either grains, or blood mixed with cow dung or with bran; or any garbage as chicken guts or the like.”

If you are going to be an angler, the thing is to be a complete one....

One might think that at least the discussions on cooking would be helpful, especially to us now in wartime days when we want to make the most of all kinds of food, and turn even coarse fish into something edible. The carp itself, the very fish which The Compleat Angler helps us to turn into a dainty dish, is very commonly thrown away with us in Canada as worthless — or else, if I may say it without offence, exported to the United States. Izaak Walton, I say, shows how to turn it into a dainty dish, and no doubt succeeded in doing it. But his process is quite beyond us. Here is the recipe:

“Put the Carp in a kettle; take sweet marjoram, thyme and parsley, each a handful; a sprig of rosemary and another of savoury; put them into two or three small bundles, and put them to your Carp with four or five whole onions, twenty pickled oysters and three anchovies—”

So far that’s only about three dollars’ worth of stuff, and you could gather it up in about a week, but wait:

“ — Pour on your Carp enough claret as will cover him (lucky Carp!) and season your Carp well with salt, cloves and mace, and the rinds of oranges and lemons—”

We’re up now to about ten dollars:

“ — That done, cover your pot and set it on a quick fire till it be sufficiently boiled. Then take out the Carp; and lay it, with the broth into the dish, and pour upon it a quarter of a pound of the best fresh butter, melted and beaten with half a dozen spoonfuls of the broth, the yokes of two or three eggs and some of the herbs shred; garnish your dish with lemons and so serve it up. And much good do you!”

I think so, too.

Thus lived and wandered Izaak Walton from middle age to old age and then on to immortality. Especially was he welcome, we are told, “in the families of the eminent clergy of England of whom he was much beloved.” Their kindness was returned. It was Izaak Walton’s secondary interest, in the pauses of his leisure, to write biographies, or perhaps eulogies, of his departed friends and benefactors, lay or cleric. Here belong Sir Henry Wotton, Dr. John Donne, Bishop Sanderson and others. Their names, once known, now half-forgotten, still float down the stream of time with The Compleat Angler.


A Lecture on Walking
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WALKING — IT has come to that. They’ve taken away our motor cars, crowded us off the trains, cut out week-end excursions and drained the gasoline out of the motor boats. There is nothing for it, in the way of outdoor sport, but walking.

So let us make a virtue of necessity and all go in for walking.

On this understanding I would like to deliver a lecture, in set form like a college lecture, on the subject of Walking. It will be a great pleasure to me to do so, for it is now six years since an ungrateful college foiled me, on the mere ground of senile decline, to give any more lectures, and took away all my students. So now for a brief hour I want them all back, lined up on the benches to listen to a lecture on Walking. I want especially, not the younger ones, but those well into middle life, or even wheezing their way into old age; pleasant, puffy, comfortable-looking fellows as seen sitting in a leather armchair in a club but in poor shape if you start them walking.

There! Line them up. You, sir, the large student on the left, you are, am I not right, the president of a bank? Well, you needn’t put on any plutocratic airs in this class. I doubt if you could walk half a mile. You say you played left wing on the football team? I don’t doubt it. But I want you all to understand, gentlemen, that it’s no use your talking about exercise you took thirty years ago. That won’t help you now. You, sir, just sitting down on my left, are, I believe, an Anglican Bishop. Now, don’t tell me about your championship high jump in 1910. Everybody knows, on the side, that you jumped your way into your bishopric. How high could you jump now?

Now, gentlemen, please open your notebooks and write the heading WALKING, and then when I come to each important point, I’ll tell you what to write. Don’t write till I tell you. Remember how we used to do it.

You might begin, please, with a little note, “Professor’s own experience: a devotee of walking for many years: has walked the Montreal mountain every morning nearly as far as the cemetery.” On second thought, gentlemen, please delete the phrase, “nearly as far as the cemetery.” It might be misunderstood.

And what is more, gentlemen, I am led by such walks to observe how little of walking for walking’s sake survives to-day. It is my experience again and again to walk Mount Royal at nine o’clock in the morning and see not a soul in sight. The motor car, gentlemen, has grave sins to answer for in cutting us out from the air and exercise that once were ours. Look at yourselves, gentlemen: I need hardly say more.

Now will you please write in your notes, “Definition of Walking,” and for that I will ask you to turn to the Encyclopaedia Britannica, Volume 23, page 301, division 1, or, if you prefer it, don’t turn to it but take my word for it, and write it at my dictation. “Walking is the art of progression by setting one foot methodically before the other and is the most venerable and universal way of locomotion among mankind, and has been for a million years.” The same authority explains further, in regard to the technique of walking, that in plain straightforward walking one must not lift one foot into the air before the other has come down to the ground; in other words, the walker must not have both his feet in the air. This caution, in your case, gentlemen, makes me smile: I don’t think there is much fear of any of you leaving the ground with both feet at once. All you need to understand from this is to distinguish walking in the proper sense from shuffling, which is what you do from your club lounge to your club dining room, and shambling, which is what you do when compelled to go along the street a hundred yards to look for a taxi.

Nor are we concerned here with the technique of walking when it becomes part of competitive athletics, for it’s far too strenuous, I fear, for any of you. Walking in that form is, happily, dying out. Walking matches used to be held on a terrific scale two generations ago, both in England and in this country. Seven-mile walking races for an American championship were introduced in 1876, and in the present century the revival of the Olympic Games led to walking marathons on a scale of one to twenty-five miles. Walking, in this strenuous and distressing sense, seems to me, gentlemen, as no doubt to you, a ghastly business. I am thinking of walking only as the gentle and kindly exercise of the man who cannot spend his whole day indoors and must perforce be out in the open — as the relaxation of the office worker, tired of ink and paper and four walls, as the inspiration of the poet, and as the quiet saunter of the daydreamer.

I will ask you, gentlemen, to make a note here on that word saunter, as well illustrating our subject. Kindly mark it, “Interesting note by professor on word SAUNTER.” This term, you will be surprised and delighted to hear, is one of the most curious in our language. It is derived from Sainte Terre (Holy Land). In early, pious days a knight with sins that needed absolution and a soul that needed redemption made a Sainte Terre, a Holy Land pilgrimage. This was originally a journey beset with danger, nobly braved.

Presently, with beautiful travel up the Mediterranean among olive groves and enchanted islands, the pilgrimage turned into a saunter, a delightful dream journey. So will you, too, find it, gentlemen, if you will take the practice of a daily walk. At first, you will find it a hard matter to gird up your loins (as near as you can find them) and step out three, four, five miles or more at a stretch. But with habit and continuance, and above all with the regularity that never misses, walking will become of such unconscious ease that you will, as it were, step out of yourself and find yourself sauntering — timeless, effortless, with no other thought beyond the quiet pleasure of not thinking. I cannot forbear to quote again from this high authority cited ahead, which thus expounds this aspect of a customary walk. “Walking in the nobler sense is a measured progress inspired of the woods and hills, by rivers and the flowers of the field, a serene partaking of the enduring sources of joy.”

Well, gentlemen, with such an admirable ideal before us, I think we may now come down to particulars such as the question of companionship in walking, of hours and times and places, and the particular routine and regularity, if any, with which we see fit to surround it.

I begin, then, with the question of companionship. Should one walk alone, or is it better to walk with a companion? I think I hear a member of the class saying behind his hand, “What about women?” — and I may say I don’t like the expression of his eye as he said it, nor the nudge he gave the student next to him, in whom I think I recognize one of our leading stockbrokers. Well, gentlemen, since the question of women has come up, I’ll answer it. You are all, I am sure, elderly or, at any rate, discreet men, who would not, I am sure, repeat outside of the class anything said here in confidence. And in that sense I say, “Have nothing to do with going for walks with a woman.” You will find her, gentlemen, a bore and a nuisance, or else you will find her too interesting, and in that case, gentlemen, there is no telling where your walks will lead you. Understand, gentlemen, that in this matter there can be no middle path. I am aware that some of you perhaps will say that you are able to associate with women as “comrades” — yes, that is the word — that you look on them as comrades. All I can say is that if you do, you are a nut. I had not intended to bring up this topic of walking with women, and will let it go at that. I will admit, of course, that you may, if you wish, go for a walk with your little granddaughter or grandniece of thirteen, provided that you make her keep her mouth shut. It will make a very pretty picture, your walking with her among the falling autumn leaves, especially if you keep well in the front of the picture yourself, and keep the child in the background.

But, far better, walk with a man of your own kind and size, and congenial in the sense that you have nothing in particular to say to one another. Silence, if deliberate, is artificial and irritating; but silence that is unconscious gives human companionship without human boredom. But if, by habit, you and your companion must talk, then take care to agree about everything all the time. Whatever he says, you say, “That’s very true,” and then you don’t need to listen to what he’s saying. If you miss a piece of it, you say, “That’s very true when you come to think of it,” and by that means you don’t need to come to think of it at all.... There is, indeed, no better companionship than this trudging along, almost without conversation, but not quite, or at best with a repetition of the same remarks that have done duty between you already for years past.

Above all, gentlemen, avoid walking with a nature lover. Nothing spoils a walk so much as the observance of “nature”; I mean the details of the coming and going of birds, of the arrival of the first woodpecker and the departure of the last crow, and the first touch of green on the willow and the last seared yellow of the birch leaf. Leave all that stuff out. When you’re walking, you’re just out-of-doors — that’s all. You’re not an almanac.

A gentleman in the class asked me, “How long should one walk every day, to call it walking?” The question is an excellent one, so excellent that I was coming to it anyway. I will answer thus, “The ideal walk should last up to the point where one is comfortably tired.” That happy phrase covers it all. Some of you, I fear, would be uncomfortably tired in about a quarter of an hour. But a man in any sort of condition has not begun to walk till he has walked for half an hour. Observe that a man’s duties in the daytime generally prevent him from taking a real walk in the earlier hours of the day. Hence, to practise walking, probably the walker must walk twice a day. The morning walk of a mere half-hour before office or lecture time is rounded out by the real walk when the day’s work is done and dinner still two hours away. You must come in, gentlemen, from your walk to your food; that is the real sequence: half an hour before breakfast or half an hour before lunch, and then the real thing, a six-mile walk (two hours), and come in comfortably tired to dinner with such an appetite as you have never had since you left the old farm, which all successful men in this country left at the age of twelve.

You will perhaps object that after such a walk you would be good for nothing in the evening. Quite so. That’s what you ought to be good for. But, my dear sir, if you will let me say it to you quite frankly, what good do you think you are in the evening anyway? What you mean is that if you don’t walk and don’t take any exercise in the open air in the afternoon, then after dinner you can get half “lit up,” and “go strong” — I think that was your phrase — till one in the morning. That’s right, and go all flabby when you get up the next morning.

But how much better to get that comfortably tired feeling, to eat that marvellous dinner, and after it to sit down in front of a good fire, with a pipe of tobacco and a book of Ancient History, and a decanter in sight out of the corner of your eye — and then, in less than no time, off you drowse to sleep — the book, the decanter, the pipe, all forgotten — and stay asleep till bedtime....

That’s what walking will do: and that is why it has lasted a million years.

But, gentlemen, I hear your motor cars outside. Your chauffeurs are getting impatient. The class is dismissed.


Good-bye, Motor Car!
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FOR THE TIME being, the pleasure use of the motor car has disappeared from our world. It is likely that it will be a long time in coming back. Even the earliest victory that we can reasonably expect must be followed by a strenuous period of reproduction and restoration during which the world’s depleted rubber supply will be absorbed in more essential operations than those of motoring for pleasure.

It is only now that we realize to what extent the motor car had come to shape and fashion all our leisure. Older and slower things were pushed aside, compressed into small compass or speeded up into newer and bigger forms. Golf changed from a quiet pursuit in a local pasture beside the town to a vast, mechanized organization carried on twenty miles from everywhere and transforming farms and fields to a clipped landscape of little flags, and a palace club house that grew and grew till it’s become too expensive for its own members. People used to play golf in the ex-cow-pasture at five dollars a year. Lately they were just able to keep up their annual fee by never going out to play. It was the motor car that did this.

During the same period the motor car killed fishing. Sitting in a punt at one end of a rod was too slow; fishing around home at the old rate of two bites an hour, two bass a day, and two drinks a man, was just hopeless as beside a motor trip one hundred miles to Lake Katchehoochee, where you can get a motor boat for only ten dollars, and a man to run it for five dollars, and where there’s the fine big Katchehoochee Inn, all built of spruce logs set on end, with piazzas and chromium cocktail bars and everything à la carte so as to cost more.

It was the motor car that did all that.

With fishing went boat sailing — the real old boat sailing in the real old sailboats. As far as I know, it has vanished from our inland waters. It survives only beside the open sea where people must use real sailboats and do real sailing in them or get drowned.

But on the inland waters there is no time for that. Sailing has given place to a sort of aquatic circus in a thing called a sailing dinghy, all bottom and no sides, all gunwale and no seats, all sail and no place to pour a drink. It has to be that way, because sailing has to be done in a form to fit in with driving a motor car ten to twenty miles to a sort of sailing meet, where a whole flight of dinghies skim over the water, as beautiful to look at as all such wicked things are.

Boys and girls in bathing suits line the gunwales of the boats — in bathing suits because, of course, they expect to be upset. They feel disgraced if they don’t get upset; in the old days we felt disgraced if we did. There they sit, like birds on a swaying bough, wonderfully dexterous, tanned and bronzed and coloured and trimmed till they look as good as an advertisement. What they do is wonderful, but it isn’t worth doing, or only for people who live so fast that they have no time for better.

But, above all, please do not let them think that that sort of thing is boat sailing, and that the contraption they are sailing in is a boat. A boat, a sailboat, used to mean, and still does mean beside the sea, a boat that is not meant to capsize, that is not meant to roll over sixty degrees in every squall. You don’t “hang on” to a real sailboat because you are inside it — smoking. You don’t have a row of girls sitting out on the gunwale because in a real sailboat you don’t use girls. You may “take them out” on a fine afternoon with a wind that is guaranteed neither to rise nor to fall, but real sailing, as it used to be, was too long and too slow to be enjoyed by a mixed community of souls....

Nowadays, you see, the whole of the dinghy sailing is planned on the idea that, of course, you will all be back in time to dance at the Club House, or the Chop House, or the Old Windmill, or wherever the crowd will fly to after the sailboats are all capsized....

But the old boat sailing was planned as a thing in itself, to take all afternoon if one only had an afternoon, all day if one had a whole day, all the end of the week from Friday till Monday (oddly enough we never called it the “week end” — that was a fashionable English term that sounded affected) ... but, as I say, from Friday to Monday if you had all that, and then, for a vacation, sailing joined hands with camping, and there you were.

The scenes where the sailing and camping were done were the inland lakes like Lake Simcoe and Lake Couchiching which lie beside me, one to the right and one to the left, as I write this article ... beautiful lakes, two among hundreds. Before the motor car came, their waters were flecked with the sails of real sailboats — large sloops half-decked, heavily ballasted, with a main boom that would kill an ox if you let it jibe; Mackinaw two-masted boats patterned from the Upper Lakes’ fishing trade, bow and stern both sharp, the sternpost six to seven feet high, a cuddy forward and the rest open; and, with these, the boats we then called “yachts” — deep-draft boats with leaded keels, decked over, with a cabin with a folding table and four bunks ... and with these again a great number of smaller sailboats, every one seaworthy.

A dinghy of today in a fair breeze would pass all this old fleet as if it weren’t there. But then the old fleet would just sail on anyway, still smoking and with the sheets tied, against the rule that everybody made and everybody broke.

You see, they wouldn’t care about the empty dinghy swishing by them because they are “going camping,” and are down to the hatches with cargo. This, you see, is not a sail at all, but a voyage.

You notice the mattresses all rolled up tight and stowed under the foredeck, so that they will only get half-wet instead of completely soaked ... there are the dunnage bags in which each man has his other duck trousers; there’s the box full of canned food and the other one with the jar of whiskey and the keg of lager ... lying on top of this stuff — for after all you need something to read — is a copy of a paper called Tit-bits. It will last three men four days because it is all made up of little bits about the height of the Pyramids, and you can begin anywhere and stop any time. That is how Lord Northcliffe made a fortune.

So away blows the old sailboat farther and farther out on the lake till all you see over the waves is just the bobbing patch of white that is the mainsail.

Perhaps, some day, it may turn around and come back again.

But meantime the motor car killed out the sailboat and with it the camping that was its associate. Camping was too slow. Why go and cut down spruce saplings for tent poles, and make a fire with smoke in your eyes, and sleep beside snakes when you can take your car and hire a cabin for a dollar a night for one, and only three dollars a night for two, and have supper at the Spruce Bough Inn with dancing....

The motor car did that. It did it all. The only amusement for a youth came to be going out in a car with a girl, or going out in a car to look for a girl, or going out with a girl to look for a car. Since you can’t drive all the time, they had to invent the pop and hot dog stand, and since you can’t stand and eat all evening, they had to build a dance hall beside the pop stand.

You can’t dance forever, so that had to expand into a sort of Inn, called the Old Saw Mill, or the Old Forge, or the old anything at all that a new thing isn’t.

With that, money, money, money every minute ... money for gasoline, money for pop, money for ice cream, more money for more gas, money for the right to dance, money for the right not to dance...

Thus staggered the world along, bankrupt with its own pleasure ... the rich bankrupted by the richness of their golf club ... the young bankrupted on soft drinks; the old bankrupted on hard ones. There was a time — it’s not so long ago but what some of us can remember it still — when a young man could have a wonderful summer holiday on twenty-five dollars a month ... along with one or two other young men with the same ideas and the same funds. You needed a sailboat and a canoe in tow, an extra shirt each and that extra pair of duck pants I spoke of....

Things like bread and milk and butter and eggs cost nothing ... you just went to the nearest farmhouse with an empty basket and ten cents — the farmer wouldn’t take the ten cents; one ten-cent piece lasted all summer. As to drink, it cost hardly anything ... no young people drank much before prohibition ... out camping, if we came to a town, there was a bar with drinks at five cents. Two of those lasted three days.... There were no girls in it, but when you came home, all tanned up from a trip like that, you could get engaged to just about any girl you wanted.

So that’s that. The pleasure car is gone. We won’t pretend that we don’t want it back. But there is no such thing as an unalloyed blessing or an unmitigated cure ... let us look around for that old canoe; is it still somewhere in the back of the shed? Or is it lying somewhere on a bend of the river under the trees? And the heavy old sailboat with the bluff bow ... is that it I see thumping, thumping toward us? ... “Ahoy-y-y!” Let’s get our things ready; hurry up; it’s beating toward us. It will be right in at the dock in two hours.

So, good-bye, motor car....

II
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Common Sense and the Universe

I
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SPEAKING LAST DECEMBER at the annual convention of the American Association for the Advancement of Science, and speaking, as it were, in the name of the great 100-inch telescope under his control, Professor Edwin Hubble, of the Mount Wilson Observatory, California, made the glad announcement that the universe is not expanding. This was good news indeed, if not to the general public who had no reason to suspect that it was expanding, at least to those of us who humbly attempt to “follow science.” For some twenty-five years past, indeed ever since the promulgation of this terrific idea in a paper published by Professor W. de Sitter in 1917, we had lived as best we could in an expanding universe, one in which everything, at terrific speed, kept getting farther away from everything else. It suggested to us the disappointed lover in the romance who leaped on his horse and rode madly off in all directions. The idea was majestic in its sheer size, but it somehow gave an uncomfortable sensation.

Yet we had to believe it. Thus, for example, we had it on the authority of Dr. Spencer Jones, the British Astronomer Royal, in his new and fascinating book of 1940, Life on Other Worlds, that “a distant universe in the constellation of Boötes has been found to be receding with a velocity of 24,300 miles a second. We can infer that this nebula is at a distance of 230,000,000 light-years.” I may perhaps remind my fellow followers of science that a light-year means the distance travelled in one year by light, moving at 186,000 miles a second. In other words, this “distant universe” is now 1,049,970,980,000,000,000,000 miles away!

“Some distance!” as Mr. Churchill would say.

But now it appears that that distant universe has not been receding at all; in fact, it isn’t way out there. Heaven knows where it is. Bring it back. Yet not only did the astronomers assert the expansion, but they proved it from the behaviour of the red band in the spectrum, which blushed a deeper red at the revelation of it, like the conscious water that “saw its God and blushed” at Cana in Galilee long ago. One of the most distinguished and intelligible of our astronomers, Sir Arthur Eddington, had written a book about it, The Expanding Universe, to bring it down to our level. Astronomers at large accepted this universal explosion in all directions as calmly as they once accepted the universal fall of gravitation, or the universal death in the cold under Carnot’s Second Law of Thermodynamics.

But the relief brought by Professor Hubble is tempered, on reflection, by certain doubts and afterthoughts. It is not that I venture any disbelief or disrespect toward science, for that is as atrocious in our day as disbelief in the Trinity was in the days of Isaac Newton. But we begin to doubt whether science can quite keep on believing in and respecting itself. If we expand today and contract tomorrow; if we undergo all the doubled-up agonies of the curvature of space, only to have the kink called off, as it has been; if we get reconciled to dying a martyr’s death at one general, distributed temperature of 459 degrees below zero, the same for all, only to find that the world is perhaps unexpectedly warming up again — then we ask, where are we? To which, of course, Einstein answers, “Nowhere,” since there is no place to be. So we must pick up our little book again, follow science, and wait for the next astronomical convention.

Let us take this case of the famous Second Law of Thermodynamics, that inexorable scroll of fate which condemned the universe — or at least all life in it — to die of cold. I look back now with regret to the needless tears I have wasted over that, the generous sympathy for the last little band of survivors, dying at 459 degrees below our zero (-273° centigrade), the absolute zero of cold when the molecules cease to move and heat ends. No stove will light at that, for the wood is as cold as the stove, and the match is as cold as both, and the dead fingers motionless.

I remember meeting this inexorable law for the first time in reading, as a little boy, a piece of “popular science” entitled Our Great Timepiece Running Down. It was by Richard Proctor, whose science-bogeys were as terrifying as Mrs. Crow’s Night Thoughts, only slower in action. The sun, it appeared, was cooling; soon it would be all over. Lord Kelvin presently ratified this. Being Scotch, he didn’t mind damnation and he gave the sun and the whole solar system only ninety million years more to live.

This famous law was first clearly enunciated in 1824 by the great French physicist, Nicolas Carnot. It showed that all bodies in the universe kept exchanging their temperature — hot things heated cold, and cold things chilled hot. Thus they pooled their temperature. Like the division of a rich estate among a flock of poor relations, it meant poverty for all. We must all share ultimately the cold of absolute space.

It is true that a gleam of hope came when Ernest Rutherford and others, working on radioactivity, discovered that there might be a contrary process of “stoking up.” Atoms exploding into radioactivity would keep the home fires burning in the sun for a long time. This glad news meant that the sun was both much older and much younger than Lord Kelvin had ever thought it was. But even at that it was only a respite. The best they could offer was 1,500,000,000 years. After that we freeze.

And now what do you think! Here comes the new physics of the Quantum Theory and shatters the Second Law of Thermodynamics into gas — a word that is Dutch for chaos. The world may go on forever. All of this because of the final promulgation of the Law of the Quantum — or, shall we say, the Law of Just So Much — of which we shall presently speak. These physical people do not handle their Latin with the neat touch of those of us who knew our declensions as they know their dimensions. Of course they mean Tantum — but let it go at that. Quantum is drugstore Latin, quantum sufficit. Tantum is the real thing — Virgilium vidi tantum (“I saw something of Virgil”).

At this point I may perhaps pause to explain that the purpose of this article is not to make fun of science, nor to express disbelief in it, but only to suggest its limits. What I want to say is that when the scientist steps out from recording phenomena and offers a general statement of the nature of what is called “reality,” the ultimate nature of space, of time, of the beginning of things, of life, of a universe, then he stands exactly where you and I do, and the three of us stand where Plato did — and long before him Rodin’s primitive thinker.

Consider this. Professor Hubble, like Joshua, has called upon the universe to be still. All is quiet. The universe rests, motionless, in the night sky. The mad rush is over. Every star in every galaxy, every island universe, is at least right where it is. But the old difficulty remains: Does it go forever, this world in the sky, or does it stop? Such an alternative has posed itself as a problem for every one of us, somewhere about the age of twelve. We cannot imagine that the stars go on forever. It’s unthinkable. But we equally cannot imagine that they come to a stop and that beyond them is nothing, and then more nothing. Unending nothing is as incomprehensible as unending something. This alternative I cannot fathom, nor can Professor Hubble, nor can any one ever hope to.

Let me turn back in order to make my point of view a little clearer. I propose to traverse again the path along which modern science has dragged those who have tried to follow it for about a century past. It was, at first, a path singularly easy to tread, provided that one could throw aside the inherited burden of superstition, false belief, and prejudice. For the direction seemed verified and assured all along by the corroboration of science by actual physical results. Who could doubt electricity after the telegraph? Or doubt the theory of light after photography? Or the theory of electricity after reading under electric light? At every turn, each new advance of science unveiled new power, new mechanism of life — and of death. To “doubt science” was to be like the farmer at the circus who doubted the giraffe. Science, of course, had somehow to tuck into the same bed as Theology, but it was the theologian who protested. Science just said, “Lie over.”

Let us follow then this path.

II

When the mediaeval superstition was replaced by the new learning, mathematics, astronomy, and physics were the first sciences to get organized and definite. By the opening of the nineteenth century they were well set; the solar system was humming away so drowsily that Laplace was able to assure Napoleon that he didn’t need God to watch over it. Gravitation worked like clockwork, and clockwork worked like gravitation. Chemistry, which, like electricity, was nothing but a set of experiments in Benjamin Franklin’s time, turned into a science after Lavoisier had discovered that fire was not a thing but a process, something happening to things — an idea so far above the common thought that they guillotined him for it in 1794. Dalton followed and showed that all things could be broken up into a set of very, very small atoms, grouped into molecules all acting according to plan. With Faraday and Maxwell, electricity, which turned out to be the same as magnetism, or interchangeable with it, fell into its place in the new order of science.

By about 1880 it seemed as if the world of science was fairly well explained. Metaphysics still talked in its sleep. Theology still preached sermons. It took issue with much of the new science, especially with geology and the new evolutionary science of life that went with the new physical world. But science paid little attention.

For the whole thing was so amazingly simple. There you had your space and time, two things too obvious to explain. Here you had your matter, made up of solid little atoms, infinitely small but really just like birdseed. All this was set going by and with the Law of Gravitation. Once started, the nebulous world condensed into suns, the suns threw off planets, the planets cooled, life resulted and presently became conscious, conscious life got higher up and higher up till you had apes, then Bishop Wilberforce, and then Professor Huxley.

A few little mysteries remained, such as the question of what space and matter and time and life and consciousness really were. But all this was conveniently called by Herbert Spencer the Unknowable, and then locked in a cupboard and left there.

Everything was thus reduced to a sort of Dead Certainty. Just one awkward skeleton remained in the cupboard. And that was the peculiar, mysterious aspect of electricity, which was not exactly a thing and yet was more than an idea. There was also, and electricity only helped to make it worse, the old puzzle about “action at a distance.” How does gravitation pull all the way from here to the sun? And if there is nothing in space, how does light get across from the sun in eight minutes, and even all the way from Sirius in eight years?

Even the invention of “ether” as a sort of universal jelly that could have ripples shaken across it proved a little unconvincing.

Then, just at the turn of the century, the whole structure began to crumble.

The first note of warning that something was going wrong came with the discovery of X-rays. Sir William Crookes, accidentally leaving around tubes of rarefied gas, stumbled on “radiant matter,” or “matter in the fourth state,” as accidentally as Columbus discovered America. The British Government knighted him at once (1897), but it was too late. The thing had started. Then came Guglielmo Marconi with the revelation of more waves, and universal at that. Light, the world had learned to accept, because we can see it, but this was fun in the dark.

There followed the researches of the radioactivity school and, above all, those of Ernest Rutherford which revolutionized the theory of matter. I knew Rutherford well as we were colleagues at McGill for seven years. I am quite sure that he had no original intention of upsetting the foundations of the universe. Yet that is what he did, and he was in due course very properly raised to the peerage for it.

When Rutherford was done with the atom, all the solidity was pretty well knocked out of it.

Till these researches began, people commonly thought of atoms as something like birdseed — little round, solid particles, ever so little, billions to an inch. They were small. But they were there. You could weigh them. You could apply to them all the laws of Isaac Newton about weight and velocity and mass and gravitation — in other words, the whole of first-year physics.

Let us try to show what Rutherford did to the atom. Imagine to yourself an Irishman whirling a shillelagh around his head with the rapidity and dexterity known only in Tipperary or Donegal. If you come anywhere near, you’ll get hit with the shillelagh. Now make it go faster; faster still; get it going so fast that you can’t tell which is Irishman and which is shillelagh. The whole combination has turned into a green blur. If you shoot a bullet at it, it will probably go through, as there is mostly nothing there. Yet if you go up against it, it won’t hit you now, because the shillelagh is going so fast that you will seem to come against a solid surface. Now make the Irishman smaller and the shillelagh longer. In fact, you don’t need the Irishman at all; just his force, his Irish determination, so to speak. Just keep that, the disturbance. And you don’t need the shillelagh either, just the field of force that it sweeps. There! Now put in two Irishmen and two shillelaghs and reduce them in the same way to one solid body — at least it seems solid but you can shoot bullets through it anywhere now. What you have now is a hydrogen atom — one proton and one electron flying around as a disturbance in space. Put in more Irishmen and more shillelaghs — or, rather, more protons and electrons — and you get other kinds of atoms. Put in a whole lot — eleven protons, eleven electrons; that is a sodium atom. Bunch the atoms together into combinations called molecules, themselves flying round — and there you are! That’s solid matter, and nothing in it at all except disturbance. You’re standing on it right now: the molecules are beating against your feet. But there is nothing there, and nothing in your feet. This may help you to understand how “waves,” ripples of disturbance — for instance, the disturbance you call radio — go right through all matter, indeed right through you, as if you weren’t there. You see, you aren’t.

The peculiar thing about this atomic theory was that whatever the atoms were, birdseed or disturbance, it made no difference in the way they acted. They followed all the laws of mechanics and motion, or they seemed to. There was no need to change any idea of space or time because of them. Matter was their forte, like wax figures with Artemus Ward.

One must not confuse Rutherford’s work on atoms with Einstein’s theories of space and time. Rutherford worked all his life without reference to Einstein. Even in his later days at the Cavendish Laboratory at Cambridge when he began, ungratefully, to smash up the atom that had made him, he needed nothing from Einstein. I once asked Rutherford — it was at the height of the popular interest in Einstein in 1923 — what he thought of Einstein’s relativity. “Oh, that stuff!” he said. “We never bother with that in our work!” His admirable biographer, Professor A. S. Eve, tells us that when the German physicist, Wien, told Rutherford that no Anglo-Saxon could understand relativity, Rutherford answered, “No, they have too much sense.”

But it was Einstein who made the real trouble. He announced in 1905 that there was no such thing as absolute rest. After that there never was. But it was not till just after the Great War that the reading public caught on to Einstein and that little books on “Relativity” covered the bookstalls.

Einstein knocked out space and time, as Rutherford knocked out matter. The general viewpoint of relativity toward space is very simple. Einstein explains that there is no such place as here. “But,” you answer, “I’m here; here is where I am right now.” But you’re moving, you’re spinning around as the earth spins; and you and the earth are both spinning around the sun, and the sun is rushing through space toward a distant galaxy, and the galaxy itself is beating it away at 26,000 miles a second. Now, where is that spot that is here! How did you mark it? You remember the story of the two idiots who were out fishing, and one said, “We should have marked that place where we got all the fish,” and the other said, “I did; I marked it on the boat.” Well, that’s it. That’s here.

You can see it better still if you imagine the universe swept absolutely empty: nothing in it, not even you. Now put a point in it, just one point. Where is it? Why, obviously it’s nowhere. If you say it’s right there, where do you mean by there? In which direction is there? In that direction? Oh! Hold on, you’re sticking yourself in to make a direction. It’s in no direction; there aren’t any directions. Now put in another point. Which is which? You can’t tell. They both are. One is on the right, you say, and one on the left. You keep out of that space! There’s no right and no left. Join the points with a line. Now you think you’ve got something, and I admit this is the nearest you have come to it. But is the line long or short? How long is it? Length soon vanishes into a purely relative term. One thing is longer than another: that’s all.

There’s no harm in all this, so far. To many people it’s as obvious as it is harmless. But that’s only the beginning. Leave space alone for a moment and take on time and then things begin to thicken. If there is no such place as here, a similar line of thought will show that there’s no such time as now — not absolutely now. Empty the universe again as you did before, with not a speck in it, and now ask, What time is it? God bless me, how peculiar! It isn’t any time. It can’t be; there’s nothing to tell the time by. You say you can feel it go; oh, but you’re not there. There will be no time until you put something into space with dimensions to it — and then there’ll be time, but only as connected somehow — no knowing how — with things in space. But just as there is no such thing as absolute top or bottom in space, so there is a similar difficulty as to time backward and time forward.

The relativity theory undertakes to explain both space and time by putting them together, since they are meaningless without one another, into a compound called “space-time continuum.” Time thus becomes, they say, the fourth dimension of space. Until just recently it was claimed further that to fit these relationships together, to harmonize space and time, space must have a curve, or curvature. This was put over to the common mind by comparing what happens in space with what happens to a fly walking on a sphere (a globe). The fly walks and walks and never gets to the end. It’s curved. The joke is on the fly. So was the joke long ago on the mediaeval people who thought the world was flat. “What happened to the theory of the earth,” writes Eddington, “has happened also to the world of space and time.”

The idea was made plainer for us by comparing space-time to an onion skin, or rather to an infinite number of onion skins. If you have enough, you can fill all space. The universe is your onion, as it was Shakespeare’s oyster.

The discovery by Einstein of this curvature of space was greeted by the physicists with the burst of applause that greets a winning home run at baseball. That brilliant writer just mentioned, Sir Arthur Eddington, who can handle space and time with the imagery of a poet, and even infiltrate humour into gravitation — as when he says that a man in an elevator falling twenty stories has an ideal opportunity to study gravitation — is loud in his acclaim. Without this curve, it appears, things won’t fit into their place. The fly on the globe, as long as he thinks it flat (like Mercator’s map), finds things shifted, as by some unaccountable demon, to all sorts of wrong distances. Once he gets the idea of a sphere, everything comes straight. So with our space. The mystery of gravitation puzzles us, except those who have the luck to fall in an elevator, and even for them knowledge comes too late. They weren’t falling at all: just curving. “Admit a curvature of the world,” wrote Eddington in his Gifford Lectures of 1927, “and the mysterious agency disappears. Einstein has exorcised this demon.”

But it appears now, fourteen years later, that Einstein doesn’t care if space is curved or not. He can take it either way. A prominent physicist of today, head of the department in one of the greatest universities of the world, wrote me on this point: “Einstein had stronger hopes that a general theory which involved the assumption of a property of space, akin to what is ordinarily called curvature, would be more useful than he now believes to be the case.” Plain talk for a professor. Most people just say Einstein has given up curved space. It’s as if Sir Isaac Newton years after had said, with a yawn, “Oh, about that apple — perhaps it wasn’t falling.”

Now with the curve knocked out of it, the space-time continuum, with these so-called four dimensions, becomes really a very simple matter; in fact, only a very pretentious name for a very obvious fact. It just means that information about an occurrence is not complete unless we know both where it happened and when it happened. It is no use telling me that Diogenes is dead if I didn’t know that he was alive. Obviously “time-when” or “place-where” are bound together and coexist with one another. If there were no space — just emptiness — there could be no time. It wouldn’t count itself. And if there were no time, there could be no space. Start it and it would flicker out again in no time — like an electric bulb on a wobble-plug. Space-time continuum is just a pretentious name for this consequence of consciousness. We can’t get behind it. We begin life with it, as the chicken out of the egg begins with its cell memory. All the mathematics based on “space-time continuum” get no further, as far as concerns the search for reality. It gets no further than the child’s arithmetic book that says, “If John walks two miles every day for ten days,” etc., etc. The child hooks space and time with a continuum as easily as the chicken picks up gravel.

III

But, unhappily, we can’t get away from the new physics quite as simply as that. Even if we beat them out on space and time, there is far worse to come. That’s only the start of it, for now, as the fat boy in Pickwick said, “I’m going to make your flesh creep.” The next thing to go is cause and effect. You may think that one thing causes another. It appears that it doesn’t. And, of course, when cause and effect go, the bottom is out of the universe, since you can’t tell, literally can’t, what’s going to happen next. This is the consequence of the famous Quantum Theory, first hinted at by Professor Max Planck about forty years ago and since then scrambled for by the physicists like dogs after a bone. It changes so fast that when Sir Arthur Eddington gave the Gifford Lectures referred to, he said to his students that it might not be the same when they met next autumn.

But we cannot understand the full impact of the Quantum Theory in shattering the world we lived in, without turning back again to discuss time in a new relation, namely, the forward-and-backwardness of it, and to connect it up again with the Second Law of Thermodynamics — the law, it will be recalled, that condemns us to die of cold. Only we will now call it by its true name — which we had avoided before — as the Law of Entropy. All physicists sooner or later say, “Let us call it Entropy,” just as a man says when you get to know him, “Call me Charlie.”

So we make a new start.

I recall, as some other people still may, a thrilling melodrama called The Silver King. In this the hero, who thinks he has committed a murder (of course, he hasn’t really), falls on his knees and cries, “Oh, God, turn back the universe and give me yesterday.” The supposed reaction of the audience was, “Alas, you can’t turn back the universe!”

But nowadays it would be very different. At the call, the Spirit of Time would appear — not Father Time, who is all wrong, being made old — but a young, radiant spirit in a silver frock made the same back and front. “Look,” says the Spirit, “I’m going to turn back the universe. You see this wheel turning around? Presto! It’s going the other way. You see this elastic ball falling to the floor? Presto! It’s bouncing back. You see out of the window that star moving west? Presto! It’s going east. Hence accordingly,” continues the Spirit, now speaking like a professor, so that the Silver King looks up in apprehension, “time, as evidenced by any primary motion, is entirely reversible so that we cannot distinguish between future time and past time: indeed, if they move in a circle both are one.”

The Silver King leaps up, shouts, “Innocent! Innocent!” and dashes off, thus anticipating Act V and spoiling the whole play. The musing Spirit, musing of course backwards, says, “Poor fellow, I hadn’t the heart to tell him that this only applies to primary motion and not to Entropy. And murder, of course, is a plain case of Entropy.”

And now let us try to explain. Entropy means the introduction into things that happen of a random element, as opposed to things that happen and “unhappen,” like a turning wheel, good either way, or a ball falling and bouncing as high as it falls, or the earth going around the sun. These primary motions are “reversible.” As far as they are concerned, time could just as well go backwards as forward. But now introduce the element of random chance. You remember how Humpty Dumpty fell off the wall? All the king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t put Humpty together again. Of course not. It was a straight case of Entropy. But now consider a pack of cards fresh from the maker. Are they all in suits, all in order again? They might so arrange themselves, but they won’t. Entropy. Take this case. You show a motion picture of a wheel spinning. You run it backwards; it spins the other way. That’s time, the time of primary motion, both ways alike. Now show a motion picture of a waiter with a tray of teacups. He drops them; they roll in a hundred fragments. Now run it backwards; you see all the little fragments leap up in the air, join neatly into cups, and rest on the tray. Don’t think that the waiter smiles with relief. He doesn’t: He can’t smile backwards: He just relaxes from horror to calm.

Here then is Entropy, the smashing down of our world by random forces that don’t reverse. The heat and cold of Carnot’s Second Law are just one case of it. This is the only way by which we can distinguish which of two events came first. It’s our only clue as to which way time is going. If procrastination is the thief of time, Entropy is the detective.

The Quantum Theory begins with the idea that the quantities of disturbance in the atom, of which we spoke, are done up, at least they act that way, in little fixed quantities (each a Quantum — no more, no less), as if sugar only existed by the pound. The smallness of the Quantum is beyond comprehension. A Quantum is also peculiar. A Quantum in an atom flies around in an orbit. This orbit may be a smaller ring or a bigger ring. But when the Quantum shifts from orbit to orbit, it does not pass or drift or move from one to the other. No, sir. First, it’s here and then it’s there. Believe it or not, it has just shifted. Its change of place is random, and not because of anything. Now the things that we think of as matter and movements and events (things happening) are all based, infinitely far down, on this random dance of Quantums. Hence, since you can’t ever tell what a Quantum will do, you can’t ever say what will happen next. Cause and effect are all gone.

But as usual in this bright, new world of the new physics, the statement is no sooner made than it is taken back again. There are such a lot of Quantums that we can feel sure that one at least will turn up in the right place — by chance, not by cause.

The only difficulty about the Quantum Theory has been that to make the atomic “orbits” operate properly, and to put the Quantum into two places at once, it is necessary to have “more dimensions” in space. If they are not in one, they are in another. You ask next door. What this means I have no idea.

Nor does it tell us any ultimate truth about the real nature of things to keep on making equations about them. Suppose I wish to take a holiday trip and am selecting a place to go. I ask, “How far is it? How long does it take to get there? What does it cost?” These things all come into it. If I like I can call them “dimensions.” It does no harm. If I like I can add other dimensions — how hot it is, how much gold it has, and what sort of women. I can say, if I wish, that the women are therefore found out to be the seventh dimension of locality. But I doubt if I can find anything sillier to say than the physicists’ talk of ten and twelve dimensions added to space.

Let it be realized, I say, that making equations and functions about a thing does not tell us anything about its real nature. Suppose that I sometimes wonder just what sort of man Chipman, my fellow club member, is. While I am wondering, another fellow member, a mathematician, comes in. “Wondering about Chipman, were you?” he says. “Well, I can tell you all about him as I have computed his dimensions. I have here the statistics of the number of times he comes (t), the number of steps he takes before he sits down (s), his orbit in moving round (o), aberrations as affected by other bodies (ab), velocity (v), specific gravity (sp), and his saturation (S).” He is therefore a function of these things, or shall we say quite simply: 
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Now this would be mathematically useful. With it I can calculate the likelihood of my friend’s being at the Club at any particular time, and whether available for billiards. In other words, I’ve got him in what is called a “frame” in space-time. But just as all this tells me nothing of ultimate reality, neither do the super-dimensions of the new physics.

People who know nothing about the subject, or just less than I do, will tell you that science and philosophy and theology have nowadays all come together. So they have, in a sense. But the statement, like those above, is just a “statistical” one. They have come together as three people may come together in a picture theater, or three people happen to take apartments in the same building, or, to apply the simile that really fits, as three people come together at a funeral. The funeral is that of Dead Certainty. The interment is over, and the three turn away together.

“Incomprehensible,” murmurs Theology reverently.

“What was that word?” asks Science.

“Incomprehensible; I often use it in my litanies.”

“Ah, yes,” murmurs Science, with almost equal reverence, “incomprehensible!”

“The comprehensibility of comprehension,” begins Philosophy, staring straight in front of him.

“Poor fellow,” says Theology, “he’s wandering again; better lead him home.”

“I haven’t the least idea where he lives,” says Science.

“Just below me,” says Theology. “We’re both above you.”


An Apology for the British Empire
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IT IS RELATED of George III that a learned divine once presented to the King his new volume, An Apology for the Bible. “I did not know,” said the simple monarch, “that the Bible needed an apology.” It was explained to him that the word apology was used in its Greek meaning of a defence. It is in this sense that I want to offer an apology for the British Empire, a humble apology, as coming from a person without rank or honour, neither a statesman nor a general, but just a subject of the King, and glad to be one. Such qualifications as I have to voice the apology rest upon an English childhood, a lifetime mostly spent in Canada but with much knowledge at firsthand of the other Dominions, as well as of the United States.

There has been of late some queer talk and odd misunderstanding about the British Empire. Mr. Churchill has found it necessary to explain that we are not liquidating the Empire after the war. Others, on the contrary, have suggested that the parts of the Empire unable to look after themselves should be put under “international control.” This is a status, a straitjacket, entirely fitted for blood-crazy Germans and treacherous Japanese, but scarcely for the people living in peace in the open freedom of the Empire.

Nor do we want to be internationalized, any of us, in the Empire; I don’t, and the Canadians don’t, and Nigerian boys don’t, nor the Cingalese, nor the Bahamians, nor the shepherds that watch their flocks on the windswept Falkland Islands — none of us. How would you like international control for the United States? Or even for Chicago?

Such a notion can only come from a very feeble understanding of what the Empire is and does.

The British Empire covers one quarter of the globe (13,353,000 square miles) and includes about one quarter (525,000,000) of its inhabitants. It’s a pity it’s not bigger. It is made up of a group of six Associated Commonwealths and about fifty more or less dependent areas.

Constitutionally, the Empire is supposed to be held together by the Statute of Westminster, a British Imperial Statute of 1931. But that’s just a “suppose.” In reality, it is just held together by a vast gentlemen’s agreement, and in the case of Ireland it isn’t even gentlemenly.

The Statute of Westminster, indeed, is just a myth, a sort of idealization of unity or reality otherwise created. We keep it just as the Nigerian savages keep a wooden God with big glass eyes in the half-dark of a grass bungalow. People shake when they go in. So do our lawyers. But in plain logic the Statute won’t stand overhauling. It was passed by the British Parliament in 1931, after advice from an imperial Conference, and then sent on to the Dominions. So far it has never been accepted, not on its face value. Australia never ratified it; meant to and never has yet. There seemed something fishy about it, some trick in it. So in twelve years they haven’t touched it. South Africa ratified it; yes, indeed, they ratified it but with a local statute that ripped it to pieces. Canada didn’t formally ratify it, but accepted it, took it as read, till they found that if it went into force it would tie up Canada hand and foot with no supreme public authority left. We can only amend our Constitution by an Imperial statute; in other words, by calling the Westminster Statute off. Newfoundland, shivering and starving with the depression, accepted the Statute and then gave up Dominion Status (1935) and crawled back into its little old colonial cot where it had slept since 1583. Ireland, call it Eire if you know how, never even looked at the Statute of Westminster. They made a Constitutional Amendment Act of their own (1936). By this the British King is King of Ireland; but not King of Ireland in Ireland, only outside of it. To find the solution, turn to the back of the book. That’s the sole connection of Ireland with the Empire, except its language. Even as to that, they’re working hard to restore the old Gaelic. If they’re not careful, they’ll learn to speak it and then they’ll be sorry.

I forgot — one Dominion ratified the Statute, New Zealand. But any British person, knowing New Zealand, would take that for granted. Down there they ratify anything as soon as they see the British trademark. New Zealand is New Britain, about 150 per cent British. The size of the group of islands is 110,000 square miles, upside down in the Pacific instead of right side up in the Atlantic. The same people exactly, English and Scots, with enough Irish to make an Irish vote, a thing you have in any British country, like pepper in a soup. In a population of 1,600,000, we may leave out the 80,000 native Maoris — great fellows, all admit, a big asset in any trouble. A! Kia! Kia! Come on, boys! The climate is just the same as “at home,” with plenty of rough snow for the Scots down south, rain for the Irish and for the English, meadow land beside willows, and cricket and the bells of the Church of England....

So that’s the way the major parts of the Empire, the Associated Commonwealth, hang together, associated under the same King. In reality, not quite even that, for they have to accept him separately. As a matter of fact, King George VI didn’t begin to reign in England till he had been reigning for a day in South Africa, and in Ireland he didn’t reign for another day after that.

The Crown is the imperial link. Legally there is no other except, oddly enough, that Canada keeps up the appeal from its own law courts to the final decision of the British Privy Council in London. We get better justice. It must be better because it costs ten times as much, as our lawyers assure us on their return from pleading.

Associated also under the British Crown are all kinds of areas — islands, colonies, naval and military stations, protectorates, all around the globe. It’s hard to count them: some are half in the Empire and half out. But they number about sixty units of government. At first sight they seem to defy classification but when you look close they seem to represent a beautiful symmetry of structure according to how much, how little or how not at all, they govern themselves. Canada governs itself. So does Southern Rhodesia — almost. The Governor, the Ministerial Cabinet and everything look real, but, actually, certain ground is “reserved.” Nearly as much as is reserved, but not quite, by the Bahamas (West Indies, Class F, Partly White) — Parliament, but the Cabinet not exactly a Cabinet. The vote is granted to all who have a very small property qualification. Most haven’t.

And so you pass on down through the grades and degrees till you come to the great protectorate of the tropics, the places where white men cannot live.

Take Nigeria as an example. It is a vast tropical river country sunk in the hollow side of West Africa; a huge place, with low coasts all surf and foam, swamps, jungles, fever and the sleeping sickness, then dense equatorial forests, then wide plains of grass, on into the heart of Africa to die in the desert. Nigeria covers half a million square miles — more than the whole Atlantic seaboard of the United States. There is a native population of 25,000,000 people. The climate never varies; each day is awful. White people cannot live there; those who survive go home. This was the famous Bight of Bengal where “for one that comes out there were ten who went in.”

And how many white people do you suppose “hold down” this vast protectorate of 25,000,000 people? About two or three hundred. There are, in all, 5,000 whites, but a large proportion of these are missionaries, nurses and teachers, holding down a job, not a country, along with the clerks and traders of the steamship companies and the Staff of Government House. The whole Nigerian national defence (pre-war) consisted of three guns (3½ inches each), four battalions of infantry, one mortar and a signal school class. But even at that the whole army is black anyway, except the officers. That’s how Nigeria is “held down” by imperialism. In other words, the people of Nigeria could rise up and kill all the whites in one day. But why should they? So could the people of Omaha, Nebraska, rise up and kill all the commercial travellers. But I doubt if they would care to.

How was this vast, undisturbed rule brought about? It was like this. The British are terribly lazy about fighting. They like to get it over and done with and then get up a game of cricket. In the tropics, cricket is played on coconut matting. Well, Nigeria grows one-half the world’s coconuts. So there you are! What with playing cricket and learning how to mix gin fizz and to tie on one-piece, two-leg cotton pants, the place was civilized in no time. Not quite, of course. The British took away all the brutalities of savagery — the hideous human sacrifices of Ashanti — and left only its pleasant aspects such as polygamy. Cannibalism went right out as soon as the American canned food came in.

The Government? Yes, there’s a real Government House at Lagos, with all the forms that go with it, but mostly the Nigerians, those inland, govern themselves under their own chiefs, Emirs and such. All the revenue raised in taxes wouldn’t keep Chicago going for six months. As to religion, it’s entirely free, but Mohammedanism beats Christianity to a standstill. Yet the few Christian converts are full of zeal, expecting the Day of Judgement any time, and all set for it with music.

Some natives, it must be admitted, want a change. They have had enough education to look around and compare themselves with other countries. They want to be like Canada: you can hardly blame them. So they talk in a vague way of a great Gold Coast Nation under the British flag — by taking in all the other odd lots between the Congo and Senegal. It may come some day, or something like it, but meantime this is not a political scheme, just a forlorn African fancy, like the Golden Gates and the Year of Jubilee! Longfellow’s dreaming slave came from the Gold Coast.

Now, can any sane person think of setting up a European International Committee to look after Nigeria? And if “International” means British, we’ve got it already. If it means American and British, that’s all right if they promise not to introduce baseball — after all, we saw them first.

Nigeria is just one of ever so many such areas, great and small. It is the biggest of them, next to India, but the pattern is the same all the globe around.

India is, of course, the Empire’s problem. By all means give it self-government. But how do you do it? You can’t start self-government with a civil war. In the United States, there was a century between the Stamp Act and the Civil War. But imagine the situation if the North and the South had been all ready to start the Civil War as soon as Independence was granted. That’s India. There is no such thing as the Indian nation. There are in India over two hundred nations, as distinguished by distinct languages. The great mass of the Moslem races cannot tolerate the Hindu races, nor the Hindus the Moslems. The Hindus think the Moslems rough and uncultivated, people of physical force and not of the spirit. The Moslems think the Hindus a set of flabby intellectuals, not men at all. It’s the difference between football players and divinity students. We have it in all the colleges. The football teams would liquidate the divinity students, only they’re not allowed to. That’s India. While the British stay, liquidation can’t start.

An American lawyer would say, “Federate India.” You can’t. It won’t. Inside the Moslems, the Sikhs refuse any rule but British. No Pakistan for them. All through Hindu India are the cast-out people, the “untouchables,” the 60,000,000 people that the rest won’t eat with, from whose hands they will not even take water. Are they to be slaves? You can’t take freedom to men who treat 60,000,000 others as dogs.

There is no union in India but the British Raj and the English language and the imported British transport and industrialism. India is a misfit. It was old when England began, full when England was empty, and fallen asleep over dead books when England learned to read with Shakespeare and think with Newton.

Except to Great Britain, India has no meaning for the Empire, no cohesion nor even any commercial interest. To us in Canada, it is utterly alien. We would never dream of letting in Indians, touchables or untouchables. We forbid their immigration, not by law but by a lawyer’s trick. In Australia, they forbid it flat out. South Africa let them in till they began to swamp Natal, then shut the door. In all good will, there can be no co-operation between India and the Dominions, except by and through and because of Britain. Cut that out and it’s all gone.

What can be done about India? International Control by a committee? They have two hundred and twenty-two nations already. Anyway they’d only send Mr. Gandhi in a loincloth to lie down and die on the committee’s doorstep — it’s called Swa-raj, or Swa-slush, or something. There’s no answer. We always pick Gandhi up and feed him.

There is nothing to be done but wait. If and when the people in India agree, all of them, or most of them, on what they want, and cut out that hideous untouchable stuff, then, I am sure, they can have Dominion Government tomorrow.

So India must, for the present, stay as it is. You can’t have a free united state till you have first a free united people. At present the Indians in India won’t let one another be that.

India must stay and the Empire must stay. You can’t mark it out with rule and compass as we mark out on a flat ground of empty prairie an Oklahoma or an Alberta before it is there. Such places can begin with a ready-made constitution put up over them like a circus tent, but you can’t do that with older places. The Empire is a long product of history. It began as a mixed result of national defence and plundering the Spanish Main. It was hard to tell a patriot from a pirate. Some were both. Then it shifted into adventure and commerce and refugee settlement. Puritans sang in the wilderness, till they were too busy with business and stopped singing. Empire wars with France and Spain came and went, accepted like rounds in a prize fight. Then came the Independence of America. We are just getting over it after one hundred and sixty years. That started Australia and New Zealand.

The first Great War of 1793-1815 brought in more colonies than they could use. They gave back some, like Argentina. Then followed the wonderful era of free trade, with all men brothers, which was too good to be true — there weren’t enough brothers. Then the scramble to partition Africa and Asia and everything left over. That’s when many people first learned the word “imperialism” and learned to hate it. But that is half a century ago, as long ago and as far away as Rudyard Kipling’s Mandalay.

That’s not the Empire today. We know better now. The Empire today means co-operation of hundreds of millions of people, not on equal terms, but on decent terms. What would have been a hundred discordant states, each a powerless prey for rapacity to destroy, has turned into the united buttresses that held alone for a while the falling walls of a broken world.

We prefer to keep all this going under a set of mediaeval forms and observances, offices and dignities, that sound as the very converse of popular liberty and equality. We pretend that the King is an absolute sovereign and to make him look like it we surround him with Beef-eaters, Lords of the Buckhounds, Norroy Kings at Arms, a Poursuivant Unicorn, a Red Dragon and an Officer of the Black Rod. Those are all actual offices, but in reality these people are as harmless as a pack of cards, ranking somewhere below a full house. And with that we have Dukes and Earls who pay feudal homages, giving the King dead birds once a year, other offices all gone except the salary, and salaries all gone except the offices, and an official list of precedence — it is a fact — that distinguishes seventy-one classes of British subjects before it even lets in Gentlemen. The point of it all is that it works. People like a bit of humbug. If a reader of this article heard that the King had appointed him Keeper of the Swans, he’d be all over town with it in a minute.

That’s the way we run the Empire. Now send us along that International Committee, and we’ll invite them to a cricket match, and let them see all Australia beat half England, have a gin fizz with the Archbishop of Canterbury, and go home.


Britain and Canada


Old Phases and New
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MANY OF US are wishing now that we had learned more while we were still at school about the British Empire and how it is made up and how it works. Our recollection of the old school geography doesn’t help us much. We recall a picture of the solar system in full swing, with a huge earth sweeping around an insignificant sun, and after that the names of the counties of Ontario and the capes of North America. But indeed the whole vast system which we call the British Empire presents in its structure such a mass of oddities and inconsistencies that not even the lawyers can understand it. Is it one solid unit, or just a collection of units, “freely associating” while they care to, and off somewhere else when they are ready to? There is supposed to be at the centre of it a body called the Privy Council, or more properly the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council, to decide all cases that arise in regard to the laws and constitutions of the Empire. This is a very pleasant thing for the lawyers, as they have to take long trips at some one else’s expense (lawyers never travel on their own) from various parts of the Empire to see what the Privy Council thinks of some contested case. As a matter of fact, the Privy Council, made of wise, experienced men, far too wise to think on their own account, merely whisper to the visiting lawyers, “What do they think about the matter over in your country?” and they say, “Well, that’s what we think, too....” As a matter of fact, some parts of the Empire, namely Eire (don’t call it Ireland) and South Africa, no longer consent to appeal to the Privy Council — which is a pity as they lose a lot of good will and friendly intercourse.

But, in reality, the British Empire doesn’t hang together by any set of hard and fast statutes, such as the Statute of Westminster (1931) that everybody talks about and nobody understands. This statute was passed by the British parliament and declares, practically in the same breath, that the Empire is permanent and that it can be dissolved at will. Nor need the Americans laugh at this, since it is practically what their Constitution said from 1789 till 1865 about the relation of the States to the Federal Government. It took a whole Civil War to find out what it did mean.

We’ve learned, with the help of this American experience, a better system of dealing with our imperial constitution. We don’t ask what it means; we just take it as a sort of “gentlemen’s agreement.” There are certain things which it is “the thing” to do, and others that you simply “don’t do” because it’s not “the thing” to do them. It’s like the game of cricket — which many of you have now seen as played in England. When we play it in my home town of Orillia, or yours of Sussex, New Brunswick, or Red Deer, Alberta, there’re lots of fighting and disputes in it, almost as good as American baseball, with argument and tumult around the umpire, so that you can’t see which one he is till they carry him off the field. But in England cricket is cricket; you mustn’t dispute or argue. It’s not “the thing.” If you’re fielding at square leg (ask the nearest Englishman where that is) and you get a paste with the ball in the pit of the stomach, you mustn’t complain; you must just say, “Sorry, old man.” That’s addressed to the bowler. Ask the Englishman why you say you’re sorry for his sake; it wasn’t his stomach.

What I am really trying to say is that all government rests, not on codes and laws (those are for criminals), but on decency, kindly feeling and a proper idea of the merits and rights and the good sides of others. This is especially true of our British Empire. We couldn’t live a day without it. You should carry the idea up to the verge of truth, and for the sake of good fellowship, even a little beyond. I’ve had the good luck to see a great many parts of the British Empire and I make it a rule to praise it all. If a man says he comes from Jamaica, I say, “Ah, now there’s an island! ... if you like...” So it is; it’s an island. And if a man tells me he’s from Western Australia, I say, “My! my! What country, especially up inland past Calgourlie! How fertile! I’ve seen a cabbage growing there in the open without support....” And for Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, “Ah, now there’s a climate for you! Never cold; that is, never severely cold; never far below zero — in summer....”

Nor do I say this to try to be funny. I mean it in earnest. And when you’ve done with your fellow Britisher, use it on an American and tell him that Nevada is your idea of a summer resort.

But just now we’re to talk only of Britain and Canada and to illustrate various imperial phases through them. You may notice at once the difficulty, as all throughout the Empire, of finding suitable names. Britain. Where’s that? When I was young, there was no such place outside of a poetry book. We always used to say “England” — to mean in a general sense — well, whatever “Britain” means now. A poet of the Crimean War days could write, “One more gone for England’s sake, where so many go,” though perhaps the man fallen in the snow was a Scotchman; and a learned professor could write a whole book called The Expansion of England, as if Ireland and Scotland hadn’t swelled up, too.

Presently the other parts of — well, of what they are all parts of — got touchy about it. They wouldn’t be called “England” any more. The Channel Islands were especially bitter. They considered that they had conquered England under their own Duke in 1066 and that England was therefore an annex of the Channel Islands. Believe it or not, this fiction was actually kept up till 1914; the British parliament didn’t legislate for the Islands and had no power there except through the King — but not as King — as ex-Duke of Normandy. This fairyland fell under the shadow of the Great War Income Tax.

But what name could be used? “Great Britain” leaves out Ireland. “British Isles” won’t fit in ordinary sentences. The “United Kingdom” is a law term. So now we say “Britain”; when we get settled to it, we shall talk of taking a trip to “Britain,” which in my youth would have sounded like going to “Caledonia” or running over to “Erin.”

The name “Canada” used to be just as bad but is now pretty well straightened out. Nobody knows where it came from. When Jacques Cartier came up the St. Lawrence in 1535 on his way to McGill University (then called Hochelaga), he came to the great river that we call Saguenay — in fact, the Indians told him that up this and beyond it, farther west, was the Kingdom of Saguenay, full of gold and diamonds; they were right in a way. Savage legend always has a background. They meant the Hollinger mine, and God’s Lake and Flin-Flon, the legend of gold and silver beyond the divide, which later turned out to be true. But they told Cartier, also, that if he went on up the river he would come to “Canada,” and when he got to where Quebec is they said, “This is Canada and beyond it is Hochelaga” (corner of McGill College Avenue and Burnside).... What did the name mean? We don’t know. Some said it was Algonquin Kanata — the narrows; some said it was Algonquin Kanada — a collection of wigwams. Later some one made a joke, “It’s Spanish Aca-Nada” — meaning “nothing there.” That joke got into the schoolbooks of my youth as dead earnest (the education department in Ontario was Scotch) and stayed there. So we don’t know. The French called the country New France — a name that was, so to speak, spilt on the American coast (1524) by Verrazano (he never landed north of New Hampshire), and then picked up again by Champlain. It was the official name of the country till the Conquest, but by about the year 1700 people commonly used “Canada” and even put it in official correspondence.

After the cession of 1763, the British government adopted the name “Quebec” for its new possession, the reason being that General Amherst and General Murray both declared that they couldn’t find out just how much territory the French meant by Canada. So Quebec it was, on a small scale, till 1774, and then it was the huge Quebec of the Quebec Act of that year, which reached from the Gulf of St. Lawrence to the Mississippi, and took in Chicago, what there was of it to take — mudflats, reeds and an Indian Portage — and perhaps a Rotary Club.

The schoolbooks may have led you to think that France and England fought for the possession of Canada (1754-1763). They didn’t. They weren’t thinking of it. They were fighting, so to speak, for the United States, for the marvellous Ohio territory just being revealed in all its park-land fertility. After the war the English didn’t want Canada particularly, to which fact we owe a great deal of the freedom of our present institutions and especially the privileges of church and speech and nationality extended to French Canada, which alone made possible our Confederation.

A lot of the silly nonsense talked about Canada as a land of desolation began right then and has kept up till today. Voltaire’s sneer about “the snow” passed down in history, and people forgot the last, wistful phrase of the departing Governor Vaudreuil, “A vast and beautiful country....”

But I was talking of the name. “Canada” never got on the map till England decided to keep it and use it, after the loyalists came in, to name Upper and Lower Canada (now Ontario and Quebec) in 1791, and after that, in 1841, when they united the two together as the Province of Canada. That lasted till 1867 when the name “Canada” was used to cover all British North America — yes, all, because Newfoundland was invited in. But even long after that, forty years after that, people in the Maritimes used the term “Canada” to mean a separate place; within my own recollection — and mind you, I’m not even eighty — I’ve heard Nova Scotia people say they had never been in “Canada.” ... That’s changed now. So, too, with the North West. “Canada” meant another country from their own till after 1869.... And with British Columbia till 1871.... The name triumphs now; it reaches from the forty-ninth parallel to the North Pole, in a long sort of wedge like a slice of orange peel. We own more of the North Pole than any other nation, except the Russians.

Even these casual references to history show something about where we got our relationships with Britain. Pretty thin they were at first. We “owned” the Maritimes (the huge Nova Scotia that reached to what was called Massachusetts) as far back as 1713. But what there was of them was all French. Then as the shadow of a new war fell, things began to happen. The British government deliberately founded Halifax so as to have a real footing in Nova Scotia, founded it mostly with old soldiers, all pipe clay and mitered helmets (see Mr. Jefferys’ picture of the Foundation), but so unhandy on the land they couldn’t even grow cabbages. So for that the government of England sent out a set of distressed Germans and located them at Lunenburg in Nova Scotia. There were always “distressed Germans” in those days, ready to be sent out to America. I forget what they were distressed about; something pretty tough, I hope.

Every mother and every mother country has a favourite child. Now Halifax, all hearty British as compared with the West Indies, all black, and with the American plantations, fractious and bothersome, was the favourite child of the mother country. And so the law officers of the Crown decided (that is, somebody whispered it to them) that the settlers had an inherent British right to an elected assembly. They got it in 1758 and that became, and is, one of the great precedents of the British imperial system....

The dark side of this picture, the reverse of this bright medal, was the forcible moving out, the expulsion of the Acadian French of Nova Scotia, some 6,000 of them, shipped away, some here, some there, with no compensation for their land or their stock. It makes bad reading. The British government tried to plead that the imminence of a new war made these people a danger, as they might fight on the side of France. One hopes they would have. But tears have fallen for nearly a century over the pages of Longfellow’s Evangeline which chronicles their fate.

That much there was of British ... and out in the West the wide sovereignty of the Hudson’s Bay Company, under their Charter of 1670, covered all the watershed of Hudson Bay, and, by extension, all the Pacific coast, over two million square miles.... It was all called Rupert’s Land then (after the wonderful Prince Rupert who founded the Company.) The name lasted officially till 1869. It only survives now in the name of the Province of Rupert’s Land. But the North West — the common name for it — was far more Scottish than English. The Company’s vessels sailed from London around Scotland to the Bay. Most of their men on the ships and at the forts were Scots — islanders at that. The canoemen and servants were French, or French half-breed Métis. The language of the West was French and Indian Cree, with Scottish for the parlour.... The West was empty till 1870. The Roman poet Virgil said that to found the Roman Empire was tanta molis — Latin for “a hell of a business.” But he’d never seen Canada.

Through this maze of history, where did our government come in? Where did we get those privileges, presently rights, that gradually removed us from the control of Great Britain? As usual with British people, much of it was accident, much of it was done by the Turkish system of doing nothing, and much of it, most of it, a result of that inherent “decency” toward other people and toward those who can’t hit back, that is the characteristic of the free government that grew up under British and American democracy. This democracy has not been the result of theory but of instinct and temperament; the fact came first and the theory afterwards. It is always thus; professors of theory merely hold post-mortems.

With us in Canada the sequence of development in our relations with Britain ran like this: The grant of freedom of religion to the Roman Catholic French in Canada (1763) gave it, of necessity, to all Roman Catholics. In England they didn’t have it till the emancipation of 1829. When the Loyalists came in (1784 and on), they had to have representative assemblies by virtue of the Halifax precedent and by what they had left at home. Here began Upper Canada’s first government under Governor Simcoe. We may admit that Simcoe made it as aristocratic as he could; his little parliament at Niagara was all feathers, forms, uniforms, salutes of guns and speeches from the throne — in fact, just like “home.” From him and from his senior Lord Dorchester, we carried down a lot of those queer formalities of government that mean so little to the cynic, so much to the philosopher. But aristocracy wouldn’t work in Upper and Lower Canada (1791-1841). It broke down under the Rebellion of 1837, after which the British government hanged the rebels and adopted their programme. That gave the united province of Canada (1841-67) responsible government with a cabinet of its own, so that it controlled everything except foreign policy, trade and navigation, etc. — all local things. Old-fashioned Tories, like the Duke of Wellington, were reported “thunderstruck” when they heard of giving a colony its own government. But old-fashioned Tories always are thunderstruck. That’s how they live; indignation keeps them warm. Cabinet government for the Province of Canada gave it automatically to the Maritimes.

Cabinet government failed to work in the Province of Canada, because the parties simply couldn’t get a majority that was a majority in each section (Canada East and West) and of each race, and also of the whole.

Hence the plan of a wide union of all British North America. Everybody had talked of this for years as an ideal. But ideals never come true till something else happens. It was the American Civil War, that and the naughty Fenians who grew out of it, that chased all the scattered British North American Colonies into Confederation like chickens into a coop. Great Britain was the mother hen herding them in, with a peck here and a push there — a railway for Nova Scotia, a railway for B.C. — and free leave for them all to divide up the Hudson’s Bay Company’s land.... In they came, and they couldn’t get out.

Confederation in 1867, however, was on a different footing from our present relations. The British soldiers were still here till 1871; the British Navy at Halifax and Esquimalt till 1903. All foreign policy was managed from Downing Street — no Canadian ambassadors or ministers — treaties all made for us, though a Canadian might be invited to “sit in” and see it done, as Sir John A. Macdonald at the Washington Treaty of 1871. We couldn’t even hang our own criminals at first (not till 1878), as the fountain of mercy only flowed from Downing Street through the Governor-General. But now the Minister of Justice runs the fountain from his own tap of tears.

So it was with all of it. Bit by bit the special reservations, treaty powers, etc., all wore away. The Red River Rebellion of 1869 was put down (frightened away) by mingled imperial regulars and Canadian militia. The Rebellion of 1885 was put down with all-Canadian forces, with only an imperial general running up and down to show them how — or how not, I forget which.... A string of Imperial Conferences presently turned the chief colonies into Dominions, and by the Great War of 1914 they were practically as free as Great Britain itself.

But the real thing was that Canada outgrew the idea of its own inferiority to Britain that had vexed its earlier years. No doubt the mingling of population in the great immigration (1900-1913) helped a lot by welding into the structure of the Dominion the temper of American and Scandinavian people — some newcomers, we may admit, didn’t help much and in some spots the thing was overdone but in the main it helped to make a greater Canadian self-reliance. Other things helped also, other aspects of culture. British scholarship and learning; Latin and Greek, the seniority and sneeriority of Oxford, the dead weight of the classical tradition, sat heavy on the chest of Canadian academic aspirations. Ask any of us who spent years and years of study to get a B.A. degree at Toronto or Queens in the early Nineties, only to find that a better B.A. (in the world’s eyes) could be got at Oxford in less time on brandy and soda. They had other degrees, too, I admit. This burden sat until presently it got heaved off by the rise of the great practical science schools in Canada, McGill and others, with all the water power of a continent thundering in their ears, with mines and mountains for geologists to rifle ... schools, beside which the practical science schools of England were nursery games. Soon after 1900, hundreds of British students came over to “get science” in Canada as humbly as Canadian students went to pick up crumbs of Greek under the Oxford table....

But at this point, with a lot still to say about British and Canadian culture, I must close. As the professors say to their classes, “That will be all for today,” expecting a deep sigh.


Generals I Have Trained
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IT IS A great pleasure to me in these days, when war has shown how necessary preliminary training is, to look back to the fact that I have myself trained a very great number of army officers now serving at home and overseas. In particular, I have trained no less than six Canadian generals. So much so that I may regard myself, in a sense, as a professional general-trainer.

I thought nothing of it at the time. Those who can remember as far back as a little over fifty years ago will recall how little we thought then of military things. This was because it was known that war was quite obsolete and bygone, and was a thing only to be applied to savages such as the Matabeles and Mashonas. These were called “tribesmen,” and it was understood that every now and then they would “rise” and when they rose they would be mowed down again by Mr. Gatling’s new gun. After which the British government would lend them money to rebuild their kraals and they would crawl back.

But apart from that, there wasn’t any idea that war could come back to us a terrific reality. In fact, we lived in a world of which no one of a later generation can ever dream. I remember in my student days in Toronto how ridiculous we thought a little group of obsolete students, way behind the time, who kept up military drill, calling themselves, “Company K” of the Queen’s Own Rifles. They used to “form fours” out in front of the Varsity Building, with only two or three to each four, while we others stood around and laughed at them. You see, they had been organized in 1861 to repel the American Civil War and apparently they didn’t know it was over. One of them was called Howard Ferguson (even then very bossy; he was an officer, of course), and one afterwards wrote Flanders Field, and several others now sleep there. But all that we couldn’t know. We stood and laughed. So did the world.

But the time when I came to train generals personally was just after that. I had become a resident master — the senior resident master — at Upper Canada College. This school had been founded originally with the idea of training (turning out, they called it) Christian gentlemen. That was all right as an ideal. As a matter of fact, it was found that the school had to turn them out before they got trained into Christian gentlemen. Those are hard fellers to make. In fact, the “gentleman” part of it proved quite impossible. I do not know to this day just how you train a gentleman. I admit he’s unmistakable when he’s trained and anyway you can tell him by his old school tie. But it didn’t seem to work at Upper Canada College. Year after year the Principal used to announce from the platform in the Prayer Hall that this was a school for Christian gentlemen and that its aim was to train boys for a Christian life. Everybody was glad when they gave up the ideal of training Christians and it was announced that the school would train boys for the Royal Military College at Kingston.

That was a much better aim. And it was good musketry, too; aim low and you hit something. So for years after that and all through my resident time (1891-1899), one of the successful features of the work at Upper Canada College was training boys for the R.M.C. That’s where my generals came in; they passed from me to the R.M.C.; from there (in those days) to the Imperial Army; and from there all over the globe. But I was the start.

Hence I thought it might be of use to record my methods in training generals. Well, in the first place, I began with kindness. When a new general came into my hands, I used to go along to his room and sit on the bed and talk to him, mostly about his home. Not a word about discipline, about his having to take a bath once a week and that sort of stuff. Give him a chance. He might want to do it. But just at first, kindness.

I recall in this connection one particular general, one of the smallest and sturdiest generals I ever trained — in fact, he looked hard and tough and bullet-headed even at eleven years old, this little general. He told me he’d come down all the way from the Yukon, had taken nearly a year to make the trip; spoke of his Husky dog teams that he’d used for his sleds and about his portages after the “break-up.” I forget if he mentioned other people coming with him; at any rate, knowing him then and later, I’m sure that he didn’t need them. He seemed to think a lot of the North but very little of the school and the staff. He said he doubted whether any of the masters he’d seen in the school that day would make much of a showing in a canoe. And he said he had a friend, a Siwash Indian, who could have thrown the Principal over the fence.

I recall the similar case of a general, newly arrived from Hamilton, Ontario, his home at the time, though his address just now is North Africa and Italy. He wasn’t feeling so good, just sitting on the edge of his bed and looking downhearted. So I asked him where he came from and said Hamilton was a great place, and the general said it was the greatest iron and steel centre in Ontario. As he said it, the tears broke into his eyes at the thought of it.... I saw it mentioned in the papers the other day that he is a man of iron determination. They got it wrong — iron and steel, rolled iron, ingots and steel bullets — in other words, from Hamilton. Yet I am sure that he still keeps the softer side that I first saw. If anyone whispered, “What about Burlington Bay in the moonlight of June?” — his iron (and steel) reserve might break.

But I found out that soft stuff alone would never make a general. There comes a time when you need firmness, the iron hand. If I found a general burning his light after hours, with a rug over the fanlight so as to fry sausages for a group of junior officers (as they turned out to be), I never spared him. I’d condemn him to five hundred lines of Virgil as quick as look at him, friend or not. I see the result of it now, though heaven knows I get little credit for it. “General So-and-so,” said one of the Sicilian press reports, “can put more into a five hundred word dispatch than any man in the army.” Of course he can; he wouldn’t waste a word. He counts them as he writes them.

Of another of my generals the press said, “General So-and-so has no knowledge of Italian, but he astonished some of his staff by addressing a few words of well-chosen Latin to a Neopolitan delegation.” Yes, but who chose it for him? I did fifty years ago. I chose him the whole first declension (but without the irregular Dative Plural) and the whole of the second declension, including the Vocative Case. He spent all one Saturday afternoon (the incident arose in connection with his having jumped over the school fence on Friday) in writing out these declensions again and again and again. They were the only ones he ever knew. He never went further. And wasn’t it lucky? They are the only ones that Southern Italians use anyway! And the Vocative Case, the only one he needed to address them. The papers said it seemed marvellous that he had kept his grip on Latin! So it does, unless he opens up his hand.

So that’s the way it went. Steady day-to-day work on these generals gradually taught them duty, self-reliance, the need of a bath once a week, love of country, the folly of jumping fences, the acceptance of discipline and the power of written Latin for the redemption of sin. With that they passed out of my care to what they thought was the beginning of their military life as Cadets in the old “Stone Frigate.” But the real beginning, the channel in the sand that later is the fold in the rock, was mine.

All this is true. Yet perhaps I have spoken too much as if I did it all alone. I was reminded of this in receiving a letter the other day from my old friend, Sir Edward Peacock, of London, England. He is now one of the Empire’s greatest financiers but in the days of which I speak he was my colleague at Upper Canada College and of no more account in the world than I was — in fact, both nothing. He wrote, “Do you know that you and I taught six of the chief Canadian generals at Upper Canada College?” I have answered, “Take three and give me three; I prefer to keep my staff as a unit.”

III

THERE FOLLOW HERE SIX ESSAYS ON THE POST-WAR WORLD AND SOME OF THE THINGS THAT SHOULD BE DONE TO ACHIEVE A BETTER PLACE IN WHICH TO LIVE, ENDING WITH THE SUGGESTION THAT ONE OF THE FIRST NEEDS IS THAT WE RECONSTRUCT OURSELVES.


This Business of Prophecy
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I USED TO go in a great deal for prophecy. I found it safer and easier than fact, and more impressive. During my long years of lecturing at McGill I used to say to my classes, “Mark my words, gentlemen, in another fifty years you will see” so and so; or, “Mark me, gentlemen, in another half century you will see the end of” of pretty well everything. The students were tremendously impressed. They didn’t see how I could see it all coming. They just lived on the hope of it.

The only mistake was that I made the prophecies too short. They’ll soon fall due. I began in 1901, and the first of the prophecies will come around in 1951. It is true that a great many of the older students have dropped out. Even those left begin to look pretty shaky. So I guess it will be all right. Yet it was timed too close. I wouldn’t do it again.

But in any case, I have gone out of the prophecy business. Too many people are crowding into it, people without experience. And it is a thing that demands long preparation. Look at those prophets of the Old Testament. They were mature men, 500 to 600 years old, with a bombing range of 3,000 years.

But now everybody’s in it. Why, only yesterday at my club a man told me to mark him that the world would be an absolutely different place after the war. I marked him right away (with a piece of billiard chalk) but I doubt if I can find him again — after the war.

That’s it, all the time — after the war. They’re prophesying and planning all the big things that are going to be done after the war. It seems that the whole framework of society has got to be reconstructed — from top to bottom, or from bottom to top. Some will begin at one end, some the other. Fascinating, isn’t it? In fact, some of us can hardly wait till the war is over, and would end it right now so as to get at this post-war stuff. It seems that we’ve been living in the wrong ideology — I think that’s it. Anyway it’s all got to change.

Naturally the biggest thing of all is the question of the future of Europe. We have simply got to consider what that is to be. In fact, it is a thing that should have been attended to long ago. Only last week I heard two men discussing quite eagerly, indeed, almost angrily, whether Europe after the war is to be a federation or just a loose conglomerate under a guarantee of conglomeration.

It is a thing you have to face. These two men were going to a meeting (I was so sorry I couldn’t go) where they were to thresh this out. They said that after the discussion the future of Europe would probably be thrown open to the audience. That was nice, wasn’t it? I forgot to look in the paper to see what happened; often so much war stuff gets into the papers that you miss the news.

But, anyway, what is needed here is one of those big general polls of public opinion that show exactly what is going to be, or, rather, the percentage of everything that is going to be. A lot of us would like to see the future of Europe put to a poll that way, along the lines: (1) Future; (2) no Future; (3) any damn Future. I’ll bet you it would show Europe 62 per cent, or say 63, conglomerated. That’s what I’d do with it.

Of course there would be the usual 17 per cent “indifferent.” Those fellows should keep out of the poll. If they don’t care, why do they vote? In fact, the real trouble with these polls is that the very people whose opinions we don’t want in the poll are the kind of people who give their opinions, and those we do, don’t. Do you see what I mean? If we could get the solid thought of the country to think, it would be better.

But there are big things to plan for at home, too. Take education, one of the biggest. They are saying that after the war education will have to be reconstructed from top to bottom. They say it won’t be recognizable. You won’t be able to tell whether a man is educated or not. It seems there are a lot of committees, some of the biggest educationalists in the country, sitting on it already. One committee is sitting on arithmetic and working on the multiplication table. They’re up to nine times nine already. They may scrap the rest. Another is working on long division; it’s too long for them.

But, of course, the biggest post-war thing of all is the reconstruction of the cities. I imagine that that question has come up everywhere. I know that with us in my city it is the most acute problem of all and there’s no use ending the war till we solve it. There’s no doubt our city has got to go; it’s no darned use; the streets all run the wrong way and cross one another. Indeed, the only thing to do with it is to knock it all down and shovel it away.

When I look at my own house, I just want to take a spade and knock it down flat. The thing is worthless; the upstairs ought to be downstairs. Anybody can see that now. And it’s the same way with all the apartment buildings. That’s the fascination of city planning. You see it all so clearly when you see it. You see, in practically all the apartments the bottom floor should be the top one — to get proper light.

Anyway, in our city we all see eye to eye about it, though in different directions. I see my own house best. However, we’ve got a committee of experts working on it and they are beginning right at the beginning, at the very foundation of reconstruction — drainage. Are we draining properly? And after that leakage, and then seepage, and then garbage. We had a big man here a week or two back talking garbage. He was certainly right up in it. He’s been invited to talk elsewhere. That’s the way with these experts; they know their stuff.

But of course it all takes time and spade work. One of our speakers put it pretty neatly the other day by saying you can’t rebuild without spade work. That seems to put it in a nutshell, or at any rate in a steam shovel. The only trouble is the time. It would never do to have the war end on us and the city still right here.

Then there’s post-war finance — I suppose the nation’s greatest problem of the lot. But here the biggest experts, on the biggest salaries, seem to be pretty well agreed: after the war we must keep right on with big expenditure and high salaries for fear of a collapse. It seems that, quite apart from the other Allies, the United States and Great Britain and Canada are spending 365 billion dollars a year. That means a billion dollars a day, and, spread out among the 200 million of us, it means five dollars a day each! I just can’t think now how I’ll spend mine.

So you see, with all these fascinating post-war problems to think about, you can’t blame people if the war news sometimes seems a little dull. There is so much to plan and so little time. I hope those who are fighting won’t stop till we get our ideology ready.


Rebuilding the Cities
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WAR IS A strange business. It does what peace can never effect. The bombing of the great European cities has brought out the fact that they needed bombing anyway. The booksellers of Paternoster Row in London stand among the debris, rubbing their hands to think what a fine book quarter they can make of it now. They expect great things in Bristol, too, though they still need a few edges trimmed off. Similarly we expect to give the Germans a fine chance with Berlin, and the Italians are to have a whole lot of fun with Naples and Genoa.

But with the cities — well, we can all see it so clearly now. They are all wrong. Some are so old and so crooked that you can’t move around in them, you can’t drain them, you can’t light them. Some are so tall and so congested that you can’t see out of them and the sun can’t get into them. Dr. Alexis Carrel said that soon human beings wouldn’t be able to live in New York. I can’t already.

All the streets in all the cities are too narrow. Yet the queer thing is they’ve been making them wider and wider for centuries. When Peter Kalm came to Montreal in 1749, he spoke of the beautiful wide streets — and he meant it — and he was talking of the old French town at that — St. James Street, Notre Dame and St. Paul. They were certainly wide as compared with what he knew in Europe — streets with names that sound like Rue des Anges, Rue des Saints, and in England, Pump Court and Brick Alley.

When Governor Simcoe laid out Yonge Street in Toronto, he made it wide, hopelessly too wide, they said. Go and look at it now. It’s that little path that runs north through the middle of the city; look close and you’ll see it. Wider and wider they built them; St. Catherine’s Road below the Montreal mountain farms was spaciousness itself. Three buggies could pass abreast. The only towns that built streets wide enough were the towns that never grew. I know a place in Missouri — it’s called Centre Something — where the street (there is only one) is so wide that it’s too wide to cross. People live either on one side or the other. I remember that when I lectured there they asked me which side I’d like to lecture to. The rest of that town is railway tracks, great belts of them. Centre Something doesn’t need to rebuild; only to wait.

So there we see already Lesson Number One in city planning. Look far enough ahead; no short sight this time.

But the only trouble is that it is so hard to see what’s ahead. Hence what I want to do in this discussion is to show where the difficulties lie rather than to hope to solve them. For example — the first insuperable difficulty — will there be cities at all? Already in England the bombing of industrial cities has led to the decentralization of industry — putting the factories out in the country. Some people are saying that they’ll never come back. Why should they? With telephones, everybody can talk to everybody; air travel lands anybody anywhere (or nowhere) in a few minutes; goods and material move more easily in decentralized areas. As to the workers — bring them all along, into new homes, with the breath of the country in the back yards. The first time those fellows see a primrose, they’ll go crazy.

So over in England they’re saying that the thing to do with the city is to get it out of the city. They imagine a set of centres — semi-rural, semi-industrial, with workers’ homes that are little country houses — gardens, rockeries, rookeries — all those things. They even say that the workers who still have to stay in the city for their day’s work will prefer to live out in the semi-country anyway.

How like Utopia it sounds! — the city day’s work done — and away in a comfortable train — swift as wings, smooth as rubber — reading the afternoon paper on a wicker seat with lots of room — no standing up and all free, of course, for this is a semi-collectivist state and transport is thrown in, society emancipated from the bottom up.

How brief the trip. Practically not more in time than any ordinary city worker spends today between house and office. I understand that at present the average man puts in seventeen and a half minutes and covers a mile and a quarter. But I don’t hold much by that. The “average man” is a poor shrimp; statistics make too much of him. In reality, he has a chest measurement below 37 and never got as far as algebra in school. So we won’t reckon by him.

But, as I say, how wonderful this return home after work; the rush for the overalls, the spade, the trout rod, the golf clubs...

What the future could be, if we only had the stuff to make it! We certainly need bombing. Drop some more.

But now here is the strange contradiction. We have no sooner visualized these “garden homes for all” in the semi-country than we find that there are plenty of people who won’t want them. So it appears from the discussions going on in England — in the papers, I mean. I always take my discussions from England because over there they certainly do discuss things. Here we can’t. We’re so much alike that we can’t discuss. We can only fight. But over there they have different sorts of people who sign themselves “Old Fog” and “late Major, Rawalpindi Field Force, Third Base,” and “Working-man” — and so on. We don’t have those people here.

So when you ask them where they want to live, you find that there are ever so many who want to live in the city for the sake of the city, the bright lights, the noise, the moving scene about them — it’s like a club. So what they are saying over in England is that rebuilding the cities will involve a lot of inner-city housing for those who won’t go out. This, I think, is true; it’s like being Liberals and Conservatives; people are just that way and can’t help it. This question of inner-city versus outer will vary very much from city to city, especially according to climate. In Toronto, people will want to get out as far as they can; in Montreal, they will want to stick inside. They always have.

In my book on Montreal there is a passage which contrasts waiting for a suburban bus on a summer evening in California where young love stands under the magnolia trees hoping the bus will never come, as against waiting in the Montreal suburbs on a February night, thirty below, a blizzard blowing, wind dead astern, for a bus that doesn’t come because it’s snowed up in Cartierville.

So in such a city as Montreal you must rebuild housing inside the city. You must do it on a giant scale. You must begin by shovelling up flat a huge big area. Shovel the proprietors up with it and throw them into the St. Lawrence. It’s quicker than letting crooked proprietors bribe crooked aldermen to cheat the life out of the city by paying too much. I know that just now we have no crooked aldermen left in Montreal. We have councillors now, and they won’t even accept salaries. Some one left twenty-five cents on the board room table the other night and it was there in the morning — at least, fifteen cents. But crooked aldermen will come back. They always do, certain as spring.

So look what an appalling difficulty you must face when you begin to plan to rebuild a city; what an avalanche of illicit profits, of crooked bargains, what opportunities for legal theft! Do you know I believe honestly, and I mean it, that we can’t plan to rebuild our cities until we first rebuild ourselves. I don’t want to talk religion because that’s terribly bad taste and very offensive, but somebody has spoken somewhere about renewing a right spirit within us. Till we get it we’d better let the cities alone.

But suppose we get it — or enough of it to make a start. Again we should find a lot of technical difficulties as to what and how to build, and if we rebuild the city wrong again we’ve wasted another generation. For instance, it is my opinion that the houses of the city of the future will involve certain general principles utterly unknown now. We always think of houses as facing the street. That was nice in the old days. Peter Kalm tells us of how in the old French Montreal of 1749 all the people sat in the evening on their house-steps along St. Paul and Notre Dame Streets, talking and sewing and watching the world go by. But now the world goes by in a cloud of gasoline and a roar of brakes — noise, noise, that never ends. The houses of the coming city will turn their backs on the street — blind walls with doors for garages — and turn their faces inward, locking shoulders around a great inner courtyard, all trees and lawn and flowers. There it is that children will play, young love saunter, and old age doze in the sun.

Community life? — not exactly. Still every man his own, but such a lot for all.... We can’t tell yet how far life in common will go. Will the people — not that damn average man — I mean ordinary people, want to have community meals in dining halls built into the houses, or will they be like me and want to eat alone, rather cook an egg for myself than share an omelette with a prince — especially with some princes I’ve seen pictures of...?

No, no — I begin to think that we’re not ready to build yet. We don’t know enough about it. We’ve got to think some more. You remember how Tennyson wrote in one of his poems, “Consider, William, take a month to think.” He had England down pat, didn’t he? Well, that’s us.

And, anyway, when you come to talk of the housing of the poor, perhaps there won’t be any poor! They may slip out on us. So we should perhaps begin by asking them, are they going to stay poor? Because if not, I for one won’t spend a lot of money on housing the rich.


Casting Out Animosity
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JUST NOW WE are all filled with the idea of post-war reconstruction, rebuilding the railways, recharting the air, shovelling up the cities. I propose, my dear friend, that as a first need for a post-war world you reconstruct yourself a little; shovel up a lot of yourself and throw it away; knock yourself down and start over. And, in particular, cast away a whole lot of minor grievances and mimic animosities that the fierce light of war has brought down to their true pettiness.

The war has shown us what real suffering is, real sorrow, and has revealed the appalling extremity of barbaric cruelty to which human nature can be distorted.

Seen in this light, how petty are the things we used to fuss and quarrel about, how trivial the make-believe animosities that kept people enemies. I have known two professors of Greek who ceased speaking to one another because of divergent views on the pluperfect subjunctive. I’ve seen lifelong friends drift apart over golf, just because one could play better but the other counted better.

Above all, such animosities arose out of the make-believe of our politics.

I recall from years of long ago two old men whom I knew in the country, bitter partisan opponents. Old Archie hadn’t spoken to old Sidney for ten years: no, siree! Archie was a Grit and Sidney was a Tory. You don’t know what that means, but then, neither did they. Anyway it kept them apart. There they sat each morning in the “rotunda” of the country tavern (the space between the clerk’s desk and the barroom door), waiting for the morning papers from the city off the eleven o’clock train. Each got his paper and started a sideways campaign of sneers, addressed to the room but intended for the other, “I see where some darn fool of a Tory, etc.” So it went on for years. Then old Sidney died. I saw old Archie at Sidney’s funeral, standing shrunken and silent, his head shaking from side to side. They said that at the next election (his last), he changed his vote.

So while there is yet time, let us realize how petty are these animosities, what good fellows we all are in reality. I recall an English music-hall song with the refrain, “He’s all right when you know him, but you’ve got to know him first.” We are all like that. I am sure I am and I think it likely that you are. You may look pretty disagreeable and repellent but that’s because you can’t help it with that face of yours. Try to let people realize that it is only just your face; that behind it you are all right.

And, mind you, we can do this if we try. For this is exactly what we all do once a year at Christmas: we all pretend to be such good fellows that somehow the whole world looks brighter for the pretence, transformed for twenty-four hours by the merry greetings and the cheery compliments of Christmas.

For you see, it is the illusion that is the real reality. I think that there are only two people who see clearly (at least as to one another), and these are two young lovers, newly fallen in love. They see one another just as they really are, namely, a Knight Errant and a Fairy. But who realizes that that old feller shuffling along in spats is a Knight Errant, too, and that other is a Fairy, that bent old woman knitting in the corner.

This illusion, greater than reality, we grasp easily in the form of what we call art — our books, our plays. We like to read of people in books, better than ourselves. How quickly we respond to them! So, too, with the drama: “All the world’s a stage,” as Shakespeare said, or at least it could be if we set ourselves to make it so, with each of us idealized into the form of what is really his true self. Come, let us make it so. Let us distribute the parts. Let me see — I’ll be the cheery, generous philanthropist — or no, you take that — I’ll be the still more cheery fellow, little more than an acquaintance, that he gives the money to. You see, you’ve heard that I’m hard up (though of course I’m so bright and cheery you’d never guess it) and so you press money on me, or perhaps better, you send me money anonymously; you can start and rehearse it that way at any rate.

And now I’ll tell you why I want this reconstruction. It is because I don’t believe that we can mend our broken world without it. Treaties and compacts, legislation and pledges, are worthless without the heart and spirit of the people. In the long run, the world can only move with the spirit.

I’m going to start anyway. I’m going to pretend that I’m just the kindliest, friendliest feller that ever stepped along the street. You’ll notice it right away when you see me. Only, of course, don’t push the thing too far: don’t strain it: don’t ask me to lend you five dollars on account. Let the mould get set a little firmer first.

And you start, too. Don’t wait for the rebuilding of the railways and the recharting of the air and the reorganization of trade with South America and all those things you talk about over a cigar in your armchair. Don’t put it up to the President of the United States. You begin.

And when we all get reconstructed — oh, my! — what a bright world! There’ll be no trouble then.


Woman’s Level
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THERE IS A very general feeling that after the war women will have the right to be placed on their proper level. We are all for it. The only question is to know where the level is. Do we lift them up to it, or put them down to it, or move them over sideways? In other words, how does woman’s level compare with man’s level?

This is the question which I wish to discuss. It is very probable that my views will appear to many people quite reactionary. They represent, in part, a reversion to the “home-and-mother” stuff now so widely despised. But in other aspects they run in quite the other direction. At any rate, any one person’s views are of interest, if only as a point of departure for wiser people.

The courageous and patriotic service of women in the war has led in certain quarters to the demand for complete equality and uniformity of status of the two sexes. Put in an extreme way, this means that since women can serve as soldiers, then half of the soldiers ought to be women; if women can serve at sea, then half the sailors ought to be women; and similarly half the aviators, half the factory workers, half the miners, half the railway operators and so on. Still more so is it with the white-collar professions. Seen in this light the average banker ought to be half-man and half-woman, the prime minister, as likely as not, an old woman, and the cabinet, by popular vote, a bunch of girls. In setting out to meet an Anglican bishop, one would be prepared to find him an imposing matron in shorts.

One has only to state this half-and-half view of society to show how impossible it is in actual reality, as a basis of human organization. There is a vast section of the activities of men, indeed the larger part of them, from which women are debarred by the initial reason of inferior physical strength. The occupations of war on land and sea and air, the fighting that is called into being by the deplorable necessities of an imperfect world — these must, overwhelmingly, be for men. Even the rougher and heavier tasks of peace, on sea and land, in mines and lumber camps and in the fields, all the hard work, must be done by men.

We may call this hard work in the simple sense in which chopping wood is hard work and speaking in Parliament is easy. Factories are here a mixed product, with easy work, like that of the general manager, and the “girls on machines,” and hard work like that of the furnace men. If any one still doesn’t see the difference I want to make as between hard work and other work, I can’t help him. But the point I want to emphasize is that a great part, a major part, of men’s work is hard work and that women cannot do it. This means that since the total numbers of the sexes are even, women’s main occupations and men’s main occupations are by necessity separated. The ground that they occupy in common is only a relatively small part of the field.

This does not deny women the right to do anything that they are able to do. The question of women’s rights is a dead issue, a battleground of the past, swept clean by victory and with nothing on it now but monuments — busts of Mrs. Pankhurst, and statues of Carrie Nation and of the other great women who won the cause. All this was a tremendous question in the Nineteenth Century. There is nothing left of it now. In the new world that we are to make after the war, it must be taken for granted that women are to have all the political rights and professional rights that men have — the right to vote on anything and sit on anything that a man can sit on, a size larger if need be.

It seems likely, at least to some of us, that women, on the whole, will make only a very small part of their life out of interest in political activities. Democracy has already shown that even with men most of them don’t want to be bothered with active politics, have better things to do (or worse) than to attend trivial meetings and, on the whole, keep away from the control of public affairs. The complexity of our society forces this. Public questions are too intricate in detail for everybody to follow all of them. We are compelled to adopt the process of trying to find a good man who likes that sort of thing and then letting him do it. The obvious danger here is that we are apt to find a bad man. That was why any initial good that there was in Mussolini’s Fascism — which meant originally, “let a man rule who knows how” — was lost in its perversion.

Put very simply, this means that women in the new world will keep out of politics. A few will run: a few will sit: a few will talk. They will probably run and talk and sit with about as much, or as little, success as has been already shown by the women who sit and talk and run now. Each of us can judge for himself how great, or small, that success is. But the life and the life work and life interest of future women must lie elsewhere.

So with the professions. Women should have a right, and no doubt will have after the war, the right to enter any profession. They will even, let us say, enter the church. To many of us it would seem very strange, even repellent, to “sit under” a woman clergyman preaching from a pulpit. But this is only prejudice, from our upbringing, not reason; and in any case those of us who think this way don’t as a rule go to church. So we won’t be there. Indeed, it will give us a new reason for staying away.

So with the other professions. Women can be and are doctors — some of them excellent ones. Women can be and are lawyers and judges. But there is not the least danger that either profession, medicine or law, will ever be split up fifty-fifty as between man and woman. It attracts one sex; it does not, except in exceptions, attract the other. Engineering, as practised only by men, is, and must remain, a man’s profession, the same as with running saw-logs and pounding sand.

All this, then, is negative, the discussion of what women won’t do — either can’t or won’t want to. The real discussion is as to what women in the new world will do. I want to show that in my opinion a great part of them, the larger part of them, the most important part of them, will stay at home and raise children, about four children each, statistically, or possibly four and a half. That is what they will do in our country and in similar countries. As to what they will do in India and in the Sahara, I don’t know. But in our country, and in similar countries, unless the right women have the right children to about this extent, our national heritage — all that we started from — is not good for a hundred years’ purchase.

This contention that the best women ought once again to unite their lives to their homes and children has become so heretical, so offensive to many people, that it requires some hardihood to affirm it, and makes one hasten to explain it. These new homes and mothers will be operating in a world greatly changed from the present world of poverty and slums, of lives on the narrow margin, of apprehension everywhere and security nowhere — the world in which parenthood became a risk undertaken only on a small scale, except by the worst-off classes who could risk everything, having nothing to risk.

The new status of women, then, will be a part of the new world. So we can only understand it by first asking what will this new world be which we are to build up out of the debris of the war. The interest in it does not centre on how to organize it politically. We know all about that. A League of Nations is a Rope of Sand, a Concert of Europe is worse than Grand Opera, and a diplomat is a liar. Our new political world will have all the outward dignity and show of International Leagues, and Committees, and Covenants and Concerts, but all that will be just what the French call “façade,” just shop-front. Step inside the shop and there you’ll see John Bull and Uncle Sam running the show over a big ledger, with Russia drinking tea (Satisfaction Brand) out of a samovar in an adjoining parlour, and China smoking opium in the corner, all smiles. Out in the Concert Room, there’ll be music and refreshments (all free) for the Latin American Nations. The Italians will check the coats.

The real problem will be not the international outlook, but the outlook of the nation inside. For us in Canada the question will be what happens in Canada, not what happens in Germany. There will be those who will see to it that nothing happens in Germany.

Now as to social organization inside. Already there is a certain general consensus about things that must never happen again, and about things to which even the humblest have a birthright. This is focused in a widespread opinion that the world must be made a better place after the war and a wide-spread determination that it shall be. This is the belief, the hope, the resolve of all truly religious people, of all ardent social reformers, and is the essential creed of all political parties earnest for public welfare. All interests, parties and organizations other than these will go on the scrap heap. The only problem is, to what extent are we to use government action and to what extent are we to trust to individual interest to form our new world? In my own opinion both of them must be used and both must be animated by the spirit of righteousness, without which all government is a choice of tyrannies and all self-interest sinks to rapacity.

The programme thus envisaged has been worked out in general terms to mean that there shall be work and pay for all — decent work and hours of labour, and conditions and pay that permit a decent life of comfort and cultivation, home and shelter for all, care for all in illness and adversity and old age, and, for all, proper holiday vacation and leisure time.

The proof that this is possible is found in the war itself. We look back to the years before the war. What a mockery on our social guidance! What an exhibition of our ignorance and ineptitude! To tell four million people in Britain that there was no work for them, to let twelve million in the United States and half a million in Canada stand idle on the ground that there was nothing to do, that already too much was done; that they must be content with a meagre dole of charity, just enough to keep them from revolt, just enough to keep them alive and breed revolution in their hearts! Now comes war, with food and work and shelter for all, while half, more than half of us, are fighting or contriving death, and all of it taken — where else came it from, than from the annual produce of the nation’s work? Don’t talk of the people’s annual food and clothes and shelter coming out of debt. People don’t eat debt, and by debt no coat is made.

All that is plain. Our present question is, where do women come in, in this remade world?

Now here enters another great element of coming social change. The new society will not only alter its way of living but its place of living. A large part of it, probably the larger part, will move out of the “city,” as we now know it, to what will be half-city, half-country. This decentralization of industry has already begun in Britain as a safety precaution against bombing. The gregarious human clustering, part instinct, part necessity, that made the congested districts and the slums a blot on our civilization, scattered when the bombs fell. Many will never come back. Our typical factories of the future will be out in the country with very rapid transport at national expense; to every one his home, his “little bit of garden,” his “three acres and a cow,” that was once the dream of the British artisan. Three acres and a cow! Bread and work for all! How humble were the aspirations of the past.

Not all working people will want to live in the country. In this matter of preference there are two classes of people, those who can’t stand the city and those who can’t stand the country. There are types of working people, men and women, evoluted by two hundred years of factory operation, who prefer at any price, even in mean streets, the bright lights, the noise, the human company of the city, and for whom the open fields and the dull silence and the dark nights of the country breathe monotony and despair. Factory women, we are told, often lost their minds in the early days of prairie settlement.

Some workers therefore will, by choice if not of need, still work and sleep in the big cities. For them, and them only, will survive the “apartment house,” the greatest enemy of childhood ever contrived. The stork flies past it, the baby clutched under its wing, looking for a country cottage.

But most people still love the country, and dream of it — at office desks and among the turning wheels of the workroom. That’s why rich men go tarpon fishing in Florida; they’ve gone crazy and think they’re in the country; and why poor people crowd in thousands to any cow pasture called a summer park.

Hence, ever so many people will live in the new industrial country centres where babies are as welcome as the flowers of spring, and sit dozing in their sunbonnets in the back gardens.

All social dreamers — and what is better than a dream? — dream of a classless society. I plead guilty to being one of them. Even at its best a class society, one in which there are “gentlemen and ladies” matched off against the “working class,” the “common people,” the “poor,” and “the lower class,” et cetera, is a poor business, the worse the more you look at it. For it carries in itself by its lack of opportunity the perpetuation of its sins. In past times it may have seemed necessary, except in a few favoured spots such as Evangeline’s Acadia, where “even the richest was poor and the poorest had in abundance.” In the past, perhaps it was hard to survive without a class system, and to maintain culture, art and science, except at the price of supporting a privileged few. Even at that one looks back, appalled at the “class” of Victorian England, the easy assumption of merit, the easy tolerance of other people’s misery, and the magic lantern of established religion with its peep show for the poor, offering the next world as a substitute for this.

The great legacy given us by the class society is the institution of the domestic servant class. That has got to go. There is no room in our new world for “domestic service” as we knew it in the world that is being ushered out. I have always been surprised how little the women advocates of the emancipation of women have concerned themselves about this. Being mostly women fortunately above the servant class, they have always taken it for granted in their demands for privilege and rights and economic emancipation, that they would have “servants” in their homes. Indeed, their emancipation partly depended on it. But the status of a domestic servant as we have known it — the long indefinite hours, the grudging “evening off,” the perpetual menial position — this is not service of a fair contract, this is degradation, just one degree above the domestic slavery which it so closely resembles. If the time comes when all boys and girls are educated up to the age of eighteen, when they all have decent homes (or the chance to make them decent), recreation, the culture of libraries and meetings and social organizations — where among them will you find a “servant”?

In our better world the servant will be replaced by the domestic worker, coming and going under fixed hours, with a status as good as that of — we must not say her “mistress” — let us say with Negro politeness, of the “other lady.” In these terms, working as a nurse does, many a girl might prefer paid housework to paid office work, provided the pay and the hours and the status are just as good. Status, you know, is all in your eye. The time was when a “nurse,” wet or dry, had the status of Mrs. Gamp. The time was (it seems unbelievable now) when people of quality in England never asked a doctor to dinner. He seemed something like a barber. It’s a fact. Read in the latest Victorian biography (“Lord Ponsonby”) of how Queen Victoria at last admitted the Balmoral doctor to dine with the quality.

Hence in the destruction of class, many of our views will turn upside down. Girls who finish their education and take up housework will actually seem like educated girls doing housework, and not like servants at all.

In and through all this new complex there will be plenty of women training to be doctors and lawyers and bishops, and running for Parliament; and plenty of women going into offices as girls and staying in business on their own, not as paid employees, but on their own risk and capital, “business women” — as we say “businessmen.” These will seem plenty if looked at by themselves and added up as a simple total, but will seem very few at all as added up beside all the women in the nation.

What then will ordinary women be doing, after having finished their eighteen years, and perhaps more, of education, and trying two or three years in office work and housework and schoolteaching? The answer is “Home and Mother.” They will do this because under the new conditions they will want to. In the society that is coming, all the costs that go with illness and disability will be removed from the individual to the nation at large. Most of all will this be true of all the financial burden that goes with the birth and raising of children. Maternity may have its terrors, but the doctor’s bill will not be one of them. Parents will not need to save their pennies to give their children a better education than their own, because they’ll get it, anyway; and they’ll get all of it, not just part of it, as is given now. Those of us who have dealt with education all our lives know that if you end it at twelve, or fourteen, or even sixteen years of age, you haven’t got it all. But you can turn out an educated, cultivated boy or girl of eighteen who has had all the education needed for life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness; a girl fit to talk to, and a boy fit to talk about. On top of that, college represents merely the special turn of the general road that leads into particular alleys.

College is grand for those for whom it is grand: unnecessary for others, provided they all had the real thing up to eighteen years of age. College education for girls, it seems to me, has been vastly overdone. They crowd into it in thousands, having nowhere else to crowd into; then are turned out at the other end of it to crowd into schoolteaching in numbers that keep swamping the profession. Schoolteaching is properly a profession for old men. The only schoolmaster figures I can idealize are those of the old Scottish dominie, devoted and self-important, and Monsieur Hamel of Daudet’s pathetic story of the Last Class (the last class taught in French in Alsace in 1871), and Mr. Chips dying over tea and toast after sixty years of service.

Girls went to college and then to teaching because — it is a simple truth — office work was for years thought beneath them and only now is being made good enough for them. In reality, office work, beginning with a mere routine but advancing to a position of trust and responsibility, offers a girl a better salary, better conditions and a more interesting life than most schoolteaching does. Fetch the old dominie back; dust him off and prop him up in his chair again.

We are saying, then, that the financial burden of maternity and the costs of children’s education — the whole of it, a clear eighteen years of it — will be all gone. Even the maintenance of the children at home during their years of education will be, of necessity, in part defrayed by the government. A married woman with children must draw a government salary for being a married woman with children, just as at present an old maid, an old one, without children, draws a salary for being an old maid without children.

In that case, what is to stop early and easy marriage, as fresh and free and willing as the war marriages that blossom out like flowers to brighten the wasted field of war? Why not marry and why not have children? Why not that little sub-suburban cottage, among the love bees, with the baby in the sunbonnet in a perambulator in the back garden, chuckling at father’s attempts to plant beans?

The rearing of children in a house fit to rear them in, not an apartment house, is a full-time job, but it is one that we have to get done for us somehow, or else our nation, all that is best in it, and our civilization, all that holds it, must go under within a hundred years. We have got to have the right people brought into the world, our world. The right people to keep the world safe and decent and fair, for all the people, decent or not, are the English-speaking peoples. These are mainly in the British Empire and in the United States. And the really right part of them, the part that animates and inspires all the others, are the people in Britain, in British countries and in the United States — of British stock and traditions and institutions.

These are our own people irrespective of political boundaries. With these are closely associated people of such kindred descent, traditions and ideas — the Scandinavians and the Dutch — that their families amalgamated with ours and became of one blood. Call this stock British, remembering that it includes the United States, and the meaning is clear. With this stock goes for us in Canada the fixed bloc of French Canada, in no danger of racial diminution. But in Canada, unless we maintain this British stock, we are lost. For the truth is that, relatively, this British stock has been weakening for two generations. The birth rate has fallen low among the people with whom we most need it high. Migration has replaced the birth of new children, and not the old-fashioned migration of early days, the incoming of British people to a British colony, but a polyglot migration out of Central Europe. Nothing can restore the balance except children and more children. North America can easily take in two million people a year and we need them all British. And when they come they must bring their own stork with them.

That is how I see the situation of women in North America. But I am trying to present this status of women in our nation of tomorrow, not as what women ought to do, but as what women are going to do, what they want to do if they get a chance. After all what better in the long run? People who have never married have not really lived. People who have married and had no children have only half-lived. People who have one child only are a long way from the crown of human life. Old age with nothing to look back upon, nothing to lean upon, is poor stuff as compared with the old age that renews its youth and life and interests in its children and grandchildren. Ask a few lonely old people going out with the tide.


The School Is the Lever
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ARCHIMEDES ONCE SAID, “Give me a lever long enough, and a fulcrum strong enough, and single-handed I can move the world.”

We have come to a time when we want to move the whole world, to make it socially better. And I know of a lever that we can use to move it — the school.

Everybody knows that there has gone abroad all over the face of the world a determination to make the world a better place to live in, to abolish the poverty and want. The war has revealed that this place is possible. It has shown us the enormous power of co-ordinated production. We must turn this vast mechanism of death into the maintenance of life.

But how do we begin? If we want to make a new people, we find that most of us, all but the very young, are already unfitted for the new “class-less” world of our dreams. Some of us had no chance. Some had too much. For some of the brightest minds the doors of school closed with childhood. A life of overwork and under-holidays has battered most people out of their true shape. There is little to love in them at sight, but we can read the meaning that lies in the face that’s all wrinkled with furrows and care.

So we must begin with the children, the school. We must have real schools that mean a beginning of life to the point where an assured step may be taken on firm ground — till a boy of eighteen can say with pride and confidence, “Now, I’m ready. Leave the rest to me.”

School education should go on till it’s finished. Any teacher knows what I mean. It should carry on till it has given a mental training and imparted an orbit of information that is sufficient for the work and leisure of life. College training is a special thing. It is or should be only for specialized purposes of distinct professions or for research and further scholarship or for teaching. The kind of general slush given as general courses for students at college, starting with no purpose and heading nowhere, is about as nourishing as bran mash. You might as well put a poultice on their feet.

But a real education can be given to boys and girls and be finished at the age of eighteen, provided they are set free from all other work and have all the proper facilities. And this means a long step more than mere teaching. It means medical care, the cult of fresh air and exercise, the use of leisure, the pleasure of entertainment. It should mean free books given forever to any boy or girl who has earned them with recitations and to be carried away later and kept as trophies of school, as little Iroquois learned to keep a scalp.

I would go further. I would supply school meals, of which one, the midday meal, would be eaten, by custom, in common by the rich and the poor. It would not be “the thing” for rich parents to keep their children from it. I would go as far as I could with the giving of school clothes to poorer children, given somehow, if one could, to avoid the hurt feelings of a charity gift — and if possible I would obliterate, at least for a few short hours of school, the social differences of the home. I often think of the good old college gown which was discarded all too stupidly here in Canada at the bidding of foolish people who confounded aristocracy with antiquity and lost from sight the original purposes of the things they threw aside. The college gown covered, for the poorer ones among us, a multitude of patches and made us all, as we sat on the benches of the college of sixty years ago, as equal each to each as triangles in Euclid.

If I were King — as they used to say — or if I were society at large — I would give all this, education, health and sunshine, up to the age of eighteen or so — and then I would say to the world:

“Now! Look at these. Try to crush these down to your ‘working class’ or ‘proletariat’! Try to house these in slums or cast them out into unemployment! You can’t do it. The world is theirs.”

But it is time to begin. It may be later than we think.


To Every Child
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MISERY BREEDS WAR.

You can never have international peace as long as you have national poverty.

You may multiply the pomp of the parade grand as you will, but if behind it is the festering slum, war will come as certain as the spread of pestilence.

What I mean in a plain way is that we must enter on a vast, titanic struggle against poverty and want. What we United Nations did in war we must do in peace, the same union of hearts, the same purpose for all.

This must be the work of the Spirit, not of line and rule and document.

Each of us must stand appalled at the further existence, after the war of misery and poverty, of lives frustrated by want, of children underfed, of people sunk from their birth below a chance to live. We must decide that that must not be, just as we decided that savage conquest and brutality should not be.

To effect this we must unlearn our economics, scrap the whole of it. I have, personally, fifty years of it to throw away!

The fault with economics was the assumption that what can only be done by the Spirit could be done by material interest.... Business had done much for mankind; but society won’t hold together on a business basis alone.... Nor on any basis which excludes the animating Spirit of the common man.

There is no fear that the world will not easily support us all. A family may be crowded, but a nation never. The old Malthusian doctrine of overpopulation as preventing social happiness, of the poor dying as the buffer to save the rich, is all gone. Did it ever convince any one? Even Malthus married and was a father.

Especially with the children lies our chief chance. Older people are battered out of shape, or were never battered into it. Faces all wrinkled and furrowed with care cannot be altered now. But to every child we must give the chance to live, to learn, to love.

Nor does social regeneration mean the obliteration of individual life. The roots lie too deep. There are limits to the amalgamation of society to the common employment of everything by everybody. One’s own is own’s own. Many of us would rather have a house all our own in the bush than share a palace with a prince — especially with some of them.

We can have a League of Nations if we like. If we do it will be a consequence, not a cause. Thus will come International Harmony — by not looking for it. So it is with life. Try to buy happiness, by the quart or by the yard, and you never find it. Motion it away from you while you turn to Duty and you will find it waiting beside your chair. So with Good Will on Earth. Cannons frighten it. Treaties fetter it. The Spirit brings it.

IV

STEPHEN LEACOCK’S REPUTATION AS A HUMOURIST WAS EQUALLED BY HIS ABILITY AS AN ECONOMIST. ONE SUBJECT ON WHICH HE WROTE WITH AUTHORITY WAS THAT OF THE GOLD STANDARD. HERE AGAIN THE SUBJECT, WITH ALL ITS INTRICACIES, WAS PRESENTED IN A VERY READABLE MANNER, WITH EVEN A LAUGH NOW AND THEN.


Gold
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IT HAS BEEN wittily said — indeed, I may have said it myself — that there are three great questions that practically never leave us: the Woman Problem, the Drink Problem and the Gold Problem. In wartime these questions fall silent, but with the first return of peace their voice is heard again. Those who had occasion to follow the economic discussions which arose immediately after 1918 will remember that the question of the return to the gold standard was among the first of them. The decision given was that the gold standard, in the words of Professor (now Lord) Keynes, was as “antiquated as the stagecoach” and that what was needed was a “managed currency.” Managing a currency proved to be like managing a bronco. It flew off in all directions. Currencies expanded, exploded, inflated: marks turned to gas and francs to tears; bad money beat out good and the worse the money the better the export trade. The world was still living in a chaos of broken currencies, tied up here and there with string, when the present war washed them all up on shore as wreckage.

So now the world must begin again. It is one of the first signs of returning peace that the money question, the gold question, is up again. But this time the wheel has turned a full circle; the demand is now not for managed paper but for solid gold; not to ride the whirlwind but to sit on something you can feel under you. Hence the new demand for gold. Lord Keynes, when he was a professor, was content with an idea. Now that he is a lord he thinks like a lord, and wants something solid, no new gimcrack idea about it, something with class and antiquity behind it — in short, gold. The other experts also return to their first love. In vain they pretend it’s another girl. The attractive Miss Unita is really the same as the solid Miss Pound Sterling of Queen Victoria’s time.

With us in Canada this problem has a double interest. It concerns us, along with three or four other countries, as producers of gold. It also concerns us, along with all the world (or all that counts), as a community using a money standard. Let us begin with the purely monetary aspect.

And here I may be pardoned if I give a brief explanation of the once familiar theory of the gold standard. It is less familiar now even among bankers. Some of them, let us say, among the readers of this article are so young that they never knew it; others so old that they’ve forgotten it. It was one of those great simple truths, never to be contradicted or altered, that were characteristic of the Victorian era which began before Queen Victoria was born and lasted till after she was dead. These truths covered all heaven and earth, yet were so simply expounded that the great Victorian theorists could step on the platform and explain each one as easily as a conjurer doing a turn. Here was Mr. John Stuart Mill taking Free Trade out of a hat, out of any hat — pass it up from the audience! foreigners invited. Here was Professor Huxley with his Atom in a bowl of water; and best of all was Professor Herbert Spencer with his turn on God, Immortality and the Soul. He simply rolled on the stage a little black cabinet, with the word UNKNOWABLE in white capital letters across it. Then he bowed to the audience and said, “Ladies and Gentlemen, they’re inside the cabinet,” and rolled it off the stage again. After that the audience never need think of it again as long as they lived, in fact not till right on their deathbed. Best of all was the big comic turn called International Law, or Abdul Asiz and As Wuz, with the Sultan of Turkey in it as the Juvenile Delinquent. It was played three hundred times a year for thirty years — as part of the Concert of Europe.

Such was the turn called Standing Up the Gold Standard. Watch it close. Try to see where the trick comes in. I’ll roll my sleeves up before I write it. Now — 

With absolutely free competition, all things offered for sale tend to exchange just in proportion to the amount of labour and capital used to make them. Any shift that puts them out of this proportion must induce people to make extra ones, or lead them to cut off some of the making. Gold is just a commodity. It is got by putting labour and capital into mining. If it takes about as much labour and capital to produce a bushel (60 lbs.) of wheat as it does to produce 23 odd grains of gold, then that’s what a bushel will exchange for. If you like to stamp the 23 grains into a coin and call it a dollar, that makes everything convenient but doesn’t in the least affect how much the dollar will buy. That depends, as we said, on the cost of production. If you strike a place like California in 1849, where you pick up gold in every river bed but where there is hardly a hen in sight, then people will give (did give) a dollar for an egg. But that only sent a forced draught of hens into California — indeed, of all commodities! — and set up railroad building to carry them till the level of prices and production came smooth again, like water in connected reservoirs.

“Coins” of gold were just bits of certified gold — the name didn’t matter, nor the government, except to guarantee honesty. Pounds, roubles, dollars, francs — they all had a straight percentage relation according to the gold in them, the “mint par of exchange” they called it. The names were as varied, the units as confused as antiquity itself, but you turned them all, as they did, into percentages of the British pound or penny — not the U. S. dollar — and thus got your table: New York, 4.86 2/3; Paris, 25.221; St. Petersburg, 9.46, etc. Some countries used silver: that meant a little extra arithmetic and a double fluctuation like riding two circus horses; some countries ran out of gold (as did Italy) and had to use irredeemable paper. That was like falling off the circus horse. It ranked along with chronic drink and infidelity.

So that’s how the thing worked. A London merchant bought American goods, and sent across gold — any kind of gold. Actually, they went on sending gold coins of dead monarchies and faces of forgotten emperors. It didn’t matter. All was gold that glittered. But, as a matter of fact (as any bright boy in the class guessed), they soon found — well, soon? they were British, call it half a century; at any rate, they knew it before the American Revolution — that they didn’t need to send the pay for each purchase by itself, but only balances: and as banks grew and large finances — not even balances, or not all the time — they just shoved it all forward till trade crowded one way too much and then they sent gold. After each American harvest, gold came as a sort of backwash over the ocean.

That meant, if you think of it, that prices had to keep at the same or something like the same level in all countries. Otherwise, if gold would buy more in one country than in another, then all the gold would go there to buy things instead of buying them at home.... Yes, but here was the joke — in proportion as gold piled up in any one country the very piling up made it, so to speak, redundant, and people gave more and more for it; in other words, prices went up, the place ceased to be a good place to buy in and the process corrected itself. It was an automatic regulation. Any stage economist could explain it with hardly any apparatus — just a dollar and a few simple properties. In fact, he’d do it for fifty cents.

No deception so far, is there?

Observe, we said, prices would remain — pretty even, not absolutely even. Of course there were temporary ups and downs (tending to come level, like shaken water in a bath) or ups and downs due to fixed circumstances; things like permanently difficult transport — a piano in the Himalayas must cost more than a piano in Calcutta, and one in Calcutta more than one in London; differences, too, in prices of labour and services, corresponding to differences of race and habit or to lack of mobility. A Portuguese East African Negro would work for two cents a day, if he worked at all, because if he saved up five dollars he could buy an extra wife and never work again. It’s pretty hard to turn that into what is called “pure economics,” isn’t it? That doesn’t quite fit into St. James Street, Montreal (they might do something with it on Wall Street). But all those things were put by the economists into a little cabinet called “Friction” and wheeled off the stage.

They had another little cabinet called “Obstruction,” and that meant things like a protective tariff, or labour unions for high wages. But those things only made a sort of hump in the ground: the level was still there, the whole surface of the economic world being as smooth there in regard to gold as the surface of a billiard ball. Physically it is. The average height of any spot on earth is about a quarter of a mile (or less) above the level of the sea. The diameter of the earth is 8,000 miles: approximately 500,000,000 inches. On the same scale, the surface of a billiard ball (diameter two inches) would only have a variation of .000006 inches. You’d hardly find your shot disturbed by that: so with the free trade shot down the table....

Still no deception?

Just one other important thing. The production and supply of gold is really not entirely like that of wheat and boots and shoes, ordinary commodities: these are produced and consumed each year, or within a short time. Gold remains. The supply, except for the small loss of shipwreck, etc., is always there. The new supply only adds to it. But this, says the economist on the stage, only makes it more stable. A sudden boost of annual production only lifts the total stock a little. The new California gold lifted prices a little, so did South Africa ... but not more than the lift effected by an annual output on a supply twenty-five times as great as itself.

The question then arises as to what could break down the gold standard? The answer is that, as with the whole framework of banking institutions, it must break at any time if everybody stood on it all at once. If all creditors everywhere, or even most creditors, or even a whole lot of creditors, called for gold payment, the standard would break. So it would again. But that is nothing. That only means that all the gold in the world is as nothing beside all the payments due. The only significance is that, of course, any return to the gold standard must imply a certain general confidence, a certain general consensus. A scramble for gold could break it. Note, however, that for Great Britain it never broke from 1819 to 1914.

The outbreak of the Great War of 1914 snapped the bonds of the gold standard like thread. The sudden demand for payments in London drove exchange in New York up to $6 a sovereign, there being no time to send actual gold over. Later on, the need for payments in the United States (war material) drove the exchange value of the sovereign down to $3.50. The “gold points” (limits of fluctuations made by actual shipment) vanished and never came back. Restrictive law forbade export and import. The gold standard, as they say in Yiddish, was “all.” Britain and the United States and Canada all managed to keep their currencies, depreciated in purchasing power as shown by the three-to-one prices of 1920, but still a going concern. European currencies blew up; the mark cleverly expanded by a million to one, and then to far more, dissolved into gas with a laugh on foreign bondholders; the franc fell till prices were four to one — observe, nicely enough to starve poor people on fixed incomes (as it did), not enough for a new start all around. In Central Europe the confusion of exchange blocked trade. As Fascist Italy and Nazi Germany arose, currency was clamped into the same iron frame as the rest of industrial life. John Bull and Uncle Sam staggered along, arm in arm, going somewhere, drunk. Their satellite children they housed for safety in apartments called the Sterling Block and the Dollar Block, warned not to go out.

But before discussing that, I turn a moment to the other side of the interest of Canada in gold, its production in the Dominion.

The world’s gold, before the present war, was produced mainly by four chief countries, South Africa, the United States, Canada and Soviet Russia. Of these, South Africa was the most vitally interested. What was to the United States a very minor industry meant for the Union the basis of its economic life. Gold in South America meant about 90 per cent of its mineral production, 70 per cent of its export (with no other considerable items beyond wool and diamonds), and equalled about one-half of the gross value of all its manufactured products. What wheat is to Saskatchewan, gold is to South Africa.

This is not just an item of curious interest to put in an almanac. It is a vital basis of world policy, since Great Britain could never “let South Africa down” by adopting a policy which meant casting out gold. This is not philanthropy. Financial South Africa lives on Lombard Street and holds “kaffirs.”

Canada before the war had risen from no place at all to competition with the United States for second place, producing about 13 per cent of the world’s gold. The mining of gold represented in Canada $205,789,000 in 1941, as compared with agriculture’s $1,379,386,000. There is every likelihood that Canada will become the world’s chief producer. South African gold is limited to one huge hump in the ground (Witwaters Rand), forty or fifty miles long. The Canadian gold fields are spread all around the Laurentian Shield that encircles Hudson Bay and begin again in the Mackenzie Basin and start over again beyond the Rockies.

Gold production in Canada, from the opening of the northern mining fields, went steadily forward till the break in 1942. Before the Great War it had reached, in 1913, a total of 802,793 fine ounces, valued at $16,598,923; at the onset of the depression (1930) a total of 2,102,168 fine ounces, valued at $43,453,601, and in the last year of the peace (1938) the figures stood at 4,725,117 fine ounces, valued at $166,205,990. The value after 1931 had shifted from a rate of $20.67 an ounce to a rate of $35 U.S. ($38.50 Canadian) which further swells the total. Production in 1940 was 5,332,857 ounces, valued at $204,925,995.

The production of 1941 as a total surpassed all previous records with 5,345,179 fine ounces, valued at $205,789,392. But the increase was only in Quebec, Saskatchewan and the Northwest Territories, and offset a decline elsewhere. The case of the Territories is notable. Here the total of 77,354 fine ounces represents a 40 per cent increase over the previous year.

It is of great importance to note the distinction of the so-called “straight gold mines” in which gold is the sole, or practically the sole product, and the “copper-silver-gold mines” in which gold is a secondary or even a by-product. Contrast here the mines of the Porcupine district, the Hollinger and such, which are “gold mines,” with the Flin-Flon mines which are gold-silver-zinc-copper and other mixed mines. The “gold mines” greatly predominate in production. In Quebec they represent, in the form of twenty-three producing mines, about 77 per cent of output; in Ontario still more. The latest statistics (1941) show 82.66 per cent of Canadian production as from the gold bullion bars produced at “gold mines”; 10.23 per cent from blister or anode copper; 4.68 per cent from copper-nickel matte, ores, slag, etc.; 1.99 per cent from alluvial gold and 0.39 per cent from base bullion made chiefly from silver-lead ores.

The important bearing of this is that it shows that closing the “gold mines” means practically closing the industry. Gold can not function as a by-product.

Since the departure from the gold standard and the prohibition of private ownership, gold produced in Canada is bought by the government at a fixed price of $35 U.S. currency, plus a premium, to make $38.50 in Canadian funds. Theoretically, the Canadian dollar is still based on $20.67 to one fine ounce, no longer the nominal standard of the United States.

As the pressure of the present war grew heavier on our industrial life, a new situation developed in regard to the mining of gold. It became clear that we must turn all industrial effort away from non-essential production. It was the failure to do so that “bust” the monetary system in the Great War of 1914-1918. People who draw high wages and then call for gramophones, spring hats, new motor cars, and new overcoats, boost the manufacture of luxuries, squeeze production till there’s not enough of anything, and up goes the Spiral of Prices like a Genie of Smoke out of the bottle in the Arabian tale. The whole plan of the world economy, as taught before the war by English economists like Geoffrey Crowther, with our Mr. Ilsley as the bright boy at the top of the class, rests on curtailing production: on giving the workers lots of money and nothing to buy: and keeping them all dressed up (in their old clothes) and nowhere to go. Seen in a bird’s-eye view from above, it’s perfectly simple: you look down and see people making and consuming nothing but what war demands — food, gunpowder, transport. The only trouble is that so few of us are birds.

Now — it is clear as mud — producing gold in Canada is of no service in winning the war, with an ally holding — what is it? — $20,000,000,000 of it at Fort Knox in Tennessee. To dig out gold in North Ontario and dig it in, in Tennessee, is on the face of it idiocy. Luckily for our gold producers, many of them are producing other metals, the very sinews of war, and can’t help producing gold as a part-product or even a mere by-product. But others, like the mines in the Kirkland Lake and Timmins fields, produce nothing else. Each one of these districts is a little South Africa. Gold is its life. Here you have in and around Timmins over forty thousand people all dependent on gold.

Hence when the government undertook (1941-1942) — and I think quite rightly — to restrict the production of gold by various regulations regarding labour supply, new development, import of machinery, etc., there was an immediate outcry. A delegation went up from Timmins to Ottawa — or is it down to Ottawa — up and down, both, eh? — thank you — and received the usual lullaby answer. Undoubtedly the delegation was right. So was the government. But the solution doesn’t lie in letting Timmins produce gold but in giving it a chance to produce, or do something else at just as good pay....

Yet certain people, and among them so high an authority as the veteran geologist, Dr. J. B. Tyrrell, sounded a note of alarm at any restriction of gold, arguing that we need it all. All that, however, is just our national aspect of the question. There is no doubt of the interest of Canada in gold. It goes far beyond anything that can be shown by statistics. It supplies the incentive — aura sacra fames, the cursed lust of gold — that opens up the waste spaces of the earth and turns private greed to a public benefit.

But what about the world at large? Will gold remain after the war as an essential part of the world’s economy? There is every present symptom that it will, or at least that if it doesn’t, it won’t be for lack of trying. The temptation to say, “I told you so,” is difficult to resist in youth, impossible to restrain in old age. So I will not try to restrain it. I am glad to think that I advocated a return to the gold standard even in the dark days when Professor Keynes said that the gold standard had gone the way of the stagecoach. The mistake which I made along with so many other people was that I did not realize that the attempt, twenty years ago, to set up the gold standard at the same old mint content of the pound and dollar as had prevailed till 1914 would mean, of necessity, a fall in prices that would depress business and create unemployment.

But a return to the gold standard does not necessarily mean the return to a pound sterling containing the former number of grains of pure gold. Indeed, the United States has already (1934), through the authorized actions of the President, declared a dollar to mean 13.71 grains of pure gold in place of the previous 23.22. It is true there is as yet no such coin and no such coinage.

It is obvious that in starting the new system the mint content of the coin (if coins are used), or of the monetary unit, must be carefully adjusted. The thing called a dollar should represent the amount of gold that would in a free market be bought with a dollar. On this plan the original U.S. Coinage Act of 1792 initiated the American gold and silver dollars. The British Units never began; they just grew up. And there is now no free market. We don’t know how many ounces of gold a dollar would buy. Purchase is all statutory and fixed.

What has happened, apparently, is that in both Great Britain and America there has arisen a profound distrust of the purely abstract standard of value (a mathematical conception based on average of prices). Hence both the British plan submitted by Lord Keynes and the American plan submitted to the President contemplate a banking and paper money currency for daily use, with a solid basis of gold — under it or behind it, or beside it — they are not exactly certain which. The American plan names a unit to be called a Unita, taken from the United Nations. The name is not so new as they think (or perhaps they don’t think). The Unite (meaning United Nations, England and Scotland) was the chief gold coin in England from the accession of James I to the Restoration of 1660.

The English plan suggests a unit to be called a “bancor” which is in some way to be based on actual gold.

Most of the actual gold bullion in the world is, as said, in the possession of the United States. It is of no physical service and to lend it to the outside world that needs reconstruction would seem like getting something for nothing. So it would be. If the United States lent to Greece a billion actual dollars (a hundred million Unitas), and the same to Denmark, Holland, Norway and all the decent, trampled-down and bankrupt nations, they could then, each of them, start up a banking and paper note currency in the good old-fashioned way, and everybody trade with everybody as merrily as in Mid-Victorian days. You may add to this a general superbank (in London or New York) — not surrounded by dens of thieves like the pitiful Bank of International Settlement still existing in Switzerland for the benefit of Germans. The Dutch and other reserves could be focused at London and hence make the total go further, carry a bigger per cent of the load of paper deposits, as easily as a Zulu woman carries a clothes-basket on her head.

Here are the questions that arise: Will the system work of itself? Or do you have to work it? Does everybody have to promise to play fair? Or does it work like Adam Smith’s automatic world in which everybody consulted his own interest and so advanced that of everybody else?

For example, suppose the United States by means of high tariffs and such practices shut out European goods, and when they sold to Europe new motor cars and machinery, took payment only in gold; would that mean that the gold would all, or a lot of it, drift back to Tennessee? Presumably it would. In a large sense the United States would have given to the European world a lot of excellent motor cars and machinery for nothing. It is generally understood that the Americans have sworn off this one-sided trade, as a drunkard swears off drink. Question, can they keep to it? Or will Uncle Sam take just one little nip out of the Protectionist bottle, and then just another, and a chaser ... And won’t some people say that it does him good? If people in the dark places of the newfangled world are going to work at starvation wages, will you buy what they make and force our own labour to go idle or work cheap? Take Japan: if, after the peace, the dirty little pups work half-starved, who cares? Will you sell to them? Certainly, for gold. Buy from them? Never! ... Moves up from Japan to India, then to depressed Europe. The problem gets harder as you go. I make no pretence of solving it. I consider the world factors too complicated, the economic gears too intricate for any prophecy about the operation of a gold standard in connection with the backwash of gold to the United States. But this much is true: it is better to accept a chance of success than fall back on a certainty of failure. This failure would result, I am certain, from any attempt to run the commerce of a post-war world on a chaos of national currencies with no fixed interlocking of one with the other.

A further difficulty remains. Is it intended that currencies are actually redeemable, day by day, dollar by dollar, from the Unitas to paper, from papers to bancors? That’s the crucial question in the construction of the mechanism. That was the essence of the gold standard. Nor can we dodge the question: either money is redeemable, free to come and go, import and export, or it isn’t. It is impossible, indeed, to restrict redemption to large sums, and to confine it to central places. But either you redeem it, or you don’t. My opinion is that you must — redeem and redeem till you have no gold left — and then put up the sign, “Yes, we have no Unitas.”

How will prices act, with a redeemable monetary system? In my opinion, prices will not be much influenced by the annual production, more or less, of gold. The equation is buried too deep. When the output of California and Australia began, a world production of $100,000,000 a year (old scale $20.67 per fine oz.) was added to a world stock of $2,500,000,000. Yet prices, though they rose, did not rise in any dangerous way. At present a world annual production of 40,000,000 fine ounces ($800,000,000 old scales) would be added to an existing stock of $28,000,000,000. It won’t affect general prices in any way that can be distinguished from more direct and active factors. The fluctuation will be in mining profits, in the closing and reopening of gold mines in response to the rise and fall of wages, due to other things.

In any new world that we can think of, prices will be far more controlled than they used to be forty years ago. Economic complexity demands it, and war experience shows that it can be done. But this control will be like a tension over the surface, not reaching down to the depths, waves in the sunlight that leave the deep water undisturbed.

What I am advocating, in plain words, is the gold standard; not part of it, all of it. Take all the gold there is. Lend it around among our friends: get the bank signs painted: then shout, “Go!”


Can We Beat Inflation?
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EVERY AGE AND generation has its special mysteries, its special terrors, its special realms of fear. It fears vague dangers that drive it to blind frenzies — witchcraft, the coming of the Turks or the approach of the end of the world.

And for each generation the terrors of the ones that preceded it seem absurd and even laughable. There was a time in the Sixteen Hundreds in Europe when all the people gathered, each night for weeks, in the churches praying God to take away “The Comet.” It was getting bigger every night with a tail of fire halfway across the sky. And to think that it was just dear old “Halley’s Comet,” friendly as Mary’s Lamb, and back on its last visit in 1910. For quite a time the prayer books of the Church of England printed in the Litany, “From the Turk and from the Comet, Good Lord, deliver us.” If you don’t believe it, ask any clergyman of the Episcopal Church. He won’t know, but you can ask him. “The Turk” was another terror going strong at the time.

Or much later than that, right down in the Nineteenth Century, in the United States itself, people used to get sudden waves of fear that the world was coming to an end. The terror was worked this way: First you formed a “Sect.” A sect was as easy to start in an American backwoods town of 1840, like Pittsburgh or Chicago, as it is to start a steelmakers’ union today. Then the sect started a rumour that the world was coming to an end. Then they named the actual day, and terror swept the back settlements. The people would gather, quaking, on the hilltops on a summer evening to see the world end. It didn’t.

This happened not once but several times. In fact there was great relief when Lord Kelvin, the Great — whatever he was great at — announced that the earth was good for a billion years. Short as it sounds today, it was a relief.

Well, the point is that in the throes of war and national danger we have picked up our own particular terror, the bogey of today — the Inflation of the Currency. We are not scared of Japs or Germans, but at the word “Inflation” we quiver with fear, shake with rage and reach out for an axe.

You recall the old Arabian Fable of the Genie in the Bottle. Here you had a powerful evil spirit corked up in a bottle. You could let him out if you simply pulled the cork, and he’d promise to be your servant if you did. And mind you he had tremendous power — money, wealth, jewels — those things were as pebbles to him. But if you did let him out, the Genie then would expand and grow and swell into a great black spiral cloud that darkened the whole sky ... and the cloud then turned to a vast dark form with outstretched, clutching hands, ready to hurl you into black destruction. What good your petty jewels then?

Our Genie in the Bottle is Inflation. And you notice that awful “spiral” form taken over straight from the fable and appearing as the “vicious spiral.” People who have no idea what a vicious spiral is, warn us against it. Get that “vicious spiral” into the currency and up it goes, away, away up like the vicious boy in Excelsior.

What I am trying to say is that the new terror is becoming largely just terror without any clear idea of what it really is. When we hear that the steelmakers of Pittsburgh want another eighty cents a minute (or is it a second?), we shake our heads apprehensively. We don’t grudge the eighty cents: but the currency? If those fellows keep on they’ll inflate it. And not only steelmakers, not only the big things, but even in the ordinary small business of daily life. If a corner grocer inflates eggs from forty to forty-five cents, there’s a feeling that he may be starting a vicious spiral right here in our own town.

People make this mystery all the more mysterious because men, most men, pretend to understand all about it, and women, most women, pretend to understand nothing about it. That is their attitude in general about economics. “I don’t profess to understand economics,” says a woman, meaning, “so much the worse for economics.” “It’s just a plain matter of economics,” says the man, meaning, “that’s my affair.”

So let us try to get light. What is inflation? What is a vicious spiral? Is there a danger? Can we get out of it?

The answer I want to arrive at — but not too soon — let’s have a little fun with it first — is: yes, there is inflation; and there is a spiral; and it is a real danger; and it has in the past, again and again, led to collapse and disaster and stagnation. But we can avoid it as easily as a lion tamer walks around in a lion’s cage, or an electrician handles forty thousand volts of electricity. Just exactly as easily as that.

Now let us turn back — economics always has to — if it is only just a few centuries for a few minutes.

Currency began with any common thing that primitive people traded around because it was always good for something. Eskimos used fishhooks. In Kurdistan the Kurds used goats as currency. Where is Kurdistan? It’s where the Kurds kept goats. Inflation began in Kurdistan. Starting goats as currency led to such prosperity that the goats bred so fast that it inflated the currency, stopped trade and plunged them in adversity.

The nations learned to use chunks of gold and silver as currency. These couldn’t increase. There was just so much. That plan lasted two thousand five hundred years, from the first coins in Asia Minor, 1000 B.C. to the discovery of America. Gold and silver currency worked all right but oh, how feebly. There was so little of it and that little, by loss, kept getting less. You recall the good Samaritan in the Bible who said, “Look after this poor man: clothe him, feed him and keep him till I come. Here’s two cents, and if it runs to more than that let me know.”

Gold and silver from America came, says history, “in a flood.” Not really; that’s just “history.” All the gold from Mexico and Peru in a year was about one thirtieth of the year’s crop of New Ontario and New Quebec. But it was enough to flood the Europe of that day. People offered so much of it, so readily, that up went prices (1500-1600), three to one, but oh, so slowly. It took three lifetimes. All the way from 1600 to 1800, prices went up but not too fast, because “business” (volume of transactions) went up as fast or faster. So the world went very well then, as an old song had it.

Then came the Genie in the Bottle, Paper Money. “Let me out,” said the Genie to John Law, the French Banker, “and we’ll print money and you’ll be the richest man in France!” (This was around 1717.) They did. It worked: then bust the government.

“Let me out,” said the Genie to George Washington, “and I’ll print United States Continental Dollars and pay for the whole war.” “Ask John Adams,” said George Washington. They did it. The Continental Dollars flew to the sky; nobody lost except honest, patriotic people who sold their land and houses for them to help the war. The Genie, liberated, went to France. “Let’s have a Revolution,” he said. “Come on, we’ll print Assignats and Mandats.” They printed them till their arms were tired — forty-five billion francs. This broke the rich, and impoverished the poor. Those who objected were guillotined.

Europe gasped. “Never again,” said the bankers and economists. “Irredeemable paper money,” went into the British Litany of the days of John Stuart Mill and Macaulay as “Irredeemable Sin.” Never again.

That was all right no doubt — as a Litany, as what we call a counsel of perfection. But the Devil of it was, or rather the Genie of it was, that the first stages of inflation were always so pleasant, so easy, so stimulating — high wages for everybody, jobs for all, and you pay for it all with a printing press! Brandy was nothing beside it as a pick-me-up.

So the Genie could always break loose again, whenever a war gave him a start, a Civil War with a Confederate spiral and a Greenback spiral and later, the great spiral which encircled all Europe, dragging it down to its later doom — an octopus hidden in the Waters of Peace.

Then the Genie of the Bottle joined hands with other devils worse than himself. For he was just an economic devil, and they, were devils of perverted Nationalism, turned to cruelty and aggression, to make this present war.

Now what happens? Paper money, and bank credits and checks are all the same thing: all reflect the increasing mechanism of purchase that is bound to shoot up prices if goods run short and people scramble for them. Hence each increase of paper wages means more and more buyers for the same quantity of goods or even for a less quantity as available labour falls. It looks inevitable, doesn’t it? ... And then if prices go up, wages and salaries must go up after them to let people have, as seems only fair, the same goods as they had before. That’s what happened in the last war. Prices rose from one to three, even in countries (United States, Britain, Canada) where the currency didn’t blow up: in France about five to one.

But the trouble was they didn’t fight inflation from the right end. If you attack inflation only by trying to fix prices by law, it blows up as certainly as high explosive will explode: the more you confine it the bigger the burst. When you check prices, you must also check consumption — less and less for everybody — eat what there is and then go without. The old war-time high prices meant a scramble to pay more and more for each article. The rich got it: the poor lost out.

Hence the wizards are now handling the high voltage by refusing to let the current leap into the heap of goods, driving the lions from cage to cage and not letting them taste blood. In plain language, inflation can be beaten out by drastic control of consumption — leaving the people with nothing to buy. Carrying it to an extreme of argument, this “consumption check” against inflation could conceivably go on till the last man died of starvation — in his oldest clothes.

Hence much of our seeming inflation, our first slips into danger, are really illusory. The man with the paper wages has nothing to buy. “Look at that, and that!” he says, as a miser idiot shows dead leaves as his money.

It gets deep, doesn’t it? Can we hang on — in the United States, in Canada, in Britain, holding down prices and holding down wages, as best we may? Can we hold it! It’s like holding back a team with a heavy-loaded wagon on a steep hill — hard, but it can be done — I’ve seen good teamsters do it — but let the team lose their footing for one moment, and it’s all over.

That’s the hill we’re going down now — steady! steady! But don’t be afraid.

V

AMONG HIS MANY ACHIEVEMENTS, STEPHEN LEACOCK HAD GAINED THE POSITION OF UNOFFICIAL AMBASSADOR OF GOOD WILL BETWEEN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA. IN HIS OWN WORDS, IN THE PREFACE TO “ALL RIGHT, MR. ROOSEVELT,” HE PLEADS AS HIS RIGHT TO SPEAK HIS “THIRTY-FIVE YEARS ON THE STAFF OF MCGILL UNIVERSITY OF WHICH HE IS NOW A PROFESSOR EMERITUS; HIS YEARS AS A STUDENT AT THE UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO, FROM WHICH HE HOLDS A DOCTOR’S DEGREE; HIS HONORARY DEGREES FROM BOSTON AND DARTMOUTH UNIVERSITIES; THE INDULGENT RECEPTION BY THE AMERICAN PUBLIC OF THE FIFTY VOLUMES HE HAS WRITTEN; AND THE ACQUAINTANCESHIP HE HAS BEEN PRIVILEGED TO MAKE IN TWENTY YEARS OF PUBLIC LECTURING BEFORE AMERICAN COLLEGES AND AMERICAN AUDIENCES.”


Uncle Sam, Good Neighbour


An Allegory
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I WONDER HOW the United States came to be the United States? I mean, how it came to take on its peculiar national character, as a sort of “neighbour” to all the world. As the years and the decades, and now even the centuries have gone past, we can begin to see this peculiar aspect of the United States, unknown anywhere else in history.

It is not imperial dominion, in fact it’s not dominion or domination at all, but just a peculiar result of mingled merit, destiny and good fortune. People all over the world — Chinese in Chow Chow and Patagonians in Pat Pat— “look to the United States,” as a sort of neighbour to appeal to, and to borrow from, just as among the earlier settlers in this country.

Ah! That’s it! I see it now — the early settlers. That’s where they got it from.

I think there must have been, I mean way back in early settlement times, a country store at a crossroads — you know the kind of place. I mean, store and post office and a farm combined, and this one called Sam’s place. And the man who kept it they came to call Uncle Sam. They called him that when he was a long, slouching young man, and then when he was a long, slouching middle-aged man, and finally as a long, slouching old man — old or oldish — I don’t think he ever really looked old. But they always called him Uncle Sam.

There were always one or two loafers in the store, sitting on nail kegs and whittling sticks. Uncle Sam sold pretty well everything, but, as a matter of fact, the neighbours seemed to do far more borrowing than buying.

In would come a little girl. “Please, Mr. Sam, ma would like the loan of one of your teakettles.”

“Now, which are you?” says Uncle Sam. “You’re little Nicaragua, aren’t you? Well, tell your ma she hasn’t sent back that iron pot yet.”

Or they came and bought things and just “charged” them.

In flounces a big, dark girl, all colour and style.

“Uncle Sam,” she says, “let me have another yard of that red calico.”

Uncle Sam takes his scissors.

“Are you paying for it, Miss Mexico?”

“No, charging it.”

“Well, I suppose you’ve got to have it, and tell your pa that I paid him for the coal oil and he hasn’t delivered it yet.”

Yet Uncle Sam prospered — oh, ever so much! You see, the farm was a wonderful bit of land, and he owned a tannery and a sawmill — oh, he had everything! Money just seemed to come without trying. “It is a good location,” he said.

So, of course, all the neighbours seemed poor as beside Uncle Sam, and it was just natural that they borrowed his things and charged things and didn’t pay, and ate candy (“conversation lozenges”) out of the open barrel. He took it easily enough. They were, after all, his neighbours. He treated them all the same way; except that there was one special lot that used to come now and again, who were evidently favourites. These were settled up North and would come down in summer. “They’re folk of my own,” says Uncle Sam, “they settled back North but mebbe they’ll come home again some day.”

To this good neighbourship there was just, perhaps, one exception — or at least not exactly an exception — call it a special case. The reference, of course, is to old Squire Bull, who lived on a fine, big place at quite a little distance, because it was separated from Uncle Sam’s corners by the whole extent of a big millpond, so big it was like a lake. From Sam’s place you could just see the tops of Squire Bull’s grand house and stables.

John Bull was his name, and he liked to call himself “plain John Bull,” but all the neighbours knew that was just nonsense, for everybody saw that he was “stuck up” and couldn’t be “plain” if he tried. Uncle Sam just couldn’t get on to him; and that was a funny thing because they were cousins, their folks having originally come from the same part of the country. Sam always used to deny this — at least when he was young. “He’s no cousin of mine,” he said. Later, as he got older, he said, “Mebbe he is,” and later still, “Oh, I shouldn’t wonder.” But he said it grudgingly.

For one thing Squire Bull irritated Uncle Sam by always referring to him as if he were just a boy— “that young man,” or “young Sam,” and yet here they were both old men, or getting close to it. And Squire Bull didn’t like to admit that, in point of money and consideration and standing, Uncle Sam was just as good as he was.

That’s the way they lived, anyway, till a reconciliation came about in the queerest way. It happened there came a gang of bandits to the settlement, or at any rate, the rumour of them. They were reported as robbing here and plundering there. People began to lock up the doors at night — a thing never done before — and you couldn’t be sure of travelling the roads in safety. Quite a few had been robbed, and one or two killed.

Some people wanted to organize and get together and hunt the bandits down. But Squire Bull wouldn’t believe in the stories about bandits. “All nonsense,” he said, “and if any of the fellows come around my place they’ll get a dose of cold lead.”

Uncle Sam didn’t do anything either. He was a peaceable fellow, never liking to interfere. “Keep out of quarrels” was his maxim. Yet he had a musket and a powder horn hanging in the store, and they said that when it came to shooting he was the best shot in the section. He never talked of it, but really he had been in the Indian War as a young man.

Well, one day, late in the afternoon, toward dusk, some of the children came rushing breathless into the store. “Mr. Sam, Mr. Sam!” they called. “Mr. Sam, the bandits have come, the gang of bandits; they’re over at Squire Bull’s place.”

“What’s that? What’s that?” said Uncle Sam, all confused.

“The bandits, they’re over at Squire Bull’s. We saw them smashing in the gates of the yard. We heard the shots. Oh, Mr. Sam, will they kill Mr. Bull?”

“Eh, what?” says Uncle Sam. “Smashing in the gates?” — he seemed hesitating— “hold on! What’s that? By gosh, that’s gunshots. I heard them plain.”

In ran another child, wide-eyed with fright.

“Mr. Sam, come quick, they’re over at Mr. Bull’s and they’ve shot some of the help!”

“Is Squire Bull killed?”

“No, he ain’t killed. He’s in the yard with his back to the wall ... his head’s all cut ... but he’s fighting back something awful.”

“He is, is he?” said Uncle Sam, and now he didn’t hesitate at all. “Hand me down that powder horn, sis.” He took the musket off the wall, and he took out of a drawer a six-shooter derringer that no one knew he had.

The children watched him stride away across the field faster than another man would run. Presently they heard shouting and more shots, and then there was silence.

It was just about dark when Uncle Sam came back, grim and dusty, his hands blackened with powder. The children stood around while he was hanging up his musket and his powder horn.

“Did you get the thieves?” they ventured timidly.

“The gol-darned scoundrels,” the old man muttered, “there’s some of them won’t steal again, and the rest will be safe in jail for years to come. Too bad,” he added, “some of them came of decent folks, too.”

“And how’s Squire Bull, is he killed?” the frightened children asked.

“Killed? No, sir!” laughed Uncle Sam, “he’s too tough a piece of hickory for that. His head’s tied up in vinegar but he’s all right. We had a good laugh over it. He allowed I needn’t have come, but I allowed I won the whole fight. We had quite an argument. But here, don’t you get in my way, children. Hand me that clothesbrush and reach me down that blue coat off the peg, the one with the long tail — now, that hat.”

“But you ain’t never going out again, Mr. Sam, are you?”

“Sure, I am. I’m going back over to Squire Bull’s. He’s giving a party. Now hand me down those cans off that shelf.”

And with that Uncle Sam began pulling canned salmon and canned peaches off the store shelves. “I thought I’d bring ’em along,” he said. “That darned old fool — why didn’t he say he was getting hard up? I don’t believe the folks in his house have been fed right for months.... Pride, I suppose! ... Still he’s a fine man, is Squire Bull. My own cousin, you know, children.”


All Right, Mr. Roosevelt


Canada and the United States
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IT’S ALL RIGHT, Mr. Roosevelt, about this business of arms and embargo and the shipment of war material to us over here in Canada. I mean, if you can send us over a lot of first-class machine guns, that’s fine! We know just where to use them. But if not, send us some shotguns. They’ll do. And if you can’t, perhaps you could ship us over some of those old muskets that we used against one another in the battle of New Orleans, and that have been hanging up on the wall for over a hundred years of peace. Send us them. But if you can’t, that’s all right, because all these Canadian boys are going over to the war, anyway, even if they have nothing to shoot with but Fly-Tox.

But if you can’t send anything, it’s all right! Don’t let that or anything else interfere for a moment with the wonderful association in friendship that has grown up between our country and yours. Let’s keep that, anyway. Whatever happens, don’t let this continent go the way of Central Europe: let nothing and nobody betray us into that. I am sure you grasp just what I mean. Don’t let us let — no, that’s a poor phrase — I mean, let no one let — that is to say, it’s taken a hundred years of good will to place our northern continent where it stands, and we mean to keep it there.

I remember a while ago hearing my friend Bob Benchley, speaking at a Canadian-American luncheon in New York, ask where else in the world could you find another case like ours — three thousand miles of forts and not a single frontier? And none of us could think of any. Somebody suggested China and Japan. But it doesn’t seem the same.

It took a hundred years, more than that, a century and a quarter, to make that frontier as it is — with long care and effort, most of it unconscious and working by an instinct of good will, and without a plan till it was laid down, till the rugged wilderness of nature and of animosity that once separated us was laid down as flat and even as a bowling green.

A bowling green — that reminds me! I remember, years ago up in my part of the country, an old fellow who kept a summer hotel and laid down a bowling green for his guests in front of it. And he had it rolled, beautifully rolled down into such gentle slopes and inclines, with little hollows that you couldn’t see, that the bowls would go rolling exactly to the right spot, mistakes corrected themselves, and every one found himself a fine player. And the old man would stand and watch the opponents play and would call to one of them, “Well done!” and then, “Well done!” to the other, and then, “Well done, both of yous!” ... Well, that’s our frontier, and on it and across it we carry on our friendly and unending game. Don’t let’s spoil it. You can’t get turf like that in a day.

So it’s all right, Mr. Roosevelt. For, you see, we are not asking anything — we have never taken our relations with you in that way. If we had, we’d long since have been a mere puppet, a shadow. But we are not Manchukuo! No, sir.... Just where it is I don’t know, but we’re not it anyway, and it sounds just the kind of thing not to be.

You see, we have never taken the Monroe Doctrine that way — it never meant to us that in case of danger we were to throw our arms around your neck and shout, “Save us!” No, sir, don’t be afraid: there isn’t a farmer in Alberta or a lumberman in the shanties who will throw himself around your neck ... Perhaps the girls may later on, if you’re good, but that’s different.

And it’s all right, too, about the other aspects of the situation; I mean, things like the enlistment of soldiers from your country into ours.... If any of the boys are coming over to enlist, and you allow it, there’s a welcome and a place for any of them. If any of the McGruders of Mississippi — they were Highlanders, weren’t they originally? — want to come over and join the Royal Highlanders in Toronto, we’ve a tartan and sporran and a jorum (one forgets these Highland terms) for each of them. Let them all come. Perhaps they can bring the Virginia Robinsons and Randolphs with them, or “round-heads” from Connecticut, still stamped with the image of the Ironsides, or the Lowells or the Cabots from Boston — but no, I forgot, they don’t talk to anybody — or to nobody that they’d meet in Europe. But if the boys can’t come, it’s too bad, but we’ll understand it. They would if they could, and if not, let them string out along the border and sit and listen to the skirl of the bagpipes and the march of the battalions, all in threes, as the new army of our Dominion goes by.

The marching feet — tramp! tramp! tramp! — in every city of Canada, and soon in every village and hamlet and on every roadside — the tramp, tramp of the marching feet of those who go to war. Tramp, tramp, till the sound of it, the beat of it, stamps into the mind of all the rest of us the sense of duty for each and all of us, whether young or old, whether rich or poor, that tells us to do something, if not in arms, then with pick, or pen, or shovel in the cause for which they go.

So, in such a cause, and with such an aim, I want to set down here how this, our unwritten American alliance, came about, and what is the background that enables it to stand as it does. It needs no guarantees or scraps of paper or pacts. We leave pacts to Judas Iscariot who first trafficked in one. Our alliance has no more “axis” than the axles of our lumber wagons. But it holds as deep in the soil as a New England elm. Tear it out with the stump-extractor of evil tongues and angered quarrels, and you can never set it back.

Let us first turn back the pages of our history. You remember your American Revolution, do you not, that ended with the surrender of — well, never mind, that’s just a little painful; say, it ended with the Peace of 1783. And then it turned out, and has been turning out more and more as kindlier eyes looked at it, in the colours of the sunset, that it wasn’t a revolution at all. No, sir, nothing of the sort! — just another triumph of British freedom on the soil of America. You see, the quarrel was really a family quarrel, as between cousins, a sort of civil war, with all kinds of people, good and bad, on each side, and ever so many people, the wiser people, on both sides. Because when a war is unjust and brutal and evil, the wise man takes a side in it once and for all and never leaves it. But in a friendly family quarrel like the American Revolution, the wise man is prepared to say, “Well done, both of yous!” And so it was.

The British themselves saw it first. They discovered after the Revolution, as I say, that it was a great triumph for British freedom, and that George Washington was a typical English country gentleman. In fact, they annexed the whole thing, made it part of British school history, called it “manifest destiny,” and recommended it to all other quieter colonies: just as a mother, don’t you know, always likes best the bad boy of the family.

And the Loyalists, the refugees who left the States so as to stay under the old flag? Well, that was queerer still. You see, some of them left because of the old flag and some because of other reasons — in fact they had to leave, but we won’t talk of it. Anyway, they left and a lot of them went to the Maritime Colonies and the greater bulk of them, perhaps ten thousand, went past the maritime settlements on up the St. Lawrence — their pilgrimage, would you believe it, took the best of a year. They wintered in the snows of Sorel, and in the spring they went on up the river to Lake Ontario. Some of them settled on the river and some all along the lake, and as ever so many of them were from New York State, they had really come back home again. You see, they didn’t exactly know where they were going — geography was pretty thin then — and all they knew was that they were striking out to make a home in the wilderness, and it turned out that the wilderness was home.

You remember, Mr. Roosevelt, when you opened up that new Friendship Bridge across the river near Gananoque, and all the girls here went wild about it — 1938, wasn’t it? Well, that was there — I mean, those were it. Those people on the two sides of the ribbons you cut had been waiting to come across and hug one another again for a hundred and fifty years.

Now a strange thing was that those Loyalists who had come from New York, all the way around the St. Lawrence, were joined by another group of Loyalists who came across where your bridge is. These were all Highlanders, settled in the backwoods of New York Province, and formed during the war into the King’s Royal New York Regiment. When the war was over, they were disbanded and moved with their families to Upper Canada, alongside the river, and a year later five hundred more Highlanders came out from Glengarry, and presently a thousand more. Thus rose our Scottish Settlement of Glengarry; partly from your people and partly from the homeland. For a full hundred years they still spoke, and preached, in the Gaelic. And of their descendants, some of them, as I write these lines, are close beside me here, at drill on the campus of McGill University as a part of the Highland Regiment, the Black Watch of Canada. Their drill floods all the campus with the moving lines of colour of the khaki and the tartans. And in the pauses of their drill, they sit in little groups upon the grass, like children in a daisy chain, to listen to a sunburned sergeant read from a manual of Active Service in War.

But I turn back to our history. When all those people, and those who followed in their footsteps in the next few years, got settled in Upper Canada, though they called themselves “Loyalists,” they were nonetheless Americans. They brought with them from New England their Thanksgiving Day Turkey and from New York the “York Shilling” that was our count of money there till yesterday, or at least till I myself remember it there sixty years ago. And we had, too, the “little red schoolhouse” framed on the Massachusetts model in a school “section.” I was a “scholar” in one myself. Notice that — a “scholar”: who ever heard in England such a use of the word? It’s ours and yours exclusively. In the “little red schoolhouse” we learned out of the same spellers and readers, practically, as you did: we recited with you William Cullen Bryant’s Prairies and Longfellow’s Excelsior, and wondered, just as you did, where the uncomfortable boy was trying to climb to.

The other loyalists, I say, stayed in the Maritime Provinces and made a new one, New Brunswick, all for themselves. But instead of becoming angry enemies to your Republic, they turned into a sort of outlying part of New England, with Harvard University as the capital of the Maritime Provinces, the Mecca of all its student pilgrims. Thither, when the Maritimes got started in their great export industries — fish and brains — went all the gifted students of the provinces. It is only of late years that with great difficulty we’ve been able to coax them away. Even now they’re apt to slip off to Harvard, as boys run away to sea, and later, like the runaway boys, turn up as notable men, college presidents and doctors and divines. They’re strong on divinity. You have to be in a country as bleak as the Nova Scotia coast.

So that was how our history started and that was the way it kept going on. Quarrels that refused to turn to hate, animosities that broke down into friendship, seeds of dissension sown in a soil that brought them up again as flowers. Such is our history. Are we going to falsify it now?

Let the vanishing feet pass on, and let the armies go, weaponed or weaponless, so that your hearts go with them — that is all we ask, or that at least is the chief thing we ask.... But, by the way, I suppose you couldn’t lend us — you haven’t got a loose dime, have you, Mr. Roosevelt? — but we’ll come to that presently. And if you haven’t, it’s all right. England will give it to us, and then we’ll lend it back again, do you see, like a little boy buying a present for mother.

So, as I say, our history was like that all along. There was the war of 1812. We can’t get it quite straight now, what it was all about, but it makes great “pictures.” Did you see the one with the White House in it? But what that war was for, we can no more make out now than old Caspar could with his. It was something to do with “pressing” sailors, but it’s all gone now, “pressed and cleaned” like the rest of our history, as fragrant as old lavender in a cedar chest. As a matter of fact, as in all our conflicts and quarrels, both kinds of people seem to have been on both sides. Why, in the Upper Canada of that day, of its 80,000 inhabitants, only 35,000 represented the Loyalists and their children, and 25,000 were “American” settlers who had come in on their own account, and the rest (20,000) had wandered in from the old country. And, per contra, ever so many Americans thought the declaration of war was a policy of madness, and the Governor of Massachusetts issued a proclamation (June 26, 1812) for a public fast for a wrong committed “against the nation from which we are descended and which for many generations has been the bulwark of the religion we possess.”

Or take your Civil War! My, didn’t we spring to your help! Yes, sir! on both sides! We fought in the Northern armies, lent money to the South, took in refugees — they annexed our towns of Cobourg and Old Niagara and have never left — we supplied hay and oats at a bare cost (or pretty bare: farmers will be farmers) and when it was over we exulted with the North, shed tears with the South, and have glorified Lincoln and the Union along with you ever since.

Then you remember — at least I can, ever so well — the Venezuela boundary dispute about the Essoquibo River that broke into sudden tumult round Christmas of 1895. England very nearly called out the Household Troops (out of the bars), and you almost mobilized the Texas Rangers, only they were moving too fast. And in six months it was all over, and nobody could remember where the Essoquibo River was and they hadn’t known anyway, and the Household Troops went in again for another beer, and the Texas Rangers went on ranging.

So have all our emergencies and quarrels and animosities passed and gone overhead like April showers, or summer thunder, only to clear the air.

You see the underlying reason of all this is the queer intermingling of our history and our population. Those loyalists were only just the beginning of it. All through a century and a half our populations have washed back and forward over the line. Why, if at the present moment you count up all the people born in Canada and still alive, fourteen out of every hundred are living in the United States, a total of 1,250,000 in all. And conversely, 350,000 American-born people are living among us. Our Dominion Statistician told your American Statistical Society the other day, when they made him President of it — (we get jobs like that all the time) — he told them that of the people “of Canadian stock,” one-third are living in the United States.

Sometimes the tide rises into a flood in one direction, and then turns to an ebb in the other. Back in the eighties, when the mortgages fluttered down on our farms like snowflakes, there was so great a wave that for every 1,000 added to the native born of Canada, there were 726 outgoing emigrants to the United States: not the same individuals, but the same proportion. That was largely the great exodus of the French Canadians moving into New England so steadily and in so large a volume that the Pelletiers and the Dufresnes began to outnumber the Smiths and the McLeans. About 150,000 French Canadians moved across the line between 1875 and 1890, by which date there were 395,000 people in the United States who were French Canadian born, and of these 275,000 in New England. In spite of “repatriation,” the French Canadians, by birth or descent, in the United States now number about — I forget what.

But a few years later, to even up the balance, there came your American invasion of our Northwest. When the farmers of the Kansas prairies saw their farms blowing away northwestward in clouds of dust, they followed after their farms and landed in Alberta. They came in caravans of prairie schooners, or by the new railways, with carload lots of furniture, children and household goods — people of substance moving into the promised land, as the Israelites had moved, or the overland immigrants in the prairie schooners moving on California. Before this exodus, only about 500 Americans a year had come into our Northwest, but in 1900 there came 15,000; in 1911, 100,000, and 139,000 in the banner year of 1913; in all 600,000. Our official calculation was that the immigrants, at the height of the exodus, brought in money and goods and property to the value of $1,000 per person.

All this interchange of population, one might think, would have to lead to amalgamation, to the “annexation” of Canada by the United States, or of the United States by Canada. “Annexation,” indeed, used to be the bogey of our Canadian politics, the turnip on a stick with a candle in its mouth, used to frighten the electors. It is a dead topic now. It seemed odd the other day to read in the papers that one of our most patriotic statesmen, speaking in Toronto, made a passionate appeal for us not only to get into the war but to get into it good and hard, for fear we might be invaded by Nazis and then the United States would have to drive them out and, as a result, we’d get annexed to the United States. Funny kind of argument, wasn’t it! But, you see, way back in the past, there was a time when many of our leading statesmen, in England and over here, were always afraid of Canada’s getting too friendly with the United States, just as on a respectable farm they don’t like their daughters’ going around too much with the hired man. You can’t tell what may happen. Well, that was us.

Annexation to the United States! What a strange part that idea, that phrase, has played in our history and how completely it has passed out of it. It has served as a sort of bogey or warning — just as children are told that the Devil will get them if they’re not good — or as an invitation out of darkness into light, out of tyranny into freedom, as when Benjamin Franklin came up to Montreal in 1775, expecting to draw down the Canadians as easily as he drew down lightning. But the Canadians, pretty well all French then, weren’t taking any. The United States, or rather, the American Colonies, seemed far too British, too protestant, for their taste. So annexation slept. But in the war of 1812 it was the other way. So many Upper Canadians by that time sympathized with the United States and wanted to join the republic that it has been estimated (see our Canadian Archives, Q. 107, , or else take my word for it) that one-third of the population was on the American side. But as at least one-half of the New England people were on the British side, that only evens things up. That’s the queer way our history’s been conducted all through — both sides on each side. By which means they were able to keep the war of 1812 going till they got word from Europe that it was over. Luckily they had time, while the news was still on the ocean, to fight the battle of New Orleans which gave us that moving picture that I mentioned.

So annexation slept again. In any case, it didn’t matter much whether it slept or woke during the next generation (1815-45), because by that time the people were migrating out of the British Isles in all directions, with ever so many places to go to and all good — with a choice of the old flag or a new flag or no flag at all — the States, or to British North America or Australia or New Zealand or the Cannibal Isles. The migration to British North America between 1820 and 1845, apart from an odd year of slump, was anything from 10,000 to 66,000; to the States, from 10,000 to 63,000; to the Antipodes (apart from a banner year of 32,000 in 1841), from 1,000 to 15,000. The King of the Cannibal Isles kept no statistics of newcomers. He dealt with them as they came.

Then came (after 1845) the slump caused by free trade, free navigation and free competition, with such a big dose of freedom straight out of Manchester that it was just like the Kingdom of Heaven — to those who had was given and from those who had not was taken even what they had. Canada, half-developed and rickety, went under. “All the prosperity of which Canada is thus robbed” — it is Lord Elgin, the Governor of 1849, who says this, not me— “is transplanted to the other side of the line, as if to make Canadians feel more bitterly how much kinder England is to the children who desert her than to those who remain faithful. The conviction that they would be better off if annexed is almost universal among the commercial classes at present.” So there you were! No wonder that the commercial interests, along with a lot of other interests, presently got out at Montreal an Annexation Manifesto (1849) in favour of “friendly and peaceful separation.” We used to keep this wicked document hidden away in our archives, but now that it doesn’t matter we can admit that it was signed by a prime minister and three cabinet ministers of the later Dominion and with most of the best names in the city. We can laugh it off at that. That’s the beauty of our joint history. It all laughs off so easily.

But the Manifesto didn’t matter, because the wind turned around and blew the other way. There came the Reciprocity Treaty of 1854 and the Crimean War and wheat at $2.50 a bushel, and then your Civil War, with hay and hogs for everybody to sell till the Upper Canada farmers got so rich that they built brick houses and frame barns (in place of logs), and then put mortgages on them and built more of them — bigger and brighter — till they got so far into debt that they have never got out of it; in fact, so far into debt that they had to put on more mortgages still. That’s the way with farmers. In a burst of prosperity, they put on mortgages — that’s called expansion — and when debt comes they put on more, which is called contraction. The two together make the economics of large farming as opposed to small, or subsistence, farming. In the latter, subsistence farming, you just live; in the big stuff, you just don’t. But, of course, there’s no need to tell Americans about that. It’s been part of your economic history as much as ours: only being a bigger country you were able to do it on a bigger scale, especially in the west where there’s room. I’ve seen it. In one of the big agricultural states of the Mississippi valley, I have been driven for half an hour over one and the same mortgage. The grand old estates in Scotland have nothing on us. But I only mention it to show the similarity of our history, and the sympathy of it.

Annexation came back in 1891, but it was just a shadow of itself, not much reality to it. We had all got hard up again in Canada with the premature break of the Manitoba Boom, and a lot of our people turned again to Annexation as a sort of old family remedy — just as farmers turn to Painkiller and Bloodbitters for pretty well everything. It was mostly for election use, anyway, but the cry didn’t work. So instead of joining the States we did the other thing and let down the bars of the Northwest and advertised for American farmers, and we got the invasion that I spoke of above.... And this time we got such a “boom” in the Northwest that the first one, of the early Eighties, sounded like a whisper. While it lasted we had time to bring into the West, as I said, 600,000 of your people, and build half a dozen big cities and run railroads all over Hades in the prairie grass, ready for cities not built yet. That’s the way we do it, like carpenters putting up a grandstand before the rain comes. There is going to be another boom in the Nineteen Forties, and if we work fast we can build a metropolis or two and half a dozen universities while it’s still on.

So after that we never really needed to fall back on Annexation any more, and never have — except once, more or less in fun, just to make an election. That was back in 1911, which begins to seem like ancient history now, all peace and sunshine and such a thing as a “World War” just a fanciful dream of the imagination. Elections in days like those had none of the grim reality of life and death in which we live now. They were made up of fifty per cent business and fifty per cent humbug. You had, of course, to start an “issue,” and if there was none in sight in a clear sky you had to make one, as an Alberta rainmaker makes rain. So this time the Liberals said to the Conservatives, “How about annexation?” — and the Conservatives said, “First-rate, which side do you want?” — because both sides had had each. It was like the way in which the “scholars” in the little red schoolhouse used to decide on who should have first innings by throwing a baseball bat and matching hands on it. So the Liberals took Annexation and lost out on it.

Looking back on it now after nearly forty years, it all seems coloured with the evening light of retrospect. Nor do I remember any great angers over it at the time. One of our great arguments on the platform (I was a Conservative in that election) was to quote a letter of your good Mr. Taft, the President, in which he had spoken of our becoming an “Annex” of the republic. I think he meant it as a compliment, just as one speaks with pride of the expansion of a hotel. But naturally for us, “Taft’s letter” became the target of heroic denunciation. We used to carry it around, copies of it, to election meetings and have it on the speaker’s table, beside the water jug, as Exhibit No. 2 — right after the telegrams from all the distinguished people who would not be at the meeting — a little touch that lends class to a political gathering. It’s not who’s there that counts; it’s who’s not.

Years after we gave a big dinner to Mr. Taft at the University Club in Montreal, when he had long finished being President and was up here as an “arbitrator” to decide whether the Grand Trunk Railway was worth nothing or less than nothing. In introducing Mr. Taft, the Chairman read out from bygone newspapers those old denunciations of Mr. Taft and added, “Look at him! The man has the face of a Mephistopheles!” And Mr. Taft, smothered with laughter, admitted that he had.

So what I mean to say is, that’s all that ultimately came of this bogey of Annexation that frightened two generations in their sleep. It ended in a banquet and a laugh. And now all that’s left of it is that our local societies along the border annex pieces of the United States; the Rotarians of Buffalo annex St. Catharine’s for a day — see the Stars and Stripes all over the place, “Welcome Rotarians!” The Girl Guides of Windsor annex Detroit (Union Jacks everywhere and “Welcome Girl Guides!”). As I write these lines, the American Hotel Men have annexed Montreal in such numbers that we’re short of flags. Indeed, if any one wants to understand our relations with one another better than history can tell or statistics teach, let him go and stand anywhere along the Niagara-Buffalo frontier at holiday time — fourth of July or first of July, either one — they’re all one to us. Here are the Stars and Stripes and the Union Jacks all mixed up together and the tourists pouring back and forward over the International Bridge; immigration men trying in vain to sort them out; Niagara mingling its American and Canadian waters and its honeymoon couples.... Or go to the Detroit-Windsor frontier and move back and forward with the flood of commuters, of Americans sampling ale in Windsor and Canadians sampling lager in Detroit ... or come here to Montreal and meet the Dartmouth boys playing hockey against McGill ... or if that sounds too cold, come to Lake Memphremagog in July and go out bass fishing and hook up the International Boundary itself.

But all of such fraternization is only all the more fraternal because we know that we are satisfied on each side of the line to keep our political systems different. Annexation in the old bygone sense has vanished out of the picture. And in the other sense of a union of friendship that needs neither constitution nor compacts, we have it now and mean to keep it. Just once indeed — last spring, you remember — it looked almost the other way around, when we nearly annexed your republic; in fact, we did annex it (and you with it, Mr. Roosevelt) for three days during the visit of the King and Queen. I believe we had to remind you that we saw them first and wanted them back.

What a wonderful visit it is to look back upon now, like a break of open sky and sunshine in the gathering clouds. Up and down through Canada we dragged the King and the Queen by the hand, like children anxious to show our treasures — the apple blossoms of Annapolis and the peach-bloom of Niagara and the flowers among the ripening wheat of the prairies. “Take this, and this, and this,” in handfuls and, “if ever England wants anything — .” And now England has sent over, not for the flowers of the gardens or the plains, but for the hard metal, nickel and copper and steel, from the rocks of our northern desolation. These are the grim blossoms that go out as the harvest from Canada, gathered for its army. Under the tramp of the marching feet of those that carry it, our ears can catch the undertone of music — like the subdued refrains of the theatres, half-heard, half-lost in the other sounds — can catch the refrain of fifty years ago:

“for they’re sol-diers of the Queen, my lads — 
                    the Queen — my lads...”

till it fades and dies on the ear as the footsteps pass into distance.

I spoke of migration. But the shift of population back and forward that binds us most has not meant the mass movement of any special exodus or influx, but the steady and continued outgoing of individuals, seeking their fortunes back and forward across the line. From this has grown the unity of our professions — the law that follows the English common law in forty-seven states and in eight provinces — with two honourable exceptions to remind us of the bygone claims of France; the profession of medicine that sends its students and its professors and its practitioners indifferently across a continent; the engineers, the teachers, the artists, the architects. No one has ever counted, no statistics have ever shown, the volume of this export of brains across the line: or measured up the “unfavourable balance” of any community that dares trade in this with Nova Scotia. But the common experience of those of us whose lot it has been to come and go across the line among the colleges can bear witness to what an incalculable influence it must have had. I speak here of what I know. I “migrated” to the United States, to Chicago, forty years ago, as a wave all by myself, so penurious and friendless that even the thugs wouldn’t murder me. Of such single threads, insignificant in themselves, has our common garment been woven.

To the student, who represents the export of brains, we add the tourist, who represents the import of wonder. The habit of leaving home is one of the latest phases of our rapid civilization — as the wheel spins, people fly off from the centrifugal force of it. Arizona marvels at Alberta; Alberta at Arizona. The sound psychological principle of “tourism” is that anywhere is better than home, and if you don’t buy a car you can’t go anywhere and if you do buy a car you must go somewhere. From which springs the enormous economic phenomenon of “tourism” as a part of international trade. Our latest figures show that American visitors crossing the frontier spend in our country nearly $300,000,000 a year, and our return visitors spend about $100,000,000 a year in the States. Who wins out on this, only Professor Quiz of the Radio could tell, but at least it means that friendly little signs of “tourists,” “cabins,” and “fresh eggs” voice a welcome from every highway. Even in some lost corner in the broken bush where there is but a falling barn, a tumbled house, and a melancholy, a pathetic handmade sign, there passes to the whispering corn that rustles in the corn patch the word of hope, “tourists.” Better this, than the “keep out,” “keep off,” “military zone” of Europe. Our “demarcation” where the forests still front civilization has as its Siegfried Line the sign, “Fresh Eggs.”

That brings me easily enough to talk, as I said above I wished to, about money — you remember — about that dime? After all, you know, in your country as in ours money talks: and when it doesn’t talk it whispers. So when I ask you about letting us have that loose dime, I am sure you won’t think — that is, that you would fully understand — well, let the dime talk.

What I mean is this. In a sense, we don’t need any material aid. The war is going to make our fortune. It is an ill wind that blows no one luck, and the storms of death and disaster let loose to blow over Europe will cast up on our shores as a part of their wreckage a golden harvest of opportunity, a marvellous development of our latent resources. Thus have the sorrows and disasters of Europe always brought fortune to America. Bygone tyranny sent you the Pilgrim Fathers. Scotland sent you its Highlanders after the Forty-Five. Famine in Ireland gave New York its police force, and hard times in Scandinavia redeemed themselves in Minnesota. Even Germany weeded out for you its best, its refugee Karl Schurzes and its Joseph Pulitzers. Every European cycle of hard times, famine or depression, has washed its waves of newcomers to our plains and forests, and raised up in our sunshine a newer generation of hope that would have faded in the European shadow.

Now shall come the greatest of all, the vast migration out of Europe when this war, as yet unnamed, shall end. And this is ours first of all, this is Canada’s. We can and will take in half a million British a year, and still feel our country empty for a generation yet. French, too, if they will come: but scarcely likely: once back on the leafy boulevards with a vin rouge and a fifth edition of an evening paper, they stay there till the next war. They ask no other consummation than just to get back to their consommation.

But the British! Once the example was made of evacuating the children out of London the pace was set. Children who started life by “evacuating” will migrate all over the Empire. What’s the Atlantic to a family that has been all the way to Devon?

But long before the tide, comes the ground swell: and that will be in the call for our resources — men and material, matter and metal, to pass over for our defence on the European front. This, in spite of taxes, in spite of disruptions and dislocations, in spite of the inevitable but brief post-war slump, will make the material future of our country, as the Napoleonic War made yours. We can’t help it. We’re going to be just as modest about it as we can. But it’s there. And, of course, if you people like to come in on it, why, there’s lots for all of us. But if not, it’s all right anyway.

Take first our gold. From being nothing and nobody in the gold business fifty years ago, we are now the world’s second in it, and if you count in the other stuff that comes out with the gold, we are the world’s first. Just before the Great War (1911), the world had a total gold stock in hand of about $10,000,000,000 (meaning by a dollar, the twentieth part of an ounce) and a yearly production of $462,000,000. Canada only produced $9,000,000 and only held a negligible stock in its banks for glory’s sake. It coined no gold. Most people living in Canada never saw a gold coin. There had been the British Columbia mines and then the Klondike (1898), but their glory passed. Then came the discovery of gold all round Hudson’s Bay — God’s desolation that shore had seemed — and changed all the face of our country. By the close of the Great War (1919), Canada produced $15,000,000 of a world’s output of $350,000,000; and just before the fall of the gold standard altered the calculation from hard money to soft paper (1931), Canada produced $58,000,000 of a world’s total of $460,000,000. Now, reckoning the ounce of gold at 35 paper dollars, Canada in the last fully reported year produced $165,000,000 worth of gold.

So that’s our interest in gold: and as our government buys all the output of the Canadian mines in terms of U. S. paper, the fall of our currency — now at 10 per cent discount — doesn’t affect this part of the economic problem....

Now every time that war comes back to the world, gold comes back to its own. When the war is over, the economists begin to explain, as regularly as a chorus at sunset, that the world doesn’t need gold. They say that everything that gold does for commerce could be done without it; that as a measure of value you can hardly rely on it from one century to another. At the time of the Norman Conquest, a dollar and a half in gold would buy a cow! Where is that cow now? When King Richard III (not mechanized) shouted, “A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!” he could have had a good one for five dollars. And now his kingdom is mortgaged for forty billions, and carries it easily.... That sort of economics worries the business world about as much as the astronomers do when they tell us that the sun is losing time — half a second every thousand years — and that the North Pole star has shifted twenty minutes (or is it seconds?) since the Egyptians looked at it. The economists told us after the last war that gold was as “antiquated as the stagecoach,” that instead of it we could use “index numbers” and “ratios” and “curves of demand and supply.” But with war, back comes gold as the only means of payment for people too ignorant or stubborn to accept a couple of curves in return for army mules or crude oil. A Turk won’t take an Index Number and will look a gift ratio in the mouth.

So when gold comes back, all the warring nations want it and must have it, and all the nations that have mines must make the best of them. If one price (in the paper dollars of the minute) won’t get the gold out of the mines, then the price in paper dollars has got to go up. The thing is as logical as a hydraulic pump. In the old days of free coinage, the pump worked of itself: you dug up a dollar ($20.67 per oz.) and you got a dollar, a stamped one with a milled edge, but really just what you dug up. But it comes to much the same thing now: if there’s need enough for gold, the paper price has got to go up till the gold is forthcoming.

But here is the oddness of it. Economically, gold is in reverse gear. In hard times, with low wages and low cost for materials and powers, gold beats out its momentary paper price, and mining flourishes best when everything else flourishes worst. This at first sight looks like “Public Enemy No. 1,” but it isn’t. In fact, it’s more likely the other way; it acts like the big flywheel in a machine that helps it to run when the running is hard, and helps slack it up when it needs it. “Compensatory action” is the engineer’s phrase, isn’t it? If not, they can have it.

So, inevitably, the first effect of war is to raise all prices of labour and materials and machinery, and for the moment knock the profit out of mining. Indeed the very anticipation of this is enough to knock down the stock exchange valuation of the mining shares, as it has done right now. But you can no more hold them down for good than you can sit on a safety valve. The gold is needed, the paper price rises, and up they come! This is happening right now, as easy to predict as sunshine in California. Any one who wants to can make a lot of money out of it. Only be sure to pick the right mines. There are three kinds in Canada — established mines, prospective mines and flapdoodle. The established mines are the ones that are actually producing gold, lots of it, with lots more in sight (that means, technically, gold that you don’t see) and in some of them gold is piled up, as in the Egyptian pyramids of the Rameses family, so much of it that the directors can hand down a dividend off the shelf as they hand down raisins in a country store, unless they fall asleep and forget to.

By the prospective mines, I mean the ones that later are going to be, or were going to be, but for the war, established mines. The gold is there for certain, and, apart from changes of transport and conditions and taxes and charges, prospective mines would have turned into established mines as properly as seeds turn into pumpkins. But war changes a lot of things....

The flapdoodle mines outnumber the others, as the blacks outnumber the whites in Barbados. Some of them are just a few stakes in the ground, or a claim, or a hole, or a hope, or a false alarm. Some of them, not a doubt of it, would have turned into Eldorados of profit. And on this basis the flapdoodle mines have given us, in peacetime, a cheerful element of chance in a monotonous world, too prim to allow sweepstakes and without enough time to play Italian lotto or French dominoes: a little element of northern adventure in a dull routine of work, with a dime sent out to seek an Eldorado. Here’s to them and good-bye! They have sprung up like little flowers in their northern wilderness, but with the hot blast of war they perish, as the flowers do, in their own bush fires. But with peace again, and with the second growth of underbrush rising anew in the burnt forest, the flapdoodle mines, a new crop, will spring to life again, and their life go on as before.

Such is the gold stake in Canada. You Americans might care to come in on it. It’s better than sitting around in Oklahoma, arguing on neutrality. But if not, that’s all right; you don’t mind my talking of it.

But gold is only the minor part of our mineral resources. That same rim of rocks that encircles the desolate shores of the James and Hudson’s Bays is one vast treasure house of the world’s metals — iron, copper, cobalt, nickel, lead — and metals whose strange names and magic properties are known only to those whose business it is to forge the mechanisms of war. Our nickel represents 80 per cent of the world’s supply. Till now 95 per cent of it went into the arts of peace where its matchless property of hardening other metals puts it beyond competition. But in war the God Mars will claim his own.

But since we have started talking about this low business of gold and money and money getting, let us go a little further with it and recall how much our mutual trade means to each of us. The total of it in the last reported year ran to $900,000,000: but, as the Scotch say, never mind about the three cents. In fact, never mind about the figures at all. I may have got them all wrong: when I say millions, perhaps it was billions. I always feel that figures merely clutter up an argument.

But for those who do enjoy figures, please don’t add and subtract the columns to get at the “balance of trade” to see who is cheating who. Of all the fool doctrines that have obscured the commercial outlook of mankind and injured peace and good will among the nations, the balance of trade doctrine is the worst. What does it matter who sells and who buys as long as both are satisfied? If I buy a dozen eggs from my grocer, he has, I admit, the balance of trade, but after all I have the eggs. But according to this fool doctrine the grocer has outdone me by thirty-five cents. Over those points statesmen on your side of the line and statesmen on our side of the line have shouted denunciation for generations. We had the “balance” on you during the Civil War period and cheated you out of so much that you had to shut down on trade with us and terminate the Reciprocity Treaty. Just now and for some years past you’ve been cheating us regularly every year (see the reports) out of about fifty million dollars (or billion): in short, we would be absolutely on the rocks if we hadn’t been able to turn around and cheat the British (who, of course, are easy marks) out of still larger amounts. The British, in fact, are such nuts commercially that they’ve been running an unfavourable balance of trade for nearly a hundred years and have never caught on to it. Don’t whisper it to them or they might wake up.

The so-called unfavourable balance may mean glorious things for a nation. When this war ends, if there should ensue, as I am sure there will, a period of development for Canada such as few countries ever saw — a flood of immigration, a mass import of machinery and a vast development of natural resources — then the balance of trade will be utterly and completely unfavourable, year after year, and the more rapid the development the heavier the adverse balance. The infancy of a nation spells an adverse balance, from the efforts made on its behalf: just as human infancy means an adverse balance of care and kisses. And if a nation turns old, so old that its efforts end, and it sits still and lives on its investments abroad — its feet in warm water and its gruel at its side — then that again leaves the adverse balance, for the gruel. Thus in the life of trade as in the life of man, do youth and age contrast, and age presents its sorry parody of a second childhood.

So in this new period, first of our war and then of our rising industrial development and power, let the balance fall so heavy in the scale that it kicks the beam. Such a balance is measured visibly to the eyes by its actuality of carloads of machinery and material, and is reflected from that into terms of money. But the goods are the substance, the money just the moonshine in the water. When you lend us money and we import material, what has happened really is that you have lent us the material; and when we pay you interest, that also, at one remove, takes the form of handing over goods.

So that brings me, Mr. Roosevelt, to that question I asked way up above, whether you have a loose dime? You may have forgotten it, but I’ve been thinking of it all through. If you haven’t got it, why, that’s all right. But if you have, what about lending it to us? I needn’t talk to you about our credit and how fine it is, because it’s wonderful, except of course in Alberta where they’ve got it a little too much socialized. But you know what they’re like in the West — big-hearted — a sort of effect of the big open spaces — well, never mind them: we’ll pay their share.

Now if you were to ask me how much, I would say that depends altogether on what you have. We’ll take all you’ve got, but beyond that we don’t want to go. And when I say send us over money, I don’t mean, of necessity, send it over to buy the kind of bonds in the table I spoke of. We have a line of common stocks that we are showing this winter that I think we can absolutely “guarantee,” as they say of the fresh eggs in our Bon Secours Market here. I hate to come down from the high level of this discussion to the low ground of political economy, but I know that I don’t need to tell Americans how beautiful is a dividend that is independent of the currency it’s paid in, because if the currency goes down the dividend goes up. Our money has fallen, as compared with yours, by ten per cent: as a matter of fact, all currencies are falling, like snowflakes coming down together, but some a little faster than the rest. Our snowflakes are wet and heavy just now with the gathering tears of war and fall a little bit faster for it; but we like them nonetheless for that: and soon the gathered warmth of national effort, peace and victory shall float them up in the sunshine....

But no, never mind all that. It’s all right, Mr. Roosevelt. If your people want to help and lend a hand or lend a dime, why, that’s fine! But if they can’t, it’s all right; we’ll manage. We’ve known hard years from our pioneer days down, hard times and mortgages, and the stress of war, and never yet broken faith for a day. We’ll go down deep and deeper into our pockets till we turn them inside out into emptiness. Who could fail to do it, with the tramp of the marching feet in our streets to remind us that there are higher things than money, and worse things than poverty? It’s all right, Mr. Roosevelt.

So let me get back again from my discussion of money and commerce to where I started from, the thesis that nothing that is to happen in Europe must disturb the peace and good will that prevails in North America. It has been fashioned in a mould that, once broken, can never be reset.

Those of us who study the past often think of the British people as the fortunate children of history; free from invasion for close upon a thousand years; their institutions struck deep into soil, ancient as the elms and oaks of their countryside: antiquity preserved in a hundred quaint and venerable forms, time’s chain upon the present; freedom so long established that it has bred a kindly tolerance that knows no cruelty: that merely touches crime upon the shoulder and says, “Come along with me”: lends a soap box to a communist to speak from: and fights and dies without hatred, calling its enemy “Fritz.” “That was a fine shot,” so said the other day a British Navy Captain before going down with his torpedoed ship, and, saying it, added another line to the golden page.

This same happy destiny, on a still larger scale, of an uninvaded land and an undisturbed peace, is offered to us in North America, as seen in the broad view of history, where a generation is but a day. Shaded and vexed as it is by fierce industrial conflict, it still has moved forward toward enduring peace. The light fights against the darkness. Already the twilight of the dawn is touched with the rising sun.

Over Great Britain, for the moment, a dark shadow has fallen. No one who knows the worth of the British people can doubt that it will pass. Such a people cannot die.

But when the shadow passes, they must not look across a clearer ocean to see that it has fallen over us. They must see that the broad daylight of peace and good will, which came to us in America from the sunrise out of their islands, has been unshadowed and unvexed, and shall so pass to the noonday of a larger future.

VI

THESE TWO ARTICLES WERE INTENDED FOR AN ANTHOLOGY OF HUMOUR, NEVER FINISHED, “NOT TO BE REGARDED AS AN ATTEMPT TO SELECT THE WORLD’S BEST HUMOUR BUT AS A PURELY PERSONAL DISCUSSION OF THE THINGS THAT I HAVE READ AND ADMIRED AND INVITE PEOPLE TO READ AGAIN WITH ME.”


Alice Walks in Wonderland

[image: img70.jpg]

ALICE IN WONDERLAND is one of the world’s books. The name is so familiar that the world forgets that it is really two books, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass and What Alice Found There. The first was published in 1865 and the second not till 1871, but they generally pass amalgamated as Alice in Wonderland. Few people could remember offhand whether or not the Walrus and the Carpenter were in the same book with the Mad Hatter. But no one doubts the unity of the whole. Book One or Two, it is all Wonderland with the same kind of people in it, found nowhere else.

All of it is the work of Lewis Carroll who was in reality the last person to have written it. His real name was the Reverend Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832-1898), and he lived a secluded life in Christ Church College, Oxford, as a clerical don and a fellow and tutor in mathematics. Here life passed easily by, term succeeding term, as sheltered as the quadrangles of the colleges, as timeless as the flow of the River Isis. Here lived a bygone world of cloistered, clerical, classical quiet, a world of learning undisturbed, majestic in its prestige, profound in its very ignorance. Here Greek grammar outranked the maker of the Suez Canal. Yet these cloistered, clerical scholars, walking like rooks in their college quad, maintained in religion essentially the beliefs of the Tennessee fundamentalists, and outside of it a complete ignorance of, and often a complete contempt for, at least one-half of the things that constitute the world’s knowledge of today. For them chemistry was a stinking business, geology halfway to hell and electricity better left alone.

In this environment Lewis Carroll fitted like a white mouse in a silk box. He lived in sort of half-seclusion with just enough to do not to have nothing to do, wrote a few mathematical disquisitions, and quite a long theological monograph, but chiefly he revelled in the puzzles and acrostics and conceits of language that come down from scholastic days. Biographers exalt his mathematics for sensation’s sake. But, in reality, Lewis Carroll’s mathematical writings amounted to nothing more than textbook stuff, juggling Euclid Book V into algebra and so on. His chief theological writing is a little treatise on the problem of eternal punishment in Hell by a loving God, which he shows in a rather misty way to be just the kind of thing that a loving God would institute, if it didn’t last too long. It might be so — in Wonderland.

The chief and most obvious personal characteristic of the Reverend Charles Dodgson was his extraordinary fondness for little girls; he loved to loll with them in punts, to nestle with them in the grass beneath a tree, and to tell them neverending stories. This is of course so admirable, especially in a young cleric, that those of us made of rougher metal are not allowed to call it “sissy.” But I’d like to — the endless pussy-wussy letters to little girls, the endless willingness to have them in to tea, and to take their photographs in the spacious set of rooms which he enjoyed at Christ Church. A little of that sort of thing may be excellent but, as they say in Yiddish-English, too much is enough.

More than that. The Reverend Mr. Dodgson was not only a sissy in college but a sissy outside of it. He thought swearing terrible, and the faintest touch of scoffing at sacred things, even in fun, distressed his sensitive nature. For example, he thought some of the so-called fun of England’s new writer, Mr. W. S. Gilbert, most deplorable stuff. Gilbert, celebrated already for his “Bab” Ballads, had now opened out into the glorious fun of the Gilbert and Sullivan comic operas. But it was too glorious for Lewis Carroll to see; it dazzled his eyes, unused to full daylight. He thought it dreadful of Mr. Gilbert to make fun of curates and the church. There is in one of the earlier operas, forgotten now, the Sorcerer, a delightful song, executed by a Bishop who embodies all the plump and decorous prosperity of his happy office, a song detailing his life as a “pale young curate”:

Time was when love and I were well acquainted,
    Time was when we walked ever hand in hand;
A saintly youth with worldly thought untainted,
    None better loved than I in all the land.
Time was when maidens of the noblest station,
    Forsaking even military men,
Would gaze upon me; rapt in adoration — 
    Ah, me, I was a fair young curate then.

Had I a headache? Sighed the maids assembled;
    Had I a cold? Welled forth the silent tear;
Did I look pale? Then half the parish trembled;
    And when I coughed all thought the end was near.
I had no care — no jealous doubts hung o’er me — 
    For I was loved beyond all other men.
Fled gilded dukes and belted earls before me — 
    Ah, me, I was a pale young curate then.

 

Any one who cannot exult in the fun and thrill to the final cadence of that song has neither music nor humour. But it was too much for Lewis Carroll.

“Mr. Gilbert,” he wrote in the London magazine The Theatre, “seems to have a craze for making bishops and clergymen contemptible.... The Pale Young Curate is to me simply painful. I seem to see him as he goes home at night, pale and worn with his day’s work, perhaps sick with the pestilent atmosphere of a noisome garret, where, at the risk of his life, he has been comforting a dying man — and is your sense of humour, my reader, so keen that you can laugh at that man? Then be consistent ... laugh also at the pale young soldier as he sinks on the trampled battlefield” ...

Quite so. But not all pale young curates lived in the slums. A good many of them played croquet and drank tea on the lawn. That’s where they met the gilded earls and belted knights who ran away from them. These boys were not to be met in the slums. Lewis Carroll really shows his limitations. He didn’t understand that Gilbert was in fun. We may compare the man mentioned in Harry Graham’s Ruthless Rhymes, who had a high-spirited, mischievous son Augustus who used to push people under buses: “I will say this about my son, he does enjoy a bit of fun.” Gilbert wasn’t thinking of slums and dying paupers who infested curates. He was like Augustus — just enjoying “a bit of fun.” One might as well denounce Lewis Carroll’s Jabberwock poem as a scene of hideous bloodshed, or feel horrified when the Duchess’ baby turned into a pig and she threw it away. How painful for motherhood.

Still worse is Lewis Carroll’s denunciation of the terrible swearing in Gilbert’s Pinafore, where some one actually says, “Damme.”

He writes:

 

I have never seen Mr. Gilbert’s clever play Pinafore performed by grown-up actors; as played by children one passage in it was to me sad beyond words. It occurs when the Captain utters the oath, “damme,” and forthwith a bevy of sweet, innocent-looking little girls sing, with bright, happy looks, the chorus, “He said, ‘Damme me.’ He said, ‘Damme me.’” I cannot find words to convey to the reader the pain I felt in seeing those dear children taught to utter such words to amuse ears grown callous to their ghastly meaning.

 

A little while ago (September, 1941) one of the few survivors of the Oxford of that day, Mrs. Margaret Woods, distinguished as the daughter of George Granville Bradley, Dean of Westminster (1821-1903), and on her own account as a novelist, wrote an interesting reminiscence of Lewis Carroll in the Oxford of the Seventies.

 

The most enduringly famous of the Oxford writers of that date was Lewis Carroll, author of Alice in Wonderland. His real name was Dodgson and he was a Senior Student, that is, a Fellow of Christ Church, where he lived a secluded life in his college rooms. He had formerly been intimate with the family of Dean Liddell, the Dean of the College, and the story of Alice had been first told to the Liddell children. When the Alice of his tale had grown into a lovely girl, he asked, in old-world fashion, her father’s permission to pay his addresses to her. The Dean might reasonably have refused his permission on the ground of the girl’s youth and inexperience, and the discrepancy in age between her and their friend. But Dean Liddell, whose manner was always haughty, rebuffed Mr. Dodgson’s appeal in so offensive a way that all intercourse between them ceased. It is an awkward situation for a Fellow of a college not to be on speaking terms with his Head. Mr. Dodgson now took up photography but here also he found a snag. He invited a very little girl to be photographed and took her almost unclothed. Her mother shrieked at the impropriety of this. No wonder the sensitive man of genius became propriety-stricken. Hence the unsatisfactoriness of my own contacts with him. When I was fifteen, he expressed a wish to photograph me and invited my mother to bring me to lunch in his rooms. Their lunch time conversation was not amusing and, as manners for schoolgirls then enjoined, I remained silent. The resulting photograph represented a self-conscious young lady sitting bolt upright in her chair, with a forced smile on her face. My only tête-à-tête with him about a year later was still more unfortunate. I met him at Reading Station where I was changing for Oxford. He was seated in a first class carriage and found that I was alone and travelling third class. This horrified him, not quite so unreasonably as we thought, for there were traps set for young girls on journeys, of which my innocent mother was as ignorant as myself. I got into an empty compartment and to my embarrassment Mr. Dodgson left his first class carriage and joined me there. Seating himself at the furthest end to (sic) myself, he put arithmetical puzzles to me during the rest of the journey. My education had been neglected and not being interested in arithmetic I never learned more than was necessary for keeping accounts. Consequently I could not solve one of his conundrums, and he doubtless concluded me to be a stupid girl, for he took no further notice of me.

 

So one would think that such a secluded, academic, not to say sissified, young man would be the last person to amuse his more robust compatriots and his rough transatlantic cousins for three generations. And so, indeed, he was in his ordinary walk in life. “I knew and greatly valued Charles Dodgson,” wrote one of his intimate friends, “in the friendly intercourse of life; but the friend of the fireside and the family dinner table was totally unlike the Lewis Carroll that popular imagination would picture. I may truthfully say that throughout much friendly intercourse with Charles Dodgson, the remembrance of which I value greatly, I never met that exquisite humourist Lewis Carroll.”

For here stepped in a peculiar mystery or magic such as occurs in the creation of literature of exception. It was like Charles Dickens groping his way, leading the Pickwick Club by the bridles of their horses and then turning around a corner into the magic world of Dingley Dell and the White Hart Inn; such a world as never was, quite untrue to life, but much better, as all our lives ought to be, and hence more true than life itself. It was like Mark Twain, fumbling around with an attempt at a new Tom Sawyer story, the same old pranks grown stale, and then drifting away down the Mississippi on a raft with Huckleberry Finn. So it was with Alice in Wonderland. Lewis Carroll, telling random stories to his little girls, made up as he went along, fell down a rabbit hole into a most extraordinary world of odd characters. He didn’t make them up. They just seemed to come; and the odd thing is that these impossible characters always seem to be suggesting something else. It all seems as if we had heard it before; as if it meant something that we don’t quite apprehend, and yet recognize; something half-caught and yet slipping away, leaving its unsolved suggestion. We keep asking, as the shifting inconsequential scenes and people pass by, What is that? Who is that like? Where have I heard that?

For example, at the Mad Hatter’s Tea-Party which we quote below, when the Hatter and the March Hare shake the Dormouse to wake him up and he says, “I heard every word you fellows were saying.” ... Surely we have heard that before. It sounds so familiar — yes! — men together in the evening and one who dozes off from too much open-air exercise — that’s exactly what it is!

But Lewis Carroll himself could only guess what the characters meant and where the talk came from. “Bits and scraps,” he said, “every idea and nearly every word of the dialogue came of itself.... I pictured to myself the Queen of Hearts as a sort of embodiment of ungovernable passion ... the Red Queen a fury, but cold and calm.... The White Queen gentle, stupid, fat and pale, and helpless as an infant ... suggesting imbecility but never quite passing into it.” It was a queer process that went on in his brain; something half-suggested, a peculiar power to write half an idea, which the reader half-gets. When he was asked what The Hunting of the Snark meant, Lewis Carroll answered truthfully that he didn’t know. He said that he was walking one day on a hillside when it suddenly occurred to him that “the Snark was a Boojum.” This was like one of the revelations of the Old Testament. More was revealed later— “pieced itself together” — he said. So the Snark remains an unfathomed mystery.

These fancies were first precipitated into written form as the result of a summer afternoon picnic in the long vacation. He had with him the three children of Dr. Liddell, the pundit mentioned above, the Head of Mr. Dodgson’s college, the joint compiler of Liddell and Scott’s Greek Lexicon. Lewis Carroll has told the story himself.

“I made an expedition up the river,” wrote Mr. Dodgson in his diary of July 4, 1862, “to Godstow with the three Liddells; we had tea on the bank there, and did not reach Christ Church till half-past eight.” Later he inserted, “On which occasion I told them the fairy tale of Alice’s adventures underground.” As a matter of fact, another clerical gentleman, the late Canon Duckworth, says he was also in the boat when Dodgson told the story as they rowed. He may have been. If so, Lewis Carroll forgot he was there. He disappeared like the Cheshire Cat.

So with that we begin to read, or rather we won’t begin at the very beginning of the story, for it starts with what is really child stuff — Alice falling down rabbit holes, and biting off bits of mushrooms to get first tall and then small and so on. This hits children hard but not us.... Then all of a sudden the story breaks through into such a queer enchanted world of disunited scenery, queer people — and off we go. Let us jump at once into the very best of it — the Mad Hatter’s Tea-Party ...

 

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only, as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it: “No room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an encouraging tone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.

“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily.

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice; “it’s laid for a great many more than three.”

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, and this was his first speech.

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity; “it’s very rude.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was, “Why is a raven like a writing-desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles — I believe I can guess that,” she added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.

“Exactly so,” said Alice.

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least — at least I mean what I say — that’s the same thing, you know.”

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “Why, you might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as ‘I get what I like’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his sleep, “that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which wasn’t much.

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “What day of the month is it?” he said, turning to Alice; he had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding it to his ear.

Alice considered a little, and then said, “The fourth.”

“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added, looking angrily at the March Hare.

“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied.

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled: “you shouldn’t have put it in with the bread-knife.”

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, you know.”

 

Now just stop there a moment at that remark, “It was the best butter.” That kind of thing — you can’t call it exactly a joke, or a quip, or a play upon words, but just a hopelessly inconsequential remark, funny because it sounds as if it ought to mean something and yet it doesn’t — that kind of thing occurs and recurs all through the Wonderland books, along with the downright puns and plays on words. But these are not the essence of the thing at all. Lewis Carroll would never have got far with that stuff alone. Oddly enough, these are the things that get quoted, but not really for their own sake but for the remembrance of the characters who say them.

But the point is, who are these queer people anyway? — the March Hare and the Mad Hatter and the Dormouse. We don’t exactly know. Neither did Lewis Carroll. Sir John Tenniel, the artist, caught from the Hatter the idea of something half-horrible, abnormal, the repulsiveness of blank imbecility. When Alice in Wonderland was put on the stage in London, Sydney Harcourt played this kind of Hatter. Lewis Carroll went to see the play and said, “To see him enact the Hatter was a weird and uncanny thing, as though some grotesque monster, seen last night in a dream, should walk into the room in broad daylight and quietly say, ‘Good morning.’ I need not try to describe what I meant the Hatter to be, since, so far as I can now remember, it was exactly what Mr. Harcourt has made him.”

But the Hatter, we must remember, moves in the charm of afternoon sunlight dancing through the leaves on a tea table.

But one can see how these strange characters, splinters of distorted light, hold and fascinate us. They are so exactly like — like what? We don’t know.

 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. “What a funny watch!” she remarked. “It tells the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!”

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what year it is?”

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but that’s because it stays the same year for such a long time together.”

“Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter.

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to her to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it was certainly English. “I don’t quite understand you,” she said, as politely as she could.

“The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea on to its nose.

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, without opening its eyes, “Of course, of course; just what I was going to remark myself.”

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the Hatter said, turning to Alice again.

“No, I give it up,” Alice replied: “what’s the answer?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter.

“Nor I,” said the March Hare.

Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might do something better with the time,” she said, “than wasting it in asking riddles that have no answers.”

“If you knew Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting it. It’s him.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice.

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptuously. “I dare say you never even spoke to Time!”

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied: “but I know I have to beat time when I learn music.”

“Ah! that accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it were nine o’clock in the morning, just time to begin lessons: you’d only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time for dinner!”

(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said to itself in a whisper.)

“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thoughtfully: “but then — I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know.”

“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Hatter: “but you could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.”

“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked.

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. “Not I!” he replied. “We quarrelled last March — just before he went mad, you know—” (pointing with his teaspoon at the March Hare) “it was at the great concert given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing

‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!
How I wonder what you’re at!’

 

“You know the song, perhaps?”

“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice.

“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in this way: — 

‘Up above the world you fly,
Like a teatray in the sky.
    Twinkle, twinkle—’”

 

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep “Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle—” and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop.

“Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,” said the Hatter, “when the Queen (jumped up and) bawled out, ‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!’”

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, “he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s always six o’clock now.”

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Is that the reason so many tea-things are put out here?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s always tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things between whiles.”

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose?” said Alice.

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get used up.”

“But what happens when you come to the beginning again?” Alice ventured to ask.

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of this. I vote the young lady tells us a story.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice, rather alarmed at the proposal.

“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both cried. “Wake up, Dormouse!” And they pinched it on both sides at once.

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. “I wasn’t asleep,” he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: “I heard every word you fellows were saying.”

“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare.

“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice.

“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or you’ll be asleep again before it’s done.”

“Once upon a time there were three little sisters,” the Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and their names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived at the bottom of a well—”

“What did they live on?” said Alice, who always took a great interest in questions of eating and drinking.

“They lived on treacle,” said the Dormouse, after thinking a minute or two.

“They couldn’t have done that, you know,” Alice gently remarked: “they’d have been ill.”

“So they were,” said the Dormouse: “very ill.”

Alice tried a little to fancy to herself what such an extraordinary way of living would be like, but it puzzled her too much, so she went on: “But why did they live at the bottom of a well?”

“Take some more tea,” the March Hare said to Alice, very earnestly.

“I’ve had nothing yet,” Alice replied in an offended tone, “so I can’t take more.”

“You mean you can’t take less,” said the Hatter: “it’s very easy to take more than nothing.”

“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice.

“Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter asked triumphantly.

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she helped herself to some tea and bread-and-butter, and then turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. “Why did they live at the bottom of a well?”

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think about it, and then said, “It was a treacle-well.”

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare went “Sh! sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily remarked, “If you can’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.”

“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly: “I won’t interrupt you again. I dare say there may be one.”

“One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. However, he consented to go on. “And so these three little sisters — they were learning to draw, you know—”

“What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forgetting her promise.

“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering at all this time.

“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter “let’s all move one place on.”

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed him: the March Hare moved into the Dormouse’s place, and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March Hare. The Hatter was the only one who got any advantage from the change: and Alice was a good deal worse off than before, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug into his plate.

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she began very cautiously: “But I don’t understand. Where did they draw the treacle from?”

“You can draw water out of a water-well,” said the Hatter; “so I should think you could draw treacle out of a treacle-well — eh, stupid?”

“But they were in the well,” Alice said to the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last remark.

“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse,— “well in.”

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the Dormouse go on for some time without interrupting it.

“They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting very sleepy; “and they drew all manner of things — everything that begins with an M—”

“Why with an M?” said Alice.

“Why not?” said the March Hare.

Alice was silent.

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was going off into a doze; but, on being pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went on: “ — that begins with an M, such as mousetraps, and the moon, and memory, and muchness — you know you say things are ‘much of a muchness’ — did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness?”

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much confused, “I don’t think—”

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter.

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear: she got up in great disgust, and walked off; the Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least notice of her going, though she looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would call after her: the last time she saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot.

 

So Alice “wonders on” and all of a sudden here are two more of these queer characters appearing in the strange, inconsequential scene that shifts from minute to minute. Here are Tweedledum and Tweedledee.

 

They were standing under a tree, each with an arm round the other’s neck, and Alice knew which was which in a moment, because one of them had “DUM” embroidered on his collar, and the other “DEE.” “I suppose they’ve each got “TWEEDLE” round at the back of the collar,” she said to herself.

They stood so still that she quite forgot they were alive, and she was just looking round to see if the word “TWEEDLE” was written at the back of each collar, when she was startled by a voice coming from the one marked “DUM.”

“If you think we’re wax-works,” he said, “you ought to pay, you know. Wax-works weren’t made to be looked at for nothing. Nohow!”

“Contrariwise,” added the one marked “DEE,” “if you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.”

“I’m sure I’m very sorry,” was all Alice could say; for the words of the old song kept ringing through her head like the ticking of a clock, and she could hardly help saying them out aloud:

“Tweedledum and Tweedledee
    Agreed to have a battle;
For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
    Had spoiled his nice new rattle.

“Just then flew down a monstrous crow,
    As black as a tar-barrel;
Which frightened both the heroes so,
    They quite forgot their quarrel.”

 

“I know what you’re thinking about,” said Tweedledum: “but it isn’t so, nohow.”

“Contrariwise,” continued Tweedledee, “if it was so, it might be; and if it were so, it would be: but as it isn’t, it ain’t. That’s logic.”

 

We realize at once the fascination of Tweedledum and Tweedledee, so alike and yet different. They stand for the “two-ness” of things, all that results from things being two and two, either two and two in contrast, or two and two in agreement. Nothing is complete without the something that goes with it. Tweedledum implies tweedledee. There is a metaphysical theory for this, something about thesis and antithesis, but call it Tweedledum and Tweedledee and it’s easier.

There is more to it than this. Tweedledum and tweedledee represent academic reasoning, college argument. “If it were so, it would be; but as it isn’t, it ain’t.” ... Any third year class in logic will feel something stir in them at that. This aspect of academic reasoning reappears as soon as Tweedledee, at his brother’s request (notice how they work together), recites for Alice the most famous of all the Lewis Carroll poems (except perhaps the Jabberwocky), The Walrus and the Carpenter. These interpolated poems were in accord with the fashion of the day and don’t, of necessity, follow the character of the reciter. But in this case they do. We must not quote the whole poem here, but observe:

“The Walrus and the Carpenter
    Were walking close at hand;
They wept like anything to see
    Such quantities of sand:
‘If this were only cleared away,’
    They said, ‘it would be grand!

“‘If seven maids with seven mops
    Swept it for half a year;
Do you suppose,’ the Walrus said,
    ‘That they could get it clear?’
‘I doubt it,’ said the Carpenter,
    And shed a bitter tear.”

 

We note here the queer half-suggestion of statistics and mathematics; the exact calculation of the seven maids with seven mops working for six months, followed by the feeble mathematical conclusion, “I doubt it.” There is, of course, no room for doubt in mathematics; either they do it or they don’t. But this queer, sudden collapse of what sounded like severe reasoning, sounds terribly like something — is it parliamentary finance? or what?

The collegiate note is struck even more strongly a little lower down. Anybody who has ever looked over the thing called the agenda of a scientific society, meaning the mixture of things they propose to talk about, will recognize at once the type.

“The time has come,’ the Walrus said,
    To talk of many things:
Of shoes — and ships — and sealing-wax — 
    Of cabbages — and kings — 
And why the sea is boiling hot — 
    And whether pigs have wings.’”

 

The concluding verses, however, break away from mathematics and rest on problems of what seem to be mutual service and social help — but end (again just like something or other) in the death of the oysters.

“‘It was so kind of you to come!
    And you are very nice!’
The Carpenter said nothing but
    ‘Cut us another slice:
I wish you were not quite so deaf — 
    I’ve had to ask you twice!’

“‘It seems a shame,’ the Walrus said,
    ‘To play them such a trick,
After we’ve brought them out so far,
    And made them trot so quick!’
The Carpenter said nothing but
    ‘The butter’s spread too thick!’

“‘I weep for you,’ the Walrus said:
    ‘I deeply sympathize.’
With sobs and tears he sorted out
    Those of the largest size,
Holding his pocket-handkerchief
    Before his streaming eyes.

“‘O Oysters,’ said the Carpenter,
    ‘You’ve had a pleasant run!
Shall we be trotting home again?’
    But answer came there none — 
And this was scarcely odd, because
    They’d eaten every one.”

 

On the conclusion of the recitation, Tweedledum and Tweedledee apply college reasoning to the Carpenter and the Walrus — what is called in philosophy the problem of conduct.

 

“I like the Walrus best,” said Alice: “because you see he was a little sorry for the poor oysters.”

“He ate more than the Carpenter, though,” said Tweedledee. “You see, he held his handkerchief in front, so that the Carpenter couldn’t count how many he took: contrariwise.”

“That was mean!” Alice said indignantly. “Then I like the Carpenter best — if he didn’t eat so many as the Walrus.”

“But he ate as many as he could get,” said Tweedledum.

 

The characters come drifting past — the White Queen who turns into a Sheep, Humpty Dumpty who lives in a tangle of Arithmetic, Kings, Lions and Unicorns, and then round the corner we go, right into the Middle Ages with the Red Knight and the White Knight. After their terrific duel, the Red Knight gallops off and Alice is left alone with the White Knight. One can picture him! His queer accoutrement of tin pans and “inventions” hung all around him; his gentle, simple face; his easy acceptance of failure; his refusal to complain; his willingness, if need be, to talk upside-down ... Cervantes in his Don Quixote painted a picture of departing chivalry, laughing it off the stage of history, as it were, only to find it come back again at his call. Mark Twain transported his Connecticut Yankee to King Arthur’s Court, to show what invention could do for mediaeval stagnation. But Lewis Carroll in Alice in Wonderland, even before the Yankee was written, had joined him with Don Quixote into the beautiful character of the White Knight, the character of “God’s Fool” that appears and reappears in the world’s literature. We may read him straight ahead for he interprets himself as he goes.

 

“It was a glorious victory, wasn’t it?” said the White Knight, as he came up panting.

“I don’t know,” Alice said doubtfully. “I don’t want to be anybody’s prisoner. I want to be a Queen.”

“So you will, when you’ve crossed the next brook,” said the White Knight. “I’ll see you safe to the end of the wood — and then I must go back, you know. That’s the end of my move.”

“Thank you very much,” said Alice. “May I help you off with your helmet?” It was evidently more than he could manage by himself; however, she managed to shake him out of it at last.

“Now one can breathe more easily,” said the Knight, putting back his shaggy hair with both hands, and turning his gentle face and large mild eyes to Alice. She thought she had never seen such a strange-looking soldier in all her life.

He was dressed in tin armour, which seemed to fit him very badly, and he had a queer little deal box fastened across his shoulders upside-down, and with the lid hanging open. Alice looked at it with great curiosity.

“I see you’re admiring my little box,” the Knight said in a friendly tone. “It’s my own invention — to keep clothes and sandwiches in. You see, I carry it upside-down, so that the rain can’t get in.”

“But the things can get out,” Alice gently remarked. “Do you know the lid’s open?”

“I didn’t know it,” the Knight said, a shade of vexation passing over his face. “Then all the things must have fallen out! And the box is no use without them.” He unfastened it as he spoke, and was just going to throw it into the bushes, when a sudden thought seemed to strike him, and he hung it carefully on a tree. “Can you guess why I did that?” he said to Alice.

Alice shook her head.

“In hopes some bees may make a nest in it — then I should get the honey.”

“But you’ve got a bee-hive — or something like one — fastened to the saddle,” said Alice.

“Yes, it’s a very good bee-hive,” the Knight said in a discontented tone, “one of the best kind. But not a single bee has come near it yet. And the other thing is a mouse-trap. I suppose the mice keep the bees out — or the bees keep the mice out, I don’t know which.”

“I was wondering what the mouse-trap was for,” said Alice. “It isn’t very likely there would be any mice on the horse’s back.”

“Not very likely, perhaps,” said the Knight; “but if they do come, I don’t choose to have them running all about.”

“You see,” he went on after a pause, “it’s as well to be provided for everything. That’s the reason the horse has anklets round his feet.”

“But what are they for?” Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity.

“To guard against the bites of sharks,” the Knight replied. “It’s an invention of my own. And now help me on. I’ll go with you to the end of the wood. What’s that dish for?”

“It’s meant for plum-cake,” said Alice.

“We’d better take it with us,” the Knight said. “It’ll come in handy if we find any plum-cake. Help me to get it into this bag.”

This took a long time to manage, though Alice held the bag open very carefully, because the Knight was so very awkward in putting in the dish: the first two or three times that he tried he fell in himself instead. “It’s rather a tight fit, you see,” he said, as they got it in at last; “there are so many candlesticks in the bag.” And he hung it to the saddle, which was already loaded with bunches of carrots, and fire-irons, and many other things.

“I hope you’ve got your hair well fastened on?” he continued, as they set off.

“Only in the usual way,” Alice said, smiling.

“That’s hardly enough,” he said anxiously. “You see, the wind is so very strong here. It’s as strong as soup.”

“Have you invented a plan for keeping one’s hair from being blown off?” Alice inquired.

“Not yet,” said the Knight. “But I’ve got a plan for keeping it from falling off.”

“I should like to hear it very much.”

“First you take an upright stick,” said the Knight. “Then you make your hair creep up it, like a fruit-tree. Now the reason hair falls off is because it hangs down — things never fall upwards, you know. It’s my own invention. You may try it if you like.”

It didn’t sound a comfortable plan, Alice thought, and for a few minutes she walked on in silence, puzzling over the idea, and every now and then stopping to help the poor Knight, who certainly was not a good rider.

Whenever the horse stopped (which it did very often), he fell off in front; and whenever it went on again (which it generally did rather suddenly), he fell off behind. Otherwise he kept on pretty well, except that he had a habit of now and then falling off sideways; and as he generally did this on the side on which Alice was walking, she soon found that it was the best plan not to walk quite close to the horse.

“I’m afraid you’ve not had much practice in riding,” she ventured to say, as she was helping him up from his fifth tumble.

The Knight looked very much surprised, and a little offended at the remark. “What makes you say that?” he asked, as he scrambled back into the saddle, keeping hold of Alice’s hair with one hand, to save himself from falling over on the other side.

“Because people don’t fall off quite so often, when they’ve had much practice.”

“I’ve had plenty of practice,” the Knight said very gravely; “plenty of practice!”

Alice could think of nothing better to say than “Indeed?” but she said it as heartily as she could. They went on a little way in silence after this, the Knight with his eyes shut, muttering to himself, and Alice watched anxiously for the next tumble.

“The great art of riding,” the Knight suddenly began in a loud voice, waving his right arm as he spoke, “is to keep—” Here the sentence ended as suddenly as it had begun, as the Knight fell heavily on the top of his head exactly in the path where Alice was walking. She was quite frightened this time, and said in an anxious tone, as she picked him up, “I hope no bones are broken?”

“None to speak of,” the Knight said, as if he didn’t mind breaking two or three of them. “The great art of riding, as I was saying, is — to keep your balance. Like this, you know—”

He let go the bridle, and stretched out both his arms to show Alice what he meant, and this time he fell flat on his back, right under the horse’s feet.

“Plenty of practice!” he went on repeating, all the time that Alice was getting him on his feet again. “Plenty of practice!”

“It’s too ridiculous!” cried Alice, getting quite out of patience. “You ought to have a wooden horse on wheels, that you ought!”

“Does that kind go smoothly?” the Knight asked in a tone of great interest, clasping his arms round the horse’s neck as he spoke, just in time to save himself from tumbling off again.

“Much more smoothly than a live horse,” Alice said, with a little scream of laughter, in spite of all she could do to prevent it.

“I’ll get one,” the Knight said thoughtfully to himself. “One or two — several.”

There was a short silence after this; then the Knight went on again. “I’m a great hand at inventing things. Now, I daresay you noticed, the last time you picked me up, that I was looking thoughtful?”

“You were a little grave,” said Alice.

“Well, just then I was inventing a new way of getting over a gate — would you like to hear it?”

“Very much indeed,” Alice said politely

“I’ll tell you how I came to think of it,” said the Knight. “You see, I said to myself, The only difficulty is with the feet; the head is high enough already.’ Now, first I put my head on the top of the gate — then the head’s high enough — then I stand on my head — then the feet are high enough, you see — then I’m over, you see.”

“Yes, I suppose you’d be over when that was done,” Alice said thoughtfully; “but don’t you think it would be rather hard?”

“I haven’t tried it yet,” the Knight said gravely: “so I can’t tell for certain — but I’m afraid it would be a little hard.”

He looked so vexed at the idea that Alice changed the subject hastily. “What a curious helmet you’ve got!” she said cheerfully. “Is that your invention too?”

The Knight looked down proudly at his helmet, which hung from the saddle. “Yes,” he said, “but I’ve invented a better one than that — like a sugar-loaf. When I used to wear it, if I fell off the horse, it always touched the ground directly. So I had a very little way to fall, you see. But there was the danger of falling into it, to be sure. That happened to me once — and the worst of it was, before I could get out again, the other White Knight came and put it on. He thought it was his own helmet.”

The Knight looked so solemn about it that Alice did not dare to laugh. “I’m afraid you must have hurt him,” she said in a trembling voice, “being on the top of his head.”

“I had to kick him, of course,” the Knight said, very seriously. “And then he took the helmet off again — but it took hours and hours to get me out. I was as fast as — as lightning, you know.”

“But that’s a different kind of fastness,” Alice objected.

The Knight shook his head. “It was all kinds of fastness with me, I can assure you!” he said. He raised his hands in some excitement as he said this, and instantly rolled out of the saddle, and fell headlong into a deep ditch.

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to look for him. She was rather startled by the fall, as for some time he had kept on very well, and she was afraid that he really was hurt this time. However, though she could see nothing but the soles of his feet, she was much relieved to hear that he was talking on in his usual tone. “All kinds of fastness,” he repeated; “but it was careless of him to put another man’s helmet on — with the man in it, too.”

“How can you go on talking so quietly, head downwards?” Alice asked, as she dragged him out by the feet, and laid him in a heap on the bank.

The Knight looked surprised at the question. “What does it matter where my body happens to be?” he said. “My mind goes on working all the same. In fact, the more head downwards I am, the more I keep inventing new things.”

“Now the cleverest thing that I ever did,” he went on after a pause, “was inventing a new pudding during the meat-course.”

“In time to have it cooked for the next course?” said Alice. “Well, that was quick work, certainly.”

“Well, not the next course,” the Knight said in a slow thoughtful tone; “no, certainly not the next course.”

“Then it would have to be the next day. I suppose you wouldn’t have two pudding-courses in one dinner?”

“Well, not the next day,” the Knight repeated as before: “not the next day. In fact,” he went on, holding his head down, and his voice getting lower and lower, “I don’t believe that pudding ever was cooked! In fact, I don’t believe that pudding ever will be cooked! And yet it was a very clever pudding to invent.”

“What did you mean it to be made of?” Alice asked, hoping to cheer him up, for he seemed quite low-spirited about it.

“It began with blotting-paper,” the Knight answered with a groan.

“That wouldn’t be very nice, I’m afraid—”

“Not very nice alone,” he interrupted, quite eagerly; “but you’ve no idea what a difference it makes, mixing it with other things — such as gunpowder and sealing-wax. And here I must leave you.”

 

Alice in Wonderland, as we have seen, came together by a sort of mystical gathering of bits and scraps, of ideas that came of themselves. As a result, by a sort of mathematical paradox, the whole turned out to be greater than its parts. Lewis Carroll himself, somewhat perplexed at this, wrote, “Words mean more than we mean to express when we use them; so a whole book ought to mean a great deal more than the writer means,” nor was he trying to be funny when he said it. The proof of this is found in the fact that when he tried to repeat the process deliberately he failed utterly. The result of this attempt was embodied in the unhappy trash called Sylvie and Bruno, published in 1889. It met a hollow and false acclaim and rapidly subsided into oblivion. The book has long since been forgiven and forgotten. Here again are little children in a garden, one of them a boy — or meant to be. Lewis Carroll was not strong on boys. Indeed, his admiring biographer, Mr. Stuart Collingwood of Christ Church, calmly tells us that “he professed an aversion to boy nature, almost amounting to terror.” So little Bruno may have been born wrong by reason of Lewis Carroll’s fright. The book Sylvie and Bruno is meant to be another Wonderland, with the same queer shifting scenes and odd characters. But it doesn’t work. This time Lewis Carroll had gone at it deliberately. For years, we are told, he jotted down little actual scraps of child conversation. This was especially for Bruno who is at the baby stage and says “OO” for you.... “Does oo always confuses two animals together?” asks Bruno. “Oo never believes me,” he complains. Another time he says, “I never talks to nobody when he isn’t here. Oo should always wait till he comes before oo talks to him.” Pretty cute, eh? Don’t oo think so? In fact, about as tiresome as are all the quoted sayings of little children — except one’s own. Indeed, one would feel inclined to hand Bruno over to the Duchess and let him turn into a pig.

Ever so many people have tried to imitate Lewis Carroll and failed. But the first one who tried and failed was Lewis Carroll himself.


Gilbert’s “Bab” Ballads
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IT IS A great change from the secluded woodland of Wonderland to the open scenes, the noise and the combat of the “Bab” Ballads. Here are the breezes of the sea, the thunder of guns, the clash of swords and the thud of the executioner’s axe. In Alice’s Wonderland, the characters just fade away and disappear. In the “Bab” Ballads, they are thrown into the sea, knocked on the head, or cut clean in two with scimitars of exquisite sharpness and their remains fed to sharks or boiled up by enthusiastic cannibals. In the most “popular” of the ballads, meaning the one that the plain people have liked best, The Yarn of the “Nancy Bell,” one character eats all the others, one by one. “Mr. Gilbert,” says a penetrating critic of today, “shows a sort of cruelty.... In fact, he cared little about the feelings of others.” Very little, one would think, if he boiled them alive and chopped them up, as one famous ballad puts it, “particularly small.” The same critic, however, adds that Gilbert was a “full-blooded, impatient Englishman,” which explains the whole thing.

But there are other differences between Wonderland and the Balladland: the people in Wonderland have no names. They are all generalizations — the Mad Hatter, the Red Queen, or fictions like Humpty Dumpty and Tweedledee. But in the Ballads they are all real people, with names and rank. Here are Captain Reece, R.N., and Captain Parklebury Todd; here is the Reverend Simon Magus — people you might meet in London any day. The scholarly world is represented by Gregory Parable, LL.D., and here is little Annie Profterie who kept a small post office in the neighbourhood of Bow — just what she would naturally do. Any one guesses at once, as Gilbert admitted in advance, that Macphairson Clonglocketty Angus McClan was a Scotchman. The whole setting is intended to show that we are dealing with real life, simply presented. Even the outsiders, not English, are equally convincing. Alum Bey is a proper Turk. The name of King Borria Bungalee Boo certainly indicates him as a “man-eating African swell.” Yet in spite of all these features of normality, these home touches, so to speak, the world of Gilbert’s “Bab” Ballads is just as topsy-turvy as the world of Alice’s Wonderland.

Let us see how it originated.

The name of W. S. Gilbert is known to most people today only as the larger half of Gilbert and Sullivan, a combination now as familiar as Damon and Pythias or Lea and Perrins. But, in reality, Gilbert had already achieved quite a celebrity in London before the resounding and prolonged triumph of the Savoy Operas.

W. S. Gilbert (1836-1911) was born a gentleman — a matter that must have been a permanent satisfaction to him. His father was a surgeon in the Royal Navy and later a novelist, a fiery, peppery old gentleman who went around trying to give editors a thrashing and offering to throw people out of the window — in short, right out of the “Bab” Ballads alongside of Captain Parklebury Todd who “couldn’t walk into a room without ejaculating, ‘Boom!’” Gilbert went to the kind of private school called, in England, a public school, and was to have been sent up, or down, whichever it is, to Oxford. But the outbreak of the Crimean War led him to take a quicker training at King’s College, London, in order to get a commission in the army. Just as he finished it, the war ended. So Gilbert got neither Oxford nor war and turned off sideways to the bar. At the bar he acquired that wealth of legal phrases which adorned all his works and broke into song again and again in the operas— “When I went to the bar-as-a-very-young-man, said I to myself, said I.”

Gilbert had, in all, twenty clients in five years. One, a Frenchman, acquitted, threw his arms around Gilbert’s neck in court and kissed him. Another, a woman pickpocket, convicted, threw her book at him in disgust. Another, an Irishman, prosecuted by him, kept shouting, “Sit down, ye devil, sit down!”

So Gilbert gave up the law and turned to art and humour and was an immediate success. His mock-heroic ballads and the drawings he made for them became the leading feature of Fun, the new comic journal that was running Punch hard in the Sixties. They were signed Bab, which had been a childish nickname for Gilbert himself, and so when published as a book, they appeared as the “Bab” Ballads — first in 1869, and then enlarged, and reprinted, and recollected and so around the world.

Hence W. S. Gilbert was already quite a celebrity in London long before the Gilbert and Sullivan operas turned celebrity to glory. But in a way it was not altogether an enviable celebrity. Gilbert from all accounts was a singularly disagreeable man, self-important and domineering, rating everybody else as poor trash. By good rights, great humourists ought to be gentle, agreeable people to meet, with a breadth of view and a kindly tolerance of trifles — such as they show in print. Mostly they are not. Charles Dickens, in spite of a boundless energy and exuberance of fun, was an intolerable egotist who had to be “it” all the time, who supplied sob-words and slow music for the fathers of broken homes and smashed his own with an axe. Mark Twain, though good, easy company when young, became, so some people tell us, intolerably boring in old age. Lewis Carroll was a sissy, and Gilbert was a bully, over-conscious of his own talent.

Thus Gilbert used his, this singular talent, to point the barbs of his retorts and jokes. Very funny to read, they are, these retorts and repartee. But some of them must have cut people to the heart.

“What did you think of my Hamlet?” asked an actor friend in the first flush of his pride in his new part.... “Excellent,” said Gilbert, “funny all through, but never vulgar.”

A barber cutting Gilbert’s hair once bent over his ear to murmur, “When are we to expect anything further, Mr. Gilbert, from your fluent pen?”

“What do you mean, sir, by fluent pen?” snapped Gilbert. “There is no such thing as a fluent pen. A pen is an insensible object. And, at any rate, I don’t presume to enquire into your private affairs; you will please observe the same reticence in regard to mine.”

Any one who could thus snub a barber out of his one privilege, would strike a child ... though, as a matter of fact, Gilbert wouldn’t. He was friendly and companionable with children, just as he was an excellent host and a generous supporter of charitable things. He kept his quarrels for his own world, and for the law courts, where he lived in litigation.... “The judge,” he said, in writing of one of his lost actions, “summed up like a drunken monkey. He’s in the last stage of senile decay.” After Sir Edward Carson won a case against him, Gilbert made a point of cutting him dead.

As a result, Gilbert’s life was filled with bitter quarrels. There were some people he wouldn’t speak to for ten years; others were on the twenty-year list. As his old age drew on, a strange repentance seized him, especially as the former friends, put on the silent list, began to pass into a silence longer still. As each died, Gilbert was all contrition, with flowers sent to hospitals, looking for old ties to rebind, the egotism all paled out of him. He could have made a wonderful Ballad out of it — The Contrite Playwright.

But all that was far away at the time of which we speak.

But to understand the “Bab” Ballads we need not only to understand Gilbert himself but to see in its proper perspective the period in which he wrote.

This was the period of the Great Peace, after 1815, that was going to last forever; everybody knew it, and the Crystal Palace proved it. There might be wars as a matter of distant adventure, like the Crimean War; or wars in suitable out-of-the-way places like Ashantee; and among crazy European revolutionists. But, for England, war had been removed forever by Trafalgar and Waterloo. There sat the right little tight little island, snug behind the waves, and you couldn’t get at it. “The English,” wrote a very witty person of the time in referring to the new misty German philosophy, “are supreme on the sea, the French on the land, and the Germans hold the supremacy of the air.” How strange it sounds now.

In this safeness and snugness, with outside protection and internal order and personal liberty guaranteed, all values shifted. The things that seemed so vital before — religion that people burned for, liberty that people hanged for, defence that people died for — began to be taken for granted. They were all embodied in the policeman, the magistrate, the M.P. and the justices of the peace. With the sole proviso of keeping the poor in the proper place, if need be by shooting them, the government had nothing to do. Hence the whole apparatus of government, British constitution and all, began to seem amazingly funny, especially because of all its forms and its feathers and its fuss, its Beef-eaters and Yeomen of the Guard.

In fact, to clever men like young Dickens and young Gilbert, it was really a huge joke, just a scream. Take the Royal Family, with its multiplying household and its German regularity and parsimony.

 

   The Queen she kept high festival in Windsor’s lofty hall,
And round her sat her gartered knights and ermined nobles all,
    There drank the valiant Wellington, there fed the Wary Peel,
While at the bottom of the board Prince Albert carved the veal.

 

Carved the veal! Pretty funny, eh? And, of course, the statesmen and the cabinet, chasing one another in and out of office, were just as funny — what was it Dickens called them? Coodle, and Doodle and Foodle! ... and the Members of Parliament always making speeches and laying their hands on their heart! ... and the army, now there is something to laugh at! all drooping plumes and dangling swords! What did they think they were out to kill anyway? And the House of Lords, all in robes doing nothing, and the clergy all in gaiters doing less. Let’s have a song about the House of Lords which, throughout the War, did nothing in particular and did it rather well! And let’s make up comic verses about the Bishop of Rum-ti-Foo.

All these things seemed out of date! We can see it all better now. A generation that has seen the world swept back into barbarism by two world wars can see reality again. Why, these mean the things — this funny Parliament, this comic magistrate, even Coodle and Doodle — the things that people die for.

But not being able to see it, the world seemed all topsy-turvy.

We left out the navy above. Was it comic or real? They weren’t quite sure. The sea lies close to the British heart. Even Gilbert was an amateur Yo-ho yachtsman of the coast. Hence the England of this epoch never knew whether to admire the navy, or to laugh at it like the army. And the government never knew whether to improve its lot and feed and warm it decently or whether to “give it every day at least six dozen lashes,” as Gilbert gave to Joe Golightly.

So Gilbert took the navy both ways. Here belongs the famous ballad of Captain Reece, Commander of The Mantelpiece that turned later on into the opera Pinafore. Captain Reece represents that fatal pelting of the seamen under the new philanthropy in which the real old blue-water school saw the approaching downfall of England, the scuttling of the ship.

CAPTAIN REECE

Of all the ships upon the blue,
No ship contained a better crew
Than that of worthy Captain Reece,
Commanding of The Mantelpiece.

He was adored by all his men,
For worthy Captain Reece, R.N.,
Did all that lay within him to
Promote the comfort of his crew.

If ever they were dull or sad,
Their captain danced to them like mad,
Or told, to make the time pass by,
Droll legends of his infancy.

A feather bed had every man,
Warm slippers and hot-water can,
Brown Windsor from the captain’s store,
A valet, too, to every four.

Did they with thirst in summer burn?
Lo, seltzogenes at every turn,
And on all very sultry days
Cream ices handed round on trays.

Kind-hearted Captain Reece, R.N.,
Was quite devoted to his men;
In point of fact, good Captain Reece,
Beatified The Mantelpiece.

This idyllic situation culminated in the happy idea of marrying all the crew to Captain Reece’s sisters cousins and aunts. Even the captain was not forgotten.

The boatswain of The Mantelpiece,
He blushed and spoke to Captain Reece:
“I beg your honour’s leave,” he said,
“If you would wish to go and wed,

“I have a widowed mother who
Would be the very thing for you — 
She long has loved you from afar,
She washes for you, Captain R.”

And the curtain falls on a happy and united family crew. Such a picture must have another side. The navy was not all human kindliness and new philanthropy. There was still the same old brutality to denounce where some ferocious martinet got his evil way, flogging his crew into submission. Tennyson denounced this in his own melodramatic way; Gilbert showed how topsy-turvy it was; in fact turned it into fun. Which helped more to abolish it?

Tennyson begins:

He that only rules by terror
    Doth a grievous wrong,
Deep as hell I count his error.
    Let him hear my song.

and goes on to tell of a brutal ship’s captain whose men took vengeance on him in a naval engagement by curling up and dying on the deck without fighting. It sounds a little bit like the Chinese system of getting even with an enemy by committing suicide on his doorstep.

Now let us see how Gilbert does it. The Admiralty have heard about The Mantelpiece and are horrified at Reece’s leniency. A new commander, Sir Berkely, a martinet is sent to take over:

Sir Berkely was a martinet — 
    A stern, unyielding soul — 
Who ruled his ship by dint of whip
    And horrible black-hole.

When first Sir Berkely came aboard
    He read a speech to all,
And told them how he’d made a vow
    To act on duty’s call.

Then William Lee, he up and said
    (The Captain’s coxswain he):
“We’ve heard the speech your honour’s made,
    And werry pleased we be.

“We don’t pretend, my lad, as how
    We’re glad to lose our Reece;
Urbane, polite, he suited quite
    The saucy Mantelpiece.

“But if your honour gives your mind
    To study all our ways,
With dance and song we’ll jog along
    As in those happy days.

“I like your honour’s looks, and feel
    You’re worthy of your sword.
Your hand, my lad — I’m doosid glad
    To welcome you aboard!”

Sir Berkely looked amazed, as though
    He didn’t understand.
“Don’t shake your head,” good William said,
    “It is an honest hand.

“It’s grasped a better hand than yourn — 
    Come, gov’nor, I insist!”
The Captain stared — the coxswain glared — 
    The hand became a fist!

“Down, upstart!” said the hardy salt;
    But Berkely dodged his aim,
And made him go in chains below:
    The seamen murmured “Shame!”

A sailor who was overcome
    From having freely dined,
And chanced to reel when at the wheel,
    He instantly confined!

And tars who, when an action raged,
    Appeared alarmed or scared,
And those below who wished to go,
    He very seldom spared.

E’en he who smote his officer
    For punishment was booked,
And mutinies upon the seas
    He rarely overlooked.

In short, the happy Mantelpiece
    Where all had gone so well,
Beneath that fool Sir Berkely’s rule
    Became a floating hell.

 

This intolerable situation very naturally led the crew to shoot Sir Berkely. The Admiralty on hearing the news of his death realized the wrong that had been done and restored the noble Reece to his command.

But Gilbert’s topsy-turvy navy would, of course, not be complete without a picture of the life and sorrows of the common seaman. This is given to us in the pathetic story of Joe Golightly, who had fallen hopelessly in love at a distance, an immeasurable social distance, with the daughter of the First Lord of the Admiralty. Having no other way to voice his love, Joe sang it on board his ship to the mournful thrumming of a guitar:

The moon is on the sea,
                                    Willow!
The wind blows towards the lee,
                                    Willow!

But though I sigh and sob and cry,
No Lady Jane for me,
                                    Willow!
She says, “‘Twere folly quite,
                                    Willow!
For me to wed a wight,
                                    Willow!
Whose lot is cast before the mast;’
And possibly she’s right.
                                    Willow!

His skipper (Captain Joyce)
    He gave him many a rating,
And almost lost his voice
    From thus expostulating:

“Lay out, you lubber, do!
    What’s come to that young man, Joe?
Belay!— ‘vast heaving! you!
    Do kindly stop that banjo!

“I wish, I do — oh, Lor’! — 
    You’d shipped aboard a trader:
Are you a sailor, or
    A negro serenader?”

But still the stricken cad,
    Aloft or on his pillow,
Howled forth in accents sad
    His aggravating “Willow!”

Stern love of duty had
    Been Joyce’s chiefest beauty:
Says he, “I love that lad,
    But duty, damme! duty!

“Twelve years’ black-hole, I say,
    Where daylight never flashes;
And always twice a day
    Five hundred thousand lashes!’

But Joseph had a mate,
    A sailor stout and lusty,
A man of low estate,
    But singularly trusty.

Says he, “Cheer hup, young Joe,
    I’ll tell you what I’m arter,
To that Fust Lord I’ll go
    And ax him for his darter.

“To that Fust Lord I’ll go
    And say you love her dearly.”
And Joe said (weeping low),
    “I wish you would, sincerely!”

That sailor to that Lord
    Went, soon as he had landed,
And of his own accord
    An interview demanded.

Says he, with seaman’s roll,
    “My Captain (wot’s a Tartar)
Guv Joe twelve years’ black-hole,
    For lovering your darter.

“He loves Miss Lady Jane
    (I own she is his betters),
But if you’ll jine them twain,
    They’ll free him from his fetters.

“And if so be as how
    You’ll let her come aboard ship,
I’ll take her with me now.” — 
    “Get out!” remarked his Lordship.

That honest tar repaired
    To Joe, upon the billow,
And told him how he’d fared:
    Joe only whispered, “Willow!”

And for that dreadful crime
    (Young sailors, learn to shun it)
He’s working out his time:
    In ten years he’ll have done it.

 

The most celebrated of all the nautical ballads is the one mentioned above, The Yarn of the “Nancy Bell.” It is a ballad of shipwrecked sailors, as sung by the solitary survivor. They had been driven to cannibalism and had eaten one another, one by one, till only this man is left but he, as he himself says, embodies all the others. The topic is certainly gruesome, yet it was thought roaring fun for half a century. It became a standing literary reproach against Mark Lemon, the editor of Punch, that when Gilbert wrote The Yarn of the “Nancy Bell,” he wouldn’t accept it. The joke was supposed to be that the editor of Punch, of all papers, didn’t know humour when he saw it. Looking back on it, we don’t feel so sure. Gruesome things, if they are to be humorous, must never show actual detail. We remember Lear’s comic pictures in which people are cut neatly into halves, but of course with no trace of blood, and no sign of emotion except surprise. We recall out of Alice in Wonderland how in the Jabberwocky poem:

One, two. One, two. And through and through
    The vorpal blade went snicker-snack.
He left it dead, and with its head
    He went galumphing back.

But Gilbert in the Nancy Bell not only puts in details that won’t bear actual visualization, but seems, so to speak, to “feature” them; this is especially true of the climax of the poem; only two survivors are left — the cook, naturally kept as long as possible by acclamation, and one seaman. The cook prepares the boiling pot.

... He boils the water, and takes the salt
And the pepper in portions true
(Which he never forgot), and some chopped shalot,
And some sage and parsley too.

That’s all right. We can stand for them because it isn’t real. It’s as harmless as Mark Twain’s Cannibalism in the Cars. But notice what follows. The surviving sailor steals a march on the cook and tips him into the pot.

And he stirred it round and round and round,
    And he sniffed at the foaming froth;
When I ups with his heels, and smothers his squeals
    In the scum of the boiling broth.

And I ate that cook in a week or less,
    And — as I eating be
The last of his chops, why, I almost drops,
    For a vessel in sight I see.

The survivor is saved, but at the price of an internal burden that weighs him down forever.

The poem, I say, seemed great fun to a whole generation and more. I remember hearing it read aloud at a country schoolchildren’s entertainment in darkest Ontario in 1878. It called forth rounds of laughter. The more they ate one another the better we liked it. Not so now. I think the Great War killed the Nancy Bell — the new actuality of the horrors and sufferings of the sea, of the agonies of wounded men thirsting or starving in open boats — no, the topic is off.

Very different is Mark Twain’s Cannibalism in the Cars, as accomplished by a group of western congressmen, snowed in by a mountain blizzard — but done with the scrupulous regard for legislature procedure that robs it of all offence.

After the navy came the Church. Mr. Gilbert’s cruel tendency to make fun of bishops and curates had broken out long before Lewis Carroll complained of the Pale Young Curate in the Sorcerer. The “Bab” Ballads are filled with clerical characters. Nevertheless, there were clear limitations as to how far fun could go in this direction. In Gilbert’s England, even when made topsy-turvy, you must not ridicule the doctrines of the Church; funny verses about the Resurrection or the Holy Communion wouldn’t go. But you might laugh all you liked at queer clerical characters and satirize odd clerical usages.

And here a very peculiar distinction had grown up in the current humour of that day. It was not “the thing” to make fun of the Church of England or to ridicule its doctrines. But it was all right to ridicule the doctrines of the Roman Catholic Church. It was all right to laugh at relics and indulgences and pardons because these things were really funny, being superstitions. It was all wrong to laugh at the Holy Communion of the Church of England because this was a sacred mystery. Indeed, at a certain point, such ridicule became blasphemy and the law would deal with it. Even for people who didn’t believe much, it was “bad form” to make fun of the Church. But you could have all the jokes you liked about fat friars and drunken abbots and juggling priests and hocus-pocus. Take this for example. It comes in the description of a dinner given in a monastery by the Abbot to the Devil, who had wickedly assumed the deceptive form of a pretty lady visitor:

She pledged him once and she pledged him twice
    And she drank as lady ought not to drink;
And he pressed her hand neath the table thrice
    And he winked as Abbot ought not to wink.

And Peter the Prior and Francis the Friar
    Sat each with a napkin under his chin;
But Roger the monk got excessively drunk
    So they put him to bed and they tucked him in.

Roaringly funny, isn’t it? I am sure that Lewis Carroll, who found it very wicked of Mr. Gilbert to make fun of bishops and curates of the real Church, would have doubled up with laughter over Roger the monk getting excessively drunk. But how would it be if the Archbishop of Canterbury gave the dinner and the Bishop of Ripon was as full as a pippin and the Bishop of Bath was more than half? No, that wouldn’t be amusing at all because it would be making fun of men whose sacred calling removes them from all humour. Such was the peculiar way in which the Anglican pot laughed at the Catholic kettle. Indeed, the author of the above verses was himself a clergyman, the Reverend Richard Harris Barham (1788-1845), a man much respected for his piety, his kindly life and his antiquarian knowledge. But when he picked up the pen as Thomas Ingoldsby and wrote the Ingoldsby Legends, a book of mingled humorous verse and droll legend, that was very different. He, it was, who wrote the still surviving Jackdaw of Rheims, the story of the unhappy bird which stole the cardinal’s rye and so encountered the full explosive blast of a curse of the Church of Rome, which knocked all its feathers sideways.

This queer attitude toward “Romanism” was, like the other things, a survival. The days had gone when people died in the flames at Smithfield for Protestantism; or when Roman Catholic priests were hunted down as criminals, and witches burned with universal approval. But the smouldering ashes were there still, deep down, still are. Hence, even with active persecution gone and practical rights granted by the Catholic Emancipation Act of 1829, it was quite in order to make jokes on Roman Catholic idolatry. It was like kicking a dead dog that might not be quite dead.

With which we can open our “Bab” Ballads again and see where we are in regard to the Church of England itself. Here is the Bishop of Rum-ti-Foo, a very merry character, hailing evidently from what were, in Gilbert’s day, the Cannibal Isles, but, in ours, sunk far below that. The Bishop amuses his curé of dark souls with conjuring tricks. That was all right and very funny, being only in the Colonies. The Bishop had left his flock and made a visit to London. On his return he was horrified to find that during his absence rough sailors had landed on Rum-ti-Foo and taught the natives all sorts of dreadful profanity such as “bother!” and “blow!” They had reverted to their native Pacific Island dress, or lack of dress:

Except a shell — a bangle rare — 
A feather here — a feather there — 

The Bishop, of course, is greatly concerned and devotes himself with true missionary zeal and self-sacrifice to the redemption of his flock.

The Bishop’s eyes with water fill,
Quite overjoyed to find them still
Obedient to his sovereign will,
        And said, “Good Rum-ti-Foo!
Half-way I’ll meet you, I declare:
I’ll dress myself in cowries rare,
And fasten feathers in my hair,
        And dance the ‘Cutch-chi-boo!’”

And to conciliate his see
He married Piccadillillee,
The youngest of his twenty-three,
        Tall — neither fat nor thin.
(And though the dress he made her don
Looks awkwardly a girl upon,
It was a great improvement on
        The one he found her in.)

The Bishop in his gay canoe
(His wife, of course, went with him too)
To some adjacent island flew,
        To spend his honeymoon.
Some day in sunny Rum-ti-Foo
A little Peter’ll be on view;
And that (if people tell me true)
        Is like to happen soon.

 

So much for the labours of the Bishop of Rum-ti-Foo. One doubts if it was calculated to advance the cause of missionary enterprise. One may compare it with Dickens’ Mrs. Jellyby (in Bleak House) and her labours for the natives of Borrio-boola-Gha. One may compare it, too, with the grim picture of Somerset Maugham’s Rain that has gone around the world as story, play, and picture. I rather think I prefer the Bishop of Rum-ti-Foo to anything we have now.

Equally merry on the surface but deeply satirical below is another church picture The Reverend Simon Magus. Here the satire is directed only against the usages, not against the doctrines, of the Established Church. It begins:

A rich advowson, highly prized,
    For private sale was advertised;
And many a parson made a bid;
    The Reverend Simon Magus did.

 

We must pause a moment to explain what an advowson is, or rather was, in Gilbert’s time, for the right it carries has been greatly modified by later statutes. It meant the right of “Presentation to a vacant ecclesiastical benefice”; that is, the right, in plainer language, to name (practically to appoint) a clergyman to a particular position fallen vacant. This was a form of property. It originated centuries ago out of various gifts given to the Church which carried a quid pro quo or, shall we say, a string on them. The right could be bought or sold, even at auction, and in the case of a rich benefice it carried a high price. It is only fair to admit that the right could not be exercised by a lunatic or a Roman Catholic; still less by a Roman Catholic lunatic. Here the universities of Oxford and Cambridge stepped in and took the place of the lunatic. It is fair, also, to admit that the bishop of the diocese might object to the person presented as not fit to be a clerk in holy orders. In which case the owner of the advowson could come back at him with a writ of quare impedit (why is he stopping me?) and the proposed clerk could join in with a duplex querela — that means a side kick — and the whole matter drift slowly sideways toward the Court of Chancery. We don’t have fun like that in newer countries.

So now one can understand Gilbert’s delight in Simon Magus’ dickering with an agent for the advowson ...

A rich advowson, highly prized,
For private sale was advertised;
And many a parson made a bid;
The Reverend Simon Magus did.

He sought the agent’s: “Agent, I
Have come prepared at once to buy
(If your demand is not too big)
The Curé of Otium-cum-Digge.”

“Ah!” said the agent, “there’s a berth — 
The snuggest vicarage on earth;
No sort of duty (so I hear),
And fifteen hundred pounds a year!

“If on the price we should agree,
The living soon will vacant be;
The good incumbent’s ninety-five,
And cannot very long survive.

“See — here’s his photograph — you see,
He’s in his dotage.” “Ah, dear me!
Poor soul!” said Simon. “His decease
Would be a merciful release!”

The agent laughed — the agent blinked — 
The agent blew his nose and winked — 
And poked the parson’s ribs in play — 
It was that agent’s vulgar way.

The Reverend Simon frowned: “I grieve
This light demeanour to perceive;
It’s scarcely comme il faut, I think:
Now — pray oblige me — do not wink.

“Don’t dig my waistcoat into holes — 
Your mission is to sell the souls
Of human sheep and human kids
To that divine who highest bids.

“Do well in this, and on your head
Unnumbered honours will be shed.”
The agent said, “Well, truth to tell,
I have been doing very well.”

“You should,” said Simon, “at your age;
But now about the parsonage.
How many rooms does it contain?
Show me the photograph again.

A poor apostle’s humble house
Must not be too luxurious;
No stately halls with oaken floor — 
It should be decent and no more.

“No billiard-rooms — no stately trees — 
No croquet-grounds or pineries.”
“Ah!” sighed the agent, “very true:
This property won’t do for you.

“All these about the house you’ll find” — 
“Well,” said the parson, “never mind;
I’ll manage to submit to these
Luxurious superfluities.

“A clergyman who does not shirk
The various calls of Christian work
Will have no leisure to employ
These ‘common forms’ of worldly joy.

“To preach three times on Sabbath days — 
To wean the lost from wicked ways — 
The sick to soothe — the sane to wed — 
The poor to feed with meat and bread;

“These are the various wholesome ways
In which I’ll spend my nights and days:
My zeal will have no time to cool
At croquet, archery, or pool.”

The agent said, “From what I hear,
This living will not suit, I fear — 
There are no poor, no sick at all;
For services there is no call.”

The reverend gent looked grave. “Dear me!
Then there is no ‘society’? — 
I mean, of course, no sinners there
Whose souls will be my special care?”

The cunning agent shook his head,
“No, none — except” — (the agent said) — 
“The Duke of A., the Earl of B.,
The Marquis C., and Viscount D.

“But you will not be quite alone,
For, though they’ve chaplains of their own,
Of course this noble well-bred clan
Receive the parish clergyman.”

“Oh, silence, sir!” said Simon M.,
“Dukes — earls! What should I care for them?
These worldly ranks I scorn and flout,
Of course.” The agent said, “No doubt.”

“Yet I might show these men of birth
The hollowness of rank on earth.”
The agent answered, “Very true — 
But I should not, if I were you.”

“Who sells this rich advowson, pray?”
The agent winked — it was his way — 
“His name is Hart; twixt me and you,
He is, I’m grieved to say, a Jew!”

“A Jew?” said Simon, “happy find!
I purchase this advowson, mind.
My life shall be devoted to
Converting that unhappy Jew.”

 

But observe how different is the treatment of the Roman Catholic Church. All of its doctrines, except where they are identical with those of the Established Church of England, are a fair mark for ridicule. Nothing is too sacred, not even the confessional and the forgiveness of sins. Take as evidence the Ballad of Gentle Alice Brown, in which Gentle Alice confesses her sins to Father Paul and receives an easy absolution.

 

It was a robber’s daughter, and her name was Alice Brown,
Her father was the terror of a small Italian town;
Her mother was a foolish, weak, but amiable old thing;
But it isn’t of her parents that I’m going for to sing.

As Alice was a-sitting at her window-sill one day,
A beautiful young gentleman he chanced to pass that way;
She cast her eyes upon him, and he looked so good and true,
That she thought, “I could be happy with a gentleman like you!”

And every morning passed her house that cream of gentlemen,
She knew she might expect him at a quarter unto ten;
A sorter in the Custom-house, it was his daily road
(The Custom-house was fifteen minutes’ walk from her abode).

But Alice was a pious girl, who knew it wasn’t wise
To look at strange young sorters with expressive purple eyes;
So she sought the village priest to whom her family confessed,
The priest by whom their little sins were carefully assessed.

“Oh, holy father,” Alice said, “’twould grieve you, would it not,
To discover that I was a most disreputable lot?
Of all unhappy sinners I’m the most unhappy one!”
The padre said, “Whatever have you been and gone and done?”

“I have helped mama to steal a little kiddy from its dad,
I’ve assisted dear papa in cutting up a little lad,
I’ve planned a little burglary and forged a little cheque,
And slain a little baby for the coral on its neck!”

The worthy pastor heaved a sigh, and dropped a silent tear,
And said, “You mustn’t judge yourself too heavily, my dear:
“It’s wrong to murder babies, little corals for to fleece;
But sins like these one expiates at half-a-crown apiece.”

“Girls will be girls — you’re very young, and flighty in your mind;
Old heads upon young shoulders we must not expect to find,
We mustn’t be too hard upon these little girlish tricks.
Let’s see — five crimes at half-a-crown — exactly twelve and six.”

 

But Alice now confesses to her improper conduct in connection with the young sorter. Father Paul is, of course, horrified at the idea of the robber’s daughter falling in love outside of the bandit class into respectable society. That kind of thing would mean the end of crime and confessional fees. However, it all ends happily. Father Paul communicates at once with Robber Brown who goes after the young sorter without delay.

 

He traced that gallant sorter to a still suburban square;
He watched his opportunity and seized him unaware;
He took a life-preserver and he hit him on the head,
And Mrs. Brown dissected him before she went to bed.

 

Observe the last line.

Mrs. Brown dissected him before she went to bed.

This is another example of that apparently open “brutality” which offended Mark Lemon when the Nancy Bell’s cook was tipped into the pot, boiled and eaten! Here we have Mrs. Brown, sitting quietly at her dissection, carefully separating the os femoris from the patella, and laying aside the articular cartilege for later disposal. This sounds very horrible if you really think of it. But the point is you don’t think about it. We have a sort of compartment in our minds, evoluted for our protection, to keep actuality and fun apart. I admit that if you push too hard on the partition it will give way. The boiling of the cook is at too high pressure for most of us. I remember, also, the story of a funeral of a locomotive engineer who had been scalded to death. The clergyman spoke of him to the mourners as “our ‘steemed friend.” That, I always found a little bit thick — with steam.

But good Mrs. Brown and her dissection may pass for another reason; namely, the excellence of the phrase, “before she went to bed.” The “Bab” Ballads and the Gilbert and Sullivan operas are filled with those happy phrases which people loved to quote, though probably few people could explain just exactly why. The point here is the beautiful domesticity of the phrase. It belongs in family life. It suggests one of those domestic tasks which no good housewife likes to leave undone over night. She always gets all her dishes washed and her kitchen tidy every night. And so good Mrs. Brown felt that she must get her dissecting done “before she went to bed.”

Probably many people will agree that the most sustained effort, the most finished satire and the most exquisite flow of verse in the “Bab” Ballads is found in the poem Etiquette. This was not one of the original ballads of Fun. It was written years later for a Christmas number of the Graphic. But Gilbert himself gathered it into the large volume of early ballads and later songs which he collected in 1897 as the “Bab” Ballads, etc.

I was about to say that here, at any rate, we have a poem with none of those disfiguring details of horror of which we have just spoken. But I notice on looking again that the poem starts off with the wholesale drowning of an entire ship’s company, including the owners. Still, that’s nothing. It’s not the point of the poem and, as Gilbert himself says, they were all insured.

The underlying satire of the poem turns on the aloofness of English manners, the impossibility of knowing anybody that you don’t know. But its great merit lies in the smooth perfection of its lines, which seem so effortless and so inevitable, the last word in comic verse.
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Sutton, a suburban community near Lake Simcoe in Ontario, Canada — when Leacock was six, he came out with his family to Canada, where they settled on a farm near Sutton.
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View of Lake Simcoe
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Please note: to retain the original structure of story collections, some tales appear more than once in the list.
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THE YAHI-BAHI ORIENTAL SOCIETY OF MRS. RASSELYER-BROWN

THE LOVE STORY OF MR. PETER SPILLIKINS

THE RIVAL CHURCHES OF ST. ASAPH AND ST. OSOPH

THE MINISTRATIONS OF THE REV. UTTERMUST DUMFARTHING

THE GREAT FIGHT FOR CLEAN GOVERNMENT

SPOOF. A THOUSAND-GUINEA NOVEL. NEW! FASCINATING! PERPLEXING!

THE READING PUBLIC. A BOOK STORE STUDY

AFTERNOON ADVENTURES AT MY CLUB

RAM SPUDD THE NEW WORLD SINGER.

ARISTOCRATIC ANECDOTES OR LITTLE STORIES OF GREAT PEOPLE

EDUCATION MADE AGREEABLE OR THE DIVERSIONS OF A PROFESSOR

AN EVERY-DAY EXPERIENCE

TRUTHFUL ORATORY

OUR LITERARY BUREAU

SPEEDING UP BUSINESS

WHO IS ALSO WHO

PASSIONATE PARAGRAPHS

WEEJEE THE PET DOG

SIDELIGHTS ON THE SUPERMEN

THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST

THE FIRST NEWSPAPER

IN THE GOOD TIME AFTER THE WAR

PREFACE

FOLLIES IN FICTION

STORIES SHORTER STILL

SNOOPOPATHS; OR, FIFTY STORIES IN ONE

FOREIGN FICTION IN IMPORTED INSTALMENTS.

MADELINE OF THE MOVIES: A PHOTOPLAY DONE BACK INTO WORDS

THE CALL OF THE CARBURETTOR, OR, MR. BLINKS AND HIS FRIENDS

THE TWO SEXES IN FIVES OR SIXES. A DINNER-PARTY STUDY

THE GRASS BACHELOR’S GUIDE. WITH SINCERE APOLOGIES TO THE LADIES’ PERIODICALS

EVERY MAN AND HIS FRIENDS. MR. CRUNCH’S PORTRAIT GALLERY (AS EDITED FROM HIS PRIVATE THOUGHTS)

MORE THAN TWICE-TOLD TALES; OR, EVERY MAN HIS OWN HERO

A STUDY IN STILL LIFE — MY TAILOR

GERMANY FROM WITHIN OUT

ABDUL AZIZ HAS HIS: AN ADVENTURE IN THE YILDIZ KIOSK

IN MERRY MEXICO

OVER THE GRAPE JUICE; OR, THE PEACEMAKERS

THE WHITE HOUSE FROM WITHOUT IN

ARE THE RICH HAPPY?

HUMOUR AS I SEE IT

THE APOLOGY OF A PROFESSOR

THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA A DISCUSSION OF MODERN MORALITY

LITERATURE AND EDUCATION IN AMERICA

AMERICAN HUMOUR

THE WOMAN QUESTION

THE LOT OF THE SCHOOLMASTER

FICTION AND REALITY A STUDY OF THE ART OF CHARLES DICKENS

THE AMAZING GENIUS OF O. HENRY

A REHABILITATION OF CHARLES II

MY REVELATIONS AS A SPY

FATHER KNICKERBOCKER: A FANTASY

THE PROPHET IN OUR MIDST

PERSONAL ADVENTURES IN THE SPIRIT WORLD

THE SORROWS OF A SUMMER GUEST

TO NATURE AND BACK AGAIN

THE CAVE-MAN AS HE IS

IDEAL INTERVIEWS

THE NEW EDUCATION

THE ERRORS OF SANTA CLAUS

LOST IN NEW YORK

THIS STRENUOUS AGE

THE OLD, OLD STORY OF HOW FIVE MEN WENT FISHING

BACK FROM THE LAND

THE PERPLEXITY COLUMN AS DONE BY THE JADED JOURNALIST

SIMPLE STORIES OF SUCCESS, OR HOW TO SUCCEED IN LIFE

IN DRY TORONTO

MERRY CHRISTMAS

THE HOHENZOLLERNS IN AMERICA

PREFACE

CHAPTER I

CHAPTER II

CHAPTER III

CHAPTER IV

CHAPTER V

CHAPTER VI

WITH THE BOLSHEVIKS IN BERLIN

AFTERNOON TEA WITH THE SULTAN

ECHOES OF THE WAR

THE BOY WHO CAME BACK

THE WAR SACRIFICES OF MR. SPUGG

IF GERMANY HAD WON

WAR AND PEACE AT THE GALAXY CLUB

THE WAR NEWS AS I REMEMBER IT

SOME JUST COMPLAINTS ABOUT THE WAR

SOME STARTLING SIDE EFFECTS OF THE WAR

OTHER IMPOSSIBILITIES

THE ART OF CONVERSATION

HEROES AND HEROINES

THE DISCOVERY OF AMERICA; BEING DONE INTO MOVING PICTURES AND OUT AGAIN

POLITICS FROM WITHIN

THE LOST ILLUSIONS OF MR. SIMS

FETCHING THE DOCTOR: FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD IN THE CANADIAN COUNTRYSIDE

WINSOME WINNIE. OR, TRIAL AND TEMPTATION

JOHN AND I. OR, HOW I NEARLY LOST MY HUSBAND

THE SPLIT IN THE CABINET. OR, THE FATE OF ENGLAND

WHO DO YOU THINK DID IT? OR, THE MIXED-UP MURDER MYSTERY

BROKEN BARRIERS. OR, RED LOVE ON A BLUE ISLAND

THE KIDNAPPED PLUMBER. A TALE OF THE NEW TIME

THE BLUE AND THE GREY. A PRE-WAR WAR STORY

BUGGAM GRANGE. A GOOD OLD GHOST STORY

INTRODUCTION OF MR. STEPHEN LEACOCK GIVEN BY SIR OWEN SEAMAN ON THE OCCASION OF HIS FIRST LECTURE IN LONDON

THE BALANCE OF TRADE IN IMPRESSIONS

I AM INTERVIEWED BY THE PRESS

IMPRESSIONS OF LONDON

A CLEAR VIEW OF THE GOVERNMENT AND POLITICS OF ENGLAND

OXFORD AS I SEE IT

THE BRITISH AND THE AMERICAN PRESS

BUSINESS IN ENGLAND. WANTED — MORE PROFITEERS

IS PROHIBITION COMING TO ENGLAND?

WE HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT

HAVE THE ENGLISH ANY SENSE OF HUMOUR?

MY COLLEGE DAYS: A RETROSPECT

MY MEMORIES AND MISERIES AS A SCHOOLMASTER

LAUS VARSITATIS

THE OLDEST LIVING GRADUATE

THE FACULTY OF ARTS

ENGLISH AS SHE IS TAUGHT AT COLLEGE

LITTLE GLIMPSES OF THE COLLEGE FUTURE

A SUBSCRIPTION WITH REFLECTIONS

TORONTO AND MCGILL

THE CHILDREN’S CORNER

A SERMON ON COLLEGE HUMOUR

A CHRISTMAS EXAMINATION

IDLENESS

THE OLD COLLEGE AND THE NEW UNIVERSITY

THE DIVERSIONS OF A PROFESSOR OF HISTORY

CAST UP BY THE SEA. A SEA COAST MELODRAMA (AS THROWN UP FOR 30 CENTS) — PERIOD, 1880

THE SOUL CALL. AN UP-TO-DATE PIFFLE PLAY. PERIOD, 1923. (IN WHICH A MAN AND WOMAN, BOTH TRYING TO FIND THEMSELVES, FIND ONE ANOTHER)

DEAD MEN’S GOLD. A FILM OF THE GREAT NEVADA DESERT IN WHICH RED-BLOODED, ABLE-BODIED MEN AND WOMEN A HUNDRED PER CENT AMERICAN LIVE AND LOVE AMONG THE CACTUS AND CHAPARRAL. SOMETHING OF THE OZONE OF THE COW PASTURE MINGLED WITH THE GLOOM OF THE GREAT CANYONS BLOWS ALL THROUGH THIS PLAY.

OROASTUS — A GREEK TRAGEDY. (AS PRESENTED IN OUR COLLEGES)

THE SUB-CONTRACTOR. AN IBSEN PLAY. DONE OUT OF THE ORIGINAL NORWEGIAN WITH AN AXE.

HISTORICAL DRAMA

THE RUSSIAN DRAMA

THE PLATTER OF LIFE

PEOPLE WE MEET IN THE MOVIES. THE VAMPIRE WOMAN; AS MET IN THE MOVIES

THE RAFT: AN INTERLUDE

FIRST CALL FOR SPRING. — OR — . OH, LISTEN TO THE BIRDS

HOW I SUCCEEDED IN MY BUSINESS. SECRETS OF SUCCESS AS RELATED IN THE BEST CURRENT LITERATURE

THE DRY BANQUET

MY LOST DOLLAR

RADIO A NEW FORM OF TROUBLE

ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. MY PLANS FOR MOOSE HUNTING IN THE CANADIAN WILDERNESS

ABOLISHING THE HEROINE. (A PLEA THAT FEWER HEROINES AND MORE CRIMES WOULD ADD SPRIGHTLINESS TO OUR FICTION)

MY AFFAIR WITH MY LANDLORD

WHY I REFUSE TO PLAY GOLF

THE APPROACH OF THE COMET. DO YOU REALLY CARE IF IT HITS YOU?

PERSONAL EXPERIMENTS WITH THE BLACK BASS

L’ENVOI. THE FADED ACTOR

PREFACE. CONCERNING HUMOUR AND HUMOURISTS

THE SECRETS OF SUCCESS

THE HUMAN MIND UP TO DATE

THE HUMAN BODY — ITS CARE AND PREVENTION

THE PERFECT SALESMAN

ROMANCES OF BUSINESS

THE PERFECT LOVER’S GUIDE

THE RESTORATION OF WHISKERS

LITTLE GLIMPSES OF THE FUTURE IN AMERICA

MY UNPOSTED CORRESPONDENCE

LETTERS TO THE NEW RULERS OF THE WORLD

THE OUTLINES OF EVERYTHING

BROTHERLY LOVE AMONG THE NATIONS

STUDIES IN THE NEWER CULTURE

IN THE GOOD OLD SUMMERTIME

TRAVEL AND MOVEMENT

GREAT NATIONAL PROBLEMS

ROUND OUR CITY

THE CHRISTMAS GHOST

OLD JUNK AND NEW MONEY

SPEAKING OF INDIA — — WHAT TO DO WHEN YOUR HUSBAND TELLS IN COMPANY HIS SAME OLD STORY

HOW TO BORROW MONEY THE PROCESS IS QUITE EASY, PROVIDED YOU BORROW ENOUGH

LIFE’S MINOR CONTRADICTIONS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THINGS AS THEY ARE AND AS THEY SEEM

A GREAT LIFE IN OUR MIDST JOE BROWN, CHAMPION PIE EATER

THE PERFECT GIFT A LITTLE STUDY IN THE ART OF TASTEFUL GIVING

SCENERY AND SIGNBOARDS A VISION OF TRAVEL FROM NEW YORK TO WASHINGTON

THE LIFE OF JOHN MUTATION SMITH HOW A TYPICAL CITIZEN OF TO-DAY MOVES THROUGH HIS EXISTENCE

INFERENCE AS AN ART HOW EVEN AN AMATEUR MAY FORGE A CHAIN OF LOGIC

OUR GET-TOGETHER MOVEMENT THE WAY WE HAVE ORGANIZED TO “GET TOGETHER” IN OUR TOWN

A LESSON ON THE LINKS THE APPLICATION OF MATHEMATICS TO GOLF

THE FAMILY AT FOOTBALL SHOWING HOW THE GREAT COLLEGE CHAMPIONSHIP GAME OF THE SEASON WAS VARIOUSLY REPORTED

LIFE IN THE OPEN REFLECTIONS VOUCHSAFED TO ME BY MY HOSTESS IN THE WILDERNESS

SAVE ME FROM MY FRIENDS

FROM MY FRIEND THE DEADBEAT

FROM MY FRIEND THE REPORTER

FROM MY FRIEND WITH A SPEECH TO MAKE

FROM MY FRIEND THE GUIDE

PEOPLE WE KNOW

THE MAN IN THE PULLMAN CAR

THE CRIMINAL BY PROXY

THE PEOPLE JUST BACK FROM EUROPE WHO NEVER SHOULD HAVE LEFT HOME

THE MAN WITH THE ADVENTURE STORY

A YEAR AT COLLEGE AS REVEALED IN THE NEWER COMIC JOURNALISM

THE UNINTELLIGENCE TEST WHAT A WELL-EQUIPPED MAN OUGHT TO KNOW

EASY WAYS TO SUCCESS A LETTER TO A PARLOR BOLSHEVIK JUST OUT OF COLLEGE

FUN AS AN AID TO BUSINESS IS A SENSE OF HUMOR A FINANCIAL ASSET?

THE STAMP-ALBUM WORLD THE HABITABLE GLOBE AS SEEN THROUGH THE EYES OF THE JUVENILE COLLECTOR

IF ONLY WE HAD THE RADIO SOONER BROADCASTING THE NORMAN CONQUEST

WHAT THE RADIO OVERHEARD AN EVENING AT HOME OF THE UPTOWN BROWNS

ONE CROWDED QUARTER SECOND HOW THEY MAKE LIFE MOVE IN THE MOVIES

DONE INTO MOVIES BUT CAN YOU RECOGNIZE THE GOOD OLD STORIES WHEN THEY GET THEM DONE?

THINGS I HARDLY DARE WHISPER MORE REVELATIONS OF ANOTHER UNKNOWN EUROPEAN DIPLOMAT. BY AN UNDISCLOSED AUTHOR OF EUROPEAN DISREPUTATION. TWO VOLUMES. TEN DOLLARS EACH, OR THE TWO FOR SEVEN-FIFTY.

HANDS ACROSS THE SEA WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN AMERICA HAS REMOVED ALL THE EUROPEAN ART

IF THEY GO ON SWIMMING A FORECAST OF THE END OF A NEW INTERNATIONAL CRAZE

IF MUSSOLINI COMES WHAT WE WOULD BE ENTITLED TO CONCLUDE WOULD OCCUR

THIS WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP STUFF AND WHY I AM OUT OF IT

GET OFF THE EARTH NOW THAT THIS GLOBE IS USED UP, LET’S LOOK FOR ANOTHER

THE LOST WORLD OF YESTERDAY A PEN PICTURE OF THE VANISHED PAST — THE HORSE AND BUGGY

COME BACK TO SCHOOL AND LET US SEE WHAT THE DEAR OLD DAYS FELT LIKE

THE FALL FAIR AND THE AUTUMN EXPOSITION A COMPARISON OF MIDGEVILLE IN 1880 AND MIDGE CITY IN 1928

EXTINCT MONSTERS ALL THAT WILL BE LEFT OF OUR HOUSEHOLD PETS IN 1,000 YEARS

THE PASSING OF THE BACK YARD ANOTHER SOCIAL REVOLUTION COMING STRAIGHT AT US

THE LITERARY SENSATIONS OF 1929 A CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE NEW BOOKS

CHILDREN’S POETRY REVISED HOW THE DEAR OLD POEMS OF OUR CHILDHOOD NEED TO BE BROUGHT UP TO DATE

ILLUSTRATIONS I CAN DO WITHOUT SOME GENTLE SUGGESTIONS FOR THE CONTEMPORARY ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINES

OUR SUMMER PETS AS PRESENTED BY OUR ENTHUSIASTIC NATURE WRITERS

THE OLD MEN’S PAGE A BRAND NEW FEATURE IN JOURNALISM

A GUIDE TO THE UNDERWORLD A LITTLE UNSOCIAL REGISTER FOR THE USE OF READERS OF UP-TO-DATE FICTION

LOVE ME, LOVE MY LETTERS THE USE OF INK FOR THE FIRST INKLINGS OF LOVE

WITH THE AUTHORITIES SHOWING HOW EASILY THEY EXCEL AT THEIR OWN GAMES

LITERATURE AND THE EIGHTEENTH AMENDMENT

THE HUNT FOR A HEROINE HOW THE FICTION WRITER STRUGGLES TO MAKE AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN

BED-TIME STORIES FOR GROWN-UP PEOPLE WITH APOLOGIES TO OUR BEST CHILDREN’S WRITERS

SOFTENING THE STORIES FOR THE CHILDREN BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH

THE GREAT DETECTIVE

THE EPILOGUE OF THIS BOOK

THE IRON MAN AND THE TIN WOMAN

FURTHER PROGRESS IN SPECIALIZATION

WHEN SOCIAL REGULATION IS COMPLETE

ISN’T IT JUST WONDERFUL?

THE LAST OF THE RUBBER NECKS

ATHLETICS FOR 1950

THE CRIMINAL FACE

ASTRONOMICAL ALARMS

MEMOIRS OF AN ICEMAN

THE MEMOIRS OF A NIGHT WATCHMAN

CONFESSIONS OF A SUPER-EXTRA-CRIMINAL

THE LIFE OF J. CORRESPONDENCE SMITH

EDDIE THE BARTENDER

JANUS AND THE JANITOR

THE INTIMATE DISCLOSURES OF A WRONGED WOMAN

LITTLE CONVERSATIONS OF THE HOUR

TRAVEL IS SO BROADENING

TOMMY AND MILLY AT THE FARM

LIFE’S LITTLE INCONSISTENCIES

NEW WORDS — NEW THINGS

MORE MESSAGES FROM MARS

PORTENTS OF THE FUTURE

RURAL URBANITY

ALL UP!

WILLIE NUT TRIES TO ENTER COLLEGE

GRADUATION DAY AT THE BARBERS COLLEGE

CORRESPONDENCE MANUAL NUMBER ONE

THE GOLFOMANIAC

THE GOLFER’S POCKET GUIDE

THE GOLF SEASON IN RETROSPECT

LONG AFTER BEDTIME

THE NEWER TRUTHFULNESS

A MIDSUMMER DETECTIVE MYSTERY

LITTLE LESSONS IN JOURNALISM

MORE LITERARY SCANDALS

WHO READS WHAT

OVERHAULING THE ENCYCLOPEDIA

JAZZLED JOURNALISM

THIS HEART-TO-HEART STUFF

FORTY YEARS OF BILLIARDS

THE HERO OF HOME WEEK

CONVERSATIONS I CAN DO WITHOUT

MR. CHAIRMAN, I BEG TO MOVE ——

FIFTY CENTS WORTH

MY FINANCIAL CAREER

BUGGAM GRANGE: A GOOD OLD GHOST STORY

HOW WE KEPT MOTHER’S DAY. AS RELATED BY A MEMBER OF THE FAMILY

THE LAUNDRY PROBLEM. A YEARNING FOR THE GOOD OLD DAYS OF THE HUMBLE WASHERWOMAN

THE GREAT DETECTIVE

THE OLD, OLD STORY OF HOW FIVE MEN WENT FISHING

GUIDO THE GIMLET OF GHENT: A ROMANCE OF CHIVALRY

THE HALLUCINATION OF MR. BUTT

CAST UP BY THE SEA. A SEA COAST MELODRAMA (AS THROWN UP FOR 30 CENTS) — PERIOD, 1880

HOW MY WIFE AND I BUILT OUR HOME FOR $4.90. RELATED IN THE MANNER OF THE BEST MODELS IN THE MAGAZINES

SOFTENING THE STORIES FOR THE CHILDREN. BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH

THE EVERLASTING ANGLER

THE GOLFOMANIAC

GERTRUDE THE GOVERNESS: OR, SIMPLE SEVENTEEN. SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS:. THERE ARE NO PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

LETTERS TO THE NEW RULERS OF THE WORLD

THE MARINE EXCURSION OF THE KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS

MY LOST DOLLAR

PERSONAL EXPERIMENTS WITH THE BLACK BASS

THE RESTORATION OF WHISKERS A NEGLECTED FACTOR IN THE DECLINE OF KNOWLEDGE

OLD JUNK AND NEW MONEY. A LITTLE STUDY IN THE LATEST ANTIQUES

OXFORD AS I SEE IT

THE SNOOPOPATHS OR FIFTY STORIES IN ONE

MY AFFAIR WITH MY LANDLORD

THE GIVE AND TAKE OF TRAVEL. A STUDY IN PETTY LARCENY, PRO AND CON

THE RETROACTIVE EXISTENCE OF MR. JUGGINS

HOMER AND HUMBUG, AN ACADEMIC DISCUSSION

WE HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT

CAROLINE’S CHRISTMAS: OR, THE INEXPLICABLE INFANT

FATHER KNICKERBOCKER — A FANTASY

SIMPLE STORIES OF SUCCESS OR HOW TO SUCCEED IN LIFE

HISTORICAL DRAMA

HUMOUR AS I SEE IT

L’ENVOI. THE FADED ACTOR

INTRODUCTION

THE REVISED OR DRY PICKWICK

RATIFICATION OF THE NEW NAVAL DISAGREEMENT. (AN EXTRACT FROM THE ANNUAL REGISTER OF 1933)

A MEDIÆVAL HOLE IN ONE. WET GOLF IN DRY HISTORY

THE GREAT WAR AS RECORDED BY MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. EXTRAORDINARY WAR PLAY DISCOVERED AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON

IF THE GANDHI HABIT SPREADS. WHAT IF ALL THE POLITICIANS STRIP TO THE WAIST

IN PRAISE OF THE AMERICANS. THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY WRITING THE FIRST STORY IN THIS BOOK

ONCE TO EVERYMAN

CONFESSIONS OF A SODA FIEND. WRITTEN FROM A CONDEMNED CELL

A GUIDE TO THE PROVINCE OF QUEBEC. FOR THE USE OF AMERICAN TOURISTS

REVISED EDITION

WHY THE NEXT WAR DIDN’T HAPPEN. AN ATTEMPT TO REASSURE THE PUBLIC

A, B, AND C. AFTER TWENTY YEARS

BREAKFAST AT THE SMITHS’. A LITTLE STUDY IN THE BEAUTY OF CHEERFULNESS

THE PERFECT OPTIMIST. OR DAY-DREAMS IN A DENTAL CHAIR

CHILDREN’S POETRY REVISED

TUM AND PLAY DOLF. WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN MINIATURE GOLF GETS IN ITS EFFECT ON THE HUMAN MIND

HO FOR HAPPINESS. A PLEA FOR LIGHTER AND BRIGHTER LITERATURE

TENNIS AT THE SMITHS’. A SIMPLE STATEMENT OF THE FACTS

A BUTLER OF THE OLD SCHOOL

THE FLYING CARPET. BUT WHERE COULD IT FLY TO, NOW?

COME AND SEE OUR TOWN. HOW THE VISITOR FEELS WHEN SHOWN AROUND

INFLATION AND DEFLATION OR FLATION IN AND DE

L’ENVOI: WHAT NEXT?. A GLIMPSE INTO OUR ULTIMATE FUTURE

PART I. UTOPIA OLD AND NEW

PART II. GRANDFATHER GOES TO WAR

PART III. THE DOCTOR AND THE CONTRAPTION

PART IV. RAH! RAH! COLLEGE OR TOM BUNCOM AT SHUCKSFORD

PART V. THE BAND OF BROTHERS

PART VI. A FRAGMENT FROM UTOPIA

THE SOCIAL PLAN

DEAD CERTAINTY

THE RANCHMAN’S REVERIE

HAPPY JIM, THE CONSUMER

OH! MR. MALTHUS!

MEET MR. WEGG, BANKER

FINALE

AN EDUCATIONAL APPENDIX

MODEL MEMOIRS

MODEL MONOLOGUES

THE DISSOLUTION OF OUR DINNER CLUB

HOW TO LOSE MONEY

THE FAMILIAR MAGIC OF FISHING

OVERWORKING THE ALPHABET

ON THE NEED FOR A QUIET COLLEGE

TURN BACK THE CLOCK

QUALITY DOES IT

COME OUT INTO THE GARDEN

THE ANATOMY OF GLOOM

A DIP INTO PSYCHOLOGY

THEN AND NOW

THROWN OUT

WHAT I READ THEN; WHAT YOU READ NOW

HAND ME DOWN THAT BOOK

WHO KNOWS IT?

HOW MUCH DOES LANGUAGE CHANGE?

HOW FAR CAN WE PLAN?

COLLEGE AS COMIC STUFF

ALL IS NOT LOST!

PREFACE

CHAPTER I. EDUCATION EATING UP LIFE

CHAPTER II. THE MACHINE AT WORK

CHAPTER III. WHAT GOOD IS LATIN?

CHAPTER IV. MATHEMATICS VERSUS PUZZLES

CHAPTER V. PARLEZ-VOUS FRANÇAIS? OR, WHY CAN’T WE LEARN MODERN LANGUAGES?

CHAPTER VI. HAS ECONOMICS GONE TO SEED?

CHAPTER VII. PSYCHOLOGY THE BLACK ART OF THE COLLEGE

CHAPTER VIII. TEACHING THE UNTEACHABLE

CHAPTER IX. RAH! RAH! COLLEGE!

WHEN MEN RETIRE

AS HISTORY GROWS DIM

TWENTY CENTS’ WORTH OF MURDER

READER’S JUNK

THREE ON EACH

NOTHING MISSING

THINKING OF TOMORROW

INFORMATION WHILE YOU DRINK

NO PLACE FOR GENTLEMEN

WE HAVE WITH US TONIGHT

A HUMBLE LOVER

THE MAGIC OF FINANCE

HE GUESSED RIGHT

ELECTRIC SERVICE

OUR VANISHED INDUSTRIES

COULDN’T SLEEP A WINK

GO TO MOTHER

FIVE DOLLARS, RIGHT NOW

ARE PROFESSORS ABSENT-MINDED?

WANTED: A GOLD-FISH

MUSHROOMS

HELP WANTED

ATMOSPHERE

FREEDOM OF THOUGHT

HIS BETTER SELF

OH, SLEEP! OH, GENTLE SLEEP!

EPILOGUE

BASS FISHING ON LAKE SIMCOE WITH JAKE GAUDAUR

SOME MEMORIES I - MY REMARKABLE UNCLE

SOME MEMORIES II - THE OLD FARM AND THE NEW FRAME

SOME MEMORIES III - THE STRUGGLE TO MAKE US GENTLEMEN. A MEMORY OF MY OLD SCHOOL

LITERARY STUDIES I - THE BRITISH SOLDIER

SOLDIER, SOLDIER, WILL YOU MARRY ME, WITH YOUR KNAPSACK, FIFE AND DRUM?

LITERARY STUDIES II - THE MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM OF THE LOST CHORD

LITERARY STUDIES III - THE PASSING OF THE KITCHEN

LITERARY STUDIES IV - COME BACK TO SCHOOL

LITERARY STUDIES V - WHAT’S IN A NAME?

LITERARY STUDIES VI - WHO CANONIZES THE CLASSICS?

AMONG THE ANTIQUES - AN ADVENTURE OF AFTERNOON TEA

SPORTING SECTION I - WHAT IS A SPORT?

SPORTING SECTION II - WHY DO WE FISH?

THE COMPLETE PHILOSOPHY OF THE ANGLER

SPORTING SECTION III - WHEN FELLERS GO FISHING

SPORTING SECTION IV - EATING AIR

A DISCOURSE ON THE MAGIC OF EATING OUT OF DOORS

STUDIES IN HUMOUR I - THE SAVING GRACE OF HUMOUR

IS THERE ANY?

STUDIES IN HUMOUR II - LAUGHING OFF OUR HISTORY

STUDIES IN HUMOUR III - WAR AND HUMOUR

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS I - CHRISTMAS RAPTURE

PRE-WAR

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS II - CHRISTMAS SHOPPING

PRE-WAR

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS III - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: SANTA CLAUS

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS IV - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: 1941

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA I - CRICKET FOR AMERICANS

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA II - OUR AMERICAN VISITORS

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA III - A WELCOME TO A VISITING AMERICAN

AT THE CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA IV - UNCLE SAM: AN ALLEGORY

THE TRANSIT OF VENUS - A COLLEGE STORY

MIGRATION IN ENGLISH LITERATURE - A STUDY OF ENGLAND AND AMERICA

THREE SCORE AND TEN - THE BUSINESS OF GROWING OLD

THE PERFECT INDEX - THERE IS NO INDEX, AND WHY

L’ENVOI: A SALUTATION ACROSS THE SEA

MR. MCCOY SAILS FOR FIJI

PAWN TO KING’S FOUR

IMPERVIOUS TO WOMEN

THE JONES’S ENCHANTED CASTLE

MR. ALCORN IMPROVES HIMSELF

CLOUDS THAT ROLLED BY: MR. ALLDONE’S AWFUL DAY

ANGEL POND, LURE OF THE NORTH

COOKING FOR VICTORY

GOOD NEWS! A NEW PARTY!

THE LIFE OF LEA AND PERRINS

A MORNING OFF

MR. PLUMTER, B.A., REVISITS THE OLD SHOP

ALLEGORY ISLAND

DAMON AND PYTHIAS, BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.

BOOM TIMES

MARIPOSA MOVES ON

THE HAPPY WARRIOR

NATIONAL DEBT, NATIONAL BLESSING

THE SULTAN SPEAKS FROM THE GRAVE

HAVE YOU GOT EVEN ONE CENT?

THE RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION OF ANGUS MCCORDELL

THE CHAIRMAN’S WALKING STICK

GOING! GOING! GONE!

A NEW HEAVEN AND A NEW EARTH

ARE WITTY WOMEN ATTRACTIVE TO MEN?

LIVING WITH MURDER

WHAT CAN IZAAK WALTON TEACH US?

A LECTURE ON WALKING

GOOD-BYE, MOTOR CAR!

COMMON SENSE AND THE UNIVERSE

AN APOLOGY FOR THE BRITISH EMPIRE

BRITAIN AND CANADA

OLD PHASES AND NEW

GENERALS I HAVE TRAINED

THIS BUSINESS OF PROPHECY

REBUILDING THE CITIES

CASTING OUT ANIMOSITY

WOMAN’S LEVEL

THE SCHOOL IS THE LEVER

TO EVERY CHILD

GOLD

CAN WE BEAT INFLATION?

UNCLE SAM, GOOD NEIGHBOUR

AN ALLEGORY

ALL RIGHT, MR. ROOSEVELT

CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES

ALICE WALKS IN WONDERLAND

GILBERT’S “BAB” BALLADS

SCENERY

CHARACTERS

Q. A PSYCHIC PSTORY OF THE PSUPER NATURAL

 


List of Short Stories in Alphabetical Order
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Please note: to retain the original structure of story collections, some tales appear more than once in the list.

A BUTLER OF THE OLD SCHOOL

A CHRISTMAS EXAMINATION

A CHRISTMAS LETTER

A CLEAR VIEW OF THE GOVERNMENT AND POLITICS OF ENGLAND

A DIP INTO PSYCHOLOGY

A DISCOURSE ON THE MAGIC OF EATING OUT OF DOORS

A GREAT LIFE IN OUR MIDST JOE BROWN, CHAMPION PIE EATER

A GUIDE TO THE PROVINCE OF QUEBEC. FOR THE USE OF AMERICAN TOURISTS

A GUIDE TO THE UNDERWORLD A LITTLE UNSOCIAL REGISTER FOR THE USE OF READERS OF UP-TO-DATE FICTION

A HERO IN HOMESPUN: OR, THE LIFE STRUGGLE OF HEZEKIAH HAYLOFT

A HUMBLE LOVER

A LECTURE ON WALKING

A LESSON IN FICTION

A LESSON ON THE LINKS THE APPLICATION OF MATHEMATICS TO GOLF

A LITTLE DINNER WITH MR. LUCULLUS FYSHE

A MANUAL OF EDUCATION

A MEDIÆVAL HOLE IN ONE. WET GOLF IN DRY HISTORY

A MIDSUMMER DETECTIVE MYSTERY

A MODEL DIALOGUE

A MORNING OFF

A NEW HEAVEN AND A NEW EARTH

A NEW PATHOLOGY

A REHABILITATION OF CHARLES II

A SERMON ON COLLEGE HUMOUR

A STUDY IN STILL LIFE — MY TAILOR

A STUDY IN STILL LIFE. — THE COUNTRY HOTEL

A SUBSCRIPTION WITH REFLECTIONS

A YEAR AT COLLEGE AS REVEALED IN THE NEWER COMIC JOURNALISM

A, B, AND C

A, B, AND C. AFTER TWENTY YEARS

ABDUL AZIZ HAS HIS: AN ADVENTURE IN THE YILDIZ KIOSK

ABOLISHING THE HEROINE. (A PLEA THAT FEWER HEROINES AND MORE CRIMES WOULD ADD SPRIGHTLINESS TO OUR FICTION)

AFTERNOON ADVENTURES AT MY CLUB

AFTERNOON TEA WITH THE SULTAN

ALICE WALKS IN WONDERLAND

ALL IS NOT LOST!

ALL RIGHT, MR. ROOSEVELT

ALL UP!

ALLEGORY ISLAND

AMERICAN HUMOUR

AMONG THE ANTIQUES - AN ADVENTURE OF AFTERNOON TEA

AN ALLEGORY

AN APOLOGY FOR THE BRITISH EMPIRE

AN EDUCATIONAL APPENDIX

AN EVERY-DAY EXPERIENCE

AN EXPERIMENT WITH POLICEMAN HOGAN

ANGEL POND, LURE OF THE NORTH

ARE PROFESSORS ABSENT-MINDED?

ARE THE RICH HAPPY?

ARE WITTY WOMEN ATTRACTIVE TO MEN?

ARISTOCRATIC ANECDOTES OR LITTLE STORIES OF GREAT PEOPLE

ARISTOCRATIC EDUCATION

AS HISTORY GROWS DIM

ASTRONOMICAL ALARMS

AT THE CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION

ATHLETICS FOR 1950

ATMOSPHERE

BACK FROM THE LAND

BACK TO THE BUSH

BASS FISHING ON LAKE SIMCOE WITH JAKE GAUDAUR

BED-TIME STORIES FOR GROWN-UP PEOPLE WITH APOLOGIES TO OUR BEST CHILDREN’S WRITERS

BEHIND THE BEYOND

BOARDING-HOUSE GEOMETRY

BOOM TIMES

BORROWING A MATCH

BREAKFAST AT THE SMITHS’. A LITTLE STUDY IN THE BEAUTY OF CHEERFULNESS

BRITAIN AND CANADA

BROKEN BARRIERS. OR, RED LOVE ON A BLUE ISLAND

BROTHERLY LOVE AMONG THE NATIONS

BUGGAM GRANGE. A GOOD OLD GHOST STORY

BUGGAM GRANGE: A GOOD OLD GHOST STORY

BUSINESS IN ENGLAND. WANTED — MORE PROFITEERS

CAN WE BEAT INFLATION?

CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES

CAROLINE’S CHRISTMAS: OR, THE INEXPLICABLE INFANT

CAROLINE’S CHRISTMAS: OR, THE INEXPLICABLE INFANT

CAST UP BY THE SEA. A SEA COAST MELODRAMA (AS THROWN UP FOR 30 CENTS) — PERIOD, 1880

CAST UP BY THE SEA. A SEA COAST MELODRAMA (AS THROWN UP FOR 30 CENTS) — PERIOD, 1880

CASTING OUT ANIMOSITY

CHILDREN’S POETRY REVISED

CHILDREN’S POETRY REVISED HOW THE DEAR OLD POEMS OF OUR CHILDHOOD NEED TO BE BROUGHT UP TO DATE

CLOUDS THAT ROLLED BY: MR. ALLDONE’S AWFUL DAY

COLLEGE AS COMIC STUFF

COME AND SEE OUR TOWN. HOW THE VISITOR FEELS WHEN SHOWN AROUND

COME BACK TO SCHOOL AND LET US SEE WHAT THE DEAR OLD DAYS FELT LIKE

COME OUT INTO THE GARDEN

COMMON SENSE AND THE UNIVERSE

CONFESSIONS OF A SODA FIEND. WRITTEN FROM A CONDEMNED CELL

CONFESSIONS OF A SUPER-EXTRA-CRIMINAL

CONVERSATIONS I CAN DO WITHOUT

COOKING FOR VICTORY

CORRESPONDENCE MANUAL NUMBER ONE

COULDN’T SLEEP A WINK

DAMON AND PYTHIAS, BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.

DEAD CERTAINTY

DEAD MEN’S GOLD. A FILM OF THE GREAT NEVADA DESERT IN WHICH RED-BLOODED, ABLE-BODIED MEN AND WOMEN A HUNDRED PER CENT AMERICAN LIVE AND LOVE AMONG THE CACTUS AND CHAPARRAL. SOMETHING OF THE OZONE OF THE COW PASTURE MINGLED WITH THE GLOOM OF THE GREAT CANYONS BLOWS ALL THROUGH THIS PLAY.

DONE INTO MOVIES BUT CAN YOU RECOGNIZE THE GOOD OLD STORIES WHEN THEY GET THEM DONE?

EASY WAYS TO SUCCESS A LETTER TO A PARLOR BOLSHEVIK JUST OUT OF COLLEGE

ECHOES OF THE WAR

EDDIE THE BARTENDER

EDUCATION MADE AGREEABLE OR THE DIVERSIONS OF A PROFESSOR

ELECTRIC SERVICE

ENGLISH AS SHE IS TAUGHT AT COLLEGE

EPILOGUE

EVERY MAN AND HIS FRIENDS. MR. CRUNCH’S PORTRAIT GALLERY (AS EDITED FROM HIS PRIVATE THOUGHTS)

EXTINCT MONSTERS ALL THAT WILL BE LEFT OF OUR HOUSEHOLD PETS IN 1,000 YEARS

FAMILIAR INCIDENTS

FATHER KNICKERBOCKER — A FANTASY

FATHER KNICKERBOCKER: A FANTASY

FETCHING THE DOCTOR: FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD IN THE CANADIAN COUNTRYSIDE

FICTION AND REALITY A STUDY OF THE ART OF CHARLES DICKENS

FIFTY CENTS WORTH

FINALE

FIRST CALL FOR SPRING. — OR — . OH, LISTEN TO THE BIRDS

FIVE DOLLARS, RIGHT NOW

FOLLIES IN FICTION

FOREIGN FICTION IN IMPORTED INSTALMENTS.

FORTY YEARS OF BILLIARDS

FREEDOM OF THOUGHT

FROM MY FRIEND THE DEADBEAT

FROM MY FRIEND THE GUIDE

FROM MY FRIEND THE REPORTER

FROM MY FRIEND WITH A SPEECH TO MAKE

FUN AS AN AID TO BUSINESS IS A SENSE OF HUMOR A FINANCIAL ASSET?

FURTHER PROGRESS IN SPECIALIZATION

GENERALS I HAVE TRAINED

GERMANY FROM WITHIN OUT

GERTRUDE THE GOVERNESS: OR, SIMPLE SEVENTEEN

GERTRUDE THE GOVERNESS: OR, SIMPLE SEVENTEEN. SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS:. THERE ARE NO PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

GET OFF THE EARTH NOW THAT THIS GLOBE IS USED UP, LET’S LOOK FOR ANOTHER

GETTING THE THREAD OF IT

GILBERT’S “BAB” BALLADS

GO TO MOTHER

GOING! GOING! GONE!

GOLD

GOOD NEWS! A NEW PARTY!

GOOD-BYE, MOTOR CAR!

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA I - CRICKET FOR AMERICANS

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA II - OUR AMERICAN VISITORS

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA III - A WELCOME TO A VISITING AMERICAN

GOODWILL FOR AMERICA IV - UNCLE SAM: AN ALLEGORY

GRADUATION DAY AT THE BARBERS COLLEGE

GREAT NATIONAL PROBLEMS

GUIDO THE GIMLET OF GHENT: A ROMANCE OF CHIVALRY

GUIDO THE GIMLET OF GHENT: A ROMANCE OF CHIVALRY

HALF-HOURS WITH THE POETS

HAND ME DOWN THAT BOOK

HANDS ACROSS THE SEA WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN AMERICA HAS REMOVED ALL THE EUROPEAN ART

HANNAH OF THE HIGHLANDS: OR, THE LAIRD OF LOCH AUCHERLOCHERTY

HAPPY JIM, THE CONSUMER

HAVE THE ENGLISH ANY SENSE OF HUMOUR?

HAVE YOU GOT EVEN ONE CENT?

HE GUESSED RIGHT

HELP WANTED

HELPING THE ARMENIANS

HEROES AND HEROINES

HINTS TO TRAVELLERS

HIS BETTER SELF

HISTORICAL DRAMA

HISTORICAL DRAMA

HO FOR HAPPINESS. A PLEA FOR LIGHTER AND BRIGHTER LITERATURE

HOMER AND HUMBUG

HOMER AND HUMBUG, AN ACADEMIC DISCUSSION

HOODOO MCFIGGIN’S CHRISTMAS

HOW FAR CAN WE PLAN?

HOW I SUCCEEDED IN MY BUSINESS. SECRETS OF SUCCESS AS RELATED IN THE BEST CURRENT LITERATURE

HOW MUCH DOES LANGUAGE CHANGE?

HOW MY WIFE AND I BUILT OUR HOME FOR $4.90. RELATED IN THE MANNER OF THE BEST MODELS IN THE MAGAZINES

HOW TO AVOID GETTING MARRIED

HOW TO BE A DOCTOR

HOW TO BORROW MONEY THE PROCESS IS QUITE EASY, PROVIDED YOU BORROW ENOUGH

HOW TO LIVE TO BE 200

HOW TO LOSE MONEY

HOW TO MAKE A MILLION DOLLARS

HOW WE KEPT MOTHER’S DAY. AS RELATED BY A MEMBER OF THE FAMILY

HUMOUR AS I SEE IT

HUMOUR AS I SEE IT

I AM INTERVIEWED BY THE PRESS

IDEAL INTERVIEWS

IDLENESS

IF GERMANY HAD WON

IF MUSSOLINI COMES WHAT WE WOULD BE ENTITLED TO CONCLUDE WOULD OCCUR

IF ONLY WE HAD THE RADIO SOONER BROADCASTING THE NORMAN CONQUEST

IF THE GANDHI HABIT SPREADS. WHAT IF ALL THE POLITICIANS STRIP TO THE WAIST

IF THEY GO ON SWIMMING A FORECAST OF THE END OF A NEW INTERNATIONAL CRAZE

ILLUSTRATIONS I CAN DO WITHOUT SOME GENTLE SUGGESTIONS FOR THE CONTEMPORARY ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINES

IMPERVIOUS TO WOMEN

IMPRESSIONS OF LONDON

IN DRY TORONTO

IN MERRY MEXICO

IN PRAISE OF THE AMERICANS. THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY WRITING THE FIRST STORY IN THIS BOOK

IN THE GOOD OLD SUMMERTIME

IN THE GOOD TIME AFTER THE WAR

INFERENCE AS AN ART HOW EVEN AN AMATEUR MAY FORGE A CHAIN OF LOGIC

INFLATION AND DEFLATION OR FLATION IN AND DE

INFORMATION WHILE YOU DRINK

INSURANCE UP TO DATE

INTRODUCTION

INTRODUCTION OF MR. STEPHEN LEACOCK GIVEN BY SIR OWEN SEAMAN ON THE OCCASION OF HIS FIRST LECTURE IN LONDON

IS PROHIBITION COMING TO ENGLAND?

IS THERE ANY?

ISN’T IT JUST WONDERFUL?

JANUS AND THE JANITOR

JAZZLED JOURNALISM

JOHN AND I. OR, HOW I NEARLY LOST MY HUSBAND

L’ENVOI. THE FADED ACTOR

L’ENVOI. THE FADED ACTOR

L’ENVOI. THE TRAIN TO MARIPOSA

L’ENVOI: A SALUTATION ACROSS THE SEA

L’ENVOI: WHAT NEXT?. A GLIMPSE INTO OUR ULTIMATE FUTURE

LAUS VARSITATIS

LETTERS TO THE NEW RULERS OF THE WORLD

LETTERS TO THE NEW RULERS OF THE WORLD

LIFE IN THE OPEN REFLECTIONS VOUCHSAFED TO ME BY MY HOSTESS IN THE WILDERNESS

LIFE’S LITTLE INCONSISTENCIES

LIFE’S MINOR CONTRADICTIONS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THINGS AS THEY ARE AND AS THEY SEEM

LITERARY STUDIES I - THE BRITISH SOLDIER

LITERARY STUDIES II - THE MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM OF THE LOST CHORD

LITERARY STUDIES III - THE PASSING OF THE KITCHEN

LITERARY STUDIES IV - COME BACK TO SCHOOL

LITERARY STUDIES V - WHAT’S IN A NAME?

LITERARY STUDIES VI - WHO CANONIZES THE CLASSICS?

LITERATURE AND EDUCATION IN AMERICA

LITERATURE AND THE EIGHTEENTH AMENDMENT

LITTLE CONVERSATIONS OF THE HOUR

LITTLE GLIMPSES OF THE COLLEGE FUTURE

LITTLE GLIMPSES OF THE FUTURE IN AMERICA

LITTLE LESSONS IN JOURNALISM

LIVING WITH MURDER

LONG AFTER BEDTIME

LORD OXHEAD’S SECRET

LOST IN NEW YORK

LOVE ME, LOVE MY LETTERS THE USE OF INK FOR THE FIRST INKLINGS OF LOVE

MADDENED BY MYSTERY: OR, THE DEFECTIVE DETECTIVE

MADELINE OF THE MOVIES: A PHOTOPLAY DONE BACK INTO WORDS

MAKING A MAGAZINE (THE DREAM OF A CONTRIBUTOR)

MARIPOSA MOVES ON

MEET MR. WEGG, BANKER

MEMOIRS OF AN ICEMAN

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS I - CHRISTMAS RAPTURE

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS II - CHRISTMAS SHOPPING

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS III - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: SANTA CLAUS

MEMORIES OF CHRISTMAS IV - WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS: 1941

MEN WHO HAVE SHAVED ME

MERRY CHRISTMAS

MIGRATION IN ENGLISH LITERATURE - A STUDY OF ENGLAND AND AMERICA

MODEL MEMOIRS

MODEL MONOLOGUES

MORE LITERARY SCANDALS

MORE MESSAGES FROM MARS

MORE THAN TWICE-TOLD TALES; OR, EVERY MAN HIS OWN HERO

MR. ALCORN IMPROVES HIMSELF

MR. CHAIRMAN, I BEG TO MOVE ——

MR. MCCOY SAILS FOR FIJI

MR. PLUMTER, B.A., REVISITS THE OLD SHOP

MUSHROOMS

MY AFFAIR WITH MY LANDLORD

MY AFFAIR WITH MY LANDLORD

MY COLLEGE DAYS: A RETROSPECT

MY FINANCIAL CAREER

MY FINANCIAL CAREER

MY LOST DOLLAR

MY LOST DOLLAR

MY MEMORIES AND MISERIES AS A SCHOOLMASTER

MY REVELATIONS AS A SPY

MY UNPOSTED CORRESPONDENCE

NATIONAL DEBT, NATIONAL BLESSING

NEW WORDS — NEW THINGS

NO PLACE FOR GENTLEMEN

NOTHING MISSING

NUMBER FIFTY-SIX

OH! MR. MALTHUS!

OH, SLEEP! OH, GENTLE SLEEP!

OLD JUNK AND NEW MONEY

OLD JUNK AND NEW MONEY. A LITTLE STUDY IN THE LATEST ANTIQUES

OLD PHASES AND NEW

ON COLLECTING THINGS

ON THE NEED FOR A QUIET COLLEGE

ONCE TO EVERYMAN

ONE CROWDED QUARTER SECOND HOW THEY MAKE LIFE MOVE IN THE MOVIES

OROASTUS — A GREEK TRAGEDY. (AS PRESENTED IN OUR COLLEGES)

OTHER IMPOSSIBILITIES

OUR GET-TOGETHER MOVEMENT THE WAY WE HAVE ORGANIZED TO “GET TOGETHER” IN OUR TOWN

OUR LITERARY BUREAU

OUR SUMMER PETS AS PRESENTED BY OUR ENTHUSIASTIC NATURE WRITERS

OUR VANISHED INDUSTRIES

OVER THE GRAPE JUICE; OR, THE PEACEMAKERS

OVERHAULING THE ENCYCLOPEDIA

OVERWORKING THE ALPHABET

OXFORD AS I SEE IT

OXFORD AS I SEE IT

PARISIAN PASTIMES

PART I. UTOPIA OLD AND NEW

PART II. GRANDFATHER GOES TO WAR

PART III. THE DOCTOR AND THE CONTRAPTION

PART IV. RAH! RAH! COLLEGE OR TOM BUNCOM AT SHUCKSFORD

PART V. THE BAND OF BROTHERS

PART VI. A FRAGMENT FROM UTOPIA

PASSIONATE PARAGRAPHS

PAWN TO KING’S FOUR

PEOPLE WE KNOW

PEOPLE WE MEET IN THE MOVIES. THE VAMPIRE WOMAN; AS MET IN THE MOVIES

PERSONAL ADVENTURES IN THE SPIRIT WORLD

PERSONAL EXPERIMENTS WITH THE BLACK BASS

PERSONAL EXPERIMENTS WITH THE BLACK BASS

POLITICS FROM WITHIN

PORTENTS OF THE FUTURE

PREFACE

PREFACE

PREFACE

PREFACE. CONCERNING HUMOUR AND HUMOURISTS

PRE-WAR

PRE-WAR

Q. A PSYCHIC PSTORY OF THE PSUPER NATURAL

Q. A PSYCHIC PSTORY OF THE PSUPERNATURAL

QUALITY DOES IT

RADIO A NEW FORM OF TROUBLE

RAM SPUDD THE NEW WORLD SINGER.

RATIFICATION OF THE NEW NAVAL DISAGREEMENT. (AN EXTRACT FROM THE ANNUAL REGISTER OF 1933)

READER’S JUNK

REBUILDING THE CITIES

REFLECTIONS ON RIDING

REVISED EDITION

ROMANCES OF BUSINESS

ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. MY PLANS FOR MOOSE HUNTING IN THE CANADIAN WILDERNESS

ROUND OUR CITY

RURAL URBANITY

SALOONIO

SAVE ME FROM MY FRIENDS

SCENERY

SCENERY AND SIGNBOARDS A VISION OF TRAVEL FROM NEW YORK TO WASHINGTON

SELF-MADE MEN

SIDELIGHTS ON THE SUPERMEN

SIMPLE STORIES OF SUCCESS OR HOW TO SUCCEED IN LIFE

SIMPLE STORIES OF SUCCESS, OR HOW TO SUCCEED IN LIFE

SNOOPOPATHS; OR, FIFTY STORIES IN ONE

SOAKED IN SEAWEED: OR, UPSET IN THE OCEAN (AN OLD-FASHIONED SEA STORY.)

SOCIETY CHAT-CHAT

SOFTENING THE STORIES FOR THE CHILDREN BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH

SOFTENING THE STORIES FOR THE CHILDREN. BUT DON’T DO IT: THEY PREFER THEM ROUGH

SOLDIER, SOLDIER, WILL YOU MARRY ME, WITH YOUR KNAPSACK, FIFE AND DRUM?

SOME JUST COMPLAINTS ABOUT THE WAR

SOME MEMORIES I - MY REMARKABLE UNCLE

SOME MEMORIES II - THE OLD FARM AND THE NEW FRAME

SOME MEMORIES III - THE STRUGGLE TO MAKE US GENTLEMEN. A MEMORY OF MY OLD SCHOOL

SOME STARTLING SIDE EFFECTS OF THE WAR

SORROWS OF A SUPER SOUL: OR, THE MEMOIRS OF MARIE MUSHENOUGH

SPEAKING OF INDIA — — WHAT TO DO WHEN YOUR HUSBAND TELLS IN COMPANY HIS SAME OLD STORY

SPEEDING UP BUSINESS

SPOOF. A THOUSAND-GUINEA NOVEL. NEW! FASCINATING! PERPLEXING!

SPORTING SECTION I - WHAT IS A SPORT?

SPORTING SECTION II - WHY DO WE FISH?

SPORTING SECTION III - WHEN FELLERS GO FISHING

SPORTING SECTION IV - EATING AIR

STORIES SHORTER STILL

STUDIES IN HUMOUR I - THE SAVING GRACE OF HUMOUR

STUDIES IN HUMOUR II - LAUGHING OFF OUR HISTORY

STUDIES IN HUMOUR III - WAR AND HUMOUR

STUDIES IN THE NEWER CULTURE

TELLING HIS FAULTS

TENNIS AT THE SMITHS’. A SIMPLE STATEMENT OF THE FACTS

THE AMAZING GENIUS OF O. HENRY

THE ANATOMY OF GLOOM

THE APOLOGY OF A PROFESSOR

THE APPROACH OF THE COMET. DO YOU REALLY CARE IF IT HITS YOU?

THE ARRESTED PHILANTHROPY OF MR. TOMLINSON

THE ART OF CONVERSATION

THE AWFUL FATE OF MELPOMENUS JONES

THE BALANCE OF TRADE IN IMPRESSIONS

THE BEACON ON THE HILL

THE BLUE AND THE GREY. A PRE-WAR WAR STORY

THE BOY WHO CAME BACK

THE BRITISH AND THE AMERICAN PRESS

THE CALL OF THE CARBURETTOR, OR, MR. BLINKS AND HIS FRIENDS

THE CANDIDACY OF MR. SMITH

THE CAVE-MAN AS HE IS

THE CHAIRMAN’S WALKING STICK

THE CHILDREN’S CORNER

THE CHRISTMAS GHOST

THE COMPLETE PHILOSOPHY OF THE ANGLER

THE CONJURER’S REVENGE

THE CRIMINAL BY PROXY

THE CRIMINAL FACE

THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA A DISCUSSION OF MODERN MORALITY

THE DISCOVERY OF AMERICA; BEING DONE INTO MOVING PICTURES AND OUT AGAIN

THE DISSOLUTION OF OUR DINNER CLUB

THE DIVERSIONS OF A PROFESSOR OF HISTORY

THE DRY BANQUET

THE EPILOGUE OF THIS BOOK

THE ERRORS OF SANTA CLAUS

THE EVERLASTING ANGLER

THE EXTRAORDINARY ENTANGLEMENT OF MR. PUPKIN

THE FACULTY OF ARTS

THE FALL FAIR AND THE AUTUMN EXPOSITION A COMPARISON OF MIDGEVILLE IN 1880 AND MIDGE CITY IN 1928

THE FAMILIAR MAGIC OF FISHING

THE FAMILY AT FOOTBALL SHOWING HOW THE GREAT COLLEGE CHAMPIONSHIP GAME OF THE SEASON WAS VARIOUSLY REPORTED

THE FIRST NEWSPAPER

THE FLYING CARPET. BUT WHERE COULD IT FLY TO, NOW?

THE FORCE OF STATISTICS

THE FORE-ORDAINED ATTACHMENT OF ZENA PEPPERLEIGH AND PETER PUPKIN

THE GIVE AND TAKE OF TRAVEL. A STUDY IN PETTY LARCENY, PRO AND CON

THE GOLF SEASON IN RETROSPECT

THE GOLFER’S POCKET GUIDE

THE GOLFOMANIAC

THE GOLFOMANIAC

THE GRASS BACHELOR’S GUIDE. WITH SINCERE APOLOGIES TO THE LADIES’ PERIODICALS

THE GREAT DETECTIVE

THE GREAT DETECTIVE

THE GREAT ELECTION IN MISSINABA COUNTY

THE GREAT FIGHT FOR CLEAN GOVERNMENT

THE GREAT WAR AS RECORDED BY MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. EXTRAORDINARY WAR PLAY DISCOVERED AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON

THE HALLUCINATION OF MR. BUTT

THE HAPPY WARRIOR

THE HERO OF HOME WEEK

THE HOHENZOLLERNS IN AMERICA

THE HOSTELRY OF MR. SMITH

THE HUMAN BODY — ITS CARE AND PREVENTION

THE HUMAN MIND UP TO DATE

THE HUNT FOR A HEROINE HOW THE FICTION WRITER STRUGGLES TO MAKE AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN

THE INTIMATE DISCLOSURES OF A WRONGED WOMAN

THE IRON MAN AND THE TIN WOMAN

THE JONES’S ENCHANTED CASTLE

THE KIDNAPPED PLUMBER. A TALE OF THE NEW TIME

THE LAST OF THE RUBBER NECKS

THE LAUNDRY PROBLEM. A YEARNING FOR THE GOOD OLD DAYS OF THE HUMBLE WASHERWOMAN

THE LIFE OF J. CORRESPONDENCE SMITH

THE LIFE OF JOHN MUTATION SMITH HOW A TYPICAL CITIZEN OF TO-DAY MOVES THROUGH HIS EXISTENCE

THE LIFE OF JOHN SMITH

THE LIFE OF LEA AND PERRINS

THE LITERARY SENSATIONS OF 1929 A CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE NEW BOOKS

THE LOST ILLUSIONS OF MR. SIMS

THE LOST WORLD OF YESTERDAY A PEN PICTURE OF THE VANISHED PAST — THE HORSE AND BUGGY

THE LOT OF THE SCHOOLMASTER

THE LOVE STORY OF MR. PETER SPILLIKINS

THE MAGIC OF FINANCE

THE MAN IN ASBESTOS: AN ALLEGORY OF THE FUTURE

THE MAN IN THE PULLMAN CAR

THE MAN WITH THE ADVENTURE STORY

THE MARINE EXCURSION OF THE KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS

THE MARINE EXCURSIONS OF THE KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS

THE MARIPOSA BANK MYSTERY

THE MEMOIRS OF A NIGHT WATCHMAN

THE MINISTRATIONS OF THE REV. MR. DRONE

THE MINISTRATIONS OF THE REV. UTTERMUST DUMFARTHING

THE NEW EDUCATION

THE NEW FOOD

THE NEWER TRUTHFULNESS

THE OLD COLLEGE AND THE NEW UNIVERSITY

THE OLD MEN’S PAGE A BRAND NEW FEATURE IN JOURNALISM

THE OLD, OLD STORY OF HOW FIVE MEN WENT FISHING

THE OLD, OLD STORY OF HOW FIVE MEN WENT FISHING

THE OLDEST LIVING GRADUATE

THE OUTLINES OF EVERYTHING

THE PASSING OF THE BACK YARD ANOTHER SOCIAL REVOLUTION COMING STRAIGHT AT US

THE PASSING OF THE POET

THE PEOPLE JUST BACK FROM EUROPE WHO NEVER SHOULD HAVE LEFT HOME

THE PERFECT GIFT A LITTLE STUDY IN THE ART OF TASTEFUL GIVING

THE PERFECT INDEX - THERE IS NO INDEX, AND WHY

THE PERFECT LOVER’S GUIDE

THE PERFECT OPTIMIST. OR DAY-DREAMS IN A DENTAL CHAIR

THE PERFECT SALESMAN

THE PERPLEXITY COLUMN AS DONE BY THE JADED JOURNALIST

THE PLATTER OF LIFE

THE POET ANSWERED

THE PROPHET IN OUR MIDST

THE RAFT: AN INTERLUDE

THE RANCHMAN’S REVERIE

THE READING PUBLIC. A BOOK STORE STUDY

THE RESTORATION OF WHISKERS

THE RESTORATION OF WHISKERS A NEGLECTED FACTOR IN THE DECLINE OF KNOWLEDGE

THE RETROACTIVE EXISTENCE OF MR. JUGGINS

THE RETROACTIVE EXISTENCE OF MR. JUGGINS

THE REVISED OR DRY PICKWICK

THE RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION OF ANGUS MCCORDELL

THE RIVAL CHURCHES OF ST. ASAPH AND ST. OSOPH

THE RUSSIAN DRAMA

THE SCHOOL IS THE LEVER

THE SECRETS OF SUCCESS

THE SNOOPOPATHS OR FIFTY STORIES IN ONE

THE SOCIAL PLAN

THE SORROWS OF A SUMMER GUEST

THE SOUL CALL. AN UP-TO-DATE PIFFLE PLAY. PERIOD, 1923. (IN WHICH A MAN AND WOMAN, BOTH TRYING TO FIND THEMSELVES, FIND ONE ANOTHER)

THE SPECULATIONS OF JEFFERSON THORPE

THE SPLIT IN THE CABINET. OR, THE FATE OF ENGLAND

THE STAMP-ALBUM WORLD THE HABITABLE GLOBE AS SEEN THROUGH THE EYES OF THE JUVENILE COLLECTOR

THE SUB-CONTRACTOR. AN IBSEN PLAY. DONE OUT OF THE ORIGINAL NORWEGIAN WITH AN AXE.

THE SUBURBAN TROLLEY CAR

THE SULTAN SPEAKS FROM THE GRAVE

THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST

THE TRANSIT OF VENUS - A COLLEGE STORY

THE TWO SEXES IN FIVES OR SIXES. A DINNER-PARTY STUDY

THE UNINTELLIGENCE TEST WHAT A WELL-EQUIPPED MAN OUGHT TO KNOW

THE WAR NEWS AS I REMEMBER IT

THE WAR SACRIFICES OF MR. SPUGG

THE WHIRLWIND CAMPAIGN IN MARIPOSA

THE WHITE HOUSE FROM WITHOUT IN

THE WIZARD OF FINANCE

THE WOMAN QUESTION

THE YAHI-BAHI ORIENTAL SOCIETY OF MRS. RASSELYER-BROWN

THEN AND NOW

THINGS I HARDLY DARE WHISPER MORE REVELATIONS OF ANOTHER UNKNOWN EUROPEAN DIPLOMAT. BY AN UNDISCLOSED AUTHOR OF EUROPEAN DISREPUTATION. TWO VOLUMES. TEN DOLLARS EACH, OR THE TWO FOR SEVEN-FIFTY.

THINKING OF TOMORROW

THIS BUSINESS OF PROPHECY

THIS HEART-TO-HEART STUFF

THIS STRENUOUS AGE

THIS WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP STUFF AND WHY I AM OUT OF IT

THREE ON EACH

THREE SCORE AND TEN - THE BUSINESS OF GROWING OLD

THROWN OUT

TO EVERY CHILD

TO NATURE AND BACK AGAIN

TOMMY AND MILLY AT THE FARM

TORONTO AND MCGILL

TRAVEL AND MOVEMENT

TRAVEL IS SO BROADENING

TRUTHFUL ORATORY

TUM AND PLAY DOLF. WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN MINIATURE GOLF GETS IN ITS EFFECT ON THE HUMAN MIND

TURN BACK THE CLOCK

TWENTY CENTS’ WORTH OF MURDER

UNCLE SAM, GOOD NEIGHBOUR

WANTED: A GOLD-FISH

WAR AND PEACE AT THE GALAXY CLUB

WE HAVE WITH US TONIGHT

WE HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT

WE HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT

WEEJEE THE PET DOG

WHAT CAN IZAAK WALTON TEACH US?

WHAT I READ THEN; WHAT YOU READ NOW

WHAT THE RADIO OVERHEARD AN EVENING AT HOME OF THE UPTOWN BROWNS

WHEN MEN RETIRE

WHEN SOCIAL REGULATION IS COMPLETE

WHO DO YOU THINK DID IT? OR, THE MIXED-UP MURDER MYSTERY

WHO IS ALSO WHO

WHO KNOWS IT?

WHO READS WHAT

WHY I REFUSE TO PLAY GOLF

WHY THE NEXT WAR DIDN’T HAPPEN. AN ATTEMPT TO REASSURE THE PUBLIC

WILLIE NUT TRIES TO ENTER COLLEGE

WINSOME WINNIE. OR, TRIAL AND TEMPTATION

WINTER PASTIMES

WITH THE AUTHORITIES SHOWING HOW EASILY THEY EXCEL AT THEIR OWN GAMES

WITH THE BOLSHEVIKS IN BERLIN

WOMAN’S LEVEL
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Georgina, a town in south-central Ontario — after the failure of their first farm in Sutton, Leacock’s family owned a farm in Georgina, which was also unsuccessful and the family was kept afloat by money sent from Leacock’s paternal grandfather. His father became an alcoholic and in 1878 he abandoned his wife Agnes and the children.


“Q”: A Farce in One Act

[image: img75.jpg]


CONTENTS

SCENERY

CHARACTERS

“Q”. A PSYCHIC PSTORY OF THE PSUPER NATURAL

 


SCENERY

[image: img76.jpg]

WITH A VIEW to obviate, as far as possible, the great difficulty amateurs experience in obtaining scenery, we have endeavoured to cope with the situation by providing

Strong Lithographed Paper

which can be easily mounted on canvas or calico  (as canvas is so expensive at present), and then framed on woodwork. As all amateurs will have discovered, the expense of hiring or buying painted canvas scenery is very considerable, but by printing large quantities we can sell outright at a rate comparing favourably with that usually charged for the HIRE of painted canvas scenery.

The primary object we have had in view has been to provide scenery which, by easy adjustment and additional sheets of lithographed paper, can be made to fit any reasonable size of stage.

 

Any questions on the subject of our scenery will be gladly and promptly answered, and if the particulars of your stage — the height, the width, and depth, together with the position in which you require the doors, fireplace, or windows — are forwarded, we will submit you an estimate of the cost, either for the paper alone or mounted on calico.

The framework of wood can be very easily constructed by any local carpenter or can be supplied by us. We shall be pleased to quote prices upon receiving details.

 

We do not send Scenery on Hire


CHARACTERS
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JACK ANNERLY — an amateur.

George Gnoof — a spiritualist.

Blight — a butler.

Dora Dnieper — a revue girl.

The fee for each and every representation of this play by amateurs is One Guinea, payable in advance to: — 

Messrs. Samuel French, Ltd.,

26, Southampton Street,

Strand, London, W.C.2,

or their authorized representative, who, upon payment of the fee, will issue a written permission for the performance to take place.

No public performance may be given unless a written permission has first been obtained.

Character costumes and wigs used in the performance of plays contained in French’s Acting Edition may be obtained from Messrs. Charles H. Fox, Limited, 27 Wellington Street, Strand, W.C.2.

 

 

This play was first performed at the London Coliseum on November 29, 1915, with the following cast: — 



	
Jack Annerly


	
Mr. Charles Hawtrey.





	
George Gnoof


	
Mr. Miles Malleson.





	
Blight


	
Mr. E. W. Tarver.





	
Dora Dnieper


	
Miss Mona Harrison.






The play produced by Mr. Charles Hawtrey.
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Q. A PSYCHIC PSTORY OF THE PSUPER NATURAL
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THE SCENE IS the sitting-room of Jack Annerly’s chambers. It is smartly furnished, the essentials being doors r. and l.c., table c. with chairs to r. and l. of it, and a large screen up r. against wall. When the curtain rises Blight, the butler, backs into the room from the door l.c. followed by Dora Dnieper. Blight is a grave, side-whiskered person, Dora vivacious and very prettily dressed.

Dora (as she enters). I don’t care twopence what you say, Blight. I must see him to-night.

Blight.He’ll never forgive me.

Dora (seating herself r. of table c.). Look here, Blight. Jack Annerly owes me £50!

Blight.Owes it to you!

Dora.Well, he promised me it. And — as usual — I spent it before I got it. Now to-night I want £50 badly. All I’ve got in the world is 4d. (She counts the coppers in her bag.) The landlord of my flat has got to have £50 by twelve o’clock to-night or my furniture goes into the street.

Blight.They all say that, miss.

Dora.What!

Blight.Er — ahem! — I beg your pardon. Of course not. But really I don’t think you’ll get your £50, miss. And you’ll get me into awful trouble for letting you in. Good lord, there’s his latchkey. Whatever shall I do.

Dora.Leave it to me, Blight. You won’t get blamed. I’ll hide behind this screen and you must pretend that you know nothing about me.

 (Dora hides behind screen up r. Enter Jack Annerly He is in evening dress, overcoat and silk hat. In his hand he has a letter which he has just picked up on the mat and opened.)

Annerly.Blight, can you lend me £50?

Blight.No, sir.

Annerly.If I don’t find £50 by twelve o’clock my furniture will be turned into the street. And all I have at the moment is 4d.

 (He counts coppers in his pocket.)

Blight.Dear me, sir.

Annerly.Yes, Blight, 4d. I’ve got to raise £49 19s. 8d. in a hurry — or my furniture goes for good. My furniture. That includes your bed.

Blight (helping Annerly off with his coat). I suppose it does, sir.

Annerly.Haven’t you really got any money? What about your wages. I always pay them.

Blight.Yes, sir. But you always borrow them back again.

Annerly.True. The world is black to-night, Blight. I might get Dora Dnieper to let me have her spare room, but the little cat’s in the same predicament. I believe she gets thrown into the street to-morrow as well.

 (There is a ring at the front door bell.)

 (Blight goes off l.c. Annerly goes to table above door takes cigarette and lights it. Dora comes out quietly from behind screen. Blight returns.)

Blight (waving Dora back). It is the gentleman from the floor below, Mr. George Gnoof, sir.

Annerly.That bore.

Blight.He is a government servant and a spiritualist, sir.

Annerly.A spiritualist! Do you think he’s got any money?

Blight.At least £1,200 a year. Chief Inspector of Returned Empties, sir.

Annerly.Ah, show him in, Blight. A spiritualist, eh?

 (Blight shows in Mr. George Gnoof, a low-browed, chinless, idiotic-looking fellow, wearing glasses and red slippers.)

Gnoof (gushingly). Ah, my dear Annerly! I heard you pass my floor and I thought I would take the liberty of inviting myself to smoke a pipe with you. (He carries a large calabash pipe.)

Annerly.My dear Gnoof — in fact I will say my dear George, you are most welcome. You come most opportunely. I wish to consult you. Take a seat.

Gnoof (sitting l. of table c.). This is indeed an honour.

Annerly.Not at all. Blight, leave us. And on no account disturb us for at least half an hour. I wish for a peaceful communion of thought with Mr. Gnoof.

Gnoof.This is most flattering.

 (Exit Blight l.c.)

Annerly (sitting r. of table). Listen, George. You are a spiritualist.

Gnoof.A humble votary, shall I say. I certainly pay my subscription to an occult magazine.

Annerly.That is why I wish to consult you. Now first of all is your mind perfectly composed?

Gnoof.I think I may say, my dear Annerly, that it is.

Annerly.Good. I have your attention! . . . Last night — I saw — Q.

Gnoof.Indeed.

Annerly.Yes, I saw Q.

Gnoof.Not, of course, a billiard cue?

Annerly.No, no. Q. The — er — somethingth letter of the alphabet.

Gnoof.I know. I know. A round O with a wiggle on it.

Annerly.Precisely. But as you have already guessed I use Q merely as a symbol for a personality.

Gnoof.Quite so.

Annerly.Now, my dear George, you believe in the supernatural. You believe in phantasms of the dead?

Gnoof.Phantasms?

Annerly.Yes. Phantasms. Or, if you prefer the word, phanograms, or say if you will phano-grammatical manifestations, or more simply psycho-phantasmal phenomena. Well, last night I saw the phanogram of Q.

Gnoof.Good gracious!

Annerly.Yes. I saw Q as plainly as if he were standing here. But perhaps (rising and pacing the room) I had better tell you something of my past relationship with Q and you will understand exactly what the present situation is. When I first knew Q — don’t you think you ought to take notes?

 (He is now above table c.)

Gnoof.Indeed, yes. A most valuable suggestion. (He produces notebook and pencil and puts down all that Annerly says in shorthand.)

Annerly.When first I knew Q he lived not very far from a small town which I will call X (Gnoof makes a note) and was betrothed to a beautiful and accomplished girl whom I will call M.

Gnoof.One moment. I strongly suspect that Q and M are not the real names of your acquaintances, but are in reality two letters of the alphabet selected almost at random to disguise the names of your friends.

Annerly.You have guessed correctly. When Q and I —— 

Gnoof (puzzled). I?

Annerly.Yes, I. Me. Myself.

Gnoof.Of course.

Annerly.When Q and I first became friends he had a favourite dog which if necessary I might name Z (Gnoof makes a note) and which followed him in and out of X on his daily walk.

Gnoof.In and out of X!

Annerly.Yes. In and out.

Gnoof.This is really very extraordinary. That Z should have followed Q out of X, I can readily understand, but that he should first have followed him in seems to pass the bounds of comprehension.

Annerly (sitting on back of table). My dear friend, I can sympathize with you in your bewilderment, but that is not the most extraordinary part of the story. Q and Miss — (he pauses to glance at Gnoof’s notebook) — Miss M were to be married. Everything was arranged. The wedding was to take place on the last day of the year. Exactly six months and four days before the appointed day — I remember the date because the coincidence struck me as peculiar at the time — Q came to me late in the evening in great distress. He had just had, he said, a premonition of his own death. (Comes down r.) That evening while sitting with Miss M on the verandah of her house he had distinctly seen a projection of the dog R pass along the road.

Gnoof.One moment. Did you not say that the dog’s name was Z?

Annerly (frowning). Quite so. Z, or more correctly ZR, since Q was in the habit, perhaps from motives of affection, of calling him R as well as Z. Well then, the projection or phanogram of the dog passed in front of them so plainly that Miss M swore that she could have believed that it was the dog himself. Opposite the house, the phantasm stopped for a moment and wagged its tail. (He wags his finger.) Then it passed on and quite suddenly disappeared around the corner of a stone wall as if hidden by the bricks. What made the thing still more mysterious was that Miss M’s mother who is partially blind had only partially seen the dog.

Gnoof (repeating and writing). “ — had only partially seen the dog.” Yes?

Annerly (moving up stage). This singular coincidence was interpreted by Q no doubt correctly, to indicate his own approaching death. I did what I could to remove this feeling, but it was impossible to do so, and he presently wrung my hand and left me firmly convinced that he would not live till morning. (Sits r. at table c.)

Gnoof.Good Heavens! And he died that night?

Annerly.No. He did not. That is the inexplicable part of it.

Gnoof (sympathetically). Tell me about it.

Annerly.He rose that morning as usual, dressed himself with his customary care, omitting none of his clothes — make a note of that! — and walked down to his office at the usual hour. He told me afterwards that he remembered the circumstances so clearly from the fact that he had gone to the office by the usual route instead of taking any other direction.

Gnoof.Stop a moment. Did anything unusual happen to mark that particular day?

Annerly.I anticipated that you would ask that question, but as far as I can gather absolutely nothing happened.

Gnoof (breathless with excitement). And did he die the next night?

Annerly.No, he did not.

Gnoof (after a pause). My dear Annerly, our relations, of course, have hitherto only been of a formal character, and I must not assume too great an intimacy, but you can imagine how eager I am to hear the rest of this astounding narrative.

Annerly.You shall. Q went to his office each day after that with absolute regularity. He saw Miss M regularly and the time fixed for their marriage drew nearer each day.

Gnoof.Each day?

Annerly.Yes, every day. For some time before his marriage I saw but little of him, but two weeks before that event I passed Q one day in the street. He seemed for a moment about to stop, then he raised his hat, smiled and passed on.

Gnoof.One moment. If you will allow me a question that seems of importance, did he pass on, and then smile and raise his hat, or did he smile in his hat, raise it and then pass on afterwards?

Annerly (rising and moving down r.). Your question is quite justified, though I think I can answer with perfect accuracy that he first smiled (he smiles), then stopped smiling (he also stops), and raised his hat (he lifts his hand), and then stopped raising his hat (he lowers his hand) and passed on. (He crosses l.)

Gnoof.Good. (He jots it down.)

Annerly.However, the essential fact is this. On the day appointed for the wedding, Q and Miss M were duly married. (He is now just l. of Gnoof.)

Gnoof (gasping). Impossible. Duly married, both of them!

Annerly.Yes. Both at the same time. After the wedding Mr. and Mrs. Q —— 

Gnoof (perplexed). Mr. and Mrs. Q?

Annerly.Yes. Mr. and Mrs. Q, for after the wedding Miss M took the name of Q, left England and went out to Australia, where they were to reside. Then, until last night (he crosses r.) I heard nothing whatever of Q for a year and a half.

Gnoof (trembling with excitement). And last night?

Annerly (very quietly). Last night Q appeared in this room, or rather a phantasm or psychic manifestation of him. He seemed in great distress, made gestures which I could not understand and kept turning his trouser pockets inside out.

Gnoof (who has his pencil sticking out of his mouth). His trouser pockets?

Annerly.Yes, like this. (He illustrates the behaviour of Q in the matter of the trouser pockets.) I was too spellbound to question him and tried in vain to divine his meaning. Presently the phantasm seized a pencil from the table — (He snatches the pencil from Gnoof’s mouth) — and wrote the words “forty-nine pounds, nineteen shillings and eightpence to-morrow night, urgent.” (He writes this on table.)

Gnoof (rising, walking round to back of table and scrutinizing the inscription). How do you interpret the meaning which Q’s phanogram meant to convey?

Annerly.I think it means this. Q, who is evidently dead, meant to visualize that fact, meant so to speak to deatomize the idea that he was demonetized.

Gnoof.Demonetized? (They are side by side behind table.)

Annerly.Yes, stony. Suffering from cramp in the kick.

Gnoof.Cramp in the kick? What on earth is that?

Annerly (pettishly). Oh, it means broke to the wide. (He moves r.). You really ought to go out more. . . . Q is evidently in urgent need of the sum of forty-nine pounds nineteen shillings and eightpence.

Gnoof.And how do you intend to get it to him?

Annerly.Ah! . . . I intend to try a bold and daring experiment, which, if it succeeds, will bring us into immediate connection with the world of spirits. My plan is to leave the money here upon the edge of the table. Then, if after the necessary ritual has been observed it has gone, I shall know that Q has contrived to deastralize himself and has taken the money. The only question is do you happen to have forty-nine pounds, nineteen and eightpence about you? I myself, unfortunately, have nothing but small change.

Gnoof.My dear Annerly, by a piece of rare good fortune I happen to-day to have drawn my month’s salary. Here it is, a hundred pounds in notes.

Annerly (to himself). Splendid! . . . . Now let us place fifty pounds of them on the edge of the table. It is fourpence more than Q wants but I dare say he’ll find some use for it, especially in a world of spirits. Now I want you to follow my instructions implicitly. First of all we place the table in the middle of the room. It is already there. The chairs — (he picks up chair r. of table and Gnoof picks up that on l.) — must be carefully set against the wall and so placed that no two of them occupy the same place as any other two. (They place the two chairs against back wall.) The pictures and ornaments about the room are to be left entirely undisturbed. The waste paper basket (Gnoof dives under the table after the basket) must be reversed so that its contents, if any, rest on the floor of the room instead of the wicker base of the basket. (Gnoof reverses the waste paper basket.) Good! The ritual also prescribes that one of the participating parties shall take off his boots.

Gnoof (climbing out from under the table). Oh, may I?

Annerly.Yes, I thought of you.

Gnoof (as he takes off his slippers). I must admit to you, my dear Annerly, that I am not without misgivings about the success of the experiment. (He is kneeling with his arms resting on l. of table.) My own mental temperament and disposition may not be of the precise kind necessary for its success.

Annerly (standing above table). My dear friend, pray have no alarm on that score. I am sure that the event will show that for psychic work of this character your mind is a media — (he puts a finger on Gnoof’s forehead) — or if the word is better, a transparency of the very first order.

Gnoof (beaming with delight). Do you really think so?

Annerly.I do. Now it only remains for us to bind up our eyes and await the advent of Q in the adjoining rooms. According to the ritual sixty seconds is ample time for the spirit to manifest itself and you had better count the seconds on your side, noiselessly of course, until you reach sixty. You will wait in that room (indicating right) and I in the hall (indicating l.c.). There are no other means of access to the room so that if the money goes we shall know that it has safely reached Q. Now before we put on the eye-bandages kindly perform these psychic exercises with me. (He proceeds to make ridiculous wavings in the air with his hands, all of which Gnoof repeats.) Good. Now tie this round your head. (They both bandage their eyes and proceed on tiptoe towards their respective doors.)

Gnoof (as Annerly opens the door l.c.). Oh, Annerly, my dear fellow, if we should fail. Doesn’t your very soul tremble at the possibility?

Annerly (looking back). My dear Gnoof, I think I may express myself as quietly confident.

 (He goes off l.c. and Gnoof goes off r. Immediately they are off Dora Dneiper rushes out from behind the screen, grabs the banknotes which she thrusts into her bag and with a mumbled “Where are those four coppers?” extracts four pennies from her bag and places them on the side of the table. She then darts back behind the screen. Now the door l.c. opens and Annerly comes in. He has pushed the bandage up from his eyes to the top of his forehead. He tiptoes down to the table where he stares at the fourpence as if he had been stung.)

Annerly (beside himself with surprise and, disgust). Great Scott! The blessed stuff has gone. Four coppers! What the devil —— !

 (The voice of Gnoof is heard off r.)

Gnoof (calling). Annerly, Annerly, the sixty seconds are up and I have heard rustlings.

Annerly (replacing his bandage and going through door l.). So have I! So have I. I think we’ve waited quite long enough. Come along in, Gnoof.

 (Gnoof and Annerly enter from r. and l.c. They both go down to the table removing their eye-bandages.)

Gnoof (with a wild yell of delight). It’s gone! It’s gone! The fifty pounds are gone. And look, Annerly, my dear, dear fellow, he has honourably left us fourpence change. What a triumph! It is wonderful. Epoch making. To think that we are in direct monetary communication with the spirit world.

Annerly (who has been peering all round, under the table and elsewhere in search for the missing notes). Yes, yes, it’s certainly very remarkable. In fact it’s the damned funniest thing I ever struck in my life.

Gnoof.And this fourpence! These four bronze coins! They have come from the astral sphere. We must have two each, my dear Annerly, and set them in gold and diamonds to suspend from our watch chains.

Annerly (crossing r.). Oh, I don’t want the damned man’s coppers.

Gnoof.And the glorious part of it is, of course, that what we have done once we can do again.

Annerly (turning sharply). What’s that?

Gnoof.I say that there seems no reason why there should not be a renewal of our inter-communication with the spirit world.

Annerly.By Jove, yes. That is one redeeming feature of the situation. You have another fifty pounds about you, haven’t you?

Gnoof.Certainly, my dear fellow. But alas, alas!

Annerly.What are you alassing about?

Gnoof.How can we dare. We must wait until we are asked. Your friend Q would probably regard it as a liberty and decline to take away money which he did not need. We must not pauperize Q.

Annerly.I wish you wouldn’t be so beastly squeamish.

Gnoof.But I ask you, dare we repeat the experiment if you don’t receive a second invitation?

Annerly (suddenly becoming transfixed). By Jove, Gnoof, there is Q.

 (He points to the back of the pit and gazes away in the distance as if fascinated by a vision.)

Annerly (running from l. to r. and getting beside ). Where? Where?

Annerly (in an ecstatic state). Over there. Over there by the wall. He is passing through it.

Gnoof (agonized). Oh where! I wish I could see him.

Annerly.You’ve never been introduced so he cannot reveal himself to you.

Gnoof.But surely —— 

Annerly.Don’t talk. The phanogram is communicating with me. He seems to be in distress again. Look. He is making signs. (Annerly affects to repeat the gestures of the phanogram, putting up his ten fingers five times to indicate fifty pounds.) He is crossing! He is crossing! He has crossed the bar!

Gnoof.Gone into the bar.

Annerly.Certainly not. Crossed the bar! Don’t you know your Tennyson?

Gnoof (beside himself with excitement). But what can it mean? What can it mean? Show me those signs again. (Annerly does so.) How do you interpret them?

Annerly.I suspect, in fact I may say that I am confident that Q, for some reason which we cannot fathom, wishes us to leave another fifty pounds for him.

Gnoof.By Jove, I believe you’ve hit it.

Annerly.I think I have. At any rate let us try. We can but fail. . . . Now place the notes on the table as before. (Gnoof does so.) Let me see. We have all the furniture correctly adjusted. It only remains for us to perform the psychic exercises, put on our eye-bandages and leave the room for sixty seconds.

 (He makes similar gestures as before, Gnoof doing them concurrently. They then tiptoe r. and l.)

Gnoof (stopping). Annerly, my dear, dear friend, I feel sure we shan’t succeed again.

Annerly.You are too modest. All will be well as long as you keep your mind so poised as to readily offer a mark for any astral disturbance.

 (Exit Gnoof r. Annerly, who is determined this time to see what really does happen to the money, pulls off his bandages and waits by the door l.c. Dora Dnieper runs out from behind the screen and goes down to the table. Annerly hears her and comes out just as she grabs the notes.)

Annerly (hissing under his breath). So it was you, you little devil, was it? How the dickens did you get here? Hand over those notes.

Dora.Not likely.

Annerly.Oh yes, you shall, you little thief!

Dora.That’s the pot calling the kettle black, isn’t it, Jack?

Annerly.You’re an impudent little hussy. Hand over those notes or I’ll take them by force.

Dora.If you lay a finger on me I’ll give the show away to this idiotic friend of yours.

Annerly (pleadingly). Look here, Dora, I must have the money; My sticks’ll be chucked into the street if I don’t pay. You had the first fifty. Give me the second and we’ll call it square.

Dora.I’ll make a bargain with you. Listen!

Annerly.Look out. Here he comes.

 (Gnoof enters from r. walking elaborately on tiptoe with his eyes bandaged.)

Gnoof (in a hushed whisper). I heard voices. Are you there, Annerly?

Annerly.Yes, Gnoof. Just here. I believe Q is still in the room. (He is hustling Dora behind the screen.) Perhaps we had better not uncover for the moment.

Gnoof.Certainly not. Let us give the phanogram plenty of scope.

Annerly (after hiding Dora safely). The sounds are gone. I think we may safely uncover.

 (Gnoof snatches off his bandage and gives a wild yell of delight when he sees that the notes are gone.)

Gnoof.It is wonderful! Wonderful! We have succeeded again. I must report this extraordinary happening to the Society for Psychical Research.

Annerly.Oh no, no! You mustn’t dream of doing such a thing. I am almost certain that it would break off our relations with Q. In fact, he as good as told me so. There is no harm in telling you now that the sounds you heard to-night were the voices of Q and me. Q wishes us to gather together all the capital that we can and to send it across to him in order that he may be able to organize a corporate association of phanograms.

Gnoof.If only it were possible to-night. But alas! I only had that paltry hundred on me.

Annerly.No. Not to-night. Not on any account to-night. Q does not wish it, but to-morrow night certainly.

Gnoof.Really. To-morrow night!

Annerly.Yes, dear friend. To-morrow night. Here are your slippers (he is showing him off the door l.) and mind, bring all the money that you have — but no more.

Gnoof.No more?

Annerly.On no account. Q is most strict about that. No one is to send more money than he actually possesses. Good night.

Gnoof.Good night, my benefactor.

 (Exit Gnoof l.c.)

 (Dora bursts from behind screen and taking Annerly’s hands dances round joyfully with him.)

Curtain.
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Upper Canada College. Toronto, Ontario, 1879.The college still runs today as a private school for boys between Senior Kindergarten and Grade Twelve, operating under the International Baccalaureate program. Leacock attended the school as a child after being home schooled.
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The college in more recent times
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CHAPTER I. POLITICAL SCIENCE, THE THEORY OF THE STATE
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1. DEFINITION AND Scope of Political Science. — 2. Relation to Other Sciences. — 3. Meaning of the State; its Essential Attributes. — 4. The Distinction between State, Society, Government, and Nation. — 5. The State and a Common Faith. — 6. The Ideal State.

1. Definition and Scope of Political Science. A treatise on political science must naturally begin with some discussion as to the scope and province of the science itself, and its relation with the other branches of human knowledge of a kindred character. This is especially necessary for two reasons. In the first place the term political science has been used with a good deal of latitude, not to say ambiguity, both in colloquial language and in scientific discussion. In the second place the relationship between this and various other departments of knowledge, such as jurisprudence, history, and economics is an extremely intimate one. It is necessary, therefore, to endeavor as accurately as may be to define the proper field of political science, and to indicate its connection with other branches of learning.

An elaborate definition may better be reserved for later consideration. For the present a simple and convenient starting-point may be found in the statement, inadequate though it is, that political science deals with government. The word government, used in its widest sense, rests on the fundamental idea of control and obedience; it implies authority, and a submission to that authority. It thus calls before our minds a phenomenon which may be considered almost coextensive with human society as it at present exists, and which reaches back into the past almost as far as the history of human society itself. True it is that as we follow its retreat into the remote periods of history, it recedes with a diminishing outline that tends towards an unseen vanishing-point. But in this it only shares in a characteristic common to all the products of social evolution.

Now the phenomenon of government, as we view it in the past and in the present, shows anything but a uniform appearance. It differs constantly in its form, it differs in its scope and purpose, and differs most notably in the varying degrees of its complexity. These divergences in the concrete aspect of government are seen at once by comparing the rude organization by which a primitive pastoral tribe is held in loose cohesion, the city state of the Greeks, the feudal system of the middle ages, and the intricate mechanism of the modern national state. It is out of these variations offered by the different types of human organization in which the common element of government is contained that political science arises. In all branches of investigation it is the diversities and not the similarities of observed phenomena that afford the primary motive for speculation. In the physical world the diversities of form, function, and structure among plants and animals give occasion to the investigations of the botanist and the naturalist. If all plants and animals had been of a uniform fashion and function their similarity would have been accepted as a matter of course. It is the fact that this similarity does not exist that gives the initial stimulus to man’s investigations. Similarly in the domain of human institutions the heterogeneous and complex appearance of the phenomena in question affords the basis of political science. Its field lies in the examination and analysis of the varying forms of human organization in which the element of social control is embodied.

At this point emerges a further analogy between the study of our physical and social environment. In each case the phenomena observed are found to be in a constant state of change and movement. New forms replace the old, the whole representing a graded series of ascending complexity in which higher and higher structures correspond to functions increasingly elaborate. In the physical world, life, from being simple and rudimentary, becomes complex and differentiated. New organs are developed and higher functions performed. In the superorganic world the process of social evolution is continuous. Here too are successive stages of progress in which the form and character of human institutions undergo an unceasing alteration in accordance with the changing environment of social growth. The study of governmental forms must therefore in an eminent degree be a comparative and historical study. It must not content itself with a mere analysis of political institutions as existing at any given point of time; it must take account of the process of change and evolution and the alteration of social and intellectual environment. This is what is meant by the statement that the investigations of political science must be of a dynamic and not a static character. They must be directed towards the proper interpretation of movements and tendencies in addition to the analysis of the status and structure of existing institutions. The organized aspect of the community, the state, must be treated not only as an actuality, but also as a product of the past, and as the basis of the life of the future.

2. Relation to Other Sciences. Herein appears the connection between history and political science, a connection somewhat difficult to state in precise terms without making one of the two assume a subordinate character. There is indeed a natural tendency on the part of the political scientist to view history somewhat in the light of mere raw material, and an equally natural tendency on the part of the historian to view political science somewhat in the light of an emanation, one might almost say an excrescence, of history. It may with fairness be said that the two studies are mutually contributory and complementary. Political science would certainly be impossible without history; history would lose its main significance without at least an unconscious political science. The facts of history — not all of them, but such as are significant for the study of institutions — constitute a part of the groundwork of political science; not, it is to be noted, the whole groundwork, for political science must also build upon ethical and psychological foundations. Thus one might be tempted to employ the terminology of the logician and say that some of history is part of political science, the circles of their contents over-lapping an area enclosed by each. Hence it is that in the subdivisions of political science offered by some writers “historical political science,” or the history of political institutions, is one branch of the main subject. The connection between these allied branches of knowledge has been well indicated by Professor Seeley, who tells us that political science is the fruit of history, and history is the root of political science. A recent American writer has illustrated the relationship in a still more striking manner by saying that history offers the third dimension of political science.

But while commenting on the intimate interdependence of these two branches of learning, their essential difference must not be forgotten. Political science has no concern with history in its purely narrative aspect; it has no interest in the mere cumulation of instances; nor has it any interest in the military, commercial, or economic aspects of history as such; only in so far as these bear upon the evolution of organized social control, only so far as they elucidate the nature of the state, are they of import for the student of political science. The latter must revert to history for much of the material of his study, but always in an eclectic or selective fashion, coördinating his facts with a view to their special significance. Thus, for example, the history of the Puritan colonies of North America is of primary interest to the student of political science as illustrating the growth of democratic self-government, the progressive application of the federal principle of political consolidation, the relations of church and state, and the evolution of written constitutions. The economic life of the colonies is of only secondary and indirect importance. The religious controversies of the period as such, the romantic aspects of the history of the time, — the adventurous intercourse of settlers and savages, the changes of manners, speech, and costume occasioned by the new environment, have still less bearing on the problems of political science. Similarly the domain of the historian has its distinct limitations. Dr. Georg Jellinek accurately circumscribes the province of history as follows: “History presents to us not only facts but the causal connection between the facts. It differs, however, from the theoretical sciences in that it always examines concrete cases of cause and effect, never abstract types and laws. If the historian undertakes this he passes the bounds of his own province and becomes a philosopher of history or a sociologist. It is true that no historian will be willing entirely to forego this higher aspect of history, but there is no science which offers to its students a complete self-sufficiency.”

Political science stands also in close relation to political economy. The purpose of the latter is to investigate “man’s activity in pursuit of wealth.” It deals with the production and distribution of wealth under the influence of forces both material and psychological. Inasmuch as the production and distribution of material wealth is very largely conditioned by the existing form of government and the institutional basis of economic life, the study of political economy is brought into an intimate relation with that of political science. The system of the English school of classical economists, for instance, is presumed to flow from the original postulates of private individual property, of unimpeded contract under a social sanction, and a mobility of the strata of society unhindered by non-economic forces. Conversely it is also true that political institutions are greatly affected by economic circumstances. The particular form of government existing at any period and place, and the direction and extent of its activity, are largely dependent on the economic life of the community in question. Thus one would naturally expect the political institutions of a migratory pastoral tribe to differ from those of a community deriving its support from a fixed form of agriculture, while each of them would differ in the form and character of its government from a manufacturing population centred in great cities. The state, in a word, is conditioned by its economic environment. Nor is it only in their fundamental bases that the sciences of economics and politics stand in close relation, for many specific subjects of inquiry belong in a measure to each of them. Such questions as the social control of monopoly, the governmental management of railroads, and the municipal ownership of public utilities present both an economic and a political aspect. To the economist the problem is one of economic efficiency and equitable distribution; to the student of political science it is a question of administrative organization.

The relation of political science to various other branches may be discussed more briefly. Constitutional law, the analysis of the organization of a particular state at a particular time, would seem to be best classed as a subdivision of political science, or at any rate to cover a large field in common with it. Opinion might also differ as to whether international law, dealing with the relation of states with one another, should more properly be classed as an included or only a kindred subject. It may at any rate be said that in measure as international relations develop into the fixity of a true international law, — a code enforced by a recognized authority, — so does international law become merged in the domain of political science. Last of all may be mentioned the relative position of political science and sociology. Here the former must be considered in the light of an included portion of the more general field. Sociology deals not only with organized communities, but also with communities in which the element of social control is as yet feebly differentiated. It deals not only with the legal and coercive relationship of man with his fellows, but also with the evolution and status of customs, manners, religion, and economic life. Most important is it to observe that sociology treats not only of conscious but also of unconscious social activities. How far such a science can be anything more than a group of subdivisions, or a name for a sort of general wisdom in regard to man’s social environment, gained from specific studies, is perhaps open to question. Certainly in the hands of many of its exponents it seems to lose in intensity what it gains in width. Nevertheless, if one accepts the “science of society” on its own terms, it is proper to consider that it includes political science as one of its subdivisions. On this basis one may proceed to a formal definition of political science, which may best be accepted in the form offered by Paul Janet: “Political Science is that part of social science which treats of the foundations of the State, and of the principles of government.” Beside this may be placed the definition of J. K. Bluntschli, which draws especial attention to the dynamic nature of the study involved: “Political Science is the science which is concerned with the State, which endeavors to understand and comprehend the State in its conditions, in its essential nature, its various forms and manifestations, its development.”

3. Meaning of the State; its Essential Attributes. Political science, then, deals with the state; it is, in short, as it is often termed, the “theory of the state.” The word “state” is sufficiently familiar to have been used in the preceding discussion without explanation. It is now necessary to make a nearer analysis of the exact meaning to be attached to the term. An examination of the ordinary senses in which the word is used shows at once a considerable latitude in its employment. Thus when we speak of the different “states” of Christendom, or refer to France, Germany, etc., as the leading states of Europe, the word seems roughly to correspond with such terms as country, international power, etc. When on the other hand we talk of the relations existing between the “church and the state,” we have no reference to international affairs; the idea implied is rather that of association or organization. Again, in such uses as “The State and the Individual” (the title of the recent work on political science already mentioned), or in the title of one of Herbert Spencer’s books, “The Man versus the State,” the word is plainly used to imply a contrast between the individual citizen and the collective aspect of the community. Finally, in such phrases as “state aid to the poor,” “state control of railroads,” etc., what is thought of is not so much the community collectively as the special machinery or organized agency through which the community acts.

Out of the different elements here embodied we may construct an exact conception of what is meant by the state in the technical language of political science. It embodies as the factors of which it is composed: — 

 I. A territory.
 II. A population.
III. Unity.
IV. Organization.

 

Let us briefly examine these in turn. Without a definite territory there can be no state. The Jews, being scattered abroad and dissociated from the occupation and control of any particular territory, do not constitute a state. Professor Holland in the definition given in his “Elements of Jurisprudence,” speaks of a “numerous assemblage of human beings generally occupying a certain territory.” But it seems advisable to insist on the idea of land being necessary. Equally necessary is a population. It goes without saying that an uninhabited portion of the earth, taken in itself, cannot form a state. The third requisite is said to be unity. By this is meant that the territory and population in question must form no part of a wider political unit; nor must the territory contain any portion or portions which while forming geographically a part of it, are not a part of it politically. The island of Haiti is a geographical unit, but being divided into the separate republics of Haiti and Santo Domingo, does not present the unity required to constitute a state. In the same way the separate “states” of the American Union are not states in the technical sense of the term, since each forms part of the single political entirety known as the United States. The United States as a totality constitutes a state; the “state” of Massachusetts does not. The final requisite, that of organization, is one that must be carefully noted. Even granting that we have a territory and population disconnected from the rest of the world, and thus in a sense a unit, we have not yet a state. Imagine, for example, that a “numerous assemblage of human beings,” to use Professor Holland’s phrase, were deposited upon some uninhabited island not owned or controlled by any existing government. Here we should have land and population and unity, but the inhabitants, having as yet no cohesion or connection, would not form a state. Imagine however that these inhabitants, being persons, we may suppose, accustomed to live under a settled government, should agree to form themselves into an organized body and to vest the control of all of them in the hands of certain among their number. We should then have a state. Or let us imagine a very different state of affairs. Suppose that a certain number of the inhabitants were enabled by their superior physical force or cunning to reduce the others to a condition of submission, so that settled relations of control and obedience were established. In this case too there would be a state. For the organization needed to constitute a state need not be one established by mutual consent or one of an equitable nature. The mere existence of settled obedience to a superior, coercive force is all that is required. Any form of despotism or tyranny which fulfills these conditions establishes a political state just as much as does a government whose authority rests on a general acquiescence.

Such, then, is the nature of the state. As formal definitions we may cite the following. (1) “A State is a people organized for law within a definite territory” (Woodrow Wilson). (2) “The body or community which thus by permanent law, through its organs administers justice within certain limits of territory is called a State” (Theodore Woolsey). A more elaborate definition, the full bearing of which will appear in our discussion of sovereignty, is given by Professor Holland: “A State is a numerous assemblage of human beings, generally occupying a certain territory, amongst whom the will of the majority or of an ascertainable class of persons is, by the strength of such a majority or class, made to prevail against any of their number who oppose it.”

4. The Distinction between State, Society, Government, and Nation. The meaning to be attached to the word state will be rendered more precise by distinguishing it from society, government, and nation. The term society has no reference to territorial occupation; it refers to man alone and not to his environment. But in dealing with man its significance is much wider than that of state. It applies to all human communities, whether organized or unorganized. It suggests not only the political relations by which men are bound together, but the whole range of human relations and collective activities. The study of society involves the study of man’s religion, of domestic institutions, industrial activities, education, crime, etc. The term government, on the other hand, is narrower than state. It refers to the person or group of persons (which in a modern community will be very numerous) in whose hands the organization of the state places for the time being the function of political control. The word is sometimes used to indicate the persons themselves, sometimes abstractly to indicate the kind and composition of the controlling group. The ordinary citizens of a community are a part of the state, but are not part of the government. The term has moreover no reference to territory. The distinction will appear more evident in our subsequent discussion of sovereignty.

In the next place it is to be observed that nation and state are two distinct conceptions. The term nation, though often loosely used, is properly to be thought of as having a racial or ethnographical significance. It indicates a body of people — the Germans, the French, the Hungarians, etc. — united by common descent and a common language. But such divisions by no means coincide with the political divisions of the civilized world into states. Austria-Hungary constitutes a single state, but its population is made up of members of a great many different races. The political division of the civilized world into states freely intersects with the division into races, although sometimes the political units — as in the case of modern France — are almost coincident with the ethnographic. The relation between political organization and nationality has been a changing one. In the classical world, in the city states of ancient Greece and Italy, kinship among the citizens was considered an elemental factor in the composition of the state. In ancient Athens and Sparta persons of alien race were not considered as members of the political community. Hence in the political thought of classical Greece the conception of the state is limited to a small area occupied by persons of the same race. In the Roman world, the original conception of a city state with a common nationality was transformed by the process of absorption and conquest into the larger conception of a world-wide state and universal sovereignty. Nationality is here lost from sight. The foreign nations occupying the subjugated provinces were recognized by virtue of the Emperor Caracalla’s act of general enfranchisement (A. D. 212) as citizens of the universal empire. Such a conception, as will be seen in a later chapter, long survived as the basis of European polity, though existing only in the shadowy form of the titular Holy Roman Empire. In actual fact, however, it was displaced by other political conceptions. Feudalism brought with it the notion of territorial sovereignty and dynastic supremacy. A state became coincident with the domain owned, if one may use the term, by a particular house and its descendants, and quite irrespective of the nationalities of the subject peoples. States were formed out of communities of varying nationalities by inheritance, by cession, by marriage of their sovereigns. Witness for example the sovereignty of Henry II over Anjou, Aquitaine, etc.; the claim of Edward III to the crown of France; and at a later date, the empire of Charles V, who inherited Burgundy, Spain, part of Italy, and various Austrian territories. To a large extent this political fusion has fortunately been accompanied by a fusion of languages, as in the amalgamation of modern France.

It was in the nineteenth century that the claim of nationality as the paramount basis of state organization strongly asserted itself. The great political upheaval consequent upon the American and French revolutions led to an intense national movement in most parts of Europe. Under its influence modern Italy has been converted (1815-1870) into a national state. Germany has assumed a definite national form in the modern German Empire (1871), whose boundaries, however, are not identical with those occupied by the German people. In other countries — Hungary, Ireland — the same movement has been seen in abortive form, while the modern aspirations of Pan-Slavism, Pan-Germanism, and “unredeemed” Italy foreshadow the part that nationality is to play in the organization of the states of the future. Common nationality is therefore, though not an actual requisite in the composition of the state as it now exists, a potent factor in its formation.

5. The State and a Common Faith. At various periods in the world’s history we find the idea that the existence of a common religious faith among the members of the state is essential to its existence. Such was the dominant element in the composition of the ancient Jewish theocracy. In the period following the reformation in Europe heretical belief was considered by both Protestant and Catholic monarchies an offense against the state and was punished as such. In the theocratic Puritan colonies in America (Massachusetts and New Haven) only the members of the church were at first admitted to the exercise of political rights. With the growth of the doctrine of religious toleration such a view of the state has passed away. The civil authority and the civil bond among the citizens is dissociated from their religion. In many countries, however, established churches supported by the state remain as historic survivals of the earlier point of view.

6. The Ideal State. In all of the foregoing analysis we have treated of the state as it actually exists, not the state as it might be if viewed in its perfect form. This is the distinction made by the German writers between the conception and the idea of the state. The conception of the state at any particular historical period is found in the common attributes of the states actually existent. The idea, on the other hand, is the ideal of perfect form of which any actual state is only an approximate realization. This ideal has varied from age to age. To the Greeks the ideal was to be sought in the perfected form of the city state. In our own day the national state has served as the embodiment of perfect political organization. But a wider ideal is conceivable in the form of the world state or state universal. The realization of such a political organization, as has been said, was long the haunting ideal of European policy. We see it reflected in the claims of the Roman emperor, in the less substantial claims of the Eastern emperor at Constantinople after the fall of Rome, in the resuscitation of the empire by Charles the Great (A. D. 800), and in the vague sovereignty of the Holy Roman Emperor from that date until the abolition of the titular dignity (1806) through the power of Napoleon. The same ideal hovers before us as offering the goal of the political organization of the future. The development of international relations that could lead to such an end will be discussed in a later chapter.
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CHAPTER II. ORIGIN OF THE STATE; FALLACIOUS THEORIES
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1. THEORY OF the Social Contract. — 2. Application made of the Theory by Hobbes, Locke, and Rousseau. — 3. Criticism of the Theory. — 4. The Theory of Divine Origin. — 5. The Theory of Force.

1. Theory of the Social Contract. After a preliminary investigation of the proper province of political science, the topic which of necessity takes the first place in our inquiry is that of the origin of the state. How has it come about that men are everywhere found living under some form of authoritative control? What is the origin of government and law? Speculation as to the beginnings of government is not merely a matter of historical curiosity, for it is intimately associated with the more important question of the justification of government, — the right of the state to be. The present subject thus brings before us both a historical and an ethical enquiry, — the investigation of the facts as to the actual beginnings of political forms and the discussion of the bearing of these facts on the question of the rightfulness or wrongness of the existence of government.

To examine and reject a fallacious hypothesis is often a means of arriving at the truth. In the present instance a presentation of some of the mistaken theories proposed as to the origin of the state may aid us in moving towards a correct one. The different opinions which we shall briefly review have had such great influence in the formation of existing political institutions that a proper understanding of them is necessary in order to appreciate the forces operative in the growth and structure of modern governments. The purpose of the ensuing discussion is not, therefore, the merely sophistical task of demolishing hypotheses of straw. The rejection of what is false in the speculative theories of the past will aid in establishing more valid conclusions on the residual basis of what is true.

Foremost in historical importance of all the different views concerning the origin of the state, is the theory of the social contract. As old as political speculation itself, and prëeminent in its influence, it stands written large upon the history of human thought. Postponing for the moment the treatment of the beginnings and growth of the theory, let us first examine in broad outline the general content of the doctrine of the social contract. It professes to offer an explanation of the origin and justification of government. To do this it starts from the fundamental assumption that the past history of mankind may be divided into two periods, the first of which is antecedent to the institution of government, the latter subsequent to it. During the first of these periods, man is found in the “state of nature,” uncontrolled by any laws of human imposition, and subject only to such regulations as are supposed to be prescribed to him by nature itself. This code of regulations, or rather, since it is nowhere written down, the spirit by which such a code might be presumed to be inspired, is spoken of as the law of nature, or natural law. This primitive stage of natural society man is presently compelled to desert. Whether it be that this state is too idyllic to last, or whether it becomes in the course of time and by reason of mutual rapacity too inconvenient to be tolerated, is a point of dispute among the exponents of the theory themselves. In either case man is led to substitute for it a union with his fellowmen in which, abandoning the isolation of the “natural” individual, all are joined into one civil society or body politic. Each now stands in a vastly different relation to his fellow-men. Submitting himself to the joint control of all, he receives in return the benefit of the joint interest of all in his protection. To safeguard the security of all members of the body politic (or state), a code of law is enforced by all against the possible rapacity of each. Thus while each loses the “natural liberty” that he enjoyed in the antecedent state of nature, he gains in return the security to which he is naturally entitled, and which is now guaranteed to him by the covenant of all his fellows. Human law is substituted for a natural law, and the individual in submitting to social duties finds himself clothed with social rights. The process, or at any rate the result of it, has very much the appearance of a contract or bargain dictated by the individual’s own interest, an exchange of obligations in return for privileges. Whether the bargain is to be looked upon as one that actually happened at a given time and place for each politically constituted society, or whether it merely expresses the result or outcome of a more gradual social process, is a matter that has been persistently left in a half-light. We cannot therefore make any general statement as to whether those who have defended the idea of the social contract have viewed it as a historical fact, or only as an interpretation of the nature of the social bond.

Such is in general the doctrine of the social contract. A glance at the growth and history of the doctrine itself may serve to bring out more saliently the nature of the argument involved. The origin of the theory is to be found in the philosophy of the Greeks. It is associated more particularly with the speculative thought of the period during which the Greek city state — the organized form under which Athens and Sparta reached their greatest development — was falling into decadence. In the writings of Plato and Aristotle we find but scant sanction for it. The political thought of both of them was inspired by the ideal of the city state, whose importance was to them greater than, and antecedent to, that of the individual citizen. The latter, indeed, only existed in and through the state. The social bond with his fellows was an essential part of man’s nature. “Man,” runs the well-known Aristotelian dogma, “is a political animal.” Society, therefore, being the primary consideration, and the individual existence being possible only by means of it, the conception of an individual dealing in obligations and privileges, as a subject of contract with society at large, was altogether foreign to the Platonic and Aristotelian system.

With the Greeks of the fourth and succeeding centuries, however, the political environment had altogether changed. The subversion of the city state by the Macedonian and Roman conquests led the Greek philosophers to turn aside from political speculation, and to look upon the political aspect of the individual as merely one of the accidents of his being. In the writings of the Epicurean school we find the idea that laws and duties imposed on the individual by any government, whether foreign or autonomous, are things which he accepts for his own well-being, entering thus into a kind of compact or understanding with the powers that be. On this foundation grew up the theory of the social contract. The system of the Roman law, one of whose greatest contributions to institutional development has been to bring into a clear light the conception of obligation by contract, supplied a further material with which to construct the completed theory. Christianity, indeed, inculcating in its early teachings the doctrine that all civil society had been the outcome of human sin, and that it was the duty of the Christian to submit to the rule of temporal powers as a part of his abnegation of self, seemed at first to run counter to the supposedly equitable bargain of a social contract. Nevertheless in the polemics of the middle ages, during which the rival claims of the empire and the papacy supplied the basis of political controversy, a sort of meeting-point appears between the doctrine of a social contract and the early Christian conception of the nature of civil society. The advocates of the papal claim held that kings and princes in general, and hence the emperor among them, held their offices (under God’s sanction) by reason of a covenant with the people, even as the elders of Israel covenanted with King David. This view, connected presently with the earlier Greek philosophy, gave rise to a special form of contract theory in the idea of a compact made by all the people with one person, a contract between a king and his subjects. To this special form of the general doctrine the name of governmental compact has often been given.

2. Application made of the Theory by Hobbes, Locke, and Rousseau. It was in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, in consequence of the religious and civil upheavals by which the political institutions of Europe were moulded anew, that the theory of contract obtained its greatest prominence. Hobbes and Locke in England and Jean Jacques Rousseau in France became its chief exponents. A review of the contract theory as laid down by each will serve to show it in its completed form. Thomas Hobbes, sometime tutor to Charles II, and prominent among the writers of the seventeenth century for his works on moral and political philosophy, offers in his “Leviathan” (1651) a striking exposition of the contract theory. The foundation of his theory lies in his estimate of man’s essential nature. Man, according to Hobbes, is an altogether selfish and self-seeking animal. The sole motive for his actions proves on analysis to be the wish to satisfy his own appetites and desires; even such a quality as benevolence is seen on examination to result from man’s “love of power and delight in the exercise of it.” Compassion is only “grief at the calamities of others from the imagination that the like calamity may befall ourselves.” Man is therefore by nature anything but a social animal; indeed he finds “nothing but grief in the company of his fellows,” all being equally rapacious and self-seeking. The state of nature is consequently a state of war, the war of each against all; it is a state of “continual fear and danger of violent death; and the life of man solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and short.” From this condition man is driven by evident necessity to join himself with his fellows under some common authority, universal submission to any form of control, however despotic, being preferable to the mutual warfare of the state of nature. In the contract which men thus make among themselves all agree to submit to a single authority, which Hobbes interprets to be that of a king or absolute sovereign. But the latter, from the nature of the case, though benefited by the contract, is not a party to it. Such a contract thus differs from the governmental compact referred to above in that the king, being no party to it, cannot break it. It becomes irrevocably binding on all the community as a perpetual social bond. In this way the theory is used by Hobbes as a defense of absolute monarchy, the philosopher appearing as the theoretical apologist of the Stuart despotism.

Very different is the presentation of the contract by Hobbes’s illustrious contemporary John Locke. With the latter the state of nature is not one of universal war; it is, however, inconvenient and unsatisfactory. There is in the first place the standing “want of an established, settled, known law, the ‘law of nature’ being obscured since men are biased by their interest as well as ignorant for want of study of it.” Nor is there “a known and indifferent judge,” nor, finally, an active power to punish those who contravene the law of nature. For these reasons, men are led to abandon the “freedom” of the state of nature, and submit to the restraint of civil society. In the contract which they make, however, the monarch to whom they agree to submit, is himself a party. The contract as presented by Locke does not precisely correspond to the governmental compact, since it not only establishes the authority of the monarch, but also joins the members of the community by mutual covenant into a body politic. It differs on the other hand from the contract of Hobbes in that the monarch is a party to it, and holds his office only by virtue of his compliance with the terms of the contract. Should the king break these, the contract is dissolved. In this form the theory is made the basis of a system of limited monarchy, and Locke stands as the apologist of the English revolution of 1688. The charge of having endeavored to “subvert the original contract between king and people,” which was the indictment of the Convention Parliament against King James II, shows the basis of Locke’s later defense of the revolution which was embodied in his “Treatises on Government” (1690).

Strongly contrasted with each of these is the standpoint of the great French writer of the eighteenth century, Jean Jacques Rousseau. Rousseau’s book, the “Contrat Social” (1762), may be taken as the exposition of the theory dominant in the eighteenth century. With Rousseau the state of nature appears as an era of almost idyllic felicity. The simple savage endowed with a health and vigor as yet unimpaired by the enervating influences of civilization suffices easily for his own restricted felicity. To this hypothetical state of nature Rousseau appeals for the solution of the problems of civilized life in regard to education, morals, etc. As the numbers of the race increase, this primitive condition becomes no longer advantageous. The obstacles which injure man’s preservation in the state of nature grow more powerful than the forces which each individual can employ to maintain himself in this condition. Man is thus driven to relinquish his “natural liberty,” that rather illusory “unlimited right to everything he is able to obtain,” and by a union with his fellows to substitute civil for natural liberty. To do this he is driven to find a “form of association which may defend and protect with all the force of the community the person and property of each associate and by which each, being united to all, yet only obeys himself and remains as free as before.” This is the social contract, a covenant of each with all. The king or monarch (or governing body of any kind) is not a party to the bargain, nor is the tenure of office of the ruler or rulers one of the terms of the contract. The king is merely a commissioned officer who holds his position at the dictates of that general will (volonté générale) which emerges as the sovereign power in consequence of the contract. Any king is of course deposable if the general will demands it. With Rousseau the doctrine of the social contract, which in the hands of Hobbes was made a weapon of defense for absolutism, and with Locke a shield for constitutional limited monarchy, becomes the basis of popular sovereignty.

3. Criticism of the Theory. From the exposition of the theory, let us turn to the question of its criticism. Attacked even in the eighteenth century by David Hume, it has undergone a series of assaults at the hands of the publicists of the nineteenth century, as the result of which it may be now looked upon as exploded. Jeremy Bentham says of it, “I bid adieu to the original contract and I left it to those to amuse themselves with this rattle who could think they needed it.” J. K. Bluntschli, one of the most distinguished German writers on political science in the nineteenth century, pronounces the theory not only unhistorical and illogical, but even “in the highest degree dangerous, since it makes the State and its institutions the product of individual caprice.”

Of the arguments directed against the social contract, the most evident and the most unanswerable is that the theory has no foundation in history. There is no recorded instance of a group of savages, previously without any political organization or political ideas, deliberately meeting together to supply the defect. Nor is it rational to suppose that any such deliberate first creation of the state could have happened; for this presupposes in the minds of its founders the conception of social organization before any such phenomenon had existed. They must have known what a government was before they could make one. As against this it is urged that history does furnish us instances of what may be termed the formation of a social contract, not indeed among men hitherto ignorant of government, but among groups of people separated from the state under which they had lived, and desirous of forming a new organization by deliberate action. Most famous of these instances is the case of the Puritan emigrants of the Mayflower. The familiar document drawn up and signed by them while still on board ship runs, “We . . . do, by these presents, solemnly and mutually in the presence of God and one another, covenant and combine ourselves together into a civil body politic, for our better ordering and preservation.” “When Carlyle objects,” says Professor Ritchie, “that Jean Jacques could not fix the date of the social contract, it would at least be a plausible retort to say that the date was the 11th of November, 1620.” Further examples are found during the same era of American history in the Providence agreement (1636) and the plantation covenant of New Haven (1638). It has even been urged that the written constitutions of the United States and its component commonwealths are historical instances of social contracts. But in all of these cases we have at best not the institution of a state among a people hitherto devoid of political organization, but the establishment of a particular government by persons already accustomed to the rights and duties of civil society. If the social-contract theory merely meant that in some cases particular governments are established by joint and general action, it would be hard to contradict it.

It is, however, possible to abandon the doctrine of the social contract as representing a historical occurrence, and yet to adhere to it as expressing the proper interpretation of the relations between the individual and the state. Viewed in this light it is no longer a historical but an analytical conception. It proposes as the justification of the state a voluntary exchange of services between the individual and the political community. The individual renders obedience and receives protection. It is in this form that we find the contract doctrine maintained by many political philosophers of the early nineteenth century. Such for instance is the standpoint of Kant. The contract, he says, is “not to be assumed as a historical fact, for as such it is not possible, but it is a rational idea which has its practical reality in that the legislator may so order his laws as if they were the outcome of a social contract. The latter becomes in consequence ‘the criterion of the equity of every public law.’” Yet even as an ideal of social relations, the contract doctrine has been assailed, one may say almost overwhelmed, with hostile criticism. The individual, it is argued, is joined to the state not by a voluntary conjunction but by an indissolvable bond. The relation is a compulsory one. Each of us is born into the state; we are part of the state and the state is part of us. The state is not a mutual assurance society, membership in which is a matter that the citizen may accept or reject. Nor is the true measure of our social duties to be found in the extent of benefit that we receive from society. Our common experience of the nature of the state indicates much that conflicts with the narrow view suggested by the quid pro quo of a contract relation. Patriotism — the sacrifice of the individual’s interests to the claims of the community — we account one of the highest of virtues. We look to the state as the especial guardian of the poor and the helpless. We call upon it to act not for the present generation alone, but for the welfare of those which are to come. The state, in fine, stands in its ideal aspect for the collective moral effort of the whole community. The line of thought here suggested finds its extreme expression in what is called the “organic theory of the state,” a doctrine that will be examined in a later chapter.

4. The Theory of Divine Origin. The importance of the social-contract theory has entitled it to a somewhat elaborate discussion. Of the other fallacious doctrines in question, the two principal ones, the theory of the divine origin of the state and the theory of force, may be more briefly mentioned. The theory of the divine origin, known in familiar form as “the divine right of kings,” may now be regarded as entirely extinct in political theory. It belongs especially to the period of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Originating after the great mediæval controversy of the Papacy and Empire had subsided, it represents the resistance offered by the constituted monarchical governments to the growing ideas of popular sovereignty. Its essential meaning is that each and every existing state represents an institution of deliberate divine creation. Under this theory the government, or one may say the monarch, since the doctrine was directed towards the defense of the monarchical system, represents a direct divine agency against whom no supposed principle of individual rights can be valid. In a certain sense it is of course very generally held that all human institutions represent the controlling power of the Deity. But the theory of divine right goes much farther than this. It assumes the Deity to have vested political power in a special way, and by special intervention, and to have seen fit to deny political supremacy to the mass of the community. Such works as the “Patriarca” of Sir Robert Filmer, a parasitic apologist of the later Stuarts, reflect the theory in its extreme form, the paternal power vested at the creation in Adam being here supposed to pass by descent to the kings and princes of Europe. The theory as such needs no longer a serious refutation. It has, however, been pointed out by several critics of this doctrine that it has left deep traces in the underlying political thought of European nations. The idea of kingship as having a peculiar divine sanction — the “divinity that doth hedge a king” — is by no means an extinct element in the thought of many people both in Great Britain and continental Europe.

5. The Theory of Force. Finally, we may mention among the erroneous doctrines in explanation of the origin and meaning of the state the theory of force. Here, again, the same theory appears both as a historical interpretation of the rise of the state and as a rational justification of its being. Historically it means that government is the outcome of human aggression, that the beginnings of the state are to be sought in the capture and enslavement of man by man, in the conquest and subjugation of the feebler tribes, and, generally speaking, in the self-seeking domination acquired by superior physical force. The progressive growth from tribe to kingdom, and from kingdom to empire, is but a continuation of the same process. Such a point of view is frequent with the fathers of the church and the theologians of the middle ages, by whom the origins of earthly sovereignty are decried in order that its subordination to the supremacy of the spiritual power may be the more evident. Gregory VII wrote (A. D. 1080), “Which of us is ignorant that kings and lords have had their origin in those who, ignorant of God, by arrogance, rapine, perfidy, slaughter, by every crime with the devil agitating as the prince of the world, have contrived to rule over their fellow men with blind cupidity and intolerable presumption.”

In modern times we see much the same view advanced for a very different purpose in the earlier political writings of Herbert Spencer. “Government,” he says, “is the offspring of evil, bearing about it the marks of its parentage.” With the churchmen the temporal power was defamed for the benefit of the spiritual authorities; with Spencer and the still more extreme writers of the “anarchistic” school, the maintenance of the rights of the individual man is the object pursued. We find the theory of force elaborated in detail by Marx, Engels, and the writers of the German socialistic group. Here the doctrine assumes a slightly different form. The growth of the state is to be attributed to the process of aggressive exploitation, by means of which a part of the community has succeeded in defrauding their fellows of the just reward of their labor. Existing governments represent merely the coercive organization which serves to hold the workers in bondage. The socialist writers have no fault to find with the abstract existence of a state or coercive authority. Their objection is directed against the particular form of the present state, which they ascribe to its iniquitous historical origin. As against the theory of force in general it can with propriety be advanced that it errs in magnifying what has been only one factor in the evolution of society, into the sole controlling force. That government has in part been founded on aggression no one will readily deny. But as we shall presently see, its institution has owed much to forces of an entirely different character. Even a “population of devils,” Kant has said, “would find it to their advantage to establish a coercive state by general consent.”

The force theory has also played some part in political thought, not as a historical account of the rise of the state, but as a means of its justification. Stated in its crudest form, such a doctrine is equivalent to the proposition that might is right. “The individual,” writes Jellinek, in elucidation of this point of view, “must submit himself to it since he perceives it to be an unavoidable force (Naturgewalt).” Bluntschli even maintains that the doctrine has “a residuum of truth, since it makes prominent one element which is indispensable to the state, namely force, and has a certain justification as against the opposed theory (that of contract) which bases the state upon the arbitrary will of individuals, and leads logically to political impotence.” But in plain matter of fact, and apart from the refinements of abstraction, the proposition seems hopelessly illogical. As was long ago pointed out by Rousseau, the right that is conferred by might can reasonably be said to last only as long as the might which confers it. Submission to the state would therefore only be warranted as long as one was unable to do anything else than submit. The amount of justification involved in this is less than nothing.

The theory of force, as a defense of the governmental authority, assumes quite a different aspect at the hands of Ludwig von Haller. Writing at a time when the great wars of the Revolutionary and Napoleonic era had overwhelmed the sanguine outlook of the eighteenth century enlightenment in the disillusion of a devastated continent, he represents a natural revulsion from the deification of popular sovereignty towards the principles of monarchical authority. With Haller government is based upon “the natural law that the stronger rules.” But the principle involved is one of benevolence, not of repression. The fundamental bond of human relationship and social cohesion is the dependence of the weak upon the strong. Obedience is given on the one hand, protection on the other. We see this in the relation of parent and child, husband and wife, master and servant. This is the true relation of the prince and the subject. The position is not one created by a voluntary act; it is not a contract; it is a part of the fundamental order of the universe. “We might as well say,” Haller contends, “that there is a contract between a man and the sun, that he will allow himself to be warmed by it.” This universal law of the submission of the weak to the strong is thus made the basis of a theory of absolute monarchy and unlimited submission. Though clothed in a benevolent form it amounts to the assertion that sovereign power is the disposable property of the prince. As such it needs no refutation.
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CHAPTER III. THE TRUE ORIGIN OF THE STATE
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1. THE HISTORICAL or Evolutionary View of the State. — 2. The Patriarchal and Matriarchal Theories. — 3. Course of Development: the Aristotelian Cycle. — 4. Military and Economic Factors. — 5. Some General Features of Political Evolution.

1. The Historical or Evolutionary View of the State. The fallacious theories presented in the last chapter may be considered to prepare the way for a more correct estimate of the origin of the state. The view held by the best modern writers may be described as the historical or evolutionary theory of the state. By this is meant that the institution of the state is not to be referred back to any single point of time; it is not the outcome of any single movement or plan. The state is not an invention: it is a growth, an evolution, the result of a gradual process running throughout all the known history of man, and receding into the remote and unknown past. “The proposition that the State is a product of history,” says Professor Burgess, “means that it is a gradual and continuous development of human society out of a grossly imperfect beginning through crude but improving forms of manifestation towards a perfect and universal organization of mankind.” It is thus altogether erroneous to think of man as having in the course of his evolution attained to a full physical and mental development, and then looking about him to consider the advisability of inventing a government. We might as well imagine man, mentally and physically complete, deciding that the time had come for the invention of language, in order to satisfy his growing need of communicating with his fellows. Just as language has been evolved from the uncouth gibberings of animals, so has government had its origins in remote and rudimentary beginnings in prehistoric society. Man’s capacity for associated action and social relationships of all kinds has proceeded by a gradual development parallel with that of his physical and intellectual aptitudes.

2. The Patriarchal and Matriarchal Theories. This general idea or principle of a gradual and progressive evolution seems clear enough. Yet if we attempt to go further and map out the stages of man’s social development, the most serious difficulties are encountered. The simplest and earliest method of offering a historical account of the genesis of social amalgamation was found in taking the family to represent the primal unit of social history. The control exercised by a father over his children, which presently expands into the control of a patriarch over his descendants, was supposed to represent the origin of human government. It indicated at the same time a justification of the state as proceeding from the purely “natural” institution of the family. First a household, then a patriarchal family, then a tribe of persons of kindred descent, and finally a nation, — so runs the social series erected on this basis. This attempt to refer the institution of government to the authority of an original father of a family is known as the patriarchal theory. It has sought to defend itself by reference partly to historical instances, partly to current facts. We find it as early as in the writings of Aristotle, the first book of whose “Politics” contains a statement of the theory. “The family,” says Aristotle, “arises first; . . . when several families are united, and the association aims at something more than the supply of daily needs, then comes into existence the village. . . . When several villages are united in a single community perfect and large enough to be nearly or quite self-sufficing, the state (πόλις[Greek: polis]) comes into existence.” Since Aristotle’s time the same view has been presented by a variety of writers as offering a valid account of the origins of political institutions. The case of such communities as the nomadic tribes of central Asia is adduced in proof of the correctness of the view.

The historical researches of the nineteenth century, however, have rendered it impossible to accept the patriarchal theory as offering a universal or final solution of the problem of the origin of government. The critics of this theory have conclusively shown, in the first place, that the patriarchal régime has not everywhere appeared as the foundation of later institutions, and, in the second place, that even where it has appeared, it has not of necessity been the oldest form of social regulation which may be traced in prehistoric times. Such has been the substance of the results reached by J. F. McLennan and others who have sought to substitute a rival hypothesis under the title of the matriarchal theory. By this is implied an altogether different social arrangement from that suggested by the supposition of a primitive family. Previous to the patriarchal or family group men are found living in “hordes” or “packs,” in which the usual relations of husband and wife do not exist. Relationship, instead of being traced through the father, is traced in such a primitive society altogether through females. The nature of this relationship may be understood by referring to the account given by Mr. Edward Jenks in his recent “History of Politics.” Mr. Jenks describes as typical of primitive society the arrangement still existent among the natives of Australia and the Malay Archipelago. “It is the custom,” he says, “to speak of the Australian and other savages as living in tribes; ... it would really be better to call it the ‘pack,’ for it more resembles a hunting than a social organization. All its members are entitled to share in the proceeds of the day’s chase, and, quite naturally, they camp and live together ... [but] the real social unit of the Australians is not the ‘tribe’ but the totem group.... The totem group is primarily a body of persons distinguished by the sign of some natural object such as an animal or a tree, who may not intermarry with one another. ‘Snake may not marry Snake. Emu may not marry Emu.’ This is the first rule of savage social organization.... The other side of the rule is equally startling. The savage may not marry within his totem, but he must marry into another totem specially fixed for him. More than this, he not only marries into the specified totem, but he marries the whole of the women of that totem in his own generation.... Of course it must not be supposed that this condition of marital community really exists in practice. As a matter of fact each Australian contents himself with one or two women from his marriage totem.” Under such a system, “as far as there is any recognition of blood relationship at all it is through women and not through men.” Several writers on the matriarchal theory have considered that in this primitive stage of society not only is descent traced through the mother, and property passed in the female line, but the social group is ruled by the women, not the men. Such a condition of things is actually found, for instance, among the Hovas of Madagascar. But as a hypothesis of a universal social arrangement it has been quite refuted.

The exponents of the matriarchal theory — understood here in the narrower sense of a system of relationship and not of female rule — present it as the universal primitive condition of mankind. Out of it, they tell us, the patriarchal system has emerged through the adoption of settled pastoral and agricultural habits in place of the purely wandering or hunting life of primitive man. That such a system of tribal relationship as is here described exists in some savage communities of to-day, and has often existed in the past, seems beyond a doubt. There does not, however, seem any adequate proof for regarding it as the universal and necessary beginning of society. Indeed social history does not seem to lend itself to so simple a formula of successive development. No single form of the primitive family or group can be asserted. Here the matriarchal relationship, and there a patriarchal régime is found to have been the rule, — either of which may perhaps be displaced by the other. Indeed one has to admit the fact that there is no such thing as a “beginning” of human society. All that can be asserted is that in the course of time the monogamic family tended to become the dominant form, though even until to-day it has not altogether supplanted other forms of organization. This does not say, however, that paternal control of the family is to be looked on as the one necessary beginning of government and social control. For it must have happened in many instances that social authority of a rudimentary sort existed where as yet the monogamic family was unknown.

3. Course of Development: the Aristotelian Cycle. The earlier stages of the social evolution seem therefore to lend themselves but poorly to any scheme of orderly and uniform progression. Much the same difficulty meets us in trying to reduce the successive stages of historical development to any general plan. It is clear that between the rudimentary form of social control exercised by the chief of a primitive tribe, and the complex and effective organization of a modern civilized government, a vast historical evolution is apparent. But to reduce the stages of this progression to a necessary coördinated sequence appears an impossible task. The same goal has been reached by different paths; not all political communities have passed through the same phases of development. What has been the result of an internal evolution in some has been effected in others by imitation and adaptation of what already existed elsewhere. Democratic government has been attained in various modern states by quite distinct historical stages.

Notwithstanding these considerations, the attempt to reduce political progress to the formula of a prescribed course of development has often been made. At the very outset of political speculation we have the famous “cycle theory” of Plato, and a theory of progressive change laid down by Aristotle. Plato thought that the natural life of a state must move through a definite course of political changes. Aristocracy, the rule of the best, passed into timocracy, — the government of honor or rule of the military class. This changed to oligarchy, then to mob rule, and finally to tyranny. The views of Aristotle will be considered in some detail in a later chapter. While criticising Plato’s opinions and pointing out that successive political revolutions do not always follow the same order of development, Aristotle nevertheless considers the transition from monarchy to oligarchy, from oligarchy to tyranny, and from tyranny to democracy to have been the normal or usual nature of Hellenic political change. However applicable this may have been to the history of the Greek city states of the seventh and following centuries before the Christian era, it cannot be accepted as any general or universal key to the political evolution of later ages.

4. Military and Economic Factors. Equally attractive and no less futile is the attempt to ascribe the evolution of the modern state to the operation of a single, or at any rate a dominant, motive power. Of this an illustration is seen in the “History of Politics,” already mentioned. “The origin of the state, or political society,” says Mr. Jenks, “is to be found in the development of the art of war.... There is not the slightest difficulty in proving that all political communities of the modern type owe their existence to successful warfare.” It is of course quite true that all modern political communities have had to fight for their existence. It is also true that certain aspects of their organization — standing armies, conscription, etc. — bear witness to the importance of the function of external defense. But it is not to be supposed on this account that the type assumed by modern political communities is to be ascribed entirely to the exigencies of their military life. Contrast with this the standpoint of the Marxian socialists of Germany, who tell us that the development of government, along with that of all social institutions, is to be attributed solely to economic factors. The state represents merely the organization by which the property-owning class enjoys the fruits of the laborer’s toil. In each of these cases a single factor in the history of the modern state is unduly magnified to appear as the paramount force in its development.

5. Some General Features of Political Evolution. To trace the rise and growth of any particular state, and the different phases of the evolution of its institutions, is the task of history, not of Political Science. Speaking of the state in general it is impossible to predicate any universal course of development or any necessary series of forms which it must assume. Looking, however, at the present stage that has been reached in the growth of political institutions, we may nevertheless indicate some of those general characteristics which the modern state has acquired and which differentiate it so entirely from rudimentary or primitive governments. In the first place there has been, speaking broadly, a progressive increase in the extent of territory occupied by a single state. At the dawn of history, mankind is found grouped in vast numbers of small political communities. On the map of the world to-day we find the greater part of the inhabited territory controlled by a relatively small group of vast states. Of the 52,300,000 square miles which make up the land surface of the globe the British Empire covers 11,516,000, the Russian Empire 8,660,000, the Chinese Empire 4,277,000, and the United States 3,567,000. True, this widening area of the territorial political unit has not been literally continuous. The Roman Empire was vastly greater than such small modern states as Greece or Roumania. But the tendency, though at times interrupted or over-accelerated, is nevertheless a leading factor in the history of the world. In the second place we may note the constantly increasing fixity and certainty of the action of the state. The rule of a primitive government, especially if spread over a relatively large area, is uncertain and irregular. Offenses against its authority may or may not meet with retribution, and when it punishes it acts with a vengeful severity arising from its weakness. In many cases its sway is little more than nominal. But the progressive development of political institutions has given to the state an organization which insures to it a definite and regular action. A third essential feature in the development of the state is the growth of political consciousness. The earlier stages of social union are largely intuitive and unconscious; nor does there ever come a single point of time at which collective action suddenly becomes deliberate. We have seen that the assumption of such a step in political development was one of the errors of the social-contract theory. But in comparing rudimentary government with modern civilized government we can observe the essential difference that exists in this respect.

Of the other broad features of the development of social structure, the separation that has been effected between the religious and the political aspects of society may be especially noted. The early forms of government were theocratic. The functions of priest and king were intermingled or closely allied. The divine law was presumed to constitute the sanction behind human enactments. Such is the system on which rested the theocracy of the Jews. In the modern state, however generally it may be admitted among the citizens that legislation ought to be based on the ethical principles of Christianity, the interpreters of the divine law, in the form of the priesthood, are not placed in a position of civil authority. The guidance of the spiritual and the political life of the community is in different hands. The nature of the earlier form of the state is seen in the survival of established or partially established churches in Great Britain and some other European countries. The formerly prevalent practice of invoking the authority of the state to suppress heresy and unbelief rested on the same conception of organization. The progressive separation of church and state has been one of the evident results of political evolution.

The growth of democratic government, the participation of the great mass of the people in political control, is the most important feature in the development of the state. Democratic government does not, of course, exist in all the great civilized states, but in the chief of them — either in the shape of a republic or under the more or less nominal semblance of monarchy — it has become an accepted fact. The progress of democracy has not, of course, been continuous and unbroken. We have but to compare the republic of Athens with the principalities of the dark ages, or with France of the eighteenth century, to see that the development of self-government has not moved in a continuous advance. But it is hardly to be denied that the principle of democratic rule has now become a permanent and essential factor in political institutions and that it alone can form the basis of the state of the future.
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CHAPTER IV. THE SOVEREIGNTY OF THE STATE
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1. ANALYSIS OF the Conception of Sovereignty; Meaning of Law and Right. — 2. The Location of Sovereignty in Existing Governments. — 3. Criticism of the Doctrine of Sovereignty; Sir Henry Maine’s Objections. — 4. Theory of Political Sovereignty. — 5. Criticism. — 6. Dual or Divided Sovereignty.

1. Analysis of the Conception of Sovereignty; Meaning of Law and Right. Having considered in the preceding chapters the general idea of the state as an organized community occupying a definite territory, it is next necessary to make a further analysis of the organization itself. This will involve the discussion of the relations existing between the individual citizen and the state as a whole. The two central points around which the discussion of the present and the succeeding chapter will turn, are those of the sovereignty of the state, and the liberty of the individual. These two ideas, which appear at first sight to be mutually contradictory, will be shown to be not only reconcilable, but complementary and correlative to one another.

The question of the sovereignty of the state has long been a vexed topic of political discussion, and one that has given rise to the most serious difficulties and misunderstandings. The proposition that the state is absolutely sovereign over the individual has proved itself a stumbling-block and a rock of offense to the student of political theory. Take, for example, the enunciation of the principle of sovereignty given by Professor Burgess. “I understand by it,” he says, “the original, absolute, unlimited, universal power over the individual subject and all associations of subjects.” This is a hard saying and one calculated to call forth at first sight a most emphatic contradiction. It seems to sanction the tyranny of the state, and to involve the sacrifice of individual rights. A nearer analysis of the proper meaning to be attached to the sovereignty of the state ought to rob it of all offensive connotation. What is meant is simply this. The state is an organized community. It comes into existence when the relations of control over and obedience from the individual person are established. This obedience may or may not receive the approval of the individual rendering it. The fact of obedience is all that is needed in order that the state may be said to exist. Somewhere within the state there will exist a certain person or body of persons whose commands receive obedience. The commands may be just or unjust, morally speaking, and the persons in power may be put in a position to issue them, either by general consent or by the use of physical force. But in either case they are able to make their commands good by actual coercion. Unless there is such a body there is no state. The commands thus given are called laws. A law, then, is a command issued by the state. Can there, then, be any limit, any legal limit, to the sovereignty, or legal supremacy, of the state? Obviously not, for such a limit would imply a contradiction in terms. A legal limit must mean a limit imposed by a lawgiving authority. Now the lawgiving authority is the sovereign power of the state, and any limits it might put on its own power would be removed as soon as it saw fit to remove them. The lawgiving power of the lawgiving body is therefore of necessity unlimited. The state, in other words, is legally sovereign. Looked at in this light the matter simply resolves itself into an equation in terms.

An examination of the fundamental definition of law and sovereignty laid down by the English jurist John Austin may make still clearer this point of view. “If a determinate human superior not in the habit of obedience to a like superior receive habitual obedience from the bulk of a given society, that determinate superior is sovereign in that society, and that society (including the superior) is a society political and independent.” According to this, then, a state (or “society political and independent,” as Austin calls it) is a community in which such obedience is given and received. The fact of rule and obedience is the test of the existence of a state. A law is a command calling for such obedience. We must carefully note, too, the conception of a right, a legal right, which will follow from these premises. It will mean any privilege or immunity enjoyed by a citizen as against any of his fellow citizens, granted by the sovereign power of the state and upheld by that power. This, it will be seen, is altogether different from a right in the ethical or moral sense. Before the French Revolution, for example, under the state existing in the eighteenth century, the feudal lord had a “right” to collect most oppressive dues from his inferior. Similarly a despot might grant to one of his underlings the “right” of life and death over the people of a subjugated province. It will follow that in the organization of the state the individual can have no “rights” against the state itself. For this, since it is the state which creates a legal right, would involve a contradiction in terms. It is to be observed that as thus understood, the conception of sovereignty, law, and right is altogether divorced from morality and ethics.

The misunderstanding of this restricted sense in which the state is sovereign and law is unlimited in its power leads to an altogether fallacious form of objection. Surely, it is urged, the state has no right to interfere with such things as the religion and private life of the individual? Surely there are limits to the province in which the commands of the state may intrude? There are assuredly such limits in the moral sense; certainly most persons would think it morally wrong for the state to dictate as to the religious creed of the individual. But this does not imply any legal limit to the jurisdiction of the state. The sovereign body of the state can be under no legal restriction as to its interference in religion or any private matter. If it were under such a limitation then it would not be a sovereign body; the sovereignty would lie in that person or persons in whose power it lay to assign and mark off these limits. The same answer is to be made to the various other attempts to put a “limit” on the extent of sovereign power. Bluntschli, for instance, tells us that “the state as a whole is not almighty, for it is limited externally by the rights of other states, and internally by its own nature and by the rights of its individual members.” Bentham claimed that the sovereignty of the state was limited by its treaties with other states. But each of these “limits” is of an ethical, not a legal character. Legally speaking the state is almighty.

The misunderstanding so easily engendered here is heightened by the ambiguity of some of the terminology employed in this connection. The word right has both its moral and its legal sense. In the former application it extends over the whole field of conduct, and refers to all those actions and forbearances which it is our moral duty to perform; in the legal sense it refers only to those actions or forbearances the performance of which is rendered compulsory by the coercive power of the state. Similarly the word sovereignty is not only used in the sense of legal supremacy, but has also another connotation. It is used, that is to say, in a purely nominal sense, to indicate the titular supremacy of a monarch. King Edward VII is the sovereign of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland, but this is only titular and not legal sovereignty. The distinction is sufficiently obvious to need no further explanation.

2. The Location of Sovereignty in Existing Governments. The nature of sovereignty and law as thus described may be further illustrated by examining its actual application to the case of some of the chief states of the world. The example most easily understood is that of the British Empire. Here the sovereign legal authority lies in the Parliament, — the word Parliament having of course its technical legal meaning of king, lords, and commons. Parliament is an absolute legal sovereign. Every law that it sees fit to make is, ipso facto, a valid law. There is no (legal) restriction on the extent of its jurisdiction. No British court can question the validity of a statute duly passed by Parliament. It is (legally) quite unrestrained by custom, by the legislation of the past, or by any of the written documents (Magna Carta, etc.) which may be said to form part of the British Constitution. No individual citizen has any (legal) “rights” which the sovereign power of Parliament could not annul; no local body or colony has any powers of self-government which an act of Parliament could not abolish.

The example of the British Empire seems to show the legal supremacy of the state in simple form. The case of the United States, though more complex, is reducible to the same elements. Here, at first sight, the presence of the sovereign body is not so apparent. The powers of the government of any state of the Union — either executive or legislative — are powers of limited legal extent. Similarly the powers of the federal government — of the President and of Congress, or of both together — are powers of limited extent. The Congress is not legally empowered, as is the British Parliament, to make any law it may think proper, and the courts can question the validity of any statute, either state or federal, which transcends the legal powers of those who made it. For example, a federal law imposing an export duty would not be legally binding. But all this is only to say that neither the President nor the Congress nor the state government is the body invested with the sovereign power of the state. The supreme authority lies elsewhere. It is in that body which has power (legally) to make any law it wishes, that is to say in the body which has the legal right to amend the Constitution of the United States. It is true that this body, consisting of a two-thirds majority of Congress, or a special convention, with the ratification of three fourths of the state legislatures or of special conventions, is not in permanent session as a united governing body. But it is clear that theoretically at any rate it exists, and may be looked upon as having a legal supremacy as complete as that of the British Parliament. In like manner in the case of France, neither the President nor the Chamber of Deputies nor the Senate has unlimited legal competence. The powers of all of them are restricted by the “constitutional laws” of the French Republic. But the Senate and the Deputies may be fused together into a joint session or national assembly, in which capacity they may amend the constitution and are legally supreme.

3. Criticism of the Doctrine of Sovereignty; Sir Henry Maine’s Objections. Such is in the main the conception of sovereignty and law which is particularly associated with the modern English school of jurists, the analytical school, as it is often called. It may be considered on the whole the most satisfactory basis for an analysis of the political state. It has, however, met with severe and searching criticism, and has by no means received a universal acceptance. It is only reasonable, therefore, to present in connection with it some of the chief points of attack. The objections raised against it are directed to show that it is only of a formal and abstract nature, that it is inadequate in that it does not really indicate the ultimate source of political authority, and that it presents an erroneous conception of the nature of law.

The first of these objections to the Austinian theory is especially urged in the criticism offered by the English jurist Sir Henry Maine in his Oxford lectures on the “Early History of Institutions.” From his seven years’ experience as legal member of the council for India, Maine was brought in contact with a civilization of an essentially different character from the environment of English legal institutions which had been the basis of Austin’s work. In Eastern countries immemorial custom reigns supreme. The idea of deliberate statutory enactment is alien to the oriental mind, and the most ruthless of Eastern despots finds his power controlled by the barriers of ancient usage and religious awe. Maine was, therefore, led to question whether there is “in every independent political community some single person or combination of persons which has the power of compelling the other members of the community to do exactly as it pleases.” The presumption that every community, except during temporary intervals of disturbance, contains this individual or collegiate sovereign “as certainly as the centre of gravity in a mass of matter,” seemed to him unwarranted by historical or actual fact. Particularly is this the case with communities of the oriental type. Maine instances the example of Runjeet Singh, the despot of the Punjaub, “the smallest disobedience to whose commands would have been followed by death or mutilation.” In spite of this ruler’s extensive power he never “issued a command which Austin would call a law.... The rules which regulated the lives of his subjects were derived from their immemorial usages, and these rules were administered by domestic tribunals.” The inevitable conclusion seems to be that the conceptions of sovereignty, state, and law adopted in the Austinian jurisprudence are inapplicable to communities of this description. But it is not only in regard to oriental society that Maine finds Austin’s analysis inadequate. Even in the world of western civilization it is only true as the result of a process of abstraction which “throws aside all the characteristics and attributes of government and society except one,” namely, the possession of force; this explanation of political power by reference solely to a single attribute disregards at the same time “the entire history of the community, ... the mass of its historic antecedents, which in each community determines how the sovereign shall exercise, or forbear from exercising, his irresistible coercive power.”

The nature of this objection had, indeed, been in some measure anticipated by Austin himself. In order to cover all those cases of usage in which not the direct command of the sovereign but dictates of customary procedure obtained sway, he laid down the maxim, “What the sovereign permits he commands.” The application of this doctrine may be best seen in the case of the English common (or customary) law. This is a body of regulations never expressed in the form of statutes issued by the sovereign Parliament, but existing from ancient times, and constantly modified and expanded by the interpretation of the courts. It would be quite wrong, Austin argues, to hold that the existence and continuance of this body of law is any indication of a limitation of the sovereign power of Parliament. For since the latter is admittedly competent to alter or abrogate the common law as it sees fit, the continued existence thereof is to be viewed as virtually by command of Parliament. This argument is undoubtedly true in reference to the legal validity of the common law. The attempt, however, to apply it to such cases as that of the Punjaub despot seems entirely erroneous. For in this instance the sovereign has no alternative but to “permit” what he cannot alter. Only an exaggeration of terms could convert this into sovereignty. On the same ground any one might “permit” the law of gravitation to continue in force.

It may perhaps reasonably be held that Austin’s analysis is applicable to modern civilized states, but inapplicable to half-organized or primitive communities. Even in the case of civilized states, it is true that the theory is in a certain sense an abstraction. “It is true,” says Sir James Stephen, in speaking of the theory of sovereignty, “like the propositions of mathematics or political economy, in the abstract only. That is to say, the propositions which it states are propositions which are suggested to the imagination by facts, though no facts completely embody and exemplify them. As there is in nature no such thing as a perfect circle, or a completely rigid body, or a mechanical system in which there is no friction, or a state of society in which men act simply with a view to gain, so there is in nature no such thing as an absolute sovereign.” With these limitations the Austinian theory may be looked upon as substantially correct. Its application is to be viewed as limited to communities definitely organized. The analysis of political power which it offers is not meant as an explanation of the ultimate source, the first cause, of authority, but merely intended as a universal abstract formula, indicating the method of its operation in the modern world. To accept the doctrine in this sense, is of course necessarily to restrict the connotation of the terms state and law. The term state will include only communities possessing the requisite finality of organization, and fixed relations of command and obedience. A law will connote only a command issued, either directly or indirectly (through deliberate refusal to contravene an established usage) by the sovereign organization of the state. What is thus lost in width of connotation will be gained in precision and significance.

Many authors prefer, however, to widen the terms state and law, in order to meet Maine’s criticism, and to include the oriental or other communities whose political cohesion does not correspond to the Austinian analysis. Woodrow Wilson, for instance, presents a conception of law which does not identify it with a definite command, but endeavors to include in it those customary usages which have become of binding force. “Law,” he says, “is that portion of the established thought and habit which has gained distinct and formal recognition in the shape of uniform rules backed by the authority and power of government.” Of these rules deliberate enactment is only one of the contributory sources. They arise in part from long standing custom “shaped by the coöperative action of the whole community, and not by any kingly or legislative command.” Among the other sources of law are the rules of conduct dictated by religious belief, and the decisions of those who adjudicate upon the law already existing and thus expand its meaning. The view here adopted by Professor Wilson is intended to harmonize the analytical account of law with the criticism offered by Sir Henry Maine. But it is perhaps open to question, whether in the case of civilized states the maxim “what the sovereign permits he commands” will not bring the sources of law above mentioned within the sphere of the Austinian formula.

4. Theory of Political Sovereignty. In addition to the criticism of the Austinian theory of sovereignty thus indicated, exception has been taken to it upon a somewhat different ground. The conception of legal authority, it is argued, though undeniable as far as it goes, does not go far enough; while indicating the person or body of persons legally competent to issue sovereign commands to the rest of the community, it does not really trace out the ultimate repository of political power. In a despotic monarchy, the will of the monarch may be the sole lawful authority, but the monarch himself may be merely the pliant tool of a cunning priest or dominating vizier. In countries with representative government, the elected governing body may have or seem to have a temporary legal control, but what are we to say of the general body of electors, whose will they represent, and from whom they derive their authority? Is it an adequate explanation of political cohesion and obedience to stop short of the legal supremacy of a king or legislature, whose power may be nominal, illusory, or delegated, and to refuse to recognize the real and paramount source of authority which lies behind it?

On these grounds several writers have recently sought to amend the Austinian theory by appending to the conception of pure legal sovereignty that of real, or “political sovereignty.” Their intention is not to set aside the result of Austin’s analysis, but merely to draw attention to the fact that it does not seem to offer a complete explanation of the nature and location of supreme political power. “Behind the sovereign which the lawyer recognizes, there is,” says Professor Dicey, “another sovereign to whom the legal sovereign must bow.” Professor Sidgwick illustrates the point involved by constructing hypothetical cases in which the ultimate political power is clearly not in the hands of the legal sovereign. “An irresponsible dictator appointed by a popular assembly for a term of years and not desiring reappointment” might be said to be legally and actually sovereign. But should he be anxious for reappointment, then the assembly to whose wishes he must bow becomes the paramount political influence, and his legal sovereignty is no longer the final seat of actual power. Or let us “suppose that a monarch habitually obeys a priest, not from fear of the extra-mundane penalties threatened by the latter, but from fear of finding it difficult to obtain obedience from his subjects if they believe him to be a special object of God’s anger — we shall agree that he no longer possesses completely sovereign power.” Following upon this line of argument we might well expect to find that the legal and the political sovereigns would but rarely coincide. In one state the priesthood, in another the military or landed classes, in another the personal entourage of the king or the predominant influence of a metropolis, might supply the real motive power that controls the public administration.

Here it might well be suggested that the sovereign political power would in many cases lie with the general mass of the people, or at any rate with the general mass of voters, who constitute in democratic countries about one fifth of the entire population. Austin himself, in this particular, fell into an amazing error in that he attempted to attribute not the political but the legal sovereignty itself to the body of the electorate. The fallacy is here obvious. For although the voters are empowered by law to elect members of the legislature at stated intervals, they have (legally) no power of political action beyond this. Under most governments they cannot pass a law or negative measures of the legislature. In Great Britain, for instance, the Parliament (legally speaking) would be perfectly competent to pass a law declaring its own existence permanent and robbing the voters of their electoral privileges. Only in a country where the system of the initiative and the referendum were made obligatory and universal could the electors be said to be legally sovereign. But without falling into this confusion whereby Austin mars the precision of his own system, it may be argued with much plausibility that the ultimate political sovereignty rests with the electorate. Much, however, may be advanced against this view. Is it not quite conceivable that the voters themselves may be under the dominance of a priesthood, or practically under the dictates of the land-owners or aristocracy or some particular class? In such cases the political sovereignty would have to be traced a step beyond the electorate. Is it not, moreover, to be supposed that the electorate may be largely influenced by the other four fifths of the nation, who constitute the non-voting class? It does not seem to follow that the voters of a democratic country always and of necessity represent the final and ultimate source of authority.

5. Criticism. Indeed, the more one searches for this final authority the more it seems to elude one’s grasp. At its first statement the idea of a political sovereignty appears eminently reasonable. On closer examination it becomes a sort of political “first cause,” and is as unfindable in the domain of politics as in that of physics. The moment one passes from the dry certainty of the Austinian conception of legality, all is confusion. The particular set of persons in a modern state who are invested with unlimited law-making power are a definite and findable body. The particular person, or set of persons, whose will is in reality supreme, fades upon analysis into a vague complexity.

Professor Ritchie and others have sought to avoid this difficulty, by laying down the theory that the ultimate repository of political power is always found in the mass of the people. By whatever routes it is traced, whether directly through electoral power, or indirectly through influence, intimidation, or potential rebellion, the final source of authority is here to be discovered. “The people” possess the physical power. In the last resort — the appeal to force — they are bound to prevail. Any form of rule to which they submit exists therefore only by virtue of their tacit consent. We have thus a theory of popular sovereignty carried to an extreme point. Such a theory does not content itself with saying that the people, the majority of the people, ought to possess the supreme power, but that in all cases they actually do possess it. Having the physical superiority which would enable them if sufficiently provoked to annihilate the existing government, there must always be limits to the extent of coercion that they will suffer. Obedient as they may be within these limits, they are in the last resort the masters. The consent by which they permit the existence of the government, is a tacit, and perhaps unconscious, acquiescence rather than the explicit formula of contract that was present to the minds of Rousseau’s citizens; none the less it is true that they do give this consent, and that it is the real universal basis of political sovereignty. “The Czar of all the Russias,” says Mr. Ritchie, “rules by the will of his people, as much as does the executive of the Swiss Federation.”

Attractive as is such a theory of popular sovereignty, it rests upon grounds essentially fallacious. It assumes that the superiority in actual physical force must of necessity rest with the mass — the majority — of the people. To suppose this is to leave altogether out of sight the question of military equipment, organization, and mutual understanding. A nation of a million unarmed men could easily be overawed by a force of a hundred thousand soldiers equipped with modern weapons and acting as a disciplined unit. Because a hundred convicts “acquiesce” in the control exercised by a dozen armed sentinels, it cannot be argued that the power of the sentinels rests either immediately or ultimately upon the consent of these convicts. Whatever be the proper interpretation of the political cohesion of modern Russia, it is at least conceivable that the support extended to the autocracy by the vast army in its pay may have as much to do with its maintenance as the good-will of the people at large. It seems evident upon examination that the numerical majority is not of necessity always the stronger power. It becomes so only in proportion as it enjoys the advantages of organization, equipment, and ability to act on a preconcerted plan. Hence in order to make the theory of political sovereignty stand upright it is necessary to again shift the ground and to claim that the ultimate sovereignty lies not with the mass of the people, nor with the numerical majority, but with the strongest group of persons trained to act together. But since a group is usually trained only to act together in a prescribed way, and at the dictates of a particular person or set of persons, it is clear that it is not the collective will of this armed force itself which exercises the supreme control, but that of the person or persons whom they are individually trained to obey. Thus the search for ultimate sovereignty relapses into the same vagueness as before.

6. Dual or Divided Sovereignty. The peculiar situation of the United States in reference to the exercise of supreme and unlimited power has given rise to another attempt to alter this universal formula of a single sovereign body. In this country, as already said, neither the federal government nor the government of an individual state has unlimited power. The precise nature of the constitutional power of the two was long a subject of intense controversy. In this controversy there was developed the theory of a divided or dual sovereignty. According to this doctrine the totality of sovereign power was divided between the state and federal governments, each of which was sovereign in its own province, but was legally limited outside of its own province by the sovereignty of the other. Such a view of sovereignty is utterly inconsistent with the conception of sovereign power discussed above. The proper application of the analytical view of sovereignty, to a federal government will be discussed in dealing with the general subject of federal organization.
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CHAPTER V. THE LIBERTY OF THE INDIVIDUAL
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1. FORMULATION OF the Idea of Civil Liberty; its Dependence on a Coercive Sovereign Power. — 2. Special Senses sometimes attached to the Term Liberty. — 3. Organic Theory of the State. — 4. Criticism. — 5. Elaborate Analogies of Spencer, Schäffle, etc.; the Personality of the State. — 6. Criticism.

1. Formulation of the Idea of Civil Liberty; its Dependence on a Coercive Sovereign Power. The formulation of the theory of the sovereignty of the state does not exhaust the consideration of the relations existing between the state and the individual. The present chapter is to be devoted to the further elucidation of the position of the individual under organized political control, and to the nature and scope of individual liberty. At first sight, the ideas of state sovereignty and individual liberty appear in sharp contrast. When we say that the state is legally supreme, that there is no limit to its lawful power, and that the individual can have no lawful rights as against its authority, we seem to have denied the existence of individual liberty. A closer examination of the meaning to be attached to the terms involved will serve to dissipate this view. It will appear that sovereignty and liberty, far from being contradictory, are correlative terms, and that no legal conception of individual liberty is possible without the assumption of a sovereign power.

Let us begin by observing that such terms as “liberty,” “freedom,” and “free” are used in a variety of senses, and with great latitude of connotation. “To Bacon and to King James,” writes Professor Ritchie, “a ‘free’ monarchy meant an absolute monarchy, so that a ‘free’ monarchy is incompatible with what we call ‘free’ government. The ‘liberties’ of corporations, classes, or individuals mean their special privileges, and thus involve considerable interference with ‘liberties’ of the non-privileged. ‘Freedom of contract’ may result in the practical bondage of one of the parties to the other. A ‘free’ church may allow less ‘liberty’ of thought than churches which are not liberated from the state.” To the difficulties suggested by these special instances must be added the fact that the term liberty is used also as a vague generality to stand for something evidently desirable, and yet so simple in its nature as to need no further definition. It is freely assumed that every one ought to have complete liberty, and that every violation of liberty is an injustice, without the need being felt of any special inquiry into the meaning of liberty itself. To reduce the term to a definite and exact signification will serve at once to destroy the mythical and impossible idea of individual freedom, in the light of which the coercive power of the state seems unjustifiable. Such an idea appears in extreme form in the assumption, already referred to, of a “natural liberty,” enjoyed by man independently of, and antecedent to, the existence of the state, and of which the institution of the state constitutes an abridgment. “What a man loses by the social contract,” said Rousseau, “is his natural liberty and an unlimited right to anything that tempts him which he can obtain.” Of a similar character is the confused ideal of liberty which lies at the basis of anarchism, or the negation of the right of coercion.

On examination it will appear that such a conception of liberty is impossible, except it be for one person omnipotent in power. The claim that a person in the enjoyment of natural liberty would have an unlimited right to anything he might desire, would carry with it the consequence that a great number of persons might have an unlimited right to the same thing. It is difficult to attach any meaning to the words “liberty” and “right” that will make such a proposition anything but absurd. Indeed, the statement is clearly self-contradictory and inconsistent. “Liberty in its absolute sense,” says Lieber, “means the faculty of willing and the power of doing what has been willed, without influence from any other source, or from without.... In this absolute meaning there is but one free being, because there is but one being whose will is absolutely independent of any influence but that which he wills himself, and whose power is adequate to his absolute will, — who is almighty.” It is clear, then, that a liberty of this absolute and unrestrained character is an impossibility for every individual at the same time. It can exist neither by the agency nor by the absence of the state. The utmost freedom of action that each and every individual can enjoy upon like terms at the same time is to be completely unrestrained in his actions in so far as they do not interfere with the like freedom of his fellows. This conception of liberty, though limited, is entirely self-consistent. The liberty of one is not a contravention of the liberty of another. Such is the interpretation of liberty found in the famous Declaration of the Rights of Man, adopted in France in 1789: “Liberty consists in the power to do everything that does not injure another.” Herbert Spencer expresses the same idea in what he calls the “formula of justice:” “Every man is free to do that which he wills, provided he infringes not the equal freedom of any other man.”

As thus conceived, liberty is not inconsistent with the exercise of coercive power. On the contrary, since the freedom from interference can only be enjoyed by the forcible prevention of interference, liberty is seen to be dependent upon the existence of authority. It is the state which guarantees this immunity to its citizens, whose “rights” are thus brought into legal existence by being clothed with the “sanction” or compelling force of the power of the state. The apparent paradox between a sovereign authority and a free citizen is thus explained. No freedom, except for a single being, can be absolute and complete. Such freedom as can be enjoyed by all must from its nature imply a compulsory restriction on the action of each. It is the office of the state to effect this restriction, and in so doing to bring liberty into being. It is usual to attach to this conception of individual freedom effected by the existence of a coercive state the term “civil liberty.”

A further point of great importance is to be noted in connection with the present topic. It is true that liberty as thus defined is only possible for the individual by the action of the state. It does not follow, however, that it is the duty of the state to find the ideal of its action in the maintenance of individual liberty; that is to say, to confine its operating to enforcing non-interference, and to extend its coercive power no further than is necessary to prevent the citizens from interfering with one another. Writers of various schools, and especially the individualists of the earlier nineteenth century, have held this to be the sole duty of government. The conception of liberty seemed to them to imply that no infringement of the principle could be justified. But the question naturally arises whether the state may not be warranted in exercising a positive as well as a negative coercion over its subjects. May it not with reason interfere with and curtail the liberty of a citizen, provided that the general good or his own advantage is thereby furthered? The full treatment of this question will belong to our discussion of the proper province of government. All that need be noted in the mean time is that, whether the state is called upon to maintain the liberty of the individual, or whether it is held advisable that the state should interfere with his actions in a positive form, the existence of liberty is not logically incompatible with the existence of the state, and can hardly be thought of as existing apart from it.

2. Special Senses sometimes attached to the Term Liberty. The word liberty, in addition to the vague general use which we have discarded and the definite conception of civil liberty which we have adopted, has also been used in political writings in other special senses. It is often used to designate a condition of national independence. When we refer to the present liberty of the Greeks, or the desire for liberty on the part of the Poles, it is evidently in this sense that the word is used. It is perhaps convenient to use the expression “national liberty” to indicate freedom of this kind.

In the next place, there is a use of “liberty” which refers neither to freedom from interference nor to national autonomy. When we say that the United States, France, and Great Britain enjoy the advantages of a free government, we mean thereby a government which is chosen by, and which is responsible to, the general body of the people. Liberty in this sense, or constitutional liberty, as it may be called, means popular government definitely established. Historically speaking, we often use the term constitutional liberty to refer to instances where not all the people, but only a minority of them, exercised the power of controlling the government. In England previous to the great reform and extension of the franchise in 1832, the power of government was vested in the hands of a small minority of the whole nation. Since, however, the body of the people followed in the main the political lead thus given, and looked to the minority in question (the voting class) to protect them from possible tyranny of the crown, we may speak of this state of things as constitutional liberty. Strictly, however, the term ought only to be used of a government in which the people rule. For if the name be applied to a system in which the government is responsible only to a minority of the nation, it implies an unwarrantable disregard of the political status of the majority.

Professor Burgess, followed by other American writers, sees fit to use the term civil liberty in a sense different from that explained above. Burgess claims that most European writers have unduly confused the idea of the state with that of the government; the state ought to mean that fundamental organization of the community by whose authority the government is created, and the power of the government limited. The government should mean only the ordinary mechanism of administration. It is in this sense conceivable that the state may set a limit to the action of the government as against the individual, and grant to the latter certain privileges or immunities with which the government may not interfere. These immunities constitute the domain of civil liberty. In the United States, according to this view, the organization of the state is found in the body that makes and amends the Constitution. By the authority of this body it is forbidden to the ordinary government of the country (President, Congress, etc.) to interfere with the religion or the free speech of the individual; the government may not impose an export duty, may not make a law impairing the obligation of contracts, or confer a title of nobility. The civil liberty of the individual is therefore defined by Burgess to mean all those rights thus granted to the individual by the constitution-making power. Were all governments of the same form as that of the United States this application of the term civil liberty would be felicitous and useful. But as applied to the governments of England, France, Italy, and many other countries a difficulty occurs. In England the Parliament (king, lords, and commons) is supreme. It is therefore (according to this interpretation) the state. It is also the government, ordinary and regular. It is hence not possible that it can forbid anything to itself by its own authority, or guarantee the individual the possession of rights which it cannot legally set aside. The conclusion is obvious. There is no civil liberty in the constitutional law in Great Britain. To assert this is properly equivalent to asserting that there can be no civil liberty at all under the British government. “I pass over the subject of civil liberty in the constitution of England and France for the simple and entirely convincing reason that there is none in either.” This being so, it may well be doubted whether the term is appropriately used in the significance thus attached to it. A definition according to which the citizens of Hayti enjoy a wide measure of civil liberty, while those of Great Britain and its colonies possess none at all, becomes a little absurd.

3. Organic Theory of the State. The question of liberty and sovereignty as hitherto discussed has been purely one of legal relations. It forms, however, only a part of the wider question of the general relation of the individual to the state, or to society at large. The view that is to be taken of the position in which the individual stands towards the state is of the highest importance, for on it will depend our decision as to the proper province of the action of government. In what has been said in the present chapter and in connection with the statement and criticism of the doctrine of the social contract, reference has been made to two conflicting points of view. In the one instance the individual is looked upon as a separate self-contained unit who joins with his fellows for the formation of civil society in a purely mechanical fashion. The state from this point of view becomes merely a numerical aggregate. It is not justified in interfering with the individual further than to prevent his interference with any one else. Such a theory of social relations is often spoken of as an arithmetical, mechanical, or monadistic theory of society. We have already seen fit in dealing with the social contract to reject such a view of the relative status of the individual and the state.

As opposed to this we have at the other end of the scale what has already been referred to as the “organic theory of society,” or of the state. This theory, either entire or in partial form, occupies a large place in the economic, political, and social philosophy of our time, and merits, therefore, a careful examination. Whatever be the earlier origins to which it may be traced, it assumed a great prominence at the hands of various German writers of the middle of the nineteenth century, who advanced it in opposition to the more mechanical view of society held by the dominant individualist school in economics and political philosophy. The central idea of the theory is to endeavor to set aside the contrast between the individual and the state by amalgamating them into one. It discards all such ideas as mutual contract, reciprocal service, infrangible immunities, etc. It views the state and the individual as part and parcel of the same thing, both of them being included in what may be called the social organism. As is the relation of the hand to the body, or the leaf to the tree, so is the relation of man to society. He exists in it, and it in him. As it is impossible to consider that the hand has a separate existence from that of the body, so is it impossible to divorce the individual from society. The antithesis, therefore, between the single citizen and the collective state rests upon a false basis, and implies a view of society that is contrary to fact.

4. Criticism. In criticising this theory it is first necessary to know to what extent the statement that society is an organism is intended to be true. Some writers have advanced it merely as an analogy designed to elucidate by a striking comparison the nature of social organization. The continuity and gradual evolution of the state, the insensible gradations by which it develops in efficiency and complexity, are compared to the growth of a plant or animal. The different departments, councils, officials, etc., which are found in a modern administration, present in their specialized functions and adapted capabilities an analogy with the special organs of a living structure. The single individual, without whom the state cannot exist, and whose activities presuppose the existence of the state, suggests the germ cell which forms the basis of a living organism. Viewed in this light, the organic theory has met with a very wide acceptance, especially by the modern German school of writers on the social sciences. It is indeed difficult to quarrel with this or any other contention as long as it remains merely in the form of analogy. When we say that society is like an organism we are expressing an opinion of a very indefinite character. The point of the statement will depend on the amount of the likeness. In one sense every man is like every other; in another sense each man has a different appearance. To say, therefore, that there are certain things about society which suggest an organism, is to say what is hardly open to refutation. The real point of controversy comes in when we consider how far our opinions on social and political problems are to be affected by this view. Is it to be looked on merely as an interesting and ingenious comparison, or are we to see in it a profound truth in the light of which the actual solution of social difficulties is to be sought?

It may perhaps be reasonably claimed that the importance attached to this view by many sociological writers is altogether exaggerated. It is hard to see in what way it offers a practical programme or line of direction in dealing with applied politics. The individualistic theory, dictating the abstinence of the state from all positive interference, had at least the merit of indicating a recognizable course of conduct. The utilitarian theory, propounding the greatest good of the greatest number as the goal of social effort, offers also an objective point theoretically distinct, however much its special applications might in practice be open to dispute. But the organic theory, in telling us that we and our institutions grow and are not made, hardly offers a practical guide to political conduct. It is impossible that we can sit politically passive and watch ourselves grow, and it is inconceivable that the theory ought to be interpreted to obstruct all deliberate volitional effort, and to substitute for it a self-contemplating passivity. To regard the organic theory of society as offering a definite solution of any social problem seems erroneous. The true purpose that it has served has been in helping to destroy the once prevalent conception that individual liberty must à priori be a good thing, and needs not to be considered on its merits.

5. Elaborate Analogies of Spencer, Schäffle, etc.; the Personality of the State. By some authorities the organic theory has been supported not as a useful analogy, but as a literal truth. To establish this fact they have analyzed in great detail the industrial and political structure of society, and shown that it conforms to the general organic type, and is therefore literally and actually an organism. Of such analysis, that offered by Herbert Spencer is the most familiar. Spencer, it is true, does not entirely identify the social organism with the living organism. Society, he says, is an organism, but “it is not comparable to any particular type of individual organism, animal or vegetable.” The analogy that he institutes, however, is carried into such detail as to stop little short of identification. The first point of resemblance is found in the fact that societies, like living bodies, begin as germs (small wandering hordes of people), and increase continually in mass and in complexity of structure. In both cases this increase in mass is effected either by simple multiplication of the units or by union of groups. Thus the organic integration of plants of the lowest order, which increase into a larger form by “clustering” into one, is compared to the amalgamation of primitive tribes. Multiplication and fusion of units may, in both animal and social growths, proceed simultaneously. The progressive complexity of structure is shown in the development of society, as in the development of plants and animals, by constant differentiation of special organs for the performance of special functions. In a rudimentary animal organism the same apparatus acts in an imperfect way as stomach and mouth, or as stomach and skin. Gradually each of these separate organs is evolved and restricted to its own function. An original spinal axis of an elementary character becomes separated into its vertebrated parts, the head differentiated from the backbone, and the brain from the skull. So in society, separate classes — kings, priests, medicine men — are differentiated from the original mass, and assigned to their peculiar activities. The division of labor in the society, as in the animal, makes it a living whole. The industrial division of occupation among weavers, iron-workers, food-growers, etc., corresponds to the independent functions of stomach, heart, and lungs. The original structures are found, on examination, to closely resemble the bodily structures. Spencer speaks of a manufacturing district as “secreting” certain goods; a seaport town “discharges and absorbs” them, performing a duty like that of the pores of the skin. Society has its “sustaining system,” or parts devoted to alimentation. These are the great productive industries, — the agricultural areas, the “iron-secreting” districts, etc. There is also the distributing system, — the roads, railroads, and canals, which serve as the blood-vessels of the social body. The press, the telegraph, telephone, etc., serve as stimuli, by which the nerve centres are moved to action. Finally, there is in society, as in the living organism, the regulating system,— “nervo-motor” in the one, “governmental-military” in the other. These are evolved by the struggle for survival against the rapacity of other organisms. “The successive improvement of the organs of sense and motion have indirectly resulted from the antagonisms and competition of organisms with one another.” The wars between societies originate governmental structures, and are causes of all such improvements in these structures as increase the efficiency of corporate action against environing societies. The special application of this last comparison lies in the argument advanced by Spencer that the governmental organ, like every other, should confine itself to the particular functions for which it has been evolved, — protection and defense, — and should abstain from wider action in the field of positive beneficence.

As already said, Spencer does not completely identify the social organism with the living plant or animal. The chief difference is found in the fact that while the parts of an animal form a concrete whole, society is “discrete;” in other words, “while the living units composing the one are bound together in close contact, the living units composing the other are free and not in contact, and are more or less widely dispersed.” Hence the political or social body is sensitive only in its units, whereas the animal organism has a “sensorium” in which its sentient existence is centred. Even this distinction Spencer is unwilling to unduly emphasize. The units of society, though not in physical contact, affect one another through the influence of language spoken or written; there is thus a psychological continuity where physical coherence is lacking.

A still more complete presentation of the social organism is offered by the late Albert Schäffle, the distinguished Austrian statesman and economist, in his “Structure and Life of the Social Body.” Here the comparison of social with animal forms is carried to an extreme point, stopping little short of complete identification, though the author professes to be mindful of the differences existing between the two, and avoids the explicit use of the term organic. Schäffle speaks of the “morphology” and the “physiology” of society, the “social limbs of technique,” etc. If the whole of his vast work is to be viewed as an analogy, it reaches the point where such elaborate comparison ceases to be either of interest or profit. Others of the modern Continental writers — for instance, Gumplowitz, the Polish publicist, in his “Sociological Idea of the State” (1892) — flatly and absolutely hold that the organic nature of the state is to be considered not as an illustration but as a literal fact. Of a still more extreme character is the contention of several of the German theorists that the state is a person. The claim that the state, or, if one will, the government, is a person in a purely legal sense of the term is what no one will deny. The government being an owner of property, a collector of taxes, a borrower of money, etc., can undoubtedly be clothed with an abstract personality. But the writers in question — Gierke, for example, in his “Fundamental Concepts of Public Law” — go beyond this. With them the personality of the state is not abstract but actual; out of the “social side” of each individual composing the state is compounded a new person, a totality of purpose which is the true constituent element of personality. Bluntschli even determines the sex, maintaining that the state is male and the church female.

6. Criticism. This extreme theory of the personality of the state it is hardly necessary to criticise. It belongs to that class of abstractions which may mean much to the nation that originates them, but which seem to dissolve in passing through the prism of Anglo-Saxon literalism. The general organic theory merits, however, a special treatment. Interesting as is the parallel between the collective aspect of humanity and the life of a single organic unit, the differences between the two appear on impartial examination so great that the analogy cannot be looked on as a true guide to social policy, or a true expression of man’s relations to his environment. The difference that Spencer masks under the cognate terms “concrete” and “discrete,” is in reality of a fundamental character. In neither the physical nor the metaphysical sense of the terms is it true that the individual is literally a part of society. The existence of each human being is a fact apart. The “existence” of society is only an abstraction. Society has no single brain, no “social sensorium;” it has no single physical life. This distinction is therefore more than a mere divergence of special qualities. It is essential and absolute, — it is the difference between “black” and “white,” and between “yes” and “no.” Even if we accept the analogy as only an analogy, it does not follow that it is always a proper guide for our social conduct. Too great an amalgamation of the individual and the state is as dangerous an ideal as a too great emancipation of the individual will. Individual variation, individual “unlikeness,” and, in a sense, individual isolation of effort is as necessary for the welfare of mankind as collective activity and mutual support. The organic theory of society, deprived of its ingenious biological setting, presents only one phase of the truth, erring in one direction as much as extreme individualism has erred in the other.
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CHAPTER VI. RELATION OF STATES TO ONE ANOTHER
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1. EXTERNAL ASPECT of the State; Regulation of its Conduct towards other States. 2. Evolution of International Relations: First, Second, and Third Periods. 3. Scope and Content of International Law. 4. Propriety of the Term. 5. International Arbitration.

1. External Aspect of the State; Regulation of its Conduct towards Other States. Viewed in a purely theoretical light, every state is an absolutely independent unit. Its sovereignty is unlimited, and it renders political obedience to no outside authority; it has no organized coercive relation with any other political body. Such theoretical isolation is the prime condition of its existence as a state, and its political independence is one of its essential attributes. This is what Hobbes meant in saying that, in regard to one another, separate states are to be viewed as in a “state of nature.” Yet while this is true in a purely formal and legal sense, it is nevertheless the case that in actual fact different states stand in close contact with one another in a variety of ways. The mutual intercourse and communication of their citizens, trade, commerce, and various common interests, bring separate states into permanent relations demanding some sort of regulation. The fact that in the civilized world the citizens of one country very largely share in the thought, the art, and the literature of neighboring communities, runs counter to the idea of political exclusiveness. The political as well as the social and cultural institutions of any modern state are largely affected by its contact with other states. Especially is this the case where the citizens of countries politically separate speak a common language, and where a kindred descent enables them to look back to the same history and traditions in the past.

It is, therefore, easily understood that in the evolution of their dealings with one another in relation to diplomacy and civic intercourse the action of modern states shows an increasing tendency to conform to a generally recognized usage. Even the conduct of war is adapting itself to a code of regulations, designed to mitigate as far as may be the suffering it involves, and to reduce to a minimum the injury it occasions to the commerce of the world. These rules and usages which regulate the peaceful intercourse of independent nations, and indicate a recognized method of warfare adopted by general consent, are not to be regarded as fixed and permanent. They are rather in a formative and imperfect stage of development. But the study of modern political institutions is not complete without an analysis of the nature of the bond thus created between different states, the extent of its obligation, and its especial significance for the future. Political science must take account not only of the internal organization of the state, but of its external relations in so far as they assume a regular and definite character.

Imperfect as they are, the “rules which determine the conduct of the general body of civilized states in their dealings with one another are termed International Law.” The question at once arises whether the existence of such regulations can be harmonized with the sovereignty of the individual state. As we have understood it, the term “law” is properly to be restricted to the command, express or tacit, of a supreme legal authority; we have seen that it is probably inexpedient to use it in reference to customary observances not deliberately controllable by a political superior. In other words law has been restricted to mean the command of the state, the two terms being correlative to one another. Such being the case, it is now to be asked whether the term international law is properly applied, and whether the sanction or compelling force behind its rules and regulations is sufficient to entitle it to be considered as really law. To undertake this inquiry it will be necessary first to pass very briefly in review the evolution of international relations, and the interpretation put upon them in political theory, and in the second place to indicate the scope and extent of the rules of international law as now existing. By doing this, its true character, both as it is and as it may become, will be set in a clearer light.

2. Evolution of International Relations: First, Second, and Third Periods. The evolution of international relations may be divided into three great stages. The first embraces the period from the origins of European civilization till the fall of the Roman Empire, the second extends from that date until the peace of Westphalia (1648), and the third period from the peace of Westphalia until the present day. During the first period we find no recognition of international obligations as such. The claims and duties associated with kinship were recognized as a bond between communities of a common descent and tongue. But between tribes and nations alien to one another there was no recognized system of peaceful intercourse or acknowledged principles of legitimate warfare. The tribes of the Israelites observed in the dealings with one another the bond of common birth; they viewed themselves as forming a political system, each member of which had certain indefinite obligations towards the others, while all of them were disconnected from the outer world of Gentiles. In the same way the city states of ancient Greece, though jealously guarding their political autonomy, felt themselves bound by the ties of race to their fellow Greeks, a relation which found its expression in the Amphiktyonic Council, the federations of cities, and the observance of a rudimentary code of warfare. But towards the outside world — the barbarians, as the Greeks call them — no such obligations existed. In so far as the Greeks recognized a system of interstate relations, it was applicable only to the Hellenic people. The Romans, also, previous to their imperial aspirations of universal dominion, occupied the same theoretically isolated position. Rome, it is true, during the republican period of her history, entered into treaties with the Samnites and other Italian tribes. They had also certain systematic observances which bear some resemblance to a code of international conduct. But the Jus Feciale was merely a system of ceremonial acts which constituted the formalities thought necessary for a declaration of war, the conclusion of a treaty, etc. The Jus Gentium offers in its name a confusing analogy with international law. Its precise nature is a matter of some controversy, but it is safe to say that it was a code of regulations which applied not to the dealings of one nation with another, but to the dealings of citizens belonging to different nations. It took its name most probably from the fact that its rules were presumed to consist of principles of conduct common to the laws of all nations. But in none of these cases do we get a standing theory of international relations. Conduct towards outside nations might of course be influenced by motives of religion, of friendship, or of expediency, but we find nothing approaching to a systematized view of the relative position occupied by political societies, each possessing towards the rest a definite status with standing rights and standing duties.

In viewing the second period, that following the establishment of the world empire of Rome, we find the outlook entirely changed. The Romans had made themselves masters of the known world and from the pride of their exalted position originated a new theory of political relations. The universal sovereignty of a single power became the dominant idea, the theoretical ground plan of political institutions. The idea of a common superior holding the supremacy over all the political subdivisions of the world appealed at once by its grandeur and its logical consistency. It endured in theory long after it had vanished in fact. Even as a fact, universal sovereignty, in territorial extent, if not in intensity, seemed at the time of Trajan (A. D. 98-117) to reach its realization. The “appeal to Cæsar” represented everywhere the recourse to a final authority. The actuality thus lent to the conception was strengthened by the universality of the Christian religion, which became after the conversion of Constantine (A. D. 312) the state religion of the imperial system. Even after the decline of the imperial power under the disruptive force of the barbarian invasions, the idea of universal dominion as a necessary basis of political life still survived. The restoration of the Roman Empire by Charlemagne (A. D. 800) served to give expression to this ideal. But in the succeeding centuries the conception of the nature of the political constitution of the universe underwent a vital change. The church presented itself not as a complementary, but as a rival power. It became necessary in theory to divide universal dominion between the secular and the spiritual sovereigns, whose conflicting pretensions helped to break down the conception of a single final authority. The feudal tenure of land gradually brought into prominence the notion of territorial sovereignty (political power operative not as over a people but over a certain definite territory), on the basis of which arose the modern theory of territorially independent states. Finally the religious schism of the Reformation destroyed the idea of the spiritual unity of mankind. The peace of Westphalia (A. D. 1648), which closed the thirty years’ war in central Europe between the forces of Catholicism and Protestantism, may be taken as indicating the close of the era and the final disappearance of the theory of universal sovereignty.

During the third period — from 1648 until the present day — the theory of international relations has been reconstructed on a new basis of political independence and territorial sovereignty. Modern international law is essentially the product of this period. At the opening of this era the destruction of the earlier system and the ideas which accompanied it seemed to have removed the basis of international dealings and to reduce the monarchies of Europe to the anarchy of the state of nature. The savagery of the European wars of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries threw into a strong light the need for a reconstruction of the theory of the interrelation of political communities, now that the idea of a single common superior, either temporal or spiritual, was no longer tenable. It was this situation which called forth the writings of the great Dutch jurist Hugo Grotius, in which were laid the foundations of modern international law. Grotius and his followers found the basis for their doctrine of international obligations in the reconstruction of the idea of a law of nature long ago assumed by the Stoic philosophers in reference to the relations of individual men. According to this doctrine there was supposed to exist in the very nature of things a code of moral obligations of man to man, which did not depend for its validity upon human enactment. It existed antecedent to any system of government and law and could be discovered by the natural light of reason. “The principles of natural law,” says Grotius, “if you attend to them rightly, are in themselves patent and evident almost in the same way as things which are perceived by the external senses.” Such a theory of natural law is essentially fallacious, and, as has been already seen, it disintegrates upon a closer analysis. Nevertheless it served a useful purpose in offering a possible starting-point for constructing a system of mutual rights and duties existing between states without a common superior. This theoretical assumption of a determinable and universally binding law of nature, though it affords, historically speaking, the starting-point of international law, is by no means its only source and basis as it now exists. The major part of it rests upon the successive treaties and conventions by which the great states of the world have adopted certain more or less defined principles to regulate their intercourse with one another in peace and war. At the beginning of the era stands the treaty of Westphalia, to which all the Continental sovereigns of Europe (except the Pope and the Sultan) were parties, and in which “the representatives of civilized Europe united to formally proclaim the erection upon the ruins of world-sovereignty of an international system of states, unequal indeed in power, but claiming each to be independent and each to exercise an exclusive jurisdiction within definite territorial limits.” Of the later treaties some are mainly concerned with the allotment of territory. Of this character is the treaty of Utrecht (1713), which closed the long war against Louis XIV, and the treaty of Paris (1763) at the end of the Seven Years’ War. In others a fundamental point is the recognition of sovereignty, as in the treaty of Versailles (1783), recognizing the independence of the United States, and in the treaty of Paris (1856), in which the independence and integrity of the Ottoman Empire is guaranteed and whereby it is admitted “into the public law and system of Europe.” In other treaties principles of conduct are adopted for future guidance. Thus at the Peace of Utrecht four of the signatory powers accepted the principle that real property confiscated from the subjects of an enemy should be returned at the close of the war. The treaty of 1841 in regard to the navigation of the Dardanelles and the Bosphorus asserts the territorial jurisdiction of a state over adjacent waters. The international law in respect to neutral commerce and maritime capture has been the subject of a long series of treaty clauses. The principle that “free ships make free goods,” adopted (from older precedents) by the United States in the French treaties of 1778 and 1800, gradually gained a general assent and was recognized in 1856 in the Declaration of Paris, which accompanied the treaty already mentioned. An equally important instance of principles of international conduct consolidated by treaty is seen in the treaty of Washington (1871), between the United States and Great Britain; here the duty of neutral powers to use a proper diligence in preventing their territory from being used as a basis of operation and equipment by a belligerent is accepted as a binding rule.

In addition to deliberate assent to treaty provisions nations may express their adherence to rules of international conduct in various other ways. Public documents issued by a state in the form of proclamations or manifestoes to its subjects on the outbreak of a war, enjoining their observance of certain regulations in reference to belligerents and neutrals are of this class. A further source of international law may be found in the decisions of prize courts, or special tribunals whose business it is to adjudicate on the legality of captures made at sea in time of war. Lastly may be cited the opinions expressed by the great jurists who have written on the subject. It goes without saying that the mere opinion of any individual writer has of itself no binding force. But since all written laws and regulations must be submitted to the process of interpretation, the opinion of an eminent specialist as to the proper interpretation of a recognized formula is evidently of force, and it has always been customary to cite as testimony the opinions of international jurists. Kent in his “Commentaries” states the point thus: “In cases where the principal jurists agree, the presumption will be very great in favor of the solidity of their maxims; and no civilized nation that does not arrogantly set all ordinary law and justice at defiance will venture to disregard the uniform sense of the established writers on international law.”

3. Scope and Contents of International Law. Let us now consider very briefly the range of the subject-matter of the international code that has grown up on this basis. It presumes as its starting-point a number of separate, independent states, all of which are absolutely equal in rights. “No principle of law is more universally acknowledged,” said Chief-Justice Marshall, “than the perfect equality of nations. Russia and Geneva have equal rights. It results from this equality that no one can rightfully impose a rule on another. Each legislates for itself, but its legislation can operate on itself alone.” Next to the establishment of this cardinal proposition comes the discussion of the territorial limits of jurisdiction, the relation of the sovereign power of a state to the adjacent waters of its coast. With this is connected the question of the legitimate means of increasing territorial jurisdiction, and the validity of claims arising from conquest, cession, original settlement, and so forth. Rules are also laid down in regard to the jurisdiction and responsibility of a state in reference to its subjects while resident abroad. These with other questions of like character constitute the subject-matter of international law as applied to nations at peace with one another, — the “law of peace,” as it is called. The larger part of the code, however, is occupied with the rules of war. Unfortunately international law is as yet unable to offer any binding system according to which disputes may be settled in a peaceful manner. It is therefore compelled to assume that controversies will in the last resort be settled by force of arms. The best that it can do in this case is to prescribe certain regulations whereby the conduct of war may be as humane as possible and may occasion the least possible injury to the property and commerce of non-combatant powers. For this purpose international law defines the legitimate agents and methods of war; it prohibits, for example, the use of bullets which occasion needless suffering, the recourse to assassination, poisoning, etc. It indicates for the use of belligerents a system of communication with one another by flags of truce, passports, and safe conducts. What is still more important, international law contains an elaborate set of regulations in regard to the rights and obligations of neutral states in time of war; as far as possible it permits the trade of neutral ships to and from the ports of belligerent powers to continue undisturbed. Only when the trade in question is with ports actually blockaded, or consists in a commerce of articles useful for purposes of war, does it become legitimate for a belligerent power to interfere with it. It is in particular the law of neutrality that has been extensively developed in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, and it now constitutes the most important part of international law.

4. Propriety of the Term. Taken altogether, this systematized regulation of international dealings, both in peace and war, presents an imposing appearance, and the code of rules which are thus adopted bears a strong analogy to the internal or municipal regulation of any particular state. But it will be clear, from what has gone before, that there is a difference between the two of an important character. The observance of the municipal law is compulsory upon the individual citizen. If he attempts to violate it he is restrained, or at any rate punished after the fact by the physical force controlled by his government. But there is no such definite obligation upon the individual state to comply with the principles of international law. A state which undertakes to violate them may or may not meet with punishment; the state upon whose rights (under international law) another infringes may or may not resort to arms; and even in the event of armed conflict the injured power may meet with defeat. Nor is there any single power, or group of powers, whose business it is to enforce these principles of international conduct. International law is devoid of an authoritative and explicit “sanction.”

It is on this ground that are based the criticisms of the applicability of the term “international law,” and of the status and character of its rules, that have frequently been advanced. “I think, my Lords,” Lord Salisbury once said to the House of Lords, “we are misled in this matter by the facility with which we use the phrase international law. International law has not any existence in the sense in which the term law is usually understood. It depends generally upon the prejudices of the writers of the text-books. It can be enforced by no tribunal, and, therefore, to apply to it the phrase Law is to some extent misleading.” The same objection is urged in detail by Austin (the leader of the English analytical school of jurists) in his “Lectures on Jurisprudence.” Since, according to Austin, the essence of a law lies in its enforcement, the name “international law” is improper; the rules in question belong to the general domain of what Austin calls “positive morality,” or rules imposed by current opinion (as also are the “laws” of fashion and the “laws” of honor), but not coercively enforced. The regulations affecting the conduct of political states towards each other could only be termed “law” in the Austinian sense if there were in existence some superior power competent and willing to guarantee their enforcement. Such a power might be imagined as existing in the shape of a general federation or league of states pledged to the recognition of the international code and united to prohibit any breach of it. An arrangement of this sort, as soon as it became really valid and permanent, would in reality bring the associated nations into a single state. It might, therefore, be doubted whether even in this event the term “international law” would not still be a misnomer; for “nation” in this sense being a political and not an ethnological term, the union of the “nations” under a single law would constitute them a single state.

As against the point of view adopted in such criticisms of the propriety of the term “international law,” various arguments may be adduced. In the first place, the objection urged by many writers adopting a restricted connotation of the term “law” may also be applied here. We have seen that law in its strict sense is not applicable to a state of society in which life is regulated to a large extent by custom, and to which the idea of deliberate enactment is altogether alien. Nor is the term in its strict sense applicable to a community in which imperfect political organization or chronic anarchy renders the general obedience to regulative control spasmodic and uncertain. Many writers have therefore preferred to expand the sense of the term “law” in order to make its use extend to societies of this character, and recognize the existence of “law in the making,” as well as of law. Viewed in this light, international law may be considered as truly law, although as yet only in an inchoative stage; it becomes analogous, as Sir Frederick Pollock expresses it, “to those customs and observances in an imperfectly organized society, which have not yet fully acquired the character of law but are on the way to become law.”

Even at the present stage of its development international law is not so much devoid of a binding sanction as might at first appear. Where its precepts are definite and their meaning obvious, the general presumption of civilized opinion — a potent factor in the world politics of our day — is against any power acting in violation of them. A flagrant disregard of international law would involve a decided loss of national prestige, and offer a perhaps tempting chance for intervention on the part of an outside power. The weak part of the system lies in the fact that, in the absence of authoritative interpretation, it is possible for any power to put its own construction on the rules of international law, and to profess to assent to their validity while, in the eyes of others, violating their provisions. To render complete a system of international regulation, there would be needed not only a physically coercive power to prevent armed conflict between state and state, but also a method for the proper adjustment of controversy. As our municipal law necessitates a set of courts for the settlement of private disputes, an international court, or group of courts, would be needed to replace the recourse to arms hitherto the final method of settling international quarrels. In other words, the realization of international law demands the establishment of compulsory international arbitration.

5. International Arbitration. Arbitration, or the settlement of differences between independent states in accordance with the adjudication of a third party, has, even in the form of a voluntary recourse to such a decision, only assumed any considerable proportions in the last half-century; of a compulsory system of arbitration we have as yet only the merest beginnings. It is of course true that there have always been examples of disputes settled by the mediation of a third party. During the mediæval and early modern period, while the theory of a common superior still persisted, recourse was often had to the Pope as an arbiter between contending princes. But such arbitration, except in the case of the celebrated award by Pope Alexander VI, dividing the New World between Spain and Portugal, and in a few lesser instances, was not applied to questions of great magnitude. In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries international arbitration is scarcely found, but the circumstances of the nineteenth have especially favored the development of the principle. The increasing costliness of war, the dislocation that it occasions not only to the industrial life of the belligerents, but to that of all countries associated with them, the growing interdependence of general financial and commercial operations throughout the civilized world, put a strong premium on any method of settling quarrels without actual war. It is true, as most writers on the subject point out, that as yet arbitration has not been applied to subjects of really vital importance. But there have already been instances of its use in cases in which, though neither national existence nor honor was at stake, pecuniary and territorial claims of great magnitude were involved. As between the United States and Great Britain arbitration has repeatedly been employed, especially for the rectification of boundary lines, as in 1827 in regard to the northeast boundary, and in 1846 for the boundaries on the Pacific coast. Still more celebrated is the successful arbitration of the question of the American claim for damages on account of the devastations of the Alabama and other Southern cruisers, a matter which, by the treaty of Washington (1871), was referred to a special tribunal, and ended in the award of a compensation of $15,500,000 to the United States. Arbitration was also successfully employed in 1889 by the United States, Great Britain, and Germany in reference to Samoa. There have been in the nineteenth century over a hundred important cases of arbitration effected by special tribunals or specially appointed umpires.

A further stage of development is found in the attempt to constitute a permanent tribunal for the settling of international disputes and in the conclusion of treaties to effect a standing method of recourse to such a tribunal. After various proposals from important quarters in the closing years of the nineteenth century, a successful plan was put into operation by a convention signed at the Hague by the Great Powers in connection with the Peace Conference of 1899. Under this agreement a permanent court of arbitration is established. It consists of a panel of distinguished jurists, of whom four are nominated by each signatory power, and from the total number of whom international disputants may select two each to act as arbitrators, the persons chosen themselves adding an umpire. The procedure to be adopted by the tribunal thus created is also prescribed. Although recourse to the tribunal at the Hague is not obligatory upon the signatory powers, it nevertheless offers standing facilities for peaceful settlement very difficult to bring into being during the strained relations occasioned by acute international controversy. The work thus accomplished has been further supplemented by special treaties among the powers which thereby pledge themselves to adopt a settlement by arbitration where possible. In nearly all cases the agreement to submit to arbitration matters of controversy that may arise between two states is made with certain reservations. Questions which involve the independence, national honor, or “vital interests” of a state are excluded from the operation of arbitration. Within the limits thus assigned treaties of five years’ duration for reference of disputes to the Hague tribunal have been made, in identical terms, by Great Britain with France, Italy, Spain, and Germany, and by France also with Italy and Spain. These treaties provide that “differences of a judicial order or relative to the interpretation of existing treaties between the two contracting parties which may arise, and which it may not have been possible to settle by diplomacy, shall be submitted to the permanent court established by the convention of July 29, 1899, at the Hague.” Various treaties of like character are under negotiation. In 1897 a treaty was made at Washington, between the United States and Great Britain, but was not ratified by the Senate. It proposed to submit pecuniary claims and territorial questions to a mixed tribunal representing both countries. For territorial controversies the court was to be composed of three members of the United States Supreme Court and three from the British Supreme Court of Judicature, and to act only by a majority of five to one. A peculiar importance attaches to the recent treaty between Holland and Denmark. Here all subjects of controversy, without any reservation, are referred to the Hague tribunal.

In the light of these recent developments the present position of international law and international arbitration may be considered as highly encouraging. There is undoubtedly in all civilized countries a large and a growing force of public opinion against war which makes strongly in favor of a more and more definite establishment of an international code with properly constituted tribunals to pronounce upon its observance. In many quarters, it is true, there is a lingering feeling that war must remain as the “natural” and honorable settlement of controversy. Baronial war and the private duel died hard, and undoubtedly national war will die harder still. Sir Robert Finlay, attorney-general of Great Britain (1904), has recently written that “there are some questions which no country will consent to leave to the judgment of any court or arbitration; every nation must be the guardian of its own honor.” It is not easy to see why the same reasoning would not leave the individual citizen as the guardian of his own honor and insist on the retention of the duel as the proper method of settling private quarrels. The development of international solidarity is slow, but it may fairly be supposed that it will be continuous. From the courtesies of international custom we may pass to the indefinitely binding code and thence into something approximating to an international government and international state. Undoubtedly the experience of the world in the creation of such huge political units as the United States, Canada, Germany, and Australia by the process of federation may aid in creating a still more imposing structure in the “Parliament of man and federation of the World.”

READINGS SUGGESTED

Lawrence, T. J., Principles of International Law (1898), part i, chaps, i-v.

Reinsch, P. S., World Politics (1900), chap. i.

Machiavelli, N., The Prince (1513).

FURTHER AUTHORITIES

Walker, T. A., History of the Law of Nations, vol. i (1899).

Halleck, H. W., International Law (1861).

Maine, Sir H., International Law (4th edition, 1879).

Bryce, J., Holy Roman Empire (8th edition, 1883).

Dunning, W. A., History of Political Theories Ancient and Mediæval (1902).

Grotius, De Jure Belli ac Pacis (1625).

Ritchie, D. G., Natural Rights (1895).

Austin, J., Lectures on Jurisprudence (4th edition, 1879).

Jellinek, G., Das Recht des Modernen Staates (1900).

Dyer, L., Machiavelli and the Modern State (1904).

Woolsey, T., America’s Foreign Policy (1898).


CHAPTER VII. THE FORM OF THE STATE
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1. THE CLASSIFICATION of States according to their Form; Aristotle’s Divisions. — 2. Later Classifications; Montesquieu, Rousseau, Bluntschli, etc. — 3. Practical Classification of Existing States. — 4. The Constitution; Written and Unwritten Constitutions. — 5. Origin of Written Constitutions. — 6. The Distinction between States with Written and those with Unwritten Constitutions an Illusory Basis of Division. — 7. Scope of the Constitution. — 8. Amendment.

1. The Classification of States according to their Form; Aristotle’s Divisions. Although all states must possess the essential requisites of territory, population, unity, and sovereign organization, they nevertheless differ widely in respect to the extent of their territory, the number of their population, and the peculiar nature of their organization. It is natural, therefore, to attempt to group them under some system of orderly classification; indeed, from the time of Aristotle onwards, almost all writers on Political Science have indicated some such classification. To subdivide states according to the extent of their territory, for instance, into classes each containing so many thousand square miles, would obviously be of very little significance; to divide them according to population would be equally easy and valueless. The evident basis of classification is that of the organization of the state; in other words, states are divided according to the structure of their governments. Some writers have held that we ought not to speak of a classification of states, since all are identical in their essential attributes. They prefer to classify instead the different “forms of government” seen in the state. The objection does not seem well taken. The differences in structure of government constitute the basis of classification, but we may on that basis either speak of the various “forms of government” or “forms of the state.”

The starting-point for all later discussion is found in the celebrated classification given by Aristotle in his “Politics.” He divides the forms of government according to the number of persons in whom the controlling power is vested. Where the power is vested in a single person the government is a monarchy. Power vested in the hands of a few constitutes an aristocracy. Where the general body of the citizens rule, we have a polity. Thus far the classification had already been indicated by Herodotus, but Aristotle proceeds further in distinguishing between what he calls the “normal” and the “perverted” forms of the state. The normal states are those which aim at the good of the community as a whole; the perverted forms are those which exist for the benefit of the ruler or the ruling class. The terms mentioned above are reserved for the first class; thus a monarchy is a government by a king for the good of the whole community, while an aristocracy or a polity is a government by the enlightened few or by the citizens at large for the same end. Of the perverted forms a tyranny means the government by a tyrant for his own ends, an oligarchy the government of the minority in their own interest, while a democracy signifies the selfish government of the “mob.” It is to be observed that in translating Aristotle’s terminology literally, the word democracy is shifted out of its modern meaning and becomes a term of opprobrium; some writers have therefore preferred to avoid a literal translation and to use “democracy” for the normal or beneficent form, and to substitute “ochlocracy” to mean mob-rule.

The classification thus offered was intended by Aristotle to bear a peculiar significance in that it typified not only the divisions of governments, but also indicated a series of forms, representing what might be considered the natural evolution of government. An original kingship was presumed to change into an aristocracy and then through successive stages of oligarchy and tyranny into democracy. “The first governments,” says Aristotle, “were kingships, probably for this reason, because of old when cities were small, men of eminent virtue were few. They were made kings because they were benefactors, and benefits can only be bestowed by good men. But when many persons equal in merit arose, no longer enduring the preëminence of one, they desired to have a commonwealth and set up a constitution. The ruling class soon deteriorated and enriched themselves out of the public treasury; riches became the path to honour, and so oligarchies naturally grew up. These passed into tyrannies, and tyrannies into democracies: for love of gain in the ruling classes was always tending to diminish their number, and so to strengthen the masses, who in the end set upon their masters and established democracies.”

Some writers in their analysis of the Aristotelian classification have put forward as the “natural” order of succession, — monarchy, tyranny, aristocracy, oligarchy, polity, and lastly democracy. The last in its turn may again change into monarchy and hence form a recurring cycle. The process may be explained in detail thus: — 

Starting for instance at a given point in the cycle, we find a government in existence as a hereditary monarchy. With the degeneration of the character and aims of the successive monarchs, it passes into a tyranny, and is no longer directed towards the public good. The united efforts of the more powerful magnates of the community overthrow the monarch and set up an aristocratic government. This again degenerates, loses the public spirit which at first inspired it, and lapses into an oligarchy. Against this régime the citizens as a whole break into successful revolt and establish a “polity,” or in modern terminology a democracy. Pushed to an extreme the democracy is converted into the oppression of the rich by the masses, and thus becomes an ochlocracy (Aristotle’s democracy). The intolerable confusion that results is brought to an end by the emergence of an all-powerful warrior-statesman who establishes himself as a king. Thus the cycle has run its course and begins again.

The theory of political change laid down by Aristotle appears, to a large degree, corroborated by the history of the Greek city states in the centuries preceding the Peloponnesian War; indeed it was as an interpretation of their recurrent experience that Aristotle, who was essentially an inductive and practical writer, offered this view of political permutations. Even in recent history examples are found of a more or less complete political progression of this sort. The French despotic monarchy of the eighteenth century was overthrown by the revolutionary movement (1789-92), which in its inception was largely under the guidance of the enlightened minority, and whose initial stages might therefore be looked upon as the overthrow of despotism by aristocracy. In the second phase of the revolution the aristocracy, as represented by the property-holding voters of the constitution of 1791 (an oligarchy, in the minds of the Jacobin extremists), were overthrown, and the republic established, resting theoretically on universal suffrage and complete democracy. The turbulent anarchy into which this democratic régime degenerated (1793-99) was brought to an end by the emergence of a military monarch in the person of Napoleon Bonaparte. The links of the progression are not precisely complete, but yet offer an analogy in some degree corresponding to the Aristotelian cycle. The last-mentioned phase, the suppression of anarchic disorder by the establishment of a military autocracy, is one that has shown itself specially liable to recur. Yet when all is said, it cannot be argued that the Aristotelian cycle is to be looked upon as a necessary or even as a normal course of political change. Even Aristotle, who regarded it as normal, shows by his discussion of the means of preventing revolutions that he did not consider it as inevitable. Least of all does it hold true of the condition of the modern political state. Nor is the classification of states into monarchies, aristocracies, and democracies to be looked upon as a satisfactory and sufficient division as applied to the modern world. In the first place, the terms monarchy and democracy open the way at once to great confusion. If a democracy means, as Aristotle’s polity does, a system in which the political power lies in the mass of the people, Great Britain is to be classed as such, and falls into the same category as the United States, notwithstanding the obvious formal difference between these two governments. If, on the other hand, having regard to the existence of a titular sovereign, Great Britain is classed as a monarchy, it falls into the same class of government as Russia or Persia, an absurdity equally glaring. It is thus seen that the Aristotelian division offers no adequate treatment of constitutional or limited monarchies, which are nevertheless as prominent as any existing form of government. The classification is inadequate, too, in other ways. It fails to take account of the difference between a federal and a non-federal or unitary government, — a distinction which, as we shall presently see, is of the greatest importance in connection with modern states. Nor does it make any distinction between governments according to the differences of the constitutional relation of legislature and executive. This also, as we shall see, is of the greatest importance.

2. Later Classifications; Montesquieu, Rousseau, Bluntschli, etc. Imperfect, however, as the Aristotelian formula is, it was nevertheless accepted as one of the cardinal tenets of political science. Not until quite modern times do we find it subject to serious modification or expansion. Montesquieu, whose “Esprit des Lois” (1748) will fall under consideration in the succeeding chapter, proposed a division into republican, monarchial, and despotic governments. Republican government was that “in which the people as a body or even a part of the people has the sovereign power; monarchial, that in which a single person governs, but only by fixed and established laws; whereas in despotic government a single person without any law or rule, conducts everything according to his will and caprice.” Rousseau offers a division of governments into monarchies, aristocracies, and democracies, subdividing aristocracies into natural, elective, and hereditary. He admits also the existence of mixed forms of government, as in the anarchical kingdom of Poland. Many other writers of the eighteenth and earlier nineteenth centuries offer variations of the classification of Aristotle, all of which, however, are open to the same objection of inadequacy as applied to the complex organization of modern states. Bluntschli presents a unique addition to the list of governments in the shape of theocracy, a normal form to which there corresponds a perverted form, “idolocracy.” The former name is applied to states “in which no human authority has been recognized, in which the supreme power has been attributed either to God, or to a God or to some other superhuman being, or to an Idea. The men who exercise rule are not regarded as its possessors, but as the servants and vice-gerents of an unseen ruler. Its perversion may be called Idolocracy.” Such a classification seems quite fallacious. For even granting the validity of this fourth class, it lies crosswise of the other three, and is not exclusive of them. We might have a theocracy that had the form of a monarchy, an aristocracy, or a democracy. Other writers have attempted more elaborate methods of division, which are intended to account for all the various historical forms of the state. Of this nature is the classification of Von Mohl (a German publicist of the earlier nineteenth century); he distinguishes patriarchal, theocratic, despotic, classic, feudal, and constitutional states. Very little examination is needed to see that such classes overlap each other in all directions; indeed attempts of this sort to effect a division that is at once logical and chronological, run the danger of drifting into mere description.

More modern writers undertake a division of states which shall take account not merely of the general location of supreme legal power, but also of the salient features of the organization and structure of the government. Indeed, while accepting Aristotle’s division as true as far as it extends, it seems necessary in classifying the states of the modern world to take account of certain especial features of organization the existence of which introduces a fundamental difference between forms of government. Chief amongst these is the distinction between unitary and federal governments. In a unitary government the organs of local authority (provincial and county bodies, etc.) exist by virtue of an express creation, or by tacit recognition from the central government. The latter has power, legally, to terminate their existence or alter their form. The governments of France, Great Britain, and Italy are unitary. The governments of the United States and Germany, on the other hand, are federal. Here both the central and local authorities derive their power from an antecedent source, and neither is legally competent to destroy the other. A further distinction is found in the difference between what is called parliamentary, responsible, or cabinet government, and the form known as non-responsible or non-parliamentary. In the former the executive is virtually appointed by, and holds office during the pleasure of, the legislative body. This is the case in England and in France. In the latter the executive is not appointed by the legislature, and cannot be dismissed by it. Of this character is the government of the United States, of the separate states of the Union, Cuba, etc.

3. Practical Classification of Existing States. In attempting a somewhat elaborate practical classification of states, it seems advisable to make no attempt to include all the historic forms which have appeared in the evolution of the state (city states, feudal monarchies, etc.), but to confine ourselves to actually existing types. It is better also to leave on one side those communities of the modern world, such as China, whose imperfect organization hardly admits of their being called states in the strict sense. In dealing with historic and imperfect forms of the state, no more accurate classification than the original category of Aristotle can be applied without degenerating into mere description. It is well, therefore, to take the primary classification as of general validity, and to supplement it with a more exact category of modern states. In the light of what has been said, the division shown in the table on the following page may be suggested.

The basis of division in this plan proceeds in the first place from the fundamental distinction between despotic and democratic states. In the former the supreme legal power is in the hands of one person; in a democratic state it is in the hands of the majority of the people, or their representatives. This seems the most fundamental of all distinctions; it corresponds to the complete contrast offered by the legal organization of such states as Russia, Turkey, and Persia on the one hand, and those of France, the United Kingdom, and the United States on the other. It seems unfortunate to use the word despotic to indicate the former class, since in the legal sense every state may be said to be despotic. But the term monarchical, or even tyrannical, only leads to worse confusion, and ready-made terminology is seldom felicitous. As a second grouping we have the subdivision of democracies into limited monarchies (governments in which the nominal headship of a personal sovereign is preserved) and republics, in which the chief executive, both titular and real, is the appointee of the people. For evident reasons there is no similar division of despotic monarchies. The further divisions between unitary and federal governments, and between responsible and non-responsible forms, have already been explained. There can evidently be no federal or responsible subdivisions under the despotic group.
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[note: Footnotes 1-7 in above illustration are now Footnotes 93-99       ] 

4. The Constitution; Written and Unwritten Constitutions. The form of any particular state is called its constitution. In America it is natural to think of the word “constitution” as indicating a written document. But in the wider sense of the term it refers to the fixed fundamental law of any state, whether expressed in a written constitution or otherwise. The following definition is offered by Professor Woolsey: “The collection of principles according to which the powers of the government, the rights of the governed, and the relations between the two are adjusted is called a constitution.” Compare the definition of the distinguished English jurist, Mr. E. Dicey: “All rules which directly or indirectly affect the distribution or the exercise of the sovereign power in the state.” Of these principles or rules, some may exist in written form in a constitutional document, but others may be of equally binding force though resting for their sanction only on long-standing custom. This is seen particularly in looking at the constitution of England. Some of the most important parts of it are matters, not of statutory enactment, but of customary usage; and this customary usage is to be regarded sometimes as having the aspect of law enforceable by the courts, sometimes merely as an understanding or convention, whose observance is only guaranteed by the force of tradition and of public opinion. The cabinet system, for example, by which the ministers of the executive are selected with the approval of the majority of the House of Commons from among the members of the two houses of Parliament representing a particular political party or group of parties, is the central feature in the practical operation of the British government; it is purely a matter of convention, not of law.

Hungary is another country which offers an example of what is commonly called an unwritten constitution. The relations of Hungary to Austria, together with which it forms the dual monarchy of Austria-Hungary, are indeed based upon a fundamental statute (December, 1867) passed in like terms by the parliaments of the two countries, and bearing some analogy to a written constitution. But there is no single constitutional document regulating, or professing to regulate, the internal government of the Kingdom of Hungary. As in the case of England, to whose constitutional evolution that of Hungary offers an interesting parallel, the constitution rests partly on immemorial custom, partly on a series of decrees and statutes, partly on conventional usages. The parliament of Hungary and the county assemblies have existed for many centuries, and their existence is not based on a fundamental written law. Of the decrees referred to, the Golden Bull of Andreas II (A. D. 1222) — restricting the power of the king in favor of the privileges of the barons, and calling for annual parliaments — suggests the Magna Carta of King John. It has been supplemented by numerous other laws, the most important provisions of which were definitely codified in statutes of 1848 and 1867. Any of the provisions of these can legally be abolished by ordinary statutes. It would seem then that the word constitution, if it is to include the organization of such countries as England and Hungary, must be used in a wider acceptation than its usual American signification. To the examples of Great Britain and Hungary there might of course be added the despotic states, such as Russia and Turkey, whose government from the nature of the case is not based upon a written constitution. Theoretically one could conceive of a despotic monarchy resting on a written constitution; one might imagine the social contract as enunciated by Hobbes, operating in the form of a written constitution, under which all the subjects surrendered their power to a despotic king. But inasmuch as, in this instance, the power of the king would extend to the alteration or abrogation of the constitution itself, the latter would be entirely nugatory and the king’s real tenure of power would rest in reality on the continuance of the custom of submission.

5. Origin of Written Constitutions. But among the organized states of the civilized world the number of those which have no written constitution professing to regulate their internal structure is only a very small minority. Within the last century and a half most of the great states have adopted written constitutions. The American colonies, in converting themselves into states, led the way. Written constitutions were adopted in the year 1776 by New Hampshire, Virginia, South Carolina, New Jersey, Delaware, Pennsylvania, Maryland, and North Carolina; in the following year by Georgia and New York; and by Massachusetts in 1780. Connecticut and Rhode Island converted their royal charters into constitutions by putting the name of the people in the place of that of the king. France, at the commencement of the Revolution, framed and adopted (1791) a written constitution which, although soon set aside in favor of others equally ephemeral (1793, 1795, 1799), established a historic precedent. Each of the successive French governments of the nineteenth century has adopted a written constitution, — the Bourbon government of the Restoration preferring, however, to avoid the word “constitution” and to substitute for it the term “charter,” which seemed to have less flavor of popular sovereignty. The present government in France, — the third republic, — though it has no single document called a constitution, has, nevertheless, a code of “constitutional laws,” with a special method of revision. In the Napoleonic era a number of written constitutions were issued under French influence to the tributary Italian states. During the same time written constitutions were declared in Spain both by the Bonapartists, recognizing King Joseph (1808), and by the partisans of the Bourbon Ferdinand VII (1812). Neither of these proved permanent; but Spain is at present under a written constitution presented by the government to a convention, which ratified it in 1876. During the European rising against Napoleon (1813, 1814) written constitutions were promised by Prussia and by several of the states of Germany; after the war they were actually granted by Bavaria (1818) and by Württemberg (1819). The great revolution of 1848 precipitated a shower of written constitutions all over central Europe. Though nearly all of them were canceled in the ensuing monarchial reaction, that of Sardinia (the “Fundamental Statute” of 1848) has remained in revised form as the constitution of the present kingdom of Italy. The king of Prussia issued in 1850 a constitution prepared by the crown and accepted by a legislative body of a reactionary character, which has since, in theory at least, served as the basis of the Prussian government. Austria, in 1867 (defeated in the war with Prussia and Italy, and fearing a disintegration of her heterogeneous provinces), adopted a set of fundamental laws closely analogous to a written constitution. At the present time, then, with the exception of England, Hungary, and the absolute monarchies, the chief European states have written constitutions. The same is true of the republics of Central and South America, all of which have written constitutions, serving at any rate as the nominal basis of their government.

The precedent having been once successfully set in America in the eighteenth century, its extension has been largely a matter of imitation and adaptation. It is interesting, however, to observe the manner in which the institution of written constitutions came about in the United States. In a certain sense the written constitutions of the American states may be looked upon as evolved out of the charters granted by the sovereigns of England to trading companies, and conferring upon them a corporate personality, and, in most instances, commercial privileges or monopolies. These charters themselves were closely analogous to the mediæval charters of privileges given to towns, merchant guilds, or religious orders. Edward IV, in 1463, granted a charter to the merchant adventurers trading with Flanders. Queen Elizabeth conferred a charter (1579) upon the Eastland company trading in the Baltic, and granted another in 1599 to the East India Company. Under James I (1609) a charter was granted to the “Treasurer and Company of Adventurers and Planters of the city of London for the first colony in Virginia.” Most important of all is the charter issued by Charles I (1628) to the “Governor and Company of Massachusetts Bay.” The Massachusetts charter not only incorporates a “trading company with power to implead or to be impleaded, etc.,” but also makes provision for a frame of government consisting of a governor, deputy-governor, and eighteen assistants, and calls for the holding of a “greate and general courte” of the company four times a year. The emigration of the company as an entirety to America (a proceeding not contemplated by the government at the granting of the charter) converted their corporation into a political rather than a commercial body. Though this charter was canceled in 1684, it was replaced by another one (1691) which conceded less independence, indeed, to the colony, but constituted a more purely political instrument. Similar charters with privileges of government were granted to various other American colonies during the period of settlement, though many of them were withdrawn later. At the time of the Revolution colonial charters existed in Massachusetts, Connecticut, and Rhode Island.

But although it is necessary to recognize the important part played by trading charters in the evolution of written constitutions, there are other contributory factors which must not be left out of sight. The institution of compacts or joint agreements for self-government among the people themselves played an important part. Of these compacts or “plantation covenants,” the history of the settlement of New England in the seventeenth century offers several examples. They were occasioned in part by the isolation in which the colonists found themselves, being cut off from the direct action of the sovereign government to which they acknowledged allegiance; they were also inspired by the ideas on religious organization and government dominant among a large section of the colonists. The latter, being “Independents” in matters of church governance, had already the custom of drawing up a “church covenant,” which, being accredited by the members of the congregation, became as it were the constitution of their spiritual government. The most notable of the colonial compacts is the Mayflower Covenant, mentioned in a preceding chapter. A particular importance attaches to documents framed in 1639, and named the “Fundamental Orders of Connecticut,” which are practically a political constitution adopted by the towns of Windsor, Hartford, and Wethersfield, which thus combined to form the government of Connecticut. On this was based the later royal charter of 1662, which, as has been seen already, was transferred into a state constitution. During the great rebellion of the seventeenth century in England, the supremacy of the Puritans produced in 1647 the famous “Agreement of the People,” intended to be a fundamental written law superior to the power of parliament, and to be ratified by all the nation. A little later (1653) the régime of the Protectorate was consolidated in the “Instrument of Government,” drawn up by a council of Cromwell’s officers. This latter was a written constitution. But the restoration of the monarchy, theoretically on its old basis, broke up the thread of constitutional development and left it to be brought to a culmination by the American colonists of the next century.

6. The Distinction between States with Written and those with Unwritten Constitutions an Illusory Basis of Division. From what has been said one might reasonably expect that the classification of governments ought to have included the distinction between those that have a written constitution and those that have an unwritten. But such a distinction, self-evident as it appears at first, is in reality illusory and unsatisfactory. In the first place no constitution is wholly an unwritten one. Thus in the case of the United Kingdom certain parts of the constitution undoubtedly consist of written documents; the Magna Carta, the Bill of Rights (of 1689), the Act of Settlement (1701), and the statutes of 1832, 1867, 1884, and 1885, regulating the right to vote and the representation of the people, are evident examples. Nor does a so-called written constitution of necessity, or even usually, contain the whole of the fundamental law of the country to which it applies. Any constitution is soon found to become surrounded in its operation with a growth of precedents and customary usages which presently obtain what is practically a binding force, and which become in time a part of the constitution in the same sense. The most familiar example is seen in the case of the presidential office in the United States, a third term being forbidden by precedent, though not repugnant to the written constitution itself. A good illustration of the same thing is seen in the government of Italy: the “Fundamental Statute” does not prescribe the necessity of a cabinet system, — of ministers dependent as in England on the approval of a parliamentary majority, — but the precedent set by Victor Emmanuel I has been consistently followed, and now the system is looked upon as a part of the constitution of the kingdom of Italy.

There are further reasons of still greater cogency for refusing to group together the countries with paper constitutions as forming a class. It is commonly considered that a written constitution stands as a barrier against the arbitrary action of the government, the supposition being that since the powers of the government are limited and defined by the constitutional instrument, any action of the government outside of its legal province is void. Such is of course the case with the Constitution of the United States. But it is a confusion of thought to suppose that this is a necessary consequence of the existence of a written constitution. The existence of such restrictions on the actions of the government does not follow from the mere fact of there being a written constitution, but depends on the question whether or not the provisions of the constitution are alterable by the ordinary legislative procedure of the government. In the United States this is of course not possible; Congress has no power to widen its own jurisdiction. But one can imagine a written constitution, alterable by the ordinary method of legislative enactment. This is precisely the case with the constitution (the Fundamental Statute) of the kingdom of Italy; there is no part of it that cannot legally be altered by an act of the Italian parliament. In spite of the existence in the one country of a written constitution, and its absence in the other, the fundamental law of Italy stands on the same footing as that of the United Kingdom. It is the force of custom and public opinion, not any legal check, that limits the power of the existing governmental body. It seems, therefore, that to class Italy and the United States together, and contrast the two of them with the United Kingdom, is to proceed from a purely artificial point of view. The division of governments into those that have and those that have not a paper constitution, is quite misleading.

Even apart from the question of amendment or alteration of the constitution, a feature of essential importance is the validity or enforceability of the constitutional restrictions. In the case of the United States, a constitutional limitation is rendered valid by the peculiar power entrusted to the American courts. An act of Congress which goes beyond the constitutional powers of that body becomes inoperative by the decision of the judiciary, to which the executive and legislative branches of the government defer. In this arrangement, which will be discussed more fully in a later chapter, lies the true guarantee of the American Constitution, and it is this fact, and not the mere fact that the Constitution is a written one, which offers such a special safeguard to public liberty. But this is a feature quite peculiar to the American system. The courts of Europe have no such function, and the individual has no such guarantee. The example of the Prussian constitution is a case in point. Between the years 1860 and 1865 a struggle was carried on between the king of Prussia (acting under the advice of Bismarck and anxious to increase the expenditure on the army) and the House of Representatives elected under the constitution. The constitution nominally places the control of finance in the hands of the parliament, declaring that “taxes and dues for the treasury of the state can be levied only as they are set down in the budget or ordained by special laws” (art. 100, constitution of 1850). The king, finding it impossible even after recourse to a dissolution, to bend the House of Representatives to his will, passed his budget through the House of Peers, and collected the taxes without any sanction from the lower house. This was of course a gross violation of the constitutional provisions. Under the American system any individual citizen thus taxed could have appealed to the courts for protection. But the Prussian system does not permit of any such recourse, and although the House of Representatives made formal protest, it had no power to stop the illegal proceedings of the executive. For the reasons thus cited — that no constitution is wholly unwritten or wholly written, that even in a written one the vital part of the matter lies in the process of revision, and in the relation of the courts to the constitution — it is well not to attach too much importance to the formal distinction between paper constitutions and constitutions relying on custom.

7. Scope of the Constitution. In the next place there is to be considered the scope and extent of what is properly to be called the constitution of a state. To harmonize with the definition given above, it should contain those principles according to which the powers of the government, the rights of the governed, and the relation between the two are adjusted. This is not the case with all written constitutions; many of them contain regulations too minute and of too little importance to be classed as true fundamental law. This feature is particularly noticeable in the present constitutions of the states of the Union. Their provisions cover not only the fundamental regulations of the structure of the government, but a great many other things as well. Thus the constitution recently adopted in Alabama (1901) contains specific provisions in reference to the procedure of the legislature, the enumeration of thirty-one different classes of private and special legislation prohibited to the legislature, and refers to a number of miscellaneous matters such as banking, railroad freight rates and passes, and the Alabama Polytechnic Institute. This is typical of modern American constitutions, which have tended constantly to become more and more lengthy and explicit. The New Hampshire constitution of 1776 contains 600 words, the constitution of Missouri of 1875 about 26,000, and the present constitution of Alabama about as many. The reason for this lies in the alteration of public opinion in reference to legislative bodies in general. A hundred years ago the legislature was the object of unlimited popular confidence and seemed to embody in itself the sovereign power of the people. The experience of a hundred years has shown the possibility of corruption in the legislature itself, and popular distrust has led to the attempt to safeguard the people from venality and corruption on the part of their representatives. The result is that in a certain sense many of the provisions of American constitutions are not of the nature of fundamental law.

It thus becomes a little difficult to say with accuracy just what the words “constitutional law” should mean. If the phrase is taken in a purely literal sense to mean the law contained in a written constitution, we omit the accompanying customary usages and judicial interpretation, and include much that is in the constitution but is not fundamental. For example the article (No. 51) of the constitution of Switzerland which declares that the order of Jesuits is not allowed in Switzerland is only constitutional law in the sense that it is in the constitution. In the case of a country with a customary constitution, “constitutional law” means all such customs, common law, and statutes as are of a fundamental nature. This is of course a definition in a circle, yet the sense conveyed is fairly obvious. In the United Kingdom, for example, the acts of Parliament of 1832, 1867, 1884, and 1885, regulating the representation of the people, are constitutional law; the factory act of 1901, though passed in the same way by the same authority, is not.

8. Amendment. Something must be said in conclusion in regard to the alteration or amendment of a constitution. In such countries as England and Hungary, revision or alteration is effected by the ordinary legislative process. The same is true of certain countries with written constitutions, such as Italy. Some written constitutions make no explicit provisions for revision, as that of Württemberg (1819) and the French “charters” of 1814, 1815, and 1830. In these cases it is to be presumed that the ordinary legislative process includes the revisionary power. But in the great mass of written constitutions a special method of revision is prescribed, in all cases necessitating a more deliberate and difficult process than the passage of an ordinary law. The German federal constitution (art. 78) allows revision by ordinary legislative process, with the provision that fourteen votes in the upper house are sufficient to defeat the amendment; inasmuch as Prussia has seventeen votes, the article precludes any revision without the consent of the king of Prussia, in other words, of the German emperor. Various devices are adopted in other constitutions, — the election of a special parliament on the issue of the revision (as in Spain), the reiteration of the demand for revision by successive legislatures (French constitution of 1791), etc. The systems at present in force in France and the United States present contrasted extremes of simplicity and difficulty of revision. In France a revision can be adopted in a joint session of the Chamber of Deputies and the Senate, a provision originally framed in the hope of easily converting the republic into a monarchy. The natural objection to such a simple process of amendment is the absence of security against premature and ill-considered change. In the United States, on the other hand, the process is so difficult as to be almost impossible. It is true that the Constitution has been amended fifteen times, but an analysis of the circumstances under which the changes were adopted show that in a certain sense the Constitution has never been amended. Thus the ten amendments which constitute the “Bill of Rights,” or the protection of individual liberty against the action of the government, are really part of the Constitution itself. They were appended in accordance with an agreement that was reached at the time of the ratification of the Constitution itself and designed to meet the objections raised in Massachusetts and elsewhere against the possible sacrifice of individual liberty under the new national government. The Eleventh and Twelfth amendments, in reference to bringing suit against a state and to the method of electing the President, are merely in rectification of oversights, and contain no real departure from the intention of the makers of the Constitution. The Thirteenth, Fourteenth, and Fifteenth amendments, prohibiting slavery and attempting to give equal political status to whites and blacks, only received the required ratification by three fourths of the state legislatures as a consequence of the Civil War and the “reconstruction” of the Southern governments. The system may therefore fairly be criticised as too cumbrous for practical use.

But the most important of all present methods of constitutional revision is by a more direct action of the people than any of the plans mentioned above. The calling of a representative convention elected expressly for the purpose of making a constitution may be looked upon as the typical American system; such a constitution is in nearly all cases submitted to ratification by popular vote. Constitutions promulgated directly by the conventions themselves (as for example in South Carolina, 1895, and in Delaware 1897), are nowadays quite exceptional. It is especially interesting to compare with the process of amending the Constitution of the United States the methods of revision existing in the federal governments of Switzerland and the commonwealth of Australia. In Switzerland (constitution of 1874) a constitutional amendment passes through both houses of the legislature, a simple majority being sufficient, and is then submitted to the vote of the people; it must be ratified by a majority not only of the votes but also of the different cantons that form the confederation. It is further provided that a demand for a revision of the constitution made by either branch of the legislature, or by the petition of fifty thousand voters, must be followed by a popular vote on the desirability of undertaking a revision. The method of amendment adopted under the federal constitution of Australia is closely similar. Proposals for amendment are made in the legislature, and after passing both houses by an ordinary majority are submitted to the people. To be adopted they must obtain a majority of the votes cast as a total and be carried in a majority of the states.
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CHAPTER I. THE SEPARATION OF POWERS
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1. NATURE OF Executive, Legislative, and Judicial Power. — 2. Theory of the Separation of Powers; Montesquieu. — 3. Influence of this Theory in America and France. — 4. Extent of its Application in Existing Governments. — 5. Continental Administrative Law. — 6. General Criticism of the Theory of the Separation of Powers.

1. Nature of Executive, Legislative, and Judicial Power. In the first part of the present volume we have been concerned with the discussion of government as a whole, and with the relations of the entire machinery of the state to the individual. The purpose of this and the following chapters is to analyze in detail the structure of government. For this a starting-point is found in the division of governmental powers between legislative, executive, and judicial bodies. Every government that occupies more than a quite primitive or limited sphere finds itself called upon to perform duties of a varying nature. There is, for example, a very evident difference between the functions exercised by a member of a legislature, those of a revenue officer, and those of a judge. In the first place the government has duties to perform that are legislative and consist in the making of laws; a parliament, a city council, or a constitutional convention is a legislative body. This function, though of scant importance in primitive society (in which the idea of deliberate lawmaking is hardly known), is of vast importance and a matter of constant necessity under the complex conditions of modern life. In a certain sense, inasmuch as the making of the law is logically antecedent to its execution and to decisions as to its meaning, the legislative function is the chief of the powers of government. “The legislative power,” says Judge Story in his “Commentaries on the Constitution,” “is the great and overruling power in every free government.” Looked at in a purely theoretical light, the executive function of the government (the carrying out of the law) appears in a quite mechanical and secondary aspect. In point of fact, however, the functions of the executive branch of the government are of great importance. No matter how explicitly laws are made, they must of necessity leave a wide discretionary power in the hands of those who enforce them; in many matters — most notably in relations with foreign states — the executive branch of government must act without explicit instructions, and is no longer to be regarded as merely the agent of the legislative branch of the government. The organized physical force — armies, navies, police, etc. — is at the command of the executive, — is, in a sense, a part of the executive. It is with the executive (in the shape of police, revenue officers, postmasters, etc.) that the individual citizen is chiefly in contact. Indeed in any modern government the executive, even apart from the army and navy, vastly outnumbers the two other branches. The executive civil service of the United States includes over 300,000 positions; there are less than 140 federal judges and only 476 members of Congress. The judicial organs of a government, whose function it is to pronounce as to the application of the law to existing cases, though like the executive theoretically inferior to the legislature, exercise in reality a function of the greatest consequence to the citizen, and, in the case of the United States, a function of a peculiar constitutional importance.

2. Theory of the Separation of Powers. At the beginnings of modern democratic government, and in particular in the political writings of the eighteenth century, it was a cardinal doctrine of political science that these three branches of government, the legislative, the executive, and judicial, should be kept separate from one another. A different body of persons was to administer each of these three departments and neither body was to have a controlling power over either of the others. It was thought that in this way a peculiar guarantee, indeed the only adequate guarantee, might be given to public liberty. This is what is known as the theory of the separation of powers. It is not meant that this theory was altogether new in the eighteenth century. We find traces of it as far back as Aristotle; and Polybius in the sixth book of his “History of Rome,” in which he treats of the Roman constitution, describes in detail and with approval the balanced powers intrusted to the senate, the consuls, and the tribunes. It was natural, however, that with the decline of monarchical absolutism and after the great object-lesson of the English revolution of 1688, constructive theories pointing towards possibilities of popular sovereignty should receive especial attention. At the hands of Montesquieu, author of the “Spirit of Laws” (1748), the theory met with a definite and emphatic presentation, destined to give it a lasting influence on subsequent political institutions. “If the legislative and executive power,” says Montesquieu, “are united in the same person or in the same body of persons, there is no liberty, because of the danger that the same monarch or the same senate may make tyrannical laws and execute them tyrannically. Nor again is there any liberty if the judicial power is not separated from the legislative and the executive. If it were joined to the legislative power, the power of the life and liberty of the citizens would be arbitrary; for the judge would be the lawmaker. If it were joined to the executive power, the judge would have the force of an oppressor.” A similar judgment is expressed by the great English jurist, Blackstone, in his “Commentaries on the Laws of England” (1765). “In all tyrannical governments the supreme majesty, or the right both of making and enforcing laws, is vested in the same man or one and the same body of men; and when these two powers are united together there is no public liberty.” Both of these authors are led to the statement of the theory of distributed powers from their analysis of the British constitution. At the time at which they wrote the cabinet system was only in the earlier stage of its development. The junction of both the virtual executive and the legislative power in the hands of a cabinet or committee chosen out of the legislature was not the evident fact that it is to-day. A British ministry of Montesquieu’s time was still not a unit: it allowed of divergence of opinion among its members; nor did the latter all take office or leave it at the same time. Montesquieu, therefore, somewhat excusably overlooked what has since become the leading fact of the British constitution, and thought to see in it a balance of power effected between the king and the two houses of Parliament, neither of whom was supreme over the other, and from each of whom the judiciary was to a large extent independent. Blackstone, viewing the constitution only as a lawyer, knows nothing of a cabinet. The ministry as known to the law even at the present day are the appointed servants of the crown. The fact of their political unity and membership of the legislature is only a matter of custom, not of law.

3. Influence of this Theory in America and France. The doctrine of public liberty effected by distribution of power became thus almost an article of faith with political writers of the eighteenth century. The fact was of vital importance for the history of the United States. At the time of the establishment of the state governments the doctrine was put into practice by the separation, not of course complete, but yet far reaching, of the different branches of the government. The independent election of state governors and legislatures, the absence of the power of dissolution, were embodied in the state constitutions, and have remained as fundamental parts of the American system of government. That the adoption of this plan was conscious and deliberate is seen in the often quoted passage of the Massachusetts constitution of 1780 (part i, art. xxx): “In the government of this commonwealth, the legislative department shall never exercise the executive and Judicial powers, or either of them; the executive shall never exercise the legislative and judicial powers, or either of them; the judicial shall never exercise the legislative and executive powers, or either of them; to the end it may be a government of laws, and not of men.”

The same theory exercised the greatest influence over the convention of 1787, in which the federal constitution was framed. Its members recognized, indeed, the need for a modification of the rigidity of the doctrine of separation, but in the main they accepted it and made it the basis of the Constitution of the United States. “The accumulation of all powers,” says the “Federalist” (the set of essays written in defense of the Constitution by Hamilton, Madison, and Jay), “legislative, executive, and judicial, in the same hands, whether of a few or many, and whether hereditary, self-appointed, or elective, may be justly pronounced the very definition of tyranny.”

The fact that even the state constitutions of 1776 and 1777 and the federal constitution of 1787 do not adopt an absolutely complete separation of powers of government, naturally suggests the question in how far such a separation would be possible, and what would be implied by a complete adoption of the principle. It would mean a constitution constructed on such a plan as the following: A legislature elected directly by the people, a set of executive officers either elected by the people (independently of the action of the legislature) or appointed by some person or body of persons elected by the people; judges similarly elected and independent as to their tenure of office and emolument of both the legislature and the executive. Even then it might be questioned whether the liability of executive officers to be tried before the judiciary for breaches of official duty or violation of their legal powers, would not be at variance with a logically complete separation; this, however, will be considered later in dealing with the administrative law of Continental Europe. But granting such a separate election and independent tenure of office on the part of the three departments of government, there would still remain a sense in which the separation would not be complete, in which indeed it can never be complete without a reductio ad absurdum. The law enforced by the executive and adjudicated on by the courts would still be the law made by the legislature. It is to be noted also that such law might conceivably be extremely tyrannical and unjust. The executive and the judges would still have to apply it, and thus the separation of power in and of itself would offer no guarantee of individual liberty.

The theory of separation obtained during the revolutionary era in France an influence no less marked than in the United States. The constituent assembly of 1789 adopted it as a fundamental principle in their construction of a new government. The sixteenth article of the formal Declaration of Rights with which they prefaced their constitution, declares, “Every society in which the separation of powers is not determined has no constitution.” In accordance with this general principle, the constitution established a legislature not dissolvable by the king, forbade the ministers and other executive officers to hold seats in the legislature, gave to the king no right of initiative, and only a partial veto power, and instituted judges elected by the people. The later constitution of 1795 modified the separation by instituting a plural executive, — the Directory, elected by the legislature itself.

4. Extent of its Application in Existing Governments. In the course of the nineteenth century the theory of separated powers has lost a great deal of its former credit. The conspicuous example of the British constitution invalidates it as a universal proposition. Here the development of the cabinet system since Montesquieu’s time has thrown the virtual direction of both legislative and executive power into the hands of the same body of men. Yet it would be absurd to say that public liberty in the United Kingdom has thereby been sacrificed. As the British constitution now stands, the group of eighteen or twenty persons who compose the cabinet have the conduct of the executive government. They also direct the course of legislation, since a majority of the predominant part of the legislature — the House of Commons — are prepared to support their measures. Should they lose that support they resign their office. Thus the very contrary of the idea of divided powers seems to be the case. The executive officers remain such only so long as they retain the legislative power. The legal theory of the constitution, on the other hand, still offers the spectacle of more or less opposing powers mutually balanced, — the king and his ministers (appointed, in the theory of the law, according to his pleasure, and being merely his servants) conducting the executive government, while the houses of Parliament make the laws. The analysis of the British government given by Walter Bagehot, the distinguished economist and essayist, in his “English Constitution” (1867), has served to show how completely the development of cabinet government has rendered the earlier view of the British constitution inapplicable to the present situation. In certain other respects the British constitution offers in actual fact some features of distributed powers, the most notable being that of the tenure of office of the judges, who are made virtually independent by being appointed for life or good conduct.

Nor is there a separation of powers observed in the present parliamentary governments of France and Italy. In France the president is elected by the legislature. His ministers are, in practice, though not in law, the representatives of a majority in the Chamber of Deputies. In the same way the king of Italy governs by means of a party ministry. In Germany, in the actual working of the federal constitution, the powers of government are not distributed. The German emperor holds the executive power of the federation. In his capacity of king of Prussia he has also a very great share of legislative control. In the first place there are many measures — those introducing any change of existing regulations concerning the army, navy, customs, and excise — which cannot be enacted without the consent of his appointed delegate in the Bundesrath or upper house of the legislature. Through the same channel he enjoys an initiative power for any kind of legislation, the control of seventeen out of fifty-eight votes in the Bundesrath, and a veto upon constitutional amendments.

Even under the Constitution of the United States, the principle of distributed powers is only adopted in the federal government to a modified extent. The executive is not without a share in legislation, since the President has a partial veto power on the acts passed by the Congress, and something resembling a power of initiative by means of presidential messages. Nor is the legislature without share in the executive government, as is seen in the ratification by the Senate of treaties and appointments. The judges are the appointees of the executive, and the courts are empowered to pass on the constitutionality of the acts of the two other branches of the government. Even this qualified separation existing under the law of the Constitution is still further modified in the actual operation of the government. Here the existence of the party system is an important factor. Though standing outside of the legal machinery of the government, it none the less acts as a bond of union between the legislature and the heads of the executive government. Whenever the executive and the majority in the houses of Congress are of the same political party (as has been continuously the case, for instance, between the years 1895 and 1907), they are under the guidance of common councils, and are united in the pursuit of the same ends. It is possible, indeed, to look upon the singularly systematic and powerful growth of the party system in the United States as a sort of “natural” evolution consequent upon the attempt to keep apart the powers of government; an attempt, as it were, on the part of nature to rectify an error in organic structure, a process analogous to the healing of a fractured limb. In the state governments the separation of powers is more nearly complete. The separate election by the people of the governor and other executive officers, the legislature, and the judges, is the prevalent constitutional arrangement. The partial veto power given to the governor in nearly all the states of the Union, and the governor’s right of sending messages to the legislature, are a departure from the rigidity of the doctrine. In all the states, too, the courts have cognizance of the official acts of the members of the government.

5. Continental Administrative Law. In the countries of continental Europe an application of the principle of separation is made quite contrary to American ideas of government. The officers of the government acting in their official capacity cannot be brought to account before the ordinary courts of law; nor can the courts question the validity of an act of the legislature. Such a system professes to rest on the principle of the separation of powers, by protecting the executive and judiciary from the control of the third branch of the government. The protection, however, is only afforded at the expense of the individual citizen, the practical effect of this fallacious form of separation being to strengthen very much the hands of the executive. The peculiar relation thus established between the executive and judicial branches of the government will be treated more fully in a later chapter.

6. General Criticism of the Theory of the Separation of Powers. It remains to consider, in conclusion, to what extent the theory of the separation of powers is to be regarded as true. Stated in the form of a universal principle, as by Montesquieu and Blackstone, in the quotations above, it is undoubtedly false. It is not true that there cannot possibly be public liberty where executive and legislature are joined in the same hands. The example of Great Britain alone amply proves this. Nor is it true either that the separation of the powers of government of necessity guarantees the individual against possible tyranny, establishes in and of itself a government “of laws and not of men.” A single government board or body of directors need not of necessity act tyrannically; nor does it follow that an executive officer and a legislative council elected and acting separately will of necessity act in the public interest. But though no such universal formula can be laid down, it remains true that in the actual conduct of public affairs a certain degree of separation of powers makes towards efficient government. The divergent requisites in the composition of executive and legislative bodies will be treated in the next chapters; it is apparent, however, that absolute identity of the two is not to be recommended. The separation of the judiciary to the extent at least of independence in tenure of office is admitted by all to be desirable. The question of the advisability of establishing an executive controllable by the legislature (as in the cabinet system of Great Britain), or of following the system adopted in the state governments, is a disputed point. Its solution will depend upon the particular circumstances and the historical antecedents of each community. Americans are inclined to look with favor on the system of popular election of state officers. Such writers as A. Lawrence Lowell in his “Essays on Government” and John Fiske, “Civil Government in America,” have ably argued in defense of the American plan. The English, on the other hand, are inclined to view the union of powers in the hands of the cabinet as the most admirable feature of their system of government.
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1. THE LEGISLATURE; General Requisites, Procedure, etc. — 2. The Bicameral System; Reasons for its Adoption. — 3. Composition of Upper Houses. — 4. Distribution of Power between the Two Houses. — 5. Direct Legislation; the Initiative and the Referendum.

1. The Legislature; General Requisites, Procedure, etc. It has been said in the preceding chapter that there is a necessary diversity in the composition of the different branches of the government to meet the distinctive requirements of each. The executive is concerned with action more than deliberation; promptness and unity of purpose are the prime requisites. For the judiciary, the technical knowledge of the actual law to be applied, and a trained logical faculty to be used in its application are above all necessary. The legislature, on the other hand, demands an entirely different set of qualities. The legislature is, par excellence, a deliberative body, and for deliberation two heads are better than one, and two hundred are better than two. A legislative body must consist of many persons, representing numerous interests, various points of view, and different sections of the community. No precise size can be indicated as proper for a legislature; as numbers increase the gain in added wisdom is offset by the increased cumbrousness. The French constituent assembly, called in 1789, consisted of nearly 1200 members. This was the largest legislative body of modern times, and was found hopelessly unwieldy. Of the popularly elected legislatures of the world, the House of Representatives at Washington contains 386 members, the British House of Commons 670, the French Chamber of Deputies 584, the German Reichstag 397, the Italian Deputies number 508, and the Spanish Congress has 431 members. The number of members in the state legislatures of the United States varies very much. New Hampshire has 390, Massachusetts 242, and Virginia 100 in the lower house, while Delaware has only 34, and Rhode Island 72.

It is hardly possible to accomplish the work of actual legislation among such large bodies of men, without the adoption of definite plans and systems of procedure. Any large gathering which acts at haphazard and without formal rules is liable to become a mere babel of tongues; its resolutions, to use Mr. Bagehot’s phrase, get “wedged in the meeting.” This was the case with the French Assembly of 1789, already referred to, which in its first enthusiasm was inclined to proceed “according to the promptings of the spirit,” rather than to follow any formal plan. They rejected the suggestion that they should adopt the standing orders of the House of Commons. “They discuss nothing in their assembly,” wrote Gouverneur Morris, at that time in Paris, and an interested observer of their proceedings. “One large half of their time is spent in hallooing and bawling.” Universal experience has therefore shown the need of what is called legislative procedure, a definite method of doing business which the legislature adopts as part of the necessary formality of the making of a law. Such rules have been adopted by all the chief legislatures of the world. They are of course made by the legislature itself, and can consequently be set aside if need be in moments of stress. The objects aimed at are the orderly and efficient dispatch of business, the prevention on the one hand of precipitate and ill-considered action, and on the other, of fruitless prolixity of debate. The rules thus adopted tend to be extremely intricate and confusing by reason of the vast amount of business that tries to force itself upon a modern legislature. Mr. Bryce in his “American Commonwealth” tells us that an industrious member of the House of Representatives needs one whole session to learn the rules of procedure.

A few general features of procedure adopted in most legislative bodies may be mentioned. The most important is the device of requiring a bill to be voted on, not once and for all, but at three separate “readings,” or intervals of time. This is intended to prevent the legislature from acting on the spur of the moment, and committing itself to a measure under the influence, perhaps, of momentary emotion. In the British House of Commons, “the member who desires to introduce a measure gives notice . . . of his intention to do so. When the motion comes on in its order, he moves for leave to introduce a bill. . . . An order of the House is made that the bill be prepared and brought in by the mover and other members named by him. The bill may then immediately be presented, which is done by the member appearing at the bar, whereupon the Speaker calls upon him by name, he calls out, ‘A bill, sir,’ and is desired by the Speaker to bring it up. He brings it to the table and delivers it to the clerk of the House, by whom its title is read aloud. The questions that a bill ‘be now read a first time,’ and that it be printed are put without amendment or debate; an order is then made that it be read a second time on a day named.” On this day the bill is again brought up, and a vote taken on the question that the “bill be now read a second time;” having successfully passed this stage it is referred to what is called a committee of the whole House; here it is discussed, voted on clause by clause, and probably amended. At the conclusion of this stage a day is set for the final consideration of the bill; the bill is presented in its revised form to the House, and unless further amendments are now carried, it is submitted to its third and final reading. Even after this the bill may have to be reconsidered if amended in the Upper House.

Another device of legislative procedure is the delegation of the work of the legislature to a series of committees. The aim of this is to facilitate the dispatch of business, and to enable the legislature, by dividing itself into sections, to multiply its powers of work. The system has been most completely developed in the House of Representatives. Here the so-called first and second readings are a purely perfunctory matter, and mean the reading of the title by the clerk. After this the bill is referred to the appropriate standing committee. These are nominated by the speaker, and are representative of both the great political parties. In the Fifty-Ninth Congress there are over thirty standing committees of the House of Representatives; the committees on Ways and Means, on Appropriations, on Banking and Currency, on Commerce, on Claims, Manufacturing, Pensions, etc., are among the most important. The great majority of bills never survive their reference to a committee; the committee, though it has no formal power to negative a bill, destroys them either by making an adverse report or by introducing another bill as a substitute or by simple neglect. Such a system, accompanied as it is by stringent rules of debate, tends of course to remove the actual conduct of business from the House itself, and to discourage independent action on the part of individual members. The French Cabinet of Deputies adopts the peculiar system of dividing its members by lot into eleven sections or panels; out of these a special committee is elected (by the members of the panel) for each bill that is presented. Such a plan is plainly unsatisfactory, as it does not accord with the system of cabinet government supposed to operate in the French legislature. The hazard of the lot may lead to government bills being handed over to opposition committees. It is easier, however, to see the faults in legislative procedure than to suggest adequate remedies.

A further point of importance in the conduct of legislative business is the need of some method of forcibly bringing the debate to a close. The procedure of most assemblies allows means whereby a vote may be taken on the question of terminating the discussion and voting on the matter under consideration. To this general rule the Senate of the United States is an exception; it has been a part of the traditional dignity of that body not to interfere with the freedom of discussion by closing the debate. In the House of Representatives, however, the closure of the debate, the “previous question,” as such a motion is called, may be moved by any member, and is carried if supported by a majority of those present. Until quite recently the British House of Commons had no such rule. It happened, however, that during Mr. Gladstone’s second administration (1880-85) the Irish members took advantage of this fact to block all parliamentary business by talking against time. This has rendered it necessary for the House somewhat reluctantly to adopt a rule of closure (standing order of 1882, revised 1887). Under the present regulations a motion can be made for terminating the debate; the speaker is allowed to use his discretion as to whether or not he will submit the motion to a vote. A similar purpose is effected by what is called the “closure by compartments” or “the guillotine,” which consists in a resolution of the House either altogether precluding discussion on certain clauses of a bill or limiting the time to be allotted to the bill or to parts of it. This rather drastic form of procedure was applied in the case of the Home Rule Bill, which narrowly passed the Commons in 1893.

2. The Bicameral System; Reasons for its Adoption. Of all the means that have been used to secure, in the work of legislation, a due amount of caution and reflection, the most important is the division of the legislature into two parts, creating thus what is called a two-chambered or bicameral legislature. It is not meant that the desire to avoid precipitate action is the sole reason for establishing a legislature of this sort; it will presently be seen that it often serves other purposes as well, but such is none the less the main ground on which the separation of the legislature into two parts is to be defended. At the present time the bicameral system is of almost universal prevalence. The United States, the United Kingdom, France, Germany, and all the chief countries of Europe have bicameral legislatures. The kingdom of Greece alone vests the legislative power in a single chamber (the Bulé). Mexico and the South American states have copied the United States in establishing “congresses” composed of senates and houses of representatives, in some cases (as in Brazil) denominated chambers of deputies. Even in the subdivisions of federal governments the bicameral structure of the legislature is often found. All of the forty-five states of the Union have legislatures consisting of a senate and another house. In Canada two of the provinces (Quebec and Nova Scotia) have an upper and a lower house, and the “states” of the commonwealth of Australia, and the different kingdoms, duchies, etc., which make up the German federation have all double legislatures. Japan, in reconstructing its government in the light of European experience in 1889, deliberately set up a bicameral system.

The objections, indeed, against a unicameral system are of overwhelming force. “Of all the forms of government which are possible among mankind,” writes the distinguished historian W. E. H. Lecky, “I do not know of any which is likely to be worse than the government of a single omnipotent democratic chamber.” Mr. Lecky undoubtedly states the case too strongly. The fact remains, however, that the unicameral legislature has been tried and found wanting. A single legislative house, unchecked by the revising power of another chamber associated with it, proves itself rash and irresponsible; it is too much exposed to the influence of the moment; it is swayed by emotion, by passion, by the influence of oratory; it is liable to a sudden access of extravagance or of retrenchment. But quite apart from these more or less psychological arguments, there are other practical objections to a single legislature. Elected (in most cases) all at the same time, its members represent the opinions of the community at a particular moment and on particular issues. But the lapse of time and the appearance of new public questions may render a legislature such as this quite out of harmony with public opinion long before its term has expired. A somewhat natural confusion of thought tended in the past to confound the existence of a single legislative chamber with the principle of popular sovereignty, as if the rule of the people would not allow of the existence of a second house. Such a confusion arose from the historical fact that in its origin the British House of Lords was an aristocratic institution. As a consequence of this, the democrats of the French Revolution adopted (1791) a legislature of a single house; the proposal to unite it with an upper chamber was rejected in the Constituent Assembly as savoring of aristocratic ideas. The same error was committed in 1848 in the constitution of the second French republic. The abortive German parliament of 1848 consisted of a single house. Even in the United States unicameral legislatures have been tried. Georgia and Pennsylvania in 1790, and Vermont in 1836, successively abandoned the system in favor of the now universal double legislatures. The idea that the existence of a second branch of the legislature is not compatible with popular sovereignty is indeed purely fallacious. The two houses may each of them draw their power from the people, although elected for different terms and by different districts. The division between the two need not in any way imply the existence of caste, or follow the line of the social stratification of society. The senates of the United States and France are obvious illustrations.

3. Composition of Upper Houses. Granted the need of the existence of an upper house, the next point to be considered is the manner of its composition. It may be here incidentally mentioned that the term “upper house,” familiarly used to refer to a particular part of the legislature, is of course at the present day a misnomer. In the matter of constitutional power the so-called upper house is in nearly all cases the weaker of the two. The term is merely a historic one; for lack of a better, it is still convenient to retain its use. The composition of an upper house may be based on the principles of hereditary office, of appointment, of election, or on a combination of these. Let us consider these different methods in turn. The hereditary principle as applied to the political construction of the future need not be taken seriously. It is not probable that any civilized community, not already having a hereditary legislature, will deliberately bring one into being. It is true that the principle was used to some extent in the creation of the House of Lords in Japan (1889), but rather as a recognition of social and political differences already existing than as a creation of new ones. “The idea of hereditary legislators,” wrote Thomas Paine in his “Rights of Man” (1791), “is as inconsistent as that of hereditary judges, or hereditary juries, and as absurd as an hereditary mathematician, or an hereditary wise man, and as ridiculous as an hereditary poet-laureate.” It is one thing, however, to object to the hereditary principle in the construction of a new legislature, and another to demand its abolition where it already exists. In many countries it has had its origin in the historic evolution of the government, it corresponds to the social distinctions which exist as an undeniable fact in the structure of the community, and it operates on the whole fairly well. Such is undoubtedly the case with the British House of Lords. There is at present no very intense opposition to the continued existence of the house: true, the radicals and the socialists demand its abolition, and many liberals, such as Lord Rosebery and Mr. Gladstone, have threatened it with reform. But the opposition to it from the liberals has arisen rather from the fact that the House of Lords is overwhelmingly and hopelessly conservative than from repugnance to the nature of its structure.

The British House of Lords is based, indeed, on the hereditary principle to a larger extent than any existing legislature. It contains in all about six hundred members (the number varying through deaths and new creations of peerages). Of these only four are members appointed for life, — the four eminent jurists who are created lords of appeal, to supply the House with proper legal knowledge when sitting as a court, — twenty-six are archbishops and bishops of the Established Church, sixteen are elected by the Scotch peers from among their number, twenty-eight are elected by the Irish peers, and the rest are the members of the peerage of the United Kingdom. The creation of a peerage carries with it the hereditary right to a seat in the House of Lords, nor has the crown the power to make life appointments other than the four mentioned above. The Continental legislatures which make use of the hereditary principle apply it only in a partial degree to the composition of the upper house. Along with the princes of the blood and the hereditary members, there are included a large number of members appointed by the crown for life only. This is the case with Prussia, Austria, Hungary, and Spain. But of these it is only in Hungary that the hereditary peers form a majority of the house. In Spain and Austria a representation is also given to the Roman Catholic Church; in Hungary the Greek, Protestant, and Roman Catholic churches are all represented in the upper house; the clerical representation is in all cases very much in the minority. The Prussian House of Lords includes a number of elected members representing the land-owners, together with representatives of the universities, the mayors of towns of over fifty thousand people, etc. Spain has also a large number of elected “senators,” representing the commercial and provincial states, the universities, etc. It is to be observed that even in cases where the hereditary seats are deliberately granted to the nobles under a modern constitution (as in Prussia, 1850, Spain, 1876), they really represent a continuation of the peculiar civil and political privileges (rights of local government, feudal dues, immunity from taxes, etc.) formerly enjoyed by the nobles, or a compensation for the loss of the same. The hereditary portion of the legislature is thus everywhere to be regarded only as a survival of the past. There are no hereditary members in the upper houses of France, Switzerland, the Netherlands, Denmark, Belgium, Norway, Sweden, Italy, excepting only, in the latter case, the princes of the royal family.

In many legislatures the seats in the upper house, or at any rate in a part of it, are neither held by a hereditary tenure nor filled by election. The members are appointed to their office, the nominations being made almost invariably by the executive government. Such a system, though at first sight repugnant to the idea of popular government, has a great deal in its favor. Experience has shown that the process of popular election does not always result in the selection of the ablest and most upright men of the country. Election is apt to favor the candidates who possess in a high degree the more popular arts, who have a readiness, or even a ready buffoonery in speech, who are not sensitive to political abuse, and who have a reputation (military, for example) calculated to appeal to the imagination of the crowd. It does not follow that these men, when elected, are the best suited for the legislative office. There are in every community many men of very great talent, conspicuous perhaps in science or literature, who would never be elected at the polls, who would probably hesitate to offer themselves as candidates, and who nevertheless are admirably fitted both by their intellect and their character for a seat in the legislature. The system of appointment renders it possible, in theory at least, for men of this class to be selected. This is the principle that is aimed at in the nominations to the senate of Italy, where the condition obtains that the person nominated must either have filled a high office, or have acquired fame in literature, science, or some other pursuit tending to the benefit of the nation. Many of the Continental legislatures, as already seen, admit of a partial construction of the upper house on this plan. The system of nomination is seen in its entirety in the senate of the kingdom of Italy and in the senate of the Dominion of Canada. In Italy all the senators, exclusive of the members of the royal family, are nominated for life by the king, and are selected out of the following classes, — bishops, high officials, members of the lower house after three terms of service, members of the Royal Academy of Science, those who pay six hundred dollars a year or more in taxes, and men who have benefited the nation in literature, art, etc. In Canada the senate is composed of members nominated for life by summons of the Governor General, the total number and the number from each province being limited. Experience has unfortunately shown that nominated senates are better in theory than in fact. The difficulty encountered in practice is that, whatever may be the nominal constitutional power of such a senate, it is in reality unable to act as a counterbalancing force to the house elected by the people. The senate of Italy is a feeble body, and can offer no real opposition to the Chamber of Deputies. In Canada also the parliamentary life and parliamentary power are centred in the House of Commons.

It remains to consider the system of election as applied to the composition of upper houses. This is the method used, either in direct or indirect form, in the United States, both in the federal and state governments, in Mexico, Cuba, and the other Latin American republics, in France, Belgium, and the commonwealth of Australia. The difficulty encountered here at the outset is the danger of making the upper house a mere reduplication of the lower, which would serve but little purpose, and might lead to a chronic constitutional deadlock. Various means are taken to overcome this difficulty. In the first place, in a federal government, especially since the example set by the United States in 1787, the problem may be said to solve itself: the upper house may be made especially representative of the units of the federation, the lower house may represent the people at large on a basis of population. Thus there are in the United States two senators for each state, in Cuba four senators for each; the senate of Brazil has three from each state, and the Australian senate is similarly composed. In the German federal government the constituent parts of the federation are represented in the Bundesrath, not exactly on a footing of equality, nor yet in proportion to population; even the smallest have one vote each, and Prussia, the largest, has only seventeen votes. In all these cases the representation in the lower house is according to population. This is an extremely useful device, as it renders a federation possible between units of different sizes, the smaller of which would be too jealous of the larger to enter a union on a basis of representation purely proportionate to numbers, while the larger states would be unwilling to accept a federation on terms of complete equality with the smaller ones.

A further method of distinguishing the two houses is found in varying the system of election and adopting a direct election for the lower house, and indirect for the upper. This is best seen in the case of France. The Chamber of Deputies is elected by direct universal suffrage from districts of (approximately) equal population. The election of the senate is indirect, and is made by an “electoral college,” in each department of France, consisting of the deputies, councilors-general and district councilors (members of the councils for local government), and representatives from the municipal council of every commune: the latter class form a large majority of the total college. The original intention was to make the senate especially representative of the organic life of the commune, or parish, while the deputies should represent the nation at large. Indirect election is also used in the United States, where the United States senators are elected by the state legislatures. In the state governments the senators are elected by the people, the election district being, however, different from that used for elections to the Assembly. In addition to the difference in the manner of elections, a differentiation can be made by the use of different electoral districts for the two houses, as already indicated, by adopting terms of office of different length, and by the system of partial renewal. For example, a United States senator sits for six years, a member of the House of Representatives only for two; in France, while the deputies have a four years’ term, a senator sits for nine years. Similarly in the United States, one third of the Senate is renewed every two years; in France and in the Netherlands, one third of the upper house is renewed every three years. This method of partial renewal is of particular efficacy and importance. It lends a character of permanency and stability to the upper house, which offsets the tendency of the lower one to a too complete change of membership and of sentiment as the result of a general election.

4. Distribution of Power between the Two Houses. So much for the question of the composition of the two houses; let us turn now to consider the relative degree of power to be intrusted to them. The usual practice is that the two houses are, in almost all matters of legislation, equal and cöordinate; either house may originate a bill, and no bill thus originated can become law without the consent of the other house. Either house, too, may propose amendments to a bill, which will only become valid by receiving the consent of the other. To this general rule there is one most notable exception. In the case of bills referring to the raising and spending of money, the powers of the upper house in most of the chief states of the world are more or less limited. For this different reasons are assigned, in part historical, in part rational. Historically we may consider this to have come about in imitation of the relation existing between the House of Lords and the Commons in England, where the power of the purse ever since the fourteenth century has been vested exclusively in the commons. But it hardly seems correct to regard this almost universal restriction on the power of upper houses as merely an accidental adaptation. There seems excellent reason for it as well. In the case of most of the bills introduced in a legislature no great harm ensues if the proposals of one house are rejected by the other; matters merely remain where they were before. But in the matter of money bills the case is different: if no bill is passed for the raising and spending of money the public service will come to a full stop. It therefore seems wiser to make the wishes of one house more or less decisive in the matter; and of the two, the house more directly and proportionately representing the people appears to be the natural one to intrust with this power. The disability thus laid on the upper house in matters of finance varies in different legislatures. It is most complete in the case of the British House of Lords. This body, by the custom of the constitution, has no power to originate, amend, or reject a bill for the raising or spending of money. Other houses, as is the case with the House of Lords in Prussia, and the first chamber in the Netherlands, while forbidden to originate or amend money bills, are empowered to reject them en bloc. France offers a doubtful case; the senate is forbidden to originate measures of finance and has certainly power to reject them, but the question of its right to amend is a constitutional point not yet clearly settled. The Senate of the United States represents a higher step in the ascending series of powers. “All bills for raising revenue,” says the Constitution (art. i, § 7), “shall originate in the House of Representatives, but the Senate may propose or concur with amendments as on other bills.” In reality this amending power is used by the Senate with such latitude as to render the two houses in their legislative capacity what Mr. Bryce has called “really equal and coördinate.” In a few cases, in the federal legislature of the German Empire and in Switzerland, the two houses are legally on a footing of equality in regard to money bills. In Austria an ingenious expedient is added for preventing the disagreement of the two houses from stopping the wheels of government. It is part of the fundamental law that if the two houses, even after consultation, can reach no agreement in regard to a financial measure, then the lower sum of money voted (by either house) is considered as granted.

In all matters other than money bills it is usual that the two houses are on a footing of equality as far as the law of the constitution is concerned. But in practice it generally happens that the lower house is decidedly the “predominant partner;” in the case of a conflict between the two, public opinion is generally in favor of the house which more immediately stands for the vote of the people, and circumscribes to a large extent the resistance that can be offered by the upper house to the more popular body. This is the explanation of the relatively feeble power of the senates of France, Italy, and Canada. The cases of the German Bundesrath and the American Senate, which enjoy a power practically greater than that of the lower house, are quite exceptional. The Senate of the United States owes its extensive power partly to its federal character, by virtue of which it represents the states in their separate capacity, partly to the length of the senatorial term, and in part also to its historical antecedents, and the traditions of political weight and stability which it has acquired. The constitutional relations existing by the custom of the country between the Lords and Commons of the United Kingdom are quite unique. It is only to be expected that the House of Lords, no part of which is elected by the people either directly or indirectly, should be able to offer only a limited resistance to the Commons even in matters that are not financial. The constitutional relation of the two houses is thus stated by Mr. Dicey in his “Law of the Constitution:” “If there is a difference of opinion between the House of Lords and the House of Commons, the House of Lords ought at some point (not definitely fixed) to give way; and should the Peers not yield, and the House of Commons continue to enjoy the confidence of the country, it becomes the duty of the Crown, or of its responsible advisers, to create, or threaten to create, enough new Peers to override the opposition of the House of Lords, and thus restore harmony between the two branches of the legislature.” By the “confidence of the country” is meant the endorsation of the conduct of the Commons, or more correctly of the majority in the Commons, by the people voting in a general election on the issue involved. This constitutional relation is sometimes briefly stated by saying that the Lords have no right to oppose the Commons on the issue on which the Commons were elected. The precedent involved was established by the passage of the Reform Bill of 1832. The Lords insisted on opposing the measure even though a dissolution of Parliament resulted in the election of a new House of Commons overwhelmingly in support of parliamentary reform. The written threat of the king (William IV) to create peers in favor of the bill, forced the Lords to withdraw their opposition. In accordance with this precedent the Lords have found themselves several times compelled to waive their legal right of resistance to the Commons. The bills for the repeal of the corn laws (1846) and for the disestablishment of the Irish Church (1869) are cases in point. That the precedent has not altogether shattered the constitutional power of the Lords is seen in their rejection of Mr. Gladstone’s Home Rule Bill (1893). In spite of the fact that they were opposing a House of Commons elected directly on the question of home rule, the Lords threw out the bill; it was argued in support of their action that though the electorate had spoken in favor of home rule, they had not indorsed this particular bill, which had not yet been made public at the time of the election. A further argument was found in the fact that the bill had been forced through the Commons by means of the closure, which had perhaps unduly abbreviated debate.

Whatever arrangements may exist, either legal or customary, there always remains in the background the danger of conflict or even of an actual deadlock between the two houses. In most legislatures, as for instance in the Congress of the United States and in the Parliament of the United Kingdom, this danger is lessened by the system of conferences between representatives of each house. In the Congress, when the houses are unable to agree over amendments, three members of the Senate are appointed to confer with three members of the House of Representatives, with a view to arranging a compromise. Although serious differences of opinion have often existed between the two houses of Congress, the possibility of an actual deadlock bringing the legislative machinery to a standstill is not one of the special dangers in the American system. Beyond the plan of committees of conference there is no legal machinery for forcing an agreement between the two houses. The case is quite different with the newly made constitution of the commonwealth of Australia. Australian legislatures, especially the legislatures of Victoria, have experienced the very serious dangers that may be threatened by the obstinate disagreement of the upper and lower house. As a result of the difficulties that have thus arisen, the new constitution of the commonwealth contains in consequence provisions that are intended to render impossible a complete deadlock in the federal legislature. The Governor General is empowered in the event of the House presenting and re-presenting a bill, and the Senate persistently rejecting it, to dissolve both houses simultaneously. If after a new election the same situation persists, the governor may convene a joint sitting, the vote in which is final.

5. Direct Legislation; the Initiative and the Referendum. As a conclusion to our discussion of the legislature and the legislative process, we may briefly advert to what is called direct legislation, or the making of laws by means of the action of the people themselves. That the whole of the people, or at any rate of the voters, should participate in the process of legislation seems in a sense the embodiment of the idea of democratic self-government. Rousseau regarded it as the only true expression of popular sovereignty. In some form or other it has been known since the earliest historical times. At Athens there existed the Ecclesia, an assembly of all the free citizens, erected by Solon in the sixth century B. C. into an organ of general political control. In it the citizens decided on questions of peace and war, and voted on matters laid before them by the Council of Four Hundred. The Romans also had their Comitia Tributa, or meeting of the people by tribes, which became in the latter days of the republic a lawmaking assembly. In the smaller cantons of Switzerland the Landesgemeinde, or gathering of the people, has acted from time immemorial as a legislative body. Such organs of government were rendered possible in the city states of the classical world, and in the cantons of Switzerland, by reason of their restricted territorial extent. In the larger states of the world an actual gathering of the people is a physical impossibility. The sovereignty of the people has worked itself out by means of representative assemblies. But at the present day the growth of rapid communication by post and telegraph renders it possible to have recourse to some extent to the whole body of the citizens in the making of the law; the people of a great state cannot, it is true, be all gathered together in one place in a deliberative capacity, but it is possible for them all at one and the same time to give their vote upon any measure proposed. The system of direct legislation which is thus rendered possible has been favored by the growing distrust of representative legislatures which is noticed in so many democratic countries at the present day. There is an increasing tendency to rely on the general will of the whole people as expressed in a direct vote. “The people,” says Professor Goldwin Smith, “cannot be lobbied, wheedled, or bulldozed; the people is not in fear of its reëlection if it throws out something supported by the Irish, the Prohibitionist, or the Methodist vote.” As against this contention it may properly be advanced that the making of laws requires, like every other task of importance, a special training and experience, and that the interests of the people are really safer in the hands of carefully chosen legislatures than when submitted to the hazards of a popular vote. The fact that in every community a large proportion of the citizens are of necessity too much absorbed in their own affairs to be able to properly consider the public questions submitted to them, is also of considerable weight. Rightly or wrongly, however, legislation by the people is already used to a considerable extent. It assumes several forms. Of these the most important is the referendum, or submission to the popular vote of a proposed measure or constitutional change which becomes law if ratified by the required majority. The initiative means the legal right of the people, acting by petition and in sufficient number, to cause a legislative measure to be brought to a popular vote. There is finally what may best be called the plebiscite, or vote of the people used merely as an expression of opinion without binding force, and intended as a guide to the policy of the government. It is in Switzerland more than anywhere else that direct legislation is in use. Of the nineteen cantons and six half-cantons which form the federation, two cantons and four half-cantons still preserve the immemorial Landesgemeinde, or mass meeting, already referred to. In Uri, for example (of which the total population is 19,700), the people meet once a year in a large meadow, where they vote taxes, pass laws, and elect their executive officers for the coming year. Even in the cantons which have representative legislatures the referendum — the submission of the laws to the vote of the people — is largely used. In about half of them it is “optional,” employed, that is to say, only when called for by petition. In all the rest (except Freiburg) it is “obligatory,” and must be used for all legislative measures of importance. In all the cantons changes in the constitution can only be made if ratified by the popular vote. The initiative, or right of the people to introduce laws by petition, is of more modern creation, having been first introduced into the constitutions of the cantons in the middle of the nineteenth century. It is permissible at present in all but three of the cantons for ordinary measures of law, and in all but one for constitutional changes. In the federal government of Switzerland the referendum is compulsory for an amendment of the constitution. There is also an optional referendum, requiring the submission of ordinary laws to the people if called for by thirty thousand citizens or eight cantons. The initiative in the shape of a proposal supported by fifty thousand voters also exists in the federal government; though nominally admissible only on constitutional amendments it can in practice be applied to any measure by giving it the form of a change in the constitution. That this system thus established is of great practical importance in the government of Switzerland is seen from the fact that between April, 1874, and October, 1896, no less than thirty-eight popular votes were taken. Unfortunately it is impossible to draw any general conclusion as to the utility of direct legislation from the experience of Switzerland, as its critics, both in and out of that country, are much divided in opinion.

In the United States, direct legislation, though not always referred to by that name, exists to a considerable extent. There is in the first place a historic form of it in the shape of the New England “town meeting,” or assembly of the electors of the township. This is almost a counterpart of the Landesgemeinde of Switzerland. The voters come together in a mass meeting once a year (and on special occasions if called for by petition) and not only elect the “select men” or officers of the township, but also vote on the raising of taxes, the spending of money, and on other local questions. The town meeting is an instance of direct legislation of the purest type, inasmuch as it permits of discussion as well as voting in the mass meeting. Another form of direct legislation is seen in the ratification by the people of changes in the Constitution, a system now practically universal in the United States. The constitutions of many of the states make a still further use of the principle. As has already been seen, the power of the state legislature is often restricted by a constitutional provision requiring certain kinds of statutes to be submitted to a popular vote. The constitution of Pennsylvania (1873), for example, declares that “no law changing the location of the capital of the State shall be valid until the same be submitted to the qualified electors of the commonwealth at a general election, and ratified and approved by them.” Similar provisions in regard to altering the location of the capital are found in the constitution of many other states. In the same way a clause of the Iowa constitution of 1846 (adopted later in the constitutions of New York, California, Illinois, and a number of western states) provides that laws for the contraction of debt (with certain exceptions) must be submitted to the people. In many states, too, the raising of taxes beyond a stipulated limit can only be effected by means of a popular vote. Of other matters treated in this way the alienation of public property, the creation of banks, and the extension of the franchise to women may be cited. The popular votes by which female suffrage was rejected in South Dakota (1898), in Washington (1898), and in Oregon (1900) were of this nature. Direct legislation is also found in the form of a “municipal referendum” in which the people of a county or town vote on the question of the location of the county seat, the contraction of a local debt, or the adoption of a city charter. The system is decidedly growing in favor, especially in the western part of the Union, and profits by the distrust with which the state legislatures are often viewed by the people at large. The Populist party in its national convention at St. Louis, in 1896, expressed itself in favor of the use of both initiative and referendum; the same demand was repeated in the platforms of both sections of the party in 1900, and at the Springfield convention of the party in 1904. Present indications seem to show that direct legislation is destined to play a considerable part in the American system of government.
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CHAPTER III. THE EXECUTIVE

[image: img84.jpg]

1. CONCENTRATION OF Authority the first Requisite of the Executive. — 2. Methods of Appointment; Hereditary Executives. — 3. Elective Executives. — 4. Presidential and Parliamentary Government. — 5. Subordinate Officials of the Executive; the Civil Service.

1. Concentration of Authority the First Requisite of the Executive. The term executive is used to designate those officers of the government whose business it is to “execute” or carry out the law of the land. In the narrower sense it often signifies merely the supreme head of the administration, as the President of the United States, or the same person together with his chief subordinates. Thus when we speak of the “executive” of the French Republic, we refer to the president, or perhaps to the president together with the prime minister and cabinet. But the word has also a wider signification, in which it means the entire staff of officials, high and low, who are concerned with the administration of public affairs. This does not, of course, include persons acting in a legislative or judicial capacity, but comprises all such public servants as postmasters, revenue officers, sheriffs, inspectors, commissioners, etc. Occasionally even the army and the navy are included in this usage of the term. In the following chapter the word executive will be used in the narrower sense except where otherwise indicated.

The first striking point to be noticed in connection with the executive heads of modern governments is that, while members of the legislature are many, the chief officers of the executive are few. This, as has been seen, arises from the fact that the prime need in the executive or acting branch of a government is promptness of decision and singleness of purpose. That this is difficult to obtain among a number of persons acting with equal authority goes without saying. “One bad general,” the Emperor Napoleon once said, “is better than two good ones.”

It is further to be noted that to a very great extent executive authority — either over the whole conduct of government or over its subdivisions — tends to centre in a single person. Thus in the United States the supreme administration lies in the President, whose chief subordinates are his own creations, and can be dismissed by him. In Great Britain the virtual control of affairs is in the hands of a cabinet of fifteen to twenty persons, one of whom is, to a large extent, dominant over the others. It is not necessary that any single person should always impose his own ideas and his own will upon the conduct of public administration. But it is essential that there should be some one person who can in the last resort exercise a decisive and final authority. It is one of the admirable points in the federal Constitution of the United States that, by virtue of his position of commander-in-chief of the army and navy, the President may become in time of war almost a dictator. His power expands with the need of strengthening the executive, and he is able to cut the Gordian knot of legislative perplexities by the incisive application of a single will.

It appears, then, that there is a strong presumption against what is called a “plural executive,” or group of persons exercising the supreme executive authority, no one of whom is superior in power to the others. Such a body is able to act only by joint decision. At first sight there appears a decided gain in this system in the direction of maturity of judgment and mutual control of the members against any possible tyranny on the part of any of them. But the necessary loss in promptness of resolution and the danger of actual conflict of opinion in a moment of crisis, more than offsets this gain. As a matter of fact a plural executive is scarcely able to act at all except by subdividing the work to be done and committing certain special functions to the care of each of its members. This was, for example, the plan pursued by the Committee of Public Safety, the joint executive of eleven members which governed France during the reign of terror, 1793-94. History offers many examples of plural executives, such as the dual kings at Sparta and the consuls at Rome. But experience has been decidedly unfavorable to such a plan of government. To this general verdict a signal exception is found in the case of modern Switzerland. Here the supreme executive power is vested in a board of seven persons, the Bundesrath, or federal council, elected for a term of three years, by the two houses of the legislature in joint session. Although one of the council is nominated each year to the titular dignity of president of the Swiss Confederation, he is in no sense above the others in authority. The members act severally as the heads of the seven governmental departments, though this is for convenience only, and not prescribed by the constitution. In their corporate capacity they manage the general conduct of the administration. In practice the system works admirably. The members of the council are constantly reëlected, and enjoy what is practically a permanent tenure. But this rather anomalous situation is partly to be explained by the fact that the legislature itself decides upon the policy to be pursued in all matters of moment.

2. Methods of Appointment; Hereditary Executives. Returning, then, to the consideration of modern executives in general, and having noted the prevailing principle of single control, we may next indicate the great differences that exist in the method of selecting the executive heads of governments, in their tenure of office, and in the relations of the executive to the legislative body. Two separate lines of classification are here presented; first the distinction between hereditary and appointed executives, and secondly the distinction between those that are real and those that are nominal. A hereditary executive — a king, emperor, sovereign prince, etc. — enjoys a tenure which is not only lifelong, but which passes to his heirs. Such an institution has of course no place among the political ideas current in the independent states of the American continent. Looked at in a purely rational light, it is difficult to find much to be said in its favor. A hereditary ruler seems on the face of things as absurd as the hereditary mathematician or hereditary poet-laureate referred to in the preceding chapter. But hereditary monarchy, as it exists in Europe, is not to be disposed of in so simple a manner. In nearly all countries where it exists, it is a historical product, and has grown up as a part of the political evolution of the state. In many cases, too, it is regarded by the people of the country, as most notably in Great Britain, not only with tolerance, but with the most sincere approval. The desire for a republican form of government is about as little known in England as the desire for a monarchical system in the United States. But the real secret of the persistent survival of hereditary monarchy in so many of the civilized communities of the world lies in the fact that, in the cases where it meets with the greatest approval, the hereditary sovereign is a nominal and not a real executive. In the United Kingdom, Italy, Hungary, Belgium, etc., the actual conduct of government is not in the hands of the king. The king is, to a great extent, though of course not literally, only the nominal head of the state; public business is transacted in his name, and professedly by his authority, but in reality the control of affairs is in the hands of the prime minister and cabinet, who represent the voice of the people. In this form the system can be supported by many arguments of great weight. It helps to lend to the government of the country those features of stability, permanence, and continuity which are among the most essential factors in political institutions. To international dealings it contributes, whether rightly or wrongly, a certain prestige that is not without its diplomatic value. It is certainly, also, to be admitted that the traditions which surround a monarchy of long continuance help to inspire the actual chiefs of the government with a sense of responsibility and dignity most salutary in its effect.

In spite of all this it may perhaps be doubted whether the wonders of constitutional monarchy have not been somewhat overestimated by its English panegyrists. When all is said and done there always remains a contingent possibility that a future monarch may break rudely away from the self-effacement imposed upon him by the system. The admirable manner in which Queen Victoria and Edward VII have filled the position of constitutional sovereign has made people forget that this self-effacement is customary, and not part of the law of the land. The relations thus established, especially in the connection of the sovereign with foreign affairs, are extremely delicate, and demand for their proper maintenance a high degree of tact on the part of the monarch. The successful operation of system is by no means so independent of the competence or incompetence, the integrity or perversity of the reigning prince as the English writers are inclined to imply. Whether or not such contingent disadvantages overbalance the features of stability and continuity that result from the institution of monarchy is of course a subject admitting a great diversity of opinion.

 

The hereditary monarchs of the present day are not all of the constitutional type. The king of Prussia (who by virtue of his kingship is also German emperor) is an example to the contrary. Here the constitutional maxim that the king “reigns but does not govern” no longer holds true. The king of Prussia not only reigns but governs also, and his executive function is both titular and actual. The kingship passes to his descendants. To the American mind it seems very difficult to defend such an institution. The defense on grounds of dynastic rights to the kingship as a sort of property, or on quasi-theological grounds as a thing specially instituted by the deity, hardly needs refutation. Any defense of such a monarchy on the grounds of its efficiency carries with it the assumption that the future sovereign in line of descent will of necessity prove efficient. Nevertheless, German writers on public law are quite prepared to defend the existence of monarchy even where not of the limited or constitutional type.

3. Elective Executives. In contrast to hereditary executives may be placed the wide class of those that may best be termed elective. The terminology is here hardly satisfactory, for in addition to officials actually elected, such as the President of the United States, there exists a class of head executive officers who are certainly not hereditary, and who are rather to be thought of as selected than elected. The word “nominated,” or appointed, would indicate more precisely the method of their accession to office. Inasmuch, however, as such chief executives are found not in independent states, but in the subordinate governments of an imperial system, it would seem improper to make on their account a third general category of the executive in general. Such officials as the Governor General of Canada, the Viceroy of India, and the governors of British colonies, all of whom are nominated by the crown, are of this description. The lieutenant-governors of the Canadian provinces, who are appointed by the Governor General, belong to the same class. These executive officers will also be divided into those that are actual and those that are only nominal. The Viceroy of India is of the first sort; the Canadian Governor General is of the second, and the lieutenant-governors represent only the thinnest kind of nominal power. Such executives are of course merely the outcome of the peculiar circumstances of the British empire, in which it is necessary to reproduce by proxy in the colonies and dependencies the nominal character of the power of the British sovereign.

Most independent states that are not under a hereditary monarch have at their head an elected executive chief. Between these two an intermediate form might be distinguished, a king elected for life out of a “reigning family.” This form is often found in history, as for example in England at the time of the Norman conquest. It belongs to an age when the king was in the full sense of the term the “war lord,” and when military prowess was so important in a ruler that the reign of a minor or a weakling was repugnant to the general sentiment of the nation. But among the elected executives of modern civilized states such a form no longer appears. The actual elected executives present a considerable diversity. They are almost all alike in that the supreme power, nominal or virtual, is vested in a single person, though even here the Swiss executive has been seen to be an exception. But apart from this many divergencies appear. In the first place the manner of election is various. The President of the United States is elected by an indirect election, which through the purely mechanical nature of the electoral college has become practically direct. In France the president is elected by the two houses of the legislature sitting together as a “national assembly.” The governors of the separate commonwealths of the United States are elected directly by the people. The system of election varies among the republics of Central America and Southern America. Some of them, as Mexico, the Argentine Republic, and Chili, choose their presidents by indirect election. In others, as for example, in Peru, in Brazil, and in Bolivia, the election is made directly by the people. Theoretically considered, the process of indirect election appears attractive. While not inconsistent with the principle of popular sovereignty, it appears to put the actual choice of the executive head into the hands of a specially competent body. Practical experience, however, is against the plan; it is found either to convert itself into what is merely a needlessly cumbrous form of direct election, or else to lend itself to the intrigue and sinister influence of an inside ring.

Another difficult problem presents itself in the matter of the duration of the executive term of office and in the question of reëligibility. In all democratic republican countries there is an instinctive repugnance to long continuance in office, and a fear that an office thus held may transform itself into what is practically a monarchical tenure. In accordance with this idea the presidents of the different American republics hold office for terms varying from four to six years. For the same reason the outgoing president is in most of these cases not eligible for the succeeding term. Mexico, in which the president is not only reëligible after his four years in office, but has in fact been continuously in office from 1884 until 1906, is here an exception. In the United States the law of the Constitution does not prohibit reëlection. But public opinion has confirmed the precedent first set by Washington, and forbids the election of the President for a third term. That such a rule was a salutary precaution at the inception of the republic was doubtless true. At the close of the eighteenth century, a republic covering any considerable territorial extent was regarded as an experimental departure in political institutions. It was consequently well worth while to make special sacrifices to avert the possibility of the subversion of republican institutions by the too great dominance of a single person. The example of Napoleon Bonaparte, who found means to convert his consulship for ten years into a consulship for life, and then into an imperial rule, illustrates the danger which Washington and his immediate successors were anxious to avoid. But it may well be doubted whether at the present time, and in a country in which republican institutions have been consolidated by a hundred years of political growth, such a customary regulation has not become an anachronism. It deprives the country of the services of its greatest political leader at the very time when his matured experience has especially fitted him for his post. Certainly in England such a compulsory retirement of men like Gladstone, Beaconsfield, and Salisbury at the very zenith of their political career would be considered a national loss. In France the president is elected for seven years and is reëligible; but it must be remembered that in this instance the president is not the governing executive but only the nominal head of the state. The French republic is a parliamentary republic, and the executive power is in reality held by the prime minister and his cabinet.

4. Presidential and Parliamentary Government. From what has been said it will be seen that the divisions of executive into hereditary and elective, nominal and actual, lie crosswise of each other. A hereditary sovereign may be nominal, as in the case of the British king, or he may be an actual ruler, as is the king of Prussia. Similarly an elected executive such as the President of the United States is actual, while the president of the French Republic is only nominal. The distinction between nominal and virtual executives leads to the consideration of the most fundamental of all questions in regard to the executive, namely, its connection with the legislature. This has already been referred to in discussing the separation of powers, but some further treatment is here necessary. The governments of modern states are divided between two rival systems of operation. Of these the one is commonly termed “parliamentary,” “responsible,” or “cabinet” government; the other, for which no satisfactory designation can be found, has been variously styled “non-responsible,” “presidential,” or “congressional” government. In a parliamentary government the tenure of office of the virtual executive is dependent on the will of the legislature; in a presidential government the tenure of office of the executive is independent of the will of the legislature. Parliamentary government is always found in connection with the presence of a nominal executive. But it is to be remembered that this nominal executive need not be a hereditary titular sovereign. In France the government is parliamentary, but the nominal head of the state is an elected officer. Similarly the presidential system is always found in connection with a real or virtual executive; but this real executive need not be an elected president, as the instance of Prussia clearly shows. It thus seems that the word presidential is somewhat a misnomer, since a presidential government may not have a president, and a country which has a president need not have a presidential government. Unfortunately, however, no more adequate terminology can be found; “non-responsible” carries with it an entirely false connotation, and “congressional” has already another signification in allusion to the Congress of the United States.

The principle of parliamentary government is best understood by studying the evolution and operation of the British cabinet. The king of England was never without a group of councilors and chief officers to aid him in the conduct of the government. These advisers, known in Norman times as the King’s Ordinary or Permanent Council, and from the time of Henry VI as the Privy Council, were men of the king’s own choice. They were the king’s “ministers” in the literal sense of the term. Nor were they, for centuries after the consolidation of consultative assemblies into a national Parliament (1295), controlled by the legislature, except by the heroic remedy of impeachment. They were rather the natural antagonists of the Parliament than its chosen representatives. This is particularly seen during the tyranny of the Stuarts, where Sir Thomas Wentworth’s desertion of the popular cause elevated him to the position of a minister of the crown. Moreover, the group of ministers who formed the king’s council constantly showed a tendency to unduly increase in numbers. This led to the concentration of power in the hands of an inner circle, to whom the name “cabinet” came to be applied. The overthrow of the Stuarts and the recognition of the principle of the supremacy of Parliament by the Bill of Rights (and later by the Act of Settlement) rendered the previous relation of ministers and Parliament no longer possible. As a means of conducting the executive government with the support of the members of Parliament, William III, acting on the advice of the Earl of Sunderland, deliberately chose his ministers from the ranks of the party dominant in the Commons. This, if ever one may speak with propriety of a political invention, was the invention of the cabinet system of government. Yet the system thus instituted remained for nearly a century in a rudimentary and imperfect state. The ministers did not at first feel called upon to resign on the loss of parliamentary support. They preferred to wait, as did William’s ministry in 1698, for the adverse majority to “blow over.” Nor did the ministry throughout the first half of the eighteenth century resign or enter office as a body. Lord Rockingham’s cabinet of 1765 may be looked upon as the first set of ministers coming into office as a body. Even till the end of the century the ministers, though they might belong to the same party, were not of necessity united in policy or harmonious in their political relations with one another. Pitt’s insistence on the resignation of his refractory chancellor Lord Thurlow (1792) marks the recognition of this stage of cabinet evolution; the refusal of the ministers of George IV to give him individual advice in reference to a matter of foreign policy indicates its final adoption.

Taking the cabinet as it now exists, it may be said to operate on the following plan: It consists of a group of from fifteen to twenty men, who, though not legally a corporate unit, have in practice a united policy and a united responsibility. Each of them is a member of the legislature, either of the Lords or of the Commons. They are nominated by the crown, acting on the advice of one of their number whom the king has first selected to be the prime minister. They belong to the political party or coalition of parties which commands the support of the House of Commons. Should they lose that support they resign collectively. In the United Kingdom the whole of this arrangement is customary, and not legal. But such need not be the case. In France, for example, it is part of the law of the constitution that “the ministers are collectively responsible to the chambers for the general policy of the government.” This is held to mean that they must resign if no longer supported by the Chamber of Deputies.

To this relation thus existing between the French or British executive and legislature, the presidential system as seen in the United States or Germany stands in complete contrast. In the United States, for instance, the President, who is the actual executive, is elected independently of the legislature, for a term of years prescribed by the Constitution. Except by the process of impeachment, the legislature cannot shorten his term in office. Nor can the legislature dictate to the President the political or administrative policy to be followed, nor control it in any direct legal way, excepting in so far as the Senate has a veto upon the making of appointments and treaties. Moreover, the members of the President’s “cabinet,” as the group of executive officers who are at the head of the different departments is commonly called, are appointed by the President himself. There is no obligation upon him to consult the wishes of the legislature in selecting them. Nor can the legislature, except in the last resort, by impeachment, force the dismissal of members of the cabinet. The President, on the other hand, can appoint and dismiss them at will. Similarly in Germany, the emperor has an actual executive power. His official acts, indeed, require the countersignature of his chancellor, but the latter is an officer of his own creation, holding office during the emperor’s pleasure. There is no power on the part of the legislature, by an adverse vote or otherwise, to force the resignation of the chancellor. The same relation is found in the government of the kingdom of Prussia.

The above illustrations show what different purposes parliamentary and presidential government may be made to serve. In Prussia presidential government permits of the existence of a national legislature, the lower house of which is democratic, without putting an end to the dominant power of the crown. In Great Britain parliamentary government has afforded a means of compromise whereby the monarch retains his nominal position as the controlling authority, while in reality the centre of power has been shifted to the elected representatives of the people. In France and the United States, on the other hand, the parliamentary and the presidential systems have been each deliberately adopted as the best means of putting into practice the doctrine of popular sovereignty.

It is impossible here to institute a detailed criticism of the merits of the two systems. In England the parliamentary system plays a specially useful part in enabling the government to be converted into a democracy without breaking with the historical position of the crown. The same purpose has been effected by imitation in Italy, Spain, and other countries. The king of Sardinia was accepted as ruler by the other states which were joined into a united Italy (1859-70) by virtue of the fact that the governing power would lie with the representatives of the nation at large. If the gradual abolition of monarchy is to be part of the political evolution of the future, it will prove to have been effected by means of the parliamentary system. In spite of all that has been said in its favor, the system is not without its drawbacks. It works evenly and well where two great political parties exist, which alternately hold the power of government and of which each is gradually forced to give place to the other. But where not one but many parties exist (as in France and Italy at the present day), loose in cohesion, and constantly forming and reforming into new coalitions, it introduces a dangerous element of instability into national government, and leads to the sacrifice of principle for the sake of power. On the other hand the presidential system has very decided disadvantages. The office of chief executive becomes of so great importance that the recurrent election of the president occasions periods of great excitement and upheaval, always unfavorable to industrial activity and in turbulent countries fraught with possibilities of revolution. Moreover, apart from the artificial junction effected by party ties, the system may place the executive and the legislature in dangerous antagonism.

5. Subordinate Officials and the Executive; the Civil Service. It has been said at the opening of the chapter that the term executive signifies sometimes the single head of the state, sometimes the head of the state together with his chief associates or subordinates, and at times the entire force of executive officers, high and low. The subdivisions of the executive government and the relations of its parts among themselves must consequently be separately considered. A distinction may here be at once made between executive bodies that are of the nature of a hierarchy, radiating from a common source, and those that may be spoken of as coördinate. In a purely hierarchical executive the whole staff of executive officers are appointed either directly or indirectly by the chief executive. Of this type is the government of the United Kingdom, in which appointments flow from the crown, and the federal government of the United States, whose officers are appointed either directly by the President or indirectly by a person or persons nominated by the President. The same is true in general of the executive officers of most independent states. On the other hand the commonwealths of the American Union have coördinate executives. Here the appointing power of the chief officer of the government (the state governor) is very limited; the majority of executive officers are elected to their positions by the people. This is true even of the chief officials associated with the governor, — the lieutenant-governor, the secretary of state, the treasurer, the attorney-general, superintendent of education, auditor, comptroller, etc. But a body of this sort is still properly to be regarded as a unit and not as a plural executive, since the whole staff of officials is under the supervision and to some extent under the control (sometimes by power of dismissal) of the executive head of the government. Moreover, the departmental heads each exercise a single and not a collective authority. The contrast between a coördinate executive and a hierarchical is extreme. The former works well enough in the subordinate governments of a federal system; in these, especially where there is an elaborate written constitution, executive duties are precise and there is but little latitude for general policy. But in a national government the case is different; here there is need for a central power of great authority, exercising a large amount of administrative discretion and able to rely on the vigorous coöperation of harmonious subordinates. The unity of purpose required to meet a sudden and serious national emergency could hardly be found in a cabinet of executive officers elected singly and separately by the people.

In all governments, even though there may exist one person of supreme executive power, it is necessary to divide up the practical conduct of the administration into a number of departments. The division adopted in four of the leading governments of the world is shown in illustrative form in the table at the end of the present chapter. It will be seen that certain great departments of business — the management of foreign affairs, of the army, of the navy, and of the finances — are common to all. The American Secretary of State corresponds roughly to what is elsewhere called the Secretary or Minister of Foreign Affairs. The names of most of the remaining cabinet officers indicate approximately the functions to be performed. In addition to the usual officers, each country finds it necessary to establish certain special departments to correspond to its peculiar needs. The office of the British Colonial Secretary and that of the Secretary for India are examples of this. In “parliamentary” governments, too, it is found useful to include in the cabinet group several officers who have either no departmental duties or duties of only a nominal character, and are thus free to aid in the general political control. In Great Britain this is effected by means of sinecure offices almost free from actual administrative duties, such as the positions of the First Lord of the Treasury (generally held by the Premier), the Lord Privy Seal, the Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster, etc. In Italy, Canada, and other places, the practice is adopted of admitting to the cabinet ministers “without portfolio.”

Below these heads of departments comes the general body of executive officers that form what is called the civil service. The relation of the members of the civil service to the heads of the government, their appointment, dismissal, and tenure of office, is one of the difficult problems of present politics. It will be well, therefore, briefly to indicate the existing status and regulation of the civil service in Great Britain and the United States. The case of Great Britain may best be discussed first.

The British civil service comprises a staff of about 80,000 officials. This includes the officers of the royal household, a large number of officials connected with the foreign, home, and colonial offices, the admiralty, the treasury, etc., officials serving under the local government board, the patent office, the emigration office, the diplomatic and consular corps, collectors of customs and excise, postmasters, etc. The fundamental principle in the conduct of the service thus constituted is permanence in office, and the dissociation of tenure of office from the changes of government caused by the cabinet system. The only officers of a political complexion are the heads of the departments, together with certain chief secretaries and assistants who are known collectively as the ministry, and who number in all about fifty persons. Thus, for example, the Home Secretary (principal secretary of state for home affairs) has as his subordinate a “parliamentary under-secretary,” who, like himself, is a member of the ministry, and resigns office on the defeat of the government. He has also a “permanent under-secretary,” who is not a political officer, and who is at the head of the standing staff of clerks, superintendents, inspectors, and other officials of the department. A similar plan, though the official titles vary, is in use in the Foreign Office, Colonial Office, India Office, War Office, the Admiralty, the Treasury, the Board of Trade, the Local Government Board, and the Post Office. The permanent tenure of office contributes greatly to the efficiency and integrity of the British civil service. Its origin is to be traced to the fact that in earlier times public office in England was a species of real property held by the incumbent for life or in fee. There still exist in the British civil service a few offices which are held, like the judicial positions, for life or good conduct. In the case of the great majority of official positions in the civil service the crown retains the right of dismissal. This right is exercised, however, only in cases of incompetence or dereliction of duty, and never for political reasons or to make room for a necessitous office-seeker. For entry into the service use is made, in most of the British departments, of the principle of open competition.

In the United States the method of appointment and dismissal in the executive branch of the federal government has proved a matter of serious national concern. A very few of its officers hold their posts, as do the federal judiciary, on a life tenure. Some offices, as, for example, the cabinet positions, are held during the pleasure of the President. But in the case of the great majority of positions, the appointment is made for a stated term of years, usually four. In the actual operation of the government, the difficulty centres around the questions of dismissal from office and reappointment at the expiration of the statutory term. It is clearly to be desired that competent officials should be left undisturbed in their positions, whatever be their political opinions. Particularly is this the case with such positions as those in the customs service, the postal service, etc., where the duties to be performed are of a more or less routine nature, and cannot be said to depend for their proper performance on harmony of political opinion between the head of the department and his subordinates. On the other hand, there is always the fear that the too great certainty of continuance in office may lead to official stagnation and a perfunctory discharge of duty. The federal Constitution is not explicit on the subject of dismissal from office. The extent of the right of dismissal is reached by inference from the constitutional provisions in regard to appointment, and from the obvious exigencies of the case. The power of appointment in the case of ambassadors, other public ministers and consuls, and judges of the Supreme Court, lies with the President, subject to ratification by the Senate; but “the Congress may by law vest the appointment of such inferior officers as they think proper in the President alone, or in the courts of law, or in the heads of departments.” Following the decision of the courts, the power of dismissal is incident to the power of appointment. Congress, it is true, during its conflict with President Johnson, undertook to limit the executive power of removal by passing the Tenure of Office acts (1867 and 1869), which called for the Senate’s ratification of removal. The repeal of these acts (1887) put the matter on the same constitutional footing as before.

During the first thirty years of the history of the Union the power of dismissal was not used as a means of finding positions for party adherents. Nearly all the federal officials held office during the pleasure of the executive, and dismissal, except for cause, was not contemplated. Madison spoke of it as unconstitutional. The act of 1820, prescribing a four years’ term of office (still subject to removal at will) for collectors of customs and many other federal officers, offered a starting-point for a new system. With the advent of President Jackson (1829) was inaugurated the “spoils system.” Wholesale removals from office were made, and the places thus made vacant became the prizes of the President’s political followers. This disastrous precedent thus established was followed by later administrations, until the “clean sweep” of offices became a recurrent feature of American politics. Not the worst feature of the system has been the frequent incompetence of the persons appointed for political reasons to the vacant offices.

The obvious injustice of the “spoils system” and the inefficiency thereby occasioned in the public service led to a movement in favor of civil service reform, which culminated in the Civil Service Act of 1883. The purpose of this act is to separate as far as possible the civil service from politics, and to introduce the system of appointments by merit based on competitive examinations. The act establishes a body of three commissioners whose duty it is, at the request of the President, to aid him in drawing up rules directed towards the following objects that open competitive examinations shall be held in all branches of the civil service when classified for the purpose, and that appointments to office shall be made from those applicants graded highest; that appointments at Washington shall be apportioned among the states according to population; that no person in the public service shall be under obligation to contribute to any political fund, nor shall any person in the public service use his authority to coerce the political action of any other person. The act does not call for the classification of persons appointed by the President and ratified by the Senate, nor of those employed merely as laborers. There are also a large number of positions which are, for various reasons, excepted from the rules; the fourth-class postmasters, who number nearly 65,000, being of this class. Of the 310,000 posts in the executive civil service, over one half are now subject to competitive examination. It is evident that where new appointments can be made only on a basis of certified fitness, the tendency to deliberately create vacancies will diminish, and competent officials will invariably be retained in office. Not the least merit of the Civil Service Act is that it helps to educate opinion. It is only by the growth of a vigorous public feeling in condemnation of the spoils system that the evil can be eradicated.
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COMPARATIVE VIEW OF EXECUTIVE DEPARTMENTS.



	
The United States.


	
The United Kingdom.


	
France (1902).


	
Italy.





	
1. Secretary of State.
2. Secretary of the Treasury.
3. Secretary of War.
4. Attorney-General.
5. Postmaster-General.
6. Secretary of the Navy.
7. Secretary of the Interior.
8. Secretary of Agriculture.
9. Secretary of Commerce and Labor.


	
1. Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs.
2. Chancellor of the Exchequer.
3. Secretary of State for War.
4. Lord High Chancellor.
5. Postmaster-General.
6. First Lord of the Admiralty.
7. Secretary of State for Home Affairs.
8. President of the Board of Agriculture and Fisheries.
9. Secretary of State for the Colonies.
10. Secretary of State for India.
11. President of the Local Government Board.
12. President of the Board of Trade.
 
        SINECURE OFFICES.
Lord President of the Council.
Lord Privy Seal.
First Lord of the Treasury.


	
1. Minister of Foreign Affairs.
2. Minister of Finance.
3. Minister of War.
4. Minister of Justice.
5. Minister of Commerce.
6. Minister of Marine.
7. Minister of the Interior.
8. Minister of Agriculture.
9. Minister of Colonies.
10. Minister of Public Instruction.
11. Minister of Public Works.


	
1. Minister of Foreign Affairs.
2. {Minister of the Treasury.
    {Minister of Finance.
3. Minister of War.
4. Minister of Justice and Ecclesiastical Affairs.
5. Minister of Posts and Telegraphs.
6. Minister of Marine.
7. Minister of Interior.
8. Minister of Commerce, Industry, and Agriculture.
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CHAPTER IV. THE JUDICIARY AND THE ELECTORATE
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1. THE JUDICIAL Office and its Tenure. — 2. The Relation of the Courts to the Executive and to the Legislature. — 3. Administrative Law and Administrative Courts. — 4. The Electorate: Evolution of So-called Universal Suffrage; the Present Suffrage in Leading Countries. — 5. Criticism of Existing Systems; the Case of Women, of Negroes, etc. — 6. Representation of Minorities.

1. The Judicial Office and its Tenure. The judicial branch of the government, though less numerous than the executive (in its wider sense), occupies a position no less important in the organization of the state. The prime function of the judiciary, performed in all states, is to decide upon the application of the existing law in individual cases. The essential requisite in a judge is consequently an exact knowledge of the law. The work of the judiciary is thus a highly technical function, demanding for its proper accomplishment the trained intellect of a specialist. Whether the law is right or wrong, just or unjust, is a secondary matter: the duty of the judge is to adjudicate upon the law as it is, and not upon the law as it ought to be. It is far better that a bad law should work injustice in an individual instance than that a judge by deliberately refusing to recognize it should impair the principle of law itself.

In actual fact, however, judicial decisions are far more than merely declaratory in their nature; they contain a constructive element and serve to expand the existing law into a more and more detailed interpretation. For no statute can be so minute in its provisions as to contemplate all possible cases, and to admit always of only one construction. Where the letter of the law is silent, the judge is called upon to attach to it the meaning which may be considered “reasonable,” that is to say, which is consistent with the general principles of morality and public policy. In countries such as England and the United States this principle is carried very far; for here the decisions once given are viewed as precedents for future ones. Such precedents are not, of course, absolutely binding, but the presumption, where identity of circumstances can be established, is vastly in their favor. The process of adjudication thus amounts to a supplemental form of legislation, and a large part of existing law is said to be “made” by the judges.

The nature of judicial functions, viewed in this light, clearly demands that the judiciary must be as impartial as is humanly possible. Not only must their own pecuniary interests be unaffected by the legal decisions given by them, but they must be removed entirely from the play of political interests. It is for this reason that in a well-ordered government the judiciary should be adequately paid by a compensation not affected by the number and nature of their decisions, and should enjoy permanent tenure of office and be independent of the good will or ill will of the other branches of the government. This object is adequately effected in the national government of the United States; the Constitution (art. iii, § 1) prescribes that “the judges, both of the supreme and the inferior courts, shall hold their offices during good behavior, and shall, at stated times, receive for their services a compensation which shall not be diminished during their continuance in office.” The same is true in the case of Great Britain. The English judges until the close of the seventeenth century held their office at the pleasure of the crown, a position obviously inconsistent with impartiality. The Act of Settlement (1701) declares that “judges’ commissions shall be quamdiu se bene gesserint, and their salaries ascertained and established.” Removal can only be made “upon the address of both houses of Parliament.” The position of the judiciary thus established has never been altered. The system has also been adopted in the British colonies. The permanent and independent tenure of the judges thus secured in the United States and in the British Empire, and found also in France, Prussia, and other leading countries is unfortunately not universal. The commonwealths of the United States are a notable exception. In many of these a false conception of the principle of popular sovereignty, and the vicious influence of the doctrine of “rotation in office” has led to the election of the judges by the people for a stated term of years. In some states, it is true, the judges are nominated by the governor or elected by the legislature; in some also they hold office during good behavior. But the majority of judicial positions in the state governments are held by election for a stated term, often as short as two years. Such an institution cannot be too strongly condemned. It exposes the judges to the influence of political and personal motives in their conduct on the bench, impairs the impartiality of their decisions, and inevitably lowers the character of the judicial body.

2. The Relation of the Courts to the Executive and to the Legislature. Certainty of tenure and of compensation guarantee the judiciary against being unduly controlled by the other branches of the government. The question next arises, whether and to what extent the officers of the legislative and executive departments are to be protected from the power of the judiciary. That their original appointment or election is not made by the judiciary goes without saying. But it must be further decided whether, while they are in office, the legality of their official acts is to be subject to the decision of the courts. Shall the judges have power to decide whether the legislature or the executive, or any part of the executive, has acted in excess of its lawful power? To an American unacquainted with foreign governments, the answer seems self-evident, for the principle of limited constitutional powers and responsibility before the courts lies at the basis of the American system. But on this most important point of public law, the usage of modern states is divided between two sharply contrasted systems. In the United States, the Latin-American Republics, Great Britain and her colonies, the officers of the government are responsible before the law courts. The complete legal immunity of the British sovereign, and the immunity (except by impeachment) of the President of the United States, are exceptions of a special nature which need not be considered in this connection. On the other hand, it is the prevalent usage in the continental countries of Europe that the ordinary courts of law have no power to question the legality or decide as to the constitutionality of the official actions of the legislative and executive officers. A closer consideration of the consequences of these antagonistic principles will show how greatly the relations of the government to the individual citizens are affected thereby.

The case of the British Empire is less complicated and may be treated first. In the United Kingdom every servant of the state (except the king) is responsible for his actions to the ordinary courts of law. “Every official,” says Mr. Dicey, “from the Prime Minister down to a constable or a collector of taxes, is under the same responsibility for every act done without legal justification as any other citizen. The Reports abound with cases in which officials have been brought before the courts, and made, in their personal capacity, liable to punishment or to the payment of damages for acts done in their official character but in excess of their lawful authority.” Not only the members of the executive civil service, but the officers and men of the army are individually liable before the ordinary tribunals for any unlawful acts, even if performed at the command of a superior officer. “The position of a soldier,” says the same authority, “may be, both in theory and practice, a difficult one. He may, as it has been well said, be liable to be shot by a court-martial if he disobeys an order, and to be hanged by a judge and jury if he obeys it.” In spite of the apparent anomaly involved in the last instance, the protection afforded to individual liberty by this responsibility of executive officers cannot be overestimated. In the case of the British legislature there cannot, of course, be any such thing as a statute made in excess of power. For since the Parliament (used here in its legal sense of King, Lords, and Commons) is supreme, every statute that it makes is legally a good statute and cannot be questioned by the courts. But the legislative enactments of any minor body (such as a county council) are always subject to be passed upon by the courts, and perhaps set aside on grounds of illegality.

It is in such countries as the United States that the principle of judicial decision on the validity of the actions of the government has the greatest consequences. Here, as in England, the officers of the executive are responsible to the courts for their official actions. But this is by no means all. For since the national and state legislatures are given by the Constitution only a certain definite and limited power, it becomes the duty of the courts to decide whether or not the legislature in the making of any statute has confined itself to the powers it legally possesses. Where such is not the case the court (though it cannot abolish or amend the statute itself) can refuse to apply it in the individual case before it, which is in practice equivalent to declaring the statute invalid. Americans are apt to regard this power of the courts as a necessary consequence of a written constitution. For how else, it might be asked, can the legislature and the executive be duly confined to the power granted them? Logical as this seems, it remains true, as will presently be shown in the cases of France and Germany, that the existence of a written constitution is not always accompanied by this revisional power of the ordinary courts of law. That such an institution should have grown up in the United States is one of the most felicitous features of American political evolution. The germ of its development is found under the colonial governments, from which in the last resort appeal might be taken against any action of the legislature or executive of the colony to the king in council. The written charters that had been so familiar in colonial history and still existed at the Revolution in Massachusetts, Rhode Island, and Connecticut prepared the way for written constitutions limiting the powers of the organs of government. The severing of the connection of the colonies and the crown rendered it necessary to substitute something for the appellate jurisdiction of the king in council. Even before the making of the federal Constitution (1787) the judiciary of the new state governments had begun to occupy this field. Several decisions of state tribunals are recorded in which acts of the legislatures are declared unconstitutional. In the report of a Virginia case in 1782 in which this point was raised, it is stated that “Chancellor Blair with the rest of the judges was of the opinion that the court had power to declare any resolution of the legislature or of either branch of it unconstitutional and void.” The federal Constitution of 1787 did not in terms lay down this function of the courts; but the proper sanction for it is found in art. iii, § 2, and in art. vi, of the Constitution. “The Judicial Power,” it is laid down, “shall extend to all cases . . . arising under this Constitution.” Moreover “this Constitution and the Laws of the United States which shall be made in pursuance thereof . . . shall be the supreme Law of the Land: and the Judges in every State shall be bound thereby.” The case of Marbury v. Madison (1803), in which an act of Congress was declared unconstitutional, definitely established the precedent for the later working of the national government. The constitutional relation thus established between the judiciary and the other branches is not, however, unique in the United States. In the Dominion of Canada, for example, the judiciary exercise an analogous power in their interpretation of the British North America act, and the judges under the federal system of the Australian commonwealth are entrusted with a similar function.

Widely contrasted with the relation in which the American courts of law are thus seen to stand as regards the Congress and the officers of the executive, is the position occupied by the courts in the chief continental countries of Europe. The latter, as we have seen, are (with the exception of Hungary) countries with written constitutions. Yet the courts of law are not found to exercise the function of declaring the acts of the legislature unconstitutional. In such countries as France and Italy this is not so surprising, for these are not federal governments, and the constitution in these cases is concerned only with the organization of the government, and with the protection of individual liberty, and not with the division of legislative power between central and local authorities. As a consequence of this the French courts do not question the validity of a statute. Conceivably a French statute might be grossly unconstitutional; a law, for instance, which professed to abolish the republican form of government would be in direct violation of the constitution. But in practice such do not occur. In the case of the German empire, which is federal, and which has a written constitution, one would expect to find the courts constantly called upon, as in the United States, to adjudicate upon the constitutionality of state and federal laws. In point of fact no such decisions are given. Isolated cases have occurred in which the courts (the federal as well as state) have declared certain statutes of the minor German legislatures to be in violation of the state constitution. But the legality of imperial statutes once made passes unquestioned. The bulk of authority, supported by the declaration of the Reichsgericht (or imperial court) itself, is in favor of admitting that such a revisional power exists. Other authorities take an entirely opposite view. Since no law of the imperial legislature goes into force until officially promulgated by the emperor, these writers regard the promulgation as itself supplying the necessary test of constitutionality. Be this as it may, the fact of the matter remains that imperial statutes are always accepted by the courts as valid. More noteworthy still is the fact that in the federal republic of Switzerland the same practice prevails; indeed it is a provision of the Swiss constitution that every statute passed by the federal assembly must be accepted as valid.

3. Administrative Law and Administrative Courts. But the absence of this revising power of the courts is not the only point in which Continental practice is at variance with that of America. The whole status of executive officers before the law is different. The principle by which every official in England and America is responsible to the courts for his official actions does not apply. On the Continent this form of liability is replaced by the regulations and procedure known as administrative law. Under this system public servants acting in their official capacity are not subject to the jurisdiction of the ordinary tribunals, but can only be called to account before the administrative courts. These are specially constituted bodies composed for the most part of members of the executive. In France, for example, there is a graded service of administrative courts which exist parallel with the ordinary tribunals. In each department the prefect and his prefectoral council (appointed by the president) act as an administrative court. Special jurisdiction is exercised by the court of accounts, councils of revision (as to military recruiting), colonial courts of conflict, and certain councils for public instruction. Final jurisdiction is exercised by the council of state, a body nominated by the president. A special body (the tribunal of conflicts), made up of equal representation from the two kinds of courts, together with the ministers of justice and two added members, decides on cases of disputed competence. The jurisdiction of administrative courts over official actions is not indeed quite without exception. “The ordinary courts have as a result of statutory provision the entire control of the matter of expropriation or the exercise of the right of eminent domain. Again, arrests made by the administration are under the control of the ordinary courts as a result of the Penal Code. It is true also that where the government or a department of the government becomes a party to an ordinary commercial contract the jurisdiction is in part given to the ordinary courts.” But in the main the statement holds good that in France, and in constitutional countries generally, conflicts between individuals and the administration are settled by the administration itself.

The administrative system of courts originated in France with the extension of the absolute centralized monarchy, which tended to supplant by royal officials the older local tribunals. The Constituent Assembly of 1789 expressly adopted the principle of executive courts for passing upon the acts of the executive. In doing this they hoped to free the executive from being unduly dependent on the judicial branch of the government, and found the warrant for their action in the familiar dogma of the separation of powers. “The constitution will be equally violated, if the judiciary may intermeddle with administrative matters and trouble administrative officers in the discharge of their duties. . . . Every act of the courts of justice which purports to oppose or arrest the action of the administration, being unconstitutional, shall be void and of no effect.” The principle thus established has been adopted by the successive governments that have ruled over France. Though nominally abolished at the inception of the third republic, the technical interpretation of the decree of repeal has been such as to render it ineffectual in practice. Theoretically dependent on the principle of distributed powers, it has really commended itself as a means of strengthening the hands of the executive government. Some writers have indeed sought to show that the administrative courts themselves afford a valid protection of individual liberty. But the bulk of the evidence seems to prove that the rights of the individual are of necessity sacrificed under a system in which the executive may be at one and the same time the aggressor and the judge of the aggression.

4. The Electorate: Evolution of So-called Universal Suffrage in Leading Countries. In speaking of the executive, legislative, and judicial branches of government, reference has frequently been made to the election of the officials of these departments by the people. Let us therefore conclude the discussion of the organs of government by a brief treatment of the electorate. The body thus designated is not identical with the whole body of citizens. A citizen means any individual member of a state, male or female, who owes it allegiance and who may claim its protection, but the electorate only includes those who under the suffrage laws of that particular state, enjoy the right to vote. The electorate, or voters, are sometimes spoken of as the “political people,” to distinguish them from those who have no direct legal share in the conduct of public affairs. The French constitution of 1791, anxious to harmonize the principle of popular sovereignty with a very restricted suffrage, spoke of their two classes as “active and passive citizens.”

The right of the general body of the people to vote for representatives to govern them is the corner stone of the free institutions of Great Britain and America. The origin of this representative government lies hidden at the very beginnings of Anglo-Saxon institutions. In Saxon England we find every township sending up an elected reeve and four men to represent it in the court, or general meeting, of the shire. It is presumed that in such early elections all free men had a part. But at the very beginnings of parliamentary government in England the right to vote tended to restrict itself to owners of land. This was only natural in a country like England in the fifteenth century, where wealth, social standing, and ownership of land were almost identical terms. A statute of Henry VI (1430) limited the right to vote in county elections to residents possessing a freehold worth forty shillings a year. The value of money having changed since the fifteenth century in a ratio of at least one to fifteen, this means a quite high property qualification. Although the clause requiring residence fell into disuse, this statute governed the franchise in the English counties for four hundred years. In the boroughs, too, the suffrage, though varying greatly from town to town, rested for the most part either on the possession of real estate or the payment of taxes. Thus it came about that in the course of time the right to vote became permanently associated with the holding of property. This political fact was accompanied, as is usually the case, by an explanatory political theory. The property-owner was viewed as having a stake in the community, and his vote was regarded as the consequence, not of his personal citizenship, but of his property. In the American states in the early years of their independence this theory was prevalent. The suffrage, and with it the right to be elected, rested on quite restrictive property qualifications. Even in Revolutionary France the first constitution (1791) included among its “active citizens” only those who paid annually a “direct tax equal at least to the value of three days’ labor.”

But the democratic ideas which worked themselves out in the philosophy of the eighteenth century and in the French and American revolutions gradually led to the dominance of a quite different view. This was the principle of (so-called) “universal suffrage,” or the right of all adult capable citizens to vote, by virtue of their being such, and irrespective of the holding of property. This doctrine was proclaimed by the Jacobins, or extreme republicans among the French revolutionists, though even among these only a minority considered that women should share in this “universal right.” The influence of the same theory was seen in America in the early part of the nineteenth century, when the states abandoned the principle of a property qualification, and moved nearer and nearer to manhood suffrage. In England too, where abstract political theories have but little weight, the practical injustice of the restricted franchise led to the long agitation culminating in the Parliamentary Reform of 1832. The various governments which have modeled themselves on those of Britain and the United States have adopted also the principle of universal suffrage.

In the democratic countries of to-day, the people entitled to vote represent a fraction of the population ranging from one fifth downwards. The general principle is that of the admission to the polls of all the adult male citizens of mental and moral capacity. The principle is extremely simple, and in some states is applied to the whole community by a single and comprehensive law. Thus, for example, in France, the law of July 7, 1874, grants the suffrage to all male citizens of France at least twenty-one years of age. Similarly the right to vote for members of the German Reichstag, the popular house of the imperial legislature, is granted by the constitution to all resident male citizens of the German Empire who have reached the age of twenty-five. In the United States, the suffrage, though extremely democratic both in principle and practice, is extremely complex in its legal details. The Constitution leaves the matter in the hands of the state governments; in voting for members of the federal House of Representatives, the voters (Constitution, art. i, § 2) “in each State shall have the Qualifications requisite for Electors of the most numerous Branch of the State Legislature.” To this is to be added the provision of the Fifteenth Amendment: “The right of citizens of the United States to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the United States or by any State on account of race, color, or previous condition of servitude.” The suffrage laws of the separate states, though all agree in excluding persons under twenty-one years of age, vary very much in reference to qualifications and exclusions. Four of the states (Colorado, Idaho, Utah, and Wyoming) grant the full suffrage to women. Most of them admit as voters only citizens of the United States; others grant the suffrage to aliens, otherwise qualified, who have declared their intention to become citizens. The term of necessary residence in the state previous to voting varies from three months (Maine) to two years (Alabama and others); so also does the requisite term of residence (if any) in county, town, or precinct. The general list of exclusions comprises insane persons, idiots, and felons. Most states exclude paupers, and some specifically exclude the Chinese (California, Nevada, Oregon). In several of the Southern states peculiar suffrage laws are found which are intended to circumvent the Fifteenth Amendment in order indirectly to prevent the negroes from voting. Thus in Louisiana the voting list comprises all citizens of the United States who are able to read, and write, or who own three hundred dollars’ worth of property assessed in their names, or whose fathers or grandfathers were entitled to vote on January 1, 1867.

In the case of the United Kingdom the parliamentary franchise is of the most complicated character. The reason for this is that Parliament has never seen fit to revise the existing franchise at a single stroke and to repeal all previous statutes and substitute for them a single and uniform suffrage law. Instead of this each measure of parliamentary reform has only partially repealed existing legislation. Three great statutes have been passed in the nineteenth century in extension of the right to vote. The Reform Act of 1832 widened the old county franchise by including tenants as well as owners of land, and gave the borough franchise to rate-paying householders occupying premises worth at least ten pounds a year. The Reform Act of 1867 further extended the franchise. Finally the Representation of the People Act of 1884 establishes both in towns and county a very democratic suffrage: a person entitled to vote must be of the male sex, at least twenty-one years of age; must be either the owner or the lessee of land or premises of a certain yearly value, the sum varying according to the nature of the tenure; or else must occupy or be a lodger in fixed premises of a certain yearly value, or on which the local rates have been paid. In addition to this persons may be qualified by virtue of the remnants of earlier unrepealed laws; they may for example be voters by virtue of being born and resident freemen of certain towns, or liverymen of one of the city companies of the city of London, or as graduates on the electoral roll of Oxford, Cambridge, Dublin, or London, etc. The list of excluded persons comprises aliens not naturalized, idiots, convicted felons, and members of the peerage. It is impossible in short compass to give the exact details of the parliamentary franchise in the United Kingdom. For fuller information reference may be made to the first volume of Sir William Anson’s “Law and Custom of the Constitution.” The complex historical aspect of the present English suffrage and its practically democratic operation is highly characteristic of English political institutions. Little heed is taken of the logical requirements of abstract political theory provided that the practical operation is not, to an appreciable degree, repugnant to the demands of common-sense justice.

5. Criticism of Existing Systems; the Case of Women, of Negroes, etc. From what has been said of existing suffrages we may now turn to consider the validity of the theory of so-called universal suffrage. In the first place it is to be noted that the suffrage in question is by no means universal. It nowhere includes more than a minority of the population. It omits everywhere children and minors, and persons of unsound mind and of proven criminality. It leaves out almost everywhere the female half of the population. That the right to vote cannot be absolutely and literally universal requires no proof: no amount of political dogma could make it appear reasonable that a ballot should be deposited by a two-year-old child or by an incapable idiot. That the principle of exclusion must be adopted is an actual if not a logical necessity. It is extremely important to duly appreciate this fact. Universal suffrage everywhere omits a large number of citizens, and the reason is in every case that the excluded classes are composed mainly of persons who, in the opinion of those who vote, are not fitted to exercise the right of voting. It is to be observed that the excluded class is not in reality composed entirely of persons unfit to vote. No one would claim that no young men of twenty are ever fit to vote, and that all men over twenty-one are always fit to vote. The exclusion merely means that on the average persons under twenty-one have not the required capacity, and that those over twenty-one have it. It appears, then, there is no such thing in theory or in practice as an absolute and universal right to vote. Nor is the exclusion of any class of citizens, in and of itself, a violation of any abstract law of political justice. Every such exclusion must rest for its justification on the question whether the excluded persons are — taken on the average — not capable of the political judgment required in voting.

The general view thus obtained may be applied to two of the prominent questions of the time in regard to the suffrage, the right of women and of negroes to exercise a vote. The political rights of women have been much agitated during the last fifty years, but as yet no very great advance has been made in the direction of female suffrage. In the United States, as has been said above, four of the states grant to women on equal terms with men the full suffrage both for local and state elections. In addition to this women vote in school elections in nineteen states; they vote in Kansas in municipal elections; in Iowa and Montana when a vote of the citizens is taken on a proposed issue of municipal bonds, and in New York state by a law of 1901 women owning assessed village property have a similar voice in a local referendum. As against this it is to be recorded that the proposal to admit women to the full suffrage has recently been defeated in New Hampshire (1903) and in several Western states (South Dakota, Washington, Oregon). Nor is the extension of the right to vote for members of the national legislature granted to women anywhere in Europe, except in the case of widows who own property in the kingdom of Italy. In England women cannot vote at parliamentary elections, but, if qualified, may vote in any local elections. Women are granted the full suffrage in New Zealand and in the states of Australia. The suffrage in the latter case carries with it, as in the United States, the right to vote for members of the federal house of representatives.

Historically considered the exclusion of women is only a part of the general economic and legal position of dependence in which women have been placed. Indeed the word “exclusion” is hardly applicable. What has happened has been negative rather than positive. Until quite recent times only a very small part of the men of the community had the right to vote. It is more accurate to say that the women have never been admitted than that they have been expressly excluded. The arguments of John Stuart Mill and others in favor of female suffrage have turned partly on abstract justice — the claim of every person, as a person, to vote — and partly on the idea that women are in the main as well qualified as men, or at any rate sufficiently qualified. The first contention seems quite invalid: the principle of exclusion is, as has been shown, a necessary one. The second contention remains still a debatable point. As against these arguments it has been urged that women, being mentally inferior to men in those particular aptitudes required for the proper exercise of political rights, had better be excluded. It is also claimed that women are for the most part dependent for their political convictions on the opinions of a husband, father, or other male relation; they are thus already represented in an indirect fashion, and to give them a vote would unfairly duplicate the voting power of their male relations. On these grounds a distinction is sometimes made between the claims of married and unmarried women.

The other vexed question relating to the suffrage is that of permitting the negro race to vote. Every one knows that the Southern states — the white people of the Southern states — would never have conferred even a nominal voting power on the black race except by compulsion. This compulsion has been found in the amendment to the Constitution already mentioned. Its adoption was due partly to the desire to make use of the negro vote for political purposes, and partly to the force of public opinion generated by the idea that abstract principles of justice gave the negro a right to the suffrage. There has resulted the rather absurd situation whereby many persons in the United States have been ardent champions of the supposedly inherent political rights of the blacks while willing to apply an entirely different criterion to the case of women, both the white and the black. Women are excluded as unfit to vote, and blacks are included on the ground that nobody can be unfit to vote. The exact extent of political capacity of these two classes is a matter that would admit of some discussion; but it seems hardly reasonable to think that an illiterate and in many ways debased negro population can have a political claim superior to that of educated and intelligent American women. Unhappily a false and hopelessly abstract view of political rights and the rigidity of the federal Constitution prevents a rectification of the political error made in admitting the negroes to the suffrage. In practice the Southern states have found various means to render the negro vote largely illusory. But legally the anomaly persists.

6. Representation of Minorities. A question of especial interest in reference to voting is the representation of minorities. If the members of a national legislature were all elected out of the whole community on one “general ticket,” — each voter voting as many times as there were places to be filled, — it is clear that there would be a minority group of voters who elected none of their candidates. So glaring an illustration of the “unrepresented minority” does not in practice occur. The need of representing at least a part of the people in each district naturally leads to the division of the whole country into districts from each of which a candidate, or a group of candidates, is elected. But even with such a division into districts, a number of the people in each throw away their votes on a candidate not elected and thus remain in a sense unrepresented. This evil may be aggravated if those in power so divide up the election districts as to make the most of the votes of the adherents of their own party and to make the least of the votes of their opponents. This is the process known as gerrymandering, and unfortunately only too familiar in modern politics. At times it is effected by so allotting the electoral districts that the adverse voters will be too few everywhere to carry any district. If this is impossible the districts are so contrived as to “bunch together” the hostile voters, and thus it results that when they do carry a district, they carry it by a needlessly large majority, and so practically lose a lot of voters.

Much attention has been given to the problem of how to represent the minority, and various schemes have been proposed for this purpose, and to some extent adopted. Of these a few may be mentioned. The most noteworthy of all, historically, is the scheme of Mr. Thomas Hare, which attracted considerable attention in England in the middle of the nineteenth century. This was the plan of “self-made constituencies.” Instead of dividing the country into districts, it was proposed that any candidate should be elected for whom sufficient votes were cast anywhere in the country. The number required was to be found by dividing the number of voters by the number of seats in Parliament to be filled. By this means any particular minority group, instead of being scattered in district constituencies, and everywhere swamped, could combine themselves into a united vote. The scheme, however, demands too elaborate a political activity on the part of each voter to be at all practical.

Another method of minority representation is the plan of “limited voting.” This is used whenever several candidates are to be elected to form a board or council; it would not apply to districts where only one candidate is to be elected. Each voter is allowed to vote, not for as many candidates as there are places to fill, but only a limited number of times. For example, in the elections to a city council, there may be twelve places to fill, but each voter has only seven votes. The result is to elect seven members of one political party, and five of the other. No one party could elect all unless strong enough to divide its adherents into two distinct voting groups, and still defeat the other party. Such a system meets the case of representing a second party, but may, of course, leave a further majority unrepresented. Similar to this is the cumulative vote. In this plan, where a number of persons are to be elected, each voter may vote once for each of several candidates, or give all his votes to one. Thus, if twelve candidates had to be chosen, a very feeble minority could get a representative if each person gave all his votes to the same candidate.

In practically all elections it happens that the elected candidate gets more than enough votes to elect him. Only in rare instances will he happen to get just the necessary odd vote and no more. The surplus votes, therefore, again constitute an unrepresented minority. To meet this difficulty there has been contrived the device of “proportional representation.” Here the voter is called upon to indicate not only his choice of a candidate, but the names he would choose as a second or third choice, and so on. The surplus votes of each elected candidate are then handed on to the voter’s second choice, or, if not needed there, to the third, etc. The difficulty lies in deciding which are to be considered the tickets that elected the first candidate, and, consequently, to which one the votes are to be given away. In practice this can be done only by lot. This system has been put in practice in Tasmania, in the city constituencies. Adverse critics have pronounced it an “arithmetical jungle.” A quite distinct form of minority representation, directed towards a particular political end, is found in the elections of the kingdom of Prussia. It is used in the elections for the Prussian parliament, though not, of course, in those for the imperial Reichstag. The voters are divided into three classes, not numerically, but according to the taxes that they pay. If the total taxation of the district amounts to a certain sum, then the first class is made up of the richest property-owners in sufficient number to represent one third of the taxes. The second class represents the next third of the taxes, and the third class the rest. Each class chooses an equal number of “electors” for an electoral college, and this latter makes the actual selection of the members of Parliament. It can be seen at once that the two upper classes, voting together, though representing only a minority of the people, can absolutely outvote the third. Much the same plan is adopted in Prussian local elections. To American ideas this system is grossly unjust. The Socialist party in Prussia has largely abstained from voting in Prussian elections rather than accept a vote on such conditions. It can only be defended on the principle that property, not the citizens personally, is the thing to be represented in a legislative body.
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CHAPTER V. FEDERAL GOVERNMENT
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1. IMPORTANCE OF the Federal Principle; its Historical Development. — 2. The Different Kinds of Federations. — 3. Sovereignty in a Federal State. — 4. Utility of the Federal Principle in effecting a Compromise. — 5. Distribution of Power in Federal States. — 6. Conclusions.

1. Importance of the Federal Principle; its Historical Development. The subject of federal government is so important that it may well merit a separate chapter. The origin and growth of federation and the purpose it has served in the evolution of the past are among the most interesting topics of historical study. Of the political problems of our own time none are of more vital bearing than the relation of the local and central powers in a federal system. In the development of modern states the principle of federation has played a prominent part. It has supplied the requisite cohesive power to bind together the commonwealths that compose the United States, and the unequal monarchies and free cities that are joined into the German Empire. Mexico, Brazil, and Switzerland are federal republics. The British Empire is, as a whole, a unitary state, but its two most important dependencies, the Dominion of Canada and the Commonwealth of Australia, are, when considered separately, federal systems closely resembling that of the United States. As far as our present political vision reaches, it seems as if any attempt to create a universal state must proceed along the lines of federation. It may perhaps be reasonably thought that the experience now being gained in the construction of composite governments on a federal plan is supplying to civilized mankind the requisite training for the making of the world state of future ages.

It is impossible to overestimate the important part that has been played by federation in the history of political growth. Speaking broadly, one of the chief features in the evolution of civilized government has been the extension of the area covered by a single political unit or state. This extension has not of course proceeded always in a continuous chronological course. Modern Switzerland is but a diminutive state when compared with the Roman Empire. Yet it is true in the main that one of the most notable and most essential factors of political progress has been the increasing size of the territory brought into a single state. To accomplish this, two great historical forces have been at work. Of these one is the principle of conquest, absorption, and expansion. The growth of the French monarchy and the spread of British dominion illustrate this. The other has been the principle of deliberate federal union, whereby a basis of compromise is afforded permitting the political junction of previous states which are too closely connected by situation, language, and customs to remain apart, but which are too unlike in area, local customs, etc., to permit of complete amalgamation. Of these two methods the one is the path of peace, the other is the path of war. No lasting union of the great states of the world can now be expected from the process of conquest. If united at all it must be only by means of a union which will destroy neither national pride nor national autonomy.

In its broadest sense the term federation indicates any form of union entered into by two or more independent states. Numerous historical examples at once suggest themselves. At the very beginning of political history we have the famous Achæan league. This was originally a defensive alliance of twelve cities of the Peloponnesus, but in its later shape as revised in the third and second centuries (B. C. 281-146), this “aftergrowth of Hellenic freedom” assumed a more elaborate character. It included Corinth, Megara, and many other important city states of southern Greece. Each city retained the control of its own internal regulation, but surrendered into the hands of the league the control of foreign relations and war. “There was,” says Professor Freeman, “an Achæan nation with a national assembly . . . no single city could of its own authority make peace or war.” Had it not been for the rise of the world power of the Roman Empire, such a league might have supplied a means of converting the Greek city state into a territorial national state. In later history the short-lived combinations of Italian cities in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries may perhaps be spoken of as federations. A more conspicuous example is seen in the growth of modern Switzerland. Here the forest districts of Uri, Schwyz, and Unterwalden, still nominally subject to the emperor, banded themselves together for protection in 1291. The league thus formed grew in extent and power. Other districts and the free cities of Bern and Zürich were joined to it. The defeat of Austria in the end of the fourteenth century gave it a practical independence, which was finally confirmed by the treaty of Westphalia (1648). In the confederation thus formed each member retained its separate independence, mutual protection being the only purpose of the union. Though for a time amalgamated by the interference of the French Revolutionists into a republic, “one and indivisible,” it was not until the changes effected by the constitutions of the nineteenth century (1848 and 1874) that Switzerland lost the appearance of a defensive league of separate states.

A similar league was that existing between the independent states of North America under the Articles of Confederation (1781-1789). Here each state was a separate body politic. The only form of common control was exercised through the Congress, a body of delegates which had no power to compel the states to its will, and no power to command or to tax the individual citizens of the thirteen states. The federal Constitution, made in 1787 and put in force in 1789, established in the place of this a single federal state, in which the central government was brought directly in contact with the citizens. The course of the nineteenth century has witnessed several federations of historical importance. Of these, the Swiss constitutions of 1848 and 1874, the federation of the provinces of Canada into the Dominion (1867), the creation of the North German Confederation (1867) and the German Empire (1871), together with the recent federation of the commonwealth of Australia (1900), are the most salient examples. Other countries, too, such as Mexico and Brazil, have adopted the federal system of government, not as a means of increasing their area, but as a method of harmonizing local and national interests.

2. The Different Kinds of Federations. When we consider the various forms of union by which separate states may be joined together, it is clear that they present a graded series of increasing closeness. At one end of the scale is the offensive and defensive alliance entered into by sovereign states. Of this nature was the famous Family Compact of the eighteenth century, between the Bourbon monarchies of France and Spain. Such a union is extremely illusory in its nature, as, in the absence of any joint organ of government, it has no “sanction” or compelling force behind it. More advanced than this are confederate types such as the Achæan League, the German Confederation of 1815, or the Southern Confederacy. In this each participant state retains, in name at any rate, its sovereign character. It may happen that in such a union of states the formal act of union declares itself perpetual and at the same time declares that each state retains its sovereignty. This is quite inconsistent, for it implies that each state is free to leave the union, and at the same time bound to remain in it. Such, however, is the case with the American Articles of Confederation (in force from 1781 till 1789) and the constitution of the Southern Confederacy. Beyond this type of union lies the federation par excellence, — the federal state, a new unit composed out of previously sovereign states, now united to form a new sovereignty, but each retaining its own political sphere independent of the legal power of the central government. Such is the nature of the present federal union of the United States. Beyond this again might be distinguished what could be called an amalgamation, or complete fusion by agreement. It differs from the expansion of a single state by conquest of territory, in that the participant members enter into the amalgamation or amalgamated state of their own free will. The best examples are found in the composition of the United Kingdom by the act of union of England and Scotland in 1707, and of Great Britain with Ireland in 1800. These unions were effected by similar statutes passed by the separate parliaments of the countries concerned. The unions declared themselves to be made on certain stated terms and conditions. But the process differed from federation in that in each case the parliaments which made the unions then went out of existence in favor of a new parliament which was legally sovereign, and not bound by the conditions of union. That this is more than a theoretical view of the case is seen in the fact that the British Parliament in 1869 abolished the established (Episcopal) church in Ireland, whose maintenance was one of the terms of the union of 1800. A similar case of amalgamation is seen in the “fusion” of the separate Italian states into the kingdom of Italy (1859-60). The product of such a process is a unitary and not a federal state.

The different kinds of united governments thus indicated have afforded ground for elaborate classification of the various species of confederacies and federal states. This has particularly interested the modern German writers on public law, some of whom distinguish a great many subdivisions. Such classifications have been undertaken by Laband, Jellinek, and others. Jellinek distinguishes, in the first place, virtual unions, such as Canada and Australia (legally part of the unitary British state) and legal unions. The latter he subdivides into (1) protectorates, etc., (2) unions of a superior and inferior state (Staatenstaat), seen in the case of Turkey and Egypt, (3) monarchial unions, in which two independent states are joined under a common sovereign, this again being subdivided into real and personal, according to whether the union is organic and deliberate (Sweden and Norway, before 1905) or accidental (England formerly with Hanover), (4) the confederacy (Staatenbund), and (5) the federal state (Bundesstaat). Other classifications are still more minute. Of all these fluctuating subdivisions American and English writers are generally inclined to throw aside everything except the distinction between a confederacy and a federal state. This is a vital point in public law and requires some explanation. A confederacy is not a single state. It is a collection of independent sovereign bodies united on stated terms for certain purposes. Each of them is, legally, free to withdraw from the confederacy when it pleases. A confederacy cannot therefore be permanent and indissolvable, for if it were so then the sovereignty of the component states would disappear. A federal state is a single state. Its subordinate parts may have been, though not of necessity, sovereign states previous to the union; they cannot be so after the formation of the federation. Such a union becomes, legally, indissolvable so far as the action of the separate state governments, or of the central government, is concerned. It could only be dissolved by the constitutional amending process, where such exists. The interpretation put on the Constitution of the United States by the seceding states of the South would have made it a confederacy. The interpretation put upon it in the North made it a federal state.

3. Sovereignty in a Federal State. This leads at once to the much-disputed question of the sovereignty in a federal state. Around this centred the great secession issue between the Northern and Southern states, for the retention by a component state of its sovereign power carries with it of course the right to withdraw from a federation of which it is a part. Let us consider the question first of all apart from the particular case of the United States. If what has been said above is correct, it follows, by definition, that the creation of a federal state annihilates the sovereignty of the component states, — not limits it or divides it, but annihilates it. For sovereignty either is or is not. But in the new state the sovereignty does not lie in the central government; it lies in the body, wherever and whatever it may be, which has power to amend the constitution. Legally speaking, this sovereign body can entirely abolish the federation and restore each member of it to its original independence. This is not the same as secession, but it carries with it the consequence that such a union is not legally indissolvable. In a confederacy, on the other hand, each state is still a sovereign state. There is properly no confederate law. Any common regulations adopted by a central body of the confederacy, and binding on the citizens of all the states, are law to any such citizen because adopted as law by his own state. Where law exists, a state exists. Where a state exists then it has sovereign power. It follows then that confederacy and secession are one and the same term in point of public law. In actual fact secession resolves itself into a question of force. Switzerland was an acknowledged confederacy from 1815 until 1848. Yet when the seven Roman Catholic cantons undertook to secede from it (1847) they were forced back into the confederation at the point of the sword.

In the United States the controversy did not turn on the difference between a confederacy and a federal state. It turned on the question whether the United States was the one or the other. On this point, as Professor Goldwin Smith has said, the “constitution proved itself a ‘Delphic oracle.’” The language of the Constitution, especially when read in the light of the antecedent history of the confederacy of 1781-89 (which was virtually dissolved by the “secession” of eleven of its thirteen states) admitted of either interpretation. But apart from the question of secession, many American writers, while admitting the federal union to be permanent, have taken quite a different view of sovereignty from the one here indicated. This is the theory of dual or divided sovereignty. In accordance with this view the sovereign power in a federal union, such as the American republic, is not located in any single authority but is divided or distributed between the federal and the state government. Such a theory is of course totally at variance with the whole conception of sovereignty explained in an earlier chapter. It is difficult to regard it as anything else than a confusion of sovereignty, which is complete and absolute, with constitutional power, which may be of any degree of limitation. If the federal and state governments represent a “division of sovereignty,” then the three branches of the federal government represent a further subdivision, and so forth. In spite, however, of its inconsistency, the theory of dual sovereignty has found illustrious champions. President Madison devoutly believed in it. “It is difficult,” he wrote, “to argue intelligibly concerning the compound system of government in the United States without admitting the divisibility of sovereignty.” The American courts of the same period declared, “The United States are sovereign as to all the powers of government actually surrendered. Each state in the Union is sovereign as to all the powers reserved.”

4. Utility of the Federal Principle in effecting a Compromise. Returning from the question of the location of sovereignty to the general aspect of the federal state, it may be noted that the peculiar utility of the federal principle in political construction lies in the spirit of compromise which it embodies. Every small community or state is driven by the need of protection to seek for a union with its fellows. But a form of association which annihilates its own traditions of independent self-government naturally runs counter to the sympathies of its citizens. Still more is this the case if the communities to be united are of unequal magnitude. In this case a complete amalgamation into a unitary state would practically mean the absorption of the minor states into the large ones. The position of New Jersey, Delaware, and Connecticut at the time of the making of the Constitution was of this sort. Still more unequal was the federation long contemplated among the German states, and finally accomplished by the formation of the federal empire in 1871. The principality of Schaumberg-Lippe has an area of 131 square miles, and a population of about 40,000 persons; the kingdom of Prussia has an area of nearly 135,000 square miles and a population of 35,000,000. In all such cases as this the federal system supplies the means of creating a single state, combining the whole powers of its members for international defense and for matters of general interest, without sacrificing the individual life and political susceptibilities of the component parts. Even among “states” of relative equality, as in the case of the majority of the forty-five states of the Union, the federal system has the advantage of permitting the legislation of each to accord with differences of environment caused by climate, racial elements, local custom, and antecedents. In the United States, more than anywhere else in the world, full advantage has been taken of the possibilities of the federal principle. Its history is largely a history of federations. In the earliest times of colonial history we have the formation of Connecticut by the federal union of its towns, and the establishment in 1643 of the New England federation uniting the northerly colonies for mutual protection. The quarrel with Great Britain in the eighteenth century brought the thirteen colonies into a union, which, after passing through the preliminary stages of the Continental Congress and the abortive confederacy of 1781, was finally consolidated into the present federal republic. The principle of political growth and constitution adopted in 1789 has governed the whole evolution of the United States during the nineteenth century.

5. Distribution of Power in Federal States. So much, then, for the historical and political aspect of the federal principle. Let us turn now to consider the important subject of the division of power between federal and subordinate authorities. It is not necessary in this connection to take account of any of the confederacies or federal governments previous to the formation of the Constitution of the United States. In these only the most elementary and necessary powers were allotted to the central government. But the federations of 1789 and of the nineteenth century offer an interesting series which may be studied with a view to discovering the teaching of experience in regard to the relative position of central and subordinate authorities. We may here best begin by stating the general principles of apportionment of power. The prime historical motive of federation has been the need of defense. It is therefore first of all requisite that the federal government should have control of the military and naval power. Closely connected to this is the necessity that in its dealings with outside states the federation should conduct itself as a unit. The control of foreign relations must therefore rest with the central power. Since neither foreign relations nor war can be conducted without financial support, it is further necessary that the federal government should have some power of taxation of the individual citizens. It is not enough that it should be able to requisition the component commonwealths for the money it needs: this was amply seen in the collapse of the finances of the old Confederation (1781-89). To cover urgent and temporary needs, the financial power must include the power to borrow. These three functions — the conduct of war and defense, the control of foreign affairs, and the power to raise money — are the prime essentials without which no federal state can exist.

As a second class of governmental duties may be ranked all those which are only effective in so far as uniformly and generally performed. Of this nature are the control of coinage, the regulation of patents and copyrights, and the conduct of the postal service. Third in the list will stand a variety of public affairs in which, though uniformity is not absolutely essential, it is nevertheless largely contributory to national progress. In this connection may be mentioned the control of the more extensive transportation facilities (those which constitute “interstate commerce”), — railroads, canals, telegraphs, etc., — the regulation of the banking system, and the establishment of a general tariff. The latter is a somewhat anomalous case. Federal control of a tariff is apt to find its place among the powers of the central government from financial reasons sooner than from economic. The tariff offers a convenient and somewhat surreptitious form of taxation. Though not theoretically a requisite power of the central government, it is in practice of great importance: tariff walls are a serious impediment to the consolidation of national life. To illustrate this one may refer to the tariff bickerings of the thirteen states under the Articles of Confederation, or to the case of the German states united in the confederation of 1815. In this last instance not only was each state a separate tariff area from the others, but the single states were subdivided, — Prussia was a political unit, but contained sixty-seven different tariff areas. As a fourth class may be placed the debatable category of subjects whose allotment to the federal or component government is a matter of opinion and must depend on the circumstances of the case. Here the conspicuous examples are seen in the regulation of marriage and divorce and in the control of public education. Beyond this as the fifth and final class lie those duties which certainly ought to be left to the constituent governments to perform. Here again opinion may differ, but public works of merely local scope, public charities, the regulation of the liquor question, etc., are generally included.

With this outline let us now briefly compare the actual distribution of powers in the chief federations under our notice. We may begin by quoting the legislative powers assigned to Congress by the Constitution of the United States.

“The Congress shall have Power to lay and collect Taxes, Duties, Imposts and Excises, to pay the Debts and provide for the common Defence and general Welfare of the United States; but all Duties, Imposts and Excises shall be uniform throughout the United States;

“To borrow money on the credit of the United States;

“To regulate Commerce with foreign Nations, and among the several States, and with the Indian Tribes;

“To establish a uniform Rule of Naturalization, and uniform Laws on the subject of Bankruptcies throughout the United States;

“To coin Money, regulate the Value thereof, and of foreign Coin, and to fix the Standard of Weights and Measures;

“To provide for the Punishment of counterfeiting the Securities and current Coin of the United States;

“To establish Post Offices and post Roads;

“To promote the Progress of Science and useful Arts by securing for limited Times to Authors and Inventors the exclusive Right to their respective Writings and Discoveries;

“To constitute Tribunals inferior to the Supreme Court;

“To define and Punish Piracies and Felonies committed on the high Seas and Offences against the Law of Nations;

“To declare War, grant Letters of Marque and Reprisal, and make Rules concerning Captures on Land and Water;

“To raise and support Armies, but no Appropriation of Money to that Use shall be for a longer Term than two Years;

“To provide and maintain a Navy;

“To make Rules for the Government and Regulation of the land and naval Forces;

“To Provide for calling forth the Militia to execute the Laws of the Union, suppress Insurrections and repel Invasions;

“To provide for organizing, arming, and disciplining, the Militia, and for governing such Part of them as may be employed in the Service of the United States, reserving to the States respectively, the Appointment of the Officers, and the Authority of training the Militia according to the Discipline prescribed by Congress;

“To exercise exclusive Legislation in all Cases whatsoever, over such District (not exceeding ten Miles square) as may, by Cession of particular States, and the Acceptance of Congress, become the Seat of the Government of the United States, and to exercise like Authority over all Places purchased by the Consent of the Legislature of the State in which the Same shall be, for the Erection of Forts, Magazines, Arsenals, Dock-Yards, and other needful Buildings; — And

“To make all laws which shall be necessary and proper for carrying into Execution the foregoing Powers, and all other Powers vested by this Constitution in the Government of the United States, or in any Department or Officer thereof.”

It will be seen at once that apart from the special provisions relating to the Indians and the District of Columbia, there are no powers granted here that have not been given to the central government in all the later federations. The national government receives by this article but little more than the necessary powers of government. The residual power of government — the authority to control those things for which no special provision is made — is elsewhere explicitly withheld from it.

Let us place in immediate comparison with this the allotment of power between the federal and provincial governments in the Dominion of Canada. The basis of the constitution of Canada is a statute of the British Parliament named the British North America Act of 1867. The provisions in respect to the distribution of power are in the ninety-first, ninety-second, and ninety-third sections of the act. They are particularly interesting in the present connection because they are based on the arrangement made in the Constitution of the United States revised in the light of subsequent political experience. In addition to the powers possessed by Congress, the legislative power of the Dominion Parliament extends to the criminal law, marriage and divorce, interest, and the raising of money by any mode or system of taxation. Other things, such as banking, etc., are included which are not explicitly granted to the Congress and to which the federal authority in the United States only reaches by interpretation of implied powers. In addition to this the statute enacts that the Dominion Parliament has legislative power “in relation to all matters not coming within the classes of subjects by this act assigned exclusively to the legislatures of the Provinces.” The amount of federal power expressly granted contrasts strongly with the section of the American Constitution quoted above. Even as compared with the power of Congress when expanded by the doctrine of implied powers, the control of the Dominion over such items as the criminal law represents a considerable increase of federal authority.

Closely following upon the making of the Canadian constitution, we have the constitutions of two important federal states still in operation. These are the constitution of the German Empire (1871) and that of Switzerland (1874). In each of these the scope of the central power is far wider than in that of the United States. In Germany the constitution, together with an amendment of December 20, 1873, grants to the federal government the control, not only of the things within the jurisdiction of Congress, but also the criminal law, civil law and judicial procedure, banking, medical practice, railroads (except in Bavaria), the regulation of the press, of trades, insurance (including workingmen’s insurance and pension laws), and other matters. In Germany the legislative scope of the central government is vastly greater than in America. Its action in the administrative direction is less, since the principle of decentralization is here adopted and the federal measures (tariff, etc.) are carried out by the authorities of the constituent governments. The action of the central government is further narrowed in practice by the use that is made of the principle of concurrent jurisdiction. In many of the matters mentioned above the power of the federal government is not exclusive. Where the federal government has not seen fit to act, the states are free to exercise a legislative power. This applies for example to the control of railroads, medical practice, the criminal and civil law, etc. The federal jurisdiction is only exclusive where from the nature of the case it must be so (such as raising of money on the credit of the empire) or where it is expressly stated (for example, the taxation of imports). To prevent conflict of authority it is provided that a federal law always overrides a statute of one of the constituent parts of the empire. This same principle of concurrent jurisdiction obtains of course in the United States, but to a much less extent; most of the powers granted to Congress are forbidden to the commonwealths, but in some matters, such as bankruptcy laws, they may act in the absence of federal legislation. The present constitution of Switzerland (1874), together with the amendments since added, shows a wide range of federal power. “The legislative authority of the national government,” says Professor A. Lawrence Lowell, “is much more extensive in Switzerland than in this country, for in addition to the powers conferred upon Congress it includes such subjects as the regulation of religious bodies and the exclusion of monastic orders, the manufacture and sale of alcoholic liquors, the prevention of epidemics and epizoötics, the game laws, the construction and operation of all railroads, the regulation of all labor in factories, the compulsory insurance of workmen, the collection of debts, and the whole range of commercial law.” To this may be added the fact that the federal government has the power (under the constitution) to compel the cantons to establish compulsory secular education, gratuitous in the primary schools. The Swiss government has, however, no power to levy direct taxes.

As a concluding instance let us notice the position of the central power in the recent federation of the Australian colonies. The Commonwealth of Australia, considered apart from its connection with the British Empire, is a federal unit made of six separate “states.” Its constitution, like that of Canada, is found in a statute of the British Parliament enacted in 1900, under the title of the Commonwealth of Australia Constitution Act. The legislative power of the federal parliament is laid down in great detail. It includes all the essential and virtually essential powers already treated, such as defense, taxation, postal service, tariffs, interstate commerce, etc. In addition to this the federal authority is explicitly declared to extend to bounties on production or export, insurance (other than state insurance), marriage and divorce, invalid and old-age pensions, foreign corporations, acquisition of state railways (with consent of the state), railway construction (with similar consent), railroad control even without consent if needed for military purposes, conciliation of industrial disputes, if not confined to a single state, immigration, influx of criminals, and other minor matters. It is interesting to notice the use that is made of the principle of concurrent jurisdiction. The German constitution had, as we have seen, deliberately adopted this plan. The British North America Act, on the other hand, tries to indicate the powers of Dominion and provincial governments as exclusive of one another; in practice this has led to confusion. In Australia only a few of the powers are expressly declared exclusive (§ 52). In the majority of instances the state government may act where the federal government has not done so. But, as in the German Empire, “When the law of a state is inconsistent with a law of the commonwealth the latter shall prevail.” This last provision must not be misunderstood. The law of the commonwealth in question must not transcend the constitutional power of the federal parliament, otherwise its application can be declared invalid by the courts, just as in America.

6. Conclusions. From the foregoing comparison of the chief federations of the nineteenth century, important conclusions are to be drawn. There is manifest throughout the tendency to entrust the central or national government with a wider and wider sphere of authority. For this several reasons are to be assigned. In the first place it represents a process that is altogether natural, and which may rightly be spoken of as organic. The units of the federation once brought into contact begin to grow together, and to be knit into a more and more united body. The original jealousy and particularism of the separate parts are gradually merged into the wider outlook that accompanies a larger national life; the central government of the federation becomes a part and parcel of each individual citizen, and enlists in its support a broader patriotism than narrow adherence to the interests of his section of the community. Where the sense of natural greatness is involved constitutional limitations can be overridden with public approval; the addition of Louisiana to the territory of the United States at once suggests itself in illustration. An equally potent factor leading to the extension of federal power is found in the material conditions of modern life. Rapid transportation, the telegraph, and the evolution of production and commerce on a scale undreamed of at the making of the Constitution have broken down the economic barriers that once existed. Communities that were originally absolutely distinct in their economic and social life have undergone a complete industrial amalgamation. Each administers to the wants of the other, and each in turn receives a benefit. The wheatfields of the Dakotas and the factories of Massachusetts are complementary to one another. Where industry and commerce are thus fused into a single economic life, it is impossible to separate the control of them into distinct territorial districts. It becomes an absolute necessity that the powers of the federal government must be either so expressed or so interpreted as to cover the whole range of economic life that has passed the bounds of the component “states” and become national. It is for this reason that the process of addition to federal power may be expected to continue in the future. Before the intruding forces of industrial civilization “state lines” are becoming more and more meaningless. Moreover, the true path to be followed has been already indicated by the German and Australian constitutions. By adopting the plan of concurrent jurisdiction and leaving it to the central government to occupy the field in proportion as the progress of national evolution demands it, a way is open for continued expansion without suffering the pangs of amendment, or relying upon the strained interpretation of the law.

We have still left out of consideration the question of how the American Constitution, made at a time when local jealousies prescribed the most grudging admission of federal power, is able to adapt itself to the changed situation of to-day. That this is not done by legal amendment has been already shown: the amending machinery of the Constitution is so rigid and immovable that it is valueless for the kind of adaptation here demanded. But instead of technical amendment a process of virtual amendment has been effected continuously through the nineteenth century by the interpretation given to the Constitution by the courts. The Constitution is fortunately an elastic document, capable of meaning much or little at the will of its interpreter. The courts therefore have fallen back on the doctrine of “implied powers,” and have stretched the Constitution to cover things never contemplated in its literal meaning. “A power vested,” said Chief-Justice Marshall, “carries with it all those incidental powers which are necessary to its complete and efficient execution.” The purchase of Louisiana, the Embargo Act of 1807, grants of land for railroads and canals, the annexation of Texas, grants of land for agricultural colleges, etc., are not things for which direct authority can be found in the enumerated powers of the federal government. It is by interpretation only that Congress has the power to issue paper money, to make anything it wills legal tender, to charter and regulate national banks, to claim a monopoly of the postal service. It is probable that, if future needs demand it, the Constitution can be held to permit the national government to build, buy, and own railroads, and to monopolize the telegraph service. That this device of latitudinarian interpretation has filled a most useful historical purpose is beyond a doubt. It is an excellent example of the political genius inherent in the Anglo-Saxon temperament, that the difficulty created by the error in making amendment so rigid should be surmounted by so simple and natural a remedy. The error remains an error nevertheless. The Swiss or Australian system, whereby recurring amendment is part of the life of the constitution, is greatly to be preferred.
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1. THE ACQUISITION of Dependencies. — 2. Colonies of the Ancient World. — 3. Colonial Expansion after the Discovery of the Sea Route to the East Indies and the Discovery of America; Spanish Colonial System. — 4. Colonial Policy of England and France in the Seventeenth and Eighteenth Centuries. — 5. The American Revolution. — 6. Alteration of British Colonial Policy in the Nineteenth Century; Establishment of Self-Government. — 7. Present British System of Colonial Administration. — 8. Imperial Federation. — 9. Recent Colonial Expansion of European States. — 10. The Dependencies of the United States.

1. The Acquisition of Dependencies. Taking the word colony in its widest sense to include all kinds of dependencies, we are met by the fact that the colonies of the world occupy two fifths of the land surface of the globe, and contain a population of half a billion people. Great Britain has at least 350,000,000 colonial subjects, France 56,000,000, the Netherlands 35,000,000, Belgium 30,000,000, and Germany about 15,000,000. The political status of the communities thus controlled presents the greatest diversity. In the strict theory of law each of them is under the absolute dominion of the sovereign state to which it “belongs.” In practice they vary, from the virtual independence enjoyed by Canada and Australia to the total dependence of Gibraltar or Madagascar. The vast extent and the great natural resources of the modern colonial area indicate its importance in the future history of the world. The realization of this by the great powers has led, during the past twenty-five years, to a renewed colonial expansion, in which practically all the “unclaimed” territory of the world has been partitioned among the leading states. The subject of colonial administration, both political and economic, has taken on, in consequence, an increased interest, and attention is more and more directed to the study of the systematic management of dependencies. The recent expansion of the United States resulting from the war with Spain has rendered this portion of the study of government one of especial consequence to Americans. The present chapter, therefore, will be directed towards an inquiry into the origin and evolution of colonial government, the different systems of administration now employed, and the question of the political future of colonies. Throughout the chapter it will be proper to devote most attention to the colonies of the United Kingdom. Great Britain has been, par excellence, and still is, the colonizing country; and it is by the British government, in a somewhat groping and half-conscious way, that what may be called the modern system of colonial administration has been worked out. The new dependencies of the United States will be examined in conclusion in order that their present government may be discussed in the light of British experience in the past.

A sovereign state comes to possess dependencies in various ways. The simplest is that of conquest, by which the vanquished community is subjected to the rule of its victors. Such was the case with the expansion of Rome, whose “provinces” were countries conquered by the Roman arms. The Spanish colonies of Mexico and Peru, and the British dominions in India, were the fruits of conquest. Closely akin to this is the acquisition of a colony by cession. A country possessing a colony may be compelled by defeat in war to cede the colony as the price of peace, or induced from commercial reasons to sell it. The numerous treaties of the eighteenth century, whereby France and England handed their colonial possessions back and forward, were of this sort. The cession of Canada by France (1763), and of the Philippines by Spain (1898), are instances of colonial acquisition by war, while the purchase of Louisiana (1803) illustrates the purely financial process of acquisition. In addition to these two modes of colonial aggrandizement there remains what may be called, par excellence, the colonizing process, namely, that of occupation and settlement. In this case the claim to the colony rests, if not on actual discovery of the land (Newfoundland, Australia, etc.), at any rate on priority of actual occupation. Where a native population is found in fixed agricultural settlements, the assumption of control approximates to conquest. But where the native population is sparse and migratory, merely wandering over the land in nomadic fashion, living on the bounty of nature and the fruits of the chase, their presence ought not to invalidate the claim of immigrants proposing to make a permanent and fixed settlement. Much sentiment has been wasted over the supposed claim of the Indians to the continent of North America. When it is recalled that the whole Indian population, from Newfoundland to Florida, and from the Mississippi to the sea, was about as numerous as the inhabitants of a large American city (probably about 200,000), and that its settlements were only in a few places fixed and agricultural, its “claim” to ownership of the whole country becomes somewhat absurd. One may well ask how far such reasoning should be carried. Did the few starveling bushmen of the desert and forest of Australia own the whole continent? Without accepting the brutal code of the right of the strongest, one may in all reasonableness recognize the right of civilized nations to the acquisition of territory which is only “squatted upon” by wandering savages.

2. Colonies of the Ancient World. Of the colonies of the ancient world those of Greece and Phoenicia along the shores of the Mediterranean are the most noteworthy. The Phoenician settlements were for the most part merely trading stations, but there were exceptions also (such as Carthage) in which a large body of emigrants established a permanent agricultural settlement. The colonies of Greece were on a larger scale: they resulted first of all from the Dorian invasion of the Peloponnesus about 1000 B. C., which drove many fugitives to seek new homes. Similarly the conquests of the Spartans and the inroads of the Persians occasioned a scattering of some of the conquered tribes. Other colonies were due to the political dissensions with which the restless city states of Greece were rife and which sometimes resulted in the deliberate withdrawal of a part of the citizens to found a new city elsewhere. But the establishment of Greek and Phoenician colonies did not involve what we now think of as colonial government. Athens, indeed, succeeded in exacting money tribute from the cities she had planted in the Ægean Sea, basing her claim on the naval protection afforded them. But the general practice was to regard a colony as an independent political unit from its inception. It was an emigration, an “outswarming” of freemen who carried with them the same right of self-government that they had had in their former home. A somewhat different type of colony made by settlement in ancient times is seen in the Roman colonia. This was a settlement of Roman soldiers on land allotted to them by their general after it had been conquered; here the prime object was to create a frontier defense of the empire, but these colonies often developed into permanent settlements.

3. Colonial Expansion after the Discovery of the Sea Route to the East Indies and the Discovery of America; Spanish Colonial System. It is with the discovery of the sea route to the East Indies and of America that modern colonization begins. The sixteenth century opened to the adventurous spirits of Europe a wonderland of unknown countries, in which to satisfy their passion for exploration and adventure, their lust for gold, their chivalrous ambition to increase the dominions of their king, and their pious desire to spread the Christian religion to the uttermost parts of the earth. It was in this age of adventure and conquest that Spanish and Portuguese colonial aggrandizement acquired the peculiar characteristics of domination and levying of tribute which proved its ruin. The Portuguese, sailing around the Cape of Good Hope, secured a monopoly of the rich trade of the East. Thither their merchants flocked in great numbers, setting up trading stations on the coast of Africa (Sofala, Zanzibar), on the shores of the Indian Ocean (Goa, Malacca, etc.), among the East India Islands, and even in China and Japan (1542). In Brazil, partly by sending over exiled Jews and transported criminals, they founded a plantation colony in which the sugar cane was cultivated and to which slaves were early introduced from the coast of Guinea. Feudal grants of land were made to nobles of Portugal with almost absolute power over the natives. The Spaniards, equally adventurous, directed themselves not to the East, but to the West Indies, and to the mainland of Central and Southern America. A bull of Pope Alexander VI (1493) had divided the unchristian world with magnificent generosity between Spain and Portugal; Spain was to have the western world, Portugal the east. A revision of the shares by treaty gave Brazil and Labrador to Portugal and all the rest of America to Spain. The Spaniards proceeded to make good this shadowy claim by vigorous conquest. By the year 1510, Cuba, Hispaniola, Porto Rico, Jamaica, and other islands had fallen an easy prey. Mexico was conquered by Cortes (1519-21), and Peru fell before the brutal conqueror Francis Pizarro (1525-35). Thence Spanish dominion spread over the whole of Central and South America, except Brazil.

From the very beginning, however, the colonial system of Spain had taken a false bias. The colonial establishments were regarded solely as a source of profit to the conquerors. There was no question of real self-government or liberty of trade. A recent writer has thus described the Spanish system of administration in the centuries which followed: “All the laws, the control of trade, commerce, agriculture, finance, taxation, the foundation of municipalities, the management of the natives, and the regulation of religion were made in the mother country, and sent to the colonies with the expectation that the colonies would adapt themselves to the laws. Nor did the decrees of the crown and its agencies stop here, but the home bureau organized the colonial government, local and central. The officers and rulers were natives of Spain sent out to rule their distant dependencies. During the Spanish domination in America nearly all the important offices of the state and church had been filled by Spaniards. The presidents and judges of the courts were from Spain. There were 18 Americans out of 672 viceroys, captains-general, and governors; and 105 native bishops out of 706 who ruled in the colonies. This system of officialism continued in all of the colonial possessions of Spain to the close of the present [the nineteenth] century.” In matters of trade and industry the Spanish colonies were under the most stringent regulation. They could trade with no other country but Spain itself, and even then only through the organization known as the Casa de Contratacion, which held a monopoly. That such a system contained in itself the seeds of its own ruin is only too evident. The revolt of the Spanish colonies and the establishment of their independence in the early part of the nineteenth century were the natural outcome of such a vicious and short-sighted colonial policy.

4. Colonial Policy of England and France in the Seventeenth and Eighteenth Centuries. Although England and France were early in the field with voyages of exploration (Cabot, 1497, Cartier, 1534) the establishment of their American colonies belongs to the seventeenth century. With Champlain’s permanent settlement on the St. Lawrence (1603), and the landing of the Pilgrim Fathers (1620) the beginnings were laid of New France and New England. From the grant of the charter to the Virginia Company, 1606, dates the commencement of the plantation colonies of the South. That the English colonies grew and flourished on the Atlantic is to be attributed to the good fortune of the English government, rather than to its political foresight. The sterling qualities of the colonists themselves, animated by the high purpose of religious refugees, or by the daring of adventurers, had much to do with their success. It was through the neglect, and not by the policy, of the home government, that the colonists acquired their political right of self-government. The charter granted to the Massachusetts Bay Company in 1628 was intended by the government as a sort of commercial instrument for the conduct and governance of a trading company. It was the emigration of the officers and the company itself to the shores of America which converted it into a political constitution. In the seventeenth century the English in general did not dream of the magnitude of the colonial empire which lay within their reach. In this their colonial policy was sharply contrasted with that of France. The French government early recognized the possibilities of American colonization; they realized the value of the St. Lawrence and the Mississippi as opening the way to the interior of the continent, and planned a vast colonial empire which should encircle the narrow English settlement of the Atlantic seaboard. The English government in the seventeenth century gave little or no help to its dependencies; the French were ready from the first with money and ships to be used in the upbuilding of New France. It has been part of the irony of history that the magnificent empire thus planned by the French should have passed by the fortune of war into the hands of the British crown.

But before the close of the seventeenth century, the American colonies, from their growth in population and the development of their resources, began to assume a new importance. The colonial trade offered a harvest to the merchants of the mother country, and supplied a new bone of contention to vex the long-standing quarrels of England and France. Indifferent as the British government had been to the political position of its earlier colonists, it adopted in reference to the growing trade of the colonies a policy much resembling that of Spain. So too did the French, whose colonial schemes included, of course, the profit to be derived by the mother country from the natural wealth of its possessions. Already in the reign of Charles II the navigation acts had placed restrictions on colonial commerce. By the first of these (1660) foreign ships were forbidden to trade with the colonies. All colonial sugar, tobacco, cotton, indigo, and other enumerated articles were to be sent only to England, or to an English possession; nor could foreigners become merchants in an English colony. A new act of 1663 kept out all ships that had been built in foreign countries. An act of 1664 obliged European goods, even if placed in English ships, to be first landed in England before being exported to the colonies. Finally, an act of 1672 made goods passing from colony to colony liable to whatever customs duties they would have incurred if brought into England. These are the famous navigation acts which formed the basis of the English colonial policy of the eighteenth century. It was necessary indeed to modify them by making concessions to the colonists where they became too burdensome. The trade in wine and fish between Portugal and New England was made an exception. On the other hand the acts were reënforced by a number of statutes in the early part of the eighteenth century. Such a commercial code, if applied to a modern colony, would appear monstrous. It can however be said in defense of the acts, that they helped to encourage the growth of British and colonial shipping, and thus contributed to the national defense of both the mother country and the colonies. Nor did the restrictions laid upon trade press as severely upon the colonies as might be imagined. Evasion of the laws was notorious, and in any case the natural direction of commerce was to the British Isles. Less defense can be found for the policy of Great Britain in legislating in the eighteenth century against colonial manufactures. “The creating of manufactures in the colonies,” ran a resolution of the British House of Commons in 1719, “tends to lessen their dependence on Great Britain.” In accordance with this a statute of that year, fortunately applied only in part, forbade all forms of iron manufacture in the American colonies. Indeed, when all is said, the whole code of commercial and industrial regulation must be considered as the outcome of the inveterate European habit of viewing colonial establishments as a source of mercantile profit. “The deliberate selfishness of English commercial legislation,” says Mr. Lecky, “was digging a chasm between the mother country and her colonies, which must inevitably, when the latter had become sufficiently strong, lead to separation.”

5. The American Revolution. The quarrel between England and her American colonies which ended finally in independence is the most important fact in the evolution of colonial government. It showed to the world the elementary fact of colonial administration, that no civilized colony of size and increasing population can be kept in a state of permanent political tutelage. It led England to adopt, not immediately but ultimately, the policy of colonial autonomy. What had previously been done through neglect was now sanctioned by the teaching of experience. Yet, as in every quarrel, there were certainly two sides to the question. On the one side was the righteous protest of a free people against political dictation, against that “taxation without representation,” the very sound of which is repugnant to Anglo-Saxon ears; on the other side were pressing needs of imperial defense. The patriotism of national historians has long obscured the one or the other of the two sides of the controversy; it is only after a lapse of a century and a half that a clearer vision is becoming possible. That the American resistance to imperial taxation in the form in which it came to them was justified seems beyond a doubt. But the colonies were equally wrong in adopting towards the vexed question of imperial finance the selfish inertia of indifference. Unkindly critics have not scrupled to say that it was not “taxation without representation” that they resented, but taxation in any form and by any authority. The strain on the imperial treasury of protecting British subjects, both home and colonial, against foreign powers had been great. The successive wars against France — King William’s war (1689-97), Queen Anne’s war (1702-13), King George’s war (1744-48), and the French war (1756-63), to give them the names by which they were known to the colonists — had increased the national debt at an alarming rate. Amounting in 1702 to a little over twelve and a half millions pounds, it stood at over one hundred and thirty-two millions at the Peace of Paris (1763). Much of this had been spent in defense of the American possessions. The colonies indeed had contributed, in separate fashion and in unequal proportion, both money and men to aid the British arms in America. It was a colonial expedition that captured Louisburg in 1745, the money thus spent being partly reimbursed by a parliamentary grant from Great Britain. But colonial contributions for defense were irregular and unequal. The colonies removed from the scene of immediate danger were inclined to shirk responsibility altogether. During King George’s war the New York Assembly proved quite intractable. At first they would do nothing for defense; later they contributed money sparingly for the Louisburg expedition, but would send no men. New Jersey was an inveterate delinquent. Sheltered by the adjacent colonies from the actual ravages of frontier warfare, she was never ready to make adequate contribution towards the common defense. In Queen Anne’s war the Assembly struggled hard to prevent the raising of a military force, and was only forced into doing so by the packing of the house. Contributions were made to King George’s war, but in the great final struggle of the French war New Jersey remained culpably inactive. These were not isolated instances, but were characteristic of the difficulty of obtaining joint action from the colonial governments. Mr. Lecky thus describes the situation: “In order to raise the money for the support of the American army it was necessary to have the assent of no less than seventeen colonial assemblies. The hopelessness of attempting to fulfill these conditions was very manifest. If in the agonies of a great war it had been found impossible to induce the colonies to act together; if the Southern colonies long refused to assist the Northern ones in their struggle against France because they were far from the danger; if South Carolina, when reluctantly raising troops for the war, stipulated that they should act only within their own province; if New England would give little or no assistance while the Indians were carrying desolation over Virginia and Pennsylvania, what chance was there that all these colonies would agree in time of peace to propose uniform and proportionate taxation on themselves in support of an English army?” The financial difficulty to be faced was thus an actual one, though aggravated by the mistaken policy of the British crown. The colonies and the mother country had reached an impasse; further continuance on the existing basis was no longer possible; the only solution could have been found in a joint revision of inter-imperial relations; this the dull stupidity of the English administration and the willful inertia and mutual jealousies of the colonies rendered impossible. It is of importance properly to appreciate the historic situation thus created; for the relative financial situation of Britain and her colonies is now reproducing itself on the horizon of the twentieth century. To this attention will be directed later.

6. Alteration of British Colonial Policy in the Nineteenth Century; Establishment of Self-Government. In what has been said above it is not meant to imply that the system of self-government in the colonies was established at once after the American Revolution. Indeed, for the time being, the case was rather the contrary. The king and his ministers, attributing the disaster of their colonial system to the license allowed to the colonial assemblies, were inclined to tighten their grip upon their remaining dependencies. The Quebec act of 1774 established royal government in Canada with no elective assembly, but only a council nominated by the crown. Even under Pitt’s constitutional act of 1791 the measure of liberty granted to the Canadians, and intended to reward the allegiance of the Loyalists, consisted only in the right to elect the members of the lower house in each of two provinces. The governor, the executive council, and the legislative council or upper house, were all appointed by the crown. The same is true of the other North American colonies. Those that already had partial self-government (as Nova Scotia, Barbadoes, Jamaica, Bermuda) were not deprived of it, but those newly acquired (Trinidad, etc.) were kept under crown government. Cape Colony, definitely ceded in 1815, remained under military government till 1835. Even then the civil government established was a nominated and not an elective one. Self-government being out of the question in a penal settlement, Australia remained long in direct dependence on the crown. But the lesson taught by the American Revolution had nevertheless been effective. As the new colonies grew in population and importance, the opinion gained strength that both justice and expediency demanded that they should administer their own affairs. Even on commercial principles it was thought that colonial liberty was more profitable than colonial bondage. The doctrines of the political economists which became in the middle of the century the official creed of the English government, brought about the establishment of free trade (1846) and the repeal of what was left of the navigation acts (1849). Already before this the serious rebellion in Canada (1837) and Lord Durham’s report, strongly recommending the establishment of responsible government, had called public attention to dangers of the existing system. The act of union of 1840, joining upper and lower Canada into one, introduced the principle of parliamentary self-government on the model of the British parliament. In the next decade the same “enfranchisement” was extended to the other provinces of British North America and to all the other colonies in a position to receive it, — to New Zealand (1852), to Cape Colony (1853), to Victoria (1854), to New South Wales and Tasmania (1855), to South Australia (1856), and to Queensland (1859).

It is interesting and instructive to observe the attitude adopted in England towards the colonies at the time of the grant of self-government, and in the period immediately following. In the first place two great questions of paramount interest in the colonial policy of the present day were left entirely out of sight, — the tariff relations of the colonies with the mother country, and the question of imperial defense. That the tariff should have passed unconsidered was entirely to be expected in the light of the ideas then prevalent; indeed the question seemed to have settled itself in the course of nature, and the optimistic free-traders of the middle of the century took it for granted that tariff barriers were soon destined to disappear the world over. It seemed unnecessary, therefore, to stipulate for free trade or any form of customs union between the United Kingdom and its dependencies. The other problem, that of imperial defense, was also passed over: perhaps by virtue of the very difficulty of its solution, perhaps as a result of the sanguine hopes that had been fostered in the peace era. The policy adopted was not everywhere approved. Disraeli, speaking in 1872, and foreseeing with characteristic prescience the difficulties that must arise, pronounced it a mistake. “Self-government,” he said, “ought to have been conceded as part of a great policy of imperial consolidation. It ought to have been accompanied by an imperial tariff . . . and by a military code which should have precisely defined the means and the responsibilities by which the colonies should be defended, and by which, if necessary, this country should call for aid from the colonies themselves.”

But the real secret of the willingness of the English people to leave the government of the colonies in the hands of the colonists themselves lay in the new view that was becoming current as to the “manifest destiny” of the British colonies. The example of the rise and progress of the United States seemed to point towards the inevitable future of all great dependencies inhabited by an enlightened and increasing population. Independence seemed only a question of time, and the duty of the mother country was to give the colonies a sound political education in the methods of responsible government, and when the destined hour came to let them depart in peace. The views of the “little Englanders,” of the Manchester school of economists, averse to large military and naval expenditures, cosmopolitan in their sympathies and sanguine in their hopes of the commercial unity of the world, powerfully stimulated public feeling in this direction. It is astonishing at the present date to look back on the opinion then prevalent. Sir F. Rogers (afterwards Lord Blachford), who for eleven years was permanent under-secretary for the colonies (1860-71), wrote at a later date (1885) of the views he held in the following terms: “I had always believed, — and the belief has so far confirmed and consolidated itself, that I can hardly realize the possibility of any one seriously thinking the contrary — that the destiny of our colonies is independence: and that in this point of view the function of the Colonial Office is to secure that our connection, while it lasts, shall be as profitable to both parties, and our separation, when it comes, as amicable as possible.” Such views were only too common in the period of colonial history from 1840 to 1880. Payne, in his “History of European Colonies” (1877), designed as an educational work for English schools, wrote: “Canada and Victoria are bound to England by a tie so slight that its rupture would not at all be dreaded; and such a rupture would hardly be felt whenever it happened.” Great indeed is the contrast between such a point of view and the sentiments now entertained both in Great Britain and the colonies, of the relations of the dependencies to the mother country. But before considering the new imperialism and its political consequences, it will be best to pass briefly in review the varied systems of government at present obtaining in the colonial possessions of the United Kingdom.

7. Present British System of Colonial Administration. First let us consider the general principles which are adopted in the management of the British colonial possessions. Some persons indeed might deny that there are any general principles involved; for it is contrary to the spirit of British institutions to act on a formal and preconceived plan, and the method adopted is rather a habitual way of doing things, based on the teaching of experience, than a scientific and complete system of administration. The British system, if the word may be allowed, recognizes no absolute right of self-government. It aims, in the words of Earl Grey, to allow “the inhabitants to govern themselves when sufficiently civilized to do so with advantage” and, where this is not the case, to provide “a just and impartial administration of those colonies of which the population is too ignorant and unenlightened to manage its own affairs.” It is recognized therefore that the government adopted in each colony must be in accord with the particular conditions presented, must vary according to the race, character, and number of the population, their degree of enlightenment, the extent of the territory, and (as in the case of Gibraltar) with the possible military importance of the place for the defense of the empire. Within these limits the principle obtains that a colonial community of which the great majority is made of civilized whites shall be granted the fullest autonomy; while to the other colonies shall be extended such a measure of self-government as their circumstances seem rightly to demand. The principle of political training for future self-government, as is seen in the case of the elected municipal bodies in India, is also recognized. In the case of every colony, however, the crown retains a certain power of control; the governor, or executive head of the colony, sometimes nominal, sometimes actual, is the nominee of the crown; the crown reserves a veto on all colonial legislation; the final court of appeal for colonial cases is the judicial committee of the Privy Council.

Though resting on this general plan, the governments of the British colonies present the greatest range of diversity in the details of their political constitution. Various classifications have been offered, of which the most satisfactory seems to be the separation first of all into three great classes, — the crown colonies, the representative colonies, the responsible colonies. The crown colonies are those which have no self-government; the representative colonies are those which have partial self-government; the responsible colonies are those which have complete self-government. These three divisions may be taken to indicate, not only the classification of the dependencies at any particular time, but also the stages through which a British colony passes in the upward progress. Canada, as has been seen, was a crown colony from its conquest until 1791, a representative colony until the act of 1840, and since then a responsible colony.

In the first of these divisions, the crown colonies (with which also the various protectorates are to be included), are comprised all those dependencies whose governing officials are all nominated by the crown. The list includes the Straits Settlements, Hong Kong, Fiji, Trinidad, Sierra Leone, Honduras, Gibraltar, St. Helena, and many other places. Within the group, however, various degrees of dependence on the home government are found. In the places of great military and naval importance (Gibraltar, St. Helena) and in dependencies containing but few white people, the control of the crown is complete; the nominated officials are appointed directly by the home government, and sent out to the colony. In Gibraltar the whole legislative and executive authority is vested in the commander-in-chief, who is also governor. In other possessions, representing a higher stage of colonial evolution, and which contain a considerable element of white, or at least of educated native inhabitants, the control of the crown is less direct. In British Honduras, for example, the administration is conducted by a governor with a nominated executive council of five members, and a legislative council consisting of three ex-officio members and five others nominated by the crown from among the residents. The government of Hong Kong approaches still more nearly to being representative. The governor has as his executive council a nominated body of eight members, six of whom (the secretary, the officer commanding the troops, the treasurer, the attorney-general, the harbor master, and the director of public works) hold their positions ex officio. There is in addition a legislative council composed of the same ex-officio members together with the captain-superintendent of police and six unofficial members, — four appointed by the crown (two of these being Chinese), one nominated by the Chamber of Commerce, and one by the local justices of the peace. Such a body, it will be observed, stops just short of the principle of popular election. The details here given are not of importance in themselves, but are intended to show the careful grading of the British colonial government.

The representative colonies are those in whose government the principle of election has been introduced, without, however, being allowed to predominate. To this class belong Ceylon, Jamaica, Mauritius, the Bahamas, Barbados, British Guiana, Bermuda, etc. Here again two degrees of relative dependence may be distinguished. In some of them (as Mauritius and Jamaica) the legislature consists of a single body, a part of whose members are nominated and the rest elected; in others (as Barbados) the legislature consists of two houses, one entire house being elected by the people. But in all the representative systems, the officers of the executive are nominated, and the parliamentary system of government does not obtain. The legislature (Council of Government) of Mauritius, made up of the governor, eight ex-officio members, with nine nominated by the governor and ten elected members, is typical of the first class. Barbados illustrates the second and more advanced type; it has a bicameral legislature, the upper house (Legislative Council) composed of nine members nominated by the crown, and the lower, or House of Assembly (twenty-four members), being elected annually by the people.

At the apex of the system stand the really self-governing, the responsible colonies, whose governments are modeled on that of the United Kingdom itself. These include Canada, Newfoundland, Australia (now federated), New Zealand, the Cape of Good Hope, and Natal. Within this group, in accordance with the general terms of the agreement of May 31, 1902, between the crown and the Boers, still in arms, are to be included the Transvaal and the Orange River Colony as soon as the progress of their pacification permits. The responsible colonies enjoy a virtual independence. Their governments have been created, as already seen in the case of Canada and Australia, by statutes of the British Parliament which are practically equivalent to written constitutions. With the exception of the nomination of the governor-general (or governor, as the case may be), the reservation of the power of disallowing colonial statutes, and the retention of the judicial committee of the Privy Council as the final court of appeal, the home government withdraws from any internal control of the self-governing colonies. It must however be distinctly understood that in point of law this self-effacement of the imperial government is only operative at the pleasure of Parliament. The claim has indeed been raised in Canada that the grant to the Dominion Parliament of “exclusive legislative authority” over the matters enumerated in the British North America Act was “exclusive” of the authority of the Imperial Parliament itself. Such a contention is at variance with the very basis of the British constitution, and cannot for a moment be accepted. But unless and until a statute of Parliament allows it, neither the crown nor any other authority in the mother country has any power over the colonies beyond that reserved in the constituent acts.

These colonies are thus left free to manage their own internal concerns. This includes the very important privilege of making their own tariff. All of the autonomous colonies have availed themselves of this, and have erected protective tariffs against the trade of the mother country. Though recently British goods have been admitted into Canada, New Zealand, and South Africa at a preferential rate of duty, it was long true that the colonial tariffs placed British goods in the same position as those of a foreign country. The colonies have not the power to conclude treaties with foreign states, but it has been the custom of Great Britain, in negotiating treaties affecting immediately the greater colonies, to give a ready hearing to the wishes of her colonial subjects. “It is an understanding or even maxim of the policy governing the relations between England and the Canadian Dominion,” wrote the late Sir John Bourinot, the leading authority on the government of Canada, “that Canadian representatives shall be chosen and clothed with all necessary authority by the Queen in council to arrange treaties immediately affecting Canada, and all such treaties must be ratified by the Canadian Parliament.” The form of government prevalent in the responsible colonies is virtually the same as in England, except that the existence of the constituent statutes introduces everywhere the principle of constitutional limitations analogous to what is found in the United States. The governor exercises a nominal authority similar to that of the crown. The real executive is the prime minister and his cabinet, whose tenure of power is dependent upon the continued support of the majority of the lower house. The Canadian senate is a nominated body of limited members, but the nominations are made on the advice of the ministry, and not, as in the representative colonial councils, at the pleasure of the crown. The same is true of the legislative councils of Natal, New Zealand, and Newfoundland. The upper houses of Australia and Cape Colony are elective.

India, whose conditions are altogether unique, stands apart from the rest of the British colonial system. Here a vast population, numbering in all about three hundred million and presenting the widest varieties of racial character, customs, and creeds, are more or less under the control of the United Kingdom. About seventy million of these are found in the semi-independent native states, the rest fall under the government of what is technically called British India. The government of India is divided between the home authorities, the central government in India, and the subordinate or provincial governments. At the head of the home government is the crown, acting through the secretary of state for India. With this secretary is adjoined a special council composed of former residents in India, holding office for ten years, and not eligible to sit in parliament. The expenditure of the Indian revenue must be sanctioned by the secretary and a majority of the council. All other business done in the United Kingdom in reference to India is conducted by means of the council, but in some matters of a diplomatic character, as in dealings with native states, the secretary acts alone. In India itself, the supreme executive power lies in the governor-general, or viceroy, who is appointed by the crown. He has an executive council, which includes the commander-in-chief and the highest officials. For legislative purposes, the council is increased by sixteen members appointed by the viceroy. The provincial governments, under governors (appointed by the crown) or lieutenant-governors (appointed by the governor-general) or chief commissioners (appointed by the governor-general in council) assisted by councils, are similar in construction to the central government. There is thus no attempt at self-government in either the central or provincial administration of British India. It is only in the municipal governments (by virtue of acts of Parliament, 1882 and 1884) that the elective principle has been introduced. Over the native states Britain exercises a varying degree of control. They contain no British officials, except an advisory resident; they raise their own armies. But they can hold no diplomatic intercourse with one another or with the outside world, and have no right to make war or peace. Britain also reserves the penalty of dethronement as a punitive power over the native princes.

8. Imperial Federation. The question of greatest interest in connection with the large self-governing colonies of Great Britain is their political future. Their rapidly increasing population and the development of their natural resources throw into a strong light the important position they are destined to hold in the course of the century now opening. The idea of their manifest destiny as independent states, prevalent fifty years ago, has now receded into the background. The new wave of imperialism that has affected public opinion in all the great states of the world has fascinated the national ambitions of all the British subjects with the possibility of the future power of their colossal empire. The smaller destiny of isolated independence is set aside in favor of participating in the plenitude of power possible in union. The combined efforts of Britain and the colonies called forth by the Transvaal War have done much to strengthen this feeling. But with the acceptance of this new point of view, the troubled question of interimperial relations again looms large upon the horizon. The question is almost identical with the great colonial controversy of the eighteenth century already discussed. But the frame of mind in which it is approached on both sides, and the riper political experience now available, remove it to another plane. Yet it does not seem possible that another generation can go by and find Canada and Australia still outside of the imperial councils; it hardly seems possible that the group of ministers who control the foreign policy of the empire can permanently remain the appointees of the electorate of the British Isles, to the exclusion of the British dominions beyond the seas. If independence is no longer to be the future ideal of the colonies, and since geographical reasons forbid a complete amalgamation, it looks as if the manifest destiny of the colonial system must now be sought in imperial federation. The movement that has been made in that direction has enlisted the support of influential men in all parts of the empire; but as yet they are only a minority. It seems, nevertheless, as if the continued growth of the colonies, and the more and more imperative needs of imperial defense, will force the question to the front. The difficulty to be overcome is great. If a federal parliament is formed, it obviously will not exercise authority over the internal affairs of the British Isles. There must therefore be two parliaments in Great Britain itself, the insular parliament and the supreme federal body. It will not therefore be sufficient to admit colonial representatives to the parliament at Westminster, but will be necessary to totally reconstruct the legislative power in the United Kingdom. The dead weight of inertia to be encountered, before such a change can be effected, will be realized by all who are acquainted with the British political temperament.

9. Recent Colonial Expansion of European States. But it is now necessary to turn to the consideration of the colonial expansion in recent times of the other great states of Europe, and the methods they have adopted in the administration of their dependencies. Since the year 1880 the territorial area claimed by the great powers as their dependencies has vastly increased. The available parts of Asia, and the unclaimed islands of the Pacific have fallen into European hands; the largest prey has been found in the continent of Africa, which has practically been parceled out among the great states. France, which had commenced the conquest of Algiers as early as 1830, has extended its possessions in north Africa, and holds not only all Algeria, but Tunis, French West Africa, the Sahara, Wadai, Sénégal, French Guinea, the Ivory Coast, Dahomey, and French Congo. This territory includes nearly all of the desert, the larger part of the valley of the Niger, and central Africa north of the Congo. The island of Madagascar was seized in 1895. France has also (beginning in 1861) obtained a large part of Indo-China (forming the dependencies of Cochin China, Tonkin, Annam, and Cambodia). The French dependencies now include in all an area of 3,740,000 square miles, and a population of 56,000,000 people. As the larger part of this area is occupied by an uncivilized native population (in Madagascar, for example, there are less than two thousand Frenchmen in a population of two and a quarter millions), it has remained to a great extent either under military government (as in central Africa) or under appointed officials with military support (Madagascar, Indo-China). Where possible, however, in the older colonies of France, self-government is introduced; Martinique and Guadaloupe have each elected councils; so too has New Caledonia in the south Pacific. Algeria is governed as part of France, being divided into departments and represented in the Senate and in the Chamber of Deputies. Nowhere has more thought been directed to the theory of colonial government than in France, the largest part of the theoretical literature of recent times on the subject being French. In spite of the fact that the maintenance of the new colonial system proves a heavy burden on the French exchequer, the dream of a colonial empire persists. It is characteristic of the French people, that while the English still keep their vast colonial possessions unrepresented in the parliament of the mother country, France has already adopted the principle of colonial representation. Cochin China, French India (Pondicherry and four other towns), Guiana, and Sénégal each elect one deputy; Guadaloupe, Martinique, and Réunion each elect two. These last three, as well as French India, are represented by one senator each.

The expansion of Germany, which began in 1884, has taken the form of establishing “protectorates” and “spheres of influence,” rather than colonial establishments in the true sense. The territory thus brought into dependence on the German empire amounts to one million square miles. Most of it is in Africa, and is made up of Togoland, the Cameroons, German Southwest Africa, German East Africa, etc. The administration carried on by imperial governors, commissioners, secretaries, etc., is similar to that of a British crown colony of the primary type. There is scarcely any European population. Italy also has established African dependencies (Eritrea, Italian Somali Land) whose general character and whose administration are similar to those of Germany. The colonial possessions of the Netherlands, though not attributable to the recent European expansion, are of great wealth and importance. Their population outnumbers that of the mother country in the ratio of seven to one, although of the thirty-five million inhabitants less than one hundred thousand are white. The elective principle is nowhere in use. The governor of the Dutch East Indies, the members of his assistant council, and the provincial “residents” and district “controllers” are all appointed officials. The administration of the colony, however, must be in accord with the principles laid down in a Dutch statute of 1854, for the “government of Netherlands India.”

10. The Dependencies of the United States. The most recent chapter in the history of colonial expansion is offered by the acquisition on the part of the United States of a number of dependent territories. The Hawaiian Islands, annexed in 1898, may be passed over; admitted to territorial status (1900) and having a government similar to that of the other territories of the United States, they are not to be looked upon as a dependency. But the case is different with the islands acquired by cession from Spain (1898), as the result of the Spanish-American War (Porto Rico, the Philippines, Guam), and with Tutuila, Manua, etc., in the Samoan group, annexed in 1899 at the request of their inhabitants. Porto Rico is controlled by a governor and an executive council appointed by the President of the United States, and a legislature of which the lower house is elected by the people, while the upper house consists of the executive council. Of this branch of the legislature at least five, out of a total of eleven, must be natives of the island. The principle here adopted of forming a legislative body by using an executive council containing a number of natives, resembles somewhat the system already described as used in the government of British India. The addition of a lower house altogether elected makes the government much more nearly democratic than that of India, and assimilates it very closely with the government of Barbados. The government of the Philippine Islands has not yet passed the constructive stage. For some time after the defeat of Spain, and even after the formal cession of the islands, the administration remained in the hands of the military authorities. This was superseded by civil government (July 1, 1901) vested in a commission of officials nominated by the President. An act of Congress (July, 1902) validated the creation of the civil government thus established, and the exercise of power granted to it by executive order. The commission thus formed consists of a governor with seven commissioners, four being Americans and three Filipinos. The American commissioners are respectively assigned to the departments of commerce and police, finance and justice, public instruction, and the interior. The same act of Congress provides for the future government of the Philippines. Two years after the completion of a census and the pacification of the islands, a new government will be formed in which the commission will remain as the executive, but will in part lose its legislative functions. There will be a bicameral legislature of which the commission will form the upper house, the lower house (Philippine Assembly) to consist of delegates elected from all of the people except the non-Christian tribes.

The acquisition of the above dependencies by the United States has occasioned in recent years a vast amount of discussion. It has been a matter of earnest debate as to whether the acquisition of such distant insular territory as the Philippines, peopled by races altogether alien, in part uncivilized, and in part openly hostile, was either just or profitable. Even the constitutionality of such a proceeding was widely denied. The last question has been set at rest by the interpretation of the courts, and by the overwhelming force of accomplished fact. The plain truth is that at the making of the Constitution, the acquisition of such territory as the Philippines was not considered, either one way or the other. The result is that in reality the Constitution has nothing to say about it. But the convenient doctrine of implied powers has been made to meet the case. The question involving the keenest discussion was that of the tariff. It was held by many that the provision of the Constitution that the tariff must be uniform throughout the United States prevented Congress from making a tariff barrier between the republic and its new dependencies. The Supreme Court, however, in the Insular Cases of 1901, has decided that this is not the case. In consequence the action of Congress in setting up the present tariff is constitutional.

It may be observed in conclusion, that the tendency of the United States in dealing with its dependencies has been to proceed further in the direction of popular government than English experience would warrant. The system contemplated in the Philippines of instituting a lower house elected by the natives, would meet with no approval if suggested for the governance of British India. It has been difficult for Americans, in whose minds the principle of popular government has always assumed a more sharply theoretical form than is current with the English, to reconcile themselves to the “possession” of a dependent community. Common sense has shown the impossibility of governing the Philippine Islands on the same plan as Massachusetts or California. Yet the positive assertion of the Declaration of Independence that “all men are created equal” reads a little awkwardly in connection with the government of a group of islands by a commission sent to them from a distant country, and with the exclusion of the unchristian tribes from its future governance. But as usual the brute force of circumstances proves too strong for abstract theory, even when clothed with the historic authority of the Declaration of Independence. The islands have come, by the fortunes of a just war, into the possession of the United States. It has become a moral duty to govern them, and only an infatuated worship of political abstractions could counsel handing them over to the wrangling anarchy of their half-civilized inhabitants.

READINGS SUGGESTED

Egerton, H. E., Short History of British Colonial Policy (1897), bk. ii.

Ridges, E. A., Constitutional Law of England (1905), part vi, chap. ii (The Colonies).

Snow, A. H., The Administration of Dependencies (1902), chapters xxvi, xxvii.

FURTHER AUTHORITIES

Lewis, Sir G. C., Government of Dependencies (1841).

Todd, A., Parliamentary Government in British Colonies (1880).

Payne, E. J., Colonies and Colonial Federations (1905).

Holland, B., Imperium et Libertas (1901).

Zimmermann, A., Die Europäischen Kolonien (4 vols., 1896).

Colonial Administration, U. S. Bureau of Statistics (1901).

Arnold, W. T., Roman System of Provincial Administration (1879).

Cotton, J. S., and Payne, E. J., Colonies and Dependencies (1883).

Bancroft, G., History of the United States (1834-74).

Lodge, H. C., Short History of the English Colonies in America (1881).

Seeley, Sir J. R., Expansion of England (1883).

Pownall, T., Administration of the Colonies (1764).

Reinsch, P. S., Colonial Government (1902).

Leroy-Beaulieu, De la Colonisation chez les Peuples Modernes (1902).

Ireland, A., Tropical Colonisation (1899).

Morris, The History of Colonisation (1902).

Reed, W., Problems of Expansion (1900).

Willoughby, W. F., Territories and Dependencies of the United States (1905).


CHAPTER VII. LOCAL GOVERNMENT
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1. LOCAL AND Central Government Distinguished. — 2. Areas of Local Government; the United States, France, England. — 3. Composition and Powers of Local Governing Bodies; the United States. — 4. England. — 5. France. — 6. Prussia. — 7. Local Taxation; the property tax of the United States. — 8. Systems of Local Taxation in Other Countries. — 9. Reform of the American System.

1. Local and Central Government Distinguished. Hitherto, our discussion of the structure of government has been confined to the consideration of those governing bodies whose authority extends over the whole state. But in all but the very smallest communities these are not the sole organs of administration. There exists in addition a number of officials and official bodies, whose functions extend only over a portion of the total territorial area of the state. These bodies, and the duties that they perform, are spoken of under the general designation of local government. Local government, therefore, will refer to the operations of all township and county councils, the governing bodies of municipalities, districts, etc. The common-sense meaning of the term is quite clear, but the definition of local and central government, in exact, precise form, is not so easy. For it is to be observed that not all the governing bodies whose power extends only to a part of the state are to be classed as organs of local government; for otherwise this would include the component parts of a federal state, which is contrary to the evident signification intended. The state authorities of New York or Massachusetts are not organs of local government. Nor does the distinction lie in the extent of territory covered, nor in the number of persons ruled over. The municipal government of New York or Boston, or the county council of Lancashire, exercises its authority over a vastly greater number of people than the state of Nevada; on the other hand in extent of territory, the senates of Hamburg and Bremen, which are not merely local governments, rule over less territory than comes within the sphere of the council-general of a French department. The difference between local and central government is not therefore a matter of area or of population.

The distinction lies partly in their relative constitutional positions, and partly in the respective nature of the public services performed. In regard to the first point, it is true of most independent states that the local government derives its powers from the central government, and holds them at the pleasure of the latter. This is the case, whether or not there is a written constitution. In France and in Italy, each of which has a written constitution, the organization of the local government is entirely under the control of the central parliament. It is for this reason that we do not think of the Swiss cantons or the “states” of the United States as organs of local government; for these component parts of a federal system are, within the sphere of their own competence, quite independent of the central federal authority. But the distinction thus made is not universally true. Though it applies to nearly all independent states, it is not the case with the organs of local government (townships, county, and municipal authorities) in the separate commonwealths of the United States. These certainly are organs of local government, and yet to a great extent they exist by virtue of the state constitution, and could not be put out of existence at the will of the state legislature.

The other point of distinction between local and central government consists in the different nature of the services accomplished. This requires some further explanation. The various functions performed by the agencies of the state for the benefit of the citizens will roughly fall into two classes. Some of them will be in the interest of the community generally, and the benefit thereby effected will not be assignable to any single part of the country. For example, the protection afforded by the army and navy whereby foreign conquest is prevented, is a benefit shared by all the inhabitants alike. The same will be true of all the large class of public works, the advantage and purpose of which may be said to be national. There will also be a number of regulative functions to be performed, — the institution of the criminal law, the control of marriage and divorce, law regulating contracts, sales, etc., all of which, to be effective, must be uniform. The whole class of functions thus indicated will properly fall within the province of the central government. But in addition to these, there are other state activities (for it must be recollected that both local and central government form a part of the organization of the state) of quite a different character. Here the benefit to be conferred only affects a small portion of the community, and is obviously assignable to a particular area. The lighting of a town, the erection of a bridge over a country road, the establishment of a street-car system, are matters of this sort. Here it seems reasonable that the advantage, the cost, and the control of the enterprise should be looked upon as solely the concern of those who are affected by it.

Such, then, is the general distinction between the duties of central and local governments. The public services of the latter will be found on examination to refer mainly to the maintenance of schools, hospitals, asylums, bridges, roads, parks, etc., and the management of local public utilities, such as lighting plants, transportation systems. The activities of local government are thus concerned mainly with real property in various forms; it represents the collective activity of the citizens directed towards the creation and control of such tangible utilities (roads, bridges, water supply) as are of general benefit in their particular area, and indivisible among the separate citizens. The services thus performed may be better understood by contrasting them with such regulative legislative activities as the making of the criminal law, which belongs to the central government. In spite, however, of the obvious nature of the general distinction, the functions of local and central government shade and blend into one another. In some cases what is evidently a local matter as to expense and immediate benefit, is yet in other aspects a matter of general concern. This is seen in the case of schools. It is of evident universal concern that all the citizens should be educated, and it is therefore within the proper province of the central government to make education compulsory, and to prescribe the general plan upon which it shall be based. It may also properly defray a part of the cost, leaving to the local government the immediate control and the main part of the cost, at least of primary schools.

2. Areas of Local Government; the United States, France, England. From this general consideration of the nature of local government, we may pass to some of the special problems which arise in its construction and conduct. These we may group under three heads: (1) the question of local areas, and here we shall have occasion to contrast the orderly “multiple system” in use in the United States with the confusion of the English areas; (2) the composition of local governing bodies, and their relation to the central executive, in connection with which the centralized system of France may be compared with the decentralization in England and in America; (3) the question of local taxation, involving an examination of the American property tax, and the systems in use in other places.

The institution of local government everywhere necessitates the division of the total territory, not only into one set of subordinate areas, but into several. In the United States we have townships and counties; in England parishes, districts, and counties (with other divisions); in France, communes, cantons, arrondissements, and départements. In the United States and in England we have in addition to these the municipal areas occupied by town and city governments. The reason for having more than one set of divisions will be plain. Different public utilities will naturally spread their effect over areas of different size. Thus it will require, let us say, only twenty families to support a country school; but the same number of families could not with advantage erect and maintain a lunatic asylum for their use. Nor presumably could a hospital or a poorhouse be supported out of so small an area. It becomes plain, then, that local government demands the making of several areas adapted to the respective “rarity” or “denseness” of the function to be performed. But for convenience’ sake it will be well to make these areas as few as may be, and to group together those which roughly correspond.

As the basis of the areas of local government, there will generally be found in old countries such as England, France, or Prussia, a primitive unit of settlement whose history is long antecedent to that of the central government itself. Such is the English parish, whose ecclesiastical name has superseded the original Saxon “township,” the French commune, and the Prussian gemeinde. In its origin this represents the little community of neighbors living together in a hamlet, or in adjacent rural settlements, and conducting their joint concerns by some form of common management. Where such exists it is plainly desirable to adopt it as the primary area of the local government of the modern state. There is, however, this disadvantage, that in the course of their long history the original parishes, etc., will have grown vastly different in size and population. In England, for example, out of a total of about 15,000 parishes, the smallest contains less than fifty acres, the largest over 10,000; eleven parishes (in 1891) had no inhabitants, and the most populous (Islington) contained 319,000 inhabitants. Similarly in France some communes are rural areas or mere hamlets, while others are great cities. In spite of the distortion of area thus occasioned, it is advisable to retain such historic areas in the frame of local government. For they represent an essentially organic unit, and one which offers already a common economic and social life as a basis for political construction. Above such areas as these will come larger units (the counties, districts, etc.) representing the performance of public duties such as road-making, erection of poorhouses, hospitals, jails, etc., which demand a wider support than that given by the smallest local community. The number of gradations in the ascending scale of local areas varies from country to country, and will be best understood by a brief comparative review of the division adopted in some leading states.

The United States is singularly fortunate in the configuration of its local areas. They are in part historic, and in part deliberately constructed prior to, or at the same time as, the settlement of the land. The towns (townships) of Massachusetts, for instance, and the counties of Virginia may be called historic or organic areas. They represent the original grouping of settlers in their first occupancy of the colony. But one has only to glance at the map of such a state as North Dakota or Kansas to see that here the form of the local area has been a matter of deliberate construction. The townships, the sections into which they are divided, and the counties of which they form a part, are rectangular figures constructed on a common plan. But in the greater number of the commonwealths in the United States, whether in regular lines or not, we find each commonwealth divided into townships, which grouped together make up counties. In some states, as in New England, the townships have come first, and the county is made up by a subsequent addition of townships; in the South the reverse has been the case, and the original area was the county, subdivided later to make townships. In the newer states, townships and counties have been made at the same time. But the excellence of the arrangement of the areas of local government in the United States lies in the fact that the larger areas are multiples of the smaller ones; township lines do not cross county lines. The result is that all the inhabitants of any township belong to the same county. This will be seen to have a most important bearing on the adjustment of local financial burdens.

The division of areas in France is based, as in the United States, on the multiple plan. To this general scheme, however, the historic commune is a disturbing exception. There may be several communes in an arrondissement (as is generally the case, since the total communes number 36,000), or, as in the case of Paris, several arrondissements in a commune. But above the commune the areas fit into one another; the canton (which is only an electoral and judicial district, and not a seat of government) is in every case a part of an arrondissement; the latter itself is a subdivision of the largest area, the département. With the exception again of the commune, all these areas represent deliberate construction, involving to some extent the sacrifice of the historic division of the country. They were made in 1790 by the Constituent Assembly, the first national parliament of the French Revolutionary era. This is reflected in the fact that the departments are approximately of equal size. Some of the more extreme constructionists of the epoch wished to subdivide France into a number of rectangles, exactly similar and exactly equal, disregarding at the same time the geographical configuration of the country and the historic associations of provinces, towns, and districts. This was not done, however, and the departments as constructed conform pretty much to the physical features of the country, and are named after the mountains, rivers, bays, etc., which they contain or adjoin.

In England, and indeed in the British Isles generally, the utter confusion into which the areas of local government had fallen has caused one of the administrative problems of the nineteenth century. In Saxon times the township, the hundred, and the shire formed a simple multiple system with local self-governing bodies. But the hundred fell into decay, the township (taking its ecclesiastical name of parish) became irregular, and lost most of its civil authority, and in place of the local self-government of township and county was substituted first the control of the king’s sheriff, and finally the almost universal administrative jurisdiction of the local justices of the peace. For special purposes — the care of the poor, highways, burial, sanitation, schools — special areas were added, having little to do with parish or county lines, and under a separate governing body. The result previous to the reforms to be described later was complete confusion. The situation is thus described by Dr. William Odgers, recorder of Winchester: “In 1883 England and Wales were divided for local-government purposes into the following areas: There were 52 counties, 239 municipal boroughs, 70 improvement-act districts, 1006 urban sanitary districts, 41 port sanitary authorities and 577 rural sanitary districts, 2051 school board districts, 649 unions, 194 lighting and watching districts, 14,946 poor-law parishes, 5064 highway parishes, not included in urban or highway districts, and about 13,000 ecclesiastical parishes. The total number of local authorities who then taxed the English rate-payer was 27,069, and they taxed him by means of 18 different rates.” With one trifling exception, “all the various areas intersected and overlapped each other.” The means that have recently been taken to rectify the entanglement thus occasioned will form the subject of a later paragraph.

3. Composition and Powers of Local Governing Bodies; the United States. Let us now consider the composition and powers of local governing bodies, and their relation to the central authority. Here we may distinguish two broadly contrasted methods of construction. The one is the system of decentralization, or local autonomy. By this the control of local affairs is vested in a set of officials, elected by the people of the locality itself. Subject to certain general regulations which proceed either from the central authority or from the constituent power (expressed in a written constitution) which is behind both the central and the local organization, the fullest latitude is given to the citizens of the locality in the management of their public affairs. The other system is that of centralization. Here the management of local affairs is largely controlled by a set of officials appointed by the central government. The former system prevails in complete form in the United States, and to a slightly less degree in England. The latter, or centralized system, is in use in France. In the kingdom of Prussia, something of a combination of the two has been put into practice. A brief review of the governing bodies thus established in the different countries will help us to a judgment as to the peculiar political purposes and the relative merits of the two systems.

In the United States, both in the North and South and in the new states, local autonomy prevails. The form which it assumes differs, however, to some extent. In the New England states the primary area of local government is the historic “town” or township, originally formed by the joint settlement of a group of emigrants. Its government has already been referred to in connection with direct legislation in a preceding chapter. The original organ of its government is the mass meeting of the qualified voters, called the town meeting. In places that have grown too populous for such a form of government, the town meeting is replaced by elected municipal government, — in Massachusetts, for example, towns of over twelve thousand inhabitants are erected into municipalities. But in less populous areas, the town meeting still exists. It is held once a year (with extra sessions, if necessary), usually in the spring, though in Connecticut the regular meeting is in the autumn. Its business is to elect the officers of the township for the ensuing year, to vote on the prospective expenditure of money, and the basis of its assessment, and other local matters that may be brought before it. When the town meeting is not in session, its authority passes to the officers whom it has elected. These are the group of selectmen, varying from three to nine in number; the town clerk, who keeps its records; the treasurer and the assessors, who are entrusted with the important duty of setting a value on the property of the township for the collection of taxes; in addition to these are a collector of taxes, school-committee men, and minor officers. This system, it will be seen, erects the township into a complete local democracy, a republic within a republic, as it were. The authority of the superior officials of the state over the affairs of the township is reduced to a minimum. It must be recollected, of course, that under the American system, the state constitution itself acts as a check upon the power of the local authorities, prescribing the limits of their authority, often laying down the maximum of their taxing power, and the form of taxation which they are authorized to use. If they exceed their legitimate powers, the usual method of judicial redress through the courts can be brought into play. The area superior to this, the county, is in New England merely a grouping of townships, whose governing authority is an elected body, the functions of which are very restricted. In Massachusetts there are three commissioners, one elected each year, and serving for three years. Their duties consist in apportioning taxes for county purposes among the towns according to the system discussed later, in erecting and looking after county buildings, and maintaining county roads, in issuing licenses, etc.

In the South the position of county and town is reversed. The county is the historic area, originally used for judicial purposes, and extended in use, later, to other administrative functions. The township represents a subsequent subdivision of the county, especially for the purpose of maintaining primary schools. But in some states the county exists alone, without the township. The organization of the Southern county is based on local autonomy. At its head is the elected board of county commissioners, with whom are associated a treasurer, superintendents of the poor and of education, sheriff, and other officers. Where no township exists, the commissioners of the county conduct the whole local administration (roads, poorhouses, jails, etc.); where the township has been introduced, the things handed over to its elected officers vary very much.

In the central Atlantic states, and to the west of the Alleghanies, we no longer find either township or county assuming the same preponderant position as in New England or the South. Both township and county exist, governed by officers elected by the people, and dividing the local government between them according to the nature of the service to be performed. Sometimes the one and sometimes the other has been historically antecedent. In New York, Pennsylvania, Delaware, and New Jersey, the township was the original area, an organic unit based on settlement. For this reason we still find the annual town meeting in rural New York, presided over by the justice of the peace, electing officers, passing by-laws, and voting taxes. But in the central Atlantic states the existence of a larger and artificial area in the shape of the “riding,” acted as the starting-point for the introduction of county government. In the northwestern states the county has generally preceded the township. In Illinois, most of whose Southern settlers in early times came from Virginia, the county was first introduced. But here, as in a great many other states, the needs of school regulation served to introduce township government. By the system of surveys made by authority of Congress (beginning with the land ordinance of 1785), the land in all new territory has been cut up into squares six miles each way, and thus containing thirty-six square miles. One square mile in each has been devoted by the national government to the maintenance of public schools. It has thus happened that in many cases the word “township” was first used merely as the designation of the tract of land six miles square. Later on, as settlement grew, the election of officers for the public business of the township naturally followed. But in other states the township, though the county has existed side by side with it, has been from the first the chief area of local government. This has happened in Michigan, whose first settlers came from New England, and transplanted their local institutions. The town meeting is in use in Michigan almost in the same way as in Massachusetts. Within the township itself there is often found as a subordinate area the school district, with separate elected officers (trustees, directors, etc.), who appoint teachers, supervise the expenditure of money on buildings, etc. But this is not universal, as in many places — in Massachusetts and Pennsylvania, for example — the school district is amalgamated with the township.

The above are the only organs of government that operate in the rural parts of the country. But there are, in addition to these, the urban organizations (cities, towns, villages, and — in Pennsylvania — boroughs); the exact form of government varies from state to state. Cities and towns, etc., are sometimes organized by virtue of a general statute or constitutional provision, which makes it possible for any locality having a certain population to adopt a municipal government. Sometimes their form of administration is given to them by a special act of the legislature. It may approximately be said that the latter is the case in regard to the larger cities, the smaller ones coming under a general law. In all cases the government is democratic and autonomous. The control of the city is in the hands of officers elected by the qualified voters among its inhabitants, or, if not directly elected, at any rate appointed by some one else who is himself elected. In some states (Virginia) the city government excludes the county; in others the county remains, forming a part of the city, or including the city as part of itself. The government of an American city resembles in its structure that of one of the states. At its head is an elected mayor, as chief executive officer, with a large number of subordinates, partly elected, partly appointed. There is, in addition, a legislative or quasi-legislative body in the form of the city council, generally made up of two different sets of members — the aldermen and the councilors — who are elected for different terms and different districts. The earlier tendency, which originated in the prevalent belief in the omniscience of any legislative body and a distrust of executive officers, was to place the bulk of the authority in the hands of the council, and to give the mayor as little discretionary power as possible. The change of public opinion in this respect (already referred to in a preceding chapter) has caused a contrary policy. The concentration of authority in the hands of one man, rather than of a whole body, carries with it a definite location of responsibility. One man, conspicuous by the isolation of his office, aware that he alone is answerable, and that the blame of negligence cannot be shifted, and having at the same time the power to act unhampered by idle discussion, is more likely to prove efficient than a committee whose members can shift to one another’s shoulders the blame of their joint misdeeds. In Boston, for example, the administration is vested in a mayor elected for two years, and in a city council composed of two houses, — an upper house of thirteen aldermen, and a lower house of seventy-five councilmen. Of the subordinate officials, the street commissioners are the only ones elected by the people. Some few of the rest are appointed by the council, and the police board by the government of Massachusetts, but the great bulk of appointments to city offices are made by the mayor. In some cases the ratification of the aldermen is required. By the charter of greater New York, amended in 1901, the city government centres in a mayor, elected for two years, and a board of seventy-three aldermen, elected for the same term. The mayor has very great power. He can absolutely veto any grant of a city franchise, and has a partial veto over ordinary legislative acts of the board of aldermen. He appoints the heads of fourteen out of the fifteen administrative departments (fire, education, water supply, etc.), and has power to remove most of them. He appoints, also, the civil service commissioners. Each of the separate boroughs of greater New York has its president, who controls the street paving, the sewers, etc.

The most important of all questions in connection with city government is not its construction but the scope of its operation, the kind of public services which it is to undertake, whether or not it shall operate its own lighting plant, car service, etc. But the consideration of this topic will fall under a later chapter.

4. England. The distinctive feature of American local government has been seen to be the great extent to which autonomy, or self-government, prevails. The same feature is to be observed in the local government of England, as recently reconstructed; but previous to the reconstruction acts of the last half of the nineteenth century, this was not the case. The greater part of local jurisdiction had been placed, not all at once but bit by bit, in the hands of the justices of the peace. The functions of these officials had become so numerous as to defy anything but a purely alphabetical enumeration; they included such important matters as the levy of the county rate, the issuing of liquor licenses, the conduct of asylums, and the supervision of prisons. In their judicial capacity these officials tried criminal cases. The justice of the peace, appointed by the crown, on the advice of the lord lieutenant of the county, did not represent the principle of local self-government. He was the nominee of the central government, and in many cases was acting as the agent of one of its departments, of the local government board, the board of trade, etc. In addition to the justices, various special bodies had been created in the course of the nineteenth century, occupying some of the conflicting areas already mentioned. The board of guardians (by the poor law amendment act of 1834) had control of the care of the poor in a “union” of parishes, the board being composed of the local justices together with elected members. The burial acts (1852 and others) constituted burial boards, elective bodies operative over a parish or larger districts. Finally there were added, in 1870, school districts, with elective school boards. The parish itself remained as an ecclesiastical area, but exercised also through its officials, or through its general vestry meeting, minor civil functions. These and other bodies made up a medley of authorities, whose areas of jurisdiction were inextricably confused, and whose composition gave but little scope to local self-governance. The government of cities and towns which had grown up under special charters, and was often in the hands of a small portion of the inhabitants (sometimes of a close corporation), was also hopelessly confused and hopelessly at variance with any principle of popular government.

Though much of the older confusion, at least as viewed by an American, remains, a great deal has been done to place local government in England upon a more reputable footing. Two main objects have been kept in view, — the rectification of areas and the introduction of local self-government. With this object, a series of reforming acts has been passed: the municipal corporation acts of 1835 and 1882, the local government act of 1888 (referring mainly to county government), the local government act of 1894 (for parishes and districts), the London government act of 1899, and the education act of 1902. The general effect of the reform is as follows. The justice of the peace is relegated to his judicial sphere, retaining but few of his administrative functions. The old Saxon system of three ascending areas with elective self-government (township, hundred, and county) reappears in the present parish, district, and county. To the county is given an elected council, with wide range of local power. The elected district council has authority over sanitation, allotments, certain licenses, and other things. The parishes inside the area of towns are not affected by the reform, but the rural parishes have now elective self-government. If the parish has less than three hundred inhabitants, it exercises its government by means of a general “parish meeting,” on the lines of the American town meeting, but with much less authority, for the sphere of parish operations is small. In the larger parishes councils are elected. The school district under the act of 1902 disappears, and the control of schools is vested in a committee of the county council, having as a subordinate authority a body of managers for each school. The reforms also introduce elective self-government into the cities and towns, in the shape of mayor, aldermen, and councilors; but the relation of the cities to the counties in which they lie is not always the same. Some are administrative counties (Southampton, etc.), or are “county boroughs” (Liverpool, Manchester, and about sixty others), and stand quite apart from the county government. Below these are graded classes, which fall to an increasing extent within the regulation of the county authorities. London stands by itself. It contains within it the small central portion (about one mile square) known as the city of London, and governed as before by the lord mayor and the “courts” of which he is president, the court of common council (composed of aldermen and councilors) being the chief. Outside of this lies the vast “county of London” (with a population of 4,433,000 in the census of 1896), under the control of an elected county council. This whole area (except the city) is subdivided into twenty-eight “metropolitan boroughs,” each with an elected council. The result of these various reforms is that throughout the whole system the central government has withdrawn from its former control, in favor of the autonomy of elected local authorities. Such management as it still retains is in the hands of the local government board, a body consisting of a president (who is a member of the cabinet, and who is the acting power) and other cabinet officers, nominally associated with him. But the duties of the board consist merely in supervision; it does not appoint local officials, and its chief function of importance is to sanction financial measures of the subordinate authorities.

5. France. In France local government assumes an entirely different character from that found in America and England. The distinguishing feature is its highly centralized form, and the great degree of dependence in which all local authorities are placed in regard to the central national government. Take for instance the administration of a French department, the largest of the local areas. At its head is the prefect, an official appointed by the president of the republic, on the recommendation of the minister of the interior. He has associated with him, it is true, an elected body known as the general council of the department. But the power of the latter is reduced to the smallest compass. It is allowed by law only two regular annual sessions, the one of fifteen days, the other of a month. It has no true taxing power, for the amount of money which it may use and the manner of raising it are both regulated by the French parliament. In the spending of the money thus accruing to it, it does not act on its own initiative, for it is the prefect who draws up the budget which is annually submitted to it. Even then the expenditure as finally voted requires the assent of the president of the republic. The latter has also the power to dissolve the council, a power which may be exercised even by the prefect if the council outsits its statutory term. If it exceeds the scope of its legal competence, its acts can be declared void by the president. Its members are unpaid, their attendance is compulsory, they are forbidden to adopt any resolutions, etc., bearing upon general politics, nor can a council enter into any political correspondence or relations with that of any other department. In contrast to this the power of the prefect is very great. At times, indeed, he merely acts as the agent of the general government, with no discretion of his own, as when enacting the ordinances of the president. But in addition to this, and to the duties in connection with the council already explained, the prefect has a wide sphere of authority. He appoints and dismisses the teachers in the government schools, is at the head of the police, is recruiting officer, etc. The same system on a smaller scale is adopted in the arrondissement, the first subdivision of the department. At its head is a sub-prefect, appointed by the president; the functions of its council amount to little more than the division of apportioned taxes among the communes. The primary unit, the commune, is in a slightly less dependent position. Being organic and historic, and not merely “geometrical,” as are the superior units, it tends to develop a greater vitality. Its mayor (since 1882) is an elected officer. But its municipal council, like that of the department, has restricted powers and very limited sessions. It is subject to dissolution by the president, and can be suspended for a month by the prefect. All French towns and cities except Paris and Lyons, which have a special form of government, are organized as communes on the same plan.

The peculiar form which local government has thus assumed in France has grown out of the troubled history of the country since the Revolution. At the making of the first constitution of that era (the monarchical constitution adopted in 1791) the reformers were fully inspired with the idea of local autonomy. The departments were erected into what were described as “little republics,” and the power centred in their “councils general” was very considerable. Such an arrangement made at such a time served only to weaken the authority of the central executive at Paris to an alarming degree. Under the revolutionary government of the Terrorists, therefore, in 1793-94, local power was put into the hands of “national agents,” appointed from Paris, and of special “representatives on mission,” who exercised a dictatorial power. The intense centralization thus effected rendered it possible for the executive government to avail themselves of the whole resources of the nation with wonderful effect. The same plan was deliberately adopted and perfected by Bonaparte under the constitution of the year VIII (law of Feb. 17, 1800), in which the prefects and sub-prefects appear, and which has since remained as the basis of local government in France. The struggle between different dynasties and parties for the control of the national government, and the successive revolutions (1830, 1848, 1851, 1870) in which the struggle has culminated, have made each party willing to adopt the centralized system as a means of consolidating its own power. This has contributed largely to give to Paris a political preëminence not enjoyed by any other capital. For the purposes of revolution, Paris during the nineteenth century meant France, and the successful seizure of the central control carried with it the mastery of the entire government. The efficiency of this concentration of power in time of war or invasion is very great; it insures a prompt coöperation from all parts of the country. But as against this must be set the enervating influence on local affairs of government from above, and the temptation of the central government to use its agents for political purposes.

6. Prussia. The system of local government in Prussia is far too complex to allow of any adequate description in brief compass. The areas are numerous (provinces, districts, circles, communes, and organized towns). It contains, however, one interesting feature, which may be noticed in passing. As a compromise between state control and local self-government, there is in use in the Prussian provinces a double set of officials, a president and council appointed by the crown, and a provincial diet elected by the representative bodies in the circles and choosing its own executive head (Landeshauptmann) and executive committee. The spheres of state authorities and provincial elective authorities are kept separate, the former being mainly concerned with supplying information to, and acting as the agent of, the royal government at Berlin. The functionaries of the Prussian district are all nominated by the central government; of those of the circle, the executive chief is appointed by the president of the province, the diet is elective. In rural communes there are elective assemblies, but there remain still communes, if one may use the term to translate the word Rittergut, that are under the jurisdiction of a manorial lord. The towns and cities are variously organized on the elective plan. But it must be recalled that the elective system in Prussia is always arranged on the division of classes described in an earlier chapter. The central government retains a supervising power over financial measures. The Prussian system of combining local authority with central control would prove quite impossible in America, owing to the conflict of jurisdiction it would occasion; in Prussia such conflict is less to be feared, because it is a matter controlled, as already explained in reference to France, by the administrative officers themselves.

7. Local Taxation; the Property Tax of the United States. We come now finally to the difficult question of local taxation and finance. In the United States local taxation has proved one of the most serious of the practical problems of administration. The peculiar difficulty which has arisen to a greater or less degree all over the Union is of the following character. The state, county, and township authorities draw a very large proportion, in the case of the two latter practically all, of their financial support from the proceeds of a direct tax laid on all forms of property. The tax applies both to real and personal property, — land, houses, buildings, horses, carriages, furniture, stock and shares, mortgages, bonds, etc. At its origination it seemed eminently reasonable. The states were forbidden to levy import and export duties, and to levy excise duties would tend to drive out manufactures to a more favored locality; they therefore of necessity fell back on direct taxes. And of all such, a single tax, laid on all forms of property alike, seemed to commend itself as the most uniform and the most equitable. In practice it has shown itself to be distressingly inequitable. This is due in part to the manner of its assessment, which is made as follows. The state authorities compute the amount of the direct tax needed for their purposes, and divide it up among the counties in the proportion of the value of assessed property in each. To the sum thus called for each county adds the amount needed for its own use and then distributes it in like manner among its townships, again according to the proportional value of the assessed property in each. To this sum the township adds what is needed for its own purposes, usually the largest amount of all. The total thus reached is distributed among all the property-holders of the township according to their proportion of assessed property; in other words the total of the assessed property is divided by the total tax to be collected, and a tax rate is thus obtained which is levied on all the property. If, for example, the total of the property was worth $5,000,000, and the total tax to be collected was $100,000, then the tax rate would be put at one fiftieth or two per cent. Under such a system, then, everything turns on the assessment. If one county has been assessed for very much less property than it actually has, then the amount of the tax assigned to it by the state will be very much less than it should be, but at the expense of the other counties, for the rate all round will need to be higher in order to supply the fixed quantity of money asked for. Or again let us suppose that in one of the townships the property is assessed for very much less than it is worth. Then the township in which the assessment is too low is given less than its share of the county tax, but always at the expense of the other townships, on account of the rate being of necessity higher than would be needed if the assessment were larger. Finally, within the township itself precisely the same thing happens among individuals. Any one whose property is put at too low a valuation, or not valued at all, escapes at the expense of his neighbors; and the more the property in general escapes assessment and remains invisible, the higher becomes the tax rate. Hence has arisen what is called competitive under-assessment, the counties and townships vying with one another in attempting to make their findable property as small as possible. The assessors, moreover, being elective officers, elected in most cases for a very short term, are personally interested in not making the total property of their area stand at too high a figure.

The upshot has been that while the system was originally devised as the most equitable form of universal taxation possible, in its actual operation nothing could be more vicious and inequitable. For it is to be observed that it in reality discriminates most unfairly between different kinds of property. Real estate, for example (lands and buildings), is much less easy to conceal than such forms of property as shares in bank stock, bonds, debentures, etc. In illustration of this it may be mentioned that in the assessment of property in Brooklyn in 1895, real estate constituted over ninety-eight per cent of the total values. Some years ago (1884) a tax commission in West Virginia reported in reference to personal property, “Things have come to such a condition in West Virginia, that as regards paying taxes on this class of property, it is almost as voluntary, and is considered pretty much in the same light, as donations to the neighboring church or Sunday school.” In addition to this, a premium is put upon dishonesty, since people o£ a pliable conscience will find it easier to dodge the assessment than those of a more uncompromising morality. Even some of the measures intended to prevent this, as, for example, the adoption of a schedule of property made out and sworn to by the owner, and the penalties (legal and spiritual) for perjury, etc., accentuate the evil rather than lighten it. The worst feature of all is that when under-assessment once sets in, it moves forward at an accelerated pace. For the higher the rate rises, the more imperative does it become for each individual to understate his property. But the more the property is understated, the higher the rate rises, and thus the worse the situation is, the worse it tends to become. In some cases the rate becomes so high that to tell the literal truth, and pay the full tax rate, would mean absolute ruin. Thus in some of the “towns” of Chicago, previous to the reform of the assessment system a few years ago, the rate stood as high as eight and nine per cent. Now it must be remembered that this means, not the contribution of eight per cent of one’s income, but eight per cent of one’s capital property. To actually pay this and continue in business would not, for ordinary enterprises, be found possible. The result is that both the assessors and the assessed adopt a rough scale of depreciation, accepting as accurate a figure that is perhaps one fifth or one tenth of the probable actual value of the property concerned. Meanwhile the incentive to dishonesty remains, and a vast amount of property escapes untaxed.

Throughout the entire United States opinion is agreed as to the inefficiency and iniquitousness of the general property tax. It has been condemned by a long series of state tax commissions held within the last forty years, and by all the highest authorities on the subject of public finance. “Instead of being a tax on personal property,” said the New York commissioners of 1872, “it has in effect become a tax upon ignorance and honesty. That is to say, its imposition is restricted to those who are not informed of the means of evasion, or, knowing the means, are restricted, by a nice sense of honor from resorting to them.” The Illinois commission of 1886 spoke of it as “a school for perjury, promoted by law.” The New York report of 1893 says, “It puts a premium on perjury and a penalty on integrity.” The recent industrial commission in its final report (vol. xix) quotes as illustrative of the general feeling, the words of a special committee on taxation which reported to the California senate in 1901: “From Maine to Texas and from Florida to California, there is but one opinion as to the workings of the present system. That is, that it is inequitable, unfair, and positively unjust. Theoretically all property is called upon to bear a share of the public burdens in exact proportion to its present value. In practice that end is admittedly not even approached. Scarcely a fractional part of the property in any commonwealth is brought to the tax rolls. This is especially true of personal property in its most coveted forms, money and credits.” That the reform of local taxation is one of the crying needs of the American system of government is only too obvious. But before considering the steps that have already been taken in that direction, and the various plans suggested, it will be well to set in comparison the systems adopted in other countries.

8. Systems of Local Taxation in Other Countries. Complicated as is the local administration of England, there are certain features of its financial system which merit attention in connection with the present question. In the first case the central government does not divide or apportion taxes among the county councils for collection, so that all question of competitive under-assessment as between counties is set aside. Nor is there, for reasons which will appear presently, competitive under-assessment between the minor areas. In the next place the whole field of personal property, tangible and intangible, is left out of local taxation. Thus the American difficulty of finding “invisible property” is avoided. But at the same time such property contributes to the national finance through the income tax, an adjustable tax ranging from two to five per cent, or even higher, and which, among its other categories, is levied on stocks, shares, etc., and paid at the source. Though the operation of the income tax is of course fallible, and allows the more fluid forms of income (professional, etc.) to partially escape, it nevertheless serves to make the intangible forms of property contribute to the general revenue of the state.

The actual revenues of the local authorities consist partly of sums handed over to them by the central government, and partly of “rates” (proportional taxes) which they levy on real property. To the first class belong certain payments made by the national government to the counties (administrative counties, and county boroughs), representing a fraction of the amount received as the proceeds of license taxes (liquor, dogs, guns, etc.), a fraction of the estate duties collected, and, under a statute of 1890, the proceeds of certain duties on spirits and beer. In other words the national government collects various taxes, and shares them among the counties. The rest of the local income comes from direct taxation. The rate is levied not, as in America, on the capital value, but merely on the annual value of real property. A committee of the county council fixes the county rate, assigning to each parish a standard of what the rate is to produce. This involves assessment as in America of the property value in the parish, but the valuation is never made by an elected parish officer. The county authorities follow the valuation made by the national government for the raising of the income tax, or that of the poor-law authorities, or at times make a valuation of their own. Boroughs, districts, and parishes levy similar rates on the annual value of real property. The difference in conditions between England and America is seen in the fact that while the American property tax ranges (nominally) from about one and one half to ten per cent on capital value, the total of various kinds of English local rates for the year 1895-96 stood at 4s. 5d. on the pound of annual value; in other words, while the nominal American rate is at one to ten per cent of capital, the English rate is twenty-two and one half per cent of income. Even this rate is considered in England alarmingly high. In the year 1899-1900, something over forty and a half million pounds was raised by direct taxation, and twelve and a quarter million pounds derived from the contributions of the central government.

It must not be thought, from what has been said above, that the situation in regard to local finance in England is altogether felicitous. There, however, the feature which occasions grave apprehension is not the method of assessment and levy, but the great increase of local expenditure and local debt. The local expenditure of England and Wales in 1868 was only thirty million pounds; in 1900 it reached one hundred and one million. Much of this has been paid for with borrowed money, and the total of local indebtedness stands at about three hundred million pounds. As a result local rates have increased to a great, indeed to an alarming extent. The rate per pound in 1891-92 stood at 3s. 8d.; in 1895-96 at 4s. 5d. It is true that the borrowing power of local bodies is subject to the sanction of the local government board, and the accounts of most local bodies are audited by district auditors, appointed by the same authority, and having a power to disallow items. A further extension of this application of central control would seem justified by the circumstances.

In France local government presents certain features differing in a marked degree from the systems both of England and America. In the first place, use is made of a sort of internal customs duty, the octroi, levied on various classes of goods brought into towns. This is one of the main resorts of communal finance, the towns as already seen being organized as communes. The same form of local tax is used in Paris and Lyons. In the year 1896 no less than 1513 French cities, towns, and villages made use of the octroi, the revenue thus produced being about one third of their total revenue. The chief articles thus taxed are wines, beer, and spirits generally, oil, meat, combustibles, fodder, and building materials. This part of the French system is certainly to be condemned. It hampers trade, and is troublesome and expensive in collection. Unfortunately, like other indirect taxes, it has the insidious quality which renders its use tempting to municipal authorities. The employment of the octroi, though abolished at the time of the French Revolution, has steadily increased in the nineteenth century, and in 1899 about one third of the population of France were subject to it.

For the rest of the municipal revenue and for the revenue of the department, a quite different plan is used. There are four great direct taxes levied by the French national government, — the tax on real estate, tax on personalty and persons (impôt mobilier et personnel), the door and window tax, and the tax on business. Of these the last named is a graded tax on all forms of business enterprise, varying according to the kind of business, the magnitude of the business, and the location of the business. The whole classification falls within the scope of the central government; there is no apportionment among departments, etc., and hence no chance of competitive under-assessment. It is as if the state of Massachusetts imposed a license tax on all forms of business, which, other things being equal, would be higher in Boston than in a town of fifty thousand people, and higher in the case of banking business, other things being equal, than for a grocery business, and finally would be higher in the case of a business employing one hundred men than one which only employed twenty, still with the condition that other things were equal. The total tax collected would therefore vary with the changing factors. Its use by the government of France is meant to supplement the lack of a national income tax. Of the other taxes, that on real estate is based on what is called a “cadastre,” or fixed valuation made by the government on a basis of area, productivity, value of buildings, etc. The part of this valuation referring to land remains unchanged for a long time together (1821-90). That on buildings has been frequently revised. The former portion of the tax is apportioned, that is to say, the government decides on a total sum and collects it from the departments in proportion to the valuation of their land, the rate thus varying as in the United States. In the case of the latter portion of the tax, the government fixes the rate and takes the proceeds. It is the duty of the local authorities in the arrondissements to share the apportioned tax among the communes; but as the valuation on which they proceed is made for them, they are in a totally different position from that of the American assessors. The so-called personalty and persons tax (impôt mobilier et personnel) is in reality an apportioned tax on houses together with a capitation tax of the value (according to locality) of three days’ labor. Finally the “door and window tax” is an apportioned tax on houses.

It has been necessary to show the nature of these direct taxes in order to explain the French system of local taxation. The local revenue is obtained by the addition of a certain percentage to the sums thus collected. The “centimes additionnels” as they are called, are settled by the central government, and collected by its agents. It is for this reason that it can be said of the general council of the department that it has no power of taxation. The “centimes additionnels,” or sur-tax, added to the “principal” of the French direct taxes, is greater than the principal itself. No sur-tax is added to the capitation tax mentioned above.

In Prussia use is made of the octroi as in France, its burden falling upon mill-ground articles, cattle, meat, etc. There are also, as in France, sur-taxes added to the direct taxes of the state government and other direct taxes whose proceeds go wholly to the local authorities. The direct taxes of the first class include the income tax and the tax on circulating business; those of the second class comprise the taxes on land, houses, and fixed business. The extra percentage, or sur-tax, actually collected varies greatly, but is under the control of the central government. The land assessment is made by commissioners appointed by the state government, together with a staff of technical experts in each province. The persons liable to the income tax are divided into classes within which all pay the same. The assessment is made by a special board in each circle or county, partly appointed by the local authorities, but in the majority elected by the persons liable to the tax. Unfortunately the method of ascertaining income has not proved satisfactory. Till recently (1891), the board relied largely on circumstantial evidence of income (style of house, obvious expenditure, etc.). The objection that this was an inquisitorial proceeding led to the adoption of self-assessment by declaration. In spite of the severe penalties for fraud, a great part of income escapes. The mode of assessing the business tax is peculiarly interesting. The French system of classification by industries and by population of locality was abandoned in 1891. Instead of it businesses are grouped into four classes on a joint basis of capital invested and earnings made. The assessment of the top class is made province by province, by assessors of whom one third are nominated by the minister of finance, and two thirds by the committee of the province (the executive committee of the elected portion of the provincial government). The tax amounts to about one per cent of earnings. The two middle classes are taxed district by district (Bezirk), and the lowest class is taxed in each “circle,” or county. The government assigns a lump sum (based on the average earnings of included businesses) to be collected from all businesses of the same class in the same district (or minor district), and this is shared among the individual business concerns by a tax committee elected from their number. It must be observed that this elected committee has no power to spare its constituents as a total. This form of tax has proved singularly efficient.

9. Reform of the American System. Let us now in the light of what has been said in regard to foreign countries consider some of the chief proposals for the reform of the American system of local taxation, and the steps that have already been taken in that direction. In the first place we have the frequent suggestion of a more stringent enforcement of existing laws. This is what has been done in Ohio under the “tax inquisitor law,” whereby county commissioners engage an individual to “discover” personal property, paying him a proportion of the tax thereby realized. In view of the obnoxious character of the property tax so generally condemned, mere rigor of enforcement only aggravates the situation. The Ohio system introduces a feature of management which should have no place in public administration, except in dealing with the criminal class. Nor is the system of making the legal assessment value (as recently done in Chicago) only a fraction of the true value, of any permanent efficacy. It affords, it is true, the opportunity for a general repentance and a new start, but the viciousness of the assessment system is not altered thereby. The proposals which appear to be substantiated by the experience of foreign countries are (1) the separation of the sources of state and local revenue, and the abandoning of the system of apportionment, (2) the abolition of the property tax on personal property, and (3) the creation of other forms of revenue to fill the void thus created and to satisfy the equities of taxation.

The first of these proposals has been endorsed by the American League of Municipalities, by the New York State Commerce Convention, and by various other bodies. In Oregon under a statute operative in 1905, apportionment of state taxes among the counties is abandoned. The proportion of state taxes paid by each county will depend on the ratio of its own expenditure to the total expenditure of the counties. The Industrial Commission in its Final Report (1902) recommends that the states (not the localities) abandon the property tax altogether. In the second place the abolition of the tax on personalty would leave only land and buildings subject to the property tax. The motive for concealment would be lessened, since there would no longer exist the sense of injustice at the escape of personalty from a tax to which it was legally liable. The experience of England and Prussia certainly falls in with the suggestion of the commission that this tax should be for local purposes only. It might seem advisable that when the system of elected assessors exists it should be abandoned in favor of assessors appointed by the government of the state and holding an independent tenure of office. Such a suggestion is but little consonant with the current political ideas of American people. But the experience of European countries certainly favors it. A valuation of land on the French system by general survey and estimate would reduce that portion of the tax to a stable basis.

In reference to the third question, that of creating other sources of revenue, much has already been done in some states and there is much that naturally suggests itself. The successful business taxes of Prussia and France seem to indicate a useful form of taxation. The Industrial Commission recommends the adoption of taxes of this nature as a supplement to the property tax. In several of the Southern states there already exist “licenses” or “privilege taxes” which are of this kind. They are by no means so elaborate as the Continental taxes, varying only according to population or other evident criteria, but not proportional to the volume of business transacted. A more elaborate form of business tax with the Prussian system of assessment would be a decided gain. The taxation of income is also recommended by the commission; theoretically the income tax is the most equitable of all, but experience shows it liable to grave inequalities. It might well form a part of a reconstructed tax system for state purposes, especially if income from real estate were omitted, being already taxed under the local property tax, and if the English system of tapping the income at its source were put into force. Separate income taxes have recently been levied in Virginia, North Carolina, and South Carolina. Massachusetts has an income tax which exempts income from taxed property, and which dates from colonial times. Pennsylvania and Louisiana attempt, but not very successfully, to tax income under the property tax. An amended taxation of corporations — which are now taxed in various ways, on the value or on the cost of property, on capital stock, on bonded debt, on gross earnings, on dividends, on net earnings, etc. — is also proposed. In summary it may be said that what is needed is a complete reconstruction of local taxation. The general object should be to avoid the present evils of competitive under-assessment and invisible property and to institute a new composite system of revenue calculated to properly distribute the burden of taxation.
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CHAPTER VIII. PARTY GOVERNMENT
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1. CONFLICT OF Opinion on the Merits of Party Government. — 2. Origin and Development of the Party System in England. — 3. Origin and Growth of Political Parties in the United States. — 4. The Organization of American Political Parties. — 5. Reform of the System. — 6. Party Machinery in Great Britain. — 7. The Party Groups of Continental Europe.

1. Conflict of Opinion on the Merits of Party Government. By a political party we mean a more or less organized group of citizens who act together as a political unit. They share, or profess to share, the same opinions on public questions, and by exercising their voting power towards a common end, seek to obtain control of the government. They constitute something like a joint stock company to which each member contributes his share of political power. They are thus collectively able to acquire the strength which it would have been impossible for them, acting singly, to obtain. In all except the autocratic modern governments this system of deliberate collective action supplies the motive power which keeps the wheels of administration moving. Though standing almost outside of the legal structure of the state, party government is the vital principle of its operation. The Constitution of the United States does not indeed presume the existence of political parties; but in the evolution of American government in the nineteenth century, they have come to be its central feature. In the United Kingdom the law of the constitution knows nothing of any such institution. But the customary operation of the Constitution is altogether based on the supposition of this sort of collective action. For the whole cabinet system — which we have seen to be the central fact of British government — presupposes the united action which alone can render its existence possible. The countries which have deliberately adopted parliamentary government — France, Italy, Canada, Australia, etc. — have done so on the same assumption. The law cannot, indeed, expressly decree the existence of parties, but it can set up institutions, as in the countries named, which become meaningless without them. For a proper study of modern government it is, therefore, necessary to take full account of this form of joint political effort and to study the organization and operation of modern parties. We may thus form some judgment as to the value and efficiency of the political expedient thus devised.

Party government, indeed, has been variously judged. It has been extolled as the most natural and condemned as the most unnatural of political phenomena. Those who judge it harshly are shocked by the peculiarly artificial agreement which it sets up among the group of party adherents, and their equally artificial disagreement with their opponents. Each side remains in a state of willful inconvincibility, with individual judgment frozen tight in the shape of the party mould. This kind of unanimity seems to its critics false and injurious; it suppresses that very freedom of individual opinion and action which is meant to be the vital principle of democratic government. Where two great political parties dispute the field, it presumes, as has been said by Professor Goldwin Smith, “a bisection of human character,” which does not in reality exist. Those who defend party government take an entirely opposite ground. They draw attention to the fact that in a certain sense the bisection of human nature is altogether in accordance with fact. There are naturally, they claim, four kinds of men, — those who wish to return to the methods and institutions of the past (reactionaries), those who wish to retain those of the present (conservatives), those who wish to reform present institutions (liberals), and those who desire to abolish them (radicals). If for evident reasons of expediency the two former classes and the two latter act together politically we get a division into two great political parties, resting on fundamental psychological principles. It is further argued that far from being in conflict with the theory of democratic government, it is the only thing which renders the latter feasible. For it is impossible for all the people to rule all the time — taken singly. The rule of the people can only mean the rule of a majority. Now the only way in which any particular set of people can remain together as a majority, and thus render possible a stable and consistent administration of public affairs, is that the members of the ruling group shall “agree to agree” with one another. A modern democratic state without this somewhat artificial and yet essential unanimity would become a brawling chaos of individual opinions.

The validity of the two contentions thus urged will depend in some measure on the circumstances of the time and country. It often happens — as in the case of the slavery question or the silver question in the United States, the free-trade question in England, etc. — that some one paramount political issue presents itself which of necessity separates the community into affirmative and negative divisions. The importance of the issue is such that the supporters of either side are perfectly willing to subordinate to it all minor matters and to act in concert in everything for the sake of the main point to be gained. Two free-traders or two free-silver men might consent to vote and act together, and to put their interests into the hands of the same representative, even if the one of them was a prohibitionist and the other an anti-prohibitionist. It is in such cases as this that the party system seems eminently a defensible one; it offers a natural and reasonable method of reaching the main object to be achieved. This was the condition in the United States in the middle of the century. It was also the chronic condition in England during a large part of the nineteenth century, the general idea of liberal reform being opposed to the general immobility of conservatism. It was owing to the existence of this state of things that party government grew to be invested with an air of inevitability, and seemed to carry with it its own defense. On the other hand, where no such main issues exist the party system must depend for existence on the strength of its organization. It must have pledges first and principles after, and its members, having first decided to agree, must next make up their minds what it is they agree about. This is the present position of the party system in the United States. Failing this, for default of a main issue, political parties will take the form of numerous and rapidly changing groups, the government being carried on by temporary and unstable combinations, and the parties, having neither traditions nor standing power, being animated with a dangerous sense of irresponsibility. This is the position of affairs in France, Italy, and several Continental countries. At the present juncture, then, the party system meets with keen criticism and speculation is rife as to its future evolution.

2. Origin and Development of the Party System in England. The origins of party government are found in England and may be considered as dating from the Elizabethan era. The Puritans, opposed to the intolerance and the extreme prerogative of the queen’s government, exerted themselves to gain seats in Parliament, where their representatives acted as an organized party in arresting the royal grants of monopolies, etc. On the basis thus formed grew up the popular party, whose cohesion was rendered stronger by the arbitrary government of the Stuart kings. “Sandys, Coke, Eliot, Selden and Pym, may be regarded,” says Sir Thomas May, “as the first leaders of a regular parliamentary opposition.” As the resistance to the royal tyranny increased, the defenders of popular rights and the adherents of the crown changed from political parties to the opposing factions of a civil war. But after the Restoration the same parliamentary division reappears under the name of the Court Party and the Country Party of the reign of Charles II. With the debates over the Exclusion Bill of 1680 (for debarring the king’s brother from the throne) the nicknames of Whig and Tory (terms equivalent to “dough-face” and “highwayman”) first appear. Henceforth for a century and a half these names indicate the two great political parties by whom the parliamentary activity of the United Kingdom was controlled. The Whigs were the opponents of the royal prerogative and the adherents of the doctrine of parliamentary supremacy; the Tories advocated the power of the crown. Their relation to the later parties must not be mistaken. Neither was by its origin the party of progress or reform; neither the party of stability or order. They represented merely two different theories of English constitutional relations. After the accession of the House of Hanover the two parties found their positions curiously reversed. The Whigs, the opponents of prerogative, were the supporters of the new dynasty, while the Tories, the advocates of prerogative, were the opponents of the holder of the crown. This blunted the edge of their original hostility, and helped to convert them from the position of inimical factions to the decorous and official form of opposition since maintained. Moreover the practical triumph of the principle of parliamentary supremacy, and the recognition of the hopelessness of the Stuart cause, led to an alteration in the distinctive characteristics of the two groups. From the accession of George III onwards, the Whigs tended to become the advocates of reform and progress; the Tories placed their faith in order and security. Thus the two changed into the great Liberal and Conservative parties of the nineteenth century. The doctrine of liberalism favored the increased “democratization” of the constitution, the grant of equal political privileges to all, the abolition of the remaining religious disabilities and tests, the establishment of economic liberty of trade and industry. To this the Conservatives opposed the historic view of political rights that had grown up under the constitution, the safeguarding of vested interests, and the resistance of dangerous innovation. But since the middle of the nineteenth century, these original characteristics of the two parties have largely been obscured. The Conservative administrations have participated in many of the great reforms of the latter part of the nineteenth century, — the extension of the suffrage, the reform of local government, of Irish land tenure, and so forth. The present complexion and organization of party life in the United Kingdom will be considered in a later paragraph.

3. Origin and Growth of Political Parties in the United States. In America we may consider distinct political parties as beginning with the colonial controversies of the eighteenth century. The standing opposition of the representative portion of the colonial governments to the governor and his associates, naturally divided political sympathy on much the same lines as in the mother country. As in England during the Stuart period, the war of the Revolution changed the partisans into armed combatants. But with the making of the first truly national government (1787) political parties reappear on an entirely new basis. Those who favored the establishment of a strong central government became known as the Federalists, while those in favor of the restriction of the federal power were termed Anti-federalists. After the adoption of the Constitution the term Federalist indicated those in favor of consolidating and strengthening the federal power, while those in favor of the rights of the states were called Republicans. The latter, being supported by the general trend of public opinion in favor of the rights of the individual and the restriction of governmental functions to a minimum, then current both in Europe and America, eventually carried the day. The Federalists declined in numbers and influence, and in the early twenties were practically extinct. Their opponents had in the early years of the Constitution strengthened their hold upon popular sympathy by adopting the name Democratic Republican, which has developed into the present term of Democrat. After the disappearance of the Federalists, the absence of definitely marked political parties led to a sort of interregnum known historically as the Era of Good Feeling; this designation and the lapse of time has surrounded with an undeserved halo a decade which “was really,” says Professor Hart, “a period of bitterness and rancor and legislative ineptitude.”

With the advent of Andrew Jackson (1829) the Democratic party entered on a new phase, in which it stood for extreme individualism, the extension of the suffrage, and the rights of “the people” in the special sense of the term. This raised up in opposition the party of the Whigs, advocates of strong government, national improvements (roads, canals, etc.), and a protective tariff. The rising predominance of the question of slavery (1820-1860) sundered the Whig party and removed them from the political arena. In their place sprang up anti-slavery parties of different degrees of opposition. The voting strength of these was finally gathered together as the Republican party, opposed to the further extension of slavery, though not (as a party) opposed to its existence. The Civil War removed the main issue by abolishing slavery. Since then the same two great parties have remained in name, but their evolution in the last forty years has rather taken the form of a consolidation of the organization of party structure than a collective adherence to any single principle or policy. The Republicans are in favor of protection, but the Democrats are certainly not free-traders. The Republicans, but not all of them, are in favor of the gold standard, and for a time some of the Democrats, but not all of them, opposed it. The states of the South have remained solidly Democratic, but this is by the historic continuity with past conditions. The plain truth is that both parties are largely opportunistic, adapting their policy on current questions to the circumstances of the day, and mainly governed in their selection of political opinions by the probability of political success. The party organization has become the leading factor, and the party opinions have taken a secondary place. A Republican is no longer to be defined as a man who holds such and such opinions, but as a man who adheres to the Republican organization and will support its candidates. At present, then, the striking fact in connection with American political parties is the complete mechanism of their organization.

4. The Organization of American Political Parties. That parties should have become highly organized is the natural outcome of the circumstances of the country. Among the contributory causes are to be noted in the first place the disjunction of executive and legislative power, which naturally calls for a bond of union in the shape of a party organization. To this we must add the great extent of territory to be covered, the impossibility of selecting candidates for the presidency, or for the state governorships, secretaryships, etc., in any purely spontaneous fashion. Nor is there under the American system any set of persons among those holding power who are placed in the same position of evident party leadership as has always been the case with the party leaders in England. The attempt of the members of Congress to assume this position and to nominate candidates for the presidency in a party “caucus,” soon fell into disrepute, and in 1824 broke down altogether. The similar attempt of the state legislatures in the decade following was equally ineffective. In place of this there sprang up in the twenties, in accord with the general American idea of the sovereignty of the people, the practice of holding a special “convention” or meeting of representatives selected by the members of a political party, to make the choice of its candidates. The system thus established grew apace. As long as the great slavery issue was before the nation, the convention failed to give to the political parties the highly mechanical aspect they have since assumed. But from the close of the Civil War the machinery has become more and more definite, until it has reached the elaborate form in which it now exists.

The scheme of its construction is as follows. Its organization follows the division of areas made for the purposes of elections. In each of these a special meeting of party adherents is held for the selection of candidates. The basis of it is found in what is known as the primary, often called a “caucus,” in the New England states. In theory this consists of a meeting of all the qualified party voters resident in the smallest voting area: township, county, or precinct, as the case may be. In actual fact it is only a minority of the voters of the party who are to be found at a meeting of the primary. Many absent themselves from indifference, others for lack of the technical requirements for admission. Others properly qualified are excluded by unfair means. This is particularly true of primaries held in urban areas, where the voters have but little individual acquaintance with one another. The duty of a primary meeting is threefold. It appoints the standing committee of the party for that area, it nominates party candidates for the elections held in its district, and, most important of all, it sends up delegates to the party meetings held in the area of which its own forms a subdivision. In these larger areas, such as a congressional district, or state assembly district, or state senate district, it is impossible for all the voters to be gathered together. In them, therefore, the party meeting takes the form of a “convention,” composed of delegates sent from the primary meeting. The functions of such a convention are similar to those of the primary itself. It appoints a committee, it makes nominations for office in the district, and in the case of some areas it sends up delegates to the state convention. The state convention similarly nominates candidates for the governorship, etc., appoints the state party committee, and sends delegates to the national convention held once in four years. This national convention stands at the apex of the system. It is held for the selection of the party candidates for the presidency of the United States. It consists of twice as many members as the state has members of Congress, two delegates being sent from every congressional district, and four from each state at large; these together with six representatives from each territory make in all 994 delegates, which is at present the full complement of a national convention. A duplicate set of members known as “alternates,” or substitutes in case of accident, are also appointed. The convention thus constituted draws up the national platform of the party, and makes its nominations for the presidency. The nomination is made by ballot; in the Republican party a simple majority suffices, in the Democratic a majority of two thirds is needed. In the Republican party the members of the delegation sent from a state may vote individually for different persons; in the Democratic party they must vote as a unit for the same person.

The system as thus planned is beautiful in the symmetry of its organization. It seems to offer a thoroughly just method of selecting party candidates, and one in which all are equally entitled to participate. But unfortunately in practice it has opened the way to the gravest political abuses. In the first place it makes a considerable demand upon the time and energies of the voters, a demand rendered all the greater by the multiplicity of American elections. There is a natural temptation for the voter to stay away from the primary, and to content himself with whatsoever candidates it may select. The conduct of the primary, and as a consequence, of the superior conventions to which it is contributory, thus falls under the control of the professional “politicians” and their hangers-on. Hence arises the now familiar phenomenon of the “party ring” and the party “boss,” for whom the elaborate system of party machinery serves as a ready-made instrument of political control. The more the primary falls under the control of an inside ring, the more are the ordinary citizens tempted to stay away from it, deploring its vices, yet unable single-handed to combat them. In the city primaries the number of those entitled to vote, who actually do vote, is seldom more than one third, and often drops to the merest fraction. Even the number of those entitled to vote in the primaries has often been only a small part of the voters of the party. For as long as the primaries remained self-constituted bodies, it was possible for them, as for example in New York, to adopt exclusive rules of admission which shut out all but the favored few. The persons who were entitled to vote in a primary, and actually did vote, became only a fraction of a fraction. Indeed the whole of the elaborate party machinery that we have described comes to be operated not from its own spontaneous force, but at the bidding of the clique of inside politicians, who “work the machine.” Instead of the real selection by a party convention, we have the adoption by the convention of a “slate,” or list of names already prepared for them. The worst feature of all is the class of men thus brought into American politics, and the point of view they bring with them. The nature of the party machine lends itself to repel the honest and to attract the unscrupulous. Relatively few men have sufficient public spirit to consent from purely patriotic motives to seek office by such obnoxious means. The opportunity is thus opened to second-rate, shifty, and self-seeking aspirants, to whom the whole party machinery merely offers a method of gaining an easy livelihood, embellished with a tawdry conspicuousness. Too much stress must not, however, be laid on the sinister side of American party life. It is not true, as a foreign observer might be inclined to think, that the American people as a nation are corrupted by it. In moments of stress or in the presence of a great national crisis, the artificial barriers set up by such a system are easily pushed aside, and the right men shoulder their way to the front of public life. But in the case of quiet times, and in the absorbing prosperity of a great industrial civilization, the machine falls back again into the hands of those who make it their business to run it.

5. Reform of the System. The question of finding a remedy for the evils of a party machine has long been discussed. The only real and permanent cure would be found in rousing the ordinary voter from his habitual indifference and absorption, and bringing him to take an active interest in the exercise of his full political rights. This, however, is a matter quite beyond legislative control, and can only come with the growth of vigorous public sentiment in regard to the duties of a citizen, stimulated by the object-lessons afforded by rampant corruption. It may in any case be doubted whether, with the present system of short terms of office and numerous elections, such an active public life of the citizens at large could be gained without serious detriment to their other social activities. It would be easier to reform the operation of American parties, if the attempt were accompanied by the lengthening of elective tenure of office. Why, for example, should an elective officer hold office, as do a vast number in the United States, including two state governors — for one year only? Or a member of a legislature, as is customary, for two years only? There is nothing peculiarly democratic about the space of twelve months; if change is a good thing in itself, why not hold a new election every month? With fewer elections the ordinary voter would be able to concern himself more directly with those there were, and the practical exclusion of the majority from political control would no longer be possible.

Even within the limits of legislative action attempts have already been made to remedy the evil operation of the party system. The first of these is the plan of making the primary meeting of a political party a legally organized body instead of a self-constituted group. This is the intention of the so-called “primary election laws” which have been enacted within the last ten years in most of the leading states. Massachusetts, New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Illinois, Ohio, Michigan, Maryland, South Carolina, Georgia, and other states have already adopted statutes of this kind. These laws provide that due public notice shall be given of the time and place of primary elections; that the elections shall be by ballot, and that the expense shall be paid by the state. The laws are usually compulsory in cities and optional in rural districts. The above provisions still leave the question of admission to the primary to be regulated by the party itself. But in some states the law goes further, and defines the qualification required for admission to the primary. The general aim is to give to all persons who voted with their party at the last elections, the right to a vote in the choice of candidates in the primary.

A still more fundamental improvement is hoped for by the adoption of the system of “direct nomination,” already in use in certain elections in the state of Minnesota, and largely advocated throughout the country. The aim of this plan is to do away with the selection of candidates by a party caucus. In place of it is held a preliminary election in which all voters participate. Each voter indicates the name of the candidate he nominates, and the party for which he nominates him. Prospective candidates may announce their names to the public before the preliminary election, although such an announcement is not theoretically a requisite to the working of the plan. The result of the election is to give the official nomination in each party to the person receiving the largest support. It is thus somewhat akin to the French system of “double balloting.” The peculiar difficulty encountered is that voters may with malicious intent help to nominate an inferior candidate in the party opposed to their own. The Minnesota law was recently amended to try to prevent this; the vote is also made compulsory to force indifferent citizens to the polls. It may safely be said, however, that no purely mechanical legislative aid will eliminate the standing difficulty. The adoption of direct nomination, unless accompanied by a regeneration of public spirit in operating it, would only lead to the existence of some extra-legal machinery for selecting candidates preliminary to the preliminary election itself. The old evil of the ready-made “slate” would reappear, altered perhaps in form, but unchanged in substance. On the other hand the agitation in favor of direct nomination is itself a wholesome sign of the increasing protest against the dominance of the machine politics.

6. Party Machinery in Great Britain. In the United Kingdom party machinery is not found in the same highly organized state as in the United States. This has been due to the fact that it is not so necessary. The cabinet system, as has been seen, puts executive and legislative power into the same hands. In America the party organization forms the connection by which the two legally distinct branches of the government are brought into harmony. This function therefore is not needed in England. Add to this the fact that the English parliamentary elections are much less numerous than the various elections for federal and state offices in the United States. Nevertheless the use of regular party machinery is growing in Great Britain; though long regarded by many English people with disfavor as an American importation, its obvious utility for election purposes has ensured its adoption. At the centre of English party structure stand two great political organizations, — the National Conservative Union and the National Liberal Federation, — whose headquarters are in London. Of these bodies affiliations are formed in each polling district of a parliamentary constituency, made up of the active adherents of the party in that area. This is the germ cell of party structure, corresponding to the American primary. It elects representatives to a party council of the whole constituency, and from these constituency councils representatives are sent to form a council for the whole county or borough. Finally this last council elects representatives to the central body at London. The party leaders in Parliament naturally exercise a controlling influence, somewhat as the congressional caucus of the early nineteenth century aspired to do. The caucus broke down because under the American federal system the national congress is not the sole and supreme organ of national political life. But the different situation in which the British Parliament is placed naturally puts the party leaders in a position to exercise a radiating control over all the constituencies. The affiliated branches of the organizations mentioned act as the means of giving definite direction to this control. With the gradual evolution of the “party convention” the system of party “platforms” is beginning to appear. Authoritative “open letters” or addresses of the great party leaders and resolutions passed by the councils, constituencies, etc., are of this character. Candidates are still selected in somewhat irregular and varying fashion, accentuated by the fact that residence in the constituencies is not needed as a qualification. The custom of reëlecting the same person again and again obviates the necessity of making a selection. If a new choice must be made, it is done either by the constituency council, or if they cannot agree, the central council at their suggestion proposes a likely candidate to them, or even indicates two or three from whom they may select.

7. The Party Groups of Continental Europe. On the continent of Europe party governance presents certain features differing markedly from the situation hitherto existing in America and Great Britain. Instead of two great political parties overshadowing all others, and alternating in the control of the government, we find in France, Germany, and Italy a considerable number of party groups, no one of which is strong enough to outnumber all the others. In France and Italy, this is a particularly disturbing element in public life, since the administration of those countries is based on the cabinet system, rendering the executive government dependent on the continued support of a majority in the lower house of the legislature. Under the group system of party life, no one party is able to afford that support. It must therefore be obtained by means of a coalition of separate parties whose mutual support is given purely for reasons of expediency, and may be withdrawn at any time in favor of a more profitable combination. It is to this fact that is due the notorious instability of French ministries under the Third Republic. There exist in France about seven major political parties, with minor subdivisions. Following on the general elections of 1902, the classification of the Chamber of Deputies comprised 111 Government Republicans, 99 Progressist Republicans, 129 Radical Republicans, 90 Socialist Radicals, 59 Nationalists, 50 Conservatives, 49 Socialists. The first of these represent the supporters, par excellence, of the present régime. The Nationalists and Conservatives are the result of the reconstruction of the former monarchial parties. The others are of various degrees of radicalism and socialism. No one of these is strong enough to support a ministry by itself. All the ministries of the Third Republic, with the exception of the short-lived radical ministries, have been formed with the Government Republicans as the nucleus, with contributory support from other fluctuating groups. The instability which naturally resulted has been aggravated by the methods of French legislative procedure, it being customary for the cabinet to resign even if defeated on matters of minor moment, or in consequence of an “interpellation” in the Chamber of Deputies. Even the members of the cabinet itself are less interested in its continuance than is the case in England, since they may very possibly themselves form part of the reconstructed cabinet which supplants it. The relation of political parties to cabinet government thus stands upon quite a different footing in France from what it does in the United Kingdom. Indeed the commendation which it has so largely met in the latter country rests on the presumption of the existence of two great parties as a sort of natural phenomenon likely to continue. The absence of such in France upsets the whole calculation. In Italy and in the German empire, there is the same subdivision of party groups. The elections to the German Reichstag of June, 1903, showed at least a dozen different parties. The Reichstag contains 397 members, but even the most numerous of the parties, the clericals, had only a hundred seats. Several of the parties (anti-Semites, moderate Radicals, etc.) had less than ten. The subdivision of parties is, however, of much less national consequence in Germany than in France, since parliamentary government does not exist.

Looking at the institution of party government generally, it seems liable to one or the other of two grave dangers. If bisection of opinion on a paramount issue does not exist, then the consolidation of the party may become a purely mechanical affair. What was in its origin a natural bond of union may degenerate into the cohesion created by artificial party ties. On the other hand, where such cohesion, natural or artificial, is not forthcoming, parties assume the fragmentary and unmanageable form seen on the continent of Europe. In Great Britain, where the operation of the constitution in its present shape is dependent on party government, the situation of public affairs at the opening of this century is at a very interesting juncture. Within the last two decades the older line of cleavage has been intersected in all directions with new divisions. The adoption of the Home Rule policy by Mr. Gladstone (1886) divided the Liberals into Unionists and Home-Rulers. The adhesion of the former to the Conservatives partially healed the breach thus created. But with the close of the century the division into Imperialists and anti-Imperialists, Protectionists and Free-Traders, and other minor rifts of opinion has violently disturbed the formation of parties. It remains to be seen whether the British political parties will disintegrate into groups, will adopt a formal system of union with pledges and platforms on the American plan, or will find some means of reverting to their earlier condition of “natural” opposition on a fundamental question. It is more in accord with the history of British parliamentary life to presume that the present dominant fiscal question will lead to a new division of parties on a single line of cleavage.
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1. THE INDIVIDUALISTIC Theory of the Functions of Government. — 2. Individualism as based on a Theory of Justice. — 3. Based on a Theory of Profitability; the Doctrine of Laissez Faire. — 4. Based on a Biological Analogy; the Survival of the Fittest. — 5. Conflicting Forces.

1. The Individualistic Theory of the Functions of Government. In the first and second divisions of the present volume we have considered the general nature of the state, and the constitution and structure of governmental bodies. The discussion of the form of government has of necessity preceded the treatment of the proper sphere of its operation. Yet in our own time the latter topic in practice assumes the place of paramount importance. The general opinion of civilized countries recognizes the validity of the principles of popular sovereignty and democratic government, — whether expressed by means of a limited monarchy or in a republican form. It is generally admitted also that the adoption of popular government does not, in and of itself, as the sanguine theorists of a hundred years ago hoped it might, offer a solution of all our political and economic problems. Even granting that the government is to be controlled by the people and for the people, we have yet to ask what is to be the proper sphere of its operation for the general benefit. We employ in ordinary discourse a variety of phrases to indicate the subject in question, speaking indifferently of the sphere of the state, state control, the functions of government, the province of government, etc. More special aspects of the problem are seen in connection with government ownership of railways, the control of trusts, and the management of public utilities. But whether in its general theoretical aspect or in particular form, the problem involved is emphatically the paramount question of the opening of the twentieth century. In the following three chapters we shall endeavor to deal with it in systematic form, considering one after another the solutions that have been offered in theory and practice to the open question of government control. First we shall deal with the individualistic solution, or system of natural liberty, to which we have already referred in a somewhat different connection in a preceding chapter. In the second place we shall discuss the ideals of collectivism, and the attempts that have been made for its partial realization. The discussion of the actual economic operations of modern states on what may be called an individualistic basis modified to a great extent by utilitarian and opportunistic considerations, will be considered in conclusion.

To the treatment of the individualistic doctrine of the functions of government belongs of right the precedence. For it constituted during a large part of modern times what might be called the official creed of enlightened governments; was, until our own generation, defended by the greatest theorists of the modern era, and although discredited in its extreme form, remains as the working basis of the economic operation of both the American and the British governments. The individualistic theory may be briefly stated in the proposition that the sole duty of government is to protect the individual from violence or fraud. According to this theory the positive interference of the state with the individual even in his own interest is not justified. Nor is the state justified in undertaking operations of an economic character, or in imposing restrictions (other than in prevention of violence or fraud) on the economic activities of its citizens. A schedule of government functions admissible on a purely individualistic plan would include the maintenance of an army and a navy, courts of justice and a force of police, the enforcement of a criminal law and of statutes in reference to sanitation, adulteration of food, inspection of steamboats, etc., these being indirectly protective in their character; but it could not comprise the conduct of the post-office, the maintenance of hospitals and poor-houses, or the operation of railroads. Only such actions on the part of the state as were directed to prevent the interference of its citizens with one another would be legitimate.

2. Individualism as based on a Theory of Justice. This system of individual liberty against the interference of government has been defended on different grounds. As a matter of justice it has been argued that the individual has a right to be let alone. On economic grounds it has been contended that it pays to let him alone. Lastly, on purely scientific grounds, it has been argued that it is in general consonance with the evolutionary nature of human progress that the individual should struggle for himself and survive, or fail, according to his fitness. The first of these arguments — the restriction of the operation of government to the defense of the rights of the individual — is especially found in the writings of the political philosophers of the later eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. We find it in the theory of the state advanced by Kant and Fichte and following as a corollary upon their view of the doctrine of the social contract. Kant, actuated by a spirit of protest against the paternal interference of the Continental governments of his day, and their intrusion into the private life of the citizen, bases his views of governmental functions on the idea of liberty, and assigns to the state “the hindering of the hindering of liberty” as its proper policy. But among German writers Wilhelm von Humboldt, in his “Sphere and Duties of Government,” offers the most complete expression of the thoroughgoing political individualism characteristic of this period. Taking as his starting-point the “individual man and the highest ends of his existence,” Humboldt finds the paramount consideration to be that of individual variety and self-development. On this the active interference of government can have none but a detrimental effect. For this reason “the state is to abstain from all solicitude for positive welfare, and not to proceed a step further than is necessary for mutual security and protection from foreign enemies.” Even such examples of interference as national education and state relief of the poor are to be condemned. This political theory of non-interference received a decided stimulus from its false analogy with the doctrine of popular sovereignty. It was but natural that at the beginning of modern democratic government the idea of the right of the nation to govern itself should be confounded with the somewhat similar claim of the individual to be left alone to manage his own affairs. Political freedom and non-interference seemed synonymous terms. In America the idea of individual rights was dominant during the formative period of the republic. The original situation of the colonists, compelled to wring their sustenance from a reluctant wilderness, the discredit of government in general by the land fees, quit rents, and tea taxes of the royal régime, inspired the Americans with an intense belief in self-reliance and individual rights. We find it as the central feature of the political philosophy of Thomas Jefferson, and the writers of the period, and it has persisted until to-day in the opinions held by a large section of the people of the United States.

The individualistic theory of governmental non-interference resting on a doctrine of individual rights has an attractive and undoubtedly plausible appearance. Its weak point lies in the fact that on closer examination it is seen to contain inconsistencies of a serious character. To carry it out fully and absolutely would involve the adoption of an attitude at variance with the dictates of common sense, and one which no government has ever found it practical to completely accept. Mill has shown that the limitation of the province of government to the prevention of force and fraud “excludes some of the most indispensable and unanimously recognized of the duties of government.” Every government recognizes and enforces the right of private property, but it can be objected that this, in the case at any rate of property in land, looks very much like positive interference, since the maintenance of the claim of one individual is equivalent to the exclusion of all others. In the case of the regulation of the right of bequest, the fact of interference, though universally approved, is still more evident. In matters such as the coining of money, and the conduct of the postal service, we have instances of governmental action in a positive direction of such obvious convenience and general utility as entirely to warrant the violation of individual liberty involved. In other cases, as has been shown in detail by Professor Sidgwick, there is an obvious breach of public morality in a policy of complete abstention; that a government should leave deserted children to starve, and content itself with “not interfering” with the destitute poor, is a point of view that meets with almost universal condemnation. The positive duties of the state in regard to national education are also generally admitted, although it is hard to find a defense for such a function of government on a purely individualistic plan.

3. Based on a Theory of Profitability; the Doctrine of Laissez Faire. The view that social justice demands that the individual should be left in possession of his “natural rights” may therefore be discarded. Far more importance has attached to the economic defense of individualism, the claim that it is more profitable for the welfare of industry and commerce that every one should be left to follow his own interest as he himself understands it. This is the doctrine that was paramount in England during the rise of modern industrialism and which was to a large extent reflected in America and elsewhere. The cause of the peculiar dominance of individualism in the direction of economic policy is to be found partly in the industrial circumstances of the time, partly in the effect exercised upon public opinion by the writings of the political economists. During the period between 1750 and 1850, England, and in consequence the industrial world, underwent a series of economic changes of such fundamental importance as to earn the name of the Industrial Revolution. The invention of special machinery for the textile industries (the spinning jenny, the mule, the power loom, the cotton gin), together with the application of steam as a motive power, changed the system of production from its previously restricted and domestic character and established the factory system. The contemporary improvements in the smelting of iron ore (coal being used as fuel), the improved means of transportation in the shape of better roads, canals, and later the introduction of steamboats (1807), the building of railroads (1830) enormously increased productive power and stimulated international exchange of products. At the same time the existing system of government regulation of industry (the tolls, duties, prohibitions, labor statutes, etc.) became entirely out of harmony with the industrial situation and with the need for mobility of capital and labor and opportunity to exploit foreign commerce.

The inadequacy and to a great extent the positive hindrance of the older system of state interference became apparent and contributed directly to the rise of modern political economy. Adam Smith in his “Wealth of Nations” (1776), followed by Ricardo, Malthus, Frédéric Bastiat and others, elaborated the economic system of individual liberty as the new guide of legislative policy. The fundamental argument of their system runs as follows: Every man is actuated in his economic relations mainly by the pursuit of his own interest. If individuals are left free to follow their own choice in the use of their capital, the sale of their labor, or the renting of their property, the liberty of each will be in the general interest of all. For capital and labor will by this means be directed to those operations in which they are most profitably employed, and in which the remuneration for them is in consequence the highest. A similar reasoning applies to prices; for if articles are freely exchanged, an increased demand for any commodity will tend to raise the price and to call forth an additional supply, until by the operation of these balanced forces an equilibrium is obtained. International exchange of goods, if left unrestricted, will be effected in the quantity and kind most profitable to those making the exchange: every country will prefer to direct its labor towards the production of those articles for which it has the greatest adaptability and will rely on its trade with other nations to supply the commodities whose production it finds relatively difficult. We have thus a general economic harmony in which every individual seeks to obtain the greatest advantage for himself to the general wellbeing of all. In such a state of things government interference becomes needless and necessarily noxious. To fix prices and wages by legislative act, to assign a legal rate of interest and prescribe a legal schedule of rent, to prohibit importation or hamper the movement of labor from trade to trade or from place to place, — all this is contrary to a natural law which if left to itself will coördinate everything to the best advantage.

The effect of this teaching throughout the world, but especially in Great Britain, was momentous. It led to the repeal (1813-14) of the long-standing regulation of labor under the Elizabethan statute. It occasioned the abrogation of the laws against free combination of workingmen (1824) and of the laws of settlement restricting the movement of laborers, the repeal of the navigation code (1849) which since the reign of Charles II had sought to limit the trade with British colonies to the ships of the mother country, and the abolition of the trade monopoly of the East India Company. It found its greatest triumph in the almost total repeal of the protective duties, the abolition of the corn laws (1846), and the establishment in the United Kingdom of the system of free trade. In America, though the absence of positive interference in the past prevented the necessity of similar statutes of repeal, the same ideas exercised an enormous influence. The writings of earlier American economists reflect with what General Walker has called a “Chinese fidelity” the ideas of the English school; and the low-tariff movement before the war was based on the doctrine of free trade. In a succeeding chapter we shall have occasion to refer to the later criticism of natural liberty.

4. Based on a Biological Analogy: the Survival of the Fittest. The evolutionary basis of the individualistic theory of governmental functions has not enjoyed the same prominence as the economic doctrine. We see it especially in the political philosophy of Herbert Spencer. As we have already noticed in connection with the organic theory of society, Spencer endeavors to apply the biological theory of evolution to the interpretation of social and industrial progress. The government is regarded as one of the “organs” of society. It should be intrusted only with that function for which it is specially adapted; and with the advance of social complexity it must lose in scope what it gains in intensity. “A function to each organ, and each organ to its own function,” says Spencer, “is the law of all organization. . . . The lungs cannot digest, the heart cannot respire, the stomach cannot propel blood. . . . Must we not expect that with government also, special adaptation to one end implies nonadaptation to other ends?” Spencer, in his earlier writings at any rate, was willing to follow his theory to its logical outcome, and to erect the dogma of “the survival of the fittest” into a moral law. To interfere with its operation was to disturb the “natural” order of progress. Should the state aid the poor, the sick, and the aged, it thereby contributes to the survival of forms which have no claim to survive, and whose existence is a detriment to life in general. “It seems hard,” he says, “that a laborer incapacitated by sickness from competing with his stronger fellows should have to bear the resulting privations. It seems hard that widows and orphans should be left to struggle for life or death. Nevertheless when regarded not separately, but in connection with the interests of universal humanity, these harsh fatalities are seen to be full of beneficence.” The theory thus advanced is interesting as illustrating the extreme form which individualism was apt to assume during the period of its dominance, but hardly needs a detailed refutation. Such an argument would apply equally well to the suppression of private charity, private aid to the sick, and private maintenance of the poor as well as to government relief. If the sole test of fitness to survive is found in the fact of survival, then the prosperous burglar becomes an object of commendation, and the starving artisan a target of contempt. If it is assumed that widows will die unless the government helps them, and that usurers will grow rich unless the government stops them, this seems a very poor reason for saying that widows ought to die and that usurers ought to grow rich. Even taking the evolutionary argument on its own ground, it can be urged with justice that as soon as the government does “interfere,” then its interference becomes one of the facts of the situation, one of the operative forces to be taken into account. Indeed the attempt to thus apply the biological doctrine of evolution to the theory of the functions of government involves a distortion of the truly scientific point of view.

5. Conflicting Forces. Even in the first half of the nineteenth century, when the individualistic view of government was dominant in both theory and practice, its doctrines were not altogether unopposed. The wonderful progress made in productive industry by the factory system operating under a régime of natural liberty seemed the strongest possible argument in its favor. As against this the appalling distress of the working classes during the same period plainly called for a more active policy on the part of the state than mere non-intervention. The factory system under the play of free contract seemed inevitably to lead to oppressive hours of labor, unwholesome and brutalizing conditions of work, and the employment of children of immature age as a substitute for adult labor. The degradation and insufficient remuneration of the workers as a consequence of their enjoyment of “natural liberty” called forth a strong current of opinion in opposition to the policy of non-interference. Thomas Carlyle in his “Past and Present” (1843) and “Latter Day Pamphlets” (1856) denounced the “dismal science” of the economists and ridiculed the doctrine of laissez faire. The practical effect of this humanitarian movement is seen in the legislative regulation of factory labor in Great Britain by acts of Parliament of 1833, 1844, 1847, 1850, and later statutes. These measures which limit the hours of employment for women and children are flatly at variance with the individualistic principle. They have however been subsequently imitated in the legislation of the great industrial states, including most of the manufacturing states of the American Union. The further disintegration of the principle of non-interference will be traced in the third chapter. From what has been said, however, it may safely be concluded that pure individualism in the conduct of government is impossible. Its adoption, in complete form, runs counter to the most instinctive impulses of humanity and would neglect governmental duties of the most evident character. As a matter of political justice it rests on a mechanical attempt to completely divorce individual and social rights. On an economic basis it overlooks the plain advantages of coöperation and regulated effort. As a scientific law it will not stand examination.
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1. THE SOCIALISTIC Theory: its Destructive Criticism. — 2. The Constructive Programme of Socialism. — 3. The German Social Democrats. — 4. Socialism in England and America.

1. The Socialistic Theory: its Destructive Criticism. Entirely opposed to the individualistic conception of government are the doctrines known as socialism, collectivism, communism, and which, subject to later distinction, may be spoken of together as the socialistic theory of the state. No socialistic state has actually existed on any except a small and experimental scale. Socialism is therefore mainly an ideal rather than an actuality. But the doctrines it embodies have appealed so strongly to so many minds, have exercised such an important influence on actual legislation and practical politics, and contain in spite of their fallacious nature so much that is of use and inspiration, as to merit a special treatment.

Socialistic theories present both a destructive and a constructive aspect. They offer in the first place a criticism of the existing industrial system (whose basis is individualistic), with a view to show its inherent unsoundness and its inevitable collapse. In the second place they propose to substitute for the present state a coöperative commonwealth to be founded on associated effort and joint control. The critical part of the socialistic doctrine is intended to show that the individualistic system of industry is wasteful and ineffective from an economic point of view, and inequitable in that the remuneration which falls to the different classes of workers is not according to their relative deserts. The more celebrated writers of the school, as for instance the great German socialist Karl Marx in his “Capital,” which has been called the gospel of socialism, criticise the existing state from a point of view elaborately historical. Marx alleges that the system of individual private property on which it rests is the outcome of original aggression of the strong against the weak, representing an appropriation of the means of existence by the stronger class, and their consequent exploitation of the mass of workmen, who remain in a state of dependence spoken of as wage slavery. The progressive improvement of the means of production renders the workmen more and more dependent on those who employ them. The appropriation of the land by private owners (a process practically complete in older countries) renders it impossible for any individual to apply his labor directly to the natural resources of the earth. The increasing use of machinery, although vastly more efficient than the hand labor which it has replaced, makes all productive operations more and more dependent on the possession of capital, on the ability to purchase machines, premises, etc., and to forego the prospect of immediate reward for the sake of future profit. In such a condition of things the isolated laborer has nothing whereon to subsist except his labor power, which he must sell as best he can to the highest bidder. In the nature of things he cannot receive less for it than what will enable him to barely exist, but anything over and above this will depend on the bargain he is able to make with his employer. Now this bargain, although nominally effected under the rule of free contract, is in reality a forced one. The workman must sell his labor or die of starvation. But since the increase of population, as Malthus and others have shown, is continuous until some point where it is actually checked by lack of means of subsistence, the labor market will always be so crowded with laborers as to bring down the level of wages to that which practically amounts to the necessaries of life. Should wages rise above this, a responsive upward movement of population must bring them down again. Such is the famous “Iron Law of Wages” formulated by Lassalle on the basis of the Ricardian economics. The other side of the industrial bargain is represented by what the employer receives from the laborer. This consists each day of a certain amount of labor power, which results in the fabrication of a certain number of useful commodities produced by the application of the day’s labor. From the nature of the bargain it does not follow that the commodities thus produced by the workman’s labor need be exactly equivalent to the commodities given to him through the medium of his wages by the employer. Indeed, the socialistic writers assure us the two are by no means equal. The workman produces in the day more than he consumes (for otherwise the employer would have no motive in undertaking production), and the surplus thus created falls to the lot of his fortunate employer. The laborer who sells his labor under compulsion is compelled to submit to this fraudulent system. Such is the doctrine of surplus value, which is particularly associated with the name of Karl Marx, and which is the foundation of the critical theory of socialism. The point in which it lies open to attack is that it attributes to labor the whole of the productive result, and does not allot a share to the machine which was used in coöperation and which is the property of the capitalist.

It is impossible here to enter into the economic discussion to which this question gives occasion. It is only intended to show on what grounds the socialistic contention accuses the present system of being essentially inequitable. Marx and the writers who have followed his lead are not content with alleging the present unfairness of the method of free contract and free competition. They claim that with the continued application of machinery and improvement of production, the continued appropriation of natural resources and constant growth of population, the inequity of the system will be emphasized, the gulf between the capitalists and the laborers, the rich and the poor will be further and further increased. Sooner or later, they maintain, the forces thus at work will precipitate a vast social catastrophe which can only be avoided by altering the industrial basis of our social system, and substituting associated effort for the economic anarchy of free competition. Their theory thus assumes the aspect of a social prophecy.

On more valid grounds the socialists draw attention to the wastefulness of the individualistic method of production and distribution. A vast amount of work is performed under it that has no social utility, a great deal of work is duplicated and even done several times over with no general advantage. The labor wasted in competitive advertising, and efforts of a similar character intended merely to divert business from one person to another, is the most conspicuous instance of economic loss of the first class. Instances of work that is needlessly multiplied are seen in the case of competing railroads running trains over parallel lines, and in retail stores existing in considerable number where one general distributing establishment could do the work. Perhaps the simplest and best illustration of the point in question is seen in the contrast between the delivery of letters at consecutive houses and in neighboring streets by a postman (an official under collective management) and the waste of time and labor involved by the spasmodic delivery of milk and groceries at various houses throughout an extensive district by the employees under individual management. It is in the economic saving thus effected that the amalgamation of industry by large corporations proves economically superior to production and distribution by small concerns. The large industrial companies and departmental stores of the present are standing proof of the fact. These the socialists regard as indicating the necessary passing of the older system of individualism, the large corporations representing a transition stage towards the general industrial management by the state.

2. The Constructive Programme of Socialism. From what has been said it will be easily seen that the critical or destructive side of socialistic theory contains a great deal that is true and extremely useful in indicating the proper direction of measures of social reform. The other side of socialism, its constructive programme for a coöperative commonwealth, is much weaker and cannot be worked out in detail without meeting with hostile criticism from socialists themselves. In general terms the programme of socialism is to substitute government management for private management, to put all productive industry under state administration, thus making the state the sole employer, and putting all the workers in the employ of the state. On this system the functions of government would extend to the whole domain of economic operations; it would manage all the railroads, the factories, the mines, and the farms. In place of competing retail stores, government distributing houses would be established for delivering to each citizen his share of the national production. Individuals would still have a property right to the things they actually intended to use, — houses, food, clothes, etc., — but all the means of production would be nationalized.

The inherent impracticability of such a system becomes evident when one turns from the general scheme of production to the question of distribution, — the method according to which the wages of the workers under the socialist state are to be managed. On this point there is a great variety of opinion. The most extreme view is found in those writers who recommend that everything produced should be common property, all persons taking from the general stock according to their needs. La mise au tas, la prise au tas, ran the formula adopted by Proudhon, the French anarchistic writer. Such a system would of course leave no such thing as individual wages, the remuneration of each laborer being according to his needs, not according to his efficiency. Somewhat similar to this is the suggestion for a general equality of wages, all persons being compelled to work for an equal number of hours (or a number of hours equalized according to the relative attractiveness or repulsiveness of the trade) and all receiving the same remuneration. This, it will be remembered, is the solution of the wages problem offered by Edward Bellamy in his “Looking Backward,” a presentation of the socialist state under the form of a romance, which attracted at the time of its publication (1888) a phenomenal attention. To all except the most sanguine visionaries any socialistic scheme involving equality of wages is totally impracticable. It is evident that under such an arrangement the individual stimulus to work would be gone and the efficiency of production hopelessly impaired by idleness. Bellamy and others attempt to argue that under the improved conditions brought by socialism, the elevation of the general moral tone would severely discountenance any such shirking of work, and that with the shortened hours of labor possible under coöperative work there would be no aversion to labor on the part of the individual. Such an argument is altogether of an idealistic character, and contains the most monstrous assumptions of a sudden and mechanical renovation of human nature, so sweeping as to beg the whole question of social reform. The argument is also in contradiction to the method (adopted by Bellamy) of lengthening or shortening the hours of labor in any trade in order to attract or repel workers according to the needs of any particular moment. This plan itself rests on the assumption of an aversion to work.

We come finally to the scheme of industrial organization that may be described as socialism proper, in opposition to communism and collectivism. In this case wages are to be awarded to each laborer according to his efficiency. The plan supposes a hierarchy of officials (on the elective principle) who control the productive process, drafting the workers from trade to trade as may be needed, and paying salaries, making promotions, etc., according to the industrial efficiency of the workers. The pay of a good workman would be high, of an inefficient or idle workman low. The scheme would be almost perfect, if one could assume the official persons who assign places, salaries, and promotions to be omniscient and impeccable. But the possibilities of corruption, the play of interested motives, intrigue, personal spite, and unfairness of all kinds would be so appalling under present conditions of public morality as to altogether remove such suggestions from the domain of the practicable. If all industry were forcibly appropriated by the government and private business prohibited, the individual who fell under the odium of the “bosses” and “cliques” that might very possibly control such a government, would feel himself to be under a despotism from which the organization offered no escape.

3. The German Social Democrats. Socialism, however, has more than a merely theoretical aspect. On the continent of Europe it has made itself a force in practical politics of the highest importance, and socialist political parties have of late assumed some importance in England and the United States. But it is in Germany especially that the socialist propaganda has met with success, and has exercised a powerful influence on the legislative policy of the government. The evolution of socialism in Germany is not only interesting of itself, but is singularly instructive in the light it throws upon the probable future of socialist political parties, and the extent to which they are likely to succeed in modifying the attitude of existing governments. It arose, as also in France, in the earlier part of the nineteenth century, assuming at first an altogether ideal and Utopian form. The earlier socialists, or communists as they were at first called, greatly underestimated the enormous difficulties that stand in the path of social reform. Attributing all existing evils to the prevalence of the capitalistic system, they presumed that its immediate abolition in favor of state control would effect an almost immediate regeneration of mankind. The original programme of socialism, when it arrived at the stage of having a political programme, consisted in the uncompromising destruction of capitalistic industry. This was the attitude of the socialist wing of the revolutionists that for the time being overthrew monarchical government in France in 1848, and threatened its existence in the German convulsions of the same year. After the collapse of that great movement the German socialists fell into opposing groups, — some of them still aiming at a general universal revolution, and attempting to organize on a cosmopolitan basis, others recognizing the present national state as their starting-point, and desirous of gaining their ends by constitutional reform. By the latter plan socialism, instead of fighting itself into power, would vote itself into power. The greatest influence during this period was exercised by Ferdinand Lassalle, who organized a German Workingmen’s Association, and advanced as an immediate programme the use of state credit for the foundation of workingmen’s productive associations, which should act as the beginning of a socialist state. The secession of the revolutionary anarchists, the collapse of the international aspect of the movement, aided the growing tendency of German socialism towards a national constitutional form whose immediate aim should be the attainment of practical measures, rather than the complete realization of the ideal state. At a congress at Gotha in 1875, a general union of the socialist party was effected on a basis of compromise. In the programme there adopted the “abolition of the system of wage labor” was indicated as the ideal of socialism, but certain immediate measures were proposed “in order to prepare the way for the solution of the social question.”

In the period following (1878-1890) the party underwent a severe persecution at the hands of the German imperial government, which did not, however, drive it into revolutionary measures. At a congress held at Erfurt (1891) a revised platform was adopted, which became the official programme of the German social democratic party. It demands universal, equal, and direct suffrage by ballot (extending the franchise to women), proportional representation, direct legislation, substitution of a universal militia for a standing army, freedom of the press and of meeting, free justice, a graduated income tax, improved factory legislation, statutory limitations of the hours of labor. With these immediate demands are coupled a general denunciation of the evils of capitalistic industry. But it is asserted that the “struggle of the working classes against capitalistic exploitation must of necessity be a political struggle,” and it will be seen that the present demands of the party include nothing that is not asked by various radical groups in Anglo-Saxon countries, except perhaps the item of a legal labor day. On this basis the progress of the Social Democrats in point of numbers has been extremely rapid. At the foundation of the German Empire they elected only two members to the Reichstag; in 1893 they elected forty-four members, representing 1,876,738 votes, and in the election of 1903 succeeded in returning eighty-one members, representing 3,011,114 votes. On the other hand it is generally conceded that the socialist party (including therein those who vote for socialist candidates) is not entirely made up of socialists. It has become to a large extent the party of discontent and of standing opposition to the imperial government, and is by no means to be looked upon as entirely made up of persons believing in the practicability of a coöperative state.

In all the Continental countries one of the vexed questions of present socialism is the extent to which the earlier doctrines of the socialistic theory are to be maintained. Some of the socialists tenaciously adhere to the original tenets of Karl Marx, and persist in believing in the imminence of the social cataclysm. This, however, in view of the evident improvement in the lot of the working classes during the nineteenth century, during which the actual wages of skilled labor have been about doubled, is an expectation that seems belied. A great many socialists believe in the progressive alteration of present conditions with a view to immediate social amelioration to the extent actually practicable. These “revisionists,” as they are called, were voted down at the recent international congress of socialists at Amsterdam (1904), and a set of resolutions adopted reaffirming the inveterate hostility of the socialists to the system of capitalistic production. But in spite of this it may with authority be affirmed that the greater number of socialists now favor the amelioration of present conditions rather than their complete overthrow. The socialists, though extremely numerous in France and Italy, have nowhere else as much cohesion and unity of operation as in Germany. In France in particular they are divided into opposing factions. Some of them, under the name of “collectivists,” are of the Marxian type, favoring a complete economic control exercised by a centralized government; others advocate the adoption of a socialistic programme by the development of municipal control; others again, the “possibilists,” are inclined to accept any measures of amelioration that can be obtained and to coöperate with any existing governments that will meet their views.

4. Socialism in England and America. Various socialistic associations have been formed in England, — the Social Democratic Federation (1881), the Socialist League (1884), now extinct, and the Fabian Society. The latter has contained among its members many persons of marked talent, — the two Webbs, Mrs. Annie Besant, and others, — and the collection of papers published by it under the title of “Fabian Essays in Socialism” has had an extensive sale. The programme of the society consists in the gradual introduction of socialism, recognizing the need of a transitional stage in passing from capitalistic industry to collective management. In the United States there have been numerous examples of practical attempts at the realization of collective management in the foundation of various communities in which the principle of associated labor and common ownership was adopted. Of these the Rappites of New Harmony (later of Economy) and the communists of Zoar, Amana, and Oneida are familiar examples. These experiments have always proved failures, except where the main motive was religious and not economic, and where the community of property was only incidental to aspirations of a higher character. Of late years socialism has appeared in the United States in the form of political parties which are developing a considerable voting power. The Socialist Labor party and the Social Democratic party are the most important. In the presidential elections of 1904 some 600,000 votes were given to socialist candidates. But in the case of both these parties, though they preface their platforms with general statements in favor of the nationalization of production, special stress is laid on the immediate demands for state railroads, municipal control of lighting plants and street cars, a graduated income tax, etc. They thus illustrate in their practical programme a very close similarity with radical political parties whose basis is not socialistic. The present demands of socialist parties both in America and in Europe are very closely allied to those advanced by the Populists, the French Radicals, and the British Independent Labor party. The fundamental basis of radicalism is individualistic and hence represents in theory the opposing extreme from the socialistic conception of the state. But the progressive evolution of modern socialism is carrying it further and further from its original ideal. The latter many socialists admit to be utopian and unattainable, and many persons not socialists would concede that the theoretical ideal of a coöperative commonwealth may exercise a formative influence on the direction of actual legislation. The aims of the socialists in connection with municipal government we shall discuss in the next chapter.
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CHAPTER III. THE MODERN STATE
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1. THE NEW Environment. — 2. Theory of Protection to Industry. — 3. Modern Protective Tariffs. — 4. Interference with Competitive Prices; Trust and Railroad Legislation. — 5. Government Interference on Behalf of the Working Class; Factory Laws, State Insurance, and Pensions. — 6. Municipal Control.

1. The New Environment. We shall now consider in conclusion the actual functions exercised by modern governments and the existing state of opinion in reference to the economic duties of the state. The practical operation of all modern civilized governments remains, in a certain sense, on an individualistic basis. By this is meant that there is no state in which the principle of common property in the means of production, or of equality of wages, or of universal employment by the government, is adopted. Each individual is still left to earn his own living by his own efforts, and the amount of wages remains as a matter of free contract between employers and employed. But subject to this general reservation, it can easily be shown that the practice of modern governments is further than ever removed from complete individualism, and that the tendency towards state interference with industry is everywhere on the increase. We have but to consider the public policy of our time in reference to the regulation of railroads, of monopolies and tariffs, to realize that the former reliance upon the principle of unrestricted competition and individual self-interest has been completely lost. This obvious change in public policy has been accompanied by an equally evident change in public opinion. The economists and political philosophers of the present time are prepared to defend a degree of state interference quite at variance with the doctrines of their predecessors. The reason for this remarkable alteration both in theory and practice is found in the altered circumstances of our industrial environment. We have seen in a previous chapter that the rapid expansion of industry under the stimulus of the new mechanical processes of the industrial revolution seems to demand its liberation from all forms of governmental restraint, and that the consequent removal of the standing impediments to the free movement of capital and labor was accompanied, at any rate as far as the total volume of production was concerned, with marked success. But it has been seen also that in reference to the welfare of the laboring class the system of free competition, particularly in regard to the work of women and children, was open to serious objection. The further development of modern industry has emphasized many other disadvantages attendant upon unrestricted competition. The more important of these may be briefly discussed in theoretical form, after which we shall proceed to the treatment of the actual legislative policy adopted under the circumstances.

The theory of government functions laid down by Smith, Ricardo, and the classical economists was essentially a cosmopolitan theory. It was intended to show that if wages, prices, and trade were left to the free play of individual bargaining, the self-interest of each would promote the general interest of all. Each individual would be enabled to apply his labor and his capital to the particular branch of industry in which he might expect the highest remuneration. In the same way each nation would be enabled to concentrate its production in the directions for which it had the greatest natural advantages, an unrestricted trade with its fellow nations supplying the commodities not produced at home. As applied to the conditions prevalent in England in Ricardo’s day, the theory of international relations is generally admitted to have been correct. There could be no doubt as to England’s paramount advantages at that time in nearly all lines of manufacturing industry. But the attempt to apply the free-trade theory to other nations and to later times has by no means met with a general acceptance. In the first place it is objected that the acceptance of the policy of free trade militates against national self-sufficiency and independence. In strict accord with the Ricardian doctrine it will follow that if a nation has especial advantages for agriculture and relatively poor facilities for manufacture it will, apart from government interference with the “natural” course of things, rely upon its neighbors for manufactured articles, and devote its energies mainly to agriculture. Conversely a nation with special facilities for manufacture, but poor in agricultural resources, will be led to leave its land untilled and to obtain its food-supply by exchanging its manufactured articles for agricultural products. It is clear that in these cases the welfare of each nation is absolutely dependent on its being able to carry on an uninterrupted trade for the supply of its particular needs. Should such intercourse be interrupted by war, either between itself and the nation it trades with or between the latter and an outside power, its economic existence is at stake. The economic gain afforded by its trade in time of peace is thus offset by its economic feebleness in time of war. It is to be especially observed that it is not only a war of its own that it must apprehend, but a war undertaken by an outside nation on which it is in some degree economically dependent. On this ground it is argued that state interference in the shape of protection to manufactures (or to agriculture) is justified in so far as may be needed for establishing a proper quantity of economic independence. Even Adam Smith in his approval of the navigation acts admits the validity of considerations of a similar character, and the argument is generally admitted by present economists to be of weight. There is a considerable divergence of opinion as to the extent to which economic independence should be attempted. It is, however, universally admitted that for the manufacture of the munitions of war no state should permit itself to be dependent on the outside world.

2. Theory of Protection to Industry. The foregoing is only one of the many grounds on which state interference in the form of protective duties has been advocated. More familiar, especially in America, is the line of reasoning known as the “infant industry” argument. It is claimed that the resources and circumstances of a country may be such that while the initial expense of setting a manufacturing system on foot in the face of foreign competition offers insuperable difficulties for the industrial producer, yet such a system once properly established would be of a sufficiently profitable character to compete on equal terms with the imports of foreign manufactures. In this case, it is urged, the government should impose a temporary duty which may make it possible for manufactures to be established, and which may later on be removed. The temporary help thus afforded by state interference will enable the community to advance to a higher stage of industrialism, and better to exploit the natural resources of its territory. This argument has met with especial support from American economists. The weak point in connection with the infant-industry argument is that in countries where duties of this kind have been adopted, the industries in question have never outgrown their infancy, as far as the protective tariff is concerned. In practice the duties have not only not been removed but have been increased.

A further ground of argument in favor of protective interference arises out of the cosmopolitan character of the free-trade doctrine. Assuming a complete international régime of free trade, the system might tend towards the denudation and impoverishment of the less favored nations in favor of those possessing the greatest resources and offering the best conditions for manufacture. The Ricardian theory presupposes that each nation will occupy itself with the pursuits for which its circumstances are best suited. It is admitted that one nation may be worse suited in every respect than another and yet continue to trade with it, because the people of the most favored nation will prefer to devote themselves to the occupation in which their advantage is greatest. Thus let us suppose that Portugal can produce both wine and corn with less labor than Morocco; and let it also be supposed that in the production of corn the advantage is but slight, whereas in the case of wine the advantage is enormous; the people of Portugal will still prefer to get their corn from Morocco, although produced there at greater pains than in Portugal, because the quantity of wine they exchange for it is produced at still less cost. On this ground the classical economists undertook to show that two nations might trade with mutual advantage even where the resources of the one were superior in every respect to those of the other. Such an argument however takes it for granted that the capital and labor of each country will remain within its own borders, and not emigrate to the more favored territory. Why should it not be supposed that with free intercourse and open markets, the capital, and what is far more important, the laborers of less favored communities would emigrate to places better suited for manufacture? It will be noted that this supposed denudation of poorer countries contains nothing at variance with the free-trade theory itself. The emigration of persons and capital under these circumstances would doubtless increase the gross total of the world’s production, and would add something to the general productive efficiency of mankind. But it would assuredly not increase the gross total of the productiveness of the country out of which they emigrated. The question then is, whether the adoption of protective duties in aid of home manufacture can prevent the desertion of poorer for richer countries. It may be argued that, even after the duties are imposed, the individual capitalist or laborer will still find it more profitable to use his capital and labor in the more favored country, and that the tendency to emigration of both of these is independent of protective interference. There are, however, a great many people in every country whose remaining there is not altogether a matter governed by economic motives; some will remain from sentimental reasons of attachment and patriotism, others because their material fortunes are already amply sufficient. Under a protective system the manufactured commodities consumed by these persons must needs be made at home and necessitate the continuing within the state of a sufficient manufacturing population for the purpose. Such manufacture will, under these premises, be conducted at an economic loss: the persons of means thus residing in the country will have to pay more for what they consume than if content to import it from abroad and to let the manufacturing population depart. But the upshot will be that a larger number of citizens remain within the state than would have remained without the state interference in the form of protective duties. It is plain, of course, that the applicability of such an argument depends on the particular circumstances of any country at any time. The situation of Great Britain at the present time naturally suggests itself for examination in this connection. It may conceivably be the case that the facilities both for agriculture and for manufacture are now inferior in Great Britain to those of the United States. The progressive application of water power and electricity as motive forces may further emphasize this advantage. Under such circumstances according to the Ricardian doctrine the laboring people of England ought, each consulting his own advantage, to come to live in the United States. There would remain in England the persons of means, who would invest their capital in the manufacturing industries of America, and draw from that continent the various commodities of their consumption. The case is purely hypothetical and may be perfectly at variance with present facts. But it seems to show that, in pure theory, the system of free trade is not of necessity identical with national greatness. To grant this and to contend that it is always consistent with the general welfare of the world, even where fatal to the welfare of a particular nation as such, would be thought by many a quite insufficient argument.

3. Modern Protective Tariffs. Acting on the general considerations thus stated, almost all of the modern industrial states have seen fit to adopt a system of protective duties for the promotion of domestic manufacture. Such legislation in the United States was indeed adopted in a mild form at the very opening of the history of the present Constitution. During the first half of the nineteenth century, the rival theories of free trade and protection struggled for mastery. The high tariff of 1828, the “tariff of abominations,” was followed by the greatly reduced tariff of 1846, a measure partly due to the influence of the free-trade campaign in England, and by the reciprocity treaty with Canada in 1854. But since the Civil War the system of protection to national industries has been strengthened, and extended to practically the whole range of industry. The Dingley tariff of 1897, while admitting free of duties a large number of raw materials for use in manufacture, imposed on manufactured articles duties amounting in some cases to more than fifty per cent. The Dominion of Canada, though granting a special rebate of one third of the duty to imports from Great Britain, is now on a high-tariff basis, the policy of protection having been explicitly adopted by the Conservative party in 1878, and transmitted to their opponents on their accession to power in 1896. The German Empire, since the tariff of 1879, has also adopted the policy of protection, the recent tariff of 1902 having further raised the existing duties, especially those on agricultural products. France, Italy, and the other Continental countries are also under a system of tariff protection. Of the manufacturing countries of the world, Great Britain alone remains upon a free-trade basis, while even there the future retention of such a system has recently become a subject of acute controversy.

4. Interference with Competitive Prices; Trust and Railroad Legislation. Interference with the freedom of importation is only one instance of the present tendency towards legislation in contravention of the formerly dominant theory of natural liberty. We have already seen that in accordance with this system it was considered advisable that prices should be left altogether to the play of free competition among buyers and sellers. It was presumed that under a régime of unrestricted competition, the price of any article would be in proportion to the cost of producing it. For the attainment of the maximum economic efficiency, and for the satisfaction of the demands of social justice, it seemed necessary merely to leave people alone to buy and sell as they pleased at such prices as they should arrange between themselves. The essence of the position, however, lay in the assumption that there would be active competition among a number of persons producing the same article. The case is altered if we suppose the entire stock of any particular commodity in the hands of a single seller, or what is the same thing, in the hands of a group of sellers acting in concert. Where a person has a monopoly of the available stock of a commodity, there is no reason, in and of itself, why he should sell it at a price representing the cost of production, rather than at any other price. He is free to ask any price that he likes, subject always to the consideration that if he asks too high a price no one will buy the article he wishes to sell. When we come to inquire how prices will in such a case be settled, we find that a monopoly price follows a law quite different from that governing prices under free competition. The adjustment of a monopoly price may be explained as follows. The seller obviously cannot sell below the cost of production, because that would entail a direct loss. He must, therefore, sell at a price somewhere above the cost of production. But it is clear that the lower the price the greater will be the number of articles that he sells. The whole amount of his profit will depend, therefore, on two factors, the total number of sales and the amount of profit on each sale. As the price rises the number of buyers decreases, though probably not in a regular progression, but irregularly and in a jolting fashion. There will be found somewhere in the upward scale a point of maximum profit, at which the product of the number of sales multiplied by the profit on each is greater than at any other point. Now this point may in some cases be far above the cost of production: for example, in the case of an article of prime necessity, — bread, sugar, oil, etc., — any one having a complete monopoly of the available stock could exact a price much in excess of the actual cost of production.

In the economic situation of the earlier part of the nineteenth century, the monopolization of articles of ordinary production had not appeared to any great extent. The law of price applying to these conditions, though apprehended by the economists of the day, assumed no particular importance, nor did it seem to have any immediate bearing on public policy. But in our own day the possibility of monopolization of ordinary articles of production has become a significant factor in the industrial situation. To this, various causes have contributed. The increasing use of machinery renders the initial cost of embarking on any industrial process constantly greater. The evolution of the principle of joint-stock undertakings has rendered it possible to carry on production on a very large scale, and in consequence to considerably reduce the cost of each article produced. This has rendered it very difficult for small concerns to compete with large industrial corporations, and has set up in the industrial world a tendency towards the amalgamation of similar businesses under a common management. When this amalgamation has proceeded far enough to cover, or at any rate to dominate, the whole production of a certain class of commodities, then the principle of competitive price-making no longer applies, and the law of monopoly price comes into play. To prevent this state of things modern governments have seen fit in some instances to use their legislative power. This is particularly the case with the United States, where the process of industrial amalgamation has been most rapid and has occasioned the greatest public apprehension. The federal government in 1891 passed an anti-trust law (known as the Sherman Act) forbidding contracts or combinations in restraint of interstate trade, prohibiting the monopolizing of any part of the trade between the states, etc. About half of the states have legislated against the trusts, either by constitutional provisions or by statutes. A great deal of such legislation has, however, been declared invalid by the courts, or rendered inoperative by various kinds of evasion.

A special case of the interference of the modern state in regard to prices is seen in legislation concerning railroad rates, which are of course prices charged for transportation of persons and freight. A little examination will show that railroad rates differ from most other prices in a very peculiar way. We have seen that under free competition in the production of ordinary commodities their selling price will approximate to the cost of production. Even where a single seller has a monopoly he will find no advantage in making sales below the cost of production. But in the case of a service performed by a railroad in transporting passengers or freight over a certain distance the “cost of production” is of a quite different character, and stands in a quite different relation to the price demanded. In the first place we can see that there is very little, almost no expense incurred by the railroad for the particular transportation of any single article. Supposing that a train is scheduled to run between two stations, ten miles apart, the cost of sending a barrel of flour on it (the additional expense, that is, actually incurred by taking that particular consignment) consists merely of the labor of two or three minutes’ handling and an infinitesimal quantity of extra coal by reason of the extra weight added to the train. It must be noted in the second place that as between a distance of ten miles and a distance of one hundred miles the cost is practically the same, for only the same amount of handling is needed, and the other expense is insignificantly small. There is of course the expense of running the train itself (coal, wages, etc.). Very obviously some of the prices charged for the passengers and freight it carries must make this good or the train is being run at a loss. But there is no reason (none, that is, of an economic character, and apart from ideas of sentiment, justice, etc.) why this charge should be levied in a proportionate manner upon the different consignments. Suppose, for example, that the state of the cotton trade is such that consignments of cotton will be sent even if the railroad charges a high price, and that the market for flour is such that no flour will be shipped except at a rate excessively low, it will clearly be to the advantage of the railroad to charge much for the one and little for the other. In other words each of these two rates will be of the nature of a monopoly price, the limitation of the charge being found in that above a certain point the number of consignments begins to fall off. Over and above the special expenses of running this individual train the railroad has to meet its permanent and standing expenses in the shape of the interest charge upon its original construction, and the cost of maintaining the roadbed and terminals. But there is no reason to assign these charges proportionately and uniformly among all the trains operated, and upon all the business handled. Each train and each consignment must of course repay the direct added cost which its operation entails. But above the extremely low minimum rate thus indicated, it is always worth while to accept business, even for a small charge where a larger cannot be had. In the practical levy of railroad rates it is therefore quite out of the question to distribute the total cost in a proportionate manner. Each service performed will be sold at a price representing “what the traffic will bear” and not what the traffic has cost. It will result in consequence that the different charges made by a railroad may be evidently and visibly out of proportion to their relative cost. It may happen that a greater charge is made for carrying a particular article a short distance than for carrying it a long one. Although at first sight this seems contrary to common sense and to common justice, it is quite in keeping with the principles we have just laid down. In transporting goods between two places five hundred miles apart a railroad may have to encounter the opposition of competing lines or of transportation by water, and may be compelled to accept a very low rate on the freight it carries. But at the same time there may very well be, included in this five hundred miles, a strip of one hundred miles which is not covered by any competing railroad, and which has not access to water transportation. As between the towns on this strip the charges that the “traffic will bear” are very likely greater than the utmost charge that can be levied on the through traffic of five hundred miles.

There is a further peculiarity in the economic situation of railroads in the fact that active and permanent competition between them is practically impossible. A state of keen competition induces the roads to reduce charges to a point which, while covering the actual and individual cost of the train service, makes no provision for the permanent interest and maintenance charges of the railway. In such a situation a poor road — particularly one whose interest charges are already in default, or which is even in the receiver’s hands — is a stronger competitor than a good one, for it can indulge in a more reckless and suicidal rate-cutting. In practice, therefore, railroads have always found themselves compelled to enter into agreements, express or tacit, as to the regulation of their rates. From the point of view of the general public such understandings look very much like a combined attempt on the part of the roads to exploit the community for their own benefit.

The distinctive position which the railroads thus occupy in the industrial world has induced all modern governments to subject them to special regulation, and to entirely abandon in reference to them the principle of non-interference. In some cases, as in Prussia, Austria, Hungary, the states of the Commonwealth of Australia, etc., the state itself owns and operates the railroads. In France charters are granted to private companies for limited periods, after which the roads revert to the state. The chief railroad systems of the country (some 20,500 miles of road out of a total 25,500) will become national property between the years 1950 and 1960. Even while the roads are in private hands their general relation to the state is very different from that of ordinary business enterprises. A large part of the original permanent cost was defrayed by the French government; the government also guaranteed the payment of a fixed dividend. In return the rates are fixed by the government itself, and the transportation of the mails, troops, prisoners, etc., is made gratuitous. In the United States, although the railroads have been left in private hands, they have been the object of special legislative control of both the state and the federal governments. The Interstate Commerce Act (1887) provides that in the case of charges levied on commerce between the states, no railroad company shall unduly discriminate in favor of particular persons or particular localities. The same law forbids the railroads to charge more for transportation for a shorter than for a longer distance over the same line, and prohibits the pooling of railroad earnings. The statute also establishes an interstate commerce commission of five members appointed by the President of the United States; it is the duty of this body to supervise the operation of the act, but it has no power of itself to punish violations of its provisions or to fix rates. The provisions of the federal anti-trust statute of 1891 have also been applied by the courts against the railroads in regard of various forms of combination that were presumed to be in restraint of commerce between the states. In addition to the national legislation most of the states have passed laws intended to prevent discrimination in freight and passenger rates, and to hinder undue combination. In most states also railroad commissions are established, in some cases with duties that are mainly advisory and statistical, but in others with coercive powers for the making and enforcing of rates. The Massachusetts board of railroad commissioners is an example of the first class; it supervises the operation of the law in reference to the issue of securities, receives reports from the railroad companies, and has an advisory power in regard to freight and passenger rates. In practice its recommendations have great force, and are usually followed by the roads themselves or embodied in statutes of the legislature. On the other hand, commissions such as those of Minnesota and of Illinois are given power to directly fix rates for traffic within the state. In the United Kingdom there is also a commission for the supervision of the operation of railroads, established in 1873, and rendered permanent by an act of Parliament of 1888. The schedule of maximum rates of each railroad is subject to the approval of the Board of Trade. Pooling is not prohibited, but discrimination is against the law.

5. Government Interference on Behalf of the Working Class; Factory Laws, State Insurance, and Pensions. The attitude of modern governments towards the laboring class is in many respects no longer one of unqualified individualism. The general recognition of the idea of social solidarity and of aggregate social duties towards the workers and the poorer members of the community has profoundly influenced the legislation of our day. The original factory acts adopted in England, to which reference has been already made, have been imitated in all the great industrial countries, and expanded into an elaborate code designed to protect the wage-earner against the rigor of unrestrained competition. Legislation of this kind in the United States falls under state and not under federal jurisdiction. There are still many states of the Union in which, factory industry being but little developed, no protective statutes have been passed. But in Massachusetts, New York, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, and all the great manufacturing states, factory legislation of a thorough-going character has been adopted. The factory acts of these states prohibit working people from being employed under conditions dangerous to health or life. They contain provisions for fire-escapes, prevention of explosions, fencing of machinery, ventilation, etc., and provide for the appointment of inspectors to supervise the operation of the acts. The hours of labor in the case of women and young persons are also limited by law. The labor of adult women is restricted in all the New England states (except Vermont) and in about ten other states; a ten-hour day is the usual limit prescribed. All the manufacturing states have legislated against excessive hours for young persons (of either sex) and have absolutely prohibited factory labor for children. In Massachusetts, New York, and several other states only children of at least fourteen years of age may be employed; in other states employment is permissible at lower ages. In England, under the general factory law of 1901, similar restrictions on industrial freedom of contract are imposed by the government, both the conditions of work and the permissible hours for employment of women, young persons, and children being made the subject of legislative interference. The German imperial government adopted in 1891 a factory act of similar scope. In the United States, Great Britain, and Germany legislation has not as yet limited the hours of employment of adult males; but in France and in Austria the law regulates the number of hours that even adult males may be employed in factory labor, eleven hours a day being assigned as the limit in Austria, and twelve in France.

The altered attitude of the state towards the working class is seen also in the systems of compulsory insurance and old-age pensions, now operative in various countries of continental Europe, and in certain Australasian colonies. In Germany an imperial law of June 15, 1883, provides for compulsory insurance against illness for all working people whose wages do not exceed $476 a year, the expenses of the insurance being imposed jointly on working people and employers, the former paying two thirds, the latter one third of the cost. A similar law of July 6, 1884, prescribes compulsory insurance against accidents. In each of these cases the government itself contributes nothing; but for the compulsory old-age pensions, established under an imperial statute of 1889, the government contributes yearly towards each pension a fixed sum of $11.90 over and above the amount accruing from the past contributions of the workingmen and their employers. France and Austria have also instituted compulsory state insurance against accidents (in Austria against illness also), and Italy, under a statute of 1899, has state insurance both against disability and old age. The colony of New Zealand, by a law of 1898, established a system of old-age pensions (with a maximum of £18 per annum) to be accorded by the government to persons of sixty-five years of age who had resided thirty-five years in the colony, no previous contribution being exacted from the recipient. Persons possessing an income from other sources are not eligible, or only eligible as pensioners to the extent that their income falls short of the pension. The tendency of the governments of the Australian colonies to interfere vigorously on behalf of the working class is seen in the New Zealand statute of 1894, applying compulsory arbitration to labor disputes, and in a similar statute of South Australia enacted in the same year.

Even the most extreme individualists admitted that the protection which it was the primary duty of the state to afford to the citizen did not merely include safeguards against physical violence and forcible robbery. Protection of an indirect character, intended to prevent fraud or culpable negligence, was admitted to be within the proper sphere of the state action. But in the course of the nineteenth century the category of legislation of an indirectly protective character has been enormously expanded. Such familiar examples as adulteration acts in reference to food, acts in reference to the inspection of steamboats and buildings, the granting of certificates to engineers, druggists, etc., will at once suggest themselves in this connection. Prohibition acts in restraint of the manufacture or sale of intoxicating liquors, acts in restraint of public gambling, etc., represent the same legislative principle carried to a further degree. In practice, the line is extremely difficult to draw between protective legislation — whose intention is to guarantee the individual against external harm and to prevent him from harming others — and paternal legislation, whose object is to compel him in a positive direction for his own good. The attitude of most modern governments is not clearly defined in this respect: but there is a large amount of modern legislation which is practically of a paternal character.

6. Municipal Control. Mention may be made in conclusion of the wide extension of state activity seen in the sphere of modern municipal control. Under present conditions the supply of water and light to towns and cities and the arrangement for interurban transportation, telephone communication, etc., offer problems of a peculiar character. To a great extent these services are in their nature monopolies; they must be under a single control, and cannot, or at any rate can only at an economic loss, be performed for the community by rival purveyors. Separate telephone systems, separate gas and water companies, with parallel pipes, separate car lines upon the same streets, are plainly impracticable. On the other hand, where these enterprises are placed unreservedly in private hands, the principle of monopoly price, as already explained, asserts itself to the detriment of the general public. It is necessary, therefore, either that the public authorities should themselves directly perform these services for the community, or that the grant of privileges accorded to a monopoly company should be accompanied by special restrictions and special regulation of the prices to be charged. A brief summary of the present extent of municipal ownership may serve to show how greatly the functions of the local organs of government have been expanded under recent conditions. The control of waterworks is the most universal of all municipal activities. Of the thirty-eight cities of the United States having, under the census of 1900, a population over one hundred thousand, all except eight owned their own waterworks in 1903. In this majority are included the cities of New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, and Boston. In Canada more than three quarters of the towns and cities (including Montreal and Toronto) own their waterworks. In the United Kingdom the municipal ownership of waterworks is almost universal, and in the continental cities of Europe it is the usual rule. Very few gas works in the United States are under municipal operation, but the larger British cities (except London, Liverpool, and Dublin) and most German cities operate their own gas plants. In the case of street railways municipal ownership is very rare in America, but has been adopted in about forty places in Great Britain, including London and Manchester. Municipal electric-lighting plants are extremely common in the United States, being found in Chicago, Detroit, and elsewhere, though ownership and operation by private companies is much more usual. In the United Kingdom, on the other hand, the majority of electric-lighting plants are operated by the municipalities. Telephone service is rarely found under municipal management, though in some cases, as in Japan and in Australia, it is directly conducted by the general government. Rarer examples of collective activity are seen in municipal house-building, sale of electric power, etc. It is, of course, impossible to enter here into the discussion of the economic advantages or disadvantages of municipal ownership. Reference is only made to it in this connection to illustrate the greatly widened sphere of state control characteristic of the present era.
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PREFACE

In the present volume the narrative of personal biography is subordinated to the record of political achievement. The name of Robert Baldwin and that of his distinguished colleague Louis LaFontaine will always be associated with the words responsible government. Baldwin was frequently derided by his contemporaries as a “man of one idea.” Time has shown that this “one idea” of Robert Baldwin, — the conception of responsible government, — has proved the corner-stone of the British imperial system. It is fitting, therefore, that this brief account of the political career of Robert Baldwin and his associates should centre round the evolution of responsible government in the province of Canada. In other works of the present series the periods of Canadian history preceding and following the LaFontaine-Baldwin administrations have already been treated. The biography of Papineau, already published, and the forthcoming biography of William Lyon Mackenzie offer an ample account of the stirring events of the rebellion. Sir John Bourinot in his Lord Elgin and Mr. Lewis in his George Brown have told the story of the administration of Hincks and Morin after the retirement of their former chiefs. The present narrative is therefore especially concerned with the two LaFontaine-Baldwin ministries and with the great political controversy during the administration of Sir Charles Metcalfe.

The author desires to express his sincere thanks for the very valuable assistance and useful suggestions received from Dr. James Bain, Librarian of the Toronto Public Library, and from Mr. Charles Gould, Librarian of McGill University. The author owes much also to the kindness of Dr. A. G. Doughty, C.M.G., Archivist of the Dominion Government.

STEPHEN LEACOCK.

McGill University,

July 31st, 1906.


CHAPTER I

INTRODUCTORY

[image: img84.jpg]

FROM THE TIME of the surrender of Canada by the capitulation of Vaudreuil at Montreal in 1760, the government of the province presented an unsolved problem, whose difficulties finally culminated in the outbreak of 1837. In the beginning the country was entirely French, an appanage of the British Crown by right of conquest. Its population, some seventy thousand in number, thinly spread along the valley of the St. Lawrence, was almost entirely an agricultural peasantry. Ignorant and illiterate as they were, they cherished towards their Church an unfailing devotion, while a stubborn pride of nationality remained with them as a heritage from the great country from which they had sprung. Of initial loyalty to the British Crown there could be no question. Still less could there be any question of self-government. Military rule was established as a necessity of the situation. Even when, in 1764, a year after the final treaty of cession, the purely military rule was superseded by the institution of an executive council, this body consisted merely of a group of officials appointed by the governor of the province. Nor is it to be said that this form of government was of  itself an injustice. The inhabitants of French Canada had known nothing of political rights or representative institutions. Only in rare cases had offices, favour, or promotion been bestowed upon native Canadians. Even the Church itself, in spite of its democratic tradition in favour of capacity and zeal, had withheld all superior offices from the children of the humble peasantry of the St. Lawrence. To have instituted among such a people a system of democratic self-government on the morrow of the conquest, could only have ended in chaos and disaster.

Kingsford, History of Canada, Vol. IX., p et seq.

The government thus established by royal proclamation was systematized and consolidated by the British parliament through the Quebec Act of 1774. This statute established in Canada a province of magnificent extent. Northward it extended to the Hudson Bay Territory; on the south it bordered New England, New York, Pennsylvania and the Ohio; westward it reached to where all trace of civilization ended with the Mississippi River. The Ohio valley was already dotted here and there in its forests and open meadow lands with the cabins of adventurous settlers. Of the rest of Canada the valley of the St. Lawrence was the only occupied part. Thither had come already, since the conquest, a few British immigrants, for the most part small traders and needy adventurers.  The upper portion of the province was still a wilderness. The Quebec Act restored to the country the old French civil law, the “Coutume de Paris,” under which it had lived before the conquest. It retained the English criminal law. It repeated the guarantee of freedom of worship already extended to the adherents of the Roman Catholic Church, and, in permitting to the clergy of that Church the enjoyment of their “accustomed dues and rights,” it legalized the collection of the tithe. The government was committed to a governor with a legislative council to be nominated by the Crown, to which was added by Major-General Carleton (1776), in accordance with instructions from England, an executive (or privy) council of five members. The Act declared it “inexpedient to call an assembly.” Fox, indeed, pleaded in the House of Commons in favour of representative institutions, but was met with the argument that a Protestant government could not safely entrust power to a Roman Catholic legislature.

14 Geo. III., c. 83.

See V. Coffin, The Province of Quebec and the Early American Revolution (1896), Ch. II. p et seq.

The tithe was, however, only to be collected from persons professing the Roman Catholic religion.

Sir H. Cavendish, Debates on the Quebec Act, (1839), p-8.

It is a disputed point how far the concessions thus granted to the French were adopted as a means of preserving the country from the infection of the revolutionary discontent, widespread in the colonies of the Atlantic sea-board, and of preventing the French habitant from making common cause with the malcontents of New England and Virginia.  Such, if not the purpose, was at any rate the effect of the Act. The pulpits of Massachusetts were loud with denunciation of the toleration of popery embodied in the statute. The American congress (September 5th, 1774) expressed its alarm in documentary form, and the small British minority already settled in Lower Canada forwarded to England a petition of energetic protest. The fact that the British government, in the face of bigoted opposition, passed and maintained the statute which stands as the charter of religious liberty for Roman Catholic Canada, may be said to have laid the foundation of that firm attachment of the Canadian French to the Crown, which, after the lapse of four generations, has become one of the fundamental factors of the political life of Canada. The effect of the Act in preventing the adherence of the habitants to the cause of the American revolution is undoubted. The clergy of the province threw the whole weight of their influence in favour of the British side. The agitators sent into the country found but few sympathizers of influence, and the attempt at military conquest ended in failure.

The issue of the Revolutionary War and the separation of the revolted colonies from Great Britain had a momentous effect upon the destinies of British North America. That province now became a haven of refuge for the distressed Loyalists, who abandoned the United States in thousands  rather than sever their allegiance from their mother country. Of these nearly thirty thousand found their way into the Maritime Provinces. Others, ascending the St. Lawrence or coming by Lake Champlain, settled in the Eastern Townships of Quebec or near to Montreal itself. Still others, pushing their way up the river or passing over the rough wagon-trails of the forest country of New York, embarked on Lake Ontario to find new homes upon its northern shores. Liberal grants of land were made. Settlements sprang up along the Bay of Quinté, on the Niagara frontier, on the Grand River, on the Thames and as far west as the Detroit River. By the year 1791 there were some thirty thousand settlers in the districts thus thrown open. The newcomers, impoverished as most of them were, made excellent pioneers. Their conviction of the righteousness of their cause lent vigour to their arduous struggle with the wilderness. The sound of the axe resounded amid the stillness of the pine forest; farmsteads and hamlets arose on the shores of the lake and beside its tributary streams. But with the coming of the Loyalists Canada became a divided country. The population of the upper country was British, that of the lower, French. French law and custom seemed to the new settlers anomalous and unjust. British Protestantism was abhorrent to the devout Catholics of French Canada. The new settlers, too, accustomed to the political freedom which they had enjoyed in the  colonies of their origin, chafed under autocratic control, and in repeated petitions demanded of the home government the privilege of a representative assembly.

Canadian Archives, Q. 24. 1. pp., 76, 232.

To meet this situation the British parliament adopted the Constitutional Act of 1791, by which the province was separated into two distinct governments under the names of Upper and Lower Canada. It was presumed that a natural solution of the vexed question of British and French rivalry had thus been found. “I hope,” said Pitt, “that this settlement will put an end to the competition between the old French inhabitants and the new settlers from Britain and the British colonies.” Burke at the same time expressed the opinion that “to attempt to amalgamate two populations composed of races of men diverse in language, laws, and customs, was a complete absurdity.” To each province was given a legislature consisting of two Houses, the Lower House, or assembly, being elected by the people, the Upper, called the legislative council, being nominated for life by the Crown. By the Crown also were to be appointed all public officers of each district, including the governor-general of the two provinces, the lieutenant-governor who conducted the administration of Upper Canada, and the members of the executive councils which aided in the administration of each province.  The British parliament reserved to itself the right of imposing duties for the regulation of navigation and commerce. The free exercise of the Roman Catholic religion was again guaranteed. It was further enacted that the Crown should set apart one-eighth of all the unallotted Crown land in the province for the maintenance of the Protestant clergy, a provision which subsequently entailed the most serious consequences.

31 Geo. III. c. 31.

See Parliamentary History. Vol. xxvii, , Vol. xxxix, p-459.

The measure was undoubtedly liberal, and at the time of its passage furnished an instrument of government well suited to the requirements of the situation. It was intended to extend to Canada something of the degree of political liberty enjoyed by the people of Great Britain. Its object was declared by Lord Grenville, to be to “assimilate the constitution of Canada to that of Great Britain as nearly as the difference arising from the manners of the people and from the present situation of the province will admit.” Lieutenant-Governor Simcoe, speaking to his “parliament” of twenty-three members in the rough frame-house at Niagara where first they met, spoke of the new government as “an image and transcript of the British constitution.” For some years, indeed, after the adoption of the new constitution, the government of the provinces was carried on with reasonable success and a  fair amount of harmony. Had the constitution been of a more flexible character and had the conduct of the administration been adapted to the progressive settlement of the country, its success might have continued indefinitely. The incoming century found a contented country; wealth and population were on the increase. A tide of immigration from Scotland and Ireland turned steadily towards Upper Canada. Pennsylvania farmers crossed the lakes to find new homes in the fertile land of the province. The little hamlet of York, on the site of the old Indian post of Toronto, became the seat of government. To the north of it a wide, straight road, called Yonge Street in honour of the secretary of war, carried the tide of settlement towards Lake Simcoe. At the head of Lake Ontario, Dundas Street ran from the settlement at Hamilton to the Thames, and presently was opened eastward as far as York. The inhabitants of the province in the year 1811 were estimated at seventy-seven thousand. Into Lower Canada also British immigrants had come in considerable numbers. Ere long it began to appear that the racial conflict, which it was the intention of the Act of 1791 to obviate, had but shifted its ground and was renewed with increasing bitterness in the province of Lower Canada. The War of 1812, in which the energies of both French and British settlers were absorbed in repelling American invasion, stilled for the time the internal conflict  of races. But with the renewal of peace the political difficulties of both Upper and Lower Canada assumed an increasingly serious aspect.

Letter to Lord Dorchester, Oct. 20th, 1789.

Consult D. B. Read, Life and Times of Governor Simcoe, Ch. XI. and D. C. Scott, John Graves Simcoe (Makers of Canada Series) (1905), Ch. VI.

McMullen, History of Canada (1868), p et seq.

J. Bouchette, British Dominions in North America (1832), Vol. I. .

The political situation in the two provinces in the twenty years succeeding the peace of 1815 presented analogous, though not identical, features. In each of them the fact that the executive was not under the control of the representatives of the people constituted the main cause of complaint. But in the Lower Province the situation was aggravated by the fact that the executive heads of the administration were identified with the interests of the British minority and opposed to the dominance of the French-Canadians. Even in Upper Canada, however, the position of affairs was bad enough. The actual administration of the province was in the hands of the lieutenant-governor and his executive council of five, later of seven, members, a wholly irresponsible body of placemen appointed by the Crown from among the judges, public officers and members of the legislative council. Of the legislature itself the Upper House, or legislative council, was, as already said, a nominated body. Under such circumstances the political control of the colony had passed into the hands of a privileged class who engrossed the patronage of the Crown, received liberal grants of land and were able to bid defiance to the efforts of the assembly to free itself from oligarchical control.

 

Had the constitution been in any real sense a “transcript” of the constitution of Great Britain, the assembly might have fallen back upon the power of the purse as an effective method of political control. But this remedy, under the system in vogue, was inadequate, owing to the fact that the assembly possessed only a limited power over the finances of the colony. The Crown was in enjoyment of a permanent civil list. Exclusive of the revenue from the clergy reserve, it had at its disposal a patronage of fifty thousand pounds a year. Local expenditure within the province was under the direction of magistrates appointed by the Crown meeting in Quarter Session. The legislative council itself claimed the right to reject, and even to amend, the money bills passed by the representatives of the people. Under such circumstances the House of Assembly found itself deprived of any effective means of forcing its wishes upon the administration. Quite early in the history of the period, it had vigorously protested against the impotence to which it was reduced. In an address presented to the acting governor in 1818, the assembly drew attention to the “evil that must result from the legislative and executive functions being materially vested in the same persons, as is unfortunately the case in this province, where His Majesty’s executive council is almost wholly composed of the legislative  body, and consisting only of the deputy superintendent-general of the Indian department, the receiver-general and the inspector-general, the chief-justice, the speaker of the legislative council, and the honourable and reverend chaplain of that House.” The essence of the financial situation appears in the famous Seventh Report of the Committee on Grievances drawn up in 1835. “Such is the patronage of the colonial office,” it declares, “that the granting or withholding of supplies is of no political importance, unless as an indication of the opinion of the country concerning the character of the government.”

See in this connection C. Lindsey, Life and Times of William Lyon Mackenzie (1862), Vol. I., p-2.

Kingsford, Vol. IX., p et seq.

The report was published in detail by M. Reynolds, King’s Printer, Toronto (1835), and contains an index and much valuable material. It must, of course, be remembered that the report is a document of a partisan character, but the quotation in the text above may be accepted as representing the situation.

It has become customary to apply to the privileged class who thus engrossed political power and office in the colony of Upper Canada, the term Family Compact. The designation itself appears to be, in strictness, a misnomer, for there existed among the ruling class no further family relationship than what might naturally be expected in a community whose seat of government contained, even in 1830, only two thousand eight hundred and sixty persons. But it is undoubted that, from 1815 onwards, the members of the administration with their friends and adherents formed a distinct political party united by ties of mutual interest and social cohesion, determined to retain the influence they  had acquired, and regarding the protests of the plainer people of the province with a certain supercilious contempt. Nor is it to be supposed that the adherents of the Family Compact embodied in themselves the very essence of tyranny. They represented merely, within their restricted sphere, those principles of class government and vested interests which were still the dominant political factor in every country of Europe. Of the high moral quality and sterling patriotism of such men as Robinson, the attorney-general, there can be no doubt. The exaggerated diatribes of the indignant Radicals in which the ruling class figure as the “tools of servile power,” are as wide of the mark as the later denunciations launched against the party of Reform.

Mackenzie’s Colonial Advocate, No. I. Compare the petition prepared for presentation to the home government by Robert Fleming Gourlay, whose agitation in the second decade of the century was one of the first expressions of the gathering discontent: “Corruption, indeed, has reached such a height in this province that it is thought no part of the British empire witnesses the like.”

The growing agitation in Upper Canada presently found an energetic leader in William Lyon Mackenzie, a Scotchman of humble parentage. Born at Springfield in Forfarshire in 1795, he came in 1820 to try his fortunes in Canada. He set up in business in a small way at the village of York, removing presently to Dundas. It is typical of the restricted commercial life of the time that Mackenzie and his partner dealt in drugs, hardware, jewelry, toys, confections, dye stuffs and paints, and  maintained in addition a circulating library. From Dundas, Mackenzie moved to Queenston. Interested from the first in the political affairs of the colony, he started in 1824 the publication of the Colonial Advocate, the first number of which, distributed gratuitously through the countryside, commenced an unsparing attack upon the governing class. Its editor, the “westernmost journalist in the British dominions on the continent of America,” assumed, as he himself subsequently expressed it, “the office of a public censor.” He denounced the Family Compact and all its works. He denounced the jobbery of the public land. He denounced the land monopoly of the Church of England, the lack of schools, the perversion of justice and the greed of the official class. The appearance of the Colonial Advocate aided in consolidating the party of Reform. In the elections of 1824 they carried a majority of the seats in the House of Assembly, a victory which only served to reveal the impotence of the opposition in the face of the established system. Dr. Rolph, elected for Middlesex, the stalwart Peter Perry, member for Lennox and Addington, and other leaders of the Reform party, found they could do little beyond selecting a farmer speaker of their own liking and passing resolutions condemning the existing conduct of affairs. None the less their presence as a majority of the House remained as a standing protest and threw into a clearer light the irresponsible  position of the executive. The better to aid their opposition Mackenzie moved his printing presses to York. The virulence of his pen awoke embittered opposition in return. His printing office was sacked in broad daylight by a gang of young men whom his biographer has called an “official mob.” A lawsuit ensued with mutual recriminations, followed presently by prosecutions for libel. Mackenzie, in historic phrase, denounced the minority party in the assembly as an “ominous nest of unclean birds,” and invited the people of Upper Canada to sweep them from the “halls that have been so long and shamefully defiled with their abominations.”

A list of the members of the assembly is given by Lindsey, op. cit. .

The provincial quarrel went from bad to worse. The election of 1828 again returned a majority of Reformers, this time including Mackenzie himself. Resolutions of grievances were presented to the House. A select committee on grievances, of which Mackenzie was chairman, was called upon to report. A new lieutenant-governor in the person of Sir John Colborne, a tried soldier and a veteran of Waterloo, appeared on the scene (1828). Him the assembly hastened to warn against the “unhappy policy they [the executive council] had pursued in the late administration.” The assembly asserted its right to the full control of the revenue and demanded (1830) the dismissal of the executive councillors. “Gentlemen,” was the curt reply of Sir John, “I thank you  for your address.” In the election of 1830, following on the death of George III, the party of the Compact, aided by an influx of British immigrants, regained a majority of the assembly. Mackenzie, elected for the county of York, was expelled from the House for libel and branded as a “reptile unworthy of the notice of any gentleman.” Reëlected by his constituents, he was again expelled and declared disqualified to sit in the existing parliament, a proceeding which occasioned wild tumult in the village capital, with sympathetic meetings in the other settlements of the colony. The Tory party retaliated, perpetrated a second attack on the printing office of the Advocate, and burned Mackenzie in effigy in the streets of York. Mackenzie, seizing the moment of martyrdom, sailed for England laden with indignant petitions from his constituents and their sympathizers, (April, 1832). The signatures on the documents numbered twenty-five thousand, but the counter-petitions forwarded by the party of the Compact were subscribed with twenty-six thousand names. Mackenzie received at the colonial office a not unfavourable hearing. Lord Goderich, the colonial secretary, forwarded to the colony a censorious despatch, characterized by the indignant Tories as an “elegant piece of fiddle faddle.” Hagerman, the solicitor-general, was  removed from office, only to be restored when Lord Goderich gave place to Mr. Stanley. Boulton, the attorney-general, was permanently removed. Beyond this nothing of account was done by the home government to remedy the situation in the colony. Mackenzie on his return again presented himself to his constituents for election, (December 16th, 1833), only to be again expelled from the House. The general election of the ensuing year, (October, 1834), resulted in the return of a majority of the Reform party to the House, Mackenzie being among those then elected. Opposition to the oligarchical system now became more and more pronounced. A “Canadian Alliance Society” was founded at York, (henceforth incorporated as a city and known as Toronto), whose political programme opened with the demand for responsible government and the abolition of the nominated legislative council. A select committee on grievances, appointed by the assembly, drew up a voluminous report, in which the misgovernment of Upper Canada was scathingly reviewed. Such was the position of affairs in the province at the time when Sir Francis Bond Head entered upon his momentous administration.

A phrase used by Solicitor-General Hagerman. See Colonial Advocate, Dec. 15th, 1831.

During the same period a still more aggravated situation had been developed in Lower Canada. Here the conflict represented something more than a struggle between an office-holding minority and the excluded masses. It was a conflict intensified by the full bitterness of racial  and religious antagonism. It was not merely as in Upper Canada, (to use the historic phrases of Lord Durham), “a contest between a government and a people;” the spectacle presented was that of “two nations warring in the bosom of a single state,” a “struggle, not of principles, but of races.” The British minority in the province, insignificant in the early years of the new régime, had grown constantly in numbers and influence. The incoming of the United Empire Loyalists and of immigrants from the mother country had swelled the ranks of a party which, though small in proportion, was determined to assert its claims against the preponderating race. British merchants controlled the bulk of the sea-going trade of the colony. An Anglican bishop of Quebec had been appointed (1793), and an Anglican cathedral erected (1804) on the site of an ancient convent of the Récollets. The governors of the province looked to the British party for support, and selected from its ranks the majority of their legislative and executive councillors. In the minds of the latter the French-Canadians still figured as a conquered people whose claims to political ascendency were equivalent to disloyalty. The blundering patriotism of such a governor as Craig (1807-11), widened the cleavage between the rival races and intensified in the minds of the  French inhabitants the sentiment of their national solidarity. Excluded from the control of the executive government, the French fell back upon the assembly in which they commanded an easy and permanent majority. Nor were they, although in opposition, altogether powerless against the government. The public revenue of Lower Canada during the period under review was raised, in part by virtue of imperial statutes, in part by the provincial legislature itself. To these sources of income were added the “casual and territorial” revenue of the Crown arising from the Jesuits’ Estates, the postal service, the land and timber sales and other minor items. The duties raised by the imperial government, together with the casual and territorial revenue, were inadequate to meet the public expenditure, and it was necessary, therefore, to have recourse to the votes of supply passed by the House of Assembly. The House of Assembly, dominated by the French-Canadian party, made full use of the power thus placed in its hands. It insisted (1818) that the detailed items of expenditure should be submitted to its consideration. It asserted its claim to appropriate not merely the revenue raised by its own act, but the whole expenditure of the province. It insisted on voting the civil list from year to year, refusing to vote a permanent provision for the salaried servants of the Crown. On each point it met  with a determined opposition, not only from the governor-general but from the legislative council, whose existence thus began to appear as the main obstacle to that full control of the province which had become the avowed aim of the popular party.

Report of the Earl of Durham, (Ed. 1902) .

D. B. Read, Rebellion of 1837, .

14 Geo. III. c. 88, and later 3 Geo. IV. c. 119.

The appropriation of this revenue was surrendered in 1831.

With the advent of Lord Dalhousie as governor-general (1820) the quarrel between the two branches of the legislature and the conflict of races from which it had sprung, reached an acute stage. Dalhousie, one of Wellington’s veterans, was more fitted for the camp than the council chamber, a disciplinarian devoid of diplomacy who naturally upheld the side of the British party and discountenanced the financial claims of the assembly. Meantime the occasion had found the man, and a leader had appeared well-fitted to head the agitation in the province. Louis-Joseph Papineau, born in Montreal in 1789, had been elected to the assembly in 1812 and early distinguished himself by the brilliance of his oratory. In 1815 he was elected speaker of the House, a position which he filled with decorum until the trend of affairs under the Dalhousie administration aroused him to virulent and sustained opposition to the governing class. From now on, petitions and addresses for redress of grievances in Lower Canada poured in upon the imperial government. The French-Canadian press roused the simple farmers of the  countryside with the cry of national rights; even a certain minority of the English residents, led by such men as Cuthbert of Berthier and Neilson of Quebec, in close alliance with Papineau, made common cause with the French for a reform of the government of the province. On the other hand, the adherents of the ruling powers openly expressed their desire to rid the country of every vestige of French control. “This province” the Quebec Mercury had said as long ago as 1810, “is far too French for a British colony. After forty-seven years’ possession it is now fitting that the province become truly British.” Such indeed had become the avowed policy of the dominant faction. Papineau, supported alike by the people, the clergy and the majority of the assembly, became emphatically the man of the hour and figured as the open adversary of the governor-general. A petition signed with eighty-seven thousand names was forwarded (1827) to the home government. Dalhousie, departing in 1828 to take command of the forces in India, was succeeded by Sir James Kempt whose efforts at conciliation proved unavailing. In vain the imperial government surrendered its control over the proceeds of its customs duties (1831). The assembly refused to grant a permanent civil list and the leaders of the popular party clamoured for the abolition of the nominated Upper House. Against such a measure of reform, which appeared out of harmony with monarchical institutions, the  British ministry resolutely set its face. Stanley, the colonial secretary, hinted that the government might be forced to curtail even the existing privileges of its colonial subjects. Aroused to furious opposition the assembly adopted the famous “Ninety-two resolutions,” indicating a long catalogue of grievances and denouncing the existence of the Upper House (February 21st, 1834). The elections of 1834 were attended with riots and tumultuous gatherings. Revolutionary committees sprang into being. Votes of supplies since 1832 had come to a full stop and the governor, Lord Aylmer, (1831-5), had been driven to pay salaries by loans taken from the war chest. The malcontents of French Canada corresponded busily with the “patriot” party of the Upper Province. The current of the two movements ran side by side with increasing swiftness, approaching rapidly the vortex of insurrection.

See A. D. DeCelles, Papineau, (Makers of Canada Series) 1904. Ch. VI.

DeCelles, op. cit. .


CHAPTER II

THE MODERATE REFORMERS AND THE CANADIAN REBELLION
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SUCH WAS THE environment in which Robert Baldwin and his future colleagues in the Reform ministry of Canada, entered upon political life. The Baldwins were sprung from an Irish family resident on a little property called Summer Hill, near Carragoline, in the county of Cork. The father of Robert Baldwin had come out to Canada with his father (himself a Robert Baldwin) in 1798. The family settled on a tract of land on the north shore of Lake Ontario, in the present county of Durham, where Robert Baldwin (senior) set himself manfully to work to clear and cultivate a farm to which he gave the name of Annarva. His eldest son, William Warren Baldwin, did not, however, remain upon the homestead. He had already received at the University of Edinburgh a degree in medicine and, anxious to turn his professional training to account, he went to the little village of York. Here he took up his abode with a Mr. Wilcocks of Duke Street, an Irish friend of his family, who had indeed been instrumental in inducing the Baldwins to come to Canada. In a pioneer colony like the Upper Canada of that day, the  health of the community is notoriously sound, and Dr. Baldwin soon saw that the profession of medicine at York could offer but a precarious livelihood. He determined, therefore, to supplement it with school-teaching and inserted in the Gazette an announcement of his intention to open a classical school:— “Dr. Baldwin, understanding that some gentlemen of this town have expressed an anxiety for the establishment of a classical school, begs leave to inform them and the public that he intends on Monday, the first of January next , to open a school in which he will instruct twelve boys in writing, reading, classics and arithmetic. The terms are, for each boy, eight guineas per annum, to be paid quarterly or half yearly; one guinea entrance and one cord of wood to be supplied by each of the boys on opening the school.” It is interesting to note that among the earliest of Dr. Baldwin’s pupils was John Robinson, distinguished later as a leading spirit in the Family Compact and chief-justice of the province.

The details which follow are taken from the Memorial of the Baldwin Family, (Archives of Canada, M. 393) and from the Canadian Portrait Gallery, published at Toronto, 1881.

School-teaching with the ambitious Irishman was, however, only a means to an end. The legal profession, then in its infancy in the colony, offered a more lucrative and a more honourable field, and for this in his leisure hours Baldwin hastened to prepare himself. Indeed no very arduous preparation or profound knowledge was needed in those days for admission to the legal fraternity of “Muddy York.” A summary  examination, conducted in person by the chief-justice of the province, was all that was required of Baldwin as a candidate for the bar, and on April 6th, 1803, he was admitted as a duly qualified practitioner. His entry upon his new profession was signalized by his marriage in the same year with Miss Phoebe Wilcocks, a daughter of the family friend with whom he had lived. The newly married couple took up their quarters in a new house on the corner of Frederick and Palace Streets, the latter a street running parallel with the shore of the bay and receiving its grandiloquent name from the expectation that it would presently become the site of a gubernatorial “palace.” In this house Robert Baldwin, eldest son of William Warren Baldwin was born on May 12th, 1804.

Palace Street is the present Front Street.

Little need be said of Robert Baldwin’s youth and school days. By no means a precocious child, he was distinguished at school rather for a painstaking diligence than for exceptional natural aptitude. He received his education at the Home District Grammar School, at the head of which was Dr. John Strachan, then rector of York and subsequently distinguished as Bishop of Toronto and champion of the Anglican interest. Baldwin’s conscientious industry presently made him “head boy” of the Grammar School, from whose walls he passed with credit to enter upon the study of the law (1819). After spending some years in his father’s office, he was called to the bar in Trinity Term, 1825, and  became a partner in his father’s business under the firm name of “W. W. Baldwin and Son.” The fortunes of the elder Baldwin had in the meantime rapidly improved. Not only had he met with success in his dual profession, but he had the good fortune to fall heir to the property of a Miss Elizabeth Russell, a distant connection of the Baldwins, and sister to a certain Peter Russell, a bygone magnate of the little colony whose extensive estates she had herself inherited and now bequeathed to William Baldwin. Desirous to use his new found wealth for the foundation of a family estate, Dr. Baldwin purchased a considerable tract of land to the north of the little town on the summit of the hill overlooking the present city of Toronto. To this property the name “Spadina” was given, and the wide road opened by Dr. Baldwin southward through a part of the Russell estate was christened Spadina Avenue.

“His purpose was to establish in Canada a family whose head was to be maintained in opulence by the proceeds of an entailed estate. There was to be forever a Baldwin of Spadina.” H. Scadding, Toronto of Old, . The same work contains many interesting details in reference to the Baldwin residences and some account of the “closing exercises” of Dr. Strachan’s school (Aug. 11-12, 1819) at which Robert Baldwin delivered a “prologue.” Op. cit. Index. Art. Baldwin.

Both father and son were keenly interested in the political affairs of the province. The elder Baldwin was a Liberal and prominent among the Reformers who, even before the advent of William Lyon Mackenzie, denounced the oligarchical control of the Family Compact. But he was at  the same time profoundly attached to the British connection and averse by temperament to measures of violence. While making common cause with the Mackenzie faction in the furtherance of better government, Dr. Baldwin and his associates were nevertheless separated from the extreme wing of the Reformers by all the difference that lies between the Whig and the Radical. The political aims were limited to converting the constitution of the colony into a real, and not merely a nominal, transcript of the British constitution. To effect this, it seemed only necessary to render the executive officers of the government responsible to the popular House of the legislature in the same way as the British cabinet stands responsible to the House of Commons. This one reform accomplished, the other grievances of the colonists would find a natural and immediate redress. Robert Baldwin sympathized entirely with the political views of his father. Moderate by nature, he had no sympathy with the desire of the Radical section of the party to abolish the legislative council, or to assimilate the institutions of the country to those of the United States. The Alpha and Omega of his programme of political reform lay in the demand for the introduction of responsible government. His opponents, even some of his fellow Reformers, taunted him with being a “man of one idea.” Viewed in the clearer light of retrospect it is no reproach to his political insight that his “one  idea” proved to be that which ultimately saved the situation and which has since become the corner stone of the British colonial system.

The year 1829 may be said to mark the commencement of Robert Baldwin’s public life. He had already taken part in election committees and was known as one of the rising young men among the moderate Reformers. He had, moreover, in the election of 1828, unsuccessfully offered himself as a candidate for the county of York. But in 1829 we find him figuring as the draftsman of the petition addressed to George IV in connection with the Willis affair. Willis, an English barrister of some prominence, had been appointed in 1827 to be one of the judges of the court of king’s bench in Upper Canada. While holding that office he had held aloof from the faction of the Family Compact and had thereby incurred the displeasure of the authorities, who had become accustomed to view the judges as among their necessary adherents. A technical pretext being found, Sir Peregrine Maitland dismissed Willis from office. The cause of the latter was at once espoused by the Reform party. A public meeting of protest was called at York under the chairmanship of Dr. Baldwin, and a petition drawn up addressed “to the king’s most excellent Majesty, and to the several other branches of the imperial and provincial  legislatures.” The petition is said to have been drafted, at least in part, by Robert Baldwin. The occasion was considered a proper one, not only for protesting against the injustice done to Judge Willis, but for drawing the attention of the Crown to the numerous evils from which the colony was suffering. The list of grievances, arranged under eleven heads, included the already familiar protests against the obstructive action of the legislative council, the precarious tenure of the judicial offices, and the financial extravagance and favouritism of the executive government. Of especial importance is the eighth item of the list, which called attention to “the want of carrying into effect that rational and constitutional control over public functionaries, especially the advisers of your Majesty’s representative, which our fellow-subjects in England enjoy in that happy country.” Following the catalogue of grievances is a list of “humble suggestions” of adequate measures of reform. The essential contrast between the moderate Reformers of Upper Canada on the one hand, and the Radical wing of their party and the Papineau faction of the Lower Province on the other, is seen in the fact that no request is made for an elective legislative council. It is merely asked that only a “small proportion” of the council shall be allowed to hold other offices under the government, and that neither the legislative councillors nor the judges shall be permitted to hold places  in the executive council. The sum and substance of the wishes of the petitioners appears in the sixth of their recommendations, in which they pray “that a legislative Act be made in the provincial parliament to facilitate the mode in which the present constitutional responsibility of the advisers of the local government may be carried practically into effect; not only by the removal of these advisers from office when they lose the confidence of the people, but also by impeachment for the heavier offenses chargeable against them.” The petition was forwarded for presentation to Viscount Goderich and the Hon. E. G. Stanley, from each of whom Dr. Baldwin duly received replies. A quotation from the letter sent by Stanley, who became shortly afterwards colonial secretary, may serve to show to how great an extent the British statesmen of the period failed to grasp the position of affairs in Upper Canada. “On the last and one of the most important topics,” wrote Stanley, “namely, the appointment of a local ministry subject to removal or impeachment when they lose the confidence of the people, I conceive there would be great difficulty in arranging such a plan, for in point of fact the remedy is not one of enactment but of practice — and a constitutional mode is open to the people, of addressing for a removal of advisers of the Crown and refusing supplies, if  necessary to enforce their wishes.” From what has been said above it is clear that this was the very mode of redress which was not open to the people of the province.

Willis had refused to sit in term at Toronto on the ground that the court was not properly constituted.

The full text of the petition and of the letters from Stanley and Goderich to Dr. Baldwin is given in the Seventh Report of the Committee on Grievances already mentioned.

In this same year (1829) Robert Baldwin first entered the legislature of the province. John Beverley Robinson, the member for York and attorney-general, had been promoted to the office of chief-justice of the court of king’s bench, his seat in the assembly being thereby vacated. Baldwin contested the seat and was successful in his canvass, being strongly aided by the influence of William Lyon Mackenzie. A petition against his election, on the ground of an irregularity in the writ, caused him to be temporarily unseated, but in the second election Baldwin was again successful and entered the legislature on January 8th, 1830. In the ensuing session he appears to have played no very conspicuous part, his membership being brought to a premature termination by the death of George IV. The demise of the Crown necessitating a dissolution of the House. Baldwin again presented himself to the electors of York. In this election the adherents of the Family Compact contrived to carry the day, and Baldwin was among the number of Reformers who lost their seats in consequence. During the year that ensued he had no active share in the government of the country but continued to be prominent among the ranks of the moderate Reformers of York with whom his influence was constantly on the increase. To his  professional career also he devoted an assiduous attention. He had, in 1827, married Augusta Elizabeth Sullivan, whose mother was a sister of Dr. William Baldwin. He now (1829) entered into partnership with his wife’s brother, Robert Baldwin Sullivan, who had been his fellow-student in his father’s law office, a young man whose showy intellectual brilliance and lack of conviction contrasted with the conscientious application of his painstaking cousin. Of Baldwin’s public life there is, however, during this period, nothing to record until the advent of Sir Francis Bond Head brought him for the first time into public office.

Among the intimate associates of the Baldwins in the year preceding the rebellion, there was no one who sympathized more entirely with their political views than Francis Hincks. Hincks came to Canada in the year 1830. He was born at Cork on December 14th, 1807, and descended from an old Cheshire family which for two generations had been resident in Ireland, in which country he spent his youth. He received at the Royal Belfast Institution a sound classical training. He had early conceived a wish to embark in commercial life, which his father, the Rev. T. D. Hincks, a minister of the Irish Presbyterian Church, did not see fit to combat. He entered as an articled clerk in the business house of John Martin & Co., Belfast, where he spent five years. On the termination  of his period of apprenticeship Hincks resolved to see something of the world and sailed for the West Indies (1830), visiting Barbadoes, Demerara and Trinidad. At Barbadoes, he accidentally fell in with a Mr. George Ross of Quebec, by whom he was persuaded to sail for Canada. After spending some time in Montreal he determined to visit Upper Canada and set out for the town of York, travelling after the arduous fashion of those days “by stage and schooner,” a journey which occupied ten days. Hincks spent the winter of 1830-1 at York, conceived a most favourable idea of the commercial possibilities of the little capital, and interested himself at once in the threatening political crisis. He was a frequent visitor at the Parliament House, a brick structure at the foot of Berkeley Street, intended presently “to be adorned with a portico and an entablature,” whose gallery was open to the public. Here, and in the hall of the legislative council, which, in the words of an enthusiastic writer, “corresponded to the House of Lords” (being “richly carpeted, while the floor of the House is bare,”) Hincks listened to the exciting debates of the session in which Mackenzie was denounced as a “reptile” and a “spaniel dog,” and expelled by the indignant majority of the Tory faction. Early in 1831 he left Canada for Belfast to “fulfil a matrimonial engagement” which he had already  contracted. The matrimonial engagement being duly fulfilled (July, 1832), Hincks returned to Canada to settle in York. Here he became one of the promoters and a director of the Farmers’ Joint Stock Banking Company; from this institution Hincks very shortly seceded, on account of its connection with the Family Compact. In company with two or three other seceding directors he joined the Bank of the People, which was established in the interests of the Reform party. Of this bank Hincks was manager during the troubled period of the rebellion. With Robert Baldwin and his father the young banker had already formed an intimate connection. Hincks’s house at No. 21 Yonge Street was next door to the house occupied at this time by the Baldwins, to whom both houses belonged. The acquaintance thus formed between the families ripened into a close friendship from the time of his arrival at York. Hincks’s practical good sense had led him to sympathize with the moderate party of Reform, and he now found in Robert Baldwin an associate whose political views harmonized entirely with his own. In addition to his management of the Bank of the People, Hincks was active in other commercial enterprises. He became the secretary of the Mutual Assurance  Company, founded at Toronto shortly after his coming, and appears also to have carried on a general warehouse business at his premises on Yonge Street. That his eminent financial abilities met with ready recognition, is seen from the fact that he was appointed, in 1833, one of the examiners to inspect the accounts of the Welland Canal, at that time the subject of a parliamentary investigation. The practical experience and insight into the commercial life of the colony which Hincks thus early acquired, enabled him presently to bring to the financial affairs of Canada the trained capacity of an expert.

See Sir F. Hincks, Reminiscences of his Public Life, (Montreal, 1884) Chap. i.

J. S. Buckingham, Canada, (1843) . See also H. Scadding, Toronto of Old, p, 28.

Buckingham, Op. cit., loc. cit.

According to Walton’s York Directory (1833-4), No. 23 Yonge Street was occupied by “Baldwin, Dr. W. Warren; Baldwin, Robert, Esq., Attorney, etc., Baldwin and Sullivan’s office and Dr. Baldwin’s surrogate office round the corner in King Street, 195½.” Dr. Baldwin lived at Spadina only a part of each year.

At the time when Baldwin, Hincks, and their friends among the constitutional Reformers of Upper Canada were viewing with alarm the increasing bitterness which separated the rival parties, a new lieutenant-governor arrived in the province whose coming was destined to bring matters rapidly to a crisis. Francis Bond Head was one of those men whose misfortune it was to have greatness thrust upon them unsought. He was awakened one night at his country home in Kent by a king’s messenger, who brought a letter from the colonial-secretary offering to him the lieutenant-governorship of Upper Canada. Head was a military man, a retired half-pay major who received his sudden elevation to the governorship with what he himself has described as “utter astonishment.” On the field of Waterloo and during his experience as an engineer in the  Argentine Republic, he had given proof that he was not wanting in personal courage. Of civil government, beyond the fact that he had been an assistant poor law commissioner, he had no experience. Of politics in general he knew practically nothing; of Canada even less. Nor had he a range of intellect such as to enable him to rise to the difficulties of his position. With a natural incapacity he combined a natural conceit, to be presently enhanced still further by his elevation to a baronetcy. Convinced of his own ability from the very oddness of his appointment, he betook himself to Canada puffed up with the pride of a professional pacificator. How Lord Glenelg, the colonial secretary, could have been induced to make such an appointment, remains one of the mysteries of Canadian history. Rumour indeed has not scrupled to say that the whole affair was an error, that the name of Francis Head had been confused with that of Sir Edmund Head, also a poor law commissioner and a young man of rising promise and attainments. Hincks in his Reminiscences asserts that he was informed of this fact in later years by Mr. Roebuck and that a “distinguished imperial statesman had also spoken of it.”

D. B. Read, Lieutenant-Governors of Upper Canada and Ontario (Toronto, 1900), p et seq.

Reminiscences, p, 15.

In so far as he had had any political affiliations in England, Head had been a Whig. The news of this simple fact had gone before him, and the  Reform party were prepared to find in him a champion of their interests; Sir Francis in consequence found the rôle of saviour of the country already prepared for his acceptance. “It was with no little surprise,” he writes in his Narrative, in speaking of his first entry into Toronto (January, 1836), “I observed the walls placarded with large letters which designated me as Sir Francis Head, a tried Reformer.” The administration on which the new governor now entered was from first to last a series of blunders. It had been impressed upon him by the British cabinet that he must seek to conciliate the Reform party and to compose the factious differences by which the province was torn. The Seventh Report on Grievances had become, since his appointment, the object of his constant perusal, and the Reformers of the province crowded about him in the fond hope of political redress. It was impossible, therefore, that Sir Francis should fail to make some advances to the Reform party. This indeed he was most anxious to do, although the tone of his opening address to his parliament, in which he asked for a loyal support of himself, already began to alienate the sympathy of those whose support he was most anxious to secure. As a pledge, however, of his good intentions, he determined to add three members to his executive council and to fill their places from among the Reform party. The men upon whom his choice fell were Robert Baldwin, Dr.  John Rolph, a leader of the Mackenzie faction, and John Henry Dunn who had filled the office of receiver-general but had not been identified with either of the rival parties. In a despatch addressed to the colonial secretary, the lieutenant-governor speaks thus of Baldwin:— “After making every enquiry in my power, I became of opinion that Mr. Robert Baldwin, advocate, a gentleman already recommended to your Lordship by Sir John Colborne for a seat in the legislative council, was the first individual I should select, being highly respected for his moral character, being moderate in his politics and possessing the esteem and confidence of all parties.”

Sir Francis B. Head, Bart., A Narrative (London, 1839), p, 33.

Head to Glenelg, February 22nd, 1836.

Now came a critical moment in the history of the time. With a majority in the assembly and with a proper control over the executive offices, the Reform party would find themselves arrived at that goal of responsible government which had been the object of their every effort. They conceived, nevertheless, that the acceptance of office was of no import or significance unless it were conjoined with an actual control of the policy of the administration. Such, however, was by no means the idea of Sir Francis Head. The “smooth-faced insidious doctrine” of responsible government, as he afterwards called it, and the self-effacement of the governor which it implied, could commend itself but little to one who had confessedly come to Canada as a “political  physician” proposing to rectify the troubled situation by his own administrative skill. Interviews followed between Baldwin and Sir Francis Head, at which the former refused to hold office unless the remaining Tory members of the executive, who were also legislative councillors, should be dismissed. Baldwin indeed, suffering from the domestic affliction he had just sustained in the loss of his wife, appears to have been reluctant to assume the cares of office. On reconsideration, however, the Reformers decided to accept the positions offered and were duly appointed (February 20th, 1836). It was, nevertheless, made quite clear to the governor that Baldwin and his friends accepted office only on the understanding that they must have his entire confidence. A letter, written at this time by Baldwin to Peter Perry, his father’s friend and fellow Reformer, accurately explains the situation and elucidates also the full force of the “one idea” by which the writer was animated. “His Excellency having done me the honour to send for me . . . . expressed himself most desirous that I should afford him my assistance by joining his executive council, assuring me that in the event of my acceding to his proposals I should enjoy his full and entire confidence . . . . I proceeded to state that . . . . I would not be performing my duty to my sovereign or the country, if I did not with His Excellency’s permission, explain fully to His  Excellency my views of the constitution of the province and the change necessary in the practical administration of it, particularly as I considered the delay in adopting this change as the great and all absorbing grievance before which all others in my mind sank into insignificance, and the remedy for which would most effectually lead, and that in a constitutional way, to the redress of every other grievance . . . . and that these desirable objects would be accomplished without the least entrenching upon the just and necessary prerogative of the Crown, which I consider, when administered by a lieutenant-governor through the medium of a provincial ministry responsible to the provincial parliament, to be an essential part of the constitution of the province.” Baldwin adds that the “call for an elective legislative council which had been formally made from Lower Canada, and which had been taken up and appeared likely to be responded to in this province, was as distasteful to me as it could be to any one.”

Sir Francis Bond Head, A Narrative, .

See Lord Durham’s Report (Ed. 1902), .

The new ministry were no sooner appointed than they found themselves in a quite impossible position. Head had no intention of governing according to their advice. On the contrary he proceeded at once to make official appointments from among the ranks of their opponents, calling down thereby the censure of the assembly. The new council now found themselves called to account by the country for executive acts in which they had had no share. The formal remonstrances which they addressed to  the lieutenant-governor drew from him a direct denial of their cardinal principle of government. “The lieutenant-governor maintains,” they were informed, “that responsibility to the people who are already represented in the House of Assembly, is unconstitutional; that it is the duty of the council to serve him, not them.” To say this was, of course, to throw down the gauntlet. The new ministers resigned at once (March 4th, 1836), and henceforth there was war to the knife between the governor and the party of Reform. The majority of the assembly, espousing the cause of the outgoing ministers, refused to vote the appropriation of the moneys over which it had control. Sir Francis had recourse to a dissolution (May 28th, 1836). In the general election which followed, he exerted himself strenuously on the side of the Tories. To Lord Glenelg he denounced the “low-bred antagonist democracy” which he felt it his duty to combat. In an address issued to the electors of the Newcastle district, the voters were told, “if you choose to dispute with me and live on bad terms with the mother country, you will, to use a homely phrase, only quarrel with your bread and butter.” The Tories made desperate efforts. Large sums of money were subscribed. The Anglican interest was enlisted on behalf of the clergy reserves, the  special landed provision for the Anglican Church (under the Constitutional Act of 1791) out of which Sir John Colborne, the preceding governor, had endowed forty-four rectories, a policy to which the Reformers were bitterly opposed. The Methodists, fearing to be carried to extremes, veered away from the party of Reform. The latter, meanwhile, were not idle. Baldwin himself, indeed, had no share in the campaign, having sailed for England shortly after his resignation, pursued by a letter from the irate governor to Lord Glenelg in which he was denounced as an agent of the revolutionary party.

Durham’s Report (Ed. 1902), p et seq. C. Lindsey, Life and Times of William Lyon Mackenzie, p et seq.

See D. B. Read, Rebellion of 1837, .

See Egerton Ryerson, Story of my Life, Chapters xviii-xxx, and see also Hincks, Reminiscences, p, 19.

Meantime the Reform party had organized a Constitutional Reform Society of Upper Canada (July 16th, 1836) of which Dr. William Baldwin was president and Francis Hincks secretary. The programme of the society called for “responsible advisers to the governor” and the “abolition of the rectories established by Sir John Colborne.” In the tumultuous election which ensued, the governor and his party, with the aid of intimidation, violence and fraud, carried the day. Sir Francis found himself supported by a “bread and butter parliament,” as the new assembly was christened in memory of the Newcastle address. Henceforth the extreme party of the Reformers lost hope of constitutional redress.

It is no part of the present narrative to relate the story of the armed rebellion which followed and in which the subjects of the present  biography had no share. Mackenzie and his adherents now gathered the farmers of the colony into revolutionary clubs. Messengers went back and forth to the malcontents of Lower Canada. Vigilance committees were formed, and in secret hollows of the upland and in the openings of the forest the yeomanry of the countryside gathered at their nightly drill. Mackenzie passed to and fro among the farmers as a harbinger of the coming storm. He composed and printed a new and purified constitution for Upper Canada, blameless save for its unconscionable length. An attack on Toronto, unprotected by royal troops and offering a fair mark for capture, was planned for December 7th, 1837. A veteran soldier, one Van Egmond who had been a colonel under Napoleon, was made generalissimo of the rebel forces. The whole affair ended in a fiasco. Rolph, joint organizer of the revolt with Mackenzie, fearing detection, hurriedly changed the date of the rising to December 4th. The rebels gathering from the outlying country moved in irregular bands to Montgomery’s tavern, some three miles north of the town, and waited in vain for the advent of sufficient members to hazard an attack. In Toronto, for some days intense apprehension reigned. The alarm bells rang, the citizens were hurriedly enrolled and the onslaught of the rebels was hourly expected. With the arrival of support from the outside in the shape of a  steamer from the town of Hamilton with sixty men led by Colonel Allan MacNab, confidence was renewed. More reinforcements arriving, the volunteer militia on a bright December afternoon (December 7th, 1837) marched northward with drums beating, colours flying, two small pieces of artillery following their advance guard, and scattered the rebel forces in headlong flight. The armed insurrection, save for random attempts at invasion of the country from the American frontier in the year following, had collapsed.

The text is given in D. B. Read’s Rebellion of 1837, p et seq.

In the insurrectionary movement, neither Baldwin nor Hincks, as already said, had any share. The former who had now returned from England, did, however, play a certain part in the exciting days of December, a part which in later days his political opponents wilfully misconstrued. Sir Francis Bond Head in the disorder of the first alarm, whether from a sudden collapse of nerves or with a shrewd idea of gaining time, was anxious to hold parley with the rebels. Robert Baldwin was hurriedly summoned to the governor and despatched, along with Dr. John Rolph, under a flag of truce, to ask of the rebels the reason of their appearance in arms. Baldwin and Rolph rode out on horseback to Montgomery’s tavern, where Mackenzie informed them that the rebels wanted independence and that if Sir Francis Head wished to communicate with them it must be done in writing. Rolph meanwhile, who was himself one of the organizers of the revolt, entered into private conversation with Samuel Lount (hanged later in Toronto for his share in the  rebellion), telling Lount in an undertone to pay no attention to the message. Baldwin returned to Toronto, but, finding that the governor would put no message in writing, he again rode out to the rebel camp and apprised Mackenzie of this fact. The peculiar nature of this embassy and the known complicity of Rolph in the revolt, gave a false colour in the minds of the malicious to Baldwin’s conduct. By the partisan press he was denounced as a rebel and a traitor. Even on the floor of the Canadian parliament (October 13th, 1842) Sir Allan MacNab did not scruple to taunt him with his share in the events of the revolt. But it is beyond a doubt that Baldwin had no complicity in the rebellion, nor was his embassy anything more than a reluctant task undertaken from a sense of public duty.

While these affairs were happening in Upper Canada, the insurrectionary movement in the Lower Province had run a like disastrous course. The home government, alarmed at the continued legislative deadlock, had ordered an investigation at the hands of a special commission with a new governor-general, Lord Gosford, (who arrived on August 23rd, 1835) at its head. Gosford tried in vain the paths of peace, spoke the malcontents fair and invited the leaders of the party to his table. But the assembly would hear nothing of Lord Gosford’s overtures. Papineau denied the powers of the imperial commissioners and boasted on the floor  of the assembly that an “epoch is approaching when America will give republics to Europe.” The report of the commissioners (March, 1837) dissipated the last hopes of constitutional redress. It condemned the principle of an elective Upper House, declared that ministerial responsibility was inadmissible, suggested that means should be found to elect a British majority by altering the franchise, and recommended coercion in the last resort. Following on the report came a series of resolutions moved in the House of Commons by Lord John Russell, who declared in terms that “an elective council for legislation and a responsible executive council combined with a representative assembly would be quite incompatible with the rightful inter-relationship of any colony with the mother country.” A bill was brought forward to dispose of the revenue of Lower Canada without the consent of the assembly. After this the leader of the movement saw no recourse but open rebellion. The peasantry of the Montreal district, obedient to the call, took up arms. There was a short, sharp struggle along the Richelieu, at the little villages of St. Denis and St. Charles, and southward on the American frontier. Sir John Colborne, hurriedly recalled to Canada to take command, crushed out the revolt. Papineau fled to the United States, leaving to his followers nothing but the memory of a lost cause.

Among those who had warmly espoused the side of Reform in Lower Canada, but who, like Baldwin and Hincks in the Upper Province, had had no  sympathy with armed insurrection, was Louis-Hippolyte LaFontaine. LaFontaine, the son of a farmer of Boucherville, in the county of Chambly, was born in October, 1807. His grandfather had been a member of the assembly of Lower Canada from 1796 until 1804. LaFontaine was educated at the College of Montreal, where he distinguished himself as well by the natural alertness of his mind as by a stubborn self-assertion which rendered somewhat irksome to him the narrow, clerical discipline of the institution. After studying law in the office of a Mr. Roy, LaFontaine entered upon legal practice in the town of Montreal. Here in 1831 he married Mlle. Adèle Berthelot, daughter of a Lower Canadian advocate, who died, however, a few years later leaving no children. Into the political struggle of the time LaFontaine threw himself with great activity. He was elected a member of the assembly for Terrebonne in 1830 and became a supporter, though not entirely a follower, of the turbulent Papineau. Between the two French-Canadian leaders, there were from the start marked differences both of opinion and of purpose. Papineau, aware of the great influence of the clergy, was anxious to conciliate their interests and enlist their support. LaFontaine, bold if not heterodox in his views, stood out as the champion of Le Jeune Canada, against the traditional dominance of the  priesthood. Although LaFontaine had no sympathy whatever with violent measures, he distinguished himself during the constitutional agitation as one of the boldest of the agitators. His first action in the legislature was to second a motion for the refusal of supplies, and throughout the years preceding the rebellion, both from his place in parliament and in the press, he exerted himself unceasingly in the cause of the popular party. When the storm broke in 1837, he endeavoured in vain to dissuade his fellow-countrymen from taking up arms. A few days after the skirmishes on the Richelieu (December, 1837) he went from Montreal to Quebec to beg Lord Gosford to call a meeting of the legislature with a view to prevent further violence. On the refusal of the governor to do so, LaFontaine took ship for England. Fearing, however, that his complicity in the agitation preceding the Canadian revolt might lead to his arrest, he fled from England and spent some little time in France. Thence he returned to Canada in May, 1838. This was the moment when Sir John Colborne was busily employed in extinguishing the still smouldering ashes of revolt. Wholesale arrests of supposed sympathizers were made. An ordinance passed by Sir John Colborne and his special council, appointed under the Act suspending the constitution of Lower Canada, declared the Habeas Corpus Act to be  without force in the province. The prisons were soon filled to overflowing. Among those arrested was Hippolyte LaFontaine, an arrest for which legal grounds were altogether lacking. LaFontaine, since his return to Canada, had written a letter to Girouard, one of his associates in the constitutional agitation, in regard to the frontier disturbances of 1838, recommending, in what was clearly and evidently an ironical vein, a continuance of the insurrection. On the strength of this and on the ground of his having been notorious as a leader of the French-Canadian faction, he was arrested on November 7th, 1838, and imprisoned at Montreal. The evident insufficiency of the charges against him, led shortly to his release without trial. The collapse of the rebellion, the flight of Papineau and O’Callaghan, and the arrest of Wolfred Nelson and many other leaders, naturally induced the despairing people of Lower Canada to look for guidance to the moderate members of the party who had realized from the first the folly of armed revolt. In  the period of reconstruction which now followed under the rule of Lord Durham and Lord Sydenham, LaFontaine was recognized as the leader of the national Reform party of Lower Canada, energetic in its protest against the proposed system of union and British preponderance but determined by constitutional means, when the union was forced upon them, to turn it to account in the interest of French Canada.

L. O. David, Biographies et Portraits, (Montreal, 1876), p et seq.

Kingsford, Vol. IX, .

1 and 2 Vict. c. g. For the Habeas Corpus Act question see R. Christie, History of the Late Province of Lower Canada, Vol. VI., p et seq.

The following extract from a letter written by Sir Charles Bagot to Lord Stanley under date of November 25th, 1842, is of interest in this connection:— “With regard to Mr. LaFontaine, I have always understood that he was arrested upon mere suspicion. He protested strongly at the time, and subsequently, against the unjustifiableness of the proceeding, and demanded, but in vain, to see the warrant or affidavit on which he was arrested. The public offices furnish no record of the transaction, but Mr. Daly has supplied me with a copy of a letter which Mr. LaFontaine addressed to him from New York, and which was shown by him to Lord Durham. This document bears satisfactory evidence of his readiness to court inquiry.” (Archives of Canada. MS. Letters of Sir C. Bagot.)


CHAPTER III

THE UNION OF THE CANADAS
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THE COLLAPSE OF the rebellion of 1837 opens a new era, not merely in the history of Canada itself, but in the history of colonial government. The revolt, unsuccessful though it was, had brought into clear light the fact that the previous system of colonial management could not permanently endure, that its continuance must inevitably mean discontent and discord which could only terminate in forcible separation. The lesson that the mother country had failed to learn from the loss of its Atlantic colonies in 1776 had now been repeated. This time, fortunately for the mother country and the colonies, there were statesmen ready to give heed to the lessons of the past. The years of reconstruction that ensued may be considered to constitute the truly critical period of our colonial history. The position was indeed a difficult one. England found itself in possession of a colony still bleeding from the strife of civil war, and torn with racial and religious antagonism. The majority of its inhabitants cherished, indeed, a conscientious loyalty to the British connection, but smarted from a sense of unredressed wrongs and long-continued misgovernment, while those who had been forced into submission at the point of the bayonet, harboured an embittered hatred  against their conquerors. That a means was found to establish, in such a situation, a form of government fitted to restore peace, prosperity and loyalty, ranks among the finest triumphs of British administrative skill; and it stands as the great political achievement of the colonial statesmen whose work forms the subject of the present volume, that they both planned the adoption and sustained the execution of the sole policy that could preserve to an illustrious future the colonial system of Great Britain. Responsible government was the chief, indeed the only, demand of Robert Baldwin and his associates; it had been a leading demand of the Radicals in Upper Canada who had been drawn into revolt, and it had been one of the demands of the French-Canadian party of discontent. The history of British administration, like the structure of British government, is filled with inconsistencies and contradictions. Nor is there any inconsistency more striking than this: that the imperial government, after strenuously denying the possibility of colonial self-government and suppressing the rebellion of its subjects who had taken up arms largely to obtain it, proceeded to grant to the conquered colony the privilege which peaceful agitation had constantly failed to obtain.

The British government, stirred from the lethargy and ignorance which had so long characterized its colonial administration, was now anxious to redeem the past. “The Downing Street conscience,” as a Canadian  historian has called it, was quickened into a belated activity. With a view to ascertaining the grievances of the Canadians and enabling the government of Lord Melbourne to adopt remedial measures, a special high commissioner and governor-general was sent out to British North America in the person of Lord Durham. John George Lambton, created Baron Durham in 1828, and Earl of Durham in 1832, is one of the notable characters of Canadian history, and one whose name will ever be associated with the grant of responsible government to Canada. The scion of a Whig family whose members had represented the city of Durham in the House of Commons continuously from 1727 until 1797, Durham came honestly by Liberal principles, which his ardent temperament and domineering intellect carried to the verge of radicalism. He had already enjoyed a career of distinction, had served in the army, sat in the House of Commons and had held the post of Lord Privy Seal in the ministry of Earl Grey (1830). Over Lord Grey, whose eldest daughter he had married, Durham possessed an unusual ascendency, “une funeste influence” the aged Talleyrand had called it. Prominent as one of the leading supporters of the British Reform Bill and identified in ideas, if not in practice, with the  Liberal creed of equal rights, Lord Durham appeared preëminently suited to typify to the people of Canada the earnest desire of the mother country to redress their wrongs. From the moment of his arrival at Quebec (May 29th, 1838), he threw himself with characteristic energy into the task before him. The powers conferred upon him as high commissioner, Lord Durham interpreted with the utmost latitude. He regarded himself in the light of a benevolent dictator, and supported the extraordinary powers which he thus assumed with an ostentatious magnificence. He reconstructed Sir John Colborne’s council in Lower Canada, issued an amnesty to the generality of political prisoners still in confinement and to the participants in the late rebellion, and, on his own authority, banished to Bermuda certain leaders in the insurrection. He set up at the same time special commissions to enquire into education, immigration, municipal government and Crown lands; paid a brief visit to Upper Canada, where he was received with enthusiasm, and in his short stay of five months gathered together the voluminous materials which formed the basis of the celebrated report. Meanwhile, however, the governor-general’s enemies in England were working busily against him. The illegal powers which he had seen fit to assume were made the basis of an unsparing attack. Durham’s  actions were denounced in the House of Lords and but feebly defended by the government. The ordinance by which he had granted political amnesty was disallowed by the Crown. On the news of this, Durham, conscious of the real utility of his work in Canada, and stung to the quick at the pettifogging legality of the government, issued (October 9th, 1838) an ill-considered proclamation, in which he recited the aims of his mission and declared that “if the peace of Lower Canada is to be again menaced, it is necessary that its government should be able to reckon on a more cordial and vigorous support at home than has been accorded to me.” This was too much. The high commissioner had become, in the words of the London Times, a “High Seditioner,” and the government reluctantly ordered Lord Durham’s recall. For this, however, the governor-general had not waited. He had already reëmbarked for England, and completed during the voyage the preparation of his report.

Dr. George Bryce, Short History of the Canadian People, Ch. xi. Section iii.
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Among all the state papers on British colonial administration, the report of Lord Durham, both in point of form and of substance, stands easily first. It is needless here to discuss how much of its preparation was owed to the ability of the governor-general’s secretaries; it is certain that a part of it at any rate was the personal work of Lord Durham himself. In its bearing upon the topic which is the main subject of the present volume, it stands as a Magna Charta of colonial liberty.  The report contains a masterly analysis of the origin and progress of those grievances which had driven the provinces to revolt, together with a survey of the existing situation with recommendations for its amelioration. The distracted condition of the Canadian provinces was attributed by Lord Durham to two causes. The first of these was the intense racial animosity existing between the English and the French, an animosity still further inflamed by the arrogant pretensions of the English minority in Lower Canada, which the report pitilessly exposed. The second cause of disturbance was found in the absence of that system of responsible government which could alone confer upon the people of Canada the political liberty to which they were entitled. As a remedy Durham proposed the reunion of the two Canadas into a single province, with a legislature representative of both the races. Such a union he anticipated would necessarily mean, sooner or later, the dominance of British interests and British nationality.

“I have little doubt,” wrote Lord Durham, “that the French when once placed, by the legitimate course of events and the working of natural causes, in a minority, would abandon their vain hope of nationality . . . . I certainly shall not like to subject the French-Canadians to the rule of the identical English minority with whom they have so long been  contending; but from a majority emanating from so much more extended a source, I do not think that they would have any oppression or injustice to fear.” Had Lord Durham’s report rested for its reputation upon his view of the probable future of French Canada it would never have achieved its historic distinction. Indeed Durham’s political foresight failed him in that he did not see, as LaFontaine, Morin and the leaders of the moderate party presently demonstrated, that the system of government which he went on to recommend for the united provinces would prove the very means of sustaining the nationality and influence of the French-Canadians. It is in its recommendation of a change in the system of government that the chief merit of the report is to be found. “Without a change in our system of government the discontent which now prevails will spread and advance . . . . It is difficult to understand how any English statesman could have imagined that representative and irresponsible government could be successfully combined . . . . It needs no change in the principles of government, no invention of a new constitutional theory, to supply the remedy which would, in my opinion, completely remove the existing political disorders. It needs but to follow out consistently the principles of the British constitution, and introduce into the government of these great colonies those wise provisions by which alone the working of the representative system can  in any country be rendered harmonious and efficient . . . . The responsibility to the united legislature of all officers of the government, except the governor and his secretary, should be secured by every means known to the British constitution.”

Report of the Earl of Durham, (Methuen & Co., new edition, 1902,) p, 228.

The administration of Lord Durham and the policy which he was about to recommend to the imperial government, commanded among the Reformers of Upper Canada a cordial support. Hincks established at Toronto, July 3rd, 1838, a weekly paper called the Examiner, (there was as yet no daily published in the little town) which bore as its motto the words, “Responsible Government.” On the first page of it Hincks printed each week for some months “three extracts which were intended to explain the principles it was intended to advocate.” The first of these was the well-worn saying of Lieutenant-governor Simcoe, that the constitution of the colony was nothing less than “the very image and transcript of that of Great Britain.” In a leading article of the first number of the Examiner, Hincks wrote in support of Lord Durham: “We trust his advice will be followed by all parties in this province, and we would urge those Reformers, who, guiltless of any violation of the laws, have been wantonly oppressed and insulted for the last six months, to forget their injuries, and repose confidence in the illustrious individual to whom the government of these provinces has been entrusted.”

Reminiscences, .

 

Meantime the imperial government had decided to act upon the advice presented in Lord Durham’s report and to effect a union of the Canadas. A bill to that effect was brought into parliament, but on reconsideration was withdrawn, in order that still further information might be obtained about the state of opinion in the colony, and in order that, as far as might be, the terms of the union should be proposed by the colonists themselves. To effect this purpose a new governor-general was dispatched to the Canadian provinces, in the person of Mr. Charles Poulett Thomson. Thomson came of a mercantile family, had been in the Russian trade at St. Petersburg, had sat in the Commons, had served as vice-president of the Board of Trade in the ministry of Lord Grey, and had no little reputation as a Liberal economist and tariff expert. His business career enabled him at his coming to make a pleasing show of democratic equality with the colonial community. “Bred a British merchant myself,” he told the Committee of Trade at Quebec, “the good opinion of those who follow the same honourable career is to me naturally and justly dear.” The “British merchant” was, however, very shortly removed to a higher plane by his elevation to the peerage as Baron Sydenham and Toronto. At Quebec the governor-general took over the administration of Lower Canada from the hands of Sir John Colborne. Thence he went to Montreal, where he arrived on October 22nd, 1839, and  proceeded to lay the imperial plan of union before the special council, a body of nominated members appointed by Colborne, the representative institutions of the colony being still in suspense. This plan, as conceived in outline by the imperial government, involved the establishment of a legislature in which the two provinces should be equally represented, the creation of a permanent civil list, and the assumption by the united provinces of the debt already incurred in public works in Upper Canada.

Sydenham had come to Canada in the now familiar role of pacificator general, and in especial as the apostle of union. Being endowed, moreover, in a high degree with that firm belief in his own abilities and in the efficacy of his own programme, which was the especial prerogative of so many colonial governors, he was fatuous enough to suppose that the plan of union was highly acceptable to the people of Canada. To Lord John Russell, now colonial secretary, he wrote in the following terms: “The large majority of those whose opinions I have had the opportunity of learning, both of British and French origin, and of those, too, whose character and station entitle them to the greatest authority, advocate warmly the establishment of the union.” It was indeed easy enough for His Excellency to obtain a vote of approval from the special council convoked at Montreal, (November 13th, 1839). But as  a matter of fact the mass of the people of French Canada were bitterly opposed both to the union in general and to the special terms on which it was offered. Nor was there a more outspoken opponent of the union than LaFontaine, now recognized as the leader of French-Canadian opinion. Under his auspices a public meeting was held at Montreal, at which he delivered a powerful address of protest against the proposed amalgamation of the two Canadas. Lord Sydenham, aware of the influence of LaFontaine and anxious to conciliate all parties, offered to him the post of solicitor-general of Lower Canada. This position, in view of the existing suspension of constitutional government, LaFontaine did not see fit to accept.

Parliamentary Papers, Canada, 1840.

Before, however, these advances were made to LaFontaine, Sydenham had already visited Upper Canada (November 21st, 1839 and February 18th, 1840), in the interests of the project of Canadian union. Here his task was decidedly easier. The Reformers who were led, as will presently be seen, to identify the Union Bill with the adoption of responsible government, were strongly in its favour. The party of the Family Compact were indeed opposed to the scheme, fearing that it might put an end to the system of privileged control which they had so long enjoyed. Chief-justice Robinson, then, as ever, the protagonist of the party, hastened to draw up a pamphlet of protest, which voiced the sentiments  of his immediate adherents but had little effect upon the public at large. The Tories found themselves, moreover, in a perplexing position. Attachment to the imperial tie, obedience to the imperial wish, — this, if anything, had been their claim to virtue. To oppose now the project offered them by the mother country, seemed to do violence to their loyal past. A formidable secession took place from their ranks, and very few of their number in the legislature were prepared to offer to the union an uncompromising opposition. It was owing to this that the assembly elected in 1836 as the Tory parliament of Sir Francis Head, was now prepared to vote resolutions in favour of the union. The utmost that the extreme Tories would do was to endeavour to make the terms of union as onerous as possible to the French-Canadians. For this purpose they attempted to pass in the assembly a resolution demanding a representation for Upper Canada, not merely equal but superior to that of the Lower Province. In view of the fact that the populations of the two provinces of Upper and Lower Canada stood at this time respectively at four hundred and seventy thousand and six hundred and thirty thousand, the proposal for a representation inversely proportionate to population only evinced the obstinate determination of the Upper Canadian Tories to extinguish the influence of French Canada. The result  of their attempts was merely to hasten on that alliance between the Reformers of the two provinces which offered presently the key to the situation. Francis Hincks had, during a visit paid to Montreal and Quebec in 1835, made the acquaintance of LaFontaine, Morin and other leaders of the moderate party in French Canada. He now, in common with Robert Baldwin, entered into a correspondence with them in which the principles of responsible government and the part it might play in the interests of both races in Canada, were fully discussed.

Sir John B. Robinson, Canada and the Canada Bill. London, 1840.

Journals of the Assembly, 1825-40, . The resolution in question appears as an amendment by Mr. Sherwood to the resolution finally passed.

It is to be observed that to the Reform party, the essence of the union question lay in the adoption of responsible government. Without this their projected alliance with the French-Canadian leaders could have no significance save to establish a factious opposition of continued hopelessness. With responsible government a fair prospect was opened for reconciling the divergent interests of the Canadian races and carrying on a united government resting upon common consent. It is important to appreciate this point, since the conduct of Robert Baldwin in what followed has been freely censured. Baldwin had been appointed by Sydenham, in pursuance of his policy of conciliation, to be solicitor-general of Upper Canada (February, 1840) without, however, being offered a seat in the executive council. Baldwin accepted the office, and, after the proclamation of the union (February 5th, 1841),  was made in addition an executive councillor. On the day of the opening of parliament (June 14th, 1841), however, Baldwin resigned his office, thus laying himself open to the charge at the hands of Lord Sydenham’s biographer of being guilty of conduct “impossible to reconcile with the principles of political honour by which British statesmen are governed.” To understand the motives by which Robert Baldwin was animated in his acceptance of the office which he subsequently so suddenly resigned, it is necessary to review the position in which the question of responsible government stood while the union was in course of making (1839-40).

G. Poulett Scrope, Life of Lord Sydenham, (1844), . See also Major Richardson, Eight Years in Canada, (1847), p, 191.

Lord Sydenham himself in reality had no more idea of applying colonial self-government in the sense in which it is now known and in which it was understood by Robert Baldwin, than had Sir Francis Head. Indeed a system of administration which would have reduced his own part to a benevolent nullity was foreign to his temperament, and the thought of it occasioned him serious apprehension for the welfare of the colony. This has since been fully disclosed by his published correspondence. “I am not a bit afraid,” he wrote (December 12th, 1839), “of the responsible government cry; I have already done much to put it down  in its inadmissible sense, namely, the demand that the council shall be responsible to the assembly, and that the governor shall take their advice and be bound by it . . . . And I have not met with anyone who has not at once admitted the absurdity of claiming to put the council over the head of the governor . . . . I have told the people plainly, that, as I cannot get rid of my responsibility to the home government, I will place no responsibility on the council; that they are a council for the governor to consult, but no more.” Sydenham might claim to have told the people plainly this old-time doctrine of gubernatorial autocracy, but the people had certainly not so understood his views. Indeed they had good reason for believing the contrary. The governor-general had received from Lord John Russell, under date of October 16th, 1839, a despatch in which the position to be held by colonial executive officers was explained. “You will understand, and will cause it to be generally made known, that hereafter the tenure of colonial offices held during Her Majesty’s pleasure, will not be regarded as equivalent to a tenure during good behaviour: but that not only such officers will be called upon to retire from the public service as often as any sufficient motives of public policy may suggest the expediency of that measure, but that a change in the person of the governor will be considered as a sufficient reason for any alterations which his successor may deem it expedient to make in the list of public functionaries, subject, of  course, to the future confirmation of the sovereign.”

For the full despatch see Journal of the Legislative Assembly of Upper Canada, 1839-40, .

The publication of this despatch had been put by Lord Sydenham (who laid it before the legislature of Upper Canada), to a special purpose. It served as a notice to the office-holding Tories of the legislative council that they must either conform to the wishes of the imperial government in proposing the union or forfeit the positions which they held. But the Reform party, not without justice, read in it a still further significance. Interpreted in the light of Lord Durham’s recommendations, it distinctly implied that the executive council, of which in a later paragraph it made particular mention, should be expected by the governor to resign when no longer commanding the confidence of the country. This view had been, moreover, distinctly emphasized by the presentation (December 13th, 1839) of an address to the governor-general, in which it was requested that he would be pleased to inform the House whether any communications had been received from Her Majesty’s principal secretary of state for the colonies on the subject of responsible government. To this Lord Sydenham replied that “it was not in his power to communicate to the House of Assembly any despatches upon the subject referred to,” but added, that “the governor-general has received Her Majesty’s commands to administer the  government of the provinces in accordance with the well understood wishes and interests of the people, and to pay to their feelings, as expressed through their representatives, the deference that is justly due to them.” The matter had thus been left, purposely perhaps, in a half light. But in order that there might be no doubt as to the views of the Reform party whose wishes he represented, Baldwin, on accepting office, had addressed to Lord Sydenham and had caused to be published the following statement of his position: “I distinctly avow that in accepting office I consider myself to have given a public pledge that I have a reasonably well grounded confidence that the government of my country is to be carried on in accordance with the principles of responsible government which I have ever held.” In this position, then, the matter rested until the resignation of Baldwin after the union, under circumstances described in the following chapter.

Meantime the union project was carried forward. The special council of Lower Canada, the assembly and the legislative council of Upper Canada, had all adopted resolutions accepting the basis of union proposed by Lord Sydenham on the part of the imperial government. The assembly of Upper Canada accompanied its resolutions with an address requesting that “the use of the English language in all judicial and legislative records be forthwith introduced, and that at the end of a space of a given  number of years after the union, all debates in the legislature shall be in English.” It was asked also, that the seat of government should be in Upper Canada.

The intelligence of the proceedings having been forwarded to England, the Act of Union was duly enacted by the imperial parliament. Its terms, in summary, were as follows. In the place of the two former colonies of Upper and Lower Canada, there was to be a single province of Canada. A legislature was instituted consisting of two Houses, the Upper House, or legislative council, consisting of not fewer than twenty persons appointed for life by the Crown, and the Lower House, or assembly, being elected by the people. Of the eighty-four members of the Lower House, forty-two were to be elected from each of the former divisions of the province. English was made the sole official language of legislative records. Out of the consolidated revenue of the province the sum of seventy-five thousand pounds was to be handed over yearly to the Crown for the payment of the civil list, namely, certain salaries, pensions and other fixed charges of the government. The executive authority was vested in a governor-general, to whom was adjoined an executive council appointed by the Crown. The extent of the responsibility of this council to the parliament is not defined in the Act. Inasmuch, however,  as the entire system of responsible, or cabinet government, in Great Britain itself is only a matter of convention and not of positive law, a definite statement of responsibility was in the present case not to be expected. The debt previously contracted in the separate provinces now became a joint burden.

3 and 4 Vict. c. 35. See Houston, Constitutional Documents of Canada, for the text of the Act with comments.

3 and 4 Vict. c. 35, sec. xlv.

The union thus prepared went into operation (by virtue of a proclamation of the governor-general) on February 10th, 1841. On the thirteenth of the same month the writs were issued for the election of members of the legislature, returnable on April 8th. Robert Baldwin was elected in two constituencies, the south riding of York and the county of Hastings. Francis Hincks offered himself as a candidate to the electors of Oxford, a county which he had been invited to visit shortly before on the strength of his writings in the Examiner, and in which he secured his election. To the electors he published an address in which he took his stand on the principle of responsible government, a system, “which by giving satisfaction to the colonists, would secure a permanent connection between the British empire and its numerous dependencies.” The elections in Lower Canada were marked by scenes of unusual fraud and corruption. No pains were spared by the administration to carry the day  in favour of union candidates. The governor-general, by virtue of a power conferred under the Act of Union, reconstructed the boundaries of the constituencies of Quebec and Montreal. Elsewhere intimidation and actual violence were used to stifle the hostile vote of the anti-union party. To this was due the defeat of the French-Canadian leader, LaFontaine, in the county of Terrebonne. The latter, in his electoral address, had again denounced the union in embittered terms. “It is,” he said, “an act of injustice and of despotism, in that it is forced upon us without our consent; in that it robs Lower Canada of the legitimate number of its representatives; in that it deprives us of the use of our language in the proceedings of the legislature against the faith of treaties and the word of the governor-general; in that it forces us to pay, without our consent, a debt which we did not incur.” But LaFontaine realized the futility of blind opposition to an accomplished fact. The attempt to repeal the union, he argued, would merely lead to a continuation of despotic government by an appointed council. To him the key to the situation was to be found in the principle of ministerial responsibility. “I do not hesitate to say,” he said, “that I am in favour of this English principle of responsible government. I see in it the only guarantee that we can have for good, constitutional and  effective government. . . . The Reformers in the two provinces form an immense majority. . . . Our cause is common. It is in the interest of the Reformers of the two provinces to meet in the legislature in a spirit of peace, union, friendship and fraternity. Unity of action is necessary now more than ever.”

The proclamation itself was issued under date of February 5th.

Reminiscences, .

L. P. Turcotte, Canada sous l’Union, (1891), p, 63. See also C. H. Dent, The Last Forty Years, (1881), Vol. I., p, 51.

In despite, however, of the defeat of LaFontaine and several other Reform candidates in Lower Canada, the result of the election of 1841 was not unfavourable to the cause of Reform. Of the eighty-four members of the Lower House only twenty-four were pledged supporters of the governor-general, while the Reform party, together with the French Nationalists, included well over forty members of the House.

Poulett Scrope, Life of Lord Sydenham (1844), .


CHAPTER IV

LORD SYDENHAM AND RESPONSIBLE GOVERNMENT

[image: img84.jpg]

UNDER THE ACT of 1840 (sec. xxx), the choice of a seat of government for the united provinces was left to the governor-general. In the troubled state of racial feeling, such a selection was naturally a matter of difficulty. While it was clear that the capital city of the country must be chosen in Upper Canada, Sydenham was, nevertheless, anxious to conciliate the French-Canadians as far as might be by appointing a capital neither too remote from their part of the province, nor too little associated with their history. Kingston, situated on the north shore of Lake Ontario, at the point where the lake narrows to the river St. Lawrence, seemed best to fulfil these requirements. The foundation of the settlement antedated by nearly a century the English occupation of Canada, and the fort and trading station then established had been one of the western outposts of the French régime, while its erstwhile name of Frontenac associated the place with the bygone glory of New France. British loyalty, with a characteristic lack of inventiveness, had altered the name of the little town to Kingston. A strong fort built upon the limestone hills that commanded the sheltered harbour, and  garrisoned by imperial troops, testified to the military importance of the place. Its central position rendered it at once the key to the navigation of the lake and river, while the construction of the Rideau Canal had placed it in control of an inland waterway whose possession minimized the dangers of an American frontier attack. In this favoured situation there had now sprung up a town, of some seven thousand inhabitants, built largely of the limestone on which it stands and patterned upon the now inevitable rectangular plan. At the time of the union Kingston was a town of about a mile and a half in length, with a breadth of three-quarters of a mile. It contained six churches, was able to boast of three newspapers, and was, moreover, the seat of a very considerable milling industry, large quantities of grain being brought across the lake to be ground at Kingston and exported thence to Great Britain, thereby enjoying the special tariff preference accorded to colonial products. The one hundred and sixty miles which separated it from Toronto represented in those days a steamboat voyage of about eighteen hours, or in winter time a sleigh-drive, under favourable conditions, of about a day and a night’s duration. From Montreal to Kingston, a distance of about one hundred and seventy miles, the journey was accomplished while navigation was open, partly by steamer, partly by stage. A letter of Lord Sydenham’s under date of December 3rd, 1839,  illustrates the arduousness of travel to and from the new provincial capital. “The journey,” he writes, “was bad enough. A portage (from Montreal) to Lachine; then the steamboat to the cascades, twenty-four miles further; then road again (if road it can be called) for sixteen miles; then steam to Cornwall, forty miles; then road, twelve miles; then by a change of steamers, into Lake Ontario to Kingston.” The all-water route by the Rideau Canal, passing through Bytown (now Ottawa) occupied some forty-eight hours. It was in Kingston, then, that Lord Sydenham had summoned the new Canadian legislature to meet on June 14th, 1841, and in the early summer of that year the little town was already astir with sanguine hopes of becoming the metropolis of Canada.

J. S. Buckingham, Canada (London, 1843), Chap. v., p et seq.

Before, however, the legislature had as yet come together, the governmental problem, which was to be the central feature of the political life of Canada from now until the administration of Lord Elgin, the problem of ministerial responsibility, had already developed itself. Under the new régime it fell to the task of Lord Sydenham to appoint not only the members of the legislative council, which was to form the Upper House of the parliament, but also those of the executive council. These appointments were made a few days after the inauguration of the union (February 13th, 1841). The list of executive councillors was as follows: from Upper Canada, W. H. Draper as attorney-general of  Upper Canada; Robert Baldwin Sullivan, president of the council; J. H. Dunn, receiver-general; S. B. Harrison, provincial secretary for Upper Canada; and Robert Baldwin, solicitor-general for that province. The Lower Province was represented in the executive government by C. R. Ogden, attorney-general for Lower Canada; Dominick Daly, provincial secretary; and C. D. Day as solicitor-general. Mr. H. H. Killaly was presently added to the ministry (March 17th, 1841), as commissioner of public works. We have already seen that in accepting a seat in the executive council Robert Baldwin had made it abundantly clear that he did so on the presumption that the operation of the incoming government would be based upon the principle of executive responsibility. Beyond this preliminary declaration, however, Baldwin did not think it desirable to take any further action until the election of the assembly and the relative representation of political parties should have given some indication of the standing of the ministry with the country at large.

The executive council, as thus constituted, was a body of multicoloured complexion and varying views. Ability it undoubtedly possessed, but it represented at the same time so little agreement in political sentiment or conviction, that it might well be doubted whether joint and harmonious action would be possible. Baldwin, as we have seen, was an uncompromising Reformer, devoted to the principles of popular  sovereignty and executive responsibility. Sullivan, his cousin, was a man of different temper. Keen in intellect, ready in debate, he brought to the practical business of politics the point of view of the lawyer, the tactician, the man of the world. For abstract principles of government he cared not a brass farthing. It was his wont to say to his colleagues, “Fix on your policy. Take what course you like, and I will find you good reason for doing so.”

N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada (London, 1887), .

William Henry Draper, the attorney-general, differed still more radically in his political outlook from Robert Baldwin. Draper, after an adventurous and wandering youth, had come to Canada some twenty years before, had drifted from school-teaching into law and politics, and at this time belonged, like Baldwin and Sullivan, to the legal fraternity of York. He had sat in the Upper Canadian assembly, been one of the council of Sir Francis Bond Head and had succeeded Christopher Hagerman in 1840 as attorney-general of Upper Canada. This office he still held in the ministry of the united provinces. Draper was a man of great ability, eloquent and persuasive of speech, skilled as a parliamentary manager and dexterous in the game of politics. He was by principle and temperament a Conservative, and although of undoubted patriotism and devoted to the cause of good government, he viewed with alarm the increasing tendency of his time towards the extension of democratic rule.

 

Harrison and Killaly were Liberals of a moderate cast. John Henry Dunn has already been noticed as one of Baldwin’s colleagues of the short-lived ministry of Sir Francis Head, and may be considered as sharing the opinions of the moderate Reform party. The councillors for Lower Canada could lay but little claim to be representative of the sentiments of that province. Dominick Daly, the provincial secretary, and presently member for Megantic, an Irishman now nearly twenty years in Canada, of an easy and affable personality, was not displeasing to the French-Canadians whose religion he shared. Ogden, a lawyer and a former office-holder in the government of Lower Canada, was identified with the British interests and was unpopular with the French. Day represented the same class. It will be observed that the refusal of LaFontaine to accept office left the French-Canadians wholly without representation in the executive government.

Baldwin appears to have been convinced from the outset that such a ministry would be quite incompatible with any system of government save one under which the governor-general would be the sole motive force of the administration. To his published communication, already cited, he shortly added a letter to Lord Sydenham (February 19th, 1841) in which he wrote: “With respect to those gentlemen [his fellow-members of the council], Mr. Baldwin has himself an entire want of political confidence in all of them except Mr. Dunn, Mr. Harrison and Mr. Daly. He deems it a  duty which he owes to the governor-general, at once to communicate his opinion that such an arrangement will not command the support of parliament.” This opinion had been confirmed by the result of the elections and by the correspondence which had ensued between the leaders of the Reform party in the two provinces. In despite of the defeat of LaFontaine, it was plain that the Upper Canadian section of that party would find in Morin, the member for Nicolet, Aylwin of Portneuf, Viger of Richelieu, and others of LaFontaine’s party, a group of sympathizers with whom they might enter into a natural and profitable alliance. On the strength of this expectation, Baldwin called together at Kingston, a few days before the opening of the session, a meeting of the Reform party. The attending members, while not agreeing on a decisive line of public policy, expressed themselves as unanimous in their want of confidence in the administration as existing. Shortly after this meeting, Baldwin addressed to the governor-general (June 12th, 1841) a letter in which he recommended that a reconstruction of the ministry should be made in such a way that the Reform party of French Canada, now prepared to coöperate with their Upper Canadian allies, should be represented in the executive. The Reformers, said  Baldwin, could not extend their support to a ministry which included Messrs. Draper, Sullivan, Ogden and Day, whose views differed so entirely from their own. Lord Sydenham, in answer, drew attention to the fact that such a request, at the very moment of the assembly of parliament, was inopportune, and that the French-Canadians whom he proposed to substitute for the ministers to be dismissed, had been radical opponents of the very union of which the new government was the embodiment. The governor-general’s communication, followed by further correspondence of the same tenor, left Baldwin no choice but to resign his office. His resignation, offered on June 12th (1841), was still awaiting its formal acceptance when the House met on the fourteenth.

See in this connection a letter from Morin to Hincks, May 8th, 1841, fully reviewing the situation. Sir F. Hincks, Reminiscences, p-6.

Ibid, .

The action of Robert Baldwin in this connection has been, as already indicated, roundly censured by Lord Sydenham’s biographer. “This transaction,” writes the latter, “looking to the character of the gentleman who was the principal actor in it, and to the manner in which he conducted his negotiation with the representative of the Crown, illustrates more clearly than anything else, the ignorance at that time prevailing, even among the leaders of the political parties in Canada, as to the principles on which a system of responsible government can alone be carried on.” The true explanation of the matter is to be found in reality in the uncompromising stand which Robert Baldwin was  prepared to take in defence of his “one idea.” To have formed part of a ministry which would inevitably find itself voted down in the popular assembly (as Baldwin expected would now be the case), and which would have to rely on the expedients of political management for the conduct of public affairs, would have seemed to him nothing short of trafficking with the fundamental right of the people whom he represented. The error that Baldwin made, speaking from the standpoint of practical politics, lay in his overestimating the union and power of the Reform party. He did not fully realize that the party had as yet but an imperfect basis of organization, that its programme was not one of positive agreement but merely of negative opposition, and that this alone was not calculated to give it the cohesion requisite for its ends. The expectation that the government could be voted out of office and that the system of ministerial responsibility could thereby be forced upon Lord Sydenham, was not borne out by the sequel.

Poulett Scrope, Life of Lord Sydenham (1844), .

The difficulties, moreover, of establishing at once an operative system of cabinet government is realized when one views the complex character of the party divisions among the newly-elected members of the assembly. One may distinguish among them at least five different groups. There was, first of all, the party pledged to the support of the administration, drawn chiefly from Upper Canada and led by Attorney-General Draper, as member for the county of Russell. To these  were closely affiliated the members elected, largely by coercion, in the British interest in Lower Canada, among whom was Dr. McCulloch who had defeated LaFontaine in Terrebonne. These two groups numbered together about twenty-four. As an extreme Conservative wing, were the Upper Canadian Tories, the remnant of the days of the Compact, some seven in number. These were under the redoubtable leadership of Sir Allan MacNab, the hero of the “men of Gore” of 1837, by whose direction the Caroline had been sent over Niagara Falls, a feat which had earned him the honour of knighthood, a man of the old school, the sterling qualities of whose character redeemed the rigidity of his intellect. Of quite opposed complexion were the Reformers, a large and somewhat uncertain group including the moderates of both provinces, and shading off into the ultra-Reformers and into the group of French Nationalists who as yet stood in no affiliation to the English party of Reform. The classification thus adopted would indicate in the assembly the following numerical divisions: 1st, the party supporting Lord Sydenham, twenty-four; 2nd, the party of Sir Allan MacNab, seven; 3rd, the moderate Reformers, twenty; 4th, ultra-Reformers, five; 5th, French Nationalists, twenty. There were, in addition to these, eight doubtful members that cannot be classified with any of the groups, making up in all eighty-four members of the assembly. Such classification is,  however, too precise to indicate the true state of affairs. Party lines were not as yet drawn with precision. The system of the union being still in its experimental stage, party tradition and parliamentary precedent were absent, and individual members were naturally led to follow the dictates of their own judgment, and voted sometimes with and sometimes against the particular group with which their names were chiefly associated.

Meantime a legislative council of twenty-four members had been appointed (June 9th, 1841) by Lord Sydenham. The French-Canadians were represented by René Caron, mayor of Quebec, (a man of liberal views and subsequently a member of LaFontaine’s ministry), Barthélémy, Joliette and six others. Of the sixteen British members of the council, Robert Baldwin Sullivan, Peter McGill of Montreal, William Morris, formerly of the legislative council of Upper Canada and notable as the champion of the Presbyterian Church in the matter of the Clergy Reserves, were of especial prominence.

H. J. Morgan, Sketches of Celebrated Canadians (1862), p et seq.

The constitutional history of the first session of the union parliament which now ensued, and in which the first test was made of the operation of the united government, has the appearance of an indecisive battle. The Reform party, anxious to force the issue, endeavoured to obtain an  expression of want of confidence sufficiently emphatic to compel the government to resign office. The government, on the other hand, strove to put the question of parliamentary theory in the background by bringing forward a programme of great public utility and inviting for its accomplishment a united support. The members of the Reform party found themselves thus placed in a dilemma. Should they persist in an uncompromising attitude of opposition, they might delay the carrying out of public works of whose urgency they were themselves convinced. Should they break their ranks and vote with the party of the government in favour of measures of undoubted utility, they thereby seemed to justify the existence of an administration of which they had at the outset expressed their disapproval. It was, in a word, the oft-recurring dilemma occasioned by the conflicting claims of party policy and public welfare. In a long-established legislature where rival parties of balanced powers alternate in office, such a dilemma presents less difficulty, since, with the defeat of the government, the incoming party is enabled to carry on such part of the programme of its opponents as may enlist its support. But in the case of the newly inaugurated government of Canada, both the urgency of the time and the doubtful complexion of the parties themselves seemed to favour individual action as against the claims of party cohesion. It followed as a consequence that the question of responsible government, albeit the real issue of  the moment, remained for the time in suspense. Lord Sydenham with his able lieutenant, Attorney-general Draper, was enabled to obtain sufficient support to carry on his government, while the Reformers contrived, nevertheless, to force from the administration a somewhat reluctant assent to the proposition that only this fortuitous support gave them a valid claim to office. It has been necessary to undertake this preliminary explanation in order to make it clear how men, so like-minded in their political views as Hincks and Baldwin, should presently be found voting on opposite sides of the House. But if the state of public affairs at the time is properly understood, it appears but natural that Hincks, as a man of affairs, should have preferred a policy of immediate effectiveness, while Baldwin, of a more theoretical temperament, clung fast to his uncompromising principle.

As already mentioned, the first united parliament met at Kingston on Monday, June 14th, 1841. The place of its meeting was a stone building about a mile to the west of the town, that had been intended to serve as a general hospital, but for the time being was given over for the use of the legislature. The comfort of the members appears to have been well cared for. The halls, both of the council and the assembly, were spacious and well furnished, “with handsome, stuffed arm-chairs of black walnut, covered with green moreen, with a small projection on the side  to write upon.” Sydenham himself seems to have been somewhat impressed with the luxurious surroundings of his colonial legislators. “The accommodation,” he wrote home to England, “would be thought splendid by our members of the English House of Commons. But these fellows in their colonies have been spoilt by all sorts of luxuries, — large arm-chairs, desks with stationery before each man, and Heaven knows what, — so I suppose they will complain.”

The governor-general was not present in person at the first meeting of the Houses. In his absence the members were sworn in, and the proclamation convening the parliament read by the clerk of the assembly. After this the assembly addressed itself to the task of electing one of their number as Speaker. Here occurred, in accordance with a plan prearranged by the Reformers, the first passage-at-arms between the government and its opponents. The Reformers had decided to nominate for the speakership a Mr. Cuvillier, member for Huntingdon, a man fluent in both English and French, identified formerly with the popular party in Lower Canada, but moderate in his views and acceptable on all sides. It had been hoped by the Reformers that the government might oppose Mr. Cuvillier’s nomination, and thus be led to make a trial of strength by  which means the election of Mr. Cuvillier would appear as an initial defeat of the administration. It seemed, however, as if the administration, either because they considered Mr. Cuvillier well suited to the office or in order to avoid a hostile vote, would allow that gentleman to be elected without opposition. This the Reformers were minded to prevent. “I was determined,” wrote Hincks in a letter to the Examiner in which he described this preliminary onslaught on the government, “that the advisers of His Excellency should swallow the bitter pill by publicly voting for a gentleman who had declared his entire want of confidence in them.” In order, therefore, to force the government into a corner, Hincks rose and stated that he considered it his duty to his constituents of North Oxford to explain publicly why he supported the nomination of Mr. Cuvillier. His reason was, he said, that that gentleman had opposed certain provisions of the Union Bill of which he himself disapproved, notably the provision for a permanent civil list. He was furthermore led to support Mr. Cuvillier because of “his [Mr. Cuvillier’s] entire want of confidence in the present administration.”

Hincks, Reminiscences, .

Cuvillier had been one of those deputed, in 1828, to carry the petition of the eighty-seven thousand to the imperial government, but he had voted against Papineau’s “Ninety-two Resolutions.”

This, of course, was a direct challenge, and left the government and the Tories no choice but to come out and fight. Sir Allan MacNab was proposed as a rival candidate. Aylwin of Portneuf, Morin and others, followed the lead of Hincks. A heated debate followed, in which Mr.  Cuvillier’s “want of confidence” did service as an opportune bone of contention. Peace-loving members begged Mr. Cuvillier to state, in the interests of harmony, whether he had, or had not, a “want of confidence.” Mr. Cuvillier did not see fit to do so. The situation became somewhat confused. Smith of Frontenac, an over-belligerent friend of the government, attacked the bad taste of the member for North Oxford in trying to force an adverse vote at such a time, and spoke of a dissolution of parliament as the possible outcome of the day’s proceedings. The dangerous word “dissolution” brought Attorney-general Draper to his feet with soothing words in the interests of peace. MacNab having meanwhile caused is name to be withdrawn, the discussion subsided, and Mr. Cuvillier was declared unanimously elected. Baldwin, being still technically a member of the government (his resignation awaiting its formal acceptance), took no part in this preliminary discussion.

There was some debate over the question whether, as the governor-general had not come down to parliament on the day for which it was summoned, it could be said, legally, to have met at all. A motion for adjournment was, however, carried, which practically affirmed the proposition that the House had legally meet.

Next day Lord Sydenham appeared in person, and with no little pomp, in the chamber of the legislative council, and read to the assembled  members of the two Houses the speech from the throne. The measures outlined therein showed that the governor and his advisers were prepared to adopt a vigorous forward policy in the administration of the country. They declared their intention to adopt legislation for “developing the resources of the province by well considered and extensive public works,” to obtain a reduction of the rate of postage and a speedier conveyance of letters, and to effect the improvement of the navigation from the shores of Lake Erie and Lake Huron to the ocean. The governor had, moreover, the satisfaction of informing the members of the two Houses that he had received authority from Her Majesty’s government to state that they were prepared to call upon the imperial parliament to afford assistance towards these important undertakings. It was announced that the imperial parliament would be asked to guarantee a loan of one and a half million pounds sterling, to be raised for the expenditure on public works in the province. The intention of the government to complete the establishment of representative institutions in Canada by a law providing for municipal self-government was also indicated, and a promise was given of a law for the establishment of a system of common schools.

Journal of the Legislative Assembly (Canada, 1841), Vol. I., p, 8.

No practical programme could have been better devised at this juncture for enlisting public support, especially among the people of Upper  Canada, in whose division of the country the rapid progress of immigration and settlement called urgently for generous public expenditure. It was part of the shrewdness of the concerted policy of Sydenham and Draper that they sought thus to remove attention from questions of theory to questions of practical utility, while the promise of the imperial government to assist the province by a guaranteed loan and by public aid to immigration into Canada, seemed to hold out a strong inducement towards reconciliation and harmonious action. The Reformers, however, were determined that the question of principle, the question of the constitution itself, should not be forced altogether into the background. Before coming to a vote upon the resolutions on which the address in answer to the speech from the throne was to be framed, they pressed the administration for a definite statement in regard to the all-important subject of responsible government. The House being then in committee of the whole upon the speech from the throne, Malcolm Cameron opened the discussion by declaring that “the dry and parched soil is not more eager for the coming shower than all the people of this country for the establishment of the administration of the government of this province upon such a basis as will ensure its tranquillity.” Mr. Cameron, followed by Buchanan, Hincks and others,  urged upon the government the desirability of a definite explanation of principle. The attorney-general, fortified with a budget of manuscript notes whereby he might speak the more accurately, then undertook a formal statement of the principle of colonial government as he conceived it. In the first place, he would declare, he said, for the information both of those who act with him and those who act against him, that so long only as he could give a conscientious support to those measures which the head of the government might deem it his duty to submit to that House, so long only would he continue to hold office under the government. . . . . He would next, he continued, state the views which he entertained respecting the duties of His Excellency: he looked upon the governor as having a mixed character, firstly, as being the representative of royalty; secondly, as being one of the ministers of Her Majesty’s government, and responsible to the mother country for the faithful discharge of the duties of his station — a responsibility that he could not avoid by saying that he took the advice of this man or that man. He looked upon it as a necessary consequence of this doctrine, that where there is responsibility there shall be power also. For he could not admit the idea that one man should possess the power, and another be liable for the responsibility. . . . The attorney-general went on to explain that this same doctrine of responsibility corresponding to power, applied not only to the governor but to the ministers below him.  “Whenever,” he said, “I find the head of the government and the minister of the Crown desirous of propounding measures which I cannot conscientiously support, honour and duty point out but one path, and that is resignation. There are few men who have long acted in a public capacity, who have escaped animadversion and censure, but a man must indeed be hardened in sentiment and feeling who does not acknowledge a degree of responsibility to public opinion. . . . It is to be desired above all things that between the government and the people there should exist the greatest possible harmony and mutual good understanding. . . . It is the duty of the head of the government to preserve that harmony by all the means in his power. . . . If he find that he has been led astray by incapable or dishonest advisers, he may relieve himself of them by their dismissal.”

The debates of the parliament were not officially reported. What follows is based on the report published in The Church (Toronto), June 26th, 1841.

The attorney-general, with his usual persuasiveness of speech, had succeeded in talking all round the question of responsible government without really touching upon it. The blunt question, do the ministers resign when they have no majority behind them, was still left unanswered. Not without cause, indeed, had Draper’s oratorical powers earned him the nickname of “Sweet William.” In this instance, the Reformers were quick to see the weak side of the attorney-general’s presentation. Baldwin, rising to reply, brushed aside the subtleties of the leader of the government and forced the question to a direct issue.  He agreed, he said, that the head of the government is of a mixed character, and that he is responsible to the home government for the proper administration of the government of the colony. He would admit that, in the administration of the government, questions may arise in which he may not be prepared to adopt the advice which may be tendered to him. But if he (Mr. Baldwin) understood the honourable and learned gentleman aright, that the council of His Excellency are to offer their advice only when it is demanded of them, and on all occasions remain mere passive observers of the measures adopted by the government, he would beg leave from such a system as this entirely to dissent. . . . Such a council would be no council at all. The honourable and learned gentleman, Mr. Baldwin continued, admits that in the event of the administration not retaining the confidence of parliament, they should resign; if he had understood the honourable gentleman aright as intending to go to this extent, then it would seem that the difference between the views of that honourable gentleman and his own amounted only to a difference in terms and not a difference in fact. But should those gentlemen be prepared, notwithstanding a vote of want of confidence should be passed by that House, to retain their seats in the council, then he must say that he entirely dissented from them. . . . If the honourable gentleman had intended to be understood as going to this  length, then he would perfectly concur with him.

Baldwin expressed his regret that this important matter had not been made the subject of a distinct communication in the speech from the throne. “It was,” he said “a great and important principle, on the faithful carrying out of which the continuation of the connection with the mother country in great measure depends.” The comprehensive refutation of Mr. Draper’s position thus made by Mr. Baldwin was followed up by a series of “teasing questions” from other Reformers determined to force the attorney-general to a direct answer to the question whether or not he would resign. Brought to bay finally by these attacks and having in the series of seven speeches which he made during the debate involved the issue in as much intricacy as possible, Mr. Draper admitted that he would resign.

New York Albion, July 3rd, 1841.

So prolonged, however, had been the debate, and so confused had become the theoretical arguments pro and con, that at the end of it the members seem to have been but little the wiser. Some supposed that responsible government was now a fact, others that it had been merely the subject of a meaningless wrangle. The Montreal Herald announced that Mr. Draper’s final and reluctant “Yes,” had been “succeeded by a burst of applause from the House.  The cry is, responsible government is come at last.” The Kingston Chronicle informed its readers that “the great monster, responsible government, was actually ground into nothing,” but added in a tone of complacent patronage that this “seeming waste of powder ought not to be considered as altogether unprofitable.” The same journal, in its discussion of the great debate, informed its readers that “the perpetual foaming and puffing of the honourable gentlemen reminded us of a set of small steam engines whose safety valves kept them from actually bursting their boilers on the floor of the House.” Then, as if apprehensive of the consequences of its own wit, the journal hastened to add: “By this passing remark we do not mean any disrespect to the honourable House, far from it, for we think it altogether the most talented and respectable House of Assembly that ever met in this section of the province.”

Cited by the Albion, July 3rd, 1841.

Wednesday, June 22nd, 1841.

In despite of the seeming harmony of opinion thus established, the fact remained that the attorney-general had to a large extent come off victorious. His opponents had wished to make the question one of men; Draper had succeeded in making it one of measures. His declaration was in reality an invitation to the members to judge the programme of the government upon its merits, and to accord it their support irrespective of any previous confidence, or want of it, in the originators of the  programme. Mr. Draper’s difficulties were not, however, at an end. The Upper Canada Reform party being for the moment placated, he had yet to deal with the French-Canadian section, whose opposition to the terms of the union itself now sought expression. Neilson of Quebec moved an amendment to the address, to the effect that “there are features in the Act now constituting the government of Canada which are inconsistent with justice and the common rights of British subjects.” Although the combined Upper Canadian vote easily defeated this amendment, Baldwin, Hincks and four other Upper Canadians voted in favour of it. Hincks spoke at some length in its support. He attacked the provision of the Union Act whereby the imperial parliament fixed a civil list for Canada. He declared that the basis of representation now established was unjust: in Upper Canada there were forty-two members, twenty-six of whom were returned by constituencies consisting of three hundred and fifty thousand souls, while the remaining sixteen only represented sixty-three thousand. The representation of Lower Canada was equally out of proportion. “It is,” he said, “idle to concede responsible government unless there is a fair representation of the people.” The suppression of the French language as an official medium, he denounced as an “unjust and cruel provision.” Hincks’s speech was, however, but a further “waste  of powder.” The amendment was voted down by fifty to twenty-five.

Journal of the Legislative Assembly, Vol. I., .

With the termination of this preliminary debate upon responsible government and the rejection of Neilson’s amendment, the government had safely passed its initial difficulties, and was free to turn to the work of positive legislation. That the issue involved in the debate was not, however, one of merely abstract interest, amply appears from the correspondence of Lord Sydenham and the view which he took of his constitutional position in the government of Canada. In describing the attempt of the Reform party to “ensure a stormy opening” of the parliament, he wrote (June 27th, 1841): “My officers, (ministers!) though the best men, I believe, for their departments that can be found, were, unfortunately, many of them, unpopular from their previous conduct, and none of them sufficiently acquainted with the manner in which a government through parliament should be conducted to render us any assistance in this matter. I had therefore to fight the whole battle myself. . . . The result, however, has been complete success. I have got the large majority of the House ready to support me upon any question that can arise. . . . Except the rump of the old House of Assembly of Lower Canada and two or three ultra-Radicals who have gone  over with my solicitor-general, whom I have got rid of, every member is cordially with me and with my government.”

Thus established on a fair working basis, with the question of responsible government for the moment set aside, the administration was able to proceed with its programme. In the ensuing session, which lasted until September 17th, 1841, it managed to make good a large part of its promises. A vigorous programme of public works was instituted. Backed by the imperial guarantee of the interest on a £1,500,000 sterling loan, the province undertook an expenditure of £1,659,682 on works of public utility. The Welland Canal, hitherto in the hands of a private company, was bought up by the government, which spent £450,000 on its improvement. The navigation of the St. Lawrence, which, as has been seen, was still obstructed by intervening rapids, was aided by a vote of £696,182 for the construction of canals at Cornwall and Lachine; £58,500 was laid out upon deepening the channel in Lake St. Peter; and £25,000 on the construction of roads in the Eastern Townships and in the Baie des Chaleurs district. A sum of £45,000 was devoted to the Burlington Canal. The remainder of the money was appropriated largely to the construction of new roads in Upper Canada. This question of public works introduced serious divisions among the members of the Reform party. Hincks who was, to use his own phrase, a “warm supporter” of public  works, voted with the government. The French-Canadians, on the other hand, opposed the policy of public expenditure wherever it seemed, in their opinion, to favour Upper Canada unduly. Baldwin, for the sake of party cohesion, was inclined to side with the French-Canadians, and so preserve a united opposition. Aylwin endeavoured to secure a vote of the House to the effect that no debt should be incurred on public works save with the consent of a majority from Lower Canada. Baldwin voted in favour of it, but found only one of his Upper Canadian followers prepared to go to this length. On the matter of road building in western Canada, Baldwin and Hincks again found themselves voting on opposite sides. Thanks to the divisions in the ranks of their opponents, the ministry were enabled to carry on the government with a fair show of support.

Reminiscences, .

Certain other measures of the session were also of considerable importance. The criminal law was modified by measures reducing its severity. The pillory was abolished and the number of capital offences considerably reduced. The provincial tariff was revised, the duties on imported merchandise being advanced from two and one-half to five per cent. A resolution of the House of Assembly affirmed the necessity of abolishing seigniorial tenure in Lower Canada and a commission was appointed for its consideration. A bill in reference to the corrupt practices which had been prevalent in the recent election, excited great public attention and caused more difficulty to the government than any  other measure of the session. Petitions had come up to the House from Terrebonne (where LaFontaine had been defeated) and elsewhere praying the assembly to cancel the elections. Technical flaws in the petitions prevented their reception. A bill brought into the House to overcome the difficulty and permit the reception of the petitions was passed by a large majority, receiving the support, not only of the entire Reform party, but of Sir Allan MacNab and the Upper Canadian Tories. The influence of the government caused the bill to be rejected in the legislative council. This was only one of eighteen measures rejected during the session by the Upper House, a circumstance which served to show that on its present nominated basis it might prove an obstructive influence.

But the measure of the greatest importance adopted during the session was the law in reference to municipal government. As this was a subject with which, in the sequel, the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration was intimately associated, a brief account of the legislation under Lord Sydenham is here necessary. The institution of democratic self-government is nowhere complete until it is accompanied by the establishment of self-governing bodies for local affairs. Parliamentary reform, therefore, naturally goes hand in hand with municipal reform. This had already been seen in England, where the great reform of parliament in 1832 had been followed in 1835 by the introduction of  municipal self-government. It was now proposed to take an initial step in this same direction in regard to the local government of Upper Canada. Until this time there existed in the districts into which Upper Canada was divided, no elective municipal bodies. The justices of the peace, nominated by the Crown, had exercised in their quarter sessions a supervision over local affairs and had levied local taxation. In the Lower Province local taxation had not been raised previous to Lord Sydenham’s administration. The latter had sought to insert into the Act of Union provisions for district government but, finding the imperial parliament averse to such detailed legislation, he had, by means of the special council, created in Lower Canada municipal bodies consisting of nominees of the Crown. It was not proposed to alter the system thus established in Lower Canada, where the government still felt apprehensive of giving full play to the principle of election. The bill presented to the united parliament referred, therefore, only to Upper Canada. This occasioned a peculiar difficulty. If the local bodies established were to be entirely elective, the French might with justice complain of the special privileges thus accorded to the British part of the province. If, on the other hand, the municipal institutions of Upper Canada were framed after the model of those already created by the special council in Lower Canada, the British section of the province  would cry out against the denial of representative government.

In this delicate situation the government attempted a middle course. The provisions of the bill permitted the inhabitants of the districts of Upper Canada to form themselves into municipal bodies. Councillors were to be elected in each district, but the warden, the treasurer and the clerk, were to be nominated by the Crown. The bill as thus drawn had the disadvantage which attends all measures of compromise; it met with opponents on both sides. Mr. Viger, on behalf of the French-Canadians, entered an energetic protest on the ground that Upper Canada was unduly favoured. “I will express myself,” he said, “as sufficiently selfish to oppose such great advantages being accorded to the Upper Canadians alone.” Robert Baldwin and the generality of his following objected, on the ground that the advantages conferred were not sufficiently great and that all the municipal offices ought to be made elective.

Turcotte, Le Canada sous l’Union, p, 99.

Here again Hincks found himself compelled to differ from his leader and, in a speech of considerable power, undertook to defend this course in regard to the bill, and to free himself from the charges of desertion now brought against him by his fellow Reformers. To him it seemed that half a loaf was better than no bread. He would have preferred that local elective government might also have been conceded to Lower Canada, but  if this could not be obtained he saw no reason to deny it to Upper Canada on that account. He would have preferred that all the offices should have been elective, but he was willing, in default of this, to accept the modified self-government granted by the bill. “I acknowledge myself,” he said, “to be a party man, and that I have ever been most anxious to act in concert with that political party to which I have been long and zealously attached.... I have been held up in public prints as having sold myself to the government. From political opponents I can expect nothing else but such attacks, but, sir, I confess I have been pained at the insinuations which have proceeded from other quarters.... I can assert that my vote in favour of this bill is as conscientious and independent as that of any honourable member on the floor of this House.”

Baldwin, in rising to reply, denied that he had had any share in originating, repeating, or sanctioning any insinuations against Mr. Hincks’s behaviour towards the party. The means of demonstrating the groundlessness of such insinuations rested with Mr. Hincks himself. He assured the honourable member for Oxford that if a time should come when the political tie which bound them to each other was to be severed forever, it would be to him by far the most painful event which had occurred in the course of his political life. Nevertheless, in spite of these words of conciliation, the temporary breach occasioned by the  divergent policy of the leaders of the Upper Canadian Reformers tended to widen. Hincks, with the best of motives, was drawn towards the practical programme of the government. He not only voted with them on the question of public works and municipal institutions, but took issue with his leader also in the votes on the usury laws, the Upper Canadian roads and other matters. His services on the special committee in regard to currency and banking still further commended him to the government as a political expert, of whose services the country ought not to be deprived.

To meet the charges now freely brought against him in the liberal press, Hincks published in his Examiner a letter (September 15th, 1841) in which he fully explains the motives of his conduct. “The formation of a new ministry on the declared principle of acting in concert having failed, all parties were compelled to look to the measures of the administration, and we can now declare that, previous to the session of parliament, our opinion was given repeatedly and decidedly, that in the event of failure to obtain such an administration as would be entirely satisfactory, the policy of the Reform party was to give to the administration such a support as would enable it to carry out liberal measures which we had no doubt would be brought forward.” In the face of so consistent an explanation the charges brought against Hincks of  having “sold himself to the government” and of “having ratted from his party” fell entirely to the ground. The support of Hincks, and of four French-Canadian members of like mind, enabled the government to carry the municipal bill by a narrow majority. The question of a more extended form of local self-government remained, however, in the foreground of the Reform programme, and received no final settlement until the passage of the statute known as the Baldwin Act in 1849.

The expression is quoted by Major Richardson, Eight Years in Canada (1847), from a virulent Montreal article in which Hincks is called an “adder,” and his career a “libel on colonial politics.”

The Act for the establishment of a system of common schools passed both Houses of parliament with but little opposition. The people of Upper Canada were firm believers in the advantages of public education. Especially was this the case with those who came of Loyalist stock, and among whom the traditions of New England still survived. Until this period, however, no successful attempt had been made to establish a general system of elementary schools. The government of the province had committed the mistake of beginning at the wrong end of the scale, and ambitious attempts to institute grammar schools and secondary colleges had preceded any efforts towards the education of the mass of the people. Governor Simcoe, eager to extend to his Loyalist settlers the  advantages that their forefathers had enjoyed in Massachusetts or Connecticut, planned the institution of a university at York, with grammar schools at Cornwall, Kingston, Newark and Sandwich, a proposal which failed of adoption. A little later, however, (1807) grammar schools were instituted in each of the eight districts of the province. These were supplemented by private schools, such as those of Dr. Strachan and Dr. Baldwin mentioned above. But to the generality of the people these advanced schools were of no utility, and the settlers were forced to rely on their own efforts and on spontaneous coöperation for the teaching of their children.

N. Burwash, Egerton Ryerson (Makers of Canada Series), p et seq.

Not until 1816 was the attempt made to organize by an Act of the legislature a system of elementary schools. Under this Act the people of any locality might organize themselves for the building and maintenance of a school, for whose management they elected three of their number as trustees. A general grant of funds was made by the legislature in aid of schools thus organized, while in every district a board of education appointed by the lieutenant-governor exercised a general supervision over the trustees of each school. This statute had been supplemented by further legislation in the same direction, providing for the institution of a provincial board and for district examination of teachers. The intention of these statutes had been better than their  operation. Neither attendance at schools nor local taxation in support of them had been made compulsory, and a large majority of the children of the province were still without adequate education. Day, the solicitor-general of Lower Canada, in introducing the measure, stated that not more than one child out of eighteen was in attendance at the existing elementary schools to whose support the government contributed. In Lower Canada the condition of things was still less advanced. There existed as yet “no legal establishment, no provision of the law by which the people could obtain access to education.” Such schools as existed were private establishments founded and supported in great measure by the Church. The secondary colleges of this kind were sufficiently numerous and efficient, but of elementary schools, especially in the rural parts of the country, there was a sad lack.

Acts of 1820, 1823, 1824.

The present law provided an annual grant of two hundred thousand dollars for primary schools, — eighty thousand for Upper Canada, one hundred and twenty thousand for the Lower Province. It enacted that the district council in each district should act as a board of education, distributing the annual government grant, assessing on the inhabitants of the different school districts the sums necessary for the erection of new schools. Within each of these school areas a board of commissioners  was to be elected who should act as the trustees of the school, appointing the teacher and regulating the course of study. A fee of one shilling and three pence per month was to be exacted for each child in attendance, save in cases of extreme poverty. The principal objections raised to the bill as first drafted turned on the question of religious instruction. A great number of petitions were presented to the assembly praying that the Bible should be adopted as a book of instruction in the elementary school curriculum. To meet the views of the petitioners a separate school clause was added to the Act, whereby inhabitants possessing a religious faith different from that of the majority, might establish and maintain a school of their own and receive a proportion of the government grant.

4 and 5 Vict., c. 18.

4 and 5 Vict., c. 18, sec. XI.

In spite of the success of their practical policy, the session was not destined to end in unqualified victory for the administration. On September 3rd, (1841) Baldwin presented to the assembly a series of resolutions affirming the principle of responsible government. The government succeeded in voting down the resolutions in the form in which they were presented, but only at the price of substituting for them a set of resolutions almost equivalent. These resolutions, hereafter associated with the name of Robert Baldwin, stand as the definite achievement of the United Reformers in their first constitutional  struggle under the union. They read as follows:

Journal of the Legislative Assembly, Vol. I., September 3rd, 1841, p, 481.

1. “That the most important, as well as most undoubted, of the political rights of the people of this province is that of having a provincial parliament for the protection of their liberties, for the exercise of a constitutional influence over the executive departments of their government, and for legislation upon all matters of internal government.”

Baldwin’s resolution had ended.... “legislation upon all matters which do not, on the grounds of absolute necessity, constitutionally belong to the jurisdiction of the imperial parliament as the paramount authority of the legislature.”

2. “That the head of the executive government of the province being, within the limits of his government, the representative of the sovereign, is responsible to the imperial authority alone; but that, nevertheless, the management of our local affairs can only be conducted by him, by and with the assistance, counsel and information of subordinate officers in the province.”

Baldwin’s resolution had read.... “is not constitutionally responsible to any other than the authorities of the empire.” The meaning is that the governor is properly to be considered dissociated from the party government of the province.

3. “That in order to preserve between the different branches of the provincial parliament that harmony which is essential to the peace, welfare and good government of the province, the chief advisers of the  representative of the sovereign, constituting a provincial administration under him, ought to be men possessed of the confidence of the representatives of the people, thus affording a guarantee that the well-understood wishes and interests of the people, which our gracious sovereign has declared shall be the rule of the provincial government, will, on all occasions, be faithfully represented and advocated.”

Baldwin’s resolution read: “That in order to preserve that harmony between the different branches of the provincial parliament which is essential to the happy conduct of public affairs, the principal of such subordinate officers, advisers of the representative of the sovereign, and constituting as such the provincial administration under him, as the head of the provincial government, ought always to be men possessed of the public confidence, whose opinions and policy harmonizing with those of the representatives of the people, would afford a guarantee that the well-understood wishes and interests of the people, which our gracious sovereign has declared shall be the rule of the provincial government, will at all times be faithfully represented to the head of that government and through him to the sovereign and imperial parliament.”

4. “That the people of this province, have, moreover, a right to expect from such provincial administration the exertion of their best endeavours that the imperial authority, within its constitutional limits, shall be exercised in the manner most consistent with their wishes and interests.”

Baldwin’s resolution was a much more direct affirmation of principle. It read: “That as it is practically always optional with such advisers to continue in or retire from office, at pleasure, this House has the constitutional right of holding such advisers politically responsible for every act of the provincial government of a local character, sanctioned by such government while such advisers continue in office.”

 

It is said that the resolutions in their final form were drafted by Lord Sydenham himself. It would be difficult to say just what would have been the scope of their operation had that energetic and purposeful nobleman remained at the head of Canadian affairs. But his melancholy and untimely death, just as the session came to a close, gave a new turn to the current of history and rendered it possible for those who had opposed his administration to put into operation the principles of government whose validity he had conceded. A fall from his horse (September 4th, 1841) resulted in injuries which proved too much for his constitution, already enfeebled by the severity of his labours, to withstand. He lingered for a fortnight, his mind still busied with public cares, worn out with insomnia and racked with unceasing suffering. On the seventeenth of the month, while the governor-general was hovering between life and death, the parliament was prorogued in his name by the officer commanding the forces at Kingston. On Sunday, September 19th, Lord Sydenham breathed his last. His memory has been variously judged. A well-known French-Canadian historian has denounced the “political tyranny which he exercised against the Liberals of the population,” and has spoken of his “hand of iron” pressed heavily upon French Canada. A British-Canadian historian of prominence ha  called him the “merchant pacificator of Canada,” and ranked his achievements with those of Wolfe and Brock. But all are united in testifying to his untiring zeal, his wide range of knowledge and the integrity of his personal character.

Turcotte, Le Canada sous l’Union, .

John McMullen, History of Canada, (1868), .


CHAPTER V

THE FIRST LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN MINISTRY
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THE SUDDEN DEATH of Lord Sydenham occasioned an interregnum in the government of the province, during which time the administration was carried on under Sir Richard Jackson, commander of Her Majesty’s forces in Canada. On October 7th, 1841, a new governor-general was appointed in the person of Sir Charles Bagot, who arrived at Kingston on Monday, January 10th, 1842. The news of his appointment had been the subject of a premature jubilation on the part of the thorough-going Tories of the MacNab faction. The nominee of the Tory government of Sir Robert Peel, and himself known for a Tory of the old school, Sir Charles was expected to restore to Canada an atmosphere of official conservatism which should recall the serener days of the Family Compact. The sequel showed that Sir Charles was prepared to do nothing of the kind. He was, indeed, a Tory, but his long parliamentary and diplomatic training had stood him in good stead. As an under-secretary of state for foreign affairs and on diplomatic missions at Paris, Washington and St. Petersburg, he had learned the value of the ways of peace. At the Hague, whither he had been sent in connection with the recent disruption of the kingdom of the  Netherlands, he had already had to face the problem of rival religions and hostile races. The natural affability and kindness of his temperament, combined with the enlightened wisdom of advancing years, led him to seek rather to conciliate existing differences than to inflame anew the smouldering embers of partisan animosity. Devoid of the personal egotism which had so often converted colonial governors into “domineering proconsuls,” Sir Charles was willing to entrust the task of practical government to the hands most able to undertake it. For the role of pacificator, the new governor-general was well suited. His distinguished bearing and upright carriage, and the ease with which he mingled with all classes of colonial society rapidly assured him in the province a personal esteem destined greatly to facilitate that conciliation of rival parties which it was his hope to accomplish.

It only remained for Bagot to find, among the political groups which divided his parliament, a party, or a union of parties, strong enough to enable him to carry on the government on these lines. As the parliament was not summoned for eight months after his arrival, Sir Charles had ample time to look about him and to consider the political situation which he was called upon to face. Visits to Toronto, Montreal and Quebec brought him into contact with the political leaders of the hour, and enabled him to realize that, with the ministry as it at the moment  existed, it would not be possible long to carry on the government. Indeed the Draper ministry had owed its continued existence solely to the recognized value of certain of the measures which it had initiated. It had enjoyed a sort of political armistice, at the close of which a renewed and triumphant onslaught of its opponents might naturally be expected. In particular the new governor realized that it would be impossible to carry on the government of the country without an adequate support from the French-Canadians. He made it, therefore, his aim from the outset to adopt towards them an attitude of friendliness and confidence. Several important appointments to office were made from among their ranks. Judge Vallières, one of Sir John Colborne’s former antagonists, was made chief-justice of Montreal; Dr. Meilleur, a French-Canadian scholar of distinction, became superintendent of public instruction. As a result of this policy Bagot was greeted in Lower Canada with signal enthusiasm and his memory has still an honoured place in the annals of the province.

Meantime it had become evident even to Mr. Draper that some reconstruction of the ministry and some decided modification of its policy were urgently demanded. French Canada was still loud in its complaints against its lack of proper representation in the cabinet, against the injustice of the present electoral divisions, and against local government by appointed officers. “The government,” said Le Canadien, a leading journal in the Reform interest, “may keep us in a state of political inferiority, it may rob us, it may oppress us. It has the support of an army and of the whole power of the empire to enable it to do so. But never will we ourselves give it our support in its attempt to enslave and degrade us.” The tone of the province was clearly seen in the bye-elections which took place during the recess of parliament. D. B. Papineau, a brother of the exiled leader, was elected for Ottawa, James Leslie, who had been one of the victims of the election frauds of 1841, was elected for Verchères. Most significant of all was the return to parliament of Louis Hippolyte LaFontaine. Baldwin, it will be remembered, had been elected in 1841 for two constituencies, Hastings and the fourth riding of York. He had accepted the seat for Hastings, and the constituency of York was thereby without a representative. He proposed to his constituents that they should bear witness to the reality of the Anglo-French Reform alliance by electing LaFontaine as their representative. LaFontaine accepted with cordiality the proposal of his ally. “I cannot but regard such a generous and liberal offer,” he wrote in answer to the formal invitation from the Reform committee of the riding, “as a positive and express condemnation, on the part of the freeholders, of the gross injustice done to several Lower Canadian constituencies, which, in reality, have been deprived of their elective franchise, and which, in consequence of violence, riots  and bloodshed, are now represented in the united parliament by men in whom they place no confidence.”

To his new constituency LaFontaine issued an address in which he urged the need of coöperation between the French and English parties. “Apart from the considerations of social order, from the love of peace and political freedom, our common interests would alone establish sympathies which, sooner or later, must have rendered the mutual coöperation of the mass of the two populations necessary to the march of government. . . . The political contest commenced at the last session has resulted in a thorough union in parliament between the members who represent the majority of both peoples. That union secures to the provincial government solid support in carrying out those measures which are required to establish peace and contentment.” LaFontaine’s candidacy was successful and he was elected in September, 1841, by a majority of two hundred and ten votes.

It was the design of Bagot to meet the impending difficulties of the situation, before the meeting of parliament, by such a reconstruction of his ministry as should convert it into a coalition in which all parties might be represented. To men of moderate views, of the type of Sir Charles Bagot, there is an especial fascination in the idea of a political coalition. To subordinate the petty differences of party animosity to the broader considerations of national welfare, is a task  so congenial to their own temperament that they do not realize how difficult it is for others. To gather into a single happy family the radical and the reactionary, the clerical and the secularist, is a hope as tempting as it is fatuous. The initial success which had attended Bagot’s efforts, the enthusiasm of his reception in French Canada, concealed for the moment the difficulties of the peaceful reunion which he proposed. At Montreal the governor had been received by a “procession upwards of a mile in length, while the hundred banners and flags which fluttered in the gentle breeze, together with the animating strains of martial music, formed a tout ensemble which had never before been witnessed in Canada.”

New York Albion, Saturday, June 4th, 1842.

“The millenium,” wrote a British correspondent, a month or two later, “has certainly arrived. Lord Ashburton has settled all difficulties between John Bull and Brother Jonathan, and the lion and the lamb are seen lying down together in Sir Charles Bagot’s cabinet.” This last allusion referred to the elevation of Francis Hincks and Henry Sherwood to executive office. On June 9th, 1842, Hincks was given the post of inspector-general. Previous to the union this position (in each province) had been of a somewhat routine character, the chief duties of its incumbent being to vouch for the correctness of the warrants issued  on the receiver-general. But even in Sydenham’s time it was intended that the office should be converted into what might be called a ministry of finance, and that the inspector-general should hold a seat in the legislature as the official exponent of the financial policy of the government. The voluntary retirement of the Hon. John Macauley of Kingston, inspector-general for Upper Canada, had made an opening, and Hincks was accordingly given the position of inspector-general of Canada, while the former incumbent of the office in Lower Canada was made deputy-inspector for the united provinces.

Hincks, Reminiscences, .

It had been charged against Hincks that, even during the preceding session of the parliament, the prospect of this office had been held out as a bait to allure him from his allegiance to the Reformers. But according to his own statement no approaches of this kind were made to him at all during the year 1841. Nor did he intend, in accepting a seat in the executive council, which was to accompany the inspectorship, to forego any of his previous principles. In his address to his Oxford constituents on the occasion of his reëlection on appointment to office, he said: “I have accepted office without the slightest compromise of my well-known political principles, and I shall not continue to hold it unless the administration with which I am connected shall be supported  by the public opinion of the country.” Nevertheless the bitter comments of the rival factions on Hincks’s appointment showed already the impossibilities of a general reconciliation. “The appointment of Mr. Hincks to the lucrative and important office of inspector-general,” said a contemporary journalist, “has been received with strong expressions of disapproval by the great bulk of the loyal party of the province. . . . Mr. Hincks has long conducted a journal which has been accused of ministering sedition to its readers, and at the breaking out of Mackenzie’s rebellion he stood with his arms folded, rendering no assistance towards quelling the atrocious attempt of that mountebank. . . . It is for these reasons that the honours now bestowed on him are so objectionable to a great part of the people.” It will be noted that both now and later it was an article of faith with the Tories that they were the only loyal part of the population, a fiction which rendered any political compromise with them all the more difficult to effect.

Reminiscences, .

Correspondent of the New York Albion, July 2nd, 1841.

In order to offset the appointment of Hincks, Bagot at the same time offered the post of solicitor-general for Upper Canada to Cartwright, a leading member of the MacNab party. Cartwright declined the office, and forwarded to Sir Charles Bagot a letter in explanation of his refusal. The recent appointment, he said, had been viewed with disapproval by the  Conservative party to which he belonged. He construed it as an evidence that the government was indifferent to the political principles of its supporters, even when their principles were unfriendly to British supremacy. The cry for responsible government was a danger to the country, and was a request incompatible with the position of Canada as a British colony. Of this dangerous movement, Mr. Hincks had been the “apologist.” He had been the defender of Papineau and Mackenzie up to the very moment of the rebellion. To go into a government with “this individual” would ruin Mr. Cartwright’s character as a public man. As Mr. Cartwright’s objections appeared invincible, the post was offered to one of his fellow Conservatives, Henry Sherwood, a lawyer of Toronto. Mr. Sherwood, contrary to the expectation of his party, accepted the office, entering upon his duties in July, 1842. The ministry was therefore (in the month of August, 1842) of a decidedly multi-coloured complexion, containing as it did, representatives of the Tories, the Reformers, and of the old council. But it was the intention of Bagot to carry his principle of combination still further, and to enlist, if possible, the services of the two men most influential in the country, Baldwin and LaFontaine. Of LaFontaine’s support the governor felt a  particular need. The ministry contained no French-Canadians, and of the special offices which were concerned exclusively with the affairs of Lower Canada, one (the office of solicitor-general) had been rendered vacant by the elevation of Mr. Day to the bench, while the incumbent of another (Ogden, the attorney-general) was absent in England. It was becoming clear that, unless a reconstruction could be effected, the present ministry would be left almost unsupported in the House. Mr. Draper seems to have accepted the situation with philosophic resignation. He was quite ready, if need be, to resign his own place, and he harboured no delusions about his ability to carry on the government with inadequate support. The meeting of parliament at Kingston (September 8th, 1842) was made the occasion of an attempt on the part of the governor to complete his system of coalition. His speech from the throne, while referring to the prosperous financial position of the government and the rapid progress of the public works undertaken, expressed an ardent wish that “a spirit of moderation and harmony might animate the counsels of the parliament.” The debate on the address in answer to the speech was fixed for Friday, September 13th. On that afternoon the governor, who had already been in personal consultation with LaFontaine, wrote to him in the following terms: — 

See N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

 

“Government House,

“Kingston, September 13th, 1842.

 

“Sir:

“Having taken into my most earnest and anxious consideration the conversation which passed between us, I find my desire to invite to the aid of, and cordial coöperation with my government the population of French origin in this province, unabated. . . . I have, therefore, come, not without difficulty, to the conclusion that, for such an object, I will consent to the retirement of the attorney-general, Mr. Ogden, from the office which he now holds, upon its being distinctly understood that a provision will be made for him commensurate with his long and faithful services. Upon his retirement I am prepared to offer to you the situation of attorney-general for Lower Canada with a seat in my executive council. . . .

“Mr. Baldwin’s differences with the government have arisen chiefly from his desire to act in concert with the representatives of the French portion of the population, and, as I hope these differences are now happily removed, I shall be willing to avail myself of this service. Mr. Draper has tendered me the resignation of his office. I shall always regret the loss of such assistance as he has uniformly afforded me, and I shall feel the imperative obligation of considering his claims upon the government, whenever an opportunity may offer of adequately acknowledging them. . . .

 

“From my knowledge of the sentiments entertained by all the gentlemen who now compose my constitutional advisers, I see no reason to doubt that a strong and united council might be formed on the basis of this proposition. In this persuasion I have gone to the utmost length to meet and even to surpass your demands, and if, after such an overture, I shall find that my efforts to secure the political tranquillity of the country are unsuccessful, I shall at least have the satisfaction of feeling that I have exhausted all the means which the most anxious desire to accomplish the great object has enabled me to devise.

“I have the honour, etc,

“C. Bagot.”

The promise was given in the same letter that the position of solicitor-general for Lower Canada should be filled according to LaFontaine’s nomination, provided only that the person nominated was British. The commissionership of Crown lands was likewise to be offered to M. Girouard, a former associate and friend of LaFontaine during the constitutional struggle preceding the rebellion. At the same time a pension was to be granted to Mr. Davidson, the previous commissioner, an old servant of the government. That the proposal thus made went a long way towards meeting the demands of the Reform party can be seen by reading the comments on it in the Tory press, when the letter was subsequently read out in the assembly by Mr. Draper as a proof of the  intractable attitude of the Reformers. “Incredible and humiliating as it may appear,” said the Toronto Church, “it was really written by Sir Charles Bagot to Mr. LaFontaine. . . . A Radical ministry cannot last long. Loyal men need not despair; they have God on their side. We must begin to agitate for a dissolution of the union between Upper and Lower Canada, or a federal union of all the British North American provinces.” It will be seen from this that the exasperated Tories claimed a monopoly, not only of loyalty to the Crown, but even of the sheltering protection of Providence.

Flattering as was Sir Charles Bagot’s proposal, LaFontaine, after hurried consultation with his future colleague, did not see fit to accept it. It had been the aim of the Reform leaders not merely to obtain office for themselves personally but to force a resignation of the whole ministry, to be followed by a cabinet reconstruction in due form. Even with Draper absent, there were several members of the existing administration, notably Sherwood, the Tory solicitor-general just appointed, with whom they would find it difficult to coöperate. To accept the responsibility of providing pensions for Ogden and Davidson seemed to LaFontaine, wrongly perhaps, a bad constitutional precedent. The suggestion of giving pensions was not indeed without defence, under the circumstances. Davidson was an old public servant who had taken no active part in politics, and who had no wish to continue to hold an  office which was now to be made a subject of party appointment and dismissal. The office held by Ogden had also been non-political at the time of his assuming it. But a further objection to the proposal lay in the fact that the united Reformers were in complete command of the situation, and could afford to insist on better terms of entry upon office than those offered by Sir Charles Bagot.

Hincks, Political History of Canada, (a lecture) 1877, .

Foiled in the plan of friendly reconstruction, there was nothing for it for the government but to fight its way with the address as best it might. The resolutions for the adoption of a cordial response to the speech from the throne were the signal for a debate of unusual interest and excitement, during which the galleries of the legislative chambers were packed with eager listeners who felt that the fate not only of the government, but of the system of government, hung on the issue. The newspapers of the day testify to the intense interest occasioned by the prospect of the approaching trial of strength. “This afternoon,” writes the Toronto Herald of September 13th, “the great battle commenced. The war is even now being carried into the enemy’s camp — excitement increases — members rave — the people wax furious — and where it will end no one can guess.” “The House was so crowded,” complained a local journalist, “that we were unable to obtain any space for writing in, and  had to rely on our recollection for an abstract of the day’s proceedings.”

Correspondence of Toronto Herald.

Mr. Draper was too keen a fighter to surrender tamely and without a struggle. He addressed the House in what was called by the Kingston Chronicle, “one of the most splendid and eloquent speeches we have ever heard.” He submitted to the consideration of the assembly an account of the unsuccessful attempt to obtain the services of LaFontaine in the government. It had been recognized, he said, that it was absolutely right that the gentlemen representing the population of French Canada should have a share in the administration of affairs. It had not escaped attention that an alliance had been formed between the representatives of French Canada and the honourable member for Hastings. When the government had opened negotiations with the honourable member for the fourth riding of York (Mr. LaFontaine), it had appeared that the inclusion of Mr. Baldwin in the government was made a sine qua non. He (Mr. Draper) had felt that he could not remain in the council if Mr. Baldwin were brought into it. It was for this reason that he had tendered his resignation. Mr. Draper then read aloud the governor’s letter to LaFontaine. On what grounds His Excellency’s proposal had been declined he would leave to the honourable members opposite to explain.

 

LaFontaine and Baldwin both spoke in answer. LaFontaine spoke in French. At the opening of his speech he was interrupted by a member asking him to speak in English. LaFontaine refused. “Even were I as familiar with the English as with the French language,” he said, “I should none the less make my first speech in the language of my French-Canadian compatriots, were it only to enter my solemn protest against the cruel injustice of that part of the Act of Union which seeks to proscribe the mother tongue of half the population of Canada.” In the course of his speech LaFontaine dwelt upon the unfair position in which French Canada was placed and its lack of representation in the cabinet. He had no wish for office unless his acceptance of it should mean the introduction of a new régime. In default of that, “in the state of enslavement in which the iron hand of Lord Sydenham sought to hold the people of French Canada, in the presence of actual facts which still bespeak that purpose, he had (in refusing), but one duty to fulfil, — that of maintaining that personal honour which has distinguished his compatriots and to which their most embittered enemies are compelled to do homage.”

Baldwin, following LaFontaine with an amendment to the address embodying a declaration of want of confidence, was able to feel that his hour of triumph had come. The government at the close of the last session had acquiesced in the resolutions affirming the principle of responsible  government; these they must now repudiate or inevitably find themselves out of office. Baldwin could scarcely be called an eloquent speaker. His language was often cumbrous and was devoid of imagery. But in moments such as the present he was able to present a clear case with over-whelming force. He challenged the government to abide by the principle which they had avowed. In that principle lay the future safety of the imperial connection and the union of the Canadas. “I will never yield my desire,” he said, “to preserve the connection between this and the mother country: and although it is said a period must arrive demanding a separation, I, for my part, with the principle that has now been avowed being acted on, cannot subscribe to that opinion. If a conciliatory policy is adopted towards all the people of this country, such an opinion could have no existence. I was, and still am, an advocate of the union of the provinces, but an advocate not of a union of parchment, but a union of hearts and of free born men.”

Kingston Chronicle and Gazette, September 17th, 1842.

If, the speaker continued, the ministry believed it but an act of justice to the Lower Canadians to call some of their representatives to the councils of their sovereign’s representative, why had they kept this conviction pent up in their own minds without the manliness to give it effect? They admitted the justice of the principle but had not the manliness to give it effect. Out of their own mouths they stood  convicted. Other members joined in the debate. Aylwin denounced the government in unstinted terms. The letter to LaFontaine, he said, was a trick. It was intended to increase discord. Mr. Draper had said that he was unwilling to remain in office as a colleague of Mr. Baldwin. He could not act with the master, but he had no objection to acting with the disciple. This sneering allusion to Hincks provoked from that member an embittered denial of the aptness of the phrase. He had never been, he said, a disciple of Robert Baldwin; the great question on which they had agreed, and for which they had acted together, had been responsible government; that was now settled and conceded. The policy of the administration had been worthy of support, and he had supported it.

The attack thus opened on the government waged hotly through the sitting of the afternoon and evening. Barthe of Yamaska, Viger and others joined in the onslaught. When the debate was at last adjourned, a little before midnight, it was plain to all that if a vote should be taken on Baldwin’s amendment the government must inevitably succumb. It was in vain that Sullivan in the Upper House had undertaken the defence of the government with his usual brilliance and power; in vain that he had tried to show that the Reformers were merely a party of obstruction, bent on impeding the legitimate operation of government for their own  selfish ends. “Are we,” he cried, “to carry on the government fairly and upon liberal principles, or by dint of miserable majorities? by the latter or by the united acclamations of the people? We wish to know, in fact, whether there is sufficient patriotism to allow us to work for the good of the people.”

The argument against miserable majorities, whatever it might mean to a philosopher, was powerless to meet the situation or to save the government from its imminent defeat. Great, therefore, was the expectation of the public for a renewal of the struggle on the following day. The halls and galleries of the legislature were packed with an expectant audience. All the greater was the surprise of the spectators to find that the storm which had raged so fiercely in the House had now suddenly and entirely subsided. Very obviously something had happened. The members of the assembly, who yesterday had appeared instinct with an eager intentness, now sat with quiet composure in their luxurious chairs of “green moreen,” meditating in silence or even chatting and joking with their fellows. There was for a moment a thrill of expectation in the audience when Hincks arose; he, if any one, might be expected, with his incisive speech and telling directness, to precipitate an encounter. But, to the disappointment of the listening crowd in the galleries, the inspector-general merely moved that the debate on Mr.  Baldwin’s amendment should be postponed till Friday. The quiet acceptance of this proposal by the House showed that the majority of the members were aware of its meaning. The government, unable to face the rising storm of opposition, had capitulated. Mr. Draper’s resignation was again to be handed in, and a general reconstruction of the ministry was to be effected. Some few of the members ventured an immediate protest. Dr. Dunlop, an “independent” member for Huron, known as “Tiger Dunlop,” denounced the contemplated adjustment. The political transformation that seemed about to be accomplished would introduce, he said, within a space of twenty-four hours, changes as extraordinary as those witnessed by Rip Van Winkle after a lapse of twenty years. The new ministry that was in the making would be as composite as Nebuchadnezzar’s dream; he would not be invidious enough to say who would be the head of gold or who the feet of brass, but the greater part of it he feared would be of dirt.

See N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

The epithet did not refer to the Doctor’s pugnacity, but to his record as a tiger slayer in India. See W. J. Rattray, The Scot in British North America, Vol. II., p et seq.

In despite, however, of Dr. Dunlop’s sallies and the loud outcry of the Tory press, the proposed arrangement was carried to its completion. Baldwin withdrew his amendment; Mr. Draper resigned, and LaFontaine and his colleague entered upon office. The change effected was not a  complete change of cabinet, inasmuch as Hincks, Killaly, Sullivan and three others still remained in office. As Hincks has pointed out, the name, “LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry” commonly applied to the new executive group is therefore inaccurate. Sullivan was in reality the senior member of the council. But in the wider sense of the term the designation, “LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry,” indicates the essential principle of its reconstruction, and, as a matter of historical nomenclature, has long met with a general acceptance. The formation of the ministry involved a certain element of compromise. The disputed question of the pensions was left as a matter of individual voting, and in the sequel was satisfactorily arranged, Ogden being given an imperial appointment and Davidson a collectorship of customs. It was not, according to Hincks, definitely and formally stipulated that the ministers left over from the old ministry should retain their seats on condition of conforming to the policy of their new chiefs. But, with the exception of Sullivan, their known opinions were such as to render this conformity more or less a matter of course. The ministry as finally constituted — the change occupied two or three weeks — was as follows: — 

Political History of Canada, .

Op. cit, .

L. H. LaFontaine, attorney-general for Lower Canada; Robert Baldwin,  attorney-general for Upper Canada; R. B. Sullivan, president of the council; J. H. Dunn, receiver-general; Dominick Daly, provincial secretary for Lower Canada; S. B. Harrison, provincial secretary for Upper Canada; H. H. Killaly, president of the department of public works; F. Hincks, inspector-general of public accounts; T. C. Aylwin, solicitor-general for Lower Canada; J. E. Small, solicitor-general for Upper Canada; A. N. Morin, commissioner of Crown lands. The last named office had been declined by Mr. Girouard, whose name had been mentioned in Sir Charles Bagot’s letter, and was, at LaFontaine’s suggestion, conferred upon Morin, his most intimate friend and political associate.

The incoming ministers, in accordance with parliamentary practice, now resigned their seats and submitted themselves to their constituents for re-election. The election of LaFontaine in what the Tories called his “rotten borough” of the fourth riding of York, was an easy matter. Baldwin, on the other hand, encountered a stubborn opposition. The following newspaper extracts (both taken, it need hardly be said, from journals opposed to the new ministry) may give some idea of the elections of the period and the virulence of the party politics of the day.

“The Hastings election commenced on Monday. At half past ten the speeches began and lasted till three. Although Mr. Baldwin came in with  a large procession and Mr. Murney had none, yet the latter was listened to with extreme attention, and spoke admirably. Mr. Baldwin could not be heard half the time, there was incessant talking while he spoke. At five o’clock on Tuesday evening the poll stood thus: — Murney, 130; Baldwin, 124. The poll does not close till Saturday night. Let every loyal man consider that on his single vote the election may depend, and let him immediately hasten and record it for Murney.

“The fourth riding election commenced on Monday. William Roe, Esq., a popular and loyal man, resident at Newmarket, opposes Mr. LaFontaine. The poll is held at David-town (fit place!). By the last accounts the votes stood thus: — LaFontaine, 191; Roe, 71. Mr. Roe was recovering his lost ground and will fight manfully to the last. Every out-voter should repair to his aid. Saturday will not be too late.”

 

“The Hastings election has terminated in favour of Mr. Murney. The numbers at the last were: — Murney, 482; Baldwin, 433. A number of shanty-men having no votes were hired by Mr. Baldwin’s party to create a disturbance. They did so, and ill-treated Mr. Murney’s supporters. The latter, however, rallied and drove their dastardly assailants from the field. Two companies of the 23rd Regiment were sent from Kingston to keep the peace, and polling was most unjustly discontinued for one day.  The returning officer, Mr. Sheriff Moodie, is described to us, on good authority, as having entirely identified himself with the Baldwin party. He has made such a return as will prevent Mr. Murney from taking his seat, and no doubt the tyrannical and anti-British majority in the House will sustain him in any injustice, especially if it be exceedingly glaring.”

A less prejudiced journal gives the following more impartial account of the same proceedings:— “On Wednesday, (October 5th), it appears that bodies of voters, armed with bludgeons, swords, and firearms, generally consisting of men who had no votes but attached to opposite parties, alternately succeeded in driving the voters of Mr. Baldwin and Mr. Murney from the polls. . . . One man had his arm nearly cut off by a stroke of a sword, and two others are not expected to live from the blows they have received. All the persons injured whom we have mentioned were supporters of Mr. Baldwin, but we understand that the riotous proceedings were about as great on the one side as the other.”

The Prince Edward Gazette, quoted by J. C. Dent, Canada Since the Union, Vol. I., .

Baldwin was of course compelled to seek another constituency. The election in the second riding of York had been declared void and Baldwin was put up as a candidate by well-intentioned friends, in despite of the fact that he had already arranged to offer himself to a Lower Canadian  constituency. The upshot was that Baldwin, who made no canvass of the York electors, was again beaten. But his allies in French Canada were now only too anxious to make a fitting return for his action in this respect towards LaFontaine. For the debt of gratitude incurred, an obvious means of repayment suggested itself. Several French-Canadian members offered to make way for the associate of their leader. Baldwin accepted the offer of Mr. Borne, the member for Rimouski, for which constituency he was finally elected (January 30th, 1843), but not until after the session had closed.

The incoming of the first LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry as thus constituted, offers an epoch-making date in the constitutional history of Canada. It may with reason be considered the first Canadian cabinet, in which the principle of colonial self-government was embodied. This is not to say that it marks the establishment of responsible government in Canada, for to assign a date to that might be a matter of some controversy. Durham had recommended responsible government; Russell in his celebrated despatch had indicated, somewhat vaguely, perhaps, the sanction of the home government to its adoption; Sydenham had evaded, if not denied, it. Even after this date, as will  appear in the sequel, Metcalfe refused to accept it as the fundamental principle of Canadian government. Not until the coming of Lord Elgin can it be said that responsible government was recognized on both sides of the Atlantic as a permanent and essential part of the administration of the province. But it remains true that in this LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry we find for the first time a cabinet deliberately constituted as the delegates of the representatives of the people, and taking office under a governor willing to accept their advice as his constitutional guide in the government of the country.

“Canadian” in this sense refers to the two provinces then known as Canada. A responsible ministry had already been seen in Nova Scotia. See in this connection, Hon. J. W. Longley, Joseph Howe (Makers of Canada Series), Chapters iii, iv.

The distinct advance that was thus made in the political evolution of the British colonial system becomes more apparent upon a nearer view of the attendant circumstances of the hour. At the present day the people of Britain and the British colonies have become so accustomed to the peaceful operation of cabinet government that they are inclined to take it for granted as an altogether normal phenomenon, the possibility and the utility of which are self-evident. It is no longer realized that responsible government, like the wider principle of government by majority rule, rests after all upon convention. Unless and until the minority of a country are willing to acquiesce in the control of the majority, the whole system of vote counting and legislation based on it is impossible. In a community where the voters defeated at the polls resort to violence and rebellion, majority rule loses its political  significance, for this significance lies in the fact that it has become a general political habit of the community to accept the decision of the majority of themselves. On this presumed consensus, this general agreement to submit if voted down, rests the fabric of modern democratic government. The same is true, also, of the particular form of democratic rule known as cabinet or responsible government: it presupposes that the beaten party recognize the political right of their conquerors to take office; that they will not consider that the whole system of government has broken down merely because they have been voted out of power; nor meditate a resort to violent measures, as if the political victory of their opponents had dissolved the general bonds of allegiance. So much has this party acquiescence become in our day the traditional political habit, that in British, self-governing countries His Majesty’s ministers and His Majesty’s Opposition circulate in and out of office with decorous alternation, each side recognizing in the other an institution necessary to its own existence. But at the period of which we speak the case was different. To the thorough-going Tories the admission to office of LaFontaine, Baldwin and their adherents seemed a political crime. Loyalty raised its hands in pious horror at the sight of a ministry whom it persisted in associating with the lost cause of rebellion and sedition, and one of whose two leaders was under the permanent stigma  attaching to an alien name and descent. Even the traditional lip service due to colonial governors was forgotten, and the Tory press openly denounced Bagot as a feeble-minded man led astray by a clique of seditious and irresponsible advisers.

The journals of the autumn of 1842 are filled with denunciations of the new government. “If the events of the past few weeks,” wrote the Montreal Gazette, “are to be taken as a presage of the future — and who doubts it? — Lower Canada is no longer a place of sojourn for British colonists. A change has come over the spirit of our dream in the last few weeks, so sudden, so passing strange, that we have been scarcely able to comprehend its nature and extent. By degrees, however, the appalling truth develops itself. Every post from Kingston confirms the fact that the British party has been deliberately handed over to the vindictive disposition of a French mob, whose first efforts are directed towards the abrogation of those laws which protect property and promote improvement. Every step in the way of legislation since the 8th ultimate, has been a step backward, and the heel falls each time, with insulting ingenuity, on the necks of the British. ‘Coming events cast their shadows before.’ They are cast broadly and ominously, almost assuming in our sad and most reluctant eyes, the mysterious characters of sacred writ — Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin.”

 

The Montreal Transcript was even more outspoken in its denunciation. “To a governor without any opinion of his own and ready to veer about at every breath of opposition, no worse field could have been presented than Canada. Were His Excellency only resolute, the presence of three or four men in his cabinet could not avail to render him powerless and passive. But from the moment that the patronage of the Crown was surrendered, in such an unexampled manner, to such men — from the moment a seat in the cabinet was offered and pressed upon a man who had fought in open rebellion and faced the fire of British musketry in a mad attempt to carry out his hostility to the government that then was — from that moment the governor placed himself with his hands tied in the power of his new advisers.” Another leading Conservative paper did not scruple to say that the “composition of the present cabinet is the germ of colonial separation from the mother country.”

The reference is to Mr. Girouard who is said to have fought at St. Eustache.

One can understand how great must have been the difficulties of Bagot’s situation. It was not possible for him merely to fold his hands and to announce himself, with general approval, as the long-desired constitutional governor. If he attempted to actually govern, the Reformers would be up in arms; if he left the government to his ministers, he must face the outcry of the Tory faction. The ideal of one  party was the abomination of the other. The French press was of course loud in its praise of the new policy. “To-day,” said La Minerve, in speaking of the formation of the ministry, “commences a new era, and one which will be signalized by the administration of equal justice towards all our fellow-citizens and the return of popular confidence in the government.” “The great principle of responsibility,” said the same journal, “is thus formally and solemnly recognized by the representative of the Crown, and sealed with the approbation of the assembly. From this epoch dates a revolution, effected without blood or slaughter, but none the less glorious.” But the more the French press praised Bagot’s action, the more did the “loyal” newspapers denounce it, subjecting the governor to personal criticism and abuse entirely out of keeping with the system he laboured to introduce. “To hear the stupid Aurore and the venomous Minerve lauding a British governor,” declared the Toronto Patriot, “is surely proof plain that he is not what he might be; that he is a changed man and not worthy of the cordial sympathy of the Conservative and loyal press of Canada.” It is small wonder that Bagot’s health began to suffer severely from the anxiety and distress of mind occasioned by these malignant attacks upon his character.

A proper appreciation of the state of public feeling evidenced by such extracts renders clear the great significance of the LaFontaine-Baldwin  alliance in the history of Canada. Its importance is of a double character. It afforded, in the first place, an object lesson in the principle of responsible government; for it showed in actual operation a group of ministers united in policy, backed by an overwhelming majority in the popular branch of the legislature, and receiving the constitutional approval of the governor, of whom they were the advisers. Henceforth responsible government, the “one idea” of Robert Baldwin, was no longer merely an “idea”; it was a known and tried system whose actual operation had proved its possibility. Its trial, indeed, in the present case was but brief, yet brief as it was, it remained as an ensample for future effort. But the new government had a further significance. It indicated the only possible policy by which the racial problem in the political life of Canada could find an adequate solution. To the old-time Tory the absorption, suppression, or at any rate the subordination of French Canada seemed the natural, one might say the truly British and loyal, method of governing the united country. From now on a new path of national development is indicated in the alliance and coöperation of the two races, each contributing its distinctive share to the political life of the country, and each finding in the other a healthful stimulus and support. This is the principle, entirely contrary to the doctrines of the older school, first introduced by the alliance of Baldwin and LaFontaine, which has since governed the  destinies of Canada. On the validity of this principle the future of the country has been staked.

If we pass from the general consideration of the ministry before us to the legislative history of its first session, there is but little to record. The session was but of a month’s duration (September 8th to October 12th, 1842), the new ministers during the first part of it were still seeking reëlection, and time was lacking for a wide programme of reform. Such measures as were carried, however, indicated clearly the policy which it proposed to follow: to conciliate the people of French Canada by removing some of the more burdensome restrictions imposed by the special council and to make at least a beginning of a programme of reform, was the cardinal aim of the government. The first law placed upon the statute-book for the session — the law in regard to elections — evinced this latter purpose. The elections of the day were notoriously corrupt. Fraud and violence had been the rule rather than the exception. Under the existing system there was but a single polling place for each constituency, an arrangement which favoured riotous proceedings and the assemblage of tumultuous crowds. The new election law provided that there should be a separate polling place in each township or ward of every constituency, and that each elector should vote at the polling place of the district where his property was  situated. Electors might be put on oath as to whether they had already voted. The polls were to stay open only two days. An oath in denial of bribery could be imposed on any voter, if it were demanded by two electors. Firearms and other weapons might be confiscated by the returning officer, under penalty, in case of resistance, of fine and imprisonment. Under similar penalties it was forbidden to make use of ensigns, standards or flags, “as party flags,” to distinguish the supporters of a particular candidate, either on election day or for a fortnight before or after; a similar prohibition was laid down against “ribbons,” “labels” and “favours” used as party badges. These last clauses offered an easy mark for the raillery of the Conservative press, and offered a favourable opportunity for wilful misinterpretation by pressing into service the never-failing Union Jack and British loyalty. The Patriot of Toronto speaks as follows of the tyranny of the election law: — 

Statutes of Canada, 6 Vict., c. 1.

“This law also prohibits, under penalties of fines of fifty pounds, and imprisonment for six months, or both, the exhibiting of any ensign, standard, colour, flag, ribbon, label or favour, whatever, or for any reason whatsoever, at any election or on any election day, or within a fortnight before or after such a day!!! So that any body of honest electors who for a fortnight before or after an election (being a period of one month), shall dare to hoist the Union Jack of Old England, or  wear a green or blue ribbon in the button-hole, shall be fined fifty pounds or imprisoned six months, or both, under Mr. Baldwin’s election bill. We defy the whole world to match this bill for grinding and insupportable tyranny. Verily, Messrs. LaFontaine and Baldwin, ye use your victory over the poor, loyal serfs of Canada with most honourable moderation! How long this Algerine Act will be allowed to pollute our statute-book remains yet to be seen.”

Toronto Patriot, October, 1842.

Another statute of the session undertook to remedy the injustice done by Lord Sydenham towards the city constituencies of Montreal and Quebec. He had used the power conferred upon him under the Act of Union to reconstruct these constituencies by separating the cities from the suburbs; under the present statute the “ancient boundaries and limits” of the cities were restored. A further reversal of Lord Sydenham’s policy was seen in the repeal of a series of ordinances by which the special council had undertaken to alter the system of law courts in Lower Canada. Sydenham’s Act in reference to winter roads in Lower Canada, a needlessly officious piece of legislation, was also  partially repealed. A special duty of three shillings a quarter was imposed upon wheat from the United States; a loan of one million, five hundred thousand pounds sterling was authorized, and the sum of eighty-three thousand, three hundred and six pounds was voted for the civil list. A resolution was, moreover, passed by a large majority of the assembly (forty against twenty) declaring that Kingston was not suitable to be the seat of government. The session came to an end on October 12th, 1842. A useful beginning had been made but no legislation of a sweeping character had been passed. The adversaries of the government did not hesitate to taunt the ministry with having promised much and done little. “After all the rumpus about responsible government,” said the Woodstock Herald, “the session is over, and we are all just as we were — waiting for something, we scarcely know what. But we all know that the parliament has shown itself nothing but a debating club.”

6 Vict. c. 16.

Section 21.

Letters patent March 4th, 1841.

By a statute 6 Vict., c. 13, the ordinances were 3 and 4 Vict., c. 45: 4 Vict. c. 15 and 4 Vict. 19.

The clause repealed had enacted that horses when driven double must be driven abreast. This was intended to improve the sleighing.

At the time of their first ministry both LaFontaine and Baldwin may be said to have been entering upon the prime of life. Baldwin was thirty-eight years old, LaFontaine only thirty-four. In personal appearance they presented in many ways a contrast. LaFontaine was a man of striking presence, of more than ordinary stature, and robust and  powerful frame. His massive brow and regular features, the thoughtful cast of his countenance and the firm lines of the mouth, offered an almost exact resemblance to the face of the Emperor Napoleon. On his visiting the Invalides in Paris, LaFontaine was surrounded by the veterans of Napoleon’s guard, who are said to have thrilled with emotion at seeing among them the walking image of their dead emperor. When Lady Mary Bagot, who remembered the emperor, saw LaFontaine for the first time she could not repress an exclamation of astonishment. “If I was not certain that he is dead,” she cried, “I should say it was Napoleon.” The habitual gravity of LaFontaine’s manner and the dignity of his address enhanced still further the impression of power conveyed by his firm features and steady eye. His colleague was a man of different type and less striking in general appearance. In stature Baldwin stood rather above the average, being about five feet ten inches in height, though his heavy frame and the slight stoop of his broad shoulders prevented him from appearing a tall man. His eyes were grey and his hair of a dark brown, as yet untinged with grey. The features were lacking in mobility and the habitual expression of his face was that of serious thought, but the extreme kindliness of his heart and the truthfulness of his whole being, coupled with a manner that was unassuming and free from conceit, lent to his address a suggestion of rugged honesty and force and extreme  gentleness, that won him the unfailing affection of those about him.

As the autumn progressed, disquieting rumours began to prevail in regard to the state of the governor-general’s health. It is a strange thing that thrice running the destinies of Canada should have been profoundly affected by the premature death of those sent out to administer its government. “Canada has been too much for him,” John Stuart Mill had said of Lord Durham. With equal truth might it be said that Canada had proved too much for Sir Charles Bagot. The governor had come to the country in excellent health. The firm and vigorous tone in which he had read his first and only speech from the throne had been the subject of general remark, and had seemed to indicate that Bagot was destined for a vigorous old age. But the cares of office weighed heavily upon him. He had not anticipated that his policy of good-will and conciliation would have exposed him to the bitter attacks of the discomfited Tories; still less had he expected that his conduct, as appears to have been the case, would have been an object of censure at the hands of the home government. It is undoubted that the symptoms of heart trouble and general decline which now began to appear were aggravated by the governor’s sense of the failure of his mission as peacemaker, and by the distress caused by the crude brutality of his critics.

 

The autumn months of 1842 must indeed have been full of bitterness to Bagot. The opposition to his administration had assumed a personal note, for which the rectitude of his intentions gave no warrant. Organizations called Constitutional Societies, in remembrance of Tory loyalty before the rebellion, had sprung into new life. The parent society at Toronto was reproduced in organizations in the country districts. The “anti-British policy of Sir Charles Bagot” was denounced in the plainest terms. His ministry was openly branded as a ministry of traitors and rebels. The influence of Edward Gibbon Wakefield and other private advisers was made a salient point of attack, and the governor was represented as surrounded by a group of counsellors— “the Hinckses, the Wakefields and the Girouards, remarkable for nothing but bitter hatred to monarchical and loyal institutions.” The press of the mother country joined in the outcry. The Times undertook to demonstrate the folly of admitting to the ministry a man like LaFontaine, “who,” it asserted, “had had a price set upon his head.” The Morning Herald went still further; it declared the whole system of representative institutions in Lower Canada a mistake. That province, it said, needed “despotic government, — strong, just and good — administered by a governor-general  responsible to parliament.” “If Sir Charles Bagot be right,” it argued, “then Lord Gosford and Sir Francis Head must have been wrong,” which evidently was absurd.

Organized October 28th, 1842, or, as it was called, “reorganized,” (from the Society of 1832).

October 23rd, 1842.

In how far the British government itself joined in these censorious attacks cannot accurately be told, but Bagot had certainly received from Lord Stanley, the colonial secretary, letters condemning the policy he had seen fit to adopt. The Duke of Wellington had denounced the acceptance of the new Canadian ministry by the governor as surrendering to a party still affected with treason. “The Duke of Wellington,” wrote Sir Robert Peel, “has been thunderstruck by the news from Canada. He considers what has happened as likely to be fatal to the connection with England. . . Yesterday he read to me all the despatches, and commented on them most unreservedly. He perpetually said, ‘What a fool the man [Bagot] must have been, to act as he has done! and what stuff and nonsense he has written! and what a bother he makes about his policy and his measures, when there are no measures but rolling himself and his country in the mire!’” Even Peel himself felt by no means easy about the situation, nor did he accept the absolute validity of the constitutional principle as applied to Canadian government. “I would not,” he wrote to Stanley, “voluntarily throw myself into the hands of the French party through fear of being in a minority. . . . I would not allow the French  party to dictate the appointment of men tainted by charges, or vehement suspicion, of sedition or disaffection to British authority, to be ministers.”

C. S. Parker, Sir Robert Peel from his Private Papers (London, 1899), Vol. I., p et seq.

As the winter drew on it was evident that Sir Charles could no longer adequately fulfil his duties. He was obliged to postpone the meeting of the parliament which was to have taken place in November. His physicians urgently recommended that he should relinquish his office, and the oncoming of a winter of unwonted severity still further taxed his failing strength. He forwarded to the home government a request for his recall. In view of his enfeebled condition, the government was able to grant his prayer without seeming to reflect upon the character of his administration. But Bagot was not destined to see England again. Though released from office on March 30th, 1843, the day on which he yielded place to Sir Charles Metcalfe, he was no longer in a condition to undertake the homeward voyage, and was compelled to remain at Alwington House, in Kingston. Six weeks later, (May 19th, 1843), his illness terminated in death. Before going out of office he had uttered a wish to his assembled ministers that they would be mindful to defend his memory. The prayer was not unnecessary, for the bitter invective of his foes was not hushed even in the presence of death.

 

“Even when Sir Charles Bagot breathed his last,” says a chronicler of the time, himself a Tory and a disappointed place-hunter, “such was the exasperation of the public mind, that they (sic) scarcely accorded to him the common sentiments of regret which the departure of a human being from among his fellow-men occasions. . . . The Toronto Patriot in particular, the deadly and uncompromising enemy of the administration of the day, hesitated not to proclaim that the head of the government was an imbecile and a slave, while other journals, even less guarded in their language, boldly pronounced a wish that his death might free the country from the state of thraldom into which it was reduced.” Every good cause has its martyrs. The governor-general had played his part honestly and without self-interest, and when the list of those is written who have up-built the fabric of British colonial government, the name of Bagot should find an honoured place among their number.

Major Richardson, Eight Years in Canada, . Chapters xiv. and xv. of Richardson’s work may be consulted for characteristic abuse of Sir Charles Bagot.


CHAPTER VI

THE COMING OF METCALFE

[image: img84.jpg]

ON MARCH 29TH, 1843, the little town of Kingston was once more astir with expectancy and interest over the arrival of a new governor-general. Sir Charles Metcalfe had sailed from Liverpool to Boston, and thence had journeyed overland to Kingston, the country being in that inclement season “one mass of snow.” His journey terminated in a drive across the frozen lake and river, and a state entry, with no little pageantry, into his colonial capital. “He came,” said a Kingston correspondent of the time, “from the American side, in a close-bodied sleigh drawn by four greys. He was received on arriving at the foot of Arthur Street by an immense concourse of people. The male population of the place turned out en masse to greet Sir Charles, which they did with great enthusiasm. The various branches of the fire department, the Mechanics’ Institution and the national societies, turned out with their banners, which, with many sleighs decorated with flags, made quite a show. Sir Charles Metcalfe is a thorough-looking Englishman, with a jolly visage.”

The winter was exceptionally severe. “Governor Metcalfe,” said a New York official at Albany, “you’ll admit, I think, that this is a clever body of snow for a young country.”

 

In the drama of responsible government in Canada, it was the unfortunate lot of this “thorough-looking Englishman with a jolly visage,” to be cast for the part of villain. His attempt to strangle the infant Hercules in its cradle, to reassert the claim of the governor to the actual control of the administration, forms the most important and critical episode of the story before us and merits a treatment in some detail. Such a treatment may, perhaps, be best introduced by a discussion of the personality and personal opinions of the new governor, and in particular of his opinions on the vexed question of colonial administration. The word “villain” that has just been used, must be understood in a highly figurative sense. Metcalfe was a man of many admirers. Gibbon Wakefield has pronounced him a statesman “whom God made greater than the colonial office.” Macaulay indicates for him a perhaps even higher range of distinction in calling him, “the ablest civil servant I ever knew in India.” His enthusiastic biographer tells us that on his retiring from his administration of Jamaica, the “coloured population kneeled to bless him,” while “all classes of society and all sects of Christians sorrowed for his departure, and the Jews set an example of Christian love by praying for him in their synagogues.” In face of such a record it seems almost a pity that Sir Charles should have abandoned the coloured populations of Jamaica and  Hyderabad to assume the care of the uncoloured people of Canada. That Metcalfe was an upright, honourable man, disinterested in his motives and conscientious in the performance of what he took to be his duty, is hardly open to doubt. But it may well be doubted whether the antecedent training that he had received had not unfitted, rather than fitted, him for the position he was now called upon to assume.

Fisher’s Colonial Magazine, July, 1844.

J. W. Kaye, Life of Lord Metcalfe, 1859.

In the British system a great gulf is fixed between the administration of a dependency and the governorship of a self-governing colony. Of the greatness of this gulf Metcalfe appears to have had no proper appreciation, and he was, in consequence, unable to rid his mind of the supposed parallel between the different parts of the empire in which he had been called upon to act as governor. In a letter which he addressed to Colonel Stokes, one of his Indian correspondents, during his troubles in Canada, he undertakes to make his difficulties with the Canadian legislature apparent by the following interesting analogy: “Fancy such a state of things in India, with a Mohammedan council and a Mohammedan assembly, and you will have some notion of my position.” In view of the very limited number of Mohammedans in the Canadian assembly, it is to be presumed that the notion thus communicated would be a somewhat artificial one.

 

Sir Charles Metcalfe, at the time of his coming to Canada, was fifty-eight years old. For some time previous he had been suffering from a dangerous and painful malady — a cancerous growth in the left cheek — which had occasioned his retirement from his previous position. An operation performed in England had seemed to remove all danger of a fatal termination of the disorder, and Sir Charles, in coming to Canada, hoped that he had at last recovered from his long affliction.

He was born on January 30th, 1785.

What may seem strange in connection with Metcalfe’s régime in Canada, and his attitude towards Canadian political parties, was that he was not, as far as British politics were concerned, a Tory or a friend of the royal prerogative. He was, on the contrary, to use the words of his biographer, “a Whig and something more than a Whig.” The same authority has further described him as “a statesman known to be saturated through and through with Liberal opinions.” Metcalfe himself, in a letter written shortly before his appointment, spoke of his own opinions and his political position in the following terms: “In the present predominance of Toryism among the constituencies, there is no chance for a man who is for the abolition of the Corn Laws, vote by ballot, extension of the suffrage, amelioration of the Poor Laws for the benefit of the poor, equal rights to all sects of Christians in matters  of religion, and equal rights to all men in civil matters.”

J. W. Kaye, Life of Lord Metcalfe, Vol. II., .

Letter to Mr. Mangles, January 13th, 1843.

On the strength of such a declaration it might have been supposed that Metcalfe would have gravitated naturally towards the Reform party of Canada, at the basis of whose programme civil and religious equality and the doctrine of equal rights lay as a corner-stone. But the lamp of Metcalfe’s Liberalism burned dim in the colonial atmosphere. His inclinations were all on the side of the Tory party, whose fervid and ostentatious loyalty offered a cheering contrast to the stiff-necked independence of the Reformers. “It is,” he said, “the only party with which I can sympathize. I have no sympathy with the anti-British rancour of the French party or the selfish indifference towards our country of the Republican party. Yet these are the parties with which I have to coöperate.” The expression, “Republican party,” shows that the incessant accusation of disloyalty brought by the Conservative journalists against their opponents, was not without its effect upon the governor’s mind. By sheer force of iteration the Conservatives had convinced themselves that they were the one and only section of the people truly loyal to the Crown; and since the governor was the immediate and visible representative of the Crown in Canada, there was a natural temptation to construe this attitude into a declaration of personal allegiance.

 

But although Metcalfe might plead guilty to a spontaneous sympathy with the Tory party, he had no intention of identifying or allying himself with any of the rival factions. On the contrary, he cherished, as had his predecessors, the belief that his proper attitude and vocation should be that of the peacemaker, the wise administrator enabled by the altitude of his office to compose the differences that severed his fractious subordinates. “I dislike extremely,” he said, “the notion of governing as a supporter of any particular party. I wish to make the patronage of the government conducive to the conciliation of all parties by bringing into the public service the men of greatest merit and efficiency, without any party distinction.”

Metcalfe to Stanley, April 24th, 1843.

The governor seems, however, to have recognized that he could not disregard the fact that the party at present in power had the support of the assembly behind them. “Fettered as I am,” he wrote, “by the necessity of acting with a council brought into place by a coalition of parties, and at present in possession of a decided majority in the representative assembly, I must in some degree forego my own inclinations in those respects.” It was his intention, he told the colonial secretary, to treat the executive council with the confidence and cordiality due to the station which they occupied, but he was prepared to be on his guard against any encroachments. This last  phrase touches the root of the matter. Of what nature were the “encroachments” which Metcalfe was determined not to permit? How did he interpret his own position in reference to the executive officers that were his constitutional advisers? What, in other words, was his opinion on the application of responsible government? The answer to this question can best be found by an examination of Metcalfe’s own statements as they appear in his confidential correspondence with the colonial office.

“Lord Durham’s meaning,” he wrote, “seems to have been that the governor should conduct his administration in accordance with public feeling, represented by the popular branch of the legislature, and it is obvious that without such concordance the government could not be successfully administered. There is no evidence in what manner Lord Durham would have carried out the system which he advocated, as it was not brought into effect during his administration. Lord Sydenham arranged the details by which the principle was carried into execution. In forming the executive council he made it a rule that the individuals composing it should be members of the popular branch of the legislature, to which, I believe, there was only one exception: the gentleman appointed to be president being a member of the legislative council.  Lord Sydenham had apparently no intention of surrendering the government into the hands of the executive council. On the contrary, he ruled the council, and exercised great personal influence in the election of members to the representative assembly. . . . I am not aware that any great change took place during that period of the administration of Sir Charles Bagot which preceded the meeting of the legislature, but this event was instantly followed by a full development of the consequences of making the officers of the government virtually dependent for the possession of their places on the pleasure of the representative body. The two extreme parties in Upper Canada most violently opposed to one another, coalesced solely for the purpose of turning out the office-holders, or, as it is now termed, the ministry of that day, with no other bond of union, and with a mutual understanding that having accomplished that purpose, they would take the chance of the consequences, and should be at liberty to follow their respective courses. The French party also took part in this coalition, and from its compactness and internal union, formed its greatest strength. These parties together accomplished their joint purpose. They had expected to do so by a vote of the assembly, but in that were anticipated by the governor-general, who in apprehension of the threatened vote of want of confidence in members of his council, opened negotiations with the leaders of the French party, and that negotiation terminated in the  resignation or removal from the council of those members who belonged to what is called by themselves the Conservative party, and in the introduction of five members of the united French and Reform parties. . . . These events were regarded by all parties in the country as establishing in full force the system of responsible government of which the practical execution had before been incomplete. From that time the tone of the members of the council and the tone of the public voice regarding responsible government has been greatly exalted. The council are now spoken of by themselves and others generally as the ‘ministers,’ the ‘administration,’ the ‘cabinet,’ the ‘government,’ and so forth. Their pretensions are according to this new nomenclature. They regard themselves as a responsible ministry, and expect that the policy and conduct of the governor shall be subservient to their views and party policy.”

Metcalfe to Stanley, April 24th, 1843. Metcalfe’s colonial despatches can be found in the Selections from the Papers of Lord Metcalfe, (London, 1885, Ed., J. W. Kaye).

Very similar in tone is a despatch of May 12th, 1843, in which the governor declared that none of his predecessors had really been face to face with the problem of granting or withholding self-government. “Lord Durham,” he said, “had no difficulty in writing at leisure in praise of responsible government. . . Lord Sydenham put the idea in force without suffering himself to be much restrained by it. . . Sir Charles Bagot yielded to the coercive effect of Lord Sydenham’s arrangements. Now comes the tug of war, and supposing absolute submission to be out  of the question, I cannot say that I see the end of the struggle if the parties alluded to really mean to maintain it.” The part that the new governor intended to play in this impending tug of war is clearly indicated in this communication to Lord Stanley. He had no intention of adapting himself to the position of a merely nominal head of the government, controlled by the advice of his ministers.

“I am required,” he wrote, “to give myself up entirely to the council; to submit absolutely to their dictation; to have no judgment of my own; to bestow the patronage of the government exclusively on their partisans; to proscribe their opponents; and to make some public and unequivocal declaration of my adhesion to these conditions — including the complete nullification of Her Majesty’s government — a course which he [Mr. LaFontaine], under self-deception, denominates Sir Charles Bagot’s policy, although it is very certain that Sir Charles Bagot meant no such thing. Failing of submission to these stipulations, I am threatened with the resignation of Mr. LaFontaine for one, and both he and I are fully aware of the serious consequences likely to follow the execution of that menace, from the blindness with which the French-Canadian party follow their leader. . . . The sole question is, to describe it without disguise, whether the governor shall be wholly and completely a tool in the hands of the council, or whether he shall  have any exercise of his own judgment in the administration of the government. Such a question has not come forward as a matter of discussion, but there is no doubt the leader of the French party speaks the sentiments of others of his council beside himself. . . . As I cannot possibly adopt them, I must be prepared for the consequences of a rupture with the council, or at least the most influential portion of it. It would be very imprudent on my part to hasten such an event, or to allow it to take place under present circumstances, if it can be avoided — but I must expect it, for I cannot consent to be the tool of a party. . . . Government by a majority is the explanation of responsible government given by the leader in this movement, and government without a majority must be admitted to be ultimately impracticable. But the present question, the one which is coming on for trial in my administration, is not whether the governor shall so conduct his government as to meet the wants and wishes of the people, and obtain their suffrages by promoting their welfare and happiness — nor whether he shall be responsible for his measures to the people, through their representatives — but whether he shall, or shall not, have a voice in his own council. . . . The tendency and object of this movement is to throw off the government of the mother country in internal affairs entirely — but to be maintained and supported at her expense, and to have  all the advantages of connection, as long as it may suit the majority of the people of Canada to endure it. This is a very intelligible and very convenient policy for a Canadian aiming at independence, but the part that the representative of the mother country is required to perform in it is by no means fascinating.”

The tenor of Sir Charles Metcalfe’s correspondence cited above, which belongs to the period between his assumption of the government and the meeting of the parliament, shows that the difficulties which were presently to culminate in the “Metcalfe Crisis” were already appearing on the horizon. Meantime the new governor was made the recipient of flattering addresses from all parts of the country and from citizens of all shades of opinion. The difficulties of Metcalfe’s position can be better understood when one considers the varied nature of these addresses and the conflicting sentiments expressed. Some were sent up from Reform constituencies whose citizens expressed the wish that he might continue to tread in the path marked out by his predecessor. Others were from “loyal and constitutional societies” whose prayer it was that he might resist the designing encroachments of his anti-British advisers. The people of the township of Pelham, for example, declared that they “had learned with unfeigned sorrow that unusual efforts had been made to weaken His Excellency’s opinion of Messrs. Baldwin and LaFontaine and the other members of his cabinet.” The Constitutional  Society of Orillia begged to “state their decided disapproval of the policy pursued by our late governor-general.” “We have not the slightest wish,” they said, “to dictate to your Excellency, but, conscientiously believing that it would tend to the real good, happiness, and prosperity of the country, we in all humility venture to recommend the dismissal of the following members from your councils: The Hon. Messrs. Harrison, LaFontaine, Baldwin, Hincks and Small.” In some cases rival addresses, breathing entirely opposed sentiments were sent up from the same place. It is small wonder that Metcalfe became deeply impressed by the bitterness of party faction existing in Canada.

For example the addresses from the Talbot district.

“The violence of party spirit,” he wrote to Lord Stanley, “forces itself on one’s notice immediately on arrival in the colony; and threatens to be the source of all the difficulties which are likely to impede the successful administration of the government for the welfare and happiness of the country.” In this statement may be found the basis for such defense as can be made for Metcalfe’s conduct in Canada. He was honestly convinced that the antipathy between the rival factions was assuming dangerous proportions, and that it threatened to culminate in a renewal of civil strife. In this position of affairs it seemed to him  his evident duty to alleviate the situation by using such influence and power as he considered to be lawfully entrusted to him, to counteract the intensity of the party struggle. In particular it seemed to him that his right of making appointments to government offices ought to be exercised with a view to general harmony, and not at the dictates and in the interests of any special political group. “I wish,” he wrote, “to make the patronage of the government conducive to the conciliation of all parties, by bringing into the public service the men of greatest merit and efficiency, without any party distinction.”

April 25th, 1843.

This sentiment is no doubt, as a sentiment, very admirable. But what Metcalfe did not realize was that it was equivalent to saying that he intended to distribute the patronage of the government as he thought advisable, and not as the ministry, representing the voice of a majority of the people, might think advisable. Metcalfe seems to have been aware from the outset that his views on this matter would not be readily endorsed by his ministers. He spoke of the question of the patronage as “the point on which he most proximately expected to incur a difference with them.” Indeed it may be asserted that Metcalfe was convinced that he must, sooner or later, come to open antagonism with his cabinet. As early as June, 1843, he wrote to Stanley: “Although I see no reason now to apprehend an immediate rupture, I am sensible that it may happen at  any time. If all [of the ministers] were of the same mind with three or four it would be more certain. But there are moderate men among them, and they are not all united in the same unwarrantable expectations.”

It is not difficult to infer from what has gone before that Metcalfe had but little personal sympathy with the two leaders of his cabinet. In his published correspondence we have no direct personal estimate of LaFontaine and Baldwin. But the account given by his “official” biographer of the two Canadian statesmen undoubtedly reflects opinion gathered from the governor-general’s correspondence, and is of interest in the present connection. “The two foremost men in the council,” writes Kaye, “[were] Mr. LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin, the attorneys-general for Lower and Upper Canada. The former was a French-Canadian and the leader of his party in the colonial legislature. . . . All his better qualities were natural to him; his worse were the growth of circumstances. Cradled, as he and his people had been, in wrong, smarting for long years under the oppressive exclusiveness of the dominant race, he had become mistrustful and suspicious; and the doubts which were continually floating in his mind had naturally engendered there indecision and infirmity of purpose.” How little real  justification there was for this last expression of opinion may be gathered from the comments thereupon published by Francis Hincks in later years. “I can hardly believe that there is a single individual in the ranks of either party,” he says “who would admit that Kaye was correct in attributing to [Sir] Louis LaFontaine ‘indecision and infirmity of purpose.’ I can declare for my own part that I never met a man less open to such an imputation.” Metcalfe’s biographer saw fit, however, to qualify his strictures of LaFontaine by stating that he was a “just and honourable man” and that “his motives were above suspicion.”

Kaye’s Life of Lord Metcalfe was written at the request of Metcalfe’s trustee. Many thousand letters, written to and by Metcalfe, were put in the hands of his biographer.

Political History of Canada, .

A still less flattering portrait is drawn by the same author when he goes on to speak of Robert Baldwin. “Baldwin’s father,” says Kaye, “had quarrelled with his party, and, with the characteristic bitterness of a renegade, had brought up his son in extremest hatred of his old associates, and had instilled into him the most liberal (sic) opinions. Robert Baldwin was an apt pupil; and there was much in the circumstances by which he was surrounded, — in the atrocious misgovernment of his country . . . — to rivet him in the extreme opinions he had imbibed in his youth. So he grew up to be an enthusiast,  almost a fanatic. He was thoroughly in earnest; thoroughly conscientious; but he was to the last degree uncompromising and intolerant. He seemed to delight in strife. The might of mildness he laughed to scorn. It was said of him that he was not satisfied with a victory unless it was gained by violence — that concessions were valueless to him unless he wrenched them with a strong hand from his opponent. Of an unbounded arrogance and self-conceit, he made no allowances for others, and sought none for himself. There was a sort of sublime egotism about him — a magnificent self-esteem, which caused him to look upon himself as a patriot, whilst he was serving his own ends by the promotion of his ambition, the gratification of his vanity or spite. His strong passions and his uncompromising spirit made him a mischievous party leader and a dangerous opponent. His influence was very great. He was not a mean man: he was above corruption: and there were many who accepted his estimate of himself and believed him to be the only pure patriot in the country. During the illness of Sir Charles Bagot he had usurped the government. The activity of Sir Charles Metcalfe, who did everything for himself, and exerted himself to keep every one in his proper place, was extremely distasteful to him.” It is an old saying that there is no witness whose testimony is so valid as that of an unwilling witness: and it is possible to read between the lines of this biased estimate a truer picture of the man. “In this dark photograph,”  says the author of The Irishman in Canada, “the impartial eye recognizes the statesman, the patriot, the great party leader, who was not to be turned away by fear or favour from the work before him.”

J. W. Kaye, Life of Lord Metcalfe. Vol. II., p, 491. The errors of fact made by Mr. Kaye in reference to Baldwin’s parentage, etc., need no correction.

By this is meant the Family Compact of which Kaye supposes Dr. Baldwin to have been a member.

N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

As early as May, 1843, an important episode took place in reference to the question of appointments, a question destined later to be the cause of the resignation of the ministry. The matter is of special historical significance in that LaFontaine saw fit to draw up a memorandum explaining what had occurred and putting definitely on record the attitude assumed by himself and his colleagues in their interpretation of their relation to the governor-general. The facts in question were as follows. The office of provincial aide-de-camp for Lower Canada had fallen vacant. The post was a sinecure, the salary for which was voted yearly by the assembly. A certain Colonel De Salaberry, a son of the De Salaberry of Chateauguay, came to Kingston to solicit the office. He had an interview with Sir Charles Metcalfe, as a result of which it was reported that he had received the promise of the appointment. The private secretary of the governor-general, a certain Captain Higginson, met LaFontaine at a dinner given by His Excellency in Kingston.  Higginson discussed the vacant office with LaFontaine and was informed that, if the post were given to Colonel De Salaberry, the appointment would be viewed with disfavour by the people of Lower Canada. On this Higginson asked the attorney-general if he might, at his convenience, have an opportunity of discussing with him the present political situation. LaFontaine granted this request and Higginson called upon him at his office next day. A conversation of some three hours duration ensued in which the question of the nature and meaning of responsible government was discussed at full length. Captain Higginson declared that he was acting in the matter in a purely personal character and not as the accredited agent of the governor-general. This was probably true in the technical and formal sense, but it cannot be doubted that Higginson was expressing the known sentiments of Sir Charles Metcalfe, and that he duly reported the conversation to the governor, whose subsequent actions were evidently influenced thereby. The substance of the argument may best be given in the words of LaFontaine’s published memorandum.

See The Pilot, September 18th, 1844; also Hincks’s Reminiscences, p et seq.

Space will not permit the presentation of the entire document, which may be found (in translation) in Hincks’s Reminiscences, p et seq.

“Being requested by Captain Higginson to explain to him what was understood by responsible government, the councillor informed him of  the opinions which had been so often expressed on this subject as well in the House as elsewhere. He explained to him that the councillors were responsible for all the acts of the government with regard to local matters, that they were so held by members of the legislature, that they could only retain office so long as they possessed the confidence of the representatives of the people, and that whenever this confidence should be withdrawn from them they would retire from the administration; that these were the principles recognized by the resolutions of September 3rd, 1841, and that it was on the faith of these principles being carried out that he had accepted office. The question of consultation and non-consultation was brought on the tapis with reference to the exercise of patronage, that is to say, the distribution of places at the disposal of the government. The councillor informed Captain Higginson that the responsibility of the members of the administration, extending to all the acts of the government in local matters, comprehending therein the appointment to offices, consultation in all those cases became necessary, it being afterwards left to the governor to adopt or reject the advice of his councillors; His Excellency not being bound, and it not being possible to bind him, to follow that advice, but, on the contrary, having a right to reject it: but in this latter case, if the members of council did not choose to assume the responsibility of the act that the governor wished to perform, contrary to their advice,  they had the means of relieving themselves from it by exercising their power of resigning.” As Captain Higginson appears to have demurred to this interpretation of the meaning of the September resolutions, LaFontaine asked him to state the construction which he himself put upon them. Higginson replied, — and in replying may properly be considered to have expressed the sentiments of Sir Charles Metcalfe, — that although the governor ought to choose his councillors “from among those supposed to have the confidence of the people,” nevertheless “each member of the administration ought to be responsible only for the acts of his own department, and consequently that he ought to have the liberty of voting with or against his colleagues whenever he judged fit; that by this means an administration composed of the principal members of each party might exist advantageously for all parties, and would furnish the governor the means of better understanding the views and opinions of each party, and would not fail, under the auspices of the governor, to lead to the reconciliation of all.” From these views LaFontaine expressed an emphatic and unqualified dissent. “If,” he said, “the opinions [thus] expressed upon the sense of the resolutions of 1841 were those of the governor-general, and if His Excellency was determined to make them the rule for conducting his government, the sooner he made it known to the members of the council the better, in order to avoid all  misunderstanding between them.” LaFontaine added that in such a case he himself would feel it his duty to tender his resignation. Since there is undeniable evidence that Higginson related this conversation in full to Sir Charles Metcalfe, it is plain that henceforth the latter was quite aware of the point of view taken by his cabinet, and must have felt that a persistence in the course he contemplated could not but lead to an open rupture. Indeed it appears to have been very shortly after this incident that he wrote to Lord Stanley that his “attempts to conciliate all parties are criminal in the eyes of the council, or at least of the most formidable member of it.”

LaFontaine writes in the third person, speaking of himself as a “member of the executive council,” a “councillor,” etc.

As yet, however, the difficulties that were impending between the governor and his ministers were unknown to the country at large. The “want of cordiality and confidence” between Metcalfe and his advisers had indeed become “a matter of public rumour,” but His Excellency had been careful in his answers to the addresses praying for the removal of the ministry to rebuke the spirit of partisan bitterness in which they were couched. The governor was consequently able to summon parliament in the autumn of 1843 with a fair outward show of harmony, and it was not until near the close of the year that the smouldering quarrel broke  into a flame. Meantime the parliament had passed through a session of great activity and interest, and had undertaken a range of legislation which rapidly developed the extent and meaning of the Reform programme. In this, the third session of the first parliament, which lasted from September 28th until December 9th (1843), the ministry enjoyed in the assembly an overwhelming support. Of the eighty-four members of the House, some sixty figured as the supporters of the government; and even in the legislative council, the appointment of Dr. Baldwin, the father of the attorney-general, Æmilius Irving and others, lent support to the government. Mr. Draper, on the other hand, now elevated to a seat in the legislative council, embarked on a determined and persistent opposition to the measures of the administration. Six new members had been elected during the recess to fill vacancies in the assembly. Prominent among these was Edward Gibbon Wakefield, elected for Beauharnois, notable presently as one of the defenders of Sir Charles Metcalfe. Wakefield had already attained a certain notoriety in England for his views on the “art of colonization,” and for the theories of land settlement which he had endeavoured to put into practice in Australia and New Zealand. He had already spent some time in Canada with Lord Durham in an unofficial  capacity, and had had some share in the preparation of the report. He had returned to Canada in 1841, and as has been already noted, had been on intimate terms with Bagot and his ministry. He was anxious, according to Hincks, to press a certain land scheme of his invention on the government, and it was their refusal to meet his views which led him presently to oppose their policy and to become the confidential adviser and the apologist of Sir Charles Metcalfe.

The phrases are taken from LaFontaine’s letter of November 27th, 1843, cited in the following chapter.

Kaye, Vol. II., .

See Dictionary of National Biography, Art. Wakefield, E. G. See also W. P. Reeves, State Experiments in Australia and New Zealand, (1902), Vol. I., Ch. vi.

Hopelessly outvoted as they were in the Lower House, the Tories and other opponents of the government nevertheless maintained a spirited opposition. Sir Allan MacNab and his adherents persisted at every available opportunity in raising the racial question, in reviving uncomfortable recollections of 1837, and in assuming a tone of direct personal attack, the impotence of which against the solid majority of the government lent it an added venom. The government in its turn was well represented in debate. Baldwin, LaFontaine and Hincks were all members of the assembly; being now united in policy, the combined power of their leadership and the ardour which they put into their legislative duties, easily held their followers together and enabled them to enjoy a  continued and unwavering support. A sort of natural division of labour had been instituted among them. The larger measures of the Reform programme were introduced by Baldwin: LaFontaine was especially concerned with the alterations to be effected in the judicial system of Lower Canada and cognate matters, while Hincks assumed the care of fiscal and commercial legislation.

The following extract is illustrative of the amenities of the day:— “Then Mr. Johnston came into full play — right and left he dashed into the supporters of the bill with his peculiar sarcasm — he told one honourable gentleman from Montreal that he never yet had had the manliness to express an independent opinion — told others that they would make good feather breeches to hatch eggs, etc., etc.” — Kingston Whig, October 1843.

A contemporary account of Francis Hincks during the session of 1843, gives a vivid idea of the legislature of the day and the prominent part played in its deliberations by the inspector-general. “He [Mr. Hincks] had a portable desk beside him and a heap of papers. He was as busy as a nailer, writing, reading, marking down pages, whispering to the men on the front seat, sending a slip of paper to this one and that one, a hint to the member speaking; there was no mistaking that man. Presently he stood up and started off full drive, — half a dozen voices cry out, ‘Hear, hear!’ ‘No! No!’ He picks up a slip of paper and the whole House is silent. The figures come tumbling out like potatoes from a basket. He snatches up a journal or some other document, and having established his position he goes ahead again. The inspector-general, Mr. Hincks, is decidedly the man of that House. When one has observed with what  attention he is listened to by every member, when we look up to the reporters, who are, during half the time when the other speakers are up, looking on wearily, now all hard at their tasks, catching every word they can lay hold of, it is not difficult to guess how it has happened that Francis Hincks has been one of the best abused men that ever lived in Canada. No wonder the old Compact hated him: they foresaw in him a sad enemy to vermin. He is a real terrier. He speaks much too rapidly; and in consequence runs into a very disagreeable sort of stammering. His manner of reading off statistical quotations is peculiarly censurable. It is impossible for reporters to take down the figures correctly, and the honourable gentleman should reflect of what great importance it is to himself and the ministry that all such matter be correctly reported.”

The Examiner, October 25th, 1843. Hincks had severed his connection with this paper on assuming office.

The measures of the session included altogether sixty-four statutes assented to by the governor, with nine other bills reserved for the royal assent, of which four subsequently became law. Of these, many were of an entirely subordinate character and need no mention, but the more important measures require some notice. Among the matters to which the attention of the House was early directed was the question of the seat of government. Lord Sydenham’s selection of Kingston had given dissatisfaction in both sections of the province, and many representations had been forwarded to the home government requesting that some other capital might be selected. Montreal, Quebec and Toronto  all aspired to the coveted honour. Even Bytown, as the present city of Ottawa was then called, was favoured by some persons, owing to its inland situation and its immunity from frontier attack. But in point of wealth, importance and natural situation, Montreal seemed obviously destined to be the capital of Canada. It was at this time a city of over forty thousand inhabitants. Its position at the head of ocean navigation rendered it, as now, the commercial emporium of the country, and the narrow streets near the water front, — St. Paul and Notre Dame, then the principal mercantile streets of the town, — were crowded during the season of navigation with the rush of its seagoing commerce. The extreme beauty of the situation of the city, its historical associations and its manifest commercial greatness of the future, ought to have placed the superiority of its claims beyond a question. But the racial antagonism, which was the dominant feature of the politics of the hour, rendered the question one of British interest as opposed to French. Montreal was indeed by no means an entirely French city. It numbered several thousand British inhabitants, had two daily newspapers published in English and had in it (to quote the words of Dr. Taché in the assembly) more “real English, more out and out John Bulls, than either Kingston or Toronto.”

 

But the Conservatives of Upper Canada persisted in identifying Montreal with the Lower Canadian province. “It is not,” said the New York Albion in an editorial article, “a mere matter of holding parliamentary sessions in this place or in that, that is involved; it is a matter that carries with it the great question of English or French supremacy for the future.” Legally speaking the matter lay with the imperial government (acting through the governor-general) but a representation was made to Sir Charles Metcalfe and communicated by him to the Canadian parliament to the effect that “Her Majesty’s government decline to come to a determination in favour of any place as the future seat of government, without the advice of the provincial legislature.” It was, however, made a proviso that the choice must be between Kingston and Montreal; Quebec and Toronto “being alike too remote from the centre of the province.” In accordance with this message a resolution was introduced by Robert Baldwin, and seconded by LaFontaine (November 2nd, 1843), advising the Crown to remove the seat of government to Montreal. The members of the administration (with the exception of Mr. Harrison, the member for Kingston, who now resigned his post as provincial secretary) were entirely in favour of the measure. Sir Charles Metcalfe himself supported it. But the Tories persisted in  regarding it as a betrayal of Upper Canada. In the legislative council Mr. Draper had already succeeded in passing resolutions condemning the proposed change, on the ground that the retention of the capital in Upper Canada was a virtual condition of the union of the two provinces. Sir Allan MacNab took even higher ground: he regarded the journey to and from Kingston and the sojourn in the British atmosphere of Upper Canada as a necessary training for the French-Canadian deputies, whereby they might acquire, by infection as it were, something of the spirit of the British constitution.

November 11th, 1843.

3 and 4 Vict. c. 35, Sec. xxx.

See Journal of the Legislative Assembly, October 6th, 1842.

See speech of Robert Baldwin (La Minerve, November 16th, 1843) in which he describes the French-Canadian members “sitting at the feet of the honourable knight as a political Gamaliel.”

In despite of the Conservative opposition, the resolution favouring the transfer of the government was carried in the assembly by a vote of fifty-one to twenty-seven (November 3rd, 1843). In the legislative council the presence of the newly-appointed members enabled the same resolution to be adopted. An attempt was made by the Tories to refuse to consider the question, on the ground that Mr. Draper’s recent resolution had already dealt with it. This contention was rejected by the Speaker, who insisted that the resolution must be duly voted on; whereupon an indignant councillor, Mr. Morris, said he “must protest in the most solemn manner against this proceeding, took his hat, made his bow to the  Speaker and left the chamber followed by twelve other members of the council for Upper Canada.”

A measure of the session, the work of LaFontaine, for which the Reform party are entitled to great credit, was the Act for securing the independence of the legislative assembly. The aim of this statute was to consolidate the system of cabinet government by removing placemen from the assembly. It enacted that after the end of the present parliament a large number of office-holders should be disqualified for election. The list included judges, officers of the courts, registrars, customs officers, public accountants and many other minor officials. The holders of the ministerial offices were of course outside of the scope of the statute, which thus aimed to place the relation of the legislature to the holding of office on the same footing as in the mother country. The reasonableness of this measure was admitted even by opponents of the government, but the question of its constitutionality having been raised in the legislative council, it was reserved by the governor for the assent of the Crown. This assent was duly granted.

7 Vict. c. 65.

The reorganization of the judicial system of Lower Canada with a view to render the administration of justice more easy and less expensive was carried forward by LaFontaine in a series of five statutes. The  district and division courts that had been established under Mr. Draper’s government (September 18th, 1841) were abolished in favour of a simpler system of circuit courts: a new court of appeal was organized and provision made for the summary trial of small causes.

7 Vict. cc. 16, 17, 18, 19, 20. The statutes are very elaborate: it is quite impossible in the present limited space to give any proper idea of their purport.

4 and 5 Vict. c. 20.

Among the bills laid before parliament, in whose preparation Baldwin was chiefly concerned, a prominent place should be given to the bill for the discouragement of secret societies. During the summer and autumn of 1843 the province of Upper Canada had been the scene of deplorable and riotous strife between the rival factions into which the Irish settlers of the colony were divided. With the large immigration from the British Isles during the preceding years, a great number of Irish had come into the country. Unfortunately these had seen fit to carry with them into Canada the unhappy quarrels of their native country, and nowhere was the strife of Orangemen and Repealers, Protestants and Catholics, more ardent than in the little Canadian capital. The events of the year 1843, during which all Ireland was in a frenzy of excitement over O’Connell’s agitation for repeal, naturally precipitated a similar agitation in Canada. Here the situation was further aggravated by the fact that the two parties of Irishmen were in a sort of natural alliance with the  rival political factions of Canada. The Orangemen, with their ostentatious attachment to the British Crown, found allies in the Tories, while their Catholic opponents had much in common with their co-religionists of French Canada. Orange lodges had sprung into being throughout Upper Canada: “Hibernian societies” of Irish Catholics flaunted in defiance the colours and insignia of their associations.

See Kaye, Vol. II., p et seq.

In such a state of affairs, collisions between the rival parties were inevitable. At Kingston, on the anniversary of the battle of the Boyne, serious troubles occurred; several persons were wounded, and one killed; the troops had to be called out to maintain order. On a later occasion the streets were placarded with bills announcing rival assemblages, one in aid of the cause of repeal, the other for preventing the repeal meeting, “peaceably if we can, forcibly if we must.” The unofficial action of the governor and the cabinet prevented the holding of the meetings.

Sir Charles Metcalfe was obviously alarmed at the prospect of a general conflagration. Rumours had reached him that the Irish of New York were busily engaged at drill under French officers, and that an invasion of Canada was to be attempted. “It is supposed,” he wrote to Stanley, “that if any collision were to occur in Ireland between the government  and the disaffected, it would be followed by the pouring of myriads of Roman Catholic Irish into Canada from the United States.” It is just possible that this apprehension caused the governor to look more than ever towards the Tories as an ultimate support. In the course of the month of July he had an interview with a Mr. Gowan (then grand-master of the Grand Orange Lodge of Canada and a man of the greatest influence), after which the grand-master wrote a mysterious confidential letter to a friend, in which he told his correspondent “not to be surprised if Baldwin, Hincks and Harrison should walk.” Mr. Gowan said, furthermore, that he had given his views to the governor maturely and in writing. It is quite possible that the grand-master had recommended a reconstruction of the government as the price of obtaining the support of the Orange order. Meantime, however, the tumults of the rival Irish factions continued unabated. At Toronto, for example, during the time when legislation in regard to secret societies was being discussed, an Orange mob gathered in the streets one November night, having amongst them a cart with a gibbet and effigies of Baldwin and Hincks placarded with the word “Traitors,” which effigies were burnt during a scene of great confusion before the residence of Dr. Baldwin.

July 8th, 1843.

Gowan’s letter is quoted by N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

The Examiner, November 8th, 1843.

 

It was in order to discourage, as far as possible, the manifestations of the Irish societies that Baldwin introduced (October 9th, 1843) his bill in regard to secret societies. The provisions of the bill declared all societies (with the exception of the Freemasons) to be illegal if their members were bound together by secret oaths and signs: members of such societies were to be incapable of holding office or of serving on juries: all persons holding public office were to be called upon to declare that they belonged to no such societies: innkeepers who permitted society meetings on their premises were to lose their licenses. Drastic as this measure appears, it must be borne in mind that the secret societies bill was introduced as a government measure with the knowledge and consent of Sir Charles Metcalfe. It passed the House by a large majority, fifty-five votes being cast in favour of it and only thirteen against it. Nevertheless, Sir Charles saw fit to reserve it for the royal sanction, which in the sequel was refused. It is true that the legislature had already adopted a law of a more general nature in regard to demonstrations tending to disturb the public peace, and that this additional legislation was viewed by many as special legislation against a particular class. But the ministry, as will be seen later, considered that, under the circumstances, Metcalfe had gone beyond his constitutional functions in withholding his assent.

Journal of the Legislative Assembly, November 4th, 1843.

 

Two Acts of the session which elicited a general approval were Hincks’s measures for the protection of agriculture against the competition of the United States. The latter country had recently adopted a high tariff system whereby the Canadians found themselves excluded from the American market. The present statute did not profess to institute a definite and permanent policy of protection, but claimed to remedy the unequal conditions imposed on the farming population under the existing customs system, which put duties on merchandise but allowed foreign agricultural produce and live stock to come in free. Under these Acts a duty of £1 10s. was to be paid on imported horses, £1 on cattle; and on all grains other than wheat, duties of from two to three shillings per quarter.

7 Vict. cc. 1 and 2.

In order to remedy the defective operation of the existing school law two new statutes were adopted. Fifty thousand pounds a year were now to be given by the government to elementary schools. The difficulties which had arisen under Mr. Draper’s Act in regard to the apportionment of the government grant were to be obviated by a division of the money between Upper and Lower Canada in the ratio of twenty to thirty thousand pounds until a census should be taken, after which the division was to be according to population. In the second of the school Acts (which  dealt only with Upper Canada) it was provided that the government grant should be distributed among the localities according to population; that the townships (or towns or cities as the case might be) should levy on their inhabitants a sum at least equal to, but not more than double, the government grant. Fees were still to be charged for instruction in the common schools, but a clause of the Act (section 49) enabled the council of any town or city to establish free schools by by-law. The Act continued to recognize the system of separate schools, which might be established either by Protestants or Roman Catholics on the application of ten or more freeholders or householders.

7 Vict. c. 9 and 7 Vict. c. 29.

The school law was mainly in amplification and in extension of the existing system. A measure in regard to education of a much more distinctive character, and which evoked a furious opposition both within and without the House, was Robert Baldwin’s University of Toronto bill. Although this measure was not finally adopted, the university question remained for years in the forefront of the political issues of the day, until the matter was finally set at rest by the statute enacted under the second LaFontaine-Baldwin administration.

The administration of 1848 should more properly be called the Baldwin-LaFontaine administration, since Robert Baldwin was its senior member. But it has been customary to use the designation in the text.

 

As the name Robert Baldwin will always be associated with the successful removal of all denominational character from the University of Toronto, some explanation of the question at issue is here in place. The present University of Toronto originated in an antecedent institution called King’s College. The first impetus towards the creation of this college had been given by Governor Simcoe, who called the attention of the imperial government to the wisdom of making provision for a provincial university and to the possibility of effecting this by an appropriation of Crown lands. In 1797 the two Houses of the legislature of Upper Canada petitioned the Crown to make an appropriation of a certain portion of the waste lands of the colony as a fund for the establishment and support of a respectable grammar school in each district of the province, and also of a college or university. In 1799 the land grant was made. It consisted of five hundred and fifty thousand, two hundred and seventy-four acres of land. Beyond this nothing was done for many years. Meantime a certain part of the land was set aside for special educational objects; one hundred and ninety thousand, five hundred and seventy-three acres were appropriated in 1823 for district grammar schools, and in 1831, sixty-two thousand, nine hundred and ninety-six acres were given to Upper Canada College.  At length in 1827 a royal charter was issued for a university to be known as the University of King’s College. Under this document the conduct of the university and of its teaching was vested in a corporation consisting of the chancellor, the president and the professors. Certain clauses of the charter gave to King’s College a denominational character: the bishop of the diocese was to be, ex officio, its visitor, and the archdeacon of York (at that time Dr. John Strachan) its ex officio president: the university was to have a faculty of divinity, all students in which must subscribe to the Thirty-nine Articles of the Church of England: the same test was prescribed for all members of the university council.

See J. Loudon, History of the University of Toronto, printed in Canada, an Encyclopædia, 1898.

In 1828 part of the original grant of land was exchanged for an equal portion of land belonging to the Clergy Reserves.

The issue of this charter had occasioned a violent agitation. Vigorous protest was raised against the peculiar privileges thus extended to the Church of England. The opposition to the charter prevented any further action being taken towards the actual establishment of the college. Finally, in 1837, a statute was passed by the legislature of Upper Canada which revised the terms of the royal charter. It provided that the judges of the court of king’s bench should be the visitors of the college, that the president need not be the incumbent of any particular ecclesiastical office, that no religious tests should be required of  students, and that no professor, nor member of the council, need be a member of the Church of England. The statute still left the faculty of divinity as a part of the university, and left it necessary for every professor and member of the council to subscribe to a belief in the Trinity and in the divine inspiration of the Scripture. Even after the charter had been thus modified, a further delay was occasioned by the rebellion of 1837, and it was not until 1842 that the building of King’s College actually commenced, the corner-stone being laid by Sir Charles Bagot in his capacity of chancellor of the university. In April of 1843 actual teaching had begun, the old parliament buildings on Front Street, Toronto, being used as temporary premises. Meantime the long delay which had been encountered in the creation of the provincial university, and the somewhat arrogant claims that had been put forward by Dr. Strachan and the extreme Anglicans, had led the members of the other sects to make efforts towards the establishment of denominational colleges of their own. The Methodists incorporated in 1836 an institution which opened its doors at Cobourg in the following year under the name of the Upper Canada Academy. In 1841 an Act of the parliament of Canada conferred on the academy the power to grant degrees, and gave it the  name of Victoria College. The Presbyterians, acting under a royal charter, established Queen’s College at Kingston, which entered on the work of teaching in 1842. The Roman Catholics had founded in the same town a seminary known as the College of Regiopolis.

Statutes of Upper Canada, 7 Will. IV. c. 16.

See Egerton Ryerson, Story of My Life, Chap. xiv.

4 and 5 Vict. c. 37.

To Robert Baldwin and those who were able to take a broad-minded view of the question of higher education in Canada and to consider the future as well as the present, the separate foundation of these denominational universities appeared a decided error. It meant that, in the future, Canadian education would run upon sectarian lines and that a narrow scholasticism would usurp the place of a wider culture. The theologian would be substituted for the man of learning. More than this, the present system was in violation of that doctrine of equal rights which was the foundation of Robert Baldwin’s political creed; for the opulent land grant enjoyed by King’s College gave to it a form of state support which was denied to its sister institutions. The measure which Baldwin presented to the parliament in remedy of the situation was sweeping in character. It proposed to create an institution to be known as the University of Toronto, of which the existing sectarian establishments should be the colleges. The executive academic body of the university was to consist of the governor-general as chancellor, together with a vice-chancellor and council chosen from the different colleges. With  this was to be a board of control made up of dignitaries of the respective churches together with various public officials. The essential principle of Baldwin’s bill lay in the fact that all the denominational colleges involved were put on an equal footing. Each retained its own faculty of divinity, the university granting a doctor’s degree in divinity to graduates of all the divinity faculties alike. The property that had been granted by the state to King’s College was to become the property of the University of Toronto. It proposed, in a word, a general federation of the existing sectarian institutions into a single provincial establishment looking to the state for its support, including denominational colleges as its affiliated members but itself of an entirely unsectarian character. To those acquainted with the recent history of educational development in Ontario, the wisdom of the idea of federation needs no commentary.

At the present day the general principle of the bill — the secularization of state education — meets with a ready support; but the proposal of the measure aroused in Upper Canada a storm of opposition. First and foremost the opposition came from the Anglicans, to whom the measure seemed a piece of godless iconoclasm directed at their dearest privileges. Dr. John Strachan, whose intense convictions and untiring energy made him the most formidable champion of the Church of England, led the attack on the bill. Strachan was by instinct a fighting man who  did not spare the weight of his blows in a good cause. He forwarded to the parliament a thunderous petition, presented by “John, by Divine Permission First Bishop of Toronto,” the intemperate language of which bespeaks the character of the man. “The leading object of the bill,” so began the prayer, “is to place all forms of error on an equality with truth, by patronizing equally within the same institution an unlimited number of sects, whose doctrines are absolutely irreconcilable: a principle in its nature atheistical, and so monstrous in its consequences that, if successfully carried out, it would utterly destroy all that is pure and holy in morals and religion, and lead to greater corruption than anything adopted during the madness of the French Revolution.... Such a fatal departure from all that is good is without a parallel in the history of the world.”

Journal of the Legislative Assembly, November 6th, 1843.

A whirlwind of discussion followed the legislative progress of the bill. It was argued that parliament had no legal right to abrogate the royal charter of King’s College; that the proposed measure was equivalent to a confiscation of the property of the college; more than that it was argued that the provincial parliament was not empowered to create a university at all. These were the arguments of the lawyer, to which the churchmen added their cry of horror at the desecration of the privileges of the Church. The violence of “John, by Divine Permission,” etc., was  imitated by lesser luminaries. “Here we have,” screamed “Testis,” in a hysterical contribution to a leading Anglican paper, “the true atheistical character of the popular dogma of responsible government. This is its fruit, its bitter, poisonous fruit; this is the broad road to destruction into which its many votaries are rushing headlong.” Draper in the legislative council (November 24th, 1843) opposed the bill in a speech excellent in its masterly analysis, in which the really weak points of the bill — its interference with charter rights and its peculiar degrees in assorted divinity — were exposed with an unsparing hand. But in spite of opposition from outside, the bill was making its way through the legislature and had reached its second reading when its further progress was stopped by an event which threw the whole country into a turmoil of excitement.

The Church, November 17th, 1843.


CHAPTER VII

THE METCALFE CRISIS

[image: img84.jpg]

THE NEWSPAPERS OF the early forties, adhering to the decorous traditions of the older school, knew nothing of the modern system of sensational headings and exaggerated type. But the news which, at the close of November, 1843, spread rapidly through the country, startled many of them into large capitals and abundant notes of exclamation. The LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry, with an unbroken majority behind it, had gone suddenly out of office! “Dismissed!” triumphantly shouted the Tories, and forthwith, without waiting for further details of what had happened, an exultant song of praise flowed from the pens of Conservative editors in laudation of the stout-hearted governor who had vindicated British loyalty against the treacheries of aliens and Radicals. “The news from Canada,” sang back in echo the New York Albion, “is of a right cheering character: the Franco-Radical cabinet has gone to the tomb of the Capulets amid the shouts of every loyal man in the province. The governor-general, Sir Charles Metcalfe, (and thrice honoured be his name!) has thrown off the incubus of a disloyal faction and the queen’s representative stands redeemed and disenthralled.”

 

But the ministry had not, as presently appeared, been dismissed; they had, with one exception only, handed in a collective resignation in protest against what they regarded as the unconstitutional conduct of the governor-general. This was at last the rupture which Metcalfe five months before had told Lord Stanley might “happen any day.” The vexed question of the patronage and the governor’s reservation of the Secret Societies Bill had led the cabinet to force the matter to an issue. It has been seen above that Metcalfe had resolved that the exercise of the right of appointment to office should not be removed from his hands. To this policy he had adhered. Several cases had already occurred in which the governor-general had offered, and even conferred, official positions without any consultation with his ministry. Among these was the important post of speaker of the legislative council, which was offered successively, though without finding acceptance, to two members of the Conservative party. Finally toward the end of November, 1843, it reached the ears of the cabinet that a certain Mr. Powell, the son of Colonel Powell (also of the Conservative party) had been appointed by Sir Charles Metcalfe to be clerk of the peace for the Dalhousie district. The position, in and of itself, was no great affair. But the ministry, considering a principle of prime importance to be involved, decided to bring the matter to a final test.

The holder of this office under the Act of Union was nominated and removed by the governor-general (3 and 4 Vict. c. Section xxxv).

 

On November 24th Baldwin and LaFontaine called upon the governor-general and held with him a long colloquy which was renewed at a meeting of the executive council the next day. The two ministers, to use the words of Metcalfe’s biographer, “pressed their demands with energy and resolution: but Metcalfe, in his own placid way, was equally energetic and resolute.” On the day following (November 26th, 1843) the ministry resigned. As the course of action thus adopted and the crisis which followed constitute a turning point in the political history of Canada, and form the most important episode in the public career of the united leaders, it is well to follow in some detail the threads of the vexed controversy to which their resignation gave rise. At the instance of Sir Charles Metcalfe, LaFontaine drew up an official statement of the reasons of the resignation, which, together with a rejoinder by the governor-general, was duly laid before the Houses of parliament. The ministerial statement runs as follows: — 

These are to be found in the Journals of the Assembly and in all the newspapers of the day: they also appear in the pamphlet printed by H. W. Rowsell (Toronto, 1844) under the title Addresses presented to His Excellency the Rt. Hon. Sir Chas. T. Metcalfe, Bart. G.C.B. This document and other publications on the controversy appear in the Baldwin Pamphlets, 1844, now in the Toronto Public Library.

“Mr. LaFontaine, in compliance with the request of the governor-general, and in behalf of himself and his late colleagues, who have felt it to be their duty to tender a resignation of office, states, for His  Excellency’s information, the substance of the explanation which they purpose to offer in their places in parliament. They avowedly took office upon the principle of responsibility to the representatives of the people in parliament, and with a full recognition on their parts of the following resolutions introduced into the legislative assembly with the knowledge and sanction of Her Majesty’s representative in this province, on September 3rd, 1841.” (Here follows a citation of the resolutions given in Chapter IV. above.)

“They have lately understood that His Excellency took a widely different view of the position, duties, and responsibilities of the executive council, from that under which they accepted office, and through which they have been enabled to conduct the parliamentary business of the government, sustained by a large majority of the popular branch of the legislature.

“Had the difference of opinion between His Excellency and themselves, and, as they have reason to believe, between His Excellency and the parliament and people of Canada generally, been merely theoretical, the members of the late executive council might, and would, have felt it to be their duty to avoid any possibility of collision which might have a tendency to disturb the tranquil and amicable relations which apparently subsisted between the executive government and the provincial parliament. But the difference of opinion has led not merely to  appointments to office against their advice, but to appointments, and proposals to make appointments, of which they were not informed in any manner, until all opportunity of offering advice respecting them had passed by, and to a determination on the part of His Excellency to reserve for the expression of Her Majesty’s pleasure thereon a bill introduced into the provincial parliament with His Excellency’s knowledge and consent as a government measure, without an opportunity being given to the members of the executive council to state the probability of such a reservation. They, therefore, felt themselves in the anomalous position of being, according to their own avowals and solemn public pledges, responsible for all the acts of the executive government and parliament, and at the same time not only without the opportunity of offering advice respecting these acts, but without the knowledge of their existence, until informed of them from private and unofficial sources.

“When the members of the late executive council offered their humble remonstrances to His Excellency on this condition of public affairs, His Excellency not only frankly explained the difference of opinion existing between him and the council, but stated that, from the time of his arrival in the country, he had observed an antagonism between him and them on the subject, and notwithstanding that the members of the council repeatedly and distinctly explained to His Excellency that they  considered him free to act contrary to their advice, and only claimed an opportunity of giving such advice and of knowing, before others, His Excellency’s intentions, His Excellency did not in any manner remove the impression left upon their minds, by his avowal, that there was an antagonism between him and them, and a want of that cordiality and confidence which would enable them, in their respective stations, to carry on public business to the satisfaction of His Excellency or of the country.

“The want of this cordiality and confidence had already become a matter of public rumour: and public opinion not only extended it to acts, upon which there were apparent grounds for difference of opinion, but to all measures of government involving political principles. His Excellency, on the one hand, was supposed to be coerced by his council into a course of policy which he did not approve of, and the council were made liable to the accusation of assuming the tone and position of responsible advisers of the government, without, in fact, asserting the right of being consulted thereupon.

“While His Excellency disavowed any intention of altering the course of administration of public affairs which he found on his arrival in Canada, he did not disguise the opinion that these affairs would be more satisfactorily managed by and through the governor himself, without any necessity of concord amongst the members of the executive council or  obligation on their part to defend or support in parliament the acts of the governor. To this opinion of His Excellency, as one of theory, the members of the executive council might not have objected; but when, on Saturday last, they discovered that it was the real ground of all their differences with His Excellency, and of the want of confidence and cordiality between His Excellency and the council since his arrival, they felt it impossible to continue to serve Her Majesty, as executive councillors for the affairs of this province, consistently with their duty to Her Majesty, or to His Excellency, or with their public and often repeated pledges in the provincial parliaments, if His Excellency would see fit to act upon his opinion of their functions and responsibilities.”

The document written by Sir Charles Metcalfe in answer to this on the following day (November 28th, 1843) runs as follows: — 

“The governor-general observes with regret in the explanation which the gentlemen who have resigned their seats in the executive council propose to offer in their places in parliament, a total omission of the circumstances which he regards as forming the real grounds of their resignation; and as this omission may have proceeded from their not considering themselves at liberty to disclose the circumstances, it becomes necessary that he should state them.

 

“On Friday, Mr. LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin came to the government house, and after some other matters of business, and some preliminary remarks as to the cause of their proceeding, demanded of the governor-general that he should agree to make no appointment, and no offer of an appointment, without previously taking the advice of the council; that the lists of candidates should, in every instance, be laid before the council; that they should recommend any others at discretion, and that the governor-general, in deciding after taking their advice, should not make any appointment prejudicial to their influence. In other words, that the patronage of the Crown should be surrendered to the council for the purchase of parliamentary support; for, if the demand did not mean that, it meant nothing, as it cannot be imagined that the mere form of taking advice without regarding it, was the process contemplated.

“The governor-general replied that he would not make any such stipulation, and could not degrade the character of his office, nor violate his duty, by such a surrender of the prerogative of the Crown.

“He appealed to the number of appointments made by him on the recommendation of the council, or the members of it in their departmental capacity, and to instances in which he had abstained from conferring appointments on their opponents, as furnishing proofs of the great consideration which he had evinced towards the council in the  distribution of the patronage of the Crown.

“He at the same time objected, as he had always done, to the exclusive distribution of patronage with party views, and maintained the principle that office ought in every instance to be given to the man best qualified to render efficient service to the state; and where there was no such preëminence, he asserted the right to exercise his discretion.

“He understood from Messrs. LaFontaine and Baldwin, that their continuance in office depended upon his final decision with regard to their demand; and it was agreed that at the council to be assembled the next day, that subject should be fully discussed.

“He accordingly met the council on Saturday, convinced that they would resign, as he would not recede from the resolution which he had formed, and the same subject became the principal topic of discussion. Three or more distinct propositions were made to him, over and over again, sometimes in different terms, but always aiming at the same purpose, which, in his opinion, if accomplished, would have been a virtual surrender into the hands of the council of the prerogative of the Crown: and on his uniformly replying to these propositions in the negative, his refusal was each time followed by ‘Then we must resign,’ or words to that purport, from one or more of his council. In the course of the conversations which, both on Friday and Saturday, followed the explicit demand made by the council regarding the patronage of the Crown, that  demand being based on the construction put by some of the gentlemen on the meaning of ‘Responsible Government,’ different opinions were elicited on the abstract theory of that still undefined question as applicable to a colony — a subject on which considerable difference of opinion is known everywhere to prevail; but the governor-general, during those conversations, protested against its being supposed that he is practically adverse to the system of responsible government, which has been here established: which he has hitherto pursued without deviation, and to which it is fully his intention to adhere. . . . If, indeed, by responsible government the gentlemen of the late council mean that the council is to be supreme, and the authority of the governor-general a nullity, then he cannot agree with them, and must declare his dissent from that perversion of the acknowledged principle. . . . Allusion is made in the proposed explanation of the gentlemen of the late council, to the governor-general’s having determined to reserve for the consideration of Her Majesty’s government, one of the bills passed by the two legislative Houses. That is the Secret Societies Bill. If there is any part of the functions of the governor in which he is more than any other bound to exercise an independent judgment, it must be in giving the royal assent to Acts of parliament. With regard to this duty he has special instructions from Her Majesty to reserve every Act of an  unusual or extraordinary character. Undoubtedly the Secret Societies Bill answers that description, being unexampled in British legislation. The gentlemen of the late council heard his sentiments on it expressed to them. He told them that it was an arbitrary and unwise measure, and not even calculated to effect the end it had in view. He had given his consent to its being introduced into parliament, because he had promised, soon after his assumption of the government, that he would sanction legislation on the subject as a substitute for executive measures which he refused to adopt on account of their proscriptive character: although he deprecates the existence of societies which tend to foment religious and civil discord. The gentlemen of the late council cannot fail to remember with what pertinacity those measures were pressed on him, and can hardly be unaware of what would have followed at that time, if, in addition to rejecting the proscriptive measures urged, he had refused to permit any legislation on the subject.”

About a fortnight afterwards (December 11th, 1843) Metcalfe wrote to Lord Stanley as follows: “Late on the following day, Mr. LaFontaine sent me a written statement of the explanation, which he and his colleagues proposed to give in their places in parliament, of the grounds of their resignation. A copy is enclosed. It is a most disingenuous production, suppressing entirely the immediate matter upon which their resignation took place, and trumping up a vague assertion of differences on the theory of responsible government as applicable to a colony, which had been expressed in the freedom of conversation as matters of opinion but not as grounds of procedure, and were, therefore, very unfairly used for the purpose to which this misrepresentation was applied. Had the gentlemen openly avowed that their object was to make the council supreme and to prostrate the British government and to reduce the authority of the governor to a nullity, there would have been truth in their statements of a difference between us, as I never can admit that construction of responsible government in a colony.” “Correspondence of Lord Metcalfe,” Canadian Archives. A little later (December 26th, 1843) Metcalfe wrote to Lord Stanley: “It is said that they [the late council] were beginning to totter in parliament. Some clauses in the judicature bills for Lower Canada, brought in by Mr. LaFontaine, had been thrown out owing to Mr. Viger’s opposition on principle to the arrangement therein proposed of judges sitting as a part of the Court of Appeal on the hearing of appeals from their own judgments. Mr. Baldwin’s King’s College University Bill was threatened with certain failure and would probably have been lost on the day after their resignation, if the latter had not furnished a pretext for withdrawing it without assigning the prospect of defeat as the cause. Their Assessment Bill likewise gave general dissatisfaction in Upper Canada, and they had been compelled to modify it considerably. These and some other occasional symptoms of defection, although not affecting their general majority in the House, were regarded as omens of approaching weakness, and it is supposed that, in order to recover waning popularity and power, they sought a rupture with the governor, determined to make use of it for the purpose of raising a popular cry in their favour. . . . This explanation has obtained some currency; but I cannot say that I give full credence to it. . . . A more obvious motive may be found in other circumstances. There were several bills before the Parliament which, if passed into laws, would have created several new appointments with considerable salaries. . . . To secure the distribution of this patronage was, I conceive, the immediate object of their demand, or one for the surrender of the patronage into their hands.” Selections from the Papers of Lord Metcalfe, London, 1855. [Ed., J. W. Kaye.]

 

The two above documents, which were soon scattered broadcast throughout Canada, represent the official version of the opposing sides of the political controversy which raged throughout the next twelve months. The resignation of the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry was no ordinary event. The whole principle of British colonial government was staked upon the issue; and upon both sides of the Atlantic events in Canada were followed with an exceptional interest. Only during periods of actual rebellion or war, has there ever been in this country an era of more intense political excitement. The question of responsible government and of its proper meaning and application in Canada, became the supreme issue of the day, and both in and out of parliament, in the press, on the hustings, and from the housetops, it was made the subject of violent  and virulent argumentation. The Reformers had had no intention, in offering their resignation to the governor, of surrendering their claim to the political control of the country: the resignation was not an act of submissive meekness but an act of defiance. It was intended as the prelude of an organized campaign of resistance to Sir Charles Metcalfe, which should either drive him from his office or compel him to admit the ministerial principle in its entirety. Metcalfe, on his part, bent not before the storm, but with British resolution braced himself squarely on his feet to face the rising gale of opposition. Not an inch would he retreat: not a syllable would he retract. Till the British government might summon him home, he was there to govern Canada, with a ministry if he could, but without a ministry if he must.

 

Mistaken as the views of the governor-general undoubtedly were, there is much to admire in the spirit of indomitable firmness with which he was prepared to confront single-handed, if need be, the whole population of the colony. As the controversy waxed hot, the amenities of political discussion were thrown aside and the divinity that hedges a governor-general was dissipated in a storm of personal attack: the cry of despot, tyrant and autocrat, was heard on all sides, while the satirists of the time dubbed His Excellency “Charles the Simple,” and added the still more crushing epithet of “Old Square Toes.” But Metcalfe was not left to fight single-handed: Mr. Draper’s adherents were with him from the start. To the Tories the aspect of a governor proposing to actually govern was as welcome as sunshine after storm, while needy politicians, office-seekers and personal opponents of the late ministry rallied eagerly to the cause. The people of Canada were soon divided into two great factions, the supporters and the enemies of Metcalfe. Meetings, banquets, speeches, addresses, pamphlets and fierce editorial articles became the order of the day, and the strife of the political combatants waxed more and more furious with the realization that it must culminate in a general election which might mean to either party a general and irretrievable disaster.

The first trial of strength in the momentous conflict was on the floor of the parliament itself. Great was the excitement in and around the  legislature, when the news of the ministerial resignation became public. “The library of the assembly,” wrote a private correspondent from Kingston, “was crowded with letter writers eager to circulate the news from Sandwich to Gaspé, and no sound met the ear but the harsh scratching of the pens as they rushed over the paper. In the lobbies and on the landing-places small groups were congregated discussing the news. The politician as he walked the street was button-held (sic) by many a curious and excited enquirer. The stagnation which usually characterizes the metropolis has been converted into a bustling and earnest animation.”

On November 27th, LaFontaine briefly announced to the House the fact that the ministry, with the exception of Mr. Daly, had resigned office. Two days later Baldwin presented to the assembly the reasons for the resignation, and an exciting debate followed, culminating in a triumphant vote of confidence in the ministry. It is unnecessary to repeat at length the arguments presented for and against the ministry, which were practically identical with those contained in the official letters just quoted. Baldwin in his opening speech declared that the ministry had accepted office on principles they had publicly and privately avowed. These principles, he said, had received the sanction of a large majority of the representatives of the people. The ministry  stood pledged to maintain them. The head of the government entertained views widely differing from his ministers on the duties and responsibilities of their office: this had left nothing for them but to resign. Baldwin read to the House the resolutions of 1841, in which he and his colleagues found the justification of their present conduct. Hincks, Price, Christie and others supported Baldwin in the assembly, while Sullivan defended the conduct of the late ministry before the legislative council in a speech of exceptional brilliancy and power. Beside the overwhelming arguments thus presented, the defence of the governor-general, in the hands of Mr. Daly, seemed tame and insignificant, and the attempt of the latter to show that Metcalfe was prepared to live up to the September resolutions carried no conviction.

Nor was the fierce onslaught of Sir Allan MacNab on the outgoing cabinet of any greater efficacy. He made no attempt to reconcile the conduct of the governor with the principles of responsible government. He attacked the principles themselves. To him the September resolutions were as chaff to be driven before the wind. Responsible government, he said, should never have been conceded: if persisted in, it could lead to nothing but the ultimate separation of the colony from the mother country. MacNab’s defence of Metcalfe was of a character little likely to defend, and the governor, despite his instinctive sympathy with the  Tories, might have wished to be saved from his friends; for Metcalfe found himself in the painful position of being defended by one set of adherents on the ground that he had maintained responsible government, and by the other on the ground that responsible government was not worth maintaining.

Of far more consequence to the cause of the outgoing cabinet was the defection of Mr. Viger. Denis Benjamin Viger had long been one of the prominent leaders of the popular party in Lower Canada and had suffered imprisonment for the cause. The principle of responsible government and the claims of the French-Canadians had had no more ardent supporter than Mr. Viger, and at this time, with the dignity of seventy winters upon him, he was still viewed as one of the leaders of his people. It was not without deep emotion that Viger now announced to the House that he could not endorse the conduct of the leaders of his party. The principle of responsible government he was willing to admit, but the present occasion, he said, offered no adequate grounds for a step so momentous as that which they had seen fit to take. The debate was finally closed by the passage of a resolution, presented by Mr. Price, to the effect that “an humble address be presented to His Excellency, humbly representing to His Excellency the deep regret felt by this House at the  retirement of certain members of the provincial administration on the question of their right to be consulted on what this House unhesitatingly avows to be the prerogative of the Crown, — appointments to office: and further, to assure His Excellency that the advocacy of this principle entitles them to the confidence of the House, being in strict accordance with the principles embraced in the resolutions adopted in the House on September 3rd, 1841.” The motion was carried by forty-six votes against twenty-three. On December 9th, 1843, the parliament was prorogued.

La Minerve, December 11th, 1843.

Mr. Viger afterwards published his views on the situation in full in a pamphlet entitled, La Crise Ministerielle, (1844).

Meantime the governor-general was without a ministry. At the moment of prorogation, Mr. Dominick Daly enjoyed the unique honour of being sole adviser to the Crown. On the twelfth of the month (Dec. 1843) Mr. Draper was sworn in as executive councillor, and Mr. Viger, with whom negotiations had at once been opened by Sir Charles Metcalfe, entered also into the service of the government. It was announced in the administration newspapers that these gentlemen constituted a provisional government, and that the governor-general would organize a regular cabinet at the earliest possible moment. Meantime the Reform journals loudly denounced this new form of personal rule.

The prorogation of parliament was the signal for the organization of a vigorous campaign of opposition on the part of the Reform party, whose  leaders threw themselves with great ardour into the work of rousing the country in anticipation of a coming election. Baldwin and LaFontaine, returning to the practice of the law in their respective cities, headed the agitation. Hincks, who had severed his connection with the Examiner on assuming office in 1842, now determined to return to newspaper work. As Montreal was to be the future capital of the province, he came to that city shortly after the rising of the House and looked about him for the purchase of a suitable journal. A paper called the Times, — moderately liberal in its complexion, — being at that time without an editor, Hincks acted gratuitously in that capacity for some little while, hoping ultimately to purchase the paper; but finding difficulty in arranging matters with the proprietors, he established (March 5th, 1844) a journal of his own under the name of the Pilot. Adopting the same device as he had already used with success in the case of the Examiner, Hincks printed at the head of his first issue a quotation from Lord Durham’s report in favour of responsible government and backed it up with an opening editorial in which he plunged at once into the present controversy. “If the representative of the sovereign,” said the Pilot, “is in practice to make appointments according to his own personal opinion, and to reject the bills relating to our local affairs because he thinks them unnecessary or inexpedient, it would be  infinitely better that the mockery of representative institutions was abolished.” The journalistic career in those days was not without its dangers and difficulties. Hincks and his newspaper were denounced on all sides by the Tory press: he was likened to Marat, to Robespierre and to the iconoclasts of the French revolution. An embittered Orangeman, incensed at certain expressions used by a correspondent of the Pilot, endeavoured to force a duel upon the editor. But in spite of all difficulties Hincks persevered, and remained at his editorial work in Montreal throughout the next four years.

The gentleman in question was Colonel Ogle R. Gowan. A correspondent of the Pilot, in discussing the well-known episode of the queen’s refusal to dismiss the ladies of the bedchamber and its relation to the royal prerogative, had said: “His [Sir Robert Peel’s] demand was complied with, though Colonel Gowan falsely asserted the contrary at Kingston.” Gowan wrote to Hincks (March 12th, 1844) asking the name and address of the correspondent. “Should you decline to accede to my demand,” he said, “I beg you will refer me to a friend on your behalf to meet Captain Weatherly of this city, who will arrange a meeting between us.” Hincks managed to appease the irate colonel by explaining that the falseness of the argument and not the veracity of the speaker was the matter in question.

In addition to his editorial work on the Pilot, Hincks endeavoured to influence opinion in the mother country by contributing a series of letters to the London Morning Chronicle. These were intended to offset the arguments that were being laid before the British public by Gibbon Wakefield. The latter, whom the Reformers now regarded as a snake that  they had unwittingly warmed in the bosom of the party, had become the bitter enemy of the late ministry. He had endeavoured to persuade the assembly to adopt an amendment nullifying the vote of confidence. Failing in this, he had published a pamphlet in defence of the conduct of Metcalfe, and was at this time busily contributing articles to the London press on the Canadian question. Wakefield in these writings undertook to make a double misrepresentation; to misrepresent Canadian affairs to the people of Great Britain, and to misrepresent British opinion thereupon to the people of Canada. “The quantity of sympathy with Messrs. Baldwin and LaFontaine existing in the United Kingdom,” he wrote, “is very minute.” The resignation of the ministry he interpreted, not as arising out of the question of responsible government, but simply as a political trick: the difficulty encountered with the university bill and other Upper Canadian legislation had made the Reform party anxious to divert public attention from its ill success by the familiar device of dragging a herring across the scent. Responsible government was merely the herring in question. Hincks easily exposes the fallacies of Wakefield’s argument; for Wakefield’s letters  to the press before and after the ministerial rupture were essentially inconsistent. On October 27th, 1843, Wakefield had written that he would have no objection to a quarrel between Metcalfe and the ministers if he “could be sure that the governor would pick well his ground of quarrel.” Again on November 25th he wrote to a correspondent: “The governor-general has had, I think, the opportunity of breaking with his ministers on tenable ground and has let it slip. . . . I am unwilling to do him the bad turn of shooting the bird which I suppose him to be aiming at behind the hedge of reserve which conceals him from vulgar eyes.” In his letter to the Colonial Gazette, after the rupture, and in his pamphlet, Wakefield tries to put the quarrel in the quite different light described above. In his letters to the Chronicle Hincks not only shows the inconsistency of his adversary’s position, but makes a pitiless exposure of the reasons underlying Wakefield’s self-interested desertion of the Reform party.

A View of Sir Charles Metcalfe’s Government in Canada (London, 1844). See also an article, Sir Charles Metcalfe in Canada (Fisher’s Colonial Magazine, 1844) and letters in the Colonial Gazette; see also Edward Gibbon Wakefield by R. Garnett, London, 1898. Dr. Garnett speaks of Wakefield as “exercising irresponsible government in Canada as the secret counsellor of Sir Charles Metcalfe.”

See Hincks’s letters to the Morning Chronicle, July 24th, 1844, etc.

While Hincks was thus busily occupied at Montreal, Baldwin, who had returned to Toronto after the prorogation of the House, was heading the agitation against Metcalfe in Upper Canada. A public banquet was held in honour of the ex-ministers (December 28th, 1843) at the North American Hotel, Robert Baldwin being the guest of the evening. Mr. Ridout, of the  Upper Canada Bank, proposed the health of Messrs. LaFontaine, Baldwin and the other members of the cabinet, the “steadfast champions of responsible government,” to which Baldwin replied in a long speech, subsequently printed in full in the Reform journals of both Upper and Lower Canada. A Reform Association was founded in Toronto whose branches rapidly spread over the whole of the province. Under the auspices of the new association there was held in Toronto towards the end of March of the new year, the first of a series of great meetings organized throughout the country. So great was the enthusiasm attendant upon this gathering that the hall of the association, situated in a building on the corner of Front and Scott Streets, was quite inadequate to accommodate the crowd that clamoured for admission, and hundreds were turned from the doors. Robert Baldwin, who occupied the chair, was the central figure of the occasion, and the address with which he opened the proceedings of this first general meeting of the Reform Association, ranks among his most striking speeches. Loud and continued cheering greeted him as he rose to speak, and was renewed at intervals in the pauses of his discourse.

March 25th, 1844.

Baldwin Pamphlets (1844), Toronto Public Library.

“Our objects,” said the speaker, in announcing the formation of the association, “are open and avowed. We seek no concealment for we have  nothing to conceal. We demand the practical application of the principles of the constitution of our beloved mother country to the administration of all our local affairs. Not one hair’s breadth farther do we go, or desire to go: but not with one hair’s breadth short of that will we ever be satisfied. . . . Earnestly I recommend to all who value the principles of the British constitution, and to whom the preservation of the connection with the mother country is dear, to lend their aid by joining this organization. Depend upon it, the day will come when one of the proudest boasts of our posterity will be, that they can trace their descent to one who has his name inscribed on this great roll of the contenders for colonial rights.”

After fully developing the nature of colonial self-government and quoting from Lord Durham’s report and the September resolutions in support of his contention, Baldwin went on to show the utter insufficiency of responsible government as conceived by Sir Charles Metcalfe. His Excellency’s system meant nothing more or less than the old disastrous methods of personal government brought back again. “If we are to have the old system,” said Baldwin, “then let us have it under its own name, the ‘Irresponsible System,’ the ‘Compact System,’ or any other name adapted to its hideous deformities; but let us not be imposed  upon by a mere name. We have been adjured,” he continued, alluding to an answer recently given by Metcalfe to a group of petitioners, “with reference to this new-fangled responsible government, in a style and manner borrowed with no small degree of care from that of the eccentric baronet who once represented the sovereign in this part of Her Majesty’s dominions, to ‘keep it,’ to ‘cling to it,’ not to ‘throw it away’!! You all, no doubt, remember the story of little Red Ridinghood, and the poor child’s astonishment and alarm, as she began to trace the features of the wolf instead of those of her venerable grandmother: and let the people of Canada beware lest, when they begin to trace the real outlines of this new-fangled responsible government, and are calling out in the simplicity of their hearts, ‘Oh, grandmother, what great big eyes you have!’ it may not, as in the case of little Red Ridinghood, be too late, and the reply to the exclamation, ‘Oh, grandmother, what a great big mouth you have!’ be ‘That’s to gobble you up the better, my child.’”

Sir F. B. Head.

Baldwin was ably followed by his cousin, Robert Sullivan, by William Hume Blake, and a long list of other speakers. Notable among these was one whose name was subsequently to become famous in the annals of Canadian Liberalism. George Brown, a young Scottish emigrant, had just established at Toronto (March 5th, 1844) a weekly newspaper called the  Globe, founded in the interest of the Reform party. The Globe was a fighting paper from the start, and the power of its opening editorials with their unsparing onslaughts on the governor-general was already spreading its name from one end of the province to the other. In reality there were strong points of disagreement between the editor of the Globe and the leading Reformers, who at this time aided and encouraged his enterprise, and Brown was destined ultimately to substitute for the moderate doctrines of the Reformers of the union, the programme of the thorough-going Radical. But agreement in opposition is relatively easy. The day of the Radicals and the Clear Grits was not yet, and for the time Brown was heart and soul with the cause of the ex-ministers. In his speech on this occasion he drew a satirical picture of the operation of responsible government à la Metcalfe. “Imagine yourself, sir,” he said to the chairman, “seated at the top of the council table, and Mr. Draper at the bottom, — on your right hand we will place the Episcopal Bishop of Toronto (Dr. John Strachan) and on your left the Reverend Egerton Ryerson, — on the right of Mr. Draper sits Sir Allan MacNab, and on his left Mr. Hincks. We will fill up the other chairs with gentlemen admirably adapted for their situations by the most extreme imaginable  differences of opinion — we will seat His Excellency at the middle of the table, on a chair raised above the warring elements below, prepared to receive the advice of his constitutional conscience-keepers. We will suppose you, sir, to rise and propose the opening of King’s College to all Her Majesty’s subjects, — and then, sir, we will have the happiness of seeing the discordant-producing-harmony-principle in the full vigour of peaceful operation.”

The relation of George Brown to the Clear Grits to whom he was at first opposed is traced by J. Lewis in his George Brown (Makers of Canada Series).

Resolutions were adopted at the meeting endorsing the principles and conduct of the late administration and condemning in strong terms the interim government of Sir Charles Metcalfe. “We have commenced the campaign,” said the Globe, in commenting on the proceedings, “the ball has received its first impulse in this city, — let it be taken up in every village, and in every hamlet of the country.” At these meetings Baldwin was a frequent speaker and addresses from all parts of the country were forwarded to him. Not the least interesting among them was an address from his constituents of Rimouski setting forth that “a public meeting of the citizens of the different parishes of the county had been held immediately after mass on Sunday, February 4th,” and that resolutions had been adopted fully approving the “conduct in parliament of the Hon. Robert Baldwin.” In the course of the summer Baldwin not only spoke in various towns of Upper Canada but found time also, in  July, to visit the Lower Provinces. In his own constituency, the county of Rimouski, Baldwin’s tour became a triumphal procession. The inhabitants flocked to meet him and his visit was made the occasion of universal gaiety and merry-making. The village street of Kamouraska was decorated with flags and a long cortège of vehicles accompanied the Reform leader on his entry: the river at Rimouski was crossed in a boat gaily adorned with bunting for the occasion, while repeated salvos of musketry attended the transit of Baldwin and his party. At Rimouski village itself, an assembly of some four hundred parishioners with their curé at their head was marshalled before the village church to present an address of welcome. Everywhere the cordial hospitality of the people was conjoined with the warmest expressions of political approval.

A shower of addresses fell also upon Sir Charles Metcalfe, addresses of advice, of hearty approval, and of angry expostulation. The “inhabitants of the town of London” begged to “approach His Excellency with feelings of gratitude and admiration which they could not sufficiently express.” The townspeople of Orillia had been “particularly disgusted with the studied insult so continually offered to all the faithful and loyal of the land, and by the advancement to situations of honour and employment of suspected and disloyal persons.” The Tories of Toronto, Belleville,  and a host of other places, sent up similar addresses. On the other hand, “the magistracy, freeholders, and inhabitants generally of the district of Talbot, observed with painful regret the unhappy rupture between His Excellency and a council which possessed so largely the confidence of the people. The principle of responsible government, which has occasioned this rupture, they had fondly hoped had been so clearly defined and so fully recognized and established as to obviate all difficulty and altercation for the future.” The district council of Gore took upon itself to go even further. They assured His Excellency that “public opinion in this district and, we believe, throughout the length and breadth of Canada, will fully sustain the late executive council in the stand they have taken, and in the views they have expressed.” Altogether some hundred addresses were forwarded to the governor-general. The greater part of them, as might be expected, emanated from Conservative sources and chorused a jubilant approbation of Metcalfe’s conduct. British loyalty, the old flag and the imperial connection were put to their customary illogical use, and did duty for better arguments against responsible government. Even the “Mohawk Indians of the Bay of Quinté” were pressed into political service. On the subject of responsible government the ideas of the chiefs were  doubtless a little hazy and they discreetly avoided it, but their prayer that the “Great Spirit would long spare their gracious Mother to govern them” may be taken as a rude paraphrase of the Tory argument against the ministry. They regretted “the removal of the great council fire from Cataraqui to some hundred miles nearer the sun’s rising,” but lapsed into language much less convincingly Indian by saying that “the question is simply this, whether this country is to remain under the protection and government of the queen, or to become one of the United States.”

As against this address a rival faction of the people of Talbot sent up expressions of hearty approval of Metcalfe’s conduct.

The Mohawk Indians were not the only ones who insisted on saying that this latter was the main question at issue. There was at Kingston a rising young barrister and politician of the Tory party, John A. Macdonald by name, who at this juncture coöperated in founding a United Empire Association.

Meantime the condition of affairs in Canada, and the fact that Metcalfe was conducting the government of the country with an executive council which consisted of only three persons, were exciting attention in the mother country and had become the subject of debate in the imperial parliament. Ever since the agitation and rebellion of 1837, there had been in the House of Commons a group of Radical members who were ready at any time to espouse the cause of the colonists against the governors.  This was done, it must in fairness be admitted, largely in ignorance of actual Canadian affairs. The sympathy of the British Radicals proceeded partly from the general philanthropy that marked their thought, partly from their abstract and doctrinaire conception of individual rights, and partly also from their desire to use the colonial agitation as a weapon of attack against the Tory government. Hume and Roebuck, it will be remembered, had been in correspondence with Mackenzie and Papineau. They had been the London agents of the Canadian Alliance Association founded by Mackenzie in 1834. Since that period the cause of self-government in Canada had found consistent supporters among the British Radicals. But the bearing of this sympathetic connection must not be misinterpreted. Trained in the narrow school of “little Englandism” the Radicals regarded every colony as necessarily moving towards the manifest destiny of ultimate independence, and the historic value of their sympathetic connection with the Baldwin-LaFontaine party in the present crisis cannot be very highly estimated. Indeed a little examination shows that between the ideas of the British Radicals and those of Robert Baldwin and his party, a great gulf was fixed. To the former, colonial self-government was justified as a necessary prelude to colonial independence: to the latter, it appeared as a bond — as the only stable and permanent bond — which would maintain intact the connection with the  mother country. This latter point cannot be too strongly emphasized. There is hardly a speech made by Robert Baldwin at this period in which he does not assert his devotion to the unity of the empire and his firm belief that responsible government in the colonies was the true means of its maintenance. With the lapse of sixty years the narrow view of the British Radicals has been discredited and lost from sight in the larger prospect of an imperial future. But no portion of that discredit should fall upon the Reformers of Canada, to whom at this moment they offered their support.

In answer to a question in the House of Commons, Lord Stanley, the colonial secretary, had (February 2nd, 1844) declared that the imperial government fully approved of the conduct of Sir Charles Metcalfe. Although Sir Charles Metcalfe, he said, went out to carry out the views  of the government at home, yet he was equally determined to resist any demands inconsistent with the dignity of the Crown; in pursuing this course he would have the entire support of the home government. A still more emphatic approval of Metcalfe’s conduct, together with a declaration of the principles of colonial government, was given by Lord Stanley some four months later (May 30th, 1844) in a debate which was presently known in Canada as the “great debate.” The statements made by Lord Stanley on that occasion, and the concurrence expressed by Lord John Russell, leave no doubt that neither the British statesmen of the Conservative party nor their Liberal opponents had as yet accepted the principle of colonial autonomy as we now know it. They were still haunted by the lingering idea that a colony must of necessity be subservient to its governor, and that complete self-government meant independence of Great Britain.

There appears to be little doubt that Stanley’s confidential letters to Metcalfe supported the latter in his quarrel with the Reformers. Hincks in his Reminiscences gives it as his opinion that Metcalfe, at the time of his leaving England, had received instructions from the colonial secretary to the effect that he was to make it his business to prevent the establishment of responsible government in Canada. “Sir Charles Metcalfe,” he writes (), “was selected with the object of overthrowing the new system of government.” The formal instructions to Metcalfe under date of February 24th, 1843, were identical with those sent to Lord Sydenham under date of August 30th, 1840. (See Canadian Archives Report, 1905, p-21.) But it is known that Metcalfe had a confidential interview with Lord Stanley before leaving England and that he received private communications from him in regard to the ministerial crisis. The following passage occurs in a MS. letter of LaFontaine to Baldwin under date of January 28th, 1844: “Holmes received this morning a letter from Dunn who states that a person, upon whose word he can rely, had just informed him that the governor had received despatches from Lord Stanley approving his conduct. That is a matter of course.” (Baldwin Correspondence, Toronto Public Library.)

Mr. Roebuck had called the attention of the House of Commons to the condition of affairs in Canada, and the colonial secretary made a lengthy speech in reply. “The honourable member,” he said, “drew an analogy between the position of the ministers in the colony and the position of the ministers of the Crown in the mother country. He [Lord  Stanley] denied the analogy. The constitution of Canada was so framed as to render it impossible that it could possess all the ingredients of the British constitution.” In Great Britain, he said, the Crown “exercised great influence because of the love, veneration, and attachment of the people. The governor was entirely destitute of the influence thus attached to royalty. . . . The House of Lords exercised the power derived from rank, station, wealth, territorial possession and hereditary title. The council [legislative] in Canada had none of these adventitious advantages.” The reasoning thus presented by the colonial secretary seems to bear in the wrong direction. But his remarks which follow essentially reveal the attitude of his mind on the question. “Place the governor of Canada,” he said, “in a state of absolute dependence on his council and they at once would make Canada an independent and republican colony. . . . It was inconsistent with a monarchical government that the governor should be nominally responsible, and yet was to be stripped of all power and authority, and to be reduced to that degree of power which was vested in the sovereign of this country: it was inconsistent with colonial dependence altogether and was overlooking altogether the distinction which must subsist between an independent country and a colony subject to the domination of the mother country. . . . The power for which a minister is responsible  in England is not his own power but the power of the Crown, of which he is for the time the organ. It is obvious that the executive councillor of a colony is in a situation totally different. The governor, under whom he serves, receives his orders from the Crown of England. But can the colonial council be the advisers of the Crown of England? Evidently not, for the Crown has other advisers for the same functions and with superior authority.”

La Minerve (July 1st, 1844) contains an interesting discussion of this debate.

In the latter part of his speech Lord Stanley dealt more directly with the question of colonial appointments: his remarks show all too plainly that he too persisted in dividing the Canadians into two groups of “rebels” and “honest men,” and in viewing the present controversy as a strife between the two. “Did not the honourable and learned gentleman,” he asked, referring to Mr. Roebuck, “think that the minority in a colonial society, be it Tory, Radical, Whig, French, or English, had more chance of fair play if the honours and rewards in the gift of the government were distributed by the Crown than if they were dispensed exclusively by political partisans.” The magnificent stupidity of this remark can be realized if one imagines Lord Stanley being asked whether it might not be advisable to allow the queen to make personal appointments to all offices in order to shelter the British minority  from the rapacity of the Conservative party. But what Stanley had in his mind becomes clear when he goes on to say:— “Would it be consistent with the dignity, the honour, the metropolitan interests of the Crown that its patronage should be used by the administration [of Canada] to reward the very men who had held back in the hour of danger? and would it be just or becoming to proscribe and drive from the service of the country those who, in the hour of peril, had come forward to manifest their loyalty and to maintain the union of Canada with the Crown of England?” The union of Canada and England had as little to do with the present argument as the union of Sweden and Norway, but the reference to it passed current in both countries for nobility of sentiment. Lord Stanley concluded his remarks by referring to the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry as “unprincipled demagogues” and “mischievous advisers.”

Stanley’s defense of Metcalfe and his views on colonial self-government read somewhat strangely at the present day. What is still more strange is that the Liberal leader, Lord John Russell, who spoke on the same occasion, was prepared to put the same interpretation on the Canadian situation. He would, he said, have condemned Sir Charles Metcalfe if he had said that he would in no case take the opinion of his executive council respecting appointments; but it would be impossible for the  governor to say that he would in all cases follow the will of the executive council. Sir Robert Peel and Mr. Charles Buller, one of the principal collaborators of Lord Durham in the composition of his report, spoke also to the same effect.

During all this time Sir Charles Metcalfe remained without a ministry. Even the two new councillors in office, Draper and Viger, had merely been sworn in as executive councillors without being assigned to offices of emolument. As the spring passed and the summer wore on, the chances of being able to obtain a ministry on anything like a representative basis still appeared remote. The Tories of the assembly had given to Sir Charles Metcalfe from the outset a cordial support, but in view of the overwhelming numbers of the Reformers and French-Canadians, the attempt to construct a ministry from the ranks of the Tories would have been foredoomed to failure. On the other hand, the governor-general was well aware that continued government without a ministry meant ruin to his cause and tended of itself to prove the contention of his opponents. No effort was spared, therefore, to obtain support from the Reform party itself and to encourage secession from the ranks of the French-Canadians by tempting offers of office. It was hoped that the example of Mr. Viger might induce others of his nationality to desert the cause of the late administration. Barthe, a fellow-prisoner of Viger in the days of the  rebellion, and since then editor of L’Avenir du Canada and member for Yamaska, had been offered a seat in the cabinet shortly after the ministerial resignation and had refused. Four French-Canadians in turn had rejected the offer of the position of attorney-general for Lower Canada, and the same position had been offered in vain to two British residents. Viger found himself with but small support among his fellow-countrymen. It was in vain that he appealed to them in a pamphlet in which he sought to prove that LaFontaine and Baldwin had acted without constitutional warrant. The subtleties of Mr. Viger’s arguments availed nothing against the instinctive sympathy of the French-Canadians with their chosen leader. At the end of the month of June, Mr. Draper, anxious to realize the situation at first hand, visited the Lower Province and spent some weeks in a vain attempt at obtaining organized support for the government. As a result of his investigations he wrote to Sir Charles Metcalfe that “after diligently prosecuting his inquiries and extending his observations in all possible quarters, he could come to no other conclusion than that the aid of the French-Canadian party was not to be obtained on any other than the impossible terms of the restoration of Baldwin and LaFontaine.”

See La Crise Ministerielle et M. Denis Benjamin Viger, (Kingston, 1844,) published also in English (Baldwin Pamphlets, 1844, Toronto Public Library).

Kaye, Life of Metcalfe, 1854, Vol. II, p, 553.

 

“The difficulty, indeed,” says Metcalfe’s biographer, “seemed to thicken. According to Mr. Draper, it was one from which there was no escape. After the lapse of seven months, during which the country had been without an executive government, Metcalfe was told by one of the ablest, the most clear-headed and one of the most experienced men in the country, that it was impossible to form a ministry, according to the recognized principle of responsible government, without the aid of the French-Canadian party, and that aid it was impossible to obtain. What was to be done?” Well might the governor-general and his private advisers ask themselves this question. As Mr. Draper himself informed His Excellency, the want of an executive government was beginning to have a disastrous effect upon the commerce and credit of the country. The revenue must inevitably be soon affected, the administration of justice was already hampered for want of a proper officer to represent the Crown in the courts of law, while the public mind was filled with disquieting apprehensions for the future which were beginning to paralyze the industrial life of the province.

See Kaye, op. cit. Vol. II, .

The whole summer of 1844 was one of intense political excitement. Agitation meetings, and political speeches became the order of the day, and political demonstrations on a large scale were organized by the rival parties. On May 12th a general meeting of the Reform Association  had been held at Toronto. At this Robert Baldwin played a principal part, and in his speech on the occasion reiterated his attachment to the British connection and his belief that the policy of his party was the only one that could lead to permanent imperial stability. He presented to the meeting an address which he had drafted for presentation to the people of Canada, and which was adopted with enthusiasm. Its concluding sentences sounded a note of warning and appeal:— “This is not a mere party struggle. It is Canada against her oppressors. The people of Canada claiming the British constitution against those who withhold it: the might of public opinion against faction and corruption.”

The newspapers during these months contained little else than fiery disputation on the all-absorbing topic of the hour. Pamphlets poured from the colonial press in an abundant shower, and editors, lawyers, assemblymen and divines hastened to add each his contribution to the political controversy engendered by the situation. The Reform Alliance started a series of “tracts for the people” designed to elucidate the leading principles and disputed points of the whole controversy. Hincks, Buchanan, Ryerson, Sullivan and a swarm of others hastened into the fray, iterating and reiterating the well-worn arguments for and against the late ministry and soundly belabouring one another with political  invective and personal abuse. The great bulk of the literature of the Metcalfe controversy is of but little interest or novelty. It is somewhat difficult to read through the forty pages of print in which “Zeno” (of Quebec) undertakes to show that the resistance of Metcalfe and his satellites to responsible government was but the “expiring howl of that mercenary class who, by servility, venality and corruption, have marred the prosperity of the colony.” Equally difficult is it to follow the tortuous argumentation of Isaac Buchanan in his Five Letters Against the Baldwin Faction. Buchanan, who was a moderate Reformer now turned against his late leaders, writes with the bitterness of a renegade, and his letters are of some interest as illustrating the wilful distortion of Robert Baldwin’s opinions and objects at the hands of his opponents. “How many are there,” he asks, “who are out and out supporters of Mr. Baldwin who do not conscientiously wish that Canada was a state of the union to-morrow?” “Mr. Baldwin,” he says, “was weakening the very foundations of colonial society,” and supports the statement by an afflicting anecdote of a recent experience in England.

“On the subject of Baldwin’s past character,” says Buchanan, “the question was again and again put to me in England. Did he not prefer his party to his country, at the late rebellion, declining to fight against the former or to turn out in defence of the latter? I remember well the  feeling remark of one gentleman of the most liberal British politics, and whose bosom beats as high as any man’s for the cause of freedom,— ‘Well, poor Mr. Baldwin may be a patriot, but he is not a Briton.’”

There is, however, one episode of the Metcalfe controversy — namely, the literary duel between the Rev. Egerton Ryerson and the Hon. R. B. Sullivan, late president of the council — which deserves more than a passing notice. In both Upper and Lower Canada, Metcalfe had spared no pains to win men of prominence of all parties to his cause by flattering offers of public office. Egerton Ryerson, already famous in the colony as a leader of the Methodist Church, as president of Victoria College and as an opponent of the exclusive claim of the Church of England to the Clergy Reserves, was one of those who were said by the Reformers to have felt the “draw of vice-regal blandishments.” The announcement early in 1844 that Ryerson had been interviewed by the governor-general, and that his appointment as superintendent of education with a seat in the cabinet was under consideration, was declared by the Globe (March 8th, 1844) to be an “alarming feeler.” Subsequently, when Ryerson, in the ensuing May, published his famous defence of Sir Charles Metcalfe  and was later in the year duly appointed to be superintendent of education, his enemies did not scruple to say that Mr. Ryerson had sold himself to the Metcalfe government for a price, and had become a traitor to the cause of public liberty. But whatever may be thought of the correctness or incorrectness of Ryerson’s views on the ministerial controversy, the contention that his literary services had been bought, cannot stand. His appointment to office rests on a solid basis of merit and had long been under consideration. No one in the province had given more earnest thought to the problem of public education than had Egerton Ryerson, and the question of his appointment as superintendent of common schools had already been discussed by Lord Sydenham. It appears also, on good authority, that Sir Charles Metcalfe had determined to appoint Ryerson to some such position before the rupture with the LaFontaine-Baldwin cabinet occurred. It must, therefore, in fairness be admitted that the defence of Sir Charles Metcalfe was inspired by no self-seeking motives, but proceeded from a genuine conviction that the course adopted by the late cabinet was unconstitutional and dangerous to the public welfare.

N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

Sir Charles Metcalfe Defended Against the Attacks of his late Councillors, Toronto, 1844.

See Egerton Ryerson, Story of My Life (Edited by J. G. Hodgins) Chap. xliii: see also N. Burwash, Egerton Ryerson (Makers of Canada Series) Chap. v.

 

From the literary point of view, Ryerson’s defence is an extremely able document and is written, not with the ponderous periods of the theologian, but with a vigour of style and a freedom of phrase which drew down upon the head of its author the taunt of being a “political swashbuckler.” The central point of the argument of the pamphlet is the attempt to prove that the conduct of the late ministry was contrary to British precedent. “If the ministry,” argued Ryerson, “objected to the governor’s appointments, the proper course for them consisted in immediate resignation, not in attempting to bind the governor with a pledge in regard to appointments of the future. It was,” he said, “contrary to British usage for them to remain in office twenty-four hours, much less weeks or months, after the head of the executive had performed acts or made appointments which they did not choose to justify before parliament and before the country. It was contrary to British usage for them to complain of and condemn a policy or acts to which they had become voluntary parties by their continuing in office. It was contrary to British usage for them to go to the sovereign to discuss principles and debate policy, instead of tendering their resignations for his past acts.” This line of reasoning, though rendered plausible by an imposing show of precedent and argument, need not be taken very seriously. The ministry had, in fact, resigned on account of the past  acts of the governor, not on the strength of any single one, but rather by reason of the accumulation of many. For the entire ministry to have resigned the first time the governor undertook to make a minor appointment on his own account would have been plainly impossible: equally impossible was it to allow the governor to continue indefinitely making such appointments. The essence of the situation lay, therefore, in the future rather than the past.

Ryerson’s pamphlet called forth an answer from an opponent of as good fighting mettle as himself. The Thirteen Letters on Responsible Government, published by Robert Sullivan, are certainly equal to Ryerson’s defence in point of logic and in the presentation of the law, and easily surpass it in facility of style, while the caustic wit, for which the writer was distinguished, adds to the brilliance of his work. Sullivan signed himself “Legion” to indicate that his name was not one but many. He prefaces his work with a mock-heroic “Argument,” or table of contents, in which he endeavours at the outset to put his theological opponent in a ludicrous light. Thus he announces as the subject of Letter IV, the “doctor’s [Ryerson’s] discovery that Cincinnatus was one of the Knights of the Round Table, from which he infers that Mr. Baldwin stole his ideas on responsible government from the days of chivalry.” Later we read that “‘Legion’ repudiates his relatives and absolves his  godfathers on the ground of the doctor’s monopoly of the calendar of saints,” while the letters conclude with a “panoramic view of the doctor’s iniquitous career — his death struggle with ‘Legion’ and his hideous writhings graphically described,” after which “‘Legion’ carries off the doctor amidst yells and imprecations.” Apart from witticisms, personalities, and stinging satire, Sullivan’s letters are of great importance in the Metcalfe controversy from the fact that the writer takes issue with Lord Stanley, whose views on colonial government he considers entirely erroneous. As a rule the writers on behalf of the Reform party endeavoured to so interpret Stanley’s expressions as to make them appear favourable to the attitude taken by the LaFontaine-Baldwin cabinet. In the light of what has been quoted above, this will be seen to be a hopeless task. Sullivan takes a bolder, and at the same time a surer, stand. “Lord Stanley’s argument,” he says, “if it proves anything, proves that we should not have representative institutions at all: that public opinion should not prevail in anything, because it wants the ingredient of aristocratic influence. . . . There is not the slightest doubt, in the mind of any one, but that the governor of this province is bound to obey the orders of Her Majesty’s secretary of state for the colonies, however opposed these orders may be to the advice of the council, for the time being. But there is as little doubt but that when a secretary of state gives such orders with respect  to the administration of our local affairs, he violates the principle of responsible government as explained in the resolutions of 1841, to which Sir Charles Metcalfe subscribed.”

That a good many of “Legion’s” shafts had struck home is seen in the furious rejoinder published by Egerton Ryerson. In this the distinguished divine almost forgets the dignity of his divinity. He compares his opponent to Barère and likens the Reform Association to the Committee of Public Safety of the French Revolution:— “Whether ‘Legion’ drank, fiddled and danced,” he writes, “when Sir F. Head was firing the country, or when Lount and Mathews were hanging on the gallows, I have not the means of knowing: but a man who can charge the humane and benevolent Sir Charles Metcalfe with being an inhuman and bloodthirsty Nero, can easily be conceived to sing and shout at scenes over which patriotism and humanity weep.” To Baldwin himself, the writer is almost as unsparing. Baldwin had just delivered an address to the electors of Middlesex in which he exhorted the Tories “to forget all minor differences and to act as if they remembered only that they were Canadians, since as Canadians we have a country and are a people.” This patriotic utterance Ryerson sees fit to misinterpret. “In reading this passage of Mr. Baldwin’s address,” he says, “I could not keep from my thoughts two passages in very different books, the one a parable in the  Book of Judges, in which ‘the bramble said unto the trees, if in truth ye annoint me king over you, then come and put your trust in my shadow: and if not, let fire come out of the bramble, and devour the cedars of Lebanon.’ The other passage which Mr. Baldwin’s address brought to my recollection, is one of Æsop’s Fables, where the fox that had lost its tail exhorted his brethren of all shades and sizes to imitate his example as the best fashion of promoting their comfort and elevation.”

The party war of pamphlets, speeches and addresses continued unabated throughout the summer. As the autumn drew on the efforts of Metcalfe and Draper to obtain at least the semblance of a representative cabinet met with better success. Towards the end of August a Mr. James Smith, a Montreal lawyer of no particular prominence, and never as yet a member of any legislative body, accepted the position of attorney-general for Lower Canada. A recruit of more imposing name was found in Denis B. Papineau, brother of the French-Canadian leader of 1837, to whom was given the office of commissioner of Crown lands.

H. J. Morgan, Sketches of Celebrated Canadians, 1862.

Papineau, who had hitherto been an adherent of the Lower Canadian Reform party, shared with Viger the odium of being a renegade from his party, and was subsequently accused by Robert Baldwin on the floor of the House  with having approved the resignation of the previous ministry and then usurped the position they had seen fit to abandon. Papineau, whose character had stood high with his compatriots, claimed in reply that his acceptance of office did not rest on personal grounds, but that he had seen fit, on mature reflection, to modify his opinion of the present controversy. William Morris of Brockville accepted at the same time the post of receiver-general. Mr. Draper being now definitely appointed to be attorney-general for Upper Canada, Mr. Viger, president of the council, and Mr. Daly being still provincial secretary, Metcalfe found himself, at the opening of September (1844), with something approaching a complete ministry. It was thought wiser for the present to place no Tories in the cabinet. Mr. Henry Sherwood was, however, given the post of solicitor-general for Upper Canada without a seat in the executive council, and towards the close of the year W. B. Robinson, a brother of Chief-justice Robinson and a Tory of the old school, became inspector-general. Metcalfe was now ready to try conclusions with his adversaries. He dissolved the parliament on September 23rd, and writs, returnable on November 12th, were issued for a new election.

Speech in answer to Address from the Throne, 1844.

See above, .


CHAPTER VIII

IN OPPOSITION
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THE ELECTIONS OF the autumn of 1844 were carried on amid an unsurpassed political excitement, and both sides threw themselves into the struggle with an animosity that seriously endangered the peace of the country. Whatever may be thought of the constitutionality of Metcalfe’s conduct during the recent session of parliament, there can be no doubt that he went outside of his proper sphere in the part he took in the parliamentary election. His personal influence and his personal efforts were used to the full in the interests of the Draper government. Indeed, there now existed, between the governor-general and the leaders of the Reform party, a feeling of personal antagonism that gave an added bitterness to the contest. The governor-general had not scrupled to denounce the Reformers publicly as enemies of British sovereignty: in answer to an address sent up to him from the county of Drummond in which reference was made to the “measures and proceedings of a party tending directly in our opinion to the terrible result of separation from British connection and rule,” Metcalfe stated that he had “abundant reason to know that you have accurately described the designs of the late executive council.”

 

This intemperate language brought about the resignation of LaFontaine from his position as queen’s counsel, a step immediately followed by a similar resignation on the part of Baldwin. The resignations were accompanied by letters to the provincial secretary in which the accusation of hostility to British sovereignty was indignantly denied. The same denial was repeated by the Reform leaders in the public addresses to their constituents, inserted in full length, according to the custom of the day, in the party newspapers, in spite of which Metcalfe and the Tories persisted in viewing the contest as one between loyalty and treason. “He felt,” said Metcalfe’s biographer, “that he was fighting for his sovereign against a rebellious people.” For the rank and file of the Tory following, excuse may be found in the exigencies of party warfare; but for Metcalfe, as governor of the country, no apology can be offered, save perhaps the honesty of his conviction. “I regard the approaching election,” he wrote (September 26th, 1844), “as a very important crisis, the result of which will demonstrate whether the majority of Her Majesty’s Canadian subjects are disposed to have responsible government in union with British connection and supremacy, or will struggle for a sort of government that is impracticable consistently with either.”

The result of the election gave a narrow majority to Mr. Draper’s administration, but the contest was accompanied by such violence and  disorder at the polls that the issue cannot be regarded as indicating the real tenor of public opinion. In this violence, it must be confessed, both parties participated. The Irish, mindful of their late contest with the Orangemen and the fate of the Secret Societies Bill, were solid for the Reform party, and their solidity assumed at many polling places its customary national form. It was charged by the enemies of Baldwin that gangs of Irishmen were hired in Upper Canada to control the voters by the power of the club. Nor were the Tories behind hand in the use of physical force, and on both sides inflammatory handbills and placards incited the voters to actual violence. “The British party,” said Metcalfe himself, “were resolved to oppose force by force and organized themselves for resistance.”

N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .

As the issue of the elections became known, it appeared that the Reformers had carried Lower Canada by a sweeping majority, but that the adherents of the government had scored a still more complete victory in the Upper Province. LaFontaine, who had decided to present himself again to the electors of Terrebonne rather than to continue to represent an Upper Canadian constituency, was elected almost unanimously. Out of fifteen hundred voters who assembled in despite of bad roads and bad weather, only about a score were prepared to support a local attorney — a  Mr. Papineau — who had been nominated to oppose LaFontaine. A mere show of hands was sufficient to settle the election without further formalities. Morin was elected for two constituencies. Aylwin was returned for Quebec, and of the forty-two members for Lower Canada, only sixteen could be counted as supporters of the government. D. B. Papineau was elected for Ottawa county, but his colleague, Viger, whose prestige among the French-Canadians was permanently impaired, was defeated by Wolfred Nelson, the former leader of the rebellion. The city of Montreal, henceforth to be the capital of Canada, signalized itself by returning two supporters of the administration. But their success was due solely to the arrangement of voting districts made by the government; for the city contained an overwhelming majority of French-Canadian and Irish adherents of the Reform party. In Upper Canada, of the forty-two members elected, the government could count thirty as its adherents. MacNab, Sherwood, W. B. Robinson, John A. Macdonald of Kingston, and many other Tories were elected. Baldwin, who had bidden farewell to the constituency of Rimouski, was elected for the fourth riding of York, but Hincks was beaten in Oxford and remained  out of parliament until 1848. John Henry Dunn, also a member of the late cabinet, was beaten in Toronto. The Tories stuck at nothing to carry the elections in Upper Canada. To their affrighted loyalty the end justified the means. Returns were in some cases wilfully falsified. Elsewhere the voters were driven from the polls and violence carried to such an extent that the troops were called out to quell the disorder, while throughout the province the militia were warned to be in readiness for possible emergencies. Only seven decided Reformers, among them Baldwin, Small and Price, were returned to parliament from Upper Canada. Taking the two sections of the province together and making due allowance for doubtful members, it appeared that the government might claim at the very outside, forty-six supporters in a House of eighty-four members. Even this narrow margin of support could not be relied upon. On the vote for the speakership, for example, Sir Allan MacNab was elected by only a majority of three.

See Turcotte, Le Canada sous l’Union, p et seq.

These facts are admitted by Metcalfe. See Kaye, Vol. II. See also Hincks’s Political History of Canada, p, 36.

Hincks presented a petition to the assembly protesting against the election of his opponent, Mr. Robert Riddell. He claimed that the deputy returning officers had refused to admit the votes of persons who had come to the province previous to 1820, although, under an Act of the parliament of Upper Canada, such persons, if willing to take the oath of allegiance, were entitled to vote. The petition was not granted.

On these terms, for want of any better, Mr. Draper had now to undertake the government of the country. It was a difficult task, and for one less  skilled in the arts of political management it would have been impossible. The administration could hardly rest upon a satisfactory footing unless an adequate support could be obtained from the French of Lower Canada: on the other hand, any attempt to gain this support was apt to alienate the Upper Canadian Tories, now definitely in alliance with Mr. Draper and represented in his cabinet by Robinson, the new inspector-general. The leader of the government was therefore compelled to preserve, as best he might, a balance of power in a chronic condition of unstable equilibrium. That Mr. Draper did continue to carry on his government for nearly three years speaks volumes for his political dexterity.

It is no part of the present narrative to follow in detail the legislative history of Mr. Draper’s administration. The seat of government had now been transferred to Montreal, where the parliament was given as its quarters a building that had formerly been St. Anne’s market. It was a capacious edifice some three hundred and fifty feet in length by fifty in breadth, with two large halls on the ground floor which served for the House of Assembly and the legislative council, the hall of the assembly containing ample galleries with seats for five hundred spectators. The parliament came together on November 28th,  1844, and remained in session until the end of March of the ensuing year. During Mr. Draper’s administration under Lord Sydenham, he had maintained himself in office, as has been seen, by adopting the measures desired by the Opposition as his own policy. This method of stealing his opponent’s thunder was a favourite artifice of the leader of the government, and during the present session he made a liberal use of it. Acts in reference to the schools and municipalities of Lower Canada were passed, which carried forward the educational reforms already commenced. In order to conciliate, if possible, the Reformers of Lower Canada, steps were taken towards restoring the French language to its official position. It was known to the government that LaFontaine had it under consideration to put before the assembly a resolution urging upon the imperial government the claims of the people of Lower Canada to have their language placed upon an equal footing with English in the proceedings of the legislature. LaFontaine’s intention was accordingly forestalled, and Denis Papineau, the commissioner of Crown lands, proposed to the assembly to vote an address to the imperial government asking for a repeal of the clause of the Act of Union which made English the sole official language. The motion was voted by acclamation  amid general enthusiasm and the home government, after some delay, saw fit to act upon it. The administration was less happy in its attempt to deal with the still outstanding university question. Mr. Draper presented a University Bill, closely analogous to that of Robert Baldwin; but finding the opposition of the Tories was at once aroused against such a proposed spoliation of the Church, the bill was dropped without coming to a vote. With these and other minor measures, and with much wrangling over the crop of contested elections that remained as a legacy from the late conflict, the time of the assembly was occupied until the end of the month of March.

A. Leblond de Brumath, Histoire Populaire de Montréal (1890) p, 380.

Act of Union, Section xli. “All journals, entries, and all written or printed proceedings of what nature soever of the said legislative council and legislative assembly ... shall be in the English language only.” Speaking in French was not, of course, contrary to the law.

See below, page 287.

Before the session had yet come to an end, the news was received that the home government intended raising Sir Charles Metcalfe to the peerage. In view of Metcalfe’s long and useful career in other parts of the empire, such a step was not necessarily to be regarded as a special official approval of his conduct in Canada; but among the Reformers the announcement occasioned great indignation. The violence of party antagonism had by no means subsided: at the very opening of the session Baldwin had endeavoured to carry through the assembly a vote of censure against the governor-general for having violated the principles of the constitution by governing without a ministry. The news that Metcalfe,  instead of censure, was now to obtain an elevation to the peerage, drew forth from the members of the Opposition expressions of protest in language which the passions of the hour rendered unduly intemperate. Aylwin declared to the assembly that it would be more fitting that Metcalfe should be recalled and put on trial, rather than that he should receive the dignity of a peer. Even Robert Baldwin made use of somewhat immoderate expressions of disapproval. Utterances of this kind might perhaps have been spared, for the untoward fate that had fallen upon the two preceding governors of Canada now cast its shadow plainly on the governor-general, and it was becoming evident that Baron Metcalfe of Fern Hill was not long destined to enjoy earthly honours. Before coming to Canada he had suffered severely, as has been said above, from a cancerous growth upon the cheek: an operation had for the time arrested the progress of the disease, but all efforts towards a radical cure had proved unavailing. The sufferings of the distinguished patient had now become constant and his sight seriously affected. The rapid decline of his health made it apparent that he was no longer fit for the arduous duties of his position, and his friends began to urge him to ask for his recall. But Lord Metcalfe, with the indomitable courage that was his leading virtue, still held heroically to what he considered to be the post of duty.

 

Meantime, having got through one parliamentary session, Mr. Draper was anxious to avoid, if possible, encountering another upon the same terms. Draper appears to have realized that the great error of his past policy had been his failure to reckon with the strength of the united French-Canadian vote. This had upset his former ministry under Lord Sydenham, and the experience of the Metcalfe crisis had shown him that, even with the full support of a governor-general, the government could not be satisfactorily carried on without French-Canadian support. Mr. Draper now determined to obtain this support, and to retrieve his past errors by the formation of a new variety of political coalition. Of the Reform party of Upper Canada he had but little fear. Their representation in parliament was now seriously depleted, and even among their remaining members of the assembly, divisions had existed during the past session; on the other hand, the star of the Tories was in the ascendant and that party might always be counted upon to offset in Upper Canada the political influence of the Reformers. If then, Mr. Draper argued, the French-Canadian party under LaFontaine could be induced to break loose from Baldwin and his adherents and to join forces with the Ministerialists of Upper Canada, a combination could be formed that would hold a strong majority in both of the ancient provinces. We have here the beginnings of that system of a “double majority,” — a majority,  that is, in both Upper and Lower Canada, — which became the will o’ the wisp of the rival politicians, and which many persons were presently inclined to invest with a constitutional sanctity, as forming part of the necessary machinery of Canadian government. It was characteristic of the ways and means of Mr. Draper, to whom the term “artful dodger” has often been applied, that he was prepared to throw overboard his French-Canadian men of straw (Viger and Papineau) to make way for LaFontaine, Morin, and their friends.

On the principle of the “double majority” see Dent, The Past Forty Years, Vol. II. p et seq. Hincks’s Political History () contains interesting matter in this connection. “Up to the time of my leaving Canada in 1855,” writes Hincks, “no political alliance was formed on the principle of securing majorities from the two provinces.” The Draper-Caron-LaFontaine correspondence here referred to is given in Hincks’s Reminiscences.

In order to attain his purpose, Mr. Draper in the autumn of 1845 entered into indirect negotiations with LaFontaine, Mr. Caron, the speaker of the legislative council, acting as a go-between. In the three-cornered correspondence that ensued the question of a ministerial reconstruction along the lines of the new alliance was fully discussed. Draper at first had interviews with Caron in which he suggested that the ministry might be strengthened by the addition of leading French-Canadian Reformers. Caron conveyed this suggestion to LaFontaine in a letter of September  7th, 1845. Mr. Draper’s ideas, gathered thus at one remove and intentionally expressed with vagueness, may be seen in the following passage from Mr. Caron’s letter. “He [Mr. Draper] told me that Mr. Viger could be easily prevailed upon to retire, and that Mr. Papineau desired nothing better: that both these situations should be filled up by French-Canadians: he seemed desirous that Morin should be president of the council . . . he spoke of the office of solicitor-general, which, he said, ought to be filled by one of our origin . . . he also spoke of an assistant secretaryship, the incumbent of which ought to receive handsome emoluments . . . This was about all he could for the present offer to our friends, who, when in power, might themselves strive afterwards to make their share more considerable. As regarded you [LaFontaine], he said that nothing would afford him greater pleasure than to have you as his colleague, but that, as the governor and yourself could not meet, the idea of having you form part of the administration must be given up so long as Lord Metcalfe remained in power: that it would be unjust to sacrifice a man of your influence and merit . . . but that this difficulty could easily be made to disappear by giving you an appointment with which you would be satisfied. . . . As to Mr. Baldwin, he said little about; but I understood, as I did in my first conversation, that he thought he would retire of himself.”

 

Such was Mr. Draper’s plan. LaFontaine’s attitude in the dealings which followed is entirely above reproach. Mr. Draper’s method of approach he considered to be irregular and unconstitutional; nor did the glittering bribe of “handsome emoluments” and “an appointment with which he would be satisfied,” conceal from him the real meagreness of Mr. Draper’s offer. The artful attorney-general was indeed merely offering to buy off a number of leading French-Canadians with offers of office and salary. It appears, however, that if Mr. Draper had been willing to go further and entirely reconstruct the Lower Canadian part of his cabinet so as to place it in the hands of the Reformers, LaFontaine would have been willing to make terms with him. This statement must not, however, be misunderstood. The arrangement contemplated was viewed by LaFontaine, not as the purchase of the Lower Canadian party by Mr. Draper, but as the purchase of Mr. Draper by the Lower Canadian party. The plan was fully discussed between LaFontaine and Hincks in Montreal. Nor did LaFontaine conceal anything of the negotiations in question from Robert Baldwin. The plan contemplated by LaFontaine and Hincks would merely have amounted to a further consolidation of the united French and English Reform party by adding to its ranks Mr. Draper and his immediate adherents. The danger of further secession, in pursuance of the example of Denis, Papineau and Viger, would thus be minimized. The undoubted  parliamentary talents of Mr. Draper would lend a valuable support to the cause, and the Tories of Upper Canada would remain in hopeless isolation. In a letter of September 23rd, 1845, LaFontaine wrote very freely to Baldwin of the whole matter, and enclosed a translation of his letter to Caron. “Mr. Hincks,” he said, “whom I saw this morning, seemed to be favourable to the plan, if it was effected, admitting that it would immediately crush the reaction in Quebec, and would strengthen you in Upper Canada. For my part I think Mr. Draper would be very glad to have an opportunity to act with the Liberal party: he knows he is not liked by the Tory party and that they wish to get rid of him. However, that is his own business.”

MS. Letters of LaFontaine to Baldwin. Baldwin Correspondence, (Toronto Public Library.)

If so powerful a combination of parties, and one so obviously advantageous to the interests of his race could have been formed, LaFontaine was perfectly willing, if need be, to retire from his leadership of the party in order to facilitate the new arrangement. “What French-Canadians should do above everything,” he wrote, “is to remain united and to make themselves respected. I will not serve as a means of dividing my compatriots. If an administration is formed which merits my confidence, I will support it with all my heart. If it has not my confidence but possesses that of the majority of my compatriots, not  being able to support it, I will willingly resign my seat, rather than cast division in our ranks.” But to meet LaFontaine’s views, Mr. Draper would have been called upon to go further than he had intended. To break entirely with the Canadian Tories and to throw overboard Mr. Dominick Daly, — the “permanent secretary,” as he was now facetiously entitled, — was more than Mr. Draper had bargained for. These difficulties caused the negotiations to hang fire until the recall of Lord Metcalfe changed the position of affairs. “The whole affair,” says a Canadian historian, “suddenly collapsed, and the only result was to intensify the political atmosphere, and aggravate the quarrel between a weak government and a powerful opposition.”

Fennings Taylor, Portraits of British Americans, Vol. I. .

Among the correspondence of Robert Baldwin in reference to the proposed reconstruction of parties, appears a letter of considerable interest addressed to LaFontaine which bears no date, but which was probably written in the autumn of 1845, after the failure of Mr. Caron’s negotiations. Baldwin expresses an emphatic disapproval of any attempt to set up the principle of a “double majority.” Such a system of government would be calculated, in his opinion, rather to intensify than to obliterate the racial animosity and end in precipitating a desperate struggle for supremacy. “You already know,” he wrote, “my opinion of the  ‘double majority’ as respects the interests of the province at large. When I gave you that opinion I hesitated to dwell on what appears to me to be its extreme danger to our Lower Canadian friends of French origin themselves. . . . I speak not of the present public men of the province, or of the course which they or any of them may take. Some may be swept away from the arena altogether; others may retire; but in the event of such an arrangement being carried out, all who remain upon the political sea will, I am satisfied, have to go with the stream. The arrangement will be viewed as one based essentially upon a natural, original distinction and equally uninfluenced by the political principles. British and French will then become in reality, what our opponents have so long wished to make them, the essential distinctions of party, and the final result will scarcely admit of doubt. The schemes of those who looked forward to the union as a means of crushing the French-Canadians, and who advocated it with no other views, will then be crowned with success, and the latter will themselves have become the instruments to accomplish it. That this will be the final result of any successful attempt to reorganize the ministry upon such a foundation, I have no doubt whatever. It will not, however, be injurious to the French-Canadian portion of our population alone. It appears to me equally clear that it will be most calamitous to the country in general. It will perpetuate distinctions, initiate animosities, sever the bonds  of political sympathy and sap the foundation of political morality.”

Baldwin Correspondence, (Toronto Public Library.)

In the autumn of 1845 the progress of Lord Metcalfe’s malady was such as rapidly to render him unfit for further exertions. His disease had almost destroyed his sight and his constant sufferings rendered the transaction of official business a matter of extreme difficulty. At the end of October he asked for his recall. But the imperial government, aware of his distressing condition, had anticipated his request, and Stanley had already forwarded to him the official acceptance of a resignation which he might use at any time that seemed proper to him. “You will retire, whenever you retire,” wrote the colonial secretary, “with the entire approval and admiration of Her Majesty’s government.” Lord Metcalfe left Montreal at the end of November, 1845, and returned to England. All attempts to stay the ravages of his dreadful malady proved unavailing and after months of suffering, borne with admirable constancy, he died on September 5th, 1846. Not even the melancholy circumstances of Lord Metcalfe’s departure from Canada could still the animosity of his opponents, and a section of the Reform press greeted the news of his retirement with untimely exultation.

On Metcalfe’s departure the government was entrusted to Lord Cathcart, commander of the forces, at first as administrator and afterwards as  governor-general. Cathcart was a soldier, a veteran of the Peninsula and Waterloo, whose main interest in the Canadian situation lay in the question whether the dispute then pending in regard to the Oregon territory would end in war with the United States. Indeed it was on account of the threatening aspect of the boundary question that the imperial government had elevated Cathcart to the governorship. The matter of responsible government concerned him not, and during his administration he left the civil government of the country to his ministers to conduct as best they might. Their best was indeed but poor. In the session of parliament that ran from March 20th until June 9th, 1846, the government was quite unable to maintain itself. Mr. Draper tried in vain to repeat his thunder-stealing policy and although he carried through parliament an Act to provide for a civil list, which was intended (with imperial consent) to take the place of the existing imperial arrangement, his government on other measures was repeatedly defeated. In the summer and autumn of the year, difficulties crowded upon Mr. Draper. The Draper-Caron correspondence was made public, whereat many Tories took offence and Sherwood, the solicitor-general, dropped out of Mr. Draper’s cabinet. The leader of the government had  failed in his attempted alliance with the Liberals of Lower Canada, and had excited resentment and distrust in the minds of his Tory following. It was indeed becoming very evident that the only method of salvation for the Draper government was to make it a government without Mr. Draper.

See above, .

See La Minerve, April 9th, 1846, and following issues.

The leader of the government had failed in his attempted alliance with the Liberals of Lower Canada, and had excited resentment and distrust in the minds of his Tory following. It was indeed becoming very evident that the only method of salvation for the Draper government was to make it a government without Mr. Draper.

Meantime events had happened in England calculated to exercise an immediate effect upon the course of Canadian policy. With the disruption of the Tories over the passage of the Corn Law Repeal (in the summer of 1846), Sir Robert Peel’s government had come to an end, and the Liberals under Lord John Russell had come into power. With Lord John was associated as colonial secretary, Earl Grey, the son of the great Whig prime minister of the Reform Bill. The name of the second Earl Grey will always be associated with the establishment of actual democratic government in the mother country by means of parliamentary reform: that of the third will be forever connected with the final and definite adoption of the principle of colonial self-government. The moment was a critical one. The abandonment of the older system of commercial restrictions had destroyed the doctrine that the value of the colonies lay in the monopoly of their trade by the mother country. To the Radical wing of the British party this seemed to mean that the time had  come to permit the colonies to depart in peace. But to Lord Grey, himself a former under secretary of state for the colonies, and enlightened by the study of recent events in Canada, and by the similar struggle that had been in progress in Nova Scotia, it appeared that the time was opportune for establishing the colonial system upon another and more durable basis, and for the creation of such a system of government as might combine colonial liberty with imperial stability. He repudiated the idea of abandoning the dependencies of the empire to a separate destiny. “The nation,” he said, “has incurred a responsibility of the highest kind which it is not at liberty to throw off.”

See in this connection Earl Grey’s Colonial Policy (1853) Vol. I, .

See Longley’s Joseph Howe (Makers of Canada Series), Chap. iii.

The advent to power of the British Liberal ministry was viewed by the Reform party in Canada as most auspicious for their cause. “I cannot help regarding it as a circumstance full of promise,” said Robert Baldwin at a public dinner (November 11th, 1846) given to him by the Reform electors of the east riding of Halton, “that the imperial councils should at the present time be presided over by the statesman who, as colonial secretary, has given the imperial imprimatur to the doctrines of Lord Durham’s Report, and the colonial department directed by one so nearly connected with the great statesman to whom England and the colonies were both so much indebted for that invaluable state  document.” The new British cabinet could not, of course, put forth an official repudiation of the conduct of its predecessors towards the colonies. This would have been contrary to the most obvious considerations of imperial policy, and would also have been unadvisable owing to the attitude taken in earlier years by Lord John Russell himself. But the cabinet were fully aware, none the less, that the situation in British North America could only be met by a frank recognition of the right of the colonists of Nova Scotia and Canada to manage their own affairs. The sphere of action which Lord Grey considered proper for a governor to assume may be best understood by a despatch addressed by him to Sir John Harvey, lieutenant-governor of Nova Scotia, (November 3rd, 1846). “This,” says Lord Grey himself, “contains the best explanation I can give of the . . . means to be adopted for the purpose of bringing into full and successful operation the system of constitutional government which it seemed to be the desire of the inhabitants of British North America to have established among them.” Harvey, whose executive council was incomplete and unable  to carry on the government, had found himself in a situation analogous to that in Canada. “I am of opinion,” runs Lord Grey’s despatch, “that, under all the circumstances of the case, the best course for you to adopt is to call upon the members of your present executive council to propose to you the names of the gentlemen whom they would recommend to supply the vacancies which I understand to exist in the present board. If they should be successful in submitting to you an arrangement to which no valid objection arises, you will of course continue to carry on the government through them, so long as it may be possible to do so satisfactorily, and as they possess the necessary support from the legislature. Should the present council fail in proposing to you an arrangement which it would be proper for you to accept, it would then be your natural course, in conformity with the practice in analogous cases in this country, to apply to the opposite party: and should you be able through their assistance to form a satisfactory council, there will be no impropriety in dissolving the assembly upon their advice: such a measure, under those circumstances, being the only mode of escaping from the difficulty which would otherwise exist of carrying on the government of the province upon the principles of the constitution. The object with which I recommend to you this course, is that of making it apparent that  any transfer which may take place of political power from the hands of one party in the province to those of another, is the result, not of an act of yours, but of the wishes of the people themselves. . . . In giving, therefore, all fair and proper support to your council for the time being, you will carefully avoid any acts which can possibly be supposed to imply the slightest personal objection to their opponents, and also refuse to assent to any measures which may be proposed to you by your council which may appear to you to involve an improper exercise of the authority of the Crown for party rather than for public objects. In exercising, however, this power of refusing to sanction measures which may be submitted to you by your council, you must recollect that this power of opposing a check upon extreme measures proposed by the party for the time in the government, depends entirely for its efficacy upon its being used sparingly and with the greatest possible discretion. A refusal to accept advice tendered to you by your council is a legitimate ground for its members to tender to you their resignation, — a course which they would doubtless adopt, should they feel that the subject on which a difference had arisen between you and themselves was one upon which public opinion would be in their favour. Should it prove to be so, concession to their views must sooner or later become inevitable, since it cannot be too distinctly acknowledged  that it is neither possible nor desirable to carry on the government of any of the British provinces in North America in opposition to the opinion of the inhabitants.”

The speech to the electors of Halton was one of a series of addresses delivered by Baldwin on a tour of Western Canada in the autumn of 1846. The Tory journals affected to sneer at the “quacksalving tour of agitation” (Toronto Patriot, November, 1846) undertaken by the Reform leader; but the enthusiasm excited by Baldwin’s speeches made it manifest that the Tories could not again look for a repetition of their victory of two years past.

See House of Commons Sessional Papers, No. 621 of 1848, .

In order to carry into effect in the province of Canada the views thus indicated, the new British government determined to send out to the colony a governor-general whose especial task it should be to set right the unfortunate situation created by the mistaken policy of Lord Metcalfe. The conclusion of the Oregon treaty had by this time removed any immediate prospect of rupture with the United States, and it was no longer necessary to retain a military man at the head of Canadian affairs. The choice of the Liberal government fell upon Lord Elgin. Elgin presented, in many respects, a marked contrast to the governors who had preceded him. He was still a young man, and his vigorous health and ardent spirits gave reason to hope that he was destined to break the spell that seemed to hang over the Canadian governors, and that there was little likelihood of his dying in office. His proficiency in the French language, his geniality and the charm of his address, prepared for him, from the moment of his landing, a social and personal success. But these advantages were the least of Lord Elgin’s qualifications for his new position. His chief claim to distinction, and the fact which gives his name a high and enduring place in the record of Canadian history, was his masterly grasp of the colonial situation, and the  course he was prepared to take in instituting a real system of colonial self-government.

Lord Durham recommended responsible government: Baldwin and LaFontaine contended for it: Lord Grey sanctioned it, and Lord Elgin, as governor-general, first successfully applied it. For this full credit should be given to him. There seems to have been in the minds of Lord Grey and Lord John Russell some lingering of the old leaven, — a certain reservation in the grant of colonial autonomy they were prepared to make. The fact appears in certain passages of the despatch quoted above, and it is not difficult to find in Lord Grey’s other writings expressions of opinion which imply a hesitancy to accept the doctrine of colonial self-government in its entire sense. Lord John Russell in earlier years (1836) had told the House of Commons that the demands of the Canadian Reformers were incompatible with British sovereignty. Prior to his departure for the colony Lord Elgin had, indeed, been given by the colonial secretary the most liberal instructions in regard to the  conduct of the Canadian government. Had he been of the temper of Lord Metcalfe or Lord Sydenham, he could easily have assumed a certain latitude in his application of the constitutional system. But Lord Elgin was not so minded. He was inclined, if anything, to improve on his instructions, and having grasped the fundamental idea of colonial self-government, was determined to bring it fully into play.

See in this connection B. Holland, Imperium et Libertas (1901), Part II., Chap. iv. and Lord Grey’s Colonial Policy, Vol. II., Letter v.

“The House of Assembly of Lower Canada have asked for an elective legislative council and an executive council, which shall be responsible to them and not to the government and Crown of Great Britain. We consider that these demands are inconsistent with the relations between a colony and the mother country, and that it would be better to say at once, ‘Let the two countries separate,’ than for us to pretend to govern the colony afterwards.” — Speech of May 16th, 1836.

Lord Elgin was a thorough believer in the doctrines enunciated in Lord Durham’s Report. Moreover, his marriage with Durham’s daughter gave him an especial and sympathetic interest in proving the truth of Lord Durham’s views. “I still adhere,” he wrote to his wife, “to my opinion that the real and effectual vindication of Lord Durham’s memory and proceedings will be the success of a governor-general of Canada who works out his views of government fairly.” Where Lord Elgin showed a political sagacity far in advance of the governors who had preceded him was in his perception of the fact that a governor, in frankly accepting his purely constitutional position, did not thereby abandon his prestige and influence in the province, nor cease to be truly representative of the British Crown. Sydenham’s pride had revolted at the prospect of nonentity: Metcalfe’s loyalty had taken fright at the spectre of colonial independence; but Elgin had the insight to perceive and to  demonstrate the real nature of the governor’s position. He was once asked, later on, “whether the theory of the responsibility of provincial ministers to the provincial parliament, and of the consequent duty of the governor to remain absolutely neutral in the strife of political parties, had not a necessary tendency to degrade his office into that of a mere roi fainéant.” This Elgin emphatically denied. “I have tried,” he said, “both systems. In Jamaica, there was no responsible government; but I had not half the power I have here, with my constitutional and changing cabinet.”

Elgin had been governor of Jamaica. See Walrond’s Letters of Lord Elgin, and citations by A. Todd, Parliamentary Government in the British Colonies (1880), .

Lord Elgin left England at the beginning of January, 1847, and entered Montreal on the twenty-ninth of the month. The people of the city, irrespective of political leanings, united in an address of welcome, and, in the perplexed state of Canadian politics, all parties were inclined to look to the new governor to give a definite lead to the current of affairs. It was strongly in Elgin’s favour that neither party associated his past career with the cause of their opponents. In British politics a Tory, he came to Canada as the appointee of a British Liberal government. “Lord Elgin,” said Hincks in the Pilot, “is said to be a  Tory and there is no doubt that he is of a Tory family. We look upon his bias as an English politician with the most perfect indifference. We do not think it matters one straw to us Canadians whether our governor is a Tory or a Whig, more especially a Tory of the Peel school. We have to rely on ourselves not the governor; and if we are true to ourselves, the private opinions of the governor will be of very little importance.”

At the time of Lord Elgin’s arrival, the Draper government was reaching its last stage of decrepitude. “The ministry,” in the words of a Canadian writer, “were as weak as a lot of shelled pease.” In the spring of the year (April and May, 1847) a partial reconstruction of the ministry was made with a view of rallying the support of the malcontent Tories. Mr. Draper himself abandoned his place, his fall being broken by his appointment as puisne judge of the court of queen’s bench. John A. Macdonald, destined from now on to figure in the forefront of Canadian politics, entered the ministry as receiver-general; Sherwood became attorney-general of Upper Canada, and other changes were made. But inasmuch as the reconstructed cabinet — the Sherwood-Daly ministry, as it is called — contained no other French-Canadian than Mr. Papineau, it was plainly but a makeshift and could not hope to conduct with success the administration of the country. As soon as parliament was summoned (June 2nd, 1847) the Reformers commenced a vigorous and united onslaught.  Baldwin, seconded by LaFontaine, moved an amendment to the address in which, while congratulating Lord Elgin upon his recent marriage with Lord Durham’s daughter, he declared that it was to Lord Durham that the country owed the recognition of the principle of responsible government, and to Lord Elgin that the parliament looked for the application of it. LaFontaine followed with an eloquent denunciation of those of his compatriots who had lent their support in parliament to a ministry whose cardinal principle was hostility to their race. “You have,” he said, “sacrificed honour to love of office: you have let yourselves become passive instruments in the hands of your colleagues: you have sacrificed your country and ere long you will reap your reward.”

After a heated debate of three days the government was able to carry the address by a majority of only two votes. Nor had it any better fortune during the session of two months which ensued. The ministry was not in a position to introduce any measures of prime importance, and even upon minor matters sustained repeated defeats. The only legislation possible under the circumstances were measures of evident and urgent public utility into which party considerations did not enter. The incorporation of companies to operate the new “magnetic telegraph,” as the newspapers  of the day called it, are noticeable among these. Still more necessary was the legislation for the relief of the vast crowds of indigent Irish immigrants, driven from their own country by the terrible famine of 1846-7, and to whose other sufferings were added the ravages of ship-fever and other contagious diseases. In the public consideration of this question Robert Baldwin took a prominent place and aided in the foundation of the Emigration Association of Toronto.

The ill-success of the reconstructed government, and the universal desire for a strong and stable administration which could adequately cope with the many difficulties of the hour, clearly necessitated a dissolution of parliament. Lord Elgin, though without personal bias against the existing cabinet, felt that it was no longer representative of the feelings of the people, among whom the current of public opinion had now set strongly in favour of the Reform party. Elgin dissolved the parliament on December 6th, 1847, the writs for the new election being returnable on the twenty-fourth of the following January. The general election which ensued was an unbroken triumph for the Reformers. In Upper Canada twenty-six of the forty-two members returned belonged to the Liberal party, while in the lower part of the province only half a dozen of those elected were partisans of the expiring government. Baldwin was again elected in the fourth riding of York, the same county  returning also, in Blake and Price, two of his strongest supporters. Francis Hincks, who was absent from Canada, being at this time on a five months’ tour to his native land, was elected for Oxford in his absence. Sir Allan MacNab and John A. Macdonald were among the Conservatives reëlected; Sherwood narrowly escaped defeat, while John Cameron, the solicitor-general, Ogle R. Gowan, the Orange leader, and many others of the party lost their seats. In Lower Canada the Reformers were irresistible: even the city of Montreal repented of its sins by returning LaFontaine and a fellow-Reformer as its members. LaFontaine was also returned for Terrebonne, but elected to sit for Montreal. The result of the election left nothing for the Conservatives but to retire as gracefully as might be to the shades of Opposition and wait for happier times.


CHAPTER IX

THE SECOND LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN MINISTRY

[image: img84.jpg]

THE SECOND LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN administration, which extended from the beginning of 1848 until the retirement of the two Reform leaders in the summer of 1851, has earned in Canadian history the honourable appellation of the “great ministry.” Its history marks the culmination of the lifework of Robert Baldwin and Louis LaFontaine and the justification of their political system. It is a commonplace of history that every great advance in the structure of political institutions brings with it an acceleration of national progress. This is undoubtedly true of the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry, whose inception signalizes the final acceptance of the principle of responsible government. This fact lent to it a vigour and activity which enabled it to achieve a legislative record with which the work of no other ministry during the period of the union can compare. The settlement of the school system, the definite foundation of the University of Toronto on the basis to which it owes its present eminence, the organization of municipal government, the opening of the railroad system of Canada, — these are among the political achievements of the “great ministry.” More than all  this is the fact that the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry indicates the first real pacification of French Canada, the passing of the “strife of two nations warring within the bosom of a single state” and the beginning of that joint and harmonious citizenship of the two races which has become the corner-stone of the structure of Canadian government. The ministry stands thus at the turning-point of an era. The forces of racial antipathy, separation and rebellion, scarce checked by the union of 1840, here pass into that broader movement which slowly makes towards Canadian confederation and the creation of a continental Dominion.

See note on page 190.

Towards the change of national life thus indicated other and more material forces were also tending. The era of the “great ministry” belongs to the time when the advent of the railroad and the telegraph was unifying and consolidating the industrial and social life of the country. Sandwich and Gaspé no longer appeared the opposite ends of the earth. The toilsome journey that separated the chief cities of Upper from those of Lower Canada was soon to become a thing of the past, and a more active intercourse and more real sympathy between the eastern and western sections of the country to take the place of their former political and social isolation. Lord Elgin once said that the true solution of the Canadian question would be found when both the French and the English inhabitants should be divided into Conservative and  Liberal parties whose formation should rest upon grounds of kindred sentiments and kindred interests. For this the changes now operative in the country were preparing the way: the old era was passing away and a new phase of national life was destined to take its place. Looking back upon the period we can see that the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration marks the time of transition, the essential point of change from the Canada of the rebellion epoch to the Canada of the confederation.

The result of the election of 1847-8 had made it a foregone conclusion that the Conservative government must retire from office. Lord Elgin called the parliament together at Montreal on February 25th, 1848, and the vote on the election of the speaker showed at once the relative strength of the parties in the assembly. It having been proposed that Sir Allan MacNab, the late speaker of the House, be again elected, Baldwin proposed the name of Morin in his stead: while paying tribute to the qualifications of Sir Allan in other respects, he held it fitting that the speaker should be able to command both the French and English languages. A vote of fifty-four to nineteen proved the overwhelming strength of the Reformers. The answer to the speech from the throne, as was of course to be expected, was met by an amendment, proposed by Robert Baldwin, to the effect that the present ministry did not enjoy  the confidence of the country. The amendment being carried by a vote of fifty-four to twenty (March 3rd, 1848), the Conservative ministers tendered their resignation. Lord Elgin at once sent for LaFontaine and the latter, in consultation with Baldwin, proceeded to form the ministry which bears their names. The ministry as thus constituted (March 11th, 1848) was as follows: — 

For Lower Canada: L. H. LaFontaine, attorney-general; James Leslie, president of the executive council; R. E. Caron, president of the legislative council; E. P. Taché, chief commissioner of public works; T. C. Aylwin, solicitor-general; L. M. Viger, receiver-general.

For Upper Canada: Robert Baldwin, attorney-general; R. B. Sullivan, provincial secretary; F. Hincks, inspector-general; J. H. Price, commissioner of Crown lands; Malcolm Cameron, assistant commissioner of public works; W. H. Blake, solicitor-general.

Mr. Blake, who was absent in Europe, did not enter on office until April, 1849.

Frequent mention has already been made of most of the above. Leslie, who had for many years represented the county of Verchères, and Malcolm Cameron, who had been a bitter opponent of Sir F. B. Head and had held a minor office under Bagot, represented the more Radical wing of the Reform party. The name of (Sir) Etienne Taché, twice subsequently prime  minister, is of course well known. Taché had formerly been in the assembly for six years (1841-6), had since held the office of deputy adjutant-general, and was now, along with James Leslie, given a seat in the legislative council. Various other additions were presently made to the Upper House in order to redress the balance of parties therein and more adequately to represent the French-Canadian population.

Lord Elgin, although determined not to identify himself in sympathy with either of the Canadian parties, seems, none the less, to have entertained a high idea of the ability and integrity of his new ministers. “My present council,” he wrote to Lord Grey, “unquestionably contains more talent, and has a firmer holder on the confidence of parliament and of the people than the last. There is, I think, moreover, on their part, a desire to prove, by proper deference for the authority of the governor-general (which they all admit has in my case never been abused), that they were libelled when they were accused of impracticability and anti-monarchical tendencies.” The governor was determined to let the leaders of the ministry feel that they need fear no repetition of their difficulties with Sir Charles Metcalfe. In an initial interview with Baldwin and LaFontaine he took pains to assure them of the course he intended to pursue. “I spoke to them,” he wrote  afterwards, “in a candid and friendly tone; told them I thought there was a fair prospect, if they were moderate and firm, of forming an administration deserving and enjoying the confidence of parliament: that they might count on all proper support and assistance from me.”

Walrond, Letters of Lord Elgin, .

It was not possible for the ministry to undertake a serious programme of legislation during the session of 1848. Those of the ministers who belonged to the assembly — including LaFontaine and Baldwin — had of course to present themselves to their constituents for reëlection. This proved an easy matter, the elections being either carried by acclamation or by large majorities. But Lord Elgin and his ministers both preferred to bring the session to a close, in order to leave time for the mature consideration of the measures to be adopted on the re-assembling of parliament. The legislature was accordingly postponed from March 23rd, 1848, until the opening of the following year. The parliamentary session which then ensued (dating from January 18th until May 30th, 1849) was unprecedented in the importance of its legislation and the excitement occasioned by its measures. The speech from the throne announced a vigorous programme of reform. Electoral reform, the revision of the judicature system of both provinces, the constitution of the university of King’s College, the completion of the St. Lawrence canals, and the  regulation of the municipal system were among the subjects on which the parliament would be asked to legislate. The question of an interprovincial railroad from Quebec to Halifax and the transfer of the postal department from the imperial to the Canadian authorities, were also to be brought under consideration.

Two important announcements were also made by Lord Elgin on behalf of the imperial government. The legislature was informed that the imperial parliament had passed an Act in repeal of the clause of the Act of Union which had declared English to be the sole official language of the legislature. With instinctive tact and courtesy the governor-general demonstrated the reality of the change thus effected, by himself reading his speech in French as well as English, a proceeding which drew forth enthusiastic praise from the press of Lower Canada. The other announcement was no less calculated to enlist the sympathies of French Canada. “I am authorized to inform you,” said Lord Elgin, “that it is Her Majesty’s purpose to exercise the prerogative of mercy in favour of all persons who are still liable to penal consequences for political offences arising out of the unfortunate occurrences of 1837 and 1838, and I have the queen’s commands to invite you to confer with me in passing an Act to give full effect to Her Majesty’s most gracious intentions.”

Journals of the Legislative Assembly, January 18th, 1849.

 

The debate which followed on the address is notable for the trial of strength that occurred between LaFontaine and Louis-Joseph Papineau, the former leader of the popular party in the days of the rebellion. When the agitation in Lower Canada had broken into actual insurrection, Papineau had fled the country with a price upon his head. For two years he had lived in the United States; thence he passed to France where he spent some eight years, his time being chiefly passed in the cultured society of the capital. As yet no general law of amnesty had been passed to permit the return of the “rebels” of 1837. But in many individual instances the government had seen fit to grant a pardon. LaFontaine, during his first ministry, had urged upon Sir Charles Metcalfe the wisdom of a general amnesty. Unable to obtain this he had secured from the governor-general the authorization of a nolle prosequi in the case of Papineau. This was in 1843. The ex-leader did not, however, see fit to avail himself of his liberty to return to Canada until the year 1847. On his return in that year he had presented himself in the ensuing general election to the constituency of St. Maurice, and the prestige of his bygone career sufficed for his election. He once again found himself a member of a Canadian assembly.

For Papineau’s historic reputation among his compatriots, it would have been better had he never returned to Canada. True, he had been absent  from the country but ten years, yet he came back to a Canada that knew him not. The charm of his personal address, the magniloquence of his oratory were still there, but the leadership of Louis-Joseph Papineau was gone forever. There were some in the province who could not forget that Papineau had fled from his misguided followers at the darkest hour of their fortunes. There were others — and these the bulk of his compatriots — who felt that the lapse of time and the march of events had rendered Papineau and his bygone agitation an issue of the past, an issue that could not serve as a rallying-point for French Canada in the altered circumstances of the hour. Of this great change Papineau himself realized nothing. He was still preaching the old doctrine of 1837, the uncompromising hostility to British rule and the veiled republicanism of his former days. In the brief session of 1848 he had angrily inveighed against the prorogation of parliament and had urged, to prevent it, a stoppage of supplies! Now, at the opening of the session of 1849, he rose to utter an impassioned but meaningless attack against the policy of LaFontaine. The great upheaval of European democracy of 1848, of which he had witnessed the approaching signals, had appealed to Papineau’s imagination. It ill sufficed him to live in a country in which there was no ruthless despotism to denounce, no grinding tyranny to oppose, no political martyrdom to attain. In default of a real  tyranny he must invent one. He denounced the union of the Canadas, he denounced the legislative council, he denounced responsible government. “The constitution of the country,” he cried, “is false, tyrannical and calculated to demoralize its people. Conceived by statesmen of a narrow and malevolent genius, it has had up till the present, and can only have in the future, effects that are dangerous, results that are ruinous and disastrous.” Most bitterly of all did he denounce those of his race who had accepted and aided to establish the present system and who, for the sake of office and power, had bartered the proud independence of an unconquered race.

The reply of LaFontaine to Papineau ranks among his finest speeches. Inferior perhaps to his former leader in the arts of eloquence, he far excelled him in the balance and vigour of his intellect. The utter futility of Papineau’s adherence to the old uncompromising doctrines of the past, he easily exposed. “What,” he asked, “would have been the consequences of the adoption of this conflict to the bitter end, that we are reproached with not having adopted? If, instead of accepting the offers made to them . . . the representatives of Lower Canada had persistently held aloof, the French-Canadians would have never shared in the government of the country. They would have been crushed. Would you with your system of unending conflict have ever obtained the repeal of  the clause of the Act of Union that proscribes our language? . . . If, in 1842, we had adopted that system should we now be in a position to solicit, to urge, as we have been doing, the return of our exiled compatriots?”

It might, perhaps, have been more magnanimous on the part of LaFontaine had he omitted to give his arguments a personal allusion. But the ingratitude of Papineau, who owed it to LaFontaine’s efforts and to the system of conciliation which he denounced, that he was able again to tread the soil of his native country, stung LaFontaine to the quick. He continued: “If we had not accepted office in the ministry of 1842, should we have been in a position to obtain for the honourable member himself, permission to return to his country, to obtain which I did not hesitate, in order to overcome the repeated refusals of Sir Charles Metcalfe, to offer my resignation of lucrative offices I then enjoyed? Yet, behold now this man obeying his old-time instinct of pouring forth insult and outrage, and daring in the presence of these facts to accuse me, and with me my colleagues, of venality, of a sordid love of office and of servility to those in power! To hear him, he alone is virtuous, he alone loves our country, he alone is devoted to the fatherland. . . . But since he bespeaks such virtue, I ask him at least to be just. Where would the honourable member be to-day, if I had adopted this system of a  conflict to the bitter end? He would be at Paris, fraternizing, I suppose, with the red republicans, the white republicans, or the black republicans, and approving, one after the other, the fluctuating constitutions of France!”

Speech of January 23rd, 1849. (Translated from La Minerve.)

But though routed in debate by LaFontaine and unable any longer to lead the assembly, Papineau was not without a certain following. Some of the more ardent of the younger spirits among the French-Canadians were still attracted by the prestige of his name and by the violence of his democratic principles, and espoused his cause. There began to appear a Radical wing of the French-Canadian Reformers, pressing upon the government a still greater acceleration of democratic progress and a still more complete recognition of the claims of their nationality. The Radical movement was as yet, however, but a more rapid eddy in the broad stream of reform that in the meantime was moving fast enough.

One hundred and ninety acts of parliament were passed during the session of 1849 and received the governor’s assent. Many of these — the Tariff Act, the Amnesty Act, the Railroad Acts, the Judicature Acts, the Rebellion Losses Act, the Municipal Corporations Act, and the Act to amend the charter of the university established at  Toronto — are measures of first-rate importance. With the two last mentioned the name of Robert Baldwin will always be associated. It will be remembered that during his previous ministry Baldwin had brought in a bill for the revision of the charter of King’s College and for the consolidation of the denominational colleges of the country into a single provincial institution. Against this measure a loud outcry had been raised by the Tories, on the ground that it effected a spoliation of the Anglican Church which had hitherto exercised a dominant influence over King’s College, and whose doctrines were taught in the faculty of divinity of that institution. The rupture with Sir Charles Metcalfe had prevented the passage of the bill. Mr. Draper had introduced a measure of similar character, but had seen fit to abandon it on account of the opposition excited among his own adherents. The measure, which Baldwin carried through parliament in 1849, creating the University of Toronto in place of King’s College, has been said by Sir John Bourinot to have “placed the university upon that broad basis on which it still rests.” A former president of the University of Toronto, in a recent history of the institution, has seen fit to disparage Robert Baldwin’s Act, drawing attention to the needless complexity of its clauses, the failure of its attempt to affiliate the sectarian colleges, and to the fact that  a revision of its provisions became necessary a few years later (1853). But the great merit of Baldwin’s University Act lay, not in its treatment of the details of organization but in the cardinal point of establishing a system of higher education, non-sectarian in its character, in whose benefits the adherents of all creeds might equally participate.
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The faculty of divinity and the degree in divinity were now abolished, and the control of the university entirely withdrawn from the Church, except for the fact that the different denominational colleges were each entitled to a representative on the senate of the university. The system of government instituted was, indeed, cumbrous. Academic powers and the nominations to the professoriate were placed in the hands of a senate, consisting of a chancellor, vice-chancellor, the professors and twelve nominated members, — six chosen by the government, six by the denominational colleges. A further body called the caput, or council, made up of the president and deans of faculties, and certain others, exercised disciplinary powers. An endowment board, appointed jointly by the government, the senate, the caput, etc., managed the property of the university. Various other powers were vested in the faculties, the deans of faculties and in subordinate authorities. The elaborate regulation of the whole structure and the lack of elasticity in its organization were in marked contrast to the more simple provisions of the charter of  King’s College. No religious tests for professoriate and students were to be imposed. It was further enacted that neither the chancellor nor any government representative on the senate should be a “minister, ecclesiastic or teacher, under or according to any form or profession of religious faith or worship.”

Provision was made under the Act for the incorporation in the University of Toronto of the denominational colleges. To obtain incorporation they were to forego their existing power of conferring degrees. As the colleges were unwilling to do this unless they were granted a share of the provincial endowment for their own teaching purposes, the scheme of consolidation failed. Victoria and Queen’s Universities remained upon their separate and sectarian bases, and thus one of the purposes of Baldwin’s Act was defeated. Moreover, a section of the adherents of the Anglican Church refused to countenance the new establishment. Bishop Strachan, who had denounced the godless iconoclasm of Baldwin’s previous University Bill, again headed the agitation against a secular university. Furious at the passage of the measure, he called upon the members of his Church to raise funds for a university of their own, headed the subscription himself with a contribution of five thousand dollars, and, undeterred by his advancing years, betook himself to England to obtain sympathy and help towards the foundation of an  Anglican College. The result of his endeavours was the foundation of Trinity College in 1851.

The Municipal Corporations Act of 1849, commonly known as the Baldwin Act, constitutes another of the permanent political achievements of Robert Baldwin. Many years ago the Upper Canada Law Journal remarked of this Act and of the revision of the judicial system, “Had Mr. Baldwin never done more than enact our municipal and jury laws, he would have done enough to entitle his memory to the lasting respect of the inhabitants of this province. Neighbouring provinces are adopting the one and the other almost intact, as an embodiment of wisdom united with practical usefulness, equally noted for simplicity and for completeness of detail not to be found elsewhere.” Quite recently Professor Shortt has said, “Looking at the Baldwin Act in its historic significance, we must admit it to have been a most comprehensive and important measure, whose beneficial influence has been felt, not merely in Ontario, but more or less throughout the Dominion. . . . In all essential principles its spirit and purpose are embodied in our present municipal system.”

University of Toronto Studies: History and Economics, Vol. II. No. 2. Municipal Government in Ontario. The following account of the steps leading to the Baldwin Act is largely based on Professor Shortt’s admirable monograph.

 

The Baldwin Act represents the culmination and final triumph of the agitation for local self-government that had, for over fifty years, run a parallel course with the movement for responsible government. In the earlier years of Upper Canadian settlement, the government had been very chary of investing the settlers with rights of local management. Townships indeed existed, but these were merely areas plotted out by the surveyor for convenience in the allotment of land, and were not incorporated units of government. Nor was incorporation given to the districts or larger areas into which the province was subdivided. Even the villages and towns had at first no rights of self-government. The management of local affairs and the assessment of local taxes were left to the justices of the peace, sitting in quarter sessions, these being officers appointed by the governor and representing, of course, the solid cohesion of the governing class. The settlers, many of whom had been used to better things in their New England homes, constantly protested. At times they organized themselves in their townships on a voluntary basis. Various bills for giving power to the people of the townships, as such, were brought before the legislature, but met with a distrustful rejection at the hands of the governing oligarchy. Only a few unimportant matters — the election of petty officers, such as fence-viewers and pound-keepers — were handed over to the people.

 

The system thus established proved increasingly unjust and inconvenient: unjust, since it contributed to the privileges of the colonial aristocracy: inconvenient, especially in the growing towns where matters such as markets, fire protection, street-paving, etc., urgently demanded an organized municipal control. The pressure of the situation presently forced the government to grant some rights of self-government to the towns. A severe fire at Kingston in 1812 proved an object-lesson to a population that dwelt in wooden houses. An Act of parliament gave special powers to the magistrates in regard to Kingston, and an Act of a year later put York, Sandwich and Amherstburg upon the same footing. Belleville was presently granted the right to elect a police board, the first actual use of the democratic principle in town government. Brockville, after a long fight against the government, obtained an Act of parliament which set up the Brockville town board as a body corporate. The powers granted were limited, but the Act was a step in advance. A similar limited incorporation was extended to Hamilton, York and other towns (1832-4). Meantime the Reform party had vigorously taken up the cry for local self-government. Durham recommended in his Report “the establishment of a good system of municipal institutions throughout  this province.” The Draper government, under Lord Sydenham, as has been seen, had endeavoured to enlist popular support by passing a Local Government Act (1841). But the fear of Tory opposition prevented Mr. Draper from doing more than incorporating the districts of Upper Canada with a partially elective government. It remained for Baldwin, in one comprehensive statute, to establish the entire system of local government in Upper Canada upon the democratic basis of popular election.
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The text of the Baldwin Act fills some fifty pages of the statute-book; but its ground plan is excellent in its logic and simplicity, and can be explained in a few words. The districts are abolished as areas of government in favour of counties with townships as their subdivisions. The township now became an incorporated body with power to construct highways, school buildings, etc. Its inhabitants elected five councillors, who appointed one of their number to be “reeve” of the township, and, in townships having a population of more than five hundred, another to be deputy-reeve. The reeves and deputy-reeves of the townships constituted the county council and elected from among themselves the “warden” of the county. The county council thus incorporated had authority over county roads, bridges and grammar schools, with other usual municipal powers. Within the area of the  county the Act recognized also police villages, incorporated villages, towns and cities, representing an ascending series of corporate powers and a correspondingly increasing independence from the control of the county council. The police village was merely a hamlet to whose inhabitants the county committed the election of police trustees who should take steps to prevent fires, etc. An incorporate village was a body corporate with an elected council and a reeve, and practically on the same footing as a township. Still further powers were given to the town, with an elected council and a mayor and reeve chosen thereby. At the apex of urban government were placed the cities, Toronto, Hamilton and Kingston, and any others whose population should reach fifteen thousand. The city, with a mayor, aldermen and common councillors, constituted a county in itself, special powers being also delegated to it. Taken as a whole the Act is uniform in plan, excellent both in its fundamental principle and in the consistency of its detail; though frequently amended, it remains as the basis of local self-government in Ontario at the present day.

In addition to the University and Municipal Acts, Baldwin was also largely responsible for the Acts revising the judicial system of Upper Canada, creating a court of common pleas and a court of error and appeal, and freeing the court of chancery from the delays which had hitherto impaired its utility, by altering its procedure and increasing  the number of its judges from one to three.

The allotment of legislative business among the leaders of the Reform party proceeded on the same lines as during the former ministry. While the political legislation was entrusted to Baldwin and LaFontaine, Hincks undertook the preparation of commercial and economic measures. These at the moment were of especial importance. The adoption of free trade by England had involved the loss of the preference enjoyed under earlier statutes by Canadian agricultural exports to the mother country. This had precipitated in Canada a severe commercial depression: the winter of 1848-9 had been a winter of discontent, and Lord Elgin had written home of the “downward progress of events.” A vigorous policy was needed in order to revive the industries of the country, and to this Hincks addressed himself with characteristic energy. Already various charters had been granted for the construction of railways in Canada: the road from LaPrairie to St. Johns (Quebec) had been built as early as 1837, and by the year 1848 a part of what afterwards became the Grand Trunk line from Montreal to Portland was already constructed, while work had been begun upon the Great Western and Northern Railways. Hincks,  realizing the importance of the development of the Canadian transportation system, now inaugurated a policy of active governmental aid to railway construction. An Act of parliament guaranteed, for any railway of more than seventy-five miles in length, the payment of six per cent. interest on half the cost of its construction. Anxious at the same time to stimulate trade with the United States in order to compensate the country for the loss of its commercial privileges with Great Britain, Hincks endeavoured to bring about a system of reciprocal free trade in natural products between Canada and the republic. An Act of the legislature accordingly declared all duties on this class of imports to be removed as soon as the congress of the United States should take similar action. Unfortunately the opposition of the American senate interposed a long delay, and it was not until five years later that an international treaty at last brought the system of reciprocity into effect. Meantime the Customs Act of 1849 revised existing duties, altering many of them to an ad valorem basis and placing the average duty at about thirteen and one-quarter per cent.

The importance of this line lay in the fact that it connected the St. Lawrence navigation (through the Richelieu River) with that of Lake Champlain and the Hudson.

The legislative measures that fell to the share of LaFontaine were the political bills relating to Lower Canada. Here also the judicial system was amended, a court of queen’s bench being established with four judges of its own, and the superior court also undergoing a revision. A general  law of amnesty gave effect to the intention of the Crown. An attempt to carry a bill for redistributing the seats in the legislature failed of its purpose. It was LaFontaine’s object to give to each province seventy-five instead of forty-two members, in order to permit a subdivision of the larger constituencies: the equality of representation between the two provinces was to be retained, although it was now evident that Upper Canada would soon surpass in population the lower section of the province. For a measure of this kind a majority of two-thirds was necessitated by the Act of Union. The opposition to the bill came from the Upper Canadian Tories and from Papineau and certain other French-Canadian Radicals, who insisted on carrying the democratic principle of equal representation to its full extent, even against the interests of their own nationality. LaFontaine’s measure fell short of the required two-thirds by one vote. Of far more importance was a measure now before parliament for whose introduction LaFontaine was responsible, and whose passage almost threatened to bring the country to a civil war. The Rebellion Losses Bill is, however, of such importance as to require a chapter to itself.


CHAPTER X

THE REBELLION LOSSES BILL
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THE ACT OF Indemnification of 1849, or — to give it the name by which it was known during its passage through parliament and by which it is still remembered — the Rebellion Losses Bill, is of unparalleled importance in the history of Canada. The bill was a measure for the compensation of persons in Lower Canada whose property had suffered in the suppression of the rebellion of 1837 and 1838. It excited throughout Canada a furious opposition. It was denounced both in Canada and in England as a scheme for rewarding rebels. Its passage led to open riots in Montreal, to the invasion of the legislature by a crowd of malcontents, to the burning of the houses of parliament and to the mobbing of Lord Elgin in the streets of the city. These facts alone would have made it an episode of great prominence in the narrative of our history; but the bill is of still greater importance in the development of the constitution of Canada. The fact that in despite of the opposition of the Loyalists, in despite of the flood of counter-petitions and addresses, in despite of the imminent prospect of civil strife, Lord Elgin fulfilled his constitutional duty, refused to dissolve the parliament or to reserve  the bill for the royal sanction, and that the home government accepted the situation and refused to interfere, shows that we have here arrived at the complete realization of colonial self-government. The passage of the Rebellion Losses Bill gives to the doctrine of the right of the people of the colony to manage their own affairs, the final seal of a general acceptance.

The circumstances leading to the introduction of the measure were as follows. The outbreak of 1837-8 had occasioned throughout the two provinces a very considerable destruction of private property. Some of this had been caused by the overt acts of the rebels; but there had also been a good deal of property destroyed, injured or confiscated by the troops and the Loyalists in the suppression of the rebellion.

It was, from the beginning, the intention of the government to make reparation to persons who had suffered damage from the acts of rebels. The parliament of Upper Canada had passed an Act (1 Vict. c. 13) appointing commissioners to estimate the damages, and had presently voted (2 Vict. c. 48) the issue of some four thousand pounds in debentures in payment of the claims. The special council of Lower Canada had taken similar action. But the question of damage done in suppressing the outbreak was of a somewhat different complexion. A part of the property destroyed was the property of persons actually in arms against  the government. To these, plainly enough, no compensation was owing. In other cases the owners of injured property were adherents of the government, whose losses were occasioned either fortuitously or by the necessities of war. To these, equally clearly, a compensation ought to be paid. But between these two classes was a large number of persons whose property had suffered, who were not openly and provably rebels but who had belonged to the disaffected class, or who at any rate were identified in race and sympathy with the disaffected part of the population. This element gave to the equities of the question a very perplexed appearance.

In the last session of its existence the parliament of Upper Canada had adopted an Act (October 22nd, 1840) voting compensation on a large scale for damage done by the troops and otherwise. The sum of forty thousand pounds was to be applied to claims preferred under the Act. As no means were laid down for raising the necessary funds, this Act remained inoperative. Then followed the union of the Canadas and the election of a joint parliament. In despite of repeated petitions and individual representations to the government nothing more was done in regard to Rebellion Losses Claims until the year 1845 when the Draper government passed an Act to render operative the Upper Canadian statute of 1840.

3 Vict. c. 76.

 

The funds for the measure were to be supplied out of the receipts from tavern licenses for Upper Canada, which were set aside for that purpose. The sums collected under this Act of parliament between April 5th, 1845 and January 24th, 1849, amounted to £38,658.

At the time when Mr. Draper’s Act of 1845 was before parliament, the Reformers of Lower Canada protested against the inequity of extending to one section of the country a privilege not enjoyed by the other, and demanded similar legislation for Lower Canada. The government, presumably in order to obtain their support for its own measure, indicated its readiness to act upon this demand, and a unanimous address was presented to Lord Metcalfe (February 28th, 1845) asking him to institute an enquiry into the losses sustained in Lower Canada during the period of the insurrection. A commission consisting of five persons was accordingly appointed (November 24th, 1845). The commissioners were asked to distinguish between participants in the rebellion and persons innocent of complicity, but they were also informed that “the object of the executive government was merely to obtain a general estimate of the rebellion losses, the particulars of which should form the subject of more minute investigation thereafter under legislative authority.” The result was that the commission found themselves compelled to report that “the want of power to proceed to a strict and regular investigation of  the losses in question left the commissioners no other resource than to trust to the allegation of the claimants as to the amount and nature of their losses.” Needless to say that, under the circumstances, many of the allegations in question were very wide of the truth: the total sum claimed amounted to over two hundred and forty thousand pounds, and of this it is said that about twenty-five thousand pounds represented claims of persons who had been convicted by court-martial of complicity in the rebellion. It will easily be understood that under these circumstances the cry arose from the Canadian Tories and their British sympathizers that the whole scheme amounted to nothing more than plundering the public treasury in favour of the disloyal. It was impossible for the government to take action upon a report of so unreliable a character. Indeed it is likely that the government was anxious merely to tide the matter over as best it might. It voted some ten thousand pounds in payment of claims that had been certified in Lower Canada before the union, and with that it let the matter rest.

As the question stood at the opening of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration, it is plain that a grave injustice rested upon many injured persons in Lower Canada as compared with their fellow-citizens of Upper Canada who had received compensation for their losses: granted that there were black sheep among the claimants, this did not affect the  validity of the other claims. It was this injustice that LaFontaine, whose constant policy it was to safeguard the rights of his nationality, now determined to rectify. Early in the session he moved, seconded by Robert Baldwin, a series of seven resolutions, reciting the failure of the previous commission and demanding the appointment of a new body with proper powers, and the payment of claims. The resolutions, carried by large majorities (the vote on the first one, for example, was fifty-two to twenty) were followed (February 27th) by the introduction of a bill to bring them into effect. The measure was entitled, “An Act to provide for the indemnification of parties in Lower Canada whose property was destroyed during the rebellion of the years 1837 and 1838.” There was no difficulty, as far as voting power went in carrying the bill through parliament. It was passed by the House of Assembly (March 9th, 1849) by a vote of forty-seven to eighteen, and accepted without amendment by the legislative council by twenty against fourteen votes. The fact that the measure received overwhelming support in a legislature only recently elected, must be carefully noted in considering the constitutional aspect of the question involved.

The Act is 12 Vict. c. 58.

Under the provisions of the Act the governor-general was empowered to appoint five commissioners whose duty it should be “faithfully and  without partiality to enquire into and to ascertain the amount of the losses sustained during the rebellion.” The commissioners were given authority to summon witnesses and examine them under oath. For the payment of the claims the governor was empowered to issue debentures, payable out of the consolidated revenue of the province at or within twenty years after the date of issue and bearing interest at six per cent. The maximum amount to be expended on the claims (including the expenses incurred under the Act and the sum of £9,986 issued in debentures under the Act of June 9th, 1846) was not to exceed £100,000; if the claims allowed amounted to a higher total, a proportionate distribution was to be effected. The Act also provided that no claim should be recognized on the part of any persons “who had been convicted of treason during the rebellion, or who, having been taken into custody, had submitted to Her Majesty’s will and been transported to Bermuda.”
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The introduction and explanation of the bill before parliament naturally fell to the task of LaFontaine, who made a number of speeches in its support, traversing the whole question of indemnity from 1837 onwards and affording an admirable history of the measure. Baldwin took but little part in the debates on the Rebellion Losses Bill. It has often  been said that this was from lack of sympathy with the measure, and insinuations of this kind were made in the House of Assembly. But a speech made by Baldwin during the debate on the introduction of the preliminary resolutions (February 27th, 1849) emphatically affirms his concurrence in LaFontaine’s proposed measure. He had been accused, he said, of wilfully abstaining from speaking on the measure, but this was an error, for he had merely refrained from speaking because there was no necessity to do so. The whole matter had been set in such a clear light by his friends that it would be impossible to elucidate it still further. In the brief speech which followed, Baldwin went on to show that the measure contemplated by the resolutions would merely do for Lower Canada what had already been done for the upper part of the province. If the resolutions failed to indicate how to avoid indemnifying any who had taken up arms, so too had the Act of 1841.
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The passage of the bill was, of course, an easy matter as far as obtaining a majority went. But nothing could exceed the furious opposition excited both within and without the parliament by the introduction of the bill. The old battle of the rebellion was fought over again. With Papineau back in the assembly, Mackenzie now revisiting the country under the Amnesty Act, the legislature in session at  Montreal and a French-Canadian at the head of the administration, it seemed to the excited Tories as if the days of 1837 had come back, and that they must rally again to fight the cause of British loyalty against the encroachments of an alien race. The bill for payment of the losses seemed like the crowning triumph of their foes, and the cry, “No pay for rebels,” resounded throughout the province. Many Canadian writers, as for example, the late Sir John Bourinot in his Lord Elgin, have seen in the opposition of the Tories nothing more than a party contest, the familiar game in which a likely issue is seized upon in the hope of a sudden overthrow of the government. “The issue,” he says, “was not one of public principle or of devotion to the Crown, it was simply a question of obtaining a party victory per fas aut nefas.”

Lord Elgin (Makers of Canada Series), .

The issue was not, indeed, in the real truth of the matter, a question of devotion to the Crown and the retention of the British connection. But the Tories, many of them, in all honesty saw it so. One has but to read the newspapers of the day to realize that something more than a mere party question was at issue. It was a contest in which right and justice were fighting hand to hand against a blind but honest fanaticism to whose distorted vision the Rebellion Losses Bill undid the work of the Loyalists of 1837. The rabble of the Montreal streets that burned  the houses of parliament were doubtless inspired by no higher motive than the fierce lust of destruction that animates an inflamed and unprincipled mob. But the opposition of Sir Allan MacNab and the reputable leaders of Conservatism was based on a genuine conviction that the safety of the country was at stake. In the blindness of their rage the Tories lost from sight entirely that they themselves had sanctioned the payment of compensation for losses in Upper Canada, that the Draper government had itself originated the present movement, and that the bill expressly stipulated that nothing should be paid to “rebels” in the true sense of the term. The reasoned logic of LaFontaine’s presentation of the bill fell upon ears which the passion of the hour made deaf to argument: the fiery invective of Solicitor-general Blake, who answered the Tory accusation of disloyalty with a counter-accusation of the same character, only maddened them to fury. In the debate on the second reading of the bill the parliament became a scene of wild confusion. MacNab had called the French-Canadians “aliens and rebels.” Blake in return taunted him with the disloyalty that prompts a meaningless and destructive opposition.

“I am not come here,” said Blake, “to learn lessons of loyalty from honourable gentlemen opposite.... I have no sympathy with the would-be  loyalty of honourable gentlemen opposite, which, while it at all times affects peculiar zeal for the prerogative of the Crown, is ever ready to sacrifice the liberty of the subject. This is not British loyalty: it is the spurious loyalty which at all periods of the world’s history has lashed humanity into rebellion.... The expression ‘rebel’ has been applied by the gallant knight opposite to some gentlemen on this side of the House, but I tell gentlemen on the other side that their public conduct has proved that they are the rebels to their constitution and country.” For a man of MacNab’s fighting temper, this was too much. “If the honourable member means to apply the word ‘rebel’ to me,” he shouted, “I must tell him that it is nothing else than a lie.” In a moment the House was in an uproar: Blake and MacNab were only prevented from coming to blows by the intervention of the sergeant-at-arms, while a storm of shouts and hisses from the crowded galleries added to the confusion of the House. Blake and MacNab were taken into custody by the sergeant-at-arms, several of the wilder spirits of the galleries were arrested, and the debate ended for the day.

An excellent account of the debate is given by Dent, Canada Since the Union, Vol. II. p et seq.

Of the various arguments advanced against the bill in the Canadian parliament and elsewhere, two only are worth considering. It was said in the first place that under the terms of the bill a certain number of persons who, in heart if not in act, had been rebels would receive  compensation. This was undoubtedly true, but was also unavoidable. Unless one were to have given to the commissioners inquisitorial and discretionary powers, unless, that is to say, they had been allowed to declare any one in retrospect a rebel simply on their general opinion of his conduct, — a remedy that would have been worse than the evil it strove to cure, — it is undoubtedly true that many of the disaffected inhabitants of the Lower Canada of 1837 could claim compensation. But it must be borne in mind that they could not claim compensation for being disaffected, but simply for having lost their property. The Act did the best that could be done. It accepted the only legal definition of “rebel” that was possible; namely, persons previously convicted as such. These it excluded. To all others who could prove damages compensation was to be given.

The other objection was perhaps more serious. It was urged against the bill that the Upper Canadian losses had been paid out of a special fund raised in Upper Canada; namely, the proceeds of the tavern licenses paid in that part of the province. The bill of 1849 proposed to pay the Lower Canadian losses out of the general fund of (united) Canada. By this method, it was argued, the people of Upper Canada were called upon to pay all of their own damages and a share of those of their neighbours. The answer made by the administration to this argument may be found in  the speeches delivered by LaFontaine in March, 1849, and in a circular drawn up in Montreal, presumably by Hincks, in defence of the government, and subsequently printed in the London Times. It ran as follows: — 

March 23rd, 1849.

The proceeds of tavern licenses, in both provinces, had previously formed part of the general fund. When Mr. Draper’s Act of 1845 was passed, these proceeds were removed from the general fund and alienated to special uses in each section of the province. In Lower Canada they were given to the municipalities: in Upper Canada they were applied to the payment of the rebellion losses. Now in Upper Canada the sums in question were considerably greater than in Lower Canada: the license taxes in the one case amounted (taking an average of the last four years) to £9,664; in the other case to only £5,557. Hence, argued LaFontaine, the effect of the proceeding was to give to Upper Canada an overplus of £4,107 a year, which was equivalent to a capital sum of £68,454. The same kind of segregation had also (in 1846) been made of the marriage license proceeds, in which case the surplus accruing amounted to £1,785 and represented a capital of £29,764. Putting the two together it appears, according to LaFontaine’s view of it, that Upper Canada thus received the equivalent of a capital sum of £98,000. Since the present bill only asked for £90,000 (the other £10,000 of the  £100,000 representing claims already certified), Lower Canada was only asking what was well within its rights. This argument of LaFontaine may, or may not, appear convincing. Since the Upper Canadian license tax was paid by the people of Upper Canada, it is hard to see that the surplus of its proceeds over the tax in Lower Canada had anything to do with the case. It must be remembered also that the Lower Canadian tax was used in Lower Canada. But the argument is part of the history of the time and is here given for what it is worth.

Intense excitement prevailed throughout Canada during the parliamentary discussion of the bill. Public meetings of protest were held by the Tories throughout the country. Petitions poured in against the measure, many of them directed to Lord Elgin himself, in order, if possible, to force him from his ground of constitutional neutrality. Resolutions were drawn up at a meeting in Toronto praying the queen to disallow the bill if it should pass. In many places the excitement thus occasioned led to violent demonstrations, in some cases, as at Belleville, to open riots. The inflamed state of public feeling at this period and the exasperation of the Tories are evidenced by the disturbances which occurred at Toronto on the reappearance of William Lyon Mackenzie. On this occasion Baldwin, Blake and the ex-leader of the rebels were burned in effigy in the streets of the town. The following is the exultant account given of  the burning by the Toronto Patriot, the most thorough-going organ of Toryism.

“On Thursday evening [March 22nd, 1849], the inhabitants of Toronto witnessed a very uncommon spectacle — more uncommon than surprising at this time. The attorney-general, the proud solicitor-general and the hero of Gallows Hill were associated in one common fate, amid the cheers and exultations of the largest concourse of people beheld in Toronto since the election of Dunn and Buchanan. The three dolls, — would that their originals had been as harmless! — were elevated on long poles and paraded round the town, visiting the residences of the three noble individuals, and subsequently two of them were burned near Mr. Baldwin’s residence and the third opposite Mr. McIntosh’s, in Yonge Street, the house in which the humane and gallant Mackenzie had taken up his abode. It would be impossible to describe the expressions of indignation and disgust on the part of the people towards the triumvirate.”

The scene was concluded by smashing in the front windows of the McIntosh house with a volley of stones. The partisan press spared no efforts to arouse a desperate opposition to the bill. “Men of Canada of British origin,” pleaded the Church, a forceful publication devoted to  Anglican Toryism and the doctrines of Dr. Strachan, “no sleep to the eyes, no slumber to the eyelids, until you have avenged this most atrocious, this most unparalleled insult!” In the same month the New York Herald declared that the “fate of Canada was near at hand.” “This may be the commencement,” it said, “of a struggle which will end in the consummation so devoutly wished by the majority of the people, — a complete and perfect separation of those provinces from the rule of England.”

March 29th, 1849.

In the mother country, both in and out of parliament, loud protests were raised against the measure. The London Times interpreted it as the selfish machination of a rebel faction. “As things have been turned upside down since 1838,” said a Times editorial on the Canadian situation, “and what was then the rebel camp is now the government of Canada, it is obvious that no measure of compensation is likely to pass which does not include some of the offending gentlemen themselves in the bill of damages made out. The alternative is either no compensation to anybody, or to all alike. This must be very annoying to the Royalists (sic), who marched to and fro, and who incurred expense, wounds, and loss of health by their prompt succour of the state. . . . If we would judge of the feelings excited in the breast of such ardent Royalists as Sir Allan MacNab, we must suppose a parliament of Chartists and  Repealers, not only dividing among themselves all the offices of the State, but also compensating one another for their past sufferings with magnificent grants from the treasury.” It is to be noted that the usual Tory designation of their party as Loyalists is not strong enough for the Times in this issue, which implies a still more chivalrous degree of devotion to the throne by using the term Royalists. The same article speaks of the “loyal population of Canada being considerably excited,” talks of their settled “impression that rebellion has been rewarded and loyalty insulted by the British Crown,” and describes Canada as a “colony that hangs by a thread.”

London Times, March 21st, 1849.

The crowning event in the agitation against the Act of Indemnification was the riot at Montreal, which broke out on the news that Lord Elgin had given his assent to the bill. This was on April 25th, 1849. Lord Elgin’s consent to the measure was, of course, the result of due deliberation, but the immediate circumstances of giving assent were of a somewhat hurried character. Among other bills awaiting his sanction was the new tariff bill. Navigation was just opening at Montreal and the sudden news that an incoming vessel was sighted in the river induced Lord Elgin, at the request of the ministry, to proceed in haste to the houses of parliament. It seemed to Lord Elgin that he might as well  take advantage of the occasion to assent to the other bills that were also waiting his approval. The news that the bill had become law spread rapidly through the town, and the haste of Lord Elgin’s proceedings gave an entirely false colour to what had happened. As the governor-general left the houses of parliament “after the consummation of his nefarious act,” (to use the words of a Tory journalist), he was greeted with the “groans and curses” of a crowd that had assembled about the building. As he drove through the city on his way to his official residence of “Monklands,” the groans and curses were accompanied with a shower of random missiles. Stones crashed against the sides of the governor’s carriage and rotten eggs bespattered it with filth, but no serious harm was done to its occupants. As the evening drew on the excitement throughout the city increased apace. The fire bells of the town were rung to call the people into the streets, and a printed announcement was passed through the crowd that a mass meeting would be held at eight o’clock in the Champ de Mars.

Hincks went out to “Monklands” to request the governor-general to assent at once to the tariff bill. Reminiscences, .

Montreal Courier.

All this time the House was in session. MacNab warned the ministry that a riot was brewing, but the government were reluctant to make a precipitate call for military help. At eight o’clock the wide expanse of the Champ de Mars was filled with a surging and excited mob, howling  with applause as it listened to speeches in denunciation of the tyranny that had been perpetrated. Presently from among the crowd the cry arose, “To the parliament house,” and the rioters, ready for any violence, hurried through the narrow streets of the lower town to the legislative building. On their way they wrecked the offices of the Pilot with a shower of stones. A few minutes later a similar volley burst in the windows of the house of parliament. The members fled from the hall in confusion, while the rioters invaded the building and filled the hall of the assembly itself. The furniture, chandeliers and fittings of the hall were smashed to pieces in the wild rage of destruction. A member of the crowd took his seat in the speaker’s chair and shouted, “I dissolve this House.”

While the tumult and destruction were still in progress, the cry was raised, “The parliament house is on fire.” The west end of the building, doubtless deliberately fired by the rioters, was soon a sheet of flames. The fire spread fiercely from room to room and from wing to wing of the building. “The fury and rapidity with which the flames spread,” said an eye-witness, “can hardly be imagined: in less than fifteen minutes the whole of the wing occupied by the House of Assembly was in flames, and, owing to the close connection between the two halls of the legislature,  the chamber of the legislative council was involved in the same destruction.” The fierce light of the flames illuminated the city from the mountain to the river, and spread fear in the hearts of its inhabitants. The firemen who arrived on the scene were forcibly held back from staying the progress of the fire, and the houses of the parliament of Canada burned fiercely to ruin. The assembly library of twenty thousand volumes perished in the flames. MacNab, with characteristic loyalty, rescued from the burning building the portrait of his beloved queen. The military, at length arrived on the ground, stayed the progress of further violence, but the wild excitement that pervaded the populace of the city boded further trouble. Next evening the riots broke out again. Attacks were made on the houses of Hincks and Wolfred Nelson. The boarding house on St. Antoine Street, occupied by Baldwin and Price, was assaulted with a shower of stones: LaFontaine’s residence — a new house which he had just purchased, but where he was fortunately not at that moment in residence — was attacked, the furniture demolished, and the stables given to the flames. Not until the evening of the twenty-seventh did the troops, aided by a thousand special constables armed with cutlasses and pistols, succeed in restoring order to the streets.

Three days later the governor-general, attempting to drive into the city from his residence, where he had remained since the twenty-fifth, was  again attacked. As he passed through the streets on his way to the government offices in the Château de Ramezay on Notre Dame Street, volleys of stones and other missiles greeted the progress of his carriage. Before reaching his destination Lord Elgin found his way blocked with a howling, furious crowd, while shouts of “Down with the governor-general” urged the mob to violence. The governor’s escort of troops succeeded in forcing back the crowd and effecting his entrance into the building, but his return journey was converted into a precipitate flight, the crowd pursuing the vice-regal carriage in “cabs, calèches and everything that would run.” Fortunately Lord Elgin escaped unhurt, but his brother was severely injured by a stone hurled after the carriage and several of his escort were hurt. Such were the disgraceful scenes which lost for Montreal the dignity of being the seat of government.

It was but natural that the progress of events in Canada should excite great attention in the mother country. In the British parliament, the government of Lord John Russell was prepared to defend the right of the Canadians to legislate as they pleased in regard to the matter at issue. Mr. Roebuck and the Radicals went even further and defended the equity of the bill itself. The Peelites, or at any rate the greater part of them, voted with the government against interference. But the  thorough-going Tories insisted on viewing the issue as one between loyalty and treason, and demanded that the imperial government should either disallow the Act or contravene its operation by an Act of the British parliament. In the middle of the month of June the Canadian question was debated both in the House of Commons and in the House of Lords. Not the least important of those who appeared as the champions of the Canadian Tories was Mr. Gladstone. His rising reputation, the especial attention he had devoted to colonial questions, and the fact that he had been Lord Stanley’s successor as colonial secretary in the cabinet of Sir Robert Peel, combined to render him a formidable adversary to the Canadian ministry. His speech on the Rebellion Losses Act shows his usual marvellous command of detail and powers of presentation. Mr. Gladstone’s great objection to the Canadian statute was that, in his opinion, a large number of virtual rebels would receive compensation under its operation: he begged that Lord John Russell’s government would either disallow the Act or obtain from the Canadian parliament an amendment of its provisions which should place the compensation on a basis more strictly defined. But what is still more noticeable in Mr. Gladstone’s speech is his opinion that the government had allowed Lord Elgin too great latitude in the matter, and that the scope of the Act exceeded the proper limits of colonial power. “It might  not be politic for the colonial secretary,” he said, “to interpose his advice in respect to merely local matters, but it was his first duty to tender his advice regarding measures which involved not only imperial rights but the honour of the Crown. That advice ought not to be delayed until a measure assumed the form of a statute, but should be given at the first possible moment, and before public opinion was appealed to in the country.”

Roebuck, Disraeli and others participated in the debate and a certain Mr. Cochrane, representing the outraged patriotism of the extreme Tories, referred in scathing terms to Baldwin and LaFontaine, speaking of them as fugitives from justice in the days of the rebellion.

The speech of Mr. Gladstone on the Canadian question is of especial importance in the present narrative in that it called forth an answer from the pen of Francis Hincks, in the form of a letter to the London Times. Shortly after the passage of the indemnification bill Hincks had left Montreal (May 14th, 1849) for England. The object of his visit was, in the first place, of a financial character, the Canadian government being anxious to negotiate its securities in the London market. But the inspector-general acted also as a special envoy to the imperial cabinet in regard to the great question of the day and discussed the Rebellion Losses question with Lord John Russell and Earl  Grey. Hincks also conversed on the subject in detail with Mr. Gladstone who found himself unable to adopt the views of the Canadian minister.

London Times, June 20th, 1849.

In his letter to the Times, Hincks deals at some length with Mr. Gladstone’s arguments in regard to the “payment of rebels.” In the debates in the recent session of the Canadian parliament, Hincks had said that certain persons convicted of high treason in Upper Canada had received compensation under the Upper Canada Rebellion Losses Act, which was carried into effect by Tory commissioners under instructions from a Tory government. Both Disraeli and Gladstone had dissented from this. Disraeli had broadly asserted that there had been no rebels in Upper Canada, and that consequently no restrictive clauses were necessary in the Act for that section of the province. Gladstone had said that “there was no ground to suppose that any rebel had received any sum by way of compensation.” Hincks, by a very accurate citation of individual cases, shows that there were rebels in Upper Canada and that some of them, at any rate, had received compensation under the Act. Hincks does not mean to imply that, as a consequence of this, the government should expressly seek to reward the rebels of the Lower Province. “I do not of course mean to contend that, if it be wrong rebels should be compensated for their losses, the fact that they were so compensated in Upper Canada is any excuse for the Lower Canada Act. But I do contend that it is  highly discreditable to a party which, when in power, admitted claims of this description without the slightest complaint, to agitate the entire province, to get up an excitement which they themselves are unable to control, because their opponents have introduced a measure much more stringent in its details, but under which it is possible that some parties suspected or accused of treason, but never convicted, may be paid.”

The letter concludes with some interesting paragraphs in which the writer discusses the strictures that had been passed in the course of the debate in the House of Commons upon the leaders of the Canadian ministry. “Nothing can be more untrue,” writes Hincks, “than the allegation that any member of the present administration was implicated in the rebellion. No reward was ever offered for the apprehension of anyone of them. Mr. Baldwin never was a fugitive from justice. Such absurd statements as I have heard regarding occurrences in Canada, only prove that it is very unsafe for parties at a distance of three thousand miles to interfere in our affairs. I confess, however, that I was not very sorry that the members of the House of Commons had an opportunity afforded them of hearing at least one speech in the true Canadian Tory  spirit, as they are enabled to judge of the manner in which the passions of the mob of Montreal were inflamed.”

See especially the speech of Mr. B. Cochrane (London Times, June 15th, 1849) and his reference to Baldwin, LaFontaine, Papineau, and the “arch-traitor Mackenzie.”

“Let me, in conclusion,” wrote Hincks, “say a word or two regarding ‘French domination.’ I should imagine that the author of Coningsby [Mr. Disraeli] understands the meaning of getting up a ‘good cry’ to serve party purposes. The cry of the Canadian Tory party is ‘French domination,’ and it is especially intended to excite the sympathy of people in England who understand little about our politics, but who are naturally inclined to sympathize with a British party governed by French influence. A little reflection would convince them that ‘French domination’ cannot exist in the united province. I need scarcely say that it is wholly untrue that it does exist. The administration consists of five members from Upper Canada and five from Lower Canada. The former represent some of the most important constituencies in Upper Canada. If the administration of the government or of the legislature were made subservient to French influence, is it probable, I would ask, that the government would be supported by the British people of Upper Canada? All I shall say in conclusion is, that I claim for myself and my colleagues from Upper Canada — and in truth and justice I should say for my Lower Canadian colleagues also — that we have as much true British feeling as  any member of that party which seems to wish to monopolize it.”

The financial purpose of Hincks’s visit to England — the strengthening of the credit of the colony in the London market — was accomplished with marked success. The inspector-general realized that the agitation occasioned by recent events, and the pervading ignorance in reference to the economic position and prospects of Canada, seriously prejudiced the securities of the province in the eyes of the British investors. To meet this situation, Hincks prepared and published in London a pamphlet entitled, Canada and its Financial Resources. In this publication he shows that the money hitherto borrowed by the Canadian government had been employed in public works of a sound and reproductive character. The imperial guarantee loan of £1,500,000 and the issue of provincial debentures of a somewhat larger sum make a gross total of £3,223,839, and represent the larger part of the cost of the public works of the province, the total cost being estimated by Hincks at £3,703,781 sterling. In order to show the utility and profitableness of the expenditure thus made, Hincks composed a series of tables showing the growth and progress of the colony for the last twenty-five years. The population of Upper Canada had risen, between 1824 and 1848, from 151,097 to 723,000 inhabitants: Lower Canada, whose population in 1825  had stood at 423,630, now contained 766,000 souls. The land under cultivation in Upper Canada had increased during the same period from 535,212 to 2,673,820 acres: the yield of local taxation in Upper Canada had increased from £10,235 to £86,058; while the estimated revenue for the united province in the current year stood at £574,640, a sum whose proportion to the public debt showed the stable condition of the provincial finances. Although financial and fiscal discussion forms the major part of Hincks’s pamphlet, he deals also with the political situation, reasserts the essential loyalty of the Reform party, urges the necessity for the further development of the province and calls for imperial aid in the building of an intercolonial railway. The effect of this pamphlet and of the series of letters of a similar character which Hincks contributed to the Daily Mail in the following August, was most happy. An increasing confidence on the part of the British public in the financial soundness of the Canadian government, tended to offset the unfortunate effect produced by the agitation over the Act of Indemnification.

The attitude of Lord Elgin in regard to the Rebellion Losses Bill has been much discussed. At the time of the adoption of the measure his conduct was made the subject of mistaken censure from various quarters. He was blamed for not having refused his assent to the bill: he was  blamed for not having dissolved the parliament: he was blamed for having afterwards remained for weeks at “Monklands” without having insisted on forcing his way into the city under military protection. But time has justified his conduct in every respect. One must read the journals of the time to appreciate how much the governor-general was called upon to bear, and with what grave responsibility the office of constitutional head of the country becomes invested in moments of danger. The Tory press was filled with bitter personal attacks. “This man’s father,” said the Montreal Courier, “was denounced by the noblest bard, but one, that England ever produced, as the Robber of the Greek Temples; his son will be heard of in future times as the man who lost for England the noble colony won by the blood of Wolfe.” Compare with this the utterance of Lord Elgin made at the same time. “I am prepared to bear any amount of obloquy that may be cast upon me, but, if I can possibly prevent it, no stain of blood shall rest upon my name.”

The reference is, of course, to the collection of the Elgin marbles.

In his treatment of the Rebellion Losses Bill and his firm conviction that it was his duty to give his assent, Lord Elgin achieved for Canada one of the greatest victories of its constitutional progress. “By reserving the bill,” wrote Lord Elgin afterwards, “I should only throw on Her Majesty’s government a responsibility which rests, and I think,  ought to rest, on me. . . . If I had dissolved parliament, I might have produced a rebellion, but assuredly I should not have procured a change of ministry.” As the sight of flame and the sound of riot drifts into the past, a momentous achievement appears written large on the surface of our history by Lord Elgin’s acceptance of the Act of Indemnification. It signified that, from now on, the government of Canada, whether conducted ill or well, was at least to be conducted by the people — the majority of the people — of Canada itself. The history of responsible government in our country reaches here its culmination.


CHAPTER XI

THE END OF THE MINISTRY
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THE STORY OF responsible government, with which the present volume is mainly concerned, practically ends, as has just been said, with the passage of the Rebellion Losses Bill. The history of the concluding sessions of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration, of the disintegration of the ministry and of the reconstruction of the Reform government under Hincks and Morin, belongs elsewhere. It has, moreover, already received ample treatment in other volumes of the present series. We are here approaching the days of the Clear Grits, of Radicals breaking from Reformers, of a Parti Rouge, of recrudescent Toryism and the political match-making of the coalition era. But some brief account of the decline and end of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration may here be appended.

See Sir J. Bourinot, Lord Elgin, and John Lewis, George Brown.

Union in opposition is notoriously easier than union in office. Opposition is a negative function, the work of government is positive. It was but natural, therefore, that with the accession of the Reform party to power and the definite acceptance of the great principle which had held them together, differences of opinion which had been held in  abeyance during the struggle for power, now began to make themselves felt. The Reformers were by profession a party of progress, and it was natural that some among them should aim at a more rapid rate of advance than others. “It cannot be expected,” wrote Hincks, reviewing in later days the period before us, “that there will be the same unanimity among the members of a party of progress as in one formed to resist organic changes: in the former there will always be a section dissatisfied with what they think the inertness of their leaders.”

Political History, .

Moreover, the great upheaval of the Rebellion Losses agitation tended to throw into a strong light all existing differences of opinion and to intensify political feeling. The movement towards annexation with the United States in the summer of 1849, which led a number of the British residents of Montreal to sign a manifesto in its favour, was doubtless dictated as much by political spite as by serious conviction. But it is characteristic, none the less, of the precipitating influence exercised upon the formation of parties by the great agitation. In addition to this, the recent events in Europe — chartism and the repeal  movement in the British Isles, and the democratic revolutions on the continent — gave a strong impulse to the doctrines of Radicalism, and at the same time repelled many people from the party of progress and directed them towards the party of order and stability. The years of the mid-century were consequently an era in which the formation and movements of parties were modified under new and powerful impulses.

Sir John Abbott speaking in the senate in 1889 said that the “annexation manifesto was the outburst of a movement of petulance.” See also J. Pope, Life of Sir John A. Macdonald, Vol. I., .

In despite of this, the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration throughout the years 1849 and 1850 remained in a position of exceptional power. It suffered indeed to some extent from the desertion of Malcolm Cameron who resigned his place in a ministry that moved too slowly for his liking (December, 1849), and from the elevation of so strong a combatant as Mr. Blake to the calmer atmosphere of the bench. But it gained something also from the propitious circumstances of the time. The cloud of commercial depression that had hung over Canada was passing away. The removal of the last of the British Navigation Acts in 1849 — for which Baldwin, a convinced free trader, and his fellow-Reformers had long since petitioned the imperial government — brought to the ports of the St. Lawrence in the ensuing year an entry of nearly one hundred foreign vessels: the completion of the works on the Welland Canal, on which in all some $6,269,000 had been expended, seemed to inaugurate a new era for the shipping trade of the Great Lakes, while the prospect of an  early reciprocity with the United States and the Maritime Provinces, and the extension of the railroad system, were rapidly reviving the agriculture and commerce of the united provinces. The bountiful harvest of 1850 came presently to add the climax to the national prosperity.

The ministry, therefore, in despite of the prowess of Radicalism, which was soon to threaten its existence, was able in the session of 1850 to carry out several reform measures of great importance. The seat of government had meantime, in accordance with an address from the legislature, been transferred to the city of Toronto, which was henceforth to alternate with Quebec, in four year periods, in the honour of being the provincial capital. The appearance of Lord Elgin at the old parliament buildings on Front Street was greeted with loud acclamations from a loyal population, and the Tory party, after one or two unsuccessful attempts to undo the Act of Indemnification by further legislation, found themselves compelled to accept the inevitable. The reorganization of the postal system, now transferred to the control of Canada, with the lowering of postal rates, was one of the leading reforms effected in the session. A new school law for Upper Canada carried out more completely the system inaugurated under Mr. Draper’s Act, and confirmed the principle of granting separate schools to  Roman Catholics. An improved jury system, a reorganization of the division courts and certain amendments in the election law, were also among the results of the session’s work. It was noted with congratulation by the friends of the ministry that not a single bill adopted by the legislature was reserved by the governor-general. The Globe in calling attention to the fact, “unprecedented in Canadian history,” declared that it proved “the practical existence of responsible government.”

See above .

The legislative success of the session of 1850 was perhaps more apparent than real. Some great questions of practical reform — notably those of the Clergy Reserves and of Seigniorial Tenure — were still pressing for solution. In these two vexed problems, which had stood before the politicians of the two Canadas for a generation past like twin riddles of the sphinx, were contained the eternal problem of the Church and the State, and the like problem of landed aristocracy against unlanded democracy. On these the party of the Reformers could find no common ground of agreement. These two issues and the natural drift of political thought of the time were bringing out more clearly each day the difference between Radicals and Reformers. Neither Baldwin nor LaFontaine had anything of the complexion of a Radical. The former, indeed, showed in his private walk of life much of that reverence for the things and ideas of the past, which is often a part of the inconsistent equipment of the Liberal politician. In his Municipal Act  his resuscitation of the Saxon term “reeve” had excited the kindly ridicule of his contemporaries. LaFontaine too had much that was conservative in his temperament, and though in his younger years no over zealous practitioner of religion, he set his face strongly against anything that savoured of spoliation of the rightful claims of the Church. As against the moderation and tempered zeal of the chiefs, the intemperate haste and unqualified doctrines of some of their followers now began to stand in rude contrast. The latter urged the full measure of the Democratic programme. “Take from the churches,” they said, “their reserved lands that are merely a relic of old time ecclesiastical privilege, change this mediæval seignior of Lower Canada and his tenants into ordinary property-holders, and give us in our constitutions a full and untrammelled application of the principles of popular election, — an elected assembly, an elected Upper House and an elected governor at the head.”

Many of the leaders of the new Radicalism were men not without influence in the community. There was, in Upper Canada, William Lyon Mackenzie, now returned from his ungrateful exile to fish in the troubled waters as an Independent, and aspiring again to popular leadership; Dr. John Rolph, the agitator of the pre-rebellion days, who had ridden out with Baldwin to interview the rebels at Montgomery’s tavern, and who, like  Mackenzie, had known the bitterness of exile; Macdougall, a lawyer by title but by predilection a politician and journalist, once a contributor to the Examiner but now the editor of a Radical publication called the North American. With these was Malcolm Cameron, the recently resigned commissioner of public works. Out of this material was being formed the new party of the Radicals, a party that boasted that it wanted only men of “clear grit,” and whose members presently became known as the Clear Grits. Their platform, which shows the infection of European democratic movements, consisted of the following demands: The application of the elective principle to all the officials and institutions of the country, from the head of the government downwards; universal suffrage; vote by ballot; biennial parliaments; abolition of the property qualification for members of parliament; a fixed term for the holding of general elections and for the meeting of the legislature; retrenchment; abolition of pensions to judges; abolition of the courts of common pleas and chancery and the enlargement of the jurisdiction of the court of queen’s bench; reduction of lawyers’ fees; free trade; direct taxation; an amended jury law; abolition or modification of the usury laws; abolition of primogeniture;  secularization of the Clergy Reserves and the abolition of the rectories that had been created out of that endowment.

Mackenzie called himself Independent, but naturally fell into alliance with the Grits.

Platform adopted at a meeting of the party at Markham, March 23rd, 1850.

Such was the original group of the Clear Grits. In later times their designation — or at least the term “Grit” — was applied to the Reformers generally and especially to the adherents of George Brown. But in the beginning Brown had little sympathy with the new party and remained, in spite of certain Radical leanings, an adherent of LaFontaine and Baldwin till the last. His paper, the Globe, at first denounced the Grits as “a miserable clique of office-seeking, bunkum-talking cormorants, that met in a certain lawyer’s office on King Street [Macdougall’s] and announced their intention to form a new party on Clear Grit principles.”

John Lewis, George Brown (Makers of Canada Series), p, 41.

At the same time in Lower Canada a Radical party, following the lead of Papineau, was being formed in opposition to the policy of LaFontaine. The career of Papineau has been the subject of so many conflicting opinions, has met with such extremes of approbation and censure, that it is difficult to hazard an opinion on the merit of his political conduct at this time. With LaFontaine and the ministry he was entirely out of sympathy. Lord Elgin, who spoke of him as “Guy Fawkes,” viewed him with  dislike. But among his compatriots a group of the younger men, now called the Parti Rouge and including A. A. Dorion, Doutre, Dessaules and others, followed the lead of Papineau and advocated a programme of an equally Radical character to that of the Clear Grits. In their party organ, L’Avenir, they demanded universal suffrage, the repeal of the union with Upper Canada, the abolition of the church tithes and election of the Upper House, while many of them openly advocated republicanism and annexation to the United States. In the legislature of 1850 Papineau maintained against the measures of LaFontaine an unremitting opposition, and made common cause with MacNab and his party in voting against the government. To add to the difficulties that were gathering about the administration, Brown, of the Globe (hitherto their firm supporter), incited by the agitation in England over the Ecclesiastical Titles controversy, commenced an outcry against Roman Catholicism and all its works.

By far the worst difficulties of the ministry lay, however, in the Clergy Reserves question. The history of this long-standing controversy may be epitomized thus: the Constitutional Act of 1791 empowered the Crown to set apart in each province for the maintenance  and support of a Protestant clergy one-eighth of the public lands as yet unallotted: the Crown also had power to erect and endow rectories out of the reserve, whose incumbents should be “presented” by the governor, after the practice of presentation in England. In other words, the aim of the Act was to create in the two provinces an endowed State Church. The same statute gave to the parliament of each province power to alter or repeal these arrangements as it might see fit, provided always that such action was sanctioned by the imperial parliament. The Reserves had been at first exclusively claimed and enjoyed by the Church of England. Grave dissatisfaction arose. The other Protestant Churches claimed that the terms of the Act permitted of their participation in the reserve. The settlers also complained that the arrangement impeded settlement, hindered the making of roads and tended to interpose waste spaces among the farms of the colonies.

See Charles Lindsey, The Clergy Reserves.

31 Geo. III. c. 31. See W. Houston, Documents Illustrative of the Canadian Constitution, for text of the Act with comments.

In 1819 an opinion, delivered by the law officers of the Crown, declared that the ministers of the Church of Scotland were entitled to a share in the Reserves. The old Reform party in Upper Canada of the days before the rebellion, protested against this form of State aid to the two Churches. Some Reformers wanted all sects to participate, others wished the whole system abolished. In 1831 the imperial government had invited  the legislature of Upper Canada to adopt a measure for the settlement of the question. Nothing, however, was agreed upon. No special endowments of rectories were made until 1836, when Sir John Colborne signed patents creating forty-four of them. This occasioned still louder protest. In Lower Canada, already settled and less subject to the allotment of new lands, the matter of the Clergy Reserves never became an acute question. It was the policy of the Roman Catholic Church not to oppose ecclesiastical endowment by the State.

In Upper Canada 2,395,687 acres were reserved; in Lower Canada 934,050 acres.

In 1840 the parliament of Upper Canada passed an Act distributing the lands among the various Protestant sects. This Act was disallowed, but an imperial Act of 1840 made a new disposition of the Reserves. Certain parts of the Church land had already been sold. The funds arising from these sales were to be distributed, in the proportion of two to one, between the Churches of England and Scotland. The rest of the Reserves were now to be sold. Of the proceeds arising, one-third was to go to the Church of England, one-sixth to the Church of Scotland, and the remainder, at the discretion of the governor in council, was to be applied to “purposes of public worship and religious instruction in  Canada.” In accordance with this, distribution was made of these funds among the Dissenting denominations.

3 and 4 Vict. c. 78.

In virtue of 7 and 8 Geo. IV. c. 62.

Such was the position of the Reserves question in the year 1850: the Church lands, while no longer blocking settlement, since they were offered for sale when allotted, constituted a fund of which the Anglican Church received the lion’s share, but in which all Protestant denominations participated. Many of the Reform party were anxious to leave the matter where it was, but the Radicals were determined to have done with all connection between Church and State and to force the question to an issue. Price, the commissioner of Crown lands, in the session of 1850, brought in a series of resolutions declaring the reservation of the public domain for religious purposes to have long been a source of intense discontent, and asking the imperial parliament to grant to the Canadian legislature plenary powers to deal with the lands as it should see fit. One of these resolutions (June 21st, 1850) read: “No religious denomination can be held to have such vested interest in the revenue derived from the proceeds of the said Clergy Reserves as should prevent further legislation with respect to the disposal of them.” On Price’s resolutions, which were finally carried, the ministry was divided. Hincks, who had seconded the resolutions, was  in favour of the secularization of the Reserves. Of this policy he had been a consistent advocate for many years past.

Previous to 1827 the lands reserved could not be sold for the benefit of the Church. They could only be leased. In 1827 power was given to sell one-quarter of the land. The amount which could be sold in any one year was limited to one hundred thousand acres.

Reminiscences, p et seq. Hincks published a series of letters on the Clergy Reserves question in the Montreal Herald, December, 1882.

Secularization, however, could only be accomplished by first inducing the imperial parliament to repeal the Act of 1840 and to refer the whole question to the Canadian legislature. Hincks’s practical political experience told him that this end could be best accomplished by avoiding any action which might antagonize the British parliament, and in especial the House of Lords, by seeming to make Canadian jurisdiction a menace to the privileges of the Church. “It was clearly our policy,” he wrote subsequently, “to ask for a repeal of the imperial Act on the ground of our constitutional right to settle the question according to Canadian opinion, and not to declare to a body sufficiently prejudiced and containing a bench of bishops, that our object was secularization.” Hincks was, therefore, of opinion that the existing ministry should content itself with asking for the repeal. The policy to be afterwards adopted could be agreed upon in its own time. Though aware of the difference of opinion between himself and certain of his colleagues, he saw nothing in that difference to demand a reconstruction of the administration. Whatever the individual opinions of the ministers might  be on the subject, there were no immediate measures, he argued, which the Canadian government could take towards secularization. “To have broken up the LaFontaine government,” he wrote, “because its leader would not pledge himself to support secularization, when it was uncertain whether we could obtain the repeal of the imperial Act of 1840, would have been an act of consummate folly, indeed hardly short of madness.”

Nevertheless, the divergence of opinion in the cabinet was a palpable fact. LaFontaine believed in Canadian control: he desired the repeal of the Act of 1840: but he did not believe in the policy of secularization. Rightly conceiving that the alienation of the Reserves to other than religious purposes was the intent of Price’s resolution quoted above, he gave his vote against it. Baldwin, to his deep regret, found himself compelled to vote against LaFontaine on this resolution. His attitude, as expressed in his speech on this occasion, honest though it was, was hardly calculated to hold political support. He admitted that previous to the imperial Act of 1840, he had, along with his fellow-Reformers, believed in the secularization of the Reserves and their application to provincial education: the passage of the Act had altered his opinion and he believed they ought to adhere as far as possible to the purpose it indicated. He did not regard the reserved lands as being entirely the property of the people, but recognized the vested interest created by  imperial legislation. At the same time he expressed himself as opposed to any union between Church and State, and declared that he did not regard the Act of 1840 as necessarily a final settlement. With this rather vague statement of his position, Baldwin voted in favour of the resolution condemned by LaFontaine. The opportunity offered by the evident lack of union on the part of the ministry was not lost on the Opposition. Even before the vote referred to, Boulton of the Conservative party tried to amend one of the resolutions by substituting a motion, “that, in the language of the Hon. Robert Baldwin in his address to the electors of the fourth riding of the county of York on December 8th, 1847, preparatory to the last election, when an adviser of the Crown on a great public question avows a scheme which his colleagues dare not approve, public safety and public morals require that they should separate.”

The difference of opinion thus evinced among the members of the ministry was not calculated to strengthen their hold on their majority. At the same time the parallel question of seigniorial tenure was weakening their support in Lower Canada. This was a legacy of the old French régime under which about eight million arpents of land had been granted to the seigniors on a feudal basis. The holders of land  (censitaires) under the seigniors had a permanent right of occupancy but were compelled to pay fixed yearly dues in money and in kind, and in the event of their selling out their tenancy must pay one-twelfth of the purchase price to their lord. The latter had also various vexatious privileges, such as the droit de banalité, or sole right of grinding corn. Whatever may have been the merits of the system in aiding the first establishment of the colony, it had long since become an anachronism. Agitation against the tenure had gone on for years, but with the exception of a law of 1825 which permitted the seignior and censitaire by joint consent to terminate the tenure, nothing had been done. Granted that the system was to be abolished, the difficult question remained, how to abolish it. Was the land to be handed over to the censitaire as his property in fee simple, or was it to be given to the seignior as his absolute property, or was some adjustment, involving proper compensation, possible? The Reformers of Lower Canada were much divided; some of them wished to see the seigniors expropriated without compensation; others to expropriate them with compensation; others to leave the matter to voluntary arrangement aided by legislation, but not compulsory; and others, finally, such as Papineau (himself a seignior) wished to leave the matter where it was. LaFontaine, while believing in the historic value of the system, considered it injurious at the present  time to the interests of agriculture; he wished to see it abolished, but wished to find means to respect the interests of the seigniors by a proper compensation. The reference of the matter to a committee, and the presentation of various tentative bills, afforded no solution, and the matter dragged forward from the session of 1850 to that of 1851, while the prolonged delay led several of the Reformers to accuse LaFontaine of deliberately temporizing for fear of losing parliamentary support.

An admirable account of the system is to be found in the recent work of Professor W. H. Munro of Harvard University, The Seigniorial System in Canada. (Longmans, Green, & Co., N. Y., 1907.)

The end of the great ministry came in the succeeding session, that of 1851. The opposition of the Clear Grits to the government was growing more and more pronounced and the two unsolved questions proved a standing hindrance to the reunion of the Reform party. A Canadian writer has said that the Reform party had become too ponderous to be held together and that it broke of its own weight. Indeed the united strength of the Reformers, Radicals, Clear Grits, Independents and the Parti Rouge, so completely outnumbered the Conservatives, that it was vain to expect to find all sections of the party disregarding their own special views for the sake of continuing to outvote so small a minority. The temptation was rather for the leaders of the separate groups to court new alliances, which might convert their subordinate position in the Reform party into a dominant position in a new combination. In this  way we can understand the vote which, midway in the session of 1851, led to the resignation of Robert Baldwin.

F. Taylor, Portraits of British Americans, Vol. III, .

Mackenzie, who was aiding the Clear Grits in their persistent opposition to the cabinet, brought in a motion (June 26th, 1851) in favour of abolishing the court of chancery — one of the reforms recommended in the platforms of the Clear Grits. This court, formerly a valid subject of grievance, had been reorganized by Baldwin in his Act of 1849, and he had seen no reason to regard its present operation as unsatisfactory. Mackenzie’s motion was rejected, but its rejection was only effected by the votes of LaFontaine and his French-Canadian supporters: twenty-seven of the Upper Canadian votes were given against Baldwin, many of them representing the opinion of Upper Canadian lawyers. Under happier auspices Baldwin might not have regarded this vote as a matter of vital importance, for he had never professed himself a believer in the doctrine of the “double majority,” the need, that is to say, of a majority support in each section of the province at the same time. But the mortification arising in this instance was coupled with a realization of the difficulties that were thickening about the government, and with a knowledge that the Reform party was passing under  other guidance than that of its early leaders. The vote on the chancery question was merely made the occasion for a resignation which could henceforth only be a question of time.

Turcotte (Canada sous l’Union, ) says that Baldwin by his resignation sanctioned the principle of the “double majority.” But compare Hincks, Political History, . See also letter of Baldwin to LaFontaine, cited above, p-5.

Baldwin’s resignation was tendered on June 30th, 1851. All parties united in courteous expressions of appreciation of his great services to the country, and the chivalrous MacNab expressed his regret at the determination of his old-time adversary. Almost immediately after the resignation of Baldwin, LaFontaine expressed his intention of retiring from public life after the close of the session. He, too, had wearied of the struggle to maintain union where none was. The committee on seigniorial tenure, moreover, reported a proposal for a bill which LaFontaine found himself compelled to consider a measure of confiscation. The consciousness that his views on this all-important subject could no longer command a united support confirmed him in his intention to abandon political life. Indeed, for some years, LaFontaine had suffered keenly from the disillusionment that attends political life. As far back as September 23rd, 1845, he had expressed his weariness of office in a confidential letter to Baldwin. “As to myself,” he wrote, “I sincerely hope I will never be placed in a situation to be obliged to take office again. The more I see, the more I feel disgusted. It seems as if duplicity, deceit, want of sincerity, selfishness, were  virtues. It gives me a poor idea of human nature.”

MS. Letters of LaFontaine and Baldwin. Toronto Public Library.

The parliamentary session terminated on August 30th, 1851. It was generally known throughout the country that LaFontaine would carry into effect, in the ensuing autumn, the intention of resignation which he had expressed. His approaching retirement from public life was made the occasion of a great banquet in his honour held at the St. Lawrence Hotel, Montreal, (October 1st, 1851.) Morin, the life-long associate in the political career of the leader of French Canada, occupied the chair, while Leslie, Holmes, Nelson and other prominent Reformers were among those present. The speech of LaFontaine on this occasion, on which he bid farewell to public life, is of great interest. In it he passes in review the political evolution of French Canada during his public career.

“Twenty-one years ago,” said LaFontaine, “when first I entered upon political life, we were under a very different government. I refer to the method of its administration. We had a government in which the parliament had no influence, — the government of all British colonies. Under this government the people had no power, save only the power of refusing subsidies. This was the sole resource of the House of Assembly,  and we can readily conceive with what danger such a resource was fraught. It was but natural that this system should give occasion to many abuses.

The speech is translated from La Minerve, October 4th, 1851.

“We commenced, therefore, our struggle to extirpate these abuses, to establish that form of government that it was our right to have and which we have to-day, — true representative English government. Let it be borne in mind that under our former system of government all our struggles were vain and produced only that racial hate and animosity which is happily passing from us to-day, and which, I venture to hope, this banquet may tend still further to dissipate.

“I hope that I give offence to none if, in speaking of the union of the provinces, I say that history will record the fact that the union was a project, which, in the mind of its author, aimed at the annihilation (anéantissement) of the French-Canadians. It was in this light that I regarded it. But after having subsequently examined with care this rod of chastisement that had been prepared against my compatriots, I besought some of the most influential among them to let me make use of this very instrument to save those whom it was designed to ruin, to place my fellow-countrymen in a better position than any they had ever occupied. I saw that this measure contained in itself the means of giving to the people the control which they ought to have over the government, of establishing a real government in Canada. It was under  these circumstances that I entered parliament. The rest you know. From this moment we began to understand responsible government, the favourite watchword of to-day; it was then that it was understood that the governor must have as his executive advisers men who possessed the confidence of the public, and it was thus that I came to take part in the administration.

“For fifteen months things went fairly well. Then came the struggle between the ministry, of which I formed part, and Governor Metcalfe. The result of this struggle has been that you have in force in this country, the true principles of the English constitution. Power to-day is in the hands of the people. . . .

“I have said that the union was intended to annihilate the French-Canadians. But the matter has resulted very differently. The author of the union was mistaken. He wished to degrade one race among our citizens, but the facts have shown that both races among us stand upon the same footing. The very race that had been trodden under foot (dans l’abaissement) now finds itself, in some sort by this union, in a position of command to-day. Such is the position in which I leave the people of my race. I can only deprecate the efforts now made to divide the population of French Canada, but I have had a long enough experience to assure you that such efforts cannot succeed: my compatriots have too much common sense to forget that, if divided, they would be powerless  and we be, to use the expression of a Tory of some years ago, ‘destined to be dominated and led by the people of another race.’ For myself, I spurn the efforts that are made to sunder the people of French Canada. Never will they succeed.”

LaFontaine resigned in October, 1851. The break-up of the ministry was, of course, followed by a general election in which he played no part. Baldwin presented himself to the electors of the fourth riding of York and was defeated by Hartman, a Clear Grit. In his speech to the electors, after the announcement of his defeat, he declared that he had felt it his duty once more to place himself before them and “not to take upon himself the responsibility of originating the disruption of a bond which had been formed and repeatedly renewed between him and the electors of the north riding.” With the election of 1851, Robert Baldwin’s public career entirely terminates. From that time until his death, seven years later, he lived in complete retirement at “Spadina.” Though but forty-seven years of age at the time of his resignation, his health had suffered much from the assiduity of his parliamentary labours. In 1854 he was created a Companion of the Bath, and in the following year the government of John A. Macdonald offered him the position of chief-justice of the common pleas. This offer, and the later invitation (1858) to accept a nomination for the legislative council  (then become elective), Baldwin’s failing health compelled him to decline. He died on December 9th, 1858, and was buried in the family sepulchre, called St. Martin’s Rood, on the Spadina estate, whence his remains were subsequently removed to St. James Cemetery, Toronto.

LaFontaine, in retiring from political life at the age of forty-four, had yet a distinguished career before him on the bench. Returning, after his resignation, to legal occupations, he was appointed in 1853 chief-justice of Lower Canada, and in the year following was credited a baronet in recognition of his distinguished career. As chief-justice, Sir Louis LaFontaine presided over the sittings of the seigniorial tenure court established for the adjustment of claims under the Act of 1854, and attained a distinction as a jurist which rivalled his eminence as a political leader. In 1860 LaFontaine, whose first wife, as has been seen, had died many years before, married a Madame Kinton, widow of an English officer. Of this marriage were born two sons, both of whom died young. Sir Louis LaFontaine died at Montreal, February 26th, 1864.

See page 47.

See L. O. David, Biographies Canadiennes (Montreal, 1870): Sir Louis H. LaFontaine.

It is beyond the scope of the present volume to follow the subsequent political career of Francis Hincks. His reconstruction of the Reform  party, his joint premiership with Morin, and the “sleepless vigilance” of his policy of railroad development and public improvement, form an important chapter in the history of Canada to which Sir John Bourinot and other authors of the present series have done ample justice. Hincks’s career as a colonial governor in Barbadoes and Guiana, his subsequent return to Canada as Sir Francis Hincks, and the story of his services as minister of finance (1869-73) under Sir John A. Macdonald, lie altogether apart from the subject-matter of this book. Sir Francis Hincks died August 18th, 1885, after a long, active and useful life. His Reminiscences of his Public Life, published in 1884, is precisely one of those books which it is greatly to be desired that men who have taken a large part in public affairs would more frequently give to the world. For Canadian political history from 1840 to 1854, it will always remain an authority of the first importance.

It may, at first sight, appear strange that the two great Reformers, whose joint career has been chronicled in the foregoing pages, should have abandoned political life at an age when most statesmen are but on the threshold of their achievements. But the resignation of Baldwin and LaFontaine meant that their work was done. To find a real basis of political union between French and British Canada, to substitute for the  strife of unreconciled races the fellow-citizenship of two great peoples, and set up in the foremost of British colonies an ensample of self-government that should prove the lasting basis of empire, — this was the completed work by which they had amply earned the rest of eventide after the day of toil.
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The Arctic Council, discussing a plan of search for Sir John Franklin. . From the National Portrait Gallery.
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CHAPTER I. THE GREAT ELIZABETHAN NAVIGATORS
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THE MAP OF Canada offers to the eye and to the imagination a vast country more than three thousand miles in width. Its eastern face presents a broken outline to the wild surges of the Atlantic. Its western coast commands from majestic heights the broad bosom of the Pacific. Along its southern boundary is a fertile country of lake and plain and woodland, loud already with the murmur of a rising industry, and in summer waving with the golden wealth of the harvest.

But on its northern side Canada is set fast against the frozen seas of the Pole and the desolate region of barren rock and ice-bound island that is joined to the polar ocean by a common mantle of snow. For hundreds and hundreds of miles the vast fortress of ice rears its battlements of shining glaciers. The unending sunshine of the Arctic summer falls upon untrodden snow. The cold light of the  aurora illumines in winter an endless desolation. There is no sound, save when at times the melting water falls from the glistening sides of some vast pinnacle of ice, or when the leaden sea forces its tide between the rock-bound islands. Here in this vast territory civilization has no part and man no place. Life struggles northward only to die out in the Arctic cold. The green woods of the lake district and the blossoms of the prairies are left behind. The fertility of the Great West gives place to the rock-strewn wilderness of the barren grounds. A stunted and deformed vegetation fights its way to the Arctic Circle. Rude grasses and thin moss cling desperately to the naked rock. Animal life pushes even farther. The seas of the frozen ocean still afford a sustenance. Even mankind is found eking out a savage livelihood on the shores of the northern sea. But gradually all fades, until nothing is left but the endless plain of snow, stretching towards the Pole.

Yet this frozen northern land and these forbidding seas have their history. Deeds were here done as great in valour as those which led to the conquest of a Mexico or the acquisition of a Peru. But unlike the captains and conquerors of the South, the explorers have  come and gone and left behind no trace of their passage. Their hopes of a land of gold, their vision of a new sea-way round the world, are among the forgotten dreams of the past. Robbed of its empty secret, the North still stretches silent and untenanted with nothing but the splendid record of human courage to illuminate its annals.

For us in our own day, the romance that once clung about the northern seas has drifted well nigh to oblivion. To understand it we must turn back in fancy three hundred years. We must picture to ourselves the aspect of the New World at the time when Elizabeth sat on the throne of England, and when the kingdoms of western Europe, Britain, France, and Spain, were rising from the confusion of the Middle Ages to national greatness. The existence of the New World had been known for nearly a hundred years. But it still remained shadowed in mystery and uncertainty. It was known that America lay as a vast continent, or island, as men often called it then, midway between Europe and the great empires of the East. Columbus, and after him Verrazano and others, had explored its eastern coast, finding everywhere a land of dense forests, peopled here and there with naked savages that fled at their  approach. The servants of the king of Spain had penetrated its central part and reaped, in the spoils of Mexico, the reward of their savage bravery. From the central isthmus Balboa had first seen the broad expanse of the Pacific. On this ocean the Spaniard Pizarro had been borne to the conquest of Peru. Even before that conquest Magellan had passed the strait that bears his name, and had sailed westward from America over the vast space that led to the island archipelago of Eastern Asia. Far towards the northern end of the great island, the fishermen of the Channel ports had found their way in yearly sailings to the cod banks of Newfoundland. There they had witnessed the silent procession of the great icebergs that swept out of the frozen seas of the north, and spoke of oceans still unknown, leading one knew not whither. The boldest of such sailors, one Jacques Cartier, fighting his way westward had entered a great gulf that yawned in the opening side of the continent, and from it he had advanced up a vast river, the like of which no man had seen. Hundreds of miles from the gulf he had found villages of savages, who pointed still westward and told him of wonderful countries of gold and silver that lay beyond the palisaded settlement of Hochelaga.

 

But the discoveries of Columbus and those who followed him had not solved but had only opened the mystery of the western seas. True, a way to the Asiatic empire had been found. The road discovered by the Portuguese round the base of Africa was known. But it was long and arduous beyond description. Even more arduous was the sea-way found by Magellan: the whole side of the continent must be traversed. The dreadful terrors of the straits that separate South America from the Land of Fire must be essayed: and beyond that a voyage of thirteen thousand miles across the Pacific, during which the little caravels must slowly make their way northward again till the latitude of Cathay was reached, parallel to that of Spain itself. For any other sea-way to Asia the known coast-line of America offered an impassable barrier. In only one region, and that as yet unknown, might an easier and more direct way be found towards the eastern empires. This was by way of the northern seas, either round the top of Asia or, more direct still perhaps, by entering those ice-bound seas that lay beyond the Great Banks of Newfoundland and the coastal waters visited by Jacques Cartier. Into the entrance of these waters the ships of the Cabots flying the  English flag had already made their way at the close of the fifteenth century. They seem to have reached as far, or nearly as far, as the northern limits of Labrador, and Sebastian Cabot had said that beyond the point reached by their ships the sea opened out before them to the west. No further exploration was made, indeed, for three-quarters of a century after the Cabots, but from this time on the idea of a North-West Passage and the possibility of a great achievement in this direction remained as a tradition with English seamen.

It was natural, then, that the English sailors of the sixteenth century should turn to the northern seas. The eastern passage, from the German Ocean round the top of Russia and Asia, was first attempted. As early as the reign of Edward the Sixth, a company of adventurers, commonly called the Muscovy Company, sailed their ships round the north of Norway and opened a connection with Russia by way of the White Sea. But the sailing masters of the company tried in vain to find a passage in this direction to the east. Their ships reached as far as the Kara Sea at about the point where the present boundary of European Russia separates it from Siberia. Beyond this extended countless leagues of  impassable ice and the rock-bound desolation of Northern Asia.

It remained to seek a passage in the opposite direction by way of the Arctic seas that lay above America. To find such a passage and with it a ready access to Cathay and the Indies became one of the great ambitions of the Elizabethan age. There is no period when great things might better have been attempted. It was an epoch of wonderful national activity and progress: the spirit of the nation was being formed anew in the Protestant Reformation and in the rising conflict with Spain. It was the age of Drake, of Raleigh, of Shakespeare, the time at which were aroused those wide ambitions which were to give birth to the British Empire.

In thinking of the exploits of these Elizabethan sailors in the Arctic seas, we must try to place ourselves at their point of view, and dismiss from our minds our own knowledge of the desolate and hopeless region against which their efforts were directed. The existence of Greenland, often called Frisland, and of Labrador was known from the voyages of the Cabots and the Corte-Reals. It was known that between these two coasts the sea swept in a powerful current out of the north. Of  what lay beyond nothing was known. There seemed no reason why Frobisher, or Davis, or Henry Hudson might not find the land trend away to the south again and thus offer, after a brief transit of the dangerous waters of the north, a smooth and easy passage over the Pacific.

Perhaps we can best understand the hopes and ambitions of the time if we turn to the writings of the Elizabethans themselves. One of the greatest of them, Sir Humphrey Gilbert, afterwards lost in the northern seas, wrote down at large his reasons for believing that the passage was feasible and that its discovery would be fraught with the greatest profit to the nation. In his Discourse to prove a North-West Passage to Cathay, Gilbert argues that all writers from Plato down have spoken of a great island out in the Atlantic; that this island is America which must thus have a water passage all round it; that the ocean currents moving to the west across the Atlantic and driven along its coast, as Cartier saw, past Newfoundland, evidently show that the water runs on round the top of America. A North-West Passage must therefore exist. Of the advantages to be derived from its discovery Gilbert was in no doubt.

 

It were the only way for our princes [he wrote] to possess themselves of the wealth of all the east parts of the world which is infinite. Through the shortness of the voyage, we should be able to sell all manner of merchandise brought from thence far better cheap than either the Portugal or Spaniard doth or may do. Also we might sail to divers very rich countries, both civil and others, out of both their jurisdiction [that of the Portuguese and Spaniards], where there is to be found great abundance of gold, silver, precious stones, cloth of gold, silks, all manner of spices, grocery wares, and other kinds of merchandise of an inestimable price.

 

Gilbert also speaks of the possibility of colonizing the regions thus to be discovered. The quaint language in which he describes the chances of what is now called ‘imperial expansion’ is not without its irony:

 

We might inhabit some part of those countries [he says], and settle there such needy people of our country which now trouble the commonwealth, and through want here at home are enforced to commit  outrageous offences whereby they are daily consumed with the gallows. We shall also have occasion to set poor men’s children to learn handicrafts and thereby to make trifles and such like, which the Indians and those people do much esteem: by reason whereof there should be none occasion to have our country cumbered with loiterers, vagabonds, and such like idle persons.

 

Undoubtedly Gilbert’s way of thinking was also that of many of the great statesmen and sailors of his day. Especially was this the case with Sir Martin Frobisher, a man, we are told, ‘thoroughly furnished with knowledge of the sphere and all other skills appertaining to the art of navigation.’ The North-West Passage became the dream of Frobisher’s ambition. Year after year he vainly besought the queen’s councillors to sanction an expedition. But the opposition of the powerful Muscovy Company was thrown against the project. Frobisher, although supported by the influence of the Earl of Warwick, agitated and argued in vain for fifteen years, till at last in 1574 the necessary licence was granted and the countenance of the queen was assured to the enterprise. Even then about two years  passed before the preparations could be completed.

Frobisher’s first expedition was on a humble scale. His company numbered in all thirty-five men. They embarked in two small barques, the Gabriel and the Michael, neither of them of more than twenty-five tons, and a pinnace of ten tons. They carried food for a year. The ships dropped down the Thames on June 7, 1576, and as they passed Greenwich, where the queen’s court was, the little vessels made a brave show by the discharge of their ordnance. Elizabeth waved her hand from a window to the departing ships and sent one of her gentlemen aboard to say that she had ‘a good liking of their doings.’ From such small acts of royal graciousness has often sprung a wonderful devotion.

Frobisher’s little ships struck boldly out on the Atlantic. They ran northward first, and crossed the ocean along the parallel of sixty degrees north latitude. Favourable winds and strong gales bore them rapidly across the sea. On July 11, they sighted the southern capes of Greenland, or Frisland, as they called it, that rose like pinnacles of steeples, snow-crowned and glittering on the horizon. They essayed a landing, but the masses of shore ice and the  drifting fog baffled their efforts. Here off Cape Desolation the full fury of the Arctic gales broke upon their ships. The little pinnace foundered with all hands. The Michael was separated from her consort in the storm, and her captain, losing heart, made his way back to England to report Frobisher cast away. But no terror of the sea could force Frobisher from his purpose. With his single ship the Gabriel, its mast sprung, its top-mast carried overboard in the storm, he drove on towards the west. He was ‘determined,’ so writes a chronicler of his voyages, ‘to bring true proof of what land and sea might be so far to the northwestwards beyond any that man hath heretofore discovered.’ His efforts were rewarded. On July 28, a tall headland rose on the horizon, Queen Elizabeth’s Foreland, so Frobisher named it. As the Gabriel approached, a deep sound studded with rocky islands at its mouth opened to view. Its position shows that the vessel had been carried northward and westward past the coast of Labrador and the entrance of Hudson Strait. The voyagers had found their way to the vast polar island now known as Baffin Island. Into this, at the point which the ship had reached, there extends a deep inlet,  called after its discoverer, Frobisher’s Strait. Frobisher had found a new land, and its form, with a great sea passage running westward and land both north and south of it, made him think that this was truly the highway to the Orient. He judged that the land seen to the north was part of Asia, reaching out and overlapping the American continent. For many days heavy weather and fog and the danger of the drifting ice prevented a landing. The month of August opened with calm seas and milder weather. Frobisher and his men were able to land in the ship’s boat. They found before them a desolate and uninviting prospect, a rock-bound coast fringed with islands and with the huge masses of grounded icebergs.

For nearly a month Frobisher’s ship stood on and off the coast. Fresh water was taken on board. In a convenient spot the ship was beached and at low tide repairs were made and leaks were stopped in the strained timbers of her hull. In the third week, canoes of savages were seen, and presently the natives were induced to come on board the Gabriel and barter furs for looking-glasses and trinkets. The savages were ‘like Tartars with long black hair, broad faces, and flat noses.’ They seemed friendly and well-disposed. Five of the English  sailors ventured to join the natives on land, contrary to the express orders of the captain. They never returned, nor could any of the savages be afterwards induced to come within reach. One man only, paddling in the sea in his skin canoe, was enticed to the ship’s side by the tinkling of a little bell, and so seized and carried away. But his own sailors, though he vainly searched the coast, Frobisher saw no more. After a week’s delay, the Gabriel set sail (on August 26) for home, and in spite of terrific gales was safely back at her anchorage at Harwich early in October.

Contrary to what we should suppose, the voyage was viewed as a brilliant success. The queen herself named the newly found rocks and islands Meta Incognita. Frobisher was at once ‘specially famous for the great hope he brought of a passage to Cathay.’ A strange-looking piece of black rock that had been carried home in the Gabriel was pronounced by a metallurgist, one Baptista Agnello, to contain gold; true, Agnello admitted in confidence that he had ‘coaxed nature’ to find the precious metal. But the rumour of the thing was enough. The cupidity of the London merchants was added to the ambitions of the court. There was no trouble about finding  ships and immediate funds for a second expedition.

The new enterprise was carried out in the following year (1577). The Gabriel and the Michael sailed again, and with them one of the queen’s ships, the Aid. This time the company included a number of soldiers and gentlemen adventurers. The main object was not the discovery of the passage but the search for gold.

The expedition sailed out of Harwich on May 31, 1577, following the route by the north of Scotland. A week’s sail brought the ships ‘with a merrie wind’ to the Orkneys. Here a day or so was spent in obtaining water. The inhabitants of these remote islands were found living in stone huts in a condition almost as primitive as that of American savages. ‘The good man, wife, children, and other members of the family,’ wrote Master Settle, one of Frobisher’s company, ‘eat and sleep on one side of the house and the cattle on the other, very beastly and rude.’ From the Orkneys the ships pursued a very northerly course, entering within the Arctic Circle and sailing in the perpetual sunlight of the polar day. Near Iceland they saw huge pine trees drifting, roots and all, across the ocean. Wild storms  beset them as they passed the desolate capes of Greenland. At length, on July 16, the navigators found themselves off the headlands of Meta Incognita.

Here Frobisher and his men spent the summer. The coast and waters were searched as far as the inclement climate allowed. The savages were fierce and unfriendly. A few poor rags of clothing found among the rocks bespoke the fate of the sailors of the year before. Fierce conflicts with the natives followed. Several were captured. One woman so hideous and wrinkled with age that the mariners thought her a witch was released in pious awe. A younger woman, with a baby at her back, was carried captive to the English ships. The natives in return watched their opportunity and fell fiercely on the English as occasion offered, leaping headlong from the rocks into the sea rather than submit to capture.

To the perils of conflict was added the perpetual danger of moving ice. Even in the summer seas, great gales blew and giant masses of ice drove furiously through the strait. No passage was possible. In vain Frobisher landed on both the northern and the southern sides and tried to penetrate the rugged country. All about the land was barren and forbidding.  Mountains of rough stone crowned with snow blocked the way. No trees were seen and no vegetation except a scant grass here and there upon the flatter spaces of the rocks.

But neither the terrors of the ice nor the fear of the savages could damp the ardour of the explorers. The landing of Frobisher and his men on Meta Incognita was carried out with something of the pomp, dear to an age of chivalrous display, that marked the landing of Columbus on the tropic island of San Salvador. The captain and his men moved in marching order: they knelt together on the barren rock to offer thanks to God and to invoke a blessing on their queen. Great cairns of stone were piled high here and there, as a sign of England’s sovereignty, while as they advanced against the rugged hills of the interior, the banner of their country was proudly carried in the van. Their thoughts were not of glory only. It was with the ardour of treasure-seekers that they fell to their task, forgetting in the lust for gold the chill horror of their surroundings; and, when the Arctic sunlight glittered on the splintered edges of the rocks, the crevices of the barren stone seemed to the excited minds of the explorers to be filled with virgin gold, carried by subterranean  streams. The three ships were loaded deep with worthless stone, a fitting irony on their quest. Then, at the end of August, they were turned again eastward for England. Tempest and fog enveloped their passage. The ships were driven asunder. Each thought the others lost. But, by good fortune, all safely arrived, the captain’s ship landing at Milford Haven, the others at Bristol and Yarmouth.

Fortunately for Frobisher the worthless character of the freight that he brought home was not readily made clear by the crude methods of the day. For the next summer found him again off the shores of Meta Incognita eagerly searching for new mines. This time he bore with him a large company and ample equipment. Fifteen ships in all sailed under his command. Among his company were miners and artificers. The frames of a house, ready to set up, were borne in the vessels. Felton, a ship’s captain, and a group of Frobisher’s gentlemen were to be left behind to spend the winter in the new land.

From the first the voyage was inauspicious. The ships had scarcely entered the straits before a great storm broke upon them. Land and sea were blotted out in driving snow. The open water into which they had sailed was soon  filled with great masses of ice which the tempest cast furiously against the ships. To their horror the barque Dionise, rammed by the ice, went down in the swirling waters. With her she carried all her cargo, including a part of the timbers of the house destined for the winter’s habitation. But the stout courage of the mariners was undismayed. All through the evening and the night they fought against the ice: with capstan bars, with boats’ oars, and with great planks they thrust it from the ships. Some of the men leaped down upon the moving floes and bore with might and main against the ships to break the shock. At times the little vessels were lifted clear out of the sea, their sides torn with the fierce blows of the ice-pack, their seams strained and leaking. All night they looked for instant death. But, with the coming of the morning, the wind shifted to the west and cleared the ice from the sea, and God sent to the mariners, so runs their chronicle, ‘so pleasant a day as the like we had not of a long time before, as after punishment consolation.’

But their dangers were not ended. As the ships stood on and off the land, they fell in with a great berg of ice that reared its height four hundred feet above the masts, and lay  extended for a half mile in length. This they avoided. But a few days later, while they were still awaiting a landing, a great mist rolled down upon the seas, so that for five days and nights all was obscurity and no ship could see its consorts. Current and tide drove the explorers to and fro till they drifted away from the mouth of Frobisher Strait southward and westward. Then another great sound opened before them to the west. This was the passage of Hudson Strait, and, had Frobisher followed it, he would have found the vast inland sea of Hudson Bay open to his exploration. But, intent upon his search for ore, he fought his way back to the inhospitable waters that bear his name. There at an island which had been christened the Countess of Warwick’s Island, the fleet was able to assemble by August 1. But the ill-fortune of the enterprise demanded the abandonment of all idea of settlement. Frobisher and his men made haste to load their vessels with the worthless rock which abounded in the district. In one ‘great black island alone’ there was discovered such a quantity of it that ‘if the goodness might answer the plenty thereof, it might reasonably suffice all the gold-gluttons of the world.’ In leaving Meta Incognita, Frobisher and his  companions by no means intended that the enterprise should be definitely abandoned. Such timbers of the house as remained they buried for use next year. A little building, or fort, of stone was erected, to test whether it would stand against the frost of the Arctic winter. In it were set a number of little toys, bells, and knives to tempt the cupidity of the Eskimos, who had grown wary and hostile to the newcomers. Pease, corn, and grain were sown in the scant soil as a provision for the following summer. On the last day of August, the fleet departed on its homeward voyage. The passage was long and stormy. The ships were scattered and found their way home as best they might, some to one harbour and some to another. But by the beginning of October, the entire fleet was safely back in its own waters.

The expectations of a speedy return to Meta Incognita were doomed to disappointment. The ore that the ships carried proved to be but worthless rock, and from the commercial point of view the whole expedition was a failure. Frobisher was never able to repeat his attempt to find the North-West Passage. In its existence his faith remained as firm as ever. But, although his three voyages resulted in no discoveries of  profit to England, his name should stand high on the roll of honour of great English sea-captains. He brought to bear on his task not only the splendid courage of his age, but also the earnest devotion and intense religious spirit which marked the best men of the period of the Reformation. The first article of Frobisher’s standing orders to his fleet enjoined his men to banish swearing, dice, and card-playing and to worship God twice a day in the service of the Church of England. The watchword of the fleet, to be called out in fog or darkness as a means of recognition was ‘Before the World was God,’ and the answer shouted back across the darkness, ‘After God came Christ His Son.’ At all convenient times and places, sermons were preached to the company of the fleet by Frobisher’s chaplain, Master Wolfall, a godly man who had left behind in England a ‘large living and a good honest woman to wife and very towardly children,’ in order to spread the Gospel in the new land. Frobisher’s personal bravery was of the highest order. We read how in the rage of a storm he would venture tasks from which even his boldest sailors shrank in fear. Once, when his ship was thrown on her beam ends and the water poured into the waist, the commander worked his way along  the lee side of the vessel, engulfed in the roaring surges, to free the sheets. With these qualities Martin Frobisher combined a singular humanity towards both those whom he commanded and natives with whom he dealt. It is to be regretted that a man of such high character and ability should have spent his efforts on so vain a task.

Although the gold mines of Meta Incognita had become discredited, it was not long before hope began to revive in the hearts of the English merchants. The new country produced at least valuable sealskins. There was always the chance, too, that a lucky discovery of a Western Passage might bring fabulous wealth to the merchant adventurers. It thus happened that not many years elapsed before certain wealthy men of London and the West Country, especially one Master William Sanderson, backed by various gentlemen of the court, decided to make another venture. They chose as their captain and chief pilot John Davis, who had already acquired a reputation as a bold and skilful mariner. In 1585 Davis, in command of two little ships, the Sunshine and the Moonshine, set out from Dartmouth. The memory of this explorer will always be associated with the great  strait or arm of the sea which separates Greenland from the Arctic islands of Canada, and which bears his name. To these waters, his three successive voyages were directed, and he has the honour of being the first on the long roll of navigators whose watchword has been ‘Farther North,’ and who have carried their ships nearer and nearer to the pole.

Davis started by way of the English Channel and lay storm-bound for twelve days under the Scilly Islands, a circumstance which bears witness to the imperfect means of navigation of the day and to the courage of seamen. The ships once able to put to sea, the voyage was rapid, and in twenty days Davis was off the south-west coast of Greenland. All about the ships were fog and mist, and a great roaring noise which the sailors thought must be the sea breaking on a beach. They lay thus for a day, trying in vain for soundings and firing guns in order to know the whereabouts of the ships. They lowered their boats and found that the roaring noise came from the grinding of the ice pack that lay all about them. Next day the fog cleared and revealed the coast, which they said was the most deformed rocky and mountainous land that ever they saw. This was Greenland. The commander,  suiting a name to the miserable prospect before him, called it the Land of Desolation.

Davis spent nearly a fortnight on the coast. There was little in the inhospitable country to encourage his exploration. Great cliffs were seen glittering as with gold or crystal, but the ore was the same as that which Frobisher had brought from Meta Incognita and the voyagers had been warned. Of vegetation there was nothing but scant grass and birch and willow growing like stunted shrubs close to the ground. Eskimos were seen plying along the coast in their canoes of seal skin. They called to the English sailors in a deep guttural speech, low in the throat, of which nothing was intelligible. One of them pointed upwards to the sun and beat upon his breast. By imitating this gesture, which seemed a pledge of friendship, the sailors were able to induce the natives to approach. They presently mingled freely with Davis’s company. The captain shook hands with all who came to him, and there was a great show of friendliness on both sides. A brisk trade began. The savages eagerly handed over their garments of sealskin and fur, their darts, oars, and everything that they had, in return for little trifles, even for pieces of paper. They seemed to the English sailors a very tractable  people, void of craft and double dealing. Seeing that the English were eager to obtain furs, they pointed to the hills inland, as if to indicate that they should go and bring a large supply. But Davis was anxious for further exploration, and would not delay his ships. On August 1, the wind being fair, he put to sea, directing his course to the north-west. In five days he reached the land on the other side of Davis Strait. This was the shore of what is now called Baffin Island, in latitude 66° 40’, and hence considerably to the north of the strait which Frobisher had entered. At this season the sea was clear of ice, and Davis anchored his ships under a great cliff that glittered like gold. He called it Mount Raleigh, and the sound which opened out beside it Exeter Sound. A large headland to the south was named Cape Walsingham in honour of the queen’s secretary. Davis and his men went ashore under Mount Raleigh, where they saw four white bears of ‘a monstrous bigness,’ three of which they killed with their guns and boar-spears. There were low shrubs growing among the cliffs and flowers like primroses. But the whole country as far as they could see was without wood or grass. Nothing was in sight except the open iceless sea to the east and on the land side  great mountains of stone. Though the land offered nothing to their search, the air was moderate and the weather singularly mild. The broad sheet of open water, of the very colour of the ocean itself, buoyed up their hopes of the discovery of the Western Passage. Davis turned his ships to the south, coasting the shore. Here and there signs of man were seen, a pile of stones fashioned into a rude wall and a human skull lying upon the rock. The howling of wolves, as the sailors thought it, was heard along the shore; but when two of these animals were killed they were seen to be dogs like mastiffs with sharp ears and bushy tails. A little farther on sleds were found, one made of wood and sawn boards, the other of whalebone. Presently the coast-line was broken into a network of barren islands with great sounds between. When Davis sailed southward he reached and passed the strait that had been the scene of Frobisher’s adventures and, like Frobisher himself, also passed by the opening of Hudson Strait. Davis was convinced that somewhere on this route was the passage that he sought. But the winds blew hard from the west, rendering it difficult to prosecute his search. The short season was already closing in, and it was dangerous to  linger. Reluctantly the ships were turned homeward, and, though separated at sea, the Sunshine and the Moonshine arrived safely at Dartmouth within two hours of each other.

While this first expedition had met with no conspicuous material success, Davis was yet able to make two other voyages to the same region in the two following seasons. In his second voyage, that of 1586, he sailed along the edge of the continent from above the Arctic Circle to the coast of Labrador, a distance of several hundred miles. His search convinced him that if a passage existed at all it must lie somewhere among the great sounds that opened into the coast, one of which, of course, proved later on to be the entrance to Hudson Bay. Moreover, Davis began to see that, owing to the great quantity of whales in the northern waters, and the ease with which seal-skins and furs could be bought from the natives, these ventures might be made a source of profit whether the Western Passage was found or not. In his second voyage alone he bought from the Eskimos five hundred sealskins. The natives seem especially to have interested him, and he himself wrote an account of his dealings with them. They were found to be people of good stature, well proportioned in body,  with broad faces and small eyes, wide mouths, for the most part unbearded, and with great lips. They were, so Davis said, ‘very simple in their conversation, but marvellous thievish.’ They made off with a boat that lay astern of the Moonshine, cut off pieces from clothes that were spread out to dry, and stole oars, spears, swords, and indeed anything within their reach. Articles made of iron seemed to offer an irresistible temptation: in spite of all pledges of friendship and of the lifting up of hands towards the sun which the Eskimos renewed every morning, they no sooner saw iron than they must perforce seize upon it. To stop their pilfering, Davis was compelled to fire off a cannon among them, whereat the savages made off in wild terror. But in a few hours they came flocking back again, holding up their hands to the sun and begging to be friends. ‘When I perceived this,’ said Davis, ‘it did but minister unto me an occasion of laughter to see their simplicity and I willed that in no case should they be any more hardly used, but that our own company should be more vigilant to keep their things, supposing it to be very hard in so short a time to make them know their own evils.’

The natives ate all their meat raw, lived  mostly on fish and ‘ate grass and ice with delight.’ They were rarely out of the water, but lived in the nature of fishes except when ‘dead sleep took them,’ and they lay down exhausted in a warm hollow of the rocks. Davis found among them copper ore and black and red copper. But Frobisher’s experience seems to have made him loath to hunt for mineral treasure.

On his last voyage (1587) Davis made a desperate attempt to find the desired passage by striking boldly towards the Far North. He skirted the west shore of Greenland and with favourable winds ran as far north as 72° 12’, thus coming into the great sheet of polar water now called Baffin Bay. This was at the end of the month of June. In these regions there was perpetual day, the sun sweeping in a great circle about the heavens and standing five degrees above the horizon even at midnight. To the northward and westward, as far as could be seen, there was nothing but open sea. Davis thought himself almost in sight of the goal. Then the wind turned and blew fiercely out of the north. Unable to advance, Davis drove westward across the path of the gale. At forty leagues from Greenland, he came upon a sheet of ice that forced him to turn back  towards the south. ‘There was no ice towards the north,’ he wrote, in relating his experience, ‘but a great sea, free, large, very salt and blue and of an unsearchable depth. It seemed most manifest that the passage was free and without impediment towards the north.’

When Davis returned home, he was still eager to try again. But the situation was changed. Walsingham, who had encouraged his enterprise, was dead, and the whole energy of the nation was absorbed in the great struggle with Spain. Davis sailed no more to the northern seas. With each succeeding decade it became clear that the hopes aroused by the New World lay not in finding a passage by the ice-blocked sounds of the north, but in occupying the vast continent of America itself. Many voyages were indeed attempted before the hope of a northern passage to the Indies was laid aside. Weymouth, Knight, and others followed in the track of Frobisher and Davis. But nothing new was found. The sea-faring spirit and the restless adventure which characterized the Elizabethan period outlived the great queen. The famous voyage of Henry Hudson in 1610 revealed the existence of the great inland sea which bears his name.  Hudson, already famous as an explorer and for his discovery of the Hudson river, was sent out by Sir John Wolstenholme and Sir Dudley Digges to find the North-West Passage. The story of his passage of the strait, his discovery of the great bay, the mutiny of his men and his tragic and mysterious fate forms one of the most thrilling narratives in the history of exploration. But it belongs rather to the romantic story of the great company whose corporate title recalls his name and memory, than to the present narrative.

After Hudson came the exploits of Bylot, one of his pilots, and a survivor of the tragedy, and of William Baffin, who tried to follow Davis’s lead in searching for the Western Passage in the very confines of the polar sea. Finally there came (1631) the voyage of Captain Luke Fox, who traversed the whole western coast of Hudson Bay and proved that from the main body of its waters there was no outlet to the Pacific. The hope of a North-West Passage in the form of a wide and glittering sea, an easy passage to Asia, was dead. Other causes were added to divert attention from the northern waters. The definite foundation of the colonies of Virginia and Massachusetts Bay opened the path to new  hopes and even wider ambitions of Empire. Then, as the seventeenth century moved on its course, the shadow of civil strife fell dark over England. The fierce struggle of the Great Rebellion ended for a time all adventure overseas. When it had passed, the days of bold sea-farers gazing westward from the decks of their little caravels over the glittering ice of the Arctic for a pathway to the Orient were gone, and the first period of northern adventure had come to an end.


CHAPTER II. HEARNE’S OVERLAND JOURNEY TO THE NORTHERN OCEAN
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IN COURSE OF time the inaccurate knowledge and vague hopes of the early navigators were exchanged for more definite ideas in regard to the American continent. The progress of discovery along the Pacific side of the continent and the occupation by the Spaniards of the coast of California led to a truer conception of the immense breadth of North America. Voyages across the Pacific to the Philippines revealed the great distance to be traversed in order to reach the Orient by the western route. At the same time the voyages of Captain Fox and his contemporary Captain James had proved Hudson Bay to be an enclosed sea. In consequence, for about a century no further attempt was made to find a North-West Passage.

In the meantime the English came into connection with the Far North in a different way.  The early explorers had brought home the news of the extraordinary wealth of America in fur-bearing animals. Soon the fur trade became the most important feature of the settlements on the American coast, and from both New England and New France enormous quantities of furs were exported to Europe. This commerce was with the Indians, and everything depended upon a ready and convenient access to the interior. Thus it came about that when the peculiar configuration of Hudson Bay was known to combine an access to the remotest parts of the continent with a short sea passage to Europe, its shores naturally offered themselves as the proper scene of the trade in furs. The great rivers that flowed into the bay — the Severn, the Nelson, the Albany, the Rupert — offered a connection in all directions with the dense forests and the broad plains of the interior.

The two competing nations both found their way to the great bay, the English by sea through Hudson Strait, the French overland by the portage way from the upper valley of the Ottawa. So it happened that there was established by royal charter in 1670 that notable body whose corporate title is ‘The Governor and Company of Adventurers of  England, trading into Hudson’s Bay.’ The company was founded primarily to engage in the fur trade. But it was also pledged by its charter to promote geographical discovery, and both the honour of its sovereign rights and the promptings of its own commercial interest induced it to expand its territory of operations to the greatest possible degree. During its early years, necessity compelled it to cling to the coast. Its operations were confined to forts at the mouth of the Nelson, the Churchill, and other rivers to which the Indian traders annually descended with their loads of furs. Moreover, the hostility of the French, who had founded the rival Company of the North, cramped the activities of the English adventurers. During the wars of King William and Queen Anne, the territory of the bay became the scene of armed conflict. Expeditions were sent overland from Canada against the English company. The little forts were taken and retaken, and the echoes of the European struggle that was fought at Blenheim and at Malplaquet woke the stillness of the northern woods of America. But after the Treaty of Utrecht in 1713, the whole country of the Bay was left to the English.

The Hudson’s Bay Company were, therefore,  enabled to expand their operations. By establishing forts farther and farther in the interior they endeavoured to come into more direct relation with the sources of their supply. They were thus early led to surmise the great potential wealth of the vast region that lay beyond their forts, and to become jealous of their title thereto. Their aversion to making public the knowledge of their territory lent to their operations an air of mystery and secrecy, and their enemies accused them of being hostile to the promotion of discovery. For their own purposes, however, the company were willing to have their territory explored as the necessities of their expanding commerce demanded. As early as the close of the seventeenth century (1691) a certain Henry Kelsey, in the service of the company, had made his way from York Fort to the plains of the Saskatchewan. After the Treaty of Utrecht had brought peace and a clear title to the basin of the bay, the company endeavoured to obtain more accurate knowledge of their territory and resources.

It had long been rumoured that valuable mines of copper lay in the Far North. The early explorers spoke of the Eskimos as having copper ore. Indians who came from the north-west to trade at Fort Churchill reported the  existence of a great mountain of copper beside a river that flowed north into the sea; in proof of this, they exhibited ornaments and weapons rudely fashioned from the metal. It is probable that attempts were made quite early in the century by the servants of the company to reach this ‘Coppermine River’ by advancing into the interior. But more serious attempts were made by sea voyages along the western shore of the bay. Such an expedition was sent out from England under Governor Knight of the Hudson’s Bay Company, and Captains Barlow and Vaughan. In 1719 their two ships, the Albany and the Discovery, sailed from England, and were never seen again. Not until half a century later was the story of their shipwreck on Marble Island in the north of Hudson Bay and the protracted fate of the survivors learned from savages who had been witnesses of the grim tragedy. Other expeditions were sent northward from time to time, but without success either in finding copper or in finding a passage westward through the Arctic, which always remained at least an ostensible object of the search.

It so happened that in 1768 the Northern Indians brought down to Churchill such striking specimens of copper ore that the interest of the  governor, Moses Norton, was aroused to the highest point. A man of determined character, he took ship straightway to England and obtained from the directors of the company permission to send an expedition through the interior from Fort Churchill to the Coppermine river. The accomplishment of this task he entrusted to one Samuel Hearne, whose overland journey, successfully carried out in the years 1769 to 1772, was to prove one of the great landmarks in the exploration of the Far North.

Hearne, a youth of twenty-four years, had been trained in a rugged school. He had gone to sea at the age of eleven and at this tender age had taken part in his first sea-fight. He served as a naval midshipman during the Seven Years’ War. At its conclusion he became a mate on one of the ships of the Hudson’s Bay Company, in which position his industry and ingenuity distinguished him among his associates. For some years Hearne was employed in the fur trade north of the Churchill, and gained a thorough knowledge of the coast of the bay. For the expedition inland Norton needed especially a man able to record with scientific accuracy the exact positions which he reached. Norton’s choice fell upon Hearne.

The young man was instructed to make his  way to the Athabaska country and thence to find if he could the river of the north whence the copper came, and to trace the river to the sea. He was to note the position of any mines, to prepare the way for trade with the Indians, and to find out from travel or enquiry whether there was a water passage through the continent. Two white men (a sailor and a landsman) were sent in Hearne’s service. He had as guides an Indian chief, Chawchinahaw, with a small band of his followers. On November 6, 1769, the little party set out, honoured by a salute of seven guns from the huge fortress of Fort Prince of Wales, the massive ruins of which still stand as one of the strangest monuments of the continent.

The country which the explorer was to traverse in this and his succeeding journeys may be ranked among the most inhospitable regions of the earth. The northern limit of the great American forest runs roughly in a line north-westward from Churchill to the mouth of the Mackenzie river. East and north of this line is the country of the barren grounds, for the most part a desolate waste of rock. It is broken by precipitous watercourses and wide lakes, and has no vegetation except the mosses and grasses which support great wandering  herds of caribou. A few spruce trees and hardy shrubs struggle northward from the limits of the great woods. Even these die out in the bitter climate, and then the explorer sees about him nothing but the wide waste of barren rock and running water or in winter the endless mantle of the northern snow.

It is not strange that Hearne’s first attempt met with complete failure. His Indian companions had, indeed, no intention of guiding him to the Athabaska country. They deliberately kept to the north of the woods, along the edge of the barren grounds, where Hearne and his companions were exposed to the intense cold which set in a few days after their departure. When they camped at night only a few poor shrubs could be gathered to make a fire, and the travellers were compelled to scoop out holes in the snow to shelter their freezing bodies against the bitter blast. The Indians, determined to prevent the white men from reaching their goal, provided very little game. Hearne and his two servants were reduced to a ration of half a partridge a day for each man. Each day the Indian chief descanted at length upon the horrors of cold and famine that still lay before them. Each day, with the obstinate pluck of his race, Hearne struggled on. Thus  for nearly two hundred miles they made their way out into the snow-covered wilderness. At length a number of the Indians, determined to end the matter, made off in the night, carrying with them a good part of the supplies. The next day Chawchinahaw himself announced that further progress was impossible. He and his braves made off to the west, inviting Hearne with mocking laughter to get home as best he might. The three white men with a few Indians, not of Chawchinahaw’s band, struggled back through the snow to Fort Prince of Wales. The whole expedition had lasted five weeks.

In spite of this failure, neither Governor Norton nor Hearne himself was discouraged. In less than three months (on February 23, 1770) Hearne was off again for the north. Convinced that white men were of no use to him, he had the hardihood to set out accompanied only by Indians, three from the northern country and three belonging to what were called at Churchill the Home Guard, or Southern Indians. There was no salute from the fort this time, for the cannon on its ramparts were buried deep in snow.
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Samuel Hearne. . From an engraving in the Dominion Archives.

Hearne’s second expedition, though more protracted than the first, was doomed also to failure. The little party followed on the former  trail along the Seal river, and thence, with the first signs of opening spring, struck northwards over the barren grounds. Leaving the woods entirely behind, Hearne found himself in the broken and desolate country between Fort Churchill and the three or four great rivers, still almost unknown, that flow into the head-waters of Chesterfield Inlet. In the beginning of June, as the snow began to melt, progress grew more and more difficult. Snowshoes became a useless encumbrance, and on the 10th of the month even the sledges were abandoned. Every man must now shoulder a heavy load. Hearne himself staggered under a pack which included a bag of clothes, a box of papers, a hatchet and other tools, and the clumsy weight of his quadrant and its stand. This article was too precious to be entrusted to the Indians, for by it alone could the position of the explorers be recorded. The party was miserably equipped. Unable to carry poles with them into a woodless region, they found their one wretched tent of no service and were compelled to lie shelterless with alternations of bitter cold and drenching rain. For food they had to depend on such fish and game as could be found. In most cases it was eaten raw, as they had nothing with which to make a fire.  Worse still, for days together, food failed them. Hearne relates that for four days at the end of June he tramped northward, making twenty miles a day with no other sustenance than water and such support as might be drawn from an occasional pipe of tobacco. Intermittent starvation so enfeebled his digestion that the eating of food when found caused severe pain. Once for seven days the party had no other food than a few wild berries, some old leather, and some burnt bones. On such occasions as this, Hearne tells us, his Indians would examine their wardrobe to see what part could be best spared and stay their hunger with a piece of rotten deer skin or a pair of worn-out moccasins. As they made their way northward, the party occasionally crossed small rivers running north and east, but of so little depth that they were able to ford them. Presently, however, one great river proved too deep to cross on foot. It ran north-east. Hearne’s Indians called it the Cathawachaga, and the Canadian explorer Tyrrell identifies it with the river now called the Kazan. Here the party fell in with a band of Indians who carried them across the river in their canoes. On the northern side of the Cathawachaga, Hearne and his men rested for a week, finding  a few deer and catching fish. As the guides now said that in the country beyond there were other large rivers, Hearne bought a canoe from one of the Indians, and gave in exchange for it a knife which had cost a penny in England.

In July the travellers moved on north-westward with better fortune. Deer became plentiful. Bands of roving Indian hunters now attached themselves to the exploring party. Hearne’s guide declared that it would be impossible to reach the Coppermine that season, and that they must spend a winter in the Indian country. The truth was that Hearne’s followers had no intention of going farther to the north, but preferred to keep company with the bands of hunters. It was useless for Hearne to protest. He and his Indians drifted along to the west with the hunting parties, now so numerous that by the end of July about seventy deer-skin tents were pitched so as to form a little village. There were about six hundred persons in the party. Each morning as they broke camp and set out on the march ‘the whole ground for a large space around,’ wrote Hearne, ‘seemed to be alive with men, women, children, and dogs.’

The country through which Hearne travelled, or wandered, in this mid-summer of 1770,  between the rivers Kazan and Dubawnt, was barren indeed. There were no trees and no vegetation except moss and the plant called by the Indians wish-a-capucca — the ‘Labrador tea’ that is found everywhere in the swamps of the northern forests. Animal life was, however, abundant. The caribou roaming the barren grounds in the summer, to graze on the moss, were numerous. There was ample food for all the party, and the animals were, indeed, slaughtered recklessly, merely for the skins and the more delicate morsels of the flesh.

The Dubawnt river midway in its course expands into Dubawnt Lake, a great sheet of water some sixty-five miles long and forty miles broad. It lies in the same latitude as the south of Greenland. No more desolate scene can be imagined than the picture revealed by modern photographs of the country. The low shores of the lake offer an endless prospect of barren rock and broken stone. In the century and a half that have elapsed since Hearne’s journey, only one or two intrepid explorers have made their way through this region. It still lies and probably will lie for centuries unreclaimed and unreclaimable for the uses of civilization.

Hearne and his Indian hunters moved  westward and southward, passing in a circle round the west shore of Lake Dubawnt, though at a distance of some miles from it. The luckless travellers had now but little chance of reaching the object of their search. They were hundreds of miles away even from the head waters of the Coppermine. The season was already late: the Indian guides were quite unmanageable, while the natives whom Hearne met clamoured greedily for European wares, ammunition and medicine, and cried out in disgust at his inability to supply their wants.

Then came an accident, fortunate perhaps, that compelled Hearne to abandon his enterprise. While he was taking his noon observations, which showed him to be in latitude 63° 10’ north, he left his quadrant standing and sat down on the rocks to eat his dinner. A sudden gust of wind dashed the delicate instrument to the ground, where it lay in fragments. This capped the climax. Unable any longer to ascertain his exact whereabouts, with no trustworthy guidance and no prospect of winter supplies or equipment, Hearne turned back towards the south. This was on August 12, after a journey of nearly six months into the unknown north.

The return occupied three months and a  half. They were filled with hardship. On the very first day of the long march, a band of Indians from the north, finding Hearne defenceless, plundered him of wellnigh all he had. ‘Nothing can exceed,’ wrote Hearne, ‘the cool deliberation of the villains. A committee of them entered my tent. The ringleader seated himself on my left hand. They first begged me to lend them my skipertogan to fill a pipe of tobacco. After smoking two or three pipes, they asked me for several articles which I had not, and among others for a pack of cards; but, on my answering that I had not any of the articles they mentioned, one of them put his hand on my baggage and asked if it was mine. Before I could answer in the affirmative, he and the rest of his companions (six in number) had all my treasure spread on the ground. One took one thing and one another, till at last nothing was left but the empty bag, which they permitted me to keep.’ At Hearne’s urgent request, a few necessary articles were restored to him. From his Indian guides also the marauders took all they had except their guns, a little ammunition, and a few tools.

Thus miserably equipped, Hearne and his  followers set out for home. Their only tent consisted of a blanket thrown over three long sticks. They had no winter clothing, neither snow-shoes nor sleds, and their food was such as could be found by the way. The month of September was unusually severe, and when the winter set in, the party suffered intensely from the cold, while the want of snow-shoes made their march increasingly difficult. The marvel is that Hearne ever reached the fort at all. He would not have done so very probably had it not been his fortune to fall in with an Indian chief named Matonabbee, a man of strange and exceptional character, to whom he owed not only his return to Fort Prince of Wales, but his subsequent successful journey to the Coppermine.

This Indian chief, when he fell in with Hearne (September 20, 1770), was crossing the barren grounds on his way to the fort with furs. As a young man, Matonabbee had resided for years among the English. He had some knowledge of the language, and was able to understand that a certain merit would attach to the rescue of Hearne from his predicament. Moreover, the chief had himself been to the Coppermine river, and it was partly owing to his account of it that Governor  Norton had sent Hearne into the barren grounds.
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Fort Churchill or Prince of Wales. . Drawn by Samuel Hearne.

Matonabbee hastened to relieve the young explorer’s sufferings. He provided him with warm deer-skins and, from his ample supplies, prepared a great feast for the good cheer of his new acquaintance. An orgy of eating followed, dear to the Indian heart, and after this, without fire-water to drink, the Indians sang and danced about the fires of the bivouac. Matonabbee and Hearne travelled together for several days towards the fort, making only about twelve miles a day. The Indian then directed Hearne to go eastward to a little river where wood enough could be found for snow-shoes and sledges, while he himself went forward at such a slow pace as to allow Hearne and his party to overtake him. This was done and Hearne, now better equipped, rejoined Matonabbee, after which they continued together for a fortnight, making good progress over the snow. As they drew near the fort their ammunition was almost spent and the game had almost disappeared. By Matonabbee’s advice, Hearne, accompanied by four Indians, left the main party in order to hasten ahead as rapidly as possible. The daylight was now exceedingly short, but the moon and the aurora borealis  illuminated the brilliant waste of snow. The weather was intensely cold. One of Hearne’s dogs was frozen to death. But in spite of hardship the advance party reached Fort Prince of Wales safe and sound on November 25, 1770. Matonabbee arrived a few days later.

Strange as it may seem, Hearne was off again in less than a fortnight on his third quest of the Coppermine. The time that he had spent in Matonabbee’s company had given him a great opinion of the character of the chief; ‘the most sociable, kind, and sensible Indian I have ever met’ — so Hearne described him. The chief himself had offered to lead Hearne to the great river of the north. Governor Norton willingly furnished ammunition, supplies, and a few trading goods. The expedition started in the depth of winter. But this time, with better information to guide them, the travellers made no attempt to strike directly northward. Instead, they moved towards the west so as to cross the lower reaches of the barren grounds as soon as possible and proceed northward by way of the basin of the Great Slave Lake, where they would find a wooded country reaching far to the north. A glance at the map will show the immensity of the task before them. The distance from Fort Churchill  to the Slave Lake, even as the crow flies, is some seven hundred miles, and from thence to the Arctic sea four hundred and fifty, and the actual journey is longer by reason of the sinuous course which the explorer must of necessity pursue. The whole of this vast country was as yet unknown: no white man had looked upon the Mackenzie river nor upon the vast lakes from which it flows. It speaks well for the quiet intrepidity of Hearne that he was ready alone to penetrate the trackless waste of an unknown country, among a band of savages and amid the rigour of the northern winter.

The journey opened gloomily enough. The month of December was spent in toiling painfully over the barren grounds. The sledges were insufficient, and Hearne as well as his companions had to trudge under the burden of a heavy load. At best some sixteen or eighteen miles could be traversed in the short northern day. Intense cold set in. Game seemed to have vanished, and Christmas found the party plodding wearily onward, foodless, moving farther each day from the little outpost of civilization that lay behind them on the bleak shores of Hudson Bay.

 

I must confess [wrote Hearne in his  journal] that I never spent so dull a Christmas; and when I recollected the merry season which was then passing, and reflected on the immense quantities and great variety of delicacies which were then expending in every part of Christendom, I could not refrain from wishing myself again in Europe, if it had only been to have had an opportunity of alleviating the extreme hunger that I suffered with the refuse of the table of one of my acquaintances.

 

At the end of the month (December 1770), they reached the woods, a thick growth of stunted pine and poplar with willow bushes growing in the frozen swamps. Here they joined a large party of Matonabbee’s band, for the most part women and children. The women were by no means considered by the chief as a hindrance to the expedition. Indeed, he attributed Hearne’s previous failure to their absence. ‘Women,’ he once told his English friend, ‘were made for labour; one of them can carry or haul as much as two men can do; they pitch our tents, make and mend our clothing, and in fact there is no such thing as travelling in this country for any length of  time without their assistance. Women,’ he added, ‘though they do everything are maintained at a trifling expense; for as they always stand cook, the very licking of their fingers in scarce times is sufficient for their subsistence.’ Acting on these salutary opinions, the chief was a man of eight wives, and Hearne was shocked later on to find the Indian willing to add to his little flock by force without the slightest compunction.

The two opening months of the year 1771 were spent in travelling westward towards Wholdaia Lake. The country was wooded, though here and there, the observer, standing on the higher levels, could see the barren grounds to the northward. The cold was intense, especially when a frozen lake or river exposed the travellers to the full force of the wind. But game was plentiful. At intervals the party halted and killed caribou in such quantities that three and four days were sometimes spent in camp in a vain attempt to eat the spoils of the chase. The Indians, Hearne remarked, slaughtered the game recklessly, with no thought of the morrow.

Wholdaia Lake was reached on March 2. This is a long sheet of water lying some thirty miles north of the parallel of sixty degrees. At  the point where Hearne crossed it on the ice, it was twenty-seven miles broad; its length appears to be four or five times as great. It is still almost unknown, for it lies far beyond the confines of present settlement and has been seen only by explorers.

From Wholdaia Lake the course was continued westward. The weather was moderate. There was abundant game, the skies overhead were bright, and the journey assumed a more agreeable aspect. Here and there bands of roving Indians were seen, as also were encampments of hunters engaged in snaring deer in the forest. In the middle of April, the party rested for ten days in camp beside a little lake which marked the westward limit of their march. From here on, the course was to lie northward again. The Indians were therefore employed in gathering staves and birch-bark to be used for tent poles and canoes when the party should again reach the barren grounds on their northern route.

The opening of May found the party at Lake Clowey, whose waters run westward to the Great Slave Lake. Here they again halted, and the Indians built birch-bark canoes out of the material they had carried from the woods. In traversing the barren grounds, where both the  direction and the nature of the rivers render them almost useless for navigation, the canoe plays a part different from that which is familiar throughout the rest of Canada. During the greater part of the journey, often for a stretch of a hundred miles at a time, the canoe is absolutely useless, or worse, since it must be carried. Here and there, however, for the crossing of the larger rivers, it is indispensable. Large numbers of Indians were assembling at Clowey Lake during Hearne’s stay there, and were likewise engaged in building canoes. A considerable body of them, hearing that Matonabbee and his band were on the way to the Coppermine, eagerly agreed to travel with them. It seemed to them an excellent opportunity for making a combined attack on their hereditary enemy, the Eskimos at the mouth of the river. The savages thereupon set themselves to make wooden shields about three feet long with which to ward off the arrows of the Eskimos.

On May 20, a new start was made to the north. Matonabbee and his great company of armed Indians now assumed the appearance of a war party, and hurried eagerly towards the enemy’s country. Two days after leaving Lake Clowey, they passed out of the woods on  to the barren grounds. To facilitate their movements most of the women were presently left behind together with the children and dogs. A number of the braves, weary already of the prospect of the long march, turned back, but Matonabbee, Hearne, and about one hundred and fifty Indians held on with all speed towards the north. Their path as traced on a modern map runs by way of Clinton-Colden and Aylmer lakes and thence northward to the mouth of the Coppermine. By the latter part of June the ice was breaking up, and on the 22nd the party made use of their canoes (which had been carried for over a month) in order to cross a great river rejoicing in the ponderous name of the Congecathawachaga. On the farther side, they met a number of Copper Indians who were delighted to learn of Matonabbee’s hostile design against the Eskimos. They eagerly joined the party, celebrating their accession by a great feast.

The Copper Indians expressed their pleasure at learning from Hearne that the great king their father proposed to send ships to visit them by the northern sea. They had never seen a white man before and examined Hearne with great curiosity, disapproving strongly of the colour of his skin and comparing his hair to a stained buffalo tail.

 

The whole party moved on together. The weather was bad, with alternating sleet and rain, and the path broken and difficult. July 4 found them at the Stony Mountains, a rugged and barren set of hills that seemed from a distance like a pile of broken stones. Nine days more of arduous travel brought the warriors in sight of their goal. From the elevation of the low hills that rose above its banks, Hearne was able to look upon the foaming waters of the Coppermine, as it plunged over the broken stones of its bed in a series of cascades. A few trees, or rather a few burnt stumps, fringed the banks, but the trees which here and there remained unburned were so crooked and dwarfish as merely to heighten the desolation of the scene.

Immediately on their arrival at the Coppermine, Matonabbee and his Indians began to make their preparations for an attack upon the Eskimos, who were known to frequent the mouth of the river. Spies were sent out in advance towards the sea, and the remainder of the Indians showed an unwonted and ominous energy in building fires and roasting meat so that they might carry with them a supply so large as to make it unnecessary to alarm the Eskimos by the sound of the guns of the hunters  in search of food. Hearne occupied himself with surveying the river. He was sick at heart at the scene of bloodshed which he anticipated, but was powerless to dissuade his companions from their design. Two days later (July 15, 1771), the spies brought back word that a camp of Eskimos, five tents in all, had been seen on the further side of the river. It was distant about twelve miles and favourably situated for a surprise. Matonabbee and his braves were now filled with the fierce eagerness of the savage; they crossed hurriedly to the west side of the river, where each Indian painted the shield that he carried with rude daubs of red and black, to imitate the spirits of the earth and air on whom he relied for aid in the coming fight. Noiselessly the Indians proceeded along the banks of the river, trailing in a serpentine course among the rocks so as to avoid being seen upon the higher ground. They seemed to Hearne to have been suddenly transformed from an undisciplined rabble into a united band. Northern and Copper Indians alike were animated by a single purpose and readily shared with one another the weapons of their common stock. The advance was made in the middle of the night, but at this season of the year the whole  scene was brilliant with the light of the midnight sun. The Indians stole to within two hundred yards of the place indicated by the guides. From their ambush among the rocks they could look out upon the tents of their sleeping victims. The camp of the Eskimos stood on a broad ledge of rock at the spot where the Coppermine, narrowed between lofty walls of red sandstone, roars foaming over a cataract some three hundred yards in extent.

The Indians, sure of their prey, paused a few moments to make final preparations for the onslaught. They cast aside their outer garments, bound back their hair from their eyes, and hurriedly painted their foreheads and faces with a hideous coating of red and black. Then with weapons in hand they rushed forth upon their sleeping foe.

Hearne, unable to leave the spot, was compelled to witness in all its details the awful slaughter which followed.

 

In a few seconds [he wrote in his journal] the horrible scene commenced; it was shocking beyond description; the poor unhappy victims were surprised in the midst of their sleep, and had neither time nor power to make any resistance; men,  women, and children, in all upwards of twenty, ran out of their tents stark naked, and endeavoured to make their escape; but the Indians, having possession of all the land-side, to no place could they fly for shelter. One alternative only remained, that of jumping into the river; but, as none of them attempted it, they all fell a sacrifice to Indian barbarity. The shrieks and groans of the poor expiring wretches were truly dreadful.

 

But it is needless to linger on the details of the massacre, which Hearne was thus compelled to witness, and the revolting mutilation of the corpses which followed it. To Matonabbee and the other Indians the whole occurrence was viewed as a proper incident of tribal war, and the feeble protests which Hearne contrived to make only drew down upon him the expression of their contempt.

After the massacre followed plunder. The Indians tore down the tents of the Eskimos and with reckless folly threw tents, tent poles, and great quantities of food into the waters of the cataract. Having made a feast of fresh fish on the ruins of the camp, they then announced to Hearne that they were ready to assist him in  going on to the mouth of the river. The desolate scene was left behind — the broad rock strewn with mangled bodies of the dead and the broken remnants of their poor belongings. Half a century later the explorer Franklin visited the spot and saw the skulls and bones of the Eskimos still lying about. One of Franklin’s Indians, then an aged man, had been a witness of the scene.

From the hills beside the Bloody Falls, as the cataract is called, the eye could discern at a distance of some eight miles the open water of the Arctic and the glitter of the ice beyond. Hearne followed the river along its precipitous and broken course till he stood upon the shore of the sea. One may imagine with what emotion he looked out upon that northern ocean to reach which he had braved the terrors of the Arctic winter and the famine of the barren grounds. He saw before him about three-quarters of a mile of open sea, studded with rocks and little islands: beyond that the clear white of the ice-pack stretched to the farthest horizon. Hearne viewed this scene in the bright sunlight of the northern day: but while he still lingered, thick fog and drizzling rain rolled in from the sea and shut out the view. For the sake of form, as he said, he  erected a pile of stones and took possession of the coast in the name of the Hudson’s Bay Company. Then, filled with the bitterness of a vain quest, Hearne turned his face towards the south to commence his long march to the settlements.

Up to this point nothing had been seen of the supposed mountains of copper which formed the principal goal of Hearne’s undertaking. The eagerness of the Indians had led them to hasten directly to the camp of the Eskimos regardless of all else. But on the second day of the journey home, the guides led Hearne to the site of this northern Eldorado. It lay among the hills beside the Coppermine river at a spot thirty miles from the sea, and almost directly south of the mouth of the river. The prospect was strange. Some mighty force, as of an earthquake, seemed to have rent asunder the solid rock and strewn it in a confused and broken heap of boulders. Through these a rivulet ran to join the Coppermine. Here, said the Indians, was copper so great in quantity that it could be gathered as easily as one might gather stones at Churchill. Filled with a new eagerness, Hearne and his companions searched for four hours among the rocks. Here and there a few splinters of native  copper were seen. One piece alone, weighing some four pounds, offered a slight reward for their quest. This Hearne carried away with him, convinced now that the mountain of copper and the inexhaustible wealth of the district were mere fictions created by the cupidity of the savages or by the natural mystery surrounding a region so grim and inaccessible as the rocky gorge by which the Coppermine rushes to the cold seas of the north.

After Hearne’s visit no explorer reached the lower waters of the Coppermine till Captain (afterwards Sir John) Franklin made his memorable and marvellous overland journey of 1821. Since Franklin’s time the region has been crossed only two or three times by explorers. They agree in stating that loose copper and copper ore are freely found. But it does not seem that, since 1771, any white man has ever looked upon the valley of the great boulders which the Indians described to Hearne as containing a fabulous wealth of copper. The solitary piece of metal which he brought home is still preserved by the Hudson’s Bay Company.

There is no need to follow in detail the long journey which Hearne had to take in order to  return to the fort. The march lasted nearly a year, during which he was exposed to the same hardship, famine and danger as on his way to the sea. The route followed on the return was different. The party ascended the valley of the Coppermine as far as Point Lake, a considerable body of water visited later by Franklin, and distant one hundred and sixty miles from the sea. This was reached on September 3, 1771. Four months were spent in travelling almost directly south. They passed over a rugged country of stone and marsh, buried deep in snow, with here and there a clump of stunted pine or straggling willow. Bitter weather with great gales and deep snow set in in October. Snow-shoes and sledges were made. Many small lakes and rivers, now fast frozen, were traversed, but the whole country is still so little known that Hearne’s path can hardly be traced with certainty. By the middle of November the clumps of trees thickened into the northern edge of the great forest. The way now became easier. They had better shelter from the wind, and firewood was abundant. For food the party carried dried meat from Point Lake, and as they passed into the thicker woods they were fortunate enough to find a few rabbits and wood partridges.  Some fish were caught through the ice of the river. But in nearly two months of walking only two deer were seen.

On Christmas Eve Hearne found himself on the shores of a great frozen lake, so vast that, as the Indians rightly informed him, it reached three hundred miles east and west. This is the Great Slave Lake; Hearne speaks of it as Athaspuscow Lake. The latter name is the same as that now given to another lake (Athabaska of Canadian maps) — the word being descriptive and meaning the lake with the beds of reeds.

Hearne and his party crossed the great lake on the ice. A new prospect now opened. Deer and beaver were plentiful among the islands. Great quantities of fine fish abounded in the waters under the ice. As they reached the southern shore, the jumble of rocks and hills and stunted trees of the barren north was left behind, and the travellers entered a fine level country, over which wandered great herds of buffalo and moose. For about forty miles they ascended the course of the Athabaska river, finding themselves among splendid woods with tall pines and poplars such as Hearne had never seen. From the Athabaska they struck eastward, plunging into so dense a forest that  at times the axes had to be used to clear the way. For two months (January and February of 1772) they made their way through the northern forest. The month of March found them clear of the level country of the Athabaska and entering upon the hilly and broken region which formed the territory of the Northern Indians. At the end of March the first thaws began, rendering walking difficult in the bush. In traversing the open lakes and plains they were frequently exposed to the violent gales of the equinoctial season. By the middle of April the signs of spring were apparent. Flocks of waterfowl were seen overhead, flying to the north. Their course was shaped directly to the east, so that the party were presently traversing the same route as on their outward journey and making towards Wholdaia Lake. The month of May opened with fine weather and great thaws. Such intense heat was experienced in the first week of this month that for some days a march of twelve miles a day was all that the travellers could accomplish. Canoes were now built for the passage of the lakes and rivers. By May 25 the expedition was clear of all the woods and out on the barren grounds. They passed the Cathawachaga river, still covered with ice,  on the last day of May. A month of travel over the barren grounds brought them on the last day of June 1772 to the desolate but welcome surroundings of Fort Prince of Wales. Hearne had been absent on his last journey one year, six months, and twenty-three days. From his first journey into the wilderness until his final return, there had elapsed two years, seven months, and twenty-four days.

Hearne was not left without honour. The Hudson’s Bay Company retained him in their service at various factories, and three years after his famous expedition they made him governor of Fort Prince of Wales. During his service there he had the melancholy celebrity of surrendering the great fort (unfortunately left without men enough to defend it) to a French fleet under Admiral La Pérouse. Among the spoils of the captors was Hearne’s manuscript journal, which the generous victors returned on the sole condition that it should be published as soon as possible. Hearne returned to England in 1787, and was chiefly busied with revising and preparing his journal until his death in 1792.

No better appreciation of his work has been written than the words with which he concludes the account of his safe return after his years  of wandering. ‘Though my discoveries,’ he writes, ‘are not likely to prove of any material advantage to the nation at large, or indeed to the Hudson’s Bay Company, yet I have the pleasure to think that I have fully complied with the orders of my masters, and that it has put a final end to all disputes concerning a North-West Passage through Hudson’s Bay.’

 

Bag for flint and steel, tobacco, etc.


CHAPTER III. MACKENZIE DESCENDS THE GREAT RIVER OF THE NORTH
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THE NEXT GREAT landmark in the exploration of the Far North is the famous voyage of Alexander Mackenzie down the river which bears his name, and which he traced to its outlet into the Arctic ocean. This was in 1789. By that time the Pacific coast of America and the coast of Siberia over against it had already been explored. Even before Hearne’s journey the Danish navigator Bering, sailing in the employ of the Russian government, had discovered the strait which separates Asia from America, and which commemorates his name. Four years after Hearne’s return (1776) the famous navigator Captain Cook had explored the whole range of the American coast to the north of what is now British Columbia, had passed Bering Strait and had sailed along the Arctic coast as far as Icy Cape.
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Sir Alexander Mackenzie. . From the painting by Sir T. Lawrence.

The general outline of the north of the  continent of America, and at any rate the vast distance to be traversed to reach the Pacific from the Atlantic, could now be surmised with some accuracy. But the internal geography of the continent still contained an unsolved mystery. It was known that vast bodies of fresh water far beyond the basin of the Saskatchewan and the Columbia emptied towards the north. Hearne had revealed the existence of the Great Slave Lake, and the advance of daring fur-traders into the north had brought some knowledge of the great stream called the Peace, which rises far in the mountains of the west, and joins its waters to Lake Athabaska. It was known that this river after issuing from the Athabaska Lake moved onwards, as a new river, in a vast flood towards the north, carrying with it the tribute of uncounted streams. These rivers did not flow into the Pacific. Nor could so great a volume of water make its way to the sea through the shallow torrent of the Coppermine or the rivers that flowed north-eastward over the barren grounds. There must exist somewhere a mighty river of the north running to the frozen seas.

It fell to the lot of Alexander Mackenzie to find the solution of this problem. The  circumstances which led to his famous journey arose out of the progress of the fur trade and its extension into the Far West. The British possession of Canada in 1760 had created a new situation. The monopoly enjoyed by the Hudson’s Bay Company was rudely disturbed. Enterprising British traders from Montreal, passing up the Great Lakes, made their way to the valley of the Saskatchewan and, whether legally or not, contrived to obtain an increasing share of the furs brought from the interior. These traders were at first divided into partnerships and small groups, but presently, for the sake of co-operation and joint defence, they combined (1787) into the powerful body known as the North-West Company, which from now on entered into desperate competition with the great corporation that had first occupied the field. The Hudson’s Bay Company and its rival sought to carry their operations as far inland as possible in order to tap the supplies at their source. They penetrated the valleys of the Assiniboine, the Red, and the Saskatchewan rivers, and founded, among others, the forts which were destined to become the present cities of Winnipeg, Brandon, and Edmonton. The annals of North-West Canada during the next thirty-three years are made up of the  recital of the commercial rivalry, and at times the actual conflict under arms, of the two great trading companies.

It was in the service of the North-West Company that Alexander Mackenzie made his famous journey. He had arrived in Canada in 1779. After five years spent in the counting-house of a trading company at Montreal, he had been assigned for a year to a post at Detroit, and in 1785 had been elevated to the dignity of a bourgeois or partner in the North-West Company. In this capacity Alexander Mackenzie was sent out to the Athabaska district to take control, in that vast and scarcely known region, of the posts of the traders now united into the North-West Company.

A glance at the map of Canada will show the commanding geographical position occupied by Lake Athabaska, in a country where the waterways formed the only means of communication. It receives from the south and west the great streams of the Athabaska and the Peace, which thus connect it with the prairies of the Saskatchewan valley and with the Rocky Mountains. Eastward a chain of lakes and rivers connects it and the forest country which lies about it with the barren grounds and the forts on Hudson Bay, while to the north,  issuing from Lake Athabaska, a great and unknown river led into the forests, moving towards an unknown sea.

It was Mackenzie’s first intention to make Lake Athabaska the frontier of the operations of his company. Acting under his instructions, his cousin Roderick Mackenzie, who served with him, selected a fine site on a cape on the south side of the lake and erected the post that was named Fort Chipewyan. Beautifully situated, with good timber and splendid fisheries and easy communication in all directions, the fort rapidly became the central point of trade and travel in the far north-west. But it was hardly founded before Mackenzie had already conceived a wider scheme. Chipewyan should be the emporium but not the outpost of the fur trade; using it as a base, he would descend the great unknown waterway which led north, and thus bring into the sphere of the company’s operations the whole region between Lake Athabaska and the northern sea. Alexander Mackenzie’s object was, in name at least, commercial — the extension of the trade of the North-West Company. But in reality, his incentive was that instinctive desire to widen the bounds of geographical knowledge, and to roll back the  mystery of unknown lands and seas which had already raised Hearne to eminence, and which later on was to lead Franklin to his glorious disaster.

It was on Wednesday, June 3, 1789, that Alexander Mackenzie’s little flotilla of four birch-bark canoes set out across Lake Athabaska on its way to the north. In Mackenzie’s canoe were four French-Canadian voyageurs, two of them accompanied by their wives, and a German. Two other canoes were filled with Indians, who were to act as guides and interpreters. At their head was a notable brave who had been one of the band of Matonabbee, Hearne’s famous guide. From his frequent visits to the English post at Fort Churchill he had acquired the name of the ‘English Chief.’ Another canoe was in charge of Leroux, a French-Canadian in the service of the company, who had already descended the Slave river, as far as the Great Slave Lake. Leroux and his men carried trading goods and supplies.

The first part of the journey was by a route already known. The voyageurs paddled across the twenty miles of water which here forms the breadth of Lake Athabaska, entered a river running from the lake, and followed its  winding stream. They encamped at night seven miles from the lake. The next morning at four o’clock the canoes were on their way again, descending the winding river through a low forest of birch and willow. After a paddle of ten miles, a bend in the little river brought the canoes out upon the broad stream of the Peace river, its waters here being upwards of a mile wide and running with a strong current to the north. On our modern maps this great stream after it leaves Lake Athabaska is called the Slave river: but it is really one and the same mighty river, carrying its waters from the valleys of British Columbia through the gorges of the Rocky Mountains, passing into the Great Slave Lake, and then, under the name of the Mackenzie, emptying into the Arctic.

In the next five days Mackenzie’s canoes successfully descended the river to the Great Slave Lake, a distance of some two hundred and thirty-five miles. The journey was not without its dangers. The Slave river has a varied course: at times it broadens out into a great sheet of water six miles across, flowing with a gentle current and carrying the light canoes gently upon its unruffled surface. In other places it is confined into a narrow channel, breaks into swift eddies and pours in  boiling rapids over the jagged rocks. Over the upper rapids of the river, Mackenzie and his men were able to run their canoes fully laden; but lower down were long and arduous portages, rendered dangerous by the masses of broken ice still clinging to the banks of the river. As they neared the Great Slave Lake boisterous gales from the north-east lashed the surface of the river into foam and brought violent showers of rain. But the voyageurs were trained men, accustomed to face the dangers of northern navigation.

A week of travel brought them on June 9 to the Great Slave Lake. It was still early in the season. The rigour of winter was not yet relaxed. As far as the eye could see the surface of the lake presented an unbroken sheet of ice. Only along the shore had narrow lanes of open water appeared. The weather was bitterly cold, and there was no immediate prospect of the break-up of the ice.

For a fortnight Mackenzie and his party remained at the lake, skirting its shores as best they could, and searching among the bays and islands of its western end for the outlet towards the north which they knew must exist. Heavy rain, alternating with bitter cold, caused them much hardship. At times it froze so  hard that a thin sheet of new ice covered even the open water of the lake. But as the month advanced the mass of old ice began slowly to break; strong winds drove it towards the north, and the canoes were presently able to pass, with great danger and difficulty, among the broken floes. Mackenzie met a band of Yellow Knife Indians, who assured him that a great river ran out of the west end of the lake, and offered a guide to aid him in finding the channel among the islands and sandbars of the lake. Convinced that his search would be successful, Mackenzie took all the remaining supplies into his canoes and sent back Leroux to Chipewyan with the news that he had gone north down the great river. But even after obtaining his guide Mackenzie spent four days searching for the outlet It was not till the end of the month of June that his search was rewarded, and, at the extreme south-west, the lake, after stretching out among islands and shallows, was found to contract into the channel of a river.

The first day of July saw Mackenzie’s canoes floating down the stream that bears his name. From now on, progress became easier. At this latitude and season the northern day gave the voyageurs twenty hours of sunlight in each day,  and with smooth water and a favouring current the descent was rapid. Five days after leaving the Great Slave Lake the canoes reached the region where the waters of the Great Bear Lake, then still unknown, drain into the Mackenzie. The Indians of this district seemed entirely different from those known at the trading posts. At the sight of the canoes and the equipment of the voyageurs they made off and hid among the rocks and trees beside the river. Mackenzie’s Indians contrived to make themselves understood, by calling out to them in the Chipewyan language, but the strange Indians showed the greatest reluctance and apprehension, and only with difficulty allowed Mackenzie’s people to come among them. Mackenzie notes the peculiar fact that they seemed unacquainted with tobacco, and that even fire-water was accepted by them rather from fear of offending than from any inclination. Knives, hatchets and tools, however, they took with great eagerness. On learning of Mackenzie’s design to go on towards the north they endeavoured with every possible expression of horror to induce him to turn back. The sea, they said, was so far away that winter after winter must pass before Mackenzie could hope to reach it: he would be an old man  before he could complete the voyage. More than this, the river, so they averred, fell over great cataracts which no one could pass; he would find no animals and no food for his men. The whole country was haunted by monsters. Mackenzie was not to be deterred by such childish and obviously interested terrors. His interpreters explained that he had no fear of the horrors that they depicted, and, by a heavy bribe, consisting of a kettle, an axe, and a knife, he succeeded in enlisting the services of one of the Indians as a guide. That the terror of the Far North professed by these Indians, or at any rate the terror of going there in strange company, was not wholly imaginary was made plain from the conduct of the guide. When the time came to depart he showed every sign of anxiety and fear: he sought in vain to induce his friends to take his place: finding that he must go, he reluctantly bade farewell to his wife and children, cutting off a lock of his hair and dividing it into three parts, which he fastened to the hair of each of them.

On July 5, the party set out with their new guide, and on the same afternoon passed the mouth of the Great Bear river, which joins the Mackenzie in a flood of sea-green water, fresh, but coloured like that of the ocean. Below  this point, they passed many islands. The banks of the river rose to high mountains covered with snow. The country, so the guide said, was here filled with bears, but the voyageurs saw nothing worse than mosquitoes, which descended in clouds upon the canoes. As the party went on to the north, the guide seemed more and more stricken with fear and consumed with the longing to return to his people. In the morning after breaking camp nothing but force would induce him to embark, and on the fourth night, during the confusion of a violent thunder-storm, he made off and was seen no more.

The next day, however, Mackenzie supplied his place, this time by force, from a band of roving Indians. The new guide told him that the sea was not far away, and that it could be reached in ten days. As the journey continued the river was broken into so many channels and so dotted with islands, that it was almost impossible to decide which was the main waterway. The guide’s advice was evidently influenced by his desire to avoid the Eskimos, and, like his predecessor, to keep away from the supposed terrors of the North. The shores of the river were now at times low, though usually lofty mountains could be seen about ten miles  away. Trees were still present, especially fir and birch, though in places both shores of the river were entirely bare, and the islands were mere banks of sand and mud to which great masses of ice adhered. An observation taken on July 10 showed that the voyageurs had reached latitude 67° 47’ north. From the extreme variation of the compass, and from other signs, Mackenzie was now certain that he was approaching the northern ocean. He was assured that in a few days more of travel he could reach its shores. But in the meantime his provisions were running low. His Indian guide, a prey to fantastic terrors, endeavoured to dissuade him from his purpose, while his canoe men, now far beyond the utmost limits of the country known to the fur trade, began to share the apprehensions of the guide, and clamoured eagerly for return. Mackenzie himself was of the opinion that it would not be possible for him to return to Chipewyan while the rivers were still open, and that the approach of winter must surprise him in these northern solitudes. But in spite of this he could not bring himself to turn back. With his men he stipulated for seven days; if the northern ocean were not found in that time he would turn south again.

 

The expedition went forward. On July 10, they made a course of thirty-two miles, the river sweeping with a strong current through a low, flat country, a mountain range still visible in the west and reaching out towards the north. At the spot where they pitched their tents at night on the river bank they could see the traces of an encampment of Eskimos. The sun shone brilliantly the whole night, never descending below the horizon. Mackenzie sat up all night observing its course in the sky. At a quarter to four in the morning, the canoes were off again, the river winding and turning in its course but heading for the north-west. Here and there on the banks they saw traces of the Eskimos, the marks of camp fires, and the remains of huts, made of drift-wood covered with grass and willows. This day the canoes travelled fifty-four miles. The prospect about the travellers was gloomy and dispiriting. The low banks of the river were now almost treeless, except that here and there grew stunted willow, not more than three feet in height. The weather was cloudy and raw, with gusts of rain at intervals. The discontent of Mackenzie’s companions grew apace: the guide was evidently at the end of his knowledge; while the violent rain, the biting cold  and the fear of an attack by hostile savages kept the voyageurs in a continual state of apprehension. July 12 was marked by continued cold, and the canoes traversed a country so bare and naked that scarcely a shrub could be seen. At one place the land rose in high banks above the river, and was bright with short grass and flowers, though all the lower shore was now thick with ice and snow, and even in the warmer spots the soil was only thawed to a depth of four inches. Here also were seen more Eskimo huts, with fragments of sledges, a square stone kettle, and other utensils lying about.

Mackenzie was now at the very delta of the great river, where it discharges its waters, broken into numerous and intricate channels, into the Arctic ocean. On Sunday, July 12, the party encamped on an island that rose to a considerable eminence among the flat and dreary waste of broken land and ice in which the travellers now found themselves. The channels of the river had here widened into great sheets of water, so shallow that for stretches of many miles, east and west, the depth never exceeded five feet. Mackenzie and ‘English Chief,’ his principal follower, ascended to the highest ground on the island,  from which they were able to command a wide view in all directions. To the south of them lay the tortuous and complicated channels of the broad river which they had descended; east and north were islands in great number; but on the westward side the eye could discern the broad field of solid ice that marked the Arctic ocean.

Mackenzie had reached the goal of his endeavours. His followers, when they learned that the open sea, the mer d’ouest as they called it, was in sight, were transformed; instead of sullen ill-will they manifested the highest degree of confidence and eager expectation. They declared their readiness to follow their leader wherever he wished to go, and begged that he would not turn back without actually reaching the shore of the unknown sea. But in reality they had already reached it. That evening, when their camp was pitched and they were about to retire to sleep, under the full light of the unsinking sun, the inrush of the Arctic tide, threatening to swamp their baggage and drown out their tents, proved beyond all doubt that they were now actually on the shore of the ocean.

For three days Mackenzie remained beside the Arctic ocean. Heavy gales blew in from  the north-west, and in the open water to the westward whales were seen. Mackenzie and his men, in their exultation at this final proof of their whereabouts, were rash enough to start in pursuit in a canoe. Fortunately, a thick curtain of fog fell on the ocean and terminated the chase. In memory of the occurrence, Mackenzie called his island Whale Island. On the morning of July 14, 1789, Mackenzie, convinced that his search had succeeded, ordered a post to be erected on the island beside his tents, on which he carved the latitude as he had calculated it (69° 14’ north), his own name, the number of persons who were with him and the time that was spent there.

This day Mackenzie spent in camp, for a great gale, blowing with rain and bitter cold, made it hazardous to embark. But on the next morning the canoes were headed for the south, and the return journey was begun. It was time indeed. Only about five hundred pounds weight of supplies was now left in the canoes — enough, it was calculated, to suffice for about twelve days. As the return journey might well occupy as many weeks, the fate of the voyageurs must now depend on the chances of fishing and the chase.

 

As a matter of fact the ascent of the river, which Mackenzie conducted with signal success and almost without incident, occupied two months. The weather was favourable. The wild gales which had been faced in the Arctic delta were left behind, and, under mild skies and unending sunlight, and with wild fowl abundant about them, the canoes were urged steadily against the stream. The end of the month of July brought the explorers to the Great Bear river; from this point an abundance of berries on the banks of the stream — the huckleberry, the raspberry and the saskatoon — afforded a welcome addition to their supplies. As they reached the narrower parts of the river, where it flowed between high banks, the swift current made paddling useless and compelled the men to haul the canoes with the towing line. At other times steady strong winds from the north enabled them to rig their sails and skim without effort over the broad surface of the river. Mackenzie noted with interest the varied nature and the fine resources of the country of the upper river. At one place petroleum, having the appearance of yellow wax, was seen oozing from the rocks; at another place a vast seam of coal in the river bank was observed to be burning. On August 22 the canoes were  driven over the last reaches of the Mackenzie with a west wind strong and cold behind them, and were carried out upon the broad bosom of the Great Slave Lake. The voyageurs were once more in known country. The navigation of the lake, now free from ice, was without difficulty, and the canoes drove at a furious rate over its waters. On August 24 three canoes were sighted sailing on the lake, and were presently found to contain Leroux and his party, who had been carrying on the fur trade in that district during Mackenzie’s absence.

The rest of the journey offered no difficulty. There remained, indeed, some two hundred and sixty miles of paddle and portage to traverse the Slave river and reach Fort Chipewyan. But to the stout arms of Mackenzie’s trained voyageurs this was only a summer diversion. On September 12, 1789, Alexander Mackenzie safely reached the fort. His voyage had occupied one hundred and two days. Its successful completion brought to the world its first knowledge of that vast waterway of the northern country, whose extensive resources in timber and coal, in mineral and animal wealth, still await development.


CHAPTER IV. THE MEMORABLE EXPLOITS OF SIR JOHN FRANKLIN
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THE GENERATION NOW passing away can vividly recall, as one of the deepest impressions of its childhood, the profound and sustained interest excited by the mysterious fate of Sir John Franklin. His splendid record by sea and land, the fact that he was one of ‘Nelson’s men’ and had fought at Copenhagen and Trafalgar, his feats as an explorer in the unknown wilds of North America and the torrid seas of Australasia, and, more than these, his high Christian courage and his devotion to the flag and country that he served — all had made of Franklin a hero whom the nation delighted to honour. His departure in 1846 with his two stout ships the Erebus and the Terror and a total company of one hundred and thirty-four men, including some of the ablest naval officers of the day, was hailed with high hopes that the mysterious north would at length be  robbed of its secret. Then, as the years passed and the ships never returned, and no message from the explorers came out of the silent north, the nation, defiant of difficulty and danger, bent its energies towards the discovery of their fate. No less than forty-two expeditions were sent out in search of the missing ships. The efforts of the government were seconded by the munificence of private individuals, and by the generosity of naval officers who gladly gave their services for no other reward than the honour of the enterprise. The energies of the rescue parties were quickened by the devotion of Lady Franklin, who refused to abandon hope, and consecrated her every energy and her entire fortune to the search for her lost husband. Her conduct and her ardent appeals awoke a chivalrous spirit at home and abroad; men such as Kane, Bellot, M’Clintock and De Haven volunteered their services in the cause. At length, as with the passage of years anxiety deepened into despair, and as little by little it was learned that all were lost, the brave story of the death of Franklin and his men wrote itself in imperishable letters on the hearts of their fellow-countrymen. It found no parallel till more than half a century later, when another and a  similar tragedy in the silent snows of the Antarctic called forth again the mingled pride and anguish with which Britain honours the memory of those fallen in her cause.

John Franklin belonged to the school of naval officers trained in the prolonged struggle of the great war with France. He entered the Royal Navy in 1800 at fourteen years of age, and within a year was engaged on his ship, the Polyphemus, in the great sea-fight at Copenhagen. During the brief truce that broke the long war after 1801, Franklin served under Flinders, the great explorer of the Australasian seas. On his way home in 1803 he was shipwrecked in Torres Strait, and, with ninety-three others of the company of H.M.S. Porpoise, was cast up on a sandbar, seven hundred and fifty miles from the nearest port. The party were rescued, Franklin reached England, and at once set out on a voyage to the China seas in the service of the East India Company. During the voyage the merchant fleet with which he sailed offered battle to a squadron of French men-of-war, which fled before them. The next year saw Franklin serving as signal midshipman on board the Bellerophon at Trafalgar. He remained in active service during the war, served in America, and was  wounded in the British attempt to capture New Orleans. After the war Franklin, now a lieutenant, found himself, like so many other naval officers, unable, after the stirring life of the past fifteen years, to settle into the dull routine of peace service. Maritime discovery, especially since his voyage with Flinders, had always fascinated his mind, and he now offered himself for service in that Arctic region with which his name will ever be associated.

The long struggle of the war had halted the progress of discoveries in the northern seas. But on the conclusion of peace the attention of the nation, and of naval men in particular, was turned again towards the north. The Admiralty naturally sought an opportunity of giving honourable service to their officers and men. Great numbers of them had been thrown out of employment. Some migrated to the colonies or even took service abroad. At the same time the writings of Captain Scoresby, a whaling captain of scientific knowledge who published an account of the Greenland seas, and the influence of such men as Sir John Barrow, the secretary of the Admiralty, did much to create a renewal of public interest in the north. It was now recognized that the North-West Passage offered no commercial  attractions. But it was felt that it would not be for the honour of the nation that the splendid discoveries of Hearne, Cook and Mackenzie should remain uncompleted. To trace the Arctic water-way from the Atlantic to the Pacific became now a supreme object, not of commercial interest, but of geographical research and of national pride. To this was added the fact that the progress of physical and natural science was opening up new fields of investigation for the explorers of the north.

Franklin first sailed north in 1818, as second in command of the first Arctic expedition of the nineteenth century. Two brigs, H.M.S. Dorothea under Captain Buchan, and H.M.S. Trent under Lieutenant John Franklin, set out from the Thames with a purpose which in audacity at least has never been surpassed. The new sentiment of supreme confidence in the navy inspired by the conquest of the seas is evinced by the fact that these two square-rigged sailing ships, clumsy and antiquated, built up with sundry extra beams inside and iron bands without, were directed to sail straight north across the North Pole and down the world on the other side. They did their best. They went churning northward through the foaming seas, and when they found that  the ice was closing in on them, and that they were being blown down upon it in a gale as on to a lee shore, the order was given to put the helm up and charge full speed at the ice. It was the only possible way of escape, and it meant either sudden and awful death under the ice floes or else the piling up of the ships safe on top of them— ‘taking the ice’ as Arctic sailors call it. The Dorothea and the Trent went driving at the ice with such a gale of snow about them that neither could see the other as they ran. They ‘took the ice’ with a mighty crash, amid a wild confusion of the elements, and when the storm cleared the two old hulls lay shattered but safe on the surface of the ice-pack. The whole larboard side of the Dorothea was smashed, but they brought her somehow to Spitzbergen, and there by wonderful patching enabled her to sail home.

The next year (1819) Lieutenant Franklin was off again on an Arctic journey, the record of which, written by himself, forms one of the most exciting stories of adventure ever written. The design this time was to follow the lead of Hearne and Mackenzie. Beginning where their labours ended, Franklin proposed to embark on the polar sea in canoes and follow the coast line. Franklin left England at the  end of May. He was accompanied by Dr Richardson, a naval surgeon, afterwards Sir John Richardson, and second only to Franklin himself as an explorer and writer, Midshipman Back, later on to be Admiral Sir George Back, Midshipman Hood, and one Hepburn, a stout-hearted sailor of the Royal Navy. They sailed in the Hudson’s Bay Company ship Prince of Wales, and passed through the straits to York Factory. Thence by canoe they went inland, up the Hayes river, through Lake Winnipeg and thence up the Saskatchewan to Cumberland House, a Hudson’s Bay fort established by Samuel Hearne a few years after his famous journey. From York Factory to Cumberland House was a journey of six hundred and ninety miles. But this was only a beginning. During the winter of 1819-20 Franklin and his party made their way from Cumberland House to Fort Chipewyan on Lake Athabaska, a distance, by the route traversed, of eight hundred and fifty-seven miles. From this fort the party, accompanied by Canadian voyageurs and Indian guides, made their way, in the summer of 1820, to Fort Providence, a lonely post of the North-West Company lying in latitude 62° on the northern shore of the Great Slave Lake.

 

These were the days of rivalry, and even open war, between the two great fur companies, the Hudson’s Bay and the North-West. The Admiralty had commended Franklin’s expeditions to the companies, who were to be requisitioned for the necessary supplies. But the disorders of the fur trade, and the demoralization of the Indians, owing to the free distribution of ardent spirits by the rival companies, rendered it impossible for the party to obtain adequate supplies and stores. Undeterred by difficulties, Franklin set out from Fort Providence to make his way to the Arctic seas at the mouth of the Coppermine. The expedition reached the height of land between the Great Slave Lake and the Coppermine, on the borders of the country which had been the scene of Hearne’s exploits. The northern forest is here reduced to a thin growth of stunted pine and willow. It was now the end of August. The brief northern summer was drawing to its close. It was impossible to undertake the navigation of the Arctic coast till the ensuing summer. Franklin and his party built some rude log shanties which they called Fort Enterprise. Here, after having traversed over two thousand miles in all from York Factory, they spent their second winter in the  north. It was a season of great hardship. With the poor materials at their hand it was impossible to make their huts weatherproof. The wind whistled through the ill-plastered seams of the logs. So intense was the winter cold that the trees about the fort froze hard to their centres. In cutting firewood the axes splintered as against stone. In the officers’ room the thermometer, sixteen feet from the log fire, marked as low as fifteen degrees below zero in the day and forty below at night. For food the party lived on deer’s meat with a little fish, tea twice a day (without sugar), and on Sunday a cup of chocolate as the luxury of the week to every man. But, undismayed by cold and hardship, they kept stoutly at their work. Richardson investigated the mosses and lichens beneath the snow and acquainted himself with the mineralogy of the neighbourhood. Franklin and the two lieutenants carried out observations, their fingers freezing with the cold of forty-six below zero at noon of the brief three-hour day in the heart of winter. Sunday was a day of rest. The officers dressed in their best attire. Franklin read the service of the Church of England to his assembled company. For the French-Canadian Roman Catholics, Franklin did the best he  could; he read to them the creed of the Church of England in French. In the leisure part of the day a bundle of London newspapers was perused again and again.

The winter passed safely; the party now entered upon the most arduous part of their undertaking. Canoes were built and dragged on improvised sledges to the Coppermine. Franklin descended the river, surveying its course as he went. He passed by the scene of the massacre witnessed by Hearne, and found himself, late in July of 1821, on the shores of the Arctic. The distance from Fort Enterprise was three hundred and thirty-four miles, for one hundred and seventeen of which the canoes and baggage had been hauled over snow and ice.

Franklin and his followers, in two canoes, embarked on the polar sea and traced the course of the coast eastward for five hundred and fifty miles. The sailors were as men restored to their own element. But the Canadian voyageurs were filled with dread at the great waves of the open ocean. All that Franklin saw of the Arctic coast encouraged his belief that the American continent is separated by stretches of sea from the great masses of land that had been already discovered in the Arctic.  The North-West Passage, ice-blocked and useless, was still a geographical fact. Eager in the pursuit of his investigations he went on eastward as long as he dared — too long in fact. Food was running low. His voyageurs had lost heart, appalled at the immense spaces of ice and sea through which their frail canoes went onward into the unknown. Reluctantly, Franklin decided to turn back. But it was too late to return by water. The northern gales drove the ice in against the coast. Franklin and his men, dragging and carrying one of the canoes, took to the land, in order to make their way across the barren grounds. By this means they hoped to reach the upper waters of the Coppermine and thence Fort Enterprise, where supplies were to have been placed for them during the summer. Their journey was disastrous. Bitter cold set in as they marched. Food failed them. Day after day they tramped on, often with blinding snow in their faces, with no other sustenance than the bitter weed called tripe de roche that can here and there be scraped from the rocks beneath the snow. At times they found frozen remnants of deer that had been killed by wolves, a few bones with putrid meat adhering to them. These they eagerly devoured. But  often day after day passed without even this miserable sustenance. At night they lay down beside a clump of willows, trying, often in vain, to make a fire of the green twigs dragged from under the snow. So great was their famine, Franklin says, that the very sensation of hunger passed away, leaving only an exhaustion too great for words. Lieutenant Back, gaunt and emaciated, staggered forward leaning on a stick, refusing to give in. Richardson could hardly walk, while Lieutenant Hood, emaciated to the last degree, was helped on by his comrades as best they could. The Canadians and Indians suffered less in body, but, lacking the stern purpose of the officers, they were distraught with the horror of the death that seemed to await them. In their fear they had refused to carry the canoe, and had smashed it and thrown it aside. In this miserable condition the party reached, on September 26, the Coppermine river, to find it flowing still unfrozen in an angry flood which they could not cross. In vain they ranged the banks above and below. Below them was a great lake; beside and above them a swift, deep current broken by rapids. There was no crossing. They tried to gather willow faggots, and bind them into a raft. But the green wood sank so  easily that only one man could get upon the raft: to paddle or pole it in the running water was impossible. A line was made of strips of skin, and Richardson volunteered to swim the river so as to haul the raft across with the line. The bitter cold of the water paralysed his limbs. He was seen to sink beneath the leaping waters. His companions dragged him back to the bank, where for hours he lay as if lifeless beside the fire of willow branches, so emaciated that he seemed a mere skeleton when they took off his wet clothing. His comrades gazed at him with a sort of horror. Thus for days they waited. At last, with infinite patience, one of the Canadians made a sort of canoe with willow sticks and canvas. In this, with a line attached, they crossed the river one by one.

They were now only forty miles from Fort Enterprise. But their strength was failing. Hood could not go on. The party divided. Franklin and Back went forward with most of the men, while Richardson and sailor Hepburn volunteered to stay with Hood till help could be sent. The others left them in a little tent, with some rounds of ammunition and willow branches gathered for the fire. A little further on the march, three of Franklin’s followers,  too exhausted to go on, dropped out, proposing to make their way back to Richardson and Hood.

The little party at the tent in the snow waited in vain. Days passed, and no help came. One of the three men who had left Franklin, an Indian called Michel, joined them, saying that the others had gone astray in the snow. But he was strange and sullen, sleeping apart and wandering off by himself to hunt. Presently, from the man’s strange talk and from some meat which he brought back from his hunting and declared to be part of a wolf, Richardson realized the awful truth that Michel had killed his companions and was feeding on their bodies. A worse thing followed. Richardson and Hepburn, gathering wood a few days later, heard the report of a gun from beside the fire where they had left Lieutenant Hood, who was now in the last stage of exhaustion. They returned to find Michel beside the dead body of their comrade. He had been shot through the back of the head. Michel swore that Hood had killed himself. Richardson knew the truth, but both he and Hepburn were too enfeebled by privation to offer fight to the armed and powerful madman. The three set out for Fort Enterprise, Michel carrying a loaded gun, two  pistols and a bayonet, muttering to himself and evidently meditating a new crime. Richardson, a man of iron nerve, forestalled him. Watching his opportunity, he put a pistol to the Indian’s head and blew his brains out.

Richardson and Hepburn dragged themselves forward mile by mile, encouraged by the thought of the blazing fires and the abundant food that they expected to find at Fort Enterprise. They reached the fort just in the dusk of an October evening. All about it was silence. There were no tracks in the newly fallen snow. Only a thin thread of smoke from the chimney gave a sign of life. Hurriedly they made their way in. To their horror and dismay they found Franklin and three companions, two Canadians and an Indian, stretched out in the last stages of famine. ‘No words can convey an idea,’ wrote Dr Richardson later on, ‘of the filth and wretchedness that met our eyes on looking around. Our own misery had stolen upon us by degrees and we were accustomed to the contemplation of each other’s emaciated figures, but the ghastly countenances, dilated eye-balls, and sepulchral voices of Captain Franklin and those with him were more than we could bear.’ Franklin, on his part, was equally dismayed at the appearance of Richardson and Hepburn.  ‘We were all shocked,’ he says in his journal, ‘at beholding the emaciated countenances of the doctor and Hepburn, as they strongly evidenced their extremely debilitated state. The alteration in our appearance was equally distressing to them, for since the swellings had subsided we were little more than skin and bone. The doctor particularly remarked the sepulchral tone of our voices, which he requested us to make more cheerful if possible, unconscious that his own partook of the same key.’

Franklin related to the new-comers how he and his followers had reached Fort Enterprise, and to their infinite disappointment and grief had found it perfectly desolate. There was no depot of provisions, as had been arranged, nor any trace of a letter or other message from the traders at Fort Providence or from the Indians. Lieutenant Back, who had reached the fort a little in advance of Franklin, had gone on in the hope of finding Indian hunters, or perhaps of reaching Fort Providence and sending relief. They had no food except a little tripe de roche, and Franklin had thus found himself, as he explained to Richardson, in the deserted fort with five companions, in a state of utter destitution. Food there was none.  From the refuse heaps of the winter before, now buried under the snow, they dug out pieces of bone and a few deer-skins; on this, with a little tripe de roche, they endeavoured to subsist. The log house was falling into decay. The seams gaped and the piercing air entered on every side with the thermometer twenty below zero. Franklin and his companions had tried in vain to stop the chinks and to make a fire by tearing up the rough boards of the floor. But their strength was insufficient. Already for two weeks before their arrival at Fort Enterprise they had had no meat. It was impossible that they could have existed long in the miserable shelter of the deserted fort. Franklin had endeavoured to go on. Leaving three of his companions, now too exhausted to walk far, he and the other two, a Canadian and an Eskimo, set out to try to reach help in the direction of Fort Providence. The snow was deep, and their strength was so far gone that in six hours they only struggled four miles on their way. At night they lay down beside one another in the snow, huddled together for warmth, with a bitter wind blowing over their emaciated bodies. The next morning, in recommencing their march, Franklin stumbled and fell, breaking his snow-shoe in the  fall. Realizing that he could never hope to traverse the one hundred and eighty-six miles to Fort Providence, he directed his companions to go on, and he himself made his way back to Fort Enterprise. There he had remained for a fortnight until found by Richardson and Hepburn. So weak had Franklin and his three companions become that they could not find the strength to go on cutting down the log buildings of the fort to make a fire. Adam, the Indian, lay prostrate in his bunk, his body covered with hideous swellings. The two Canadians, Peltier and Samandré, suffered such pain in their joints that they could scarcely move a step. A herd of deer had appeared on the ice of the river near by, but none of the men had strength to pursue them, nor could any one of them, said Franklin, have found the strength to raise a gun and fire it.

Such had been the position of things when Richardson and Hepburn, themselves almost in the last stage of exhaustion, found their unhappy comrades. Richardson was a man of striking energy, of the kind that knows no surrender. He set himself to gather wood, built up a blazing fire, dressed as well as he could the swollen body of the Indian, and tried to bring some order into the filth and squalor  of the hut. Hepburn meantime had killed a partridge, which the doctor then divided among them in six parts, the first fresh meat that Franklin and those with him had tasted for thirty-one days. This done, ‘the doctor,’ so runs Franklin’s story, ‘brought out his prayer book and testament, and some prayers and psalms and portions of scripture appropriate to the situation were read.’

But beyond the consolation of manifesting a brave and devout spirit, there was little that Richardson could do for his companions. The second night after his arrival Peltier died. There was no strength left in the party to lift his body out into the snow. It lay beside them in the hut, and before another day passed Samandré, the other Canadian, lay dead beside it. For a week the survivors remained in the hut, waiting for death. Then at last, and just in time, help reached them.

On November 7, nearly a month after Franklin’s first arrival at the fort, they heard the sound of a musket and the shouting of men outside. Three Indians stood before the door. The valiant Lieutenant Back, after sufferings almost as great as their own, had reached a band of Indian hunters and had sent three men travelling at top speed with enough food to  keep the party alive till further succour could be brought. Franklin and his friends were saved by one of the narrowest escapes recorded in the history of northern adventure. Another week passed before the relief party of the Indians reached them, and even then Franklin and his companions were so enfeebled by privation that they could only travel with difficulty, and a month passed before they found themselves safe and sound within the shelter of Fort Providence on the Great Slave Lake. There they remained till the winter passed. A seven weeks’ journey took them to York Factory on Hudson Bay, whence they sailed to England. Franklin’s journey overland and on the waters of the polar sea had covered in all five thousand five hundred and fifty miles and had occupied nearly three years.

On his return to England Franklin found himself at once the object of a wide public interest. Already during his absence he had been made a commander, and the Admiralty now promoted him to the rank of captain, while the national recognition of his services was shortly afterwards confirmed by the honour of knighthood. One might think that after the perils which he had braved and the horrors which he had experienced, Sir John would have  been content to retire upon his laurels. But it was not so. There is something in the snow-covered land of the Arctic, its isolation from the world and the long silence of its winter darkness, that exercises a strange fascination upon those who have the hardihood to brave its perils. It was a moment too when interest in Arctic discovery and the advancement thereby of scientific knowledge had reached the highest point yet known. During Franklin’s absence Captain Ross and Lieutenant Parry had been sent by sea into the Arctic waters. Parry had met with wonderful success, striking from Baffin Bay through the northern archipelago and reaching half-way to Bering Strait.

Franklin was eager to be off again. The year 1825 saw him start once more to resume the survey of the polar coast of America. The plan now was to learn something of the western half of the North American coast, so as to connect the discoveries of Sir Alexander Mackenzie with those made by Cook and others through Bering Strait. Franklin was again accompanied by his gallant friend, Dr Richardson. They passed again overland through the fur country, where the recent union of the rival companies had brought about a new era. They descended the Mackenzie river,  wintered on Great Bear Lake, and descended thence to the sea. Franklin struck out westward, his party surveying the coast in open boats. Their journey from their winter quarters to the sea and along the coast covered a thousand miles, and extended to within one hundred and sixty miles of the point that had then been reached by explorers from Bering Strait. At the same time Richardson, going eastward from the Mackenzie, surveyed the coast as far as the Coppermine river. Their discoveries thus connected the Pacific waters with the Atlantic, with the exception of one hundred and sixty miles on the north-west, where water was known to exist and only ice blocked the way, and of a line north and south which should bring the discoveries of Parry into connection with those of Franklin. These two were the missing links now needed in the chain of the North-West Passage.

But more than twenty years were to elapse before the discoveries thus made were carried to their completion. Franklin himself, claimed by other duties, was unable to continue his work in the Arctic, and his appointment to the governorship of Tasmania called him for a time to another sphere. Yet, little by little, the exploration of the Arctic regions was carried  on, each explorer adding something to what was already known, and each hoping that the honour of the discovery of the great passage would fall to his lot. Franklin’s comrade Back, now a captain and presently to be admiral, made his way in 1834 from Canada to the polar sea down the river that bears his name. Three years later Simpson, in the service of the Hudson’s Bay Company, succeeded in traversing the coast from the Mackenzie to Point Barrow, completing the missing link in the western end of the chain. John and James Ross brought the exploration of the northern archipelago to a point that made it certain that somewhere or other a way through must exist to connect Baffin Bay with the coastal waters. At last the time came, in 1844, when the British Admiralty determined to make a supreme effort to unite the explorations of twenty-five years by a final act of discovery. The result was the last expedition of Sir John Franklin, glorious in its disaster, and leaving behind it a tale that will never be forgotten while the annals of the British nation remain.


CHAPTER V. THE TRAGEDY OF FRANKLIN’S FATE
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THE MONTH OF May 1845 found two stout ships, the Erebus and the Terror, riding at anchor in the Thames. Both ships were already well known to the British public. They had but recently returned from the Antarctic seas, where Captain Sir James Ross, in a voyage towards the South Pole, had attained the highest southern latitude yet reached. Both were fine square-rigged ships, strengthened in every way that the shipwrights of the time could devise. Between their decks a warming and ventilating apparatus of the newest kind had been installed, and, as a greater novelty still, the attempt was now made for the first time in history to call in the power of steam for the fight against the Arctic frost. Each vessel carried an auxiliary screw and an engine of twenty horse-power. When we remember that a modern steam vessel with a horse-power of many thousands is still  powerless against the northern ice, the Erebus and the Terror arouse in us a forlorn pathos. But in the springtime of 1845 as they lay in the Thames, an object of eager interest to the flocks of sightseers in the neighbourhood, they seemed like very leviathans of the deep. Vast quantities of stores were being loaded into the ships, enough, it was said, for the subsistence of the one hundred and thirty-four members of the expedition for three years. For it was now known that Arctic explorers must be prepared to face the winter, icebound in their ships through the long polar night. That the winter could be faced with success had been shown by the experience of Sir William Parry, whose ships, the Fury and the Hecla, had been ice-bound for two winters (1821-23), and still more by that of Captain John Ross, who brought home the crew of the Victory safe and sound in 1833, after four winters in the ice.
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Sir John Franklin. . From the National Portrait Gallery.

All England was eager with expectancy over the new expedition. It was to be commanded by Sir John Franklin, the greatest sailor of the day, who had just returned from his five years in Van Diemen’s Land and carried his fifty-nine winters as jauntily as a midshipman. The era was auspicious. A new reign under a  queen already beloved had just opened. There was every hope of a long, some people said a perpetual, peace: it seemed fitting that the new triumphs of commerce and science, of steam and the magnetic telegraph, should replace the older and cruder glories of war.

The expedition was well equipped for scientific research, but its main object was the discovery of the North-West Passage. We have already seen what this phrase had come to mean. It had now no reference to the uses of commerce. The question was purely one of geography. The ocean lying north of America was known to be largely occupied by a vast archipelago, between which were open sounds and seas, filled for the greater part of the year with huge packs of ice. In the Arctic winter all was frozen into an unending plain of snow, broken by distorted hummocks of ice, and here and there showing the frowning rocks of a mountainous country swept clean by the Arctic blast. In the winter deep night and intense cold settled on the scene. But in the short Arctic summer the ice-pack moved away from the shores. Lanes of water extended here and there, and sometimes, by the good fortune of a gale, a great sheet of open sea with blue tossing waves gladdened the heart of the  sailor. Through this region somewhere a water-way must exist from east to west. The currents of the sea and the drift-wood that they carried proved it beyond a doubt. Exploration had almost proved it also. Ships and boats had made their way from Bering Strait to the Coppermine. North of this they had gone from Baffin Bay through Lancaster Sound and on westward to a great sea called Melville Sound, a body of water larger than the Irish Sea. The two lines east and west overlapped widely. All that was needed now was to find a channel north and south to connect the two. This done, the North-West Passage, the will-o’-the-wisp of three hundred and fifty years, had been found.

A glance at the map will make clear the instructions given to Sir John Franklin. He was to go into the Arctic by way of Baffin Bay, and to proceed westward along the parallel of 74° 15’ north latitude, which would take him through the already familiar waters of Lancaster Sound and Barrow Strait, leading into Melville Sound. This line he was to follow as far as Cape Walker in longitude 98°, from which point it was known that waters were to be found leading southward. Beyond this position Franklin was left to his own  discretion, his instructions being merely to penetrate to the southward and westward in a course as direct to Bering Strait as the position of the land and the condition of the ice should allow.

The Erebus and the Terror sailed from England on June 19, 1845. The officers and sailors who manned their decks were the very pick of the Royal Navy and the merchant service, men inured to the perils of the northern ocean, and trained in the fine discipline of the service. Captain Crozier of the Terror was second in command. He had been with Ross in the Antarctic. Commander Fitzjames, Lieutenants Fairholme, Gore and others were tried and trained men. The ships were so heavily laden with coal and supplies that they lay deep in the water. Every inch of stowage had been used, and even the decks were filled up with casks. A transport sailed with them across the Atlantic carrying further supplies. Thus laden they made their way to the Whale Fish Islands, near Disco, on the west coast of Greenland. Here the transport unloaded its stores and set sail for England. It carried with it five men of Franklin’s company, leaving one hundred and twenty-nine in the ill-fated expedition.

 

The ships put out from the coast of Greenland on, or about, July 12, 1845, to make their way across Baffin Bay to Lancaster Sound, a distance of two hundred and twenty miles. In these waters are found the great floes of ice which Davis had first seen, called by Arctic explorers the ‘middle ice.’ The Erebus and the Terror spent a fortnight in attempting to make the passage across, and here they were seen for the last time at sea. A whaling ship, the Prince of Wales, sighted the two vessels on July 26. A party of Franklin’s officers rowed over to the ship and carried an invitation to the master to dine with Sir John on the next day. But the boat had hardly returned when a fine breeze sprang up, and with a clear sea ahead the Erebus and the Terror were put on their course to the west without even taking time to forward letters to England.

Thus the two ships vanished into the Arctic ice, never to be seen of Englishmen again. The summer of 1845 passed; no news came: the winter came and passed away; the spring and summer of 1846, and still no message. England, absorbed in political struggles at home — the Corn Law Repeal and the vexed question of Ireland — had still no anxiety over Franklin. No message could have come except  by the chance of a whaling ship or in some roundabout way through the territories of the Hudson’s Bay Company, after all but a slender chance. The summer of 1846 came and went and then another winter, and now with the opening of the new year, 1847, the first expression of apprehension began to be heard. It was remembered how deeply laden the ships had been. The fear arose that perhaps they had foundered with all hands in the open waters of Baffin Bay, leaving no trace behind. Even the naval men began to shake their heads. Captain Sir John Ross wrote to the Admiralty to express his fear that Franklin’s ships had been frozen in in such a way that their return was impossible. The Admiralty took advice. The question was gravely discussed with the leading Arctic seamen of the day. It was decided that until two years had elapsed from the time of departure (May 1845 to May 1847) no measures need be taken for the relief of the Erebus and the Terror. The date came and passed. Anxiety was deepening. The Admiralty decided to act. Great stores of pemmican, some eight tons, together with suitable boats and experienced crews, were sent in June 1847 to Hudson Bay, ready for an expedition along the northern coast. A ship  was sent with supplies to meet Franklin in Bering Strait, and two more vessels were strengthened and equipped to be ready to follow on the track of the Erebus and the Terror in 1848. As this last year advanced and winter passed into summer, a shudder of apprehension was felt throughout the nation. It was felt now that some great disaster had happened, or even now was happening. It was known that Franklin’s expedition had carried food for at best three years: the three years had come and gone. Franklin’s men, if anywhere alive, must be suffering all the horrors of starvation in the frozen fastness of the Arctic.

We may imagine the awful pictures that rose up before the imagination of the friends and relatives, the wives and children, of the one hundred and twenty-nine gallant men who had vanished in the Erebus and the Terror — visions of ships torn and riven by the heaving ice, of men foodless and shelterless in the driving snow, looking out vainly from the bleak shores of some rocky coast for the help that never came — awful pictures indeed, yet none more awful than the grim reality.

A generous frenzy seized upon the nation. The cry went up from the heart of the people that Franklin must be found; he and his men  must be rescued — they would not speak of them as dead. Ships must be sent out with all the equipment that science could devise and the wealth of a generous nation could supply. Ships were sent out. Year after year ships fought their way from Baffin Bay to the islands of the north. Ships sailed round the distant Horn and through the Pacific to Bering Strait. Down the Mackenzie and the great rivers of the north, the canoes of the voyageurs danced in the rapids and were paddled swiftly over the wider stretches of moving water. Over the frozen snow the sledges toiled against the storm. And still no word of Franklin, till all the weary outline of the frozen coast was traced in their wanderings: till twenty-one thousand miles of Arctic sea and shore had been tracked out. Thus the great epic of the search for Franklin ran slowly to its close. With each year the hope that was ever deferred made the heart sick. Anxiety deepened into dread, and even dread gave way to the cruel certainty of despair. Not till twelve years had passed was the search laid aside: not until, little by little, the evidence was found that told all that we know of the fate of the Erebus and the Terror.

First in the field was Richardson, the gallant  friend and comrade of Franklin’s former journeys. He would not believe that Franklin had failed. He knew too well the temper of the man. Franklin had been instructed to strike southward from the Arctic seas to the American coast. On that coast he would be found. Thither went Sir John Richardson, taking with him a man of like metal to himself, one John Rae, a Hudson’s Bay man, fashioned in the north. Down the Mackenzie they went and then eastward along the coast searching for traces of the Erebus and the Terror. For two years they searched, tracing their way from the Mackenzie to the Coppermine. But no vestige of Franklin did they find. The queen’s ships were searching too. Sir James Ross, with the Enterprise and the Investigator, went into Lancaster Sound. The Plover and the Herald went to Bering Strait. The North Star went in at Wolstenholme Sound. The Resolute, the Assistance, the Sophia — a very flock of admiralty ships — spread their white wings for the Arctic seas. The Hudson’s Bay Company sent Sir John Ross, a tried explorer, in the yacht Felix. Lady Franklin, the sorrow-stricken wife of the lost commander, sent out Captain Forsyth in the Prince Albert. One Robert Spedden sailed his private yacht, the  Nancy Dawson, in through Bering Strait; and Henry Grinnell of New York (be his name honoured), sent out two expeditions at his own charge. By water and overland there went out, between 1847 and 1851, no less than twenty-one expeditions searching for the Erebus and the Terror.

Thus passed six years from the time when Franklin sailed out of the Thames, and still no trace, no vestige had been found to tell the story of his fate. Then at last news came, the first news of the Erebus and the Terror since they were sighted by the whaling ship in 1845. The news in a way was neither good nor bad. But it showed that at least the melancholy forebodings of those who said that the heavily laden ships must have foundered before they reached the Arctic were entirely mistaken. Captain Penny, master of the Lady Franklin, had sailed under Admiralty orders in 1850, and had followed on the course laid down in Franklin’s instructions. He returned in 1851, bringing news that on Beechey Island, a little island lying on the north side of Barrow Strait, he had found the winter quarters that must have been occupied by the expedition in 1845-46, the first winter after its departure. There were the remains of a large storehouse,  a workshop and an observatory; a blacksmith’s forge was found, with many coal bags and cinders lying about, and odds and ends of all sorts, easily identified as coming from the lost ships. Most ominous of all was the discovery of over six hundred empty cans that had held preserved meat, the main reliance of the expedition. These were found regularly piled in little mounds. The number of them was far greater than Franklin’s men would have consumed during the first winter, and, to make the conclusion still clearer, the preparation was of a brand of which the Admiralty since 1845 had been compelled to destroy great quantities, owing to its having turned putrid in the tins. It was plain that the food supply of the Erebus and the Terror must have been seriously depleted, and the dangers of starvation have set in long before three years were completed.

Three graves were found on Beechey Island with head-boards marking the names and ages of three men of the crew who had died in the winter. Near a cape of the island was a cairn built of stone. It was evidently intended to hold the records of the expedition. Yet, strange to say, neither in the cairn nor anywhere about it was a single document to be found.

 

The greatest excitement now prevailed. Hope ran high that at least some survivors of the men of the Erebus and the Terror might be found, even if the ships themselves had been lost. The Admiralty redoubled its efforts. Already Captains Collinson and M’Clure had been sent out (in 1850) to sail round the Horn, and were on their way into the Arctic region via Bering Strait. To these were now added a squadron under Captain Sir Edward Belcher consisting of the Assistance with a steam tender named the Pioneer, the Resolute with its tender the Intrepid, and the North Star. Stations were to be made at Beechey Island and at two other points in the region now indicated as the scene of Sir John Franklin’s operations. From these sledge and boat parties were to be sent out in all directions. At the same time Lady Franklin dispatched the Albert under Captain Kennedy and Lieutenant Bellot, an officer of the French navy who had given his services to the cause.

Once again hope was doomed to disappointment. The story of the expeditions was an almost unbroken record of disaster. Captain M’Clure, in the Investigator, separated from his consort, and vanished into the northern ice; for three years nothing was heard of his vessel.  The gallant Bellot, attempting to carry dispatches over the ice, sealed his devotion with his life. Belcher’s ships the Assistance and the Resolute, with their two tenders, froze fast in the ice. Despite the earnest protests of some of his officers, Belcher abandoned them, and, in the end, was able to return home. The Admiralty had to face the loss of four good ships with large quantities of stores. It had been better perhaps had they remained lost. One of the abandoned ships, the Resolute, its hatches battened down, floated out of the ice, and was found by an American whaler, masterless, tossing in the open waters of Baffin Bay. Belcher may have been right in abandoning his ships to save the crews, but his judgment and even his courage were severely questioned, and unhappy bitterness was introduced where hitherto there had been nothing but the record of splendid endeavour and mutual help. The only bright spot was seen in the achievement of Captain, afterwards Sir Robert, M’Clure, who reappeared with his crew safe and sound after four winters in the Arctic. He had made his way in the Investigator (1850 to 1853) from Bering Strait to within sight of Melville Sound. He had spent three winters in the ice, the last two years in one and the same spot,  fast frozen, to all appearances, for ever. With supplies dangerously low and his crew weakened by exposure and privation, M’Clure reluctantly left his ship. He and his men fortunately reached the ships of Sir Edward Belcher, having thus actually made the North-West Passage.

The disasters of 1853-54 cast a deeper gloom than ever over the search for Franklin. Moreover, the rising clouds in the East and presently the outbreak of the Crimean War prevented further efforts. Ships and men were needed elsewhere than in the northern seas. It began to look as if failure was now final, and that nothing more could be done. Following naval precedent, a court-martial had been held to investigate the action of Captain Sir Edward Belcher. ‘The solemn silence,’ wrote Captain M’Clure afterwards, ‘with which the venerable president of the court returned Captain Belcher his sword, with a bare acquittal, best conveyed the painful feelings which wrung the hearts of all professional men upon that occasion; and all felt that there was no hope of the mystery of Franklin’s fate being cleared up in our time except by some unexpected miracle.’

The unexpected happened. Strangely enough,  it was just at this juncture that a letter sent by Dr John Rae from the Hudson Bay country brought to England the first authentic news of the fate of Franklin’s men. Rae had been sent overland from the north-west shores of Hudson Bay to the coast of the Arctic at the point where the Back or Great Fish river runs in a wide estuary to the sea. He had wintered on the isthmus (now called after him) which separates Regent’s Inlet from Repulse Bay, and in the spring of 1854 had gone westward with sledges towards the mouth of the Back. On his way he fell in with Eskimos, who told him that several years before a party of about forty white men had been seen hauling a boat and sledges over the ice. This was on the west side of the island called King William’s Land. None of the men, so the savages said, could speak to them in their own language; but they made signs to show that they had lost their ships, and that they were trying to make their way to where deer could be found. All the men looked thin, and the Eskimos thought they had very little food. They had bought some seal’s flesh from the savages. They hauled their sledges and the boat along with drag-ropes, at which all were tugging except one very tall big man, who seemed to be a chief and  walked by himself. Later on in the same season, so the Eskimos said, they had found the bodies of a lot of men lying on the ice, and had seen some graves and five dead bodies on an island at the mouth of a river. Some of the bodies were lying in tents. The big boat had been turned over as if to make a shelter, and under it were dead men. One that lay on the island was the body of the chief; he had a telescope strapped over his shoulders, and his gun lay underneath him. The savages told Dr Rae that they thought that the last survivors of the white men must have been feeding on the dead bodies, as some of these were hacked and mutilated and there was flesh in the kettles. There were signs that some of the party might have escaped; for on the ground there were fresh bones and feathers of geese, showing that the men were still alive when the wild fowl came north, which would be about the end of May. There was a quantity of gunpowder and ammunition lying around, and the Eskimos thought that they had heard shots in the neighbourhood, though they had seen no living men, but only the corpses on the ice. A great number of relics — telescopes, guns, compasses, spoons, forks, and so on — were gathered by the natives, and of these Dr Rae  forwarded a large quantity to England. They left no doubt as to the identity of the unfortunate victims. There was a small silver plate engraved ‘Sir John Franklin, K.C.B.’, and a spoon with a crest and the initials F.R.M.C. (those of Captain Crozier), and a great number of articles easily recognized as coming from the Erebus and the Terror.

One may well imagine the intense interest which Dr Rae’s discoveries aroused in England. Rae had been unable, it is true, to make his way to the actual scene of the disaster as described by the Eskimos, but it was now felt that at last certain tidings had been received of the death of Franklin and his men. Dr Rae and his party received the ten thousand pounds which the government had offered to whosoever should bring correct news of the fate of the expedition.

In all except a few hearts hope was now abandoned. It was felt that all were dead. Anxious though the government was to obtain further details of the tragedy, it was not thought proper at such a national crisis as the Crimean War to dispatch more ships to the Arctic. Something, however, was done. A chief factor of the Hudson’s Bay Company, named Anderson, was sent overland in 1855 to explore  the mouth of the Back river. He found in and around Montreal Island, at the mouth of the river, numerous relics of the disaster. A large quantity of chips and shavings seemed to indicate the place where the savages had broken up the boat. But no documents or papers were found nor any bodies of the dead. Anderson had no interpreter, and could only communicate by signs with the savages whom he found alone on the island. But he gathered from them that the white men had all died for want of food.

For two years nothing more was done. Then, as the war cloud passed away, the unsolved mystery began again to demand solution. Some faint hope too struggled to life. It was argued that perhaps some of the white men were still alive. The imagination conjured up a ghastly picture of a few survivors, still alive when, with the coming of the wild fowl, life and warmth returned. With what horror must they have turned their backs upon the hideous scene of their sufferings, leaving the dead as they lay, and preferring to leave unwritten the chronicle of an experience too awful to relate. There, penned in between the barren grounds and the sea, they might have somehow continued to live: there they might still be found.

 

It was through the personal efforts of Lady Franklin, who devoted thereto the last remnant of her fortune, that the final expedition was sent out in 1857. The yacht Fox was commanded by Captain M’Clintock. He had already spent many years in the Arctic. Touched by the poignant grief of Lady Franklin, he gave his service gratuitously in a last effort to trace the fate of the missing men. Other officers gave their services and even money to the search. The little Fox sailed in 1857, to search the waters between Beechey Island and the mouth of the Back. When she returned to England two years later she brought back with her the first, and the last, direct information ever received from the Erebus and the Terror. In a cairn on the west coast of King William’s Island was found a document placed there from Franklin’s ships. It was dated May 28, 1847 (two years after the ships left England). It read: ‘H.M. Ships Erebus and Terror wintered in the ice lat. 70° 5’ N. long., 98° 23’ west, having wintered in 1845-46 at Beechey Island after having ascended Wellington Channel to Lat. 77° and returned by the west side of Cornwallis Island. Sir John Franklin commanding the expedition. All well.’

 

This showed that Franklin had, as already gathered, explored the channels west and north from Lancaster Sound, and finding no way through had wintered on Beechey Island (1845-46). Striking south from there his ships had been caught in the open ice-pack, where they had passed their second winter. At the time of writing, Franklin must have been looking eagerly forward to their coming liberation and the prosecution of their discoveries towards the American coast.

But the document did not end there. It had evidently been placed in the cairn in May of 1847; a year later the cairn had been reopened and to the document a note had been appended, written in fine writing round the edge of the original. The torn edge of the paper leaves part of the date missing. It runs ‘... 848. H.M. Ships Erebus and Terror were deserted on the 22 of April, 5 leagues NNW. of this ... been beset since 12th Sept. 1846. The officers and crews consisting of 105 souls under the command ... tain F. R. M. Crozier landed here in Lat. 69° 37’ 42” Long. 98° 41’.’

No words could convey better than these simple lines the full horror of the disaster: two winters frozen in the ice-pack till the  lack of food and the imminence of starvation compelled the officers and men to leave the ships long before the summer season and try to make their way over ice and snow to the south! And Franklin? The other edge of the paper contained in the same writing a note that ran: ‘Sir John Franklin died on the 11th June 1847 and the total loss by death to the expedition has been to date 9 officers and 14 men. F. R. M. Crozier, Captain and Senior Officer. James Fitzjames, Captain H.M.S. Erebus.’ At one corner of the paper are the final words that, taken along with the stories of the Eskimos, explained the last chapter of the tragedy— ‘and start to-morrow 26th for Back’s Fish River.’

M’Clintock did all that could be done. He and his party traced out the coast on both sides of King William’s Island, and, having reached the mouth of the Back river, he traced the course of Crozier and his perishing companions step by step backwards over the scene of the disaster. The Eskimos whom he met told him of the freezing in of the two great ships: how the white men had abandoned them and walked over the ice: how one ship had been crushed in the ice a few months later and had gone down: and how the other ship  had lain a wreck for years and years beside the coast of King William’s Island. One aged woman who had visited the scene told M’Clintock’s party that there had been on the wrecked ship the dead body of a tall man with long teeth and large bones.

The searchers themselves found more direct testimony still. A few miles south of Cape Herschel lay the skeleton of one of Franklin’s men, outstretched on the ground, just as he had fallen on the fatal march, the head pointing towards the Back river. At another point there was found a boat with two corpses in it, the one lying in the stern carefully covered as if by the act of his surviving comrade, the other lying in the bow, two loaded muskets standing upright beside the body. A great number of relics that marked the path of Crozier’s men were found along the shore of King William’s Island. In one place a plundered cairn was discovered. But, strangely enough, no document or writing to tell anything of the fate of the survivors after they started on their last march. That all perished by the way there can be little doubt. But it is altogether probable that before the final catastrophe overtook them they had endeavoured to place somewhere a record of their achievements and their  sufferings. Such a record may still lie buried among the stones of the desolate region where they died, and it may well be that some day the chance discovery of an explorer will bring it to light. But it can tell us little more than we already know by inference of the tragic but inspiring disaster that overwhelmed the men of the Erebus and the Terror.


CHAPTER VI. EPILOGUE. THE CONQUEST OF THE POLE
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IT IS NO part of the present narrative to follow in detail the explorations and discoveries made in the polar seas in recent times. After the great episode of the loss of Franklin, and the search for his ships, public interest in the North-West Passage may be said to have ended. The journey made by Sir Robert M’Clure and his men, after abandoning their ship, had proved that such a water-way existed, but the knowledge of the northern regions acquired in the attempt to find the survivors of the Erebus and the Terror made it clear that the passage was valueless, not merely for commerce, but even for the uses of exploration. For the time being a strong reaction set in, and popular opinion condemned any further expenditure of life and money in the frozen regions of the Arctic. But, although the sensational aspect of northern discovery had thus largely disappeared, a new incentive  began to make itself increasingly felt; the progress of physical science, the rapid advance in the knowledge of electricity and magnetism, and the rise of the science of biology were profoundly altering the whole outlook of the existing generation towards the globe that they inhabited. The sea itself, like everything else, became an object of scientific study. Its currents and its temperature, its relation to the land masses which surrounded it, acquired a new importance in the light of geological and physical research. The polar waters offered a fruitful field for the new investigations. In place of the adventurous explorers of Frobisher’s day, searching for fabled empires and golden cities, there appeared in the seas of the north the inquisitive man of science, eagerly examining the phenomena of sea and sky, to add to the stock of human knowledge. Very naturally there grew up under such conditions an increasing desire to reach the Pole itself, and to test whether the theoretical conclusions of the astronomer were borne out by the actual observations of one standing upon the apex of the spinning earth. The attempt to reach the Pole became henceforth the great preoccupation of Arctic discovery. From this time on the story of what has been done in  the northern seas belongs not to Canada but to the world at large. The voyages of such men as Frobisher, Davis and Hudson, and the journeys of men like Hearne and Mackenzie led to the opening up of this vast country and belong to Canadian history. But in recent Arctic discovery the point of interest had never been found in the lands about the northern seas, but only in the Arctic ocean itself and in the effort to penetrate farther and farther north. Little by little this effort was rewarded. A series of intrepid explorers forced their way onward until at last the Pole itself was reached and the frozen North had yielded up its hollow mystery.

The struggle to reach the Pole was the form in which Arctic exploration came to life again after the paralysing effect of the Franklin tragedy. Some of the Franklin relief expeditions had reached very high latitudes, and, shortly after the great tragedy, the exploring ships of Dr Kane and Dr Hayes, and the Polaris under Captain Hall, had all passed the eightieth parallel and been within less than ten degrees of the Pole. The idea grew that there might be an open polar sea, navigable at times to the very apex of the world. In 1875 the Alert and the Discovery, two ships of the British Navy,  were sent out with the express purpose of reaching the North Pole. They sailed up the narrow waters that separate Greenland from the large islands lying west of it. The Alert wintered as far north as latitude 82° 24’. A sledge party that was sent out under Captain Markham went as far as latitude 83° 20’, and the expedition returned with the proud distinction of having carried its flag northward beyond all previous explorations. But other nations were not to lag behind. An American expedition (1881) under Lieutenant Greeley, carried on the exploration of the extreme north of Greenland and of the interior of Grinnell Land that lies west of it. Two of Greeley’s men, Lieutenant Lockwood and a companion, followed the Greenland coast northward in a sledge and passed Markham’s latitude, reaching 83° 24’ north, which remained for many years as the highest point attained. Greeley’s expedition became the subject of a tragedy almost comparable to the great Franklin disaster. The vessels sent with supplies failed to reach their destination. For four years Greeley and his men remained in the Arctic regions. Of the twenty-three men in the party only six were found alive when Captain Schley of the United States Navy at last brought relief.

 

After the Greeley expedition the fight towards the Pole was carried on by a series of gallant explorers, none of whom, strange to narrate, were British. Commander R. E. Peary, of the United States Navy, came prominently before the world as an Arctic navigator in the last decade of the nineteenth century. In 1892 he crossed northern Greenland in the extreme latitude of 81° 37’, a feat of the highest order.

Still more striking was the work of Dr Fridtjof Nansen, which attracted the attention of the whole world. Nansen had devoted profound study to the question of the northern drift of the polar waters. It had often been observed that drift-wood and wreckage seemed, in many places, to float towards the Pole. Trees that fall in the Siberian forests and float down the great rivers to the northern sea are frequently found washed up on the shores of Greenland, having apparently passed over the Pole itself. A strong current flows northward through Bering Strait, and it is a matter of record that an American vessel, the Jeanette, which stuck fast in the ice near Wrangel Land in 1879, drifted slowly northward with the ice for two years, and made its way in this fashion some four hundred miles towards the  Pole. Dr Nansen formed the bold design of carrying a ship under steam into one of the currents of the Far North, allowing it to freeze in, and then trusting to the polar drift to do the rest. The adventures of Nansen and his men in this enterprise are so well known as scarcely to need recital. A stout wooden vessel of four hundred tons, the Fram (or the Forwards), was specially constructed to withstand the grip of the polar ice. In 1893 she sailed from Norway and made her way by the Kara Sea to the New Siberian Islands. In October, the Fram froze into the ice and there she remained for three years, drifting slowly forwards in the heart of the vast mass. Her rudder and propeller were unshipped and taken inboard, her engine was taken to pieces and packed away, while on her deck a windmill was erected to generate electric power. In this situation, snugly on board their stout ship, Nansen and his crew settled down into the unbroken night of the Arctic winter. The ice that surrounded them was twelve feet thick, and escape from it, even had they desired it, would have been impossible. They watched eagerly the direction of their drift, worked out by observation of the stars. For the first few weeks, propelled by northern winds, the Fram moved southwards. Then  slowly the northern current began to make itself felt, but during the whole of this first winter the Fram only moved a few miles onward towards her goal. All the next summer the ship remained fast frozen and drifted about two hundred miles. With her rate of progress and direction, Nansen reckoned that she would reach, not the Pole, but Spitzbergen, and would take four and a half years more to do it. All through the next winter the Fram moved slowly northwards and westwards. In the spring of 1895 she was still about five hundred miles from the Pole, and her present path would miss it by about three hundred and fifty miles. Nansen resolved upon an enterprise unparalleled in hardihood. He resolved to take with him a single companion, to leave the Fram and to walk over the ice to the Pole, and thence as best he might to make his way, not back to his ship again (for that was impossible), but to the nearest known land. The whole distance to be covered was almost a thousand miles. Dr Nansen and Lieutenant Johansen left the Fram on March 13, 1895, to make this attempt. They failed in their enterprise. To struggle towards the Pole over the pack-ice, at times reared in rough hillocks and at times split with lanes of open water, proved  a feat beyond the power of man. Nansen and his companion got as far as latitude 86° 13’, a long way north of all previous records. By sheer pluck and endurance they managed to make their way southward again. They spent the winter on an Arctic island in a hut of stone and snow, and in June of the next year (1896) at last reached Franz Joseph Land, where they fell in with a British expedition. They reached Norway in time to hear the welcome news that the Fram, after a third winter in the ice, had drifted into open sea again and had just come safely into port.

Equally glorious, but profoundly tragic, was the splendid attempt of Professor Andrée to reach the Pole in a balloon, which followed on the heels of Nansen’s enterprise. Andrée, who was a professor in the Technical School at Stockholm, had been for some years interested in the rising science of aerial navigation. He judged that by this means a way might be found to the Pole where all else failed. By the generous aid of the king of Sweden, Baron Dickson and others, he had a balloon constructed in Paris which represented the very latest progress towards the mastery of the air, in the days before the aeroplane and the light-weight motor had opened a new chapter in  history. Andrée’s balloon was made of 3360 pieces of silk sewn together with three miles of seams. It contained 158,000 cubic feet of hydrogen; it carried beneath it a huge wicker basket that served as a sort of house for Andrée and his companions, and to the netting of this were lashed provisions, sledges, frame boats, and other appliances to meet the needs of the explorers if their balloon was wrecked on the northern ice. There was no means of propulsion, but three heavy guide ropes, trailing on the ground, afforded a feeble and uncertain control. The whole reliance of Andrée was placed, consciously and with full knowledge of the consequences, on the possibility that a strong and favouring wind might carry him across the Pole. The balloon was taken on shipboard to Spitzbergen and there inflated in a tall shed built for the purpose. Andrée was accompanied by two companions, Strindberg and Fraenkel. On July 11, 1897, the balloon was cast loose, and, with a southerly wind and bright sky, it was seen to vanish towards the north. It is known, from a message sent by a pigeon, that two days later all was well and the balloon still moving towards its goal. Since then no message or token has ever been found to tell us the fate of the three brave men, and  the names of Andrée and his companions are added to the long list of those who have given their lives for the advancement of human knowledge.

With the opening of the present century the progress of polar exploration was rapid. Peary continued his explorations towards the north of Greenland, and, in 1906, by reaching latitude 87° 6’, he wrested from Nansen the coveted record of Farthest North. At the same time Captain Sverdrup (the commander of the Fram), the Duke of the Abruzzi and many others were carrying out scientific expeditions in polar waters. The voyage made in 1904 by Captain Roald Amundsen, a Norwegian, later on to be world-famous as the discoverer of the South Pole, is of especial interest, for he succeeded in carrying his little ship from the Atlantic to the Pacific by way of Bering Strait — the only vessel that has ever actually made the North-West Passage. But the great prize fell to Captain Peary. On September 6, 1909, the world thrilled with the announcement that Peary had reached the Pole. His ship, the Roosevelt, had sailed in the summer of 1908. Peary wintered at Etah in the north of Greenland, and in the ensuing year, accompanied by Captain Bartlett with five white men and  seventeen Eskimos, he set out to reach the Pole by sledge. By arrangement, Peary’s companions accompanied him a certain distance carrying supplies, and then turned back in successive parties. The final dash for the Pole was made by the commander himself, accompanied only by a negro servant and four Eskimos. On April 6, 1909, they reached the Pole and hoisted there the flag of the United States. To make doubly certain of their discovery, Peary and his men went some ten miles beyond the Pole, and eight miles in a lateral direction. They saw nothing but ice about them, and no indication of the neighbourhood of any land.


BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE
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FOR THE EARLIER voyages of the English to the Northern seas the first and principal authority is, of course, the famous collection of contemporary narratives gathered together by Richard Hakluyt under the title, Principal Navigations, Voyages, Traffiques, and Discoveries of the English Nation. Here the reader will find accounts of the enterprises of Frobisher, Davis, and others as written by members of the expeditions and persons closely connected therewith. An interesting presentation of the exploits of Hudson, as revealed in original documents, is found in Henry Hudson, the Navigator, published by the Hakluyt Society. The journal of Samuel Hearne, together with many maps and much interesting material, is to be found among the publications of the Champlain Society, (Toronto, 1911) ably edited and annotated by the well-known explorer Mr J. B. Tyrrell. Alexander Mackenzie’s own account of his voyages is a classic, and is readily accessible in public libraries. An account of Mackenzie’s career is found in the ‘Makers of Canada’ series. Sir John Franklin left behind him a very graphic description of his first journey to the polar seas, to which  reference has already been made in the text. For the story of the loss of Franklin and the search for his missing ships the reader may best consult the works of Sir John Richardson, and others who participated in the events of the period.

See also in this series: The Adventurers of England on Hudson Bay.


The Dawn of Canadian History
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CHAPTER I. BEFORE THE DAWN
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WE ALWAYS SPEAK of Canada as a new country. In one sense, of course, this is true. The settlement of Europeans on Canadian soil dates back only three hundred years. Civilization in Canada is but a thing of yesterday, and its written history, when placed beside the long millenniums of the recorded annals of European and Eastern peoples, seems but a little span.

But there is another sense in which the Dominion of Canada, or at least part of it, is perhaps the oldest country in the world. According to the Nebular Theory the whole of our planet was once a fiery molten mass gradually cooling and hardening itself into the globe we know. On its surface moved and swayed a liquid sea glowing with such a terrific heat that we can form no real idea of its intensity. As the mass cooled, vast layers of vapour, great beds of cloud, miles and miles in thickness, were formed and hung over the face of the globe, obscuring from its darkened surface the piercing beams of the sun. Slowly the earth cooled, until great masses of solid matter, rock as we call it, still penetrated with intense heat, rose to the surface of the boiling sea. Forces of inconceivable magnitude moved through the mass. The outer surface of the globe as it cooled ripped and shrivelled like a withering orange. Great ridges, the mountain chains of to-day, were furrowed on its skin. Here in the darkness of the prehistoric night there arose as the oldest part of the surface of the earth the great rock bed that lies in a huge crescent round the shores of Hudson Bay, from Labrador to the unknown wilderness of the barren lands of the Coppermine basin touching the Arctic sea. The wanderer who stands to-day in the desolate country of James Bay or Ungava is among the oldest monuments of the world. The rugged rock which here and there breaks through the thin soil of the infertile north has lain on the spot from the very dawn of time. Millions of years have probably elapsed since the cooling of the outer crust of the globe produced the solid basis of our continents.

The ancient formation which thus marks the beginnings of the solid surface of the globe is commonly called by geologists the Archaean rock, and the myriads of uncounted years during which it slowly took shape are called the Archaean age. But the word ‘Archaean’ itself tells us nothing, being merely a Greek term meaning ‘very old.’ This Archaean or original rock must necessarily have extended all over the surface of our sphere as it cooled from its molten form and contracted into the earth on which we live. But in most places this rock lies deep under the waters of the oceans, or buried below the heaped up strata of the formations which the hand of time piled thickly upon it. Only here and there can it still be seen as surface rock or as rock that lies but a little distance below the soil. In Canada, more than anywhere else in the world, is this Archaean formation seen. On a geological map it is marked as extending all round the basin of Hudson Bay, from Labrador to the shores of the Arctic. It covers the whole of the country which we call New Ontario, and also the upper part of the province of Quebec. Outside of this territory there was at the dawn of time no other ‘land’ where North America now is, except a long island of rock that marks the backbone of what are now the Selkirk Mountains and a long ridge that is now the mountain chain of the Alleghanies beside the Atlantic slope.

Books on geology trace out for us the long successive periods during which the earth’s surface was formed. Even in the Archaean age something in the form of life may have appeared. Perhaps vast masses of dank seaweed germinated as the earliest of plants in the steaming oceans. The water warred against the land, tearing and breaking at its rock formation and distributing it in new strata, each buried beneath the next and holding fast within it the fossilized remains that form the record of its history. Huge fern plants spread their giant fronds in the dank sunless atmospheres, to be buried later in vast beds of decaying vegetation that form the coal-fields of to-day.

Animal life began first, like the plants, in the bosom of the ocean. From the slimy depths of the water life crawled hideous to the land. Great reptiles dragged their sluggish length through the tangled vegetation of the jungle of giant ferns.

Through countless thousands of years, perhaps, this gradual process went on. Nature, shifting its huge scenery, depressed the ocean beds and piled up the dry land of the continents. In place of the vast ‘Continental Sea,’ which once filled the interior of North America, there arose the great plateau or elevated plain that now runs from the Mackenzie basin to the Gulf of Mexico. Instead of the rushing waters of the inland sea, these waters have narrowed into great rivers — the Mackenzie, the Saskatchewan, the Mississippi — that swept the face of the plateau and wore down the surface of the rock and mountain slopes to spread their powdered fragments on the broad level soil of the prairies of the west. With each stage in the evolution of the land the forms of life appear to have reached a higher development. In place of the seaweed and the giant ferns of the dawn of time there arose the maples, the beeches, and other waving trees that we now see in the Canadian woods. The huge reptiles in the jungle of the Carboniferous era passed out of existence. In place of them came the birds, the mammals, — the varied types of animal life which we now know. Last in the scale of time and highest in point of evolution, there appeared man.

We must not speak of the continents as having been made once and for all in their present form. No doubt in the countless centuries of geological evolution various parts of the earth were alternately raised and depressed. Great forests grew, and by some convulsion were buried beneath the ocean, covered deep as they lay there with a sediment of earth and rock, and at length raised again as the waters retreated. The coal-beds of Cape Breton are the remains of a forest buried beneath the sea. Below the soil of Alberta is a vast jungle of vegetation, a dense mass of giant fern trees. The Great Lakes were once part of a much vaster body of water, far greater in extent than they now are. The ancient shore-line of Lake Superior may be traced five hundred feet above its present level.

In that early period the continents and islands which we now see wholly separated were joined together at various points. The British islands formed a connected part of Europe. The Thames and the Rhine were one and the same river, flowing towards the Arctic ocean over a plain that is now the shallow sunken bed of the North Sea. It is probable that during the last great age, the Quaternary, as geologists call it, the upheaval of what is now the region of Siberia and Alaska, made a continuous chain of land from Asia to America. As the land was depressed again it left behind it the islands in the Bering Sea, like stepping-stones from shore to shore. In the same way, there was perhaps a solid causeway of land from Canada to Europe reaching out across the Northern Atlantic. Baffin Island and other islands of the Canadian North Sea, the great sub-continent of Greenland, Iceland, the Faroe Islands, and the British Isles, all formed part of this continuous chain.

As the last of the great changes, there came the Ice Age, which profoundly affected the climate and soil of Canada, and, when the ice retreated, left its surface much as we see it now. During this period the whole of Canada from the Atlantic to the Rocky Mountains lay buried under a vast sheet of ice. Heaped up in immense masses over the frozen surface of the Hudson Bay country, the ice, from its own dead weight, slid sidewise to the south. As it went it ground down the surface of the land into deep furrows and channels; it cut into the solid rock like a moving plough, and carried with it enormous masses of loose stone and boulders which it threw broadcast over the face of the country. These stones and boulders were thus carried forty and fifty, and in some cases many hundred miles before they were finally loosed and dropped from the sheet of moving ice. In Ontario and Quebec and New England great stones of the glacial drift are found which weigh from one thousand to seven thousand tons. They are deposited in some cases on what is now the summit of hills and mountains, showing how deep the sheet of ice must have been that could thus cover the entire surface of the country, burying alike the valleys and the hills. The mass of ice that moved slowly, century by century, across the face of Southern Canada to New England is estimated to have been in places a mile thick. The limit to which it was carried went far south of the boundaries of Canada. The path of the glacial drift is traced by geologists as far down the Atlantic coast as the present site of New York, and in the central plain of the continent it extended to what is now the state of Missouri.

Facts seem to support the theory that before the Great Ice Age the climate of the northern part of Canada was very different from what it is now. It is very probable that a warm if not a torrid climate extended for hundreds of miles northward of the now habitable limits of the Dominion. The frozen islands of the Arctic seas were once the seat of luxurious vegetation and teemed with life. On Bathurst Island, which lies in the latitude of 76 degrees, and is thus six hundred miles north of the Arctic Circle, there have been found the bones of huge lizards that could only have lived in the jungles of an almost tropical climate.

We cannot tell with any certainty just how and why these great changes came about. But geologists have connected them with the alternating rise and fall of the surface of the northern continent and its altitude at various times above the level of the sea. Thus it seems probable that the glacial period with the ice sheet of which we have spoken was brought about by a great elevation of the land, accompanied by a change to intense cold. This led to the formation of enormous masses of ice heaped up so high that they presently collapsed and moved of their own weight from the elevated land of the north where they had been formed. Later on, the northern continent subsided again and the ice sheet disappeared, but left behind it an entirely different level and a different climate from those of the earlier ages. The evidence of the later movements of the land surface, and its rise and fall after the close of the glacial epoch, may still easily be traced. At a certain time after the Ice Age, the surface sank so low that land which has since been lifted up again to a considerable height was once the beach of the ancient ocean. These beaches are readily distinguished by the great quantities of sea shells that lie about, often far distant from the present sea. Thus at Nachvak in Labrador there is a beach fifteen hundred feet above the ocean. Probably in this period after the Ice Age the shores of Eastern Canada had sunk so low that the St Lawrence was not a river at all, but a great gulf or arm of the sea. The ancient shore can still be traced beside the mountain at Montreal and on the hillsides round Lake Ontario. Later on again the land rose, the ocean retreated, and the rushing waters from the shrunken lakes made their own path to the sea. In their foaming course to the lower level they tore out the great gorge of Niagara, and tossed and buffeted themselves over the unyielding ledges of Lachine.

Mighty forces such as these made and fashioned the continent on which we live.


CHAPTER II. MAN IN AMERICA
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IT WAS NECESSARY to form some idea, if only in outline, of the magnitude and extent of the great geological changes of which we have just spoken, in order to judge properly the question of the antiquity and origin of man in America.

When the Europeans came to this continent at the end of the fifteenth century they found it already inhabited by races of men very different from themselves. These people, whom they took to calling ‘Indians,’ were spread out, though very thinly, from one end of the continent to the other. Who were these nations, and how was their presence to be accounted for?

To the first discoverers of America, or rather to the discoverers of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries (Columbus and his successors), the origin of the Indians presented no difficulty. To them America was supposed to be simply an outlying part of Eastern Asia, which had been known by repute and by tradition for centuries past. Finding, therefore, the tropical islands of the Caribbean sea with a climate and plants and animals such as they imagined those of Asia and the Indian ocean to be, and inhabited by men of dusky colour and strange speech, they naturally thought the place to be part of Asia, or the Indies. The name ‘Indians,’ given to the aborigines of North America, records for us this historical misunderstanding.

But a new view became necessary after Balboa had crossed the isthmus of Panama and looked out upon the endless waters of the Pacific, and after Magellan and his Spanish comrades had sailed round the foot of the continent, and then pressed on across the Pacific to the real Indies. It was now clear that America was a different region from Asia. Even then the old error died hard. Long after the Europeans realized that, at the south, America and Asia were separated by a great sea, they imagined that these continents were joined together at the north. The European ideas of distance and of the form of the globe were still confused and inexact. A party of early explorers in Virginia carried a letter of introduction with them from the King of England to the Khan of Tartary: they expected to find him at the head waters of the Chickahominy. Jacques Cartier, nearly half a century after Columbus, was expecting that the Gulf of St Lawrence would open out into a passage leading to China. But after the discovery of the North Pacific ocean and Bering Strait the idea that America was part of Asia, that the natives were ‘Indians’ in the old sense, was seen to be absurd. It was clear that America was, in a large sense, an island, an island cut off from every other continent. It then became necessary to find some explanation for the seemingly isolated position of a portion of mankind separated from their fellows by boundless oceans.

The earlier theories were certainly naive enough. Since no known human agency could have transported the Indians across the Atlantic or the Pacific, their presence in America was accounted for by certain of the old writers as a particular work of the devil. Thus Cotton Mather, the famous Puritan clergyman of early New England, maintained in all seriousness that the devil had inveigled the Indians to America to get them ‘beyond the tinkle of the gospel bells.’ Others thought that they were a washed-up remnant of the great flood. Roger Williams, the founder of Rhode Island, wrote: ‘From Adam and Noah that they spring, it is granted on all hands.’ Even more fantastic views were advanced. As late as in 1828 a London clergyman wrote a book which he called ‘A View of the American Indians,’ which was intended to ‘show them to be the descendants of the ten tribes of Israel.’

Even when such ideas as these were set aside, historians endeavoured to find evidence, or at least probability, of a migration of the Indians from the known continents across one or the other of the oceans. It must be admitted that, even if we supposed the form and extent of the continents to have been always the same as they are now, such a migration would have been entirely possible. It is quite likely that under the influence of exceptional weather — winds blowing week after week from the same point of the compass — even a primitive craft of prehistoric times might have been driven across the Atlantic or the Pacific, and might have landed its occupants still alive and well on the shores of America. To prove this we need only remember that history records many such voyages. It has often happened that Japanese junks have been blown clear across the Pacific. In 1833 a ship of this sort was driven in a great storm from Japan to the shores of the Queen Charlotte Islands off the coast of British Columbia. In the same way a fishing smack from Formosa, which lies off the east coast of China, was once carried in safety across the ocean to the Sandwich Islands. Similar long voyages have been made by the natives of the South Seas against their will, under the influence of strong and continuous winds, and in craft no better than their open canoes. Captain Beechey of the Royal Navy relates that in one of his voyages in the Pacific he picked up a canoe filled with natives from Tahiti who had been driven by a gale of westerly wind six hundred miles from their own island. It has happened, too, from time to time, since the discovery of America, that ships have been forcibly carried all the way across the Atlantic. A glance at the map of the world shows us that the eastern coast of Brazil juts out into the South Atlantic so far that it is only fifteen hundred miles distant from the similar projection of Africa towards the west. The direction of the trade winds in the South Atlantic is such that it has often been the practice of sailing vessels bound from England to South Africa to run clear across the ocean on a long stretch till within sight of the coast of Brazil before turning towards the Cape of Good Hope. All, however, that we can deduce from accidental voyages, like that of the Spaniard, Alvarez de Cabral, across the ocean is that even if there had been no other way for mankind to reach America they could have landed there by ship from the Old World. In such a case, of course, the coming of man to the American continent would have been an extremely recent event in the long history of the world. It could not have occurred until mankind had progressed far enough to make vessels, or at least boats of a simple kind.

But there is evidence that man had appeared on the earth long before the shaping of the continents had taken place. Both in Europe and America the buried traces of primitive man are vast in antiquity, and carry us much further back in time than the final changes of earth and ocean which made the continents as they are; and, when we remember this, it is easy to see how mankind could have passed from Asia or Europe to America. The connection of the land surface of the globe was different in early times from what it is to-day. Even still, Siberia and Alaska are separated only by the narrow Bering Strait. From the shore of Asia the continent of North America is plainly visible; the islands which lie in and below the strait still look like stepping-stones from continent to continent. And, apart from this, it may well have been that farther south, where now is the Pacific ocean, there was formerly direct land connection between Southern Asia and South America. The continuous chain of islands that runs from the New Hebrides across the South Pacific to within two thousand four hundred miles of the coast of Chile is perhaps the remains of a sunken continent. In the most easterly of these, Easter Island, have been found ruined temples and remains of great earthworks on a scale so vast that to believe them the work of a small community of islanders is difficult. The fact that they bear some resemblance to the buildings and works of the ancient inhabitants of Chile and Peru has suggested that perhaps South America was once merely a part of a great Pacific continent. Or again, turning to the other side of the continent, it may be argued with some show of evidence that America and Africa were once connected by land, and that a sunken continent is to be traced between Brazil and the Guinea coast.

Nevertheless, it appears to be impossible to say whether or not an early branch of the human race ever ‘migrated’ to America. Conceivably the race may have originated there. Some authorities suppose that the evolution of mankind occurred at the same time and in the same fashion in two or more distinct quarters of the globe. Others again think that mankind evolved and spread over the surface of the world just as did the various kinds of plants and animals. Of course, the higher endowment of men enabled them to move with greater ease from place to place than could beings of lesser faculties. Most writers of to-day, however, consider this unlikely, and think it more probable that man originated first in some one region, and spread from it throughout the earth. But where this region was, they cannot tell. We always think of the races of Europe as having come westward from some original home in Asia. This is, of course, perfectly true, since nearly all the peoples of Europe can be traced by descent from the original stock of the Aryan family, which certainly made such a migration. But we know also that races of men were dwelling in Europe ages before the Aryan migration. What particular part of the globe was the first home of mankind is a question on which we can only speculate.

Of one thing we may be certain. If there was a migration, there must have been long ages of separation between mankind in America and mankind in the Old World; otherwise we should still find some trace of kinship in language which would join the natives of America to the great racial families of Europe, Asia, and Africa. But not the slightest vestige of such kinship has yet been found. Everybody knows in a general way how the prehistoric relationships among the peoples of Europe and Asia are still to be seen in the languages of to-day. The French and Italian languages are so alike that, if we did not know it already, we could easily guess for them a common origin. We speak of these languages, along with others, as Romance languages, to show that they are derived from Latin, in contrast with the closely related tongues of the English, Dutch, and German peoples, which came from another common stock, the Teutonic. But even the Teutonic and the Romance languages are not entirely different. The similarity in both groups of old root words, like the numbers from one to ten, point again to a common origin still more remote. In this way we may trace a whole family of languages, and with it a kinship of descent, from Hindustan to Ireland. Similarly, another great group of tongues — Arabic, Hebrew, etc. — shows a branch of the human family spread out from Palestine and Egypt to Morocco.

Now when we come to inquire into the languages of the American Indians for evidence of their relationship to other peoples we are struck with this fact: we cannot connect the languages of America with those of any other part of the world. This is a very notable circumstance. The languages of Europe and Asia are, as it were, dovetailed together, and run far and wide into Africa. From Asia eastward, through the Malay tongues, a connection may be traced even with the speech of the Maori of New Zealand, and with that of the remotest islanders of the Pacific. But similar attempts to connect American languages with the outside world break down. There are found in North America, from the Arctic to Mexico, some fifty-five groups of languages still existing or recently extinct. Throughout these we may trace the same affinities and relationships that run through the languages of Europe and Asia. We can also easily connect the speech of the natives of North America with that of natives of Central and of South America. Even if we had not the similarities of physical appearance, of tribal customs, and of general manners to argue from, we should be able to say with certainty that the various families of American Indians all belonged to one race. The Eskimos of Northern Canada are not Indians, and are perhaps an exception; it is possible that a connection may be traced between them and the prehistoric cave-men of Northern Europe. But the Indians belong to one great race, and show no connection in language or customs with the outside world. They belong to the American continent, it has been said, as strictly as its opossums and its armadillos, its maize and its golden rod, or any other of its aboriginal animals and plants.

But, here again, we must not conclude too much from the fact that the languages of America have no relation to those of Europe and Asia. This does not show that men originated separately on this continent. For even in Europe and Asia, where no one supposes that different races sprung from wholly separate beginnings, we find languages isolated in the same way. The speech of the Basques in the Pyrenees has nothing in common with the European families of languages.

We may, however, regard the natives of America as an aboriginal race, if any portion of mankind can be viewed as such. So far as we know, they are not an offshoot, or a migration, from any people of what is called the Old World, although they are, like the people of the other continents, the descendants of a primitive human stock.

We may turn to geology to find how long mankind has lived on this continent. In a number of places in North and South America are found traces of human beings and their work so old that in comparison the beginning of the world’s written history becomes a thing of yesterday. Perhaps there were men in Canada long before the shores of its lakes had assumed their present form; long before nature had begun to hollow out the great gorge of the Niagara river or to lay down the outline of the present Lake Ontario. Let us look at some of the notable evidence in respect to the age of man in America. In Nicaragua, in Central America, the imprints of human feet have been found, deeply buried over twenty feet below the present surface of the soil, under repeated deposits of volcanic rock. These impressions must have been made in soft muddy soil which was then covered by some geological convulsion occurring long ages ago. Even more striking discoveries have been made along the Pacific coast of South America. Near the mouth of the Esmeraldas river in Ecuador, over a stretch of some sixty miles, the surface soil of the coast covers a bed of marine clay. This clay is about eight feet thick. Underneath it is a stratum of sand and loam such as might once have itself been surface soil. In this lower bed there are found rude implements of stone, ornaments made of gold, and bits of broken pottery. Again, if we turn to the northern part of the continent we find remains of the same kind, chipped implements of stone and broken fragments of quartz buried in the drift of the Mississippi and Missouri valleys. These have sometimes been found lying beside or under the bones of elephants and animals unknown in North America since the period of the Great Ice. Not many years ago, some men engaged in digging a well on a hillside that was once part of the beach of Lake Ontario, came across the remains of a primitive hearth buried under the accumulated soil. From its situation we can only conclude that the men who set together the stones of the hearth, and lighted on it their fires, did so when the vast wall of the northern glacier was only beginning to retreat, and long before the gorge of Niagara had begun to be furrowed out of the rock.

Many things point to the conclusion that there were men in North and South America during the remote changes of the Great Ice Age. But how far the antiquity of man on this continent reaches back into the preceding ages we cannot say.


CHAPTER III. THE ABORIGINES OF CANADA
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OF THE UNCOUNTED centuries of the history of the red man in America before the coming of the Europeans we know very little indeed. Very few of the tribes possessed even a primitive art of writing. It is true that the Aztecs of Mexico, and the ancient Toltecs who preceded them, understood how to write in pictures, and that, by this means, they preserved some record of their rulers and of the great events of their past. The same is true of the Mayas of Central America, whose ruined temples are still to be traced in the tangled forests of Yucatan and Guatemala. The ancient Peruvians also had a system, not exactly of writing, but of record by means of QUIPUS or twisted woollen cords of different colours: it is through such records that we have some knowledge of Peruvian history during about a hundred years before the coming of the Spaniards, and some traditions reaching still further back. But nowhere was the art of writing sufficiently developed in America to give us a real history of the thoughts and deeds of its people before the arrival of Columbus.

This is especially true of those families of the great red race which inhabited what is now Canada. They spent a primitive existence, living thinly scattered along the sea-coast, and in the forests and open glades of the district of the Great Lakes, or wandering over the prairies of the west. In hardly any case had they any settled abode or fixed dwelling-places. The Iroquois and some Algonquins built Long Houses of wood and made stockade forts of heavy timber. But not even these tribes, who represented the furthest advance towards civilization among the savages of North America, made settlements in the real sense. They knew nothing of the use of the metals. Such poor weapons and tools as they had were made of stone, of wood, and of bone. It is true that ages ago prehistoric men had dug out copper from the mines that lie beside Lake Superior, for the traces of their operations there are still found. But the art of working metals probably progressed but a little way and then was lost, — overwhelmed perhaps in some ancient savage conquest. The Indians found by Cartier and Champlain knew nothing of the melting of metals for the manufacture of tools. Nor had they anything but the most elementary form of agriculture. They planted corn in the openings of the forest, but they did not fell trees to make a clearing or plough the ground. The harvest provided by nature and the products of the chase were their sole sources of supply, and in their search for this food so casually offered they moved to and fro in the depths of the forest or roved endlessly upon the plains. One great advance, and only one, they had been led to make. The waterways of North America are nature’s highway through the forest. The bark canoe in which the Indians floated over the surface of the Canadian lakes and rivers is a marvel of construction and wonderfully adapted to its purpose: This was their great invention. In nearly all other respects the Indians of Canada had not emerged even from savagery to that stage half way to civilization which is called barbarism.

These Canadian aborigines seem to have been few in number. It is probable that, when the continent was discovered, Canada, from the Atlantic to the Pacific, contained about 220,000 natives — about half as many people as are now found in Toronto. They were divided into tribes or clans, among which we may distinguish certain family groups spread out over great areas.

Most northerly of all was the great tribe of the Eskimos, who were found all the way from Greenland to Northern Siberia. The name Eskimo was not given by these people to themselves. It was used by the Abnaki Indians in describing to the whites the dwellers of the far north, and it means ‘the people who eat raw meat.’ The Eskimo called and still call themselves the Innuit, which means ‘the people.’

The exact relation of the Eskimo to the other races of the continent is hard to define. From the fact that the race was found on both sides of the Bering Sea, and that its members have dark hair and dark eyes, it was often argued that they were akin to the Mongolians of China. This theory, however, is now abandoned. The resemblance in height and colour is only superficial, and a more careful view of the physical make-up of the Eskimo shows him to resemble the other races of America far more closely than he resembles those of Asia. A distinguished American historian, John Fiske, believed that the Eskimos are the last remnants of the ancient cave-men who in the Stone Age inhabited all the northern parts of Europe. Fiske’s theory is that at this remote period continuous land stretched by way of Iceland and Greenland from Europe to America, and that by this means the race of cave-men was able to extend itself all the way from Norway and Sweden to the northern coasts of America. In support of this view he points to the strangely ingenious and artistic drawings of the Eskimos. These drawings are made on ivory and bone, and are so like the ancient bone-pictures found among the relics of the cave-men of Europe that they can scarcely be distinguished.

The theory is only a conjecture. It is certain that at one time the Eskimo race extended much farther south than it did when the white men came to America; in earlier days there were Eskimos far south of Hudson Bay, and perhaps even south of the Great Lakes.

As a result of their situation the Eskimos led a very different life from that of the Indians to the south. They must rely on fishing and hunting for food. In that almost treeless north they had no wood to build boats or houses, and no vegetables or plants to supply them either with food or with the materials of industry. But the very rigour of their surroundings called forth in them a marvellous ingenuity. They made boats of seal skins stretched tight over walrus bones, and clothes of furs and of the skins and feathers of birds. They built winter houses with great blocks of snow put together in the form of a bowl turned upside down. They heated their houses by burning blubber or fat in dish-like lamps chipped out of stones. They had, of course, no written literature. They were, however, not devoid of art. They had legends and folk-songs, handed down from generation to generation with the utmost accuracy. In the long night of the Arctic winter they gathered in their huts to hear strange monotonous singing by their bards: a kind of low chanting, very strange to European ears, and intended to imitate the sounds of nature, the murmur of running waters and the sobbing of the sea. The Eskimos believed in spirits and monsters whom they must appease with gifts and incantations. They thought that after death the soul either goes below the earth to a place always warm and comfortable, or that it is taken up into the cold forbidding brightness of the polar sky. When the aurora borealis, or Northern Lights, streamed across the heavens, the Eskimos thought it the gleam of the souls of the dead visible in their new home.

Farthest east of all the British North American Indians were the Beothuks. Their abode was chiefly Newfoundland, though they wandered also in the neighbourhood of the Strait of Belle Isle and along the north shore of the Gulf of St Lawrence. They were in the lowest stage of human existence and lived entirely by hunting and fishing. Unlike the Eskimos they had no dogs, and so stern were the conditions of their life that they maintained with difficulty the fight against the rigour of nature. The early explorers found them on the rocky coasts of Belle Isle, wild and half clad. They smeared their bodies with red ochre, bright in colour, and this earned for them the name of Red Indians. From the first, they had no friendly relations with the Europeans who came to their shores, but lived in a state of perpetual war with them. The Newfoundland fishermen and settlers hunted down the Red Indians as if they were wild beasts, and killed them at sight. Now and again, a few members of this unhappy race were carried home to England to be exhibited at country fairs before a crowd of grinning yokels who paid a penny apiece to look at the ‘wild men.’

Living on the mainland, next to the red men of Newfoundland lay the great race of the Algonquins, spread over a huge tract of country, from the Atlantic coast to the head of the Great Lakes, and even farther west. The Algonquins were divided into a great many tribes, some of whose names are still familiar among the Indians of to-day. The Micmacs of Nova Scotia, the Malecite of New Brunswick, the Naskapi of Quebec, the Chippewa of Ontario, and the Crees of the prairie, are of this stock. It is even held that the Algonquins are to be considered typical specimens of the American race. They were of fine stature, and in strength and muscular development were quite on a par with the races of the Old World. Their skin was copper-coloured, their lips and noses were thin, and their hair in nearly all cases was straight and black. When the Europeans first saw the Algonquins they had already made some advance towards industrial civilization. They built huts of woven boughs, and for defence sometimes surrounded a group of huts with a palisade of stakes set up on end. They had no agriculture in the true sense, but they cultivated Indian corn and pumpkins in the openings of the forests, and also the tobacco plant, with the virtues of which they were well acquainted. They made for themselves heavy and clumsy pottery and utensils of wood, they wove mats out of rushes for their houses, and they made clothes from the skin of the deer, and head-dresses from the bright feathers of birds. Of the metals they knew, at the time of the discovery of America, hardly anything. They made some use of copper, which they chipped and hammered into rude tools and weapons. But they knew nothing of melting the metals, and their arrow-heads and spear-points were made, for the most part, not of metals, but of stone. Like other Indians, they showed great ingenuity in fashioning bark canoes of wonderful lightness.

We must remember, however, that with nearly all the aborigines of America, at least north of Mexico, the attempt to utilize the materials and forces supplied by nature had made only slight and painful progress. We are apt to think that it was the mere laziness of the Indians which prevented more rapid advance. It may be that we do not realize their difficulties. When the white men first came these rude peoples were so backward and so little trained in using their faculties that any advance towards art and industry was inevitably slow and difficult. This was also true, no doubt, of the peoples who, long centuries before, had been in the same degree of development in Europe, and had begun the intricate tasks which a growth towards civilization involved. The historian Robertson describes in a vivid passage the backward state of the savage tribes of America. ‘The most simple operation,’ he says, ‘was to them an undertaking of immense difficulty and labour. To fell a tree with no other implements than hatchets of stone was employment for a month. ...Their operations in agriculture were equally slow and defective. In a country covered with woods of the hardest timber, the clearing of a small field destined for culture required the united efforts of a tribe, and was a work of much time and great toil.’

The religion of the Algonquin Indians seems to have been a rude nature worship. The Sun, as the great giver of warmth and light, was the object of their adoration; to a lesser degree, they looked upon fire as a superhuman thing, worthy of worship. The four winds of heaven, bringing storm and rain from the unknown boundaries of the world, were regarded as spirits. Each Indian clan or section of a tribe chose for its special devotion an animal, the name of which became the distinctive symbol of the clan. This is what is meant by the ‘totems’ of the different branches of a tribe.

The Algonquins knew nothing of the art of writing, beyond rude pictures scratched or painted on wood. The Algonquin tribes, as we have seen, roamed far to the west. One branch frequented the upper Saskatchewan river. Here the ashes of the prairie fires discoloured their moccasins and turned them black, and, in consequence, they were called the Blackfeet Indians. Even when they moved to other parts of the country, the name was still applied to them.

Occupying the stretch of country to the south of the Algonquins was the famous race known as the Iroquoian Family. We generally read of the Hurons and the Iroquois as separate tribes. They really belonged, however, to one family, though during the period of Canadian history in which they were prominent they had become deadly enemies. When Cartier discovered the St Lawrence and made his way to the island of Montreal, Huron Indians inhabited all that part of the country. When Champlain came, two generations later, they had vanished from that region, but they still occupied a part of Ontario around Lake Simcoe and south and east of Georgian Bay. We always connect the name Iroquois with that part of the stock which included the allied Five Nations — the Mohawks, Onondagas, Senecas, Oneidas, and Cayugas, — and which occupied the country between the Hudson river and Lake Ontario. This proved to be the strongest strategical position in North America. It lies in the gap or break of the Alleghany ridge, the one place south of the St Lawrence where an easy and ready access is afforded from the sea-coast to the interior of the continent. Any one who casts a glance at the map of the present Eastern states will realize this, and will see why it is that New York, at the mouth of the Hudson, has become the greatest city of North America. Now, the same reason which has created New York gave to the position of the Five Nations its great importance in Canadian history. But in reality the racial stock of the Iroquois extended much farther than this, both west and south. It took in the well-known tribe of the Eries, and also the Indians of Chesapeake Bay and the Potomac. It included even the Tuscaroras of the Roanoke in North Carolina, who afterwards moved north and changed the five nations into six.

The Iroquois were originally natives of the plain, connected very probably with the Dakotas of the west. But they moved eastwards from the Mississippi valley towards Niagara, conquering as they went. No other tribe could compare with them in either bravery or ferocity. They possessed in a high degree both the virtues and the vices of Indian character — the unflinching courage and the diabolical cruelty which have made the Indian an object of mingled admiration and contempt. In bodily strength and physical endurance they were unsurpassed. Even in modern days the enervating influence of civilization has not entirely removed the original vigour of the strain. During the American Civil War of fifty years ago the five companies of Iroquois Indians recruited in Canada and in the state of New York were superior in height and measurement to any other body of five hundred men in the northern armies.

When the Iroquoian Family migrated, the Hurons settled in the western peninsula of Ontario. The name of Lake Huron still recalls their abode. But a part of the race kept moving eastward. Before the coming of the whites, they had fought their way almost to the sea. But they were able to hold their new settlements only by hard fighting. The great stockade which Cartier saw at Hochelaga, with its palisades and fighting platforms, bore witness to the ferocity of the struggle. At that place Cartier and his companions were entertained with gruesome tales of Indian fighting and of wholesale massacres. Seventy years later, in Champlain’s time, the Hochelaga stockade had vanished, and the Hurons had been driven back into the interior. But for nearly two centuries after Champlain the Iroquois retained their hold on the territory from Lake Ontario to the Hudson. The conquests and wars of extermination of these savages, and the terror which they inspired, have been summed up by General Francis Walker in the saying: ‘They were the scourge of God upon the aborigines of the continent.’

The Iroquois were in some respects superior to most of the Indians of the continent. Though they had a limited agriculture, and though they made hardly any use of metals, they had advanced further in other directions than most savages. They built of logs, houses long enough to be divided into several compartments, with a family in each compartment. By setting a group of houses together, and surrounding them with a palisade of stakes and trees set on end, the settlement was turned into a kind of fort, and could bid defiance to the limited means of attack possessed by their enemies. Inside their houses they kept a good store of corn, pumpkins and dried meat, which belonged not to each man singly but to the whole group in common. This was the type of settlement seen at Quebec and at Hochelaga, and, later on, among the Five Nations. Indeed, the Five Nations gave to themselves the picturesque name of the Long House, for their confederation resembled, as it were, the long wooden houses that held the families together.

All this shows that the superiority of the Iroquois over their enemies lay in organization. In this they were superior even to their kinsmen the Hurons. All Indian tribes kept women in a condition which we should think degrading. The Indian women were drudges; they carried the burdens, and did the rude manual toil of the tribe. Among the Iroquois, however, women were not wholly despised; sometimes, if of forceful character, they had great influence in the councils of the tribe. Among the Hurons, on the other hand, women were treated with contempt or brutal indifference. The Huron woman, worn out with arduous toil, rapidly lost the brightness of her youth. At an age when the women of a higher culture are still at the height of their charm and attractiveness the woman of the Hurons had degenerated into a shrivelled hag, horrible to the eye and often despicable in character. The inborn gentleness of womanhood had been driven from her breast by ill-treatment. Not even the cruelest of the warriors surpassed the unhallowed fiendishness of the withered squaw in preparing the torments of the stake and in shrieking her toothless exultation beside the torture fire.

Where women are on such a footing as this it is always ill with the community at large. The Hurons were among the most despicable of the Indians in their manners. They were hideous gluttons, gorging themselves when occasion offered with the rapacity of vultures. Gambling and theft flourished among them. Except, indeed, for the tradition of courage in fight and of endurance under pain we can find scarcely anything in them to admire.

North and west from the Algonquins and Huron-Iroquois were the family of tribes belonging to the Athapascan stock. The general names of Chipewyan and Tinne are also applied to the same great branch of the Indian race. In a variety of groups and tribes, the Athapascans spread out from the Arctic to Mexico. Their name has since become connected with the geography of Canada alone, but in reality a number of the tribes of the plains, like the well-known Apaches, as well as the Hupas of California and the Navahos, belong to the Athapascans. In Canada, the Athapascans roamed over the country that lay between Hudson Bay and the Rocky Mountains. They were found in the basin of the Mackenzie river towards the Arctic sea, and along the valley of the Fraser to the valley of the Chilcotin. Their language was broken into a great number of dialects which differed so widely that only the kindred groups could understand one another’s speech. But the same general resemblance ran through the various branches of the Athapascans. They were a tall, strong race, great in endurance, during their prime, though they had little of the peculiar stamina that makes for long life and vigorous old age. Their descendants of to-day still show the same facial characteristics — the low forehead with prominent ridge bones, and the eyes set somewhat obliquely so as to suggest, though probably without reason, a kinship with Oriental peoples.

The Athapascans stood low in the scale of civilization. Most of them lived in a prairie country where a luxuriant soil, not encumbered with trees, would have responded to the slightest labour. But the Athapascans, in Canada at least, knew nothing of agriculture. With alternations of starvation and rude plenty, they lived upon the unaided bounty of tribes of the far north, degraded by want and indolence, were often addicted to cannibalism.

The Indians beyond the mountains, between the Rockies and the sea, were for the most part quite distinct from those of the plains. Some tribes of the Athapascans, as we have seen, penetrated into British Columbia, but the greater part of the natives in that region were of wholly different races. Of course, we know hardly anything of these Indians during the first two centuries of European settlement in America. Not until the eighteenth century, when Russian traders began to frequent the Pacific coast and the Spanish and English pushed their voyages into the North Pacific, — the Tlingit of the far north, the Salish, Tsimshian, Haida, Kwakiutl-Nootka and Kutenai. It is thought, however, that nearly all the Pacific Indians belong to one kindred stock. There are, it is true, many distinct languages between California and Alaska, but the physical appearance and characteristics of the natives show a similarity throughout.

The total number of the original Indian population of the continent can be a matter of conjecture only. There is every reason, however, to think that it was far less than the absurdly exaggerated figures given by early European writers. Whenever the first explorers found a considerable body of savages they concluded that the people they saw were only a fraction of some large nation. The result was that the Spaniards estimated the inhabitants of Peru at thirty millions. Las Casas, the Spanish historian, said that Hispaniola, the present Hayti, had a population of three millions; a more exact estimate, made about twenty years after the discovery of the island, brought the population down to fourteen thousand! In the same way Montezuma was said to have commanded three million Mexican warriors — an obvious absurdity. The early Jesuits reckoned the numbers of the Iroquois at about a hundred thousand; in reality there seem to have been, in the days of Wolfe and Montcalm, about twelve thousand. At the opening of the twentieth century there were in America north of Mexico about 403,000 Indians, of whom 108,000 were in Canada. Some writers go so far as to say that the numbers of the natives were probably never much greater than they are to-day. But even if we accept the more general opinion that the Indian population has declined, there is no evidence to show that the population was ever more than a thin scattering of wanderers over the face of a vast country. Mooney estimates that at the coming of the white man there were only about 846,000 aborigines in the United States, 220,000 in British America, 72,000 in Alaska, and 10,000 in Greenland, a total native population of 1,148,000 from the Mississippi to the Atlantic.

The limited means of support possessed by the natives, their primitive agriculture, their habitual disinclination to settled life and industry, their constant wars and the epidemic diseases which, even as early as the time of Jacques Cartier, worked havoc among them, must always have prevented the growth of a numerous population. The explorer might wander for days in the depths of the American forest without encountering any trace of human life. The continent was, in truth, one vast silence, broken only by the roar of the waterfall or the cry of the beasts and birds of the forest.


CHAPTER IV. THE LEGEND OF THE NORSEMEN
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THERE ARE MANY stories of the coming of white men to the coasts of America and of their settlements in America long before the voyage of Christopher Columbus. Even in the time of the Greeks and Romans there were traditions and legends of sailors who had gone out into the ‘Sea of Darkness’ beyond the Pillars of Hercules — the ancient name for the Strait of Gibraltar — and far to the west had found inhabited lands. Aristotle thought that there must be land out beyond the Atlantic, and Plato tells us that once upon a time a vast island lay off the coasts of Africa; he calls it Atlantis, and it was, he says, sunk below the sea by an earthquake. The Phoenicians were wonderful sailors; their ships had gone out of the Mediterranean into the other sea, and had reached the British Isles, and in all probability they sailed as far west as the Canaries. We find, indeed, in classical literature many references to supposed islands and countries out beyond the Atlantic. The ancients called these places the Islands of the Blessed and the Fortunate Isles. It is, perhaps, not unnatural that in the earlier writers the existence of these remote and mysterious regions should be linked with the ideas of the Elysian Fields and of the abodes of the dead. But the later writers, such as Pliny, and Strabo, the geographer, talked of them as actual places, and tried to estimate how many Roman miles they must be distant from the coast of Spain.

There were similar legends among the Irish, legends preserved in written form at least five hundred years before Columbus. They recount wonderful voyages out into the Atlantic and the discovery of new land. But all these tales are mixed up with obvious fable, with accounts of places where there was never any illness or infirmity, and people lived for ever, and drank delicious wine and laughed all day, and we cannot certify to an atom of historic truth in them.

Still more interesting, if only for curiosity’s sake, are weird stories that have been unearthed among the early records of the Chinese. These are older than the Irish legends, and date back to about the sixth century. According to the Chinese story, a certain Hoei-Sin sailed out into the Pacific until he was four thousand miles east of Japan. There he found a new continent, which the Chinese records called Fusang, because of a certain tree — the fusang tree, — out of the fibres of which the inhabitants made, not only clothes, but paper, and even food. Here was truly a land of wonders. There were strange animals with branching horns on their heads, there were men who could not speak Chinese but barked like dogs, and other men with bodies painted in strange colours. Some people have endeavoured to prove by these legends that the Chinese must have landed in British Columbia, or have seen moose or reindeer, since extinct, in the country far to the north. But the whole account is so mixed up with the miraculous, and with descriptions of things which certainly never existed on the Pacific coast of America, that we can place no reliance whatever upon it.

The only importance that we can attach to such traditions of the discovery of unknown lands and peoples on a new continent is their bearing as a whole, their accumulated effect, on the likelihood of such discovery before the time of Columbus. They at least make us ready to attach due weight to the circumstantial and credible records of the voyages of the Norsemen. These stand upon ground altogether different from that of the dim and confused traditions of the classical writers and of the Irish and Chinese legends. In fact, many scholars are now convinced that the eastern coast of Canada was known and visited by the Norsemen five hundred years before Columbus.

From time immemorial the Norsemen were among the most daring and skilful mariners ever known. They built great wooden boats with tall, sweeping bows and sterns. These ships, though open and without decks, were yet stout and seaworthy. Their remains have been found, at times lying deeply buried under the sand and preserved almost intact. One such vessel, discovered on the shore of Denmark, measured 72 feet in length. Another Viking ship, which was dug up in Norway, and which is preserved in the museum at Christiania, was 78 feet long and 17 feet wide. One of the old Norse sagas, or stories, tells how King Olaf Tryggvesson built a ship, the keel of which, as it lay on the grass, was 74 ells long; in modern measure, it would be a vessel of about 942 tons burden. Even if we make allowance for the exaggeration or ignorance of the writer of the saga, there is still a vast contrast between this vessel and the little ship Centurion in which Anson sailed round the world.

It is needless, however, to prove that the Norsemen could have reached America in their ships. The voyages from Iceland to Greenland which we know they made continually for four hundred years were just as arduous as a further voyage from Greenland to the coast of Canada.

The story of the Norsemen runs thus. Towards the end of the ninth century, or nearly two hundred years before the Norman conquest, there was a great exodus or outswarming of the Norsemen from their original home in Norway. A certain King Harold had succeeded in making himself supreme in Norway, and great numbers of the lesser chiefs or jarls preferred to seek new homes across the seas rather than submit to his rule. So they embarked with their seafaring followers — Vikings, as we still call them — often, indeed, with their wives and families, in great open ships, and sailed away, some to the coast of England, others to France, and others even to the Mediterranean, where they took service under the Byzantine emperors. But still others, loving the cold rough seas of the north, struck westward across the North Sea and beyond the coasts of Scotland till they reached Iceland. This was in the year 874. Here they made a settlement that presently grew to a population of fifty thousand people, having flocks and herds, solid houses of stone, and a fine trade in fish and oil with the countries of Northern Europe. These settlers in Iceland attained to a high standard of civilization. They had many books, and were fond of tales and stories, as are all these northern peoples who spend long winter evenings round the fireside. Some of the sagas, or stories, which they told were true accounts of the voyages and adventures of their forefathers; others were fanciful stories, like our modern romances, created by the imagination; others, again, were a mixture of the two. Thus it is sometimes hard to distinguish fact and fancy in these early tales of the Norsemen. We have, however, means of testing the stories. Among the books written in Iceland there was one called the ‘National Name-Book,’ in which all the names of the people were written down, with an account of their forefathers and of any notable things which they had done.

It is from this book and from the old sagas that we learn how the Norsemen came to the coast of America. It seems that about 900 a certain man called Gunnbjorn was driven westward in a great storm and thrown on the rocky shore of an ice-bound country, where he spent the winter. Gunnbjorn reached home safely, and never tried again to find this new land; but, long after his death, the story that there was land farther west still lingered among the settlers in Iceland and the Orkneys, and in other homes of the Norsemen. Some time after Gunnbjorn’s voyage it happened that a very bold and determined man called Eric the Red, who lived in the Orkneys, was made an outlaw for having killed several men in a quarrel. Eric fled westward over the seas about the year 980, and he came to a new country with great rocky bays and fjords as in Norway. There were no trees, but the slopes of the hillsides were bright with grass, so he called the country Greenland, as it is called to this day. Eric and his men lived in Greenland for three years, and the ruins of their rough stone houses are still to be seen, hard by one of the little Danish settlements of to-day. When Eric and his followers went back to Iceland they told of what they had seen, and soon he led a new expedition to Greenland. The adventurers went in twenty-five ships; more than half were lost on the way, but eleven ships landed safely and founded a colony in Greenland. Other settlers came, and this Greenland colony had at one time a population of about two thousand people. Its inhabitants embraced Christianity when their kinsfolk in other places did so, and the ruins of their stone churches still exist. The settlers raised cattle and sheep, and sent ox hides and seal skins and walrus ivory to Europe in trade for supplies. But as there was no timber in Greenland they could not build ships, and thus their communication with the outside world was more or less precarious. In spite of this, the colony lasted for about four hundred years. It seems to have come to an end at about the beginning of the fifteenth century. The scanty records of its history can be traced no later than the year 1409. What happened to terminate its existence is not known. Some writers, misled by the name ‘Greenland,’ have thought that there must have been a change of climate by which the country lost its original warmth and verdure and turned into an arctic region. There is no ground for this belief. The name ‘Greenland’ did not imply a country of trees and luxuriant vegetation, but only referred to the bright carpet of grass still seen in the short Greenland summer in the warmer hollows of the hillsides. It may have been that the settlement, never strong in numbers, was overwhelmed by the Eskimos, who are known to have often attacked the colony: very likely, too, it suffered from the great plague, the Black Death, that swept over all Europe in the fourteenth century. Whatever the cause, the colony came to an end, and centuries elapsed before Greenland was again known to Europe.

This whole story of the Greenland settlement is historical fact which cannot be doubted. Partly by accident and partly by design, the Norsemen had been carried from Norway to the Orkneys and the Hebrides and Iceland, and from there to Greenland. This having happened, it was natural that their ships should go beyond Greenland itself. During the four hundred years in which the Norse ships went from Europe to Greenland, their navigators had neither chart nor compass, and they sailed huge open boats, carrying only a great square sail. It is evident that in stress of weather and in fog they must again and again have been driven past the foot of Greenland, and must have landed somewhere in what is now Labrador. It would be inconceivable that in four centuries of voyages this never happened. In most cases, no doubt, the storm-tossed and battered ships, like the fourteen vessels that Eric lost, were never heard of again. But in other cases survivors must have returned to Greenland or Iceland to tell of what they had seen.

This is exactly what happened to a bold sailor called Bjarne, the son of Herjulf, a few years after the Greenland colony was founded. In 986 he put out from Iceland to join his father, who was in Greenland, the purpose being that, after the good old Norse custom, they might drink their Christmas ale together. Neither Bjarne nor his men had ever sailed the Greenland sea before, but, like bold mariners, they relied upon their seafaring instinct to guide them to its coast. As Bjarne’s ship was driven westward, great mists fell upon the face of the waters. There was neither sun nor stars, but day after day only the thick wet fog that clung to the cold surface of the heaving sea. To-day travellers even on a palatial steamship, who spend a few hours shuddering in the chill grey fog of the North Atlantic, chafing at delay, may form some idea of voyages such as that of Bjarne Herjulf and his men. These Vikings went on undaunted towards the west. At last, after many days, they saw land, but when they drew near they saw that it was not a rugged treeless region, such as they knew Greenland to be, but a country covered with forests, a country of low coasts rising inland to small hills, and with no mountains in sight. Accordingly, Bjarne said that this was not Greenland, and he would not stop, but turned the vessel to the north. After two days they sighted land again, still on the left side, and again it was flat and thick with trees. The sea had fallen calm, and Bjarne’s men desired to land and see this new country, and take wood and water into the ship. But Bjarne would not. So they held on their course, and presently a wind from the south-west carried them onward for three days and three nights. Then again they saw land, but this time it was high and mountainous, with great shining caps of snow. And again Bjarne said, ‘This is not the land I seek.’ They did not go ashore, but sailing close to the coast they presently found that the land was an island. When they stood out to sea again, the south wind rose to a gale that swept them towards the north, with sail reefed down and with their ship leaping through the foaming surges. Three days and nights they ran before the gale. On the fourth day land rose before them, and this time it was Greenland. There Bjarne found his father, and there, when not at sea, he settled for the rest of his days.

Such is the story of Bjarne Herjulf, as the Norsemen have it. To the unprejudiced mind there is every reason to believe that his voyage had carried him to America, to the coast of the Maritime Provinces, or of Newfoundland or Labrador. More than this one cannot say. True, it is hard to fit the ‘two days’ and the ‘three days’ of Bjarne’s narrative into the sailing distances. But every one who has read any primitive literature, or even the Homeric poems, will remember how easily times and distances and numbers that are not exactly known are expressed in loose phrases not to be taken as literal.

The news of Bjarne’s voyage and of his discovery of land seems to have been carried presently to the Norsemen in Iceland and in Europe. In fact, Bjarne himself made a voyage to Norway, and, on account of what he had done, figured there as a person of some importance. But people blamed Bjarne because he had not landed on the new coasts, and had taken so little pains to find out more about the region of hills and forests which lay to the south and west of Greenland. Naturally others were tempted to follow the matter further. Among these was Leif, son of Eric the Red. Leif went to Greenland, found Bjarne, bought his ship, and manned it with a crew of thirty-five. Leif’s father, Eric, now lived in Greenland, and Leif asked him to take command of the expedition. He thought, the saga says, that, since Eric had found Greenland, he would bring good luck to the new venture. For the time, Eric consented, but when all was ready, and he was riding down to the shore to embark, his horse stumbled and he fell from the saddle and hurt his foot. Eric took this as an omen of evil, and would not go; but Leif and his crew of thirty-five set sail towards the south-west. This was in the year 1000 A.D., or four hundred and ninety-two years before Columbus landed in the West Indies.

Leif and his men sailed on, the saga tells us, till they came to the last land which Bjarne had discovered. Here they cast anchor, lowered a boat, and rowed ashore. They found no grass, but only a great field of snow stretching from the sea to the mountains farther inland; and these mountains, too, glistened with snow. It seemed to the Norsemen a forbidding place, and Leif christened it Helluland, or the country of slate or flat stones. They did not linger, but sailed away at once. The description of the snow-covered hills, the great slabs of stone, and the desolate aspect of the coast conveys at least a very strong probability that the land was Labrador.

Leif and his men sailed away, and soon they discovered another land. The chronicle does not say how many days they were at sea, so that we cannot judge of the distance of this new country from the Land of Stones. But evidently it was entirely different in aspect, and was situated in a warmer climate. The coast was low, there were broad beaches of white sand, and behind the beaches rose thick forests spreading over the country. Again the Norsemen landed. Because of the trees, they gave to this place the name of Markland, or the Country of Forests. Some writers have thought that Markland must have been Newfoundland, but the description also suggests Cape Breton or Nova Scotia. The coast of Newfoundland is, indeed, for the most part, bold, rugged, and inhospitable.

Leif put to sea once more. For two days the wind was from the north-east. Then again they reached land. This new region was the famous country which the Norsemen called Vineland, and of which every schoolboy has read. There has been so much dispute as to whether Vineland — this warm country where grapes grew wild — was Nova Scotia or New England, or some other region, that it is worth while to read the account of the Norse saga, literally translated:

They came to an island, which lay on the north side of the land, where they disembarked to wait for good weather. There was dew upon the grass; and having accidentally got some of the dew upon their hands and put it to their mouths, they thought that they had never tasted anything so sweet. Then they went on board and sailed into a sound that was between the island and a point that went out northwards from the land, and sailed westward past the point. There was very shallow water and ebb tide, so that their ship lay dry; and there was a long way between their ship and the water. They were so desirous to get to the land that they would not wait till their ship floated, but ran to the land, to a place where a river comes out of a lake. As soon as their ship was afloat they took the boats, rowed to the ship, towed her up the river, and from thence into the lake, where they cast anchor, carried their beds out of the ship, and set up their tents.

They resolved to put things in order for wintering there, and they erected a large house. They did not want for salmon, in both the river and the lake; and they thought the salmon larger than any they had ever seen before. The country appeared to them to be of so good a kind that it would not be necessary to gather fodder for the cattle for winter. There was no frost in winter, and the grass was not much withered. Day and night were more equal than in Greenland and Iceland.

The chronicle goes on to tell how Leif and his men spent the winter in this place. They explored the country round their encampment. They found beautiful trees, trees big enough for use in building houses, something vastly important to men from Greenland, where no trees grow. Delighted with this, Leif and his men cut down some trees and loaded their ship with the timber. One day a sailor, whose home had been in a ‘south country,’ where he had seen wine made from grapes, and who was nicknamed the ‘Turk,’ found on the coast vines with grapes, growing wild. He brought his companions to the spot, and they gathered grapes sufficient to fill their ship’s boat. It was on this account that Leif called the country ‘Vineland.’ They found patches of supposed corn which grew wild like the grapes and reseeded itself from year to year. It is striking that the Norse chronicle should name these simple things. Had it been a work of fancy, probably we should have heard, as in the Chinese legends, of strange demons and other amazing creatures. But we hear instead of the beautiful forest extending to the shore, the mountains in the background, the tangled vines, and the bright patches of wild grain of some kind ripening in the open glades-the very things which caught the eye of Cartier when, five centuries later, he first ascended the St Lawrence.

Where Vineland was we cannot tell. If the men really found wild grapes, and not some kind of cranberry, Vineland must have been in the region where grapes will grow. The vine grows as far north as Prince Edward Island and Cape Breton, and, of course, is found in plenty on the coasts of Nova Scotia and New England. The chronicle says that the winter days were longer in Vineland than in Greenland, and names the exact length of the shortest day. Unfortunately, however, the Norsemen had no accurate system for measuring time; otherwise the length of the shortest winter day would enable us to know at what exact spot Leif’s settlement was made.

Leif and his men stayed in Vineland all winter, and sailed home to Greenland in the spring (1001 A.D.). As they brought timber, much prized in the Greenland settlement, their voyage caused a great deal of talk. Naturally others wished to rival Leif. In the next few years several voyages to Vineland are briefly chronicled in the sagas.

First of all, Thorwald, Leif’s brother, borrowed his ship, sailed away to Vineland with thirty men, and spent two winters there. During his first summer in Vineland, Thorwald sent some men in a boat westward along the coast. They found a beautiful country with thick woods reaching to the shore, and great stretches of white sand. They found a kind of barn made of wood, and were startled by this first indication of the presence of man. Thorwald had, indeed, startling adventures. In a great storm his ship was wrecked on the coast, and he and his men had to rebuild it. He selected for a settlement a point of land thickly covered with forest. Before the men had built their houses they fell in with some savages, whom they made prisoners. These savages had bows and arrows, and used what the Norsemen called ‘skin boats.’ One of the savages escaped and roused his tribe, and presently a great flock of canoes came out of a large bay, surrounded the Viking ship, and discharged a cloud of arrows. The Norsemen beat off the savages, but in the fight Thorwald received a mortal wound. As he lay dying he told his men to bury him there in Vineland, on the point where he had meant to build his home. This was done. Thorwald’s men remained there for the winter. In the spring they returned to Greenland, with the sad news for Leif of his brother’s death.

Other voyages followed. A certain Thorfinn Karlsevne even tried to found a permanent colony in Vineland. In the spring of 1007, he took there a hundred and sixty men, some women, and many cattle. He and his people remained in Vineland for nearly four years. They traded with the savages, giving them cloth and trinkets for furs. Karlsevne’s wife gave birth there to a son, who was christened Snorre, and who was perhaps the first white child born in America. The Vineland colony seems to have prospered well enough, but unfortunately quarrels broke out between the Norsemen and the savages, and so many of Karlsevne’s people were killed that the remainder were glad to sail back to Greenland.

The Norse chronicles contain a further story of how one of Karlsevne’s companions, Thorward, and his wife Freydis, who was a daughter of Eric the Red, made a voyage to Vineland. This expedition ended in tragedy. One night the Norsemen quarrelled in their winter quarters, there was a tumult and a massacre. Freydis herself killed five women with an axe, and the little colony was drenched in blood. The survivors returned to Greenland, but were shunned by all from that hour.

After this story we have no detailed accounts of voyages to Vineland. There are, however, references to it in Icelandic literature. There does not seem any ground to believe that the Norsemen succeeded in planting a lasting colony in Vineland. Some people have tried to claim that certain ancient ruins on the New England coast — an old stone mill at Newport, and so on — are evidences of such a settlement. But the claim has no sufficient proof behind it.

On the whole, however, there seems every ground to conclude that again and again the Norsemen landed on the Atlantic coast of America. We do not know where they made their winter quarters, nor does this matter. Very likely there were temporary settlements in both ‘Markland,’ with its thick woods bordering on the sea, and in other less promising regions. It should be added that some writers of authority refuse even to admit that the Norsemen reached America. Others, like Nansen, the famous Arctic explorer, while admitting the probability of the voyages, believe that the sagas are merely a sort of folklore, such as may be found in the primitive literature of all nations. On the other hand, John Fiske, the American historian, who devoted much patient study to the question, was convinced that what is now the Canadian coast, with, probably, part of New England too, was discovered, visited, and thoroughly well known by the Norse inhabitants of Greenland. For several centuries they appear to have made summer voyages to and from this ‘Vineland the Good’ as they called it, and to have brought back timber and supplies not found in their own inhospitable country. It is quite possible that further investigation may throw new light on the Norse discoveries, and even that undeniable traces of the buildings or implements of the settlers in Vineland may be found. Meanwhile the subject, interesting though it is, remains shrouded in mystery.


CHAPTER V. THE BRISTOL VOYAGES
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THE DISCOVERIES OF the Norsemen did not lead to the opening of America to the nations of Europe. For this the time was not yet ripe. As yet European nations were backward, not only in navigation, but in the industries and commerce which supply the real motive for occupying new lands. In the days of Eric the Red Europe was only beginning to emerge from a dark period. The might and splendour of the Roman Empire had vanished, and the great kingdoms which we know were still to rise.

All this changed in the five hundred years between the foundation of the Greenland colony and the voyage of Christopher Columbus. The discovery of America took place as a direct result of the advancing civilization and growing power of Europe. The event itself was, in a sense, due to pure accident. Columbus was seeking Asia when he found himself among the tropical islands of the West Indies. In another sense, however, the discovery marks in world history a necessary stage, for which the preceding centuries had already made the preparation. The story of the voyages of Columbus forms no part of our present narrative. But we cannot understand the background that lies behind the history of Canada without knowing why such men as Christopher Columbus and Vasco da Gama and the Cabots began the work of discovery.

First, we have to realize the peculiar relations between Europe, ancient and mediaeval, and the great empires of Eastern Asia. The two civilizations had never been in direct contact. Yet in a sense they were always connected. The Greeks and the Romans had at least vague reports of peoples who lived on the far eastern confines of the world, beyond even the conquests of Alexander the Great in Hindustan. It is certain, too, that Europe and Asia had always traded with one another in a strange and unconscious fashion. The spices and silks of the unknown East passed westward from trader to trader, from caravan to caravan, until they reached the Persian Gulf, the Red Sea, and, at last, the Mediterranean. The journey was so slow, so tedious, the goods passed from hand to hand so often, that when the Phoenician, Greek, or Roman merchants bought them their origin had been forgotten. For century after century this trade continued. When Rome fell, other peoples of the Mediterranean continued the Eastern trade. Genoa and Venice rose to greatness by this trade. As wealth and culture revived after the Gothic conquest which overthrew Rome, the beautiful silks and the rare spices of the East were more and more prized in a world of increasing luxury. The Crusades rediscovered Egypt, Syria, and the East for Europe. Gold and jewels, diamond-hilted swords of Damascus steel, carved ivory, and priceless gems, — all the treasures which the warriors of the Cross brought home, helped to impress on the mind of Europe the surpassing riches of the East.

Gradually a new interest was added. As time went on doubts increased regarding the true shape of the earth. Early peoples had thought it a great flat expanse, with the blue sky propped over it like a dome or cover. This conception was giving way. The wise men who watched the sky at night, who saw the sweeping circles of the fixed stars and the wandering path of the strange luminous bodies called planets, began to suspect a mighty secret, — that the observing eye saw only half the heavens, and that the course of the stars and the earth itself rounded out was below the darkness of the horizon. From this theory that the earth was a great sphere floating in space followed the most enthralling conclusions. If the earth was really a globe, it might be possible to go round it and to reappear on the farther side of the horizon. Then the East might be reached, not only across the deserts of Persia and Tartary, but also by striking out into the boundless ocean that lay beyond the Pillars of Hercules. For such an attempt an almost superhuman courage was required. No man might say what awful seas, what engulfing gloom, might lie across the familiar waters which washed the shores of Europe. The most fearless who, at evening, upon the cliffs of Spain or Portugal, watched black night settle upon the far-spreading waters of the Atlantic, might well turn shuddering from any attempt to sail into those unknown wastes.

It was the stern logic of events which compelled the enterprise. Barbarous Turks swept westward. Arabia, Syria, the Isles of Greece, and, at last, in 1453, Constantinople itself, fell into their hands. The Eastern Empire, the last survival of the Empire of the Romans, perished beneath the sword of Mahomet. Then the pathway by land to Asia, to the fabled empires of Cathay and Cipango, was blocked by the Turkish conquest. Commerce, however, remained alert and enterprising, and men’s minds soon turned to the hopes of a western passage which should provide a new route to the Indies.

All the world knows the story of Christopher Columbus, his long years of hardship and discouragement; the supreme conviction which sustained him in his adversity; the final triumph which crowned his efforts. It is no detraction from the glory of Columbus to say that he was only one of many eager spirits occupied with new problems of discovery across the sea. Not the least of these were John and Sebastian Cabot, father and son. John Cabot, like Columbus, was a Genoese by birth; a long residence in Venice, however, earned for him in 1476 the citizenship of that republic. Like many in his time, he seems to have been both a scientific geographer and a practical sea-captain. At one time he made charts and maps for his livelihood. Seized with the fever for discovery, he is said to have begged in vain from the sovereigns of Spain and Portugal for help in a voyage to the West. About the time of the great discovery of Columbus in 1492, John Cabot arrived in Bristol. It may be that he took part in some of the voyages of the Bristol merchants, before the achievements of Columbus began to startle the world.

At the close of the fifteenth century the town of Bristol enjoyed a pre-eminence which it has since lost. It stood second only to London as a British port. A group of wealthy merchants carried on from Bristol a lively trade with Iceland and the northern ports of Europe. The town was the chief centre for an important trade in codfish. Days of fasting were generally observed at that time; on these the eating of meat was forbidden by the church, and fish was consequently in great demand. The merchants of Bristol were keen traders, and were always seeking the further extension of their trade. Christopher Columbus himself is said to have made a voyage for the Bristol merchants to Iceland in 1477. There is even a tale that, before Columbus was known to fame, an expedition was equipped there in 1480 to seek the ‘fabulous islands’ of the Western Sea. Certain it is that the Spanish ambassador in England, whose business it was to keep his royal master informed of all that was being done by his rivals, wrote home in 1498: ‘It is seven years since those of Bristol used to send out, every year, a fleet of two, three, or four caravels to go and search for the Isle of Brazil and the Seven Cities, according to the fancy of the Genoese.’

We can therefore realize that when Master John Cabot came among the merchants of this busy town with his plans he found a ready hearing. Cabot was soon brought to the notice of his august majesty Henry VII of England. The king had been shortsighted enough to reject overtures made to him by Bartholomew Columbus, brother of Christopher, and no doubt he regretted his mistake. Now he was eager enough to act as the patron of a new voyage. Accordingly, on March 5, 1496, he granted a royal licence in the form of what was called Letters Patent, authorizing John Cabot and his sons Lewis, Sebastian and Sancius to make a voyage of discovery in the name of the king of England. The Cabots were to sail ‘with five ships or vessels of whatever burden or quality soever they be, and with as many marines or men as they will have with them in the said ships upon their own proper costs and charges.’ It will be seen that Henry VII, the most parsimonious of kings, had no mind to pay the expense of the voyage. The expedition was ‘to seek out, discover and find whatsoever islands, countries, regions and provinces of the heathens or infidels, in whatever part of the world they be, which before this time have been unknown to all Christians.’ It was to sail only ‘to the seas of the east and west and north,’ for the king did not wish to lay any claim to the lands discovered by the Spaniards and Portuguese. The discoverers, however, were to raise the English flag over any new lands that they found, to conquer and possess them, and to acquire ‘for us dominion, title, and jurisdiction over those towns, castles, islands, and mainlands so discovered.’ One-fifth of the profits from the anticipated voyages to the new land was to fall to the king, but the Cabots were to have a monopoly of trade, and Bristol was to enjoy the right of being the sole port of entry for the ships engaged in this trade.

Not until the next year, 1497, did John Cabot set out. Then he embarked from Bristol with a single ship, called in an old history the Matthew, and a crew of eighteen men. First, he sailed round the south of Ireland, and from there struck out westward into the unknown sea. The appliances of navigation were then very imperfect. Sailors could reckon the latitude by looking up at the North Star, and noting how high it was above the horizon. Since the North Star stands in the sky due north, and the axis on which the earth spins points always towards it, it will appear to an observer in the northern hemisphere to be as many degrees above the horizon as he himself is distant from the pole or top of the earth. The old navigators, therefore, could always tell how far north or south they were. Moreover, as long as the weather was clear they could, by this means, strike, at night at least, a course due east or west. But when the weather was not favourable for observations they had to rely on the compass alone. Now the compass in actual fact does not always and everywhere point due north. It is subject to variation, and in different times and places points either considerably east of north or west of it. In the path where Cabot sailed, the compass pointed west of north; and hence, though he thought he was sailing straight west from Ireland, he was really pursuing a curved path bent round a little towards the south. This fact will become of importance when we consider where it was that Cabot landed. For finding distance east and west the navigators of the fifteenth century had no such appliances as our modern chronometer and instruments of observation. They could tell how far they had sailed only by ‘dead reckoning’; this means that if their ship was going at such and such a speed, it was supposed to have made such and such a distance in a given time. But when ships were being driven to and fro, and buffeted by adverse winds, this reckoning became extremely uncertain.

John Cabot and his men mere tossed about considerably in their little ship. Though they seem to have set out early in May of 1497, it was not until June 24 that they sighted land. What the land was like, and what they thought of it, we know from letters written in England by various persons after their return. Thus we learn that it was a ‘very good and temperate country,’ and that ‘Brazil wood and silks grow there.’ ‘The sea,’ they reported, ’is covered with fishes, which are caught not only with the net, but with baskets, a stone being tied to them in order that the baskets may sink in the water.’ Henceforth, it was said, England would have no more need to buy fish from Iceland, for the waters of the new land abounded in fish. Cabot and his men saw no savages, but they found proof that the land was inhabited. Here and there in the forest they saw trees which had been felled, and also snares of a rude kind set to catch game. They were enthusiastic over their success. They reported that the new land must certainly be connected with Cipango, from which all the spices and precious stones of the world originated. Only a scanty stock of provisions, they declared, prevented them from sailing along the coast as far as Cathay and Cipango. As it was they planted on the land a great cross with the flag of England and also the banner of St Mark, the patron saint of Cabot’s city of Venice.

The older histories used always to speak as if John Cabot had landed somewhere on the coast of Labrador, and had at best gone no farther south than Newfoundland. Even if this were the whole truth about the voyage, to Cabot and his men would belong the signal honour of having been the first Europeans, since the Norsemen, to set foot on the mainland of North America. Without doubt they were the first to unfurl the flag of England, and to erect the cross upon soil which afterwards became part of British North America. But this is not all. It is likely that Cabot reached a point far south of Labrador. His supposed sailing westward carried him in reality south of the latitude of Ireland. He makes no mention of the icebergs which any voyager must meet on the Labrador coast from June to August. His account of a temperate climate suitable for growing dye-wood, of forest trees, and of a country so fair that it seemed the gateway of the enchanted lands of the East, is quite unsuited to the bare and forbidding aspect of Labrador. Cape Breton island was probably the place of Cabot’s landing. Its balmy summer climate, the abundant fish of its waters, fit in with Cabot’s experiences. The evidence from maps, one of which was made by Cabot’s son Sebastian, points also to Cape Breton as the first landing-place of English sailors in America.

There is no doubt of the stir made by Cabot’s discovery on his safe return to England. He was in London by August of 1497, and he became at once the object of eager curiosity and interest. ‘He is styled the Great Admiral,’ wrote a Venetian resident in London, ‘and vast honour is paid to him. He dresses in silk, and the English run after him like mad people.’ The sunlight of royal favour broke over him in a flood: even Henry VII proved generous. The royal accounts show that, on August 10, 1497, the king gave ten pounds ‘to him that found the new isle.’ A few months later the king granted to his ‘well-beloved John Cabot, of the parts of Venice, an annuity of twenty pounds sterling,’ to be paid out of the customs of the port of Bristol. The king, too, was lavish in his promises of help for a new expedition. Henry’s imagination had evidently been fired with the idea of an Oriental empire. A contemporary writer tells us that Cabot was to have ten armed ships. At Cabot’s request, the king conceded to him all the prisoners needed to man this fleet, saving only persons condemned for high treason. It is one of the ironies of history that on the first pages of its annals the beautiful new world is offered to the criminals of Europe.

During the winter that followed, John Cabot was the hero of the hour. Busy preparations went on for a new voyage. Letters patent were issued giving Cabot power to take any six ships that he liked from the ports of the kingdom, paying to their owners the same price only as if taken for the king’s service. The ‘Grand Admiral’ became a person of high importance. On one friend he conferred the sovereignty of an island; to others he made lavish promises; certain poor friars who offered to embark on his coming voyage were to be bishops over the heathen of the new land. Even the merchants of London ventured to send out goods for trade, and brought to Cabot ‘coarse cloth, caps, laces, points, and other trifles.’

The second expedition sailed from the port of Bristol in May of 1498. John Cabot and his son Sebastian were in command; of the younger brothers we hear no more. But the high hopes of the voyagers were doomed to disappointment. On arriving at the coast of America Cabot’s ships seem first to have turned towards the north. The fatal idea, that the empires of Asia might be reached through the northern seas already asserted its sway. The search for a north-west passage, that will-o’-the-wisp of three centuries, had already begun. Many years later Sebastian Cabot related to a friend at Seville some details regarding this unfortunate attempt of his father to reach the spice islands of the East. The fleet, he said, with its three hundred men, first directed its course so far to the north that, even in the month of July, monstrous heaps of ice were found floating on the sea. ‘There was,’ so Sebastian told his friend, ‘in a manner, continual daylight.’ The forbidding aspect of the coast, the bitter cold of the northern seas, and the boundless extent of the silent drifting ice, chilled the hopes of the explorers. They turned towards the south. Day after day, week after week, they skirted the coast of North America. If we may believe Sebastian’s friend, they reached a point as far south as Gibraltar in Europe. No more was there ice. The cold of Labrador changed to soft breezes from the sanded coast of Carolina and from the mild waters of the Gulf Stream. But of the fabled empires of Cathay and Cipango, and the ‘towns and castles’ over which the Great Admiral was to have dominion, they saw no trace. Reluctantly the expedition turned again towards Europe, and with its turning ends our knowledge of what happened on the voyage.

That the ships came home either as a fleet, or at least in part, we have certain proof. We know that John Cabot returned to Bristol, for the ancient accounts of the port show that he lived to draw at least one or two instalments of his pension. But the sunlight of royal favour no longer illumined his path. In the annals of English history the name of John Cabot is never found again.

The son Sebastian survived to continue a life of maritime adventure, to be counted one of the great sea-captains of the day, and to enjoy an honourable old age. In the year 1512 we hear of him in the service of Ferdinand of Spain. He seems to have won great renown as a maker of maps and charts. He still cherished the idea of reaching Asia by way of the northern seas of America. A north-west expedition with Sebastian in command had been decided upon, it is said, by Ferdinand, when the death of that illustrious sovereign prevented the realization of the project. After Ferdinand’s death, Cabot fell out with the grandees of the Spanish court, left Madrid, and returned for some time to England. Some have it that he made a new voyage in the service of Henry VIII, and sailed through Hudson Strait, but this is probably only a confused reminiscence, handed down by hearsay, of the earlier voyages. Cabot served Spain again under Charles V, and made a voyage to Brazil and the La Plata river. He reappears later in England, and was made Inspector of the King’s Ships by Edward VI. He was a leading spirit of the Merchant Adventurers who, in Edward’s reign, first opened up trade by sea with Russia.

The voyages of the Bristol traders and the enterprise of England by no means ended with the exploits of the Cabots. Though our ordinary history books tell us nothing more of English voyages until we come to the days of the great Elizabethan navigators, Drake, Frobisher, Hawkins, and to the planting of Virginia, as a matter of fact many voyages were made under Henry VII and Henry VIII. Both sovereigns seem to have been anxious to continue the exploration of the western seas, but they had not the good fortune again to secure such master-pilots as John and Sebastian Cabot.

In the first place, it seems that the fishermen of England, as well as those of the Breton coast, followed close in the track of the Cabots. As soon as the Atlantic passage to Newfoundland had been robbed of the terrors of the unknown, it was not regarded as difficult. With strong east winds a ship of the sixteenth century could make the run from Bristol or St Malo to the Grand Banks in less than twenty days. Once a ship was on the Banks, the fish were found in an abundance utterly unknown in European waters, and the ships usually returned home with great cargoes. During the early years of the sixteenth century English, French, and Portuguese fishermen went from Europe to the Banks in great numbers. They landed at various points in Newfoundland and Cape Breton, and became well acquainted with the outline of the coast. It was no surprise to Jacques Cartier, for instance, on his first voyage, to find a French fishing vessel lying off the north shore of the Gulf of St Lawrence. But these fishing crews thought nothing of exploration. The harvest of the sea was their sole care, and beyond landing to cure fish and to obtain wood and water they did nothing to claim or conquer the land.

There were, however, efforts from time to time to follow up the discoveries of the Cabots. The merchants of Bristol do not seem to have been disappointed with the result of the Cabot enterprises, for as early as in 1501 they sent out a new expedition across the Atlantic. The sanction of the king was again invoked, and Henry VII granted letters patent to three men of Bristol — Richard Warde, Thomas Ashehurst, and John Thomas — to explore the western seas. These names have a homely English sound; but associated with them were three Portuguese — John Gonzales, and two men called Fernandez, all of the Azores, and probably of the class of master-pilots to which the Cabots and Columbus belonged. We know nothing of the results of the expedition, but it returned in safety in the same year, and the parsimonious king was moved to pay out five pounds from his treasury ‘to the men of Bristol that found the isle.’

Francis Fernandez and John Gonzales remained in the English service and became subjects of King Henry. Again, in the summer of 1502, they were sent out on another voyage from Bristol. In September they brought their ships safely back, and, in proof of the strangeness of the new lands they carried home ‘three men brought out of an Iland forre beyond Irelond, the which were clothed in Beestes Skynnes and ate raw fflesh and were rude in their demeanure as Beestes.’ From this description (written in an old atlas of the time), it looks as if the Fernandez expedition had turned north from the Great Banks and visited the coast where the Eskimos were found, either in Labrador or Greenland. This time Henry VII gave Fernandez and Gonzales a pension of ten pounds each, and made them ‘captains’ of the New Found Land. A sum of twenty pounds was given to the merchants of Bristol who had accompanied them. We must remember that at this time the New Found Land was the general name used for all the northern coast of America.

There is evidence that a further expedition went out from Bristol in 1503, and still another in 1504. Fernandez and Gonzales, with two English associates, were again the leaders. They were to have a monopoly of trade for forty years, but were cautioned not to interfere with the territory of the king of Portugal. Of the fate of these enterprises nothing is known.

By the time of Henry VIII, who began to reign in 1509, the annual fishing fleet of the English which sailed to the American coast had become important. As early as in 1522, a royal ship of war was sent to the mouth of the English Channel to protect the ‘coming home of the New Found Island’s fleet.’ Henry VIII and his minister, Cardinal Wolsey, were evidently anxious to go on with the work of the previous reign, and especially to enlist the wealthy merchants and trade companies of London in the cause of western exploration. In 1521 the cardinal proposed to the Livery Companies of London — the name given to the trade organizations of the merchants — that they should send out five ships on a voyage into the New Found Land. When the merchants seemed disinclined to make such a venture, the king ‘spake sharply to the Mayor to see it put in execution to the best of his power.’ But, even with this stimulus, several years passed before a London expedition was sent out. At last, in 1527, two little ships called the Samson and the Mary of Guildford set out from London with instructions to find their way to Cathay and the Indies by means of the passage to the north. The two ships left London on May 10, put into Plymouth, and finally sailed therefrom on June 10, 1527. They followed Cabot’s track, striking westward from the coast of Ireland. For three weeks they kept together, making good progress across the Atlantic. Then in a great storm that arose the Samson was lost with all on board.

The Mary of Guildford pursued her way alone, and her crew had adventures strange even for those days. Her course, set well to the north, brought her into the drift ice and the giant icebergs which are carried down the coast of America at this season (for the month was July) from the polar seas. In fear of the moving ice, she turned to the south, the sailors watching eagerly for the land, and sounding as they went. Four days brought them to the coast of Labrador. They followed it southward for some days. Presently they entered an inlet where they found a good harbour, many small islands, and the mouth of a great river of fresh water. The region was a wilderness, its mountains and woods apparently untenanted by man. Near the shore they saw the footmarks of divers great beasts, but, though they explored the country for about thirty miles, they saw neither men nor animals. At the end of July, they set sail again, and passed down the coast of Newfoundland to the harbour of St John’s, already a well-known rendezvous. Here they found fourteen ships of the fishing fleet, mostly vessels from Normandy. From Newfoundland the Mary of Guildford pursued her way southward, and passed along the Atlantic coast of America. If she had had any one on board capable of accurate observation, even after the fashion of the time, or of making maps, the record of her voyage would have added much to the general knowledge of the continent. Unfortunately, the Italian pilot who directed the voyage was killed in a skirmish with Indians during a temporary landing. Some have thought that this pilot who perished on the Mary of Guildford may have been the great navigator Verrazano, of whom we shall presently speak.

The little vessel sailed down the coast to the islands of the West Indies. She reached Porto Rico in the middle of November, and from that island she made sail for the new Spanish settlements of San Domingo. Here, as she lay at her anchorage, the Mary of Guildford was fired upon by the Spanish fort which commanded the river mouth. At once she put out into the open sea, and, heading eastward across the Atlantic, she arrived safely at her port of London.


CHAPTER VI. FORERUNNERS OF JACQUES CARTIER
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WE HAVE SEEN that after the return of the second expedition of the Cabots no voyages to the coasts of Canada of first-rate importance were made by the English. This does not mean, however, that nothing was done by other peoples to discover and explore the northern coasts of America. The Portuguese were the first after the Cabots to continue the search along the Canadian coast for the secret of the hidden East. At this time, we must remember, the Portuguese were one of the leading nations of Europe, and they were specially interested in maritime enterprise. Thanks to Columbus, the Spaniards had, it is true, carried off the grand prize of discovery. But the Portuguese had rendered service not less useful. From their coasts, jutting far out into the Atlantic, they had sailed southward and eastward, and had added much to the knowledge of the globe. For generations, both before and after Columbus, the pilots and sailors of Portugal were among the most successful and daring in the world.

For nearly a hundred years before the discovery of America the Portuguese had been endeavouring to find an ocean route to the spice islands of the East and to the great Oriental empires which, tradition said, lay far off on a distant ocean, and which Marco Polo and other travellers had reached by years of painful land travel across the interior of Asia. Prince Henry of Portugal was busy with these tasks at the middle of the fifteenth century. Even before this, Portuguese sailors had found their way to the Madeiras and the Canary Islands, and to the Azores, which lie a thousand miles out in the Atlantic. But under the lead of Prince Henry they began to grope their way down the coast of Africa, braving the torrid heats and awful calms of that equatorial region, where the blazing sun, poised overhead in a cloudless sky, was reflected on the bosom of a stagnant and glistening ocean. It was their constant hope that at some point the land would be found to roll back and disclose an ocean pathway round Africa to the East, the goal of their desire. Year after year they advanced farther, until at last they achieved a momentous result. In 1487, Bartholomew Diaz sailed round the southern point of Africa, which received the significant name of the ‘Cape of Good Hope,’ and entered the Indian Ocean. Henceforth a water pathway to the Far East was possible. Following Diaz, Vasco da Gama, leaving Lisbon in 1497, sailed round the south of Africa, and, reaching the ports of Hindustan, made the maritime route to India a definite reality.

Thus at the moment when the Spaniards were taking possession of the western world the Portuguese were establishing their trade in the rediscovered East. The two nations agreed to divide between them these worlds of the East and the West. They invoked the friendly offices of the Pope as mediator, and, henceforth, an imaginary line drawn down the Atlantic divided the realms. At first this arrangement seemed to give Spain all the new regions in America, but the line of division was set so far to the West that the discovery of Brazil, which juts out eastward into the Atlantic, gave the Portuguese a vast territory in South America. At the time of which we are now speaking, however, the Portuguese were intent upon their interests in the Orient. Their great aim was to pass beyond India, already reached by da Gama, to the further empires of China and Japan. Like other navigators of the time, they thought that these places might be reached not merely by southern but also by the northern seas. Hence it came about that the Portuguese, going far southward in Africa, went also far northward in America and sailed along the coast of Canada.

We find, in consequence, that when King Manoel of Portugal was fitting out a fleet of twenty ships for a new expedition under da Gama, which was to sail to the Indies by way of Africa, another Portuguese expedition, setting out with the same object, was sailing in the opposite direction. At its head was Gaspar Corte-Real, a nobleman of the Azores, who had followed with eager interest the discoveries of Columbus, Diaz, and da Gama. Corte-Real sailed from Lisbon in the summer of 1500 with a single ship. He touched at the Azores. It is possible that a second vessel joined him there, but this is not clear. From the Azores his path lay north and west, till presently he reached a land described as a ‘cool region with great woods.’ Corte-Real called it from its verdure ‘the Green Land,’ but the similarity of name with the place that we call Greenland is only an accident. In reality the Portuguese captain was on the coast of Newfoundland. He saw a number of natives. They appeared to the Portuguese a barbarous people, who dressed in skins, and lived in caves. They used bows and arrows, and had wooden spears, the points of which they hardened with fire.

Corte-Real directed his course northward, until he found himself off the coast of Greenland. He sailed for some distance along those rugged and forbidding shores, a land of desolation, with jagged mountains and furrowed cliffs, wrapped in snow and ice. No trace of the lost civilization of the Norsemen met his eyes. The Portuguese pilot considered Greenland at its southern point to be an outstanding promontory of Asia, and he struggled hard to pass beyond it westward to a more favoured region. But his path was blocked by ‘enormous masses of frozen snow floating on the sea, and moving under the influence of the waves.’ It is clear that he was met not merely by the field ice of the Arctic ocean, but also by great icebergs moving slowly with the polar current. The narrative tells how Corte-Real’s crew obtained fresh water from the icebergs. ‘Owing to the heat of the sun, fresh and clear water is melted on the summits, and, descending by small channels formed by the water itself, it eats away the base where it falls. The boats were sent in, and in that way as much was taken as was needed.’

Corte-Real made his way as far as a place (which was in latitude 60 degrees) where the sea about him seemed a flowing stream of snow, and so he called it Rio Nevado, ‘the river of snow.’ Probably it was Hudson Strait.

Late in the same season, Corte-Real was back in Lisbon. He had discovered nothing of immediate profit to the crown of Portugal, but his survey of the coast of North America from Newfoundland to Hudson Strait seems to have strengthened the belief that the best route to India lay in this direction. In any case, on May 15, 1501, he was sent out again with three ships. This time the Portuguese discovered a region, so they said, which no one had before visited. The description indicates that they were on the coast of Nova Scotia and the adjacent part of New England. The land was wooded with fine straight timber, fit for the masts of ships, and ‘when they landed they found delicious fruits of various kinds, and trees and pines of marvellous height and thickness.’ They saw many natives, occupied in hunting and fishing. Following the custom of the time, they seized fifty or sixty natives, and crowded these unhappy captives into the holds of their ships, to carry home as evidence of the reality of their discoveries, and to be sold as slaves. These savages are described by those who saw them in Portugal as of shapely form and gentle manner, though uncouth and even dirty in person. They wore otter skins, and their faces were marked with lines. The description would answer to any of the Algonquin tribes of the eastern coast. Among the natives seen on the coast there was a boy who had in his ears two silver rings of Venetian make. The circumstance led the Portuguese to suppose that they were on the coast of Asia, and that a European ship had recently visited the same spot. The true explanation, if the circumstance is correctly reported, would seem to be that the rings were relics of Cabot’s voyages and of his trade in the trinkets supplied by the merchants.

Gaspar Corte-Real sent his consort ships home, promising to explore the coast further, and to return later in the season. The vessels duly reached Lisbon, bringing their captives and the news of the voyage. Corte-Real, however, never returned, nor is anything known of his fate.

When a year had passed with no news of Gaspar Corte-Real, his brother Miguel fitted out a new expedition of three ships and sailed westward in search of him. On reaching the coast of Newfoundland, the ships of Miguel Corte-Real separated in order to make a diligent search in all directions for the missing Gaspar. They followed the deep indentations of the island, noting its outstanding features. Here and there they fell in with the natives and traded with them, but they found nothing of value. To make matters worse, when the time came to assemble, as agreed, in the harbour of St John’s, only two ships arrived at the rendezvous. That of Miguel was missing. After waiting some time the other vessels returned without him to Portugal.

Two Corte-Reals were now lost. King Manoel transferred the rights of Gaspar and Miguel to another brother, and in the ensuing years sent out several Portuguese expeditions to search for the lost leaders, but without success. The Portuguese gained only a knowledge of the abundance of fish in the region of the Newfoundland coast. This was important, and henceforth Portuguese ships joined with the Normans, the Bretons, and the English in fishing on the Grand Banks. Of the Corte-Reals nothing more was ever heard.

The next great voyage of discovery was that of Juan Verrazano, some twenty years after the loss of the Corte-Reals. Like so many other pilots of his time, Verrazano was an Italian. He had wandered much about the world, had made his way to the East Indies by the new route that the Portuguese had opened, and had also, so it is said, been a member of a ship’s company in one of the fishing voyages to Newfoundland now made in every season.

The name of Juan Verrazano has a peculiar significance in Canadian history. In more ways than one he was the forerunner of Jacques Cartier, ‘the discoverer of Canada.’ Not only did he sail along the coast of Canada, but did so in the service of the king of France, the first representative of those rising ambitions which were presently to result in the foundation of New France and the colonial empire of the Bourbon monarchy. Francis I, the French king, was a vigorous and ambitious prince. His exploits and rivalries occupy the foreground of European history in the earlier part of the sixteenth century. It was the object of Francis to continue the work of Louis XI by consolidating his people into a single powerful state. His marriage with the heiress of Brittany joined that independent duchy, rich at least in the seafaring bravery of its people, to the crown of France. But Francis aimed higher still. He wished to make himself the arbiter of Europe and the over-lord of the European kings. Having been defeated by the equally famous king of Spain, Charles V, in his effort to gain the position and title of Holy Roman Emperor and the leadership of Europe, he set himself to overthrow the rising greatness of Spain. The history of Europe for a quarter of a century turns upon the opposing ambitions of the two monarchs.

As a part of his great design, Francis I turned towards western discovery and exploration, in order to rival if possible the achievements of Columbus and Cortes and to possess himself of territories abounding in gold and silver, in slaves and merchandise, like the islands of Cuba and San Domingo and the newly conquered empire of Montezuma, which Spain held. It was in this design that he sent out Juan Verrazano; in further pursuit of it he sent Jacques Cartier ten years later; and the result was that French dominion afterwards, prevailed in the valley of the St Lawrence and seeds were planted from which grew the present Dominion of Canada.

At the end of the year 1523 Juan Verrazano set out from the port of Dieppe with four ships. Beaten about by adverse storms, they put into harbour at Madeira, so badly strained by the rough weather that only a single seaworthy ship remained. In this, the Dauphine, Verrazano set forth on January 17, 1524, for his western discovery. The voyage was prosperous, except for one awful tempest in mid-Atlantic, ‘as terrible,’ wrote Verrazano, ‘as ever any sailors suffered.’ After seven weeks of westward sailing Verrazano sighted a coast ‘never before seen of any man either ancient or modern.’ This was the shore of North Carolina. From this point the French captain made his way northward, closely inspecting the coast, landing here and there, and taking note of the appearance, the resources, and the natives of the country. The voyage was chiefly along the coast of what is now the United States, and does not therefore immediately concern the present narrative. Verrazano’s account of his discoveries, as he afterwards wrote it down, is full of picturesque interest, and may now be found translated into English in Hakluyt’s Voyages. He tells of the savages who flocked to the low sandy shore to see the French ship riding at anchor. They wore skins about their loins and light feathers in their hair, and they were ‘of colour russet, and not much unlike the Saracens.’ Verrazano said that these Indians were of ‘cheerful and steady look, not strong of body, yet sharp-witted, nimble, and exceeding great runners.’ As he sailed northward he was struck with the wonderful vegetation of the American coast, the beautiful forest of pine and cypress and other trees, unknown to him, covered with tangled vines as prolific as the vines of Lombardy. Verrazano’s voyage and his landings can be traced all the way from Carolina to the northern part of New England. He noted the wonderful harbour at the mouth of the Hudson, skirted the coast eastward from that point, and then followed northward along the shores of Massachusetts and Maine. Beyond this Verrazano seems to have made no landings, but he followed the coast of Nova Scotia and Newfoundland. He sailed, so he says, as far as fifty degrees north, or almost to the Strait of Belle Isle. Then he turned eastward, headed out into the great ocean, and reached France in safety. Unfortunately, Verrazano did not write a detailed account of that part of his voyage which related to Canadian waters. But there is no doubt that his glowing descriptions must have done much to stimulate the French to further effort. Unhappily, at the moment of his return, his royal master was deeply engaged in a disastrous invasion of Italy, where he shortly met the crushing defeat at Pavia (1525) which left him a captive in the hands of his Spanish rival. His absence crippled French enterprise, and Verrazano’s explorations were not followed up till a change of fortune enabled Francis to send out the famous expedition of Jacques Cartier.

One other expedition to Canada deserves brief mention before we come to Cartier’s crowning discovery of the St Lawrence river. This is the voyage of Stephen Gomez, who was sent out in the year 1524. by Charles V, the rival of Francis I. He spent about ten months on the voyage, following much the same course as Verrazano, but examining with far greater care the coast of Nova Scotia and the territory about the opening of the Gulf of St Lawrence. His course can be traced from the Penobscot river in Maine to the island of Cape Breton. He entered the Bay of Fundy, and probably went far enough to realize from its tides, rising sometimes to a height of sixty or seventy feet, that its farther end could not be free, and that it could not furnish an open passage to the Western Sea. Running north-east along the shore of Nova Scotia, Gomez sailed through the Gut of Canso, thus learning that Cape Breton was an island. He named it the Island of St John-or, rather, he transferred to it this name, which the map-makers had already used. Hence it came about that the ‘Island of St John’ occasions great confusion in the early geography of Canada. The first map-makers who used it secured their information indirectly, we may suppose, from the Cabot voyages and the fishermen who frequented the coast. They marked it as an island lying in the ‘Bay of the Bretons,’ which had come to be the name for the open mouth of the Gulf of St Lawrence. Gomez, however, used the name for Cape Breton island. Later on, the name was applied to what is now Prince Edward Island. All this is only typical of the difficulties in understanding the accounts of the early voyages to America. Gomez duly returned to the port of Corunna in June 1525.

We may thus form some idea of the general position of American exploration and discovery at the time when Cartier made his momentous voyages. The maritime nations of Europe, in searching for a passage to the half-mythical empires of Asia, had stumbled on a great continent. At first they thought it Asia itself. Gradually they were realizing that this was not Asia, but an outlying land that lay between Europe and Asia and that must be passed by the navigator before Cathay and Cipango could rise upon the horizon. But the new continent was vast in extent. It blocked the westward path from pole to pole. With each voyage, too, the resources and the native beauty of the new land became more apparent. The luxuriant islands of the West Indies, and the Aztec empire of Mexico, were already bringing wealth and grandeur to the monarchy of Spain. South of Mexico it had been already found that the great barrier of the continent extended to the cold tempestuous seas of the Antarctic region. Magellan’s voyage (1519-22) had proved indeed that by rounding South America the way was open to the spice islands of the east. But the route was infinitely long and arduous. The hope of a shorter passage by the north beckoned the explorer. Of this north country nothing but its coast was known as yet. Cabot and the fishermen had found a land of great forests, swept by the cold and leaden seas of the Arctic, and holding its secret clasped in the iron grip of the northern ice. The Corte-Reals, Verrazano, and Gomez had looked upon the endless panorama of the Atlantic coast of North America — the glorious forests draped with tangled vines extending to the sanded beaches of the sea — the wide inlets round the mouths of mighty rivers moving silent and mysterious from the heart of the unknown continent. Here and there a painted savage showed the bright feathers of his headgear as he lurked in the trees of the forest or stood, in fearless curiosity, gazing from the shore at the white-winged ships of the strange visitants from the sky. But for the most part all, save the sounds of nature, was silence and mystery. The waves thundered upon the sanded beach of Carolina and lashed in foam about the rocks of the iron coasts of New England and the New Found Land. The forest mingled its murmurs with the waves, and, as the sun sank behind the unknown hills, wafted its perfume to the anchored ships that rode upon the placid bosom of the evening sea. And beyond all this was mystery — the mystery of the unknown East, the secret of the pathway that must lie somewhere hidden in the bays and inlets of the continent of silent beauty, and above all the mysterious sense of a great history still to come for this new land itself — a sense of the murmuring of many voices caught as the undertone of the rustling of the forest leaves, but rising at last to the mighty sound of the vast civilization that in the centuries to come should pour into the silent wildernesses of America.

To such a land — to such a mystery — sailed forth Jacques Cartier, discoverer of Canada.


BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE
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THE ICELANDIC SAGAS contain legends of a discovery of America before Columbus. Benjamin de Costa, in his ‘Pre-Columbian Discovery of America’, has given translations of a number of these legends. Other works bearing on this mythical period are: A. M. Reeves’s ‘The Finding of Wineland the Good’; J. E. Olson’s ‘The Voyages of the Northmen’ in Vol. I of the ‘Original Narrative of Early American History’, edited by J. F. Jameson; Fridtjof Nansen’s ‘In Northern Mists’; and John Fiske’s ‘The Discovery of America’. A number of general histories have chapters bearing on pre-Columbian discovery; the most accessible of these are: Justin Winsor’s ‘Narrative and Critical History of America’; Charlevoix’s ‘Histoire et description generale de la Nouvelle France’ (1744), translated with notes by J. G. Shea (1886); Henry Harrisse’s ‘Discovery of North America’; and the ‘Conquest of Canada’, by the author of ‘Hochelaga’.

There are numerous works in the Spanish, French, Italian, and English languages dealing with Columbus and his time. Pre-eminent among the latter are: Irving’s ‘Life of Columbus’; Winsor’s ‘Christopher Columbus and how he Received and Imparted the Spirit of Discovery’; Helps’s ‘Life of Columbus’; Prescott’s ‘History of Ferdinand and Isabella’; Crompton’s ‘Life of Columbus’; St John’s ‘Life of Columbus’; and Major’s ‘Select Letters of Columbus’ (a Hakluyt Society publication). Likewise in every important work which deals with the early history of North or South America, Columbus and his voyages are discussed.

The literature dealing with the Cabots is quite as voluminous as that bearing on Columbus. Henry Harrisse’s ‘John Cabot, the Discoverer of North America and Sebastian, his Son; a Chapter of the Maritime History of England under the Tudors, 1496-1557’, is a most exhaustive work. Other authoritative works on the Cabots are Nichols’s ‘Remarkable Life, Adventures, and Discoveries of Sebastian Cabot’, in which an effort is made to give the chief glory of the discovery of America not to John Cabot, but to his son Sebastian; Dawson’s ‘The Voyages of the Cabots, 1497 and 1498’, ‘The Voyages of the Cabots, a Sequel’, and ‘The Voyages of the Cabots, Latest Phases of the Controversy’, in ‘Transactions Royal Society of Canada’; Biddle’s ‘Memoir of Sebastian Cabot’; Beazley’s ‘John and Sebastian Cabot, The Discovery of North America’; and Weare’s ‘Cabot’s Discovery of America’.

A number of European writers have made able studies of the work of Verrazano, and two American scholars have contributed valuable works on that explorer’s life and achievements; these are, De Costa’s ‘Verrazano the Explorer: a Vindication of his Letter and Voyage’, and Murphy’s ‘The Voyage of Verrazano’.

In addition to the general histories already mentioned, the following works contain much information on the voyages of the forerunners of Jacques Cartier: Parkman’s ‘Pioneers of France’; Kohl’s ‘Discovery of Maine’; Woodbury’s ‘Relation of the Fisheries to the Discovery of North America’ (in this work it is claimed that the Basques antedated the Cabots); Dawson’s ‘The St Lawrence Basin and Its Borderlands’; Weise’s ‘The Discoveries of America’; ‘The Journal of Christopher Columbus’, and ‘Documents relating to the Voyages of John Cabot and Gaspar Corte-Real’, translated with Notes and an Introduction by Sir Clements R. Markham; and Biggar’s ‘The Precursors of Jacques Cartier, 1497-1534’. This last work is essential to the student of the early voyages to America. It contains documents, many published for the first time, in Latin, Portuguese, Spanish, Italian, and French dealing with exploration. The notes are invaluable, and the documents, with the exception of those in French, are carefully though freely translated.

For the native tribes of America the reader would do well to consult the ‘Handbook of American Indians North of Mexico’, published by the Bureau of American Ethnology, and the ‘Handbook of Indians of Canada’, reprinted by the Canadian Government, with additions and minor alterations, from the preceding work, under the direction of James White, F.R.G.S.


The Mariner of St. Malo
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CHAPTER I. EARLY LIFE
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IN THE TOWN hall of the seaport of St Malo there hangs a portrait of Jacques Cartier, the great sea-captain of that place, whose name is associated for all time with the proud title of ‘Discoverer of Canada.’ The picture is that of a bearded man in the prime of life, standing on the deck of a ship, his bent elbow resting upon the gunwale, his chin supported by his hand, while his eyes gaze outward upon the western ocean as if seeking to penetrate its mysteries. The face is firm and strong, with tight-set jaw, prominent brow, and the full, inquiring eye of the man accustomed both to think and to act. The costume marks the sea-captain of four centuries ago. A thick cloak, gathered by a belt at the waist, enwraps the stalwart figure. On his head is the tufted Breton cap familiar in the pictures of the days of the great navigators. At the waist, on the left side, hangs a sword, and, on the right, close to the belt, the dirk or poniard of the period.

How like or unlike the features of Cartier this picture in the town hall may be, we have no means of telling. Painted probably in 1839, it has hung there for more than seventy years, and the record of the earlier prints or drawings from which its artist drew his inspiration no longer survives. We know, indeed, that an ancient map of the eastern coast of America, made some ten years after the first of Cartier’s voyages, has pictured upon it a group of figures that represent the landing of the navigator and his followers among the Indians of Gaspe. It was the fashion of the time to attempt by such decorations to make maps vivid. Demons, deities, mythological figures and naked savages disported themselves along the borders of the maps and helped to decorate unexplored spaces of earth and ocean. Of this sort is the illustration on the map in question. But it is generally agreed that we have no right to identify Cartier with any of the figures in the scene, although the group as a whole undoubtedly typifies his landing upon the seacoast of Canada.

There is rumour, also, that the National Library at Paris contains an old print of Cartier, who appears therein as a bearded man passing from the prime of life to its decline. The head is slightly bowed with the weight of years, and the face is wanting in that suggestion of unconquerable will which is the dominating feature of the portrait of St Malo. This is the picture that appears in the form of a medallion, or ring-shaped illustration, in more than one of the modern works upon the great adventurer. But here again we have no proofs of identity, for we know nothing of the origin of the portrait.

Curiously enough an accidental discovery of recent years seems to confirm in some degree the genuineness of the St Malo portrait. There stood until the autumn of 1908, in the French-Canadian fishing village of Cap-des-Rosiers, near the mouth of the St Lawrence, a house of very ancient date. Precisely how old it was no one could say, but it was said to be the oldest existing habitation of the settlement. Ravaged by perhaps two centuries of wind and weather, the old house afforded but little shelter against the boisterous gales and the bitter cold of the rude climate of the Gulf. Its owner decided to tear it down, and in doing so he stumbled upon a startling discovery. He found a dummy window that, generations before, had evidently been built over and concealed. From the cavity thus disclosed he drew forth a large wooden medallion, about twenty inches across, with the portrait of a man carved in relief. Here again are the tufted hat, the bearded face, and the features of the picture of St Malo. On the back of the wood, the deeply graven initials J. C. seemed to prove that the image which had lain hidden for generations behind the woodwork of the old Canadian house is indeed that of the great discoverer. Beside the initials is carved the date 1704.. This wooden medallion would appear to have once figured as the stern shield of some French vessel, wrecked probably upon the Gaspe coast. As it must have been made long before the St Malo portrait was painted, the resemblance of the two faces perhaps indicates the existence of some definite and genuine portrait of Jacques Cartier, of which the record has been lost.

It appears, therefore, that we have the right to be content with the picture which hangs in the town hall of the seaport of St Malo. If it does not show us Cartier as he was, — and we have no absolute proof in the one or the other direction, — at least it shows us Cartier as he might well have been, with precisely the face and bearing which the hero-worshipper would read into the character of such a discoverer.

The port of St Malo, the birthplace and the home of Cartier, is situated in the old province of Brittany, in the present department of Ille-et-Vilaine. It is thus near the lower end of the English Channel. To the north, about forty miles away, lies Jersey, the nearest of the Channel Islands, while on the west surges the restless tide of the broad Atlantic. The situation of the port has made it a nursery of hardy seamen. The town stands upon a little promontory that juts out as a peninsula into the ocean. The tide pours in and out of the harbour thus formed, and rises within the harbour to a height of thirty or forty feet. The rude gales of the western ocean spend themselves upon the rocky shores of this Breton coast. Here for centuries has dwelt a race of adventurous fishermen and navigators, whose daring is unsurpassed by any other seafaring people in the world.

The history, or at least the legend, of the town goes back ten centuries before the time of Cartier. It was founded, tradition tells us, by a certain Aaron, a pilgrim who landed there with his disciples in the year 507 A.D., and sought shelter upon the sea-girt promontory which has since borne the name of Aaron’s Rock. Aaron founded a settlement. To the same place came, about twenty years later, a bishop of Castle Gwent, with a small band of followers. The leader of this flock was known as St Malo, and he gave his name to the seaport.

But the religious character of the first settlement soon passed away. St Malo became famous as the headquarters of the corsairs of the northern coast. These had succeeded the Vikings of an earlier day, and they showed a hardihood and a reckless daring equal to that of their predecessors. Later on, in more settled times, the place fell into the hands of the fishermen and traders of northern France. When hardy sailors pushed out into the Atlantic ocean to reach the distant shores of America, St Malo became a natural port and place of outfit for the passage of the western sea.

Jacques Cartier first saw the light in the year 1491. The family has been traced back to a grandfather who lived in the middle of the fifteenth century. This Jean Cartier, or Quartier, who was born in St Malo in 1428, took to wife in 1457 Guillemette Baudoin. Of the four sons that she bore him, Jamet, the eldest, married Geseline Jansart, and of their five children the second one, Jacques, rose to greatness as the discoverer of Canada. There is little to chronicle that is worth while of the later descendants of the original stock. Jacques Cartier himself was married in 1519 to Marie Katherine des Granches. Her father was the Chevalier Honore des Granches, high constable of St Malo. In all probability he stood a few degrees higher in the social scale of the period than such plain seafaring folk as the Cartier family. From this, biographers have sought to prove that, early in life, young Jacques Cartier must have made himself a notable person among his townsmen. But the plain truth is that we know nothing of the circumstances that preceded the marriage, and have only the record of 15199 on the civil register of St Malo: ‘The nuptial benediction was received by Jacques Cartier, master-pilot of the port of Saincte-Malo, son of Jamet Cartier and of Geseline Jansart, and Marie Katherine des Granches, daughter of Messire Honore des Granches, chevalier of our lord the king, and constable of the town and city of Saint-Malo.’

Cartier’s marriage was childless, so that he left no direct descendants. But the branches of the family descended from the original Jean Cartier appear on the registers of St Malo, Saint Briac, and other places in some profusion during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. The family seems to have died out, although not many years ago direct descendants of Pierre Cartier, the uncle of Jacques, were still surviving in France.

It is perhaps no great loss to the world that we have so little knowledge of the ancestors and relatives of the famous mariner. It is, however, deeply to be deplored that, beyond the record of his voyages, we know so little of Jacques Cartier himself. We may take it for granted that he early became a sailor. Brought up at such a time and place, he could hardly have failed to do so. Within a few years after the great discovery of Columbus, the Channel ports of St Malo and Dieppe were sending forth adventurous fishermen to ply their trade among the fogs of the Great Banks of the New Land. The Breton boy, whom we may imagine wandering about the crowded wharves of the little harbour, must have heard strange tales from the sailors of the new discoveries. Doubtless he grew up, as did all the seafarers of his generation, with the expectation that at any time some fortunate adventurer might find behind the coasts and islands now revealed to Europe in the western sea the half-fabled empires of Cipango and Cathay. That, when a boy, he came into actual contact with sailors who had made the Atlantic voyage is not to be questioned. We know that in 1507 the Pensee of Dieppe had crossed to the coast of Newfoundland and that this adventure was soon followed by the sailing of other Norman ships for the same goal.

We have, however, no record of Cartier and his actual doings until we find his name in an entry on the baptismal register of St Malo. He stood as godfather to his nephew, Etienne Nouel, the son of his sister Jehanne. Strangely enough, this proved to be only the first of a great many sacred ceremonies of this sort in which he took part. There is a record of more than fifty baptisms at St Malo in the next forty-five years in which the illustrious mariner had some share; in twenty-seven of them he appeared as a godfather.

What voyages Cartier actually made before he suddenly appears in history as a pilot of the king of France and the protege of the high admiral of France we do not know. This position in itself, and the fact that at the time of his marriage in 1519 he had already the rank of master-pilot, would show that he had made the Atlantic voyage. There is some faint evidence that he had even been to Brazil, for in the account of his first recorded voyage he makes a comparison between the maize of Canada and that of South America; and in those days this would scarcely have occurred to a writer who had not seen both plants of which he spoke. ‘There groweth likewise,’ so runs the quaint translation that appears in Hakluyt’s ‘Voyages,’ ‘a kind of Millet as big as peason [i.e. peas] like unto that which groweth in Bresil.’ And later on, in the account of his second voyage, he repeats the reference to Brazil; then ‘goodly and large fields’ which he saw on the present site of Montreal recall to him the millet fields of Brazil. It is possible, indeed, that not only had he been in Brazil, but that he had carried a native of that country to France. In a baptismal register of St Malo is recorded the christening, in 1528, of a certain ‘Catherine of Brezil,’ to whom Cartier’s wife stood godmother. We may, in fancy at least, suppose that this forlorn little savage with the regal title was a little girl whom the navigator, after the fashion of his day, had brought home as living evidence of the existence of the strange lands that he had seen.

Out of this background, then, of uncertainty and conjecture emerges, in 1534, Jacques Cartier, a master-pilot in the prime of life, now sworn to the service of His Most Christian Majesty Francis I of France, and about to undertake on behalf of his illustrious master a voyage to the New Land.


CHAPTER II. THE FIRST VOYAGE — NEWFOUNDLAND AND LABRADOR
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IT WAS ON April 20, 1534, that Jacques Cartier sailed out of the port of St Malo on his first voyage in the service of Francis I. Before leaving their anchorage the commander, the sailing-masters, and the men took an oath, administered by Charles de Mouy, vice-admiral of France, that they would behave themselves truly and faithfully in the service of the Most Christian King. The company were borne in two ships, each of about sixty tons burden, and numbered in all sixty-one souls.

The passage across the ocean was pleasant. Fair winds, blowing fresh and strong from the east, carried the clumsy caravels westward on the foaming crests of the Atlantic surges. Within twenty days of their departure the icebound shores of Newfoundland rose before their eyes. Straight in front of them was Cape Bonavista, the ‘Cape of Happy Vision,’ already known and named by the fishermen-explorers, who had welcomed the sight of its projecting headlands after the weary leagues of unbroken sea. But approach to the shore was impossible. The whole coastline was blocked with the ‘great store of ice’ that lay against it. The ships ran southward and took shelter in a little haven about five leagues south of the cape, to which Cartier gave the name St Catherine’s Haven, either in fond remembrance of his wife, or, as is more probable, in recognition of the help and guidance of St Catherine, whose natal day, April 30, had fallen midway in his voyage. The harbourage is known to-day as Catalina, and lies distant, as the crow flies, about eighty miles north-westward of the present city of St John’s in Newfoundland. Here the mariners remained ten days, ‘looking for fair weather,’ and engaged in mending and ‘dressing’ their boats.

At this time, it must be remembered, the coast of Newfoundland was, in some degree, already known. Ships had frequently passed through the narrow passage of Belle Isle that separates Newfoundland from the coast of Labrador. Of the waters, however, that seemed to open up beyond, or of the exact relation of the Newfoundland coastline to the rest of the great continent nothing accurate was known. It might well be that the inner waters behind the inhospitable headlands of Belle Isle would prove the gateway to the great empires of the East. Cartier’s business at any rate was to explore, to see all that could be seen, and to bring news of it to his royal master. This he set himself to do, with the persevering thoroughness that was the secret of his final success. He coasted along the shore from cape to cape and from island to island, sounding and charting as he went, noting the shelter for ships that might be found, and laying down the bearing of the compass from point to point. It was his intent, good pilot as he was, that those who sailed after him should find it easy to sail on these coasts.

From St Catherine’s Harbour the ships sailed on May 21 with a fine off-shore wind that made it easy to run on a course almost due north. As they advanced on this course the mainland sank again from sight, but presently they came to an island. It lay far out in the sea, and was surrounded by a great upheaval of jagged and broken ice. On it and around it they saw so dense a mass of birds that no one, declares Cartier, could have believed it who had not seen it for himself. The birds were as large as jays, they were coloured black and white, and they could scarcely fly because of their small wings and their exceeding fatness. The modern enquirer will recognize, perhaps, the great auk which once abounded on the coast, but which is now extinct. The sailors killed large numbers of the birds, and filled two boats with them. Then the ships sailed on rejoicing from the Island of Birds with six barrels full of salted provisions added to their stores. Cartier’s Island of Birds is the Funk Island of our present maps.

The ships now headed west and north to come into touch with land again. To the great surprise of the company they presently met a huge polar bear swimming in the open sea, and evidently heading for the tempting shores of the Island of Birds. The bear was ‘as great as any cow and as white as a swan.’ The sailors lowered boats in pursuit, and captured ‘by main force’ the bear, which supplied a noble supper for the captors. ‘Its flesh,’ wrote Cartier, ‘was as good to eat as any heifer of two years.’

The explorers sailed on westward, changing their course gradually to the north to follow the broad curve of the Atlantic coast of Newfoundland. Jutting headlands and outlying capes must have alternately appeared and disappeared on the western horizon. May 24, found the navigators off the entrance of Belle Isle. After four hundred years of maritime progress, the passage of the narrow strait that separates Newfoundland from Labrador remains still rough and dangerous, even for the great steel ships of to-day. We can imagine how forbidding it must have looked to Cartier and his companions from the decks of their small storm-tossed caravels. Heavy gales from the west came roaring through the strait. Great quantities of floating ice ground to and fro under the wind and current. So stormy was the outlook that for the time being the passage seemed impossible. But Cartier was not to be baulked in his design. He cast anchor at the eastern mouth of the strait, in what is now the little harbour of Kirpon (Carpunt), and there day after day, stormbound by the inclement weather, he waited until June 9. Then at last he was able to depart, hoping, as he wrote, ‘with the help of God to sail farther.’

Having passed through the Strait of Belle Isle, Cartier crossed over to the northern coast. Two days of prosperous sailing with fair winds carried him far along the shore to a distance of more than a hundred miles west of the entrance of the Strait of Belle Isle. Whether he actually touched on his way at the island now known as Belle Isle is a matter of doubt. He passed an island which he named St Catherine, and which he warned all mariners to avoid because of dangerous shoals that lay about it. We find his track again with certainty when he reaches the shelter of the Port of Castles. The name was given to the anchorage by reason of the striking cliffs of basaltic rock, which here give to the shore something of the appearance of a fortress. The place still bears the name of Castle Bay.

Sailing on to the west, Cartier noted the glittering expanse of Blanc Sablon (White Sands), still known by the name received from these first explorers. On June 10 the ships dropped anchor in the harbour of Brest, which lies on the northern coast of the Gulf of St Lawrence among many little islands lining the shore. This anchorage seems to have been known already in Cartier’s time, and it became afterwards a famous place of gathering for the French fishermen. Later on in the sixteenth century a fort was erected there, and the winter settlement about it is said to have contained at one time as many as a thousand people. But its prosperity vanished later, and the fort had been abandoned before the great conflict had begun between France and Great Britain for the possession of North America. Cartier secured wood and water at Brest. Leaving his ships there for the time being, he continued his westward exploration in his boats.

The careful pilot marked every striking feature of the coast, the bearing of the headlands and the configuration of the many islands which stud these rock-bound and inhospitable shores. He spent a night on one of these islands, and the men found great quantities of ducks’ eggs. The next day, still sailing to the west, he reached so fine an anchorage that he was induced to land and plant a cross there in honour of St Servan. Beyond this again was an island ‘round like an oven.’ Still farther on he found a great river, as he thought it, which came sweeping down from the highlands of the interior.

As the boats lay in the mouth of the river, there came bearing down upon them a great fishing ship which had sailed from the French port of La Rochelle, and was now seeking vainly for the anchorage of Brest. Cartier’s careful observations now bore fruit. He and his men went in their small boats to the fishing ship and gave the information needed for the navigation of the coast. The explorers still pressed on towards the west, till they reached a place which Cartier declared to be one of the finest harbours of the world, and which he called Jacques Cartier Harbour. This is probably the water now known as Cumberland Harbour. The forbidding aspect of the northern shore and the adverse winds induced Cartier to direct his course again towards the south, to the mainland, as he thought, but really to the island of Newfoundland; and so he now turned back with his boats to rejoin the ships. The company gathered safely again at Brest on Sunday, June 14, and Cartier caused a mass to be sung.

During the week spent in exploring the north shore, Cartier had not been very favourably impressed by the country. It seemed barren and inhospitable. It should not, he thought, be called the New Land, but rather stones and wild crags and a place fit for wild beasts. The soil seemed worthless. ‘In all the north land,’ said he, ‘I did not see a cartload of good earth. To be short, I believe that this was the land that God allotted to Cain.’ From time to time the explorers had caught sight of painted savages, with heads adorned with bright feathers and with bodies clad in the skins of wild beasts. They were roving upon the shore or passing in light boats made of bark among the island channels of the coast. ‘They are men,’ wrote Cartier, ‘of an indifferent good stature and bigness, but wild and unruly. They wear their hair tied on the top like a wreath of hay and put a wooden pin within it, or any other such thing instead of a nail, and with them they bind certain birds’ feathers. They are clothed with beasts’ skins as well the men as women, but that the women go somewhat straighter and closer in their garments than the men do, with their waists girded. They paint themselves with certain roan colours. Their boats are made with the bark of birch trees, with the which they fish and take great store of seals, and, as far as we could understand since our coming thither, that is not their habitation, but they come from the mainland out of hotter countries to catch the said seals and other necessaries for their living.’

There has been much discussion as to these savages. It has been thought by some that they were a southern branch of the Eskimos, by others that they were Algonquin Indians who had wandered eastward from the St Lawrence region. But the evidence goes to show that they belonged to the lost tribe of the ‘Red Indians’ of Newfoundland, the race which met its melancholy fate by deliberate and ruthless destruction at the hands of the whites. Cabot had already seen these people on his voyage to the coast, and described them as painted with ‘red ochre.’ Three of them he had captured and taken to England as an exhibit. For two hundred years after the English settlement of Newfoundland, these ‘Red Indians’ were hunted down till they were destroyed. ‘It was considered meritorious,’ says a historian of the island, ‘to shoot a Red Indian. To “go to look for Indians” came to be as much a phrase as to “look for partridges.” They were harassed from post to post, from island to island: their hunting and fishing stations were unscrupulously seized by the invading English. They were shot down without the least provocation, or captured to be exposed as curiosities to the rabble at fairs in the western towns of Christian England at twopence apiece.’ So much for the ill-fated savages among whom Cartier planted his first cross.

On June 15, Cartier, disappointed, as we have seen, with the rugged country that he found on the northern shore, turned south again to pick up the mainland, as he called it, of Newfoundland. Sailing south from Brest to a distance of about sixty miles, he found himself on the same day off Point Rich on the west coast of Newfoundland, to which, from its appearance, he gave the name of the Double Cape. For three days the course lay to the south-west along the shore. The panorama that was unfolded to the eye of the explorer was cheerless. The wind blew cold and hard from the north-east. The weather was dark and gloomy, while through the rifts of the mist and fog that lay heavy on the face of the waters there appeared only a forbidding and scarcely habitable coast. Low lands with islands fringed the shore. Behind them great mountains, hacked and furrowed in their outline, offered an uninviting prospect. There was here no Eldorado such as, farther south, met the covetous gaze of a Cortez or a Pizarro, no land of promise luxuriant with the vegetation of the tropics such as had greeted the eyes of Columbus at his first vision of the Indies. A storm-bound coast, a relentless climate and a reluctant soil-these were the treasures of the New World as first known to the discoverer of Canada.

For a week Cartier and his men lay off the coast. The headland of Cape Anguille marks the approximate southward limit of their exploration. Great gales drove the water in a swirl of milk-white foam among the rocks that line the foot of this promontory. Beyond this point they saw nothing of the Newfoundland shore, except that, as the little vessels vainly tried to beat their way to the south against the fierce storms, the explorers caught sight of a second great promontory that appeared before them through the mist. This headland Cartier called Cape St John. In spite of the difficulty of tracing the storm-set path of the navigators, it is commonly thought that the point may be identified as Cape Anguille, which lies about twenty-five miles north of Cape Ray, the south-west ‘corner’ of Newfoundland.

Had Cartier been able to go forward in the direction that he had been following, he would have passed out between Newfoundland and Cape Breton island into the open Atlantic, and would have realized that his New Land was, after all, an island and not the mainland of the continent. But this discovery was reserved for his later voyage. He seems, indeed, when he presently came to the islands that lie in the mouth of the Gulf of St Lawrence, to have suspected that a passage here lay to the open sea. Doubtless the set of the wind and current revealed it to the trained instinct of the pilot. ‘If it were so,’ he wrote, ‘it would be a great shortening as well of the time as of the way, if any perfection could be found in it.’ But it was just as well that he did not seek further the opening into the Atlantic. By turning westward from the ‘heel’ of Newfoundland he was led to discover the milder waters and the more fortunate lands which awaited him on the further side of the Gulf.


CHAPTER III. THE FIRST VOYAGE — THE GULF OF ST LAWRENCE
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ON JUNE 25 Cartier turned his course away from Newfoundland and sailed westward into what appeared to be open sea. But it was not long before he came in sight of land again. About sixty miles from the Newfoundland shore and thirty miles east from the Magdalen Islands, two abrupt rocks rise side by side from the sea; through one of them the beating surf has bored a passage, so that to Cartier’s eye, as his ships hove in sight of them, the rocks appeared as three. At the present time a lighthouse of the Canadian government casts its rays from the top of one of these rocky islets, across the tossing waters of the Gulf. Innumerable sea-fowl encircled the isolated spot and built their nests so densely upon the rocks as to cover the whole of the upper surface. At the base of one of these Bird Rocks Cartier stopped his ships in their westward course, and his men killed great numbers of the birds so easily that he declared he could have filled thirty boats with them in an hour.

The explorers continued on their way, and a sail of a few hours brought them to an island like to none that they had yet seen. After the rock-bound coast of the north it seemed, indeed, a veritable paradise. Thick groves of splendid trees alternated with beautiful glades and meadow-land, while the fertile soil of the island, through its entire length of about six miles, was carpeted with bright flowers, blossoming peas, and the soft colours of the wild rose. ‘One acre of this land,’ said Cartier, ’is worth more than all the New Land.’ The ships lay off the shore of the island all night and replenished the stores of wood and water. The land abounded with game; the men of St Malo saw bears and foxes, and, to their surprise they saw also great beasts that basked upon the shore, with ‘two great teeth in their mouths like elephants.’ One of these walruses, — for such they doubtless were, — was chased by the sailors, but cast itself into the sea and disappeared. We can imagine how, through the long twilight of the June evening, the lovely scene was loud with the voices of the exultant explorers. It was fitting that Cartier should name this island of good omen after his patron, the Seigneur de Brion, admiral of France. To this day the name Brion Island, — corrupted sometimes to Byron Island, — recalls the landing of Jacques Cartier.

From this temporary halting-place the ships sailed on down the west coast of the Magdalen Islands. The night of June 28 found them at anchor off Entry Island at the southern end of the group. From here a course laid to the south-west brought the explorers into sight of Prince Edward Island. This they supposed to be, of course, the mainland of the great American continent. Turning towards the north-west, the ships followed the outline of the coast. They sailed within easy sight of the shore, and from their decks the explorer and his companions were able to admire the luxuriant beauty of the scene. Here again was a land of delight: ‘It is the fairest land,’ wrote Cartier, ‘that may possibly be seen, full of goodly meadows and trees.’ All that it lacked was a suitable harbour, which the explorers sought in vain. At one point a shallow river ran rippling to the sea, and here they saw savages crossing the stream in their canoes, but they found no place where the ships could be brought to anchor.

July 1 found the vessels lying off the northern end of Prince Edward Island. Here they lowered the boats, and searched the shore-line for a suitable anchorage. As they rowed along a savage was seen running upon the beach and making signs. The boats were turned towards him, but, seized with a sudden panic, he ran away. Cartier landed a boat and set up a little staff in the sand with a woollen girdle and a knife, as a present for the fugitive and a mark of good-will.

It has been asserted that this landing on a point called Cap-des-Sauvages by Cartier, in memory of the incident, took place on the New Brunswick shore. But the weight of evidence is in favour of considering that North Cape in Prince Edward Island deserves the honour. As the event occurred on July 1, some writers have tried to find a fortunate coincidence in the landing of the discoverer of Canada on its soil on the day that became, three hundred and thirty-three years later, Dominion Day. But the coincidence is not striking. Cartier had already touched Canadian soil at Brest, which is at the extreme end of the Quebec coast, and on the Magdalen Islands.

Cartier’s boats explored the northern end of prince Edward Island for many miles. All that he saw delighted him. ‘We went that day on shore,’ he wrote in his narrative, ‘in four places, to see the goodly sweet and smelling trees that were there. We found them to be cedars, yews, pines, white elms, ash, willows, With many other sorts of trees to us unknown, but without any fruit. The grounds where no wood is are very fair, and all full of peason [peas], white and red gooseberries, strawberries, blackberries, and wild corn, even like unto rye, which seemed to have been sowed and ploughed. This country is of better temperature than any other land that can be seen, and very hot. There are many thrushes, stock-doves, and other birds. To be short, there wanteth nothing but good harbours.’

On July 2, the ships, sailing on westward from the head of Prince Edward Island, came in sight of the New Brunswick coast. They had thus crossed Northumberland Strait, which separates the island from the mainland. Cartier, however, supposed this to be merely a deep bay, extending inland on his left, and named it the Bay of St Lunario. Before him on the northern horizon was another headland, and to the left the deep triangular bay known now as Miramichi. The shallowness of the water and the low sunken aspect of the shore led him to decide, rightly, that there was to be found here no passage to the west. It was his hope, of course, that at some point on his path the shore might fold back and disclose to him the westward passage to the fabled empires of the East. The deep opening of the Chaleur Bay, which extended on the left hand as the ships proceeded north, looked like such an opening. Hopes ran high, and Cartier named the projecting horn which marks the southern side of the mouth of the bay the Cape of Good Hope. Like Vasco da Gama, when he rounded South Africa, Cartier now thought that he had found the gateway of a new world. The cheery name has, however, vanished from the map in favour of the less striking one of Point Miscou.

Cartier sailed across the broad mouth of the bay to a point on the north shore, now known as Port Daniel. Here his ships lay at anchor till July 12, in order that he might carry on, in boats, the exploration of the shore.

On July 6, after hearing mass, the first boat with an exploring party set forth and almost immediately fell in with a great number of savages coming in canoes from the southern shore. In all there were some forty or fifty canoes. The Indians, as they leaped ashore, shouted and made signs to the French, and held up skins on sticks as if anxious to enter into trade. But Cartier was in no mind to run the risk of closer contact with so numerous a company of savages. The French would not approach the fleet of canoes, and the savages, seeing this, began to press in on the strangers. For a moment affairs looked threatening. Cartier’s boat was surrounded by seven canoes filled with painted, gibbering savages. But the French had a formidable defence. A volley of musket shots fired by the sailors over the heads of the Indians dispersed the canoes in rapid flight. Finding, however, that no harm was done by the strange thunder of the weapons, the canoes came flocking back again, their occupants making a great noise and gesticulating wildly. They were, however, nervous, and when, as they came near, Cartier’s men let off two muskets they were terrified; ‘with great haste they began to flee, and would no more follow us.’ But the next day after the boat had returned to the ships, the savages came near to the anchorage, and some parties landed and traded together. The Indians had with them furs which they offered gladly in exchange for the knives and iron tools given them by the sailors. Cartier presented them also with ‘a red hat to give unto their captain.’ The Indians seemed delighted with the exchange. They danced about on the shore, went through strange ceremonies in pantomime and threw seawater over their heads. ‘They gave us,’ wrote Cartier, ‘whatsoever they had, not keeping anything, so that they were constrained to go back again naked, and made us signs that the next day they would come again and bring more skins with them.’

Four more days Cartier lingered in the bay. Again he sent boats from the ships in the hope of finding the westward passage, but to his great disappointment and grief the search was fruitless. The waters were evidently landlocked, and there was here, as he sadly chronicled, no thoroughfare to the westward sea. He met natives in large numbers. Hundreds of them — men, women, and children — came in their canoes to see the French explorers. They brought cooked meat, laid it on little pieces of wood, and, retreating a short distance, invited the French to eat. Their manner was as of those offering food to the gods who have descended from above. The women among them, coming fearlessly up to the explorers, stroked them with their hands, and then lifted these hands clasped to the sky, with every sign of joy and exultation. The Indians, as Cartier saw them, seemed to have no settled home, but to wander to and fro in their canoes, taking fish and game as they went. Their land appeared to him the fairest that could be seen, level as a pond; in every opening of the forest he saw wild grains and berries, roses and fragrant herbs. It was, indeed, a land of promise that lay basking in the sunshine of a Canadian summer. The warmth led Cartier to give to the bay the name it still bears — Chaleur.

On July 12 the ships went north again. Their progress was slow. Boisterous gales drove in great seas from the outer Gulf. At times the wind, blowing hard from the north, checked their advance and they had, as best they could, to ride out the storm. The sky was lowering and overcast, and thick mist and fog frequently enwrapped the ships. The 16th saw them driven by stress of weather into Gaspe Bay, where they lay until the 25th, with so dark a sky and so violent a storm raging over the Gulf that not even the daring seamen of St Malo thought it wise to venture out.

Here again they saw savages in great numbers, but belonging, so Cartier concluded, to a different tribe from those seen on the bay below. ‘We gave them knives,’ he wrote, ‘combs, beads of glass, and other trifles of small value, for which they made many signs of gladness, lifting their hands up to heaven, dancing and singing in their boats.’ They appeared to be a miserable people, in the lowest stage of savagery, going about practically naked, and owning nothing of any value except their boats and their fishing-nets. He noted that their heads were shaved except for a tuft ‘on the top of the crown as long as a horse’s tail.’ This, of course, was the ‘scalp lock,’ so suggestive now of the horrors of Indian warfare, but meaning nothing to the explorer. From its presence it is supposed that the savages were Indians of the Huron-Iroquois tribe. Cartier thought, from their destitute state, that there could be no poorer people in the world.

Before leaving the Bay of Gaspe, Cartier planted a great wooden cross at the entrance of the harbour. The cross stood thirty feet high, and at the centre of it he hung a shield with three fleurs-de-lis. At the top was carved in ancient lettering the legend, ‘VIVE LE ROY DE FRANCE.’ A large concourse of savages stood about the French explorers as they raised the cross to its place. ‘So soon as it was up,’ writes Cartier, ‘we altogether kneeled down before them, with our hands towards heaven yielding God thanks: and we made signs unto them, showing them the heavens, and that all our salvation depended only on Him which in them dwelleth; whereat they showed a great admiration, looking first at one another and then at the cross.’

The little group of sailors kneeling about the cross newly reared upon the soil of Canada as a symbol of the Gospel of Christ and of the sovereignty of France, the wondering savages turning their faces in awe towards the summer sky, serene again after the passing storms, — all this formed an impressive picture, and one that appears and reappears in the literature of Canada. But the first effect of the ceremony was not fortunate. By a sound instinct the savages took fright; they rightly saw in the erection of the cross the advancing shadow of the rule of the white man. After the French had withdrawn to their ships, the chief of the Indians came out with his brother and his sons to make protest against what had been done. He made a long oration, which the French could not, of course, understand. Pointing shoreward to the cross and making signs, the chief gave it to be understood that the country belonged to him and his people. He and his followers were, however, easily pacified by a few gifts and with the explanation, conveyed by signs, that the cross was erected to mark the entrance of the bay. The French entertained their guests bountifully with food and drink, and, having gaily decked out two sons of the chief in French shirts and red caps, they invited these young savages to remain on the ship and to sail with Cartier. They did so, and the chief and the others departed rejoicing. The next day the ships weighed anchor, surrounded by boat-loads of savages who shouted and gesticulated their farewells to those on board.

Cartier now turned his ships to the north-east. Westward on his left hand, had he known it, was the opening of the St Lawrence. From the trend of the land he supposed, however, that, by sailing in an easterly direction, he was again crossing one of the great bays of the coast. This conjecture seemed to be correct, as the coastline of the island of Anticosti presently appeared on the horizon. From July 27 until August 5 the explorers made their way along the shores of Anticosti, which they almost circumnavigated. Sailing first to the east they passed a low-lying country, almost bare of forests, but with verdant and inviting meadows. The shore ended at East Cape, named by Cartier Cape St Louis, and at this point the ships turned and made their way north-westward, along the upper shore of the island. On August 1, as they advanced, they came in sight of the mainland of the northern shore of the Gulf of St Lawrence, a low, flat country, heavily wooded, with great mountains forming a jagged sky-line. Cartier had now, evidently enough, come back again to the side of the great Gulf from which he had started, but, judging rightly that the way to the west might lie beyond the Anticosti coast, he continued on his voyage along that shore. Yet with every day progress became more difficult. As the ships approached the narrower waters between the west end of Anticosti and the mainland they met powerful tides and baffling currents. The wind, too, had turned against them and blew fiercely from the west.

For five days the intrepid mariners fought against the storms and currents that checked their advance. They were already in sight of what seemed after long searching to be the opening of the westward passage. But the fierce wind from the west so beat against them that the clumsy vessels could make no progress against it. Cartier lowered a boat, and during two hours the men rowed desperately into the wind. For a while the tide favoured them, but even then it ran so hard as to upset one of the boats. When the tide turned matters grew worse. There came rushing down with the wind and the current of the St Lawrence such a turmoil of the waters that the united strength of the thirteen men at the oars could not advance the boats by a stone’s-throw. The whole company landed on the island of Anticosti, and Cartier, with ten or twelve men, made his way on foot to the west end. Standing there and looking westward over the foaming waters lashed by the August storm, he was able to realize that the goal of his search for the coast of Asia, or at least for an open passage to the west, might lie before him, but that, for the time being, it was beyond his reach.

Turning back, the party rejoined the ships which had drifted helplessly before the wind some twelve miles down the shore. Arrived on board, Cartier called together his sailing-master, pilots, and mates to discuss what was to be done. They agreed that the contrary winds forbade further exploration. The season was already late; the coast of France was far away; within a few weeks the great gales of the equinox would be upon them. Accordingly the company decided to turn back. Soon the ships were heading along the northern shore of the Gulf, and with the boisterous wind behind them were running rapidly towards the east. They sailed towards the Newfoundland shore, caught sight of the Double Cape and then, heading north again, came to Blanc Sablon on August 9. Here they lay for a few days to prepare for the homeward voyage, and on August 15 they were under way once more for the passage of Belle Isle and the open sea.

‘And after that, upon August 15,’ so ends Cartier’s narrative, ‘being the feast of the Assumption of our Lady, after that we had heard service, we altogether departed from the port of Blanc Sablon, and with a happy and prosperous weather we came into the middle of the sea that is between Newfoundland and Brittany, in which place we were tossed and turmoiled three days long with great storms and windy tempests coming from the east, which with the aid and assistance of God we suffered: then had we fair weather, and upon the fifth of September, in the said year, we came to the port of St Malo whence we departed.’


CHAPTER IV. THE SECOND VOYAGE — THE ST LAWRENCE
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THE SECOND VOYAGE of Jacques Cartier, undertaken in the years 1535 and 1536, is the exploit on which his title to fame chiefly rests. In this voyage he discovered the river St Lawrence, visited the site of the present city of Quebec, and, ascending the river as far as Hochelaga, was enabled to view from the summit of Mount Royal the imposing panorama of plain and river and mountain which marks the junction of the St Lawrence and the Ottawa. He brought back to the king of France the rumour of great countries still to be discovered to the west, of vast lakes and rivers reaching so far inland that no man could say from what source they sprang, and the legend of a region rich with gold and silver that should rival the territory laid at the feet of Spain by the conquests of Cortez. If he did not find the long-sought passage to the Western Sea, at least he added to the dominions of France a territory the potential wealth of which, as we now see, was not surpassed even by the riches of Cathay.

The report of Cartier’s first voyage, written by himself, brought to him the immediate favour of the king. A commission, issued under the seal of Philippe Chabot, admiral of France, on October 30, 1534, granted to him wide powers for employing ships and men, and for the further prosecution of his discoveries. He was entitled to engage at the king’s charge three ships, equipped and provisioned for fifteen months, so that he might be able to spend, at least, an entire year in actual exploration. Cartier spent the winter in making his preparations, and in the springtime of the next year (1535) all was ready for the voyage.

By the middle of May the ships, duly manned and provisioned, lay at anchor in the harbour of St Malo, waiting only a fair wind to sail. They were three in number — the Grande Hermine of 120 tons burden; a ship of 60 tons which was rechristened the Petite Hermine, and which was destined to leave its timbers in the bed of a little rivulet beside Quebec, and a small vessel of 40 tons known as the Emerillon or Sparrow Hawk. On the largest of the ships Cartier himself sailed, with Claude de Pont Briand, Charles de la Pommeraye, and other gentlemen of France, lured now by a spirit of adventure to voyage to the New World. Mace Jalobert, who had married the sister of Cartier’s wife, commanded the second ship. Of the sailors the greater part were trained seamen of St Malo. Seventy-four of their names are still preserved upon a roll of the crew. The company numbered in all one hundred and twelve persons, including the two savages who had been brought from Gaspe in the preceding voyage, and who were now to return as guides and interpreters of the expedition.

Whether or not there were any priests on board the ships is a matter that is not clear. The titles of two persons in the roll — Dom Guillaume and Dom Antoine — seem to suggest a priestly calling. But the fact that Cartier made no attempt to baptize the Indians to whom he narrated the truths of the Gospel, and that he makes no mention of priests in connection with any of the sacred ceremonies which he carried out, seem to show that none were included in the expedition. There is, indeed, reference in the narrative to the hearing of mass, but it relates probably to the mere reading of prayers by the explorer himself. On one occasion, also, as will appear, Cartier spoke to the Indians of what his priests had told him, but the meaning of the phrase is doubtful.

Before sailing, every man of the company repaired to the Cathedral Church of St Malo, where all confessed their sins and received the benediction of the good bishop of the town. This was on the day and feast of Pentecost in 1535, and three days later, on May 19, the ships sailed out from the little harbour and were borne with a fair wind beyond the horizon of the west. But the voyage was by no means as prosperous as that of the year before. The ships kept happily together until May 26. Then they were assailed in mid-Atlantic by furious gales from the west, and were enveloped in dense banks of fog. During a month of buffeting against adverse seas, they were driven apart and lost sight of one another.

Cartier in the Grande Hermine reached the coast of Newfoundland safely on July coming again to the Island of Birds. ‘So full of birds it was,’ he writes, ‘that all the ships of France might be loaded with them, and yet it would not seem that any were taken away.’ On the next day the Grande Hermine sailed on through the Strait of Belle Isle for Blanc Sablon, and there, by agreement, waited in the hope that her consorts might arrive. In the end, on the 26th, the two missing ships sailed into the harbour together. Three days more were spent in making necessary repairs and in obtaining water and other supplies, and on the 29th at sunrise the reunited expedition set out on its exploration of the northern shore. During the first half of August their way lay over the course already traversed from the Strait of Belle Isle to the western end of Anticosti. The voyage along this coast was marked by no event of especial interest. Cartier, as before, noted carefully the bearing of the land as he went along, took soundings, and, in the interest of future pilots of the coast, named and described the chief headlands and landmarks as he passed. He found the coast for the most part dangerous and full of shoals. Here and there vast forests extended to the shore, but otherwise the country seemed barren and uninviting.

From the north shore Cartier sailed across to Anticosti, touching near what is now called Charleton Point; but, meeting with head winds, which, as in the preceding year, hindered his progress along the island, he turned to the north again and took shelter in what he called a ‘goodly great gulf full of islands, passages, and entrances towards what wind soever you please to bend.’ It might be recognized, he said, by a great island that runs out beyond the rest and on which is ‘an hill fashioned as it were an heap of corn.’ The ‘goodly gulf’ is Pillage Bay in the district of Saguenay, and the hill is Mount Ste Genevieve.

From this point the ships sailed again to Anticosti and reached the extreme western cape of that island. The two Indian guides were now in a familiar country. The land in sight, they told Cartier, was a great island; south of it was Gaspe, from which country Cartier had taken them in the preceding summer; two days’ journey beyond the island towards the west lay the kingdom of Saguenay, a part of the northern coast that stretches westwards towards the land of Canada. The use of this name, destined to mean so much to later generations, here appears for the first time in Cartier’s narrative. The word was evidently taken from the lips of the savages, but its exact significance has remained a matter of dispute. The most fantastic derivations have been suggested. Charlevoix, writing two hundred years later, even tells us that the name originated from the fact that the Spaniards had been upon the coast before Cartier, looking for mines. Their search proving fruitless, they kept repeating ‘aca nada’ (that is ‘nothing here’) in the hearing of the savages, who repeated the words to the French, thus causing them to suppose this to be the name of the country. There seems no doubt, however, that the word is Indian, though whether it is from the Iroquois Kannata, a settlement, or from some term meaning a narrow strait or passage, it is impossible to say.

From Anticosti, which Cartier named the Island of the Assumption, the ships sailed across to the Gaspe side of the Gulf, which they saw on August 16, and which was noted to be a land ‘full of very great and high hills.’ According to the information of his Indian guides, he had now reached the point beyond which extended the great kingdom of Saguenay. The northern and southern coasts were evidently drawing more closely together, and between them, so the savages averred, lay a great river.

‘There is,’ wrote Cartier in his narrative, ‘between the southerly lands and the northerly about thirty leagues distance and more than two hundred fathoms depth. The said men did, moreover, certify unto us that there was the way and beginning of the great river of Hochelaga, and ready way to Canada, which river the farther it went the narrower it came, even unto Canada, and that then there was fresh water which went so far upwards that they had never heard of any man who had gone to the head of it, and that there is no other passage but with small boats.’

The announcement that the waters in which he was sailing led inward to a fresh-water river brought to Cartier not the sense of elation that should have accompanied so great a discovery, but a feeling of disappointment. A fresh-water river could not be the westward passage to Asia that he had hoped to find, and, interested though he might be in the rumoured kingdom of Saguenay, it was with reluctance that he turned from the waters of the Gulf to the ascent of the great river. Indeed, he decided not to do this until he had tried by every means to find the wished-for opening on the coast of the Gulf. Accordingly, he sailed to the northern shore and came to the land among the Seven Islands, which lie near the mouth of the Ste Marguerite river, about eighty-five miles west of Anticosti, — the Round Islands, Cartier called them. Here, having brought the ships to a safe anchorage, riding in twenty fathoms of water, he sent the boats eastward to explore the portion of the coast towards Anticosti which he had not yet seen. He cherished a last hope that here, perhaps, the westward passage might open before him. But the boats returned from the expedition with no news other than that of a river flowing into the Gulf, in such volume that its water was still fresh three miles from the shore. The men declared, too, that they had seen ‘fishes shaped like horses,’ which, so the Indians said, retired to shore at night, and spent the day in the sea. The creatures, no doubt, were walruses.

It was on August 15 that Cartier had left Anticosti for the Gaspe shore: it was not until the 24th that, delayed by the exploring expeditions of the boats and by heavy fogs and contrary winds, he moved out from the anchorage at the Seven Islands to ascend the St Lawrence. The season was now far advanced. By this time, doubtless, Cartier had realized that the voyage would not result in the discovery of the passage to the East. But, anxious not to return home without having some success to report, he was in any case prepared to winter in the New Land. Even though he did not find the passage, it was better to remain long enough to explore the lands in the basin of the great river than to return home without adding anything to the exploits of the previous voyage.

The expedition moved westward up the St Lawrence, the first week’s sail bringing them as far as the Saguenay. On the way Cartier put in at Bic Islands, and christened them in honour of St John. Finding here but scanty shelter and a poor anchorage, he went on without further delay to the Saguenay, the mouth of which he reached on September 1. Here this great tributary river, fed from the streams and springs of the distant north, pours its mighty waters between majestic cliffs into the St Lawrence — truly an impressive sight. So vast is the flood that the great stream in its wider reaches shows a breadth of three miles, and in places the waters are charted as being more than eight hundred and seventy feet deep. Narrowing at its mouth, it enters the St Lawrence in an angry flood, shortly after passing the vast and frowning rocks of Cape Eternity and Cape Trinity, rising to a height of fifteen hundred feet. High up on the face of the cliffs, Cartier saw growing huge pine-trees that clung, earthless, to the naked rock. Four canoes danced in the foaming water at the river mouth: one of them made bold to approach the ships, and the words of Cartier’s Indian interpreters so encouraged its occupants that they came on board. The canoes, so these Indians explained to Cartier, had come down from Canada to fish.

Cartier did not remain long at the Saguenay. On the next day, September 2, the ships resumed their ascent of the St Lawrence. The navigation at this point was by no means easy. The river here feels the full force of the tide, whose current twists and eddies among the great rocks that lie near the surface of the water. The ships lay at anchor that night off Hare Island. As they left their moorings, at dawn of the following day, they fell in with a great school of white whales disporting themselves in the river. Strange fish, indeed, these seemed to Cartier. ‘They were headed like greyhounds,’ he wrote, ‘and were as white as snow, and were never before of any man seen or known.’

Four days more brought the voyagers to an island, a ‘goodly and fertile spot covered with fine trees,’ and among them so many filbert-trees that Cartier gave it the name Isle-aux-Coudres (the Isle of Filberts), which it still bears. On September 7 the vessels sailed about thirty miles beyond Isle-aux-Coudres, and came to a group of islands, one of which, extending for about twenty miles up the river, appeared so fertile and so densely covered with wild grapes hanging to the river’s edge, that Cartier named it the Isle of Bacchus. He himself, however, afterwards altered the name to the Island of Orleans. These islands, so the savages said, marked the beginning of the country known as Canada.


CHAPTER V. THE SECOND VOYAGE — STADACONA
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AT THE TIME when Cartier ascended the St Lawrence, a great settlement of the Huron-Iroquois Indians existed at Quebec. Their village was situated below the heights, close to the banks of the St Charles, a small tributary of the St Lawrence. Here the lodges of the tribe gave shelter to many hundred people. Beautiful trees — elm and ash and maple and birch, as fair as the trees of France — adorned the banks of the river, and the open spaces of the woods waved with the luxuriant growth of Indian corn. Here were the winter home of the tribe and the wigwam of the chief. From this spot hunting and fishing parties of the savages descended the great river and wandered as far as the pleasant country of Chaleur Bay. Sixty-four years later, when Champlain ascended the St Lawrence, the settlement and the tribe that formerly occupied the spot had vanished. But in the time of Cartier the Quebec village, under its native name of Stadacona, seems to have been, next to Hochelaga, the most important lodgment of the Huron-Iroquois Indians of the St Lawrence valley.

As the French navigators wandered on the shores of the Island of Orleans, they fell in with a party of the Stadacona Indians. These, frightened at the strange faces and unwonted dress of the French, would have taken to flight, but Cartier’s two Indians, whose names are recorded as Taignoagny and Domagaya, called after them in their own language. Great was the surprise of the natives not only to hear their own speech, but also to recognize in Taignoagny and Domagaya two members of their own tribe. The two guides, so far as we can judge from Cartier’s narrative, had come down from the Huron-Iroquois settlements on the St Lawrence to the Gaspe country, whence Cartier had carried them to France. Their friends now surrounded them with tumultuous expressions of joy, leaping and shouting as if to perform a ceremonial of welcome. Without fear now of the French they followed them down to their boats, and brought them a plentiful supply of corn and of the great pumpkins that were ripening in their fields.

The news of the arrival of the strangers spread at once through the settlement. To see the ships, canoe after canoe came floating down the river. They were filled with men and women eager to welcome their returned kinsmen and to share in the trinkets which Cartier distributed with a liberal hand. On the next day the chief of the tribe, the lord of Canada, as Cartier calls him, Donnacona by name, visited the French ships. The ceremonial was appropriate to his rank. Twelve canoes filled with Indian warriors appeared upon the stream. As they neared the ships, at a command from Donnacona, all fell back except two, which came close alongside the Emerillon. Donnacona then delivered a powerful and lengthy harangue, accompanied by wondrous gesticulations of body and limbs. The canoes then moved down to the side of the Grande Hermine, where Donnacona spoke with Cartier’s guides. As these savages told him of the wonders they had seen in France, he was apparently moved to very transports of joy. Nothing would satisfy him but that Cartier should step down into the canoe, that the chief might put his arms about his neck in sign of welcome. Cartier, unable to rival Donnacona’s oratory, made up for it by causing the sailors hand down food and wine, to the keen delight of the Indians. This being done, the visitors departed with every expression of good-will.

Waiting only for a favourable tide, the ships left their anchorage, and, sailing past the Island of Orleans, cast anchor in the St Charles river, where it flows into the St Lawrence near Quebec. The Emerillon was left at anchor out in the St Lawrence, in readiness for the continuance of the journey, but the two larger vessels were moored at the point where a rivulet, the Lairet, runs into the St Charles. It was on the left bank of the Lairet that Cartier’s fort was presently constructed for his winter occupancy. Some distance across from it, on the other side of the St Charles, was Stadacona itself. Its site cannot be determined with exactitude, but it is generally agreed that it was most likely situated in the space between the present Rue de la Fabrique and the Cote Sainte-Genevieve.

The Indians were most friendly. When, on September 14, the French had sailed into the St Charles, Donnacona had again met them, accompanied by twenty-five canoes filled with his followers. The savages, by their noisy conduct and strange antics, gave every sign of joy over the arrival of the French. But from the first Cartier seems to have had his misgivings as to their good faith. He was struck by the fact that his two Indian interpreters, who had rejoined the ranks of their countrymen, seemed now to receive him with a sullen distrust, and refused his repeated invitations to re-enter his ships. He asked them whether they were still willing to go on with him to Hochelaga, of which they had told him, and which it was his purpose to visit. The two Indians assented, but their manner was equivocal and inspired Cartier with distrust.

The day after this a great concourse of Indians came again to the river bank to see the strangers, but Donnacona and his immediate followers, including Taignoagny and Domagaya, stood apart under a point of land on the river bank sullenly watching the movements of the French, who were busied in setting out buoys and harbour-marks for their anchorage. Cartier, noticing this, took a few of his sailors, fully armed, and marched straight to where the chief stood. Taignoagny, the interpreter, came forward and entered upon a voluble harangue, telling the French captain that Donnacona was grieved to see him and his men so fully armed, while he and his people bore no weapons in their hands. Cartier told Taignoagny, who had been in France, that to carry arms was the custom of his country, and that he knew it. Indeed, since Donnacona continued to make gestures of pleasure and friendship, the explorer concluded that the interpreter only and not the Indian chief was the cause of the distrust. Yet he narrates that before Donnacona left them, ‘all his people at once with a loud voice cast out three great cries, a horrible thing to hear.’ The Indian war-whoop, if such it was, is certainly not a reassuring sound, but Cartier and Donnacona took leave of one another with repeated assurances of good-will.

The following day, September 16, the Indians came again. About five hundred of them, so Cartier tells us, gathered about the ships. Donnacona, with ‘ten or twelve of the chiefest men of the country,’ came on board the ships, where Cartier held a great feast for them and gave them presents in accordance with their rank. Taignoagny explained to Cartier that Donnacona was grieved that he was going up to Hochelaga. The river, said the guide, was of no importance, and the journey was not worth while. Cartier’s reply to this protest was that he had been commanded by his king to go as far as he could go, but that, after seeing Hochelaga, he would come back again. On this Taignoagny flatly refused to act as guide, and the Indians abruptly left the ship and went ashore.

Cartier must, indeed, have been perplexed, and perhaps alarmed, at the conduct of the Stadacona natives. It was his policy throughout his voyages to deal with the Indians fairly and generously, to avoid all violence towards them, and to content himself with bringing to them the news of the Gospel and the visible signs of the greatness of the king of France. The cruelties of the Spanish conquerors of the south were foreign to his nature. The few acts of injustice with which his memory has been charged may easily be excused in the light of the circumstances of his age. But he could not have failed to realize the possibilities of a sudden and murderous onslaught on the part of savages who thus combined a greedy readiness for feasting and presents with a sullen and brooding distrust.

Donnacona and his people were back again on the morrow, still vainly endeavouring to dissuade the French from their enterprise. They brought with them a great quantity of eels and fish as presents, and danced and sang upon the shore opposite the ships in token of their friendship. When Cartier and his men came ashore, Donnacona made all his people stand back from the beach. He drew in the sand a huge ring, and into this he led the French. Then, selecting from the ranks of his followers, who stood in a great circle watching the ceremony, a little girl of ten years old, he led her into the ring and presented her to Cartier. After her, two little boys were handed over in the same fashion, the assembled Indians rending the air with shouts of exultation. Donnacona, in true Indian fashion, improved the occasion with a long harangue, which Taignoagny interpreted to mean that the little girl was the niece of the chief and one of the boys the brother of the interpreter himself, and that the explorer might keep all these children as a gift if he would promise not to go to Hochelaga.

Cartier at once, by signs and speech, offered the children back again, whereupon the other interpreter, Domagaya, broke in and said that the children were given in good-will, and that Donnacona was well content that Cartier should go to Hochelaga. The three poor little savages were carried to the boats, the two interpreters wrangling and fighting the while as to what had really been said. But Cartier felt assured that the treachery, if any were contemplated, came only from one of them, Taignoagny. As a great mark of trust he gave to Donnacona two swords, a basin of plain brass and a ewer — gifts which called forth renewed shouts of joy. Before the assemblage broke up, the chief asked Cartier to cause the ships’ cannons to be fired, as he had learned from the two guides that they made such a marvellous noise as was never heard before.

‘Our captain answered,’ writes Cartier in his narrative, ‘that he was content: and by and by he commanded his men to shoot off twelve cannons into the wood that was hard by the people and the ships, at which noise they were greatly astonished and amazed, for they thought the heaven had fallen upon them, and put themselves to flight, howling, crying and shrieking, so that it seemed hell was broken loose.’

Next day the Indians made one more attempt to dissuade Cartier from his journey. Finding that persuasion and oratory were of no avail, they decided to fall back upon the supernatural and to frighten the French from their design. Their artifice was transparent enough, but to the minds of the simple savages was calculated to strike awe into the hearts of their visitors. Instead of coming near the ships, as they had done on each preceding day, the Indians secreted themselves in the woods along the shore. There they lay hid for many hours, while the French were busied with their preparations for departure. But later in the day, when the tide was running swiftly outward, the Indians in their canoes came paddling down the stream towards the ships, not, however, trying to approach them, but keeping some little distance away as if in expectation of something unusual.

The mystery soon revealed itself. From beneath the foliage of the river bank a canoe shot into the stream, the hideous appearance of its occupants contrasting with the bright autumn tints that were lending their glory to the Canadian woods. The three Indians in the canoe had been carefully made up by their fellows as ‘stage devils’ to strike horror into Cartier and his companions. They were ‘dressed like devils, being wrapped in dog skins, white and black, their faces besmeared as black as any coals, with horns on their heads more than a yard long.’ The canoe came rushing swiftly down the stream, and floated past the ships, the ‘devils’ who occupied the craft making no attempt to stop, not even turning towards the ships, but counterfeiting, as it were, the sacred frenzy of angry deities. The devil in the centre shouted a fierce harangue into the air. No sooner did the canoe pass the ships than Donnacona and his braves in their light barques set after it, paddling so swiftly as to overtake the canoe of the ‘devils’ and seize the gunwale of it in their hands.

The whole thing was a piece of characteristic Indian acting, viewed by the French with interest, but apparently without the faintest alarm. The ‘devils,’ as soon as their boat was seized by the profane touch of the savages, fell back as if lifeless in their canoe. The assembled flotilla was directed to the shore. The ‘devils’ were lifted out rigid and lifeless and carried solemnly into the forest. The leaves of the underbrush closed behind them and they were concealed from sight, but from the deck of the ship the French could still hear the noise of cries and incantations that broke the stillness of the woods. After half an hour Taignoagny and Domagaya issued from among the trees. Their walk and their actions were solemnity itself, while their faces simulated the religious ecstasy of men who have spoken with the gods. The caps that they had worn were now placed beneath the folds of their Indian blankets, and their clasped hands were uplifted to the autumn sky. Taignoagny cried out three times upon the name of Jesus, while his fellow imitated and kept shouting, ‘Jesus! the Virgin Mary! Jacques Cartier!’

Cartier very naturally called to them to know what was the matter; whereupon Taignoagny in doleful tones called out, ‘Ill news!’ Cartier urged the Indian to explain, and the guide, still acting the part of one who bears tidings from heaven, said that the great god, Cudragny, had spoken at Hochelaga and had sent down three ‘spirits’ in the canoe to warn Cartier that he must not try to come to Hochelaga, because there was so much ice and snow in that country that whoever went there should die. In the face of this awful revelation, Cartier showed a cheerful and contemptuous scepticism. ‘Their god, Cudragny,’ he said, must be ‘a fool and a noodle,’ and that, as for the cold, Christ would protect his followers from that, if they would but believe in Him. Taignoagny asked Cartier if he had spoken with Jesus. Cartier answered no, but said that his priests had done so and that Jesus had told them that the weather would be fine. Taignoagny, hypocrite still, professed a great joy at hearing this, and set off into the woods, whence he emerged presently with the whole band of Indians, singing and dancing. Their plan had failed, but they evidently thought it wiser to offer no further opposition to Cartier’s journey, though all refused to go with him.

The strange conduct of Donnacona and his Indians is not easy to explain. It is quite possible that they meditated some treachery towards the French: indeed, Cartier from first to last was suspicious of their intentions, and, as we shall see, was careful after his return to Stadacona never to put himself within their power. To the very end of his voyage he seems to have been of the opinion that if he and his men were caught off their guard, Donnacona and his braves would destroy the whole of them for the sake of their coveted possessions. The stories that he heard now and later from his guides of the horrors of Indian war and of a great massacre at the Bic Islands certainly gave him just grounds for suspicion and counselled prudence. Some writers are agreed, however, that the Indians had no hostile intentions whatever. The new-comers seemed to them wondrous beings, floating on the surface of the water in great winged houses, causing the thunder to roll forth from their abode at will and, more than all, feasting their friends and giving to them such gifts as could only come from heaven. Such guests were too valuable to lose. The Indians knew well of the settlement at Hochelaga, and of the fair country where it lay. They feared that if Cartier once sailed to it, he and his presents — the red caps and the brass bowls sent direct from heaven — would be lost to them for ever.

Be this as it may, no further opposition was offered to the departure of the French. The two larger ships, with a part of the company as guard, were left at their moorings. Cartier in the Emerillon, with Mace Jalobert, Claude de Pont Briand, and the other gentlemen of the expedition, a company of fifty in all, set out for Hochelaga.


CHAPTER VI. THE SECOND VOYAGE — HOCHELAGA
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NINE DAYS OF prosperous sailing carried Cartier in his pinnace from Stadacona to the broad expansion of the St Lawrence, afterwards named Lake St Peter. The autumn scene as the little vessel ascended the stream was one of extreme beauty. The banks of the river were covered with glorious forests resplendent now with the red and gold of the turning leaves. Grape-vines grew thickly on every hand, laden with their clustered fruit. The shore and forest abounded with animal life. The woods were loud with the chirruping of thrushes, goldfinches, canaries, and other birds. Countless flocks of wild geese and ducks passed overhead, while from the marshes of the back waters great cranes rose in their heavy flight over the bright surface of the river that reflected the cloudless blue of the autumn sky.

Cartier was enraptured with the land which he had discovered,— ‘as goodly a country,’ he wrote, ‘as possibly can with eye be seen, and all replenished with very goodly trees.’ Here and there the wigwams of the savages dotted the openings of the forest. Often the inhabitants put off from shore in canoes, bringing fish and food, and accepting, with every sign of friendship, the little presents which Cartier distributed among them. At one place an Indian chief— ‘one of the chief lords of the country,’ says Cartier — brought two of his children as a gift to the miraculous strangers. One of the children, a little girl of eight, was kept upon the ship and went on with Cartier to Hochelaga and back to Stadacona, where her parents came to see her later on. The other child Cartier refused to keep because ‘it was too young, for it was but two or three years old.’

At the head of Lake St Peter, Cartier, ignorant of the channels, found his progress in the pinnace barred by the sand bars and shallows among the group of islands which here break the flow of the great river. The Indians whom he met told him by signs that Hochelaga lay still farther up-stream, at a distance of three days’ journey. Cartier decided to leave the Emerillon and to continue on his way in the two boats which he had brought with him. Claude de Pont Briand and some of the gentlemen, together with twenty mariners, accompanied the leader, while the others remained in charge of the pinnace.

Three days of easy and prosperous navigation was sufficient for the journey, and on October 2, Cartier’s boats, having rowed along the shores of Montreal island, landed in full sight of Mount Royal, at some point about three or four miles from the heart of the present city. The precise location of the landing has been lost to history. It has been thought by some that the boats advanced until the foaming waters of the Lachine rapids forbade all further progress. Others have it that the boats were halted at the foot of St Mary’s current, and others again that Nun Island was the probable place of landing. What is certain is that the French brought their boats to shore among a great crowd of assembled savages, — a thousand persons, Cartier says, — and that they were received with tumultuous joy. The Indians leaped and sang, their familiar mode of celebrating welcome. They offered to the explorers great quantities of fish and of the bread which they baked from the ripened corn. They brought little children in their arms, making signs for Cartier and his companions to touch them.

As the twilight gathered, the French withdrew to their boats, while the savages, who were loath to leave the spot, lighted huge bonfires on the shore. A striking and weird picture it conjures up before our eyes, — the French sailors with their bronzed and bearded faces, their strange dress and accoutrements, the glare of the great bonfires on the edge of the dark waters, the wild dances of the exultant savages. The romance and inspiration of the history of Canada are suggested by this riotous welcome of the Old World by the New. It meant that mighty changes were pending; the eye of imagination may see in the background the shadowed outline of the spires and steeples of the great city of to-day.

On the next day, October 3, the French were astir with the first light of the morning. A few of their number were left to guard the boats; the others, accompanied by some of the Indians, set out on foot for Hochelaga. Their way lay over a beaten path through the woods. It brought them presently to the tall palisades that surrounded the group of long wooden houses forming the Indian settlement. It stood just below the slope of the mountain, and covered a space of almost two acres. On the map of the modern city this village of Hochelaga would be bounded by the four streets, Metcalfe, Mansfield, Burnside, and Sherbrooke, just below the site of McGill University. But the visit of Cartier is an event of such historic interest that it can best be narrated in the words of his own narrative. We may follow here as elsewhere the translation of Hakluyt, which is itself three hundred years old, and seems in its quaint and picturesque form more fitting than the commoner garb of modern prose.

Our captain [so runs the narrative], the next day very early in the morning, having very gorgeously attired himself, caused all his company to be set in order to go to see the town and habitation of these people, and a certain mountain that is somewhere near the city; with whom went also five gentlemen and twenty mariners, leaving the rest to keep and look to our boats. We took with us three men of Hochelaga to bring us to the place. All along as we went we found the way as well beaten and frequented as can be, the fairest and best country that can possibly be seen, full of as goodly great oaks as are in any wood in France, under which the ground was all covered over with fair acorns.

After we had gone about four or five miles, we met by the way one of the chiefest lords of the city, accompanied with many more, who, as soon as he saw us, beckoned and made signs upon us, that we must rest in that place where they had made a great fire and so we did. After that we rested ourselves there awhile, the said lord began to make a long discourse, even as we have said above they are accustomed to do in sign of mirth and friendship, showing our captain and all his company a joyful countenance and good will, who gave him two hatchets, a pair of knives and a cross which he made him to kiss, and then put it about his neck, for which he gave our captain hearty thanks. This done, we went along, and about a mile and a half farther, we began to find goodly and large fields full of such corn as the country yieldeth. It is even as the millet of Brazil as great and somewhat bigger than small peason [peas], wherewith they live as we do with ours.

In the midst of those fields is the city of Hochelaga, placed near and, as it were, joined to a very great mountain, that is tilled round about, very fertile, on the top of which you may see very far. We named it Mount Royal. The city of Hochelaga is round compassed about with timber, with three courses of rampires [stockades], one within another, framed like a sharp spire, but laid across above. The middlemost of them is made and built as a direct line but perpendicular. The rampires are framed and fashioned with pieces of timber laid along on the ground, very well and cunningly joined together after their fashion. This enclosure is in height about two rods. It hath but one gate of entry thereat, which is shut with piles, stakes, and bars. Over it and also in many places of the wall there be places to run along and ladders to get up, all full of stones, for the defence of it.

There are in the town about fifty houses, about fifty paces long, and twelve or fifteen broad, built all of wood, covered over with the bark of the wood as broad as any board, very finely and cunningly joined together. Within the said houses there are many rooms, lodgings and chambers. In the midst of every one there is a great court in the middle whereof they make their fire.

Such is the picture of Hochelaga as Cartier has drawn it for us. Arrived at the palisade, the savages conducted Cartier and his followers within. In the central space of the stockade was a large square, bordered by the lodges of the Indians. In this the French were halted, and the natives gathered about them, the women, many of whom bore children in their, arms, pressing close up to the visitors, stroking their faces and arms, and making entreaties by signs that the French should touch their children.

Then presently [writes Cartier] came the women again, every one bringing a four-square mat in the manner of carpets, and spreading them abroad in that place, they caused us to sit upon them. This done the lord and king of the country was brought upon nine or ten men’s shoulders (whom in their tongue they call Agouhanna), sitting upon a great stag’s skin, and they laid him down upon the foresaid mats near to the captain, every one beckoning unto us that he was their lord and king. This Agouhanna was a man about fifty pears old. He was no whit better apparelled than any of the rest, only excepted that he had a certain thing made of hedgehogs [porcupines], like a red wreath, and that was instead of his crown. He was full of the palsy, and his members shrunk together. After he had with certain signs saluted our captain and all his company, and by manifest tokens bid all welcome, he showed his legs and arms to our captain, and with signs desired him to touch them, and so we did, rubbing them with his own hands; then did Agouhanna take the wreath or crown he had about his head, and gave it unto our captain That done, they brought before him divers diseased men, some blind, some crippled, some lame, and some so old that the hair of their eyelids came down and covered their cheeks, and laid them all along before our captain to the end that they might of him be touched. For it seemed unto them that God was descended and come down from heaven to heal them.

Our captain, seeing the misery and devotion of this poor people, recited the Gospel of St John, that is to say, ‘IN THE BEGINNING WAS THE WORD,’ touching every one that were [sic] diseased, praying to God that it would please Him to open the hearts of the poor people and to make them know His Holy Word, and that they might receive baptism and christendom. That done, he took a service-book in his hand, and with a loud voice read all the passion of Christ, word by word, that all the standers-by might hear him; all which while this poor people kept silence and were marvellously attentive, looking up to heaven and imitating us in gestures. Then he caused the men all orderly to be set on one side, the women on another, and likewise the children on another, and to the chiefest of them he gave hatchets, to the others knives, and to the women beads and such other small trifles. Then where the children were he cast rings, counters and brooches made of tin, whereat they seemed to be very glad.

Before Cartier and his men returned to their boats, some of the Indians took them up to the top of Mount Royal. Here a magnificent prospect offered itself, then, as now, to the eye. The broad level of the island swept towards the west, luxuriant with yellow corn and autumn foliage. In the distance the eye discerned the foaming waters of Lachine, and the silver bosom of the Lake of the Two Mountains: ‘as fair and level a country,’ said Cartier, ‘as possibly can be seen, being level, smooth, and very plain, fit to be husbanded and tilled.’

The Indians, pointing to the west, explained by signs that beyond the rapids were three other great falls of water, and that when these were passed a man might travel for three months up the waters of the great river. Such at least Cartier understood to be the meaning of the Indians. They showed him a second stream, the Ottawa, as great, they said, as the St Lawrence, whose north-westward course Cartier supposed must run through the kingdom of Saguenay. As the savages pointed to the Ottawa, they took hold of a silver chain on which hung the whistle that Cartier carried, and then touched the dagger of one of the sailors, which had a handle of copper, yellow as gold, as if to show that these metals, or rather silver and gold, came from the country beyond that river. This, at least, was the way that Cartier interpreted the simple and evident signs that the Indians made. The commentators on Cartier’s voyages have ever since sought some other explanation, supposing that no such metals existed in the country. The discovery of the gold and silver deposits of the basin of the Ottawa in the district of New Ontario shows that Cartier had truly understood the signs of the Indians. If they had ever seen silver before, it is precisely from this country that it would have come. Cartier was given to understand, also, that in this same region there dwelt another race of savages, very fierce, and continually at war.

The party descended from the mountain and pursued their way towards the boats. Their Indian friends hung upon their footsteps, showing evidences of admiration and affection, and even carried in their arms any of the French who showed indications of weariness. They stood about with every sign of grief and regret as the sails were hoisted and the boats bearing the wonderful beings dropped swiftly down the river. On October 4, the boats safely rejoined the Emerillon that lay anchored near the mouth of the Richelieu. On the 11th of the same month, the pinnace was back at her anchorage beside Stadacona, and the whole company was safely reunited. The expedition to Hochelaga had been accomplished in twenty-two days.


CHAPTER VII. THE SECOND VOYAGE — WINTER AT STADACONA
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ON RETURNING TO his anchorage before Quebec, Cartier found that his companions whom he had left there had not been idle. The ships, it will be remembered, lay moored close to the shore at the mouth of the little river Lairet, a branch of the St Charles. On the bank of the river, during their leader’s absence, the men had erected a solid fortification or rampart. Heavy sticks of lumber had been set up on end and joined firmly together, while at intervals cannon, taken from the ships, had been placed in such a way as to command the approach in all directions. The sequel showed that it was well, indeed, for the French that they placed so little reliance on the friendship of the savages.

Donnacona was not long in putting in an appearance. Whatever may have been his real feelings, the crafty old chief feigned a great delight at the safe return of Cartier. At his solicitation Cartier paid a ceremonial visit to the settlement of Stadacona, on October 13, ten days after his return. The gentlemen of the expedition, together with fifty sailors, all well armed and appointed, accompanied the leader. The meeting between the Indians and their white visitors was similar to those already described. Indian harangues and wild dancing and shouting were the order of the day, while Cartier, as usual, distributed knives and trinkets. The French were taken into the Indian lodges and shown the stores of food laid up against the coming winter. Other objects, too, of a new and peculiar interest were displayed: there were the ‘scalp locks’ of five men— ‘the skin of five men’s heads,’ says Cartier, — which were spread out on a board like parchments. The Indians explained that these had been taken from the heads of five of their deadly enemies, the Toudamani, a fierce people living to the south, with whom the natives of Stadacona were perpetually at war.

A gruesome story was also told of a great massacre of a war party of Donnacona’s people who had been on their way down to the Gaspe country. The party, so the story ran, had encamped upon an island near the Saguenay. They numbered in all two hundred people, women and children being also among the warriors, and were gathered within the shelter of a rude stockade. In the dead of night their enemies broke upon the sleeping Indians in wild assault; they fired the stockade, and those who did not perish in the flames fell beneath the tomahawk. Five only escaped to bring the story to Stadacona. The truth of the story was proved, long after the writing of Cartier’s narrative, by the finding of a great pile of human bones in a cave on an island near Bic, not far from the mouth of the Saguenay. The place is called L’Isle au Massacre to-day.

The French now settled down into their winter quarters. They seem for some time to have mingled freely with the Indians of the Stadacona settlement, especially during the month which yet remained before the rigour of winter locked their ships in snow and ice. Cartier, being of an observing and accurate turn of mind, has left in his narrative some interesting notes upon the life and ideas of the savages. They had, he said, no belief in a true God. Their deity, Cudragny, was supposed to tell them the weather, and, if angry, to throw dust into their eyes. They thought that, when they died, they would go to the stars, and after that, little by little, sink with the stars to earth again, to where the happy hunting grounds lie on the far horizon of the world. To correct their ignorance, Cartier told them of the true God and of the verities of the Christian faith. In the end the savages begged that he would baptize them, and on at least one occasion a great flock of them came to him, hoping to be received into the faith. But Cartier, as he says, having nobody with him ‘who could teach them our belief and religion,’ and doubting, also, the sincerity of their sudden conversion, put them off with the promise that at his next coming he would bring priests and holy oil and cause them to be baptized.

The Stadacona Indians seem to have lived on terms of something like community of goods. Their stock of food — including great quantities of pumpkins, peas, and corn — was more or less in common. But, beyond this and their lodges, their earthly possessions were few. They dressed somewhat scantily in skins, and even in the depth of winter were so little protected from the cold as to excite the wonder of their observers. Women whose husbands died never remarried, but went about with their faces smeared thick with mingled grease and soot.

One peculiar custom of the natives especially attracted the attention of their visitors, and for the oddity of the thing may best be recorded in Cartier’s manner. It is an early account of the use of tobacco. ‘There groweth also,’ he wrote, ‘a certain kind of herb, whereof in summer they make a great provision for all the year, making great account of it, and only men use it, and first they cause it to be dried in the sun, then wear it about their necks, wrapped in a little beast’s skin made like a little bag, with a hollow piece of wood or stone like a pipe. Then when they please they make powder of it, and then put it in one of the ends of the said cornet or pipe, and laying a coal of fire upon it, at the other end suck so long that they fill their bodies full of smoke till that it cometh out of their mouth and nostrils, even as out of the funnel of a chimney. They say that it doth keep them warm and in health: they never go without some of it about them. We ourselves have tried the same smoke, and, having put it in our mouths, it seemed almost as hot as pepper.’

In spite of the going and coming of the Indians, Cartier from first to last was doubtful of their intentions. Almost every day in the autumn and early winter some of them appeared with eels and fish, glad to exchange them for little trinkets. But the two interpreters endeavoured to make the Indians believe that the things given them by the French were of no value, and Donnacona did his best to get the Indian children out of the hands of the French. Indeed, the eldest of the children, an Indian girl, escaped from the ships and rejoined her people, and it was only with difficulty that Cartier succeeded in getting her back again. Meanwhile a visiting chief, from the country farther inland, gave the French captain to understand that Donnacona and his braves were waiting only an opportunity to overwhelm the ships’ company. Cartier kept on his guard. He strengthened the fort with a great moat that ran all round the stockade. The only entry was now by a lifting bridge; and pointed stakes were driven in beside the upright palisade. Fifty men, divided into watches, were kept on guard all night, and, at every change of the watch, the Indians, across the river in their lodges of the Stadacona settlement, could hear the loud sounds of the trumpets break the clear silence of the winter night.

We have no record of the life of Cartier and his followers during the winter of their isolation among the snows and the savages of Quebec. It must, indeed, have been a season of dread. The northern cold was soon upon them in all its rigour. The ships were frozen in at their moorings from the middle of November till April 15. The ice lay two fathoms thick in the river, and the driving snows and great drifts blotted out under the frozen mantle of winter all sight of land and water. The French could scarcely stir from their quarters. Their fear of Indian treachery and their ignorance of the trackless country about them held them imprisoned in their ships. A worse peril was soon added. The scourge of scurvy was laid upon them — an awful disease, hideous in its form and deadly in its effect. Originating in the Indian camp, it spread to the ships. In December fifty of the Stadacona Indians died, and by the middle of February, of the hundred and ten men that made up Cartier’s expedition, only three or four remained in health. Eight were already dead, and their bodies, for want of burial, lay frozen stark beneath the snowdrifts of the river, hidden from the prying eyes of the savages. Fifty more lay at the point of death, and the others, crippled and staggering with the onslaught of disease, moved to and fro at their tasks, their fingers numbed with cold, their hearts frozen with despair.

The plague that had fallen upon them was such as none of them had ever before seen. The legs of the sufferers swelled to huge, unsightly, and livid masses of flesh. Their sinews shrivelled to blackened strings, pimpled with purple clots of blood. The awful disease worked its way upwards. The arms hung hideous and useless at the side, the mouth rotted till the teeth fell from the putrid flesh. Chilled with the cold, huddled in the narrow holds of the little ships fast frozen in the endless desolation of the snow, the agonized sufferers breathed their last, remote from aid, far from the love of women, and deprived of the consolations of the Church. Let those who realize the full horror of the picture think well upon what stout deeds the commonwealth of Canada has been founded.

Without the courage and resource of their leader, whose iron constitution kept him in full health, all would have been lost. Cartier spared no efforts. The knowledge of his situation was concealed from the Indians. None were allowed aboard the ships, and, as far as might be, a great clatter of hammering was kept up whenever the Indians appeared in sight, so that they might suppose that Cartier’s men were forced by the urgency of their tasks to remain on the ships. Nor was spiritual aid neglected. An image of the Virgin Mary was placed against a tree about a bow-shot from the fort, and to this all who could walk betook themselves in procession on the Sunday when the sickness was at its height. They moved in solemn order, singing as they went the penitential psalms and the Litany, and imploring the intercession of the Virgin. Thus passed the days until twenty-five of the French had been laid beneath the snow. For the others there seemed only the prospect of death from disease or of destruction at the hands of the savages.

It happened one day that Cartier was walking up and down by himself upon the ice when he saw a band of Indians coming over to him from Stadacona. Among them was the interpreter Domagaya, whom Cartier had known to be stricken by the illness only ten days before, but who now appeared in abundant health. On being asked the manner of his cure, the interpreter told Cartier that he had been healed by a beverage made from the leaves and bark of a tree. Cartier, as we have seen, had kept from the Indians the knowledge of his troubles, for he dared not disclose the real weakness of the French. Now, feigning that only a servant was ill, he asked for details of the remedy, and, when he did so, the Indians sent their women to fetch branches of the tree in question. The bark and leaves were to be boiled, and the drink thus made was to be taken twice a day. The potion was duly administered, and the cure that it effected was so rapid and so complete that the pious Cartier declared it a real and evident miracle. ‘If all the doctors of Lorraine and Montpellier had been there with all the drugs of Alexandria,’ he wrote, ‘they could not have done as much in a year as the said tree did in six days.’ An entire tree — probably a white spruce — was used up in less than eight days. The scourge passed and the sailors, now restored to health, eagerly awaited the coming of the spring.

Meanwhile the cold lessened; the ice about the ships relaxed its hold, and by the middle of April they once more floated free. But a new anxiety had been added. About the time when the fortunes of Cartier’s company were at their lowest, Donnacona had left his camp with certain of his followers, ostensibly to spend a fortnight in hunting deer in the forest. For two months he did not return. When he came back, he was accompanied not only by Taignoagny and his own braves, but by a great number of savages, fierce and strong, whom the French had never before seen. Cartier was assured that treachery was brewing, and he determined to forestall it. He took care that his men should keep away from the settlement of Stadacona, but he sent over his servant, Charles Guyot, who had endeared himself to the Indians during the winter. Guyot reported that the lodges were filled with strange faces, that Donnacona had pretended to be sick and would not show himself, and that he himself had been received with suspicion, Taignoagny having forbidden him to enter into some of the houses.

Cartier’s plan was soon made. The river was now open and all was ready for departure. Rather than allow himself and his men to be overwhelmed by an attack of the great concourse of warriors who surrounded the settlement of Stadacona, he determined to take his leave in his own way and at his own time, and to carry off with him the leaders of the savages themselves. Following the custom of his age, he did not wish to return without the visible signs of his achievements. Donnacona had freely boasted to him of the wonders of the great country far up beyond Hochelaga, of lands where gold and silver existed in abundance, where the people dressed like the French in woollen clothes, and of even greater wonders still, — of men with no stomachs, and of a race of beings with only one leg. These things were of such import, Cartier thought, that they merited narration to the king of France himself. If Donnacona had actually seen them, it was fitting that he should describe them in the august presence of Francis I.

The result was a plot which succeeded. The two ships, the Grande Hermine and the Emerillon, lay at anchor ready to sail. Owing to the diminished numbers of his company, Cartier had decided to abandon the third ship. He announced a final ceremony to signalize the approaching departure. On May 3, 1536, a tall cross, thirty-five feet high was planted on the river bank. Beneath the cross-bar it carried the arms of France, and on the upper part a scroll in ancient lettering that read, ‘FRANCISCUS PRIMUS DEI GRATIA FRANCORUM REX REGNAT’ Which means, freely translated, ‘Francis I, by the grace of God King of the French, is sovereign.’ Donnacona, Taignoagny, Domagaya and a few others, who had been invited to come on board the ships, found themselves the prisoners of the French. At first rage and consternation seized upon the savages, deprived by this stratagem of their chief. They gathered in great numbers on the bank, and their terrifying howls and war-cries resounded throughout the night. But Donnacona, whether from simplicity or craft, let himself be pacified with new presents and with the promise of a speedy return in the year following. He showed himself on the deck of the captain’s ship, and his delighted followers gathered about in their canoes and swore renewed friendship with the white men, whom they had, in all likelihood, plotted to betray. Gifts were exchanged, and the French bestowed a last shower of presents on the assembled Indians. Finally, on May 6, the caravels dropped down the river, and the homeward voyage began.

The voyage passed without incident. The ships were some time in descending the St Lawrence. At Isle-aux-Coudres they waited for the swollen tide of the river to abate. The Indians still flocked about them in canoes, talking with Donnacona and his men, but powerless to effect a rescue of the chief. Contrary winds held the vessels until, at last, on May 21, fair winds set in from the west that carried them in an easy run to the familiar coast of Gaspe, past Brion Island, through the passage between Newfoundland and the Cape Breton shore, and so outward into the open Atlantic.

‘On July 6, 1536,’ so ends Cartier’s chronicle of this voyage, ‘we reached the harbour of St Malo, by the Grace of our Creator, whom we pray, making an end of our navigation, to grant us His Grace, and Paradise at the end. Amen.’


CHAPTER VIII. THE THIRD VOYAGE
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NEARLY FIVE YEARS elapsed after Cartier’s return to St Malo before he again set sail for the New World. His royal master, indeed, had received him most graciously. Francis had deigned to listen with pleasure to the recital of his pilot’s adventures, and had ordered him to set them down in writing. Moreover, he had seen and conversed with Donnacona and the other captive Indians, who had told of the wonders of their distant country. The Indians had learned the language of their captors and spoke with the king in French. Francis gave orders that they should be received into the faith, and the registers of St Malo show that on March 25, 1538, or 1539 (the year is a little uncertain), there were baptized three savages from Canada brought from the said country by ‘honnete homme [honest man], Jacques Cartier, captain of our Lord the King.’

But the moment was unsuited for further endeavour in the New World. Francis had enough to do to save his own soil from the invading Spaniard. Nor was it until the king of France on June 15, 1538, made a truce with his inveterate foe, Charles V, that he was able to turn again to American discovery. Profoundly impressed with the vast extent and unbounded resources of the countries described in Cartier’s narrative, the king decided to assume the sovereignty of this new land, and to send out for further discovery an expedition of some magnitude. At the head of it he placed Jean Francois de la Roque, Sieur de Roberval, whom, on January 15, 1540, he created Lord of Norumbega, viceroy and lieutenant-general of Canada, Hochelaga, Saguenay, Newfoundland, Belle Isle, Carpunt, Labrador, the Great Bay, and Baccalaos. The name Norumbega is an Indian word, and was used by early explorers as a general term for the territory that is now Maine, New Brunswick, and Nova Scotia. Baccalaos is the name often given by the French to Newfoundland, the word itself being of Basque origin and meaning ‘codfish,’ while Carpunt will be remembered as a harbour beside Belle Isle, where Cartier had been stormbound on his first voyage.

The king made every effort to further Roberval’s expedition. The Lord of Norumbega was given 45,000 livres and full authority to enlist sailors and colonists for his expedition. The latter appears to have been a difficult task, and, after the custom of the day, recourse was presently had to the prisons to recruit the ranks of the prospective settlers. Letters were issued to Roberval authorizing him to search the jails of Paris, Toulouse, Bordeaux, Rouen, and Dijon and to draw from them any convicts lying under sentence of death. Exception was made of heretics, traitors, and counterfeiters, as unfitted for the pious purpose of the voyage. The gangs of these miscreants, chained together and under guard, came presently trooping into St Malo. Among them, it is recorded, walked a young girl of eighteen, unconvicted of any crime, who of her own will had herself chained to a malefactor, as hideous physically as morally, whose lot she was determined to share.

To Roberval, as commander of the enterprise, was attached Cartier in the capacity of captain-general and master-pilot. The letters patent which contain the appointment speak of him as our ‘dear and well-beloved Jacques Cartier, who has discovered the large countries of Canada and Hochelaga which lie at the end of Asia.’ Cartier received from Roberval about 31,300 livres. The king gave to him for this voyage the little ship Emerillon and commanded him to obtain four others and to arm and equip the five. The preparations for the voyage seem to have lasted throughout the winter and spring of the years 1540-41. The king had urged Cartier to start by the middle of April, but it was not until May 23, 1541, that the ships were actually able to set sail. Even then Roberval was not ready to leave. Cannon, powder, and a varied equipment that had been purchased for the voyage were still lying at various points in Normandy and Champagne. Cartier, anxious to follow the king’s wishes, could wait no longer and, at length, he set out with his five ships, leaving Roberval to prepare other ships at Honfleur and follow as he might. From first to last the relations of Cartier and Roberval appear to need further explanation than that which we possess. Roberval was evidently the nominal head of the enterprise and the feudal lord of the countries to be claimed, but Cartier seems to have been restless under any attempt to dictate the actual plan to be adopted, and his final desertion of Roberval may be ascribed to the position in which he was placed by the divided command of the expedition.

The expedition left St Malo on May 23, 1541, bearing in the ships food and victuals for two years. The voyage was unprosperous. Contrary winds and great gales raged over the Atlantic. The ships were separated at sea, and before they reached the shores of Newfoundland were so hard put to it for fresh water that it was necessary to broach the cider casks to give drink to the goats and the cattle which they carried. But the ships came together presently in safety in the harbour of Carpunt beside Belle Isle, refitted there, and waited vainly for Roberval. They finally reached the harbour of the Holy Cross at Stadacona on August 23.

The savages flocked to meet the ships with a great display of joy, looking eagerly for the return of their vanished Donnacona. Their new chief, Agouhanna, with six canoes filled with men, women, and children, put off from the shore. The moment was a difficult one. Donnacona and all his fellow-captives, except only one little girl, had died in France. Cartier dared not tell the whole truth to the natives, and he contented himself with saying that Donnacona was dead, but that the other Indians had become great lords in France, had married there and did not wish to return. Whatever may have been the feeling of the tribe at this tale, the new chief at least was well pleased. ‘I think,’ wrote Cartier, in his narrative of this voyage, ‘he took it so well because he remained lord and governor of the country by the death of the said Donnacona.’ Agouhanna certainly made a great show of friendliness. He took from his own head the ornament of hide and wampum that he wore and bound it round the brows of the French leader. At the same time he put his arms about his neck with every sign of affection.

When the customary ceremonies of eating and drinking, speech-making, and presentations had ended, Cartier, after first exploring with his boats, sailed with his ships a few miles above Stadacona to a little river where good anchorage was found, now known as the Cap Rouge river. It enters the St Lawrence a little above Quebec. Here preparations were at once made for the winter’s sojourn. Cannon were brought ashore from three of the ships. A strong fort was constructed, and the little settlement received the pretentious name Charlesbourg Royal. The remaining part of the month of August 1541 was spent in making fortifications and in unloading the ships. On September 2 two of the ships, commanded by Mace Jalobert, Cartier’s brother-in-law and companion of the preceding voyage, and Etienne Nouel, his nephew, were sent back to France to tell the king of what had been done, and to let him know that Roberval had not yet arrived.

As on his preceding voyages, Cartier was greatly impressed by the aspect of the country about him. All round were splendid forests of oak and maple and cedar and beech, which surpassed even the beautiful woodlands of France. Grape vines loaded with ripe fruit hung like garlands from the trees. Nor was the forest thick and tangled, but rather like an open park, so that among the trees were great stretches of ground wanting only to be tilled. Twenty of Cartier’s men were set to turn the soil, and in one day had prepared and sown about an acre and a half of ground. The cabbage, lettuce, and turnip seed that they planted showed green shoots within a week.

At the mouth of the Cap Rouge river there is a high point, now called Redclyffe. On this Cartier constructed a second fort, which commanded the fortification and the ships below. A little spring supplied fresh water, and the natural situation afforded a protection against attack by water or by land. While the French laboured in building the stockades and in hauling provisions and equipments from the ships to the forts, they made other discoveries that impressed them more than the forest wealth of this new land. Close beside the upper fort they found in the soil a good store of stones which they ‘esteemed to be diamonds.’ At the foot of the slope along the St Lawrence lay iron deposits, and the sand of the shore needed only, Cartier said, to be put into the furnace to get the iron from it. At the water’s edge they found ‘certain leaves of fine gold as thick as a man’s nail,’ and in the slabs of black slate-stone which ribbed the open glades of the wood there were veins of mineral matter which shone like gold and silver. Cartier’s mineral discoveries have unfortunately not resulted in anything. We know now that his diamonds, still to be seen about Cap Rouge, are rock crystals. The gold which he later on showed to Roberval, and which was tested, proved genuine enough, but the quantity of such deposits in the region has proved insignificant. It is very likely that Cartier would make the most of his mineral discoveries as the readiest means of exciting his master’s interest.

When everything was in order at the settlement, the provisions landed, and the building well under way, the leader decided to make a brief journey to Hochelaga, in order to view more narrowly the rapids that he had seen, and to be the better able to plan an expedition into the interior for the coming spring. The account of this journey is the last of Cartier’s exploits of which we have any detailed account, and even here the closing pages of his narrative are unsatisfactory and inconclusive. What is most strange is that, although he expressly says that he intended to ‘go as far as Hochelaga, of purpose to view and understand the fashion of the saults [falls] of water,’ he makes no mention of the settlement of Hochelaga itself, and does not seem to have visited it.

The Hochelaga expedition, in which two boats were used, left the camp at Cap Rouge on September 7, 1541. A number of Cartier’s gentlemen accompanied him on the journey, while the Viscount Beaupre was left behind in command of the fort. On their way up the river Cartier visited the chief who had entrusted his little daughter to the case of the French at Stadacona at the time of Cartier’s wintering there. He left two young French boys in charge of this Indian chief that they might learn the language of the country. No further episode of the journey is chronicled until on September 11 the boats arrived at the foot of the rapids now called Lachine. Cartier tells us that two leagues from the foot of the bottom fall was an Indian village called Tutonaguy, but he does not say whether or not this was the same place as the Hochelaga of his previous voyage. The French left their boats and, conducted by the Indians, walked along the portage path that led past the rapids. There were large encampments of natives beside the second fall, and they received the French with every expression of good-will. By placing little sticks upon the ground they gave Cartier to understand that a third rapid was to be passed, and that the river was not navigable to the country of Saguenay.

Convinced that further exploration was not possible for the time being, the French returned to their boats. As usual, a great concourse of Indians had come to the spot. Cartier says that he ‘understood afterwards’ that the Indians would have made an end of the French, but judged them too strong for the attempt. The expedition started at once for the winter quarters at Cap Rouge. As they passed Hochelay — the abode of the supposed friendly chief near Portneuf — they learned that he had gone down the river ahead of them to devise means with Agouhanna for the destruction of the expedition.

Cartier’s narrative ends at this most dramatic moment of his adventures. He seems to have reached the encampment at Cap Rouge at the very moment when an Indian assault was imminent. We know, indeed, that the attack, which, from certain allusions in the narrative, seems presently to have been made, was warded off, and that Cartier’s ships and a part at least of his company sailed home to France, falling in with Roberval on the way. But the story of the long months of anxiety and privation, and probably of disease and hostilities with the Indians, is not recorded. The narrative of the great explorer, as it is translated by Hakluyt, closes with the following ominous sentences:

‘And when we were arrived at our fort, we understood by our people that the savages of the country came not any more about our fort, as they were accustomed, to bring us fish, and that they were in a wonderful doubt and fear of us. Wherefore our captain, having been advised by some of our men which had been at Stadacona to visit them that there was a wonderful number of the country people assembled together, caused all things in our fortress to be set in good order.’ And beyond these words, Cartier’s story was never written, or, if written, it has been lost.


CHAPTER IX. THE CLOSE OF CARTIER’S CAREER
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GREAT DOUBT AND uncertainty surround the ultimate fate of Roberval’s attempted colony, of which Cartier’s expedition was to form the advance guard. Roberval, as already seen, had stayed behind in France when Cartier sailed in 1541, because his equipment was not yet ready for the voyage. Nor does he seem to have finally started on his expedition for nearly a year after the departure of Cartier. It has been suggested that Roberval did set sail at some time in the summer of 1541, and that he reached Cape Breton island and built a fort there. So, at least, a tradition ran that was repeated many years later by Lescarbot in his Histoire de la Nouvelle France. If this statement is true, it must mean that Roberval sailed home again at the close of 1541, without having succeeded in finding Cartier, and that he prepared for a renewed expedition in the spring of the coming year. But the evidence for any such voyage is not conclusive.

What we know is that on April 16, 1542, Roberval sailed out of the port of Rochelle with three tall ships and a company of two hundred persons, men and women, and that with him were divers gentlemen of quality. On June 8, 1542, his ships entered the harbour of St John’s in Newfoundland. They found there seventeen fishing vessels, clear proof that by this time the cod fisheries of the Newfoundland Banks were well known. They were, indeed, visited by the French, the Portuguese, and other nations. Here Roberval paused to refit his ships and to replenish his stores. While he was still in the harbour, one day, to his amazement, Cartier sailed in with the five ships that he was bringing away from his abandoned settlement at Charlesbourg Royal. Cartier showed to his superior the ‘diamonds’ and the gold that he was bringing home from Canada. He gave to Roberval a glowing account of the country that he had seen, but, according to the meagre details that appear in the fragment in Hakluyt’s Voyages, he made clear that he had been compelled to abandon his attempt at settlement. ‘He could not with his small company withstand the savages, which went about daily to annoy him, which was the cause of his return into France.’

Except what is contained in the few sentences of this record we know nothing of what took place between Roberval and Cartier. But it was quite clear that the latter considered the whole enterprise as doomed to failure. It is more than likely that Cartier was dissatisfied with Roberval’s delay, and did not care to continue under the orders of a leader inferior to himself in capacity. Be this as it may, their final parting stands recorded in the following terms, and no historical document has as yet come to light which can make the exact situation known to us. ‘When our general [Roberval], being furnished with sufficient forces, commanded him [Cartier] to go back with him, he and his company, moved as it seems with ambition, because they would have all the glory of the discovery of those parts themselves, stole privily away the next night from us, and, without taking their leaves, departed home for Brittany.’ The story, it must be remembered, comes from the pen of either Roberval or one of his associates.

The subsequent history of Roberval’s colony, as far as it is known, can be briefly told. His ships reached the site of Charlesbourg Royal late in July 1542. He landed stores and munitions and erected houses, apparently on a scale of some magnitude, with towers and fortifications and with great kitchens, halls, and living rooms. Two ships were sent home in the autumn with news of the expedition, their leader being especially charged to find out whether the rock crystals carried back by Cartier had turned out to be diamonds. All the other colonists remained and spent the winter in this place. In spite of their long preparation and of their commodious buildings, they seem to have endured sufferings as great as, or even greater than, those of Cartier’s men at Stadacona seven years before. Supplies of food ran short, and even in the autumn before the stern winter had begun it was necessary to put the whole company on carefully measured rations. Disease broke out among the French, as it had broken out under Cartier, and about fifty of their number perished before the coming of the spring. Their lot was rendered more dreadful still by quarrelling and crime. Roberval could keep his colonists in subjection only by the use of irons and by the application of the lash. The gibbet, reared beside the fort, claimed its toll of their number.

The winter of their misery drew slowly to its close. The ice of the river began to break in April. On June 5, 1543, their leader, Roberval, embarked on an expedition to explore the Saguenay, ‘leaving thirty persons behind in the fort, with orders that if Roberval had not returned by the first of July, they were to depart for France.’ Whither he went and what he found we do not know. We read that on June 14. certain of his company came back with messages to the fort: that five days later still others came back with instructions that the company at the fort were to delay their departure for France until July 19. And here the narrative of the colony breaks off.

Of Roberval’s subsequent fate we can learn hardly anything. There is some evidence to show that Cartier was dispatched from France to Canada to bring him back. Certain it is that in April 1544 orders were issued for the summons of both Cartier and Roberval to appear before a commission for the settling of their accounts. The report of the royal auditors credits Cartier apparently with a service of eight months spent in returning to Canada to bring Roberval home. On the strength of this, it is thought likely that Cartier, returning safely to France in the summer of 1542, was sent back again at the king’s command to aid in the return of the colonists, whose enterprise was recognized as a failure. After this, Roberval is lost to sight in the history of France. Certain chroniclers have said that he made another voyage to the New World and perished at sea. Others have it that he was assassinated in Paris near the church of the Holy Innocents. But nothing is known.

Cartier also is practically lost from sight during the last fifteen years of his life. His name appears at intervals in the local records, notably on the register of baptisms as a godfather. As far as can be judged, he spent the remainder of his days in comfortable retirement in his native town of St Malo. Besides his house in the seaport he had a country residence some miles distant at Limoilou. This old house of solid and substantial stone, with a courtyard and stone walls surrounding it, is still standing. There can be no doubt that the famous pilot enjoyed during his closing years a universal esteem. It is just possible that in recognition of his services he was elevated in rank by the king of France, for in certain records of St Malo in 1549, he is spoken of as the Sieur de Limoilou. But this may have been merely the sort of courtesy title often given in those days to the proprietors of small landed estates.

It was sometimes the custom of the officials of the port of St Malo to mark down in the records of the day the death of any townsman of especial note. Such an entry as this is the last record of the great pilot. In the margins of certain documents of September 1, 1557, there is written in the quaint, almost unreadable penmanship of the time: ‘This said Wednesday about five in the morning died Jacques Cartier.’

There is no need to enlarge upon the greatness of Cartier’s achievements. It was only the beginning of a far-reaching work, the completion of which fell to other hands. But it is Cartier’s proud place in history to bear the title of discoverer of a country whose annals were later to be illumined by the exploits of a Champlain and a La Salle, and the martyrdom of a Brebeuf; which was to witness, for more than half a century, a conflict in arms between Great Britain and France, and from that conflict to draw the finest pages of its history and the noblest inspiration of its future; a country upon whose soil, majestic in its expanse of river, lake, and forest, was to be reared a commonwealth built upon the union and harmony of the two great races who had fought for its dominion.

Jacques Cartier, as much perhaps as any man of his time, embodied in himself what was highest in the spirit of his age. He shows us the daring of the adventurer with nothing of the dark cruelty by which such daring was often disfigured. He brought to his task the simple faith of the Christian whose devout fear of God renders him fearless of the perils of sea and storm. The darkest hour of his adversity in that grim winter at Stadacona found him still undismayed. He came to these coasts to find a pathway to the empire of the East. He found instead a country vast and beautiful beyond his dreams. The enthusiasm of it entered into his soul. Asia was forgotten before the reality of Canada. Since Cartier’s day four centuries of history have hallowed the soil of Canada with memories and associations never to be forgotten. But patriotism can find no finer example than the instinctive admiration and love called forth in the heart of Jacques Cartier by the majestic beauty of the land of which he was the discoverer.


ITINERARY OF CARTIER’S VOYAGES
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ADAPTED FROM BAXTER’S ‘Memoir of Jacques Cartier’

 

 VOYAGE OF 1534

 

 April 20 Monday     Cartier leaves St Malo.

 May   10 Sunday     Arrives at Bonavista.

  “    21 Thursday   Reaches Isle of Birds.

  “    24 Sunday     Enters the harbour of Kirpon.

 June   9 Tuesday    Leaves Kirpon.

  “    10 Wednesday  Enters the harbour of Brest.

  “    11 Thursday   St Barnabas Day. Hears Mass and explores

                     coast in boats.

  “    12 Friday     Names St Anthoine, Servan; plants cross and

                     names river St Jacques, and harbour Jacques

                     Cartier.

  “    13 Saturday   Returns to ships.

  “    14 Sunday     Hears Mass.

  “    15 Monday     Sails toward north coast of Newfoundland.

  “    16 Tuesday    Follows the west coast of Newfoundland and

                     names the Monts des Granches.

 June  17 Wednesday  Names the Colombiers, Bay St Julien, and Capes

                     Royal and Milk.

  “    18 Thursday   Stormy weather to 24th; explores coast between

                     Capes Royal and Milk.

  “    24 Wednesday  Festival of St John the Baptist. Names Cape St John.

  “    25 Thursday   Weather bad; sails toward the west and

         and         south-west; discovers Isles Margaux, Brion, and

  “    26 Friday     Cape Dauphin.

  “    27 Saturday   Coasts toward west-south-west.

  “    28 Sunday     Reaches Cape Rouge.

  “    29 Monday     Festival of St Peter. Names Alezay and Cape

                     St Peter, and continues course west-south-west.

  “    30 Tuesday    Towards evening describes land appearing like

                     two islands.

 July   1 Wednesday  Names Capes Orleans and Savages.

  “     2 Thursday   Names Bay St Leonarius.

  “     3 Friday     Continues northerly course and names Cape Hope.

  “     4 Saturday   Arrives at Port Daniel; remains there until 12th.

 July  16 Thursday   Enters Gaspe Bay, and remains until 25th on

                     account of storm.

  “   22 Wednesday  Lands and meets savages.

  “   24 Friday     Plants a cross.

  “   25 Saturday   Sets sail with good wind toward Anticosti.

  “   27 Monday     Approaches coast.

  “   28 Tuesday    Names Cape St Louis.

  “   29 Wednesday  Names Cape Montmorency and doubles East Cape

                    of Anticosti.

 Aug.  1 Saturday   Sights northern shore of the Gulf of

                    St Lawrence.

  “    8 Saturday   Approaches west coast of Newfoundland.

  “    9 Sunday     Arrives at Blanc Sablon, and makes preparations

                    to return home.

  “   15 Saturday   Festival of the Assumption. Hears Mass and sets

                    sail for France.

 Sept. 5 Saturday   Arrives at St Malo.

 

 SECOND VOYAGE, 1535

 

 May  16 Sunday      First Pentecost. The crew commune at Cathedral

                     and receive Episcopal Benediction.

  “   19 Wednesday   Departure from St Malo.

  “   26 Wednesday   Contrary winds.

 June 25 Friday      Ships separated by storm.

 July  7 Wednesday   Cartier reaches the Isle of Birds.

  “    8 Thursday    Enters Strait of Belle Isle.

  “   15 Thursday    Reaches the rendezvous at Blanc Sablon.

  “   26 Monday      Ships meet.

  “   29 Thursday    Follows north coast and names Isles St William.

  “   30 Friday      Names Isles St Marthy.

  “   31 Saturday    Names Cape St Germain.

 Aug.  1 Sunday      Contrary winds; enters St Nicholas Harbour.

  “    8 Sunday      Sails toward the southern coast.

  “    9 Monday      Contrary wind; turns toward north and stops

                     in Bay St Lawrence.

  “   13 Friday      Leaves Bay St Lawrence, approaches Anticosti,

                     and doubles the western point.

  “   15 Sunday      Festival of the Assumption. Names Anticosti,

                     Isle of the Assumption.

  “   16 Monday      Continues along coast.

  “   17 Tuesday     Turns toward the north.

  “   19 Thursday    Arrives at the Seven Islands.

  “   20 Friday      Ranges coast with his boats.

  “   21 Saturday    Sails west, but obliged to return to the Seven

                     Islands owing to head winds.

 Aug. 24 Tuesday     Leaves the Seven Islands and sets sail

                     toward south.

  “   29 Sunday      Martyrdom of St John Baptist. Reaches harbour

                     of Isles St John.

 Sept. 1 Wednesday   Quits the harbour and directs his course

                     toward the Saguenay.

  “    2 Thursday    Leaves the Saguenay and reaches the

                     Bic Islands.

  “    6 Monday      Arrives at Isle-aux-Coudres.

  “    7 Tuesday     Reaches Island of Orleans.

  “    9 Thursday    Donnacona visits Cartier.

  “   13 Monday      Sails toward the River St Charles.

  “   14 Tuesday     Exaltation of the Holy Cross. Reaches entrance

                     of St Charles River.

  “   15 Wednesday   Plants buoys to guide his ships.

  “   16 Thursday    Two ships are laid up for the winter.

  “   17 Friday      Donnacona tries to dissuade Cartier from

                     going to Hochelaga.

  “   18 Saturday    Donnacona’s stratagem to deter Cartier

                     from going to Stadacona.

  “   19 Sunday      Cartier starts for Hochelaga with his

                     pinnace and two boats.

 Sept. 28 Tuesday    Enters Lake St Peter.

  “    29 Wednesday  Leaves his pinnace, and proceeds with

                     his boats.

 Oct.   2 Saturday   Arrives at Hochelaga.

  “     3 Sunday     Lands and visits town and mountain, which he

                     named Mount Royal, and leaves Sunday.

  “     4 Monday     Regains his pinnace.

  “     5 Tuesday    Takes his way back to Stadacona.

  “     7 Thursday   Stops at Three Rivers, and plants cross

                     upon an island.

  “    11 Monday     Arrives at the anchorage beside Stadacona.

  “    12 Tuesday    Donnacona visits Cartier.

  “    13 Wednesday  Cartier and some of his men visit Stadacona.

 

 1536

 

 April 16 Sunday     Easter Sunday. The river clear of ice.

   “   22 Saturday   Donnacona visits Cartier with large number

                     of savages.

   “   28 Friday     Cartier sends Guyot to Stadacona.

 May    3 Wednesday  Festival of the Holy Cross. A cross planted;

                     Cartier seizes Donnacona.

 May    5 Friday     The people of Stadacona, bring provisions for

                     Cartier’s captives.

  “     6 Saturday   Cartier sails.

  “     7 Sunday     Arrives at Isle-aux-Coudres.

  “    15 Monday     Exchanges presents with the savages.

  “    22 Monday     Reaches Isle Brion.

  “    25 Thursday   Festival of the Ascension. Reaches a low,

                     sandy island.

  “    26 Friday     Returns to Isle Brion.

 June   1 Thursday   Names Capes Lorraine and St Paul.

  “     4 Sunday     Fourth of Pentecost. Names harbour

                     of St Esprit.

  “     6 Tuesday    Departs from the harbour of St Esprit.

  “    11 Sunday     St Barnabas Day. At Isles St Pierre.

  “    16 Friday     Departs from Isles St Pierre and makes

                     harbour at Rougenouse.

  “    19 Monday     Leaves Rougenouse and sails for home.

 July   6 Friday     Reaches St Malo.

 

 THIRD VOYAGE, 1541

 

 May   23 Monday     Cartier leaves St Malo with five ships.

 Aug.  23 Tuesday    Arrives before Stadacona.

  “    25 Thursday   Lands artillery.

 Sept.  2 Friday     Sends two of his ships home.

  “     7 Wednesday  Sets out for Hochelaga.

  “    11 Sunday     Arrives at Lachine Rapids.

 

 (The rest of the voyage is unknown.)


BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE
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A GREAT MANY accounts of the voyages of Jacques Cartier have been written both in French and in English; but the fountain source of information for all of these is found in the narratives written by Cartier himself. The story of the first voyage was written under the name of ‘Relation Originale du Voyage de Jacques Cartier au Canada en 1534.’ The original manuscript was lost from sight for over three hundred years, but about half a century ago it was discovered in the Imperial Library (now the National Library) at Paris. Its contents, however, had long been familiar to English readers through the translation which appears in Hakluyt’s ‘Voyages,’ published in 1600. In the same collection is also found the narrative of the second voyage, as translated from the ‘Bref Recit’ written by Cartier and published in 1545, and the fragment of the account of the third voyage of which the rest is lost. For an exhaustive bibliography of Cartier’s voyages see Baxter, ‘A Memoir of Jacques Cartier’ (New York, 1906). An exceedingly interesting little book is Sir Joseph Pope’s ‘Jacques Cartier: his Life and Voyages’ (Ottawa, 1890). The student is also recommended to read ‘The Saint Lawrence Basin and its Borderlands,’ by Samuel Edward Dawson; papers by the Abbe Verreau, John Reade, Bishop Howley and W. F. Ganong in the ‘Transactions of the Royal Society of Canada;’ the chapter, ‘Jacques Cartier and his Successors,’ by B. F. de Costa, in Winsor’s ‘Narrative and Critical History of America,’ and the chapter ‘The Beginnings of Canada,’ by Arthur G. Doughty, in the first volume of ‘Canada and its Provinces’ (Toronto, 1913).
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I. — The Troubled Outlook of the Present Hour
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THESE ARE TROUBLED times. As the echoes of the war die away the sound of a new conflict rises on our ears. All the world is filled with industrial unrest. Strike follows upon strike. A world that has known five years of fighting has lost its taste for the honest drudgery of work. Cincinnatus will not back to his plow, or, at the best, stands sullenly between his plow-handles arguing for a higher wage.

The wheels of industry are threatening to stop. The laborer will not work because the pay is too low and the hours are too long. The producer cannot employ him because the wage is too high, and the hours are too short. If the high wage is paid and the short hours are granted, then the price of the thing made, so it seems, rises higher still. Even the high wages will not buy it. The process apparently moves in a circle with no cessation to it. The increased wages seem only to aggravate the increasing prices. Wages and prices, rising together, call perpetually for more money, or at least more tokens and symbols, more paper credit in the form of checks and deposits, with a value that is no longer based on the rock-bottom of redemption into hard coin, but that floats upon the mere atmosphere of expectation.

But the sheer quantity of the inflated currency and false money forces prices higher still. The familiar landmarks of wages, salaries and prices are being obliterated. The “scrap of paper” with which the war began stays with us as its legacy. It lies upon the industrial landscape like snow, covering up, as best it may, the bare poverty of a world desolated by war.

Under such circumstances national finance seems turned into a delirium. Billions are voted where once a few poor millions were thought extravagant. The war debts of the Allied Nations, not yet fully computed, will run from twenty-five to forty billion dollars apiece. But the debts of the governments appear on the other side of the ledger as the assets of the citizens. What is the meaning of it? Is it wealth or is it poverty? The world seems filled with money and short of goods, while even in this very scarcity a new luxury has broken out. The capitalist rides in his ten thousand dollar motor car. The seven-dollar-a-day artisan plays merrily on his gramophone in the broad daylight of his afternoon that is saved, like all else, by being “borrowed” from the morning. He calls the capitalist a “profiteer.” The capitalist retorts with calling him a “Bolshevik.”

Worse portents appear. Over the rim of the Russian horizon are seen the fierce eyes and the unshorn face of the real and undoubted Bolshevik, waving his red flag. Vast areas of what was a fertile populated world are overwhelmed in chaos. Over Russia there lies a great darkness, spreading ominously westward into Central Europe. The criminal sits among his corpses. He feeds upon the wreck of a civilization that was.

The infection spreads. All over the world the just claims of organized labor are intermingled with the underground conspiracy of social revolution. The public mind is confused. Something approaching to a social panic appears. To some minds the demand for law and order overwhelms all other thoughts. To others the fierce desire for social justice obliterates all fear of a general catastrophe. They push nearer and nearer to the brink of the abyss. The warning cry of “back” is challenged by the eager shout of “forward!” The older methods of social progress are abandoned as too slow. The older weapons of social defense are thrown aside as too blunt. Parliamentary discussion is powerless. It limps in the wake of the popular movement. The “state”, as we knew it, threatens to dissolve into labor unions, conventions, boards of conciliation, and conferences. Society shaken to its base, hurls itself into the industrial suicide of the general strike, refusing to feed itself, denying its own wants.

This is a time such as there never was before. It represents a vast social transformation in which there is at stake, and may be lost, all that has been gained in the slow centuries of material progress and in which there may be achieved some part of all that has been dreamed in the age-long passion for social justice.

For the time being, the constituted governments of the world survive as best they may and accomplish such things as they can, planless, or planning at best only for the day. Sufficient, and more than sufficient, for the day is the evil thereof.

Never then was there a moment in which there was greater need for sane and serious thought. It is necessary to consider from the ground up the social organization in which we live and the means whereby it may be altered and expanded to meet the needs of the time to come. We must do this or perish. If we do not mend the machine, there are forces moving in the world that will break it. The blind Samson of labor will seize upon the pillars of society and bring them down in a common destruction.

 

Few persons can attain to adult life without being profoundly impressed by the appalling inequalities of our human lot. Riches and poverty jostle one another upon our streets. The tattered outcast dozes on his bench while the chariot of the wealthy is drawn by. The palace is the neighbor of the slum. We are, in modern life, so used to this that we no longer see it.

Inequality begins from the very cradle. Some are born into an easy and sheltered affluence. Others are the children of mean and sordid want. For some the long toil of life begins in the very bloom time of childhood and ends only when the broken and exhausted body sinks into a penurious old age. For others life is but a foolish leisure with mock activities and mimic avocations to mask its uselessness. And as the circumstances vary so too does the native endowment of the body and the mind. Some born in poverty rise to wealth. An inborn energy and capacity bid defiance to the ill-will of fate. Others sink. The careless hand lets fall the cradle gift of wealth.

Thus all about us is the moving and shifting spectacle of riches and poverty, side by side, inextricable.

The human mind, lost in a maze of inequalities that it cannot explain and evils that it cannot, singly, remedy, must adapt itself as best it can. An acquired indifference to the ills of others is the price at which we live. A certain dole of sympathy, a casual mite of personal relief is the mere drop that any one of us alone can cast into the vast ocean of human misery. Beyond that we must harden ourselves lest we too perish. We feed well while others starve. We make fast the doors of our lighted houses against the indigent and the hungry. What else can we do? If we shelter one what is that? And if we try to shelter all, we are ourselves shelterless.

But the contrast thus presented is one that has acquired a new meaning in the age in which we live. The poverty of earlier days was the outcome of the insufficiency of human labor to meet the primal needs of human kind. It is not so now. We live in an age that is at best about a century and a half old — the age of machinery and power. Our common reading of history has obscured this fact. Its pages are filled with the purple gowns of kings and the scarlet trappings of the warrior. Its record is largely that of battles and sieges, of the brave adventure of discovery and the vexed slaughter of the nations. It has long since dismissed as too short and simple for its pages, the short and simple annals of the poor. And the record is right enough. Of the poor what is there to say? They were born; they lived; they died. They followed their leaders, and their names are forgotten.

But written thus our history has obscured the greatest fact that ever came into it — the colossal change that separates our little era of a century and a half from all the preceding history of mankind — separates it so completely that a great gulf lies between, across which comparison can scarcely pass, and on the other side of which a new world begins.

It has been the custom of our history to use the phrase the “new world” to mark the discoveries of Columbus and the treasure-hunt of a Cortes or a Pizarro. But what of that? The America that they annexed to Europe was merely a new domain added to a world already old. The “new world” was really found in the wonder-years of the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. Mankind really entered upon it when the sudden progress of liberated science bound the fierce energy of expanding stream and drew the eager lightning from the cloud.

Here began indeed, in the drab surroundings of the workshop, in the silent mystery of the laboratory, the magic of the new age.

But we do not commonly realize the vastness of the change. Much of our life and much of our thought still belongs to the old world. Our education is still largely framed on the old pattern. And our views of poverty and social betterment, or what is possible and what is not, are still largely conditioned by it.

In the old world, poverty seemed, and poverty was, the natural and inevitable lot of the greater portion of mankind. It was difficult, with the mean appliances of the time, to wring subsistence from the reluctant earth. For the simplest necessaries and comforts of life all, or nearly all, must work hard. Many must perish for want of them. Poverty was inevitable and perpetual. The poor must look to the brightness of a future world for the consolation that they were denied in this. Seen thus poverty became rather a blessing than a curse, or at least a dispensation prescribing the proper lot of man. Life itself was but a preparation and a trial — a threshing floor where, under the “tribulation” of want, the wheat was beaten from the straw. Of this older view much still survives, and much that is ennobling. Nor is there any need to say goodby to it. Even if poverty were gone, the flail could still beat hard enough upon the grain and chaff of humanity.

But turn to consider the magnitude of the change that has come about with the era of machinery and the indescribable increase which it has brought to man’s power over his environment. There is no need to recite here in detail the marvelous record of mechanical progress that constituted the “industrial revolution” of the eighteenth century. The utilization of coal for the smelting of iron ore; the invention of machinery that could spin and weave; the application of the undreamed energy of steam as a motive force, the building of canals and the making of stone roads — these proved but the beginnings. Each stage of invention called for a further advance. The quickening of one part of the process necessitated the “speeding up” of all the others. It placed a premium — a reward already in sight — upon the next advance. Mechanical spinning called forth the power loom. The increase in production called for new means of transport. The improvement of transport still further swelled the volume of production. The steamboat of 1809 and the steam locomotive of 1830 were the direct result of what had gone before. Most important of all, the movement had become a conscious one. Invention was no longer the fortuitous result of a happy chance. Mechanical progress, the continual increase of power and the continual surplus of product became an essential part of the environment, and an unconscious element in the thought and outlook of the civilized world.

No wonder that the first aspect of the age of machinery was one of triumph. Man had vanquished nature. The elemental forces of wind and fire, of rushing water and driving storm before which the savage had cowered low for shelter, these had become his servants. The forest that had blocked his path became his field. The desert blossomed as his garden.

The aspect of industrial life altered. The domestic industry of the cottage and the individual labor of the artisan gave place to the factory with its regiment of workers and its steam-driven machinery. The economic isolation of the single worker, of the village, even of the district and the nation, was lost in the general cohesion in which the whole industrial world merged into one.

The life of the individual changed accordingly. In the old world his little sphere was allotted to him and there he stayed. His village was his horizon. The son of the weaver wove and the smith reared his children to his trade. Each did his duty, or was adjured to do it, in the “state of life to which it had pleased God to call him.” Migration to distant occupations or to foreign lands was but for the adventurous few. The ne’er-do-well blew, like seed before the wind, to distant places, but mankind at large stayed at home. Here and there exceptional industry or extraordinary capacity raised the artisan to wealth and turned the “man” into the “master.” But for the most part even industry and endowment were powerless against the inertia of custom and the dead-weight of environment. The universal ignorance of the working class broke down the aspiring force of genius. Mute inglorious Miltons were buried in country churchyards.

In the new world all this changed. The individual became but a shifting atom in the vast complex, moving from place to place, from occupation to occupation and from gradation to gradation of material fortune.

The process went further and further. The machine penetrated everywhere, thrusting aside with its gigantic arm the feeble efforts of handicraft. It laid its hold upon agriculture, sowing and reaping the grain and transporting it to the ends of the earth. Then as the nineteenth century drew towards its close, even the age of steam power was made commonplace by achievements of the era of electricity.

All this is familiar enough. The record of the age of machinery is known to all. But the strange mystery, the secret that lies concealed within its organization, is realized by but few. It offers, to those who see it aright, the most perplexing industrial paradox ever presented in the history of mankind. With all our wealth, we are still poor. After a century and a half of labor-saving machinery, we work about as hard as ever. With a power over nature multiplied a hundred fold, nature still conquers us. And more than this. There are many senses in which the machine age seems to leave the great bulk of civilized humanity, the working part of it, worse off instead of better. The nature of our work has changed. No man now makes anything. He makes only a part of something, feeding and tending a machine that moves with relentless monotony in the routine of which both the machine and its tender are only a fractional part.

For the great majority of the workers, the interest of work as such is gone. It is a task done consciously for a wage, one eye upon the clock. The brave independence of the keeper of the little shop contrasts favorably with the mock dignity of a floor walker in an “establishment.” The varied craftsmanship of the artisan had in it something of the creative element that was the parent motive of sustained industry. The dull routine of the factory hand in a cotton mill has gone. The life of a pioneer settler in America two hundred years ago, penurious and dangerous as it was, stands out brightly beside the dull and meaningless toil of his descendant.

The picture must not be drawn in colors too sinister. In the dullest work and in the meanest lives in the new world to-day there are elements that were lacking in the work of the old world. The universal spread of elementary education, the universal access to the printed page, and the universal hope of better things, if not for oneself, at least for one’s children, and even the universal restlessness that the industrialism of to-day have brought are better things than the dull plodding passivity of the older world. Only a false mediævalism can paint the past in colors superior to the present. The haze of distance that dims the mountains with purple, shifts also the crude colors of the past into the soft glory of retrospect. Misled by these, the sentimentalist may often sigh for an age that in a nearer view would be seen filled with cruelty and suffering. But even when we have made every allowance for the all too human tendency to soften down the past, it remains true that in many senses the processes of industry for the worker have lost in attractiveness and power of absorption of the mind during the very period when they have gained so enormously in effectiveness and in power of production.

The essential contrast lies between the vastly increased power of production and its apparent inability to satisfy for all humanity the most elementary human wants; between the immeasurable saving of labor effected by machinery and the brute fact of the continuance of hard-driven, unceasing toil.

Of the extent of this increased power of production we can only speak in general terms. No one, as far as I am aware, has yet essayed to measure it. Nor have we any form of calculus or computation that can easily be applied. If we wish to compare the gross total of production effected to-day with that accomplished a hundred and fifty years ago, the means, the basis of calculation, is lacking. Vast numbers of the things produced now were not then in existence. A great part of our production of to-day culminates not in productive goods, but in services, as in forms of motion, or in ability to talk across a distance.

It is true that statistics that deal with the world’s production of cotton, or of oil, or of iron and steel present stupendous results. But even these do not go far enough. For the basic raw materials are worked into finer and finer forms to supply new “wants” as they are called, and to represent a vast quantity of “satisfactions” not existing before.

Nor is the money calculus of any avail. Comparison by prices breaks down entirely. A bushel of wheat stands about where it stood before and could be calculated. But the computation, let us say, in price-values of the Sunday newspapers produced in one week in New York or the annual output of photographic apparatus, would defy comparison. Of the enormous increase in the gross total of human goods there is no doubt. We have only to look about us to see it. The endless miles of railways, the vast apparatus of the factories, the soaring structures of the cities bear easy witness to it. Yet it would be difficult indeed to compute by what factor the effectiveness of human labor working with machinery has been increased.

But suppose we say, since one figure is as good as another, that it has been increased a hundred times. This calculation must be well within the facts and can be used as merely a more concrete way of saying that the power of production has been vastly increased. During the period of this increase, the numbers of mankind in the industrial countries have perhaps been multiplied by three to one. This again is inexact, since there are no precise figures of population that cover the period. But all that is meant is that the increase in one case is, quite obviously, colossal, and in the other case is evidently not very much.

Here then is the paradox.

If the ability to produce goods to meet human wants has multiplied so that each man accomplishes almost thirty or forty times what he did before, then the world at large ought to be about thirty or fifty times better off. But it is not. Or else, as the other possible alternative, the working hours of the world should have been cut down to about one in thirty of what they were before. But they are not. How, then, are we to explain this extraordinary discrepancy between human power and resulting human happiness?

The more we look at our mechanism of production the more perplexing it seems. Suppose an observer were to look down from the cold distance of the moon upon the seething ant-hill of human labor presented on the surface of our globe; and suppose that such an observer knew nothing of our system of individual property, of money payments and wages and contracts, but viewed our labor as merely that of a mass of animated beings trying to supply their wants. The spectacle to his eyes would be strange indeed. Mankind viewed in the mass would be seen to produce a certain amount of absolutely necessary things, such as food, and then to stop. In spite of the fact that there was not food enough to go round, and that large numbers must die of starvation or perish slowly from under-nutrition, the production of food would stop at some point a good deal short of universal satisfaction. So, too, with the production of clothing, shelter and other necessary things; never enough would seem to be produced, and this apparently not by accident or miscalculation, but as if some peculiar social law were at work adjusting production to the point where there is just not enough, and leaving it there. The countless millions of workers would be seen to turn their untired energies and their all-powerful machinery away from the production of necessary things to the making of mere comforts; and from these, again, while still stopping short of a general satisfaction, to the making of luxuries and superfluities. The wheels would never stop. The activity would never tire. Mankind, mad with the energy of activity, would be seen to pursue the fleeing phantom of insatiable desire. Thus among the huge mass of accumulated commodities the simplest wants would go unsatisfied. Half-fed men would dig for diamonds, and men sheltered by a crazy roof erect the marble walls of palaces. The observer might well remain perplexed at the pathetic discord between human work and human wants. Something, he would feel assured, must be at fault either with the social instincts of man or with the social order under which he lives.

And herein lies the supreme problem that faces us in this opening century. The period of five years of war has shown it to us in a clearer light than fifty years of peace. War is destruction — the annihilation of human life, the destruction of things made with generations of labor, the misdirection of productive power from making what is useful to making what is useless. In the great war just over, some seven million lives were sacrificed; eight million tons of shipping were sunk beneath the sea; some fifty million adult males were drawn from productive labor to the lines of battle; behind them uncounted millions labored day and night at making the weapons of destruction. One might well have thought that such a gigantic misdirection of human energy would have brought the industrial world to a standstill within a year. So people did think. So thought a great number, perhaps the greater number, of the financiers and economists and industrial leaders trained in the world in which we used to live. The expectation was unfounded. Great as is the destruction of war, not even five years of it have broken the productive machine. And the reason is now plain enough. Peace, also — or peace under the old conditions of industry — is infinitely wasteful of human energy. Not more than one adult worker in ten — so at least it might with confidence be estimated — is employed on necessary things. The other nine perform superfluous services. War turns them from making the glittering superfluities of peace to making its grim engines of destruction. But while the tenth man still labors, the machine, though creaking with its dislocation, can still go on. The economics of war, therefore, has thrown its lurid light upon the economics of peace.

These I propose in the succeeding chapters to examine. But it might be well before doing so to lay stress upon the fact that while admitting all the shortcomings and the injustices of the régime under which we have lived, I am not one of those who are able to see a short and single remedy. Many people when presented with the argument above, would settle it at once with the word “socialism.” Here, they say, is the immediate and natural remedy. I confess at the outset, and shall develop later, that I cannot view it so. Socialism is a mere beautiful dream, possible only for the angels. The attempt to establish it would hurl us over the abyss. Our present lot is sad, but the frying pan is at least better than the fire.


II. — Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness
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“ALL MEN,” WROTE Thomas Jefferson in framing the Declaration of Independence, “have an inalienable right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” The words are more than a felicitous phrase. They express even more than the creed of a nation. They embody in themselves the uppermost thought of the era that was dawning when they were written. They stand for the same view of society which, in that very year of 1776, Adam Smith put before the world in his immortal “Wealth of Nations” as the “System of Natural Liberty.” In this system mankind placed its hopes for over half a century and under it the industrial civilization of the age of machinery rose to the plenitude of its power.

In the preceding chapter an examination has been made of the purely mechanical side of the era of machine production. It has been shown that the age of machinery has been in a certain sense one of triumph, of the triumphant conquest of nature, but in another sense one of perplexing failure. The new forces controlled by mankind have been powerless as yet to remove want and destitution, hard work and social discontent. In the midst of accumulated wealth social justice seems as far away as ever.

It remains now to discuss the intellectual development of the modern age of machinery and the way in which it has moulded the thoughts and the outlook of mankind.

Few men think for themselves. The thoughts of most of us are little more than imitations and adaptations of the ideas of stronger minds. The influence of environment conditions, if it does not control, the mind of man. So it comes about that every age or generation has its dominant and uppermost thoughts, its peculiar way of looking at things and its peculiar basis of opinion on which its collective action and its social regulations rest. All this is largely unconscious. The average citizen of three generations ago was probably not aware that he was an extreme individualist. The average citizen of to-day is not conscious of the fact that he has ceased to be one. The man of three generations ago had certain ideas which he held to be axiomatic, such as that his house was his castle, and that property was property and that what was his was his. But these were to him things so obvious that he could not conceive any reasonable person doubting them. So, too, with the man of to-day. He has come to believe in such things as old age pensions and national insurance. He submits to bachelor taxes and he pays for the education of other people’s children; he speculates much on the limits of inheritance, and he even meditates profound alterations in the right of property in land. His house is no longer his castle. He has taken down its fences, and “boulevarded” its grounds till it merges into those of his neighbors. Indeed he probably does not live in a house at all, but in a mere “apartment” or subdivision of a house which he shares with a multiplicity of people. Nor does he any longer draw water from his own well or go to bed by the light of his own candle: for such services as these his life is so mixed up with “franchises” and “public utilities” and other things unheard of by his own great-grandfather, that it is hopelessly intertangled with that of his fellow citizens. In fine, there is little left but his own conscience into which he can withdraw.

Such a man is well aware that times have changed since his great-grandfather’s day. But he is not aware of the profound extent to which his own opinions have been affected by the changing times. He is no longer an individualist. He has become by brute force of circumstances a sort of collectivist, puzzled only as to how much of a collectivist to be.

Individualism of the extreme type is, therefore, long since out of date. To attack it is merely to kick a dead dog. But the essential problem of to-day is to know how far we are to depart from its principles. There are those who tell us — and they number many millions — that we must abandon them entirely. Industrial society, they say, must be reorganized from top to bottom; private industry must cease. All must work for the state; only in a socialist commonwealth can social justice be found. There are others, of whom the present writer is one, who see in such a programme nothing but disaster: yet who consider that the individualist principle of “every man for himself” while it makes for national wealth and accumulated power, favors overmuch the few at the expense of the many, puts an over-great premium upon capacity, assigns too harsh a punishment for easy indolence, and, what is worse, exposes the individual human being too cruelly to the mere accidents of birth and fortune. Under such a system, in short, to those who have is given and from those who have not is taken away even that which they have. There are others again who still view individualism just as the vast majority of our great-grandfathers viewed it, as a system hard but just: as awarding to every man the fruit of his own labor and the punishment of his own idleness, and as visiting, in accordance with the stern but necessary ordination of our existence, the sins of the father upon the child.

The proper starting point, then, for all discussion of the social problem is the consideration of the individualist theory of industrial society. This grew up, as all the world knows, along with the era of machinery itself. It had its counterpart on the political side in the rise of representative democratic government. Machinery, industrial liberty, political democracy — these three things represent the basis of the progress of the nineteenth century.

The chief exposition of the system is found in the work of the classical economists — Adam Smith and his followers of half a century — who created the modern science of political economy. Beginning as controversialists anxious to overset a particular system of trade regulation, they ended by becoming the exponents of a new social order. Modified and amended as their system is in its practical application, it still largely conditions our outlook to-day. It is to this system that we must turn.

The general outline of the classical theory of political economy is so clear and so simple that it can be presented within the briefest compass. It began with certain postulates, or assumptions, to a great extent unconscious, of the conditions to which it applied. It assumed the existence of the state and of contract. It took for granted the existence of individual property, in consumption goods, in capital goods, and, with a certain hesitation, in land. The last assumption was not perhaps without misgivings: Adam Smith was disposed to look askance at landlords as men who gathered where they had not sown. John Stuart Mill, as is well known, was more and more inclined, with advancing reflection, to question the sanctity of landed property as the basis of social institutions. But for the most part property, contract and the coercive state were fundamental assumptions with the classicists.

With this there went, on the psychological side, the further assumption of a general selfishness or self-seeking as the principal motive of the individual in the economic sphere. Oddly enough this assumption — the most warrantable of the lot — was the earliest to fall under disrepute. The plain assertion that every man looks out for himself (or at best for himself and his immediate family) touches the tender conscience of humanity. It is an unpalatable truth. None the less it is the most nearly true of all the broad generalizations that can be attempted in regard to mankind.

The essential problem then of the classicists was to ask what would happen if an industrial community, possessed of the modern control over machinery and power, were allowed to follow the promptings of “enlightened selfishness” in an environment based upon free contract and the right of property in land and goods. The answer was of the most cheering description. The result would be a progressive amelioration of society, increasing in proportion to the completeness with which the fundamental principles involved were allowed to act, and tending ultimately towards something like a social millennium or perfection of human society. One easily recalls the almost reverent attitude of Adam Smith towards this system of industrial liberty which he exalted into a kind of natural theology: and the way in which Mill, a deist but not a Christian, was able to fit the whole apparatus of individual liberty into its place in an ordered universe. The world “runs of itself,” said the economist. We have only to leave it alone. And the maxim of laissez faire became the last word of social wisdom.

The argument of the classicists ran thus. If there is everywhere complete economic freedom, then there will ensue in consequence a régime of social justice. If every man is allowed to buy and sell goods, labor and property, just as suits his own interest, then the prices and wages that result are either in the exact measure of social justice or, at least, are perpetually moving towards it. The price of any commodity at any moment is, it is true, a “market price,” the resultant of the demand and the supply; but behind this operates continually the inexorable law of the cost of production. Sooner or later every price must represent the actual cost of producing the commodity concerned, or, at least, must oscillate now above and now below that point which it is always endeavoring to meet. For if temporary circumstances force the price well above the cost of producing the article in question, then the large profits to be made induce a greater and greater production. The increased volume of the supply thus produced inevitably forces down the price till it sinks to the point of cost. If circumstances (such, for example, as miscalculation and an over-great supply) depress the price below the point of cost, then the discouragement of further production presently shortens the supply and brings the price up again. Price is thus like an oscillating pendulum seeking its point of rest, or like the waves of the sea rising and falling about its level. By this same mechanism the quantity and direction of production, argued the economists, respond automatically to the needs of humanity, or, at least, to the “effective demand,” which the classicist mistook for the same thing. Just as much wheat or bricks or diamonds would be produced as the world called for; to produce too much of any one thing was to violate a natural law; the falling price and the resulting temporary loss sternly rebuked the producer.

In the same way the technical form and mechanism of production were presumed to respond to an automatic stimulus. Inventions and improved processes met their own reward. Labor, so it was argued, was perpetually being saved by the constant introduction of new uses of machinery.

By a parity of reasoning, the shares received by all the participants and claimants in the general process of production were seen to be regulated in accordance with natural law. Interest on capital was treated merely as a particular case under the general theory of price. It was the purchase price needed to call forth the “saving” (a form, so to speak, of production) which brought the capital into the market. The “profits” of the employer represented the necessary price paid by society for his services, just enough and not more than enough to keep him and his fellows in operative activity, and always tending under the happy operation of competition to fall to the minimum consistent with social progress.

Rent, the share of the land-owner, offered to the classicist a rather peculiar case. There was here a physical basis of surplus over cost. But, granted the operation of the factors and forces concerned, rent emerged as a differential payment to the fortunate owner of the soil. It did not in any way affect prices or wages, which were rendered neither greater nor less thereby. The full implication of the rent doctrine and its relation to social justice remained obscured to the eye of the classical economist; the fixed conviction that what a man owns is his own created a mist through which the light could not pass.

Wages, finally, were but a further case of value. There was a demand for labor, represented by the capital waiting to remunerate it, and a supply of labor represented by the existing and increasing working class. Hence wages, like all other shares and factors, corresponded, so it was argued, to social justice. Whether wages were high or low, whether hours were long or short, at least the laborer like everybody else “got what was coming to him.” All possibility of a general increase of wages depended on the relation of available capital to the numbers of the working men.

Thus the system as applied to society at large could be summed up in the consoling doctrine that every man got what he was worth, and was worth what he got; that industry and energy brought their own reward; that national wealth and individual welfare were one and the same; that all that was needed for social progress was hard work, more machinery, more saving of labor and a prudent limitation of the numbers of the population.

The application of such a system to legislation and public policy was obvious. It carried with it the principle of laissez-faire. The doctrine of international free trade, albeit the most conspicuous of its applications, was but one case under the general law. It taught that the mere organization of labor was powerless to raise wages; that strikes were of no avail, or could at best put a shilling into the pocket of one artisan by taking it out of that of another; that wages and prices could not be regulated by law; that poverty was to a large extent a biological phenomenon representing the fierce struggle of germinating life against the environment that throttles part of it. The poor were like the fringe of grass that fades or dies where it meets the sand of the desert. There could be no social remedy for poverty except the almost impossible remedy of the limitation of life itself. Failing this the economist could wash his hands of the poor.

These are the days of relative judgments and the classical economy, like all else, must be viewed in the light of time and circumstance. With all its fallacies, or rather its shortcomings, it served a magnificent purpose. It opened a road never before trodden from social slavery towards social freedom, from the mediæval autocratic régime of fixed caste and hereditary status towards a régime of equal social justice. In this sense the classical economy was but the fruition, or rather represented the final consciousness of a process that had been going on for centuries, since the breakdown of feudalism and the emancipation of the serf. True, the goal has not been reached. The vision of the universal happiness seen by the economists has proved a mirage. The end of the road is not in sight. But it cannot be doubted that in the long pilgrimage of mankind towards social betterment the economists guided us in the right turning. If we turn again in a new direction, it will at any rate not be in the direction of a return to autocratic mediævalism.

But when all is said in favor of its historic usefulness, the failures and the fallacies of natural liberty have now become so manifest that the system is destined in the coming era to be revised from top to bottom. It is to these failures and fallacies that attention will be drawn in the next chapter.


III. — The Failures and Fallacies of Natural Liberty
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THE REWARDS AND punishments of the economic world are singularly unequal. One man earns as much in a week or even in a day as another does in a year. This man by hard, manual labor makes only enough to pay for humble shelter and plain food. This other by what seems a congenial activity, fascinating as a game of chess, acquires uncounted millions. A third stands idle in the market place asking in vain for work. A fourth lives upon rent, dozing in his chair, and neither toils nor spins. A fifth by the sheer hazard of a lucky “deal” acquires a fortune without work at all. A sixth, scorning to work, earns nothing and gets nothing; in him survives a primitive dislike of labor not yet fully “evoluted out;” he slips through the meshes of civilization to become a “tramp,” cadges his food where he can, suns his tattered rags when it is warm and shivers when it is cold, migrating with the birds and reappearing with the flowers of spring.

Yet all are free. This is the distinguishing mark of them as children of our era. They may work or stop. There is no compulsion from without. No man is a slave. Each has his “natural liberty,” and each in his degree, great or small, receives his allotted reward.

But is the allotment correct and the reward proportioned by his efforts? Is it fair or unfair, and does it stand for the true measure of social justice?

This is the profound problem of the twentieth century.

The economists and the leading thinkers of the nineteenth century were in no doubt about this question. It was their firm conviction that the system under which we live was, in its broad outline, a system of even justice. They held it true that every man under free competition and individual liberty is awarded just what he is worth and is worth exactly what he gets: that the reason why a plain laborer is paid only two or three dollars a day is because he only “produces” two or three dollars a day: and that why a skilled engineer is paid ten times as much is because he “produces” ten times as much. His work is “worth” ten times that of the plain laborer. By the same reasoning the salary of a corporation president who receives fifty thousand dollars a year merely reflects the fact that the man produces — earns — brings in to the corporation that amount or even more. The big salary corresponds to the big efficiency.

And there is much in the common experience of life and the common conduct of business that seems to support this view. It is undoubtedly true if we look at any little portion of business activity taken as a fragment by itself. On the most purely selfish grounds I may find that it “pays” to hire an expert at a hundred dollars a day, and might find that it spelled ruin to attempt to raise the wages of my workingmen beyond four dollars a day. Everybody knows that in any particular business at any particular place and time with prices at any particular point, there is a wage that can be paid and a wage that can not. And everybody, or nearly everybody, bases on these obvious facts a series of entirely erroneous conclusions. Because we cannot change the part we are apt to think we cannot change the whole. Because one brick in the wall is immovable, we forget that the wall itself might be rebuilt.

The single employer rightly knows that there is a wage higher than he can pay and hours shorter than he can grant. But are the limits that frame him in, real and necessary limits, resulting from the very nature of things, or are they mere products of particular circumstances? This, as a piece of pure economics, does not interest the individual employer a particle. It belongs in the same category as the question of the immortality of the soul and other profundities that have nothing to do with business. But to society at large the question is of an infinite importance.

Now the older economists taught, and the educated world for about a century believed, that these limitations which hedged the particular employer about were fixed and assigned by natural economic law. They represented, as has been explained, the operation of the system of natural liberty by which every man got what he is worth. And it is quite true that the particular employer can no more break away from these limits than he can jump out of his own skin. He can only violate them at the expense of ceasing to be an economic being at all and degenerating into a philanthropist.

But consider for a moment the peculiar nature of the limitations themselves. Every man’s limit of what he can pay and what he can take, of how much he can offer and how much he will receive, is based on the similar limitations of other people. They are reciprocal to one another. Why should one factory owner not pay ten dollars a day to his hands? Because the others don’t. But suppose they all do? Then the output could not be sold at the present price. But why not sell the produce at a higher price? Because at a higher price the consumer can’t afford to buy it. But suppose that the consumer, for the things which he himself makes and sells, or for the work which he performs, receives more? What then? The whole thing begins to have a jigsaw look, like a child’s toy rack with wooden soldiers on it, expanding and contracting. One searches in vain for the basis on which the relationship rests. And at the end of the analysis one finds nothing but a mere anarchical play of forces, nothing but a give-and-take resting on relative bargaining strength. Every man gets what he can and gives what he has to.

Observe that this is not in the slightest the conclusion of the orthodox economists. Every man, they said, gets what he actually makes, or, by exchange, those things which exactly correspond to it as regards the cost of making them — which have, to use the key-word of the theory, the same value. Let us take a very simple example. If I go fishing with a net which I have myself constructed out of fibers and sticks, and if I catch a fish and if I then roast the fish over a fire which I have made without so much as the intervention of a lucifer match, then it is I and I alone who have “produced” the roast fish. That is plain enough. But what if I catch the fish by using a hired boat and a hired net, or by buying worms as bait from some one who has dug them? Or what if I do not fish at all, but get my roast fish by paying for it a part of the wages I receive for working in a saw mill? Here are a new set of relationships. How much of the fish is “produced” by each of the people concerned? And what part of my wages ought I to pay in return for the part of the fish that I buy?

Here opens up, very evidently, a perfect labyrinth of complexity. But it was the labyrinth for which the earlier economist held, so he thought, the thread. No matter how dark the passage, he still clung tight to it. And his thread was his “fundamental equation of value” whereby each thing and everything is sold (or tends to be sold) under free competition for exactly its cost of production. There it was; as simple as A. B. C.; making the cost of everything proportional to the cost of everything else, and in itself natural and just; explaining and justifying the variations of wages and salaries on what seems a stern basis of fact. Here is your selling price as a starting point. Given that, you can see at once the reason for the wages paid and the full measure of the payment. To pay more is impossible. To pay less is to invite a competition that will force the payment of more. Or take, if you like, the wages as the starting point: there you are again, — simplicity itself: the selling price will exactly and nicely correspond to cost. True, a part of the cost concerned will be represented not by wages, but by cost of materials; but these, on analysis, dissolve into past wages. Hence the whole process and its explanation revolves around this simple fundamental equation that selling value equals the cost of production.

This was the central part of the economic structure. It was the keystone of the arch. If it holds, all holds. Knock it out and the whole edifice falls into fragments.

A technical student of the schools would digress here, to the great confusion of the reader, into a discussion of the controversy in the economic cloister between the rival schools of economists as to whether cost governs value or value governs cost. The point needs no discussion here, but just such fleeting passing mention as may indicate that the writer is well and wearily conversant with it.

The fundamental equation of the economist, then, is that the value of everything is proportionate to its cost. It requires no little hardihood to say that this proposition is a fallacy. It lays one open at once, most illogically, to the charge of being a socialist. In sober truth it might as well lay one open to the charge of being an ornithologist. I will not, therefore, say that the proposition that the value of everything equals the cost of production is false. I will say that it is true; in fact, that is just as true as that two and two make four: exactly as true as that, but let it be noted most profoundly, only as true as that. In other words, it is a truism, mere equation in terms, telling nothing whatever. When I say that two and two make four I find, after deep thought, that I have really said nothing, or nothing that was not already said at the moment I defined two and defined four. The new statement that two and two make four adds nothing. So with the majestic equation of the cost of production. It means, as far as social application goes, as far as any moral significance or bearing on social reform and the social outlook goes, absolutely nothing. It is not in itself fallacious; how could it be? But all the social inferences drawn from it are absolute, complete and malicious fallacies.

Any socialist who says this, is quite right. Where he goes wrong is when he tries to build up as truth a set of inferences more fallacious and more malicious still.

But the central economic doctrine of cost can not be shaken by mere denunciation. Let us examine it and see what is the matter with it. We restate the equation.

Under perfectly free competition the value or selling price of everything equals, or is perpetually tending to equal, the cost of its production. This is the proposition itself, and the inferences derived from it are that there is a “natural price” of everything, and that all “natural prices” are proportionate to cost and to one another; that all wages, apart from temporary fluctuations, are derived from, and limited by, the natural prices paid for the things made: that all payments for the use of capital (interest) are similarly derived and similarly limited; and that consequently the whole economic arrangement, by giving to each person exactly and precisely the fruit of his own labor, conforms exactly to social justice.

Now the trouble with the main proposition just quoted is that each side of the equation is used as the measure of the other. In order to show what natural price is, we add up all the wages that have been paid, and declare that to be the cost and then say that the cost governs the price. Then if we are asked why are wages what they are, we turn the argument backward and say that since the selling price is so and so the wages that can be paid out of it only amount to such and such. This explains nothing. It is a mere argument in a circle. It is as if one tried to explain why one blade of a pair of scissors is four inches long by saying that it has to be the same length as the other. This is quite true of either blade if one takes the length of the other for granted, but as applied to the explanation of the length of the scissors it is worse than meaningless.

This reasoning may seem to many persons mere casuistry, mere sophistical juggling with words. After all, they say, there is such a thing as relative cost, relative difficulty of making things, a difference which rests upon a physical basis. To make one thing requires a lot of labor and trouble and much skill: to make another thing requires very little labor and no skill out of the common. Here then is your basis of value, obvious and beyond argument. A primitive savage makes a bow and arrow in a day: it takes him a fortnight to make a bark canoe. On that fact rests the exchange value between the two. The relative quantity of labor embodied in each object is the basis of its value.

This line of reasoning has a very convincing sound. It appears in nearly every book on economic theory from Adam Smith and Ricardo till to-day. “Labor alone,” wrote Smith, “never varying in its own value is above the ultimate and real standard by which the value of all commodities can at all times and places be estimated and compared.”

But the idea that quantity of labor governs value will not stand examination for a moment. What is quantity of labor and how is it measured? As long as we draw our illustrations from primitive life where one man’s work is much the same as another’s and where all operations are simple, we seem easily able to measure and compare. One day is the same as another and one man about as capable as his fellow. But in the complexity of modern industrial life such a calculation no longer applies: the differences of skill, of native ingenuity, and technical preparation become enormous. The hour’s work of a common laborer is not the same thing as the hour’s work of a watchmaker mending a watch, or of an engineer directing the building of a bridge, or of an architect drawing a plan. There is no way of reducing these hours to a common basis. We may think, if we like, that the quantity of labor ought to be the basis of value and exchange. Such is always the dream of the socialist. But on a closer view it is shattered like any other dream. For we have, alas, no means of finding out what the quantity of labor is and how it can be measured. We cannot measure it in terms of time. We have no calculus for comparing relative amounts of skill and energy. We can not measure it by the amount of its contribution to the product, for that is the very matter that we want to discover.

What the economist does is to slip out of the difficulty altogether by begging the whole question. He deliberately measures the quantity of labor by what is paid for it. Skilled labor is worth, let us say, three times as much as common labor; and brain work, speaking broadly, is worth several times as much again. Hence by adding up all the wages and salaries paid we get something that seems to indicate the total quantity of labor, measured not simply in time, but with an allowance for skill and technical competency. By describing this allowance as a coefficient we can give our statement a false air of mathematical certainty and so muddle up the essential question that the truth is lost from sight like a pea under a thimble. Now you see it and now you don’t. The thing is, in fact, a mere piece of intellectual conjuring. The conjurer has slipped the phrase, “quantity of labor,” up his sleeve, and when it reappears it has turned into “the expense of hiring labor.” This is a quite different thing. But as both conceptions are related somehow to the idea of cost, the substitution is never discovered.

On this false basis a vast structure is erected. All prices, provided that competition is free, are made to appear as the necessary result of natural forces. They are “natural” or “normal” prices. All wages are explained, and low wages are exonerated, on what seems to be an undeniable ground of fact. They are what they are. You may wish them otherwise, but they are not. As a philanthropist, you may feel sorry that a humble laborer should work through a long day to receive two dollars, but as an economist you console yourself with the reflection that that is all he produces. You may at times, as a sentimentalist, wonder whether the vast sums drawn as interest on capital are consistent with social fairness; but if it is shown that interest is simply the “natural price” of capital representing the actual “productive power” of the capital, there is nothing further to say. You may have similar qualms over rent and the rightness and wrongness of it. The enormous “unearned increment” that accrues for the fortunate owner of land who toils not neither spins to obtain it, may seem difficult of justification. But after all, land is only one particular case of ownership under the one and the same system. The rent for which the owner can lease it, emerges simply as a consequence of the existing state of wages and prices. High rent, says the economist, does not make big prices: it merely follows as a consequence or result of them. Dear bread is not caused by the high rents paid by tenant farmers for the land: the train of cause and effect runs in the contrary direction. And the selling price of land is merely a consequence of its rental value, a simple case of capitalization of annual return into a present sum. City land, though it looks different from farm land, is seen in the light of this same analysis, to earn its rent in just the same way. The high rent of a Broadway store, says the economist, does not add a single cent to the price of the things sold in it. It is because prices are what they are that the rent is and can be paid. Hence on examination the same canon of social justice that covers and explains prices, wages, and interest applies with perfect propriety to rent.

Or finally, to take the strongest case of all, one may, as a citizen, feel apprehension at times at the colossal fortune of a Carnegie or a Rockefeller. For it does seem passing strange that one human being should control as property the mass of coin, goods, houses, factories, land and mines, represented by a billion dollars; stranger still that at his death he should write upon a piece of paper his commands as to what his surviving fellow creatures are to do with it. But if it can be shown to be true that Mr. Rockefeller “made” his fortune in the same sense that a man makes a log house by felling trees and putting them one upon another, then the fortune belongs to Mr. Rockefeller in the same way as the log house belongs to the pioneer. And if the social inferences that are drawn from the theory of natural liberty and natural value are correct, the millionaire and the landlord, the plutocrat and the pioneer, the wage earner and the capitalist, have each all the right to do what he will with his own. For every man in this just world gets what is coming to him. He gets what he is worth, and he is worth what he gets.

But if one knocks out the keystone of the arch in the form of a proposition that natural value conforms to the cost of production, then the whole edifice collapses and must be set up again, upon another plan and on another foundation, stone by stone.


IV. — Work and Wages
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WAGES AND PRICES, then, if the argument recited in the preceding chapter of this series holds good, do not under free competition tend towards social justice. It is not true that every man gets what he produces. It is not true that enormous salaries represent enormous productive services and that humble wages correspond to a humble contribution to the welfare of society. Prices, wages, salaries, interest, rent and profits do not, if left to themselves, follow the simple law of natural justice. To think so is an idle dream, the dream of the quietist who may slumber too long and be roused to a rude awakening or perish, perhaps, in his sleep. His dream is not so dangerous as the contrasted dream of the socialist, now threatening to walk abroad in his sleep, but both in their degree are dreams and nothing more.

The real truth is that prices and wages and all the various payments from hand to hand in industrial society, are the outcome of a complex of competing forces that are not based upon justice but upon “economic strength.” To elucidate this it is necessary to plunge into the jungle of pure economic theory. The way is arduous. There are no flowers upon the path. And out of this thicket, alas, no two people ever emerge hand in hand in concord. Yet it is a path that must be traversed. Let us take, then, as a beginning the very simplest case of the making of a price. It is the one which is sometimes called in books on economics the case of an unique monopoly. Suppose that I offer for sale the manuscript of the Pickwick Papers, or Shakespere’s skull, or, for the matter of that, the skull of John Smith, what is the sum that I shall receive for it? It is the utmost that any one is willing to give for it. That is all one can say about it. There is no question here of cost or what I paid for the article or of anything else except the amount of the willingness to pay on the part of the highest bidder. It would be possible, indeed, for a bidder to take the article from me by force. But this we presume to be prevented by the law, and for this reason we referred above not to the physical strength, but to the “economic strength” of the parties to a bargain. By this is meant the relation that arises out of the condition of the supply and the demand, the willingness or eagerness, or the sheer necessity, of the buyers and the sellers. People may offer much because the thing to be acquired is an absolute necessity without which they perish; a drowning man would sell all that he had for a life belt. Or they may offer much through the sheer abundance of their other possessions. A millionaire might offer more for a life belt as a souvenir than a drowning man could pay for it to save his life.

Yet out of any particular conjunction between desires on the one hand and goods or services on the other arises a particular equation of demand and supply, represented by a particular price. All of this, of course, is A. B. C., and I am not aware that anybody doubts it.

Now let us make the example a little more elaborate. Suppose that one single person owned all the food supply of a community isolated from the outside world. The price which he could exact would be the full measure of all the possessions of his neighbors up to the point at least where they would commit suicide rather than pay. True, in such a case as this, “economic strength” would probably be broken down by the intrusion of physical violence. But in so far as it held good the price of food would be based upon it.

Prices such as are indicated here were dismissed by the earlier economist as mere economic curiosities. John Stuart Mill has something to say about the price of a “music box in the wilds of Lake Superior,” which, as he perceived, would not be connected with the expense of producing it, but might be vastly more or perhaps decidedly less. But Mill might have said the same thing about the price of a music box, provided it was properly patented, anywhere at all. For the music box and Shakespere’s skull and the corner in wheat are all merely different kinds of examples of the things called a monopoly sale.

Now let us change the example a little further. Suppose that the monopolist has for sale not simply a fixed and definite quantity of a certain article, but something which he can produce in larger quantities as desired. At what price will he now sell? If he offers the article at a very high price only a few people will take it: if he lowers the price there will be more and more purchasers. His interest seems divided. He will want to put the price as high as possible so that the profit on each single article (over what it costs him to produce it) will be as great as possible. But he will also want to make as many sales as he possibly can, which will induce him to set the price low enough to bring in new buyers. But, of course, if he puts the price so low that it only covers the cost of making the goods his profit is all gone and the mere multiplicity of sales is no good to him. He must try therefore to find a point of maximum profit where, having in view both the number of sales and the profit over cost on each sale the net profit is at its greatest. This gives us the fundamental law of monopoly price. It is to be noted that under modern conditions of production the cost of manufacture per article decreases to a great extent in proportion as a larger and larger number is produced and thus the widening of the sale lowers the proportionate cost. In any particular case, therefore, it may turn out that the price that suits the monopolist’s own interest is quite a low price, one such as to allow for an enormous quantity of sales and a very low cost of manufacture. This, we say, may be the case. But it is not so of necessity. In and of itself the monopoly price corresponds to the monopolist’s profit and not to cheapness of sale. The price may be set far above the cost.

And now notice the peculiar relation that is set up between the monopolist’s production and the satisfaction of human wants. In proportion as the quantity produced is increased the lower must the price be set in order to sell the whole output. If the monopolist insisted on turning out more and more of his goods, the price that people would give would fall until it barely covered the cost, then till it was less than cost, then to a mere fraction of the cost and finally to nothing at all. In other words, if one produces a large enough quantity of anything it becomes worthless. It loses all its value just as soon as there is enough of it to satisfy, and over-satisfy the wants of humanity. Thus if the world produces three and a half billion bushels of wheat it can be sold, let us say, at two dollars a bushel; but if it produced twice as much it might well be found that it would only sell for fifty cents a bushel. The value of the bigger supply as a total would actually be less than that of the smaller. And if the supply were big enough it would be worth, in the economic sense, just nothing at all. This peculiarity is spoken of in economic theory as the paradox of value. It is referred to in the older books either as an economic curiosity or as a mere illustration in extreme terms of the relation of supply to price. Thus in many books the story is related of how the East India Companies used at times deliberately to destroy a large quantity of tea in order that by selling a lesser amount they might reap a larger profit than by selling a greater.

But in reality this paradox of value is the most fundamental proposition in economic science. Precisely here is found the key to the operation of the economic society in which we live. The world’s production is aimed at producing “values,” not in producing plenty. If by some mad access of misdirected industry we produced enough and too much of everything, our whole machinery of buying and selling would break down. This indeed does happen constantly on a small scale in the familiar phenomenon of over-production. But in the organization in which we live over-production tends to check itself at once. If the world’s machinery threatens to produce a too great plenty of any particular thing, then it turns itself towards producing something else of which there is not yet enough. This is done quite unconsciously without any philanthropic intent on the part of the individual producer and without any general direction in the way of a social command. The machine does it of itself. When there is enough the wheels slacken and stop. This sounds at first hearing most admirable. But let it be noted that the “enough” here in question does not mean enough to satisfy human wants. In fact it means precisely the converse. It means enough not to satisfy them, and to leave the selling price of the things made at the point of profit.

Let it be observed also that we have hitherto been speaking as if all things were produced under a monopoly. The objection might at once be raised that with competitive producers the price will also keep falling down towards cost and will not be based upon the point of maximum profit. We shall turn to this objection in a moment. But one or two other points must be considered before doing so.

In the first place in following out such an argument as the present in regard to the peculiar shortcomings of the system under which we live, it is necessary again and again to warn the reader against a hasty conclusion to the possibilities of altering and amending it. The socialist reads such criticism as the above with impatient approval. “Very well,” he says, “the whole organization is wrong and works badly. Now let us abolish it altogether and make a better one.” But in doing so he begs the whole question at issue. The point is, can we make a better one or must we be content with patching up the old one? Take an illustration. Scientists tell us that from the point of view of optics the human eye is a clumsy instrument poorly contrived for its work. A certain great authority once said that if he had made it he would have been ashamed of it. This may be true. But the eye unfortunately is all we have to see by. If we destroy our eyes in the hope of making better ones we may go blind. The best that we can do is to improve our sight by adding a pair of spectacles. So it is with the organization of society. Faulty though it is, it does the work after a certain fashion. We may apply to it with advantage the spectacles of social reform, but what the socialist offers us is total blindness. But of this presently.

To return to the argument. Let us consider next what wages the monopolist in the cases described above will have to pay. We take for granted that he will only pay as much as he has to. How much will this be? Clearly enough it will depend altogether on the number of available working men capable of doing the work in question and the situation in which they find themselves. It is again a case of relative “economic strength.” The situation may be altogether in favor of the employer or altogether in favor of the men, or may occupy a middle ground. If the men are so numerous that there are more of them than are needed for the work, and if there is no other occupation for them they must accept a starvation wage. If they are so few in number that they can all be employed, and if they are so well organized as to act together, they can in their turn exact any wage up to the point that leaves no profit for the employer himself at all. Indeed for a short time wages might even pass this point, the monopolist employer being willing (for various reasons, all quite obvious) actually to pay more as wages than he gets as return and to carry on business at a loss for the sake of carrying it on at all. Clearly, then, wages, as Adam Smith said, “are the result of a dispute” in which either party must be pushed to the wall. The employer may have to pay so much that there is nothing or practically nothing left for himself, or so little that his workmen can just exist and no more. These are the upward and downward limits of the wages in the cases described.

It is therefore obvious that if all the industries in the world were carried on as a series of separate monopolies, there would be exactly the kind of rivalry or competition of forces represented by the consumer insisting on paying as little as possible, the producer charging the most profitable price and paying the lowest wage that he could, and the wage earner demanding the highest wage that he could get. The equilibrium would be an unstable one. It would be constantly displaced and shifted by the movement of all sorts of social forces — by changes of fashion, by abundance or scarcity of crops, by alterations in the technique of industry and by the cohesion or the slackening of the organization of any group of workers. But the balanced forces once displaced would be seen constantly to come to an equilibrium at a new point.

All this has been said of industry under monopoly. But it will be seen to apply in its essentials to what we call competitive industry. Here indeed certain new features come in. Not one employer but many produce each kind of article. And, as far as each employer can see by looking at his own horizon, what he does is merely to produce as much as he can sell at a price that pays him. Since all the other employers are doing this, there will be, under competition, a constant tendency to cut the prices down to the lowest that is consistent with what the employer has to pay as wages and interest. This point, which was called by the orthodox economists the “cost,” is not in any true and fundamental sense of the words the “cost” at all. It is merely a limit represented by what the other parties to the bargain are able to exact. The whole situation is in a condition of unstable equilibrium in which the conflicting forces represented by the interests of the various parties pull in different directions. The employers in any one line of industry and all their wage earners and salaried assistants have one and the same interest as against the consumer. They want the selling price to be as high as possible. But the employers are against one another as wanting, each of them, to make as many sales as possible, and each and all the employers are against the wage earners in wanting to pay as low wages as possible. If all the employers unite, the situation turns to a monopoly, and the price paid by the consumer is settled on the monopoly basis already described. The employers can then dispute it out with their working men as to how much wages shall be. If the employers are not united, then at each and every moment they are in conflict both with the consumer and with their wage earners. Thus the whole scene of industry represents a vast and unending conflict, a fermentation in which the moving bubbles crowd for space, expanding and breaking one against the other. There is no point of rest. There is no real fixed “cost” acting as a basis. Anything that any one person or group of persons — worker or master, landlord or capitalist — is able to exact owing to the existing conditions of demand or supply, becomes a “cost” from the point of view of all the others. There is nothing in this “cost” which proportions to it the quantity of labor, or of time, or of skill or of any other measure physical or psychological of the effort involved. And there is nothing whatever in it which proportions to it social justice. It is the war of each against all. Its only mitigation is that it is carried on under the set of rules represented by the state and the law.

The tendencies involved may be best illustrated by taking one or two extreme or exaggerated examples, not meant as facts but only to make clear the nature of social and industrial forces among which we live.

What, for example, will be the absolute maximum to which wages in general could be forced? Conceivably and in the purest and thinnest of theory, they could include the whole product of the labor of society with just such a small fraction left over for the employers, the owners of capital and the owners of land to induce them to continue acting as part of the machine. That is to say, if all the laborers all over the world, to the last one, were united under a single control they could force the other economic classes of society to something approaching a starvation living. In practice this is nonsense. In theory it is an excellent starting point for thought.

And how short could the hours of the universal united workers be made? As short as ever they liked: An hour a day: ten minutes, anything they like; but of course with the proviso that the shorter the hours the less the total of things produced to be divided. It is true that up to a certain point shortening the hours of labor actually increases the total product. A ten-hour day, speaking in general terms and leaving out individual exceptions, is probably more productive than a day of twelve. It may very well be that an eight-hour day will prove, presently if not immediately, to be more productive than one of ten. But somewhere the limit is reached and gross production falls. The supply of things in general gets shorter. But note that this itself would not matter much, if somehow and in some way not yet found, the shortening of the production of goods cut out the luxuries and superfluities first. Mankind at large might well trade leisure for luxuries. The shortening of hours with the corresponding changes in the direction of production is really the central problem in social reform. I propose to return to it in the concluding chapter of these papers, but for the present it is only noted in connection with the general scheme of industrial relations.

Now let us ask to what extent any particular section or part of industrial society can succeed in forcing up wages or prices as against the others. In pure theory they may do this almost to any extent, provided that the thing concerned is a necessity and is without a substitute and provided that their organization is complete and unbreakable. If all the people concerned in producing coal, masters and men, owners of mines and operators of machinery, could stand out for their price, there is no limit, short of putting all the rest of the world on starvation rations, to what they might get. In practice and in reality a thousand things intervene — the impossibility of such complete unity, the organization of the other parties, the existing of national divisions among industrial society, sentiment, decency, fear. The proposition is only “pure theory.” But its use as such is to dispose of any such idea as that there is a natural price of coal or of anything else.

The above is true of any article of necessity. It is true though in a less degree of things of luxury. If all the makers of instruments of music, masters and men, capitalists and workers, were banded together in a tight and unbreakable union, then the other economic classes must either face the horrors of a world without pianolas and trombones, or hand over the price demanded. And what is true of coal and music is true all through the whole mechanism of industry.

Or take the supreme case of the owners of land. If all of them acted together, with their legal rights added into one, they could order the rest of the world either to get off it or to work at starvation wages.

Industrial society is therefore mobile, elastic, standing at any moment in a temporary and unstable equilibrium. But at any particular moment the possibility of a huge and catastrophic shift such as those described is out of the question except at the price of a general collapse. Even a minor dislocation breaks down a certain part of the machinery of society. Particular groups of workers are thrown out of place. There is no other place where they can fit in, or at any rate not immediately. The machine labors heavily. Ominous mutterings are heard. The legal framework of the State and of obedience to the law in which industrial society is set threatens to break asunder. The attempt at social change threatens a social revolution in which the whole elaborate mechanism would burst into fragments.

In any social movement, then, change and alteration in a new direction must be balanced against the demands of social stability. Some things are possible and some are not; some are impossible to-day, and possible or easy to-morrow. Others are forever out of the question.

But this much at least ought to appear clear if the line of argument indicated above is accepted, namely, that there is no great hope for universal betterment of society by the mere advance of technical industrial progress and by the unaided play of the motive of every man for himself.

The enormous increase in the productivity of industrial effort would never of itself have elevated by one inch the lot of the working class. The rise of wages in the nineteenth century and the shortening of hours that went with it was due neither to the advance in mechanical power nor to the advance in diligence and industriousness, nor to the advance, if there was any, in general kindliness. It was due to the organization of labor. Mechanical progress makes higher wages possible. It does not, of itself, advance them by a single farthing. Labor saving machinery does not of itself save the working world a single hour of toil: it only shifts it from one task to another.

Against a system of unrestrained individualism, energy, industriousness and honesty might shatter itself in vain. The thing is merely a race in which only one can be first no matter how great the speed of all; a struggle in which one, and not all, can stand upon the shoulders of the others. It is the restriction of individualism by the force of organization and by legislation that has brought to the world whatever social advance has been achieved by the great mass of the people.

The present moment is in a sense the wrong time to say this. We no longer live in an age when down-trodden laborers meet by candlelight with the ban of the law upon their meeting. These are the days when “labor” is triumphant, and when it ever threatens in the overweening strength of its own power to break industrial society in pieces in the fierce attempt to do in a day what can only be done in a generation. But truth is truth. And any one who writes of the history of the progress of industrial society owes it to the truth to acknowledge the vast social achievement of organized labor in the past.

And what of the future?

By what means and in what stages can social progress be further accelerated? This I propose to treat in the succeeding chapters, dealing first with the proposals of the socialists and the revolutionaries, and finally with the prospect for a sane, orderly and continuous social reform.


V. — The Land of Dreams: The Utopia of the Socialist
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WHO IS THERE that has not turned at times from the fever and fret of the world we live in, from the spectacle of its wasted energy, its wild frenzy of work and its bitter inequality, to the land of dreams, to the pictured vision of the world as it might be?

Such a vision has haunted in all ages the brooding mind of mankind; and every age has fashioned for itself the image of a “somewhere” or “nowhere” — a Utopia in which there should be equality and justice for all. The vision itself is an outcome of that divine discontent which raises man above his environment.

Every age has had its socialism, its communism, its dream of bread and work for all. But the dream has varied always in the likeness of the thought of the time. In earlier days the dream was not one of social wealth. It was rather a vision of the abnegation of riches, of humble possessions shared in common after the manner of the unrealized ideal of the Christian faith. It remained for the age of machinery and power to bring forth another and a vastly more potent socialism. This was no longer a plan whereby all might be poor together, but a proposal that all should be rich together. The collectivist state advocated by the socialist of to-day has scarcely anything in common with the communism of the middle ages.

Modern socialism is the direct outcome of the age of machine production. It takes its first inspiration from glaring contrasts between riches and poverty presented by the modern era, from the strange paradox that has been described above between human power and its failure to satisfy human want. The nineteenth century brought with it the factory and the factory slavery of the Lancashire children, the modern city and city slum, the plutocracy and the proletariat, and all the strange discrepancy between wealth and want that has disfigured the material progress of the last hundred years. The rising splendor of capitalism concealed from the dazzled eye the melancholy spectacle of the new industrial poverty that lay in the shadow behind it.

The years that followed the close of the Napoleonic wars in 1815 were in many senses years of unexampled misery. The accumulated burden of the war lay heavy upon Europe. The rise of the new machine power had dislocated the older system. A multitude of landless men clamored for bread and work. Pauperism spread like a plague. Each new invention threw thousands of hand-workers out of employment. The law still branded as conspiracy any united attempt of workingmen to raise wages or to shorten the hours of work. At the very moment when the coming of steam power and the use of modern machinery were piling up industrial fortunes undreamed of before, destitution, pauperism and unemployment seemed more widespread and more ominous than ever. In this rank atmosphere germinated modern socialism. The writings of Marx and Engels and Louis Blanc were inspired by what they saw about them.

From its very cradle socialism showed the double aspect which has distinguished it ever since. To the minds of some it was the faith of the insurrectionist, something to be achieved by force; “bourgeois” society must be overthrown by force of arms; if open and fair fighting was not possible against such great odds, it must be blown skyhigh with gunpowder. Dynamite, by the good fortune of invention, came to the revolutionary at the very moment when it was most wanted. To the men of violence, socialism was the twin brother of anarchism, born at the same time, advocating the same means and differing only as to the final end.

But to others, socialism was from the beginning, as it is to-day, a creed of peace. It advocated the betterment of society not by violence but by persuasion, by peaceful argument and the recognized rule of the majority. It is true that the earlier socialists almost to a man included, in the first passion of their denunciation, things not necessarily within the compass of purely economic reform. As children of misery they cried out against all human institutions. The bond of marriage seemed an accursed thing, the mere slavery of women. The family — the one institution in which the better side of human nature shines with an undimmed light — was to them but an engine of class oppression; the Christian churches merely the parasitic servants of the tyrannous power of a plutocratic state. The whole history of human civilization was denounced as an unredeemed record of the spoliation of the weak by the strong. Even the domain of the philosopher was needlessly invaded and all forms of speculative belief were rudely thrown aside in favor of a wooden materialism as dogmatic as any of the creeds or theories which it proposed to replace.

Thus seen, socialism appeared as the very antithesis of law and order, of love and chastity, and of religion itself. It was a tainted creed. There was blood upon its hands and bloody menace in its thoughts. It was a thing to be stamped out, to be torn up by the roots. The very soil in which it grew must be burned out with the flame of avenging justice.

Such it still appears to many people to-day. The unspeakable savagery of bolshevism has made good the wildest threats of the partisans of violence and fulfilled the sternest warnings of the conservative. To-day more than ever socialism is in danger of becoming a proscribed creed, its very name under the ban of the law, its literature burned by the hangman and a gag placed upon its mouth.

But this is neither right nor wise. Socialism, like every other impassioned human effort, will flourish best under martyrdom. It will languish and perish in the dry sunlight of open discussion.

For it must always be remembered in fairness that the creed of violence has no necessary connection with socialism. In its essential nature socialism is nothing but a proposal for certain kinds of economic reform. A man has just as much right to declare himself a socialist as he has to call himself a Seventh Day Adventist or a Prohibitionist, or a Perpetual Motionist. It is, or should be, open to him to convert others to his way of thinking. It is only time to restrain him when he proposes to convert others by means of a shotgun or by dynamite, and by forcible interference with their own rights. When he does this he ceases to be a socialist pure and simple and becomes a criminal as well. The law can deal with him as such.

But with socialism itself the law, in a free country, should have no kind of quarrel. For in the whole program of peaceful socialism there is nothing wrong at all except one thing. Apart from this it is a high and ennobling ideal truly fitted for a community of saints. And the one thing that is wrong with socialism is that it won’t work. That is all. It is, as it were, a beautiful machine of which the wheels, dependent upon some unknown and uninvented motive power, refuse to turn. The unknown motive force in this case means a power of altruism, of unselfishness, of willingness to labor for the good of others, such as the human race has never known, nor is ever likely to know. But the worst public policy to pursue in reference to such a machine is to lock it up, to prohibit all examination of it and to allow it to become a hidden mystery, the whispered hope of its martyred advocates. Better far to stand it out into the open daylight, to let all who will inspect it, and to prove even to the simplest that such a contrivance once and for all and for ever cannot be made to run.

Let us turn to examine the machine.

We may omit here all discussion of the historical progress of socialism and the stages whereby it changed from the creed of a few theorists and revolutionists to being the accepted platform of great political parties, counting its adherents by the million. All of this belongs elsewhere. It suffices here to note that in the process of its rise it has chafed away much of the superfluous growth that clung to it and has become a purely economic doctrine. There is no longer any need to discuss in connection with it the justification of marriage and the family, and the rightness or wrongness of Christianity: no need to decide whether the materialistic theory of history is true or false, since nine socialists out of ten to-day have forgotten, or have never heard, what the materialistic theory of history is: no need to examine whether human history is, or is not, a mere record of class exploitation, since the controversy has long shifted to other grounds. The essential thing to-day is not the past, but the future. The question is, what does the socialist have to say about the conditions under which we live and the means that he advocates for the betterment of them?

His case stands thus. He begins his discussion with an indictment of the manifold weaknesses and the obvious injustices of the system under which we live. And in this the socialist is very largely right. He shows that under free individual competition there is a perpetual waste of energy. Competing rivals cover the same field. Even the simplest services are performed with an almost ludicrous waste of energy. In every modern city the milk supply is distributed by erratic milkmen who skip from door to door and from street to street, covering the same ground, each leaving his cans of milk here and there in a sporadic fashion as haphazard as a bee among the flowers. Contrast, says the socialist, the wasted labors of the milkman with the orderly and systematic performance of the postman, himself a little fragment of socialism. And the milkman, they tell us, is typical of modern industrial society. Competing railways run trains on parallel tracks, with empty cars that might be filled and with vast executive organizations which do ten times over the work that might be done by one. Competing stores needlessly occupy the time of hundreds of thousands of employees in a mixture of idleness and industry. An inconceivable quantity of human effort is spent on advertising, mere shouting and display, as unproductive in the social sense as the beating of a drum. Competition breaks into a dozen inefficient parts the process that might conceivably be carried out, with an infinite saving of effort, by a single guiding hand.

The socialist looking thus at the world we live in sees in it nothing but waste and selfishness and inefficiency. He looks so long that a mist comes before his eyes. He loses sight of the supreme fact that after all, in its own poor, clumsy fashion, the machine does work. He loses sight of the possibility of our falling into social chaos. He sees no longer the brink of the abyss beside which the path of progress picks its painful way. He leaps with a shout of exultation over the cliff.

And he lands, at least in imagination, in his ideal state, his Utopia. Here the noise and clamor of competitive industry is stilled. We look about us at a peaceful landscape where men and women brightly clothed and abundantly fed and warmed, sing at their easy task. There is enough for all and more than enough. Poverty has vanished. Want is unknown. The children play among the flowers. The youths and maidens are at school. There are no figures here bent with premature toil, no faces dulled and furrowed with a life of hardship. The light of education and culture has shone full on every face and illuminated it into all that it might be. The cheerful hours of easy labor vary but do not destroy the pursuit of pleasure and of recreation. Youth in such a Utopia is a very springtime of hope: adult life a busy and cheery activity: and age itself, watching from its shady bench beneath a spreading tree the labors of its children, is but a gentle retrospect from which material care has passed away.

It is a picture beautiful as the opalescent colors of a soap bubble. It is the vision of a garden of Eden from which the demon has been banished. And the Demon in question is the Private Ownership of the Means of Production. His name is less romantic than those of the wonted demons of legend and folklore. But it is at least suitable for the matter-of-fact age of machinery which he is supposed to haunt and on which he casts his evil spell. Let him be once exorcised and the ills of humanity are gone. And the exorcism, it appears, is of the simplest. Let this demon once feel the contact of state ownership of the means of production and his baneful influence will vanish into thin air as his mediæval predecessors did at the touch of a thimbleful of holy water.

This, then, is the socialist’s program. Let “the state” take over all the means of production — all the farms, the mines, the factories, the workshops, the ships, the railroads. Let it direct the workers towards their task in accordance with the needs of society. Let each labor for all in the measure of his strength and talent. Let each receive from all in the measure of his proper needs. No work is to be wasted: nothing is to be done twice that need only be done once. All must work and none must be idle: but the amount of work needed under these conditions will be so small, the hours so short, and the effort so slight, that work itself will no longer be the grinding monotonous toil that we know to-day, but a congenial activity pleasant in itself.

A thousand times this picture has been presented. The visionary with uplifted eyes, his gaze bent on the bright colors of the floating bubble, has voiced it from a thousand platforms. The earnest youth grinding at the academic mill has dreamed it in the pauses of his studious labor. The impassioned pedant has written it in heavy prose smothering its brightness in the dull web of his own thought. The brilliant imaginative mind has woven it into romance, making its colors brighter still with the sunlight of inspired phantasy.

But never, I think, has the picture of socialism at work been so ably and so dexterously presented as in a book that begins to be forgotten now, but which some thirty years ago took the continent by storm. This was the volume in which Mr. Edward Bellamy “looked backward” from his supposed point of vantage in the year 2000 A. D. and saw us as we are and as we shall be. No two plans of a socialist state are ever quite alike. But the scheme of society outlined in “Looking Backward” may be examined as the most attractive and the most consistent outline of a socialist state that has, within the knowledge of the present writer, ever been put forward. It is worth while, in the succeeding chapter to examine it in detail. No better starting point for the criticism of collectivist theories can be found than in a view of the basis on which is supposed to rest the halcyon life of Mr. Bellamy’s charming commonwealth.


VI. — How Mr. Bellamy Looked Backward
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THE READING PUBLIC is as wayward and as fickle as a bee among the flowers. It will not long pause anywhere, and it easily leaves each blossom for a better. But like the bee, while impelled by an instinct that makes it search for sugar, it sucks in therewith its solid sustenance.

I am not quite certain that the bee does exactly do this; but it is just the kind of thing that the bee is likely to do. And in any case it is precisely the thing which the reading public does. It will not read unless it is tempted by the sugary sweetness of the romantic interest. It must have its hero and its heroine and its course of love that never will run smooth. For information the reader cares nothing. If he absorbs it, it must be by accident, and unawares. He passes over the heavy tomes filled with valuable fact, and settles like the random bee upon the bright flowers of contemporary romance.

Hence if the reader is to be ensnared into absorbing something useful, it must be hidden somehow among the flowers. A treatise on religion must be disguised as a love story in which a young clergyman, sworn into holy orders, falls in love with an actress. The facts of history are imparted by a love story centering around the adventures of a hitherto unknown son of Louis the Fourteenth. And a discussion of the relations of labor and capital takes the form of a romance in which the daughter of a multi-millionaire steps voluntarily out of her Fifth Avenue home to work in a steam laundry.

Such is the recognized method by which the great unthinking public is taught to think. Slavery was not fully known till Mrs. Stowe wrote “Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” and the slow tyranny of the law’s delay was taught to the world for ever in the pages of “Bleak House.”

So it has been with socialism. No single influence ever brought its ideas and its propaganda so forcibly and clearly before the public mind as Mr. Edward Bellamy’s brilliant novel, “Looking Backward,” published some thirty years ago. The task was arduous. Social and economic theory is heavy to the verge of being indigestible. There is no such thing as a gay book on political economy for reading in a hammock. Yet Mr. Bellamy succeeded. His book is in cold reality nothing but a series of conversations explaining how a socialist commonwealth is supposed to work. Yet he contrives to bring into it a hero and a heroine, and somehow the warm beating of their hearts and the stolen glances in their eyes breathe into the dry dust of economic argument the breath of life. Nor was ever a better presentation made of the essential program of socialism.

It is worth while then, as was said in the preceding chapter, to consider Mr. Bellamy’s commonwealth as the most typical and the most carefully constructed of all the ready-made socialisms that have been put forward.

The mere machinery of the story can be lightly passed over. It is intended simply as the sugar that lures the random bee. The hero, living in Boston in 1887, is supposed to fall asleep in a deep, underground chamber which he has made for himself as a remedy against a harassing insomnia. Unknown to the sleeper the house above his retreat is burned down. He remains in a trance for a hundred and thirteen years and awakes to find himself in the Boston of the year 2000 A. D. Kind hands remove him from his sepulcher. He is revived. He finds himself under the care of a certain learned and genial Dr. Leete, whose house stands on the very site where once the sleeper lived. The beautiful daughter of Dr. Leete looks upon the newcomer from the lost world with eyes in which, to the mind of the sagacious reader, love is seen at once to dawn. In reality she is the great-granddaughter of the fiancée whom the sleeper was to have married in his former life; thus a faint suggestion of the transmigration of souls illuminates their intercourse. Beyond that there is no story and at the end of the book the sleeper, in another dream, is conveniently transported back to 1887 which he can now contrast, in horror, with the ideal world of 2000 A. D.

And what was this world? The sleeper’s first vision of it was given him by Dr. Leete, who took him to the house top and let him see the Boston of the future. Wide avenues replace the crowded, noisy streets. There are no shops but only here and there among the trees great marble buildings, the emporiums from which the goods are delivered to the purple public.

And the goods are delivered indeed! Dr. Leete explains it all with intervals of grateful cigar smoking and of music and promenades with the beautiful Edith, and meals in wonderful communistic restaurants with romantic waiters, who feel themselves, mirabile dictu, quite independent.

And this is how the commonwealth operates. Everybody works or at least works until the age of forty, so that it may be truly said in these halcyon days everybody works but father. But the work of life does not begin till education ends at the age of twenty-one. After that all the young men and women pass for three years into the general “Industrial Army,” much as the young men used to pass into the ranks of conscription. Afterwards each person may select any trade that he likes. But the hours are made longer or shorter according to whether too many or too few young people apply to come in. A gardener works for more hours than a scavenger. Yet all occupations are equally honorable. The wages of all the people are equal; or rather there are no wages at all, as the workers merely receive cards, which entitle them to goods of such and such a quantity at any of the emporiums. The cards are punched out as the goods are used. The goods are all valued according to the amount of time used in their making and each citizen draws out the same total amount. But he may take it out in installments just as he likes, drawing many things one month and few the next. He may even get goods in advance if he has any special need. He may, within a certain time limit, save up his cards, but it must be remembered that the one thing which no card can buy and which no citizens can own is the “means of production.” These belong collectively to all. Land, mines, machinery, factories and the whole mechanism of transport, these things are public property managed by the State. Its workers in their use of them are all directed by public authority as to what they shall make and when they shall make it, and how much shall be made. On these terms all share alike; the cripple receives as much as the giant; the worker of exceptional dexterity and energy the same as his slower and less gifted fellow.

All the management, the control — and let this be noted, for there is no escape from it either by Mr. Bellamy or by anybody else — is exercised by boards of officials elected by the people. All the complex organization by which production goes on by which the workers are supervised and shifted from trade to trade, by which their requests for a change of work or an extension of credit are heard and judged — all of this is done by the elected “bosses.” One lays stress on this not because it is Mr. Bellamy’s plan, but because it is, and it has to be, the plan of anybody who constructs a socialist commonwealth.

Mr. Bellamy has many ingenious arrangements to meet the needs of people who want to be singers or actors or writers, — in other words, who do not want to work. They may sing or act as much as they like, provided that enough other people will hand over enough of their food cards to keep them going. But if no one wants to hear them sing or see them act they may starve, — just as they do now. Here the author harks back unconsciously to his nineteenth century individualism; he need not have done so; other socialist writers would have it that one of the everlasting boards would “sit on” every aspiring actor or author before he was allowed to begin. But we may take it either way. It is not the major point. There is no need to discuss the question of how to deal with the artist under socialism. If the rest of it were all right, no one need worry about the artist. Perhaps he would do better without being remunerated at all. It is doubtful whether the huge commercial premium that greets success to-day does good or harm. But let it pass. It is immaterial to the present matter.

One comes back to the essential question of the structure of the commonwealth. Can such a thing, or anything conceived in its likeness, possibly work? The answer is, and must be, absolutely and emphatically no.

Let anyone conversant with modern democracy as it is, — not as its founders dreamed of it, — picture to himself the operation of a system whereby anything and everything is controlled by elected officials, from whom there is no escape, outside of whom is no livelihood and to whom all men must bow! Democracy, let us grant it, is the best system of government as yet operative in this world of sin. Beside autocratic kingship it shines with a white light; it is obviously the portal of the future. But we know it now too well to idealize its merits.

A century and a half ago when the world was painfully struggling out of the tyranny of autocratic kingship, when English liberalism was in its cradle, when Thomas Jefferson was composing the immortal phrases of the Declaration of Independence and unknown patriots dreamed of freedom in France, — at such an epoch it was but natural that the principle of popular election should be idealized as the sovereign remedy for the political evils of mankind. It was natural and salutary that it should be so. The force of such idealization helped to carry forward the human race to a new milestone on the path of progress.

But when it is proposed to entrust to the method of elective control not a part but the whole of the fortunes of humanity, to commit to it not merely the form of government and the necessary maintenance of law, order and public safety, but the whole operation of the production and distribution of the world’s goods, the case is altered. The time is ripe then for retrospect over the experience of the nineteenth century and for a realization of what has proved in that experience the peculiar defects of elective democracy.

Mr. Bellamy pictures his elected managers, — as every socialist has to do, — as a sagacious and paternal group, free from the interest of self and the play of the baser passions and animated only by the thought of the public good. Gravely they deliberate; wisely and justly they decide. Their gray heads — for Bellamy prefers them old — are bowed in quiet confabulation over the nice adjustment of the national production, over the petition of this or that citizen. The public care sits heavily on their breast. Their own peculiar fortune they have lightly passed by. They do not favor their relations or their friends. They do not count their hours of toil. They do not enumerate their gain. They work, in short, as work the angels.

Now let me ask in the name of sanity where are such officials to be found? Here and there, perhaps, one sees in the world of to-day in the stern virtue of an honorable public servant some approximation to such a civic ideal. But how much, too, has been seen of the rule of “cliques” and “interests” and “bosses;” of the election of genial incompetents popular as spendthrifts; of crooked partisans warm to their friends and bitter to their enemies; of administration by a party for a party; and of the insidious poison of commercial greed defiling the wells of public honesty. The unending conflict between business and politics, between the private gain and the public good, has been for two generations the despair of modern democracy. It turns this way and that in its vain effort to escape corruption. It puts its faith now in representative legislatures, and now in appointed boards and commissions; it appeals to the vote of the whole people or it places an almost autocratic power and a supreme responsibility in the hands of a single man. And nowhere has the escape been found. The melancholy lesson is being learned that the path of human progress is arduous and its forward movement slow and that no mere form of government can aid unless it is inspired by a higher public spirit of the individual citizen than we have yet managed to achieve.

And of the world of to-day, be it remembered, elective democratic control covers only a part of the field. Under socialism it covers it all. To-day in our haphazard world a man is his own master; often indeed the mastership is but a pitiful thing, little more than being master of his own failure and starvation; often indeed the dead weight of circumstance, the accident of birth, the want of education, may so press him down that his freedom is only a mockery. Let us grant all that. But under socialism freedom is gone. There is nothing but the rule of the elected boss. The worker is commanded to his task and obey he must. If he will not, there is, there can only be, the prison and the scourge, or to be cast out in the wilderness to starve.

Consider what it would mean to be under a socialist state. Here for example is a worker who is, who says he is, too ill to work. He begs that he may be set free. The grave official, as Mr. Bellamy sees him, looks at the worker’s tongue. “My poor fellow,” says he, “you are indeed ill. Go and rest yourself under a shady tree while the others are busy with the harvest.” So speaks the ideal official dealing with the ideal citizen in the dream life among the angels. But suppose that the worker, being not an angel but a human being, is but a mere hulking, lazy brute who prefers to sham sick rather than endure the tedium of toil. Or suppose that the grave official is not an angel, but a man of hateful heart or one with a personal spite to vent upon his victim. What then? How could one face a régime in which the everlasting taskmaster held control? There is nothing like it among us at the present day except within the melancholy precincts of the penitentiary. There and there only, the socialist system is in operation.

Who can deny that under such a system the man with the glib tongue and the persuasive manner, the babbling talker and the scheming organizer, would secure all the places of power and profit, while patient merit went to the wall?

Or turn from the gray officials to the purple citizens of the soap bubble commonwealth of socialism. All work, we are told, and all receive their remuneration. We must not think of it as money-wages, but, all said and done, an allotted share of goods, marked out upon a card, comes pretty much to the same thing. The wages that the citizens receive must either be equal or not equal. That at least is plain logic. Either everybody gets exactly the same wages irrespective of capability and diligence, or else the wages or salaries or whatever one calls them, are graded, so that one receives much and the other little.

Now either of these alternatives spells disaster. If the wages are graded according to capacity, then the grading is done by the everlasting elective officials. They can, and they will, vote themselves and their friends or adherents into the good jobs and the high places. The advancement of a bright and capable young man will depend, not upon what he does, but upon what the elected bosses are pleased to do with him; not upon the strength of his own hands, but upon the strength of the “pull” that he has with the bosses who run the part of the industry that he is in. Unequal wages under socialism would mean a fierce and corrupt scramble for power, office and emolument, beside which the utmost aberrations of Tammany Hall would seem as innocuous as a Sunday School picnic.

“But,” objects Mr. Bellamy or any other socialist, “you forget. Please remember that under socialism the scramble for wealth is limited; no man can own capital, but only consumption goods. The most that any man may acquire is merely the articles that he wants to consume, not the engines and machinery of production itself. Hence even avarice dwindles and dies, when its wonted food of ‘capitalism’ is withdrawn.”

But surely this point of view is the very converse of the teachings of common sense. “Consumption goods” are the very things that we do want. All else is but a means to them. One admits, as per exception, the queer acquisitiveness of the miser-millionaire, playing the game for his own sake. Undoubtedly he exists. Undoubtedly his existence is a product of the system, a pathological product, a kind of elephantiasis of individualism. But speaking broadly, consumption goods, present or future, are the end in sight of the industrial struggle. Give me the houses and the gardens, the yachts, the motor cars and the champagne and I do not care who owns the gravel crusher and the steam plow. And if under a socialist commonwealth a man can vote to himself or gain by the votes of his adherents, a vast income of consumption goods and leave to his unhappy fellow a narrow minimum of subsistence, then the resulting evil of inequality is worse, far worse than it could even be to-day.

Or try, if one will, the other horn of the dilemma. That, too, one will find as ill a resting place as an upright thistle. Let the wages, — as with Mr. Bellamy, — all be equal. The managers then cannot vote themselves large emoluments if they try. But what about the purple citizens? Will they work, or will they lie round in their purple garments and loaf? Work? Why should they work, their pay is there “fresh and fresh”? Why should they turn up on time for their task? Why should they not dawdle at their labor sitting upon the fence in endless colloquy while the harvest rots upon the stalk? If among them is one who cares to work with a fever of industry that even socialism cannot calm, let him do it. We, his fellows, will take our time. Our pay is there as certain and as sound as his. Not for us the eager industry and the fond plans for the future, — for the home and competence — that spurred on the strenuous youth of old days, — not for us the earnest planning of the husband and wife thoughtful and anxious for the future of their little ones. Not for us the honest penny saved for a rainy day. Here in the dreamland of socialism there are no rainy days. It is sunshine all the time in this lotus land of the loafer. And for the future, let the “State” provide; for the children’s welfare let the “State” take thought; while we live it shall feed us, when we fall ill it shall tend us and when we die it shall bury us. Meantime let us eat, drink and be merry and work as little as we may. Let us sit among the flowers. It is too hot to labor. Let us warm ourselves beside the public stove. It is too cold to work.

But what? Such conduct, you say, will not be allowed in the commonwealth. Idleness and slovenly, careless work will be forbidden? Ah! then you must mean that beside the worker will be the overseer with the whip; the time-clock will mark his energy upon its dial; the machine will register his effort; and if he will not work there is lurking for him in the background the shadowed door of the prison. Exactly and logically so. Socialism, in other words, is slavery.

But here the socialist and his school interpose at once with an objection. Under the socialist commonwealth, they say, the people will want to work; they will have acquired a new civic spirit; they will work eagerly and cheerfully for the sake of the public good and from their love of the system under which they live. The loafer will be extinct. The sponge and the parasite will have perished. Even crime itself, so the socialist tells us, will diminish to the vanishing point, till there is nothing of it except here and there a sort of pathological survival, an atavism, or a “throwing back” to the forgotten sins of the grandfathers. Here and there, some poor fellow afflicted with this disease may break into my socialistic house and steal my pictures and my wine. Poor chap! Deal with him very gently. He is not wicked. He is ill.

This last argument, in a word, begs the whole question. With perfect citizens any government is good. In a population of angels a socialistic commonwealth would work to perfection. But until we have the angels we must keep the commonwealth waiting.

Nor is it necessary here to discuss the hundred and one modifications of the socialistic plan. Each and all fail for one and the same reason. The municipal socialist, despairing of the huge collective state, dreams of his little town as an organic unit in which all share alike; the syndicalist in his fancy sees his trade united into a co-operative body in which all are equal; the gradualist, in whose mind lingers the leaven of doubt, frames for himself a hazy vision of a prolonged preparation for the future, of socialism achieved little by little, the citizens being trained as it goes on till they are to reach somehow or somewhere in cloud land the nirvana of the elimination of self; like indeed, they are, to the horse in the ancient fable that was being trained to live without food but died, alas, just as the experiment was succeeding.

There is no way out. Socialism is but a dream, a bubble floating in the air. In the light of its opalescent colors we may see many visions of what we might be if we were better than we are, we may learn much that is useful as to what we can be even as we are; but if we mistake the floating bubble for the marble palaces of the city of desire, it will lead us forward in our pursuit till we fall over the edge of the abyss beyond which is chaos.


VII. — What Is Possible and What Is Not
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SOCIALISM, THEN, WILL not work, and neither will individualism, or at least the older individualism that we have hitherto made the basis of the social order. Here, therefore, stands humanity, in the middle of its narrow path in sheer perplexity, not knowing which way to turn. On either side is the brink of an abyss. On one hand is the yawning gulf of social catastrophe represented by socialism. On the other, the slower, but no less inevitable disaster that would attend the continuation in its present form of the system under which we have lived. Either way lies destruction; the one swift and immediate as a fall from a great height; the other gradual, but equally dreadful, as the slow strangulation in a morass. Somewhere between the two lies such narrow safety as may be found.

The Ancients were fond of the metaphor, taken from the vexed Sicilian Seas, of Scylla and Charybdis. The twin whirlpools threatened the affrightened mariner on either side. To avoid one he too hastily cast the ship to destruction in the other. Such is precisely the position that has been reached at the present crisis in the course of human progress. When we view the shortcomings of the present individualism, its waste of energy, its fretful overwork, its cruel inequality and the bitter lot that it brings to the uncounted millions of the submerged, we are inclined to cry out against it, and to listen with a ready ear to the easy promises of the idealist. But when we turn to the contrasted fallacies of socialism, its obvious impracticality and the dark gulf of social chaos that yawns behind it, we are driven back shuddering to cherish rather the ills we have than fly to others we know not of.

Yet out of the whole discussion of the matter some few things begin to merge into the clearness of certain day. It is clear enough on the one hand that we can expect no sudden and complete transformation of the world in which we live. Such a process is impossible. The industrial system is too complex, its roots are too deeply struck and its whole organism of too delicate a growth to permit us to tear it from the soil. Nor is humanity itself fitted for the kind of transformation which fills the dreams of the perfectionist. The principle of selfishness that has been the survival instinct of existence since life first crawled from the slime of a world in evolution, is as yet but little mitigated. In the long process of time some higher cosmic sense may take its place. It has not done so yet. If the kingdom of socialism were opened to-morrow, there are but few fitted to enter.

But on the other hand it is equally clear that the doctrine of “every man for himself,” as it used to be applied, is done with forever. The time has gone by when a man shall starve asking in vain for work; when the listless outcast shall draw his rags shivering about him unheeded of his fellows; when children shall be born in hunger and bred in want and broken in toil with never a chance in life. If nothing else will end these things, fear will do it. The hardest capitalist that ever gripped his property with the iron clasp of legal right relaxes his grasp a little when he thinks of the possibilities of a social conflagration. In this respect five years of war have taught us more than a century of peace. It has set in a clear light new forms of social obligation. The war brought with it conscription — not as we used to see it, as the last horror of military tyranny, but as the crowning pride of democracy. An inconceivable revolution in the thought of the English speaking peoples has taken place in respect to it. The obligation of every man, according to his age and circumstance, to take up arms for his country and, if need be, to die for it, is henceforth the recognized basis of progressive democracy.

But conscription has its other side. The obligation to die must carry with it the right to live. If every citizen owes it to society that he must fight for it in case of need, then society owes to every citizen the opportunity of a livelihood. “Unemployment,” in the case of the willing and able becomes henceforth a social crime. Every democratic Government must henceforth take as the starting point of its industrial policy, that there shall be no such thing as able bodied men and women “out of work,” looking for occupation and unable to find it. Work must either be found or must be provided by the State itself.

Yet it is clear that a policy of state work and state pay for all who are otherwise unable to find occupation involves appalling difficulties. The opportunity will loom large for the prodigal waste of money, for the undertaking of public works of no real utility and for the subsidizing of an army of loafers. But the difficulties, great though they are, are not insuperable. The payment for state labor of this kind can be kept low enough to make it the last resort rather than the ultimate ambition of the worker. Nor need the work be useless. In new countries, especially such as Canada and the United States and Australia, the development of latent natural assets could absorb the labor of generations. There are still unredeemed empires in the west. Clearly enough a certain modicum of public honesty and integrity is essential for such a task; more, undoubtedly, than we have hitherto been able to enlist in the service of the commonwealth. But without it we perish. Social betterment must depend at every stage on the force of public spirit and public morality that inspires it.

So much for the case of those who are able and willing to work. There remain still the uncounted thousands who by accident or illness, age or infirmity, are unable to maintain themselves. For these people, under the older dispensation, there was nothing but the poorhouse, the jail or starvation by the roadside. The narrow individualism of the nineteenth century refused to recognize the social duty of supporting somebody else’s grandmother. Such charity began, and ended, at home. But even with the passing of the nineteenth century an awakened sense of the collective responsibility of society towards its weaker members began to impress itself upon public policy. Old age pension laws and national insurance against illness and accident were already being built into the legislative codes of the democratic countries. The experience of the war has enormously increased this sense of social solidarity. It is clear now that our fortunes are not in our individual keeping. We stand or fall as a nation. And the nation which neglects the aged and infirm, or which leaves a family to be shipwrecked as the result of a single accident to a breadwinner, cannot survive as against a nation in which the welfare of each is regarded as contributory to the safety of all. Even the purest selfishness would dictate a policy of social insurance.

There is no need to discuss the particular way in which this policy can best be carried out. It will vary with the circumstances of each community. The action of the municipality, or of the state or province, or of the central government itself may be called into play. But in one form or another, the economic loss involved in illness and infirmity must be shifted from the shoulders of the individual to those of society at large. There was but little realization of this obligation in the nineteenth century. Only in the sensational moments of famine, flood or pestilence was a general social effort called forth. But in the clearer view of the social bond which the war has given us we can see that famine and pestilence are merely exaggerated forms of what is happening every day in our midst.

We spoke much during the war of “man power.” We suddenly realized that after all the greatness and strength of a nation is made up of the men and women who compose it. Its money, in the narrow sense, is nothing; a set of meaningless chips and counters piled upon a banker’s table ready to fall at a touch. Even before the war we had begun to talk eagerly and anxiously of the conservation of national resources, of the need of safeguarding the forests and fisheries and the mines. These are important things. But the war has shown that the most important thing of all is the conservation of men and women.

The attitude of the nineteenth century upon this point was little short of insane. The melancholy doctrine of Malthus had perverted the public mind. Because it was difficult for a poor man to bring up a family, the hasty conclusion was reached that a family ought not to be brought up. But the war has entirely inverted and corrected this point of view. The father and mother who were able to send six sturdy, native-born sons to the conflict were regarded as benefactors of the nation. But these six sturdy sons had been, some twenty years before, six “puling infants,” viewed with gloomy disapproval by the Malthusian bachelor. If the strength of the nation lies in its men and women there is only one way to increase it. Before the war it was thought that a simpler and easier method of increase could be found in the wholesale import of Austrians, Bulgarians and Czecho-Slovaks. The newer nations boasted proudly of their immigration tables. The fallacy is apparent now. Those who really count in a nation and those who govern its destinies for good or ill are those who are born in it.

It is difficult to over-estimate the harm that has been done to public policy by this same Malthusian theory. It has opposed to every proposal of social reform an obstacle that seemed insuperable, — the danger of a rapid overincrease of population that would pauperize the community. Population, it was said, tends always to press upon the heels of subsistence. If the poor are pampered, they will breed fast: the time will come when there will not be food for all and we shall perish in a common destruction. Seen in this light, infant mortality and the cruel wastage of disease were viewed with complacence. It was “Nature’s” own process at work. The “unfit,” so called, were being winnowed out that only the best might survive. The biological doctrine of evolution was misinterpreted and misapplied to social policy.

But in the organic world there is no such thing as the “fit” or the “unfit,” in any higher or moral sense. The most hideous forms of life may “survive” and thrust aside the most beautiful. It is only by a confusion of thought that the processes of organic nature which render every foot of fertile ground the scene of unending conflict can be used to explain away the death of children of the slums. The whole theory of survival is only a statement of what is, not of what ought to be. The moment that we introduce the operation of human volition and activity, that, too, becomes one of the factors of “survival.” The dog, the cat, and the cow live by man’s will, where the wolf and the hyena have perished.

But it is time that the Malthusian doctrine, — the fear of over-population as a hindrance to social reform, — was dismissed from consideration. It is at best but a worn-out scarecrow shaking its vain rags in the wind. Population, it is true, increases in a geometrical ratio. The human race, if favored by environment, can easily double itself every twenty-five years. If it did this, the time must come, through sheer power of multiplication, when there would not be standing room for it on the globe. All of this is undeniable, but it is quite wide of the mark. It is time enough to cross a bridge when we come to it. The “standing room” problem is still removed from us by such uncounted generations that we need give no thought to it. The physical resources of the globe are as yet only tapped, and not exhausted. We have done little more than scratch the surface. Because we are crowded here and there in the ant-hills of our cities, we dream that the world is full. Because, under our present system, we do not raise enough food for all, we fear that the food supply is running short. All this is pure fancy. Let any one consider in his mind’s eye the enormous untouched assets still remaining for mankind in the vast spaces filled with the tangled forests of South America, or the exuberant fertility of equatorial Africa or the huge plains of Canada, Australia, Southern Siberia and the United States, as yet only thinly dotted with human settlement. There is no need to draw up an anxious balance sheet of our assets. There is still an uncounted plenty. And every human being born upon the world represents a power of work that, rightly directed, more than supplies his wants. The fact that as an infant he does not maintain himself has nothing to do with the case. This was true even in the Garden of Eden.

The fundamental error of the Malthusian theory of population and poverty is to confound the difficulties of human organization with the question of physical production. Our existing poverty is purely a problem in the direction and distribution of human effort. It has no connection as yet with the question of the total available means of subsistence. Some day, in a remote future, in which under an improved social system the numbers of mankind might increase to the full power of the natural capacity of multiplication, such a question might conceivably disturb the equanimity of mankind. But it need not now. It is only one of many disasters that must sooner or later overtake mankind. The sun, so the astronomer tells us, is cooling down; the night is coming; an all-pervading cold will some day chill into rigid death the last vestige of organic life. Our poor planet will be but a silent ghost whirling on its dark path in the starlight. This ultimate disaster is, as far as our vision goes, inevitable. Yet no one concerns himself with it. So should it be with the danger of the ultimate overcrowding of the globe.

I lay stress upon this problem of the increase of population because, to my thinking, it is in this connection that the main work and the best hope of social reform can be found. The children of the race should be the very blossom of its fondest hopes. Under the present order and with the present gloomy preconceptions they have been the least of its collective cares. Yet here — and here more than anywhere — is the point towards which social effort and social legislation may be directed immediately and successfully. The moment that we get away from the idea that the child is a mere appendage of the parent, bound to share good fortune and ill, wealth and starvation, according to the parent’s lot, the moment we regard the child as itself a member of society — clothed in social rights — a burden for the moment but an asset for the future — we turn over a new leaf in the book of human development, we pass a new milestone on the upward path of progress.

It should be recognized in the coming order of society, that every child of the nation has the right to be clothed and fed and trained irrespective of its parents’ lot. Our feeble beginnings in the direction of housing, sanitation, child welfare and education, should be expanded at whatever cost into something truly national and all embracing. The ancient grudging selfishness that would not feed other people’s children should be cast out. In the war time the wealthy bachelor and the spinster of advancing years took it for granted that other people’s children should fight for them. The obligation must apply both ways.

No society is properly organized until every child that is born into it shall have an opportunity in life. Success in life and capacity to live we cannot give. But opportunity we can. We can at least see that the gifts that are laid in the child’s cradle by nature are not obliterated by the cruel fortune of the accident of birth: that its brain and body are not stunted by lack of food and air and by the heavy burden of premature toil. The playtime of childhood should be held sacred by the nation.

This, as I see it, should be the first and the greatest effort of social reform. For the adult generation of to-day many things are no longer possible. The time has passed. We are, as viewed with a comprehensive eye, a damaged race. Few of us in mind or body are what we might be; and millions of us, the vast majority of industrial mankind known as the working class, are distorted beyond repair from what they might have been. In older societies this was taken for granted: the poor and the humble and the lowly reproduced from generation to generation, as they grew to adult life, the starved brains and stunted outlook of their forbears, — starved and stunted only by lack of opportunity. For nature knows of no such differences in original capacity between the children of the fortunate and the unfortunate. Yet on this inequality, made by circumstance, was based the whole system of caste, the stratification of the gentle and the simple on which society rested. In the past it may have been necessary. It is not so now. If, with all our vast apparatus of machinery and power, we cannot so arrange society that each child has an opportunity in life, it would be better to break the machinery in pieces and return to the woods from which we came.

Put into the plainest of prose, then, we are saying that the government of every country ought to supply work and pay for the unemployed, maintenance for the infirm and aged, and education and opportunity for the children. These are vast tasks. And they involve, of course, a financial burden not dreamed of before the war. But here again the war has taught us many things. It would have seemed inconceivable before, that a man of great wealth should give one-half of his income to the state. The financial burden of the war, as the full measure of it dawned upon our minds, seemed to betoken a universal bankruptcy. But the sequel is going to show that the finance of the war will prove to be a lesson in the finance of peace. The new burden has come to stay. No modern state can hope to survive unless it meets the kind of social claims on the part of the unemployed, the destitute and the children that have been described above. And it cannot do this unless it continues to use the terrific engine of taxation already fashioned in the war. Undoubtedly the progressive income tax and the tax on profits and taxation of inheritance must be maintained to an extent never dreamed of before.

But the peace finance and the war finance will differ in one most important respect. The war finance was purely destructive. From it came national security and the triumph of right over wrong. No one would belittle the worth of the sacrifice. But in the narrower sense of production, of bread winning, there came nothing; or nothing except a new power of organization, a new technical skill and a new aspiration towards better things. But the burden of peace finance directed towards social efforts will bring a direct return. Every cent that is spent upon the betterment of the population will come back, sooner or later, as two.

But all of this deals as yet only with the field of industry and conduct in which the state rules supreme. Governmental care of the unemployed, the infant and the infirm, sounds like a chapter in socialism. If the same régime were extended over the whole area of production, we should have socialism itself and a mere soap-bubble bursting into fragments. There is no need, however, to extend the régime of compulsion over the whole field. The vast mass of human industrial effort must still lie outside of the immediate control of the government. Every man will still earn his own living and that of his family as best he can, relying first and foremost upon his own efforts.

One naturally asks, then, To what extent can social reform penetrate into the ordinary operation of industry itself? Granted that it is impossible for the state to take over the whole industry of the nation, does that mean that the present inequalities must continue? The framework in which our industrial life is set cannot be readily broken asunder. But we can to a great extent ease the rigidity of its outlines. A legislative code that starts from sounder principles than those which have obtained hitherto can do a great deal towards progressive betterment. Each decade can be an improvement upon the last. Hitherto we have been hampered at every turn by the supposed obstacle of immutable economic laws. The theory of “natural” wages and prices of a supposed economic order that could not be disturbed, set up a sort of legislative paralysis. The first thing needed is to get away entirely from all such preconceptions, to recognize that the “natural” order of society, based on the “natural” liberty, does not correspond with real justice and real liberty at all, but works injustice at every turn. And at every turn intrusive social legislation must seek to prevent such injustice.

It is no part of the present essay to attempt to detail the particulars of a code of social legislation. That must depend in every case upon the particular circumstances of the community concerned. But some indication may be given here of the kind of legislation that may serve to render the conditions of industry more in conformity with social justice. Let us take, as a conspicuous example, the case of the Minimum wage law. Here is a thing sternly condemned in the older thought as an economic impossibility. It was claimed, as we have seen, that under free contract a man was paid what he earned and no law could make it more. But the older theory was wrong. The minimum wage law ought to form, in one fashion or another, a part of the code of every community. It may be applied by specific legislation from a central power, or it may be applied by the discretionary authority of district boards, or it may be regulated, — as it has been in some of the beginnings already made, — within the compass of each industry or trade. But the principle involved is sound. The wage as paid becomes a part of the conditions of industry. Interest, profits and, later, the direction of consumption and then of production, conform themselves to it.

True it is, that in this as in all cases of social legislation, no application of the law can be made so sweeping and so immediate as to dislocate the machine and bring industry to a stop. It is probable that at any particular time and place the legislative minimum wage cannot be very much in advance of the ordinary or average wage of the people in employment. But its virtue lies in its progression. The modest increase of to-day leads to the fuller increase of to-morrow. Properly applied, the capitalist and the employer of labor need have nothing to fear from it. Its ultimate effect will not fall upon them, but will serve merely to alter the direction of human effort.

Precisely the same reasoning holds good of the shortening of the hours of labor both by legislative enactment and by collective organization. Here again the first thing necessary is a clear vision of the goal towards which we are to strive. The hours of labor are too long. The world has been caught in the wheels of its own machinery which will not stop. With each advance in invention and mechanical power it works harder still. New and feverish desires for luxuries replace each older want as satisfied. The nerves of our industrial civilization are worn thin with the rattle of its own machinery. The industrial world is restless, over-strained and quarrelsome. It seethes with furious discontent, and looks about it eagerly for a fight. It needs a rest. It should be sent, as nerve patients are, to the seaside or the quiet of the hills. Failing this, it should at least slacken the pace of its work and shorten its working day.

And for this the thing needed is an altered public opinion on the subject of work in relation to human character and development. The nineteenth century glorified work. The poet, sitting beneath a shady tree, sang of its glories. The working man was incited to contemplate the beauty of the night’s rest that followed on the exhaustion of the day. It was proved to him that if his day was dull at least his sleep was sound. The ideal of society was the cheery artisan and the honest blacksmith, awake and singing with the lark and busy all day long at the loom and the anvil, till the grateful night soothed them into well-earned slumber. This, they were told, was better than the distracted sleep of princes.

The educated world repeated to itself these grotesque fallacies till it lost sight of plain and simple truths. Seven o’clock in the morning is too early for any rational human being to be herded into a factory at the call of a steam whistle. Ten hours a day of mechanical task is too long: nine hours is too long: eight hours is too long. I am not raising here the question as to how and to what extent the eight hours can be shortened, but only urging the primary need of recognizing that a working day of eight hours is too long for the full and proper development of human capacity and for the rational enjoyment of life. There is no need to quote here to the contrary the long and sustained toil of the pioneer, the eager labor of the student, unmindful of the silent hours, or the fierce acquisitive activity of the money-maker that knows no pause. Activities such as these differ with a whole sky from the wage-work of the modern industrial worker. The task in one case is done for its own sake. It is life itself. The other is done only for the sake of the wage it brings. It is, or should be, a mere preliminary to living.

Let it be granted, of course, that a certain amount of work is an absolute necessity for human character. There is no more pathetic spectacle on our human stage than the figure of poor puppy in his beach suit and his tuxedo jacket seeking in vain to amuse himself for ever. A leisure class no sooner arises than the melancholy monotony of amusement forces it into mimic work and make-believe activities. It dare not face the empty day.

But when all is said about the horror of idleness the broad fact remains that the hours of work are too long. If we could in imagination disregard for a moment all question of how the hours of work are to be shortened and how production is to be maintained and ask only what would be the ideal number of the daily hours of compulsory work, for character’s sake, few of us would put them at more than four or five. Many of us, as applied to ourselves, at least, would take a chance on character at two.

The shortening of the general hours of work, then, should be among the primary aims of social reform. There need be no fear that with shortened hours of labor the sum total of production would fall short of human needs. This, as has been shown from beginning to end of this essay, is out of the question. Human desires would eat up the result of ten times the work we now accomplish. Human needs would be satisfied with a fraction of it. But the real difficulty in the shortening of hours lies elsewhere. Here, as in the parallel case of the minimum wage, the danger is that the attempt to alter things too rapidly may dislocate the industrial machine. We ought to attempt such a shortening as will strain the machine to a breaking point, but never break it. This can be done, as with the minimum wage, partly by positive legislation and partly collective action. Not much can be done at once. But the process can be continuous. The short hours achieved with acclamation to-day will later be denounced as the long hours of to-morrow. The essential point to grasp, however, is that society at large has nothing to lose by the process. The shortened hours become a part of the framework of production. It adapts itself to it. Hitherto we have been caught in the running of our own machine: it is time that we altered the gearing of it.

The two cases selected, — the minimum wage and the legislative shortening of hours, — have been chosen merely as illustrations and are not exhaustive of the things that can be done in the field of possible and practical reform. It is plain enough that in many other directions the same principles may be applied. The rectification of the ownership of land so as to eliminate the haphazard gains of the speculator and the unearned increment of wealth created by the efforts of others, is an obvious case in point. The “single taxer” sees in this a cure-all for the ills of society. But his vision is distorted. The private ownership of land is one of the greatest incentives to human effort that the world has ever known. It would be folly to abolish it, even if we could. But here as elsewhere we can seek to re-define and regulate the conditions of ownership so as to bring them more into keeping with a common sense view of social justice.

But the inordinate and fortuitous gains from land are really only one example from a general class. The war discovered the “profiteer.” The law-makers of the world are busy now with smoking him out from his lair. But he was there all the time. Inordinate and fortuitous gain, resting on such things as monopoly, or trickery, or the mere hazards of abundance and scarcity, complying with the letter of the law but violating its spirit, are fit objects for appropriate taxation. The ways and means are difficult, but the social principle involved is clear.

We may thus form some sort of vision of the social future into which we are passing. The details are indistinct. But the outline at least in which it is framed is clear enough. The safety of the future lies in a progressive movement of social control alleviating the misery which it cannot obliterate and based upon the broad general principle of equality of opportunity. The chief immediate direction of social effort should be towards the attempt to give to every human being in childhood adequate food, clothing, education and an opportunity in life. This will prove to be the beginning of many things.

THE END


Mackenzie, Baldwin, Lafontaine, Hincks
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IN PREPARING A new and revised edition of Professor Leacock’s Baldwin, LaFontaine and Hincks, I have endeavoured as far as possible to preserve the spirit and form of the original work. The most important changes are: First, at the request of the General Editors, I have extended the account of William Lyon Mackenzie for reasons pointed out in the General Preface to the Series; secondly, the survey of the earlier part of Bagot’s régime has been completely changed in order to present his constitutional experiment from a detailed study of his correspondence, which unfortunately is not yet known in extenso to students and readers of history. I wish to thank Professor Leacock for his courteous permission to deal as I wished with his work and for his kindness during the process of revision. I am indebted to Principal Grant for more help than I can adequately acknowledge. The Oxford University Press has generously given me permission to include in the volume material which has already appeared in my Constitution of Canada.

W. P. M. KENNEDY

University of Toronto,

Toronto,

September 1st, 1925


CHAPTER I. INTRODUCTORY
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FROM THE TIME of the surrender of Canada by the capitulation of Vaudreuil at Montreal in 1760, the government of the province presented an unsolved problem, whose difficulties finally culminated in the outbreak of 1837. In the beginning the country was entirely French, an appanage of the British Crown by right of conquest. Its population, some seventy thousand in number, thinly spread along the valley of the St. Lawrence, was almost entirely an agricultural peasantry, among whom education, judged by modern standards, was far from widespread. Two outstanding characteristics were in general evidence, they cherished towards their Church an unfailing devotion, while a stubborn pride of nationality remained with them as a heritage from the great country from which they had sprung. Of initial loyalty to the British Crown there could be no question. Still less could there be any question of self-government. Military rule was established as a necessity of the situation. Even when, in 1764, a year after the final treaty of cession, the purely military rule was superseded by the institution of an executive council, this body consisted merely of a group of officials appointed by the governor of the province. Nor is it to be said that this form of government was of itself an injustice. The inhabitants of French Canada had known nothing of political rights or representative institutions. Only in rare cases had appointments or promotions been bestowed upon native Canadians. Even the Church itself, in spite of its democratic tradition in favour of capacity and zeal, had withheld all superior offices from the children of the humble peasantry of the St. Lawrence. To have instituted among such a people a system of democratic self-government on the morrow of the conquest, could only have ended in chaos and disaster.

The government thus established by royal proclamation was systematized and consolidated by the British parliament through the Quebec Act of 1774. This statute established in Canada a province of magnificent extent. Northward it extended to the Hudson Bay Territory; on the south it bordered New England, New York, Pennsylvania and the Ohio; westward it reached to where all trace of civilization ended with the Mississippi River. The Ohio valley was already THE QUEBEC ACT dotted here and there in its forests and open meadow lands with the cabins of adventurous settlers. Of the rest of Canada the valley of the St. Lawrence was the only occupied part. Thither had come already, since the conquest, a few British immigrants, for the most part small traders and needy adventurers. The upper portion of the province was still a wilderness. The Quebec Act provided for the use of the pre-conquest Coutume de Paris in civil cases, and for English criminal law. In both spheres permission was given to the government of the colony to change the systems with varying local needs The freedom of religion guaranteed by the Peace of Paris (1763) was freed from ambiguities by the Act. The collection of the tithe was legalized, and a new oath made it possible for Roman Catholics to combine loyalty to the Crown with loyalty to their church. The government was committed to a governor assisted by a nominated legislative council, any five of whom, by later instructions from England, were to form a quorum for provincial business other than legislation. The Act declared it “inexpedient to call an assembly.” Fox, indeed, pleaded in the House of Commons in favour of representative institutions, but was met with the argument that a Protestant government could not safely entrust power to a Roman Catholic legislature.

It is a disputed point how far the concessions thus granted to the French were adopted as a means of preserving the country from the infection of the revolutionary discontent, widespread in the colonies of the Atlantic sea-board, and of preventing the French habitant from making common cause with the malcontents of New England and Virginia. Such, if not the purpose, was at any rate the effect of the Act. The pulpits of Massachusetts were loud with denunciation of the toleration of popery enbodied in the statute. The American congress (September 5th, 1774) expressed its alarm in documentary form, and the small British minority already settled in Lower Canada forwarded to England petitions of energetic protest. The fact that the British government, in the face of bigoted opposition, passed and maintained the statute which stands as the charter of religious liberty for Roman Catholic Canada, may be said to have laid the foundation of that firm attachment of the Canadian French to the Crown, which, after the lapse of four generations, has become one of the fundamental factors of the political life of Canada. The Act undoubtedly was an important element in the neutrality of the habitants during the American revolution. The clergy of the province THE LOYALISTS threw the whole weight of their influence in favour of the British side. The agitators sent into the country found but few sympathizers of influence, and the attempt at military conquest ended in failure.

The issue of the Revolutionary War and the separation of the revolted colonies from Great Britain had a momentous effect upon the destinies of British North America. That province now became a haven of refuge for the distressed Loyalists, who abandoned the United States in thousands rather than sever their allegiance from their mother country. Of these nearly thirty thousand found their way into the Maritime Provinces. Others, ascending the St. Lawrence or coming by Lake Champlain, settled in the Eastern Townships of Quebec or near to Montreal itself. Still others, pushing their way up the river or passing over the rough wagon-trails of the forest country of New York, embarked on Lake Ontario to find new homes upon its northern shores. Liberal grants of land were made. Settlements sprang up along the Bay of Quinte, on the Niagara frontier, on the Grand River, on the Thames and as far west as the Detroit River. By the year 1791 there were some thirty thousand settlers in the districts thus thrown open. The newcomers, impoverished as most of them were, made excellent pioneers. Their conviction of the righteousness of their cause lent vigour to their arduous struggle with the wilderness. The sound of the axe resounded amid the stillness of the pine forest; farmsteads and hamlets arose on the shores of the lake and beside its tributary streams. But with the coming of the Loyalists Canada lost its racial unity. The population of the upper country was British, that of the lower, French. French law and custom seemed to the new settlers anomalous and unjust. British Protestantism was abhorrent to the devout Catholics of French Canada. The new settlers, too, accustomed to the political freedom which they had enjoyed in the colonies of their origin, chafed under autocratic control, and in repeated petitions demanded of the home government the privilege of a representative assembly.

To meet this situation the British parliament adopted the Constitutional Act of 1791. Under the authority of this Act the province was divided into two separate governments — Upper and Lower Canada. It was presumed that a natural solution of the vexed question of British and French rivalry had thus been found. “I hope,” said Pitt, “that this settlement will put an end to the competition between the old French inhabitants and the new settlers from Britain and the British colonies.” Burke at the same time expressed the opinion that “to attempt to amalgamate two populations composed of races of men diverse in language, laws, THE CONSTITUTIONAL ACT and customs, was a complete absurdity.” To each province was given a legislature consisting of two Houses, the Lower House, or assembly, being elected by the people, the Upper, called the legislative council, being nominated for life by the Crown. By the Crown also were to be appointed all public officers of each district, including the governor-general of the two provinces, the lieutenant-governor who conducted the administration of Upper Canada, and the members of the executive councils which aided in the administration of each province. The British parliament reserved to itself the right of imposing duties for the regulation of navigation and commerce. The free exercise of the Roman Catholic religion was again guaranteed. It was further enacted that the Crown should set apart one-eighth of all the unallotted Crown land in the province for the maintenance of a Protestant clergy, a provision which subsequently entailed the most serious consequences.

The measure was undoubtedly liberal, and at the time of its passage furnished an instrument of government well suited to the requirements of the situation. It was intended to extend to the Canadas something of the degree of political liberty enjoyed by the people of Great Britain. Its object was declared by Lord Grenville, to be to “assimilate the constitution to that of Great Britain as nearly as the difference arising from the manners of the people and from the present situation of the province will admit.” John Graves Simcoe, first lieutenant-governor of Upper Canada, addressing his legislature of twenty-three members assembled, apparently “in marquee tents,” at Niagara spoke of the province as “singularly blessed, not with a mutilated constitution, but with a constitution which has stood the test of experience and is the very image and transcript of that of Great Britain, by which she has long established and secured to her subjects as much freedom and happiness as it is possible to be enjoyed under the subordination necessary to civilized society.” For some years, indeed, after the adoption of the new constitution, the government of the new provinces was carried on with reasonable success and a fair amount of harmony. Had the constitution been of a more flexible character and had the conduct of the administration been adapted to the progressive settlement of the country, its success might have continued indefinitely. The incoming century found a contented country; wealth and population were on the increase. A tide of immigration from Scotland and Ireland turned steadily towards Upper Canada. Pennsylvania farmers crossed the POLITICAL DIFFICULTIES lakes to find new homes in the fertile land of the province. The little hamlet of York, on the site of the old Indian post of Toronto, became the seat of government. To the north of it a wide, straight road, called Yonge Street in honour of the secretary of war, carried the tide of settlement towards Lake Simcoe. At the head of Lake Ontario, Dundas Street ran from the settlement at Hamilton to the Thames, and presently was opened eastward as far as York. The inhabitants of the province in the year 1811 were estimated at seventy-seven thousand. Into Lower Canada also British immigrants had come in considerable numbers. Ere long it began to appear that the racial conflict, which it was the intention of the Act of 1791 to obviate, had but shifted its ground and was renewed with increasing bitterness in the province of Lower Canada. The War of 1812, in which the energies of both French and British settlers were absorbed in repelling American invasion, stilled for the time the internal conflict of races. But with the renewal of peace the political difficulties of both Upper and Lower Canada assumed an increasingly serious aspect.

The political situation in the two provinces in the twenty years succeeding the peace of 1815 presented analogous, though not identical, features. In each of them the fact that the executive was not under the control of the representatives of the people constituted the main cause of complaint. But in the Lower Province the situation was aggravated by the fact that the executive heads of the administration were identified with the interests of the British minority and opposed to the dominance of the French Canadians. Even in Upper Canada, however, the position of affairs was bad enough. The actual administration of the province was in the hands of the lieutenant-governor and his executive council of five, later of seven, members, a wholly irresponsible body of placemen appointed by the Crown from among the judges, public officers and members of the legislative council. Of the legislature itself the Upper House, or legislative council, was, as already said, a nominated body. Under such circumstances the political control of the colony had passed into the hands of a privileged class who engrossed the patronage of the Crown, received liberal grants of land and were able to bid defiance to the efforts of the assembly to free itself from oligarchical control.

Had the constitution been in any real sense a “transcript” of the constitution of Great Britain, the assembly might have fallen back upon the power of the purse as an effective method of political control. But this remedy, under the system in vogue, was inadequate, owing to the fact that the assembly possessed only a limited, power over the finances of the colony. The Crown was in enjoyment THE FAMILY COMPACT of a permanent civil list. Exclusive of the revenue from the clergy reserve, it had at its disposal a patronage of fifty thousand pounds a year. Local expenditure within the province was under the direction of magistrates appointed by the Crown meeting in Quarter Session. The legislative council itself claimed the right to reject, and even to amend, the money bills passed by the representatives of the people. Under such circumstances the House of Assembly found itself deprived of any effective means of forcing its wishes upon the administration. Quite early in the history of the period, it had vigorously protested against the impotence to which it was reduced. In an address presented to the acting governor in 1818, the assembly drew attention to the “evil that must result from the legislative and executive functions being materially vested in the same persons, as is unfortunately the case in this province, where His Majesty’s executive council is almost wholly composed of the legislative body, and consisting only of the deputy superintendent-general of the Indian department, the receiver-general and the inspector-general, the chief-justice, the speaker of the legislative council, and the honourable and reverend chaplain of that House.” The essence of the financial situation appears in the famous Seventh Report of the Committee on Grievances drawn up in 1835. “Such is the patronage of the colonial office,” it declares, “that the granting or withholding of supplies is of no political importance, unless as an indication of the opinion of the country concerning the character of the government.”

It has become customary to apply to the privileged class who thus controlled political power and office in the colony of Upper Canada, the term Family Compact. The designation itself appears to be, in strictness, a misnomer, for there existed among the ruling class no further family relationship than what might naturally be expected in a community whose seat of government contained, even in 1830, only two thousand eight hundred and sixty persons. But it is undoubted that, from 1815 onwards, the members of the administration with their friends and adherents formed a distinct political party united by ties of mutual interest and social cohesion, determined to retain the influence they had acquired, and regarding the protests of the plainer people of the province with a certain supercilious contempt. Nor is it to be supposed that the adherents of the Family Compact embodied in themselves the very essence of tyranny. They represented merely, within their restricted sphere, those principles of class government and vested interests which were still the dominant WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE political factor in every country of Europe. Of the high moral quality and sterling patriotism of such men as Robinson, the attorney-general, there can be no doubt. The exaggerated diatribes of the indignant Radicals in which the ruling class figure as the “tools of servile power,” are as wide of the mark as the later denunciations launched against the party of Reform.

The growing agitation in Upper Canada presently found an energetic leader in William Lyon Mackenzie, a Scotchman of humble parentage. Born at Springfield in Forfarshire in 1795, he came in 1820 to try his fortunes in Canada. He set up in business in a small way at the village of York, removing presently to Dundas. It is typical of the restricted commercial life of the time that Mackenzie and his partner dealt in drugs, hardware, jewelry, toys, confections, dye stuffs and paints, and maintained in addition a circulating library. From Dundas, Mackenzie moved to Queenston. Interested from the first in the political affairs of the colony, he started, in 1824, the publication of the Colonial Advocate, the first number of which, distributed gratuitously through the countryside, commenced an unsparing attack upon the governing class. Its editor, the “westernmost journalist in the British dominions on the continent of America,” assumed, as he himself subsequently expressed it, “the office of a public censor.” He denounced the Family Compact and all its works. He denounced the jobbery of the public land. He denounced the land monopoly of the Church of England, the lack of schools, the perversion of justice and the greed of the official class. The appearance of the Colonial Advocate aided in consolidating the party of Reform. In the elections of 1824 they carried a majority of the seats in the House of Assembly, a victory which only served to reveal the impotence of the opposition in the face of the established system. Dr. Rolph, elected for Middlesex, the stalwart Peter Perry, member for Lennox and Addington, and other leaders of the Reform party, found they could do little beyond selecting a farmer speaker of their own liking and passing resolutions condemning the existing conduct of affairs. None the less their presence as a majority of the House remained as a standing protest and threw into a clearer light the irresponsible position of the executive.

In the late autumn of 1825 Mackenzie moved his printing press to York hoping not merely to assist the Reformers but to promote his own none too successful fortunes. His personality was hardly such as to further either aim. For Mackenzie possessed the defects of his virtues. He had all the WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE fine qualities of his race — its perseverance, its tenacity, its imagination, its zeal, its uncanny energy; but unfortunately he had too large a share of its defects. He was vain and uncompromising. His perseverance and tenacity lacked that sobriety of purpose which dignifies reform movements and rescues them from the violence of uncharted agitation. His imagination magnified the difficulties of the social and political scene and prevented him from seeing them apart from his opponents and as almost a necessary part of the contemporary world. When he marched forth to war he aimed to destroy his enemies, whom he hated far more, it would almost seem, than the system of which they were merely a colonial outpost. Political differences took on with him the colour of bitter personal animosity, and when he poured out the vials of his wrath they were hot with the passion of hatred and blistering with the vitriol of scorn. Incapable of clear political thought, he never gave any one the credit of honesty in a conviction which was not his own. Like the clansmen of his native land he tried to storm an entrenched and strongly fortified position by a frontal attack in which defects in equipment and in tactics were to be made good by a glorious charge whose driving force was the red-blood of passion, whose reserve was the fury of hate. Such was the man whose Colonial Advocate stirred up government and official circles in York.

In the early summer of 1826 Mackenzie enjoyed a perfect surfeit of virulence and abuse. He invited the people of Upper Canada to sweep the “nest of unclean birds” out of power, having too long and shamefully defiled the province with their abominations. Not content with attacking his political opponents Mackenzie descended to the grossest insolence in abusing highly respectable citizens, whose only crime was that they would not march under his banner. So contemptible had his press become that Mackenzie might well feel justified in being absent from York, accepting the security which decent men grant to irresponsible journalists. The older heads remained calm. On the evening, however, of June 8th, 1826, a group of young “bloods,” connected in one way or another with the Family Compact and including a member of the lieutenant-governor’s household, sacked Mackenzie’s office. There is no evidence that the episode was known to, much less inspired by official circles. It was a youthful escapade which recoiled a hundredfold on the perpetrators.

A young society does not lightly condone “the law of the jungle,” especially when the victim is not there to defend his property. As a consequence, many who despised Mackenzie’s methods sympathized with him in the misfortune which he had suffered. Had it ended there, all might have been well. Mackenzie’s fortunes were at a low ebb and the Colonial Advocate was on the eve of financial collapse. His friends, however, shrewdly advised a ARCHDEACON STRACHAN civil action for damages. The facts were not denied and the defence was weakened by the desire not to give the Advocate further publicity by reading out in court the scurrilous abuse which gave rise to the attack. In the issue Mackenzie found himself reimbursed by a favourable verdict for over six hundred pounds. The substantial members of the Compact paid the bill and the insolvent editor had a comfortable balance at the bank after repairing his office and providing himself with a new press.

Bickerings galore soon increased the political agitation. Archdeacon Strachan, not content with the advantageous position enjoyed by the Church of England in the province, took an unfavourable moment to magnify both himself and his church. Already grave doubts had arisen over the Anglican claim to the sole enjoyment of “the clergy reserves” provided for by the Constitutional Act of 1791, and counter claims were gaining ground; on the one hand in favour of a share for the Presbyterians, and on the other in favour of secularization or of educational foundations. Into such a world Strachan launched absurd claims. He forwarded an “ecclesiastical chart” to the British government in which the number of Anglicans was greatly exaggerated. Not content with this method of asking increased support for his Church, he accused the “dissenters” of lukewarmness in their support of British institutions. The Methodists found a champion in Egerton Ryerson, and Strachan’s indiscretion gave a dangerous religious colouring to Upper Canadian agitation. Anglicanism became identified with political autocracy.

Other forces were at work. A large body of immigrants had come into the province after the peace of 1783. A recent decision in England had laid it down that they could not become British subjects or inherit property within the Empire. The judgment, if it stood, meant that a vast number of Upper Canadians had no political or personal rights. The home government advised legislation, and a bill was accordingly introduced in the Legislative Council. The Assembly, however, on receiving the measure found that it fell far short of a complete remedy and threw it out. For several sessions the battle rose and fell and the question was not finally settled before many a settler had his judgment warped and his sense of values numbed by the unseemly squabble. When a new election took place in 1828 the influences of politics, religion, agitation, and class hatred combined to return an Assembly controlled by the Reformers. Mackenzie was elected for the County of York with Jesse Ketchum as colleague. The party included Robert Baldwin’s father, Marshall Bidwell, John Rolph and others destined for good or ill to leave a mark on the political fortunes of the province. Bidwell was elected speaker and an address was voted to the Lieutenant-Governor, Sir John Colborne, regretting that his advisers WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE were those in whom the country had no confidence. Colborne may have had no leanings towards popular government, but he was at least far from being arbitrary and autocratic. If his policy eventually stiffened and if his sympathies were at length entirely on the side of the Family Compact, Mackenzie and his extremists had only themselves to thank.

Mackenzie at least was not content to assume the modesty which might for a time adorn an inexperienced member of the Assembly. He began at once that policy of ceaselessly ferreting out supposed grievances which characterized his journalistic career and eventually robbed his political life of that fruition which is the child of sanity and discipline. He started an agitation over the post office — an Imperial concern — over the chaplaincy of the House, and precious time was wasted which might have been better occupied in building up for the Reformers a platform of successful economic legislation. Political reform does not thrive on the negation of grievances. It is true that something was accomplished, but not enough to prevent the Compact gaining control of the Assembly at the elections of 1830, necessary on the death of George III. The ranks of the Reformers were decimated. Mackenzie and Bidwell survived, but many of the soberer men of the party went down to defeat. There had been no constructive leadership and the Reformers had unfortunately for themselves allowed Mackenzie too much rope. There was no shadow of a political rock in the dry parched land. The general note had been a whine and no evidence had been shown of political vision and constitutional architecture.

The new Assembly was of such a reactionary and “loyal” texture that it in turn served its opponents. Wise leadership was lacking, such as had been displayed by John Beverley Robinson, now Chief-Justice of the Province. Political control fell into the hands of Attorney-General Henry Boulton and Solicitor-General Christopher Hagerman — men singularly wanting in parliamentary virtues, competence, tact, and moderation. With them Mackenzie was bound to clash. He opposed the grant of a permanent civil list, oblivious of the fact that the home government was asking only a small concession to British parliamentary usage while it handed to the province the control over revenue formerly in Imperial hands. Of course, the bill passed, but Mackenzie and his group were undeterred. Once more he attacked the personnel of the Executive Council and the appointment of the chaplain. His soberest suggestions were robbed of a sympathetic hearing by his arrogant methods and by the fact that his paper continued to pour out its stream of invective. Secure from prosecution for libel according to the law of the time by virtue of his membership of the Assembly, Mackenzie was enjoying to the full his career of WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE irresponsible vanity, when the House decided to expel him — a course fully within its rights. The House, however, chose its battleground with singular lack of wisdom when it charged Mackenzie with being guilty of a breach of privilege in publishing the Journals of the Assembly shorn of their appendices. The motion was defeated, as Mackenzie had merely followed British custom. A new motion accusing Mackenzie of publishing libels on the Assembly followed, but prorogation stopped proceedings.

Scarcely was the Session of 1831 opened when Mackenzie’s bitterest enemies once more sought their prey. He had begun an attack in the Colonial Advocate on the Assembly as a body, which culminated in denunciation of it as a “sycophantic office for registering the decrees of a mean and mercenary executive.” The Assembly was not the body to stand wholesale attacks on its honour and declared Mackenzie’s diatribes to be “gross, scandalous and malicious libels.” On December 12th, he was expelled, after being called by the law officers a “spaniel dog,” “a reptile unworthy of the notice of any gentleman.”

However great the provocation the House singularly misjudged public opinion. They had given the Reformers a martyr. Mackenzie basked in the sunshine of popularity, a bad school for a man of his temperament. The by-election of the succeeding January was a severe lesson for the Compact. Their official candidate withdrew and Mackenzie enjoyed a carnival adorned with a gold medal and chain in public approval of his career. Attempts were made to prevent him taking his seat, but enough wisdom remained to recognize that expulsion was not a disability for parliamentary election. Mackenzie, however, was now in the heyday of triumph. His paper shewed neither repentance for past offences nor guarantees for good behaviour. Again he abused the Assembly and again he was expelled with the further declaration that he was incapable of being a member of the sitting Assembly.

The situation had now passed into extremes as foolish as Mackenzie’s own. The Assembly had created a disability, which they could not legally do. York broke out into wild tumult and sympathetic meetings were held throughout the province. The Tory party retaliated, once more attacked the office of the Colonial Advocate and burned Mackenzie in effigy in the streets of the Capital. Meanwhile, while the House was not sitting, Mackenzie had been once more elected. After experiencing a severe personal handling at Hamilton and the general exhibition of Tory violence, he determined to go to England. On May 1st, 1832, he set sail laden with petitions from his constituents and their sympathizers. In England his reception was not entirely a failure, in spite of huge counter petitions. He had several WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE interviews with Lord Goderich, the colonial-secretary. His written communications to the Colonial Office were far from praiseworthy either in form or matter, but they contained enough of a substantial nature to convince Goderich that all was not well, and on November 8th, 1832, he issued a dispatch to the lieutenant-governor which “astonished and astounded” the Compact. The Compact indeed described it as an “elegant piece of fiddle faddle,” but the indecorous characterization was the measure of their resentment at Goderich’s palpable determination not to judge Upper-Canadian affairs solely from the statements of the Tory group.

When the next session of the legislature opened in October, 1832, Mackenzie, though absent in the body, was present as a perturbing spirit. Boulton and Hagerman gave their matured legal opinion that after a double expulsion Mackenzie could not sit and vote. This extraordinary opinion was upheld by a large majority and a new writ was ordered. So monstrous was this constitutional doctrine that no opponent came forward, and, in November, Mackenzie was returned unopposed. The result coloured the debate on Goderich’s dispatch. Boulton thought that the Colonial Office could have been better employed, while Hagerman declared that the dispatch was worthless being based on the reports of a man discredited by the Assembly. The expulsion of Mackenzie was once more moved. Goderich acted promptly. Hagerman and Boulton were removed from office. The former made such a strong personal appeal to the new colonial-secretary, Lord Stanley, that he was restored, but Boulton after an unworthy experience in Newfoundland returned to Upper Canada a convert to responsible self-government. In spite of Hagerman’s ultimate restoration to favour, Mackenzie had achieved a good deal in England, and he had proved that the Colonial Office was not entirely obtuse. When he returned to York he found he was no longer a member of the House. The old process was once more gone through and once more Mackenzie was returned without a contest.

The sequence forms one of the most shameful episodes in Canadian history. Mackenzie’s followers crowded to the House of Assembly, and a scene of disorder ensued, when he refused to withdraw and demanded to be allowed to take the oath. Next day he was again expelled on an old charge of libel. He appealed to the lieutenant-governor, and on Colborne’s advice he finally went to the clerk of the Executive Council, who administered to him the oath, acting under instructions from the governor. Even with such evidence before them Mackenzie was not allowed to sit. The Assembly disputed his presence and ordered his WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE arrest by the sergeant-at-arms. A fierce debate followed, in which decorum was thrown to the winds. At the end of several hours Mackenzie was released but refused his seat. The parliament was on the eve of dissolution and Mackenzie was content to enjoy the wide popularity which his experiences had brought him. He proved himself an excellent first Mayor of York on its incorporation as the City of Toronto. Unfortunately his success in the municipal sphere did not bring him any political wisdom. He had formed a friendship with Joseph Hume, the English radical, and he rashly published a letter from him, in which phrases were used capable of a disloyal interpretation.

This lack of political sagacity had its effect in the elections of October, 1834. The publication caused alarm. The constitutionalists among the Reformers began to scan the future, while Ryerson and the Methodists studied the issues with care. The Reformers indeed secured a majority, but the soberer among them had refused to stand. Mackenzie’s journalistic indiscretion had undoubtedly weakened the party. When the legislature assembled Mackenzie then controlled the situation, and a select committee was appointed under his chairmanship to inquire into grievances. Its Report, though never formally approved, may be considered representative of Mackenzie’s political position 1835.

The Seventh Report on Grievances touches on the varied issues: patronage, official salaries, the status of the churches, land granting, pensions, public accounts, and the system of government. Grievances there were in plenty and the Report made the most of them, but once again Mackenzie’s judgment was wanting in that balance which allows concession to conditions and where possible recognizes achievements. Perhaps the most interesting part of the Report is constitutional. There appears to be a recognition that much of the political unrest was due to the machinery of government, and there is undoubted justice in the complaints that the Assembly was in the final analyses powerless. On the other hand, it is impossible to trace in the Report any clear-cut constitutional recommendations, least of all any conception of responsible cabinet government. This fact at any rate illustrates Mackenzie’s limitations. Within a few months his fellow reformer, Robert Baldwin, was to pen, as we shall see, for the Colonial Office a letter which contained the definite cure for colonial troubles.

The Report was at once printed and copies were sent to the colonial-secretary, Lord Glenelg, and to the members of the House of Commons. The British Cabinet grew alarmed. Colborne defended himself to the best of his ability against imperial censure for having apparently misjudged the situation. In spite of his defence he was relieved of his civil duties, and it looked as if Mackenzie WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE had won a signal victory. The lieutenant-governor, however, did not lay down the reins of office before he carried out a singularly unwise act. His executive council advised him to establish and endow out of the clergy reserves fifty-seven Anglican rectories, and patents were actually issued for forty-four. The law and perhaps implicit Imperial approval were on Colborne’s side, but the action was highly inopportune and was charged with political friction. Mackenzie had the experience of finding his apparent success severely discounted. At a moment when his ten years of unequal and uneven agitation seemed likely to result in some sort of change for the better, it was his misfortune to see the church of the Tory party receive distinct public recognition. It was little wonder that the province more than ever began to look on it as a schemer behind the scenes before the hoped for new policy had time to take active form. As a matter of fact, Colborne’s action lost its significance before one of the gravest acts of Imperial indiscretion. His successor was Sir Francis Bond Head, under whom a momentous administration began, to which we shall return.
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SIR JOHN COLBORNE

From an engraving in the Public Archives of Canada

At this point it is only necessary to recall the state of affairs and to reconstruct public sentiment the province. After years of agitation, which had acquired ever increasing support, the Compact group had learned nothing and forgotten nothing. Their outlook, already narrow enough, became more circumscribed under the appearance of Imperial reproof. Their language and behaviour lost dignity and balance. They failed to understand the issues or to recognize the growth of a newer political consciousness. To political difficulties they added the bitterness of religious superiority and social exclusiveness. Opposed to them was a body of Reformers who may be conveniently divided into liberals and radicals. The former were men of honour and standing who desired some method of working the political machinery which would give the vast body of the people an effective say in their government. This end they sought by constitutional means. The latter wished to hurry the process and were not over anxious about the means. Under Mackenzie’s guidance they lost political perspective. It was unfortunate for the province that the Tory group found a martyr in a man of Mackenzie’s temperament. Every partial success lifted him higher on the plane of vanity; every failure deepened his personal resentment and whetted his passion for revenge. To the rank and file of the people, incapable of making nice calculations of less or more, his outrageous treatment by the Assembly appeared only as an indication of Tory mentality. With Colborne’s removal in one hand, and the patents for the rectories in the other, he momentarily retired to his tent torn by conflicting feelings. His purpose was not clear until Bond Head’s régime drove the iron into his LOWER CANADA soul. He was not cast in the heroic mould of political patience nor disciplined in the fires of public life, and the final tragedy overtook him — the inexorable issue of structureless agitation.

During the same period a still more aggravated situation had been developed in Lower Canada. Here the conflict represented something more than a struggle between an office-holding minority and the excluded masses. It was a conflict intensified by the full bitterness of racial and religious antagonism. It was not merely as in Upper Canada (to use the historic phrases of Lord Durham), “a contest between a government and a people;” the spectacle presented was that of “two nations warring in the bosom of a single state,” a “struggle not of principles, but of races.” The British minority in the province, insignificant in the early years of the new régime, had grown constantly in numbers and influence. The incoming of the United Empire Loyalists and of immigrants from the mother country had swelled the ranks of a party which, though small in proportion, was determined to assert its claims against the preponderating race. British merchants controlled the bulk of the sea-going trade of the colony. An Anglican bishop of Quebec had been appointed (1793), and an Anglican cathedral erected (1804) on the site of an ancient convent of the Récollets. The governors of the province looked to the British party for support, and selected from its ranks the majority of their legislative and executive councillors. In the minds of the latter the French Canadians still figured as a conquered people whose claims to political power were equivalent to disloyalty. The blundering patriotism of such a governor as Craig (1807-11), widened the cleavage between the rival races and intensified in the minds of the French inhabitants the sentiment of their national solidarity. Excluded from the control of the executive government, the French fell back upon the assembly, in which they commanded an easy and permanent majority. Nor were they, although in opposition, altogether powerless against the government. The public revenue of Lower Canada during the period under review was raised, in part by virtue of imperial statutes, in part by the provincial legislature itself. To these sources of income were added the “casual and territorial” revenue of the Crown arising from the Jesuits’ Estates, the postal service, the land and timber sales and other minor items. The duties raised by the imperial government, together with the casual and territorial revenue, were inadequate to meet the public expenditure, and it was necessary, therefore, to have recourse to the votes of supply passed by the House of Assembly. The House of LOUIS-JOSEPH PAPINEAU Assembly, dominated by the French-Canadian party, made full use of the power thus placed in its hands. It insisted (1818) that the detailed items of expenditure should be submitted to its consideration. It asserted its claim to appropriate not merely the revenue raised by its own act, but the whole expenditure of the province. It insisted on voting the civil list from year to year, refusing to vote a permanent provision for the salaried servants of the Crown. On each point it met with a determined opposition, not only from the governor-general but from the legislative council, whose existence thus began to appear as the main obstacle to that full control of the province which had become the avowed aim of the popular party.

With the advent of Lord Dalhousie as governor-general (1820) the quarrel between the two branches of the legislature and the conflict of races from which it had sprung, reached an acute stage. Dalhousie, one of Wellington’s veterans, was more fitted for the camp than the council chamber, a disciplinarian devoid of diplomacy who naturally upheld the side of the British party and discountenanced the financial claims of the assembly. Meantime the occasion had found the man, and a leader had appeared well-fitted to head the agitation in the province. Louis-Joseph Papineau, born in Montreal in 1789, had been elected to the assembly in 1812 and early distinguished himself by the brilliance of his oratory. In 1815 he was elected speaker of the House, a position which he filled with decorum until the trend of affairs under the Dalhousie administration aroused him to virulent and sustained opposition to the governing class. From now on, petitions and addresses for redress of grievances in Lower Canada poured in upon the imperial government. The French-Canadian press roused the simple farmers of the countryside with the cry of national rights; even a certain minority of the English residents, led by such men as Cuthbert of Berthier and Neilson of Quebec, in close alliance with Papineau, made common cause with the French for a reform of the government of the province. On the other hand, the adherents of the ruling powers openly expressed their desire to rid the country of every vestige of French control. “This province,” the Quebec Mercury had said as long ago as 1810, “is far too French for a British colony. After forty-seven years’ possession it is now fitting that the province become truly British.” Such indeed had become the avowed policy of the dominant faction. Papineau, supported alike by the people, the clergy and the majority of the assembly, became emphatically the man of the hour and figured as the open adversary of the governor-general. A petition signed with eighty-seven thousand names was forwarded (1827) to the home government. Dalhousie, departing in 1828 to take command of the forces in India, was STOPPAGE OF SUPPLIES succeeded by Sir James Kempt, whose efforts at conciliation proved unavailing. In vain the imperial government surrendered its control over the proceeds of its customs duties (1831). The assembly refused to grant a permanent civil list and the leaders of the popular party clamoured for the abolition of the nominated Upper House. Against such a measure of reform, which appeared out of harmony with monarchical institutions, the British ministry resolutely set its face. Stanley, the colonial secretary, hinted that the government might be forced to curtail even the existing privileges of its colonial subjects. Aroused to furious opposition the assembly adopted the famous “Ninety-two Resolutions,” indicating a long catalogue of grievances and denouncing the existence of the Upper House (February 21st, 1834). The elections of 1834 were attended with riots and tumultuous gatherings. Revolutionary committees sprang into being. Votes of supplies since 1832 had come to a full stop, and the governor, Lord Aylmer (1831-5), had been driven to pay salaries by loans taken from the war chest. The malcontents of French Canada corresponded busily with the “patriot” party of the Upper Province. The current of the two movements ran side by side with increasing swiftness, approaching rapidly the vortex of insurrection.
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CHAPTER II. THE MODERATE REFORMERS AND THE CANADIAN REBELLION
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SUCH WAS THE environment in which Robert Baldwin and his future colleagues in the Reform ministry of Canada, entered upon political life. The Baldwins were sprung from an Irish family resident on a little property called Summer Hill, near Carragoline, in the county of Cork. The father of Robert Baldwin had come out to Canada with his father (himself a Robert Baldwin) in 1798. The family settled on a tract of land on the north shore of Lake Ontario, in the present county of Durham, where Robert Baldwin (senior) set himself manfully to work to clear and cultivate a farm to which he gave the name of Annarva. His eldest son, William Warren Baldwin, did not, however, remain upon the homestead. He had already received at the University of Edinburgh a degree in medicine and, anxious to turn his professional training to account, he went to the little village of York. Here he took up his abode with a Mr. Wilcocks of Duke Street, an Irish friend of his family, who had indeed been instrumental in inducing the Baldwins to come to Canada. In a pioneer colony like the Upper Canada of that day, the health of the community is notoriously sound, and Dr. Baldwin soon saw that the profession of medicine at York could offer but a precarious livelihood. He determined, therefore, to supplement it with school-teaching and inserted in the Gazette an announcement of his intention to open a classical school:— “Dr. Baldwin, understanding that some gentlemen of this town have expressed an anxiety for the establishment of a classical school, begs leave to inform them and the public that he intends on Monday, the first of January next , to open a school in which he will instruct twelve boys in writing, reading, classics and arithmetic. The terms are, for each boy, eight guineas per annum, to be paid quarterly or half yearly; one guinea entrance and one cord of wood to be supplied by each of the boys on opening the school.” It is interesting to note that among the earliest of Dr. Baldwin’s pupils was John Robinson, distinguished later as a leading spirit in the Family Compact and chief-justice of the province.

School-teaching with the ambitious Irishman was, however, only a means to an end. The legal profession, then in its infancy in the colony, offered a more lucrative and a more honourable field, and for this in his leisure hours Baldwin hastened to prepare himself. Indeed no very arduous preparation or profound knowledge was needed in those days for admission to the legal fraternity of “Muddy York.” A ROBERT BALDWIN summary examination, conducted in person by the chief-justice of the province, was all that was required of Baldwin as a candidate for the bar, and on April 6th, 1803, he was admitted as a duly qualified practitioner. His entry upon his new profession was signalized by his marriage in the same year with Miss Phœbe Wilcocks, a daughter of the family friend with whom he had lived. The newly married couple took up their quarters in a new house on the corner of Frederick and Palace Streets, the latter a street running parallel with the shore of the bay and receiving its grandiloquent name from the expectation that it would presently become the site of a gubernatorial “palace.” In this house Robert Baldwin, eldest son of William Warren Baldwin was born on May 12th, 1804.
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TORONTO, CANADA WEST

From an engraving in the John Ross Robertson collection

Little need be said of Robert Baldwin’s youth and school days. By no means a precocious child, he was distinguished at school rather for painstaking diligence than for exceptional natural aptitude. He received his education at the Home District Grammar School, at the head of which was Dr. John Strachan, then rector of York and subsequently distinguished as Bishop of Toronto and champion of the Anglican interest. Baldwin’s conscientious industry presently made him “head boy” of the Grammar School, from whose walls he passed with credit enter upon the study of the law (1819). After pending some years in his father’s office, he was called to the bar in Trinity Term, 1825, and became a partner in his father’s business under the firm name of “W. W. Baldwin and Son.” The fortunes of the elder Baldwin had in the meantime rapidly improved. Not only had he met with success in his dual profession, but he had the good fortune to fall heir to the property of a Miss Elizabeth Russell, a distant connection of the Baldwins, and sister to a certain Peter Russell, a bygone magnate of the little colony whose extensive estates she had herself inherited and now bequeathed to William Baldwin. Desirous to use his new found wealth for the foundation of a family estate, Dr. Baldwin purchased a considerable tract of land to the north of the little town on the summit of the hill overlooking the present city of Toronto. To this property the name “Spadina” was given, and the wide road opened by Dr. Baldwin southward through a part of the Russell estate was christened Spadina Avenue.

Both father and son were keenly interested in the political affairs of the province. The elder Baldwin was a Liberal and prominent among the Reformers who, even before the advent of William Lyon Mackenzie, denounced the oligarchical control of the BALDWIN’S POLITICAL VIEWS Family Compact. But he was at the same time profoundly attached to the British connection and averse by temperament to measures of violence. While making common cause with the Mackenzie faction in the furtherance of better government, Dr. Baldwin and his associates were nevertheless separated from the extreme wing of the Reformers by all the difference that lies between the Whig and the Radical. The political aims were limited to converting the constitution of the colony into a real, and not merely a nominal, transcript of the British constitution. To effect this, it seemed only necessary to render the executive officers of the government responsible to the popular House of the legislature in the same way as the British cabinet stands responsible to the House of Commons. This one reform accomplished, the other grievances of the colonists would find a natural and immediate redress. Robert Baldwin sympathized entirely with the political views of his father. Moderate by nature, he had no sympathy with the desire of the Radical section of the party to abolish the legislative council, or to change the ground-plan of British institutions.

The Alpha and Omega of his programme of political reform lay in the demand for the introduction of responsible government. His opponents, even some of his fellow Reformers, taunted him with being a “man of one idea.” Viewed in the clearer light of retrospect it is no reproach to his political insight that his “one idea” proved to be that which ultimately saved the situation and which has since become the corner stone of the British colonial system.

The year 1829 may be said to mark the commencement of Robert Baldwin’s public life. He had already taken part in election committees and was known as one of the rising young men among the moderate Reformers. He had, moreover, in the election of 1828, unsuccessfully offered himself as a candidate for the county of York. But in 1829 we find him figuring as the draftsman of the petition addressed to George IV in connection with the Willis affair. Willis, an English barrister of some prominence, had been appointed in 1827 to be one of the judges of the court of king’s bench in Upper Canada. While holding that office he had held aloof from the faction of the Family Compact and had thereby incurred the displeasure of the authorities, who had become accustomed to view the judges as among their necessary adherents. A technical pretext being found, Sir Peregrine Maitland dismissed Willis from office. The cause of the latter was at once espoused by the Reform party. A public meeting of protest was called at York under the chairmanship of Dr. Baldwin, and a petition drawn up addressed “to the king’s most excellent Majesty, and to the several other branches of the imperial THE WILLIS PETITION and provincial legislatures.” The petition is said to have been drafted, at least in part, by Robert Baldwin. The occasion was considered a proper one, not only for protesting against the injustice done to Judge Willis, but for drawing the attention of the Crown to the numerous evils from which the colony was suffering. The list of grievances, arranged under eleven heads, included the already familiar protests against the obstructive action of the legislative council, the precarious tenure of the judicial offices, and the financial extravagance and favouritism of the executive government. Of especial importance is the eighth item of the list, which called attention to “the want of carrying into effect that rational and constitutional control over public functionaries, especially the advisers of your Majesty’s representative, which our fellow-subjects in England enjoy in that happy country.” Following the catalogue of grievances is a list of “humble suggestions” of adequate measures of reform. The essential contrast between the moderate Reformers of Upper Canada on the one hand, and the Radical wing of their party and the Papineau faction of the Lower Province on the other, is seen in the fact that no request is made for an elective legislative council. It is merely asked that “a small portion only, strictly limited by law,” of the council should be allowed to hold offices “of emolument or profit” or be members the executive council.

The sum and substance of the wishes of the petitioners appears in the sixth of their recommendations, in which they pray “that a legislative Act be made in the provincial parliament to facilitate the mode in which the present constitutional responsibility of the advisers of the local government may be carried practically into effect; not only by the removal of these advisers from office when they lose the confidence of the people, but also by impeachment for the heavier offenses chargeable against them.” The petition was forwarded for presentation to Viscount Goderich and the Hon. E. G. Stanley, from each of whom Dr. Baldwin duly received replies. A quotation from the latter sent by Stanley, who became shortly afterwards colonial secretary, may serve to show to how great an extent the British statesmen of the period failed to grasp the position of affairs in Upper Canada. “On the last and one of the most important topics,” wrote Stanley, “namely, the appointment of a local ministry subject to removal or impeachment when they lose the confidence of the people, I conceive there would be great difficulty in arranging such a plan, . . . for in point of fact the remedy is not one of enactment but of practice — and a constitutional mode is open to the people, of addressing for a removal BALDWIN OF THE ASSEMBLY of advisers of the Crown and refusing supplies, if necessary to enforce their wishes.” The dispatch was a polite refusal of ministerial responsibility, hidden behind suggestions which experience had proved to be entirely inadequate.

In this same year (1829) Robert Baldwin first entered the legislature of the province. John Beverley Robinson, the member for York and attorney-general, had been promoted to the office of chief-justice of the court of king’s bench, his seat in the assembly being thereby vacated. Baldwin contested the seat and was successful in his canvas, being strongly aided by the influence of William Lyon Mackenzie. A petition against his election, on the ground of an irregularity in the writ, caused him to be temporarily unseated, but in the second election Baldwin was again successful and entered the legislature on January 8th, 1830. In the ensuing session he appears to have played no very conspicuous part, his membership being brought to a premature termination by the death of George IV. The demise of the Crown necessitating a dissolution of the House. Baldwin again Presented himself to the electors of York, but was defeated in the ensuing election through which the Reformers lost control of the Assembly. During the year that ensued he had no active share in the government of the country but continued to be prominent among the ranks of the moderate Reformers of York with whom his influence was constantly on the increase. To his professional career also he devoted an assiduous attention. He had, in 1827, married Augusta Elizabeth Sullivan, whose mother was a sister of Dr. William Baldwin. He now (1829) entered into partnership with his wife’s brother, Robert Baldwin Sullivan, who had been his fellow-student in his father’s law office, a young man whose showy intellectual brilliance and lack of conviction contrasted with the conscientious application of his painstaking cousin. Of Baldwin’s public life there is, however, during this period, nothing to record until the advent of Sir Francis Bond Head brought him for the first time into public office.

Among the intimate associates of the Baldwins in the year preceding the rebellion, there was no one who sympathized more entirely with their political views than Francis Hincks. Hincks came to Canada in the year 1830. He was born at Cork on December 14th, 1807, and descended from an old Cheshire family which for two generations had been resident in Ireland, in which country he spent his youth. He received at the Royal Belfast Institution a sound classical training. He had early conceived a wish to embark in commercial life, which his father, the Rev. T. D. Hincks, a minister of the Irish Presbyterian Church, did not see fit to combat. He entered as an articled clerk in the business house of John Martin & Co., Belfast, FRANCIS HINCKS where he spent five years. On the termination of his period of apprenticeship Hincks resolved to see something of the world and sailed for the West Indies (1830), visiting Barbadoes, Demerara and Trinidad. At Barbadoes, he accidentally fell in with a Mr. George Ross of Quebec, by whom he was persuaded to sail for Canada. After spending some time in Montreal he determined to visit Upper Canada and set out for the town of York, travelling after the arduous fashion of those days “by stage and schooner,” a journey which occupied ten days. Hincks spent the winter of 1830-1 at York, conceived a most favourable idea of the commercial possibilities of the little capital, and interested himself at once in the threatening political crisis. He was a frequent visitor at the Parliament House where he listened to the exciting debates of the session, in which Mackenzie was denounced as a “reptile” and a “spaniel dog,” and expelled by the indignant majority of the Tory faction. Early in 1831 he left Canada for Belfast to “fulfil a matrimonial engagement” which he had already contracted. The matrimonial engagement being duly fulfilled (July, 1832), Hincks returned to Canada to settle in York. Here he became one of the promoters and a director of the Farmers’ Joint Stock Banking Company from which, however, he soon retired on account of its connection with the Family Compact. In company with two or three other seceding directors he joined the Bank of the People, which was established in the interests of the Reform party. Of this bank Hincks was manager during the troubled period of the rebellion. With Robert Baldwin and his father the young banker had already formed an intimate connection. Hincks’s house at No. 21 Yonge Street was next door to the house occupied at this time by the Baldwins, to whom both houses belonged. The acquaintance thus formed between the families ripened into a close friendship from the time of his arrival at York. Hincks’s practical good sense had led him to sympathize with the moderate party of Reform, and he now found in Robert Baldwin an associate whose political views harmonized entirely with his own. In addition to his management of the Bank of the People, Hincks was active in other commercial enterprises. He became the secretary of the Mutual Assurance Company, founded at Toronto shortly after his coming, and appears also to have carried on a wholesale warehouse business at his premises on Yonge Street. That his eminent financial abilities met with ready recognition, is seen from the fact that he was appointed, in 1833, one of the examiners to inspect the accounts of SIR FRANCIS BOND HEAD the Welland Canal, at that time the subject of a parliamentary investigation. The practical experience and insight into the commercial life of the colony which Hincks thus early acquired, enabled him presently to bring to the financial affairs of Canada the trained capacity of an expert.

At the time when Baldwin, Hincks, and their friends among the constitutional Reformers of Upper Canada were viewing with alarm the increasing bitterness which separated the rival parties, a new lieutenant-governor arrived in the province whose coming was destined to bring matters rapidly to a crisis. Francis Bond Head was one of those men whose misfortune it was to have greatness thrust upon them unsought. He was awakened one night at his country home in Kent by a king’s messenger, who brought a letter from the colonial-secretary offering to him the lieutenant-governorship of Upper Canada. Head was a military man, a retired half-pay major who received his sudden elevation to the governorship with what he himself has described as “utter astonishment.” On the field of Waterloo and during his experience as manager of a British mining corporation in South America, he had given proof that he was not wanting in personal courage. Of civil government, beyond the fact that he had been an assistant poor law commissioner, he had no experience. Of politics in general he knew practically nothing; of Canada even less. At first he had enough common sense to refuse the appointment, but pressure from the Colonial office and the promise of a baronetcy overcame his scruples. The unsought honours added to his natural conceit and he betook himself to Canada puffed up with the pride of a professional pacificator. How Lord Glenelg, the colonial secretary, could have been induced to make such an appointment, remains one of the mysteries of Canadian history. Rumour indeed has not scrupled to say that the whole affair was an error, that the name of Francis Head had been confused with that of Sir Edmund Head, also a poor law commissioner and a young man of rising promise and attainments. Hincks in his Reminiscences asserts that he was informed of this fact in later years by Mr. Roebuck and that a “distinguished imperial statesman had also spoken of it.”

In so far as he had had any political affiliations in England, Head had been a Whig. The news of this simple fact had gone before him, and the Reform party were prepared to find in him a champion of their interests. Sir Francis in consequence found the rôle of saviour of the country already prepared for his acceptance. “It was with no little surprise,” he writes in his Narrative, in speaking of his first entry into Toronto (January, THE TRIED REFORMER 1836), “I observed the walls placarded with large letters which designated me as Sir Francis Head, a tried Reformer.” The administration on which the new governor now entered was from first to last a series of blunders. It had been impressed upon him by the British cabinet that he must seek to conciliate the Reform party and to compose the factious differences by which the province was torn. The Seventh Report on Grievances had become, since his appointment, the object of his constant perusal, and the Reformers of the province crowded about him in the fond hope of political redress. It was impossible, therefore, that Sir Francis should fail to make some advances to the Reform party. This indeed he was most anxious to do, although he at once took a violent dislike to Bidwell and Mackenzie, the latter of whom he described as a tiny creature raving about grievances, voluble and eccentric, with the appearance of a madman. As a pledge, however, of his good intentions, he determined to add three members to his executive council and to fill their places from among the Reform party. The men upon whom his choice fell were Robert Baldwin, Dr. John Rolph, a leader of the Mackenzie faction, and John Henry Dunn, who had filled the office of receiver-general but had not been identified with either of the rival parties. In a despatch addressed to the colonial secretary, the lieutenant-governor speaks thus of Baldwin:— “After making every inquiry in my power, I became of opinion that Mr. Robert Baldwin, advocate, a gentleman already recommended to your Lordship by Sir John Colborne for a seat in the legislative council, was the first individual I should select, being highly respected for his moral character, being moderate in his politics and possessing the esteem and confidence of all parties.”

Now came a critical moment in the history of the time. With a majority in the assembly and with a proper control over the executive offices, the Reform party would find themselves arrived at that goal of responsible government which had been the object of their every effort. They conceived, nevertheless, that the acceptance of office was of no import or significance unless it were conjoined with an actual control of the policy of the administration. Such, however, was by no means the idea of Sir Francis Head. The “smooth-faced insidious doctrine” of responsible government, as he afterwards called it, and the self-effacement of the governor which it implied, could commend itself but little to one who had confessedly come to Canada as a “political physician” proposing to rectify the troubled situation by his own administrative skill. Interviews followed between Baldwin and Sir Francis Head, at which the BALDWIN AND HEAD former refused to hold office unless the remaining Tory members of the executive, who were also legislative councillors, should be dismissed. Baldwin, indeed, suffering from the domestic affliction he had just sustained in the loss of his wife, appears to have been reluctant to assume the cares of office. On reconsideration, however, the Reformers decided to accept the positions offered and were duly appointed (February 20th, 1836). It was, nevertheless, made quite clear to the governor that Baldwin and his friends accepted office only on the understanding that they must have his entire confidence. A letter, written at this time by Baldwin to Peter Perry, his father’s friend and fellow Reformer, accurately explains the situation and elucidates also the full force of the “one idea” by which the writer was animated. “His Excellency having done me the honour to send for me . . . expressed himself most desirous that I should afford him my assistance by joining his executive council, assuring me that in the event of my acceding to his proposals I should enjoy his full and entire confidence. . . . I proceeded to state that . . . I would not be performing my duty to my sovereign or the country, if I did not, with His Excellency’ s permission, explain fully to His Excellency my views of the constitution of the Province and the change necessary in the practical administration of it, particularly as I considered the delay in adopting this change as the great and all absorbing grievance before which all others in my mind sank into insignificance, and the remedy for which would most effectually lead, and that in a constitutional way, to the redress of every other grievance . . . and that these desirable objects would be accomplished without the least entrenching upon the just and necessary prerogative of the Crown, which I consider, when administered by a lieutenant-governor through the medium of a provincial ministry responsible to the provincial parliament, to be an essential part of the constitution of the province.” Baldwin adds that the “call for an elective legislative council which had been formally made from Lower Canada, and which had been taken up and appeared likely to be responded to in this province, was as distasteful to me as it could be to any one.”
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From a painting

The new ministry were no sooner appointed than they found themselves in a quite impossible position. Head had no intention of governing according to their advice. On the contrary he proceeded at once to make official appointments from among the ranks of their opponents, calling down thereby the censure of the assembly. The new council now found themselves called to account by the country for executive acts in which they had had no share. The formal remonstrances which they addressed to the lieutenant-governor drew from him a direct denial of their A BREAD AND BUTTER ELECTION cardinal principle of government. “The lieutenant-governor maintains,” they were informed, “that responsibility to the people, who are already represented in the House of Assembly, is unconstitutional; that it is the duty of the council to serve him, not them.” To say this was, of course, to throw down the gauntlet. On March 4th, 1836, the entire Council made formal complaints. On March 10th, Head replied that he recognized responsibility to the Colonial office alone and that he would consult the Council at such times as he thought necessary. The die was cast. Two days later, the whole council, old and new members alike, retired. The Assembly carried a resolution by an overwhelming majority in favour of “a responsible executive council,” and declared that they had no confidence in the council with which Head had replaced his recalcitrant advisers. Head now lost all sense of proportion. Not content with reliance on the strictest interpretation of his official duties, he proceeded to public denunciation of the Reformers as disloyal republicans who were bent on encouraging a foreign invasion. The Assembly adopted extreme measures and finally stopped supplies. At the end of May, Head dissolved the House. Henceforth there was war to the knife between the governor and the party of Reform. In the general election which followed, he exerted himself strenuously on the side of the Tories. To Lord Glenelg he denounced the “lowbred antagonist democracy” which he felt it his duty to combat. In an address issued to the electors of the Newcastle district, the voters were told, “if you choose to dispute with me and live on bad terms with the mother country, you will, to use a homely phrase, only quarrel with your bread and butter.” The Tories made desperate efforts. Large sums of money were subscribed. The Anglican interest was enlisted on behalf of the clergy reserves, a policy to which the Reformers were bitterly opposed. The Methodists, fearing to be carried to extremes, veered away from the party of Reform. The latter, meanwhile, were not idle. Baldwin himself, indeed, had no share in the campaign, having sailed for England shortly after his resignation, pursued by a letter from the irate governor to Lord Glenelg in which he was denounced as an agent of the revolutionary party.

Head’s letter had the unfortunate effect of making Glenelg refuse to see Baldwin. Had he done so things might not have ended in tragedy. Be that as it may, Baldwin wrote to the Colonial Secretary during his stay in England a letter which is one of the most important in Canadian history. He outlined, in sober loyalty to the mother country, conditions in the colony and he A TUMULTUOUS ELECTION suggested a remedy as clear-cut as it eventually proved successful. There could be no misinterpretation. Baldwin’s recommendations were those of full responsible government over all the internal affairs of the province. Durham never wrote more clearly, and it is not uninteresting in the light of his Report to note that before it was penned Baldwin sent him a copy of this famous letter to Glenelg. Had the latter been persuaded to give Baldwin a personal interview, the logic of the reasoning might have been driven home. As it was Baldwin, the most loyal and constructive of the Reformers, remained under the suspicion of being a revolutionary.

Meantime the Reform party had organized a Constitutional Reform Society of Upper Canada (July 16th, 1836), of which Dr. William Baldwin was president and Francis Hincks secretary. The programme of the society called for “responsible advisers to the governor” and the “abolition of the rectories established by Sir John Colborne.” In the tumultuous election which ensued, the governor and his party, with the aid of intimidation, violence and fraud, carried the day. These factors, however, must not be exaggerated. The truth is that when the representative of the Crown began to speak of disloyalty and revolution in a British province many, otherwise sympathetic with reform, began to fear the future and voted for a strong government in face of the imagined issues. In addition Egerton Ryerson had quarrelled with Mackenzie and there must have been grave fears abroad when he lead the Methodists into the Tory and Anglican camp. As it was, Head’s “bread and butter assembly” turned out to be singularly futile. Campaign promises faded in the cold life of every day realities. Head, however, became more conceited than ever and finally refused to carry out even the clearest instructions from the Colonial office. There was no other course open for Glenelg but to recall a lieutenant-governor who appeared responsible to no one either in England or Canada. The election, however, and Head’s ever growing high-handedness marked the parting of the ways. Hope seemed to die down in many a reformer’s heart; before the recall reached Toronto armed rebellion had broken out.

No one was quite certain whether the gathering clouds would break in a violent storm. They had, however, little chance to clear. Mackenzie took to heart Head’s political experiment and boasted openly of his descent from a rebel race. His genealogical pride might well have died in provincial isolation had not circumstances accentuated public discontent. The Methodists were sulky as Head’s assembly had done nothing for their claims on the clergy reserves. The official Reformers were displeased with Glenelg’s treatment WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE of Baldwin and above all they were alarmed by the Ten Resolutions adopted by the Imperial parliament in face of the Lower Canadian difficulties, which categorically refused responsible government and allowed the country to be run by appropriating funds from the Receiver-General. Mackenzie was not slow to notice the grave mentality abroad and his genius for agitation knew no bounds. In his new journal, the Constitution, he claimed to see victory for the French Canadians in their proposed revolt against the Imperial autocracy. Following the precedent of the American Revolution, committees of safety and correspondence were formed and Mackenzie bent his organizing ability in mapping out the province into a regular hierarchy of Reform societies. As yet his aims were by no means clear, but before the year was out he began to whisper in the ears of his leading supporters the ominous message of revolt. Indeed, secret military preparations were carried on and drillings became a nightly feature in many a lonely concession.

Head was by no means uninformed of the situation, but he had a profound contempt for Mackenzie and all his works, and discounting his influence and intentions he moved the regular troops from Toronto to Kingston to support Colborne in the Lower-Canadian complications. Mackenzie soon realized that Head’s action left thousands of stand of arms unprotected in Toronto. It was not a deep thought to connect them with his own raw recruits. The opportunity seemed at hand when he received a summons from Lower Canada to join in a fight for freedom. The inner council of his organization met and it was decided to issue an urgent call for supporters to come to Toronto, where he hoped to arm them with the unguarded Government arms. There was delay. Some held back, some withdrew. Discretion seemed advisable and Mackenzie set out on a general inspection of his organization. Meanwhile action was to wait his report on the discussion of plans. Once out of Toronto and out of touch with his more cautious advisers Mackenzie’s impetuosity swept him away. When he returned to his headquarters his confidants found that the rebellion was already planned to begin with a general attack on Toronto on December 7th. Opposition was vain and the central organization could only agree while Mackenzie once more left to direct the revolt in the rural districts.

A veteran soldier, one Van Egmond who had been a colonel under Napoleon, was made generalissimo of the rebel forces. The whole affair ended in a fiasco. Rolph, joint organizer of the revolt with Mackenzie, fearing detection, hurriedly changed the date of the rising to December 4th. The rebels gathering from the outlying country moved in irregular bands to Montgomery’s tavern, some REBELLION IN UPPER CANADA three miles north of the town, and waited in vain for the advent of sufficient members to hazard an attack. In Toronto, for some days intense apprehension reigned. The alarm bells rang, the citizens were hurriedly enrolled and the onslaught of the rebels was hourly expected. With the arrival of support from the outside in the shape of a steamer from the town of Hamilton with sixty men led by Colonel Allan MacNab, confidence was renewed. More reinforcements arriving, the volunteer militia on a bright December afternoon (December 7th, 1837) marched northward with drums beating, colours flying, two small pieces of artillery following their advance guard, and scattered the rebel forces in headlong flight. The armed insurrection, save for random attempts at invasion of the country from the American frontier in the year following, had collapsed.

In the insurrectionary movement, neither Baldwin nor Hincks, as already said, had any share. The former, who had now returned from England, did, however, play a certain part in the exciting days of December, a part which in later days his political opponents wilfully misconstrued. Sir Francis Bond Head in the disorder of the first alarm, whether from a sudden collapse of nerves or with a shrewd idea of gaining time, was anxious to hold parley with the rebels. Robert Baldwin was hurriedly summoned to the governor and despatched, along with Dr. John Rolph, under a flag of truce, to ask of the rebels the reason of their appearance in arms. Baldwin and Rolph rode out on horseback to Montgomery’s tavern, where Mackenzie informed them that the rebels wanted independence and that if Sir Francis Head wished to communicate with them it must be done in writing. Rolph meanwhile, who was himself one of the organizers of the revolt, entered into private conversation with Samuel Lount (hanged later in Toronto for his share in the rebellion), telling Lount in an undertone to pay no attention to the message. Baldwin returned to Toronto, but, finding that the governor would put no message in writing, he again rode out to the rebel camp and apprised Mackenzie of this fact. The peculiar nature of this embassy and the known complicity of Rolph in the revolt, gave a false colour in the minds of the malicious to Baldwin’s conduct. By the partisan press he was denounced as a rebel and a traitor. Even on the floor of the Canadian parliament (October 3rd, 1842) Sir Allan MacNab did not scruple to taunt him with his share in the events of the revolt. But it is beyond a doubt that Baldwin had no complicity in the rebellion, nor was his embassy anything more than a reluctant task undertaken from a sense of public duty.

At this point it is well to state in general terms Mackenzie’s fortunes. From the reverse at Montgomery’s tavern he fled along the frontier and finally entered the United States in safety. In the WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE hour of his failure his friends throughout the country remained loyal to him, and to them is due that his pursuers followed him in vain. In the United States he created a good deal of interest. Support in men and money was forthcoming and for a while he held Navy Island above Niagara Falls. The cutting off of supplies and the shelling of the island eventually drove him out.
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He resumed his career as a frontier agitator, directing his most serious efforts to stir up trouble between Canada and the United States. His indiscretions and lack of judgment led to imprisonment at Rochester for offences against the neutrality laws of the United States. For many years he lived a precarious life as a journalist. When Baldwin and LaFontaine passed a measure of amnesty in 1849, he returned to the province and once more entered political life. Like Papineau in similar circumstances he found new conditions and a new atmosphere. He failed to adjust himself to a political situation which his more sober friend Robert Baldwin had lived to build up. Broken in health and fortune he died at Toronto in 1861.

It lies outside this volume to follow in detail the closing years of Mackenzie’s life or indeed to attempt any adequate estimate of his character. He was a man of personal honour and integrity, large-hearted, sympathetic and above corruption. His political enthusiasm broke in vain against the rocks of an intolerable system. He had none of the virtues essential for the situation in the province and in every political defeat he scented personal animosities. Under the strain, he developed an irresponsibility of tongue and pen and action which robbed his agitation of that slow mining process so emphatically necessary if the fortress of privilege were to be stormed. His racial temperament was given too loose a rein, and disappointments and successes worked havoc with his best judgment both as a journalist and reformer. On the other hand there is something singularly interesting in a career which ended after a futile and tragic rebellion and political exile in a quiet death in the city which he once planned to seize by military force. The old man is gathered to the land he loved as its political achievement acquires strength under the healing influences of responsible government. As Mackenzie passes out of Canadian history it is not too much to say that he gave to Canada a love foolish but strong, tragic but deathless, and that the promise of 1861 was in a great measure the offspring of 1837. Baldwin and LaFontaine gathered the flowers which blossomed in Mackenzie’s tragic garden of pain. Born an agitator, Mackenzie remained an agitator to the end. Political agitation is often necessary and assuredly necessity existed in Upper Canada. We may forgive the night of sorrow for the joy of the morning.

While Upper Canada was passing through the period of rebellion, the insurrectionary movement REBELLION IN LOWER CANADA in the Lower Province had run a like disastrous course. The home government, alarmed at the continued legislative deadlock, had ordered an investigation at the hands of a special commission with a new governor-general, Lord Gosford (who arrived on August 23rd, 1835) at its head. Gosford tried in vain the paths of peace, spoke the malcontents fair and invited the leaders of the party to his table. But the assembly would nothing of Lord Gosford’s overtures. Papineau denied the powers of the imperial commissioners and boasted on the floor of the assembly that an “epoch is approaching when America will give republics to Europe.” The report of the commissioners (March, 1837) dissipated the last hopes of constitutional redress. It condemned the principle of an elective Upper House, declared that ministerial responsibility was inadmissible, suggested that means should be found to elect a British majority by altering the franchise, and recommended coercion in the last resort. Following on the report came Lord John Russell’s Ten Resolutions. After this the leader of the movement saw no recourse but open rebellion. The peasantry of the Montreal district, obedient to the call, took up arms. There was a short, sharp struggle along the Richelieu, at the little villages of St. Denis and St. Charles, and southward on the American frontier. Sir John Colborne, hurriedly recalled to Canada to take command, crushed out the revolt. Papineau fled to the United States, leaving to his followers nothing but the memory of a lost cause.

Among those who had warmly espoused the side of Reform in Lower Canada, but who, like Baldwin and Hincks in the Upper Province, had had no sympathy with armed insurrection, was Louis-Hippolyte LaFontaine. LaFontaine, the son of a farmer of Boucherville, in the county of Chambly, was born in October, 1807. His grandfather had been a member of the assembly of Lower Canada from 1796 until 1804. LaFontaine was educated at the College of Montreal, where he distinguished himself as well by the natural alertness of his mind as by a stubborn self-assertion which rendered somewhat irksome to him the narrow, clerical discipline of the institution. After studying law in the office of a Mr. Roy, LaFontaine entered upon legal practice in the town of Montreal. Here in 1831 he married Mlle. Adèle Berthelot, daughter of a Lower Canadian advocate, who died, however, a few years later, leaving no children. Into the political struggle of the time LaFontaine threw himself with great activity. He was elected a member of the assembly for Terrebonne in 1830 and became a supporter, though not entirely a follower, of the turbulent Papineau. Between the two French-Canadian leaders, there were from the start marked differences both of LOUIS-HIPPOLYTE LAFONTAINE opinion and purpose. Papineau, aware of the great influence of the clergy, was anxious to conciliate their interests and enlist their support. LaFontaine, bold if not heterodox in his views, stood out as the champion of Le Jeune Canada against the traditional dominance of the priesthood. Although LaFontaine had no sympathy whatever with violent measures, he distinguished himself during the constitutional agitation as one of the boldest of the agitators. His first action in the legislature was to second a motion for the refusal of supplies, and throughout the years preceding the rebellion, both from his place in parliament and in the press, he exerted himself unceasingly in the cause of the popular party. When the storm broke in 1837, he endeavoured in vain to dissuade his fellow-countrymen from taking up arms. A few days after the skirmishes on the Richelieu (December, 1837) he went from Montreal to Quebec to beg Lord Gosford to call a meeting of the legislature with a view to prevent further violence. On the refusal of the governor to do so, LaFontaine took ship for England. Fearing, however, that his complicity in the agitation preceding the Canadian revolt might lead to his arrest, he fled from England and spent some little time in France. Thence he returned to Canada in May, 1838. This was the moment when Sir John Colborne was busily employed in extinguishing the still smouldering ashes of revolt. Wholesale arrests of supposed sympathizers were made. An ordinance passed by Sir John Colborne and his special council, appointed under the Act suspending the constitution of Lower Canada, declared the Habeas Corpus Act to be without force in the province. The prisons were soon filled to overflowing. Among those arrested was Hippolyte LaFontaine, an arrest for which legal grounds were altogether lacking. LaFontaine, since his return to Canada, had written a letter to Girouard, one of his associates in the constitutional agitation, in regard to the frontier disturbances of 1838, recommending, in what was clearly and evidently an ironical vein, a continuance of the insurrection. On the strength of this and on the ground of his having been notorious as a leader of the French-Canadian faction, he was arrested on November 7th, 1838, and imprisoned at Montreal. The evident insufficiency of the charges against him, led shortly to his release without trial. The THE NATIONAL REFORM PARTY collapse of the rebellion, the flight of Papineau and O’Callaghan, and the arrest of Wolfred Nelson and many other leaders, naturally induced the despairing people of Lower Canada to look for guidance to the moderate members of the party who had realized from the first the folly of armed revolt. In the period of reconstruction, which now followed under the rule of Lord Durham and Lord Sydenham, LaFontaine was recognized as the leader of the national Reform party of Lower Canada, energetic in its protest against the proposed system of union and British preponderance but determined by constitutional means, when the union was forced upon them, to turn it to account in the interest of French Canada.

 



	
 


	
The details which follow are taken from the Memorial of the Baldwin Family, (Archives of Canada, M. 393) and from the Canadian Portrait Gallery, published at Toronto, 1881.





	
 


	
Palace Street is the present Front Street.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
“His purpose was to establish in Canada a family whose head was to be maintained in opulence by the proceeds of an entailed estate. There was to be forever a Baldwin of Spadina.” H. Scadding, Toronto of Old, . The same work contains many interesting details in reference to the Baldwin residences and some account of the “closing exercises” of Dr. Strachan’s school (Aug. 11-12, 1819) at which Robert Baldwin delivered a “prologue.”





	
 


	
Willis had refused to sit in term at Toronto on the ground that the court was not properly constituted.






 



	
 


	
The full text of the petition and of the letters from Stanley and Goderich to Dr. Baldwin is given in the Seventh Report of the Committee On Grievances, p ff.





	
 


	
See Hincks, Reminiscences of his Public Life, Chap. i. (Montreal, 1884).


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
According to Walton’s York Directory (1833-4), No. 23 Yonge Street was occupied by “Baldwin, Dr. W. Warren; Baldwin, Robert, Esq., Attorney, etc., Baldwin and Sullivan’s office and Dr. Baldwin’s surrogate office round the corner in King Street, 195½.” Dr. Baldwin lived at Spadina only a part of each year.





	
 


	
Reminiscences, p, 15.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Hume actually recommended him as a reformer to Mackenzie: Hume to Mackenzie, December 5th, 1835 (Ontario Archives: Robinson Papers [A] E. 22-3, ii. 10).





	
 


	
A Narrative p, 33 (London, 1839).


	



	
	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Head to Glenelg, February 22nd, 1836, quoted in Hincks’s, The Political History of Canada,  (Montreal, 1877).





	
 


	
Head, A Narrative, .


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
See Lucas, Durham’s Report, Vol. ii. p ff. (Oxford, 1912).





	
 


	
See D. B. Read, Rebellion of 1837, .


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
See Egerton Ryerson, Story of My Life, Chapters xviii-xxx, and see also Hincks, Reminiscences, p ff.





	
 


	
Baldwin to Glenelg, July 13th, 1836, Canadian Archives Report (1924), p ff.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Baldwin to Durham, August 23rd, 1838: Canadian Archives Report (1924), p ff.





	
 


	
For the Resolutions of 1837 see Kennedy, Documents, p ff.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
For the detailed history see DeCelles’ Papineau.


	



	
 


	
L. O. David, Biographies et Portraits, p ff. (Montreal, 1876).





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
1 and 2 Vict. c. 9. For the Habeas Corpus Act question see R. Christie, History of the Late Province of Lower Canada, Vol. VI., p et seq.





	
 


	
The following extract from a letter written by Sir Charles Bagot to Lord Stanley under date of November 25th, 1842, is of interest in this connection:— “With regard to Mr. LaFontaine, I have always understood that he was arrested upon mere suspicion. He protested strongly at the time, and subsequently, against the unjustifiableness of the proceeding, and demanded, but in vain, to see the warrant or affidavit on which he was arrested. The public offices furnish no record of the transaction, but Mr. Daly has supplied me with a copy of a letter which Mr. LaFontaine addressed to him from New York, and which was shown by him to Lord Durham. This document bears satisfactory evidence of his readiness to court inquiry.” Canadian Archives: Bagot Papers.






 


CHAPTER III. THE UNION OF THE CANADAS
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THE COLLAPSE OF the rebellion of 1837 opens a new era, not merely in the history of Canada itself, but in the history of colonial government. The revolt, unsuccessful though it was, had brought into clear light the fact that the previous system of colonial management could not permanently endure, that its continuance must inevitably mean discontent and discord which could only terminate in forcible separation. The lesson that the mother country had failed to learn from the loss of its Atlantic colonies in 1783 had now been repeated. This time, fortunately for the mother country and the colonies, there were statesmen ready to give heed to the lessons of the past. The years of reconstruction that ensued may be considered to constitute the truly critical period of our colonial history. The position was indeed a difficult one. England found itself in possession of a colony still bleeding from the strife of civil war, and torn with racial and religious antagonism. The majority of its inhabitants cherished, indeed, a conscientious loyalty to the British connection, but smarted from a sense of unredressed wrongs and long-continued misgovernment, while those who had been forced into submission at the point of the bayonet, harboured an embittered hatred against their conquerors. That a means was found to establish, in such a situation, a form of government fitted to restore peace, prosperity and loyalty, ranks among the finest triumphs of British administrative skill; and it stands as the great political achievement of the colonial statesmen whose work forms the subject of the present volume, that they both planned the adoption and sustained the execution of the sole policy that could preserve to an illustrious future the colonial system of Great Britain. Responsible government was the chief, indeed the only, demand of Robert Baldwin and his associates; it had been a leading demand of the Radicals in Upper Canada who had been drawn into revolt, and it had been one of the demands of the French-Canadian party of discontent. The history of British administration, like the structure of British government, is filled with inconsistencies and contradictions. Nor is there any inconsistency more striking than this: that the imperial government, after strenuously denying the possibility of colonial self-government and suppressing the rebellion of its subjects who had taken up arms largely to obtain it, proceeded to grant to the conquered colony the privilege which peaceful agitation had constantly failed to obtain.

The British government, stirred from the lethargy and ignorance which had so long characterized LORD DURHAM its colonial administration at length determined to submit the Canadian situation to some kind of objective scrutiny. With a view to ascertaining the grievances of the Canadians and enabling the government of Lord Melbourne to adopt remedial measures, a special high commissioner and governor-general was sent out to British North America in the person of Lord Durham. John George Lambton, created Baron Durham in 1828, and Earl of Durham in 1832, is one of the notable characters of Canadian history, and one whose name will ever be associated with the grant of responsible government to Canada. The scion of a Whig family whose members had represented the city of Durham in the House of Commons continuously from 1727 until 1797, Durham came honestly by Liberal principles, which his ardent temperament and domineering intellect carried to the verge of radicalism. He had already enjoyed a career of distinction, had served in the army, sat in the House of Commons and had held the post of Lord Privy Seal in the ministry of Earl Grey (1830). Over Lord Grey, whose eldest daughter he had married, Durham possessed an unusual ascendency, “une funeste influence” the aged Talleyrand had called it. Prominent as one of the leading supporters of the British Reform Bill and identified in ideas, if not in practice, with the Liberal creed of equal rights, Lord Durham appeared preëminently suited to typify to the people of Canada the earnest desire of the mother country to redress their wrongs. From the moment of his arrival at Quebec (May 29th, 1838), he threw himself with characteristic energy into the task before him. The powers conferred upon him as high commissioner, Lord Durham interpreted with the utmost latitude. He regarded himself in the light of a benevolent dictator, and supported the extraordinary powers which he thus assumed with an ostentatious magnificence. He reconstructed Sir John Colborne’s council in Lower Canada, issued an amnesty to the generality of political prisoners still in confinement and to the participants in the late rebellion, and, on his own authority, banished to Bermuda certain leaders in the insurrection. He set up at the same time special commissions to enquire into education, immigration, municipal government and Crown lands; paid a brief visit to Upper Canada, and in his short stay of five months gathered together the voluminous materials which formed the basis of the celebrated report. Meanwhile, however, the governor-general’s enemies in England were working busily against him. The illegal powers which he had seen fit to assume were made the basis of an unsparing attack. Durham’s actions were denounced in the House of Lords and but feebly defended by the government. The ordinance by which he had granted political amnesty was disallowed by THE HIGH SEDITIONER the Crown. On the news of this, Durham, conscious of the real utility of his work in Canada, and stung to the quick at the pettifogging legality of the government, issued (October 9th, 1838) an ill-considered proclamation, in which he recited the aims of his mission and declared that “if the peace of Lower Canada is to be again menaced, it is necessary that its government should be able to reckon on a more cordial and vigorous support at home than has been accorded to me.” This was too much. The high commissioner had become, in the words of The Times, a “High Seditioner,” and the government reluctantly ordered Lord Durham’s recall. For this, however, the governor-general had not waited. He had already reëmbarked for England, and completed during the voyage the preparation of his report.

Among all the state papers on British colonial administration, the report of Lord Durham, both in point of form and of substance, stands easily first. It is needless here to discuss how much its preparation owed to the ability of the governor-general’s secretaries; it is certain that a part of it at any rate was the personal work of Lord Durham himself. In its bearing upon the topic which is the main subject of the present volume, it stands as a Magna Charta of colonial liberty. The report contains a masterly analysis of the origin and progress of those grievances which had driven the provinces to revolt, together with a survey of the existing situation with recommendations for its amelioration. The distracted condition of the Canadian provinces was attributed by Lord Durham to two causes. The first of these was the intense racial animosity existing between the English and the French, an animosity still further inflamed by the arrogant pretensions of the English minority in Lower Canada, which the report pitilessly exposed. The second cause of disturbance was found in the absence of that system of responsible government which could alone confer upon the people of Canada the political liberty to which they were entitled. As a remedy Durham proposed the reunion of the two Canadas into a single province, with a legislature representative of both races. Such a union he anticipated would necessarily mean, sooner or later, the dominance of British interests and British nationality.

“I have little doubt,” wrote Lord Durham, “that the French when once placed, by the legitimate course of events and the working of natural causes, in a minority, would abandon their vain hope of nationality. . . . I certainly should not like to subject the French Canadians to the rule of the identical English minority with whom they have so long been contending; but from a majority emanating from so much more extended a source, I do not think that they would have any oppression or injustice to fear.” Had Lord Durham’s report DURHAM’S REPORT rested for its reputation upon his view of the probable future of French Canada it would never have achieved its historic distinction. Indeed Durham’s political foresight failed him in that he did not see, as LaFontaine, Morin and the leaders of the moderate party presently demonstrated, that the system of government which he went on to recommend for the united provinces would prove the very means of sustaining the nationality and influence of the French Canadians. It is in its recommendation of a change in the system of government that the chief merit of the report is to be found. “Without a change in our system of government the discontent which now prevails will spread and advance. . . . It is difficult to understand how any English statesman could have imagined that representative and irresponsible government could be successfully combined. . . . It needs no change in the principles of government, no invention of a new constitutional theory, to supply the remedy which would, in my opinion, completely remove the existing political disorders. It needs but to follow out consistently the principles of the British constitution, and introduce into the government of these great colonies those wise provisions by which alone the working of the representative system can in any country be rendered harmonious and efficient. . . . The responsibility to the united legislature of all officers of the government, except the governor and his secretary, should be secured by every means known to the British constitution.”

The administration of Lord Durham and the policy which he was about to recommend to the imperial government, commanded among the Reformers of Upper Canada a cordial support. Hincks established at Toronto, July 3rd, 1838, a weekly paper called the Examiner (there was as yet no daily published in the little town), which bore as its motto the words, “Responsible Government.” On the first page of it Hincks printed each week for some months “three extracts which were intended to explain the principles it was intended to advocate.” The first of these was the well-worn saying of Lieutenant-Governor Simcoe, that the constitution of the colony was nothing less than “the very image and transcript of that of Great Britain.” In a leading article of the first number of the Examiner, Hincks wrote in support of Lord Durham: “We trust his advice will be followed by all parties in this province, and we would urge those Reformers, who, guiltless of any violation of the laws, have been wantonly oppressed and insulted for the last six months, to forget their injuries, and repose confidence in the illustrious individual to whom the government of these provinces has been entrusted.”

Meantime the imperial government had decided to act upon the advice presented in Lord Durham’s LORD SYDENHAM report and to effect a union of the Canadas. A bill to that effect was brought into parliament. Opposition however developed in Upper Canada, where the Assembly, while approving of union, made conditions which the cabinet could not accept. In order that still further information might be obtained about the state of opinion in the colony, and in order that, as far as might be, the terms of the union should be proposed by the colonists themselves, a new governor-general was dispatched to the Canadian provinces, in the person of Mr. Charles Poulett Thomson. Thomson came of a mercantile family, had been in the Russian trade at St. Petersburg, had sat in the Commons, had served as vice-president of the Board of Trade in the ministry of Lord Grey, and had no little reputation as a Liberal economist and tariff expert. His business career enabled him at his coming to make a pleasing show of democratic equality with the colonial community. “Bred a British merchant myself,” he told the Committee of Trade at Quebec, “the good opinion of those who follow the same honourable career is to me naturally and justly dear.” The “British merchant” was, however, very shortly removed to a higher plane by his elevation to the peerage as Baron Sydenham and Toronto. At Quebec the governor-general took over the administration of Lower Canada from the hands of Sir John Colborne. Thence he went to Montreal, where he arrived on October 22nd, 1839, and proceeded to lay the imperial plan of union before the special council, a body of nominated members appointed by Colborne, the representative institutions of the colony being still in suspense. This plan, as conceived in outline by the imperial government, involved the establishment of a legislature in which the two provinces should be equally represented, the creation of a permanent civil list, and the assumption by the united provinces of the debt already incurred in public works in Upper Canada.

Sydenham had come to Canada in the now familiar rôle of pacificator general, and in especial as the apostle of union. Being endowed, moreover, in a high degree with that firm belief in his own abilities and in the efficacy of his own programme, he made perhaps the most cursory judgment in his career when he supposed that the plan of union was highly acceptable to the people of Canada. To Lord John Russell, now colonial secretary, he wrote in the following terms: “The large majority of those whose opinions I have had the opportunity of learning, both of British and French origin, and of those, too, whose character and station entitle them to the greatest authority, advocate warmly the establishment of the union.” It was indeed easy enough for His Excellency to obtain a vote of approval from the special council convoked at LAFONTAINE OPPOSES THE UNION Montreal (November 13th, 1839). But as a matter of fact the mass of the people of French Canada were bitterly opposed both to the union in general and to the special terms on which it was offered. Nor was there a more outspoken opponent of the union than LaFontaine, now recognized as the leader of French-Canadian opinion. Under his auspices a public meeting was held at Montreal, at which he delivered a powerful address of protest against the proposed amalgamation of the two Canadas. Lord Sydenham, aware of the influence of LaFontaine and anxious to conciliate all parties, offered to him the post of solicitor-general of Lower Canada. This position, in view of the existing suspension of constitutional government, LaFontaine did not see fit to accept.

Before, however, these advances were made to LaFontaine, Sydenham had already visited Upper Canada (November 21st, 1839, and February 18th, 1840) in the interests of the project of Canadian union. Here his task was decidedly easier. The Reformers, who were led, as will presently be seen, to identify the Union Bill with the adoption of responsible government, were strongly in its favour. The party of the Family Compact, were indeed opposed to the scheme, fearing that it might put an end to the system of privileged control which they had so long enjoyed. Chief-justice Robinson, then, as ever, the protagonist of the party, hastened to draw up a pamphlet of protest, which voiced the sentiments of his immediate adherents but had little effect upon the public at large. The Tories found themselves, moreover, in a perplexing position. Attachment to the imperial tie, obedience to the imperial wish, — this, if anything, had been their claim to virtue. To oppose now the project offered them by the mother country, seemed to do violence to their loyal past. A formidable secession took place from their ranks, and very few of their number in the legislature were prepared to offer to the union an uncompromising opposition. It was owing to this that the assembly elected in 1836 as the Tory parliament of Sir Francis Head, was now prepared to vote resolutions in favour of the union. The utmost that the extreme Tories would do was to endeavour to make the terms of union as onerous as possible to the French Canadians. For this purpose they attempted to pass in the assembly a resolution demanding a representation for Upper Canada, not merely equal but superior to that of the Lower Province. In view of the fact that the populations of the two provinces of Upper and Lower Canada stood at this time respectively at four hundred and seventy thousand and six hundred and thirty thousand, the proposal for a representation inversely proportionate to population only evinced the obstinate determination of THE REFORM ALLIANCE the Upper-Canadian Tories to extinguish the influence of French Canada. The result of their attempts was merely to hasten on that alliance between the Reformers of the two provinces which offered presently the key to the situation. Francis Hincks had, during a visit paid to Montreal and Quebec in 1835, made the acquaintance of LaFontaine, Morin and other leaders of the moderate party in French Canada. He now, in common with Robert Baldwin, entered into a correspondence with them in which the principles of responsible government and the part it might play in the interests of both races in Canada, were fully discussed.

It is to be observed that to the Reform party, the essence of the union question lay in the adoption of responsible government. Without this their projected alliance with the French-Canadian leaders could have no significance save to establish a factious opposition of continued hopelessness. With responsible government a fair prospect was opened for reconciling the divergent interests of the Canadian races and carrying on a united government resting upon common consent. It is important to appreciate this point, since the conduct of Robert Baldwin in what followed has been freely censured. Baldwin had been appointed by Sydenham, in pursuance of his policy of conciliation, to be solicitor-general of Upper Canada (February, 1840) without, however, being offered a seat in the executive council. Baldwin accepted the office, and, after the proclamation of the union (February 5th, 1841), was made in addition an executive councillor. On the day of the opening of parliament (June 14th, 1841), however, Baldwin resigned his office, thus laying himself open to the charge at the hands of Lord Sydenham’s biographer of being guilty of conduct “impossible to reconcile with the principles of political honour by which British statesmen are governed.” To understand the motives by which Robert Baldwin was animated in his acceptance of the office which he subsequently so suddenly resigned, it is necessary to review the position in which the question of responsible government stood while the union was in course of making (1839-40).

Lord Sydenham himself in reality had no more idea of applying colonial self-government in the sense in which it is now known and in which it was understood by Robert Baldwin, than had Sir Francis Head. Indeed, it is necessary to remember that his instructions from Russell had absolutely precluded the establishment of responsible cabinet government. Thomson’s correspondence discloses that he was entirely faithful to the system imposed on him by the imperial government in this connexion. “I am not a bit afraid,” he wrote, “of the responsible government cry; I have already done much to put it down in its inadmissible sense, SYDENHAM’S DESPATCH namely, the demand that the council shall be responsible to the assembly, and that the governor shall take their advice and be bound by it. . . . And I have not met with any one who has not at once admitted the absurdity of claiming to put the council over the head of the governor. . . . I have told the people plainly, that, as I cannot get rid of my responsibility to the home government, I will place no responsibility on the council; that they are a council for the governor to consult, but no more.” Sydenham might claim to have told the people plainly this old-time doctrine of gubernatorial autocracy, but there was a fairly wide belief that constitutional changes were in the air. The governor-general had received from Lord John Russell, under date of October 16th, 1839, a despatch in which the position to be held by colonial executive officers was explained. “You will understand, and will cause it to be generally made known, that hereafter the tenure of colonial offices held during Her Majesty’s pleasure, will not be regarded as equivalent to a tenure during good behaviour: but that not only will such officers be called upon to retire from the public service as often as any sufficient motives of public policy may suggest the expediency of that measure, but that a change in the person of the governor will be considered as a sufficient reason for any alterations which his successor may deem it expedient to make in the list of public functionaries, subject, of course, to the future confirmation of the sovereign.”

The publication of this despatch had been put by Lord Sydenham (who laid it before the legislature of Upper Canada) to a special purpose. It served as a notice to the office-holding Tories of the legislative council that they must either conform to the wishes of the imperial government in proposing the union or forfeit the positions which they held. But the Reform party, not without justice, read in it a still further significance. Interpreted in the light of Lord Durham’s recommendations, it distinctly implied that the executive council, of which in a later paragraph it made particular mention, should be expected by the governor to resign when no longer commanding the confidence of the country. This view had been, moreover, distinctly emphasized by the presentation (December 13th, 1839) of an address to the governor-general, in which it was requested that he would be pleased to inform the House whether any communications had been received from Her Majesty’s principal secretary of state for the colonies on the subject of responsible government. To this Lord Sydenham replied that “it was not BALDWIN ACCEPTS OFFICE in his power to communicate to the House of Assembly any despatches upon the subject referred to,” but added, that “the governor-general has received Her Majesty’s commands to administer the government of the provinces in accordance with the well understood wishes and interests of the people, and to pay to their feelings, as expressed through their representatives, the deference that is justly due to them.” The matter had thus been left, purposely perhaps, in a half light. But in order that there might be no doubt as to the views of the Reform party whose wishes he represented, Baldwin, on accepting office, had addressed to Lord Sydenham and had caused to be published the following statement of his position: “I distinctly avow that in accepting office I consider myself to have given a public pledge that I have a reasonably well grounded confidence that the government of my country is to be carried on in accordance with the principles of responsible government which I have ever held.” In this position, then, the matter rested until the resignation of Baldwin after the union, under circumstances described in the following chapter.

Meantime the union project was carried forward. The special council of Lower Canada, the assembly and the legislative council of Upper Canada, had all adopted resolutions accepting the basis of union proposed by Lord Sydenham on the part of the imperial government. The assembly of Upper Canada accompanied its resolutions with an address requesting that “the use of the English language in all judicial and legislative records be forthwith introduced, and that at the end of a space of a given number of years after the union, all debates in the legislature shall be in English.” It was asked, also, that the seat of government should be in Upper Canada.

The intelligence of the proceedings having been forwarded to England, the Act of Union was duly enacted by the imperial parliament. Its terms, in summary, were as follows. In the place of the two former colonies of Upper and Lower Canada, there was to be a single province of Canada. A legislature was instituted consisting of two Houses, the Upper House, or legislative council, consisting of not fewer than twenty persons appointed for life by the Crown, and the Lower House, or assembly, being elected by the people. Of the eight-four members of the Lower House, forty-two were to be elected from each of the former divisions of the province. English was made the sole official language of legislative records. Out of the consolidated revenue of the province the sum of seventy-five thousand pounds was to be handed over yearly to the Crown for the payment of the civil list, namely, certain salaries, pensions and other fixed charges of the ELECTIONS TO THE ASSEMBLY government. The executive authority was vested in a governor-general, to whom was adjoined an executive council appointed by the Crown. The extent of the responsibility of this council to the parliament is not defined in the Act. Inasmuch, however, as the entire system of responsible, or cabinet government, in Great Britain itself is only a matter of convention and not of positive law, a definite statement of responsibility was in the present case not to be expected. The debt previously contracted in the separate provinces now became a joint burden.

The union thus prepared went into operation (by virtue of a proclamation of the governor-general) on February 10th, 1841. On the thirteenth of the same month the writs were issued for the election of members of the legislature, returnable on April 8th. Robert Baldwin was elected in two constituencies, the south riding of York and the county of Hastings. Francis Hincks offered himself as a candidate to the electors of Oxford, a county which he had been invited to visit shortly before on the strength of his writings in the Examiner, and in which he secured his election. Both Baldwin and Hincks issued election addresses in which they took their stand on the principle of responsible government, a system, “which by giving satisfaction to the colonists, would secure a permanent connection between the British Empire and its numerous dependencies.” The elections in Lower Canada were marked by scenes of unusual fraud and corruption. No pains were spared by the administration to carry the day in favour of union candidates. The governor-general, by virtue of a power conferred under the Act of Union, reconstructed the boundaries of the constituencies of Quebec and Montreal. Elsewhere intimidation and actual violence were used to stifle the hostile vote of the anti-union party. To this was due the defeat of the French-Canadian leader, LaFontaine, in the county of Terrebonne. The latter, in his electoral address, had again denounced the union in embittered terms. “It is,” he said, “an act of injustice and of despotism, in that it is forced upon us without our consent; in that it robs Lower Canada of the legitimate number of its representatives; in that it deprives us of the use of our language in the proceedings of the legislature against the faith of treaties and the word of the governor-general; in that it forces us to pay, without our consent, a debt which we did not incur.” But LaFontaine realized the futility of blind opposition to an accomplished fact. The attempt to repeal the union, he argued, would merely lead to a continuation of despotic government by an appointed council. To him the DEFEAT OF LAFONTAINE key to the situation was to be found in the principle of ministerial responsibility. “I do not hesitate to say,” he said, “that I am in favour of this English principle of responsible government. I see in it the only guarantee that we can have for good, constitutional and effective government. . . . The Reformers in the two provinces form an immense majority. . . . Our cause is common. It is in the interest of the Reformers of the two provinces to meet in the legislature in a spirit of peace, union, friendship and fraternity. Unity of action is necessary now more than ever.”

In despite, however, of the defeat of LaFontaine and several other Reform candidates in Lower Canada, the result of the election of 1841 was not unfavourable to the cause of Reform. Of the eighty-four members of the Lower House only twenty-four were pledged supporters of the governor-general, while the Reform party of both nationalities included well over forty members of the House.
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CHAPTER IV. LORD SYDENHAM AND RESPONSIBLE GOVERNMENT
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UNDER THE ACT of 1840 (sec. xxx), the choice of a seat of government for the united provinces was left to the governor-general. In the troubled state of racial feeling, such a selection was naturally a matter of difficulty. While it was clear that the capital city of the country must be chosen in Upper Canada, Sydenham was, nevertheless, anxious to conciliate the French-Canadians as far as might be by appointing a capital neither too remote from their part of the province, nor too little associated with their history. Kingston, situated on the north shore of Lake Ontario, at the point where the lake narrows to the river St. Lawrence, seemed best to fulfil these requirements. The foundation of the settlement antedated by nearly a century the English occupation of Canada, and the fort and trading station then established had been one of the western outposts of the French régime, while its erstwhile name of Frontenac associated the place with the bygone glory of New France. British loyalty, with a characteristic lack of inventiveness, had altered the name of the little town to Kingston. A strong fort built upon the limestone hills that commanded the sheltered harbour, and garrisoned by imperial troops, testified to the military importance of the place. Its central position rendered it at once the key to the navigation of the lake and river, while the construction of the Rideau Canal had placed it in control of an inland waterway whose possession minimized the dangers of an American frontier attack. In this favoured situation there had now sprung up a town, of some seven thousand inhabitants, built largely of the limestone on which it stands and patterned upon the now inevitable rectangular plan. At the time of the union Kingston was a town of about a mile and a half in length, with a breadth of three-quarters of a mile. It contained six churches, was able to boast of three newspapers, and was, moreover, the seat of a very considerable milling industry, large quantities of grain being brought across the lake to be ground at Kingston and exported thence to Great Britain, thereby enjoying the special tariff preference accorded to colonial products. The one hundred and sixty miles which separated it from Toronto represented in those days a steamboat voyage of about eighteen hours, or in winter time a sleigh-drive, under favourable conditions, of about a day and a night’s duration. From Montreal to Kingston, a distance of about one hundred and seventy miles, the journey was accomplished while navigation was open, partly by steamer, partly by stage. A letter of Lord Sydenham’s under date of STEAMBOATS AND STAGES December 3rd, 1839, illustrates the arduousness of travel to and from the new provincial capital. “The journey,” he writes, “was bad enough. A portage (from Montreal) to Lachine; then the steamboat to the cascades, twenty-four miles further; then road again (if road it can be called) for sixteen miles; then steam to Cornwall, forty miles; then road, twelve miles; then by a change of steamers, into Lake Ontario to Kingston.” The all-water route by the Rideau Canal, passing through Bytown (now Ottawa) occupied some forty-eight hours. It was in Kingston, then, that Lord Sydenham had summoned the new Canadian legislature to meet on June 14th, 1841, and in the early summer of that year the little town was already astir with sanguine hopes of becoming the metropolis of Canada.

Before, however, the legislature had as yet come together, the governmental problem, which was to be the central feature of the political life of Canada from now until the administration of Lord Elgin, the problem of ministerial responsibility, had already developed itself. Under the new régime it fell to the task of Lord Sydenham to appoint not only the members of the legislative council, which was to form the Upper House of the parliament, but also those of the executive council. These appointments were made a few days after the inauguration of the union (February 13th, 1841). The list of executive councillors was as follows: from Upper Canada, W. H. Draper as attorney-general of Upper Canada; Robert Baldwin Sullivan, president of the council; J. H. Dunn, receiver-general; S. B. Harrison, provincial secretary for Upper Canada; and Robert Baldwin, solicitor-general for that province. The Lower Province was represented in the executive government by C. R. Ogden, attorney-general for Lower Canada; Dominick Daly, provincial secretary; and C. D. Day as solicitor-general. H. H. Killaly was presently added to the ministry (March 17th, 1841), as commissioner of public works. We have already seen that in accepting a seat in the executive council Robert Baldwin had made it abundantly clear that he did so on the presumption that the operation of the incoming government would be based upon the principle of executive responsibility. Beyond this preliminary declaration, however, Baldwin did not think it desirable to take any further action until the election of the assembly and the relative representation of political parties should have given some indication of the standing of the ministry with the country at large.

The executive council, as thus constituted, was a body of multicoloured complexion and varying views. Ability it undoubtedly possessed, but it represented at the same time so little agreement in political sentiment or conviction, that it might well be doubted whether joint and harmonious action would be possible. Baldwin, as we have seen, was an uncompromising Reformer, devoted to the principles THE FIRST MINISTRY of popular sovereignty and executive responsibility. Sullivan, his cousin, was a man of different temper. Keen in intellect, ready in debate, he brought to the practical business of politics the point of view of the lawyer, the tactician, the man of the world. For abstract principles of government he cared not a brass farthing. It was his wont to say to his colleagues, “Fix on your policy. Take what course you like, and I will find you good reason for doing so.”

William Henry Draper, the attorney-general, differed still more radically in his political outlook from Robert Baldwin. Draper, after an adventurous and wandering youth, had come to Canada some twenty years before, had drifted from school-teaching into law and politics, and at this time belonged, like Baldwin and Sullivan, to the legal fraternity of York. He had sat in the Upper Canadian assembly, been one of the council of Sir Francis Bond Head and had succeeded Christopher Hagerman in 1840 as attorney-general of Upper Canada. This office he still held in the ministry of the united provinces. Draper was a man of great ability, eloquent and persuasive of speech, skilled as a parliamentary manager and dexterous in the game politics. He was by principle and temperament a Conservative, and although of undoubted patriotism and devoted to the cause of good government, he viewed with alarm the increasing tendency of his time towards the extension of democratic rule.

Harrison and Killaly were Liberals of a moderate cast. John Henry Dunn has already been noticed as one of Baldwin’s colleagues of the short-lived ministry of Sir Francis Head, and may be considered as sharing the opinions of the moderate Reform party. The councillors for Lower Canada could lay but little claim to be representative of the sentiments of that province. Dominick Daly, the provincial secretary, and presently member for Megantic, an Irishman now nearly twenty years in Canada, of an easy and affable personality, was not displeasing to the French-Canadians whose religion he shared. Ogden, a lawyer and a former office-holder in the government of Lower Canada, was identified with the British interests and was unpopular with the French. Day represented the same class. It will be observed that the refusal of LaFontaine to accept office left the French-Canadians wholly without representation in the executive government.

Baldwin appears to have been convinced from the outset that such a ministry would be quite incompatible with any system of government save one under which the governor-general would be the sole motive force of the administration. To his published communication, already cited, he shortly added a letter to Lord Sydenham (February 19th, 1841) in which he wrote: “With respect to those gentlemen [his fellow-members of the council], Mr. Baldwin has himself an entire want of political confidence in all of them except Mr. Dunn, Mr. Harrison and BALDWIN’S ATTITUDE Mr. Daly. He deems it a duty which he owes to the governor-general, at once to communicate his opinion that such an arrangement will not command the support of parliament.” This opinion had been confirmed by the result of the elections and by the correspondence which had ensued between the leaders of the Reform party in the two provinces. In despite of the defeat of LaFontaine, it was plain that the Upper Canadian section of that party would find in Morin, the member for Nicolet, Aylwin of Portneuf, Viger of Richelieu, and others of LaFontaine’s party, a group of sympathizers with whom they might enter into a natural and profitable alliance. On the strength of this expectation, Baldwin called together at Kingston, a few days before the opening of the session, a meeting of the Reform party. The attending members, while not agreeing on a decisive line of public policy, expressed themselves as unanimous in their want of confidence in the administration as existing. Shortly after this meeting, Baldwin addressed to the governor-general (June 12th, 1841) a letter in which he recommended that a reconstruction of the ministry should be made in such a way that the Reform party of French Canada, now prepared to coöperate with their Upper Canadian allies, should be represented in the executive. The Reformers, said Baldwin, could not extend their support to a ministry which included Messrs Draper, Sullivan, Ogden and Day, whose views differed so entirely from their own. Lord Sydenham, in answer, drew attention to the fact that such a request, at the very moment of the assembly of parliament, was inopportune, and that the French Canadians whom he proposed to substitute for the ministers to be dismissed, had been radical opponents of the very union of which the new government was the embodiment. The governor-general’s communication, followed by further correspondence of the same tenor, left Baldwin no choice but to resign his office. His resignation, offered on June 12th, 1841, was still awaiting its formal acceptance when the House met on the fourteenth.

The action of Robert Baldwin in this connection has been, as already indicated, roundly censured by Lord Sydenham’s biographer. “This transaction,” writes the latter, “looking to the character of the gentleman who was the principal actor in it, and to the manner in which he conducted his negotiation with the representative of the Crown, illustrates more clearly perhaps than anything else, the ignorance at that time prevailing, even among the leaders of the political parties in Canada, as to the principles on which a system of responsible government can alone be carried on.” The true explanation of the matter is to be found in reality in the uncompromising RESIGNATION OF BALDWIN stand which Robert Baldwin was prepared to take in defence of his “one idea.” To have formed part of a ministry which would inevitably find itself voted down in the popular assembly (as Baldwin expected would now be the case), and which would have to rely on the expedients of political management for the conduct of public affairs, would have seemed to him nothing short of trafficking with the fundamental right of the people whom he represented. The error that Baldwin made, speaking from the standpoint of practical politics, lay in his overestimating the union and power of the Reform party. He did not fully realize that the party had as yet but an imperfect basis of organization, that its programme was not one of positive agreement but merely of negative opposition, and that this alone was not calculated to give it the cohesion requisite for its ends. The expectation that the government could be voted out of office and that the system of ministerial responsibility could thereby be forced upon Lord Sydenham, was not borne out by the sequel.

The difficulties, moreover, of establishing at once operative system of cabinet government is realized when one views the complex character of the party divisions among the newly-elected members of the assembly. One may distinguish among them at least five different groups. There was, first of all, the party pledged to the support of the administration, drawn chiefly from Upper Canada and led by Attorney-General Draper, as member for the county of Russell. To these were closely affiliated the members elected, largely by coercion, in the British interest in Lower Canada, among whom was Dr. McCulloch, who had defeated LaFontaine in Terrebonne. These two groups numbered together about twenty-four. As an extreme Conservative wing, were the Upper Canadian Tories, the remnant of the days of the Compact, some seven in number. These were under the redoubtable leadership of Sir Allan MacNab, the hero of the “men of Gore” of 1837, by whose direction Mackenzie’s supply-boat the Caroline had been sent over Niagara Falls, a feat which had earned him the honour of knighthood, a man of the old school, the sterling qualities of whose character redeemed the rigidity of his intellect. Of quite opposed complexion were the Reformers, a large and somewhat uncertain group including the moderates of both provinces, and shading off into the ultra-Reformers and into the group of French extremists who as yet stood in no affiliation to the English party of Reform. The classification thus adopted would indicate in the assembly the following numerical divisions: 1st, the party supporting Lord Sydenham, twenty-four; 2nd, the party of Sir Allan MacNab, seven; 3rd, the moderate Reformers, twenty; 4th, ultra-Reformers, five; 5th, French Nationalists, twenty. There were, in addition to these, eight doubtful members that cannot be THE LEGISLATIVE COUNCIL classified with any of the groups, making up in all eighty-four members of the assembly. Such classification is, however, too precise to indicate the true state of affairs. Party lines were not as yet drawn with precision. The system of the union being still in its experimental stage, party tradition and parliamentary precedent were absent, and individual members were naturally led to follow the dictates of their own judgment, and voted sometimes with and sometimes against the particular group with which their names were chiefly associated.

Meantime a legislative council of twenty-four members had been appointed (June 9th, 1841) by Lord Sydenham. The French Canadians were represented by René Caron, mayor of Quebec (a man of liberal views and subsequently a member of LaFontaine’s ministry), Barthélémy, Joliette and six others. Of the sixteen British members of the council, Robert Baldwin Sullivan, Peter McGill of Montreal, William Morris, formerly of the legislative council of Upper Canada and notable as the champion of the Presbyterian Church in the matter of the Clergy Reserves, were of especial prominence.

The constitutional history of the first session of the union parliament which now ensued, and in which the first test was made of the operation of the united government, has the appearance of an indecisive battle. The Reform party, anxious to force the issue, endeavoured to obtain an expression of want of confidence sufficiently emphatic to compel the government to resign office. The government, on the other hand, strove to put the question of parliamentary theory in the background by bringing forward a programme of great public utility and inviting for its accomplishment a united support. The members of the Reform party found themselves thus placed in a dilemma. Should they persist in an uncompromising attitude of opposition, they might delay the carrying out of public works of whose urgency they were themselves convinced. Should they break their ranks and vote with the party of the government in favour of measures of undoubted utility, they thereby seemed to justify the existence of an administration of which they had at the outset expressed their disapproval. It was, in a word, the oft-recurring dilemma occasioned by the conflicting claims of party policy and public welfare. In a long-established legislature where rival parties of balanced powers alternate in office, such a dilemma presents less difficulty, since, with the defeat of the government, the incoming party is enabled to carry on such part of the programme of its opponents as may enlist its support. But in the case of the newly inaugurated government of Canada, both the urgency of the time and the doubtful complexion of the parties themselves seemed to favour individual action as against the claims of party cohesion. It followed as a consequence that the question of responsible MEETING OF PARLIAMENT government, albeit the real issue of the moment, remained for the time in suspense. Lord Sydenham with his able lieutenant, Attorney-general Draper, was enabled to obtain sufficient support to carry on his government, while the Reformers contrived, nevertheless, to force from the administration a somewhat reluctant assent to the proposition that only this fortuitous support gave them a valid claim to office. It has been necessary to undertake this preliminary explanation in order to make it clear how men, so like-minded in their political views as Hincks and Baldwin, should presently be found voting on opposite sides of the House. But if the state of public affairs at the time is properly understood, it appears but natural that Hincks, as a man of affairs, should have preferred a policy of immediate effectiveness, while Baldwin, of a more theoretical temperament, clung fast to his uncompromising principle.

As already mentioned, the first united parliament met at Kingston on Monday, June 14th, 1841. The place of its meeting was a stone building about a mile to the west of the town, that had been intended to serve as a general hospital, but for the time being was given over for the use of the legislature. The comfort of the members appears to have been well cared for. The halls, both of the council and the assembly, were spacious and well furnished, “with handsome, stuffed arm-chairs of black walnut, covered with green moreen, with a small projection on the side to write upon.” Sydenham himself seems to have been somewhat impressed with the luxurious surroundings of his colonial legislators. “The accommodation,” he wrote home to England, “would be thought splendid by our members of the English House of Commons. But these fellows in their colonies have been spoilt by all sorts of luxuries, — large arm-chairs, desks with stationery before each man, and Heaven knows what, — so I suppose they will complain.”

The governor-general was not present in person at the first meeting of the Houses. In his absence the members were sworn in, and the proclamation convening the parliament read by the clerk of the assembly. After this the assembly addressed itself to the task of electing one of their number as Speaker. Here occurred, in accordance with a plan prearranged by the Reformers, the first passage-at-arms between the government and its opponents. The Reformers had decided to nominate for the speakership a Mr. Cuvillier, member for Huntingdon, a man fluent in both English and French, identified formerly with the popular party in Lower Canada, but moderate in his views and acceptable on all sides. It had been hoped by the Reformers that the government might oppose Mr. Cuvillier’s nomination, HINCKS AND CUVILLIER and thus be led to make a trial of strength by which means the election of Mr. Cuvillier would appear as an initial defeat of the administration. It seemed, however, as if the administration, either because they considered Mr. Cuvillier well suited to the office or in order to avoid a hostile vote, would allow that gentleman to be elected without opposition. This the Reformers were minded to prevent. “I was determined,” wrote Hincks in a letter to the Examiner in which he described this preliminary onslaught on the government, “that the advisers of His Excellency should swallow the bitter pill by publicly voting for a gentleman who had declared his entire want of confidence in them.” In order, therefore, to force the government into a corner, Hincks rose and stated that he considered it his duty to his constituents of North Oxford to explain publicly why he supported the nomination of Mr. Cuvillier. His reason was, he said, that that gentleman had opposed certain provisions of the Union Bill of which he himself disapproved, notably the provision for a permanent civil list. He was furthermore led to support Mr. Cuvillier because of “his [Mr. Cuvillier’s] entire want of confidence in the present administration.”

This, of course, was a direct challenge, and left the government and the Tories no choice but to come out and fight. Sir Allan MacNab was proposed as a rival candidate. Aylwin of Portneuf, Morin and others, followed the lead of Hincks. A heated debate followed, in which Mr. Cuvillier’s “want of confidence” did service as an opportune bone of contention. Peace-loving members begged Mr. Cuvillier to state, in the interests of harmony, whether he had, or had not, a “want of confidence.” Mr. Cuvillier did not see fit to do so. The situation became somewhat confused. Smith of Frontenac, an over-belligerent friend of the government, attacked the bad taste of the member for North Oxford in trying to force an adverse vote at such a time, and spoke of a dissolution of parliament as the possible outcome of the day’s proceedings. The dangerous word “dissolution” brought Attorney-general Draper to his feet with soothing words in the interests of peace. MacNab having meanwhile caused his name to be withdrawn, the discussion subsided, and Mr. Cuvillier was declared unanimously elected. Baldwin, being still technically a member of the government (his resignation awaiting its formal acceptance), took no part in this preliminary discussion.

There was some debate over the question whether, as the governor-general had not come down to parliament on the day for which it was summoned, it could be said, legally, to have met at all. A motion for adjournment was, however, carried, which practically affirmed the proposition that the House had legally met.

Next day Lord Sydenham appeared in person, and with no little pomp, in the chamber of the legislative council, and read to the assembled members of PUBLIC WORKS the two Houses the speech from the throne. The measures outlined therein showed that the governor and his advisers were prepared to adopt a vigorous forward policy in the administration of the country. They declared their intention to adopt legislation for “developing the resources of the province by well considered and extensive public works,” to obtain a reduction of the rate of postage and a speedier conveyance of letters, and to effect the improvement of the navigation from the shores of Lake Erie and Lake Huron to the ocean. The governor had, moreover, the satisfaction of informing the members of the two Houses that he had received authority from Her Majesty’s government to state that they were prepared to call upon the imperial parliament to afford assistance towards these important undertakings. It was announced that the imperial parliament would be asked to guarantee a loan of one and a half million pounds sterling, to be raised for the expenditure on public works in the province. The intention of the government to complete the establishment of representative institutions in Canada by a law providing for municipal self-government was also indicated, and a promise was given of a law for the establishment of a system of common schools.

No practical programme could have been better devised at this juncture for enlisting public support, especially among the people of Upper Canada, in whose division of the country the rapid progress of immigration and settlement called urgently for generous public expenditure. It was part of the shrewdness of the concerted policy of Sydenham and Draper that they sought thus to remove attention from questions of theory to questions of practical utility, while the promise of the imperial government to assist the province by a guaranteed loan and by public aid to immigration into Canada, seemed to hold out a strong inducement towards reconciliation and harmonious action. The Reformers, however, were determined that the question of principle, the question of the constitution itself, should not be forced altogether into the background. Before coming to a vote upon the resolutions on which the address in answer to the speech from the throne was to be framed, they pressed the administration for a definite statement in regard to the all-important subject of responsible government. The House being then in committee of the whole upon the speech from the throne, Malcolm Cameron opened the discussion by declaring that “the dry and parched soil is not more eager for the coming shower than all the people of this country for the establishment of the administration of the government of this province upon such a basis as will ensure its tranquillity.” Cameron, followed by Buchanan, Hincks RESPONSIBLE GOVERNMENT and others, urged upon the government the desirability of a definite explanation of principle. The attorney-general, fortified with a budget of manuscript notes whereby he might speak the more accurately, then undertook a formal statement of the principle of colonial government as he conceived it. In the first place, he would declare, he said, for the information both of those who act with him and those who act against him, that so long only as he could give a conscientious support to those measures which the head of the government might deem it his duty to submit to that House, so long only would he continue to hold office under the government. . . . He would next, he continued, state the views which he entertained respecting the duties of His Excellency: he looked upon the governor as having a mixed character, firstly, as being the representative of royalty; secondly, as being one of the ministers of Her Majesty’s government, and responsible to the mother country for the faithful discharge of the duties of his station — a responsibility that he could not avoid by saying that he took the advice of this man or that man. He looked upon it as a necessary consequence of this doctrine, that where there is responsibility there shall be power also. For he could not admit the idea that one man should possess the power, and another be liable for the responsibility. . . . The attorney-general went on to explain that this same doctrine of responsibility corresponding to power, applied not only to the governor but to the ministers below him. “Whenever,” he said, “I find the head of the government and the minister of the Crown desirous of propounding measures which I cannot conscientiously support, honour and duty point out but one path, and that is resignation. There are few men who have long acted in a public capacity, who have escaped animadversion and censure, but a man must indeed be hardened in sentiment and feeling who does not acknowledge a degree of responsibility to public opinion. . . . It is to be desired above all things that between the government and the people there should exist the greatest possible harmony and mutual good understanding. . . . It is the duty of the head of the government to preserve that harmony by all the means in his power. . . . If he find that lie has been led astray by incapable or dishonest advisers, he may relieve himself of them by their dismissal.”

The attorney-general, with his usual persuasiveness of speech, had succeeded in talking all round the question of responsible government without really touching upon it. The blunt question, do the ministers resign when they have no majority behind them, was still left unanswered. Not without cause, indeed, had Draper’s oratorical powers earned him the nickname of “Sweet William.” In this instance, the Reformers were quick to see the weak side of the attorney-general’s presentation. Baldwin, rising to reply, brushed aside the subtleties of the leader of the government and forced the BALDWIN VERSUS DRAPER question to a direct issue. He agreed, he said, that the head of the government is of a mixed character, and that he is responsible to the home government for the proper administration of the government of the colony. He would admit that, in the administration of the government, questions may arise in which he may not be prepared to adopt the advice which may be tendered to him. But if he (Mr. Baldwin) understood the honourable and learned gentleman aright, that the council of His Excellency are to offer their advice only when it is demanded of them, and on all occasions remain mere passive observers of the measures adopted by the government, he would beg leave from such a system as this entirely to dissent. . . . Such a council would be no council at all. The honourable and learned gentleman, Mr. Baldwin continued, admits that in the event of the administration not retaining the confidence of parliament, they should resign; if he had understood the honourable gentleman aright as intending to go to this extent, then it would seem that the difference between the views of that honourable gentleman and his own amounted only to a difference in terms and not a difference in fact. But should those gentlemen be prepared, notwithstanding a vote of want of confidence should be passed by that House, to retain their seats in the council, then he must say that he entirely dissented from them. . . . If the honourable gentleman had intended to be understood as going to this length, then he would perfectly concur with him.

Baldwin expressed his regret that this important matter had not been made the subject of a distinct communication in the speech from the throne. “It was,” he said “a great and important principle, on the faithful carrying out of which the continuation of the connection with the mother country in great measure depends.” The comprehensive refutation of Mr. Draper’s position thus made by Mr. Baldwin was followed up by a series of “teasing questions” from other Reformers determined to force the attorney-general to a direct answer to the question whether or not he would resign. Brought to bay finally by these attacks and having in the series of seven speeches which he made during the debate involved the issue in as much intricacy as possible, Mr. Draper admitted that he would resign.

So prolonged, however, had been the debate, and so confused had become the theoretical arguments pro and con, that at the end of it the members seem to have been but little the wiser. Some supposed that responsible government was now a fact, others that it had been merely the subject of a meaningless wrangle. The Montreal Herald announced that Mr. Draper’s final and reluctant “Yes,” had been “succeeded by a burst of applause A TALENTED ASSEMBLY from the House. The cry is, responsible government is come at last.” The Kingston Chronicle informed its readers that “the great monster, responsible government, was actually ground into nothing,” but added in a tone of complacent patronage that this “seeming waste of powder ought not to be considered as altogether unprofitable.” The same journal, in its discussion of the great debate, informed its readers that “the perpetual foaming and puffing of the honourable gentlemen reminded us of a set of small steam engines whose safety valves kept them from actually bursting their boilers on the floor of the House.” Then, as if apprehensive of the consequences of its own wit, the journal hastened to add: “By this passing remark we do not mean any disrespect to the honourable House, far from it, for we think it altogether the most talented and respectable House of Assembly that ever met in this section of the province.”

In despite of the seeming harmony of opinion thus established, the fact remained that the attorney-general had to a large extent come off victorious. His opponents had wished to make the question one of men; Draper had succeeded in making it one of measures. His declaration was in reality an invitation to the members to judge the programme of the government upon its merits, and to accord it their support irrespective of any previous confidence, or want of it, in the originators of the programme. Mr. Draper’s difficulties were not, however, at an end. The Upper Canada Reform party being for the moment placated, he had yet to deal with the French-Canadian section, whose opposition to the terms of the union itself now sought expression. Neilson of Quebec moved an amendment to the address, to the effect that “there are features in the Act now constituting the government of Canada which are inconsistent with justice and the common rights of British subjects.” Although the combined Upper Canadian vote easily defeated this amendment, Baldwin, Hincks and four other Upper Canadians voted in favour of it. Hincks spoke at some length in its support. He attacked the provision of the Union Act whereby the imperial parliament fixed a civil list for Canada. He declared that the basis of representation now established was unjust: in Upper Canada there were forty-two members, twenty-six of whom were returned by constituencies consisting of three hundred and fifty thousand souls, while the remaining sixteen only represented sixty-three thousand. The representation of Lower Canada was equally out of proportion. “It is,” he said, “idle to concede responsible government unless there is a fair representation of the people.” The suppression of the French language as an official medium, he denounced as an “unjust and cruel provision.” SYDENHAM’S CORRESPONDENCE Hincks’s speech was, however, but a further “waste of powder.” The amendment was voted down by fifty to twenty-five.

With the termination of this preliminary debate upon responsible government and the rejection of Neilson’s amendment, the government had safely passed its initial difficulties, and was free to turn to the work of positive legislation. That the issue involved in the debate was not, however, one of merely abstract interest, amply appears from the correspondence of Lord Sydenham and the view which he took of his constitutional position in the government of Canada. In describing the attempt of the Reform party to “ensure a stormy opening” of the parliament, he wrote (June 27th, 1841): “My officers, (ministers!) though the best men, I believe, for their departments that can be found, were, unfortunately, many of them, unpopular from their previous conduct, and none of them sufficiently acquainted with the manner in which a government through parliament should be conducted to render us any assistance in this matter. I had therefore to fight the whole battle myself. . . . The result, however, has been complete success. I have got the large majority of the House ready to support me upon any question that can arise. . . . Except the rump of the old House of Assembly of Lower Canada and two or three ultra-Radicals who have gone over with my solicitor-general, whom I have got rid of, every member is cordially with me and with my government.”

Thus established on a fair working basis, with the question of responsible government for the moment set aside, the administration was able to proceed with its programme. In the ensuing session, which lasted until September 17th, 1841, it managed to make good a large part of its promises. A vigorous programme of public works was instituted. Backed by the imperial guarantee of the interest on a £1,500,000 sterling loan, the province undertook an expenditure of £1,659,682 on works of public utility. The Welland Canal, hitherto in the hands of a private company, was bought up by the government, which spent £450,000 on its improvement. The navigation of the St. Lawrence, which, as has been seen, was still obstructed by intervening rapids, was aided by a vote of £696,182 for the construction of canals at Cornwall and Lachine; £58,500 was laid out upon deepening the channel in Lake St. Peter; and £25,000 on the construction of roads in the Eastern Townships and in the Baie des Chaleurs district. A sum of £45,000 was devoted to the Burlington Canal. The remainder of the money was appropriated largely to the construction of new roads in Upper Canada. This question of public works introduced serious divisions among the members of the Reform party. Hincks who was, to use his own phrase, a “warm supporter” of public works, voted LEGISLATIVE MEASURES with the government. The French-Canadians, on the other hand, opposed the policy of public expenditure wherever it seemed, in their opinion, to favour Upper Canada unduly. Baldwin, for the sake of party cohesion, was inclined to side with the French-Canadians, and so preserve a united opposition. Aylwin endeavoured to secure a vote of the House to the effect that no debt should be incurred on public works save with the consent of a majority from Lower Canada. Baldwin voted in favour of it, but found only one of his Upper Canadian followers prepared to go to this length. On the matter of road building in western Canada, Baldwin and Hincks again found themselves voting on opposite sides. Thanks to the divisions in the ranks of their opponents, the ministry were enabled to carry on the government with a fair show of support.

Certain other measures of the session were also of considerable importance. The criminal law was modified by measures reducing its severity. The pillory was abolished and the number of capital offences considerably reduced. The provincial tariff was revised, the duties on imported merchandise being advanced from two and one-half to five per cent. A resolution of the House of Assembly affirmed the necessity of abolishing seigniorial tenure in Lower Canada and a commission was appointed for its consideration. A bill in reference to the corrupt practices which had been prevalent in the recent election, excited great public attention and caused more difficulty to the government than any other measure of the session. Petitions had come up to the House from Terrebonne (where LaFontaine had been defeated) and elsewhere praying the assembly to cancel the elections. Technical flaws in the petitions prevented their reception. A bill brought into the House to overcome the difficulty and permit the reception of the petitions was passed by a large majority, receiving the support, not only of the entire Reform party, but of Sir Allan MacNab and the Upper Canadian Tories. The influence of the government caused the bill to be rejected in the legislative council. This was only one of eighteen measures rejected during the session by the Upper House, a circumstance which served to show that on its present nominated basis it might prove an obstructive influence.

But the measure of the greatest importance adopted during the session was the law in reference to municipal government. As this was a subject with which, in the sequel, the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration was intimately associated, a brief account of the legislation under Lord Sydenham is here necessary. The institution of democratic self-government is nowhere complete until it is accompanied by the establishment of self-governing bodies for local affairs. Parliamentary reform, therefore, naturally goes hand in hand with municipal LOCAL GOVERNMENT reform. This had already been seen in England, where the great reform of parliament in 1832 had been followed in 1835 by the introduction of municipal self-government. It was now proposed to take an initial step in this same direction in regard to the local government of Upper Canada. Until this time there existed in the districts into which Upper Canada was divided, no elective municipal bodies. The justices of the peace, nominated by the Crown, had exercised in their quarter sessions a supervision over local affairs and had levied local taxation. In the Lower Province local taxation had not been raised previous to Lord Sydenham’s administration. The latter had sought to insert into the Act of Union provisions for district government but, finding the imperial parliament averse to such detailed legislation, he had, by means of the special council, created in Lower Canada municipal bodies consisting of nominees of the Crown. It was not proposed to alter the system thus established in Lower Canada, where the government still felt apprehensive of giving full play to the principle of election. The bill presented to the united parliament referred, therefore, only to Upper Canada. This occasioned a peculiar difficulty. If the local bodies established were to be entirely elective, the French might with justice complain of the special privileges thus accorded to the British part of the province. If, on the other hand, the municipal institutions of Upper Canada were framed after the model of those already created by the special council in Lower Canada, the British section of the province would cry out against the denial of representative government.

In this delicate situation the government attempted a middle course. The provisions of the bill permitted the inhabitants of the districts of Upper Canada to form themselves into municipal bodies. Councillors were to be elected in each district, but the warden, the treasurer and the clerk, were to be nominated by the Crown. The bill as thus drawn had the disadvantage which attends all measures of compromise; it met with opponents on both sides. Mr. Viger, on behalf of the French Canadians, entered an energetic protest on the ground that Upper Canada was unduly favoured. “I will express myself,” he said, “as sufficiently selfish to oppose such great advantages being accorded to the Upper Canadians alone.” Robert Baldwin and the generality of his following objected, on the ground that the advantages conferred were not sufficiently great and that all the municipal offices ought to be made elective.

Here again Hincks found himself compelled to differ from his leader and, in a speech of considerable power, undertook to defend this course in regard to the bill, and to free himself from the charges of desertion now brought against him by his fellow Reformers. To him it seemed that half a loaf was STRAINED RELATIONS better than no bread. He would have preferred that local elective government might also have been conceded to Lower Canada, but if this could not be obtained he saw no reason to deny it to Upper Canada on that account. He would have preferred that all the offices should have been elective, but he was willing, in default of this, to accept the modified self-government granted by the bill. “I acknowledge myself,” he said, “to be a party man, and that I have ever been most anxious to act in concert with that political party to which I have been long and zealously attached. . . . I have been held up in public prints as having sold myself to the government. From political opponents I can expect nothing else but such attacks, but, sir, I confess I have been pained at the insinuations which have proceeded from other quarters. . . . I can assert that my vote in favour of this bill is as conscientious and independent as that of any honourable member on the floor of this House.”

Baldwin, in rising to reply, denied that he had had any share in originating, repeating, or sanctioning any insinuations against Mr. Hincks’s behaviour towards the party. The means of demonstrating the groundlessness of such insinuations rested with Mr. Hincks himself. He assured the honourable member for Oxford that if a time should come when the political tie which bound them to each other was to be severed forever, it would be to him by far the most painful event which had occurred in the course of his political life. Nevertheless, in spite of these words of conciliation, the temporary breach occasioned by the divergent policy of the leaders of the Upper Canadian Reformers tended to widen. Hincks, with the best of motives, was drawn towards the practical programme of the government. He not only voted with them on the question of public works and municipal institutions, but took issue with his leader also in the votes on the usury laws, the Upper Canadian roads and other matters. His services on the special committee in regard to currency and banking still further commended him to the government as a political expert, of whose services the country ought not to be deprived.

To meet the charges now freely brought against him in the liberal press, Hincks published in his Examiner a letter (September 15th, 1841) in which he fully explains the motives of his conduct. “The formation of a new ministry on the declared principle of acting in concert having failed, all parties were compelled to look to the measures of the administration, and we can now declare that, previous to the session of parliament, our opinion was given repeatedly and decidedly, that in the event of failure to obtain such an administration as would be entirely satisfactory, the policy of the Reform party was to give the administration such a support as would enable it to carry out liberal measures which we had no doubt would be brought forward.” COMMON SCHOOLS In the face of so consistent an explanation the charges brought against Hincks of having “sold himself to the government” and of “having ratted from his party” fell entirely to the ground. The support of Hincks, and of four French-Canadian members of like mind, enabled the government to carry the municipal bill by a narrow majority. The question of a more extended form of local self-government remained, however, in the foreground of the Reform programme, and received no final settlement until the passage of the statute known as the Baldwin Act in 1849.

The Act for the establishment of a system of common schools passed both Houses of parliament with but little opposition. The people of Upper Canada were firm believers in the advantages of public education. Especially was this the case with those who came of Loyalist stock, and among whom the traditions of New England still survived. Until this period, however, no successful attempt had been made to establish a general system of elementary schools. The government of the province had committed the mistake of beginning at the wrong end of the scale, and ambitious attempts to institute grammar schools and secondary colleges had preceded any efforts towards the education of the mass of the people. Governor Simcoe, eager to extend to his Loyalist settlers the advantages that their forefathers had enjoyed in Massachusetts or Connecticut, planned the institution of a university at York, with grammar schools at Cornwall, Kingston, Newark and Sandwich, a proposal which failed of adoption. A little later, however, (1807) grammar schools were instituted in each of the eight districts of the province. These were supplemented by private schools, such as those of Dr. Strachan and Dr. Baldwin mentioned above. But to the generality of the people these advanced schools were of no utility, and the settlers were forced to rely on their own efforts and on spontaneous coöperation for the teaching of their children.

Not until 1816 was the attempt made to organize by an Act of the legislature a system of elementary schools. Under this Act the people of any locality might organize themselves for the building and maintenance of a school, for whose management they elected three of their number as trustees. A general grant of funds was made by the legislature in aid of schools thus organized, while in every district a board of education appointed by the lieutenant-governor exercised a general supervision over the trustees of each school. This statute had been supplemented by further legislation in the same direction, providing for the institution of a provincial board and for district examination of teachers. The intention of these statutes had THE SCHOOL ACT OF 1841 been better than their operation. Neither attendance at schools nor local taxation in support of them had been made compulsory, and a large majority of the children of the province were still without adequate education. Day, the solicitor-general of Lower Canada, in introducing the measure, stated that not more than one child out of eighteen was in attendance at the existing elementary schools to whose support the government contributed. In Lower Canada the condition of things was still less advanced. There existed as yet “no legal establishment, no provision of the law by which the people could obtain access to education.” Such schools as existed were private establishments founded and supported in great measure by the Church. The secondary colleges of this kind were sufficiently numerous and efficient, but of elementary schools, especially in the rural parts of the country, there was a sad lack.

The present law provided an annual grant of two hundred thousand dollars for primary schools, — eighty thousand for Upper Canada, one hundred and twenty thousand for the Lower Province. It enacted that the district council in each district should act as a board of education, distributing the annual government grant, assessing on the inhabitants of the different school districts the sums necessary for the erection of new schools. Within each of these school areas a board of commissioners was to be elected who should act as the trustees of the school, appointing the teacher and regulating the course of study. A fee of one shilling and three pence per month was to be exacted for each child in attendance, save in cases of extreme poverty. The principal objections raised to the bill as first drafted turned on the question of religious instruction. A great number of petitions were presented to the assembly praying that the Bible should be adopted as a book of instruction in the elementary school curriculum. To meet the views of the petitioners a separate school clause was added to the Act, whereby inhabitants possessing a religious faith different from that of the majority, might establish and maintain a school of their own and receive a proportion of the government grant.

In spite of the success of their practical policy, the session was not destined to end in unqualified victory for the administration. On September 3rd, 1841, Baldwin presented to the assembly a series of resolutions affirming the principle of responsible government. The government succeeded in voting down the resolutions in the form in which they were presented, but only at the price of substituting for them a set of resolutions almost equivalent. These resolutions, drafted by Sydenham and moved by Harrison, are known in Canadian history as the Sydenham-Harrison resolutions. Their ambiguity served the moment, but, as will appear THE SEPTEMBER RESOLUTIONS later, they created trouble for future governors. They read as follows:

1. “That the most important, as well as most undoubted, of the political rights of the people of this province is that of having a provincial parliament for the protection of their liberties, for the exercise of a constitutional influence over the executive departments of their government, and for legislation upon all matters of internal government.”

2. “That the head of the executive government of the province being, within the limits of his government, the representative of the sovereign, is responsible to the imperial authority alone; but that, nevertheless, the management of our local affairs can only be conducted by him, by and with the assistance, counsel and information of subordinate officers in the province.”

3. “That in order to preserve between the different branches of the provincial parliament that harmony which is essential to the peace, welfare and good government of the province, the chief advisers of the representative of the sovereign, constituting a provincial administration under him, ought to be men possessed of the confidence of the representatives of the people, thus affording a guarantee that the well-understood wishes and interests of the people, which our gracious sovereign has declared shall be the rule of the provincial government, will, on all occasions, be faithfully represented and advocated.”

4. “That the people of this province, have, moreover, a right to expect from such provincial administration the exertion of their best endeavours that the imperial authority, within its constitutional limits, shall be exercised in the manner most consistent with their wishes and interests.”

It would be difficult to say just what would have DEATH OF SYDENHAM been the immediate result of these resolutions had the energetic and purposeful governor remained at the head of Canadian affairs. But his melancholy and untimely death, just as the session came to a close, gave a new turn to the current of history and rendered it possible for those who had opposed his administration to put into operation the principles of government whose validity he had conceded. A fall from his horse (September 4th, 1841) resulted in injuries which proved too much for his constitution, already enfeebled by the severity of his labours, to withstand. He lingered for a fortnight, his mind still busied with public cares, worn out with insomnia and racked with unceasing suffering. On the seventeenth of the month, while the governor-general was hovering between life and death, the parliament was prorogued in his name by the officer commanding the forces at Kingston. On Sunday, September 19th, Lord Sydenham breathed his last. His memory has been variously judged.

Of Sydenham’s zeal, energy and personal integrity there has never been any question. Of his political achievement opinions differ between extremes. The truth is that Sydenham was not a political theorist and had nothing in him of the doctrinaire. He combined in his person the offices of governor-general and prime minister perhaps under instructions, perhaps obeying personal feelings, but certainly because it was the business-like thing to do in a world of warring theories, undigested principles, and constitutional inexperience. His previous parliamentary training and ministerial experiences and his knowledge of men convinced him that what the province needed was not principles of government but a strong dose of practical realism. He gave his legislature the lead by keeping it busy on beneficial affairs and holding it as aloof as possible from abstract discussions. He appealed beyond its halls to the average citizen who wanted peace and prosperity — among these average citizens and not among the assembly men he sought “the well understood wishes and interests of the people.” For theory — he was the servant of the Crown. For daily life — he was the business-director of a people who had every reason to wish for stable and wise government. The main thing was his success.

It is doubtless true that he treated the French with contempt, was arbitrary in doctoring the electoral constituencies and that Bagot’s severe criticism is fully justified. The best judgment, however, that can be made of his services is that he did a work by nature transitory. It was a mundane work, with no pomp of brilliant achievement, no glory of political ventures, but it was a necessary work, and Sydenham did it well. He died perhaps opportunely for his reputation. It is practically SYDENHAM’S ACHIEVEMENT certain that he could not have held the House together for another session, and that the French would not lie longer quiet under political neglect. On the other hand, it is not idle to speculate what he would have done had he lived. Possibly, had the tide of Reform risen strongly against him, he might have been content to say that he had done his best for a recalcitrant people and have asked for his recall. More probably he would have shewn himself as practical in meeting such a new situation as his previous political and business experience had taught him to do in the past, and would have met the growth of political consciousness with shrewd common-sense. Had he lived it is not unreasonable to believe that to him and not to Elgin might have fallen the lot of establishing securely responsible cabinet government.
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Baldwin’s resolution had ended . . . “legislation upon all matters which do not, on the grounds of absolute necessity, constitutionally belong to the jurisdiction of the imperial parliament as the paramount authority of the empire.”





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Baldwin’s resolution had read . . . “is not constitutionally responsible to any other than the authorities of the empire.” The meaning is that the governor is properly to be considered dissociated from the party government of the province.





	
 


	
Baldwin’s resolution read: “That in order to preserve that harmony between the different branches of the provincial parliament which is essential to the happy conduct of public affairs, the principal of such subordinate officers, advisers of the representative of the sovereign, and constitutions as such the provincial administration under him, as the head of the provincial government, ought always to be men possessed of the public confidence, whose opinions and policy harmonizing with those of the representatives of the people, would afford a guarantee that the well-understood wishes and interests of the people, which our gracious sovereign has declared shall be the rule of the provincial government, will at all times be faithfully represented to the head of that government and through him to the sovereign and imperial parliament.”






 



	
 


	
Baldwin’s resolution was a much more direct affirmation of principle. It read: “That as it is practically always optional with such advisers to continue in or retire from office, at pleasure, this House has the constitutional right of holding such advisers politically responsible for every act of the provincial government of a local character, sanctioned by such government while such advisers continue in office.”
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CHAPTER V. FIRST LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN MINISTRY
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SIR CHARLES BAGOT and his successor, Sir Charles (afterwards Lord) Metcalfe are usually studied in contrasts. There is much to encourage this point of view. Bagot was an old-world, cultured tory, a Georgian figure. When he came to take part in affairs, he drifted almost naturally into diplomacy, and he might have drifted into practical obscurity had not he been sent to Canada, where in one crowded year, he achieved a permanent place in the history of the empire. He was the intimate friend of Thomas Grenville, who sent him congratulations on his appointment and the “cordial regrets of an old man losing one of his most intimate friends;” of Lord Clarendon, who promised him fame in Canada and interested Lord John Russell on his behalf; of Sir George Murray, who knew the Canadas and recommended to him “the French Canadians as the most anti-Yankee and also the most monarchical portion of the province;” and of the Marquis of Wellesley, who foretold his advantageous colonial policy. His dispatches form perhaps the most human set of documents in Canadian history. They are full of playfulness and wit, they are enlivened with jeux d’esprit, and they display the charm of a letter-writer who belonged to a period and to a social circle when even diplomatic correspondence was a literary art. The perfect man of the world moves through them allowing the glimmer of a charming personality to peep out here and there. They display a growing confidence, a gradually developing grasp of a situation, an increasing logical conviction, and a continuous sincerity of purpose which lend them almost the vitality and romantic interest of a novel, with a group of character studies worked up to a central and dramatic situation which gradually recedes before Bagot’s lonely vigil with death. Were he to be estimated from these dispatches alone, he would appear as the self-restrained, even-tempered associate of Canning, with plenty of adaptability and possessing a reserve of determined courage, which he held in check until he had explored with tact every loop-hole of an easier way, and affairs demanded boldness rather than the risk of a compromise. With all his delicate touch, with all his cultured ease, Bagot was no weak figurehead. He had once been candid to a czar of Russia and he had once taught the Prince of Orange and the court of the Netherlands lessons in the manners of diplomacy.

Sir Charles Metcalfe was an Anglo-Indian who had spent his life in the east and had administered the government of Jamaica. He described himself as against the corn laws and religious intolerance, and in favour of vote by ballot, extension of the SIR CHARLES METCALFE suffrage, improvement of the poor law and equality of civil rights, but “totally disqualified to be a demagogue.” He was trained from his youth up in the devious ways of devious governments and he had had experience with a popular assembly. He had unbounded love for the empire, for British institutions, and for law. He was a man of the highest virtue and the greatest public spirit. He was one of the most successful governors of his day, who had devoted himself to the service of the crown in creating and working out administrative systems. He lacked, however, Bagot’s elasticity of mind, and that calm confidence in necessary change which comes from varied contact with keen and studious minds. His dispatches stand in violent contrast with those of his predecessor. They are ponderous and stately, severely honest and wilfully wooden. For Metcalfe could not dream, if he would, of letting fancy or wit slip into an affair of state, or of allowing a human glow to touch the stern dignity of the queen’s representative. There is no glad love for duty, no graceful yielding. They toe a line. They follow a course. They stand four-square. Metcalfe did not know the meaning of taking risks. The queen and empire made demands. They were his superiors, and it was not for him to temper the wind of commands to any shorn Canadian lamb. If he were as liberal as he professed to be, his liberalism was nullified by a rigidity of mind which had been cultivated and perfected in the unchanging east. He was a public servant who carried out the letter of his orders in unquestioning obedience. The régime of Bagot and of Metcalfe in Canada naturally reflected these different personalities.

On the other hand, it is possible to drive the contrast too far, for both contributed by different ways to the solution of a political problem. Both were sent to govern Canada in the terms of Lord John Russell’s dispatches. Their faces were directed to the future. They were to maintain the union, to hold themselves free from any party connections and to govern the country according to the well-understood wishes and interests of the people. Bagot began his administration in all seriousness and practically in detachment — his suspicions of Baldwin and the Colonial Office’s warning against the French, he held in reserve. The union he would maintain, party he would abjure; the third command presented difficulties. He saw only one conclusion, government by an executive which was trusted by the majority in the assembly. Metcalfe too would maintain the union and abjure party. The third command was not difficult, for the Colonial Office would inform him at any time who “the people” were. He soon learned that they were not the majority and he acted accordingly. BAGOT AND METCALFE In refusing, however, to accept the majority, and in following the Colonial Office’s definition, he finally endangered the union which he had sworn to maintain, and became a party leader which he had declared was anathema to him.

Bagot and Metcalfe can, from this point of view, be studied together. Both started from the Russell-Sydenham pact of 1839. Bagot saw that in order to interpret his government in terms of the union and of the governor’s disinterested impartiality, he must accept the logic of the Harrison-Sydenham resolutions of 1841 and follow it in order to save the new constitution and the administrator’s new rôle. He could not find the wishes of the people either in space or in a vague general will. He could not seek them in the “family compact” rump or in the Colonial Office. He could not turn back the clock. He could not divert the stream of development. He found the answer to the “responsible government cry” in the affirmative of responsible government itself. Metcalfe started from the same points and found a similar answer by negative means. Trained in India, he was a man under authority. If the British government said that the clock must go back, that the stream must flow another way, Metcalfe bowed the head. To the Colonial Office all things were possible and even expedient, and he was prepared at all costs not merely to obey orders, but to obey any method of carrying them out. Bagot saw things in terms of an honest mind working with elastic adaptability and the power of balancing choices which the spirit of his instructions would bear. Metcalfe’s mind was equally honest, but working in terms of an experience where the succession of time did not count, and where the diverting of streams was a regular occurrence. If the Colonial Office said “this is the way, walk in it,” he did so. They had used “union” and “party” and “people;” it was their duty to define and he would follow. In the issue, he proved Bagot’s conclusions. By accepting the Colonial Office’s definition of “people” he nearly wrecked the union, and by heading the “people” he became in spite of himself a party leader. His experience met that of Bagot in the practical matter of fact mind with which Lord Elgin finally solved the question.

Bagot’s instructions were issued by Lord Stanley on October 8th, 1841. Stanley was nothing if not brilliant, but his brilliancy was often of such a nature as to obscure any other light on a subject. He was a moderate conservative, who could not believe that there were real parties in Canada — nothing but parish politics and disloyal factions. If anyone was to have power he preferred that it should be the old reactionary group headed by Sir Allan Napier MacNab. He did not want political power to pass into the hands of any one section in the province, and he impressed this wish on Bagot. But as difficulties gathered and he found that VIEWING THE SITUATION comprehension did not work, he pointed out to the governor a line of action: “A stream you will have to pull against, do not doubt it; but having done your best to neutralize opposition by the nature of your measures, if the stream be still against you, bend your back to your oar like a man, and, above all, take none into your crew who will not bend their backs too, and who, instead of pulling with you, will either be cutting (sic) crabs, or backing water when they are most wanted for ‘hard all.’ MacNab is to dine with me on Thursday. . . . I think he is well disposed and reasonable . . . but, although I am far from wishing to reestablish the old ‘family compact’ of Upper Canada, if you come into difficulties that is the class of men to fall back upon, rather than the ultra-Liberal party; at least, unless I am much mistaken, they are both the soundest and carry with them the greatest individual and moral influence.”

Stanley, however, was forced to recognize Sydenham’s work — indeed he recognized it to such an extent as to use at times his words and ideas — and his instructions were drawn up in the light of “a great experiment actually in progress.” The momentous nature of his work was pointed out to Bagot and he was promised by express command of the Queen every assistance from the Imperial Cabinet, and “the most favourable construction” on any course which his judgment directed him to pursue. The general policy was outlined in the following terms: “You cannot too early and too distinctly give it to be understood that you enter the province with the determination to know no distinction of national origin or religious creed; to consult in your legislative capacity, and so far as may be consistent with your duty to your sovereign and your responsibility to her constitutional advisers, the wishes of the mass of the community; and, in your executive capacity, to administer the laws firmly, moderately, and impartially. You will invite to aid you in your labours for the welfare of the province all classes of the inhabitants; you will consider it your bounden duty to be accessible to the representations and prepared to listen to the complaints, or the statements of the views of all, and the only passports to your favour will be, loyalty to the Queen, attachment to British connection, and an efficient and faithful discharge of public duty.” This policy was avowedly that of Lord Sydenham. So strongly was Stanley impressed with the necessity of following it out that he borrowed words used by Sydenham at Halifax in 1840: “It must be your policy to withdraw the legislature and the population generally from the discussion of abstract and theoretical questions, by which the government of Canada in former times has been too often and too seriously embarrassed, to the calm and dispassionate consideration of practical measures.” Bagot was to attempt to THE SYDENHAM EXPERIMENT carry the assembly with him by continuing the benevolent paternalism of his predecessor and “responsible government” was to be shelved as a dangerous theory by an appeal to material interests.

Bagot was not long in the province before he found out that excellent as his instructions were in spirit, there were serious difficulties before him. Sydenham had as it were trained a team, which were going out to test themselves, and it was of the utmost importance if they could be taught to play to the whistle. The trainer had done his work, but he had not tested his men. Bagot realized, after a few weeks in consultation with his executive council, that Sydenham could never have hoped to control the assembly in a new session. Draper and Harrison informed him that they did not expect that the government would win on a vote of confidence. The Sydenham experiment was on the verge of failure. The moderate men were powerless against an “unnatural alliance” between the family compact and the French. The exclusion of the French Canadians at once impressed Bagot as a political volcano. “The narrowness of the foundations” on which the government was based constituted a grave error in tactics and had resulted in the most unlikely political combinations to defeat or to obstruct the administration. In actual life it had produced chaos. Acting under the direction of John Neilson, “the bitterest opponent of the union,” the local government of the lower province was at a standstill. The French Canadians refused to put in motion the municipal machinery and assumed an attitude of “passive resistance,” intending to hurt the central authority through a breakdown in local affairs. Bagot anticipated that a discussion of the civil list would take place in the assembly; and he had little hope of carrying out the imperial instructions. He found that Sydenham had entered into a personal quarrel with the French Canadians as a race and that, in spite of hopes to the contrary, he inherited it. They stood aloof in sulky antipathy.

Bagot tried hard to arrive at any course of action which was free from misinterpretation: “I have discovered,” he wrote, “that the pomps and circumstances attendant upon the great station of top-sawyer in these woods scarcely compensates for the constant effort to keep oneself upright and steady on the log.” He decided against an immediate summoning of the legislature. His executive warned him that he had not “sufficient materials to occupy their time and attention through the sessions,” and that thus the assembly would be left “to create business for themselves by the discussion of abstract and inconvenient questions, such as non-confidence in ministers,” which they might “possibly carry at this particular moment.” THE FRENCH CANADIANS He considered that the legislative council needed widening and that the judicial system of Lower Canada must be placed on a more secure footing. After long correspondence with the colonial office, in which Stanley canvassed the names from every angle of loyalty and safeness, Bagot succeeded in appointing several French Canadians to the higher judicial places. In his efforts to make his councils more comprehensive, he included Francis Hincks, a reformer and a financier of first-class ability. He failed to secure a strong member of the family compact in J. S. Cartwright. Cartwright saw the necessity even of giving weight to the French Canadians, but he refused to sit on any executive which included such a pronounced liberal as Hincks. Bagot, however, continued to hope that he could treat his advent as a new starting place, “a new chapter in the history,” by “doing away with all the old party divisions.” In spite of Stanley’s warning that his blendings of “white” toryism and “black” radicalism might not produce “a good grey,” he considered that the effort might be justified, even if it succeeded merely in taking away grounds of complaint. It was soon evident that these methods had failed to win over the French Canadians or to break the solidity of their opposition. Every French Canadian who accepted an appointment of any nature became immediately “le vendu,” and “le vendu” he remained. He immediately lost his influence over his compatriots. An individual was gained, not a race. The problem had passed beyond Sydenham’s formula and Bagot began to seek the intimate advice of Draper, a moderate conservative, and Harrison, a moderate reformer. With the advice which he received from them the plot thickened to its dramatic dénouement, and the dispatches from July to September 1842 became pregnant with momentous movements.

A dispassionate view of the situation disclosed to Bagot the fact that the government would go down to almost certain defeat without the French-Canadian vote, which undoubtedly possessed the political power. The executive was opposed to the representatives of the people and could command no confidence. The Sydenham-Harrison resolutions left no course open to them but to resign. The governor-general could then adopt one of two courses. He could dissolve the assembly and appeal to the people, with the certainty of having the vote of no confidence carried by the electorate. He could send for Baldwin and LaFontaine. Harrison advised the latter course immediately. It was the only wise solution. Draper was equally certain that the government must be reconstructed and that “public business could only be carried on through the French party.” A single appointment would avail nothing, the trial must be made of appealing to the leaders: “One thing I do not doubt at all, and that is that with the present THE CRUX OF THE SITUATION House of Assembly you cannot get on without the French, while it is necessary for me at the same time to declare frankly that I cannot sit at the council board with Mr. Baldwin. My resignation will be immediate on my becoming aware of his appointment.” Bagot hesitated. For nearly a fortnight he worked at the situation. He knew defeat for the government was practically inevitable. He had “no fear of admitting the French as a party into a share of the government” as far as regards any hostility to the union. He believed their admission “to a share in the government, to which, after all, they were, theoretically at least, justily entitled,” would result in lifting their theories and discontents out of discussion. Baldwin was the crux. Bagot was prepared to take “any hazards rather than see him again introduced into the council.” He had betrayed Sydenham and his inclusion would dissolve the ministry as then constituted. To make the plunge would call forth united opposition in England, would give the lie to Durham’s advice on the French-Canadian problem, and would provide an immediate censure of Sydenham’s régime. No illusions, however, remained: “The moment has come when this question must be determined one way or the other, and this government be carried on either in professed exclusion and defiance of the Canadians of French origin, or by their admission to such a share in it as they may be contented to receive, and the mother country may deem it safe and reasonable to give them. . . . It is impossible to disguise from oneself that the French members of the assembly possess the power of the country, and whoever directs that power by the most efficient means of controlling it is in a situation to govern the province most effectually.” Bagot had not, he confessed, the political courage to decide and he asked for a “simple ‘yea’ or ‘nay’ ” from the imperial cabinet. A small majority might possibly be secured and he proposed to follow Sydenham’s methods and open the session with a speech suggesting popular methods, perhaps an amnesty.

In England, Stanley was under no wise guidance in Canadian affairs. MacNab was telling him “that the loyal party in Canada . . . felt that an unprincipled departure from the conservative policy had placed the country in the most imminent peril.” They had been “insulted, degraded, many of them ruined” from the encouragement given by the administration to men “whose whole career had been unmitigated hostility to the crown, government, and institutions.” The associates of rebels “sat at the governor’s table,” and “the ‘compact party,’ which took arms to suppress the rebellion,” had been disappointed in their loyal hopes. The news from Canada did not thus fall on very well prepared ground, and Bagot’s dispatches drove the Colonial Office into frenzied panic. Stanley sent them at once to Sir Robert Peel, and informed THE FRENCH PARTY him that if Bagot could not command a majority “the union was a failure and the Canadas were gone.” He hoped the governor would multiply “vendus” and disintegrate the French party, rather than dream of attempting to govern with traitors. Peel pleaded lack of intimate knowledge, but on general principles he advised to accept defeat and not to dissolve the legislature. Bagot could nurse the good sense and justice of the province, if the French party in case of extremes were called to power but wished to dictate terms. He appealed to the skill of George III and of Louis-Philippe in managing legislatures, and pointed out how “firmness, moderation, and dignified long-suffering” would help the perplexed and sorely tried governor in “combating a majority in a popular assembly.” Peel’s lack of knowledge was self-evident. Stanley went over the lists of the assembly with Murdoch, whom Bagot had inherited from Sydenham as civil secretary, and he thought he could just see a majority. Eight or ten seemed to be “waiters on Providence or rather on patronage.” The deduction ought to be self-evident. To call in the French could only be a last, final resort and ought not to be done “until it is manifest to this country and manifest to the conservatives and supporters of British influence in Canada generally, that you cannot carry on the government without the French party, and that you can carry it on through and by them. Do not mistake me. When I say the French party, I mean that party conducted by its present leaders and headed by men more or less implicated in the late rebellion. You may ultimately be forced to take these men; but do not take them till the world shall see that you are so forced and my hope and belief is that the necessity will never arise.” Multiply “vendus.” It may not conciliate the party, it may ruin the men, but “the example will be found catching.” The amnesty would be “a difficult card to play.”

Stanley’s dispatch was not received till September 21st. Meanwhile Bagot summoned the legislature on the 8th, and delivered a practical speech in which he alluded to the better relations with the United States under the recently concluded Ashburton Treaty and to the possibility of a reform of the Canadian tariffs. He had decided to meet the legislature with his composite council. The challenge to his courage was not long in coming. On the first day, John Neilson, “that lover of all mischief for its own sake,” moved for copies of any imperial dispatches relating to “an indemnity and general pardon.” Early in the afternoon of the 13th, Bagot wrote to Stanley hoping that he could shelve the question by an expression of good-will. Before night-fall, the circumstances for justification before the world had arisen, a working majority could not be secured. The day closed in dramatic episodes. Bagot communicated with BAGOT AND LAFONTAINE LaFontaine and made him large offers, which he hesitated to accept. The governor hesitated to advance. In the tense crisis, the executive council sent a unanimous communication stating that unless negotiations with the French Canadians were successful the government could not be carried on, and that in accordance with the Sydenham-Harrison resolutions they must resign. Bagot at once sat down and wrote, with the advice of his executive, to LaFontaine offering him four seats in the Cabinet and the Clerkship of the council. LaFontaine was asked to become attorney-general for Lower Canada with a seat in the executive council. His suggestions were invited in filling the office of solicitor-general for the same province. A French Canadian was to become commissioner for crown-lands with a seat in the council, and the post of confidential clerk was to be offered to a French Canadian. Baldwin’s name inevitably entered into the communications, and Bagot expressed his willingness to avail himself of his services. The surrender meant Draper’s resignation and the necessity of getting rid of Charles Richard Ogden, the attorney-general, and John Davidson, the crown-lands’ commissioner. Bagot felt compelled to lay down a condition that the two last should be provided with pensions. Meanwhile the “high conservative party” headed by the “intriguing, slippery unprincipled man,” MacNab, “had made overtures to the French Canadians and the extreme opponents of the government and were prepared to combine with them in order to overthrow the executive council, heedless of the inconsistency of such a course.” LaFontaine still held out, and a vote of “direct expression of want of confidence was moved.” Bagot decided on a bold move. He authorized Draper to read to the house his written proposals to LaFontaine: “The effect was instantaneous. The negotiation was renewed the next morning, the point at issue was compromised, and the arrangement completed.” The pensions were to be left an open question, and in addition to previous offers, Baldwin was to come in as one of the law officers for Upper Canada, sacrificing the present holder of the office. Accordingly, Ogden, Davidson, and Sherwood were firmly but courteously removed. Bagot’s letters to them practically amounted to peremptory commands, and the thin veneer of praise and regret could not hide the hard bargain which had been driven.

A motion confirming the new executive in the confidence of the assembly was carried with only five dissentients. Bagot summed up the result in A BRILLIANT DISPATCH one of his most brilliant and analytical dispatches: “I have united the voice of seven-eighths of the house of assembly in present support of the government. . . . I have met the wishes of a large majority of the population of Upper Canada and of the British inhabitants of Lower Canada. I have removed the main ground of discontent and distrust among the French-Canadian population. I have satisfied them that the union is capable of being administered for their happiness and advantage and have consequently disarmed their opposition to it. I have excited among them the strongest feeling of gratitude to the provincial government, and if my policy be approved by H. M.’s Government, I shall have removed their chief cause of hostility to British institutions, and have added another security for their devotion to the British crown. . . . The present crisis has offered the occasion; I have seized it.” In calm and dignified reserve he was prepared to receive blame at home, from the partizans of “the exclusive system,” perhaps from the Cabinet. To the latter he trusted himself. He realized the gravity of his action. The welfare of the province was the issue, and he could only ask for “prompt sanction and firm support,” which were essential to the successful working of his policy. If approval were possible, he asked for it in full measure, as it would “cast the veil of oblivion over past disaffection, and remove the brand of rebels from those to whom the Act of Union has given all the powers of representative government.” “I found the union was not completed. Sydenham had effected the fiançailles — the marriage, as he very well knew, must be the work of his successor. Every circumstance appeared to me to combine in suggesting that the moment was favourable for performing that ceremony. Accident forced upon me the necessity of immediate decision, and upon my own responsibility I have decided. If I have judged wrong . . . let me urge upon you the expediency of immediately disavowing it by my public recall. . . . I can say no more. I must, and I am prepared to, stand or fall by the statement of all that has occurred . . . if to fall, to fall without remonstrance, or complaint, and with unfeigned deference to those who in such matters must have more knowledge than I can be supposed to have.” The government was reconstructed on September 26th, with LaFontaine as attorney-general and Thomas Cushing Aylwin as solicitor-general for Canada East, and Baldwin as attorney-general and James E. Small as solicitor-general for Canada West. Within a few days it was in working order and LaFontaine was writing in French to the governor pointing out that John J. Girouard could not accept office as crown land commissioner, and suggesting to him the name of his personal and political friend Auguste Norbert Morin. Bagot replied in French accepting the suggestion. BAGOT CENSURED

In Canada a storm broke over Bagot’s head. He had “handed the British over to the vindictive disposition of the French mob.” He was “a governor without any opinion of his own, ready to veer about at every breath of opposition.” “A radical ministry cannot last long. Loyal men must begin to combine and act: they need not despair: they have God on their side and a fair cause, over which no treachery can finally triumph. . . . It is impossible to approach these subjects without feelings which defy expression.” The papers which had not such an insight into the workings of the divine mind were less dignified. “According to the ‘family compact’ journals,” wrote Bagot, “I am a ‘radical,’ a ‘puppet,’ an ‘old woman,’ an ‘apostate’ and a renegade descendant of old Colonel Bagot who fell at Naseby fighting for his king.” From Lower Canada came the vital insight: “The great principle of responsibility is formally and solemnly recognized by the representative of the crown, and sealed with the approbation of the assembly. From this period dates a revolution effected without blood or slaughter; but none the less glorious.” It was the beginning of a genuine preservation of the “connection between this country and the mother country . . . not a union of parchment, but a union of hearts and of free-born men.”

In England, Stanley continued to hope for the best and promised the imperial support in ease of defeat. When the blow fell he was startled and surprised. He had hoped that the French would never be recognized as a party, and he deplored the circumstance so opposed to the wishes of the cabinet. The advice of the executive in Canada to bring in LaFontaine was “injudicious, and in giving it they went beyond the proper limits of their functions.” They could resign, but to suggest their successors was unconstitutional. Bagot’s procedure was open to grave objections, and to enter into correspondence on terms was impolitic. But Stanley had to face facts. He saw a government working smoothly with the governor and house of assembly and he was forced to write: “Her majesty’s government are prepared to acquiesce in the line of policy which you have taken and to advise the queen to sanction and confirm it. It will be my duty, acting on Her majesty’s behalf, to give to your administration a cordial support and to the measures which it may bring forward the most favourable consideration. . . . I have to express the hope that its formation may have the effect of extinguishing party and national animosities, and of directing the minds of all men in Canada, of whatever origin, to the advancement of the prosperity of their native or adopted country. I cannot but entertain the sanguine hope and belief that, as her majesty cheerfully assents BAGOT’S EXPERIMENT APPROVED in the composition of your executive council to that which appears to be the general wish of the colony, in compliance with those constitutional principles on which the Act of Union was framed, her subjects of all denominations will look upon that Act, as at once the protection and the limit of their rights; and recognize in a strict adherence to its conditions the best security for a due adjustment of the prerogative of the sovereign and the liberties of the people.” This quotation will help to dispel some of the illusions. Whatever the future, the imperial government in its official dispatches gave to Bagot’s experiment full approval after a special meeting of the cabinet. What Stanley most feared was not a situation in Canada, but a situation in England hurtful to his party. Bagot could only be defended, and the government in England with him, on the lines that suspected rebels had compelled their own selection. On the necessity of the case alone would the governor receive public defence. He was promised that it would be cordial and in earnest, but the general policy was outlined in unmistakable terms. Impressions in Canada might matter, but “impressions at home” and the “possible effect on other countries” were serious and vital considerations. To recall Bagot would only make a checkmate certain for his successor in trying, as ex hypothesi he must, to retrace the steps which had been taken.

“We do not disapprove your policy, we are prepared to support it, and defend you for having pursued it. Only we must rest your defence on the impossibility of your carrying on the government without having recourse to the men whom you have called to your councils. . . . The present seems to me a favourable time for impressing on your government, as a body, the propriety and the necessity of adopting the Act of Union as a whole, and of declaring their intention to stand by its provisions, including the civil list and every other debatable question — to take it in short as a fait accompli, which in the main has secured to them good government and the power of self-government.” Self-government they assumed it to be, and Bagot confessed that it was virtually responsible government. Bagot’s ministry as finally constituted was as follows: — 

L. H. LaFontaine, attorney-general for Lower Canada; Robert Baldwin, attorney-general for Upper Canada; R. B. Sullivan, president of the council; J. H. Dunn, receiver-general; Dominick Daly, provincial secretary for Lower Canada; S. B. Harrison, provincial secretary for Upper Canada; H. H. Killaly, president of the department of public works; F. Hincks, inspector-general of public accounts; T. C. Aylwin, Solictor-general for Lower Canada; J. E. Small, Solicitor-general for Upper Canada; A. N. Morin, commissioner of Crown lands. The last named office had been declined by Mr. Girouard, whose name had been mentioned DEFEAT OF BALDWIN IN HASTINGS in Sir Charles Bagot’s letter, and was at LaFontaine’s suggestion conferred upon Morin, his most intimate friend and political associate.

The incoming ministers, in accordance with parliamentary practice, now resigned their seats and submitted themselves to their constituents for re-election. The election of LaFontaine in what the Tories called his “rotten borough” of the fourth riding of York, was an easy matter. Baldwin, on the other hand, encountered a stubborn opposition. The following newspaper extracts (both taken, it need hardly be said, from journals opposed to the new ministry) may give some idea of the elections of the period and the virulence of the party politics of the day.

“The Hastings election commenced on Monday. At half past ten the speeches began and lasted till three. Although Mr. Baldwin came in with a large procession and Mr. Murney had none, yet the latter was listened to with extreme attention, and spoke admirably. Mr. Baldwin could not be heard half the time, there was incessant talking while he spoke. At five o’clock on Tuesday evening the poll stood thus: — Murney, 130; Baldwin, 124. The poll does not close till Saturday night. Let every loyal man consider that on his single vote the election may depend, and let him immediately hasten and record it for Murney.

“The fourth riding election commenced on Monday. William Roe, Esq., a popular and loyal man, resident at Newmarket, opposes Mr. LaFontaine. The poll is held at David-town (fit place!). By the last accounts the votes stood thus: — LaFontaine, 191; Roe, 71. Mr. Roe was recovering his lost ground and will fight manfully to the last. Every out-voter should repair to his aid. Saturday will not be too late.”

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

“The Hastings election has terminated in favour of Mr. Murney. The numbers at the last were: — Murney, 482; Baldwin, 433. A number of shanty-men having no votes were hired by Mr. Baldwin’s party to create a disturbance. They did so, and ill-treated Mr. Murney’s supporters. The latter, however, rallied and drove their dastardly assailants from the field. Two companies of the 23rd Regiment were sent from Kingston to keep the peace, and polling was most unjustly discontinued for one day. The returning officer, Mr. Sheriff Moodie, is described to us, on good authority, as having entirely identified himself with the Baldwin party. He has made such a return as will prevent Mr. Murney from taking his seat, and no doubt the tyrannical and anti-British majority in the House will sustain him in any injustice, especially if it be exceedingly glaring.”

A less prejudiced journal gives the following more impartial account of the same proceedings:— “On DEFEAT OF BALDWIN IN YORK Wednesday, (October 5th), it appears that bodies of voters, armed with bludgeons, swords, and firearms, generally consisting of men who had not votes but attached to opposite parties, alternately succeeded in driving the voters of Mr. Baldwin and Mr. Murney from the polls. . . . One man had his arm nearly cut off by a stroke of a sword, and two others are not expected to live from the blows they have received. All the persons injured whom we have mentioned were supporters of Mr. Baldwin, but we understand that the riotous proceedings were about as great on the one side as the other.”

Baldwin was of course compelled to seek another constituency. The election in the second riding of York had been declared void and Baldwin was put up as a candidate by well-intentioned friends, in despite of the fact that he had already arranged to offer himself to a Lower Canadian constituency. The upshot was that Baldwin, who made no canvass of the York electors, was again beaten. But his allies in French Canada were now only too anxious to shew their sympathy. It will be remembered that Baldwin had been elected for two constituencies in 1841 — Hastings and the fourth riding of York. He had accepted the former seat and thus York was without a representative. He proposed to his constituents there that they should cement the Anglo-French Reform alliance by electing LaFontaine as their representative. The proposal was accepted and LaFontaine was returned in September 1841 by a large majority. For the debt of gratitude incurred, an obvious means of repayment suggested itself. Several French-Canadian members offered to make way for the associate of their leader. Baldwin accepted the offer of Mr. Borne, the member for Rimouski, for which constituency he was finally elected (January 30th, 1843), but not until after the session had closed.

The incoming of the first LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry as thus constituted, offers an epoch-making date in the constitutional history of Canada. It may with reason be considered the first Canadian cabinet, in which the principle of colonial self-government was embodied. This is not to say that it marks the establishment of responsible government in Canada, for to assign a date to that might be a matter of some controversy. Durham had recommended responsible government; Russell in his celebrated despatch had indicated, somewhat vaguely, perhaps, the sanction of the home government to its adoption: Sydenham had evaded, if not denied, it. Even after this date, as will appear in the sequel, Metcalfe refused to accept it as the fundamental principle of Canadian government. Not until the coming of THE NEW MINISTRY Lord Elgin can it be said that responsible government was recognized on both sides of the Atlantic as a permanent and essential part of the administration of the province. But it remains true that in this LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry we find for the first time a cabinet deliberately constituted as the delegates of the representatives of the people, and taking office under a governor willing to accept their advice as his constitutional guide in the government of the country.

The distinct advance that was thus made in the political evolution of the British colonial system becomes more apparent upon a nearer view of the attendant circumstances of the hour. At the present day the people of Britain and the British Dominions have become so accustomed to the peaceful operation of cabinet government that they are inclined to take it for granted as an altogether normal phenomenon, the possibility and the utility of which are self-evident. It is no longer realized that responsible government, like the wider principle of government by majority rule, rests after all upon convention. Unless and until the minority of a country are willing to acquiesce in the control of the majority, the whole system of vote counting and legislation based on it is impossible. In a community where the voters defeated at the polls resort to violence and rebellion, majority rule loses its political significance, for this significance lies in the fact that it has become a general political habit of the community to accept the decision of the majority of themselves. On this presumed consensus, this general agreement to submit if voted down, rests the fabric of modern democratic government. The same is true, also, of the particular form of democratic rule known as cabinet or responsible government: it presupposes that the beaten party recognize the political right of their conquerors to take office; that they will not consider that the whole system of government has broken down merely because they have been voted out of power; nor meditate a resort to violent measures, as if the political victory of their opponents had dissolved the general bonds of allegiance. So much has this party acquiescence become in our day the traditional political habit, that in British, self-governing countries His Majesty’s ministers and His Majesty’s Opposition circulate in and out of office with decorous alternation, each side recognizing in the other an institution necessary to its own existence. But at the period of which we speak the case was different. To the thorough-going Tories the admission to office of LaFontaine, Baldwin and their adherents seemed a political crime. Loyalty raised its hands in pious horror at the sight of a ministry whom it persisted in associating with the lost cause of rebellion and sedition, and one of whose two leaders was under the permanent stigma attaching to an alien name and descent. Even the traditional lip ATTACKS ON BAGOT service due to colonial governors was forgotten, and the Tory press openly denounced Bagot as a feeble-minded man led astray by a clique of seditious and irresponsible advisers.

The journals of the autumn of 1842 are filled with denunciations of the new government. “If the events of the past few weeks,” wrote the Montreal Gazette, “are to be taken as a presage of the future — and who doubts it? — Lower Canada is no longer a place of sojourn for British colonists. A change has come over the spirit of our dream in the last few weeks, so sudden, so passing strange, that we have been scarcely able to comprehend its nature and extent. By degrees, however, the appalling truth develops itself. Every post from Kingston confirms the fact that the British party has been deliberately handed over to the vindictive disposition of a French mob, whose first efforts are directed towards the abrogation of those laws which protect property and promote improvement. Every step in the way of legislation since the 8th ultimate, has been a step backward, and the heel falls each time, with insulting ingenuity, on the necks of the British. ‘Coming events cast their shadows before.’ They are cast broadly and ominously, almost assuming in our sad and most reluctant eyes, the mysterious characters of sacred writ —— Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin.”

The Montreal Transcript was even more outspoken in its denunciation. “To a governor without any opinion of his own and ready to veer about at every breath of opposition, no worse field could have been presented than Canada. Were His Excellency only resolute, the presence of three or four men in his cabinet could not avail to render him powerless and passive. But from the moment that the patronage of the Crown was surrendered, in such an unexampled manner, to such men — from the moment a seat in the cabinet was offered and pressed upon a man who had fought in open rebellion and faced the fire of British musketry in a mad attempt to carry out his hostility to the government that then was — from that moment the governor placed himself with his hands tied in the power of his new advisers.” Another leading Conservative paper did not scruple to say that the “composition of the present cabinet is the germ of colonial separation from the mother country.”

One can understand how great must have been the difficulties of Bagot’s situation. It was not possible for him merely to fold his hands and to announce himself, with general approval, as the long-desired constitutional governor. If he attempted actually to govern, the Reformers would be up in arms; if he left the government to his ministers, he must face the outcry of the Tory faction. The ideal of one party was the abomination of the other. The French press was of course loud FRENCH AND ENGLISH in its praise of the new policy. “To-day,” said La Minerve, in speaking of the formation of the ministry, “commences a new era, and one which will be signalized by the administration of equal justice towards all our fellow-citizens and the return of popular confidence in the government.” “The great principle of responsibility,” said the same journal, “is thus formally and solemnly recognized by the representative of the Crown, and sealed with the approbation of the assembly. From this epoch dates a revolution, effected without blood or slaughter, but none the less glorious.” But the more the French press praised Bagot’s action, the more did the “loyal” newspapers denounce it, subjecting the governor to personal criticism and abuse entirely out of keeping with the system he laboured to introduce. “To hear the stupid Aurore and the venomous Minerve lauding a British governor,” declared the Toronto Patriot, “is surely proof plain that he is not what he might be; that he is a changed man and not worthy of the cordial sympathy of the Conservative and loyal press of Canada.” It is small wonder that Bagot’s health began to suffer severely from the anxiety and distress of mind occasioned by these malignant attacks upon his character.

A proper appreciation of the state of public feeling evidenced by such extracts renders clear the great significance of the LaFontaine-Baldwin alliance in the history of Canada. Its importance is of a double character. It afforded, in the first place an object lesson in the principle of responsible government; for it showed in actual operation a group of ministers united in policy, backed by an overwhelming majority in the popular branch of the legislature, and receiving the constitutional approval of the governor, of whom they were the advisers. Henceforth responsible government, the “one idea” of Robert Baldwin, was no longer merely an “idea;” it was a known and tried system whose actual operation had proved its possibility. Its trial, indeed, in the present case was but brief, yet brief as it was, it remained as an ensample for future effort. But the new government had a further significance. It indicated the only possible policy by which the racial problem in the political life of Canada could find an adequate solution. To the old-time Tory the absorption, suppression, or at any rate the subordination of French Canada seemed the natural, one might say the truly British and loyal, method of governing the united country. From now on a new path of national development is indicated in the alliance and coöperation of the two races, each contributing its distinctive share to the political life of the country, and each finding in the other a healthful stimulus and support. This is the principle, entirely contrary to the doctrines of the older school, first introduced by the alliance of Baldwin and LaFontaine, which has since governed the destinies of Canada. On the NEW ELECTION LAW validity of this principle the future of the country has been staked.

If we pass from the general consideration of the ministry before us to the legislative history of its first session, there is but little to record. The session was but of a month’s duration (September 8th to October 12th, 1842), the new ministers during the first part of it were still seeking reëlection, and time was lacking for a wide programme of reform. Such measures as were carried, however, indicated clearly the policy which it proposed to follow: to conciliate the people of French Canada by removing some of the more burdensome restrictions imposed by the special council and to make at least a beginning of a programme of reform, was the cardinal aim of the government. The first law placed upon the statute-book for the session — the law in regard to elections — evinced this latter purpose. The elections of the day were notoriously corrupt. Fraud and violence had been the rule rather than the exception. Under the existing system there was but a single polling place for each constituency, an arrangement which favoured riotous proceedings and the assemblage of tumultuous crowds. The new election law provided that there should be a separate polling place in each township or ward of every constituency, and that each elector should vote at the polling place of the district where his property was situated. Electors might be put on oath as to whether they had already voted. The polls were to stay open only two days. An oath in denial of bribery could be imposed on any voter, if it were demanded by two electors. Firearms and other weapons might be confiscated by the returning officer, under penalty, in case of resistance, of fine and imprisonment. Under similar penalties it was forbidden to make use of ensigns, standards or flags, “as party flags,” to distinguish the supporters of a particular candidate, either on election day or for a fortnight before or after; a similar prohibition was laid down against “ribbons,” “labels” and “favours” used as party badges. These last clauses offered an easy mark for the raillery of the Conservative press, and offered a favourable opportunity for wilful misinterpretation by pressing into service the never-failing Union Jack and British loyalty. The Patriot of Toronto speaks as follows of the tyranny of the election law: — 

“This law also prohibits, under penalties of fines of fifty pounds, and imprisonment for six months, or both, the exhibiting of any ensign, standard, colour, flag, ribbon, label or favour, whatever, or for any reason whatsoever, at any election or on any election day, or within a fortnight before or after such a day ! ! ! So that any body of honest electors who for a fortnight before or after an election (being a period of one month), shall dare to hoist the Union Jack of Old England, or wear a IMPORTANT STATUTES green or blue ribbon in the button-hole, shall be fined fifty pounds or imprisoned six months, or both, under Mr. Baldwin’s election bill. We defy the whole world to match this bill for grinding and insupportable tyranny. Verily, Messrs. LaFontaine and Baldwin, ye use your victory over the poor, loyal serfs of Canada with most honourable moderation! How long this Algerine Act will be allowed to pollute our statute-book remains yet to be seen.”

Another statute of the session undertook to remedy the injustice done by Lord Sydenham towards the city constituencies of Montreal and Quebec. He had used the power conferred upon him under the Act of Union to reconstruct these constituencies by separating the cities from the suburbs; under the present statute the “ancient boundaries and limits” of the cities were restored. A further reversal of Lord Sydenham’s policy was seen in the repeal of a series of ordinances by which the special council had undertaken to alter the system of law courts in Lower Canada. Sydenham’s Act in reference to winter roads in Lower Canada, a needlessly officious piece of legislation, was also partially repealed. A special duty of three shillings a quarter was imposed upon wheat from the United States; a loan of one million, five hundred thousand pounds sterling was authorized, and the sum of eighty-three thousand, three hundred and six pounds was voted for the civil list. A resolution was, moreover, passed by a large majority of the assembly (forty against twenty) declaring that Kingston was not suitable to be the seat of government. The session came to an end on October 12th, 1842. A useful beginning had been made but no legislation of a sweeping character had been passed. The adversaries of the government did not hesitate to taunt the ministry with having promised much and done little. “After all the rumpus about responsible government,” said the Woodstock Herald, “the session is over, and we are all just as we were — waiting for something, we scarcely know what. But we all know that the parliament has shown itself nothing but a debating club.”

At the time of their first ministry both LaFontaine and Baldwin may be said to have been entering upon the prime of life. Baldwin was thirty-eight years old, LaFontaine only thirty-four. In personal appearance they presented in many ways a contrast. LaFontaine was a man of striking presence, of more than ordinary stature, and robust PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS and powerful frame. His massive brow and regular features, the thoughtful cast of his countenance and the firm lines of the mouth, offered an almost exact resemblance to the face of the Emperor Napoleon. On his visiting the Invalides in Paris, LaFontaine was surrounded by the veterans of Napoleon’s guard, who are said to have thrilled with emotion at seeing among them the walking image of their dead emperor. When Lady Mary Bagot, who remembered the emperor, saw LaFontaine for the first time she could not repress an exclamation of astonishment. “If I was not certain that he is dead,” she cried, “I should say it was Napoleon.” The habitual gravity of LaFontaine’s manner and the dignity of his address enhanced still further the impression of power conveyed by his firm features and steady eye. His colleague was a man of different type and less striking in general appearance. In stature Baldwin stood rather above the average, being about five feet ten inches in height, though his heavy frame and the slight stoop of his broad shoulders prevented him from appearing a tall man. His eyes were grey and his hair of a dark brown, as yet untinged with grey. The features were lacking in mobility and the habitual expression of his face was that of serious thought, but the extreme kindliness of his heart and the truthfulness of his whole being, coupled with a manner that was unassuming and free from conceit, lent to his address a suggestion of rugged honesty and force and extreme gentleness, that won him the unfailing affection of those about him.
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SIR LOUIS H. LAFONTAINE

From an original engraving in the Public Archives of Canada

As the autumn progressed, disquieting rumours began to prevail in regard to the state of the governor-general’s health. It is a strange thing that thrice running the destinies of Canada should have been profoundly affected by the premature death of those sent out to administer its government. “Canada has been too much for him,” John Stuart Mill had said of Lord Durham. With equal truth might it be said that Canada had proved too much for Sir Charles Bagot. The governor had come to the country in excellent health. The firm and vigorous tone in which he had read his first and only speech from the throne had been the subject of general remark, and had seemed to indicate that Bagot was destined for a vigorous old age. But the cares of office weighed heavily upon him. He had not anticipated that his policy of good-will and conciliation would have exposed him to the bitter attacks of the discomfited Tories; still less had he expected that his conduct would have received only a formal approval from the imperial authorities. His dispatches home disclose that the symptoms of heart trouble and general decline which now began to appear were aggravated by his experiences. The brutality of his critics and a rather melancholy fear that he had failed, colour all his final correspondence.

The autumn months of 1842 must indeed have CONSTITUTIONAL SOCIETIES been full of bitterness to Bagot. The opposition to his administration had assumed a personal note, for which the rectitude of his intentions gave no warrant. Organizations called Constitutional Societies, in remembrance of Tory loyalty before the rebellion, had sprung into new life. The parent society at Toronto was reproduced in organizations in the country districts. The “anti-British policy of Sir Charles Bagot” was denounced in the plainest terms. His ministry was openly branded as a ministry of traitors and rebels. The influence of Edward Gibbon Wakefield and other private advisers was made a salient point of attack, and the governor was represented as surrounded by a group of counsellors, “the Hinckses, the Wakefields and the Girouards, remarkable for nothing but bitter hatred to monarchical and loyal institutions.” The press of the mother country joined in the outcry. The Times undertook to demonstrate the folly of admitting to the ministry a man like LaFontaine, “who,” it asserted, “had had a price set upon his head.” The Morning Herald went still further; it declared the whole system of representative institutions in Lower Canada a mistake. That province, it said, needed “despotic government, — strong, just and good — administered by a governor-general responsible to parliament.” “If Sir Charles Bagot be right,” it argued, “then Lord Gosford and Sir Francis Head must have been wrong,” which evidently was absurd.

The closing months were full of pain and hope. Bagot suffered from a long illness, heroically endured. On the urgent recommendation of his physicians, he forwarded to the home government a request for recall. Sir Charles Metcalfe was selected to succeed as the man “quite prepared to follow out the lines which Bagot had traced and to give full effect to his policy.” When Bagot heard the news he was delighted. “So far as I am concerned,” he wrote, “nothing could be so satisfactory to me as the appointment of Sir Charles Metcalfe, often have I lain upon my bed considering whom I should most desire to have as my successor and to play out my hand here, and Metcalfe has invariably presented himself to me.” Almost Bagot’s last official words were: “Sir Charles Metcalfe is the unicus homo for the post.” He did not live to see the fateful destiny that lay before his successor. He died at Alwington House, Kingston, May 19th, 1843, a few weeks after Metcalfe assumed office.

The closing scene fitfully concluded the life of one of the greatest colonial statesmen. There was widespread sympathy for him in his suffering. “Among the Lower Canadians it exhibited itself DEATH OF BAGOT in a mode that never before greeted a governor in the province — in masses and public prayers.” His last letter was a message to his executive council: “My reputation is in your hands, I know that you will protect it — I am too exhausted to say more.” Baldwin and LaFontaine were to prove worthy executors, and, indeed, the prayer for his reputation was not wholly unnecessary even in the presence of death.

“Even when Sir Charles Bagot breathed his last,” says a chronicler of the time, himself a Tory and a disappointed place-hunter, “such was the exasperation of the public mind, that they (sic) scarcely accorded to him the common sentiments of regret which the departure of a human being from among his fellow-men occasions. . . . The Toronto Patriot in particular, the deadly and uncompromising enemy of the administration of the day, hesitated not to proclaim that the head of the government was an imbecile and a slave, while other journals, even less guarded in their language, boldly pronounced a wish that his death might free the country from the state of thraldom into which it was reduced.” Every good cause has its martyrs. The governor-general had played his part honestly and without self-interest, and when the list of those is written who have up-built the fabric of British colonial government, the name of Bagot should find an honoured place among their number.

 



	
 


	
Metcalfe to R. D. Mangles, January 13th, 1843: J. W. Kaye, Life and Correspondence of Charles, Lord Metcalfe, vol. ii, p ff. (2 vols. London, 1854).





	
 


	
Bagot to Stanley, February 23rd, 1842, Bagot Correspondence, M. 162, .


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
During all this time that stormy petrel, Edward Gibbon Wakefield, was in Canada, and in very confidential relations with the Governor; so much so that the outraged Tories openly accused him of being the power behind the throne in all these stirring affairs. Two very excellently written articles in Queen’s Quarterly, for October, 1924, and January, 1925, by Ursilla N. Macdonnell, investigate the question thoroughly, and leave little doubt of the potency of Wakefield’s influence.





	
 


	
Church Extra, September 17th, 1842, Robinson MSS [A], E. 24, 23 (22) (Ontario Archives).






 



	
 


	
Baldwin’s defence of his position in the House of Assembly, Chronicle and Gazette (Kingston), September 17th, 1842.





	
 


	
The Prince Edward Gazette, quoted by Dent, The Last Forty Years, vol. i. .


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
“Canadian” in this sense refers to the two provinces then known as Canada. A responsible ministry had already been seen in Nova Scotia. See in this connection, Hon. J. W. Longley, Joseph Howe (Makers of Canada Series), Chapters iii, iv.





	
 


	
The reference is to Girouard who is said to have fought at St. Eustache.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
(Province of Canada), 6 Vict., c. 1.





	
 


	
Toronto Patriot, October, 1842


	



	
	
	
	




 



	
 


	
6 Vict. c. 16.
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Letters patent March 4th, 1841


	



	
 


	
By a statute 6 Vict., c. 13, the ordinances were 3 and 4 Vict., c. 45: 4 Vict. c. 15 and 4 Vict. 19.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
The clause repealed had enacted that horses when driven double must be driven abreast. This was intended to improve the sleighing.





	
 


	
Organized October 28th, 1842, or, as it was called, “reorganized,” (from the Society of 1832).






 



	
 


	
October 23rd, 1842.


	



	
 


	
Stanley to Bagot, February 3rd, 1843, Bagot Correspondence M. 165, .





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Rawson (Bagot’s civil secretary) to Arthur Blackwood (of the Colonial office), December 27th, 1842, C.O. 42 vol. 495.





	
 


	
Major Richardson, Eight Years in Canada, . Chapters xiv. and xv. of Richardson’s work may be consulted for characteristic abuse of Sir Charles Bagot.






 


CHAPTER VI. THE COMING OF METCALFE
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ON MARCH 29TH, 1843, the little town of Kingston was once more astir with expectancy and interest over the arrival of a new governor-general. Sir Charles Metcalfe had sailed from Liverpool to Boston, and thence had journeyed overland to Kingston, the country being in that inclement season “one mass of snow.” His journey terminated in a drive across the frozen lake and river, and a state entry, with no little pageantry, into his colonial capital. “He came,” said a Kingston correspondent of the time, “from the American side, in a close-bodied sleigh drawn by four greys. He was received on arriving at the foot of Arthur Street by an immense concourse of people. The male population of the place turned out en masse to greet Sir Charles, which they did with great enthusiasm. The various branches of the fire department, the Mechanics’ Institution and the national societies, turned out with their banners, which, with many sleighs decorated with flags, made quite a show. Sir Charles Metcalfe is a thorough-looking Englishman, with a jolly visage.”

In the drama of responsible government in Canada, it was the unfortunate lot of this “thorough-looking Englishman with a jolly visage,” to be cast for the part of villain. His attempt to strangle the infant Hercules in its cradle, to reassert the claim of the governor to the actual control of the administration, forms the most important and critical episode of the story before us and merits a treatment in some detail. Such a treatment may, perhaps, be best introduced by a discussion of the personality and personal opinions of the new governor, and in particular of his opinions on the vexed question of colonial administration. The word “villain” that has just been used, must be understood in a highly figurative sense. Metcalfe was a man of many admirers. Gibbon Wakefield has pronounced him a statesman “whom God made greater than the colonial office.” Macaulay indicates for him a perhaps even higher range of distinction in calling him, “the ablest civil servant I ever knew in India.” His enthusiastic biographer tells us that on his retiring from his administration of Jamaica, the “coloured population kneeled to bless him,” while “all classes of society and all sects of Christians sorrowed for his departure, and the Jews set an example of Christian love by praying for him in their synagogues.” In face of such a METCALFE’S OPINIONS record it seems almost a pity that Sir Charles should have abandoned the coloured populations of Jamaica and Hyderabad to assume the care of the uncoloured people of Canada. That Metcalfe was an upright, honourable man, disinterested in his motives and conscientious in the performance of what he took to be his duty, is hardly open to doubt. But it may well be doubted whether the antecedent training that he had received had not unfitted, rather than fitted, him for the position he was now called upon to assume.

On the other hand, Metcalfe’s claims that the governor had power to govern and could exercise it if he wished, that executive government depended not on public sanction but on his private favour, have so overshadowed Metcalfe’s history that the man has been obscured. It is well to recall that he never descended to vulgar abuse and that there is not a sharp or malignant word in all his recorded writings. His political troubles never hardened his kindly generous heart. It was an excellent object lesson for friend and foe to come into contact with a man who never allowed his official life to warp the private social amenities. In the darkest days, when even the pernicious disease from which he suffered aroused hopes for his quick removal by death or by resignation, he bore himself with calmness and courtesy and continued his wide and generous charity. In the coldness of historical analyses, these aspects of Metcalfe’s character need not be overlooked.

In the British system a great gulf is fixed between the administration of a dependency and the governorship of a self-governing colony. Of the greatness of this gulf Metcalfe appears to have had no proper appreciation, and he was, in consequence, unable to rid his mind of the supposed parallel between the different parts of the empire in which he had been called upon to act as governor. In a letter which he addressed to Colonel Stokes, one of his Indian correspondents, during his troubles in Canada, he undertakes to make his difficulties with the Canadian legislature apparent by the following interesting analogy: “Fancy such a state of things in India, with a Mohammedan council and a Mohammedan assembly, and you will have some notion of my position.” In view of the very limited number of Mohammedans in the Canadian assembly, it is to be presumed that the notion thus communicated would be a somewhat artificial one.

Sir Charles Metcalfe, at the time of his coming to Canada, was fifty-eight years old. For some time previous he had been suffering from a dangerous and painful malady — a cancerous growth in the left cheek — which had occasioned his retirement from his previous position. An operation performed in England had seemed to remove all danger of a fatal termination of the disorder, and Sir Charles, in coming to Canada, hoped that he had at last recovered from his long affliction.

METCALFE’S LIBERALISM What may seem strange in connection with Metcalfe’s régime in Canada, and his attitude towards Canadian political parties, was that he was not, as far as British politics were concerned, a Tory or a friend of the royal prerogative. He was, on the contrary, to use the words of his biographer, “a Whig and something more than a Whig.” The same authority has further described him as “a statesman known to be saturated through and through with Liberal opinions.” Metcalfe himself, in a letter written shortly before his appointment, spoke of his own opinions and his political position in the following terms: “In the present predominance of Toryism among the constituencies, there is no chance for a man who is for the abolition of the Corn Laws, vote by ballot, extension of the suffrage, amelioration of the Poor Laws for the benefit of the poor, equal rights to all sects of Christians in matters of religion, and equal rights to all men in civil matters.”

On the strength of such a declaration it might have been supposed that Metcalfe would have gravitated naturally towards the Reform party of Canada, at the basis of whose programme civil and religious equality and the doctrine of equal rights lay as a corner-stone. But the lamp of Metcalfe’s Liberalism burned dim in the colonial atmosphere. His inclinations were all on the side of the Tory party, whose fervid and ostentatious loyalty offered a cheering contrast to the stiff-necked independence of the Reformers. “It is,” he said, “the only party with which I can sympathize. I have no sympathy with the anti-British rancour of the French party or the selfish indifference towards our country of the Republican party. Yet these are the parties with which I have to coöperate.” The expression, “Republican party,” shows that the incessant accusation of disloyalty brought by the Conservative journalists against their opponents, was not without its effect upon the governor’s mind. By sheer force of iteration the Conservatives had convinced themselves that they were the one and only section of the people truly loyal to the Crown; and since the governor was the immediate and visible representative of the Crown in Canada, there was a natural temptation to construe this attitude into a declaration of personal allegiance.

But although Metcalfe might plead guilty to a spontaneous sympathy with the Tory party he had no intention of identifying or allying himself with any of the rival factions. On the contrary, he cherished, as had his predecessors, the belief that his proper attitude and vocation should be that of the peacemaker, the wise administrator enabled by the altitude of his office to compose the differences that severed his fractious subordinates. “I METCALFE AND HIS COUNCIL dislike extremely” he said, “the notion of governing as a supporter of any particular party. I wish to make the patronage of the government conducive to the conciliation of all parties by bringing into the public service the men of greatest merit and efficiency, without any party distinction. My power of usefulness . . . will be paralysed by my being forced in any degree to act as the supporter of a party.”

The governor seems, however, to have recognized that he could not disregard the fact that the party at present in power had the support of the assembly behind them. “Fettered as I am,” he wrote, “by the necessity of acting with a council brought into place by a coalition of parties, and at present in possession of a decided majority in the representative assembly, I must in some degree forego my own inclinations in those respects.” It was his intention, he told the colonial secretary, to treat the executive council with the confidence and cordiality due to the station which they occupied, but he was prepared to be on his guard against any encroachments. This last phrase touches the root of the matter. Of what nature were the “encroachments” which Metcalfe was determined not to permit? How did he interpret his own position in reference to the executive officers who were his constitutional advisers? What, in other words, was his opinion on the application of responsible government? The answer to this question can best be found by an examination of Metcalfe’s own statements as they appear in his confidential correspondence with the colonial office.

“Lord Durham’s meaning,” he wrote, “seems to have been that the governor should conduct his administration in accordance with public feeling, represented by the popular branch of the legislature, and it is obvious that without such concordance the government could not be successfully administered. There is no evidence in what manner Lord Durham would have carried out the system which he advocated, as it was not brought into effect during his administration. Lord Sydenham arranged the details by which the principle was carried into execution. In forming the executive council he made it a rule that the individuals composing it should be members of the popular branch of the legislature, to which, I believe, there was only one exception: the gentleman appointed to be president being a member of the legislative council. Lord Sydenham had apparently no intention of surrendering the government into the hands of the executive council. On the contrary, he ruled the council, and exercised great personal influence in the election of members to the representative assembly. . . . I am not aware that any great THE POLITICAL SITUATION change took place during that period of the administration of Sir Charles Bagot which preceded the meeting of the legislature, but this event was instantly followed by a full development of the consequences of making the officers of the government virtually dependent for the possession of their places on the pleasure of the representative body. The two extreme parties in Upper Canada most violently opposed to one another, coalesced solely for the purpose of turning out the office-holders, or, as it is now termed, the ministry of that day, with no other bond of union, and with a mutual understanding that having accomplished that purpose, they would take the chance of the consequences, and should be at liberty to follow their respective courses. The French party also took part in this coalition, and from its compactness and internal union, formed its greatest strength. These parties together accomplished their joint purpose. They had expected to do so by a vote of the assembly, but in that were anticipated by the governor-general, who in apprehension of the threatened vote of want of confidence in members of his council, opened negotiations with the leaders of the French party, and that negotiation terminated in the resignation or removal from the council of those members who belonged to what is called by themselves the Conservative party, and in the introduction of five members of the united French and Reform parties. . . . These events were regarded by all parties in the country as establishing in full force the system of responsible government of which the practical execution had before been incomplete. From that time the tone of the members of the council and the tone of the public voice regarding responsible government has been greatly exalted. The council are now spoken of by themselves and others generally as the ‘ministers,’ the ‘administration,’ the ‘cabinet,’ the ‘government,’ and so forth. Their pretensions are according to this new nomenclature. They regard themselves as a responsible ministry, and expect that the policy and conduct of the governor shall be subservient to their views and party purposes.”

Very similar in tone is a despatch of May 12th, 1843, in which the governor declared that none of his predecessors had really been face to face with the problem of granting or withholding self-government. “Lord Durham,” he said, “had no difficulty in writing at leisure in praise of responsible government. . . . Lord Sydenham put the idea in force without suffering himself to be much restrained by it. . . . Sir Charles Bagot yielded to the coercive effect of Lord Sydenham’s arrangements. Now comes the tug of war, and supposing absolute submission to be out of the question, I cannot say that I see the end of the struggle if the parties alluded to really mean to maintain it.” The part that the new governor intended to play in this impending tug of war is clearly indicated in this BAGOT’S POLICY communication to Lord Stanley. He had no intention of adapting himself to the position of a merely nominal head of the government, controlled by the advice of his ministers.

“I am required,” he wrote, “to give myself up entirely to the council; to submit absolutely to their dictation; to have no judgment of my own; to bestow the patronage of the government exclusively on their partisans; to proscribe their opponents; and to make some public and unequivocal declaration of my adhesion to these conditions — including the complete nullification of Her Majesty’s government — a course which he [Mr. LaFontaine], under self-deception, denominates Sir Charles Bagot’s policy, although it is very certain that Sir Charles Bagot meant no such thing. Failing of submission to these stipulations, I am threatened with the resignation of Mr. LaFontaine for one, and both he and I are fully aware of the serious consequences likely to follow the execution of that menace, from the blindness with which the French-Canadian party follow their leader. . . . The sole question is, to describe it without disguise, whether the governor shall be wholly and completely a tool in the hands of the council, or whether he shall have any exercise of his own judgment in the administration of the government. Such a question has not come forward as a matter of discussion, but there is no doubt the leader of the French party speaks the sentiments of others of his council beside himself. . . . As I cannot possibly adopt them, I must be prepared for the consequences of a rupture with the council, or at least the most influential portion of it. It would be very imprudent on my part to hasten such an event, or to allow it to take place under present circumstances, if it can be avoided — but I must expect it, for I cannot consent to be the tool of a party. . . . Government by a majority is the explanation of responsible government given by the leader in this movement, and government without a majority must be admitted to be ultimately impracticable. But the present question, the one which is coming on for trial in my administration, is not whether the governor shall so conduct his government as to meet the wants and wishes of the people, and obtain their suffrages by promoting their welfare and happiness — nor whether he shall be responsible for his measures to the people, through their representatives — but whether he shall, or shall not, have a voice in his own council. . . . The tendency and object of this movement is to throw off the government of the mother country in internal affairs entirely — but to be maintained and supported at her expense, and to have all the advantages of connection, as long as it may suit the majority of the people of Canada to endure it. This is a very intelligible and very convenient policy for a Canadian aiming at independence, but the part that the representative of CONFLICTING ADDRESSES the mother country is required to perform in it is by no means fascinating.”

The tenor of this correspondence, which belongs to the period between Metcalfe’s assumption of the government and the meeting of the parliament, shows that the difficulties which were presently to culminate in the “Metcalfe Crisis” were already appearing on the horizon. Meantime the new governor was made the recipient of flattering addresses from all parts of the country and from citizens of all shades of opinion. The difficulties of Metcalfe’s position can be better understood when one considers the varied nature of these addresses and the conflicting sentiments expressed. Some were sent up from Reform constituencies whose citizens expressed the wish that he might continue to tread in the path marked out by his predecessor. Others were from “loyal and constitutional societies” whose prayer it was that he might resist the designing encroachments of his anti-British advisers. The people of the township of Pelham, for example, declared that they “had learned with unfeigned sorrow that unusual efforts had been made to weaken His Excellency’s opinion of Messrs. Baldwin and LaFontaine and the other members of his cabinet.” The Constitutional Society of Orillia begged to “state their decided disapproval of the policy pursued by our late governor-general.” “We have not the slightest wish,” they said, “to dictate to your Excellency, but, conscientiously believing that it would tend to the real good, happiness, and prosperity of the country, we in all humility venture to recommend the dismissal of the following members from your councils: The Hon. Messrs. Harrison, LaFontaine, Baldwin, Hincks and Small.” In some cases rival addresses, breathing entirely opposed sentiments were sent up from the same place. It is small wonder that Metcalfe became deeply impressed by the bitterness of party faction existing in Canada.

“The violence of party spirit,” he wrote to Lord Stanley, “forces itself on one’s notice immediately on arrival in the colony; and threatens to be the source of all the difficulties which are likely to impede the successful administration of the government for the welfare and happiness of the country.” In this statement may be found the basis for such defense as can be made for Metcalfe’s conduct in Canada. He was honestly convinced that the antipathy between the rival factions was assuming dangerous proportions, and that it threatened to culminate in a renewal of civil strife. In this position of affairs it seemed to him his duty to alleviate the situation by using such influence and power as he considered to be entrusted lawfully to him, to counteract the intensity of the party struggle. In particular it seemed to him that his THE QUESTION OF PATRONAGE right of making appointments to government offices ought to be exercised with a view to general harmony, and not at the dictates and in the interests of any special political group.

This sentiment is no doubt, as a sentiment, very admirable. But what Metcalfe did not realize was that it was equivalent to saying that he intended to distribute the patronage of the government as he thought advisable, and not as the ministry, representing the voice of a majority of the people, might think advisable. Metcalfe seems to have been aware from the outset that his views on this matter would not be readily endorsed by his ministers. He spoke of the question of the patronage as “the point on which he most proximately expected to incur a difference with them.” Indeed it may be asserted that Metcalfe was convinced that he must, sooner or later, come to open antagonism with his cabinet. As early as June, 1843, he wrote to Stanley: “Although I see no reason now to apprehend an immediate rupture, I am sensible that it may happen at any time. If all [of the ministers] were of the same mind with three or four it would be more certain. But there are moderate men among them, and they are not all united in the same unwarrantable expectations.”

It is not difficult to infer from the tone of Metcalfe’s dispatches that he had but little personal sympathy with the two leaders of his cabinet. In his published papers we have no direct personal estimate of LaFontaine and Baldwin. But the account given by his “official” biographer of the two Canadian statesmen undoubtedly reflects opinion gathered from the governor-general’s correspondence, and is of interest in the present connection. “The two foremost men in the council,” writes Kaye, “[were] Mr. LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin, the attorneys-general for Lower and Upper Canada. The former was a French-Canadian and the leader of his party in the colonial legislature. . . . All his better qualities were natural to him; his worse were the growth of circumstances. Cradled, as he and his people had been, in wrong, smarting for long years under the oppressive exclusiveness of the dominant race, he had become mistrustful and suspicious; and the doubts which were continually floating in his mind had naturally engendered there indecision and infirmity of purpose.” How little real justification there was for this last expression of opinion may be gathered from the comments thereupon published by Francis Hincks in later years. “I can hardly believe that there is a single individual in the ranks of either party,” he says, “who would admit that Kaye was correct in attributing to [Sir] Louis LaFontaine ‘indecision and infirmity of purpose.’ I can declare for my own part that I never met a man less open to such an imputation.” Metcalfe’s biographer saw fit, however, to qualify his strictures DESCRIPTION OF BALDWIN of LaFontaine by stating that he was a “just and honourable man” and that “his motives were above suspicion.”

A still less flattering portrait is drawn by the same author when he goes on to speak of Robert Baldwin. “Baldwin’s father,” says Kaye, “had quarrelled with his party, and, with the characteristic bitterness of a renegade, had brought up his son in extremest hatred of his old associates, and had instilled into him the most liberal (sic) opinions. Robert Baldwin was an apt pupil; and there was much in the circumstances by which he was surrounded, — in the atrocious misgovernment of his country . . . — to rivet him in the extreme opinions he had imbibed in his youth. So he grew up to be an enthusiast, almost a fanatic. He was thoroughly in earnest; thoroughly conscientious, but he was to the last degree uncompromising and intolerant. He seemed to delight in strife. The might of mildness he laughed to scorn. It was said of him that he was not satisfied with a victory unless it was gained by violence — that concessions were valueless to him unless he wrenched them with a strong hand from his opponent. Of an unbounded arrogance and self-conceit, he made no allowances for others, and sought none for himself. There was a sort of sublime egotism about him — a magnificent self-esteem, which caused him to look upon himself as a patriot, whilst he was serving his own ends by the promotion of his ambition, the gratification of his vanity or spite. His strong passions and his uncompromising spirit made him a mischievous party leader and a dangerous opponent. His influence was very great. He was not a mean man: he was above corruption: and there were many who accepted his estimate of himself and believed him to be the only pure patriot in the country. During the illness of Sir Charles Bagot he had usurped the government. The activity of Sir Charles Metcalfe, who did everything for himself, and exerted himself to keep every one in his proper place, was extremely distasteful to him.” It is an old saying that there is no witness whose testimony is so valid as that of an unwilling witness: and it is possible to read between the lines of this biased estimate a truer picture of the man, “In this dark photograph, the impartial eye recognizes the statesman, the patriot, the great party leader, who was not to be turned away by fear or favour from the work before him.”

As early as May, 1843, an important episode took place in reference to the question of appointments, a question destined later to be the cause of THE HIGGINSON INCIDENT the resignation of the ministry. The matter is of special historical significance in that LaFontaine saw fit to draw up a memorandum explaining what had occurred and putting definitely on record the attitude assumed by himself and his colleagues in their interpretation of their relation to the governor-general. The facts in question were as follows. The office of provincial aide-de-camp for Lower Canada had fallen vacant. The post was a sinecure, the salary for which was voted yearly by the assembly. A certain Colonel De Salaberry, a son of the De Salaberry of Châteauguay, came to Kingston to solicit the office. He had an interview with Sir Charles Metcalfe, as a result of which it was reported that he had received the promise of the appointment. The private secretary of the governor-general, a certain Captain Higginson, met LaFontaine at a dinner given by His Excellency in Kingston. Higginson discussed the vacant office with LaFontaine and was informed that, if the post were given to Colonel De Salaberry, the appointment would be viewed with disfavour by the people of Lower Canada. On this Higginson asked the attorney-general if he might, at his convenience, have an opportunity of discussing with him the present political situation. LaFontaine granted this request and Higginson called upon him at his office next day. A conversation of some three hours duration ensued in which the question of the nature and meaning of responsible government was discussed at full length. Captain Higginson declared that he was acting in the matter in a purely personal character and not as the accredited agent of the governor-general. This was probably true in the technical and formal sense, but it cannot be doubted that Higginson was expressing the known sentiments of Sir Charles Metcalfe, and that he duly reported the conversation to the governor, whose subsequent actions were evidently influenced thereby. The substance of the argument may best be given in the words of LaFontaine’s published memorandum.

“Being requested by Captain Higginson to explain to him what was understood by responsible government, the councillor informed him of the opinions which had been so often expressed on this subject as well in the House as elsewhere. He explained to him that the councillors were responsible for all the acts of the government with regard to local matters, that they were so held by members of the legislature, that they could only retain office so long as they possessed the confidence of the representatives of the people, and that whenever this confidence should be withdrawn from them LAFONTAINE AND HIGGINSON they would retire from the administration; that these were the principles recognized by the resolutions of September 3rd, 1841, and that it was on the faith of these principles being carried out that he had accepted office. The question of consultation and non-consultation was brought on the tapis with reference to the exercise of patronage, that is to say, the distribution of places at the disposal of the government. The councillor informed Captain Higginson that the responsibility of the members of the administration, extending to all the acts of the government in local matters, comprehending therein the appointment to offices, consultation in all those cases became necessary, it being afterwards left to the governor to adopt or reject the advice of his councillors; His Excellency not being bound, and it not being possible to bind him, to follow that advice, but, on the contrary, having a right to reject it: but in this latter case, if the members of council did not choose to assume the responsibility of the act that the governor wished to perform, contrary to their advice, they had the means of relieving themselves from it by exercising their power of resigning.” As Captain Higginson appears to have demurred to this interpretation of the meaning of the September resolutions, LaFontaine asked him to state the construction which he himself put upon them. Higginson replied, — and in replying may properly be considered to have expressed the sentiments of Sir Charles Metcalfe, — that although the governor ought to choose his councillors “from among those supposed to have the confidence of the people,” nevertheless “each member of the administration ought to be responsible only for the acts of his own department, and consequently that he ought to have the liberty of voting with or against his colleagues whenever he judged fit; that by this means an administration composed of the principal members of each party might exist advantageously for all parties, and would furnish the governor the means of better understanding the views and opinions of each party, and would not fail, under the auspices of the governor, to lead to the reconciliation of all.” From these views LaFontaine expressed an emphatic and unqualified dissent. “If,” he said, “the opinions [thus] expressed upon the sense of the resolutions of 1841 were those of the governor-general, and if His Excellency was determined to make them the rule for conducting his government, the sooner he made it known to the members of the council the better, in order to avoid all misunderstanding between them.” LaFontaine added that in such a case he himself would feel it his duty to tender his resignation. Since there is undeniable evidence that Higginson related this conversation in full to Sir Charles Metcalfe, it is plain that henceforth the latter was quite aware of the point of view taken by his cabinet, and must have felt that a persistence in the course he contemplated THE THIRD SESSION could not but lead to an open rupture. Indeed It appears to have been very shortly after this incident that he wrote to Lord Stanley that his “attempts to conciliate all parties are criminal in the eyes of the council, or at least of the most formidable member of it.”

As yet, however, the difficulties that were impending between the governor and his ministers were unknown to the country at large. The “want of cordiality and confidence” between Metcalfe and his advisers had indeed become “a matter of public rumour,” but His Excellency had been careful in his answers to the addresses praying for the removal of the ministry to rebuke the spirit of partisan bitterness in which they were couched. The governor was consequently able to summon parliament in the autumn of 1843 with a fair outward show of harmony, and it was not until the close of the year that the smouldering quarrel broke into a flame. Meantime the parliament had passed through a session of great activity and interest, and had undertaken a range of legislation which rapidly developed the extent and meaning of the Reform programme. In this, the third session of the first parliament, which lasted from September 28th until December 9th (1843), the ministry enjoyed in the assembly an overwhelming support. Of the eighty-four members of the House, some sixty figured as the supporters of the government; and even in the legislative council, the appointment of Dr. Baldwin, the father of the attorney-general, Æmilius Irving and others, lent support to the government. Mr. Draper, on the other hand, now elevated to a seat in the legislative council, embarked on a determined and persistent opposition to the measures of the administration. Six new members had been elected during the recess to fill vacancies in the assembly. Prominent among these was Edward Gibbon Wakefield, elected for Beauharnois, notable presently as one of the defenders of Sir Charles Metcalfe. Wakefield had already attained a certain notoriety in England for his views on the “art of colonization,” and for the theories of land settlement which he had endeavoured to put into practise in Australia and New Zealand. He had already spent some time in Canada with Lord Durham in an unofficial capacity, and had had some share in the preparation of the report. He had returned to Canada in 1841, and as has been already noted, had been on intimate terms with Bagot and his ministry. He was anxious, according to Hincks, to press a certain land scheme of his invention on the government, and it was their refusal to meet his views which led him presently to oppose their policy and to become the confidential adviser and the apologist of Sir Charles Metcalfe. A SPIRITED OPPOSITION

Hopelessly outvoted as they were in the Lower House, the Tories and other opponents of the government nevertheless maintained a spirited opposition. Sir Allan MacNab and his adherents persisted at every available opportunity in raising the racial question, in reviving uncomfortable recollections of 1837, and in assuming a tone of direct personal attack, the impotence of which against the solid majority of the government lent it an added venom. The government in its turn was well represented in debate. Baldwin, LaFontaine and Hincks were all members of the assembly; being now united in policy, the combined power of their leadership and the ardour which they put into their legislative duties, easily held their followers together and enabled them to enjoy a continued and unwavering support. A sort of natural division of labour had been instituted among them. The larger measures of the Reform programme were introduced by Baldwin: LaFontaine was especially concerned with the alterations to be effected in the judicial system of Lower Canada and cognate matters, while Hincks assumed the care of fiscal and commercial legislation.

A contemporary account of Francis Hincks during the session of 1843, gives a vivid idea of the legislature of the day and the prominent part played in its deliberations by the inspector-general. “He [Mr. Hincks] had a portable desk beside him and a heap of papers. He was as busy as a nailer, writing, reading, marking down pages, whispering to the men on the front seat, sending a slip of paper to this one and that one, a hint to the member speaking; there was no mistaking that man. Presently he stood up and started off full drive, — half a dozen voices cry out, ‘Hear, hear!’ ‘No! No!’ He picks up a slip of paper and the whole House is silent. The figures come tumbling out like potatoes from a basket. He snatches up a journal or some other document, and having established his position he, goes ahead again. The inspector-general, Mr. Hincks, is decidedly the man of that House. When one has observed with what attention he is listened to by every member, when we look up to the reporters, who are, during half the time when the other speakers are up, looking on wearily, now all hard at their tasks, catching every word they can lay hold of, it is not difficult to guess how it has happened that Francis Hincks has been one of the best abused men that ever lived in Canada. No wonder the old Compact hated him: they foresaw in him a sad enemy to vermin. He is a real CITY OF MONTREAL terrier. He speaks much too rapidly; and in consequence runs into a very disagreeable sort of stammering. His manner of reading off statistical quotations is peculiarly censurable. It is impossible for reporters to take down the figures correctly, and the honourable gentleman should reflect of what great importance it is to himself and the ministry that all such matter be correctly reported.”

The measures of the session included altogether sixty-four statutes assented to by the governor, with nine other bills reserved for the royal assent, of which four subsequently became law. Of these, many were of an entirely subordinate character and need no mention, but the more important measures require some notice. Among the matters to which the attention of the House was early directed was the question of the seat of government. Lord Sydenham’s selection of Kingston had given dissatisfaction in both sections of the province, and many representations had been forwarded to the home government requesting that some other capital might be selected. Montreal, Quebec and Toronto all aspired to the coveted honour. Even Bytown, as the present city of Ottawa was then called, was favoured by some persons, owing to its inland situation and its immunity from frontier attack. But in point of wealth, importance and natural situation, Montreal seemed obviously destined to be the capital of Canada. It was at this time a city of over forty thousand inhabitants. Its position at the head of ocean navigation rendered it, as now, the commercial emporium of the country, and the narrow streets near the water front, — St. Paul and Notre Dame, then the principal mercantile streets of the town, — were crowded during the season of navigation with the rush of its seagoing commerce. The extreme beauty of the situation of the city, its historical associations, and its manifest commercial greatness of the future, ought to have placed the superiority of its claims beyond a question. But the racial antagonism, which was the dominant feature of the politics of the hour, rendered the question one of British interest as opposed to French. Montreal was indeed by no means an entirely French city. It numbered several thousand British inhabitants, had two daily newspapers published in English and had in it (to quote the words of Dr. Taché in the assembly) more “real English, more out and out John Bulls, than either Kingston or Toronto.”

But the Conservatives of Upper Canada persisted in identifying Montreal with the Lower Canadian province. “It is not,” said the New York Albion in an editorial article, “a mere matter of holding parliamentary sessions in this place or in that, that is involved; it is a matter that carries with it the great question of English or French supremacy for the future.” Legally speaking the SEAT OF GOVERNMENT CHANGED matter lay with the imperial government (acting through the governor-general) but a representation was made to Sir Charles Metcalfe and communicated by him to the Canadian parliament to the effect that “Her Majesty’s government decline to come to a determination in favour of any place as the future seat of government, without the advice of the provincial legislature.” It was, however, made a proviso that the choice must be between Kingston and Montreal; Quebec and Toronto “being alike too remote from the centre of the province.” In accordance with this message a resolution was introduced by Robert Baldwin, and seconded by LaFontaine (November 2nd, 1843), advising the Crown to remove the seat of government to Montreal. The members of the administration (with the exception of Mr. Harrison, the member for Kingston, who now resigned his post as provincial secretary) were entirely in favour of the measure. Sir Charles Metcalfe himself supported it. But the Tories persisted in regarding it as a betrayal of Upper Canada. In the legislative council Mr. Draper had already succeeded in passing resolutions condemning the proposed change, on the ground that the retention of the capital in Upper Canada was a virtual condition of the union of the two provinces. Sir Allan MacNab took even higher ground: he regarded the journey to and from Kingston and the sojourn in the British atmosphere of Upper Canada as a necessary training for the French-Canadian deputies, whereby they might acquire, by infection as it were, something of the spirit of the British constitution.

In despite of the Conservative opposition, the resolution favouring the transfer of the government was carried in the assembly by a vote of fifty-one to twenty-seven (November 3rd, 1843). In the legislative council the presence of the newly-appointed members enabled the same resolution to be adopted. An attempt was made by the Tories to refuse to consider the question, on the ground that Mr. Draper’s recent resolution had already dealt with it. This contention was rejected by the Speaker, who insisted that the resolution must be duly voted on; whereupon an indignant councillor, Mr. Morris, said he “must protest in the most solemn manner against this proceeding, took his hat, made his bow to the Speaker and left the chamber followed by twelve other members of the council for Upper Canada.”

A measure of the session, the work of LaFontaine, for which the Reform party are entitled to great credit, was the Act for securing the independence of the legislative assembly. The aim of this THE JUDICIAL SYSTEM statute was to consolidate the system of cabinet government by removing placemen from the assembly. It enacted that after the end of the present parliament a large number of office-holders should be disqualified for election. The list included judges, officers of the courts, registrars, customs officers, public accountants and many other minor officials. The holders of the ministerial offices were of course outside of the scope of the statute, which thus aimed to place the relation of the legislature to the holding of office on the same footing as in the mother country. The reasonableness of this measure was admitted even by opponents of the government, but the question of its constitutionality having been raised in the legislative council, it was reserved by the governor for the assent of the Crown. This assent was duly granted.

The reorganization of the judicial system of Lower Canada with a view to render the administration of justice more easy and less expensive was carried forward by LaFontaine in a series of five statutes. The district and division courts that had been established under Mr. Draper’s government (September 18th, 1841) were abolished in favour of a simpler system of circuit courts: a new court of appeal was organized and provision made for the summary trial of small causes.

Among the bills laid before parliament, in whose preparation Baldwin was chiefly concerned, a prominent place should be given to the bill for the discouragement of secret societies. During the summer and autumn of 1843 the province of Upper Canada had been the scene of deplorable and riotous strife between the rival factions into which the Irish settlers of the colony were divided. With the large immigration from the British Isles during the preceding years, a great number of Irish had come into the country. Unfortunately these had seen fit to carry with them into Canada the unhappy quarrels of their native country, and nowhere was the strife of Orangemen and Repealers, Protestants and Catholics, more ardent than in the little Canadian capital. The events of the year 1843, during which all Ireland was in a frenzy of excitement over O’Connell’s agitation for repeal, naturally precipitated a similar agitation in Canada. Here the situation was further aggravated by the fact that the two parties of Irishmen were in a sort of natural alliance with the rival political factions of Canada. The Orangemen, with their ostentatious attachment to the British Crown, found allies in the Tories, while their Catholic opponents had much in common with their co-religionists of French Canada. Orange lodges had sprung into being throughout Upper Canada: ORANGE DISTURBANCES “Hibernian societies” of Irish Catholics flaunted in defiance the colours and insignia of their associations.

In such a state of affairs, collisions between the rival parties were inevitable. At Kingston, on the anniversary of the battle of the Boyne, serious troubles occurred; several persons were wounded, and one killed; the troops had to be called out to maintain order. On a later occasion the streets were placarded with bills announcing rival assemblages, one in aid of the cause of repeal, the other for preventing the repeal meeting, “peaceably if we can, forcibly if we must.” The unofficial action of the governor and the cabinet prevented the holding of the meetings.

Sir Charles Metcalfe was obviously alarmed at the prospect of a general conflagration. Rumours had reached him that the Irish of New York were busily engaged at drill under French officers, and that an invasion of Canada was to be attempted. “It is supposed,” he wrote to Stanley, “that if any collision were to occur in Ireland between the government and the disaffected, it would be followed by the pouring of myriads of Roman Catholic Irish into Canada from the United States.” It is just possible that this apprehension caused the governor to look more than ever towards the Tories as an ultimate support. At any rate he sent for the Grand Master of the Grand Orange Lodge of Canada, O. R. Gowan, to ask him to use his influence against public demonstrations. After the interview Gowan wrote a mysterious letter to his partner in which he said “don’t be surprised if Baldwin, Hincks and Harrison should walk.” Gowan added, that he had given his views to the governor maturely and in writing. It is impossible to explain the episode. Metcalfe was hardly likely wilfully to allow such a discussion — of which indeed his ministers knew nothing as Gowan’s letter was not published till the following year.

The conversation may have drifted. Metcalfe’s fears of “myriads of Roman Catholic Irish from the States,” possibly momentarily robbed him of his customary respect for his office and of that sense of dignity which normally would not have allowed the interview to go beyond the limits of its specific purpose — the reduction of racial and religious friction. Meantime, however, the tumults of the rival Irish factions continued unabated. At Toronto, for example, during the time when legislation in regard to secret societies was being discussed, an Orange mob gathered in the streets one November night, having amongst them a cart with a gibbet and effigies of Baldwin and Hincks placarded with the word “Traitors,” which effigies SECRET SOCIETIES BILL were burnt during a scene of great confusion before the residence of Dr. Baldwin.

It was in order to discourage, as far as possible, the manifestations of the Irish societies that Baldwin introduced (October 9th, 1843) his bill in regard to secret societies. The provisions of the bill declared all societies (with the exception of the Freemasons) to be illegal if their members were bound together by secret oaths and signs: members of such societies were to be incapable of holding office or of serving on juries: all persons holding public office were to be called upon to declare that they belonged to no such societies: innkeepers who permitted society meetings on their premises were to lose their licenses. Drastic as this measure appears, it must be borne in mind that the secret societies bill was introduced as a government measure with the knowledge and consent of Sir Charles Metcalfe. It passed the House by a large majority, fifty-five votes being cast in favour of it and only thirteen against it. Nevertheless, Sir Charles saw fit to reserve it for the royal sanction, which in the sequel was refused. It is true that the legislature had already adopted a law of a more general nature in regard to demonstrations tending to disturb the public peace, and that this additional legislation was viewed by many as special legislation against a particular class. But the ministry, as will be seen later, considered that, under the circumstances, Metcalfe had gone beyond his constitutional functions in withholding his assent.

Two Acts of the session which elicited a general approval were Hincks’s measures for the protection of agriculture against the competition of the United States. The latter country had recently adopted a high tariff system whereby the Canadians found themselves excluded from the American market. The present statute did not profess to institute a definite and permanent policy of protection, but claimed to remedy the unequal conditions imposed on the farming population under the existing customs system, which put duties on merchandise but allowed foreign agricultural produce and live stock to come in free. Under these Acts a duty of £l 10s. was to be paid on imported horses, £l on cattle; and on all grains other than wheat, duties of from two to three shillings per quarter.

In order to remedy the defective operation of the existing school law two new statutes were adopted. Fifty thousand pounds a year were now to be given by the government to elementary schools. The difficulties which had arisen under Mr. Draper’s Act in regard to the apportionment of the government grant were to be obviated by a THE UNIVERSITY QUESTION division of the money between Upper and Lower Canada in the ratio of twenty to thirty thousand pounds until a census should be taken, after which the division was to be according to population. In the second of the school Acts (which dealt only with Upper Canada) it was provided that the government grant should be distributed among the localities according to population; that the townships (or towns or cities as the case might be) should levy on their inhabitants a sum at least equal to, but not more than double, the government grant. Fees were still to be charged for instruction in the common schools, but a clause of the Act (section 49) enabled the council of any town or city to establish free schools by by-law. The Act continued to recognize the system of separate schools, which might be established either by Protestants or Roman Catholics on the application of ten or more freeholders or householders.

The school law was mainly in amplification and in extension of the existing system. A measure in regard to education of a much more distinctive character, and which evoked a furious opposition both within and without the House, was Robert Baldwin’s University of Toronto bill. Although this measure was not finally adopted, the university question remained for years in the forefront of the political issues of the day, until the matter was finally set at rest by the statute enacted under the second LaFontaine-Baldwin administration.

As the name Robert Baldwin will always be associated with the successful removal of all denominational character from the University of Toronto, some explanation of the question at issue is here in place. The present University of Toronto originated in an antecedent institution called King’s College. The first impetus towards the creation of this college had been given by Governor Simcoe, who called the attention of the imperial government to the wisdom of making provision for a provincial university and to the possibility of effecting this by an appropriation of Crown lands. In 1797 the two Houses of the legislature of Upper Canada petitioned the Crown to make an appropriation of a certain portion of the waste lands of the colony as a fund for the establishment and support of a respectable grammar school in each district of the province, and also of a college or university. In 1799 the land grant was made. It consisted of five hundred and fifty thousand, two hundred and seventy-four acres of land. Beyond this nothing was done for many years. Meantime a certain part of the land was set KING’S COLLEGE aside for special educational objects; one hundred and ninety thousand, five hundred and seventy-three acres were appropriated in 1823 for district grammar schools, and in 1831, sixty-two thousand, nine hundred and ninety-six acres were given to Upper Canada College. At length in 1827 a royal charter was issued for a university to be known as the University of King’s College. Under this document the conduct of the university and of its teaching was vested in a corporation consisting of the chancellor, the president and the professors. Certain clauses of the charter gave to King’s College a denominational character: the bishop of the diocese was to be, ex officio, its visitor, and the archdeacon of York (at that time Dr. John Strachan) its ex officio president: the university was to have a faculty of divinity, all students in which must subscribe to the Thirty-nine Articles of the Church of England: the same test was prescribed for all members of the university council.

The issue of this charter had occasioned a violent agitation. Vigorous protest was raised against the peculiar privileges thus extended to the Church of England. The opposition to the charter prevented any further action being taken towards the actual establishment of the college. Finally, in 1837, a statute was passed by the legislature of Upper Canada which revised the terms of the royal charter. It provided that the judges of the court of king’s bench should be the visitors of the college, that the president need not be the incumbent of any particular ecclesiastical office, that no religious tests should be required of students, and that no professor, nor member of the council, need be a member of the Church of England. The statute still left the faculty of divinity as a part of the university, and left it necessary for every professor and member of the council to subscribe to a belief in the Trinity and in the divine inspiration of the Scripture. Even after the charter had been thus modified, a further delay was occasioned by the rebellion of 1837, and it was not until 1842 that the building of King’s College actually commenced, the corner-stone being laid by Sir Charles Bagot in his capacity of chancellor of the university. In April of 1843 actual teaching had begun, the old parliament buildings on Front Street, Toronto, being used as temporary premises. These beginnings were due to Bagot’s zeal, who declared himself “downright earnest in that subject.” He deplored the delay in beginning lectures and instruction while new buildings were discussed. Recognizing that there were “plenty of old buildings” available he wrote: “I have made short work of the dispute and taken upon myself to declare that teaching shall come first.” Meantime the long delay which DENOMINATIONAL COLLEGES had been encountered in the creation of the provincial university, and the somewhat arrogant claims that had been put forward by Dr. Strachan and the extreme Anglicans, had led the members of the other churches to make efforts towards the establishment of denominational colleges of their own. The Methodists incorporated in 1836 an institution which opened its doors at Cobourg in the following year under the name of the Upper Canada Academy. In 1841 an Act of the parliament of Canada conferred on the academy the power to grant degrees, and gave it the name of Victoria College. The Presbyterians, acting under a royal charter, established Queen’s College at Kingston, which entered on the work of teaching in 1842. The Roman Catholics had founded in the same town a seminary known as the College of Regiopolis.

To Robert Baldwin and those who were able to take a broad-minded view of the question of higher education in Canada and to consider the future as well as the present, the separate foundation of these denominational universities appeared a decided error. It meant that, in the future, Canadian education would run upon sectarian lines and that a narrow scholasticism would usurp the place of a wider culture. The theologian would be substituted for the man of learning. More than this, the present system was in violation of that doctrine of equal rights which was the foundation of Robert Baldwin’s political creed; for the opulent land grant enjoyed by King’s College gave to it a form of state support which was denied to its sister institutions. The measure which Baldwin presented to the parliament in remedy of the situation was sweeping in character. It proposed to create an institution to be known as the University of Toronto, of which the existing sectarian establishments should be the colleges. The executive academic body of the university was to consist of the governor-general as chancellor, together with a vice-chancellor and council chosen from the different colleges. With this was to be a board of control made up of dignitaries of the respective churches together with various public officials. The essential principle of Baldwin’s bill lay in the fact that all the denominational colleges involved were put on an equal footing. Each retained its own faculty of divinity, the university granting a doctor’s degree in divinity to graduates of all the divinity faculties alike. The property that had been granted by the state to King’s College was to become the property of the University of Toronto. It proposed, in a word, a general federation of the existing sectarian institutions into a single provincial establishment looking to the state for its support, including denominational colleges as its affiliated members but itself of an entirely unsectarian character. To those BALDWIN’S UNIVERSITY BILL acquainted with the recent history of educational development in Ontario, the wisdom of the idea of federation needs no commentary.

At the present day the general principle of the bill — the secularization of state education — meets with a ready support; but the proposal of the measure aroused in Upper Canada a storm of opposition. First and foremost the opposition came from the Anglicans, to whom the measure seemed a piece of godless iconoclasm directed at their dearest privileges. Dr. John Strachan, whose intense convictions and untiring energy made him the most formidable champion of the Church of England, led the attack on the bill. Strachan was by instinct a fighting man who did not spare the weight of his blows in a good cause. He forwarded to the parliament a thunderous petition, presented by “John, by Divine Permission First Bishop of Toronto,” the intemperate language of which bespeaks the character of the man. “The leading object of the bill,” so began the prayer, “is to place all forms of error on an equality with truth, by patronizing equally within the same institution an unlimited number of sects, whose doctrines are absolutely irreconcilable: a principle in its nature atheistical, and so monstrous in its consequences that, if successfully carried out, it would utterly destroy all that is pure and holy in morals and religion, and lead to greater corruption than anything adopted during the madness of the French Revolution. . . . Such a fatal departure from all that is good is without a parallel in the history of the world.”

A whirlwind of discussion followed the legislative progress of the bill. It was argued that parliament had no legal right to abrogate the royal charter of King’s College; that the proposed measure was equivalent to a confiscation of the property of the college; more than that it was argued that the provincial parliament was not empowered to create a university at all. These were the arguments of the lawyer, to which the churchmen added their cry of horror at the desecration of the privileges of the Church. The violence of “John, by Divine Permission,” etc., was imitated by lesser luminaries. “Here we have,” screamed “Testis,” in a hysterical contribution to a leading Anglican paper, “the true atheistical character of the popular dogma of responsible government. This is its fruit, its bitter, poisonous fruit; this is the broad road to destruction into which its many votaries are rushing headlong.” Draper in the legislative council (November 24th, 1843) opposed the bill in a speech, excellent in its masterly analysis, in which the really weak points of the bill — its interference with charter rights and its peculiar degrees in assorted divinity — were exposed with an unsparing hand. But in spite of opposition from outside, the bill was making its way through VIOLENT OPPOSITION the legislature and had reached its second reading when its further progress was stopped by an event which threw the whole country into a turmoil of excitement.

 



	
 


	
The winter was exceptionally severe. “Governor Metcalfe,” said a New York official at Albany, “you’ll admit, I think, that this is a clever body of snow for a young country.”





	
 


	
Fisher’s Colonial Magazine, July, 1844.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
J. W. Kaye, Life and Correspondence of Charles, Lord Metcalfe, 2 vols., London, 1854.





	
 


	
He was born on January 30th, 1785.
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Metcalfe to R. D. Mangles, January 13th, 1843, Kaye Life, vol. ii., p ff.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Metcalfe to Stanley, April 24th, 1843. Kaye, Life, vol ii., .


	



	
 


	
Metcalfe to Stanley, April 24th, 1843. Metcalfe’s colonial despatches can be found in the Selections from the Papers of Lord Metcalfe, (London, 1855, Ed., J. W. Kaye).





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Metcalfe to Stanley, May 12th, 1843. Kaye, Life, vol. ii. p ff.





	
 


	
For example the addresses from the Talbot district.


	



	
	
	
	




 



	
 


	
April 25th, 1843.


	



	
 


	
Political History of Canada, . (Montreal, 1877).





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
J. W. Kaye, Life of Lord Metcalfe. Vol. II., p ff. The errors of fact made by Mr. Kaye in reference to Baldwin’s parentage, etc., need no correction.





	
 


	
By this is meant the Family Compact of which Kaye supposes Dr. Baldwin to have been a member.






 



	
 


	
N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, . (London, 1877). Hincks also wrote bitterly of Kaye’s estimate of Baldwin. (Hincks, Political History, p ff.)





	
 


	
See The Pilot, September 18th, 1844; also Hincks, Reminiscences, p ff. (Montreal, 1884).






 



	
 


	
Space will not permit the presentation of the entire document, which may be found (in translation) in Hincks, Reminiscences, p ff.





	
 


	
LaFontaine writes in the third person, speaking of himself as a “member of the executive council,” a “councillor,” etc.






 



	
 


	
The phrases are taken from LaFontaine’s letter of November 27th, 1843, cited in the following chapter.
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The following extract is illustrative of the amenities of the day:— “Then Mr. Johnston came into full play — right and left he dashed into the supporters of the bill with his peculiar sarcasm — he told one honourable gentleman from Montreal that he never yet had had the manliness to express an independent opinion — told others that they would make good feather breeches to hatch eggs, etc., etc.” — Kingston Whig, October, 1843.





	
 


	
The Examiner, October 25th, 1843. Hincks had severed his connection with this paper on assuming office.






 



	
 


	
November 11th, 1843.


	



	
 


	
3 and 4 Vict. c. 35, Sec. xxx.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
See Journal of the Legislative Assembly, October 6th, 1842.


	



	
 


	
See speech of Robert Baldwin (La Minerve, November 16th, 1843) in which he describes the French-Canadian members “sitting at the feet of the honourable knight as a political Gamaliel.”





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
7 Vict. c. 65.


	



	
 


	
7 Vict. cc. 16, 17, 18, 19, 20. The statutes are very elaborate: it is quite impossible in the present limited space to give any proper idea of their purport.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
4 and 5 Vict. c. 20.


	



	
 


	
See Kaye, Life, Vol. II., p et seq.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
July 8th, 1843.


	



	
 


	
Gowan’s letter is quoted by N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
The Examiner, November 8th, 1843.


	



	
 


	
Journal of the Legislative Assembly, November 4th, 1843.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
7 Vict. cc. 1 and 2.


	



	
 


	
7 Vict. c. 9 and 7 Vict. c. 29.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
The administration of 1848 should more properly be called the Baldwin-LaFontaine administration, since Robert Baldwin was its senior member. But it has been customary to use the designation in the text.





	
 


	
See Loudon, History of the University of Toronto, printed in Canada, an Encyclopædia, 1898.






 



	
 


	
In 1828 part of the original grant of land was exchanged for an equal portion of land belonging to the Clergy Reserves.





	
 


	
Statutes of Upper Canada, 7 Will. IV. c. 16.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Bagot to Stanley, January 27th, March 27th, 1842, Bagot Correspondence.





	
 


	
See Egerton Ryerson, Story of My Life, Chap. xiv.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
4 and 5 Vict. c. 37.


	



	
 


	
Journal of the Legislative Assembly, November 6th, 1843.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
The Church, November 17th, 1843.


	



	
 


	
Speech of the Hon. W. H. Draper at the Bar of the Legislative Assembly, November 24th, 1843, in Defence of the chartered rights of the University of King’s College (Kingston, 1843).





	
	
	




 


CHAPTER VII. THE METCALFE CRISIS
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THE NEWSPAPERS OF the early forties, adhering to the decorous traditions of the older school, knew nothing of the modern system of sensational headings and exaggerated type. But the news which, at the close of November, 1843, spread rapidly through the country, startled many of them into large capitals and abundant notes of exclamation. The LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry, with an unbroken majority behind it, had gone suddenly out of office! “Dismissed!” triumphantly shouted the Tories, and forthwith, without waiting for further details of what had happened, an exultant song of praise flowed from the pens of Conservative editors in laudation of the stout-hearted governor who had vindicated British loyalty against the treacheries of aliens and Radicals. “The news from Canada,” sang back in echo the New York Albion, “is of a right cheering character: the Franco-Radical cabinet has gone to the tomb of the Capulets amid the shouts of every loyal man in the province. The governor-general, Sir Charles Metcalfe, (and thrice honoured be his name!) has thrown off the incubus of a disloyal faction and the queen’s representative stands redeemed and disenthralled.”

But the ministry had not, as presently appeared, been dismissed; they had, with one exception only, handed in a collective resignation in protest against what they regarded as the unconstitutional conduct of the governor-general. This was at last the rupture which Metcalfe five months before had told Lord Stanley might “happen any day.” The vexed question of the patronage and the governor’s reservation of the Secret Societies Bill had led the cabinet to force the matter to an issue. It has been seen above that Metcalfe had resolved that the exercise of the right of appointment to office should not be removed from his hands. To this policy he had adhered. Several cases had already occurred in which the governor-general had offered, and even conferred, official positions without any consultation with his ministry. Among these was the important post of speaker of the legislative council, which was offered successively, though without finding acceptance, to two members of the Conservative party. Finally toward the end of November, 1843, it reached the ears of the cabinet that a Francis Powell, the son of Colonel Powell (also of the Conservative party) had been appointed by Sir Charles Metcalfe to be clerk of the peace for the Dalhousie district. The position, in and of itself, was no great affair. But the ministry, considering a principle of prime importance to be involved, decided to bring the matter to a final test.

RESIGNATION OF THE CABINET

On November 24th Baldwin and LaFontaine called upon the governor-general and held with him a long colloquy which was renewed at a meeting of the executive council the next day. The two ministers, to use the words of Metcalfe’s biographer, “pressed their demands with energy and resolution: but Metcalfe, in his own placid way, was equally energetic and resolute.” On the day following (November 26th, 1843) the ministry resigned. As the course of action thus adopted and the crisis which followed constitute a turning point in the political history of Canada, and form the most important episode in the public career of the united leaders, it is well to follow in some detail the threads of the vexed controversy to which their resignation gave rise. At the instance of Sir Charles Metcalfe, LaFontaine drew up an official statement of the reasons of the resignation, which, together with a rejoinder by the governor-general, was duly laid before the Houses of parliament. The ministerial statement runs as follows: — 

“Mr. LaFontaine, in compliance with the request of the governor-general, and in behalf of himself and his late colleagues, who have felt it to be their duty to tender a resignation of office, states, for His Excellency’s information, the substance of the explanation which they purpose to offer in their places in parliament. They avowedly took office upon the principle of responsibility to the representatives of the people in parliament, and with a full recognition on their parts of the following resolutions introduced into the legislative assembly with the knowledge and sanction of Her Majesty’s representative in this province, on September 3rd, 1841.” (Here follows a citation of the resolutions given in Chapter IV. above.)

“They have lately understood that His Excellency took a widely different view of the position, duties, and responsibilities of the executive council, from that under which they accepted office, and through which they have been enabled to conduct the parliamentary business of the government, sustained by a large majority of the popular branch of the legislature.

“Had the difference of opinion between His Excellency and themselves, and, as they have reason to believe, between His Excellency and the parliament and people of Canada generally, been merely theoretical, the members of the late executive council might, and would, have felt it to be their duty to avoid any possibility of collision which might have a tendency to disturb the tranquil and amicable relations which apparently subsisted between the executive government and the provincial parliament. But the difference of opinion has led STATEMENT OF LAFONTAINE not merely to appointments to office against their advice, but to appointments, and proposals to make appointments, of which they were not informed in any manner, until all opportunity of offering advice respecting them had passed by, and to a determination on the part of His Excellency to reserve for the expression of Her Majesty’s pleasure thereon a bill introduced into the provincial parliament with His Excellency’s knowledge and consent as a government measure, without an opportunity being given to the members of the executive council to state the probability of such a reservation. They, therefore, felt themselves in the anomalous position of being, according to their own avowals and solemn public pledges, responsible for all the acts of the executive government and parliament, and at the same time not only without the opportunity of offering advice respecting these acts, but without the knowledge of their existence, until informed of them from private and unofficial sources.

“When the members of the late executive council offered their humble remonstrances to His Excellency on this condition of public affairs, His Excellency not only frankly explained the difference of opinion existing between him and the council, but stated that, from the time of his arrival in the country, he had observed an antagonism between him and them on the subject, and notwithstanding that the members of the council repeatedly and distinctly explained to His Excellency that they considered him free to act contrary to their advice, and only claimed an opportunity of giving such advice and of knowing, before others, His Excellency’s intentions, His Excellency did not in any manner remove the impression left upon their minds, by his avowal, that there was an antagonism between him and them, and a want of that cordiality and confidence which would enable them, in their respective stations, to carry on public business to the satisfaction of His Excellency or of the country.

“The want of this cordiality and confidence had already become a matter of public rumour: and public opinion not only extended it to acts, upon which there were apparent grounds for difference of opinion, but to all measures of government involving political principles. His Excellency, on the one hand, was supposed to be coerced by his council into a course of policy which he did not approve of, and the council were made liable to the accusation of assuming the tone and position of responsible advisers of the government, without, in fact, asserting the right of being consulted thereupon.

“While His Excellency disavowed any intention of altering the course of administration of public affairs which he found on his arrival in Canada, he did not disguise the opinion that these affairs would be more satisfactorily managed by and through the governor himself, without any necessity of concord STATEMENT OF METCALFE amongst the members of the executive council or obligation on their part to defend or support in parliament the acts of the governor. To this opinion of His Excellency, as one of theory, the members of the executive council might not have objected; but when, on Saturday last, they discovered that it was the real ground of all their differences with His Excellency, and of the want of confidence and cordiality between His Excellency and the council since his arrival, they felt it impossible to continue to serve Her Majesty, as executive councillors for the affairs of this province, consistently with their duty to Her Majesty, or to His Excellency, or with their public and often repeated pledges in the provincial parliaments, if His Excellency would see fit to act upon his opinion of their functions and responsibilities.”

The document written by Sir Charles Metcalfe in answer to this on the following day (November 28th, 1843) runs as follows: — 

“The governor-general observes with regret in the explanation which the gentlemen who have resigned their seats in the executive council propose to offer in their places in parliament, a total omission of the circumstances which he regards as forming the real grounds of their resignation; and as this omission may have proceeded from their not considering themselves at liberty to disclose the circumstances, it becomes necessary that he should state them.

“On Friday, Mr. LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin came to the government house, and after some other matters of business, and some preliminary remarks as to the cause of their proceeding, demanded of the governor-general that he should agree to make no appointment, and no offer of an appointment, without previously taking the advice of the council; that the lists of candidates should, in every instance, be laid before the council; that they should recommend any others at discretion, and that the governor-general, in deciding after taking their advice, should not make any appointment prejudicial to their influence. In other words, that the patronage of the Crown should be surrendered to the council for the purchase of parliamentary support; for, if the demand did not mean that, it meant nothing, as it cannot be imagined that the mere form of taking advice without regarding it, was the process contemplated.

“The governor-general replied that he would not make any such stipulation, and could not degrade the character of his office, nor violate his duty, by such a surrender of the prerogative of the Crown.

“He appealed to the number of appointments made by him on the recommendation of the council, or the members of it in their departmental capacity, and to instances in which he had abstained from conferring appointments on their opponents, as furnishing proofs of the great consideration METCALFE ON PATRONAGE which he had evinced towards the council in the distribution of the patronage of the Crown.

“He at the same time objected, as he had always done, to the exclusive distribution of patronage with party views, and maintained the principle that office ought in every instance to be given to the man best qualified to render efficient service to the state; and where there was no such preëminence, he asserted the right to exercise his discretion.

“He understood from Messrs. LaFontaine and Baldwin, that their continuance in office depended upon his final decision with regard to their demand; and it was agreed that at the council to be assembled the next day, that subject should be fully discussed.

“He accordingly met the council on Saturday, convinced that they would resign, as he would not recede from the resolution which he had formed, and the same subject became the principal topic of discussion. Three or more distinct propositions were made to him, over and over again, sometimes in different terms, but always aiming at the same purpose, which, in his opinion, if accomplished, would have been a virtual surrender into the hands of the council of the prerogative of the Crown: and on his uniformly replying to these propositions in the negative, his refusal was each time followed by ‘Then we must resign,’ or words to that purport, from one or more of his council. In the course of the conversations which, both on Friday and Saturday, followed the explicit demand made by the council regarding the patronage of the Crown, that demand being based on the construction put by some of the gentlemen on the meaning of ‘Responsible Government,’ different opinions were elicited on the abstract theory of that still undefined question as applicable to a colony — a subject on which considerable difference of opinion is known everywhere to prevail; but the governor-general, during those conversations, protested against its being supposed that he is practically adverse to the system of responsible government, which has been here established: which he has hitherto pursued without deviation, and to which it is fully his intention to adhere. . . . If, indeed, by responsible government the gentlemen of the late council mean that the council is to be supreme, and the authority of the governor-general a nullity, then he cannot agree with them, and must declare his dissent from that perversion of the acknowledged principle. . . . Allusion is made in the proposed explanation of the gentlemen of the late council, to the governor-general’s having determined to reserve for the consideration of Her Majesty’s government, one of the bills passed by the two legislative Houses. That is the Secret Societies Bill. If there is any part of the functions of the governor in which he is more than any other bound to exercise an independent judgment, it must be in giving the royal assent to Acts of parliament. With regard to this duty he has special instructions from Her Majesty to reserve METCALFE AND STANLEY every Act of an unusual or extraordinary character. Undoubtedly the Secret Societies Bill answers that description, being unexampled in British legislation. The gentlemen of the late council heard his sentiments on it expressed to them. He told them that it was an arbitrary and unwise measure, and not even calculated to effect the end it had in view. He had given his consent to its being introduced into parliament, because he had promised, soon after his assumption of the government, that he would sanction legislation on the subject as a substitute for executive measures which he refused to adopt on account of their proscriptive character: although he deprecates the existence of societies which tend to foment religious and civil discord. The gentlemen of the late council cannot fail to remember with what pertinacity those measures were pressed on him, and can hardly be unaware of what would have followed at that time, if, in addition to rejecting the proscriptive measures urged, he had refused to permit any legislation on the subject.”

The two above documents, which were soon scattered broadcast throughout Canada, represent the official version of the opposing sides of the political controversy which raged throughout the next twelve months. The resignation of the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry was no ordinary event. The whole principle of British colonial government was staked upon the issue; and upon both sides of the Atlantic events in Canada were followed with an exceptional interest. Only during periods of actual rebellion or war, has there ever been in this country an era of more intense political excitement. The question of responsible government and of its proper meaning and application in Canada, became the supreme issue of the day, and both in and out of parliament, in the press, on the hustings, and from the housetops, it was made the subject of THE RISING GALE violent and virulent argumentation. The Reformers had had no intention, in offering their resignation to the governor, of surrendering their claim to the political control of the country: the resignation was not an act of submissive meekness but an act of defiance. It was intended as the prelude of an organized campaign of resistance to Sir Charles Metcalfe, which should either drive him from his office or compel him to admit the ministerial principle in its entirety. Metcalfe, on his part, bent not before the storm, but with British resolution braced himself squarely on his feet to face the rising gale of opposition. Not an inch would he retreat: not a syllable would he retract. Till the British government might summon him home, he was there to govern Canada, with a ministry if he could, but without a ministry if he must.

Mistaken as the views of the governor-general undoubtedly were, there is much to admire in the spirit of indomitable firmness with which he was prepared to confront single-handed, if need be, the whole population of the colony. As the controversy waxed hot, the amenities of political discussion were thrown aside and the divinity that hedges a governor-general was dissipated in a storm of personal attack: the cry of despot, tyrant and autocrat, was heard on all sides, while the satirists of the time dubbed His Excellency “Charles the Simple,” and added the still more crushing epithet of “Old Square Toes.” But Metcalfe was not left to fight single-handed: Mr. Draper’s adherents were with him from the start. To the Tories the aspect of a governor proposing to govern actually was as welcome as sunshine after storm, while needy politicians, office-seekers and personal opponents of the late ministry rallied eagerly to the cause. The people of Canada were soon divided into two great factions, the supporters and the enemies of Metcalfe. Meetings, banquets, speeches, addresses, pamphlets and fierce editorial articles became the order of the day, and the strife of the political combatants waxed more and more furious with the realization that it must culminate in a general election which might mean to either party a general and irretrievable disaster.

The first trial of strength in the momentous conflict was on the floor of the parliament itself. Great AN EXCITED PARLIAMENT was the excitement in and around the legislature, when the news of the ministerial resignation became public. “The library of the assembly,” wrote a private correspondent from Kingston, “was crowded with letter writers eager to circulate the news from Sandwich to Gaspé, and no sound met the ear but the harsh scratching of the pens as they rushed over the paper. In the lobbies and on the landing-places small groups were congregated discussing the news. The politician as he walked the street was button-held (sic) by many a curious and excited enquirer. The stagnation which usually characterizes the metropolis has been converted into a bustling and earnest animation.”

On November 27th, LaFontaine briefly announced to the House the fact that the ministry, with the exception of Mr. Daly, had resigned office. Two days later Baldwin presented to the assembly the reasons for the resignation, and an exciting debate followed, culminating in a triumphant vote of confidence in the ministry. It is unnecessary to repeat at length the arguments presented for and against the ministry, which were practically identical with those contained in the official letters just quoted. Baldwin in his opening speech declared that the ministry had accepted office on principles they had publicly and privately avowed. These principles, he said, had received the sanction of a large majority of the representatives of the people. The ministry stood pledged to maintain them. The head of the government entertained views widely differing from his ministers on the duties and responsibilities of their office: this had left nothing for them, but to resign. Baldwin read to the House the resolutions of 1841, in which he and his colleagues found the justification of their present conduct. Hincks, Price, Christie and others supported Baldwin in the assembly, while Sullivan defended the conduct of the late ministry before the legislative council in a speech of exceptional brilliancy and power. Beside the overwhelming arguments thus presented, the defence of the governor-general, in the hands of Mr. Daly, seemed tame and insignificant, and the attempt of the latter to show that Metcalfe was prepared to live up to the September resolutions carried no conviction.

Nor was the fierce onslaught of Sir Allan MacNab on the outgoing cabinet of any greater efficacy. He made no attempt to reconcile the conduct of the governor with the principles of responsible government. He attacked the principles themselves. To him the September resolutions were as chaff to be driven before the wind. Responsible government, he said, should never have been conceded: if persisted in, it could lead to nothing but the ultimate separation of the colony from the mother country. MacNab’s defence of Metcalfe was of a character little likely to defend, and the governor, despite his instinctive sympathy with the Tories, ACTION OF VIGER might have wished to be saved from his friends; for Metcalfe found himself in the painful position of being defended by one set of adherents on the ground that he had maintained responsible government, and by the other on the ground that responsible government was not worth maintaining.

Of far more consequence to the cause of the outgoing cabinet was the defection of Mr. Viger. Denis Benjamin Viger had long been one of the prominent leaders of the popular party in Lower Canada and had suffered imprisonment for the cause. The principle of responsible government and the claims of the French Canadians had had no more ardent supporter, and at this time, with the dignity of seventy winters upon him, he was still viewed as one of the leaders of his people. It was not without deep emotion that Viger now announced to the House that he could not endorse the conduct of the leaders of his party. The principle of responsible government he was willing to admit, but the present occasion, he said, offered no adequate grounds for a step so momentous as that which they had seen fit to take. The debate was finally closed by the passage of a resolution presented by J. H. Price, to the effect that “an humble address be presented to His Excellency, humbly representing to His Excellency the deep regret felt by this House at the retirement of certain members of the provincial administration on the question of their right to be consulted on what this House unhesitatingly avows to be the prerogative of the Crown, — appointments to office: and further, to assure His Excellency that the advocacy of this principle entitles them to the confidence of this House, being in strict accordance with the principles embraced in the resolutions adopted by the House on September 3rd, 1841.” The motion was carried by forty-six votes against twenty-three. On December 9th, 1843, the parliament was prorogued.

Meantime the governor-general was without a ministry. At the moment of prorogation, Mr. Dominick Daly enjoyed the unique honour of being sole adviser to the Crown. On the twelfth of the month (Dec. 1843) Mr. Draper was sworn in as executive councillor, and Mr. Viger, with whom negotiations had at once been opened by Sir Charles Metcalfe, entered also into the service of the government. It was announced in the administration newspapers that these gentlemen constituted a provisional government, and that the governor-general would organize a regular cabinet at the earliest possible moment. Meantime the Reform journals loudly denounced this new form of personal rule.

The prorogation of parliament was the signal for the organization of a vigorous campaign of opposition HINCKS EDITS THE “PILOT” on the part of the Reform party, whose leaders threw themselves with great ardour into the work of rousing the country in anticipation of a coming election. Baldwin and LaFontaine, returning to the practice of the law in their respective cities, headed the agitation. Hincks, who had severed his connection with the Examiner on assuming office in 1842, now determined to return to newspaper work. As Montreal was to be the future capital of the province, he came to that city shortly after the rising of the House and looked about him for the purchase of a suitable journal. A paper called the Times, — moderately liberal in its complexion, — being at that time without an editor, Hincks acted gratuitously in that capacity for some little while, hoping ultimately to purchase the paper; but finding difficulty in arranging matters with the proprietors, he established (March 5th, 1844) a journal of his own under the name of the Pilot. Adopting the same device as he had already used with success in the case of the Examiner, Hincks printed at the head of his first issue a quotation from Lord Durham’s report in favour of responsible government and backed it up with an opening editorial in which he plunged at once into the present controversy. “If the representative of the sovereign,” said the Pilot, “is in practice to make appointments according to his own personal opinion, and to reject the bills relating to our local affairs because he thinks them unnecessary or inexpedient, it would be infinitely better that the mockery of representative institutions was abolished.” The journalistic career in those days was not without its dangers and difficulties. Hincks and his newspaper were denounced on all sides by the Tory press: he was likened to Marat, to Robespierre and to the iconoclasts of the French revolution. An embittered Orangeman, incensed at certain expressions used by a correspondent of the Pilot, endeavoured to force a duel upon the editor. But in spite of all difficulties Hincks persevered, and remained at his editorial work in Montreal throughout the next four years.

In addition to his editorial work on the Pilot, Hincks endeavoured to influence opinion in the mother country by contributing a series of letters to the London Morning Chronicle. These were intended to offset the arguments that were being laid before the British public by Gibbon Wakefield. The latter, whom the Reformers now regarded as HICKS AND WAKEFIELD a snake that they had unwittingly warmed in the bosom of the party, had become the bitter enemy of the late ministry. He had endeavoured to persuade the assembly to adopt an amendment nullifying the vote of confidence. Failing in this, he had published a pamphlet in defence of the conduct of Metcalfe, and was at this time busily contributing articles to the London press on the Canadian question. Wakefield in these writings undertook to make a double misrepresentation; to misrepresent Canadian affairs to the people of Great Britain, and to misrepresent British opinion thereupon to the people of Canada. “The quantity of sympathy with Messrs. Baldwin and LaFontaine existing in the United Kingdom,” he wrote, “is very minute.” The resignation of the ministry he interpreted, not as arising out of the question of responsible government, but simply as a political trick: the difficulty encountered with the university bill and other Upper Canadian legislation had made the Reform party anxious to divert public attention from its ill success by the familiar device of dragging a herring across the scent. Responsible government was merely the herring in question. Metcalfe himself lent some colour to Wakefield’s statement by referring to it in a dispatch. Hincks easily exposes the fallacies of Wakefield’s argument; for Wakefield’s letters to the press before and after the ministerial rupture were essentially inconsistent. On October 27th, 1843, Wakefield had written that he would have no objection to a quarrel between Metcalfe and the ministers if he “could be sure that the governor would pick well his ground of quarrel.” Again on November 25th he wrote to a correspondent: “The governor-general has had, I think, the opportunity of breaking with his ministers on tenable ground and has let it slip. . . . I am unwilling to do him the bad turn of shooting the bird which I suppose him to be aiming at behind the hedge of reserve which conceals him from vulgar eyes.” In his letter to the Colonial Gazette, after the rupture, and in his pamphlet, Wakefield tries to put the quarrel in the quite different light described above. In his letters to the Chronicle Hincks not only shows the inconsistency of his adversary’s position, but makes a pitiless exposure of the reasons underlying Wakefield’s self-interested desertion of the Reform party.

While Hincks was thus busily occupied at Montreal, Baldwin, who had returned to Toronto after the prorogation of the House, was heading the agitation against Metcalfe in Upper Canada. A public banquet was held in honour of the ex-ministers REFORM ASSOCIATION BANQUET (December 28th, 1843) at the North American Hotel, Robert Baldwin being the guest of the evening. Mr. Ridout, of the Upper Canada Bank, proposed the health of Messrs. LaFontaine, Baldwin and the other members of the cabinet, the “steadfast champions of responsible government,” to which Baldwin replied in a long speech, subsequently printed in full in the Reform journals of both Upper and Lower Canada. A Reform Association was founded in Toronto whose branches rapidly spread over the whole of the province. Under the auspices of the new association there was held in Toronto towards the end of March of the new year, the first of a series of large meetings organized throughout the country. So great was the enthusiasm attendant upon this gathering that the hall of the association, situated in a building on the corner of Front and Scott Streets, was quite inadequate to accommodate the crowd that clamoured for admission, and hundreds were turned from the doors. Robert Baldwin, who occupied the chair, was the central figure of the occasion, and the address with which he opened the proceedings of this first general meeting of the Reform Association, ranks among his most striking speeches. Loud and continued cheering greeted him as he rose to speak, and was renewed at intervals in the pauses of his discourse.

“Our objects,” said the speaker, in announcing the formation of the association, “are open and avowed. We seek no concealment for we have nothing to conceal. We demand the practical application of the principles of the constitution of our beloved mother country to the administration of all our local affairs. Not one hair’s breadth farther do we go, or desire to go: but not with one hair’s breadth short of that will we ever be satisfied. . . . Earnestly I recommend to all who value the principles of the British constitution, and to whom the preservation of the connection with the mother country is dear, to lend their aid by joining this organization. Depend upon it, the day will come when one of the proudest boasts of our posterity will be, that they can trace their descent to one who has his name inscribed on this great roll of the contenders for colonial rights.”

After fully developing the nature of colonial self-government and quoting from Lord Durham’s report and the September resolutions in support of his contention, Baldwin went on to show the utter insufficiency of responsible government as conceived by Sir Charles Metcalfe. His Excellency’s system meant nothing more or less than the old disastrous methods of personal government brought back again. “If we are to have the old system,” said Baldwin, “then let us have it under its own name the ‘Irresponsible System,’ the ‘Compact System,’ or any other name adapted to its hideous deformities; but let us not be imposed BALDWIN’S SPEECH upon by a mere name. We have been adjured,” he continued, alluding to an answer recently given by Metcalfe to a group of petitioners, “with reference to this new-fangled responsible government, in a style and manner borrowed with no small degree of care from that of the eccentric baronet who once represented the sovereign in this part of Her Majesty’s dominions, to ‘keep it,’ to ‘cling to it,’ not to ‘throw it away’!! You all, no doubt, remember the story of little Red Ridinghood, and the poor child’s astonishment and alarm, as she began to trace the features of the wolf instead of those of her venerable grandmother: and let the people of Canada beware lest, when they begin to trace the real outlines of this new-fangled responsible government, and are calling out in the simplicity of their hearts, ‘Oh, grandmother, what great big eyes you have!’ it may not, as in the case of little Red Ridinghood, be too late, and the reply to the exclamation, ‘Oh, grandmother, what a great big mouth you have!’ be ‘That’s to gobble you up the better, my child.’ ”

Baldwin was ably followed by his cousin, Robert Sullivan, by William Hume Blake, and a long list of other speakers. Notable among these was one whose name was subsequently to become famous in the annals of Canadian Liberalism. George Brown, a young Scottish emigrant, had just established at Toronto (March 5th, 1844) a weekly newspaper called the Globe, founded in the interest of the Reform party. The Globe was a fighting paper from the start, and the power of its opening editorials with their unsparing onslaughts on the governor-general was already spreading its name from one end of the province to the other. In reality there were strong points of disagreement between the editor of the Globe and the leading Reformers, who at this time aided and encouraged his enterprise, and Brown was destined ultimately to substitute for the moderate doctrines of the Reformers of the union, the programme of the thorough-going Radical. But agreement in opposition is relatively easy. The day of the Radicals and the Clear Grits was not yet, and for the time Brown was heart and soul with the cause of the ex-ministers. In his speech on this occasion he drew a satirical picture of the operation of responsible government à la Metcalfe. “Imagine yourself, sir,” he said to the chairman, “seated at the top of the council table, and Mr. Draper at the bottom, — on your right hand we will place the Episcopal Bishop of Toronto (Dr. John Strachan) and on your left the Reverend Egerton Ryerson, — on the right of Mr. Draper sits Sir Allan MacNab, and on his left Mr. Hincks. We will fill up the other chairs with gentlemen admirably adapted for their situations CAMPAIGN AGAINST METCALFE by the most extreme imaginable differences of opinion — we will seat His Excellency at the middle of the table, on a chair raised above the warring elements below, prepared to receive the advice of his constitutional conscience-keepers. We will suppose you, sir, to rise and propose the opening of King’s College to all Her Majesty’s subjects, — and then, sir, we will have the happiness of seeing the discordant-producing-harmony-principle in the full vigour of peaceful operation.”

Resolutions were adopted at the meeting endorsing the principles and conduct of the late administration and condemning in strong terms the interim government of Sir Charles Metcalfe. “We have commenced the campaign,” said the Globe, in commenting on the proceedings, “the ball has received its first impulse in this city, — let it be taken up in every village, and in every hamlet of the country.” At these meetings Baldwin was a frequent speaker and addresses from all parts of the country were forwarded to him. Not the least interesting among them was an address from his constituents of Rimouski setting forth that “a public meeting of the citizens of the different parishes of the county had been held immediately after mass on Sunday, February 4th,” and that resolutions had been adopted fully approving the “conduct in parliament of the Hon. Robert Baldwin.” In the course of the summer Baldwin not only spoke in various towns of Upper Canada but found time also, in July, to visit the Lower Provinces. In his own constituency, the county of Rimouski, Baldwin’s tour became a triumphal procession. The inhabitants flocked to meet him and his visit was made the occasion of universal gaiety and merry-making. The village street of Kamouraska was decorated with flags and a long cortège of vehicles accompanied the Reform leader on his entry: the river at Rimouski was crossed in a boat gaily adorned with bunting for the occasion, while repeated salvos of musketry attended the transit of Baldwin and his party. At Rimouski village itself, an assembly of some four hundred parishioners with their curé at their head was marshalled before the village church to present an address of welcome. Everywhere the cordial hospitality of the people was conjoined with the warmest expressions of political approval.

A shower of addresses fell also upon Sir Charles Metcalfe, addresses of advice, of hearty approval, and of angry expostulation. The “inhabitants of the town of London” begged to “approach His Excellency with feelings of gratitude and admiration which they could not sufficiently express.” The townspeople of Orillia had been “particularly disgusted with the studied insult so continually offered to all the faithful and loyal of the land, and by the advancement to situations of honour and employment of suspected and disloyal persons.” A SHOWER OF ADDRESSES The Tories of Toronto, Belleville, and a host of other places, sent up similar addresses. On the other hand, “the magistracy, freeholders, and inhabitants generally of the district of Talbot, observed with painful regret the unhappy rupture between His Excellency and a council which possessed so largely the confidence of the people. The principle of responsible government, which has occasioned this rupture, they had fondly hoped had been so clearly defined and so fully recognized and established as to obviate all difficulty and altercation for the future.” The district council of Gore took upon itself to go even further. They assured His Excellency that “public opinion in this district and, we believe, throughout the length and breadth of Canada, will fully sustain the late executive council in the stand they have taken, and in the views they have expressed.” Altogether some hundred addresses were forwarded to the governor-general. The greater part of them, as might be expected, emanated from Conservative sources and chorused a jubilant approbation of Metcalfe’s conduct. British loyalty, the old flag and the imperial connection were put to their customary illogical use, and did duty for better arguments against responsible government. Even the “Mohawk Indians of the Bay of Quinté” were pressed into political service. On the subject of responsible government the ideas of the chiefs were doubtless a little hazy and they discreetly avoided it, but their prayer that the “Great Spirit would long spare their gracious Mother to govern them” may be taken as a rude paraphrase of the Tory argument against the ministry. They regretted “the removal of the great council fire from Cataraqui to some hundred miles nearer the sun’s rising,” but lapsed into language much less convincingly Indian by saying that “the question is simply this, whether this country is to remain under the protection and government of the queen, or to become one of the United States.”

The Mohawk Indians were not the only ones who insisted on saying that this latter was the main question at issue. There was at Kingston a rising young barrister and politician of the Tory party, John A. Macdonald by name, who at this juncture coöperated in founding a United Empire Association.

Meantime the condition of affairs in Canada, and the fact that Metcalfe was conducting the government of the country with an executive council which consisted of only three persons, were exciting attention in the mother country and had become the subject of debate in the imperial parliament. Ever since the agitation and rebellion of 1837, there had been in the House of Commons a group of Radical members who were ready at any time to espouse the cause of the colonists against the BRITISH OPINION governors. This was done, it must in fairness be admitted, largely in ignorance of actual Canadian affairs. The sympathy of the British Radicals proceeded partly from the general philanthropy that marked their thought, partly from their abstract and doctrinaire conception of individual rights, and partly also from their desire to use the colonial agitation as a weapon of attack against the Tory government. Hume and Roebuck, it will be remembered, had been in correspondence with Mackenzie and Papineau. They had been the London agents of the Canadian Alliance Association founded by Mackenzie in 1834. Since that period the cause of self-government in Canada had found consistent supporters among the British Radicals. But the bearing of this sympathetic connection must not be misinterpreted. Trained in the narrow school of “little Englandism” the Radicals regarded every colony as necessarily moving towards the manifest destiny of ultimate independence, and the value of their sympathetic connection with the Baldwin-LaFontaine party in the present crisis must not be estimated apart from this element in their political philosophy. Indeed a little examination shows that between the ideas of the British Radicals and those of Robert Baldwin and his party, a great gulf was fixed. To the former, colonial self-government was justified as a necessary prelude to colonial independence: to the latter, it appeared as a bond — as the only stable and permanent bond — which would maintain intact the connection with the mother country. This latter point cannot be too strongly emphasized. There is hardly a speech made by Robert Baldwin at this period in which he does not assert his devotion to the unity of the empire and his firm belief that responsible government in the colonies was the true means of its maintenance. With the lapse of time the narrow view of the British Radicals has been discredited and lost from sight in the larger prospect of an imperial future. But no portion of that discredit should fall upon the Reformers of Canada, to whom at this moment they offered their support.

In answer to a question in the House of Commons, Lord Stanley, the colonial secretary, had (February 2nd, 1844) declared that the imperial government fully approved of the conduct of Sir Charles Metcalfe. Although Sir Charles LORD STANLEY’S VIEWS Metcalfe, he said, went out to carry out the views of the government at home, yet he was equally determined to resist any demands inconsistent with the dignity of the Crown; in pursuing this course he would have the entire support of the home government. A still more emphatic approval of Metcalfe’s conduct, together with a declaration of the principles of colonial government, was given by Lord Stanley some four months later (May 30th, 1844) in a debate which was presently known in Canada as the “great debate.” The statements made by Lord Stanley on that occasion, and the concurrence expressed by Lord John Russell, leave no doubt that neither the British statesmen of the Conservative party nor their Liberal opponents had as yet accepted the principle of colonial autonomy as we now know it. They were still haunted by the lingering idea that a colony must of necessity be subservient to its governor, and that complete self-government meant independence of Great Britain.

Mr. Roebuck had called the attention of the House of Commons to the condition of affairs in Canada, and the colonial secretary made a lengthy speech in reply. “The honourable member,” he said, “drew an analogy between the position of the ministers in the colony and the position of the ministers of the Crown in the mother country. He [Lord Stanley] denied the analogy. The constitution of Canada was so framed as to render it impossible that it could possess all the ingredients of the British constitution.” In Great Britain, he said, the Crown “exercised great influence because of the love, veneration, and attachment of the people. The governor was entirely destitute of the influence thus attached to royalty. . . . The House of Lords exercised the power derived from rank, station, wealth, territorial possession and hereditary title. The council [legislative] in Canada had none of these adventitious advantages.” The reasoning thus presented by the colonial secretary seems to bear in the wrong direction. But his remarks which follow essentially reveal the attitude of his mind on the question. “Place the governor of Canada,” he said, “in a state of absolute dependence on his council and they at once would make Canada an independent and republican colony. . . . It was inconsistent with a monarchical government that the governor should be nominally responsible, and yet was to be stripped of all power and authority, and to be reduced to that degree of power which was vested in the sovereign of this country: it was inconsistent with colonial dependence altogether and was overlooking altogether the distinction which must subsist between an independent STANLEY DEFENDS METCALFE country and a colony subject to the domination of the mother country. . . . The power for which a minister is responsible in England is not his own power but the power of the Crown, of which he is for the time the organ. It is obvious that the executive councillor of a colony is in a situation totally different. The governor, under whom he serves, receives his orders from the Crown of England. But can the colonial council be the advisers of the Crown of England? Evidently not, for the Crown has other advisers for the same functions and with superior authority.” Stanley’s words must have made a special appeal to Lord John Russell as the latter had used identical phrases in his dispatches to Sydenham five years earlier.

In the latter part of his speech Lord Stanley dealt more directly with the question of colonial appointments: his remarks show all too plainly that he too persisted in dividing the Canadians into two groups of “rebels” and “honest men,” and in viewing the present controversy as a strife between the two. “Did not the honourable and learned gentleman,” he asked, referring to Mr. Roebuck, “think that the minority in a colonial society, be it Tory, Radical, Whig, French, or English, had more chance of fair play if the honours and rewards in the gift of the government were distributed by the Crown than if they were dispensed exclusively by political partisans.” The magnificent stupidity of this remark can be realized if one imagines Lord Stanley being asked whether it might not be advisable to allow the queen to make personal appointments to all offices in order to shelter the British minority from the rapacity of the Conservative party. But what Stanley had in his mind becomes clear when he goes on to say:— “Would it be consistent with the dignity, the honour, the metropolitan interests of the Crown that its patronage should be used by the administration [of Canada] to reward the very men who had held back in the hour of danger? and would it be just or becoming to proscribe and drive from the service of the country those who, in the hour of peril, had come forward to manifest their loyalty and to maintain the union of Canada with the Crown of England?” The union of Canada and England had as little to do with the present argument as the union of Sweden and Norway, but the reference to it passed current in both countries for nobility of sentiment. Lord Stanley concluded his remarks by referring to the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry as “unprincipled demagogues” and “mischievous advisers.”

Stanley’s defense of Metcalfe and his views on colonial self-government read somewhat strangely at the present day. What is still more strange is that the Liberal leader, Lord John Russell, who spoke on the same occasion, was prepared to put IRRESPONSIBLE GOVERNMENT the same interpretation on the Canadian situation. He would, he said, have condemned Sir Charles Metcalfe if he had said that he would in no case take the opinion of his executive council respecting appointments; but it would be impossible for the governor to say that he would in all cases follow the will of the executive council. Sir Robert Peel and Mr. Charles Buller, one of the principal collaborators of Lord Durham in the composition of his report, spoke also to the same effect.

During all this time Sir Charles Metcalfe remained without a ministry. Even the two new councillors in office, Draper and Viger, had merely been sworn in as executive councillors without being assigned to offices of emolument. As the spring passed and the summer wore on, the chances of being able to obtain a ministry on anything like a representative basis still appeared remote. The Tories of the assembly had given to Sir Charles Metcalfe from the outset a cordial support, but in view of the overwhelming numbers of the Reformers and French Canadians, the attempt to construct a ministry from the ranks of the Tories would have been foredoomed to failure. On the other hand, the governor-general was well aware that continued government without a ministry meant ruin to his cause and tended of itself to prove the contention of his opponents. No effort was spared, therefore, to obtain support from the Reform party itself and to encourage secession from the ranks of the French Canadians by tempting offers of office. It was hoped that the example of Mr. Viger might induce others of his nationality to desert the cause of the late administration. Barthe, a fellow-prisoner of Viger in the days of the rebellion, and since then editor of L’Avenir du Canada and member for Yamaska, had been offered a seat in the cabinet shortly after the ministerial resignation and had refused. Four French Canadians in turn had rejected the offer of the position of attorney-general for Lower Canada, and the same position had been offered in vain to two British residents. Viger found himself with but small support among his fellow-countrymen. It was in vain that he appealed to them in a pamphlet in which he sought to prove that LaFontaine and Baldwin had acted without constitutional warrant. The subtleties of Mr. Viger’s arguments availed nothing against the instinctive sympathy of the French Canadians with their chosen leader. At the end of the month of June, Mr. Draper, anxious to realize the situation at first hand, visited the Lower Province and spent some weeks in a vain attempt at obtaining organized support for the government. As a result of his investigations he wrote to Sir Charles Metcalfe that “after diligently prosecuting his inquiries and extending A DEADLOCK his observations in all possible quarters, he could come to no other conclusion than that the aid of the French-Canadian party was not to be obtained on any other than the impossible terms of the restoration of Baldwin and LaFontaine.”

“The difficulty, indeed,” says Metcalfe’s biographer, “seemed to thicken. According to Mr. Draper, it was one from which there was no escape. After the lapse of seven months, during which the country had been without an executive government, Metcalfe was told by one of the ablest, the most clear-headed and one of the most experienced men in the country, that it was impossible to form a ministry, according to the recognized principle of responsible government, without the aid of the French-Canadian party, and that aid was impossible to obtain. What was to be done?” Well might the governor-general and his private advisers ask themselves this question. As Mr. Draper himself informed His Excellency, the want of an executive government was beginning to have a disastrous effect upon the commerce and credit of the country.

The revenue must inevitably be soon affected, the administration of justice was already hampered for want of a proper officer to represent the Crown in the courts of law, while the public mind was filled with disquieting apprehensions for the future which were beginning to paralyze the industrial life of the province.

The whole summer of 1844 was one of intense political excitement. Agitations, meetings, and political speeches became the order of the day, and political demonstrations on a large scale were organized by the rival parties. On May 12th a general meeting of the Reform Association had been held at Toronto. At this Robert Baldwin played a principal part, and in his speech on the occasion reiterated his attachment to the British connection and his belief that the policy of his party was the only one that could lead to permanent imperial stability. He presented to the meeting an address which he had drafted for presentation to the people of Canada, and which was adopted with enthusiasm. Its concluding sentences sounded a note of warning and appeal:— “This is not a mere party struggle. It is Canada against her oppressors. The people of Canada claiming the British constitution against those who withhold it: the might of public opinion against faction and corruption.”

The newspapers during these months contained little else than fiery disputation on the all-absorbing topic of the hour. Pamphlets poured from the colonial press in an abundant shower, and editors, lawyers, assemblymen and divines hastened to add each his contribution to the political controversy engendered by the situation. The Reform Alliance THE PAMPHLETEERS started a series of “tracts for the people” designed to elucidate the leading principles and disputed points of the whole controversy. Hincks, Buchanan, Ryerson, Sullivan and a swarm of others hastened into the fray, iterating and reiterating the well-worn arguments for and against the late ministry and soundly belabouring one another with political invective and personal abuse. The great bulk of the literature of the Metcalfe controversy is of but little interest or novelty. It is somewhat difficult to read through the forty pages of print in which “Zeno” (of Quebec) undertakes to show that the resistance of Metcalfe and his satellites to responsible government was but the “expiring howl of that mercenary class who, by servility and corruption, have marred the prosperity of the colony.” Equally difficult is it to follow the tortuous argumentation of Isaac Buchanan in his Five Letters Against the Baldwin Faction. Buchanan, who was a moderate Reformer now turned against his late leaders, writes with the bitterness of a renegade, and his letters are of some interest as illustrating the wilful distortion of Robert Baldwin’s opinions and objects at the hands of his opponents. “How many are there,” he asks, “who are out and out supporters of Mr. Baldwin who do not conscientiously wish that Canada was a state of the union to-morrow?” “Mr. Baldwin,” he says, “was weakening the very foundations of colonial society,” and supports the statement by an afflicting anecdote of a recent experience in England.

“On the subject of Baldwin’s past character,” says Buchanan, “the question was again and again put to me in England. Did he not prefer his party to his country, at the late rebellion, declining to fight against the former or to turn out in defence of the latter? I remember well the feeling remark of one gentleman of the most liberal British politics, and whose bosom beats as high as any man’s for the cause of freedom,— ‘Well, poor Mr. Baldwin may be a patriot, but he is not a Briton.’ ”

There is, however, one episode of the Metcalfe controversy — namely, the literary duel between the Rev. Egerton Ryerson and the Hon. R. B. Sullivan, late president of the council — which deserves more than a passing notice. In both Upper and Lower Canada, Metcalfe had spared no pains to win men of prominence of all parties to his cause by flattering offers of public office. Egerton Ryerson, already famous in the colony as a leader of the Methodist Church, as president of Victoria College and as an opponent of the exclusive claim of the Church of England to the Clergy Reserves, was one of those who were said by the Reformers to have felt the “draw of vice-regal blandishments.” The announcement early in 1844 that Ryerson had been interviewed by the governor-general, and that his appointment as superintendent of education with RYERSON DEFENDS METCALFE a seat in the cabinet was under consideration, was declared by the Globe (March 8th, 1844) to be an “alarming feeler.” Subsequently, when Ryerson, in the ensuing May, published his famous defence of Sir Charles Metcalfe and was later in the year duly appointed to be superintendent of education, his enemies did not scruple to say that Ryerson had sold himself to the Metcalfe government for a price, and had become a traitor to the cause of public liberty. But whatever may be thought of the correctness or incorrectness of Ryerson’s views on the ministerial controversy, the contention that his literary services had been bought, cannot stand. His appointment to office rests on a solid basis of merit and had long been under consideration. No one in the province had given more earnest thought to the problem of public education than had Egerton Ryerson, and the question of his appointment as superintendent of common schools had already been discussed by Lord Sydenham. It appears also, on good authority, that Sir Charles Metcalfe had determined to appoint Ryerson to some such position before the rupture with the LaFontaine-Baldwin cabinet occurred. It must, therefore, in fairness be admitted that the defence of Sir Charles Metcalfe was inspired by no self-seeking motives, but proceeded from a genuine conviction that the course adopted by the late cabinet was unconstitutional and dangerous to the public welfare.

From the literary point of view, Ryerson’s defence is an extremely able document and is written, not with the ponderous periods of the theologian, but with a vigour of style and a freedom of phrase which drew down upon the head of its author the taunt of being a “political swashbuckler.” The central point of the argument of the pamphlet is the attempt to prove that the conduct of the late ministry was contrary to British precedent. “If the ministry,” argued Ryerson, “objected to the governor’s appointments, the proper course for them consisted in immediate resignation, not in attempting to bind the governor with a pledge in regard to appointments of the future. It was,” he said, “contrary to British usage for them to remain in office twenty-four hours, much less weeks or months, after the head of the executive had performed acts or made appointments which they did not choose to justify before parliament and before the country. It was contrary to British usage for them to complain of and condemn a policy or acts to which they had become voluntary parties by their continuing in office. It was contrary to British usage for them to go to the sovereign to discuss principles and debate policy, instead of tendering their resignations for his past acts.” THE MINISTERS DEFENDED This line of reasoning, though rendered plausible by an imposing show of precedent and argument, need not be taken very seriously. The ministry had, in fact, resigned on account of the past acts of the governor, not on the strength of any single one, but rather by reason of the accumulation of many. For the entire ministry to have resigned the first time the governor undertook to make a minor appointment on his own account would have been plainly impossible: equally impossible was it to allow the governor to continue indefinitely making such appointments. The essence of the situation lay, therefore, in the future rather than the past.

Ryerson’s pamphlet called forth an answer from an opponent of as good fighting mettle as himself. The Thirteen Letters on Responsible Government, published by Robert Sullivan, are certainly equal to Ryerson’s defence in point of logic and in the presentation of the law, and easily surpass it in facility of style, while the caustic wit, for which the writer was distinguished, adds to the brilliance of his work. Sullivan signed himself “Legion” to indicate that his name was not one but many. He prefaces his work with a mock-heroic “Argument,” or table of contents, in which he endeavours at the outset to put his theological opponent in a ludicrous light. Thus he announces as the subject of Letter IV, the “doctor’s [Ryerson’s] discovery that Cincinnatus was one of the Knights of the Round Table, from which he infers that Mr. Baldwin stole his ideas on responsible government from the days of chivalry. “Later we read that “ ’Legion’ repudiates his relatives and absolves his godfathers on the ground of the doctor’s monopoly of the calendar of saints,” while the letters conclude with a “panoramic view of the doctor’s iniquitous career — his death struggle with ‘Legion’ and his hideous writhings graphically described,” after which “ ’Legion’ carries off the doctor amidst yells and imprecations.” Apart from witticisms, personalities, and stinging satire, Sullivan’s letters are of great importance in the Metcalfe controversy from the fact that the writer takes issue with Lord Stanley, whose views on colonial government he considers entirely erroneous. As a rule the writers on behalf of the Reform party endeavoured to so interpret Stanley’s expressions as to make them appear favourable to the attitude taken by the LaFontaine-Baldwin cabinet. In the light of what has been quoted above, this will be seen to be a hopeless task. Sullivan takes a bolder, and at the same time a surer, stand. “Lord Stanley’s argument,” he says, “if it proves anything, proves that we should not have representative institutions at all: that public opinion should not prevail in anything, because it wants the ingredient of aristocratic influence. . . . There is not the slightest doubt in the mind of any one, but that the governor of this province is bound to obey the orders of Her Majesty’s secretary of state for the colonies, however RYERSON ON BALDWIN opposed these orders may be to the advice of the council, for the time being. But there is as little doubt but that when a secretary of state gives such orders with respect to the administration of our local affairs, he violates the principle of responsible government as explained in the resolutions of 1841, to which Sir Charles Metcalfe subscribed.”

That a good many of “Legion’s” shafts had struck home is seen in the furious rejoinder published by Egerton Ryerson. In this the distinguished divine almost forgets the dignity of his divinity. He compares his opponent to Barère and likens the Reform Association to the Committee of Public Safety of the French Revolution:— “Whether ‘Legion’ drank, fiddled and danced,” he writes, “when Sir F. Head was firing the country, or when Lount and Mathews were hanging on the gallows, I have not the means of knowing: but a man who can charge the humane and benevolent Sir Charles Metcalfe with being an inhuman and bloodthirsty Nero, can easily be conceived to sing and shout at scenes over which patriotism and humanity weep.” To Baldwin himself, the writer is almost as unsparing. Baldwin had just delivered an address to the electors of Middlesex in which he exhorted the Tories “to forget all minor differences and to act as if they remembered only that they were Canadians, since as Canadians we have a country and are a people.” This patriotic utterance Ryerson sees fit to misinterpret. “In reading this passage of Mr. Baldwin’s address,” he says, “I could not keep from my thought two passages in very different books, the one a parable in the Book of Judges, in which ‘the bramble said unto the trees, if in truth ye anoint me king over you, then come and put your trust in my shadow: and if not, let fire come out of the bramble, and devour the cedars of Lebanon.’ The other passage which Mr. Baldwin’s address brought to my recollection, is one of Æsop’s Fables, where the fox that had lost its tail exhorted his brethren of all shades and sizes to imitate his example as the best fashion of promoting their comfort and elevation.”

The party war of pamphlets, speeches and addresses continued unabated throughout the summer. As the autumn drew on the efforts of Metcalfe and Draper to obtain at least the semblance of a representative cabinet met with better success. Towards the end of August a Mr. James Smith, a Montreal lawyer of no particular prominence, and never as yet a member of any legislative body, accepted the position of attorney-general for Lower Canada. A recruit of more imposing name was found in Denis B. Papineau, brother of the French-Canadian leader of 1837, to whom was given the office of commissioner of Crown lands.

Papineau, who had hitherto been an adherent of the Lower Canadian Reform party, shared with Vigor the odium of being a renegade from his party, A CABINET AT LAST and was subsequently accused by Robert Baldwin on the floor of the House with having approved the resignation of the previous ministry and then usurped the position they had seen fit to abandon. Papineau, whose character had stood high with his compatriots, claimed in reply that his acceptance of office did not rest on personal grounds, but that he had seen fit, on mature reflection, to modify his opinion of the present controversy. William Morris of Brockville accepted at the same time the post of receiver-general. Mr. Draper being now definitely appointed to be attorney-general for Upper Canada, Mr. Viger, president of the council, and Mr. Daly being still provincial secretary, Metcalfe found himself, at the opening of September (1844), with something approaching a complete ministry. It was thought wiser for the present to place no Tories in the cabinet. Mr. Henry Sherwood was, however, given the post of solicitor-general for Upper Canada without a seat in the executive council, and towards the close of the year W. B. Robinson, a brother of Chief-justice Robinson and a Tory of the old school, became inspector-general. Metcalfe was now ready to try conclusions with his adversaries. He dissolved the parliament on September 23rd, and writs, returnable on November 12th, were issued for a new election.

 



	
 


	
The holder of this office under the Act of Union was nominated and removed by the governor-general (3 and 4 Vict. c. Section xxxv).





	
 


	
These are to be found in the Journals of the Assembly and in all the newspapers of the day; they also appear in pamphlet form, under the title Addresses presented to His Excellency the Rt. Hon. Sir Chas. T. Metcalfe, Bart. G.C.B. (Toronto, 1844). This document and other publications on the controversy appear in the Baldwin Pamphlets, 1844, now in the Toronto Public Library.






 



	
 


	
About a fortnight afterwards (December 11th, 1843) Metcalfe wrote to Lord Stanley as follows: “Late on the following day, Mr. LaFontaine sent me a written statement of the explanation, which he and his colleagues proposed to give in their places in parliament, of the grounds of their resignation. A copy is enclosed. It is a most disingenuous production, suppressing entirely the immediate matter upon which their resignation took place, and trumping up a vague assertion of differences on the theory of responsible government as applicable to a colony, which had been expressed in the freedom of conversation as matters of opinion but not as grounds of procedure, and were, therefore, very unfairly used for the purpose to which this misrepresentation was applied. Had the gentlemen openly avowed that their object was to make the council supreme and to prostrate the British government and to reduce the authority of the governor to a nullity, there would have been truth in their statements of a difference between us, as I never can admit that construction of responsible government in a colony.” “Correspondence of Lord Metcalfe,” Canadian Archives. A little later (December 26th, 1843) Metcalfe wrote to Lord Stanley: “It is said that they [the late council] were beginning to totter in parliament. Some clauses in the judicature bills for Lower Canada, brought in by Mr. LaFontaine, had been thrown out owing to Mr. Viger’s opposition on principle to the arrangement therein proposed of judges sitting as a part of the Court of Appeal on the hearing of appeals from their own judgments. Mr. Baldwin’s King’s College University Bill was threatened with certain failure and would probably have been lost on the day after their resignation, if the latter had not furnished a pretext for withdrawing it without assigning the prospect of defeat as the cause. Their Assessment Bill likewise gave general dissatisfaction in Upper Canada, and they had been compelled to modify it considerably. These and some other occasional symptoms of defection, although not affecting their general majority in the House, were regarded as omens of approaching weakness, and it is supposed that, in order to recover waning popularity and power, they sought a rupture with the governor, determined to make use of it for the purpose of creating a popular cry in their favour. . . . This explanation has obtained some currency; but I cannot say that I give full credence to it. . . . A more obvious motive may be found in other circumstances. There were several bills before the parliament which, if passed into laws, would have created several new appointments with considerable salaries. . . . To secure the distribution of this patronage was, I conceive, the immediate object of their demand, or one for the surrender of the patronage into their hands.” Kaye, Selections from the Papers of Lord Metcalfe (London, 1855).





	
 


	
La Minerve, December 11th, 1843.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Mr. Viger afterwards published his views on the situation in full in a pamphlet entitled, La Crise Ministérielle (Kingston, 1844).





	
 


	
The gentleman in question was Colonel Ogle R. Gowan. A correspondent of the Pilot, in discussing the well-known episode of the queen’s refusal to dismiss the ladies of the bedchamber and its relation to the royal prerogative, had said: “His [Sir Robert Peel’s] demand was complied with, though Colonel Gowan falsely asserted the contrary at Kingston.” Gowan wrote to Hincks (March 12th, 1844) asking the name and address of the correspondent. “Should you decline to accede to my demand,” he said, “I beg you will refer me to a friend on your behalf to meet Captain Weatherly of this city, who will arrange a meeting between us.” Hincks managed to appease the irate colonel by explaining that the falseness of the argument and not the veracity of the speaker was the matter in question.






 



	
 


	
A View of Sir Charles Metcalfe’s Government in Canada (London, 1844). See also an article, Sir Charles Metcalfe in Canada (Fisher’s Colonial Magazine, 1844) and letters in the Colonial Gazette; see also Edward Gibbon Wakefield, Garnett, R. (London, 1898). Dr. Garnett speaks of Wakefield as “exercising irresponsible government in Canada as the secret counsellor of Sir Charles Metcalfe.”





	
 


	
Metcalfe to Stanley, December 26th, 1843, Kaye, Papers, p ff.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
See Hincks’s letters to the Morning Chronicle, July 24th, 1844, etc.





	
 


	
March 25th, 1844.


	



	
	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Baldwin Pamphlets (1844), Toronto Public Library.





	
 


	
Sir F. B. Head.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
The relation of George Brown to the Clear Grits to whom he was at first opposed is traced by J. Lewis in his George Brown (Makers of Canada Series).





	
 


	
As against this address a rival faction of the people of Talbot sent up expressions of hearty approval of Metcalfe’s conduct.






 



	
 


	
Stanley’s confidential letters to Metcalfe supported the latter in his quarrel with the Reformers. (Stanley to Metcalfe, May 18th, 1844). Hincks in his Reminiscences gives it as his opinion that Metcalfe, at the time of his leaving England, had received instructions from the colonial secretary to the effect that he was to make it his business to prevent the establishment of responsible government in Canada. “Sir Charles Metcalfe,” he writes (), “was selected with the object of overthrowing the new system of government.” The formal instructions to Metcalfe under date of February 24th, 1843, were identical with those sent to Lord Sydenham under date of August 30th, 1840. (See Canadian Archives Report, 1905, p-21). But it is known that Metcalfe had a confidential interview with Lord Stanley before leaving England and that he received private communications from him in regard to the ministerial crisis. The following passage occurs in a MS. letter of LaFontaine to Baldwin under date of January 28th, 1844: “Holmes received this morning a letter from Dunn who states that a person, upon whose word he can rely, had just informed him that the governor had received despatches from Lord Stanley approving his conduct. That is a matter of course.” (Baldwin Correspondence, Toronto Public Library.)





	
 


	
La Minerve (July 1st, 1844) contains an interesting discussion of this debate.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Russell to Poulett Thomson, October 14th, 1839, Kennedy, Documents, p ff.


	



	
 


	
See La Crise Ministerielle et M. Denis Benjamin Viger (Kingston, 1844), published also in English (Baldwin Pamphlets, 1844, Toronto Public Library).





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Kaye, Life of Metcalfe, vol. ii., p ff. (London, 1854).





	
 


	
See Kaye, 


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
N. F. Davin, The Irishman in Canada, .


	



	
 


	
Sir Charles Metcalfe Defended Against the Attacks of his late Councillors, Toronto, 1844.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
See Egerton Ryerson, Story of My Life (Edited by J. G. Hodgins) Chap. xliii: see also N. Burwash, Egerton Ryerson (Makers of Canada Series) Chap. v.





	
 


	
H. J. Morgan, Sketches of Celebrated Canadians, 1862.


	



	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Speech in answer to Address from the Throne, 1844.





	
 


	
See above, 


	



	
	
	




 


CHAPTER VIII. IN OPPOSITION
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THE ELECTIONS OF the autumn of 1844 were carried on amid an unsurpassed political excitement, and both sides threw themselves into the struggle with an animosity that seriously endangered the peace of the country. Whatever may be thought of the constitutionality of Metcalfe’s conduct during the recent session of parliament, there can be no doubt that he went outside of his proper sphere in the part he took in the parliamentary election. His personal influence and his personal efforts were used to the full in the interests of the Draper government. Indeed, there now existed, between the governor-general and the leaders of the Reform party, a feeling of personal antagonism that gave an added bitterness to the contest. The governor-general had not scrupled to denounce the Reformers publicly as enemies of British sovereignty: in answer to an address sent up to him from the county of Drummond in which reference was made to the “measures and proceedings of a party tending directly in our opinion to the terrible result of separation from British connection and rule,” Metcalfe stated that he had “abundant reason to know that you have accurately described the designs of the late executive council.”

This intemperate language brought about the resignation of LaFontaine from his position as queen’s counsel, a step immediately followed by a similar resignation on the part of Baldwin. The resignations were accompanied by letters to the provincial secretary in which the accusation of hostility to British sovereignty was indignantly denied. The same denial was repeated by the Reform leaders in the public addresses to their constituents, inserted in full length, according to the custom of the day, in the party newspapers, in spite of which Metcalfe and the Tories persisted in viewing the contest as one between loyalty and treason. “He felt,” said Metcalfe’s biographer, “that he was fighting for his sovereign against a rebellious people.” For the rank and file of the Tory following, excuse may be found in the exigencies of party warfare; but for Metcalfe, as governor of the country, no apology can be offered, save perhaps the honesty of his conviction. “I regard the approaching election,” he wrote (September 26th, 1844), “as a very important crisis, the result of which will demonstrate whether the majority of Her Majesty’s Canadian subjects are disposed to have responsible government in union with British connection and supremacy, or will struggle for a sort of government that is impracticable consistently with either.”

The result of the election gave a narrow majority to Mr. Draper’s administration, but the contest METCALFE’S VICTORY was accompanied by such violence and disorder at the polls that the issue cannot be regarded as indicating the real tenor of public opinion. In this violence, it must be confessed, both parties participated. The Irish, mindful of their late contest with the Orangemen and the fate of the Secret Societies Bill, were solid for the Reform party, and their solidity assumed at many polling places its customary national form. It was charged by the enemies of Baldwin that gangs of Irishmen were hired in Upper Canada to control the voters by the power of the club. Nor were the Tories behind hand in the use of physical force, and on both sides inflammatory handbills and placards incited the voters to actual violence. “The British party,” said Metcalfe himself, “were resolved to oppose force by force and organized themselves for resistance.”

As the issue of the elections became known, it appeared that the Reformers had carried Lower Canada by a sweeping majority, but that the adherents of the government had scored a still more complete victory in the Upper Province. LaFontaine, who had decided to present himself again to the electors of Terrebonne rather than to continue to represent an Upper Canadian constituency, was elected almost unanimously. Out of fifteen hundred voters who assembled in despite of bad roads and bad weather, only about a score were prepared to support a local attorney named Papineau, who had been nominated to oppose LaFontaine. A mere show of hands was sufficient to settle the election without further formalities. Morin was elected for two constituencies. Aylwin was returned for Quebec, and of the forty-two members for Lower Canada, only sixteen could be counted as supporters of the government. D. B. Papineau was elected for Ottawa county, but his colleague, Viger, whose prestige among the French Canadians was permanently impaired, was defeated by Wolfred Nelson, the former leader of the rebellion. The city of Montreal, henceforth to be the capital of Canada, signalized itself by returning two supporters of the administration. But their success was due solely to the arrangement of voting districts made by the government; for the city contained an overwhelming majority of French-Canadian and Irish adherents of the Reform party. In Upper Canada, of the forty-two members elected, the government could count thirty as its adherents. MacNab, Sherwood, W. B. Robinson, John A. Macdonald of Kingston, and many other Tories were elected. Baldwin, who had bidden farewell to the constituency of Rimouski, was elected for the fourth riding of York, but Hincks was A NARROW MAJORITY beaten in Oxford and remained out of parliament until 1848. John Henry Dunn, also a member of the late cabinet, was beaten in Toronto. The Tories stuck at nothing to carry the elections in Upper Canada. To their affrighted loyalty the end justified the means. Returns were in some cases wilfully falsified. Elsewhere the voters were driven from the polls and violence carried to such an extent that the troops were called out to quell the disorder, while throughout the province the militia were warned to be in readiness for possible emergencies. Only seven decided Reformers, among them Baldwin, Small and Price, were returned to parliament from Upper Canada. Taking the two sections of the province together and making due allowance for doubtful members, it appeared that the government might claim at the very outside, forty-six supporters in a House of eighty-four members. Even this narrow margin of support could not be relied upon. On the vote for the speakership, for example, Sir Allan MacNab was elected by only a majority of three.

On these terms, for want of any better, Mr. Draper had now to undertake the government of the country. It was a difficult task, and for one less skilled in the arts of political management it would have been impossible. The administration could hardly rest upon a satisfactory footing unless an adequate support could be obtained from the French of Lower Canada: on the other hand, any attempt to gain this support was apt to alienate the Upper Canadian Tories, now definitely in alliance with Mr. Draper and represented in his cabinet by Robinson, the new inspector-general. The leader of the government was therefore compelled to preserve, as best he might, a balance of power in a chronic condition of unstable equilibrium. That Mr. Draper did continue to carry on his government for nearly three years speaks volumes for his political dexterity.

It is no part of the present narrative to follow in detail the legislative history of Mr. Draper’s administration. The seat of government had now been transferred to Montreal, where the parliament was given as its quarters a building that had formerly been St. Anne’s market. It was a capacious edifice some three hundred and fifty feet in length by fifty in breadth, with two large halls on the ground floor which served for the House of Assembly and the legislative council, the hall of the assembly containing ample galleries with seats for five hundred spectators. The parliament assembled on ATTEMPTS AT CONCILIATION November 28th, 1844, and remained in session until the end of March of the ensuing year. During Mr. Draper’s administration under Lord Sydenham, he had maintained himself in office, as has been seen, by adopting the measures desired by the Opposition as his own policy. This method of stealing his opponent’s thunder was a favourite artifice of the leader of the government, and during the present session he made a liberal use of it. Acts in reference to the schools and municipalities of Lower Canada were passed, which carried forward the educational reforms already commenced. In order to conciliate, if possible, the Reformers of Lower Canada, steps were taken towards restoring the French language to its official position. It was known to the government that LaFontaine had it under consideration to put before the assembly a resolution urging upon the imperial government the claims of the people of Lower Canada to have their language placed upon an equal footing with English in the proceedings of the legislature. LaFontaine’s intention was accordingly forestalled, and Denis Papineau, the commissioner of Crown lands, proposed to the assembly to vote an address to the imperial government asking for a repeal of the clause of the Act of Union which made English the sole official language. The motion was voted by acclamation amid general enthusiasm and the home government, after some delay, saw fit to act upon it. The administration was less happy in its attempt to deal with the still outstanding university question. Mr. Draper presented a University Bill, closely analogous to that of Robert Baldwin; but finding that the opposition of the Tories was at once aroused against such a proposed spoliation of the Church, the bill was dropped without coming to a vote. With these and other minor measures, and with much wrangling over the crop of contested elections that remained as a legacy from the late conflict, the time of the assembly was occupied until the end of the month of March.

Before the session had yet come to an end, the news was received that the home government intended raising Sir Charles Metcalfe to the peerage. In view of Metcalfe’s long and useful career in other parts of the empire, such a step was not necessarily to be regarded as a special official approval of his conduct in Canada; but among the Reformers the announcement occasioned great indignation. The violence of party antagonism had by no means subsided: at the very opening of the session Baldwin had endeavoured to carry through the assembly a vote of censure against the governor-general for having violated the principles of the constitution by governing without a ministry. METCALFE MADE A PEER The news that Metcalfe, instead of censure, was now to obtain an elevation to the peerage, drew forth from the members of the Opposition expressions of protest in language which the passions of the hour rendered unduly intemperate. Aylwin declared to the assembly that it would be more fitting that Metcalfe should be recalled and put on trial, rather than that he should receive the dignity of a peer. Even Robert Baldwin made use of somewhat immoderate expressions of disapproval. Utterances of this kind might perhaps have been spared, for the untoward fate that had fallen upon the two preceding governors of Canada now cast its shadow plainly on the governor-general, and it was becoming evident that Baron Metcalfe of Fern Hill was not long destined to enjoy earthly honours. Before coming to Canada he had suffered severely, as has been said above, from a cancerous growth upon the cheek: an operation had for the time arrested the progress of the disease, but all efforts towards a radical cure had proved unavailing. The sufferings of the distinguished patient had now become constant and his sight seriously affected. The rapid decline of his health made it apparent that he was no longer fit for the arduous duties of his position, and his friends began to urge him to ask for his recall. But Lord Metcalfe, with the indomitable courage that was his leading virtue, still held heroically to what he considered to be the post of duty.

Meantime, having got through one parliamentary session, Mr. Draper was anxious to avoid, if possible, encountering another upon the same terms. Draper appears to have realized that the great error of his past policy had been his failure to reckon with the strength of the united French-Canadian vote. This had upset his former ministry under Lord Sydenham, and the experience of the Metcalfe crisis had shown him that, even with the full support of a governor-general, the government could not be satisfactorily carried on without French-Canadian support. Mr. Draper now determined to obtain this support, and to retrieve his past errors by the formation of a new variety of political coalition. Of the Reform party of Upper Canada he had but little fear. Their representation in parliament was now seriously depleted, and even among their remaining members of the assembly, divisions had existed during the past session; on the other hand, the star of the Tories was in the ascendant and that party might always be counted upon to offset in Upper Canada the political influence of the Reformers. If then, Mr. Draper argued, the French-Canadian party under LaFontaine could be induced to break loose from Baldwin and his adherents and to join forces with the Ministerialists of Upper Canada, a combination could be formed that would hold a strong majority in both of the ancient provinces. We have here the beginnings of that system of a NEGOTIATIONS WITH LAFONTAINE “double majority,” — a majority, that is, in both Upper and Lower Canada, — which became the will o’ the wisp of the rival politicians, and which many persons were presently inclined to invest with a constitutional sanctity, as forming part of the necessary machinery of Canadian government. It was characteristic of the ways and means of Mr. Draper, to whom the term “artful dodger” has often been applied, that he was prepared to throw overboard his French-Canadian men of straw (Viger and Papineau) to make way for LaFontaine, Morin, and their friends.

In order to attain his purpose, Mr. Draper in the autumn of 1845 entered into indirect negotiations with LaFontaine, Mr. Caron, the speaker of the legislative council, acting as a go-between. In the three-cornered correspondence that ensued the question of a ministerial reconstruction along the lines of the new alliance was fully discussed. Draper at first had interviews with Caron in which he suggested that the ministry might be strengthened by the addition of leading French-Canadian Reformers. Caron conveyed this suggestion to LaFontaine in a letter of September 7th, 1845. Mr. Draper’s ideas, gathered thus at one remove and intentionally expressed with vagueness, may be seen in the following passage from Mr. Caron’s letter. “He [Mr. Draper] told me that Mr. Viger could be easily prevailed upon to retire, and that Mr. Papineau desired nothing better: that both these situations should be filled up by French-Canadians: he seemed desirous that Morin should be president of the council . . . he spoke of the office of solicitor-general, which, he said, ought to be filled by one of our origin . . . he also spoke of an assistant secretaryship, the incumbent of which ought to receive handsome emoluments . . . This was about all he could for the present offer to our friends, who, when in power, might themselves strive afterwards to make their share more considerable. As regarded you [LaFontaine], he said that nothing would afford him greater pleasure than to have you as his colleague, but that, as the governor and yourself could not meet, the idea of having you form part of the administration must be given up so long as Lord Metcalfe remained in power: that it would be unjust to sacrifice a man of your influence and merit . . . but that this difficulty could easily be made to disappear by giving you an appointment with which you would be satisfied. . . . As to Mr. Baldwin, he said little about; but I understood, as I did in my first conversation, that he thought he would retire of himself.” FAILURE OF DRAPER’S PLAN

Such was Mr. Draper’s plan. LaFontaine’s attitude in the dealings which followed is entirely above reproach. Mr. Draper’s method of approach he considered to be irregular and unconstitutional; nor did the glittering bribe of “handsome emoluments” and “an appointment with which he would be satisfied,” conceal from him the real meagreness of Mr. Draper’s offer. The artful attorney-general was indeed merely offering to buy off a number of leading French-Canadians with offers of office and salary. It appears, however, that if Mr. Draper had been willing to go further and entirely reconstruct the Lower Canadian part of his cabinet so as to place it in the hands of the Reformers, LaFontaine would have been willing to make terms with him. This statement must not, however, be misunderstood. The arrangement contemplated was viewed by LaFontaine, not as the purchase of the Lower Canadian party by Mr. Draper, but as the purchase of Mr. Draper by the Lower Canadian party. The plan was fully discussed between LaFontaine and Hincks in Montreal. Nor did LaFontaine conceal anything of the negotiations in question from Robert Baldwin. The plan contemplated by LaFontaine and Hincks would merely have amounted to a further consolidation of the united French and English Reform party by adding to its ranks Mr. Draper and his immediate adherents. The danger of further secession, in pursuance of the example of Denis, Papineau and Viger, would thus be minimized. The undoubted parliamentary talents of Mr. Draper would lend a valuable support to the cause, and the Tories of Upper Canada would remain in hopeless isolation. In a letter of September 23rd, 1845, LaFontaine wrote very freely to Baldwin of the whole matter, and enclosed a translation of his letter to Caron. “Mr. Hincks,” he said, “whom I saw this morning, seemed to be favourable to the plan, if it was effected, admitting that it would immediately crush the reaction in Quebec, and would strengthen you in Upper Canada. For my part I think Mr. Draper would be very glad to have an opportunity to act with the Liberal party: he knows he is not liked by the Tory party and that they wish to get rid of him. However, that is his own business.”

If so powerful a combination of parties, and one so obviously advantageous to the interests of his race could have been formed, LaFontaine was perfectly willing, if need be, to retire from his leadership of the party in order to facilitate the new arrangement. “What French-Canadians should do above everything,” he wrote, “is to remain united and to make themselves respected. I will not serve as a means of dividing my compatriots. If an administration is formed which merits my confidence, I will support it with all my heart. If it has not my confidence but possesses that of the THE DOUBLE MAJORITY majority of my compatriots, not being able to support it, I will willingly resign my seat, rather than cast division in our ranks.” But to meet LaFontaine’s views, Mr. Draper would have been called upon to go further than he had intended. To break entirely with the Canadian Tories and to throw overboard Mr. Dominick Daly, — the “permanent secretary,” as he was now facetiously entitled, — was more than Mr. Draper had bargained for. These difficulties caused the negotiations to hang fire until the recall of Lord Metcalfe changed the position of affairs. “The whole affair,” says a Canadian historian, “suddenly collapsed, and the only result was to intensify the political atmosphere, and aggravate the quarrel between a weak government and a powerful opposition.”

Among the correspondence of Robert Baldwin in reference to the proposed reconstruction of parties, appears a letter of considerable interest addressed to LaFontaine which bears no date, but which was probably written in the autumn of 1845, after the failure of Mr. Caron’s negotiations. Baldwin expresses an emphatic disapproval of any attempt to set up the principle of a “double majority.” Such a system of government would be calculated, in his opinion, rather to intensify than to obliterate the racial animosity and end in precipitating a desperate struggle for supremacy. “You already know,” he wrote, “my opinion of the ‘double majority’ as respects the interests of the province at large. When I gave you that opinion I hesitated to dwell on what appears to me to be its extreme danger to our Lower Canadian friends of French origin themselves. . . . I speak not of the present public men of the province, or of the course which they or any of them may take. Some may be swept away from the arena altogether; others may retire; but in the event of such an arrangement being carried out, all who remain upon the political sea will, I am satisfied, have to go with the stream. The arrangement will be viewed as one based essentially upon a natural, original distinction and equally uninfluenced by the political principles. British and French will then become in reality, what our opponents have so long wished to make them, the essential distinctions of party, and the final result will scarcely admit of doubt. The schemes of those who looked forward to the union as a means of crushing the French-Canadians, and who advocated it with no other views, will then be crowned with success, and the latter will themselves have become the instruments to accomplish it. That this will be the final result of any successful attempt to reorganize the ministry upon such a foundation, I have no doubt whatever. It will not, however, be injurious to the French-Canadian portion of our population alone. It appears to me equally clear that it will be most calamitous to the country in general. It will perpetuate distinctions, METCALFE RECALLED initiate animosities, sever the bonds of political sympathy and sap the foundation of political morality.”

In the autumn of 1845 the progress of Lord Metcalfe’s malady was such as rapidly to render him unfit for further exertions. His disease had almost destroyed his sight and his constant sufferings rendered the transaction of official business a matter of extreme difficulty. At the end of October he asked for his recall. But the imperial government, aware of his distressing condition, had anticipated his request, and Stanley had already forwarded to him the official acceptance of a resignation which he might use at any time that seemed proper to him. “You will retire, whenever you retire,” wrote the colonial secretary, “with the entire approval and admiration of Her Majesty’s government.” Lord Metcalfe left Montreal at the end of November, 1845, and returned to England. All attempts to stay the ravages of his dreadful malady proved unavailing and after months of suffering, borne with admirable constancy, he died on September 5th, 1846. Not even the melancholy circumstances of Lord Metcalfe’s departure from Canada could still the animosity of his opponents, and a section of the Reform press greeted the news of his retirement with untimely exultation.

On Metcalfe’s departure the government was entrusted to Lord Cathcart, commander of the forces, at first as administrator and afterwards as governor-general. Cathcart was a soldier, a veteran of the Peninsula and Waterloo, whose main interest in the Canadian situation lay in the question whether the dispute then pending in regard to the Oregon territory would end in war with the United States. Indeed it was on account of the threatening aspect of the boundary question that the imperial government had elevated Cathcart to the governorship. The matter of responsible government concerned him not, and during his administration he left the civil government of the country to his ministers to conduct as best they might. Their best was indeed but poor. In the session of parliament that ran from March 20th until June 9th, 1846, the government was quite unable to maintain itself. Mr. Draper tried in vain to repeat his thunder-stealing policy and although he carried through parliament an Act to provide for a civil list, which was intended (with imperial consent) to take the place of the existing imperial arrangement, his government on other measures was repeatedly defeated. In the summer and autumn of the year, difficulties crowded upon him. The Draper-Caron correspondence was made public, whereat many Tories took offence and Sherwood, the solicitor-general, dropped out of Mr. Draper’s cabinet. The leader of the government had failed A NEW BRITISH CABINET in his attempted alliance with the Liberals of Lower Canada, and had excited resentment and distrust in the minds of his Tory following. It was indeed becoming very evident that the only method of salvation for the Draper government was to make it a government without Mr. Draper.

Meantime events had happened in England calculated to exercise an immediate effect upon the course of Canadian policy. With the disruption of the Tories over the passage of the Corn Law Repeal (in the summer of 1846), Sir Robert Peel’s government had come to an end, and the Liberals under Lord John Russell had come into power. With Lord John was associated as colonial secretary, Earl Grey, the son of the great Whig prime minister of the Reform Bill. The name of the second Earl Grey will always be associated with the establishment of actual democratic government in the mother country by means of parliamentary reform: that of the third will be forever connected with the final and definite adoption of the principle of colonial self-government. The moment was a critical one. The abandonment of the older system of commercial restrictions had destroyed the doctrine that the value of the colonies lay in the monopoly of their trade by the mother country. To the Radical wing of the British party this seemed to mean that the time had come to permit the colonies to depart in peace. But to Earl Grey, himself a former under-secretary of state for the colonies, and enlightened by the study of recent events in Canada, and by the similar struggle that had been in progress in Nova Scotia, it appeared that the time was opportune for establishing the colonial system upon another and more durable basis, and for the creation of such a system of government as might combine colonial liberty with imperial stability. He repudiated the idea of abandoning the dependencies of the empire to a separate destiny. “The nation,” he said, “has incurred a responsibility of the highest kind which it is not at liberty to throw off.”

The advent to power of the British Liberal ministry was viewed by the Reform party in Canada as most auspicious for their cause. “I cannot help regarding it as a circumstance full of promise,” said Robert Baldwin at a public dinner (November 11th, 1846) given to him by the Reform electors of the east riding of Halton, “that the imperial councils should at the present time be presided over by the statesman who, as colonial secretary, has given the imperial imprimatur to the doctrines of Lord Durham’s Report, and the colonial department directed by one so nearly connected with the great statesman to whom England and the colonies were both so much indebted for that invaluable state document.” POLICY OF LORD GREY The new British cabinet could not, of course, put forth an official repudiation of the conduct of its predecessors towards the colonies. This would have been contrary to the most obvious considerations of imperial policy, and would also have been unadvisable owing to the attitude taken in earlier years by Lord John Russell himself. But the cabinet were fully aware, none the less, that the situation in British North America could only be met by a frank recognition of the right of the colonists of Nova Scotia and Canada to manage their own affairs. The sphere of action which Earl Grey considered proper for a governor to assume may be best understood by a despatch addressed by him to Sir John Harvey, lieutenant-governor of Nova Scotia, (November 3rd, 1846). “This,” says Lord Grey himself, “contains the best explanation I can give of the . . . means to be adopted for the purpose of bringing into full and successful operation the system of constitutional government which it seemed to be the desire of the inhabitants of British North America to have established among them.” Harvey, whose executive council was incomplete and unable to carry on the government, had found himself in a situation analogous to that in Canada. “I am of opinion,” runs Lord Grey’s despatch, “that, under all the circumstances of the case, the best course for you to adopt is to call upon the members of your present executive council to propose to you the names of the gentlemen whom they would recommend to supply the vacancies which I understand to exist in the present board. If they should be successful in submitting to you an arrangement to which no valid objection arises, you will of course continue to carry on the government through them, so long as it may be possible to do so satisfactorily, and as they possess the necessary support from the legislature. Should the present council fail in proposing to you an arrangement which it would be proper for you to accept, it would then be your natural course, in conformity with the practice in analogous cases in this country, to apply to the opposite party: and should you be able through their assistance to form a satisfactory council, there will be no impropriety in dissolving the assembly upon their advice: such a measure, under those circumstances, being the only mode of escaping from the difficulty which would otherwise exist of carrying on the government of the province upon the principles of the constitution. The object with which I recommend to you this course, is that LORD GREY’S DESPATCHES of making it apparent that any transfer which may take place of political power from the hands of one party in the province to those of another, is the result, not of an act of yours, but of the wishes of the people themselves. . . . In giving, therefore, all fair and proper support to your council for the time being, you will carefully avoid any acts which can possibly be supposed to imply the slightest objection to their opponents, and also refuse to assent to any measures which may be proposed to you by your council which may appear to you to involve an improper exercise of the authority of the Crown for party rather than for public objects. In exercising, however, this power of refusing to sanction measures which may be submitted to you by your council, you must recollect that this power of opposing a check upon extreme measures proposed by the party for the time in the government, depends entirely for its efficacy upon its being used sparingly and with the greatest possible discretion. A refusal to accept advice tendered to you by your council is a legitimate ground for its members to tender to you their resignation, — a course which they would doubtless adopt, should they feel that the subject on which a difference had arisen between you and themselves was one upon which public opinion would be in their favour. Should it prove to be so, concession to their views must sooner or later become inevitable, since it cannot be too distinctly acknowledged that it is neither possible nor desirable to carry on the government of any of the British provinces in North America in opposition to the opinion of the inhabitants.”

In order to carry into effect in the province of Canada the views thus indicated, the new British government determined to send out to the colony a governor-general whose especial task it should be to set right the unfortunate situation created by the mistaken policy of Lord Metcalfe. The conclusion of the Oregon treaty had by this time removed any immediate prospect of rupture with the United States, and it was no longer necessary to retain a military man at the head of Canadian affairs. The Whig ministry therefore resolved to send out Lord Elgin, whose appointment had already been proposed to Stanley by Queen Victoria before the fall of the Tory government. Elgin presented, in many respects, a marked contrast to the governors who had preceded him. He was still a young man, and his vigorous health and ardent spirits gave reason to hope that he was destined to break the spell that seemed to hang over the Canadian governors, and that there was little likelihood of his dying in office. His proficiency in the French language, his geniality and the charm of his address, prepared for him, from the moment of his landing, a social and personal success. But these advantages were the least of Lord Elgin’s qualifications for his new position. His chief claim VIEWS OF GREY AND RUSSELL to distinction, and the fact which gives his name a high and enduring place in the record of Canadian history, was his masterly grasp of the colonial situation, and the course he was prepared to take in instituting a real system of colonial self-government.

Lord Durham recommended responsible government: Baldwin and LaFontaine contended for it: Earl Grey sanctioned it, and Lord Elgin, as governor-general, first successfully applied it. For this full credit should be given to him. There seems to have been in the minds of Earl Grey and Lord John Russell some lingering of the old leaven, — a certain reservation in the grant of colonial autonomy they were prepared to make. The fact appears in certain passages of the despatch quoted above, and it is not difficult to find in Lord Grey’s other writings expressions of opinion which imply a hesitancy to accept the doctrine of colonial self-government in its entire sense. Lord John Russell in earlier years (1836) had told the House of Commons that the demands of the Canadian Reformers were incompatible with British sovereignty. Prior to his departure for the colony Lord Elgin had, indeed, been given by the colonial secretary the most liberal instructions in regard to the conduct of the Canadian government. Had he been of the temper of Lord Metcalfe or Lord Sydenham, he could easily have assumed a certain latitude in his application of the constitutional system. But Lord Elgin was not so minded. He was inclined, if anything, to improve on his instructions, and having grasped the fundamental idea of colonial self-government, was determined to bring it fully into play.

Lord Elgin was a thorough believer in the doctrines enunciated in Lord Durham’s Report. Moreover, his marriage with Durham’s daughter gave him an especial and sympathetic interest in proving the truth of Lord Durham’s views. “I still adhere,” he wrote to his wife, “to my opinion that the real and effectual vindication of Lord Durham’s memory and proceedings will be the success of a governor-general of Canada who works out his views of government fairly.” Where Lord Elgin showed a political sagacity far in advance of the governors who had preceded him was in his perception of the fact that a governor, in frankly accepting his purely constitutional position, did not thereby abandon his prestige and influence in the province, nor cease to be truly representative of the British Crown. Sydenham’s pride had revolted at the prospect of nonentity: Metcalfe’s loyalty had taken fright at the spectre of colonial ARRIVAL OF LORD ELGIN independence; but Elgin had the insight to perceive and to demonstrate the real nature of the governor’s position. He was once asked, later on, “whether the theory of the responsibility of provincial ministers to the provincial parliament, and of the consequent duty of the governor to remain absolutely neutral in the strife of political parties, had not a necessary tendency to degrade his office into that of a mere roi fainéant.” This Elgin emphatically denied. “I have tried,” he said, “both systems. In Jamaica, there was no responsible government; but I had not half the power I have here, with my constitutional and changing cabinet.”

Lord Elgin left England at the beginning of January, 1847, and entered Montreal on the twenty-ninth of the month. The people of the city, irrespective of political leanings, united in an address of welcome, and, in the perplexed state of Canadian politics, all parties were inclined to look to the new governor to give a definite lead to the current of affairs. It was strongly in Elgin’s favour that neither party associated his past career with the cause of their opponents. In British politics a Tory, he came to Canada as the appointee of a British Liberal government. “Lord Elgin,” said Hincks in the Pilot, “is said to be a Tory and there is no doubt that he is of a Tory family. We look upon his bias as an English politician with the most perfect indifference. We do not think it matters one straw to us Canadians whether our governor is a Tory or a Whig, more especially a Tory of the Peel school. We have to rely on ourselves not the governor; and if we are true to ourselves, the private opinions of the governor will be of very little importance.”

At the time of Lord Elgin’s arrival, the Draper government was reaching its last stage of decrepitude. “The ministry,” in the words of a Canadian writer, “were as weak as a lot of shelled pease.” In the spring of the year (April and May, 1847) a partial reconstruction of the ministry was made with a view of rallying the support of the malcontent Tories. Mr. Draper himself abandoned his place, his fall being broken by his appointment as puisne judge of the court of queen’s bench. John A. Macdonald, destined from now on to figure in the forefront of Canadian politics, entered the ministry as receiver-general; Sherwood became attorney-general of Upper Canada, and other changes were made. But inasmuch as the reconstructed cabinet — the Sherwood-Daly ministry, as it is called — contained no other French Canadian than Mr. Papineau, it was plainly but a makeshift and could not hope to conduct with success the administration of the country. As soon as parliament was summoned (June 2nd, 1847) the Reformers commenced a vigorous and united onslaught. A FEEBLE MINISTRY Baldwin, seconded by LaFontaine, moved an amendment to the address in which, while congratulating Lord Elgin upon his recent marriage with Lord Durham’s daughter, he declared that it was to Lord Durham that the country owed the recognition of the principle of responsible government, and to Lord Elgin that the parliament looked for the application of it. LaFontaine followed with an eloquent denunciation of those of his compatriots who had lent their support in parliament to a ministry whose cardinal principle was hostility to their race. “You have,” he said, “sacrificed honour to love of office: you have let yourselves become passive instruments in the hands of your colleagues: you have sacrificed your country and ere long you will reap your reward.”

After a heated debate of three days the government was able to carry the address by a majority of only two votes. Nor had it any better fortune during the session of two months which ensued. The ministry was not in a position to introduce any measures of prime importance, and even upon minor matters sustained repeated defeats. The only legislation possible under the circumstances were measures of evident and urgent public utility into which party considerations did not enter. The incorporation of companies to operate the new “magnetic telegraph,” as the newspapers of the day called it, are noticeable among these. Still more necessary was the legislation for the relief of the vast crowds of indigent Irish immigrants, driven from their own country by the terrible famine of 1846-7, and to whose other sufferings were added the ravages of ship-fever and other contagious diseases. In the public consideration of this question Robert Baldwin took a prominent place and aided in the foundation of the Emigration Association of Toronto.

The ill-success of the reconstructed government, and the universal desire for a strong and stable administration which could adequately cope with the many difficulties of the hour, clearly necessitated a dissolution of parliament. Lord Elgin though without personal bias against the existing cabinet, felt that it was no longer representative of the feelings of the people, among whom the current of public opinion had now set strongly in favour of the Reform party. Elgin dissolved the parliament on December 6th, 1847, the writs for the new election being returnable on the twenty-fourth of the following January. The general election which ensued was an unbroken triumph for the Reformers. In Upper Canada twenty-six of the forty-two members returned belonged to the Liberal party, while in the lower part of the province only half a dozen of those elected were partisans of the expiring government. Baldwin was again elected in the fourth riding of York, the same county returning also, in Blake and Price, two of his strongest supporters. Francis Hincks, who was NEW ELECTIONS absent from Canada, being at this time on a five months’ tour to his native land, was elected for Oxford in his absence. Sir Allan MacNab and John A. Macdonald were among the Conservatives reelected; Sherwood narrowly escaped defeat, while John Cameron, the solicitor-general, Ogle R. Gowan, the Orange leader, and many others of the party lost their seats. In Lower Canada the Reformers were irresistible: even the city of Montreal repented of its sins by returning LaFontaine and a fellow-Reformer as its members. LaFontaine was also returned for Terrebonne, but elected to sit for Montreal. The result of the election left nothing for the Conservatives but to retire as gracefully as might be to the shades of Opposition and wait for happier times.

It is not uninteresting to note, in the light of future events, the words which Robert Baldwin used in his election address: “We shall have no more representatives of the sovereign making the doctrine of the Charleses and Jameses the standard by which to govern British subjects in the nineteenth century . . . henceforth their vice-regal governments will be distinguished by adherence to the constitutional principles acknowledged by all parties in England . . . principles which will relieve her majesty’s representative from the invidious position of head of a party and will render him . . . a living spirit and the connecting link which binds this great colony to the parent state in affectionate and prosperous union.” At the close of his régime Elgin himself borrowed Baldwin’s words to describe the office of governor.
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These facts are admitted by Metcalfe. See Kaye, vol. ii. See also Hincks, Political History of Canada, p ff.





	
 


	
Hincks presented a petition to the assembly protesting against the election of his opponent, Mr. Robert Riddell. He claimed that the deputy returning officers had refused to admit the votes of persons who had come to the province previous to 1820, although, under an Act of the parliament of Upper Canada, such persons, if willing to take the oath of allegiance, were entitled to vote. The petition was not granted.
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Act of Union, Section xli. “All journals, entries, and written or printed proceedings of what nature soever of the said legislative council and legislative assembly . . . shall be in the English language only.” Speaking in French was not, of course, contrary to the law.
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On the principle of the “double majority” see Dent, The Past Forty Years, vol. ii. p ff. Hincks’s Political History () contains interesting matter in this connection. “Up to the time of my leaving Canada in 1855,” writes Hincks, “no political alliance was formed on the principle of securing majorities from the two provinces.” The Draper-Caron-LaFontaine correspondence here referred to is given in Hincks Reminiscences and was published in pamphlet form (Montreal, 1846).





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
LaFontaine to Baldwin, September 23rd, 1845. Baldwin Correspondence, (Toronto Public Library).
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The speech to the electors of Halton was one of a series of addresses delivered by Baldwin on a tour of western Canada in the autumn of 1846. The Tory journals affected to sneer at the “quacksalving tour of agitation” (Toronto Patriot, November, 1846) undertaken by the Reform leader; but the enthusiasm excited by Baldwin’s speeches made it manifest that the Tories could not again look for a repetition of their victory of two years past.





	
	
	




 



	
 


	
Grey to Harvey, November 3rd, 1846, Kennedy, Documents, p ff.
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See in this connection B. Holland, Imperium et Libertus, Part ii., Chap. iv. (London, 1901), and Grey Colonial Policy, vol. ii., Letter v.





	
 


	
“The House of Assembly of Lower Canada have asked for an elective legislative council and an executive council, which shall be responsible to them and not to the government and Crown of Great Britain. We consider that these demands are inconsistent with the relations between a colony and the mother country, and that it would be better to say at once, ‘Let the two countries separate,’ than for us to pretend to govern the colony afterwards.” — Speech of May 16th, 1836.






 



	
 


	
Elgin had been governor of Jamaica. See Walrond, Letters of Lord Elgin.
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CHAPTER IX. THE SECOND LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN MINISTRY
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THE SECOND LAFONTAINE-BALDWIN administration, which extended from the beginning of 1848 until the retirement of the two Reform leaders in the summer of 1851, has earned in Canadian history the honourable appellation of the “great ministry.” Its history marks the culmination of the lifework of Robert Baldwin and Louis LaFontaine and the justification of their political system. It is a commonplace of history that every great advance in the structure of political institutions brings with it an acceleration of national progress. This is undoubtedly true of the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry, whose inception signalizes the final acceptance of the principle of responsible government. This fact lent to it a vigour and activity which enabled it to achieve a legislative record with which the work of no other ministry during the period of the union can compare. The settlement of the school system, the definite foundation of the University of Toronto on the basis to which it owes its present eminence, the organization of municipal government, the opening of the railroad system of Canada, — these are among the political achievements of the “great ministry.” More than all this is the fact that the LaFontaine-Baldwin ministry indicates the first real pacification of French Canada, the passing of the “strife of two nations warring within the bosom of a single state” and the beginning of that joint and harmonious citizenship of the two races which has become the corner-stone of the structure of Canadian government. The ministry stands thus at the turning-point of an era. The forces of racial antipathy, separation and rebellion, scarce checked by the union of 1840, here pass into that broader movement which slowly makes towards Canadian confederation and the creation of a continental Dominion.

Towards the change of national life thus indicated other and more material forces were also tending. The era of the “great ministry” belongs to the time when the advent of the railroad and the telegraph was unifying and consolidating the industrial and social life of the country. Sandwich and Gaspé no longer appeared the opposite ends of the earth. The toilsome journey that separated the chief cities of Upper from those of Lower Canada was soon to become a thing of the past, and a more active intercourse and more real sympathy between the eastern and western sections of the country to take the place of their former political and social isolation. Lord Elgin once said that the true solution of the Canadian question would be found when both the French and the English inhabitants THE MINISTRY RESIGNS should be divided into Conservative and Liberal parties whose formation should rest upon grounds of kindred sentiments and kindred interests. For this the changes now operative in the country were preparing the way: the old era was passing away and a new phase of national life was destined to take its place. Looking back upon the period we can see that the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration marks the time of transition, the essential point of change from the Canada of the rebellion epoch to the Canada of the confederation.

The result of the election of 1847-8 had made it a foregone conclusion that the Conservative government must retire from office. Lord Elgin called the parliament together at Montreal on February 25th, 1848, and the vote on the election of the speaker showed at once the relative strength of the parties in the assembly. It having been proposed that Sir Allan MacNab, the late speaker of the House, be again elected, Baldwin proposed the name of Morin in his stead: while paying tribute to the qualifications of Sir Allan in other respects, he held it fitting that the speaker should be able to command both the French and English languages. A vote of fifty-four to nineteen proved the overwhelming strength of the Reformers. The answer to the speech from the throne, as was of course to be expected, was met by an amendment, proposed by Robert Baldwin, to the effect that the present ministry did not enjoy the confidence of the country. The amendment being carried by a vote of fifty-four to twenty (March 3rd, 1848), the Conservative ministers tendered their resignation. Lord Elgin at once sent for LaFontaine and the latter, in consultation with Baldwin, proceeded to form the ministry which bears their names. The ministry as thus constituted (March 11th, 1848) was as follows: — 

For Lower Canada: L. H. LaFontaine, attorney-general; James Leslie, president of the executive council; R. E. Caron, president of the legislative council; E. P. Taché, chief commissioner of public works; T. C. Aylwin, solicitor-general; L. M. Viger, receiver-general.

For Upper Canada: Robert Baldwin, attorney-general; R. B. Sullivan, provincial secretary; F. Hincks, inspector-general; J. H. Price, commissioner of Crown lands; Malcolm Cameron, assistant commissioner of public works; W. H. Blake, solicitor-general.

Reference has already been made to many members of his ministry. Leslie, who had for many years represented the county of Verchères, and Malcolm Cameron, who had been a bitter opponent of Sir F. B. Head and had held a minor office under Bagot, represented the more Radical wing of the Reform party. The name of (Sir) Etienne Taché, THE NEW CABINET twice subsequently prime minister, is of course well known. Taché had formerly been in the assembly for six years (1841-6), had since held the office of deputy adjutant-general, and was now, along with James Leslie, given a seat in the legislative council. Various other additions were presently made to the Upper House in order to redress the balance of parties therein and more adequately to represent the French-Canadian population.

Lord Elgin, although determined not to identify himself in sympathy with either of the Canadian parties, seems, none the less, to have entertained a high idea of the ability and integrity of his new ministers. “My present council,” he wrote to Earl Grey, “unquestionably contains more talent, and has a firmer holder on the confidence of parliament and of the people than the last. There is, I think, moreover, on their part, a desire to prove, by proper deference for the authority of the governor-general (which they all admit has in my case never been abused), that they were libelled when they were accused of impracticability and anti-monarchical tendencies.” The governor was determined to let the leaders of the ministry feel that they need fear no repetition of their difficulties with Sir Charles Metcalfe. In an initial interview with Baldwin and LaFontaine he took pains to assure them of the course he intended to pursue. “I spoke to them,” he wrote afterwards, “in a candid and friendly tone; told them I thought there was a fair prospect, if they were moderate and firm, of forming an administration deserving and enjoying the confidence of parliament: that they might count on all proper support and assistance from me.”

It was not possible for the ministry to undertake a serious programme of legislation during the session of 1848. Those of the ministers who belonged to the assembly — including LaFontaine and Baldwin — had of course to present themselves to their constituents for reëlection. This proved an easy matter, the elections being either carried by acclamation or by large majorities. But Lord Elgin and his ministers both preferred to bring the session to a close, in order to leave time for the mature consideration of the measures to be adopted on the re-assembling of parliament. The legislature was accordingly postponed from March 23rd, 1848, until the opening of the following year. The parliamentary session which then ensued (dating from January 18th until May 30th, 1849) was unprecedented in the importance of its legislation and the excitement occasioned by its measures. The speech from the throne announced a vigorous programme of reform. Electoral reform, the revision of the judicature system of both provinces, the constitution of the university of King’s College, the completion of the St. Lawrence THE FRENCH LANGUAGE canals, and the regulation of the municipal system were among the subjects on which the parliament would be asked to legislate. The question of an interprovincial railroad from Quebec to Halifax and the transfer of the postal department from the imperial to the Canadian authorities, were also to be brought under consideration.

Two important announcements were also made by Lord Elgin on behalf of the imperial government. The legislature was informed that the imperial parliament had passed an Act in repeal of the clause of the Act of Union which had declared English to be the sole official language of the legislature. With instinctive tact and courtesy the governor-general demonstrated the reality of the change thus effected, by himself reading his speech in French as well as English, a proceeding which drew forth enthusiastic praise from the press of Lower Canada. The other announcement was no less calculated to enlist the sympathies of French Canada. “I am authorized to inform you,” said Lord Elgin, “that it is Her Majesty’s purpose to exercise the prerogative of mercy in favour of all persons who are still liable to penal consequences for political offences arising out of the unfortunate occurrences of 1837 and 1838, and I have the queen’s commands to invite you to confer with me in passing an Act to give full effect to Her Majesty’s most gracious intentions.”

The debate which followed on the address is notable for the trial of strength that occurred between LaFontaine and Louis-Joseph Papineau, the former leader of the popular party in the days of the rebellion. When the agitation in Lower Canada had broken into actual insurrection, Papineau had fled the country with a price upon his head. For two years he had lived in the United States; thence he passed to France where he spent some eight years, his time being chiefly passed in the cultured society of the capital. As yet no general law of amnesty had been passed to permit the return of the “rebels” of 1837. But in many individual instances the government had seen fit to grant a pardon. LaFontaine, during his first ministry, had urged upon Sir Charles Metcalfe the wisdom of a general amnesty. Unable to obtain this he had secured from the governor-general the authorization of a nolle prosequi in the case of Papineau. This was in 1843. The ex-leader did not, however, see fit to avail himself of his liberty to return to Canada until the year 1847. On his return in that year he had presented himself in the ensuing general election to the constituency of St. Maurice, and the prestige of his bygone career sufficed for his election. He once again found himself a member of a Canadian assembly.

For Papineau’s historic reputation among his compatriots, it would have been better had he never returned to Canada. True, he had been absent LOUIS-JOSEPH PAPINEAU from the country but ten years, yet he came back to a Canada that knew him not. The charm of his personal address, the magniloquence of his oratory were still there, but the leadership of Louis-Joseph Papineau was gone forever. There were some in the province who could not forget that Papineau had fled from his misguided followers at the darkest hour of their fortunes. There were others — and these the bulk of his compatriots — who felt that the lapse of time and the march of events had rendered Papineau and his bygone agitation an issue of the past, an issue that could not serve as a rallying-point for French Canada in the altered circumstances of the hour. Of this great change Papineau himself realized nothing. He was still preaching the old doctrine of 1837, the uncompromising hostility to British rule and the veiled republicanism of his former days. In the brief session of 1848 he had angrily inveighed against the prorogation of parliament and had urged, to prevent it, a stoppage of supplies! Now, at the opening of the session of 1849, he rose to utter an impassioned but meaningless attack against the policy of LaFontaine. The great upheaval of European democracy of 1848, of which he had witnessed the approaching signals, had appealed to Papineau’s imagination. It ill sufficed him to live in a country in which there was no ruthless despotism to attack, no grinding tyranny to oppose, no political martyrdom to attain. In default of a real tyranny he must invent one. He denounced the union of the Canadas, he denounced the legislative council, he denounced responsible government. “The constitution of the country,” he cried, “is false, tyrannical and calculated to demoralize its people. Conceived by statesmen of a narrow and malevolent genius, it has had up till the present, and can only have in the future, effects that are dangerous, results that are ruinous and disastrous.” Most bitterly of all did he denounce those of his race who had accepted and aided to establish the present system and who, for the sake of office and power, had bartered the proud independence of an unconquered race.

The reply of LaFontaine to Papineau ranks among his finest speeches. Inferior perhaps to his former leader in the arts of eloquence, he far excelled him in the balance and vigour of his intellect. The utter futility of Papineau’s adherence to the old uncompromising doctrines of the past, he easily exposed. “What,” he asked, “would have been the consequences of the adoption of this conflict to the bitter end, that we are reproached with not having adopted? If, instead of accepting the offers made to them . . . the representatives of Lower Canada had persistently held aloof, the French-Canadians would have never shared in the government of the country. They would have been crushed. Would you with your system of LAFONTAINE DENOUNCES PAPINEAU unending conflict have ever obtained the repeal of the clause of the Act of Union that proscribes our language? . . . If, in 1842, we had adopted that system should we now be in a position to solicit, to urge, as we have been doing, the return of our exiled compatriots?”

It might, perhaps, have been more magnanimous on the part of LaFontaine had he omitted to give his arguments a personal allusion. But the ingratitude of Papineau, who owed it to LaFontaine’s efforts and to the system of conciliation which he denounced, that he was able again to tread the soil of his native country, stung LaFontaine to the quick. He continued: “If we had not accepted office in the ministry of 1842, should we have been in a position to obtain for the honourable member himself, permission to return to his country, to obtain which I did not hesitate, in order to overcome the repeated refusals of Sir Charles Metcalfe, to offer my resignation of lucrative offices I then enjoyed? Yet, behold now this man obeying his old-time instinct of pouring forth insult and outrage, and daring in the presence of these facts to accuse me, and with me my colleagues, of venality, of a sordid love of office and of servility to those in power! To hear him, he alone is virtuous, he alone loves our country, he alone is devoted to the fatherland. . . . But since he bespeaks such virtue, I ask him at least to be just. Where would the honourable member be to-day, if I had adopted this system of a conflict to the bitter end? He would be at Paris, fraternizing, I suppose, with the red republicans, the white republicans, or the black republicans, and approving, one after the other, the fluctuating constitutions of France!”

But though routed in debate by LaFontaine and unable any longer to lead the assembly, Papineau was not without a certain following. Some of the more ardent of the younger spirits among the French-Canadians were still attracted by the prestige of his name and by the violence of his democratic principles, and espoused his cause. There began to appear a Radical wing of the French-Canadian Reformers, pressing upon the government a still greater acceleration of democratic progress and a still more complete recognition of the claims of their nationality. The Radical movement was as yet, however, but a more rapid eddy in the broad stream of reform that in the meantime was moving fast enough.

One hundred and ninety acts of parliament were passed during the session of 1849 and received the governor’s assent. Many of these — the Tariff Act, the Amnesty Act, the Railroad Acts, the Judicature Acts, the Rebellion Losses Act, the Municipal Corporations Act, and the Act to amend the charter of the university established at Toronto — are THE UNIVERSITY ACT measures of first-rate importance. With the two last mentioned the name of Robert Baldwin will always be associated. It will be remembered that during his previous ministry Baldwin had brought in a bill for the revision of the charter of King’s College and for the consolidation of the denominational colleges of the country into a single provincial institution. Against this measure a loud outcry had been raised by the Tories, on the ground that it effected a spoliation of the Anglican Church which had hitherto exercised a dominant influence over King’s College, and whose doctrines were taught in the theological faculty of that institution. The rupture with Sir Charles Metcalfe had prevented the passage of the bill. Draper had introduced a measure of similar character, but had seen fit to abandon it on account of the opposition excited among his own adherents. The measure, which Baldwin carried through parliament in 1849, creating the University of Toronto in place of King’s College, has been said by Sir John Bourinot to have “placed the university upon that broad basis on which it still rests.” A former president of the University of Toronto, in a recent history of the institution, has seen fit to disparage Robert Baldwin’s Act, drawing attention to the needless complexity of its clauses, the failure of its attempt to affiliate the sectarian colleges, and to the fact that a revision of its provisions became necessary a few years later (1853). But the great merit of Baldwin’s University Act lay, not in its treatment of the details of organization but in the cardinal point of establishing a system of higher education, non-sectarian in its character, in whose benefits the adherents of all creeds might equally participate.

The faculty of divinity and the degree in divinity were now abolished, and the control of the university entirely withdrawn from the Church, except for the fact that the different denominational colleges were each entitled to a representative on the senate of the university. The system of government instituted was, indeed, cumbrous. Academic powers and the nominations to the professoriate were placed in the hands of a senate, consisting of a chancellor, vice-chancellor, the professors and twelve nominated members, — six chosen by the government, six by the denominational colleges. A further body called the caput, or council, made up of the president and deans of faculties, and certain others, exercised disciplinary powers. An endowment board, appointed jointly by the government, the senate, the caput, etc., managed the property of the university. Various other powers were vested in the faculties, the deans of faculties and in subordinate authorities. The elaborate regulation of the whole structure and the lack of elasticity in its organization were in marked contrast to the more simple provisions of OPPOSITION OF BISHOP STRACHAN the charter of King’s College. No religious tests for professoriate and students were to be imposed. It was further enacted that neither the chancellor nor any government representative on the senate should be a “minister, ecclesiastic or teacher, under or according to any form or profession of religious faith or worship.”

Provision was made under the Act for the incorporation in the University of Toronto of the denominational colleges. To obtain incorporation they were to forego their existing power of conferring degrees. As the colleges were unwilling to do this unless they were granted a share of the provincial endowment for their own teaching purposes, the scheme of consolidation failed. Victoria and Queen’s Universities remained upon their separate and sectarian bases, and thus one of the purposes of Baldwin’s Act was defeated. Moreover, a section of the adherents of the Anglican Church refused to countenance the new establishment. Bishop Strachan, who had denounced the godless iconoclasm of Baldwin’s previous University Bill, again headed the agitation against a secular university. Furious at the passage of the measure, he called upon the members of his Church to raise funds for a university of their own, headed the subscription himself with a contribution of five thousand dollars, and, undeterred by his advancing years, betook himself to England to obtain sympathy and help towards the foundation of an Anglican College. The result of his endeavours was the foundation of Trinity College in 1851.

The Municipal Corporations Act of 1849, commonly known as the Baldwin Act, constitutes another of the permanent political achievements of Robert Baldwin. Many years ago the Upper Canada Law Journal remarked of this Act and of the revision of the judicial system, “Had Mr. Baldwin never done more than enact our municipal and jury laws, he would have done enough to entitle his memory to the lasting respect of the inhabitants of this province. Neighbouring provinces are adopting the one and the other almost intact, as an embodiment of wisdom united with practical usefulness, equally noted for simplicity and for completeness of detail not to be found elsewhere.” Quite recently Professor Shortt has said, “Looking at the Baldwin Act in its historic significance, we must admit it to have been a most comprehensive and important measure, whose beneficial influence has been felt, not merely in Ontario, but more or less throughout the Dominion. . . . . In all essential principles its spirit and purpose are embodied in our present municipal system.”

LOCAL GOVERNMENT

The Baldwin Act represents the culmination and final triumph of the agitation for local self-government that had, for over fifty years, run a parallel course with the movement for responsible government. In the earlier years of Upper Canadian settlement, the government had been very chary of investing the settlers with rights of local management. Townships indeed existed, but these were merely areas plotted out by the surveyor for convenience in the allotment of land, and were not incorporated units of government. Nor was incorporation given to the districts or larger areas into which the province was subdivided. Even the villages and towns had at first no rights of self-government. The management of local affairs and the assessment of local taxes were left to the justices of the peace, sitting in quarter sessions, these being officers appointed by the governor and representing, of course, the solid cohesion of the governing class. The settlers, many of whom had been used to better things in their New England homes, constantly protested. At times they organized themselves in their townships on a voluntary basis. Various bills for giving power to the people of the townships, as such, were brought before the legislature, but met with a distrustful rejection at the hands of the governing oligarchy. Only a few unimportant matters — the election of petty officers, such as fence-viewers and pound-keepers — were handed over to the people.

The system thus established proved increasingly unjust and inconvenient: unjust, since it contributed to the privileges of the colonial aristocracy: inconvenient, especially in the growing towns where matters such as markets, fire protection, street-paving, etc., urgently demanded an organized municipal control. The pressure of the situation presently forced the government to grant some rights of self-government to the towns. A severe fire at Kingston in 1812 proved an object-lesson to a population that dwelt in wooden houses. An Act of parliament gave special powers to the magistrates in regard to Kingston, and an Act of a year later put York, Sandwich and Amhertsburg upon the same footing. Belleville was presently granted the right to elect a police board, the first actual use of the democratic principle in town government. Brockville, after a long fight against the government, obtained an Act of parliament which set up the Brockville town board as a body corporate. The powers granted were limited, but the Act was a step in advance. A similar limited incorporation was extended to Hamilton, York and other towns (1832-4). Meantime the Reform party had vigorously taken up the cry for local self-government. Durham recommended in his Report “the establishment of a good system of municipal institutions THE BALDWIN ACT throughout this province.” The Draper government, under Lord Sydenham, as has been seen, had endeavoured to enlist popular support by passing a Local Government Act (1841). But the fear of Tory opposition prevented Mr. Draper from doing more than incorporating the districts of Upper Canada with a partially elective government. It remained for Baldwin, in one comprehensive statute, to establish the entire system of local government in Upper Canada upon the democratic basis of popular election.

The text of the Baldwin Act fills some fifty pages of the statute-book; but its ground plan is excellent in its logic and simplicity, and can be explained in a few words. The districts are abolished as areas of government in favour of counties with townships as their subdivisions. The township now became an incorporated body with power to construct highways, school buildings, etc. Its inhabitants elected five councillors, who appointed one of their number to be “reeve” of the township, and, in townships having a population of more than five hundred, another to be deputy-reeve. The reeves and deputy-reeves of the townships constituted the county council and elected from among themselves the “warden” of the county. The county council thus incorporated had authority over county roads, bridges and grammar schools, with other usual municipal powers. Within the area of the county the Act recognized also police villages, incorporated villages, towns and cities, representing an ascending series of corporate powers and a correspondingly increasing independence from the control of the county council. The police village was merely a hamlet to whose inhabitants the county committed the election of police trustees who should take steps to prevent fires, etc. An incorporate village was a body corporate with an elected council and a reeve, and practically on the same footing as a township. Still further powers were given to the town, with an elected council and a mayor and reeve chosen thereby. At the apex of urban government were placed the cities, Toronto, Hamilton and Kingston, and any others whose population should reach fifteen thousand. The city, with a mayor, aldermen and common councillors, constituted a county in itself, special powers being also delegated to it. Taken as a whole the Act is uniform in plan, excellent both in its fundamental principle and in the consistency of its detail; though frequently amended, it remains as the basis of local self-government in Ontario at the present day.

In addition to the University and Municipal Acts, Baldwin was also largely responsible for the Acts revising the judicial system of Upper Canada, creating a court of common pleas and a court of error and appeal, and freeing the court of chancery from the delays which had hitherto impaired its HINCKS AND THE RAILROADS utility, by altering its procedure and increasing the number of its judges from one to three.

The allotment of legislative business among the leaders of the Reform party proceeded on the same lines as during the former ministry. While the political legislation was entrusted to Baldwin and LaFontaine, Hincks undertook the preparation of commercial and economic measures. These at the moment were of especial importance. The adoption of free trade by England had involved the loss of the preference enjoyed under earlier statutes by Canadian agricultural exports to the mother country. This had precipitated in Canada a severe commercial depression: the winter of 1848-9 had been a winter of discontent, and Lord Elgin had written home of the “downward progress of events.” A vigorous policy was needed in order to revive the industries of the country, and to this Hincks addressed himself with characteristic energy. Already various charters had been granted for the construction of railways in Canada: the road from LaPrairie to St. Johns (Quebec) had been built as early as 1837, and by the year 1848 a part of what afterwards became the Grand Trunk line from Montreal to Portland was already constructed, while work had been begun upon the Great Western and Northern Railways. Hincks, realizing the importance of the development of the Canadian transportation system, now inaugurated a policy of active governmental aid to railway construction. An Act of parliament guaranteed, for any railway of more than seventy-five miles in length, the payment of six per cent. interest on half the cost of its construction. Anxious at the same time to stimulate trade with the United States in order to compensate the country for the loss of its commercial privileges with Great Britain, Hincks endeavoured to bring about a system of reciprocal free trade in natural products between Canada and the republic. An Act of the legislature accordingly declared all duties on this class of imports to be removed as soon as the congress of the United States should take similar action. Unfortunately the opposition of the American senate interposed a long delay, and it was not until five years later that an international treaty at last brought the system of reciprocity into effect. Meantime the Customs Act of 1849 revised existing duties, altering many of them to an ad valorem basis and placing the average duty at about thirteen and one-quarter per cent.

The legislative measures that fell to the share of LaFontaine were the political bills relating to Lower Canada. Here also the judicial system was amended, a court of queen’s bench being established with four judges of its own, and the superior court also undergoing a revision. A REPRESENTATION AND POPULATION general law of amnesty gave effect to the intention of the Crown. An attempt to carry a bill for redistributing the seats in the legislature failed of its purpose. It was LaFontaine’s object to give to each province seventy-five instead of forty-two members, in order to permit a subdivision of the larger constituencies: the equality of representation between the two provinces was to be retained, although it was now evident that Upper Canada would soon surpass in population the lower section of the province. For a measure of this kind a majority of two-thirds was necessitated by the Act of Union. The opposition to the bill came from the Upper Canadian Tories and from Papineau and certain other French-Canadian Radicals, who insisted on carrying the democratic principle of equal representation to its full extent, even against the interests of their own nationality. LaFontaine’s measure fell short of the required two-thirds by one vote. Of far more importance was a measure now before parliament for whose introduction LaFontaine was responsible, and whose passage almost threatened to bring the country to a civil war. The Rebellion Losses Bill is, however, of such importance as to require a chapter to itself.
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Blake, who was absent in Europe, did not enter on office until April, 1849.
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The importance of this line lay in the fact that it connected the St. Lawrence navigation (through the Richelieu River) with that of Lake Champlain and the Hudson.





	
	
	




 


CHAPTER X. THE REBELLION LOSSES BILL
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THE ACT OF Indemnification of 1849, or — to give it the name by which it was known during its passage through parliament and by which it is still remembered — the Rebellion Losses Bill, is of unparalleled importance in the history of Canada. The bill was a measure for the compensation of persons in Lower Canada whose property had suffered in the suppression of the rebellion of 1837 and 1838. It excited throughout Canada a furious opposition. It was denounced both in Canada and in England as a scheme for rewarding rebels. Its passage led to open riots in Montreal, to the invasion of the legislature by a crowd of malcontents, to the burning of the houses of parliament and to the mobbing of Lord Elgin in the streets of the city. These facts alone would have made it an episode of great prominence in the narrative of our history; but the bill is of still greater importance in the development of the constitution of Canada. The fact that in despite of the opposition of the Loyalists, in despite of the flood of counter-petitions and addresses, in despite of the imminent prospect of civil strife, Lord Elgin fulfilled his constitutional duty, refused to dissolve the parliament or to reserve the bill for the royal sanction, and that the home government accepted the situation and refused to interfere, shows that we have here arrived at the complete realization of colonial self-government. The passage of the Rebellion Losses Bill gives to the doctrine of the right of the people of the colony to manage their own affairs, the final seal of a general acceptance.

The circumstances leading to the introduction of the measure were as follows. The outbreak of 1837-8 had occasioned throughout the two provinces a very considerable destruction of private property. Some of this had been caused by the overt acts of the rebels; but there had also been a good deal of property destroyed, injured or confiscated by the troops and the Loyalists in the suppression of the rebellion.

It was, from the beginning, the intention of the government to make reparation to persons who had suffered damage from the acts of rebels. The parliament of Upper Canada had passed an Act (1 Vict, c. 13) appointing commissioners to estimate the damages, and had presently voted (2 Vict. c. 48) the issue of some four thousand pounds in debentures in payment of the claims. The special council of Lower Canada had taken similar action. But the question of damage done in suppressing the outbreak was of a somewhat different complexion. A part of the property destroyed was the property of persons COMPENSATION IN UPPER CANADA actually in arms against the government. To these, plainly enough, no compensation was owing. In other cases the owners of injured property were adherents of the government, whose losses were occasioned either fortuitously or by the necessities of war. To these, equally clearly, a compensation ought to be paid. But between these two classes was a large number of persons whose property had suffered, who were not openly and provably rebels but who had belonged to the disaffected class, or who at any rate were identified in race and sympathy with the disaffected part of the population. This element gave to the equities of the question a very perplexed appearance.

In the last session of its existence the parliament of Upper Canada had adopted an Act (October 22nd, 1840) voting compensation on a large scale for damage done by the troops and otherwise. The sum of forty thousand pounds was to be applied to claims preferred under the Act. As no means were laid down for raising the necessary funds, this Act remained inoperative. Then followed the union of the Canadas and the election of a joint parliament. In despite of repeated petitions and individual representations to the government nothing more was done in regard to Rebellion Losses Claims until the year 1845 when the Draper government passed an Act to render operative the Upper Canadian statute of 1840. The funds for the measure were to be supplied out of the receipts from tavern licenses for Upper Canada, which were set aside for that purpose. The sums collected under this Act of parliament between April 5th, 1845 and January 24th, 1849, amounted to £38,658.

At the time when Mr. Draper’s Act of 1845 was before parliament, the Reformers of Lower Canada protested against the inequity of extending to one section of the country a privilege not enjoyed by the other, and demanded similar legislation for Lower Canada. The government, presumably in order to obtain their support for its own measure, indicated its readiness to act upon this demand, and a unanimous address was presented to Lord Metcalfe (February 28th, 1845) asking him to institute an enquiry into the losses sustained in Lower Canada during the period of the insurrection. A commission consisting of five persons was accordingly appointed (November 24th, 1845). The commissioners were asked to distinguish between participants in the rebellion and persons innocent of complicity, but they were also informed that “the object of the executive government was merely to obtain a general estimate of the rebellion losses, the particulars of which should form the subject of more minute investigation thereafter under legislative authority.” The result was that the commission found themselves compelled to report that “the want of TORY OPPOSITION power to proceed to a strict and regular investigation of the losses in question left the commissioners no other resource than to trust to the allegation of the claimants as to the amount and nature of their losses.” Needless to say that, under the circumstances, many of the allegations in question were very wide of the truth: the total sum claimed amounted to over two hundred and forty thousand pounds, and of this it is said that about twenty-five thousand pounds represented claims of persons who had been convicted by court-martial of complicity in the rebellion. It will easily be understood that under these circumstances the cry arose from the Canadian Tories and their British sympathizers that the whole scheme amounted to nothing more than plundering the public treasury in favour of the disloyal. It was impossible for the government to take action upon a report of so unreliable a character. Indeed it is likely that the government was anxious merely to tide the matter over as best it might. It voted some ten thousand pounds in payment of claims that had been certified in Lower Canada before the union, and with that it let the matter rest.

As the question stood at the opening of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration, it is plain that a grave injustice rested upon many injured persons in Lower Canada as compared with their fellow-citizens of Upper Canada who had received compensation for their losses: granted that there were black sheep among the claimants, this did not affect the validity of the other claims. It was this injustice that LaFontaine, whose constant policy it was to safeguard the rights of his nationality, now determined to rectify. Early in the session he moved, seconded by Robert Baldwin, a series of seven resolutions, reciting the failure of the previous commission and demanding the appointment of a new body with proper powers, and the payment of claims. The resolutions, carried by large majorities (the vote on the first one, for example, was fifty-two to twenty) were followed (February 27th) by the introduction of a bill to bring them into effect. The measure was entitled, “An Act to provide for the indemnification of parties in Lower Canada whose property was destroyed during the rebellion of the years 1837 and 1838.” There was no difficulty, as far as voting power went in carrying the bill through parliament. It was passed by the House of Assembly (March 9th, 1849) by a vote of forty-seven to eighteen, and accepted without amendment by the legislative council by twenty against fourteen votes. The fact that the measure received overwhelming support in a legislature only recently elected, must be carefully noted in considering the constitutional aspect of the question involved.

Under the provisions of the Act the governor-general was empowered to appoint five commissioners PROVISIONS OF THE ACT whose duty it should be “faithfully and without partiality to enquire into and to ascertain the amount of the losses sustained during the rebellion.” The commissioners were given authority to summon witnesses and examine them under oath. For the payment of the claims the governor was empowered to issue debentures, payable out of the consolidated revenue of the province at or within twenty years after the date of issue and bearing interest at six per cent. The maximum amount to be expended on the claims (including the expenses incurred under the Act and the sum of £9,986 issued in debentures under the Act of June 9th, 1846) was not to exceed £100,000; if the claims allowed amounted to a higher total, a proportionate distribution was to be effected. The Act also provided that no claim should be recognized on the part of any persons “who had been convicted of treason during the rebellion, or who, having been taken into custody, had submitted to Her Majesty’s will and been transported to Bermuda.”

The introduction and explanation of the bill before parliament naturally fell to the task of LaFontaine, who made a number of speeches in its support, traversing the whole question of indemnity from 1837 onwards and affording an admirable history of the measure. Baldwin took but little part in the debates on the Rebellion Losses Bill. It has often been said that this was from lack of sympathy with the measure, and insinuations of this kind were made in the House of Assembly. But a speech made by Baldwin during the debate on the introduction of the preliminary resolutions (February 27th, 1849) emphatically affirms his concurrence in LaFontaine’s proposed measure. He had been accused, he said, of wilfully abstaining from speaking on the measure, but this was an error, for he had merely refrained from speaking because there was no necessity to do so. The whole matter had been set in such a clear light by his friends that it would be impossible to elucidate it still further. In the brief speech which followed, Baldwin went on to show that the measure contemplated by the resolutions would merely do for Lower Canada what had already been done for the upper part of the province. If the resolutions failed to indicate how to avoid indemnifying any who had taken up arms, so too had the Act of 1841.

The passage of the bill was, of course, an easy matter as far as obtaining a majority went. But nothing could exceed the furious opposition excited both within and without the parliament by the introduction of the bill. The old battle of the rebellion was fought over again. With Papineau back in the assembly, Mackenzie now revisiting the country under the Amnesty Act, the legislature NO PAY FOR REBELS in session at Montreal and a French-Canadian at the head of the administration, it seemed to the excited Tories as if the days of 1837 had come back, and that they must rally again to fight the cause of British loyalty against the encroachments of an alien race. The bill for payment of the losses seemed like the crowning triumph of their foes, and the cry, “No pay for rebels,” resounded throughout the province. Many Canadian writers, as for example, the late Sir John Bourinot in his Lord Elgin, have seen in the opposition of the Tories nothing more than a party contest, the familiar game in which a likely issue is seized upon in the hope of a sudden overthrow of the government. “The issue,” he says, “was not one of public principle or of devotion to the Crown, it was simply a question of obtaining a party victory per fas aut nefas.”

The issue was not, indeed, in the real truth of the matter, a question of devotion to the Crown and the retention of the British connection. But the Tories, many of them, in all honesty saw it so. One has but to read the newspapers of the day to realize that something more than a mere party question was at issue. It was a contest in which right and justice were fighting hand to hand against a blind but honest fanaticism to whose distorted vision the Rebellion Losses Bill undid the work of the Loyalists of 1837. The rabble of the Montreal streets that burned the houses of parliament were doubtless inspired by no higher motive than the fierce lust of destruction that animates an inflamed and unprincipled mob. But the opposition of Sir Allan MacNab and the reputable leaders of Conservatism was based on a genuine conviction that the safety of the country was at stake. In the blindness of their rage the Tories entirely overlooked the fact that they themselves had sanctioned the payment of compensation for losses in Upper Canada, that the Draper government had itself originated the present movement, and that the bill expressly stipulated that nothing should be paid to “rebels” in the true sense of the term. The reasoned logic of LaFontaine’s presentation of the bill fell upon ears which the passion of the hour made deaf to argument: the fiery invective of Solicitor-general Blake, who answered the Tory accusation of disloyalty with a counter-accusation of the same character, only maddened them to fury. In the debate on the second reading of the bill the parliament became a scene of wild confusion. MacNab had called the French Canadians “aliens and rebels.” Blake in return taunted him with the disloyalty that prompts a meaningless and destructive opposition.

“I am not come here,” said Blake, “to learn lessons of loyalty from honourable gentlemen BLAKE AND MACNAB opposite. . . . I have no sympathy with the would-be loyalty of honourable gentlemen opposite, which, while it at all times affects peculiar zeal for the prerogative of the Crown, is ever ready to sacrifice the liberty of the subject. This is not British loyalty: it is the spurious loyalty which at all periods of the world’s history has lashed humanity into rebellion. . . . The expression ‘rebel’ has been applied by the gallant knight opposite to some gentlemen on this side of the House, but I tell gentlemen on the other side that their public conduct has proved that they are the rebels to their constitution and country.” For a man of MacNab’s fighting temper, this was too much. “If the honourable member means to apply the word ‘rebel’ to me,” he shouted, “I must tell him that it is nothing else than a lie.” In a moment the House was in an uproar: Blake and MacNab were only prevented from coming to blows by the intervention of the sergeant-at-arms, while a storm of shouts and hisses from the crowded galleries added to the confusion of the House. Blake and MacNab were taken into custody by the sergeant-at-arms, several of the wilder spirits of the galleries were arrested, and the debate ended for the day.

Of the various arguments advanced against the bill in the Canadian parliament and elsewhere, two only are worth considering. It was said in the first place that under the terms of the bill a certain number of persons who, in heart if not in act, had been rebels would receive compensation. This was undoubtedly true, but was also unavoidable. Unless one were to have given to the commissioners inquisitorial and discretionary powers, unless, that is to say, they had been allowed to declare any one in retrospect a rebel simply on their general opinion of his conduct, — a remedy that would have been worse than the evil it strove to cure, — it is undoubtedly true that many of the disaffected inhabitants of the Lower Canada of 1837 could claim compensation. But it must be borne in mind that they could not claim compensation for being disaffected, but simply for having lost their property. The Act did the best that could be done. It accepted the only legal definition of “rebel” that was possible; namely, persons previously convicted as such. These it excluded. To all others who could prove damages compensation was to be given.

The other objection was perhaps more serious. It was urged against the bill that the Upper Canadian losses had been paid out of a special fund raised in Upper Canada; namely, the proceeds of the tavern licenses paid in that part of the province. The bill of 1849 proposed to pay the Lower Canadian losses out of the general fund of (united) Canada. By this method, it was argued, the people of Upper Canada were called upon to pay all of their own damages and a share of those of their neighbours. The answer made by the administration to this argument may be found in the HINCKS DEFENDS THE ACT speeches delivered by LaFontaine in March, 1849, and in a circular drawn up in Montreal, presumably by Hincks, in defence of the government, and subsequently printed in the London Times. It ran as follows: — 

The proceeds of tavern licenses, in both provinces, had previously formed part of the general fund. When Mr. Draper’s Act of 1845 was passed, these proceeds were removed from the general fund and alienated to special uses in each section of the province. In Lower Canada they were given to the municipalities: in Upper Canada they were applied to the payment of the rebellion losses. Now in Upper Canada the sums in question were considerably greater than in Lower Canada: the license taxes in the one case amounted (taking an average of the last four years) to £9,664; in the other case to only £5,557. Hence, argued LaFontaine, the effect of the proceeding was to give to Upper Canada an overplus of £4,107 a year, which was equivalent to a capital sum of £68,454. The same kind of segregation had also (in 1846) been made of the marriage license proceeds, in which case the surplus accruing amounted to £1,785 and represented a capital of £29,764. Putting the two together it appears, according to LaFontaine’s view of it, that Upper Canada thus received the equivalent of a capital sum of £98,000. Since the present bill only asked for £90,000 (the other £10,000 of the £100,000 representing claims already certified), Lower Canada was only asking what was well within its rights. This argument of LaFontaine may, or may not, appear convincing. Since the Upper Canadian license tax was paid by the people of Upper Canada, it is hard to see that the surplus of its proceeds over the tax in Lower Canada had anything to do with the case. It must be remembered also that the Lower Canadian tax was used in Lower Canada. But the argument is part of the history of the time and is here given for what it is worth.

Intense excitement prevailed throughout Canada during the parliamentary discussion of the bill. Public meetings of protest were held by the Tories throughout the country. Petitions poured in against the measure, many of them directed to Lord Elgin himself, in order, if possible, to force him from his ground of constitutional neutrality. Resolutions were drawn up at a meeting in Toronto praying the queen to disallow the bill if it should pass. In many places the excitement thus occasioned led to violent demonstrations, in some cases, as at Belleville, to open riots. The inflamed state of public feeling at this period and the exasperation of the Tories are evidenced by the disturbances which occurred at Toronto on the reappearance of William Lyon Mackenzie. On this occasion Baldwin, Blake and the ex-leader of the rebels were burned in effigy in the streets of the town. The BURNING OF THE EFFIGIES following is the exultant account given of the burning by the Toronto Patriot, the most thorough-going organ of Toryism.

“On Thursday evening [March 22nd, 1849], the inhabitants of Toronto witnessed a very uncommon spectacle — more uncommon than surprising at this time. The attorney-general, the proud solicitor-general and the hero of Gallows Hill were associated in one common fate, amid the cheers and exultations of the largest concourse of people beheld in Toronto since the election of Dunn and Buchanan. The three dolls, — would that their originals had been as harmless! — were elevated on long poles and paraded round the town, visiting the residences of the three noble individuals, and subsequently two of them were burned near Mr. Baldwin’s residence and the third opposite Mr. McIntosh’s, in Yonge Street, the house in which the humane and gallant Mackenzie had taken up his abode. It would be impossible to describe the expressions of indignation and disgust on the part of the people towards the triumvirate.”

The scene was concluded by smashing in the front windows of the McIntosh house with a volley of stones. The partisan press spared no efforts to arouse a desperate opposition to the bill. “Men of Canada of British origin,” pleaded the Church, a forceful publication devoted to Anglican Toryism and the doctrines of Dr. Strachan, “no sleep to the eyes, no slumber to the eyelids, until you have avenged this most atrocious, this most unparalleled insult!” In the same month the New York Herald declared that the “fate of Canada was near at hand.” “This may be the commencement,” it said, “of a struggle which will end in the consummation so devoutly wished by the majority of the people, — a complete and perfect separation of those provinces from the rule of England.”

In the mother country, both in and out of parliament, loud protests were raised against the measure. The London Times interpreted it as the selfish machination of a rebel faction. “As things have been turned upside down since 1838,” said a Times editorial on the Canadian situation, “and what was then the rebel camp is now the government of Canada, it is obvious that no measure of compensation is likely to pass which does not include some of the offending gentlemen themselves in the bill of damages made out. The alternative is either no compensation to anybody, or to all alike. This must be very annoying to the Royalists (sic), who marched to and fro, and who incurred expense, wounds, and loss of health by their prompt succour of the state. . . . If we would judge of the feelings excited in the breast of such ardent Royalists as Sir Allan MacNab, we must suppose a parliament of Chartists and Repealers, ACT OF INDEMNIFICATION not only dividing among themselves all the offices of the State, but also compensating one another for their past sufferings with magnificent grants from the treasury.” It is to be noted that the usual Tory designation of their party as Loyalists is not strong enough for The Times in this issue, which implies a still more chivalrous degree of devotion to the throne by using the term Royalists. The same article speaks of the “loyal population of Canada being considerably excited,” talks of their settled “impression that rebellion has been rewarded and loyalty insulted by the British Crown,” and describes Canada as a “colony that hangs by a thread.”

The crowning event in the agitation against the Act of Indemnification was the riot at Montreal, which broke out on the news that Lord Elgin had given his assent to the bill. This was on April 25th, 1849. Lord Elgin’s consent to the measure was, of course, the result of due deliberation, but the immediate circumstances of giving assent were of a somewhat hurried character. Among other bills awaiting his sanction was the new tariff bill. Navigation was just opening at Montreal and the sudden news that an incoming vessel was sighted in the river induced Lord Elgin, at the request of the ministry, to proceed in haste to the houses of parliament. It seemed to Lord Elgin that he might as well take advantage of the occasion to assent to the other bills that were also waiting his approval. The news that the bill had become law spread rapidly through the town, and the haste of Lord Elgin’s proceedings gave an entirely false colour to what had happened. As the governor-general left the houses of parliament “after the consummation of his nefarious act,” (to use the words of a Tory journalist), he was greeted with the “groans and curses” of a crowd that had assembled about the building. As he drove through the city on his way to his official residence of “Monklands,” the groans and curses were accompanied with a shower of random missiles. Stones crashed against the sides of the governor’s carriage and rotten eggs bespattered it with filth, but no serious harm was done to its occupants. As the evening drew on the excitement throughout the city increased apace. The fire bells of the town were rung to call the people into the streets, and a printed announcement was passed through the crowd that a mass meeting would be held at eight o’clock in the Champ de Mars.

All this time the House was in session. MacNab warned the ministry that a riot was brewing, but the government were reluctant to make a precipitate call for military help. At eight o’clock the wide expanse of the Champ de Mars was filled RIOT AT MONTREAL with a surging and excited mob, howling with applause as it listened to speeches in denunciation of the tyranny that had been perpetrated. Presently from among the crowd the cry arose, “To the parliament house,” and the rioters, ready for any violence, hurried through the narrow streets of the lower town to the legislative building. On their way they wrecked the offices of the Pilot with a shower of stones. A few minutes later a similar volley burst in the windows of the house of parliament. The members fled from the hall in confusion, while the rioters invaded the building and filled the hall of the assembly itself. The furniture, chandeliers and fittings of the hall were smashed to pieces in the wild rage of destruction. A member of the crowd took his seat in the speaker’s chair and shouted, “I dissolve this House.”

While the tumult and destruction were still in progress, the cry was raised, “The parliament house is on fire.” The west end of the building, doubtless deliberately fired by the rioters, was soon a sheet of flames. The fire spread fiercely from room to room and from wing to wing of the building. “The fury and rapidity with which the flames spread,” said an eye-witness, “can hardly be imagined: in less than fifteen minutes the whole of the wing occupied by the House of Assembly was in flames, and, owing to the close connection between the two halls of the legislature, the chamber of the legislative council was involved in the same destruction.” The fierce light of the flames illuminated the city from the mountain to the river, and spread fear in the hearts of its inhabitants. The firemen who arrived on the scene were forcibly held back from staying the progress of the fire, and the houses of the parliament of Canada burned fiercely to ruin. The assembly library of twenty thousand volumes perished in the flames. MacNab, with characteristic loyalty, rescued from the burning building the portrait of his beloved queen. The military, at length arrived on the ground, stayed the progress of further violence, but the wild excitement that pervaded the populace of the city boded further trouble. Next evening the riots broke out again. Attacks were made on the houses of Hincks and Wolfred Nelson. The boarding house on St. Antoine Street, occupied by Baldwin and Price, was assaulted with a shower of stones: LaFontaine’s residence — a new house which he had just purchased, but where he was fortunately not at that moment in residence — was attacked, the furniture demolished, and the stables given to the flames. Not until the evening of the twenty-seventh did the troops, aided by a thousand special constables armed with cutlasses and pistols, succeed in restoring order to the streets.

Three days later the governor-general, attempting to drive into the city from his residence, LORD ELGIN MOBBED where he had remained since the twenty-fifth, was again attacked. As he passed through the streets on his way to the government offices in the Château de Ramezay on Notre Dame Street, volleys of stones and other missiles greeted the progress of his carriage. Before reaching his destination Lord Elgin found his way blocked with a howling, furious crowd, while shouts of “Down with the governor-general” urged the mob to violence. The governor’s escort of troops succeeded in forcing back the crowd and effecting his entrance into the building, but his return journey was converted into a precipitate flight, the crowd pursuing the vice-regal carriage in “cabs, calèches and everything that would run.” Fortunately Lord Elgin escaped unhurt, but his brother was severely injured by a stone hurled after the carriage and several of his escort were hurt. Such were the disgraceful scenes which lost for Montreal the dignity of being the seat of government.
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SAINT JAMES STREET, MONTREAL, 1840

From an engraving in the John Ross Robertson collection

It was but natural that the progress of events in Canada should excite great attention in the mother country. In the British parliament, the government of Lord John Russell was prepared to defend the right of the Canadians to legislate as they pleased in regard to the matter at issue. Mr. Roebuck and the Radicals went even further and defended the equity of the bill itself. The Peelites, or at any rate the greater part of them, voted with the government against interference. But the thorough-going Tories insisted on viewing the issue as one between loyalty and treason, and demanded that the imperial government should either disallow the Act or contravene its operation by an Act of the British parliament. In the middle of the month of June the Canadian question was debated both in the House of Commons and in the House of Lords. Not the least important of those who appeared as the champions of the Canadian Tories was Mr. Gladstone. His rising reputation, the especial attention he had devoted to colonial questions, and the fact that he had been Lord Stanley’s successor as colonial secretary in the cabinet of Sir Robert Peel, combined to render him a formidable adversary to the Canadian ministry. His speech on the Rebellion Losses Act shows his usual marvellous command of detail and powers of presentation. Mr. Gladstone’s great objection to the Canadian statute was that, in his opinion, a large number of virtual rebels would receive compensation under its operation: he begged that Lord John Russell’s government would either disallow the Act or obtain from the Canadian parliament an amendment of its provisions which should place the compensation on a basis more strictly defined. But what is still more noticeable in Mr. Gladstone’s speech is his opinion that the government had allowed Lord Elgin too great latitude in the matter, and that the scope of the Act exceeded the proper limits of colonial power. “It might not be GLADSTONE ON CANADIAN AFFAIRS politic for the colonial secretary,” he said, “to interpose his advice in respect to merely local matters, but it was his first duty to tender his advice regarding measures which involved not only imperial rights but the honour of the Crown. That advice ought not to be delayed until a measure assumed the form of a statute, but should be given at the first possible moment, and before public opinion was appealed to in the country.”

Roebuck, Disraeli and others participated in the debate while a member named Cochrane, representing the outraged patriotism of the extreme Tories, referred in scathing terms to Baldwin and LaFontaine, speaking of them as fugitives from justice in the days of the rebellion.

Gladstone’s estimate and discussion of the Canadian question are of especial importance in the present narrative in that they called forth an answer from the pen of Francis Hincks, in the form of a letter to The Times. Shortly after the passage of the indemnification bill Hincks had left Montreal (May 14th, 1849) for England. The object of his visit was, in the first place, of a financial character, the Canadian government being anxious to negotiate its securities in the London market. But the inspector-general acted also as a special envoy to the imperial cabinet in regard to the great question of the day and discussed the Rebellion Losses question with Lord John Russell and Earl Grey. Hincks also conversed on the subject in detail with Gladstone who found himself unable to adopt the views of the Canadian minister.

In his letter to The Times, Hincks deals at some length with Gladstone’s arguments in regard to the “payment of rebels.” In the debates in the recent session of the Canadian parliament, Hincks had said that certain persons convicted of high treason in Upper Canada had received compensation under the Upper Canada Rebellion Losses Act, which was carried into effect by Tory commissioners under instructions from a Tory government. Both Disraeli and Gladstone had dissented from this. Disraeli had broadly asserted that there had been no rebels in Upper Canada, and that consequently no restrictive clauses were necessary in the Act for that section of the province. Gladstone had said that “there was no ground to suppose that any rebel had received any sum by way of compensation.” Hincks, by a very accurate citation of individual cases, shows that there were rebels in Upper Canada and that some of them, at any rate, had received compensation under the Act. Hincks does not mean to imply that, as a consequence of this, the government should expressly seek to reward the rebels of the Lower Province. “I do not of course mean to contend that, if it be wrong rebels should be compensated for their losses, the fact that they were so compensated in Upper Canada is any excuse for the Lower Canada Act. HINCKS’S LETTER TO “THE TIMES” But I do contend that it is highly discreditable to a party which, when in power, admitted claims of this description without the slightest complaint, to agitate the entire province, to get up an excitement which they themselves are unable to control, because their opponents have introduced a measure much more stringent in its details, but under which it is possible that some parties suspected or accused of treason, but never convicted, may be paid.”

The letter concludes with some interesting paragraphs in which the writer discusses the strictures that had been passed in the course of the debate in the House of Commons upon the leaders of the Canadian ministry. “Nothing can be more untrue,” writes Hincks, “than the allegation that any member of the present administration was implicated in the rebellion. No reward was ever offered for the apprehension of any one of them. Baldwin never was a fugitive from justice. Such absurd statements as I have heard regarding occurrences in Canada, only prove that it is very unsafe for parties at a distance of three thousand miles to interfere in our affairs. I confess, however, that I was not very sorry that the members of the House of Commons had an opportunity afforded them of hearing at least one speech in the true Canadian Tory spirit, as they are enabled to judge of the manner in which the passions of the mob of Montreal were inflamed.

“Let me, in conclusion,” wrote Hincks, “say a word or two regarding ‘French domination.’ I should imagine that the author of Coningsby [Mr. Disraeli] understands the meaning of getting up a ‘good cry’ to serve party purposes. The cry of the Canadian Tory party is ‘French domination,’ and it is especially intended to excite the sympathy of people in England who understand little about our politics, but who are naturally inclined to sympathize with a British party governed by French influence. A little reflection would convince them that ‘French domination’ cannot exist in the united province. I need scarcely say that it is wholly untrue that it does exist. The administration consists of five members from Upper Canada and five from Lower Canada. The former represent some of the most important constituencies in Upper Canada. If the administration of the government or of the legislature were made subservient to French influence, is it probable, I would ask, that the government would be supported by the British people of Upper Canada? All I shall say in conclusion is, that I claim for myself and my colleagues from Upper Canada — and in truth and justice I should say for my Lower Canadian colleagues also — that we have as THE FINANCIAL OUTLOOK much true British feeling as any member of that party which seems to wish to monopolize it.”

The financial purpose of Hincks’s visit to England — the strengthening of the credit of the colony in the London market — was accomplished with marked success. The inspector-general realized that the agitation occasioned by recent events, and the pervading ignorance in reference to the economic position and prospects of Canada, seriously prejudiced the securities of the province in the eyes of the British investors. To meet this situation, Hincks prepared and published in London a pamphlet entitled, Canada and its Financial Resources. In this publication he shows that the money hitherto borrowed by the Canadian government had been employed in public works of a sound and reproductive character. The imperial guarantee loan of £1,500,000 and the issue of provincial debentures of a somewhat larger sum make a gross total of £3,223,839, and represent the larger part of the cost of the public works of the province, the total cost being estimated by Hincks at £3,703,781 sterling. In order to show the utility and profitableness of the expenditure thus made, Hincks composed a series of tables showing the growth and progress of the colony for the last twenty-five years. The population of Upper Canada had risen, between 1824 and 1848, from 151,097 to 723,292 inhabitants: Lower Canada, whose population in 1825 had stood at 423,630, now contained 766,000 souls. The land under cultivation in Upper Canada had increased during the same period from 535,212 to 2,673,820 acres: the yield of local taxation in Upper Canada had increased from £10,235 to £86,058; while the estimated revenue for the united province in the current year stood at £574,640, a sum whose proportion to the public debt showed the stable condition of the provincial finances. Although financial and fiscal discussion forms the major part of Hincks’s pamphlet, he deals also with the political situation, reasserts the essential loyalty of the Reform party, urges the necessity for the further development of the province and calls for imperial aid in the building of an intercolonial railway. The effect of this pamphlet and of the series of letters of a similar character which Hincks contributed to the Daily Mail in the following August, was most happy. An increasing confidence on the part of the British public in the financial soundness of the Canadian government tended to offset the unfortunate effect produced by the agitation over the Act of Indemnification.

The attitude of Lord Elgin in regard to the Rebellion Losses Bill has been much discussed. At the time of the adoption of the measure his conduct was made the subject of mistaken censure from various quarters. He was blamed for not having refused his assent to the bill: he was LORD ELGIN JUSTIFIED blamed for not having dissolved the parliament: he was blamed for having afterwards remained for weeks at “Monklands” without having insisted on forcing his way into the city under military protection. But time has justified his conduct in every respect. One must read the journals of the time to appreciate how much the governor-general was called upon to bear, and with what grave responsibility the office of constitutional head of the country becomes invested in moments of danger. The Tory press was filled with bitter personal attacks. “This man’s father,” said the Montreal Courier, “was denounced by the noblest bard, but one, that England ever produced, as the Robber of the Greek Temples; his son will be heard of in future times as the man who lost for England the noble colony won by the blood of Wolfe.” Compare with this the utterance of Lord Elgin made at the same time. “I am prepared to bear any amount of obloquy that may be cast upon me, but, if I can possibly prevent it, no stain of blood shall rest upon my name.”

In his treatment of the Rebellion Losses Bill and his firm conviction that it was his duty to give his assent, Lord Elgin achieved for Canada one of the greatest victories of its constitutional progress. “By reserving the bill,” wrote Lord Elgin afterwards, “I should only throw on Her Majesty’s government a responsibility which rests, and I think, ought to rest, on me. . . . If I had dissolved parliament, I might have produced a rebellion, but assuredly I should not have procured a change of ministry.” As the sight of flame and the sound of riots drifts into the past, a momentous achievement appears written large on the surface of our history by Lord Elgin’s acceptance of the Act of Indemnification. It signified that, from now on, the government of Canada, whether conducted ill or well, was at least to be conducted by the people — the majority of the people — of Canada itself. The history of the struggle for responsible government in our country reaches here its culmination.
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Hincks went out to “Monklands” to request the governor-general to assent at once to the tariff bill. Reminiscences, .
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CHAPTER XI. THE END OF THE MINISTRY
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THE STORY OF responsible government, with which the present volume is mainly concerned, practically ends, as has just been said, with the passage of the Rebellion Losses Bill. The history of the concluding sessions of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration, of the disintegration of the ministry and of the reconstruction of the Reform government under Hincks and Morin, belongs elsewhere. It has, moreover, already received ample treatment in other volumes of the present series. We are here approaching the days of the Clear Grits, of Radicals breaking from Reformers, of a Parti Rouge, of recrudescent Toryism and the political match-making of the coalition era. But some brief account of the decline and end of the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration may here be appended.

Union in opposition is notoriously easier than union in office. Opposition is a negative function, the work of government is positive. It was but natural, therefore, that with the accession of the Reform party to power and the definite acceptance of the great principle which had held them together, differences of opinion which had been held in abeyance during the struggle for power, now began to make themselves felt. The Reformers were by profession a party of progress, and it was natural that some among them should aim at a more rapid rate of advance than others. “It cannot be expected,” wrote Hincks, reviewing in later days the period before us, “that there will be the same unanimity among the members of a party of progress as in one formed to resist organic changes. In the former there will always be a section dissatisfied with what they think the inertness of their leaders.”

Moreover, the great upheaval of the Rebellion Losses agitation tended to throw into a strong light all existing differences of opinion and to intensify political feeling. The movement towards annexation with the United States in the summer of 1849, which led a number of the British residents of Montreal to sign a manifesto in its favour, was doubtless dictated as much by political spite as by serious conviction. But it is characteristic, none the less, of the precipitating influence exercised upon the formation of parties by the great agitation. In addition to this, the recent events in Europe — chartism and the repeal movement A SUCCESSFUL ADMINISTRATION in the British Isles, and the democratic revolutions on the continent — gave a strong impulse to the doctrines of Radicalism, and at the same time repelled many people from the party of progress and directed them towards the party of order and stability. The years of the mid-century were consequently an era in which the formation and movements of parties were modified under new and powerful impulses.

In despite of this, the LaFontaine-Baldwin administration throughout the years 1849 and 1850 remained in a position of exceptional power. It suffered indeed to some extent from the desertion of Malcolm Cameron who resigned his place in a ministry that moved too slowly for his liking (December, 1849), and from the elevation of so strong a combatant as Mr. Blake to the calmer atmosphere of the bench. But it gained something also from the propitious circumstances of the time. The cloud of commercial depression that had hung over Canada was passing away. The removal of the last of the British Navigation Acts in 1849 — for which Baldwin, a convinced free trader, and his fellow-Reformers had long since petitioned the imperial government — brought to the ports of the St. Lawrence in the ensuing year an entry of nearly one hundred foreign vessels: the completion of the works on the Welland Canal, on which in all some $6,269,000 had been expended, seemed to inaugurate a new era for the shipping trade of the Great Lakes, while the prospect of an early reciprocity with the United States and the Maritime Provinces, and the extension of the railroad system, were rapidly reviving the agriculture and commerce of the united provinces. The bountiful harvest of 1850 came presently to add the climax to the national prosperity.

The ministry, therefore, in despite of the progress of Radicalism, which was soon to threaten its existence, was able in the session of 1850 to carry out several reform measures of great importance. The seat of government had meantime, in accordance with an address from the legislature, been transferred to the city of Toronto, which was henceforth to alternate with Quebec, in four year periods, in the honour of being the provincial capital. The appearance of Lord Elgin at the old parliament buildings on Front Street was greeted with loud acclamations from a loyal population, and the Tory party, after one or two unsuccessful attempts to undo the Act of Indemnification by further legislation, found themselves compelled to accept the inevitable. The reorganization of the postal system, now transferred to the control of Canada, with the lowering of postal rates, was one of the leading reforms effected in the session. A new school law for Upper Canada carried out more completely the system inaugurated under Draper’s Act, and confirmed the principle of granting separate schools TWIN RIDDLES OF THE SPHINX to Roman Catholics. An improved jury system, a reorganization of the division courts and certain amendments in the election law, were also among the results of the session’s work. It was noted with congratulation by the friends of the ministry that not a single bill adopted by the legislature was reserved by the governor-general. The Globe in calling attention to the fact, “unprecedented in Canadian history,” declared that it proved “the practical existence of responsible government.”

The legislative success of the session of 1850 was perhaps more apparent than real. Some great questions of practical reform — notably those of the Clergy Reserves and of Seigniorial Tenure — were still pressing for solution. In these two vexed problems, which had stood before the politicians of the two Canadas for a generation past like twin riddles of the sphinx, were contained the eternal problem of the Church and the State, and the like problem of landed aristocracy against unlanded democracy. On these the party of the Reformers could find no common ground of agreement. These two issues and the natural drift of political thought of the time were bringing out more clearly each day the difference between Radicals and Reformers. Neither Baldwin nor LaFontaine had anything of the complexion of a Radical. The former, indeed, showed in his private walk of life much of that reverence for the things and ideas of the past, which is often a part of the inconsistent equipment of the Liberal politician. In his Municipal Act his resuscitation of the Saxon term “reeve” had excited the kindly ridicule of his contemporaries. LaFontaine too had much that was conservative in his temperament, and though in his younger years no over zealous practitioner of religion, he set his face strongly against anything that savoured of spoliation of the rightful claims of the Church. As against the moderation and tempered zeal of the chiefs, the intemperate haste and unqualified doctrines of some of their followers now began to stand in rude contrast. The latter urged the full measure of the Democratic programme. “Take from the churches,” they said, “their reserved lands that are merely a relic of old time ecclesiastical privilege, change this mediæval seignior of Lower Canada and his tenants into ordinary property-holders, and give us in our constitutions a full and untrammelled application of the principles of popular election, — an elected assembly, an elected Upper House and an elected governor at the head.”

Many of the leaders of the new Radicalism were men not without influence in the community. There was, in Upper Canada, William Lyon Mackenzie, now returned from his ungrateful exile to fish in the troubled waters as an Independent, and aspiring again to popular leadership; Dr. John Rolph, the agitator of the pre-rebellion days, who had ridden out with Baldwin to interview the THE CLEAR GRITS’ PLATFORM rebels at Montgomery’s tavern, and who, like Mackenzie, had known the bitterness of exile; Macdougall, a lawyer by title but by predilection a politician and journalist, once a contributor to the Examiner but now the editor of a Radical publication called the North American. With these was Malcolm Cameron, the recently resigned commissioner of public works. Out of this material was being formed the new party of the Radicals, a party that boasted that it wanted only men of “clear grit,” and whose members presently became known as the Clear Grits. Their platform, which shows the infection of European democratic movements, consisted of the following demands: The application of the elective principle to all the officials and institutions of the country, from the head of the government downwards; universal suffrage; vote by ballot; biennial parliaments; abolition of the property qualification for members of parliament; a fixed term for the holding of general elections and for the meeting of the legislature; retrenchment; abolition of pensions to judges; abolition of the courts of common pleas and chancery and the enlargement of the jurisdiction of the court of queen’s bench; reduction of lawyers’ fees; free trade; direct taxation; an amended jury law; abolition or modification of the usury laws; abolition of primogeniture; secularization of the Clergy Reserves and the abolition of the rectories that had been created out of that endowment.

Such was the original group of the Clear Grits. In later times their designation — or at least the term “Grit” — was applied to the Reformers generally and especially to the adherents of George Brown. But in the beginning Brown had little sympathy with the new party and remained, in spite of certain Radical leanings, an adherent of LaFontaine and Baldwin till the last. His paper, the Globe, at first denounced the Grits as “a miserable clique of office-seeking, bunkum-talking cormorants, that met in a certain lawyer’s office on King Street [Macdougall’s] and announced their intention to form a new party on Clear Grit principles.”

At the same time in Lower Canada a Radical party, following the lead of Papineau, was being formed in opposition to the policy of LaFontaine. The career of Papineau has been the subject of so many conflicting opinions, has met with such extremes of approbation and censure, that it is difficult to hazard an opinion on the merit of his political conduct at this time. With LaFontaine and the ministry he was entirely out of sympathy. Lord Elgin, who spoke of him as “Guy Fawkes,” THE PARTI ROUGE viewed him with dislike. But among his compatriots a group of the younger men, now called the Parti Rouge and including A. A. Dorion, Doutre, Dessaules and others, followed the lead of Papineau and advocated a programme of an equally Radical character to that of the Clear Grits. In their party organ, L’Avenir, they demanded universal suffrage, the repeal of the union with Upper Canada, the abolition of the church tithes and election of the Upper House, while many of them openly advocated republicanism and annexation to the United States. In the legislature of 1850 Papineau maintained against the measures of LaFontaine an unremitting opposition, and made common cause with MacNab and his party in voting against the government. To add to the difficulties that were gathering about the administration, Brown, of the Globe (hitherto their firm supporter), incited by the agitation in England over the Ecclesiastical Titles controversy, commenced an outcry against Roman Catholicism and all its works. His vigorous articles had a wide appeal and strongly influenced the electors.

By far the worst difficulties of the ministry lay, however, in the Clergy Reserves question. The history of this long-standing controversy may be epitomized thus: the Constitutional Act of 1791 empowered the Crown to set apart in each province for the maintenance and support of a Protestant clergy one-eighth of the public lands as yet unallotted: the Crown also had power to erect and endow rectories out of the reserve, whose incumbents should be “presented” by the governor, after the practice of presentation in England. In other words, the aim of the Act was to create in the two provinces an endowed State Church. The same statute gave to the parliament of each province power to alter or repeal these arrangements as it might see fit, provided always that such action was sanctioned by the imperial parliament. The Reserves had been at first exclusively claimed and enjoyed by the Church of England. Grave dissatisfaction arose. The other Protestant Churches claimed that the terms of the Act permitted of their participation in the reserve. The settlers also complained that the arrangement impeded settlement, hindered the making of roads and tended to interpose waste spaces among the farms of the colonies.

In 1819 an opinion, delivered by the law officers of the Crown, declared that the ministers of the Church of Scotland were entitled to a share in the Reserves. The old Reform party in Upper Canada of the days before the rebellion, protested against this form of State aid to the two Churches. Some Reformers wanted all sects to participate, others wished the whole system abolished. In 1831 the imperial government had invited the legislature DIVISION OF THE CLERGY RESERVES of Upper Canada to adopt a measure for the settlement of the question. Nothing, however, was agreed upon. No special endowments of rectories were made until 1836, when Sir John Colborne signed patents creating forty-four of them. This occasioned still louder protest. In Lower Canada, already settled and less subject to the allotment of new lands, the matter of the Clergy Reserves never became an acute question. It was the policy of the Roman Catholic Church not to oppose ecclesiastical endowment by the State.

In 1840 the parliament of Upper Canada passed an Act distributing the lands among the various Protestant sects. This Act was disallowed, but an imperial Act of 1840 made a new disposition of the Reserves. Certain parts of the Church land had already been sold. The funds arising from these sales were to be distributed, in the proportion of two to one, between the Churches of England and Scotland. The rest of the Reserves were now to be sold. Of the proceeds arising, one-third was to go to the Church of England, one-sixth to the Church of Scotland, and the remainder, at the discretion of the governor in council, was to be applied to “purposes of public worship and religious instruction in Canada.” In accordance with this, distribution was made of these funds among the Dissenting denominations.

Such was the position of the Reserves question in the year 1850: the Church lands, while no longer blocking settlement, since they were offered for sale when allotted, constituted a fund of which the Anglican Church received the lion’s share, but in which all Protestant denominations participated. Many of the Reform party were anxious to leave the matter where it was, but the Radicals were determined to have done with all connection between Church and State and to force the question to an issue. Price, the commissioner of Crown lands, in the session of 1850, brought in a series of resolutions declaring the reservation of the public domain for religious purposes to have long been a source of intense discontent, and asking the imperial parliament to grant to the Canadian legislature plenary powers to deal with the lands as it should see fit. One of these resolutions (June 21st, 1850) read: “No religious denomination can be held to have such vested interest in the revenue derived from the proceeds of the said Clergy Reserves as should prevent further legislation with respect to the disposal of them.” On Price’s resolutions, which were finally carried, the ministry was divided. Hincks, who had seconded the resolutions, DIFFERENCES OF OPINION was in favour of the secularization of the Reserves. Of this policy he had been a consistent advocate for many years past.

Secularization, however, could only be accomplished by first inducing the imperial parliament to repeal the Act of 1840 and to refer the whole question to the Canadian legislature. Hincks’s practical political experience told him that this end could be best accomplished by avoiding any action which might antagonize the British parliament, and in especial the House of Lords, by seeming to make Canadian jurisdiction a menace to the privileges of the Church. “It was clearly our policy,” he wrote subsequently, “to ask for a repeal of the imperial Act on the ground of our constitutional right to settle the question according to Canadian opinion, and not to declare to a body sufficiently prejudiced and containing a bench of bishops, that our object was secularization.” Hincks was, therefore, of opinion that the existing ministry should content itself with asking for the repeal. The policy to be afterwards adopted could be agreed upon in its own time. Though aware of the difference of opinion between himself and certain of his colleagues, he saw nothing in that difference to demand a reconstruction of the administration. Whatever the individual opinions of the ministers might be on the subject, there were no immediate measures, he argued, which the Canadian government could take towards secularization. “To have broken up the LaFontaine government,” he wrote, “because its leader would not pledge himself to support secularization, when it was uncertain whether we could obtain the repeal of the imperial Act of 1840, would have been an act of consummate folly, indeed hardly short of madness.”

Nevertheless, the divergence of opinion in the cabinet was a palpable fact. LaFontaine believed in Canadian control: he desired the repeal of the Act of 1840: but he did not believe in the policy of secularization. Rightly conceiving that the alienation of the Reserves to other than religious purposes was the intent of Price’s resolution quoted above, he gave his vote against it. Baldwin, to his deep regret, found himself compelled to vote against LaFontaine on this resolution. His attitude, as expressed in his speech on this occasion, honest though it was, was hardly calculated to hold political support. He admitted that previous to the imperial Act of 1840, he had, along with his fellow-Reformers, believed in the secularization of the Reserves and their application to provincial education: the passage of the Act had altered his opinion and he believed they ought to adhere as far as possible to the purpose it indicated. He did not regard the reserved lands as being entirely the property of the people, but recognized the vested interest created TWO UNSOLVED PROBLEMS by imperial legislation. At the same time he expressed himself as opposed to any union between Church and State, and declared that he did not regard the Act of 1840 as necessarily a final settlement. With this rather vague statement of his position, Baldwin voted in favour of the resolution condemned by LaFontaine. The opportunity offered by the evident lack of union on the part of the ministry was not lost on the Opposition. Even before the vote referred to, Boulton of the Conservative party tried to amend one of the resolutions by substituting a motion, “that, in the language of the Hon. Robert Baldwin in his address to the electors of the fourth riding of the county of York on December 8th, 1847, preparatory to the last election, when an adviser of the Crown on a great public question avows a scheme which his colleagues dare not approve, public safety and public morals require that they should separate.”

The difference of opinion thus evinced among the members of the ministry was not calculated to strengthen their hold on their majority. At the same time the parallel question of seigniorial tenure was weakening their support in Lower Canada. This was a legacy of the old French régime under which about eight million arpents of land had been granted to the seigniors on a feudal basis. The holders of land (censitaires) under the seigniors had a permanent right of occupancy but were compelled to pay fixed yearly dues in money and in kind, and in the event of their selling out their tenancy must pay one-twelfth of the purchase price to their lord. The latter had also various vexatious privileges, such as the droit de banalité, or sole right of grinding corn. Whatever may have been the merits of the system in aiding the first establishment of the colony, it had long since become an anachronism. Agitation against the tenure had gone on for years, but with the exception of a law of 1825 which permitted the seignior and censitaire by joint consent to terminate the tenure, nothing had been done. Granted that the system was to be abolished, the difficult question remained, how to abolish it. Was the land to be handed over to the censitaire as his property in fee simple, or was it to be given to the seignior as his absolute property, or was some adjustment, involving proper compensation, possible? The Reformers of Lower Canada were much divided; some of them wished to see the seigniors expropriated without compensation; others to expropriate them with compensation; others to leave the matter to voluntary arrangement aided by legislation, but not compulsory; and others, finally, such as Papineau (himself a seignior) wished to leave the matter where it was. LaFontaine, while believing in the historic value of the system, considered it injurious at the present END OF THE GREAT MINISTRY time to the interests of agriculture; he wished to see it abolished, but wished to find means to respect the interests of the seigniors by a proper compensation. The reference of the matter to a committee, and the presentation of various tentative bills, afforded no solution, and the matter dragged forward from the session of 1850 to that of 1851, while the prolonged delay led several of the Reformers to accuse LaFontaine of deliberately temporizing for fear of losing parliamentary support.

The end of the great ministry came in the succeeding session, that of 1851. The opposition of the Clear Grits to the government was growing more and more pronounced and the two unsolved questions proved a standing hindrance to the reunion of the Reform party. A Canadian writer has said that the Reform party had become too ponderous to be held together and that it broke of its own weight. Indeed the united strength of the Reformers, Radicals, Clear Grits, Independents and the Parti Rouge, so completely outnumbered the Conservatives, that it was vain to expect to find all sections of the party disregarding their own special views for the sake of continuing to outvote so small a minority. The temptation was rather for the leaders of the separate groups to court new alliances, which might convert their subordinate position in the Reform party into a dominant position in a new combination. In this way we can understand the vote which, midway in the session of 1851, led to the resignation of Robert Baldwin.
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THE SEIGNEURIAL COURT, 1855

From the drawing by W. W. Smith in the Public Archives of Canada

Mackenzie, who was aiding the Clear Grits in their persistent opposition to the cabinet, brought in a motion (June 26th, 1851) in favour of abolishing the court of chancery — one of the reforms recommended in the platforms of the Clear Grits. This court, formerly a valid subject of grievance, had been reorganized by Baldwin in his Act of 1849, and he had seen no reason to regard its present operation as unsatisfactory. Mackenzie’s motion was rejected, but its rejection was only effected by the votes of LaFontaine and his French-Canadian supporters: twenty-seven of the Upper Canadian votes were given against Baldwin, many of them representing the opinion of Upper Canadian lawyers. Under happier auspices Baldwin might not have regarded this vote as a matter of vital importance, for he had never professed himself a believer in the doctrine of the “double majority,” the need, that is to say, of a majority support in each section of the province at the same time. But the mortification arising in this instance was coupled with a realization of the difficulties that were thickening about the government, and with a knowledge that the BALDWIN RESIGNS Reform party was passing under other guidance than that of its early leaders. The vote on the chancery question was merely made the occasion for a resignation which could henceforth only be a question of time.

Baldwin’s resignation was tendered on June 30th, 1851. All parties united in courteous expressions of appreciation of his great services to the country, and the chivalrous MacNab expressed his regret at the determination of his old-time adversary. Almost immediately after the resignation of Baldwin, LaFontaine expressed his intention of retiring from public life after the close of the session. He, too, had wearied of the struggle to maintain union where none was. The committee on seigniorial tenure, moreover, reported a proposal for a bill which LaFontaine found himself compelled to consider a measure of confiscation. The consciousness that his views on this all-important subject could no longer command a united support confirmed him in his intention to abandon political life. Indeed, for some years, LaFontaine had suffered keenly from the disillusionment that attends political life. As far back as September 23rd, 1845, he had expressed his weariness of office in a confidential letter to Baldwin. “As to myself,” he wrote, “I sincerely hope I will never be placed in a situation to be obliged to take office again. The more I see, the more I feel disgusted. It seems as if duplicity, deceit, want of sincerity, selfishness, were virtues. It gives me a poor idea of human nature.”

The parliamentary session terminated on August 30th, 1851. It was generally known throughout the country that LaFontaine would carry into effect, in the ensuing autumn, the intention of resignation which he had expressed. His approaching retirement from public life was made the occasion of a great banquet in his honour held at the St. Lawrence Hotel, Montreal, (October 1st, 1851.) Morin, the life-long associate in the political career of the leader of French Canada, occupied the chair, while Leslie, Holmes, Nelson and other prominent Reformers were among those present. The speech of LaFontaine on this occasion, on which he bid farewell to public life, is of great interest. In it he passes in review the political evolution of French Canada during his public career.

“Twenty-one years ago,” said LaFontaine, “when first I entered upon political life, we were under a very different government. I refer to the method of its administration. We had a government in which the parliament had no influence, — the government of all British colonies. Under this government the people had no power, save only the power of refusing subsidies. This was the sole resource of the House of Assembly, and we can LAFONTAINE’S FAREWELL SPEECH readily conceive with what danger such a resource was fraught. It was but natural that this system should give occasion to many abuses.

“We commenced, therefore, our struggle to extirpate these abuses, to establish that form of government that it was our right to have and which we have to-day, — true representative English government. Let it be borne in mind that under our former system of government all our struggles were vain and produced only that racial hate and animosity which is happily passing from us to-day, and which, I venture to hope, this banquet may tend still further to dissipate.

“I hope that I give offence to none if, in speaking of the union of the provinces, I say that history will record the fact that the union was a project, which, in the mind of its author, aimed at the annihilation (anéantissement) of the French-Canadians. It was in this light that I regarded it. But after having subsequently examined with care this rod of chastisement that had been prepared against my compatriots, I besought some of the most influential among them to let me make use of this very instrument to save those whom it was designed to ruin, to place my fellow-countrymen in a better position than any they had ever occupied. I saw that this measure contained in itself the means of giving to the people the control which they ought to have over the government, of establishing a real government in Canada. It was under these circumstances that I entered parliament. The rest you know. From this moment we began to understand responsible government, the favourite watchword of to-day; it was then that it was understood that the governor must have as his executive advisers men who possessed the confidence of the public, and it was thus that I came to take part in the administration.

“For fifteen months things went fairly well. Then came the struggle between the ministry, of which I formed part, and Governor Metcalfe. The result of this struggle has been that you have in force in this country, the true principles of the English constitution. Power to-day is in the hands of the people. . . .

“I have said that the union was intended to annihilate the French-Canadians. But the matter has resulted very differently. The author of the union was mistaken. He wished to degrade one race among our citizens, but the facts have shown that both races among us stand upon the same footing. The very race that had been trodden under foot (dans l’abaissement) now finds itself, in some sort by this union, in a position of command to-day. Such is the position in which I leave the people of my race. I can only deprecate the efforts now made to divide the population of French Canada, but I have had a long enough experience to assure you that such efforts cannot succeed: my compatriots have too much common sense to forget CLOSE OF BALDWIN’S CAREER that, if divided, they would be powerless and we be, to use the expression of a Tory of some years ago, ‘destined to be dominated and led by the people of another race.’ For myself, I spurn the efforts that are made to sunder the people of French Canada. Never will they succeed.”

LaFontaine resigned in October, 1851. The break-up of the ministry was, of course, followed by a general election in which he played no part. Baldwin presented himself to the electors of the fourth riding of York and was defeated by Hartman, a Clear Grit. In his speech to the electors, after the announcement of his defeat, he declared that he had felt it his duty once more to place himself before them and “not to take upon himself the responsibility of originating the disruption of a bond which had been formed and repeatedly renewed between him and the electors of the north riding.” With the election of 1851, Robert Baldwin’s public career entirely terminates. From that time until his death, seven years later, he lived in complete retirement at “Spadina.” Though but forty-seven years of age at the time of his resignation, his health had suffered much from the assiduity of his parliamentary labours. In 1854 he was created a Companion of the Bath, and in the following year the government of John A. Macdonald offered him the position of chief-justice of the common pleas. This offer, and the later invitation (1858) to accept a nomination for the legislative council (then become elective), Baldwin’s failing health compelled him to decline. He died on December 9th, 1858, and was buried in the family sepulchre, called St. Martin’s Rood, on the Spadina estate, whence his remains were subsequently removed to St. James Cemetery, Toronto.

LaFontaine, in retiring from political life at the age of forty-four, had yet a distinguished career before him on the bench. Returning, after his resignation, to legal occupations, he was appointed in 1853 chief-justice of Lower Canada, and in the year following was created a baronet in recognition of his distinguished career. As chief-justice, Sir Louis LaFontaine presided over the sittings of the seigniorial tenure court established for the adjustment of claims under the Act of 1854, and attained a distinction as a jurist which rivalled his eminence as a political leader. In 1860 LaFontaine, whose first wife, as has been seen, had died many years before, married a Madame Kinton, widow of an English officer. Of this marriage were born two sons, both of whom died young. Sir Louis LaFontaine died at Montreal, February 26th, 1864.

It is beyond the scope of the present volume to follow the subsequent political career of Francis HINCKS’S CLOSING YEARS Hincks. His reconstruction of the Reform party, his joint premiership with Morin, and the “sleepless vigilance” of his policy of railroad development and public improvement, form an important chapter in the history of Canada to which Sir John Bourinot and other authors of the present series have done ample justice. Hincks’s career as a colonial governor in Barbadoes and Guiana, his subsequent return to Canada as Sir Francis Hincks, and the story of his services as minister of finance (1869-73) under Sir John A. Macdonald, lie altogether apart from the subject-matter of this book. Sir Francis Hincks died August 18th, 1885, after a long, active and useful life. His Reminiscences of his Public Life, published in 1884, is precisely one of those books which it is greatly to be desired that men who have taken a large part in public affairs would more frequently give to the world. For Canadian political history from 1840 to 1854, it will always remain an authority of the first importance.

It may, at first sight, appear strange that the two great Reformers, whose joint career has been chronicled in the foregoing pages, should have abandoned political life at an age when most statesmen are but on the threshold of their achievements. But the resignation of Baldwin and LaFontaine meant that their work was done. To find a real basis of political union between French and British Canada, to substitute for the strife of unreconciled races the fellow-citizenship of two great peoples, and set up in the foremost of British colonies an ensample of self-government that should prove the lasting basis of empire, — this was the completed work by which they had amply earned the rest of eventide after the day of toil.
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THE PROPOSALS FOR inter-Empire co-operation, trade and investment contained in Dr. Stephen Leacock’s Economic Prosperity in the British Empire connect closely with the present active discussion in Great Britain of the problem of economic unity.

This book is sent you by the Board of Trade of the town of Orillia, Ontario, Canada in the hope that it may help to draw attention to the opportunities for investment of British capital in the industries of Canada.

The town of Orillia is situated at the centre of population of the Dominion, with unusual facilities for cheap power and for the distribution of manufactured products. The Orillia Board of Trade invites your co-operation in developing with British capital and financial experience the abounding resources of this and similar Canadian districts. The Board will welcome correspondence on the subject.


PART I. UNTIL NOW


CHAPTER I. THE EMPIRE AS A PROPRIETARY ASSET
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IT IS THE purpose of this book to discuss the economic integration of the British Empire. By this is meant the establishment of a system of mutual co-operation for the development of the vast potential wealth of the Empire and for the expansion of its present limited population.

It is no longer possible to aim at complete economic union. For that the day is past. Such a union is probably no longer even desirable. In each of the great Dominions there has been established a system of manufacture and an urban concentration dependent on it, that cannot now be obliterated. But as towards the outside world a uniformity of economic policy may still be achieved; and the now separated parts of the Empire may co-operate with one another in the use of capital, the movement of population and the development of national resources, with results as yet scarcely imagined. It is within the reach of statesmanship to initiate in the British Empire an era of prosperity and progress such as the world has never yet seen anywhere at any time.

 

For three generations past, in the name of “political freedom”, British statecraft and colonial aspirations have set themselves to break up the Empire into a series of disconnected parts. The gift of “responsible government” to the colonies, that began in 1840, carried with it a division of resources, a separation of public debts, a repudiation of all common obligations, a complete dislocation of all common action. It was the partition of an estate. Each of the beneficiaries retired with his own, to use it or not as each saw fit. Most of the talents stayed hidden in the ground. The parent source of capital and migration flowed away to enrich the United States and Argentina. In the sixty years from 1840 to 1900, 10,513,000 British emigrants, or seventy-five per cent of the total, moved outside of the bounds of the Empire; only 3,688,000, or twenty-five per cent, migrated to territory under the British Crown.

As a result of all this, what should have been a united economic commonwealth, comparable to the United States, but immensely greater, is but a group of fragments. The vast totality of resources that is the heritage of all is available to none. A part of the Empire is crowded to the verge of standing room. Two million idle men look across the sea at 2,000,000 square miles of empty land. In some quarters of our disunited commonwealth each single subject of the Crown, as in Western Australia, represents three square miles of land; elsewhere, as in England itself, his share is less than the five-hundredth part of one square mile.

Nor is there any single authority left that can bring the people to the land or the land to the people. Capital accumulates in Lombard Street while the empty fertile spaces of the outer Empire remain, decade after decade, silent. Western Australia, as large as all of Europe west of Warsaw, lies almost motionless under its own weight. Its little handful of people cannot use more than a fraction of it. Canada, portioned off into half a continent in 1867, staggers forward under its burden; alternately it falls prone and rises again: each successive “land boom” is followed by a flat collapse. It has never had money enough and men enough for its development. It has thrown about itself an outline apparatus of 40,000 miles of railways, with vast bridges carrying nothing to nowhere and town sites in the grass of the prairies. The frame is too big for the picture. And those who might help fill it in are warned off in the nature of “responsible government”. In the sixty odd years since the Confederation of 1867 Canada has established in its north-west a population of 2,000,000 people. This feat, if we could rightly use our population, capital and resources, could be duplicated in two years.

The same picture of imperfect development and of relative stagnation for lack of capital resources is reflected throughout the Empire. In the temperate uplands of Africa, such an area as Northern Rhodesia, with over a quarter of a million square miles, supports the white population of a country town. The Pacific Islands on the British Columbia coast represent as large a territory, as rich a heritage of resources as the whole Ægean civilization of Greece. The Queen Charlotte Islands alone have an area (3,780 square miles) that is one-third the size of Belgium. The islands possess a temperate climate, magnificent harbours, anthracite and bituminous coal, large forests, prolific fisheries and the population of an English market town — 2,000 as against the 7,500,000 people in Belgium. Yet this island group has been in the possession of British people for over a hundred years, scarcely known and utterly unutilized till a few years ago, while four generations of British people at home looked in vain for food and work for all. South Africa, with its agricultural areas scarcely touched, remains quiescent, a heroic land of sorrows, still making its politics out of history and importing food from Australia.

In the West Indies a white population of 50,000 occupies what were once the treasure islands of the world. Here as elsewhere — almost everywhere — in the British Empire, a principal lively hope is placed in the money of the American tourist, for whom all the world is turned into an hotel.

As with the divided resources of the British Empire so with its population. Migration within the Empire is no longer free. It is no longer co-operative. It is no longer under any single control. Quite apart from all questions of the colour line, of the conflict of oriental civilization with western, quite apart from all problems of political freedom — the white population of the Empire is no longer free to move, except to get out of it. The erroneous doctrine that an empty-handed man is not worth having has carried the day. Economic ignorance has bred legislative restraint: the labour vote helps to shut labour out of its inheritance.

As a result, population in the Empire crowds and congests at the centres. The overcrowding of England begins to be reproduced in the great cities of the Dominions. The gloomy shadow of Malthus falls over the entire scene. The population of Great Britain in each generation of the manufacturing era has been strongly held in check by poverty, by opinion, by lack of economic knowledge and statecraft — in short, by what seemed sheer necessity — at the very period when population was the principal need of the British commonwealth. The unborn British population of the nineteenth century — the children that could have been born from Malthus’ time to ours, with the natural increase of humanity, would have reached now a final total of half a billion. Their little ghosts flutter in the ether of our historic background.

And of those born, 10,980,000 went, needlessly and to our detriment, out of the Empire.

 

The lack of economic unity that has thus retarded the development of the British Empire appears all the more striking when we place beside it the contrasted picture of the United States. Here was a country which at the outset of the nineteenth century could not be compared to Great Britain and its dependencies, except in hope. Its population in 1800 was only 5,000,000 as compared with the 16,000,000 of the British Isles. Its territory, prior to the Louisiana purchase of 1803, was only half a million square miles as compared with an approximate 10,000,000 under the British Crown. Its accumulated monetary capital was almost negligible beside that of England. Manufacture was only struggling into existence as between independence and the war of 1812. There were water-power mills in New England spinning yarn still woven on handlooms. Anthracite coal had been discovered, but no one could melt it, and the settlers used it to make side-walks. For the furnaces and forges that had sprung up in Western Pennsylvania they used bituminous coal from England. Not till the ingenious Joseph Smith applied a forced draught to the “stone coal” did the first outline of the world’s greatest industry begin to reveal itself. For fifty years after the Declaration of Independence the manufactures of the United States were as nothing compared to the rising glory of Yorkshire and Lancashire.

Yet the United States, after the adoption of the sagacious constitution of 1789, possessed the supreme advantage of economic unity; and after the Louisiana purchase and the exploits of Clark and Lewis and other pathfinders, its territory reached unbroken from sea to sea. Its population could move, could expand, could multiply without limit. Each application of capital, industrial and monetary, opened the way for more. Immigration after 1840 entered in a flood, each successive wave washing farther across the continent.

Meantime the outlying empire of Great Britain remained for the most part empty, with no system, and little attempt at any system, for filling it up. In the fortunate United States Nature and circumstances supplied the system. There was no need of a plan. The western frontier moved of itself, like an industrial skirmish of civilization.

 

In the earlier half of the nineteenth century it was perhaps scarcely to be avoided that the migratory population of the British Isles should go to the United States rather than to the unoccupied territory of the greater colonies. Australia was still separated from England by a sailing voyage of six months. The Cape was little more than a port of call mid-way on the Australian voyage. The province of Canada, apart from entry by crossing the United States, was cut off from the world for nearly six months in the year. The empty north-west was unapproachable except by the Hudson Strait, and those who best knew its value kept this knowledge to themselves. To alter this situation would have needed an initial effort beyond the foresight of the times.

But the situation by the latter half of the century had altered of itself. Steam navigation, after the opening of the Suez Canal (1869), cut even the Australian voyage to less than two months, and presently to one. The Atlantic service became a ferry. Gold opened, in turn, Australia, British Columbia and South Africa. The Canadian North-west came within easy reach of lake steamers and Minnesota railways by 1880. At this point the moving flood of capital and migration could have been — should have been — diverted to the empty empire; the natural expansion of population of the British Isles should have gone unchecked with bread and work for all under the flag, over the seas if not at home. But by this time “responsible government” had done its work. The spiritual insistence on political freedom had dislocated economic unity.

As a result, the increasing wealth and power of the United States foreshadowed with every decade its coming dominance. On the eve of the Civil War the population of the United States (31,000,000) had overtaken and passed that of the British Isles (30,000,000). At the end of the outgoing century it surpassed it as 76,000,000 to 42,000,000.

The economic unity of the United States enabled it to develop its resources in a way unknown in the British Empire. Four transcontinental railways linked up the republic from ocean to ocean, while British North America for hundreds of miles north of Lake Superior had not even a wagon road. Kansas and Nebraska were filling up with farmers, while Alberta, a better country, remained only a game preserve and a buffalo pasture. During all the earlier part, at least, of this development a principal basis for the economic development of the United States was supplied by British capital and by the unending migration from the British Isles. Between the years 1860 and 1900 the United States opened up with railways and land grants the north-west territory represented by the seven northern states that lie between the Mississippi and the Rocky Mountains, an area of 700,000 square miles, and put into it a population of 6,000,000 inhabitants. During that same time the north-west territory of Canada (what is now Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta), a better country with an area almost identical and with higher resources gathered in only 400,000 people. There was no reason for this except our lack of statecraft. With this economic development of the United States has come also a growth of urban population, of manufactures and of wealth that first rivalled, then equalled and then far overpassed, that of Great Britain.

More than that, the American people were earlier to seize the opportunities that arose out of the new environment. They made the motor-car their own. About two-thirds of the 33,000,000 motor-cars in the world belong in the United States, where there is one motor-car for every five people; in the world at large there is about one to every sixty.

Similarly the moving picture was seized and turned into a world industry. The climate of California — which enjoys advantages very similar to those of Cape Town and Western Australia, with an equal variation of scenery and the similarly fortunate proximity of the sea — supplied the first initial advantage that guided the flood of effort and capital. So may a pebble in a stream divert the course of a river.

As a result, the United States, a country of smaller resources, less territory, less capital and without — let us hope — a superiority of intellect — surpassed in its industrial development its greater rival. This never should have been. It is for the present century to reveal whether this condition need continue.

 

Looking forward, then, towards the prospect which now confronts the British Empire, one may best begin with something like an appraisement of the wealth and the potential wealth, the territory, resources and the development of the resources possessed by its people. In doing this the central point of interest for this present essay lies in the question of the expansion of the white race, of the occupation of “white man’s territory” and the outlook for what is called western civilization. It is no part of the present work to discuss the future industrial development of the tropical dependencies of the Empire. Great as is their importance as a source of wealth, they can never be a part of the British commonwealth in the higher sense. In such areas the white race can find no home. They ought in the one course of time to be handed over to races fitted for the climate. Still less is it the present purpose to discuss the future, either economic or political, of the 325,000,000 mixed Asiatics who live in British India. It is quite possible that with advancing industrial technique and with better organization even this huge population may expand in number and increase in prosperity. But this is a problem shared by all crowded industrial countries, whether Asiatics or European, and has little or nothing to do with the theme of this book. The present purpose is to examine the co-ordination of empty fertile spaces and unused national resources with the growth and movement of the white population under the British Crown.

 

It is proper to begin with a few generalities, familiar, but so imposing as to stand the wear and tear of repetition. The British Empire represents an area of 13,491,977 square miles, or one-fifth of the land surface of the globe. It carries a population of 450,000,000 people, or one-quarter of the human race. In Australia it owns a continent, in Canada the half of one. Both of these, where habitable at all, are “white man’s territories”. In South Africa the Union and its mandate in South-West Africa, with the adjacent country of the two Rhodesias, adds up to 1,250,000 square miles. The uplands of Africa, the cooler regions of the equatorial highlands, Kenya and Uganda, may perhaps also, though perhaps not, turn out to be suitable for permanent white occupation. To all this there is to be added such insular possessions as New Zealand (in area nearly equal to the British Isles), Newfoundland, and, in a sense, the West Indies. But the calculation of the total population under the British Crown is most misleading. Of the grand total of 450,000,000 no less than 325,000,000 belong in British India and Ceylon. Outside of that the population of the rest of the Empire numbers only 125,000,000, and from this we must subtract again the 20,000,000 natives of Nigeria, the 40,000,000 of various African and other dependencies, so that at the end of the count the population of the British Empire, as far as it is white, becomes striking not by its size but by its lack of it. It numbers only 66,500,000 — about the same number of people who lived, without overcrowding, in the German Empire of 1914, an area of 208,000 square miles, or rather less than the area of Saskatchewan.

The opportunity for expansion and development thus offered seems at first almost appalling. Here is a population of sixty-six and a half million people with undisputed access to the land and resources of a fifth of the globe. They are recognized by all other Powers, even if with a certain reluctance, as the “owner” of it. They are equipped with the technique of modern production, were themselves the first to invent it, and have control of monetary capital far greater than that of any European nation, as great perhaps indirectly as that of the United States.

The picture becomes still more highly coloured when we turn to enumerate the share of the British peoples in the principal natural commodities that serve as the basis of the world’s production of wealth. Of these the first and the most fundamental is arable land. The ploughshare is the earliest emblem of our Western civilization as it arose slowly out of and from the land. On the entire globe there are calculated to be 52,500,000 square miles of land surface, and of this 13,500,000 square miles are in the Empire. Only a fraction of this is now cultivated, in Australia only one per cent, in Canada three per cent. No estimate has ever been made of all the arable land in all the Empire. But from calculations made in regard to Canada, it is certain that in the great Dominions cultivation could easily be multiplied as five to one.

Next to land is coal. Western civilization was not built upon it and knew and cared little about it for the first two thousand years after the rise of Greece and Rome. Its part in the world’s history only began about the year 1700. But once utilized as a source of power in the industrial revolution and the eighteenth century, it rapidly assumed a major importance in material civilization.

In the year 1700 England mined and used only about two and a half million tons of coal. At the present time the entire consumption of coal in the world for domestic heat, factory power, railway and marine transport amounts to 1,235,000,000 tons per annum. Of this the United States, now the largest producing country in the world, raises 591,720,000 tons. The British Empire mines each year at present an average of 305,000,000 tons, of which 245,000,000 comes from the British Isles. The first warnings of apprehension in regard to the future supply were heard as far back as the middle of the nineteenth century, when Professor Stanley Jevons in his Coal Question (1865) prosecuted an inquiry into the probable exhaustion of our coal mines. For two generations already gloomy prognostications have been uttered to the effect that the British coal supply would presently be exhausted. The same apprehension was voiced again by the Royal Commission on Coal Supplies in 1926. “We look forward, says the report of the Commission, to a time not far distant when the rate of increase of output will be slower, to be followed by a period of stationary outputs, another and gradual decline”.

But as far as the world at large, or even the Empire at large is concerned, this apprehension need not be of a lively character. It resembles somewhat the astronomical alarm at the distressing slackening in the motion of the earth, calculated sooner or later to have disastrous consequences for mankind but at present involving only the loss of one second every two or three thousand years. It is probable that long before the exhaustion of world coal occurs, the world will have ceased to use coal.

Here are the facts. The coal beds of the earth are estimated to contain 7,863,556,000,000 metric tons of coal. At the present rate of use it would take humanity many centuries to burn the truly available part of it, and 6,000 years to burn it all if it could be reached. The United States, fortunate above all other nations, possesses a potential supply of 3,536,000,000,000 tons, of which great areas in Pennsylvania, West Virginia and elsewhere are of anthracite, the coal of highest quality and heating power. In other places, as in the Mesabi range in Minnesota, the coal lies so close to the surface that it does not need to be “mined”; it has only to be shovelled out. In the British Isles, as already said, the total known coal area contains still a supply of 166,000,000,000 tons. But there is no sooner talk of its exhaustion than hope springs up anew with the reports of possible new beds of great potential value under the quiet countryside of South-east England. If the possibility of running out of coal were the chief of England’s worries, the country would be happy indeed.

In Canada are vast beds of coal. But it is ill situated. It lies in the extreme east and in the far west and is lacking, pending further discoveries, in Central Canada, the principal area of population and manufacture. The coal beds of Nova Scotia are estimated to contain 2,639,000,000 tons, those of Alberta 12,000,000,000. The dependence of Central Canada upon American coal, of which it imports yearly 16,500,000 tons, is one of the weak spots in the self-protective mechanism of the imperial system. Promising discoveries of coal, in the uninhabited littoral of the James Bay, reported officially by the Government of Ontario in 1929, may prove of vital value as an economic link in a broken chain.

Of the metals one turns first to gold as that of the greatest prestige, the history of which has helped to govern the expansion of Europe. Many modern economists assure us that we could do nicely without it, and that its use as the basis of currency is as antiquated as the stage coach. But public opinion at large still values its possession. Here the British Empire, starting among the last, has become easily the first in production. The discovery of America presently brought to Europe the gold of Mexico and Peru. There was but little of it, as we count our gold now. But in the world of Christopher Columbus’s day, with perhaps no more than the coin equivalent of $160,000,000 of gold and silver in all, and with older sources of supply washed out, it appeared as fabulous wealth. Spain, as between 1500 and 1600, drew about $5,000,000 of gold per annum from the mines of Central and South America. By the middle of the nineteenth century gold production reached $118,000,000 a year, and the accumulated supply, perhaps $200,000,000. Then came the discovery of the California gold which ran soon to an annual output of $56,000,000 and which at the present day still amounts to $12,000,000. The Australian gold fields of Victoria (1851) soon rivalled those of California, and reached in 1853 a maximum output of $60,000,000. Australia, including the gold diggings of Victoria, Tasmania, and Western Australia, produced (1909) only a little more than this total, and has since sunk to an output of $10,000,000, almost nine-tenths of it from Western Australia.

But South Africa presently eclipsed all other gold fields and still leads the world. The Witwatersrand, a great ridge of buried gold ore on a plateau in the Central Transvaal, is estimated to have produced, up till 1926, a total gold value of about $4,500,000,000, and at present produces annually about $200,000,000, or more than half of all the gold mined in the world. In Canada the gold produced until recent years was negligible in the world’s supply. British Columbia, where gold was discovered in 1858, represented at its highest point (1913) an output of $6,149,027. The discoveries in the Yukon Territory turned the eyes of the world to the Gold Rush to the Klondyke in 1898, and built up Dawson “City” to a temporary population of 20,000 inhabitants. The gold boom passed as it came, pending further good fortune in the Arctic wilderness still only partly explored. But the gold of Northern Ontario, lying in the Lake Temiskaming district, has become a rising factor in the world’s supply. Beginning with $42,000 in 1911, it has reached an annual output of over $32,000,000.

Taken all in all, the civilized world is estimated to possess in coin and gold a quantity that is equivalent to about 17,000,000,000 gold dollars. The annual production, averaged for the ten years since the war, amounts to $412,000,000. The output of the year 1927 was $410,000,000. For the same ten years the British Empire averages seventy per cent of the total. For the year 1927 the total Empire output was $290,000,000; and that of the rest of the world, $120,000,000; South Africa, $209,000,000; Canada, $38,000,000; Australia, $13,000,000. The production of the United States was $46,000,000. Thus over seventy per cent of the world’s gold is provided by the British Empire, a percentage which in all likelihood is destined to a further and continuous increase.

Iron comes next. Here the world at large is blest with one of the few supplies which we still dare call “inexhaustible”. Vast deposits of iron ore exist all over the globe, many of them, such as those of inland Brazil, as yet untouched, and beyond the present reach of man. From those in use the world extracts each year about 146,000,000 tons. From the Mesabi Range in Minnesota, where the ore lies close to the surface, about 35,000,000 tons are shovelled up every year. Altogether 780,000,000 tons have been taken out. The geological department of the state of Minnesota estimates that there are still 1,250,000,000 tons left. From the great iron deposits of the Franco-German borderland a similar quantity, at present about 37,000,000 tons of ore, is raised annually. In the iron deposits that underlie the North of England, north of a line drawn from Yorkshire to Dorset, there are said to be 3,400,000,000 tons of workable ore. But when all these resources are gone the world, at large, has no occasion to worry. Geologists tell us that the workable ore beds of the globe comprise 30,000,000,000 tons. With a present annual utilization of 146,000,000 tons, we can see our way ahead for about two hundred years. After that — but that is far enough.

For the first hundred years of the modern industrial era Great Britain led the world in the production of iron. Indeed the rise of the iron and steel industry was one of the largest features of the industrial revolution. In Queen Anne’s reign England only produced each year a few thousand tons of iron. About 18,000 tons of pig iron were produced by 1740. In 1820 the entire world production ran to a million tons; in 1850 about four and three quarter million tons. Of these Great Britain produced two and a quarter million and the United States only 630,000 tons. But between the years 1880 and 1890 the United States industry, stimulated by the protective tariff and organized on a basis of mechanical transport and manufacture never seen before, overtook the British with giant strides, passed it and left it presently in relative insignificance. In 1890 the United States produced 9,000,000 tons of pig iron and Great Britain less than 8,000,000. In 1928 the figures stood at 37,800,000 against 6,500,000.

It is not necessary to deal with the other minerals in the same detail. But a glance at the table of the world’s mineral output which is here appended will illustrate the general position. In certain cases the British Empire enjoys an overwhelming superiority in the possession of mineral resources. Extreme cases are those of cobalt, asbestos and nickel. Cobalt is a metal, unknown till yesterday to the industry and commerce of the world, but now of great utility for advanced forms of steel manufacture and for the making of pigments for the linoleum manufactures. The entire world’s supply is in the Empire, the greater part of it coming from the deposits of Northern Ontario.

In asbestos, Quebec and South Africa supply ninety-five per cent of the world’s consumption; in nickel, the northern districts of Ontario and Saskatchewan enjoy an overwhelming advantage: in the last ten years Canada has produced from eighty-seven to ninety per cent of the world’s output. With certain other minerals and metals, though to a lesser degree, the advantage is all the other way. Of copper the British Empire only produces four and one half per cent of the annual supply, though there is every prospect of a great wealth of copper ore being discovered between the Hudson Bay and the Copper Mine River in Arctic Canada. Almost the whole of the world’s quicksilver (99·8) per cent comes from Spain; sulphur and phosphates from the United States and the world’s nitrate from Chile.

But the case of extreme importance is that of petroleum, the basis of the now universal gasolene, without which, under present conditions, the industrial life of any nation comes to a full stop. It seems strange now to look back to the despised “rock oil”, which was about a hundred years ago oozing out on the surface of the marshlands of the Pennsylvania valleys and floating on the ponds. The early settlers could find no use for it except as a liniment for sores and burns. Then a certain Mr. Ker purified it enough to burn it in a “coal oil” lamp as “kerosene”. Chemists distilled it. Naphtha, benzine and paraffin flared upon the market. Industrial capital sank wells and pumped it out. The 2,000 barrels of 1857 had become 150,000,000 barrels at the end of the century. Then came the invention of the explosive engine, making possible the aeroplane and the motor-car. Rock oil became the most conspicuously important product in the world. All the world was ransacked to find it, and up to now it is the hard fate of the British Empire to be away behind in the supply. The whole world produced in 1927 a total of 1,254,145,000 barrels, of which 905,000,000, or seventy-two per cent, came from the United States. Next stood Russia with 5·77 per cent, Venezuela with 5·12 per cent. British India is set down at 8,200,000 barrels, or less than half of one per cent of the world’s supply, and beyond that the Empire is clean out of it. Canada, with half a million barrels, makes only an insignificant contribution.

The case, however, is not as bad as it seems. Our present dependence on the outside world may easily lessen and disappear. There are various fields within the confines of the British Empire which may prove of great wealth in oil. It would be strange if it were not so. The province of Alberta lies over a vast bed of coal: natural gas exists in great quantities. All geological indications point to the presence of oil-bearing strata as yet unrevealed. Even now oil is produced in promising quantities in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains, and it is likely that far to the north of the Alberta in the valley of the Mackenzie River the small discoveries of oil already made will prove only a beginning. Australia still seeks petroleum in vain. But there is oil in British Borneo, most probably in Papua, certainly in New Zealand (but with the quantity in doubt), and undoubtedly, and in large quantities, in the West Indian island of Trinidad. Another generation, another decade, may alter the entire outlook.

Another commodity, like petroleum of little significance to the world till yesterday, is rubber. Though known and used for a century, it had little place in the greater manufactures. Even in 1910 the world’s annual consumption was only about 3,000 tons. Goodyear’s discovery of “hot vulcanization” goes back as far as 1839, but it is only of late years that processes have been devised for combining rubber with other materials (fabrics, metals, glass, wood, etc.) so as to secure both elasticity and strength. The development of the motor-car both stimulated and utilized these processes. The production of rubber in 1927 reached over 622,000 British tons, an increase which is not an end but apparently only a beginning. Almost the whole of the rubber supply at present originates from rubber trees; the manufacture of synthetic rubber, as in Germany, from lime and coke by a complicated chemical process is yet of small commercial importance. The principal natural forests are in the valley of the Amazon, with lesser sources of supply in Central America and the East Indies, Siam, French Indo-China and Siberia. But the world’s rubber supply no longer comes to any great extent from the natural forests. About ninety-five per cent of it is drawn from “plantations” of rubber trees, the greater part of them grown in Malaya and other British tropical dependencies. The Empire produces about seventy-five per cent of the world’s rubber. But when it comes to the manufacture of rubber, into motor tyres and other goods, the situation is reversed. The Empire is relatively out of it. The United States uses about seventy per cent of the world’s rubber, which thus becomes the basis of one of its greatest industries, with an output valued at over one and a quarter billion dollars.

 

A most imposing asset of the British Empire which seems to carry in the very sound of it the voice of the future is the asset of the waterfall, the rapid and the river — the tremendous potentiality of water-power. Coal and petroleum are sources of power, but the present industrial world looks more and more to the electrical energy to be developed from falling water.

Statistics of potential power are often of little meaning to the ordinary reader from the want of an elementary understanding of the units concerned. It is customary to estimate the actual and potential use of falling water in terms of “horse-power”. This method of calculation originated with Mr. James Watt of the eighteenth century, inventor and patentee of the first practicable steam engine. By a “horse-power” he meant the amount of work performed by a first-class cart-horse, which he set as equivalent to raising 33,000 pounds through one foot in one minute. A cart-horse which could really do this and keep on doing it would be a rare and valuable beast indeed. But that is of no consequence. The unit, once established, is as good as any other. In the measurement of electric current and power, as applied and sold commercially, the mechanical horse-power unit is changed for the technical electric unit the watt, of which 746 equal one horse-power. In all general estimates of water-power, actual and potential, the horse-power unit is the common form of calculation. It is estimated that at the present time the world demands for power represents about 120,000,000 horse-power — the amount of energy needed for all the industries, all the transport, both on land and sea; in short, all the work of the world to which mechanical power is applied. All the factories of all the world are computed to use 75,000,000 horse-power.

The development of the world’s water-power is one of the great outstanding features of human achievement in the last twenty years. Of the 30,000,000 horse-power of electrical energy now used in the world about 20,000,000 has been developed since 1900. Modern hydraulic turbines can use any fall of from 10 to 5,000 feet and the electric power, up to pressures of 220,000 volts, can be effectively transmitted for distances up to 300 miles.

No estimate of value can be made of the physically potential energy of the world’s supply of water falling or ready to fall. But the estimates made are for “available” water-power, meaning power in known and accessible sites that have been made the subject of more or less definite calculation, afford at least a basis of comparison. On this basis it appears that the “available” water-power of the world amounts to 240,000,000 horse-power, of which 30,000,000 is now developed. The power available in the British Empire is 68,000,000, of which nearly one half is in Canada, which has a water area of rivers and lakes equal to 142,674 square miles. It is probable that the figures of “available” power greatly understate the case for Canada. Power resources in the United States and in Europe are on the whole better known and more definitely calculated. Immense reserves of power still run unheeded and scarcely known in the northern wildernesses of the Dominion. The latest official Canadian statistics show a development of 5,349,232 horse-power, of which 4,290,830 is in Quebec and in Ontario. Water-power in Great Britain is negligible as a prime national asset, but New Zealand, with 3,800,000 horse-power, and South Africa stand high. In Australia a better conservation of the rainfall would create large sources of power, and at the same time serve to irrigate many million acres of land. The Murrum-bridgee irrigation project will create a lake of over 12,000 acres; the damning of the Goulheim River will irrigate 868,000 acres in the State of Victoria, with a corresponding electrical development.

 

Such, then, is the general aspect of this globe, on which, according to the latest estimates, 2,000,000,000 human beings seek economic livelihood. The picture is still one of collective plenty. Humanity, in spite of the gloomy forebodings of the pessimist, is still a long way from starvation. If we are crowded and unhappy, the fault is ours. Nature is still bountiful enough. The statement has been recently widely circulated in the Press that bio-chemists claim that the potential food supply of the globe would feed 500,000,000,000 people. If so, it seems we are only beginning. In any case when we pass from the general heritage of all the inhabitants of the world to the special heritage of the sixty-six and a half million lucky people who “own” the white man’s Empire, the prospect changes from that of plenty to that of profusion. For each of us it seems there is nearly a tenth of a square mile of land (64 acres) — without making any claim on the ice-fields or the deserts or the territory of British India or the tropical dependencies of the Africans. Each of us has coal for 2,000 years and all the iron we need for 200. And for each one of the 66,000,000 of us the equivalent of one horse-power permanently at our service — the labour of ten men.

 

Contrast this generous picture of our unused wealth with the notion of overcrowding and the menace of population which haunts the mind of the civilized world, and impresses itself on our public policy and our domestic life.

 

In 1798 a clergyman of the Church of England, the Reverend Thomas Robert Malthus, wrote an Essay on Population which led to the disastrous idea that the world was getting crowded. It appeared that the cause of industrial poverty lay in our increasing numbers. The idea, as translated into popular thought, was gloomy in the extreme. It bid defiance to all hope of general profusion and universal comfort. It set stern limits to our material happiness, and gave us poverty and want as the inevitable accompaniment of Western civilization. At the moment when the technique of machine production had opened the gates of a Garden of Eden, Malthus closed them. The shadow of his book still lies dark on the surface of the world. It is time that humanity, and above all that the British peoples, should come out into the sunlight. Our world, at least, is for the most part still empty and untenanted, waving with trees and murmuring with water, awaiting the uncounted millions of unborn children who are to occupy it.


CHAPTER II. THE POSSIBLE EXPANSION OF THE WHITE RACE WITHIN THE BRITISH EMPIRE
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SUCH, THEN, AS described above, is the affluent heritage of the British Empire. To what extent is there room for the white population to expand and multiply in the vast territories which they are fortunate enough to own? Canada has now 10,000,000 inhabitants. How many more can be taken in? Australia has six and a half million. How much room is left? How nearly full is New Zealand with 1,454,000 inhabitants?

The true answer to these questions is so different from the current thought of humanity as to be, quite literally, staggering. I propose to show that Canada, even with our present limited industrial technique, can quite easily maintain 200,000,000 inhabitants; that the overseas dominions, in all, can undoubtedly support half a billion inhabitants; and that such a population can be placed there as fast as natural increase and migration can bring them. The capital apparatus needed for the operation is already in existence, is waiting.

But it is not possible to bring forward such a statement without first attempting to clear away something of the murky atmosphere of error and misconception in which the brilliant successes and the hidden failures of nineteenth-century industrialism have landed us.

 

Mankind, so the psychologists assure us, live more and more under the dominance of mass ideas. We all think the same thing at the same time. We carry with us unconsciously the mind of our generation. Just as cloud and sunshine move across a landscape, so do our mass ideas come and go. In the sixteenth century all the world shuddered at a witch, believed in a miracle and bought and sold a slave. Now a witch is only a decrepit old woman, muttering imbecile fancies, and a man who works a miracle is called a crook and goes to jail. The world’s thought has passed on, into other sunlight and newer shadows.

And among the mass ideas of our time is the obsession of a crowded world. Stamped into the basis of our common thought is the conviction that humanity has got to limit its numbers; that to let loose the full natural increase of mankind would mean pauperism and ruin; that the world is already so nearly filled up that only collective prudence can save it. We seem to see the symbol of all this in the limited family, the childless apartment and the pecuniary penalties of parenthood. But what we see is an entirely false and misleading phenomenon. It is confusion between the economics of the household and the economics of the world. A family of six or eight children reared on a small income represents a narrow margin of survival. A rash marriage at the dawn of adult life and a cradleful of rasher children would spell inevitable disaster, a fall into the abyss of the submerged class. We are so used to this as a collective idea that we take it for granted. We do not realize that there must be something wrong with it; that it is contrary to every sane idea of a normal human being. In time, perhaps, we may get a “survival instinct” to help it: a baby may appear as hideous as a toad to the “normal” young man and woman of the year 3000. But that time is not yet. Meantime, we never stop to ask whether this individual inhibition has anything to do with the question of the world’s resources and its capacity to maintain the race. If we did, we would see that resources do not come into it. It is a matter of deficient social organization. Our wants could easily be satisfied for centuries yet, if we knew how to see about it.

It was, as already said, the famous Essay of Malthus (1798) which first threw into a high light the idea of over-population. Malthus lived in the sudden and perplexing prospect of new wealth contrasted with new poverty, of factories and paupers, dividends and poor rates. And he misinterpreted it all. His silly dictum that numbers increase faster than subsistence, that humanity increases faster than food, is exactly the reverse of truth. Our food increases faster than we do. A grain of wheat with its full potential chance multiplies a hundred to one every four months. One grain in a year turns into a million. One egg laying oyster once started and encouraged to the full, would develop within ten years, a progeny that would require the symbol for infinity to indicate it. Man cannot begin to keep up with his food in this machine age. He has to stop planting it and turn to a wilderness of other activities. In the complex organization of these, appears unemployment, want and lack of food. But this through no lack of basic resources to produce it. What Malthus thought a phenomenon of nature is only a phenomenon of social organization. True it is, that if the race increased long enough and fast enough, the time would come when there would be no room for it on the globe. But that period is far away and the increase of mankind so limited in various ways not connected with its food that there is no need for so long a look.

This notion of the limitation of numbers applies least of all to the people of the British Empire, whose territory and resources, as far as the white race is concerned, is as yet but little used. We may, therefore, address ourselves with confidence to the idea of calculating just how large a population the Empire can support. For this we need make no discounts on the future advances of science, no anticipation of what will be the effect of new sources of power, of synthetic food and the stabilization of industrial society. We can take things as they are and the prospect is good enough.

Here first is the Dominion of Canada, with 10,000,000 people occupying three and half million square miles. What is the place good for? How much of it is habitable, what can we make it look like in a hundred years?

We may talk first in terms of the climate of Canada and the inhabitability of the country as apart from its resources. The myth of the Canadian climate dies hard. The sneer of a disappointed Frenchman over the “lost acres of snow” got into our history and stayed there. Writing as late as 1848 the English historian Alison speaks of the hopeless desolation of British North America. “Probably seven-eighths of this immense surface,” he says, “are doomed to eternal sterility from the excessive severity of the climate, which yields only a scanty herbage to the reindeer, the elk and the musk ox.” Even now few people in England realize that in point of latitude the most populous part of Canada is not a northern country at all. If England were slid along the parallels of latitude it would pass — even the most southern point of it — 500 miles north of Toronto. London would pass north of Winnipeg, and the island of Great Britain would nicely lie north and south in the province of Saskatchewan. Nearly all of Norway — the part from Oslo, the capital, upwards, lies north of all the Canadian Western provinces — begins, that is, where Alberta ends.

People who have only lived in the gloom of an English winter can form no idea of the charm of the longer days, and the bright winter sunshine in Ontario. Winnipeg, let us say, at times, is frightfully cold. But London is at times frightfully foggy and Rome frightfully hot. Yet in all of these the white race lives, flourishes and multiplies.

False ideas in regard to the coldness of a climate originate from the forbidding aspect of an empty country as yet devoid of shelter, light and the Company of mankind. The intense cold seems to the intrepid explorer to strike to his very bones. The still ice of the frozen lakes groans and reverberates beneath the dead light of the aurora borealis. The fierce blizzard cuts against the skin and blinds the vision. It is a picture of terror; to linger, to stumble, to fall asleep spells death.

Such must have seemed three hundred years ago on a bitter winter night the site of the city of Montreal. But compare it now. As I write this chapter the thermometer stands at about twenty degrees below zero — twenty or twenty-five, it doesn’t matter — in short, what is called in England fifty degrees of frost. Yet I look out over a vast city, bright with a myriad lights and animated with the life of a million inhabitants. Other such cities will rise — are rising now — all the way from here to where the Mackenzie River washes into the Arctic Sea.

To fortify a pictured vision with the solid frame of statistics, let it be said that, apart from the Arctic Archipelago, almost the whole of Canada lies within the temperate zone. A glance at the map herewith shows the isothermal line for mean July temperate of sixty degrees (Fahrenheit) drawn across the map of Canada. If this line were drawn across the British Isles, it would traverse the centre of Ireland and pass across England in the latitude of Liverpool. In Canada, in a rough-and-ready way it corresponds, or at least approximates, to the settled and habitable area of the provinces, as opposed to the northern or doubtful territory where population certainly will always be restricted below the European density.
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HABITABLE CANADA

To come to closer details. Let it be noticed first for convenience of identification that the Dominion of Canada is divided in area as between the provinces and under Federal control. In the west, British Columbia and the Prairie provinces all extend to the sixtieth parallel, where they find a convenient, though not a natural, national boundary. This parallel, in Europe, runs through the lower end of the Shetland Islands, and just passes the cities of Oslo and Petrograd. The whole of Finland, with its three and a half million people, capital and all, is north of Alberta and Saskatchewan. Stockholm, the capital of Sweden, lies 500 miles farther north than Regina, the capital of Saskatchewan.

In Central Canada the provinces of Ontario and Quebec were extended in 1912 to reach the Hudson Bay and the Hudson Strait.

The isothermal line of sixty degrees, July normal temperature, thus runs entirely north of all three of the Maritime Provinces, north of all the older, the occupied parts of Ontario, Quebec, and even north of a large part of what was recently thought of as the northern wilderness, now eagerly and rapidly being penetrated in all directions for its mineral wealth and its forests.

A glance at the map shows the peculiar bending of the Canadian isothermal lines in the middle and their sweeping lift to the north as they go westwards. The isothermal line of sixty degrees July temperature runs far above the province of Alberta and reaches almost to the Arctic. The winter line for the mean January temperature shows a similar though a lesser curvature. As compared with Europe the winter cold strikes farther to the south. The line of zero (thirty-two degrees of frost) may be taken as the basis of comparison and measurement. There is nothing unhabitable about this; it is the winter temperature of the city of Duluth and Winnipeg and Edmonton. But in Europe the isothermal line of January zero runs away to the north of the British Isles and traverses no other country than Northern Russia. The territory of Canada that lies to the south of the summer isothermal line of sixty degrees would contain approximately one half of its area, or not very far from 2,000,000 square miles. This means that there is at least that much of Canada absolutely and entirely suited for the white race in point of having sufficient warmth in summer.

The winter isothermal lines are not so favourable. The top half of Manitoba, Alberta and Saskatchewan has to be content with a January temperature of ten below zero. But in so large a country there must be some cold corners. And ten below zero menaces neither human life nor human happiness.

So much for the data in point of climate. Now turn to the question of natural productions — the soil, the forests, the grain. We start from the right and move left across the map. Here is first the Labrador Peninsula, about half of which, since the Privy Council decision of 1927, lies outside of Canada. Most of Labrador is a treeless district, a vast total area of over half a million square miles of denuded rocks with forest growth still struggling northward in the valleys, but nowhere reaching the Hudson Strait. Such value as this territory will have, will depend on its mineral wealth, and the possible transmission of water-power. As a home, it seems about as cheerful as Spitzbergen.

A similar area is seen in the “Barren Grounds”, the north-eastern corner of the North-west Territory. A slanting line drawn from Fort Churchill to the valley of the Coppermine River marks it off. It is a country of, perhaps, a quarter of a million square miles of unending emptiness, with great rivers, rushing in summer under the Arctic sunlight and never shaded by a tree. In winter it is a desolation of snow, its lakes and lesser rivers frozen, silent, and embedded. In summer its thin soil is a great verdant carpet of grass, broken with barren protruding rock and gay with a myriad of flowers. The mosquito, breeding in infinite millions, disputes every foot of its possession. Yet even this “barren land” is now known to contain great mineral wealth, and may yet represent in the future a vast pasture for domesticated musk-oxen and deer.

North of the Hudson Bay and Hudson Strait lies the great archipelago of the polar seas, including such areas as Baffin Land, Victoria Land and Ellesmere Island, in all some half a million square miles. The territory claimed by Canada runs like a gore of orange peel to the pole itself. If a ring were drawn around the protruding axis of the earth, we in Canada “own” seventy-five degrees, or more than one-fifth of it. Nor is there at present any lively contention of our claim. From Baffin Land Martin Frobisher brought home in 1578 what he thought was a shipload of gold. Here eager ambition sought a north-west passage to Cathay, a transit actually achieved by Raold Amundsen in 1903-7, long after all possibility of a commercial value of such a route had passed away. Here, perhaps, in the future may be established the airports and emergency stations of a trans-polar route from America to Europe. Here, too, may some day be found mineral wealth. But for proximate purposes the whole of this vast area can be left out of count.

Below all the northern territory thus indicated, there lies in a great curve like a sickle around the Hudson Bay the forest area and the farming area, actual and future, of the central Dominion. We can trace on the map the traversing lines that indicate the northern limits of growth. In the Niagara and Lake Erie districts peaches grow in orchards without great intensive care and with no special winter protection, a thing unknown in the British Isles, save in the half-tropical climate of the Scilly Isles. Anywhere in Southern Ontario melons and tomatoes ripen in open fields. The fruit-growing area of Canada is but a small part of its total territory, and yet if we put together the fruit lands of the Annapolis Valley in Nova Scotia, the Niagara Peninsula and Southern Ontario, and the Okanagan Valley and similar districts in British Columbia it represents in all perhaps 10,000 square miles, an area larger than Wales.

But most important of all the agricultural assets of Canada is the wheat land, actually in use and still waiting its occupants. The wheat plant improves as it goes north, maturing and hardening with the longer sunshine. Wherever the wheat plant can grow, the human race can find its most congenial home, warm enough for comfort and cold enough for vigour, with a soil fertile enough for every stable product of the temperate zone. The “wheat line” lies low in the centre of Canada; reaching to Lake St. John in the province of Quebec and the North Bay in Ontario, touches the “clay belt” and vanishes into Lake Superior. It reappears at about fifty degrees north latitude in Eastern Manitoba, and lifts magnificently as it runs west, passing north of Alberta. Included in the wheat belt is the Peace River country, a vast potential farm country of 47,000,000 acres, of which as yet only 10,000,000 acres have been surveyed and only 1,331,000 granted to settlers. The wheat crop of Canada has already reached a record of 500,000,000 bushels in a season. Physically it could be multiplied about five to one by cultivating new land. The Canadian Government estimates that of the 1,400,000,000 acres in the land surface of the nine provinces, about 358,000,000 are fit to be farm lands. Of this only 140,000,000 is now in farm use, and of this again only one half is what is officially designated “improved”, that is, cultivated land. In addition to this more intensive cultivation could raise the present output per acre (spring wheat in the north-west averages over a period of years about sixteen to twenty bushels) to anything up to double. Indeed, the raising of western wheat in Canada has at present outstripped and overbalanced the national economy. The line of the growth of oats and hay and peas, a further outpost of human sustenance, reaches even farther north than wheat and extends to the James and Hudson Bays and the Barren Lands.

Running across the map of Canada from coast to coast, rising and falling with the isothermal line of January cold, appears the northern limit of the trees. Each struggles upwards and onwards, to perish almost to the last one before they reach the shores of the Arctic ocean. The fruit-trees vanish first. The hardwood forest — the maples and the beeches and the elms — go next, the forty-ninth parallel, except for British Columbia, being about their upper limit. The greatest woodland glory of Central Canada is gone. The huge pine-trees that rose among the settlements of the Loyalists have no counterpart to-day, except in the timbered areas of British Columbia. But the lesser pine-trees and the largest and best spruce grow in Central Canada half-way to the James Bay and in the west half-way up Manitoba and to the northern boundary of Alberta. Beyond that the coniferous forests of lesser spruce and tamarack, mixed with birch and willow and alder, reach to sea water around the James Bay and only die out at the edge of the Barren Lands. Down the Mackenzie valley a few trees reach almost, and the scrub willow quite, to the polar sea. Take it all in all, the timber lands of the Dominions, as officially reported, cover 1,151,454 square miles and contain 224,000,000,000 feet of timber.

Put beside all this the amount of the agricultural land — occupied and awaiting occupation, which is estimated by the Government of Canada at 358,000,000 acres, 550,000 square miles, or five times the present cultivated area of farm lands. Add to it the one and a quarter million metric tons of coal computed to lie under the surface of the Dominion and the vast treasures of gold and silver, nickel and copper now being opened up, and the picture is one of colossal resources, as yet hardly broken in upon.

Taking as the data the elements thus presented, we are in a position to make a rough estimate of the population that can be put into Canada. We are concerned only with the area that compares in general physical climate and resources to Western and Northern Europe. In this area we may include, starting from the west, the whole of British Columbia without any deduction. The mountain ranges of the Rockies and the Selkirks are just as much and just as little a bar to human habitation as the Alps, the Carpathians and the mountains of Norway and Sweden. British Columbia contains 353,000 square miles.

We include the whole of Alberta and of Saskatchewan. The drier area of the southern part of Alberta and its sister province — once flatteringly called the “Great Desert of the Saskatchewan” — will yield to irrigation and improved methods by our farming. Civilization and closer settlement will obviously go beyond the northern boundaries of Alberta and follow the forests and the coal beds down the Great Slave basin and the valley of the Mackenzie. It is already doing so. But we may use this extra piece of habitable territory to offset the doubtful parts of Saskatchewan, and hence in our estimate include the whole of the land area of both provinces, an extent of 491,000 square miles.

But for its mineral wealth, Northern and Northeastern Manitoba might well stay empty for ever. But the Hudson Bay Railway and Ocean route is now creating a sea port at Fort Churchill. The Flin Flon mine and its adjacent district, known all the way to Wall Street, lies in latitude fifty-five degrees north. But mineral wealth is, after all, conjectural, and the permanently frozen soil and intense cold of the northern and eastern part of Manitoba must leave perhaps one quarter of the area of the province outside of our present count and give an available land area of 180,000 square miles.

On the extreme east of Canada the entire area of the three maritime provinces, in all 50,000 square miles, may be properly included. But the estimate of the potential settlement of Ontario and Quebec offers great difficulties. Ontario has an area of 365,000 square miles of land, and presents almost incredible variations of climate and fertility. Its most southerly point is almost in the latitude of Barcelona in Spain. At the north, where it extends along the Hudson Bay, it reaches the latitude of Northern Denmark. In the Niagara district and along Lake Erie peaches ripen in the open air. The western peninsula and the Lake Ontario district is a land of wheat and of mixed farming, capable of intensive cultivation. In the centre the land over the divide where the rivers run to the James Bay is a mournful lowland of marsh and muskeg with stunted forest, falling to a shallow and inhospitable sea. Between Lake Superior and the Hudson Bay is a tangled wilderness of rock, lake, river and secondary forest — of vast interest for its minerals, but rugged and cold in the extreme. White River station, just north of Lake Superior, with a record low temperature of sixty degrees below zero, could enter into competition with any place as the coldest inhabited spot in all the world.

If one had to work out an estimate to show what part of the province can be classed as similar to Western Europe as an economic and climatic basis of settlement, it might be done in a rough-and-ready way by including all of the territory south of the Transcontinental Railway and disregarding everything (even the miners and the prospectors and the aeroplanes) that lies and flies to the north of it. But it would be difficult to estimate the area of this, and therefore I propose the simpler method of including, for the present purpose, one-half of Ontario, and then making a comparison by throwing into the scale in Western Europe land equally rugged and equally cold.

For Quebec a similar difficulty arises. Its area is vast. Even after the subtraction made of the Privy Council decision of 1927, which gave Eastern Labrador to Newfoundland, there is an area of 583,000 square miles of land. The province has a sea coast of some 900 miles, along the James and Hudson Bays and the Hudson Strait. A vast part of the northern territory is unknown, is problematical, or worse. Mineral wealth is being discovered, and claims established, anywhere and everywhere in the wilderness. But beyond this, great areas seem destined to emptiness — at least until the Malthusian “standing-room only” is reached in some dim future. Agriculture flourishes in the south in the “eastern townships” of the American border, and dies out rapidly on the north side of the St. Lawrence. But the Lake St. John district and Peribonka valley (immortalized by Maria Chapdelaine) is one of farms and fields (not wheat), and everywhere the forests of pulp wood attract settlement of the great companies. Such towns as that of Kenogami and Chicoutimi, built more or less ready-made by pulp and paper companies, seem to have sprung up overnight. But a possible boundary for the present purpose can be found in following the height of land between the James and Hudson Bays and the St. Lawrence, as far as Lake St. John, and thence due east till the lines reach the St. Lawrence River. This is a conventional line; but an authoritative estimate is not available. South of this line the whole country is habitable and, with variations, fertile. Even north of it, there is much.

Such a division leaves an area for Quebec of only about 100,000 square miles, a most conservative estimate, since it takes in only one-sixth of the province, and this, put along with that of the other provinces, gives a total area in Canada available for white settlement of 1,354,000 square miles. At present it is occupied by 10,000,000 people, or 25 to the square mile. How many people per square mile can such territory potentially support?

 

The calculation of potential population per square mile is one not easy to undertake with assurance. But a few general lines of approach may be indicated. If we take as the maximum some of the denser areas of the inhabited world, such as the county of Middlesex or the island of Manhattan, we find that population may run to hundreds of thousands to the square mile. Even outside of metropolitan areas we find such examples as the kingdom of Belgium with 675, the island of Java with 720, and Barbados with nearly 1,000 persons to the square mile. The metropolitan areas are of course drawing their basic support, in terms of resources, from outside territory. We leave them out of count. Even in the case of a whole country we cannot always look upon the whole population as drawing its whole support from the resources of its territories. Take the case of Switzerland. A large part of the activity of the Swiss consists in the entertainment of visitors. They lodge them, feed them, show them Mont Blanc and take them ski riding. Switzerland has an annual adverse trade balance of about a hundred million dollars, representing the money annually spent in Switzerland by the tourists. A part of this is accounted for by the purchase of Swiss food raised in Switzerland. But the rest of it, indeed the greater part of it, represents a payment in money (presently turned into imported goods) for services that do not correspond in the economic resources of the country. It is only in the artistic sense and not in the economic that the poet or the painter consumes the resources of Switzerland.

Or take the case of the United Kingdom. It contains at present about forty-five and a half million people. But a great many of them do not live on the natural resources of the country. The United Kingdom had (before the War) $20,000,000,000 of outside investments, has even now certainly three-quarters as much. Many people live on the interest of this — the interest taking the visible form of imported commodities. The United Kingdom has 20,000,000 tons of shipping, and does a carrying trade far beyond the proportion of its production and consumption; hence many people (sailors and their families, owners, shareholders, official staffs) live on this. More than that, England imports enormous quantities of raw material — cotton, etc. — and works it into finished goods. Millions live on that. It would not do to say that because the United Kingdom contains 481 people per square mile, therefore Western Ontario, which is, on the whole, as fertile, could do the same. It couldn’t; unless history and circumstances put it in the peculiar industrial position of England. If all the people were swept away, England and its distinctive situation ended, it would not be possible to put another lot back, equally numerous, to live on the resources of the island.

All of this needs to be said, elementary though it sounds, to avoid statistical error in multiplying out potential population in the British Dominions.

Consider again the case of Belgium. Here live 7,932,000 people, or 675 to the square mile. It is a country of intense and intensive cultivation of the soil, of land drained and improved and utilized to the last degree. Perhaps the greater part of the population live directly or indirectly on the land and its produce. This does not mean that they are all farmers: the shopkeepers of a village where the farmers (and no others) deal, a gendarme who keeps the farmers (and no one else) in order, a preacher who exhorts the farmers (and no one else) is living off the farm; for if not, who else is feeding and supporting these people. But in Belgium also are great industries employing in the factories over a million men and women and drawing their supplies largely from abroad, from the Congo, from the Baltic, from Norway, from America. Belgium imports in raw material about twice the value of what she exports in raw material, and sends manufactured goods abroad to the extent of two and half times of what she buys from foreigners (17,000,000 francs against 7,000,000). The part of the population responsible for this surplus does not live off the natural resources of Belgium. Even if it consumes Belgian food, this is offset by the export surplus which it creates.

A contrasted item of calculation in the problem is found where a country exports a raw material, such as the export of coal from England or raw cotton from the United States. This item, taken in itself, would mean the potentiality of a larger population at home. But it may be offset, or more than offset, as it is in all the European industrial countries, by imports of raw material.

An extreme illustrative case is seen in the island of Java; here 36,000,000 people live in an area of 50,000 square miles. They live in it, on it, and off it. The island is one vast plantation, feeding all its people and exporting great quantities of coffee, rubber, tobacco and tea. But its circumstances are peculiar. The island lies in the tropics, bathed in the warmth of the equatorial sea, with an exuberant soil, a dense rainfall and the luxuriant growth of a vast steaming conservatory. Not only do the people in Java maintain themselves from the resources of their territory, but undoubtedly they help to maintain, directly and indirectly, a part of the population of Holland, which “owns” the island. The fact that 577 people live on each square mile of the soil gives some idea of what this globe may look like before the Malthusian night falls upon it.

From all of which it would appear that if we take single selected areas of comparison, the variation of circumstances would shut out any resulting conclusion. But we may overcome this difficulty easily if we take as the base an area sufficiently large and sufficiently varied to counteract the errors of individual cases. For this purpose I would propose to construct a “Canada in Europe” of the country lying around the Baltic Sea, the North Sea, and the English Channel. This gives us Finland, Sweden, Norway, Denmark, Germany, Holland, Belgium, the northern half of France, and the British Isles. This is a total area of 871,251 square miles. In point of latitude it lies just as Canada does from the forty-ninth parallel to the Polar Sea. East and West it extends through fifty-five meridians of longitude as compared with fifty between Montreal and Vancouver. The Gulf stream washes its western shores as the warm currents of the Pacific temper the climate of British Columbia. If the immediate basin of the Hudson Bay is rockbound, desolate and cold, the upper part of Norway, Sweden and Finland is no better. Nearly all of Norway, all from its capital Oslo upwards, lies north of all of the north-west provinces of Canada. One-third of its extent is illuminated by the midnight sun in summer and overwhelmed in the polar night in winter. Nearly all the people dwell on the coasts and along the fjords. The district of Finmark, about the size of Nova Scotia, has only 2.4 people to the square mile. Great areas in the north are without population, save a few wandering Lapps.

Of Finland, only about three per cent of the land is arable. Of the whole area of 150,000 square miles, at least one-half is unsuited for permanent habitation all the year round. The total area of the countries indicated as “Canada in Europe” is 871,251 square miles. They support a population of 160,000,000 people. Over so large an area it is correct to say that they are supported by the natural resources of the land and sea that they occupy. The number amounts to 184 people to the square mile. On the same basis the available area of Canada, as estimated above, can support a population of 184 to the square mile, or a total population of 250,000,000 people.
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CANADA IN EUROPE

It is to be noted that this is not so much an estimate as an under-estimate. Where it errs it errs far on the safe side. It leaves out of count almost entirely vast areas, in all about a million and a half square miles, as notably the Yukon and the lower Mackenzie valley. The total estimate seems incredible. It is incredible. But it is a fact. No one in George Washington’s time could have really believed that over a hundred million people would be living in the United States within the space of two lifetimes. Voltaire, when he spoke of the “acres of snow”, would have found the present city of Montreal quite incredible. The pioneers of Fort Garry, in the early ‘seventies, could not have believed in the present city of Winnipeg.

Seen in this light, Canada with its 10,000,000 inhabitants appears almost empty country. So it is. Those of us who live in it do not realize this. We congregate in crowded cities and comfortable farmsteads. Our horizon is limited to the circuit of the motor-car. But those who wander and those who fly know all about it.

To fill this country with inhabitants is not a problem in individual migration. It is a vast enterprise of capital, of organization, of collective effort. Individual labour alone, however willing, could do nothing with it.

 

The situation of the Dominion of Canada in the British Empire is duplicated at least once on the same scale by the case of Australia: to a lesser degree in the sub-continent of South Africa (South Africa and the Rhodesias), and equally forcibly, though on a smaller scale, in the future of New Zealand and Newfoundland. It would be presumptuous for one whose knowledge of Australia, New Zealand and South Africa is only that of a casual visitor, to endeavour to present a detailed picture of their potential development. But even the obvious facts that are accessible to all the world can show in a broad outline that in these other Dominions there is possible expansion and development of resources similar to that of Canada.

The vast area of Australia extends from the tenth to the forty-third degree of south latitude (2,000 miles). In size it is equal to four-fifths of Europe, and is as large as all the United States, without Alaska. Rather more than a third of it is within the tropics, and yet, or it would seem, on the best authority, nearly the whole of it, where it is habitable at all, is white man’s country.

This is not to deny that in point of climate Australia is undoubtedly a hot place. But our ideas of the relation of climate to habitability have changed by much within the last generation or two. What was said above about the Canadian cold may be repeated in reversed terms in regard to Australian heat. The terror of the cold is mainly a question of shelter and clothing. There is no horror in a winter blizzard moving at thirty miles an hour at a temperature of thirty below zero, if you see it from the windows of a Winnipeg club. And the terrific heat of the tropics acquired its original ill omen from its connection with tropical disease, with the sudden onslaught of yellow fever or plague, which gave even death an added terror from the rapidity of its approach. The Bight of Benin and the zone of Panama are no longer death-traps to humanity.

Nevertheless Australia is hot. If White River in Ontario can compete for the world’s crown as the coldest place on record, Wyndham on the north coast of Western Australia with an average yearly temperature of eighty-four and a half degrees Fahrenheit may receive the palm for heat. About two-thirds of Australia — the northern part — has an average January temperature of from eighty to eighty-five degrees and a July temperature of from fifty-five to seventy-five degrees. Even in the south and east there are terrific spells of continued heat — ninety degrees at Adelaide for a fortnight at a time, and for a week even at Sydney. There is no real winter, though there are sharp falls of temperature in Central Australia from 100 degrees by day to actual freezing-point at night. Except in the very hottest region of the northern and western coast there can be frost anywhere, and snow falls and lies on the mountains of Tasmania and the South-east. But over nearly the whole of Australia the heat is dry, and brings no inconvenience or ill-health to persons once acclimatized. Only on the north coast is the wet, saturated atmosphere scarcely bearable for Europeans in summer time. The question of a “white Australia” has long since been settled in the political sense: practically all the Australians are agreed that the continent shall be everywhere either white or empty. And in the physiological sense, while the question is still open as to the coastal region of the north, the most authoritative opinion seems to be that all the rest of Australia is white man’s country. The British race certainly does not deteriorate in it — and perhaps improves.

But it is on rain and water, not on heat and cold, that the Australian future turns. At the present time, and indefinitely, a great part of the vast continent is withheld from human occupation for lack of water. Australia is geographically a peculiar place. It is as if one had set a huge tea tray in the southern ocean and then stamped on the centre of it so as to tip up the edge all round in a great plateau, and leave an indented centre. The edges of the plateau intercept the moist winds from the sea, the monsoons from the Indian ocean, and the south east trade winds from the Pacific, and pour them down in rain — sometimes in deluge, on the coastal rim of the continent that drops from the plateau to the sea. The centre is left dry, with nowhere enough rain and, in places, for years at a time, with none at all. About sixty-four per cent of the surface of the continent drains inward, its waters, evaporated under the fierce heat, lost in subterranean channels or swallowed in the sand. There are great “rivers”, like the Darling, with a course of over 2,000 miles, which run in floods after the rain but for months are mere river-beds without water. On the map of South Australia there is marked, in flattering blue, Lake Eyre, about fifty miles wide and nearly 100 miles long. At times it is really there. At other times it is gone, and there is nothing but a stretch of mud flats, sand, scrub and barren slate. Visitors to the region assure us, however, that the presence of the Lake can always be recognized by a damp feeling in the air that blows over its bed. This great central basin of country, devoid or deficient of water, extends from South-west Queensland and the lower “Valley of the Darling” right across the continent, in places almost to the coast. Measured north and south it has a width of about 550 miles, and this whole area represents a million square miles of territory rendered almost valueless as yet by want of water. Some years ago a distinguished scientist gave to this region the picturesque but ill-omened name, the “dead heart of Australia”, and the name has clung to it. Like most picturesque names it sacrifices truth to effect.

But if Central Australia is an arid region, conditions are entirely different in the coastal regions that lie where the central plateau falls away to the sea. Here are abundant rains, and over great areas a region of marvellous fertility where sun and soil and water combine in prodigal fertility. Rainfall in a well-watered country, such as the south of England or Western Ontario, where there is plenty of rain, never a complete drought and never a deluge, may be measured as averaging (including all precipitation of rain, snow and hail) from twenty-five to fifty inches a year. Where the rainfall sinks below ten inches a year all nature languishes, below five it lies torpid or extinct. In the Central Sahara of Africa there is no rain — never. In arid Australia an average of ten inches a year or less; in the Lake Eyre district less than five; in many parts of the country no rain for years at a time. But on the North-east Queensland coast there is over twelve feet of rain every year, and in the Australian Felix of the south-west anything from forty to sixty inches.

But the problem of the missing rain of Central Australia falls short of the grim finality of the polar cold of sub-arctic Canada. For that there is no solution. For Australia there may be. Conservation of the water during its flood rush may irrigate great areas of land now almost desert. The whole volume and fall of the water as computed for power, is not great, perhaps 1,000,000 horse-power, or about one-quarter of the available power in New Zealand and one twentieth of that in Canada. But for irrigation it can go a long way. A further hope lies in the subterranean water supply that can be reached by boring, and which gushes forth in a true “artesian” flow, or can at least be pumped to the surface. Large tracts of Queensland, New South Wales and of the north-east part of South Australia have been opened up with Artesian wells. But the whole subject is still a mystery of the future. An Artesian well may represent a real flow of water, drawn from higher ground, fed by surface rain and continuing for ever; or it may represent a mere sunken pocket of water urged upwards by the pressure of subterranean gasses and with a life as brief, violent and final as the soda in a siphon. Nobody knows.

But even when “arid Australia” is cast aside the rest is a wonderful land, comparable in climate, resources and possibilities to Mediterranean Europe and Northern Africa. As a pastoral country it is unsurpassed. Its sheep — even though decimated at times by recurrent droughts — number over a hundred million head. In agriculture Australia has now a wheat crop that has reached (1916) a total of 179,000,000 bushels and an annual average of about 143,000,000; and this though as yet not one per cent of the land of the Commonwealth is under cultivation and even in fertile Victoria only eight and a half per cent. No real estimate can be made of the arable land in Australia till the water conditions are more certain, but to say that the present total of 18,000,000 acres of cultivated land could be increased by ten to one is without doubt well within the truth.

Australia possesses vast resources of coal, placed at 165,000,000,000 tons, of which 650,000,000 is anthracite. All of the States have iron ore and plenty of it — easily accessible and workable, a total of 500,000,000 tons. In gold Australia once produced a quarter of the world’s supply, even now about $10,000,000 a year. The forests of Australia cover only 38,000 square miles, or about one and one-quarter per cent of the country; but they are predominantly of hardwood, and Australia has to import nearly half the wood required as timber. But on the other hand some of the Australian hardwood, like the jarrah and the karri of Western Australia, are of singular value for their strength and durability and are largely exported. Moreover the rapid growth of plantations of pine-trees, suitable at least for pulp, may soon create artificial forests, and the strange and mournful eucalyptus — Australia’s own shadeless invention — turns out to be suited both for newsprint and for artificial silk. The parallel between Australia and the Mediterranean world may serve at least as a basis of comparison. Here are two regions of the globe with great similarity of situation and climate, with only a change of hemispheres. Each contains great stretches of desert and coastal regions rich in vegetation. In both the softer culture of the citrous fruits, the grape and the olive, supplements the hardier grains of the north. Both lack something of the great resources in mineral wealth and forests and fish with which Nature compensates the rigours of the northern cold. And in Australia, as around the Mediterranean, the human race lives in a climate calculated to soothe but not to enervate. Where Rome and Carthage flourished, Canberra will not decline.
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Mediterranean Australia

It would be possible therefore to construct on the same lines as the map of Canada in Europe reproduced above, a map to be called Mediterranean Australia. This would include the area of all the European, Asiatic and African countries that are grouped around the Mediterranean Sea. In point of geographical situation and climate these countries are roughly parallel to Australia, provided that we turn the Commonwealth upside-down so as to fit it to the northern hemispheres. The northern coast of the Mediterranean and the Adriatic lies on the parallels from 44° to 46° north latitude, or almost as far from the Equator as the southern end of Tasmania. Inverted Australia would reach down into and across the Central Sahara, with the toe of Queensland lying beside Lake Chad about eleven degrees from the Equator, with Brisbane in the latitude of Morocco, with Marseilles set against Tasmania, with Sydney to correspond with Athens, and Southern and Eastern Australia lying in Spain, in Italy and Greece. The parallel is not quite perfect. It would fit better if Australia could be moved a few degrees more from the Equator. But even as it is it offers a vivid picture of comparison, a short cut through a jungle of statistics. As with Canada so with Australia, we could begin by making a monstrous deduction of territory left out of count. We can dispense with the entire 1,000,000 square miles of “arid” Australia without prejudice to its possible future under altered conditions; and we can throw away similarly the main desert of the Sahara and take only the countries that border round the Mediterranean Sea. This would include the whole of Portugal and Spain and the southern half of France, not used to correspond with Canada. It would take in Italy and Jugoslavia, Albania, Bulgaria and Greece; of Turkey the European section and the Ægean littoral; and beyond this Syria, with Egypt, the habitable parts of Italian Africa, with Tunis, Northern Algeria and Northern Morocco.

This, as the table overleaf shows, represents a total area of 1,155,300 square miles, and a population of approximately 140,000,000 people. There is no reason to believe this European and African territory in anyway superior to Australia in resources and potential support of population. If Southern France is a smiling garden it has nothing, in point of smiles, sweeter than those of the Victoria and the South Australia of the decade to come. The purple isles of the Ægean Sea are matched in the ultramarine of Sydney harbour. A large area included on the east and south of the Mediterranean — at least 50,000 square miles — is absolutely desert. If this Mediterranean territory of a little over a million square miles maintains a population of 140,000,000, then the 2,000,000 square miles of Australia, left after subtracting the “dead heart”, can maintain 250,000,000.

MEDITERRANEAN AUSTRALIA

Areas and Populations in Round Numbers from

Censuses and Estimates of 1920 or Later



	
Country.


	
Area.


	
Population.





	
Portugal


	
2,800


	
1,300,000





	
Spain


	
192,000


	
22,500,000





	
France (one-half)


	
106,000


	
20,500,000





	
Italy


	
120,000


	
41,000,000





	
Yugoslavia


	
96,000


	
13,000,000





	
Albania


	
17,000


	
900,000





	
Bulgaria


	
40,000


	
5,700,000





	
Greece


	
50,000


	
7,000,000





	
Turkey (European and Ægean coast)


	
100,000


	
2,000,000





	
Syria (French)


	
60,000


	
2,000,000





	
Palestine


	
10,000


	
700,000





	
Egypt (settled area only)


	
13,500


	
14,000,000





	
Tripoli and Cyrenaica (one-half)


	
200,000


	
1,000,000





	
Tunisia


	
50,000


	
2,200,000





	
Algeria (northern)


	
80,000


	
5,500,000





	
Morocco (Spanish)


	
18,000


	
500,000





	
 


	
 ——  ——  —— 


	
 ——  ——  —— 





	
 


	
1,155,300


	
139,800,000






 

It is unnecessary to discuss here the great and obvious resources of the other outer dominions — New Zealand, South Africa and Newfoundland; of the huge area of the Rhodesias and Uganda, Kenya, which may perhaps some day be the home of a white population numbering many millions. The case speaks for itself. The assertion that half a billion inhabitants can easily be placed in the Dominions proves itself at once even on such a cursory survey as that above. Canada and Australia together could contain that number and still continue to “expand”.

Newfoundland, though too far north for real agriculture, shares with Canada in the unknown heritage of mineral wealth that now appears to lie among the rockland of the north. South Africa — vast in extent (the Union alone includes 473,089 square miles) — is still but little exploited economically. The lure of its gold turned attention away from its uncounted acres of meadow and prairie land. Its vexed history and its perplexed politics, and the dark shadow that the “native problem” casts over all Africa, has kept far from it the main stream of European, even of British migration.

New Zealand, with an area of 103,285 square miles, reproduces more closely than any other part of the Empire the climate and conditions of the mother country. Although it lies nearer to the Equator than does Great Britain, the influence of the Gulf Stream offsets the difference of latitude. Auckland is, as it were, at Land’s End, with a climate to compare with that of Cornwall; and Invercargill is “Johnny Groats”, with snow and mountains to duplicate the Highlands. New Zealand, like the mother-country, everywhere fronts the sea, and has a surface of hill and dale and varied countryside reproducing the industries, the life and the culture of Great Britain. It would seem inevitable that climate and circumstance will reproduce there the racial types of England and Scotland. If Macaulay’s New Zealander of the future ever “stands upon the ruins of London Bridge”, it will be because he has the best right there.

We conclude, then, where we began, that the outer Empire can easily absorb half a billion settlers. For their coming and their increase nothing is needed but understanding of the economic problem involved. For over a hundred years mankind has been in possession of an accumulated capital and an industrial technique and a mechanism of transport adequate to the task involved. The great accumulations of industrial capital, and the monetary forms that made it fluid and usable were in full growth after the Napoleonic War. But British capital flowed all over the world and least of all to the Dominions. The flood tide stream of British migration began about 1820. But it flowed chiefly to the United States and left the Dominions empty for half a century. Transport followed in the path of capital and migration. It had not learned to go first. Only in our time have we learned that the most profitable route of a railway is to connect two places which do not yet exist.

But by our great good fortune the opportunity is still there. The gate is still open. All that is needed now is to set our minds to the way in which the expenditure of a few billion dollars can open an era of prosperity never before known.


CHAPTER III. THE HISTORICAL DEVELOPMENT OF ECONOMIC RELATIONS WITHIN THE EMPIRE
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IN THIS CHAPTER I propose to discuss the historical development of economic relations within the Empire. I desire to show the way in which the British colonial system became economically disarranged; how it lost through this its most illustrious colony whose inhabitants had not yet on political grounds dreamt of leaving it; how it proceeded later to imitate in a smaller degree the independence of the United States by the political separation of the responsible colonies; and how under the misleading idea of political rights the major colonies, as “Dominions” were led further and further from the benefits of economic unity until we reach the situation we have to-day. In this situation we have the spectacle of 66,500,000 British white people, united together under a single monarchy, valued by practically all of them and treasured by most of them; joined by a common language and a common literature; united by a common military glory, whose record runs unbroken from Queen Anne and Marlborough to Flanders fields; held together by a warmth of affection and sentiment stronger than political ties; joined in the casual intercourse of every day and every hour by the marvellous inventions of communication of this present era — held thus, as a unit to the wonder and envy of the world, but broken up economically into half a dozen entirely separate States without common action, or common resources or a common system of control, and unable to make use of the heritage which their history has given to them.

In this situation thus they sit, spinning fine cobwebs of discussion about their mutual political rights and glorying in their political separation.

 

The story of the expansion of England is too well known to require a detailed repetition. There are those who know it so well that they will prefer to turn the page; and there are those, too, who know it so well that they are never tired of hearing it.

But I propose only briefly to review the history of the colonial empire and to do so in the light of the economic relations that were developed as between the mother country and the overseas settlements.

The British Overseas Empire begins with the island, or rather with the fisheries, of Newfoundland. Sir Humphrey Gilbert landed at what is now St. John’s in 1583 and took possession of the island in the name and with the written authority of Queen Elizabeth. But the beginning was long before then. John Cabot and his son landed somewhere on the island in 1497 and claimed the whole adjacent territory — as a part of Asia — for Henry VII. The Portuguese Corte Real came three years later and announced a similar Asiatic claim. Neither explorer made any actual settlement. Neither claim had any particular meaning; but these discoveries made known to the sailors of Western Europe the inconceivable quantities of fish at that time obtainable in the shallow waters of the Grand Banks. English, French, Portuguese and Spanish vessels came back and forward every summer. There was no attempt at settlement. The fish caught were salted and dried on the land, but the ships returned to Europe before winter. So numerous were the fish that at times the ships were unable to carry home their catch. In Queen Elizabeth’s time, before Gilbert made his voyage, there were said to be some 400 vessels in the Newfoundland fishing trade. Almost a quarter of them were English.

Gilbert made his claim and was lost at sea. Others followed. An attempt was even made by Lord Baltimore, with the permission of James I, to plant a settlement. But the French worried him out of it. After that the English Government forbade all permanent settlement; the idea was to turn the country into a sort of summer fishing station for the good of the British commercial interest. In Charles the First’s time the Devon seaports alone sent 150 fishing ships to the Banks every year.

Settlements gradually followed, legal or illegal. But these were merely fishing stations. There were about 2,000 people living within the island in the days of Oliver Cromwell, and about 10,000 at the American Revolution. There was no question, as yet, of overseas migration and no real need for it. England at the opening of the Tudor times was still an undeveloped country. There were wolves in the great forests of the centre. Vast marshes extended in East Anglia, and in the north and the south-west wide and desolate moorland. Coal slumbered in its bed. The population was perhaps two and a half million. Nor for nearly 300 years after Gilbert was there any real basis for migration from over-population. Emigration when it began was not economic in its motive. It arose from persecution; it was a means of escape; its essence lay in its farewell. Or it was a movement of adventure, of sea-wandering, with the hope of gold and treasure; in such cases its essence lay in the glad return. The idea of a greater England overseas had to wait for the birth of a greater England at home.

To Newfoundland followed the West Indian possessions. Beginning with Barbados (1605) a series of important islands [Bermudas (1609); Bahamas (1665), etc.] were acquired by actual settlement; one, Jamaica (1655), as a prize of war. These were “plantations” in the literal sense, a form of overseas commercial venture, to be worked with slave labour, and not constituting new homes for the people of England. These were the days when sugar filled a more important place than coal, and pepper outclassed the unknown petroleum. The spice islands of the East and West seemed like a treasure-house awaiting only the “open sesame” of European enterprise.

Of such character was the great India trading venture that began with East India Company in 1600, and reached its splendours of profit and rapacity in days of Clive. But it had nothing to do, and still has nothing to do, with the development and expansion of the British people, except through the pages of a ledger or through the annals and the arts of war. Their true homes were waiting still, away beyond the snows and over the veldt or under the sunlit shadow of the eucalyptus tree.

The first real “home” was made, and lost, in America. All the world has read the story of the Puritans of the Mayflower of 1620 and the Massachusetts Bay Company of 1629. They left England with a noble motive and in a good cause; but such grief as there was at their going seems to have been one sided. Their disagreeable character was redeemed by the heroism of their endurance. They carried with them, somehow, more than any other group of outgoing emigrants, the seed of a future civilization; the seed of American education in the people’s school, a thing unknown in England; the seed of American efficiency in their native ingenuity and smartness; and in their code of conduct the seed of the eighteenth amendment to the constitution of the United States.

Separately came to the Virginias (1607) a people of a different kind, soon to develop great plantations, chronically half bankrupt and worked with troops of slaves hardly worth having, till the cotton gin and the English factory riveted their claims on their necks. The Virginias and such, till the Stamp Act of 1765, were further, in points of real contact, from Massachusetts than from England. Other colonies followed. Every reader of history knows of the establishment of the “towns” of Connecticut, the foundation of Rhode Island as a place where nobody need agree with anybody; the chartering of Pennsylvania (1681) as the home of brotherly love; the conquest of New York and the absorption of the Dutch; the broad ground plan of the Carolinas and, last in the list, the opening (1730), of a free-for-all refuge for the distressed named as Georgia after George II.

Here begins in true reality the story and the problem of the overseas British Empire. British the provinces were, as no overseas colony ever again except Australia and New Zealand. The emigration was practically all from the British Isles. The exceptions, as will be shown in the next chapter, were so few as to leave little trace after the passage of a generation. The migration came in waves, proportionately of great size, at the foundation of each colony. But after the first 100,000 of immigrants and their offspring, the succeeding addition was mainly by the natural increase of population under circumstances favourable as nowhere else. Especially did migration dwindle to a flow of small dimensions in the first half of the eighteenth century. England could at that time utilize its own people. Foreigners were virtually shut out, and, in any case, did not want to come. The cosmopolitan movement of population, irrespective of flag, allegiance and language, was still a hundred years away. From the time when Wolfe overcame Montcalm in 1759, the British had North America to themselves. The Indians, in point of numbers, never mattered. No one ever counted them, but scholars’ estimates assign perhaps one Indian to every six square miles, not more. The Eskimos were a legend. The French-Canadians (60,000) were agricultural prisoners of war in the St. Lawrence valley. Spanish claims mattered about as much as the Papal Bull of 1493 which defined them. Black slaves were property. There were in America, before the Revolution, 3,000,000 British people with the best continent in the world all their own: ruled, in a nominal way, by an affectionate and kindly king, no stupider than they themselves were; deeply attached to their kindred people in the British Isles, the place which even Washington called “home”.

What a chance! If not for humanity at large at least for all those who still spoke the common speech and shared the common history of England.

 

The inhabitants of the United States who are descended from Germans, Russians, or Czechoslovaks naturally cannot see that the American Revolution was a great tragedy. For them it was not. Without it they would probably not be there. No doubt most Americans think of the Revolution as a noble chapter in history, a great forward movement in the world’s progress. Who can blame them if they do? Such great figures as those of Washington and Jefferson, the splendid courage of the farmers and “minute men” of Bunker Hill, and the resounding phrases of the opening part of the Declaration of Independence (no one ever reads the rest) have thrown a halo around the separation of England and America.

The soil is, for many, too sacred to be treated as controversial ground. And what is more, the amazing material success of the United States, now rapidly tending to dominate the industrial world, seems to speak for itself. The carelessness — the superciliousness — of the English long since accepted the American Revolution as part of the general epic of British freedom, annexed George Washington as an English gentleman and agreed that the separation was inevitable. Such was the verdict of the Goldwin Smiths and the Victorian historians: a verdict which helped further to disrupt and cripple the Empire that was left after this first partition.

 

But for people outside of the United States the historical problem is still worthy of attention. And most of all to us who live in Canada, whose past history, whose present situation and whose whole future are intimately concerned.

 

The truth is, that the American Colonies were not separated from England because of political discontent. There wasn’t enough of it to notice. The colonies governed themselves. The great mass of the people, ninety-nine out of every hundred, never dreamed of independence. No one, so Benjamin Franklin has assured us, ever dreamed of independence before 1775, whether drunk or sober. Washington repudiated the very idea of it as late as the year 1775. There were, in colonial days, no conspiracies, no underground plots, no patriots taking oaths in a cellar at midnight, no Catilines, no Guido Fawkes — nothing. All the quarrel that there was was focused in the decade from 1765 to 1775, and it rested on economic grounds, not political. The quarrel led to actual fighting, Lexington was only a skirmish, yet Bunker Hill was a fierce and appalling conflict with a British loss of over a thousand dead and wounded, not far from twice as many as the British killed, wounded and missing (655) of the battle on the Plains of Abraham, sixteen years before.

Fighting such as this leads to war. A declaration of war only followed twelve months after Bunker Hill, under the name of the Declaration of Independence. According to the words of this document, the separation that followed was mainly based on inalienable political rights and the rejection of political tyranny. But nobody, except here and there an Adams and a Patrick Henry, had ever thought of this before. One may find such people to-day here and there in Canada, or even in New Zealand, talking school-book republicanism. But nobody pays any more attention to them than the American at large did to Samuel Adams before the summer of 1775.

 

But the economic situation is worth studying.

The old colonial system regulating the relations of the plantations to the mother-country in the eighteenth century, like many other things, was not as black as it has been painted. In its essential basis it was far ahead of what we have now, for it started from the idea of the unity of all the British possessions, whereas we start now, since 1840, with the idea of their separation. The old colonial system regarded all foreign countries as on a different footing from the British Empire. Our present regime — save for a few preferential gestures — treats all parts of the Empire as countries, foreign to one another. The colonial system contained in itself the idea of a distinct purpose, namely British Unity — which it failed to achieve. The present system is stamped equally plainly with the idea of ultimate separation, which may yet be prevented.

The colonial system began with the idea that all the land in all British possessions belonged to the Crown, meaning the Imperial Government in Great Britain. This was excellent. It compares admirably with the present silly notion that 600,000 settlers in Alberta, by a new arrangement of 1930, are the uncontrolled owners of 100,000,000 acres of unoccupied fertile land; that the 333,000 people lost in the 975,000 square miles of Western Australia own every foot of it. Who else in the early days of settlement should own the enormous and unknown territory, on the edges and outskirts of which a few new-comers have clustered, except the government from which they come, whose flag and arms still shelter them? The premature abandonment of the imperial ownership of unused lands was one of the most disastrous errors of colonial policy.

It is true that in colonial days the grants were often enormous in extent and foolish in lavish generosity to the undeserving. But often they were not. William Penn received 45,000 square miles to manage as a proprietor under the Crown and Parliament — perhaps the best disposition ever made of colonial land. As the colonies grew, the royal governors on the spot, as in Virginia, made grants of land to individual settlers, a practice that lasted far into the nineteenth century. But behind this power of the governor was still, quite properly, the over-riding authority of the Crown. When the colonies undertook to grant to the Ohio Company and such the lands beyond the Alleghany mountains, unsurveyed and empty, the Crown interfered. This vast territory was not to belong to the 3,000,000 people who happened to get to America first. The unoccupied land of the Empire, apart from actual settlements, from land reclaimed with the axe and defended with the musket, was Royal Domain. Substitute for “royal” the word “British” and the proposition ought to hold good to-day. It did hold good till well into the nineteenth century. This ownership of the public land by the Imperial Government proved the means of settlement for the United Empire Loyalists. The system finished with responsible government. What was done cannot be undone. It is a clock that we cannot turn back. But we can at least realize the economic check involved in the transfer of vast areas of land to the mimic ownership of a few settlers.

In the colonial days, however, no one thought much about the question of the land. There seemed so much of it. George Washington, by inheritance and marriage, by purchase and speculation, acquired some 100,000 acres. No one worried over this. In the gorgeous and bountiful endowment in which even the humblest American lived, there was no room for a land question.

More complicated was the control of commerce. The British Government expected the plantations to be a source of profit to the commercial interest of Great Britain. Hence arose the mercantile code which presented to the other country the whole colonial market to sell in, and the whole colonial export in such great articles as tobacco and sugar. But even this was not quite as one sided as it seemed. Colonial tobacco, for instance, had a virtual monopoly of the English market. Home growing was very early prohibited. The colonies also could trade with one another to the exclusion of the foreigners. The United States realized this at once, when their independence of 1783 shut them out of the West Indian market.

The British Government, as a matter of British interest, fully intended the colonies to flourish, especially the West Indies and such, true “plantations”, enterprises of investment, as opposed to Massachusetts and New England at first deservedly and desiredly disregarded.

Manufacture, except the domestic handicraft of the farm, the forge and the loom, was denied. A resolution of the House of Commons in 1719 declared “that the erecting of manufactures in the colonies tended to lessen their dependence upon Great Britain”. The sentiment was crudely, even brutally expressed; but the real idea is excellent. Substitute “union” for “dependence” and the resolution becomes almost a caress. Truly excellent was the shipping and navigation code, the visible result of which, down the decades, is the British mercantile marine of to-day. Everybody has heard of the Navigation Acts that dominated English policy in the mercantile days and only finally passed away in 1849. Such statutes have their origin as far back as the reign of Richard II, but it is the series of statutes of Charles II (1660, 1661, 1663 and 1672) which constituted the famous code for the regulation of the colonial trade. Their general purpose was to keep English trade in English ships, built in England, officered by Englishmen and manned with at least three Englishmen to every four of the crew. It accepted a measurable economic loss for a political and national gain of incalculable extent. The Acts went further and regulated the substance of trade. The great staple colonial articles — sugar, tobacco, cotton-wool and others could only be carried to English territory. Foreigners were forbidden to be merchants in the colonies, and, a more doubtful provision, duties were levied on goods shipped from colony to colony.

The Navigation Acts interfered with natural liberty at every point. Yet even Adam Smith couldn’t find it in his heart to condemn them. “Defence”, he said, expressing himself with unaccustomed brevity, “is better than opulence.” In point of fact the laws were tempered with exceptions and exercised at the colonial ports with a salutary negligence. Much important trade was left open. New England could send its fish direct to Catholic Europe. The trade in grain was unimpeded, the trade in timber and rum was positively encouraged.

The whole code of colonial regulation was awkward, unsystematic, and here and there vexatious. But on the whole it could have been fashioned true imperial system. It was the attempt to add to it the burden of taxation that broke the system down. England was appalled by the growth of the national debt, which was mistaken by the ignorance of the eighteenth century for national indebtedness. The Stuart kings never had a debt except in and out of their pocket. They hadn’t the credit. The national debt originated (1694) with banking and the expansion of national wealth and the creation of credit mechanism. That it could exist at all was a sign of a national stability never known before. But its bearing was not understood, and its rapid increase aroused misgivings. After the French War (1756-63) the debt stood at £132,000,000. (In 1928 it stood at £7,631,000,000.) This was alarming. England undertook by means of the Stamp Act of 1765, and the new customs acts (tea, etc.) which followed it, to collect a revenue to offset the cost of American defence. This led to controversy, to anger, to rioting, then to “petitioning in arms”, to rebellion and finally to independence. The old colonial system ended in the disastrous separation of 1783.

 

Having lost one colonial empire England set to work in a queer haphazard way to make another. The settlement of the peace of 1783 occasioned the migration of the Loyalists and necessitated the establishment of Australia. The United Empire Loyalists, refusing to remain in the new American republic, were moved at the expense of the British Government to Nova Scotia (1783-1799) and into Upper Canada. Some of them came because they dared no longer stay at home, but for the most part they were people of patriotism, energy and substance, whose history soon proved their real worth. The economic circumstances of their settlement are of great interest for the present discussion. It shows what could be done now on a scale vastly greater and with equal success. With aid in transport, money and land from the accumulated capital of Great Britain over 40,000 Loyalists were transported. The operation was enormously successful and profitable. It has returned a fabulous, if incalculable, interest. In a later chapter the circumstances of the settlement will be further examined. But we note it here historically chiefly to regret that the movement of migration came to so early an end. There was no need to limit to it the “Loyalists” of New York and Massachusetts. Every pauper in England was a “loyalist”; every dispossessed weaver among the victims of the power loom was a “loyalist”; the unhappy children of the parish carried round by the cartful and sold as pauper apprentices for the new factories, all these were “loyalists”. If in these and the succeeding decades, when English capital went to bolster up rickety Greek Governments, to build Erie canals and buy Pennsylvania bonds — if there had only been the knowledge of how to use it!

 

Then came Australia. Its existence as a legend goes back to ancient times. The Dutch had touched its shores early in the seventeenth century. English sailors had seen it from Dampier’s ship in 1688. But no one claimed it. No one wanted it. The world of the seventeenth century was still inconceivably vast, and few foresaw how rapidly it would shrink to the little globe on which we live. British ownership begins with Captain James Cook’s voyage to the South Seas of 1768-70, undertaken to allow a group of Royal Society astronomers to view the transit of Venus. Cook circumnavigated New Zealand and sailed along the south-east coast of Australia. From a fancied resemblance to a more familiar shore he named it New South Wales. Cook claimed the land, found a wonderful bay where “great quantity of plants” grew and named it Botany Bay. The report made by Captain Cook and his companions was favourable, even enthusiastic. The Government determined to take up the claim. It seemed necessary. The American colonies had served among other purposes as a place for the transportation of criminals. After independence began, the United States had no need, has never since had any need, to import foreign criminals. The colonization began, as all the world knows, with the expedition of 1787-88 in which Captain Arthur Phillip and a fleet of eleven vessels landed at Botany Bay 717 “criminals”, both men and women, convicted of all sorts of offences, great and small, real and imaginary. Within a short time the discovery of the marvellous grazing land behind the barrier of inaccessible mountains that shut in the convict settlement, changed the whole character of the colony. Within a generation, a quarter of a million sheep were grazing on the Bathurst plains. A few free settlers had come in within three or four years of Phillip’s landing. But for three decades the colony was mainly made up of “emancipated” convicts. Even in 1821 the “emancipists” and their families numbered over 13,000 as against 2,500 free settlers. But the migration after the Napoleonic War soon washed out the convict stain.

Thus, by one of the marvels of British good fortune, was secured, unopposed and unquestioned, the control of a continent.

The outcome of the same wars brought with the settlement of 1815 a great accretion of territory to the British Crown. The Cape of Good Hope (276,995 square miles) and Ceylon (25,481 square miles) taken from the Dutch during their eclipse as the Batavian Republic, and with these, Trinidad and Malta, British Guiana, the Seychelles and Mauritius. The opportunity was now open to found again a British Empire in permanent unity and strength. Unfortunately the drift of Fate was against it. The current of opinion and events during the next generation bore on its surface, not the materials for making a new British Empire but for making a whole series of New United States.

From the outbreak of the French War in 1793 till the final peace of 1815, colonial policy was entirely dominated by the exigencies of the military and naval situation. But even before the war a powerful set of forces of an entirely new character was coming into being, and was destined presently to alter the entire outlook. The improvements in the processes of production in the eighteenth century, the utilization of coal, the application of steam and water-power, the consequent creation of factory industry in the place of house industry, the cheapening of transportation by improved roads and by canals, had brought about what has since been called the industrial revolution.

Central and Northern England changed from a land of great estates to a land of factory workshops, of coal mines, of iron or steel. Commerce multiplied at the sea ports of the “workshop of the world”, now easily first, and long without even a second. New interests began to dictate a new policy, a world policy in place of the insular mercantilism of the preceding centuries. And mingling with the roar of the new machines could be heard already, as an undertone, the first murmurings of a self-conscious working class. The theoretical basis of this new and cosmopolitan outlook had been laid even before the French War, was in the writings of Hume and the French “Economists”, and, above all, by Adam Smith. But Smith’s Wealth of Nations, which was meant to teach, among other things, the art of retaining the American colonies, was not published till the year 1776, when they were already lost.

It remained for the powerful commercial interests of Manchester and Birmingham and other manufacturing centres to force into practical legislation the policy of the laissez-faire inspired by the theories of Smith. After the Napoleonic wars, the manufacturers of England had no more need of protection. The demand arose for the removal of all duties, whether on manufactures or on raw material or on food. This demand, rising into a great national movement and taking to itself, under the inspired leadership of Cobden and Bright, something of the aspects of a religious crusade, attained its overwhelming triumph in the spectacular repeal of the duties on corn in 1846 and the destruction (1842-63) of the whole protective system. The economic aspects of free trade fall into the discussion of a later chapter. But it is to be noted here that “free trade” — the abolition of protective duties — was only one aspect of the system and programme of “national liberty”. It involved also the removal of governmental regulation of industry, of laws of apprentices (1813), of laws of settlement, the establishment of freedom of combination for workmen (1824-5), and the removal, presently (1849), of what was left of the navigation laws.

Most of all, it affected the economics of colonial policy. The British Colonial Empire that sprang up after 1783 was governed much as had been the lost empire of the thirteen American provinces. The British Government regulated the customs duties by imperial acts; it maintained in modified shape the navigation laws; it granted lands; it maintained garrisons; it regulated all shipping. But it gave to these colonists political privileges equal to those that the Americans had enjoyed. An elected provincial assembly had been set up in Halifax in 1758 as the official expression of an existing right of Britons overseas; in New Brunswick in 1784; in Upper and Lower Canada in 1791 after the Loyalists moved in; and in New South Wales in 1842; in Queensland, Victoria, South Australia, Tasmania and New Zealand shortly after.

But the situation contained within itself the making of its own ruin. It was neither one thing nor the other; it was not economic unity under Central control and it was not economic separation under independence. After its first settlement of the Loyalists the British Government did little to develop any of the Dominions. The fatal idea that everything developed itself, if let alone, paralysed action. The accumulation of pecuniary capital which now began to form in what had become the money market of London, flew away in this and that direction: it went into foreign loans, American canal securities and South American revolutions. Little of it went to the undeveloped colonies. There was no understanding of what to do. England had men to throw away, paupers to deplore, money to invest and new apparatus of steam and machinery to give it power. But the dominant notion of the time was to leave it all alone, to follow the line of least resistance. England followed it. Meantime the “liberated” United States of America, with economic unity of control and economic power over resources, were witnessing an onrush of material development, easily mistaken for a consequence of political independence.

 

The trouble that was bound to come in such a case to all the colonies, came first to the two Canadas. They were the largest in population, 427,000 in Lower Canada in 1822, in Upper Canada 150,000 in 1824, while as yet even in New South Wales the population was only 35,000 in 1828. The Loyalists of Canada, moreover, had within sight across the St. Lawrence and across Lakes Ontario and Erie, the aspect of American prosperity to contrast with their own stagnation.

The fact that in Lower Canada five people out of every six were French complicated the situation and added national rancour to political discontent. There followed the abortive double rebellion of 1837-8, an event local and even insignificant in its occurrence, but world-wide in its consequences. The change of government that followed in the Canadas, and was afterwards extended all over the British Empire, has become one of the great factors in the world’s present outlook. Lord Durham, as everybody knows, came out to Canada in 1838 as High Commissioner to find out how the rebellion had arisen. He finds its cause in the lack of political freedom and in the struggle of two nations “warring in the bosom of a single state”. He recommended as the cure for it that the colonies should receive “responsible government”; this would satisfy all just and proper demands of the British malcontents, of which Lord Durham as an advanced Whig thoroughly approved; and this — by combining at the same time the government of the Upper and the Lower Province into a single legislature — would vote out of existence the French and terminate their “vain hope of nationality”, and the survival of their language: a culmination of which Lord Durham as a thorough Englishman warmly approved. Such was the measure of Lord Durham’s foresight.

Responsible government — after a little subsequent bickering as to its application — came with the Act of 1840 which united the two Canadas. At the same time it was extended to Nova Scotia and to New Brunswick; and by parity of reasoning to New South Wales, New Zealand and the other Australian colonies (1854-6). It was extended similarly to the Cape Colony in 1872 and Natal in 1893. Its application to the Transvaal and to the Orange Free State in 1906 rests in an entirely other setting. In the colonies of the middle century it foreshadowed an independence to come. For the Transvaal and the Free State it replaced an independence that was lost. There is no connection between the two. One act was an error in statesmanship, the other a glorious triumph.

 

The grant of political self-government to the greater colonies in the middle century was accompanied by a loosening, indeed a casting off, of all economic ties. After 1846 England permitted the self-governing colonies to frame their own tariffs. The final repeal of the Navigation Acts in 1849 left them in control of their own shipping. The public lands went to the new Dominions in full and complete sovereignty. Between the event of the Canadian rebellion of 1837 and the confederation of the Dominion of Canada there elapsed thirty years, one generation. In this time the whole aspect of the Empire was altered. It became and remained a group of economically independent States.

This movement of disruption was greeted at the time with self-complacent satisfaction. It was another triumph of the idea of natural liberty, of laissez-faire, of enlightened self-interest, which appeared to have done so much already for national wealth and progress in England. Few voices were raised in protest. Only here and there was doubt expressed about handing over to the miniature civilization of the colonies the vast heritage of land and resources which they could neither occupy, utilize or defend. Only a few realized that the regime of laissez-faire was only a passing phase, only a chapter in the economic history of Great Britain. Here and there was heard a voice in the wilderness. “Self-government”, said Disraeli in 1872, looking back on the irremediable, “ought to have been conceded as part of a great policy of imperial consolidation. It ought to have been accompanied by an Imperial tariff, and by securities for the people of England for the enjoyment of unappropriated lands.” Quite so. But the harm had already been done. The climax had already been reached when the whole vast area of North-west Canada was separated from British control (existing through the overlordship of the Hudson’s Bay Company) and given to the new Dominion of Canada. It took the people of Canada almost twenty years to build a Pacific Railway — a creditable and courageous enterprise for such a minor population with so little wealth. But Great Britain could have built it in a couple of years. The United States had already built five.

There was some protest, also, in certain quarters, when the colonies used their new liberty to set up protective tariffs against England. This was done in the province of Canada in 1859 to respond to the rising demands of local manufacturers. In England certain bodies such as the Chamber of Commerce of Sheffield petitioned the Imperial Government to act. But the Government disclaimed all constitutional power. It reasserted this again in 1887 when the effect of the protective tariff of the Dominion (the National Policy of 1879) began to be felt in the mother-country. Meantime, the colony of Victoria, where severe local unemployment was crying out for a remedy, had followed Canada’s lead in adopting against England, as well as the outside world, the protective tariff, since then a permanent feature of Australian policy.

Looking back now, it is hard to believe that the statesmen of the Empire could so deliberately have broken it up. The explanation lies in the background of the scene. It was not merely that the leading minds of the period did not foresee what would happen. The trouble was that they foresaw a lot of things that didn’t happen. They foresaw universal free trade, a matter for them of simple common sense. The trade of every nation would be open to every other. “Ownership” and control of colonies would have no meaning. There was nothing in the economic world but individual work and individual interest: national well-being was merely the sum total of all this. There was no need for regulation, for state action, for legislation: all of this was as antiquated as the mediæval guild. This dream of a cosmopolitan world was, and is, as beautiful a picture as ever brightened the horizon of hope. At some distant day humanity may yet find it at the end of the rainbow.

 

In the last quarter of the nineteenth century, as all the world knows, the pendulum swung the other way. Free trade, even as an aspiration, except in Great Britain and New South Wales, faded out. War took the place of peace. The new industrial power looked about for new materials and new markets. Asia and Africa were divided up. Imperialism began again.

England got its full share of the partition in such vast additions as Nigeria, East Africa, the Rhodesias, in all a total of about a million and a half square miles and a population of new native subjects to the extent of 30,000,000.

But Imperialism in the sense of complete economic union with the Dominions was no longer possible. The basis was gone. An Imperial Federation League sprang up over night into a mushroom growth (1884), but perished under the cold breath of colonial suspicion abroad and Cobdenite indifference at home. The conferences — colonial (1887, 1897, 1902) and later imperial (from 1907) — began to work out a form of permanent union by means of permanent separation. Meantime for all the Dominions each separate thread of political connection was worn thin and then snapped asunder. Till the middle of the nineteenth century British military garrisons still guarded the colonies. They were withdrawn — from Canada in 1862, then from Australia and New Zealand, and one by one from all the Dominions. United naval defence lingered on till England tired of paying for it without help. The naval establishments at Halifax and Esquimalt were terminated in 1909-10. The Imperial Australasian squadron was exchanged for an Australian fleet. In vain the Admiralty, in a swan-song called the Memorandum of 1902, preached the strategy of united defence. It was too late. After that, only war could unite it.

Link by link was broken. Justice lingered. The Crown pardoned, or refused to pardon, criminals till 1878. A representation from the Canadian Department of Justice altered the situation; after that, the Dominion claimed the right to hang its own. The final appeal to the King’s Privy Council — historically the last right of the subject to throw himself at the King’s feet — lingers still, but apparently only through the favour of the lawyers. Even at that, Australia limits it, and the Free State, it seems, with a strange home-sickness for something to rebel at, is prepared to circumvent all effects of the appeal in liberated Ireland.

Even the diplomatic unity of the Empire in dealing with foreign Powers is ended. By a series of gradations beginning with Lord Elgin’s treaty with the United States in 1854 and ending with the Halibut treaty of 1923, the Dominions have acquired, bit by bit, the right to make their own treaties. If these stages were meant as footsteps towards independence, they were excellent. If not, each step led out further into the wilderness.

The Great War threw into a high light the wonderful kinship in spirit of all the British peoples. History has never witnessed such a united front. But the war, by showing that combined defence was still possible and successful without political union, encouraged rather than impeded the process of breaking away. Six great Dominions became members of the League of Nations. Apart from the all-embracing bond of the Crown and a common allegiance, and apart from the lawyers’ haven of the Privy Council, it became hard to see in what way the British Empire is a political empire at all. The relation between its parts has become a sort of riddle of the sphinx. There is no answer.

From the Press and the platform, the Parliament and the college debating society, pours an endless discussion as to where and what we are in our political relations to each other. All needless. This discussion, if it goes on, will crystallize into something as interesting as the Chinese classics — and about as useful. The point of interest, the question of importance, the means of salvation for the British Empire no longer lies in the political relations of its parts. Self-government, autonomy, has come. It is there to stay. It is an accepted fact. As to the difference between autonomy and independence that is a mere riddle of the sphinx, of practical interest to no one but the writers of textbooks. The great questions of our future — the question of bread and work and happiness for all — lie elsewhere and must look in other directions for a settlement.


CHAPTER IV. THE MIGRATION OF POPULATION IN THE PAST
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IT OUGHT TO be possible to set up a movement of population and capital on a vast scale to develop the unoccupied land and the unused resources of the British Empire. This should not be a movement of little groups, of unaided pioneers and single settlers. It should be a matter of millions of men and billions of money. It can be done.

If successful, such a movement would give free rein, for many generations to come, to the natural increase in British stock. It would banish unemployment as with the wave of a wand. It would, for many generations to come, give to every one concerned a real opportunity in life, bread and work for all, and success everywhere for those of steadfast industry and purpose. This is all that honest people can ask.

The thing can be done. It must be possible. The evidence lies in the fact that every economic element needed is waiting to be put into its place. Two centuries ago, in the old colonial days, such a thing was not possible. Accumulated capital was but small. The machine had not yet come. Transport was still primitive. Nature was still unconquered. Now all is changed. The accumulated capital needed to move a million people across an ocean, and establish homes for them, is a mere nothing compared to the vast total of capital in existence. In point of transport the whole operation could be organized by any competent traffic official in one afternoon. And the population is waiting: without drawing on alien sources at all, we could bring at once 2,000,000 people from Great Britain to the Dominions, and soon find, with a full natural increase of population, 2,000,000 more to follow every year.

One can, in imagination at least, form a picture of such a great outgoing tide, moving noiselessly and without effort or struggle. The labour of those who come, applied to new land and resource, supplies the surplus that brings still more. The immigrant population, if properly varied, is its own support. It supplies its own market. It works its own salvation.

Yet contrast such a picture of continuous and prosperous settlement with what has happened in the past. There were first the isolated days of pioneer settlement, a hand-to-hand struggle; capital was utterly lacking; machines were unknown; numbers were too few for associated toil on any large scale. Hunger and want were but at arm’s length. Death took its toll everywhere. Of the Pilgrim settlers of 1620 one-half by the end of the first winter were buried on Cole’s hill, the graves laid flat and without headstones so as to conceal their death from the knowledge of the savages. Some settlements, like that of the Huguenots in Florida, vanished off the earth. Others narrowly escaped. In the infant settlement of Virginia (1622) no less than 350 persons were massacred by the Indians, and of the rest, disease and famine removed fifty per cent before relief came to them. Even in the nineteenth century Lord Selkirk’s colonists, moving into what is now one of the granaries and gardens of the world, could barely survive. Decimated by the fevers that haunted the crowded emigrant ships, slaughtered by enemies and their substance devoured for years (1818 and onwards) by great flocks of locusts against which they had nothing to avail, they almost disappeared from the earth. Later on, while technique and capital should have made genuine migration possible, there followed an era of wild rushes into new country, of a temporary “boom” of prosperity, as in Manitoba and South Australia, followed by sudden and disastrous collapse. And in our own time we reach a condition of stalemate — a deadlock — with landless people on one side of the ocean and empty land on the other.

But to understand the migration problem of the present, the best way is to examine the migration of the past — its circumstances and conditions, its few conspicuous successes and the warning of its innumerable failures.

 

Let us begin a long way back.

In the fourteenth century, England, where it did not consist of forests and fen, of marsh and moorland, was an agricultural country of about 4,000,000 inhabitants. Then came the great plague of 1349, the Black Death. It destroyed nearly half the people, leaving perhaps two millions and a half. Recovery was slow. For over a hundred years there was no growth. Even at the opening of the Tudor century the population is only estimated at 3,000,000. But there followed a period of great economic change. Society was disintegrated by the break-up of the monastic lands; by the eviction of the small peasantry in favour of pasture-making; by the continuous rise in prices that followed the advancing wave of Spanish gold. All this broke the mould in which mediæval society was cast. Population grew apace and without adequate means of support. There appeared a flock of beggars, vagrants, idle and lawless men. This caused alarm. It was thought that England must get rid of them. Sir Humphrey Gilbert spoke of the “needy people of the country who now trouble the Commonwealth”. Richard Hakluyt, the famous compiler of the Voyages, speaks of the vagrants “who go up and down in swarms for lack of honest entertainment”.

These tears and laments were really groundless. The over-population was apparent, not real. The resources of England itself were still undeveloped. But it was these groundless apprehensions which helped to set in motion the first wave of migration toward North America. These fears also gave a false bias to British emigration which has lasted until our time. It was a policy of “casting out”: its results were seen for two centuries in the stream of indentured criminals and paupers banished to America, of convicts carried to Australia, and pauper children shipped to anywhere or nowhere.

Other motives joined. Most of the Puritans were religious refugees. Many of the Virginians were adventurers. The West Indians — on a great scale or a small — planter capitalists.

The stream ran strongly from the accession of James I to the end of the century of the Stuarts, from the Virginia establishment of 1607 and the Mayflower of 1620 till the opening of the eighteenth century. In the reign of Queen Anne (1700) the population of England had risen to five and a half million, but there was now no over-population. The rise of home industry and commerce held it in check for another hundred years. Meantime, to the West Indies there had gone a British population which, in 1700, with its increase on the spot, reached 50,000. But with it were now 100,000 negro slaves. The introduction of the negroes checked wherever it fell the movement of white labour. In Jamaica there were put, in spite of fevers and hardships, during the regime of the Commonwealth which had captured it, 4,000 whites and 1,000 negroes. A quarter of a century later the negroes had been increased by ten to one, the white only by two to one. Migration to the North American provinces of Great Britain in the seventeenth century was almost entirely British. There were a few exceptions. The conquest of New Amsterdam (New York) in 1664 incorporated some 7,500 Dutch, a mere leaven in the lump, albeit a strengthening one. The outcast Huguenots, after 1685, looked for new homes. A few came to Massachusetts and to New York, a good many (500 in one body in the year 1700) to the South. But their language rapidly faded out, and even their names were either translated or mispronounced to extinction.

A more notable exception was found in the coming of the “Pennsylvania Dutch”, Germans from the Palatinate, who left Europe after the ravages of Marlborough’s campaigns. The British Government planted nearly 10,000 of them in Pennsylvania in Queen Anne’s time, and other bodies followed in groups from then till the close of the colonial period. These people kept their language and remained a distinctive element in the population, miscalled “Dutch” through the linguistic ignorance of their fellow-citizens. But migration, as a whole, slackened after the close of Queen Anne’s war. Industry was increasing and the era of iron and coal was dawning. There was work at home. As a result there was no general plan or scheme of emigration, except for the criminal class. These were carried over by contract and sold into service for seven or fourteen years. This helped to check the emigration of free men, a check that was further emphasized by the slave ship and its cargo of negro slaves. For the period 1680 to 1786 the total number of negro slaves introduced into the British colonies was 2,130,000, or an annual import of 20,000. The greater part went to the thirteen colonies. At the first census the ex-slaves and their offspring numbered 757,000.

But if free immigrants were thus shut out from contract labour in the plantation States they could have land for the asking. There was plenty everywhere.

It followed, therefore, from what has been said that the white population of the American colonies in the colonial days was almost entirely native born. Migration had been replaced by natural increase. Families grew fast, children, in the rural parts, at least — and almost all America was rural — were a blessing and an asset. A widow with a growing family was a matrimonial prize. Benjamin Franklin was one of a flock of seventeen. It was Franklin himself who calculated that in America population was doubling every twenty-five years. Under these circumstances minor foreign elements of language and culture washed easily out. The Swedes of Delaware left no trace; even the Dutch of Manhattan and the Hudson very little, except in point of sentiment and pride. The country was all British at the time of the conquest of Canada, more so than Canada itself has ever been, and comparable in this aspect to the Australia and New Zealand of to-day.

Its British character was heightened during the last generation of the colonial life by the tide of migration that set in during the period between the conquest of Canada and the outbreak of the American Revolution. The rebellion of 1745, the break-up of the clans and the economic poverty of the Highlands and of Ireland, set in movement the most serious volume of migration that had gone forth since the original establishment of the colonies. It has been estimated that 40,000 Ulster-Scots left the northern ports of Ireland in the five years before the summons of the Continental Congress. From the lochs and harbours of north-west Scotland shiploads of Highlanders set forth for the Carolinas or for the King’s newly organized province of Nova Scotia.

 

The close of the American Revolution brought with it the most important, the most significant episode in the story of British migration — the transfer of the Loyalists to what is now Canada. What happened has an important bearing on the situation of to-day. The transfer was a huge success. At a relatively small cost — though the sacrifice seemed large at the time — it set up a British community in a new and fertile territory, whose wealth has since returned a thousand times all that was spent on the undertaking.

In all, some 40,000 Loyalists were moved into British North America. In the year immediately following the war (1784) about 25,000 were settled in Prince Edward Island, Nova Scotia and the western section of Nova Scotia organized as New Brunswick. Other Loyalists migrated by way of the Hudson and Lake Champlain to the southern part of what is now Quebec (the Eastern townships), left relatively empty by the French settlers who had preferred to string out along the St. Lawrence and the Richelieu. Others went down the Richelieu to Sorel, wintered there and then made their way up the St. Lawrence to Lake Ontario. And others again moved west through the forests of New York State and so to the Niagara River and Lake Ontario. The transit was arduous. There were no roads, no shelter by the way, no food except that carried. To-day the 30,000 Loyalists who thus came to Upper Canada could all have run over in their motor-cars in one morning and back (if on the quota) in the afternoon. Tempora mutantur. A century and a half ago the infiltration lasted several years. The British Government stood behind it. It supplied transport where it could. It handed out rations of food for some three years. It gave land, the original grant being on the scale of 2,000 to 5,000 acres for officers, 200 acres for non-commissioned officers, and 100 each for the men. Some Loyalists came in compact lots or units, like the Highlanders from western New York, who were settled along the upper St. Lawrence (1784) and followed other groups of Highlanders from Scotland, including (1802) the Glengarry Fencible Regiment, who gave the name to the district. For those who had lost homes and property by confiscation in the United States, the Government paid money; £4,000,000 was spent on this.

 

Here was a real beginning of a consolidated Empire. All that was needed was to continue on the lines indicated by the Loyalist settlement. But the spirit of the time was against it. The Napoleonic wars impeded and almost terminated migration till after the peace of 1815. In the period which followed, the dominant conception of laissez-faire left the movement of capital and the outflow of population chiefly under the direction of individual incentive. Within a very short time individual incentive guided both the capital and the settlers in directions other than British.

 

In the period between the peace treaty of 1815 and the beginning of responsible government in the colonies the British Government indeed did something towards systematic colonization. Imperial authority still controlled the public land, and the Imperial Government had therefore a legislative power over colonization never since possessed. Moreover, the war of 1812 had seemed to emphasize the need of a “loyal” population in the Canadas for defence against the United States. Considerations of Imperial defence have always moved the British Government more readily to action than any other reasons of policy. As a consequence a number of transfers of emigrant colonies were managed, directly and indirectly by the Home Government. In 1815 and 1816 about fourteen hundred settlers were carried free to Upper Canada, placed on the land, with 100 acres for each family, and supplied with a temporary loan of money. The plan was not continued. But various group settlements were made with government aid in the period between this time and the Canadian rebellion of 1837 — in the Rice Lake district, in the county of Lanark and elsewhere. In 1821 the Imperial Government granted £68,000 to aid Irish immigration. Irish colonies were brought out, under the direction of Peter Robinson (whose name lingers in the town of Peterboro’), in the years 1823 and 1825. In all, some 5,000 people were established.

To these exertions of the Government, private efforts were added. Thomas Douglas, Lord Selkirk, had already distinguished himself as a pioneer of Empire. At a time when the great “clearances” in the Highlands were turning out the peasantry to make way for the sheep, Selkirk had brought (1803) three shiploads, 800 people, to Prince Edward Island. Encouraged by this, he obtained a grant of land of 110,000 acres on the Red River, and from then until his death laboured unceasingly to promote an agricultural colony in the North-west. Commercial jealousy, faction, violence, and lack of capital virtually ruined Selkirk’s plans and laid him in the grave at the age of forty-eight. His aim had been to make the west of Canada something better than a buffalo pasture and a beaver meadow. The truth was buried with him for half a century, while the buffalo wallowed in Alberta and the British settlers moved into Kansas.

More successful was Colonel Talbot, a veteran of the Revolutionary War, who first came to Upper Canada with Governor Simcoe and returned about ten years later to help colonize the Lake Erie district. Talbot received 5,000 acres from the Government, and settled twenty townships, each settler receiving fifty acres. The plan was overwhelmingly successful.

To this was added the operation of the land companies. The Canada Land Company was founded in 1824 by John Galt, a brilliant and energetic Scotsman whose plan for the development of the colony was based on that happy blending of public activity and private enterprise which is the true secret of colonization. Galt raised money in England for the purchase of land from the Government at the rate of about £20,000 a year. The land bought by the company included almost two and a half million acres. It embraced a part of the western peninsula of Ontario and a tract on the shores of Lake Huron. Nearly all was unbroken forest. The Government accepted the building of roads, bridges, churches and schools as part payment on the price. Public spirit and shrewd commercial sense were combined in true Scottish fashion. “The objects of the company,” so it was stated in the Journals of the Assembly of Upper Canada, “will be to purchase waste and uncleared land in this province, and to settle, clear and dispose of such land, together with the subsidiary objects of making advances of capital to settlers, opening and improving roads and other internal communications, and promoting the cultivation of such articles as can advantageously be exported from the province.” There was a certain nobility in the enterprise, too. Galt and his associates stood in the forest, still dripping from a day of great rain, as the sun set on a summer evening of 1827, and with the axe passed from hand to hand, they felled on a rising knoll a great maple tree to mark the site of a town. This done the axe was exchanged for a circulating flask of whisky, and a health was drunk to the prosperity of the future city — the present city — of Guelph. The company founded likewise Stratford and Galt, placed 4,500 settlers in the Huron district, and built up a settlement at Goderich that numbered four families in 1829 and 5,000 people ten years later. Its activity covered the period just preceding responsible government and its legal shadow lingers still.

It is characteristic of the time that another company, the Columbian Agricultural Association, was founded in London alongside of the Canada Company with the patriotic object of settling Highlanders in Venezuela. Providence visited this enterprise as it deserved. Its destitute survivors were conveyed to Upper Canada. There was also the British American Land Company (1834), which was given an Imperial charter permitting it to buy 3,000,000 acres in British North America. In actual fact, it only took up land, with no great success, in the eastern townships of Quebec. The claim of the local legislature to jurisdiction frustrated its efforts.

 

These efforts, public, private and corporate were not without success. They indicate, as will be shown in a later chapter, exactly the line of policy to be followed now on a vast scale and with an industrial technique of which Galt never dreamed. There were great difficulties. At the best, population tended to drain away to the United States. It had the larger population, the long start and the easy accessibility of its roads, its new canals and its newer railroads. But till responsible government began in 1840, Canada held the balance almost even. British migration was divided. In the first quarter-century that elapsed after 1815 (the years 1815 to 1840) a total of 1,164,713 emigrants, or 44,796 each year, left the British Isles. The low tide of migration was represented by the 12,510 emigrants of 1816, the flood by the 103,140 of 1832. Nearly all of these went to North America. Migration to Australia was of no account till the political troubles in Canada and the notoriety of Wakefield’s schemes of colonization gave it a great impetus. Only 29,982 people went to Australia as emigrants in the period 1815 to 1835, an annual average of 1,149. From 1835 to 1841 no less than 86,320 migrated to the Antipodes, a movement to be examined later in this chapter. For the period 1815 to 1841 emigration from the British Isles to places other than British North America, the United States, Australia and New Zealand only included 348 people each year, a total of 9,072, a factor entirely negligible.

To North America there went from 1815 to 1840 a total of 990,826 emigrants, and of these 532,419 to British North America and 458,407 to the United States.

But with the institution of responsible government, the situation entirely changed. In the next quarter of the century (1841-66), which happens to correspond with the life of the old (united) Province of Canada, the total emigrants to the United States numbered 2,639,863 and those to British North America only 677,036. This was precisely the period when began the great modern exodus out of Europe. Circumstances conspired to cause and to accelerate its volume. Steam transport on the ocean and the steam-boat and railway made movement easy and cheap as never before. At the same time Europe seemed unable to support its population. There were a million paupers in England in 1842. In Ireland the potato crop failed (1845-6-7), and famine walked like a spectre through the land. When crops failed, rent failed. Alien landlords cast out the evicted tenant to die, or to emigrate as best he could. One hundred and sixty thousand people were evicted in Ireland in the years 1847, 1848 and 1849; they died in hundreds by the roadside; they died in hundreds in the seaports; they died in hundreds in the ships. And those who did not die, gaunt, famished and stinking with the filth and squalor of the emigrant ship, reached, as a long-sought haven, the shores of the United States. The harvest, planted thus for England, is not all gathered even yet. During the grim years of the decade of the forties, a million people died in Ireland and a million and a half, mostly with hatred in their hearts, migrated to America.

Continental Europe, convulsed by the revolutions of 1848, sent forth a stream of political refugees to be the Pulitzers and the Carl Schurzes of America. The leaven of liberty that should have tempered German autocracy was cast into the melting-pot of the United States. Political migration soon turned into economic. In the twenty years before the Civil War, there came to the United States 1,380,000 Germans, a movement which only slackened when the vigorous economic policy of the German Empire showed its people how to live at home.

Public opinion on both sides of the ocean favoured migration. In the United States, at this time, fortunately for the new-comers, the whole trend of thought and national policy favoured increase of numbers. It was held to build up the country. The new-comers arrived in a state of poverty and destitution beyond belief. But they were welcome. As yet the doctrine of “bread and work for all” prevailed, the sound economic idea that new undeveloped country must be all the better for having immigrants, had not yet been replaced by the one-eyed vision of the labour economist. There was no dream of a quota law. There was, as yet, no biological idea of a Nordic race too pure to mix: in those days a mixed race, if not compounded with black and yellow, was regarded with as much favour as a mixed drink. In England public opinion, which at times had revolted against loss of population, came round more and more strongly to the idea of emigration. The economists could find no other remedy. Even the noble John Stuart Mill, looking out on the “probable future of the labouring classes” in 1848, could see nothing better ahead of them than either to stay at home, work hard and have no children, or else to migrate out of England. The cosmopolitan idea, noble in conception, but false in fact, that all the world was one, made no distinction between migration to a British colony and migration to an American republic. So well had Malthus and Cobden done their work.

The emigration idea laid hold even of our literature. The Victorian novelists could find no better method of transformation of their characters, of their redemption from sin, rescue from evil, or escape from poverty, than to send them off to the Antipodes. There Mr. Micawber became a merry magnate, and there little Emily’s tears are dried away in the shadow of the eucalyptus. Dickens sent so many of his characters to Australia that he ended by sending his son after them.

Meantime, there was added, just at the close of the period of which we speak, in favour of the United States, the powerful attraction of the Homestead Law (1862). This acted like a forced draught to a furnace already burning hard. The Act represented a policy of “free homes for all”, which had been an uppermost idea in America politics for a generation. The jealousy of the slave-holding South had kept it off the statute-books. With its passage, new-comers immediately after the Civil War flocked into the farm-land of what is now called the Middle West. The law, like the present Canadian statute, gave 160 acres (a quarter-section) to every citizen head of a family. Twenty-seven million acres were taken between 1867 and 1874. In the ten years after the Act, 2,065,000 immigrants came from Europe to the United States, of whom forty-five per cent were British and thirty-four per cent were German. In the one year 1873 there came 460,000 immigrants.

So passed the middle of the century, a period, in the reckoning of migration, all to the bad for England and all to the good for the United States.

The Homestead Law exactly met and matched the circumstances of the day in the United States. Its great success then and later has concealed from sight its utter inadequacy to meet the present situation of the Empire. It remains as a misleading guide to policy: a stumbling-block to the feet of progress.

 

Meantime in another part of the British Empire at this same epoch there was initiated an entirely different plan of migration in which perhaps may be found the solution of the present imperial problem. This was the “systematic colonization” scheme of Edward Gibbon Wakefield. This scheme, after an initial period, of roseate hope, collapsed in apparent failure, and left nothing but debris to be rebuilt on a better plan. Apparently what went up as a rocket came down as a stick. But the seeming failure was only like that of Langley’s flying machine which flew into the Potomac in 1896. The real success was there. If migration in the Empire is to be co-ordinated with land and capital it is from the fundamental ideas of Wakefield’s system that we must start anew. The homestead system has nothing to say to the man living on the dole in Birmingham and unable to pay his way to Canada.

 

Edward Gibbon Wakefield (1796-1862) was a young Englishman of decent family and education who went to Newgate prison, quite deservedly, for three years in 1837 for having kidnapped an heiress. Prison sharpened his wits, or at any rate his sympathies. These were the good old days of the transportation of criminals. Many of Wakefield’s fellow-unfortunates were bound for the long voyage to Botany Bay; others were to embark, just outside the prison, on a voyage longer still. Wakefield wrote, and his words came as one of those voices from prison which have reached humanity with such poignancy from Cervantes and Bunyan to Oscar Wilde and Julian Hawthorne. His Punishment of Death and its message to the world belongs elsewhere. But his Letter from Sydney (1829), developed later into his Art of Colonization, opened a new chapter in the history of European migration, and has stamped its effect on a large portion of the present empire.

 

Wakefield’s central idea, as propounded to the House of Commons by his friend Charles Buller in 1843, was “to make colonization an extension of civilized society instead of that mere emigration which aimed at little more than shovelling out paupers to where they might die, without shocking their betters with the sight or sound of their last agony”. Wakefield saw that for “systematic colonization” land, labour and capital are all needed. These must be co-ordinated and balanced. A connection must be made between “the boundless regions wanting people” and “the countless people wanting land”. This connection was to be made through capital, and the capital was to be obtained by the sale of the public land. The previous haphazard systems of colonial policy, so Wakefield argued, had led to an abundance of land, a lot of it, like the Clergy Reserves in Canada and the great blocks in the Swan River Settlement, unoccupied and unused, a mere encumbrance to real settlement. At the same time “the absolute want of hands at any rate of wages in a colony” precluded economic advance. Wakefield therefore proposed a sort of endless chain of prosperity. The Government would survey and sell the public land; with the money received they would give free passage to emigrants from England. On arrival in the colony these immigrants would hire as labourers. In a year or two they would save enough money to buy land and hire others to work for them. The price they paid would bring out more labourers: hence still more land occupied; more capital; more immigrants — and so on till the colonial wilderness should blossom like the gardens of England.

Wakefield, very properly, kept away from details too exact: at what price should the land be sold? At a “sufficient price”, according to place and circumstance. What wages should be paid to the new-comers? Sufficient wages. “To name a price for all the colonies”, said Wakefield, “would be as absurd as to fix the size of a coat for mankind.”

Wakefield’s theories were received, so wrote Professor Merivale thirty years later, “by the multitude with incredulity, by the learned with scorn”. Yet they made headway. Opposed at first by the Times, the Edinburgh and by the whole phalanx of Conservative opinion, they presently won over the Press and captured the Colonial Office. John Stuart Mill, Colonel Torrens and other economists rallied in support. A “Colonization Society” was founded to exploit the plan, and in the decade following (1830-40) the Wakefield scheme of colonization was tried out in Australia and New Zealand — tried out and, in appearance, failed. In reality the circumstances of the experiment were such that the system never had a chance. But unfortunately for imperial development, the apparent failures in Australia ruled the Wakefield plan out from further practical application, and led to the adoption of the inadequate homestead system as the method of colonization throughout the Empire.

There was scarcely any emigration of free settlers from England to Australia from the beginning of the nineteenth century to the formation of the Colonization Society of 1830. Till 1828 there were less than a thousand a year, and in some years only three or four hundred. But in the decade of the ‘thirties, distress in England swelled the volume of prospective emigrants at the very time when hard times and political troubles in the Canadas were discouraging emigration in that direction. Emigration to British North America, which had reached 60,000 in 1832, sank to 15,000 in 1835 and to 4,000 in 1838. Attention naturally turned to Australia as a field for emigration, and in particular as the proper site for an experiment in systematic colonization. Unfortunately the Australian colonies already existing, in spite of the insignificant number of their population, were already badly damaged as a field for the new system. Lavish and unsystematic grants of lands had set up huge holdings. In the parent colony of New South Wales land had been recklessly granted. Until 1822 a tract of land could be obtained by merely “sitting down” on it. A simple promise to occupy the land, handed in to the surveying department in writing, set up a claim. One military officer received 15,000 acres because the Governor “was inclined to think he might settle there”. By the year 1825 when this loose system at last received a check, 340,000 acres had been granted on such vague promises of occupation. Things were no better in Van Dieman’s Land (Tasmania); though the population was only 20,000 and the land occupied and cultivated only 56,000 acres, the grants of land had already alienated a million and a half acres. The newly founded Swan River Colony (Western Australia) (1828) was the worst of all. While the colony was less than a year old and had only 850 settlers, already 525,000 acres had been granted away. The huge grants of land were worse than useless for actual settlement, which was impeded by their existence. They served only as a basis for land speculation and as an incentive to further grants. Trading in land took the place of working the land.

 

The English disciples of the Wakefield idea decided therefore to avoid the existing settlements and to start a colony of their own. A South Australian Association was formed and secured (1834) an Act “to erect South Australia into a British Province, and to provide for the colonization and the government thereof”. Commissioners were appointed who were to borrow £200,000 from private sources and on the credit of the revenues of the future colony, not guaranteed by the Imperial Government. Theoretically this fund was to pay the cost of sending out the emigrants, establishing a port of settlement and surveying and allotting the lands. Theoretically also the proceeds of the sales of land would reimburse the original loan, and the productive output of the colony would then produce a revenue for further operations. In practice all was confusion. There was delay in choosing the commissioners. When chosen they quarrelled, resigned and were replaced. Lack of confidence made it impossible to raise money to begin, until a London magnate, George Angas, formed a private company to put money into the venture to start it going. There were quarrels as to how to sell the land — fixed price, graded prices or auction sales. Wakefield himself dropped out in disgust. All this in England, but worse when the “colony” reached its destination. Fifteen shiploads of immigrants (nearly 1,000 people) were deposited at the site of the future settlement (Adelaide). But the land was not yet surveyed and not ready for selection; so the immigrants sat about in idleness, made merry and quarrelled and speculated in land script for the unallotted land. This delayed all productive settlement. Public relief works had to be started to keep the emigrants at work for pay. The resources of the colony were eaten up in such fruitless operations without economic return. More and more settlers came in and less and less capital. By 1840 there were 14,600 settlers in the colony, of whom 8,400 were still sitting round in the capital. Finally an Imperial Act of 1842 wound up the colony, as far as its special features of colonization went. The Imperial Government made good a deficit of £215,000 involved in the failure of the project. But in reality the scheme had only failed as any other first attempt — a first steam engine, a first flying machine — is apt to fail. It was the details of the mechanism that were at fault, not the principle of the machine.

A similar experiment, but with a much larger measure of success, was presently tried out in New Zealand. It was characteristic of the lack of economic foresight of the laissez-faire period that the British Government tried hard for many years not to own or annex or colonize New Zealand. The beautiful “long white cloud” lay almost untenanted and quite unclaimed — a land of wonderful fertility and resources, equal in area to Great Britain, and occupied only by some 120,000 natives. The claim of the Maori was as great and as small as that of any other savages who occupy, to the extent of about one person to a square mile, territory which they can only utilize to a fraction of its worth and the resources of which they cannot even understand. But by an Act of Parliament of 1817 England had expressly denied all sovereignty over the islands. Even when a New Zealand Association was formed (1837) every possible objection and hindrance was raised and a bill to incorporate the association was rejected by Parliament. Meantime individual settlers had established themselves here and there, buying land in great blocks for hatchets, guns and beads. There came also traders and others of doubtful character. The missionaries of the Church of England and of the dissenting bodies were at work among the natives, and had in the course of their ministrations secured large tracts of land. They and their supporters at home were against all colonization, preferring the vision of the Christianized savage reclaimed from his own peculiar wickednesses, such as cannibalism, without adopting those of civilization. Already the new fascination of using gunpowder in fighting was decimating the Maori.

Against all these false values the colonization scheme had to make its way. Luckily the news that the French were about to establish a sovereignty caused the British Government to make a right-about-face in policy. A treaty made at Waitanga in 1840, and signed by 512 native chiefs, established the British claim. Meantime the New Zealand Association, failing a special charter, had turned itself into a stock company, collected £100,000 and sent out (1839) ships with agents to purchase lands for its settlements. It won Gibbon Wakefield, who had first formed the New Zealand Association, and his brother Colonel Wakefield was in charge of the first expedition. The whole scheme of colonization thus set on foot was based on Wakefield’s essential idea of free transit for emigrants, work by emigrants for wages, and the purchase of land by the company at first out of subscription funds and later out of receipts. But the general plan was much confused in the details of its operation, so that the scheme and its subdivisions were in the end neither altogether governmental nor philanthropic or commercial. Though it came to an end in 1852 with the Act organizing the government of New Zealand, it was certainly far from being a failure. The company in its first year (1839-40) brought out 1,350 immigrants. Labourers going out to work for wages were carried free. Four years later emigration to New Zealand amounted to nearly 9,000 a year. A branch of the parent company settled New Plymouth with 532 emigrants in one year. A more important offshoot was the Presbyterian settlement at Dunedin organized in 1845. Its originators bought 144,000 acres from the New Zealand Company and the settlers landed at Otago in 1848. By 1854 there was a population of 2,400, and a town of Dunedin so named, in fond memory of Edinburgh, with 700 people and the outline of a college. Most completely organized was the settlement at Canterbury (1850). This was to be a true Wakefield colony. Land was to be sold at a fixed price of £3 per acre; of the money received ten shillings was to go to the New Zealand Company as original purchaser of the land, ten shillings to make roads, etc.; £1 to the Church and education and finally £1 — or one-third of the money paid — became a fund to bring out more emigrants. The Canterbury Association remained in operation as a colonizing scheme till 1853. In all, about 13,000 immigrants were assisted in coming to the colony; others came by themselves, so that by the year 1852, when the various colonization schemes terminated, there was a white population in New Zealand of 31,000. Great difficulties had been encountered. Of the vast purchases made for the New Zealand Company by Colonel Wakefield, amounting to 20,000,000 acres, a great part was declared irregular and void, and the claim cut to 320,000 acres. In many cases, as at Canterbury, the price put on the land was too high to effect a wide enough sale. At Dunedin the receipts were too low to pay for the necessary operation of settlement. In the final adjustment of debit and credit the Government of New Zealand wound up the land company by paying it £200,000 in settlement of its claim.

To many people, and as told in many of the books, the South Australian and New Zealand experiments appear as a mere curiosity of colonial history. They passed out of public attention and public policy. The American homestead system, and the enormous migration which seemed to crown it with success, obscured the real superiority of the Wakefield plan. The homestead system is for those who have, but the Wakefield system is for those who have not. For the American farmer of the year 1900 moving into Saskatchewan with a carload lot of machinery and furniture and a capital and credit of $1,000 per head for each of his family, the homestead system supplies exactly the magnet needed. The lure of the land, the magic of property are embodied in it. But for the workless man in the streets of London or Glasgow, what has the homestead system to say? Nothing.

And to-day the whole problem of migration is the problem of the workless man. If we want to solve it we must turn back to the plans and schemes of John Galt and George Angas and Gibbon Wakefield.

 

By the time of the American Civil War and the Homestead Act (1862) and the great western movement which followed the war, the period of systematic colonization was at an end. Henceforth “assisted migration” was only on a minor scale, as a form of philanthropy, not as a national policy. It was in the period from 1860 to 1900 that Great Britain should have triumphed in a migration and settlement policy. The United States for four years was overwhelmed with the terrific struggle of the Civil War. If England had known enough to build a Pacific railway, to open up the West and British Columbia, to put settlers in to the full extent of the British surplus population and with full power of British capital and to reach across the ocean to the Orient, the economic consequences would have been colossal. But England knew nothing of the sort. The United States recovered rapidly from the war and took up with characteristic energy the western movement of settlement interrupted (though never quite terminated) by the conflict. The Central Union Pacific route opened transcontinental traffic in 1869. The Northern Pacific to Portland (Oregon), the Southern Pacific linking New Orleans to San Francisco, and the Santa Fe route from centre to south-west were completed within fifteen years more. What seemed a boundless area of new land was thus available. The opening of the great wheat plains of Minnesota and the Dakotas challenged the invention of the incomparable machinery that gave them their full meaning. Immigration poured over the west in a flood. Between the end of the Civil War and the close of the century (1865-1900), migration from Europe to the United States amounted in all to 12,635,000. There was an annual average of over 300,000. From the British Isles the whole total of migration during this period was 9,767,817, and of this total no less than 6,914,303 went to the United States, to Canada only 1,092,001.

Look at some of the notable years. The figures are almost pathetic. The year 1870 — the year of the foundation of the province of Manitoba — saw 196,000 British people migrate to the United States and only 35,000 to British America. In 1881 — with the Manitoba boom “booming” — 307,000 British went to the United States, 34,000 to British America. In 1886, the year of the opening of the Canadian Pacific Railway from coast to coast, only 30,000 came to British America and 238,000 to the United States. There is no break in the record till the century turned and passed. The economic reason for this is all too clear in retrospect. When Canada took over the North-west in 1869 it had not the power, the capital, the wealth to develop it. All Canadians read and admire the story of the opening of the great North-west, a wonderful story of courage and confidence — heroic, considering the limited numbers and the limited means of the people who achieved it. But in the cold light of economic analysis, how utterly inadequate were the means adopted as compared with the means that lay ready to hand. England, with the boundless capital of the ‘seventies and ‘eighties, could have sent in an army of contractors and workers, as they were sent over half the world, and built the railway with a northern section of it to Prince Rupert, and followed it with 200,000 settlers a year.

Let it be observed what happened when the inadequate Dominion of Canada tried to open the west. The first opening led to the Manitoba Land Boom — which was quite sound at the base — and the collapse of the boom — which was needless, and a stagnation of twenty years. The transfer of the North-west from the Hudson’s Bay Company to Canada was followed by the creation of the province of Manitoba in 1870. It contained only 12,000 inhabitants, of whom 558 were Indians and 9,840 half-breeds. Access was difficult and little was known of the fertility of the country. For years neither knowledge nor capital was forthcoming. After the opening of the province the population only rose to 36,000 in 1876. But after that the establishment of rail connection with St. Paul and the definite prospect (1881) of a Canadian Pacific Railway started a movement of migration from the older provinces, and a sudden realization of the possibilities of the North-west that precipitated the Manitoba Boom of 1881-3. Settlers flocked in. There was apparently the sudden miracle of occupation for all, credit for all, fortune for all. Town lots were staked out for miles into the prairie. The population of Winnipeg rose to 10,000 in 1881 and nearly 20,000 two years later. Adjacent settlements of a few shacks and tepees turned into “cities”. Land at Portage la Prairie rose from two dollars and a half an acre to sixty dollars.

 

The Manitoba Boom collapsed in 1883. The banks and others who had lent money called it in: credit came to an end, and the incipient settlement of the North-west collapsed like a balloon without gas. It was explained at the time, and ever since, that the movement had been too rapid and that a check was bound to come. This is economic nonsense. The movement was too slow. The rosiest estimates of the boom time fell far short of the reality. Winnipeg, with its present population of 300,000, is an actuality and could have been an actuality a quarter of a century sooner. 380,639 homestead settlers took up land in Western Canada between 1904 and 1914. They could just as well have gone in between 1884 and 1894, when only 35,979 homestead entries were made. The wheat crop of Canada reached a record of 450,000,000 bushels in 1928. The land was there to grow it in 1884. There are over 2,000,000 people living in the prairie provinces to-day: the means for their support were all there in 1884. All that was needed was to keep the land boom going with more and more capital. Nowadays it is related in derision that there were forty real estate offices in Portage la Prairie in 1882. So there should have been. They needed them, with half a continent to divide up. The fault is not that the real estate offices were opened, but that they ever had to be closed.

 

The opening years of this century till the War showed a better record. The volume of British emigration was greater than ever, a total of 6,303,050 people for the years 1900-13 inclusive, or an annual average of 484,850. But the situation was entirely changed in that a much greater part of it than ever before since the beginning of responsible government was a migration from the British Isles to the British Dominions. In these fourteen years 3,416,587 British immigrants went to the United States, 430,333 to Australia, 425,659 to South Africa, and to Canada a total of 1,625,054. If we add to this that immigrants were coming into the North-west of Canada from the United States at the rate of about 100,000 a year we can see that the balance had turned. The free land in the United States really suitable for homestead farming was by this time practically used up. Much of the land first settled in the American West had deteriorated from over use and under fertilization. The American farmers moved, bag and baggage, into Canada. In the year 1897 only 730 persons had entered the North-west as settlers from the United States; in 1900 there were 15,000; in 1911 the entry reached 100,000 and in 1913 the record mark of 139,000 immigrants. What happened then showed the homestead system at its best, the conditions being the only ones under which in modern surroundings it is of value. The Americans who joined in the “invasion” of the West were people of substance. They paid their own transport and brought their own goods. The Canadian Government estimated that with each man, woman and child there came into the West a thousand dollars’ worth of money and goods. The effect brought about thus under conditions of the purely private initiative of individual people is exactly what could be done under a colonization scheme of migration to-day. It represented the union of immigrants and capital with the resources of fertile territory, the co-ordination of the factors of land, labour and capital — the trinity in whose power early economists saw the very source and origin of wealth.

 

The American invasion slackened and ended. Then the War came, and at its close the world had changed. All the world henceforth thought in terms of debts and deficits and unemployment. The search for work that followed demobilization and the crash of war prices in 1920 made it seem as if every working man was the rival and enemy of every other: as if “work” was a form of property or asset divided up among claimants and competitors. Thus the whole aspect of migration was soon discoloured with the jaundice of false economic teaching as to the relation of labour to wealth. The United States, to keep its “labour market” to itself, adopted under its quota laws a policy of partial exclusion. In all the Dominions the labour parties are prejudiced against immigrations. Unable to look any further than to the immediate distress of present unemployment, they do not see that perhaps the remedy for unemployment is to bring in more labourers — provided the capital comes with them.

As a result of this, all the various attempts at assisted immigration in the Empire since the War have been half-hearted, only partially successful, and on too small a scale to count for anything. Much was expected after the War. An Overseas Settlement Committee was instituted (1917) and free ocean passages secured for ex-service men and their families. Under this plan in four years of operation 86,000 persons migrated out of Great Britain — 28,000 to Canada, 34,000 to Australia, 12,000 to New Zealand and about 6,000 to South Africa. But the scheme was obviously of no permanent value unless conjoined with some positive action for placing the emigrants and supplying capital to work with them. A Colonial Office conference in London in 1921 recommended that the Governments of Great Britain and the Dominions should co-operate in a policy of assisted settlement. The conference of prime ministers accepted and endorsed the suggestion. So did everybody. The difficulty was to give it effect. The division of jurisdiction brought about by the disintegration of the Empire left no one with complete control. As a result the Empire Settlement Act of 1922, though admirable in principle, is almost abortive in operation. By this Act the British Government authorizes the Secretary of State to join in any plan of assisted migration with any Dominion Government or with public or private authorities in Great Britain or the Dominions to the extent of bearing half the cost of the enterprise. The money expended from the British exchequer must not be more than £3,000,000 in any one year. The Act is to last till 1937.

In the eight years that have followed the adoption of the Act a number of schemes have been entered into as between the British Government and those of the Commonwealth of Australia — the states of Western Australia, Victoria, and New South Wales, the Dominion of Canada and certain organizations in South Africa. The agreements provided for assisted ocean passages which, in the case of Canada, were confined to farm labourers and domestic servants: a stipulation which reminds us that “hired men” and “hired help” are of the class of unorganized labour and cannot protest. Skilled labour in Canada holds as jealously as elsewhere to the idea that a new-comer steals the job of the man on the spot. Western Australia undertook to settle 75,000 people in three years and to raise and spend £6,000,000, of which the Imperial Government was to pay one-third of the interest for five years. Victoria was to raise £3,000,000 and at once to settle 2,000 persons as owners and occupiers of farms. The Canadian Government agreed to provide improved farms for 3,000 families. An agreement on a much greater scale was arranged in 1925 as between Australia and Great Britain. This was to settle 450,000 immigrants in the Commonwealth in ten years. For these Australia was to raise in total loans, including those already guaranteed for the states, the sum of £34,000,000 and the Imperial Government to contribute £130,000 for each £750,000 raised in the Commonwealth. In South Africa a Settlers Association was organized to co-operate with the British Government in assisted passages, loans for settlers and the creation of training farms. Minor arrangements were made by the Imperial Settlement Act with the Canadian Pacific Railway, with the Scottish Immigrant Aid Society and other bodies.

 

It would be unfair to belittle the importance of the Empire Settlement Act. The underlying principle of co-operation and union of resources rests on the true basis of Imperial integration. But the results thus far fall far short of anticipations, and as compared with the vast problem of Empire migration, with the vast scale of our national resources and the present appalling devastation of unemployment — compared, in other words, with the work to be done — the results are almost insignificant. In five years of operation the Victorian scheme only established 401 families and the New South Wales plan 327. The Western Australian group settlement came to an end. It was found that the cost of establishing a farm in Australia is £1,500 and that this cost was entirely prohibitive. The settler could stay in London and live on the interest of this without going to Australia at all. New Brunswick had placed about 200 families by the end of 1929. The Canadian Government supplied 2,500 specially trained British hired men to western farmers. The 1928 experiment of sending 8,000 British workers, mostly from the coal mines, to help with the harvest work in the Canadian North-west was about as successful as would be the sending of 8,000 Canadian farmers to help with the mines.

In the five years 1923-7 the total British emigration numbered 872,000, of whom 649,000 went to the Overseas Empire and 223,000 to foreign countries. The closing of the United States to all except the quota rendered this choice of destination not entirely free: 245,000 emigrants received assisted passages. But in spite of all the facilities afforded by the Act, the volume of migration is less than it was before the War, without State subsidies, when in 1913 to Canada alone there went 143,000 British emigrants. The year 1928 showed a still further decline to 136,000 emigrants as compared with 153,000 in 1927. Of these emigrants those to British North America numbered 54,000, to Australia 28,000, to New Zealand 5,000 and to South Africa 7,000. Statistics available for the year 1929 show 53,264 emigrants as the net emigration from the United Kingdom to British North America, with only 8,861 to Australia.

 

Take it all in all it is quite plain that something far more comprehensive is needed than the present colonization system. The present system makes heavy demands of the taxpayer but fails to supply adequate capital. What is wanted is a proposal into which there will enter along with the taxpayer and the emigrant a third person, forgotten since the days of John Galt and Gibbon Wakefield — the investor. But before his part in the transaction can be considered we must pass in review the growth and the export of British capital.


CHAPTER V. THE EXPORT AND INVESTMENT OF BRITISH CAPITAL
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IT IS COMMONLY estimated that at the time of the outbreak of the Great War the amount of British capital invested outside of the British Isles amounted to about four thousand million pounds — or what is called, with the word billion used in our transatlantic signification, twenty billion dollars. This outflow represented, almost entirely, money used by private persons and by private companies in Great Britain to buy shares and securities in foreign and colonial companies, subscriptions to government loans and public debts and all advances of money of that sort. It does not include, since no statistics could be available, money and goods carried out of the country by immigrants in various forms. If it did, the sum total would be considerably greater.

This outward flow of money and of documents representing money is, however, only an external appearance. The reality consists in the outward flow of actual goods and services of which the money is the symbol, the evidence and the mechanism.

The great migration of capital and capital goods had its basis in the eighteenth century, which created an actual surplus of goods ready to export. These goods were not merely things to consume, but goods, the consumption and use of which would create wealth greater still. England’s productive surplus was applied to develop the opportunities of less favoured or of newer countries.

The outflow of capital began at once after the Napoleonic War. In its relation to Imperial development, its history during the hundred years from the end of one great war to the beginning of the next may be divided into three periods, each corresponding, roughly, to the third of a century. During the first of these, which covers the great peace that lasted from 1815 till the Crimean War of 1854, the period of the rising free trade and Cobdenism, hardly any of the export of capital went to the British Empire. If we follow, where all exactness is lost in conjecture, so excellent a guide as Mr. L. H. Jenks, British external investment during this period amounted to a total of from one hundred and ninety-five to two hundred and thirty million pounds. Of this the United States received about one-quarter, investment in Government securities in Europe took from eighty to one hundred million pounds, the Latin America republics £35,000,000. The building of colonial railways with British funds had not begun till just at the end of this epoch, and the sums invested in Australian or Canadian land companies as mentioned above were too small to matter.

A second division may be found in the declining period of laissez-faire and Cobdenism from the time of the Crimean War until the beginning of the New Imperialism, which occasioned the renewed expansion of Europe in search of materials and markets, which led to the partition of Africa and (where possible) of Asia, and opened the epoch of high tariffs and economic world rivalry that ended with the outbreak of the Great War. The year 1880 may be taken as a dividing line. For the total investment of British capital at or about 1880 there are various estimates which place it at something like £1,200,000,000. But the division is now different. No less than £160,000,000 is represented by investment in Indian railways and Indian public debt. The public loans raised by the colonies (a chief item being the Australian loans for railways) were taken up in England to the extent of £50,000,000. Hence the British Empire had at this time the benefit of £210,000,000, or rather more than one-sixth of the British export of capital. The United States had received, as subscriptions to public debts, nearly as much. Investments in railways — including both the United States and South America — included £240,000,000, and the amount of money lent by British people in taking up various foreign government loans amounted to £500,000,000.

The next period (1880-1914) shows a different movement of the outgoing current of British capital, which is henceforth directed in an increasing degree towards the Dominions and possessions of the British Crown. The total, according to Sir George Paish’s estimate, had reached at the end of 1913 the sum of £4,000,000,000, of which £3,700,000,000 was invested in securities publicly offered and subscribed and hence easily traceable as to destinations. The sum of £1,780,000,000 was invested in the Empire (outside of Great Britain); £754,000,000 in the United States; £764,000,000 in Latin America and only £200,000,000 in European countries. It appears at a glance that the direction and location of British funds had entirely altered as between the opening and the close of the century in question. Colonial investment, from being negligible, has risen to be nearly half of the total. Investment in European countries, which formerly represented one-half, had sunk to one-twentieth. Investment, in one form or other, in the United States stands at more than one-sixth of the total.

Greater still is the change, if we consider the period following the Great War. The United States has now become the great creditor nation, not only in respect to the amount of money owed to the United States Government by European Governments as war loans and as reparations, but also in respect to capital subscribed by individuals in the United States to take up foreign securities and loans. This investment was estimated in 1926 at $11,125,000,000: $3,010,000,000 lent in Europe; $4,500,000,000 in Latin America; $2,801,000,000 in Canada and Newfoundland, and $904,000,000 scattered broadcast. Foreign loans raised in the United States in 1927 reached a total of $2,382,000,000, of which $300,000,000 went to Canada.

But England is still an investing nation. According to the Liberal Industrial Report of 1928, Great Britain, though hard pressed in a dozen ways, is still a long way from being bankrupt. There is still a productive surplus, or “national saving” represented by the reserves and undivided profits of companies and the savings out of income by individuals, of about £500,000,000 a year. Of this the greater part goes back in one way or another into home industry; but about £100,000,000 is available for investment abroad. The amount of capital issues raised in London for investment in British possessions and in foreign countries represented as between 1920 and 1927 a total of £871,964,000, or an annual average of £109,000,000. Of this sum £576,048,000 was invested inside the Empire and £295,916,000 outside of it. The contrast speaks for itself.

 

But what has gone above is only a statistical and illustrative introduction to a very difficult subject — the export of capital and its economic consequences, immediate and ultimate. British public finance and legislative policy has been governed for a hundred years with the idea that money is money, and capital is capital, and that interest is interest; that if you lend £100 in Chile and get back £6 interest that is just as good as if you lent £100 in Lancashire or in Canada and got back £6 interest: because (so it is argued) even if you do send out British goods to Chile or give Chile the benefit of British services, you get back Chilean goods in return. The productive return to England — at first sight — is therefore just the same whether it comes from Lancashire or Canada or Chile. In other words, it is argued, the thing speaks for itself: money talks.

All of which is error: money doesn’t talk. It is the most deceptive thing in the world. All our economic thinking is confused by it. The only things that talk are facts. If you lend five dollars to Chile what you get back is not the whole return from it — only part: unless the Chilean to whom you lent it is a most inefficient person. You yourself may do as well in lending to a Chilean as to a man in Lancashire. But your country doesn’t — not by half. But for this it is best to turn back to the beginning and to review the origin and export of capital from the British Isles.

 

The migration of capital, as just said, is a subject worthy of much attention, which as yet has received relatively little. Economic thought has been mainly occupied with the analysis of industrial society and with the problem of industrial justice. It has been largely taken for granted during the last hundred years that capital would of itself go where it was most wanted and best employed. The orthodox political economy included an automatic theory of money whereby money, based on the free coinage of gold, regulated itself and needed only to be let alone. The same automatic theory was extended to the idea of the movement of capital. As a consequence the economic development of the world in the nineteenth century followed largely along the path marked out by the self-interest of the investor, as the investor understood it.

It is only when we look back over the history of the matter that we realize that the result was very far from favourable to the economic development of the British Overseas Empire. The principal result of the export of British capital for the first two-thirds of the century of its investment was to finance the European States, to keep the Latin American republics right side up, to build railways in France, Latin America and India, and, above all, to develop the productive resources of the United States. Only a very minor part of the first thousand million pounds invested abroad went to develop what we now call the Dominions of the Empire. Whether this could have been otherwise at that time is a question not easy to answer. Whether capital could have been controlled in its outflow with a view to public as well as private benefit is a debatable matter. But there is no doubt that the situation is different now. Capital to-day can respond to stimulus, direction and control as easily as any other factor of our regulated collective life.

For most people “capital” and “investment” are vague terms, entirely confused with money and documents, bank cheques and other things with which they have in themselves nothing to do. But by capital we mean in political economy — not in the money market — all the whole apparatus of things already made which are useful in making other things. Machines are capital — factories, railway equipment, telegraphs, business premises. In fact we have only to open our eyes and look about us and what we mostly see is capital. In a modern industrial city there is more capital in sight than scenery.

Capital began in the twilight of early civilization and grew from little to great, from primitive to mediæval, and from mediæval to modern. It assumed overwhelming importance in the machine age that began about a century and a half ago.

What we really mean, then, by the export of capital and the investment of capital abroad is the actual moving of physical things into a foreign country to aid in carrying on production. When England sent shiploads of railway equipment to Argentina that represented the export of capital in the plain simple sense.

But the movement and use of capital in the modern world could not get far unless there came into being some easy way of distinguishing its ownership, of transferring its ownership and of combining its ownership so that a little capital from a lot of people would combine to make a lot of capital. Equally necessary, also, was it to work out some expeditious methods of sale and delivery of the ownership of capital, to break it up into suitable units and parts, so that a person who had not the means to own and operate a steam ship or a gold mine could at least own and operate the thousandth or even the millionth part of it. To effect this there grew up in connection with capital a whole apparatus of exchange and transfer and certification and division of ownership. Money came first: metal coins and then, to make these go further, pieces of paper claiming to represent them. Later on, by the close of the eighteenth century, there was developed a whole elaborate process of banking and payment without using money at all, or only as payment for small change.

The English were not the first to establish banking: they were indeed among the last. But with the great growth of English trade and colonial interest in the eighteenth century, London became the place where the theory, use and practice of investment capital worked itself into completion. The Bank of England was established in 1694. With it came the funded public debt which reached £130,000,000 before the American Revolution. The debt at its origin seemed to the public about as disagreeable a thing as debts usually are. But oddly enough it turned into something else — a sort of fund which could be bought and sold, a repository of investment, a comfort of old age, an indispensable part of a monetary national economy. Moreover, it helped to create a type of a new thing, or a new type of an old thing, a corporate fund of investment money. It is true that the stock funds of the East India Company of 1600 and the Hudson’s Bay Company of 1670 are older than the national debt, but it was not till the eighteenth century and even the nineteenth that the real impetus was given to corporate investment. One factor which aided in this was the increasing improvements in the mechanism of exchange. The use of cheques grew up in the eighteenth century, first in the form of bank-notes, half printed and half written, to suit any sum and occasion (1729) and presently (1793) in the form in which we know them now. The convenient meeting of bank clerks at the London coffee houses to “swap” balances and deliver orders turned, after about 1750, into a Clearing House. In a similar way the meetings for buying and selling funds and securities at Jonathan’s Coffee House that began in 1773 turned into the Stock Exchange. Likewise a certain coffee house set up by a Mr. Edward Lloyd in the reign of William III became a gathering-place for merchants interested in insuring ships, and became first an association and then the great marine corporation of Lloyds. This whole process was exactly what everybody now (outside of Tennessee) loves to call an “evolution”, in the course of which there grew up the London money market as the centre of the world’s finance.

The most powerful engine of all for industrial finance was the latest to develop to its real strength — the stock company or incorporated company — and later still its giant children, the trust and the merger. In the eighteenth century English law and English opinion looked on stock companies (apart from trading companies operating, like the East India, on a special charter) with a doubtful eye. The Bubble Act of 1720 had rendered them either illegal or of doubtful legality. Till an Act of Parliament after the Napoleonic War set them free their status was not clear, and they shared with the partnership the overwhelming liability of everybody for everybody else’s debt. Nor was their economic advantage fully understood. Adam Smith, at one of many tunes when he nodded over his writing, saw little future for industrial companies. But they had to come. Industry was too big for even the largest purse. The coming of the railroad and the transatlantic ship cleared a huge field for corporate enterprise.

The adoption of limited liability (1858) made it possible for millions of shareholders to enter the field. But long before this the London money market and the London financial houses were well started on their way. What they seemed to do was to make loans out of funds gathered in London. What they really did was to help spread all over the world British goods from British ships. The produce of the world came back as interest, or more typically, stayed where it was as a new investment.

 

This process had already begun in the eighteenth century before the outbreak of the Great War with France. But investment took as its earliest form the buying and selling of shares in the funds, and in the canal and turnpike companies which had acquired a legalized existence. After the Great War, however, British foreign investment began in real earnest. The first conspicuous example was the raising of a loan to enable France to pay the war indemnity of 700,000,000 francs exacted by the Allies after Waterloo, and the annual 150,000,000 francs required annually to support the army of occupation. This loan, raised in London by the great firm of Baring Bros., originally a concern trading in wool, was a conspicuous success. But there were dissentient voices. Even in those times, a century before the days of General Dawes and Mr. Owen Young, it seemed a little odd to simple minds that we should first exact an indemnity and then give the ex-enemy the money to pay it with. More perplexing still to some people was the economic bearing of it. Correspondents to the Press urged that this seemed like using English capital to build up France. “The profitable employment of our own, and not foreign people,” wrote one of these, “constitutes the wealth and prosperity of the British Empire.” But such voices went unheeded in the tumult of the triumphant doctrine of industrial liberty which declared that the use by each individual of his own capital in his own interest led, as by the guidance of an invisible hand, to the wealth of nations. The French loan was followed by loans to Spain, and with the true impartiality of the capitalist, to the revolutionary governments in the revolted colonies of Spain. Chile, Peru, Buenos Ayres, Colombia, Guatemala and Mexico all sought the London market. Much of the money for the loans was spent in England on ships and stores. There was a profit on the transaction “coming and going”. There were equally profitable loans to liberate Greece, most of which money never got to Greece at all, being taken out as advance interest, commissions and payment for ships that never sailed and supplies that never materialized. There is an obvious contrast between the ultimate gain, whatever it was, from this revolutionary finance, as compared with the total possible gain from productive investment in home industry and colonial development.

More productive, though again of doubtful aspect, were the continuous loans and investments in the United States and France in the period which followed (1830-54). British capital went out in a flood to build the canals and railroads of the American Republic and to establish the rapid growth of banks which financed the industrial expansion of that rising country. English money built the Erie Canal. Within six years of the coming of the railroad (1833) $90,000,000 went into railways and canals in the northern States, and the greater part of this was raised in England. At the same time a brisk trade developed, in which English exports of tools, hardware, dry goods and railway equipment created an enormous balance over American cotton and produce shipped in return. This balance, and more than the balance, was reinvested in America, and represented by British holdings of State debts and of securities of railroads, banks and other companies. Seen in an instantaneous flashlight this looks like a picture of real prosperity and trade for both countries, a true example of Cobdenite economics. But the great gain was to America. It was in America that the physical effects were manifested, in the clearing of forests, the making of farms, the building of towns, the construction of roads — all that great energy and activity which converted the woodland and prairie of the Ohio Valley into the colossal industrialism of to-day.

And in return England had — what? Ownership. Ownership of shares and scrip and claim for interest that for the most part never came back as consumption goods but remained as further ownership. But what is ownership? Only a breath, a document. It can pass. It can cross the ocean, owner and ownership migrating together, to follow the goods that it has sent ahead, as when 15,000,000 of British people migrated to the United States. If a nation first sends out its capital, its machinery and goods and money to develop a new country, and then follows this up with a migration of its people, the final balance of advantage is not hard to strike. The “ownership”, being a thing of pen and ink, of accounts and documents and not of physical goods, may vanish, or at least lessen, more mysteriously still. When the American railroads collapsed into the hands of receivers in the middle ‘seventies, a great mass of British ownership vanished into nothing. Yet the railways were still there. British holders lost enormous sums in selling their American securities during the Civil War and when the silver-money panic of the early ‘nineties threw blocks of securities on the New York market. Yet the physical face of America was unchanged.

The first collapse came when the industrial and financial crisis of 1837 halted all American enterprise. A lot of British ownership vanished in repudiated State debts and defaulted securities. But there was still plenty for British capital to do. The coming of the railway turned England itself into a new country, with ability to absorb endless capital in creating a railway network. In the first ten years of railway building in England (1830-44) about 2,000 miles of railway had been built with an investment of £55,000,000. Then in the middle ‘forties the “railway mania” broke over England. By 1849 there were 6,000 miles in operation and a capital invested of over £900,000,000. The economic consequences extended far beyond England. The English iron and steel industry was the first to learn how to make railway equipment. The business of organized railway contracting, involving knowledge and experience in a dozen directions, grew up as a British enterprise. The English became the railway builders for the world. To build the French railways, iron and materials, masters and men — the “navvies” of the trade — crossed the channel in a body. Between 1840 and 1870 British capital was applied under British direction to build railways in France, in Spain, Norway, Denmark, Italy, India, Brazil, Australia and the Argentine. Meantime the recovery of the United States from the catastrophes of 1837 led also to an era of railway building to construct the “trunk lines” from the lakes to the sea and to the Gulf of Mexico. Great quantities of English capital were invested in what became presently the New York Central system, the Illinois Central and the Baltimore and Ohio. A great part of this capital passed out of British ownership at an enormous loss when the turmoil of the Civil War led to the liquidation of almost all American investments.

To the Province of Canada before Confederation there went an investment of well over a hundred million dollars, represented by British subscriptions in the provincial loans and the ill-starred British flotation of the Grand Trunk Railway.

 

This same process of external investment went forward continuously till the close of the nineteenth century, assuming now this form and now that, now going in one direction and now another, according to the hour and circumstance. Increasing sums went to India after the Mutiny and the establishment of direct government. The railway systems of the Australian colonies were built with British money. And above all, the British public subscribed in the later part of the nineteenth century to the loans of the European Governments. In the ‘sixties and the ‘seventies there were great flotations in London of the borrowings of foreign governments, to make wars in Europe, revolutions in America and industrial development everywhere. In twenty years 1860-1879 the loans of this sort amounted to £320,000,000. Up to this time, as Mr. Jenks points out, the loans were based purely on “business principles” without the “imperial” motive which appeared more strongly in the closing part of the century. The outflow of capital from Great Britain, including the reinvestment of interest from 1870 till the year 1912, as computed by Mr. C. K. Hobson in his admirable thesis on the Export of Capital, represents, with variations and zigzags, an increasing volume that reaches its largest size with the £226,000,000 of 1912. The currents slacken and at times even turn backward. American railroad failures and depression in the middle ‘seventies bring it to a full stop. A foreign investment in 1890 of £82,000,000, representing in part the rush to invest in South African mines, is contrasted with the £13,000,000 of 1901 and the £11,000,000 of 1902 which reflect the effect of the South African war.

 

Behind all these figures and statistics stands the economic question as to the bearing, present and ultimate, of British foreign investment on the welfare of the British people. Decade after decade the process went almost unchallenged. The economic thought of the Victorian Age took for granted that enlightened self-interest of the individual must be the best national guide. But later experience reveals more and more the limitations of the dogma. The complete individualism that was the goal of industrial and commercial policy three generations ago has passed away. Most of us, nearly all of us, would retain individualism as the basis of the State — with individual property and contract, individual inheritance, and individual gains and rewards apportioned to the productive contribution of the individual. But to attain this we interfere with and intrude upon freedom at every point. We regulate hours of work and even wages of work. We circumscribe inheritance and redefine our notions of property. We seek to attain true freedom by replacing the mere appearance of it with the reality. Is it possible that the disposition of capital should come, and should have come, under this same sort of limitation by a national control of individual free will? Or if not by national control and coercion at least by national inducement, by making it more profitable for the individual to invest capital to the national advantage and less profitable to him to send it abroad?

Is it not at least conceivable that the disposition of British capital for a century past has been in great measure a vast error? What was really happening when British money was building railways in the United States and tramways in Argentine? Is it possible that what England was really doing was building up a great civilization of cities, factories and farms in foreign countries and leaving its own inheritance unused? Worse than that, was it perhaps building up at its own expense the very instruments that tend now to destroy its economic life? If so — and if England now is feeling the cruel pinch of unemployment, the heavy burden of taxes, the drag of worn-out industries whose wheezing and antiquated plants contrast ill with the glittering iron and polished steel of the “rationalized” industries of America and Germany — if this is so, may not the foundation of it lie, in part, in misleading use of British capital in the past?

But even if it is so, it is not too late. The present era, the post-war era, is witnessing new phases of the transit of capital. There is now a huge ebb tide of capital ready to come back from the United States, and willing to flow, already flowing, into the Empire, in the form of investment in the Dominion of Canada. Round this fact should centre much of our present Imperial policy. It is my opinion that it is our proper plan to reverse the rôles of America and Britain. We should now use American money and American capital goods to build up our country just as British money built up America. But this controversial topic I propose to deal with in a later chapter in the second part of this book.


PART II. FROM NOW ON


CHAPTER I. A PROPOSAL FOR AN INTEGRATED TARIFF SYSTEM WITHIN THE EMPIRE
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THE FIRST PART of this book was devoted to the discussion of the economic situation which has resulted from the history of the British Empire. It was meant to show that the Empire has been gradually disintegrated. The process which brought political freedom and autonomy brought also economic weakness. Capital and labour, land and resources have been broken apart.

In this second half of the book I propose to discuss the means that may be adopted for the economic integration of the Empire. These concern the union of resources, the union of credit and capital, and the united direction of migration. There is also concerned the readjustment of the fiscal and tariff systems of the Empire. In a sense, the regulation of the tariff is the least fundamental of the points to be considered. Tariff systems do not of themselves create national wealth. That depends upon national resources, national capital and labour. The tariff is a consequence, not a cause: and tariff policy in the Empire as elsewhere is secondary to the fundamental production of wealth. But the tariff has the peculiar advantage of offering an immediate means of approach. It represents something in which action can be taken immediately and effectively. This action can then lead on to greater changes. I therefore put the question of the tariff first. No subject is so difficult for British readers to approach. No subject is so beset with preconcerted ideas and prejudices. To discuss the tariff with a British public is like proposing to discuss red rags with a bull. There are many people in England to whom what is called free trade rests on hallowed ground. It stands, to them, for a great national triumph achieved after long suffering, obtained by enthusiasm and self-sacrifice and never to be thrown away. It has somehow got mixed up with liberty, with British freedom, with the tears of the factory children, with the triumphs of Victorian England, and with many things with which it has not the least connection. To such people protection is a cheat, and a protected manufacturer a licensed robber.

Equally prejudiced in many cases is the attitude of the protectionist. There are people who get the idea that because a tariff duty may sometimes be a good thing, it is therefore always a good thing; that if a little of it is good, then a lot of it is better still; that to buy anything from a foreigner is wicked; that to let a dollar go out of the country is to lose it for ever. Such persons see in protection an economic miracle. It makes work, raises wages and prevents unemployment; whenever it seems to fail it is only because there is not enough of it. To such minds an ideal national system of industry would be framed behind a Chinese wall of absolute exclusion.

 

But an introduction to a subject difficult at home may be found by first talking about our neighbours. In this case we may find an inoffensive opening to a tariff discussion by consideration of our relations with the United States.

The outstanding fact in the present organization of the world is the political and economic dominance of the United States. There it stands like a huge colossus, its feet spread on its North American continent. It has in front of it its Statue of Liberty, warning off all free entry of foreigners; and behind it and beside it its Congress, tightening up the quota law; its tariff committee shutting out everything; its vast standardized industries selling to everybody and buying from nobody; its marines, waiting what to seize next; its bankers collecting debts still due on the conquest of Europe; and everywhere the raucous voice of its “talking movie” and the hum of its incomparable machinery. To represent it abroad is the American tourist, for whose advent and for whose dollars the humble sirens of Europe — of all the world — sit anxious and expectant. America dominates the world. No one can talk back to the United States. They shut out the English, and the English dare not retaliate. They seal up every ship in their harbours, and no one dare object to it. Imagine if Siam had instituted such a law! The proud might of the British navy would have seen to that in a minute. But in the case of the United States there is not any proud might of anybody, British, French, or anything. America is too powerful: Europe too divided.

A lot of this eminence has come to the United States most deservedly. No nation ever worked so hard. No nation ever developed so clever a craft of invention. No nation ever gave to its people such an apparatus of education at so low a cost, such vast opportunities at home, so little social prejudice to combat, and, apart from the negroes who don’t count, never counted and never will, so little of cast and inherited rights to obstruct the path of individual ambition. Nor did a country ever repeat such a harvest of public benefit and general welfare from the inspired gifts and endowments of its millionaires.

Under such circumstances the United States was bound to be a great country. It is a great country. But it is not nearly so great a country as it thinks it is, nor as the outside world fancies it. It would be vain imagining to say that this colossus has feet of clay and that it could be pushed over and smashed at any time. But it could at least be given, in all friendliness, a jolt that would shake it to its base. The thing called economic dominance can be terminated at any time.

The United States, unconsciously to itself, has become economically dependent upon the outside world. It cannot live without it. The vast army of its middle-west farmers would choke to death if they tried to eat their own food product; the motor-car industry must keep up its world sales or go broke; the hoarse voice of the talking movie must either be heard by the Polynesian savages or it must sink to a whisper at home. In other words, America cannot maintain the present structure and size of its great industry without the export trade; and its export trade, at present, is on a peculiarly fragile basis. It gets everything and gives nothing. For its access to the markets of the British Empire, its greatest market, without which its trade must perish, it concedes nothing at all.

When the Americans discuss a new tariff proposal, as in the debates on the Fordney-McCumber tariff, and the Harley-Smoot bill of 1930, the last thing they think of is how the foreigner will feel about it, or what the foreigner will do about it. Up till now there has been nothing that the foreigner could, or would, do about it, and his feelings were three thousand miles away and didn’t matter. All this was fair enough — in the world in which we live. So it came about that the Americans from first to last made their tariff to suit themselves. The few little items of reciprocity that ever appeared in it, such as the bygone compact with Canada and the present compact with Cuba, never marred the symmetry of its outline. The first tariff, that of 1789, in response to the ideas of Alexander Hamilton, put on mildly protection duties, about eight and a half per cent, to keep out, or check, the import of British manufactures. After the war of 1812 protection for New England was a settled policy. The South still wanted easy imports. Till the Civil War the question was an open one, with a tariff higher or lower according to party dominance. But there was no retaliation to fear: England had wedded itself to free trade and the union seemed permanent. In any case, the United States at this time could always “live on its own” if it wanted to; in fact, it largely did so. It had no need of the foreigner. Its vast territory extended through 3,000 miles over which actual settlement moved forward with every decade.

With the Civil War came a real tariff, raised to the brim, with either revenue or protection for everything. The little episode of reciprocity with Canada (1855-66) was washed out. It was never renewed. Canadian supplications and pilgrimages to Washington (1864-99) met a deaf ear. Canada, as the prospect of annexation passed away, was put into the foreign class. The Civil War tariff was never removed. Changes in it made it more strictly protective and distinguished between the material of manufacture and finished goods; but that was all. The system was, and is, there to stay. It long outgrew its original arguments. Its infant industries grew into giants. The little baby suit of the United States steel industry was stretched to bursting, but was never taken off. The war exigencies altered to the gorged opulence of peace. But the war tariff stayed. With the national republican platform of 1888, protection in the United States threw off all shame and announced itself as a national, permanent policy. The McKinley tariff of 1890 carried it into effect with protection for everything and everybody. For the farmer the tariff on barley (these were the days of Milwaukee beer) was raised from ten to thirty cents a bushel; on wheat from twenty to twenty-five; on potatoes from fifteen to twenty-five, and so on all along the line. The imposition of a tariff on eggs showed that the consumer was dead.

Labour, now organized and powerful, was similarly protected. The Alien Labour Contract Laws of 1885 and 1889 were designed to stop the flooding of the labour market with foreign importations.

In all of this there was nothing that went beyond the ordinary, recognized right of a nation to run its own business. But it must, of course, carry with it the right of other nations to act similarly. The answer to the quota law ought to be to shut Americans out of Paris and to forbid them to fish in the hotels of Quebec. But alas! neither the French nor the Canadians nor the British are in a position to think of this.

On this exclusive system — which had the good luck not to meet enough retaliation to hurt it — the United States flourished mightily. It secured its own enormous and growing market. The steel rails that used to be rolled at Birmingham were made at Pittsburg. Its enormous export trade could cut and slaughter prices as it liked. The tariff forbad all re-entry. In 1904, American material for steamship building was sold at Pittsburg at $32.00 a ton, at Belfast for $24.00. Connecticut watches sold for fifty cents in Syria — taking what the Arab had, no more. And meantime the huge growth of mechanical production and the constant application of inventions made wider and wider the difference between what the economists call “total costs” and “individual costs”, which latter means the extra cost of making one extra article when all the general apparatus is there already. This process grew into the “mass production” of America, beside which a lot of European manufactures begin to look like cottage industry.

Mass production was enormously accelerated by the method which presently came to be called “standardization”. By this is meant the general regulation by the producer and the acceptance by the consumer of uniform standards, sizes, forms and materials. Vast quantities of articles are turned out, the separate parts of each of which can be used for any of the others. There are as few varieties as possible, as little diversity as human taste will allow. The result in the saving of economic costs is enormous. Machinery can be utilized to an ever-greater degree. There is little fear of overstocking any particular variety. A wonderful technical accuracy cuts and grinds “adjustable parts” true to the ten-thousandth of an inch. Any wheel fits any axle; any propeller goes on any shaft; any cogged wheel slips in adjustably among its fellows. Concentration on a few lines helps research, experiment and improvement. The Federal Government co-operates. No less than thirty-three of its different branches act in concert with the American Engineering Standards Committee. State Governments, highway commissions, railway commissions and industrial commissions all take a hand. The movement extends outward, beyond the national frontier. Central and South America are being standardized. A Pan-American conference held at Lima, Peru, in 1925 was followed by a second Pan-American standardization conference at Washington in 1927, to which representatives from twelve Latin-American Republics came as guests. Where standardization has once stepped in, American imports follow as a natural result. In return, standardized coffee, cocoa and tropical fruits come back to pay for standardized motor-cars and harvesters.

Where standardization steps in, all products begin to look alike. All railways are alike. All cars are alike. All houses and buildings, as far as material goes, begin to look alike. Variety drops out. There used to be sixty-six kinds of paving-bricks in use in the United States. There are now five. There were, not long ago, 552 kinds of wire fencing. It is now cut to sixty-nine. There used to be sixty kinds of hospital bedsteads, forty-nine kinds of milk-bottles and twenty-nine sorts of milk-bottle caps. Now there are only four hospital bedsteads, nine milk-bottles and one, only, milk-bottle cap. There were 700 kinds of dining-car china-ware sold to American railways, now only 113.

 

Then came the moving picture. The scientific preparation for it was laid chiefly in other lands — in England, in France, a little everywhere. But the Americans first realized and developed its commercial properties. Everybody old enough recalls the gasp of wonder that greeted the original moving pictures of 1895. Here were Italian cavalry actually jumping a fence! A train actually and visibly running at forty miles an hour! Then the gasp of wonder was succeeded by a sigh of disillusionment. After all, Italian cavalry jumping a fence in a picture looks very like Italian cavalry jumping anything else, and a picture of a train running at forty miles an hour looks very like a train running over the Canadian Pacific Railway at forty miles an hour. The moving picture, like the telephone and the telegraph, was, at the start, an economic failure. The Americans saved it. They taught it to tell a story; trained it in its own wooden, mechanical tricks of hysterical pantomime; got the eye of the public trained to a flickering flat surface and figures from ten to forty feet high; and above all, they threw about it a great wealth of scenery, vast moving open spaces of forest, sea wealth and desert, for which the cloudless climate and the sunlit sea of California took the industry to its soft breast.

From it came a world industry and the Americans fell heir to it. They had earned it. We could have done it ourselves, but we were too slow.

Out of all this has arisen the large-scale industry and the export trade of the United States. The export trade is conducted on the original principle of an American farm. Never buy anything you can make at home. Sell cheap where you can’t sell dear. Be content to take merely what they have got. Live on what you can’t sell. Export sales made this system run at present (using the year ending June 1928) to about $5,000,000,000 a year. There is an item of $425,000,000 sales of motor-cars and accessories. Few ever come in. There is agricultural machinery, $102,000,000; electrical machinery $87,000,000; and industrial machinery $210,000,000.

The farmers get their share; the wheat alone that they export represents, one year with another, a value of $200,000,000, and the rest of the agricultural products, fluctuating much in price, move around $2,000,000,000 a year. In return are bought the things that Providence has seen fit to deny to American soil: a coffee bill averaging $300,000,000, cane sugar $250,000,000, and about $120,000,000 of manufactured goods of peculiar European and other varieties.

But the account does not balance: there is a difference — a so-called “favourable” balance of from $900,000,000 to a thousand million (an American billion) dollars a year. To make this even, there are the huge tourist bills for food and scenery, civility and servility in Europe. Vast quantities of foreign exchange cross the ocean for that. And in the end, when Europe can pay no more, the rest is “invested” in Europe; in other words (stated in language of the farm), the Americans give Europe “time” for what it can’t pay, and then charge interest.

Up till now this looks to be the greatest system of foreign trade ever devised. It is. But running all through the system is a fatal flaw like a concealed crack in cast metal. By this at any time it may be smashed asunder. The system is too absolute, too exclusive. It is too complete. The protection is riveted and clamped as closely as an American steel frame. The industrial classes are so tightly organized that none will give way. There is nothing to concede, nothing to bargain with. The farmers are too powerful to be the victims of cheap grain and meat from Argentina. The steel-makers are too strong to permit the Government to let in anything from Birmingham or Essen. Every interest too powerful to allow foreign intrusion, every interest balanced, taut, is held in the rigid strain of its industrial setting. Touch one and you destroy all. There is not one that can, that will, that dare concede anything.

And over against this is the glorious, the wonderful, the unused weapon of the non-existent tariff of Great Britain.

 

Now let us see where the friendly jolt, as playful as the McKinley tariff or the Hawley-Smoot Bill, may be given to the American colossus.

 

Here is Argentina, a vast country of 1,153,119 square miles of river valley and rolling prairie, of sunlit hill-sides — a natural paradise for field and farm production. It is overwhelmingly agricultural. Beef walks in the grass, finding its own food. Transport, cheap and easy, rolls over the level savannahs or floats on the broad network of rivers. Uncounted cattle, living or frozen, pass down the River Plate to the markets of Europe; millions of bushels of grain seek each year the export market. But in return Argentina cannot manufacture. There is no coal or iron sufficiently available, no copper, no rubber, no trained mechanical population. Argentina is the natural partner, the bride, as it were, of some bold industrial country of the north. Observe what happens.

Argentina raises vast quantities of wheat, a crop of some six to eight million metric tons a year. The United States doesn’t buy it. The tariff shuts it out. England buys about $50,000,000 worth of it every year. The Argentine, as no other country in the world, raises cattle. It kills and freezes about 5,000,000 cattle and 5,000,000 sheep every year. The United States won’t buy them. Treating the Argentine peso as a dollar (it is within three and a half cents of one), we find that in the year 1928 (the last reported) the Argentine sold $111,000,000 worth of frozen or chilled meat, of which England bought $100,000,000. England has each year with Argentine a butcher’s bill for meat, grain and produce of about $350,000,000. The United States refuses to deal at the shop.

There is no need to cumulate illustrations. The point is clear. Argentina depends for its economic life on the English market; without it, there would be no tango in Buenos Ayres. But when it comes to buying, Argentina buys a little everywhere, and overwhelmingly from the United States. In 1928 Argentina bought from England $1,362,000 worth of oil and from the United States $51,528,000; bought from England in iron and steel $28,453,000 and from the United States $50,128,000; farm instruments from England $609,000, and from the United States $12,635,000. Most striking of all are the figures for the sale of motor-cars and motor-trucks. Here one could almost drop into poetry and say, “If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.” In the year 1927 (last year reported) the Argentine bought from England $817,000 worth of motors and trucks and from the United States $25,693,000. Surely no one can look at that plain statement of fact and not see that something ought to be done about British export trade in manufactures. And if it is really true that a readjustment of the British tariff could give to England that whole market, duty free, while the United States would have to face the hostile tariff, is it not worth while at least to think about it? Why allow a worn-out shibboleth to undermine the policy of a nation? Why read economics only in a graveyard?

 

The plain truth is that, apart from textiles and glassware, England has no real hold on the Argentine market. Now England could alter all this at a day’s notice. Argentina has a tariff of almost the whole range of its imported goods; and this tariff is just the same for England as the United States. At present there is no reason to make it different. But suppose that England said to the Argentine, “You will reduce your tariff in our favour by cutting it fifty per cent and we will do the same.” Or better still, “If you will remove your tariff altogether, so will we.” But alas! England has no tariff in respect of its Argentine imports to cut or to reduce. When the market is free for all there are no favours to grant. Everywhere Great Britain is unable to make a reciprocal tariff bargain because there is no British tariff to bargain with. The compact made in 1929 on a small range of trade was excellent as a gesture. But since there is no British tariff anyway on the chief products of Argentina, it was only a gesture.

But suppose that England did have a tariff on wheat and meat and cattle and all such and removed it for Argentina, then it could get concessions in return as a quid pro quo that would give it the whole market. At present there is a quid but no quo. And notice that after the bargain had been made and finished and was in operation, Argentina wheat, grain and meat would come into England just as cheaply as ever.

It might be answered that the United States would follow suit and give the same preference. It can’t. The American farmer wouldn’t let it. There are 27,000,000 people in the farming class in the United States. Even now they think they can’t live, or can’t live as a farmer ought to do, with a car in the garage and a radio in the parlour. Suggest to them that Argentina food is coming in without a duty to compete in their market and they would reach, quite literally, a state bordering on mania.

 

Now instead of speaking of Argentina speak of all the world. Argentina is an extreme case. The same situation to a greater or less degree is reproduced all over the world. England cannot bargain.

But let us suppose, just for the sake of argument, that a tariff of fifteen per cent was imposed all round the British Empire. Imagine it to enclose the whole area, running along over the top of any existing tariff, like a Chinese wall over a hill, so that where Australia or Canada has an existing tariff of thirty or forty per cent on such and such an article, then the tariff on that article would be left just as it is, as far as the Empire is concerned, but raised to forty-five and fifty-five per cent as against the foreign world. And imagine that any tariff unit of the Empire — Great Britain, the Irish Free State, Canada, etc. — would be perfectly free to raise or lower, alter or abolish this extra tariff just as it liked. So that it would have something to use as a basis for reciprocal integral trade within the Empire. Then it could bargain and bargain with tremendous effectiveness.

Let it be observed at once that there is no particular virtue about fifteen per cent. It is necessary to start somewhere. And in the light of experience, fifteen per cent is enough to give a certain protection without reaching an extreme. It is equally clear that in the course of a very short time the simple symmetry of the fifteen per cent would be marred by all kinds of exceptions and modifications — just as happens with any protective tariff system at present. But it would be much easier to make a start on a simple ground plan of a super-tariff of fifteen per cent, and then let the exceptions come in their place, than to try all at once to frame, with the consent of seven different tariff authorities, the complete and complicated structure of an Empire reciprocal protective system.

Such a proposal is no sooner made than obvious objections to it occur so fast, that it is impossible to meet them all in one breath. It will be said at once that the whole thing is contrary to the principles of free trade. For many reverent minds in England that is enough, and this objection carries with it such a dead weight of authority, history, prejudice and prestige that it is well to deal with it first of all. It would not be possible in this place to examine in detail the economic system which began with Adam Smith in the Wealth of Nations of 1776, which was carried forward by Ricardo and other disciples after the Napoleonic War, which was set before the public by the inspired campaign of the Cobdens and Brights of the Anti-Corn Law League, and which was triumphantly restated by John Stuart Mill in 1848.

This “system of natural liberty”, as its founder called it, swept the field. Trade was only a part of it. It meant freedom to buy and sell as one liked, with no one to interfere with the buyer and the seller; to employ labour and to be employed as a labourer with no let or hindrance to the free bargain between the master and the man. Such things as the hours of labour and the conditions of labour, such questions as to whether women and children should work in factories and for how long they would work each day — all this was left to the free bargain made between the employer and the employee. Under it free children of nine years old worked twelve and fourteen hours a day, were carried to the factory by workless fathers in the dark of the morning and carried home exhausted at night. Anybody who does not know that this was one resulting aspect of the “system of natural liberty” does not know economic history. He may read it all in the famous report of the Factory Commission of 1833. To any parent’s heart there is no more terrible page in industrial history. When the voice of the children at last reached the world it was the economic doctrine of industrial liberty that served as a bulwark of resistance against the passage of a factory law. All students know of the opposition of Senior and other economists to interference: John Stuart Mill — a human being first and an economist afterwards — weakened. But John Bright, sturdy fellow, hung out for the right to manage his own factories as he liked.

All this chapter of English history has drifted into the shadows of retrospect. A sort of conspiracy of silence surrounds it. People agree to forget that this wonderful freedom of the working child was one part of a “system of natural liberty”, of which free trade was another. The two hung together. A convenient forgetfulness has pushed them apart.

 

The trade side of the argument was simple to state and easy to understand. The late Lord Balfour was once reported as saying (in the Chamberlain days) that it could all be written out on half a sheet of note-paper. One might almost ask, why so much paper as all that? The argument ran thus: In any country there are at any time just such and such a number of workers and no more; there is just such and such an amount of capital (machinery, appliances, materials) and no more. Therefore the wisest road to wealth is to set the people to work at whatever thing is best suited to their country, its resources, its climate, its labour. Don’t grow grapes under glass in England to make wine. Buy them in France and sell to the French something, such as rails or cutlery, which England can make best. Thus production distributes itself all over the world along the lines of the greatest productiveness. Let France produce its genial wine to cheer the weary manufacturer. Let the United States raise tobacco and raw cotton and wheat; let Canada produce timber and let Iceland export its ice. This may not make a perfect world, but at least a world as nearly perfect as we can get. This may not make high wages for the workman, but it will at least make wages as high as economic laws allow them to be. Best of all, under this system there is no room left for quarrels. Each nation helps the other. There is no need for rival seizing of territory. All the world belongs to everybody. Colonies drift off to independence and national boundaries are washed out in the milk of universal love.

No more beautiful dream of the future was ever dreamed outside of Shanghai.

 

And the argument about trade — not about war — is all quite true and undeniable if we accept the premises and face the conclusions. Now in Cobden’s days the conclusions happened to be just what England wanted. It meant that England would manufacture for all the world, and the rest of the world would raise produce, or curiosities, or tropical spices. The doctrine was absolutely cosmopolitan. It meant that people would migrate to whatever part of the world offered them the most favoured living. Cobden was willing that they should. In his lifetime about 3,600,000 people migrated from Britain to the United States. He thought this excellent and warmly recommended the inclusion of Canada in the American Republic. But since Cobden’s day the whole basis of industry and export has been altered. The advent of large scale machinery and mass production has introduced the newer aspect of costs never dreamed of by Smith, Ricardo and the rest. What is the cost of one American mowing machine? How long can you sell it in Argentina before you strike rock-bottom and can go no lower? You can disregard all the cost of the initial establishment of the industry, all the factory building and machine buying, all the clerical cost and the overhead cost and the advertising cost — and as far as that one single sale of that one single machine is concerned, you can sell it in Argentina (if you can get no better price) for anything over the bare cost of the few bits of stick and iron that are in it, and the water transport that brought it. What is this? Something down nearly to nothing. In practice you don’t sell it at that. That is merely the zero mark on the thermometer. You sell it at any better price which the market allows.

The average costs of all the machines averaged over the whole industry — the thing that the Ricardos and the Mills called the “cost” is only an arithmetical expression. If the business can’t get this it will fail. But it will take as much more as it will get: and sell any single article, when once made, clean down to the zero mark if it can do no better. More than that; unless its plant is running to the full on higher prices it will deliberately make extra goods to sell low if they won’t sell high. The overhead costs are there, anyway: if the goods made and sold cheap won’t cover them all, they will at least cover part of them. This is the great outstanding problem of export prices, of “dumping” and the slaughter market. It is just here that the United States with its vast mass production, its machinery, its standardized output and its quick ingenious brains, stands triumphant in world manufacture.

We emphasize the brains. The United States was the first country to discover that business was respectable, and to throw its best brains into the front line of the industrial advance. The English know now as well as we do on this continent that the big business of large manufacture is vast, absorbing, creative. But they were long in learning it. For generations they tried to keep to the idea, inherited from Greece, that trade was low; that the real work of brains was to read over the Greek orations two or three times a year, and to take a little sip of Latin poetry before bedtime.

In other words, the whole setting of Cobden’s world has changed. Whether he liked it or not, the other nations refused to accept their parts in distributed production. They refused to be altogether agricultural, or altogether mineral, or altogether anything. Manufacture meant cities, and cities meant opportunity and intercourse and culture and stimulated national life. The nations wanted to manufacture; and did. One by one they accepted national permanent protection — the United States, then France and finally Germany. The ungrateful colonies, Canada and Victoria, had been among the first to go. All the world knows that.

The Cobdenite answer was quite simple. One tariff is bad, but two would make it worse. So free trade went on. But the other forces refused to be set at naught. Free trade means international migration. Your people leave home to build up foreign countries. Cobden didn’t mind. We do. He said that as there would be no war citizenship doesn’t matter. We know it does. In the last count the greatest asset of a nation is its population.

Last comes the crushing weight of the export trade situation. The nation that keeps its own market can overwhelm the others. There is no answer to it. This is the final staggering blow that will kill free trade.

 

It might be said that in all that has gone above the consumer has been left out of count. He has, quite purposely.

In all the earlier economic discussions of free trade there appeared the domineering and disagreeable personality of the “consumer”. His interests formed a leading consideration in the discussion of economic policy.

The business of this imaginary person was to consume: he ate corn, wore out clothes, consumed — like a worm in the wood — even pianos, carriages, and houses. And this was all that he did. He had no work, no business, no job. He knew nothing of good times or bad, of steady work or unemployment, of large profits or small, little dividends or big. It was all one to him. He just consumed.

It is time now for some one to make the economic discovery that the consumer does not exist. There is no such person.

In real life each one of us is not so much interested in the cheapness or dearness of things as in our chance of having the money to buy them. The average man thinks in terms of his salary, or his wages, of the profits that he is expecting to make, or fearing to lose. He shudders at the fear that he may “get the sack” or that slack times may turn him out of work for the winter. He dreams of an increase of salary, of a substantial “bonus” at Christmas, of regular work at a “swell job” at high pay, or of a stock dividend added to his profits.

But does he stick his nose into a Government Blue-Book to see whether the current index of the purchasing power of money is rising or falling? Never. Most likely he doesn’t know what it is.

It will be said at once that people who live on “fixed incomes” are consumers. If it is said, it is wrong. The statement was more or less true in the days when there were fixed incomes. But now there are none left. In the world in which we live there is not an income that may not be affected — raised or lowered, interrupted or annihilated — by the changing circumstances of production and the changing prosperity of the country.

Take the shareholders of the industrial companies whose investments vastly overtop the money invested in Government securities. Every one of the shareholders is a producer in the fullest sense of the term. His main interest is in the business, not in the prices he pays for what he eats and drinks. If the business fails he will eat and drink no more. Take even the bond-holders. They too are interested in what is happening to production. The capital value of their bonds rises and falls. Even bonds, as many people know to their cost, can fail of their interest, and collapse to a complete loss. In fact, bonds can no more go on paying interest and redeeming capital without work, wealth and prosperity than stocks and shares can. The bondholder is a producer, by proxy.

Take lastly the annuitants. Here is a country clergyman with a “living” worth £400 a year; here is a spinster in a Devonshire village with an income from Consols of £100. Surely these would seem consumers? No, they are not. They once were — in the days when England did not owe £8,000,000,000, when there had been no Great War and no one could imagine one, and when the land and the livings and the fixed incomes and the social structure of England seemed as firm as the rock on which the island rested. Not so now. If times are bad enough, and life for the workers hard enough, overboard goes the national debt and the livings and the vicar and the spinster and all the rest of it. These people, like all the rest of us, are not consumers. What they want, what they need, is prosperity, prosperity, prosperity.

 

But even supposing that we take the consumer on his own terms and at his own querulousness. How much will he have to cry about? To what extent would an Empire tariff of, let us say, fifteen per cent be felt by him.

Take the case of bread, the focus-point of argument and the source of anger and tears since the days when Ebenezer Elliott wrote in his Corn Law Rhymes:

Child is thy father dead

Father is gone:

Why did they tax his bread

Food we have none.

So wept Ebenezer in 1840. And in those days they did tax “Father’s bread”, and taxed it good and proper. Under the law of 1815 no wheat could come in from abroad unless the home price was at least 80 shillings a quarter — $2.50 a bushel. Even at that, the price rose in 1817 to 117 shillings ($3.65 a bushel). In Adam Smith’s time a gallon loaf of bread (eight pounds eleven ounces) cost from one shilling to one and sixpence or four cents a pound, and eighteenth-century wages were so regulated by the Justices of the Peace that a “poor and industrious man” should have the value of three of these loaves a week for himself and one and a half for each child. His day’s wage was equal to four pounds of bread, or sixpence. So when Ebenezer Elliott cried he had something to cry for, and when he asked why did they tax father’s bread, the answer should have been that they taxed father’s bread because they hoped to make large incomes for British landholders, and to do it they had to take it from father. The brutality of this has coloured the whole historic controversy. But the original picture of father dying from the ad valorem tariff and mother selling her bed, for reasons not clear in the poem, has about as much to do with the situation to-day as have the Crusades and Inquisition or the execution of Mary Queen of Scots.

Let us look at the case as it is to-day. Cut all the sentimentality out of it and state it in cold terms of business. England grows at present each year 50,000,000 bushels of wheat. It imports about 200,000,000 bushels, or, using the figures of the year 1928, let us say, 191,000,000 bushels. Of this, one-half came from within the Empire and one-half from foreign countries. Canada supplied 76,000,000 bushels, the United States 43,000,000, Argentina 44,000,000, and Australia 18,000,000 bushels.

Out of this bread is made. A “quartern” loaf of bread in London weighs four pounds. The wheat in it at a Liverpool price of eight shillings per English hundredweight is worth about 8.8 cents, or fourpence three farthings. The common and average selling price of the quartern loaf is ninepence, or twopence one farthing per pound. It is evident, then, that not only wheat makes the loaf, but the grinding of the wheat into flour and the labour of making the bread, transporting it and selling it. Note that in the world in which we live the cost of selling things is rapidly surpassing the cost of making them. Even so plain a necessity as bread needs a certain amount of wrapping and display and shouting to sell it — apart from the cost of carrying it around. In the case of the bread, almost one-half of its value represents the labour of the miller, the baker and the shopkeeper. What the consumer holds, therefore, when he sits weeping over his sixteen-ounce loaf, the ordinary pound of bread, is about three cents’ worth of wheat. If you put a tariff of fifteen per cent on the incoming foreign wheat, and not on the colonial wheat, how will this affect the price of the loaf? The answer is that you wouldn’t know it was there. If the tax covered all the wheat consumed, every grain of it, British, Colonial and foreign, and if all the fifteen per cent, the whole of it, was shifted on to the consumer (it wouldn’t be, not all of it, but suppose it was; in short, suppose that each of all of these extreme assumptions were true), then the price of the loaf would rise by fifteen per cent of the cost of the wheat — that is, by not quite a halfpenny. But if there is no tax on the British wheat, none on the Canadian wheat, and none, on a reciprocal system, on the Argentine wheat — in other words, no tax on two-thirds of the import — then the price won’t rise one farthing. Dry your tears, Ebenezer, Father can still be fed.

One might ask, then, how the imposition of this duty on foreign wheat, which would be imperceptible to the London consumer, would be of great importance to the Saskatchewan producer. The reason is this. The Saskatchewan farmer is producing wheat all day every day. That is, directly and indirectly, his sole occupation. Hence, a very slight difference in the price per bushel means a lot to him. But the consumer does not sit and chew bread all day. If he did this, if he really sat and ate bread from morning to night, loaf after loaf, then the slightest rise in price, the tenth of a farthing, would make a lot of difference. But as eating bread is only a small part of his existence the case is altered.

With the farmer in Saskatchewan even a fifteen per cent duty in his favour will mean a real benefit. He gets the market. The American can only sell by sacrificing anything from fifteen to twenty-one cents a bushel on a price from a dollar to a dollar and a half. Wheat-growing in consequence falls off in the States, and wheat-growing and wheat-land and settlement flourishes in the Canadian West. The people pour into the new wheat-fields, and with them capital and transport and all the mechanism of cultural civilization. So does a little impetus give momentum to a mass almost willing to move.

 

A sagacious person might object that there is a decidedly weak spot in this argument. What about all this Argentina wheat coming into England on even terms with the Canadian. Where does Canada stand on that? That seems at first sight allowing the foreigner to share in the preferential benefit given to the Dominions. But this is only true if we isolate that one fact of Empire trade without considering its setting. It ceases to be true when we really grasp the idea of an integrated tariff system. What the foreigner gains in one direction he pays for in another. Under the arrangement proposed, the tariff privilege given to Great Britain to send manufactured goods into Argentina on better terms than those given to the United States extends, of course, to Canada and the other Dominions. It applies to the agricultural machinery made in Canada and just like the American, to the motor-cars of Oshawa and Windsor, the electric apparatus of the great Canadian electrical companies — in other words, there is a $400,000,000 market thrown open to the manufacturers of Canada, Australia and the Empire to divide.

Under such terms can they get it? Can they take it from the Americans even then? They certainly can, as far as the tariff goes. The United States can never sacrifice its mournful farmers. Ever since the agricultural tariff of 1895 the Government has done all it could for them. It has protected everything they grow from hops to hogs. It has built them roads and taken away the rye whisky that was tearing the stomachs out of them. And they are mournful still. They now want the Government to shovel away the St. Lawrence River, so that the sea can come to them. Imagine telling this class (27,000,000 people) that Argentina grain is coming in without a duty!

But even at that are the Americans beaten? Perhaps not. The enormous mass-production of the United States, the standardization of its goods, and its perpetual application of mechanical principles to new processes might still enable it to leap over a tariff wall and carry slaughter with it. Where they could not get a dollar in Argentina the Americans would take eighty cents; and if not eighty, sixty, and so on down to the rock-bottom cost that alone stops export sale.

The only answer to this is to beat the Americans at their own game. If we can’t do that we deserve to lose. We must reorganize the manufacturing industries of the Empire so that they can compete on even terms with those of the American Republic, and easily beat it where we enjoy a tariff privilege under an integrated imperial system. If they can standardize so can we; if they can produce in the mass, so can we; if they can apply scientific research to large scale industry, so can we; and when it come to the sheer wealth of raw materials we have their little country beaten at the start.

To do this we must in the American phrase “get together”. To do this we have to bring our imperial manufacturing system into far less of conflict and far more of harmony than it is now.

This does not mean that we could for a moment remove the protective system which surrounds and fosters the greater industries of Canada and Australia and the rest. This is not possible. Whether or not it was wise, forty years ago, to call protected industries into being is now a purely academic question. It can be left to the professors. And these do not agree. But the industries are there; they represent an enormous equipment of physical plant and monetary investment. They have helped to bring about an urban concentration in the great Dominions that could not have come without them and could not continue without them. But owing to the circumstances and conditions under which they operate, their costs, especially in labour, are higher than in Great Britain. Remove the tariff and they fall. With their fall they bring down in a struggling mass whole cities of traders, lawyers, hotel keepers, actors, artists, clergymen, university professors, political economists — in short, all that unhappy class who crowd our cities, whom Ricardo and Mill called unproductive, whom the Socialists call parasitic, but whose existence cannot be disregarded.

 

But an enormous amount can be done by way of connecting and combining British and Dominion manufacture, British and Dominion capital and British and Dominion labour, technique, research and industrial science. It is not possible in this place to do more than indicate the field that can be occupied.

A standardization of processes, methods and machines — of weights, quantities, packages — of sizes, grades, boxes, bottles and containers — in short, of the whole apparatus and mechanism of manufacture — would enormously benefit all parts of the Empire. There ought to be, as explained in a later chapter, a unification of money, weights and measures. The British cling to their pound sterling with its primitive and impossible subdivisions. We can continue to five with it, but it is a hindrance and helps to divide and differentiate our common commercial life. At present our manufacturers are groups of enemies, or at least of suspicious acquaintances. British capital is not invested as American capital is, in branch factories and branch establishments. As shown elsewhere in this book British capital clings to old maids’ investments in dead-safe bonds at fixed interest, while American capital, joining in Canadian enterprise, takes an adventurous chance.

There is no reason why a protected industry in Australia and Canada should not “merge” with a British industry. They would all gain power thereby and all act together to secure the foreign markets. As an initial step they must, of course, be protected by an Empire super-tariff, running all round the Empire, adjustable and flexible, and used as the basis of reciprocal dealings with the outside world. To examine the details of such a tariff is far beyond the purpose of this book. That would require a congress of trade experts, working upon a wilderness of facts and figures, and producing a report that would be read only by those who could not avoid reading it.

But the general idea, as outlined above, is one that can be understood and judged by anybody. If the idea is worthless the details are not needed. If the idea is sound the details are only a matter of patient industry.


CHAPTER II. A PROPOSAL OF POLICY FOR THE SETTLEMENT OF NEW COUNTRY

[image: img113.jpg]

THE FIRST PART of this book was intended to set forth certain large facts. It appeared that the great Dominions of the temperate zones possess basic resources that could maintain, easily and beyond all question, half a billion people. Now there is in Great Britain an immediate surplus population — or, at least, if the word surplus is offensive — a population disposable for migration, of some 2,000,000 people. There is also, if happier circumstances restored the British birth-rate to its normal function, the basis for an annual outflow of population amounting to perhaps 2,000,000 people. The white population of the Dominions also, if permitted its natural increase, would represent an annual addition of about half as much. Here then is a vast open land, and a great fund of people. With this is also in existence a mechanism of transport which would make the mere physical removal of the population four or five thousand miles a simple task. There is in existence, moreover, a great fund of capital goods, machines and factories, and machines for making other machines, and factories making material to build factories — so great that we cannot find work for it to do, and that the economic line of effort is no longer to produce but to sell. If this capital is converted into terms of money, we have seen that Great Britain up to the war-time had exported about £4,000,000,000 worth of capital, and even now could contribute capital to the extent of from £100,000,000 to £200,000,000 worth every year, if means were found for its application. More than that, the outside world and especially the United States has an accumulation and increasing supply of capital goods available for the development of countries other than its own. This represents, in the case of the United States, at least, $2,000,000,000 every year. Here are the factors of the situation, the land, the people, the capital — plenty of all of them. The problem is how are we to bring them together. What we have to examine is the economic problem of the settlement of an empty country. It ought to be a part of what is recognized as the modern theory of political economy. So far as I know it is not. It stays exactly where Gibbon Wakefield and the “systematic colonizers” laid it down nearly a century ago.

 

In stepping out on this ground we enter on a field of controversy. This is especially so if one proposes, as I do, to outline a particular concrete plan as to what can be done. I cannot hope to find in this a unanimous consent or anything like it among those who may read this book. With the general aspiration towards Imperial prosperity most readers will be in warm sympathy, else they would not read. But when it comes to definite proposals and particular plans, dissent and division of opinion are inevitable. Against which I can only repeat what has been said above, that if this book has value it lies rather in its general plan of integration than in the suggestion of any one particular detail in carrying it out.

 

One may begin with a few very simple generalities that take us back to Robinson Crusoe and the Swiss Family Robinson. Suppose that a group of human beings without food, or capital, appliances or outside contacts were set down upon an isolated territory of barren rock they could not live. Nor would it make any difference if the barren rock were made of nickel and cobalt. If the same group of people, or any one or more of them, were set down in a fertile and favoured country, even without tools and appliances, they might survive and slowly advance towards an industrial civilization. But for this there would be needed a climate, or a season, mild enough to let them dispense with houses, an abundance of natural fruits and accommodating game — a set of circumstances found only in the pages of romance in some murmuring island of the South Seas.

But if a community of human beings can be placed in an unoccupied and fertile land, with arable soil, forests, and fisheries and mineral wealth, and if they can bring with them the whole material apparatus of production and transport, and initial food and shelter for their period of probation, then the case is entirely different. Their removal from their older habitation makes, of course, a heavy draft upon the accumulated stock of the country from which they come. All the food, machinery, and equipment that they bring must come out of the fruit of the labour of the past. Their numbers and their movement are therefore at once conditioned by the surplus wealth and numbers of their time and place of origin. Elizabethan England could not have sent out a million people equipped to reach and occupy the fertile prairies of North America, even had they dreamed of doing so. Modern England could do easily as much at any time. It is to be noticed, however, that in a fertile territory the work of the new-comers very soon begins to result in an industrial surplus (measured over the crowd, not of necessity for each single person). With this surplus they can carry their settlement further: or they can begin to pay back in produce and goods the initial advances made to them. The million people mentioned above could easily pay back to England all the advance necessities of their migration, and plenty of interest on it. As their numbers and wealth increased they could arrange for further immigration with their own industrial surplus. Under present circumstances fertile territory possessed of basic resources does not need to wait, as it used to, to be settled man by man. It could be done now in the lump, as a single operation of capitalistic finance. Southern Ontario, if it had its forests back again, need not have been cleared by the axe of the pioneer. It could have been cleared by the large-scale machinery of a timber corporation financed from England.

 

One pauses a moment at the heroic figure of the pioneer, the man with the axe. His achievement still illuminates our history, and misleads our public policy. In the eighteenth and early nineteenth century, individual pioneer settlement was the only available means of exploiting empty country. But we should not carry it over into the twentieth century, where it ought to be as antiquated as the spinning wheel and the horse pistol. The pioneer, in the day that is now, belongs only in a museum, or at best in a self-elected skirmish line beyond the main advance of civilization. For the main problem of Empire settlement the lonely effort of the pioneer in his log cabin, with his coon-skins and his shot guns, has nothing to say.

Till nearly the middle of the nineteenth century the limitations of transport and available capital rendered individual settlement the only one in the field. Hence British migration had to direct itself towards territory of a distinctive character, a territory of resources immediately and directly available. I am not here speaking of the expansion that was purely a matter of commerce, as when British traders entered the harbours of India or Ceylon; nor of predatory and commercial slave-catching in Africa; nor gold and treasure hunting anywhere and everywhere. The reference is to the making of new homes in the land as, typically, the settlement of North America. Here for a bare and simple livelihood no great start was needed, no great stock of capital goods: transport across the sea; food for a few months; a stock of tools with the inevitable axe as the very symbol of conquest; a spinning-wheel; a bible and a few books.

 

The United Empire Loyalists and those who followed them into Upper Canada were, some of them, people of substance who brought with them a fair amount of property. But it was not necessary. Others came with nothing more than the value of one year’s food. That sufficed. By this pioneer process, almost exclusively, the Atlantic slope of North America was first settled. The French, perhaps, had larger ideas; but their people were not migratory, and the large ideas of the Hundred Associates and such failed of effect. The Virginia Company’s first attempt at collective and co-operative settlement, Penn’s proprietary colony and later Lord Selkirk’s colony of 1820 on the Red River all dissolved into pioneerism. In the limited circumstances of the time it answered its purpose. America was mainly settled, man by man, and axe by axe. But the process was slow. It took 200 years — from Raleigh’s abortive colony till the constitution of 1789 — to establish three and a half million white people in North America. That, for us, is too slow.

But this process of settlement left a deep furrow in public policy corresponding to a deep fold in public opinion. We still think of the settlement of a new country as something done by the single man, by his single effort. The Canadian homestead law (first adopted in 1872) started from that, and is based on a historical misconception. Land settlement to-day is exactly what the single man, acting singly, cannot achieve. If he had the money to do it, he would probably not want to do it. To offer an empty-handed man in Glasgow a homestead in Saskatchewan is only a joke. The problem of land settlement now must start from an entirely different point of view. It involves a vast quantity of capital, and a great force of co-ordinated labour.

 

In other words, it is only in rare circumstances that, unaided, the individual man, “the man with the axe”, migrates into new empty territory and makes a living from the start. The achievement of the Swiss Family Robinson, of Robinson Crusoe and of Jules Verne’s scientific castaways are romantic and appealing. But they belong only to a desert island equipped like a departmental store. The migration of the man with the axe may be left out of count as a solution of the present Imperial problem.

Even such a system as the homestead plan falls far short of the present situation. It demands a special territory, the existence of a special market, and, above all, special people to make it good. The American settlers of the “invasion” of 1905-1913 fitted into the plan to a nicety. They were trained in the knowledge needed. They brought the property and capital needed for a start. And they came at a time when the production of the single commodity wheat still found a market which might vary somewhat but could not entirely fail. The day for all that is past. Migration and settlement must be carried on now as part of a huge co-operative capitalistic plan.

 

I say capitalistic to indicate that I do not mean socialistic. What is needed is the collective, corporate use of capital, bringing with it the incentive of private gain. There are, no doubt, many people who would agree with me that migration must be done on a large plan and with a basis of equipment, but would see in it therefore an operation to be carried through on Socialist lines. For quickness’ sake I hope to part company at once with readers who think in terms of Socialism. I do not think that anything but failure could come from socialistic schemes of migration and settlement in which the “state” becomes the moving power and the sole owner of the land and the means of production. This is as futile as all the rest of Socialism — a noble aspiration fit for the Kingdom of Heaven, where it would work without compulsion, or for Hades, where it is probably in operation already.

In my opinion, reliance can only be placed on individual self-interest and individual gain as the motive power of economic action.

But, it may be said, even without going to the final length socialism, the whole affair of large scale migration and land settlement might be carried out as a Government enterprise. Such is the typical point of view of the sentimental theorist, or the youthful member of the intelligentsia who has as yet no money, no property to pledge, no savings to lose, and no great love of work for its own sake. In his mind he creates an abstraction called the Government, which represents a sort of fairy godmother or wealthy uncle. Such people can form the easy imaginary picture of a government, arranging transport, with exquisite efficiency, engaging a multitude of officials (on a pure basis of capacity), paying salaries (without intrigue or favour), buying materials for houses (at severely competitive prices), appointing superintendents (the best men), and starting industries, selling products and planning new openings, always with keen, unflagging zeal, without ineptitude or crookedness. Such a picture is just a dream: fit only for a fairy-book.

The experience of a hundred years of democracy has shown us what a Government can do and what not. Some things it does well, some very badly, some not at all. In a matter of pure routine where eager initiative counts for little or nothing, governmental activity is excellent. The Government keeps track of the weather marvellously well. It collects statistics, makes surveys and measures the depths of the sea, with quiet unvarying efficiency. Perhaps it even runs a post office better than free private enterprise could do. Where private incentive is feeble, as in educating other people’s children, or private forethought indifferent and careless as in public health, Government steps in to do what others would leave undone. A Government is excellent, too, in its generosity towards scholarship, research, science and discovery. In short, the Government is an excellent grandmother.

More than that. It may be that in certain economic functions which can be reduced to a regular and standardized set of services, governmental operation can compete with private enterprise. The matter of transportation might be considered by many an open question. But when it comes to large scale business enterprise expected to result in a definite reproductive return, measurable in pounds, shillings, and pence and in dollars and cents, the Government is nowhere. As soon as it steps into economic work of this kind, it spills money like a drunken sailor at a fair. Salaries are paid by favour; contracts are made for love; and supplies are bought for good fellowship. There is no Argus eye to watch expenditure. There is no shareholder to placate. There is no bankruptcy to fear.

This is not altogether to the discredit of the Government. It means, in a way, that the Government is too decent to be in business. It brings to bear that private kindliness of feeling which each of us would like to exercise, but dares not. The Government hates to “fire anybody”: and doesn’t. The employer hates to fire anybody: and does. That’s all the difference; but it is a lot.

To ask, then, the British and the Dominion Governments to embark four or five billion dollars on a State-owned, large-scale scheme of migration and development would only end in disaster. The process would create a temporary onrush of activity, prosperity and work for all, followed by a dead collapse and a downhill slide towards bankruptcy.

 

Now no individual fortune is ample enough for the whole undertaking in question. The obvious recourse is to corporate enterprise. Migration and development should be carried on as a large corporate undertaking in which a great many people venture their capital in the hope of a solid financial gain. Neither State-aid nor sentiment nor philanthropy can do it alone. There are not enough Selkirks among us for that. There is a limit to which any reasonable taxpayer will want to go in defraying out of Government money the cost of sending other people’s children to Tasmania and Saskatchewan. Imagine, then, a series of large corporations set on foot to develop the white man’s empire and equipped by Great Britain and by the Dominions with all sorts of privileges, franchises, monopolies — with opportunities, in a word, calculated to call forth money in cartloads.

The mainspring of the whole mechanism is found in the individual investor. His eager acquisitive interest, his unchristian desire to get a lot for a little, is the motive power that keeps the economic world in movement. The history of British foreign investment as recited above has shown how keen this economic motive is. In the contemporary age the investor has penetrated, by proxy, into the frozen regions of the north, the rubber swamps of the jungle and the deserts of the equator. Behind the aviator as he makes an exploration flight over the mineral wildernesses of Canada there is seated, though visible only to the eye of the imagination, the prosaic little figure of the investor, holding tight his hat in the fierce air current of the north. Deep in a coal mine you will find him, or pearl-fishing in a lagoon in the Southern Seas, or following after the “timber cruiser” to measure out board feet of lumber available in a silent forest of unbroken pine. What looks to the eye of romance to be the search for adventure, the charm of the great open spaces, is, in cold reality, the urge of the investor. The “mystery and beauty of the ships and the magic of the sea”, as Longfellow thought of it, is in our day the search for dividends. If biological theories of human development are well founded the process amply justifies itself. It represents humanity eagerly seeking the new forces and the ever-increasing control over Nature without which it cannot survive. But there is no need to appeal to either history or imagination to realize the force of the investment motive. Within the present post-War period it has shown itself more intensely than ever. Investment now arises not merely for the sake of savings and interest but from the more eager hope of capital gain through a rise in values. The New York stock market roars like the draught of a blast furnace. The fires may be damped for a moment, but not for long. Humanity has learned a form of excitement, a hope of success, which it will not henceforth relinquish. Fraud, failure, ruin will no more stop the recurrence of speculative investment than death stops the recurrence of war.

Nor is the investor altogether wrong. He wants a run for his money. Life is so drab, so quiet; work so remorseless; the end of it all so certain. The investor wants a run for his money before he dies. Let him have it. And in the development of the British Empire we could give him a good one. If Imperial incorporate companies of the kind I here propose were set on foot, the subscription books of shares would fill up in a day.

Let me attempt to explain in further detail what I mean by the companies themselves and what their operation would be and their relation to the emigrant and to natural resources. As I see it such companies would be under incorporation by the British and Dominion Governments in an associated capacity; a new kind of incorporation; an Imperial incorporation. The terms of subscription, the guarantees against fraud, the conditions of stock payment, the privileges granted and the obligations incurred would be by joint agreement with the associated Empire. For stability’s sake, part of their bonded debt, if need be, could be under Imperial guarantee. The aim would be to grant honest fair conditions of incorporation, with a big chance for the shareholders and a dead certainty of employment and business for thousands of other people. Concession companies of this kind could be formed anywhere and everywhere in the Empire for purposes involving the development of resources and the settlement of population in new areas. Their financial basis would be the money of a myriad of investors, both inside the Empire and outside of it. The part played by the associated Government would be in arranging and legalizing the terms of the concessions and carrying on in all the new country the cost of certain services — surveys, telegraphs, and even to some extent roads, bridges and transport, all of which could be financed with reproductive governmental loans. If these loans were made a part of a pan-imperial governmental debt, of which I shall speak in the next chapter, they could probably be floated at the lowest rates known to the financial world. Even the credit of the United States ought not to stand higher than that of a amalgamated British Imperial loan. Economic exploitation companies are already operating all over the world; there is a whole flock of them in Colombia and Venezuela seeking oil. They are penetrating Amazonian Brazil, and are prodding round in the Garden of Eden looking for oil. But from the point of view of the development of the Empire they are mostly in the wrong place, doing the wrong thing. What we need to do is to connect up their eager economic driving power with the problem of Empire settlement. Innumerable examples of the field indicated might be taken from Australia, or New Zealand, or the Rhodesias, or other white man’s territories of the Empire. But I prefer to show what I mean by illustrations taken from the Dominion of Canada. Imagine, if you will, a company receiving the exclusive fishing rights of the Hudson Bay and the mineral rights, the value of which there are already more than whispers, of the islands that lie in it; or a concession to build a railway from James Bay via the Nottaway River to the transcontinental line as a winter outlet from the Hudson Bay with timber, mineral, and water-power rights as a consideration; or to take over for agricultural settlement, and for timber, a section of that wonderful region, the last land of the sunset, the watershed drained by the Peace River; to build a railway across Northern British Columbia from the Pacific Ocean at Prince Rupert to the junction of the Liard and the Fort Nelson River; to exploit the oil resources of the Mackenzie basin, or the great copper deposits that most likely lie under the frozen soil and the treeless rock of the valley of the Coppermine River. Such things rise before the mind’s eye with all the attraction of the unknown, the mystery of the wilderness, the lure of the unconquered. Economic, no doubt, it is, the urge, the driving power. But the element of romance is there as well. Companies of the sort described would have to undertake in return to employ and to settle — not necessarily on farms, but as workers — so many hundred or so many thousand, or so many hundred thousand workers and families, according to the scale and size of their concessions and operations. They could take some of their labour from the present over-supply of the Dominions, and such and such a fraction of it by migration (without cost to the emigrant) from Great Britain. It would of course be difficult to arrange the terms, the amount done by the Government of Great Britain, by the Dominion Government, by the provincial Government and by the concession company. But that is not a difficulty inherent in the undertaking. That is a difficulty which we have deliberately introduced into it by ninety years of careful subdivision of the Empire. But one could imagine a general act framed for acceptance at will by the Governments concerned, like the Empire Settlement Act of 1922 and the Naturalization Act of 1911. If a public opinion were formed around the idea, the parliamentary and legal mechanism would soon be found.

But it is to be noticed that there is one person concerned whose initial contribution is easily adjusted. That person is the landless, jobless emigrant, the man, on the “dole” in London or out of work in Montreal. His contribution is nothing. Therein lies the whole virtue and meaning of the plan.

 

We must start, I say, from the fact that the emigrant, or local worker, with whom we are concerned possesses nothing; or, more likely, in the form of a dependent wife and children, possesses, economically, less than nothing. We have to start from this. Any scheme of migration dealing with thrifty Scottish farmers who have saved a hundred pounds, or well-to-do Americans from Kansas, or young men whose people will pay a hundred pounds to get rid of them, is quite beside the mark.

The emigrant has nothing, except his capacity to work. If he is disabled and cannot work, his case lies outside of this book. But at present, let us say, he cannot find work; he is one of the 2,000,000 unemployed and the 5,000,000 under-employed of Great Britain.

Citizens of alien countries are not under consideration, do not fit into the scheme. The outer empire needs population and settlement. Part of it, like Canada, can only carry its “overhead” of transportation and capital investment on the condition that a stream of new-comers shall move in. If there were no available British to come, we should very likely have to take in others or drift into liquidation. But it so happens that there are British — millions of them. The others we only need as a second-best choice.

Canada, especially in its north-west provinces, is badly damaged in this respect. As a result of the great foreign immigration before the War, the last census of Canada showed among its inhabitants 459,000 people born in continental Europe, including 57,000 Austrians, 31,000 Galicians, 101,000 Russians, 21,000 Poles, 35,000 Italians, and various others.

From the point of view of the Russians and the Galicians, etc., this meant improvement for the north-west. Not so from ours. Learning English and living under the British flag may make a British subject in the legal sense, but not in the real sense, in the light of national history and continuity. A few such people can easily be absorbed — over a large area many thousands can be absorbed. A little dose of them may even, by variation, do good, like a minute dose of poison in a medicine. But if you get enough of them, you get absorbed yourself. What you called the British Empire turns into the Russian and Galician Empire.

I am not saying that we should absolutely shut out and debar the European foreigner, as we should and do shut out the Oriental. But we should in no way facilitate his coming. Not for him the free ocean transit, nor the free coffee of the immigrant shed, nor the free land, nor the found job, nor the guaranteed anything. He is lucky if he is let in “on his own”.

But we come back to the penniless, able-bodied British immigrant and his dependants. Since the War the British unemployed have numbered anything from about 1,000,000 to 2,000,000. Even the accumulated wealth and the productive power of the country cannot continue indefinitely to support them. The recent British budgets carry a burden of some £370,000,000 as interest and charges on the national debt, a sum of over £50,000,000 as war pensions, a first claim on national gratitude and national resources, a sum of about £24,000,000 on non-contributory old-age pensions: sums paid out of local rates for the relief of the poor to a total of about £46,000,000; and the money paid to the unemployed in the eight years 1920-27 amounted in all to £303,000,000, or nearly £64,000,000 a year. Of this last item, it is true, £220,000,000 was collected from employers and workers under the Unemployed Insurance Act. But the social burden as a total is none the less. The dead weight of all this together is too much. Something has got to be done. And the only thing to be done is to turn the unemployed into productive workers. It is not likely that this can be done in England. It is doubtful whether the utmost impetus and stimulus of tariff change could pick up so heavy a weight and permanently carry it. The unemployed have got to go. And the outside empire, properly organized, needs them. The burden would turn into an asset. The word “manpower”, forgotten since the War, would get back its meaning.

Any and all of these people would migrate to the outer empire if they were given free transit and a job on arrival. If they wouldn’t, it would be a fair proposal to suggest to them that they die of starvation.

Now if you take a man across the ocean and then merely dump him down, let us say, in north-west Canada and show him 160 acres of empty prairie and tell him that it is his, you have still done nothing for him. He can’t use it; indeed, he would die on it more quickly than he would in the slums of Glasgow, for here he is beyond the reach of charity and the casual penny. It is on this point that the homestead system has proved hopelessly inadequate. Like so much in this world it has only meant that to those who have is given.

Equally ridiculous it would be to give to this landless man, free of cost, a farm, a house, a set of farm buildings, horses, machinery and supplies. This pretty little endowment, capitalized, would have just about kept him for life in Glasgow. Australian experience under the Empire Settlement Act proves as much. Nor can he receive and use all this equipment on the loan and long-payment system. He could never pay. He wouldn’t know how to begin, what to do. The wealth so easily acquired would run away into the sand. Subsidized idleness would sit down on the job — defiant of ejection. For where could you eject him to? Not to prison. Sentiment won’t allow it. Back into the unemployed? And then the chain begins again. And in any case, who would advance all the capital needed for such a form of settlement? The prospect of a fair return would be far too remote; the investment, viewed commercially, would be almost worthless. In a limited way and for people possessed of some means of their own and, what is more, some knowledge of what they are to do, assisted settlement on prepared farms is entirely feasible. It is not only feasible, but it is being done with practical success. But the whole possible scale of it is too small to count. As a solution for the Empire settlement problem it is nowhere.

In other words, it is necessary in our theories of emigration to get away from the “agricultural fallacy”. The experience of the United States in the settlement of the fertile “middle west”, the Mississippi Valley, led to false conclusions and gave a false bias to migration ever since. In the days of American expansion in the latter part of the nineteenth century it was possible for agricultural immigrants to come into new country in a single flock, raising the single product grain and subsisting off an unlimited world market. That day is all past. There are now in North America — certainly in the United States — too many farmers. The very progress made in the technique of their industry, the wonderful farm machinery, the “rationalization” of agricultural production cuts into their existence. A farmer using a “tractor” can plough at least six acres to one against a farmer with a team. An American farmer working with machinery raises a bushel of wheat off half a square chain of land — the twentieth part of an acre. He can plough this in two minutes, harrow it in two minutes, then go away for four months on a vacation, and when he comes back cut the grain in two minutes, haul and thrash it in four final minutes, thus producing a bushel of wheat with ten minutes’ work. To grow wheat it only needs an average of one man for about 250 acres. The output of the average American farmer rose forty-seven per cent from 1900 to 1925. As a result, from 1919 to 1927 4,000,000 people in the United States gave up farming and 19,000,000 acres went out of cultivation. All of such things and many more in regard to the technical aspect of farming can be read in the report of the National Industrial Conference Board of the United States. At every stage and in every operation of farming the marvellous American genius for invention substitutes the machine for the man. There are nearly a million tractors on the American farms. One and the same machine with a few magic adjustments turns itself into a plough or harrows, or a planting-machine or a mower. The machine called a “combine” can cut and thrash the grain all as one job and can tackle soy beans and sweet clover. The economic world is a strange paradox. The more we improve our powers of production, the fiercer seems to grow the fight for life. We cannot use the means we have. Abundance brings poverty. A blessed harvest spells ruin. And labour saving leaves the labourers to starve. The truth is that we are as ignorant of economics as people before Isaac Newton were ignorant of physics. This is not an exaggeration. It is a fact. Economics is not the name of a science but of a problem. And no one has solved it. The position of the American farmer results in a fierce fight against every intrusion upon his market. He must keep it all to himself. No foreigner must sell food or grain or meat or eggs to anyone in the four corners of the Republic. The “agricultural protection” of the platforms of thirty years ago has turned into agricultural exclusion. The tariff bills of the present year (1930) are meant to shut out anything and everything. If one fails to do it, the next one will succeed. For us in the Empire all this stands as a warning. The sooner the Canadian people cut loose entirely from the American agricultural market the better. They can never have it, or only at the price of reciprocity, amalgamation and the girdle of the eighteenth amendment wound round the Continent.

Our policy must rest on different and larger ideas. Our migration must open its own market — the secret of it lies in that. It must be so varied AND multiform that every part of it is the market for every other. To try to make a whole nation of farmers, in the days that are, is as hopeless as to make a whole nation of hairdressers. The attempt to expand grain-farming in the west of Canada without expanding other things with it and co-ordinating it with the outside — this means bankruptcy. The shadow of it falls in front of us now as we walk forward.

 

So, then, our companies set to work and bring with them into the area of their operations the landless, jobless man: and his family, if he has one. An immigration policy, to be sound, must be based on the family, not on the detached worker. The man thus brought works for wages. At the start he owns nothing — neither house, nor land nor capital. How can he? He begins from nothing. The immigrant must not only work for wages, but he must work for what seems low wages. His initial wages must take into account the fact that the company has transported him free of cost and has supplied him with shelter, perhaps with clothes — in fact, has given him a start. He begins in debt. This is deducted from his wages, so that he works for an initial period for what is lower in money than a current union wage, but more than equal to it if we add, in the transport for himself and his family, the temporary maintenance and the guarantee of work. On this basis the company can make money out of his work and pay dividends to the investor. Such a proposal, to those who know history, looks at first sight like the “indentured labour” of the Virginia colonial days, of the transported criminals of Botany Bay and the Chinese labour of the Transvaal. But there is no real analogy. One case represents coercion and exploitation; the other assistance. The man under a contract is only working, as most of us work, with a definite job to do and no immediate legal right to quit it. If the company immigrant “quits” his job, let him go. There need be no recourse against him in the criminal law except to forbid him in the future from making a valid contract for wages or for collecting debts. Also let him for the future starve if he wants to; he has lost his social right of participation.

But there is no need to confuse a scheme of migration with a wilderness of regulations and pains and penalties. Social organization should start with the honest man. Let the other sink.

Nor need the position of any immigrant labourer’s lot long remain an inferior one. As soon as his initial debit is cleared his wages will be ample; there is no reason why he should not receive a free grant of land, if he wants it, when he has saved the means to work it. Nor is there any reason why the company should not give him, even from the start, a payment in its common stock, small but accumulating, that will turn him from a hireling into a partner. This is done already in a number of Canadian and American companies. Such a feature could easily be taken over and incorporated in the plan of a concession company.

 

Some of the companies thus incorporated to bring out emigrants, absorb the unemployed of the Dominions in return for privileges and monopolies, may fail. Indeed, it is inevitable that some would fail. Even with best of legislation and supervision the objects pursued, though honest, may be entirely chimerical. Some of the companies may be so foolishly advised and so insanely conducted as to lose every cent that is put into them. But even here the loss is not complete. John Stuart Mill would have said so. But many economists of to-day would doubt it. At least the operations of the company would shift the money from the investors to the employees. The money would have been “spent” without a productive return. Mill thought this waste and said so. Mill thought, and all the economists of his time at least tried to think, that a mere demand for labour — money spent on labour — was useless unless the labour made something useful. According to Mill, the spendthrift who called for champagne and cigars and then consumed them was of no benefit to society. He merely turned labour into smoke and bubbles. According to Mill, the heavy snowstorm that “makes work” for 10,000 men in a Canadian city was a dead loss to society, not a benefit. According to Mill, the hailstorm that breaks all the glass in a rich man’s conservatory, and thus sets a band of glaziers busily to work, is a mere example of destruction which has to be made good. The glaziers never accepted this theory. Indeed, popular prejudice, as opposed to text-book economics, always favoured anything that “made work” and stimulated trade.

Popular prejudice was right. Mill’s theory would be correct in a world in which there was no unemployment and in which demand and supply, production and consumption were held in a beautifully balanced equipoise. In a real world there is another element to be considered, what one might call “economic impetus”. By this we mean the value of “starting something”. A pebble rolling down a slope may hit and start a big stone, that rolls and launches a rock and sets in movement an avalanche. Punching through a dike a hole an inch in diameter may start a torrent of water moving that will flood a valley. One feeble joke at a dull dinner may unloose a flood of merriment. So, too, in the economic world. All industry hangs together. Where one stumbles, it affects the next, and presently all fall. Where one quickens the others start to life. The consumer of one is the producer of the other. The spendthrift smoking his cigar sets to work the unemployed cigar-maker, who starts into activity the unemployed baker, who rouses the miller, who wakes up the farmer, who starts the agricultural-instrument maker, who pays the dividends that go to the spendthrift, who buys the cigars that start the cigar-maker and so on. The House-that-Jack-Built, in point of continuous concatenation of consequences, is nothing to the economic world of to-day. When the economic theory of impetus is fully analysed and fully written out it may be found to contain in it the missing elements needed for the solution of the economic paradox.

 

Here then is a general plan for imperial concession companies, great or small, working with investor’s capital, gathered anywhere and everywhere, supplying work, moving workers, exploiting resources — in a word, “starting something”.

They can begin on a big scale or a little, by the action of one government, or two together, or all together.

Many people instinctively hate the idea of companies with concessions of privilege and monopoly. It seems like trading away the “people’s rights” to the gifts of nature. It is. And when the people in question are mostly two or three thousand miles away from their rights, haven’t used their rights for a hundred years, have no work and no chance of any, the best thing that one can do with their rights is to trade them. At any rate, all the concessions given can be terminable. They can revert to the State at a valuation after fifty years or a hundred years — some day.

So much for the work to be done and the general method of doing it. Let us turn to the investor and consider his run for his money. In a sporting race like the British, that is all he asks, a “run for his money”. Will he get it?


CHAPTER III. THE INTEGRATION OF CREDIT, CURRENCY, AND CAPITAL

[image: img113.jpg]

IN THE MATTER of credit, currency and capital, as in all else, the situation of the British Empire presents a bewildering disintegration. As in all else, if the difficulties can be surmounted, the integration of these elements would give stimulus, strength and stability. The British Empire, as such, has no public debt and makes no use of its public credit. In the Empire there is not one public debt, but thirty-seven. There is the debt of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, amounting to about £7,631,000,000; the public debt of India £743,250,000; a public debt for each of the Dominions — Canada, Newfoundland, Australia, New Zealand, South Africa and the Irish Free State: for the near-dominion, Southern Rhodesia; for the representative colonies, the Bahamas, Barbados, Bermudas, etc.; and for a long list of minor colonies and dependencies such as is furnished in the Statesman’s Year Book or any similar compilation. The grand total runs to £9,955,205,000.
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Borneo, Brunei, and Sarawak
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Ceylon
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Hong-Kong
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Africa:


	
 





	
 


	
Kenya Colony and Protectorate


	
10,000,000





	
 


	
Uganda Protectorate


	
1,108,000
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For the present purpose it does not matter whether the compilation in the table is absolutely and exactly up to date. It is the principle of the thing which is under discussion. What I want to show is that there is here an absolutely unused asset, of vast money value — namely, the collective credit of the British Empire. The present debts of Great Britain and the Dominions are separate debts. We in Canada are not liable for the payment of the debt of the United Kingdom, and the United Kingdom is not responsible for the payment of our Canadian debt nor of the Australian. Credit in the Empire has been carefully cut up into bits like everything else. At the present time the public debt of the United States stands (1929) at about $16,500,000,000. The credit of the United States to-day is higher than that of any other country. This does not necessarily arise from the fact that the United States is richer — when wealth is computed in available monetary value — than any other country. It means that in the judgment of those who have funds to lend the United States is more likely to repay its debts and fulfil its obligations than any other country.

The relative credit of the United States and the United Kingdom and other countries can easily be compared. It is only necessary to know what rate per cent is payable as interest on their securities and how much investors are willing to pay to get them. In the spring of 1930 United States taxable securities are sold at a rate that will bring to the purchaser an income of four per cent, or less, on his investment. Other Governments can only get money at higher rates than this. The arithmetic of the matter is complicated by the varying termination dates of the loans; but the general comparison of present values would show that the United Kingdom and Canada have to pay five per cent at their present credit, Australia nearly five and a half, and all other British Dominions at rates above five per cent.

The details of the case and the temporary fluctuations from day to day are of no import to the present discussion. The broad general conclusion emerges that the United States can borrow money at a rate about one per cent lower than can the United Kingdom or any constituent of the British Empire. But if all the public debts of the United Kingdom and of the Dominions were pooled into a single Empire debt, with all the financial power and tax resources and national wealth and assets of the Empire behind it, the situation would look very different. Without a doubt the credit of such an amalgamation would stand higher than the credit of each and any of its components. Two and two, as often happens, would make more than four.

In practice it would not be possible to pool the entire debt. There would be too much squabbling over the process. But it would be possible — it would be very easy — to create a guaranteed Empire debt to consist of a part — one could easily say, one-half — of the debts of the United Kingdom and the Dominions. India could be left out. Its place in the Empire is too problematical. Any constituent commonwealth which wanted to might stay out. The Irish Free State probably would do so. As yet the modest efforts of the Free State in five years had only raised a debt by March 1927 of £17,000,000 or about £5 14s. per capita. The Canadians have a Dominion net debt of about $280 per capita which the Irish might not be willing to share. But if they did refuse it would only be by misunderstanding the nature of the operation proposed. This is not really a question of sharing another person’s debt, but sharing along with other persons the alleviation of part of a debt, without any cost whatsoever. It is, in other words, a piece of financial magic in which something is got out of nothing.

Let me show by an illustration what would happen. When the Canadian Confederation was formed the British Government felt itself interested in effecting the union of the provinces as a matter of Imperial defence. It therefore undertook, as an inducement towards confederation, to guarantee the interest on a loan raised to build a railway to connect (Central) Canada with the sea — the Intercolonial Railway. On the strength of this guarantee the Dominion of Canada borrowed £3,000,000 at three per cent, whereas its other and ordinary borrowings of the period were at the rate of over six. The guarantee never cost the British Government anything more than words and ink. To consolidate the Empire debt, or part or half of it, it would not be necessary to alter in any way the present mechanism of paying interest. All that would be needed would be for the United Kingdom to guarantee, say, $1,500,000,000 of the public debt of Canada, and Canada to guarantee a similar proportion of the British debt. It would be a mutual guarantee of each for all and of all for each. The current burden of interest would fall just in the same proportion as now, but in each case it would be lighter. The conversion could not be forced. But each Government could take advantage of the termination of each loan as it fell in to pay it off with money borrowed at a lower rate. A lifting of general Empire credit by even one-half of one per cent would affect a colossal saving on the total — indeed, about $300,000,000 a year.

It would be wiser to issue Empire-guaranteed loans in a distinctive and recognizable form, with a special kind of scrip and a special terminology. Forms count, and the visual symbol of a thing is often needed for its appreciation. But the general plan of what to do is among the simplest, the most immediate and the most certain of the means of Imperial integration.

 

A still further strengthening and consolidation of Empire credit could be brought about by amalgamating into a guaranteed issue all the redeemable Government paper money of the United Kingdom and the Dominions. At the present time each of these constituent parts of the Empire, apart from bank-notes, issues paper money which, in theory at any rate, is redeemable in gold coin. In the case of Canada the redemption has shown itself recently (1929) to be theoretical rather than actual. The fall of the Canadian currency to a discount of two per cent as compared with United States currency was a serious blow to the credit and the investment market of the Dominion. It is as difficult as it is needless to say just how this depreciation could have happened in a country as soundly based and as solvent as Canada, in which the Treasury could easily buy, borrow, or mint enough gold to answer any fluctuation of the exchanges. In this as in other countries there is, of course, a standing temptation to inflation of this sort. The rising value of the United States dollar when bought with Canadian funds tends to check purchases of American goods and tends to favour the Canadian manufacturer. But any advantage of this sort is transitory and illusive. Any possible gain is offset a hundred times by the harm done to national credit, which checks investment at the source. The worst thing that can happen financially to Canada is that it should compare with the United States as a country of ramshackle finance beside a country of absolute integrity where a promise to pay means payment. Those who look back and remember the discredit cast on all American investment and enterprise by the threatening shadow of depreciated silver currency in the ‘nineties, and then contrast the situation with the solidity of American monetary structure of to-day, will need no further lesson in the point.

The maintenance of the gold standard is absolutely vital to financial stability. Economists dream in vain of a system of regulated currency without gold, under which an impossibly sagacious board of men, inconceivably above private interest, control the rise and fall of credit and prices as one turns on a tap or tunes a piano. Such a system, if it ever came into operation, would supply new and glorious opportunities for fraud beside which anything now in Wall Street would look like a Sunday school. The only basis for value is in fact, and a gold coin with a mint behind it is a fact. The return from the delirium of war inflation to the sanity of gold redemption was as necessary as it was bitter.

Nor would there be any better way of enduring the gold standard in the Empire than to consolidate by a general guarantee of redemption the paper-money issues of the Empire Governments. As beside the guarantee of the debt, this would only be a minor operation. The very solidity of the guarantee would prevent a rush anywhere for redemption of notes in gold. New issues would have to be accepted for each constituent of the Empire by all the others on terms agreed. But that would only serve to make the issues all the sounder.

 

There can be no doubt that the unity of Empire finance and trade would be greatly assisted if it were possible to go further than this and to establish a uniform system of money and measures. It is, of course, true that as long as each constituent of the Empire maintains in law and practice an accepted gold standard, the particular units of the coinage make no difference to the mechanism of the exchanges. This is true all the world over. British gold sovereigns, American gold dollars, along with gold francs of the present, gold roubles of the past and ingots of new gold from the mines, all form a universal currency. Hence in a purely theoretical way it might be said not to matter if England and Australia count in sovereigns and Canada and Singapore count in dollars. But in practice it matters a whole lot. The common mass of people are actuated by ideas and appearances as well as by realities. The aspect of a single gold coinage, stamped indifferently at Ottawa or London or Melbourne or Pretoria, everywhere the same, everywhere legal tender and everywhere the basis of public credit, would be most impressive for the stability of the Empire. It would serve every day as an outward and visible symbol of the tremendous latent wealth upon which such a monetary system is based.

Unification of the coinage and currency of the Empire would mean that either dollars and cents or else pounds, shillings and pence have got to be abandoned. There is no question which of these two currencies ought to be thrown overboard. It is true that pounds, shillings and pence are overwhelmingly the currency of the British Empire. The dollar is used only in Canada, Newfoundland, the Straits Settlements, Hong-Kong, and in a secondary way in the West Indies. But there is no comparison between the two currencies in point of commercial convenience and common sense. Counting in pounds, shillings and pence is as out of date and as inadequate as Japanese picture writing and the Turkish current script. The Japanese, we are told, realize the defect of their system and will shortly change it. In Turkey, Mustapha Kernel Pasha has already burnt his books behind him and set a whole generation of little Turks fumbling and mumbling their way into phonetics. It is time that England imitated such a forceful outlook, and such willingness to make a present sacrifice for a final gain.

Pounds, shillings and pence were right enough before the Hindoos and the Arabs brought the decimal system of place numbers into Europe. Till then, people only counted in a clumsy way, with fingers, with little sticks, with tallies, or with an abacus, and multiplication was beyond the common man. The Arabic notation was familiar to European scholars as early as the year 1400, but in England, until well into Tudor times, the accounts of manors and parishes and even of monasteries and colleges were kept in Roman figures. Even when the decimal system of counting was introduced, the money of England remained in its primitive multiples of the dozen and the score. The Spaniards, on the other hand, fitted their money to the new arithmetic and from them the thaler and the centavo — the dollar and the cent — went round the world. Spain gave the system to the new world where it appears in decimal currencies of the United States and all of Latin America. The French Revolution gave it to France, from which it spread later to the Latin Union of Belgium, Italy and Switzerland (1865), to Germany under the Empire, 1875, to Austria and Hungary in 1870, Japan in 1871 and Russia in 1897. England alone goes on counting on its fingers and scratching its head when it vainly tries to multiply a penny halfpenny by five and a half per cent.

Most people in England seem to be unaware of the clumsiness of their money. Visitors from the United States and Canada watch their money calculations with an admiring despair. How do they do it? If a person lays down a sovereign at a railway station and asks for two adult tickets and one half-ticket at £1 3s. 2d. per ticket, how is it possible that the booking-clerk can hand back with lightning rapidity whatever he does hand back. Perhaps they just guess it. But there is no doubt that even with the utmost development of skill in counting there are lots of operations very simple to us in America and very useful in business which cannot be done in England. A Canadian departmental store can mark down a whole counter full, or a whole store full of goods, with the simple sign “20 per cent reduction”. The humblest of its customers can calculate the new price from the old ticket. A Canadian tax authority can put on a two per cent or five per cent sales tax above a current price. Imagine in England trying to calculate a five per cent tax on a pair of pyjamas costing 17s. 7½d. and bought at a January reduction sale at a twenty per cent discount. English money clogs external trade. On my desk as I write is a beautiful illustrated flower and seed catalogue for 1930 just arrived in Canada from a great English firm and calculated to fascinate the eye of the amateur gardener. Such wonderful Antirrhinum at one and six! Acquilegia at sixpence and Calendula — the hardy annual variety — as low as threepence! One wonders whether those who make up this catalogue with a convenient order list with columns for pounds and shillings and pence realize what a hindrance this stubborn money with its impossible arithmetic is to the 10,000,000 prospective customers in Canada. English money could, of course, be decimalized without turning it into Canadian and American dollars. If a shilling was declared to be tenpence instead of twelve and if ten shillings (the half-sovereign) were given a name and called let us say a Royal, or a George, or something equally loyal and appropriate, the money would run at once into decimals. This would very little disturb existing accounts since sovereigns would only need to be divided by two. On outstanding debts read from the old currency to the new. The maximum loss, however great, would be only twopence on the odd pennies over the last shilling, and even that could be avoided.

But the result would be incomplete. The Empire would still be divided with Canada and Newfoundland set against the other Dominions. Far better incur the full difficulty and get it over and done with and get a decimal currency and Empire coinage and Empire credit all consolidated into a rock of security.

 

There is a further reason for doing so. Everything that helps to increase the credit and stability of the Empire also helps to draw capital from abroad for investment in the Empire. The existence of a gold standard, the certainty of the payment of all interest on all Government debts in a currency that can be redeemed in gold, lends a further inducement to the outside capitalist over and above that offered by the natural opportunities of physical development. If the economic policy of the British Empire is properly directed from now on, British capital will find its natural investment in the Dominions and, in addition to this, large sums of capital will come in from foreign countries. The situation of a century ago will be exactly reversed. At that period the British productive surplus of capital went abroad to develop foreign countries. Now, that of foreign countries can be, and ought to be, turned into the British Empire. This is, of course, overwhelmingly the case with the United States from which a great flow of capital is already moving every year into British Dominions — Canada, Newfoundland, and to a smaller extent elsewhere. But the same thing will presently happen with Germany and with France as soon as the economic restoration of Europe is complete. The opportunities for investment are not only great, but will grow greater with every decade. They will offer also an element of security that is lacking in investment in cruder and more disturbed countries. It is the proper business of British policy to foresee and prepare for this, to decide whether we want the capital and on what conditions we will permit its investment.

American investment in Canada has already gone a long way, and is viewed with alternating enthusiasm and apprehension. Abundant statistics in this matter are available through the investigations of Mr. F. W. Field, Professor Viner, Mr. A. Kirschberg and other economic specialists. The whole movement is very recent. It only began in any serious proportions in the last five years of the nineteenth century (1896-1900), when American investment in Canadian mines, lumber companies, etc., together with the American building and holding of the Canada Southern (part of the Michigan Central) and other railway ownership, brought the total of investment up to some $150,000,000. From the beginning of the century until the War it increased continuously and rapidly. American interest in the pulp and paper industry represented a factor of increasing importance. There was no doubt also that it was greatly stimulated by the existence of the Canadian tariff, without which American investment would have had no need to enter into Canadian industry and manufacture. The pre-War tariff of Canada against the United States represented an ad valorem duty of about thirty-six per cent. The wall was too high to scale, except with slaughter prices and subsidized exports, and the Canadian anti-dumping legislation of 1907 prevented this form of invasion of the market. The existence of the British preference operated also to draw United States concerns into Canada as a basis from which to sell to Great Britain. This investment of capital from the United States assumed in larger and larger proportion the form of establishing branch factories and branch distribution houses inside the Dominion. This contrasts strongly with the investment of British capital which consists overwhelmingly in the purchase of Government securities, municipal loans and the stock of railway and public utility companies. It is the form of investment which prefers safety to adventure, and where the aim is not so much to make money as to keep it without losing it. Till the re-distribution of all social values effected by the Great War, England possessed, more than any other country in the world, an investing class, consisting of people of limited means. The money of these people came to them by descent and they knew more of Latin Iambics than of business. With them was a landed gentry whose only flight of business enterprise was the pursuit of agriculture by proxy. These people, in their other aspects, were the pride and bulwark of England. They wrote its poetry, they preached its sermons and they fought and won its battles. But of business they knew nothing. Beside them, the leaders and magnates of the business world used to be a mere minority, viewed with a mixture of contempt, awe and envy. This investing class of financially ignorant people, anxious only to keep their money and not hoping to increase it, set the peculiar tone to British investment which still shows itself in the location of British capital in Canada. The reports of the last volume of the Canada Year Book show that as computed up to 1927, the total investment of British capital in Canada was $2,192,467,000, of which $1,546,671,000 was placed in Government railway and utility securities and only $645,796,000 in the more “speculative” investment in pulp, paper, mines industries, trade, financial and insurance companies and land. Of the United States total of $3,069,181,000, the speculative investments absorbed $1,518,113,000.

Circumstances naturally favour American investment, especially in the form of branch factories. The people of Central Canada and their neighbours across the lakes are socially much alike. Young men move easily back and forward with no great sense of displacement. Families migrate easily. Till the advent of the prohibition law there was no great and obvious difference of social environment. The training of young men in engineering and in commerce is almost identical. Labour itself is internationally organized, and the methods of business, the forms of laws, and the mechanism and the processes of manufacture practically the same.

This influx of American capital, if we so will it, is only beginning. The proximate development of the north-west of Canada can absorb for years to come all the capital available both in Great Britain and in the United States. In the case of Great Britain our course is obvious. We want the British people’s money and we want it all, and themselves with it. What about the Americans?

The fear is constantly expressed that American capital means American control; that the American “penetration” of Canada industrially means American penetration politically; that ultimately the result might be the absorption of Canada into the Republic. From all of this I disagree entirely. Canada is not Nicaragua. There is in this country a sufficient urge and power to keep outside dominance at arm’s length. When Americans’ money builds in Canada a huge power plant, or a paper mill, what has really happened? A physical change, a physical improvement that has taken place in Canada; a new productive resource, as new equipment has been made on Canadian soil. And in the United States, what change? Nothing. Only “ownership” for which each year they get a bundle of paper sent to them. If their engineers and workmen come into Canada they, or at least their children, turn into Canadians. There is no fear of such a flood of Americans entering this country as to stampede it away to the United States, carrying with it all the British and Canadian subjects of King George. Nicaragua is a little country in the jungle. An American banker can put it in his pocket and so away with it. The republic of Colombia was crooked and rapacious, and so President Roosevelt took away Panama and the Canal zone. Haiti was quarrelsome and murderous, and so American marines and bankers had to land to keep order. The rightness and wrongness of all these things does not concern us here. They belong under the topic, nobly called the White Man’s Burden, and the British people — or at least the ones in Great Britain — bear it just as nobly as the Americans do. But Canada is never destined to be a White Man’s Burden to the United States. There is no fear of the Americans who come up to Canada absorbing anything, except as under the liquor control acts of the province. On the contrary, they easily, willingly and cheerfully get absorbed themselves.


CHAPTER IV. THE INTELLECTUAL UNITY OF THE EMPIRE
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THERE IS ANOTHER aspect of the British Empire and the British people not yet treated, except incidentally, in this book. All that has gone before has been mainly a material discussion of material things — wealth, land, trade and settlement. These things are the first basis of human happiness and progress. But they are not the whole of it. There remains the realm of the mind — the sphere of art and letters, of education, thought, and culture. Which sphere is the more important it is not necessary to discuss. A full dinner pail may be better than an essay on philosophy or it may not; but it is at any rate necessary to give some consideration to the aspect of intellectual life in relation to the unity of the Empire. We must consider whether any positive and co-operative action can be taken to increase the unity of thought, the unity of culture, of arts and letters among the British peoples.

 

Here again, as in so much else, the United States and the British Empire offer a great and increasing contrast. In the States education and intellectual life are standardized and uniform to the last degree. In the British Empire, as a whole, there is but little intellectual unity and almost no standardization. Only in Canada, owing to the proximity of the United States, does the idea of uniformity and standardization in education make much progress, and even there it encounters a good deal of opposition. The present question, therefore, is whether the integration and unity of the British Empire necessitates on our part an attempt to render our education uniform, and to standardize the work of our schools and colleges into adjustable parts, so that a graduate from Cape Town can fill a position as a teacher in Saskatoon and an engineer from Sheffield build a bridge in Alberta. Over and above the mere technique and programme of education, to what extent should we try to harmonize and standardize our culture?

In the United States standardization has gone to terrific lengths with an extraordinary effect on the unity and consolidation of the country. The process indicated was taken over into education from large-scale industry where standardization has proved a leading factor in mass production. As has already been said in an earlier part of this book, the system of standardization achieves a marvellous accuracy in machine production. All parts and sections of things manufactured are cut so exactly alike that any one fits in anywhere as an adjustable part. The machines which grind axles and similar steel parts make them true to the one-ten-thousandth of an inch. An American micrometer will measure an error ten times as small as that, the one-hundredth-thousandth part of an inch! All this means that “parts” can be manufactured on a vast scale, each one without any reference to the machine into which it will be adjusted. Each one is the same as every other one — one would almost say like “peas in a pod” — except that nature’s clumsy handiwork cannot compare with American machine production. Everyone knows how standardization has reached its acme in the production of the motor-car. All the world has read of the Ford car, beginning as a poor inchoate skeleton moving along a little track, to receive in turn its body, its engine, its hood, its bolts, its nuts, its glass, its paint, its varnish, at the hands of standardized workmen, who roll along with it, till at the end it passes into life, a finished car, as utterly without individuality of its own as some of the men who make it. There can be no doubt as to the physical and commercial effectiveness of standardization as applied to industry and commerce. It is doubtful, more than doubtful, whether its results are so happy when applied to culture, art and education. It is a wonderful thing so to train the consumer that he wants only the standardized interchangeable article. This cuts down the need for varieties, makes every stock of articles good everywhere and simplifies and cheapens production. It is, no doubt, an excellent thing that now, as said in an earlier chapter, there are in the United States only five kinds of paving-bricks instead of the sixty that there used to be; that instead of the seven hundred patterns of hotel china that existed a few years ago there are now only one hundred and sixty; that the sixty-seven kinds of hospital beds have been reduced to four, and the varieties of milk-bottle tops cut down to one. But is it quite so happy that the varieties of Sunday newspapers in the United States have been cut to a single type; that the editorials, the feature articles, the comic strips and the sob-stuff are all faithfully reproduced in adjustable parts from Maine to California? The Sunday Press of the United States that consumes a forest every week to make its paper, that is carried in car-load lots through the United States and to which is devoted all the brains and all the technical art that can be bought for money, is a merely huge mass of standardized material, possessing a bewildering bulk but always and everywhere the same. The trouble is that it cannot exist on mass production unless it can train consumers in millions to look at the same thing, laugh at the same thing, cry at the same thing. It is compelled to give the public what it wants. Real literary progress and eminence is found in giving the public what it does not want.

So, too, with American education. From their earliest colonial days the American people have realized the value of the school and college. They made great sacrifices even in the hardest days of their first settlement, to get schools and teachers for their children. The “school teacher” and the “school marm” of New England are among the honoured characters of American history. The result is seen in a people who from the very first were literate, whose book knowledge could join with their native ingenuity in making machines, whose “spelling book” and whose ability to “cypher” enabled them to subdue nature with the power of mechanical knowledge. Two centuries and a half passed by, and then the Spirit of Machinery in its turn came to give its reward to the people who had made it. It offered to apply to the whole of their education the wonderful process of mass production, adjustable parts and standardized products which had made the industrial fortune of the nation. The American people are accepting the gift, rapidly and eagerly, spreading abroad standardized education and culture from East to West, from North to South, till the schools and the colleges like the Sunday papers are all turning into one vast uniformity. All this is only a theory of the immediate present, with its results still in the future.

 

In the history of modern education there was for long centuries no uniformity standard nor rule at all. Oxford from its beginnings under Henry III for 300 years never held any written examinations. Shakespeare and Milton, Isaac Newton and Adam Smith were all educated in different ways. Westminster school was not at all like Eton School, and no one wanted it to be. There were no technical qualifications for entry into anything except for the law and for medicines; for the law by eating so many dinners, for medicine by walking a hospital. Entry to the army was by being born of the right parents. There were no standardized matriculations, credits, units, courses, half-courses, semesters, equivalents, protantos and prerequisites. As for the poor, education was not for them, except to lead them out of danger into a monastery.

In point of uniformity, education in England was a mere welter till at least the middle of the nineteenth century, with no “public schools”, in the North American sense, till the year 1870. In America, education was far more uniform from the first because it had to rely upon legislation. But it was, until the present generation, far more diversified and varied than it is now. Indeed until very recently education everywhere, and in England more than in America, was in need of system, of organization, of standards. The danger is that we may now run to the other extreme.

The standardization of education is a thing of our immediate time, a present problem with no past parallel, a small cloud of danger which may later on obscure the sky. On this continent, at least, we are so anxious to make the entry into all professions a matter of provable merit that we are trying to cut and dry every performance, to indicate exactly the content of each branch and part of knowledge, to leave nothing to the individual spontaneity of the teacher and the pupil, with the result that a huge educational machine is being created from Maine to California and from Halifax to Vancouver in which every teacher is going to be like every other teacher and every text-book the same as every other text-book.

As I see it, this very similarity and uniformity defeats its own end. There is not enough room left for individual variety, individual genius. People of exception to mark the path of the nation are at least as necessary as the mass who trample it smooth. In education spontaneous effort is best brought out by the cultivating of differences not of similarities. One good text-book is not as good as two bad ones. One queer teacher — something of a crank and eccentric — may be of more cultural value than a whole boxful as alike as ninepins. As life becomes more uniform in America, personality, individuality, tends to disappear. America gains, of course, enormously in immediate power from the similarity of its people. There are no revolutions in Boston, no monarchist plots in Idaho. The foreign culture of New Orleans has passed away along with the polygamy of Utah. The South has been northernized and the West has been easternized. Everywhere there are the same schools, colleges, churches, the rotary clubs, and the Y.M.C.A., all constituting the most wonderful political and social unity ever witnessed. In the British Empire there is nothing to compare with it. There is less uniformity in the people as between two neighbouring counties in England than as between Maine and California.

But such cultural results can only be attained at a certain price and risk. Even in industry there is always the lurking fear that standardization may mean stagnation. An industry equipped at vast expense with plant and machinery for one special piece of production in which it creates an unrivalled order and cheapness, cannot well change. China, no doubt, became standardized, in its own humble way, thousands of years ago, and inventive genius languished and died. America not yet. We are told that Mr. Henry Ford relinquished a hundred million dollars in order to change the popular model of the Ford car — a titanic effort against the creeping paralysis of standardization. But the inherent tendency of mass-production to run into a fixed mould and solidity is ever there. It is the ghost behind the scene at the industrial banquet.

 

In the British Empire we are, industrially and culturally, only at the beginning of standardization. In industry, especially in England itself, we need it. There is no doubt, even to outsiders without business experience and technical knowledge, that the industrial plant of England needs to be overhauled and reorganized from top to bottom. It is probable, also, that at present there is not enough uniformity, or rather not enough unity and contact among the varied educational systems of the Empire. There are in existence bodies such as the British Association in which all the Empire shares. There is a conspicuous element of exception in the existence of the Rhodes scholars, past and present, who form, link by link, a sort of intellectual chain of Imperial contact. Medicine and science are more or less assimilated throughout the Empire, but mainly for the reason that they are everywhere international. But in the cultivation of the liberal arts, the education of the arts colleges shows very little contact, very little knowledge of one part of the Empire with another, very little of the mutual support which it ought to be possible to extend. It would not be possible in this book without departing from its proper sphere to attempt to enter the field indicated and to discuss the co-ordination of education throughout the Empire. But there are certain aspects of culture, of literature and art which lie in close connection with economic life, and in which intellectual life and material welfare act and react upon one another. I am thinking here of the field presented by books, songs, dramas, broadcasts and moving pictures. To what extent shall we try to control these things in the interests of Imperial unity? I am aware that the whole British tradition is in favour of entire freedom in the world of arts and literature, and I am well aware that the republic of letters is a nobler ideal than the stimulation by a forced draught of the ardour of national authorship.

The whole British tradition is in favour of letting people read what they want to read, see what they want to see and hear what they want to hear. If they want to read Norwegian drama and laugh at American humour, let there be no “tax on enlightenment” to stop them from doing so. This is a noble doctrine, a fundamental idea of the British people and, for generations, a bed-rock basis of British public policy. There was no attempt to prohibit or penalize in England the works of Robert Burns or Walter Scott, or to keep Shakespeare out of Scotland. The attitude contrasts with that of many well-meaning people — in Canada, let us say — who look on Canadian authorship as a thing to be encouraged like Canadian cheese and Canadian apples. To them a Peterborough poet is welcomed in the same way as a Peterborough ham, and the consumption of American fiction deplored like the consumption of American pickles.

With such an attitude as this I have no sympathy, except as with the misguided idea of patriotism which lies behind it. But in regard to a large part of the field of literary and cultural output newer circumstances have arisen to overwhelm and alter the earlier doctrine of absolute freedom of exchange and absolute freedom of intercourse. The production of magazines and books, dramas and moving pictures has now become a series of large-scale industries, which are no longer mere matters of art but also large matters of business. In one at least of these things — the moving picture — the commercial and economic aspect utterly and absolutely overwhelms its artistic aspect. A poet writes a poem all by himself. He doesn’t even need a pen and ink. If too poor to buy a pen and ink he can sing or recite his poem to any sympathetic ear. No more than that is needed for art. Even if he writes it or prints it, that is but a simple matter for a few copies, and if the virtue is there it will circulate for its own sake, in wider and wider circles, and if the virtue is not there the voice of the singer falls unheard and the paper is lost in the rubbish heap.

But the moving picture. No single Shakespeare can create one. There must be a vast apparatus and contraption of cameras, of cardboard towns, of supers and scenery, and reaching out from the chains of theatres and tons of advertizing — millions upon millions of dollars of invested capital. Against all this, the individual is lost and hopeless. The doctrine of the freedom of the republic of letters when applied to the free importation and exhibition of foreign moving pictures absolutely breaks down.

 

The Americans appreciated and seized and exploited the moving picture earlier and better than any other people. They deserve all the credit that accrues from that. A practical result of this is that now all the world looks at American moving pictures. In England and in the Empire we look at very few others. If we found that all over the Empire we read exclusively American poetry and thought our own to be poor stuff beside it, there would be nothing to do about it except to pray for new brains or emigrate to the United States. But is this so, in regard to moving pictures? Is there nothing that we can do, or ought to do about it?

 

The motion picture came into the commercial world under the name of the vitascope in 1896. It showed 1,000 feet of pictures so measured to correspond in time with the “turn” of a vaudeville artist. It showed pictures of moving things — a marvellous novelty; pictures of a moving train, pictures of horses jumping. It made a vast sensation. Then the novelty wore out, and the flickering black and white pictures lost their attraction. People couldn’t sit for ever and watch a photographic train running or see a photographic cow milked in a black and white barnyard. Reality was better. At that stage imagination came to the aid of mechanical invention. A picture was made up (1903) called The Life of an American Fireman. Here were seen firemen sliding down a pole, leaping into a wagon, roaring at full speed (13 miles an hour) through the street. A house is seen burning. A woman and child appear at the window. A printed “legend” tells the audience that these are the chief fireman’s wife and child. A man going up a ladder, the chief fireman! A man carrying down a woman and child! Chief fireman eating supper with his rescued family. And with this the “photoplay” came into the world, with an incalculable effect on the character, happiness and destiny of mankind.

 

There is no need to recount the story of the success of the moving picture. All the world knows how it grew from the crude beginnings as the American Fireman and the Great Train Robbery to the vast Hollywood panoramas of to-day. The point before us at present is that the Americans grasped its full commercial significance and made it their own. The motive was overwhelmingly that of business — how to make money — not art, not patriotism. The motion picture for all its millionaire paraphernalia is the lowest of the arts. It is saturated, permeated, penetrated by the business motive. It is there for money. That is why the industry deserves to be treated not as an art but as a commercial enterprise. I do not mean that the motive force is altogether commercial. The urge of art comes in. Making up a scenario is creative. “Producing” it is creative. The longing of the country girl to be a great screen artist has in it something of the quality of the child who wants to be a painter — that and sheer vanity. But in the motion picture business the true art side is overwhelmed, as I say, by the other factors. The picture is there first, last and foremost to make money. It must avoid anything and everything that doesn’t pay. “Art for art’s sake” has no meaning when a “production” costs a million dollars.

 

The Americans, I repeat, have the credit of having first truly appreciated the possibilities of the moving picture. It had to make its way against the prejudice of the educational classes. It had to appeal to the crowd, to the common people, to the young. Its price was ten cents. At that it needed an audience of many millions. It must suit itself to their taste and level itself to their understanding. Hence at the beginning people who had had a classical and literary education failed to sympathize with the moving picture. Its poor black and white simplicity, its crude pathos, its elementary heroics appealed to the newsboy rather than to the professor. In the long run the newsboy was right and the professor was wrong. People of “classical education” in every age are apt to be impervious to newer forms of art and letters. The mould of their minds is set. In England, at least until yesterday, what is called educated taste in art and letters ruled more than in America where the word “highbrow” sweeps it jeeringly aside. In England the best known magazines, newspapers and reviews are written for educated people only. In America, overwhelmingly and with but few conspicuous exceptions, newspapers and magazines are written for the man on the street. Hence the moving picture found its proper psychological environment for its growth in America and made the United States its home. With each stage of growth it grew further on what it fed on, and fed more and more as it grew. Hence its position became more and more entrenched. Advantages of climate and such were only incidental. Nature has made fifty Hollywoods where commerce selected only one. The real advantage was in the psychological setting — the American mind free from the artistic prejudice of old-world culture; the American mechanical ingenuity to create “fade outs” and “cut backs” and make a ten-story building with one story of it real and the rest in tiny cardboard; and, above all, in the vast American industrial class with its high wages and easy standard of living, and ten cents to spend in tens of millions.

 

So the moving picture is there. Statistics made up a year or so ago, give some idea of its colossal size and the strength of its entrenched position. An average feature picture costs from $200,000 to $300,000. Larger scale productions run up to $2,000,000. Four years ago the investment in the business was estimated at $1,500,000,000 and it increases yearly. One great company alone produces 900,000,000 feet of film a year. About 800,000,000 feet of film is exported every year. There are 50,000 moving picture houses in the world, in the United States 20,000, in Germany 4,000, in France 3,000, in Great Britain 3,500. The great bulk of the supply to these picture theatres is American. The American pictures, carrying with them the American message, American ideas, American goods, American advertising, go all over the world. The Far East took 4,000,000 feet of Americanism in 1913 and absorbed 54,000,000 feet in 1925. In the artistic sense there is no real competitor except Germany; and in the whole matter, as art, as production, as commerce, as influence, England and the English are nowhere.

The only thing more surprising than this is the feeble complacency of the English in accepting it. Such legislation as there is, like the duty on American films, is without real effect; the fraction per cent law merely induces the American owners of English picture houses to put on a fraction per cent of inferior English stuff beside which the American shines with a bright light.

 

The effect commercially is incalculable. Not only is the industry in itself a huge national asset, but it serves as a huge advertising medium for national goods. To use the true American phrase, it helps to “sell” the United States. Britishers, Australians, Canadians, Polynesians and Turks sit at the picture and admire the smoothly gliding American car, the magnificence of American metropolitan hotels and the luxury of American transport. Beside all this “home” seems but a poor place. There rises and grows the legend of America — great, powerful and luxurious in a broken and beaten world.

 

In this way, the American moving picture flickering away in the dark silence of 50,000 “palaces” converts the world to its ideas, shows to the world the epic pageant of American history, the history of a land of heroes casting out the tyranny of Europe; shows to the world the Great War won by America; shows how a great people and a great President, vexed to the heart at the conflicts of a benighted Europe, sent out an army and conquered it, and then, returning home, refused all territory and all reward, performing its task at cost and nothing more.

 

In all these there is not meant to be any word of criticism against the United States. If they set their history in a high and patriotic light for their young people they are only doing what every nation has done, and England as much as any. National history without a certain infusion of lies would not be a strong enough stimulant for the young; or if not lies, at least a warm and generous colouring of the truth. I remember that when, as a little boy in England, I first read of the wars between England and France, I was given to understand that the English were always victorious. As soon as they saw the French they gave one wild “hurrah” and swept the French off the field. At sea any French fleet was at once sent to the bottom with one true British broadside. The history books did not explain how it was that such poor nuts as the French were the dominant power in the world for at least a century. In these books, of course, the Prussians had no part in winning Waterloo except a complimentary entrance to shake hands with Wellington after it was over; just as in the American books Cornwallis was conquered by George Washington without the French fleet that held him prisoner.

With all of this kind of thing there is no need to quarrel here. The discussion belongs in the higher atmosphere of world-wide humanism. The Americans, in regard to history, to patriotism, to moving pictures and to the dissemination of their own ideas and their own standards are only doing what we all do, or would like to.

 

The problem here is to discuss what we are going to do about it. The answer to this question, as I understand it, is the entirely Christian precept to do to the Americans what the Americans would do to us. In the past when the United States found that they could not compete with British cotton and woollen goods because of England’s initial advantages and long lead, they shut them out. In the past when the United States found that its makers could not compete with English rails and structural steel and tin plate, they cut them out. In the present when the United States find that their farming class do not want to import Canadian eggs and Canadian cream and Canadian maple sugar, they cut them out.

If any foreign nation had established a moving-picture industry that sent films to the United States, that seized and held the whole market, there is no doubt what they would do or how right they would be in doing it. They would shut it out with whatever duties prohibitions or legislation were necessary to keep it out. Then they would try to build up in their own country a better industry than the one they excluded. That is what they have always done in the past and that is where they have succeeded.

 

Let us suppose then that we exclude from the Empire the American moving picture — not half, not partly, but altogether. Let us suppose that we gave, by joint Empire legislation of the United Kingdom and any participating Dominions, two years’ notice, or three if two is not enough. Without such notice the prohibition would merely create disaster for picture-house owners, employees and scores of others. But with two years’ notice, or three, the industry can reform and recreate itself on British ground. Leaving out British India there are 66,500,000 white people in the Empire with the “picture habit” already acquired with some 60,000,000 more black and yellow people ready to acquire it. The game is worth the candle, even if the candle is the biggest battery of electric arcs that ever hung in Hollywood. Think what an influx of capital and energy would be let loose by such a project! The Empire has not one, but a dozen suitable places, there are cloudless climates and desert sand and forests all grouped together as required; or Arctic snows ready to use if we care to break away from the Hollywood tradition that life all happens in the sunshine. Observe further that under such a plan, with two years’ notice, the actors and the personnel have nothing to lose and much to gain. There would be a regular gold rush into the new British movies. We should get back our lost Charlie Chaplins and our Mary Pickfords. British theatre managers would lose nothing: if the pictures were good enough the same public will be there. The gain to British capital and investment would be enormous. But greatest of all would be the gain to British ideals and ideas now dethroned. And if we failed, we could at any moment resume our present humble and admiring status.


CHAPTER V. WHAT TO DO AND HOW TO DO IT: THE WORK OF AN ECONOMIC CONFERENCE
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INDIVIDUALS CAN ARGUE and discuss. Only Governments can act. The steps that may be taken towards the economic integration of the British Empire must be made by the Governments of its constituent units, the United Kingdom and the Dominions. It is generally understood that an Imperial Conference will be called in the near future, and very probably in the current year. This conference, however, from all indications will be chiefly occupied with purely political discussion. It is rumoured that it may undertake to draw up a constitution for the Empire. Inasmuch as the Empire has done without a constitution since its beginning in Saxon times, over a thousand years ago, this would not seem a pressing matter. But a certain section of public opinion in Great Britain and the Dominions is anxious to obtain a more precise definition of the constitutional relation of the United Kingdom and the Dominions than any which exists at present. This is, in reality, asking a more precise definition of the words of the Delphic Oracle, or a legal decision of the riddle of the Sphinx. These relations cannot be stated in exact terms because there are no exact terms in existence to state them in. Each of the Dominions is under the Crown. Each one controls its own local affairs. Each one controls its diplomatic and foreign affairs. Each one controls its commerce. Each one uses a British law-court as a court of final appeal. But this last only because it wishes to. Each one, also, uses the Rules of the St. Andrews Golf Club, and various Dominions make use of the Marquess of Queensberry’s rules, and the Base Ball rules of the World Series Organization of the United States.

The question whether this means that the Dominions are independent states can only be answered by saying that the Dominions are Dominions and that the Empire is the Empire. Beyond this all is quibble, confusion and logemachy, and the whole discussion futile. As beside the real question of unemployment, poverty, and the apprehension of commercial decline and economic failure, this sustained discussion of academic theory is worse than futile and becomes detrimental to progress. The politics of the Empire and, above all, of England ought to turn at the present time on economic questions. The urgency is too great to permit of the intrusion of minor things or of things that lie within different spheres. It will be a great disaster for England if a national election is allowed to turn, as certain forecasts have it, on the status and ritual of the Church. These still and sacred mysteries are not for the noise of the hustings.

 

For the economic problem what is needed is to call an Economic Conference of delegates from the United Kingdom, the Free State, Canada, Newfoundland, South Africa, Australia and New Zealand. There is no place in this for India. None of the Dominions want to link up their economic life with the good will or bad will, the aspirations, the hatreds and the convulsions of the welter of peoples who live in British India and the Indian States. The inclusion of India and the Crown dependencies and half-dependencies in the Economic Conference, of which I speak, would guarantee its failure. What is wanted is a conference between nation and nation, between white men and white men, a Dominions Economic Conference.

 

The work of an economic conference would meet the initial difficulty that there is nobody in existence which can give it any power to act for the Empire as a whole. We have divided the Empire into parts. No one can act for all. The painful beginning to be made amounts in a sense to undoing the work of the past and trying to create by agreement and compact the single action that is lost.

Each Dominion — calling the United Kingdom one, as it ought to be — can appoint a delegation. When the Conference meets it can then receive resolutions to appoint committees to draw up schemes. These can be drafted on the lines of the Naturalization Act and the Empire Settlement Act to become valid when accepted by one or more parliaments of the Dominions. The Conference can approve the schemes and refer them to the parliaments. It would be better to do first the things that are least contentious in aim and least complicated in operation.

First. — Creation of a Consolidated Empire Debt. Resolved, that a committee be appointed to report a plan for the consolidating and refunding of such parts of the debts of the United Kingdom and the Dominions as may be safely guaranteed for all by each, and for each by all.

Second. — That a committee report on the extent to which it is feasible to reform the currencies and coinage of the parts of the Empire, with special reference to the introduction of the decimal system, uniform coinage and a unified, guaranteed paper currency.

 

These two first items are not really difficult to accomplish. They encounter as their principal element of opposition only the force of accumulated inertia. But they do not involve any national danger, and do not turn on any points a really controversial opinion. What follows is much more difficult.

Third. — That a committee report a proposal of Empire Tariff Revision, following the general principles of the safeguarding of manufacture in each Dominion, an Empire super-tariff against foreign goods over and above the tariff made by each Dominion, and the right of all the Dominions, including the United Kingdom, to make inside this arrangement any further reciprocal bargain with any foreign country which may serve its commercial interest, so that the Empire tariff is not fixed and obligatory at any time, in any part, on any of the component parts of the Empire.

 

Round this matter of the tariff would turn the greatest difficulty of Empire Integration, and it would turn not on what Canada or Australia wants, but on the wishes of Great Britain. With the British market wide open to the foreign world any system of Empire preference is of little account. It may be of use or stimulation to certain trades, and is always a noble and fraternal gesture. When an order in council from Canada in 1913 extended an amicable preference to the Friendly Islands, the joy in the South Seas was purely local.

If the argument in this book is sound, the adoption of a reciprocal integrated tariff system in the Empire is the most immediate and most effective means of economic advance. But it is idle to conceal the fact that such a tariff means a break from the Cobdenite doctrine of free trade. It is a sharp alternative, “yes” or a “no”, a division as clear and absolute as the two sides of a knife edge. Only a vote in Great Britain can settle it. Outside of Great Britain, we other British people can only watch and pray.

 

The greatest prospect of Empire Integration lies, however, outside of the tariff system. Even without tariff revision it could be undertaken, though a reciprocal tariff would afford an enormous initial stimulus. This project is the development of the resources of the outside Dominions by the credit, capital, labour of the United Kingdom. This book has attempted to show the means of operation which might be summarised in a conference motion somewhat as follows:

Fourth. — That a committee be appointed to report a plan of Empire Migration Settlement and Development of Resources, the plan to involve, as its leading features, the investment of private capital from within and without the Empire, the grant of free passages, initial support and work under contract, to British labourers and their families, Government assistance from the Dominions concerned, in the making of surveys, roads, and communication and the creation by Empire Incorporation of privileged companies to undertake the operations of development and settlement on a commercial basis and with a view to a pecuniary return to their shareholders.

 

These are the proposals towards which the argument and effort of all the preceding chapters have been directed. Few people will agree on the details of each separate plan. But many will join in the earnest desire for human welfare in a United British Commonwealth which is the inspiration of this book.

FINIS


Mark Twain
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CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH — MARK TWAIN AS TOM SAWYER — 1835-1857
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THE NAME OF Mark Twain stands for American humour. More than that of any other writer, more than all names together, his name conveys the idea of American humour. For two generations his reputation and his fame have been carried all over the world with this connotation. He has become, as it were, an idea, a sort of abstraction, comparable to John Bull who represents England, or Sherlock Holmes who signifies an inexorable chain of logic.

The name, as all the world knows, is only a pen-name, selected after the conceited fashion of the day and taken from the river-calls of the Mississippi pilots. But its apt and easy sound rapidly obliterated the clumsy name of the writer who wore it. Samuel Langhorne Clemens died to the world, or rather, never lived for it. ‘Mark Twain’ became a household word for millions and came to signify not merely a particular person but an idea. Thus, side by side with Mr. Clemens, who is dead, there grew an imaginary person, Mark Twain, who became a legend and is living still.

 

American humour rose on the horizon of the nineteenth century as one of the undisputed national products of the new republic. Of American literature there was much doubt in Europe; of American honesty, much more; of American manners, more still. But American humour found a place alongside of German philosophy, Italian music, French wine, and British banking. No one denied its peculiar excellence and its distinctive national stamp.

Now Mark Twain did not create American humour nor the peculiar philosophy of life on which it rests. Before him were the Major Dowlings and the Sam Slicks, and in his own day the Petroleum Nasebys and the Orpheus C. Kerrs and others now resting as quietly as they do. But in the retrospect of retreating years nearly all the work of these sinks into insignificant dreariness or into a mere juggle of words, cheap and ephemeral. The name of only one contemporary, Artemus Ward, may be set in a higher light. Yet all that Ward ever wrote in words, as apart from his quaint and pathetic personality, is but a fragment. If Mark Twain did not create American humour, he at least took it over and made something of it. He did for it what Shakespeare did for the English drama, and what Milton did for Hell. He ‘put it on the map.’ He shaped it into a form of thought, a way of looking at things, and hence a mode or kind of literature.

Not that Mark Twain did all this consciously. A deliberate humorist, seeking his effect, is as tiresome as a conscientious clown working by the week. His humour lay in his point of view, his angle of vision and the truth with which he conveyed it. This often enabled people quite suddenly to see things as they are, and not as they had supposed them to be — a process which creates the peculiar sense of personal triumph which we call humour. The savage shout of exultation modified down to our gurgling laugh greets the overthrow of the thing as it was. Mark Twain achieved this effect not by trying to be funny, but by trying to tell the truth. No one really knew what the German Kaiser was like till Mark Twain dined with him. No one really saw the painted works of the old masters till Mark Twain took a look at them. The absurd multiplicity of the saints was never appreciated till Mark Twain counted them by the gross. The futility of making Egyptian mummies was never realized till he measured them by the cord as firewood. People who had tried in vain to rise to the dummy figures and the sentimental unreality of Tennyson’s Idylls of the King got set straight on chivalry and all its works when they read The Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court. ‘The boys went grailing,’ says the Yankee, in reference to the pursuit of the Holy Grail by the Knights of the Round Table. ‘The boys went grailing.’ Why not?

Readers who had tried in vain to feel impressed and reverent over Tennyson’s impossible creations felt an infinite relief in seeing them reduced to this familiar footing. Thus in a score of books and in a thousand of anecdotes and phrases there was conveyed to the world something and somebody which it knew as Mark Twain.

All the rest of the man, the other aspects of his mind and personality, was left out of count. The flaming enthusiasms, the fierce elemental passion against tyranny, against monarchy, against hell, against the God of the Bible — all this was, and is, either unknown or forgotten. It has to be. The composite picture, filled in line by line, would leave a new person to be called Samuel L. Clemens. The ‘Mark Twain’ of the legend would crumble into dust.

In any case, Mark Twain only half-expressed himself. Of the things nearest to his mind he spoke but low or spoke not at all. He would have liked to curse England for the Boer War, to curse America for the Philippine conquest, to curse the Roman Catholic Church for its past, and the Czar of Russia for his present. Instinct told him that had he done so, the Mark Twain legend that had filled the world would pass away. The kindly humorist, with a corn-cob pipe would also be a rebel, an atheist, an anti-clerical.

So it was that Mark Twain’s nearest and dearest thoughts were spoken only in a murmur, and the world laughed, thinking this some new absurdity; or were left unspoken, and the world never knew; or were published after he was dead, when no one could catch him. The kindly conspiracy was played out to the end.

It is better that it should be so. It leaves the legendary Mark Twain and his work and his humour as one of the great things of nineteenth-century America.

American he certainly was. He had the advantage, or disadvantage, of being brought up solely in his own country, remote from its coasts, with no contact with the outside world, in the days when America was still America. He lived, and died, before the motion picture had flickered the whole world with similarity, and before rapid transport had enabled every country to live on the tourists of all the others. His childhood was spent in an isolation from the outside world now beyond all conception. Nor was the isolation much relieved by mental contact. Like Shakespeare and Dickens, young Sam Clemens had little school and no college. He thus acquired that peculiar sharpness of mind which comes from not going to school, and that power of independent thought obtained by not entering college. It was this youthful setting which enabled him to become what he was.

 

Here are some of the essential facts about his early life which need to be mentioned even in a biography.

Samuel Langhorne Clemens was born on the thirtieth of November in 1835 in a frontier settlement which he himself called the ‘almost invisible village of Florida, Monroe County, Missouri.’ His father and mother were people as impoverished and as undistinguished as one could wish. Both came of plain pioneer stock, the father originally from Virginia, the mother from Kentucky. Mark Twain’s father, John Clemens, seems to have been a kindly but shiftless person, succeeding at nothing, but dreaming always of a wonderful future. At intervals in an impoverished youth he had picked up an education and for a time attended a frontier law school. But he turned his hand to store-keeping, to house-building, to anything; and his mind to dreaming. He and his wife Jane went and settled in the mountain wilderness of East Tennessee. The older brothers and sisters of the family, ‘the first crop of children,’ were born there. Then John Clemens, with the restlessness of the frontiersman, moved from one habitat to another, and presently passed on to the new State of Missouri just beginning its existence. But he had meantime managed to raise four hundred dollars and with it to buy a vast tract of land, of about a hundred thousand acres. For the rest of his life the elder Clemens was inspired by visions of his Tennessee land and what it would mean for the future of his descendants. These dreams he passed on to his descendants as their chief legacy.

The Tennessee land contained great forests of yellow pine, beds of oil, deposits of coal and iron and copper, an El Dorado of wealth as we see it now. But in those days the timber was unsaleable for lack of transport, coal was unusable, and petroleum a mere curiosity of the marshes. Yet Clemens managed, with a wrench, to pay his five dollars a year in taxes, and dreamed of wealth to come. After his death the land was muddled away and parted with for next to nothing, till the last ten thousand acres were sold in 1894 for two hundred dollars. But the inspiration of the Tennessee land served as the background of The Gilded Age and helped to fashion the cheery optimism of Colonel Sellers; converted into literature and the drama it earned a fortune.

Side by side with the legend of the Tennessee land and the golden future still to come went another family legend, a very frequent one with impoverished families of unknown origin in America. This was the tradition of noble descent from a collateral branch of a great English family. Mark Twain’s mother, being a Lampton of Kentucky, could be converted by the mere change of a letter into a Lambton of the noble family of the earldom of Durham. The Clemenses, with a similar twist, could descend from or ascend to Geoffrey Clement, the regicide judge of Oliver Cromwell’s day. But there is no need to linger over the Clemenses’ claim to noble birth. It is shared by all of us in North America who can give no exact account of our remote origin. At any rate it served, along with the Tennessee dream, as the basis of the story to be called The American Claimant.

 

The Clemens family left the log village of Florida when little Sam was not yet four years old (1839). But his connection with the locality did not end there. An uncle and aunt and cousins lived on a farm about four miles from Florida, and he spent some part of every year there till he was twelve years old. Many of his most vital impressions and many of his fondest recollections centred around this Missouri farm. Even in old age he could recall ‘the solemn twilight and mystery of the deep woods, the earthy smell, the faint odours of the wild flowers, the sheen of rain-washed foliage, the rattling clatter of drops when the wind shook the trees, the far-off hammering of wood-peckers and the muffled drumming of wood pheasants in the remoteness of the forest.’ Beyond the woods again was ‘the prairie and its loneliness and peace with a vast hawk hanging motionless in the sky.’

From the setting and surrounding of this farm of his uncle was drawn much of Mark Twain’s literary inspiration. Here was ‘Uncle Daniel,’ a middle-aged negro slave, converted later into ‘Nigger Jim’ of Huckleberry Finn. Indeed the whole farm, as Mark Twain himself explains in his autobiography, was adopted into the story; his uncle, John Quarles, becomes ‘Silas Phelps,’ and the farm is moved, uncle, aunt and all, down to Arkansas. ‘It was all of six hundred miles,’ he tells us proudly, ‘but it was no trouble. It was not a very large farm — five hundred acres, perhaps — but I could have done it if it had been twice as large.’

Note how typical of Mark Twain’s humour, on its mechanical side, is this wilful confusion between the form of words and the facts conveyed.

But though the Missouri farm supplied many of his fondest recollections in later life, the real boyhood home of Sam Clemens was the little town of Hannibal on the Missouri side of the Mississippi River. It was a ‘steamboat town,’ half-asleep and half-awake, with slavery drudging in the sunlit streets, and manufacture trying to start into life, and with the great river and the river steamers as its glory.

Here John Clemens settled as a ‘merchant,’ that is, kept store, with a random pursuit of the law. His election (as in Florida) to be a local justice of the peace kept alive his title of ‘judge.’ But the circumstances of the family drifted and oscillated between a respectable competence and poverty, till the untimely death of the judge made poverty an anchorage.

Hannibal was a slave town in a slave state, with the daily sight and use and custom of slavery as a part and parcel of its life accepted and unquestioned. This was before the time when the soil was torn and riven with the Kansas-Nebraska quarrel, and before yet the ground trembled with the approaching conflict. The aspect of slavery was as familiar to that generation as the aspect of slums and pauperism to the generation that followed it. And it passed with as little protest. It was part of life as people knew it, and it drew its sanction, or at least its apology, from the fact that it was there.

It was scarcely possible for an unschooled boy of a Missouri village to surpass in outlook the people among whom he lived. Mark Twain himself has told later in his autobiography, in a chapter written in the middle ‘nineties, how ‘natural’ slavery had seemed fifty years before.

‘In my school days,’ he writes, ‘I had no aversion to slavery. I was not aware that there was anything wrong about it. No one arraigned it in my hearing; the local papers said nothing against it; the local pulpit taught us that God approved it, that it was a holy thing, and that the doubter need only look in the Bible if he wished to settle his mind.’

Yet he never liked slavery, never accepted it. It ran counter to the simple principles of right and wrong, of equality and fairness, on which his mentality was based. Mark Twain always tried to think in elementary terms, to reduce everything to a plain elementary form and to judge it so. By this process much of his humour was formed, and all of his philosophy. He knew nothing of relativity, of things right in one place and wrong in another, righteous in one day and wicked in another. Into such a code slavery could not be made to fit.

Not that Mark Twain ever came out as a champion or a protagonist against slavery. He never came out as a champion or protagonist against anything — or never for long. The mental fatigue of being a champion was contrary to the spirit of his genius. There are in his books none of the fierce diatribes of Charles Dickens against the ‘American institution.’ But he grew to dislike it, and then to hate even the memory of it, and the references to it in his books are all the more scathing from this matter-of-fact realism.

Readers of Huckleberry Finn will recall the passage where Huck is accounting for his turning up at the Arkansas farm.

‘It was the grounding of the steamer,’ he explains to Aunt Sally, ‘that kept us back. We blowed out a cylinder head.’

‘Good gracious, anybody hurt?’

‘No’m. Killed a nigger.’

‘Well, it’s lucky; because sometimes people do get hurt.’

Pages of argument and volumes of history could not say more than this.

 

But the real feature of the life of little Sam Clemens and his playmates and fellow-citizens in Hannibal was the Mississippi River. It flowed past the town in a majestic stream, a mile wide from Missouri to the Illinois shore, coming from the unknown wilderness of the North and moving on to the infinite distance of the Gulf of Mexico. What the sea is to the English children of the Channel coast, the Mississippi was to the children of the river towns of the Middle West.

These were the great days of the river. The railroad was still unknown in the West, the high-road non-existent, the motor-car and the aeroplane mere dreams of the scientist. Transport was all by water, and on the Mississippi and its great tributaries there was developed a system of passenger steamboat navigation, unique in all the world. Mark Twain himself has described in numberless passages in his Life on the Mississippi and in Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn the glories of the Mississippi steamboat.

Till his father died, little Samuel Langhorne Clemens lived in Hannibal somewhere between affluence and poverty, unaware of either. He had his full share of the careless happiness of childhood, and the fine, free adventure of boyhood on the frontier. There was the river, and the islands, the forests beyond, and above all, the great cave under the river bluff below the town. Sam Clemens was Tom Sawyer, and the adventurous fun of his childhood has passed into the world’s literature.

Of education he had but little. Till he was twelve years old he attended school in his native town. He learned to ‘read and write and cipher,’ as the phrase was, with a little elementary geography and history. Beyond that, nothing. High school he never saw; college he never knew. Nearly all that he acquired he picked up for himself. He seems to have carried in himself a native desire for information, in particular for facts and figures, which was perhaps increased and strengthened by the early cessation of his schooling. In the preface to one of his books (Roughing It), he tells us that ‘information stewed out of him naturally like the precious attar of roses from the otter.’ This may or may not have been true. But, at any rate, information all through his life ‘stewed into him.’ He was fond of facts and figures, guide-books and statistics. He liked to calculate how many feet and inches there would be in a ‘light year,’ and such things as that.

There seem, indeed, to be two distinct means by which a man of native genius may succeed in life. The one is by receiving a sound and complete education; the other by not getting any at all. It is likely that if Mark Twain had attended college and learned to rehearse the wisdom of other men and to repeat the standardized judgments of the past, he would have been badly damaged by the process. It is the crowning triumph of his life that Oxford in his old age should have awarded him its honorary degree, doctor of literature. But if he had ever earned and received its B.A., it would probably have knocked all the ‘Mark Twain’ out of him.

 

When John Clemens died, school ended for his son and work began. He had a brother, Orion Clemens, ten years older than himself, who had already taken up the trade of a printer. Sam followed his example, became a printer’s apprentice ‘for his board and clothes,’ and for ten years — from 1847 till 1857 — followed the trade. As far as the record goes, these seem to be the dreariest and least significant years of his life. He worked at first as an apprentice in his home town, then assisted his brother Orion (in 1850), in getting out a sheet called the Hannibal Journal. He even contributed two sketches to the Saturday Evening Post of Philadelphia; they were accepted without pay and never identified. In 1853 he set out to see the world, printing as he saw it; worked on the Evening News in St. Louis; then visited New York and Philadelphia, working in both places; and so after two years back to join his brother in Keokuk (Iowa), printing still.

There is but little surviving intimate account of this youthful period of Mark Twain’s life. A few letters sent to his family from New York and elsewhere have been preserved. They seem to differ in nothing from any other letters written by any young man who had come to New York from the Far West and describes to the home folk such marvels of the Latting Observatory, ‘height about 280 feet,’ and the Croton Aqueduct, ‘which could supply every family in New York with a hundred barrels of water a day.’ Among such touches of rustic wonder one looks in vain for the signs of emerging genius. Yet at least they reflect industrious days of hard work at the printer’s case, and long evenings spent in devouring books from the free printers’ library. Meantime he is saving up money so that he may take his mother for a trip to Kentucky next spring. ‘Tell ma,’ he writes, ‘that my promises are faithfully kept.’ The ‘promises’ referred to a pledge which his mother had imposed, one might say inflicted, on him in the formula, ‘I do solemnly swear that I will not throw a card or drink a drop of liquor while I am gone.’

Thus early in Mark Twain’s life there entered a conflict between his natural ideas of conduct and belief and the pietistic code which he accepted from those he loved — his mother, his wife, his domestic circle. This conflict has been called by one of his most interesting critics the ‘ordeal’ of his life. It never left him, and he carried it, so to speak, beyond the grave in the works that he wrote for publication when he should be dead. Mark Twain never really believed in the creed and the code of those who dictated to him. But he preferred, as it were, to accept it and then to rebel against it. His was that characteristic American attitude, at least for the America of his day, of alternating between prayer and profanity, emotional belief and iconoclastic denial, asceticism and a spree, hard work and a bust, cold water and raw rum — with nowhere a happy medium, an accepted path and way. Out of this national phase of development has sprung much of the legislation of the United States, and most of the worst of it. Mark Twain was in this, as in all else, a true American.

The sturdy and robust intelligence of young Sam Clemens need not have fortified itself with an oath against the temptations of a king on cardboard. On the other hand, the fact remains that young Sam Clemens the printer lived straight and worked hard, and kept adding every day to his knowledge of the Croton Aqueduct and the Latting Observatory. No doubt he was not very distinguishable from other young printers also not ‘throwing’ a card. Jumping on and off the water waggon, getting religion and losing it, swearing off cards and swearing on again, are favourite American performances, unknown to older and duller civilizations.

But the printer’s trade was not destined to claim young Sam Clemens as its own, nor the cities of the East to contain his spirit. There seems to have been in him a certain restlessness calling him afar. As nearly as the boy could interpret it, the call was for South America — at that time a vague, almost fabulous land of gold-mines and revolutions. To get to the Amazon — his proposed destination — he left his job at Cincinnati (whither he had wandered again from Keokuk) and took ship on the river steamer Paul Jones, which brought him as far as New Orleans. Beyond that, fortune showed no means of attaining the Amazon. But in return it threw in his way, as he wandered about the levee and the wharves of New Orleans, an opportunity that he had coveted in vain for years — the chance to become a pilot’s apprentice on the great river. With that the first period of Mark Twain’s career — his servitude as a printer — came to an end, and gave place to the open life of the river and the Far West that was to fashion his genius and inspire his thought.


LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. 1857-1861
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WHEN THE YOUTHFUL Sam Clemens turned his back on printing to follow his fortune on the river and in the West, he may be said, in a modern overworked phrase, to have ‘found himself.’ Put very simply, he turned into Mark Twain.

It was the West, the river and the prairie, the Nevada desert and the Rocky Mountains and the sunlit shores of the Pacific, and with it the new civilization of the West, raw but virile, that nurtured the genius that never could have blossomed in a New York boarding-house or a Philadelphia printing-room. The West made Mark Twain. All that he wrote has its basis there. It supplies the point of view, the ‘eye of innocence,’ with which he was able later on to look upon Europe. His western life began on the Mississippi River. It resumed the play of childhood, broken ten years before.

Readers of the book that was published later as Life on the Mississippi do not need to be reminded of the romance, the interest and the humours of Mark Twain’s pilot days. He has told the story so well that no one can follow him. The fascination of the river steamers, the pomp and luxury with which they seemed to glitter in an age of ox-waggons, mules, framehouses and log churches, make the position of the pilot, seated sky-high in the pilot-house, almost one of majesty. Mark Twain, as a young man, had no higher ambition than to go on the river as a pilot. No doubt, in the dull hours of trying to set ‘10,000 ems of type a day,’ he often dreamed himself just such a sky-high pilot, the envy of mankind. In vain he had often sought an opening. And now by chance fate threw it in his way when he was stranded in New Orleans looking vainly towards South America. Chance threw him into the company of one Mr. Horace Bixby, a famous pilot of his day, and afterwards his lifelong friend. He agreed with the young man to ‘teach him the Mississippi River from New Orleans to St. Louis’ for the sum of five hundred dollars chargeable against his future wages.

Mark Twain records how he ‘entered on the small enterprise of “learning” twelve or thirteen hundred miles of the Mississippi River’ with easy confidence, and records how he felt disillusioned, appalled and hopeless to find that he must know the river not only by day but in total darkness, not only upwards but downwards, not only at high water but at any water; must learn to follow all the shifts of sand-bars and snags, and that, too, at a day when the Mississippi bore neither buoys nor lights to indicate its tortuous channels. ‘If my ears hear aright,’ he reflected, in the course of his early instruction, ‘I have not only to get the names of all the towns and islands and bends, but I must get up a warm personal acquaintance with every old snag and one-limbed cotton-wood and obscure wood-pile that ornaments the banks of this river for twelve hundred miles!’

What is more, he did it. Within eighteen months he got his licence; before the job ended (with the Civil War) he was second to few on the river. His knowledge of the great river and his abiding feeling for it became part of his life and the inspiration, as in the pages of Huckleberry Finn, of the finest of his work.

From his Mississippi days Samuel Clemens also carried away his pen-name of Mark Twain, which presently nullified the work of his godfather’s and godmother’s.

The origin of the nom de plume runs this: ‘Mark Twain’ is the pilot’s designation for two fathoms of water. Now it happened that there was in Sam Clemens’s pilot days an ancient and experienced pilot, a Captain Sellers, who sometimes contributed to the New Orleans papers little bits of wisdom and forecast about the river, as crude in form as they were valuable in fact. These contributions to the press were signed ‘Mark Twain.’ Clemens, still something of a journalist at heart, wrote a little burlesque of his senior’s prophecies which called forth a laugh that echoed up the Mississippi — and incidentally broke old Sellers’s heart with its ridicule. Young Clemens learned for ever a lesson in the cruelty of ‘fun,’ and seldom sinned again. But later on, when Sellers was dead and beyond injury, he annexed the pen-name for himself.

Mark Twain’s pilot days were ended by the outbreak of the Civil War and the blockade of the river. He succeeded in getting north from New Orleans to his own State on the last boat that got up the river (January 1861). The part he took at the opening of the war was unheroic if not inglorious. He enlisted, as a Confederate, in some sort of irregular band which professed to be cavalry. Their aim was to ‘liberate the soil of Missouri’ — from what, it was not clearly understood.

But Mark Twain dropped out of the conflict almost at once and saw nothing of warfare. He himself has narrated the episode with that characteristic mixture of fact and exaggeration which baffles foreign readers in all his ‘western’ books, in his sketch called A Campaign That Failed.

But the truth is that his heart was not in the Civil War on either side. His common sense showed him that the war, in spite of the urgent denials of President Lincoln and the rest, had something to do with slavery. He could not fight to maintain that. But he was equally far from being a ‘Yankee.’ His brief sojourn as a youth at New York and Philadelphia was that of a stranger in a strange land. Of New England and its traditions of liberty, piety, intolerance and ‘culture’ he as yet knew nothing at all; nor ever sympathized with it later. His heart was neither in the North nor the South, but in the new West.

Thither he decided to go. His older brother, Orion Clemens, had contrived to secure an appointment as secretary of the new territory of Nevada. Sam Clemens offered to go along with his brother as ‘private secretary to the secretary,’ an office which he himself describes as a ‘unique sinecure,’ there being ‘nothing to do and no salary.’ Indeed, it was Sam Clemens’s savings as a pilot which financed the journey to the West, his brother Orion being invited by the United States, as was Mr. Pickwick by the Pickwick Club, to travel at his own expense.

These, of course, were the days of the rise of the American West, from a vast untraversed wilderness to an El Dorado of gold and silver. The gold discoveries in California had started the ‘ ’forty-niners’ on the trail. In the decade following, a flock of prospectors found their way into the mountains and disclosed the fabulous wealth of silver-bearing loads of the district of the Carson Valley, a part of the Mormon territory of Utah. It was the organization of this district as the territory of Nevada which gave to the two Clemens brothers the opportunity of taking part in the western movement. To get to Nevada they must go overland by the stage. There was as yet no railway across the continent, nor was there till some years after the Civil War. To reach California one might make the stormy voyage around Cape Horn; or choose the dangerous Isthmus route, by Panama or Nicaragua; or the stage route over the prairies and mountains. For Nevada the stage route — only seventeen hundred miles! — was the obvious choice.

Behold, then, the Clemens brothers mounting the coach at St. Jo, Missouri, climbing up on the mail-sacks to bid farewell to warfare in the East and seek peace among the savages.


ROUGHING IT IN THE WEST. 1861-1866

[image: img115.jpg]

ORION CLEMENS, SECRETARY for the territory of Nevada, and his brother Sam, ex-pilot and retired Confederate soldier, set out from St. Jo for Carson City, Nevada, on the 26th of July 1861. Before them was seventeen hundred miles of prairie, mountain and desert, and nineteen days of glorious transit.

Mark Twain, in his book called Roughing It, has recalled in his own way his experience of the journey. There is no doubt of the exhilaration, the excitement, the thrill of it. But his account of it, like all his western books, is a standing perplexity to many of his British admirers. Where do the facts end and the lies begin? How much is statistical fact and how much is sheer exuberant exaggeration? For instance, is there, asks the reader, such an animal as the ‘Jackass Rabbit’? Is it true that such an animal sits and ‘thinks about its sins,’ and then moves off so fast that ‘long after he is out of sight you can hear him whizz’? Many British readers have felt that this is open to doubt.

Or take the account of the Mormon settlement at Salt Lake. Is it really true that Brigham Young looked round to find one of his children and then gave up and said, ‘I thought I would have known the little cub again, but I don’t’? Seems a little hard to believe, doesn’t it? Or again, is the water in the Humbolt county so full of alkali that it is like lye? or the water in Lake Tahoe so clear that one can see through eighty feet of it? or is there a ‘washoe’ wind which upsets stagecoaches and which blows so hard in Carson City as to account for the prevalence of so many bald-headed people, and which is described as a ‘soaring dust drift about the size of the United States’?

In this wonderland of marvel and adventure the American reader easily finds his way. He knows by instinct that Mark Twain did not hear the same story told about Horace Greeley four hundred and eighty-four times; and he knows, on the other hand, that the claims staked out on the Ophir mine were worth four thousand dollars a foot; and that Mark and his friends were caught at night in a snowstorm and did actually give themselves up for lost and huddle to sleep in the snow, waking to find a hotel forty-five feet away. But he does not believe the story, told in another connection, of the group of congressmen snowbound on a western train, driven at last to cannibalism and making their choice of successive victims with the proper forms of legislative procedure. One is reminded of poor John Bright’s perplexity over hearing Mark Twain’s contemporary, Artemus Ward, lecture in London. ‘Many of the young man’s statements,’ he said ‘appear overdrawn and open to question.’ Mark Twain himself has humorously explained this western method of his narration. ‘I speak,’ he says in the Innocents Abroad, ‘of the north shore of Lake Tahoe, where one can count the scales on a trout at a depth of a hundred and eighty feet. I have tried to get this statement off at par here [he is writing from Europe], but with no success; so I have been obliged to negotiate it at fifty per cent discount. At this rate I find some takers; perhaps the reader will receive it on the same terms, ninety feet instead of a hundred and eighty.’ What is one to make of this? It seems to be giving the reader ‘what the traffic will bear.’

But though overdrawn in the single statement, Mark Twain’s western writings give in their entirety a wonderful and fascinating picture of the new land of hope. It has all passed away so long ago and the country changed so completely that perhaps the fascination is all the greater. ‘Where once the silent prairie saw the Indian and the scout, the Swede with alcoholic breath sets rows of cabbage out,’ — so has a later songster chronicled the passing of frontier west.

Mark Twain’s western life lasted in all some five and a half years. From his sinecure duties as secretary he turned to mining, caught for a time the fever of the day, and once only missed a fortune by quitting his washing-out of pay dirt a few bucketsful too soon. By a natural and easy transition he turned to journalism. These were the palmy days of the little local paper, favoured by isolation, springing up as easily as mushrooms and cultivated by hand. Such papers were the natural ground for local jests and squibs, and the practical jokes and hoaxes which passed for fun with the people of eighty years ago.

Sam Clemens, working as a surface miner, began contributing a little to a paper called the Territorial Enterprise, published by Joe Goodman at Virginia City. The editor — who was also the proprietor — was struck by the quality of the sketches, and sent to the writer a proposal to join in the editorship at a salary of twenty-five dollars a week. Clemens dropped the pick and shovel, walked a hundred and thirty miles to take over the job, and with that stepped into a new life.

At the time when Sam Clemens abandoned mining and betook himself definitely to journalism (August 1862), he was twenty-six years old. He was a robust-looking young man with a mop of sandy hair turning to auburn and a blue eye filled with life and intelligence. In his infancy he had been a puny child, but the outdoor life of farm and bush and river had done its work and had presently endowed him with that deep-seated energy and vital power which is the birthright of the frontiersman.

As a young and rising pilot he had liked to make himself in point of dress a mirror of fashion. As a miner he did the exact opposite, outdoing his fellows in the careless roughness of his dress and the lazy slouch of his walk. He possessed, and accentuated by use, a slow and drawling speech. In short, he tried to make himself a ‘character,’ and succeeded to the full measure of his wish. A large part of his popularity and his local reputation in his Nevada days sprang from the attraction of this easy and careless manner and appearance. Second nature though it became, there was beneath it an eager and a restless mind, filled in his mining days with the fever of the search for gold, dreaming of fortune. At times even his robust health broke under the strain of the intensity of his pursuit of fortune.

But the outside world saw nothing of this. By nature easy and optimistic, on the surface at least, he enjoyed at this time all the careless exuberance of the morning of life, while his easy disposition and his peculiar cast of thought and drollery of speech endeared him to those about him. Many of the friends he made at this time he made for life, such as Horace Bixby his pilot-master, Joe Goodman and Steve Gillis of the Enterprise.

By disposition Mark Twain was peaceful rather than belligerent. He lived in a rough World among rough men, with untamed Indians, desperadoes and outlaws as part of the environment of a western life. Under such circumstances no one could venture to be timorous, but Mark was at least not looking for a fight. He himself has described his feelings on finding himself in close contact with Slade, the most notorious ‘bad man’ and ‘dead shot’ of the West — afterwards to be hanged by the Vigilantes of Montana. Slade was at that time in charge of one of the eating-places of the Overland Company. ‘He was about to take some coffee,’ says the author of Roughing It, ‘when he saw that my cup was empty. He politely offered to fill it, but although I wanted it, I politely declined. I was afraid he had not killed anybody that morning and might be needing diversion.’

Never was man more happily cast in his lot than young Sam Clemens when he joined the Territorial Enterprise. If he had become a reporter on the staff of an ordinary paper, he would have sickened rapidly at the drudgery of the task, the circumscribed round of duty, the necessity of carrying out the commands and ideas of other men. In fact, he did so sicken of it when later he held such a position as a reporter in San Francisco, and even as an editor and part-proprietor in Buffalo. But the Enterprise was an entirely different matter. The public of the roaring mining settlements cared nothing about foreign dispatches and world politics. Even the sound of the great war tearing the soil of the continent came faintly across the intervening two thousand miles. What the readers wanted was local stuff — news of robberies, scraps, lucky finds — and above all, such was the mood of the time and place, local ‘fun’ about ‘local’ characters, personal touches, practical jokes, lies, and interchange of sarcastic ‘cracks’ between rival papers. For all this stuff ‘Mark Twain’ and his fellows were given a free hand. They wrote what they felt like writing; they were not so much ‘reporters’ as ‘minstrels.’ Looking back now on the surviving fragments of what Mark Twain wrote then, we can see emerging in it the outline of a clear and beautiful style, we can see already a striking power of phrase to convey the sights and sounds of nature. But we could hardly see all this except in the light of what happened after. In and of themselves Mark Twain’s western sketches are of no account. Here, for example, is the Petrified Man, which set the camp in a roar because they appreciated it as the ‘crack’ at the local coroner who was supposed to hold an inquest over a body turned to rock centuries ago. But the story got somehow into the eastern papers as a fact, and that to the western mind was funnier still. The people in the West at that time seemed to have been moved to Homeric laughter every time they told a huge lie and got someone to believe it. Here again is My Bloody Massacre, as entirely imaginary as the Petrified Man, but meant as a slap against a California mining company. The terrific joke lay in the fact that the ‘Massacre’ was committed — in the story — at a place where it couldn’t have happened. The eastern papers, not knowing the locality, copied the story as an item of crime, at which the West slapped Mark on the back and roared again.

 

Into such life and such work the character of Sam Clemens fitted as into a mould. His skits and ‘take-offs’ and ‘write-ups’ became the delight of the territory. When he presently went to Carson City to ‘write up’ the legislature, he became about as important as the legislature itself and far more popular.

This may well have been the happiest time of Mark Twain’s life. He and his fellow-minstrels led a roaring life, painting the town red, drinking imported champagne at the French restaurant, playing cards all night and practical jokes all day. Into their midst one day blew the young man Charles F. Browne (Artemus Ward), for whom the world still has a smile and a tear. He was of the same stamp and kind as Clemens, but his feet were already higher on the ladder of success. He was ‘lecturing’ in his own droll way, about anything or nothing, making money, touching Heaven and raising Hell. He ‘caught on’ instantly to Mark Twain, not as a local ‘cut-up,’ but as a real genius — urged him to strike out, to come East, to conquer the world.

 

There is something in the life of a new and roaring settlement — a mining town, a boom town — cut off from the rest of the world, which intensifies local interest, local character, and local personality. All men seem giants. All character is exceptional. All jokes become a roar. All lives appear intense. All episodes become Homeric and historic. Read, if one will, the history of early San Francisco or talk with the surviving old-timers of the Manitoba boom.

Such was the setting supplied for Mark Twain by the environment of Virginia City. ‘Mark Twain’ he was now by deliberate designation. The name was first signed to an Enterprise article of February 2, 1863. Henceforth he was Mark for the West.

The merry journalistic life at Virginia City was ended in a duel, the outcome of some particularly insulting jokes. How serious or how comic the duel was, Heaven only knows. The account given in Roughing It is at least, like all else in that great work, partly true. But the new Territory in a moral moment had passed a law against duelling, and Mark Twain had to ‘skip out.’ He skipped to San Francisco. There he got a real place as a real reporter on the Call, a job which soon put the iron into his soul. It was no part of his nature to work at a routine task in a routine way. The management of the Call soon found him listless and careless in his work and ‘let him go.’ But he stayed on in San Francisco for a while — according to his own account, a poor outcast mendicant on the fringe of want. But this is only a legend, the western lie reasserting itself. In reality he never lacked the means of support; he wrote daily ‘letters’ for his old paper, the Enterprise, and did some ‘pieces’ for the Californian Magazine, and did very well. More than that, he was thrown in with Bret Harte and the group of young men whose genius was ripening under the favouring isolation of the Pacific Coast.

But again his journalism got him into trouble. His letters to the Virginia City Enterprise denouncing municipal corruption in San Francisco hurt the feelings of the city police. They decided to make it hot for him. On which Mark Twain again skipped out, this time to the hills. Here he found refuge at the mining camp of Jim Gillis, the ‘truthful James’ of Bret Harte, a brother of the Steve Gillis of Nevada. Here and in the near-by Calaveras County Mark Twain spent the rainy winter of 1864-65, scratching round for surface gold and listening to the endless yarns of the miners in the bar-room of Angel’s Camp (see Bret Harte for Abner Dean of Angel’s). Here was a solemn jackass who used to repeat to the point of weariness a solemn story about a frog — a jumping frog into which someone put shot to shut it out in what the Germans would call a frog-jump-money-bet-competition, and the English an ‘open frog jump.’ Mark Twain wrote up the story and sent it to New York for Artemus Ward’s funny book. It missed the book, drifted into a newspaper, and became the famous Jumping Frog — vastly admired by those who haven’t read it. But long before the Jumping Frog had found its way into print, its author had thrown down pick and shovel (missing a snug little fortune by one bucketful of dirt) and drifted back to San Francisco.

Here then was Mark Twain at the age of thirty, the period of his western life drawing to a close, his career of success about to begin. His biographers have greatly exaggerated the amount of his achievement at this period. His western success as a journalist and a wit was purely local. A few of his ‘pieces’ had drifted into the eastern papers, but the world at large had never heard of him.

Indeed, nothing that he had written was of any real value. The Jumping Frog he himself declared to be ‘a villainous backwoods sketch,’ and he was just about right. We are told that when it appeared in the New York press it set all America in a roar. This is nonsense. Even the America of 1865 did not roar so easily as that. The legend rests on the phrase of a California correspondent in New York who sent home items to a home paper, and is merely the kind of legend that grows up round the life-story of a great man. The truth is that Mark Twain was practically unknown, and deserved to be.

But now things changed. A San Francisco newspaper offered the young man a job as a special correspondent to go forth and ‘write up’ the Sandwich Islands, in those days (1865) an unknown paradise, lost in the Pacific. Mark Twain undertook the task and carried it out with wonderful success; saw, traversed, explored, and described the islands as no one else could have done; and sent also to his paper, by a piece of journalistic good luck, the first news of a disaster at sea — a ‘scoop’ of the first magnitude. His Sandwich Islands letters attracted great attention in California. They well deserved it. Apart from any incidental humour, they reveal that power of vivid description, that marvellous facility in conveying the sights and sounds in nature, which henceforth constitutes one of the distinctive charms of Mark Twain’s work. He returned to San Francisco in a blaze of glory.

The blaze was rapidly turned to a conflagration. His friends persuaded him to give a lecture on his Sandwich Islands trip. This was new. Until now Mark had spoken a few times ‘for fun’ and made a burlesque speech or two on Carson City politics. But to attempt to talk for money — for a dollar a seat in a big public place — to be ‘funny’ on a platform at a set hour, was as new and exciting as it was terrifying. His friends shoved him to it and took the biggest theatre in town. Mark advertised that the ‘doors open at seven o’clock. The trouble begins at eight o’clock,’ and in due course found himself thrust out before the lights, a huge manuscript in his hand, to receive a welcoming roar of applause that must be repaid in services. An hour or so later, when he ended his talk that had been carried along in billows of laughter, he left the platform with his head among the clouds, and on it a golden crown (October 2, 1866).

This was the beginning of his success as a lecturer, unrivalled except by that of his senior contemporary, Charles Dickens. The lecture on the Sandwich Islands was carried around the State of California and repeated in theatres, in halls, and on improvised platforms in mining camps, amid a continuous roar of laughter.

Mark Twain was now ‘started’ in earnest. He dreamed of wider fields — of a trip around the world. Alexander the Great wanted to conquer the world, Mark Twain wanted to write it up. He determined to follow the rising star of his success, to reverse the advice of Horace Greeley to his contemporaries and to ‘go East.’ He made a rough-and-ready arrangement with the Alta newspaper for sending them letters from somewhere or anywhere, then set off on the steamship America on December 15, 1866, to reach the east of the Isthmus route, and landed in New York on January 11, 1867. The Innocent was abroad.


INNOCENTS ABROAD AND AT HOME. 1867-1870
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WHEN MARK TWAIN landed in New York in January of 1867, he had in his mind an idea of travelling round the world and writing letters about it. But he was still a little vague as to how to begin. He started writing ‘letters’ from New York to the Alta of San Francisco, made a trip to the Mississippi to see his mother at St. Louis, visited his native town of Hannibal, made arrangements about publishing a book of sketches, and then opportunity came to him, just as it should, at the opportune moment.

He learned that the luxurious paddle-wheel steamer Quaker City would leave New York on an excursion trip across the Atlantic to the Mediterranean and the Holy Land. The ship would be ‘provided with every necessary comfort, including library and musical instruments’; it would carry ‘an experienced physician’; it would proceed — but it is unnecessary to give further details. All the world knows of the Quaker City and its cargo of Innocents Abroad.

Mark Twain leaped at the chance. He proposed to the proprietors of the Alta that he should go on the excursion. They accepted the offer, forwarded his passage money, and promised him twenty dollars a letter for his correspondence.

To the elation caused by this prospect there was added just before he sailed the satisfaction of another laurel in his new crown of success. His friend, ‘Governor Frank Fuller’ — governor once of Utah and hence ‘Governor’ for ever — was in New York. He insisted that Mark should lecture; prophesied fame and a fortune, took the Cooper Institute and advertised ‘a serio-humorous lecture concerning Kanakadom,’ by ‘Mark Twain’ (there was no Mr. Clemens any more). At the last moment it began to seem clear, to the lecturer’s horror, that nobody was coming. Mark Twain as yet was not worth fifty cents. A great flood of free tickets was sent to all the school teachers within range. The lecture was given in a hall crowded to capacity, to an audience suffocated with laughter. Financially the lecture was a failure: it cost $500; the receipts were $300. The generous ‘Governor’ made good the deficit. ‘It’s all right, Mark,’ he said; ‘the fortune didn’t come, but the fame has arrived.’

And on June 8, 1867, in the glow of a new notoriety, Mark Twain sailed as one of the ‘lions’ of the Quaker City.

 

The sea voyage, as judged by our pampered standards of to-day, was dingy and drab enough. The paddle-wheel steamer, luxurious in 1867, would seem cramped and dim to-day; the speed a crawl. The passenger list contained a high percentage of ministers of the Gospel, spinsters and teachers, whose moral worth is out of proportion to their value as fun. In these days when all the women are young enough to dance, and all the girls are old enough to drink, the ‘Innocents’ seem a pretty dusty crowd. ‘Debates’ in the evening in the saloon seem poor stuff in an age of jazz music and radio. But after all, they had with them the unregenerate American bar, that covered a multitude of sins, and was worth more than a floating palace, dry.

The excursionists ‘did’ the Continent, from Paris to the Crimea, with Asia to the Holy Land and Africa to the pyramids. They got their money’s worth. Without Mark Twain they would have been only a set of spectacled American tourists, thumbing their guide-books, and trying to admire Giotto and remember when Vermicelli lived. Mark Twain waved over them the magic wand of inspired genius, and turned them into the merry group of Innocents Abroad, whose pilgrimage is part of history. The letters which he sent home to the Alta in California and to the Tribune in New York reached the public this time — east, west, and everywhere — and deserved to. When the boat returned to America (November 19, 1867), Mark Twain stepped off the Quaker City a celebrity. He had gone away a lamb — or at best a western mustang — he came back a lion.

Success greeted him on his return like a tidal wave. All of a sudden, it seemed, the American nation knew him and acclaimed him. His success was not as sudden, as sweeping and as phenomenal as that of Dickens after the Pickwick Papers. But it was second only to it. And it had in it the same ingredient of personal affection. The public took Mark to its heart, as England had taken young ‘Boz’; and with an added feeling of national pride unknown and unnecessary in the case of Dickens. Here was, at last, an American author. The Longfellows and the Hawthornes and the Fenimore Coopers had written English literature in America. Here at last was a man who wrote American literature, and wrote it in and on Europe. The publication of the Innocents Abroad was the first step in the Americanization of Europe now reaching its climax.

No wonder success came in a flood. A lecture bureau offered him a contract for eighteen nights at a hundred dollars a night. A western senator wanted him as literary secretary. The New York Tribune put him on their staff. All of the papers — the Tribune, the Herald, the San Francisco Alta, the Chicago press, the magazines, wanted letters and articles. And meanwhile his first book, The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County and Other Sketches, which had appeared (May 1, 1867) just before the Quaker City left, was on the market and selling.

Bigger things were to come.

In Hartford, Connecticut, was a sagacious and wide-minded publisher, Elisha Bliss of the American Publishing Company. He saw at once the mine of humour, and of gold, in Mark Twain’s work. He proposed to bring out the Quaker City letters as a book of travel. It was Mark Twain’s visits to Hartford to consult with Bliss that made his first connection with that town — presently to be his home — and his friendship with the Reverend ‘Joe’ Twitchell, henceforth his closest associate. The book arrangements, generous enough, were soon made.

Then came a hitch. The Alta people, having paid for the Quaker City trip and paid for the letters that described it, had got the idea in their heads that the literary material was theirs, and proposed to publish it. Hearing this, Mark Twain was consumed with fury at ‘the Alta thieves.’ It is unfortunate how often in his literary life Mark Twain felt that he was being cheated by a pack of rogues, and how many were the associations and friendships shattered thereby. Like most geniuses, he alternated in his view of his work between utter despair and absolute conceit. He was thus inclined to be first grateful to people for helping him, then angry with them for cheating him.

In the case of the Alta, he did an amazing but a wise thing. Letters and telegraphs could serve no purpose. He decided to ‘see the thieves face to face,’ set off for California (1868) — by sea, via Aspinwall. Once on the spot he easily persuaded the Alta people — noble fellows now and not thieves — to let go their claims. He only stayed long enough in San Francisco to deliver a lecture on the Quaker City trip — a pandemonium of success. Then on July 2, 1868, he made, at a dinner, a speech of farewell to the wonderland of the West, which he never saw again.

Back in New York (July 28, 1868), he picked up again the golden thread of success. The ensuing season was spent in getting his new book ready and in a triumphant lecture tour of the cities of the East. His lecture was called ‘A Vandal Abroad.’ He floated from place to place on a rising tide of national admiration. Money rolled in a flood. The season, his first on the platform, netted him $8000 in some sixty nights. Mr. Paine, his matchless biographer, quotes for us a contemporary journalist’s impression at the time.

‘Mark Twain is a man of medium height, about five feet ten, sparsely built, with dark reddish-brown hair and moustache. His features are fair, his eyes keen and twinkling. He dresses in scrupulous evening attire. In lecturing he hangs about the desk, leaning on it, or flirting around the corners of it, then marching or counter-marching in the rear of it. He seldom casts a glance at his manuscript.’

Strangely enough, at this period, even with the exceptional success that had crowned his lecturing and the literary reputation, if not fame, that his writing had brought, Mark Twain did not yet think of himself as an author, or contemplate writing as his profession. He looked on himself as a journalist, a newspaperman, and his mind still ran rather in terms of a flow of ‘funny pieces’ than the creation of a masterpiece. Indeed, up to this time, America took him still as a ‘funny man,’ not an author, and he followed, as we all do, the estimate of his fellows. He therefore looked about for a newspaper opening, bought with his accumulated surplus (one won’t say ‘savings’; he never saved) a share in the Buffalo Express, and sat down at the editorial desk (August 14, 1869). He proposed evidently to use the desk in the old Nevada fashion, for he announced to his readers, ‘I shall not often meddle with politics because we have a political editor who is already excellent and only needs to serve a term or two in the penitentiary to be perfect. I shall not write any poetry unless I conceive a spite against the subscribers.’

This cheerful form of editing, combined with lecturing and writing sketches for the Galaxy magazine in New York, kept him at work for the year 1869.

But meantime a new inspiration to effort and a greater happiness than fame had come into Mark Twain’s life. He had met the girl who was to be his wife, he had entered on that lifelong devotion which only ended at the grave. Among the pilgrims of the Quaker City had been a young man from Elmira, New York, by name Charlie Langdon. One day (it was in the Bay of Smyrna) Langdon showed to his friend Clemens a beautiful little miniature of his beloved sister Olivia Langdon. As with David Copperfield and Dora, it was all over. Mark Twain fell so deeply in love that he never again came to the surface.

A month or so after the return of the pilgrims, the Langdons were in New York and young Charlie invited his celebrated friend to dine with them at the old St. Nicholas Hotel. There Mark Twain saw and loved at sight the girl of his day-dreams. After dinner they went to Steinway Hall to hear a lecture by the world-famous Charles Dickens, now on his second American tour (the first was twenty-six years before) and carrying all before him — including the remnants of his own strength and life — in the tumult of his success. It is strange to think of Mark Twain, seated beside his frail little sweetheart — she was that to his mind already — listening to Dickens’s impassioned rendering of the storm scene in David Copperfield.

The dinner party was followed by a call, and a little later by an invitation to visit the family at Elmira; also by Mark Twain ‘dropping in’ during a lecture tour. In fact, it was soon clear that this impetuous young man was ‘courting Livy.’ Knowing a celebrity is one thing; letting him ‘court Livy’ is another.

For Olivia Langdon was in complete contrast to her dynamic lover. She was as delicate as he was robust, as devout as he was sceptical, as orthodox as he was unconventional. For years, in consequence of a fall, she had been an invalid. Then she had been healed, through a sort of miracle, by a faith-healer. It left her with a deep sense of religious faith, that any doubt or irreverence wounded to the heart. But marriages are made in heaven — or were, in that Victorian age. To obtain the hand of Livy Langdon young Mr. Clemens, after the fashion of the time, must obtain the consent of her father and the approval of all her family. Now the Langdons were well-to-do people of the merchant class, orthodox, conventional, devout. To them, Mark Twain, arriving in a queer suit of clothes, with a shock of red hair, a piercing eye, an intensity of intelligence masked with a drawling speech, was an arresting personality. He appeared as an uncouth genius, an uncut diamond, a dynamo. About him was the aureole of celebrity, somewhat dazzling to plain people. But it is one thing to feel flattered in having an uncut diamond or a dynamo in the parlour. It is another thing to give to it your fragile, innocent daughter. The more so as young Charlie Langdon must have known that the dynamo had a profane tongue, or worse, and a mind sceptical to the verge of sin.

Hence the courtship met, if not with opposition from the family, at least with a certain inertia. But love, as Mr. Robert Benchley has said, conquers all. Mr. Jarvis Langdon, shrewd after his degree, forgave the young lover and gave the family consent to an engagement that was announced on February 4, 1869. Nor did he do things by halves. Without the knowledge of his prospective son-in-law he bought and furnished a house in Buffalo (472 Delaware Avenue) and turned it over as a fairy gift for the wedding day (February 2, 1870).

Behold then Samuel L. Clemens — now become for everybody Mark Twain, the great American humorist — the rough days of his western life put behind him, settled down at number 472 Delaware Avenue, Buffalo, trying hard to be respectable. Here he lives the model life of a family man, joins in morning prayer and listens as best he can to the daily reading of the Scriptures. More than that, he even makes desperate efforts to give up smoking.

He has his wife at his side, his desk at his elbow, and the world at his feet. After all, what does tobacco matter? Let’s have another chapter of Deuteronomy.


THE FLOOD-TIDE OF SUCCESS. 1870-1877
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ON MARK TWAIN’S wedding day his publishers handed him a cheque for $4000, as his royalty for three months’ sale of the Innocents Abroad. The book was a success from the start; over 30,000 copies (at three dollars and a half) were sold in five months. The sales never stopped. We are told by those who know, that the Innocents Abroad is still the most widely sold travel book there is. The money received was the beginning of the phenomenal returns of Mark Twain’s writings and plays and lectures. They should have made him a rich man. They never did. All his life he moved with a dark shadow of debt just behind him; always about to emerge into the sunshine of unbounded wealth, and never reaching it. In the end the shadow covered all the horizon; but as yet it was only a small dark cloud in a clear sky.

The book, The Innocents Abroad, or the New Pilgrims’ Progress, deserves all its success. It could not be written again. The time has passed. Travel is too common, the world too completely unified, to leave room for Innocents. Everybody has been everywhere — at least through the magic door of the moving-picture house. But in those days world-travel was still new. The book was read for its wonderful pictures of foreign scenery and foreign cities and queer foreign people; it was read for the intense light in which it revealed the past — the monuments, the art, the catacombs, the history of Europe. It was read by Americans for its intense scorn of the bygone tyranny of the old world. But more than for all these reasons put together (and multiplied), it was read because it was ‘funny.’

The first day out at sea, with the sea-sick old gentleman murmuring ‘Oh my!’ — the Italian guide being rebuked in the matter of Christopher Columbus — the sheer burlesque thrown in to ‘modernize’ the gladiatorial fights of Rome — these things remain in the mind of readers for a lifetime. It is an amazing book, that seldom flags and never stops, undisfigured as yet by the prolixity that grew into Mark Twain’s later writing — the garrulousness of self-assured old age.

It is the point of view that appeals. The book represents Europe as seen from the Rocky Mountains, Rome as interpreted from Carson City. Mark Twain in all his life and work saw only two things, Western America and Europe. Of the East (meaning the Eastern States) he was unaware. He lived in it, worked in it, and died in it, but he never saw it. The East was just his audience. A good actor never sees them.

The success of the Innocents Abroad not only reached over America but spread to England. Indeed it was in England that Mark Twain was first recognized as an ‘author,’ as a man of literary genius, by people of taste and cultivation. In America he was the delight of the uncultivated West; to the ‘culture’ of New England he was still regarded as an amusing western ‘cut-up,’ not to be classed, of course, with the solemn Emersons and the dignified Longfellows. Thus ever does enthroned dullness guard its sovereignty.

Seated thus in his new chair in Buffalo, Mark Twain planned all sorts of literary projects. It is amazing, from now on, how much he planned and never started; how much he started and never finished; how much he finished and threw away. He projected a six-hundred-page book on the cruise of Noah’s Ark — presumably a monumental piece of funny irreverence. All through his life he never realized that people who read the Bible don’t want it made fun of, and people who don’t read the Bible don’t see any fun to make of it.

He planned and executed a cheerful article on God, Ancient and Modern. ‘The sole solicitude of the God of the Bible,’ so he wrote, ‘was about a handful of truculent nomads. He worried and fretted over them in a peculiarly and distractingly human way. One day he coaxed and petted them beyond their due, the next he harried and lashed them beyond their deserts. He sulked, he cursed, he raged, he grieved, according to his mood and the circumstances . . . when the fury was on him, he was blind to all reason — he not only slaughtered the offender, but even his harmless little children and his cattle.’

This is the real Mark Twain — elemental, defiant.

His wife would not let him publish the article. It was suppressed as one of the first victims of the new ‘censorship.’ Mark Twain’s biographers are fond of telling us that after his marriage his wife became censor and the editor of his work. He himself says so, with affectionate gratitude, in the preface to his Joan of Arc twenty-five years later. For all that he wrote henceforth Olivia Clemens, ‘Livy,’ became his critic and his censor, cutting away what was wrong, and schooling him into culture. Nothing must be printed unless ‘Livy’ gave it her approval.

Put very simply, this means that what he wrote must fit into the frame of what was thought ‘nice’ in Elmira, N. Y., in 1870; that he mustn’t write awful words like God damn! — though he may write d — n (with a stroke), provided that it is in a half-playful way and put into the mouth of a churchgoing character. He mustn’t write about nasty things except in a nice way. Crime must be lighted up into melodrama — as Mr. Dickens did it. Love must sigh and languish — but keep its clothes on (Mark would have said, keep its pants on). Death itself may be as melodramatic as the drunkard’s fate, as poignant as the death of little Paul, but it must be ‘respectable’ — and never wander out of sight of the loving pastor, the kindly old clergyman, or the ‘stern minister’ to whose business it belongs. Thus the whole of literature must be ‘stewed’ in respectability before being served.

These were the fetters and this was the editing imposed upon Mark Twain. His marriage with Livy Langdon was from the first day such a beautiful romance, her love for him so tender and so cherishing, and his for her so instant and so undying, that the voice of the critic must be subdued. To those who love Mark Twain’s work the memory of his sweet wife is sacred. Yet one cannot but wonder and question at her influence on her husband’s work and the history of American letters.

To her influence was presently added that of the Reverend Joe Twitchell of Hartford — henceforth ‘Joe’ to Mark, a muscular Christian of Mark’s own age, a veteran chaplain of the Civil War — and an all-round good fellow. Mark Twain loved him with the love of the sceptic for the man who can believe something, the love of the brilliant man for the slow, of the erratic for the immovable. From now on, ‘Joe,’ in the intervals of preaching and expounding the Bible, undertook to help ‘Livy’ to show Mark Twain what nice people ought to write and what not. When presently there was added the influence of Mr. Howells of the Atlantic Monthly, Mark Twain enjoyed such all-round support that the wonder is that he ever wrote at all.

Yet let it be noticed that all the basis and background of his work was and remained the Mississippi and the West, and Europe as seen therefrom; from his setting in Elmira, nothing; from his life and surrounding in Buffalo, nothing; from Hartford, nothing. There was as much to see on Delaware Avenue, Buffalo, as on Main Street in Carson City, Nevada; as much of light and shadow in Hartford as in Angel’s Camp. But he had no eyes to see. To get vision he must shut his eyes and look across the prairies and the mountains to the sunset over the Golden Gate. Such was the genesis of Tom Sawyer and Roughing It and Huckleberry Finn and Life on the Mississippi and all the splendid work that he wrote in the years that followed his return from Europe. That the love of his wife and the happiness of his home helped him to work is beyond doubt. But to think that she and Joe Twitchell schooled him to write is childish. Mark Twain taught himself to write, just as he had taught himself everything since he was twelve years old.

But if Mark Twain, as a creative genius, wore fetters, it is only fair to remember that they were those of his day and age. This ‘Victorian’ period of the late nineteenth century, for all its splendid courage in the field, its industrial force and its unsurpassed literature, was, in art and morals, a namby-pamby age. Nothing must be said or drawn or written that was not ‘respectable.’ Books, journals and pictures must be suited to a Kensington drawing-room or a Boston boarding-house. ‘Damn’ was a wicked word, and a ‘leg’ was called a ‘limb.’ Characters in books who swore must say, ‘by Heaven!’ or ‘by the Foul Fiend!’ but not ‘Jesus Christ!’ Consider the little clergyman, Lewis Carroll, blinking in the daylight when he emerged from Wonderland into society, and thinking ‘damn’ terribly wicked and Gilbert and Sullivan’s Pinafore hopelessly coarse. After all, if ‘Livy’ and ‘Joe’ and Mr. Howells put fetters on Mark Twain’s hand, it was only a chain which most of his contemporaries wore as they worked. Some felt it, but others scarcely knew it was there. Dickens was never bothered by it, for he himself was eminently respectable. What he wanted to denounce and to satirize was the Court of Chancery, the Guardians of the Poor, and the Circumlocution Offices of the British Government. And that is respectable. But he had no wish to satirize God Almighty, to question whether Hell is just and the Bible ‘bunk.’ The things that Mark Twain wanted to write would have horrified Charles Dickens. As the editor of Household Words he could have found no place for them. Hence it was that Mark Twain, as his literary work passed from mere diversion to a great reality, found himself in a dilemma. He wanted to write of things which his loving ‘censors’ told him he mustn’t talk about; and he wanted to use words and phrases which his loving censors told him ‘nice’ people didn’t use. And his faith in their views was as naïve and as touching as the respect of Nigger Jim for white people. In reality he was a giant who towered over their heads. He should have brushed aside their censorship with a kiss and a laugh. The tradition that Howells and the Rev. Twitchell and Mrs. Clemens ‘made’ Mark Twain is sheer nonsense. They did their loving best to ruin his work — and failed; that’s all. By good luck Huckleberry Finn, afterwards excluded from more than one puritanical library, got past the censors, or nearly so. The manuscript was read aloud in the family circle, and the merry laughter of the children disarmed the censorship. In any case, neither Mrs. Clemens nor the other associates seemed to have realized the scope and reach of the book; nor apparently did Mark Twain himself. Even at that, many things were cut out or altered.

As a sample of how the language of the natural Huckleberry Finn was ‘improved’ by Mrs. Clemens, take a passage from the concluding chapter of Tom Sawyer. Mark Twain made Huck say (in speaking of his benefactress, the widow Douglas): ‘She makes me git up at the same time every morning, she makes me wash . . . they comb me all to hell.’ Mrs. Clemens changed this to: ‘They comb me all to thunder.’ In other words, she changed what Huck would have said and must have said, which is exquisite, to a stupid phrase which neither Huck nor anyone else would have said. ‘She guarded his work sacredly,’ said his biographer. She did indeed.

Apart from his studies on Noah’s Ark and God, Mark Twain, in his Buffalo days (1870), brought out a comic autobiography of himself — so funny, or so silly, that he presently bought in and destroyed the plates. This is not the fragmentary ‘Autobiography’ of later years.

 

The Buffalo life lasted less than two years. Apart from the raptures of honeymoon days, it was not altogether a success. Mark Twain sat uneasily in the luxurious editorial chair that proved more rigid than a stool in Nevada. He sold out his share in the paper, at a loss; henceforth he began to dream of publishing, not editing.

Moreover, the Clemenses took no root in Buffalo, caring little for social life; and the shadow of death fell as on their family when Livy’s father died in August of 1871. The death of a dear friend of his wife in their house itself, the premature arrival of a feeble little son (Langdon Clemens, November 7, 1870), whose days seemed numbered before they were begun, somehow turned the sunlight of the fairy house into gloom.

Mark Twain moved away to Hartford, attracted by the charm of an old-world town, the culture of the environment and companionship of his new friend Joe Twitchell. The cloud of debt that fringed the sunlight of his opulence followed him from Buffalo. To drive it away he took to lecturing, a thing he had already learned to hate. ‘I am not going to lecture any more for ever,’ he had written from Buffalo to Redpath, his manager. ‘Count me out.’ But it was to be a quarter-century yet before he could count himself out of it. Life at Hartford seems to have been, from the beginning, as pleasant and natural as that in Buffalo was gloomy and ill-set. Mark Twain enjoyed the sense of being admitted — even if somewhat reluctantly — to the cultivated life of New England; he enjoyed his association with Twitchell, their endless walks and one-sided conversations. More than all, he appreciated the friendship and sympathy of W. D. Howells, for whose Atlantic Monthly he now became a contributor. His first offering was the article called A True Story (November 1874), to be followed by the papers on Old Times on the Mississippi (January to July 1875), which later became a book, and by many other sketches in the ensuing five years. Mark Twain, wisely or foolishly, took Howells for his mentor; and him at least he never cast aside.

In August of 1872 he made a journey to England, as sudden as the California trip to the Alta ‘thieves.’ This was inspired by the idea of getting after a new pack of thieves — the copyright pirates. For most of his life Mark Twain, like Charles Dickens, was obsessed with the copyright question, for which the present volume has neither space nor interest to spare. For both of them it was like King Charles’s head to Mr. Dick in David Copperfield — it wouldn’t keep out of things. But it worked differently. Dickens came out to America to be entertained like a prince and made a row about copyright. Mark Twain went over to England to make a row about copyright and was entertained like a prince — and forgot about it.

His reception was indeed overwhelming. Here, at last, he was treated at his true worth — as a real author, not as a western ‘cut-up.’ Authors vied to meet him. Dickens, alas! was gone (June 1870), but Tom Hood, Charles Reade, Charles Kingsley and a hundred others vied in doing him reverence. His visit was a series of dinners and entertainments. He had no time to get mad over copyright; no time to write anything or do anything. He did indeed plan a book on England (the Innocents, one recalls, had not visited it), designed to put it in its place. But nothing happened. In November he was back in America, a bigger figure than ever. ‘When I yell again for less than five hundred dollars,’ he had written to Redpath, ‘I’ll be pretty hungry.’ Being hungry presently, he lectured twice in New York at six hundred and fifty dollars a night — a great sum in those days.

His life was too busy and too full to be bothered with lecturing. His new book, Roughing It, that he had begun at Buffalo, had come out (1872). He had invented — or rather recalled — a boy called Tom Sawyer, whose adventures he was trying to shape. He was busy with a book called The Gilded Age, done in collaboration with Charles Dudley Warner, which appeared in 1873, as imperfect as all collaborations are. But it contains the priceless character of Colonel Sellers, whose impecunious life was illuminated by a rainbow and bounded by a mirage.

More than all was his increasing interest in his home and his family circle. The little boy had faded out of life (June 2, 1872), but the place he might have filled was taken by a garland of little girls who grew up to be the idols of their father’s heart. Susie Clemens, of marvellous and tragic memory, came first (March 1872); then Clara, renamed ‘Bay’ for family purposes, and as the third, Jean (Jane Lampton), born in July 1880. It was as if fate decided to throw to Mark Twain’s lot all that can be given — success, fame, affluence, a loving wife, and a babbling nursery. To frame such happiness, homes must be provided. He acquired two — always since connected with his life and memory. The one was the house at Hartford (on Farmington Avenue), largely designed by himself. Its special feature was the famous billiard-room on the top floor, henceforth its owner’s sanctum. The game of billiards was an abiding passion with Mark Twain, as with so many successful men from the West. The crooked cues and the bounding cushions of the mining camp and the saloon had got in their deadly work. No recovery was possible.

The home at Hartford alternated with a summer home at Quarry Farm, a beautiful hillside country house just outside of Elmira. Mrs. Crane, Livy’s sister, who owned the place, built for Mark a quaint little study with eight sides to it, looking far away in all directions. Mr. Paine compares it to a Mississippi pilot-house — an added attraction for its occupant. Such were the gifts which fortune showered upon Mark Twain — to remove them one by one: for affluence, poverty; for the warmth of love and affection nothing but the cold dignity of despair that knows no consolation that may conquer death.

But as yet all that was far away. Mark Twain was busy and happy beyond the common lot — on the verge (he knew it) of princely opulence — millions; and in his mind a book, a real book, not letters and scraps of journalism, but a book about a boy whom he remembered (better than all the world) called Tom Sawyer. On this boy he pondered like Gibbon over ancient Rome.

Around this boy he had already (in 1872) attempted to construct a play. But in Mark Twain’s crowded, busy, happy and talkative life, with lectures to give, billiards to play, children arriving, and visitors coming and going, it took time to finish things. In fact, another triumphal progress in England intervened before ‘Tom’ came to light. This time Mrs. Clemens accompanied her illustrious husband and could measure for herself the estimate they made of him abroad. From London they went on to Scotland, where a friendship was formed with John Brown (of Rab and his Friends) which was kept warm till that good old man’s death. Most important of all, Mark Twain lectured in London (October 13, 1873). The announcement of the lecture is typically British, very unlike the San Francisco ‘trouble will begin at eight.’ ‘Mr. George Dolby,’ it declared, ‘begs to announce that Mr. Mark Twain will deliver a lecture of a humorous character on Monday evening next and repeat it in the same place on Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Friday.’ There is something brutally matter-of-fact in the promise of ‘repeating it in the same place.’

But the lecture and all its repetitions were the wildest of successes. The London press was washed from its moorings in the flood of admiration. Mark Twain became a hero — a legend — a glory. Strange how mankind loves to create heroes — something greater than our poor mean selves — and of the heroes a legend. Such became Mark Twain.

The Clemenses were back in America in January of 1874. Mark Twain got Tom Sawyer finished, and it came out in December of 1876. Its success was immediate, complete and continuous. For such people as remained who had never heard of Mark Twain he was now ‘the man who wrote Tom Sawyer.’

Tom Sawyer is a world-famous book, and the boy Tom a world celebrity. The book did not make Mark Twain’s reputation. That had been done by the Innocents Abroad. But it clinched it. The publication of the Adventures of Tom Sawyer definitely established the position and reputation of Mark Twain as the great American humorist; so much so that few people realized that the book is on a lower plane altogether than the later Huckleberry Finn, which grew out of it. Indeed, Tom Sawyer owes some of its success to its very simplicity. It makes no great demand upon the intellect; anybody can read it. The famous story of how Tom Sawyer was set to whitewash the fence as a punishment, and by pretending that it was a treat got the other boys to pay for the privilege of whitewashing, is as simple and as wide in its appeal as any folk-lore. It is like the mediaeval stories of the ‘smartness’ of Reynard the Fox. It strikes the familiar note of the clever hero who outwits stupidity and defeats brute force. Tom Sawyer was a ‘smart’ boy. Indeed, by a sort of general consensus he is supposed to be the boy, the typical boy, and parents who put the strap to their own Tom Sawyers chuckle with indulgent laughter over the escapades of the imaginary Tom.

But there is more in the book than all that. Its background of the vast moving river and the wilderness, the romance of the steamboat, the gloomy terror of the great cave, though but lightly sketched in the book Tom Sawyer, contains the same appeal — the appealing majesty of nature — which was to become an outstanding feature of the book Huckleberry Finn. Threaded through it is a really exciting story, painted in crude elemental colours. Tom Sawyer and his friend Huckleberry Finn, out on a night exploit, witness the robbing of a corpse from a grave by a young doctor and two hired body-snatchers. The crude details are all there — the graveyard, midnight, moonlight, terror. Of the body-snatchers, one is ‘Indian Joe,’ murderer and ‘bad man,’ the other the village drunkard. There is a quarrel at the graveside. Indian Joe stabs the young doctor dead, and Tom and Huck, having seen more than enough, flee in terror. The murder is fastened on the town drunkard, whose knife is found beside the dead body. Tom and Huck, in deadly fear of Indian Joe, keep an agonized silence. Then at last they speak out in a melodramatic scene at the murder trial of the drunkard. Indian Joe leaps through the court-room window and escapes, a fugitive from the law. He hides in the great cave in the river bluff. Weeks later Tom and a little girl companion Becky, lost in the cave and almost expiring, see the flickering light of a candle and the form of Indian Joe, groping in the darkness. The children are rescued. Only weeks later do they learn that the rescuers have barred and sealed the entrance to the cavern. Tom Sawyer’s exclamation to Becky’s father, ‘Oh, judge, Indian Joe’s in the cave!’ remains in the memory of thousands of readers as one of the sensations of literature.

Yet, all in all, the book is far below Huckleberry Finn. Mark Twain, in writing Tom Sawyer, was unconsciously groping his way towards the broader canvas and the fuller meaning of the later book. Tom Sawyer as a book is full of obvious faults. The stage effects are too elementary, too obvious; they belong to the class of the melodrama and the stock villain and the heroine who requested to be ‘unhanded’ — in other words, the regular working apparatus of nineteenth-century popular literature. Tom Sawyer himself may be a ‘smart boy,’ but he runs dangerously close to being a ‘smart Aleck.’ Yet with all its faults the book went round the world and carried the name of Mark Twain into all the languages of civilization.


MARK TWAIN AS A NATIONAL ASSET. 1877-1894
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THE PERIOD BETWEEN the publication of Tom Sawyer and the time when he was overwhelmed by financial disaster shows Mark Twain at the height of his success, his literary reputation, his affluence, his domestic happiness. His name had become a household word in America. He had grown to be a sort of national asset. Men quoted his stories, his latest sayings, and much that he never said. His lecture trips were a triumphant progress; his books flooded the country in sales that widened like ripples over a pond. His pictured face, with the shock of hair that turned from red to grey and from grey to white, with the Missouri corn-cob pipe to give it character, was as familiar to the public as those of Washington and Lincoln and Grant. Most of all, he had earned, as he had deserved, the affection of his fellowmen.

Nor was his fame confined within national limits. Mark Twain had become a citizen of the world, and his time in these ensuing years of affluence and achievement was divided between two continents. His reputation in England, his London lectures, his London dinner speeches, the wide sales of his books in Great Britain, may be said to have helped much in renewing the national sympathy of nations that had drifted apart in the ominous days of the Civil War. English people realized that, after all, America was the place that Mark Twain came from; it couldn’t be so rotten.

In explaining of the activities of Mark Twain’s life during his prime, let it be remembered that he was perpetually busy, not only with things that came to completion, but with things that never did, or proved to be failures and were abandoned. A good deal of his time after Tom Sawyer was put into a play called Ah Sin, done in collaboration with his old friend Bret Harte. It was played in the National Theatre at Washington (May 7, 1877), tried out in New York and died of inanition. The only tangible result of the enterprise was to end the friendship of two old friends.

Following that came a trip to Bermuda with Twitchell largely done incognito, Mark now falling back on a privilege confined to royalty and the criminal class.

All the next summer (1877) he was busy with the idea of a story in which a little child of the people changes places with a king’s son — but the story had to wait three years for its completion as The Prince and the Pauper. There was another idea of the same period which he started and threw aside as of no great value — a sort of wandering tale about Huckleberry Finn, who had already appeared as the satellite of Tom Sawyer. This, the greatest idea that he ever had, Mark Twain seems to have valued little. ‘I like it only tolerably well,’ he said, ‘and I may burn the manuscript when it is done.’ For years the ‘Huck’ book lay around as neglected as Huck himself. But let the curious compare the author’s fulsome praise of his Joan of Arc.

But Huckleberry Finn and much else had to wait while Mark Twain and his family sailed away on a sort of grand tour of Europe. They left in April of 1878, visited Germany, passed down to Italy, where they visited in especial Venice and Florence and Rome; then back to Germany to winter in Munich; then came Paris, England (in August of 1879), and home to America (September 3, 1879). It was in the earlier part of the tour that Mark Twain took his walking tour in Germany and Switzerland with Twitchell, immortalized as A Tramp Abroad, in which Twitchell is cast for the part of ‘Harris.’ It goes without saying that the book is not as good as the Innocents. No one can be born twice. But the book is the real thing, and parts of it are inimitable: the vividness of the word-pictures, the tourists, the waiters, the Alpine climbing, the incidents of history, the excursions into facts and, above all, the play of an interesting mind that illuminates everything that it touches. Mark Twain could do this kind of thing as no one else.

Here begins also his inexhaustible interest in the German language, a source of mingled wonder, fascination and annoyance. The family set themselves to learn German. Having had no schooling, linguistic study was a novelty to Mark Twain. He could take as much fun out of the interminable German nouns and the inverted sentences as a schoolboy out of a parody of Latin. Later on, in his King Arthur book, when he wants words to use as magic spells he finds them in such glorious compounds as Constantinopolitanischerdudelsackmachersgesellschaft, a much more imposing compound than the humble English — Bagpipe Manufacturers Company of Constantinople.

 

It would be as tedious as it would be purposeless to follow all the comings and doings of Mark Twain and his family in the years that followed their return from Europe. Among the more notable peregrinations was a trip to the Mississippi, down the river from St. Louis to New Orleans and up again to St. Paul. Mark renewed his experiences as a pilot, fraternized again with Horace Bixby, dropped in at Hannibal for three days to see the boys and girls — in short, the return of the hero, enjoyed as much as it was earned.

The trip helped him to prepare, from his Atlantic articles, his work Life on the Mississippi — his pilot life already recounted — which appeared in 1883. It was published partly at his own expense and risk — the beginning of the new finance that was to ruin him. But he had got into his head that the previous publishers had been cheating him — like the Alta thieves and the copyright pirates. As literature, the book ranks high; as a commercial venture, low. ‘It cost me fifty thousand dollars to make,’ so its author said. He was dealing in big sums now.

Other episodes of the period were Mark Twain’s brief pilgrimages to Canada. They were made to ‘acquire copyright,’ a sort of purification necessary under the existing law, but they turned into social and public triumphs. There was a great dinner at Montreal (1880), and on the next trip (1883) an invitation to stay at Rideau Hall, Ottawa, where resided the Marquis of Lorne and his wife, the Princess Louise, daughter of Queen Victoria. Mr. Paine, the biographer, writes of this: ‘It is a good deal like a fairy tale . . . the bare-footed boy of Hannibal who had become a printer, a pilot, a rough-handed miner, being summoned by royalty as one of America’s foremost men of letters.’

It takes an American democrat to see these things in their proper light.

 

Meantime The Prince and the Pauper had already appeared (1880), meeting with a reception in which approval mingled with disappointment. It is told that a certain great classical scholar of the eighteenth century said to Alexander Pope, when his Iliad and Odyssey appeared, ‘It’s a very pretty poem, Mr. Pope, but it is not Homer.’ Many readers felt this way about The Prince and the Pauper; it was a very pretty story, but it wasn’t Mark Twain; at least not the Mark Twain who made frogs jump and conducted innocents abroad. In other words, it wasn’t funny (except in lapses). Its author could have answered the indictment by saying that it wasn’t meant to be, and could have drawn attention to the beauty of description of old London and its bridges.

Human nature being as discontented as it is, ‘funny’ writers are never content with their cap and bells. They would like to write sermons. From this time on Mark Twain showed a desire to redeem himself from the charge of being ‘funny.’ As a result we have The Prince and the Pauper and, later on, Joan of Arc, which — whatever they may be — are not Mark Twain. There are books that he wrote in which he tried to be Mark Twain and failed; such as Tom Sawyer Abroad or Pudd’nhead Wilson, a Mississippi story of 1892, at best an attempt to recapture a tune also sung. But in the historical books he is trying to do something else altogether.

For serious historical writing he was not fitted. His view of the present is like a photograph; his view of the past is made of fierce lights and shadows thrown by firelight on a dark wall. His history is too elemental: for King read tyrant; for priest read bigot; for justice read torture; and for anything called Louis read putrefaction. Mark Twain was too much impressed by the cruelty, the bigotry and the tyranny of the past to see it in its true light. Strange that a man writing in the days of the Homestead strikes and the Haymarket riots, with hideous lynchings in the South, murder walking the streets in Chicago, and on the horizon the tyranny of the prohibitionist, the gangster, the hi-jacker and the racketeer, could see so little to regret in the vanished past.

 

But when Mark Twain turned from the Thames of 1550 to the Mississippi of 1850, that was another story. The appearance in print of the Adventures of Huckleberry Finn marks the highest reach of his achievement.

All the world has read the story of the ragged little outcast, Huckleberry Finn, floating down the Mississippi on a raft, his companion the runaway Nigger Jim. Every reader has felt the wonderful charm of the scenery and setting — the broad flood of the river, the islands tangled with wild vines, the sand-bars and the current swirling past the sunken snags: the stillness of the night with voices coming from the lumber rafts far over the water: the fascination of the passing steamboat, its lighted windows and its trail sparks breaking the black night; and then the dawn and the sun clearing the mist from the waters.

The writer seems to have groped his way into the book like a treasure-seeker. It opens to a wrong start — Tom Sawyer and his boy-chums and pirate games — that would never have gone far. Then it drifts to Huck Finn and his drunken, dissolute, unkempt father, ‘pap’ (‘His hair was long and tangled and greasy, and hung down, and you could see his eyes shining through like he was behind vines’); Huck a prisoner in a hut in the hands of the drunkard; his escape; the raft; the finding of Nigger Jim, and with that we float away on the bosom of the river. There are tragic episodes of the river, the feud, the murder, the false claim of the inheritance, the bag of money in the coffin. The story pushes hard against burlesque here and there, as when the raft is invaded by the down-and-out bummers, the ‘King’ and the ‘Duke.’ Artistically it almost breaks here — yet oddly enough this is the very part that readers who care nothing for art like best — the sheer roaring fun of it. The Duke getting ready a performance to be given in passing a town and furbishing up his recollections of Shakespeare in the form of— ‘To be or not to be; that is the bare bodkin,’ is as typically and triumphantly Mark Twain as anything he ever wrote.

In the end the raft floats to Arkansas; Huck is cast up at Silas Phelps’s farm and Tom Sawyer gets back into the book — and spoils it. As soon as he comes all the depth of meaning, all the breadth of the picture is lost. It is just backyard stuff — the kind of thing they make ‘comic strips’ of.

But the bulk of the book is marvellous. The vision of American institutions — above all, of slavery — as seen through the unsullied mind of little Huck; the pathos and charm of the Negro race shining through the soul of Nigger Jim — the western scene, the frontier people — it is the epic of a vanished America.

Strange that anyone could imagine that such a book as Joan of Arc — conventional, imitative, unnatural — could compare with this. Yet Mark Twain supposed it far superior, and the pundits and stodges, belly-heavy with culture, all agreed. Yet there are those, there must be, who considered the Adventures of Huckleberry Finn the greatest book ever written in America.

An outstanding feature of the book is that it is American literature. Whatever the works of Washington Irving and Fenimore Cooper and Longfellow were, there is no doubt about Huckleberry Finn. Every now and then the dispute breaks out in the colleges and spills over into the press as to what American literature was and is, and when it began. Like all controversies, the dispute is bottomless and involves a hopeless number of definitions of terms. But by American literature in the proper sense we ought to mean literature written in an American way, with an American turn of language and an American cast of thought. The test is that it couldn’t have been written anywhere else. When we read the books of O. Henry we know that they were not written in England; they couldn’t have been. Longfellow may have written about America, but the form of his language and his thought was the same as that of his English contemporaries. He shared in their heritage, and added to the common stock. Judged in this sense — in order to make the point clear and rob it of all venom — there is as yet no Canadian literature, though many books have been written in Canada, including some very bad ones.

But Huckleberry Finn was triumphantly obvious and undeniably American.

But the writing of books and of incidental sketches for the Atlantic, and presently for the Century, Harper’s, and other magazines, was only the chief part and by no means the whole of Mark Twain’s activity during these busy years. There were dinners and banquets and reunions to attend, with speeches to make. There was, alas, an increasing interest in the business of publishing. His earlier books were published by canvass and subscription, with a royalty to the author, who took no risk. The cost of sale under this system is high, the royalty low (five to seven per cent was fair enough), but Mark Twain felt that he could improve on this. He first took half the risk and half the profits, then presently launched into the publishing business itself. It seems that many authors feel a desire to be publishers, just as an English butler wants to run a public house and an American bar-tender aspires — or used to, when he existed — to ‘keep hotel.’ The results are usually unfortunate. So it was to be in this instance. But for the time all was optimism and rosy calculation worthy of Colonel Sellers.

Another feature of this period was lecturing, including a notable tour in the season of 1884-1885 managed by the admirable Major J. B. Pond, of worthy and illustrious memory, and carried out with George W. Cable as partner on the platform.

The lectures were a huge success for all except Mark Twain, to whom they were a mere labour of necessity.

The truth is that Mark Twain never liked lecturing. Indeed, apart from the initial joys of triumph, he grew to abominate it. Nearly all lecturers hate lecturing, whether from nervousness of appearing in public, on account of need of working up a fixed emotion at a fixed hour, or because of the fatigues of travel or the effort demanded by social entertainment. No one likes lecturing except those who can’t do it. A dull lecturer enjoys his own performance immensely.

Mark Twain hated lecturing for all the above reasons — even nervousness, in the sense of nervous intensity. And he added a special reason of his own, that he felt as if lecturing to make people laugh turned him into a buffoon. This, of course, was sheer ingratitude. But he wanted to be a man of letters, a philosopher, a character — he didn’t want to be a comic man. ‘Oh, Cable!’ he moaned to his lecture-mate one night, ‘I am demeaning myself. I am allowing myself to be a mere buffoon. It’s ghastly. I can’t endure it any longer.’ No doubt he was contrasting himself with the solemn little Cable, who didn’t smoke, drank water, read the Bible in the hotel bedroom, and drew tears from the audience.

In other words, Mark Twain wanted it both ways, coming and going. He wanted to have the world laugh when he said the ‘reports of his death had been grossly exaggerated,’ he wanted to write a comic account of Noah’s Ark and a comic life of Adam, he wanted to set King Arthur’s knights to playing baseball — but he didn’t want to take the consequences and have people think him ‘funny’; or rather, he wanted them to understand that he was also — as he was — a man of intense and passionate ideals, capable of righteous indignation against iniquity. About this the mass of the public cared nothing at all. Mark Twain to them was Mark Twain. That was all. When he said that he was a Chinese ‘Boxer’ — meaning that the Chinese nationalists were right — they laughed. ‘Have you heard Mark Twain’s latest?’ they said.

 

Even more successful than his public lectures, if that were possible, were Mark Twain’s after-dinner speeches. Here, of course, he was entirely himself. Here he could exploit to the full the natural drollery of his speech, the peculiar drawl, the assumption of innocence — all those arts and artifices which swept his auditors away on billows of tumultuous laughter. After-dinner speaking in those unredeemed days was an easier art in America than now. Indeed, the contrast of those days with the gloomy ‘banquet’ of to-day is pathetic. To-day the auditors sit in silence, their surreptitious cocktail, of three hours before, dead within them, chewing fiercely at celery and listening to an hour’s talk on such a thing as the Chicago Drainage Canal. But in those evil days a banquet was a real banquet. The audience came from the bar to the banquet, and gravitated from the banquet to the bar. Swimming in champagne in a haze of blue smoke they wanted fun, not information. And Mark Twain could give it to them as no one else could.

These years were the great years of Mark Twain’s public lecturing, in which he easily eclipsed all those who preceded and followed him. The only exception was Charles Dickens, whose crowded houses and breathless audiences at least equalled those of the great American humorist. But Dickens was different; his towering fame was the background; he ‘read,’ not lectured, though with intense dramatic effect and magnetic personal contact. What the audience saw was not Dickens but his characters — the death-bed of the dying child, the fury of the murderer Sykes, and the Homeric court-room of Bardell versus Pickwick. What Mark Twain’s audience saw was Mark Twain; what the audience heard was Mark Twain — not Tom Sawyer, nor Huck Finn, but Mark Twain. His thought and feeling, by the magic of his method, carried across.

Which was the higher art and which the lower, it is needless to enquire.

Many of the dinner speeches, such as that at the great Army dinner at Chicago (1879), became historic. For the rest of their lives those present recalled and magnified the wonder of Mark Twain. Once, once only, the magic failed utterly and dismally. One may recall, as an irony of personal history, Mark Twain’s greatest after-dinner success (done with a third-rate joke at the end of a speech of no merit), and his great and ignominious failure with a prepared speech that was as funny as it was subtle, accidentally derailed in transit. The great success was the dinner given in honour of General Grant by the Army of the Tennessee at Chicago on November 13, 1879. Grant was there, and Sherman and Sheridan and a galaxy of great soldiers. Colonel Robert Ingersoll carried the audience away in a real speech of patriotic oratory; and there was the usual tiresome speaker (still unhanged among us) who began for a minute and spoke for an hour. Mark Twain rose at 2 a.m. to talk not on the Ladies, as invited, but on the Babies. ‘We haven’t all the good fortune to be ladies,’ he said in opening, ‘we haven’t all been generals or poets or statesmen; but when the toast works down to the babies — we stand on common ground.’ We are told that the speaker ‘had to stop to let the tornado roar of laughter go by.’ The concluding paragraph of the speech is the most quoted part of all Mark Twain’s oratory. It runs:

‘And now in his cradle somewhere under the flag the future illustrious commander-in-chief of the American armies is so little burdened with his approaching grandeur and responsibilities as to be giving his whole strategic mind at this moment to find out some way to get his own big toe into his mouth, an achievement to which (meaning no disrespect) the illustrious guest of the evening also turned his attention some fifty-six years ago — —’

Here Mark Twain paused. What followed is thus related by his incomparable biographer Mr. Paine:

‘The vast crowd had a chill of fear. After all, he seemed likely to overdo it, to spoil it with a cheap joke at the end. He waited long enough to let the silence become absolute, until the tension was painful, and then . . . “and if the child is but the father of the man, there are mighty few who will doubt that he succeeded.”

‘The house came down with a crash.’

 

Now let us admit that a joke cannot be fully appreciated without the voice, the mood, the occasion; let us admit also that it is historically interesting to think of such a distinguished audience swept away on a gale of laughter. But after all, what does the joke amount to? Nothing much, and they had to wait for it. But the reader may judge for himself.

The other occasion is equally historic — memorable in its utter and awful failure. For the time it crushed Mark Twain with a dead weight of despair. The scene was the dinner given on December 17, 1877, by the staff of the Atlantic to the aged poet Whittier on his seventieth birthday. Present were Whittier himself, and Longfellow and Emerson and Holmes and all the great literary lights of Boston, the Magi of the East, refulgent with their own genius and consuming their own smoke. Mark Twain shouldn’t have given a damn for them, but he did. Longfellow was there and old Emerson — too deaf to hear — and others too stuffed to listen. But Mark Twain was afraid of them. In their eyes and in his own he was not in their class. They were ‘authors,’ real ones; he was just a rough, cheap westerner. So he prepared a speech line by line and word by word. It was a delightful piece of burlesque — picturing three old ‘bummers’ arriving at a western mining camp and spouting poetry. One ‘bum’ impersonated Longfellow, one Holmes, and one Emerson — the parody of their work was to show that. But the speech went wrong. The audience caught on to the ‘bums,’ but not to the parody — old men are slow in such things. There was a frozen silence. The speaker’s ‘inferiority complex’ (though he never lived to hear of it) seized him. His own face turned to misery.

The speech ended. The old men shuffled into their coats. It was all over.

Next day Mark Twain wrote agonized letters of apology. He wanted to resign everything, to quit everything, to give up everything — not to be Mark Twain any more. His despair was as fierce as his hopes had been eager. Years after, he read the speech again, and again sank into a pit of despair. Years after that, he read it again, and the light broke in and he felt that it was glorious. So it was. If he had given that speech to the students of Yale and Harvard instead of the stuffy old men in Boston, it would have taken the roof off.

 

The mention of General Grant and the famous Grant dinner at Chicago recalls one of the outstanding episodes of Mark Twain’s life in the hey-day of his success — his marvellous rescue of Grant and his family from ruin.

A grateful nation had made the hero of Appomattox its president. It has a way of doing so. It is said that the Chinese, in the days of the Empire, used to select by examination their highest scholars and make them generals. The Americans select their highest generals and make them presidents. Of Grant’s presidency there is no need to speak here. After his time expired he was induced to go into Wall Street business, or rather to lend his name as a cover for business of which he understood absolutely nothing. The colossal success of the fraudulent Ward was followed by catastrophic failure and the imprisonment of Ward, and carried down with it the fortune, and worse still the reputation, of General Grant. There he was — ruined — saved only from legal prosecution by national sympathy and by the fact that he was already stricken with a disease destined to prove fatal.

In his adversity he turned to the idea of living by his pen — of fighting over again with ink and compasses the battles won by the sword. A leading magazine offered him what they thought a handsome sum for articles on his campaigns; a publishing firm were willing to bring out a book of memoirs of his life. But the whole plan, in scope and in prospective return, was on a modest scale. At this point Mark Twain ‘butted in.’ He saw the idea of Grant’s memoirs with the eyes of Colonel Sellers! What! Offer the General a mere five hundred dollars for an article on the battle of Shiloh! What! Talk of ten thousand copies of a book from such a hand! ‘General’ (the words are actual), ‘a book telling the story of your life and battles should sell not less than a quarter of a million, perhaps twice that!’ And a little later, in a further discussion of the subject, ‘General, I have my cheque-book with me. I will draw you now a cheque for twenty-five thousand dollars as an advance royalty!’

And just for once the Colonel Sellers vision was absolutely correct.

Mark Twain had had a certain connection already, one might say friendship, with General Grant. Once, long before, he had visited him when President, and had relieved the awkwardness of the meeting by saying, ‘Mr. President, I am embarrassed, are you?’ Grant treasured the remark as a man without humour keeps an old joke. Afterwards came the famous dinner and other casual meetings.

Mark Twain did not ‘butt in’ in any offensive sense to steal the business of other publishers. He offered them a field they wouldn’t take, and when it was clear, occupied it himself for his own publishing firm, Webster and Company. He set the General to work dictating his memoirs, watched over him, encouraged, cheered him to it. Grant, stricken as he was, worked stubbornly on. All the best in the man shone on in his stubborn fight against approaching death. When the cancer in his throat reached the point where dictation was impossible, he took a pencil and wrote on, firmly, stubbornly, as if his pencil were an iron point against paper. He won out. There came a day when he laid aside the pencil; the Personal Memoirs of General Grant were ended. Three days later (July 23, 1885) the world learned that General Grant was dead.

Grant had written with the plain simplicity of one not looking for style or effect, but setting down what he had to say for its own sake, without a wasted word. So wrote Xenophon and Julius Caesar.

But the vast success of the Memoirs was not solely due to the national interest in the narration, the national appeal of the circumstances, or the plain soldierly writing of the General. It owed much to the energy and boldness of Mark Twain, the fearless disregard of expense with which the enterprise was launched, the skill with which it was carried through.

Before Grant died he had the satisfaction of knowing that his name and his family were saved. After he was dead the royalties paid to his widow ran to nearly four hundred and fifty thousand dollars!

 

After the great Grant episode comes as a landmark the publication of The Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court. It appeared in December 1889, but it had been long in thought and preparation. Ever since he had first visited England, Mark Twain had wanted to write a book about English institutions. The plan was originally killed by kindness, but refused to stay dead. It revived in his mind. He carried it about with him, and by 1866, in his new Hartford home, he began the felicitous book with the happy title in which his England was encompassed. The writing was interrupted by the composition of sketches and articles, by dinners and speeches, and by the receipt of honorary degrees (such as the Yale Master of Arts in 1888), but it never stopped till it culminated in the issue of the book by Webster and Company, the author’s own publishing house.

To many of us who are old enough to remember most of Mark Twain’s works from the time of their appearance, there is a certain list which seemed then and seem now the real Mark Twain. The rest don’t matter. The list includes Roughing It, Life on the Mississippi, The Innocents Abroad, Tom Sawyer (a little grudgingly), The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, and, most certainly and beyond controversy, the Connecticut Yankee. We don’t need to care what the critics say; we can recall the sheer unadulterated joy of that first perusal.

The story is based thus:

A Connecticut Yankee, a factory boss, skilled in all mechanical arts, is ‘put to sleep’ by a crack on the head with a crowbar from an employee. He wakes up to find himself — not forward in time as most Utopians are, but backward. He is lying on a grassy bank in the woodland country of King Arthur’s England. To him approaches a knight in ‘old time iron armour from head to heel.’

‘Fair sir, will ye joust?’ asks the knight.

‘Will I which?’ says the Yankee.

And with that the tale is on. The Yankee, about to be put to death, recalls the fact that an eclipse happened that very year and day, and ‘puts out’ the sun. This beats out Merlin and makes the Yankee a magician. He rules King Arthur’s England; introduces machinery, fights the superstitions of the church, the cruelty of the law, the brutality of the strong — only to meet disaster at the end.

It is a strange and wonderful tale, and carries with it not only a story but a meaning. By and through his Yankee Mark Twain is denouncing all the things that he hated — hereditary power, the church, aristocracy, privilege, superstition. He is able, under the guise of humour, to give vent to the fierce elemental ideas of justice and right and equality, hatred of oppression and religious persecution, by which he was inspired. In other books this could only be incidental — a word, a phrase, a quoted speech. Here it was the whole book.

It was no wonder that such a book called forth plenty of criticism, even of denunciation; no wonder that many of Mark Twain’s English admirers turned their backs on him. The book seemed to challenge this. In the first place, from the point of view of the historian, if taken seriously, it is contemptible. The date of the story is fixed by a solar eclipse which is part of its machinery as the year 528 a.d. The time is that of King Arthur. But the author has lumped into it in an indistinguishable mass the manners and customs of ten centuries, all the tyrannies of all the countries he ever heard of (except America) — the Dark Ages, the Middle Ages, the Old Regime in France; all the aristocracies of Europe, with especial reference to the English, past and present; with this, and running all through it, is a denunciation, by name, of the Roman Catholic Church.

Witness, for example, the following typical quotations:

‘It was pitiful for a person born in a wholesome free atmosphere to listen to their humble and hearty outpourings of loyalty towards their king and church and nobility; as if they had any more occasion to love and honour king and church and noble than a slave has to love and honour the lash. . . .’

‘Before the day of the church’s supremacy in the world, men were men and held their heads up.’

‘Any established church is an established crime, an established slave pen.’

‘A privileged class, an aristocracy, is but a band of slave-holders under another name.’

Now of course it is not really the fictitious Yankee speaking here, but the author himself. The voice is Yankee but the hand is from Missouri.

Such criticism of England, past and present, from a citizen of the American Republic, was a little too much like a child of light reproving the children of darkness. Against the tyranny of aristocracy could be set the rising tyranny of the trust; the criminals and bandits of King Arthur’s time (whenever it was) were soon to be overmatched by the gangsters of the United States; against the power of the church stood the social tyranny of Puritanical America; denunciations of slavery came ill from a writer brought up in a slave-holding family in the greatest slave state the world ever saw, and the rack and stake of the Middle Ages could be paralleled in the hell-fires of the southern lynchers.

At best it was Satan rebuking sin, the pot calling the kettle black. Underneath was the insult that Mark Twain really thought America a far superior place to England, a fact of which the next generation were not so assured. But the delusion of American freedom died hard.

Yet real lovers of Mark Twain’s work, those who understand it, will ‘wipe all that out.’ When the Yankee book appeared, it was read by thousands with sheer unadultered joy from cover to cover; by thousands who didn’t care a rush for historical accuracy, and were as willing to fuse all the centuries together as the author was. To such readers the burlesque of chivalry was a delight; it was glorious to think of King Arthur’s knights set to play baseball and to ride round with advertising boards instead of hunting the Holy Grail. The reader threw off the dead weight of literary reverence and roared at the fun of it. And the denunciation of cruelty and tyranny, and the triumph of machine-power, the revolver against the knight on horseback — all that was equally thrilling. It didn’t matter where the tyranny was or when it was; the reader had a notion that the institutions of dark ages were dark indeed, and exulted in their overthrow.

These readers were right. The Yankee is the most ‘artistic’ of all Mark Twain’s works; the burlesque the most unbroken, the theme the most continuous and consistent. The book Huckleberry Finn is imperfect as art when it breaks or nearly breaks into burlesque; in other books the burlesque is imperfect when it breaks into sentiment. The Yankee is a complete artistic conception, carried unbroken to a finish. Such faults as it has, in the technique of humour, lie elsewhere. Mark Twain never could convey the idea of prolixity except by getting prolix; to convey the idea of an interminable speech, he makes one; as witness the talk of Alisande in the tale and many of his characters elsewhere. Art should do better than that.

 

One may pass over with but little comment the other writings and the other achievements of Mark Twain, from the time between the appearance of the Yankee and his financial disasters of four years later. All through this period, and long before it, he had been reading intermittently about Joan of Arc, and presently working on a book about her. There was a family trip to Europe again in 1891-92 (France, Germany, Switzerland). To the family themselves the trip was chiefly memorable for its happiness. But to students of Mark Twain’s work and life it is memorable for his famous dinner with the Kaiser and what he thought of that exalted potentate.

During that winter in Berlin, Mark Twain and his family saw more of ‘high society’ than at any time of their lives. They were entertained as leading celebrities of the day in diplomatic and aristocratic circles at a time when European nobility enjoyed its last and its brightest lustre. Highest of all honours for Mark Twain was an invitation to dine at the royal table of the ‘young’ German Emperor.

It is difficult for us, even for those of us whose memory carries back to it, to reconstruct the setting and surrounding of the past before the downfall of Europe: the pomp and majesty of kingship; the resplendent glory of unbroken militarism; the ancestral pride of nobility, the authority and dignity of the church and the stability of established society. The gap between all that and bankrupt nations, labour democracies, red revolutions, and the threatened collapse of our civilization, is as great as that between the majestic vassal of God, William the Second, and an old man with a half-withered arm sawing wood at Doom. Anyone now can see the real figure of the Kaiser; Mark Twain could see it then.

He dined as one of a large company as a guest of the Kaiser on February 20, 1892. Afterwards he wrote down (for himself) his impressions of the Emperor and his entourage, the silent dinner, the monologue conversations, the rigid questions and the rigid answers, the utter suppression of everyone except the sovereign himself. He recorded how he alone in all that obeisant company had the hardihood to venture a few original observations, with the result of universal consternation and discomfort. Years later, he related the incidents, from his notes, to his biographer for publication after his death.

Very different was a meeting a little later (in the following summer), at Nauheim, with the Prince of Wales (Edward vii.). This was as jovial and informal as the ‘Kaiser-contakt’ had been rigid and conventional. The two walked up and down arm in arm, the Prince joking with Mark about a reference he had made to His Highness in one of his books. The ‘royal memory,’ whether coached or not, worked its usual charm.

Meantime publishing went on in America. There was the book, The American Claimant, with a play made out of it, that brought in a lot of money. Then there was a new Tom Sawyer story published in St. Nicholas in 1893-1894, and later as a book. It was called Tom Sawyer Abroad, and is interesting only as illustrating the failures of genius. In this story Tom and Huck and Nigger Jim start off in a (highly) dirigible balloon, cross the Atlantic, and ‘fool around’ the Sahara Desert. The whole setting is about as unconvincing and pointless as if we had a sequel story in which, let us say, Sherlock Holmes becomes a country clergyman, or Mr. Pickwick joins the army and heads a cavalry charge in the Crimean War. Another sequel, Tom Sawyer, Detective, is a little happier, the scene at any rate being laid where it belongs.

And all this time, though he didn’t realize it, Mark Twain’s fortunes were moving towards disaster, like swift-flowing water moving silently towards a cataract.

One pauses a moment before contemplating the shipwreck of a happiness that was never again restored, to dwell upon the completeness of it. It was not only in the world’s goods and in the world’s applause that Mark Twain was blessed. There was added to it the felicity of his private life. His abiding love for his sweet wife was only a part of the happy domestic and family relations with which his life was blessed throughout. His father, indeed, was little more than a memory, albeit a cherished one. For his mother, Jane Clemens, — the ‘Aunt Polly’ of Tom Sawyer — he bore a constant affection and a deep respect, even after he ceased to obey her precepts and ‘touched’ liquor and ‘threw’ cards. He sent her money as soon and as often as he had any to send.

After he left home he seldom saw his mother, though in his pilot days he once took her for a trip down the river to New Orleans.

Later on, after her son’s marriage and his rise to eminence, Jane Clemens came east with her daughter Pamela (Mrs. Moffatt), and lived for a while in Fredonia (N.Y.), but she moved west again to make her home with her oldest son Orion at Keokuk. There Mark Twain and his wife and children visited her in the summer of 1886. There she died in her eighty-eighth year in the summer of 1890, while her son was at the height of his success. All her later life was filled with pride over his achievements.

Orion Clemens, older than Sam by ten years and in his later life supported by his brother’s bounty, was, in a way, nearer to Mark Twain, more sympathetic, than anyone else in the world. Orion was a sort of queer double of Sam, with the one quality of success left out. He was a printer who failed at printing (he hated to charge money for it), a writer who couldn’t write, an inventor who didn’t invent and a promoter who couldn’t promote anything. But he felt himself always on the threshold of success and on the brink of fortune. After his return from the West, he lived, in the earthly sense, chiefly in Keokuk, Iowa, but in the real sense in a world of dreams. He wrote, at his brother’s suggestion, a vast autobiography, pathetic in its record of failure. In his old age he was found one morning seated in the kitchen, his head upon the table — dead. Beside him were pens and paper; no doubt he had thought of something wonderful to write.

Mark Twain has paid a full tribute to his brother Orion in his autobiography. Among other things he says:

‘Innumerable were Orion’s projects for paying off his debts to me. These projects extended straight through the succeeding thirty years, but in every case they failed. During all those thirty years Orion’s well-established honesty kept him in offices of trust where other people’s money had to be taken care of, but where no salary was paid. He was treasurer of all the benevolent institutions; he took care of the money and other property of widows and orphans; he never lost a cent for anybody, and never made one for himself.

‘Every time he changed his religion the church of his new faith was glad to get him; made him treasurer at once, and at once he stopped the graft and the leaks in that church.

‘He exhibited a faculty of changing his political complexion that was a marvel to the whole community. One morning he was a Republican, and upon invitation he agreed to make a campaign speech at the Republican mass meeting that night. He prepared the speech. After luncheon he became a Democrat, and agreed to write a score of exciting mottoes to be painted upon the transparencies which the Democrats would carry in their torchlight procession that night. He wrote these shouting Democratic mottoes during the afternoon, and they occupied so much of his time that it was night before he had a chance to change his politics again; so he actually made a rousing Republican campaign speech in the open air while his Democratic transparencies passed by in front of him, to the joy of every witness present.’

May the earth lie lightly on such a man.

In addition to Orion, his sister Pamela meant much in Mark Twain’s life. Her little boy was christened after him as ‘Samuel.’ But it was when his own marriage was blessed with children that Mark Twain’s domestic happiness received its final crown. His first child, it is true (Langdon Clemens, born November 7, 1870), was a delicate child and passed like an early flower (June 2, 1872). But the little girls who followed (Susie, 1872, Clara, 1874, and Jean, 1880), became the delight of their parents’ life. Mrs. Clemens was a model mother — giving the children her time, her care, her teaching, her love, and Mark was an ideal father, romping with the children, playing games with them, acting with them, and spoiling them all he could — a proper division of parental labour. The little Susie, in especial, was a child of exception, destined, it would have seemed, for great things. She wrote a part of a ‘biography’ of her father as quaint and interesting as her father’s own work.

‘Papa,’ she writes, ‘doesn’t like to go to church at all, why, I never understood, until just now. He told us the other day that he couldn’t bear to hear anyone talk but himself, but that he could listen to himself talk for hours without getting tired; of course he said this in joke, but no doubt it was founded on truth.’

For the intense happiness of such affections Mark Twain was destined later on to pay the full price. For him each break in the circle must come as a cruel blow, beyond consolation, without hope, cruel, final.

Such a time was approaching.


DISASTER — 1894-1900
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IT MIGHT HAVE been thought that throughout the years of literary success Mark Twain was moving up from poverty to a competence, from a competence to wealth, from wealth to affluence. So indeed he thought himself. Books, plays and lectures were bringing in a stream of money, that at times ran in a flood. The colossal success of the Grant Memoirs seemed to open a boundless horizon. Shrewd investment, as the investor saw it, would multiply every dollar that was saved. There was no limit but the sky.

Of course, there was a stream of money going out in the other direction. The beautiful house in Hartford sopped up money as beautiful houses do. When its owner bought some adjacent land from his neighbour, his neighbour ‘stung’ him as adjacent neighbours do. Then there was the cost of entertainment. Mark Twain never wanted to go to other people’s houses, but he wanted everybody to come to his. This is an expensive taste. The dinners, the visits, the company went on without end.

Still, an income that runs to a hundred thousand dollars a year will stand a lot of strain. And Mark Twain carried with him the comfortable feeling that after spending a lot of money — say, twenty or thirty thousand a year — in keeping things going he was still able every year to ‘salt away’ great sums of money that would guarantee the future against disaster. He felt this all the more because he knew that he had a progressive and inventive turn of mind, and was a man who could forecast the money that was going to be made of new inventions, new ideas. For instance, a large slice of his earlier savings went into a ‘steam generator.’ This was a marvellous mechanism calculated to save ninety per cent of the fuel, if it had ever generated anything. It never did. Thirty-two thousand dollars went into a ‘steam pulley’ that didn’t pull, and was followed by twenty-five invested under the sea in a marine telegraph. It never came up. Then there was the ‘Kaolatype’ — a new process of engraving by means of which fifty thousand dollars was placed on a smooth sheet of steel coated with China clay and left there. At times Mark Twain showed what he thought to be his hard-headed business caution. A young man called Graham Bell offered him what he describes as ‘a whole hatful’ of shares in a new ingenious sort of toy called a ‘telephone.’ But he was not to be caught with that.

Meantime ordinary profits had grown to look too small, ordinary gains too paltry. A hundred dollars was only fit to light a cigar with, a thousand too small to save. What was needed was something with ‘millions in it.’ In other words, Mark Twain having invented, or drawn, the character of Colonel Sellers, had turned into Sellers himself; brought up on the ‘Tennessee land’ and the lost earldom of Durham and the Esmeralda mine, he ran true to form and became Colonel Sellers, James Lampton and the Earl of Durham all in one. It was as if a Greek Fate, a Destiny of Necessity, had doomed him for disaster.

All this ran along for years.

 

But the chief agent in his undoing was a wonderful invention, a ‘machine’ calculated to revolutionize all the trade of printing, publishing and book-making. This was no less than a machine that would set type, would replace the laborious toil of the compositor by the dexterous and unerring work of mechanical power. Mark Twain had been a printer. He saw what this would mean. He realized that the dreamy young inventor James Paige had got hold of something that would turn the world upside down. All that was needed was to link up with Paige a man of keen business sense, a man with practical experience, a man commanding capital and bold enough to use it, in other words himself.

The calculations made were staggering, were super-Sellers. Such a machine (when Paige had it absolutely complete; it takes time to get a big thing like that just right) would be an indispensable necessity for all the newspapers in all the languages in all the world, and for all the magazines and book-printing of all nations everywhere. Multiply these by the circulation of the papers and the sales of the books, and remember that even in its earliest form the machine could work against four men — millions in it? no, billions.

Mark Twain had heard of the machine about 1880, had put in three thousand dollars just for luck; then later more; then determined to limit his stake in it to thirty thousand dollars; then plunged in on a neck-or-nothing contract that could eat up money as fast as he could save it. All through the years of his great success — the days of Huck Finn and General Grant and the Yankee — Paige was tinkering at the machine, perfecting it, and Clemens pouring money down an endless pipe. He never realized that other machines might ‘get there’ first; he saw, as a printer, what a revolution a ‘linotype’ would make; he didn’t see that other revolutionists might step in ahead.

And with that went in these same years the publishing business. Mark Twain by this time was a publisher, the firm of Webster and Company being virtually owned by him, and managed by ‘Charlie’ Webster, a man as visionary as himself and united to his family by marriage with a niece. Any optimism that Mark Twain lacked, Webster supplied. The resounding success of the Grant Memoirs had given the firm a universal éclat. Other war memoirs followed, a whole Library of Humour was planned. As the greatest undertaking of all, the firm brought out, by subscription sale, a magnificent Life of Pope Leo the Thirteenth. Here was an enterprise indeed! As Clemens saw it, this would make the 300,000 copies of the Personal Memoirs of General Grant look like a mere handful. This would be read by every living Roman Catholic; put the number of these at, say, 250,000,000, translate the book into every language, sell it on the average of, say, three dollars, and what do you get? Something pretty substantial! These are not Mark Twain’s words, but they represent his state of mind. Charlie Webster took a run over to Italy and had a talk with the aged Leo. He carried with him a copy of the Grant book — bound in gold it was to be, but Mark Twain’s friends dissuaded him; Webster talked in millions! The poor old pontiff was swept away. He gave his blessing to the work and begged Father O’Reilly, who was to write him up, somewhat pathetically, just to ‘tell the truth, tell the truth.’ As from a pope to a priest these are strong words. ‘We in Italy cannot comprehend such things,’ said Leo to Charlie. Neither they could in America, so it presently seemed. In short, ‘Mark’ and ‘Charlie’ had overlooked the fact that millions and millions of Roman Catholics couldn’t read, and if they did, they wouldn’t read the life of the pope, and that a pope doesn’t have a ‘life’ anyway, and they haven’t got three dollars if he had.

So presently the magnificent Life of Pope Leo dragged along, beside the war memoirs and the humour library, with the increasing deficit of Webster and Company. Then came the hard times, the attempt to raise money in a falling market, the machine, the machine! that never could get down — and then right ahead in plain sight the prospect of disaster, ruin, bankruptcy, like breakers under the bow of a ship.

During these years, 1892, 1893 and 1894, Mark Twain rushed back and forward from Europe to America. He dashed across in June 1892; Paige and Webster recharged him with optimism, and in two weeks he was off again for Europe. Pudd’nhead Wilson was ready to be issued, and The American Claimant was already published; the hard times hit the sales (and in any case the book was not the real thing), but the house kept going. By April of 1893 Mark Twain was back in America, rushing to Chicago to see Paige, then in May, reassured, but devoured with anxiety, off to Genoa. That summer he was back again. The end was getting near.

One friend he found on the brink of his disaster — Henry H. Rogers of the Standard Oil Company. The name of that corporation in those days had an evil sound, but to Mark Twain, H. H. Rogers was and remained one of the noblest men in the world. All his life Rogers had read and admired Mark Twain’s works. He met him now and played for him the part that Mark Twain had played for General Grant. He gathered in his firm hands the tangled threads of the humorist’s enterprises and unravelled the disorder; marked with the eye of business genius the assets that lay in the skein, ready to be rewoven. Then with his back against the wall he faced the creditors, who stood, some reluctant and some ravenous, ready to spring. But even Rogers could not prevent the inevitable. Mark Twain, back in France (May 1894), where his wife remained, returned to America.

Then came the crash. Charles L. Webster and Company went bankrupt on April 18, 1894. Rogers, acting for Mark Twain, got a settlement with the creditors at fifty cents on the dollar for the hundred thousand dollars of debt that carried the firm down. Mark Twain was ruined.

 

One needs to reflect for a moment to realize the extent of disaster. Mark Twain was almost sixty years old. He must begin all over again. He had thought himself affluent beyond the common lot. He had now nothing; less than nothing. He had supposed that henceforth he could use his pen as he would wish to, writing for writing’s sake — about such things, for example, as the life of Joan of Arc, about which he had dreamed for years. He had thought himself done and finished for ever with lecturing; he must pick up that weary task where he had left it off. Old and tired and wearying already of the world, he must assume the mantle of youth, the mask of merriment. He must pretend to be Mark Twain.

 

Nothing in his life became him better than the way he faced his adversity. He would have nothing to do with the fifty cents on the dollar; give him time, he would pay it all. When the news of his ruin reached the world there was at once talk of a national subscription to pay his debts. He would not hear of it; not while he could work; to people brought up to rough it on the frontier in the West, public charity was too much like the county poorhouse.

 

But the public sympathy counted for much. Letters and telegrams flowed in, cheques which he refused to take, but which touched his heart, and letters from some of the creditors waiving their claims indefinitely till he was ready to pay them. Most of all, from his wife, still in France, there came messages of love and encouragement; he wrote back with undaunted courage: ‘A burden has been lifted from me and I am blithe inside . . . except when I think of you, dear heart . . . for I seem to see you grieving and ashamed. There is temporary defeat, but no dishonour; we will march again.’

 

Oddly enough, in one corner of his mind was one sunlit spot filled with hope. The machine! For even now Rogers, who knew everything, still thought it might work, and Paige was still perfecting it.

 

So within a few weeks Mark Twain was over again in France with his family, settled down at Étretat on the Normandy coast, filled with new hopes and busy at what he felt was the real work of his life, a presentation of the career of Joan of Arc. At Étretat and at Paris, while his business affairs were being straightened out, Paige continuing his perfecting, and the enthusiastic Major Pond organizing a world lecture tour, he completed his Joan — for which, perhaps, as a child of adversity, he had a greater affection than for any other of his books.

Authors are notoriously perverse creatures. They are apt to repudiate their noblest offspring; Conan Doyle hated to be always thought of as the author of Sherlock Holmes; he felt himself to be a historical novelist, and grew to hate Sherlock. Lord Macaulay thought himself a poet, and Sir Isaac Newton, very probably, imagined himself a humorist. So did Mark Twain turn from the roaring fun of Roughing It and the Innocents to cherish the sorrows of the martyred Joan.

 

Joan of Arc was finished in Paris in January 1895 (before the lecture tour started), and published as a serial in Harper’s that year. The writer withheld his name, for fear that the signature of ‘Mark Twain’ would give a false turn to the reader. The Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc were published as if a translation from an actual memoir written by the Sieur de Conte, a supposed contemporary and companion of the Maid of Orleans. But this thin pretence broke down. Such a literary secret could perhaps be kept in Shakespeare’s time, but not in ours; and in any case the Sieur de Conte, when he philosophizes, talks rather like Nigger Jim. The leading critics and biographers have joined in ranking the book high. In its author’s own opinion, expressed deliberately in writing, it is counted as his greatest work. When it came out as a book he dedicated it proudly to his wile ‘in grateful recognition of her twenty-five years of valued service as my literary adviser and editor.’ It seems presumption to express a contrary opinion. The actual story of Joan of Arc is of course a tragedy of the ages; no imaginable picture can surpass that of a beautiful and inspired girl, saving her country in arms, and dying in the flames of martyrdom. But because Joan is great it doesn’t follow that Mark Twain’s book about Joan is great. One very simple test of a book is whether people read it and whether they read it for its own sake; because they want to read it, or for some other reason, such as the vainglory of culture, the author’s reputation, or by the attraction of the subject which the title professes to treat. Another excellent test of a book is whether the reader finishes it. It may be doubted by the sceptical whether the book Joan of Arc passes these tests. How many have said of it, ‘a sweet thing,’ ‘a beautiful thing,’ and left the beautiful thing unfinished. We recall how Mr. Pickwick listened to a story read out loud at Dingley Dell with his eyes closed as in an ecstasy of appreciation. No doubt he woke up at the end and said, ‘a sweet thing.’

Those of us old enough to recall the appearance of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn and the Yankee and such, and the sheer joy of reading them without knowing or caring about critical judgment, cultural value and literary conversation, will remember that there was no such thing with the Joan of Arc book. The comment of the plain reader was, ‘Hell! it isn’t funny!’ What he meant was, it isn’t Mark Twain; of course, it wasn’t meant to be. But unfortunately it is Mark Twain whenever it gets prosy. Mark Twain, in Is Shakespeare Dead?, has scoffed at those who try to write in the words and technique of a trade and calling which they do not know. He shows that Captain Marryat and Richard Dana could write like sailors because they were sailors, and Shakespeare couldn’t because he wasn’t. Mark Twain gets intense fun out of Shakespeare’s Tempest storm, where the captain says, ‘Fall to it, yarely, or we run ourselves to ground; bestir! bestir!’ And the boatswain answers, ‘Heigh! my hearts! Cheerly, cheerly, my hearts! Yare, yare!’ ‘That will do for the present,’ says Mark, in comment, ‘let us yare a little now, for a change.’ But compare the author himself as the Sieur de Conte, when he says of the fighting outside of Orleans: ‘We had a long tough piece of work before us, but we carried it through before night, Joan keeping us hard at it. . . . Everybody was tired out with this long day’s hard work.’ Picturesque, isn’t it? But is this mediaeval hand-to-hand fighting or setting ten thousand ems of type? Pretty exhausting, evidently, this mediaeval combat. A man deserves his supper after it.

Shakespeare on the deck of a ship ‘has nothing on this.’

What is more, all the Sieur de Conte’s knights and squires seem somehow to come from Missouri or Illinois. He says that Catherine Boucher belonged to Orleans, France, yet somehow she seemed to suggest Keokuk, Iowa. Even Joan and her enemies and her judges sound like a book of quotations. In fine, Mark Twain should have been content to remain Mark Twain, if he could face the ignominy of being a ‘funny’ writer and live it down.

He was under the impression that he had ‘spent twelve years of preparation on this book.’ But as the years from 1883 to 1895 saw also the writing of Huckleberry Finn, The Connecticut Yankee, The American Claimant, Tom Sawyer Abroad, Pudd’nhead Wilson, a great quantity of sketches published and otherwise, a vast series of lectures all over the map, two or three trips to Europe, social life in floods of hospitality, billiards night and day, and company without end — the researches into the Middle Ages could not have been so very exacting. Mark Twain, who had never been to college, had no notion of the long slow labour of a Gibbon, or the devoted hours of a college historian buried in book-dust, invisible for years. In flat contradiction of real authorities, let it be stated here that Joan of Arc, apart from the elevated subject, is about as good or as bad as dozens of historical romances written at the time, but never could have made a great reputation, nor sustained it. Mark Twain’s Joan floats down the stream of time held up by the humble arms of Huckleberry Finn and The Connecticut Yankee.

 

But meantime, while Joan was running in Harper’s, Mark Twain had sailed back to America, where Major Pond had already arranged his round-the-world lecture tour. It was to cover a western trip across America, then Australia, India, South Africa, and thence to England and home. Anyone who realizes how tired Mark Twain was of lecturing, of posing as a celebrity, of forcing new sayings and old jokes, may imagine with what weariness of soul he looked towards this prospect.

Yet he went at it bravely enough. He wrote to his young friend and admirer, Rudyard Kipling, to meet him in India, where he would arrive ‘riding on his Ayah,’ and then, like the man in the ballad, set his face towards the West. The chain of lectures was delivered in midsummer heat from Cleveland out to Vancouver. There he took ship (August 1895) for Australia, busy on board with his notes for the book that should recall the world trip. In Australia, lectures, receptions, honours; in India the same; in South Africa the same. Political opinions, nationalities, conflicts made no difference; for all the world he was Mark Twain; all the world knew and appreciated the nobility of his present purpose. He travelled the length and breadth of India; was entertained everywhere by officials, by rajahs, by society. He was in South Africa and saw Johannesburg and Pretoria just after the Jameson Raid, with the Uitlanders still in jail and the world still humming with speculation. Then back to England in July of 1896. There he expected to greet again his daughter Susie, who had stayed behind at college in America. But fate was not done with Mark Twain yet. Instead of the rapturous meeting there came the ominous news of illness, and then of his child’s death (August 18, 1896).

The blow fell with cruel force. Beside this the financial disaster seemed as nothing. From this, and the successive bereavements that followed, Mark Twain never recovered.

But his work he bravely carried to completion. His world tour presently appeared as a book (1897) under the happy title, Following the Equator. There is no need to discuss its literary merit; of course it is not the Innocents Abroad. But the marvel is that under such circumstances the book was done so well. Such as it is, no one else could have done it. There is as ever the same instinct in finding what is interesting, and the same queer ‘innocence’ of the eye that by looking at things crooked gets them straight. In the case of South Africa, the book is of still greater interest. Its comments, written as between the Jameson Raid of New Year 1895-96 and the War of October 1899, and written without a knowledge of the sequel of the things described, show an unusual insight. Take the calculation — Mark Twain, one recalls, was great on calculation — made as a sort of comic statistics — that at the usual rate of casualties as between Boers and Britons at Majuba and elsewhere, Dr. Jameson would have needed 240,000 men for his raid! This was meant to be as funny as the calculations of the saints and the mummies in the Innocents Abroad. In the light of the Boer War it is just a ghastly prophecy.

 

Mark Twain did not return to America with his book. He lingered on in Europe. He spent the first winter in London (1896-97); then moved about, spending a summer in Switzerland and two winters in Vienna (1897-98, 1898-99), with an Austrian country summer in between. In Austria he seems to have found a new fatherland, a second country — or, counting England, a third. In the Austrian capital especially he enjoyed a peculiar prestige. Mr. Paine tells us that his rooms at the Metropole Hotel were something like a court. Even on the street the people knew his striking figure and loved to honour him. ‘Herr Mark Twain’ was one of the celebrities of Vienna. Better still, money was coming in again fast. His new industry did not flag. There were articles in Harper’s, the Cosmopolitan and the Century. Pudd’nhead Wilson had been published in 1894 by his first publisher, the American Publishing Company. It was accompanied by Tom Sawyer Abroad and followed by Tom Sawyer, Detective. The cloud of debt was lifting. The horizon was clearing again. The ‘machine,’ indeed, had finally gone on the scrap-heap, but financially the turn of the tide had come.

But the days were saddened by new bereavements. To Vienna came the news of Orion’s death (December 11, 1897). It was as if a part of Mark Twain’s own life had gone. Then came the death of his old coloured butler George, a part of his Hartford home, whose loss added to the increasing loneliness. Worst of all, his little girl Jean, who had accompanied her father and mother on their wanderings, was developing an epileptic illness that struck fear into her parents’ hearts.

The family left Vienna and went to London for special treatment for Jean; and from there, on the same quest, to Sweden for the summer. It was partly Jean’s illness, and partly ailments of his own, that turned Mark Twain’s mind to thoughts of medicine, to osteopathy, to mental treatment by Christian Science and to the bypaths and mysteries of the healing art. For a time he took a terrific interest in a new food — some sort of harmless mess of concentrated milk which he wished to see the whole world adopt. For anyone brought up in the West, the patent medicine habit dies hard. The last days of the European sojourn were spent in London, and the last summer at a charming country house (Dollis Hill House) in the suburbs. The English had long since ceased to harbour any resentment for the Connecticut Yankee. The life in London was one continual offer of honours and entertainments. But he longed for home. Then at last, the exile ended, he could set his feet on the home trail. With his daughter’s health improved, if not restored, with the burden of debt cleared and paid, dollar for dollar, Mark Twain in the autumn of 1900 said farewell to the tumults and tyrannies of benighted Europe and stepped again into the free atmosphere of America (in a New York Customs House) on October 15, 1900.

He was back home. His work was done.

His ‘career’ was ended.


THE EVENING OF A LONG DAY. 1900-1910
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MARK TWAIN’S RETURN to America in the autumn of 1900, with the cloud of debt lifted and ease and affluence assured, may be said to mark the end of his active career. His work was done. There was no further need for him to seek celebrity; the national reception which greeted him on his return, the affection which surrounded him, the legend which had grown about his personality, these things could be brought to no higher point. Moreover, he was sixty-five years old. His literary work was done. The rest of his life — for he lived for nearly ten years more — was only an epilogue. It was a long evening after the day’s work.

Even now he did not settle down to a single place and home. He established himself first in a furnished house (14 West Tenth Street) in New York. But in the last ten years of his life, as between the ages of sixty-five and seventy-four, Mark Twain moved about more and lived in more homes than most people do in their whole lifetime. The migratory habit had become a part of his existence. The mere enumeration of his continued change of place is staggering to sedentary people of a fixed abode. In the summer after his return (that of 1901) he and his family occupied a ‘cabin’ on Saranac Lake in the Adirondacks, with a trip to Elmira and a yachting cruise from New England to Nova Scotia with Henry Rogers. There followed a winter (1901-2) in a new home at Riverdale, a Hudson River suburb of New York. In the summer following there came a trip to the West to pick up a degree at Missouri, with five days at Hannibal, and then a summer residence at York Harbor, Maine. There was a second winter at Riverdale (1902-3), and then a summer, the last one, at Elmira. The Hartford house had been sold; that home and its associations were gone for ever. The next winter there was a new European tour for the sake of Mrs. Clemens’s failing health. It was spent at Florence, and there on the fifth of June 1904 the deepest of all shadows fell over Mark Twain’s life, with the loss of his first and last love.

Henceforth, he still had his daughters, Jean almost to the end, and Clara, alone of the family to survive him. After the homecoming to America they lived out the summer in a cottage at Tyrringham, and the winter following in New York City, at 21 Fifth Avenue. The next summer was spent in the village of Dublin in New Hampshire, and again a winter in New York, with a second summer (1906) at Dublin. But the winter following saw a trip to Bermuda, and the summer after that — contrary to all Mark Twain’s own expectations — a new voyage across the Atlantic. He had thought that nothing could again induce him to cross the sea. But the award of the honorary degree of Doctor of Literature by the University of Oxford could not be refused. With the degree went entertainment and honours in London — the final and crowning proof of England’s admiration and affection for the great American.

After his return home there came another trip to Bermuda, and then, in June 1908, the entry into a new and specially built home at Redding — a beautiful country place for which Mark Twain had given general directions — especially for billiards — but which he never saw until he moved in. The place presently acquired the name of ‘Stormfield,’ after his latest character in fiction. The next winter saw another visit to Bermuda, from which he returned in April of the ensuing year to Stormfield, where he died on April 21, 1910.

 

It would be without purpose to indicate in detail all the varied happenings of these last ten years. There were occasions of special honour, such as the granting of degrees from Yale and from Missouri, the great dinner in New York in 1902, for Mark Twain’s sixty-seventh birthday, and the famous banquet given by the Lotos Club in 1908 after his return from the crowning honours of Oxford. One such special occasion was the final and farewell lecture given in Carnegie Hall, New York, April 6, 1906, for a public charity, a nunc dimittis after a long servitude.

 

Nor is it of much use to deal at full length with all the varied and random writing of the last ten years, a part of it reserved for publication till after the writer’s death. The truth is that what Mark Twain wrote after 1900 is chiefly interesting because Mark Twain wrote it. Yet even to this there are brilliant exceptions.

Students of Mark Twain’s work will be inclined to agree that it can be divided into various categories. There is a part of it which represents The Great Humorist, drawing our spontaneous laughter from the contrasts, the follies, and the incongruity of life. Here the cast of thought and the form of the words vie in excellence. The form of thought consists in bringing to bear an absolutely open and ‘innocent’ point of view on things already valued and prejudged and showing them as they are. The form of words consists in making terms and phrases take on a new and sudden meaning, obvious when found, but findable only by the same process of ‘innocent’ application. For both these things — the power of vision and the innocence of expression — Mark Twain has never been surpassed. The works that bear this stamp fully indented and fall into this class are pre-eminently the ones indicated in an earlier chapter — Life on the Mississippi, Roughing It, The Innocents Abroad, Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, and the Yankee. This is all that Mark Twain ever need have written.

Alongside of these are works intended to be in the same strain, but failing in their aim — such as Pudd’nhead Wilson, The American Claimant, Tom Sawyer Abroad. The Gilded Age is a mixed product, to place where one will. Close to these are the vast gargantuan burlesques planned but not finished, such as the huge Noah’s Ark that was to have been, and a lot of fragmentary sketches. It was always possible with Mark Twain for prolixity to destroy excellence, for exaggerations to reach the point of being meaningless.

Quite different are the stories in which Mark Twain laid aside the cap and bells of the humorist to assume, in whole or in part, the character of the romantic novelist. These are The Prince and the Pauper and, more than anything, Joan of Arc. De gustibus non est disputandum, but it may be humbly suggested that the praise awarded by the cultured to these books was not accompanied by the enjoyment of the uncultured public.

But quite different from all such work was what Mark Twain wrote not as humour but as invective, not as amusement but as denunciation, not for writing’s sake but for the sake of a public cause, a public idea, for liberty, for humanity. Here he only used his matchless power of phrase, his matchless touch of humour — as a weapon to destroy, a hammer to drive home a blow.

Such illumination as was shed from his old age was exactly in this field: the denunciation of war and conquest, of England in South Africa, of Europe in China, of his own republic in the Philippines; the discussion, pointed and controversial, but not altogether hostile, of the power and meaning of Christian Science; the discussion, brilliant in spite of prolixity, of who was Shakespeare; and, most of all, the discussion of heaven and hell, of God and the devil, of man and immortality, in terms not known in the Sunday School at Hannibal, Missouri, in 1850.

In such work as this, after humour for its own sake was gone, and romance had simmered into sentimentality, Mark Twain was still a master.

One pauses a moment to consider some of it.

 

On Shakespeare one must not linger. The ashes of controversy fan too soon into a flame. But in the opinion of many unqualified people Mark Twain’s Is Shakespeare Dead? is the best piece of Shakespearian criticism ever attempted. He proves conclusively that Shakespeare was not Shakespeare.

 

But his writings on peace and war, conquest and imperialism, merit a longer mention.

It was just in this closing period of Mark Twain’s life, just at the turn of the century, that the ‘imperialism’ of the white race, gathering for a generation, reached its culmination. These were the days of the ‘white man’s burden,’ of the partition of Africa, the ‘opening-up’ of China, and the ‘strangling’ of Persia. There was the South African War, the European armed force in China; there was ‘red rubber’ on the Amazon and on the Congo, and there was the American occupation of the Philippine Islands. It is impossible here to discuss the good and bad of this movement. Some of the best people in the world were in favour of it; and some of the best against it. Perhaps it was destiny, perhaps it wasn’t. In any case, it is long since replaced by vast upheavals of nations and of classes that have destroyed the world in which it stood. The white man has burdens of his own now.

But at the time, to many of the outgoing generation, especially in America, the whole thing seemed, as it did to Mark Twain, a reversion to barbarism, the substitution of brute force for justice, of slavery for liberty.

There was the Boer War. Mark Twain himself had written (in Following the Equator) of rights and wrongs in South Africa, and had stated with great emphasis the case of the Uitlanders against the Kruger government. But the spectacle of the two little republics being overwhelmed by the sheer brute power of an associated Empire, fighting overmatched but without surrender, was more than he could stand. He could not, he the Mark Twain of the legend and the corn-cob pipe, speak out. Yet it was hard for him to be silent. He told his friends that he was writing bitter articles ‘in his head’ about it. He did write at least one article, meaning to publish it, unsigned, in the London Times. But he withdrew it. He could not face the storm of obloquy and denunciation that would have replaced the affection of a nation. He tried to persuade himself. ‘Even if wrong — and she is wrong — England must be upheld.’ So he wrote to Howells, ‘he is an enemy of the human race who shall speak against her now.’ This is bunk, and he knew it.

His feelings were similar towards the Philippines conquest. Mark Twain was an American of the older covenant for whom the Monroe Doctrine worked both ways. ‘Apparently,’ so he wrote, but not for publication, ‘we are not proposing to set the Filipinos free and give their islands to them; and apparently we are not proposing to hang the priests and confiscate their property. If these things are so, the war out there has no interest for me.’

Of China and the Boxers and the missionaries and so forth, Mark Twain could speak more freely. He had nothing but admiration for the labours of the real missionary, facing poverty, hardship, exile and barbarous death to extend God’s Kingdom on earth. But for the other kind of missionary, living in comfort, accompanied by gunboats and protected by punitive expeditions — the advance guard of European rapacity — he had nothing but horror and contempt. Those who share his feelings may read with joy and comfort the fierce invective of the article To the Person Sitting in Darkness, published by the North American in February 1901, and since included in his books.

As with the missionaries, so — and much more so — with King Leopold and the Congo. See the pamphlet, King Leopold’s Soliloquy, written by Mark Twain and circulated by the Congo Reform Association. Official Belgium now undertakes the augean task of whitewashing the former king. We may therefore be content with quoting, without comment, what Mark Twain wrote as a proposed epitaph for the King of the Belgians. ‘Here under this gilded tomb lies rotting the body of one the smell of whose name may still offend the nostrils of men ages upon ages after all the Caesars and Washingtons and Napoleons shall have ceased to be praised or blamed and been forgotten — Leopold of Belgium.’

It is a sweet thought, nicely expressed.

 

For the present purpose bygone sins and dead-and-gone issues do not count. But the point is that in reading these invectives against injustice one is in contact with Mark Twain as vitally as in reading the smiling pages of the Innocents Abroad.

 

An interesting side-issue is found in Mark Twain’s queer obsession with Christian Science. On this he wrote various articles (in the Cosmopolitan and the North American, 1899-1903), and ended by wasting a whole book on it. He had taken it into his head that Christian Science was about to envelop the world; that it was going to get all the money and all the world there is — over-ride all political parties, churches, corporations and governments, and dominate mankind.

Quite evidently Mark Twain didn’t know what he himself thought about Christian Science. He was fascinated with its mental healing, with its dismissal of pain. But he denounced Mrs. Eddy as a liar and a humbug, who didn’t write her own books because she couldn’t. Mark Twain’s whole attitude was a sort of obsession. He could not see that Christian Science would come and go, like all other cults and creeds — lose its first hard outline, its combative enthusiasm, and become — respectable; in other words, just a way of ‘going to church,’ which is for many people an instinct and a necessity. ‘Christian Scientists’ who call in doctors become like Methodists who dance and Presbyterians who don’t go to hell. Mark Twain needn’t have worried. His book, Christian Science (1907), sounds now like attacking a grass-bird with a cannon.

 

But chief in interest in all of these later writings are the ones that are meant to deal with fundamental issues of God and man, heaven and hell, the Bible and the sinner. Here, for example, is Captain Stormfield’s Visit to Heaven. It relates, on a vast cosmic scale, of size and space and number, how Captain Stormfield — a sea-captain character lifted out of one of Mark Twain’s California voyages — was taken up to heaven and what he saw. It is meant to show that people couldn’t really play the harp all day. They’d get sick of it. They couldn’t really sit and wear golden crowns all day. They’d get bored with it. Such a book from the point of view of the Hannibal Sunday School class of 1850 would be bold and wicked beyond words, fascinating indeed, but apt to land the reader in hell. To the ordinary reader of to-day it is as pointless as it is prosy. Perhaps a divinity student might find it an amusing skit.

In other words, Mark Twain was like Don Quixote tilting against windmills. He had been brought up amongst simple frontier people, slaves, western desperadoes and bad men. None of these people ever question the Scripture. All are willing to admit that the world was made in six days, or less, that Joshua stopped the sun, and that the proof of the existence of miracles is that one happened last year in Wyoming.

In Captain Stormfield and What Is Man? (1906) and in The Mysterious Stranger, published after his death, Mark Twain is attacking forms of literalism long since passed away among people of any enlightenment. Mark Twain could never forgive the ‘God of the Bible’ for his cruelty to man, his eternal sentence to hell, his creation of pain and sorrow that man might suffer.

But if no such God ever existed, why worry about him?

Such thoughts and such angers Mark Twain carried in his intimate mind all his life. He wrote them into notes, into scraps, into odd fancies in his books. When Huck Finn says, ‘All right, I’ll go to hell,’ that is Mark Twain defying God. Some of this writing was published in his lifetime, some printed privately (like What Is Man?), and some had to wait till the loving censorship that held it back was gone. And some of it he laid aside to be published after his death, when no one could ‘get after’ him.

 

That time was approaching.

Mark Twain had gone to Bermuda in the autumn of 1909, but, with characteristic restlessness, sailed home again to spend the Christmas holidays with Jean, who had stayed home at Stormfield. Clara, the other daughter, whose voice and whose musical talent were the delight of her father, had married, had become Mrs. Gabrilowitch, and was abroad. There was only Jean.

On the day before Christmas, in the midst of her busy and loving preparation of the Christmas tree, Jean was suddenly stricken dead. On Christmas night her body was carried away to be buried beside her mother at Elmira. ‘From my windows,’ wrote her father, ‘I saw the hearse and the carriages wind along the road and gradually grow vague and spectral in the falling snow, and presently disappear. Jean had gone out of my life and would not come back any more.’

Next day there was a great storm of driving snow. He looked out on it. ‘They are burying her now at Elmira,’ he said. ‘Jean always loved to see a storm like this.’ For Mark Twain this was the end.

 

He had not long to wait. In January of 1910 he went back to Bermuda, writing home cheerfully enough to Howells and the Mr. Paine who had for years past been preparing his biography, and to his daughter Clara. But he was a stricken man. There was trouble with his heart and he had lost the will to live. Each of us, it seems, lives, as apart from accidents, as long as we want to, but the time comes when we don’t want to. So it was with Mark Twain. When the time came to leave Bermuda he was failing rapidly. They carried him on board the ship and so, two days later, to the shore, and then on by train and carriage to Stormfield. He gathered strength to step from the carriage across the threshold, and from there Paine and others carried him upstairs to his bed. This was on April 14. Meantime his daughter Clara was hurrying home, arriving a day or so after they brought her father there. The end came, just with the sunset, on the evening of April 21, 1910. His last words were, ‘Good-bye,’ and then, ‘if we meet — —’ and then silence. Mark Twain was gone.

His body was buried at Elmira beside the graves of his wife and daughter.


CHRONOLOGY OF THE LIFE AND WORK OF MARK TWAIN. [Samuel Langhorne Clemens]
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1835. NOV. 30. Born at Florida, Missouri.

1839. Family moved to Hannibal, Missouri.

1847. March 24. Father died; began work as a printer’s apprentice.

1853. Worked as a printer at St. Louis, then in New York and Philadelphia.

1854. Worked again in St. Louis.

1855. Worked with Orion Clemens at Keokuk, Iowa.

1856-57. Worked in Cincinnati.

1857. Abandoned printer’s trade. Became a pilot’s apprentice and then a pilot on the Mississippi.

1861. Civil War. Pilot business ended; enlisted as a Confederate in a temporary Missouri organization. Retired after two weeks.

1861. Went to Nevada as unpaid secretary to his brother Orion. Became a miner.

1862. On the staff of the Territorial Enterprise, Virginia City.

1863. Adopted the pen-name of ‘Mark Twain.’

1864. Moved to San Francisco.

1864-65. Fled to the mountains; a miner again.

1865. Back in San Francisco.

1866. March-June. Sandwich Islands trip.

1866. Oct. 2. San Francisco lecture on the Sandwich Islands.

1866. Dec. 15. Sailed from San Francisco for New York via the Isthmus.

1867. May 6. Lectured in Cooper Union building, New York.

1867. May. Published The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County and Other Sketches.

1867. June-Nov. The Quaker City excursion of the Innocents Abroad.

1867. Dec. 23. Met Olivia Langdon; went with her to hear Charles Dickens lecture.

1868. To California and back via Aspinwall to adjust rights of publishing Quaker City letters.

1868. July 2. Farewell Address in San Francisco.

1868. July 28. Arrived New York.

1868-69. Season of. Lecture Tour in Eastern Cities.

1869. Feb. 4. Engagement with Olivia Langdon.

1869. July 20. Published Innocents Abroad.

1869. Aug. 14. Editor Buffalo Express.

1870. Feb. 2. Married Olivia Langdon.

1870. Nov. 7. Langdon Clemens born.

1871. Left Buffalo for Hartford connection; sold out of Express.

1871. Published Roughing It.

1872. March 19. Olivia Susan (Susie) Clemens born.

1872. June 2. Langdon Clemens died.

1872. Aug.-Nov. First visit to England.

1873. Published The Gilded Age; built a house in Hartford.

1873. May-1874, Jan. Second visit to England.

1873. Oct. 13. Lectured in London.

1874. Summer at Quarry Farm, Elmira. Clara Clemens born (June).

1874-75. First articles in Atlantic: A True Story; Old Times on the Mississippi.

1876. Summer at Quarry Farm.

1876. Play of Ah Sin, with Bret Harte.

1876. Tom Sawyer.

1877. To Bermuda with Rev. Joe Twitchell.

1877. Dec. 17. The Whittier Birthday Speech.

1878. April-1879, Sept. European Tour: Germany, Switzerland, Italy, France, England.

1879. Nov. 13. Speech at the Grant Banquet at Chicago.

1880. Published A Tramp Abroad and The Prince and the Pauper.

1880. July. Jane Lampton (Jean) Clemens born.

1880 and 1883. Trips to Canada. Banquet at Montreal (1880). Guest at Rideau Hall (1883).

1883. Life on the Mississippi.

1884. Went into publishing business.

1884. Lecture tour with George W. Cable.

1884. Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.

1885. Contract with General Grant.

1888. Master of Arts of Yale.

1889. Connecticut Yankee.

1891. June. Went with family to Europe for protracted residence: in Berlin winter of 1891-1892; travelled France, Germany, Italy.

1891. The American Claimant.

1892. June. Back to America for two weeks; returned to Europe.

1892-93. In Italy, chiefly at Florence.

1893. March-May. To America and back to Europe.

1893. Aug. Back to New York.

1894. Went back to France and then home again to America.

1894. April 18. Publishing firm, Charles L. Webster and Co., failed.

1894. May. Returned to France, then back to America.

1894. Summer at Étretat, France; winter in Paris.

1895. May. Returned to America.

1895. April-Dec. Joan of Arc (Harper’s).

1895. July-1896, July. Round-the-world Lecture Trip: United States, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, India, South Africa.

1896. July 14. Landed at Southampton.

1896. Aug. Susie Clemens died.

1896-1900, Oct. London, Switzerland, Vienna, Sweden.

1897. Following the Equator.

1900. Oct. 15. Return of Mark Twain to America; lived at 14 West Tenth Street, New York.

1901. Summer. At Saranac Lake.

1901. Doctor of Letters of Yale.

1901-2. Winter. At Riverdale on the Hudson.

1902. Summer. At York Harbor, Maine.

1902. Nov. 27. New York Banquet for sixty-seventh birthday.

1902-3. Winter. Riverdale.

1903. Summer. Elmira.

1903-4. Travelled in Europe; Florence.

1904. June 5. Mrs. Clemens died.

1904. Returned to America; rest of summer at Tyrringham.

1904. First portions of Autobiography.

1904. Lived at 21 Fifth Avenue, New York.

1905. Summer at Dublin, New Hampshire.

1906. April 19. Farewell lecture in New York.

1906. What is Man? (book privately printed).

1906. Second summer at Dublin.

1906-7. Trip to Bermuda.

1907. To England; Oxford Degree, June 26, 1907.

1908. Jan. 11. Lotos Club Banquet.

1908. To Bermuda.

1908. Summer. New House (Stormfield) at Redding, Connecticut.

1909. Is Shakespeare Dead? (book).

1909. Nov. To Bermuda.

1909. Dec. Back to Stormfield. Jean Clemens died, Dec. 24.

1910. Jan. Back to Bermuda.

1910. April. Returned to Stormfield. Died, April 21.
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CHAPTER I. THE CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH OF CHARLES DICKENS
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SWEET ARE THE USES OF ADVERSITY

People reading Dickens, — all over the world for a hundred years, almost, there have been people reading Dickens. In town and in country, at home and abroad, in winter with the candles lighted and the outside world forgotten, in summer beneath a shadowing tree or in a sheltered corner of the beach, in garret bedrooms, in frontier cabins, in the light of the camp fire and in the long vigil of the sickroom, — people reading Dickens.

And everywhere the mind enthralled, absorbed, uplifted, the anxieties of life, the grind of poverty, the loneliness of bereavement, and the longings of exile, — forgotten, conjured away as there rises from the magic page the inner vision of the lanes and fields of England, and on the ear the murmured sounds of London, the tide washing up the Thames, and the fog falling upon Lincoln’s Inn.

And of all the people who have thus read Dickens hardly any have read for an ulterior purpose and with an artificial aim. Other writers are read as a task, are read for self-improvement, for the pedantry and for the vainglory of scholarship. Not so Charles Dickens. His books from first to last have been read for their own sake. The written word has of itself called forth that laughter that lay among the lines and for its own sake the tears that have fallen upon the page.

One stands appalled at the majesty of such an achievement. In the sheer comprehensiveness of it, no writer in all the world has ever equalled or approached it. None ever will. The time is past.

There are many younger people now, so we are told, who do not read Dickens. Nor is it to be wondered at. We live in a badly damaged world. It is a world of flickering shadows tossed by electric currents, of a babel of voices on the harassed air, a world of inconceivable rapidity, of instantaneous effects, of sudden laughter and momentary tragedy, where every sensation is made and electrocuted in a second, and passes into oblivion. It is a world in which nothing lives. Art itself is as old as man, and as immortal. But the form and fashion of it changes. Dickens lived and wrote in a world that is visibly passing, the age of individual eminence that is giving place to the world of universal competence.

 

If early adversity is what is needed to bring out latent genius, Charles Dickens had a rare chance. He was born in a shabby second-rate home and spent his childhood in a series of homes each as shabby and as second-rate as the last. For a time the ‘home’ of his impecunious father was a debtors’ prison. At the best it only rose to the level of what might be called respectability.

Of school he had but little: of college none at all. The early flowering of his boyish genius received neither encouragement nor recognition. If he was precocious there was none to know it. A little boy reading in an attic his tattered books, — who cared for that? A child in an agony of humiliation at his lot as a little working drudge, — who was there to notice that? In all the pictures drawn by Dickens of the pathos of neglected or suffering childhood, there is none more poignant than the picture of little Dickens himself. The pathos of little Oliver, of Tiny Tim, and little Paul is drawn with a sympathy that sprang from the childhood experiences of Charles Dickens.

 

It is the wont of biographers to ramble through details of ancestry as tedious as they are remote. Fortunately nothing of that sort is needed in the case of Dickens. He came of a family on both sides and in all branches as utterly undistinguished as those of all the rest of us: a fact which helped perhaps to implant in Dickens’s mind a contempt for ancestry in general and for descent at large. The queer opening chapter of Martin Chuzzlewit, with the biography of the Chuzzlewits from the crusades down, may well combine something of personal bitterness in its burlesque. The thousand and one references to dead-and-gone dullness, the contempt for the arrogant solemnity of ancient nobility, and the wooden immobility of the landed gentry of the old school, remind us that all that was a world to which Dickens was born a stranger and which he never entered nor coveted. There is no man living who can overcome the ingrained prejudice of social disadvantages. Yet it was on the basis of these disadvantages, without opportunity, without encouragement, that Charles Dickens achieved his unrivalled success in the world of imaginative literature.

 

He was born on Feb. 7, 1812, in a house in what was then Landport, Portsea, and which still stands as No. 387 Mile End Terrace, Portsmouth. He was christened Charles John Huffham Dickens. His father was John Dickens and his mother, in her maiden name, Elizabeth Barrow, — both entirely undistinguished people until their gifted son raised them above distinction to immortality as Mr. Micawber and Mrs. Nickleby.

Dickens was born in war-time, and his father John Dickens was a clerk in the Navy Pay Office whose duties placed him at the time beside the great seaport of Portsmouth, of which Portsea was a suburb. Readers of David Copperfield will recall Mr. Micawber, whose name has become almost a part of the English language; will recall his shiftless life in and out of luck, in and out of a debtors’ prison, waiting for something to turn up and mingling heroic tears with rapid returns of cheerfulness over a pot of porter. This was, it seems, quite literally John Dickens. His job was small, his family was large, and he shifted from one shabby home to another with the ease of impecuniosity, enveloped always in a cloud of debt. He was at Portsea till the peace of 1814, then in London lodgings (Norfolk Street) for two years, after which the Lords of the Admiralty sent him to Chatham (1816-1821) and then placed him again in London, where he lived on the ragged edge of penury till he subsided into the debtors’ prison of the Marshalsea in 1822. Yet brains he must have had and a queerly radiant mind, full of bright fancies and self-deceptions, — and ability, since his ill-fortunes ended later on with his accession to the post of a shorthand reporter in the gallery of the old House of Commons.

His helpmate bore him many children and shared his ill-luck with what grace and cheerfulness we do not know. One child, Fanny Dickens, came before Charles, and after him six other children, of whom two died in childhood. After the fashion of those unsanitary days, death took its easy and accustomed toll.

The precocious intellect of little Charles enabled him dimly to remember even the Portsea home, and to retain vague memories of the first lodgment in London. But the house at Chatham (in St. Mary’s Place) was his first truly remembered home. He was a frail child, debarred from rough play. Books were his earliest world. His father numbered among his Chatham possessions a few books grandiloquently called by him his ‘library’. Dickens has told us what these books meant to him. Among them were Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, Humphrey Clinker, Tom Jones, The Vicar of Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Blas and Robinson Crusoe. ‘They came out,’ he wrote (pretending that he was David Copperfield) ‘a glorious host to keep me company. They kept alive my fancy and my hope of something beyond that place and time, they and the Arabian Nights and the Tales of the Genii, — and did me no harm. For whatever harm was in some of them was not there for me: I knew nothing of it.’

People who seek for the literary background on which Dickens’s work was based will find it partly in the books he read thus for himself as a child. These books and presently the streets and sounds of London and the glittering gaslight of the cheap London stage. But the real basis and background was his instinctive observation and interpretation of the life about him. This was born in him, not made. There is no need to quote Latin over a thing so obvious.

Of instruction Dickens never had had much. At Chatham he went to a dame’s school and attended, at the age of eight and nine, something like a real school kept by a William Giles, a Baptist minister. The Chatham of those days was still a sort of country place with the fields in easy reach, with Rochester cathedral near at hand (waiting for Edwin Drood). The town was rendered bright and romantic by the presence of the military, with the spectacles of sham fights (such as the one that overwhelmed Mr. Pickwick). Beside it the Medway opened to a view of the tall ships out at sea. In spite of isolation and neglect, little Dickens was happy there.

But fortune darkened over his head. His unlucky father, still wrapped in his cloud of debt, was moved by the Lords of the Admiralty to work in London. The journey in a stage coach from Chatham up to London (the year was 1821) lived in the memory of his son as his first acquaintance with those pictures of highways and coaches, gabled inns and quaint villages, and guards blowing on key bugles and galloping horses clattering on the frosty road, which live for ever in his works. Later on, when Tom Pinch sat staring in the coach, lost in a new world of wonder on his journey from Salisbury up to London, he had been preceded in reality by a little boy of nine who journeyed up from Chatham.

With London came the darkest period of Dickens’s childhood, one may say of his whole life. It would be difficult indeed to imagine a childhood of deeper shadow and greater pathos. The family lived in a succession of mean homes and in an atmosphere of sordid makeshift and continual debt. Their first abode was in a little house in Baynham Street, Camden Town, — a poor suburb in those days, — somewhere just below the level of respectability. A washerwoman lived next door, a Bow Street runner over the way. Little Charles, occupying a back garret looking out on a squalid court, wept even for his humble home at Chatham, his lessons and the little life of romance that he had built about him. In Baynham Street there was nothing. Lessons had stopped. There were no playmates, and at home nothing but neglect, penury and the shadow of a coming disaster. Most of all, and hardest for the child to bear, was the fact that nobody seemed to care what might become of him. ‘Many times,’ writes his intimate friend and biographer John Forster, ‘had he spoken to me of this and how he seemed at once to fall into a solitary condition apart from all other boys of his own age and to sink into a neglected state at home which had always been unaccountable to him.’

It is indeed hard to account for it. There was nothing vicious or cruel about the parents of little Dickens. His father was proud of the boy’s talents, would have him up on a chair to sing or recite for his friends; from first to last there was great affection between them and Charles Dickens wrote of him afterward in the highest terms. ‘I know my father,’ he said, ‘to be as kind-hearted and generous a man as ever lived in the world. Every thing that I can remember of his conduct to his wife or children, or friends, in sickness or affliction, is beyond all praise. By me, as a sick child, he has watched night and day, unweariedly and patiently many nights and days. He never undertook any business, charge or trust that he did not zealously conscientiously, punctually, honourably discharge. But in the ease of his temper and the straightness of his means he appeared to have utterly lost at this time the idea of educating me at all.’

The truth is the elder Dickens was a man of easy temperament. He saw only what he had to see. Living in financial embarrassment, the cloud of debt threatening to burst over his head, he preferred no doubt to fancy to himself that all was well with the beautiful and gifted boy moping his heart out in an attic.

Of his mother we know less. Her domestic cares must have been great. But if there was any realization in her mind of the genius and suffering of her son during these times and the still darker hours of his childhood that followed, at least the evidence of it is hard to find.

Yet Mrs. Dickens made an effort to get the family out of the rising tide of debt. It was a characteristic effort. She plunged in more deeply still, — sauter pour mieux reculer as it were. She moved into a larger house, — in Gower Street North, — and indicated that it had become a young ladies’ school by having a brass plate put on the door with the legend Mrs. Dickens’s Establishment. It was confidently expected by the family that the influx of young ladies, — especially of rich creoles from across the sea, attracted somehow by the process of paying His Majesty’s navy, — would restore the family fortunes. It was characteristic of Dickens’s parents that even in the lowest stage of their adversity a mirage of prosperity haunted their imaginations: even in the desert march they pictured the oasis which must lie before them. Thus might Mr. Micawber have opened a school on borrowed money and engaged Mrs. Nickleby to conduct it.

No pupils came, — not one. Credit failed. Even the brass plate ceased to inspire confidence. There was an unpaid landlord, an indignant butcher and a baker whose patience was exhausted. The rigour of the law accorded them a remedy forgotten since. John Dickens was arrested and the doors of the Marshalsea prison shut him in.

The old King’s Bench prison of the Marshalsea has long since vanished from the earth. It stood south of the Thames in Southwark, dated back to Plantagenet times and took its name from the Marshal of the King’s House, among whose functions was the custody of debtors. Prisoners for debt, under the law of England of Dickens’s day, were not under the conditions of incarceration imposed upon criminals. Within the precincts of the ‘prison’ they maintained their liberty. If they had money they could spend it within the prison itself on the purchase of extra food or more comfortable quarters than the vile diet and squalid accommodation afforded by the government. Beer flowed freely; bad gin and dubious wines were sold to the prisoners by the turnkeys themselves. Visitors came and went. There was a perpetual noise and clatter and the false merriment that for shame’s sake covers misfortune with the mimic bravery of laughter. And side by side with it the listless despair and dull stagnation of those whose imprisonment ran back into uncounted years, and forward, it might be, to the grave. Among these scenes of disgrace and misery, of carouse and apathy, there lived and moved the wives and children of the debtors. For a small fee these were accommodated within the prison itself, which thus became the ‘home’ of little children reared in the shadow. Human progress is slow, but we have, in England and in America at least, passed this milestone forever. But let those who wish to see a picture of the prison life of the debtor open again the pages of their Pickwick and recall the incarceration of that eminent man in the Fleet. What seems perhaps at first sight a merry caricature becomes on reflection a simple statement of fact, no feature of it exaggeration, no word of it untrue.

Charles Dickens had reason to know all about it. For many months the Marshalsea prison was all the ‘home’ he had. His mother, when her husband was taken for debt, made a feeble attempt at maintaining the family outside. The Gower Street furniture was sold, item by item, to the pawnshops. Thither little Charles himself carried his beloved books of his father’s pretentious library. At last there was nothing left. Then Mrs. Dickens and the younger children moved into the prison. Money was found to place the elder daughter Fanny in a school. Charles had a humble lodging outside, at Lant Street in the Borough, from which he came each morning early to wait till the Marshalsea gates were open so that he might go in and get breakfast with his mother and father. From the prison, when the gates shut at night, the little boy, — he was ten years old, — took his solitary way to the garret room where he slept.

Dickens always looked back to the memory of these days with feelings too deep for casual expression. To his own family he never spoke of them; even to John Forster, scarcely at all; and to the world at large, never. But it seems to have been his intention to set down some day for all the world to read the whole story of his life. This design he never fulfilled. What should have been the autobiography of Charles Dickens became presently the fictitious biography of David Copperfield. It reappears here and there in his books in indirect form, and the prison life of his father is reflected in the incarceration of Mr. Pickwick and the shadowed tragedy of Edward Dorrit.

But some part of the earlier story of Dickens’s life is preserved for us as he first wrote it and as confided to Forster. Here he has given us an account of his father’s entry to the debtors’ prison more grim and more pathetic than his fiction itself.

‘My father was waiting for me in the lodge,’ he writes, ‘and we went up to his room (on the top story but one) and cried very much. And he told me, I remember, to take warning by the Marshalsea, and to observe that if a man had twenty pounds a year and spent nineteen pounds, nineteen shillings and sixpence, he would be happy; but that a shilling spent the other way would make him wretched. I see the fire we sat before, now: with two bricks inside the rusted grate, one on each side, to prevent its burning too many coals. . . . I really believed at this time,’ said Dickens, ‘that they had broken my heart.’

But even more bitter to him in later years than the recollection of the prison was his remembrance of his life outside. Some relative of the family, with the consent of his father and mother, found work for little Charles in a blacking warehouse, at No. 30 Hungerford Stairs, Strand, a ‘crazy tumbled-down old house abutting on the river and literally overrun with rats.’ Here the boy worked with two or three others, pasting labels on pots of blacking; the other boys were of the commonest sort, the work was mean and monotonous, the whole surroundings sordid to a degree. ‘No words can express’, wrote Dickens, ‘the secret agony of my soul as I sunk into this companionship, compared these everyday associates with those of my happier childhood, and felt my early hopes of growing up to be a learned and distinguished man crushed in my breast. The deep remembrance of the sense I had of being utterly neglected and hopeless, of the shame I felt in my position, at the misery it was to my young heart to believe that, day by day, what I had learned, and thought, and delighted in, and raised my fancy and my emulation up by, was passing away from me never to be brought back any more, cannot be written.’

The child meantime lived (during this working period) as a lodger in Little College Street, Camden Town, with a lady in reduced circumstances who ‘took in children to board.’ Dickens and two other boys slept in the same room. Charles bought his own supplies, a penny loaf and a pennyworth of milk and a quarter of a pound of cheese being stored in his cupboard as the breakfast and supper for the days when he did not walk to the prison. His dinner he carried with him to Hungerford Stairs, or bought in a nearby shop. ‘It was generally’, he tells us, ‘a fourpenny plate of beef from a workshop: sometimes a plate of bread and cheese and a glass of beer from a miserable old public house across the way.’ On Sundays Charles and his sister Fanny spent their day in the Marshalsea. Such was the boy’s life. And through it all, from week-end to week-end, he had, so he tells us himself, ‘no advice, no counsel, no encouragement, no consolation, no support from anyone I can call to mind, so help me God.’

In time the pathos of it seems to have reached even the easygoing intelligence of the imprisoned father. The child pleaded to be removed from his sordid lodgings, and his father, giving way to the plea, got him another room, a back attic that looked out over a timber yard, into which was sent a mattress with some bedding and a bed made up on the floor. The place, all his own, seemed to little Dickens, so he tells us, ‘like a paradise’. It was here in this very lodging, transferred to the pages of fiction and enlarged, that there lived the merry medico, Mr. Bob Sawyer, and it was up these stairs to the attic that Mr. Pickwick and his friends found their way to Mr. Sawyer’s ill-fated party.

After this the little boy could take his breakfast and his supper in the prison every day.

A further chance came. Dickens senior had a quarrel with the relative by whom his son was employed and with characteristic hauteur removed him from his service. No doubt by this time his genuinely kind nature had awaked to the facts. But it is sad to relate that the mother saw it in a different light. She was all for composing the quarrel and letting her son return to this unhappy situation. ‘My father,’ so writes Dickens, ‘said I should go back no more and should go to school. I do not write resentfully or angrily, for I know how all these things have worked together to make me what I am. But I never afterwards forgot, — I shall never forget, I can never forget, that my mother was warm for my being sent back.’

There are many of us no doubt who can share, even after the lapse of a century, this indignation, and who feel that we want to know nothing more of Mrs. John Dickens than just that.

At last the clouds lifted. John Dickens, like Mr. Micawber, was always waiting for something to turn up. Something did. A miraculous legacy of several hundred pounds carried John Dickens out of prison on a temporary tide of affluence. The small pension which he drew from a grateful country, even while it held him in prison for debt, added to the legacy, and supplemented presently by general earnings, removed the elder Dickens henceforth from the penury into which he had sunk. The family had a home again, or rather, a series of homes. Mr. and Mrs. Dickens moved so often that it would puzzle a research student to follow the dates and details of their migrations. They were in lodgings in Little College Street, then at No. 13 Johnson Street, then at the Polygon, Somers Town, then in Fitzroy Street, Fitzroy Square, then at 18 Bentinck Street, Cavendish Square. These are at least some of the places where John Dickens lived.

Meantime little Charles was at last able, from the age of twelve to the age of fourteen, to attend a school, this time a real school. It was quite a pretentious one in its way, — Wellington House Academy in the Hampstead Road, a spacious building with quite a staff of masters and a real playground, though the playground and a good part of the house was later on ignominiously shovelled away to make room for the Birmingham Railway. It exists still in a rather glorified form as David Copperfield’s school of Salem House and in ‘Our School’ as described in Household Words. But little Dickens was never really head boy of it, as David was, and most likely never learned the Latin and such with which he endowed David. But he recaptured at any rate the cheery happiness of a child’s life, denied to him in the shadows of the prison and the factory.

‘He was a healthy looking boy,’ wrote one of his schoolfellows long afterward, ‘small but well built, with a more than usual flow of spirits inducing to harmless fun, seldom if never to mischief. I cannot recall then that he indicated that he would hereafter become a literary celebrity.’ ‘I do not remember,’ wrote another classmate, ‘that Dickens distinguished himself in any way or carried off any prizes. My belief is that he did not learn Latin and Greek there and you will remember that there is no allusion to the classics in any of his writings. He was a handsome, curly-headed lad, full of animation and animal spirits.’ All of those who have described the youthful Dickens from boyhood to adolescence, have spoken of the singular animation of his look, the arresting power of his eye, the impression of a ‘mesmeric’ personality. As to ‘allusions to the classics’, we have at least Dr. Blimber of Dombey to the contrary. But no doubt the writer meant ‘quotations’.

The schooling was but brief. Charles Dickens was never educated, or rather, as his father once grandiloquently phrased it, ‘he may be said to have educated himself.’ At fourteen the little boy passed on to the status of an attorney’s clerk, — not articled, but what would now be called an office-boy, — with a Mr. Edward Blackmore of Gray’s Inn. This was from May 1827 to November 1829. Here began for Dickens that profound knowledge of the forms and surroundings of the law and that profound contempt for it which never left him; here were laid the first foundations of the jurisprudence of Bardell vs. Pickwick; here begin the long series of the Dodsons and Foggs, the Vholeses, the Parkers and the Tulkinghorns who embody forever in the paper of Dickens’s book the figures and the figments of the Victorian bar and bench. Throughout his life Charles Dickens saw little but the comic side of law and government. Politics to him were humbug, the cabinet system a delirious piece of nonsense, and a political party a delightful make-believe. He saw either this or the tragic side, — the tyranny and oppression of the strong, the law’s injustices and the heartbreak of the delays of the Chancery. Living in the solid security of Victorian England, with peace and prosperity and stability, the very firmness of the ground concealed from him the basis on which it rested. Once or twice only he stood on other ground as when he depicted the Gordon Riots in Barnaby Rudge or the flames of the French revolution. But it did not occur to him that perhaps the existence of ‘Doodle and Coodle’, alternating in the cabinet with ‘Noodle and Foodie’, and of the wooden magistrates and even the solemn nincompoops of the Circumlocution Office, had something to do with the unbroken life of peace and security which he himself enjoyed. To the simplest of us now, law, politics, and government have become a life and death matter. Not so to Dickens. He saw only the joke of it. No doubt it was better so.

At this time Dickens the elder, with a characteristic change of fortune, converted himself into a reporter working for a London newspaper in the press gallery of the Commons. There is something queer and appealing about John Dickens, alternating from the desk of the pay office, and from the tears and the pewter pots of the debtors’ prison to the swift efficiency of the shorthand expert in the world’s greatest legislature.

‘Shorthand’ at that time was a rising art. Cultivated in one shape or another since ancient times it had, like so many other things, made enormous advances in England in the eighteenth century. It had learned to follow sounds, not letters. It had caught up with the ordinary pace of human speech. It had been immensely stimulated by the licensed publication of debates, the steam press, and the rapid carriage of newspapers by the ‘flying coaches’ of the days of William IV. How old Dickens learned it we do not know. But young Dickens threw himself into the study of the mystic art with ardour and passion. His inimitable description of David Copperfield (that non-existent and unconvincing personage) learning shorthand describes his own efforts and his own success. But access to the parliamentary gallery was not to be had at once, even for so expert a writer as Charles Dickens rapidly became. He got employment as a reporter in one of the offices of ‘Doctors’ Commons’. This quaint and ancient institution, which has charmed and mystified the readers of Dickens for over half a century, was from the days of Queen Elizabeth till 1857 a society of lawyers concerned with cases of Church jurisdiction, and with such matters as wills and testaments, marriage and divorce as have, or once had, a ghostly connotation. They were incorporated as the ‘College of Law Exercent in the Ecclesiastical and Admiralty Courts.’ The thirty-four ‘proctors’ of the college, — as who should say the solicitors, ground the grist in the mills of the Probate, Divorce, and Admiralty courts. Among these lived and moved the Mr. Spenlow and the ‘inexorable’ Mr. Jorkins of David Copperfield. And in the office of one of them laboured as a reporter for two years the youth Charles Dickens.

Dickens, when he reported at Doctors’ Commons, was aged eighteen, — nineteen when he left it. The law itself as a career meant nothing to him: his work was a task and nothing more, but illuminated and relieved his abiding appreciation of the comic side of anything serious. But life was opening in front of him. He lived, still with his parents, at No. 18 Bentinck Street; had many friends and acquaintances and went out and about in what was not society with a capital S, but was at any rate social company. It was not unfitting that later on Dickens should have made David Copperfield’s Dora (famous among the heroines of fiction) the daughter of Mr. Spenlow of Doctors’ Commons. For it was in his days at the Commons that he met his own Dora and fell as immediately and as hopelessly in love as David did. Of this ‘Dora’ one must speak in a later chapter. Suffice it for the moment to say that she was separated in station from young Charles by one of those nice gradations of social status familiar in England, — in the England that was, — but indistinguishable from a distance. The shabby-genteel status of the Dickens family, their lack of prospects and their want of ‘class’, put them a cut below the Beadnells. Young Maria’s family saw to it that Dickens was not encouraged; and that a little later, absence and distance should terminate the whole connection. Henceforth, for twenty years, Maria was to Dickens like the lost Annabel Lee to Edgar Allen Poe. Pity that she didn’t stay lost. The history of literature would have been spared one of its meanest episodes.

But not even a broken heart can check the ardour of a body of nineteen. Dickens after all had the sharp spur of necessity and with that plenty of other interests. The ‘self-improvement’ idea had struck him hard. He read and studied in the British Museum. And more than all, there dawned upon his impressionable mind the glittering of the stage. From youth to age everything dramatic fascinated Charles Dickens. From his boyhood he haunted the cheap and popular theatres of the London of that day. Even in his Wellington House days he took the lead in getting up amateur theatricals, a pursuit and a hobby of which he never tired. Had he not turned into a writer, he would inevitably have become an actor. His public ‘readings’, later on, were largely histrionic performances, which held his audiences gripped by the mesmeric power of the presentation. As Dickens ‘read’, the audience saw not Charles Dickens beside a desk but the crouching figure of the murderer Bill Sikes, or the glorious comicality of Mr. Weller.

The theatre (not the classic stage of Shakespeare and Racine) left a deep mark on the thought and the work of Dickens, — and not all for its good. ‘The popular drama of that time,’ writes Mr. Robert Blatchford looking back in, and over, his Eighty Years, ‘would be derided to-day as wild absurdity. . . . The audience (at the little London theatre called the Bower) had a robust taste. They demanded ghosts and pirates, smugglers and slave drivers, jack-tars and brigands: combats, abductions, love, treachery, battle, murder and blue fire, — and they got them. . . . I have witnessed,’ continues the same writer, ‘a soul-stirring combat between one seaman and sixteen smugglers. Jack always fought two-handed, but before he drew his swords he would knock down a pair of pirates with his fists, disable another with his quid, stop a fourth with his hat, and then, putting the muslin-clad damsel in distress behind him, he would get to the business of the evening.

This is the stage which Dickens has portrayed in Nicholas Nickleby, the stage of the inimitable but actual Mr. Vincent Crummels, and the stage from which Dickens drew the melodramatic language of his characters, and delirious coincidence of his plots. ‘Open the door of some place’, says the murderer Sikes to his associates, ‘where I can lock this Screeching Hell Babe’. Just so: right out of the Bower theatre.

Throughout his Doctors’ Commons days Dickens’s mind was constantly on the stage. ‘He went to the theatre almost every night for a long time’, wrote John Forster, his biographer, ‘he studied and practised himself in parts and finally resolved to make his first plunge’. It was just at the beginning of the year 1831 when he wrote to a Covent Garden manager, received an encouraging reply and an appointment, and then, by one of his own vital coincidences, had a severe earache and could not go. And when his ear was well, and the next chance came, other gates had opened for him on wider prospects and Charles Dickens the actor that might have been was converted into ‘Boz’ the writer that actually was. The penury, the servitude, and the apprenticeship were over. Charles Dickens was coming into his own.


CHAPTER II. MR. PICKWICK TAKES THE WORLD BY STORM
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DICKENS AS A REPORTER — SKETCHES BY BOZ — THE PICKWICK PAPERS

Charles Dickens was admitted to the gallery of the old House of Commons, — the unreformed and unburned House of 1831, — at the age of nineteen years. He had made himself, even in the merely mechanical sense, a marvellous reporter. He had conquered the systems of shorthand as then dispensed at ten and sixpence by a Mr. Gurney. He could write it with singular speed and accuracy, and write it, apparently, sitting or standing, moving or at rest, and, — what is the really harder thing to do with shorthand, — read it again and transcribe it without a missing word. Thirty years later Dickens once told an admiring company of what reporting meant in the days when the stage coach was, and the telegraph was not. ‘I have often,’ he said, ‘transcribed for the printer from my shorthand notes important public speeches in which the strictest accuracy was required, and a mistake in which would have been to a young man severely compromising, — writing on the palm of my hand by the light of a dark lantern in a postchaise and four, galloping through a wild country, through the dead of night, at the then surprising rate of fifteen miles an hour. . . . I have worn my knees by writing on them in the old back row of the old gallery of the old House of Commons; and I have worn my feet by standing to write in a preposterous pen in the old House of Lords where we used to be huddled like so many sheep. . . . I have been in my time belated on miry byroads towards the small hours, forty or fifty miles from London, in a rickety carriage, with exhausted horses and drunken postboys and got back in time for publication.’

From such memories as these Dickens was to draw later on those wonderful scenes of coaching days and coaching nights that adorn so many pages of his books; the flight of Mr. Jingle and the maiden aunt; the moonlight journey of Tom Pinch, and the mail coach on the Dover Road on a heavy November night in the scene that opens the immortal Tale of Two Cities.

But meantime Dickens, while still reporting, had begun to ‘write’. It seems that from his childhood he had always made up in his head imaginary tales and sketched imaginary characters. He had even written them down. At school he had improvised dramas and made up a sort of mimic language for himself and his schoolfellows. Now he began in earnest, writing stories, and at length, greatly daring, he sent one by post to a magazine. Every book on Dickens has quoted the passage in which he has himself described his sensations at his first literary success. He had dropped his first manuscript into a letter-box, posting it after dark with stealth and fear. Then in due course he saw himself in all the majesty of print. ‘On which occasion,’ he says, ‘I walked down to Westminster Hall and turned into it for half an hour, because my eyes were so dimmed with joy and pride that they could not bear the street and were not fit to be seen there.’ The magazine to which he sent the story was the Old Monthly Magazine, published by a Captain Holland, and the story was entitled A Dinner at Poplar Walk, afterwards published under the name of Mr. Minns and his Cousin. It appeared in December of 1833 and was followed by nine other sketches in the same magazine. The sketch of August 1834 was the first to be signed with the pen-name ‘Boz’. This was the nickname of Dickens’s youngest brother, Augustus, and was a sort of nursery adaptation of Moses.

The young author received no pay, the editor of the struggling publication being utterly unable to give him any. So the contributions came to an end. But by good luck a new opening appeared just at the right moment. The Morning Chronicle, for which young Dickens worked as a reporter at a salary of five guineas a week, was about to add an evening edition of a special nature. Dickens proposed to the organizing editor, a Mr. Hogarth, that he should contribute sketches to the evening paper and receive an award of extra pay. The arrangement was made. Indeed every one on the Chronicle, and most of all John Black the editor, seems to have been immensely impressed with Dickens from start to finish. The extra two guineas a week added to his salary was a further proof of it. Henceforth the sketches flowed in a stream from Dickens’s easy pen. The name ‘Boz’ became well known, not to the world at large but at least to the newspaper world of London. When the sketches had sufficiently accumulated, a publisher (John Macrone) was found who offered a hundred and fifty pounds for the copyright. In due time the Sketches by Boz (2 volumes, 1836) appeared as Dickens’s first work. The volumes were illustrated by the well-known George Cruikshank. Thenceforth and for many years Dickens was ‘Boz’ to those who read him. The Pickwick Papers in their first dress bore the legend, ‘Edited by Boz’. Oliver Twist as a serial was signed by ‘Boz’, and it was ‘Boz’ who edited the Memoirs of Grimaldi in 1838. But Pickwick as a book (1837) and Oliver Twist as a book (1838) were signed by Charles Dickens. After that the name disappeared, but the public both in England and America went on using the name at least as an affectionate term for Dickens for many years. It was never, however, a question of hiding a real name behind an anonymity. At first people knew who Boz was, and were no wiser if told that his real name was Dickens. In time the name wore out, fortunately enough, for it lacked dignity and seriousness, being after all more fit for a dog or a clown or a patent medicine than for a writer. The wonder is that it clung so long. The Americans of the ‘forties all welcomed Dickens as ‘Boz’: old-fashioned people kept it up for a long time. Mr. Percy Fitzgerald, writing his book on Dickens in 1905, ‘bozzes’ him perpetually and apologises for it, as a reminiscence not shaken off in old age. ‘Time was’, he says, ‘when it was in everybody’s mouth, and it conveyed a great deal more than it does now, . . . a pleasant tone of affectionate interest.’

It is difficult at this date to estimate the literary value of the Sketches by Boz. On the one hand, they belong to a bygone time. The passage of a hundred years (it is, one notes, exactly a hundred years since they were written) has greatly changed the form of our thought, the fashion of our literature and the character and cast of our humour. Since they were written a million writers, great and small, have chronicled their impression of ‘everyday life and everyday people’. In this, as in all else, we stand on the shoulders of those who went before us; albeit that in imaginary literature the position is different from the rising steps of science and the footing is infinitely harder to keep. It would be silly to say that all writers now are better than any writers then. But at least all now share in the legacy they left then.

On the other hand, and working in the other direction, is the fact that the Sketches by Boz were written by Charles Dickens, and that when we read them we know who wrote them. This gives them something of the sacred quality which surrounds the quaint incompetence of a primitive artist and opens the way to much the same conventional admiration.

The Sketches made no pretence of being in a lofty plane, or opening a tragic depth. They are just light pictures of ordinary people and ordinary happenings. The aim is to interest and amuse. The humour is distinctly in advance of most that had preceded it. Humour in its expression in literature has passed through various stages. There is the humour of primitive literature, reproduced in the nursery as Jack the Giant Killer and such; there is the gargantuan and grotesque humour of the Middle Ages; the eighteenth century humour of horseplay and the practical joke; and this we see here passing into the humour of discomfiture and comic misadventure. This became par excellence the humour of the early Victorian England and is only now passing to its rest. From the volumes of Dickens it is never quite absent, and it was at least intended as the primary inspiration of Pickwick. This mode of humour appears as the main current of Dickens’s first story, Mr. Minns and his Cousin. Mr. Minns, a precise trim little old bachelor, is visited by a loud-voiced vulgarian cousin who eats a lion’s share at his breakfast, cuts his ham the wrong way, and whose dog chaws up Mr. Minns’ curtains. Invited to dinner by the cousin, Mr. Minns is delayed by the coach, choked by the dinner, bored by the company, kicked in the shin by the cousin’s awful child (his godson), and brought to a collapse by having to make a speech, misses the home coach, walks till three in the morning, — and as a result cuts the awful child out of his will.

But there is much more in the sketches than the mere humour of misadventure. That alone could never have floated them so long and so high. There is a power of description, or rather of observation, quite out of the common; and that easy and extraordinary command of language to match the observation which came to Dickens as a birthright. But the quite moderate success of the Sketches by Boz was soon to be entirely absorbed by the colossal, the phenomenal success that was so rapidly to follow.

Before, however, the sunrise of Mr. Pickwick appeared over the horizon, an even greater illumination, in the personal sense, was breaking upon Dickens’s life. He was rushing headlong towards marriage. The Mr. Hogarth who had come down from Scotland to work on the Morning Chronicle was a man of cultivation and culture, possessed of a comfortable home, adorned with a bevy of three charming daughters, each as beautiful as the other. Young Dickens, talented and brilliant, was taken into the bosom of the family, and took the girls, all of them, to his heart. No doubt it was a wonderful experience for him, after his nondescript upbringing, to find himself the welcome guest of a normal and comfortable home, the idol of an admiring circle of pretty sisters. Charles ended by marrying one, and one only, of the Hogarth girls, inasmuch as the law of the land would not allow him more than one. But he fell in love with them collectively, and those who know the sequel may still wonder where his final preference lay. All were young. Catherine the eldest, when Charles Dickens became engaged to her, was only twenty years old. Below her was Mary Hogarth, a beautiful girl of sixteen, the joy of the household, beside whose chair there stood already the unseen figure of Death. The youngest was Georgina, whose later fate it was to share his home for nearly thirty years.

In those days the youth of Catherine, the inexperience of Charles, and the uncertainties of the future were no bar to marriage. It was the fashion then to marry early, just as it is the fashion now to marry often. Aspiring brides of eighteen and nineteen dashed off to Gretna Green, pursued by pink and white parents of eight and thirty. An unmarried female of twenty-five was an old maid and Cupid closed his ledgers, apart from his comic supplement, well below forty. Readers of Dickens’s books do not need to be told that with him a woman over forty was either a saint, a freak, or a joke.

Meantime young Dickens, in the process of blossoming forth, had left the parental roof and set up quarters of his own in Furnival’s Inn — not a tavern but a set of chambers, — a quite portentous place in Holborn with a sort of terrace effect and a spacious colonnaded portico. Here, for example, he was seen and described by that once famous American writer Nathaniel P. Willis, who was at this time in London putting together the notes for a book on England. He speaks of an ‘uncarpeted and bleak-looking room with a deal table, two or three chairs and a few books.’ He describes young Dickens as showing an ‘English obsequiousness’ to the publisher who introduced the American to the youthful Boz, — a statement which John Forster charmingly describes as ‘garbage’.

It was to this Inn that Dickens a short time later was to bring his bride. But that was not till the marriage had been rendered feasible by the ‘tempting emolument’ of fifteen guineas a month, — the dazzling bait which lured him to the writing of Pickwick. Indeed the wedding and the appearance of Pickwick took place almost simultaneously. The 31st of March 1836 saw the publication of the first month’s number of the Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club, containing a Faithful Record of the Perambulations, Perils, Travel Adventures and Sporting Transactions of the Corresponding Members, edited by ‘Boz’. The 2nd of April of 1836 witnessed the marriage of Charles John Huffam Dickens to Catherine Thomson Hogarth. (He had dropped the ‘h’ of his baptismal name.) The honeymoon was spent at Chalk, on the Dover Road close to Rochester in that part of Kent with which the life and works of Dickens were so closely associated. Then the young couple returned to take up their quarters in London (at Furnival’s Inn, and then at 48 Doughty Street) with all the world, and all that is best in it, before them.

Happily and auspiciously began the married life whose hearth thus brightly illuminated was to burn to dead, cold ashes.

But meantime Mr. Pickwick waits.

Just before his marriage, — while young Dickens was enjoying the rapture of courtship and engagement and tasting the first delights of literary success, the fates were preparing for him a sudden and astounding rise to eminence, unparalleled at any time in the history of letters. The ‘origin’ of the Pickwick papers has been the subject of so much controversy, so much vituperation, and of so much anger on the part of Dickens himself, that it is well to proceed step by step, moving on assured ground.

There was in London at this date (the close of the year 1835) a new and enterprising firm of publishers by name Chapman and Hall. Dickens had acquired a certain connection with them, having contributed to their Library of Humour a story called The Tuggs’s at Ramsgate, afterwards included in the Sketches by Boz. There was in London also a caricature artist called Robert Seymour. He also had worked with Chapman and Hall, having drawn the plates for their Squib Annual which came out in November 1835. Seymour made a suggestion to Mr. Chapman which Mr. Chapman (thirteen years later at the request of Dickens for a statement as to the origin of the Pickwick Papers) explained as follows: ‘He said he would like to do a series of cockney-sporting plates of a superior sort to those he had already published. I said they might do if accompanied by letterpress and published in monthly parts.’ Mr. Hall, the other member of the firm, then called on Dickens to invite him to undertake the work.

‘The idea propounded to me,’ explained Dickens afterwards, ‘was that the monthly something should be a vehicle for certain plates to be executed by Mr. Seymour. And there was a notion either on the part of that admirable humorous artist or of my visitor that a Nimrod club, the members of which were to go out shooting, fishing, and so forth and getting themselves into difficulty through their want of dexterity, would be the best means of introducing these.’ Dickens adds that, as he ‘was no great sportsman except in regards to all kinds of locomotion,’ he asked permission to take his own way with a freer range of English scenes and people. He adds in a sentence that deserves an abiding place in the history of literature, ‘My views being deferred to, I thought of Mr. Pickwick, and wrote the first number from the proof sheets of which Mr. Seymour made his drawings of the club and his happy portrait of its founder.’

Seymour drew also the well-known cover of the first number of The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club. It carries at the top the picture of a very clumsy marksman firing at a very saucy bird; at the bottom, the picture of a middle-aged gentleman fishing in a punt, — fast asleep: at the sides, guns, fishing-rods, landing nets and the bows and arrows of genteel archery. This is Seymour’s Nimrod Club right enough, with Mr. Winkle specially designed for membership in it and Mr. Pickwick destined to rise to glory out of it.

Seymour did three pictures for the next number and then, — it is too far away now to inquire why, — died by his own hand. Later on the claim was made by his widow and his family that Seymour was the real creator of Pickwick, that Dickens had practically appropriated, one might almost say stolen, his idea. The family even put in a claim for legal compensation. The whole contention was ludicrous. Dickens owed nothing to Seymour except the accident of a start, — from somewhere to anywhere. Mr. Pickwick could just as well have begun on board a ship, or at the battle of Waterloo, as in a punt. Dickens would have got him straight presently — by inspiration and by instinct. Seymour’s plan had really nothing to do with Dickens’s book. Pickwick got out of it, not into it. The serial papers of Pickwick never succeeded, indeed were a flat failure, till they got clean away from Seymour’s misadventures into the larger atmosphere of the White Hart Inn and the larger companionship of Mr. Weller. There was nothing new in cockney sportsmen. They were already as old as gunfire. The novelty, the merit, the genius of the book was all Dickens’s and none of it Seymour’s. Dickens should have passed over the criticism with a kindly laugh, with a gentle word for the merits of a fellow-craftsman dead and gone, with a kindly donation from a flowing purse. He could have even said, ‘I owe it all to Seymour,’ and no one would have believed him. But Dickens was not like that. From first to last he was as sensitive, as jealous of his work as any third-rate actor or any unprinted author. An ignoramous could hurt his feelings: a fool could strike him to the heart. He must have homage, he must have recognition. Everyone, every single person, must admit that all that he did was wonderful. He knew that he had created Pickwick and he could not tolerate denial. As late as the year 1866 he wrote to the Athenaeum an angry letter in regard to something written by Seymour’s son.

‘Mr. Seymour the artist,’ he wrote, ‘never originated, suggested, or in any way had to do with, save as illustrator of what I devised, an incident, a character (except the sporting tastes of Mr. Winkle), a name, a phrase, or a word, to be found in the Pickwick Papers. I never saw Mr. Seymour’s handwriting in my life. I never even saw Mr. Seymour but once in my life.’

This, from a man crowned with thirty years of unparalleled success, with honour, fortune and acclaim, sounds, — sounds just what it is, — petty, ungenerous, and unnecessary. The whole episode is of interest now only as it illustrates the smaller sides of great men. The extension of human genius in one direction involves perhaps its contraction in another.

In any case, as already said, the Pickwick Papers, as they appeared first in monthly parts beginning in April 1836, were not a success, indeed were something very like a flat failure. Only four hundred copies of Part I (there were to be twenty-four altogether) were put out, and even that at first seemed too many. Dickens, in fact, seems to have groped his way into the book as Mark Twain did into Huckleberry Finn, the prospect opening before him as he moved on. It was only as he shook off all trace of the Seymour stuff that the book seemed to gather inspiration. The first chapter opens with the proceedings of the Pickwick Club, an institution which somehow vanishes into nothing as the book goes on and is painlessly dissolved in the last chapter. The Club is a sort of burlesque of Charles Dickens’s recollections as a reporter of parliaments, committees and elections. It is a first indication of his abiding conviction of the comic nature of British government and British politics. Then follow the ‘Seymour’ scenes of the misadventures of Pickwick and Winkle and the rest. But for most of us the Pickwick Papers really begin with Mr. Alfred Jingle, or at any rate with Mr. Jingle at the cricket match. At once we are lifted into an atmosphere of exhilaration, not alone for Jingle himself but for the new light thus thrown on Mr. Pickwick. It is perhaps with Jingle that Dickens first really finds himself: that extraordinary magic by which he turns a cheat and a crook into a charming character, a criminal impostor into a thing of delight, — that is Dickens, and that is no one else. Jingle is the first of the long line of these amazing creatures. It is as if the world itself is transformed and its worse sins seen in the light of a kindly and amused tolerance that is higher than humanity itself. This is the highest quality of Dickens’s work; beside this all his comic humour, his melodramatic climax and his fountain of tears is as nothing.

 

Not that even Jingle (who appears first in Chapter II) was enough alone to carry the Pickwick Papers. The publishers seriously considered abandoning the enterprise and almost did so, when on the publication of the fifth number the circulation went up by leaps and bounds. This marks the appearance of the immortal Samuel Weller as first seen cleaning boots in the yard of the White Hart Inn. Lord Macaulay, not really himself a comic genius, chronicled the fact that it seemed to him that with Samuel Weller something new and great had come into English literature. This was apparently the view of thousands of lesser people. From this point on the ‘papers’ move with an accelerated power and interest. The Homeric episode of Bardell vs. Pickwick gathers on the horizon. The vast gigantic satire upon the law and lawyers, law courts and justice, with the tragic background of the debtors’ prison, lifts up the Pickwick Papers from the hit-and-run of the Nimrods to the proportion of the grand Romance. From this point on a breathless interest followed each successive number. The sales before the end rose to 40,000 copies per number; the publishers’ profits were more than £20,000; and the young author in addition to his ‘tempting emolument’ of fifteen guineas a number, received by the generous foresight of his publishers no less than £2,500 for the serial numbers, and a share in the copyright.

 

Quite apart from any vain pretension of or for the dead-and-gone Seymour one may well speculate as to what literary people would call the ‘genesis’ of Mr. Pickwick. Where did he come from! The genesis of the Pickwick Papers as a publication begins of course not with Dickens but with the artist Seymour and with the publishers Chapman and Hall; and before them with the many writers and artists who had dealt in random misadventures and the mishaps of sportsmen. The idea goes back at least to Apuleius, and survives in the perennial ‘hunt pictures’ of Mr. Punch. The name ‘Pickwick’ is probably taken from the sign of a coachmaker at Bath. But Mr. Pickwick? ‘I thought of Mr. Pickwick’, says Dickens, with the sublime brevity of genius. Seymour the artist made, as his first suggestion, the picture of a tall thin man. Chapman the publisher, writing on the subject about thirteen years later, said that he himself suggested to Seymour to change his Pickwick into the stout and comfortable gentleman who sits fishing, asleep, in a punt on the cover of the priceless Part I. ‘He made the drawing’, wrote Chapman, ‘from my description of a friend of mine at Richmond, a fat old beau who would wear, in spite of the ladies’ protests, drab tights and black gaiters’. We are not informed why the ladies protested. But whatever this recollection amounts to, whether or not Chapman saw for himself from the written words the type that Dickens meant, or gathered it from Dickens’s talk, is of no consequence. Mr. Pickwick, mind and gaiters, belongs to Dickens alone. One may imagine that Mr. Pickwick came into the world head-first, like the Cheshire Cat in Alice in Wonderland. The first thought would be a vague notion of a set of qualities, a conception of amiable incompetence. This would demand and shape itself to middle age, a certain dignity, a comfortable port and sufficient affluence to set aside all question of finance. The resulting figure of Pickwick seems as inevitable as a proposition in Euclid. Later on, the completed character with its necessary relationship to other people and to the world at large would all lock into its place, item by item.

The book was written as everyone knows without forethought and prearrangement. Dickens himself had no idea of what was to happen. The original idea of Chapman and Hall and Seymour, — the banging guns of the rook-shooting, the balking horses and the awkward riders, was utterly forgotten and left behind. Mr. Pickwick and his friends are carried away on the flood tide of life. Dickens himself was afterwards savagely sensitive upon the point. He fiercely challenged the claim that Seymour originated Pickwick. He bitterly resented the accusation or the assertion that the character of Pickwick changes in the book from that of an amiable nincompoop, an easy mark for cheap deception, towards that of a hero, or even, as Sam Weller called him at the end, ‘an angel in gaiters’.

“It has been observed of Mr. Pickwick, that there is a decided change in his character, as these pages proceed, and that he becomes more good and more sensible. I do not think this change will appear forced or unnatural to my readers, if they will reflect that in real life the peculiarities and oddities of a man who has anything whimsical about him generally impress us first, and that it is not until we are better acquainted with him that we usually begin to look below these superficial traits and to know the better part of him.”

This is very characteristic of Dickens. Of course Pickwick changes. But Dickens could not bear to admit it.

 

Many things in regard to the Pickwick Papers seem amazing when we look back upon them. The notion of publishing a huge story in monthly issues spread over two years would appear ghastly in the world of to-day. It suggests those Chinese dramas which are said to go on night after night for a month. Yet Dickens not only ‘got away with it’ but made it his familiar and expected method of entertaining his readers. The same plan, varied with serial weekly publication, was followed from Pickwick to Edwin Drood. As each novel was published as a book after coming out in numbers the scheme represents financially an excellent receipt for eating a cake and still having it.

So terrific was the interest in Mr. Pickwick that he had to go upon the stage before even Dickens had finished with him, or before the public yet knew how the great case of Bardell versus Pickwick would end. A playwright of the hour, a versatile Mr. Moncrieff, put on a Pickwick play in which the denouement is perhaps, — if such a heresy may be hinted, — more ingenious than the author’s own ending. In this noble drama, entitled Sam Weller or the Pickwickians, Mr. Alfred Jingle turns out to be the missing Mr. Bardell, who had not been killed with a pewter pot. Mrs. Bardell is only saved by the generosity of Pickwick from a trial for bigamy. The weak spot of the idea is that not even the alchemy of Dickens would have turned Mrs. Bardell into a real Mrs. Jingle or converted Mr. Jingle back to a Mr. Bardell.

In many respects the peculiar nature of the success of Pickwick was as amusing as the book itself. It broke out into a sort of ‘boom’. Men blossomed forth in ‘Pickwick’ coats of dark green or plum colour with large brass and horn buttons: there were ‘Pickwick’ hats copied from the one worn by Mr. Pickwick in the punt, ‘Pickwick’ canes and ‘Pickwick’ gaiters; and most noticeable of all was the famous cigar, the ‘Penny Pickwick’, very long and very thin and named on the Latin principle of Lucus a non lucendo. In short, the success of the Pickwick Papers was entirely Pickwickian.

One tragic and devastating episode occurred to mar the happiness of Dickens’s life and work. Mary Hogarth, his sister-in-law, died with appalling suddenness while he was engaged on the Pickwick Papers. Dickens was prostrated with grief. Work was impossible even at such an important juncture. The publication of the current number had to be postponed. ‘Young, beautiful and good,’ so wrote Dickens, characteristically, as the epitaph for the girl’s gravestone. ‘God numbered her among his angels at the early age of seventeen.’ He never forgot her. Her memory often came back to him as he wrote: and once, years afterwards in Italy, she came to him as a vision of the night, — so lifelike that he could hardly call it a dream.


CHAPTER III. BOZ CONQUERS ENGLAND
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IT WAS, AS seen, in the year 1836 that Charles Dickens, newly married and busily engaged on the Pickwick Papers, settled down with his young bride in their chambers in Furnival’s Inn. Within the next four years not only in London and in England, but in all the English-speaking world, he rose to a towering literary eminence as ‘Boz’. The success of Pickwick once assured, book followed book, the new ones beginning while the old ones still ran their course. The busy pen rushed over the paper. Work, to Dickens, was but as play, and his play was as energetic as his work. All this time and throughout his life he was, if there can be such a thing, a ‘passionate walker’. To him a tramp of ten miles was only a start: a real walk meant about twenty. To fatigue he was impervious. Weariness of mind or body in those golden days he never knew. Boredom had no meaning for him and the ‘blues’ was only the name for other people’s states of mind.

If literary genius is built on melancholy indigestion and cynicism, Dickens never had any. He was blessed by nature with a happy moderation of appetite. He sang the glory of the flowing bowl, but he sang it from the rim only, not from the bottom. Tobacco meant so little to him that the characters in his books, through his negligence, never get a fair share of it, let alone an excess, or they get it only in the form of a ‘foul pipe’ as one of the adjuncts of villainy.

His home was at this time a happy one. He widened the sides of it till it took in fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, immediate, in law, — any one a relative to him. For his own father and mother he presently, — as early as 1839, — bought a house, where ‘Mr. Micawber’ lived out his life in comfort on the generosity of his son. When he and his wife took a little cottage at Twickenham for the summer of 1838 it fairly overflowed with the family and the guests. And the family itself increased: for among the many blessings of life enjoyed by Dickens was that of a full cradle. His son and heir, Charles Dickens, Junior, was born in January 1837; a daughter, Mary (Mamie), followed in March 1838; and a third child, the daughter Kate, in October of 1839. A boy, christened Walter Landor, arrived in February 1841, and completed the babbling nursery of four which Dickens left behind when he sailed for America. After that even Dickens himself more or less lost count: certain it is that he refers in a letter of a few years later to the latest baby as ‘it’: when a father does this he is pretty far along.

Round the family circle was added a ring of friendships of men rising like himself in life, or risen, and like himself moving on the flood tide of activity, energy, and success.

Of these there was — first, last, and always — John Forster, who made his acquaintance in the Pickwick days, and who became his devoted adherent, his satellite, his proof-reader, his rock of refuge, his executor, his biographer. The friendship was so one-sided that nothing could break it. Then there was his legal friend Sergeant Talfourd — the Tommy Traddles of David Copperfield; there was Maclise of the Royal Academy, Landseer and other artists; there was Harrison Ainsworth, the novelist of Old Saint Paul’s, and such; and in a lesser degree Thackeray, his only real rival in the contemporary fiction of his day.

One may read in Forster’s biography of the endless walks and rides, visits, dinners and celebrations that marked his friendships: dinners for the happy ending of Pickwick, for the beginning of this, or the end of that, or for nothing or anything. And with it all never a hint of excess. Dickens’s pleasure did not impede, it animated all his work.

Charles Dickens never moved in society with a large S, or appeared in it except at times as a captured star. Nor did he have any contact with public life or politics. The old gallery days had cured him of that. For him public life, like Einstein’s space, had a twist in it. It seemed always either comic, or crooked, never real. To him members of parliament and justices of the peace were funny people. His queer, imperfect judgments on democracy in America are based on his equally imperfect judgments of aristocracy in England. His public functions were limited to taking the chair at public benevolent meetings and such things as that. It never occurred to him to take part in politics. It was not a matter of time; if it had suited him he would easily have found time for it. He found time for much more piffling things than that. Throughout his life he was endlessly editing and correcting all sorts of manuscripts of people not worth editing or correcting; carrying on a mass of needless correspondence, explaining, fuming, fussing over trifles. So much so that he never found time to read the great works and the great thoughts of the world he lived in. He visited France and never saw it: only a comic-romantic effect of vineyards, peasants and bright colours; of people called Monsieur and Madame whose queer speech made for literary effect. But no doubt all this was just as well. Charles Dickens had to lead his life in his own way or not lead it at all. People in America who still dimly resent his picture of their country must remember that France and Italy ‘got their’s’ too.

Thus moved Dickens in a roseate cloud of gathering celebrity. This period of which we are speaking was the real morning of his life. It was the childhood that he had never had before.

Looking back at these years one can realize how full and ample and eager had become the life of Dickens. It seemed as if everything was coming to him at once. Within the space of a few months he seemed to be, indeed he was, passing from poverty to affluence. He had married on the strength of having received £150 for the copyright of the Sketches by Boz, together with two instalments (thirty guineas) advanced on the Pickwick Papers before they came out. But the whole situation changed like a transformation scene. The fifteen guineas per number promised by Messrs. Chapman and Hall proved to be but a small part of the gains from Pickwick. After the sixth number the circulation rose every month till it went well beyond forty thousand copies per number. The publishers found themselves making net profit that would run to £20,000 with the book still to come. Generosity and self-interest alike led them, as already seen, to give a share of this to the young author whose name was already a byword and whose talent a gold-mine. Dickens rose from the ranks of the poor to the ranks of what plain people call rich in a single bound. If he ever needed money again or wanted still more of it, it was only because of the many claims upon his income, the generosity of his disposition, and because he took over with his riches in some measure the sorrows of the rich. The rich are always more concerned over money than the poor.

Meantime the writing of Pickwick itself had become only a part of his labours. With fame came abundant offers of further literary work, and Dickens, making hay while the sun shone, accepted it eagerly. Indeed far too eagerly; for he took on more work than he could do, and for sums which would have seemed fabulous two years before but which presently appeared inadequate. While Pickwick was only just well started he undertook (Aug. 1836) to edit for the publisher, Richard Bentley, a new monthly magazine to be called Bentley’s Miscellany. For the next two years a good part of his time was devoted to this work. The contract included the writing of a serial story which presently began to appear as Oliver Twist. The publication of Oliver began in January 1837 and the story was therefore actually running at the same time when the Pickwick Papers were coming out each month. Dickens finished the story in September of 1838, and Oliver Twist appeared as a book in a three-volume edition, illustrated by George Cruikshank, three or four months before it ended as a serial.

Strangely enough, the talented illustrator made the same kind of claim and accusation against Dickens as was made by the widow, and later by the son, of Seymour. He claimed, in the press and in a pamphlet written in his old age (1872), after Dickens was dead, that he was the real originator of the character of Fagin the Jew, the outstanding personage, next to little Oliver himself, of the book Oliver Twist. Cruikshank was of a different rank from Seymour. He was, and is still, in memory and by reputation, one of the world’s greatest ‘caricaturists’ or ‘comic artists’. (There is no true name for what he was, but everybody knows what is meant.) He was twenty years older than Charles Dickens and was at this time at the height of his success. Apart from his political caricatures, he had made a name by his depiction of city types of humble and low life. If he didn’t invent Fagin he at least could have. His claim was that he told Dickens about a certain Jew, a receiver of stolen goods, and had not only described him but given a sort of pantomime depiction of him. Dickens’s faithful and admiring biographer, as touchy on such a point as Dickens himself, dismisses all this as a ‘marvellous fable’. But it may well be quite true, and it would make no difference if it were. When books are written, as Dickens’s early books were, in parts and sections, with discussions of plans of illustrations, with no clear idea of the future course or end of the story, such an infiltration of other people’s ideas must be inevitable. Even the lion in the fable had its assistant mouse. A man does not ‘originate’ Oliver Twist by suggesting that a thieves’ den would be an interesting spot for a story. General Sherman did not ‘originate’ from Dante’s Inferno by saying that ‘war is hell’. Too much is made in literary post-mortem discussion of this ‘suggestion’ business. The point is not who can suggest a story but who can write it.

The story of Oliver Twist, — or at least the idea of Oliver Twist, — has become a part of the literary heritage of England and America. No one needs to be told who Oliver Twist was. Every one has at least a half-idea of the pathetic little orphan boy, tiny and frail, cast into the care of the workhouse; beaten and ill-treated; half-starved, along with other little famished creatures who shared his lot; and daring, for himself and his fellows, to ‘ask for more’, — like a child martyr walking first to his fate.

This, one would say, is a story for tears, for anger, for hands clenched in righteous indignation. But Dickens saw fit to write this poignant story, and especially the opening scenes of it, in a way peculiarly his own. The manner of relation carries with it a sort of running amusement, as if the whole retrospect of Oliver’s fate had in it something almost laughable. At the famous scene where Oliver Twist ‘asks for more’, the fun gets almost hilarious. Take the following skeleton quotations to indicate the current of the story:

Oliver Twist’s ninth birth-day found him a pale thin child, somewhat diminutive in stature, and decidedly small in circumference. . . . It was his ninth birth-day; and he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a select party of two other young gentlemen, who, after participating with him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up for atrociously presuming to be hungry. . . .

Oliver, having had by this time as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his face and hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off in one washing, was led into the room by his benevolent protectress. . . .

Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or look had never lighted the gloom of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the cottage gate closed after him. . . .

He had no time to think about the matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the head, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on the back to make him lively. . . .

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen, which made him tremble: and the beadle gave him another tap behind which made him cry. . . .

Child as he was, he was desperate with hunger and reckless with misery. He rose from the table: and advancing to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said, somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:

‘Please, sir, I want some more.’

The master was a fat healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for support to the copper. The assistants were paralyzed with wonder, the boys with fear.

‘What!’ said the master at length, in a faint voice.

‘Please, sir,’ replied Oliver, ‘I want some more.’

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arms; and shrieked aloud for the beadle.

One may comment upon this style of narration without undertaking to approve or to condemn. There are some of us perhaps to whom the suffering of little Oliver Twist is too poignant, too harrowing for amusement; who might think perhaps that in this method of narration, even from the voice and hand of an inspired genius, the tone in such passages is false, the touch is hard.

But perhaps if Dickens had written it up in a different way the emotion would have broken with its own weight. Compare such a passage as what follows, in which the sentiment becomes overwhelming and its expression beyond all boundaries of truth. Little Dick, a pauper child, Oliver’s fellow sufferer, is dying. His face is ‘earnest’ and ‘wan’ and he wants to send a message. ‘I should like to leave my dear love to Oliver Twist, and to let him know how often I have sat by myself and cried to think of his wandering about in the dark nights with nobody to help him. And I should like to tell him,’ said the child, pressing his small hands together and speaking with great fervour, ‘that I was glad to die when I was very young; for, perhaps, if I had lived to be a man, and had grown old, my little sister who is in Heaven, might forget me, or be unlike me; and it would be so much happier if we were both children there together.’

But let the reader note how the narrative goes on. The tone changes at once again to the comic.

Mr. Bumble surveyed the little speaker, from head to foot, with indescribable astonishment; and, turning to his companion, said, ‘They’re all in one story, Mrs. Mann. That out-dacious Oliver has demogalized them all!’

‘I couldn’t have believed it, sir!’ said Mrs. Mann, holding up her hands, and looking malignantly at Dick. ‘I never see such a hardened little wretch!’

‘Take him away, ma’am!’ said Mr. Bumble imperiously. ‘This must be stated to the board, Mrs. Mann.’

In other words, the peculiar tone of Oliver Twist, the distinctive style of narration, is something like the ‘comic relief’ of the melodrama, with which Dickens was only too well acquainted. Here the audience were saved from the humiliation of tears by the reappearance of the comic character of the play. In melodrama the hysteria of tears heightens the hysteria of laughter, each sentiment reacts upon the other. But every one knows that the effect is inartistic and unworthy. It is a nice point to decide up to what point such a method of narrative may be carried.

But in any case Dickens found plenty of readers to like the story. Such criticisms as were offered against it turned rather upon the fact that it dealt with ‘low life’, a subject of which people of the better classes preferred to know nothing. That it was, in part at least, over-sentimental, was an objection not raised in an over-sentimental age. Readers of the period, grown-up readers, even such hardened people as lawyers, were not ashamed to read a book in a flood of tears. Looking back now on what we think of as Victorian sentimentality, we are apt to see only its feebler aspects, its maudlin exaggeration, its joy in tears, its lack of restraint and reserve. But in its day the tears were as much needed to break down the cruelty and hardness of a preceding age, as the soft rains of April to break the ice of winter. These were the days of the unreformed factories, of the ‘cry of the children’, of the little lives worn out unheeded; the days of the grim shelter of the Union and the starvation of the ‘hungry forties’, the darkest hour of English industrial history.

And here Dickens ‘finds himself’ again. It is no longer the genial satire of the Boz of the Sketches, no longer the uproarious fun, the blazing fires and the wide humanity of the Pickwick Papers. Here begins Charles Dickens the social reformer, driving home with fierce invective and with sardonic humour his protest against the evils of the day, — against the cruelty to children, the oppression of the poor, the law’s delay, the insolence of office and the brutality of class indifference which were the besetting sins of the England of a hundred years ago. Tears for imaginary children were to save the lives of real ones.

 

In these Pickwick-Oliver Twist days the activity of Dickens was so eager and so multifarious that it is difficult to chronicle all that he did without sinking to the level of a publisher’s catalogue. Among other things he was now able to give expression to his love of the theatre. While still engaged on Pickwick he seems to have put together no less than four little plays, of which three were put upon the stage. The Villages Coquettes was acted at St. James’ Theatre, Dec. 3, 1836. It was described on the bills as a ‘Burletta’ of which the dialogue and the words of the songs were written by Boz. It was followed early in the next year at the same theatre by Is She His Wife? or Something Singular (presumably by Dickens), by a musical recitation by a local comedian Mr. Harley in the character of Pickwick, — words by ‘his biographer Boz’, — and a little play called ‘The Strange Gentleman’. The manuscripts of these dramatic efforts were not preserved, a fact for which Dickens afterwards expressed his profound gratitude.

To acting was added editing. Dickens undertook for Bentley to edit the ‘memoirs’ of Joseph Grimaldi, a once-famous clown who had recently gone where all clowns go. Dickens had never seen Grimaldi, but he sorted out the ‘twaddle,’ as he called the autobiographical notes given to him, and wrote a preface for the book.

Over and above Grimaldi, Dickens did for Bentley various short sketches gathered later together as the ‘Mudfog Papers,’ and are found as such in his complete works as published to-day. Here belong also the ‘Sketches of Young Couples,’ a series of papers which Dickens scratched off with no particular inspiration, to be published without his name. It is no wonder that the Quarterly Magazine of October 27, in reviewing the completed Pickwick Papers, said, ‘Mr. Dickens writes too often and too fast; on the principle, we presume, of making hay whilst the sun shines, he seems to have accepted at once all engagements that were offered to him, and the consequence is, that in too many instances he has been compelled to

‘forestall the blighted harvest of the brain’,

and put forth, in their crude, unfinished, undigested state, thoughts, feelings, observations, and plans which it required time and study to mature — or supply the allotted number of pages with original matter of the most common-place description, or hints caught from others and diluted to make them pass for his own. If he persists much longer in this course, it requires no gift of prophecy to foretell his fate — he has risen like a rocket, and he will come down like the stick.’

Three generations of students of our literature have laughed at this prophecy. But in a sense it is true. Dickens did write too fast. It was all very well when he had the superabundant energy of youth as the driving power of the high speed. It was not so well in later years when he still drove his pen ahead with a tired brain and an exhausted imagination that substituted mechanism for inspiration. In this sense the ‘rocket’ is Mr. Pickwick of 1836 and the ‘stick’ fell in 1865 as Our Mutual Friend.

Dickens was amazed and mystified to find that Bentley the publisher sold 1700 copies of Grimaldi within a week. We can thus understand the point when the ‘old gentleman’ says to Oliver Twist, ‘What! You wouldn’t like to be a book writer?’ and Oliver answered ‘That he should think it would be a much better thing to be a book-seller.’

Indeed Dickens at this period was becoming somewhat obsessed with the idea that the booksellers were making too good a thing out of him. Thus he writes to Forster (in Jan. 1839) to speak of ‘the immense profit which Oliver had realised to its publisher and is still realising, the paltry wretched miserable sum it brought to me . . . and the consciousness that I have still the slavery and drudgery of another book on the same journeyman terms; the consciousness that my books are enriching everybody connected with them but myself, and that I, with such a popularity as I have acquired, am struggling in old toils, and wasting my energies in the very height and freshness of my fame and the best part of my life to fill the pockets of others while for those who are nearest and dearest to me I can realise little more than a genteel subsistence.’

All this is hardly fair. Indeed it is a foretaste of the impatient and imperious temper into which Charles Dickens was presently to be ground by hard work. It was not the fault of the publishers if the copyrights turned into gold in their hands. When Macrone paid £150 for the full copyright of the Sketches by Boz, he paid a fair enough market price for a book of moderate merit by an unknown young man. He could not see that the unknown young man would turn out to be Charles Dickens. When he sold back the copyright to Chapman and Hall and Dickens for ten times as much, Dickens thought him a rogue. But if Macrone had lost on the bargain, would Dickens have considered that he owed a debt? Not very likely.

In any case the ‘genteel subsistence’ is certainly drawing a long bow. When Dickens wrote this his income was rolling in so fast that he could hardly count it; he and his wife moved this same year into a beautiful big house with a garden on Devonshire Terrace; he made the purchase of a charming little country house (at Alphington, near Exeter) for his father and mother; and was living, apart from industry, like a lord.

Part of the trouble arose no doubt from the vagueness with which Dickens seems to have made his arrangements with his publishers. He promised to Bentley more than he could possibly write, and at prices which soon looked unfair. Pickwick was published by Chapman and Hall on a sort of ‘gentleman’s agreement’, and Chapman and Hall acted like gentlemen. But as they expected a new book as part of the understanding, Dickens had to hold off Bentley as best he could. Thus his energy seemed to force him into a sort of race with himself, which gave the impression of slavery and drudgery to a task in reality congenial beyond words. So it came about that the ‘slavery and drudgery’ for the publishers’ next took the form of a third book (not counting the sketches) that appeared, or rather began to appear, as it ran in serial numbers, in April 1838 as the Life and Adventures of Nicholas Nickleby. It opened up with a sale of fifty thousand copies. Dickens had arrived indeed. Nickleby was a great success. Here again was the Dickens atmosphere, the Dickens characters, the inimitable Mrs. Nickleby, — a delight in fiction, a trial in real life. And here again Dickens is the social reformer with the immortal creation of Mr. Wackford Squeers, whose imaginary personality did more to reform the gross incompetence and brutality of English people’s schools than volumes of inspectors’ reports. For this, Dickens worked up deliberately the local colour: made a trip to Yorkshire before he began the book to see on the spot whether the schools were as evil as painted; and took with him Hablôt Browne, who was thenceforth, with the signature of ‘Phiz’, the illustrator of a series of his books.

But even such wide and constant activities as those described left Dickens, like Oliver Twist, still ‘asking for more’. He began to plan something more comprehensive than a single story, some sort of general repository, or store-house, out of which might come not one story but a dozen. Dickens at this day had a sort of liking for ‘wheels within wheels’, for stories told inside other stories, — as witness the interpolated tales in Pickwick.

This design presently took shape in Master Humphrey’s Clock, a publication which Chapman and Hall issued in weekly numbers, eighty-eight in all, in 1840 and 1841. The design is in reality a ‘mess’. Old Master Humphrey is supposed to be one of those quaint characters, odd and recluse, dear to Dickens’s heart. He possesses an old clock case that is filled up with manuscripts, which he hauls out at intervals and reads to his friends and visitors. Thus Master Humphrey becomes a sort of magazine with a connecting thread of interest or supposed interest, in the way in which the stories come to light. Here, for example, as listening visitors, dragged back from immortality, are Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller! It seems awful that Dickens could have done it; that to supply interest for lesser things he could take another round out of Mr. Pickwick. But youth adventures all things. And in any case the unhappy Mr. Pickwick had been so plagiarized and plundered by other hands, — dragged on a European tour by the unspeakable literary villain G. W. M. Reynolds (Mr. Pickwick Abroad), forced on to the stage by another, that Dickens may have felt that he too had the right to set Pickwick to work overtime. But all true lovers of Pickwick insist on believing that he did not really visit Master Humphrey. It couldn’t be. Dickens must have mistaken someone else for him.

In any case the ‘Clock’ business broke down. When the reader found that the publication was not a single story, the sales fell with a flop. Dickens at once divined the trouble. He decided to give the readers what they wanted. One of the stories started in the clock was called The Old Curiosity Shop. Consequently, at the end of such and such a number, Master Humphrey with heartless indifference was kicked out of his own clock, and gave place to the serial, The Old Curiosity Shop. When that story finished the old man reappears for a moment to breathe a sigh over it and introduce the next story called Barnaby Rudge. His part in other words is only that of the Greek chorus or the compère and the commère of a French revue of to-day.

The Old Curiosity Shop, if not one of Dickens’s best works (many of us would think it very far from that), is at least one of his most celebrated. No readers remember the story or the plot as such. But none forget the character and the pathos of little Nell. It is said that this is preeminently the book which conquered America for Dickens. Pickwick and Oliver, it is true, had been widely read and greeted with enthusiasm. But it is after the Old Curiosity Shop, it seems, and in the name of Little Nell that Charles Dickens gained with the reading public of America the place that he never lost. The controversies and the angers of later days could never remove the memory of it. All the world recalls how Bret Harte, when Dickens died, centred his poetic tribute round the memory of the imagined child. His word-picture of the Western mining camp listening to the story of Little Nell is one of the treasures of literature.

‘Above the pines the moon was slowly drifting,

    The river sang below;

The dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting

    Their minarets of snow.

 . . . . . . .   .

And then, while round them shadows gathered faster

    And as the firelight fell,

He read aloud the book wherein the Master

    Had wrote of Little Nell.

 . . . . . . .   .

The fir-trees gathering closer to the shadows

    Listened in every spray,

While the whole camp with Nell on English meadows

    Wandered and lost their way.’

Master Humphrey had no sooner hatched out The Old Curiosity Shop from his clock than he incubated the new story Barnaby Rudge. In its original presentation Master Humphrey introduces it, and reappears to the extent of a few pages at the end to bid it god-speed, and to arrange, — with the approval of all concerned, — his own approaching demise. But in the usual editions of Dickens’s works, Barnaby Rudge is printed, like the Old Curiosity Shop, as a story by itself.

It is customary to talk of Barnaby Rudge as a historical novel, and to say that this book and Dickens’s other historical novel The Tale of Two Cities form an exception among his works. But the exception is much more apparent than real. If by a historical novel we mean a book in which appear the actual characters of history, — the Queen Elizabeths and the Louis Onzes and such, — these books are not so. Apart from a fleeting vision in Barnaby of Lord George Gordon, there are no actual characters. All are imaginary. They are perhaps more ‘real’ than the ‘actual’ personages of other writers. But they are not historical in the stricter sense. Neither is the period. We are apt to forget that in Dickens’s youth the French Revolution was a vivid memory of yesterday to all people of middle age. When Dickens first visited France, in the pre-railroad days, the routine of life around him was not particularly different from that of the days of Voltaire. With the one exception of the paddle-wheel steamer the journey to France was much like those of Mr. Jarvis Lorry of Telson’s Bank. Nor was the London of Lord George Gordon very remote or very different in appearance from the London of the Prince Regent. The Maypole Inn was still standing (in hundreds) along the coach roads of England. One would hardly say to-day that a man is writing a ‘historical’ novel if the plot is laid in the days of Grover Cleveland or Lord Rosebery.

But there is perhaps something less of Dickens, personally, in the narration of these two stories. He does not, as much as in the others, invite the reader to step in and out of the book by calling attention in his own person to its applications. Yet consider the opening of Chapter Nine (Barnaby). ‘Chroniclers are privileged to enter where they list and to come and go through keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to overcome, in their soarings up and down, all obstacles of time and space. Thrice blessed be this last consideration since it enables us to follow the disdainful Miggs even into the sanctity of her chamber . . .’ etc. There they go! Dickens and the reader, stepping in and out of the book. If that is the method of a ‘historical’ novel it is a ‘rum one’. Even in the Tale of Two Cities, Dickens himself takes a hand in the French Revolution.

In these days when ‘detective’ fiction and the solution of ‘insoluble’ mysteries cover such a large field, a certain interest attaches to a peculiar incident connected with the story of Barnaby Rudge and with its interpretation by Edgar Allan Poe. The narrative has a ‘mystery’ plot with a murder in it. At the very beginning of the novel, sitting in Mr. Willett’s immortal Maypole Inn, we are told, — with all the proper environment of storm and mystery, — the story of the murder of Barnaby Rudge’s father, — the steward of Mr. Haredale. The mutilated body is found, just as it ought to be — in a pond, and the recollection of it carries through the story a trail of horror, a legacy of crime. But what we are not clever enough to notice is that it is not Charles Dickens who tells us that Rudge was murdered. It is one of his characters, Mr. Solomon Daisy. Seated beside the blazing fire in the Maypole Inn, with the storm of wind and rain outside to give character to the terror of the tale, he recounts the story of the murder and tells us,— ‘far enough they might have looked for poor Mr. Rudge the steward, whose body, scarcely to be recognised by his clothes and the watch and the ring he wore, — was found months afterwards at the bottom of a piece of water in the grounds.’ It never occurs to any (ordinary) reader to doubt this statement of apparent fact. In reality Rudge himself is the murderer, a double murderer, for he had killed an innocent man to cover up his other crime.

Dickens, therefore, has contrived to get the living Rudge as dead as he wants, a feat of art that is the despair of the contemporary novelist. He has got him dead with a licence for his resurrection usable at any time. He has only to invite the reader to take another look at Chapter One. He has contrived by the power and interest of the setting, the old inn, the queer people, the blazing fire and the storm outside, to lull our critical sense to sleep. In a cheap detective world to-day there would be nothing but the story as told by Solomon Daisy, bald, crude, just able to stand on its legs and no more, and inviting criticism of every joint of its unhappy ill-contrivance. But as it is, we never doubt; the sheer truth of the setting lends an air of truth to the story; the phrase ‘poor Mr. Rudge’ clinches the conviction. People are not murdered by ‘poor Mr. Anybody’. Incidentally one notices how fond Dickens was of these ‘forward references’, — the insertion of such items of assertion or reflection, only to be understood later. As a literary device the thing is interesting. In its cheapest form it serves as a means of trying to arouse interest and excitement in a dull story by such a remark as,— ‘Had our hero only known it, this simple occurrence was destined,’ etc., etc. But this form of reference carries its own signpost. Dickens only uses that kind of thing when the signpost itself is a cryptogram. Compare in Edwin Drood the famous remark about Edwin’s ring: ‘Among the mighty store of wonderful chains that are ever forging, day and night, in the vast iron-works of time and circumstances, there was one chain forged in the moment of that small conclusion, riveted to the foundations of heaven and earth, and gifted with irresistible force to hold and drag,’ — an ominous forewarning of which the ultimate meaning passed with Dickens to the grave. But what Dickens loved were forward allusions that could have, at the moment, no possible meaning to a reader not yet acquainted with the book. The reader is supposed to get the benefit of them either by carrying the whole book in his memory, and enjoying the excellence of them at the close, or by reading it over again. The result is that most readers of Dickens are not aware that they are there. The ordinary reader, therefore, we repeat, might easily fail to note the difference between a statement made by one of Dickens’s characters and a statement made in the book by the author himself.

But Edgar Allan Poe was not an ordinary reader. He himself dealt in crime and mysteries and had the quick sense of a professional, who doubts every murder in fiction. In his Essay on Charles Dickens, he tells us that he deduced the fact that Rudge was the real murderer. ‘The secret was distinctly understood,’ he writes, ‘immediately on the perusal of the story of Solomon Daisy which occurs at the seventh page of the volume.’ In the number of the Philadelphia Saturday Evening Post for May 1, 1841 (the tale having then only begun), will be found a prospective notice of some length in which we make use (that is, Poe makes use) of the following words:

‘That Barnaby is the son of the murderer may not appear evident to our readers, — but we will explain. It is not the author himself who asserts that the steward was found: he has put the words in the mouth of one of his characters. His design is to make it appear, in the denouement, that the steward, Rudge, first murdered the gardener, then went to his master’s chamber, murdered him, was interrupted by his, Rudge’s, wife, whom he seized and held by the wrist to prevent her giving the alarm, — that he then, after possessing himself of the booty desired, returned to the gardener’s room, exchanged clothes with him, put upon the corpse his own watch and ring, and secreted it where it was afterwards discovered at so late a period that the features could not be identified.’

Now this is indeed a capital piece of deduction, worthy of Poe’s own Mr. Dupin or of Sherlock Holmes plus Watson. The error in it only enhances its interest. Rudge, as told in his final confession, did not seize his wife’s wrist. She seized his. But as a way of putting a birth-mark of a bloody smear on the wrist of the unborn Barnaby, Poe’s method was better than that of Dickens. Dickens didn’t make Rudge grasp his wife’s wrist: but he should have.

One of the most able of the modern commentators and critics of Dickens’s work has derided Poe’s whole claim as a characteristic humbug. Even if Poe did write this on May 1, 1841, says the critic, after seeing the mere opening of the story as an American serial, he could easily have read plenty more of it already, since Barnaby Rudge began to appear in England in weekly instalments on February 13, 1841, and no doubt had come to America by post. Poe, therefore, it is argued, was merely pretending to be very smart about guessing the outcome of the story from its opening, when in reality he had already seen the English copy. But this argument will not stand. Poe, one admits, was fond of a literary hoax, and loved nothing better than the solemn and dignified make-believe of mock logic or mock scholarship. But because a man is fooling some of the time, it does not follow that he is fooling all of the time. Even if Poe had seen all of the numbers that appeared in England up to May 1, 1841, he would have been no nearer the solution. The story did not end in England till November 27, 1841; and up to the middle of the tale there were no particular clues beyond those given at the start. It is true that Poe may never have written an article on Barnaby in the Post of May 1. He may have been lying about that. But what is beyond search now, when the files of the Post are no longer in existence, was a simple and easy matter to corroborate or to refute when Poe wrote on Dickens in 1842. What an ass he would have been to stake his reputation on a deceit so easily exposed.

Of course Poe had seen more than the actual story of Solomon Daisy on page 7. That claim is a mere looseness of expression. He must have, since there is no mention of Barnaby’s existence till Chapter Five. Poe had seen five chapters of the book, — truly described as a mere beginning of a book of eighty-two chapters. Even Poe could never have claimed that his intelligence was such that having heard of Rudge, and guessed him the murderer, he also guessed that Rudge had a son called Barnaby, born the day after the murder with a birth-mark on his wrist. Sherlock Holmes might, but he came forty years later.

In other words Poe’s guess is a brilliant piece of literary deduction, and it is a pity to rob his battered reputation of the benefit of it. Poe did more than that. He showed that Charles Dickens broke the rules of literary honesty, as applied to murders and mysteries, when he speaks in his own voice of Mrs. Rudge as ‘the widow’. He might have called her the ‘Widow Rudge’ in the mouths of the other characters and then used it as a name of repute, but not on his own authority. He knows and Mrs. Rudge knows that she is not a widow. The thing is grossly unfair: it is not cricket: not even on the hearth.

Nor does Poe’s ingenuity stop there. He shows that in spite of Dickens’s preface to the book — when Barnaby appeared in book form — that the Gordon Riots only came into the book as an afterthought. All readers of the book have noticed that the story comes to a full stop for five years; and this for no particularly obvious reasons. All the characters are held suspended for five years. Dickens announces quite suddenly at the end of Chapter Thirty-two, ‘and the world went on turning round, as usual, for five years during which this narrative is silent.’ No one but Charles Dickens could ‘get away’ with that.

The reason was that he had thought of the Gordon Riots and decided to put them into the story. Now the opening at the Maypole Inn was explicitly dated 1775 and the Riots did not happen till 1780. So the story had to stand still, the characters all marking time: John Willett stirring the fire at the Inn: Gabriel Varden clicking away at his anvil: Barnaby skipping around in his feathers, and the Raven, to whom five years meant nothing, croaking away as usual. To the raven, we repeat, it made no difference. But for the heroine it was cruel. Emma Haredale, as Poe says, would have been called an old maid in America when the story started again. Even the pert Dolly Varden must have had a lot of the bloom dusted off her. If Dickens had known sooner about the riots coming in he would have started Dolly at sixteen. But he had no more idea of the riots coming in than he had of Martin Chuzzlewit going to America. And when the riots did come in there was such a terrific outburst of fire, massacre, crime, and hanging, that this humble little garden murder committed by ‘poor Mr. Rudge’ twenty-seven years before, is hopelessly lost and forgotten in the ensuing horrors. Even John Forster admits that ‘the story had been laid aside and the form it ultimately took had been compressed only partially within its first design.’

It is marvellous that Dickens could do these things. It is high tribute to his genius that such disregard of common sense, fatal to anyone else, made no particular difference, and still makes none. It is equally characteristic of Dickens that he could solemnly write in the preface ‘No account of the Gordon Riots having been to my knowledge introduced into any work of fiction, I was led to project this tale.’ What he meant is, ‘I was led to project them into this tale.’ Dickens was truth itself. But when it came to talking of his own work he could be as sophistical as any one.

After finishing Barnaby Rudge, Dickens enjoyed something as nearly to a rest from his labours as he ever allowed himself. It was a period of widening friendships and of rising honours. To the circle of his friends in his Devonshire Terrace home are added such well-known names as Macready the actor, Maclise of the Royal Academy, Lord Jeffrey, and Lytton Bulwer. His reputation has long since surpassed the limited fame of an ‘amusing’ or ‘comic’ writer. He has become one of England’s great literary men. He did not enjoy, and never enjoyed, the peculiar sanctity of a Tennyson or the majesty of a Carlyle. He dealt with ‘low and middle life’ and he made people laugh. But even these defects could not blind the people whom we now call ‘high-brow’ to the fact that Charles Dickens was a great writer.

It was as this that the nation now began to honour him. When he made, with his wife, in the summer of 1841, a short tour of recreation to Scotland, there was a great public dinner for him at Edinburgh with Christopher North in the chair and all the lamps of Scottish letters and learning illuminating the board. He was given the treasured ‘freedom of the city’, and was made the recipient of a great popular ovation in a leading theatre. Glasgow threatened him with like honours, but he escaped to the wilds of the Highlands, sated and delighted with Lowland hospitality. The Highlanders, it is said, were not to be outdone. We are told they offered him a ‘free’ seat in Parliament. If they did, the offer of a seat only duplicated a proposal already made: for he had already received an offer to represent the borough of Reading.

Dickens wrote to the electors of Reading, ‘My principles and inclinations would lead me to aspire to the distinction you invite me to seek . . . but I am bound to add that I cannot afford the expense of a contested election.’ But he wrote with his tongue in his cheek. He had sat too long above the House of Commons to want to sit in it. In any case he had other and wider fields in mind. His star was rising in the West. Dickens was going to America.


CHAPTER IV. ‘BOZ’ VISITS AMERICA 1842

[image: img117.jpg]

THE UNITED STATES, when Charles Dickens first visited it in 1842, was just in the opening of the ‘roaring forties’. The earlier agricultural days of the colonies and the gentlemen’s republic had given place to the new era of democracy and industrialism. The Jacksonian epoch had initiated the rule of the people. European immigration was beginning to move in a flood. The steamboat was on the ocean and on land the era of the canals was being forgotten in the wild rush to build railroads. The population was moving west to fill the Mississippi Valley. It had crossed the river to make the new state of Missouri and Iowa almost ready to become a state. There were settlers out on the plains in Kansas and Nebraska. The frontier line moved onwards across the prairie.

Everything was on the move. New towns were being placed on the map every year. The floating of companies and the chartering of banks, the rush to speculate in land had led to the crash and crisis of Van Buren’s time (1837), but it made little difference. The country picked itself up and went on. It was too young to get hurt. The companies and the banks floated on like a drive of logs on a spring flood. The nation was full of power, of noise, of vainglory, of boastfulness, of roaring optimism, of cheerful crookedness and of universal hope. It was the land of opportunity, long forgotten now; the land of freedom with its dark curtain of slavery hung as a background.

Here landed the youthful Dickens with eyes trained to different things: expecting something else: an enthusiastic radical soaked in English conservatism: despising forms and ceremonies and good manners till he came to a country that hadn’t got them: a spokesman for the common people, but now in a land where they spoke for themselves. The first of Dickens’s American notes should have been a note upon himself. It would have saved much disillusionment.

 

It was, then, on a clear bright Sunday morning of January 1842, that this young man of thirty, less an odd week or so, conspicuous by his dress but still more by the arresting interest of his eye, stepped off the new steam packet Britannia to take possession of North America. The visible sign of his sovereignty was seen in a wild rush of newspaper ‘editors’ on board the ship. As his consort, there was with him a good-looking but uninteresting young woman who in our own day would be designated by the adjective ‘dumb’. But the proof of her meaning and utility in the Victorian scheme of life lay in the existence of the four healthy and romping children left behind in a London nursery.

From the ship ‘Charles Dickens and lady’ (as the papers called them) were borne in triumph through the Boston of those days, — a sea-port combined with a country town, a place of 100,000 inhabitants. Dickens caught it all with his quick eager eyes and his romantic imagination: the bright red of the brick houses, the still brighter white of the wooden, the gilded signs, the painted railings, all glittering in the morning sun— ‘all so light and unsubstantial in appearance that every throughfare in the city looked exactly like a scene in a pantomime.’ He kept glancing up at the boards, he tells us, expecting them to ‘change into something’: he felt certain that ‘Clown and Pantaloon were hiding in a doorway or behind some pillar,’ and ‘the Harlequin and Columbine were lodged over a one-story clockmaker’s shop’.

Such comparisons were characteristic of Dickens and all his work. He was for ever comparing everything with everything else: and, above all, in this way endowing inanimate objects with life and movement: for him windows grin, doors yawn, clocks wink solemnly and trees talk in the night breeze. The fancies of Barnaby Rudge watching the clothes dance upon the clothes line are those of his creator.

 

No reception was ever given to any foreigner in the United States quite like that accorded to ‘Boz’. The visit of Lafayette a few years before (1826) had been an occasion of greater national honour. The later visits of such people as the patriot Kossuth called forth larger crowds and more public tribute. But the young Dickens was hailed with a warmth of personal affection never manifested before or since. They welcomed in him all the geniality of Mr. Pickwick, all the appeal of little Oliver and little Nell, all the charm of old English Christmas for the people of a newer England. And Dickens at the first met it with a boyish and buoyant delight that matched his welcome. He was full of life and power and of speech that never flagged, — very different from the aged stricken man whom the Americans, — as audiences only, — were to see twenty-six years later. ‘Here we are’, he said in his clear and merry voice as he entered the old Tremont House. Later on, after dinner, he was out in the snow-bound streets, merry, boisterous, exuberant, — delighted with everything. ‘Boz’ was just what ‘Boz’ ought to be. No wonder they smothered him with adulation.

 

The country simply went wild over him. The time of his coming was fortunate. There was at the moment no particular national excitement. The tumult over ‘nullification’ had died down and secession had not yet come up. It was midway between two presidential elections. There was no cable to bring news of foreign wars, and no foreign wars to bring news of. Under these circumstances the arrival of young ‘Boz’ became a first-class national event.

 

The proceedings opened with a rush of reporters to meet the ship, a sort of procession to the Tremont House where Dickens was to stay, and a crowd of eager faces lined up on the sidewalk to get a look at him. Then followed calls and invitations in a flood. Dickens’s table at the hotel was soon piled high with unopened letters. He had to engage a young man, a Mr. Putnam, as a secretary. Years after, as an old man, Mr. Putnam wrote an account of it all. He gives us a picture of Dickens and his wife breakfasting in their sitting-room at the hotel, ‘Boz’ tearing open letters, dictating, eating and talking all at the same time, and a local sculptor of note (a Mr. Alexander) making a bust of him at the side of the room and occasionally walking around to get a ‘close-up’ look at him. There were dinners and receptions in all direction. ‘Boz’ was introduced to the leading literary people of Boston and of Harvard. He was taken out to Springfield to see the Massachusetts legislature, where, we are told by the press, ‘his appearance in the senate chamber created quite a stir among the members.’

Young ‘Boz’ enjoyed it all to the full. ‘I can give you no conception of my welcome here’; so he wrote home after ten days to an English friend. ‘There never was a king or emperor upon earth so cheered and followed by crowds and entertained in public at splendid balls and dinners and waited upon by public bodies and deputations of all kinds. If I go out in a carriage the crowds surround it and escort me home: if I go to the theatre the whole house, crowded to the roof, rises as one man, and the timbers ring again. You cannot imagine what it is. I have five great public dinners on hand at this moment and invitations from every town and city in the States.’

This was a welcome indeed! Here was a proper sort of country. Seen in such a light all men looked heroic. Dickens wrote home (to Forster) in enthusiasm over the men of Harvard. ‘The professors at the Cambridge university, Longfellow, Felton, Jared Sparks, are a noble set of fellows. So is Kenyon’s friend, Ticknor. Bancroft is a famous man, a straightforward, manly, earnest heart . . . The women are very beautiful . . . the general breeding is neither stiff nor formal. . . . the good nature universal . . . There is no man in this town, or in this state of New England, who has not a blazing fire and a meat dinner every day of his life. A flaming sword in the air would not attract so much attention as a beggar in the streets.’

This was indeed America! The America of his dreams. For years before his leaving England Dickens had found himself turning with something almost like disgust from the institutions of his native country. What humbug! What pretence and what a tyranny of the classes and what an oppression of the masses! ‘By Jove, how radical I am getting’, he had written to Forster a year back (August 13, 1841). At times he felt like tragically casting off England altogether. ‘Thank God,’ he said, ‘there is a Van Diemen’s Land.’ He wrote and sent to his friend at this time quite a collection of verses to express his radical sentiments. Verses one must call them, not poetry. Dickens’s idea of writing poetry never got further than prose with a rhyme in it. Here is the closing verse from the Ballad of the Fine Old English Gentleman, — a character already severely handled in his books.

The bright old day now dawns again; the cry runs through the land,

In England there shall be — dear bread! in Ireland — sword and brand

And poverty, and ignorance, shall swell the rich and grand,

So, rally round the rulers with the gentle iron hand,

Of the fine old                 English Tory days;

Hail to the                 coming time!

What a wonderful relief then to find oneself in a country without fine old Tories, where all the women were beautiful, the men noble fellows, where there were meat dinners for the poor and banquets for authors every day.

Such were the first impressions. Later on, America was to cure Dickens of his political discontent and make him a loyal subject of monarchy for ever: and Dickens was to turn on America and rend it. In any case it is proper to mention that some of the friendships he now made in Boston were friendships for life. Professor Felton, the admirable Mr. Bevan of Martin Chuzzlewit, became a lifelong correspondent. Longfellow and his daughters stayed with Dickens at Gadshill long years afterwards. Boston also had a warm place in Dickens’s heart, and New England too, even though he grew to know that it was not a state. The later antipathies and denunciations were against the press, the land grabbers, the uncouth multitudes of the Far West, rude and inquisitive, the torrents of tobacco spitting and the copyright thieves, the denial of honest justice to honest authors, and above all, that hideous thing behind the black curtain of the south which he would not even go to see. But all that was still to come.

The first great social event of the tour was a huge dinner given to Dickens in Boston on February 1 at Papinte’s restaurant by a self-organised body of the ‘young men of Boston’. It was as elaborate, as oratorical and as liquid as only dinners of the ‘roaring forties’ could be. It is interesting to note, among Dickens’s hosts of the evening, a young man called Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, then, at thirty years of age, in the early days of his general practice; a young Mr. James Russell Lowell recently out of Harvard. Among the guests were Josiah Quincy, the fine old president of Harvard, Bancroft the historian, and Richard Henry Dana of Two Years before the Mast. It was a goodly company, a wonderful honour to the young man of thirty who sat, full of life and spirits and abounding energy, enjoying every moment of it. The company were washed away on a flood-tide of rhetoric and good-will. When they had done toasting ‘Boz’ they toasted his wife, — with nine cheers, all standing. Then they toasted the Old World and the New, and then Genius, — and Sam Weller, — and anything else they could think of. Each round of the toasts called forth speeches of a length proportionate to the cubic contents of their drinks. The president in toasting Dickens told him that genius had no country, that they claimed his as the property of the English-speaking world. Dickens’s reply was couched in terms of the facile and ever eloquent after-dinner oratory which he grew to command as few have ever done. But in it was struck the first note of that discord which was presently to alienate from him the sympathy of a great part of the American public. At that time there was no international copyright to protect in the American market the interests of British authors. American publishers brought out editions of British books as they liked and paid nothing for the privilege. More than that, they brought them out in any form or fashion they liked, altered, abbreviated and garbled them as they pleased.

Dickens’s own sufferings in this respect had already made him keenly alive to the general injustice to his craft. He took occasion at the banquet to refer to it in very positive terms.

‘There must be an international arrangement in this respect. England has done her part: and I am confident that the time is not far distant when America will do hers.’

One cannot doubt the language was moderate enough, and that when Dickens expressed these sentiments he expressed them to make a hit. Here was a great wrong, a great shame, and here were generous hearts to hear about it. Who cared which side of the Atlantic was which? ‘Boz’, no doubt, expected an equally noble response.

For the moment the sentiments passed. There was no challenge. But of the guests many must have been thinking that the moment was ill-timed. After all, was it right to raise the question now? ‘Boz’ had received so much. Was it possible that like Oliver Twist he asked for more? There was matter enough in this presently to shipwreck Dickens’s American tour.

For the sentiments were presently repeated at Hartford and elsewhere. The grievance grew as Dickens thought about it, grew till it assumed the proportions of an obsession.

It was characteristic of Dickens that his interest as a traveller centred specially round the visiting of public institutions, such as hospitals, prisons, reformatories and the like. Political institutions he never cared to study: they represented for him from first to last little else than humbug, boredom and comicality. He took for granted that government must be carried on and only complained that it was not done better, with no sense that it were meritorious and difficult to do it at all. But his mind instinctively turned to anything that connected with social betterment, — which he was rapidly annexing as a domain of his own: and he was always drawn to anything connected with a sensation, — criminals, jail, executions. He had a fine taste in horrors.

In Boston they could show him the asylum for the Blind where he saw Laura Bridgman, — deaf, dumb, and blind, — for whose mind thus shut from the world of the senses so much had been accomplished by intelligent and devoted teaching. Dickens was thrilled and impressed. In the book he presently wrote he devoted pages and pages, — still interesting reading, — to the marvellous way in which signals of thought and communication had been sent across the gulf of darkness that lay between Laura and the outside world.

He visited also with intense delight the State Hospital for the Insane; the reformatory where juvenile offenders were specially treated; the House of Correction (the state prison), ‘in which silence is strictly maintained but where the prisoners have the comfort and mental relief of seeing each other and working together.’ It all seemed away ahead of England. ‘In her sweeping reform and bright example to other countries on this head, America has shown great wisdom, great benevolence and exalted policy.’

‘Boz’ left Boston after a two weeks’ stay (Saturday, February 5, 1842) and held a sort of triumphal progress through the New England towns on his way to New York. At Worcester he was the guest of the state governor. At Hartford there was a big dinner at the City Hotel, where again he referred in his speech to international copyright, and a stop of over two days that allowed him to visit the Courts of Law, the Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, and the Insane Asylum, where he had much merry conversation with the inmates duly recorded in his book: and he saw there also the best jail for untried offenders in the world. Hartford was ‘a lovely place’, and New Haven which came next, ‘the city of elms, a fine town,’ in which he found that Yale College with its ‘rows of grand old elm trees’ had ‘an effect like that of an old cathedral yard in England.’ The American tour was still seen through the colours of the morning, though already in his letters Dickens was writing of ‘yearning for home’.

So he reached New York. It was time. The metropolitan press was already getting jealous of the favours shown to New England. The Tribune expressed the hope that he would spend two or three weeks in its city ‘if he is not beslavered and lionized into loathing us. We hope,’ it added, ‘to get a look at him, but begin to despair of it if he is to be disgusted with such liquorice doses as the Boston Transcript is giving him.’

But New York got its chance and proceeded to show that in the matter of public entertainment and adulation, in balls, banquets and receptions, and in prisons, jails, and other places of interest New England ‘had nothing on it’.

Mr. and Mrs. Dickens reached New York on the thirteenth of February and remained for three weeks, staying at the Carlton Hotel on Broadway. The welcome was second only, if second at all, to that accorded in New England. The Mayor of the city presided at a meeting of leading citizens to frame a vote of welcome. They resolved

That in the opinion of this meeting, it is proper and becoming in the citizens of New York to unite heartily in these demonstrations of respect and esteem which have been, and will be, everywhere in our land called forth by the visit of Mr. Dickens to America; not because of his talents alone, but in consideration of the noble use he has made of those talents, in indicating the rights and claims and feelings of humanity at large, without distinction of rank or circumstances.

If Dickens had been older and had had a less impulsive mind he would have felt from such words as these a sense of responsibility that would have restrained him from error. Towards his English readers and his English public he was always animated by exactly such a sense. He measured well what they would think, what they would tolerate and what was due to them. But he did not extend this to the States. He expected and received unbounded praise, unstinted hospitality, a national publicity. He was not prepared to pay the price in seemly reticence. The ambassador from England to America had had no training in diplomacy. His own Circumlocution Office could have given him a hint or two.

The New York meeting formed itself into a general committee of entertainment. There was no delay about it. A ‘Boz’ Ball was given the next night at the Park Theatre. There were decorations of garlands and trophies to typify the States of the Union and with designs from the writing of ‘Boz’. There was floor space for three thousand dancers. There was a huge programme of Grand Marches, Tableaux Vivants of scenes from Dickens’s books, Quadrilles and heaven knows what, ending with a Gallopade as number twenty-five. The drinks flowed as they could only flow in the ‘roaring forties’.

A local reporter wrote up the ‘Boz’ Ball with the superlatives of the period. ‘The agony is over: the “Boz” Ball, the greatest affair in modern times, the latest compliment ever paid to a little man, the fullest libation ever poured upon the altar of the muses, came off last evening in fine style. Everything answered the public expectations.’

What a homage to pour out upon one young man! What a scene! What merriment! What colossal fun! If Dickens had had the eyes to see America as he had to see England, what a host of characters, of oddities, of lovable scoundrels he would have found at the ‘Boz’ Ball. Dickens, who could gather amusement from a reptile like Squeers, fun from a vampire like Mrs. Gamp, and found a holy joy in a hypocrite like Pecksniff, could see in America nothing but crooks and snobs.

What a Dickens book could have been written about these Americans, seen through the same glasses as Mr. Pickwick, if Dickens had been able to do it.

One of the local reports gives a picture of him as he appeared: ‘The author of the Pickwick papers is a small bright and intelligent-looking young fellow, thirty years of age, somewhat of a dandy in his dress, with “rings and things in fine array”, brisk in his manner and of a lively conversation. If he does not get his head turned by all this, I shall wonder at it. Mrs. Dickens is a little plump English-looking woman, of an agreeable countenance and, I should think, a nice woman.’

The New Yorkers were able to satisfy Dickens’s curiosity in the matter of institutions, jails and such, even better than the staid New Englanders. They took him to the Tombs prison, the penitentiary, to the almshouse, to the lunatic asylum. ‘It is not all parties,’ he wrote home. ‘I go into the prisons, the police offices, the watch-houses, the hospitals, the workhouses. I was out half the night in New York with two of their most famous constables: started at midnight and went into every thieves’ house, murderous hovel, sailors’ dancing place and abode of villainy, both black and white, in the town.’

To these delights was added the compliment of a magnificent banquet at the City Hall. All the literati and distinguished men of the town, — their names eminent then but mostly forgotten now, — were at the board. Washington Irving, with whom Dickens had instituted a real friendship, was of the company: so was William Cullen Bryant, W. B. Astor, Hamilton Fish, and FitzGreene Halleck. There were endless toasts. Oratory flowed in a flood. Washington Irving, a silent man, tried to speak and broke down. Dickens spoke with that marvellous and radiant eloquence that was one of the ornaments of his genius.

He spoke, — but, — one reads in David Copperfield, a book at this time still to be written, how poor Mr. Dick, otherwise well balanced, could not keep King Charles’s head from coming into things. Dickens had acquired his King Charles’s head: and its name was International Copyright. It is not true that he came to America on purpose to agitate against the lack of copyright protection for British authors. Later on, when some one said this in England, Dickens wrote a letter to The Times and called the man, flat out, a liar.

But the thing had got in his mind. The utter injustice of stealing, without a cent of compensation, the product of a man’s creative gift: utter, absolute, robbery, — nothing else! So Dickens saw it, and so in a sense it was, except that it had grown up, like so many injustices, through no one’s particular contrivance. Dickens felt it as if the American nation, — an associated band of crooks, — had made a conspiracy to steal the property of British authors, including his own.

In a sense he was right: but oh! the inconceivable, atrocious bad taste of it! He could at least have waited. He could have gone home and written about it, or agitated about it. He had all the world as his audience at will. But he must needs use the very publicity of his welcome to give publicity to his complaint. The magnificent welcome, outdoing oriental profusion, unparalleled in the world’s history of letters, must itself be turned to his account. There he stood like a Tory Squire entertained by poachers and talking about the game laws. The odd psychology of it is that Dickens thought himself a noble fellow in doing it, and expected a noble response. It was meant as one great-hearted man addressing his generous fellows. When it went all wrong no one was more surprised than Dickens.

So in the City Hall banquet speech the rushing tide of his oratory rolled in King Charles’s head.

‘As I came here, and am here, without the least admixture of one hundredth part of one grain of base alloy, without one feeling of unworthy reference to self in any respect, I claim in reference to the past for the last time, my right in reason, in truth and in justice, to approach as I have done on two former occasions, a question of literary interest. I claim as one who has a right to speak and be heard.’

The words were mild enough, and again they passed for the time without hostile comment on the spot. In any case the guests were authors rather than booksellers, and their interests were identical with those of the speaker. There was a toast drunk for ‘international copyright, the only turnpike between the readers of two great nations.’

But meantime the copyright question and Dickens’s attack began to filter through the press to reach the publishers and the booksellers, and to call forth recrimination in return. In Dickens’s own mind, too, as the winter wore on, the subject reached the proportions of an obsession. It coloured all his view of America: it poisoned him.

‘Is it not a horrible thing’, — so he wrote home later on (but the thoughts were fermenting already), ‘that scoundrel booksellers should grow rich here from publishing books, the authors of which do not reap one farthing from their issue by scores of thousands; and that every vile, blackguard, and detestable newspaper, so filthy and bestial that no honest man would admit one into his house for a scullery door-mat, should be able to publish those same writings side by side, cheek by jowl, with the coarsest and most obscene companions with which they must become connected, in course of time, in people’s minds? Is it tolerable that besides being robbed and rifled an author should be forced to appear in any form, in any vulgar dress, in any atrocious company; that he should have no choice of his audience, no control over his own distorted text, and that he should be compelled to jostle out of the course the best men in this country who only ask to live by writing? I vow before high heaven that my blood so boils at these enormities, that when I speak about them I seem to grow twenty feet high, and to swell out in proportion. “Robbers that ye are,” I think to myself when I get upon my legs, “here goes!”’

After New York came Philadelphia, where Dickens spent two days. But already he was getting ‘fed up’ with public ovation. A notice appeared in the press before his arrival to say that ‘Mr. Dickens declines all dinners, parties, parades, shows and junketings’. But by mistake a newspaper published a notice after his arrival couched in the following style: ‘Mr. Dickens — this gentleman will, we understand, be gratified to shake hands with his friends between the hours of half-past ten and half-past eleven o’clock’. The result of this was a mob outside of the United States Hotel: the refusal of Dickens to see them: a protest from the landlord that refusal would precipitate a riot: compliance on Dickens’s part, and then for more than two hours an overwhelming procession of people shaking his hand. Dickens turned good-natured over it and took it all with smiles. This is the scene introduced in the ‘levee’ in Martin Chuzzlewit, calmly announced without asking his leave.

Much more congenial to ‘Boz’ was a visit to the Eastern Penitentiary, where he spent some time in a minute examination of the awful system of solitary confinement then in operation. It filled him with horror. In his American Notes he wrote:

On the haggard face of every man among these prisoners the same expression sat. I know not what to liken it to. It had something of that strained attention which we see upon the faces of the blind and deaf mingled with a kind of horror, as though they had all been secretly terrified. In every little chamber that I entered, and at every gate through which I looked, I seemed to see the same appalling countenance. It lives in my memory, with the fascination of a remarkable picture. Parade before my eyes a hundred men, with one among them newly released from this solitary suffering, and I would point him out.

From Philadelphia Dickens and his wife and secretary took the train for Washington. There was a stop for dinner at Baltimore and there, waited upon by slaves, he got his first actual sight of slavery, henceforth more than ever a horror to him. The thought of it aroused in him, as it always did before his tour and to his life’s end, a burning indignation. ‘Though I was with respect to it an innocent man’, he writes, ‘its presence filled me with a sense of shame and self-reproach.’ It seemed to him a ‘most hideous blot and foul disgrace’ upon the face of American civilization. It was not so much the fact of it as the idea of it that burned into his soul. Dickens could chronicle without a quiver of the pen the statement that the girls hired in the new cotton factories of Lowell worked twelve hours a day. But he could not bear the thought of the ‘slavery’ of the coloured waitresses of a Baltimore restaurant. It was the element of coercion, of the utter hopelessness of the individual against the deadweight of compulsion that filled him with a sense of stifled oppression like a man crushed under heavy weights. It was the same sympathetic suffering that he had just felt when he visited the silent corridors of that hideous prison of the Philadelphia of 1842 where ‘solitary confinement’ prevailed and silent prisoners faded to death by slow torture. As against this prison, so against American slavery Dickens cried out with all the intensity of passion. He did not stop to ask, he did not care to know, whether the plantation slave was happier than the factory hand of Lancashire, whether the slave himself felt the degradation of his chain or only the weight of it, — Dickens wanted nothing of such talk. He felt, as Longfellow felt or Channing, that the thing was utterly and hideously wrong in itself, and different from any form of want or suffering that might arise where at least the will is free. Like all the people of his day he valued individual freedom, if only freedom to die of starvation. Many of us still share his view.

His attitude towards slavery separated Dickens in thought and sympathy from the South. People who lived among slavery took it as they found it, — a sort of way of living and working. There were good owners and bad, kind and cruel: but cruelty to any real extent was the exception not the rule. A slave minded the whip as much and as little as did an Eton schoolboy. He measured it by the sting, not by the moral. People who owned slaves shuddered at the sight of an English factory, — its close mephitic air, its clattering machinery, the pale wan faces working at the looms in the gas-light, the hideous toll of the twelve and fourteen hours of work exacted from little children; the long lines of starving people clamouring for bread in the England of the ‘hungry forties’ and receiving as their answer the cold lead of the Waterloo musket. They contrasted this with the bright picture of the cornfield, bathed in wind and sun, the negroes singing at their work and the little pickaninnies clinging to the red gowns of their mothers. On such people of the South in the days of the forties descended a fury of anger when a pert Mrs. Trollope, or a prim old maid Harriet Martineau or a young Mr. Dickens, fresh from the miseries of the English factory and the London slum, should hold up their hands in pious horror over the cheerful darkey of the sunny South. They were no doubt wrong. To many of us one single family broken up and sold down the river outbalances the whole of Lancashire.

But where Dickens is wrong throughout, in his American Notes and in his personal letters and in Martin Chuzzlewit, is in his insisting on thinking of slavery as a peculiarly American institution. He should have remembered that slavery was a phenomenon not peculiar to America but belonging then to the whole world. He should have remembered that his own countrymen, from the days of the illustrious Hawkins, had taken a leading share in spreading it about the world. Slavery had died out in England centuries before because it did not pay, just as it died out in the northern states and in Canada. But wherever the English founded or conquered colonies they introduced or accepted slavery as the mainstay of colonial prosperity. In this shape British slavery lasted till within eight years of Dickens’s visit to America. Nor was it only and solely the tears of Wilberforce and the passion for liberty of the Benthams and the Mills which killed it; there was the added argument of economic value. Charles Dickens shared with all his race that peculiar and almost insulting insular smugness which deplores the sins of other nations, forgetting the recentness of their own conversion. Slavery once abolished, the Victorian contemporaries of Dickens invented a patriotic song (no doubt Charles Dickens often joined in the singing of it) in regard to the moral purity of the British flag.

‘That flag may float o’er a shot-torn wreck

But never shall float o’er a  slave.’

The sentiment is noble. But it should have been sung with the zeal of new converts. The British flag at sea prior to 1808 had flown over more slaves than any other flag in the world.

But in any case the existence of slavery was one of the causes which alienated the sympathies of Dickens from America and led presently to his denunciation of that country.

Slavery and tobacco spitting! This later became an even greater offence. He had passed it off lightly enough at first, but now that the first luxury of adulation was waning he became more and more utterly disgusted at the hideous habit of ‘spitting all over the place’. Those of us who can recall the ‘tobacco spitting’ customary in the United States and Canada, even of fifty years ago, when it was said to be ‘declining,’ may well wonder how it could exist. Men spat great ‘gobs’ of tobacco juice, unrebuked, all over the sidewalk, on the floor of hotel rotundas, bar-rooms, stations, restaurants, — anywhere where fellow men assembled. Students spat tobacco juice as they sat in their examination rooms, informed by a little notice that gentlemen will please spit in the spittoons, but making little false pretence of being gentlemen. In Dickens’s time, ninety years ago, the nation swam in tobacco juice. If those are strong words, let us substitute his own. They represent his impressions on arriving at the American capital.

As Washington may be called the headquarters of tobacco-tinctured saliva, the time is come when I must confess, without any disguise, that the prevalence of those two odious practices of chewing and expectorating began about this time to be anything but agreeable, and soon became most offensive and sickening. In all the public places of America this filthy custom is recognized. In the courts of law, the judge has his spittoon, the crier his, the witness his, and the prisoner his; while the jurymen and spectators are provided for, as so many men who in the course of nature must desire to spit incessantly. In the hospitals the students of medicine are requested, by notices upon the wall, to eject their tobacco juice into the boxes provided for that purpose, and not to discolour the stairs. In public buildings visitors are implored, through the same agency, to squirt the essence of their quids, or ‘plugs’, as I have heard them called by gentlemen learned in this kind of sweetmeat, into the national spittoons, and not about the bases of the marble columns. But in some parts this custom is inseparably mixed up with every meal and morning call, and with all the transactions of social life. The stranger who follows in the track I took myself will find it in its full bloom and glory, luxuriant in all its alarming recklessness, at Washington. And let him not persuade himself (as I once did, to my shame) that previous tourists have exaggerated its extent. The thing itself is an exaggeration of nastiness which cannot be outdone.

From now on it seems to Dickens as if all America was spitting at him. In Washington the Congress spat at him, at the presidential levee President Tyler spat at him. He met Webster and Calhoun. They spat at him. Such at least was the impression now in the youthful Dickens’s mind. Henceforth nothing could please him in America. He met the senior senator from Massachusetts and was told that this ’is one of the most remarkable men in the country’. ‘Good God’, answered ‘Boz’, ‘they are all so. I’ve hardly met a man since my arrival who wasn’t one of the most remarkable men in the country.’ Later on he took the remark out of his own mouth and put it into Martin Chuzzlewit’s.

In such a frame of mind he could see in the city of Washington nothing but a ghastly failure, — no trade, no commerce, unhealthy: avenues that begin in nothing and lead nowhere. ‘To the admirers of cities it is a Bannecide Feast: a pleasant field for the imagination to rove in: a monument raised to a deceased project, with not even a legible inscription to record its departed greatness. Such as it is, it is likely to remain.’

One thinks of the magnificent city of to-day and wonders at the lack of vision. But Dickens had no eyes for the future of America. He was too ‘fed up’ with its present. This was still more so when he went presently to the Far West.

In Washington they showed him the Congress. It seemed to him a pack of crooks. Gone are the ‘noble fellows’ of the Boston days. Dickens in his American Notes puts to himself the question what did he think of the lawmakers of America and answers it. His answer, which they presently had the pleasure of reading in their non-copyright, no royalty edition of the book, must have taken the hide off them.

In the first place — it may be from some imperfect development of my organ of veneration — I do not remember having ever fainted away, or having even been moved to tears of joyful pride, at sight of any legislative body. I have borne the House of Commons like a man, and have yielded to no weakness, but slumber, in the House of Lords. . . .

Did I see in this public body an assemblage of men, bound together in the sacred names of Liberty and Freedom, and so asserting the chaste dignity of those two goddesses, in all their discussions, as to exalt at once the Eternal Principles to which their names are given, and their own character and the character of their countrymen, in the admiring eyes of the whole world? . . .

Did I recognize in this assembly a body of men who, applying themselves in a new world to correct some of the falsehoods, and vices of the old, purified the avenues to Public Life, paved the dirty ways to Place and Power, debated and made laws for the Common Good, and had no party but their Country? . . .

I saw in them the wheels that move the meanest perversion of virtuous Political Machinery that the worst tools ever wrought. Despicable trickery at elections; under-handed, tamperings with public officers; cowardly attacks upon opponents, with scurrilous newspapers for shields, and hired pens for daggers; shameful trucklings to mercenary knaves, whose claim to be considered is, that every day and week they sow new crops of ruin with their venal types, which are the dragon’s teeth of yore, in everything but sharpness; aidings and abettings of every bad inclination in the popular mind, and artful suppressions of all its good influences: such things as these, and in a word, Dishonest Faction in its most depraved and most unblushing form, stared out from every corner of the crowded hall.

From Washington Dickens took a steamboat down the Potomac to Potomac Creek, thence to go by train to Richmond. ‘The train stopped at a lonely cabin in the forest’, so wrote afterwards Mr. Putnam, the secretary, in his reminiscences. ‘We noticed a coloured woman with several small children standing by, who seemed to be waiting for passage. After a little time we heard the women and children weeping and some one in the car asked the cause. “It’s them damned niggers: somebody bought them and is taking them down to Richmond and they are making a fuss about it”.’

The iron sank deeper into Dickens’s soul. He decided that after Richmond he would go no farther south. He had seen enough. ‘The pain of living in the constant contemplation of slavery’ was more than he could stand.

Meantime his hosts were unaware of the increasing revulsion in the feelings of their guest. He was received at Richmond, where he arrived on March 16, 1842, with every kindness and every hospitality. He refused to accept any invitation to a public dinner, but his polite southern hosts begged that they might be allowed to tender to him a ‘Social Supper’ at the Exchange Hotel. The supper was of necessity on a simpler scale than the banquets of Boston and New York. But it let loose an almost equal flood of oratory. Dickens’s own speech was brief: he kept King Charles’s head out of it, and the report, still extant in the Richmond Enquirer, is thickly punctuated with ‘Cheers’, ‘Laughter’, ‘Cries of Go on’, and once, when he made a joke about the local railroad from Richmond to Fredericksburg, we are told, ‘Here the laughter and cheering was over-powering.’ No doubt the ancient Egyptians roared over jokes on the Pyramids.

Dickens made the happiest impression. The company were delighted. The papers called it ‘a fairy scene’, ‘an Attic supper’. ‘The likenesses of Dickens’, wrote a Richmond visitor of the moment, ‘cannot give the charm of his face, his rich expression of humour and merriment; when he laughs, — his whole face lights up.’ All through Dickens’s life, people spoke of the light in his face.

Next day Dickens and his wife held a levee, — this time of his own making, — at their hotel from twelve to two. He left Richmond on March 20 (1842) in a sunshine of goodwill. He set his face now for the West. Farther south he would not go. His detestation of slavery, shared now by everybody, is all to the credit of his heart and feelings. The chapter on it, appended to the American Notes, is one of the most powerful denunciations ever written. But Dickens could have done far more for the cause of freedom if he could have kept his antipathy to slavery from becoming an antipathy to America. His great achievements for social betterment in sinful England were not brought about by antipathy to England. So it might have been in America.

But it was not to be.

By the time Dickens left the South he was utterly and absolutely disillusioned about political freedom in America. To his friend Macready he wrote from Baltimore (March 22, 1842):

This is not the republic I came to see; this is not the republic of my imagination. I infinitely prefer a liberal monarchy — even with its sickening accompaniments of court circulars — to such a government as this. The more I think of its youth and strength, the poorer and more trifling in a thousand aspects it appears in my eyes. In everything of which it has made a boast — excepting its education of the people and its care for poor children — it sinks immeasurably below the level I had placed it upon; and England, even England, bad and faulty as the old land is, and miserable as millions of her people are, rises in the comparison.

You live here! Macready, as I have sometimes heard you imagining! You! Loving you with all my heart and soul, and knowing what your disposition really is, I would not condemn you to a year’s residence on this side of the Atlantic for any money. Freedom of opinion! Where is it? I see a press more mean, and paltry, and silly, and disgraceful than any country I ever knew.

To Forster he wrote at about the same time:

But I don’t like the country. I would not live here, on any consideration. It goes against the grain with me. It would with you. I think it impossible, utterly impossible, for any Englishman to live here, and be happy.

Thus Dickens was already ‘fed up’ with America when he left the South. The West was to finish him.

He and his wife left Baltimore on March 23 (1842) and spent a month in travelling to the Mississippi and back. Their route lay by rail to York (in Pennsylvania), then by coach twenty-five miles to Harrisburg, and after that by water to the Far West. Here the railway had not yet reached. Travel was by ‘canal boat’ and river steamer. To Dickens, the cabins of the canal boats and steamers, crowded, stuffy, and promiscuous, the everlasting tobacco spitting and the utter lack of privacy, made the trip almost a nightmare. He could not compare it, as the older Americans could, with the primitive transport of a generation before, — the transport of the time of Abraham Lincoln’s childhood. In those days the settlers floated down the river in barges and flat boats, ‘carried’ over the forest trails of the portages and slept in rude cabins of logs and poles, one side open to the weather. To those who remembered all this, the new travel was as palatial as it was rapid, — with actual shelter to sleep under, meals on real tables, so that the larger river steamers, to the rude settlers of the western frontier, seemed glittering with luxury.

Not so for Dickens.

His sufferings began with the coach through the valley of the Susquehannah (beautiful, he admits), with twelve people crammed inside it, and on the box and roof drunken men and dirty boys. Four horses tugged the coach through the rain and mud of early spring.

Then came Harrisburg, the seat of the government, which began at once, like the Washington Congress, to spit tobacco. There was a ‘levee’ in honour of ‘Charles Dickens and lady’— ‘with a great number of the members of both branches of the legislature. Pretty nearly every man spat upon the carpet’. ‘These local legislatures’, wrote Dickens to Forster, ‘are too insufferably apish of mighty legislation to be seen without bile.’

Next came the canal boat from Harrisburg to Pittsburgh, bridging the gap from the Susquehannah to the Ohio, — a marvel of convenience to people who could remember the portage days, to Dickens an awful form of travel in something between a steamer and a floating tavern.

Picture a canal boat, — floating in the dirty water of the canal — the passengers had to ‘fish it up with a tin ladle’ to wash in — with thirty-three people sitting down to eat breakfast in the foul air of a cabin where eight and twenty men had slept on moveable wooden shelves, seven and twenty of them ‘in foul linen with yellow streams from half-chewed tobacco trickling down their chins’! There was a bar, reeking with gin, with a barber at work shaving, and seventeen men, spitting at the stove while waiting. Worse still was the fall of night. ‘You can never conceive’, wrote Dickens, ‘what the hawking and spitting is, the whole night through. . . . As to having a window open, that’s not to be thought of.’

Here and there on the journey Dickens could see in the forests the newly made clearings and the log-huts of the settlers. These his sympathetic imagination endowed with his own sensations. ‘Their forlorn and miserable appearance,’ he wrote, ‘baffles all description. It pains the eye to see the stumps of great trees thickly strewed in every field of wheat; and never to lose the eternal swamp and dull morass, with hundreds of rotten trunks, of elm and pine and sycamore and logwood, steeped in its unwholesome water; where the frogs so croak at night that after dark there is an incessant sound as if millions of phantom teams, with bells, were travelling through the upper air, at an enormous distance off.’

This of course is Martin Chuzzlewit in the swamp settlements of the West. Anybody who knows how to compare the lot of a pioneer settler in such a cabin with that of an English factory hand, or a London sempstress or a slavey in a London lodging-house of the period, can measure as it should be measured the value of Dickens’s picture of America.

From Pittsburgh the Dickenses went by river steamers to Cincinnati, to Louisville and thence to Cairo and St. Louis. The steamers in point of accommodation were, some of them, excellent, with better cabins than the Cunard boats on the Atlantic. The hotels, too, were mostly newly built on what seemed a large and commodious scale with a certain touch of ‘hospitality’ about them, carried down from Colonial days. Dickens in his record of discomfort makes an honourable exception of most of them. But everywhere he complains of the utter lack of privacy, the rude curiosity of the people pushing to get a look at him.

Everywhere he was received with acclaim, though by this time the copyright question was beginning to boil up in the press of the East, and denunciation of Dickens’s ‘ingratitude’ was finding its way into print.

At Cincinnati there was a ball given for the Dickenses by a Judge Walker and attended (according to the guest of the evening) by ‘a hundred and fifty first class bores’. At Louisville, so runs the legend of the local press reprinted on Dickens’s second visit, the ‘host’ of the inn offered to be of service in introducing the distinguished visitor to some of the best families of Kentucky. ‘When I have need of your services’, answered Dickens, ‘I will ring for you’. If it is not true, it is well found. Dickens had travelled a long way from the young radical who dreamed of Van Diemen’s land. What right, anyway, has a hotel keeper to talk to a gentleman?

Thus, pleasantly discoursing, he came to Cairo, where the Ohio meets the Mississippi,— ‘a breeding place of fever, ague, and death, vaunted in England as a mine of Golden Hope, and speculated in, on the faith of monstrous representations, to many people’s ruin. A dismal swamp, on which the half-built houses rot away; cleared here and there for the space of a few yards, and then teeming with rank unwholesome vegetation, on whose baneful shade the wretched wanderers who are tempted hither, droop and die and lay their bones. I trust’, he wrote, ‘never to see the Mississippi again except in dreams and nightmares’.

On an upper stretch of the river at that time was a little boy of six years old for whom the vast reaches of the Mississippi, moving through the forests to the distant sea, and the lights of the river steamers passing in the night, were the inspiration of a lifetime. Compare the majesty of the picture of life in the Mississippi drawn in the pages of Huckleberry Finn with the cramped and uninspired picture given by Dickens. It is the work of a peevish cockney travelling without his breakfast.

At St. Louis there was, to Dickens’s delight, a grand hotel, the Planters’ House, ‘as large as the Middlesex Hospital.’ There was a large public reception spoken of as a ‘soiree’. But for Dickens the charm of being lionized had passed. He set out on his homeward journey, travelling across Ohio by water and stage, through Columbus to Sandusky and thence by Lake Erie to Buffalo and Niagara. His feelings and impressions as revealed in his American Notes are embodied in such recurrent words as tobacco-spit, swamp, bull-frogs, corduroy roads, bugs, politics. For the people he can find little praise. Those of St. Louis as seen at the soiree given for him were declared ‘pretty rough and intolerably conceited’. But they were not as bad as humanity when seen at Sandusky, Ohio,— ‘The demeanour of the people in these country parts is invariably morose, sullen, clownish, and repulsive. I should think there is not on the face of the earth a people so utterly destitute of humour, vivacity or the capacity for enjoyment.’

Dickens passed out from the West across the Niagara frontier to Canada (May, 1842). He never saw it again.

The truth was that he did not understand the scenes he witnessed.

What was really going on was a great epic in the history of mankind. It was the advance of civilization down the rivers, and through the forests and out upon the silent prairies of the west. The woods bowed beneath the axe, and forests echoed with voices, the savannahs murmured and rustled to the touch of life. In the mind’s eye one could see already the log cabins rising into cathedrals, the villages spreading into great cities, and the swamp and cane brakes changing to the park and meadowland of a smiling civilization. It was a wonderful epic, this advance of the frontier, moving westward day by day. As beside it, the ravaging conquests of early Europe, leaving a track of slaughter, seem things of horror.

But Dickens had no eyes to see it all in its true proportion. Against the crowded canal-boats, the jolting stages, and frame hotels, the log shanties, and forest villages sunken in the swamps, he set the trim countryside of England, with its neat village commons and parish churches and winding roads lined with thorn hedges, — the whole of it a thousand years in the making. Against the cheap frame hotel he set the gabled inns of the John Willetts that had seen two hundred Christmas fires go roaring up the chimney. He suddenly discovered that, after all, the ‘old Tory gentleman’ whom he had denounced didn’t spit on the floor, or talk through his nose, or break into the conversations of strangers: that, after all, Mrs. Leo Hunter was a lady, that Mr. Minns and his cousin were gentlemen, and that Mr. Dombey was a dignified and honourable merchant who wouldn’t cheat a stranger over a swamp lot in an imaginary settlement.

So it came that Dickens’s mind turned back to the England that he knew and cast out the America which he couldn’t understand. The fault was his. It has been said, — on a foundation difficult to prove conclusively, — that Dickens had invested some of his early gains from Pickwick in a fraudulent land company of Cairo, Illinois, and went west partly to see the scene of his discomfiture. If so, this gave him added bitterness against the Far West.

In any case there is no doubt that he saw it all with crooked eyes. Could he have seen it right, what a marvellous picture, exaggerated in detail but true in the mass, he could have made of it! Just as at the ‘Boz’ Ball in New York, so here in the New Edens and Thermopylaes a host of ‘characters’ were beckoning to him, like actors waiting to ‘come on’. They were standing there in the wings waiting to catch his attention, — as merry and motley a company as those of the pages of Pickwick itself. But Dickens, fuming and raving in the foreground over international copyright, tobacco spittle and slavery, never knew they were there. And when he came back twenty-six years later, he was too old, too broken, too self-absorbed to care whether they were there or not. What a goodly company there was ready to his hand, with their queer clothes, their universal military rank, their magnified eyesight, their generosity, their crookedness! Dickens could see them but saw them only to scoff and denounce. Measured in the same way, the people in Pickwick are a pack of dunderheads and fools, Pickwick himself was an amiable idiot on a string, Sam Weller was a crook and Sam Weller’s father smelt of the stable. Dickens was in a land of enchantment and never knew it.

As an epilogue to the American tour came a brief visit to Canada, — the two Canadas, Upper and Lower, had been united into one the year before, — that lasted from May 4 to May 30, 1842. The visit, if brief, was a pleasant one. After the hustle of the ferocious West the little colony seemed quiet and restful: and Dickens had found a new meaning in the flag that floated over it. More than that, he was now in a rapture of anticipation of getting home again. In Canada he saw and was thrilled by the falls of Niagara and paused a day or two at the pleasant little town (nominally ‘city’) of Toronto, then a place of some twelve thousand people. Here he visited among other places of interest Upper Canada College, founded by Lord Seaton thirteen years before as the Rugby of Canada. The school tradition has it that Dickens spoke in the ‘prayer hall’ to the boys of the school, though no mention of it appears in the chapters of his American Notes where he describes his Canadian tour. From Toronto Dickens and his wife went by steamer — there was no railway as yet — to Montreal, where he spent eighteen days, the most enjoyable no doubt of all his American experience, except perhaps the opening days in Boston. In Montreal was the British garrison, this being still the colonial era when imperial regiments protected British North America against the rapacity of the United States. The officers of the garrison, the Governor-General (then in the city though Kingston was still the capital) and the citizens at large vied in entertaining Dickens and his wife. But the chief feature of his visit was the organization by the officers of the regiment of amateur theatricals for which Dickens became the leading actor, manager and producer. He threw himself into the congenial task with delight. Here was something better worth while than canal boats and swamp villages.

The performance duly came off on the evening of May 25, 1842, at the Queen’s Theatre. The pieces presented were A Roland for an Oliver, with Dickens and his recent shipmate Lord Mulgrave in the caste; a French scene done by Dickens and Captain Granville (Past two o’clock in the morning); and a farce in one act called Deaf as a Post, in which Mrs. Dickens, for the first and only time, took a stage part.

Dickens wrote home enthusiastically, ‘the play came off last. The audience between five and six hundred strong, were invited as to a party: a regular table with refreshments being spread in the lobby and saloon. We had the band of the Twenty-third (one of the finest in the service) in the orchestra, the theatre lighted with gas, the scenery was excellent, the properties all being brought from private homes. Sir Charles Bagot, Sir Richard Jackson and their staffs were present, and as the military portion in the audience were in uniform it was a splendid scene. We “went over” splendidly . . . But only think of Kate playing, and playing devilish well, I assure you.’

In John Forster’s account of Dickens’s visit to Montreal there occurs one of the few out-and-out errors to be found in that magnificent work. Misled no doubt by Dickens’s handwriting in the letters he received, he says that Dickens and his wife stayed at Peasco’s Hotel. This is incorrect. Recent researches personally conducted in front of the hotel (still standing in St. Paul Street) show that the name (still legible) is Rasco’s Hotel. All research workers in the history of our literature will find in this correction of a standing error a distinct contribution to our knowledge of the life and character of Dickens and an ample justification of the present volume.

But whether at Peasco’s or at Rasco’s, Dickens was in no mood to stay there. His mind was set on his departure. He concludes the letter in which he wrote of the theatricals with the words, ‘We shall soon meet, please God, and be happier and merrier than ever we were in all our lives. Oh, home — home — home — home — home — home — home.’

Dickens and his wife left Montreal, Sunday, May 29, 1842, reaching New York the Wednesday following. While waiting for the ocean steamer he paid a visit to West Point and to the Shaker village at Lebanon. Then, on June 7, left New York in the Russia homeward bound for England.


CHAPTER V. YEARS OF SUCCESS 1842-1847
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HOME AGAIN — MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT — THE CHRISTMAS CAROL — FRANCE AND ITALY

It may well be that the two or three years of Dickens’s career after his return from America were the happiest in his life. He came back in a tumult of affection for England, for his familiar home, his happy work and his energetic play, and above all for the nursery of four children waiting to greet him. ‘How I look forward’, he had written, ‘across that rolling water to home and its small tenantry. How I busy myself in thinking how my books look, and where the tables are, and in what position the chairs stand relatively to the other furniture. . . . And what out pets will say and how they will look. . . . We shall soon meet, please God, and be happier and merrier than we ever were in all our lives. Oh, home — home, — home, — home, — home, — home!!!!!!!’

And home, when he found it, was happy indeed. It contained a nursery already well filled, and destined to be filled later on to something like repletion. At this time there were, as already said, four children, — Charley, aged five, Mary, Kate and Walter, the baby. Two other sons arrived during this happy period between the return from America and the family journey to Italy, — Francis (Frank) Jeffrey and Alfred Tennyson. Dickens was an ideal father, never so happy as in romping and laughing with his children, on whom fell family nicknames in an affectionate shower. Frank was Chickenstalker and Alfred was Sampson Brass or Skittles. Before the list ended the family had increased to ten.

To this family group one may now add permanently Georgina Hogarth, Mrs. Dickens’s sister, at this time a girl of sixteen who had looked after the children while their parents were in America, and who shared Dickens’s home from now till his death. In addition, there were Dickens’s father and mother snugly ensconsed in their villa at Alphington, good for years yet, while Dickens still had about him his brothers and sisters, of whom Frederick and Fanny found an especially warm place in his affections. One notes their names transferred to the pages of Little Dorrit later on, with perhaps something of the relationship of the two brothers themselves.

Nor had the shadows that were to come later as yet fallen across the threshold of his home. At this period of his life he had not yet undertaken the burden of overwork which ultimately broke him down. The endless toil of his editorial years had not yet begun. The public readings that eventually did so much to undermine his energy and to hasten his premature death were still far away. What he did now, work or play, was done with equal zest and enjoyment. The writing of his American Notes was simplicity itself, — a matter mostly of wondering what to leave out, not of searching for things to put in. His writing of Martin Chuzzlewit, apart from delays and dilemmas, was on the whole a piece of immense fun. There was nothing in it of that dreary fight against fatigue, that forcing of a jaded and overworn imagination, which is too often seen in his books of twenty years later. As for the Christmas Carol, — his great achievement of 1843, — he worked on it with a rapt absorption and intense feeling of good to be done and evil to be conquered that was its own reward.

The homecoming to his friends was celebrated by a dinner at Greenwich, the company including such well-known names as those of Sergeant Talfourd, Captain Marryat of the sea stories, Tom Hood and Barham of the Ingoldsby Legends. At this time of his life, dinners of this sort were one of the chief delights of Dickens and his circle. They dined to welcome his homecoming from America. They dined presently to celebrate Macready’s going away to America. They dined as a way of expressing their regrets at the retirement of Mr. Black from The Chronicle. They dined to express their congratulations to Dickens on completing Martin Chuzzlewit. In short they dined for anything and everything.

The dinners were at such comfortable places as the Ship Inn, or the Trafalgar, at Greenwich, or the Star and Garter at Richmond. And in those days a dinner was a dinner, a ceremony extending over a multiplicity of courses, a pharmacopœia of bottles and an endless succession of toasts. One has but to note the generous way in which Dickens lays the table for his characters in his books to know something of the quality and quantity and good fellowship of an early-Victorian dinner.

Not that Dickens himself was ever greedy of food, eager for drink, or inclined to excess. He was, by disposition and without effort, the most temperate of men. His daughter Mary, in the charming little book on her father (as a father) which she left behind her, has told us that he was ‘the most abstemious of men, that he rarely ate anything of consequence for luncheon, and that his pleasure was rather in planning and ordering a dinner than in eating it.’

It was this moderation perhaps which fitted him so well to sing the praises of good wine and a groaning table: he himself knew only the pleasures of good cheer and nothing of the penalties of excess. The last words that he ever wrote were, ‘and then falls to with an appetite.’

Some research scholar, — if one may in this place pursue the topic a little farther, — might well devote a year or two to a scholarly investigation of eating, drinking, and smoking as they appear in the works of Dickens. Even the most casual readers must have noticed the stress that seems laid upon the pleasures of the table. Here, as a sample of the material to be used in such a study, is the bill of fare as ordered, — just as a light casual meal, by Mr. Grewgious, the old lawyer, for his young friend Edwin Drood, who has ‘happened in’ at his chambers.

‘Perhaps you wouldn’t mind,’ said Mr. Grewgious to his clerk, ‘stepping over to the hotel in Furnival’s and ask them to send in materials for laying the cloth. For dinner we’ll have a tureen of the hottest and strongest soup available, and we’ll have the best made-dish that can be recommended and we’ll have a joint such as a haunch of mutton, and we’ll have a goose or a turkey or any little stuffed thing of that sort that may happen to be in the bill of fare, — —’

A reader not accustomed to the period and to the writer might think that the order is a joke, a burlesque. Not at all. The dinner is brought, as ordered, and they eat it, — and eat it all.

Here is another light little collation that is served up in the pages of Bleak House. In that story Esther Summerson has been dangerously ill, is now just convalescent and able to sit up a little. To her there comes as a visitor to the sickroom the little old lady Miss Flite, — the pathetic victim of the Court of Chancery, so slight, so frail that she looks as if the wind would blow her away. Esther invites her to share what she calls ‘her early dinner’. It consisted of ‘a dish of fish, a roast fowl, a sweetbread, vegetables, pudding and Madeira.’ It would be an ill-wind that would blow Miss Flite away after that.

But as to tobacco, — the case is just the contrary. If the whole picture were in keeping we would have Mr. Grewgious saying after dinner to the ‘flying waiter’ from the inn,— ‘Now, as to a cigar, what would you suggest?’ And the waiter answering, ‘Well, sir, perhaps, a Golden Havana, or a Dry Tortuga!’ ‘Ah’, should say Mr. Grewgious, ‘excellent — half a dozen of each.’ But no, — if Edwin Drood gets a smoke the reader has to supply it to him gratis.

 

To the private dinner ceremonies spoken of above there began to be added now those public appearances and speeches which from this time on formed an occasional but conspicuous feature of Dickens’s life. Few men could excel him in this occasional oratory: as an ‘after dinner’ speaker he talked with an ease and grace rarely equalled. And in setting forth some great public cause, — above all the cause of the poor, — he rose above all others in the matchless appeal of his words, and the matchless power of voice and gesture. The fact that he was invited (1843), along with Cobden and Disraeli, to speak at the opening of the Manchester Athenaeum shows the place that he was beginning to take in the national life of England. The new institution aimed at promoting the education of the poor, and Dickens pictures to his hearers the lot of the untrained, untaught children of London slums, ‘condemned to tread the path of jagged flints and stones laid down by brutal ignorance.’

At this time public education in England, — as apart from the institutions misnamed the public schools, — was just struggling into, or rather, towards existence against the inertia of social prejudice. No one could help it more than the man whose Nicholas Nickleby had held up to public horror the brutalities committed in dark places under the name of education. Dickens with his voice and pen helped along the cause of the newly founded ‘Ragged Schools’. Through his influence was secured the powerful support of Miss Coutts (later the Baroness Burdett-Coutts), one of the first of the ‘inspired millionaires’ of the industrial era. Now and later she looked to Dickens as a sort of almoner for whose appeal her purse was ever open.

 

But to return to the private tenor of Dickens’s own life as apart from the meals he spread for others. Still more dear to his heart, during these early days, than even the jovial dinner gatherings were the weeks and months that he spent, at intervals throughout these years, at the seaside. These were passed nearly always at Broadstairs on the Kentish coast. The various houses and homes which Dickens occupied throughout his life fill a considerable list, as shown in the appendix to this book, and of course at this period of his life his chief place of abode was his commodious home in Devonshire Terrace, London. But there is no place more pleasantly connected with his memory and with his books than the little Kentish fishing village of Broadstairs. For many summers it was his favourite place of rest and recreation. It was at that time (as described by Dickens in a letter to his American friend Professor Felton) ‘a little fishing place, built on a cliff whereon, in the centre of a tiny semicircular bar, our house stands, the sea rolling and dashing under the windows. Seven miles out are the Goodwin Sands.’ Dickens first went to the village with his wife in 1837 for a seaside holiday while still busy upon Mr. Pickwick. A house in High Street bears a tablet with the record, ‘Charles Dickens lived here and wrote part of the Pickwick Papers.’ The ‘house’ as mentioned above was presently incorporated into the Albion Hotel, which therefore bears the legend, ‘Charles Dickens stayed here 1839, 1840, 1842, 1843, 1845, 1849, 1859, and wrote part of Nicholas Nickleby.’ As a matter of fact he also wrote at Broadstairs parts of his Barnaby Rudge, of the Old Curiosity Shop, the conclusion of David Copperfield, and various minor pieces. More than that, it was Broadstairs that inspired more than any other place his pictures of the sea. Dickens loved weather. He loved the wind, and the storm and the waves driving in from the open sea. He himself in his little sketch (of 1851, in Household Words), Our English Watering Place, has rung the changes of the sun and shadow, the dead flat calm and the driving storm of the fishing village. The great storm scene of David Copperfield is in reality taken from the scenery and impressions of Broadstairs, and the shipwreck on the Goodwin Sands, though the book places it, literally, off the coast of Norfolk, off Yarmouth. ‘Our House’ of Dickens’s letter sounds like ‘Bleak House’, and has often been mistaken for it, but it was not. Bleak House stood inland.

Immediately after his return from America Dickens prepared for the press his American Notes as already described. But before he settled down again he allowed himself a journey to Cornwall with his three friends, John Forster, Clarkson Stanfield, and Maclise — a journey almost Pickwickian in its uproarious merriment. He threw himself with all his characteristic energy into walking, climbing cliffs, peering into dim caves and into churches almost as dim. He wrote to his Boston friend Professor Felton, ‘I never laughed so much in my life as I did on this journey. I was choking and gasping and bursting the buckle of the back of my stock all the way. . . . There never was such a trip.’

The fact that the travellers made a part of their journey ‘by rail’ marks the coming of a great change.

The next serious task to be carried out was the writing of Martin Chuzzlewit, planned for serial publication in twenty numbers. The terms agreed to by Messrs. Chapman and Hall showed how far Dickens had travelled since the ‘tempting emolument’ of fifteen guineas a month, — which was in reality only a few years before. For the new book he was to receive £200 for each number and, — over and above it, — three-quarters of the profit made on each number, after deducting his £200 as one of the expenses. For the twelve months between the making of the agreement and the issue of the first number he was to receive £150 a month as an ‘advance’ against future profits. Princely terms for 1842. Yet to-day, — with picture rights, drama, broadcast rights, world rights, and copyrights, reaching to the grave and beyond it, — Dickens would have received not hundreds but millions. ‘Stars’ at Hollywood have made more in a few seasons than Dickens in all his life.

Martin Chuzzlewit duly appeared, beginning its first number in January 1843. It was produced under the title The Life and Adventures of Martin Chuzzlewit, with a long straggling extension intended to be facetious and reading,— ‘his relatives, friends and enemies, comprising all his wills and his ways with a historical record of what he did and what he didn’t, showing, moreover, who inherited the family plate, who came in for the silver spoons, and who for the wooden ladles. The whole forming a complete key to the House of Chuzzlewit.’ This clumsy tail-piece was afterwards dropped in the book editions. The monthly numbers were declared to be ‘edited by Boz’ and the illustrations were again those of Hablôt Browne (Phiz).

For whatever reason it may have been, the new story was not an immediate success. It was published on the Pickwick plan in monthly numbers, and the fact that the stories preceding it had come out and reached a large circulation in weekly issues (Master Humphrey’s Clock) is thought by Forster to have injured the sale. But there seems no reason for this. In any case the sales only amounted to about 20,000 per number as contrasted with sales of 40,000, 50,000 and even more. Nor did the circulation increase more than two or three thousand when Martin Chuzzlewit was shipped off to America to lend variety to the story.

There seems no valid reason why the sales of the story should have fallen off midway. Many people have liked it best of Dickens’s books, and all readers have found it one of the books they liked best. Two at least of its characters, Mr. Pecksniff and Mrs. Gamp, have become household names to millions of people, — one might almost say common nouns in the English language. The book, moreover, shares with all Dickens’s best work that strange alchemy of transformation whereby even sin and wickedness are softened as things seen far off in retrospect, and horror is replaced by a smile: it is as if one mingled smiles and tears over the half-forgotten pains and sorrows of childhood.

This quality of Dickens, this divine retrospect, this atmosphere in which his characters are made to move, remains the mainstay of his genius.

The book Martin Chuzzlewit has, on the contrary, all the characteristic faults of Dickens: it opens with a perfectly inconsequent piece of burlesque, excellent as a contribution to a comic paper but of no bearing or use in the story. The plot, as usual, becomes unfathomable, and the motives of old Martin Chuzzlewit in upsetting his whole life to enforce a moral lesson, go beyond human comprehension. Most characteristic of all is the sudden transportation of young Martin to America, a pure afterthought of construction. But, after all, what do these faults matter? The real readers of Dickens never notice them. They exult in Martin’s journey to America without caring a rush whether it is artistic, or natural or anything else. As to the plot, no Dickens-lover ever tries to follow it.

 

When the book reached America it called forth the loud outcries at the ‘ingratitude ‘of Dickens. The copyright quarrel that had embittered his visit was bad enough: the American Notes were worse: but Martin Chuzzlewit was an open parody, a vilification, a denunciation of the civilization of the United States. As a matter of fact, it was just exactly that, and it was meant to be that. With the amenities of good-will and the lapse of time, anger fades away and quarrels sink below the horizon. A kind of haze of retrospect colours the enmities of the past. At the present time, stress is laid on the fact that many leading Americans, such as Longfellow, read all of Dickens’s criticism of America with tolerant amusement.

But in reality these were the few. Nor does it avail to say that Dickens also satirizes and vilifies countrymen of his own. If Pecksniff is in the book, so is Tom Pinch; the hideous Jonas Chuzzlewit is to be set against the manly John Westlock; and against the damp, oleaginous form of Mrs. Gamp the humble, noble outline of old Chuffey. But the American characters! With the exception of one or two commendable wooden figures such as Mr. Bevan, put in to stand for Professor Felton, what a pack they are! Noisy, boastful, mannerless, spitting tobacco juice, defrauding the helpless and the weak, and fawning upon birth and station!

It speaks wonders for the ultimate good temper of life on the American continent that it was all so soon forgiven and forgotten: especially as the picture, — even with a dot of truth in the foreground, — was hopelessly untrue in its incompleteness, in its background. Dickens in England had no eye to see the dignity and greatness of English government: it was all comic to him; it was all Coodle and Doodle talking platitudes against Foodle and Yoodle; it was all circumlocution, wind and humbug. In the same way Dickens had no eye to see the nobility of pioneer life in America: no sense of the great epic of the American frontier. To him it was all swamp, ague, and mosquitoes. Others could have looked further and seen in New Eden just what it said, New Eden. The banks and theatres and churches of the maps of Major Pawkins are all there now. But Dickens saw only humbug in England and only ague in America.

While Dickens was still busy on the writing of Nickleby, there had come to him a sort of inspiration, the idea of a Christmas story. In the late autumn of 1843 he worked at it, — in between the Nickleby numbers, — with increasing absorption and in something like a frenzy of composition. We are told that as he wrote he wept and laughed at his work, and in the pauses of it walked the London streets at nights, for miles and miles, still absorbed in his idea. It was well worth it: for the idea and the tale was the Christmas Carol, one of the famous masterpieces of English literature. In its own form and as converted into plays and dialogues, recitations and, later, moving pictures, the Christmas Carol has quite literally gone around the world. All the world knows at first or second hand of the marvellous transformations of the miser Scrooge, and all the world has rejoiced in the sheer beautiful idealism of it. Literature has no finer picture than the redeemed Scrooge at his window in the frosty Christmas morning, waking to the ringing bells of a new world. It is a new world that is open to each of us at any moment, — for that is the point of the story, — at the mere cost of opening the windows of the soul. It is of no consequence whether the Christmas Carol is true to life. It is better than life.

No story written by Dickens ever met a more sympathetic reception than the carol. The great critics like Jeffrey were not ashamed to shed tears over it.

It is true that now, many readers, most readers perhaps, would find the mechanism of the story a little melodramatic, the spirits rather too prolix. The reader of to-day would want it ‘put over faster’. But then the people of today are a generation greatly improved, — or is it, badly damaged? — by the rapid technique of the moving pictures and the hurried emotions of the modern screen. The Christmas Carol filled a distinct place in the progress, or the course, of contemporary letters. Dickens did not create the ‘Christmas Story,’ but he gave to it an enormous impulse. The Carol and the companion pieces that followed year by year, — the Chimes, etc. — set the pace for the development of that Christmas fiction which has since become a part of our annual round.

In the financial sense the Carol was a disappointment. Dickens had ‘set his heart’ upon receiving a thousand pounds for the sales that season, but his royalties only reached something over seven hundred. The Christmas Carol, selling at a shilling, only ran (in its initial season) to a sale of about 15,000 copies. Later on Dickens was able to sell more than a quarter of a million copies of a Christmas number of his Household Words.

It was the disappointment over the circulation of Martin Chuzzlewit and over the financial returns from the Carol which in part induced Dickens to leave England for a prolonged sojourn on the continent. This was not the sole reason for his doing so. He had begun to feel that new scenes, a new environment was necessary for the gathering of new material for his work. The idea was more or less fallacious. It turned out that in Genoa Dickens thought and wrote of London. His foreign travel, in the end, only gave him as direct material those ‘pictures from Italy’, which form one of the most ephemeral parts of his work. From it he got also a little of the setting of scenes in Little Dorrit, and a part of the background of the Tale of Two Cities. But no doubt the timely recreation and the homesickness of exile regilded the inspiration of his own country and his own London.

In any case he had made up his mind that a foreign residence would aid his declining budget. ‘My year’s bills’, he wrote, ‘unpaid, are so terrific, that all the energy and determination I can exert will be required to clear me before I go abroad: which, if next June come and find me alive, I shall do’. As has been said above, Dickens had left poverty or stringency for ever behind. But the change of circumstance has brought a change of outlook. He thought now in terms of an expensive and elaborate home, and a wilderness of incidental expense. Even the ‘economising’ of foreign travels was to mean coaches and couriers and what would have seemed utter luxury but a few years before.

So it came about that Dickens and his family, — including his wife and her sister, — and all the family down to the baby, went rolling southward through France in the sunshine of the years of universal peace 1844.

 

Travelling in France and Italy in those days was a very different thing from travel now. The traveller of to-day ‘sees France’ by tearing through it in a closed car over a straight cement highway at the rate of sixty miles an hour; by stopping in ‘international’ hotels run in imitation of American methods, where all the waiters talk English; and, as a diversion, playing bridge with other English-speaking tourists and looking at American moving pictures and English newspapers.

Very different was the world of the early ‘forties of last century. Charles Dickens and his family rolled through France in a coach of vast dimensions (it cost Dickens £45) brought over from England, a coach with four horses and a postillion, and with a courier on the box to facilitate the journey. They moved in a leisurely way, stopped at inns, paused at villages and strolled and picknicked on the roadside. All about them was the burble of a foreign language, the charm and colour of foreign dress, the oddity of foreign customs. Under such circumstances people saw more of France in a day than the motor-tourist in a month.

The case of Dickens was peculiar. It is amazing in one way how much he saw, and in another way how much he didn’t. He brought to bear upon the scenes around him the eye and the ear of an artist and the mind of a novelist. He was fascinated with the picturesque costumes, the civility of foreign speech, the light and colour that contrasted everywhere with the drab outlines, the dullness and the mist so frequent in his own country. Dickens was fascinated with the scene, but took but little interest in the meaning. This was the France that still carried everywhere the vestiges of the Napoleonic empire: Dickens scarcely saw them. Thus in the journey south he talks of seeing by the way, ‘a silly old meek-faced garlic-eating immeasurably polite chevalier with a dirty scrap of red ribbon hanging at his button-hole as if he had tied it there to remind himself of something.’ But other eyes might see in the dirty scrap of red ribbon the Napoleonic legion of honour, and looked with something like reverence on the ‘silly old meek-faced man’ who once saw, perhaps the sunrise at Austerlitz, or the Grand Army struggling in the snow. Later on when Dickens wrote his Tale of Two Cities, his ready reflection and his recollection of remembered scenes enable him to put together a picture of marvellous sympathetic interpretation — far better than that of most professional historians. But that was later. His mind was set to another tune.

In his Pictures from Italy, he himself indeed disclaims in the little preface of the book (called The Reader’s Passport), any intentions of writing on the history of the country or of the ‘innumerable associations entwined about it,’ or ‘discussing the government or misgovernment of any portion of it.’ He wrote the book, as he said, as a ‘series of faint reflections, mere shadows on the water.’ This was the Europe of the middle forties, just passing from the older era to the new industrialism, and stirring already with the mighty forces that were to sweep it from end to end four years later with revolution and war. But if Dickens thought of such things he did not write of them. One cannot have all types of mind at once. Dickens’s pen-pictures run along in a vein of interested amusement of the surface of things. He gives to everything French the same half-comic interpretation which he applies to the House of Commons, and the law and government of England.

Take as a typical picture of his foreign travels his account of a ‘diligence’ of the period:

‘Then, there is the Diligence, twice or thrice a-day; with the dusty outsides in blue frocks, like butchers; and the insides in white nightcaps; and its cabriolet head on the roof, nodding and shaking, like an idiot’s head; and its Young-France passengers staring out of window, with beards down to their waists, and blue spectacles awfully shading their war-like eyes, and very big sticks clenched in their National grasp.’

At times his tone is almost as openly comic as that of the famous Innocents Abroad of twenty-three years later. Witness, for example, the following description of the arrival of the coach-party at a French inn.

The landlady of the Hôtel de l’Ecu d’Or is here; and the landlord of the Hôtel de l’Ecu d’Or is here; and the femme de chambre of the Hôtel de l’Ecu d’Or is here; and a gentleman in a glazed cap, with a red beard like a bosom friend, who is staying at the Hôtel de l’Ecu d’Or, is here; and Monsieur le Curé is walking up and down in a corner of the yard by himself, with a shovel hat upon his head, and a black gown on his back, and a book in one hand, and an umbrella in the other; and everybody, except Monsieur le Curé, is open-mouthed and open-eyed, for the opening of the carriage-door. The landlord of the Hôtel de l’Ecu d’Or dotes to that extent upon the Courier that he can hardly wait for his coming down from the box, but embraces his very legs and boot-heels as he descends. ‘My Courier! My brave Courier! My friend! My brother!’ The landlady loves him, the femme de chambre blesses him, the garçon worships him. The Courier asks if his letter has been received? It has, it has. Are the rooms prepared? They are, they are.

The Dickens family rolled in their coach from Calais to Paris, then southward to Avalon, to Chalons, to Lyons, the Rhone, Avignon and Marseilles. The opening pages of Little Dorrit were to be illuminated thirteen years later with the brilliant sunshine of that southern coast. Then from France they passed to Italy.

The family settled down in Genoa, which became their headquarters during the year spent in Italy. For the summer months they had a country villa in the suburbs of the town, and for winter quarters they had chambers in the city. Foreign visitors, consuls, officials, and the governor of Genoa himself vied in doing honour to Dickens. But for a long time, and indeed more or less throughout his Italian residence, Dickens had a feeling of being transplanted. His heart was always in London. He longed for the familiar sights and sounds, and above all for his vigorous walks at night through the London streets. To Forster he wrote these first impressions of his homesickness. ‘I seem,’ he said, ‘as if I had plucked myself out of my proper soil when I left Devonshire Terrace. If the fountains here played nectar they wouldn’t please me half as well as the Middlesex waterworks at Devonshire Terrace. Put me down on Waterloo Bridge at eight o’clock in the evening, with leave to roam about as long as I like, and I would come home, as you know, panting to go on.’

 

But as the summer changed into autumn he found himself hard at work again, and happy in his work. It was not the Italian scenes about him that inspired his pen but the recollections of his beloved London. The work was planned as a second Christmas story, — the setting which most appealed to his nature, — and the theme was the vindication of the claims of the poor, — the topic that lay nearest to his heart. The story that resulted was The Chimes, which owed to Genoa nothing but its title, suggested in a happy moment by the clanging church bells of the Italian city. The work was finished before the end of 1844. Dickens took a brief holiday on his own, leaving his wife and sister behind him, while he visited the great Italian centres of the north. As he travelled the beauty and the glory of the old cities, especially of Venice, more and more reached his heart. His letters to England in brief description of what he saw have nothing of the tone of easy levity described above. ‘Nothing in the world,’ he wrote to Forster, ‘that you have ever heard of Venice is equal to the magnificent and stupendous reality. . . . The gorgeous and wonderful reality of Venice is beyond the fancy of the wildest dreamer. Opium couldn’t build such a place and enchantment couldn’t shadow it forth in a vision.’

He hurried back for a brief visit to London to make arrangements about the publication of the new story and still more to taste the luxury of reading it aloud to his select circle. He had for weeks looked forward to this pleasure. He had written ahead to get Forster to arrange the time and place, and in due course the reading took place at Forster’s house in Lincoln’s Inn Fields on Dec. 2, 1844. Forster was there, and among the others Thomas Carlyle, grave and attentive, Douglas Jerrold and the artist Maclise, who has left a little drawing of this scene, often reproduced.

The reading was such a success that it was repeated, with some new auditors present, among them Thomas Ingoldsby of the Ingoldsby Legends (by his true name the Rev. Mr. Barham). Forster afterwards said that the success of these readings, and what Barham called their ‘remarkable effect’ on the hearers, gave Dickens his first promptings towards those public appearances which added so greatly to his fame and diminished so cruelly his vital strength.

 

Back in Italy again Dickens left Genoa for a trip to the south, including Rome, which entranced him still more than Venice, — not so much perhaps from the appeal of its history, as from the majesty of its appearance and for the loneliness and grandeur of its ruins. Nothing, he said, had ever moved and overcome him as did the sight of the Coliseum.

The journey home was made in June (1845), the family travelling by carriage through the mountain passes of Switzerland. In Brussels a group of his friends joined him for a holiday week in Flanders: and at the end of the month Dickens set his foot again upon his native land.

The book of travel which he published later under the name of Pictures from Italy has long since passed from current interest. He himself was very doubtful whether or not to extend for publication the various notes and letters which he had written on his travels. In the end they were published in part in the London Daily News under the head of Travel Letters Written on the Road, and issued in their final form as a book Pictures from Italy in 1846.

Apart from the light running commentary on people and things and the little incidents of daily travel, — in their nature ephemeral — and apart from the enthusiasm over the masterpieces of Italian painting and the palaces and memorials of Italy, familiar in all books, there are a few passages worthy of note in a study of the art and mind of Dickens. One may cite, for instance, his gruesome account of the torture chamber at Avignon. Here Dickens writes with all the subjective power of his imagination. It was not what he saw, but what was conjured up from the imagined past that formed the fascination and the horror of the picture. Very different is the account of the execution of an Italian murderer under the guillotine, in the open, amid a crowd of curious sightseers. Dickens with instinctive art writes the plain circumstance of what he saw, as a de Maupassant or a Zola would have written it.

He immediately kneeled down, below the knife. His neck fitting into a hole, made for the purpose, in a cross plank, was shut down, by another plank above; exactly like the pillory. Immediately below him was a leathern bag; and into it his head rolled instantly.

The executioner was holding it by the hair, and walking with it round the scaffold, showing it to the people, before one quite knew that the knife had fallen heavily, and with a rattling sound.

There was a great deal of blood. When we left the window, and went close up to the scaffold, it was very dirty; one of the two men who were throwing water over it, turning to help the other lift the body into a shell, picked his way as through mire. A strange appearance was the apparent annihilation of the neck. The head was taken off so close, that it seemed as if the knife had narrowly escaped crushing the jaw, or shaving off the ear; and the body looked as if there were nothing left above the shoulder.

Students of the literature of the nineteenth century who contrast the ‘romanticism’ of 1840 with the ‘realism’ of 1890 may mark these passages with interest.


CHAPTER VI. FLOOD TIDE (1845-1850)
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THE DAILY NEWS — SWITZERLAND — PARIS — DOMBEY AND SON — DAVID COPPERFIELD

The years from the time when Charles Dickens returned from Italy in 1845 to the publication of David Copperfield in 1850 may be taken as marking the highest development of his literary power. They do not mark the height of his fame and reputation, for those increased continually until his death. Moreover, to the celebrity acquired from his written books there has still to be added the celebrity earned by his marvellous public rendering of his written works. But the publication of David Copperfield undoubtedly marks the highest reach of his achievement.

These years were for Dickens to a very great extent a migratory period with a repeated change of domicile. For convenience of record one may begin with a recapitulation of his movements from place to place and from occupation to occupation.

He returned from Italy to London in June 1845; busied himself with the project of the Daily News; sat down in his chair as editor of the first number on January 21, 1846, and got up out of it on February 9. He wrote his travel sketches, the Pictures from Italy, then let his house and was off again May 31, 1846, for another year abroad, and settled down at Lucerne to write Dombey and Son. He wrote in the autumn, on the continent, his Battle of Life as his Christmas book for the year: moved to Paris in November of 1846, still writing Dombey. Then after three months he was called back suddenly to London (early in 1847) by the illness of his son: rented a house at Chester Place and settled down again in London. That summer (1847) he was at Brighton and Broadstairs working on Dombey: back to London in the autumn: busy that winter with various public appearances and a series of amateur theatrical performances for the Shakespeare fund, finishing Dombey early in 1848. In the summer of that year he was at Broadstairs writing The Haunted Man as a Christmas book, also turned into a play.

The next year, 1849, was Dickens’s great year, — that of David Copperfield. He was busy on the book at Bonchurch in the Isle of Wight in the summer and the next winter in his own London house at Devonshire Terrace. The book began running in monthly parts in May 1849. The work went on the next year, in London, and during a summer at Brighton, — broken by a brief trip over to France in June. The book drew near its close as the summer ended: it was finished in London in October 1850.

With its publication Charles Dickens reached what has been called the ‘pinnacle of his fame’.

 

Such then were the happy and eventful years marking the flood tide of Dickens’s success. It would be tedious to pursue in detail each of his varied activities. But some demand a further mention. An outstanding incident of the opening of this period was Dickens’s triumphant entry on the field of daily journalism and his rapid and rather inglorious retreat (January-February 1846). His mind would seem to have been attracted then and always by the idea of moulding public opinion, or rather of dictating it, since moulding is but a slow process. The notion of being an arbiter of merit, a court of resort to award the palm to virtue and to assign to evil its appropriate condemnation, appealed at once to his genius and to his peculiar conceit. Indeed in the last twenty years of his life he occupied much such a position as the autocratic editor of Household Words and All the Year Round. Once before, as already said, at the very opening of his career he held a bread-and-butter position as the paid editor of Bentley’s Miscellany. But the work in that case was purely literary and consisted merely in the consideration and selection of manuscript material, and in the preparation of his own large contribution.

No doubt, in planning and undertaking the adventure of the Daily News, Charles Dickens entertained the idea of an editor as a Jove launching thunderbolts, a Nestor warning a nation, a Pallas Athena awarding the palm to virtue. He failed to realize how much of mere routine detail and circumscribed task falls to the lot of the Jupiter and the Athena of the editorial chairs, and how much opinion must be compromised and private wishes subordinated to plain consideration of shillings and pence.

The times were propitious. They always are. England was at a turning point. It always is. At this particular curve in the road the question was of the corn laws, of free trade, of the delivery of England by the cleaving sword of radicalism from the shackles of privilege and aristocracy. In other words, the time was opportune, as it always is, for awakening the nation to a new life.

Various newspapers, and especially the Morning Chronicle of his early days, seem to have been anxious at this time to enlist the services of Dickens as a regular contributor, not merely of fiction, but of articles on topics of the hour. From this came the idea that a newspaper might be founded under his editorship, endowed with the prestige of his name, the energy of his temperament, and his recognized championship of the rights of the dispossessed. The project was a noble one, but among Dickens’s immediate circle John Forster at any rate was opposed to it. He saw what editorial fetters would mean when clasped on Dickens’s hand.

But the proposal went forward. Indeed, in every other respect than that of its original editorship, it was a great and permanent success. Rich men in London put up £100,000 in solid cash. The paper was christened the Daily News with a selling price of five pence (The Times then sold at that figure). Charles Dickens became editor-in-chief with a salary of £2,000 a year. About him were a group of trained and brilliant men, some of whose names, — Douglas Jerrold, Mark Lemon, — have passed down into literary history. As the sub-editor, the real working editor, was H. G. Wills, afterwards so intimately associated with Dickens in his later magazines. Dickens’s quaint old father, otherwise Mr. Micawber, placed at the head of the reportorial staff, supplied a kind of comic relief.

The moral elevation of the new journal was to be on a plane with its literary distinction. The prospectus declared that the Daily News would be ‘kept free from personal influence or party bias’ and would be ‘devoted to the advocacy of all rational and honest means by which wrong may be redressed, just rights maintained, and the happiness and welfare of society promoted.’

The editor in a leading article explained further, ‘We seek, so far as in us lies, to elevate the character of the Public Press in England.’

In view of such an auspicious opening and such a fervent avowal of determination, it is almost comic to think that Dickens was thoroughly sick of the whole enterprise in a week, and out of it in less than three. The first number came out on January 21, 1846, and already on January 30, Dickens, so we are told, was ‘revolving plans for quitting the paper.’ On February 9 he resigned, ‘tired to death and quite worn out.’ John Forster took over the abandoned task: Wills stayed on as sub-editor, and the Daily News rose steadily to national eminence and power.

Fifty years later the paper held a jubilee (1896) in connection with which reminiscences of its early days were in order. Some of them, where they touch on Dickens, are unconsciously amusing. ‘He was just the man,’ said one historian, ‘to become the inspiring force of such an idea. It had a positive fascination for him. He threw his whole soul into it. He was just the man to start such a venture as the Daily News.’ In view of the fact that Dickens threw his whole soul out of it in seven days, this is rather choice. Dickens started the Daily News as a man might step on the gas of a motor car and jump out. Another patriarch, writing a little later, said, ‘We were, indeed, born fighting, and Dickens began by leading a desperate onslaught on Protection.’ Thus, too, did the Duke of Plaza Toro, of Gilbert and Sullivan, cheer on his men.

Of the novelist’s own contributions to the enterprise, none are of capital importance. His Travelling Letters, later Pictures from Italy, as already indicated, appeared in it during and after his incumbency. A letter, over his name while still editor, on the question of Ragged Schools (free schools for the poor), and, later on, three letters on capital punishment, show at least the kind of use he meant to make of the kind of vehicle created. But the whole episode drifted out of the current of his life, forgiven and forgotten. His connection with the political daily press ended for good.

 

A more abiding feature of the period was Dickens’s pursuit of amateur theatricals, henceforth a large element of interest in his life. All professionals and many of the rest of us entertain a sort of phobia against the amateur actor. He is indeed in a class by himself. An amateur cricketer plays as much cricket as a professional: an amateur musician may play music night and day. But an amateur actor means by definition an actor who doesn’t act, — or whose rare appearances are insufficient for real excellence. As a rule the amateur actor on the stage can neither walk, sit, nor stand still, whisper, speak or shout without betraying his inefficiency. Amateur acting of grown-up people is at best a thing for sudden inspirations, for occasions ingeniously and quickly contrived, a social effort quickly made and freely forgiven.

But Dickens and his performances, which reached presently even to the feet of royalty, belong perhaps in another class. It has been seen that from his childhood he had a passion for the stage. In the dreary days of the Doctors’ Commons he had longed to be an actor. ‘I went to some theatre every night,’ so he tells us, ‘with a very few exceptions for at least three years. . . . I practised immensely (even such things as walking in and out and sitting down in a chair), often four, five, six hours a day; shut up in my own room or walking about in the fields.’

John Forster tells us that a great actor was lost in Dickens. But his very description of Dickens’s performances make us feel that perhaps what was lost was rather an impersonator, an inspired impressionist than an actor. Dickens, says his friend, had ‘the powers of projecting himself into shapes and suggestions of his fancy which is one of the marvels of creative imagination, and what he desired to express he became.’ Forster adds, ‘His strength was rather in the vividness and variety of his assumptions than in the completeness, finish or ideality he could give to any part of them.’ But this is perhaps improvising rather than acting. An actor is a man who can do a thing not once but again and again, who can lose himself in his part and stay lost. It was not perhaps as an actor that Dickens came into his own, but when he appeared on the public platform in the dramatic rendering of his written works. Then, indeed, he carried his audience away with him, took them outside of themselves in a literal ‘ecstasy’ of appreciation.

There seems a certain quality in certain persons, in speech, in gestures, in acting, — which performs this miracle. Dickens had it in a high degree. In true acting there is no contact from mind to mind. The orator reaches for the audience; the actor for the theme. In what Dickens did the contact from mind to mind is everything.

But there is no doubt that in any public appearance, under any name, Dickens exercised an intense interest and fascination for those who saw and heard him.

Reference has already been made to his early acting at school, his preparation of little pieces for the St. James’s Theatre and to his triumph at the garrison theatricals at Montreal in 1842. Here Dickens was the life and soul of the performance. He was stage manager, producer, and autocrat at large. He played a part in each of three pieces presented and threw himself into it all with exuberant enthusiasm. But the performance was but for one night. The amateur’s little lamp is lighted only to go out. But now in 1846 arose a larger opportunity. As his fortunes enlarged, Dickens often talked with his friends of getting up a play. He spoke of it before his sojourn in Italy, and he was still talking of it when he came back. The recollection of the Montreal success was still warm within him.

The project took shape in the summer of 1846. Dickens and a group of friends rented a little theatre in Dean Street. The play selected was Ben Jonson’s Everyman in His Humour, with Dickens as Captain Bobadil, Stanfield of the Royal Academy to paint the scenery and such illustrious names as those of Douglas Jerrold, John Leach and Mark Lemon, billed for the cast. It is cheering for amateurs of lesser note to know that even in such an illustrious company, a number of the actors, including two academicians, got frightened and dropped out. But the performance, to an invited audience, on September 21, 1846, was a tumult of success, and was twice repeated for the benefit of the paying public and of deserving charities.

Later on in the year the ‘company’ presented one of Beaumont and Fletcher’s plays with similar success. Indeed for a moment London seems to have been agog with interest over Charles Dickens’s players. In the next year (1847) the enterprise was reorganized on a bigger scale. The ‘troupe’ appeared in aid of certain literary charities before crowded houses in public theatres in Manchester (July 26) and Liverpool (July 28). As before, they played Everyman in His Humour, following it up each night with a minor piece as a conclusion. The receipts ran to over £900 for the two nights. As is usual with amateur enterprises, the expenses ate up nearly half of the proceeds.

But the moral and artistic glow of the performance was its own reward. The players found themselves carried forward to even greater things. A still larger opportunity occurred next year (1848). A national interest had sprung up in the question of buying Shakespeare’s house and the ‘Shakespeare fund’ afforded a splendid object and an admirable excuse. It is true that in the end the borough council of Stratford-on-Avon bought the house, but the momentum once started could not be checked. The goal was shifted from a house to that of a curator for the house. Dickens and his friends put their plays on with great triumph. After much debate and controversy, they aspired to the presentation of nothing else than Shakespeare himself. Dickens appeared as Justice Shallow in the Merry Wives with Mark Lemon as Falstaff.

For Dickens henceforth the organization and acting of amateur theatricals became a part of his life.

A success and an éclat equal to that of his theatrical performances attended Dickens’s appearance during this period at one or two great public functions. He presided at a meeting of the Leeds Mechanics’ Institute, held December 1847, and acted as chairman at the inauguration of the Glasgow Athenaeum a few weeks later (December 28, 1847). This visit to Scotland, in which Dickens was accompanied by his wife, was a tremendous success, and was made the occasion of a tumultuous welcome both public and private. He himself called it ‘a great demonstration’, and wrote home about it in his own exuberant and overflowing terms to his sister-in-law who had been left behind in charge of the nursery.

‘The meeting was the most stupendous thing as to numbers and the most beautiful as to colours and decorations I ever saw. The inimitable (this means himself) did wonders. His grace, eloquence and elegance enchanted all beholders.’ He adds at the end of the letter,— ‘Best love from both of us to Charley, Mamey, Katey, Wally, Chickenstalker, Skittles and Hosken Peck.’ All this is characteristic of the Dickens of the time — the success, the energy, the exuberance, the happy home and the nursery smothered with affectionate nicknames: no enemies, no enmities, no cares. Certainly, if Charles Dickens gave a lot to the world, the world gave much to him. Later the shadows were to fall across it all: but the shadows were of his own making and from his own temperament.

 

One notes the continuing additions to the family. Chickenstalker is Francis Jeffrey Dickens, born January 15, 1844: after him is Alfred Tennyson (October 28, 1845), otherwise Skittles or Sampson Brass: Hosken Peck means the Ocean Spectre, a name given to Sydney Smith Dickens (April 18, 1847), from his far-away, wistful eyes. A little later was born the eighth child, Henry Fielding Dickens (January 16, 1849).

 

The activities described were broken by journeys abroad and brief residences on the continent. Dickens, as already said, rented his London house for a year in 1846 and went, family and all, to Lausanne. Here he took a villa and settled happily down again to the literary work that was the proper occupation of his life. It was in Switzerland that summer that he wrote the Christmas story called the Battle of Life — voted a huge success at the time though almost forgotten by the Dickens readers of today. A larger occupation was the beginning of Dombey and Son, the writing of which filled a great part of the next two years, carried from place to place and never absent from the writer’s mind. The story came out as written, being issued after the established fashion in monthly instalments, with illustrations by Phiz. Its success was assured from the start.

His visit to Switzerland brought Dickens for a moment into sharp contact with European politics. He was in Geneva when the Roman Catholic revolution (of the Sonderbund of 1846) broke out. But he had no understanding of such things. His was the complacent assurance of the Englishman, with a generation of peace and security at the back of it. He found foreigners and their revolutions either comic or villainous. He writes home to Forster chaffing the revolution,— ‘The Sardinian consul,’ he said, ‘was gravely whispering the other day that a society called the Homicides had been formed, who were sworn on skull and cross-bones to exterminate all men of property and so forth.’ The real explanation of the trouble in Switzerland he diagnosed as due to the ‘dissemination of Catholicity, the most horrible means of political and social degradation left in the world.’ With this sweeping judgment of an Evangelical Protestant, he let the matter go, and turned back to Dombey.

Indeed Dickens never really saw the continent. He carried to it the limitations of his nation — self-assured, impregnable; of his times — unchastened by disaster; and of his temperament — converting it to literary material. Paris, to which he moved that November, was always rather a funny place to Dickens, — or partly funny and partly horrible. His house, — he rented No. 48 Rue de Courcelles, — being French, was funny. ‘We are lodged,’ he wrote home to an English friend, ‘in the most preposterous house in the world. The bedrooms are like the opera-boxes. The dining-rooms, staircases, and passages quite inexplicable. The drawing-room is approached through a series of small chambers like joints in a telescope.’ The French government, as Dickens saw it, was also an amusing spectacle. ‘I saw the king the other day coming into Paris,’ so he writes in the waning days of poor old Louis Philippe. ‘His carriage was surrounded by guards on horseback and he sat very far back in it, I thought, and drove at a good pace. It was strange to see the prefect of police on horseback some hundreds of yards in advance, looking to the right and to the left as he rode, like a man who suspected every twig in every tree in the long avenue.’

Different but equally interesting as a ‘horror,’ a thing which always appealed to Dickens, was the Paris morgue, at which he was a frequent visitor.

More natural was his contact with the French stage and his quick eye for its excellences and its peculiarities. The fun which inspires some of his comments, turning on the peculiar inability of the French to use English, is not yet extinct. Here, he tells us, is a so-called English servant in a play who is named ‘Tom Bob’ and who wears a waistcoat that reaches to his ankles. Here, in another play, is the Prime Minister of England, — name not given, — who refers to ‘Vishmingster’ and ‘Regeenstreet’; in another play, called ‘English to the Core,’ there was a character called ‘Sir Fakson,’ and a ‘Lord Mayor of London’ wearing ‘a stage-coachman’s waistcoat, the Order of the Garter and a low broadbrimmed hat, not unlike a dustman.’

It is pleasant to think that some sources of amusement are perennial. But of greater interest is the serious side. ‘There is a melodrama here,’ he writes, ‘called the French Revolution, now playing at the Cirque, in the first act of which there is the most tremendous representation of a people that can well be imagined. There are wonderful battles and so forth in the piece, but there is a power and massiveness in the mob which is positively awful.’

Here, surely enough, is the Tale of Two Cities, — the ‘echoing feet’ and the tumult. It is usual to say that Carlyle’s Revolution (which Dickens read as a bedside book for years) ‘inspired’ Dickens to write of the Reign of Terror. Yet the germ is here. It is strange that out of such an amalgam of false and true, — the comic Paris of 1848, the countryside seen from his rolling barouche, and Carlyle’s sound and fury, — Dickens could later create his marvellous picture of the horror and heroism of revolutionary France.

Meanwhile Dickens had been busy with Dombey and Son. It was commenced in Switzerland. The immortal chapter narrating the death of little Paul Dombey was written in Paris. The work was carried home to England and went steadily on to its completion. The monthly numbers, illustrated by Phiz, had begun to appear in January of 1847.

The story when it appeared was an instant and a conspicuous success. Dickens himself seemed to have the idea that his silence, or relative silence, of two years had as it were dammed up in him a reservoir of amusement and interest. In any case there was no doubt of the public reception of the new story. The monthly numbers from the start outsold Martin Chuzzlewit by over twelve thousand, and the praises showered upon the book verged upon adulation. Lord Jeffrey wrote to the author of certain chapters in the book as ‘the best thing past, present, or to come.’ ‘There is no writing against such power as this,’ groaned Thackeray, ‘one has no chance.’

It may be doubted, however, whether in the estimation of the generations of readers who have lived since the book retains its relative place. Its abstract theme of the humbling of the pride of Mr. Dombey smacks somewhat of a Victorian copybook. In our days pride can be humbled in less than a whole bookful. But at the time, no doubt, both Dickens and his public thought, or felt, this to be an advance. Mr. Pickwick had had no theme or moral at all, and did excellently without one. Oliver Twist dealt with the concrete practical theme of neglected childhood. Nickleby, at least as an opening motive, carried the practical problem of the Yorkshire schools. These were questions not of abstract qualities but of facts. Martin Chuzzlewit, it is true, turns upon the ‘theme’ of the hypocrisy of Pecksniff, but no one ever realizes that it is a theme. Dombey is built upon a conscious plan, and carried at the time, no doubt, a certain aspect of grandeur.

But the outstanding and remembered thing in Dombey and Son is the sweet and marvellous pictures of little Paul and the infinite pathos of his death. It is doubtful if we would write such things now, even if we could. The literature of every age and time has its peculiar conventions, its peculiar limitations. We do not, in our time, set down extended and harrowing pictures of physical torture; minute and accurate descriptions of the ravages of a loathsome disease. The fact that these things exist is no necessary justification for writing of them. And so it is doubtful at least whether a writer of to-day, even if he had the requisite literary power, would use it to call forth the agony of suffering involved in the last illness and the death scene of a little child. It is a cup that we would put from our lips.

But in the Victorian age it was different. The expression of sentiment over the common sorrows of life was still a new thing in literature; Shakespeare wrote of kings: Milton of hell: and Scott of the Middle Ages. It remained for the nineteenth century to break into a flood of tears over its own suffering. Scholars, who contradict everything, will deny this — their eyes can only peer at exceptions and never open to general truths. No wonder that in the exuberance of this new feeling, the current of this new stream, sentiment was washed into sentimentality. Again and again one feels that Dickens and his readers enjoy their tears. ‘Come,’ said someone once in speaking to his disparagement, ‘let us sit down and have a good cry.’

Over a lesser or a trivial object the tears become maudlin or even comic. To what extent are we to go when the occasion as depicted is real, is overwhelming. Take as the supreme example in literature the death of little Paul Dombey. Dickens spares us none of it, — the long-drawn illness of the little child, fading beside the sea: the waves that sing to the little mind already wandering away; the final illness; the sunlit room, the whispered murmur of farewell, and the unutterable end.

The public of the day read the book, shall we say enjoyed the book, in a flood of tears. ‘I have cried and sobbed over it last night,’ wrote Lord Jeffrey, ‘and again and again this morning; and felt my heart purified by those tears and blessed and loved you for making me shed them: and I never can bless and love you enough. Since the divine Nellie was found dead on her humble couch, beneath the snow and the ivy, there has been nothing like the actual dying of that sweet Paul in the summer sunshine of that lofty room.’

What are we to think of all this? Is this manly, or is it mawkish? Or what?

Dickens himself had written the chapter in a very agony of grief. Indeed he seems to have carried in his heart ever afterwards a sorrowing memory of little Paul. When he wrote some ten years later a preface for the first cheap edition of Dombey and Son he said, ‘When I am reminded by any chance of what it is that the waves were always saying, I wander in my fancy for a whole night about the streets of Paris, — as I really did, with a heavy heart, the night when my little friend and I parted company forever.’ An author may share the grief of his creations. But to what extent a reader may sit down to enjoy a good flood of tears and then jump up and play bridge, — that’s another thing. Sorrow as a deliberate luxury is a doubtful pursuit, a dubious form of art.

On the other hand, it may be argued that Dickens knew perfectly well what he was doing. He may have felt that the reader could not sympathize with the main idea of his story unless he could feel to the full the poignant suffering brought by the death of the child and its effect on the character of Dombey and his future life. In Dombey and Son the main features of the story, contrary to the method of the earlier books, were firmly constructed in the writer’s mind before the work began. The criticism was made at the time that the death of little Paul was needlessly inserted in the story to enhance a sentimental interest and that the change in the character of Dombey is violent and unnatural. Dickens resented this criticism, which is indeed groundless, and defends himself against it in his preface to the later edition.

Indeed, what he says in the preface is more than substantiated by what he wrote in a letter to John Forster while the story was still in the making. The death of little Paul, far from being incidentally introduced for sensation’s sake, is the centre round which the narrative turns. The letter merits quotation. It marks as it were a landmark in Dickens’s life. It shows the contrast with the unconscious and planless composition of Pickwick: it is leading on to the overplanned and underinspired work of much of the later books.

‘I will now go on to give you an outline,’ wrote Dickens, ‘of my immediate intentions in reference to Dombey. I design to show Mr. D. with that one idea of the Son taking firmer and firmer possession of him, and swelling and bloating his pride to a prodigious extent. As the boy begins to grow up, I shall show him quite impatient for his getting on, and urging his masters to set him great tasks and the like. But the natural affection of the boy will turn towards the despised sister; and I purpose showing her learning all sorts of things, of her own application and determination, to assist him in his lessons: and helping him always. When the boy is about ten years old (in the fourth number), he will be taken ill, and will die: and when he is ill, and when he is dying, I mean to make him turn always for refuge to the sister still, and keep the stern affection of the father at a distance. So Mr. Dombey — for all his greatness, and for all his devotion to the child — will find himself at arm’s length from him even then; and will see that his love and confidence are all bestowed upon his sister, whom Mr. Dombey had used — and so has the boy himself too, for that matter — as a mere convenience and handle to him. The death of the boy is a deathblow, of course, to all the father’s schemes and cherished hopes; and “Dombey and Son”, as Miss Tox will say at the end of the number, “is a Daughter after all.” . . . From that time, I purpose changing his feeling of indifference and uneasiness towards his daughter into a positive hatred. For he will always remember how the boy had his arm round her neck when he was dying, and whispered to her, and would take things only from her hand, and never thought of him. . . . At the same time I shall change her feeling towards him for one of a greater desire to love him, and to be loved by him; engendered in her compassion for his loss, and her love for the dead boy whom, in his way, he loved so well too. So I mean to carry the story on, through all the branches and off-shoots and meanderings that come up; and through the decay and downfall of the house, and the bankruptcy of Dombey, and all the rest of it; when his only staff and treasure, and his unknown Good Genius always, will be this rejected daughter, who will come out better than any son at last, and whose love for him, when discovered and understood, will be his bitterest reproach. For the struggle with himself, which goes on in all such obstinate natures, will have ended then; and the sense of his injustice, which you may be sure has never quitted him, will have at last a gentler office than that of only making him more harshly unjust.

 

In the light of this view of the composition of the book, the harrowing description of little Paul’s death becomes perhaps a literary necessity.

But of course Dombey and Son is not the only book and Paul is not the only child whose death is set forth with all its painful circumstance for Dickens’s readers. There is the equally famous instance of Little Nell, and the ‘little scholar’ in the same book. It was consistent with the mood and taste of the times. We have passed away from it. We demand now, a greater restraint, less copious tears, — not a greater hardness of heart but a greater tenderness towards grief itself. It is one thing to portray the bitterness of death and the isolation of bereavement. It is another to exploit it.

Dickens’s literary labours did not slacken with the conclusion of Dombey. The summer and autumn that followed found him busy on The Haunted Man, one of his series of Christmas stories. It had a great initial success, with an advance sale of twenty thousand, was turned at once into a play by Mark Lemon and put on at the Adelphi Theatre with excellent results. A stable feature of the little book was the illustrations, in part, by the young John Tenniel, later on the famous cartoonist of Punch, whose pictures are still familiar to us in the pages of Alice in Wonderland.

Dickens, indeed, was fortunate in the illustrators of his Christmas books. Among those who had a share in the designs for the various Christmas stories were John Leach and Richard Doyle (who also illustrated Thackeray’s Newcomes), Sir Edwin Landseer and Frank Stone.

Yet The Haunted Man is but little read to-day. Many lovers of Dickens are probably unaware of its existence. Dickens’s shorter tales have not shown the vitality of his longer books. Even the Christmas Carol is better known in scenes, in abridgements and adaptations than at its full length with its full quota of ghosts, spirits and groans. It would seem as if Dickens’s shortcomings in the way of the melodramatic and the fantastic ‘came shorter’ in the lesser stories. There was no space for the sustained attraction of the ‘characters’ to redeem them. Mr. Pickwick would have floated half a dozen ‘spectres’ and ‘apparitions’ without noticing it. But left to themselves they collapsed.

Certainly such a story as The Haunted Man, in which a lonely and miserable man makes a bargain with the ghost of himself for the gift of obliteration of memory, makes a pretty tall demand upon the reader’s imagination. Nor are we nowadays impressed with such dialogue as ‘Forbear!’ exclaimed the Spectre in an awful voice, ‘lay a hand on me and die!’ We see too many spectres in our moving pictures, with voices more awful still, to get a thrill out of that. But 1848 was different.

The usual ‘christening dinner’ to celebrate the advent of The Haunted Man was hardly over (Jan. 3, 1849) before Dickens was busy again: this time with the greatest achievement of his mature life, — David Copperfield. The story had grown up out of his plans for an autobiography. He had been turning it over in his mind for months, and groping his way towards an expressive title. It is strange that Dickens, to whom words and names meant so much, could have proposed for the new story such a ghastly title as Mag’s Diversions! David himself was tried out as Trotfield, Trotbury, and Copperstone before he came into his own as Copperfield.

The book was started early in 1849, and Dickens carried the work about with him, both literally and in his mind, till its completion and publication late in 1850. A lot of it was written down during a delightful summer at Bonchurch in the Isle of Wight. A pathetic memory of the Copperfield period of Dickens’s life is the death of his infant daughter Dora. She was born (August 16, 1850) while the book was in the writing and did not live until its close. The little girl was christened Dora Annie after the characters of the book. She was a fragile creature, marked for early death. When the fatal seizure of convulsions came upon the child Dickens was not at home. He returned to his house to find her dead. John Forster has told us of the strange and pathetic setting of little Dora’s death. Dickens had taken the chair (April 14, 1851) at a dinner given for the Actors’ Theatrical Fund.

‘Half an hour before he rose to speak,’ says Forster, ‘I had been called out of the room. It was the servant from Devonshire Terrace to tell me his child Dora was suddenly dead. She had not been strong from her birth; but there was just at this time no cause for special fear, when unexpected convulsions came, and the frail little life passed away. My decision had to be formed at once, and I satisfied myself that it would be best to permit his part of the proceedings to close before the truth was told to him. But as he went on, after the sentences I have quoted, to speak of actors having to come from scenes of sickness, of suffering, aye, even of death itself, to play their parts before us, my part was very difficult. “Yet how often is it with all of us,” he proceeded to say, and I remember to this hour with what anguish I listened to words that had for myself alone, in all the crowded room, their full significance: “how often is it with all of us, that in our several spheres we have to do violence to our feelings, and to hide our hearts in carrying on this fight of life, if we would bravely discharge in it our duties and responsibilities.”’

There is a very general agreement that David Copperfield is Charles Dickens’s greatest book. The only doubt is as between David Copperfield and Pickwick. But the two are of such a different kind and class that a decision is difficult. They are not the same thing. Pickwick among Dickens’s books stands by itself. He never did it again and never tried to. It is not a novel; it is not a story; it has no particular plot or plan except what it gathers to it by its own attraction. It is the fortuitous result of setting the exuberant genius of its author to work on a roving commission. Certain unknown forces came together and Pickwick happened. Oddly enough, John Forster, the biographer whose view of Dickens was one of permanent idolatry, does not rate Pickwick as most people do. ‘I do not think the Pickwick Papers,’ he says, ‘comparable to the later books.’ A strange judgment, not sustained by the verdict of posterity.

But among all the works of Dickens, other than Pickwick, David Copperfield on a general vote would stand easily first. Every one knows, of course, the author’s own opinion expressed in his characteristic way, ‘Like all fathers,’ he said, ‘I have a favourite child, and his name is David Copperfield.’

The book was written at the maturity of its author’s powers. He was thirty-seven years old. He was surrounded with all the adjuncts of a happy life, — fame, fortune, friends, an affluent home and a babbling nursery of children. The great domestic tragedy which was later to shadow his life was as yet but a cloud on the horizon. The book was written at Devonshire Terrace, its writing punctuated with the pleasant dinners that were a feature of Dickens’s life at this period; and at Broadstairs, where the sight and sound of the sea inspired him with some of its famous passages. It was throughout a labour of love and absorption. ‘I am in that tremendous paroxysm of Copperfield’, so he wrote from Broadstairs (September 17, 1850) to Wills, his sub-editor, as the book drew to its close, ‘having my most powerful effect in all the story on the anvil, that you might as well ask me to manufacture a cannon seventy-four pounds as to do anything now’. The ‘powerful effect’ no doubt is the famous fifty-fifth chapter of the story with the storm and wreck at sea and the death of Steerforth. Dickens always thought it one of his greatest achievements and read it from the platform as one of his moving selections.

 

To realize the greatness of the book we have only to remember that not one, but several of its characters have become part of the history of literature, part of the language of the world. Not David himself: there is no such person. But Mr. Micawber, Dora, Uriah Heep, Mr. Dick and in a lesser degree David’s aunt Betsy Trotwood and Tommy Traddles. What a galaxy is there! What an achievement to have created that! Mr. Dick’s difficulty with King Charles’s head, the fact that ‘Barkis is Willing’, and the delightful fiction that ‘Jorkins was inexorable’, — these things are a part of Dickens’s legacy to human happiness.

One of the strangest things in the book David Copperfield is David Copperfield himself. Few people perhaps have noted the fact, but many will admit it when said, that there is, so to speak, no such person. David is merely the looking-glass in which we see the other characters, the voice through which they speak. He himself has no more character than a spiritualist medium. He tells us, for example, that he wrote stories for the press, but we don’t believe him. He tells us all about his career, his attempts to enter law, his struggle with shorthand reporting, but we take no stock in it. None of it seems real. And none of it is. Our interest is purely in the people who circulate in David’s life, Betsy Trotwood, and the Micawbers, Uriah Heep and his mother and Mr. Spenlow and, above all, Dora. But in David himself not at all: he is ruined and we don’t feel a pang, goes up in fortune or down or sideways, — it doesn’t seem to matter. All we want is to hear what happened to the others, not to him.

This instinctive attitude of the reader is entirely justified. It arises out of the origin of the book. Dickens, as everybody knows, planned to write an autobiography, to set down in writing especially all the early recollections of the sufferings of his own life. He began the task. He wrote out various early chapters of his life: then found the revelation too intimate, too poignant, and abandoned it. Later on he changed it into the story of David Copperfield, and in the changing the whole nature of the thing is altered. In the autobiography such as he meant to write the interest is in himself. We can see that in the burning passages which describe the humiliation of little Copperfield degraded to ignoble work, an outcast, on the edge of want and on the fringe of destitution: this is not David Copperfield. This is little Dickens. There are touches of this all through the book, though the intensity washes out of them as it goes on. In the written novel, the autobiography, the revelation of the author’s soul, is overwhelmed and absorbed by the characters in the book. If David Copperfield has a soul we don’t care about it. The effect is as if the other characters spoke through the medium of David, and sometimes Charles Dickens himself used the medium to do a little talk of his own. The book is therefore neither a real autobiography nor a real novel in first person impersonal. If this is bad art it doesn’t matter. For Dickens there were no more rules of art than there were rules of battle for Napoleon.

It is a supreme excellence of the book that the interest rises continually. For many readers David’s meeting with Dora and his falling in love seem to bring the book to a culmination of interest, when all the points run together, like lights focussed on a single spot. Yet Dora does not come in until the twenty-sixth chapter — halfway through the book. It is a wonderful evidence of the genius of Dickens that could introduce a new character and a new interest in a book at such a stage of the narration. Few writers would even attempt such a thing, and fewer still succeed in it.

Dora herself is one of the great triumphs of the book. The falling in love of David Copperfield, sudden, catastrophic, and idyllic, is one of the masterpieces of English literature. It is so marvellously written that to readers young enough in mind it comes with all the freshness and glory of love itself. The magic words transpose the scene, and the reader shares the exaltation felt by David, — carried away on the wings of the morning.

There has been much misunderstanding of this. A false literary tradition has grown up about it. Old maids and jealous women have formulated the idea that Dora was a doll. Men have not dared to contradict. Yet the real masculine judgment is that if these are dolls, let us have more of them. It is expounded by the critics that Dickens meant to contrast the helpless doll Dora with the serene and faithful Agnes of David’s later marriage. In a way he did, and in another way he didn’t. In depicting Dora, — which he did by instinct and not by artifice, recalling from the depths of his own heart the feelings he described, — Dickens was showing what love is, what lovers feel, the springtime of life as beautiful as a garden bursting into flower. As compared with this, efficiency, book-keeping and the buying of butcher’s meat is of no account.

It is part of the perversity of genius that, later on, Dickens should have seen fit to blur and smear the beautiful picture. He brought Dora of Copperfield back from the dead as the tittering Flora of Little Dorrit. But for most readers, luckily, little Dora sleeps on where Dickens left her.

 

The book has a further merit, in the negative sense, in that it is but very little marred by its author’s characteristic defects. There is in it very little of the dense dark complications which take the place of a plot in the later books. The story is in the main straightforward and easy to read. Many readers never quite understand who is who in Bleak House, or what is what in Little Dorrit. But the narrative of Copperfield runs as clear as a stream. Here and there the author’s love of the improbable forces its way in. Old Peggotty setting out on a search of the world at large is rather unconvincing. And the writer cannot resist the use of impossible coincidences, such as the drowning of Steerforth at exactly the right time and place. Steerforth, incidentally be it said, is a blot on the story, not in the moral but in the artistic sense, in that he doesn’t come out as Dickens meant him to. He is like a badly taken photograph that develops all wrong. Dickens was trying to portray a dissolute gentleman; what came out was a contemptible cad. Dickens’s own impression, no doubt, was that Steerforth was a charming fellow. Most readers find him repulsive. A gentleman was always a difficult thing for Dickens to ‘put over’ deliberately. He could only do it by accident and without trying to, as in the case of Tommy Traddles. But such characters as Steerforth, and Eugene Wrayburn of Our Mutual Friend, are merely ‘bounders.’

It seems to be generally agreed that the famous Mr. Micawber of David Copperfield, whose name is now almost a common noun in the English language, was in reality John Dickens, the author’s father: as much, that is, that anybody outside of a book is anybody inside a book.

At the time when Charles Dickens began the writing of David Copperfield (1849), Dickens senior was not only alive but still ‘going strong!’ His son’s generosity has lifted him from his shabby genteel poverty of twenty years before to a position of ease and comfort. The days of the debtors’ prison were long since past. Their squalid pathos, their maudlin tears, their false hopes and bitter disappointments survive only in the pages of the written book. ‘Mr. Micawber’ has passed out of them, as a butterfly kicks out from its entangling web. In the sunshine of prosperity and celebrity reflected from his illustrious son, his latent talents matured and his character blossomed into geniality. He was to a considerable extent a man of parts. His own exertions had gained him a part in the reporters’ gallery in the days before Pickwick lifted the family to eminence. Later on, when the Daily News was founded, his son was able to award him the position of chief of the reportorial staff. The mimic dignity of this position, its apparent control of the destinies of nations, suited John Dickens to the ground. One of his youthful colleagues on the Daily News, writing his reminiscences long afterwards, has given us a charming picture of the father of Charles Dickens, — short, portly, obese, fond of a glass of grog, full of fun, never given to much locomotion, but sitting as chairman, and looking carefully to the regular and orderly despatch to the printers of the numerous manuscripts thrown off at lightning speed by the men from the ‘gallery’. ‘It was his habit’, we are told, ‘to come down to the office about eight, at night, and he invariably in all weathers walked down Fleet Street and turned into the passage leading to Whitefriars. Every night as regularly as clock-work he was relieved of his silk pocket handkerchief by the thieves of the great neighbouring thoroughfare, and he would deplore the loss in feeling terms when he tried to wipe the perspiration from his brow: for it was a peculiarity of his nature that he was always hot, whatever the weather might be. He maintained that he knew when his pocket was picked, but that he could not help himself, because the thief was too nimble and he too stout.’

John Dickens, like Mr. Micawber, was apparently an orator of sorts, oratory being an acquirement natural to so genial a person in the days when toasts were drunk and speeches were made on any and every possible occasion. ‘I understand,’ wrote Dickens to a friend, ‘that my father went on like the Steam Leg, oratorically speaking, at your dinner.’ And this too in the last year of the good old gentleman’s existence. Nor was the comment meant in criticism. It was affectionate. It was part of the amused and kindly appreciation with which Dickens regarded the oddities of his father. He loved the old man’s grandiloquent habit of speech, and used to quote with delight from his letters. ‘I have a letter from my father,’ he wrote, ‘lamenting the fine weather, invoking congenial tempests and informing me that it will not be possible for him to stay more than another year in Devonshire as he must then proceed to Paris to consolidate Augustus’s French.’ When Dickens wrote in his correspondence a high-sounding phrase he would often put in the words,— ‘as my father would say.’ In short, the elder Dickens was a ‘character’ and ‘characters’ were the preoccupation of Charles Dickens’s life. His feeling for his father grew as time went on, and he looked back to the old man’s memory with an affection that grew with years. ‘The longer I live,’ he said, ‘the better man I think him.’

When he put his father into the pages of his greatest book, it was as a tribute, a mark of his esteem. It conferred upon him immortality. Mr. Micawber, be it admitted, is John Dickens senior: just as Mrs. Nickleby was Charles Dickens’s mother. But one must not overdo this connection between imaginary people and real prototypes in the books of Dickens: and indeed it has been sadly overdone. It seems to slur over the real creative merit of genius, and to turn it into mere transcription. A real person put into a book would be sorry reading. The art lies in making them fit to go into a book.

Human beings are made of aspects, not of realities. Each of us is such and such things from certain angles and in certain lights. We are many things to many people and show to the occasion and the hour a different aspect of our being. It is the art of genius to seize the deceiving aspects of real people and turn them into the realities of imaginary ones. The act involved is not transcription but creation. But when we talk of such and such a character in fiction as being taken from such and such a person we do the author a grave wrong, — at least if the book and the character are worth talking about. When we say that Mr. Micawber is taken from Dickens’s father we really mean that Dickens had the eye to see in his father those quaint, illusive appearances which led him to the discovery of Mr. Micawber.

One may well feel sensitive upon the point, inclined as it were to come to the defence of the author as against something like a charge of plagiarism. This is especially so in the case of Dickens. Consider, for instance, the book Dombey and Son discussed earlier in this chapter. Here the commentators give us a list of ‘characters’ which almost fills the book. Little Paul, we are told, is Dickens’s nephew Harry Burnett: Carker was a member of a firm of London engineers. Mrs. Skewton was at once ‘identified’ as a Mrs. Campbell. Captain Cuttle’s ‘real name’ was David Mainland, a merchant seaman whom Dickens met in the city. The real name of Sol Gills was Mr. Norrie, and John Forster knew Miss Blimber personally.

In other words, all that Dickens had to do was to take a look at these people and then write the book.

Or take the case of Mr. Dombey himself. When Dickens wanted to convey to Hablôt Browne (Phiz), who was to do the illustrations, the ‘idea’ of Mr. Dombey, he suggested that he might ‘get a glimpse of So-and-so, for he is the very Dombey.’ What this meant was that having created Dombey in his mind he saw a man who looked as Dombey ought to look.

One thinks here, — to carry the point of art a little farther, — of the American cartoonist who reduces a national president to a box of teeth, or to a pair of spectacles or to a jawbone. Dickens did the opposite. He took a jawbone and made a president.

Nor is there in the story, except in casual places, that overdone and overextended sentiment which so often pushes hard on sentimentality and even hysteria. Mrs. Annie Strong, — the young wife of the old Doctor, when she makes her general round of confession, autobiography and psycho-analysis, in speeches straight of the melodrama, — is a little hard to bear. But such odd lapses are but as a little mist in the sunshine. Of the works of imagination written in the English language, David Copperfield to many people stands first.


CHAPTER VII. BLEAK HOUSE AND SOCIAL REFORM (1850-1854)
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AMATEUR THEATRICALS — BLEAK HOUSE — CHILD’S HISTORY OF ENGLAND — HARD TIMES

It was just after the publication of David Copperfield that Charles Dickens began, with the first number of his new magazine, Household Words (March 30, 1850), those editorial labours which only ended at his death. Indeed, from this time on, for the remaining twenty years that he lived, the occupations and diversions of Charles Dickens may be said to have swung through a sort of recurrent cycle of activities. There was, in the first place, the writing of his greater works, the novels so-called, of which at least two of the greatest were still to come. There was in addition his work on his magazine, Household Words, later to be exchanged for All the Year Round, including not only the writing of contributions of his own, but the editing of masses of material. There was soon to be added the exhilarating and exacting task of public readings of his works, the first of which took place at the close of 1853. To this, — as a diversion, an amusement, but an arduous one, — was added his pursuit of amateur theatricals; and the equipment of his new homes in London and in Kent. Migration having become a sort of physical and mental necessity, a very considerable part of the years that here follow was spent in Boulogne and in Paris.

In this middle period of Dickens’s life much of his time and thought is turned towards questions of social betterment and social reform. The minor themes of Oliver Twist and Nicholas Nickleby expand into the broader aspects of the welfare of mankind. All of this appears in his new magazine Household Words, his Bleak House, his Child’s History, and, above all, in his mistaken and unsuccessful Hard Times. Later on, the shadows on his own life, the eager craving for activity, turned him to other fields.

Written as a chronology of his life, the period runs in outline thus.

The year 1850 found him in London, still living in Devonshire Terrace and embarking on his labours (March 30, 1850) as the editor of Household Words.

The next year (1851) saw a bachelor trip to Paris (February): next month the loss of his beloved father — the good old gentleman died (March 31, 1851) in his own person a few months after he ceased appearing in monthly parts as Mr. Micawber; as such he lives still: a summer at Fort House, Broadstairs (May-November 1851). In the autumn were the famous theatricals at Devonshire House, London, in the presence of royalty. In this year the Child’s History of England was running as a serial in Household Words. In this year also Dickens moved from Devonshire Terrace, where his lease had expired, to a new home, Tavistock House, in Tavistock Square. In the autumn, in his new home, he began Bleak House (November, 1851).

In the next year (1852) was born Dickens’s youngest son, Edward Bulwer Lytton Dickens. The summer and the summer following were spent at Boulogne. In the year 1853 Bleak House was finished at Boulogne, and its completion celebrated by a two months’ trip to Italy, Dickens being accompanied by Wilkie Collins and Mr. Augustus Egg. A notable feature of the close of the year was the rendering of Dickens’s first public readings (December 1853), given at Birmingham on behalf of the new Municipal Institute.

The year following found Dickens busy with Hard Times, which came out as a weekly serial in Household Words (April-August 1854). The children’s theatricals in his new home at Tavistock House (after 1851) seemed to John Forster one of the pleasantest things in all his long recollection of his friend.

 

Of the various activities of these years, the amateur theatricals were at first the most conspicuous feature. The first of the presentations of the period, — that of Not so Bad as we Seem in London, May 16, 1851, — was unsurpassed in point of distinction and patronage by anything organised by Dickens and his associates, — or, for the matter by that, of any other amateurs. The play was put on in aid of the new Literature and Art Guild. It was specially written by Bulwer Lytton, and the Queen and the Prince Consort promised to grace it with their presence. The royal party commanded seventeen seats with a subscription of £150 towards the fund.

The Duke of Devonshire, with truly ducal munificence, handed over his town residence (Devonshire House) for the performance. He turned into it, under professional direction, a flock of carpenters to fashion a theatre and to set up the royal box. All of London, — royal, scientific, and fashionable, — clamoured for seats.

As the time drew near Dickens himself was quite washed away from his usual anchorage by the affability of the Duke. ‘The Duke has read the play,’ he wrote to Lytton:

The Duke has read the play. He asked for it a week ago, and had it. He has been at Brighton since. He called here before eleven on Saturday morning, but I was out on the play business, so I went to him at Devonshire House yesterday. He almost knows the play by heart. He is supremely delighted with it, and critically understands it. In proof of the latter part of this sentence I may mention that he had made two or three memoranda of trivial doubtful points, every one of which had attracted our attention in rehearsal, as I found when he showed them to me. He thoroughly understands and appreciates the comedy of the Duke — threw himself back in his chair and laughed, as I say of Walpole, ‘till I thought he’d have choked,’ about his first Duchess, who was a Percy. He suggested that he shouldn’t say: ‘You know how to speak to the heart of a Noble,’ because it was not likely that he would call himself a Noble.

We can imagine how delightfully Dickens, in his ordinary personality, would have satirized this scene, — the Duke actually reading the play, and actually condescending to understand it. But in the august circumstances of the moment the faculties of alert amusement were numb.

 

The play was ‘to commence, by Her Majesty’s command, at nine o’clock,’ therefore ‘the whole of the audience are particularly requested to be seated at least a quarter of an hour before that time.’

At the close of the play the Queen rose in her box and commanded the reappearance of the actors to receive the applause of the house. The presence of the aged Duke of Wellington gives an added touch of historic interest.

The same play, accompanied by a short farce, Mrs. Nightingale’s Diary, written by Dickens and Mark Lemon, was played in various provincial towns, the scenery and appurtenances being carried about in a ‘portable theatre.’

Of less distinction, but of a more human interest, were the Children’s Theatricals which Dickens organised after he moved into his new London home, Tavistock House (1851). Here a large room (the schoolroom) was specially converted into a theatre for such occasions and announced on the printed playbills as the ‘smallest theatre in the world.’ The evening of January 6 (Twelfth Night, which happened to be also the birthday of Charles Dickens, Junior) was set apart for these revels, which henceforth were an annual fixture for many years. Mark Lemon of Punch was Dickens’s chief collaborator, and his children were fellow-actors with the little Dickenses. There were printed playbills, with mock names and announcements in serio-comic style. Stanfield, R.A., was pressed into service to paint scenery, Wilkie Collins to write plays, and among the invited audiences were some of the highest genius and talent of literature and the law. At the famous performance of 1854 Thackeray is said to have ‘rolled off his seat with laughter.’ The grown-up people took some of the parts, — Dickens appearing on the bills as Mr. Crummies and Mr. Passé along with Mr. Wilkini Collini, and Mr. Mudperiod (Mark Lemon). But the principal feature was the acting of the children. The playbill of 1855 states that the performance is in the Theatre Royal, Tavistock House. It presents the slightly disguised names of seven little Dickenses and three little Lemons, along with their respective fathers and Wilkie Collins and Marcus Stone. The announcement draws attention also to the first appearance on any stage of Mr. Ploorniskmaroontigoonter, who has been kept out of bed at a vast expense. This was the baby of the household, the last of the ten children, Bulwer Lytton Dickens (born March 13, 1852). There were refreshments,— ‘Miss Hogarth will preside at the piano,’ — and ‘God save the Queen.’ There was everything except the name of Mrs. Dickens.

 

It was especially at this period of his life, — in the conduct of his magazine (as described later), in the planning of his books, and in his public appearances, — that Dickens felt himself to be a great social force towards righteousness. It became what the French would call his métier.

Such an attitude, no doubt, had led him years before to assume the misguided rôle of editor of the Daily News. It served as the inspiration for the powerful articles which he wrote in the London Times against the revolting spectacles of public executions: and it was the denunciation of social wrong, — the cruelty of the law’s delay, — that forms the background and the grandeur of Bleak House. In no other book is there such majestic treatment of a theme, such a complete fusion of the story of the book with its theme and purpose. In Oliver Twist the workhouse is left behind. In Nicholas Nickleby, Dotheboys Hall is forgotten. In Dombey the theme at best is abstract.

But in Bleak House the theme is real and actual. The issue of a long-drawn lawsuit in the Court of Chancery passing from generation to generation and leaving behind the wreck of broken lives, and wasted hopes, — there is nothing abstract or imaginary here. It dominates the story from its sombre magnificent opening in the Court of Chancery setting in the London fog, to the climax of the closing scene when the great suit of Jarndyce vs. Jarndyce ends, — like the fall of an ancient building, eaten into nothingness and collapsing into dust. So ends it with the sardonic laughter of the Court, and Richard Carstone, dazed, unhearing, marked for death. The theme has all the majesty and inevitability of Greek Tragedy. Round it is gathered every thread of the narration — the bright loves, the broken lives and the beauty of renunciation stronger than love itself.

It is no wonder that for many people Bleak House is the most impressive of all Dickens’s stories. It may fall short in humour, some of its comic effects are somewhat forced, some of its comic people dirty and unlikeable, its interior plot (apart from the Chancery) runs to that impenetrable complexity that marked the work of Dickens, — but there is no doubt of where it ranks. It is a great book. As a proof of it consider the array of Bleak House characters who stand in the first rank of Dickens’s creations. Here is John Jarndyce, as lovable as Mr. Pickwick without the comicality, as kindly as the brothers Cheeryble without their proximity to amiable idiocy. Here is Mrs. Jellaby with her immortal natives of Borioboolagha: Mr. Turveydrop, arm in arm with the Prince Regent: the inscrutable Tulkinghorn and the doomed Richard and the golden Ada as real as if they stepped out of an old-world canvas. And here inevitably at the last is Dickens’s characterless ‘walking gentleman’ Allan Woodcourt right out of a shop window. Dickens could draw gentlemen like John Jarndyce and Richard Carstone because they belonged among gentlemen with oddities, peculiarities, faults and fates, — but when it came to an A1 first-class all-round gentleman, — that and nothing else, — Dickens drew a tailor’s dummy.

Many readers of the book think it disfigured by the exaggerated and preposterous lawsuit of Jarndyce and Jarndyce, described as having been in Chancery for over a generation, as having sent a score of people to jail for contempt and to suicide from misery, and ending at last by the exhaustion of the estate in costs. But Dickens at the time, and all his biographers and expositors ever since, have shown that there was nothing exaggerated about Jarndyce and Jarndyce. Dickens didn’t need to exaggerate. The facts were good enough.

‘Everything set forth in these pages concerning the Court of Chancery,’ he wrote in the preface, ’is substantially true and within the truth. The case of Gridley is in no essential altered from one of actual occurrence made public by a disinterested person who was professionally acquainted with the whole of the monstrous wrong from beginning to end. At the present moment (August 1853) there is a suit before the court which was commenced nearly twenty years ago: in which from thirty to forty counsel have been known to appear at one time: in which costs have been incurred to the amount of seventy thousand pounds: which is a friendly suit; and which is (I am assured) no nearer to its termination now than when it was begun. There is another well-known suit in Chancery, not yet decided, which was commenced before the close of the last century, and in which more than double the amount of seventy thousand pounds has been swallowed up in costs. If I wanted other authorities for Jarndyce vs. Jarndyce I could rain them on these pages.’

Among such accumulated praise of the book one may without impropriety inset a word of depreciation. How its author loves complexity, and to what impossible devices does he resort to accomplish simple things. Take the case of Krook who dies of ‘spontaneous combustion’: the foul, dirty creature disintegrated into a shatter of filthy grease, of black soot and an acrid smell. Let us grant that Krook had to die. He was in possession of certain ‘papers’ which Dickens and the reader needed. But why not kill him of indigestion? No, Dickens had heard somewhere of people dying by ‘spontaneous combustion,’ and he must needs try it on one of his characters. More than that, he makes an angry refutation of the charge that no one dies of such a thing as that. He tells us that there were quite a lot of deaths of this sort in the Middle Ages, and that one of them was described by the Reverend Giuseppe Bianchini only two hundred years ago. There was also a case, — called ‘recent’ by Dickens, — of a German-American saloon-keeper of Columbus, Ohio, who ‘blew up’ in just this way, — presumably much like a rum omelette or a Christmas snap-dragon. Dickens adds as proof that the story is ‘very clearly described by a dentist.’

Dickens has forgotten his usual lack of faith in medical miracles, and forgot that, very likely, the dentist, as the French say, ‘mentait comme un arracheur de dents.’ No, no, Dickens wanted Krook to blow up, and blow he must.

Again, how characteristic of Dickens is the dark and complicated plot whereby the ‘papers’ are to be got from Krook! It is thought that some of these ‘papers’ may bear on the question of how and why Esther Summerson was born about twenty-one years before. They may give an opportunity for blackmail. So the prospective blackmailers engage the astute Mr. Chick Smallweed (who has no idea what he is to seek or to find) to change his name and go and hire a room in Krook’s house so as to keep his eye on him. Mr. Smallweed has no notion what it is all about, — and the reader was lost long ago. But in Dickens a general principle of the solution of mysteries is for people to disguise themselves, change their names and then ‘keep an eye’ on someone. If enough eyes are kept on enough people, something is bound to ‘come out.’

But all these peculiarities and shortcomings of the book only make it more truly Dickens’s. They disperse under the effulgence of his genius like the Chancery fog in the sunshine.

The book further illustrates very well Dickens’s unconscious disregard of anything in the way of rules or regularity in literary art. If he thought of such things at all he probably regarded himself as exempt, — as did Napoleon in the case of morals. He conducts the story in an in-and-out fashion partly as told impersonally and partly as related supposedly by Esther Summerson. But he doesn’t bother to limit Esther Summerson to the kind of ideas and the kind of language that Esther Summerson would, or could, have used. Her personality is maintained by a few little mincing phrases and by a sort of modest decorum of sentiment, but when she needs it she is given all the humour and power of Charles Dickens. The voice is Esther’s, but the jokes are Dickens’s! Nothing is more false in art than to make a fictitious personage speak out of his character, as if Mr. Pickwick suddenly talked cockney or Sam Weller dropped into French. But, as usual, Dickens ‘gets away with it.’ Few, if any, readers ever bother whether Esther is in character or not; many no doubt think her a mighty humorous girl, and that she ought to have written books.

In the case of Esther, also, there is another of Dickens’s peculiar licences. Just as he gave Master Humphrey a clock and took it away again, so he makes Esther go blind, — gets the full tragic value of it, — and then, finding that he needs her eyes, gives her sight back. In all Dickens there is nothing more like Dickens.

Consider how tragically the chapter (No. XXXI) comes to an end. Esther is stricken ill, with fever, — dangerously ill, — and then when the crisis comes, she speaks to her little maid at her bedside and says, — 

‘And now come and sit beside me for a little while, and touch me with your hand. For I cannot see you — I am blind.’

With what a rush of feeling the reader realizes that the beautiful devoted girl has lost her sight! Blind! What a fate!

But no, not at all. Dickens leaves her blind while he himself writes three chapters. Then she gets her sight back with the simple formula,

‘But now, my sight strengthening, and the glorious light coming every day more fully,’ etc., etc.

Oddly enough, the ordinary reader has no other feeling except joy that Esther can see. If Dickens had been accused of unfair dealing in this, he would at once have righteously explained that temporary blindness is a frequent accompaniment of fever. Quite so: but he used it to get all the literary value of permanent blindness. Yet he would have believed himself. He was like that.

An item of literary interest in the book, vivid once but waning now, is the connection of the rather despicable character Mr. Horace Skimpole with Dickens’s friend Leigh Hunt. Here in the book is Skimpole, — impecunious and crooked, borrowing and never paying, and betraying his friends for a shilling: and here, quite recognisable, scarcely disguised, is Leigh Hunt. Is not such a portrayal, it was asked, as mean as meanness itself? Much ink has been shed on the point. But the name of Leigh Hunt has drifted so far back into obscurity that the controversy loses its interest. The truth probably is that Dickens meant Horace Skimpole to be a charming and lovable character, which he certainly is not. Dickens failed in his aim. Skimpole is a ‘skunk’: just as Steerforth is a cad and Wrayburn a bounder. Dickens’s father could be glad to be Micawber. No doubt Dickens expected anyone to be happy to be Horace Skimpole.

The identification of Bleak House as a ‘house’ is a disputed point with contemporary Dickensian scholars. In the story it is placed in Hertfordshire. The Lord Chancellor is officially informed of that fact by one of the counsel in the case. Indeed, Esther Summerson in her narrative says,— ‘The long night had closed in before we came to St. Albans, near which Bleak House was.’ Arguing like Edgar Poe in the Barnaby Rudge matter, we might claim that Esther was mistaken or was lying. But without such subtlety, we have to admit that, in the book, Bleak House was near St. Albans. Indeed, there is a house outside the town known as Bleak House to one school of believers, and another school holds that the wind-swept house (Fort House) at Broadstairs, where Dickens stayed in 1850, and which was sometimes called by that name, was the original. The best evidence seems to point to Bleak House being situated in Hertfordshire. The controversy about the place has already something of the nicety of Shakespearian criticism and shows that Dickens is coming on. Soon there will be enough of it to get Dickens recognised in the colleges.

Bleak House was published by Messrs. Bradbury and Evans in twenty monthly numbers from March 1852 to September 1853, with illustrations by Hablôt Browne. As a book it appeared in September 1853. It was a colossal success, the monthly instalments reaching sales of over forty thousand. As the story drew to its close Dickens was able to write of it in triumph (August 27, 1853), ‘It has retained its immense circulation from the first, beating dear old “Copperfield” by a round ten thousand. I have never had so many readers.’ But with its writing comes the first signs of the breaking of its author’s health and energy. The books, the labour of his editing, the claims of society and public service, — it was too much. ‘What with Bleak House and Household Words’, he wrote, ‘and Child’s History and Miss Coutt’s Home and the invitations to feasts and festivals, I really feel as if my head would split like a fired shell if I stayed here.’ And with it all was the wear and tear day by day of his distracted home, — soon to break up in open disaster.

So Dickens, while Bleak House was still in the writing, though nearly done, got away to France. There he spent the first of those delightful summers at Boulogne which meant so much, as will be seen later, to his health and happiness.

 

Along with the composition of Bleak House had gone the publication week by week in Household Words (January 21, 1851, to December 10, 1853) of the Child’s History of England. It was published by Bradbury and Evans as a three-volume book, just after Bleak House. It is now dead, but it deserves resurrection. It is almost forgotten, but it ought not to be. In some senses it is the most notable history of England that was ever written. It never obtained recognition as a manual either for the nursery or the school. Nor was it suited to be such. In the first place, the proportion is all wrong. Dickens wrote at such length about early times that when he at last got to William of Orange and the opening of the eighteenth century, he had to end the book up in two pages. He explains this rather lamely by saying that ‘the events which succeeded the famous revolution of 1688 would neither be easily narrated nor easily understood in such a book as this.’ It is a little hard to see why children who could tackle the Saxons and the Normans, the Middle Ages and the Reformation, could not understand the American Revolution and the Battle of Waterloo. But there were other objections to such a history in mid-Victorian England. It was far too outspoken; it broke away from the tradition that children must only hear of the glories of history and the majesty of kingship and the pomp of royalty. Witness, for illustration, the characterization of Henry VIII as contrasted with the mass of fulsome flattery and misconception which after four hundred years still cloaks his crimes.

‘We now come to King Henry the Eighth, whom it has been too much the fashion to call “Bluff King Hal” and “Burly King Harry” and other fine names, but whom I shall take the liberty to call plainly one of the most detestable villains that ever drew breath. . . . The plain truth is that he was a most intolerable ruffian, a disgrace to human nature, and a blot of blood and grease upon the history of England.’

And here, wholesomely enough, is a plain picture of the ‘harrying of the north’ by William the Conqueror.

‘Fire and sword worked their utmost horror and made the land dreadful to behold. The streams and rivers were discoloured with blood: the sky was blackened with smoke: the fields were wastes of ashes: the way-sides were heaped up with the dead. Such are the fatal results of conquest and ambition.’

All this is right enough. But Dickens went out of his way to follow the picturesque by-paths of history, the striking stories and the telling incidents, without proper regard to their real importance. More than all, his own strange absorption with the horrors of crime and the cruelties of the criminal law led him to intrude them too brutally on the minds of his readers: at times it goes beyond the necessity of what is wholesome and becomes morbid. Here, for example, are the details of the execution of Lady Jane Grey, which the children might have been spared.

She came up to the scaffold with a firm step and a quiet face, and addressed the bystanders in a steady voice. They were not numerous; for she was too young, too innocent and fair, to be murdered before the people on Tower Hill, as her husband had just been; so the place of her execution was within the Tower itself. She said that she had done an unlawful act in taking what was Queen Mary’s right; but that she had done so with no bad intent, and that she died a humble Christian. She begged the executioner to despatch her quickly, and she asked him, ‘Will you take my head off before I lay me down?’ He answered, ‘No, madam,’ and then she was very quiet while they bandaged her eyes. Being blinded, and unable to see the block on which she was to lay her young head, she was seen to feel about for it with her hands, and was heard to say, confused, ‘O, what shall I do? Where is it?’ Then they guided her to the right place, and the executioner struck off her head.

And here is the execution at full length of Hooper, Protestant Bishop of Gloucester, one of the early victims of ‘Bloody’ Queen Mary.

At nine o’clock next morning, he was brought forth leaning on a staff; for he had taken cold in prison, and was infirm. The iron stake, and the iron chain which was to bind him to it, were fixed up near a great elm-tree, in a pleasant open place before the cathedral, where, on peaceful Sundays, he had been accustomed to preach and to pray when he was Bishop of Gloucester. This tree, which had no leaves then, it being February, was filled with people; and the priests of Gloucester College were looking complacently on from a window; and there was a great concourse of spectators in every spot from which a glimpse of the dreadful sight could be beheld. When the old man kneeled down on the small platform at the foot of the stake, and prayed aloud, the nearest people were observed to be so attentive to his prayers that they were ordered to stand farther back; for it did not suit the Romish Church to have those Protestant words heard. His prayers concluded, he went up to the stake, and was stripped to his shirt, and chained ready for the fire. One of his guards had such compassion on him, that, to shorten his agonies, he tied some packets of gunpowder about him. Then they heaped up wood and straw and reeds, and set them all alight. But unhappily the wood was green and damp, and there was a wind blowing that blew what flame there was away. Thus, through three-quarters of an hour, the good old man was scorched and roasted and smoked, as the fire rose and sank; and all that time they saw him, as he burned, moving his lips in prayer, and beating his breast with one hand, even after the other was burnt away and had fallen off.

No purpose can be served in inflicting such stories upon little children. No sensible parent would want to put them into children’s hands. The effect is either to brutalize them into a love of cruelty, or to sadden them too soon with a sense of ‘martyrdom of man.’

But for these passages, Dickens’s book ought to take its place in any child’s library, and in any child’s heart. No history book ever carried a nobler inspiration.

 

But meantime Dickens had turned from the England of the Heptarchy and the Tudors to the England of his own day. The opening of the year 1854 found him in London in his residence of the last two years, Tavistock House, where the triumphant revels of the Twelfth Night theatricals had auspiciously opened the New Year. Dickens, filled with the urge for social betterment that occupied so much of his mature thought, set himself to remake Victorian England. The result was the weekly publication in his magazine of the story, — half story, half sermon, — called Hard Times: for these Times. It ran from April till August (1854), and was published as a book immediately upon its completion.

The story Hard Times has no other interest in the history of letters than that of its failure. At the time, even enthusiastic lovers of Dickens found it hard to read. At present they do not even try to read it. A large part of the book is mere trash: hardly a chapter of it is worth reading to-day: not an incident nor a character belonging to it survives or deserves to. The names of Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderly are still quoted, but only because they are felicitous names for hard, limited men, not because the characters in the book are known or remembered. Not a chapter or a passage in the book is part of Dickens’s legacy to the world.

This may well seem strange. If the book had been written at the outset of its author’s career its faults could have been laid to immaturity: if at the close, to the waning powers of age: if written ten years later, — as was Our Mutual Friend, — it could have been explained away as the product of a wearied body and an overtaxed mind. But this book was written at the height of Dickens’s power, with David Copperfield and Bleak House just in front of it, and The Tale of Two Cities and Little Dorrit still to follow.

It may be, of course, that the added exertion involved in assuming the editorship of Household Words unduly strained already the abounding energy of Charles Dickens. There are complaints at this time of uncertain health, — passed off as ‘hypochondria.’ But there was as yet no such cruel strain of either mind or body as could involve such a literary collapse as this. It may be also that the form of publication week by week in Household Words was unfortunate, that it unduly ‘breaks’ the story. But there is really very little to break.

The scene of the book is laid in a factory town (Coke-town) intended as typical of the new industry and the new tyranny that went with it. Its leading characters represent the soulless employers of the age, applying the ruthless philosophy of laissez-faire and the survival of the fittest: and against this, the angelic suffering of the working class. The book is thus an amalgam of Jack the Giant-Killer, Ricardo’s Political Economy and the Sermon on the Mount — the whole of it intermingled with a comic strain which fails to come off.

The book can only be explained in terms of the old adage that even Homer nods at times. It is the result, perhaps, of over-success and over-encouragement. You encourage a comic man too much and he gets silly: a pathetic man and he gets maudlin: a long-winded man and he grows interminable. Thus praise and appreciation itself, the very soil in which art best flourishes, may prompt too rank a growth.

In the case of Dickens, failure was likely to be as conspicuous as success. He thought in extreme terms and wrote in capital letters. There are no half-way effects in the death of little Nell and the fun of Mr. Pickwick. Hence any of his characteristic methods, — comic, pathetic, impressive, or rhetorical, could be strained to the breaking point. This book strains them all: the humour is forced, the rhetoric is rhodomontade, and the pathos verges on the maudlin.

But the principal fault of the book is that the theme is wrong. Dickens confused the faults of men with the faults of things: hardness of heart with hardness of events. In attacking the new industrial age of factories and machinery that was transforming England, Dickens directed his attack against the wickedness and hardness of his Gradgrinds and his Bounderlys, his brutal employers of labour. Did he really think that they were any wickeder than other people? Mankind, at that period, had been caught in the wheels of its own machinery, and was struggling vainly for salvation: just as it has been caught again and struggles at the present moment. But Dickens insists on regarding the poor and the working class as caught in the cruel grasp of the rich: which was not so, or only in a collective sense; it was impossible for the individual employer to remedy things on the spot. It was the grasp of circumstance, and not the hand of tyranny.

At the time the tremendous prestige of Dickens was sufficient to float the book along, and at least to guarantee its sale. But Lord Macaulay, in a well-known phrase, damned it as ‘sullen socialism’. Even John Ruskin, whose ideas it is supposed to reflect, sees the weakness of it as art. In a note to his first essay in Unto This Last he says, ‘I wish he could think it right to limit his brilliant exaggeration to works written only for public amusement. . . . The usefulness of the work, Hard Times, is with many persons seriously diminished because Mr. Bounderly is a dramatic monster, instead of a characteristic example of a worldly master; and Stephen Blackpool a dramatic perfection, instead of a characteristic example of an honest workman.’

These are the judgments of the moment, of contemporaries among whom Dickens towered as a living reality. With the lapse of time the book has found the place it deserves.

But the inferiority of this book does not in any way detract from a proper estimate of Dickens’s genius. In art one must judge a man by his best, never by his worst; by his highest reach, not by his lowest fall.


CHAPTER VIII. DICKENS AS AN EDITOR (1854-1857)
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In the history of English letters Hard Times ranks as a failure. But in the commercial sense it was far from being that. Its appearance as a serial in Household Words was accompanied by a rise of a hundred per cent in the circulation of the magazine.

Dickens had now been seated in the editorial chair, — which he never again left, — for over three years. His duties in that connection absorbed a large part of his time and thought. They were a constant strain upon his strength and energy. It seems in retrospect a thousand pities that such a transcendant genius as his should have been directed to such a task. What he did for Household Words could have been done, — more or less successfully, — by plenty of other men. Even a genius cannot make a dull contributor interesting. There is no need to set a genius to work with scissors and paste, clipping and arranging, measuring lengths and planning balances. Plenty of people could have done all this. No one else, then or since, could have written Dickens’s books. His twenty years of editorial work are in part responsible for his too early death. They gave us in place of the books he might have written and never wrote, a mass of contributions which he supervised, — ephemeral, mediocre, dead. For posterity, it was a poor exchange.

Not that Dickens took it in that light. The editor of those days fulfilled a function now scarcely known. He was supposed to revise, to suggest, to reconstruct; he was the guide and instructor of his authors. He showed them how. The editor trimmed up a manuscript, as a tailor’s cutter might fashion for an apprentice the finer curves in a pair of breeches. To-day an editor is a man who has a keen sense of what the public wants to read and buys it from those who can write it. He has, as such, the same connection with literature that a hotel chef has with fish. But he is not a fisherman, — unless, as is likely, ‘on the side.’

 

But Dickens proposed to be vastly more even than the editor of his times. He wanted to be what is colloquially called the whole show. The articles in Household Words were not signed. The contributors were lost, amalgamated, absorbed into Dickens. He planned articles for people to write, criticised, in a mass of correspondence, the stories that they had written; put characters in or took them out; suggested titles, — there was no end to it.

All this was very clearly indicated in a letter which Dickens wrote to Mrs. Gaskell at the foundation of the magazine, ‘No writer’s name’, he says, ‘will be used, neither my own nor any other; every paper will be published without any signature, and all will seem to express the general mind and purpose of the journal, which is the raising up of those that are down, and the general improvement of our social condition.’

It is significant that among the sixteen other titles which Dickens set down for consideration before he hit upon Household Words, one was Charles Dickens’s Own. Various others indicate a social purpose, — the Forge, the Crucible, the Anvil of the Time. Others are domestic, — as Home, Home Music, and English Bells. One, simple and cheerful in its appeal, was Twopence. At that humble price the magazine began under the date of March 30, 1850, being dated for Saturdays but appearing on the preceding Wednesdays. Journalism was already learning some of its up-to-date tricks.

The magazine was definitely established in offices at No. 16 Wellington Street, North Strand, and the printing and publication carried on by Bradbury and Evans. From this time on, Dickens not only spent a lot of time in the office, but still more time in the reading and recasting of the manuscripts offered by his contributors. To assist him he had the services of Mr. H. G. Wills, an able and invaluable man, willing to subordinate himself to Dickens’s ideas, but with excellent ideas of his own, — when they were asked for. Wills remained with Dickens for twenty years.

But from first to last Dickens was the autocrat of the journal. Not only his eminence in letters made it dependent on his name, but he controlled it also in the commercial sense. He owned a half share in it, Bradbury and Evans a quarter share, and H. G. Wills and the devoted John Forster an eighth share each. This gave Dickens an actual control of everything, and he used it to the full. He received, apart from his share of profits, a salary of £500 and payment, at no stated rate, for his literary articles.

But he justified his autocracy by the unremitting labour which he devoted to Household Words. A glance at the volume of his correspondence to and from Wills shows how varied was his task and how complete and how minute his supervision.

‘Mrs. Crowe’s story I have read. It is horribly dismal; but with an alteration in the part about the sister’s madness (which must not on any account remain) I should not be afraid of it. I could alter it myself in ten minutes.’

‘I have cut Woodruffe as scientifically as I can, and I don’t think Miss Martineau would exactly know where.’

‘I wish Hanny would not imitate Carlyle. Pray take some of the innumerable dashes out of his article — and for God’s sake don’t leave in anything about such a man believing in himself, — which he has no right to do, and which would by inference justify almost anything.’

‘In Horne’s “Ballooning” always insert “Mr.” before “Green.” Also insert “Mr.” before “Poole,” and call him “the well-known author.” At the end of the third paragraph from the commencement, instead of “the fanatical sentence was carried into execution”, read, “Sentence of the Holy Catholic Church was carried into Christian execution.” ’

This is editing with a vengeance. In the days before shorthand secretaries and typewriter machines, this meant a wilderness of writing.

Nor was it, in some aspects, quite fair to the contributors. Nothing being signed, they got no credit for their work. If it was good the readers thought Dickens must have done it. It was not a method to attract genius. Indeed, some of the contributors, as notably young George Augustus Sala, disliked it strongly from the start.

Yet the contributors included such people as Mrs. Gaskell (whose Mary Barton appeared in the magazine): Miss Harriet Martineau: Mrs. Crowe of the Night Thoughts that haunted Victorian bedsides: Adelaide Procter, Leigh Hunt, and Wilkie Collins.

 

But all said and done, the world may well regret that Charles Dickens ever took to editing. It has been often said, and no doubt he himself often thought, that he helped to train up a school of rising young writers; that he educated not only the public but also the aspirants in literature. Yet such a claim is greatly exaggerated. There were a thousand and one traditions and institutions in England, many of them centuries old, for forming the minds of youthful writers, — the schools, the universities, the press, a reading public numbered in millions and a galaxy of great writers of world-wide fame. There was no need for Charles Dickens to play the part of Alfred the Great. In Canada or Natal it would have been a public service: in England it wasn’t necessary. Indeed many of Dickens’s authors fell into servile imitation, or attempt at imitation, of his own style, — a fault which aggravated him to a high degree. ‘Her imitation of me is too glaring,’ he writes of one of his lady coadjutors. ‘I never saw anything so curious. She takes the very words in which Esther Summerson speaks, without seeming to know it.’

And, of course, from first to last, the editorial work interrupted, impeded, — and later on impaired, — his real work in literature. Reference has already been made to David Copperfield in this respect. The same was true of Bleak House, — just at the absorbing moments of its composition, bundles of second-rate manuscripts and hours of trivial correspondence blocked the way. From Boulogne he writes in the summer of 1853: ‘If I can write an article this week, I will. But I am so full of the close of Bleak House that I can’t, for the life of me, get at a good subject for H.W. as yet.’ Again, a few days later: ‘Can’t possibly write autographs until I have written Bleak House. My work has been very hard since I have been here. And when I throw down my pen for a day, I throw down myself and can take up neither article.’

So it went on from then until Dickens’s death: overwork, over-correspondence, over-effort: and half of it thrown away. Dickens always lived under the conviction that he was indispensable for everything.

 

Yet Household Words, as a popular magazine, was a great success. It took over the idea of the Christmas books in the form of special Christmas numbers. It made plenty of money.

It only came to an end, as will be seen, as a result of Dickens’s separation from his wife and the quarrel with Bradbury and Evans which arose out of it. Even when the journal then ended (1859) it merely gave place to All the Year Round, which followed Dickens to the grave, and his memory beyond.

 

But these editorial labours were but a running accompaniment, or a fixed background to many other activities. During two years of this middle period, as has been seen, Dickens was busy with Bleak House, and over-busy with the strain of it. From this pressure he had escaped to France for a summer at Boulogne, — the first phase of a residence in France which lasted off and on for years. In France he found the rest and the restfulness no longer possible for him in England. It became for these years his second home.

In the first summer at Boulogne (1853) he rented for himself and family a charming suburban retreat, — in the country, but only ten minutes’ walk from the post office, — called Château des Moulineaux (Rue Beaurepaire). Dickens delighted in the place. He called it ‘the best doll’s house of many rooms, in the prettiest French grounds in the most charming situation I have ever seen.’ He seems to have found in French houses, French towns, and French scenery the same charming and provoking refusal to be English that delighted him in the French people. Especially was he fascinated with his landlord, the owner of the château, an old soldier of Napoleon who had named it all with French magnificence. It was just a little place, but he called it ‘la propriété,’ and waved his hand at it as if it extended for miles. It had a little grove of trees, — he called that ‘the forest,’ and in the forest over a gorge a few feet wide was a ‘Bridge of Austerlitz’ leading to a ‘Château of the Old Guard.’

Here was a Dickens house without the trouble of creation, and here in the landlord a Dickens character all ready for the pages of a book. Dickens did write him down, but only in a little sketch now forgotten but findable in his complete works, and called Our French Watering-Place. There is no more attractive character in all his pages than that of the old soldier Monsieur Loyal, — drawn in two pages, with the touch of genius.

The old soldier of Napoleon! To us now what an interest would lie in this living contact with the Napoleonic age and the Napoleonic legend. But perhaps it was all too recent. It still needed retrospect. At any rate, it has little hold upon the mind of Dickens.

Consider this:— ‘Three years ago there were three weazened old men, one bearing a frayed red ribbon in his threadbare button-hole, always to be found walking together among the children on the charming walk arched and shaded by trees on the old walls that form the four sides of the High Town. They were stooping, blear-eyed, dull old men, slipshod and shabby . . . and yet with a ghost of gentility hovering in their company. . . . They looked as if they might have been politically discontented if they had had vitality enough. Once we overheard the red ribbon complain feebly to the other two that somebody was “a robber,” and they all three set their mouths so that they would have ground their teeth if they had any. . . . The ensuing winter gathered red-ribbon unto the great company of faded ribbons . . . another winter came and another old man went, and so, this present year, the last of the triumvirate left off walking — it was no good now, — and sat by himself on a solitary bench with the hoops and dolls as lively as ever all about him.’

 

But in France, as said above, Dickens found rest and, what is harder to find, restfulness. Under the influence of the fresh sea air, of the beauty and repose of his surroundings, he fairly sprang back into health and energy in his first summer at Boulogne. One turns with a sigh to-day from reading his descriptions of his French watering-place: for those of us who live in the cities or even in the country of the present age, it is the vision of a vanished world. No wonder that Dickens spent three summers (1853, 1854, 1856) in such a charming retreat as the Boulogne of last century.

 

Dickens never understood France. It was always half comic to him. But he had grown to love it and, from now on, his French residences were a part of his life. For French politics he knew and cared nothing. They bored him as much as did the British House of Commons. The Napoleonic legend left him cold: it was just a matter of old men and faded ribbons.

But the place fascinated him in his own way. It seemed like something out of his own books. The French talked and acted as ‘characters’ ought to act: and Dickens loved them for it. He was entranced with the way they mutilated the English language. He wrote home to his actor friend Macready during this first Boulogne summer a joyful description of a French presentation of Midsummer Night’s Dream. ‘In it,’ he says, ’is a poet named Willyim Shay Kes Peer who gets drunk in company with Sir John Foil Stayffe and fights a noble ‘night Lor Latimeer, who is in love with a maid of honour you may have read of in history, Mees Oleevia.’

Dickens loved France, but never understood it. In the same way, the French never understood Dickens’s books, but loved them. Pickwick had hardly run its course in its paper numbers when a French translation appeared. After that Dickens’s books were translated into French practically as soon as they came out. The earlier translations were undertaken in a haphazard fashion by different people for different firms without any consent or control, or pecuniary profit on the part of the author. They were as literal or as loose as they liked. They improved on Dickens, or parodied him, or missed him altogether. Pickwick, translated (1838) by Mme. Niboyet (a French suffragette born out of her time), appears Le Club des Pickwistes, Roman Comique par Charles Dickens. After that comes Nicholas Nickleby (1840), and then Oliver Twist, ou L’Orphelin du Dépôt de Mendicité (1841), and Le Marchand d’Antiquités, translated this time by a really competent man, A. J. B. Defauconpret, who is said to have translated several hundred books, including the novels of Walter Scott, Fielding and Bulwer Lytton.

But the first Dickens books were at best only a qualified success in France. French readers could sit with Walter Scott at mediaeval tournaments or tread the stones of Pompeii with Bulwer Lytton, but they saw no reason to distress themselves with ‘la misère et la dégradation de la basse classe anglaise.’ Their feelings at the time were expressed with forcible brutality by a forcible brute, — fat, jovial, and emphatic, called Jules Janin, — leading critic of Paris before Hippolyte Taine appeared. He undertook to sweep all Dickens’s earlier works into the gutter where they belonged.

‘Picture to yourself,’ — so he shouted in the Journal des Débats (1842) in talking of Nicholas Nickleby, ‘a mass of childish inventions in which everything that is horrible alternates with everything that is simple: here pass, in a flood of tears, people so good that they are absolutely silly: further on, rushing round and blaspheming, are all sorts of robbers, crooks, thieves and paupers, so repulsive that one cannot conceive how any society containing them can last for twenty-four hours. It is the most sickening mixture you can imagine of hot milk and sour beer, of fresh eggs and salt beef, rags and embroidered coats, gold sovereigns and penny pieces, roses and dandelions. They fight, they kiss and make it up, they swear at one another, they get drunk, they die of starvation. Do you like stale tobacco, garlic, the taste of fresh pork and the noise of a tin pan beaten against a cracked copper saucepan? Then try to read this last book of Dickens.’

With calm insular superiority, a writer in Fraser’s Magazine demanded in reply by what right an ignoramus like Janin could claim to judge the English and their works: he might, added the writer, about as well undertake to lecture on the literature of the Hottentots. The form of reproof is scarcely happy.

So the translations came to a stop for four or five years. But after 1847 they started up again, including the intervening volumes and the little Christmas books, so that there were no less than eight Dickens books launched in that one year. After that they never stopped. David Copperfield appeared in its own place as Le Neveu de Ma Tante, or L’histoire personelle de David Copperfield.

But the real contact of Dickens with the literary life of France was during his winter spent in Paris (1855-56) just before his third summer at Boulogne. He had already on various occasions made transient visits to the French capital. He had even, as already seen, taken a house there for a time in the winter of 1846 while working on Dombey and Son. Now he came back for a more prolonged residence. After a trial of one or two unsuitable lodgments he settled down in the Avenue des Champs Elysées, where he lived till the spring of 1850.

During his residence in Paris, Dickens’s great delight was in the French theatre, at that time flourishing in the sunlight of an imperial court and the new opulence of the second empire. Dickens’s knowledge of French was always imperfect for writing and speaking but was ample for the full appreciation of the drama: while his native affinity for the stage, his knowledge of its technique and his own power as a dramatic writer, put him in a class by himself. The long letters which he wrote to England about the plays he saw in Paris evince the intensity of his interest. His letters are full of praise, — of the marvellous acting of Lemaître and of the marvellous power of the dramatist Scribe. Only when it comes to French presentations of English scenes does he find occasion for ridicule, — for example, of a play in which a character Lord William Falkland is called throughout by all the actors Milor Williams Fack Lorn: and a presentation of As You Like It, as Comme Il Vous Plaira, ‘in which,’ he said, ‘nobody has anything to do but to sit down as often as possible on as many stones and trunks of trees as possible.’

Meantime the world of art and letters vied in entertaining Dickens. He met all the great actors and playwrights. In particular he was a frequent guest at the house of Scribe, — the most prolific dramatist of the day, still going strong, so Dickens tells us, after writing four hundred pieces, great and small!

Dickens, indeed, saw more of social entertainment, at least of entertainment in other people’s houses, than he was accustomed to accept at home. He was greatly impressed by Lamartine. He met the famous Georges Sand, who looked to him ‘the kind of woman whom you might suppose to be the Queen’s monthly nurse.’ He was entertained in the princely style of that lavish period by Emile de Girardin at a banquet of Oriental extravagance: the host said to his guests: ‘Ce petit dîner n’est que pour faire la connaissance de Monsieur Dickens: il ne compte pas: ce n’est rien.’

The moment was, of course, propitious for the entertainment of an English celebrity in Paris. It was the winter of the Crimean War, the height of the entente cordiale that had ripened into military alliance. But the war, as seen through Dickens’s eyes in his letters to Forster and others, was not popular. The people were not thrilled with it. As for Dickens himself, the war never reached him one way or the other either to horrify or to exalt. No war ever did. But he chronicles for us an interesting picture of the Paris of the Crimean War.

‘It was cold this afternoon,’ he writes (January 30, 1856), ‘as bright as Italy, and these Elysian Fields crowded with carriages, riders, and foot passengers. All the fountains were playing, all the Heavens shining. Just as I went out at 4 o’clock, several regiments that had passed out at the Barrière in the morning to exercise in the country, came marching back, in the straggling French manner, which is far more picturesque and real than anything you can imagine in that way. Alternately great storms of drums played, and then the most delicious and skilful bands. Trovatore music, Barber of Seville music, all sorts of music with well-marked melody and time. All bloused Paris (led by the Inimitable, and a poor cripple who works himself up and down all day in a big-wheeled car) went at quick march down the avenue in a sort of hilarious dance. If the colours with the golden eagle on the top had only been unfurled, we should have followed them anywhere, in any cause — much as the children follow Punches in the better cause of Comedy. Napoleon on the top of the Column seemed up to the whole thing, I thought.’

But what pleased Dickens most in Paris was that he found himself now quite a well-known author for the ordinary people of France — he himself says a ‘celebrated’ author, but French politeness may have had something to do with that. His story Martin Chuzzlewit was running in French as a daily serial in the Moniteur of 1855. Celebrity in foreign lands has a special appeal, and Dickens writes to Wills (October 24, 1855) with pardonable pride:

You cannot think how pleasant it is to me to find myself generally known and liked here. If I go into a shop to buy anything and give my card, the officiating priest or priestess brightens up, and says: ‘Ah! C’est l’écrivain célèbre! Monsieur porte un nom très distingué. Mais! Je suis honoré et intéressé de voir Monsieur Dick-in. Je lis un des livres de Monsieur tous les jours.’ (In the Moniteur.) And a man who brought some little vases home last night said, ‘On connâit bien, en France, que Monsieur Dickin prend sa position sur la dignité de la Littérature. Ah! C’est grande chose! Et ses caractères (this was to Georgina while he unpacked) ‘sont si spirituellement tournés! Cette Madame Tojair (Todgers). Ah! Qu’elle est drôle, et précisément comme une dame que je connais à Calais!’ Ever faithfully,

C. D.

Indeed, during this second residence the translation of Dickens’s books took on a new and definite form. The illustrious house of Hachette undertook the publication of all Dickens’s works. A special staff of translators was engaged. For the first time the author himself was to get some money out of it, the contract calling for £440 in ten monthly instalments. This, where no legal obligation existed, was generous enough. Dickens himself sat in conference with his translators, fascinated with his new rôle.

In later times, the Hachette translations have been much criticized. The chief people employed on the work were a distinguished lot, — distinguished for everything except translation. The bulk of the work was done in a hurry at low prices, and with little realization of the extraordinary nicety of translation. Works on humour, more than any others, depend on the peculiar idioms, the slang, and the conventions of the language concerned. It is not possible to put Sam Weller into French without Mr. Weller being reborn in France. When Mrs. Gamp says ‘widge’ or ‘dispoge’ and calls the steamer to Antwerp the ‘Ankworks package’ — how are we to tell a Frenchman that?

But at least the Hachette edition brought Dickens widely to the knowledge of the French people. The rising generation of the second empire heard Dickens’s books read aloud at home, just as their English cousins of the day heard and read Victor Hugo. The give-and-take of literature was part of the new entente of Queen Victoria and Louis Napoleon, of Cobden and Bastiat, of Monsieur Guizot and Lord Macaulay. Perhaps in the long run Dickens had more to do with politics, French and English, than he ever imagined. The silken skein of thought binds tighter than the chains of diplomacy.

Even at that, it is still doubtful how far Dickens’s work was sympathetic to the French mind. The rude denunciation of Jules Janin was presently replaced by the brilliant analysis of Hippolyte Taine, who had the insight to devote to Dickens in his English Literature a place and prominence not usually awarded to an author still alive. But Dickens puzzles Taine. He seems a little crazy. His rush of images, his fantastic comparisons, baffle and fatigue. And this touch of commonness, — Ruth Pinch (in Martin Chuzzlewit), charming in her handling of a beef-steak pudding, — but why not a rose?

‘And Dickens,’ says Taine, ‘like all English novelists, is hopelessly respectable (in the English sense). He and his fellows work under a formula: “Be moral. All your novels must be such as may be read by young girls. We are practical minds, and we would not have literature corrupt practical life. We believe in family life, and we would not have literature paint the passions which attack family life. We are Protestants, and we have preserved something of the severity of our fathers against enjoyment and the passions. Among these love is the worst.” ’

This of course is true. These are the limitations under which Dickens and all English and American writers lived and worked, — the limitations under which they thought. In his day no one (no one who mattered or counted) wanted to read or write things, or use or hear language, not fit for a Kensington drawing-room or a Boston boarding house. These were the fetters worn by Dickens as he wrote: but he never felt them: he himself was utterly and absolutely respectable. For him the book David Copperfield would have been ruined and disgraced by an ecstatic chapter describing the rapturous months of little Emily in Italy with Steerforth before he tired of her and threw her aside. For M. Taine that would have been a great improvement — more true to life. That is exactly the difference between Dickens and his French counterpart Alphonse Daudet.

Dickens, one repeats, never felt these fetters. Others did. His junior contemporary in America, Mark Twain, was unhappy all his life that he couldn’t put into his books oaths and dirty language such as real people really use: that he couldn’t ‘get after God’ if he wanted to and ‘take a rise’ out of hell. All of this, — American profanity and French immorality, — was utterly alien to Dickens. He himself was utterly and absolutely respectable and orthodox. He turned his Christianity round to get the bright side out, and he turned sinfulness the other way to make it look black. We English are still all like that. We try hard to be tough in our literature, but we can’t, — only in our conduct. Thus may Pecksniff have felt towards life in general, and this, since all is pardonable, may be his exculpation.

 

If a paradox is in place, it may be said that perhaps the best translator of Charles Dickens is Alphonse Daudet. Not that Daudet copied Dickens. He had begun to write in the Dickens manner before he ever heard of Dickens. Later he read his English senior with delight and took on his influence as naturally as a generation of young Englishmen took on Victor Hugo. The result is that his characters are Dickens’s characters turned into French in the real way, in place of the literalism which makes Sam Weller talk the argot of Montmartre for the Cockney of the Strand. Monsieur Delabelle of Froment Jeune et Risler Aîné could slip across into Bleak House as Mr. Turveydrop.

And Tartarin! He is Daudet’s own, absolutely and triumphantly, but he is also a Dickens character fit to sit beside the best of them.

 

Dickens left Paris in April of 1856. He spent some time in London (till the middle of June) occupied, among other things, with the purchase of his new house at Gad’s Hill: went to Boulogne, as already said, for his final summer there (1856), spent in his original Château des Moulineaux. The winter following was passed in London. On Twelfth Night (January 6, 1857) there were the usual Tavistock House theatricals, the chief piece being The Frozen Deep, a romantic drama specially written by Wilkie Collins.

Apart from the editing, which never stopped, the chief literary work was now the writing of Little Dorrit. Dickens had begun the story in 1858: much of it was written and some of it had appeared while he was still in Paris. The story came out in the usual monthly numbers, with ‘Phiz’ (Hablôt Browne) as the illustrator. It ran all through 1856, and for the first six months of 1857. It was published by Bradbury and Evans as a book in June 1857.

The book is certainly not one of the most readable of Dickens’s novels. The plot is intricate and confused. Few readers follow it and none remember it. The separate threads of the story are ill joined. It was the characteristic mode of Dickens, — as of Walter Scott and of so many of the writers of the nineteenth-century novel, — to start a story from a variety of separate scenes and characters, at first entirely disconnected and presently joining like little rivers to form a single stream. As rivers joining swell in power to a flood, so the convergent streams unite to intensify their common interest. It is doubtful whether such art is ever level with the intensity of a single interest sustained without a break, maintained without digression and without retrospect, moving like life itself. But the method at least allows for greater length, for more characters, for variety and diversity of appeal. A story of the length of a Dickens book told along a single thread would of necessity be without climax or culmination, or would have to keep ‘culminating’ and starting again like Pickwick. Such a narrative is apt to degenerate into the endless repetition of the picaresque narrative or of the thirty-night Chinese drama. But, on the other hand, the story with a culminating plot arising from separate beginnings can only truly succeed if the parts are really connected and come together as natural components of a common climax. This is done, and done with great effect, in Bleak House: but not so in Little Dorrit or the later completed books. The reader keeps wondering what certain people have to do with the story, and probably never knows, or finds the connection faint and unwarranted, the motives and actions overstrained and overdrawn.

But the story is at least majestic in the main conception of its pathos. The sombre shadow of the Marshalsea prison lies across its pages. Nor is there any more marvellous depiction of character in all fiction than that of Edward Dorrit. He is drawn not only with all the skill of Dickens, but with a different kind of skill from that which Dickens generally cared to use. Even people outside of college classes, who read books only for the pleasure of reading them, and never spoil fiction by studying it, have some general notion of the broad distinction of romanticism and realism. The romanticist tries to convey the truth of art by idealizing it, by over-stating it, by exaggerating it. The realist seeks to convey truth by describing things, or trying to describe things, just as they are and by reporting language just as said. The danger is that the sheer exaggeration of the romanticism may lead away into unreality, and the attempt of the realist to describe things as they are may lead to an impression of things as they are not.

Thus when Dickens as a romanticist pours out a flood of tears and sentiment from Mrs. Annie Strong, or a moral homily of Kate Nickleby, he fails utterly. But look at Edward Dorrit. Every word that he says is exactly what he would have said, not a syllable, not a sentence, not a pause or an ejaculation, that is not absolutely and literally Edward Dorrit. No Maupassant that ever wrote could have wished the transcription more photographic, the art more literal. There is no need for comment, for direction, for confidential comments with the reader. Dickens and his reader for once have stepped clean out of the book and there is just Edward Dorrit, — living, moving — not even a book at all. It is marvellous. Sustained quotation is not here possible. But let the reader consult again, let us say, the chapters 17 and 18 of Part II, the concluding scenes of Dorrit’s life. The sentence, ‘ ”Amy, my dear,” he repeated, “will you go and see if Bob is on the lock” ’ — is one of the great things of literature.

Apart from its larger interests, the book contains, unrecognized by those who do not know about it, the record of an interesting episode in Dickens’s life, and a unique episode in the history of letters. By this is meant the inside history of Flora and Dora.

It is an episode which Dickens’s biographer Forster, who probably knew all about it, prefers to gloss over, without actual names. But what was sacred then is history now.

All readers of Dickens’s books recall Dora of David Copperfield as one of his chief creations, never forgotten by any reader. The sudden falling in love of David Copperfield, annihilated at sight by the vision of Dora Spenlow, is one of the treasures of literature. Readers of Little Dorrit are not so numerous, and many of them could easily forget poor Flora Finching, — fair, fat, and forty, and such a contrast to the radiant and juvenile charm of Dora. Yet Flora and Dora are the same person. And Dickens himself was at one time the David Copperfield enslaved by Dora and the Arthur Clennam, from whom fell so easily the shackles he had worn in slavery to Flora.

The story runs thus. In Dickens’s youthful days when he was struggling with shorthand, reading in the British Museum and hoping to become a parliamentary reporter, he made the acquaintance, as already noted, of the Beadnell family. Mr. Beadnell was a banker of Lombard Street, and as such was, as already said, a cut above Dickens and his queer half-shabby home. Mr. Beadnell’s more genteel establishment was adorned further by the presence of three charming daughters. With one of them, Maria, young Charles fell violently in love: to see how violently we have only to open the pages of David Copperfield. We are told that when Dickens undertook to write his autobiography and set down with pen and ink the story of his early and unforgettable love, he tore the pages up as if the story were too sacred for revelation. Later on, — and we have his own written word for it, — he rewrote it as the love of David Copperfield for Dora Spenlow. Fiction contains no better portrayal of the sudden onslaught of the God of Love.

‘Where is Miss Dora?’ said Mr. Spenlow to the servant. ‘Dora!’ I thought. ‘What a beautiful name!’

We turned into a room near at hand, and I heard a voice say, ‘Mr. Copperfield, my daughter Dora, and my daughter Dora’s confidential friend.’ It was no doubt Mr. Spenlow’s voice, but I didn’t know it, and I didn’t care whose it was. All was over in a moment. I had fulfilled my destiny. I was a captive and a slave. I loved Dora Spenlow to distraction.

She was more than human to me. She was a Fairy, a Sylph. I don’t know what she was, — anything that no one ever saw, and everything that everybody ever wanted. There was no pausing on the brink: no looking down or looking back: I was gone headlong, before I had the sense to say a word to her.

For the next year or more (this was in 1830 and 1831) Dickens remained in the same state of agonized love which he has described in the case of David Copperfield. But his passion was scarcely reciprocated. The young Maria, — she was nineteen, — was what is described in the Victorian days as a coquette, and what has since been called a ‘vamp.’ The banker and his family did not regard the lovesick boy as a serious suitor. Maria presently was sent away to a French school. Charles wrote impassioned letters such as he alone could write. Maria sent back the letters but made copies of them to keep, — not for love’s sake, but as an Iroquois kept scalps. Within a year or so the correspondence died, frozen to death. For twenty years Dickens never saw Maria again. She remained as a ‘lost love’ whose memory carried through his subsequent engagement, his marriage, his home life, — unspoken but not forgotten.

Then, twenty years later, she came back into his life. In February 1855 she wrote to her now famous sweetheart of old days. She too by this time was married, had been married for ten years, to a Mr. Henry Winter, and had a little daughter of her own. Dickens wrote back with wild exuberance. He wrote as David Copperfield would have written Dora. It never occurred to him to wonder what Mrs. Winter looked like now. He wrote to her as she was then: once again he did not pause on the brink but plunged in headlong. He sent her the Copperfield book and told her to read in it of his feelings for her and to realize, ‘How dearly that boy must have loved me, and how vividly this man remembers me.’ A correspondence followed, — love letters one might call them apart from the outward decorum of the form.

Then came a meeting: and with the meeting all Dickens’s passionate love for the sweetheart of his dreams broke instantly and vanished into such stuff as dreams are made of.

The scene may be read in the pages of Little Dorrit where the fictitious Arthur Clennam meets after twenty years the imaginary Flora. Changed the names and fiction and imagination are turned into cruel facts.

In his youth he had ardently loved this woman, and had heaped upon her all the locked-up wealth of his affection and imagination. That wealth had been, in his desert home, like Robinson Crusoe’s money; exchangeable with no one, lying idle in the dark to rust, until he poured it out for her. Ever since that memorable time, though he had, until the night of his arrival, as completely dismissed her from any association with his Present or Future as if she had been dead (which she might easily have been for anything he knew), he had kept the old fancy of the Past unchanged, in its old sacred place. And now, after all, the last of the Patriarchs coolly walked into the parlour, saying in effect, ‘Be good enough to throw it down and dance upon it. This is Flora.’

Flora, always tall, had grown to be very broad too, and short of breath; but that was not much. Flora, whom he had left a lily, had become a peony; but that was not much. Flora, who had seemed enchanting in all she said and thought, was diffuse and silly. That was much. Flora, who had been spoiled and artless long ago, was determined to be spoiled and artless now. That was a fatal blow.

This is Flora?

‘I am sure,’ giggled Flora, tossing her head with a caricature of her girlish manner, such as a mummer might have presented at her own funeral, if she had lived and died in classical antiquity, ‘I am ashamed to see Mr. Clennam, I am a mere fright, I know he’ll find me fearfully changed, I am actually an old woman, it’s shocking to be so found out, it’s really shocking!’

He assured her that she was just what he had expected, and that time had not stood still with himself.

‘Oh! but with a gentleman it’s so different, and really you look so amazingly well that you have no right to say anything of the kind, while, as to me you know — oh!’ cried Flora with a little scream, ‘I am dreadful!’

The Patriarch, apparently not yet understanding his own part in the drama under representation, glowed with vacant serenity.

‘But if we talk of not having changed,’ said Flora, who, whatever she said, never once came to a full stop, ‘look at Papa, is not Papa precisely what he was when you went away, isn’t it cruel and unnatural of Papa to be such a reproach to his own child, if we go on in this way much longer people who don’t know us will begin to suppose that I am Papa’s Mama!’

That must be a long time hence, Arthur considered.

‘Oh Mr. Clennam you insincerest of creatures,’ said Flora, ‘I perceive already you have not lost your old way of paying compliments, your old way when you used to pretend to be so sentimentally struck you know at least I don’t mean that, I — oh I don’t know what I mean!’ Here Flora tittered confusedly, and gave him one of her old glances.

The Patriarch, as if he now began to perceive that his part in the piece was to get off the stage as soon as might be, rose and went to the door by which Pancks had worked out, hailing that Tug by name. He received an answer from some little Dock beyond, and was towed out of sight directly.

‘You musn’t think of going yet,’ said Flora — Arthur had looked at his hat, being in a ludicrous dismay, and not knowing what to do: ‘you could never be so unkind as to think of going, Arthur — I mean Mr. Arthur — or I suppose Mr. Clennam would be far more proper — but I am sure I don’t know what I’m saying — without a word about the dear old days gone for ever, however when I come to think of it I dare say it would be much better not to speak of them and it’s highly probable that you have some much more agreeable engagement and pray let Me be the last person in the world to interfere with it though there was a time, but I am running into nonsense again.’

Was it possible that Flora could have been such a chatterer, in the days she referred to? Could there have been anything like her present disjointed volubility, in the fascinations that had captivated him?

It is a nice question in the morality of literature, if there is such a thing, whether Dickens was justified in thus putting his old love to the degradation of this appearance as a character in his book. Even as fiction the fate of Flora is cruel enough, and if Arthur Clennam had really said all that is quoted above of a real person in real life, he would have been an unutterable cad. We can only excuse it because it is fiction, and Clennam enjoys the usual licence of fiction in being permitted to think out loud.

But in actual fact, how must Mrs. Winter have thought and felt about it? When Little Dorrit appeared in 1857 she must have recognized herself: and her friends, to whom no doubt she had gushed over the story of the great writer’s infatuation, must have recognized her: and her friends’ friends would soon have heard all about when the whole love affair crumpled flat and Dickens put her in the pillory. For even during her lifetime (she lived till 1886) the story that Flora was Dora was familiar in literary criticism. It is true that Charles Dickens the younger, a kindly man who loved his father’s memory, undertook (years after, in an Introduction written for an edition of David Copperfield) to minimize the connection between Dora and Flora. ‘There is some reference in Mr. Forster’s Life’, he writes, ‘to a “Dora” who came across Charles Dickens’s path very early in his career — when he was eighteen, in fact — but as she married somebody else and developed afterwards into the “Flora” of Little Dorrit, she could have very little to do with Dora Spenlow.’ But this won’t do. And we must remember too that Charles Dickens, Junior, tried to deride the idea that Mr. Micawber was in reality his grandfather, old John Dickens, — a plea which puts his evidence out of court.

In any case the question of Mrs. Winter’s feelings from and after 1857 was probably not a matter of much moment to Charles Dickens. He was quite definitely done with her. After they had met their rôles were changed. She gushed. He froze. Presently her husband lost his money: she appealed to Dickens for help. He suggested that her father, or his estate, ought to help. He was writing to her now as ‘dear madam’ and evidently sick of her. The man was no longer ‘vivid,’ and the boy had vanished as completely as the boy on the burning deck. It is a sad story. One turns from it with pleasure to the eternal loves of fiction.

 

But whatever its merits and its extraneous interest, the book Little Dorrit gives other evidence of the wearing down of Dickens and of the breaking strain under which he was now living. There is in it little of the comic element, or little that is successful, and hardly anything of what may be called uproarious fun. The test of this quality is applied when a book is read aloud. Throughout Dickens’s life-work it appears in a diminishing degree, from the hilarious merriment of Pickwick to the sombre mystery of Edwin Drood. Pickwick is, of course, the most laughable of Dickens’s books. There is a lot of fun in the books that follow. Mr. Mantalini is gloriously funny. Mrs. Gamp is a treasure: in Copperfield the portrayal of Micawber is the embodiment of humour and runs close to fun all the time. Even in Bleak House Mrs. Jellaby is worthy to sit with Pickwick. But in Little Dorrit how little of this is left, — insight, pathos of character, yes; but of sheer exuberant fun (to be read aloud), — no: not much. Even the Circumlocution Office is satire rather than fun.

In part one admits this change in Dickens is but the transit of the mind from the laughing years of adolescence to the sobriety, the disillusionment of age. Dickens, of course, as a young man was filled with high spirits beyond the common lot. He loved laughter, wild pranks, huge jokes and vast pretences. At sea he organized the amusement of a ship’s company. On land he led in merriment and fun. His life was a game of leap-frog. All of this was reflected in the tumult of his books, — the wild images, the crowded metaphors, the rushing thoughts like autumn leaves in the wind. This quality could not be simulated. When it is artificial, the artifice falls into tatters. As Dickens weakened under the strain of his life this high quality of spontaneous fun slackens and passes away. It is in the pages of Little Dorrit that we are first truly conscious of its absence.

The book was written as the shadow, — like the shadow of the Marshalsea wall — began to fall over its writer’s later life. Yet even in these later days fate and fortune which had given him so much had still one more magic offering. This was the gift of his country home, — at Gad’s Hill in Kent, — and with it the fulfilment of a childish dream. It was like a fairy story come true.

Gad’s Hill, where the house stood, is half a mile from Chatham, on the road from London to Dover. When Dickens lived at Chatham as a little boy and went out for walks with his father, he used to notice and admire a country house that stood on the summit of the hill. He himself has described in his own unique fashion how the house attracted him as a child. In a paper written in The Uncommercial Traveller about a journey on the Dover Road, he draws a picture of meeting his imaginary former self as ‘a very queer small boy’ to whom he gives a ride on the way to school.

‘ ”Do let us stop at the top of the hill and look at the house there, if you please,” said the very queer small boy.

‘ ”You admire that house?” said I.

‘ ”Bless you, Sir,” said the very queer small boy, “when I was not more than half as old as nine, it used to be a treat for me to be brought to look at it. And now I am nine I come by myself to look at it. And ever since I can recollect, my father, seeing me so fond of it, has often said to me, If you were to be very persevering, and were to work very hard, you might some day come to live in it. Though that’s impossible,” said the very queer little boy, drawing a low breath.’

 

It is a pretty fancy, and conveys its meaning better than volumes. Not only the Gad’s Hill house but all the country was included in Dickens’s memory and his affections and connected with his work. On the Dover Road, that winds its seventy miles from the south side of the Thames to the channel, is Greenwich, six miles out, where Dickens and his companions held their uproarious dinners in the early days of success: two and a half miles further is Shooter’s Hill, where the coach went tugging upward in the heavy fog of the November night that opens the Tale of Two Cities: twenty-three miles from London is Chalk, where Dickens spent his honeymoon: three miles on is Gad’s Hill, and beyond that, twenty-nine miles from London, is Rochester, the Cloisterham of Edwin Drood, but still more immortal from the fact that ‘Mr. Pickwick and his three companions had resolved to make Rochester their first halting place.’ One can almost hear from its cathedral the voice of Mr. Jingle,— ‘glorious pile, — frowning walls, — tottering arches.’

The Gad’s Hill house fell on to the market in 1855. Dickens chanced that way and saw the notice of sale. ‘When I was at Gravesend t’other day,’ he wrote to Wills (February 9, 1855) ‘I saw at Gad’s Hill, a little freehold to be sold. The spot and the house are literally “a dream of my childhood.” ’ By an odd chance the property belonged to one of Dickens’s magazine contributors. He opened negotiations at once and finally bought it in March of 1856 for £1780. He had at the time no intention of making it his permanent or even his principal home. He calculated that by spending a thousand pounds on renovation he could rent it for a good return (£100) on his investment. Meanwhile he could have the joy of possessing it and of occupying it between whiles. He actually moved into it as a summer residence in June 1857. As it turned out, he never rented it except for four months (in 1860). Later on, after his separation from his wife, he sold Tavistock House, and Gad’s Hill Place became and remained his permanent home. It was there that he died, and the house is more identified with his name than any other of his many residences.

Gad’s Hill Place, as the Dickens house is called, stands on the top of Gad’s Hill, the rendezvous of Shakespeare’s Falstaff. It was a two-story brick house at that time, about eighty years old. It stood in comfortable grounds with gardens, lawns, and orchard. The property included, across the Dover Road, a piece of woodland with two beautiful cedars. This Dickens connected to Gad’s Hill Place by a subway. Here he presently set up (1865), as a study, a Swiss chalet sent to him, in ninety-four pieces, as a present from a French friend. Here he sat at work, in the wonderful spring-time of Kent, on the last afternoon of his life. But before that, much work, much achievement and no little suffering were still to come.


CHAPTER IX. DICKENS SEPARATES FROM HIS WIFE (1858)

[image: img117.jpg]

TO THE OUTSIDE world, and to those who knew him only as a sort of public character, the life of Charles Dickens in 1857 and 1858 was still a continued round of activity and success.

But for those who knew him in his domestic life, the situation in his home was reaching a climax. We are told that there is a tide in the affairs of men which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune. So, too, in the written record of a life we may mark the inevitable movement of the ebb tide. For Charles Dickens this ebb tide may be said to date from his separation from his wife in May 1858. Up to this time, in the record at least, his adult life looks like one continued and rising success. There had been the phenomenal success of Pickwick and its immediate successors from the pen of ‘Boz’: the triumphal tour to America: and the series of great novels culminating in David Copperfield, which had placed him in the foremost rank of the world’s men of letters, then and for ever. There was as yet nothing, or nothing for the public eye, of the reverse side, — the overwork, the overstrain, the inability to rest: and with it the impatient temperament that cannot tolerate criticism or contradiction: and of the other factors that can sunder lives and break homes, nothing.

But no doubt, — and indeed it so appears from what is written below, — what followed did not come without a long preparation of circumstance. In most of the books upon Dickens very little is made of the separation of the husband and wife, after twenty-three years of a marriage marked by the birth of ten children. The reason is that at the time when John Forster and other early biographers wrote, the death of Dickens was so recent, so many of the family group concerned were still alive, that it seemed indecent to display to the rude eye of public curiosity the sorrows of a broken home. This was, no doubt, a proper feeling, and in a measure still is. Charles Dickens is not yet history, to be mauled about like Charles the Second or Charlemagne. But at the same time it is rather a childish pretence for Forster and such to make out that the separation of Dickens from his wife is of no importance, a mere trivial matter; ‘an arrangement’ as he says, ‘of a strictly private nature.’ If Dickens’s life is so important that we may chronicle all the sorrows of his childhood, the raptures of his courtships, his every movement from London to the sea and from the sea to London, then it is only natural that some little public curiosity may well surround the most important domestic event of his career.

In one guise or another Dickens ‘wrote up’ almost every important phase of his life, — the sufferings of his childhood, the debtors’ prison, his father and his mother and his earliest love. But among the assorted and ill-assorted marriages of his books, — the Dombeys and the Deadlocks, the Gowans and the Murdstones, — one looks in vain for the record of his own marriage. Some instinct withheld his hand.

To the English reading public of 1858 the news that Charles Dickens had separated from his wife came as a sudden shock, with a sense of something like a personal blow. But it had long, long been preparing. Those who knew most said least.

In his intercourse and communications with various friends for some years past Dickens had referred to the increasing unhappiness of his married life. To this was due in part, the restlessness which seemed to haunt him, the inability to obtain tranquillity which hurried him from each exertion to the next. The passing years only added to the strain that was reaching the breaking point. That he refrained so long from an open separation was due, no doubt, largely to his conceit of his own eminence, his acceptance of himself as a sort of trustee of public morality. Of great men we must take the bad with the good. And there is nothing to admire in Dickens’s attitude towards his wife and the conduct he saw fit to adopt.

To his friend Forster, to whom he always looked for that vindication of his conduct in the eyes of the world which was so essential to his happiness, he had for years back hinted at the failure of his married life. About a year before the final break which he evidently anticipated and, one may say, intended even then, he wrote in some detail.

‘Poor Catherine and I are not made for each other, and there is no help for it. It is not only that she makes me uneasy and unhappy, but that I make her so too and much more so. She is exactly what you know in the way of being amiable and complying: but we are strangely ill-assorted for the bond there is between us. God knows she would have been a thousand times happier if she had married another kind of man, and that her avoidance of this destiny would have been at least equally good for us both. I am often cut to the heart by thinking what a pity it is for her own sake that I ever fell in her way; and if I were sick or disabled to-morrow, I know how sorry she would be, and how deeply grieved myself, to think how we had lost each other. But exactly the same incompatibility would arise the moment I was well again: and nothing on earth could make her understand me, or suit us to each other. Her temperament will not go with mine. It mattered not so much when we had only ourselves to consider, but reasons have been growing since which make it all but hopeless that we should even try to struggle on. What is now befalling me I have seen steadily coming ever since the days you remember when Mary was born, and I know too well that you cannot and no one can help me. . . . I claim no immunity from blame. There is plenty of fault on my side, I dare say, in the way of a thousand uncertainties, caprices and difficulties of disposition, but only one thing will alter all that and that is the end which alters all.’

Forster and other friends seemed to have attempted in vain to intercede: to have called Dickens’s attention to the singularity of his situation in the eyes of the world: to his responsibility to those whose laughter and whose tears had created out of his matchless books a sort of national heritage. They tried to show him that there was in his lot nothing that honour or conscience need refuse to bear, nothing that had not been borne before by thousands less fortunate than he.

It was in vain. Dickens wanted the separation: and when he wanted anything he wanted it with eager intensity and could find a thousand reasons to justify him in wanting it. Nor is there any reason to maintain the pretence that the separation was really by mutual desire. We have no reason to believe that Catherine Dickens,— ‘amiable and complying’, — did anything more than yield to an imperious will and an inevitable fate. But Dickens himself not only wanted the separation: he wanted more than this. He wanted the public, the readers of his books, to accept his separation from his wife as a natural, simple matter, like the news of a trip to the Continent or a visit to Scotland. He wanted no trouble made about it, no criticism and no condemnation.

So when the separation came in May of 1858 Dickens announced it in a sort of manifesto, published in the June number of Household Words, the magazine of which he was the editor. It runs thus:

Twenty-and-three years have passed since I entered on my present relations with the Public. They began when I was so young, that I find them to have existed for nearly a quarter of a century.

Through all that time I have tried to be as faithful to the Public, as they have been to me. It was my duty never to trifle with them, or deceive them or presume upon their favour, or do anything with it but work hard to justify it. I have always endeavoured to discharge that duty.

My conspicuous position has often made me the subject of fabulous stories and unaccountable statements. Occasionally, such things have chafed me, or even wounded me; but, I have always accepted them as the shadows inseparable from the light of my notoriety and success. I have never obtruded any such personal uneasiness of mine, upon the generous aggregate of my audience.

For the first time in my life, and I believe for the last, I now deviate from the principle I have so long observed, by presenting myself in my own Journal in my own private character, and entreating all my brethren (as they deem that they have reason to think well of me, and to know that I am a man who has ever been unaffectedly true to our common calling), to lend their aid to the dissemination of my present words.

Some domestic trouble of mine, of long standing, on which I will make no further remark than that it claims to be respected as being of a sacredly private nature, has lately been brought to an arrangement, which involves no anger or ill-will, of any kind, and the whole origin, progress, and surrounding circumstances of which have been throughout, within the knowledge of my children. It is amicably composed, and its details have now but to be forgotten by those concerned in it.

By some means, arising out of wickedness, or out of folly, or out of inconceivable wild chance, or out of all three, this trouble has been made the occasion of misrepresentations, most grossly false, most monstrous, and most cruel — involving, not only me, but innocent persons dear to my heart, and innocent persons of whom I have no knowledge, if, indeed, they have any existence — and so widely spread, that I doubt if one reader in a thousand will peruse these lines, by whom some touch of the breath of these slanders will not have passed, like an unwholesome air.

Those who know me and my nature, need no assurance under my hand that such calumnies are as irreconcileable with me, as they are, in their frantic incoherence, with one another. But, there is a great multitude who know me through my writings, and who do not know me otherwise; and I cannot bear that one of them should be left in doubt, or hazard of doubt, through my poorly shrinking from taking the unusual means to which I now resort, of circulating the Truth.

I most solemnly declare, then — and this I do, both in my own name, and in my wife’s name — that all the lately whispered rumours touching the trouble at which I have glanced, are abominably false. And that whosoever repeats one of them after this denial, will lie as wilfully and as foully as it is possible for any false witness to lie, before Heaven and earth.

Charles Dickens.

It seems deplorable that Dickens should have stooped to an act of such atrocious bad taste. In still worse taste was what happened after. He insisted that the publishers of Household Words, Messrs. Bradbury and Evans, should also publish the manifesto in another of their publications with which Dickens himself had no connection, namely, the gay and youthful Punch. Their common sense compelled a refusal. Dickens in a frenzy of anger broke off all dealings with them. He raged and fumed at the comments, the condemnations and the innuendoes that appeared in the Press. He prepared and gave to an American newspaper correspondent an intimate account of his domestic troubles, excusing himself from blame. Then he raged and fumed again when the correspondent printed it all in the New York Tribune. Dickens claimed that it was only a private letter, a plea which shows how unbalanced was his mind.

The letter runs: — 

‘Mrs. Dickens and I lived unhappily together for many years. Hardly any one who has known us intimately can fail to have known that we are in all respects of character and temperament wonderfully unsuited to each other. I suppose that no two people, not vicious in themselves, ever were joined together who had a greater difficulty in understanding one another, or who had less in common. An attached woman servant (more friend to both of us than a servant), who lived with us sixteen years, and is now married, and who was and still is in Mrs. Dickens’s confidence and in mine, who had the closest familiar experiences of this unhappiness, in London, in the country, in France, in Italy, wherever we have been, year after year, month after month, week after week, day after day, will bear testimony to this.

‘Nothing has, on many occasions, stood between us and a separation but Mrs. Dickens’s sister, Georgina Hogarth. From the age of fifteen she has devoted herself to our house and our children. She has been their playmate, nurse, instructress, friend, protectress, adviser, and companion. In the manly consideration towards Mrs. Dickens which I owe to my wife, I will merely remark of her that the peculiarity of her character has thrown all the children on some one else. I do not know — I cannot by any stretch of fancy imagine — what would have become of them but for this aunt, who has grown up with them, to whom they are devoted, and who has sacrificed the best part of her youth and life to them. She has remonstrated, reasoned, suffered, and toiled, again and again to prevent a separation between Mrs. Dickens and me. Mrs. Dickens has often expressed to her her sense of her affectionate care and devotion in the house — never more strongly than within the last twelve months.

‘For some years past, Mrs. Dickens has been in the habit of representing to me that it would be better for her to go away and live apart; that her always increasing estrangement aggravated a mental disorder under which she sometimes labours — more, that she felt herself unfit for the life she had to lead as my wife, and that she would be better far away. I have uniformly replied that we must bear our misfortune, and fight the fight out to the end; that the children were the first consideration, and that I feared they must bind us together “in appearance”.

‘At length, within these three weeks, it was suggested to me by Forster that, even for their sakes, it would surely be better to reconstruct and rearrange their unhappy home. I empowered him to treat with Mrs. Dickens as the friend of both of us for one-and-twenty years. Mrs. Dickens wished to add, on her part, Mark Lemon, and did so. On Saturday last, Lemon wrote to Forster that Mrs. Dickens “gratefully and thankfully accepted” the terms I proposed to her. Of the pecuniary part of them I will only say that I believe they are as generous as if Mrs. Dickens were a lady of distinction and I a man of fortune. The remaining parts of them are easily described — my eldest boy to live with Mrs. Dickens and take care of her; my eldest girl to keep my house; both my girls, and all my children but the eldest son, to live with me, in the continued companionship of their aunt Georgina, for whom they all have the tenderest affection that I have ever seen among young people, and who has a higher claim (as I have often declared for many years) upon my affection, respect, and gratitude than anybody in the world.’

But he got what he wanted. Out of his house went Mrs. Dickens, and he never looked upon her again.

After the first rancorous splutterings in various newspapers about Dickens’s separation from his wife, there seems to have settled down over the whole matter a sort of decent conspiracy of silence. It still lies under a veil. The relation of Charles Dickens to those who read his works was of a unique character: it was a sort of personal bond in which admiration was fused into affection. He seemed not a writer but a friend, a comforter whose wide human sympathy brought consolation to the afflicted and laughter to the disconsolate. To such readers it seemed painful to think that the writer who had depicted a hundred happy marriages of people who lived happily ever afterwards, had put aside his wife: that he could not bear the little trials of daily life, that he could not exercise the tolerance he extolled nor the quiet devotion which he loved to exalt. On his own statement there was no question of those grave faults which even then could break asunder the marriage bond. It seemed, and it still seems, amazing that one who enjoyed fame and fortune and adulation could not find the manhood to endure such minor misfortune as came to his lot.

So there arose the conspiracy of silence. Take as typical the almost ridiculous explanation given by a biographer of his ‘life,’ published just after the great novelist’s death, — at a time when there were still thousands of people who must have had some knowledge of the inner aspects of his family life.

‘The simple explanation was,’ he writes, ‘that a misunderstanding had arisen between Mr. and Mrs. Dickens of a purely domestic character, — so domestic, — almost trivial indeed, — that neither law nor friendly arbitration could define or fix the difficulty sufficiently clear (sic) to adjudicate upon it. All we can say is that it was a very great pity that a purely family dispute should have been brought before the public, and saying this much, we trust the reader will think we add wisely in dropping any further mention of it.’

‘A misunderstanding of a trivial character!’ So trivial that Dickens put aside his wife for it; put her out of his beautiful home and went on living there himself; that on account of it the children were divided up; that the eldest son left his father’s house; that Dickens, on account of it, never saw his wife again; that when he was stricken and dying no one sent for her, and in the wording of his will his antipathy to her spoke from beyond the grave.

It is not possible to gloss over so utter a catastrophe, such a complete collapse of what should by rights have been the happiest home in England.

 

What, then, was the trouble? It is amazing how little information in regard to Dickens’s wife is given in the voluminous mass of biographies, criticisms, articles and letters which record the incidents of his life. She was younger than he was by some years; it was no case of crabbed old age assorted with glowing youth. She was little over forty years old when he put her aside. The portrait painted by Maclise of the Royal Academy about 1846 shows her as a beautiful woman. In point of intellect one looks in vain in the record for any sign of a brilliant mind or a cultivated intelligence. It would seem probable that Mrs. Dickens had not a mind of a high order, that she was even what is called in the slang of to-day, ‘dumb.’ Her husband in one of the few letters from America in which he gives her more than a casual mention as ‘Mrs. Dickens,’ writes of her acting in garrison amateur theatricals at Montreal (1842); ‘But only think of Kate playing! And playing devilish well, I assure you!’ And on the playbill which he enclosed, where her name appears as taking the part of Amy Templeton in a farce called Deaf as a Post, he puts no less than eight notes of exclamation after it (!!!!!!!!). As who should say, what do you know about this? Such comments as applied to a good-looking young woman of twenty-six seem to mean only one thing.

But, after all, a woman who brings ten successive children into the world in sixteen successive years, and carries the burden of a noisy nursery, may well shine with a different illumination than that of the footlights of the stage and the chandelier of the drawing-room.

Mr. A. W. Ward, who wrote in 1882 a critical account of Dickens’s career, implies that Dickens had never loved his wife. The causes of the separation, he says, ‘were an open secret to his friends and acquaintances. If he had ever loved his wife with that affection before which incompatibilities of temper and disposition fade into nothingness, there is no indication of it in any of his numerous letters addressed to her.’

And, on the other hand, what a difficult person, what an almost impossible person, must Charles Dickens have been to live with and to live up to. It was not alone the sheer exuberance of his energy, the intensity of his mental life, his thought, his conversation. It was, as he grew older, his impatient temperament, his inability to brook criticism or contradiction, his inordinate desire to be always right. The very meekness which bowed before it became in itself an added offence.

 

In the vast mass of literature which has grown up about Charles Dickens, it is strange what a silence envelops the personality and the memory of his wife. He himself lived in a blaze of notoriety, and in his later life in the limelight of publicity. Public attention was naturally focussed upon him. She passed unnoticed. In the American tour of 1842 she got no further than to be chronicled in the Press as part of ‘Charles Dickens, Esq., and lady,’ and the polite generalities already quoted. Hardly a word is said about her in all the contemporary pictures of Charles Dickens and his entourage at home. There is extant a letter in regard to her written by a Mrs. Christian which carries a description of what she looked like.

I thought her a pretty little woman, with the heavy-lidded, large blue eyes so much admired by men. The nose was a little retroussé, the forehead good, mouth small, round, and red-lipped, with a pleasant smiling expression, notwithstanding the sleepy look of the slow-moving eyes. The weakest part of her face was the chin, which melted too suddenly into the throat. She took kindly notice of me, and I went down with a fluttering heart to be introduced to ‘Boz.’

There is also a description written by the dreamy little Dane, Hans Andersen of the Fairy Tales, who had formed a pen-and-ink friendship with Dickens and visited the family just before the crash. Mrs. Dickens, he says, ‘had a certain soft and womanly repose about her; but whenever she spoke there came such a light into her large eyes and such a smile upon her lips, and there was such a charm in the tones of her voice, that henceforth I shall always connect her and Agnes together.’ Hans Andersen, in short, saw, or thought he saw, the vision of a happy home graced by the noblest heroine of Dickens’s works. But little Hans Andersen had only eyes for Snow Men and enchanted mermaids, and not for the realities of life.

What was Mrs. Dickens like, anyway, as a person? If the accusation of Dickens’s letter to Arthur Smith is true, she must have been a creature to shudder at. Notice the force of the words used, — that he cannot by any stretch of fancy imagine what would have become of his children if left to the care of their own mother. These are terrible words to cast at a woman. Was it right that child after child should be brought into the world to face such awful risk as this? Dickens ought to have talked to their father about it.

What did Mrs. Dickens think? Again silence. When she abandoned her children, — or when they were taken from her (which is the proper phrase?), the youngest was a little boy of six years old. There were two grown girls of eighteen and twenty, and in between a group of five little brothers, — in all, a bevy of bright sweet children halfway between the nursery and the world. Is it nothing to be taken from all that? When they laughed and romped with their clever father at the beautiful Gad’s Hill home and Mrs. Dickens sat in her lodging alone, — what a tragedy Dickens could have made with a pen and ink of a scene like that.

But all is wrapped in silence.

The most brilliant living interpreter of the books of Charles Dickens has sought to explain it for us by saying: ‘His selfishness was wholly a selfishness of the nerves.’ But this explains nothing, or too much. There are a lot of nervous fellows in the penitentiary.

 

It is to Mrs. Dickens’s honour that she took the separation without complaint, without protest. She did not write to Bradbury and Evans; she did not communicate her side of the story to the correspondent of the New York Tribune; she did not take all England into her confidence; she did not wish to have her sorrows chronicled in the pages of Punch; nor had she an affectionate brother-in-law to whose home she could retire.

Here Dickens was fortunate. He had, — or at least a sister-in-law.

 

Ever since his return from America his wife’s younger sister, Georgina Hogarth, had lived in their house. After the separation she continued to live with Dickens and to look after his children to the end of his life. She was with him when he died.

Mamie Dickens, in her little book to which reference has been made, has spoken in affectionate terms of the part played by her aunt. ‘She has been to me,’ she says, ‘ever since I can remember anything, and to all of us, the truest, best, and dearest friend, companion, and counsellor. To quote my father’s own words, “The best and truest friend man ever had.” ’

In his will Dickens left to his sister-in-law the sum of £8,000 free of legacy duty. To his wife he left an annuity of £300 a year. In his will he says: ‘I also give to the said Georgina Hogarth all my private papers whatsoever and wheresoever and I leave her my grateful blessing as the best and truest friend man ever had.’ And when he had finished in his will (it was dated May 12, 1869) the ‘form of words necessary to the plain objects’ of it, he went out of his way to add, ‘I desire here simply to record the fact that my wife since our separation by consent, has been in the receipt from me of an annual income of £600, while all the great charges of a numerous and expensive family have devolved wholly upon myself.’ That is to say, that even after his death, he wanted the world to understand what a generous fellow he had been. The extent of the generosity might have been measured better if he had added that in the last year completed before the will was written the £600 came out of an income of over £30,000. In the same part of the will, he wrote, ‘I solemnly enjoin my dear children how much they owe to the said Georgina Hogarth, and never to be wanting in a grateful and affectionate attachment to her, for they know well that she has been, through all the stages of their growth and progress, their ever useful, self-denying and devoted friend.’

 

Thus the story of Dickens’s broken marriage makes rather sad reading. It leaves a great and unforgettable imperfection in a life otherwise filled with devotion. Nor does it correspond with what one might have expected from the general character of Charles Dickens. In him was nothing of the philanderer, the Lothario, the Don Juan. He drew Mr. Mantalini out of his head, — not out of his life. He was a man who loved his home and his home life. But outside of it, he seems to have preferred the society of men to that of women. Female friendships formed no particular part of his life. One might think perhaps of his long connection with Miss Coutts (the Baroness Burdett-Coutts), to whom he is said to have written over six hundred letters. But then Miss Coutts was a multi-millionaire giving away money. Any of us would have written six hundred letters to her. And the connection implied was not with Miss Coutts, but with the causes she so nobly served. In the volume of such letters recently published the warmth is regulated to the temperature of charity. Dickens enjoyed also to a certain degree the friendship of the somewhat dubious Lady Blessington of Gore House, patroness at large of art and literature. But she was, after all, twenty-three years older than he was, and died when he was thirty-seven. In all the records of his comings and goings there are no surreptitious pages.

Indeed, in regard to women, Charles Dickens from first to last took what one might call an entirely Victorian point of view. He lived well before the days of women’s rights, women’s votes, women in college, and women in the business world. Like all his generation, he rated women intellectually away down. While nominally placed upon a pedestal as angels, fairies, and ministering spirits, in reality they were the inferior sex. Their function was to adorn life, to soften it, to beautify it, — and so on; under these flattering terms was concealed the fact that it was the men who ruled and thought and acted and created. One may realize the position of women as Dickens saw them and depicted them by turning to the pages of the poets:

‘Oh woman! [thus sings one of them] in our hours of ease

Uncertain, coy, and hard to  please,

When pain and anguish wring the  brow,

 A ministering angel thou!’

In accordance with this a generation of women set themselves to be as uncertain and as coy as possible, — no doubt with success. Yet in our day an uncertain stenographer and a coy female police magistrate do not sound quite so convincing; and the pain and anguish business is handed over to the professional care of a trained nurse with a chart and a thermometer. The women, of course, cannot have it both ways, coming and going. And in Dickens’s day they still took it in only one.

It was out of such gossamer as thus indicated that was created the convention of the Victorian heroine; and Charles Dickens took his ‘heroines’ from the accepted Victorian convention.

What he really thought of the intelligence, the intellect, of women can be seen, not through his heroines, but through his female ‘characters.’ Mrs. Nickleby is and remains for Dickens the real embodiment of female intellect, — not an exception or a departure from it, — but the type itself.

To Dickens the female mind, — not Mrs. Nickleby’s alone, but the female mind in general, — is incapable of logic, incapable of a plain sequence of thought, incapable of common sense. It replaces the current of thought by a flow of words. Take, for example, almost at random, any of the Nickleby ‘tirades’ or orations which passed for conversation with that amiable lady, — 

‘I am sure,’ said the worthy lady, with a prefatory cough, ‘that it’s a great relief, under such trying circumstances as these, to have anybody else mistaken for me — a very great relief; and it’s a circumstance that never occurred before, although I have several times been mistaken for my daughter Kate. I have no doubt the people were very foolish, and perhaps ought to have known better, but still they did take me for her, and of course that was no fault of mine, and it would be very hard indeed if I was to be made responsible for it. However, in this instance, of course, I must feel that I should do exceedingly wrong if I suffered anybody — especially anybody that I am under great obligations to — to be made uncomfortable on my account. And therefore I think it my duty to tell that gentleman that he is mistaken, that I am not the lady who he was told by some impertinent person was niece to the Countess of Paving-stones, and that I do beg and entreat of him to go quietly away, if it’s only for,’ here Mrs. Nickleby simpered and hesitated, ‘for my sake.’

To Dickens, as to many others, the joy of this is, that it is not only the way Mrs. Nickleby talked; it is the way women talk. It is, — as it was for Dickens, — every man’s mother, wife, sister and aunt. One could, if need be, compile a whole repository of feminine thought from the conversations of Mrs. Nickleby, Mrs. Gamp, Mrs. Micawber, — a hundred Dickens women. Never, or hardly ever, does there appear in Dickens’s books a woman of what one might call a clear intelligence. One thinks of David Copperfield and Betsy Trotwood only to remember that the whole point about her was that she was just like a man. When she breaks away into idiosyncrasies and absurdities, that reveals the fact that after all she was a woman. Hence all the really successful female characters of Dickens, — the Mrs. Micawbers and the Mrs. Nicklebys and so forth, — are really oddities, freaks, queerites, but truly female because illuminated always with the kaleidoscope of the feminine intelligence. If Dickens’s women readers only realized it, his books are one vast panorama of women as the inferior sex, the lesser sex, — not through injustice or lack of privilege, — but as turned out by the hand of nature. In other words, Dickens really thought very little of women.

One asks: What about the ‘heroines,’ — the Agneses, and the Madeleines and the rest. But the answer is that the ‘heroines’ were not women at all, but were abstractions, conventions, idealizations of what women were wanted to be. The freaks were facts, the heroines were fiction. Thus one may compare with interest the speeches of Mrs. Nickleby with those of her heroine daughter Kate. Dickens meant Mrs. Nickleby’s speeches to be funny; so they are. But so are Kate’s funny, and he didn’t know it. Kate is the type of heroine who requests the presumptuous villain to ‘unhand’ her, — a form of manipulation since lost. Mark the way in which she gives her wicked uncle a ‘telling off’ for introducing her to bad men.

‘In the meantime,’ interrupted Kate, with becoming pride and indignation, ‘I am to be the scorn of my own sex, and the toy of the other; justly condemned by all women of right feeling, and despised by all honest and honourable men; sunken in my own esteem, and degraded in every eye that looks upon me. No, not if I work my fingers to the bone, not if I am driven to the roughest and hardest labour. Do not mistake me. I will not disgrace your recommendation. I will remain in the house in which it placed me, until I am entitled to leave it by the terms of my engagement; though, mind, I see these men no more! When I quit it, I will hide myself from them and you, and, striving to support my mother by hard service, I will live, at least, in peace, and trust in God to help me.’

Any girl who could really say all this would find that the men, good and bad, had all left her before she finished. One admits, of course, the combination as in the charming and unique Dora of David Copperfield, unsurpassed in fiction. But Dora could only belong in a world where women were the satellites of men. The same is true of the devoted Ada who married Richard Carstone in Bleak House.

To sum it up in a word, Dickens’s women heroines were built on the Victorian convention of the gossamer angel, and his women ‘characters’ were the real women which he saw about him. But the ‘angel’ as a standing chivalrous compliment to women has counterbalanced the standing insult of the freak.

 

At the time when Dickens’s home was broken up his eldest son, Charles, was twenty-one years old, and was employed in the firm of the Barings in London, and was presently sent to Hong Kong by his father to enter the tea trade on his own account. Of his two daughters, Mary, the elder, remained permanently with her father and her aunt. The second, Kate, was soon after (1860) married to Charles Collins, a brother of the famous novelist. The second boy, Walter, went out to India as an ensign and presently became a lieutenant in the 42nd Highlanders. Frank was sent away to school in France and Germany to qualify to join his brother in business, and came home again in 1860. Little Sydney, ‘the ocean spectre,’ was training for the Navy. The other two boys were away at school, only the youngest, ‘Ploom,’ stayed on at home studying with a tutor. Except for gatherings at holiday time, the family circle was gone.


CHAPTER X. DICKENS TAKES THE PLATFORM (1858-1865)

[image: img117.jpg]

PUBLIC READINGS — ALL THE YEAR ROUND — THE TALE OF TWO CITIES — OUR MUTUAL FRIEND

It was just at the time of his separation from his wife that Dickens began the public and professional readings from his books which henceforth filled a large part of his life. His genius was quite as unique in this lesser sphere as in the larger field of letters. It is doubtful whether any one before or since has ever given the same kind of ‘performance’ as Dickens in his public ‘Readings.’ They were not ‘readings’ in the strict sense: still less were they recitations; nor were they ‘monologues’ such as flourish in the world to-day; nor was Dickens ‘acting,’ because he was not appearing in character, and was portraying not one personage, but half a dozen. Moreover, he was talking to his audience, a thing done only by actors who cannot act. What Dickens did was ‘interpretation’, a sort of mesmeric art in which combined acting with reciting, direct appeal with histrionic detachment, and above all contained a sort of hypnotic power of suggestion. Dickens’s audiences were quite truly carried away. They were outside of themselves. They laughed, they sobbed, they were in an ‘ecstasy’. And Dickens controlled them with hand and voice and eye, — like a magician.

The idea of giving this sort of public entertainment had long been in his mind. As far back as December 1853 he had given public readings of his Christmas Carol and his Cricket on the Hearth at Birmingham to aid the funds of the town Institute. They were followed by other random appearances for various charities. Everywhere the readings were vastly successful. At Birmingham the Institute gained £500 from them. It occurred to Dickens at the time that a new form of art and a new source of income were here opening for him. John Forster dissuaded him, thinking, quite wrongly, that it would hurt the sale of his books. Dickens laid the idea aside. But in 1857 it came up again. The sudden death (June 8, 1857) of his friend Douglas Jerrold, who left behind him an impoverished family, led Dickens and various others to raise a fund in aid. Among other things, Dickens and Wilkie Collins put on their Frozen Deep at the Gallery of Illustration, the Queen and the Prince Consort graciously attending. The Queen, still more graciously, commanded Mr. Dickens’s presence after the performance to receive congratulations. Dickens, being in ‘farce dress,’ and being more royal than royalty itself, refused to come. The lesser of the two sovereigns gave way. The Queen after that saw Dickens only once, — thirteen years later.

For the same fund Dickens gave three public readings of his Christmas Carol in St. Martin’s Hall, London (1857). Their success revealed to him more clearly still his uncanny power before an audience. ‘The two thousand and odd people were like one,’ he wrote, ‘and their enthusiasm was something awful.’ This decided him. The breaking strain of his home life, now grown intolerable, made him doubly eager for outside diversion. He took on the rôle of a professional public entertainer, — an occupation which terminated only with his life.

The public readings which Dickens gave fall into four great series, or tours, in England, Ireland, and Scotland, with a trip to the United States in 1867-1868. The first of these tours was organized by his friend Arthur Smith, and consisted of eighty-seven readings, beginning at Clifton on August 2, and ending at Brighton on November 13, 1858. There was a second series in 1861-1863, managed by a Mr. Headland. Later on, under the celebrated and genial George Dolby, Dickens toured England 1866-1867, and visited America 1867-1868. His last series of readings of 1869-1870 was curtailed by the illness which ended in his death.

To describe any one of Dickens’s public lecture tours is to describe them all. They were from first to last a wild success, a pilgrimage of triumph. He had come into his own. He writes home from his first tour to his sister-in-law, henceforth the sole guardian of his hearth, in terms of constant elation, ‘We had a most wonderful night at Exeter’ (this is August 5, 1858). ‘It was a prodigious crowd, and we turned away no end of people . . . I think they were the finest audience I ever read to . . . I don’t think I ever read so well.’ ‘A wonderful audience last night at Wolverhampton’ (August 12, 1858). ‘If such a thing can be, they are even quicker and more intelligent than the audience I had in Edinburgh . . . I never saw such people.’ ‘We had a tremendous night’ (this time it is Liverpool, August 20, 1858); ‘the largest house I ever had since I first began: two thousand and three hundred people.’ Nor was there any change except in intensity of sentiment when Dickens crossed the Irish Sea and exchanged his English for an Irish audience. His first Dublin lecture (August 24, 1858) proved to him that the Irish could laugh. The next question was, could they cry?

‘I very much doubt,’ Dickens wrote home, ‘the Irish capacity of receiving the pathetic; but of their quickness as to the humorous there can be no doubt. I shall see how they go along with little Paul in his death presently.’ He did see, in a second reading given that same day, — and he appended a postscript to his letter, ‘Their crying was universal, and they were extraordinarily affected. There is no doubt we could stay here a week with that one reading.’

It presently appeared that the Protestants of Ulster could laugh and cry like the Catholics of Dublin. ‘We turned away half the town,’ he wrote from Belfast.

From Ireland he went to the north of England, where his two daughters joined him, and thence to Scotland. The reception was everywhere the same. ‘At Aberdeen we were crammed to the street twice in one day. At Perth . . . the whole town came and filled an immense hall.’

And so on, throughout the tour. There is no doubt that Dickens found in the work not only the fascination of artistic success, but a sort of fierce distraction that helped him to forget his broken home.

But the work was a great strain. From the very beginning it overtaxed his strength.

At first he writes, — still in his first fortnight of it,— ‘I have not felt the fatigue to any extent worth mentioning; though I get every night into the most violent heats.’ But only a little later, ‘My cold has been oppressive, and is not yet gone. I have been very hard (sic) to sleep, too, and last night I was all but sleepless.’ But he had enough reserve power still to stand the fatigue. ‘The work is hard, sometimes overpowering,’ he wrote at the end of the Irish tour, ‘but I am none the worse for it.’

In a sense the novelty and the effort restored him, momentarily, to something like his earlier self. James Payn, who met him for the first time at Edinburgh, — he was then editor of Chambers’s Journal, — speaks of him as ‘full of fun and brightness,’ and says, ‘in five minutes I felt as much at ease with him as though I had known him as long as I had known his books.’ And Dickens wrote home, ‘Payn went with us’ (with himself and his two daughters) ‘to Hawthornden, and we laughed all day.’ This is again the Dickens of Martin Chuzzlewit days and the Cornwall trip.

Dickens’s audience gave vent to their feelings in roars of laughter, in floods of tears, in fits of hysteria unknown to-day outside of a revivalist meeting. In part, of course, this was a matter of the social habit of the day. The expression of sentiment both in words and acts, we must remember, was much more free and unrestrained then than now. It was ‘the thing’ to burst into a generous flood of tears. We have seen how Lord Jeffrey sat and sobbed over the death of little Paul, and Thackeray rolled off his seat at the amateur theatricals. But even with all allowance made, the effect of Dickens’s presentations was extraordinary. Could anything to-day, — even the Irish annuities, — occasion ‘universal crying’ in a Dublin audience? Or this (it is from Scarborough on the first tour, as told in a letter to Miss Hogarth), ‘There was one gentleman at the “Little Dombey” yesterday morning . . . after crying a good deal without hiding it, covered his face with both hands and laid it down on the back of the seat before him and really shook with emotion.’

‘Last night,’ he writes (this on the second tour, January 8, 1862), ‘I read Copperfield (the storm at sea) and positively enthralled the people. It was a most overpowering effect.’ The culminating effect was on Macready at Cheltenham (this was Dickens’s friend the famous actor).

When I got home after ‘Copperfield,’ I found him quite unable to speak, and able to do nothing but square his dear old jaw all on one side, and roll his eyes (half closed), like Jackson’s picture of him. And when I said something light about it, he returned: ‘No — er — Dickens. I swear to Heaven that, as a piece of passion and playfulness — er — indescribably mixed up together, it does — er — no, really, Dickens! — amaze me as profoundly as it moves me. But as a piece of art — and you know — er — that I — no, Dickens! By — I have seen the best art in a great time — it is incomprehensible to me. How is it got at — er — how is it done — er — how one man can — well? It lays me on my — er — back, and it is of no use talking about it!’

The public readings given by Dickens were all taken from his written works. But they were specially edited, altered and selected so as to suit them for presentation. In at least one case he even had the selections reprinted in the form as used on the platform. On his first tour the material used was the Christmas Carol (his favourite rendering), The Chimes, the trial scene from Pickwick, Little Dombey, Boots at the Holly Tree Inn (a Household Words story), the Three Poor Travellers (ditto), and Mrs. Gamp.

The profits, though small compared with the receipts of the later American tour, were very handsome.

Meantime the editorial labours went on. During Dickens’s lecture tour, Wills remained in charge at the office of Household Words, but his chief still sent directions by correspondence. There was the usual ‘Christmas Number,’ with a Dickens article as a special feature, a practice which had gone on without a break since 1851. The number always carried a special title (What Christmas Is, 1851; Stories for Christmas, 1852, etc., etc.), and Dickens always contributed a leading portion of it. This year (1858) the number was called A House to Let, and Dickens wrote for it a chapter on Going into Society.

But the magazine was doomed. After his quarrel with the publishers Bradbury and Evans about inserting in Punch a notice of his separation from his wife, Dickens wanted nothing more to do with them. He bought out all and whatever rights they had in the property for £3,500 and replaced the magazine with a new one, All the Year Round, the offices changed from No. 16 to No. 11 Wellington Street. For publishers Dickens now returned to Chapman and Hall, with whom his works remained till his death.

The new magazine was just the old one under a new name. Nothing was changed. In point of proprietorship, the name and the goodwill belonged to Dickens alone: the profits and losses were to be shared as three quarters and one quarter between Dickens and Wills. Dickens was editor with a salary of £504 a year, Wills sub-editor with £420. To make sure that there would be no interregnum between the two magazines, All the Year Round began appearing (May 28, 1859) while Household Words had still five weeks to run.

From this time on, the conduct of All the Year Round was an essential part of Dickens’s life. It was a continued success. Not only did Dickens’s own writings guarantee for it a wide popularity, but he was fortunate in obtaining the aid of various contributors of the first rank. Wilkie Collins’s No Name ran as a serial in 1862, and Charles Reade’s Very Hard Cash in 1863. Among other contributors of this period were Edmund Yates, Anthony Trollope and Charles Lever.

 

But Dickens himself had given to the new periodical its greatest impetus by beginning in its opening number his own novel, since so celebrated in fiction and in drama, the Tale of Two Cities.

According to his notes and correspondence, he had been revolving in his mind the basis of this new tale for a year or so. It originated in the idea of having ‘a story in two parts with a lapse of time between like a French drama.’ This led him to the idea of the French Revolution. His suggested titles Long Ago, Buried Alive, The Doctor of Beauvais, indicate the movement of his thought. At last (in March 1859) he found the exact title that he wanted, ‘A Tale of Two Cities’. After that the writing went on at breakneck speed, — only one month ahead of its running publication as a serial. The Tale of Two Cities appeared as a weekly serial in All the Year Round (April to November 1859), beginning thus with the opening number of the new magazine. It came out also in monthly numbers with illustrations (June to December), and was published in book form at the end of the year. It was the last of Dickens’s works to be illustrated by Hablôt Browne (‘Phiz’). Dickens, after twenty years of work together, broke off the connection without a word. After this, Marcus Stone and, at the end, S. L. Fildes were his illustrators.

 

Whatever may be its shortcomings, the Tale of Two Cities is a great book. It conveys, imperfect or not, a marvellous picture of the French Revolution. The self-sacrifice of Sydney Carton, giving his wasted life upon the guillotine, has become a legend of the ages. Many of its passages, such as the opening picture of the coach on Shooter’s Hill on a November night, are full of power; others even of majesty. Of its characters, Mr. Lorry of Telson’s bank belongs with John Jarndyce and such, — the elderly men worth more than the youngsters about them, whom Dickens loved to draw; and the figure of Ernest Defarge, the republican patriot, and his wife, the woman of the Terror, remain in the reader’s mind.

It is wonderful that Dickens could have depicted the Revolution so well. It is done by sympathy, not by scholarship. The time, as said in an earlier chapter, was still fairly recent. It had not drifted yet into history. Nor had the industrial life of France when Dickens first knew it, — in the days of diligences and mail coaches, changed much from that of half a century before. All the old people still remembered the Revolution, and every one of middle age looked upon Napoleon and Waterloo as things of yesterday.

Dickens, of course, never having been to college or trafficked with learning, had no notion of the prolonged and assiduous labours of the historical scholar. Because he had looked over Mercier’s Tableau de Paris and such ABC as that, he imagined that he had profoundly studied the French Revolution. Thus did his American counterpart, Mark Twain, because he read books about Joan of Arc in the intervals of writing a shelf of books, giving lectures, telling stories, playing billiards, and smoking cigars, truly believe himself to have spent twelve years of research into the Middle Ages. For such scholarship, the true college historian, buried in book dust to the neck, has but a feeble smile and an unconfessed envy.

It was said of Alexander Hamilton that without having seen Europe he had ‘divined’ it. So with Dickens and the Revolution. From his own knowledge of France, and a fragment here, a fact there, he built it up. Those who know the history intimately will admit the value of the picture which he draws. But it has its limitations. It is coloured just as Thomas Carlyle’s picture (Dickens’s bedside book for years) is all smoke and fury, like a huge genie emerging from a bottle; so with the work of Dickens. His Revolution has not exactly the comic touch of his France and his Boulogne, as discussed above, but it has, all through it, a sort of stage effect. The French scenes all have a touch of play-acting about them, as if the mob were pretending to be a mob, the seigneur acting as a seigneur and revolutionists ‘doing’ the revolution. Yet withal it reaches the mind as few histories do.

Even Dickens’s own admirers, like Forster, admitted that the new book lacked the usual humour. This aspect of Dickens’s work, at least the humour of uproarious fun, the humour that is read aloud to make people laugh, was fading out of Dickens’s work. In the Tale of Two Cities, Jerry Cruncher, the body-snatcher, is meant to be funny but is not. Dickens is so crafty and mysterious about Jerry’s gruesome trade that the reader never suspects he has any.

‘Jerry,’ says Mr. Lorry in the opening pages of the book, ‘say that my answer was “Recalled to Life.”’

Jerry started in his saddle. ‘That’s a blazing strange answer too,’ said he, at his hoarsest.

The reader can have no notion of the meaning, nor will have for hundreds of pages. This is Dickens’s ‘forward reference.’ The reader is supposed to carry a hatful of them as he goes along.

Nor are there many ‘characters’ in the book in the Dickens sense. Sydney Carton is rather a character by his fate than by his individualities. Charles Darney is the best of Dickens’s ‘walking gentlemen,’ but little more. Apart from Carton, the names are not quoted.

But the book is, after all, a beautiful book with a wonderful quality of interest. It is just as well that Dickens left ‘fun’ out of it. He was no longer capable of producing it. It was not that his genius had worn out. But his mind had shifted and saddened. The ‘fun’ of his books after this is jaded and mechanical.

 

It would be without point to chronicle in detail the minor events of Dickens’s life from his taking up his abode at Gad’s Hill until his second tour in America. There was after this no novelty in his life. After the first tumultuous success of the first lecture tour, even that had lost all attraction other than as excitement and as a refuge from restlessness. At the period when Dickens’s life might have been settling down to a long evening of domestic tranquillity he found himself, by the misfortune of his fate, thrust back into the world. He had no home. His boys were growing up and passing out into the world. He moved restlessly from place to place, — rented temporary houses in London, spent odd months in Paris, meditated huge tours in the Antipodes, presided at great meetings, plunged headlong in and out of lecture tours, wrote with a hurried pen that could not wait for inspiration, — and rested never. The world has seen fit to shroud the tragedy of Dickens’s later years.

 

The chronicle of these intervening years shows of itself the hurried and ceaseless activity that could find no peace.

Dickens was at Tavistock House in London in the winter of 1858-59. He went for his first lecture tour, as already said, in the autumn of 1858; continued it by Christmas readings in London. In 1859 he started his new magazine and wrote for it the Tale of Two Cities. In the summer he wrote at high speed a special story, Hunted Down, for an American paper, the New York Ledger, — a unique form of proceeding induced by an offer of $1,000 down. He went to Broadstairs for a fortnight (September 1859), and was off lecturing in the autumn. The next winter, 1859-60, was his last in Tavistock House. In the next year he was chiefly busy with Great Expectations. The marriage of his second daughter, Kate, in this year, — she married Charles Collins, — left him with only one girl at home.

In 1861 he took a house in London from February till the spring, and in March began a second series of readings which went on, with breaks, till 1862. His old friend and manager Arthur Smith being dead, the tour was very much muddled in its arrangement by a cheerful but incompetent Mr. Headland. A further disruption of the tour was the temporary break occasioned by the death of the Prince Consort (December 1861). Great Expectations, as a book, appeared that summer.

In February 1862 Dickens swapped Gad’s Hill for a London house for three months, and gave readings in London that went on intermittently till June. In the autumn he went over to Paris for three months. There, too, he gave readings, — at the British Embassy, again with terrific éclat.

To his restless mind and flagging intellect there was added at this period the successive shocks of various bereavements. The sudden death of Thackeray (December 1863) affected Dickens deeply. They had quarrelled, — over a nothing, years before: had been estranged: had just come happily together; then on Christmas Eve Thackeray was taken.

Nearer to him still was the death of his soldier son Walter, of the 42nd Highlanders, in India, just as the old year went out (December 31, 1863). His brother Frank was on his way out to join him. The year 1864 found Dickens working as best he might, a very poor best, on Our Mutual Friend. This winter again (February to June 1864) he took a house in London. All through this time he seems like a haunted man, living in strange homes.

Meantime his book was finished, — the last he was destined to finish — and appeared in 1865.

One turns a moment to the chief literary work of this closing period, — apart from minor sketches and stories, — the two novels, Great Expectations and Our Mutual Friend.

 

Lovers of Dickens are unwilling to accept any idea of a decline or waning of his powers in later life, of an inferiority of his later books. For affection’s sake and for contradiction’s sake, many judgments have been given warm in praise of the work of his closing years. One notable novelist of the present century has even called Our Mutual Friend Dickens’s best novel. Longfellow tried to think of Edwin Drood as Dickens’s most beautiful book; John Forster persuaded himself that the few additional scraps of it discovered later in his papers were among his friend’s best work. But speaking according to the opinion of the many, the books of the decade of the sixties, — Great Expectations, Our Mutual Friend, and Edwin Drood, — cannot rank among the great works of Dickens. A canvass of opinion anywhere shows that Dickens is widely read, — but the books read are Pickwick and Martin Chuzzlewit, David Copperfield and the Tale of Two Cities, and not the books of the closing years. Edwin Drood is somewhat an exception. It was only half finished. We cannot truly judge it; and in any case its author shifted entirely the emphasis of his work from character to plot. Conceivably he might have opened a new vein with it.

But there are plenty of reasons why the books should be inferior. It is obvious that authors write themselves out; that some songs can be sung once only, whether early in life or late; that the wear and tear of overwork and over-worry can impair any literary output; that commercial reasons will force publication when art would demand delay.

All of these reasons combined in the case of Dickens’s Our Mutual Friend to make it an unhappy child of adversity, the weakling of a robust family. But even Great Expectations, we may expect, could hardly have survived except for its cousinship to still greater.

The opening of the book, — the hunted convict among the gravestones, — the churchyard on the marshes by the sea, — a picture taken from the view from Gad’s Hill, — is as wonderful an opening as only Dickens could make. But the story is throughout on a lower level than the greater books, the characters less convincing, the nullities more null, the plot more involved, the fun, what there is of it, apt to sound forced and mechanical. One looks in vain in its pages for world-famous characters. The ending, — unexpectedly altered from tragedy to relief at the suggestion of Bulwer Lytton, — is as unconvincing as any end must be when fitted on to the beginning of something else.

 

It is fitting to chronicle here, — for chronicling’s sake, — Dickens’s interest at this period in the Guild for Literature and Art. This was a foundation intended to aid necessitous genius with which he had been associated since his early dramatic days. It was an inauspicious enterprise. It meant well, but genius is proverbially difficult to manage. The attempt to build and equip a sort of camouflaged workhouse at Stevenage in Hertfordshire for authors put out to grass proved unsuccessful, a subject even for comic merriment. But from first to last Dickens devoted much time and work to the ill-starred guild. It led a twilight existence till buried by an Act of Parliament at the close of the century.

Like the earlier book Hard Times, the novel Our Mutual Friend is only interesting as illustrating the failures of genius. It seems amazing that even the prestige of Charles Dickens in 1865 could have sustained so poor a book. It is amazing that the prestige of his memory can to some extent still sustain it. It is in reality of little interest or value except for the interest of asking why it has so little value.

For its own sake, the book never is, and never was, very readable. Not even the sentimental Victorians could have tolerated its maudlin tears, not even the long-winded reader of the sixties could have stood for its prolixity; nor the most inquisitive of minds attempt to understand the outline of its plot, — except for the commanding prestige of its author.

Even the kindliest critics have damned it with faint praise. The biographer Forster, whose life was dedicated to his admiration of Charles Dickens, admits that ‘the book will never rank with his higher efforts,’ and confesses that it ‘wants freshness and natural development.’

The very title of the book is dubious as an English phrase, and is without any bearing on the book itself. It so mystified the readers of the opening monthly parts that Dickens had to insert in the next instalment a printed slip that announced,— ‘The reader will understand the use of the popular phrase “Our Mutual Friend” as the title of this book on arriving at the ninth chapter.’ When the reader reaches this exciting spot he finds that two of the characters refer to a third one as ‘our mutual friend,’ and reiterate the phrase twice more. In other words, Dickens has stepped out of the book to talk rather severely to his readers. But any other two characters could equally well have used the designation about any other third one. Dickens apparently had thought of the title long before, and had decided to call a book after it. For any point it has, he might just as well have called the book the ‘Declaration of Independence’ or ‘Jessica’s First Prayer.’

But with or without a title, the plot is what is called by the vulgar ‘fierce.’ Dickens’s plots, — as in Little Dorrit par excellence, — grew more and more involved and intricate as time went on. It is not so much that they were ‘impossible.’ There’s no great fault in that. Most of the best books in the world are impossible. The trouble is that they got so abstruse and involved that no one could follow them. Hence the true Dickens reader learned, and still learns, to leave out the plot. But in Our Mutual Friend the plot is not impossible, and it is not difficult to grasp. It is just idiotic.

The book originated, as did many of his books, with a sort of ‘root idea.’ Some time before he started, Dickens wrote to Forster: ‘A man feigning to be dead, and being dead to all intents and purposes external to himself, and for years retaining the singular view of life and character so imparted, would be a good leading incident for a story.’ So it might, the only trouble would be how to get him dead. Dickens’s solution of the difficulty is as dull and wooden as a tired brain could make it. John Harmon, returning to England as heir to a great fortune, decided to be dead in order to ‘get a line’ on the unknown girl whom his deceased father wanted him to marry. Dickens then proceeds to drown and half drown various people in the Thames with lots of melodrama, midnight fog, and riverside stuff. Again he had to take his readers sharply to task in case they would think themselves too smart in fishing out the real John Harmon from the river. So Dickens added a postscript to the book with a reproof to such readers. ‘I foresaw,’ he said, ‘the likelihood that a certain class of readers would suppose that I was at great pains to conceal exactly what I was at great pains to suggest: namely, that Mr. John Harmon was not slain, and Mr. John Rokesmith was he.’ Dickens adds that ‘an artist may perhaps be trusted to know what he is about in his vocation, if his readers will concede him a little patience.’ This is certainly a comfortable doctrine for those who write books, as it dispenses with the reader’s opinion altogether.

More than that. In the construction of most of Dickens’s books the current of the narrative springs not from one source but from several. It begins with a particular scene and a particular group of people. Then it starts over again, more than once perhaps, with other scenes and other people, — at first totally without connection. Gradually the streams come together, the currents at last unite in one swift flood moving with the power of all. This form of narration has its merits and defects as already said. It lacks the simple breathless interest of the unified narrative. But it lasts longer and allows for a greater width and diversity.

But in Our Mutual Friend the streams have no connection and never come together in any really convincing way. Dickens’s construction of the story is like the work of a tailor making a coat of odd pieces which he had in the shop. Apart from the wet and dripping John Harmon, he had thought of the idea of two people marrying one another each for the other’s money and neither really having any; and he had thought of the idea of new people in society (what we now call, especially in English, nouveaux riches). These two ideas fuse together to make the Veneerings and the Mr. and Mrs. Lammle of the story. But with John Harmon, his fortune and his bride they never connect at all. The effect (speaking with a little exaggeration) is much as if one told the story of Conan Doyle’s Brigadier Gerard and the story of Stevenson’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in alternate chapters, and then in the last chapter explained that the Brigadier Gerard was a cousin to Dr. Jekyll.

Even that wouldn’t have been fatal if the rest were there. One could mix up Mr. Pickwick and David Copperfield half and half and make an agreeable mixture (with a final chapter, perhaps, to explain that David was Mr. Pickwick’s son). But in Our Mutual Friend, — alone among Dickens’s sustained stories, — the people as a lot are not agreeable, not likeable. They are, on the whole, a mean, disagreeable lot. Now Dickens’s people, crooks, freaks, and villains included, live upon their charm. That was, as said elsewhere, the very magic of his genius. Alfred Jingle was a crook and a cheat; and we like him. We also are drawn to the Major Pawkins (of New Eden in Martin Chuzzlewit), who ‘had a most distinguished genius for swindling, who could start a bank, or negotiate a loan, or form a land-jobbing company with any gifted creature in the union.’ We feel we’d like to meet him. Even Wackford Squeers, endowed apparently with every brutal instinct of the bully and the child-beater, somehow waves around his evil character an atmosphere of amusement. One good hiding for the sake of poetic justice squares his account. Only here and there across the pages of Dickens squirms, — designedly on the writer’s part, — the evil figure of a Bill Sikes or a Jonas Chuzzlewit, — unredeemed and hideous. All the rest is caught up into the atmosphere that rarefies evil into human kindliness.

But this only genius can achieve; and in Our Mutual Friend genius was, for the time at any rate, wanting. Hence the characters are nearly all disagreeable and offensive. The Veneerings and all their group are either idiots or horrors. The ‘Barnacles’ of Little Dorrit, who plunder and mystify the British people, are amusing and appealing. The similar people in the Veneering group are just a pack of rascals. Or take the case of Silas Wegg with the wooden leg, who read to Mr. Boffin ‘the decline and fall of the Rooshan empire.’ Here, indeed, should have been, — he began as being, — a true Dickens character. But the tired brain and the faltering hand of his creator cannot hold him up. Wegg becomes a loathsome creature, the fun all out of him. Even Dickens turns against him, intensifies his evil side, and quite undesignedly, spoils him. Or take the incidental Mr. Venus with his little shop of skeletons, articulated joints and pickled specimens. He arose thus. While Dickens was writing the story, Marcus Stone, the illustrator, told him about finding such a shop and such a trade in some odd corner of London. So Dickens must needs drop him into the story. Or take the Jew, the venerable Mr. Riah. Someone had complained to Dickens about his having vilified the Jewish race in the person of old Fagin in Oliver Twist. So, as a compensation, in goes the venerable Mr. Riah, beard, gabardine, speech and all, right out of the Old Testament. What more could the Jews ask than that?

One might say that this is the method of the Pickwick Papers. It is. But it can only be used under inspiration. It is like Edward Longshanks’ sword. You need Edward Longshanks to use it.

What then was wrong? Is it that Dickens was getting old? And what light does it throw upon the perennial ‘old man’ question? Is it true that men succeed when they are young by the force of their mind and the power of their body; and later on in their old age encumber the offices of honour and emolument, monopolize, through the prestige of what once was theirs, the pages of the Press, and the Drama, the dead ashes of extinct genius choking the living fires below? Is the world being ruined by ‘venerable’ statesmen, wars lost by ‘veteran’ generals, and spiritual life numbed by ‘venerable’ prelates? Si jeunesse savait, si vieillesse pouvait! or should it be, Si jeunesse pouvait, si vieillesse savait? If youth only had a chance or old age any brains!

It would seem that in Charles Dickens’s case all the reasons indicated combined to lower the character of his work, — whether in a temporary eclipse or in a permanent darkness, we cannot now tell. His incessant overwork and overstrain, the editing, the readings, his broken home, his restless life, all told against him.

Added to all this, his writing of his last finished book was rudely affected by the special and terrible shock received by him as one of the passengers in the appalling railroad accident at Staplehurst (June 9, 1865).

He himself escaped with only a severe shaking up, but the harrowing scenes of which he was an eye-witness made a terrible and lasting shock upon his system. The haunting recollection that would not leave him added one more item to the distress of mind and weariness of body under which he sought to carry on his work.


CHAPTER XI. THE SECOND VISIT TO AMERICA
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AT THE CLOSE of his labours on Our Mutual Friend Dickens found himself greatly exhausted in mind and body. He seems, moreover, to have been haunted during his remaining years with the idea that his literary powers were waning. No fading beauty questioning the looking-glass suffers more keenly than the author drowsing toward old age. With Dickens it was mainly the fatigue of overstrain. But the sense of apprehension was no less.

Nor could his labour stop. He had to busy himself at once with the Christmas number of his magazine. To his delight, it turned out a great success. As usual, it bore a special title, — Doctor Marigold’s Prescriptions, — and Dickens himself contributed a considerable part of it. At the time Doctor Marigold, — though forgotten now, — was a decided success. Dickens used it from now on as one of his reading pieces for the platform. In the commercial sense this Christmas number and the one that followed, — Mugby Junction, 1866, were among Dickens’s greatest successes. Mugby Junction sold a quarter of a million copies, — an interesting comparison with the 15,000 of the Christmas Carol. Cheap literature (it sold for twopence) was coming into its own.

Meantime with the New Year (1866) Dickens plunged again into his public readings. This time he cut himself loose entirely from the business management and the hazard of profit and loss. He accepted an outright fee of £50 per lecture for the thirty that made the series. The tour began early in the year, ended in June, and included a visit to Ireland and Scotland. It was a vast success, much helped by the able management of George Dolby, henceforth a tower of strength for Dickens in his public work. In the book which Dolby afterwards wrote about his association with Dickens, he tells us that the gross receipts of this tour were nearly £5,000, — leaving a handsome profit for the firm (Messrs. Chappell of London) who financed it.

The readings met everywhere with the same enthusiasm, the same tumultuous success. Any failing there may have been in Dickens’s literary power had no effect upon his histrionic art. But it was the same old story of exhaustion and fatigue. From Liverpool he wrote, ‘the enthusiasm has been unbounded. On Friday night I quite astonished myself: but I was taken so faint afterwards that they laid me on a sofa in the hall for half an hour. I attribute it to my distressing inability to sleep at night.’

Partly to be near his work and partly from sheer restlessness, Dickens made his usual spring migration to a London house (No. 6 Southwick Place). With the departure of his children into the world Gad’s Hill was not the family centre it had been at first. Only when at intervals the boys came back from school and from the sea it turned again into a home like that of earlier years in London. At such intervals the boys published a family newspaper, The Gad’s Hill Gazette, purporting to be sold for twopence.

With the public readings went a few public appearances, such as the dinners to the Dramatic, Equestrian and Musical Fund (February 14, 1866), and the Royal General Theatrical Fund (March 28, 1866). Assistance to the cause of arts and letters and the drama always appealed strongly to Dickens. He was ever ready to take the chair at such gatherings, and his wonderful eloquence in appeal was a valuable asset to them. But society at large he avoided. He was of too self-centred, too dominant a temperament, for the ordinary give and take of social life.

Dolby arranged and conducted certain further readings. But there was now larger game to be seen on the horizon. For some time past suggestions had been made for visiting America in a professional way. Dickens’s circle of readers had grown enormously in that country. His experiment of publishing a story direct in New York (The Haunted Man) was followed by similar publication of two others.

Then as now America valued genius more — in terms of dollars and cents — than did the Old World. The great upheaval of the Civil War had sunk into oblivion all the animosities that had grown out of Dickens’s tour of 1842. Everything was forgiven and forgotten, and slavery itself was no longer there.

The time was ripe for a great artistic and financial success. Dickens’s intimates, — Wills, Forster, and the rest, — sought to dissuade him. They knew too well the risks, — one might almost say the certainties, — involved for Dickens’s broken constitution. It was in vain. The bait was too tempting, and Dickens, in any case, never measured consequences. There was a farewell dinner at the Freemasons’ Tavern (November 2), and he sailed (November 9, 1867) on the Cuba outward bound from Liverpool to Boston.

 

Charles Dickens’s second American pilgrimage began with his landing in Boston in November of 1867 and ended with his departure from New York on April 22, 1868. The whole of the intervening time, with one brief and unintentional cessation, was filled with his work on the platform. The state of his health compelled him to forgo all social engagements and all external activities. The tour as originally planned was to have extended into the southern states and westward to the Mississippi. But in the sequel this proved impossible, and, in a financial sense, unnecessary.

The circumstances of Dickens’s second visit to America differed greatly from those of the first. In 1842 he came with all the exuberance of youthful energy and early success, at a time when celebrity was still new enough to be a constant joy. Moreover, he was, or was prepared to be, intensely interested in America. Like all the people of his generation, he marvelled at the rise of this wonderful new republic, where civilization was spreading in a flood over a vast new continent. Like many of his generation, he had idealized the republic from a distance. There is a certain type of human who is a radical when among conservatives, and a republican when living under a monarchy; who despises the forms and ceremonies of the Old World until he finds himself where they don’t exist, and becomes a loyal and ardent royalist when outside of the domain of kingship. There is no reference here to the revolutionist who conspires to destroy the government under which he lives; but only to the peaceful citizen who prefers the luxury of discontent to the subservience of approval. Dickens himself has often portrayed this type of mind. Mr. Jerry Cruncher, the body snatcher of the Tale of Two Cities, is a fine atheist till he gets to France where they all are.

So was Dickens a first-class radical till he got to America where they all were. He despised all hereditary and clan privileges, all powers and distinctions, precedence and formalities. But when he got to a country where these things did not exist, and where human nature and human impulses ran riot without the restraint of ancient custom, it seemed to him that he was lost in a sea of vulgarity. As a consequence Dickens, on his first visit, as already seen, felt bitterly disillusioned with America.

But that does not alter the fact that in 1842 he came to it with intense interest, intense eagerness, intense enjoyment. The mingled admirations and angers of the first visit were at least an acknowledgment of the importance and interest of America. His attitude of 1842 might be thought insulting, but it was at least complimentary in its intensity.

Far more deprecating in reality was his attitude towards his second visit. When he came in 1867 he took not the faintest interest in the place. He didn’t care whether he saw much of it, any of it, or none of it; whether he went to many cities or a few; whether he visited Canada or cut it out. His wearied energies and his excited mind left him without any interest in the country in which he moved. At this period the great epic struggle of the Civil War had just drawn to a close. Dickens had had time to realize that, after all, the Jefferson Bricks and the Major Pawkinses and all the other oddities and crooks of Martin Chuzzlewit were a terrible people when in arms; that the South might have nourished the evil institution on which he had poured the burning contempt of his indignation, but that it had paid for its sins with a nobility of sacrifice on the field never excelled in history.

But Dickens thought nothing of these things. He had come to America to make money, and his thoughts never wandered far from the box office; this and the personal and artistic interest in his own performances filled all his mind. He chafed to begin, and counted the days and nights till he could end. The weariness of mind and brain, the breaking energy and the ill-health which pursued him in these closing years no doubt explain it all. The Fates were whispering already and holding the open shears close to the thread of life. It is no cause for blame that Dickens took so little interest in America and had no vision to see it. But of the facts there is no doubt. We have only to open the pages of the letters that he sent home to his daughter and to Miss Hogarth to realize his frame of mind.

‘Parker House, Boston,

‘Nov. 21st, 1867.

‘I arrived here on Monday night after a very slow passage from Halifax against head winds. All the tickets for the first four readings were sold immediately on their being issued.’

‘Nov. 25, 1867.

‘I am constantly chafing at not having begun to-night instead of this night week. The tickets being all sold for next week, and no other announcement being yet made, there is nothing new in that way to tell of. Dolby (Dickens’s manager, as already seen) is over in New York, where we are at our wits’ end to keep the tickets out of the hands of speculators . . . My anxiety to get to work is greater than I can express, because time seems to be making no movement towards home until I can be reading hard. Then I shall begin to count and count the upward steps to May.’

This wearied frame of mind is revealed in practically all of the letters that follow. On November 5 he writes to his eldest son from Boston:

‘The tickets for the first four readings here were all sold immediately, and many are selling at a large premium. The tickets for the first four readings in New York were on sale yesterday, and were all sold in a few hours. The receipts were very large indeed, but engagements of any kind and every kind I steadily refuse, being resolved to take what is to be taken myself.’

This same strain of weariness and of eagerness to be at home follows through all of Dickens’s correspondence from America in the ensuing months. It is broken only with remarks on the tremendous success of his lectures, the public enthusiasm and the personal kindness which he met everywhere and the incessant fatigue and illness which pursued him. Of the country itself, even at this moment of its history when emerging from the titanic and heroic struggle of the war, — nothing or practically nothing.

Dolby himself, the manager, seems to have played a hero’s part. He took all Dickens’s troubles and difficulties on his broad shoulders and carried them gaily along. He fought against the speculators that haunted the box office, the press agents, the bores, and the nuisances who would have persecuted his suffering celebrity. Dickens’s one prayer was for rest and peace, and as far as could be, Dolby, aided by the kindliness of sympathetic friends, contrived it for him.

‘The Bostonians,’ writes Dickens, ‘having been duly informed that I wish to be quiet, really leave me as much so as I should be in Manchester or Liverpool.’

‘I have been in bed all day’ (New York, December 20) ‘till two o’clock, and here I am now at three o’clock a little better. But I am not fit to read, and I must read to-night’ . . .

‘We arrived here’ (Philadelphia) ‘last night, January 13, 1868. . . . This is one of the immense American hotels (it is called the Continental), but I find myself just as quiet here as elsewhere . . . My cold is no better. . . . If I could only get to the point of being able to hold up my head and dispense with my pocket handkerchief for five minutes, I should be all right.’

‘The people’ (this is New York, January 15) ‘are exceedingly kind and considerate, and desire to be most hospitable beside. But I cannot accept hospitality and never go out, except at Boston, or I should not be fit for the labour’ . . .

‘My cold sticks to me’ (January 21), ‘and I can scarcely exaggerate what I sometimes undergo from sleeplessness.’

Only now and then does this melancholy cloud of exhaustion and illness and overwork lift for a little while; and then more by the stimulus of anything that seems like the routine of his life at home than the interest in anything that he saw abroad. As has already been seen, the exercise of active walking was throughout Dickens’s life his favourite pastime and restorative. Even in his present condition he turned to it whenever possible.

‘Dolby and Osgood,’ he writes to Miss Hogarth from Baltimore at the end of January, ‘who do the most ridiculous things to keep me in spirits (I am often very heavy and rarely sleep much) have decided to have a walking match at Boston on Saturday’ Feb. 29th. Beginning this design in joke, they have become tremendously in earnest, and Dolby has actually sent home (much to his opponent’s terror) for a pair of seamless socks to walk in. Our men are hugely excited on the subject and continually make bets on “the men”. Fields and I are to walk out six miles, and the men are to turn and walk round us. Neither of them has the least idea what twelve miles at a pace is. Being requested by both to give them a “breather” yesterday, I gave them a stiff one of five miles in the snow, half the distance uphill. I took them at the pace of four miles and a half per hour, and you never saw such objects when they got back.’

The walking match, moreover, actually came off as planned when Dickens returned to Boston at the end of February. ‘The walking match,’ he writes, ‘came off on Saturday, over tremendously difficult ground, against a biting wind and through deep snow-wreaths. It was so cold, too, that our hair, beards, eyelashes, eyebrows, were frozen hard and hung with icicles. . . . In the evening I gave a very splendid dinner, eighteen covers, most magnificent flowers, such table decoration as was never seen in these parts. The whole thing was a great success, and everybody was delighted. I am holiday-making until Friday.’

 

The reason for this break in the clouds of depression was that Dickens had had to stop lecturing. American politics had got in his way. The impeachment of President Johnson in connection with the reconstruction policy had set the country in a turmoil of excitement. Not even Charles Dickens’s overwhelming popularity could keep an audience quiet in their seats.

Dickens himself, needless to say, did not share in the excitement. ‘Nothing in this country lasts long,’ he wrote to his sister-in-law, ‘and I think the public may be heartily tired at the president’s name by March 9th, when I read it at a considerable distance from here. So behold me with a whole week’s holiday in view.’

The tour was originally planned to include an extended journey westward to the Mississippi and the South, to visit Canada and Nova Scotia. But the condition of his health, and the fact that audiences were obtainable anywhere in shoals, without hunting for them, somewhat contracted the original plan. As it was, he lectured in Boston and in New York, many times in each of these cities, and in various New England centres, in Philadelphia, Baltimore and Washington; then westward to Syracuse, Rochester and Buffalo; from Buffalo he allowed himself a two days’ visit to Niagara, his only glimpse of the newly formed Dominion of Canada (a formation which he had probably not remarked), and then his farewell appearances in Boston and New York.

The lectures were everywhere an overwhelming, a colossal success. ‘Success last night beyond description and exaggeration,’ he wrote to his son Charles after the first ‘reading’ in Boston. ‘The whole city is quite frantic about it to-day, and it is impossible that prospects could be more brilliant.’ As Dickens had himself anticipated, the audiences, who were prepared to be enthusiastic over the mere notion of hearing Dickens actually read from his own works, passed from enthusiasm to delight when they found that ‘reading’ was but a feeble name for what he actually did. ‘They were accustomed,’ he said, ‘to mere readings out of a book, and I am inclined to think that the excitement will increase when I shall have begun.’ The ‘lectures’, of course, like those already given in England, were utterly different from mere ‘reading out of a book.’ Dickens gave a dramatic rendering of the scenes described, — in which every tone and gesture, every movement of the features and every expression of the eye was calculated with the highest art to call forth a vision of the thing portrayed. The ‘pieces’ that he selected were chiefly the trial scene from Pickwick, Dr. Marigold, the storm scene from Copperfield, and, more than anything else perhaps, the Christmas Carol; and whether known already by the auditors or not, the effect was everywhere the same magnetic appeal. The excitement, as he had forseen, did increase. The success was everywhere the same. In New York the people clamoured in thousands for seats. Dolby, said Dickens, had become the most unpopular man in the United States because he could not put four thousand people into a hall meant for two thousand. Before his appearance in Brooklyn the ticket-speculators, such was their literary enthusiasm, lay out all night on mattresses sucking bottles of whisky to keep them warm for the opening sale. The receipts were enormous: five hundred pounds sterling in a single night in New York; one thousand three hundred pounds per week clear profit to Dickens in Boston. These were the days of green-backs and small denominations, and Dolby went about with what looked like great bundles of paper. The final gross receipts reached $228,000. Dickens’s own profits on the tour, after deducting all commissions, all expenses, and all money which he previously spent in America, and converting the balance from greenbacks to sterling, — as Dickens, with no faith in anything American, hastened to do, even at a discount of 40 per cent., — amounted to £19,000.

In Washington President Andrew Johnson, — impeachment or not, — took a whole row of seats every night of Dickens’s appearance.

At Washington Dickens relaxed on one or two occasions his self-imposed avoidance of hospitality. He writes, on February 4, 1868, to his sister-in-law, ‘I dined (against my rules) with Charles Sumner on Sunday, he having been an old friend of mine. Mr. Secretary Staunton (War Minister) was there. He is a man of very remarkable memory and famous for his acquaintance with the minutest details of my books. Give him a passage anywhere and he will instantly cap it and go on with the context. He was commander-in-chief of all the Northern forces concentrated here, and never went to sleep at night without first reading something from my books, which were always with him.’

Dolby himself in his book on Charles Dickens has left us a glowing account of the tour. Even judged by the statements of the harassed and over-wrought lecturer, Dolby was a marvel of good nature and a tower of strength. The papers reviled him; he passed it off with a laugh; in Buffalo a sheriff’s officer of the Inland Revenue department undertook to forbid the lecture for the want of a licence. Dolby, — not understanding that all the man wanted was ‘his share’, — annihilated him by flourishing a special authorization from the head of the department at Washington. ‘Jerusalem!’ said the discomfited sheriff, ‘I’m beat.’ On which Dolby took him into the bar and put a pint of champagne into him. Dolby understood America if Dickens didn’t. On another occasion (it was at one of the Boston lectures) Dolby had to deal with a man who left the hall in a fit of anger, because he said that Dickens’s presentation ‘was no more like Sam Weller than a cow.’ And once, later on, he had to assist in taking out of the hall a young girl reduced to a passion of hysterical tears by the rendering of Tiny Tim.

Only now and then did Dickens’s health and energy allow him to carry on any of the visits and investigations which had occupied so much of his time in his earlier American tour. But his abiding interest in the treatment of crime and criminals led him while at Baltimore to accept the invitation of the Governor of Maryland to visit the penitentiary. Dolby, who went with Dickens, gives a long and interesting account of their visit, which seems to have restored Dickens for a moment to his old enquiring self. Some of the details given are perhaps of greater interest in our own day than in his.

‘In one large carpenter’s workshop there were as many as fifty men (and amongst them half a dozen men convicted of murder) busily engaged making door-frames, panels for doors, window-frames, etc., having the free use of the usual carpenters’ tools and with no guard over them other than one warder (in plain clothes and smoking cigars all the time) perched up at a high desk with no other means of defence, in the event of an émeute, than one six-barrelled revolver. . . . On enquiry, we ascertained that the warder was not placed there so much for the purpose of preserving order as to prevent the prisoners from making an improper use of the materials supplied to them for their trade . . . for as a result of experience, it had been discovered that these worthies applied such materials on the sly to the manufacturing of skeleton keys, with which they supplied their friends in the burglary trade “outside” on visiting days.’

The long-term prisoners and the murderers, we are told, ‘had a capital bill of fare — cocoa, coffee or tea, with a choice of fish and bread and butter for breakfast: soup and meat for dinner: and cocoa, coffee or tea with bread and butter for supper.’ The murderers, it appeared, were never executed, public feeling being against it; and practically all the other prisoners were ‘pardoned’, — if only ten minutes before their sentence ended, — so as not to lose their votes to their political party.

This Utopian establishment was declared by Dickens to be less of a prison than ‘a huge hydropathic establishment without the privilege of going out for a walk.’ The governor was delighted with the compliment.

 

One other of these enquiries into crime in all its aspects which always fascinated Dickens occurred while at Boston.

Since his first visit to the city there had occurred (1840) at Harvard University the appalling crime of Professor Webster, who had murdered his colleague Professor Parkman and burnt his remains in the laboratory furnace. The crime is remembered to this day with a shudder. When a theologian burns a theologian, that is history. But when a professor burns a professor, that is ‘wieder was anders’. Yet few of us would for that reason want to go to see the actual furnace where he did it. Yet such was Dickens. He went to see the furnace, just as in Italy he went to see the man have his head cut off by the guillotine. It was a queer taste. If it is said that it was necessary in order to write books, some of us would feel that we would rather write on gardening. But Dickens went, and he writes (January 12, 1868) to his fellow crime expert Wilkie Collins:

Being at Boston last Sunday, I took it into my head to go over the medical school, and survey the holes and corners in which that extraordinary murder was done by Webster. There was the furnace — stinking horribly, as if the dismembered pieces were still inside it — and there are all the grim spouts, and sinks, and chemical appliances, and what not. At dinner, afterwards, Longfellow told me a terrific story. He dined with Webster within a year of the murder, one of a party of ten or twelve. As they sat at their wine, Webster suddenly ordered the lights to be turned out, and a bowl of some burning mineral to be placed on the table, that the guests might see how ghostly it made them look. As each man stared at all the rest in the weird light, all were horrified to see Webster with a rope round his neck, holding it up, over the bowl, with his head jerked on one side, and his tongue lolled out, representing a man being hanged!

One minor incident of Dickens’s lecture tour may be cited as not without interest in the history of letters. Among the audience at one of his New York lectures at Christmas time (December 23, 1867) sat a robust, vigorous young man of thirty-two, with a shock of reddish hair and a blue eye with something of the arresting power of Dickens’s own glance. This was Mr. Samuel L. Clemens, who had just had a sudden rise to literary success as ‘Mark Twain’ almost as phenomenal as that of ‘Boz’. Mark Twain had just returned from his immortal European tour as an ‘Innocent Abroad’. The travel papers which he had written for the Press (the book was not yet out) had carried him deservedly to the crest of the wave of popularity. Mark Twain also was a lecturer, though as yet his appearances had been confined to one wild tumult of success in San Francisco, a tour of the California mining camps, and one evening, — before the Quaker City sailed, — at the Cooper Union in New York, where an audience of ‘deadheads’ had paid their way in uproarious laughter. Within the years immediately following, Mark Twain was to prove the only rival of Charles Dickens on the platform, in point of popularity and success. Their methods and their conception of lecturing were very different. Dickens on the platform acted, — he threw himself into the characters he portrayed. He was Mr. Weller, he was Bill Sikes, he was Tiny Tim. Mark Twain was always Mark Twain; it was not his characters that convulsed the audience; it was ‘Mark’.

There seems to be no record of Dickens having heard of Mark Twain, or having even later read his books. In point of date, he could easily have done so, for before he died in 1870 the Innocents Abroad (published in July 1869) was selling round the world. But it is more than likely that he knew nothing of the young man from the west who was to rival him.

We may well imagine with what absorption Mark Twain listened to Dickens. But if we did we should be wrong. For though Mark Twain was absorbed that night, it was not with Charles Dickens. Beside him sat a sweet-faced girl whose gentle fragility contrasted with his own rude health and energy. The beautiful love story which adorned Mark Twain’s life till it ended at the grave began that night. The girl was Olivia Langdon, with whose picture in a miniature young Clemens while in the Quaker City had fallen irretrievably in love. Now at last he had met her, and this evening was their first night out together.

So, like ships that pass in the night, the life orbits of these two men, who did more than any others of their century to bring to saddened hearts and dull lives the priceless gift of laughter, — met and parted. A few years later, when Mark Twain lectured in London (1873) with a success second only to that of his senior in New York, Dickens was gone.

The strain of the evening appearances, the two hours of intense concentrated effort on the platform, was terrible and increasing. But Dickens would not give in. Dolby tells us how Senator Sumner, coming to see Dickens one afternoon in Washington, was shocked by his condition. ‘Surely, Mr. Dolby,’ protested the senator, ‘you are not going to allow Mr. Dickens to read to-night?’ Dolby assured him that if Dickens had determined to read, nothing but death would stop him. And as usual, when the hour for the platform came, by some singular exercise of internal will power, his voice and strength came back to him.

‘Mr. Dickens’s health,’ writes Dolby, after their return to New England from the western tour, ‘was becoming a graver source of anxiety every day.’ From Portland, Maine, he himself wrote at the end of March (1868) to Miss Hogarth, ‘I have coughed from two or three in the morning until five or six, and have been absolutely sleepless. I have no appetite beside and no taste.’

The rest of the tour (the farewell appearances in Boston and New York) was a struggle against time, a fight against collapse. At Boston, where Dickens felt more at home than anywhere else in America, he rallied somewhat to take occasional walks by the sea and to gather strength for the strain of the final lectures. Each fresh effort left him prostrate again, without sleep or appetite. But he found the strength for it all.

One great occasion still remained for which fortunately he was able to find the strength and energy. This was the Press dinner arranged in his honour at Delmonico’s in New York on April 18, 1868. It was, as said, a great occasion, — in the sheer point of speech-making, a terrific occasion. It was intended as an expression of farewell on behalf of America, and with over two hundred pressmen trained in the art of expression to say it, the farewell was said at full length. Horace Greeley of the Tribune took the chair, with the guest of the evening on his right. Among those present whose names are still with us to-day were George William Curtis, Charles Eliot Norton, Charles Nordhoff, Thomas Nast, J. A. Lippincott and S. S. McClure. There were representatives of all the great journals of New England and the eastern states and letters of regrets and congratulations from Oliver Wendell Holmes, Thurlow Weed and a list of other celebrities. And speeches, speeches, speeches! Thirty pages of close print as chronicled in the records, — and when the speeches were done, then come the ‘remarks’ of Professor Youmans. It was like a professor to reserve that for them! But what did they care! They were out for a night of fun! And the speeches in the record are liberally punctuated with ‘Hear, Hear!’, ‘Applause’, ‘Bravo, bravo’, ‘Tremendous applause!’, ‘Laughter’, ‘Tumultuous applause, the company rising to its feet and greeting the sentiment with enthusiasm’. These were the days before the eighteenth amendment to the constitution turned an American banquet into the gloomy ordeal that we have known since.

Dickens spoke with his accustomed power and charm. He laid stress on the friendship of England and America. ‘It would be better for the globe,’ he said, ‘to be ruined by an earthquake, fired by a comet, overrun by an iceberg and abandoned to the arctic fox and bear, than that it should present the spectacle of those two great nations, each of whom has, in its own way and hour, striven so hard for freedom, ever again being arrayed the one against the other.’ This, in fact, was the sentiment that brought the united audience to ‘its’ feet.

But Dickens said more on the occasion than even this noble sentiment. He realized, now that he was about to say good-bye, how warm had been his welcome; with what honour he had been acclaimed; with what enthusiasm he had been heard; with what hospitality he had been received; and with what considerate good feeling he had been spared. He realized this, and decided to make the amende honorable for the past, to blot out with a generous repudiation the record of the American Notes and Martin Chuzzlewit. In reality there was no need. Americans had long since forgotten and forgiven. There was nothing left in the pages but laughter. But Dickens wanted to set it all right for ever. So he said:

‘But what I have intended, what I have resolved upon is, on my return to England, in my own person, in my own Journal, to bear, for the behoof of my countrymen, such testimony to the gigantic changes in this country as I have hinted at to-night. Also, to record that wherever I have been, in the smallest places equally with the largest, I have been received with unsurpassable politeness, delicacy, sweet temper, hospitality, consideration, and with unsurpassable respect for the privacy daily enforced upon me by the nature of my avocation here, and the state of my health. This testimony, so long as I live, and so long as my descendants have any legal right in my books, I shall cause to be republished, as an appendix to every copy of those two books of mine in which I have referred to America. And this I will do and cause to be done, not in mere love and thankfulness, but because I regard it as an act of plain justice and honour.’

The testimony when given consisted in the publication of all the part of his speech which dealt with the question as an appendix to every copy, — as far as he could control it, — of all future editions of the two American books.

In return Horace Greeley of the Tribune followed suit with a tribute to Dickens and a warm acknowledgment of his ‘apology’. ‘As for those old darts of offence which have rankled so long in the wounds of a few of us, he drew them out with a deft and tender hand, and salved the injury with the unction of a little national flattery. We do not know that he was under any obligation to do this, but we are glad that he has done it, for we would have him leave none but warm friends here, and we trust that when the ship bears him away, the American people will wish him with entire unanimity God-speed and long life and happiness.

Dickens lectured with great difficulty and pain one last time (April 20, 1868), and then the tour was over and he sailed from New York.

On the voyage home there was nothing, for Dickens at least, of the jollity and the organized fun of the voyage of June 1842, with the ‘United Vagabonds Club’ to keep the ship in a roar. This time Dickens kept to his cabin, while the ship drove in a ‘record’ passage before an Atlantic storm. In eight days the anchor was dropped in Queenstown Harbour.

Even more than the farewell American oration Dickens may well have valued the warmth of the local greeting of his return. The villagers of Higham (his railway station) planned to meet him and to draw his carriage to Gad’s Hill. Circumvented in this, — by Dickens going by another station, they turned out, as he came along, in carts and in gigs and on foot, and he reached home surrounded with a tumultuous escort in a little forest of flags. Next day the parish church rang a peal of bells after service in honour of his return home.


CHAPTER XII. CLOSING IN — THE CLOSE (1870)

[image: img117.jpg]

LAST READINGS — EDWIN DROOD — DEATH

Dickens reached home after his American tour in May of 1868. The voyage had greatly relieved and restored him. After a few days’ rest at Gad’s Hill he was back in his editorial chair in London busy with All the Year Round. There were to be no more Christmas numbers, as he had decided that the novelty of them had worn off, but there was much to do in the conduct of the magazine itself. Wills, the sub-editor, was laid off by an accident, and presently had to resign, and Charles Dickens, Junior, became the sub-editor of the journal for the last two years of his father’s life. He himself has left his tribute to the constant assiduity of Dickens in his work as editor. ‘I hardly remember a week,’ he says, ‘in which after making up the number in London, he did not devote the two or three succeeding hours to going with utmost care over the proof of each article selected. Even when, on his absence from town on Reading tours, he had to be content to leave some of the proofs to me, his instructions as to the manner in which they were to be dealt with were so precise and definite that any work done upon them might still almost be said to be his own.’

As if he feared that even with the work of editing on his hands, this summer (1868) would be too full of rest, Dickens undertook the ridiculous task of sorting out for publication a litter of manuscripts called the ‘Religious Opinions of the Rev. Chauncey Hare Townshend.’ The writer was a deceased friend who had imposed this task in his will. Dickens wrote a preface for the ‘Religious Opinions.’ The estate paid him £1,000. It seems doubtful if the opinions were worth it.

In this summer of rest appeared at Gad’s Hill as visitors the American Longfellow and his daughters, the Eliot Nortons from Boston and other random visitors. A further distraction was a short trip to Paris in the summer.

Already Dickens was planning a new book and making notes of varying titles dealing with disappearance, and mystery, and murder, that presently fashioned themselves into the words The Mystery of Edwin Drood. There were to be a boy and a girl in it ‘pledged to be married and then going apart’. What else was to happen he had not yet quite settled.

But the work on the new book was delayed in order that Dickens might undertake what he promised himself should be the last of his series of readings, — a trip designed to embrace the principal cities of England and Scotland, and to consist of one hundred appearances.

The arrangement had been made before he left England for America. When he came back, his shattered health should have warned him against new efforts. He was, and he must have known it, a broken man, but he could not resist the temptation of the profits of the proposed tour.

The offer was magnificent, — over and above all expenses, eight thousand pounds for a hundred readings, — with no share of the risk and no trouble of management.

Dickens could not resist. The figures were too tempting. It was like entering a treasure cave. The receipts at one of the early lectures sold for more than four hundred pounds. ‘If all goes well,’ wrote Dickens, ‘I shall have made of these readings £28,000 in a year and a half.’ His biographers unite in telling us that his eagerness for money arose from his anxieties for the future of his children. It may be so; but even then the anxiety was itself inordinate and overstrained, — a mark of his condition. His children were all capable young people either already out in the world for themselves, or close to it. Dickens himself was already rich. Reckoned on an ordinary commercial basis, as apart from the appraisal of an inheritance tax, he was ‘worth’ more than a hundred thousand pounds. Without any readings at all, and with only a leisurely use of his pen, he had an income from book-writing at his hand, over and above his investments, of easily £10,000 a year. The Edwin Drood sales, — even as far as it had gone, — represented about £16,000. Over and above this was his salary of £500 on All the Year Round and his share, — three-quarters, — of the profits from it. All this at a time and at a range of prices when people lived in England comfortably on £500 a year, and lived like princes on £2,000.

It was characteristic also of Dickens’s condition that he was anxious to touch up, to intensify the tenor of his readings. There must be no falling off in his success, no danger of monotony. Not even the success of the past could reassure his foreboding mind. He must have something new, — more dramatic, more melodramatic than before. He must have crime, — murder. So he worked up the murder scene of the book Oliver Twist, the killing of Nancy by Bill Sikes and the murderer haunted by his crime, an unparalleled presentation of horror. He himself was absorbed and fascinated with the sheer terror of it. ‘I have no doubt,’ he wrote, ‘that I could perfectly petrify an audience by carrying out the notion I have of the way of rendering it. But whether the impression would not be so horrible as to keep them away another time is what I cannot satisfy myself upon.’

He wanted murder. But he didn’t want to kill the box office.

 

So the tour began, — with the long railway journeys, the crowded halls, the roars of laughter and the thrills of terror, the crowning tumults of applause, — with which Dickens’s public was ushering him off the stage of the world.

There was no doubt of its success, — and, above all, of the fascinating horror of Dickens’s murder scene. We cannot tell now how Dickens acted it. There is no record to call to our eyes what those people saw. But some terrible and uncanny power must have gone from Dickens, — as Sikes the murderer, — to clutch his audience by the throat. At one place, — it was at Clifton, though the room was not hot, for it was winter, — twenty of the women of the audience fainted and were carried out rigid and unconscious. Dickens himself tells in a letter of a man who, — as he finished the murder scene, — sat on the platform motionless, with every vestige of colour gone from his face, his eyes staring in front of him in the wildest way.

But the price that Dickens was paying for this artistic success was his own life. He was exhausted. He was sleepless. He lay for hours upon sofas waiting for strength. His sight failed. At times on the street he could see only the half of the letters on the shops, — the top, not the bottom. Words slipped from him. Gaps opened in his memory. His hands groped wrongly in the air for things elsewhere. If he wished to lay his left hand on the table he must look first where it was to go. At times he could not raise his hand up to his head. His left foot was a dead weight. This was paralysis, — cerebral haemorrhage, — approaching, imminent. As Dickens stood upon the lecture platform there was a shrouded figure standing behind him waiting to strike. . . . And the blow was coming. . . .

For the moment it was deferred. An authoritative medical man of the real sort, — it was Sir Thomas Watson, — dragged him off the platform with a signed certificate that for the time saved Dickens’s life. This was in April of 1869.

The tour as planned was never completed. But with medical permission Dickens gave twelve more readings, in London, without the fatigue of travel, in the opening months of 1870. A doctor sat at his side. A great crowd filled St. James’s Hall for every occasion. Then at last on a March evening in 1870 Dickens reached his final reading. This time he left aside the murder. He read from the Christmas Carol and then from Pickwick. Where he had begun he ended.

As he finished he closed the volume of Pickwick and spoke a moment, as himself, a farewell to his last audience. ‘From these garish lights,’ he said in conclusion, ‘I vanish now for evermore, with a heartfelt, grateful, respectable, affectionate farewell.’

 

‘When he ceased to speak,’ so writes his son Harry (Sir Henry Fielding Dickens, looking back over sixty years to his recollection of the scene), ‘a kind of sigh seemed to come from the audience, followed almost at once by such a storm of cheering as I have never seen equalled in my life. He was deeply touched that night, but infinitely sad and broken.’

 

So Dickens took himself back to Gad’s Hill to resume the proper work of his life, the writing of books. It was a relatively empty place compared to its first days. Dickens’s sister-in-law, Georgina Hogarth, was there, and the eldest daughter Mamie. But of the other children the soldier son Walter was dead. The eldest son and Kate, the second daughter, were married. The little wistful midshipman Sydney, affectionately called the Little Admiral and the ocean spectre, was at sea. Harry was at Cambridge with a Trinity scholarship. And the baby of the family, Edward Bulwer Lytton, ‘little Ploom’, had recently, 1868, sailed for Australia, — a heartbreak for his father, — to join his brother Alfred.

There at Gad’s Hill he worked out the rest of his time with an occasional public dinner in London to attend. It cheered him that the first monthly number of Edwin Drood ran straight to fifty thousand copies. There was no failing there.

Just in this closing evening of Dickens’s life a little touch of royal recognition came his way. Dickens had not seen Queen Victoria for the thirteen years that had elapsed since his presence in the royal box at his amateur theatricals. For her, as for him, the world had changed. Her marriage, too, had ended in a separation that left her widowed and secluded for ever. She found a gracious pretext for sending for Charles Dickens, who waited upon her at Buckingham Palace. She gave him, humbly enough, a signed copy of her own little book on her Life in the Highlands, a work whose origin disarms criticism; told him how the Fenians in New York had insulted her travelling son Prince Arthur; was delighted to learn from Mr. Dickens that not all New Yorkers were Fenians; and so dismissed him with an invitation for himself to the next levee and for his daughter to the next drawing-room.

A little later, at a royal request, Dickens dined in company with the Prince of Wales and the King of the Belgians. But these little sunset gleams of favour passed without further consequences. After Dickens was gone, it was stated in the Press that ‘The Queen was ready to confer any distinction which Mr. Dickens’s known views and tastes would permit him to accept,’ and that ‘more than one title of honour had been declined.’ The item was repeated and enlarged in various ways, but John Forster, who must have known, says that it is absurd.

 

When Dickens first planned his Edwin Drood, it was to centre round the idea of a ‘boy and a girl pledged to be married and going apart’. But to this he had added, as he told John Forster in a letter, ‘a very curious and new idea’, which, however, he explained was not a ‘communicable one’. But he was now undertaking to communicate it. The long days of early summer found him in his little châlet bent over his writing table. The pen hurried across the page. He had much to do. It was later than he thought.

And beside him, as he wrote, stood the shrouded figure that never left him, peering over his shoulder at the manuscript, — waiting to beckon him away.

 

The summons came.

It was on the afternoon of June 8, 1870. Dickens had spent a long day working in his châlet on his new book, with a brief interval, — cheerful enough, — for a light lunch. At about five o’clock he rose from his work. In front of him was the unfinished twenty-third chapter of Edwin Drood with its closing words,— ‘and then falls to with an appetite’. What happened after that may be told in the words of his daughter Mamie.

When he came again to the house, about an hour before the time fixed for an early dinner, he was tired, silent and abstracted, but as this was a mood very usual to him after a day of engrossing work, it caused no alarm nor surprise to my aunt, who happened to be the only member of the family at home. While awaiting dinner he wrote some letters in the library and arranged some trifling business matters, with a view to his departure for London the following morning.

It was not until they were seated at the dinner-table that a striking change in the colour and expression of his face startled my aunt. Upon her asking him if he were ill, he answered, ‘Yes, very ill; I have been very ill for the last hour.’ But when she said that she would send for a physician he stopped her, saying that he would go on with dinner, and afterward to London.

He made an earnest effort to struggle against the seizure which was fast coming over him, and continued to talk, but incoherently and very indistinctly. It being now evident that he was in a serious condition, my aunt begged him to go to his room before she sent for medical aid. ‘Come and lie down,’ she entreated. ‘Yes, on the ground,’ he answered indistinctly. These were the last words that he uttered. As he spoke, he fell to the floor. A couch was brought into the dining-room, on which he was laid, a messenger was dispatched for the local physician, telegrams were sent to all of us and to Mr. Beard. This was at a few minutes after six o’clock. I was dining at a house some little distance from my sister’s home. Dinner was half over when I received a message that she wished to speak to me. I found her in the hall with a change of dress for me and a cab in waiting. Quickly I changed my gown, and we began the short journey which brought us to our so sadly-altered home. Our dear aunt was waiting for us at the open door, and when I saw her face I think the last faint hope died within me.

All through the night we watched him — my sister on one side of the couch, my aunt on the other, and I keeping hot bricks to the feet which nothing could warm, hoping and praying that he might open his eyes and look at us, and know us once again. But he never moved, never opened his eyes, never showed a sign of consciousness through all the long night. On the afternoon of the ninth the celebrated London physician, Dr. Russell Reynolds, (recently deceased), was summoned to a consultation by the two medical men in attendance, but he could only confirm their hopeless verdict. Later, in the evening of this day, at ten minutes past six, we saw a shudder pass over our dear father, he heaved a deep sigh, a large tear rolled down his face and at that instant his spirit left us. As we saw the dark shadow pass from his face, leaving it so calm and beautiful in the peace and majesty of death, I think there was not one of us who would have wished, could we have had the power, to recall his spirit to earth.


CHAPTER XIII. THE MYSTERY OF MORE THAN EDWIN DROOD
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THE SHOCK OCCASIONED by Dickens’s death and the sense of loss which it brought were so great that minor considerations connected with it were for the time forgotten. The fact that Dickens had left behind him an unfinished book was of no consequence as beside his unfinished life. Presently it became known that Dickens’s current serial story, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was not only unfinished, but that it never could be finished. When attention was turned to the matter, it was found that beyond the last words written in his little châlet at Gad’s Hill on June 8, 1870, there was scarcely a note, scarcely a scrap of real evidence, to indicate how the story was intended to move onward to its close. There was little or nothing, and there remains little or nothing, beyond internal and subjective evidence. With the lapse of years the Mystery of Edwin Drood has but become more mysterious still. Two generations of readers have pondered, with increasing interest, as to whether Edwin Drood is alive or dead. Quite a literature of books and articles has arisen around the problem. On the occasion of Dickens’s centenary in 1912 it was made the subject of a mock trial of the supposed murderer. Two opposing schools of thought have arisen between which no compromise is possible. The greater weight of authority, perhaps, inclines to the theory that Edwin is dead. But one may also, — with an optimism proper to the memory of Dickens, — insist on holding that Edwin Drood is still alive. The verb is in the present tense. For unless Charles Dickens killed Edwin Drood in 1870, he is alive to-day. He is just as much alive as Mr. Pickwick, still living quite unchanged in his little villa, — if only one could find it, — or Mr. Micawber on his sheep range, absolutely unaltered, somewhere in the wilds of Australia.

The only question is whether or not Edwin Drood was done to death by his creator.

At the time of Dickens’s death, as already said, the story was appearing, after the fashion of the time, in serial parts. Judging by the length of the other books, similarly published, and by the unfolding of the plot itself, the story was about half completed. The fortunes of Edwin Drood and his mysterious disappearance, surrounded with every circumstance of tragedy, even of horror, had been followed by tens of thousands of interested readers. The unravelling of the mystery was a subject of eager expectation. But as time passed, and the papers and notes of Dickens were collected and examined, the strange truth was revealed that the mystery of Edwin Drood was destined to remain a mystery for ever.

Of written testimony as to the dénouement of the story, but little remained; there were a few scraps of dialogue, apparently for minor characters in a later connection; a scribbled page of possible titles that Dickens had prepared, after his custom, and from which he had finally settled upon the title as it stands; these and a cover design that had appeared on the serial numbers, with little pictures to illustrate the plot, — themselves destined to be mysteries, — were all that was ever found.

It is, of course, impossible here to recite at length the outline of the unfinished story. But even those who know it best will not object to be reminded for a moment of its salient features.

With true artistic instinct for contrast, Dickens had laid the scene of the mystery, and of the horror that attends it, in the drowsy cathedral town of Cloisterham (Rochester), and centred it in the gloomy and resonant cathedral and in the dark, ancient crypt that lay beneath its floor. Here moves the strange figure of Durdles, the drunken stonemason, who prowls in the great crypt at night, tapping with his little hammer to find where the hollow sound of the ancient walls marks the resting-places of the dead. In the gloom of the cathedral and in the darkness of the crypt we feel that the stage is being set for the completion, or at least the attempt, of a crime. There is the crypt itself. There is the winding stairway that leads upwards from the crypt to the dizzy heights of the great tower where the wind at night howls through the yawning openings of the stone. Around the cathedral is the graveyard, shadowed by ancient trees with the monuments of the dead, and beside one of them a great heap of quicklime that, as Durdles is made to tell us, will in a few hours burn a dead body, once laid in it, into nothingness.

Even a child, in reading the story, feels that the introduction of this heap of lime is ominous with meaning.

And who are to be the actors in the scene? Of this, too, there is no doubt. Here is Edwin Drood, gay and high-spirited, on the threshold of life, a bright future before him, a favoured child of fortune, over-favoured, it seems, for his plighted engagement to his sweet fiancée Rosa — a thing arranged from their childhood — fails to please him. Here, also, is the obvious villain of the piece, Jasper, uncle of Drood, though not much older than he, by profession organist of the cathedral, dark, saturnine, repellent; a man of a double life and of dark vice, who makes mysterious visits to London, where he lies in the squalor of an opium den, stupefied and murmuring of the crime he means to commit. In his hideous fashion Jasper is in love with Rosa, to whom he teaches music and in whom, in a mesmeric way, he seems to inspire a species of terror. As the time for the pre-arranged marriage between Drood and Rosa approaches, Jasper plans to do away with Drood, to kill him in some strange and awful way, evidently connected with the cathedral and the crypt, most probably by enticing him to the tower in the dead of night and hurling him over the railing of the stairs, to be dashed to pieces on the floor below. From there, it seems, he means to carry Drood’s body to a vault in the churchyard of which he has stolen a key, and to shovel in upon his lifeless body the lime that lay heaped beside the vault.

All this, except only the conjectured details of the crime, is plain and evident to every reader. No one doubts that Jasper is the villain. No one doubts that he means to kill Drood. No one doubts his motive for meaning to kill him. And no one doubts that the Cathedral of Cloisterham is to be the scene of the crime. The only question is, Did Jasper succeed in his fell purpose?

This essential background already exists before the secondary characters of the story enter into the lives of the three described. Their introduction prevents the plot from being too simple and direct, and supplies a means, in the narrative, of turning suspicion toward some one else than Jasper, when Drood disappears. For this purpose we have the introduction of a brother and sister, — Neville and Helena Landless, — who come to reside in Cloisterham. The sister is to enter the ‘finishing school’ at which Rosa, who is an orphan, still has her home. The brother is to be taken in as a resident pupil by the Rev. Mr. Crisparkle, a canon of the cathedral, a central figure of the story, — the friend and confidant of everybody. Neville and his sister are a strange pair, — twins, — united by an intense and almost occult sympathy, reared (in the East) in adversity and ill-treatment, and with an almost Oriental tendency to passionate love and hatred. Helena is at once captivated with the gentle and shrinking Rosa. Neville, too, quite evidently falls in love with her, and is then led to conceive an intense dislike for Edwin Drood, whose offhand treatment of his little fiancée arouses Neville’s contempt. Jasper foments the quarrel. At his rooms one night he drugs the wine of the young men. There is a violent scene, in which they come to blows. Next day it is whispered in the town that young Landless has tried to kill Edwin Drood. Jasper lays plans. He invites Drood and Landless to dine with him, by way of reconciliation, on Christmas Eve. The night is wild with rain and storm. ‘No such power of wind has blown for many a winter night. Chimneys topple in the street, and people hold to posts and corners and to one another to keep themselves upon their feet. The violent rushes abate not, but increase in frequency and fury until at midnight, when the streets are empty, the storm goes thundering along them, rattling at all the latches and tearing at all the shutters.’

Such a night, indeed, as Dickens loved to depict, fit time for crime and mystery.

On the night of the storm, Drood disappears. The morning after it, Jasper, dishevelled and wild with excitement, comes to Mr. Crisparkle’s house to say that his nephew can nowhere be found. He had left Jasper at midnight alone with young Landless. He is, as far as the story reaches, never seen again. The problem is, what happened to him?

In the novel, as Dickens wrote it, there are twenty-three chapters. Drood disappears at the end of Chapter XIV, and the narrative is carried some six months further, but with no solution of the mystery. Landless is arrested on suspicion, but released. Jasper learns, with evident consternation, that his crime, or attempted crime, was needless, for Drood and Rosa, on the very day of it, had already agreed to break their engagement; they were not in love with one another, and had come to know it. Each relinquished the engagement with a certain sorrow, but with relief. Henceforth they are to be brother and sister to one another.

All this is told to Jasper by Mr. Grewgious, the queer, shrewd old lawyer, such as Dickens loved to paint, who is Rosa’s guardian, and who had, long years ago, been deeply and hopelessly in love with Rosa’s mother, — a memory that still lies close to his solitary heart. Jasper, at this disclosure, falls into a hideous fit of hysteria half unconscious, his face leaden, his hands clutching at his hair. Grewgious watches him with cold, disdainful scrutiny, as from one who knows.

The plot moves on. Jasper attempts to make love to Rosa. He is fierce and maniacal. She is terrified. She runs away from Cloisterham, and takes up her abode in London under the protection of her guardian. There she meets a new character in the story, a retired naval lieutenant, Mr. Tartar, as vigorous and sunburned and as wholesome as Jasper is sallow and repulsive. They fall in love at once. There is no doubt, even in the half-finished story, of their destiny.

Neville, a victim of public suspicion, with nothing but his sister’s love and the friendship of Crisparkle to sustain him, leaves Cloisterham and goes also to London. His love for Rosa is as evident in the narrative as it is hopeless.

Meantime, as the written chapters close, there appears in Cloisterham another character, a certain Mr. Datchery, a strange gentleman with a great mop of white hair (obviously a wig), who prowls about picking up information, under the guise of being an idle fellow with nothing better to do than to occupy lodgings near Jasper’s home, talk with Durdles, the mason, and Tope, the verger, and Mr. Sapsea, the chuckle-headed mayor of the town.

Datchery is evidently some one in disguise, some character already known in the story, acting as a detective to trace out the murder, or attempted murder, of Drood. But who is he? Is he, as some people have guessed, the lawyer, Mr. Grewgious? Is he, perhaps, the peculiar personage, Bazzard, Mr. Grewgious’s law-clerk, who somewhat mysteriously is granted a vacation from his work at this very juncture? Or is he — boldest guess of all — Helena Landless, anxious to vindicate her brother’s honour by fixing the crime upon Jasper? Or is he — most fascinating of possibilities — Edwin Drood himself?

Whoever he is, Datchery busily investigates; is evidently making progress; is gathering the threads of the mystery; gets, by good fortune, into touch with the ancient and evil hag who conducts the opium den that is the scene of Jasper’s periodic debauches; adds mark by mark to the strange score which he keeps, done in chalk, on his cupboard door; and so coming home to his supper of a certain night, well satisfied with his work, adds a final score mark,— ‘And then falls to with an appetite’.

These were the last words that Dickens wrote, on June 8, 1870, when he was stricken. He died on the day following.

There, then, is the outline of the mystery, enough, perhaps, to recall to readers who already know the book the salient features of the unfinished story.

The years that have passed since Edwin Drood was penned have in no way abated interest in the unsolved problem. Quite a library of literature has grown up about it.

Presumptuous writers have even dared to complete the story. An American writer, Henry Mitford, published a sequel to it in 1872. A three-volume sequel by Gillan Vase appeared in London in 1878. A still more authoritative sequel was written by no less a being than ‘The Spirit of Charles Dickens’, as interpreted by an obliging medium of Brattleborough, Vermont. Andrew Lang was never tired of writing articles on the mystery. The subject had been approached by a hundred authors, — historically, analytically, evidentially, psychologically, and in every other known fashion. Yet the interested public is apparently, and perhaps rightly, never tired of it. More ‘Drood’ articles and ‘Drood’ books appeared in the decade just before the war than in the thirty-five years preceding. Apart from casual comments and current discussion, there have been put forth, in all, eight complete books on the mystery, and eighty formal articles in the leading magazines, in addition to which it has been made the theme of five dramas, in which various conclusions are given, and became, as everybody remembers, the subject of a sort of mock trial or judicial investigation, by the literary wits of London, in the year of the Dickens centenary.

What, then, is the consensus of opinion of all those writers? There is none, in the complete sense, but the most reputable opinion — regret it though one may — appears to be that Drood is dead; that he was killed by Jasper; that Datchery hunted Jasper down; that he was arrested and condemned to die, and that in prison, before his execution, he confessed and fully explained the details of his crime.

To the true lover of Dickens this is a sad conclusion, accepted at best with reluctance. To one who loves to think of Mr. Pickwick as still alive and well in his little villa, of Mark Tapley as still jolly, and of the Cheeryble Brothers as still as cheery as ever, it is almost impossible to acquiesce in the untimely death of so bright and promising a youth as Edwin, the title-page hero of a Dickens book.

Is the conclusion necessary?

Let us see, then, what is the evidence that Drood is dead. In the first place, we have the statement of John Forster, who was Dickens’s lifelong friend and biographer. ‘I have a very curious and new idea for a story,’ wrote Dickens to Forster on August 6, 1869, just before he began writing Edwin Drood, ‘not a very communicable idea (or the interest of the book would be gone), but a very strong one, though difficult to work.’ The words, be it noted, are the actual words of Dickens himself. In so far as they point either way, it would be more easy to interpret them as suggesting that Drood, through some miraculous chain of circumstances, is alive; for a mere murder is not a ‘very curious and new idea,’ even when done in the gloom of a cathedral crypt. But Forster, after quoting this passage from the letter, follows it up by saying: ‘The story, I learned immediately afterwards, was to be that of the murder of a nephew by his uncle, the originality of which was to consist in the review of the murderer’s career by himself at the close. The last chapters were to be written in the condemned cell.’

To this we must add the testimony of Madame Perugini (formerly Miss Kate Dickens, daughter of the novelist). In an article on the Drood mystery (Pall Mall Magazine, 1906), after quoting Mr. Forster as above, she adds, ‘We know also that my eldest brother, Charles, positively declared that he had heard from his father’s lips that Drood was dead.’

Another piece of evidence comes from a written statement of the celebrated artist, Sir Luke Fildes, who as a young man had drawn the illustrations for the book, under the directions from the author. Dickens told the artist that Jasper must have a necktie of double length, and not of single length as Fildes had first drawn it. ‘I asked him,’ writes the artist, ‘if he had any special reasons. After a short silence, cogitating, he suddenly said, “Can you keep a secret?” I assured him he could rely upon me. He then said, “I must have a double necktie. It is necessary, for Jasper strangles Edwin Drood with it.” ’

This is all the testimony that there is purporting to come direct from Dickens — other than the revelations of the Brattleborough Spirit. At first sight it sounds convincing to the point of certainty, but on examination it falls far short of it. It is mere hearsay evidence. Kate Dickens understood her brother to say that he understood his father to say that Drood was dead. This is nothing. There is too much room for error or misunderstanding. Dickens may have spoken playfully, or evasively, or ironically, or mumblingly, or — as is indeed likely — ambiguously on purpose, and Charles Dickens, Junior, may have received an impression contrary to fact.

Compare, for example, the answer which Dickens is reported to have given to his sister-in-law, Miss Hogarth. ‘My aunt’ (it is still Kate Dickens speaking) ‘said that she knew absolutely nothing, but she told me that shortly before my father’s death, and after he had been speaking of some difficulty he was in with his work, without explaining what it was, she found it impossible to refrain from asking him, “I hope you haven’t really killed poor Edwin Drood?” To which he gravely replied, “I call my book the Mystery, not the History, of Edwin Drood.” ’ This is as cryptic as the book itself. But, at least, it shows, as does the remark to Fildes about keeping a secret, how jealously Dickens guarded his mystery till the moment should come to reveal it in due course. Thus there is no doubt that John Forster understood Dickens to imply that Jasper killed Edwin, but whether Dickens really said so, or merely said something that sounded like it, is another matter. As to Fildes’s testimony about the scarf, it is neither here nor there; everybody knows that Jasper meant to try to kill Edwin, and to say that ‘Jasper strangles Drood with it’ is not necessarily to say Jasper kills Drood with it.

Here ends all oral and direct testimony in the matter. To some people, and to some of the best critics, it seems strong enough to be final. Others may have the hardihood to feel that it seems far from being so.

One turns then to the evidence offered by the notes, headings and memoranda prepared for the book, including the cover designed by C. A. Collins for the wrapper in which the serial parts of Edwin Drood appeared. There were left among Dickens’s papers the little headings which he used for each of the twenty-two written chapters, — not to be printed in the book, but as guides for himself in writing, — the stakes, so to speak, driven into the ground in advance to mark his path. Two at least of them seem to point to Edwin’s death. The notes for Chapter II include the jotting, ‘Uncle and Nephew. Murder very far off.’ Those for Chapter XII include the direction, ‘Lay the ground for the manner of the murder to come out at last.’

Now this looks at first like strong evidence. If there was no murder, why should Dickens, writing only for himself, call it a ‘murder’? But again, on examination, the evidence loses a good deal of its finality. Suppose that Dickens really meant the direction to: ‘Lay ground for the manner of the attempted-murder-which-apparently-is-a-murder-till-the-sequel-discloses-it-not-to-be-one, to come out at last,’ by what word would he have indicated it? It is quite clear that he might have written ‘the assault’ or ‘the crime’, etc. But as he was writing only for his own eye, with no question of the honesty or dishonesty of the term used, one can well believe that he might simply call the thing ‘the murder’. A certain supposition as to what really happened, if well founded, would give strong reason for his doing so.

This is all that can be found in the notes to support the idea that Drood is dead. On the other hand, there is very strong evidence in them pointing the other way, indicating, that is, that Jasper failed in his attempt and that Drood is alive. It is as follows. There has been preserved a list of titles which, as shown by Dickens’s notes, were those among which he finally selected, or with the aid of which he finally constructed, the title as it stands. They read as follows:

The Edwin Drood Titles

The Loss of James Wakefield

James’s Disappearance

Flight and Pursuit

Sworn to Avenge it

One Object in Life

A Kinsman’s Devotion

The Two Kinsmen

The Loss of Edwin Brood

The Loss of Edwin Brude

The Mystery in the Drood Family

The Loss of Edwin Drood

The Flight of Edwin Drood

Edwin Drood in Hiding

The Loss of Edwin Drude

The Disappearance of Edwin Drood

The Mystery of Edwin Drood

          Dead? or Alive?

Dickens very often wrote down lists of possible titles for his stories. The above were found among his notes as titles of the book ultimately called The Mystery of Edwin Drood.

The reader will observe at once that this list of titles is very difficult to reconcile with the idea that Drood was to be murdered and never to reappear. Such words as ‘Loss’ and ‘Mystery’ and ‘Disappearance’ are colourless, while two of the titles are almost incompatible with the idea of Drood being dead. ‘The Flight of Edwin Drood’ and ‘Edwin Drood in Hiding’ are only consistent with the murder theory on the supposition that Dickens in writing them planned the title as a misleading lie. From an ingenuous mind with the knowledge already in it as to what Drood’s fate was, such titles could hardly have come. On the other hand, supposing that Dickens knew that Drood was not dead but was in hiding, he would quite naturally frame such titles as these and then reject them on the ground that they gave too much away, and would substitute for them a neutral title such as the one selected.

But when all of the above evidence has been duly tested in either direction many will doubt that it has the same value as what is called the ‘subjective evidence’ drawn from the book itself; by which is meant the idea that every reader must form for himself as to how the story ought, as a matter of art and in the manner of Charles Dickens, to continue and to end. Up to a certain point, proof of this sort is absolutely convincing. Thus, if one half of Leonardo da Vinci’s picture of the Last Supper had been torn off and lost and had not been completed, we should have a very positive idea of what the other half probably was, and an absolute certainty of many things which it was not; if, for instance, we were told that the other half consisted of a comic picture of the six missing apostles standing on their heads, we should have asserted that it simply was not so. And even if a friend of Da Vinci’s had said that Da Vinci had confided to him before his death that the part of the picture still to be completed was to be made comic, we should have preferred to think that Da Vinci’s friend had misunderstood him. This example is, of course, extreme, but it is at least illustrative of what is meant.

Now which ending fits into the book best — Drood alive or Drood dead? Call up the two or three hundred million readers of Dickens’s books, past and present, and ask them without giving them time for second thought, and the answer will be an overwhelming shout of ‘Alive!’ Surely it is a poor kind of story (speaking generally) which bears the title Alive or Dead? A Mystery? and ends up with the answer, Dead. Death is too easy. There is no ‘curious and new idea’ — alas! — about being dead. But the real ingenuity of the problem that fascinated every writer of mystery fiction, is how to bring the ‘dead’ back, alive and hearty, in the concluding chapters. We have but to remember the joyful resurrection of Red Riding Hood’s Grandmother, and The White Cat to realize that this dénouement is as old as fiction itself.

So much for generalities. Unfortunately, when we turn to the Drood story itself many critics are found who tell us that the story points to Drood’s death. What has he to come back to? His engagement with Rosa is ended. She has fallen in love with and will certainly marry Lieutenant Tartar, R.N. — a genuine Dickens marriage, that would be rounded off at the end of the book with the mention of the various little Tartars who resulted from it, as merry and sunburned as the jolly lieutenant himself. One fears, indeed, that Dickens would even have called one of them, the gentlest, Edwin. Helen Landless, too, say the critics, is paired off with that muscular Christian, the Rev. Septimus Crisparkle. Neville Landless is no friend of Drood. The rest of the characters are not connected with him. What can Drood come back to, they ask? There is no place left for him.

Moreover, so they tell us, the machinery of the plot, the mechanism of the murder, is such that it is hard to see how Drood can escape it. Jasper means (no one doubts this) to put Drood’s body into quicklime, either in the crypt of the cathedral or in a vault in the churchyard outside. He has stolen the keys (or the wax impression of them) that give him the needed access. He has been particular to remember that Drood’s watch and chain and scarf pin must not be thrown into the lime with him, as they cannot be corroded, and might reveal the murder. This is thrown into a high light in the story, with obvious intent. The reader is meant to think about it; he is invited to think about it. More than this, things are so arranged that on the night of the crime Drood carries in his pocket a gold ring, a fact which Jasper does not know. This ring was given to Edwin by Mr. Grewgious to hand on to Rosa; it was the ring of Rosa’s mother, taken from her hand long years ago when she was drowned, and later given by her husband at his death to Grewgious, the guardian, to keep till the girl should marry. When Drood and Rosa part, Drood keeps the ring in his pocket, having said nothing of it to Rosa, meaning to restore it to her guardian. He has it with him when he dines with his evil uncle on the night of the tragedy.

The ring is set in a high light by Dickens. It is, and is meant to be, the great clue to the unravelling of the plot. And the best, at least the most reputable, critics concur in saying that it is the link by which the chain of evidence is completed. Found in the heap of quicklime, it proves, they say, that Drood was killed, and it proves the manner of his death. On the other hand, they argue, if Drood was not killed, the whole business of the ring seems to lose its significance. Why should Dickens say (in Chapter XIII, when Edwin decides not to give the ring to Rosa and keeps it in his pocket): ‘Among the mighty store of wonderful chains that are forever forging, day and night, in the vast iron-works of time and circumstance, there was one chain forged in the moment of that small conclusion, riveted to the foundations of heaven and earth and gifted with invincible force to hold and drag?’ What holding and dragging does it do, after all, if the dead body of Edwin is not thrown, ring and all, into the quicklime?

More than this. If it is argued that Drood is not strangled to death (there is, of course, no doubt that the assault was made), why in the name of common sense does he not have Jasper arrested? Why does he not tell what has happened? Why disappear? Why hide? What is Datchery, whoever he is, prying round for, if Drood was not killed after all? There is, they say, no point to it all.

These are the arguments, or the main ones, which have convinced most students of the problem that Drood is certainly and finally dead.

Now in a subjective matter of this sort no one must dare to dogmatize. Too much depends upon the feeling or idea which the work conveys to the individual mind. But one may at least say, in all humility, that he cannot bring his mind to the idea of Edwin’s death. If Dickens killed him, then the story is, in its essence, commonplace. The mystery is merely a mystery as to where a dead body is hid. Dickens has indicated Jasper as the murderer as clearly as if he had written it on a placard. The motive is there, the method is there, everything. If it turns out that Drood is murdered, then it turns out that every reader knew it all along, and that the only mystery lies in the fact that the other characters did not know it, Surely this is but a poor sort of art. Say what one will, or rather what John Forster will, about the originality and interest of Jasper’s confession, one cannot but feel that the story, with its preconceived conclusion, would run lamely to its end.

No, no, Dickens meant something better than that; and what is more, — we (that is, all the readers of the right school) know that he did.

What, then, was to be the sequel? Let us first clear our minds of the idea mentioned above, that there is no place left for Drood to come back to. This is wrong. Drood falls in love with Helena Landless. Dickens practically says so. In Chapter VIII he tells us that ‘Edwin Drood is already enough impressed by Helena to feel indignant that Helena’s brother should dispose of him so coolly, and put him out of the way so entirely.’

Will the reader please note the word already which is set in italics above? It seems to come, consciously or unconsciously, straight out of Dickens’s knowledge of the conclusion.

And notice what follows in Chapter XIII, where Edwin and Rosa are breaking their engagement:

‘And yet there was one reservation on each side: on hers that she intended through her guardian to withdraw herself immediately from the tuition of her music master; on his, that he did already entertain some wandering speculations whether it might ever come to pass that he would know more of Miss Landless.’

And again in the next chapter, in describing Edwin Drood’s last day on earth — his last day, that is, according to the murder theory:

‘Though the image of Miss Landless still hovers in the background of his mind, the pretty, little, affectionate creature (Rosa), so much firmer and wiser than he had supposed, occupies its stronghold. It is with some misgivings of his own unworthiness that he thinks of her, and of what they might have been to one another, if he had been more in earnest some time ago. . . . And still for all this, and though there is a sharp heartache in all this, the vanity and caprice of youth sustain that handsome figure of Miss Landless in the background of his mind.

Now if Edwin Drood is really and truly to be murdered that very night, if this is really the last of him on earth, can anything be more inharmonious, more inartistic, more repellent than this introduction of Helena Landless? It is not only pointless, but it is execrable.

But if Drood is not to die, if he escapes from Jasper’s hands, to play his part in running Jasper down, and if in the sequel a ‘place’ is needed for Drood, here it is already prepared.

It is said by some of the critics that Helena marries Crisparkle. But is this so? Of Helena’s esteem and admiration for the clergyman (about sixteen years older than herself) there is no doubt, nor of her gratitude for his kindness to her brother. And Crisparkle may, or he may not, fall in love with Helena. But if so, he is destined to step aside in self-forgetting sacrifice; his is the part assigned in Bleak House to Mr. Jarndyce in his love for Esther, a part dear to Dickens’s heart. A marriage between Crisparkle and Helena does not seem fitted for the needs of romance. The clergy (be it said in all reverence) are too ‘tame’ to make the kind of marriages that novelists must use.

Drood, then, as we see it, was not murdered, but lived to marry Helena, and to be great friends, undoubtedly, with Mr. and Mrs. Tartar — the Rev. Mr. Crisparkle and his delightful old mother being always welcome guests at both establishments.

How, then, did Drood escape? What happened? And why did he not declare himself?

Here we come to the ‘murder’ itself, and here, of course, one must remind the reader we are stepping out on the open ground of conjecture with absolute certainty left behind.

Now the trouble with the Drood murder is that there is too much of it. It is too well prepared. Jasper is a man of evil hatreds and is in love with Rosa. That is enough of itself to make him kill Drood. Jasper is also an opium fiend, a man of disturbed brain, who lies in an opium den, with a homicidal dream in his heart, rehearsing a hundred times his crime. That is enough to make him kill anybody.

As to the mechanism of the murder, there is too much of it again. Every critic has found here an embarras de richesse in the material prepared. We can never know just how the killing of Drood was planned or done, because there was enough mechanism ready to kill him two or three times. Jasper can strangle him to death with the scarf, either drugged or not drugged (for we know that Jasper is by way of drugging his friends); he can throw him off the stairway of the tower to the stone floor of the crypt below, or he can kill him, either drugged or not, in the crypt itself. Then he can dispose of the body in lime in the crypt, or drag it out to the vault in the graveyard of which he has the key, and there bury it in lime. With such a wealth of material, no one can say just what Jasper did.

To this will the reader please add that Jasper may be, and is, at any moment in the book, taken with a strange maniacal seizure due to his opium, in which a film comes over his eyes, his brain reels and his consciousness of what he does is lost.

Here, then, as many of us see it, comes in the ‘curious and new idea’ that Dickens wished to work out.

Jasper takes Drood at midnight to the crypt and up the stair. There he drugs and strangles him and, as he thinks (he has rehearsed the thing in his opium dreams a thousand times) hurls him over the railing of the stair to the stone floor below. He drags the body (so he thinks) to the vault and, with hideous maniacal eagerness, shovels in the lime upon it, the storm howling about the madman as he works. But at some point Drood has escaped his hands; drugged, half-conscious, unknowing what is happening, unable to believe that Jasper has attacked him, Drood has escaped death. There is no need to ask at what precise point, for half a dozen points would do; nor to ask whether Jasper drags an empty coat, or merely empty air — for Jasper is mad. No need to ask why Drood does not arrest Jasper. He recovers consciousness. He makes his way from the scene. He cannot believe that his clouded memory of Jasper’s sudden attack is true; he has a dim memory, as he clings to the rail of the stairway, of Jasper looking into the abyss below, shaking his fists in frenzied rage at something that he seems to see lying there. Jasper descends the stair. He does not come back; in his insane fancy he is burying Drood in the vault. Drood escapes, either at once, or after hours of unconsciousness, it does not matter. What is he to do? He hardly knows what has happened.

He sees no one. He goes at once to Mr. Grewgious in London for advice and help. Grewgious is in no doubt as to what has happened. But he tells Drood that they must wait. There is no proof — no evidence. Drood is to remain in hiding, and a watch must be set on Jasper, till they gather the details that will convict him of his murderous assault and intended crime.

Let the reader, if he will, turn to the chapter where Grewgious comes from London and interviews Jasper, and see how intensely full of meaning it becomes, if we can believe that Grewgious has meantime seen Drood, and that he knows.

A watch is set on Jasper, — and the watch is Datchery, who is perhaps Drood himself, or perhaps Grewgious’s clerk Bazzard, though this is an independent and secondary matter.

How, then, does the ring enter into the story? Why, under the supposition above, it becomes the vital clue by which Jasper’s guilt is fastened upon him. In the hands of Grewgious, Drood, Landless, Bazzard and the group of associates who are on Jasper’s trail — and of whom we may think Helena Landless is certainly one, as this brings her into close connection with Drood — the evidence accumulates. At this stage, be it observed, it is not murder which they hope to fasten upon Jasper, but only a maniacal attempt on Drood’s life. Owing to Drood’s uncertainty as to what has happened, they have no exact proof. But they piece the facts together. The street urchin who figures in the story under the nickname of ‘Deputy’, and who haunts the cathedral grounds at night, has certainly, so every reader of the novel admits, seen something of what happened on the night of the crime. The little note that Dickens wrote for himself— ‘Keep the boy suspended’ — would, of itself, indicate this. Probably what Deputy saw was Jasper coming from the crypt and going to the vault, opening its door with furtive glances and maniacal mutterings, and then shovelling in the lime. His testimony makes clear to the confederates Jasper’s plan for the disposal of the body. They know now why the watch and chain were taken from Drood while he was unconscious.

Jasper does not know about the ring. The confederates let him know that Drood carried it on the fatal night. This means, to Jasper, that the ring must be lying still uncorroded in the lime. He must secure it. He does just as they suspect. He visits the vault at night. Lantern in hand, he opens the door. To his horror he sees before him the figure of Edwin Drood. So has Dickens planned it with his characteristic love of the extreme of melodramatic sensation, and here is the explanation of the picture at the foot of the wrapper which has puzzled every student of the problem.

Jasper, insane with horror, rushes upon Drood. But Landless, who has followed close behind, is too quick for him, and seizes him. There is a desperate struggle, and in the struggle Landless is killed. John Forster, in his recollections of what Dickens told him, said that he thought he recalled the statement that Landless is killed by Jasper in the attempt to apprehend him. He was quite right. And here, too, is the explanation of the mystic sentence, ‘When shall we three meet again’, with which Dickens headed the chapter where Drood, Landless and Jasper dine together on the night of the crime. They do meet again. They meet in the vault where Jasper thought to find only the charred bones and the dust of Edwin Drood.

Jasper is tried for the murder and for the homicidal attempt on his nephew’s life. He is condemned. From his cell is given his confession. But the confession is not ‘the new and curious idea’. This phrase refers to the idea that an opium fiend who has rehearsed his crime a thousand times may be hallucinated with the idea that he is committing it.

The story ends, as Dickens loves, with wedding bells and children’s faces in the perspective of the future. Drood marries Helena. Tartar marries Rosa. The Rev. Mr. Crisparkle stands aside, disregarding his own feelings, as becomes a well-bred clergyman. No one dances more gayly at the weddings than he. Nor is there any merrier friend and playmate of the little Droods and the little Tartars, than the cheery Crisparkle, a little grey about the temples, but as ruddy and as much addicted to cold water and long walks as ever; no merrier playmate, unless, perhaps, it be an odd, angular man of the name of Grewgious, who —— 

But there, the ending has now become too easy. There is nothing to do but to call up the Brattleborough Spirit, and ask it how the matter stands.


EPILOGUE
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THE NEWS OF the death of Charles Dickens came to the people of England with something like the shock of a national disaster. It was without warning. Those immediately associated with him knew under what a great strain he had been living, and were aware of the dangers that it might imply. But for the world at large, Dickens at fifty-eight years of age was still at the height of his energy and activity. His elastic step, his keen eye, his well-knit figure, — steel and whipcord as some one called it at the time, — showed to the casual eye no sign of the ravages of age.

The blow when it fell came with the added weight of the unexpected. All London was affected by it as by some grave national calamity. ‘The crowds,’ wrote an American visitor, ‘seemed to walk the streets with muffled feet.’ The London Times chronicled the death of Dickens in a noble tribute to the genius and his place in the heart of the people. ‘Charles Dickens is no more. The loss of such a man makes the ordinary expression of regret seem cold and conventional. It will be felt by millions as nothing less than a personal bereavement.’

The wish was universally expressed that Dickens should be laid in Westminster Abbey. The Dean of Westminster, Dean Stanley, whose office carried with it the necessary authority, offered to the son Charles Dickens, Junior, the privilege of burying his father’s body among England’s greatest dead. But a difficulty arose in that such a burial was directly contrary to the views that Dickens himself had repeatedly expressed, and which he had embodied in his will. He had a horror of the trappings and the pageantry of death, the false pomp that mocks the silent reality. Years before he had written in Household Words (1852) an article on ‘Trading in Death’, denouncing the repulsive finery and display of the undertaker. The summer before his death he had refused, on grounds of opinion, to deliver a graveyard speech at the inauguration of a monument.

A compromise, however, was made by the extreme simplicity with which the remains of Charles Dickens were borne to the grave, — without pomp and with no other ceremonial than the plain ritual of the burial service. The grave, left open that the thousands of his admirers might pay a last tribute to his memory, was filled with the flowers cast into it.

 

Charles Dickens left behind him a very considerable family, for all whose wants his means were ample to provide. To his wife, as indicated already, he left an annuity of £300. To his sister-in-law Miss Hogarth he left £8,000, together with all his papers, and he made John Forster the executor and administrator of the estate. Apart from a special legacy of £1,000 to his daughter Mary and various small benefactions, his estate by his will was to be divided among his children as they attained their majority. The entire estate was valued at about £93,000.

 

All of Dickens’s ten children survived him except two, — Dora Annie, who died as an infant, and Walter, the soldier son, who died at Calcutta, December 31, 1863.

The eldest son, Charles, continued the publication of All the Year Round. But the magazine was the work of Dickens, his father, and of Dickens alone. After it came to an end, Charles Dickens, Junior, conducted the printing firm of Dickens and Evans, and was afterwards, as a reader, connected with the Macmillans. In 1887 he made a tour of the United States reading, with no little success, from his father’s books. He edited a complete edition of his father’s works in 1892-3, and died in 1896. His sister Mary, who died only a few days later, left behind her a little volume of reminiscences, — My Father, — to which reference has been already made. Kate Dickens, after the death of her first husband, Charles Collins, married again and became Mrs. Perugini. She died in 1929.

Francis Dickens, the third son, went to the north-west of Canada, and became an officer in The Mounted Police. He was at Battleford during the rebellion of 1885; a diary written by him at the time has since been published. The sailor son, the little admiral of the wistful eyes, did not long survive his father. He was taken ill, was invalided home and died at sea on the way to England in 1872. The eighth child, Henry Fielding Dickens, the Cambridge scholar, had a distinguished career at the Bar and was knighted in 1922. He published in 1929 a little memorial, Memories of my Father, a charming reminiscence and tribute.

 

No writer in the world’s history has had so wide a public as Charles Dickens. His books have penetrated where Shakespeare is unknown and where the Bible is not accepted. We are told, by those who know, that the works of Charles Dickens are at the present time the ‘best sellers’ in the world.

In the United States and in the British colonies the name of Dickens became and remained the same household word as in his mother country. For all the English-speaking world Pickwick and Mrs. Gamp and such are as real as the people next door — and better known.

The prices paid for first editions are no real evidence of the value of a book or the eminence of the author. Indeed the ‘first edition hobby’ is one of the minor forms of mental derangement, seldom ending in homicide and outside the scope of the law. But it may be noted for what it is worth, that among the treasures of that market are the first editions of Dickens — especially in the form of the monthly instalments in which most of the books appeared. In 1927 a copy of Pickwick in this form was sold for $16,300, and a still higher figure was reached in 1929 when the Kern copy of Pickwick was sold for $28,000.

Still more valuable, of course, are the manuscripts of Dickens’s works, which would represent, if valued in their entirety, a colossal fortune. But the great bulk of them have passed into national and other institutions, where they are not for sale. The great bulk of these manuscripts passed into the hands of John Forster, some in Dickens’s lifetime and the rest by the terms of his will. On Forster’s death in 1876 they were left to the Victoria and Albert Museum at South Kensington, where they still are. But the list does not include Pickwick Papers, Nicholas Nickleby, The Uncommercial Traveller, Great Expectations, or Our Mutual Friend. Of Pickwick there exist thirty-seven pages of manuscript. Dr. Rosenbach of Philadelphia bought the pages of the Pickwick manuscript in separate lots. For a lot of five pages sold at auction in London in 1928 he paid £7,000. A few days before, a page and a half were sold in Philadelphia for $9,000. The rest of the Pickwick manuscript is still outstanding, — destroyed or lying unknown in a lumber-room. Dr. Rosenbach also acquired 161 pages of Nicholas Nickleby. The Uncommercial Traveller manuscript is lost from sight. The Great Expectations manuscript was given as a present by Dickens to a friend, and is now in the Wisbeck Museum in England. It came to it as a gift of Chauncey Townsend of the ‘Religious Opinions’ mentioned in a previous chapter. Dickens presumably gave it to him. The manuscript of Our Mutual Friend came into the possession of G. W. C. Drexel, editor of the Philadelphia Ledger, who gave it to the Drexel Institute. Its preceding migrations are not accurately known. Of the lesser pieces, outside of the novels, the Pierpont Morgan collection has the Christmas Carol, The Cricket on the Hearth, and the Battle of Life.

Few Stock Exchange booms show a better rise in value than that of the thirty-two pages of Pickwick sold for $775 in 1895 and $35,000 in 1928.

The fact is that, when all is said and done, Charles Dickens has still not been measured up to the real height of his genius. Starting as a humorist, one might almost say, as a comic writer, and writing of the ordinary people, he was handicapped at the start, as far as academic rank goes. It is difficult to be funny and great at the same time. Aristophanes and Molière and Mark Twain must sit below Aristotle and Bossuet and Emerson.

The result is that in all schools and colleges where literature is taught as a study and not read as a diversion, the name of Dickens has not yet been put where it belongs. Whole courses are devoted to Shakespeare, a man, — or a collection of men, — of far lesser genius. But Shakespeare wrote about kings, at the time a great advance from writing about giants. Milton seems to the colleges profound because he wrote of Hell, a great place, and is dead. In short, the whole college estimate is based on theme, on scholarship and on deadness. Dickens is too recent, too ordinary, too easy to understand.

Transitory popularity is not a proof of genius. But permanent popularity is. People of the adolescent generation of to-day may have the impression that Dickens is passed by in favour of a rising group of newer men. This is not so. These newer men come and go, rise and fall, and are forgotten. Dickens stays. Forty years ago newer writers were replacing Dickens; and thirty years ago; and twenty. The world to-day does not know their names.

In due time it will be known that the works of Charles Dickens represent the highest reach of the world’s imaginative literature. This at its lowest is a poor thing, a tale told by an idiot. At its highest, — the world’s supreme achievement in art.
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1812. Feb. 7. Charles John Huffham Dickens born at Landport, Portsea.


	
 





	
1814-1816. Family in lodgings in London.


	
 





	
1816-1821. Family in Chatham.


	
 





	
1821. Moved to London.


	
 





	
1822. Dickens went to work in a blacking warehouse. Father in Marshalsea prison.


	
 





	
1823-27. At school in London.


	
 





	
1827 (May)-1829 (Nov.). Clerk in an attorney’s office.


	
 





	
1829-31. Reporter in Doctors’ Commons.


	
 





	
1831. Entered Reporters’ Gallery in the House of Commons as a reporter for the True Sun, then for the Mirror of Parliament, and then (1834-36) for the Morning Chronicle.


	
 





	
 


	
1833. First published story (‘A Dinner at Poplar Walk,’ afterwards called ‘Mr. Minns and his Cousin’) in Dec. no. of Old Monthly Magazine.





	
 


	
1833-35. Sketches in Old Monthly Magazine and in Evening Chronicle (first signed Boz) in August 1834.





	
1836. April 2. Married Catherine Hogarth.


	
1836. Feb. Sketches by Boz, 2 vols., illustrated by George Cruikshank.
The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club, edited by Boz, illustrated by R. Seymour and Hablôt Browne (Phiz) in April-Dec. (monthly nos.).
Sunday under Three Heads, by Timothy Sparks (nom de plume), illustrated by Phiz.
The Strange Gentleman (play in 2 acts), St. James’s Theatre, 29 Sept. 1836. Published 1837.
The Village Coquettes. Comic Opera. Sketches by Boz. Second series. One vol. Dec.





	
1837. Jan. 6. Birth of Charles Dickens, Junior.
Death of Mary Hogarth.


	
1837. Pickwick Papers continued from Jan. till Nov., then published as a book by Charles Dickens.
Oliver Twist began as a serial by Boz, Jan. 1837.





	
1837. July. Ten-day tour on the Continent.


	
 





	
1838. March 6. Mary (Mamie) Dickens born.


	
1838. Oliver Twist. Three vols. by Charles Dickens. Illustrations by George Cruikshank.
Memoirs of Joseph Grimaldi. Edited by Boz.
Sketches of Young Gentlemen. Illustrated by Phiz.
Nicholas Nickleby, in monthly parts, began in April 1838. Illustrated by Phiz.





	
1839. July. Cottage at Petersham Oct. Birth of Kate Macready Dickens.


	
1839. Sketches by Boz. First complete edition, in monthly parts, Nov. 1837-June 1839. Illustrated by George Cruikshank.





	
Moved from Doughty Street to Devonshire Terrace.


	
 





	
 


	
1840. Sketches of Young Couples. Illustrated by Phiz.





	
1841. Feb. 8. Birth of Walter Landor Dickens.


	
1841. Master Humphrey’s Clock. Three vols. Illustrated by George Cattermole and Hablôt Browne. Included Old Curiosity Shop and Barnaby Rudge.
The Picnic Papers. A Symposium to which Dickens contributed the preface and the opening story, The Lamplighter.





	
1842. Jan. 4. Dickens and his wife left Liverpool on a tour to the United States and Canada: left New York June 7, 1842. Holiday Trip to Cornwall with Stanfield, Forster, and Maclise.


	
1842. Oct. American Notes for General Circulation. Two vols.





	
1843. Summer at Broadstairs.
Oct. Presided at the opening of the Manchester Athenaeum.


	
1843. Martin Chuzzlewit. Illustrations by Hablôt Browne. Monthly nos., Jan.-Dec.
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Illustrated by John Leech.





	
1844. Jan. 15. Birth of Francis Jeffrey Dickens.
July. Left with his family for a year on the Continent — France, Italy.


	
1844. Martin Chuzzlewit finished and published as a book in July. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.
Preface to Evenings of a Working Man (J. Overn).
The Chimes. Illustrated by Maclise, Stanfield, Doyle and Leech.





	
1845. Returned in summer from Italy to Devonshire Terrace.
Aug. Amateur theatricals at Kelly’s Theatre.
Oct. Birth of Alfred Tennyson Dickens (6th child; 4th son).


	
1845. The Cricket on the Hearth. Illustrated by Maclise, Stanfield, Landseer, Doyle and Leech.





	
1846. Jan. 21. Editor of Daily News.
Feb. 9. Resigned from editorship.
May 31. Left England for the Continent. Summer at Lausanne.
Nov. Paris. 48 Rue de Courcelle.
Dec. 15-23. Visit to London. Back to Paris.


	
1846. Pictures from Italy. (Daily News, Jan.-March. Later in the year in book.)
Dombey and Son. Began in monthly nos. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.
The Battle of Life. Illustrated by Maclise, Stanfield, Doyle and Leech.





	
1847. Back to London. Temporarily at Chester Place.
April 18. Sydney Smith Haldinand Dickens born (7th child; 5th son).
Summer at Brighton and Broadstairs.
Dec. 1. Presided at Opening of Leeds Mechanics Institute.
Dec. 28. Presided at Opening of Glasgow Athenaeum.


	
 





	
1848. Jan. Visit to Edinburgh.


	
1848. April. Dombey and Son in book form.
The Haunted Man. Illustrated by Stanfield, John Tenniel, Frank Stone and J. Leech.





	
1849. Jan. 16. Birth of Henry Fielding Dickens (8th child; 6th son).
Feb. Visit to Brighton.
Back in Devonshire Terrace.
Summer at Bonchurch, I.W.


	
1849. David Copperfield began in monthly parts in May 1848. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.





	
1850. June. Trip to Paris and Rouen.
Aug. 15. Birth of Dora Annie Dickens (9th child; 3rd daughter).
Nov. Private theatricals at Knebworth. Every Man in His Humour.


	
1850. March 30. First no. of Household Words.
Nov. David Copperfield in book form. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.
Christmas. Being the first Christmas no. of Household Words.





	
1851. Feb. To Paris with J. Leech. March 31. Death of John Dickens.
April 14. Death of Dora Annie Dickens.
May 16. Private theatricals at Devonshire House, before the Queen and the Prince Consort.


	
1851. What Christmas Is. Second Christmas no. of Household Words.





	
1852. March 13. Birth of Edward Bulwer Lytton Dickens (10th child; 7th son).


	
1852. Bleak House began in monthly parts in March 1852. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.
Stories for Christmas. Third Christmas no. of Household Words.





	
1858. Back in Tavistock House.
Feb. 9. Dinner for Hospital for Sick Children.
April 29. First public reading (St. Martin’s Hall) for profit.
May. Dickens separates from his wife.
July 1. Nominated (but not elected) as Rector of Glasgow University.


	
1858. A House to Let. Ninth Christmas no. of Household Words.





	
1859. Sept. At Broadstairs for a fortnight.
Oct. Second part of the first series of readings.


	
1859. April 30. First no. of All the Year Round.
May 28. Last no. of Household Words.
A Tale of Two Cities. Weekly serial in All the Year Round; also in monthly parts. In book form in Dec. 1859. Illustrated by Hablôt Browne.
The Haunted House. First Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1859-60. Last winter at Tavistock House.


	
 





	
1860. Permanent residence at Gad’s Hill.
Kate Dickens married to Charles Collins.


	
1860. Hunted Down. New York Ledger; also reprinted in All the Year Round.
The Uncommercial Traveller. Serial papers in All the Year Round; in book form in Dec. 1860.
Great Expectations. Began as a serial in All the Year Round in Dec. 1860.
A Message from the Sea. Second Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1861. Took a house in London (3 Hanover Square) for the spring.
March. Began second series of Readings (ended April 1862).
Charles Dickens, Junior, married Miss Evans.


	
1861. Great Expectations in book form in three vols.; in 1863 in one vol., illustrated by Marcus Stone.
Tom Tiddler’s Ground. Third Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1862. Feb. Exchanged Gad’s Hill for 16 Hyde Park Gate for the Spring Readings in London till end of June.
Oct.-Dec. Two months in Paris.
1862. Somebody’s Luggage. Fourth Christmas no. of All the Year Round.


	
 





	
1863. Visited Paris in January. Readings at the British Embassy. Readings in London.
Sept. Dickens’s mother died.
Dec. 24. Death of Thackeray (Christmas Eve). Walter Dickens died in India (New Year’s Eve).


	
1863. Mrs. Lirrifer’s Lodgings. Fifth Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1864. New Year at Gad’s Hill. Feb.-June. A house in London. 57 Gloucester Place.
1864. Our Mutual Friend. Began in monthly nos. in May 1864.
Mrs. Lirrifer’s Legacy. Sixth Christmas no. of All the Year Round.


	
 





	
1865. In London at 16 Somers Place.
June 9. In a railway accident at Staplehurst.
Swiss chalet set up at Gad’s Hill.


	
1865. Our Mutual Friend. In book form in two vols. in Nov. 1865.
Dr. Marigold’s Prescriptions. Seventh Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1866. Third Series of Readings. (Managed by Dolby in 1866-67 and resumed 1868-70 after the American tour.)


	
1866. Mugby Junction. Eighth Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1867. June 5. Presided at the Annual Festival of the Railway Benevolent Society.
Nov. 9. Sailed for America. Landed Boston, Nov. 19. Lecture tour in U.S., Dec. 2, 1867-April 20, 1868.


	
1867. No Thoroughfare. Ninth Christmas no. of All the Year Round.





	
1868. April 18. Farewell dinner at Delmonico’s, New York.
Sailed for England, April ?.
Oct. Resumed public readings.


	
1868. A Holiday Romance. Written for a child’s magazine.
George Silverman’s Explanation. Written for the Atlantic Monthly (both pieces reprinted in All the Year Round).





	
1869. Jan. Began second part of series of readings.
Health failing, readings broken off.
April. Public Dinner at Liverpool.


	
1869.





	
1870. Jan.-March. Twelve Farewell Readings in London.
March 9. Received by the Queen at Buckingham Palace.
April 5. Presided at a dinner in aid of the News Vendors’ Institution.
March 7. Royal Academy Dinner (last public appearance).
May. Returned to Gad’s Hill.
June 8. Stricken.
June 9. Died.


	
1870. The Mystery of Edwin Drood. Six monthly nos. were issued. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes.
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CHAPTER I. AN ANALYSIS OF HUMOR
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CAN WE LEARN to Be Funny? — Can an Earnest Teacher Help a Student with a Serious Mind to Get Rid of It? — Primitive Merriment with a Club — The Upward Course of Humor — From Nero’s Chariot to Barnum’s Clown — From Laughter to Tears.

Everybody has often witnessed the spectacle of a man in an armchair bending over toward another man in another armchair and telling him a funny story. We know it is a funny story because of what happens. The face of the man who is listening begins to be visibly affected. There is a tightening of the maxillary muscles together with a relaxation of the muscles of the lips and tongue. The areas at the east and west sides of the eyes become puckered in a peculiar way, and in extreme cases (very, very funny stories) there is a distinct wobbling of the ears. In other words the man is smiling. Presently, as the culmination of the story is reached, the listener goes into a form of convulsion, emitting his breath in hurried gasps as if about to shout. His condition reacts upon the story teller, who now sits back, expands his stomach and goes into a similar convulsion.

If we were not absolutely habituated to this, we should be alarmed and think the men were ill. But we know that they are only laughing. This form of fit or convulsion is called laughter. The men are said to laugh because the story is funny, and the story is known to be funny because the men laugh at it. The man who tells the story is called a story teller. He is said to have a sense of humor. And the man who listens to it has another sense of humor.

This much is common knowledge on the subject. But, strangely enough, beyond this there is nothing but unexplored territory. What laughter is, and why it is, and what is a sense of humor and how you get it, what a joke is, and why it is a joke — all these things remain unknown and unascertained. In a world that studies and teaches everything that can be studied and taught, humor alone remains as an unexplored field.

 

Few people know anything about humor, or analyze or think about it. It is left clean out of the program of self-improvement. A man will work hard on such things as his game of golf. It is pathetic to see a stout man trying hard to improve his mashie shot, a thing which God forbade to him at birth. But still he tries. Yet would he ever seek to improve his sense of humor, ever practice his funny story, or ever read a book on how to tell one? He wouldn’t, because there are no such books. For all other literary and artistic acquirements there are classes and courses, schools and colleges. People with a talent for music take music lessons. Children with a gift for drawing are taught art. But no one teaches funny boys humor.

For everything else, especially in these hard times, there are teachers waiting at one’s elbow, eager to impart it by the dollar’s worth. There are correspondence courses in oratory, in deportment, and in painting (both oil and sign). All the older colleges teach literature, economics, sociology and such; and the newer ones have courses in salesmanship, hotel keeping, bee-keeping, investment and embezzlement. There is as yet not a single academic course in humor. There are no degrees in it, and it is not required for entrance into the professions, not even for the law. The whole field is wide open, for colleges have never even thought of it.

The reason is, no doubt, that it has been hitherto taken for granted that humor either is or is not; that the art of amusing speech cannot be imparted; that the humorous outlook cannot be acquired. If this were not so, parents would try to give their children at least a high school standard of fun. Stubborn students from the country would work at their joke books till past midnight, and pedagogical departments award diplomas to fun-makers.

Humor, if thought about at all is looked upon as a “growth.” It falls within the scope of the ancient text: “Which of you with taking thought can add to his stature one cubit?” But the thing is a misconception. It might just as wisely read: “Each of you by taking thought can add one cubit to his stature.” In these days of building-up exercises and violet ray glass we certainly could.

“The poet,” said the Roman writer, “is born not made.” But this was only a smart way of saying that he had to be born first and made afterward. So it is with the humorist, and with the art of expressing humor in words. Granted that an innate aptitude is required for real excellence, it is equally true that it may be indefinitely improved by art. As the clergy are wont to say from the pulpit, even a little spark of native merit can be watered in the fire of effort till it grows into a mighty temple. The failure to “teach humor” rests on this misconception, and on the further error of what teaching humor would mean. Teaching humor would not mean teaching people to make fun of things, but teaching people to understand things. Humor, at its highest, is a part of the interpretation of life.

So I can see no reason why humor — as both theory and practice, analysis and performance — should not be taught in college. I could imagine how interesting it would be to plan a set of academic courses. It should run something on this model:

Course I. Elements of Humor. Open to First Year men and Fourth Year women.

Course II. The Technique of Humor. Four hours a week for four years, leading to the degree of D.F.

Course III. Practical: How to Tell a Funny Story. Men only. This course leads to a government diploma, or license, to tell funny stories in pullman cars.

Course IV. Postgraduate: Tears and Laughter. The highest phase of humor where it passes from the Ridiculous to the Sublime. This course is open only to the older members of the faculty and to First Year women. For in this matter women start where men end.

If this book turns out, as it probably will, to be one of those epoch making volumes which create a revolution in human thought, it will be followed by the establishment of regular college departments in humor, leading to such degrees as those indicated above. There will be correspondence courses with circulars and printed testimonials after the following models:

(1)

GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

TO THE

EUREKA SCHOOL OF FUN

Gentlemen:

I desire to express my appreciation of the effect that your Course No. 6 (Six Weeks Course in Applied Humor) has had upon my mother-in-law. Before taking the course her disposition was of a melancholy if not morose character. Now she keeps us in fits at meal times. Please give her another six weeks.

P.S. What would it cost to send her abroad for a two-year postgraduate course?

(2)

TESTIMONIAL TO THE

LOUDER AND FUNNIER

DIVINITY SCHOOL

Gentlemen:

Pray permit me, as a minister of a large congregation, to express my obligation for your four weeks course in Pulpit Fun. My church is crowded every Sunday evening and I keep them all in a roar. I understand they talk of sending me away for a year for a postgraduate course. Some propose two years.

(3)

BROKER BREAKS SILENCE: TESTIMONIAL

TO THE BOISTEROUS BUSINESS COLLEGE

Gentlemen:

I want to thank you for the excellent results obtained from your correspondence course on Humor as a Business Stimulant. I am a stockbroker and up till now have been constantly depressed whenever I was cleaned out by a heavy fall of the market. Taking your course has altered everything. The more it falls, the more I laugh. Today there was a twenty point drop in International Hydrogen and I simply sat and roared. This may have been partly because I was selling it. But your course helped me to see the fun of the thing.

 

Let us turn back and make a beginning with laughter, a thing undoubtedly older than speech. Man could laugh and cry long before he could talk, just as babies can. Indeed it was out of his whines and grunts and chuckles that he made his language. People always connect humor with laughter. In reality it is only an accidental and physical concomitant. Laughter is the mere beginning of humor, both in time and in significance. The end, the final reach, is nearer to tears.

All human origins go back into the mist and vanish into the twilight of our beginning. The sense of fun would reach back as far, to roots as faint, as goes the sense of sight. A potato, in its own infinitely dim way, sees — and no doubt is feebly amused.

More than that, the products of evolution are unequal. Man is by no means the most developed animal in all respects. Compare the sense of smell in a dog, or a deer, with its feeble counterpart in man. So it is with the sense of humor. It is possible that some of the animals are far more developed in that respect than we are. A house fly may have a terrific sense of fun. I have often suspected it when I have seen his merry face and his beaming eyes peeping over the bedclothes in the morning.

No doubt our sense of humor grew up alongside of our emotions and our language. Scholars themselves are in doubt as to just how language began. The chief theories on the subject are known (to those on the inside) as the “splash-spash,” or “bow-wow” theory, and the “yo-heave-ho” theory, and the theory of spontaneous grunts. That is to say perhaps man got into the way of talking by imitating sounds like the splash of water. Or perhaps language started as a sort of whine or chant, like those of sailors hauling in a rope. The tune, the melody, came first, the style, words, the song, long afterward. Or perhaps he began by the sheer natural physical emptying of his lungs, as when a person sneezes or says “Woof! It’s hot.”

 

Our laughter originated then, it would seem, long before our speech as a sort of natural physical expression, or outburst, of one’s feeling suddenly good, suddenly victorious. It was a primitive shout of triumph. The savage who cracked his enemy over the head with a tomahawk and shouted “Ha! Ha!” was the first humorist. Here began, so to speak, “the merry ha! ha!,” the oldest and most primitive form of humor. It seems odd to think that even today when we give our acquaintances the “merry ha! ha!” over their minor discomfitures, we are reproducing, true to type, the original form of humor. The Germans would call it Ur-Humor. But we don’t need to; we can call it simply the archeocomical or if we like the paleoridiculous.

It seems a far cry to this primitive humor, and yet it is surprising how easily we slip back into it. It has never been quite civilized out of us. Even if we no longer find the triumph of active destruction a “funny” sensation, we can certainly get fun out of the imagination of it. Compare, for example, Bret Harte’s famous account of the breaking up of the scientific society organized at the Stanislow Mining Camp — how, in the middle of a paleontological discussion:

Then Abner Dean of Angel’s raised a point of order when

A chunk of old red sandstone took him in the abdomen,

And he smiled a kind of sickly smile, and curled up on the floor,

And the subsequent proceedings interested him no more.

One admits that there is here the added element of the contrast between the gravity of science and the levity of conduct on the Stanislow. But the destruction of Abner Dean counts for much.

Perhaps the best example of this kind of thing is found in the work of that illustrious artist, Captain Harry Graham, who has adorned alike the court and the camp, the stalls and the bookstalls. Captain Graham in his Ruthless Rhymes for Heartless Homes has boldly accepted the destructive principle of primitive humor at its face value without mitigation or apology. His readers in their “heartless homes” are supposed to go into bursts of merriment over such an item as the accidental drowning of grandmamma, the loss of a stranger by the odd chance of a hole in the ice, or by the amusing malice of young Augustus.

It is difficult to reproduce the Ruthless Rhymes without the delightful illustrations which accompany them. But one may in imagination reconstruct the exploits of young Augustus in a picture which depicts a huge London bus, brought to a standstill by some apparent mishap, a little crowd collected, and a malicious boy obviously chuckling over what has happened:

My son Augustus in the street one day

Was feeling quite particularly merry,

When someone asked him, — Wot’s the quickest way

To get me out to Highgate Cemetery?

  The quickest way? replies my little Gus,

  And pushed the feller underneath a bus!

I will say this about my little son,

’E does enjoy a bit of fun!

Children easily reach back to this primitive humor, just as all their embryonic life processes repeat the history of the race. “Jack the Giant-Killer” is full of it. “Puss in Boots” contains a roaring piece of fun when the cat swallows the ogre.

But for humanity at large, apart from people of exception such as Harry Graham and Jack the Giant-Killer, once the primitive age was over, humor had to be softened from actual destruction and physical injury to the mere appearance of it. It was no longer funny to break a man’s leg and watch him hop round on the stump of it; but it was funny to see a man, with the temporary numbness called pins and needles, stumble about unable to stand up. It became no longer amusing to watch a man drown — though Lucretius many centuries ago thought it entertaining — but it remained funny to watch him take a tumble on skates, as Mr. Winkle does in the Pickwick Papers. The Romans liked to see a chariot and its occupant smashed in the circus; we prefer to see a clown fall off a trapeze. Our clown, poor creature, is the living symbol of our redeemed humanity, uplifted from cruelty to make-believe. Humor thus grew to turn on a contrast between the thing as it is, or ought to be, and the thing smashed out of shape and as it ought not to be. We can appreciate this by remembering that a broken umbrella looks “funny.” This broadened into a general notion of contrast, of incongruity, of a disharmony between a thing and its setting, between its present and its usual accompaniment, like a naked savage in a silk hat.

It was somewhere at the point indicated that mere vindictiveness parted company with humor, and became its hideous counterpart, mockery. The Red Indian exulting and jibing over his tortured victim, this is mockery; the scoffers that stood and “mocked” around the Cross; the taunts of the hanging judges; the sneer of the infidel; the brutality of the critic — all these are mockery, a thing debased and degraded from what it might have been. Too much of the humor of all ages, and far too much of our own, partakes of it.

The original humor was expressed by actions, not by words. It was, and is, represented by progressive gradations as victory, cruelty, teasing, horsesplay, hazing, practical jokes and April Fool. But as early as art and letters themselves, humor found its expression in drawing and in words. Even a savage could draw a man with a long nose. Indeed his main difficulty was to draw him with a short one. Hence the art of caricature could not get far till the art of correct drawing had got further. So, too, with words; when language got properly formulated it became possible not only to use words to call up a funny, or ridiculous, idea, but to get fun out of the words themselves. A contrast or incongruity could be got out of the difference between the apparent and the real significance of the sounds and characters. Here entered the mode of humor called Wit, the presentation of the humorous in a way involving an unexpected play on words, or, as it were, taking fun out of the words themselves. When Pope Gregory said of the captive English children, “Not Angles but angels” (Gregory’s mixture, so to speak), the joke made such a hit that it lasted over a thousand years. The silly anagrams and acrostics of the medieval monks were an early instance of this verbalism.

Humor, then, as an element in art and letters, has come down to us from the centuries. But it was only in quite modern times, preëminently in the nineteenth century, that it received its highest development. Let scholars dispute if they like as to whether Greek drama is higher than the drama of today, whether Homer is a greater poet than Omar, and how Aristotle measures up beside the average college president of today. But about humor there is no doubt. The classical humor is poor stuff: the medieval scholars’ humor is simply silly: the medieval peoples’ humor is primitive. Only with the modern world, and only in proportion as it loses its primitive credulity and the intense earnestness of its beliefs and superstitions, does humor enter largely into literature. Humor in a world of waning beliefs remains like Hope still left at the bottom of Pandora’s box when all the evils of the gods flew out from it upon the world.

No “scholar” would admit the truth of this. Scholars tell us that Aristophanes was probably the wittiest man that ever lived — so witty that it takes half a page of notes to explain one of his jokes. Scholars also claim that the humor of Shakespeare is deeper than any other — so deep that you often see no bottom to it. And then there were also Dante and Milton and John Bunyan and a lot of other fun-makers who keep their readers in a roar.

Leave Shakespeare out of count. It is dangerous to speak of him; and he was without doubt, as the creator of Falstaff, a great humorist. Make an honorable exception of Molière, a humorist head and shoulders above his time, a timeless man like Isaac Newton or Galileo. Apart from a few exceptions, to most of us the so-called humor of the earlier modern world is pretty dreary. Cervantes had a fine idea, in the mass, but for us what prolixity!

The eighteenth century with its Addison, its Sterne, its Goldsmith, shows the rising sun. But it was the nineteenth century that brought the full effulgence of the day. The Victorian age represents an epoch in the history of letters greater than any that preceded it — greater, in pure letters, it may well be, than any about to follow it. True as this is in general, it is nowhere more true than in the domain of humor. Charles Dickens and Mark Twain and Alphonse Daudet, surrounded by a galaxy of lesser stars, represent a reach far beyond anything preceding.

In the mere matter of verbal form the nineteenth century, with its diffused printing and its widening education, was able to run riot. The pun came into its own and more than its own. For a generation or two it was par excellence the English form of wit. Tom Hood, with a marvelous facility for words, helped to drive the pun to death at the hands of an exhausted public. What the pun was to England, bad spelling was to America. Here the humor exaltation was a sort of vindictive triumph over the spelling book, the revered guide and the dreaded authority of the little red schoolhouse. A whole generation of Artemus Wards traded on bad spelling. In the end they killed bad spelling in America as dead as the dead pun in England.

But these and other verbal forms are but a matter of the technique, the mode, of humor, not the informing spirit which is its essence. Beyond the verbal effects of jangling syllables and misused words is the higher stage of the humor of character, turning on the contrasts of incongruities that make up “queer” people.

Beyond this again is humor in its highest meaning and its furthest reach which does not depend on verbal incongruities, or on tricks of sight and hearing. It finds its basis in the incongruity of life itself, the contrast between the fretting cares and the petty sorrows of the day and the long mystery of the tomorrow. Here laughter and tears become one, and humor becomes the contemplation and interpretation of our life. In this aspect the thought of the nineteenth century far excelled all that had preceded it. The very wistfulness of its new ignorance — contrasted with the brazen certainly of bygone dogma — lends it something pathetic.

But in the presentation of the theory and technique of humor to be offered in this book, a beginning will be made with the merely verbal and superficial aspects. Later chapters will discuss the humor of character, the history of humor, and its highest culmination in the sublime.


CHAPTER II. FUN WITH WORDS
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THAT VERY SILLY Thing, Indeed, the Pun — Bad Spelling and Artemus Ward — Meiosis and Hyperbole — The Technique of Verbal Forms — Mr. Ballou and Mrs. Gamp — The Amazing Genius of O. Henry.

 

My little dears who learn to read, pray early learn to shun

That very silly thing indeed which people call a pun.

For instance, ale will make you ail, your aunt an ant may kill,

You in a vale may buy a veil, and Bill may pay the bill;

Or if to France your barque you steer, at Dover, it may be,

A peer appears upon the pier, who, blind, still goes to sea.

Ontario School Reader. 1876.

 

In the above stanza, the poet (the verse looks like that of Theodore E. Hook), having called the pun a “very silly thing indeed,” proceeds to prove it to our satisfaction in the lines that follow. Yet, as I remember it, they were intended at that remote period to be very amusing, an oasis of laughter in a desert of information.

Punsters are becoming rare. Many people have probably never seen one. There is as yet no law against them but only a sort of social ostracism that meets their effort with groans. The use of the groan as a form of applause belongs wholly to the younger generation. It is as effective as it is cruel. And if anything is needed to give the pun its final quietus, the schoolboy groan can do it.

Yet in point of historic dignity the pun stands easily first among the verbal devices of nineteenth century humor. It was among schoolboys and on the border line between the nursery and the schoolroom that it flourished best. But even adults of the earlier generation leaned heavily on it for support, and at least one name — that of Tom Hood — is inscribed in the history of literature on the strength of it.

In the case of the pun, the contrast or incongruity that makes humor is got from the fact that one and the same sound means two different things, and hence the word brings into connection two things that really have nothing to do with one another. In its most elemental sense there is nothing more in it than the indignity done to the words themselves — beyond that there is no thought and no meaning.

The pun naturally flourished best, and still to some extent flourishes, in the nursery and the schoolroom. The ability to use words is a new thing to the child; the ability to misuse them, consciously, is an awakening joy. It is a sort of triumph over the words themselves.

Such are the puns of schoolboys — this ancient one, for instance, on the divisions of the map of Ireland:

“Will you lend me your Ulster?”

“I Connaught, I will never be a Leinster.”

“What a Munsterous pun!”

The “triumph,” the primitive exultation out of which humor begins, is simply over the words — knocking them down, degrading them with a “merry ha-ha!”

 

But outside of the nursery and the classroom, puns get infinitely tiresome. At times, of course, the sheer ingenuity of getting the sounds together excites a sort of intellectual admiration. The thing is not exactly funny, but it is as “smart” as a clever conundrum.

Thus on a famous occasion in the French Chamber of Deputies the announcement was made that the city Herat in Afghanistan had been taken and the question was asked, “What does the Shah of Persia say to it?” This isn’t funny in English and there is no funny thought to it. But there was a burst of merriment, and the member speaking said he was afraid he had “aroused the smiles of the assembly”; and then they roared again. Why? Because in French the words were:

“Messieurs, on a pris l’Hérat, (les rats)

 Que dit le Shah? (le chat)

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

 Je crains d’avoir éveillé les souris de la Chambre.”

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

This is the class of pun characteristic of the work of the greatest of all punsters Tom Hood. It is the ingenious incongruity in the words — nothing in the thought — that generally is the basis of his pun. Thus:

Ben Battle was a soldier bold

And used to war’s alarms

But a cannon-ball took off his legs

So he laid down his arms!

The only point here is the oddity of our English language which allows a man to lay down his arms without taking them off — because arms mean two things.

Translate it and it’s all gone:

Ayant perdu les jambes par un

Coup de canon, il quitta le service.

Not so funny, is it, or rather funny in a new incongruity that the French words won’t mean what the English did.

 

But the pun is at once lifted into a higher range when the confusion of the sound accidentally as it were brings out a secondary effect. This is often seen in the blunders and “howlers” made by schoolboys and students in their examination papers. Here is the oft-quoted case of a schoolboy who defined the equator as a “menagerie lion” running round the earth. He meant an “imaginary line” or rather those were the words taught him. Hence the reflection on the hopelessly mechanical way in which he had been taught. The pun in this case is not a mere verbality; it carries an underlying meaning. Still better perhaps is a piece of misspelling (involuntary pun) of a pupil of mine, years ago, who wrote that “Europe in the middle ages was governed on the fuddle system.” It certainly was.

It will nearly always be found that where a distinguished person has left behind him a reputation as a punster, the puns have survived because of this secondary or further application. This is the case with that lovable man the Reverend Sydney Smith (1771-1845) sometime Canon of St. Paul’s Cathedral. It is related that on one occasion his fellow canons were discussing, with characteristic clerical prolixity, the question of putting a wooden sidewalk round the cathedral. “Come, gentlemen” interrupted Sydney Smith, “lay your heads together and the thing is done.” Anyone hearing the story reflects with a chuckle, “Yes, it would be!” An analyst would see that the humor is based on the juxtaposition of the solidity and dignity of the heads of the clergymen and their use as a sidewalk.

 

Sometimes the wit and merit of a pun depend on its being impromptu and actual, not merely related. Anyone could have thought it out, worked it out. In that case it isn’t amusing. But when it is obviously made on the spot, the element of the impromptu gives it a sort of intellectual merit. I remember once, years ago, in the old unredeemed days of the saloon with the long mahogany bar and the long glass mirror, seeing a bibulous gentleman, irritated at the quality of the “free lunch,” pick up a too-solid sandwich and throw it at the looking glass. A witty friend of mine standing by murmured, “There’s food for reflection.”

On another occasion at a supper party where I was present, also in the dim past, when the game of golf was just beginning its vogue in Canada, somebody spoke of the new clubhouse and of the “pro” just engaged. “It seems,” said someone else “that he’s a very deserving young man; he’s using the money he gets at golf to pay his fees at the university.” “Indeed,” said a witty guest, with a simulation of bright interest, “putting himself through college!”

This same witty friend of mine — it was away back in the year 1900, when Lord Roberts was pursuing General Cronje — once amused himself at a social gathering by announcing, with all the appearance of keen interest, a fresh item of news from the South African War.

“Did you see,” he said, “that Lord Roberts has sent out his p.p.c. cards!”

“His p.p.c. cards?” said the puzzled listener. “What for? Is he to leave South Africa?”

“Oh no — pour prendre Cronje.”

But such effects depend for their value on their actuality. Anybody with a book of rhymes and synonyms could make them up.

 

The part played in the development of English humor by the pun is represented in America by the part played by bad spelling. For at least a whole generation bad spelling — that is to say, incorrect spelling not sanctioned by the spelling book — was the most obvious and popular mode of comic wit.

It is interesting to see how this came about and how it fits into the theory of humor. In earlier days — in Elizabethan and Stuart times — there was nothing funny about bad spelling — or not to the people who used it, though it may look funny to us now.

Here is an example of seventeenth century spelling from the pen of a highly cultivated gentlewoman, Mrs. Ralph Verney, writing to her exiled husband somewhere about the year 1650.

I must give thee some account of our own babyes heare. For Jack his leggs are most miserable crooked as ever I saw any child’s and yett thank god he goes very strongly and is very strayte in his body as any child can bee: and is a very fine child all but his legges. . . .

Mrs. Verney apparently forgot, or didn’t care, that she had called them his “leggs” a line or two above. A little later in the letter she goes back to “leggs,” and remarks that Jack would “very fayne goe into ffrance to his father.”

Neither Artemus Ward nor Josh Billings ever thought of such a triumph over orthography as “ffrance,” without any capital letter and with a double f.

But in the seventeenth century the idea of a single unvarying standard of spelling was only just getting well established. In an earlier age to spell well seemed to mean to find some striking, expressive and phonetic way of putting letters together to make words. Hence the variations of Shakespeare’s name and the vagaries of Elizabethan writing. Strangely enough the same idea of spelling is coming back again in the modern commercial world. “Koffy Shoppes” and “Fittite” clothes and “Kool” drinks are a reversion to the past.

But in the middle nineteenth century, especially in America, it was not so. The glory of the nation was that it could read and write. It carried its tattered spelling books to its frontier cabins. In the little red schoolhouse the “scholars” spelled out their syllables in chorus. And in the evening gatherings in the log houses and frame schools, “spelling bees,” were at once an education and a diversion. “Abe” Lincoln could “spell down” any other adult in the settlement.

Hence the very eminence of spelling rendered it all the better mark for artful degradation. Bad spelling had in it something of the fun of irreverence without the evil conscience. And of all the bad spellers who ever adorned the history of American humor Artemus Ward (Charles Ferrar Browne, 1834-1867) came easily first. This quaint pathetic person, for a brief hour the delight of London, was a sort of wandering minstrel, born centuries after his time. He wandered from a New England farm to a printer’s office in Cleveland, and from there to the new Eldorado of Nevada and California. He published strange little “pieces,” gathered into what he entitled Artemus Ward: His Book (1862). He wandered over to England, gave what he called “lectures” to uproarious audiences of the “quality” of London — whose laughter elicited from him pained expressions of disapproval. He was, indeed, a perfect artist in make-believe — a humorist not of words but of manner, gesture and assumed personality. On his English lecture tour (his health was frail) he faded and died (1867). But around his memory a loving world has entwined a garland of affection as for a lost child.

Most typical of Artemus’ life and his work, and his place in the development of the humor of America is the famous historical occasion when Abraham Lincoln read aloud to his assembled Cabinet Artemus Ward’s “latest.”

It was on the morning of Monday, September 22, 1862, that Abraham Lincoln called his Cabinet together at the White House. He wished to announce to them what was undoubtedly the most momentous decision of his life. He was to read to them the Proclamation, which he had written the day before, setting free the slaves in the rebel States and destined to end American slavery for ever.

But first Lincoln informed the Cabinet that Artemus Ward had sent him his new book and that he would like to read them a chapter of it; with which, he read to them the “High-Handed Outrage at Utica.”

The dignified Mr. Salmon P. Chase, Secretary of the Treasury, listened with dry disapproval. “The President,” he tells us in his diary, “seemed to enjoy it very much.” The Cabinet apparently laughed at it, except Stanton, who wouldn’t.

Then Lincoln laid the little book aside, and told the Cabinet that he had made a “promise to his Maker” which he proposed now to fulfil. With that he read aloud his proclamation for the emancipation of the slaves.

And here is what Artemus Ward wrote, and what Lincoln himself, in the cast of his mind, a humorist of the highest order, evidently found very funny:

HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA

In the Faul of 1856, I showed my show in Utiky, a trooly grate sitty in the State of New York.

The people gave me a cordyal recepshun. The press was loud in her prases.

1 day as I was given a descripshun of my Beests and Snaiks in my usual flowry stile what was my skorn & disgust to see a big burly feller walk up to the cage containin my wax figgers of the Lord’s Last Supper, and cease Judas Iscarrot by the feet and drag him out on the ground. He then commenced fur to pound him as hard as he cood.

“What under the son are you abowt?” cried I.

Sez he, “What did you bring this pussylanermus cuss here fur?” & hit the wax figger another tremenjis blow on the hed.

Sez I, “You egrejus ass, that air a wax figger — a representashun of the false ‘Postle.”

Sez he, “That’s all very well fur you to say but I tell you, old man, that Judas Iscarrot can’t show hisself in Utiky with impunerty by a darn site!” with which observashun he kaved in Judassis hed. The young man belonged to 1 of the first famerlies in Utiky. I sood him, and the Joory brawt in a verdick of Arson in the 3d degree.

The historic interest of the episode and of the extract is immense. But it seems strange that anybody could have found it very funny. Yet Artemus himself thought the “nub” of the piece (“Judas Iscarrot can’t show himself in Utiky with impunerty by a darn site”), so funny that he had already used and readapted it three or four times. As to the President, it has become part of the Lincoln myth that he fell back upon these follies — the jokes and funny stories — only to relieve the breaking strain that threatened to crush him. This is nonsense. Strain or no strain, happy or unhappy, Lincoln loved what he thought a funny story. His cares and his surroundings had nothing to do with it. If he had been invited over to stay with Queen Victoria, he’d have told her a few “good ones.”

Bad spelling, as part of the technique of humor, ran riot in Artemus Ward’s day. But it died out and passed unregretted. To us even in retrospect it is never funny except in the few cases where it pleases and surprises by its ingenuity. It is funny when Artemus, in referring to a boa constrictor snake, calls it a “boy constructor.” It is funny when Josh Billings writes the word “yph” and we realize that he is trying to spell “wife.” But on the whole bad spelling exercises upon us now not a humorous effect but the contrary — which makes the written humor of the poor, lost Artemus little more than a historical product.

It is a considerable advance from the pun and bad spelling to the technique afforded by Meiosis and Hyperbole. These are very recondite terms. I remember many years ago being delighted to read the remark of a London book reviewer: “Mr. Leacock’s humor is based on an ingenious mixture of meiosis and hyperbole.” I felt that, after that, all I needed was a can of meiosis and a can of hyperbole and to go down to the cellar and mix them up.

Hyperbole, as most people know, means overstatement, exaggeration. Meiosis, as nobody knows, means understatement. Hyperbole has had a lot to do with the general development of our language. In order to “put a thing across” we state it strongly, we overstate it, often to a degree not literally possible. This is called a figure of speech. Thus we talk of people being “bathed in a flood of tears,” or being “on fire with enthusiasm.” They aren’t. Presently the very familiarity of the words weakens them. To say that a man is “incensed” or “melted” sounds quite literal and ordinary. We have to find a new exaggeration. Thus moves language. Half our words were once lies, used for effect.

But in a quite different way exaggeration was used, from the earliest times, as a mode of narrative and presently of conscious humor. All primitive literature is full of it. See the legends of the Round Table and the Sagas. In the nineteenth century this mode was worn out as narrative, except in the nursery, but came into its own as humor. It was one of the type forms of what came to be called “American Humor,” though never its main reliance. Mark Twain developed it to a high degree. In his Innocents Abroad, in describing his visits to the Italian picture galleries, he says:

We have seen thirteen thousand St. Jeromes, and twenty-two thousand St. Marks, and sixteen thousand St. Matthews, and sixty thousand St. Sebastians, and four millions of assorted monks, undesignated, and we feel encouraged to believe that when we have seen more of these various pictures, and had a larger experience, we shall begin to take an absorbing interest in them like our cultivated countrymen from Amérique.

But exaggeration taken by itself is poor stuff as humor. It needs to be combined with some other subtle elements, as a chemist makes a compound with a crude base and a minute portion of a powerful drug. Compare Bill Nye:

“There must be at least 500,000,000 rats in the United States; of course I am speaking only from memory.”

It is not the number of rats that is exaggerated; it is the power of consecutive human observation. The effect is brought out by the incongruity between the familiar form of words “speaking only from memory,” and the queer purpose to which it is put — counting all the American rats.

Sometimes the exaggeration goes beyond the bounds of what is possible in the physical world, yet retains a ludicrous analogy with common sense. As an illustration — a brave man ought not to fear lightning and should be willing to face it rather than let it subdue his native courage. But what are we to say to Eli Perkins’s statement:

“I got so sick of the lightning everlastingly fooling round my farm in Maine that one day I went out to the barnyard and took six strokes of it on my bare back.”

The opposite form to exaggeration is meiosis, or understatement, and this probably flourishes more among English writers and English people generally than anywhere else in the world. It is a part of English character. English people abhor sentimentality (the overdone expression of feeling), prefer to keep their sorrows silent rather than to parade them, and admire reserve and reticence. They like to make the least of things rather than to make the most of them.

Thus an Englishman speaks of the paintings of the great masters as “not half bad.” He classes Beethoven’s music as “rather good” and describes Niagara Falls as “quite striking.” If he is ruined financially he says he has had “rather a nasty knock.” If he has lost one arm and one leg in the war, he “came out a bit shy.” If he falls out of an airplane he says that things looked “rather ticklish for a while.” If he is dead broke, he says, he is “up a tree.” If he is half starved he says he’s “in a hole.” It will be recalled how the war news from the North Sea used to call it “certain signs of activity” when two or three war ships clashed together; and when the Germans bombarded the Yorkshire coast, spoke of it as “liveliness.”

A Frenchman, as far at least as his language goes, lives in a world of tragedies, passion and disasters. All of his words are overstatements. He is “crushed,” “overwhelmed,” “annihilated,” “transported.” All sorts of things happen to him all the time.

The American hits a happy mean between the English and the French, and whenever anything happens to him he lies about it. If he loses his money he says he has made a “clean up” and is getting out. If his wife leaves him he says she is in the Adirondacks. After all, it’s simpler and nicer for one’s friends. All three, English, American and French are just as good men. It is only the method of expression that differs.

So it comes about that the English easily slip into meiosis as a congenial form of humor. What they do unconsciously as their way of talking they do consciously as their way of joking. This is done not only in literary writing but in casual narrative. Thus an Englishman would tell about having a row with a cabman in words such as these:

“So the gentleman seemed to be getting rather excited (the cabman isn’t a gentleman and he is more than rather excited) and dancing around in most extraordinary manner and even suggesting the possibility of bashing one’s face so that one was just wondering about a little bit of persuasion over the head with a golf club, when luckily a bobby . . . etc., etc.”

English story tellers of a humorous sort, such as Mr. P. G. Wodehouse (a prince among them), run easily to a sort of sustained understatement. Mr. Kipling, who could have been a great humorist if he had had time to (it is a leisurely trade), rolls off whole pages of meiosis. In his case it is better still; it is “smothered meiosis,” depending less on the single word than on a general effect. In Kipling’s hands (apart from a few pieces of exception) the whole of India is meiositated (or meiosificated), with the horror, the tragedy, and the stink taken out of it. Consider in such a connection the battle scenes in “The Drums of the Fore and Aft.” The whole story has a sort of undercurrent of something like humor running underneath. Giant Afghans are pleasant fellows, and Goorkhas with Kukri knives cheery little chaps always on the grin. . . . Thus ever mankind, through the mouths of those who speak for it, seeks to explain away its evils.

 

More than one beautiful example of meiosis is found in that superb piece of humor My Lady Nicotine, the appearance of which in 1888 indicated in James Barrie a new star on the horizon. One recalls the exquisite narrative of the killing of the editor. Here is what purports to be a part of the evidence given at the inquest held on the editor’s body:

Witness deposed:

I heard voices in altercation in a room near me. I thought that was likely to be the editor’s. I opened the door and went in. He had the editor on the floor and was jumping on him. I said, “Is that the editor?” He said, “Yes.” I said, “Have you killed him?” He said, “Yes,” again. I said, “Oh!” and went away. That is all I remember of the affair.

Cross-examined: It did not occur to me to interfere. I thought very little of the affair at the time. I think I mentioned it to my wife in the evening. But I will not swear to that.

Indeed the whole book My Lady Nicotine is a sustained piece of meiosis — the understatement of life, the understatement of effort, the minimization of energy. Here is Scrymgeour who can’t bother to make the effort to correct a friend who asks after his “brother Henry” (he didn’t have any) and thus brings into mythical existence a brother who haunts his life. Here is Moggridge, who forgets to water the chrysanthemum. As technique the book is beautiful. Barrie moved on afterward to the larger humor and pathos of character and fate — the web of life. But this lighter web of gossamer should not be lost from sight.

 

Puns and bad spelling, overstatement and understatement are really only a few of the most obvious forms of humor in the misuse of words. The whole subject is so new and so unstudied that there is no terminology to apply to it. Thus there ought to be a word to mean “humor in the misuse of words.” But there isn’t. Still less have the various included cases any names or classification. So they must be picked up haphazard, anyhow, with such names as can in some way indicate them.

Face Value Technique. In a lot of humor effects, the technique consists in the contrast between the face value of the words or phrases as usually used and the logical significance of it. For example, we have a way of using a rhetorical question to replace a statement. We say, “Our school days, what memories do they not recall?” “My old nurse, can I ever forget her?”

Now many people — and especially Mr. Bob Benchley — see the weak spot in this construction; take the question at its face value and answer it, and what do you get?

“India” — it is Mr. Benchley writing a brief novel of Indian life— “what mysteries does the name not suggest?” Then Mr. Benchley pauses (presumably) and adds: “Well, I can think of a few that it doesn’t anyway — such as the mystery of the disappearance of the lost Charley Ross and why New York didn’t win the World Series. . . .”

No one after getting on to these forms could ever again say, “My old nurse, can I ever forget her?” He would fear someone might say, “Yes, I think so, if you get a young one.”

Exactly the converse to the Face Value Form is found when words and phrases are rushed forward into a significance which they won’t bear on closer inspection; in fact the significance involves a complete impossibility. Yet the sense emerges with a queer incongruity between the fact that it does make sense and the equally true fact that it ought not to.

The author of the present work (if I may with modesty call myself that) has probably made more extended use of this than any other person who has written as copiously.

Thus, a rejected lover, in a wild frenzy of emotion, “leaped upon his horse and rode madly off in all directions.” The essence of this mode is that the words seem to be pushed forward into a meaning they don’t want. It is as if one tumbled them down hill. Example:

The legendary Bulbeks were a fabulous race, half man, half horse, half bird.

We have thus given them three halves which is more than arithmetic allows. Yet the sense is clear, and so we have as it were “taken a rise” out of the word half.

Another technique of humor somewhat analogous to Face Value is when words and phrases are, so to speak, made to work overtime. That is, they are forced into a meaning never given to them, but which on examination seems perfectly logical, as a meaning they ought to bear. The sudden verbal novelty brings a pleasant shock of surprise.

An example. A little boy said, “The food at the picnic was lovely. I’d have eaten more of it but I ran out of stomach.”

Exactly. He’d heard of people “running out of money” and “running out of bread,” etc., and he diagnosed his case as “running out of stomach.”

Much of the oft-quoted child humor (so pleasing in our own children, so tiresome in our friends’) is of this sort. It has in it, apart from its form, a pretty element of the pleasure that we take from our child being right about it, as the words really ought to mean what he makes them mean.

Mark Twain had an extraordinary facility for this extended use, this “overtime” use of words and phrases. It was one of the special features of his technique. It was based upon the same innocence of the artistic eye as enabled him to see the old Italian masters in their true colors (or lack of them).

Thus when in his Yankee he speaks of a knight’s armor as “hardware” he was right. So it would be in a Connecticut hardware store. Similarly he speaks of a little town in the Western States where the people were very religious and where every protestant sect had a plant of its own. Why not? If the apparatus of men and goods that makes up a factory is called a plant, then why not the apparatus that makes religion a going concern?

Mark Twain also employed a somewhat similar verbal trick of technique by making his characters use and confuse words that seem to be alike and seem to mean something but don’t. At times the effects are quite dazzling. See in Roughing It where “old Mr. Ballou” says that the horses are “bituminous from long deprivation.”

Mark Twain of course had no monopoly on this misuse of words put into the mouth of a funny character. On the contrary it became one of the most universal modes of fun in the nineteenth century. The only trouble was the difficulty in doing it well. From the pens of lesser people it became as tiresome as a bad pun. But at its best it is delightful. Charles Dickens could do it beautifully when he wanted to. Dickens, of course, could have been a burlesque writer if he had not been fortunately saved from it by his emotionalism, his eager conceit and his desire to save the world. See how easily he drops into pure burlesque in the opening chapter of Martin Chuzzlewit. And in the same book, in the language of the immortal Mrs. Gamp, we see the technique of confused words effected to perfection. (Readers of the newer age see under Gamp, Sairey, or Sarah, character by Dickens, Charles (1812-1870) in his book Chuzzlewit, Martin.) Mrs. Gamp speaks of the steamer that ran from London to Antwerp as the “Ankworks package.” Why not? If a steamer can come to be a packet, why can’t it be a “package”? And if foreigners insist on such outlandish names as “Antwerp” surely “Ankworks” is close enough, and sounds more British and straightforward.

But if one wants to see a perfect glory and riot of verbal forms one must turn to the American O. Henry. Here it is as a garden exuberant with mingled weeds and blossom. No one ever used language as O. Henry did. The careless way in which he threw it round has never been equaled or approached.

We are told that the “reading public” is losing touch — have lost touch — with O. Henry. But the thinking public has not — and will not. O. Henry’s name and his works belong to the history of letters, and not in America alone. The circumstances of our time — the easy print, the flowing syndicated page — render the “reading public” and the pabulum on which it feeds a transitory and changing thing, like water in a pipe or colors in a chameleon. But as the “public” passes and dies, literature, the real literature, remains, like the golden sands left in the bed of the stream.

To this literature belongs the name and the memory of O. Henry. Yet the circumstances of his life — his lack of school, his roving life in the West, the fugitive years in Latin America and then the dark shadow of the prison, his emergence into the twilight, his broken life and its decline — all of this gave to his work a peculiar and fragmentary character. It is as it were only an indication of what he might have done, as if it showed that henceforth nothing for him was worth while. Nor was it. Readers of Bob Davis’s fascinating book, The Caliph of Bagdad — O. Henry, can appreciate the background and the spirit of O. Henry’s work.

None of it is complete. None of it is the work of absorption. Much of it is as the careless sport of genius, the mind elsewhere. Other natures, perhaps, blighted thus by earth’s cruelty, might have retired, silent, into the dark, written perhaps a priceless sonnet or two, and so died. Not so O. Henry. He wrote — because he needed money — and because he couldn’t help writing. But he wrote, often with a queer contempt of writing itself; his was the exact opposite to the self-conscious artist, choosing his words, luxuriating in his own conceit, trimming and clipping his prose like a Dutch gardener on a lawn.

O. Henry’s mind was incapable, or had by fate been rendered incapable, of a long and sustained flight. His wings broke easily under him. Life was not worth the effort of the altitude. Hence the form of his writing runs to short stories; “anecdotes” they have been falsely called; but we can fuse them together into a vast single picture of his Enchanted Bagdad or his Illimitable West. And hence too in point of technique O. Henry developed an extraordinary aptitude for misused verbal forms — quick and lazy. It was as if he shifted certain gears and gadgets in his head and the words automatically came out a little off-center. Just as the pun becomes to the inveterate punster, almost automatic, a matter of auricular nerve and sound reproduction — a self-starter, so to speak — so O. Henry’s quaint verbal forms flow effortless from his pen.

Especially does he love to put them into the mouths of his Western characters, his Jeff. Peters, his Andy Tucker and Telemachus Hicks. The collection of stories called Heart of the West is a perfect garden of such flowers. Here are a few odd blossoms:

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

“She was a woman” [says Telemachus Hicks in describing his rivalry with Paisley Fish for the affections of the widow Jessup], “that would have tempted an anchovy to forget his vows.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

“It’s right plausible of you, Mr. Pratt” [says Mrs. Sampson, another Western widow with rival lovers], “to take up the curmudgeons on your friends’ behalf, but it don’t alter the fact that he has made proposals to me sufficiently obnoxious to ruffle the ignominy of any lady.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

“She sang some” [relates Jud Odour in speaking of Miss Willella of Pimienta], “and exasperated the piano with quotations from the operas.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

“I tell you, Andy” [says old Mack Lonsbury in disclaiming all knowledge of women], “I never had the least intersection with their predispositions.”


CHAPTER III. PARODY, BURLESQUE AND MISTRANSLATION
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THE PARASITE AND the Parody — Mr. Birdikin and the Victorian Age — The Sherlock Holmes Saga — Translation and Mistranslation — The Jumping Frog in a French Jump — The Portuguese Grammar and the Studious Youth.

Biology has nothing against a parasite. He is as good as anybody else. Indeed the biologist calls the animal on which a parasite feeds, its “host.” This seems a genial and kindly relationship. In the plant world the connection appears even better. When the mistletoe clings to the sturdy oak and the Canadian wild grape vine throws its waving tendrils about the cedar and buries it under its foliage, the suggestion is of an embrace, of love and mutual dependence.

So it comes that a whole class of humorous literature may be called “parasitic” without involving offense. No one should mind being compared to a Virginia creeper, though he might object to comparison with other kinds. Lewis Carroll and W. S. Gilbert were parasites. So was Artemus Ward and so is Bob Benchley — not to come nearer home. But just as the parasite may bring to the parent plant elements of life and sustenance and purify it from disease, so the parasitic forms of literature may serve to invigorate and purify the whole body of letters. A large proportion of the pages of Punch are parasitic, and Punch is the most wholesome thing in England.

 

Now this parasitic literature includes the whole range of humorous writing — achieved or attempted — which consists in getting fun out of something already written.

First of all are the plain straight verbal parodies such as schoolboys write. They are mostly parodies of poetry, because verse is easier to get at than prose, higher in its utmost reach, but lower at the base. Anybody can write verse, with a dictionary and an axe; and so anybody can, in a kind of way, write a verse parody.

Such are the innumerable parodies of Hiawatha, of the “Charge of the Light Brigade” or Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome and of “The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck.” These parodies have no intention of satirizing or criticizing the parent form. They merely take it as the pattern or model on which they frame their theme. Such humor as there is, if there is any, depends on the juxtaposition thus made, by similarity of form, between the lofty theme of the poem and the commonplace or trivial theme of the parody. It is a case of the humor of destruction or degradation.

Macaulay writes:

Lars Porsena of Clusium

By the Nine gods he swore

That the great house of Tarquin

Should suffer wrong no more,

(etc.)                        

His parasite echoes back:

John Jones of Jesus, Cambridge,

By the Nine gods he swore

That though he had been ploughed nine times

He would be ploughed no more.

(etc., etc.)                        

Lord Tennyson wrote in his famous outburst of Victorian sentimentality, “Locksley Hall,” as its opening stanza:

Comrades leave me here a little while as yet ’tis early morn;

Leave me here and, when you want me, sound upon the bugle horn

(etc., etc.)                                  

Mr. Theodore Martin, soon after the poem appeared, improved upon it thus:

Comrades you may pass the rosy. With permission of the chair,

I shall leave you for a little, for I’d like to take the air.

Whether ’twas the sauce at dinner or that glass of ginger beer,

Or these strong cheroots, I know not, but I feel a little queer.

Since then, the sentiment has been reproduced hundreds of times, but never better and more simply than by Mr. E. V. Knox of Punch, in his collected volume of Parodies Regained:

Comrades, leave me here a little; all my heart is filled with song,

I shall be here very likely when they sound the luncheon gong.

The heroic poem called “Casabianca” seems to have provoked more parodies than any other verse in the world. The reason is that the episode it chronicles happened so long ago (in the Battle of the Nile, 1798) that most people have never heard of it, nor does the poem make it clear. All that the reader clearly understands is that:

The boy stood on the burning deck

Whence all but him had fled.

He does not know that Casabianca is the boy’s name. Nor does he understand what the boy was doing on the burning deck or why the deck was burning, or why he didn’t go. And the final inquiry, “The boy, oh where was he?” provokes an irritated answer. So naturally the parodist falls to it. The gallant self-sacrifice of a little boy would hold back his pen if he understood it, but he doesn’t. Away he goes:

The boy stood on the burning deck

His baggage checked to Troy,

His overcoat was round his neck

His name was P. Mulloy.

(etc., etc.)                  

Very often a parody is a parody only in form, its new meaning being just as intense, even though cast in a comic mold, as that of the poem which it imitates. Mr. Knox’s poem, “The Tryst,” which tries to “show how a Victorian poet might have handled a Russian love idyll of the present day,” is a case in point:

Come into the garden, Kate,  

For the green rat visions go;  

Come into the garden, Kate,  

I am standing here in the snow;  

And the seeds of the sunflower will not wait

And the vodka is getting low.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

I said to the lamp-post, “Tell me how

I came to be here in the dirt,  

When Katka is dancing, dancing now,

Katka is playing the flirt.”  

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

And the voice of the lamp said, “Follow, follow,

Be true to the people’s will;  

Don’t lie there in the dirt and wallow.”

And the moon said, “Kill, Kill, Kill!”  

The parody need not be based on something exalted. It can be an adaptation of something which is itself funny, though commonly we do not use the word “parody” in this way. Yet there is no other term. Very often the final effect is far from funny. What for instance are we to say to this — an adaptation of Bret Harte’s Heathen Chinee?

THE HEATHEN PASS-EE

Being the Story of a Pass Examination

By Bred Hard

 

Which I wish to remark,

And my language is plain,  

That for plots that are dark

And not always in vain,  

The heathen Pass-ee is peculiar,

And the same I would rise to explain.

 

I would also premise

That the term Pass-ee  

Most fitly applies,

As you probably see,  

To one whose vocation is passing

The “ordinary B.A. degree.”  

 

Tom Crib was his name,

And I shall not deny  

In regard to the same

What the name might imply,  

But his face it was trustful and childlike,

And he had the most innocent eye, etc., etc.  

Most of us would know what we think of it, but, as the writer of it has been dead half a century, we need not be unkind about it. It appears here as a specimen does in a laboratory. Yet it is quoted in one of the best-selected anthologies of English Comic Verse.

But a much higher level is reached when the parody not only reproduces the original but reproduces it in such a way as to show its weakness — its oversentiment, its bombast or what not. In this case the parody is often better than the original for such a form of parody could not be made against a poem that was not faulty. In this sense one could no more parody “Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean” than he could parody the Sermon on the Mount.

Yet sometimes the parodist can be greatly daring and yet get away with it. Look at this beautiful thing. Captain Harry Graham’s name is mentioned so often in this book that I won’t say he wrote it. But he did. The original is easily recognized.

For each man eats his favorite meats

Provided by his wife:

Or cheese or chalk, or peas or pork

(For such, alas!, is life).

The rich man eats them with a fork,

The poor man with a knife.

Everybody in America knows the popular and virtuous but rather twaddle-twaddle poem called Maud Muller. Maud, it appears, is out raking hay on her father’s farm when Judge Jenkins rides past on his way to Court. Well, everyone knows what new-mown hay is, and summer time, and what judges are like! For half a minute the judge is inclined to leap from his horse, or at least slide off it, and go and say, “Come, I don’t know you and your station seems pretty humble but that’s all right, come and marry me.” But he restrains the impulse and passes on, and thus their lives part for ever. And the poet says:

Yet the lawyers smiled that afternoon,

When he hummed in the Court an old love tune.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

The poem ends with the reflection

Alas! for maiden, alas for Judge

For rich repiner and household drudge

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

For of all sad words of tongue or pen

The saddest are these: “It might have been.”

Now the theme of this poem may appeal to the young and romantic. But as adult common sense it is a little wobbly. Suppose that the judge had got off his horse and proposed to Maud Muller just because she had on a light blue print dress and was throwing hay round? He’d have been sorry in five minutes. She would have said, “Oh, Jedg, ain’t you the Kidder, te-he!” And it would have been all off for him, but he’d have had to marry her.

This view of the episode was brought out by Bret Harte in his famous parody sequel “Mrs. Judge Jenkins.” Those who have read it will certainly recall the charming stanza:

And thought of the twins and wished that they

Looked less like the men who raked the hay.

And the mournful close:

If, of all sad words of tongue or pen

The saddest are, “It might have been,”

More sad are these we daily see:

“It is, but hadn’t ought to be.”

 

There comes a higher stage of parasitic literature when it moves away from the single poem or story and reproduces and satirizes merely the type. In fact this represents the dividing line between parody and burlesque. The one is a reproduction of a particular thing, the other of a class. Thus in poetry one may take the once famous Bon Gauthier Ballads as satirizing, by means of burlesque, the heroic, the martial and the sentimental verse of early Victorian days.

Here we have a Royal Banquet in the days when the Queen was young:

The queen she kept high festival in Windsor’s lordly hall,

And round her sat the gartered knights and ermined nobles all;

There drank the valiant Wellington, there fed the wary Peel,

While at the bottom of the board Prince Albert carved the veal.

Or take this, as voicing the indignation of the America of 1842 against the young Charles Dickens whose speeches on copyright had angered the hospitable nation:

Sneak across the wide Atlantic, worthless London’s puling child,

Better that its waves should bear thee than the land thou hast reviled;

Better in the stifling cabin on the sofa thou shouldst lie,

Sickening as the fetid nigger bears the greens and bacon by.

It will be easily seen from the above examples that parody passes by a gradual transition from parody pure and simple to mock heroic verse, or, turning in another direction, moves into the higher realm of comic satire.

Poetry seems naturally better suited than prose for parody. The form of the verse invites a literal adaptation. But burlesque in the broader sense makes use of prose, reproducing not a particular author but a whole mode of writing. The form is so familiar to us as a current mode of humor that it hardly needs illustrations. George Ade in his Fables and Bob Benchley in all that he does — and on the other side of the Atlantic A. P. Herbert and Charles Graves, whenever they want to, are cases in point.

One may even mention, with becoming modesty, the little book called Nonsense Novels that has had no small vogue in the last quarter of a century. The ten stories that make it up are not parodies of any particular stories or of any particular author. They reproduce types.

A higher variant of a burlesque is created when the type form of the story is used with an entirely new situation fitted into it. The new situation, though utterly different in time and place, has a queer similarity with the setting of the old story, and the mixed contrast and analogy become the basis of the humor.

Here are one or two examples, given at some length — with proper apologies, seeing that they are my own.

Everybody knows the types of the dear old Christmas stories, always the same and yet always new. A year or two ago I took some of the most familiar models of Christmas fiction and fitted them in with a few of the leading events of the British world of the day. The Editor of the London Spectator will at least remember them.

I took, for example, the well-known Christmas story of the stern old earl. All his life he had sacrificed affection to rigid principle, had sacrificed love to prejudice, and repelled, by the unforgiving sternness of his creed, the affection of those who should have been dearest to him. On Christmas Eve he relents and all is changed. Now observe how this beautiful old story could be revived and applied to the existing tariff situation in England, with Lord Snowden cast for the leading part.

 

I — STORY OF THE REPENTANT EARL

It was Christmas Eve. The stern old Earl sat in his library, his stern old face bent over his desk with its usual stern expression. He was alone in the library. It was late. The fire had burned low.

The stern old Earl wrote on. But as his hand moved over the paper somehow the sternness seemed to die out of his face, and leave in it nothing but the human kindliness for which nature long ago had framed it. For he wrote thus:

My dear Stanley, — Of late I have been thinking things over and I have come to realize that I have been wrong. I see now that all my ideas about free trade arose only from pride and prejudice. This I must now cast aside. For years I believed, or tried to believe, that industry was limited by the quantity of capital, and that a demand for commodities was not a demand for labor. This led me, as I now freely confess to you, my dear boy, to think that value under free competition was governed by the cost of production, and that unrestricted international trade supplied all consumers with a maximum of goods at a minimum of cost. I see now that this was wrong and wicked, and while I still have time I must try to set it right — 

The old Earl paused. He looked up from the paper before him with an expression of firm resolution. For a moment, as the eye noted above his desk the portrait of Adam Smith, he seemed to hesitate. Then speaking to himself out loud, he said:

“No, no; I’ll do better than write. I’ll tell the boy now.”

He pulled the bell rope, and to the aged butler who entered he asked:

“Can you tell me if Mr. Stanley has gone to bed?”

“I think not, my lord. I think he is still in his sitting room.”

“And Master Ramsay and Master Neville?”

“In bed, I think, my lord.”

“Very good. Please do not disturb them. But will you ask Mr. Stanley to be kind enough to come down for a moment.”

“Grandfather!” exclaimed Stanley as he stepped, with outstretched hands, across the threshold of the library from which he had been banished for months.

The old Earl clasped the lad to his breast.

“My boy,” he said, striving to control the emotion in his voice, “it is Christmas Eve. I have done you a great wrong. I want to try to set it right while I can. I sat down to write to you, but I have found it easier and better to speak to you face to face. Stanley, I have been wrong about Free Trade.”

“Grandfather!”

“Wrong, utterly wrong,” continued the old Earl, with something like passion in his voice. “It is not true, Stanley, that value under free importation tends to equal the cost of production. I have been wrong, obstinate, pig-headed, but I see it now.”

“Not pig-headed, grandfather,” exclaimed Stanley, “not pig-headed; a little mulish if you like, but not that. But let me call Ramsay and Neville. Do, pray.”

“No, no,” said the Earl; “they are too young to understand.”

“Ramsay begins to understand about the tariff, grandfather,” said Stanley, “and little Neville seems to have always understood it. I’ll call them.”

But there was no need. Roused by the unwonted sound of voices in their grandfather’s library, little Ramsay and little Neville, still in their sleeping pyjamas, came bursting into the room.

“Ramsay! Neville!” cried Stanley. “Isn’t it wonderful! Grandfather has given up Free Trade.”

“Grandfather!” exclaimed the little boys.

And at that moment the sound of the church bells, tolling for Christmas Eve, came faintly on the air.

The old Earl moved across the room and drew back the heavy curtain from the French windows. Outside the bright snow and the air, crystaled with snowflakes, was bright with the moonlight.

“Look,” he said, “a fall of snow. That will mean a lot of work for the villagers. And work, my children, means wages; for it is true, my dear lads, that a demand for labor is really a demand for commodities.”

The old Earl threw open the window.

All four stood listening to the sound of the bells, now loud and clear.

“How beautiful the bells sound!” said little Ramsay.

“Beautiful indeed,” said the Earl. “We buy them in Belgium.”

“No, grandfather,” said little Neville gently, “in Birmingham.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

II — STORY OF THE CHRISTMAS GHOST

(In this story, the most familiar and typical of all, a man, hitherto harsh and remorseless, has a dream of a ghost on Christmas Eve and wakes a changed being. The greatest of all our writers has immortalized the theme as a Christmas tale. But even he never realized the use he might have made of it to settle the most bitter of all political controversies. Here it is retold in its applied form.)

 

Mr. de Valera leaped from his bed in his London lodgings, still filled with the new resolution that had come to him as the result of his dream.

He threw open the window.

Christmas morning! Clear and bright and cold: cold piping for the blood to dance to: “Fine place this town!” thought Mr. de Valera. “Jolly morning for Christmas! Capital to be alive on such a day! Now then, for the new resolutions.”

Outside in the street was a boy, swinging on the area railings.

“Hi — you boy!” called Mr. de Valera, “can you tell me what town this is?”

“Why, London, to be sure!” replied the boy.

“Intelligent boy that,” thought Mr. de Valera, rubbing his hands. “London, eh? London in England?”

“Yes, sir, in England right enough,” said the boy.

“Ha! ha!” said Mr. de Valera, “and in the British Empire, eh?”

“Yes, sir, in the British Empire.”

“Smart boy that,” murmured Mr. de Valera. “In the British Empire, eh? The dear old Empire. Never broken up yet, I’ll be bound?”

“No, sir; never broken up.”

“Then, here’s a shilling for you. Now then, do you know the spot where they keep the Irish Land Annuities?”

“Oh, yes sir. Right around the corner. Commissioners of the National Debt. My eye! Do I know it? I saw a whole big bundle of them in the windows yesterday. Christmas sale, sir.”

“Do you think if I gave you some money you would go and buy me some?”

“How many do you want?”

“All they have!” said Mr. de Valera. “The whole lot.

“Here,” he continued, throwing a tied-up bundle out of the window. “There’s a couple of million pounds. Buy the annuities, call a cab, and bring them back here and I’ll give you an Irish Free State Terminable Debenture. Off you go now, like a shot.”

Off like a shot! He would have been a quick hand with a gun who could have got a shot off half so fast.

When the boy came back with the Land Annuities — and they filled the whole cab — Mr. de Valera was standing fully dressed on the steps, his genial face beaming with benevolence.

“Right, my boy,” he said, as he handed the little fellow a 1975 debenture.

“Now then, cabby, in with those annuities into the hall here. Smartly now, and I’ll give you a Free State Consolidated Loan Coupon for 1981.”

“My hat!” said the cabman.

“I’ll fill it with annuities, if you like,” said Mr. de Valera. And they both roared with laughter.

“Comic fellow the cabman,” thought Mr. de Valera. “Genuine, hearty, English spirit.

“Now then, my man,” he said, when the debentures were piled up in the hall — and they filled one side of it— “do you think you know the way to drive me to Buckingham Palace?”

“Buckingham Palace!” exclaimed the man. “Do I know it? Why I drove the King there last night!”

“Good! Then off we go.”

“But they’ll never let you in at this hour, sir,” said the cabman. “It’s too early.”

“Won’t they,” chuckled Mr. de Valera as he got into the cab. “You just drive up and ring the bell and say that I’ve come to take the Oath of Allegiance!”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Ever after that Mr. de Valera was a better and nobler man, a kinder father, an easier uncle and a more religious pew-holder. Often in his old age he used to say: “It is nobler and wiser to perform a good action when you can than wait till you have to.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

III — CHRISTMAS IN THE CASUAL WARD

(This dear old story of Christmas is laid in and around a great London hospital. There has been an accident on Christmas morning and — but let the story speak for itself, with only the preliminary explanation that if Mahatma Gandhi never was in London at Christmas time he might easily have been there.)

 

The pathetic figure on the little stretcher was carried up the steps of the great hospital.

“What is it?” asked the group of people who had gathered about the entrance.

“Street accident,” said the policeman (he was, of course, a burly policeman). “Poor chap!”

“Christmas, too,” said the doorman. “Hard luck!”

(The doorman had little doormen of his own at home.)

“Is he much hurt?” asked a sympathetic bystander.

(The unsympathetic ones hadn’t thought of this question.)

“Can’t live, I heard ’em say,” said the policeman. “Knocked down by a dray, I understand.”

“I saw it happen,” said a woman in the crowd. “Can’t say it was the drayman’s fault, either. The little chap didn’t seem to know where he was going. Kind o’ dazed like, queer in his mind and talking to himself. Wasn’t a white man, either; more like a Canadian or something.”

Upstairs in the ward a little group of nurses and house surgeons stood about the bed on which lay the pathetic little figure. They were waiting for the great specialist who had been hurriedly summoned. (It’s the only way to get them.)

“Do you know who he is?” asked one of the nurses.

The house surgeon shook his head. “No clue,” he said. “Linen, such as he had, marked ‘Gandhi, Bombay.’ ”

“Anything in that bundle he was carrying?”

“Nothing really to go on. Two spoons with a coronet, marked ‘Willingdon’; another spoon marked ‘United Service Club, Bombay.’ That was all.”

The conversation hushed as the great specialist, Sir Magnus Alhell, stepped into the ward.

He bent over the bed, removed the bedclothes and ran his trained hand over the poor shrunken chest and the feeble limbs of the little figure.

“Nothing there,” he murmured. “I find no injury.”

The patient opened his eyes.

“I refuse to coöperate,” he said. Then his eyes closed again.

“Can you answer my questions?”

“Yes, but I won’t,” came the faint reply as the eyes again opened.

“Yes, but you will,” said the great specialist. There was something in the touch of his hand, something in the mesmerism of his eye — the legacy of Hippocrates — that compelled the will of the patient.

“Now then,” said Sir Magnus. “When did you last have a square meal?”

“A square meal?”

“Yes, a square meal. Think; when?”

“Thirty years ago,” said the patient quietly. He spoke quite firmly now.

“And since then?”

“Never.”

“Never a beefsteak?”

“Never once.”

“Never had a Christmas dinner?”

“Yes, once,” said the patient, sitting half up. “At least that was what I had thirty years ago. It was a real English Christmas dinner.” He seemed to gather animation as he spoke. “We had turkey.”

“And cranberry sauce!” laughed Sir Magnus.

“Yes, and mashed potatoes.”

“And plum pudding?”

“Oh — yes, yes, plum pudding, all on fire with brandy and raisins and—”

“You see,” said the great specialist, turning to the little group; “it was simply a case of malnutrition, of underfeeding. If you young students,” he added, almost severely, “would only read a little old-fashioned Christmas literature, instead of sticking your heads into books of diagnosis, you would know that underfeeding is the cause not only of all the street accidents but of half the troubles of the world. This poor fellow — Gandhi is your name, isn’t it? — is merely underfed. All the trouble comes from that.”

Half an hour after, Mahatma Gandhi, propped up in bed, a napkin at his neck, a tray in front of him, devoured wing after wing of the turkey on his plate. Half a month after that, he weighed two hundred and fifty pounds.

Half a year after that, India became free (to take effect A. D. 3000). Its liberator always used to say, “It is better for my people to give up swaraj, suttee and thuggee, and stick to things like Bombay duck, chutney and chili con carne, where you know what you are getting.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

IV — THE UNCLE FROM AMERICA

(Here is another familiar type of Christmas story that needs political application. It is called “The Uncle from America” and is known in France as “L’Oncle d’Amérique.” In the story the uncle of a certain family is supposed to have gone away to America, years and years ago, so long ago that his relations have lost all track of him. In reality he has made a great fortune, but they do not know it. The family themselves have had exactly the opposite fate and they have sunk from affluence to poverty; their home has been mortgaged and the mortgage has fallen due, as mortgages always do in fiction, on Christmas Eve. And then — well, everyone knows what happens. But here is the political and international application of it.)

 

The fatal evening had come. There was no help, no hope. The mortgage had fallen due; tonight it would be foreclosed, and Europa House, the fine old property that had come down for centuries in the family, must go under the hammer.

Good old Squire John Bull, the senior member of the family, restlessly paced the library floor, pausing at intervals to speak with a fair-haired gentleman who sat in an armchair, his good-humored countenance disfigured by an expression of utter dejection.

“It’s too damn bad, Fritz,” said John Bull. “I wish the rotten business was over and done and the papers signed. Let the damn fellow take the old place. A here’s no help for it. You’ve no money, have you, Fritz?”

“Not a mark,” he said. “Neither has Jacques nor Benito. Only paper, and he won’t take it.”

“Damn his impudence,” said John Bull. “But never mind, Fritz. We’ll stick it out together somehow. But here come the others. Come in, Jacques. Come in, Benito.”

John Bull advanced to the door with outstretched hands, with something of his old glad hospitality in his face, shaking hands with his guests as they arrived.

“Come in, Jacques. Ah! and this is little Slovakia with you, is it? How are you, dear? And this I suppose is Cousin Polonia Corridor. My! But you have grown into a great girl! So Cousin Ivan wouldn’t come, eh? Let him go to the devil in his own way. Angus, pour them out a glass of Scotch. It’s there on the sideboard. Damn it, cousins, the old place is ours for half an hour yet, anyway. Stir up the fire, Patrick. Let’s have a good blaze for the last one. Now then, you all know what the trouble is and why you’re here, so we won’t mince matters. This damn American fellow has closed out the mortgage. Well, you’ve none of you any money, have you? What about you, Benito?”

“Money!” said Benito, a dark Italian-looking man, scarcely recognizable as cousin to John and Fritz, but resembling Jacques. “Money! Millions and millions! I have kept telling you.”

“Then where is it?” said John Bull.

“I have told you,” said Benito, “first lend me ten — a hundred million lire — and in ten years—”

The assembled family broke into laughter.

“In ten years, mon cher Benito,” said Jacques, “we are all like that. Oh, it is sad to think of it. Behold us, a united family, loving one another, and now ruined by a stranger. Ah! if only Fritz had not made that sacred war!”

“Me make a war!” cried Fritz, jumping up. “It is to laugh! You made it, Jacques — you and Ivan!”

“I make the war!” shouted Jacques, “You insult my honor. You shall answer—”

“Gently, gently,” said John Bull. “Remember we are all cousins.”

“I never made the war,” said Fritz, his face distorted with anger. “I love peace. You and Cousin John Bull here—”

“Damn your eyes, Fritz,” said John Bull, clenching his fist. “I’m a peace-loving man, but—”

The room was filled with a very tumult. But at that moment a butler announced at the door:

“The American gentlemen are here, Mr. Bull.” There was an instant silence as a tall man in a characteristic stovepipe hat and swallowtail coat, with a mustache and a long beard, walked into the room. He was followed by two others, evidently attorneys, who produced and spread out on the library table a bundle of documents which they carried.

“Well, gents and young ladies,” said the Yankee, lighting a cigar without so much as asking permission, or even removing his hat. “All here, eh? Quite a family party! Sounded from your voices just now like a real affectionate powwow.”

“Look here, sir,” said John Bull, striding toward the American. “Do the business you are here for, but your damned insults you can keep to yourself. I won’t have them.”

“And I too not,” said Fritz.

“Nor me neither,” said Jacques.

“All right,” said the American quite unruffled. “I reckon money talks anyway. There’s the conveyance laid out on the table. You get a discharge of all you owe and I take over Europa House and the grounds, including the famous Concert Room and the Conservatory and the Moratorium. Now, gents, you can either put up or shut up. My pal there, Idaho Bill, will either take the money or give you a pen to sign with. Which is it?”

The Yankee’s manner as he looked at the assembled cousins seemed purposely and dramatically offensive. There was a moment of tense silence. Jacques’ hands were clenched in anger; Benito’s face was dark with rage; and Fritz’s keen eyes glittered like steel.

But John Bull stepped toward the table.

“Cousins,” he said; “there is no help for it. I am the oldest here. If there’s been any fault it’s mine as much as anyone’s. I’ll sign first.”

And then a strange thing happened.

“Wait a bit,” said the American. “I’ll just see these papers are in the shape they ought to be.”

He walked to the table, picked up the papers, carried them over to the fireplace, tore and crushed them into an indistinguishable mass, and threw them into the flames. Then, as he turned around again, he took off his stovepipe hat and false beard and stood smiling at the astonished family.

“Well, John,” he said. “Don’t you know me now?”

“God bless my soul!” exclaimed Squire Bull. “Sam! Sam! Why it’s Sam! Cousins! It’s your Uncle Sam from America!”

“Uncle Sam!” exclaimed everybody.

“Yes, sir,” said Uncle Sam. “Back from America, and back with a pile big enough to make the value of them papers look like two cents. Boys and girls, I’ve lived for years just for this. All the time I was working and making my pile I thought of this homecoming to the old place, to clear up the mortgages that I’d bought up one by one, and pay back some part of what I owe. You and I, John, were kids together. Fritz, it was your mother taught me music. Jacques, I knew your pa. He gave me a statue once. Come, cousins, fill ’em up to the health of the old house! We’ll mend and repair it till it’s grander than it ever was, and your Uncle Sam will pay the bill for the Reparations.”

And as he spoke, the Christmas bells rang out their message of Peace, including its Economic Consequences, and good will toward Americans.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

But a still higher range is found when burlesque is used to portray and to satirize not merely the written books of a period but the life and manners of the period itself. This is what Mr. Archibald Marshall has done in his account of the Birdikin Family that adorned the pages of Punch and has since appeared as a book.

The Victorian age was a great age. Its achievements in arts and arms, in science and in letters were unsurpassed. Greatest of all was its advance in human kindliness, in human sympathy with the poor, the lowly, the outcast. Its righteous anger and its copious tears helped to smite to pieces and to wash away the older cruelty of the law, the inhumanity of the prison, the bitter isolation of the workhouse. It heard the cry of the children and took them to its heart. The moral advance of the Victorian age has helped to open a new social world.

But just because it was great, it had the defects of its noble qualities. It ran easily to prudery and overdone morality, and the hypocrisy that apes the moral attitude. It dissolved feeling into sentiment and sat in a flood of tears. It became namby-pamby and self-righteous; and, while it kept for the most part its class system and its régime of status and privilege and the snobbery and subservience that disfigured it, it sought to hide it all under a make-believe of noble-mindedness and false equality. In other words it hatched out from its nest such a typical progeny as the Birdikin Family.

Here is the beginning of the book. Anyone who can read it without wanting to go on had better go back to his financial column in the Economist. He has no place here.

THE BIRDIKIN FAMILY

Chapter I

A Walk with Papa

 

“Come, children,” said Mrs. Birdikin, entering the breakfast-parlor where the four young Birdikins were plying their tasks under the supervision of Miss Smith, “your good Papa is now able to resume walking exercise and wishes that you should all accompany him on this fine morning, if Miss Smith will kindly consent to release you half an hour earlier than customary.”

Miss Smith, who occupied the position of governess at Byron Grove, the country seat of Mr. Birdikin, was a woman of decent but not lofty parentage, whom her employers treated almost as they would have done if her birth had been equal to her integrity. This toleration, which so well became persons of a superior station, was exhibited on this occasion by Mrs. Birdikin’s asking permission of Miss Smith to cut short the hours devoted to study instead of issuing a command. Miss Smith was deeply conscious of the condescension thus displayed and replied in a respectful tone, “Indeed, ma’am, the advantages that my little charges will gain from the converse of my esteemed employer, while engaging in the healthful exercise of perambulation, would be beyond my powers to impart.”

Mrs. Birdikin inclined her head in token of her appreciation of the propriety of Miss Smith’s utter-ance and said, “Then go at once to your rooms, children, and prepare yourselves for the treat in store for you.”

The four children trooped obediently out of the room, the two boys, Charles and Henry, politely making way for their sisters, Fanny and Clara; for, although their superiors in age, they had been taught to give place to the weaker sex, and invariably did so when either of their parents were by.

The Birdikin Family stands upon a lofty plane. It is, in character, far above all the ordinary efforts of parody and burlesque. Yet quite comparable with it in point of novelty and range, and indeed unique in all the field of parasitic literature is the new Sherlock Holmes Saga, the new Research Criticism of the lives of Holmes and Watson. In old French poetry, such as the Chanson de Roland, they had a way of saying “Who hasn’t seen that hasn’t seen anything.” It applies to this. Yet unfortunately on this side of the Atlantic this new development is scarcely known and not at all to the general public.

 

Of all the range of parody and parasitic literature, good and bad, that ever was covered, the mass of literature connected with the name of Sherlock Holmes outranks everything else in sheer quantity. The great mass of it is commonplace, a lot of it is beneath attention, but at least it has enlisted some of the famous pens of the world. In its latest phase — the new Sherlock Holmes Higher Criticism — it stands at the very top plane of the humor of amusement.

The whole phenomenon of Sherlock Holmes is extraordinary. His rise, emergence, and dominance is one of the most notable things in the history of ideas. No Arabian genie that ever came from a magic bottle, and rolled in smoke, vast and portentous, across the world, is more marvelous. Only a few characters in the world’s literature have anything of the same reaction upon the world’s thought — perhaps, Don Quixote, Hamlet and Mr. Pickwick — certainly very few.

It appears now from letters and memoirs that Conan Doyle grew to hate Sherlock Holmes intensely, was utterly jealous of him, and would have killed him if he could. Quite naturally, Sherlock Holmes, once out of the bottle, overtowered his liberator, overwhelmed his identity, absorbed him. Sherlock Holmes, multiplied by millions in common speech, in common thought, by book, by cinema, by joke, spread around the world. In vain Doyle had sought to check him, had spread stories that Holmes was a drug fiend, that his knowledge was limited and his power restricted. The world saw otherwise. It saw in Holmes the embodied spirit of human reason, the power of mind over circumstance, and it fell down in recognition that reached idolatry. In a primitive age that had no printing and had no certainty of record, Sherlock and Watson would have become twin gods, associated like Castor and Pollux. Holmes would appear in mythology as the God of Deduction and Watson as the God of Truth.

Even in our world Sherlock has long since become an Idea which corresponds to a god in the ancient world. Conan Doyle ceased to have anything to do with him. It is true that Conan Doyle had first “revealed” Sherlock Holmes to the world, just as Joe Smith, the founder of Mormonism, revealed his golden tablets from the caves, or as a “medium” reveals a spirit. But Sherlock soon broke loose from his interpreter’s control. He dragged the unwilling Doyle after him, pleading and protesting; and when Doyle could write no more, Sherlock set up for himself as an Idea. Masses of Sherlock Holmes jokes, references and stories exist quite apart from Conan Doyle.

It is contrary to the conventions of English literature today for other writers to write complete stories of Sherlock Holmes except as parodies or adaptations. It used to be done, as when the unspeakable G. W. M. Reynolds wrote further books about Mr. Pickwick. And other nations do it now. It is understood that the Spanish and Latin American press runs “Sherlock Holmes stories” with complete license and without public disapproval.

In other words Sherlock Holmes has become with us like Reynard the Fox in the middle ages — everybody’s thought and everybody’s property. He is undoubtedly today the most widely known character in fiction. Beside him, Hamlet and Pickwick, though they may stand next to him, are a long way down. Anyone who will think about this will see that it is true; all city people of all classes go to moving pictures, and all moving picture audiences understand, every one of them, a reference to Sherlock Holmes. Now ask the people outside of the cities, the people in the wilderness — let us say, Canadian lumbermen running logs up north; use the phrase “a regular Sherlock Holmes.” Of course they know it. Niggers in equatorial Africa, Eskimos in an Igloo, labor delegates in a saloon, professors in a college — they all know it.

Now the Sherlock Holmes story lends itself to parody better than any other conceivable type. It almost invites it. Here is a frame already, a setting — the theme of marvelous deduction from small details unnoted by the ordinary observer. More than that — the very fact that the idea is unique, is extreme, is carried to a great length, makes it invite a parody. It does not mean that anybody and everybody could write a parody, but anybody and everybody might want to.

Take an example. Holmes looks at Watson’s watch, examines it in deep thought, turns his lens upon it, then hands it back to him and tells him how it reveals the pathetic story of his brother, dead years and years before, a drunkard but with alternating periods of efforts at reform.

Watson “springs from his chair” indignant. “This is unworthy of you, Holmes,” he says. “You have made inquiries into the history of my unhappy brother and you now pretend to deduce this knowledge in some fanciful way! It is unkind.”

“My dear doctor,” answers Holmes, “I assure you that I never knew you had a brother until you handed me the watch.”

 

This, of course, is priceless, “impayable,” beyond words. Probably this passage (from the opening chapter of the Sign of the Four) enslaved more of us to Sherlock than anything else he ever did.

Yet see how it challenges parody. Show him a watch and he’ll tell you about your brother. All right let’s show a cuff link and hear about grandfather. And with that the current of the narrative flows on, as regular as perspective, as orderly as Euclid. How to begin? Thus:

“We were sitting in our Baker Street rooms.”

Exactly: where else would they be?, and then what happens?

They look across the street and see someone.

What do they do?

They deduce him.

Precisely. And what does he do?

Appears a moment later at the door with Mrs. Hudson.

And what does he want?

He wants to know if either of them is Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

And is either of them?

Oh, yes, Sherlock is.

Then what does the man do next?

He heaves a deep sigh and is about to collapse.

What do they do for that?

They give him whiskey.

Do they take any themselves?

Yes; Watson needs it because he got hit by an Afghan bullet in the heel seven years before. So they both take some.

Does the man then make an astounding disclosure?

He does; Holmes thinks it’s the most astounding one they’ve struck since the case of the Prince of Belgravia and the lost hunting flask.

And what does Watson say?

He reminds Holmes of the case where Moriarty stole one of the hotels off the Rue de Rivoli.

What do they do about this disclosure?

They solve it.

Then what?

Holmes plays the violin.

And Watson?

He takes some more whiskey; his Afghan wound is hurting again.

 

Can anyone wonder at the number of adaptations and parodies that have grown about the Sherlock legends? Among the cleverest is Sir James Barrie’s, quoted with delight by Conan Doyle in his Memories and Adventures. Among the conspicuous failures are Mark Twain’s parody, deserving only to be forgotten; and equally notable in its failure the attempt made by O. Henry.

But perhaps one of the best of the parasitic Sherlock Holmes themes is the little story told by Conan Doyle himself which needs to be reproduced in his own words.

“There are certain Sherlock Holmes stories,” wrote Sir Arthur in the Memories and Adventures, “apocryphal I need not say, which go round and round the press and turn up at fixed intervals with the regularity of a comet.

“One is the story of the cabman who is supposed to have taken me to an hotel in Paris. ‘Dr. Doyle,’ he cried, gazing at me fixedly, ‘I perceive from your appearance that you have recently been at Constantinople. I have reason to think also that you have been at Buda, and I perceive some indication that you were not far from Milan.’ ‘Wonderful! Five francs for the secret of how you did it.’ ‘I looked at the labels pasted on your trunk,’ replied the astute cabby.”

 

But all of the parodies and adaptations and such are thrown into the shade by the new Critical Studies of Sherlock Holmes, started in England a few years ago, and now turning into a sort of field of research. As humor — meaning always the humor of amusement and not the higher humor that mingles tears with laughter — I know of nothing on so high a plane. Here are:

F. Knox, Essays in Satire; S. C. Roberts, Dr. Watson: (1931); H. W. Bell, Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson: (1932); T. S. Blakeney, Sherlock Holmes: Fact or Fiction: (1932); V. Starrett, The Private Life of Sherlock Holmes: (1934); and Baker Street Stories: (edited by H. W. Bell: 1934).

All these books start with the whimsical assumption that Holmes and Watson really lived; that their adventures really happened. Consequently, if there are any seeming discrepancies in the narrative, we must investigate them with the same industry and patience as modern scholarship applies to the text of Shakespeare or to the New Testament. We must feel convinced that truth is truth and everything will come right if we only apply to it earnest thought and diligent investigation.

Now as a matter of fact Conon Doyle wrote the stories over a period that lasted thirty years and more. As they multiplied, not even their creator could keep track of them. They are full of discrepancies — which, of course, in point of art, don’t matter a particle. Watson is called John in one story and James in another. His wife dies and gets resurrected — and much else. All of which serves as a background for the most wonderful and delightful humor. To enter into it is like passing through a wall into a garden. It is like stepping into Alice in Wonderland.

 

Take the case of Watson’s wound. When he is first introduced to the reader he is a retired Army surgeon, knocked out in the Afghan War (in 1880) by a jezail bullet in the battle of Maiwand. What a jezail bullet is I do not know, but it sounds just the thing to be knocked out with. At any rate one of them wounded Dr. Watson in the shoulder and “shattered the bone.” Then in a later story Conan Doyle, quite naturally forgetting the details, in the accumulating mass of Sherlock stuff, wounded Watson in the leg. At least Watson is made to tell us that he sat “nursing his wounded leg.” It seems he “had had a jezail bullet through it” some time before. Later on Conan Doyle gave him another nasty crack, this time in the heel. Naturally the effect of these three jezail bullets — or one hitting him three times — was to make Watson limp pretty badly. We read of the discomfort he suffered on one of their expeditions which to him was a “six mile limp.” Then a little later Conan Doyle apparently forgot about Watson’s limp and has him running at full speed. In fact Watson even boasts of the pace he can make. “I am reckoned fleet of foot,” he says; and we read of such further feats as Watson “rushing madly from the room,” and “dashing through the Arcade.” Jezail bullets couldn’t stop a man like that.

Of course the explanation is as obvious as it is amusing. Conan Doyle regarded the whole thing as fiction and didn’t waste time in looking up inconsistencies.

But the reviewers go solemnly to work with mock gravity and mimic scholarship, piecing it all together as if it were a concordance of the Gospels. Thus Mr. H. W. Bell “examines the data” in regard to Watson’s wound; concludes that he was hit twice, not three times, the bullet in his heel affecting his leg. In spite of his earlier despondency about himself he made a marvelous recovery, was able to run, leap, and dash. But, with British reticence, he kept it to himself.

Equally good is the vexed problem of Watson’s second wife. One critic devotes a whole book to her. Her case stands as follows:

In the book called the Sign of the Four Conan Doyle, following the unfortunate tradition of English fiction, brought in a heroine and a love story and in the end married Watson — jezail bullets and all — to Miss Mary Morrison. He set him up in practice and no doubt thought he was done with him. But the relentless Sherlock Holmes saga refused to let go of its interpreter. The stories had to go on. Watson had to keep leaving his practice, often for days at a time. Mrs. Watson became a nuisance and had to die. So Watson becomes a widower, with lots of time to deduce things. But later on, by a slip of memory, Conan Doyle makes Watson and Sherlock refer to Watson’s wife as if still alive. The critics at once seize on this, and prove from it that Watson has married again, and reconstruct from internal evidence the time and circumstance of his second marriage.

Best of all perhaps is the case of Holmes’s journey to Tibet. Readers of the Holmes stories will remember how Conan Doyle — thoroughly tired of Sherlock whom he felt to be an incubus on his work — got rid of him by having the arch-criminal Professor Moriarty throw him down a gorge in Switzerland. When Holmes is resurrected later on — being indestructible — he tells Watson that he has spent the two years of his disappearance in a journey to Tibet.

Of course Conan Doyle only sent him to Tibet because it sounds like the end of nowhere. Beyond that it has no significance whatever. But the critics of the new school solemnly discuss the date of Holmes’ journey, assigning it to 1892 and 1894. The climax of absurdity is reached by Mr. T. S. Blakeney in trying to work out by what route Holmes entered Tibet. He expresses surprise that he hadn’t “attracted attention.”

“Possibly he approached that isolated country from some other direction than India, where the chances of being recognized would be greater than elsewhere, and where the obstacles to penetrating into the Forbidden Land were likely to be prohibitive. Perhaps he obtained permission from the Russian authorities to travel through Central Asia, thus anticipating General Waters in his journeyings in Transcaspia and Samarkand three years later, and being the fore-runner of Sir Aurel Stein in Chinese Turkestan. We incline to think he may have entered Tibet from the northwest, with Charklik, perhaps as his starting point. Had he approached from Kashmir, he would almost certainly have attracted attention, as Captain Bower was then commencing his travels from Ladak to China. Similarly, Mr. Rockhill would surely have heard of Holmes, had the latter approached from the northeast. A journey from Charklik through, say, the Tsaidam basin, skirting the Koko-shili mountains to the east, and thence south to Lhasa, would break new ground, M. Bonvalot having taken a more westerly route to Tengri-nor via the Chi-chang-tso a year or two before. It is likely that Holmes returned via Khotan to Kashgar, and thence via Persia to Arabia, and eventually Khartoum.”

But as if to show that not even the Tibet journey represents the climax, the critics are now working still more novel and audacious theories. Was Sherlock Holmes all that he pretended to be? Was Watson really as truthful and honorable as he makes himself out? Is it not conceivable that they were really a couple of crooks who planned the crimes, or at least some of them, themselves and fastened them on innocent victims by means of Sherlock’s diabolical talent? That affair of the Priory School — involving the abduction of the Duke of Holderness’s little son — looks at least pretty fishy. Indeed one might almost feel certain that it is a case of blackmail. Holmes’s mysterious brother “Mycroft” is easily shown to be a crook. Is Holmes perhaps the same man as “Professor Moriarty,” whom he is supposed to be hunting down?

And so on, endlessly; for thank goodness this vast piece of cheerful and wholesome nonsense seems only beginning.

 

Appended to this chapter on the technique of humor connected with the use and misuse of words, may be set the special instance of the humor of translation and mistranslation from a foreign language. Words when misused become “funny.” It is, as with the simple pun or misspelling, the primitive humor of degradation and destruction. But when words are misused to convey as it were by accident a new and appropriate meaning, the effect is of a higher class. So it is with translation. The simplest effects are purely verbal, with no particular meaning to them. Thus schoolboy mistranslations of Latin depend mainly for their fun on the degradation of the dignified text with a trivial parallel. Virgil wrote:

Conticuere omnes, intentique ora tenebant (Æneid. Bk. II. l. 1), giving us a picture of hushed silence and rapt attention. The schoolboy finds pleasure in the mock translation:

They were all County Kerry men and sat with their mouths open.

But there is nothing in this beyond the mere verbal effect, no real juxtaposition of the civilization and manners of Kerry County with those of Rome.

Compare similarly the well worn story of the English-speaking German in a London restaurant who announced to the waiter:

“After I have had my soup I will become a Welsh rabbit.”

The astonished waiter stood, watching for it to happen.

But of a higher range is the scene in the charming comedy called Ici on parle français in which some one inquires in a shop which bears that sign, “Qui est la personne ici qui parle français?” The young man behind the counter bows deeply and answers “Je!”

The error in the subtle idiom reaches further than words, and satirizes (crashes down) the pretense of foreigners to speak in idiomatic language.

Beyond such simple illustrations there opens up a great vista of errors, mistakes, false genders, wrong plurals, mixed suffixes — enough to fill a book. Here belongs similarly the humorous effect of all manner of mispronunciations of dialect, of nigger language and such things. Thus it is funny when a Jew says “vel! vel!” instead of saying “well! well!”

Similarly all mispronunciations are funny that arise from the foreigner’s inability to pronounce our sounds just as we do. I remember hearing a distinguished Italian soldier during the war time speak to the Canadian Club in Montreal. He asked rhetorically: “What has Italy done in the war? Italy has held for France the Bacador!” That is the way the club heard it. The members gathered that it must be one of those districts of which no one ever heard till the great War, such as the Sanjak of Novi Bazar, and Teschen and such. So when the general said that Italy “had held the Bacador,” there was great applause. But in reality he was only trying to say that Italy had “held the back door.”

 

“Nigger talk” is funny not so much in the single word as all through, in its general quality, each word and almost every syllable being a little off center. The effect of it is often heightened by an undercurrent of chuckling and clicking laughter, straight out of Equatorial Africa, a parody of our own articulation.

The humor of Negro talk moves on to higher ground when it turns not merely on sounds but on sense, or on the lack of it, and satirizes the Negro’s fondness for long words, by which he confuses length of sound with depth of meaning.

Taken by and large, however, practically all the effects explained above are quite elemental — mere confusion of sound — the humor of smashing up language. They offer but little interest in the way of the scientific analysis of humor.

But something much higher is attained when the humor of mere language is used to bring out the humor of character — the humor of national differences, the incongruities and contrasts existing (or supposed to exist) between opposed national types. This is beautifully illustrated in a scene in Dickens’s Our Mutual Friend. Here we see “a French Gentleman” conversing, at an evening reception, with the Super-British Mr. Podsnap. The fun is drawn, with equal good nature, from the peculiarities of both nationalities.

“Do you find, sir,” said Mr. Podsnap, “many evidences that strike you of our British constitution on the streets of the world’s metropolis, London, Londres, London?”

The foreign gentleman begged to be pardoned but did not altogether understand.

“The Constitution Britannique,” Mr. Podsnap explained, as if he were teaching an infant class. “We say British — but you say Britannique, sir. The constitution—”

The foreign gentleman said, “Mais, yees, I know eem.”

“I was inquiring,” resumed Mr. Podsnap, “whether you have observed upon our streets as we should say, upon the Pavvy, as you would say, any tokens—”

The foreign gentleman with patient courtesy inquired, “But what was tokens?”

“Marks,” said Mr. Podsnap, “signs, you know, traces—”

“Ah! Of a ‘orse’?” inquired the foreign gentleman.

“We call it ‘Horse,’ ” said Mr. Podsnap, “in England, Angleterre, we aspirate the H, and say Horse.”

“Pardon,” said the foreign gentleman, “I am always wrong.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Mark Twain found means to heighten the amusement of mistranslation by multiplying it by two. His “Jumping Frog” is first translated into French and then retranslated back into English. The effect is quite unforgettable.

It is impossible here to quote more than the opening sentences of the “Jumping Frog” — as originally written in (Western) English, as translated into Parisian French in the Revue des Deux Mondes (July 15th 1872 — at least Mark Twain says so), and as re-translated by Mark Twain into literal English. Not even the triple inscription on the Rosetta Stone is of greater interest. The curious may find the entire story in the volume Sketches New and Old.

There was a fellow here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of ‘49 — or maybe it was the spring of ‘50 — I don’t recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume warn’t finished when he first come to the camp; but anyway, he was the curiosest man about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn’t he’d change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him — any way just so’s he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn’t be no solit’ry thing mentioned but that feller’d offer to bet on it, and take ary side you please, as I was just telling you.

 

Il y avait une fois ici un individu connu sous le nom de Jim Smiley: c’était dans l’hiver de 49, peut-être bien au printemps de 50, je ne me rappelle pas exactement. Ce qui me fait croire que c’était l’un ou l’autre, c’est que je me souviens que le grand bief n’était pas achevé lorsqu’il arriva au camp pour la première fois, mais de toutes façons il était l’homme le plus friand de paris qui se pût voir, pariant sur tout ce qui se présentait, quand il pouvait trouver un adversaire, et, quand il n’en trouvait pas il passait du côté opposé. Tout ce qui convenait à l’autre lui convenait; pourvuqu’il eût un pari, Smiley était satisfait. Et il avait une chance! une chance inouie: presque toujours il gagnait. Il faut dire qu’il était toujours prêt à s’exposer, qu’on ne pouvait mentionner la moindre chose sans que ce gaillard offrît de parier là-dessus n’importe quoi et de prendre le côté que l’on voudrait, comme je vous le disais tout à l’heure.

This is then re-translated into English as follows:

It there was one time here an individual known under the name of Jim Smiley; it was in the winter of ‘49, possibly well at the spring of ‘50, I no me recollect not exactly. This which me makes to believe that it was the one or the other, it is that I shall remember that the grand flume is not achieved when he arrives at the camp for the first time, but of all sides he was the man the most fond of to bet which one have seen, betting upon all that which is presented, when he could find an adversary; and when he not of it could not, he passed to the side opposed. All that which convenienced to the other, to him convenienced also; seeing that he had a bet, Smiley was satisfied. And he had a chance! a chance even worthless; nearly always he gained. It must to say that he was always near to himself expose, but one no could mention the least thing without that this gaillard offered to bet the bottom, no matter what, and to take the side that one him would, as I you it said all at the hour.

 

Mark Twain may have got his idea for making this “Jumping Frog” version from a like performance that had been done in dead earnest a little while before. This was Senhor Pedro Carolino’s New Guide of the Conversation in Portuguese and English. Carolino wrote it from a serious desire to come to the help of Portuguese and Brazilian youths who at that time had no decent textbooks to learn English from. Unluckily the author himself didn’t know English; but he pieced out his ignorance by using a book of Portuguese-French phrases and an English-Portuguese dictionary. The result is miraculous.

The Portuguese author explains in a preface that he compiled the Guide because the existing books for learning English were so unreliable. “The works which we were confering (he means “consulting”) for this labour found use us for nothing: those what were publishing to Portugal, or out, they were almost all composed for some foreign, or for some national little acquainted in the spirit of both languages.”

 

Senhor Carolino proposes to step into this gap:

“A choice,” he says, “of familiar dialogues, clean of gallicisms and despoiled phrases, it was missing yet to studious Portuguese and Brazilian Youth. We sought all we may do to correct that want. . . . We expect then, who the little book (for the care we have wrote him and for her typographical correction) that may be worth the occupation of the studious person, and especially of the Youth, at which we dedicate him particularly.”

When the studious youth get busy they find in the book, first of all, carefully prepared lists of nouns arranged in classes. Thus one useful list is that of “Ecclesiastical Dignitaries” which includes such people as “a canon,” “a theologist” and “a penitentiary.” Then come “Familiar Phrases” such as: “Have you say that?” “At what purpose have you say so?” “How do you can it to deny?” Or such more complicated thoughts as appear in the highly idiomatic sentences: “He has me take out my hairs.” “He does me some kicks.” “He burns one’s self the brains.” And the crowning feat represented by: “He do the devil at four.”

The studious youth are thus led on until they are able to grasp what are called English “Idiotisms.” Knowing the sporting tastes of the English, the instructor takes care to put in special help in the way of conversations on hunting and fishing. One Portuguese gentleman is supposed to ask: “There is it some game in this wood?” and to receive the cheering answer: “Look a hare who run! Let aim it! Let make fire him!”

They get the hare all right. At least one Portuguese says: “I have put down killed!”

Then they turn to fishing. “That pond,” suggests one, “it seems me many multiplied of fishes.” The other sportsman is right on at once. “Here,” he says, “there is a wand and some hooks,” “Silence, there is a superb perch!” “You mistake you, it is a frog. Dip it again in the water.”

The Portuguese boys having now pretty well completed their training are ready to go out into the world. They get a final touch in being shown how to write a love letter.

My lady I have a complaint to present you. So much happy that be one’s self, one have not all their eases in this world. Your letters are shortest. You have plaied wonderfully all sentiments: less her prattle etc.

 

The last sentence, after fifty years, still defies interpretation.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

In point of analysis the humor of the Portuguese Grammar does not rest only on the clash and contrariety of words. There is the higher incongruity as between the usual dignity of academic instruction, and its “degradation” with the ridiculous trash of the grammar. It owes something also to the nerve and dead certainty of the teacher as contrasted with his real ignorance.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

A vein of humor similar in its essence to that of mistranslation is found in the way in which nations borrow the words from one another’s language and use them wrongly. Quite naturally international intercourse involves the import of words along with the things they stand for. The Chinese gave us tea and the Arabs gave us coffee. England has exported to France a whole series of words dealing with railways and golf and tennis, and imported in return useful phrases in regard to cooking and love. But along with the legitimate imports and exports are a whole lot of other terms, that have been “bootlegged” as it were from language to language, with the same effect on the purity of language as bootlegging has on the purity of liquor.

Thus a Frenchman, when he puts on a dinner jacket, is under the impression that he is wearing “un smoking.” Thus attired in his “smoking” he makes his way to a “saloon” of “the high life” where a “five-o’clock” is in progress. Here in point of refreshment he will find at least what he understands to be a “song-wich.” If really hungry he even asks for “un beking.” In asking for this he is under the impression that he is calling for “bacon and eggs.”

At the reception in the saloon he will meet a number of what he calls “Mees,” who are “chaparoned” (as they call it, though he doesn’t) by their mothers, whom the French gentleman recognizes as very “respectable women.” (The French always spoke of Queen Victoria as a “most respectable old woman.”)

Here too he will meet his aristocratic English friends— “Sir Smith” and “Sir Jones.” He gives to each a “shakehands” and is proud to see in the room several “milords” and even “Sir Mac de Dougall of the Scotland.”

And incidentally the Englishman or the American, when he tries to interlard his own language with what he thinks to be French, is just as bad — or worse.

With which, one may conclude in the words of the Portuguese Grammar. “How do you can it to deny?” . . .


CHAPTER IV. TECHNIQUE OF THE GREATER HUMORISTS: CHARLES DICKENS AND MARK TWAIN

[image: img117.jpg]

THE TWO GREATEST Humorists of All Time — Their Merits and Their Defects — Their Contrasted Fields and Methods — Technique of Their Work — Their Highest Reach Attains the Same Supreme Goal.

One turns from words to things; from the verbal forms, which are only the mechanics of humor, to those incongruities and antitheses of circumstance and character which are its base. As already said, humor resting on words alone is only for the nursery, the schoolroom and for odd moments. It is in proportion as the mere oddity of sound combines with it a significant incongruity or antithesis between apparent and real meaning, in other words involves a new idea, that humor moves upward in the scale. It reaches its real ground when it becomes the humor of situation and character; and, at its highest reach, laughter fades into a smile that verges closely upon tears, when humor reflects the incongruity of life itself, of our human lot. It runs thus a gamut which passes all the way from the ridiculous to the sublime.

 

But it is difficult to present or to discuss this humor of character without the quotation of whole books, or at least whole chapters, at a time — or the assumption that all readers know them. This unfortunately is not so. In a “highbrow” circle of literary pedants one could bandy back and forward literary references from Aristotle to Zeno, from Athalie to Zadig and from Anthony the Absolute to Zane Grey. But for ordinary people such indiscriminate allusions are mere confusion; the more so as most people hesitate to admit how much they haven’t read. When a literary person says: “Take Ariosto,” or “take Bossuet,” the answer ought to be “I won’t.”

 

So for the present discussion of the modern humor of character, I have seen fit to select the two writers, Charles Dickens and Mark Twain. Not only are their names, the one English, the other American, preëminent in the modern world, but their books are the most widely read. If we take any period of twenty consecutive years, not of twenty consecutive months, the books of Dickens and Mark Twain are more widely read than anything else in fiction. The others come and go. The “best sellers” of ten years ago are already forgotten.

One admits that the eminence of both these authors, especially that of Mark Twain, is marred by lapses from their greatness. It is a long drop from the top reach of Mark Twain’s eminence in Huckleberry Finn to his lowest mark. Other authors, below Dickens and Mark Twain as a whole, are far more even. Robert Louis Stevenson, for example, kept a far more uniform standard of excellence, but, and least of all in point of humor, never reached so high. Mark Twain, indeed, had a peculiar capacity for degenerating into drivel. He would take some more or less copybook theme, such as that of The $30,000 Bequest, namely that it is better to be content with what we have than to dream of riches which we don’t possess. Then he would dress it up with an elaborate and fantastic surrounding, put into it characters that are mere names and not people at all, and then drivel along till he ran out. At the height of Mark Twain’s prestige he would get away with this. But it is different now. Many young people strike this kind of thing and ever after “don’t care for Mark Twain.” The license that comes with phenomenal and sustained success opens the way wide to prolixity. The minute a man is convinced that he is interesting, he isn’t.

Dickens, too, ran by temperament to sentimentality and was easily led, writing, as he willfully did, like a hack journalist tied by the day and by the column, to substitute false effects for real ones and to replace the effortless art of his earlier work by the jaded artifice that so often disfigures his later. All through his work, indeed, the humor of Charles Dickens is thus disfigured by the sentiment and sentimentality so often linked with it. At times the flood of tears turns his page to a very morass of sentimentality. It was the failing of the age. Victorian sentiment was needed to wash away the hardness and the inhumanities of the preceding ages — the brutal prisons, the savage law, the “cry of the children.” The tears fell on these like April rain on northern ice. But sentiment easily passes into sentimentality, in which the expression of emotion goes beyond legitimate bounds. To this Dickens easily succumbs; tears become maudlin, pathos passes into hiccoughs, and noble indignation snorts off into bombast and rodomontade. Witness Mrs. Annie Strong — the erring wife in David Copperfield — delivering a round-robin general confession and apology to all present, punctuated with sobs. Compare Kate Nickleby handing out to her uncle about three hundred consecutive words of “heroine’s indignation” against bad men; or old Betty Higden in Our Mutual Friend, whose accumulated disasters and Christian fortitude are as tiresome as they are incomprehensible.

Thus Dickens at his worst runs to sentimental drivel. Not so Mark Twain. He never bothered much about the poor; at least he never cried over them. The West had made him tough. He denounced injustice and political wrong, but he did it in flaring invective, in raw coarse language, not in sobs. Take as typical his fierce denunciation of Leopold, King of the Belgians, in connection with the atrocities on the Congo. For him Mark Twain proposed an epitaph: “Here under this gilded tomb lies rotting the body of one the smell of whose name may still offend the nostrils of man ages upon ages after all the Cæsars and Washingtons and Napoleons shall have ceased to be praised or blamed, and been forgotten.”

Dickens would have sought his effect in such a case with a sustained description of the lingering death of moaning Negroes, forgiving “Massa Leopold” with their dying breath: followed by a clarion call, beginning: “Oh Ye, whose eager call for Rubber has vulcanized your hearts and turned you into rubber-necks—” and so on, until they are thoroughly ashamed of themselves.

But Mark Twain had his own special failing in prolixity. Especially as he grew older, he was reckless in his egotistical demand on the reader’s time and attention. When he wanted to convey the impression of an interminable harangue, he made an interminable harangue; in order to ridicule the boredom of a long story he recites the whole long, boring story. Witness, in the Connecticut Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, the long tales put into the mouth of the girl Alisande to show how tiring she was. She certainly was, but so was Mark Twain.

 

But take it all in all, with a full recognition of their respective shortcomings, which perhaps alienate many present readers of the rising generation, these two men — Charles Dickens, who ceased to be Boz, and Mark Twain, who ceased to be Samuel Clemens — represent the highest reach of the written humor of the nineteenth century. Perhaps they represent more than that. For it is at least open to argument whether certain phases of art did not reach their highest point at that time, leaving Dickens and Mark Twain representing the world’s supreme reach in their own field. The nineteenth century was the era of the printed word, just as the twentieth is becoming the era of the flickering shadow and the metal voice. We cannot have everything all at once. We must pay a certain compensating price for the wonderful things which our new technical equipment enables us to see and to do.

Our literary and artistic impressions move past us in an unending stream. Each gives place instantly to the next. There can be for the children of today little or nothing of the profound life impressions made upon the minds of those of fifty years ago, reading by the firelight in the treasured page of a tattered book. The moving picture has enormously emphasized the humor of what we see, visual effects. The radio is striving to make a new humor of what we hear and don’t see. The whole of our present environment lays a tremendous stress on rapidity, on getting things over fast; it is a world of flickering shadows and rushing voices. Already the books of forty years ago seem strange; booksellers call them the “classics.” But even accepting them as “classics,” we may study the work of Dickens and Mark Twain with the prestige accorded to the literature of Greece and Rome.

 

For what one may call the mere mechanism of humor, Mark Twain offers a much more available study than Dickens. Indeed if I were to undertake to deliver one of those college courses on “The Technique of Humor” of which mention was made at the opening of this book, I should make much of Mark Twain. A student of a serious mind could learn better from Mark Twain than from any other source how to get rid of it. This is not merely on account of his eminence. Charles Dickens stands at least as eminent as a humorist, if not higher. But Mark Twain was beyond anybody in the world a technical humorist. He combined the basis of the matter — the inspiration — with the mechanism of it. He brings into play, far more than Dickens, the resources of technique, the surprise of words, the shifting dexterity of form. Hence it comes that Mark Twain can be quoted in single sentences, Dickens mostly only in pages. Dickens, both for humor and pathos, must move along on a full flood tide of words. Mark Twain can make a splash even in a puddle. One could put together a joke book of humorous extracts out of Mark Twain. It would be quite hard to do it out of Dickens. The funniest things in Dickens are all part of something else. Much in Mark Twain can stand alone.

Thus, from Mark Twain:

Here we washed in the . . . a (previously) limpid stream.

(Roughing It.)

They spell it Vinci and pronounce it Vinchy: foreigners always spell better than they pronounce.

(Innocents Abroad.)

The guide told us these things and he would hardly try so hazardous an experiment as telling a falsehood when it is all he can do to speak the truth in English without getting lockjaw.

(Innocents Abroad.)

When we see a monk sitting on a rock with a human skull beside him but without other baggage we know that that is St. Jerome.

(Innocents Abroad.)

But if we were to put together some of the “funniest” things most often quoted and remembered from Dickens, we should find that the quotation is insufficient unless we remember the context.

Take an example from the Pickwick Papers:

“Take off his skates!” said Mr. Pickwick. We roar with laughter as we recall it; but, unless we recall it, unless we remember the scene of Mr. Winkle on the ice, it cannot reach us.

“Barkis is willin’!” we quote, and we recall with amusement the courtship of David Copperfield’s Peggotty.

Indeed Dickens can only be quoted in extracts or in little scenes, such as the following in which Mr. Pickwick undertakes to tell the pettifogging lawyers, Dodson and Fogg, what he thought of them:

“And before I go, gentlemen,” said the excited Mr. Pickwick, turning round on the landing, “permit me to say, that of all the disgraceful and rascally proceedings—”

“Stay, sir, stay,” interposed Dodson, with great politeness. “Mr. Jackson! Mr. Wicks!”

“Sir,” said the two clerks, appearing at the bottom of the stairs.

“I merely want you to hear what this gentleman says,” replied Dodson. “Pray, go on, sir — disgraceful and rascally proceedings, I think you said?”

“I did,” said Mr. Pickwick, thoroughly roused. “I said, sir, that of all the disgraceful and rascally proceedings that ever were attempted, this is the most so. I repeat it, sir.”

“You hear that, Mr. Wicks?” said Dodson.

“You won’t forget these expressions, Mr. Jackson?” said Fogg.

“Perhaps you would like to call us swindlers, sir,” said Dodson. “Pray do, sir, if you feel disposed; now pray do, sir.”

“I do,” said Mr. Pickwick. “You are swindlers.”

But this peculiar difference in the matter of surface quotation is only one of the many features in which the work of Dickens and the work of Mark Twain are quite separate. Indeed, they come together only at the apex, at the highest reach of their power, in that “divine retrospect” upon life which is the culmination of humor.

The reason for this singular dissimilarity is that the lives of Charles Dickens and Mark Twain lay far apart and never came together, save for one brief contact. They never knew each other. Only once there was a fleeting intersection of their lives as of “ships that pass in the night.” Young Sam Clemens had just returned in triumph as an Innocent from Abroad, whose travel papers on Europe had been read all over America. He went to hear Dickens lecture, or “read,” in New York, December 23, 1867; but there is no record that he made the acquaintance of Dickens, who at that time was too worn, too broken, too self-absorbed to care to meet anybody. Sam Clemens also was too absorbed that evening in the little girl at his side, Olivia Langdon — this was their first evening together — to care about Dickens or anything else. There is no record, and no internal evidence, to show that either was influenced by the work of the other. In the case of Dickens this was hardly possible. It is true that the Innocents Abroad was very widely read in England for a year or so before his death in June, 1870. But for Dickens, buried in Edwin Drood and exhausted to the verge of the paralytic stroke that killed him, most likely the book passed unheeded. Nor did Dickens, apart from his wide general influence, at second and third and twentieth hand, help to influence or to form Mark Twain. The columns of Mark Twain’s letters bear no mention of his name, nor does his autobiography mention it, nor the detailed authoritative story of his life written for him by his admirable biographer, Mr. Paine.

The fact is that the basis of Mark Twain’s work was utterly different from that of Dickens. He found it in the contrast of an old civilization with a new. It was the Far West of Nevada and the Rockies and California that inspired Mark Twain. He was able to look back from the altitude of Virginia City and see the older world as it was; presently he went off to Europe on the Quaker City, and the trip and the point of view which it gave him inspired all his later work. He was able to turn on Europe — on its forms and ceremonies, its monuments and its mummies (dead and living), its hauteur and its humbug — the “eye of innocence” of the Westerner. And to this eye, contrasts and incongruities are revealed never suspected before. Hence the kings and the mummies and the knights and the medieval pictures and such become “funny.” The previous ideas of the significance of such things are dissolved in the prism of this mode of thought and break into their contrasting and incongruous elements. A knight in armor becomes a man in hardware, a monk pictured in a stained glass window with uplifted eyes is “trying to think of a word.” The killing of Julius Cæsar is “localized” — as done in Nevada journalism. The form of it all is irreverent, but the effect as wholesome as the sweeping of a fresh wind through a dank swamp. This is the true “American” humor.

There is nothing of this in Dickens except perhaps when he applies the cheery ignorance of a British cockney to the interpretation of France and Italy. In his Pen Pictures and in his odd sketches of his life in France, he finds the French a “funny” people, with a most amusing language, and a most laughable politeness and a way of calling foreign gentlemen “monsieur” which is quite ridiculous. But there is no depth in Dickens’s picture. He is not “interpreting” Europe as Mark Twain is. Mark Twain, as the Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, is profound in the satire — right or wrong — of his observation. Dickens as the Cockney at the Court of Versailles is just sniggering — as a cockney would.

 

The broad basis of the humorous writing of Dickens is that of character. When the Pickwick Papers were first planned the fun in them was to be that of incident. A group of abstractions called Cockney Sportsmen were to have various misadventures while attempting to ride balky horses, to shoot rooks to the great danger of “beaters” and spectators, to get mixed up with the charging ranks of a sham fight and such things as that. As a matter of fact this kind of stuff was wearing pretty thin already before Dickens ever began to write.

But Dickens, by the instinct of the artist, changed the theme. “I thought,” he said “of Mr. Pickwick.” That means that there flashed upon his mind the conception not of incidents but of a character. Mr. Pickwick, once created, led to the creation of others, of Alfred Jingle, old Mr. Wardle, and, triumphantly, of Sam Weller. The Pickwick Papers, opening as mere incident, almost missed the mark of public interest — with a circulation of only 400 copies — but rose as the humor of character replaced the initial idea to the most phenomenal success ever known in the world of letters. Dickens had come into his own. Henceforth, for years, the characters were created as from a magician’s hand; what they did was nothing, what they were was everything. So came into the world the Bumbles and the Micawbers and the Gamps, the glorious company still undimmed by time.

 

What is a humorous, a “funny” character, and how can it be analyzed? All are aware, in actual life, of queer people, funny people, from the pathetic queerness of the halfwit — funny only to children — to the higher range of funny old gentlemen, odd cranks, queer professors. To analyze is often to destroy. A biologist knows too much about a flower. A zoölogist has no illusions about a skylark. A physicist sees nothing in a rainbow. And so perhaps a “funny character” broken apart and analyzed is like a broken toy; it won’t go together again. If the study of humor is ever taken seriously, we must handle it carefully, lest it work its own undoing.

 

“Funny” characters are made so by presenting, whether we are conscious of it or not, the same destructive contrasts and incongruities that are the basis of humor itself. Here is Mr. Pickwick — with all the dignity and decorum of affluent middle age as contrasted with its physical limitations; with a highly scientific desire for information contrasted with an utter inability to measure its truth; with a chivalrous and unwearied courtesy which makes him an easy mark — expecting truth and finding deception; seeing the world through roseate spectacles which presently turn a bad world rosy. Mr. Pickwick walks through life conveying with him the contrast between life as it might be and life as it is.

Such are the characters of Dickens. Here is Mr. Micawber with the brisk decisiveness of competence, the manners of the firm reliable man of business concealing the utter incompetence within. Here is Mrs. Gamp combining the tenderest and most sacred functions of human life — the care of maternity, the vigil of the dead — with a complete indifference to their meaning. What a horror she could have been as drawn by another hand! But Dickens suffused her in a soft atmosphere of gin, and saved her.

 

Dickens thus chiefly depicts and depends upon the humor of character. Even when he is satirizing institutions, it is always done through the medium of characters — real characters, not abstractions or impossibilities like so many of Mark Twain’s, but real ones. Thus the denunciation of indiscriminate foreign charities conducted by people who neglect their duties at home is effected through the humor of Mrs. Jellaby (Bleak House) sitting in her untidy house and writing reams of letters about the natives of Borrio-boola-Gha, while neglected children fall up and down stairs. The denunciation of the Court of Chancery in the same book is more direct, with less of humor and more of pathos and stern tragedy, but it carries with it the humor, if one can find it so, of the little crackbrained Miss Flyte, and of the ghastly Mr. Vholes. Similarly in Oliver Twist the satire on the poor law and the work house is effected through the character of Mr. Bumble. This, on analysis, turns on the grim contrast between the pious care of orphan children and Mr. Bumble’s operations carried on under that name. To decry and expose the brutality of the Yorkshire schools, Dickens creates the hideous but half comic character of Mr. Squeers. The contrast lies between the kindly labor of the schoolmaster and Mr. Squeers’s method. “W-i-n-d-e-r-s, winders,” says Squeers, “go and clean them,” and he emphasizes his instructions with a crack of the cane. The treatment of the wretched little boys by Mr. and Mrs. Squeers is a similar hideous incongruity as set beside parental care.

All through Dickens’s monumental work, the method of humor is the same. At times it is replaced by that of pathos, as in the imprisonment of Mr. Dorrit in the Marshalsea, which is poignant in its distress. Compare the similar confinement of Mr. Pickwick (both of them for debt) in the Fleet. Here the social purpose is the same, but the means adopted is humor, not pathos.

I — MR. PICKWICK IN THE FLEET

“Oh,” replied Mr. Pickwick, looking down a dark and filthy staircase, which appeared to lead to a range of damp and gloomy stone vaults, beneath the ground, “and those, I suppose, are the little cellars where the prisoners keep their small quantities of coals. Unpleasant places to have to go down to, but very convenient, I dare say.”

“Yes, I shouldn’t wonder if they was convenient,” replied the gentlemen [Mr. Tom Roker, the turnkey], “seeing that a few people live there, pretty snug.”

“Live! Live down there!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

“There,” said Mr. Roker [holding open the door of the uninviting room in which he proposed to lodge Mr. Pickwick during his stay in the prison], looking triumphantly round at Mr. Pickwick, “there’s a room!”

Mr. Pickwick’s face, however, betokened such a trifling portion of satisfaction at the appearance of his lodging, that Mr. Roker looked for a reciprocity of feeling into the countenance of Samuel Weller, who, until now, had observed a dignified silence.

“There’s a room, young man,” observed Mr. Roker.

“I see it,” replied Sam, with a placid nod of the head.

“You wouldn’t think to find such a room as this in the Farringdon Hotel, would you?” said Mr. Roker, with a complacent smile.

To this Mr. Weller replied with an easy and unstudied closing of one eye.

II — MR. DORRIT IN THE MARSHALSEA

(Extracts from Charles Dickens’s Little Dorrit)

There had been taken to the Marshalsea, long before, a debtor with whom this narrative has some concern. He was at that time a very amiable and very helpless middle-aged gentleman, who was going out again directly, because the Marshalsea lock never turned upon a debtor who was not. . . . He was a shy, retiring man . . . with fingers which wandered to his trembling lip a hundred times during the first half hour of his acquaintance with the jail. His principal anxiety was about his wife.

And with that follows the pathetic chronicle of Edward Dorrit — the Marshalsea prison, the “home” of his wife and children (as it had been for the child Charles Dickens); the birth of his youngest daughter in the prison; the death of his wife; and the long years, a quarter century, of his incarceration. After that, his liberation, rich, in old age, his temporary and pathetic magnificence and his collapse, his dying intelligence wandering back to the scenes of his imprisonment.

Thus for ten days after he was stricken Little Dorrit bent over the pillow, laying her cheek against his. Sometimes she was so worn out that for a few minutes they would slumber together; then she would awake, to recollect, with fast flowing silent tears, what it was that touched her face, and to see, stealing over the cherished face upon the pillow, a deeper shadow than the shadow of the Marshalsea Wall.

Quietly, quietly, all the lines of the plan of the great castle melted, one after the other. Quietly, quietly the ruled and cross-ruled countenance on which they were traced became fair and blank. Quietly, quietly the reflected marks of the prison bars and of the zig-zag iron on the wall-top, faded away. Quietly, quietly the face subsided into a far younger likeness of her own than she had ever seen under the grey hair, and sank to rest.

There can be no doubt of the effectiveness and the wonder of Dickens’s work thus done. He did as much as, or more than, all the Benthams and the Romillys and the Shaftesburys to sweep away the removable hardships, the cruelties and injustices of the England of his day. He led where legislation followed. The pen was mightier than the parliament. Others since Dickens have used the bitter denunciation of fiction to reform social evils, to clear up “the jungle” and cut asunder the “octopus.” But he did it with the laughter and the smiles that mingled even with anger as April sunshine glimmers through the rain. No one ever equaled, no one ever approached, Charles Dickens in this aspect.

Mark Twain, too, sought as a part of his work to uplift the world with laughter. But his mechanism and technique (if one can use such hard words of what is really intuition and instinct) were entirely indifferent. If Mark Twain had wished to blast the Court of Chancery out of existence he would have gone at it in an entirely different way. He would have imagined some vast fantastic and impossible theme connected with the Court of Chancery. Something like this perhaps: It is found from certain documents that an American millionaire has left all his land under the English Court of Chancery and that his land rightly appraised includes all of the State of Nevada. Hence the whole of Nevada falls under the rule of the Court of Chancery. The miners become, as did many little children in the old days, “wards in Chancery.” A group of Chancery officials in wigs and gowns come out to preside over Carson City and Dead Horse Gulch. The contrast afforded by their dignity, their delays and their formality when set against the life of a mining camp would form the basis of the humor. But the characters, with Mark Twain, would not be real people like the Tulkinghorns and the Jarndyces and the Carstones of Bleak House; they’d just be a set of stock abstractions with their legal attributes only — just as the Knights of the Connecticut Yankee are “knights” and nothing else.

For it is in that book — the Connecticut Yankee at the Court of King Arthur — that Mark Twain shows this method at its best. All his readers know the story. Many of them consider it his “funniest,” if not his best, work. But most of them, if not all, realize that it is meant to be something far more than a “funny” book; that it is as intense in its denunciation of aristocracy, privilege and inequality among mankind as Dickens’s book is intense in its social purpose.

The Yankee, who, by an easy literary device, finds himself thrown backward in time to the year 528 a. d., is meant to typify the spirit of modern American freedom, with a special knowledge of all things mechanical that stands for progress. In other words, although Mark Twain doesn’t know it, he is meant to be Mark Twain. Through him are thrown into a high light the cruelty and injustice of the past age into which he is projected; through him is shown the way in which the application of scientific knowledge and freedom and equality can enlighten and reform it. More than this — the injustice of this past age, as seen and recorded by the Yankee, and the dullness and indifference which permits it to exist, are not, for Mark Twain, things that have passed away. He sees them still in modern England, and it is modern England as well as the past which he is denouncing. To him every English “Lord” in a London drawing room is as unjust an institution as a Lord of a thousand years ago who threw his varlets into dungeons; an aristocracy is just a band of slaveholders; and a privileged church (meaning the present Church of England) is a sin against the light.

There is no need to discuss here the truth or falsehood of the Connecticut Yankee as history and as political thought. It is discussed only in connection with the technique of humor. Naturally its shortcomings are quite obvious. Mark Twain knew nothing of the lights and shadows of history. He drew from it only sudden fierce angers against the strong and poignant sympathies with the weak. He lumped together everything from the mythical Court of King Arthur to the Court of Louis the Sixteenth, combining all Europe and fifteen hundred years of history into what was called in a lump the Middle Ages. Against this was to be contrasted a highly imaginary place called America from which were conveniently omitted all the thugs, bandits, lynchers and slave owners, all the crooks, grafters, land grabbers, trust barons and railroad magnates, all the delays and complications of the law which hatched out criminals faster than did the tyrannies of Europe. Oddly enough those of us in America who read the book when it came out took it pretty much at Mark Twain’s own valuation. The idea of an evil past and an enlightened present, the idea that machinery and progress were synonymous and that democracy cured all evils, was still a mass idea of the time on this continent. The tradition of a “land of liberty” died hard; or better, is not yet dead.

In England, of course, the book gave great offense and called forth recrimination and contempt. The English critics, who had “discovered” Mark Twain as a literary man while Boston still thought him a Western “cut-up,” now felt that they had hatched a bad egg. But the effect of a stone thrown into a literary circle is small; it soon fades out as it spreads in the general pond. The English people soon forgave Mark Twain just as the Americans had forgiven Dickens. A humorist, if a great one, is a privileged person; even a small one has a fool’s license; the cap and bells turns him into a sacred idiot.

In any case Dickens didn’t understand America and Mark Twain didn’t understand England. It is amazing how restricted was the outlook of each. Dickens saw only London and saw everything from London; Mark Twain looked at the world all his life from the Mississippi, and the mountains. Dickens in his “palace” at Genoa wrote busily of London, the bells of the Italian churches waking on his ear only the “chimes” of his own city. He walked the streets of Paris with the narrative of Paul Dombey’s death still running in his mind, the tears upon his face, unconscious of his whereabouts. To him a revolution in Geneva was just a noise outside the window, and the Crimean War only a show in the winter streets of Paris.

So with Mark Twain. From the golden days of the Nevada camps he looked out on Europe and condemned it, his judgments formed for life. A few fierce elemental ideas about God and Kings and the Past was all he needed. Even the Eastern States of America could never claim him; he lived in Buffalo and never saw it. American history began for him with the Mississippi steamboat.

 

We have to remember that such a book as the Connecticut Yankee is not to be classed as burlesque in the limited sense of pure verbal fun-making. Yet it is an enormously funny book. The remembered pictures of such things as King Arthur’s Knights lined up for baseball are unsurpassed. The idea of “Sir Galahad on second base” is about as sharp and complete an incongruity as can be imagined. But behind it all is significance, at least in intention. That is what separates it from pure burlesque.

In this latter — pure, verbal burlesque — both Dickens and Mark Twain had great aptitude when they cared to use it. One interesting example exists, in which they both set down the same thing — namely in each case an imaginary biographical history of a family. Dickens in his opening chapter of Martin Chuzzlewit, quite unconnected with the book, records the family history of the Chuzzlewits. Mark Twain, as a newspaper “piece,” once wrote a similar biography of the Twains. One may with profit set some extracts side by side.

Dickens writes:

It has been rumored, and it is needless to say the rumor originated in the same base quarters, that a certain male Chuzzlewit, whose birth must be admitted to be involved in some obscurity, was of very mean and low descent. How stands the proof? When the son of that individual, to whom the secret of his father’s birth was supposed to have been communicated by his father in his lifetime, lay upon his deathbed, this question was put to him in a distinct, solemn and formal way: “Toby Chuzzlewit, who was your grandfather?” To which he, with his last breath, no less distinctly, solemnly, and formally replied — and his words were taken down at the time, and signed by six witnesses each with his name and address in full— “The Lord No Zoo.” It may be said — it has been said, for human wickedness has no limits — that there is no lord of that name, and that, among the titles which have become extinct, none at all resembling this, in sound even, is to be discovered. But what is the irresistible inference? Rejecting a theory broached by some well-meaning but mistaken persons, that this Mr. Toby Chuzzlewit’s grandfather, to judge from his name, must surely have been a mandarin (which is wholly insupportable, for there is no pretense of his grandmother ever having been out of this country, or of any mandarin having been in it within some years of his father’s birth, except those in the tea-shops, which cannot for a moment be regarded as having any bearing on the question, one way or other), rejecting this hypothesis, is it not manifest that Mr. Toby Chuzzlewit had either received the name imperfectly from his father, or that he had forgotten it, or that he had mispronounced it? and that even at the recent period in question, the Chuzzlewits were connected by a bend sinister, or kind of heraldic over-the-left, with some unknown noble and illustrious house?

Mark Twain writes:

Some years later we have the illustrious John Morgan Twain. He came over to this country with Columbus in 1492 as a passenger. He appears to have been of a crusty, uncomfortable disposition. He complained of the food all the way over, and was always threatening to go ashore unless there was a change. He wanted fresh shad. Hardly a day passed over his head that he did not go idling about the ship with his nose in the air, sneering about the commander, and saying he did not believe Columbus knew where he was going to or had ever been there before. The memorable cry of “Land ho!” thrilled every heart in the ship but his. He gazed awhile through a piece of smoked glass at the penciled line lying on the distant water, and then said: “Land be hanged — it’s a raft!”

When this questionable passenger came on board the ship, he brought nothing with him but an old newspaper containing a handkerchief marked “B. G.,” one cotton sock marked “L. W. C.,” one woolen one marked “D. F.,” and a nightshirt marked “O. M. R.” And yet during the voyage he worried more about his “trunk,” and gave himself more airs about it, than all the rest of the passengers put together.

 

It will be noted that Mark Twain makes fun of his own family; Dickens makes fun of someone else’s. This corresponds to a very important difference in their methods. It was a broad distinguishing characteristic of Mark Twain’s work, especially his earlier writing, this method of humor obtained by making fun of oneself, of making oneself the subject of humiliations, of blunders, of bashfulness. Let me offer an example or two of what is meant, in order the better to talk about it.

In the book called Roughing It (Vol. I, Chap. X) there is an account of how the writer, in traveling by overland stage across the plains, finds himself served at table at one of the overland stopping places by Slade, the notorious bandit and murderer of the West, as yet unhanged. Mark Twain writes:

The coffee ran out. At least it was reduced to one tin cupful, and Slade was about to take it when he saw that my cup was empty. He politely offered to fill it, but, although I wanted it, I politely declined. I was afraid he had not killed anybody that morning and might be needing diversion. But still with firm politeness he insisted on filling my cup and said I had traveled all night and better deserved it than he — and while he talked he placidly poured the fluid to the last drop. I thanked him and drank it, but it gave me no comfort, for I could not feel sure that he would not be sorry presently, that he had given it away, and proceed to kill me to distract his thoughts from the loss.

The final wording proceed to kill me to distract his thoughts, in point of verbal technique draws on the humor contrast and incongruity between the magnitude of the act (murder) and the mildness of the purpose (distraction). But the basic humor of the passage is in the humiliation of self. Compare in the same book the author’s account of trying to ride a bucking “Mexican plug” which he was swindled into buying. Or compare at length the famous passage in which Mark Twain and his friends of the journey, caught in a mountain snowstorm, lie down exhausted in the snow to die, and wake up to find the storm over and themselves lying about thirty feet from a hotel. “Brothers, let us die together,” said one of the group as they lay down.

 

This humor of personal discomfiture, written in the first person, is one of the things that absolutely distinguishes the work of Mark Twain from that of Charles Dickens. The humor of Dickens often depends, especially in the earlier books, on discomfiture — the discomfiture of Mr. Minns and of the Tuggses (at Ramsgate) and of other characters in the Sketches by Boz; the humiliation of Mr. Winkle in the Pickwick Papers when he can’t ride and can’t shoot and tumbles down on skates. But the humor never turns on the discomfiture of Charles Dickens, either real or imagined. This humor of reversed egotism — the humiliation of oneself, the holding of oneself up to laughter — is much more of an American feature than a British. It may connect perhaps with what used to be the “inferiority complex” of people on this continent as compared with the older world. Or again it may not.

 

Even in the matter of verbal presentation each of the two great writers has his own especial form and mold of thought. From the cheaper verbal effects both Dickens and Mark Twain were relatively free, especially Mark Twain. Dickens plays on words in their double senses, but not often in the mere guise of a pun. But Dickens, like Mark Twain, could get better and more subtle humor out of verbal forms than mere pun-making. Compare the famous Dingley Dell cricket match in Pickwick, where one of the players, a stout gentleman in cricket costume, is said to “look like half a roll of flannel,” and another cricketer to look “like the other half of the roll.” The smack of the surprise in this is unforgettable. The thing is sometimes done by a direct visual likeness, sometimes by more subtle likeness of thought. Thus with Dickens two old church sextons talk of the death of this person and of that, “as if they themselves were notoriously immortal.”

The characteristic technique of Dickens, however, is the presentation of queer comparisons. This at its best is admirable technique. Bill Nye once spoke of a bow-legged man as having “legs like twenty-five minutes after six.” The utter incongruity of the relationship between time and legs, thus brought into harmony, is fit to rank with scientific discovery. Now, Dickens had an extraordinary gift for seeing likenesses between everything and everything else, especially between animate and inanimate objects. For him, clocks wink, jugs grin, clothes dance and whisper on the clothesline, talking to the wind. Often he has line upon line and paragraph upon paragraph of these sustained comparisons. Here, for example, is young Dickens arriving in Boston:

When I got into the streets upon this Sunday morning, the air was so clear, the houses were so bright and gay, the signboards were painted in such gaudy colours, the gilded letters were so very golden, the bricks were so very red, the stone was so very white, the blinds and area railings were so very green, the knobs and plates upon the street-doors so marvellously bright and twinkling, and all so slight and un-substantial in appearance, that every thoroughfare in the city looked exactly like a scene in a pantomime. . . . As I walked along, I kept glancing up at these boards, confidently expecting to see a few of them change into something; and I never turned a corner suddenly without looking out for the clown and pantaloon, who, I had no doubt, were hiding in a doorway or behind some pillar close at hand. As to Harlequin and Columbine, I discovered immediately that they lodged (they are always looking after lodgings in a pantomime) at a very small clockmaker’s, one story high, near the hotel; which, in addition to various symbols and devices, almost covering the whole front, had a great dial hanging out — to be jumped through, of course.

 

Mark Twain, too, had his own particular verbal forms and verbal effects, and admirable indeed they were. He kicked loose, after his earliest crude attempt at writing, from the supposed humor of bad spelling. Henceforth he used bad spelling only as a transcription for the bad language in the mouth of his characters. If he wrote “Yessiree!” it was because he meant “Yessiree.” Nor did puns make any particular hit out West, or with Mark Twain. But he found and created delight in the misuse of words, not by himself but by his characters, where a sound seems to convey the right meaning but doesn’t. Witness the case, as already quoted, of old Mr. Ballou of Roughing It, who said that the horses were “bituminous from long deprivation,” and who drank half a cup of coffee made with alkaline water and then threw the rest away, saying that it was “too technical for him.”

Take as a further example the solemn reconstruction of Shakespeare by the Duke on the raft (in Huckleberry Finn) when the Duke is preparing Hamlet’s soliloquy to be given by him as a recitation in a Mississippi village. What he makes is not a parody; that is not the point. The contrast lies as between reconstruction from memory and inspired composition:

To be or not to be: that is the bare bodkin.

But Mark Twain’s technique of words, his power over words, went much further than this. He had an extraordinary perception of the uses which words ought to have, by analogy with their ordinary use. He thus extends them into a new application. We have already cited the case where he speaks of a little town in the West where the people were very religious and where “each one of the Protestant sects had a plant of its own!” In using the word he makes an ingenious implication as to the mundane aspect of spiritual life. Plant? That would lead on to the “general manager” for the pastor, and “salesmen” for the sidesmen.

But neither the humor of Dickens nor that of Mark Twain would have attained to the eminence which it holds and deserves if it did not contain far higher elements than these. There is, as has been said, a still higher plane to which humor can attain. This is seen when the contrasts and incongruities and misfits upon which humor rests are those of life itself — the contrast between what we might be and what we are, between the petty cares and anxieties of today and the nothingness to which they fade tomorrow, between the fever and the fret of life and the final calm of death.

In retrospect all our little activities are but as nothing, all that we do has in it a touch of the pathetic, and even our sins and wickedness and crime are easily pardoned in the realization of their futility. Thus do we look back in life to the angers and the troubles of childhood. Thus might omniscient wisdom look on the fates and follies of mankind. In this divine retrospect humor and pathos become one, and the eyes of laughter brim with tears. The highest point of Dickens’s art is reached when he presents to us a crook like Alfred Jingle, and makes him almost lovable, a villain like Squeers and extracts amusement from him, a horror like Mrs. Gamp and calls forth laughter. This “divine retrospect” was the real marvel of Dickens’s genius. No one ever achieved it as he did. That is why his books rise before the mind even larger in remembrance than in perusal. This soft light of retrospect that looks back on the sins and sorrows of life, as we do on the angers of childhood, with the same understanding and forgiveness, this is humor at its greatest.

Mark Twain, too, reaches it — preëminently with Huckleberry Finn and Nigger Jim. The little outcast boy, floating down the broad flood of the Mississippi on his raft, the clarity of his unsullied soul — and with him Nigger Jim, who embodies the docility, the forgivingness of the Negro race — these are wonderful characters, and this is a searching indictment of our civilization. But the soft haze in which it lies, the very shadows on the waters, rob it of all anger. Huckleberry Finn could have stepped across into the pages of Dickens to talk with Alfred Jingle in the debtors’ prison; or could have carried Jingle away on his raft to join with the Duke and the King in re-editing Shakespeare. For at this point the art of the two writers has run into one. Thinking of such work as this, one wonders whether, in our age of flickering shadows and raucous voices, it can ever be done again. Perhaps the time is past.


CHAPTER V. COMIC AND SUPER-COMIC VERSE
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COMIC AND SUPER-COMIC Distinguished — Poetry and Humor-Satirical Verse — Comic Verbal Effects — Comic Narrative — The Mock Heroic — The Super-Comic School.

Example of Comic Verse

When Grandmamma fell off the boat

And couldn’t swim, and wouldn’t float,

And Young Matilda sat and smiled,  

I almost could have slapped the child.  

Captain Harry Graham, in Ruthless Rhymes.

Example of Super-Comic Verse

Have you heard of the dreadful fate

Of Mr. P. P. Bliss and wife?

Of their death I will relate,

And also others lost their life;

Ashtabula Bridge disaster,

Where so many people died

Without a thought that destruction

Would plunge them ‘neath the wheel of tide.

The Sweet Singer of Michigan (1878).

Example of Unconscious Super-Comic Verse

I met a little cottage girl,

She was eight years old, — she said!

Mr. William Wordsworth.

Comic verse means verse that is written with the intention and with the effect of making it funny. Super-comic verse is written without the same intention but with the same effect. In the one case we laugh with the writer; in the other we laugh at him.

Captain Harry Graham’s Ruthless Rhyme, as quoted above, in which he describes the distressing death of Grandmamma, when she fell off a fishing-punt is comic verse. But the poem by Mrs. Julia Moore, the “Sweet Singer of Michigan,” recording the death of “Mr. P. P. Bliss and wife” in the Ashtabula disaster of 1874, is super-comic. The first kind of verse may be written, after a fashion, by any literary person with a sense of humor. But super-comic verse demands a peculiar combination of inspiration and ignorance, difficult to find.

James McIntyre would hardly have written his reflections on the production of the Mammoth Cheese at Ingersoll, Ontario, in 1888, without being inspired to see in the cheese a vision of the coming greatness of Canada. Nor could he, with an academic education, have retained the peculiar use of language in which he gave it expression. Such poets as Gray of the Elegy, Byron and Shelley, masters of language, if they had not been educated would have become super-comic poets. Thus, compare Gray’s thought:

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea,

with that of the poet Mytheryll, of Georgina Township, Ontario, who writes of a funeral at the Lake Shore Church:

The bell is tolling at the door;

It seems to say, “Here comes one more.”

Gray’s expression is more sustained, perhaps more graceful; but that of Mytheryll is more direct. He seizes the central thought and states it.

Or compare, to take a further illustration more or less at random, two rival interpretations in verse of motion and transportation.

Here we have, on the one hand, Lord Byron:

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean, roll,

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain.

But put beside this the well-known poem on the Canadian Pacific Railway, attributed, though I think incorrectly, to Harry Barker of the Operating Staff of the Arts Building of McGill University.

Again we mount our flying car

And o’er the prairies fly afar;

Nothing can now our progress bar

For mountains don’t stop the C. P. R.

One admits the quality of Byron’s verse. Yet Barker’s — if it is Barker’s — moves faster. One has a feeling, after comparing the two, that the C. P. R. would beat out Byron’s fleet with ease. The speed is heightened by the artful repetition in Barker’s verse of the word “fly,” a characteristic device of the super-comic poet who realizes that saying a thing twice is twice as effective as saying it once. Compare all primitive and juvenile verse, such as “Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son,” or, “Half a league, half a league, half a league onward” — equal to a league and a half in all.

But to return a moment to the two poems quoted as expressions of motion, one observes that McIntyre of Ingersoll fuses both thoughts into one by grasping the idea that the C. P. R. carries tea from China.

Canadian flags are now unfurled

In the ports of the Chinese.

A short route to the Oriental world

Gives Canada her fine, cheap teas.

Round this whole question of comic and super-comic verse and the relation of the poetic form to the expression of humor, there is a vast deal to say. Let us begin at the beginning.

 

Poetry at its best is the noblest instrument of human expression. It outranks prose. It conveys our emotions and the sights and sounds that inspire them with far greater power. Thus you may say in prose, “The Falls of Niagara over which a great many million gallons of water fall 160 feet to form a very impressive spectacle.” But you have not made it so. You have said it, but it doesn’t “get over.” It remains for the poet to find such words and images in which to convey his impression that you may seem to see and hear the rush and roar of the cataract.

There is no way of conveying in prose such things as:

Tears idle tears,

I know not what they mean,  

Tears from the depth of some divine despair,

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

In looking at the happy Autumn fields  

And thinking on the days that are no more.

But in the world of humor, poetry plays a very subordinate part. Its range is very limited. Practically all the great masterpieces of humor are written in prose. The effects to be obtained from poetry lie rather in the domain of the “comic” than of the larger humor; they are for the most part the mere cracklings of verbal wit, water running over pebbles in the sunlight, not the deep moving current of humorous thought.

The highest range of comic verse — highest, that is, in point of dignity, not by any means in point of comicality — is where poetry is used as humorous satire, the effective power of the words being something like the effective power of serious poetry as just described.

Consider this case: Some years ago a bill was introduced in the British Parliament, for disestablishing the Welsh church. The importance of the subject to the world at large, outside of England, was about on a par with the importance of a dog show at Aberystwith. In fact the world at large didn’t know there was a Welsh church, and had no idea what disestablishing it would do to it.

Yet Mr. F. E. Smith — later Lord Birkenhead — speaking against the bill in the House of Commons, declared that “this bill, has shocked the conscience of every Christian community in Europe.” The absurd contrast between the width of the statement and the narrowness of the subject affords at once an opportunity for denunciation.

Now observe the different ways in which the denunciation may be done. First: a member of the opposite side of the house might say:

“Does the Hon. gentleman have the presumption to tell us that this purely domestic piece of legislation, entirely within the statutory control of parliament, can possibly be made a subject of controversy or of protest by another nation? If so, I tell him that his presumption is as false as it is unwarranted.”

Or, secondly, consider how a dignified historian, writing of the incident with a full and leisurely pen, would deal with it:

“The exaggerated plea put forward by a leading member of the opposition that legislation affecting little more than the financial arrangements of a minor principality, and in no way involving the interpretation of religious doctrine or disturbing the spiritual life of the nation, could become a subject of world-wide agitation and protest, was so obviously beyond all the facts of the case as at once to afford a target alike for the denunciation of the orator, and for the jeers of the popular press.”

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

But now see how marvelously Mr. G. K. Chesterton dealt with it in a mocking “comic” poem, calling up a supposed vision of pious Roman Catholics horrified by the bill:

Are they clinging to their crosses,

F. E. Smith,  

Where the Breton boat-fleet tosses,

Are they, Smith?  

Do they, fasting, tramping, bleeding,

Wait the news from this our city,

Groaning, “That’s the second reading,”

Hissing, “There is still Committee!”

If the voice of Cecil falters,  

If McKenna’s point has pith,  

Do they tremble for their altars?

Do they, Smith?  

Here are two things put into incongruous juxtaposition — first, the Breton fishermen as they would be if overwhelmed with real disaster, such as hurricane and shipwreck that strewed their coast with corpses, and sent the wives and children and the survivors to crowd around their crosses and altars, and second the real attitude of the Breton fishermen toward the Welsh disestablishment bill.

One may imagine an English tourist in Brittany saying to a fisherman:

Que pensez-vous, Mooshoo, de ce bill pour désétablir l’église de Wales?

And the fisherman saying:

Plaît-il? M’sieu, un bill de quoi?

The effect of the verse is heightened by the further happy incongruities of language — the casual, Are they, Smith? and the tragic setting: the notion of fishermen whispering and murmuring in awe about “committees” and “second readings.”

It is a beautiful example of humorous satire on its highest plane; purely comic poetry may be funnier, and is certainly kinder, but it could not be more effective.

 

Now take as standing at the other end of the scale, in class not in quality, the deathless ode written by Mr. W. St. Leger on the Chavender or Chub. This is purely and simply a matter of words and sounds. It has no discoverable meaning whatever. But it is delightful.

It appears that the fish commonly called a chub used also to be called a chavender. Indeed Izaak Walton in his Compleat Angler makes the statement, “Now is the time to fish for Chavender or Chub.” The luminous intelligence of Mr. St. Leger at once made clear the fact that if what is called a Chub can also be called a Chavender, that anything ending in -ub can also be called something ending in -avender: and vice versa. This discovery was all that was needed, the result was inevitable and appears in the poem entitled:

A False Gallop of Analogies

There is a fine stuffed chavender,

A chavender or chub,  

That decks the rural pavender

The pavender or pub,  

Wherein I eat my gravender,

My gravender or grub.  

 

How good the honest gravender!

How snug the rustic pavender!  

From sheets as sweet as lavender,

As lavender or lub,  

I jump into my tavender,

My tavender or tub.  

And so on, for twenty-six more lines, which bring out such delightful verbalities as “clavender,” wherein a man takes his ease, looking out of window at the “shravenders” which bloom beside it; and an improvement on Hamlet in the fine reflection “Ay, there’s the ravender!”

The English, who lean more toward academic humor, perhaps, than we do on our side of the Atlantic, have been especially fortunate in exploiting these verbal forms. For example the ingenious Harry Graham has made the discovery that many of our longer words are so well known and so distinctive that when we have half of them we don’t need the rest. We know it already. Why say, “promiscuous” when “promisc” is quite enough? Why call a thing a “phenomenon” when “phenom” will do? When Disraeli called Mr. Gladstone a “sophisticated rhetorician infatuated with the exuberance of his own verbosity,” he might just as well have said “a sophist rhetorish infat with the exube of his own verbos.”

Now observe this discovery set to words and music.

I gladly publish to the pop.

A scheme of which I make no myst.,

And beg my fellow scribes to cop.

This labour-saving syst.

I offer it to the consid.

Of every thoughtful individ.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

The author working like a beav.,

His readers’ pleasure could redoub.

Did he but now and then abbrev.

The work he gives his pub.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

If playwrights would but thus dimin.

The length of time each drama takes,

(The Second Mrs. Tan. by Pin.

Or even Ham. by Shakes.)

We could maintain a watchful att.

When at a Mat. on Wed. or Sat.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Quite different from the verbal comicality of comic verse, or the use of verse as a means of satire, is the form that may be called Narrative Comic Verse. This is intended to be the counterpart of serious narrative verse, once such a popular form of literature. To this latter class belonged the narrative poems of Sir Walter Scott (Marmion, The Lay of the Last Minstrel, and so on), and most of the works of Lord Byron. In an age which sees a story told by electricity in one evening and forgets it coming home, the method is too slow.

Comic narrative verse was meant to be the amusing form corresponding to such things as Marmion. It was not parody; it was intended as funny narrative on its own account not as a parody of something else. Compare as two examples The Lay of the Last Minstrel and John Gilpin.

The way was long, the wind was cold;

The minstrel was infirm and old.

His harp, his sole remaining joy,

Was carried by an orphan boy.

The last of all the bards was he

That sang of Border chivalry.

The parody form of this runs:

The way was long, the wind was cold;

The minstrel was infernal old.

His harp, his sole remaining joy,

Was carried by an awful boy.

The last of all the bards was he,

And, I believe, deservedly.

 

But now set beside it:

John Gilpin was a citizen

Of credit and renown,

A train-band captain eke was he

Of famous London town.

etc.                   

Here follow in verse the misadventures of John Gilpin which we remember from our childhood. He decides to take a holiday, a day off, with his wife and his three children and his sister-in-law and her child. They are to drive out to the Bell at Islington, dine and return. But as his women folk and children fill the chaise, Gilpin sets out on horseback. His horse runs away, the people shout, the poultry fly, the donkeys bray, he dashes past the Bell, gets to goodness-knows-where and at last safe home.

The analysis of the humor shows it to be based on the humor of discomfiture and misadventure — the destructive contrast between doing things properly and bungling them — that was so popular from the days of Goldsmith to those of Dickens. John Gilpin and Mr. Winkle are of the same family. Dickens could have written up the John Gilpin story as a sketch of Boz. Thus: — 

Who so sprightly as Master John Gilpin as he stands beside his steed ready to mount? What so bright as the red coat that he has manfully thrown about him, and what so gallant as the trusty sword that has known the terrors of the drill field . . . etc. etc.

As with the prose form so with the verse form, the humor is supposed to come more clearly to view from the neat and felicitous phrases that convey it.

I came because your horse would come

And if well forbode,

My hat and wig will soon be here, — 

They are upon the road.

Throughout all such narrative verse there is a running contrast between the smoothness and the felicity of the verse, and the triviality of the occurrences recorded. If we carry this a little further we come into the closely related domain of what may be called Mock Heroic Verse. Here there is a sustained contrast between the elevation and dignity of the language and the obvious unimportance or triviality of the subject. Thus in a poem by Mr. E. V. Knox that appeared in Punch a few years ago we have a panegyric of fat men, couched in language fitted for the praise of crusaders. Take the verse:

Like a great trout within a darkened pool,

Or like a prize ox fattened for a show,

Calm in adversity, in danger cool,  

Turning a bulbous eye on freak or fool,  

Such are fat men and I would have them so.

This is marvelous. The language actually imposes on us; there is a majesty and dignity about it that carries conviction. We forget what it is about; we feel that anything so noble must be true. And there is far more “to it” than the mere usual mock-heroic effect by which for example a battle between two grasshoppers is described as a desperate duel, or the love of the lobster portrayed in an agony of sentiment. Mock heroic stuff was done to death and died two generations ago. Nobody reads it now. But this is different. It involves a complete shifting or overturn of usual valuations. Fat is generally comic. A “fat man’s race” is a joke. The “fat boy” in Pickwick is a sustained source of merriment. A fat lover is ridiculous. The tears of a fat man are laughable.

Yet here is the fat man suddenly changed from a “suet-man” to a “super-man.” Perhaps he is. And so the humor rests, as all high humor does, on a real basis of thought. It starts us thinking about fat: it is as if a physiological society held a debate on the question:

“Resolved that any serious increase of adipose tissue militates against the intensity of intellectual and spiritual life.”

It recalls to us Shakespeare’s thought as put into the mouth of Cæsar,

“Let me have men about me that are fat;

Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o’ nights;

Yon’ Cassius hath a lean and hungry look; — 

He thinks too much.”  

Or we remember Hamlet’s agonized cry: — 

“Oh that this too, too solid flesh would melt.”

We begin turning up our encyclopedias to see who was fat. Were the Apostles fat men? How about Alfred the Great? Surely Dante at least was thin! Ah! But Napoleon — he grew fat as he succeeded. Yes, but wasn’t that why he lost Waterloo? And so on.

 

We turn now, as the professors say, to the very interesting question of the technique of comic verse. In other words, how do you do it, anyway?

Now there is a lot of verse which ordinarily would be called “comic verse,” which belongs in reality under other heads. A good deal of it, for example, is mere parody, as already discussed in the preceding chapter.

But even at its best all parody verse has to be marked down as belonging in a low class. Even at its best it is parasitic; it is not first-hand literature.

Another elementary form of comic verse is to make it depend on puns, as discussed in an earlier chapter. Great masses of Tom Hood’s comic verse amounted to nothing more than this.

Faithless Sally Brown

Young Ben he was a nice young man,

A carpenter by trade;  

And he fell in love with Sally Brown,

That was a lady’s maid.  

 

But as they fetch’d a walk one day

They met a press gang crew;  

And Sally she did faint away,

Whilst Ben he was brought to.  

 

The boatswain swore with wicked words,

Enough to shock a saint,  

That though she did seem in a fit

’Twas nothing but a feint.  

 

“Come girl,” he said, “hold up your head,

He’ll be as good as me,  

For when your swain is in our boat

A boatswain he will be.”  

(Ben having been taken away to serve in the navy, Sally presently forgot him and took up with another lover. Ben returning home to find himself forgotten in his despair commits suicide.)

His death, which happened in his berth,

At forty odd befell;  

They went and told the sexton, and

The sexton toll’d the bell.  

The last verse is probably one of the best remembered of Hood’s innumerable puns, and the most characteristic of his genius. Any merit or amusement that is in the poem lies purely in the ingenuity of the language. The “story” is nothing. A child could think of it; and meaning it has none.

There are other variants of comic verse technique, on a purely verbal plane not much exploited, which might still exercise the ingenuity of the student. Take this case. A well known poem is often so well known that people know both the end and the beginning and so get a pleasant shock of humorous effect when all of the poem is left out, except the beginning and the end, and yet it seems to be there: thus:

Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward.  

Then they rode back, but not,

Not the six hundred.  

A similar “degradation effect” can be got by mixing, half and half, two well known poems that happen to have the same meter. Longfellow’s “Village Blacksmith” and his “Slave’s Dream,” have the same form of line and the same rhythm. Put them together and you get:

Under a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands,

His breast is bare, his matted hair

Is buried in the sands

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.

etc. etc.                    

Another form, always to be connected with the memory of Lewis Carroll of Alice in Wonderland is found in the use of words that are not really words — known as such — but arrangements of sounds that seem to imply a certain meaning though apparently not making any sense at all.

It is probable that, as we go on using our native tongue year after year, unconsciously certain sounds become connected with certain kinds of ideas. This is obvious in the case of the straight imitation words, (onomatopœia as the scholars call it), such as “splash” and “bang” and “hiss.” But the principle carries much further and made-up words seem to carry a meaning though we cannot tell where it comes from. Proper names as invented in fiction are a good example; there are certain names that seem of necessity to indicate a cheery man, or a taciturn man, or a contemptible man. Charles Dickens had a master hand for such invention. Thus, when he christened the two cheerful old philanthropists in Nicholas Nickleby, the Cheerybles the thing is obvious. But take the repulsive, damp, oleaginous, brandy-soaked “nurse” in Martin Chuzzlewit — what name so apt as Mrs. Gamp? Or the slimy, ghastly lawyer of Bleak House who drained the life out of young Richard Carstone — Mr. Vholes. The name is wonderful! One may say, if he will, that these names are direct combinations of two words — that Vholes is combined of “vampire” and “ghoul”; or that Gamp is “gruesome” and “damp.” It may be so. But it doesn’t follow, and it doesn’t follow that Dickens meant it so. It is more likely our subconscious connection of words and sounds.

Lewis Carroll applied this to comic verse, the supreme example of it being the famous Jabberwocky:

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

Some of the words no doubt are made by direct telescoping of two known words. “Brillig” may be “brilliant” and “twilight.” But a lot of the words are not combinations. They stand by themselves.

When the same technique is carried to an extreme, language is reduced to a series of grunts, groans, pauses and booming reverberations — with here and there a word or two to carry the sense. Anyone who has heard the recitation of “Starlight,” the Australian race-horse, winning the cup, will know just what is meant.

But the highest comic range of comic verse — for which indeed the name “comic” seems a little cheap — is found in humorous poems not depending on parody, or pun, or mere verbal eccentricities, but humorous in themselves. Among the best known examples are Bret Harte’s “Heathen Chinee” and his “Society upon the Stanislaus,” as chronicled by Truthful James; Gilbert and Sullivan’s “Etiquette”; and other such masterpieces of human genius. To write such verse demands far more than mere academic knowledge or verbal ingenuity. It is far above the reach of common men.

For the technique of such humorous verse the first requirement is that there must be a humorous story to tell — a basic idea which would be quite funny in plain prose, and which wouldn’t quite be killed even by the worse narration. Thus the notion of two well-bred Englishmen being shipwrecked on a desert island, as in “Etiquette,” and not being able to speak to one another because they had never been introduced, is a funny notion. Analyzed out, it turns on the incongruity of the rigidity of “etiquette” and its utter futility in reality.

This is the basis. The technique of the narration turns on the absolute artlessness of the language; it must be as simple as talking; no strain; no poetic license; every phrase just as it would be in prose, so that prose and verse, as it were, turn into one another.

Compare the way in which the castaways of “Etiquette” manage to meet one another:

“I beg your pardon, — pray forgive me if I seem too bold, — 

But you have breathed a name I knew familiarly of old,

You spoke aloud of Robinson, — I happened to be by, — 

You know him?”— “Yes, extremely well,”— “Allow me, so do I.”

It all runs so neat and pat, as if it were just verse by accident. Compare similarly, in The Bab Ballads by the same authors, the famous poem about Captain Reece, commander of the Mantelpiece whose kindly treatment of his crew bespoke the new humaneness of the Victorian age. The verse runs utterly without effort, as if the writer were merely trying to state a few facts in the simplest way, and by accident the facts fell into rhyme.

A feather bed had every man,

Warm slippers and hot water can,

Brown windsor from the captain’s store,

A valet, too, to every four.

 

Did they with thirst in summer burn

Lo, seltzogenes at every turn,

And on all very sultry days

Cream ices handed round on trays.

Among the writers of the present day Owen Seaman shows the same command of this particular technique and combines it with a masterly use of other devices. His, for example, is par excellence what one may call the academic and scientific technique of comic verse. In this, terms and phrases belonging, let us say, to physics or to plant-physiology, are made to fit into colloquial verse with a peculiarly amusing incongruity.

The bulbous crowfoot drained his dewy cup;

The saxifrage enjoyed a morning crawl

The ampelopsis slowly sidled up

The ga                      rden wall.

Certain writers have even carried this form of technique so far as to invade the hermit kingdom of mathematics, as thus:

He was a man well skilled to deal

With indices and surds,  

X + 27x = 11/3.

Which is as good as a puzzle to the uninitiated and a wonderful example of verbal comic wit without meaning. Or compare the version of “Lord Ullin’s Daughter,” in which the devoted Highland boatman dies a death worthy of Euclid or Archimedes:

The angry water gains apace

Both of his sides and half his base,

Till as he sits he seems to lose

The square of his hypotenuse.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

In such good company one would gladly linger. “J’en passe et des meilleurs,” as some Frenchman said long ago. One would gladly talk of C. S. Calverley, of Bon Gauthier of the past and of A. P. Herbert, of the American Arthur Guiterman, worthy to rank with any of them in ingenuity. Or imagine writing of comic verse and not mentioning the verses of Charles Graves, one of Mr. Punch’s most gifted offspring and his chosen historian; or leaving out the death of the Ahkoond of Swat, suddenly reported by cable in 1880, which called forth from George Lanigan the threnody beginning:

What, what, what, what’s the news from Swat?

But this book makes no pretension of being an exhaustive repertory, but is merely a voyage of discovery. It is in England more than on our side of the Atlantic that these forms of academic verse have been cultivated. We suffer in this as in so many other instances where art must be sacrificed to commerce and things not published unless they can appeal to all classes, educated or not.

There may be enumerated lastly that very high form of comic poetry in which nothing but the form is light or comic, the underlying meaning being closer to tears than laughter, and partaking thus of the highest elements that make up humor. Here is an example from the book of the brilliant young Canadian, Joe Macdougall (If You Know What I Mean), entitled “Nunc Dimittis”:

“Gentlemen,” — thus the professor — 

“That will be all for to-day.”

Business of shuffling and scuffling,

Putting of notebooks away;

Business of leaving the classroom,

Business of reaching the air,

Business of laughing and shouting,

Finding the out-of-doors fair.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Years have gone by; the professor,

Doddering, doting and grey,

Still tells irreverent classes,

“That will be all for to-day.”

Folds his worn notes in his pocket,

Wearily stumbles his way,

Over the dusk dreaming campus,

Counting his miserable pay.

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Some day an angel will tap him

Soft on the shoulder and say,

“Mr. Scholasticus Thompson,

That will be all for to-day.”

But we may turn from the gathering gloom of Macdougall’s campus to the inviting landscape of super-comic verse.

Super-Comic Poetry is a distinctive product. It does not mean simply the indifferent work of indifferent poets. It is far more than that. No one could write it at will, and it is extremely difficult to imitate. It is the work of people who would undoubtedly have been poets if they had had education and academic background. There is thus something pathetic about the work of the super-comic poet: the intense “will” without the power; the “urge” toward art without the means; the inspiration without the ability.

It suggests Rodin’s statue of The Thinker — the primitive man, his stone head sunk upon his stone hand, buried in thought, trying to “think out something,” dull and conscious of his dulness, but almost fierce in the consciousness of his purpose and his lack of means. Think of something? What? Well, probably, let us say, whether two and two make four? At times he gets a glimpse of it, then it evades him — two and then two and then another two — let us try again.

So with the super-comic poet. The inspiration, the strenuous wave of thought is all there. But the means! The means! How to say it. Here is a disaster at the Ashtabula. P. P. Bliss is dead! Poor P. P. Bliss! And worse, “P. P. Bliss and wife.” Are there no words? Come let us try! Others have done it. Look at Byron, — how did he say it?

“Man marks the earth with ruin, his control stops at the shore. Upon the water plain the wrecks are all thy deed.”

Can’t we say something like that? Or Gray what does he say about death?

“For who to dumb forgetfulness a prey, this pleasing anxious being e’er resigned, left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,”

 — just as a P. P. Bliss did — 

“nor cast one longing lingering look behind.”

 — as no doubt P. P. Bliss must have. Can’t we get that over. And his wife, surely that’s a beautiful thought, the devotion of the two Blisses. How was it that Lady Nairn expressed it— “Could you come back to me Douglas, Douglas, in the same old likeness that I knew!” Ah, that’s the stuff!

And then, through the blind urge of untrained, unguided inspiration emerges the pitiful result: Here is the disaster: — 

Swiftly passed the engine call

Hastening souls on to death

Warning not one of them all

It brought despair right and left.

How’s that, Byron?

And here is the devotion of the two Blisses,

P. P. Bliss showed great devotion

To his faithful wife his pride,

When he saw that she must perish

He died a martyr by her side.

How’s that, Lord Tennyson? About right, eh? And now for the reflections on death. Listen to this, Mr. Swinburne. You rather fancied yourself at this sort of thing, with your “even the weariest river winds somewhere safe to sea.” You watch where P. P. Bliss wound to:

P. P. Bliss went home alone,

Left all friends, earth and fame,

To rest in God’s holy love:

Left in earth his work by numbers

It is read by great and small

He by it will be remembered

He has left it for us all.

And the most pathetic part of it is that the super-comic poet, having written it, thinks it all wonderful; reads it again and again. This particular writer, the Sweet Singer of Michigan, was so fascinated with her own verse that she felt rather severe toward Lord Byron, as a man who has missed his chances, but might have measured up to herself if he had lived as they do in Michigan. She wrote of him:

The character of Lord Byron

Was of a low degree,

Caused by his reckless conduct

And bad company.

He sprung from an ancient house

Noble but poor in deed.

His career on earth was marred

By his own misdeeds.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

In the tragedy of P. P. Bliss, as in so much of super-comic verse, the basis of the humor lies in the grim contrast between the terrible reality of the tragedy depicted and the trivial and ill-contrived reality of the language that tells of it.

Thus, after the awful disaster of the Titanic, a super-comic poet, with nothing in his heart but sorrow and reverence and a desire to cast upon the waters a wreath in memory of the victims, brought out a poem on the subject, printed and bound by itself. It sold well. So it would. It began:

My! What an awful night they had!

That night that boat went down.

One cannot laugh. It is only when time’s ivy has long since grown over the sorrow — as it grows over the Ashtabula bridge — that the pity and pathos of the super-comic poetry may pass in laughter.

 

Similarly it is a distinguishing mark of the super-comic poet that he is bold enough to tackle any theme that has in it an element of grandeur, even if the surrounding circumstances fall short of it. Thus: A young man fell into Toronto Bay and was drowned, (so long ago that he dates and ranks with P. P. Bliss of Ashtabula). His body, recovered months later, was identified only by the trouser buttons on his pants, recognized by a Montreal tailor. The identification helped no doubt to bring peace to his parents. Yet Tennyson or Longfellow would have felt delicate about the pants buttons. Not so the true super-comic poet. He reached out for his lyre.

A young man’s body long it lay

In bottom of Toronto Bay,

But out at last the waters bore

And raised him up near the shore.

 

But no one knew his rank or station

No one knew his home or nation

But his form and dress were genteel

And may so now they did feel.

 

Kind man took charge of the remains

And was well rewarded for his pains,

So skilful he did him embalm,

Restored the features, sweet and calm. . . .

But that’s enough; a prose preface to the poem explains about the penetration of the tailor in Montreal who “fame and honour gained” by recognizing the pants.

The references to Toronto Bay and to Ashtabula remind us that it is above all in newer countries that the super-comic poet emerges and flourishes. There is a reason for this. In an older country the work of the super-comic poet is apt to be, consciously or not, mere imitation. Thus in England if a railway porter writes a poem he probably imitates Tennyson. His poetry is feeble, but it is pitiable rather than ludicrous. He can never reach to the range of the super-comic poet of the new and growing country. Here the artist is carried away by inspiration, not by imitation. He feels the greatness of the country; he sees its future; he glories in its resources. Thus one Canadian poet sings:

Our lakes abound in luscious fish,

And we can have them if we wish.

Why not! Let’s have them by all means. Those who know the anthology of Canadian super-poetry will recall, with a certain affection, this bygone poet of the outgone generation whose greatest source of inspiration was the size and the growing majesty of the Dominion. This to the poet’s mind, seemed to focus itself especially into two spots of blinding light, the making of cheese at Ingersoll, Ontario, and the completion of the Canadian Pacific Railway.

No nobler example of this sort of thing is found than in the verses of this bygone James McIntyre, of Ingersoll, Ontario. His work contains so much to admire for its patriotism and its national inspiration that one may quote it over his own name without the unkindness of ridicule. To this fervid and inspired mind the growth of cheese making in Western Ontario from a farm occupation to a factory industry presented a heroic epic. Note the chronicled beginning of the Industry:

When Father Ranney left the States,

In Canada to try the fates,

He settled down in Deerham;

Then no dairyman lived near him.

He was the first there to squeeze

His cows’ milk into good cheese,

And at each Provincial show

His famed cheese was all the go.

And the story of its progress in such verses as

A few years since our Oxford farms

Were nearly robbed of all their charms;

But now their owners live at ease,

Rejoicing in their crop of cheese.

Then comes the staggering episode of the making of the Mammoth Cheese at Ingersoll, Ontario (1885 or thereabouts).

To prove the wealth that here abounds

One cheese weighed eight thousand pounds

Had it hung in the air at noon,

Folks would have thought it the moon.

On the top of which comes the astounding news that Mr. Harris — presumably an official authority — is to send the cheese to the French Exposition at Paris. The poet exhorts the cheese:

May you not receive a scar as

We have heard that Mr. Harris

Intends to send you as far as

The great world show at Paris.

Nor is the end yet. The poet, with a vision like that of Tennyson when he “looked into the future far as human eye could see, and saw a vision of the world of glory still to be,” looks into the mists and sees human destiny culminating in the making of a ten ton cheese:

Who hath prophetic vision sees

In future times a ten ton cheese

Several companies could join

To furnish curds for a great combine.

The political effect of the making of this cheese would be incalculable:

So British lands would confederate

Three hundred provinces in one state

When all in harmony agrees

To be pressed in one like this cheese.

But just to put James McIntyre and his fellows into their proper company, let it be observed how closely Wordsworth runs them as a super-poet. Here is the same humorous effect brought about by incongruous use of language too trivial for the setting. Wordsworth used to get this effect without trying to. Compare his well known line:

A Mr. Wilkinson a clergyman

or his gem of expression

A simple tub like one of those

That women use to wash their clothes.

Wordsworth’s theory that poetry must be simple and direct and heart-to-heart betrayed him into writing comic poetry without knowing it.

I put my hat upon my head

And walked into the Strand

And there I met another man

Whose hat was in his hand.

Either Wordsworth wrote that, or someone imitated it from him. It doesn’t matter which. It illustrates the point. Students might find it a useful exercise to try to re-set the punctuation in the following driveling extract from Wordsworth’s ode to, or at, a Highland Girl, so as to make it a little less silly than when written.

What joy to hear thee and to see

Thy elder brother. I would be thy

Father Anything to thee.

 

It is, or should be, a principle of the construction of comic verse that it should not be extended too far without serious “relief.”

In the old fashioned melodrama the overwrought feelings of the spectators were relieved by the introduction of the “comic man.” A sudden burst of laughter forestalled a burst of tears.

In the examples quoted above the poems are so short as to need no “relief.” But longer poems get very wearisome. Our great-grandfathers, who read Dr. Syntax and such things, were immune to weariness. It was hard to bore them. They could stand for ten thousand lines, all alike in tone and sentiment. People who read the whole of Pope’s Iliad in English rhyming couplets could never feel tired again. But the modern reader, depraved by moving pictures and radio, is far more sensitive. Thus even the very best of rhymes — for example Hilaire Belloc’s Modern Traveller, a perfect marvel of ingenuity and humor — can presently run to a kind of sameness. The Rev. Richard H. Barham, who wrote the Ingoldsby Legends (1858), possessed this faculty of changing from gay to grave. See his poem, “The Execution” which describes how My Lord Tomnoddy and his friends, rather bored for something novel, decided to go and see a hanging. As the hour set was early morning, they sat up all night playing cards and playing capers — ended by falling asleep and missing the hanging. Observe the contrasted extracts from the poem. The supper party gathers to consume:

Welsh rabbits and kidneys — rare work for the jaws: — 

And very large lobsters, with very large claws;

And there is McFuze, And Lieutenant Tregooze;  

And there is Sir Carnaby Jenks, of the Blues,

All come to see a man “die in his shoes!”

 

 

 

The clock strikes One! Supper is done,  

And Sir Carnaby Jenks is full of his fun,

Singing “Jolly companions every one!”

My Lord Tomnoddy is drinking gin-toddy,  

And laughing at ev’rything, and ev’rybody.

The clock strikes Two! and the clock strikes Three!

— “Who so merry, so merry as we?”  

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Sweetly, oh! sweetly, the morning breaks,

With roseate streaks,  

Like the first faint blush on a maiden’s cheeks;

 

 

 

And see! — from forth that opening door

They come — he steps that threshold o’er

Who never shall tread upon threshold more!

 — God! ’tis a fearsome thing to see

That pale wan man’s mute agony, — 

 — Oh! ’twas a fearsome sight! Ah me!

A deed to shudder at, — not to see.

The party of revelers wake to find they have overslept themselves and missed the execution.

“Hullo! Hullo! Here’s a rum go!

What’s to be done? We’ve missed all the fun!—”

 

 

 

“Nought could be done — nought could be said;

So — My Lord Tomnoddy went home to bed!”

One realizes the powerful effect that can be got by these contrasts — the intense denunciation of public executions and private heartlessness that the humor thus carries. Beside it “pure fun” seems rather pointless.


CHAPTER VI. AN APPENDED SAMPLE
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THE LOST ANATOMIST.

To the chapter above I append certain verses of my own as an example of how and how not to write comic verse. Anybody using this book as a textbook for a class in Humor, should have the pupils pick out all the weak lines in the poem and replace them by good ones; then take all the other lines and replace them by better ones.

The scene of the poem is laid in Bristol, a city which unfortunately I do not know except as once seen after dark from a taxi cab with the blinds down. But even this partial view of it impressed me with the romance of its situation and its history. Its connection with the name of John Cabot, the explorer, and Prince Rupert of the Civil War, makes me feel certain that either the college or the town must have built a Cabot’s Tower; and there must be down at the seaport of Bristol a Rupert’s Quay. If not, there should be. It is also quite possible that the generosity of the Wills Family does not account for the whole of the college. But students should be made to see that these things don’t matter. In art what counts is not whether things are true but whether they sound true. Thus O. Henry once wrote, “In Texas you can travel a thousand miles in a straight line.” You can’t, and he knew it. But it was a good way of saying that Texas is a big place.

Similarly, in the lines below, describing the morning mist rising over Lake St. Louis (which lies at the upper end of the Island of Montreal), I have no idea whether it does rise or not. But it is of no consequence. It is the art of the poet not to observe nature but to improve nature. The ridiculous notion that a poet should observe and set down all the details of scenery spoils a lot of good poetry. Personally, I never look at it. I only know that the slim white birch trees in Canada huddle together for warmth when the cold sweeps down the Laurentian hills because I happen to have seen them at it in passing.

Similarly, the student must be warned against the futility of an unknown reference. Now matter how apt a reference may be in actual fact, it is worse than useless for those who do not know what it means. If the mere sound of it is all right, then it may stand. Thus in the lines below it does not matter whether or not the reader understands the line, “moving, like life itself, towards a cataract unseen.” It sounds right, and even if he does not know that the broad moving flood of Lake St. Louis sweeps down to the Rapids of Lachine, he suspects that there must be trouble of some sort coming.

Nor does it matter to the poem that most of Bristol is not in Somerset at all. I needed it in Somerset to make the sea break on it with a proper sound. But against this take the lines in reference to “Burke and Hare” in connection with the study of anatomy, a reference that for most readers would miss its mark. These two, Burke and Hare, may be said to have founded the modern Edinburgh Medical School. In their day, a hundred years ago, the study of anatomy was hampered by the extraordinary prejudice against dissection, or the use of the dead body for the purpose of science. This prejudice Burke and Hare did not share; indeed they set themselves to remove it. Though not doctors, for they were both civilians, they threw themselves into the work of supplying scientific material for their adopted Alma Mater, a work which they laid down only when they had put Edinburgh practically where it is. Burke’s reflections on the French Revolution must have been gratifying, as the Reign of Terror effected for dissection, in France, the same reform as he made in England.

The verses were written, as appears from their title, as a few lines of Farewell to my illustrious colleague of many years standing, Professor Samuel (Tingle) Whitnall, whose name is elsewhere chronicled in this book, on the occasion of his leaving McGill University to take up the direction of the School of Anatomy at Bristol University, January 1935.

THE LOST ANATOMIST

A Legend of Bristol and McGill Universities — executed as a sample of Serious Relief introduced in Comic Verse.

Prologue

 

Children of the Sea-shore of Somerset,

Over a hundred years from now.

A little wind passes, with Voices in it.

 

“My heart is wasting with its woe,

Anatomy! Anatomy!        

I was a silly Ass to go,

Think that of me! Think that of me,”        

A soothing murmur from the sea,

“Dichotomy! Dichotomy!        

It’s got to be! It’s got to be.”        

 

The little children turn and flee  

“The teacher’s wraith’s bezide the Zee!”

 

Poem Begins

 

In Bristowe’s Ancient City Fair

The Brothers Wills Virginia Weed  

Has built a stately College where

All Somerset can learn to read;  

Where Somerset, in college dress,  

Learns to pronounce the letter S.  

 

Now Bristowe’s Ancient Town they say,

Was once the Seat of Pirates bold

Whose ships came driving through the spray

With captive Maidens in the Hold, — 

Girls from the Indies, deeply tanned,  

And yellow girls from Samarkand,  

Fat fuzzy-wuzzies from the Nile,  

Just right for those that like that style,  

You, who have only got one wife,  

Reflect upon their wicked life!  

Boys will be boys, Wills be Wills,

The pirate still their spirit fills;

Finding a thing their college missed

They stole McGill’s Anatomist.

They landed him, still dripping wet  

Before admiring Somerset  

Said Bristol girls on Rupert’s Quay —   

“Oi never zeed the loikes o’ he!”  

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

The captive Tingle is unbound  

To turn the Wills’s capstan round.  

   ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

In Bristol’s bright Dissecting Room,  

Clear burns the Bristol gas;  

Anatomy is on the boom  

Since Tingle took the class.  

There has not been such progress there

Since the great days of Burke and Hare.

Not since there was a Wessex King

Has quite such Chopping been the Thing

The boys and girls of Zomerzet

Say “Taacher, zürely, ee is grët.”

 

And yet alas! He cannot hide

His life has got another side.

At times their teacher’s voice, so clear,  

Sinks to pathetic tones,  

At times there falls a silent tear  

That drops upon the bones,  

“Zir,” zez the class, “bët feeling yill?”    

“Na, a bean thinking of McGill.”    

 

McGill! McGill! McGill! The thought that will not down

Walking, walking, walking — walking through Bristowe’s Town

Fast up to Cabot’s Tower and back  

Fast down to Rupert’s Quay.  

Where the low tide has left its tract  

Of sea weed by the sea,  

He stands, to hear the Ocean roar,

While all the air is wet,  

And the great seas from Labrador

Thunder on Somerset,  

The Winter Seas that cannot rest  

Still call with voices from the West,  

Anatomy! Anatomy!          

What’s that to me! What’s that to me!          

The seething surges hiss and flee!

Morphology! Morphology!          

More foolish he! More foolish he!          

 

What time the Weald is bright with flowers

The sea spread far below,  

What dreamings are his waking hours?

What visions does he know?  

Beneath his step the daisies turn

That lie upon his path;

He only sees the maples burn

On distant Ste. Agathe,

And the huddled birches that would spurn  

Winter’s approaching wrath.  

He sees once more the morning mist

Lifting beyond Lachine,

St. Louis, by the sunrise kissed,

Spreads wide its satin sheen,

Moving, like life itself, towards a cataract unseen.  

 

Oh! Winter time in Bristowe’s town

Is Drear as Drear can be  

When the brief daylight closes down

And fog blows off the sea,  

And the old stone walls and the narrow stones    

Strike chill into the marrow bones.    

 

Yet here is one that walks whose eyes

See visions of Cerulean skies

And the broad stretch of winter snow

Sparkling with diamonds below,

Beyond the gas-light’s murky haze,  

The snowflakes fall on Cote des Neiges.  

And on his ear there echo back

The sleigh bells on the mountain track

The sleighbells on Mount Royal’s hill,

Calling, “McGill, McGill, McGill!”

Sleighbells a-jingle, calling to Tingle  

“Come back and mingle, Tingle, do.

And we’ll all mingle, married and single,

Mingle, Tingle, mingle with you,—”

 

He starts, — awakening to the jar

Of Bristol’s clattering Tramway Car,

The murky gas, the cobble stone

And his next talk of corpse and bone.

 

Thus do the years drag trailing past,

Forgotten as they go,  

Each year seems longer than the last

Time’s Tragedy is slow;  

And gas-light walks and talks on bone,    

Teach not a man to live alone.    

 

The years move past, the years move on,

Fifty and then a hundred gone,

And still there runs in Bristowe’s Town

A fearsome legend that will not down,

And still there runs in Montreal

A tale that is whispered but known to all

A legend of one who walks at night  

At the turn of the year if the moon shines bright.  

 

Now Bristowe’s pride in the New Year’s Tide

Is noisy and bold and free,  

From the lordly bower by the Cabot’s Tower

To the slums round Rupert’s Quay  

’Twas the time of Meeting the Pirates Greeting

In the Old Ill Days of the Sea —   

 

For the men are tough and the girls are rough, — 

It’s the Old West Country way.  

There is still the flood of the Wessex blood

In the sport they call their play,  

And there’s still the touch of the Pirate’s clutch

When the lads are off for the day.  

But they all stand back, silent and slack    

From the One who walks their way    

And they whisper apace, “Ast a ‘zeen a’s faace!    

A mowt be a wraith!” they say.    

 

In Montreal, on the mountain side,  

When the New Year’s moon falls clear,

A muffled figure is seen to glide,

To hide, and disappear.  

A muffled figure that moves apace,    

And leaves on the snow not a single trace.    

Belated couples still out on skiis,

Shelter in terror behind the trees.

Or shoot like snow-birds down the wind,  

To leave their ghastly fear behind.  

For they know the story, at least the gist

Of the Ghost of the Bristol Scientist.

Who sold his anatomical soul  

For Wills’s Capstan Tobacco Bowl  

And traded a first-class job at McGill,

For a cigarette and a pipe and a fill

But found when he died and went to his lot  

McGill was known there and Bristol was not.  

And English anatomy had no show

Where thermo-dynamics was all the go.

And he tries for a hundred years and a half  

To get back to McGill on the Medical Staff.  

And they know that the words that he mutters and moans

Are the list, in Greek, of the human bones.

But, by long disuse in his Bristol home,  

Of his list of bones he’s forgotten one,  

A bone that in Bristol is still unknown

But used at McGill, — it’s the Funny Bone.

But without that bone, say the Governors still,

Choose Hell, Choose Bristol, but not McGill.


CHAPTER VII. STORY TELLERS AND STORY KILLERS

[image: img117.jpg]

TWO KINDS OF Funny Stories — The Hangman and the Pullman Porter — How Not to Tell a Story — Putting Walter Scott off at Buffalo.

When the study of humor becomes systematized and gets into the colleges, one of the most important courses will be the course on How to Tell Funny Stories (50 lectures, with demonstrations, and field work done on Pullman cars and at banquets and at funerals). There is here a real subject of study requiring for high success an original sense of humor together with an acquired technique and arduous practice. Even the theological colleges will put in such a course as a part of First Year Divinity.

Of funny stories there are, in point of construction, two kinds. In one kind all the fun, all the joke, turns on the dénouement, the end — what sometimes is called the “nub.” Ninety-nine per cent of all the stories told in America belong to this class. There is no fun, no amusement in the story until the end is reached. The listener must wait for it. He knows this and expects nothing till the end.

Thus for example:

There was a man who was greatly in the habit of exaggerating everything, and afterward feeling ashamed of having done so. So he said to his wife one evening when they were going out to a dinner party, “Tonight if you hear me exaggerating anything make a sign across the table and I’ll stop it.”

At dinner he got to boasting about the big conservatory they had at his home when he was a boy. “It was,” he said, “let me see, oh, easily a hundred feet long and I should say about sixty feet high.” At this moment he got the sign from his wife, checked himself and added very quietly— “but of course it was only about 18 inches wide.”

(Incidental exercise for students: Which is the best dimension to use as the one that the man is going to shorten? Certainly not the length, because that naturally comes first; but how would it be to say — a hundred feet long, and about forty feet wide — but of course it was only 18 inches high?)

The analysis of the humor here turns on the question of correcting an exaggeration by altering a dimension in terms of cubic contents. The correction is perfectly valid in physical science but the incongruity lies in the false parallel between correcting a physical magnitude and correcting a mental impression; also in the quite impossible and incongruous shape finally given to the conservatory.

But for the moment we are not concerned with the mode of humor but with the construction of the story.

In some cases the setting of the “nub” story is so simple that the “introduction” is reduced to a mere sentence or two — thus:

There was an Irish sailor who was always very slow in going aloft. But once by a great effort he beat all the others and got up to the royal yard before them. “Hooray!” he said, “here I am first at last. I was always behind before.”

Where the introduction is as short as this we can hardly call the thing a “funny story.” It’s only a quotation of a funny phrase. But the typical story of this class, if it is to be a good one, needs just enough introduction to give it a real setting, just enough to attract interest without fatiguing it, and then the unexpected close — the more unexpected the better. Take as a type:

A man, sitting with a friend at a theater, said to him between the acts: “Do look across at that woman in the box next the stage. Did you ever see such a fright?”

The man looked, and said, with evidence embarrassment, “That’s my sister.”

“No, no,” said the first speaker, trying to save the situation. “I don’t mean the one you’re looking at. I mean the awful-looking guy at the other side of the box.”

“That,” said his friend, “is my wife.”

But of course with this class of funny story, the story with the nub, everything depends on not getting prolix, on not fatiguing the hearer. Here is where ninety-nine story tellers out of a hundred — as will be shown later — fail hopelessly. And this is why the “funny story” often becomes — one might say generally becomes — a social nuisance.

But for the moment turn to the other class, the far smaller class, of funny stories. In these the story is amusing all through, not the end alone but the steady current of the narrative. We laugh as we listen. In the case of the nub story, the listener agonizes and then explodes. With the other kind he comes to a boil and stays there. The story is interesting, and even amusing, all through, without waiting for the nub, by reason of something in the setting and the circumstance. Here is an excellent example for the authenticity of which I can give a personal guarantee. I reproduce the story as I heard it told by my gallant and witty friend Major Charlie Greenshields of the Montreal bar. He said:

I was coming on the train the other day from Toronto to Montreal and was in the Pullman smoking room talking with three or four fellows. At Kingston Junction a man got in, a very quiet man, he seemed, and sat down and lit a pipe.

Then someone said, “I beg your pardon. You’re Allison, aren’t you?”

The man said “yes,” and then everybody fell silent because the fellows all knew that Allison is the hangman.

Then the fellow who had spoken before said, “You’ve been up at Kingston for—”

He didn’t need to finish the sentence because the fellows all knew that a man had been hanged there that day at Kingston.

“Yes,” the hangman said, “at eight o’clock this morning.”

“Everything go all right?” asked the other man.

“Yes, first rate, no hitch at all.”

Meantime the porter of the car had come along and stood listening in the doorway, his mouth wide open with interest, his eyes popping, his ears on end.

“I was a little afraid about it,” the hangman went on. “You see” — and here he looked round at the crowd and spoke in a more confidential tone— “I generally size up a man, pretty accurately, his height and his weight and all that, so as to get the drop right.”

There was a murmur of “yes,” “yes,” all round, in a sort of awestricken tone.

“But this was different,” said the hangman “this was a colored man—”

The porter fairly jumped in his tracks.

“A coloured man, about the size of the porter there, in fact much the same build—”

A perfect convulsion shook the porter. He fairly gasped. His eyes were glued on the hangman. He felt himself on the scaffold.

“However,” the hangman concluded in a reassuring tone, “everything went all right — fine.”

With that he sat back and went on smoking.

All the rest of the trip the nigger hung round the hangman, fascinated; passed the matches to him; wiped the window sill; picked up anything he dropped. At the end of the journey he came and dusted him off, as gently as if he were a museum specimen.

“Here,” said the hangman, giving him a quarter, “you’ve certainly been most attentive. I hope I see you again.”

“And if you do, boss,” said the nigger, quivering with anxiety, “Ah hope it’ll be in a Pullman car.”

There: that story in a college course on humor could be made the subject of an entire lecture. Observe the extraneous interest that is lit up at once, like a lamp, by the fact that the incoming passenger is a hangman — an interest that rekindles when he speaks of the technical aspect of his profession. Notice that the amusement doesn’t have to wait for the end. It begins with the first appearance of the porter, and it is clinched and driven home by the final stroke at the end.

Of course such a story is still further heightened when narrated by a finished raconteur, such as is my friend. A few appropriate gestures and we see the spasms of the porter; the lolling of a tongue for a fraction of a second suggests the expression of his face; a change and a drop in tone calls up the hideous fascination of a hanging; the plain casual, louder, words, “a man like the porter there,” bring a sort of instant comic relief.

Yet even with ordinary narration such a story ranks a long way up.

But observe how a third-class story teller could smash it up.

He begins:

“I was on the train the other day from Toronto to Montreal — well, as a matter of fact I only got on at Belleville, but that’s neither here nor there — or wait, now, was it Belleville? Well, anyway it doesn’t matter,—”

Chorus, of listeners: “No, no, it doesn’t matter.”

The story teller continues:

“Well, when we got to Kingston Junction — the Canadian National you know doesn’t go right into Kingston; there’s a little shuttle train runs up and down—”

“Oh, yes, and say!” breaks in one of the listeners, “they say they’re going to cut out that shuttle train altogether.”

“What’s the idea?” asks someone else.

“Oh, they say nearly all the people ride up and down in their motor cars anyway, and so they’ll just leave it for the private cars and the taxis. Isn’t it a caution the way the motor cars are killing the local traffic? You know that radial line that goes up to Jackson’s Point, well — but I’m afraid I’m interrupting your story.”

“No, no,” says the story man, “it’s all right.”

“Well, I was just saying that they’re going to take those electric cars off, that’s all. But go on with your story.”

“Well,” resumes the story teller, “when we got to Kingston Junction—”

And with that he is off on the second lap: in time he’ll finish.

Even where a story depends mainly on the nub and would get along with nothing else except plain narration, the story is lifted into a higher class when told by a comedian or raconteur capable of embellishing it. A good example is offered by a story that was for uncounted nights related by my worthy friend Al Jolson from the stage of the Winter Garden Theater in New York. It was afterward so widely repeated that no doubt most readers have heard it. But it is re-introduced here in the interests of science. This is the story:

A certain wealthy Jew came to Harvard University to enter his son as a student. He was especially anxious to have him taught to speak English correctly and without a Yiddish accent. “I vant him taught the way you spigg here,” he said, “and I vant you should take him in hand yourself and give him brivate instructions.” “Well,” said the Harvard professor of English, speaking with that large, cultivated accent that marks the place and the subject, “I shall certainly be glad to do so. We rather flatter ourselves here on our English.”

The Jew went away and returned a few months later.

“Vell!” he asked, “and how is my boy getting on mid his English?”

“Oh,” said the professor, “he is megging brogress, goot brogress. I togg mid him effery day.”

The story is a good one in any case, and almost story-teller-proof. But with a masterly imitation of voices and accents it reaches to the highest class.

This shows the reason why the “dialect” stories flourish — the Jewish stories, the Negro stories and the Irish stories. Apart from the particular point or climax, they offer the amusement of the accent; they draw, in other words, upon the domain of “fun with words” in which belong puns and parodies, bad spelling, spoonerisms and all such. Like all these, they become infinitely tiresome when badly done, far worse than simple honest conscientious narration ever can be. Anyone can listen with tolerance and forgiveness to an honest narrator of a story, merely trying to get it over, for its own sake, with no pretense of art. But the narrator imitating a Jew or pretending to be a nigger, steps on to other ground. He’s trying to be funny himself. People resent it if he can’t do it. It is the penalty paid by unsuccessful art. Nor does good intention condone it. A man may do his damnedest to play the trombone, and yet excite anger.

 

All of which serves to introduce some of the chief faults and fallacies to be noted and avoided in telling funny stories.

Fallacy No. 1 — The Pointless Story

It often happens that the narrator, fascinated by his own actual recollection of what happened, does not realize that he is quite unable to convey it. So he puts the story over, without the point.

I remember a particular instance of this in the case of Jim Thorpe, a hotel man in my native village — proprietor and bar-keeper both, as they used to be in the old days of the country tavern. Jim would stand endlessly wiping up the beer on the bar, and listening to the boys talk, and joining in. One day somebody casually mentioned a certain Dr. Bentley.

“Well, sir,” said Jim, pausing in his wiping, “the Doc’s a pretty smart man on the uptake. He always comes back at ’em pretty quick. I had to laugh here yesterday when he came in and some of the boys was here and Bill Thayer began to gag Doctor on that old horse of his. ‘Well, Doc,’ he says, ‘I hear your horse is going to run against J. I. C.’ That’s the horse you know that won out last week.”

“And what did the Doctor say, Jim?” asked the boys.

“Well, sir, he just up as quick as that and sez he — Well I forgot just what he said, but he give him a good answer!”

My bygone friend’s failure only represents, reduced to its simplest form, the failure of countless attempts at narrating something funny from actual experience. The fallacies lie in thinking that, because a thing was funny in actual fact, the mere assertion that it was funny will make it so. Women especially fall into this error.

Example: Amusing Incident related a million times by a million girls, the words in parentheses representing the thoughts of the listener.

We had such a funny experience when we were traveling in Wales, one afternoon when we went for a climb on Plingommon. Half way up the mountain there was the funniest little cottage and sitting outside it the funniest old couple you ever saw. You’d have died laughing at them.

(Would I? I doubt it.)

The old man was simply too amusing. We asked him how much further it was to the top of Plingommon, and he put his hand up to his ear and said, “Eh what?” in the queerest way. It was just a scream.

(It must have been.)

So we asked the little old woman and all she could say was, “O! aye!”

It was simply killing.

(Yes, I feel dead already.)

Sometimes, however, the very pointlessness of a story may be turned into point, and the sheer utter emptiness of it make it incongruous and funny. Thus:

“Your mention of Ventnor,” said the retired Anglo-Indian colonel to his assembled friends at the dinner table, “reminds me of a most — er — extraordinary — er — coincidence in my own life, connected — er — with it. I went down there years and years ago with my — er — wife on our — er — er honeymoon. We were swimming in the sea just beside the — er — jetty and my wife dropped her ring and it fell into the — er — water and we tried and tried and simply couldn’t find it. Well, we were in — er — India for years and years and when we came home last year we went down again to — er — Ventnor. And my wife said — er— ‘Why this is where I lost my ring just beside the — er — jetty. Do let’s see if we can find it.’ So just in a spirit of — er — bravado, so to speak, we went and fished round among the — er — shingle, the loose stones, you know.”

“And you found it?” asked a listener.

“Er — no, we didn’t; extraordinary thing; we — er looked all over, and we didn’t — er — find it. Coincidence, wasn’t it?”

I acknowledge this story as the personal property of my gifted ex-colleague Professor Whitnall of McGill University. He is able to narrate it with a running accompaniment of sputterings something like the noise of a bathroom tap half full of air, which he assures me is the sound made by a retired Anglo-Indian colonel.

A similar pointlessness is found in the unsuccessful attempt to make the story interesting by reason of its setting. This is the converse of the hangman story quoted above. The case is often seen where the supposedly funny story is told about illustrious or aristocratic people, the result being utterly flat. I have elsewhere applied to these stories the name of “aristocratic anecdotes.” Once the type is understood there is no trouble in reproducing them. But there is no need to make them up. They can be found in any quantity in any book appearing with such a title as Twenty Years at the Court of Queen Isabella Maria Amelia, by Lady de Wish-Wash; Crowned Heads I Have Knocked Together, by Colonel the Hon. Fitzfizzle Bang; Inside the Yildiz Kiosk, by Major Sneak; and Downing Street from the Back, by “Scrutinax.”

Here are a couple of samples of such stories, taken from a bygone book of mine which a few people may still remember with kindliness.

I — Anecdote of the Duke of Strathythan

Lady Ranelagh writes:

“The Duke of Strathythan — I am writing of course of the seventeenth Duke, not of his present Grace — was, as everybody knows, famous for his hospitality. It was not perhaps generally known that the Duke was as witty as he was hospitable. I recall a most amusing incident that happened the last time but two that I was staying at Strathythan Towers. As we sat down to lunch — we were a very small and intimate party, there being only forty-three of us — the Duke, who was at the head of the table, looked up from the roast of beef that he was carving, and, running his eye about the guests, was heard to murmur, ‘I’m afraid there isn’t enough beef to go round.’

“There was nothing to do, of course, but to roar with laughter, and the incident passed off with perfect savoir-faire.”

 

II — Tenderness of A Queen

Lady de W. writes:

“My dear mistress, the late Queen of Saxe-Covia-Slitz-in-Mein, was of a most tender and sympathetic disposition. The goodness of her heart broke forth on all occasions. I well remember how one day, on seeing a cabman in the Poodel Platz kicking his horse in the stomach, she stopped in her walk and said, ‘Oh, poor horse! If he goes on kicking it like that he’ll hurt it.’ ”

But quite apart from Pointlessness, or missing out the Point, there are plenty of other ways of killing a funny story. Among these is (2) the Fallacy of Running Corrections.

In this terrible type of narration the speaker keeps correcting himself, and appealing to his memory for reconsideration. Thus:

I was traveling last winter in Scotland (he says), and we came to a little place in the Highlands, Bally-hooly — or, wait a bit, was it Bally-hooly? No, I don’t believe it was. Wait a bit, I’ll get it in a minute, Ballycooly, that’s it, Ballycooly.

We were to take the ferry there to go across Loch Hooch into Loch Haggis — or, no, I believe it was the other way from Loch Haggis into Loch Hooch — or is it the other way? Well, anyway it was either from Loch Hooch into Loch Haggis or from Loch Haggis into Loch Hooch — it doesn’t really matter which it was — 

Quite so. It doesn’t really matter. But unfortunately the narrator doesn’t realize this till the story — even if it amounts to one — is killed to death.

Very similar is (3) the Fallacy of the Needless Introduction. It is the art of a good story teller that he knows where to begin; the fault of the bad story killer is that he doesn’t. The bad story teller is so afraid of leaving anything out, so afraid of not getting the setting of the story properly presented that his story is all beginning and little or no end. The habit and custom of a long introduction has come down to us from other and more leisurely times. We have no time for it now.

It was the custom of Sir Walter Scott to open his novels with a vast chapter called Introduction. But when he had written it he generally felt that he was beginning the thing too suddenly. So he put in front of it a chapter called Preliminary; and, when even that seemed abrupt, he set before it what he called a Prologue. This, with a Preface to precede it, served to start the story off.

Now this was all right for Walter Scott’s novels. It was like digging a deep foundation for a vast structure. It was like the gradual kindling of a blazing fire whose warmth is to go in all directions. Readers who survived the introduction — and in Scott’s day all readers did — got their reward in the deep absorption that grew upon them as the story developed. Readers in those days read little but read deeply. A few books covered a lifetime. Readers now read much and thinly. In the old days the reader’s mind was saturated by what he read; now it is just a thin coat of varnish over his bald head.

Scott has paid the penalty. Modern readers, nine out of ten, and even ten out of nine, have no time for him. Those who have, find the absorption still there.

But what applies to Walter Scott will not apply to the telling of a funny story. To preface it with a long introduction is as cruel as it is unkind. Yet many story tellers cannot help putting in the introduction.

Thus, suppose one of these unlicensed and incompetent story tellers wants to tell you any one of the stories quoted above. He begins it like this:

I heard a good story the other day. I was driving over to Guelph — it’s quicker, you know, than going on the train because you cut across country. I guess you must save twenty miles. But we had a lot of trouble with the engine (my brother-in-law was with us) and neither of us know much about an engine. So at last we laid the car up in a garage and decided to go on in a bus. There is a bus, you know that we could get on the old Dundas Road (at least partly on the old Dundas Road). At any rate we decided to take it. But by this time it was getting late and I looked at my watch and I said to my brother-in-law “By jove, it’s getting late. I think we’d better go in and get some food in the hotel.” So anyway we went in to get some food; and there at the table was a man that I know as well as I know you, though I’m hanged if I can think of his name. However, he’d only just begun dinner, so Will and I sat down beside him and we got talking and he told us what seemed a darned funny story — but perhaps you’ve heard this — 

 

And with that, after being assured about a dozen times that you haven’t heard the story, he tells it. Which introduces another Fallacy in story killing familiar to every sufferer, — (4) the Fallacy of Asking Whether the Listener Has Heard It Before. Don’t ask whether he has heard it. He won’t say so anyway. Here’s an example:

I heard a darned funny story last night — I don’t know whether you have heard this. There was an Irish soldier came home from serving in India — have you heard this? — and he went to the pension office wherever it is — have you heard this? — to see if there was any back pay or pension or whatever it was coming to him; and in the office was a very pompous sort of chap with a gold eyeglass — have you heard this? — and Pat says to him — but perhaps you’ve heard this — 

The only way to deal with the situation is to say very quietly, “Yes, I heard it.” Even if you didn’t it doesn’t matter. He’ll tell it again.

(5) The Crab Fashion Story. In this kind of story the narrator keeps moving backward instead of forward. Each item that he mentions suggests to him something that went before. But for timely interruptions he would never end. Example: the narrator begins:

What you say about the darkies reminds me of a funny story I’ve heard my father tell about his old days in Georgia. Father’s people, of course, didn’t really come from Georgia; they moved in there after the war; before that they belonged in Mississippi right close to Vicksburg. I know I’ve heard father say that from the high bluff at Vicksburg you could see the roof of the old plantation. His people hadn’t built it, though. It was originally built, so they say, by one of the ancestors of Jefferson Davis — 

By this time the narrator is moving backward so fast that nothing will stop him, till he bumps into Christopher Columbus. But he has a sort of subconscious sense that warns him, and he presently gives himself a new start, like this:

However, to make a long story short, when father lived in Georgia there used to be revival meetings among the darkies where the preacher, don’t you know, would get them all worked up and hysterical and getting the powers and all that. Of course father and the other boys in the family were not allowed to go to the meetings because the family had been brought up Episcopalian. In fact mother’s grandfather, she was one of the Slopes of West Virginia — I don’t know if you ever heard of him — was the Rev. Alleghany Slope who wrote a book called Walking Upward and Slipping Backward that was very highly thought of; in fact he taught in the seminary at Oil City. However, to make a long story short — 

And with that the narrator is back at the camp meeting for a new start. Incidentally no long story was ever made short. On the contrary, short stories are made long.

 

Consider here as a final illustration of the mechanism of story telling the way in which one and the same story might be told by different narrators. We can take one of the most familiar of American stories, known to everybody and not needing quotation at full length, the story of the man who was “put off at Buffalo.” Reduced to a few words it amounts to this:

A man before going to bed in a Pullman car said to the porter, “We pass Buffalo at three o’clock in the morning. See that I get off there. Even if I am sleepy and refuse to get up, you just put me off.” Next morning the man woke up in broad daylight to find the train long past Buffalo. “Why didn’t you put me off?” he asked angrily. The porter looked dumbfounded. “If I didn’t put you off, who on earth was that man who fought so hard when I threw him off at Buffalo at three o’clock this morning?”

Here is the same story:

I — As Related by Hierocles of Athens b.c. 500

 

Two countrymen, having accepted a ride (or, perhaps, having been invited to a ride) in a carrier’s cart (or, perhaps, in a four wheeled Prospectus), this one desiring to go to Corinth and that one on the other hand desiring to go to Megara, the carrier let down this one at Megara and that one at Corinth.

II — As Told by the Anglo-Indian Colonel Mentioned Above

 

A rather — er — surprising incident happened to a friend of mine — a — er — retired Indian officer like myself. He was traveling in your country and the train was — er — getting to one of your towns called — er — Buffalo. He was in one of what you call — er — sleepers, I believe, and he said to the saice — er — I mean the porter: “Be sure to wake me at Buffalo.” He said, “Even if I seem — er — disinclined to turn out, be sure to get me awake and — er — put me off at Buffalo.” Well the — er — saice, at least the porter promised most faithfully and in the morning forgot — er — utterly and entirely to do so. My friend was carried on to another of your towns called I think — er — Cleveland.

III — As Told by Sir Walter Scott

 

The market town of Buffalo is pleasantly situated at the point where Lake Erie, the broad surface of its waters swollen from the multitudinous streams which have gathered from the furthest confines of the Superior Lake and the Lakes of Michigan and Huron, themselves no inconsiderable bodies of that fluid without which mankind would perish, empties itself into the wide flood of the Niagara River, where its waters, as if conscious of an impending fate, move with a gathering speed in their progress toward the stygian abyss of Niagara. The town itself, known as Buffalo, from its having been from time immemorial the watering place of the vast herds of bison which formerly frequented the region, is a rising frontier settlement of some ten thousand souls. It contains a number of fine edifices, including several churches built of timber, and a handsome court-house and a jail of stone.

Toward this fair town of Buffalo on a certain evening in early summer there might have been seen approaching one of those vehicles called trains newly introduced both in the old world and the new whose speed already rivals that of the fleetest coaches. The way along which it passed presented a scene of wild if not unattractive beauty. The forest which lined each side of the narrow clearance was thickly hung with sassafras, sumach and succotash while the bright hues of the magnolia broke the lively green of the cucumis melo and the darker foliage of the iguanadon. In the marshier ditches which lined the track the light antelope paused a moment to view the passing wonder before plunging into the forest, or the heavy buffalo stood, immovable and silent, as if resenting this intrusion upon his immemorial domain.

Seated within the train, a traveler whose alert and evident curiosity proclaimed him a stranger to the locality, eyed alternately the passing forest and the interior of the flying car. He was a man of about forty whose well set features and firmly knit frame showed him to be a person of resolution, while his iron gray hair and face bronzed by the sun of a dozen climes showed him not unacquainted with situations of emergency and danger.

Strathgellert, for such was the traveler’s cognomen, presently withdrew his eyes from the landscape over which the shadows of approaching night were already falling, and summoned to his side the faithful African attendant whose ministering services were engaged in surrounding the traveler with every comfort possible.

“Porter,” said Strathgellert using to the attendant the name commonly employed in the wilds of America to those of his office, “I am informed that we may expect to reach the town of Buffalo at any advanced hour of the night, nay, I might rather say, at an early hour of the morrow?” The porter, his face illuminated by one of those broad grins which are at once the characteristic and the charm of his race, indicated his assent. “In that case,” said Strathgellert, “I desire you to call me in time to allow time to dress and get down at Buffalo; be certain to see that I am awake, nay, if need be, use every exertion to make me so, and see to it that I do not at such an early hour seek to foist you off with excuses; in a word, my good fellow, put me off at Buffalo.”

The African hastened to assure our traveler of his devotion and, with the fidelity of his race, pledged himself to the desired service. Strathgellert, already fatigued with the events of the day as narrated in the preceding chapter, and his senses rendered drowsy by the falling darkness and the rhythmical motion of the flying vehicle, extended himself on one of the couches or berths with which the sleeping cars of America are provided, and, commending himself briefly to that Providence which alone can bring them safely to their destination, was not long in falling into that deep and profound slumber known to the seafarer and the traveler.

Chapter 2

The sun rose brightly over the broad and placid bosom of Lake Erie, illuminating it from its east end up, while along its shores a flying train, its pace continually increasing, passed rapidly along the broad reaches of sand and marsh which fringe the low outline of the lake and indicate the territory where the domain of the terrible Seneca gives place to that of the milder and more tractable Pottawottomie. It was at about nine of the clock when a traveler occupying one of the lower bunks or berths put his head out from the curtains which screened it from the inquisitive eye, into the body of the car now flooded with the broad sunshine of the day and asked in a tone of eagerness which brooked of no denial, “Have we passed Buffalo?” The faithful African whose vigil had lasted unbroken and without complaint since the evening before, hastened to the side of Strathgellert, for our readers have divined that he it was, and said in a humble and ingratiating tone, “Sir, we are just coming into Ashtabula.” Strathgellert leaped from his couch his eyes aflame. “Foul negro,” he exclaimed, “we have passed Buffalo; deny it not; and why, sirrah, did you not put me off at Buffalo?” The African, falling on one knee and with outstretched hands imploring the pity of his angered master, replied, in tones in which respect and submission struggled with anxiety and trepidation, “Sir, I did put you off; or if it wasn’t you, who indeed was the man whom I, with these hands, ejected from the car, struggling vainly against my reluctant exercise of force?”

Here indeed was mystery. Strathgellert was about to seize the unhappy negro by the neck when his arm was arrested by an occurrence, so strange, and so unaccountable that we reserve it for our reader’s consideration in a later chapter.


CHAPTER VIII. NATIONAL CHARACTERISTICS
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OUR COMIC NATIONS — Is There National Humor — American Humor — Mr. Punch and English Humor — The Irish Bull — The Grim Humor of Scotland.

The idea of national characteristics has been greatly overdone. It comes down to us as a legacy of the past when a man living in France lived in a quite different way from that of an Englishman, and both of them were similarly separated from Italians and Arabs and equatorial Pygmies — different clothes, different houses, different food and different habits and different religions. This of necessity carried with it a difference of thought. But in the world in which we live all this is passing away. Frenchmen play football, Arabs go in for boxing and Pygmies take piano lessons. Africans come to Europe to learn, and Europeans go to Africa to forget. American missionaries spread Christianity among the Hindoos, and Hindoos teach Buddhism in Omaha. Through it all is heard the unending voice of the radio, and is seen the universal flicker of the cinema. The world is being unified into one, and the human race being standardized into a type.

Go where you will, there is the same increasing overgrowth of sameness. If Dr. Livingstone could come to life again and visit the scenes of his explorations in the Upper Basin of the Congo, he would find a Rotary Club, a Women’s Fortnightly Lunch Club, Boy Scouts celebrating Mother’s Day, and Natives returning for Old Home Week. If Balboa climbed again the heights of Panama to gaze out upon the Pacific, they would certainly expect him to make a luncheon speech as the guest of the Panama Club.

Whether this is good or bad, whether it means advance or decline, progress or stagnation, is not here in question. Probably it is a good thing. Just now the whole aim and effort of the world should be to avoid war. We know how, but we can’t do it. Economic nationalism, just when it should have faded out of the world, has broken out more virulent than ever. Leagues of nations won’t work as long as there are nations that need leaguing. When the nations are ready to form a league, and obey it, they won’t need a league any more. Nor is force any use as the ultima ratio. Science has so utterly overdone it that there is nothing in it except mutual destruction. Everybody can kill everybody.

In this gloomy outlook the only bright spot on the horizon is the increasing standardization of mankind. The realization that we are all just about the same kind of people may create the kind of world-consciousness that will one day replace nationality.

Meantime that is rather far away.

Nor is there anywhere where nationality and national differences have been worked harder than in the domain of humor. The comic press has long since created a set of national types very largely imaginary except in so far as they had a historic origin and preserve a faint survival of it. The novel, the stage and the screen help to keep them going, poor mock figures that they are, Pat and Sandy and Alphonse, John and Jonathan, Tony and Fritz, and even Sambo and Fuzzy Wuzzy — like a set of scarecrows on a clothesline flapping in the wind.

Look at them. Here is the imaginary Frenchman — always called Alphonse or Gaston (yet statistics show that only one Frenchman in 100,000 is called Alphonse; mostly they are called Bill or Pete); wears a stovepipe hat and a bell-shaped coat; eats frogs; prefers other men’s wives to his own; excellent taste, but inferior morals.

The imaginary Englishman — tall and lackadaisical; hay-colored hair and a huge straw-colored mustache; face purple; only one eye, the other being glass; says “ripping” and “topping;” served in the Guards (Gahds) in the “Baw Waw.”

Scotchman — says “Hoot awa’ wi ye”; is very dour and grim; prefers wet weather to sunshine; likes the notion of hell; hopes to go there — less expensive than Heaven.

Irishman — always merry; says “arrah! bigorrah, mavourneen, macooshlah, bismallah!”; twirls a shillelagh; likes a fight; has no respect for the law; makes a fine policeman.

Based on these types the comic Frenchman and the comic Englishman and the rest are turned loose upon literature and the stage.

But in reality the various kinds of national humor differ only about as much and as little as national thought. What makes them seem different is, for one thing, that you can’t translate humor. You can translate a scientific statement but not a joke. You can say with equal force in every language, “The angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are equal.” Even in Esperanto “as angelos as basos as triangolos as equalos” seems to keep its force. But the language of humor — at least its technical and verbal forms — defies translation. That puts a barrier at once between the expression of humor from nation to nation unknown in the case of science. An equally great barrier is found in the fact that a great mass of current humor is fragmentary, topical and deals with the affairs of day to day. Jokes about the NRA in America are as unfathomable in London as jokes about the Welsh Church are in New York. Why is it that a great many Americans (quite a lot, — you’ll find some everywhere) don’t read Punch? Because they couldn’t appreciate the humor? Not at all. They could. But they don’t know what it is about. Give them a good training in an English public school and ten years’ residence in England, and they’d enjoy it. French jokes in Le Rire about Monsieur Doumergue or Monsieur Flandin may be very funny, but you have to know who Monsieur Doumergue and Monsieur Flandin are to get them right. And who ever heard of them? Some jokes and many pictures are based on universals, but the bulk are not.

 

But within the limits thus indicated one can at any rate find a certain distinctive individuality that marks the humor of each country. No doubt as the nations unify and standardize out of existence, the distinction will tend to fade. Already there is practically only one kind of moving picture.

American humor as it developed in the nineteenth century, from a grin to a laugh, certainly stood out from that of the rest of the world. It was distinctly the product of a new country, a new environment from which people could look back to older civilization with unprejudiced vision. Up on top of the Rockies, at Virginia City, Nevada, Mark Twain and Artemus Ward could see Europe better than could the people walking in the Rue de Rivoli or sitting round the Forum in Rome. But as this topic has already been discussed above in connection with Mark Twain, there is no need to treat it here.

 

Turn to English Humor — English, not British — for each section of the British Isles has its own way of laughing, except Wales, which doesn’t. I may do the place an injustice, but the outside world connects Wales with “bards,” who throw themselves (fortunately) into “Conway’s foaming flood,” as a means of spiting the English, but whose talent does not run to fun.

 

The distinguishing feature of English humor of the highest type is its fidelity to facts. It depicts and it describes things as they actually happened, or as they actually could have happened, without exaggeration, without distortion. Take the case of line drawing, black and white, as it appears, for instance, in the pages of Punch. The wonderful series of amusing and satirical cartoons that have adorned Punch, from the days of Tenniel and George DuMaurier to those of Bernard Partridge and Ravenhill, are exact — literal. If Mr. Punch wants to draw a jolly old gentleman, he draws a jolly old gentleman, a real one. An American artist — or at least many American artists — would draw merely an exactly round circle for his face, the segment of a curve for his mouth and two dots for his eyes. For the American reader the fun — the humor — incongruity — consists in the realization that, after all, that is all that a jolly old gentleman really is — a circle and a couple of dots. Some of the American effects, one must admit, are quite extraordinary. Benevolence is reduced to a circle. Horror is represented by one hair standing on end and perplexity by a distention of the eyeball.

Of course, not all English drawings are literal. There are exceptions. It would be difficult to imagine actual human beings with faces quite so malicious, with teeth quite so gnashing as those of Mr. H. M. Bateman; or with heads quite so bulbous, and expressions quite so seraphic as those of Mr. Heath Robinson. There is, too, a certain minor amount of symbolism that substitutes a few lines for a completed figure, a few zigzags to indicate motion; or the remembered art of Phil May, marvelous not in what it put in, but in what it left out. But all of this mode is not the true British type but flourishes better among the cartoonists of America who reduced Theodore Roosevelt to a box of teeth, his namesake to a forehead, and by whom Andy Gump of the comic supplement is made singularly true to life by leaving out all of his face below the mustache.

As with the humor of drawings, so with the humor of the written word. Again one may take the genial pages of Punch as representing the highest type, the last word in English humor. Mr. Punch was born nearly a hundred years ago and as a child lived in a rough atmosphere of horseplay, puns and cheaper comicalities forgotten now. It has been like the gradual development of a rough medical student into a consulting physician, or of a rackety law student into a judge.

The true Punch joke states something that is of course made-up but which perhaps actually happened or could have happened. Here is, to my mind, the most typical Punch joke of modern times. It appeared just after the War, a fact which gave it its significance. There is a picture showing “veteran volunteer marksman” (a lackadaisical gentleman with a flowing mustache and a fatuous expression) leaning on the mantelpiece of a sitting room and talking with a returned officer in uniform. The dialogue runs:

Officer. You’ll be glad to have the Bisley rifle meeting revived.

Marksman. Yes. But there will be some poor scoring. You see there’s been no serious shooting for the last four years.

Now this is wonderful! The more you look into it the deeper it gets — like a shadowed pool. No serious shooting! From 1914 to 1918. Well no — not if you take shooting in the high sense of nice marksmanship! How completely are the values concerned turned upside down! One catches, underlying this joke a deep and illusive reflection on the vanity of human “life.”

 

There are of course certain things in Punch which are for English people and English only — not that that is anything against it. Such is the hardy perennial of the humor of the hunting field — riders being dumped off over their horses’ heads, horses that balk, and, more than all, the “dear old huntsman,” a quaint figure beloved by the nation, a sort of legend and idol. Those who live in the outer world cannot feel the appeal of this. To us hunting is cruel. Running an animal to death by bursting its lungs from overexertion or by being torn to pieces by dogs when overtaken seems to us a hideous thing. If a fox has to be killed to prevent damage to the poultry, kill it with a shotgun. Go and sit at night beside its hole, waiting for it with a loaded gun. An Ontario farmer, thus musing in the moonlight as he waits for a ground-hog, is a romantic, a poetic sight — a piece of still life far beyond the noise and dirt of a fox hunt.

When I was a little boy in England, sixty years ago, I was taught that fox hunting was not cruel because the fox enjoyed it, but that running hares to death was wicked because the hare didn’t like it. To get the full nonsense of this one must shift the scene to Spain. No doubt little Spanish boys are taught that the bull thoroughly enjoys a bull fight. What is more there is no doubt he does enjoy his innings when he gets it. If I had horns I could myself enjoy ripping a matador up the stomach and watching his salary fall out. The fox never gets an innings, and suffers as suffers any living creature, hunted and torn.

The English think bull fighting cruel. Yet if there were a Spanish paper, El Puncho de Madrid, it would have pictures of “dear old matadors,” called “Jarge” (or the Spanish for it) cutting off the bull’s tail as a “brush” to give to one of the ladies. As a matter of fact the Madrid illustrated papers do carry, all the time, pictures of matadors labeled as “el mas popular de neustros matadores” or Señor So-and-So “the favorite toreador of the children,” whose benefit will be given in the ring next week when it is hoped that the little folks will turn out en masse to acclaim him.

Let us, just for fun, take one or two hunting jokes out of Punch and turn them into Spanish.

Punch Joke:

Belated Sportsman. (Arriving just as hounds are moving off after breaking up their fox.) “I’ve seen your hunted fox; he’s behind, just over the road.”

Huntsman. “The ‘unted fox is inside my ‘ounds, sir.”

Spanish Version:

Belated Spectator. (Arriving in the grand stand just after the Grand Finale.) “Why where’s the bull?”

Charming Gallery attendant. (Gravioso Mozo de galeria.) “Hay lo allé! — See those patches of beefsteak out on the sand!”

Punch Joke:

Huntsman. (To irate farmer.) “Never ‘eard such language in my born days. I’m ashamed for the ‘ounds to over ‘ear it.”

Spanish Version:

Indignant Toreador. (To gents making a demonstration in the bleachers.) “Señors! Señors! Don’t use such foul language. The bull won’t stand for it.”

Punch Joke:

Old Huntsman. (After a warm morning cubbing, having swallowed a pint.) “Nice drop o’ beer that. I wish I ‘ad time to get off and ‘ave some.”

Spanish Form of the Joke:

Dear Old Matador. (After having given the bull a couple of jabs and then drunk a quart of malaga handed to him from the grand stand.) “Nice wine that, when I get done with this bull, I’ll take a real drink of it.”

 

But after all Mr. Punch didn’t create fox hunting, never rides to hounds himself, owing to his physicality, and in any case, being British, couldn’t understand a word of what is written above, and wouldn’t accept it even if he did. Let it pass. After all perhaps English jokes on fox hunting are better than Scotch jokes on death and French jokes on sex.

There at least Punch stands high. It keeps clean away from that terrible obsession of sex which is creeping like a green slime all over our imaginative literature. Many of our so-called “best sellers” merely sell because they contain every here and there a fine patch of dirt. The readers gather just as horse flies do along the road where a well-fed horse has passed. In a later chapter of this book I discuss the obsession over sex as one of the worst hindrances to the continuation and cultivation of real humor. It is sufficient here to chronicle the fact that Punch keeps absolutely free from it.

 

A peculiar form of the verbal technique of humor is seen in the combination known as the Irish Bull. This is not, like the pun, a deliberate and conscious trickery of words, but rather a peculiar and illogical form of thought — illogical, but at the same time absolutely expressing the meaning required. The essence of it is that, just as the pun must be impromptu, so the bull must be unconscious.

The Irish are a peculiar and a merry people. They lack the common sense of the English. They would rather be happy than solemn and can find merriment in a funeral and a comic element in poverty. Their tangled history and their perplexed relationships toward race, religion and patriotism, fill their national and personal life with a jumble of contradictions, of mixed allegiances and antipathies, loves and hatreds, ideals and actualities.

This seems to reflect itself in their manner of speaking and their form of thought that has under it the buried idiom of a language of a thousand years ago. It has been the fate of the Irish to fall under the domination of the English. The English imposed on them not only their government but, as far as they could, their religion and, with almost complete success, their language. A bright day is now dawning when a liberated Ireland will speak Gaelic or Erse or whatever they call it. Little children, with such names as Proinnsias o’h Aodhagain, which means Frank Aiken, in the nurseries of the Saortatt Eireann will read the Tain Bo Cualnge instead of “Jack the Giant Killer.” But even under their enslavement to the English language the Irish have at least been able to rattle their chains. They spoke, and speak, it in their own way. They carry on a conspiracy against its grammar and its syntax. They refuse to begin a sentence with its subject; they start everything with “it.” “It’s your birthday it’ll be this morning, Mistress Malony, and it’s your health we’ll be after drinking and all and all!”

In other words they take the English language and force it to express Irish thought. The result is that form of wording called the Irish Bull which, as some Irishman once boasted, “is able to give us the cream of wit, without losing any of the milk of human kindliness.”

Here are some examples of this cream, skimmed from the delightful collection of Irish Bulls and Blunders compiled by Mr. J. C. Percy:

“And where will ye find a house built in your own times that has lasted as long as wan of thim ould Norman castles,” said a Waterford man in discussing Reginald’s Tower with a visitor.

A lady writing to a friend with regard to a performance given in a Dublin theater: “If you could only have been present you would have been sorry to have missed it.”

A Hibernian philosopher once remarked that every man should love his native land, whether he was born there or not.

An Irishwoman who was recounting the troubles of her children said: “Lucky are the parents who have no children.”

“On last Boxing Day some of the public-houses were closed and some remained open. This year it seems the very reverse is to be the case.” (From an Irish paper.)

“If you had been here this morning to see the empty pews you would have been ashamed of yourselves for stopping away.”

An order has been made that “the last carriage shall not be attached to railway trains, as it is always subject to unpleasant shocks and oscillation.”

“For two pins I would kick your posterior in front of your face and not behind your back either,” was the remark of an excited dock worker to a fellow-laborer with whom he had quarreled.

An Irish notice of reward for an escaped convict: “Age not known, but looks older than he is.”

“When we get Home Rule everyone in Ireland will do as he likes, and those who don’t will be made to do it,” is taken from the speech of an Irish labor leader.

“The only thing to prevent what’s past is to put a stop to it before it happens.”

W. B. Yeats once told a reporter that he confidently looked forward to seeing the time when every educated man would understand Gaelic. Then he added that he was aware that it would take centuries to accomplish.

A policeman went up to a loafer in the street and ordered him to move on. “If everybody stood still like you are doing,” he said, “there would be no room for folks to pass.”

During a very wet day after a long spell of drought a farmer was heard to say to a friend in Tullamore fair: “An hour of this rain will do more good in five minutes than a month of it would do in a week at any other time.”

“I asked the deceased before she became unconscious what caused her death, and she feebly replied—” (Taken from the depositions of a police constable in an assault case in which the victim afterward died.)

“I would give £50 to know the place I am going to die,” said a son of Erin. “What good would that do you?” inquired his friend. “Lots,” replied Pat; “because if I knew I would never go near the place.”

Notice read out in church: “There will be a procession next Sunday afternoon in the grounds of the Monastery; but if it rains in the afternoon, the procession will take place in the morning.”

In the days of the tall shako, a soldier came home on furlough and exhibited to his native village the hole made by the bullet that went through his headpiece. “Boys,” said he, “ye see now what a good thing it is when ye’re fighting to have a tall hat. Sure, if me hat hadn’t been high, the shot would have gone through my head.”

Notice in the office of an Irish business man: “Persons having no business in this office will please get through with it as soon as possible.”

Irish newspaper: “A deaf man, named Taff, was run down by a passenger train and killed on Wednesday morning. He was injured in a similar way about a year ago.”

When the form called an Irish Bull is used consciously and deliberately, for the sake of emphasis or fun, it is no longer to be thought of as a bull. It is then merely a form of wit. Thus it is related that an Irish political speaker in 1914, during the Irish crisis that preceded the war, declared that before Ulster could be coerced Mr. Asquith would have to walk over thousands of corpses, including his own. This kind of thing is quite familiar as one of the modes of American wit. Compare Mark Twain’s “reports of my death greatly exaggerated.”

Very often an Irish Bull so called is merely a short cut to a very plain and unmistakable statement which it would take many words to express in a purely logical fashion.

Thus take the words of the Irishman refusing to volunteer in the Great War. “But if they’d take me by compulsion I’d go voluntarily.” The meaning is quite plain. If the law compelled him to go, then he would submit and accept his fate quite cheerfully, but if it were left to his own choice he would not go.

The idea of Scottish humor is always falsely connected with funny stories about Scotchmen who come from Aberdeen and are very stingy. The national habit of thrift and avoidance of waste, things necessary to survival in a country as “stern and wild” as Caledonia, bred this parasitic joke generations ago. It still survives. Old jokes are easier than new ones, and there is a mental ease in repetition which avoids the pain of a new idea. Hence comes it that you will see two old cronies cracking the same joke with one another at every meeting, and preferring it for its very age. This is done just as people, growing old, read the same book over and over. “Je ne lis plus,” said some distinguished Frenchman of advancing years, “je relis.”

The stingy Scotchman serves as a familiar mold in which a joke is cast. Beside it, as already said, stand similar molds for casting jokes about the imaginary Irishman called Pat, and the universalized Negro called Sambo and a thing in a stovepipe hat and a bell-shaped coat understood to be a Frenchman.

But there is a real and typical Scottish humor that turns upon the Scottish natural character and outlook upon life. If one had to name it, it could be called Grim Humor. One or two examples will make the discussion of it easier. They are well-known stories and are used only for illustration, not for novelty.

A Scotchman’s wife was taken ill and, seemingly, died. At her funeral as the coffin was being carried through the churchyard gate the pallbearers accidentally bumped it against a gate post. The shock resuscitated the woman. She was taken from the coffin and survived for many years. Then she was taken ill, and, this time, really died. At the funeral, as the coffin approached the churchyard gates, the bereaved husband said to the pallbearers, “Steady, lads, steady; dinna bump her.”

Incidentally it is a neat and illustrative little problem in the theory of humor whether in telling this story it would be better just to make the Scotchman say, “Steady, lads, steady”; and to leave out the “dinna bump her.” To put it in, makes the joke plain, but perhaps too plain — in short, obvious. This is a standing difficulty in all presentation of the humorous; and it is a standing defect in nearly all our art and literature that it has to be made obvious. The reason for it is that the great mass of it has got to be suited to ten cent audiences and tuppeny newspapers, to people without the full advantages of education and on the whole less able to appreciate a good thing than the more fortunate few.

There is a further reason in the technique of the moving picture and of the radio which has got to make sure that the thing “gets over,” all revision and restatement, or impromptu addition being impossible. It is a part of the huge price that we pay for the commercialization of art — a thing necessary but deplorable.

But take another illustration of Scottish Grim Humor.

A Scotchman’s wife was dying. Calling her husband to the bedside, she said, “John, I know you dinna like Aunt Janet but you’ll let her ride with you in the carriage to the funeral?”

The husband, much moved, answered, “I’ll do it for you, Maggie, but it’ll spoil my day.”

A technical question again. In real life, if such a thing could be real, the man would say, “It’ll spoil my day, but I’ll do it for you.” Why invert it? Because in actuality, if it really happened, his emphasis would be on his resolution and the phrase “I’ll do it for you,” would have the end place for emphasis sake. But in telling it as a funny story the emphasis is on the queer phrase and the queer meaning, “It’ll spoil my day.”

If there were such a thing as a freshman class in humor, they could be given a list of such misplaced phrases and sentences to be set right.

But to return to Scottish Grim Humor. The analysis of it runs thus: The Scotch are a people inured to a hard climate, a niggardly nature and a reluctant soil. This has helped to make them a stern and resolute people. They face facts. They don’t hide things. To them a spade is a spade, and a grave is a grave, and death is death. They walk beside it. So they talk as freely of a funeral as of a wedding. The setting of the stories above would be for other people too poignant — churchyards and whispered farewells, who could jest on that? But the Scotchman is not jesting about the churchyard. That is merely the place, the environment, he would as soon lay a funny story in a churchyard as in a barroom, beside a sickbed as beside a sideboard. There is no irreverence involved.

At first sight this Grim Humor looks a little like the Primitive Humor of Destructiveness as seen above in Mr. Harry Graham’s little Augustus. But in reality the two are absolutely distinct: little Augustus when he “pushes the feller underneath the bus,” is an example of the sheer joy of destruction. There is nothing of this in the Grim Scotchman; he’s not trying to hurt anybody.

A feature of so-called Scottish Humor is seen in the citations taken from the courts of law, and in particular the remarks made by the “hanging judges.” The Scotch are as stern and matter-of-fact in dealing with capital punishment as with any other kind of death. They keep it free from sentimentality. Thus we are told that the famous, or infamous, Lord Braxfield, in sentencing a prisoner to death, said, “You’re a very clever chiel, man, but ye wad be none the war of a hanging.”

Still more brutal and pitiless is a remark attributed to Lord Kaines. He presided over the trial of one Matthew Hay — for murder, at Ayr — with whom he had formerly played chess. When the jury returned the verdict of “guilty,” Kaines said, “That’s checkmate for you, Matthew.”

But let those find this humor who can. To most of us it is mere brutality. It lacks the element of kindliness essential to real humor and passes into the hideous mockery into which humor may degenerate.

It is a peculiar element in Scottish humor, as appreciated by Scotsmen, that the harder it is to see, the better it is esteemed. If it is obvious, it is of less account. This rests on the intellectuality of the Scotch; having little else to cultivate, they cultivate the intellect. The export of brains came to be their chief item of commerce.

My distinguished friend Sir Andrew Macphail once wrote a novel of Puritan days, in which a Puritan sea captain has a warrant served on him and kicks the officers of the law off his deck. The passage runs:

“The ship-master tore the paper across and threw it in their faces. He fell into a passion: and declared that he hoped God would manifest his Works upon him if he allowed any King, save Him who made the sea, to come within his ship.”

The inattentive reader may not notice that what the captain really said was that he would be blank, blank, b —— d if he would allow any son of a b —— , and so forth.

The point of the humor lies in the analogy between pious exhortation and powerful swearing, and in the fact that the joke requires careful concentration to see it.

 

It would be fruitless to try to discuss here the exquisite humor of modern France, at its height with Alphonse Daudet. Tartarin de Tarascon is unsurpassed as a creation, and the chronicle of his deeds unsurpassed in execution. But humor defies translation. Turn it literally from language to language and it becomes like Mark Twain’s frog and the Portuguese Grammar. Turn it any other way and that merely turns French humor into English humor, just as Fitzgerald turned Omar Khayyam’s Persian couplets into English thought. When he was done there was nothing particularly Persian about them.


CHAPTER IX. HUMOR THROUGH THE AGES
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THE GREEK IDEA of Fun — Chaucer Sets a High Mark in Dirty Stories — Shakespeare and Falstaff — The Soothing Influence of Tobacco — Roast Beef and Rule Britannia.

This chapter, on the historical developments of humor, is appended only for scholars; and they won’t read it. Scholars write, but they don’t read. They talk but they don’t listen. Anyone who has lived among them knows that.

 

The ancients may have been very funny fellows. But I don’t think so. I am not referring here to the capacity to laugh. That is nothing. Primitive races often laugh easily. The Negroes can laugh more, and at less, than any other living race, with the South Sea Islanders as a fair second. But humor as art, in writing and drawing, is another thing.

Man’s earliest writings were probably names, dates, inscriptions, epitaphs and such. The first real forms of literature were the sacred books. One looks in vain for conscious humor in them. Mark Twain, indeed, after having visited Damascus, claimed that there was at least one joke in the Bible, when it talks of “the street (in Damascus) which is called straight.” Others have found what looks like a real joke arising out of the use of italics in the Bible to indicate a word that is inserted or understood. Such is the statement: “And he said, ‘Saddle me the ass:’ and they saddled him.” There is a similar appearance of a joke in the text “They gave him to eat, and he did eat.”

 

Such a sanctity still envelops the literature of Greece and Rome that it requires a certain hardihood to say anything derogatory to it. Classical scholars find a majestic humor in Homer and a brilliant wit in the plays of Aristophanes. But it is hard for the rest of us, if we tell the truth, to see it. Homer is about as funny as “Jack and the Bean Stalk”; the Homeric laughter of the Gods would fit in nicely with “Jack the Giant Killer,” and the Algonquin Indians would find it just right.

The Greeks cultivated a lot of little short witticisms — parent forms of the newspaper “joke” of today.

Thus:

“A peasant having heard that parrots live for a hundred years bought one to see if it was true.”

A peasant wishing to see if his horse could live without food, stopped feeding him; after a time the horse died. “Alas,” said the peasant, “just as he was learning to live without food he died.”

In these little Greek stories the “peasant” is usually the butt, the easy mark. He takes the place of the “commercial traveler” in certain anecdotes of today.

The most famous reputation is that of Aristophanes, the comic dramatist. But for us today the cloud of notes and explanations that have to go with his jokes obscures the sight. His play of The Frogs was first produced at Athens in the year 405 b. c. It obtained the first prize in a public competition. The reader can judge of the vast distance that separates us from the humor of the ancient Athenians by reading over the first scene of the play with notes by a Cambridge scholar. The dialogue is supposed to take place as between Dionysus, a god, but disguised as Hercules, and his slave Xanthias. The scene is laid outside Hercules’ house. When they come on the stage, Xanthias is riding on a donkey and carrying an immense pile of luggage on a porter’s pole.

·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·     ·

Xanthias. (Looking round at his burden with a groan.) Shall I say one of the regular things that people in a theater always laugh at?

Note 1. Shall I say? or “Am I to say,” deliberative subjunctive mood.

Note 2. Aristophanes is here laughing at the stale artifices of the comedians who tried to raise laughter by constantly introducing overloaded slaves who groaned and grumbled.

Dionysus. Say what you like except, “I’m overloaded.” But mind, not that. That’s simply wormwood to me.

Xanthias. (Disappointed.) Not anything funny?

Dionysus. Not, “Oh my poor blisters?”

Xanthias. Oh! my poor old neck. Blistered all round and I mustn’t say its blistered! Because that’s funny!

Dionysus. Airs and Insolence! When I, Dionysus, child of the Great Jug, must work and walk, and have him ride lest he should tire himself.

Note 3. Dionysus uses an unexpected word. We expect him to call himself the “child of the Gods” instead of which he calls himself the “child of the Great Jug.” This kind of joke is common with Aristophanes and is called a “paraprosdox.”

 

There! most readers would drop out at about there, and replace the little book on the shelf of the library with a sigh. The Cambridge scholar may have expected Dionysus to call himself the “child of the Gods”; we didn’t. We had no idea what he was going to call himself. The “paraprosdox” never touched us.

 

But after all this is not really fair to the Greeks. We cannot understand their jokes without a lot of explanation on the side as to the manners and customs and events out of which the joke arose. But they knew all that already; hence, for them, there was no painful apparatus of explanation. The joke was instantaneous and apparent.

Turn the thing around the other way. Let us suppose that the Greeks had lived after us instead of before us, and had to read and explain with footnotes our Punch and our Mark Twain and our comic strips and Negro dualogues. The effect would probably be as tedious as the explanations of Aristophanes are to us.

Take one of Mark Twain’s typical jokes, put it into Greek and out again with footnotes. Here is one of the best remembered and most characteristic, taken from a volume of his collected sketches. It purports to be an item of telegraphic news of the day and reads:

Elephant escaped from circus today. Chased two plumbers. Killed one. The other escaped. General regret.

Now we don’t need any explanation as to what a circus was, and what a plumber did, and why there was general regret. We get it all at once. But the Greek reader has to have it all doled out to him with notes. Thus “Elephant escaped from circus.” Note 1. The elephant, or elephas, was still seen in the days of Marcus Twainos in connection with a circus, or traveling arena of wild beasts and men. Similar escapes of elephants are recorded by Diodorus Siculus and Edgar Wallace. Note 2. Plumbers — not connected with plumbago, — were a class of highly skilled artisans who were in secret possession of the art or mystery of putting washers (see under wash) on kitchen taps (look under sink). Hence an imaginary regret at the death of a plumber becomes an amusing form of aposiopesis. The learned commentator Eudidulus finds an entirely different meaning. He tells us that a “plumber” was a song bird and gives to the passage an amorous interpretation.

 

Or let us take a simple example from the accumulated wisdom of Mr. Punch:

Punch’s advice to those about to marry — DON’T.

 

Greek note. The text here seems hopelessly corrupt. If, on the one hand, the people about to marry, don’t marry, then clearly they were not about to marry. On the other hand if they don’t marry, then no one marries, since also those not about to marry, don’t marry. It is possible that something is missing to complete the passage, such as, “don’t hesitate to do so,” “don’t delay any longer.” This not only makes excellent sense, but is characterized by that pungent wit which distinguished the England of Queen Victoria. Compare as parallel passages “Rock me to sleep, mother,” and “Sing a song of sixpence.”

 

In other words, translation of humor from one language to another, from one age to another, from one thought to another, is almost impossible. The effects at which the verbal technique of humor depends are lost in the process. The Greeks might have been a terribly funny people and we wouldn’t have known it. Yet as far as we can or dare judge, their standard of humor was pretty primitive and clumsy. Nor did their heavy and cumbrous language lend itself to the subtleties of speech as do the broken-up and reconstructed languages of the modern world. This of course is, to a classical scholar, rank ignorant heresy. The classical scholars have kept alive the tradition of the superiority of ancient languages — a kaleidoscopic mass of suffixes and prefixes, supposed to represent an infinite shading of meaning. It is a character that they share with the Ojibway and the Zulu languages and such. Effects of far higher complexity and delicacy are possible where language is put together with separate words. Compare the English “Gin a body meet a body coming through the rye,” with the corresponding Greek which has only three words in it. “Let-it-be-taken-as-a-hypothesis — two-people-coming together each with the other — by-or-in-or-from-a-field of or with rye.”

 

The same difficulty runs through all the consideration of Latin, and medieval and Arabic humor of the past. It has to be looked at through dim glass. We cannot truly see it. But we can feel sure that, to our bright intelligences, it was not very funny.

 

After the Greeks and the Romans came the Middle Ages with monks and theologians, troubadours and minstrels as all that there was of literature. It was not an age of letters, still less of humor. The fatter and the jollier of the monks are said to have told one another very funny stories — there being no ladies present — but they didn’t write them down. When they took up their pens they were dreary enough; the nearest they could get to fun was a Latin anagram or acrostic, or some such pedantic word puzzle.

But most people — even the ladies and gentlemen — couldn’t read and write; and if they could, there were practically no books. Hence tales, heroic, or narrative or humorous, had to be told or sung not read; and hence the demand for singers who could carry the lines in their head — improvise them when they fell short — and strum some sort of music with them. These people — troubadours, jongleurs (jugglers) and minstrels — wandered about among the castles, singing for their supper. The art of printing presently killed them, though they long survived in odd places. Walter Scott chronicled the lay of the last of them. Yet their ultimate descendant the organ-grinder still survives.

The minstrels flourished best as the troubadours of Provence. We are told — in the histories of literature — that they carried their art to a high pitch of excellence. Their language was the half-way form of Latin breaking up into Italian, French, Spanish and Portuguese. They sang of chivalry and of love. People who couldn’t hear or read a historic, heroic story any other way sat enraptured listening to the troubadour.

We can only appreciate it by thinking ourselves back into the past. To us, now, it would be intolerable. Imagine listening to the news about Mr. Roosevelt and the New Deal given to us in this form:

The feast is o’er in Roosevelt’s bower

And the Wizard has gone to his White House tower.

His intellect, serene and bold,

Dreams of demonetizing gold.

Then, summoning an office boy,

He calls for fifteen grains of troy.

Thus in his own mysterious way

Does he concoct the N.R.A.

 

But the medieval lady sitting in a flood of silk, with her golden head on the steel shoulder of a knight, took in her literature that way. After all, as compared with English “Course No. 9, Medieval Literature” as given in a modern college, it is not so bad.

But love was the chief theme. At that time and place love had run to seed: it had drifted into silly gallantries, and make-believes, the occupation of the idle hours of people who couldn’t fight or eat all the time, wouldn’t work, despised trade, couldn’t think and had nothing to smoke. Hence the silly gatherings, and the Courts of Love, with a code of laws to guide the true love of true lovers, and mock trials and sentences awarded against erring and recreant lovers. The ladies of Provence married kings and princes and carried with them to their new homes their troubadours and jugglers and their Courts of Love.

One of the best known codes was that of the Countess of Champagne (1181-1197 a. d.). It contained in all thirty-one articles. Articles 20, 23 and 30 explain how a true lover should behave himself.



	
Art.


	
20.


	
The true lover is always timid.





	
〃


	
23.


	
Filled with thoughts of love the true lover eats less, and (presently) still less.





	
〃


	
30.


	
Without intermission the true lover is filled all the time with the image of his lady love.






It would be difficult to see where such a true lover would find a place in the modern world. Few people would care to give him forty cents an hour.

But for humor in all these centuries of song and love, one looks almost in vain. Scholarly historians, holding a brief for the past as scholarly historians always do, tell us that the troubadours were terrible satirists. “Their satire,” says one of their admiring expositors, “was as terrible to the ladies of Provence as was that of Archilochus to the Greeks.” But that probably only means that, if they wanted to, they could tell some pretty raw stuff on anybody. Sometimes, as in the Chanson de Roland, humor is represented by mountainous exaggeration. But this is primitive. It reappears in children’s nursery stories. When children read Hans Andersen’s story of the tinder box and hear of the treasure guarded by a dog with “eyes as big as the round tower of Copenhagen,” they shudder and snigger with mingled fear and laughter. So it was with medieval romance. That is as far as it had got. As beside the reach and range of modern humor, it is nowhere. Yet in a way this humor of exaggeration lives long. The nineteenth century still had it, even before the Americans revived it. Sydney Smith once said of a fat lady of his acquaintance, “I was once rash enough to try walking round her but only got half way.”

 

Nor need one pause overlong to consider the humor of the English Chaucer whose name comes at the close of this period. He died, perhaps, in the year 1400 — and perhaps not. Chaucer has come in for those enduring laurels of praise with which the academic world loves to crown its own initiators of the past. “Like Shakespeare, it would be difficult,” says one of Chaucer’s admirers, “to decide in which style lay Chaucer’s great power — the humorous or the pathetic.” Yet this same critic adds, “It is to be regretted that his tales of the former cast should be almost without exception either positively nasty or unjustifiably licentious. Yet they are related with a spirit, vivacity and ease that have never been surpassed.”

Quite so. In other words he told dirty stories well. So did Abraham Lincoln. He lived in a dirty age of a filth and indecency not known to us now, and to us, if we could see it, no more attractive than a bad smell or a rotten carcase. Chaucer had, for his time, neat and charming tricks of language. But to what extent his humor is humor, to us, is an open question. Yet such is our revering affection for the dawn of our literature, like our own wistful recollections of our childhood, that we resent what seem any cheap and easy affectations of superiority.

The humorous effect, such as it is, rests upon what one of the commentators calls “the delightful gravity with which the animals are invested with intellectual endowments.” In other words it turns on the very primitive incongruity or contrast between animals being animals and yet being able to speak and talking in a very dignified way. Such as it is, the Frenchman La Fontaine, the fable writer of the seventeenth century, did it better still: for he added to it turns of thought with deeper meaning: as thus:

An old wolf lay, reflecting, in his lair — 

For what else can you do in a lair if you don’t reflect in it?

 

After Chaucer came printing, and the early dawn of our literature turned to the full sunrise of the Elizabethan age. There is no doubt of the greatness of this. Bacon and Shakespeare stand as far ahead of the singers and dirty story tellers of the Middle Ages as they do above the Algonquin Indians. Think of such sublime lines as the speech of Macbeth:

“Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!

Life’s but a walking shadow; a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.”

There is a majesty and wonder in the language and the thought never excelled and seldom equaled. A troubadour would have written: “Methought I was a candle and yblowed meself out.”

So, too, Bacon in his marvelous essays of which the words and sentences linger unforgotten.

“What is truth,” said Jesting Pilot, and would not stay for an answer.

But humor? For most of the readers of Shakespeare and for most of the audience at a Shakespearean drama the “humor” does not get very far, or receives only an admiration of esteem. One admits, of course, Falstaff as one of the great humorous creations, as modern or as modernizable, as when written. And Falstaff is enriched by Shakespeare’s marvelous power of language. Compare the scene (Henry IV, Part II) when Falstaff and Prince Hal are discussing the “dressing-down” that the Prince is going to get from his father — and rehearse it in advance, Falstaff assuming the rôle of the King. He proceeds to blame the young prince — in the character of his father — for the bad company he keeps; yet admits that there is one exception.

“And yet,” he says, “there is a virtuous man whom I have often noted in thy company, but I know not his name.”

Prince. What manner of man, an it like your majesty?

Falstaff. A goodly, portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent, of cheerful look, a pleasing and a most noble carriage; and, as I think, his age some fifty, or, by’r lady, including to threescore; and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if that man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If, then, the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep with, the rest banish. . . .

 

It is the custom to decry the English literature of the eighteenth century. Shakespeare and Milton being dead, the century offered no names of equal eminence. It is customary to compare the “artificiality” of Pope’s verse and thought with the sincerity of those who preceded him. It may be so. It is a matter for scholars to wrangle over. It is said that there are in the United States schools over two million colored scholars alone. Let them fight it out.

But in point of humor the eighteenth century represents a great advance. Its changing conditions of human life made for a newer temper — a new kindliness of human thought. The earlier generations had been rude. Two centuries before, people lived in houses without glass windows, swilled thin sour beer for breakfast, quarreled over theology and burned one another alive for heresy. Quiet, intellectual life had no chance. Now things were different. Tobacco had come, and coffee and tea. People smoked long pipes on the benches of coffee houses and learned to talk and write of nothing in particular, whereas Milton needed all Hell to write about.

As the result of the new age we see the appearance of the Spectator and the Tatler. Many things written by Addison and Steele would have been fit for Punch. Laurence Sterne could write on a dead mule and Oliver Goldsmith on a deserted village. The age carried with it an increasing kindliness. The new indifference called religious tolerance was spreading rapidly. Without this broad and kindly outlook humor is not possible. We see it in the pages of Laurence Sterne — the unforgettable Uncle Toby and Corporal Trim — and in the charm that envelops the Vicar of Wakefield. This humor was on a high ground — the humor of the contrasted lights and shadows of character, and not the mere incongruity of words. But for the most part the humor of the eighteenth century tended to get swamped out in the effusions of militant nationalism. Here begins the “roast-beef, blue-water, Rule Britannia” school. Consider as illustrative Jemmy Thomson’s insulting “Rule Britannia”:

The nations not so blest as thee,

Shall one by one to tyrants fall,

While thou shalt flourish great and free

The dread and envy of them all.

Rule Britannia! Britannia rule the waves.  

Britons n-e-e-e-ver will be slaves.  

In such a noise as this it was hard for humor to be heard; or to think in such a stuffy atmosphere as is wafted by the following:

When mighty roast beef was the Englishman’s food

It ennobled our hearts and enrichèd our blood.

Our soldiers were brave and our courtiers were good.

O! the roast beef of Old England.  

And O! for Old England’s roast beef!  

There is indigestion in every line of it. Or think of humor trying to survive along with such intense national hatred as that expressed in Fielding’s verse:

With lantern jaws and meagre cut

See how the half-starved Frenchmen strut

And call us English dogs!  

But we’ll soon teach these English foes

That beef and beer give heavier blows

Than soups and roasted frogs.  

A special outcome of such national pride was the new humor of the navy — the supposedly rough, roaring, rollicking fun of the one-eyed bosun and the lower deck and the bum-boat woman. Tobias Smollett chiefly developed it. Captain Marryat, who could have done better, copied it and modified it. Gilbert and Sullivan later on gently and kindly chloroformed and buried it with Captain Reece and Pinafore and Dead-Eyed Dick. Looking back on it, it looks pretty raw. Here’s a typical piece of Smollett, taken out of Roderick Random:

We had not been many minutes engaged [in a sea-fight] when one of the sailors brought another on his back to the cock-pit where he tossed him down like a bag of oats and, pulling out his pouch, put a large chew of tobacco in his mouth, without speaking a word.

Morgan [the Welsh ship’s doctor] examined the condition of the wounded man and cried out, “As I shall answer now the man is as tead as my great grandfather.” “Dead,” said his comrade, “he may be dead now, for aught I know, but I’ll be damned if he was not alive when I took him up.” So saying, he was about to return to his quarters, when I bade him carry the body along with him and throw it over board. “D —— n the body!” said he. “I think ’tis fair enough that I take care of my own.” My fellow mate [Morgan] snatching up the amputation knife, pursued him half way up the cock-pit ladder crying, “You lousy rascal, is this the church-yard or the charnel house or the sepulchre or the Golgotha of the ship?”

 

Hearty stuff, isn’t it? Roaring fun: real old English — and there are pages and pages of it.

 

So the eighteenth century drew to its end in a generation of wars and thunder. After that was all over, England woke to a new sunshine and its literature in the next two generations moves upward to the crowning splendors of the Victorian age.

Thus rose humor, from the trivialities of the “Ancients,” the indecencies of Chaucer, through the great Elizabethan and on past the smiles of Addison and the tears of Sterne and Goldsmith, through the crepitudinous mouthings of Smollett to the open sunlight of the nineteenth century.


CHAPTER X. THIS VERY MINUTE

[image: img117.jpg]

THE WORLD TODAY — The Coming Man — Snarls for Smiles — Our Damaged World — The Tyranny of the Lower Class — Sex-Stuff — The Brighter Side — A Galaxy of Present-day Humorists — The Cartoon and the Column.

Turn now to talk of humor in the world of today, of this very minute. What are we to think of it? Is it progressing — moving forward or backward or sideways? There is no doubt, sideways.

Let us see first all that can be said against the present outlook, and gather up all that is mean and unfavorable to it. This is in accordance with the best writing of today, the “grouch” writing which alone is popular. We like to hear the bad about everything, not the good. A biography of today shows us not what a hero a man was, but how far from it he was. It shows that Washington was not really American at all but practically an English squire; that Pitt didn’t say as his last words “My country, how I leave my country!” but “Is there another pork pie?”; and that St. Thomas Aquinas was a terrible fellow to run after the girls.

That’s the kind of stuff that makes good reading.

So with humor: to express the situation in Irish, the more you think of its future, the less you think of it. In the first place, is it likely that the man of the future will be a more humorous sort of being than the man of today? Most unlikely. Already from our scientific knowledge we can pretty well foresee his further physical evolution. There seems no doubt, that — from his everlastingly sitting in a motor car — his body will grow longer and longer, and his legs shorter and shorter. Men with short legs can get out quicker and hence will survive.

Future man therefore will be shaped like a frog, with short, wobbly legs, a little backside and long powerful arms. His arms will be bent a little hoop-shaped to fit his steering wheel. His eyes will be set much more sideways than now, so that he can cross a street and look sideways both ways at once. His eyes also, like those of a frog, will have double lids so that he can flip them open and shut in a split second. This is for looking at games, contests, marathons, and high speed championships. The little fellow is a great spectator. You can’t get by him.

He will have practically no hair on his head and a scalp like rubber, with large fluted ears pendulous and quivering, to sort out noises with, and to scoop in aerial radio as it goes by. But very often he will have on his radio-flaps right over his ears.

It seems to me already, as I sit among my friends in my club, that they look pretty much like this. A rough Victorian with a beard would seem like a bear among them. Out of doors these future people would look a little queer to us because of the folded parachutes strapped to them (ready for a lift in a gyro at any minute), and the shock-absorbers they wear over their backsides. In these coming days all fevers and germ diseases will have gone long ago. People will die only from accidents in motor cars, from being run over, or carelessly falling out of a gyro. Hence the need of quick sight, double eyelids, quivering ears and an acquired indifference to seeing other people run over. Seated beside this leather man will be his leather wife. You can easily distinguish her by her larger paunch and the double size of her shock absorber. The little girls will be as beautiful as kittens at twelve years old and all leather at forty.

Now what about the brain of the little leather man? Oh, quick as lightning, in fact quicker. He has to be, or he’d get killed or fall off his house. He grasps any remark before you end it, and sees a joke the minute you start it. But he can’t hold anything — no sustained attention. You’ve got to keep on surprising him or his brain flags and won’t work. His newspapers are made of headings only, and mostly he gets his news through his ear-flaps. He doesn’t read much, because he can fix in little radio books to talk to his ear-plugs. He can look at books only if they have pictures, queer pictures all distorted out of the actual. But he never reads alone; he can’t bear to be alone. It frightens him. He has to turn-on something to relieve him.

And what about his amusement, his laughter? In his places of entertainment they will shoot a deluge of pattern jokes at him at lightning speed and the little fellow chuckles like a tickled frog. Then without an instant’s pause, they souse him into pathos till water rises in his eyes. He’ll stand about an eighth of an inch. Beyond that he’d get surly, so they shift in a split second and crack the world’s news at him. For him everything has to be quick and snappy. The “fun” he prefers consists of “wise-cracks,” short snappy sayings, with a snarl in them. He likes a snarl better than a smile; indeed he’s an ill-conditioned creature at bottom. He could have no possible time for long-drawn humor, for prepared effects; it must all come fast and go quick; and with it distorted pictures, blurred and confused, grotesque transformations, things not physically possible, physically monstrous, a world of delirium. The little creature has outworn his own planet; he’s clutching out into other space, other dimensions.

 

This is, one admits, not exactly a picture of the future. Much of it is here today. Anyone who can see with older eyes can see it so. Much of our humor now — dare one say, especially in America? — is over-rapid, snarling, and ill-tempered. It is used to “show things up,” a vehicle of denunciation, not of pleasure.

So with our picture drawing. Much of it in our illustrated papers is being overwhelmed in distortion, in freakishness, a crazed attempt at novelty. Much of it — not all of it. The American political cartoon is as preëminent as ever in its wit and execution. The American “column” writing still towers upward — but of that later. Let us stick to all the bad stuff first.

 

This rapid, snappy little man of the future is the inevitable outcome of a rapid age. The world goes too fast for humor, perhaps too fast for art. It has no time for reflection. Already that is being done by special reflectors who write whole books of reflections which are then read over in a few minutes by people who never reflect. Or they are thrown on the screen by a moving picture which can easily run off fifty years in fifteen seconds.

The moving picture and the radio are getting in their work upon us. We cannot tell where it will end. “We live,” writes one of our greatest living authors, “in a badly damaged world. It is a world of flickering shadows tossed by electric currents, of a babel of voices on the harassed air, a world of inconceivable rapidity, of instantaneous effects, of sudden laughter and momentary tragedy, where every sensation is made and electrocuted in a second and passes into oblivion. It is a world in which nothing lasts.”

 

On the other hand the moving picture, it cannot be denied, has wonderful physical possibilities for the creation of the comic. Its power of transformation is, literally, magical. It can turn anything into anything at a moment’s notice. Hence all the huge flying phantasmagorias in which weird animals in the semblance of mingled mice, rabbits and cats chase one another over the globe, fly over icebergs, rise, fall, explode, come apart and join again — anything! But the very power cancels itself. Sheer iteration robs it of its power to hold attention. Tired children yawn at its miracles.

One looks back with something like pity to the “transformation scenes” of the old-fashioned theater before movies existed — the darkened stage, the heavy swearing heard behind the wings, the groaning scenery, the flapping curtain — and then up went the gas! as lo! the Robbers’ Cave had turned into the Fairy Palace! But of course, only once a night — and not once every five seconds.

Still greater is the potentiality for humor of the slow motion picture — in which we see action going on and life moving in split seconds. An athlete, leaping over a high bar, rises gently into the air, floats over the bar, and slowly, painfully slowly, gets down to the earth again. This is wonderful. But oddly enough the people who run — or ran — the moving pictures were so slow in comprehension that they put these things on first as serious studies in optics. Only when the audiences broke into laughter did they realize that the thing was funny. Even at that, the slow motion picture has never, as far as I know — and I probably know nothing — been properly exploited for its comic power. Think of an angry quarrel in which one man smashes another’s nose done in this fashion — the gentle approach of the fist, the quiet contact, and the kindly pressure on the nose.

One could imagine a whole drama done in “slow,” a story, that is, which in actual life would last five minutes and would run in “slow” for an hour. One could use a short quick tragedy, a love scene culminating in a murder. Done already? No doubt. But there ought to be not one, but legions of such presentations. With the scene should connect talk and dialogue that move at the ordinary pace and not in time with the slow; the man punching the other’s nose inch by inch could talk to him quite fast and angrily as he did it. In the murder scene the power to make running asides would be simply wonderful.

No doubt it has all been done or, if not, it has been left aside because the people who control moving pictures decide that the moving picture audience would not care for it. For there it is. The moving picture is not art; it is commerce. It was born in sin, born to make money, and it carries with it the marks of its parentage. It makes art its servant. But even its most magnificent effects, its most artistic presentation is hampered and hindered by the fact that it is there to make money.

It is not a true art because it cannot be conceived in the brain of the individual artist and executed by him. Consider the difference. Poetry is a true art. The poet needs only words and paper; not even that, since poetry is older than writing. He doesn’t even need a listener. He can talk to the waves or the woods. And in its origin poetry had nothing to do with money — even now mighty little.

Take drawing. Giotto only needed a little stick and the sand to draw his round O upon. A painter conceives a picture and makes it. A composer conceives a piece of music and makes it.

But the moving picture! If you or I conceive one, what a vast intervention of other minds and other hands, of physical apparatus and technical considerations — and then, overwhelmingly, the sheer utter dominance of the commercial motive. We can write a poem and then see if it will sell; draw a picture and see if anyone will buy it — and if not, can hug to our hearts the bitter consolation of art for art’s sake. But the moving picture! Before we can make it at all the “salesmen” must decide that it will sell, that it will please the public.

Please the public! That’s the trouble today not only with the moving picture but with everything that is written to be printed or acted, everything drawn, sung, or depicted. Nothing can appear unless there’s money in it. Poetry and drawing and painting could keep alive, but such things as moving pictures, radio programmes and syndicated newspaper stuff can live only if people will pay for them. And not only some people but practically all the people. It is the ten-cent crowd that are needed, not the plutocrats. Hence has been set up in our time an unconscious tyranny of the lower class. The snobbishness of the term may pass without apology in view of the truth of the fact. In spite of all we might wish, there is still such a thing as a lower class — people who have not had the education, the home advantages, the travel and the culture that have come to the more fortunate. And it is the wishes and likings of the mass which largely dictate what the rest of us shall see and hear. More and more the stage, the screen and the press succumb to this temptation. Now and then and here and there it is possible to present something over which a professor and a plough boy, a servant girl and a sorority sister may laugh and cry together. But not often. To a great extent, moving pictures and newspaper fun and radio talk have got to be made cheap enough for the cheapest, silly enough for the silliest and obvious enough for the dullest. Hence the unnatural overemphasis and overacting — partly to overcome the physical medium; hence the breaking down of those principles of consistency of character, unity of conception and so on which used to seem the necessary conditions under which alone art could exist.

 

To this tyranny of the lower class add the tyranny of the moralist and the tyranny of the advertiser. Take as an example the peculiar limitations which impose themselves on anyone wishing to sell humorous writing to syndicated newspapers. Grant, of course, that in wishing to sell at all, the writer becomes commercial too; he ought, like the poet, to go out and crack his jokes to the waves and the woods and let the squirrels have a laugh. Yet at least he has a certain instinct for creation.

But creation, when syndicated, must be strictly confined. The writer must say nothing about religion, either for or against; nothing about prohibition (though that ban is now lifted); nothing about women, as they really are. “Syndicated” women have to conform to types — such as college girls, chewing gum and doing Algebra, and calling the President “Prexie.” In reality college girls don’t chew gum, have forgotten algebra and call the President Dr. Smith, not Prexie.

Nor can a writer in syndicated humor say anything for or against labor or capitalism or for or against Republicans or Democrats; nor anything for or against companies or trusts or against rubber or soap or oil or any great product; nor reflect on any class such as farmers or dentists or undertakers; nor make any reference to the next world or to spiritualism.

It is amazing that artists and writers can comply with such requirements. They can do it only by sticking to a range of childish and innocuous topics. They may, for example, make huge fun of Mr. Boob, who can’t get his furnace to work; Mr. Nutt, half drowned by his own garden hose; and Mr. and Mrs. Snarl, who never stop fighting. From this stuff and similar stuff in the “movies” one gets an impression as if the whole of us were being flattened back into childishness.

 

But even when one has talked of these impediments to the progress of humor — this over rapidity and over vapidity — the greatest remains still. This is the growing obsession of our time with “sex-stuff” — the very antithesis of wholesome humor, corroding it like an acid. All over the surface of our current literature, mostly in our fiction, there is spreading a nasty green slime of sex-stuff.

Those of us who were brought up half a century ago in the wholesome days of the eighties and the nineties, are probably more aware of the existence of this noxious atmosphere than those being raised on it.

It may very likely be that this outbreak of sex-obsession came as one of the unforeseen by-products of the emancipation of women. In the old Victorian days, now passing out of memory, women had quite a different place from what they have now. The men did everything and ran everything, and women represented just the ornamental side of life and the household side. They were given a sort of general commission as angels, fairies, grandmothers and such, and with that the men kept them pretty well secluded. They never got out without a chaperon and a book of rules. It wasn’t quite as complete as the Turkish system but it was nearly as good.

The only serious job given over to women was that of the care of the sick. They didn’t really know anything about it — had never seen a clinical thermometer — but they filled the sick room with flowers (carbonic acid gas) and sat and did needlework beside the bed. It wasn’t bad. People often got well. Such was their province.

O woman! in our hours of ease, (so sang the poet)

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please,

When pain and anguish wring the brow

A ministering angel thou!

To be coy all day, uncertain all evening, and an angel in the night of illness, such was the function of women. Men did all the work and all the thinking, ran all the professions, made all the money.

 

Then things began to change. Women began to get educated, to break into the colleges, to vote, to carry on professions. Everybody knows all that. It wouldn’t have mattered so much if the ornamental stuff had dropped off with it; women dressed like ash barrels would have sat on committees with men in overalls. But instead of that there arose all the new “sex-stuff” that has transformed the world since the days of the early nineties that some of us still remember as the days of our youth.

It is hard to say how it began — probably with little things. Somebody, let us say, put a girl’s face on the outside of a magazine instead of the good old Latin Mottoes and pictures of the Capitol at Washington that used to be there. Now the girl’s face has spread everywhere. In any magazine stand you will see a whole display of them — huge, pink faces with yearning eyes, and blubbering lips, or long, close, furtive eyes that are meant to stand for mystery. From the magazines the girl’s face — emblem of the present sex-enslavement — spread everywhere. A grocery firm want to order a Christmas calendar for their customers. What design do they put on it — a ham, a cheese, a bologna sausage? That’s what they used to put in the early nineties, and a skilled artist of those days could combine those three things with a charm that made your mouth water. But now, oh no! Just a great girl’s face — or at most a girl’s face eating a bologna sausage and saying “How do you like my Bologna?”

They put girl’s faces now on calendars, on book jackets, on posters and placards; next year they are going on bills, invoices and government blue books. The girl and the girl’s face have passed into a national emblem — Miss America, Miss California, Miss Patagonia. In the early nineties, when we wanted to see a critical competition, something with real life in it, we used to go and see a prize hog show. Anyone from the other side of the Mississippi, or any Englishman north of the Ouse, could stand and look at a fat hog all day; just as a Scotchman would look at a terrier or a man from Kentucky look at a horse. But now they all stand and gop at “Miss America,” and “Miss Ireland.” Even the Japs held a show last year to pick out Miss Yokohama.

Think of it! What has become of all the old national types? John Bull — turned into Miss Brighton. Uncle Sam — he’s now 48 misses. Where are the Russian Bear, and the British Bulldog and the American Eagle — the symbols of our former manliness? All turned into girls and flopping little flags.

The worst of it is that presently people began inventing a new set of words to go along with the new sex-stuff. The biggest and most successful was “sex-appeal.” No one heard of anything of that sort in the early nineties. But all the Miss Americas are supposed to have it; and the men and all the women go round looking for it. This “sex-appeal” — whatever the nasty thing is — is now supposed to be quite a qualification. Men who have it would feel flattered to be told about it. In my time back in the early nineties it would sound like telling a man that he had a skunk tied to him. Now it is quite different. I imagine that people now-a-days would get a job on the strength of it or would lose a job for want of it. I can well believe that the letter bags of today would contain such correspondence as the following:

You will be sorry to hear that my husband has lost his job in the flour and feed business. He had held it for seventeen years and they hated to let him go. But the general manager explained that he hadn’t enough “sex-appeal” for the business. He needed more “pep.”

Now-a-days when the flour and feed firms all sell “vigoro” and “humpo” and mash for laying hens, a man has to have “pep” and “sex-appeal” to deal with the customers.

Or this — Letter from the manager of the North South East and West Railway to a junior clerk:

Dear Mr. Smith,

We are sorry to have to drop you from the staff of our uptown ticket office. But the fact is that you have not sufficient “sex-appeal.” Our lady customers like something silkier and oilier than you are. We have debated whether we could oil you up a little but fear it is impossible.

Please do not ask us for a job in the freight department as a truck driver, as the case there is stronger still. You haven’t the chest for it.

 

All of this sex-appeal stuff — having got started on this digression, I hate to leave it — was enormously accelerated by the fact of women breaking into men’s games. They not only broke into them but they spoiled them. Lawn tennis came first. They got into that from the start. Back in the eighties and nineties we didn’t look on lawn tennis as a game in the real sense. It was just a sissy business on a lawn, played with girls as part of a social afternoon. The real games were football and lacrosse, baseball and cricket. Nobody played tennis well or wanted to; those of us who were six and a half feet high could beat the rest of us. It was just a matter of height.

Then came golf. In the early nineties no one played golf except a few fluffy old Scotchmen in plaids and tartans, wholesome-looking old men who looked like an advertisement for whiskey. We used to notice them knocking a little ball round the landscape, with a flask in their pocket. We didn’t understand that it was a game; we thought it was just their way of drinking whiskey. At their age they couldn’t stand up at a bar and drink it as we did. They needed air with it. They could hold more.

Then began the transformation of golf. It moved out of the parks and the sheep pastures, laid out vast links, built palaces and let in women. Now it is all women. Look at any golf links of today — the bright autumn landscape and the pleasant greens all spoiled by a bunch of tubby-looking women, all over the place. Can they play? Of course not. A few of them seem able to hit the ball, but not really. Any of us who played real games in the early nineties could have gone on the ground and licked them off it. But they got there and started their sex-appeal stuff, and the men went all to pieces; began dressing themselves up in silk golf shirts, imported tartan ties and silly plus-fours shaped like a pair of baby’s pants.

So of course lots of women can beat them. Look at any two of these men walking round the links with their soft new clothes and their heads prematurely bald as eggshells. All men are bald now. Its the price they pay for being so much with women. In the nineties we always presumed that a bald man either was a professor or had lived too fast a life, and was a little silly over women. Now they are all a little silly over women, so they all get bald.

But the new games did worse than that. They served to help along the foolish idea that men and women could be “comrades.” I always hate that word, especially when it is pronounced “Kumrads,” with a silly, soapy, mock-manly intonation. When I hear a man say, “I have many ‘Kumrads’ among women who are just real pals and chums,” I think I know where to class him.

Back in the nineties we didn’t look on women as comrades. We looked on them as a dangerous drug. You had to be mighty careful and keep away from them all you could. They were in their place for certain times and occasions — for evening parties and dances. But for daily, hourly intercourse as comrades! No, thank you, we didn’t want to get bald.

Of course in the eighties and nineties every young man presently “got crazy” over a girl — we had exactly the right name for it. He got engaged to her and went round with her all the time, flooping round in a canoe under shadowed river banks. But we understood it. The man was just knocked out for the time being. Presently he would either marry the girl or she would “throw him over.” Anyway he’d be all right later. Some night he’d be back in the bar again with his foot on the rail — cured.

Those days seem long ago. Since then the women have taken over one half of man’s world, and keep the whole of their own. Man’s sense of humor — his distinctive attribute — has to survive as best it can in this new atmosphere.

 

Someone may object here that this sex-stuff is no new thing, and that in the domain of humor dirty jokes are as old as the history of laughter. But that is quite another thing. Dirty jokes are all right when the humor is strong enough and clear enough to wash away the dirt. I know a lot of them like that. But I will not set them down here. Some people might not realize how superior they are.

A dirty joke, in other words, is all right when the joke redeems the dirt. Nothing is more wholesome to the eye than a group of men roaring in concert after an after-dinner joke. No editor would print it, though any editor would enjoy it. Very different is the slimy stuff that all, nearly all, editors and publishers look for to make magazines circulate and turn a stupid book into a “best seller.”

 

Now all that has gone above, as to the outlook for humor, represents things that are going to happen and are even here and there beginning to happen, but not things that have happened yet. These are just the clouds on the horizon. For the present the sky is bright enough. Apart from the world eminence of a Dickens or a Mark Twain — a thing that happens once in centuries — there are as good humorists in the world today as there ever were — perhaps better.

Of those in England I have spoken enough already. Let me pay a willing tribute to those in America. It is not possible in a book of this sort to attempt a list of classified, and stratified, humorists. That kind of thing is always impossible and is more invidious in what it leaves out than flattering in what it puts in. But it seems to me that, taken as a group, the American humorists of today are far and away ahead of the humorists of preceding times — not ahead of such eminent genius as that of Dickens and Mark Twain and Alphonse Daudet, taken singly, but standing collectively at a higher level than those of the past.

Shall I mention such names as Irvin Cobb and Robert Benchley? No, I will not. It is better taste not to name them. But if I did name them, I wouldn’t mind saying that I consider Irvin Cobb a far funnier man than Shakespeare. If the word “funny” sounds too comic, I will put it as a far more “humorous” man than Shakespeare. I think Shakespeare himself would have admitted this. He would have said, “Cobb, it marvels me how thou dost it!” Scholars will say this marks me as an ignoramus. Very good, in that case so I am; and so is Cobb; and so is Shakespeare.

Similarly, Aristophanes would have admitted the superiority of Bob Benchley to himself, or wished he had had the same chance of being born two thousand five hundred years later. One can imagine Aristophanes saying to Euripides, “Listen, Euripides, just a minute, if you know how, this is Benchley’s latest in the Athenike Salpinx; get this.”

In spite of all that can be said about the hurry-scurry of the age, the degradation of art to please the mass, the substitution of snarls for smiles and the widespread smear of sex, there are great humorists in America. I have mentioned two of them. J’en passe des meilleurs — I leave out some of the best as a bygone Frenchman once said. Here is Harry Leon Wilson, with his priceless Ruggles, and Donald Ogden Stewart and George Chappell, on either of whom Aristophanes has nothing and Herodotus still less. Christopher Morley can be as funny as he likes when he wants to be and remain just as wise. What my criticisms above are meant to mean is simply this: — will there ever be such men as these again? Mr. Gellett Burgess told me some time ago that he doubted it very much; and I have heard Croy and Cuppy and Nunnally Johnson say the same thing. What is more, these men are away ahead of the generation of the Josh Billingses and the Bill Nyes in that they are educated men. Benchley even claims to have been at Harvard, and Ellis Parker Butler, I believe, was put out of several colleges, all first-class ones.

 

Nor is it only in the domain of writing that American humor still maintains its eminence. In comic and humorous drawing the ravages effected by crazy and meaningless distortions have not covered the whole field.

The American political cartoons have, so far, escaped this deterioration into meaningless distortion and still hold their own. They use, and always have, not the literal method of drawing things as they are, described above in connection with Punch, but employ the typical American method of exaggeration. This is a quite different thing from the freakishness for freakishness’ sake of the burlesque illustrations. Exaggeration can have significance in every line of it. But the cartoons excel not so much in the art of the drawing as in the extraordinary cleverness of fancy which goes to their creation.

It is of course impossible to convey this without the drawings themselves. But all are familiar with the huge bloated figures, often covered with dollar marks to represent “capital,” and the poor little midgets labeled with such names as “The Common People,” “The Tax Payer,” etc.

Beside the distinctive excellence of the American political cartoon one may place the similar distinction of the American “column,” a thing equaled nowhere else. The little columns, full of odd comment under such titles as a “Line o’Type or Two,” “The Conning Tower,” “It Seems to Me,” and “Good Morning,” have grown up as one of the happiest and wholesomest developments of our time. To say who started it is like guessing at Homer’s birthplace. But certainly Bert Taylor — the B. L. T. of the “Line o’ Type” of the Chicago Tribune, whose name is still held in affectionate memory, was one of the pioneers, along with Franklin P. Adams of the “Conning Tower.” “Good Morning” is the salutation of Malcolm Bingay in the Detroit Free Press, and “It Seems to Me” means that it seems to Heywood Broun. One can hardly hope to quote or reproduce this column work in single samples. But it stands as one of the bright outstanding features of our current American humor of the day.

 

But if one may venture to display a brick as a sample of a house, or a thread as a sample of a coat, perhaps the following quotations from some of the writers just named will be in point.

“The Church cannot be holy on Sunday and worldly on Monday,” says Bishop Freeman, of Washington. Bishop, you’d be surprised.

M.B.

One of those Earnest Minds writes me a circular letter wanting to know what 10 books I would enjoy reading most. Ten that I have not read.

M.B.

Minneapolis reports a seven pound baby born to a 48 pound midget. Just a block off the old chip.

M.B.

Of course, the people could go and mine their own coal, and we suppose an elephant might raise his own peanuts.

D.M.

Poetry is not what a poet creates. It is what creates poets.

D.M.

The one good thing about me is my opinion about myself.

E.W.H.

A gasoline war, now that prices are rising, is said to be imminent. Ho! for the stormy petrol!

F.P.A.


CHAPTER XI. EPILOGUE: FROM THE RIDICULOUS TO THE SUBLIME
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AS HAS BEEN said several times above, humor, in its highest form, no longer excites our laughter, no longer appeals to our comic sense, no longer depends upon the aid of wit.

We have recalled the picture of little Huckleberry Finn floating down the Mississippi on his raft or discussing with his Nigger Jim the mysteries of the Universe. We have seen the poor debtors of Dickens’s debtors’ prison, with their broken lives, their pots of porter, their tawdry merriment, their pitiable dignity and their unutterable despair. Such pictures as these call forth a saddened smile of compassion for our human lot; it all seems so long past, so far in retrospect, that the pain is gone.

Such is the highest humor. It represents an outlook upon life, a retrospect as it were, in which the fever and fret of our earthly lot is contrasted with its shortcomings, its lost illusions and its inevitable end. The fiercest anger cools; the bitterest of hate sleeps in the churchyard; and over it all there spread Time’s ivy and Time’s roses, preserving nothing but what is fair to look upon.

Hence comes into being the peculiar legend of the “good old times of the past.” Each age sees the ones that preceded it through a mellow haze of retrospect; each looks back to the good old days of our forefathers. In England, people turn back affectionately, and always have, to the days when “England was England”; they can still hear the sound of the village church bells across four centuries of distance. They talk of “Merrie England,” and of the Roast Beef of Old England, forgetting that England is older now.

Seen through this refracting prism of past distance all the harsh outlines are blurred and softened, the colors mingle to a mellow richness. Beside it, all the people and things about us at the moment seem crude and hard. The dead are better companions than the living.

Each of us in life is a prisoner. The past offers us, as it were a door of escape. We are set and bound in our confined lot. Outside, somewhere, is eternity; outside, somewhere, is infinity. We seek to reach into it and the pictured past seems to afford to us an outlet of escape. When we read of the past, all the pain is out of it; so may we sit buried in some old book of battles long ago, of kings who rose and fell, of multitudes that died of plagues and were swept away in floods. How quaint and sweet sounds now the Plague of London! What terror then; what rumbling of the carts of death passing in the night! But now, what a charm to read of it in the enchanted pages of an Evelyn or a Pepys.

Such too is that escape by the inner absorption of the mind in something utterly unconnected with the pains, the pleasures, the profit and the work of life. Here, for those who can enter it, is the door of the higher mathematics — the comic sections of the Greeks, purposeless and without bearing for them on any art or occupation, but of what infinity of interest. I have often thought that for those absorbed in recondite studies, life must be peaceful indeed. But it is not so. The rapture of isolation is only caught and lost. I used to think, for example, that there must be a wondrous stillness and serenity in the life of a comparative philologist; I thought so till I knew one — a bygone colleague. I realized, as I got to know him that for him life was all storm and stress — the Annual Philological Congress to attend, each one seeming to crowd on the heels of the last; the preparation of “papers,” as terrific to him as the manufacture of nitroglycerin. He witnessed and fought all through the great revolution against the Anglo-Saxonization of English spelling, helped to drive out the legend of an Aryan prototype of Sanskrit, and, as his biggest achievement, lived to put the pluperfect subjunctive practically where it is now.

Through all this life and storm he came and went about the college abstracted, muttering, practically unknown; yet to himself a storm center of seething action.

I saw his queer little funeral — the littlest I ever saw — go past the college gates in a snowstorm. A medical student on the steps lit his pipe and asked, “What the Hell’s that?” and when they told him— “I never heard of him,” he said. Yet the man had been with us thirty years.

Escape is barred. And yet we look around forward and backward to find it; nor anywhere more eagerly than backward, to those wistful and haunting recollections of our childhood, that search for a vanishing identity connecting us with eternity but lost in the mist of the infinite. How much of our poetry carries the illumination of that retrospect toward childhood, colored once with the hues of the morning and now changing to those of the fall of night.

I remember, I remember, the house where I was born!

Why should that haunt us? We ought to think, “Certainly I do; it was No. 7 John St.” So shall we sing:

When you and I were young, Maggie,

And all the world was green

And every lad a King, Maggie,

And every lass a queen! . . .

 

What a preposterous statement, if we take it on its face; only the Royal Family of Roumania living in the green mountains could live up to it.

 

All through such recollections, all through such sentiments, runs the strain of the highest humor, like gold in the bed of a stream. Here belong our recollections of our school days, never recalled without a pleasant smile for even the worst of our sufferings, a laugh for our simplest adventures.

 

The other day upon the street I stopped a distinguished friend of mine, a dignified colonel, well up in the sixties, and I said: “Reg, I must tell you. A week or so ago, in Pittsburgh I ran across Eph Lyon.”

“Eph Lyon!” he said, brought up all standing with the sudden interest of it! If I had said, “The other day I saw the King of Siam,” my old schoolmate would have merely said, “Did you?” but here he stood in the snowflakes, repeating, “Eph Lyon! Eph Lyon! Why, let me see, I haven’t seen Eph Lyon for — what! — fifty years.”

“Fifty,” I said. “That’s right, you and I and Eph were all at the school together fifty years ago.”

“Eph,” said the colonel, standing fixed in his tracks with the snow falling round him — if he had any business he’d quite forgotten it— “Eph was the best half back on the football team.”

“Quarter back,” I said.

“Half,” he protested.

“No,” I said, “Gib Gordon was half.”

“Why, of course,” he admitted. “Gib Gordon! certainly Gib Gordon! Do you remember the day when Beer Ryckert tried to smash his face in?”

And we both laughed, thinking of that angry quarrel in the football field of fifty years ago — all past and vanished but the “humor” of it.

 

Hear how people talk who have known one another as children and who come together again in later life, and laugh over the angers and quarrels of their childhood.

“Do you remember that day when I took away your doll and you cried so?”

“Yes, and do you remember I simply got furious and scratched you across the face?”

They both laugh at the recollection.

“Yes, and then your Aunt Mary came in and sent you home and put me in the cupboard.”

“Shall I ever forget my rage in that awful dark cupboard?”

 

So it would seem to me if departed spirits later on would talk and hold converse about their previous lives — far behind them — they would talk as we talk of childhood happenings. The angers, the misfortunes, even the crimes would have faded into happy recollection, into divine retrospect, into “humor.”

 

“Do you remember,” thus speaks one of the dead, “the night you broke into my house and my brother and I heard you in the cellar and came down with a gun?” “Do I remember?” laughs the other. “Say, was I scared? I sat there in the coal fumbling with my darned old automatic and then just by luck I got a fair crack at your brother — and just then in hopped the police, you remember?”

They both laughed at the thought of it. “And the trial, do you remember the trial, wasn’t it simply killing?” More laughter. “Yes, and the day you were hanged, eh? Say, I’ll never forget it. Well, they were great old days!”

 

If, as the poet Rostand saw it, the armies of the dead still ride and flaunt over the night sky above the battle fields of Europe, there will be no sternness in their faces, no martial anger left.

They would be like the cherished picture of the Duke of Wellington and Marshal Soult riding in London in a carriage together in the eighteen forties, or like the aged men from the North and the South who in 1913 walked over again the ground of Pickett’s Charge of fifty years before at Gettysburg, laughing and mumbling of the fierce fight at the Stone Wall. Thus may the dead be standing, side by side, about their cenotaphs of today, talking together, nation with nation, ally with enemy, in a language which the living have not yet learned to use.

 

Thus does life, if we look at it from sufficient distance, dissolve itself into “humor.” Seen through an indefinite vista it ends in a smile. In this, if what the scientists tell us is true, it only offers a parallel to what must ultimately happen to the physical universe in which it exists. Matter, we are told, is not matter in the real or solid sense. It is only a manifestation of force or energy, seeking to come to rest. An atom is not an atom in the sense of being a particle or thing. It is just an area inside whose vast empty dimensions unmatched forces, stresses and strains are trying to come together and neutralize one another. When they do this — at some inconceivable distance of time — then the universe ends, finishes; there is nothing left of it but nothingness. With it goes out in extinction all that was thought of as matter, and with that all the framework of time and space that held it, and the conscious life that matched it. All ends with a cancellation of forces and comes to nothing; and our universe ends thus with one vast, silent, unappreciated joke.


The Greatest Pages of American Humor
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Chapter One . THE ORIGINS OF AMERICAN HUMOR
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THE INDIANS AND the Puritans — A Poor Start for Fun — Action and Reaction — Puritan Sobriety Breeds Yankee Irreverence — From Psalm Books to Farmer’s Almanacs — Benjamin Franklin Brings Down Lightning and Light and Laughter.

 

ON ITS FIRST SETTLEMENT from Europe, the outlook for humor in America, and chiefly in New England, looked rather grim. Here on the spot was the Indian, probably the least humorous character recorded in history. He took his pleasure seriously — with a tomahawk. Scientists tell us that humor and laughter had their beginnings, in the dawn of history, in the exultation of the savage over his fallen foe. The North American Indian apparently never got beyond the start. To crack his enemies’ skull with a hatchet was about the limit of the sense of fun of a Seneca or a Pottawottomie. The dawning humor of such races turned off sideways and developed into the mockery and the malice which are its degenerated forms. The distinction is still seen today as between the genial writings of the humorist compared with the snarls of the literary critic.

Not all races were like this. The equatorial Negroes were laughing when the white found them and are laughing still. The Vikings and the Anglo-Saxons were fond of a roaring laugh but had to get drunk first to enjoy it properly. They still do. As beside these merrier races the saturnine Indian, his face carved in stone, seems a thing to shudder at. Long after he had ceased to terrorize the frontier he still terrorized the sidewalk in front of the tobacco stores. Of him it has been written 

 

The painted Indian rides no more; 

He stands, at a tobacco store; 

His cruel face proclaims afar 

The terror of the cheap cigar.

 

To the Indian was added the Puritan. He came from a land where there was plenty of laughter. But he didn’t care for it. Indeed, it was on that account that he left it. Puritanism was one of the products of the break-up of the Europe of the Middle Ages. The old feudal world was a stagnant place, rather piggish and rather brutal, but rudely comfortable and little changing from century to century. It broke up to give way to a new and restless world — of eager discovery, of unwonted luxury, of rising art and learning, and furious religion. It brought with it a contrast between the new strenuousness and the older ease, between the fat friar, round as Bacchus, and the lean sectary, narrow as a lath; the placid Abbot dozing over a vellum book, and the inquisitive Galileo searching the sky with glass. People of an easy temperament no doubt looked upon the new reformers and preachers, printers and astronomers, much as later ages, rightly or wrongly, looked upon suffragettes, osteopaths and prohibitionists.

Out of the conflict came the Puritan. From a world that laughed too much and worshiped too little, which roared over profane play-acting and danced around maypoles, he turned to the silent ecstasy of the wilderness.

In any great quarrel it is always clear, in retrospect, that both sides were right. It must be so, or there could be no great quarrels among people of valor and conscience. So the Puritan, patterned on an Oliver Cromwell, was right, and the cavalier, embodied at his best and bravest in the merry King Charles the Second, was just as right as he was. The cavalier went to Virginia hoping to laugh. The Puritan went to New England determined not to. In the course of time the Virginian, in a land of beauty and adventure, turned to chivalry and romance; the Puritan, grown irreverent from overpiety, turned into a humorist.

But, at the start, at any rate, the Puritan got what he wanted. Sermons that lasted for hours in plain log meetinghouses, bitter with the cold: no note of music but the human voice and the cheerless pitchpipe; in meeting and out of it a perpetual searching of the soul, varied only with the rude struggle to keep alive the body. Danger was always near. Death was always imminent.

Away went all the festivals and “holy days” of the Church of England, their public celebration forbidden by the laws of the Puritan settlements. Judge Sewell of Boston could write, in 1685, of Christmas Day:

Some somehow observe the day but are vexed to believe that the body of the people profane it, and blessed be God, no authority yet to compel them to keep it.

All evil games were prohibited: the import, the sale and the use of cards were equally against the law; so too dice; and, very generally at first, quoits, bowls and ninepins. It was not till well on in the seventeen hundreds that a reverend pastor first allowed himself a set of pins. But the path was too hard, the pace was too arduous. It went beyond the capacity of human nature. “You may throw nature out with a fork,” says the Roman poet, “but back it comes.” With one kind of holiday gone, another kind rose up. Thus originated Thanksgiving Day — or rather Thanksgiving Week — that first appeared in 1621. It was an orgy of feasting, including the consumption of “a great store of wild turkeys and enough deer and waterfowl to last six days. The company had ‘King Massasoyt’ and ninety of his Indians as fellow revellers with the fifty-five whites.” In the pauses of eating there were public prayers and military drill. For the young folks there were such games as religion sanctioned, such as “stool-ball” or “wicket,” a bat and ball game in which one can reconstruct with reverence the twilight beginnings of the World’s Baseball Series.

Nor could the highest pitch of piety be maintained even in church. Members would doze off asleep, and a “tithing man” was needed to prod them back to attention. The young folks got inattentive and giggled. We read how in the town of Norwich — the year might be about 1670  “Tabatha Morgus of said Norwich did on ye 24 day of February, it being Sabbath on ye Lordes Day, profane ye Lordes day in ye meeting house of ye west society in ye time of ye forenoon service on s’d Day by her rude and Indecent Behaviour in Laughing and Playing in ye time of ye said service which Doinges of ye s’d Tabatha is against ye peace of our Sovereign Lord ye King, his Crown and Dignity”. Tabatha’s parents had to pay three shillings and sixpence. But someone ought to put up a monument to the wicked little girl as America’s first comedian.

But in spite of grimness, merriment would have its way. The law forbade dancing schools, but dancing grew apace. A colonial governor in 1713 actually gave a ball. All sorts of games broke loose, some innocent some cruel, such as capturing wolves and tying them up to be worried to death by dogs. Music came back to its own. The organ appeared in 1711. There was a “consort perform’d by Sundry Instruments at the Court Room by the Town Dock in 1732.” Public punishments, whipping, the stocks, the pillory, and, above all, public executions, developed in New England as in old, into a form of public diversion. The hanging of Captain Quelch and five other pirates at Boston in 1704 was a huge event: Judge Sewell wrote that “cousin Moody saith there were a hundred fifty boats and canoes in the river to look on. He told them.” Meaning he counted them. “When the scaffold was let to sink there was such a screech of the women that my wife heard it,” says the Judge, “sitting in our entry a mile away.”

With the public executions came the funerals as scenes, not of merriment, but of the super-excitement bred from the very dullness of life. In such scenes does our perplexed humanity seek in a make-believe hilarity to cheat the finality of its despair. There was much drinking. “Our Ancestors,” wrote Nathaniel Hawthorne, “were wont to steep their tough old hearts in drink and strong wine and indulge in an outbreak of grisly jollity.” We read that when a Connecticut youth David Porter was drowned in the river at Hartford in 1678, the sum of 1 shilling was spent for a pint of liquor for those who dived for him, 2 shillings for a quart of liquor for those who brought him home, 5 shillings for two quarts of wine and 1 gallon of cider for the jury of inquest who sat on him, and I pound 15 shillings for 8 gallons and 3 quarts of wine for the funeral. After that the 12 shillings spent on his coffin seems a mere afterthought.

* * * * *

Literature loosened up and lightened up last. Only long after the exuberance and natural irreverence of youth laid a basis for the rise of humor did any such element appear in the books and writings of the Puritans in America. Such literature as struggled into life among them bore the stamp of their stern and wild surroundings, their fight for life, and their imminent sense of death. Here among their earliest productions is the first real printed book of New England, second only to an Almanac, the famous and venerable “Bay Psalm-Book” of the year 1640. The singing of psalms was notoriously a godly practice. It was looked upon as a vent for the natural merriment of which even a Puritan was guilty at times. The Psalm Book itself, quoting from the fifth Chapter of the Epistle of St. James, says, “If any be merry let him sing psalms.” Any of us today, looking at the rare old book, or a reproduction of it, would certainly feel that to sing it would take all the merriment out of us. But to the people of New England it was an object of love and veneration. They had brought with them various “psalm-books” like the “well-worn psalm-book of Ainsworth,” which Longfellow says lay in the lap of Priscilla (artful creature) when John Alden came to make love by proxy for Miles Standish. But the Puritans were not satisfied till they bought a press, fetched out an English printer and made “a psalm-book” — that is, a singing English version of the songs of David — of their own. To the cruel and irreverent eye of today it is a fearful and wonderful production. Its punctuation would have made Artemus Ward ashamed of his own. Plenty of the type came out upside down, and the spelling was without prejudice. But as Cotton Mather said of it, “God’s altar needs not our polishings.” To the Puritan it was by definition and purpose a merry book. One looks in vain in it for humor, except here and there a touch of that grim exultation over a fallen foe which is the basis of primitive laughter. Take for example the cheering verses, lustily sung, in which is described how “Jael the Kenite” (try Canaanite) woman killed Sisera:

 

He water asked: she gave him milk,

him butter forth she fetch’d 

in lordly dish: then to the nail 

She forth her left hand stretched.

Her right the workman’s hammer held 

And Sisera struck dead:

She pierced and struck his temple through 

And then smote off his head.

He at her feet, bow’d, fell, lay down, 

he at her feet bow’d, where he fell: ev’n where 

 he bowed down he fell destroyed there.

 

There would seem from the text little doubt that Sisera fell down. The singing of this in loud and cheery unison, led by the notes of little wooden “pitch-pipes” (a compromise with music), must have been rather good fun. It may have been at such a verse as this that Tabatha Morgus started to snigger. But to get proper information on such a point one must turn to a real book on the subject such as Alice Earle’s book of half a century ago on The Sabbath in Puritan New England.

The Psalm Book came first. After that New England turned out sermons, works on religion and histories. Here we have The Wonder Working Providence of Zion’s Saviour in New England, a history of the settlement written by an Edward Johnson and published in London in 1654; Bradford’s History of the Plymouth Plantation; Cotton Mather’s Magnalia Christi Americana, and Jonathan Edward’s Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God. None of this sounds very cheerful. Indeed it took New England pretty well a century to cheer up. The Harvard library of 1723, we are told, had not admitted Bolingbroke or Addison or Swift or Pope. Yet reading was spreading. Boston booksellers of Queen Anne’s time reaped a harvest, selling works on theology and “execution” sermons — preached at hangings and much sought after, such as Cotton Mather’s tribute to the pirate Captain. Then there were imported pamphlets, poems and plenty of Latin bound in vellum.

But the humblest of all the books was presently destined to outrank and outsell all other profane literature. This was the family Almanac, the parent spring in the rocks of Puritanism from which flowed the current that widened into American Humor. The first Almanac, as already said, had come to New England alongside of the Psalm Book. It was a necessary compilation for pioneer settlers who must needs keep track of days and months and seed time or harvest. The Almanac originally was but a sort of poor cousin of a real book. One recalls how Charles Lamb spoke of it as among “books which are no books.” But in New England, through force of circumstances, it gathered into itself all kinds of useful, miscellaneous and even facetious matter.

“This Family Almanac,” says the New England historian already mentioned, “was a guide, counsellor and friend; a magazine, cyclopedia and jest book.” In many a log cabin the Almanac, hung on a convenient hook, represented along with the revered Bible and the Psalm Book the whole kingdom of letters. The jottings and the commonplaces and the jokes of the Almanac became the seed bed of native literature. People wrote notes into their Almanacs, and, when they possessed books, often inscribed in these, too, notes to chronicle local and domestic happenings. At times the notes have a touch of grim humor. “This day,” so runs one such entry, “died Joseph Bellamy and went to Heaven where he can dictate and domineer no longer.” Into books were often written elaborate cautions against stealing them.

 

This is Hannah Moxon Her Book.

You may just within it look.

You had better not do more 

For old black Satan’s at the door 

And will snatch at stealing hands, 

Look behind you. There He stands.

 

In the New England graveyards the home-made epitaphs betrayed, not humor, but at any rate the struggle of unlettered imagination to seek expression. In a few cases the epitaphs are very beautiful.

 

I came in the morning — it was spring And I smiled.

I walked out at noon — it was summer And I was glad.

I sat me down at even — it was autumn And I was sad.

I laid me down at night — it was winter And I slept.

 

In these verses is seen that mystic quality of significance, of reflection and retrospect on life which is found in the highest and greatest humor — where laughter and tears meet.

Some of the old epitaphs, too, contain humor for the beholder but quite unconscious in the author. Thus:

 

Beneath this Stons 

Int’r’d the Bon’s 

Ah Frail Remains 

Of Lieut. Noah Jones.

 

This ancient composition made such a hit with the Jones family that they followed a not unusual custom of using it over and over again as the especial epitaph of the Jones family whether “frail” like Lieutenant Noah, or otherwise.

Out of this compound of theology and piety, of random Almanacs and odd irreverences grew up the literature of New England: and one of the earliest blossoms on the stem was that which was to become the American Humor. It reached a real blossoming first in the mind and the works of Benjamin Franklin.

* * * * *

Few people will deny that Benjamin Franklin (1706- 1790) was one of the greatest men who ever lived, and greatest in the highest sense of the term. As a scientist, an inventor, an author and a patriot, he ranks among the first of mankind. His glory as one of the fathers of the republic and one of the pioneers of science, has dimmed the lesser luster of the humorist. “He snatched the lightning from the cloud, the sceptre from the tyrants,” so runs (in his memory) the happy Latin verse. It might have added “and the laughter from the gods.” Born at Boston in 1706, as number fifteen in a family of seventeen, Franklin had all the sweet uses of adversity. He learned as a child of twelve the trade of a printer, and by that back door, like so many other gifted men, entered the temple of learning. His migration to Philadelphia severed him from New England, but in the sequel his life was continental, and even wider, and his citizenship that of the world. There is no need to list here his achievements at large or the full measure of his writings. But for American Humor a great event happened when young Franklin published in Philadelphia the first of the annual editions of his Poor Richard’s Almanac.


Chapter Two . SELECTIONS FROM BENJAMIN FRANKLIN’S WORKS
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FRANKLIN (1706-1790) WROTE in his memoirs: “In 1732 I first published my Almanac under the name of Richard Saunders: it was continued by me about twenty-five years and commonly called Poor Richard’s Almanac. I endeavoured to make it both interesting and useful and it came to be in such demand that I reaped considerable profit from it, vending annually ten thousand.” A special feature of the Almanac was what Franklin himself called “Prudent Maxims and Wise Sayings.”

 

PRUDENT MAXIMS AND WISE SAYINGS

HE’S THE BEST PHYSICIAN that knows the worthlessness of the most medicines.

Love your neighbor, but don’t pull down your hedges. Whate’er begun in anger ends in shame.

Don’t think to hunt two hares with one dog.

Where there’s marriage without love, there will be love without marriage.

He that is rich need not live sparingly, and he that can live sparingly need not be rich.

None preaches better than the ant, and she says nothing. A long life may not be good enough, but a good life is long enough.

God heals, and the doctor takes the fees.

He that can travel well afoot keeps a good horse. Vainglory flowereth, but beareth no fruit.

If you’d have a good servant that you like, serve yourself.

Pride breakfasted with Plenty, dined with Poverty, supped with Infamy.

To be proud of virtue is to poison yourself with the antidote.

Buy what thou hast no need of, and ere long thou shalt sell thy necessaries.

If you do what you should not, you must hear what you would not.

A good example is the best sermon.

Search others for their virtues, thyself for thy vices. Sound and sound doctrine may pass through a ram’s horn and a preacher without straightening the one or amending the other.

Proclaim not all thou knowest, all thou owest, all thou hast, nor all thou canst.

Lend money to an enemy, and thou’lt gain him; to a friend, and thou’lt lose him.

If you would keep your secret from an enemy, tell it not to a friend.

 

POOR RICHARD HELPS HIS CIRCULATION

Not the least amusing of Franklin’s quips and fancies as Poor Richard was the ingenious way in which Richard helps the sale of his almanac by posing as an astrologer and prophesying the death of Mr. Titus Leeds, his only trade rival. Leeds angrily replied by calling attention to his continued existence. No one knows if Leeds was an easy mark or a kindred spirit. Franklin rejoins but explaining that Leeds is really dead and some impostor is replacing him. When Leeds later on actually died, Franklin claims to score at last — a piece of humor too grim for our age.

 

RICHARD PROPHESIES LEEDS’S DEATH (1733)

INDEED this motive (the prospect of considerable profits) would have had force enough to have made me publish an Almanac many years since, had it not been overpowered by my regard for my good friend and fellow student, Mr. Titan Leeds, whose interest I was extreamly unwilling to hurt.

But this obstacle (I am far from speaking of it with pleasure) is soon to be removed, since inexorable death, who was never known to respect merit, has already prepared the mortal dart; the fatal sister has already extended her destroying shears, and that ingenious man must soon be taken from us. He dies, by my calculation, made at his request, on Oct. 17, 1733, 3 ho., 29 min., P.M., at the very instant of the of O and $. By his own calculation he will survive till the 26th of the same month. This small difference between us we have disputed whenever we have met these nine years past; but at length he is inclinable to agree with my judgment; which of us is most exact, a little time will now determine.

 

LEEDS’S DENIAL (1734)

KIND READER:

Perhaps it may be expected that I should say something concerning an Almanack printed for the Year 1733, Said to be writ by Poor Richard or Richard Saunders, who for want of other matter was pleased to tell his Readers, that he had calculated my Nativity, and from thence predicts my Death to be the 17th of October, 1733, at 22 min past 3 a-Clock in the Afternoon, and that these Provinces may not expect to see any more of his (Titan Leeds) Performances, and this precise Predicter, who predicts to a Minute, proposes to succeed me in Writing of Almanacks; but notwithstanding his false Prediction, I have by the Mercy of God lived to write a Diary for the Year 1734, and to publish the Folly and Ignorance of this presumptuous Author.

 

RICHARD KILLS LEEDS AGAIN (1734)

IN THE PREFACE to my last Almanack, I foretold the death of my dear old friend and fellow-student, the learned and ingenious Mr. Titan Leeds, which was to be the 17th of October, 1733, 3 h., 29 m., P.M., at the very instant of the d of O and 8. By his own calculation, he was to survive till the 26th of the same month, and expire in the time of the eclipse, near 11 o’clock, A.M. At which of these times he died, or whether he be really yet dead, I cannot at this present writing positively assure my readers; for as much as a disorder in my own family demanded my presence, and would not permit me, as I had intended, to be with him in his last moments, to receive his last embrace, to close his eyes, and do the duty of a friend in performing the last offices to the departed. Therefore it is that I cannot positively affirm whether he be dead or not; for the stars only show to the skilful what will happen in the natural and universal chain of causes and effects; but it is well known, that the events which would otherwise certainly happen, at certain times, in the course of nature, are sometimes set aside or postpon’d, for wise and good reasons, by the immediate particular disposition of Providence; which particular dispositions the stars can by no means discover or foreshow. There is, however, (and I cannot speak it without sorrow,) the strongest probability that my dear friend is no more; for there appears in his name, as I am assured, an Almanack for the year 1734, in which I am treated in a very gross and unhandsome manner; in which I am called a false predicter, an ignorant, a conceited scribbler, a fool, and a lyar. Mr. Leeds was too well bred to use any man so indecently and so scurrilously, and moreover his esteem and affection for me was extraordinary; so that it is to be feared that pamphlet may be only a contrivance of somebody or other, who hopes, perhaps, to sell two or three years’ Almanacks still, by the sole force and virtue of Mr. Leeds’ name.

 

LEEDS RESURRECTS HIMSELF AND DIES

Leeds violently protested again that he was alive. Franklin denied it and then got tired of Leeds and let him go. But when Leeds really died in 1738 Franklin saw good copy in him and used it, thus:

COURTEOUS READER:

You may remember that in my first Almanac, published for the Year 1733,I predicted the Death of my dear Friend Titan Leeds, Philomat, to happen that Year on the 17th Day of October, 3 h. 29 m. P.M. But W.B. and A.B. have continued to publish Almanacks in his Name ever since; asserting for some Years that he was still living. At length when the Truth could no longer be conceal’d from the World, they confess his Death in their Almanack for 1739, but pretend that he died not till last Year, and that before his departure he had furnished them with Calculations for 7 Years to come. Ah, My Friends, these are poor Shifts and thin Disguises;...”

 

SENDING FELONS TO AMERICA

Franklin’s writings contain many quaint and humorous conceits in the guise of little essays such as the well-known Petition of the letter Z, The Craven Street Gazette, and the following protest, cast in humorous form, against the sending of criminals to the colonies.

WE MAY ALL REMEMBER the time when our mother country, as a mark of her parental tenderness, emptied her gaols into our habitations, “for the BETTER peopling,” as she expressed it, “of the colonies.” It is certain that no due returns have yet been made for these valuable consignments. We are therefore much in her debt on that account; and, as she is of late clamorous for the payment of all we owe her, and some of our debts are of a kind not so easily discharged, I am for doing however what is in our power. It will show our good-will as to the rest. The felons she planted among us have produced such an amazing increase, that we are now enabled to make ample remittance in the same commodity. And since the wheelbarrow law is not found effectually to reform them and many of our vessels are idle through her restraints on our trade, why should we not employ those vessels in transporting the felons to Britain?

On second thoughts, I am of opinion, that besides employing our own vessels, as above proposed, every English ship arriving in our ports with goods for sale, should be obliged to give bond, before she is permitted to trade, engaging that she will carry back to Britain at least one felon for every fifty tons of her burthen. Thus we shall not only discharge sooner our debts, but furnish our old friends with the means of “better peopling,” and with more expedition, their promising new colony of Botany Bay.

 

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN’S PETITION OF THE LETTER Z

From The Tatler, No. 1778

To THE WORSHIPFUL ISAAC BICKERSTAFF, ESQUIRE, Censor General.

The petition of the letter Z, commonly called Ezzard, Zed, or Izard, most humbly showeth; That your petitioner is of as high extraction, and has as good an estate as any other letter of the Alphabet; That there is therefore no reason why he should be treated as he is, with disrespect and indignity; That he is not only actually placed at the tail of the Alphabet, when he has as much right as any other to be at the head; but is by the injustice of his enemies totally excluded from the word WISE; and his place injuriously filled in by a little hissing, crooked, serpentine, venomous letter, called S, when it must be evident to your worship, and to all the world, that W, I, S, E, do not spell Wize, but Wise.

Your petitioner therefore prays, that the alphabet may by your censorial authority be reversed; and that in consideration of his long-suffering and patience he may be placed at the head of it; that s may be turned out of the word Wise; and the petitioner employed instead of him.

And your petitioner, as in duty bound, shall ever pray, &c, &c.

Mr. Bickerstaff, having examined the allegations of the above petition, judges and determines, that Z be admonished to be content with his station, forbear reflections upon his brother letters, and remember his own small usefulness, and the little occasion there is for him in the Republic of Letters, since S whom he so despises can so well serve instead of him.


Chapter Three . CLASSIC AMERICA SMILES
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THE YOUNG REPUBLIC Learns Its Letters — Journalism in a Flood: The Thespian Mirror and The Ladies’ Tea-Tray — Who Reads an American Book? The Barber and the Owl — Irving, Hawthorne and Classical Humor.

 

THAT BENJAMIN FRANKLIN did in the way of imaginative literature, humorous or otherwise, was merely a beginning. It was notable rather for its promise than for its achievement. Nor had his colonial contemporaries produced any work of imagination beyond a certain amount of very “elegant” verse, and a few equally “elegant” narratives which people were beginning to call “novels.” These included such effusions as Wiggleworth’s Day of Doom, and such tales as The Power of Sympathy, or The Triumph of Nature, a Novel Founded on Truth and Dedicated to the Young Ladies of America. The high standard of morality and female impeccability maintained in these works disarms all criticism. Franklin’s fellow patriots of the Revolution and of the young republic only took up the pen to use it as pamphleteers, as lawyers, as the writers of state papers. Such humor as they expressed aimed rather at the form of Attic wit and classic satire than that of native fun and broad grins. Indeed there was all through this period during which American literature was struggling into existence a sort of contrast and conflict between the classicism of the schools and the native thought of the people. It was in point of culture a classic age, knowing nothing else. Science was still for the ingenious investigator, not for the student at large. The colleges lived on Latin and Greek. Patriots named their new towns as Athens and Syracuse and Troy; Carthage called to Rome; and Utica invited still its Cato. The veterans banded as Cincinnati, and correspondents to the newspapers labeled themselves Pater Familias and Marcus Brutus Junior.

Thus they struck the rock of ancient learning, but the spring failed to flow from under it. “Literature pure and simple,” says the American, the “100 per cent American,” historian McMaster, “never existed in America till Washington Irving began to write.” McMaster thinks that it “could not have been otherwise. They were too busy clearing farms, cutting woods, building towns, acquiring wealth, to have any time for literature.” It is true that when the new century got started on the rapid development that followed the peace of 1815, there was a terrific outbreak of journalism. Here began the “Magazines,” the “Repositories” and the “Mirrors” that soon flooded the country. Editors vied in originality in the titles of their publications. There was a Thespian Mirror at New York together with a Ladies’ Literary Cabinet. Baltimore had a Ladies’ Tea-Tray, and Philadelphia, among many others, a Juvenile Port Folio. Some of the magazines jumped into the new arena in the capacity of the clown. There was a journal, The Fool, by Tom Brainless, published at Salem. In New York was the Trangram or Fashionable Trifler, by Christopher Crog Esquire, his Grandmother and his Uncle. It was outdone, however, by The Luncheon, Boiled for People about Six Feet High by Simon Pure.

Thus was the mountain in labor and brought forth scarcely a mouse. The truth is that the Americans themselves suffered in the matter from what we now call an “inferiority complex.” The effect of classic education was to make America seem a mere uncouth wilderness, to let the story of human courage end with Thermopylae, and to let human love die with Dido. They were like people in a treasure chamber with no light to see its wealth.

Thus a certain John Bristed, a journalist of the period, could write in 1818:

Of native novels we have no great stock, and none good; our democratic institutions placing all the people on a dead level of political equality; and the pretty equal diffusion of property throughout the country affords but little room for varieties, and contrasts of character; nor is there much scope for fiction, as the country is quite new, and all that has happened from the first settlement to the present hour, respecting it, is known to every one. There is, to be sure, some traditionary romance about the Indians; but a novel describing these miserable barbarians, their squaws, and papooses, would not be very interesting to the present race of American readers.

And if the Americans had an inferiority complex in literature, their British cousins offered to them no aid to get out of it. It was the thing in polite Edinburgh and polished London to despise all things American. One recalls the sneers of the Quarterly Review and its fellows.

The States of America [wrote a London critic in the course of the Second War] can never have a native literature any more than they can have a native character. Even their wildernesses and deserts, their mountains, lakes, and forests, will produce nothing romantic or pastoral, for these remote regions are only relinquished by pagan savages to receive into their deep recesses, hordes of discontented Democrats, mad unnatural enthusiasts, and needy or desperate adventurers.

Best remembered of all, and not likely to be forgotten, is the sweeping condemnation of Republican America written in the Edinburgh Review in 1820 by the famous Sydney Smith.

In the four quarters of the globe [he writes], who reads an American book? or goes to an American play? or looks at an American statue or picture? What does the world yet owe to American physicians or surgeons? What new substances have their chemists discovered, or what old ones have they analyzed? What new constellations have been discovered by the telescopes of Americans? What have they done in mathematics? Who drinks out of American glasses? or eats from American plates? or wears American coats or gowns? or sleeps in American blankets?

Sydney Smith, who was a humorist, stopped just in time. It is lucky that he didn’t go on to say, “Who laughs at an American joke?” For the time was coming.

The Americans, for the most part, took it lying down. Attacks on their institutions they resented and repudiated. For their literature they had nothing but apologies. And then — just when all the world had agreed that America couldn’t write, it began to. There appeared Washington Irving. One recalls the ancient rhyme of the stuffed owl in the barber shop, criticized by a customer in the chair for its lack of correspondence to a live owl, the barber maintaining a discreet silence.

 

“That owl up there.”

 

Said the man in the chair, 

“Is stuffed all wrong, I do declare.

See the feet — wrong size!

Wrong feathers, wrong eyes.”

And the barber kept on shaving.

And, then, when the man in the chair got through, 

The owl hopped off its perch and it flew, — 

 

And the barber kept on shaving.

 

With Washington Irving began the long honor roll of American writers who carried on in America the form and tradition of their British predecessors. They wrote English — the Washington Irvings and the Fenimore Coopers, the Hawthornes and the Longfellows — English, not American. Every now and then there breaks out in our literary journals the controversy as to what is American literature and whether Longfellow and such wrote it. If by American literature is meant books written by Americans in an American way, in a way that a British writer might admire but couldn’t emulate, then there was no American literature at this epoch — none till Mark Twain and O. Henry and such showed how to write it, just as there is no such thing as Canadian literature today, meaning books written by Canadians in a Canadian way.

The American writers of Irving’s time belonged with the British in a common stock. Beside and beneath the classic writers were another crowd striving for utterance in their own way. Ultimately they were to find it, and it was in the province of humor that American literature first came into its own. But for the time, humor was represented by the polished “classical” work of Washington Irving, direct descendant of Addison and Steele of the eighteenth century. Irving (1783-1859) came before the American public as early as 1809 as a newspaper contributor of odds and ends of burlesque which presently turned into “Knickerbocker’s” History of New York. But it was the London publication of his Sketch Book in 1820, the very year of Sydney Smith’s denunciation, which admitted him once and for all into the first rank of the world of letters. From the Sketch Book is taken the story of Rip Van Winkle, reproduced in the next chapter. As the old French chroniclers used to say, “Who hasn’t read that, hasn’t read anything.”

Side by side with Irving one places Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864), his counterpart in style and training. Though with each a different cast of mind, for Hawthorne ran to mysticism, they shared something of the same beautiful detachment from sordid things, the same power of absorption in nature and the same vision of much in little. In their humor they came together. In each case it is based on the polished models of England and France. There is nothing “native” about it. Hawthorne’s “Celestial Railroad,” reproduced in the next chapter, an adaptation of Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress to the wicked, clattering world of railways and machinery, runs closely parallel to Irving’s work.


Chapter Four . SELECTIONS FROM IRVING AND HAWTHORNE RIP VAN WINKLE

[image: img117.jpg]

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill Mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapours about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!), and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weather-cocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple good-natured fellow of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbour, and an obedient hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation; and a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favourite among all the good wives of the village, who, as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites, and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighbourhood.

 

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable labour. It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbour even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some outdoor work to do; so that, though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst-conditioned farm in the neighbourhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits with the old clothes of his father. He was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have whistled life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was incessantly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household eloquence. Rip had one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; so that he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the outside of the house — the only side which, in truth, belongs to a hen-pecked husband.

Rip’s old domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much hen-pecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master’s going so often astray. True it is, in all points of spirit befitting an honourable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods — but what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail dropped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broom-stick or ladle he would fly to the door with yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the village, which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of his Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade through a long lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman’s money to have heard the profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveller. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper, learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some months after they had taken place!

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbours could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sun dial. It is true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions. When anything that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth short, frequent, and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant vapour curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage and call the members all to naught; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of idleness.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape from the labour of the farm and clamour of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathised as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master’s face, and, if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill Mountains. He was after his favourite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From the opening between the trees he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a large bark, here and there sleeping on its grassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wide, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliff’s, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening air: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” — at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and, giving a low growl, skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be some one of the neighbourhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s appearance. He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion — a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist — several pair of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving one another, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or, rather, cleft, between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thundershowers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion had laboured on in silence; for though the former marvelled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown that inspired awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and, most of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, too, were peculiar: one had a large beard, broad face, and small piggish eyes: the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat set off with a little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colours. There was one who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings and high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlour of Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play and stared at him with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lacklustre countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the flavour of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes — it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the pure mountain breeze: “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor — the mountain ravine — the wild retreat among the rocks — the woebegone party at nine-pins — the flagon— “Oh! that flagon!” thought Rip— “what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought Rip, “and if frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the gully up which he and his companions had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made a shift to scramble up its sides, working his tiresome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grape-vines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the amphitheatre, but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall over which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice, and who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities. What was to be done? The morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and, whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his grey beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recognised for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village was altered; it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors — strange faces at the windows — everything was strange. His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had left but the day before. There stood the Kaatskill Mountains — there ran the silver Hudson at a distance — there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been — Rip was sorely perplexed— “That flagon last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay — the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog that looked like Wolf was skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed— “My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. The desolateness overcame all his connubial fears — he called loudly for his wife and children — the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silent.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn — but it too was gone. A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them broken and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted, “The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a red night-cap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes — all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognised on the sign, however, the ruddy face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens — elections — members of Congress — liberty — Bunker’s Hill — heroes of seventy-six — and other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded around him, eyeing him from head to foot with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired “on which side he voted?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “Whether he was Federal or Democrat?” Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone, “what brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder; and a mob at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?”— “Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor quiet man, a native of this place, and a loyal subject of the King, God bless him!”

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders— “A Tory! a Tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle him; away with him!” It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat restored order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he was seeking? The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbours, who used to keep about the tavern.

“Well — who are they? — name them.”

Rip thought himself a moment, and inquired, “Where’s Nicholas Vedder?”

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin piping voice, “Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotten and gone too.”

“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony Point — others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony’s Nose. I don’t know — he never came back again.”

“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”

“He went off to the wars, too, was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”

Rip’s heart died away at hearing these sad changes in his home and friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him, too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war — Congress — Stony Point — he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?”

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three. “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up the mountain; apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name?

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself — I’m somebody else — that’s me yonder — no — that’s somebody else got into my shoes — I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and I’m changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!” The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the self-important man in the cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh, comely woman pressed through the throng to get a peep at the grey-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind. “What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.

“Judith Gardenier.”

“And your father’s name?”

“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he went away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since — his dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:

“Where’s your mother?”

“Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New England peddler.” There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. “I am your father!” cried he— “Young Rip Van Winkle once — old Rip Van Winkle now! Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle — it is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbour — Why, where have you been these last twenty long years?”

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him as one night. The neighbours stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues in their cheeks: and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his head — upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighbourhood. He recollected Rip at once, and corroborated the story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill Mountains had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-Moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to anything else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favour.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the war.” It was some time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a Revolutionary war — that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England — and that, instead of being a subject of his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was — petticoat government. Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awakened. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighbourhood but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one point in which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunderstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all henpecked husbands in the neighbourhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.

 

THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD

NOT A GREAT WHILE AGO, passing through the gate of dreams, I visited that region of the earth in which lies the famous City of Destruction. It interested me much to learn that by the public spirit of some of the inhabitants a railroad has recently been established between this populous and flourishing town and the Celestial City. Having a little time upon my hands, I resolved to gratify a liberal curiosity by making a trip thither. Accordingly, one fine morning after paying my bill at the hotel and directing the porter to stow my luggage behind a coach, I took my seat in the vehicle and set out for the station house. It was my good fortune to enjoy the company of a gentleman — one Mr. Smooth-it-away — who, though he had never actually visited the Celestial City, yet seemed as well acquainted with its laws, customs, policy, and statistics as with those of the City of Destruction, of which he was a native townsman. Being moreover a director of the railroad corporation and one of its largest stockholders, he had it in his power to give me all desirable information respecting that praiseworthy enterprise.

Our coach rattled out of the city, and at a short distance from its outskirts passed over a bridge of elegant construction, but somewhat too slight, as I imagined, to sustain any considerable weight. On both sides lay an extensive quagmire, which could not have been more disagreeable, either to sight or smell, had all the kennels of the earth emptied their pollution there.

“This,” remarked Mr. Smooth-it-away, “is the famous Slough of Despond — a disgrace to all the neighborhood; and the greater, that it might so easily be converted into firm ground.”

“I have understood,” said I, “that efforts have been made for that purpose from time immemorial. Bunyan mentions that above twenty thousand cartloads of wholesome instructions had been thrown in here without effect.”

“Very probably! And what effect could be anticipated from such unsubstantial stuff?” cried Mr. Smooth-it-away. “You observe this convenient bridge. We obtained a sufficient foundation for it by throwing into the slough some editions of books of morality; volumes of French philosophy and German rationalism; tracts, sermons, and essays of modern clergymen; extracts from Plato, Confucius, and various Hindoo sages, together with a few ingenious commentaries upon texts of Scripture, — all of which, by some scientific process, have been converted into a mass like granite. The whole bog might be filled up with similar matter.”

It really seemed to me, however, that the bridge vibrated and heaved up and down in a very formidable manner; and, spite of Mr. Smooth-it-away’s testimony to the solidity of its foundation, I should be loath to cross it in a crowded omnibus, especially if each passenger were encumbered with as heavy luggage as that gentleman and myself. Nevertheless we got over without accident, and soon found ourselves at the station house. This very neat and spacious edifice is erected on the site of the little wicket gate, which formerly, as all old pilgrims will recollect, stood directly across the highway, and, by its inconvenient narrowness, was a great obstruction to the traveller of liberal mind and expansive stomach. The reader of John Bunyan will be glad to know that Christian’s old friend Evangelist, who was accustomed to supply each pilgrim with a mystic roll, now presides at the ticket office. Some malicious persons it is true deny the identity of this reputable character with the Evangelist of old times, and even pretend to bring competent evidence of an imposture. Without involving myself in a dispute I shall merely observe that, so far as my experience goes, the square pieces of pasteboard now delivered to passengers are much more convenient and useful along the road than the antique roll of parchment. Whether they will be as readily received at the gate of the Celestial City I decline giving an opinion.

A large number of passengers were already at the station house awaiting the departure of the cars. By the aspect and demeanor of these persons it was easy to judge that the feelings of the community had undergone a very favorable change in reference to the celestial pilgrimage. It would have done Bunyan’s heart good to see it. Instead of a lonely and ragged man, with a huge burden on his back, plodding along sorrowfully on foot while the whole city hooted after him, here were parties of the first gentry and most respectable people in the neighborhood setting forth towards the Celestial City as cheerfully as if the pilgrimage were merely a summer tour. Among the gentlemen were characters of deserved eminence — magistrates, politicians, and men of wealth, by whose example religion could not but be greatly recommended to their meaner brethren. In the ladies’ apartment, too, I rejoiced to distinguish some of those flowers of fashionable society who are so well fitted to adorn the most elevated circles of the Celestial City. There was much pleasant conversation about the news of the day, topics of business, and politics, or the lighter matters of amusement; while religion, though indubitably the main thing at heart, was thrown tastefully into the background. Even an infidel would have heard little or nothing to shock his sensibility.

One great convenience of the new method of going on pilgrimage I must not forget to mention. Our enormous burdens, instead of being carried on our shoulders as had been the custom of old, were all snugly deposited in the baggage car, and, as I was assured, would be delivered to their respective owners at the journey’s end. Another thing, likewise, the benevolent reader will be delighted to understand. It may be remembered that there was an ancient feud between Prince Beelzebub and the keeper of the wicket gate, and that the adherents of the former distinguished personage were accustomed to shoot deadly arrows at honest pilgrims while knocking at the door. This dispute, much to the credit as well of the illustrious potentate above mentioned as of the worthy and enlightened directors of the railroad, has been pacifically arranged on the principle of mutual compromise. The prince’s subjects are now pretty numerously employed about the station house, some in taking care of the baggage, others in collecting fuel, feeding the engines, and such congenial occupations; and I can conscientiously affirm that persons more attentive to their business, more willing to accommodate, or more generally agreeable to the passengers, are not to be found on any railroad. Every good heart must surely exult at so satisfactory an arrangement of an immemorial difficulty.

“Where is Mr. Greatheart?” inquired I. “Beyond a doubt the directors have engaged that famous old champion to be chief conductor on the railroad?”

“Why, no,” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a dry cough. “He was offered the situation of brakeman; but, to tell you the truth, our friend Greatheart has grown preposterously stiff and narrow in his old age. He has so often guided pilgrims over the road on foot that he considers it a sin to travel in any other fashion. Besides, the old fellow had entered so heartily into the ancient feud with Prince Beelzebub that he would have been perpetually at blows or ill language with some of the prince’s subjects, and thus have embroiled us anew. So, on the whole, we were not sorry when honest Greatheart went off to the Celestial City in a huff and left us at liberty to choose a more suitable and accommodating man. Yonder comes the engineer of the train. You will probably recognize him at once.”

The engine at this moment took its station in advance of the cars, looking, I must confess, much more like a sort of mechanical demon that would hurry us to the infernal regions than a laudable contrivance for smoothing our way to the Celestial City. On its top sat a personage almost enveloped in smoke and flame, which, not to startle the reader, appeared to gush from his own mouth and stomach as well as from the engine’s brazen abdomen.

“Do my eyes deceive me?” cried I. “What on earth is this! A living creature? If so, he is own brother to the engine he rides upon!”

“Poh, poh, you are obtuse!” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a hearty laugh. “Don’t you know Apollyon, Christian’s old enemy, with whom he fought so fierce a battle in the Valley of Humiliation? He was the very fellow to manage the engine; and so we have reconciled him to the custom of going on pilgrimage, and engaged him as chief engineer.”

“Bravo, bravo!” exclaimed I, with irrepressible enthusiasm; “this shows the liberality of the age; this proves, if anything can, that all musty prejudices are in a fair way to be obliterated. And how will Christian rejoice to hear of this happy transformation of his old antagonist!

I promise myself great pleasure in informing him of it when we reach the Celestial City.”

The passengers being all comfortably seated, we now rattled away merrily, accomplishing a greater distance in ten minutes than Christian probably trudged over in a day. It was laughable, while we glanced along, as it were, at the tail of a thunderbolt, to observe two dusty foot travellers in the old pilgrim guise, with cockle shell and staff, their mystic rolls of parchment in their hands and their intolerable burdens on their backs. The preposterous obstinacy of these honest people in persisting to groan and stumble along the difficult pathway rather than take advantage of modern improvements, excited great mirth among our wiser brotherhood. We greeted the two pilgrims with many pleasant gibes and a roar of laughter; whereupon they gazed at us with such woeful and absurdly compassionate visages that our merriment grew tenfold more obstreperous. Apollyon also entered heartily into the fun, and contrived to flirt the smoke and flame of the engine, or of his own breath, into their faces, and envelop them in an atmosphere of scalding steam. These little practical jokes amused us mightily, and doubtless afforded the pilgrims the gratification of considering themselves martyrs.

At some distance from the railroad, Mr. Smooth-it-away pointed to a large, antique edifice, which, he observed, was a tavern of long standing and had formerly been a noted stopping place for pilgrims. In Bunyan’s road book it is mentioned as the Interpreter’s House.

“I have long had a curiosity to visit that old mansion,” remarked I.

“It is not one of our stations, as you perceive,” said my companion. “The keeper was violently opposed to the railroad; and well he might be, as the track left his house of entertainment on one side, and thus was pretty certain to deprive him of all his reputable customers. But the footpath still passes his door; and the old gentleman now and then receives a call from some simple traveller, and entertains him with fare as old fashioned as himself.”

Before our talk on this subject came to a conclusion we were rushing by the place where Christian’s burden fell from his shoulders at the side of the Cross. This served as a theme for Mr. Smooth-it-away, Mr. Live-for-the-world, Mr. Hide-sin-in-the-heart, Mr. Scaly-conscience, and a knot of gentlemen from the town of Shun-repentance, to descant upon the inestimable advantages resulting from the safety of our baggage. Myself, and all the passengers indeed, joined with great unanimity in this view of the matter; for our burdens were rich in many things esteemed precious throughout the world; and, especially, we each of us possessed a great variety of favorite Habits, which we trusted would not be out of fashion even in the polite circles of the Celestial City. It would have been a sad spectacle to see such an assortment of valuable articles tumbling into the sepulchre. Thus pleasantly conversing on the favorable circumstances of our position as compared with those of past pilgrims and of narrow minded ones at the present day, we soon found ourselves at the foot of the Hill Difficulty. Through the very heart of this rocky mountain a tunnel has been constructed of most admirable architecture, with a lofty arch and a spacious double track; so that, unless the earth and rocks should chance to crumble down, it will remain an eternal monument of the builder’s skill and enterprise. It is a great though incidental advantage that the materials from the heart of the Hill Difficulty have been employed in filling up the Valley of Humiliation, thus obviating the necessity of descending into that disagreeable and unwholesome hollow.

“This is a wonderful improvement, indeed,” said I. “Yet I should have been glad of an opportunity to visit the Palace Beautiful and be introduced to the charming young ladies — Miss Prudence, Miss Piety, Miss Charity, and the rest — who have the kindness to entertain pilgrims there.”

“Young ladies!” cried Mr. Smooth-it-away, as soon as he could speak for laughing. “And charming young ladies! Why, my dear fellow, they are old maids, every soul of them — prim, starched, dry, and angular; and not one of them, I will venture to say, has altered so much as the fashion of her gown since the days of Christian’s pilgrimage.”

“Ah, well,” said I, much comforted, “then I can very well readily dispense with their acquaintance.”

The respectable Apollyon was now putting on the steam at a prodigious rate, anxious, perhaps, to get rid of the unpleasant reminiscences connected with the spot where he had so disastrously encountered Christian. Consulting Mr. Bunyan’s road book, I perceived that we must now be within a few miles of the Valley of the Shadow of Death, into which doleful region, at our present speed, we should plunge much sooner than seemed at all desirable. In truth, I expected nothing better than to find myself in the ditch on one side or the quag on the other; but on communicating my apprehensions to Mr. Smooth-it-away, he assured me that the difficulties of this passage, even in its worst condition, had been vastly exaggerated, and that, in its present state of improvement, I might consider myself as safe as on any railroad in Christendom.

Even while we were speaking the train shot into the entrance of this dreaded Valley. Though I plead guilty to some foolish palpitations of the heart during our headlong rush over the causeway here constructed, yet it were unjust to withhold the highest encomiums on the boldness of its original conception and the ingenuity of those who executed it. It was gratifying, likewise, to observe how much care had been taken to dispel the everlasting gloom and supply the defect of cheerful sunshine, not a ray of which has ever penetrated among these awful shadows. For this purpose, the inflammable gas which exudes plentifully from the soil is collected by means of pipes, and thence communicated to a quadruple row of lamps along the whole extent of the passage. Thus a radiance has been created even out of the fiery and sulphurous curse that rests forever upon the valley — a radiance hurtful, however, to the eyes, and somewhat bewildering, as I discovered by the changes which it wrought in the visages of my companions. In this respect, as compared with natural daylight, there is the same difference as between truth and falsehood; but if the reader has ever travelled through the dark Valley, he will have learned to be thankful for any light that he could get — if not from the sky above, then from the blasted soil beneath. Such was the red brilliancy of these lamps that they appeared to build walls of fire on both sides of the track, between which we held our course at lightning speed, while a reverberating thunder filled the Valley with its echoes. Had the engine run off the track, — a catastrophe, it is whispered, by no means unprecedented, — the bottomless pit, if there be any such place, would undoubtedly have received us. Just as some dismal fooleries of this nature had made my heart quake there came a tremendous shriek, careering along the valley as if a thousand devils had burst their lungs to utter it, but which proved to be merely the whistle of the engine on arriving at a stopping-place.

The spot where we had now paused is the same that our friend Bunyan — a truthful man, but infected with many fantastic notions — has designated, in terms plainer than I like to repeat, as the mouth of the infernal region. This, however, must be a mistake, inasmuch as Mr. Smooth-it-away, while we remained in the smoky and lurid cavern, took occasion to prove that Tophet has not even a metaphorical existence. The place, he assured us, is no other than the crater of a half-extinct volcano, in which the directors had caused forges to be set up for the manufacture of railroad iron. Hence, also, is obtained a plentiful supply of fuel for the use of the engines. Whoever had gazed into the dismal obscurity of the broad cavern mouth, whence ever and anon darted huge tongues of dusky flame, and had seen the strange, half-shaped monsters, and visions of faces horribly grotesque, into which the smoke seemed to wreathe itself, and had heard the awful murmurs, and shrieks, and deep, shuddering whispers of the blast, sometimes forming themselves into words almost articulate, would have seized upon Mr. Smooth-it-away’s comfortable explanation as greedily as we did. The inhabitants of the cavern, moreover, were unlovely personages, dark, smoke-begrimed, generally deformed, with misshapen feet, and a glow of dusky redness in their eyes as if their hearts had caught fire and were blazing out of the upper windows. It struck me as a peculiarity that the laborers at the forge and those who brought fuel to the engine, when they began to draw short breath, positively emitted smoke from their mouth and nostrils.

Among the idlers about the train, most of whom were puffing cigars which they had lighted at the flame of the crater, I was perplexed to notice several who, to my certain knowledge, had heretofore set forth by railroad for the Celestial City. They looked dark, wild, and smoky, with a singular resemblance, indeed, to the native inhabitants, like whom, also, they had a disagreeable propensity to ill-natured gibes and sneers, the habit of which had wrought a settled contortion of their visages. Having been on speaking terms with one of these persons, — an indolent, good-for-nothing fellow, who went by the name of Take-it-easy, — I called him, and inquired what was his business there.

“Did you not start,” said I, “for the Celestial City?”

“That’s a fact,” said Mr. Take-it-easy carelessly puffing some smoke into my eyes. “But I heard such bad accounts that I never took pains to climb the hill on which the city stands. No business doing, no fun going on, nothing to drink, and no smoking allowed, and a thrumming of church music from morning till night. I would not stay in such a place if they offered me house room and living free.”

“But, my good Mr. Take-it-easy,” cried I, “why take up your residence here, of all places in the world?”

“O,” said the loafer, with a grin, “it is very warm hereabouts, and I meet with plenty of old acquaintances, and altogether the place suits me. I hope to see you back again some day soon. A pleasant journey to you.”

While he was speaking the bell of the engine rang, and we dashed away, after dropping a few passengers, but receiving no new ones. Rattling onward through the Valley, we were dazzled with the fiercely gleaming gas lamps, as before. But sometimes, in the dark of intense brightness, grim faces, that bore the aspect and expression of individual sins, or evil passions, seemed to thrust themselves through the veil of light, glaring upon us, and stretching forth a great, dusky hand, as if to impede our progress.

 

I almost thought that they were my own sins that appalled me there. These were freaks of imagination — nothing more, certainly — mere delusions, which I ought to be heartily ashamed of; but all through the Dark Valley I was tormented, and pestered, and dolefully bewildered with the same kind of waking dreams. The mephitic gases of that region intoxicate the brain. As the light of natural day, however, began to struggle with the glow of the lanterns, these vain imaginations lost their vividness, and finally vanished with the first ray of sunshine that greeted our escape from the Valley of the Shadow of Death. Ere we had gone a mile beyond it I could well nigh have taken my oath that this whole gloomy passage was a dream.

At the end of the valley, as John Bunyan mentions, is a cavern, where, in his days, dwelt two cruel giants, Pope and Pagan, who had strown the ground about their residence with the bones of slaughtered pilgrims. These vile old troglodytes are no longer there; but into their deserted cave another terrible giant has thrust himself, and makes it his business to seize upon honest travellers and fatten them for his table with plentiful meals of smoke, mist, moonshine, raw potatoes, and sawdust. He is a German by birth, and is called Giant Transcendentalist; but as to his form, his features, his substance, and his nature generally, it is the chief peculiarity of this huge miscreant that neither he for himself, nor any body for him, has ever been able to describe them. As we rushed by the cavern’s mouth we caught a hasty glimpse of him, looking somewhat like an ill-proportioned figure, but considerably more like a heap of fog and duskiness. He shouted after us, but in so strange a phraseology that we knew not what he meant, nor whether to be encouraged or affrighted.

It was late in the day when the train thundered into the ancient city of Vanity, where Vanity Fair is still at the height of prosperity, and exhibits an epitome of whatever is brilliant, gay, and fascinating beneath the sun. As I purposed to make a considerable stay here, it gratified me to learn that there is no longer the want of harmony between the town’s people and pilgrims which impelled the former to such lamentably mistaken measures as the persecution of Christian and the fiery martyrdom of Faithful. On the contrary, as the new railroad brings with it great trade and a constant influx of strangers, the lord of Vanity Fair is its chief patron, and the capitalists of the city are among the largest stockholders. Many passengers stop to take their pleasure or make their profit in the Fair, instead of going onward to the Celestial City. Indeed, such are the charms of the place that people often affirm it to be the true and only heaven; stoutly contending that there is no other, that those who seek further are mere dreamers, and that, if the fabled brightness of the Celestial City lay but a bare mile beyond the gates of Vanity, they would not be fools enough to go thither. Without subscribing to these perhaps exaggerated encomiums, I can truly say that my abode in the city was mainly agreeable, and my intercourse with the inhabitants productive of much amusement and instruction.

Being naturally of a serious turn, my attention was directed to the solid advantages derivable from a residence here, rather than to the effervescent pleasures which are the grand object with too many visitants. The Christian reader, if he have had no accounts of the city later than Bunyan’s time, will be surprised to hear that almost every street has its church, and that the reverend clergy are nowhere held in higher respect than at Vanity Fair. And well do they deserve such honorable estimation; for the maxims of wisdom and virtue which fall from their lips come from as deep a spiritual source, and tend to as lofty a religious aim, as those of the sagest philosophers of old.

In justification of this high praise I need only mention the names of the Rev. Mr. Shallow-deep, the Rev. Mr. Stumble-at-truth, that fine old clerical character the Rev. Mr. This-to-day, who expects shortly to resign his pulpit to the Rev. Mr. That-to-morrow; together with the Rev. Mr. Bewilderment, the Rev. Mr. Clog-the-spirit, and, last and greatest, the Rev. Dr. Wind-of-doctrine. The labors of these eminent divines are aided by those of innumerable lecturers, who diffuse such a various profundity, in all subjects of human or celestial science, that any man may acquire an omnigenous erudition without the trouble of even learning to read. Thus literature is etherealized by assuming for its medium the human voice; and knowledge, depositing all its heavier particles, except, doubtless, its gold, becomes exhaled into a sound, which forthwith steals into the ever-open ear of the community. These ingenious methods constitute a sort of machinery, by which thought and study are done to every person’s hand without his putting himself to the slightest inconvenience in the matter. There is another species of machine for the wholesale manufacture of individual morality. This excellent result is effected by societies for all manner of virtuous purposes, with which a man has merely to connect himself, throwing, as it were, his quota of virtue into the common stock, and the president and directors will take care that the aggregate amount be well applied. All these, and other wonderful improvements in ethics, religion, and literature, being made plain to my comprehension by the ingenious Mr. Smooth-it-away, inspired me with a vast admiration of Vanity Fair.

It would fill a volume, in an age of pamphlets, were I to record all my observations in this great capital of human business and pleasure. There was an unlimited range of society — the powerful, the wise, the witty, and the famous in every walk of life; princes, presidents, poets, generals, artists, actors, and philanthropists, — all making their own market at the fair, and deeming no price too exorbitant for such commodities as hit their fancy. It was well worth one’s while, even if he had no idea of buying or selling, to loiter through the bazaars and observe the various sorts of traffic that were going forward.

Some of the purchasers, I thought, made very foolish bargains. For instance, a young man having inherited a splendid fortune, laid out a considerable portion of it in the purchase of diseases, and finally spent all the rest for a heavy lot of repentance and a suit of rags. A very pretty girl bartered a heart as clear as crystal, and which seemed her most valuable possession, for another jewel of the same kind, but so worn and defaced as to be utterly worthless. In one shop there were a great many crowns of laurel and myrtle, which soldiers, authors, statesmen, and various other people pressed eagerly to buy; some purchased these paltry wreaths with their lives, others by a toilsome servitude of years, and many sacrificed whatever was most valuable, yet finally slunk away without the crown. There was a sort of stock or scrip, called Conscience, which seemed to be in great demand, and would purchase almost any thing. Indeed, few rich commodities were to be obtained without paying a heavy sum in this particular stock, and a man’s business was seldom very lucrative unless he knew precisely when and how to throw his hoard of conscience into the market. Yet, as this stock was the only thing of permanent value, whoever parted with it was sure to find himself a loser in the long run. Several of the speculations were of a questionable character. Occasionally a member of Congress recruited his pocket by the sale of his constituents; and I was assured that public officers have often sold their country at very moderate prices. Thousands sold their happiness for a whim. Gilded chains were in great demand, and purchased with almost any sacrifice. In truth, those who desired, according to the old adage, to sell any thing valuable for a song, might find customers all over the Fair; and there were innumerable messes of pottage, piping hot, for such as chose to buy them with their birthrights. A few articles, however, could not be found genuine at Vanity Fair. If a customer wished to renew his stock of youth the dealers offered him a set of false teeth and an auburn wig; if he demanded peace of mind, they recommended opium or a brandy bottle.

Tracts of land and golden mansions, situate in the Celestial City, were often exchanged, at very disadvantageous rates, for a few years’ lease of small, dismal, inconvenient tenements in Vanity Fair. Prince Beelzebub himself took great interest in this sort of traffic, and sometimes condescended to meddle with smaller matters. I once had the pleasure to see him bargaining with a miser for his soul, which, after much ingenious skirmishing on both sides, his highness succeeded in obtaining at about the value of sixpence. The prince remarked, with a smile, that he was a loser by the transaction.

Day after day, as I walked the streets of Vanity, my manners and deportment became more and more like those of the inhabitants. The place began to seem like home; the idea of pursuing my travels to the Celestial City was almost obliterated from my mind. I was reminded of it, however, by the sight of the same pair of simple pilgrims at whom we had laughed so heartily when Apollyon puffed smoke and steam into their faces at the commencement of our journey. There they stood, amid the densest bustle of Vanity; the dealers offering them their purple and fine linen and jewels, the men of wit and humor gibing at them, a pair of buxom ladies ogling them askance, while the benevolent Mr. Smooth-it-away whispered some of his wisdom at their elbows, and pointed to a newly-erected temple; but there were these worthy simpletons, making the scene look wild and monstrous, merely by their sturdy repudiation of all part in its business or pleasures.

One of them — his name was Stick-to-the-right — perceived in my face, I suppose, a species of sympathy and almost admiration, which, to my own great surprise, I could not help feeling for this pragmatic couple. It prompted him to address me.

“Sir,” inquired he, with a sad, yet mild and kindly voice, “do you call yourself a pilgrim?”

“Yes,” I replied, “my right to that appellation is indubitable. I am merely a sojourner here in Vanity Fair, being bound to the Celestial City by the new railroad.”

“Alas, friend,” rejoined Mr. Stick-to-the-right, “I do assure you, and beseech you to receive the truth of my words, that that whole concern is a bubble. You may travel on it all your lifetime, were you to live thousands of years, and yet never get beyond the limits of Vanity Fair. Yea, though you should deem yourself entering the gates of the blessed city, it will be nothing but a miserable delusion.”

“The Lord of the Celestial City,” began the other pilgrim, whose name was Mr. Foot-it-to-heaven, “has refused, and will ever refuse, to grant an act of incorporation for this railroad; and, unless that be obtained no passenger can ever hope to enter his dominions. Wherefore every man who buys a ticket, must lay his account with losing the purchase money, which is the value of his own soul.”

“Poh, nonsense!” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, taking my arm and leading me off, “these fellows ought to be indicted for a libel. If the law stood as it once did in Vanity Fair we should see them grinning through the iron bars of the prison window.”

This incident made a considerable impression on my mind, — and contributed with other circumstances to indispose me to a permanent residence in the city of Vanity; although, of course, I was not simple enough to give up my original plan of gliding along easily and commodiously by railroad. Still, I grew anxious to be gone. There was one strange thing that troubled me. Amid the occupations or amusements of the Fair, nothing was more common than for a person — whether at feast, theatre, or church, or trafficking for wealth and honors, or whatever he might be doing, and however unseasonable the interruption — suddenly to vanish like a soap bubble, and be never more seen of his fellows; and so accustomed were the latter to such little accidents that they went on with their business as quietly as if nothing had happened. But it was otherwise with me.

Finally, after a pretty long residence at the Fair, I resumed my journey towards the Celestial City, still with Mr. Smooth-it-away at my side. At a short distance beyond the suburbs of Vanity we passed the ancient silver mine, — of which Demas was the first discoverer, and which is now wrought to great advantage, supplying nearly all the coined currency of the world. A little further onward was the spot where Lot’s wife had stood for ever under the semblance of a pillar of salt. Curious travellers have long -since carried it away piecemeal. Had all regrets been punished as rigorously as this poor dame’s were, my yearning for the relinquished delights of Vanity Fair might have produced a similar change in my own corporeal substance, and left me a warning to future pilgrims.

The next remarkable object was a large edifice, constructed of mossgrown stone, but in a modern and airy style of architecture. The engine came to a pause in its vicinity, with the usual tremendous shriek.

“This was formerly the castle of the redoubted giant Despair,” observed Mr. Smooth-it-away; “but since his death Mr. Flimsy-faith has repaired it, and keeps an excellent house of entertainment here. It is one of our stopping-places.”

“It seems but slightly put together,” remarked I, looking at the frail yet ponderous walls. “I do not envy Mr. Flimsy-faith his habitation. Some day it will thunder down upon the heads of the occupants.”

“We shall escape, at all events,” said Mr. Smooth-It-away, “for Apollyon is putting on the steam again.”

The road now plunged into a gorge of the Delectable Mountains, and traversed the field where in former ages the blind men wandered and stumbled among the tombs. One of these ancient tombstones had been thrust across the track by some malicious person, and gave the train of cars a terrible jolt. Far up the rugged side of a mountain I perceived a rusty iron door, half overgrown with bushes and creeping plants, but with smoke issuing from its crevices.

“Is that,” inquired I, “the very door in the hillside which the shepherds assured Christian was a byway to hell?”

“That was a joke on the part of the shepherds,” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a smile. “It is neither more nor less than the door of a cavern which they use as a smoke house for the preparation of mutton hams.”

My recollections of the journey are now, for a little space, dim and confused, inasmuch as a singular drowsiness here overcame me, owing to the fact that we were passing over the enchanted ground, the air of which encourages a disposition to sleep. I awoke, however, as soon as we crossed the borders of the pleasant land of Beulah. All the passengers were rubbing their eyes, comparing watches, and congratulating one another on the prospect of arriving so seasonably at the journey’s end. The sweet breezes of this happy clime came refreshingly to our nostrils; we beheld the glimmering gush of silver fountains, overhung by trees of beautiful foliage and delicious fruit, which were propagated by grafts from the celestial gardens. Once, as we dashed onward like a hurricane, there was a flutter of wings and the bright appearance of an angel in the air, speeding forth on some heavenly mission. The engine now announced the close vicinity of the final station house by one last and horrible scream, in which there seemed to be distinguishable every kind of wailing and woe, and bitter fierceness of wrath, all mixed up with the wild laughter of a devil or a madman. Throughout our journey, at every stopping-place, Apollyon had exercised his ingenuity in screwing the most abominable sounds out of the whistle of the steam engine; but in this closing effort he outdid himself and created an infernal uproar, which, besides disturbing the peaceful inhabitants of Beulah, must have sent its discord even through the celestial gates.

While the horrid clamor was still ringing in our ears, we heard an exulting strain, as if a thousand instruments of music, with height, and depth, and sweetness in their tones, at once tender and triumphant, were struck in unison, to greet the approach of some illustrious hero, who had fought the good fight and won a glorious victory, and was come to lay aside his battered arms for ever. Looking to ascertain what might be the occasion of this glad harmony, I perceived, on alighting from the cars, that a multitude of shining ones had assembled on the other side of the river, to welcome two poor pilgrims who were just emerging from its depths. They were the same whom Apollyon and ourselves had persecuted with taunts, and gibes, and scalding steam, at the commencement of our journey — the same whose unworldly aspect and impressive words had stirred my conscience amid the wild revellers of Vanity Fair.

“How amazingly well those men have got on,” cried I to Mr. Smooth-it-away. “I wish we were secure of as good a reception.”

“Never fear, never fear!” answered my friend. “Come, make haste; the ferry boat will be off directly, and in three minutes you will be on the other side of the river. No doubt you will find coaches to carry you up to the city gates.”

A steam ferry boat, the last improvement on this important route, lay at the river side, puffing, snorting, and emitting all those other disagreeable utterances which betoken the departure to be immediate. I hurried on board with the rest of the passengers, most of whom were in great perturbation, some bawling out for their baggage; some tearing their hair and exclaiming that the boat would explode or sink; some already pale with the heaving of the stream; some gazing affrighted at the ugly aspect of the steersman; and some still dizzy with the slumberous influences of the Enchanted Ground. Looking back to the shore, I was amazed to discern Mr. Smooth-it-away waving his hand in token of farewell.

“Don’t you go over to the Celestial City?” exclaimed I.

“O, no!” answered he with a queer smile, and that same disagreeable contortion of visage which I had remarked in the inhabitants of the Dark Valley. “O, no! I have come thus far only for the sake of your pleasant company. Good by! We shall meet again.”

And then did my excellent friend Mr. Smooth-it-away laugh outright, in the midst of which cachinnation a smoke-wreath issued from his mouth and nostrils, while a twinkle of lurid flame darted out of either eye, proving indubitably that his heart was all of a red blaze. The impudent fiend! To deny the existence of Tophet, when he felt its fiery tortures raging within his breast. I rushed to the side of the boat, intending to fling myself on shore, but the wheels, as they began their revolutions, threw a dash of spray over me so cold — so deadly cold, with the chill that will never leave those waters until Death be drowned in his own river — that, with a shiver and a heartquake I awoke. Thank heaven it was a Dream!


Chapter Five . DEMOCRACY STARTS A LAUGH OF ITS OWN
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THE NEW WEST — It Loosens Up the Old East — The Age of Irreverence — The Minstrel Show — Tall Talk from the West: Captain Crockett — Major Downing and Sam Slick.

BY THE TIME Washington Irving and Nathaniel Hawthorne were in the mid course of their writing, population in the United States had passed seventeen millions, had crossed the Alleghanies, left Europe out of sight and had entered on the epoch of the “roaring forties.” It had left behind, as it moved west, the stately good manners of the Virginian home. It had left behind the grim sobriety of the Puritan household. It drank raw whisky, bred race horses, fought Indians and raised hell. All the world knows how democracy presently captured the Presidency, invaded Washington and took over the White House. In this new democracy every man was as good as everybody else, and often, so it was said, better. Yankee irreverence transported across the Alleghanies became more irreverent still. Democracy, determined to have its share in everything, took up the pen. Not content with the subtle wit and the gentle smile of the literary humorist, it undertook to raise a laugh of its own, a real one. Hence began the age of irreverence, in which the very ignorance of democracy was turned into an asset, an inspiration of audacity. The new “comic writers” stepped boldly out on ground where Harvard feared to tread. William Cullen Bryant had looked across the waving prairies with the eye of an archeologist, dreaming of lost races. Longfellow had caught in Hiawatha the vision of an Indian Odysseus, a Greek God moving among birch trees. It took Artemus Ward and Josh Billings to teach people how to deal properly with prairies and Indians and to extract the real fun out of them; and it presently took a Mark Twain to show what a fine view of Europe you can get from the Rocky Mountains.

A special feature of the new West and the new America which it helped to create was that everybody could read and write. Settlers carried their tattered spelling books to frontier cabins. The little red schoolhouse was shoved along in the van of civilization. Newspapers, people’s newspapers, multiplied in the new settlements.

The liberated mentality of the new West reacted on the journalism and the literature of the East. What was happening would have seemed to a classical scholar of the Old World a deplorable smashing up of all the ideals and models on which literature had been based. He would have witnessed with consternation the rise of the one-cent newspaper, that began with the New York Sun in 1833 and soon lit up all the East. In this new light things had to be written down to the people, not up to the colleges. Writers must seek queer titles and funny pen names. Thus Q. C. Philander Doestriks, P.B. — his very pseudonym a laugh on the colleges — enlivened the world with his Plu-Ri-Bus-Tah letters. His real name was Thompson, but that was not good enough. George Derby called himself John Phoenix and put forth the Squibob Papers. Ballad writers and nigger minstrels and comic end-men thrummed a chorus to the new music. An English historian has said grandiloquently of Elizabethan days, “England became a nest of singing birds.” So of the age in question one might say with less pretentiousness, “America became a minstrel show.”

Very little of this new humor has any survival value. We have passed it long ago. But we can see in it one of the forces that made the mold in which our present thought is cast. We can forget, or remember only with a smile, the cracker-barrel humorist, the comic editors and the blackfaced artists, whose influence was to help to make the triumphant American Humor, applauded of all the world. Yet some of them like Josh Billings (1818-1885) achieved a continental reputation, and he perhaps deserved it. The key to much that he wrote is lost for us. Things that were brand new then are stale now, such as the comic “answers to correspondents” that Billings helped to invent. Even the atrocious misspelling — now utterly repugnant — at times forces a smile. “You have talons of the highest order,” he writes to a lady correspondent, “good bi, Alice.” All of this was once as bright and new as youth itself.

Nor is it to be thought that in America classical and cultivated writing came to a full stop, and popular writing took its place. We cannot, outside of a schoolroom, artificially thus divide up a national literature into schools and periods. Action and reaction move together, and every moving stream has its swirling eddies and its still backwaters. Edgar Allan Poe and Cullen Bryant and Longfellow sat pen in hand, absorbed in thought, and never heard the noise of the minstrel show around them.

But smashing things up is often the best step in remaking them. When the Normans took hold of Anglo-Saxon and clipped and cut it all to pieces they created modern English, the most workable of all languages. When the new irreverence and the new cheapness overwhelmed the American literature of the fathers, it opened the way for a better.

Above all the new West, spacious and unlimited, ran easily to big talk and tall stories. It helped to bring back into humorous literature the feature of exaggeration which was one of its primitive elements. The primitive mind sees little difference between art and lies. Hence tales of giants, who lift mountains and wizards who cast spells reappear in Western form in terrific tales of rifle shooting, mule riding and Indian killing. There was a certain David Crockett who wrote in 1834 an Autobiography which set up a mark for all later comers to aim at. Crockett was a famous Tennessee frontiersman and Indian fighter, who later sat in Congress, wrote a sort of autobiography and was killed at the Alamo (1836).

After his death he was resurrected almost at once to appear in a sort of folklore of tall stories about his supposed achievements. Crockett stories multiplied in the West just as Jesse James stories did later in the half-dimes, and Lincoln stories in the anecdote books. His name filled the almanacs; his deeds became a legend; it was told how, as a boy, he tamed buffaloes by tying their tails together; how he twisted the tail off a comet; how he lighted a fire by striking a flint with the back of his hand; how he leaped on the back of a swimming alligator and rode it up Niagara Falls. The writers of the old Norse sagas and the talented author of the Chanson de Roland have got to work hard to beat this.

Naturally the real merit would lie in bringing all this new energy into the service of real literature; in putting the new wine into old bottles. It was this feat, done of course by the instinct of art and not by the effort of craftsmanship that was the achievement of Mark Twain. But of course there were pioneers before him in the field such as Seba Smith, otherwise Major Downing; James Russell Lowell in the capacity of Hosea Bigelow, and Judge Haliburton of Nova Scotia in the character of Sam Slick. Many writers have called Judge Haliburton the father of American Humor. If he was, then Seba Smith was its grandfather, which seems, on examination, strangely the same thing.

Seba Smith was a graduate of Bowdoin (1818) and equipped therefore with the classic cultivation without which no man could get out of Bowdoin in those days. Yet he followed the new tendency of the time in breaking into New England dialect and connected up with the already popular myth of the Yankee — shrewd, philosophical and unbeatable — appearing as a peddler or a horse trader, or soldier, sailor or tinker. This Yankee was already a familiar figure on the cheap stage and in the newspaper stories when Seba Smith took hold of him. Later on, he developed a long-tailed coat, red-and-white pants, lifted himself by his bootstraps and became “Uncle Sam.” Seba Smith used him as Major Jack Downing, and gave him much the same part in national life and politics as Mr. Dooley enjoyed two generations later. Smith’s sketches in the newspapers of Portland, Me., had been running for over a decade and had been collected into a first volume of Letters of Major Jack Downing, 1830, when another Yankee appeared on the scene. This was the famous Sam Slick the clockmaker, of Thomas Chandler (Judge) Haliburton of Windsor, Nova Scotia. As far as literary celebrity goes, Sam Slick utterly eclipsed Major Downing and became, and has remained since, in the history of literature, the Yankee character par excellence. What Haliburton owed to Seba Smith or whether he owed anything, we don’t know. Both works — Downing’s Letters and Sam Slick — have drifted out of present-day appreciation. Sam Slick to any candid mind, not forcing admiration, makes pretty dreary reading. To many people Major Downing, being a little less prosy, is better. But in the present work, for reasons of modesty, American Humor is supposed to not reach beyond the St. Lawrence River and the Bay of Fundy, and Judge Haliburton lies outside its province.


Chapter Six . SELECTIONS FROM CROCKETT, MAJOR DOWNING AND JOSH BILLINGS
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COLONEL DAVID CROCKETT, 1786-1836, famous Tennessee frontiersman, Indian fighter and bear-killer, served under Andrew Jackson and presently sat in Congress, 1827-1831, 1833-1835. As a congressman he took a tour through the East and duly reported it in a journal. He was killed at the Alamo, 1836.

 

COLONEL CROCKETT SNUBS HARVARD

WHEN I RETURNED, there were some gentlemen that invited me to go to Cambridge, where the big college or university is; where they keep ready-made titles or nicknames to give people. I would not go, for I did not know but they might stick an LL.D. on me before they let me go; and I had no idea of changing “Member of the House of Representatives of the United States,” for what stands for “lazy lounging dunce,” which I am sure my constituents would have translated my new title to be, knowing that I had never taken any degree, and did not own to any, except a small degree of good sense not to pass for what I was not — I would not go it. There had been one doctor made from Tennessee already, and I had no wish to put on the cap and bells. I recollected the story of a would-be-great man who had put on his sign, after his name, in large capitals, D.Q.M.G., which stood for Deputy Quarter Master General; but which one of his neighbours, to the great diversion of all the rest, and to his mortification, translated into “damn’d quick made gentleman.” No indeed, not me — anything you please but Granny Crockett; I leave that for others; I’ll throw that in to make chuck full the “measure of their country’s glory.”

I told them I did not go to this branding-school; I did not want to be tarred with the same stick; one digniterry was enough from Tennessee; that as far as my learning went, I would stand over it, and spell a strive or two with any of them, from a-b-ab to crucifix, which was where I left off at school.

This day I dined out again; but I’m most tired talking of dinners, especially after I have eaten them. I went to the theatre that night. The acting was pretty considerable, considering that one actress, who, it was very plain, was either a married woman, or “had ought to be,” as they say there, was playing the character of a young lady; and one fellow tried to sing that was not half up to a Mississippi boat-horn.

We got a little dry or so, and wanted a horn, but this was a temperance house, and there was nothing to treat a friend to that was worth shaking a stick at; so, says I, “when there was a famine in the land of Canaan, there was plenty of corn in Egypt; let us go over to the Tremont; Boyden keeps stuff that runs friends together, and makes them forget which is which.” Over we went, and soon forgot all about the theatre.

I had promised next morning to go to Lowell with Mr. Lawrence, Mr. Harding, and others; but when I woke up, it was pouring down rain, so that kept me in the house all day.

I was not idle, for I had a heap of talk with the folks in the house. One gentleman asked me to come and see him; but he gave me so many directions about getting to where he lived, that I asked him to write it down, and told him if ever he came to my part of the country, I hoped he would call and see me. “Well,” said he, “how will I find where you live?”— “Why, sir, run down the Mississippi till you come to the Obion river, run a small streak up that, jump ashore anywhere, and inquire for me.”

Says I to one of them, “Do you believe in the sea-sarpint?”— “If I don’t, there’s no snakes. I believed it to be as much true as there is lie in our deacon when he says his red face a’n’t made by drinking ‘New England.’”— “Do you consider him dangerous, or is he peaceable?”— “Well, now, to keep to the truth, I never saw him; but Capting Hodijah Folger said as how he considered the critter as a sort o’ so, and a sort o’ not.”— “Had he a long tail?”— “Tail, did you say? You’d a-died to hear Didge tell about that thar verming. Didge said he was like skying a copper — head or tail — but you had to guess which. Ses Didge to me, ‘Don’t you mind,’ ses he, ‘that are angel what stood with one leg on the sea, and t’other on the dry land?’— ‘I guess I do.’— ‘Well,’ ses he to me, ‘that are sarpint’s skin was long enough to a-queued his hair.’”

I asked to sup with a Mr. Richards, whom I had seen at Washington. He had a house full of ladies and gentlemen, collected to see me; so I was on my manners, and I hope they were all as much gratified as I was. We had a fine supper, plenty of conversation, and some fun. I don’t think the northern ladies talk as much publicly as they do in the south and west. In private conversation they are ready enough.

When I got back, I saw my old cock again. “Well,” says I, “what do you think of nullification up here?”— “Why, they say, some of them, that it was got and bred by the tariff. Squire Williams, my neighbour, said he didn’t think so: it was a kind of come-by-chance, that was too wicked to know its own kin; and he thought it was a very ugly thing.”

“Well,” says I to him, “squire, setting a case as how the congress of Jackson-men should pass a law taxing of all the looms and spindles, and letting cottons and woollens come in from foreign parts, free of duty — what should we do?”— “Why, ask ’em to repeal it.”— “Suppose they would not do it; and when we were growing poorer and poorer, the taxgatherer should come to sell you out, stock and fluke.”— “Why, I’d dispute his authority desperately; and if that would not do, I’d fight him, by the blue blaizes.”— “And so would I: but a’n’t that nullifying, or something mighty like it?”— “Why,” ses he, “the toe that’s tramped on feels most; and a man that don’t swear, had better try a stumpy field with a young yolk of cattle.”— “Well,” ses I, “them there people down there fought desperate in the old war. They whipped Captain Cornwallis, and scared Sir Harry Clinton out and out; and I reckon then no more nor now they don’t like nobody to wrong them out of their rights.”— “But I’m glad it’s over: and I’ll tell you what I think; you don’t work hard enough in the south, and take good care of your grounds, and cattle, and so on; at least, I heard Josiah Norton say so, when he come home from down to south, where he had been peddling a spell. Si ses to me, ses he, ‘Please goodness! but that’s a poor country down yander; it makes the tears come into the kildear’s eyes when they fly over the old fields. Dod drot me, if you can even get a drink of cider!! They a’n’t got no apples but little runts of things, about as big as your thumb, and so sour, that when a pig sticks his tooth into ’em, he lays back his jaw, and hollers, you might hear him a mile: but it’s “eat, pig, or die” — for it’s all he’s got. And then again, they’re great for huntin’ of foxes; and if you were to see their hounds! lean, lank, labber-sided pups, that are so poor they have to prop up agin a post-and-rail fence, ‘fore they can raise a bark at my tin-cart. It’s the poorest place was ever made.’” — So, said I, “Stranger, you had better come down and judge for yourself, both as to principles and habits; you would be as much pleased, I am sure, as I have been in coming north.”

 

CROCKETT FINDS PHILADELPHIA TOO FAST

ARRIVED AT THE EXCHANGE, I crowded through, went up to the second floor, and walked out on the porch, drew off my hat, and made my bow; speaking was out of the question, the huzzas for Crockett were so loud and so long.

The time had come when my promise must be kept. There must have been more than five thousand people, and they were still gathering from all parts. I was now loudly called for from all quarters to begin. I could not help again thinking what a poor type I was to stand up before such an enlightened people; but screwing up my fortitude, I commenced.

* * * * *

Three times three cheers closed the concern, and I came down to the door, where it appeared as if all the world had a desire to shake hands with me. I stood on the doorstep, and, as Major Jack Downing said, shook hands as hard as I could spring for near an hour. After this I returned to the hotel, and remained until night, when I was asked to visit the theatre in Walnut street. The landlord, Dorrance, and others were to go with me, to see Jim Crow. While we were talking about it, one of them said he could go all over the world “To crow juicy.” Some laughed very hearty, and others did not. I was among the latter, for I considered it a dry joke, although there was something juicy in it. Some of them said it was Latin; and that proved to me the reason why I did not laugh — I was tired of the “old Roman.” But these Philadelphians are eternally cutting up jokes on words; so I puts a conundrum to them; and says I, “Can you tell me why the sacking of Jerusalem was like a cider mill?” Well, they all were stumpt, and gave it up. “Because it made the Jews fly.” Seeing them so much pleased with this, says I, “Why is a cow like a razor-grinder?” No one could answer. “Well,” says I, “I thought you could find that out, for I don’t know myself.”

We started for the theatre, and found a very full house, and Jim a playing for the dear life. Jim makes as good a nigger as if he was clean black, except the bandy-legs.

Everybody seemed pleased, particularly when I laughed; they appeared to act as if I knew exactly when to laugh, and they all followed.

What a pity it is that these theatres are not so contrived that everybody could go; but the fact is, backwoodsman as I am, I have heard some things in them that was a leetle too tough for good women and modest men; and that’s a great pity, because there are thousands of scenes of real life that might be exhibited, both for amusement and edification, without offending. Folks pretend to say that high people don’t mind these things. Well, it may be that they are better acquainted with vice than we plain folks; but I am yet to live and see a woman polished out of the natural feelings, or too high not to do things that a’n’t quite reputable in those of low degree.

Their fiddling was pretty good, considering every fellow played his own piece; and I would have known more about it, if they had played a tune, but it was all twee-wee-tadlum-tadlum-tumtum, tadle-leedle-tadle-leedle-lee. “The twenty-second of February,” or the “Cuckoo’s Nest,” would have been a treat.

I do not think, however, from all I saw, that the people enjoyed themselves better thân we do at a country frolic, where we dance till daylight, and pay off the score by giving one in our turn. It would do you good to see our boys and girls dancing. None of your stradling, mincing, sadying; but a regular sifter, cut-the-buckle, chicken-flutter set-to. It is good wholesome exercise; and when one of our boys puts his arm round his partner, it’s a good hug, and no harm in it.

SEBA SMITH, MAJOR JACK DOWNING

Seba Smith (1792-1868) a graduate of Bowdoin, contributed to the Portland newspapers a series of “Letters” by Jack Downing. They are the prototype of the Down-East-Yankee colloquial humor, developed further by Judge Haliburton as Sam Slick. Downing’s letters are nearly all political, Haliburton covers a wider area.

CAPTAIN DOWNING DEFIES THE BRITISH

The Captain — he had not yet promoted himself to be a major ‘ — writes at the height of the international tension over the disputed boundary of Maine. The award of the King of the Netherlands, which Downing repudiates, had just proposed to give 12,000 square miles to New Brunswick. President Jackson followed Captain Downing’s advice. The Captain dates his letter from, “Madawaska, State of Maine, or else Great Britain, I don’t know which, March 12, 1812.”

To the Editor of the Portland Courier — this with care and speed.

My DEAR or.D FRIEND, — I cleared out from Augusta in such a kind of a whirlwind, that I hadn’t time to write you a single word before I left. And I feel so kind of crazy now, I don’t know hardly which end I stand upon. I’ve had a good many head-flaws and worriments in my life time, and been in a great many hobbles, but I never, in all my born days, met with any thing that puzzled me quite so bad as this ere selling out down here. I fit in the Legislater as long as fighting would do any good, that is, I mean in the caucus, for they wouldn’t let me go right into the Legislater in the day time and talk to ’em there, because I was only a lobby member. But jest let them know it, lobby members can do as much as any of ’em on sich kind of business as this. I laid it down to ’em in the caucus as well as I could. I asked ’em if they didn’t think I should look like a pretty fool, after marching my company down there, and standing ready all winter to flog the whole British nation the moment any of ’em stept a foot on to our land, if I should now have to march back again and give up the land and all without flogging a single son-of-a-gun of ’em. But they said it was no use, it couldn’t be helped: Mr. Netherlands had given the land away to the British, and the President had agreed to do jest as Mr. Netherlands said about it, and all we could do now was to get as much pay for it as we could.

So I set down and figured it up a little to see how much it would come to, for I used to cypher to the rule of three when I went to school, and I found it would come to a pretty round sum. There was, in the first place, about two millions of acres of land. This, considerin the timber there was on it, would certainly be worth a dollar an acre, and that would be two millions of dollars. Then there was two or three thousand inhabitants, say twenty-five hundred; Crockett, Major Downing, Josh Billings 81 we must be paid for them too, and how much are they worth? I’ve read in the newspapers that black slaves, at the south, sell for three or four hundred dollars apiece. I should think, then, that white ones ought to fetch eight hundred. This, according to the rule of three, would be two hundred thousand dollars. Then there’s the pretty little town of Madawaska that our Legislater made last winter, already cut and dried with town officers all chosen, and every thing ready for the British to use without any more trouble. We ought to have pay for this too, and I should think it was worth ten thousand dollars.

And then the town of Madawaska has chosen Mr. Lizote to be a representative in the Legislater, and as the British can take him right into the Parliament without choosing him over again, they ought to pay us for that too. Now I have read in the newspapers that it sometimes costs, in England, two hundred thousand dollars to choose a representative to Parliament, reckoning all the grog they drink and all the money they pay for votes. But I wouldn’t be screwing about it, so I put Mr. Lizote down at one hundred thousand dollars. And then I footed up, and found it to be, — 

For land, including timber, two millions of dollars,$2,000,000

 

For inhabitants, including women and children, two hundred thousand dollars,200,000

For the town of Madawaska, officers and all, ten thousand dollars,10,000

For Mr. Lizote, all ready to go to Parliament, one hundred thousand dollars,100,000

 

Total,$2,3 10,000

This was a pretty round sum, and I begun to think, come to divide it out, it would be a slice a-piece worth having; especially if we didn’t give the Feds any of it, and I supposed we shouldn’t, as there wasn’t any of ’em there in the caucus to help see about it.

“In this view of the subject,” I almost made up my mind that we ought to be patriotic enough to give it up, and help the general government out of the hobble they had got into. And I was jest a-going to get up and make a speech and tell ’em so, when Mr. McCrate of Noble-borough, and Capt. Smith of Westbrook, two of the best fellers in our party, came along and see what I was figuring about, and, says they, Capt. Downing, are you going to sell your country? In a minute I felt something rise right up in my throat, that felt as big as an ox-yoke. As soon as I got so I could speak, says I, No, never, while my name is Jack Downing, or my old rifle can carry a bullet. They declared too, that they wouldn’t sell out to the general government, nor the British, nor nobody else. And we stuck it out most of the evening, till we found out how it was going, and then we cleared out, and as soon as the matter was fairly settled, I started off for Madawaska; for I was afraid if my company should hear of it before I got there, it would make a blow up among ’em, and I should have to court-martial ’em.

When I first told ’em how the jig was up with us, that the British were going to have the land, without any fighting about it, I never see fellows so mad before in my life, unless it was Major Eaton at Washington when he sot out to flog Mr. Ingham. They said if they could only have had one good battle, they wouldn’t care a snap about it, but to be played torn-fool with in this way they wouldn’t bear it. They were so maa, they hopped right up and down, and declared they never would go back till they had been over to Fredericton and pulled the jail down, or thrashed some of the New Brunswick boys. But, after a while, I pacified ’em by telling ’em if we didn’t get a chance to fight here, I rather thought we might away off to Georgia, for there was something of a bobbery kicking up, and if the President should want troops to go on there, I was very sure my company would be one of the first he would send for.

So here we are, lying upon our arms, not knowing what to do. I have written to the President, and hope to hear from him soon. If the land is to go, I want to know it in season to get off before it’s all over; for I’ll be hanged if ever I’ll belong to the British.

Your distrest friend, CAPT. JACK DOWNING.

 

JOSH BILLINGS

Josh Billings (Henry W. Shaw), 1818-1885, was & New England boy who attended Hamilton College, Clinton, N. Y., and was expelled in his sophomore year for removing the clapper from the chapel bell. This arrested his education halfway, and he took vengeance on it later. He wandered round the country working at this and that, and came to rest as a real-estate dealer and auctioneer in Poughkeepsie. Here just before the Civil War he began, as Josh Billings, to write “pieces” for the papers. His success took him, in the war period, to New York. Here he met Q. K. Philander Doe sticks, Orpheus C. Kerr and Artemus Ward, then showing his “panorama” in Dodsworth Hall. Ward, sixteen years younger, was greatly taken with the sedate “Mr. Shaw” who looked old enough to be his father. He got him a publisher and launched him in the world of funny men. Josh had already tried his hand at lecturing in Poughkeepsie. Now he entered a wider field. The first results were ghastly failure. The audience sat in stony silence without a laugh. This at a humorous lecture is a bad sign. At one place the audience numbered only twenty people. Josh gave them back their money. At another town the “audience” consisted of only one man. Josh took him out to supper. The gross receipts of the tour from Poughkeepsie to Milwaukee were just equal to the railway fare from Milwaukee to Poughkeepsie.

But presently success came: and when it came it spread: reputation once gained works wonders. In the years that followed the Civil War Josh Billings lectured all over Canada and the United States. His technique both for publicity and performance was that of the professional “comic” man as modeled on Artemus Ward, and now quite abandoned on the platform. Here for example is a typical announcement.

 

JOSH BILLINGS

Will Deliver his Plaintiff Discourse on “Natral History.”

(and warrant it for 60 days) at — Hall, On — Evening.

It is with the most grave apprehensions that I consent to read a discourse on “Natral History,” a subject so nearly exhausted by the following distinguished authors.... Josh Billings, (521 Broadway, New York)

“The Cockroach, in my humble opinion, is a surplus bug.” — John Bright, M.P.

“The goose is a bird of much feathers.” — Duke of Mark-borough.

“The Angleworm, though filled with grit, is not quarrelsome.” — Lord Palmerstone.

“Tree Toads, are the only make of Toads, who can mount and dismount a tree.” — Louis Napoleon.

The announcement might vary but the lecture, after the ghastly fashion of those times, was always the same and was read out word by word. Billings read Skim Milk hundreds and hundreds of times. It was before the motorcar and the travel habit had abolished distance. The audience, ten miles away, was new. The lecturer could rely on the kind of assurance once given to the writer of this book, “The people who heard you before won’t be here tonight.”

Josh Billings’ lectures consisted of little sententious sayings, very much like those on the Mule and the Hen, given below. Of the great success of the lectures, once started, there can be no doubt. Still less of the success of the series of little books that began with Josh Billings His Sayings (1865) and which flooded America and England. Josh’s fame reached France in 1872 in the publication of his aphorisms as translated by Madame Bentzon, the same lady who, a month before, had similarly conferred immortality on Mark Twain’s Jumping Frog. Such aphorisms as La Verété est la seule chose qui ne soit pas susceptible du progrès; Les secrets font du cœur un donjon et de son propriétaire un geôlier would hardly be recognized as “Josh” in Indiana. Perhaps Madame Bentzon confused him with La Rochefoucauld.

 

BILLINGS ON THE MULE

THE MUEL is haf hoss, and haf Jackass, and then kums tu a full stop, natur diskovering her mistake. Tha weigh more, akordin tu their heft, than enny other kreeture, except a crowbar. Tha kant hear any quicker, nor further than the hoss, yet their ears are big enuff for snow shoes. You kan trust them with enny one whose life aint wirth enny more than the muels. The only wa tu keep them into a paster, is tu turn them into a medder jineing and let them jump out. Tha are reddy for use, just as soon as they will du tu abuse. Tha haint got enny friends, and will live on huckel berry brush, with an ockasional chanse at Kanada thissels. Tha are a modern invenshun, I don’t think the Bible deludes to them at tall. Tha sel for more money than enny other domestik animile. Yu kant tell their age by looking into their mouth, enny more than you kould a Mexican cannons. Tha never hav no disease that a good club wont heal.

If tha ever die tha must kum tu life agin, for I never heard nobody sa “Ded muel.” Tha are like some men, very korrupt at harte; I’ve known them tu be good muels for 6 months, just tu git a good chance to kick sumbody. I never owned one, nor never mean to, unless there is a United States law passed, requiring it. The only reason wha tha are pashunt, is bekause tha are ashamed ov themselfs. I have seen eddikated muels in a sirkus. Tha kould kick, and bite, tremenjis. I would not sa what I am forced tu sa agin the muel, if his birth want an outrage and man want tu blame for it. Enny man who is willing tu drive a muel ought to be exempt by law from running for the legislatur. Tha are the strongest creetures on earth, and heaviest, ackording tu their size; I herd tell ov one who fell oph the tow path, on the Eri Kanawl, and sunk as soon as he touched bottom, but he kept rite on towing the boat tu the nex stashun, breathing thru his ears, which stuck out ov the water about 2 feet 6 inches; I didn’t see this did, but an auctioneer told me ov it, and I never knew an auctioneer tu lie unless it was absolutely convenient.

BILLINGS ON THE HEN A HEN

A HEN is a darn phool, they was born so bi natur.

When natur undertakes tew make a phool, she hits the mark the fust time.

Most all the animile kritters hav instinkt, which is wuth more to them than reason would be, for instinkt don’t make enny blunders.

If the animiles had reason, they would akt just as ridikilus as we men folks do.

But a hen don’t seem tew hav even instinkt, and was made expressly for a phool.

I hav seen a hen fly out ov a good warm shelter, on the 15 th ov January, when the snow was 3 foot high, and lite on the top ov a stun wall, and coolly set thare, and freeze tew deth.

Noboddy but a darn phool would do this, unless it was tew save a bet.

I hav saw a human being do similar things, but they did it tew win a bet.

To save a bet, is self-preservashun, and self-preservashun, is the fust law ov natur, so sez Blakstone, and he is the best judge ov law now living.

If i couldn’t be Josh Billings, i would like, next in suit, tew be Blakstone, and compoze sum law.

 

JOSH REBUKES BILLINGS

The letter was printed by Josh as if it came to him from Mark Twain. He knew that Mark thought that Josh’s spelling spoilt the fun of his humor. It is reproduced from Mr. Cyril Clemens’ excellent volume Josh Billings.

DEAR JOSH: — 

I think a very great deal of you, as a personal friend of long standing; I admire you as a philosopher; I actually revere you as almost the only specimen remaining with us, of a species that used to be common enough — I mean an honest man.

Therefore you can easily believe that if I don’t write the paragraphs you desire for your department of the paper, it is not because there is any lack in me of either the will or the willingness to do it.

No, it is only because my present literary contracts, and understandings debar me.

I am thus debarred for three years to come. But after that — however, you wouldn’t want to wait, perhaps.

I wish we could compromise; I wish it would answer for you to write one of these books, for me, while I write an almanac for you.

But this will not do, because I cannot abide your spelling.

It does seem to me that you spell worse every day.

Sometimes your orthography makes me frantic.

It is out of all reason that a man, seventy-five years of age, should spell as you do.

Why do you not attend a night school? You might at least get the hang of the easy words.

I am sending you a primer by this mail which I know will help you, if you will study it hard.

Now is the most favorable time that you have had for seventy years, now that you are just entering your second childhood.

It ought to come really easy to you.

Many believe that in the dominion of natural history you stand without a peer.

It is acknowledged on all sides that you have thrown new light on the mule, and also on other birds of the same family; you have notably augmented the world’s admiration of the splendid plumage of the Kangaroo — or possibly it might have been the cockatoo — but I knew it was one of those bivalves or the other; that you have uplifted the hornet, and given him his just place among the flora of our country; and that you have aroused an interest never felt before, in every fur bearing animal, from the occult rhinoceros clear down to the domestic cow of the present geologic period.

These researches ought not to die; but what can you expect?

Yale University desires to use them as text books in the natural history department of that institution, but they cannot stand the spelling.

You will take kindly what I am saying; I only wish to make you understand that even the profoundest science must perish and be lost to the world, when it is couched in such inhuman orthography as yours.

Even the very first word of your annual is an atrocity: Allminax is no way to build that word.

I can spell better than that with my left hand.

In answer to your other inquiry, I say “No” decidedly.

You can’t lecture on “Light” with any success.

Tyndall has used up that subject.

And I think you ought not to lecture on “Nitro-Glycer- me, with Experiments.” The cost of keeping a coroner under salary would eat up all the profits.

Try “Readings.” They are all the rage now. Yet how can you read acceptably when you cannot even spell correctly.

An ignorance so shining and conspicuous as yours — 

Now I have it — go on a jury.

That is your place.

Your friend, MARK TWAIN.


Chapter Seven . ARTEMUS WARD: HIS LIFE, HIS BOOK, HIS DEATH

[image: img117.jpg]

THE CIVIL WAR turned all the funny men into camp followers — either with the army or behind it, or at a desk. The Papers of Orpheus C. Kerr — his name was Newell, but his pseudonym recalled the scramble of the “office-seeker” — reached a nation-wide audience, with Abraham Lincoln in a front seat. The Letters of Petroleum V. Nasely (David Locke, an Ohio local editor) were “as eagerly expected,” so a historian tells us, “as the news of battles and universally read by the federal soldiers.”

But one reputation of the period eclipses all others. Around the memory of Artemus Ward a loving world has twined a garland of affection as for a lost child. In his case it is not possible to separate his work from his personality. The two go together. In much of art, in most of the best, the artist is a thing apart, of no consequence, quite unnecessary for the purpose of interpretation or appreciation. Not so with Artemus Ward. His fame, that now is mere history and memory, and no longer carries a present enjoyment of his work, rested upon his queer personality, the appealing innocence of his so-called lectures, the naïveté of his outlook on the world. His work, or the little fragments dignified by that name, should be presented in immediate connection with his life. Take first the most momentous episode in his story.

It is the morning of Monday, September 22, 1862. Abraham Lincoln has called his Cabinet together at the White House. He wishes to announce to them what is undoubtedly the most important decision of his life. He is to read to them the Proclamation, which he has written the day before, setting free the slaves in the rebel states and destined to end American slavery forever.

But first Lincoln informs the Cabinet that Artemus Ward has sent him his new book and that he would like to read them a chapter of it, with which, he reads to them as follows:

 

HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA

In the Faul of 1856,I showed my show in Utiky, a trooly grate sitty in the State of New York.

The people gave me a cordyal recepshun. The press was loud in her prases.

I day as I was givin a descripshun of my Beests and Snaiks in my usual Howry stile what was my skorn & disgust to see a big burly feller walk up to the cage containin my wax figgers of the Lord’s Last Supper, and cease Judas Iscarrot by the feet and drag him out on the ground. He then commenced fur to pound him as hard as he cood.

“What under the son are you abowt?” cried I.

Sez he, “What did you bring this pussylanermus cuss here fur?” & he hit the wax figger another tremenjis blow on the hed.

Sez I, “You egrejus ass, that air’s a wax figger — a representashun of the false’Postle.”

Sez he, “That’s all very well fur you to say, but I tell you, old man, that Judas Iscarrot can’t show hisself in Utiky with impunerty by a dam site!” with which observashun he kaved in Judassis hed. The young man belonged to I of the first famerlies in Utiky. I sood him, and the Joory brawt in a verdick of Arson in the 3d degree.

It appears that the Cabinet listened to the reading with mixed feelings. The dignified Secretary of the Treasury, Salmon P. Chase, heard it with dry disapproval. “The President,” he tells us in his diary, “seemed to enjoy it very much.” The rest of the Cabinet apparently laughed at it, except Stanton, who wouldn’t. Yet Stanton had a certain claim as a man of humor, being quite famous for his power to quote from Dickens. No doubt he scorned to laugh over poor Artemus, not yet approved by London.

Yet there are no two names more fitted to recall to us at once the mingled tragedy and laughter of life than those of Lincoln and Artemus Ward — both marked by fate, the one for martyrdom, the other for a tragic, premature death. For both of them life’s tears and laughter, life’s joys and sorrows, ran easily together. To both of them was shown that higher vision, that larger and kindlier wisdom to which humor and pathos became one.

* * * *

The Artemus Ward of 1862 was already something of a national figure — his own name long since forgotten or never known. He had been born in 1834 and baptised as Charles Farrar Browne. His people lived in the village of Waterford in Maine and he enjoyed that rural and penurious upbringing that has been the privilege of so many great men on this continent. When he had finished school he learned how to set type and so became a journeyman printer wandering round from town to town. The printer of those days was a sort of troubadour, carrying his composing stick as the troubadour carried his guitar, or Scott’s Last Minstrel his harp. Easily enough they changed from printers to composers, from artisans to artists.

Browne wandered into Cleveland and then he settled down as a local reporter on the Plain Dealer. His business was to write up anything that happened, or if it didn’t, to write up something else. Journalism was a sort of roving commission, but most of all it was commissioned to rove round in the surrounding locality and “get in a good one” on a rival town, or a rival political party. So after a while young Browne invented the idea of “Artemus Ward” — supposed to be a traveling showman and writing in to the paper to give information and to ask for it. These letters were the first of Browne’s work that can perhaps be called “literary” as apart from mere news and personal items. Presently they transformed him into Artemus Ward.

It is very difficult for any reader of today to find much fun in these early sketches in the Plain Dealer, or to find them interesting in any but a biographical and historical sense. They belong to another world, another day and another setting. In those earlier and restricted days journalism turned much on local jokes and local “cracks,” especially as from one town to another. This form of humor is of course as old and as enduring as humanity. Egypt made jokes about Rameses building the Pyramids; Aristophanes of Athens took a rise out of Corinth; Chaucer took a crack at Stratford atte Bowe. In Ward’s own boyhood, young Charles Dickens, at dinners in America, made his most colossal hit as a humorist — it was at Richmond, Va., — by “getting in a crack” at the new Richmond and Frederichsburg Railway.

So with the young Browne of the Plain Dealer. He invents the notion that there is a “showman” traveling round and sending in pieces of news to the paper. He finds just the name for him as “Artemus Ward” — the sound of it, on an old law document, had lingered from Charles Browne’s childhood. He makes out that the showman is just about to arrive! he’s in Cincinnati, he’s in Tiffin, he’s in Toledo, and, wherever he writes from, it means a crack on that town. He tells his readers that in “Tiffin was pasted his wax figure, Judas Iscariot” and said that “Judas Iscariot couldn’t show himself with impunity in Tiffin!” That was a big joke. It still is. Let a New Yorker read it that Judas Iscariot had better not show up in Yonkers! — or for a Boston reader warn him off Chelsea — or for a Montreal man to keep him out of Verdun — and the joke retains all its original glory.... This particular joke Artemus Ward thought so good that he used it again and again: it is in the Lincoln episode above; he hated to let it go; all humorists will sympathize. The form of the humor of these early sketches, apart from the local hits, depends very largely upon bad spelling, or at least combines bad spelling with whatever other basis it may have. For the world today this practically rules it out of court. To us bad spelling isn’t funny.

People might well ask why it ever was, but the explanation is not so very far to seek. We have to remember that although art is everlasting its form changes from time to time. Thus the art of the moving picture, with its huge shadowed figures, all lines and wrinkles, figures of people often twenty feet high (if you measure them out at full length), with its “fade outs” and “close ups,”

“retrospects” and “cut ins,” represent a mass of conventions which it has taken us twenty-five years to learn. We go and see something from which Leonardo da Vinci would have sun away frightened, and we call it a “sweet, simple story.”

Now spelling in the days of Abraham Lincoln and Artemus Ward was a very solemn thing. It was the great art and mystery, learned at school and at times brought to a high pitch of excellence by “scholars” who could spell ten hard words correctly one after the other. The “spelling bee” was a part of rural life. A good speller, like Lincoln, was already an eminent person. Hence the very eminence of spelling rendered it all the better mark for artful degradation. Bad spelling had in it something of the supreme fun of irreverence, without the evil conscience. So it came about that Ward and his predecessors, and even those after him, revelled in bad spelling. Mark Twain had the sense to break away from it and use it only in and through his characters for phonetic effect. He realized that the expansion of education had left spelling to the primary school; grown-up people, for good or ill, were done with it.

At times, of course, the bad spelling of Artemus Ward and of Josh Billings was so ingenious as to be funny on that account — the misfit of ingenuity, fitting where it ought not to. A supreme example is the word “wife,” spelt by Josh as “yph.” So in Artemus’ sketches, as when he designates a boa constrictor snake as a “boy constructor.”

But on the whole the bad spelling exercises for us a repellent effect and makes the written humor of Artemus Ward a purely historical product. But so too, for those candid enough to admit it, are the works of Homer and the Chanson de Roland, and dare we say Milton — and does someone murmur Shakespeare. Ward is in good company.

* * * * *

Artemus presently (1860) became a contributor to Vanity Fair of New York and in 1861 accepted a post on that journal. Ward worked on this paper in his own lazy and intermittent fashion. Some of his best sketches appeared in it in the years 1860 to 1862. Among these were his famous interview with President Lincoln, which he never had, and his various Civil War sketches which delighted Lincoln, who never saw him.

Whatever we may think of these “pieces” now, there is no doubt that they made a great hit and brought him a wide reputation. Artemus Ward, indeed, has often been called the first “national” humorist of America, though his celebrity and his achievement was soon to be far surpassed by that of Mark Twain, whose star rose just at the sunset of Artemus’s brief day.

But Artemus Ward’s growing fame was soon to rest not only on his written work but on his success as a platform humorist. He had always had an odd turn for public appearance — as a nigger minstrel or as a comedian — as a sort of entertainer at large. Unlike most good “lecturers,” he liked lecturing, and he liked the wandering life that went with it. He began professional lecturing in 1861 and visited a number of Eastern centers. This led him in 1863 to take ship via Panama for the new world opening up on the Pacific side of America. There he “lectured” in mining towns and camps with vast success; “blew” into Virginia City in Nevada, where he met and fraternized with Samuel Clemens, just turning into Mark Twain.

There is no doubt that as a platform lecturer Artemus Ward achieved a success equal, or almost equal, to anything in his day. The colossal and sustained achievement of Charles Dickens — whose performance seems to have contained a sort of mesmeric power — had set in England a high standard for others to aim at; and Mark Twain was already beginning that unique career upon the public platform which was to extend over thirty years.

But Artemus, in his own way, called forth a tumultuous and almost affectionate response.

Success upon the public platform, in its highest form, is a rare achievement. A “lecture” can mean anything or nothing — or even less. It runs all the way from solid exposition to artistic “ecstasy.” When a professor lectures on thermo-dynamics, or radioactivity, there is no ecstasy. The professor does not get outside of himself, and the audience keep well within theirs. But when such a man as Charles Dickens lectured, he “carried away” both himself and his audience. These supreme effects are not exactly obtained by acting. They depend on something else — a sort of magnetic stimulation of the imagination and of the audience. This may be done in different ways. Mark Twain did it by being Mark Twain, but Charles Dickens did it by not being Charles Dickens — by shifting somehow into the soul and body of Bill Sykes, the murderer, or becoming Mr. Pickwick and a group of Pickwickians all together. But no written record or transcription can convey the effect. It passes forever with him that produces it.

Artemus Ward had a technique and method of his own. In actual life he was — till his fatal ailment began to wear him down — a merry creature with an appealing eye, a ready smile and a pleasant laugh. On the platform he was solemnity itself. He affected an intense dullness of intelligence. His face was stamped with melancholy. He assumed an air of utter embarrassment, and in this mood, with his assumption of sorrow, he got off the little sayings and epigrams that he called his lectures.

All people realize, as soon as they start to think about it, that there are two schools of humorous performers, the solemn and the hilarious — those who invite laughter by their own solemnity and those who seek it by infectionfrom their own. There is no doubt that the latter is in general the harder task and the higher art. Anyone can be solemn, if only with his own stage misery. But let anyone try to come forward with a little merry, spontaneous laughter and he will soon see how hard is the technique. “Laugh and the world laughs with you,” said Miss Ella Wheeler Wilcox — or someone else. Many “humorists” would wish it were true. One must of course admit that both methods have their place. Among the fun makers of our own day one may set the wilful imbecility of Mr. Jack Pearl “doing” a newly immigrated Ukrainian, beside the smiling and agreeable Mr. Chic Sale introducing the village choir accompanied on a “zither.” Ward’s success was from the first overwhelming.

Just before Artemus Ward started for the West he had gathered his “pieces” into a little volume: Artemus Ward, His Book. It went over “with tumultuous success.” There was a sale of forty thousand copies, and Artemus received six thousand dollars, which lifted him to affluence. His newspaper salary had been only a mere trifle, and for the earlier lectures that he gave he received only from fifteen to twenty-five dollars.

His book was published presently in London and met with an immediate acclaim. It was a case of the meeting of extremes. Nothing could be further from the staid, classical culture of England than the mind and thought of Artemus Ward; nothing further from the humor of Dickens and his imitators than what Artemus Ward brought from over the sea — irreverent burlesque and burlesque irreverence, Gargantuan exaggeration and the orthography of a printer’s delirium. But the English seem to have delighted in the sheer “cussedness” of the new American humor.

There followed Artemus Ward’s visit to England and his triumphant reception in London. He lectured in the Egyptian Hall, crowded to capacity. His manner and his method fascinated the audience. He would stand still till they started to laugh; apologize for his ill-contrived maps, and they laughed again; make a few little comments — more laughs; and so on for an hour of uproarious merriment. And they treated him not as a comic entertainer but as a comic genius. The Savage Club opened its arms to Artemus, Punch its columns and all London its ears. But it was all too bright to last. Artemus was wearing out, he was ill, he was dying. He gave up his work in the hope that rest and sea air might restore him. But his consumption had gone too far. He died at Southampton in March, 1867.

It seems a thousand pities that his success was so brief. In the personal sense it is. But in the history of letters it is doubtful whether Artemus Ward would ever have had much more to give the work than what, still under thirty-three, he had already given. His range was after all but small. One can see no depths in his work. It all lies on the surface. One can see no goal in front of it; it is not leading to anything else. Mark Twain’s early merriment over “jumping frogs” and “petrified men” was to prepare the way for the vast canvas of Huckleberry Finn; in the foreground are little Huck and Nigger Jim talking on their raft, and in the background all the majesty of the Mississippi moving in the mists of sunrise, and with it all the pageant of America. In Mark Twain’s work, even the earliest, in the flashes of description, in the sudden seriousness — one can see all the rest coming. Not so with Artemus Ward. The opinion may at least be hazarded that there was nothing more to come. When Ward died his work was already done. So, perhaps, when Time’s accounts are all closed, it is better as it is. The garland of affection that a loving world has entwined about his memory is as for a lost child. He gave to the world for a short spell the bright happiness of a childish merriment. It was all he had to give, and giving it, he passed on.

 

ARTEMUS WARD IN THE EGYPTIAN HALL

Artemus Ward’s first lecture in London was delivered on November 13,1866,in the Egyptian Hall, Piccadilly. It is reported as follows.

You ARE entirely welcome, ladies and gentlemen, to my little picture-show.

I couldn’t give you a very clear idea of the Mormons — and Utah — and the Plains — and the Rocky Mountains — without opening a picture-show — therefore I open one.

I don’t expect to do great things here — but I have thought that if I could make money enough to buy me a passage to New Zealand I should feel that I had not lived in vain.

I don’t want to live in vain. — I’d rather live in Margate — or here. But I wish when the Egyptians built this hall they had given it a little more ventilation.

If you should be dissatisfied with anything here to-night — I will admit you all free in New Zealand — if you will come to me there for the orders. Any respectable cannibal will tell you where I live. This shows that I have a forgiving spirit.

I really don’t care for money. I only travel round to see the world and to exhibit my clothes. These clothes I have on were a great success in America.

How often do large fortunes ruin young men! I should like to be ruined, but I can get on very well as I am.

I am not an Artist. I don’t paint myself — though, perhaps,. if I were a middle-aged single lady I should — yet I have a passion for pictures — photographs — taken of myself. Some of them are very pretty — rather sweet to look at for a short time — and as I said before I like them. I’ve always loved pictures.

I could draw on wood at a very tender age. When a mere child I once drew a small cartload of raw turnips over a wooden bridge. — The people of the village noticed me. I drew their attention. They said I had a future before me. Up to that time I had an idea it was behind me.

Time passed on. It always does, by the way. You may possibly have noticed that Time passes on. — It is a kind of way Time has.

I became a man. I haven’t distinguished myself at all as an artist — but I have always been more or less mixed up with Art. I have an uncle who takes photographs — and I have a servant who — takes anything he can get his hands on.

When I was in Rome — Rome in New York State, I mean — a distinguished sculpist wanted to sculp me. But I said “No.” I saw through the designing man. My model once in his hands — he would have flooded the market with my busts — and I couldn’t stand it to see everybody going round with a bust of me. Everybody would want one of course — and wherever I should go I should meet the educated classes with my bust, taking it home to their families. This would be more than my modesty could stand — and I should have to return to America — where my creditors are.

I like Art. I admire dramatic Art — although I failed as an actor.

It was in my schoolboy days that I failed as an actor. — The play was the “Ruins of Pompeii.” — I played the Ruins. It was not a very successful performance — but it was better than the “Burning Mountain.” He was not good. He was a bad Vesuvius.

The remembrance often makes me ask— “Where are the boys of my youth?” — I assure you this is not a conundrum. — Some are amongst you here — some in America — some are in gaol. — 

Hence arises a most touching question— “Where are the girls of my youth?” Some are married — some would like to be.

Oh my Maria! Alas! she married another. They frequently do. I hope she is happy — because I am. — Some people are not happy. I have noticed that.

A gentleman friend of mine came to me one day with tears in his eyes. I said “Why these weeps?” He said he had a mortgage on his farm — and he wanted to borrow £200.I lent him the money — and he went away. Some time after he returned with more tears. He said he must leave me for ever. I ventured to remind him of the £200 he borrowed. He was much cut up. I thought I would not be hard upon him — so I told him I would throw off one hundred pounds. He brightened — shook my hand — and said— “Old friend — I won’t allow you to out do me in liberality — I’ll throw off the other hundred.”

As a manager I was always rather more successful than as an actor.

Some years ago I engaged a celebrated Living American Skeleton for a tour through Australia. He was the thinnest man I ever saw. He was a splendid skeleton. He didn’t weigh anything scarcely — and I said to myself — the people of Australia will flock to see this tremendous curiosity. It is a long voyage — as you know — from New York to Melbourne — and to my utter surprise the skeleton had no sooner got out to sea than he commenced eating in the most horrible manner. He had never been on the ocean before — and he said it agreed with him. — I thought so! — I never saw a man eat so much in my life. Beef — mutton — pork — he swallowed them all like a shark — and between meals he was often discovered behind barrels eating hard-boiled eggs. The result was that when we reached Melbourne this infamous skeleton weighted 64 pounds more than I did!

I thought I was ruined — but I wasn’t. I took him on to California — another very long sea voyage — and when I got him to San Francisco I exhibited him as a Fat Man.

This story hasn’t anything to do with my Entertainment, I know — but one of the principal features of my Entertainment is that it contains so many things that don’t have anything to do with it.

My Orchestra is small — but I am sure it is very good — so far as it goes, i give my pianist ten pounds a night — and his washing.

I like Music. — I can’t sing. As a singist I am not a success. I am saddest when I sing. So are those who hear me. They are sadder even than I am.

The other night some silver-voiced young men came under my window, and sang— “Come where my love lies dreaming.” — I didn’t go. I didn’t think it would be correct.

I found music very soothing when I lay ill with fever in Utah — and I was very ill — I was fearfully wasted. — My face was hewn down to nothing — and my nose was so sharp I didn’t dare stick it into other people’s business — for fear it would stay there — and I should never get it again. And on those dismal days a Mormon lady — she was married — tho’ not so much so as her husband — he had fifteen other wives — she used to sing a ballad commencing “Sweet bird — do not fly away!” — and I told her I wouldn’t. — She played the accordion divinely — accordingly I praised her.

I met a man in Oregon who hadn’t any teeth — not a tooth in his head — yet that man could play on the bass drum better than any man I ever met. — He kept a hotel. They have queer hotels in Oregon. I remember one where they gave me a bag of oats for a pillow — I had night mares of course. In the morning the landlord said — How do you feel — old hoss — hay? — I told him I felt my oats.


Chapter Eight . SUNRISE IN THE WEST

[image: img117.jpg]

THE HAPPY ISOLATION of the Pacific Slope — The Lonely Flowers — Bret Harte: the West His Inspiration, the East His Audience, England His Hotel — Mark Twain — Roughing It — The Colors of the Morning that Made a Gilded Age.

 

WHILE THE CIVIL WAR was ravaging the republic, and while the Orpheus C. Kerrs and the Petroleum V. Nasebys were enlivening the war public, California, in happy isolation, blossomed into a life of its own. The flowers of literature are like all others: isolated too much they wither upon the stem; if too much crowded, each half-developed blossom helps to choke its fellows. To California in those days of overland distance and Isthmian adventure even the tumult of the war two thousand miles away came only as an echo. It was beyond the immediate reach of the telegraph, the journals and the thoughts of the East. It must look to itself. Already the metropolitan press of New York was beginning its rise to that overshadowing influence since cast over the whole continent. This has become in America one of the great factors of our time, and the centralization of publishing and of the syndicated press in New York and the overwhelming commercialization of literature which it occasions, tends to set up for all writers a single pattern, a single stamp, one kind of joke, one form of prayer. Outside of such a center everything else must grow as best it can in the shade. Great Britain, more fortunate, still has Oxford to chasten London, Manchester, thinking for itself, and Scotland, thinking for the world. Not so our unhappy continent, where the baleful shadow of New York blankets even Canada.

The California of the gold days was too full of life and movement to die of inaction, too isolated to imitate the life of others. In such a new environment all men became men of exception; everybody and everything was interesting and words crowded upon the lip. Newspapers, journals and literature blossomed fast. Nor was humor the least or slowest of the new growth, running to an exuberance of its own, intoxicated by the heady air of the Nevada mountains, and the sunshine of the Californian coast.

Such is what is called in the colleges the genesis of the new California “school” of writers — who never went to school. Of these Bret Harte and Mark Twain stand prééminent.

Francis Bret Harte (1836-1902), of Albany, N. Y., was a delicate, bookish child absorbed in reading and in daydreams and in writing poetry for poetry’s sake. The loss of the family money took him out of school at the age of thirteen, and the quest for a living took him to California at nineteen (1855). There he taught school, worked as a drug clerk and as an express messenger, and then entered the magic gateway of a printing room. Setting type for the Humboldt Times and for the Golden Era soon set him to writing sketches and stories of his own. Within five years he acquired a reputation that filled all California, and within fifteen a celebrity that filled two continents. He left the West in 1871 and never saw it again. After a few years as a writer and lecturer he went to Europe in the consular service — Germany till 1880 and then in Great Britain, where he lived till his death in 1902. But like Mark Twain the West, and the West only, was for Bret Harte his abiding inspiration. The East was just his audience, and England only his hotel. When he ceased to talk about the West, he had nothing more to say.

Bret Harte has a permanent place for his serious writings, among which his poem on the death of Charles Dickens deserves, and has received, immortality. But all of his serious Western tales are permeated with humor, which at times breaks to the surface and floods the page. It is in his lighter verses that this humor is best known. “The Heathen Chinee” belongs to the literature of the world. It would afford the obvious and proper selection from Bret Harte’s humor but that the domain of verse lies outside of the scope of the present volume.

But in another corner of the field of humorous literature Bret Harte achieved a conspicuous and quite unparalleled success. This was in his burlesque stories — the parodies, if one must call them so, in which he imitated the hand, and exposed the shortcomings, of the great masters of contemporary literature. The word “parody” is an ill-used word. There are parodies and parodies. In its schoolroom use a parody is just a more or less silly imitation of the verbal form of an author. But in its higher range it goes much further. Inside of the form there appears a new meaning; a satire directed against the thought of the author. The test of a good parody, or burlesque, is whether it makes good reading without the original. Those of Bret Harte in his Condensed Novels certainly do. More than that — and the fact seems to have escaped the literary historians — they represent American Humor in the real sense. Underneath the surface of many of the stories, the basis of amusement lies not only in the verbal parody but also in the ridicule of the thought and institutions of Europe. This is perhaps best seen in the story called Lothaw, which is quoted in the ensuing chapter. The story represents a satire on the aristocratic and over-elegant life of English society as seen by Western eyes. It is exactly the same theme as that of Mark Twain’s Connecticut Yankee except that the Yankee’s eyes turn towards machinery and economic life, and those of Bret Harte towards the fads and foibles of society. The fact that Lothaw is a “parody” of Disraeli’s Lothair is of no consequence whatever. It may be like it or it may be not: it doesn’t matter. There are thousands of people, like the writer of this present book, who never read a word of Disraeli’s novels and didn’t know that he wrote Lothair and can yet exult in the delicious satire of Lothaw.

* * * * *

With Bret Harte in California worked the child of the West, the man of the world, the old man of restless wandering, Mark Twain. Round him too were all the colors of the morning. But his fame demands a separate chapter.


Chapter Nine . BRET HARTE’S LOTH AW
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FRANCIS BRET HARTE (1836-1902) in his Condensed Novels not only parodied the form of the leading European writers, but at the same time satirized the life and thought they represented. The following tale called Lothaw is a parody of Disraeli’s Lothair, a fact which is quite immaterial. It can stand by itself as a parody on England.

 

LOTHAW;

OR, THE ADVENTURES OF A YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN SEARCH OF A RELIGION.

BY MR. BENJAMINS.

[“What causes young people to ‘come out,’ but the noble ambition of matrimony? What sends them trooping to watering-places? What keeps them dancing till five o’clock in the morning through a whole mortal season? What causes them to labour at pianoforte sonatas, and to learn four songs from a fashionable master at a guinea a lesson, and to play the harp if they have handsome arms and neat elbows, and to wear Lincoln Green toxophilite hats and feathers, but that they may bring down some ‘desirable’ young man with those killing bows and arrows of theirs?” — THACKERAY.]

 

CHAPTER I

I REMEMBER HIM a little boy,” said the Duchess. “His mother was a dear friend of mine; you know, she was one of my bridesmaids.”

“And you have never seen him since, mamma?” asked the oldest married daughter, who did not look a day older than her mother.

“Never; he was an orphan shortly after. I have often reproached myself, but it is so difficult to see boys.”

This simple yet first-class conversation existed in the morning-room of Plusham, where the mistress of the palatial mansion sat involved in the sacred privacy of a circle of her married daughters.

One dexterously applied golden knitting-needles to the fabrication of a purse of floss silk of the rarest texture, which none who knew the almost fabulous wealth of the Duke would believe was ever destined to hold in its silken meshes a less sum than £1,000,000 sterling; another adorned a slipper exclusively with seed pearls; a third emblazoned a page with rare pigments and the finest quality of gold-leaf.

Beautiful forms leaned over frames glowing with embroidery, and beautiful frames leaned over forms inlaid with mother-of-pearl.

Others, more remote, occasionally burst into melody as they tried the passages of a new and exclusive air given to them in MS. by some titled and devoted friend, for the private use of the aristocracy alone, and absolutely prohibited for publication.

The Duchess, herself the superlative of beauty, wealth, and position, was married to the highest noble in the Three Kingdoms.

Those who talked about such matters said that their progeny were exactly like their parents — a peculiarity of the aristocratic and wealthy.

They all looked like brothers and sisters, except their parents, who, such was their purity of blood, the perfection of their manners, and the opulence of their condition, might have been taken for their own children’s elder son and daughter.

The daughters, with one exception, were all married to the highest nobles in the land.

That exception was the Lady Coriander, who — there being no vacancy above a marquis and a rental of £1,000,000 — waited.

Gathered around the refined and sacred circle of their breakfast-table, with their glittering coronets, which, in filial respect to their father’s Tory instinct and their mother’s Ritualistic tastes, they always wore on their regal brows, the effect was dazzling as it was refined.

It was this peculiarity and their strong family resemblance which led their brother-in-law, the good-humoured St. Addlegourd, to say that, “Ton my soul, you know, the whole precious mob looked like a ghastly pack of court cards — don’t you know?”

St. Addlegourd was a radical.

Having a rent-roll of £15,000,000., and belonging to one of the oldest families in Britain, he could afford to be.

“Mamma, I’ve just dropped a pearl,” said the Lady Coriander, bending over the Persian hearth-rug.

“From your lips, sweet friend,” said Lothaw, who came of age and entered the room at the same moment.

“No, from my work. It was a very valuable pearl, mamma; papa gave Isaacs and Sons £50,000 for the two.”

“Ah, indeed,” said the Duchess, languidly rising; “let us go to luncheon.”

“But your Grace,” interposed Lothaw, who was still quite young, and had dropped on all-fours on the carpet in search of the missing gem, “consider the value—”

“Dear friend,” interposed the Duchess, with infinite tact, gently lifting him by the tails of his dress-coat, “I am waiting for your arm.”

 

CHAPTER II

Lothaw was immensely rich.

The possessor of seventeen castles, fifteen villas, nine shooting-boxes, and seven town houses, he had other estates of which he had not even heard.

Everybody at Plusham played croquet, and none badly. Next to their purity of blood and great wealth, the family were famous for this accomplishment.

Yet Lothaw soon tired of the game, and after seriously damaging his aristocratically large foot in an attempt to “tight croquet” the Lady Aniseed’s ball, he limped away to join the Duchess.

“I’m going to the hennery,” she said.

“Let me go with you. I dearly love fowls — 

* * * * * 

broiled,” he added, thoughtfully.

“The Duke gave Lady Montairy some large Cochins the other day,” continued the Duchess, changing the subject with delicate tact.

“Lady Montairy, Quite contrairy, How do your Cochins grow?” sang Lothaw gaily.

The Duchess looked shocked. After a prolonged silence Lothaw abruptly and gravely said — 

“If you please, ma’am, when I come into my property, I should like to build some improved dwellings for the poor, and marry Lady Coriander.”

“You amaze me, dear friend, and yet both your aspirations are noble and eminently proper,” said the Duchess; “Coriander is but a child — and yet,” she added, looking graciously upon her companion, “for the matter of that, so are you.”

 

CHAPTER III

Mr. Putney Padwick’s was Lothaw’s first grand dinnerparty.

Yet, by carefully watching the others, he managed to acquit himself creditably, and avoided drinking out of the finger-bowl by first secretly testing its contents with a spoon.

The conversation was peculiar and singularly interesting.

“Then you think that monogamy is simply a question of the thermometer?” said Mrs. Putney Padwick to her companion.

“I certainly think that polygamy should be limited by isothermal lines,” replied Lothaw.

“I should say it was a matter of latitude,” observed a loud, talkative man opposite.

He was an Oxford Professor, with a taste for satire, and had made himself very obnoxious to the company, during dinner, by speaking disparagingly of a former well-known Chancellor of the Exchequer, — a great statesman, and brilliant novelist, — whom he feared and hated.

Suddenly there was a sensation in the room: among the females it absolutely amounted to a nervous thrill.

His Eminence, the Cardinal, was announced.

He entered with great suavity of manner, and, after shaking hands with everybody, asking after their relatives, and chucking the more delicate females under the chin with a high-bred grace peculiar to his profession, he sat down, saying — 

“And how do we all find ourselves this evening, my dears?” in several different languages, which he spoke fluently.

Lothaw’s heart was touched.

His deeply religious convictions were impressed.

He instantly went up to this gifted being, confessed, and received absolution.

“To-morrow,” he said to himself, “I will partake of the Communion, and endow the Church with my vast estates. For the present I’ll let the improved cottages go.”

 

CHAPTER IV

As Lothaw turned to leave the Cardinal, he was struck by a beautiful face.

It was that of a matron, slim, but shapely as an Ionie column.

Her face was Grecian, with Corinthian temples; Hellenic eyes, that looked from jutting eyebrows like dormer-windows in an Attic forehead, completed her perfect Athenian outline.

She wore a black frock-coat tightly buttoned over her bloomer trousers, and a standing collar.

“Your Lordship is struck by that face,” said a social parasite.

“I am; who is she?”

“Her name is Mary Ann. She is married to an American, and has lately invented a new religion.”

“Ah!” said Lothaw eagerly, with difficulty restraining himself from rushing toward her.

“Yes; shall I introduce you?”

Lothaw thought of Lady Coriander’s High Church proclivities, of the Cardinal, and hesitated.

“No, I thank you, not now.”

 

CHAPTER V

Lothaw was maturing.

He had attended two woman’s rights conventions, three Fenian meetings, had dined at White’s, and had danced vis-à-vis to a prince of the blood, and eaten off of gold plates at Crecy House.

His stables were near Oxford, and occupied more ground than the University.

He was driving over there one day, when he perceived some rustics and menials endeavouring to stop a pair of runaway horses attached to a carriage in which a lady and gentleman were seated.

Calmly awaiting the termination of the accident, with high-bred courtesy Lothaw forbore to interfere until the carriage was overturned, the occupants thrown out, and the runaways secured by the servants, when he advanced and offered the lady the exclusive use of his Oxford stables.

Turning upon him a face whose perfect Hellenic details he remembered, she slowly dragged a gentleman from under the wheels into the light and presented him with lady-like dignity as her husband, Major-General Camper-down, an American.

“Ah,” said Lothaw, carelessly, “I believe I have some land there. If I mistake not, my agent, Mr. Putney Padwick, lately purchased the State of — Illinois — I think you call it.”

“Exactly. As a former resident of the city of Chicago, let me introduce myself as your tenant.”

Lothaw bowed graciously to the gentleman, who, except that he seemed better dressed than most Englishmen, showed no other signs of inferiority and plebeian extraction.

“We have met before,” said Lothaw to the lady as she leaned on his arm, while they visited his stables, the University, and other places of interest in Oxford. “Pray tell me, what is this new religion of yours?”

“It is Woman Suffrage, Free Love, Mutual Affinity, and Communism. Embrace it — and me.”

Lothaw did not know exactly what to do.

She however soothed and sustained his agitated frame, and sealed with an embrace his speechless form.

The General approached and coughed slightly with gentlemanly tact.

“My husband will be too happy to talk with you further on this subject,” she said with quiet dignity, as she regained the General’s side.

“Come with us to Oneida. Brook Farm is a thing of the past.”

 

CHAPTER VI

As Lothaw drove toward his country-seat, the “The Mural Enclosure,” he observed a crowd, apparently of the working class, gathered around a singular looking man in the picturesque garb of an Ethiopian serenader.

“What does he say?” inquired Lothaw of his driver.

The man touched his hat respectfully, and said, “My Mary Ann.”

“‘My Mary Ann!’”

Lothaw’s heart beat rapidly.

Who was this mysterious foreigner?

He had heard from Lady Coriander of a certain Popish plot; but could he connect Mr. Camperdown with it?

The spectacle of two hundred men-at-arms who advanced to meet him at the gates of the Mural Enclosure drove all else from the still youthful and impressible mind of Lothaw. Immediately behind them, on the steps of the baronial halls, were ranged his retainers, led by the chief cook and bottlewasher, and head crumb-remover.

On either side were two companies of laundry-maids, preceded by the chief crimper and fluter, supporting a long Ancestral Line, on which depended the family linen, and under which the youthful lord of the manor passed into the halls of his fathers.

Twenty-four scullions carried the massive gold and silver plate of the family on their shoulders, and deposited it at the feet of their master.

The spoons were then solemnly counted by the steward, and the ceremony was ended.

Lothaw sighed.

He sought out the gorgeously gilded “Taj,” or sacred mausoleum erected to his grandfather in the second story front room, and wept over the man he did not know.

He wandered alone in his magnificent park, and then, throwing himself on a grassy bank, pondered on the Great First Cause, and the necessity of religion.

“I will send Mary Ann a handsome present,” said Lothaw, thoughtfully.

 

CHAPTER VII

“Each of these pearls, my Lord, is worth fifty thousand guineas,” said Mr. Emanuel Amethyst, the fashionable jeweller, as he lightly lifted a large shovelful from a con» venient bin behind his counter.

“Indeed,” said Lothaw, carelessly, “I should prefer to see some expensive ones.”

“Some number sixes, I suppose,” said Mr. Emanuel Amethyst, taking a couple from the apex of a small pyramid that lay piled on the shelf. “These are about the size of the Duchess of Billingsgate’s, but they are in finer condition. The fact is, her Grace permits her two children, the Marquis of Smithfield and the Duke of St. Giles — two sweet pretty boys, my Lord — to use them as marbles in their games. Pearls require some attention, and I go down there regularly twice a week to clean them. Perhaps your Lordship would like some ropes of pearls?”

“About half a cable’s length,” said Lothaw, shortly. “And send them to my lodgings.”

Mr. Emanuel Amethyst became thoughtful.

“I am afraid I have not the exact number — that is — excuse me one moment. I will run over to the Tower and borrow a few from the Crown jewels.”

And before Lothaw could prevent him, he seized his hat and left Lothaw alone.

His position certainly was embarrassing.

He could not move without stepping on costly gems which had rolled from the counter; the rarest diamonds lay scattered on the shelves; untold fortunes in priceless emeralds lay within his grasp.

Although such was the aristocratic purity of his blood and the strength of his religious convictions that he probably would not have pocketed a single diamond, still he could not help thinking that he might be accused of taking some.

“You can search me, if you like,” he said, when Mr. Emanuel Amethyst returned; “but I assure you, upon the honour of a gentleman, that I have taken nothing.”

“Enough, my Lord,” said Mr. Emanuel Amethyst, with a low bow, “we never search the aristocracy.”

 

CHAPTER VIII

As Lothaw left Mr. Emanuel Amethyst’s, he ran against General Camperdown.

“How is Mary Ann?” he asked, hurriedly.

“I regret to state that she is dying,” said the General, with a grave voice, as he removed his cigar from his lips and lifted his hat to Lothaw.

“Dying!” said Lothaw, incredulously.

“Alas, too true!” replied the General.

“The engagements of a long lecturing season, exposure in travelling by railway during the winter, and the imperfect nourishment afforded by the refreshments along the road, have told on her delicate frame. But she wants to see you before she dies. Here is the key of my lodging. I will finish my cigar out here.”

Lothaw hardly recognised those wasted Hellenic outlines as he entered the dimly lighted room of the dying woman.

She was already a classic ruin, — as wrecked and yet as perfect as the Parthenon.

He grasped her hand silently.

“Open-air speaking twice a week, and saleratus’ bread in the rural districts, have brought me to this,” she said feebly; “but it is well. The cause progresses. The tyrant man succumbs.”

Lothaw could only press her hand.

“Promise me one thing. Don’t — whatever you do — become a Catholic.”

“Why?”

“The Church does not recognise divorce. And now embrace me. I would prefer at this supreme moment to introduce myself to the next world through the medium of the best society in this. Good-bye. When I am dead be good enough to inform my husband of the fact.”

 

CHAPTER IX

Lothaw spent the next six months on an Aryan island, in an Aryan climate, and with an Aryan race.

“This is an Aryan landscape,” said his host, “and that is a Mary Ann statue.”

It was, in fact, a full-length figure in marble of Mrs. General Camperdown!

“If you please, I should like to become a Pagan,” said Lothaw, one day, after listening to an impassioned discourse on Greek art from the lips of his host.

But that night, on consulting a well-known spiritual medium, Lothaw received a message from the late Mrs. General Camperdown, advising him to return to England.

Two days later he presented himself at Plusham.

“The young ladies are in the garden,” said the Duchess. “Don’t you want to go and pick a rose?” she added, with a gracious smile, and the nearest approach to a wink that was consistent with her patrician bearing and aquiline nose.

Lothaw went, and presently returned with the blushing Coriander upon his arm.

“Bless you, my children,” said the Duchess. Then, turning to Lothaw, she said, “You have simply fulfilled and accepted your inevitable destiny. It was morally impossible for you to marry out of this family.

“For the present, the Church of England is safe.”


Chapter Ten . MARK TWAIN

[image: img117.jpg]

BOYHOOD AS TOM Sawyer — Roughing It Out West as Sam Clemens — Returns East as Mark Twain — Discovers Europe as an Innocent Abroad — Rediscovers America as Huck Finn, and England as a Connecticut Yankee.

 

THE NAME AND FAME of Mark Twain towers over all others who might claim a place among the American humorists. His reputation even in his lifetime had reached the remotest corners of the civilized earth. His work has been translated into every language capable of expressing an American joke. All this is deservedly so. For Mark Twain far outran and surpassed all his contemporaries and his predecessors. After all, such people as Seba Smith (Major Downing) and Sam Slick (Judge Haliburton) are now of little more than historic interest. Washington Irving and Hawthorne were not so much American humorists as humorists in America; so too was, very largely, Bret Harte, apart from his poetic excursions in the character of Truthful James. Artemus Ward was a personality rather than an author. But the development of Mark Twain’s peculiar genius and its embodiment in his greatest works of humor represents the full blossoming of the flower that adorned this new field. It is time that a younger generation is growing up which knows not Mark Twain; or knows him only as a legend; or at second and third hand; or in the cold storage of a college textbook. Mark Twain was a singularly mixed product. Among his own writings he never seemed able to distinguish the grain from the chaff. The book he treasured most among his works, his Joan of Arc, is worthless as history, practically without humor, utterly false and artificial in its picture of the times, and bears witness to nothing more than the desire of a man hailed as a humorist to show that he has a bitter nature too. Mark Twain’s fierce elemental theology, his denial of things that people of today don’t take the trouble even to deny — his “Visits to Heaven” and his “Mysterious Strangers” on earth — these things belong only to the daring speculations of a rebellious Sunday-school pupil of Missouri in the eighteen forties.

More than this, Mark Twain was born a little prolix, or at least never had a chance to say all he wanted to. This prolixity grew upon him, and in his old age, with the license of a crowned sovereign, it became appalling. So it comes that the younger people, reading the wrong things of Mark Twain, very often “don’t care for him” or at times “can’t stand for him.” But Mark Twain’s real books, namely Tom Sawyer, Roughing It, The Innocents Abroad, Life on the Mississippi, the Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur s Court, and, above all, Huckleberry Finn, are among the world’s great books; are as much a part of our literary heritage from the past as Plato’s Republic, Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Molière’s Bourgeois Gentilhomme. Let those who think otherwise think otherwise.

Yet even here Mark Twain’s work suffers a detraction from the fact that much of the mere technique of it — the formed methods of being funny — have since become common property. Like Josh Billings’ Answers to Correspondents and Artemus Ward’s bad spelling they seem hopelessly stale, whereas in their time they were as fresh as the colors of the morning.

* * * * *

Mark Twain was born as Samuel Clemens in Missouri, 1835, and spent his childhood in the river town of Hannibal in the old days of slavery and national expansion, with the Mississippi steamboat as the symbol of its rising splendor, and with the hidden frontier and the vast illimitable West as the background. Mark Twain was as restless in his youth as he was in his old age. He left home to work as a journeyman printer in the cities of “the East,” and drifted back to the Mississippi to become a river pilot. The Civil War closed the great river, and Mark Twain, like Othello, found his occupation gone. He went west across the plains, on a stagecoach, as the unpaid secretary of his brother Orion Clemens, who had become the slightly paid secretary of the new Territory of Nevada.

There Mark Twain came into his own. A failure as an official and as a miner, he turned into a Western local journalist, and there, in exactly the right soil at exactly the right season, his genius flourished like a tree. What he wrote, the basis on which it rested, all depended on one thing: to see things as they are and have the art of language to say what they are. It would be a paradox to say that anything sufficiently truthful is funny. But there is a great deal in the thought just the same. Our world gets so overgrown with conventional points of view, with accepted interpretations, with standardized judgments, that it is necessary every now and then for someone with the original innocence of genius to challenge and reexamine our canons of art and our code of admiration.

Mark Twain looked across at Europe with the eye of innocence from the altitude of the Nevada mountains and saw it in a new light.

The travel trip to write up Europe on the Quaker City in 1867, that rewarded Mark Twain’s efforts as a journalist of the West and a discoverer of the Sandwich Islands, gave to the world The Innocents Abroad. Its immediate and spectacular success on both sides of the Atlantic transplanted its author to an editorial chair in Buffalo, 1870 (an uncongenial seat), and then to a chair at large at Hartford, Connecticut. Henceforth his life was spent in lectures, journeys, periodic trips to Europe — everywhere in a thick haze of cigar smoke. In him was already stored up the material for a lifetime of writing. He didn’t need “the East.” That supplied only an audience and the applause. To write, he half closed his eyes in the tobacco smoke and called up the vision of the Mississippi and the plains and the mountains. This gave the world Roughing It (1872) and presently Tom Sawyer (1875), a sort of autobiography that led him unconsciously to the larger and loftier picture of Huckleberry Finn. With these were the European books, The Tramp Abroad (1880) and the Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court (1889). This last book was a denunciation of aristocracy, privilege, medievalism and clericalism — all supposed by Mark Twain to be as alive and as wicked as ever. Mark Twain was elemental in his judgments, incapable of relativity in his thinking; he started with a fierce passion for righteousness, a hatred of tyranny, and fitted his history to match it. To him every king called Louis was a tyrant, every noble a dungeon keeper, every monk a bigot and every bishop a torturer. The Connecticut Yankee aroused a passing bitterness in England, but fortunately most people read it for the sheer fun of it without bothering to come to the rescue of the Middle Ages. Huckleberry Finn is far and away Mark Twain’s best book. It seems, so to speak, to have written itself. He threw the manuscript aside and left it, like a deserted child, to be salvaged later. But it is a great book. It elevates humor to that high reach, beyond the comic and the accidental, in which our human lot itself invites at once our tears and our smiles. After Huck Finn, the outcast, came Joan of Arc (1896), the petted child of an author’s vanity. In Mark Twain’s old age came a work of necessity (Following the Equator): an account of his round-the-world lecture trip made to lift the debt piled up by business incompetence and overfaith in inventions and patents. The debt cleared, Mark Twain for the last ten years of his life sat on a golden throne as a crowned King of Humor. But it was no better than such thrones are. Around it was an altered world, a bereft home, behind it the call of distant memories in the sunset from the West, and beyond it — nothing.


Chapter Eleven . SELECTIONS FROM MARK TWAIN

[image: img117.jpg]

FROM THE INNOCENTS ABROAD

IN THIS CONNECTION I wish to say one word about Michael Angelo Buonarotti. I used to worship the mighty genius of Michael Angelo — that man who was great in poetry, painting, sculpture, architecture — great in everything he undertook. But I do not want Michael Angelo for breakfast — for luncheon — for dinner — for tea — for supper — for between meals. I like a change occasionally. In Genoa he designed everything; in Milan he or his pupils designed everything; he designed the Lake of Como; in Padua, Verona, Venice, Bologna, who did we ever hear of, from guides, but Michael Angelo? In Florence he painted everything, designed everything nearly, and what he did not design he used to sit on a favourite stone and look at, and they showed us the stone. In Pisa he designed everything but the old shot-tower, and they would have attributed that to him if it had not been so awfully out of the perpendicular. He designed the piers of Leghorn and the custom-house regulations of Civita Vecchia. But here — here it is frightful. He designed St. Peter’s; he designed the Pope; he designed the Pantheon, the uniform of the Pope’s soldiers, the Tiber, the Vatican, the Coliseum, the Capital, the Tarpeian Rock, the Barberini Palace, St. John Lateran, the Campagna, the Appian Way, the Seven Hills, the Baths of Caracalla, the Claudian Aqueduct, the Cloaca Maxima — the eternal bore designed the Eternal City, and unless all men and books do lie, he painted everything in it! Dan said the other day to the guide, “Enough, enough, enough! Say no more! Lump the whole thing! say that the Creator made Italy from designs by Michael Angelo!”

I never felt so fervently thankful, so soothed, so tranquil, so filled with a blessed peace, as I did yesterday, when I learned that Michael Angelo was dead.

But we have taken it out of this guide. He has marched us through miles of pictures and sculpture in the vast corridors of the Vatican; and through miles of pictures and sculpture in twenty other places; he has shown us the great pictures in the Sistine Chapel, and frescoes enough to fresco the heavens — pretty much all done by Michael Angelo. So with him we have played that game which has vanquished so many guides for us — imbecility and idiotic questions. These creatures never suspect; they have no idea of a sarcasm.

He shows us a figure, and says: “Statoo Brunzo.” (Bronze statue.)

We look at it indifferently, and the doctor asks: “By Michael Angelo?”

“No — not know who.”

Then he shows us the ancient Roman Forum. The doctor asks: “Michael Angelo?”

A stare from the guide. “No — thousan’ year before he is born.”

Then an Egyptian obelisk. Again: “Michael Angelo?”

“Oh, mon Dieu, genteelmen! Zis is two thousan’ year before he is born!”

He grows so tired of the unceasing question sometimes, that he dreads to show us anything at all. The wretch has tried all the ways he can think of to make us comprehend that Michael Angelo is only responsible for the creation of a part of the world, but somehow he has not succeeded yet. Relief for overtasked eyes and brain from study and sight-seeing is necessary, or we shall become idiotic sure enough. Therefore this guide must continue to suffer. If he does not enjoy it, so much the worse for him. We do.

In this place I may as well jot down a chapter concerning those necessary nuisances, European guides. Many a man has wished in his heart he could do without his guide; but, knowing he could not, has wished he could get some amusement out of him as a remuneration for the affliction of his society. We accomplished this latter matter, and if our experience can be made useful to others they are welcome to it.

Guides know about enough English to tangle everything up so that a man can make neither head nor tail of it. They know their story by heart — the history of every statue, painting, cathedral, or other wonder they show you. They know it and tell it as a parrot would — and if you interrupt, and throw them off the track, they have to go back and begin over again. All their lives long they are employed in showing strange things to foreigners and listening to their bursts of admiration. It is human nature to take delight in exciting admiration. It is what prompts thildren to say “smart” things, and do absurd ones, and in other ways “show off” when company is present. It is what makes gossips turn out in rain and storm to go and be the first to tell a startling bit of news. Think, then, what a passion it becomes with a guide, whose privilege is every day to show to strangers wonders that throw them into perfect ecstasies of admiration! He gets so that he could not by any possibility live in a soberer atmosphere. After we discovered this, we never went into ecstasies any more — we never admired anything — we never showed any but impassible faces and stupid indifference in the presence of the sublimest wonders a guide had to display. We had found their weak point. We have made good use of it ever since. We have made some of those people savage at times, but we have never lost our own serenity.

The doctor asks the questions generally, because he can keep his countenance, and look more like an inspired idiot, and throw more imbecility into the tone of his voice than any man that lives. It comes natural to him.

The guides in Genoa are delighted to secure an American party, because Americans so much wonder, and deal so much in sentiment and emotion before any relic of Columbus. Our guide there fidgeted about as if he had swallowed a spring mattress. He was full of animation — full of impatience. He said — 

“Come wis me, gentlemen! — come! I show you ze letter writing by Christopher Colombo! — write it himself! — write it wis his own hand! — come!”

He took us to the municipal palace. After much impressive fumbling of keys and opening of locks, the stained and aged document was spread before us. The guide’s eyes sparkled. He danced about us and tapped the parchment with his finger.

“What I tell you, genteelmen! Is it not so? See! handwriting Christopher Colombo! — write it himself!”

We looked indifferent — unconcerned. The doctor examined the document very deliberately, during a painful pause. — Then he said, without any show of interest— “Ah — Ferguson — what — what did you say was the name of the party who wrote this?”

“Christopher Colombo! ze great Christopher Colombo!” Another deliberate examination.

“Ah — did he write it himself, or — or how?”

“He write it himself! — Christopher Colombo, he’s own handwriting, write by himself!”

Then the doctor laid the document down and said— “Why, I have seen boys in America only fourteen years old that could write better than that.”

“But zis is ze great Christo—”

“I don’t care who it is! It’s the worst writing I ever saw. Now you mustn’t think you can impose on us because we are strangers. We are not fools, by a good deal. If you have got any specimens of penmanship of real merit, trot them out! — and if you haven’t, drive on!”

We drove on. The guide was considerably shaken up, but he made one more venture. He had something which he thought would overcome us. He said — 

“Ah, genteelmen, you come wis me! I show you beautiful, oh magnificent bust Christopher Colombo! — splendid, grand, magnificent!”

He brought us before the beautiful bust — for it was beautiful — and sprang back and struck an attitude.

“Ah, look, genteelmen! — beautiful, grand, — bust Christopher Colombo! — beautiful bust, beautiful pedestal!” The doctor put on his eyeglass — procured for such occasions.

“Ah — what did you say this gentleman’s name was?”

“Christopher Colombo! — ze great Christopher Colombo!”

“Christopher Colombo — the great Christopher Colombo. Well, what did he do?”

“Discover America! — discover America. Oh, ze devil!”

“Discover America. No — that statement will hardly wash. We are just from America ourselves. We heard nothing about it. Christopher Colombo — pleasant name — is — is he dead?”

“Oh, corpo di Baccho! — three hundred year!”

“What did he die of?”

“I do not know! — I cannot tell.”

“Small-pox, think?”

“I do not know, genteelmen! — I do not know what he die of!”

“Measles, likely?”

“Maybe — maybe — I do not know — I think he die of somethings.”

“Parents living?”

“Im-posseeble!”

“Ah — which is the bust, and which is the pedestal?”

“Santa Maria! — zis ze bust! — zis ze pedestal!”

“Ah, I see, I see — happy combination — very happy combination, indeed. Is — is this the first time this gentleman was ever on a bust?”

That joke was lost on the foreigner — guides cannot master the subtleties of the American joke.

We have made it interesting to this Roman guide. Yesterday we spent three or four hours in the Vatican, again, that wonderful world of curiosities. We came very near expressing interest, sometimes — even admiration — it was very hard to keep from it. We succeeded though.

Nobody else ever did in the Vatican museums. The guide was bewildered — non-plussed. He walked his legs off nearly, hunting up extraordinary things, and exhausted all his ingenuity on us but it was a failure; we never showed any interest in anything. He had reserved what he considered to be his greatest wonder till the last — a royal Egyptian mummy, the best preserved in the world perhaps. He took us there. He felt so sure this time, that some of his old enthusiasm came back to him — 

“See, genteelmen! — Mummy! Mummy!”

The eye-glass came up as calmly, as deliberately as ever. “Ah — Ferguson — what did I understand you to say the gentleman’s name was?”

“Name? — he got no name! — Mummy!— ‘Gyptian mummy!”

“Yes, yes. Born here?”

“No!’Gyptian mummy!”

“Ah, just so. Frenchman, I presume?”

“No! — not Frenchman, not Roman! — born in Egypta!”

“Born in Egypta. Never heard of Egypta before. Foreign locality, likely. Mummy — mummy. How calm he is — how self-possessed. Is, ah — is he dead?”

“Oh, sacré bleu, been dead three thousan’ year!”

The doctor turned on him savagely — 

“Here, now, what do you mean by such conduct as this! Playing us for Chinamen because we are strangers and trying to learn! Trying to impose your vile second-hand carcases on us! — thunder and lightning, I’ve a notion to — to — if you’ve got a nice fresh corpse, fetch him out! — or by George we’ll brain you!”

We make it exceedingly interesting for this Frenchman. However, he has paid us back, partly, without knowing it. He came to the hotel this morning to ask if we were up, and he endeavoured as well as he could to describe us, so that the landlord would know which persons he meant. He finished with the casual remark that we were lunatics. The observation was so innocent and so honest that it amounted to a very good thing for a guide to say.

There is one remark (already mentioned), which never has failed to disgust these guides. We use it always, when we can think of nothing else to say. After they have exhausted their enthusiasm pointing out to us and praising the beauties of some ancient bronze image or broken-legged statue, we look at it stupidly and in silence for five, ten, fifteen minutes — as long as we can hold out, in fact — and then ask — 

“Is — is he dead?”

That conquers the serenest of them. It is not what they are looking for — especially a new guide. Our Roman Ferguson is the most patient, unsuspecting, long-suffering subject we have had yet. We shall be sorry to part with him. We have enjoyed his society very much. We trust he has enjoyed ours, but we are harassed with doubts.

We have been in the Catacombs. It was like going down into a very deep cellar, only it was a cellar which had no end to it. The narrow passages are roughly hewn in the rock, and on each hand, as you pass along, the hollowed shelves are carved out, from three to fourteen deep; each held a corpse once. There are names, and Christian symbols, and prayers, or sentences expressive of Christian hopes, carved upon nearly every sarcophagus. The dates belong away back in the dawn of the Christian era, of course! Here, in these holes in the ground, the first Christians sometimes burrowed to escape persecution. They crawled out at night to get food, but remained under cover in the daytime. The priest told us that St. Sebastian lived underground for some time while he was being hunted; he went out one day, and the soldiery discovered and shot him to death with arrows. Five or six of the earlier Popes — those who reigned about sixteen hundred years ago — held their papal courts and advised with their clergy in the bowels of the earth. During seventeen years — from A.D. 235 to A.D. 252 — the Popes did not appear above ground. Four were raised to the great office during that period. Four years apiece or thereabouts. It is very suggestive of the unhealthiness of underground grave-yards as places of residence. One Pope afterward spent his entire pontificate in the Catacombs — eight years. Another was discovered in them and murdered in the episcopal chair. There was no satisfaction in being a Pope in those days. There were too many annoyances. There are one hundred and sixty catacombs under Rome, each with its maze of narrow passages crossing and recrossing each other, and each passage walled to the top with scooped graves its entire length. A careful estimate makes the length of the passages of all the Catacombs combined foot up nine hundred miles, and their graves number seven millions. We did not go through all the passages of all the Catacombs. We were very anxious to do it, and made the necessary arrangements, but our too limited time obliged us to give up the idea. So we only groped through the miserable labyrinth of St. Callixtus, under the Church of St. Sebastian. In the various Catacombs are small chapels rudely hewn in the stones, and here the early Christians often held their religious services by dim, ghostly fights. Think of mass and a sermon away down in those tangled caverns under ground!

In the Catacombs were buried St. Cecilia, St. Agnes, and several other of the most celebrated of the saints. In the catacomb of St. Callixtus, St. Bridget used to remain long hours in holy contemplation, and St. Charles Borroméo was wont to spend whole nights in prayer there. It was also the scene of a very marvellous thing.

Here the heart of St. Philip Neri was so inflamed with divine love as to burst his ribs.

I find that grave statement in a book published in New York in 1858, and written by “Rev. William H. Neligan, LL.D., M.A., Trinity College, Dublin; Member of the Archaeological Society of Great Britain.” Therefore I believe it. Otherwise I could not. Under other circumstances I should have felt a curiosity to know what Philip had for dinner.

This author puts my credulity on its mettle every now and then. He tells of one St. Joseph Calasanctius, whose house in Rome he visited; he visited only the house — the priest had been dead two hundred years. He says the Virgin Mary appeared to this saint. Then he continues: — 

His tongue and his heart, which were found after nearly a century to be whole, when the body was disinterred before his canonisation, are still preserved in a glass-case, and after two centuries the heart is still whole. When the French troops came to Rome, and when Pius VII was carried away prisoner, blood dropped from it.

To read that in a book written by a monk far back in the Middle Ages, would surprise no one; it would sound natural and proper; but when it is seriously stated in the middle of the nineteenth century, by a man of finished education, an LL.D., M.A., and an Archaeological magnate, it sounds strangely enough. Still I would gladly change my unbelief for Neligan’s faith, and let him make the conditions as hard as he pleased.

The old gentleman’s undoubting, unquestioning simplicity has a rare freshness about it in these matter-of-fact railroading and telegraphing days. Hear him, concerning the Church of Ara Cceli: — 

In the roof of the church, directly above the high altar, is engraved, “Regina Cceli laetare Alleluia.” In the sixth century Rome was visited by a fearful pestilence. Gregory the Great urged the people to do penance, and a general procession was formed. It was to proceed from Ara Coeli to St. Peter’s. As it passed before the mole of Adrian, now the castle of St. Angelo, the sound of heavenly voices was heard singing (it was Easter morn), “Regina Cceli, laetare! alleluia! quia quem meruisti portare, alleluia! resurrexit sicut dixit; alleluia!” The Pontiff, carrying in his hands the portrait of the Virgin (which is over the high altar, and is said to have been painted by St. Luke), answered, with the astonished people: “Ora pro nobis Deum, alleluia!” At the same time an angel was seen to put up a sword in a scabbard, and the pestilence ceased on the same day. There are four circumstances which confirm this miracle: the annual procession which takes place in the western church on the Feast of St. Mark; the statue of St. Michael, placed on the mole of Adrian, which has since that time been called the Castle of St. Angelo; the antiphon Regina Cceli, which the Catholic Church sings during paschal time; and the inscription in the church.

 

FROM HUCKLEBERRY FINN

Two OR THREE DAYS and nights went by; I reckon I might say they swum by, they slid along so quiet and smooth and lovely. Here is the way we put in the time. It was a monstrous big river down there — sometimes a mile and a half wide; we run nights and laid up and hid daytimes; soon as night was most gone we stopped navigating and tied up — nearly always in the dead water under a tow-head; and then cut young cottonwoods and willows, and hid the raft with them. Then we set out the lines. Next we slid into the river and had a swim, so as to freshen up and cool off; then we set down on the sandy bottom where the water was about knee-deep, and watched the daylight come. Not a sound anywheres — perfectly still — just like the whole world was asleep, only sometimes the bullfrogs a-cluttering, maybe. The first thing to see, looking away over the water, was a kind of dull line — that was the woods on t’other side; you couldn’t make nothing else out; then a pale place in the sky; then more paleness spreading around; then the river softened up away off, and warn’t black any more, but gray; you could see little dark spots drifting along ever so far away — trading-scows, and such things; and long black streaks — rafts; sometimes you could hear a sweep screaking; or jumbled-up voices, it was so still, and sounds come so far; and by and by you could see a streak on the water which you know by the look of the streak that there’s a snag there in a swift current which breaks on it and makes that streak look that way; and you see the mist curl up off the water, and the east reddens up, and the river, and you make a log cabin in the edge of the woods, away on the bank on t’other side of the river, being a wood-yard, likely, and piled by them cheats so you can throw a dog through it anywheres; then the nice breeze springs up, and comes fanning you from over there, so cool and fresh and sweet to smell on account of the woods and the flowers; but sometimes not that way, because they’ve left dead fish laying around, gars and such, and they do get pretty rank; and next you’ve got the full day, and everything smiling in the sun, and the song-bird just going it!

A little smoke couldn’t be noticed now, so we would take some fish off of the lines and cook up a hot breakfast. And afterwards we would watch the lonesomeness of the river, and kind of lazy along, and by and by lazy off to sleep. Wake up by and by, and look to see what done it, and maybe see a steamboat coughing along up-stream, so far off towards the other side you couldn’t tell nothing about her only whether she was a stern-wheel or side-wheel; then for about an hour there wouldn’t be nothing to hear nor nothing to see — just solid lonesomeness. Next you’d see a raft sliding by, away off yonder, and maybe a galoot on it chopping, because they’re most always doing it on a raft; you’d see the ax flash and come down — you don’t hear nothing; you see that ax go up again, and by the time it’s above the man’s head then you hear the k’chunk! — it had took all that time to come over the water. So we would put in the day, lazing around, listening to the stillness. Once there was a thick fog, and the rafts and things that went by was beating tin pans so the steamboats wouldn’t run over them. A scow or a raft went by so close we could hear them talking and cussing and laughing — heard them plain; but we couldn’t see no sign of them; it made you feel crawly; it was like spirits carrying on that way in the air. Jim said he believed it was spirits; but I says:

“No; spirits wouldn’t say, ‘Dern the dern fog.’”

Soon as it was night out we shoved; when we got her out to about the middle we let her alone, and let her float wherever the current wanted her to; then we lit the pipes, and dangled our legs in the water, and talked about all kinds of things — we was always naked, day and night, whenever the mosquitoes would let us — the new clothes Buck’s folks made for me was too good to be comfortable, and besides I didn’t go much on clothes, nohow.

Sometimes we’d have that whole river all to ourselves for the longest time. Yonder was the banks and the islands, across the water; and maybe a spark — which was a candle in a cabin window; and sometimes on the water you could see a spark or two — on a raft or a scow, you know; and maybe you could hear a fiddle or a song coming over from one of them crafts. It’s lovely to live on a raft. We had the sky up there, all speckled with stars, and we used to lay on our backs and look up at them, and discuss about whether they was made or only just happened. Jim he allowed they was made, but I allowed they happened; I judged it would have took too long to make so many. Jim said the moon could ‘a’ laid them; well, that looked kind of reasonable, so I didn’t say nothing against it, because I’ve seen a frog lay most as many, so of course it could be done. We used to watch the stars that fell, too, and see them streak down. Jim allowed they’d got spoiled and was hove out of the nest.

Once or twice of a night we would see a steamboat slipping along in the dark, and now and then she would belch a whole world of sparks up out of her chimbleys, and they would rain down in the river and look awful pretty; then she would turn a corner and her lights would wink out and her powwows shut off and leave the river still again; and by and by her waves would get us, a long time after she was gone, and joggle the raft a bit, and after that you wouldn’t hear nothing for you couldn’t tell how long, except maybe frogs or something.

One of these fellows was about seventy or upwards, and had a bald head and very gray whiskers. He had an old battered-up slouch hat on, and a greasy blue woolen shirt, and ragged old blue jeans britches stuffed into his boot-tops, and home-knit galluses — no, he only had one. He had an old longtailed blue jeans coat with slick brass buttons flung over his arm, and both of them had big, fat, ratty-looking carpet-bags.

* * * *

To be, or not to be; that is the bare bodkin That makes calamity of so long life; For who would fardels bear, till Birnam Wood do come to Dunsinane, But that the fear of something after death Murders the innocent sleep, Great nature’s second course, And makes us rather sling the arrows of outrageous fortune Than fly to others that we know not of.

There’s the respect must give us pause:

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou Couldst; For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, The law’s delay, and the quietus which his pangs might take, In the dead waste and middle of the night, when churchyards yawn In customary suits of solemn black, But that the undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveler returns, Breathes forth contagion on the world, And thus the native hue of resolution, like the poor cat i’ the adage, Is sicklied o’er with care, And all the clouds that lowered o’er our housetops, With this regard their currents turn awry, And lose the name of action.

’Tis a consummation devoutly to be wished. But soft you, the fair Ophelia:

Ope not thy ponderous and marble jaws, But get thee to a nunnery — go!

 

MARK TWAIN ROUGHS IT ACROSS THE PLAINS

The extracts below are from the famous book Roughing It, in which Mark Twain, writing in 1872, recalls his experience of crossing the continent in the days (1861) before the railways had reached across the plains.

 

OVERLAND STAGE-COACHING

THE FIRST THING we did on that glad evening that landed us at St. Joseph was to hunt up the stage-office, and pay a hundred and fifty dollars apiece for tickets per overland coach to Carson City, Nevada.

The next morning, bright and early, we took a hasty breakfast, and hurried to the starting-place. Then an inconvenience presented itself which we had not properly appreciated before, namely, that one cannot make a heavy traveling trunk stand for twenty-five pounds of baggage — because it weighs a good deal more. But that was all we could take — twenty-five pounds each. So we had to snatch our trunks open, and make a selection in a good deal of a hurry. We put our lawful twenty-five pounds apiece all in one valise, and shipped the trunks back to St. Louis again. It was a sad parting, for now we had no swallow-tail coats and white kid gloves to wear at Pawnee receptions in the Rocky Mountains, and no stove-pipe hats nor patent-leather boots, nor anything else necessary to make life calm and peaceful. We were reduced to a war-footing. Each of us put on a rough, heavy suit of clothing, woolen army shirt and “stogy” boots included; and into the valise we crowded a few white shirts, some underclothing and such things. My brother, the Secretary, took along about four pounds of United States statutes and six pounds of Unabridged Dictionary; for we did not know — poor innocents — that such things could be bought in San Francisco on one day and received in Carson City the next. I was armed to the teeth with a pitiful little Smith & Wesson’s seven-shooter, which carried a ball like a homeopathic pill, and it took the whole seven to make a dose for an adult. But I thought it was grand. It appeared to me to be a dangerous weapon. It only had one fault — you could not hit anything with it. One of our “conductors” practised awhile on a cow with it, and as long as she stood still and behaved herself she was safe; but as soon as she went to moving about, and he got to shooting at other things, she came to grief. The Secretary had a small-sized Colt’s revolver strapped around him for protection against the Indians, and to guard against accidents he carried it uncapped. Mr. George Bemis was dismally formidable. George Bemis was our fellow-traveler. We had never seen him before. He wore in his belt an old original “Allen” revolver, such as irreverent people called a ‘pepper-box.” Simply drawing the trigger back, cocked and fired the pistol. As the trigger came back, the hammer would begin to rise and the barrel to turn over, and presently down would drop the hammer, and away would speed the ball. To aim along the turning barrel and hit the thing aimed at was a feat which was probably never done with an “Allen” in the world. But George’s was a reliable weapon, nevertheless, because, as one of the stage-drivers afterward said, “If she didn’t get what she went after, she would fetch something else.” And so she did. She went after a deuce of spades nailed against a tree, once, and fetched a mule standing about thirty yards to the left of it. Bemis did not want the mule; but the owner came out with a double-barreled shotgun and persuaded him to buy it, anyhow. It was a cheerful weapon — the “Allen.” Sometimes all its six barrels would go off at once, and then there was no safe place in all the region round about, but behind it.

We took two or three blankets for protection against frosty weather in the mountains. In the matter of luxuries we were modest — we took none along but some pipes and five pounds of smoking-tobacco. We had two large canteens to carry water in, between stations on the Plains, and we also took with us a little shot-bag of silver coin for daily expenses in the way of breakfasts and dinners.

By eight o’clock everything was ready, and we were on the other side of the river. We jumped into the stage, the driver cracked his whip, and we bowled away and left “the States” behind us. It was a superb summer morning, and all the landscape was brilliant with sunshine. There was a freshness and breeziness, too, and an exhilarating sense of emancipation from all sorts of cares and responsibilities, that almost made us feel that the years we had spent in the close, hot city, toiling and slaving, had been wasted and thrown away. We were spinning along through Kansas, and in the course of an hour and a half we were fairly abroad on the great Plains. Just here the land was rolling — a grand sweep of regular elevations and depressions as far as the eye could reach — like the stately heave and swell of the ocean’s bosom after a storm. And everywhere were corn-fields, accenting with squares of deeper green this limitfess expanse of grassy land. But presently this sea upon dry ground was to lose its “rolling” character and stretch away for seven hundred miles as level as a floor!

Our coach was a great swinging and swaying stage, of the most sumptuous description — an imposing cradle on wheels. It was drawn by six handsome horses, and by the side of the driver sat the “conductor,” the legitimate captain of the craft; for it was his business to take charge and care of the mails, baggage, express matter, and passengers. We three were the only passengers, this trip. We sat on the back seat, inside. About all the rest of the coach was full of mail-bags — for we had three days’ delayed mails with us. Almost touching our knees, a perpendicular wall of mail matter rose up to the roof. There was a great pile of it strapped on top of the stage, and both the fore and hind boots were full. We had twenty-seven hundred pounds of it aboard, the driver said—” a little for Brigham, and Carson, and ‘Frisco, but the heft of it for the Injuns, which is powerful troublesome ‘thout they get plenty of truck to read.” But as he just then got up a fearful convulsion of his countenance which was suggestive of a wink being swallowed by an earthquake, we guessed that his remark was intended to be facetious, and to mean that we would unload the most of our mail matter somewhere on the Plains and leave it to the Indians, or whosoever wanted it.

We changed horses every ten miles, all day long, and fairly flew over the hard, level road. We jumped out and stretched our legs every time the coach stopped, and so the night found us still vivacious and unfatigued.

* * * * *

As the sun went down and the evening chill came on, we made preparation for bed. We stirred up the hard leather letter-sacks, and the knotty canvas bags of printed matter (knotty and uneven because of projecting ends and corners of magazines, boxes and books). We stirred them up and redisposed them in such a way as to make our bed as level as possible. And we did improve it, too, though after all our work it had an upheaved and billowy look about it, like a little piece of a stormy sea. Next we hunted up our boots from odd nooks among the mail-bags where they had settled, and put them on. Then we got down our coats, vests, pantaloons and heavy woolen shirts, from the arm-loops where they had been swinging all day, and clothed ourselves in them — for, there being no ladies either at the stations or in the coach, and the weather being hot, we had looked to our comfort by stripping to our underclothing, at nine o’clock in the morning. All things being now ready, we stowed the uneasy Dictionary where it would lie as quiet as possible, and placed the water canteen and pistols where we could find them in the dark. Then we smoked a final pipe, and swapped a final yarn; after which, we put the pipes, tobacco, and bag of coin in snug holes and caves among the mail-bags, and then fastened down the coach curtains all around and made the place as “dark as the inside of a cow,” as the conductor phrased it in his picturesque way. It was certainly as dark as any place could be — nothing was even dimly visible in it. And finally, we rolled ourselves up like silkworms, each person in his own blanket, and sank peacefully to sleep.

Whenever the stage stopped to change horses, we would wake up, and try to recollect where we were — and succeed — and in a minute or two the stage would be off again, and we likewise. We began to get into country, now, threaded here and there with little streams. These had high, steep banks on each side, and every time we flew down one bank and scrambled up the other, our party inside got mixed somewhat. First we would all be down in a pile at the forward end of the stage, nearly in a sitting posture, and in a second we would shoot to the other end, and stand on our heads. And we would sprawl and kick, too, and ward off ends and corners of mail-bags that came lumbering over us and about us; and as the dust rose from the tumult, we would all sneeze in chorus, and the majority of us would grumble, and probably say some hasty thing, like: “Take your elbow out of my ribs! — can’t you quit crowding?”

Every time we avalanched from one end of the stage to the other, the Unabridged Dictionary would come too; and every time it came it damaged somebody. One trip it “barked” the Secretary’s elbow; the next trip it hurt me in the stomach, and the third it tilted Bemis’s nose up till he could look down his nostrils — he said. The pistols and coin soon settled to the bottom, but the pipes, pipe-stems, tobacco, and canteens clattered and floundered after the Dictionary every time it made an assault on us, and aided and abetted the book by spilling tobacco in our eyes, and water down our backs.

Still, all things considered, it was a very comfortable night. It wore gradually away, and when at last a cold gray light was visible through the puckers and chinks in the curtains, we yawned and stretched with satisfaction, shed our cocoons, and felt that we had slept as much as was necessary. By and by, as the sun rose up and warmed the world, we pulled off our clothes and got ready for breakfast. We were just pleasantly in time, for five minutes afterward the driver sent the weird music of his bugle winding over the grassy solitudes, and presently we detected a low hut or two in the distance. Then the rattling of the coach, the clatter of our six horses’ hoofs, and the driver’s crisp commands, awoke to a louder and stronger emphasis, and we went sweeping down on the station at our smartest speed. It was fascinating — that old Overland stage-coaching.

* * * * *

LOST IN THE SNOW

THE NEXT MORNING it was still snowing furiously when we got away with our new stock of saddles and accoutrements. We mounted and started. The snow lay so deep on the ground that there was no sign of a road perceptible, and the snowfall was so thick that we could not see more than a hundred yards ahead, else we could have guided our course by the mountain ranges. The case looked dubious, but Ollendorff said his instinct was as sensitive as any compass, and that he could “strike a bee-line” for Carson City and never diverge from it. He said that if he were to straggle a single point out of the true line his instinct would assail him like an outraged conscience. Consequently we dropped into his wake happy and content. For half an hour we poked along warily enough, but at the end of that time we came upon a fresh trail, and Ollendorff shouted proudly:

“I knew I was as dead certain as a compass, boys! Here we are, right in somebody’s tracks that will hunt the way for us without any trouble. Let’s hurry up and join company with the party.”

So we put the horses into as much of a trot as the deep snow would allow, and before long it was evident that we were gaining on our predecessors, for the tracks grew more distinct. We hurried along, and at the end of an hour the tracks looked still newer and fresher — but what surprised us was, that the number of travelers in advance of us seemed to steadily increase. We wondered how so large a party came to be traveling at such a time and in such a solitude. Somebody suggested that it must be a company of soldiers from the fort, and so we accepted that solution and jogged along a little faster still, for they could not be far off now. But the tracks still multiplied, and we began to think the platoon of soldiers was miraculously expanding into a regiment — Ballou said they had already increased to five hundred! Presently he stopped his horse and said:

“Boys, these are our own tracks, and we’ve actually been circussing round and round in a circle for more than two hours, out here in this blind desert! By George, this is perfectly hydraulic!”

* * * * *

We seemed to be in a road, but that was no proof. We tested this by walking off in various directions — the regular snow-mounds and the regular avenues between them convinced each man that he had found the true road, and that the others had found only false ones. Plainly the situation was desperate. We were cold and stiff and the horses were tired. We decided to build a sage-brush fire and camp out till morning. This was wise, because if we were wandering from the right road and the snow-storm continued another day our case would be the next thing to hopeless if we kept on.

All agreed that a camp-fire was what would come nearest to saving us, now, and so we set about building it. We could find no matches, and so we tried to make shift with the pistols. Not a man in the party had ever tried to do such a thing before, but not a man in the party doubted that it could be done, and without any trouble — because every man in the party had read about it in books many a time and had naturally come to believe it, with trusting simplicity, just as he had long ago accepted and believed that other common book-fraud about Indians and lost hunters making a fire by rubbing two dry sticks together.

We huddled together on our knees in the deep snow, and the horses put their noses together and bowed their patient heads over us; and while the feathery flakes eddied down and turned us into a group of white statuary, we proceeded with the momentous experiment. We broke twigs from a sage-bush and piled them on a little cleared place in the shelter of our bodies. In the course of ten or fifteen minutes all was ready, and then, while conversation ceased and our pulses beat low with anxious suspense, Ollendorff applied his revolver, pulled the trigger and blew the pile clear out of the county! It was the flattest failure that ever was.

This was distressing, but it paled before a greater horror — the horses were gone! I had been appointed to hold the bridles, but in my absorbing anxiety over the pistol experiment I had unconsciously dropped them and the released animals had walked off in the storm. It was useless to try to follow them, for their footfalls could make no sound, and one could pass within two yards of the creatures and never see them. We gave them up without an effort at recovering them, and cursed the lying books that said horses would stay by their masters for protection and companionship in a distressful time like ours.

We were miserable enough, before; we felt still more forlorn, now. Patiently, but with blighted hope, we broke more sticks and piled them, and once more the Prussian shot them into annihilation. Plainly, to light a fire with a pistol was an art requiring practice and experience, and the middle of a desert at midnight in a snow-storm was not a good place or time for the acquiring of the accomplishment. We gave it up and tried the other. Each man took a couple of sticks and fell to chafing them together. At the end of half an hour we were thoroughly chilled, and so were the sticks. We bitterly execrated the Indians, the hunters, and the books that had betrayed us with the silly device, and wondered dismally what was next to be done. At this critical moment Mr. Ballou fished our four matches from the rubbish of an overlooked pocket. To have found four gold bars would have seemed poor and cheap good luck compared to this. One cannot think how good a match looks under such circumstances — or how lovable and precious, and sacredly beautiful to the eye. This time we gathered sticks with high hopes; and when Mr. Ballou prepared to light the first match, there was an amount of interest centered upon him that pages of writing could not describe. The match burned hopefully a moment, and then went out. It could not have carried more regret with it if it had been a human life. The next match simply flashed and died. The wind puffed the third one out just as it was on the imminent verge of success. We gathered together closer than ever, and developed a solicitude that was rapt and painful, as Mr. Ballou scratched our last hope on his leg. It lit, burned blue and sickly, and then budded into a robust flame. Shading it with his hands, the old gentleman bent gradually down and every heart went with him — everybody, too, for that matter — and blood and breath stood still. The flame touched the sticks at last, took gradual hold upon them — hesitated — took a stronger hold — hesitated again — held its breath five heartbreaking seconds, then gave a sort of human gasp, and went out.

Nobody said a word for several minutes. It was a solemn sort of silence; even the wind put on a stealthy, sinister quiet, and made no more noise than the falling flakes of snow. Finally a sad-voiced conversation began, and it was soon apparent that in each of our hearts lay the conviction that this was our last night with the living. I had so hoped that I was the only one who felt so. When the others calmly acknowledged their conviction, it sounded like the summons itself. Ollendorff said:

“Brothers, let us die together. And let us go without one hard feeling toward each other. Let us forget and forgive bygones. I know that you have felt hard toward me for turning over the canoe, and for knowing too much and leading you round and round in the snow — but I meant well; forgive me. I acknowledge freely that I have had hard feelings against Mr. Ballou for abusing me and calling me a logarithm, which is a thing I do not know what, but no doubt a thing considered disgraceful and unbecoming in America, and it has scarcely been out of my mind and has hurt me a great deal — but let it go; I forgive Mr. Ballou with all my heart and—”

* * * * *

My own remarks were of the same tenor as those of my comrades, and I know that the feelings that prompted them were heartfelt and sincere. We were all sincere, and all deeply moved and earnest, for we were in the presence of death and without hope. I threw away my pipe, and in doing it felt that at last I was free of a hated vice and one that had ridden me like a tyrant all my days. While I yet talked, the thought of the good I might have done in the world, and the still greater good I might now do, with these new incentives and higher and better aims to guide me if I could only be spared a few years longer, overcame me and the tears came again. We put our arms about each other’s necks and awaited the warning drowsiness that precedes death by freezing.

It came stealing over us presently, and then we bade each other a last farewell. A delicious dreaminess wrought its web about my yielding senses, while the snowflakes wove a winding sheet about my conquered body. Oblivion came. The battle of life was done.

* * * * *

I do not know how long I was in a state of forgetfulness, but it seemed an age. A vague consciousness grew upon me by degrees, and then came a gathering anguish of pain in my limbs and through all my body. I shuddered. The thought flitted through my brain, “this is death — this is the hereafter.”

Then came a white upheaval at my side, and a voice said, with bitterness:

“Will some gentleman be so good as to kick me behind?”

It was Ballou — at least it was a tousled snow image in a sitting posture, with Ballou’s voice.

I rose up, and there in the gray dawn, not fifteen steps from us, were the frame buildings of a stage-station, and under a shed stood our still saddled and bridled horses!


Chapter Twelve . THE “AFTER-MARK” OF AMERICAN HUMOR
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THE LAST QUARTER of the Nineteenth Century — Bill Nye and the Inspired Idiots — Uncle Remus Brings Back Fairyland — Boston Still Boston.

IN THE PERIOD between the rise of Mark Twain to international eminence and the close of the century, American Humor was immensely influenced by the formulation of his thoughts and the model of his work. One may be pardoned the feeble facetiousness of calling it the “After-Mark” of American Humor. There appeared everywhere in American journalism writers whose style and method was fashioned in the mold that had been cast by Mark Twain, or developed and inspired by him from the work of his associates and predecessors. Of the writers who followed, a great many did little more than substitute a mannerism for originality, imitating, like a second-rate conjurer, a trick already invented. Others again contributed a fine talent and originality of their’own, while others still, such as Max Adeler, who had been writing before Mark Twain, found in the new era a new appreciation and a new opportunity. Thus much of Mark Twain’s peculiar technique was taken over by those writers, and here and there they even improved on it. Take, for example, the humor of self-depreciation — of making oneself the butt, the “goat,” the “easy-mark” — a form which Mark Twain developed as far back as his Roughing It, of 1872. We have, for example, the amusing passage in his description of his overland stagecoach journey, where he describes his meeting with Slade, the notorious desperado, afterwards hanged in Montana. At the moment of meeting, Slade was in an apparently mild mood and offered Mark Twain, or young Sam Clemens, a cup of coffee at the stage stopping place, or rather offered to give up in his favour the last available cup of coffee. “I thanked him,” writes Mark Twain, “and I drank it, but it gave me no comfort, for I could not feel sure that he would not feel sorry presently that he had given it away, and proceed to kill me to distract his thoughts from the loss.” Similarly, one recalls in Mark Twain’s Sketches his account of his (alleged) amiable idiocy as secretary to a Senator, as an agriculture correspondent and so on.

This rôle of the self-confessed idiot became a favorite pose of the succeeding humorists. It was especially the mode of Edgar Wilson Nye (1850-1896), the famous “Bill Nye” of a generation ago. Nye was a New Englander transported to the West to become the editor of the Laramie Boomerang in Wyoming. He had therefore all the claims and titles of a humorist. Nye gave lectures, along with Whitcomb Riley, and heightened the fun of them by his profound solemnity and gravity, enhanced by his bald head and his tall lean stature. His special line was the assumption of an inspired and enthusiastic idiocy. He speaks, for example, with great gusto of how a lecture audience had said, “Come again, we should like to see you in broad sword combat with a meridian of longitude.”

On the same basis is his cheering report on the American navy, written as if to allay all public apprehension:

The condition of our navy need not give rise to any serious apprehension. The yard in which it is placed at Brooklyn is enclosed by a high brick wall affording it ample protection. A man on board the Atlanta at anchor at Brooklyn is quite as safe as he would be at home. The guns on board the Atlanta are breechloaders; this is a great improvement on the old-style gun, because in former times in case of a naval combat the man who went outside the ship to load the gun while it was raining frequently contracted pneumonia.

There were so many of these “after-Mark” humorists and lecturers, so many worthy of mention that one would gladly speak of them all. But the list is too long. One can at least recall Charles Lewis, who signed himself M. Quad and wrote of the Lime Kiln Club, and Robert J. Burdette. The list of the writers of satirical and humorous verse, of necessity excluded from these pages, includes John Godbred Leland, the “Hans Breitman” of the Ballads, and still more celebrated Eugene Field and James Whitcomb Riley. The author of this book hopes some day to reward a suffering and grateful public with an account of the greatest pages of comic and supercomic verse in America. But meantime they must wait.

But the honor of extended citation can best be extended to “Max Adeler” (Charles Heber Clark, 1841-1915;- Even before the Civil War Max Adeler, as a journalist writer of fugitive pieces, had come before the American public and had found an audience before Mark Twain was known. But it was after the war that his sketches collected into books, such as his Out of the Hurly Burly (1874), gave him a vast notoriety. His work, like that of his contemporary — Bunner, author of Short Sixes — is marked by high literary form, keeps clean away from the artifices of bad spelling and make-believe rusticity, and is written for the educated rather than the illiterate world. In these terms Max Adeler found an enthusiastic reception in England.

People outside of the United States always think of the South in terms of romance and chivalry, as the scene of natural tragedy and the home of a lost cause. In literature, before the Civil War we connect it with the political philosophy of Jefferson and Madison and the supreme art of Edgar Allan Poe. But we never connect it with humor or think of it as the abode of fun. Yet the South, before the war, had developed a line of humor of its own, something like the rollicking fun of adventure and misadventure of Captain Marryat and Charles Lever over in England. The “Ned Brace,” invented by Augustus Long- street, and plunged into fox-hunts and horse-trades and duels, is a sort of Harry Lorrequer. “Captain Suggs,” a cheerful crook invented by an Alabama journalist, is of the family of Gil Bias and Alfred Jingle. But the Southern humor of the pre-war days was little known to the outside world and is quite forgotten now.

The case is different for the period which followed the Civil War. In George W. Cable (1844-1925) the South produced a humorist in the highest sense of the word, and one whose works reached two continents. His long career dates back to his service in the Confederate Cavalry and ended as it were only yesterday. His was the humor of that high type that does not excite the loud laughter, exploding over single strokes of comicality and single incongruities of words, but that is interwoven as a golden thread in the texture of depicted life. Cable’s Old Creole Days will not readily be forgotten. Nor has the world quite forgotten him as a lecturer, a “running mate” with Mark Twain. Mark’s roaring fun contrasted with Cable’s quiet simplicity. Everybody likes to be everything at once, and Mark Twain felt a pang of envy at the quiet dignity of his abstemious fellow lecturer, whose walk in life never led his feet astray. “Oh! Cable,” said Mark once, as he came off the platform from his turn, leaving behind him a house convulsed with merriment, “I am demeaning myself.” But Cable’s stories would be difficult to reproduce unless quoted at greater length than these pages warrant.

Much more quotable — in fact, eminently quotable in any length from an inch to a fathom, is the work of Joel Chandler Harris. His Uncle Remus stories may be said at once to break new ground and turn old furrows. “Talking animals” are as old as Chaucer, as old as Aristophanes. “Brer Fox” was known to the world for centuries as “Reineke Fuchs” and “Maître Renard.” Scholars tell us that Brer Rabbit and Brer Fox are to be found in Indian folklore. Probably Joel Chandler Harris cared as much about this as he did about medieval German literature. There is too great a tendency in the academic world to explain where a writer takes things from. Anyone can take them: the trouble is in using them. It was a Ulysses bow that John Chandler Harris strung. The legend and the folklore of the Negro race had never yet been worthily reflected in literature; nor yet the sweet and kindly relationship of the Negro to the little white child for whom he was at once an inferior and an oracle. The Negro in literature till now had appeared as Sambo, as the “faithful black,” or as the martyred Uncle Tom. Harris revealed him as Uncle Remus — let the medieval chroniclers laugh that off if they can.

One must not suppose that the rise of popular humor, of Western extravagance, of the artifices of bad spelling, assumed rusticity, inspired idiocy and Southern Negro folklore — that these things extinguished the steadier flame of cultivated writing, the lamp handed down burning from the shrines of Greece and Rome. After all, the colleges were still there; the East was still the East and Boston was still Boston. Hence American humor still revealed itself in the form of the polished prose of Washington Irving and Nathaniel Hawthorne. Nor did any writer better exemplify and adorn the classical tradition than Oliver Wendell Holmes. His long life (1809-1894) pretty well spanned the century. He was already well up in medical practice and medical teaching, when, as one of the “young men of Boston,” he helped to entertain Charles Dickens in 1842. He first took up his pen at the Breakfast Table, as the Autocrat, four years before the Civil War: he was still writing Over the Teacups in 1888. All through this long time, in his books and in his walk in life, he set an example of human kindliness, of thought free from malice, of reflection without anger, which is the very soul of humor. More than that: Holmes, who was a doctor all his life, as a practitioner first, a teacher always, brought to bear upon it the beautiful sympathy of those who see our human thoughts in the light of our poor haphazard bodies and our suspended sentence of death. To them there is room for tears, for smiles, but none for anger. Seen at its best the medical profession outranks all others. This best was Oliver Wendell Holmes.


Chapter Thirteen.  SELECTIONS FROM MAX ADELER, UNCLE REMUS AND OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES
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CHARLES HEBER CLARK (Max Adder) was a journalist who began his fugitive writing just before the Civil War. Later on his “pieces” were gathered together into books such as Out of the Hurly-Burly and Elbow Room and delighted a generation both in America and in England.

 

AN ACCIDENT IN A NEWSPAPER OFFICE

THE Argus is in complete disgrace with all the people who attend our church. Some of the admirers of the Rev. Dr. Hopkins, the clergyman, gave him a gold-headed cane a few days ago; and a reporter of the Argus was invited to be present. The foreman in giving out the reporter’s “copy” mixed it accidentally with the account of a patent hog-killing machine which was tried in Wilmington that same day, and the Argus next morning contained this somewhat obscure but very dreadful narrative:

Several of Rev. Dr. Hopkins’s friends called upon him yesterday, and after a brief conversation the unsuspicious hog was seized by the hind legs and slid along a beam until he reached the hot-water tank. His friends explained the object of their visit, and presented him with a very handsome gold-headed butcher, who grabbed him by the tail, swung him around, slit his throat from ear to ear, and in less than a minute the carcass was in the water. Thereupon he came forward and said that there were times when the feelings overpowered one, and for that reason he would not attempt to do more than thank those around him, for the manner in which such a huge animal was cut into fragments was simply astonishing. The doctor concluded his remarks, when the machine seized him, and in less time than it takes to write it the hog was cut into fragments and worked up into delicious sausage. The occasion will long be remembered by the doctor’s friends as one of the most delightful of their lives. The best pieces can be procured for fifteen cents a pound; and we are sure that those who have sat so long under his ministry will rejoice that he has been treated so handsomely.

Out of the Hurly-Burly.

 

JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS

The Uncle Remus stories of Joel Chandler Harris (1848-I908) struck a universal note of sympathy, old as the ages, recalling the folklore of the past, and at the same time as new as the dawn of childhood.

 

UNCLE REMUS INITIATES THE LITTLE BOY

ONE EVENING recently, the lady whom Uncle Remus calls “Miss Sally” missed her little seven-year-old. Making search for him through the house and through the yard, she heard the sound of voices in the old man’s cabin, and, looking through the window, saw the child sitting by Uncle Remus. His head rested against the old man’s arm, and he was gazing with an expression of the most intense interest into the rough, weather-beaten face, that beamed so kindly upon him. This is what “Miss Sally” heard:

“Bimeby, one day, arter Brer Fox bin doin’ all dat he could fer ter ketch Brer Rabbit, en Brer Rabbit bin doin’ all he could fer ter keep ’im fum it, Brer Fox say to hisse’f dat he’d put up a game on Brer Rabbit, en he ain’t mo’n got de wuds out’n his mouf twel Brer Rabbit come a lopin’ up de big road, lookin’ des ez plump, en ez fat, en ez sassy ez a Moggin hoss in a barley-patch.

“‘Hoi’ on dar, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee.

“‘I ain’t got time, Brer Fox,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, sorter mendin’ his licks.

“‘I wanter have some confab wid you, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee.

“‘All right, Brer Fox, but you better holler fum whar you stan’. I’m monstus full er fleas dis mawnin’,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee.

“‘I seed Brer B’ar yistiddy,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee, ‘en he sorter rake me over de coals kaze you en me ain’t make frens en live naberly, en I tole ’im dat I’d see you.’

“Den Brer Rabbit scratch one year wid his off hine-foot sorter jub’usly, en den he ups en sez, sezee:

“‘All a settin’, Brer Fox. Spose’n you drap roun’ ter-morrer en take dinner wid me. We ain’t got no great doin’s at our house, but I speck de ole ‘oman en de chilluns kin sorter scramble roun’ en git up sump’n fer ter stay yo’ stummuck.’

“‘I’m ‘gree’ble, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee.

“‘Den I’ll pen’ on you,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee.

“Nex’ day, Mr. Rabbit an’ Miss Rabbit got up soon, fo’ day, en raided on a gyarden like Miss Sally’s out dar, en got some cabbiges, en some roas’n years, en some sparrer-grass, en dey fix up a smashin’ dinner. Bimeby one er de little Rabbits, playin’ out in de backyard, come runnin’ in hollerin’, ‘Oh, ma! oh, ma! I seed Mr. Fox a cornin’!’ En den Brer Rabbit he tuck de chilluns by der years en make um set down, en den him en Miss Rabbit sorter dallo roun’ waitin’ for Brer Fox. En dey keep on waitin’, but no Brer Fox ain’t come. Atter ‘while Brer Rabbit goes to de do’, easy like, en peep out, en der, stickin’ out fum behime de cornder, wuz de tip-een’ er Brer Fox tail. Den Brer Rabbit shot de do’ en sot down, en put his paws behime his years en begin fer ter sing:

 

“‘De place wharbouts you spill de grease, 

Right dar youer boun’ ter slide, 

An whar you fine a bunch er ha’r, 

You’ll sholy fine de hide.’

 

“Nex’ day, Brer Fox sont word by Mr. Mink, en skuse hisse’f kaze he wuz too sick fer ter come, en he ax Brer Rabbit fer ter come en take dinner wid him, en Brer Rabbit say he wuz ‘gree’ble.

“Bimeby, w’en de shadders wuz at der shortes’, Brer Rabbit he sorter brush up en santer down ter Brer Fox’s house, en w’en he got dar, he yer somebody groanin’, en he look in de do’ en dar he see Brer Fox settin’ up in a rockin’ cheer all wrop up wid flannil, en he look mighty weak. Brer Rabbit look all ‘roun’, he did, but he ain’t see no dinner. De dish-pan wuz settin’ on de table, en close by wuz a kyarvin’ knife.

‘“Look like you gwineter have chicken fer dinner, Brer Fox,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee.

“‘Yes, Brer Rabbit, deyer nice, en fresh, en tender,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee.

“Den Brer Rabbit sorter pull his mustarsh, en say: ‘You ain’t got no calamus root, is you, Brer Fox? I done got so now dat I can’t eat no chicken ‘ceppin she’s seasoned up wid calamus root.’ En wid dat Brer Rabbit lipt out er de do’ and dodge ‘mong de bushes en sot dar watchin’ fer Brer Fox; en he ain’t watch long, nudder, kaze Brer Fox flung off de flannil en crope out er de house en got whar he could cloze in on Brer Rabbit, en bimeby Brer Rabbit holler out: ‘Oh, Brer Fox! I’ll des put yo’ calamus root out yer on dish yer stump. Better come get it while hit’s fresh,’ and wid dat Brer Rabbit gallop off home. En Brer Fox ain’t never kotch ’im yit, en w’at’s mo’, honey, he ain’t gwineter.”

 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES

In the domain of humor, Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes of Boston (1809-1894) will he remembered for his delightful humorous verse, including such oft-quoted pieces as “The Wonderful ‘One Hoss Shay’.” In prose he holds his place by his series of Breakfast Table books, of which the first set of papers, The Autocrat at the Breakfast Table, began as far back as 1857. These were followed by the Professor and the Poet.

 

THOUGHTS AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE ON OLD AGE

THERE IS NO DOUBT when old age begins. The human body is a furnace which keeps in blast three-score years and ten, more or less. It burns about three hundred pounds of carbon a year (besides other fuel), when in fair working order, according to a great chemist’s estimate. When the fire slackens, life declines; when it goes out, we are dead.

It has been shown by some noted French experimenters, that the amount of combustion increases up to about the thirtieth year, remains stationary to about forty-five, and then diminishes. This last is the point where old age starts from. The great fact of physical life is the perpetual commerce with the elements, and the fire is the measure of it.

About this time of life, if food is plenty where you live, — for that, you know, regulates matrimony, — you may be expecting to find yourself a grandfather some fine morning; a kind of domestic felicity which gives one a cool shiver of delight to think of, as among the not remotely possible events.

What is the use of fighting against the seasons, or the tides, or the movements of the planetary bodies, or this ebb in the wave of life that flows through us? We are old fellows from the moment the fire begins to go out. Let us always behave like gentlemen when we are introduced to new acquaintances.

INCIPIT ALLEGORIA SENECTUTIS

Old Age, this is Mr. Professor; Mr. Professor, this is Old Age.

Old Age. — Mr. Professor, I hope to see you well. I have known you for some time, though I think you did not know me. Shall we walk down the street together.

Professor (drawing back a little). — We can talk more quietly, perhaps, in my study. Will you tell me how it is you seem to be acquainted with everybody you are introduced to, though he evidently considers you an entire stranger?

Old Age. — I make it a rule never to force myself upon a person’s recognition until I have known him at least five years.

Professor. — Do you mean to say that you have known me so long as that?

Old Age. — I do. I left my card on you longer ago than that, but I am afraid you never read it; yet I see you have it with you.

Professor. — Where?

Old Age. — There, between your eyebrows, — three straight lines running up and down; all the probate courts know that token,  “Old Age, his mark.” Put your forefinger on the inner end of one eyebrow, and your middle finger on the inner end of the other eyebrow; now separate the fingers, and you will smooth out my sign-manual; that’s the way you used to look, before I left my card on you.

Professor. — What message do people generally send back when you first call on them?

Old Age. — Not at home. Then I leave a card and go. Next year I call; get the same answer; leave another card. So for five or six, — sometimes ten years or more. At last, if they don’t let me in, I break in through the front door or the windows.

We talked together in this way some time. Then Old Age said again, — Come, let us walk down the street together, — and offered me a cane, an eyeglass, a tippet, and a pair of over-shoes. — No, much obliged to you, said I. I don’t want those things, and I had a little rather talk with you here, privately, in my study. So I dressed myself up in a jaunty way and walked out alone; — got a fall, caught a cold, was laid up with a lumbago, and had time to think over this whole matter.

The Autocrat at the Breakfast Table.

 

THE SEA

I HAVE LIVED by the sea-shore and by the mountains. — No, I am not going to say which is best. The one where your place is is the best for you. But this difference there is: you can domesticate mountains, but the sea is ferae naturae. You may have a hut, or know the owner of one, on the mountain-side; you see a light half-way up its ascent in the evening, and you know there is a home, and you might share it. You have noted certain trees, perhaps; you know the particular zone where the hemlocks look so black in October, when the maples and beeches have faded. All its reliefs and intaglios have electrotyped themselves in the medallions that hang round the walls of your memory’s chamber. — The sea remembers nothing. It is feline. It licks your feet, — its huge flanks purr very pleasantly for you; but it will crack your bones and eat you, for all that, and wipe the crimsoned foam from its jaws as if nothing had happened. The mountains give their lost children berries and water; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them die. The mountains have a grand, stupid, lovable tranquillity; the sea has a fascinating, treacherous intelligence. The mountains lie about like huge ruminants, their broad backs awful to look upon, but safe to handle. The sea smooths its silver scales until you cannot see their joints — but their shining is that of a snake’s belly, after all. — In deeper suggestiveness I find as great a difference. The mountains dwarf mankind and foreshorten the procession of its long generations. The sea drowns out humanity and time; it has no sympathy with either; for it belongs to eternity, and of that it sings its monotonous song forever and ever.

The Autocrat at the Breakfast Table. HOW PROFESSORS DIE

THE NATURAL END of a tutor is to perish by starvation. It is only a question of time, just as with the burning of college libraries. These all burn up sooner or later, provided they are not housed in brick or stone and iron. I don’t mean that you will see in the registry of deaths that this or that particular tutor died of well-marked, uncomplicated starvation. They may, even, in extreme cases, be carried oft by a thin, watery kind of apoplexy, which sounds very well in the returns, but means little to those who know that it is only debility settling on the head. Generally, however they fade and waste away under various pretexts, — calling it dyspepsia, consumption, and so on, to put a decent appearance upon the case and keep up the credit of the family and the institution where they have passed through the successive stages of inanition.

In some cases it takes a great many years to kill a tutor by the process in question. You see they do get food and clothes and fuel, in appreciable quantities, such as they are. You will even notice rows of books in their rooms, and a picture or two, — things that look as if they had surplus money; but these superfluities are the water of crystallization to scholars, and you can never get them away till the poor fellows effloresce into dust. Do not be deceived. The tutor breakfasts on coffee made of beans, edulcorated with milk watered to the verge of transparency; his mutton is tough and elastic, up to the moment when it becomes tired out and tasteless; his coal is a sullen, sulphurous anthracite, which rusts into ashes, rather than burns, in the shallow grate; his flimsy broadcloth is too thin for winter and too thick for summer. The greedy lungs of fifty hot-blooded boys suck the oxygen from the air he breathes in his recitation-room. In short, he undergoes a process of gentle and gradual starvation.

The mother of little Iris was not called Electra, like hers of the old story, neither was her grandfather Oceanus. Her blood-name, which she gave away with her heart to the Latin tutor, was a plain old English one, and her water-name was Hannah, beautiful as recalling the mother of Samuel, and admirable as reading equally well from the initial letter forwards and from the terminal letter backwards. The poor lady, seated with her companion at the chess-board of matrimony, had but just pushed forward her one little white pawn upon an empty square, when the Black Knight, that cares nothing for castles or kings or queens, swooped down upon her and swept her from the larger board of life.

The old Latin tutor put a modest blue stone at the head of his late companion, with her name and age and Eheu! upon it, — a smaller one at her feet, with initials; and left her by herself, to be rained and snowed on, — which is a hard thing to do for those whom we have cherished tenderly.

About the time that the lichens, falling on the stone, like drops of water, had spread into fair, round rosettes, the tutor had starved into a slight cough. Then he began to draw the buckle of his black trousers a little tighter, and took in another reef in his never-ample waistcoat. His temples got a little hollow, and the contrasts of colour in his cheeks more vivid than of old. After a while his walks fatigued him, and he was tired, and breathed hard after going up a flight or two of stairs. Then came on other marks of inward trouble and general waste, which he spoke of to his physician as peculiar, and doubtless owing to accidental causes; to all which the doctor listened with deference, as if it had not been the old story that one in five or six of mankind in temperate climates tells, or has told for him, as if it were some thing new. As the doctor went out, he said to himself,  “On the rail at last. Accommodation train. A good many stops, but will get to the station by and by.” So the doctor wrote a recipe with the astrological sign of Jupiter before it, (just as your own physician does, inestimable reader, as you will see, if you look at his next prescription,) and departed, saying he would look in occasionally. After this, the Latin tutor began the usual course of “getting better,” until he got so much better that his face was very sharp, and when he smiled, three crescent lines showed at each side of his lips, and when he spoke, it was in a muffled whisper, and the white of his eye glistened as purely as the purest porcelain, — so much better, that he hoped — by spring — he — might be able — to attend — to his class again. — But he was recommended not to expose himself, and so kept his chamber, and occasionally, not having anything to do, his bed. The unmarried sister with whom he lived took care of him; and the child, now old enough to be manageable and even useful in trifling offices, sat in the chamber, or played about.

Things could not go on so forever, of course. One morning his face was sunken and his hands were very very cold. He was “better,” he whispered, but sadly and faintly. After a while he grew restless and seemed a little wandering. His mind ran on his classics, and fell back on the Latin grammar.

“Iris!” he said,  “filiola mea!” — The child knew this meant my dear little daughter as well as if it had been English.  “Rainbow!” — for he would translate her name at times,  “come to me, — veni” — and his lips went on automatically, and murmured, “vel venito!” — The child came and sat by his bedside and took his hand, which she could not warm, but which shot its rays of cold all through her slender frame. But there she sat, looking steadily at him. Presently he opened his lips feebly, and whispered, “Moribundus.” She did not know what that meant, but she saw that there was something new and sad. So she began to cry; but presently remembering an old book that seemed to comfort him at times, got up and brought a Bible in the Latin version, called the Vulgate. “Open it,” he said,  “I will read, — segnius irritant, — don’t put the light out, — ah! haeret lateri, — I am going, — vale, vale, vale, good-bye, good-bye, — the Lord take care of my child! — Domine, audi — vel audito!” His face whitened suddenly, and he lay still, with open eyes and mouth. He had taken his last degree.

The Professor at the Breakfast Table.


Chapter Fourteen. THE CENTURY RUNS OUT
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THE NEW HORIZON — Mr. Dooley Looks across the Ocean — Mr. Bangs Calls Up the Spirits — Potash and Perlmutter Internationalize Business.

THERE IS NO REASON why the end of a century should indicate the end or the beginning of anything in particular. The figures are just figures. But it does seem to have happened that for the United States the end of the nineteenth century really marked a change. There was a transition occasioned and represented by the Spanish-American War, external conquest, maritime expansion and world trade. The mold in which the republic had been cast was broken; or, if one will, the eagle’s egg broke and hatched out a sea gull.

This change is at any rate reflected in American humor. In the old days Artemus Ward joked about the Shakers of Oneida, or of high-handed outrages in Utica; Petroleum Naseby wrote of the Civil War and Mark Twain of the Mississippi: even the Innocents Abroad stresses, rather than bridges, the distance and the difference between the Old World and the New. But with the new century appear new people and new thoughts. Here is Mr. Dooley, mopping up the beer on the bar of his Archer Street Saloon and discoursing on his perplexity over the Philippines. Here is Hashimura Togo to suggest to us that the Honourable East is just around Honourable Corner. And here are Potash and Perlmutter, so international and cosmopolitan that they belong all over the world: they would move from New York to Buenos Aires and never notice it.

Not that the whole of America and all of American writing became at once cosmopolitan. But among the newer elements of a civilization growing increasingly complex there was that of a wider outlook, a larger horizon. Indeed, the very joy we take in Mr. Dooley is based on the incongruity and contrast between his situation behind his basement bar, sunk in the very middle of a continent, and the width of the horizon that he sees from it.

But there is far more in the creation of Mr. Dooley than his peculiar political and international outlook. Mr. Dooley belongs to the humor of character, a far higher thing than the mere fun of words or incongruity of situation. It is characteristic that as American Humor deepened in complexity and widened in scope it developed in higher and higher forms the humor of character. By this is meant the humor that bases its contrasts and incongruities in the peculiarities — the inconsistencies of character. Here to our hand, as an illustration, is Mr. Pickwick, the dignity of his situation contrasting with the simplicity of his mind, the range of his enterprise with his physical limitations of girth and locomotion. Here is Uncle Remus, at once, as said above, a humble inferior and a lofty oracle. In the earlier phases of American Humor the characters had tended to be mere types, like Major Jack Downing, not real people, or even caricatures like the figures, wax and otherwise, in the pages of Artemus Ward. Mark Twain began with jumping frogs and petrified men and Tennessee editors and ended with the marvelous creation of Huckleberry Finn, contrasting in his humble character the evils of a civilized world with the unsullied, unspoiled beauty of the natural mind. It was a mark and measure of the progress of American Humor that as time went on these colors deepened. Mr. Dooley is one of the blossoms on this tree. For the “characters” of Humor must please: they must call for a response in ourselves, something of the universal in each of us that matches them. In them we catch a glimpse of our super-self. In Uncle Remus it is not the mere animal stories that please as incident: that is nothing: it is the strange vision into a pictured world, a “nice” place where we too would fain fit in. So too in Mr. Dooley there is something large, something ideal: Dooley, though he doesn’t know it, lives in a world of wide vision and great men, a world as it should be; he walks with Pericles and Charlemagne: they would have recognized him at once.

There is this same quality in all the best character humor, that carries with it a suffusion of something above the level of our common selves. The true humorist must be an optimist. He must present the vision of a better world, if only of a lost one. There is no room for a snarl. This high quality is seen to appear all through the saga of Potash and Perlmutter, the creations of Montague Glass (1877 — 1923). “Abe” and “Mawruss” please us, not for the mere sake of their queer Yiddish English and the ups and downs of their business enterprises. They please for a certain strange quality that makes us like the world they live in. The East Side clothing trade, the law office of Harry D. Feldman, the Koskinsho Bank, turn to a magic country, like the larger Bagdad of O. Henry.

* * * * *

But it is not only the more developed and subtle depictions of character that mark the continued progress of American Humor. There are new subtleties of form-and language as well. There is, and always has been, a domain of humor that depends on what one might call literary artifices and conceits. Thus Boccaccio sets a group of people to telling stories, as a relief from the terrors of the plague — which the stories frightened away. Chaucer imagined a caravan of Pilgrims; Josh Billings presented wit and wisdom as an answer to correspondents, John Kendrick Bangs in the conversation of departed spirits, and Mr. Wallace Irwin reflected the thoughts of the world in the Letters of a Japanese Schoolboy. Of these literary conceits perhaps the most ingenious and noteworthy, as a type, is John Kendrick Bangs’s book. The idea of a Houseboat on the Styx, as fully and pleasantly equipped as if it floated on the quiet reaches of the Thames, and serving as a sort of club or meeting place for departed shades of the great people of the past, is a glorious notion. The test of a first-class literary idea is that it should make other writers wish they had thought of it first: and this is just the case with Mr. Bangs’s houseboat. Whether he makes as good a use of the houseboat as the idea warrants, is quite another matter. Bangs never got quite clear as to whether his characters (Napoleon and Sir Walter Raleigh and George Washington and everybody else) were historical satires or just mediums for making fun of things today. But even at that the thing is delightful.

More complete in execution is Wallace Irwin’s Hashimura Togo, the supposed writer of the Letters of a Japanese Schoolboy. The form is admirable as a mere example of fun taken out of words — the destructive and critical parody of our speech made by Togo’s earnest efforts to write it. But the humor goes further: our civilization is seen through the unsullied eyes of Hashimura, whose very guilelessness condemns our guile. There is a certain parallel to Huckleberry Finn; so that Hashimura Togo reaches up from the humor of nonsense to the humor of character.

Another happy discovery of a literary conceit as much to be envied as that of the Houseboat is seen in George Ade’s Fables in Slang. Here is a wonderful device! One takes the peculiar form of the old Greek fables of Æsop or the Latin and medieval imitations of them, and uses it as a medium through which to tell little incidents of modern life. Here is the Greek sentence in place of the modern paragraph, the condensed Greek aphorism, the nouns and adjectives buckled up together and dignified with capital letters, so that such combinations as “Side Whiskers,” and “Gentleman Broker Friends” become new thoughts. Infuse into this the rich metaphors and the imaginative language of modern slang, and the effect is a medium like that of a prism, through which every sunbeam breaks in a shower of color.


Chapter Fifteen. SELECTIONS FROM MR. DOOLEY, JOHN KEN- DRIK BANGS, HASHIMURA TOGO, AND GEORGE ADE’S FABLES
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THE NAME OF Finley Peter Dunne (1867 — ), an Irish-

American journalist of Chicago, is well known for his creations of Mr. Dooley, who became the recurring joy of a generation of newspaper readers. Mr. Dooley cannot be better described than in words of his own creator, in a preface to the first of the Dooley books.

 

MR. DUNNE PRESENTS MR. DOOLEY

ARCHEY ROAD stretches back for many miles from the heart of an ugly city to the cabbage gardens that gave the maker of the seal his opportunity to call the city “urbs in horto.” Somewhere between the two — that is to say, forninst th’ gas-house and beyant Healey’s slough and not far from the polis station — lives Martin Dooley, doctor of philosophy....

In this community you can hear all the various accents of Ireland, from the awkward brogue of the “far-downer” to the mild and aisy Elizabethan English of the southern Irishman, and all the exquisite variations to be heard between Armagh and Bantry Bay, with the difference that would naturally arise from substituting cinders and sulphuretted hydrogen for soft misty air and peat smoke.

Here also you can see the wakes and christenings, the marriages and funerals, and the other fêtes of the ol’ counthry somewhat modified and darkened by American usage. The Banshee has been heard many times in Archey Road. On the eve of All Saints’ Day it is well known that here alone the pookies play thricks in cabbage gardens. In 1893 it was reported that Malachi Dempsey was called “by the other people,” and disappeared west of the tracks, and never came back....

The most generous, thoughtful, honest, and chaste people in the world are these friends of Mr. Dooley, — knowing and innocent; moral, but giving no heed at all to patented political moralities.

Among them lives and prospers the traveller, archaeologist, historian, social observer, saloon-keeper, economist, and philosopher, who has not been out of the ward for twenty-five years “but twict.” He reads the newspapers with solemn care, heartily hates them, and accepts all they print for the sake of drowning Hennessy’s rising protests against his logic. From the cool heights of life in the Archey Road, uninterrupted by the jarring noises of crickets and cows, he observes the passing show, and meditates thereon. His impressions are transferred to the desensitized plate of Mr. Hennessy’s mind, where they can do no harm.

“There’s no betther place to see what’s goin’ on thin the Ar-rchey Road,” says Mr. Dooley. “Whin th’ ilicthric cars is hummin’ down th’ sthreet an’ th’ blast goin’ sthrong at th’ mills, th’ noise is that gr-reat ye can’t think.”

He is opulent in good advice, as becomes a man of his station; for he has mastered most of the obstacles in a business career, and by leading a prudent and temperate life has established himself so well that he owns his own house and furniture, and is only slightly behind on his license. It would be indelicate to give statistics as to his age. Mr. Hennessy says he was a “grown man whin th’ pikes was out in forty-eight, an’ I was hedge-high, an’ I’m near fifty-five.” Mr. Dooley says Mr. Hennessy is eighty. He closes discussion on his own age with the remark, “I’m old enough to know betther.” He has served his country with distinction. His conduct of thf important office of captain of his precinct (1873-75) was highly commended, and there was some talk of nominating him for alderman. At the expiration of his term he was personally thanked by the Hon. M. McGee, at one time a member of the central committee. But the activity of public life was unsuited to a man of Mr. Dooley’s tastes; and, while he continues to view the political situation always with interest and sometimes with alarm, he has resolutely declined to leave the bar for the forum. His early experience gave him wisdom in discussing public affairs. “Politics,” he says, “ain’t bean bag. ’Tis a man’s game; an’ women, childher, an’ pro-hybitionists’d do well to keep out iv it.”

 

MR. DOOLEY ON THE PHILIPPINES

It was at the time of the Spanish-American War of 1898 that Mr. Dooley’s thoughts on politics first reached the ears of a listening nation. In spite of his loyal support of “Mack” and “George”; — President McKinley and Admiral Dewey, — Dooley viewed his expanding Empire with apprehension.

“I KNOW what I’d do if I was Mack,” said Mr. Hennessy. “I’d hist a flag over th’ Ph’lippeens, an’ I’d take in th’ whole lot iv thim.”

“An’ yet,” said Mr. Dooley, “’tis not more thin two months since ye lamed whether they were islands or canned goods. Ye’er back yard is so small that ye’er cov can’t turn r-round without buttin’ th’ wood-shed off th’ premises, an’ ye wudden’t go out to th’ stock yards without takin’ out a policy on yer life. Suppose ye was standin’ at th’ corner iv State Sthreet an Archey R-road, wud ye know what car to take to get to th’ Ph’lippeens? If yei son Packy was to ask ye where th’ Ph’lippeens is, cud ye give him anny good idea whether they was in Rooshia or jus’ west iv th’ thracks?”

“Mebbe I cudden’t,” said Mr. Hennessy, haughtily, “but I’m f’r takin’ thim in, annyhow.”

“So might I be,” said Mr. Dooley, “if I cud on’y get me mind on it. Wan iv the worst things about this here war is th’ way it’s makin’ puzzles f’r our poor, tired heads. Whin I wint into it, I thought all I’d have to do was to set up here behind th’ bar with a good tin-cint see-gar in me teeth, an’ toss dinnymite bombs into th’ hated city iv Havana. But look at me now. Th’ war is still goin’ on; an’ ivry night, whin I’m countin’ up the cash, I’m askin’ mesilf will I annex Cubia or lave it to the Cubians? Will I take Porther Ricky or put it by? An’ what shud I do with the Ph’lippeens? Oh, what shud I do with thim? I can’t annex thim because I don’t know where they ar-re. I can’t let go iv thim because some wan else’ll take thim if I do. They are eight thousan’ iv thim islands, with a popylation iv wan hundherd millyon naked savages; an’ me bedroom’s crowded now with me an’ th’ bed. How can I take thim in, an’ how on earth am I goin’ to cover th’ nakedness iv thim savages with me wan shoot iv clothes? An’ yet ‘twud break me heart to think iv givin’ people I never see or heerd tell iv back to other people I don’t know. An’, if I don’t take thim, Schwartzmeister down th’ sthreet, that has half me thrade already, will grab thim sure.

“It ain’t that I’m afraid iv not doin th’ r-right thing in th’ end, Hinnissy. Some mornin’ I’ll wake up an’ know jus’ what to do, an’ that I’ll do. But ’tis th’ annoyance in th’ mane time. I’ve been r-readin’ about th’ counthry. ’Tis over beyant ye’er left shoulder whin ye’re facin’ east. Jus’ throw ye’er thumb back, an’ ye have it as ac’rate as anny man in town. ’Tis farther thin Booklgahrya an’ not so far as Blewchoochoo. It’s near Chiny, an’ it’s not so near; an’, if a man was to bore a well through fr’m Goshen, Indianny, he might sthrike it, an’ thin again he might not. It’s a poverty-sthricken counthry, full iv goold an’ precious stones, where th’ people can pick dinner off th’ threes an’ ar-re starvin’ because they have no step-ladders. Th’ inhabitants is mostly naygurs an Chinnymen, peaceful, industhrus, an’ law-abidin’, but savage an’ bloodthirsty in their methods. They wear no clothes except what they have on, an’ each woman has five husbands an’ each man has five wives. Th’ r-rest goes into th’ discard, th’ same as here. Th’ islands has been ownded be Spain since befure th’ fire; an’ she’s threated thim so well they’re now up in ar-rms again her, except a majority iv thim which is thurly loyal. Th’ natives seldom fight, but whin they get mad at wan another they r-run-a-muck. Whin a man r-runs-a-muck, sometimes they hang him an’ sometimes they discharge him an’ hire a new motorman. Th’ women ar-re beautiful, with Ianguishin’ black eyes, an’ they smoke see-gars, but ar-re hurried an’ incomplete in their dress. I see a pitcher iv wan th’other day with nawthin’ on her but a basket of cocoanuts an’ a hoopskirt. They’re no prudes. We import juke, hemp, cigar wrappers, sugar, an fairy tales fr’m th’ Ph’lippeens, an’ export six-inch shells an’ th’ like. Iv late th’ Ph’lippeens has awaked to th’ fact that they’re behind th’ times, an’ has received much American amminition in their midst. They say th’ Spanyards is all tore up about it.

“I larned all this fr’m th’ papers, an’ I know ’tis sthraight. An’ yet, Hinnissy, I dinnaw what to do about th’ Ph’lippeens. An’ I’m all alone in th’ wurruld. Ivrybody else has made up his mind. Ye ask anny con-ducthor on Ar-rchey R-road, an’ he’ll tell ye. Ye can find out fr’m the papers; an’, if ye really want to know, all ye have to do is to ask a prominent citizen who can mow all th’ lawn he owns with a safety razor. But I don’t know.”

“Hang on to thim,” said Mr. Hennessy stoutly. “What we’ve got we must hold.”

“Well,” said Mr. Dooley, “if I was Mack, I’d lave it to George. I’d say: ‘George,’ I’d say, ‘if ye’re f’r hangin’ on, hang on it is. If ye say, lave go, I dhrop thim.’’Twas George won thim with th’ shells, an’ th’ question’s up to him.”

 

JOHN KENDRICK BANGS

John Kendrick Bangs (1862-1922) first became known as opening and shutting the Editor s Drawer of Harpers Monthly, then as editor of Puck (iQofi). Later he was widely known as a lecturer. He was especially happy in his titles and literary conceits — Half-Hours with the Idiot, A Houseboat on the Styx, etc.

 

FROM A HOUSEBOAT ON THE STYX

CHARON, the Ferryman of renown, was cruising slowly along the Styx one pleasant Friday morning not long ago, and as he paddled idly on he chuckled mildly to himself as he thought of the monopoly in ferriage which in the course of years he had managed to build up.

“It’s a great thing,” he said, with a smirk of satisfaction— “it’s a great thing to be the go-between between two states of being; to have the exclusive franchise to export and import shades from one state to the other, and withal to have had as clean a record as mine has been. Valuable as is my franchise, I never corrupted a public official in my life, and—”

Here Charon stopped his soliloquy and his boat simultaneously. As he rounded one of the many turns in the river a singular object met his gaze, and one, too, that filled him with misgiving. It was another craft, and that was a thing not to be tolerated. Had he, Charon, owned the exclusive right of way on the Styx all these years to have it disputed here in the closing decade of the Nineteenth Century? Had not he dealt satisfactorily with all, whether it was in the line of ferriage or in the providing of boats for pleasure-trips up the river? Had he not received expressions of satisfaction, indeed, from the most exclusive families of Hades with the very select series of picnics he had given at Charon’s Glen Island? No wonder, then that the queer-looking boat that met his gaze, moored in a shady nook on the dark side of the river, filled him with dismay....

.. Some hours later, returning with a large company of new arrivals, while counting up the profits of the day Charon again caught sight of the new craft, and saw that it was brilliantly lighted and thronged with the most famous citizens of the Erebean country. Up in the bow was a spirit band discoursing music of the sweetest sort. Merry peals of laughter rang out over the dark waters of the Styx. The clink of glasses and the popping of corks punctuated the music with a frequency which would have delighted the soul of the most ardent lover of commas, all of which so overpowered the grand master boatman of the Stygian Ferry Company that he dropped three oboli and an American dime, which he carried as a pocket-piece, overboard....

.. At eight the brilliant company was arranged comfortably about the board. An orchestra of five, under the leadership of Mozart, discoursed sweet music behind a screen, and the feast of reason and flow of soul began.

“This is a great day,” said Doctor Johnson, assisting himself copiously to the olives.

“Yes,” said Columbus, who was also a guest— “yes, it is a great day, but it isn’t a marker to a little day in October I wot of.”

“Still sore on that point?” queried Confucius, trying the edge of his knife on the shade of a salted almond.

“Oh no,” said Columbus, calmly, “I don’t feel jealous of Washington. He is the Father of his Country and I am not. I only discovered the orphan. I knew the country before it had a father or a mother. There wasn’t anybody who was willing to be even a sister to it when I knew it But G. W. here took it in hand, groomed it down, spanked it when it needed it, and started it off on the career which has made it worth while for me to let my name be known in connection with it. Why should I be jealous of him?”

“I am sure I don’t know why anybody anywhere should be jealous of anybody else anyhow,” said Diogenes. “I never was and I never expect to be. Jealousy is a quality that is utterly foreign to the nature of an honest man. Take my own case, for instance. When I was what they call alive, how did I live?”

“I don’t know,” said Dr. Johnson, turning his head as he spoke so that Boswell could not fail to hear. “I wasn’t there.”

Boswell nodded approvingly, chuckled slightly, and put the Doctor’s remark down for publication in The Gossip.

“You’re doubtless right, there,” retorted Diogenes. “What you don’t know would fill a circulating library. Well — I lived in a tub. Now, if I believed in envy, I suppose you think I’d be envious of people who live in brown-stone fronts, with back yards and mortgages, eh?”

“I’d rather live under a mortgage than in a tub,” said Bonaparte, contemptuously.

“I know you would,” said Diogenes. “Mortgages never bothered you — but I wouldn’t. In the first place, my tub was warm. I never saw a house with a brownstone front that was, except in summer, and then the owner cursed it because it was so. My tub had no plumbing in it to get out of order. It hadn’t any flights of stairs in it that had to be climbed after dinner, or late at night when I came home from the club. It had no front door with a wandering key-hole calculated to elude the key ninety-nine times out of every hundred efforts to bring the two together and reconcile their differences, in order that their owner may get into his own house late at night. It wasn’t chained down to any particular neighbourhood, as are most brown-stone fronts. If the neighbourhood ran down, I could move my tub off into a better neighborhood, and it never lost value through the deterioration of its location. I never had to pay taxes on it, and no burglar was ever so hard up that he thought of breaking into my habitation to rob me. So why should I be jealous of the brownstone-house dwellers? I am a philosopher, gentlemen. I tell you, philosophy is the thief of jealousy, and I had the good luck to find it out early in life.”

“There is much in what you say,” said Confucius. “But there’s another side to the matter. If a man is an aristocrat by nature, as I was, his neighborhood never could run down. Wherever he lived would be the swell section, so that really your last argument isn’t worth a stewed icicle.”

“Stewed icicles are pretty good, though,” said Baron Munchausen, with an ecstatic smack of his lips. “I’ve eaten them many a time in the polar regions.”

“I have no doubt of it,” put in Doctor Johnson. “You’ve eaten fried pyramids in Africa, too, haven’t you?”

“Only once,” said the Baron, calmly. “And I can’t say I enjoyed them. They are rather heavy for the digestion.”

“That’s so,” said Ptolemy. “I’ve had experience with pyramids myself.”

“You never ate one, did you, Ptolemy?” queried Bonaparte.

“Not raw,” said Ptolemy, with a chuckle. “Though I’ve been tempted many a time to call for a second joint of the Sphinx.”

 

WALLACE IRWIN

Wallace Irwin (1876 — ) who shares the celebrity of his name with his brother Will, is a Californian, with the stamp of culture set on him by Stanford University. His career as a journalist begun in 1900 led to the production of his famous Letters of a Japanese Schoolboy and the delightful sketches and books which have followed it. In the extract below Hashi-mura Togo “takes in” a ball game and gives forth Wisdom.

 

FROM LETTERS OF A JAPANESE SCHOOLBOY

IN SPRING young American mind naturally turn to sport of baseballing. Japanese Boy have found out how-do to get there to place where them National Sport is done. Walk some distance to suburbs of trolley when, all of a suddenly, you will notice a sound. It is a very congregational lynch-law sound of numberous voices doing it all at once. Silence punctuates this. Then more of.

“Why all this yall about, unless of mania?” I require to know from Hon. Police.

“San Francisco is in it and Oakland is outside of it,” say Hon. Police with moustache. “San Francisco have made bat-hit and three gentlemans have arrived home.”

“So happy to welcome travellers!” I decry. “Have them gentlemans been long absent for such publick banzai?”

“All over bean-farm,” say Hon. Police. “They was all on bags,” he say, “and two mans had died on first basso—”

“I shall enjoy mourning for them heroes,” I retort.

“ — then Hon. Murphy acquire one base by high finance.”

“How-so he possess this base?” is next question for me.

“He steal it,” say Hon. Police with cigar.

I admire talents of that Hon. Murphy who can steal things while all publick make shout of applaud. With practice he would become very delicious Senator.

More loud yall of shouts is heard. I am an enthusiasm. What fierce harakiri of patriotism was going on to make them Americans so loud? Such sound of hates! Port Arthur was took with less noise than that. Therefore I must see about it.

I go to fence where ticket-hole demand 50c of price to see it.

“Why must Japanese Boy pay such price?” I renig.

“Because-so,” say Ticketer, “Baseballing is National Sport. Therefore each patriot must pay them 50c for Campaign Fund to Horn Cortelyou.”

I admit myself to gate.

In seats around gallery all-American persons is settled in state of very hoarse condition. Downstairs on ground is to XI Baseballers engaged in doing so. I am scientifick about this Game which is finished by following rules:

One strong-arm gentleman called a Pitch is hired to throw. Another gentleman called a Stop is responsible for whatever that Hon. Pitch throw to him, so he protect himself from wounding by sofa-pillows which he wear on hands. Another gentleman called a Striker stand in front to that Stop and hold up club to fright off that Hon. Pitch from angry rage of throwing things. But it is useless. Hon. Pitch in hand hold one baseball of an unripe condition of hardness. He raise that arm lofty — then twist — O sudden! He shoot them bullet-ball straight to breast of Hon. Stop. Hon. Striker swing club for vain effort. It is a miss & them deathly ball shoot Hon. Stop in gloves. “Struck once!” decry Hon. Umperor, a person which is there to gossip about it in loud voice.

“Why do Hon. Umperor demand Hon. Striker to struck when he have already did so?” I demand to know from one large German intelligence what set next by me.

“He is fanning himself outside,” make that courteous foreigner for reply, so I prefer to understand.

One more-time that Hon. Pitch prepare to enjoy some deathly agony. He hold that ball outside of twisted forearm, turn J beside himself, throw elbows away, give whirling salute of head, caress ankle with calf of leg, then up-air — quickly shoot! Ball journey to Hon. Stop with whizz, but before arriving there Hon. Striker see it with club. There is considerable knock-sound as club collide to ball which stops continuing in that direction and bounds uply to air. Great excitement for all America! All spectacles in grandstand decry, “O make sliding, Hon. Sir!” and many voices is seriously spoiled as Hon. Striker run with rapid heels from each base to next & all other Baseballers present endeavor to pull down that ball which is still in very high sky. But soonly that ball return down and is bounded into hands of second basso sportsman who shoot it to Hon. Stop just as Hon. Striker is sliding to fourth base by the seat of his stummick.

“Out!” decry Hon. Umperor, so Hon. Striker go set himself on back bench, which is deserving place for all heroes.

So many Strikers is brought up to do them clubbing acts during game that it become a monotony to Japanese Boy in a very soon time. But not-so it was to Americans who was fuller of Indiana yalls. Occasionally that large German intelligence what set next to me would say with voice, “Kill that Umperor!”

“Why should Hon. Umperor be executed?” I require for answer.

“I am not sure why-is,” extort that German. “But it is courteous to demand his death occasionally.”

“Is this Umperor such a sinful citizen?” I make note; but that Hon. German did not response because he was drownding his voice from one bottle of pop-soda for value of 5c.

I wait for very large hour to see death of this Hon. Umperor, but it did not occur as I seen. Too bad! I had very good seat to see from.

Baseballing is healthy game for Americans. It permits them to enjoy sunstroke in middle of patriotick sounds, it teach them a entirely courageous vocabulary and put 10,000,000,000,000 peanuts in circulation by each annual year. Japan must learn to do it. If all Japanese wishing to become heroes should go set in bleachers each afternoontime it might change them from Yellow Peril to yelling section in short generation.

But warfare is a more agreeable way.

 

GEORGE ADE

George A de (1866 — ) first caught the attention of the news paper public nearly half a century ago with the quaint conceit of his Fables. Since then his Fables in Slang, Modern Fables, etc have quite literally gone round the world. Here follows: “The Fable of Springfield’s Fairest Flower and Lonesome Agnes Who Was Crafty.”

SPRINGFIELD had a Girl who was being Courted by a Syndicate. She was the Girl who took First Prize at the Business Men’s Carnival. When the Sunday Paper ran a whole Page of Typical Belles she had the Place of Honor.

If a Stranger from some larger Town was there on a Visit and it became necessary to Knock his Eye out and prove to him that Springfield was strickly In It, they took him up to call on Mazie. Mazie never failed to Bowl him over, for she was a Dream of Loveliness when she got into her Glad Raiment. Mazie had large mesmeric Eyes and a Complexion that was like Chaste Marble kissed by the Rosy Flush of Dawn. She carried plenty of Brown Hair that she Built Up by putting Rats under it. When she sat very straight on the edge of the Chair, with the queenly Tilt of the Chin and the Shoulders set back Proudly and the Skirt sort of Whipped Under so as to help the General Outline, she was certainly a Pleasing Object to size up. She did not Fall Down at any Point.

Mazie had such a Rush of Men Callers that the S.R.O. Sign was out almost every Night, and when the Weather permitted she had Overflow Meetings on the Veranda.

Right across the Street from Beautiful Mazie there lived a Girl named Agnes, who was Fair to Middling, although she could not Step it Off within twenty Seconds of Mazie’s regular Gait. Sometimes when she happened to get the right Combination of Colors and wore a Veil and you did not get too Close, she was not Half Bad, but as soon as she got into the same Picture with Mazie, the Man Charmer, she was faded to a Gray Bleach.

All the plain, everyday XX Springfield Girls, designed for Family Use and not for Exhibition Purposes, used to wish that Mazie would go away somewhere and forget to come back.

The Other Girls had to Admit that Mazie was a good deal of a Tangerine, but they did not Enthuse the same as their Brothers did. You cannot expect a lot of Spirited Girls to strike a Chord in G and sing any Anthem of Praise to a Friend who is trying to make Wall Flowers of them. When some Poor Man who Was off his Dip on Matchless Mazie, the Sprite of Springfield, would start a Rhapsody to some other Girl, the Other Girl would say Yes that Mazie was a Sweet and Lovely Girl, but when she said it she would look as if she had tasted a Lemon.

But Agnes, who lived across the Street from the Pearl of Springfield, tried to be Cheerful and Keep her Hammer hidden, although goodness knows she had Reason to feel Put Out. It is Hard Lines for a Sociable Girl to sit around the House and practise Finger movements on the Piano and see everything Lighted Up across the Street.

Agnes felt sometimes as if she would just have to Up and Tell the Boys what a deceitful, two-faced old Thing this Mazie really was. But she knew better than to do it, for Mazie had all of them Zizzy and they would have said that Agnes was Miffed because of Mazie’s Popularity.

Agnes understood that Men always show a Strong Preference for a Feather Headed Girl, if she has the Looks and a Circus Style, and particularly if all the sedate, well read, plain, intellectual Girls are trying to Close Up ahead of her, so as to throw her into a Pocket.

So long as Mazie was the Reigning Fad, and while Mazie’s Front Room was the Mecca for Golf Players and Glee Club Undergraduates, Agnes sat back, a trifle Forlorn, but not so Rattled that she took any Chances of Queering her own Game.

Sometimes when there was such a Push at Mazie’s Home that the Late Comers could not get up to within Rubbering Distance of the celebrated Siren of Springfield, and it was too Early to go Home, one or two of the Young Men would drift over to pay a little Attention to Agnes. Here was the chance for Agnes to make the Mistake of her Life. But she never asked them if they had been to see Mazie first, and she never made any of these unwelcome Cracks about being Second Choice. She received them with the long Hand Clasp and the Friendly Smile, and threw herself to Entertain them, wotting well that now and then a Girl must pocket her Pride and she Laughs Best who postpones her Laughing until after the Banns have been Published.

Instead of seeking to undermine the Uncrowned Queen of Springfield and put the Skids under her, she lauded Mazie to the Skies. She asked the Boys if they did not think that Mazie was a Dashing Beauty and by far the Swellest in Town, and was it any Wonder that the whole Crowd was Dotty about her. When she talked like that, Beaux who had been getting the gleaming Cold Shoulder from Mazie, were inclined to Demur and say that Mazie was unquestionably an Artist on the Make-Up and a Caution when it came to Coquettish Wiles, but there were Others just as Nice.

In this Town of Springfield there was a Steady Young Fellow who wrote Junior after his Name, and was Prospective Heir to an Iron Foundry. He was Foolish about Mazie for quite a Spell, but when he went up to see her and try to make it worth her Time to look him over, the Door-Bell kept ringing, and he found that instead of conducting a Courtship he was simply getting in on a Series of Mass Meetings. So he dropped out of the Competition and took to calling on Agnes, and found that he was the Whole Thing. She treated him Kindly and never disagreed with him except on one Point. Whenever he would say that Mazie was getting the Big Head and put on too many Frills to suit him, and had been Spoiled by having so many on her Staff at one time, Agnes would stick up for her Friend, and say that she could hardly blame any Man for giving in to the Superlative Charms of One who had Julia Marlowe set back a Mile.

She kept that Talk going until he was good and tired of having Mazie dingdonged at him. One Evening he stopped her right in the middle of an Eulogium and suggested that they let up on the Mazie Topic and talk about Themselves for a while. And although she Protested, he convinced her that she was worth a Ten Acre Field full of Mazies.

So they were Married and went to Niagara Falls and came Home and still Mazie remained Single.

She was supposed to be several Notches too High Up for any One Man in Springfield. After getting such Job Lots of Adulation and having at least six pulsating Courtiers kneeling on her Sofa Pillows every Evening it would have been a Tame Let-Down for her to splice up with one lone Business Man and settle down to a dull Existence in some Apartment House.

So it came about that there was a General Impression in Springfield that Mazie was the Unattainable. She was a kind of Public Character to be Idolized, but not removed from the Pedestal. The discouraged Suitors fell away one by one, and married the ordinary Girls who were willing to Play Fair and not keep the Applicants dangling. Mazie took up with a new Generation and seemed to believe that she could reign Forever, the same as the Elfin Queen in the Fairy Tale.

But the Peach Crops come and go.

After a few Years Mazie’s Door-Bell did not Tinkle with its whilom frequency, and right down the Street there was a Seventeen-Year-Older who had shot up out of Short Dresses like a Willow Sprout, and it was her Picture that went into the Special Illustrated Edition as Springfield’s Fairest Daughter.

Mazie saw that the Vernal Season had passed and the Harvest Time was at Hand, so she decided to chop the Philandering and pick one for Keeps. But when she began to encourage the Eligibles they took it to mean that she was prolonging the same old String Game. The Men who knew that she had turned down at least Fifty figured that there was no Possible Chance for them, so they were Leery and would not be led into Committing themselves. Besides, Mazie had been handed around by so many that she was beginning to be Graded as Second Hand, and there was not the same keen Anxiety to capture her that there had been along about the Year of the World’s Fair.

At last Accounts she was supposed to be Guessing. Agnes is doing Nicely, with a well trained Husband.

MORAL: Cheer Up, Girls.


Chapter Sixteen . THE ENCHANTED WORLD OF O. HENRY
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AN AMERICAN WRITER — A Shadowed Life — The Amazing Genius of O. Henry — His Visions in Exile and New York — Eyes that Could See without Looking — The Effortless Ease of Genius.

 

IT WAS A SPECIAL FEATURE of Mark Twain’s work that he was an “American writer” in the full sense of the word. Reference has already been made of the use of this phrase being the cause of so many angry disputes. An American writer may mean merely a writer who lives — entirely or chiefly or at least while making his name and fame — in America. Writing in the English language, his work may be indistinguishable from that of his British contemporaries, as was the case with Longfellow and Fenimore Cooper. He may, or he may not, write on American themes. But there presently grew up on this continent modes of thought and turns of phrase distinct from those of British writers. They made a new form of “American literature” not superior to any other but unique and separate from the main body of British literature. English readers delighted in Mark Twain, English critics recognized in him a man of letters, while Boston still thought of him as a comic man from the West. Yet no Englishman could have written in the terms and modes made use of by Mark Twain.

So it was with O. Henry. From first to last he wrote in a distinctive way, quite different to that of British writers, although many of the most distinguished British writers, when, late in the day and after O. Henry’s death, they got to know his work, accorded him a higher place in the hall of fame than the one commonly assigned to him by American authorities.

O. Henry was born as Sydney Porter in Greensboro, N. C., in 1862. He had but little school and no college. He worked in a drugstore in his native town, then went West and in Texas drifted about as a cowboy, a bank clerk and as the editor of a small journal in Austin. He married there and had one daughter. His life till he was well over thirty was undistinguished and unknown to the outer world. He was, to those who knew him, a queer, bright and humorous companion; he had contributed a few “pieces” to the press. Beyond that he was nothing and nobody in particular. Then on his life fell the heavy shadow that never left it, and that knew no illumination but that of the bright and radiant mind it could not altogether darken. In O. Henry’s bank days he had as bank teller cashed certain checks without legal warrant. Whether this meant theft or merely Western civility, whether O. Henry profited personally or not, we do not know. But some years after he had left the bank he learned that a warrant was out against him and fled to Central America. Here he became a wanderer and an exile, in that strange world of tropical languor, of lost hope and unredeemed ambitions which forms the background of some of his best stories. The writer of this book has said elsewhere:

Latin America fascinated O.Henry. The languor of the tropics; the sunlit seas with their open bays and broad sanded beaches with green palms nodding on the slopes above, — white-painted steamers lazily at anchor, — quaint Spanish towns, with adobe houses and wide squares, sunk in their noon-day sleep, — beautiful Senoritas drowsing away the afternoon in hammocks; the tinkling of the mule bells on the mountain track above the town, — the cries of the unknown birds issuing from the dense green of the unbroken jungle — and at night in the soft darkness, the low murmur of the guitar, soft thrumming with the voices of love — these are the sights and sounds of O. Henry’s Central America. Here live and move his tattered revolutionists, his gaudy generals of the mimic army of the existing republic; hither ply his white-painted steamers of the fruit trade; here the American consul, with a shadowed past and $600 a year, drinks away the remembrance of his northern energy and his college education in the land of forgetfulness. Hither the absconding banker from the States is dropped from the passing steamer, clutching tight in his shaking hand his valise of stolen dollars; him the disguised detective, lounging beside the little drinking shop, watches with a furtive eye. And here in this land of enchantment the broken lives, the wasted hopes, the ambition that was never reached, the frailty that was never conquered, are somehow pieced together and illuminated into what they might have been, — and even the reckless crime and the open sin, viewed in the softened haze of such an atmosphere, are half forgiven.

News his wife was ill and must soon die brought O. Henry back to Texas to face the law. He was condemned to five years in the Ohio State Penitentiary. He served there his allotted time, most of it in a trusted position as a night attendant in the infirmary. He saw there life in its saddest forms and death in its loneliest aspect. There, in the grim silence of his prison nights, Sydney Porter received his literary training. The stories sent out, without a personal identification, from the prison found acceptance in good magazines.

His allotted time served, O. Henry came forth from the shadow to the shade. The sunlight he never knew. He lived a nondescript existence in New York, wandering the streets, frequenting the saloons, seeing everything without looking at anything. Bob Davis in his fine book The Caliph of Bagdad has told all about it. But it may be permitted again to quote from what was written a quarter of a century ago by the present writer.

What O. Henry did for Central America, he does again for New York. It is transformed by the magic of his imagination. He waves a wand over it and it becomes a city of mystery and romance. It is no longer the roaring, surging metropolis that we thought we knew, with its clattering elevated, its unending crowds, and on every side the repellent selfishness of the rich, the grim struggle of the poor, and the listless despair of the outcast. It has become, as O. Henry loves to call it, Bagdad upon the Subway. The glare has gone. There is a soft light suffusing the city. Its corner drug-stores turn to enchanted bazaars. From the open doors of its restaurants and palm rooms, there issues such a melody of softened music that we feel we have but to cross the threshold and there is Bagdad waiting for us beyond. A transformed waiter hands us a chair at a little table, — Arabian, I will swear it, — beside an enchanted rubber tree. There is red wine such as Omar Khayyam drank, here on Sixth Avenue. At the tables about us are a strange and interesting crew, — dervishes in the disguise of American business men, caliphs masquerading as tourists, bedouins from Syria and fierce fantassins from the desert turned into western visitors from Texas, and among them — can we believe our eyes, — houris from the inner harems of Ispahan and Candahar, whom we mistook but yesterday for the ladies of a Shubert chorus! As we pass out we pay our money to an enchanted cashier with golden hair, — sitting behind glass, — under the spell of some magician without a doubt, — and then taking O. Henry’s hand we wander forth among the ever changing scenes of night adventure, the mingled tragedy and humour of The Four Million that his pen alone can depict. Nor did ever Haroun al Raschid and viziers, wandering at will in the narrow streets of their Arabian city. meet such varied adventure as lies before us, strolling hand in hand with O. Henry in the new Bagdad that he reveals.

It is said that O. Henry’s fame is fading. It may be so. Everything is. In the rushing world in which we now live nothing seems to last. But at least it can be said that O. Henry’s place in the history of American humor ought not to fade. In the mere technique of words O. Henry was a rare artist. He had Mark Twain’s gift of making old words do new tricks. He used language with a careless ease as if contemptuous of style or rule. He never elaborated or polished, or strove for art. Life was not worth it, for him. It is often said — indeed it is now the stock thing to say — that O. Henry wrote only anecdotes, not stories. In a literal sense this is true, but in the wide sense it is not. O. Henry’s work must be taken altogether, or at least gathered in large canvases; his pictured West with amiable and inimitable scoundrels like Jeff Peters and Andy Tucker, the sanded beaches of his Central America with its sunlit exile, and the vast panorama of his great city of the Four Million. O. Henry’s picture of New York, seen not in one but in twenty stories, grows to the magnitude of Zola’s Paris or Dickens’s London. The “anecdotes” join up into a saga.

Greatest of all of O. Henry’s characteristics is the power of bringing good out of evil, of finding a place for love and laughter, where all around seems misery and sin. He has the same power, known best to Charles Dickens, of turning a crook into a sort of genial soul, an embezzler into an admired companion. He makes a kind of Robin Hood world in which the social values are reversed, and the outlaw becomes the real man, and the sheriff and the bishop the villains of the piece.

The stories selected below need no comment nor expianation to carry them. The first one, “A Municipal Report,” shows O. Henry’s extraordinary originality in creating such a setting and the wonderful power of presentation which it involves. The second, “Jeff Peters as a Personal Magnet,” shows the typical O. Henry story of the West at its very best. If these are anecdotes, let us have more of them.


Chapter Seventeen . SELECTIONS FROM O. HENRY
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A MUNICIPAL REPORT

The cities are full of pride, 

Challenging each to each — 

This from her mountainside, 

That from her burthened beach.

 

R. KIPLING.

 

Fancy a novel about Chicago or Buffalo, let us say, or Nashville, Tennessee! There are just three big cities in the United States that are “story cities” — New York, of course, New Orleans, and, best of the lot, San Francisco. — FRANK NORRIS.

EAST IS EAST, and West is San Francisco, according to Californians. Californians are a race of people; they are not merely inhabitants of a State. They are the Southerners of the West. Now, Chicagoans are no less loyal to their city; but when you ask them why, they stammer and speak of lake fish and the new Odd Fellows Building. But Californians go into detail.

Of course they have, in the climate, an argument that is good for half an hour while you are thinking of your coal bills and heavy underwear. But as soon as they come to mistake your silence for conviction, madness comes upon them, and they picture the city of the Golden Gate as the Bagdad of the New World. So far, as a matter of opinion, no refutation is necessary. But, dear cousins all (from Adam and Eve descended), it is a rash one who will lay his finger on the map and say: “In this town there can be no romance — what could happen here?” Yes, it is a bold and a rash deed to challenge in one sentence history, romance, and Rand and McNally.

NASHVILLE. — A city, port of delivery, and the capital of the State of Tennessee, is on the Cumberland River and on the N. C. & St. L. and the L. & N. railroads. This city is regarded as the most important educational centre in the South.

I stepped off the train at 8 P. M. Having searched the thesaurus in vain for adjectives, I must, as a substitution, hie me to comparison in the form of a recipe.

Take of London fog 30 parts; malaria 10 parts; gas leaks 20 parts; dewdrops gathered in a brick yard at sunrise, 25 parts; odor of honeysuckle 15 parts. Mix.

The mixture will give you an approximate conception of a Nashville drizzle. It is not so fragrant as a moth-ball nor as thick as pea-soup; but ’tis enough— ‘twill serve.

I went to a hotel in a tumbril. It required strong selfsuppression for me to keep from climbing to the top of it and giving an imitation of Sidney Carton. The vehicle was drawn by beasts of a bygone era and driven by something dark and emancipated.

I was sleepy and tired, so when I got to the hotel I hurriedly paid it the fifty cents it demanded (with approximate lagniappe, I assure you). I knew its habits; and I did not want to hear it prate about its old “marster” or anything that happened “befo’ de wah.”

The hotel was one of the kind described as “renovated.” That means $20,000 worth of new marble pillars, thing, electric lights and brass cuspidors in the lobby, and a new L. & N. time table and a lithograph of Lookout Mountain in each one of the great rooms above. The management was without reproach, the attention full of exquisite Southern courtesy, the service as slow as the progress of a snail and as good-humored as Rip Van Winkle. The food was worth traveling a thousand miles for. There is no other hotel in the world where you can get such chicken livers en brochette.

At dinner I asked a Negro waiter if there was anything doing in town. He pondered gravely for a minute, and then replied: “Well, boss, I don’t really reckon there’s anything at all doin’ after sundown.”

Sundown had been accomplished; it had been drowned in the drizzle long before. So that spectacle was denied me. But I went forth upon the streets in the drizzle to see what might be there.

It is built on undulating grounds; and the streets are lighted by electricity at a cost of $32,470 per annum.

As I left the hotel there was a race riot. Down upon me charged a company of freedmen, or Arabs, or Zulus, armed with — no, I saw with relief that they were not rifles, but whips. And I saw dimly a caravan of black, clumsy vehicles; and at the reassuring shouts, “Kyar you anywhere in the town, boss, fuh fifty cents,” I reasoned that I was merely a “fare” instead of a victim.

I walked through long streets, all leading uphill. I wondered how those streets ever came down again. Perhaps they didn’t until they were “graded.” On a few of the “main streets” I saw lights in stores here and there; saw street cars go by conveying worthy burghers hither and you; saw people pass engaged in the art of conversation, and heard a burst of semi-lively laughter issuing from a soda-water and ice-cream parlor. The streets other than “main” seemed to have enticed upon their borders houses consecrated to peace and domesticity. In many of them lights shone behind discreetly drawn window shades; in a few pianos tinkled orderly and irreproachable music. There was, indeed, little “doing.” I wished I had come before sundown. So I returned to my hotel.

In November, 1864, the Confederate General Hood advanced against Nashville, where he shut up a National force under General Thomas. The latter then sallied forth and defeated the Confederates in a terrible conflict.

All my life I have heard of, admired, and witnessed the fine marksmanship of the South in its peaceful conflicts in the tobacco-chewing regions. But in my hotel a surprise awaited me. There were twelve bright, new, imposing, capacious brass cuspidors in the great lobby, tall enough to be called urns and so wide-mouthed that the crack pitcher of a lady baseball team should have been able to throw a ball into one of them at five paces distant. But, although a terrible battle had raged and was still raging, the enemy had not suffered. Bright, new, imposing, capacious, untouched, they stood. But, shades of Jefferson Brick! the tile floor — the beautiful tile floor! I could not avoid thinking of the battle of Nashville, and trying to draw, as is my foolish habit, some deductions about hereditary marksmanship.

Here I first saw Major (by misplaced courtesy) Went-. worth Caswell. I knew him for a type the moment my eyes suffered from the sight of him. A rat has no geographical habitat. My old friend, A. Tennyson, said, as he so well said almost everything:

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip, And curse me the British vermin, the rat.

Let us regard the word “British” as interchangeable ad lib. A rat is a rat.

This man was hunting about the hotel lobby like a starved dog that had forgotten where he had buried a bone. He had a face of great acreage, red, pulpy, and with a kind of sleepy massiveness like that of Buddha. He possessed one single virtue — he was very smoothly shaven. The mark of the beast is not indelible upon a man until he goes about with a stubble. I think that if he had not used his razor that day I would have repulsed his advances, and the criminal calendar of the world would have been spared the addition of one murder.

I happened to be standing within five feet of a cuspidor when Major Caswell opened fire upon it. I had been observant enough to perceive that the attacking force was using Gatlings instead of squirrel rifles; so I side-stepped so promptly that the major seized the opportunity to apologize to a noncombatant. He had the blabbing lip. In four minutes he had become my friend and had dragged me to the bar.

I desire to interpolate here that I am a Southerner. But I am not one by profession or trade. I eschew the string tie, the slouch hat, the Prince Albert, the number of bales of cotton destroyed by Sherman, and plug chewing. When the orchestra plays Dixie I do not cheer. I slide a little lower on the leather-cornered seat and, well, order another Wiirzburger and wish that Longstreet had — but what’s the use?

Major Caswell banged the bar with his fist, and the first gun at Fort Sumter re-echoed. When he fired the last one at Appomattox I began to hope. But then he began on family trees, and demonstrated that Adam was only a third cousin of a collateral branch of the Caswell family. Genealogy disposed of, he took up, to my distaste, his private family matters. He spoke of his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and profanely denied any possible rumor that she may have had relations in the land of Nod.

By this time I began to suspect that he was trying to obscure by noise the fact that he had ordered the drinks, on the chance that I would be bewildered into paying for them. But when they were down he crashed a silver dollar loudly upon the bar. Then, of course, another serving was obligatory. And when I had paid for that I took leave of him brusquely; for I wanted no more of him. But before I had obtained my release he had prated loudly of an income that his wife received, and showed a handful of silver money.

When I got my key at the desk the clerk said to me courteously: “If that man Caswell has annoyed you, and if you would like to make a complaint, we will have him ejected. He is a nuisance, a loafer, and without any known means of support, although he seems to have some money most the time. But we don’t seem to be able to hit upon any means of throwing him out legally.”

“Why, no,” said I, after some reflection; “I don’t see my way clear to making a complaint. But I would like to place myself on record as asserting that I do not care for his company. Your town,” I continued, “seems to be » quiet one. What manner of entertainment, adventure, or excitement have you to offer to the stranger within your gates?”

“Well, sir,” said the clerk, “there will be a show here next Thursday. It is — I’ll look it up and have the announcement sent up to your room with the ice water. Good night.”

After I went up to my room I looked out the window. It was only about ten o’clock, but I looked upon a silent town. The drizzle continued, spangled with dim lights, as far apart as currants in a cake sold at the Ladies Exchange.

“A quiet place,” I said to myself, as my first shoe struck the ceiling of the occupant of the room beneath mine. “Nothing of the life here that gives color and variety to the cities in the East and West. Just a good, ordinary, humdrum, business town.”

Nashville occupies a foremost place among the manufacturing centres of the country. It is the fifth boot and shoe market in the United States, the largest candy and cracker manufacturing city in the South, and does an enormous wholesale drygoods, grocery, and drug business.

I must tell you how I came to be in Nashville, and I assure you the digression brings as much tedium to me as it does to you. I was traveling elsewhere on my own business, but I had a commission from a Northern literary magazine to stop over there and establish a personal connection between the publication and one of its contributors, Azalea Adair.

Adair (there was no clue to the personality except the handwriting) had sent in some essays (lost art!) and poems that had made the editors swear approvingly over their one o’clock luncheon. So they had commissioned me to round up said Adair and corner by contract his or her output at two cents a word before some other publisher offered her ten or twenty.

At nine o’clock the next morning, after my chicken livers en brochette (try them if you can find that hotel), I strayed out into the drizzle, which was still on for an unlimited run. At the first corner I came upon Uncle Cæsar. He was a stalwart Negro, older than the pyramids, with gray wool and a face that reminded me of Brutus, and a second afterwards of the late King Cettiwayo. He wore the most remarkable coat that I ever had seen or expect to see. It reached to his ankles and had once been a Confederate gray in color. But rain and sun and age had so variegated it that Joseph’s coat, beside it, would have faded to a pale monochrome. I must linger with that coat, for it has to do with the story — the story that is so long in coming, because you can hardly expect anything to happen in Nashville.

Once it must have been the military coat of an officer. The cape of it had vanished, but all adown its front it had been frogged and tasseled magnificently. But now the frogs and tassels were gone. In their stead had been patiently stitched (I surmised by some surviving “black mammy”) new frogs made of cunningly twisted common hempen twine. This twine was frayed and disheveled. It must have been added to the coat as a substitute for vanished splendors, with tasteless but painstaking devotion, for it followed faithfully the curves of the long-missing frogs. And, to complete the comedy and pathos of the garment, all its buttons were gone save one. The second button from the top alone remained. The coat was fastened by other twine strings tied through the buttonholes and other holes rudely pierced in the opposite side. There was never such a weird garment so fantastically bedecked and of so many mottled hues. The lone button was the size of a half-dollar, made of yellow horn and sewed on with coarse twine.

This Negro stood by a carriage so old that Ham himself might have started a back line with it after he left the ark with the two animals hitched to it. As I approached he threw open the door, drew out a feather duster, waved it without using it, and said in deep, rumbling tones:

“Step right in, suh; ain’t a speck of dust in it — jus’ got back from a funeral, suh.”

I inferred that on such gala occasions carriages were given an extra cleaning. I looked up and down the street and perceived that there was little choice among the vehicles for hire that lined the curb. I looked in my memorandum book for the address of Azalea Adair.

“I want to go to 861 Jessamine Street,” I said, and was about to step into the back. But for an instant the thick, long, gorilla-like arm of the old Negro barred me. On his massive and saturnine face a look of sudden suspicion and enmity flashed for a moment. Then, with quickly returning conviction, he asked blandishingly: “What are you gwine there for, boss?”

“What is that to you?” I asked, a little sharply.

“Nothin’, suh, jus’ nothin’. Only it’s a lonesome kind of part of town and few folks ever has business out there. Step right in. The seats is clean — jes’ got back from a funeral, suh.”

A mile and a half it must have been to our journey’s end. I could hear nothing but the fearful rattle of the ancient back over the uneven brick paving; I could smell nothing but the drizzle, now further flavored with coal smoke and something like a mixture of tar and oleander blossoms.

All I could see through the streaming windows were two rows of dim houses.

The city has an area of 10 square miles; 181 miles of streets, of which 137 miles are paved; a system of water-works that cost £2,000,000, with 77 miles of mains.

Eight-sixty-one Jessamine Street was a decayed mansion. Thirty yards back from the street it stood, outmerged in a splendid grove of trees and untrimmed shrubbery. A row of box bushes overflowed and almost hid the paling fence from sight; the gate was kept closed by a rope noose that encircled the gate post and the first paling of the gate. But when you got inside you saw that 861 was a shell, a shadow, a ghost of former grandeur and excellence. But in the story, I have not yet got inside.

When the back had ceased from rattling and the weary quadrupeds came to a rest I handed my jehu his fifty cents with an additional quarter, feeling a glow of conscious generosity, as I did so. He refused it.

“It’s two dollars, suh,” he said.

“How’s that?” I asked. “I plainly heard you call out at the hotel: ‘Fifty cents to any part of the town.’”

“It’s two dollars, suh,” he repeated obstinately. “It’s a long ways from the hotel.”

“It is within the city limits and well within them,” I argued. “Don’t think that you have picked up a greenhorn Yankee. Do you see those hills over there?” I went on, pointing toward the east (I could not see them, myself, for the drizzle); “well, I was born and raised on their other side. You old fool nigger, can’t you tell people from other people when you see ’em?”

The grim face of King Cettiwayo softened. “Is you from the South, suh? I reckon it was them shoes of yourn fooled me. They is somethin’ sharp in the toes for a Southern gen’l’man to wear.”

“Then the charge is fifty cents, I suppose?” said I inexorably.

His former expression, a mingling of cupidity and hostility, returned, remained ten seconds, and vanished.

“Boss,” he said, “fifty cents is right; but I needs two dollars, suh; I’m obleeged to have two dollars. I ain’t demandin’ it now, suh; after I knows whar you’s from; I’m jus’ sayin’ that I has to have two dollars to-night, and business is mighty po’.”

Peace and confidence settled upon his heavy features. He had been luckier than he had hoped. Instead of having picked up a greenhorn, ignorant of rates, he had come upon an inheritance.

“You confounded old rascal,” I said, reaching down to my pocket, “you ought to be turned over to the police.”

For the first time I saw him smile. He knew; he knew; HE KNEW.

I gave him two one-dollar bills. As I handed them over I noticed that one of them had seen parlous times. Its upper right-hand corner was missing, and it had been torn through in the middle, but joined again. A strip of blue tissue paper, pasted over the split, preserved its negotiability.

Enough of the African bandit for the present: I left him happy, lifted the rope and opened the creaky gate.

The house, as I said, was a shell. A paint brush had’ not touched it in twenty years. I could not see why a strong wind should not have bowled it over like a house of cards until I looked again at the trees that hugged it close — the trees that saw the battle of Nashville and still drew their protecting branches around it against storm and enemy cold Azalea Adair, fifty years old, white-haired, a descendant of the cavaliers, as thin and frail as the house she lived in, robed in the cheapest and cleanest dress I ever saw, with an air as simple as a queen’s, received me.

The reception room seemed a mile square, because there was nothing in it except some rows of books, on unpainted white-pine bookshelves, a cracked marble-top table, a rag rug, a hairless horsehair sofa and two or three chairs. Yes, there was a picture on the wall, a colored crayon drawing of a cluster of pansies. I looked around for the portrait of Andrew Jackson and the pine-cone hanging basket but they were not there.

Azalea Adair and I had conversation, a little of which will be repeated to you. She was a product of the old South, gently nurtured in the sheltered life. Her learning was not broad, but was deep and of splendid originality in its somewhat narrow scope. She had been educated at home, and her knowledge of the world was derived from inference and by inspiration. Of such is the precious, small group of essayists made. While she talked to me I kept brushing my fingers, trying, unconsciously, to rid them guiltily of the absent dust from the half-calf backs of Lamb, Chaucer, Hazlitt, Marcus Aurelius, Montaigne and Hood. She was exquisite, she was a valuable discovery. Nearly everybody nowadays knows too much — oh, so much too much — of real life.

I could perceive clearly that Azalea Adair was very poor. A house and a dress she had, not much else, I fancied. So, divided between my duty to the magazine and my loyalty to the poets and essayists who fought Thomas in the valley of the Cumberland, I listened to her voice, which was like a harpsichord’s, and found that I could not speak of contracts. In the presence of the nine Muses and the three Graces one hesitated to lower the topic to two cents. There would have to be another colloquy after I had regained my commercialism. But I spoke of my mission, and three o’clock of the next afternoon was set for the discussion of the business proposition.

“Your town,” I said, as I began to make ready to depart (which is the time for smooth generalities), “seems to be a quiet, sedate place. A home town, I should say, where few things out of the ordinary ever happen.”

It carries on an extensive trade in stoves and hollow ware with the West and South, and its flouring mills have a daily capacity of more than 2,000 barrels.

Azalea Adair seemed to reflect.

“I have never thought of it that way,” she said, with a kind of sincere intensity that seemed to belong to her. “Isn’t it in the still, quiet places that things do happen? I fancy that when God began to create the earth on the first Monday morning one could have leaned out one’s window and heard the drops of mud splashing from His trowel as He built up the everlasting hills. What did the noisiest project in the world — I mean the building of the tower of Babel — result in finally? A page and a half of Esperanto in the North American Review.”

“Of course,” said I platitudinously, “human nature is the same everywhere; but there is more color — er — more drama and movement and — er — romance in some cities than in others.”

“On the surface,” said Azalea Adair. “I have traveled many times around the world in a golden airship wafted on two wings — print and dreams. I have seen (on one of my imaginary tours) the Sultan of Turkey bowstring with his own hands one of his wives who had uncovered her face in public. I have seen a man in Nashville tear up his theatre tickets because his wife was going out with her face covered — with rice powder. In San Francisco’s Chinatown I saw the slave girl Sing Yee dipped slowly, inch by inch, in boiling almond oil to make her swear she would never see her American lover again. She gave in when the boiling oil had reached three inches above her knee. At a euchre party in East Nashville the other night I saw Kitty Morgan cut dead by seven of her schoolmates and lifelong friends because she had married a house painter. The boiling oil was sizzling as high as her heart; but I wish you could have seen the fine little smile that she carried from table to table. Oh, yes, it is a humdrum town. Just a few miles of red brick houses and mud and stores and lumber yards.”

Some one knocked hollowly at the back of the house. Azalea Adair breathed a soft apology and went to investigate the sound. She came back in three minutes with brightened eyes, a faint flush on her cheeks, and ten years lifted from her shoulders.

“You must have a cup of tea before you go,” she said, “and a sugar cake.”

She reached and shook a little iron bell. In shuffled a small Negro girl about twelve, barefoot, not very tidy, glowering at me with thumb in mouth and bulging eyes.

Azalea Adair opened a tiny, worn purse and drew out a dollar bill, a dollar bill with the upper right-hand corner missing, torn in two pieces and pasted together again with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was one of the bills I had given the piratical Negro — there was no doubt of it.

“Go up to Mr. Baker’s store on the corner, Impy,” she said, handing the girl the dollar bill, “and get a quarter of a pound of tea — the kind he always sends me — and ten cents worth of sugar cakes. Now, hurry. The supply of tea in the house happens to be exhausted,” she explained to me.

Impy left by the back way. Before the scrape of her hard, bare feet had died away on the back porch, a wild shriek — I was sure it was hers — filled the hollow house. Then the deep, gruff tones of an angry man’s voice mingled with the girl’s further squeals and unintelligible words.

Azalea Adair rose without surprise or emotion and disappeared. For two minutes I heard the hoarse rumble of the man’s voice; then something like an oath and a slight scuffle, and she returned calmly to her chair.

“This is a roomy house,” she said, “and I have a tenant for part of it. I am sorry to have to rescind my invitation to tea. It was impossible to get the kind I always use at the store. Perhaps to-morrow Mr. Baker will be able to supply me.”

I was sure that Impy had not had time to leave the house. I inquired concerning street-car lines and took my leave. After I was well on my way I remembered that I had not learned Azalea Adair’s name. But to-morrow would do.

That same day I started in on the course of iniquity that this uneventful city forced upon me. I was in the town only two days, but in that time I managed to lie shamelessly by telegraph, and to be an accomplice — after the fact, if that is the correct legal term — to a murder.

As I rounded the corner nearest my hotel the Afrite coachman of the polychromatic, nonpareil coat seized me, swung open the dungeony door of his peripatetic sarcophagus, flirted his feather duster and began his ritual: “Step right in, boss. Carriage is clean — jus’ got back from a funeral. Fifty cents to any—”

And then he knew me and grinned broadly. “‘Souse me, boss; you is de geni’man what rid out with me dis mawnin’. Thank you kindly, suh.”

“I am going out to 861 again to-morrow afternoon at three,” said I, “and if you will be here, I’ll let you drive me. So you know Miss Adair?” I concluded, thinking of my dollar bill.

“I belonged to her father, Judge Adair, suh,” he replied. “I judge that she is pretty poor,” I said. “She hasn’t much money to speak of, has she?”

For an instant I looked again at the fierce countenance of King Cettiwayo, and then he changed back to an extortionate old Negro hack driver.

“She ain’t gwine to starve, suh,” he said slowly. “She has reso’ces, suh; she has reso’ces.”

“I shall pay you fifty cents for the trip,” said I.

“Dat is puffeckly correct, suh,” he answered humbly. “I jus’ had to have dat two dollars dis mawnin’, boss.”

I went to the hotel and lied by electricity. I wired the magazine: “A. Adair holds out for eight cents a word.” The answer that came back was: “Give it to her quick, you duffer.”

Just before dinner “Major” Wentworth Caswell bore down upon me with the greetings of a long-lost friend. I have seen few men whom I have so instantaneously hated, and of whom it was so difficult to be rid. I was standing at the bar when he invaded me; therefore I could not wave the white ribbon in his face. I would have paid gladly for the drinks, hoping, thereby, to escape another; but he was one of those despicable, roaring, advertising bibbers who must have brass bands and fireworks attend upon every cent that they waste in their follies.

With an air of producing millions he drew two one-dollar bills from a pocket and dashed one of them upon the bar. I looked once more at the dollar bill with the upper right-hand corner missing, torn through the middle, and patched with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was my dollar bill again. It could have been no other.

I went up to my room. The drizzle and the monotony of a dreary, eventless Southern town had made me tired and listless. I remember that just before I went to bed I mentally disposed of the mysterious dollar bill (which might have formed the clew to a tremendously fine detective story of San Francisco) by saying to myself sleepily: “Seems as if a lot of people here own stock in the Hack-Driver’s Trust. Pays dividends promptly, too. Wonder if—” Then I fell asleep.

King Cettiwayo was at his post the next day, and rattled my bones over the stones out to 861. He was to wait and rattle me back again when I was ready.

Azalea Adair looked paler and cleaner and frailer than she had looked on the day before. After she had signed the contract at eight cents per word she grew still paler and began to slip out of her chair. Without much trouble I managed to get her up on the antediluvian horse-hair sofa and then I ran out to the sidewalk and yelled to the coffee-colored Pirate to bring a doctor. With a wisdom that I had not suspected in him, he abandoned his team and struck off up the street afoot, realizing the value of speed. In ten minutes he returned with a grave, gray-haired and capable man of medicine. In a few words (worth much less than eight cents each) I explained to him my presence in the hollow house of mystery. He bowed with stately understanding, and turned to the old Negro.

“Uncle Cæsar,” he said calmly, “run up to my house and ask Miss Lucy to give you a cream pitcher full of fresh milk and half a tumbler of port wine. And hurry back. Don’t drive — run. I want you to get back sometime this week.”

It occurred to me that Dr. Merriman also felt a distrust as to the speeding powers of the land-pirate’s steeds. After Uncle Cæsar was gone, lumberingly, but swiftly, up the street, the doctor looked me over with great politeness and as much careful calculation until he had decided that I might do.

“It is only a case of insufficient nutrition,” he said. “In other words, the result of poverty, pride, and starvation. Mrs. Caswell has many devoted friends who would be glad to aid her, but she will accept nothing except from that old Negro, Uncle Cæsar, who was once owned by her family.”

“Mrs. Caswell!” said I, in surprise. And then I looked at the contract and saw that she had signed it “Azalea Adair Caswell.”

“I thought she was Miss Adair,” I said.

“Married to a drunken, worthless loafer, sir,” said the doctor. “It is said that he robs her even of the small sums that her old servant contributes toward her support.”

When the milk and wine had been brought the doctor soon revived Azalea Adair. She sat up and talked of the beauty of the autumn leaves that were then in season, and their height of color. She referred lightly to her fainting seizure as the outcome of an old palpitation of the heart. Impy fanned her as she lay on the sofa. The doctor was due elsewhere, and I followed him to the door. I told him that it was within my power and intentions to make a reasonable advance of money to Azalea Adair on future contributions to the magazine, and he seemed pleased.

“By the way,” he said, “perhaps you would like to know that you have had royalty for a coachman. Old Cæsar’s grandfather was a king in Congo. Cæsar himself has royal ways, as you may have observed.”

As the doctor was moving off I heard Uncle Cæsar’s voice inside: “Did he git bofe of dem two dollars from you, Mis’ Zalea?”

“Yes, Cæsar,” I heard Azalea Adair answer weakly. And then I went in and concluded business negotiations with our contributor. I assumed the responsibility of advancing fifty dollars, putting it as a necessary formality in binding our bargain. And then Uncle Cæsar drove me back to the hotel.

Here ends all of the story as far as I can testify as a witness. The rest must be only bare statements of facts.

At about six o’clock I went out for a stroll. Uncle Cæsar was at his corner. He threw open the door of his carriage, flourished his duster and began his depressing formula: “Step right in, suh. Fifty cents to anywhere in the city — hack’s puffickly clean, suh — jus’ got back from a funeral—”

And then he recognized me. I think his eyesight was getting bad. His coat had taken on a few more faded shades of color, the twine strings were more frayed and ragged, the last remaining button — the button of yellow horn — was gone. A motley descendant of kings was Uncle Cæsar!

About two hours later I saw an excited crowd besieging the front of a drug store. In a desert where nothing happens this was manna; so I edged my way inside. On an extemporized couch of empty boxes and chairs was stretched the mortal corporeality of Major Wentworth Caswell. A doctor was testing him for the immortal ingredient. His decision was that it was conspicuous by its absence.

The erstwhile Major had been found dead on a dark street and brought by curious and ennuied citizens to the drug store. The late human being had been engaged in terrific battle — the details showed that. Loafer and reprobate though he had been, he had been also a warrior. But he had lost. His hands were yet clinched so tightly that his fingers would not be opened. The gentle citizens who had known him stood about and searched their vocabularies to find some good words, if it were possible, to speak of him. One kind-looking man said, after much thought: “When ‘Cas’ was about fo’teen he was one of the best spellers in school.”

While I stood there the fingers of the right hand of “the man that was,” which hung down the side of a white pine box, relaxed, and dropped something at my feet. I covered it with one foot quietly, and a little later on I picked it up and pocketed it. I reasoned that in his last struggle his hand must have seized that object unwittingly and held it in a death grip.

At the hotel that night the main topic of conversation, with the possible exceptions of politics and prohibition, was the demise of Major Caswell. I heard one man say to a group of listeners:

“In my opinion, gentlemen, Caswell was murdered by some of these no-account niggers for his money. He had fifty dollars this afternoon which he showed to several gentlemen in the hotel. When he was found the money was not on his person.”

I left the city the next morning at nine, and as the train was crossing the bridge over the Cumberland River I took out of my pocket a yellow horn overcoat button the size of a fifty-cent piece, with frayed ends of coarse twine hanging from it, and cast it out of the window into the slow, muddy waters below.

I wonder what’s doing in Buffalo!

JEFF PETERS AS A PERSONAL MAGNET

JEFF PETERS has been engaged in as many schemes for making money as there are recipes for cooking rice in Charleston, S. C.

Best of all I like to hear him tell of his earlier days when he sold liniments and cough cures on street corners, throwing heads or tails with fortune for his last coin.

“I struck Fisher Hill, Arkansaw,” said he, “in a buckskin suit, moccasins, long hair and a thirty-carat diamond ring that I got from an actor in Texarkana. I don’t know what he ever did with the pocket knife I swapped him for it.

“I was Dr. Waugh-hoo, the celebrated Indian medicine man. I carried only one best bet just then, and that was Resurrection Bitters. It was made of life-giving plants and herbs accidentally discovered by Ta-qua-la, the beautiful wife of the chief of the Choctaw Nation, while gathering truck to garnish a platter of boiled dog for the annual corn dance.

“Business hadn’t been good at the last town, so I only had five dollars. I went to the Fisher Hill druggist and he credited me for half a gross of eight-ounce bottles and corks. I had the labels and ingredients in my valise, left over from the last town. Life began, to look rosy again after I got in my hotel room with the water running from the tap, and the Resurrection Bitters lining up on the table by the dozen.

“Fake? No, sir. There was two dollars’ worth of fluid extract of cinchona and a dime’s worth of aniline in that half-gross of bitters. I’ve gone through towns years afterwards and had folks ask for ’em again.

“I hired a wagon that night and commenced selling the bitters on Main Street. Fisher Hill was a low, malarial town; and a compound hypothetical pneumo-cardiac anti-scorbutic tonic was just what I diagnosed the crowd as needing. The bitters started off like sweetbreads-on-toast at a vegetarian dinner. I had sold two dozen at fifty cents apiece when I felt somebody pull my coat tail. I knew what that meant; so I climbed down and sneaked a five dollar bill into the hand of a man with a German silver star on his lapel.

“‘Constable,’ says I, ‘it’s a fine night.’

“‘Have you got a city license,’ he asks, ‘to sell this illegitimate essence of spooju that you flatter by the name of medicine?’

“T have not,’ says I. T didn’t know you had a city. If I can find it to-morrow I’ll take one out if it’s necessary.’

‘“HI have to close you up till you do,’ says the constable.

“I quit selling and went back to the hotel. I was talking to the landlord about it.

“‘Oh, you won’t stand no show in Fisher Hill,’ says he. ‘Dr. Hoskins, the only doctor here, is brother-in-law of the Mayor, and they won’t allow no fake doctor to practice in town.’

“‘I don’t practice medicine,’ says I, ‘I’ve got a State peddler’s license, and I take out a city one wherever they demand it.’

“I went to the Mayor’s office the next morning and they told me he hadn’t showed up yet. They didn’t know when he’d be down. So Dr. Waugh-hoo hunches again in a hotel chair and lights a jimpson-weed regalia, and waits.

“By and by a young man in a blue necktie slips into the chair next to me and asks the time.

“‘Half-past ten,’ says I, ‘and you are Andy Tucker. I’ve seen you work. Wasn’t it you that put up the Great Cupid Combination package on the Southern States? Let’s see, it was a Chilean engagement ring, a wedding ring, a potato masher, a bottle of soothing syrup and Dorothy Vernon — all for fifty cents.’

“Andy was pleased to hear that I remembered him. He was a good street man; and he was more than that — he respected his profession, and he was satisfied with 300 per cent profit. He had plenty of offers to go into the illegitimate drug and garden seed business; but he was never to be tempted off of the straight path.

“I wanted a partner, so Andy and me agreed to go out together. I told him about the situation in Fisher Hill and how finances was low on account of the local mixture of politics and jalap. Andy had just got in on the train that morning. He was pretty low himself, and was going to canvass the town for a few dollars to build a new battleship by popular subscription at Eureka Springs. So we went out and sat on the porch and talked it over.

“The next morning at eleven o’clock when I was sitting there alone, an Uncle Tom shuffles into the hotel and asked for the doctor to come and see Judge Banks, who, it seems, was the mayor and a mighty sick man.

‘“I’m no doctor,’ says I. ‘Why don’t you go and get the doctor?’

“‘Boss,’ says he, ‘Doc Hoskins am done gone twenty miles in de country to see some sick persons. He’s de only doctor in de town, and Massa Banks am powerful bad off. He sent me to ax you to please, suh, come.’

“‘As man to man,’ says I, ‘I’ll go and look him over.’ So I put a bottle of Resurrection Bitters in my pocket and goes up on the hill to the mayor’s mansion, the finest house in town, with a mansard roof and two cast iron dogs on the lawn.

“This Mayor Banks was in bed all but his whiskers and feet. He was making internal noises that would have had everybody in San Francisco hiking for the parks. A young man was standing by the bed holding a cup of water.

“‘Doc,’ says the Mayor, ‘I’m awful sick. I’m about to die. Can’t you do nothing for me?’

“‘Mr. Mayor,’ says I, ‘I’m not a regular pre-ordained disciple of S’. Q. Lapius. I never took a course in a medical college,’ says I. ‘I’ve just come as a fellow man to see if I could be of assistance.’

‘“I’m deeply obliged,’ says he. ‘Doc Waugh-hoo, this is my nephew, Mr. Biddle. He has tried to alleviate my distress, but without success. Oh, Lordy! Ow-ow-ow!!’ he sings out.

“I nod at Mr. Biddle and sets down by the bed and feels the mayor’s pulse. ‘Let me see your liver — your tongue, I mean,’ says I. Then I turns up the lids of his eyes and looks close at the pupils of ’em.

“‘How long have you been sick?’ I asked.

“‘I was taken down — ow — ouch — last night,’ says the Mayor. ‘Gimme something for it, doc, won’t you?’

“‘Mr. Fiddle,’ says I, ‘raise the window shade a bit, will you?’

“‘Biddle,’ says the young man. ‘Do you feel like you could eat some ham and eggs, Uncle James?’

“‘Mr. Mayor,’ says I, after laying my ear to his right shoulder blade and listening, ‘you’ve got a bad attact of super-inflammation of the right clavicle of the harpsichord!’

“‘Good Lord!’ says he, with a groan. ‘Can’t you rub something on it, or set it or anything?’

“I picks up my hat and starts for the door.

‘“You ain’t going, Doc?’ says the Mayor with a howl. ‘You ain’t going away and leave me to die with this — superfluity of the clapboards, are you?’

“‘Common humanity, Dr. Whoa-ha,’ says Mr. Biddle, ‘ought to prevent your deserting a fellow-human in distress.’

“‘Dr. Waugh-hoo, when you get through plowing,’ says I. And then I walks back to the bed and throws back my long hair.

“‘Mr. Mayor,’ says I, ‘there is only one hope for you. Drugs will do you no good. But there is another power higher yet, although drugs are high enough,’ says I.

‘“And what is that?’ says he.

‘“Scientific demonstrations,’ says I. ‘The triumph of mind over sarsaparilla. The belief that there is no pain and sickness except what is produced when we ain’t feeling well. Declare yourself in arrears. Demonstrate.’

‘“What is this paraphernalia you speak of, Doc?’ says the Mayor. ‘You ain’t a Socialist, are you?’

‘“I am speaking,’ says I, ‘of the great doctrine of psychic financiering — of the enlightened school of longdistance, sub-conscientious treatment of fallacies and meningitis — of that wonderful in-door sport known as personal magnetism.’

“‘Can you work it, Doc?’ asks the Mayor.

“‘I’m one of the Sole Sanhedrims and Ostensible Hooplas of the Inner Pulpit,’ says I. ‘The lame talk and the blind rubber whenever I make a pass at ’em. I am a medium, a coloratura hypnotist and a spirituous control. It was only through me at the recent seances at Ann Arbor that the late president of the Vinegar Bitters Company could revisit the earth to communicate with his sister Jane.

You see me peddling medicine on the streets,’ says I, * to the poor. I don’t practice personal magnetism on them. I do not drag it in the dust,’ says I, ‘because they haven’t got the dust.’

“‘Will you treat my case?’ asks the Mayor.

“‘Listen,’ says I. ‘I’ve had a good deal of trouble with medical societies everywhere I’ve been. I don’t practice medicine. But, to save your life, I’ll give you the psychic treatment if you’ll agree as mayor not to push the license question.’

“‘Of course I will,’ says he. ‘And now get to work, Doc, for them pains are coming on again.’

“‘My fee will be $250.00, cure guaranteed in two treatments,’ says I.

“‘All right,’ says the Mayor. ‘I’ll pay it. I guess my life’s worth that much.’

“I sat down by the bed and looked him straight in the eye.

“‘Now,’ says I, ‘get your mind off the disease. You ain’t sick. You haven’t got a heart or a clavicle or a funny bone or brains or anything. You haven’t got any pain. Declare error. Now you feel the pain that you didn’t have leaving you, don’t you?’

“‘I do feel some better, Doc,’ says the Mayor, ‘darned if I don’t. Now state a few lies about my not having this swelling in my left side, and I think I could be propped up and have some sausage and buck-wheat cakes.’

“I made a few passes with my hands.

“‘Now,’ says I, ‘the inflammation’s gone. The right lobe of the perihelion has subsided. You’re getting sleepy. You can’t hold your eyes open any longer. For the present the disease is checked. Now, you are asleep.’

“The Mayor shut his eyes slowly and began to snore.

“‘You observe, Mr. Tiddle,’ says I, ‘the wonders of modern science.’

“‘Biddle,’ says he. ‘When will you give uncle the rest of the treatment, Dr. Pooh-pooh?’

“‘Waugh-hoo,’ says I. ‘I’ll come back at eleven tomorrow. When he wakes up give him eight drops of turpentine and three pounds of steak. Good morning.’

“The next morning I went back on time. ‘Well, Mr. Riddle,’ says I, when he opened the bedroom door, ‘and how is uncle this morning?’

“‘He seems much better,’ says the young man.

“The mayor’s color and pulse was fine. I gave him another treatment, and he said the last of the pain left him.

“‘Now,’ says I, ‘you’d better stay in bed for a day or two, and you’ll be all right. It’s a good thing I happened to be in Fisher Hill, Mr. Mayor,’ says I, ‘for all the remedies in the cornucopia that the regular schools of medicine use couldn’t have saved you. And now that error has flew and pain proved a perjurer, let’s allude to a cheerfuller subject — say the fee of $250. No checks, please, I hate to write my name on the back of a check almost as bad as I do on the front.’

“I’ve got the cash here, says the mayor, pulling a pocket-book from under his pillow.

“He counts out five fifty-dollar notes and holds ’em in his hand.

“‘Bring the receipt,’ he says to Biddle.

“I signed the receipt and the mayor handed me the money. I put it in my inside pocket careful.

“‘Now do your duty, officer,’ says the mayor grinning much unlike a sick man.

“Mr. Biddle lays his hand on my arm.

“‘You’re under arrest, Dr. Waugh-hoo, alias Peters,’ says he, ‘for practicing medicine without authority under the State law.’

“‘Who are you?’ I asks.

‘“I’ll tell you who he is,’ says Mr. Mayor, sitting up in bed. ‘He’s a detective employed by the State Medical Society. He’s been following you over five counties. He came to me yesterday and we fixed up this scheme to catch you. I guess you won’t do any more doctoring around these parts, Mr. Fakir. What was it you said I had, Doc?’ the mayor laughs, ‘compound — well it wasn’t softening of the brain, I guess, anyway.’

“‘A detective,’ says I.

“‘Correct,’ says Biddle. ‘I’ll have to turn you over to the sheriff.’

“‘Let’s see you do it,’ says I, and I grabs Biddle by the throat and half throws him out the window, but he pulls a gun and sticks it under my chin, and I stand still. Then he puts handcuffs on me, and takes the money out of my pocket.

“‘I witness,’ says he, ‘that they’re the same bills that you and I marked, Judge Banks. I’ll turn them over to the sheriff when we get to his office, and he’ll send you a receipt. They’ll have to be used as evidence in the case.’

“‘All right, Mr. Biddle,’ says the mayor. ‘And now, Doc Waugh-hoo,’ he goes on, ‘why don’t you demonstrate? Can’t you pull the cork out of your magnetism with your teeth and hocus-pocus them handcuffs off.’

‘“Come on, officer,’ says I, dignified. T may as well make the best of it.’ And then I turns to old Banks and rattles my chains.

‘“Mr. Mayor,’ says I, ‘the time will come soon when you’ll believe that personal magnetism is a success. And you’ll be sure that it succeeded in this case, too.’

“And I guess it did.

“When we got nearly to the gate, I says: *We might meet somebody now, Andy. I reckon you better take ’em off, and—’ Hey? Why, of course it was Andy Tucker.

That was his scheme; and that’s how we got the capital to go into business together.”


Chapter Eighteen . HUMOR IN A CHANGING WORLD
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A DISTRESSED WORLD — Laughter Turns to a Bark — The New Technique of Fun in the Dark — Robert C. Benchley, Irvin Cobb, Ring W. Lardner and Their Fellows.

 

THE WORLD in which we have lived for the last twenty years has undergone the shock of forces unparalleled in human history. There was the appalling catastrophe of the Great War, at first a stimulus and later an obsession, a dead weight, a paralysis upon the collective thought of mankind. We do not yet know how much has gone under with it. To it was added the vast collapse of the industrial system of the world, unimagined and unimaginable before. The youngest of us now is a more experienced economist than Adam Smith. To this is being combined, with what seems a terrifying suddenness, the specter of another war, uncontrollable, beyond human power in its approach, beyond human calculation in its consequences. We live thus in an age of preoccupation, of apprehension, of fear. All the old dead certainties are gone. Mankind, restless and distressed, is passing into a kind of mass hysteria of apprehension. In such a situation it is easy to see and to say that we have greater need of humor than ever. But can we get it? Children who ought to be reading Josh Billings and Artemus Ward are babbling about leagues of nations and answering questionnaires on bloodshed. Young lovers whisper of the “profits motive” and whether “capitalism” is doomed. Churches become forums. Lunch clubs sit like parliaments, discussing subjects dry as dust a generation ago, now wet with vitriol. The chairman opens with a joke, as did a Greek, with a tribute to Apollo; then falls the gloom and deepens as the speaker of the day delivers his “message” on the latest phase of our damnation.

* * * * *

Nor is this all. The expression of all art, and of none more than that of humor, is being revolutionized under our eyes by the new mechanism of the communication of thought, found on the screen and the radio. Here is a new world of mechanical voices and illusive visions, of incomceivable rapidity, things made, executed and forgotten in a fraction of a second. Here appreciation turns into a spasm, ecstasy to a twinge and humor to a bark. From the “bark” of a moving-picture audience one can perhaps forecast the outline of the “humor” that is to come — short and snappy, sarcastic — a bark, a snarl — reverting towards the primitive mockery that was cast out long ago.

* * * * *

But even apart from the question of mental hurry and over-rapidity the technique of the art of presenting thought, including that of humor, is bound to be affected by the new physical mechanism of film and radio. Here is a new thing — fun in the dark. Hitherto the dark was for ghosts. Now we are to have, we are having, merry little playlets in the dark, nigger talk in the dark, a dark Fourth of July and dark poetry. The presentation of humor by the voice alone is already creating a new technique, a new set of symbols. Presently the perfection of television and the invention of talking books will further alter the conditions. The nineteenth century took its humor through books. The printed page stimulated the mind to create a picture. The twentieth century will take its humor direct, with words and pictures all supplied, nothing to invent. The effect may be to dull, in the spectator, the warm power of creation; or it may not.

* * * * *

But of all this no one can speak. So much depends upon the point of view. The world, even this harassed world, looks very different to the old and to the young. Old men are apt to see in it, as they always have, a world hurrying to its downfall. Young people see in it a world with but one side visible, close behind them, and the rest opening into an infinity of years and of possibilities. Middle-aged people, absorbed in it from day to day, see nothing and then suddenly wake to realize that it is over, that that is all there was of it.

* * * * *

One turns to humor. Here it is, still among us, with plenty of laughter still in the foreground whatever the shadows in the back. Is it about to pass into something bigger and brighter, as who should say, “louder and funnier,” or will it fade? People have often thought that great periods in national art and literature come either at the moment of a nation’s sunrise, as in Elizabethan England, or in the evening shadow of its decline, as in Athenian Greece. Plato and Aristotle, said somebody, reflect the departing glory of Hellas. So it may be that the American Humor of Mr. Bob Benchley and Mr. Irvin Cobb and their fellows represents a swan song of fun, never to be recaptured.

* * * * *

It would be impossible to enumerate the names of those worthy to be classed, since the Great War, as American humorists. One can at least select the work of two or three as typical of the kind of high achievement in which great numbers of their fellows have shared. In one sense humor may be divided into high and low: the lowest stage of mere buffoonery and the fun of words, the highest on the lofty height from which we mingle smiles and tears as we look down upon the vanity of life. But in point of performance there are great humorists of every stage. Humorists of the first order represent not a scale but a circle. You may start anywhere in the circle and go round.

Here, for example, is Robert C. Benchley, perhaps the most finished master of the technique of literary fun in America. Benchley’s work is pure humor, one might almost say sheer nonsense. There is no moral teaching, no reflection of life, no tears. What Benchley pursues is the higher art of nonsense and he has shown in it a quite exceptional power for tricks of word and phrase. His work is of a kind more cultivated in England than in America and would easily be taken there for the native British product.

* * * * *

Very different is Irvin Cobb, whose work in literature has a range that runs all the way from terror to tears, from romance to laughter. Cobb’s narrative stories are mostly not “humorous” in the first place, often not humorous at all; but they are, as a rule, adorned by humor.

There is thrown over many of them the peculiar charm that lies upon the South, and the lingering memory of the lights and shadows of the Civil War.

Ring Lardner was a great humorist, fit to rank anywhere. It was his literary lot in life to traffic overmuch with baseball and such lesser activities of the human intellect. But when he turns to life itself, from the home run to the home, from the world series to the world serious, so to speak, the effect is often marvelous. Some of his finest stories, such as the one quoted below, touch that high plane on which humor becomes a vehicle of reflection rather than of laughter.


Chapter Nineteen . SELECTIONS FROM BENCHLEY, COBB AND LARDNER
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ROBERT C. BENCHLEY (1889 — ) a graduate of Harvard, an ex-editor of the Harvard Lampoon, a journalist, librettist, and public entertainer at large, has made his name known throughout the English-speaking world as a humorist of the highest literary type. The samples of his work which follow are taken from his book Of All Things, one of a number of volumes that produce the endless rosary of cheerful conceits which Mr. Benchley has threaded on the string of life.

 

MR. BENCHLEY WRITES “OF ALL THINGS” SHAKESPEARE EXPLAINED Carrying on the System of Footnotes to a Silly Extreme PERICLES

 

ACT II. 

SCENE 3

Enter first Lady-in-Waiting (Flourish, Hautboys and torches).

First Lady-in-Waiting — What ho! Where is the music?

NOTES i. Flourish: The stage direction here is obscure. Clarke claims it should read “flarish,” thus changing the meaning of the passage to “flarish” (that is, the King’s), but most authorities have agreed that it should remain “flourish,” supplying the predicate which is to be flourished. There was at this time a custom in the countryside of England to flourish a mop as a signal to the passing vender of berries, signifying that in that particular household there was a consumer-demand for berries, and this may have been meant in this instance. That Shakespeare was cognizant of this custom of flourishing the mop for berries is shown in a similar passage in the second part of King Henry IV, where he has the Third Page enter and say, “Flourish.” Cf also Hamlet, IV, 7:4.

2. Hautboys, from the French haut, meaning “high” and the Eng boys, meaning “boys.” The word here is doubtless used in the sense of “high boys,” indicating either that Shakespeare intended to convey the idea of spiritual distress on the part of the First Lady-in-Waiting or that he did not. Of this Rolfe says: “Here we have one of the chief indications of Shakespeare’s knowledge of human nature, his remarkable insight into the petty foibles of this work-a-day world.” Cf. T. N. 4:6, “Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath stell’d thy beauty’s form in table of my heart.”

3. and. A favorite conjunctive of Shakespeare’s in referring to the need for a more adequate navy for England. Tauchnitz claims that it should be pronounced “und,” stressing the anti-penult. This interpretation, however, has found disfavor among most commentators because of its limited significance. We find the same conjunctive in A. W. T. E. W. 6: 7, “Steel-boned, unyielding and uncomplying virtue,” and here there can be no doubt that Shakespeare meant that if the King should consent to the marriage of his daughter the excuse of Stephano, offered in Act 2, would carry no weight.

4. Torches. The interpolation of some foolish player and never the work of Shakespeare (Warb.). The critics of the last century have disputed whether or not this has been misspelled in the original, and should read “trochies” or “troches.” This might well be since the introduction of tobacco into England at this time had wrought havoc with the speaking voices of the players, and we might well imagine that at the entrance of the First Lady-in-Waiting there might be perhaps one of the hautboys mentioned in the preceding passage bearing a box of troches or “trognies” for the actors to suck. Of this entrance Clarke remarks: “The noble mixture of spirited firmness and womanly modesty, fine sense and true humility, clear sagacity and absence of conceit, passionate warmth and sensitive delicacy, generous love and self-diffidence with which Shakespeare has endowed this First Lady-in-Waiting renders her in our eyes one of the most admirable of his female characters.” Cf. M. S. N. D. 8: 9, “That solder’st close impossibilities and mak’st them kiss.”

5. What — What.

6. Ho! In conjunction with the preceding word doubtless means “What hoi” changed by Clarke to “What hoo!” In the original MS. it reads “What hi!” but this has been accredited to the tendency of the time to write “What hi” when “what ho” was meant. Techner alone maintains that it should read “What humpf!” Cf. Ham. 5:0, “High-ho!”

7. Where. The reading of the folio, retained by Johnson, the Cambridge editors and others, but it is not impossible that Shakespeare wrote “why,” as Pope and others give it. This would make the passage read “Why the music?” instead of “Where is the music?” and would be a much more probable interpretation in view of the music of that time. Cf. George Ade. Fable No. 15, “Why the gunny-sack?”

8. is — is not. That is, would not be.

9. the. Cf. Ham. 4:6. M. S. N. D. 3: 5. A. W. T. E. W. 2: 6. T. N. 1:3 and Macbeth 3: 1, “that knits up the raveled sleeves of care.”

10. music. Explained by Malone as “the art of making music” or “music that is made.” If it has but one of these meanings we are inclined to think it is the first; and this seems to be favored by what precedes, “the music!” Cf. M. of V. 4: 2, “The man that hath no music in himself.”

The meaning of the whole passage seems to be that the First Lady-in-Waiting has entered, concomitant with a flourish, hautboys and torches and says, “What ho! Where is the music?”

FOOTBALL; COURTESY OF MR. MORSE

SUNDAY MORNING these fine fall days are taken up with reading about the “40,000 football enthusiasts” or the “gaily-bedecked crowd of 60,000 that watched the game on Saturday.” And so they probably did, unless there were enough men in big fur coats who jumped up at every play and yelled “Now we’re off!” thus obstructing the view of an appreciable percentage.

But why stop at the mention of the paltry 50,000 who sat in the Bowl or the Stadium? Why forget the twice 50,000 all over the country, in Chicago, St. Louis, San Francisco, Atlanta, who watched the same game over the ticker, or sat in a smoke-fogged room listening to telegraphic announcements, play by play, or who even stood on the curbing in front of a newspaper office and watched an impartial employee shove a little yellow ball along a blackboard, usually indicating the direction in which the real football was not going. Since it is so important to give the exact number of people who saw the game, why not do the thing up right and say: “Returns which are now coming in from the Middle West, with some of the rural districts still to be heard from, indicate that at least 145,566 people watched the Yale-Princeton football game yesterday. Secretary Dinwoodie of the San Francisco Yale Club telegraphed late last night that the final count in that city would probably swell the total to a round 50,395. This is, or will be, the largest crowd that ever assembled in one country to watch a football game.”

And watching the game in this vicarious manner isn’t so bad as the fellow who has got tickets and carfare to the real game would like to have it. You are in a warm room, where you can stretch your legs and regulate your remarks to the intensity of your emotions rather than to the sex of your neighbors. And as for thrills! “Dramatic suspense” was probably first used as a term in connection with this indoor sport.

The scene is usually some college club in the city — a big room full of smoke and graduates. At one end is a score-board and miniature gridiron, along which a colored counter is moved as the telegraph behind the board clicks off the plays hot from the real gridiron. There is also an announcer, who, by way of clarifying the message depicted on the board, reads the wrong telegram in a loud, clear tone.

Just as the crowd in the football arena are crouching down in their fur coats the better to avoid watching the home team fumble the kick-off, the crowds two and ten hundred miles away are settling back in their chairs and lighting up the old pipes, while the German-silver-tongued announcer steps to the front of the platform and delivers the following:

“Yale won the toss and chose to defend the south goal, Princeton taking the west.”

This mistake elicits much laughter, and a witty graduate who has just had lunch wants to know, as one man to the rest of the house, if it is puss-in-the-corner that is being played.

The instrument behind the board goes “Tick-ity-tick-tick-tickity.”

There is a hush, broken only by the witty graduate, who, encouraged by his first success, wants to know again if it is puss-in-the-corner that is being played. This fails to gain.

“Gilblick catches the kick-off and runs the ball back to his own 3-yard line, where he is downed in his tracks,” comes the announcement.

There is a murmur of incredulity at this. The little ball on the board shoots to the middle of the field.

“Hey, how about that?” shout several precincts.

The announcer steps forward again.

“That was the wrong announcement,” he admits. “Tweedy caught the kick-off and ran the ball back twenty-five yards to midfield, where he is thrown for a loss. On the next play there was a forward pass, Klung to Breakwater, which—”

Here the message stops. Intense excitement.

“Tickity-tickity-tick-tickity.”

The man who has $5 on the game shuts his eyes and says to his neighbor: “I’ll bet it was intercepted.”

A wait of two triple-space minutes while the announcer winds his watch. Then he steps forward. There is a noisy hush.

“It is estimated that 50,000 people filed into the Palmer Stadium to-day to watch Yale and Princeton in their annual gridiron contest,” he reads. “Yale took the field at five minutes of 2, and was greeted by salvos and applause and cheering from the Yale section. A minute later the Princeton team appeared, and this was a signal for the Princeton cohorts to rise as one man and give vent to their famous ‘Undertaker’s Song.’”

“How about that forward pass?” This, as one man, from the audience.

The ball quivers and starts to go down the field. A mighty shout goes up. Then something happens, and the ball stops, looks, listens and turns in the other direction. Loud groans. A wooden slide in the mechanism of the scoreboard rattles into place, upside down. Agile spectators figure out that it says “Pass failed.”

Every one then sinks back and says, “They ought not to have tried that.” If the quarterback could hear the graduates’ do-or-die backing of their team at this juncture he would trot into the locker building then and there. Again the clear voice from the platform:

“Tweedy punts—” (noisy bond-salesman in back of room stands up on a chair and yells “Yea!” and is told to “Shut up” by three or four dozen neighbors) “to Gumble on his 15-yard line. Gumble fumbles.”

The noisy bond-salesman tries to lead a cheer but is prevented.

Frightful tension follows. Who recovered? Whose ball is it? On what line? Wet palms are pressed against trouser legs. How about it?

“Tick-tickity-tick-tickity-tickity-tickity.”

You can hear the announcer’s boots squeak as he steps forward.

“Mr. A. T. Blevitch is wanted on the telephone,” he enunciates.

Mr. A. T. Blevitch becomes the most unpopular man in that section of the country. Every one turns to see what a man of his stamp can look like. He is so embarrassed that he slinks down in his seat and refuses to answer the call.

“Klung goes around right end for a gain of two yards,” is the next message from the front.

The bond-salesman shouts “Yea!”

“How about that fumble?” shouts every one else.

The announcer goes behind the scenes to talk it over with the man who works the Punch-and-Judy, and emerges, smiling.

“In the play preceding the one just announced,” he says, “Gumble fumbled and the ball was recovered by Breakwater, who ran ten yards for a touchdown—”

Pandemonium! The bond-salesman leads himself in a cheer. The witty man says, “Nothing to it.”

There is comparative quiet again, and every one lights up the old pipes that have gone out.

The announcer steps forward with his hand raised as if to regulate traffic.

“There was a mistake in the announcement just made,” he says pleasantly. “In place of ‘touchdown’ read ‘touch-, back.’ The ball is now in play on the 20-yard line, and Kleenwell has just gone through center for three yards.”

By this time no one in the audience has any definite idea of where the ball is or who has it. On the board it is hovering between midfield and second base.

“On the next play Legly punts—”

“Block that punt! Block that punt!” warns the bond-salesman, as if it were the announcer who was opposing Legly.

“Sit down, you poor fish!” is the consensus of opinion.

“Legly punts to Klung on the latter’s 25-yard line, where the first period ends.”

And so it goes throughout the game; the announcer calling out gains and the dummy football registering corresponding losses; Messrs. A. T. Blevitch and L. H. Yank being wanted on the telephone in the middle of forward passes; the noisy person in the back of the room yelling “Yea” on the slightest provocation and being hushed up at each outbreak; and every one wondering what the quarterback meant by calling for the plays he did.

In smaller cities, where only a few are gathered together to hear the results, things are not done on such an elaborate scale. The dummy gridiron and the dummy announcer are done away with and the ten or a dozen rooters cluster about the news ticker, most of them with the intention of watching for just a few minutes and then going home or back to the office. And they always wait for just one more play, shifting from one foot to the other, until the game is over.

About a ticker only the three or four lucky ones can see the tape. The rest have to stand on tip-toe and peer over the shoulders of the man in front. They don’t care. Some one will always read the results aloud, just as a woman will read aloud the cut-ins at the movies. The one who is doing the reading usually throws in little advance predictions of his own when the news is slow in coming, with the result that those in the back get the impression that the team has at least a “varied attack,” effecting at times a field goal and a forward pass in the same play. r’”

A critical period in the game, as it comes dribbling in over the ticker, looks something like this:

YALE. PRINCETON. GAME....CHEKFMKL

 — KLUNG. GOES. AROUND. LEFT. END.

FOR. A. GAIN. OF. YDS — A. FORWARD.

PASS. TWEEDY. TO. KLUNG. NETS — 

(Ticker stops ticking).

Murmurs of “Come on, there, whasser matter?”

Some one suggests that the pass was illegal and that the whole team has been arrested.

The ticker clears its throat. Br-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r The ticker stabs off a line of dots and begins:

“BOWIE. FIRST. RACE.. MEASLES. FIRST.. 13.60.. AND.. 6.00.. WHORTLEBERRY. SCND. PLACE. 3.80.. EMMA GOLDMAN, THIRD.. TIME. 1.09.4.5   NON. START. PROCRASTINATION. UNCLE TOM’S CABIN”

A few choice remarks are passed in the privacy of the little circle, to just the effect that you would suspect.

A newcomer elbows his way in and says: “What’s the good word? Any score yet?” and some one replies: “Yes. The score now stands 206 to o in favor of Notre Dame.” This grim pleasantry is expressive of the sentiment of the group toward newcomers. It is each man for himself now. Br-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

“Here she comes, now!” whispers the man who is hanging over the glass news terminal, reading aloud: “Yale-Princeton-Game-Second Quarter (Good-night, what became of that forward pass in the first quarter?) Yale’s-ball-in - mid - field - Hornung - takes - ball - around - left - endmaking - it - first - down - Tinfoil - drops - back - for - a - try - at - a - field - goal. (Oh, boy! Come on, now!)”

“Why the deuce do they try a field goal on the first down?” asks a querulous graduate-strategist. “Now, what he ought to do is to keep a-plugging there at tackle, where he has been going—”

Br-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

“Bet he missed it!” offers some one with vague gambling instincts.

“.. INS. NEEDLES.. ij.. ZINC.. CON.. 41/2.. WASHN..THE CENSUS. OFFICE. ESTIMATES. THE CONSUMPTION. OF COTTON. WASTE. IN. THE. MFGR. OF. AUTOMBLE. HOODS. AS. 66.991.059 LBS.. INCLUDING. LINTERS. AND. HULL. FIBER..”

And just then some one comes in from the outside, all fresh and disagreeably cheery, and wants to know what the score is and if there have been many forward passes tried and who is playing quarter for Yale, and if any one has got a cigarette.

It is really just the same sort of program as obtains in the big college club, only on a small scale. They are all watching the same game and they are all wishing the same thing and before their respective minds’ eyes is the picture of the same stadium, with the swarm of queen bees and drones clinging to its sides. And every time that you, who are one of the cold and lucky ones with a real ticket, see a back break loose for a long run and hear the explosion of hoarse shouts that follows, you may count sixty and then listen to hear the echo from every big city in the country where the old boys have just got the news.

MR. COBB TALKS OF TRADE

Irvin S. Cobb, born in Paducah, Ky., in I8J6, would be classed by many people as America’s foremost living humorist. But even apart from such odious comparisons, there can be no doubt of the high character of Mr. Cobb’s work, whether grave or gay. The following typical discourse on “Trade” is taken from a delightful volume of selections, Here Comes the Bride — and So Forth.

ONE PLEASANT AFTERNOON I was sitting on our front porch enjoying the beauties of the sunset. We live in a highly restricted community and our sunsets are particularly fine. If you had never made a scientific study of sunsets you would say that it was about a five-minute walk from our house to the place where the sun sets.

When the agent for the real-estate company is selling a lot to anybody he always calls the attention of the buyer to the desirable sunsets. He somehow manages to convey the impression that these sunsets are practically an exclusive feature with us.

I recall how it was in my own case. When we were buying out here the agent, on one pretext or another, kept me hanging round until the sun was in the act of sinking to rest in the golden west, and then he took me by the hand and led me to a spot where we should have an uninterrupted view of it, and talked so entertainingly about the superiority of their sunsets that I forgot entirely to inquire regarding the train service and signed the papers on the spot. Sometimes now we feel that we would like to exchange a few high-grade sunsets for a train leaving the city at five-thirty. Under the present schedule we have to wait for the six-ten, which leaves at six-fifteen or six-eighteen. I am passionately fond of the beauties of Nature, but there have been times in my life when it seemed to me that even Nature was a trifle overdone.

Be that as it may, on the afternoon in question I was sitting on our front porch, at peace with the world, enjoying the beauties of the sunset, when I saw approaching a person whom I instinctively recognized as a book canvasser or agent. A subtle, intangible, indescribable something about his manner warned me that he had marked me for his prey.

Now I distinctly did not want to buy any more books. We have plenty of books. We had to move nearly everything out of the library, which is in weathered oak and opens off the living-room, to make room for an encyclopedia in thirty volumes that I purchased some time back. This is a very handsome encyclopedia. It is impressively heavy too. The gentleman who sold it to me dwelt upon this attractive feature at the time. He said, as I recall, that each volume would weigh seven pounds and a half if bound in the half-morocco binding, or eight pounds in full calf.

However, the weight was not the main consideration that actuated me in making the deal. It was more what the man told me. He started out by explaining that he was not a regular book agent in the vulgar acceptation of the term. He was a high officer of the publishing company — the president, I think, or something of that general nature — and he was really not trying to sell the books. He was engaged in introducing them amongst a few prominent and widely known persons residing in homes of undoubted refinement and culture, in order to advertise the work and give it the right prestige. In this connection my name had been handed him, but before he had called on me he had made diligent inquiries to assure himself that I was entitled to share in this important and beneficial movement. Unless a person were really prominent in the community he would have absolutely no use for him — he told me so.

This argument appealed to me naturally. It was gratifying to think that in the leading publishing centers of the metropolis true worth was finally being recognized and that a desire had grown up to introduce this great work in thirty volumes amongst me; so I called the wife into conference and after some talk back and forth we took the entire set. We bought the full calf, which seemed to be more appropriate, buying it on the installment plan — so much down and so much a month until entirely paid for. If nothing happens that encyclopedia will be ours a year from this coming April.

So we signed up and I made the first payment; the president of the publishing company asked me who lived next door and went upon his way. In about ten days a van drove up to our house and two brawny men got out and unloaded our encyclopedias. They have caused the living room to sag down a little at one end, but that is more than compensated for by the highly refined tone they impart to the whole place.

Therefore when I became aware that this man, with the marks of the book agent about him, was stalking me I made up my mind that no matter how attractive his proposition might be I would not allow myself to become interested. I said to myself that under no consideration would I be tempted. I had already established my position in the literary field through buying my encyclopedia, and I could afford to sit back and let others, who were equally deserving, perhaps, but less known, have their chance. How often, though, one makes those high resolutions only to have them crumble into an impalpable dust before the arguments of a superior and highly trained mentality.

This person came up on the porch and shook hands with me warmly and took a chair and made some remarks of a complimentary nature in reference to the weather. His tone implied that he regarded me as being largely responsible for the weather and that personally he wished to thank me for it and congratulate me. Of course he did not come right out and say this in so many words, but I could gather from his general attitude what his feelings in the matter were. He had beautiful manners. He said he was engaged in presenting to the favorable attention of the discriminating reading public a work that belonged in every well-run household. No library, he said, however vast, could be called complete without it. I broke in on him there.

“We have a library,” I said; “we have thirty volumes weighing on an average eight pounds a volume and—”

“But,” he demanded, “have you a copy of the invaluable work entitled Ten Thousand Priceless Facts and Secrets?”

He had me there. I had to confess that we did not. This statement seemed to give him mingled pleasure and pain. He reached back somewhere into the remote recesses of his person and produced the book in question. It was in one volume — dark red with green lettering. He hitched his chair up close, where he could put his arm round me without straining himself. I repeat that he had beautiful manners, but he was addicted to the raw-onion habit.

“In that case,” he said, “you will want this book without delay — won’t you? You need it in your everyday life — don’t you?”

I saw I must be firm with this man. I began to fear his powers, began to realize that he had winning and persuasive ways about him, and that to win his point he would go far indeed. I saw I must be very firm.

“Perhaps so,” I said; “but I do not wish to buy it at this time.”

I do not know yet why I stuck that last part on— “at this time.” I did not wish to buy it at this time or any other time, yet something in the searching and impelling look of his eye made me add those words.

“Conceded,” he said— “conceded; but it cannot possibly do you any harm to look at it, can it now?”

That seemed fair enough and I felt impelled to agree with him that it could not do me any harm to look at it. Besides, the sun had finished sinking by now and it would be some little time yet before the boy got round with the evening papers.

“This work” — he began, spreading it open across my knees, so I could not move my legs without seeming impolite, and at the same time holding me down with a firm yet friendly pressure of his free hand— “this work, as its name implies, contains ten thousand priceless facts and secrets. I will briefly enumerate some of its contents. It tells how to charm those whom you meet and make them love you. It tells how to make people at a distance think of you. It tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers’ famous mysteries; how to make an egg stand on end; how to communicate with the spirit world; how to make a cheap radio set; how to make writing appear upon the human arm in blood characters; how to make a candle burn all night; how to remove warts and superfluous hair; how to cure drunkenness; how to cure stammering; how to cure hams; how to cure diseases of the common barnyard or domestic fowl; also eight hundred other cures alphabetically arranged.

“It tells how to make butter yellow in the winter; how to make love powders; how to make the famous eggs of Pharaoh’s serpent, from one of which when lighted, though but the size of a pea, there issues forth a coiling, hissing, writhing reptile similar to a genuine snake, affording excitement and pleasure to young and old alike.”

He inhaled deeply and continued:

“It tells how to make sympathetic or secret writing ink; how to conduct flirtations with cards, postage stamps and the pocket handkerchief. It tells how to train bloodhounds to track criminals. It tells how to make a horse appear as though badly foundered when he is in reality absolutely unfounded — how to make him appear lame; how to make him stand by his food without eating; how to put a young countenance on an old horse; how to cover up the heaves; how to make a true-pulling horse appear lame. It tells how—”

I think it was just at this point that I made up my mind to invest in the book. Looking back on the transaction, I do not seem to be able to recall how it all came about. Mentally I appear to have been in a dazed state for the moment. Naturally it is worth while to have ten thousand priceless facts and secrets in one’s possession — one then has subjects of conversation ready for almost any company. Yet really many of the topics touched on in this book were things that never vitally concerned me before; they are interesting, I concede you, but they have not entered into my life to any noticeable extent.

For example, take butter. I have never even thought about making butter yellow in the winter. Both winter and summer we buy our butter ready made from a person who is in that line of business, and if we could only keep it from smelling yellow I would not care what its color might be. The complexion of butter is a thing that does not appeal to me particularly, one way or the other.

I would like, of course, to make those who meet me lové me and to be able to charm persons at a distance, though when you are already married I imagine even this may be embarrassing at times. But we have never owned but one horse and if we did own one I could imagine nothing more distasteful to me than spending any considerable period of time trying to put a young countenance on a horse of mine. If the horse had a naturally youthful face, very well and good; if not he would have to look elsewhere for his cosmetics. I realize I never would be a success as a beauty doctor to a horse. I lack the requisite sympathy that makes for success in any calling. And why should I cover up his heaves? Let him cover up his own heaves or leave them out. A horse’s heaves are no affair of mine.

My feelings have always been much the same in regard to training bloodhounds to run down criminals. I know something about bloodhounds. I was reared in a section where the authorities at one time put much dependence upon bloodhounds, and therefore I say never again will a bloodhound be able to impose upon me by his air of profound wisdom and his long drooping ears.

It has been my experience that one is forever reading of the wonderful feats in tracking accomplished by bloodhounds; but those feats always take place at some remote point that one never heard of before and will probably never hear of again. You read in the paper a dispatch stating that an estimable lady, the wife of a presiding elder in the Southern Methodist Church, inadvertently took a drink out of a wayside spring in the dark and, after suffering severely for months, was discovered during the following summer to be full of sprightly green lizards. You read a reprinted clipping purporting to describe how the champion eater of Ossibawhaw County, while attending a street fair and carnival, ate three dozen raw eggs on a wager and immediately afterward, while riding on a steam merry-go-round, was scrambled to death before medical assistance could reach him. And, still again, you read a spirited account telling how a pair of bloodhounds belonging to a sheriff trailed a fugitive four days and nights back and forth across land and water, crossing one creek so often they wore a path in it, and finally treed their exhausted quarry two hundred miles from the starting-point. But these startling things never seem to occur at places mentioned in the Postal Guide. You cannot find them on the map. If you desire confirmation of such reports you do not know who to write to.

On the other hand, I have frequently seen bloodhounds engaging in their favorite pastime of tracking somebody and except once in a while, at an Uncle Tom’s Cabin show, their work was invariably disappointing in the extreme. I never saw a bloodhound that I thought could track a Brie cheese across a pool table, without getting hopelessly lost in one of the side pockets. Even at that exciting moment when Eliza is crossing the ice I have an idea that, instead of a baby, she is really carrying a sirloin steak or an aniseed bag dressed up in a cap and long clothes. There must be some stage secret to account for the relentless way in which those baying bloodhounds pursue her; otherwise they would be morally sure to wind up in the orchestra or the box-office or somewhere. If I had lost a criminal I would let the bloodhounds start and then I would go in the opposite direction and look for him.

All these reflections came to me later; but at the time that the agent was sitting there on our porch I did not stop to reason them out. There was a kind of mental numbness that came stealing over me, and the faculty of argument had fled, leaving me in a helpless and unresisting state. I have a vague recollection of having a fountain pen pressed into my nerveless grasp, of signing along a dotted line, and of paying something on account — and the deed was done. I emerged from my trance, if you could call it that, to find our little home enriched with still another literary treasure of inestimable value; yet at the same time our library now undeniably has a lopsided and uneven appearance, due to the Ten Thousand Priceless Facts and Secrets not matching our thirty other volumes, they being larger and the color of a full calf.

The point I have been trying to bring out by reciting these incidents is that I personally have not that instinct which makes so many persons succeed in trade. To me the intricacies of this profession are a source of constant amazement. In me they rouse not only wonder but admiration and vain longings.

The power to sell people things they do not want, and at the same time make them think you are conferring a favor upon them by so doing, is indeed a wonderful power. I know I will never have it, and it is a cause of great sorrow to me. I am a natural-born buyer, but I am no seller. Daily I realize the truth of this more and more and I envy those who have the gift. I would like to be a promoter and interest investors in attractive oil propositions located in the states of the West. It seems such an easy way of earning a living. I notice after a few years the average promoter is able to retire to a handsome country estate near some large city and take things easy. To be sure, a few of them from time to time have retired to one or the other of large estates maintained by the Federal Government in the suburbs of Atlanta, Georgia, and Leavenworth, Kansas, but those are sporting risks that must be figured on as a part of the game in certain lines of commercial endeavor.

 

LARDNER GIVES A HAIRCUT

Ring W. Lardner (1885-1933) was born at Niles (Mich.) and educated chiefly at the Armour Institute of Technology, Chicago. He worked as a reporter in Chicago and elsewhere and first won the hearts of the public with his baseball stories and the quaint original colloquialism of his letters to “Dear Friend AT’. His books You Know Me, Al, Gullible’s Travels and his collected sketches have been widely admired, and his death, all too early for his ripening genius (1933) deeply deplored. The following story, taken from the volume Round Up, is entitled:

HAIRCUT

I GOT ANOTHER BARBER that comes over from Carterville and helps me out Saturdays, but the rest of the time I can get along all right alone. You can see for yourself that this ain’t no New York City and besides that, the most of the boys works all day and don’t have no leisure to drop in here and get themselves prettied up.

You’re a newcomer, ain’t you? I thought I hadn’t seen you round before. I hope you like it good enough to stay. As I say, we ain’t no New York City or Chicago, but we have pretty good times. Not as good, though, since Jim Kendall got killed. When he was alive, him and Hod Meyers used to keep this town in an uproar. I bet they was more laughin’ done here than any town its size in America.

Jim was comical, and Hod was pretty near a match for him. Since Jim’s gone, Hod tries to hold his end up just the same as ever, but it’s tough goin’ when you ain’t got nobody to kind of work with.

They used to be plenty fun in here Saturdays. This place is jam-packed Saturdays, from four o’clock on. Jim and Hod would show up right after supper, round six o’clock. Jim would set himself down in that big chair, nearest the blue spittoon. Whoever had been settin’ in that chair, why they’d get up when Jim come in and give it to him.

You’d of thought it was a reserved seat like they have sometimes in a theayter. Hod would generally always stand or walk up and down, or some Saturdays, of course, he’d be settin’ in this chair part of the time, gettin’ a haircut.

Well, Jim would set there a w’ile without openin’ his mouth only to spit, and then finally he’d say to me, “Whitey,” — my right name, that is, my right first name, is Dick, but everybody round here calls me Whitey — Jim would say, “Whitey, your nose looks like a rosebud tonight. You must of been drinkin’ some of your aw de cologne.”

So I’d say, “No, Jim, but you look like you’d been drinkin’ somethin’ of that kind or somethin’ worse.”

Jim would have to laugh at that, but then he’d speak up and say, “No, I ain’t had nothin’ to drink, but that ain’t sayin’ I wouldn’t like somethin’. I wouldn’t even mind if it was wood alcohol.”

Then Hod Meyers would say, “Neither would your wife.” That would set everybody to laughin’ because Jim and his wife wasn’t on very good terms. She’d of divorced him only they wasn’t no chance to get alimony and she didn’t have no way to take care of herself and the kids. She couldn’t never understand Jim. He was kind of rough> but a good fella at heart.

Him and Hod had all kinds of sport with Milt Sheppard. I don’t suppose you’ve seen Milt. Well, he’s got an Adam’s apple that looks more like a mushmelon. So I’d be shavin’

Milt and when I’d start to shave down here on his neck, Hod would holler, “Hey, Whitey, wait a minute! Before you cut into it, let’s make up a pool and see who can guess closest to the number of seeds.”

And Jim would say, “If Milt hadn’t of been so hoggish, he’d of ordered a half a cantaloupe instead of a whole one and it might not of stuck in his throat.”

All the boys would roar at this and Milt himself would force a smile, though the joke was on him. Jim certainly was a card!

There’s his shavin’ mug, settin’ on the shelf, right next to Charley Vail’s. “Charles M. Vail.” That’s the druggist. He comes in regular for his shave, three times a week. And Jim’s is the cup next to Charley’s. “James H. Kendall.” Jim won’t need no shavin’ mug no more, but I’ll leave it there just the same for old times’ sake. Jim certainly was a character!

Years ago, Jim used to travel for a canned goods concern over in Carterville. They sold canned goods. Jim had the whole northern half of the State and was on the road five days out of every week. He’d drop in here Saturdays and tell his experiences for that week. It was rich.

I guess he paid more attention to playin’ jokes than makin’ sales. Finally the concern let him out and he come right home here and told everybody he’d been fired instead of sayin’ he resigned like most fellas would of.

It was a Saturday and the shop was full and Jim got up out of that chair and says, “Gentlemen, I got an important announcement to make. I been fired from my job.” Well, they asked him if he was in earnest and he said he was and nobody could think of nothin’ to say till Jim finally broke the ice himself. He says, “I been sellin’ canned goods and now I’m canned goods myself.”

You see, the concern he’d been workin’ for was a factory that made canned goods. Over in Carterville. And now Jim said he was canned himself. He was certainly a card!

Jim had a great trick that he used to play w’ile he was travelin’. For instance, he’d be ridin’ on a train and they’d come to some little town like, well, like, we’ll say, Benton. Jim would look out the train window and read the signs on the stores.

For instance, they’d be a sign, “Henry Smith, Dry Goods.” Well, Jim would write down the name and the name of the town and when he got to wherever he was goin’ he’d mail back a postal card to Henry Smith at Benton and not sign no name to it, but he’d write on the card, well, somethin’ like “Ask your wife about that book agent that spent the afternoon last week,” or “Ask your Missus who kept her from gettin’ lonesome the last time you was in Carterville.” And he’d sign the card, “A Friend.”

Of course, he never knew what really come of none of these jokes, but he could picture what probably happened and that was enough.

Jim didn’t work very steady after he lost his position with the Carterville people. What he did earn, doin’ odd jobs round town, why he spent pretty near all of it on gin and his family might of starved if the stores hadn’t of carried them along. Jim’s wife tried her hand at dressmakin’, but they ain’t nobody goin’ to get rich makin’ dresses in this town.

As I say, she’d of divorced Jim, only she seen that she couldn’t support herself and the kids and she was always hopin’ that some day Jim would cut out his habits and give her more than two or three dollars a week.

They was a time when she would go to whoever he was workin’ for and ask them to give her his wages, but after she done this once or twice, he beat her to it by borrowin’ most of his pay in advance. He told it all round town, how he had outfoxed his Missus. He certainly was a caution!

But he wasn’t satisfied with just outwittin’ her. He was sore the way she had acted, tryin’ to grab off his pay. And he made up his mind he’d get even. Well, he waited till Evans’s Circus was advertised to come to town. Then he told his wife and two kiddies that he was goin’ to take them to the circus. The day of the circus, he told them he would get the tickets and meet them outside the entrance to the tent.

Well, he didn’t have no intentions of bein’ there or buyin’ tickets or nothin’. He got full of gin and laid round Wright’s poolroom all day. His wife and the kids waited and waited and of course he didn’t show up. His wife didn’t have a dime with her, or nowhere else, I guess. So she finally had to tell the kids it was all off and they cried like they wasn’t never goin’ to stop.

Well, it seems, w’ile they was cryin’, Doc Stair came along and he asked what was the matter, but Mrs. Kendall was stubborn and wouldn’t tell him, but the kids told him and he insisted on takin’ them and their mother in the show. Jim found this out afterwards and it was one reason why he had it in for Doc Stair.

Doc Stair come here about a year and a half ago. He’s a mighty handsome young fella and his clothes always look like he has them made to order. He goes to Detroit two or three times a year and w’ile he’s there he must have a tailor take his measure and then make him a suit to order. They cost pretty near twice as much, but they fit a whole lot better than if you just bought them in a store.

For a w’ile everybody was wonderin’ why a young doctor like Doc Stair should come to a town like this where we already got old Doc Gamble and Doc Foote that’s both been here for years and all the practice in town was always divided between the two of them.

Then they was a story got round that Doc Stair’s gal had throwed him over, a gal up in the Northern Peninsula somewheres, and the reason he come here was to hide himself away and forget it. He said himself that he thought they wasn’t nothin’ like general practice in a place like ours to fit a man to be a good all round doctor. And that’s why he’d came.

Anyways, it wasn’t long before he was makin’ enough to live on, though they tell me that he never dunned nobody for what they owed him, and the folks here certainly has got the owin’ habit, even in my business. If I had all that was cornin’ to me for just shaves alone, I could go to Carterville and put up at the Mercer for a week and see a different picture every night. For instance, they’s old George Purdy — but I guess I shouldn’t ought to be gossipin’.

Well, last year, our coroner died, died of the flu. Ken Beatty, that was his name. He was the coroner. So they had to choose another man to be coroner in his place and they picked Doc Stair. He laughed at first and said he didn’t want it, but they made him take it. It ain’t no job that anybody would fight for and what a man makes out of it in a year would just about buy seeds for their garden. Doc’s the kind, though, that can’t say no to nothin’ if you keep at him long enough.

But I was goin’ to tell you about a poor boy we got here in town — Paul Dickson. He fell out of a tree when he was about ten years old. Lit on his head and it done somethin’ to him and he ain’t never been right. No harm in him, but just silly. Jim Kendall used to call him cuckoo; that’s a name Jim had for anybody that was off their head, only he called people’s head their bean. That was another of his gags, callin’ head bean and callin’ crazy people cuckoo. Only poor Paul ain’t crazy, but just silly.

You can imagine that Jim used to have all kinds of fun with Paul. He’d send him to the White Front Garage for a left-handed monkey wrench. Of course they ain’t no such thing as a left-handed monkey wrench.

And once we had a kind of a fair here and they was a baseball game between the fats and the leans and before the game started Jim called Paul over and sent him way down to Schrader’s hardware store to get a key for the pitcher’s box.

They wasn’t nothin’ in the way of gags that Jim couldn’t think up, when he put his mind to it.

Poor Paul was always kind of suspicious of people, maybe on account of how Jim had kept foolin’ him. Paul wouldn’t have much to do with anybody only his own mother and Doc Stair and a girl here in town named Julie Gregg. That is, she ain’t a girl no more, but pretty near thirty or over.

When Doc first come to town, Paul seemed to feel like here was a real friend and he hung round Doc’s office most of the w’ile; the only time he wasn’t there was when he’d go home to eat or sleep or when he seen Julie Gregg doin’ her shoppin’.

When he looked out Doc’s window and seen her, he’d run downstairs and join her and tag along with her to the different stores. The poor boy was crazy about Julie and she always treated him mighty nice and made him feel like he was welcome, though of course it wasn’t nothin’ but pity on her side.

Doc done all he could to improve Paul’s mind and he told me once that he really thought the boy was gettin’ better, that they was times when he was as bright and sensible as anybody else.

But I was goin’ to tell you about Julie Gregg. Old Man Gregg was in the lumber business, but got to drinkin’ and lost the most of his money and when he died, he didn’t leave nothin’ but the house and just enough insurance for the girl to skimp along on.

Her mother was a kind of a half invalid and didn’t hardly ever leave the house. Julie wanted to sell the place and move somewheres else after the old man died, but the mother said she was born here and would die here. It was tough on Julie, as the young people round this town — well, she’s too good for them.

She’s been away to school and Chicago and New York and different places and they ain’t no subject she can’t talk on, where you take the rest of the young folks here and you mention anything to them outside of Gloria Swanson or Tommy Meighan and they think you’re delirious. Did you see Gloria in Wages of Virtue? You missed somethin’!

Well, Doc Stair hadn’t been here more than a week when he come in one day to get shaved and I recognized who he was as he had been pointed out to me, so I told him about my old lady. She’s been ailin’ for a couple years and either Doc Gamble or Doc Foote, neither one, seemed to be helpin’ her. So he said he would come out and see her, but if she was able to get out herself, it would be better to bring her to his office where he could make a completer examination.

So I took her to his office and w’ile I was waitin’ for her in the reception room, in come Julie Gregg. When somebody comes in Doc Stair’s office, they’s a bell that rings in his inside office so as he can tell they’s somebody to see him.

So he left my old lady inside and come out to the front office and that’s the first time him and Julie met and I guess it was what they call love at first sight. But it wasn’t fifty-fifty. This young fella was the slickest lookin’ fella she’d ever seen in this town and she went wild over him. To him she was just a young lady that wanted to see the doctor.

She’d came on about the same business I had. Her mother had been doctorin’ for years with Doc Gamble and Doc Foote and without no results. So she’d heard they was a new doc in town and decided to give him a try. He promised to call and see her mother that same day.

I said a minute ago that it was love at first sight on her part. I’m not only judgin’ by how she acted afterwards but how she looked at him that first day in his office. I ain’t no mind reader, but it was wrote all over her face that she was gone.

Now Jim Kendall, besides bein’ a jokesmith and a pretty good drinker, well, Jim was quite a lady-killer. I guess he run pretty wild durin’ the time he was on the road for them Carterville people, and besides that, he’d had a couple little affairs of the heart right here in town. As I say, his wife could of divorced him, only she couldn’t.

But Jim was like the majority of men, and women, too, I guess. He wanted what he couldn’t get. He wanted Julie Gregg and worked his head off tryin’ to land her. Only he’d of said bean instead of head.

Well, Jim’s habits and his jokes didn’t appeal to Julie and of course he was a married man, so he didn’t have no more chance than, well, than a rabbit. That’s an expression of Jim’s himself. When somebody didn’t have no chance to get elected or somethin’, Jim would always say they didn’t have no more chance than a rabbit.

He didn’t make no bones about how he felt. Right in here, more than once, in front of the whole crowd, he said he was stuck on Julie and anybody that could get her for him was welcome to his house and his wife and kids included. But she wouldn’t have nothin’ to do with him; wouldn’t even speak to him on the street. He finally seen he wasn’t gettin’ nowheres with his usual line so he decided to try the rough stuff. He went right up to her house one evenin’ and when she opened the door he forced his way in and grabbed her. But she broke loose and before he could stop her, she run in the next room and locked the door and phoned to Joe Barnes. Joe’s the marshal. Jim could hear who she was phonin’ to and he beat it before Joe got there.

Joe was an old friend of Julie’s pa. Joe went to Jim the next day and told him what would happen if he ever done it again.

I don’t know how the news of this little affair leaked out. Chances is that Joe Barnes told his wife and she told somebody else’s wife and they told their husband. Anyways, it did leak out and Hod Meyers had the nerve to kid Jim about it, right here in this shop. Jim didn’t deny nothin’ and kind of laughed it off and said for us all to wait; that lots of people had tried to make a monkey out of him, but he always got even.

Meanw’ile everybody in town was wise to Julie’s bein’ wild mad over the Doc. I don’t suppose she had any idear how her face changed when him and her was together; of course she couldn’t of, or she’d of kept away from him. And she didn’t know that we was all noticin’ how many times she made excuses to go up to his office or pass it on the other side of the street and look up in his window to see if he was there. I felt sorry for her and so did most other people.

Hod Meyers kept rubbin’ it into Jim about how the Doc had cut him out. Jim didn’t pay no attention to the kiddin’ and you could see he was plannin’ one of his jokes.

One trick Jim had was the knack of changin’ his voice. He could make you think he was a girl talkin’ and he could mimic any man’s voice. To show you how good he was along this line, I’ll tell you the joke he played on me once.

You know, in most towns of any size, when a man is dead and needs a shave, why the barber that shaves him soaks him five dollars for the job; that is, he don’t soak him, but whoever ordered the shave. I just charge three dollars because personally I don’t mind much shavin’ a dead person. They lay a whole lot stiller than live customers. The only thing is that you don’t feel like talkin’ to them and you get kind of lonesome.

Well, about the coldest day we ever had here, two years ago last winter, the phone rung at the house w’ile I was home to dinner and I answered the phone and it was a woman’s voice and she said she was Mrs. John Scott and her husband was dead and would I come out and shave him.

Old John had always been a good customer of mine. But they live seven miles out in the country, on the Streeter road. Still I didn’t see how I could say no.

So I said I would be there, but would have to come in a jitney and it might cost three or four dollars besides the price of the shave. So she, or the voice, it said that was all right, so I got Frank Abbott to drive me out to the place and when I got there, who should open the door but old John himself! He wasn’t no more dead than, well, than a rabbit.

It didn’t take no private detective to figure out who had played me this little joke. Nobody could of thought it up but Jim Kendall. He certainly was a card!

I tell you this incident just to show you how he could disguise his voice and make you believe it was somebody else talkin’. I’d of swore it was Mrs. Scott had called me. Anyways, some woman.

Well, Jim waited till he had Doc Stairs’ voice down pat; then he went after revenge.

He called Julie up on a night when he knew Doc was over in Carterville. She never questioned but what it was Doc’s voice. Jim said he must see her that night; he couldn’t wait no longer to tell her somethin’. She was all excited and told him to come to the house. But he said he was expectin’ an important long distance call and wouldn’t she please forget her manners for once and come to his office. He said they couldn’t nothin’ hurt her and nobody would see her and he just must talk to her a little w’ile. Well, poor Julie fell for it.

Doc always keeps a night light in his office, so it looked to Julie like they was somebody there.

Meanw’ile Jim Kendall had went to Wright’s poolroom, where they was a whole gang amusin’ themselves. The most of them had drank plenty of gin, and they was a rough bunch even when sober. They was always strong for Jim’s jokes and when he told them to come with him and see some fun they give up their card games and pool games and followed along.

Doc’s office is on the second floor. Right outside his door they’s a flight of stairs leadin’ to the floor above. Jim and his gang hid in the dark behind these stairs.

Well, Julie come up to Doc’s door and rung the bell and they was nothin’ doin’. She rung it again and she rung it seven or eight times. Then she tried the door and found it locked. Then Jim made some kind of a noise and she heard it and waited a minute, and then she says, “Is that you, Ralph?” Ralph is Doc’s first name.

They was no answer and it must of came to her all of a sudden that she’d been bunked. She pretty near fell downstairs and the whole gang after her. They chased her all the way home, hollerin’, “Is that you, Ralph?” and “Oh, Ralphie, dear, is that you?” Jim says he couldn’t holler it himself, as he was laughin’ too hard.

Poor Julie! She didn’t show up here on Main Street for a long, long time afterward.

And of course Jim and his gang told everybody in town, everybody but Doc Stair. They was scared to tell him, and he might of never knowed only for Paul Dickson. The poor cuckoo, as Jim called him, he was here in the shop one night when Jim was still gloatin’ yet over what he’d done to Julie. And Paul took in as much of it as he could understand and he run to Doc with the story.

It’s a cinch Doc went up in the air and swore he’d make Jim suffer. But it was a kind of a delicate thing, because if it got out that he had beat Jim up, Julie was bound to hear of it and then she’d know that Doc knew and of course knowin’ that he knew would make it worse for her than ever. He was goin’ to do somethin’, but it took a lot of figurin’.

Well, it was a couple days later when Jim was here in the shop again, and so was the cuckoo. Jim was goin’ duck-shootin’ the next day and had came in lookin’ for Hod Meyers to go with him. I happened to know that Hod had went over to Carterville and wouldn’t be home till the end of the week. So Jim said he hated to go alone and he guessed he would call it off. Then poor Paul spoke up and said if Jim would take him he would go along. Jim thought a w’ile and then he said, well, he guessed a half-wit was better than nothin’.

I suppose he was plottin’ to get Paul out in the boat and play some joke on him, like pushin’ him in the water. Anyways, he said Paul could go. He asked him had he ever shot a duck and Paul said no, he’d never even had a gun in his hands. So Jim said he could set in the boat and watch him and if he behaved himself, he might lend him his gun for a couple of shots. They made a date to meet in the mornin’ and that’s the last I seen of Jim alive.

Next mornin’, I hadn’t been open more than ten minutes when Doc Stair come in. He looked kind of nervous. He asked me had I seen Paul Dickson. I said no, but I knew where he was, out duck-shootin’ with Jim Kendall. So Doc says that’s what he had heard, and he couldn’t understand it because Paul had told him he wouldn’t never have no more to do with Jim as long as he lived.

He said Paul had told him about the joke Jim had played on Julie. He said Paul had asked him what he thought of the joke and the Doc had told him that anybody that would do a thing like that ought not to be let live.

I said it had been a kind of a raw thing, but Jim just couldn’t resist no kind of a joke, no matter how raw. I said I thought he was all right at heart, but just bubblin’ over with mischief. Doc turned and walked out.

At noon he got a phone call from old John Scott. The lake where Jim and Paul had went shootin’ is on John’s place. Paul had came runnin’ up to the house a few minutes before and said they’d been an accident. Jim had shot a few ducks and then give the gun to Paul and told him to try his luck. Paul hadn’t never handled a gun and he was nervous. He was shakin’ so hard that he couldn’t control the gun. He let fire and Jim sunk back in the boat, dead.

Doc Stair, bein’ the coroner, jumped in Frank Abbott’s flivver and rushed out to Scott’s farm. Paul and old John was down on the shore of the lake. Paul had rowed the boat to shore, but they’d left the body in it, waitin’ for Doc to come.

Doc examined the body and said they might as well fetch it back to town. They was no use leavin’ it there or callin’ a jury, as it was a plain case of accidental shootin’.

Personally I wouldn’t never leave a person shoot a gun in the same boat I was in unless I was sure they knew somethin’ about guns. Jim was a sucker to leave a new beginner have his gun, let alone a half-wit. It probably served Jim right, what he got. But still we miss him round here. He certainly was a card.

Comb it wet or dry?


Chapter Twenty . L’ENVOI: OUR PRESENT NEED OF HUMOR — OUR BRILLIANT CONTEMPORARIES
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THERE NEVER WAS a time when one might turn back with more profit than at the present moment to the golden treasury of the world’s humor. We live in a harassed world. Some of the most solid foundations of our civilization seem crumbling under our feet. Our older forms of belief no longer seem to fit the mind and circumstance of our time. Our governments threaten to break asunder and show us a world plunged in social revolution. Our economic system that seemed built upon a rock now appears to rest only on shifting sand, defying all attempts to underpin or buttress it. The economics of scarcity in which man strove against the forces of nature, with machinery as his ally, is now changed into the economics of abundance in which the ally has turned traitor, and the machine overwhelms mankind in a glut of plenty, a surfeit of wealth which we cannot use and cannot organize. It seems as if the old landmarks were disappearing, the old lights growing dim: in place of them is a wall of black shadows broken here and there with a dancing will o’ the wisp of false doctrine and vain hope.

Such a distress spreads over all mankind a dead weight of apprehension, a sort of mass feeling of impending fate. We feel ourselves no longer masters of our fate, but drawn in a vortex towards the unknown. Very great is our need of relaxation, of forgetfulness if only in the pauses of our distress. Nor can we find it anywhere better than in the magic pages of the bygone humorists. Here the vital issues that called forth the passing jest have faded so far into the past that all the pain and fret is out of them, and nothing left except a smile. Artemus Ward wrote in strenuous days, with the fate of a great nation hanging in the balance, and death walking abroad to mow down thousands in what had been the fields of peace. But today Artemus’s discussion of Judas Iscariot, victim of a highhanded outrage in Utica, has nothing left in it for us but its merriment. We can turn with profit from the formulas of European diplomacy to the far superior aphorisms of Josh Billings. It is well to lay down the latest treatise on submarines and naval warfare and go back to Huck Finn on his raft. If the ill times in which we live can make us reopen the half-forgotten pages of bygone American Humor, there is at least that much good in them.

But a great part of the American Humor of today never makes its appearance in books. It is in its nature topical and ephemeral — what the classical scholars used to call “occasional” till current usage degraded the word. It is written for the moment, and with the moment it passes. Its essence lies in its brevity: it must be as short as possible and then a little shorter still. Our grandfathers, so we are forced to infer, loved prolixity. They wanted a thing told at full length, like a local ghost story told around the fireplace of an inn. They didn’t want the sudden electrocution of a good thing by ending it up with a short snappy point.

Rustics even preferred everything to be told twice over. Who of us that is past middle age has not heard a country narrator tell his story, laugh at the end of it and then begin it again: “Yes, sir, he says sez ‘ee,” and so on. Even then one of the auditors would take it up and tell it again with a slight variation: “The way I heard it was,” and so forth. Hence three generations ago the stories were slow, the books ponderous and the sermons anticipated eternity.

All this is gone from the metropolitan press of today. For it, idea must move fast and keep awake. A tragedy can be “put over” in five minutes. A sermon in three. About twenty or thirty years ago somebody invented the fiction or the convention of the “tired business man.” The business man was presumed to have reached such a state of spinal exhaustion after his business day that he was incapable of further effort. It was not possible even to amuse him unless it were done quickly and unexpectedly. In the old days the reader was presumed to make an intellectual effort to “get into” a book, to get started with it. Such people as Walter Scott made him work hard. The spectator at a play was not supposed to get any fun out of it till after one or two acts had gone by. But the tired business man was presumed incapable of all this. For him everything must begin well in the middle and stop nicely before the end.

All this was already happening even before the moving picture and the radio speeded it up to high gear. Nor does this intellectual process of speeding up our brains to quicker forms of apprehension represent altogether a loss. In the technique of humor it gives us extraordinary and rapid effects done by innuendo, by what is left out rather than what is put in.

Let me even at the risk of becoming didactic give an example. Let us take the best known funny story in America to serve as an illustration, — the reference is to the story “Put Me Off at Buffalo,” which has often been used by others as well as myself as an illustration of technique. Twenty-five years ago no humorist could have told the story in fewer words than as follows:

 

In a Pullman car one winter night a passenger said to the porter, “7 want you to put me off at Buffalo at three o’clock tomorrow morning. Don’t mind if it is still stormy and snowing, and don’t mind if I try to stay in bed, just put me off; if need be, throw me off.” Next morning, when the train was long past Buffalo, the passenger said angrily to the porter, “Why didn’t you put me off at Buffalo?” The porter stood a minute in openmouthed amazement. “If I didn’t put you off this morning at three o’clock, who was that gentleman who fought so hard when I threw him out?”

But now see to what dimensions that story would be reproduced in the modern “tabloid” form of humor.

Pullman Passenger: Porter, I told you to put me off at Buffalo at 3 A. M. — to sling me off if you had to. Why didn’t you do it?

Porter: I did!

On this principle is based a lot of the brilliant work of the new tribe of humorists known as columnists, some samples of whose methods are appended below. Here belong, too, the aphorisms and the political wisecracks of that kindly soul Will Rogers, over whose memory any writer on humor may well pause for a moment of affectionate recognition.

The best of the American humorous and satirical journals, such as Life and the New Yorker and Vanity Fair, still keep something of the older traditions, but even they have greatly speeded the tempo of comic art. In point of comic drawing and illustration, a phase of humor with which this book is not immediately concerned, they and their fellow journals almost everywhere in America have, for good or ill, left the older methods and models far behind.

The extracts appended to the longer selections in the ensuing chapter are not chosen as necessarily superior to the work of other pens and other pages; they are inserted rather as being illustrative and typical of the mood and trend of this very minute. True estimation and comparison in such an immediate foreground is not possible: the seeing eye is too near. Yet it may well be that through a vast alternative in mode and form we can still trace the distinctive outline of American Humor, resting still on that characteristic of environment and circumstance that made it American.

* * * * *

The three selections which follow here are typical examples of magazine satire and humor of the present hour. The first is from Life, a journal of so long and honorable a record that it has established itself as a sort of institution in the United States and Canada. No reading room is complete without it. Among writers there are many of us, now old men, who can look back to our first appearance in print in Life as one of the high spots of reminiscence.

 

THE GANGSTER WHO WOULDN’T TALK

WELL, ya certainly got a nice coat of tan, Killer.

That’s what YOU say, not me.

Where’d ya go on your vacation?

Who wantsa know?

Why, I do. You know, justa friendly question, Killer. You know, just among us muggs.

I ain’t talking.

Sure, O. K., Killer. I just wondered what kinda time you had, that’s all.

Well, it ain’t worrying me, is it? Why should it worry YOU?

It ain’t worrying me, Killer. I was just wondering, that’s all.

Well, go on wondering.

I suppose you had a great time?

Yea, maybe I did and maybe I didn’t. A smart guy like you ought to know the answer to all them questions.

I suppose you slept under blankets?

Suppose I did. Then what?

Oh, nothing. Only it’s the usual thing to ask, ain’t it? I mean, guys go away on their vacations and write back “Am Having Fine Time. Slept Last Night Under Blankets.”

What guys?

What guys what?

What guys write like that?

Lots of guys write like that.

All right, wise guy. Just name one. Just name ONE guy what writes like that.

It’s kind of hard to do right off, Killer. But I mean, everybody does.

So you can’t do it, eh?

Gosh, put away your rod, Killer. I ain’t done nothing. Name ONE guy.

How about Mike the Pipe? He wrote to me last year: “X marks my room.”

Yea, and what happened to HIM?

He got knocked off.

So who’s the smart guy, me or him?

You are, Killer. You see, the only reason I asked was I seen Tony the Rat and he said he seen you at Atlantic City with a couple of frills.

It’s a lie. I got six guys to prove it.

So you won’t say a single word about your vacation? You can’t get nothing out of me.

And you won’t come around in a week or a month and start to tell me ALL about it?

I ain’t no punk.

Well, then, Killer, put ’er there. I wanta shake hands. The world could use a couple of hundred million guys just like you.

I’m not commenting.

Doug Welch.

 

A VANITY FAIR SATIRE

The extract that follows is taken from the pages of Vanity Fair, ajournai to which the compiler of this present work lies under a permanent debt of gratitude. Under the able editorship of Mr. Frank Crowninshield, Vanity Fair has made itself a unique place in America and abroad. A recent incident in connection with one of its cartoons would seem to imply that Vanity Fair is always on the breakfast table of the Mikado of Japan. No doubt it numbers also among its readers the Negus of Abyssinia and the Begum of Bhutan.

The following clever and not unkindly satire is produced by a Vanity Fair author writing under a nom-de-plume. It is a blend of the matter of a book by Cornelius Vanderbilt, Jr., entitled Farewell to Fifth Avenue, with the manner of another book called Forty-two Years in the White House.

WANDERING BOY. — My father, Brigadier General Cornelius Vanderbilt, did not approve of my writing a book about the Vanderbilt family. He said so very often to his wife, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, my mother. (Both of my parents were Vanderbilts, my mother by marriage.) My mother would always worry about me when I was away somewhere writing a book. “Where is my wandering boy tonight,” she would ask, “and how can we help him to find his way home again?”

“Just light a scandal in the window,” my father would suggest bitterly.

Six SEVENTY SEVEN. — Our house on Fifth Avenue was naturally the center of the social and financial life of New York. Frequent visitors were Andrew Carnegie, Andrew Mellon and Andrew Rockefeller. The bewhiskered George F. Baker and the crimson nosed J. P. Morgan would drop in now and then to ask my advice about some problem of international banking. By sixteen I had lunched and dined with every crowned head in Europe, and I was only too glad to lend them the benefit of my wide experience. Andrew Carnegie was especially kind to my sister and myself, and often gave us libraries.

George F. Baker had a fat gold watch on a chain, and J. P. Morgan carried a handkerchief in the breast-pocket of his coat. Andrew Mellon had a moustache. From my intimate association with these men I was able to learn many other little-known but fascinating facts, such as the fact that Theodore Roosevelt wore glasses with a long black ribbon and showed his teeth when he smiled. Roosevelt often used to send for me to come down to the White House and lend him advice, but I felt it was more his place to come to Six Seventy Seven.

FIFTH VERSUS PARK. — Society in New York is divided into two sets, the Fifth Avenue set and the Park Avenue set. On Saturday nights the boys from the Fifth Avenue set would meet the Park Avenue boys somewhere on East 56th Street and pepper them with cobblestones and bricks until they retreated back to the other side of Madison Avenue again. In return, the Park Avenue set would sometimes storm the Union Club or the New York Yacht Club, but we would lean out of the upper windows and drop paper-bags filled with water on them until they went away. Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, my grandmother, used to explain to me that the Park Avenue set lived over the railroad tracks.

WINNING THE WAR. — My grandmother, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, objected to my going to war. “It really seems too bad, just when we have a nice war started and everybody has bought his or her uniform and we have all these charity Bazaars and Liberty Balls arranged,” she said, “for you to enlist and end the whole social season!” Unfortunately Theodore Roosevelt appealed to me, and I had no choice. “I’m afraid you’ll have to get into it,’ Neil,” said the old Colonel, “because Pershing and Wood and the other generals have written me that they need you to win the war. They want you to go over there and get behind the troops.” So I went over to France, and got behind the troops, pretty far behind, in fact, and sure enough, five years later, the war was over, America winning.

HERE AND THERE. — Society was never the same after the War. We were restless. Before the War we would rent Buckingham Palace from its tenants for the summer — my father, Cornelius Vanderbilt, disliked hotels — or else we would remain sequestered on our yacht at Kiel or at Cowes. Now all was different. Summers we spent in Newport or Europe, winters in New York, Virginia or Florida.

We had several flattering offers from California and Asia, but our family really couldn’t be everywhere.

ADDENDUM: SOCIAL LISTS. — Contrary to popular opinion, no attention whatsoever is paid by the leaders of Society to the names decorating the pages of the numerous social registers. When a social leader prepares to give an elaborate party, she (or he) recognizes the existence of just TWO lists. One, known as “The Backbone of American Society,” includes seventy-five names. The other list contains some hundred-and-fifty names of people on the fringe of Society who didn’t quite make the first list, but who are allowed to drop around after dinner. It is located just below The Backbone of American Society, where the first list sits down.

My grandmother, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, had no use for either list, of course, and used to make up her own register of guests who might attend a function at the Vanderbilt mansion. After numerous weedings and prunings, the final list would emerge as follows:

Mr and Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt Mr and Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt II Mr and Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt III Any other Mr or Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilts up to ten. A dinner at Six Seventy Seven consequently came to be known as “The Vanderbilt Convention.”

 

AN AMUSING INCIDENT. — Should the brother of the former President of the Republic of Bolivia be seated on the right of the hostess and the cousin (by marriage) of the grandson of the late Ethiopian Minister be seated on her left, or vice versa?

Should the impoverished scion of a decadent Russian nobility precede the son of a chain-store grocer who happens to possess several cool millions and a desire to marry the hostess’s daughter, and, if so, how rapidly?

Should the butler decant the wine before serving the guests, or wait till after dinner and decant the guests?

These were but a few of the daily social problems that wracked the household at Six Seventy Seven, and often a nice point in “savoir faire” would arise, such as the problem of seating a visiting pair of Siamese twins on either side of the host. I recall one amusing incident when a foreign nobleman, Mr. X., was invited to dinner, and informed that he was to sit on the right hand of my grandmother, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt. Unfortunately Mr. X. did not understand English idioms any too well, and as a result my grandmother had to eat her entire meal with her left hand. Her right arm was numb to the shoulder before the dinner was over.

PROGRESS. — My great-grandmother, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, could never get used to modern inventions like dial telephones. She was greatly perturbed, for example, when the telephone company informed her that “Vanderbilt” was now “Vanderbilt-5”. “There is only one Vanderbilt,” retorted my great-grandmother crisply, as she ordered her phone taken out.

The remaining contemporary magazine extract is taken from the New Yorker, a publication more youthful than the others, but second to none in its brilliance and originality. As has been said above, it shows, along with all the art of the immediate hour, a sort of hurry and eagerness for effect, a condensation of matter that at times leaves the older generation breathless. But that’s what they ought to be anyway.

 

HOW TO TELL A MAJOR POET FROM A MINOR POET

AMONG THE THOUSANDS of letters which I received two years ago from people thanking me for my article “How to Drive the New Ford” were several containing the request that I “tell them how to distinguish a major poet from a minor poet.” It is for these people that I have prepared the following article, knowing that only through one’s ability to distinguish a major poet from a minor poet may one hope to improve one’s appreciation of, or contempt for, poetry itself.

Take the first ten poets that come into your head — the list might run something like this: Robert Frost, Arthur Guiterman, Edgar Lee Masters, Dorothy Parker, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., Stephen Vincent Benêt, Edwin Arlington Robinson, Lorraine Fay, Berton Braley, Edna St. Vincent Millay. Can you tell, quickly and easily, which are major and which minor? Or suppose you were a hostess and a poet were to arrive unexpectedly at your party, could you introduce him properly: “This is Mr. Lutbeck, the major poet,” or “This is Mr. Schenk, the minor poet”? More likely you would have to say merely: “This is Mr. Masefield, the poet” — an embarrassing situation for both poet and hostess alike.

All poetry falls into two classes: serious verse and light verse. Serious verse is verse written by a major poet; light verse is verse written by a minor poet. To distinguish the one from the other, one must have a sensitive ear and a lively imagination. Broadly speaking, a major poet may be told from a minor poet in two ways: (i) by the character of the verse, (2) by the character of the poet. (Note: it is not always advisable to go into the character of the poet.)

As to the verse itself, let me state a few elementary rules. Any poem starting with “And when” is a serious poem written by a major poet. To illustrate — here are the first two lines of a serious poem easily distinguished by the “And when:”

 

And when, in earth’s forgotten moment, I 

Unbound the cord to which the soul was bound...

 

Any poem, on the other hand, ending with “And how” comes under the head of light verse, written by a minor poet. Following are the last two lines of a “light” poem, instantly identifiable by the terminal phrase:

 

Placing his lips against her brow 

He kissed her eyelids shut. And how.

 

All poems of the latter type are what I call “light by degrees” — that is, they bear evidences of having once been serious, but the last line has been altered. The above couplet, for example, was unquestionably part of a serious poem which the poet wrote in 1916 while at Dartmouth and originally ended:

 

Placing his lips against her brow 

He kissed her eyelids shut enow.

 

It took fourteen years of knocking around the world before he saw how the last line could be revised to make the poem suitable for publication.

While the subject matter of a poem does not always enable the reader to classify it, he can often pick up a strong clue. Suppose, for instance, you were to run across a poem beginning:

When I went down to the corner grocer He asked would I like a bottle of Welch’s grapejuice And I said, “No, Sir.”

You will know that it is a minor poem because it deals with a trademarked product. If the poem continues in this vein:

 

“Then how would you like a package of Jello, 

A can of Del Monte peaches, some Grape Nuts, 

And a box of Rinso — 

 

Or don’t you thin’ so?”

 you may be reasonably sure not only that the verse is “light” verse but that the poet has established some good contacts and is getting along nicely.

And now we come to the use of the word “rue” as a noun. All poems containing the word “rue” as a noun are serious. This word, rhyming as it does with “you,”

“true,”

“parvenu,”

“emu,”

“cock-a-doodle-doo,” and thousands of other words, and occupying as it does a distinguished place among nouns whose meaning is just a shade unclear to most people — this word, I say, is the sort without which a major poet could not struggle along. It is the hallmark of serious verse. No minor poet dares use it, because his very minority carries with it the obligation to be a little more explicit. There are times when he would like to use “rue,” as, for instance, when he is composing a poem in the A. E. Housman manner:

 

When drums were heard in Pelham, 

The soldier’s eyes were blue, 

But I came back through Scarsdale, 

And oh the...

Here the poet would like to get in the word “rue” because it has the right sound, but he doesn’t dare.

So much for the character of the verse. Here are a few general rules about the poets themselves. All poets who, when reading from their own works, experience a choked feeling, are major. For that matter, all poets who read from their own works are major, whether they choke or not. All women poets, dead or alive, who smoke cigars are major. All poets who have sold a sonnet for one hundred and twenty-five dollars to a magazine with a paid circulation of four hundred thousand are major. A sonnet is composed of fourteen lines; thus the payment in this case is eight dollars and ninety-three cents a line, which constitutes a poet’s majority. (It also indicates that the editor has probably been swept off his feet.)

All poets whose work appears in “The Conning Tower” of the Herald Tribune are minor, because the Herald Tribune is printed on uncoated stock — which is offensive to major poets. All poets named Edna St. Vincent Millay are major.

All poets who submit their manuscripts through an agent are major. These manuscripts are instantly recognized as serious verse. They come enclosed in a manila folder accompanied by a letter from the agent:

DEAR MR. — : Here is a new group of Miss McGroin’s poems, called “Seven Poems.” We think they are the most important she has done yet, and hope you will like them as much as we do.

Such letters make a comparatively simple matter for an editor to distinguish between serious and light verse, because of the word “important.”

Incidentally, letters from poets who submit their work directly to a publication without the help of an agent are less indicative but are longer. Usually they are intimate, breezy affairs, that begin by referring to some previously rejected poem that the editor has forgotten about. They begin:

DEAR MR. — : Thanks so much for your friendly note. I have read over “Invulnerable” and I think I see your point, although in line 8 the word “hernia” is, I insist, the only word to quite express the mood. At any rate, here are two new offerings, “Thrush-Bound” and “The Hill,” both of which are rather timely. I suppose you know that Vivien and I have rented the most amusing wee house near the outskirts of Sharon — it used to be a well-house and the well still takes up most of the living-room. We are as poor as church mice but Vivien says, etc., etc., A poet who, in a roomful of people, is noticeably keeping at a little distance and “seeing into” things is a major poet. This poet commonly writes in unrhymed six-foot and seven-foot verse, beginning something like this:

When, once, finding myself alone in a gathering of people, I stood, a little apart, and through the endless confusion of voices...

This is a major poem and you needn’t give it a second thought.

E. B. White There are many more ways of telling a major poet from a minor poet, but I think I have covered the principal ones. The truth is, it is fairly easy to tell the two types apart; it is only when one sets about trying to decide whether what they write is any good or not that the thing really becomes complicated.

 

SYNDICATED LAUGHTER

A GREAT PART of the written humor of the hour finds its way to the reading public in the form of syndicated matter spread broadcast over a wide chain of newspapers. Syndication has become the art of a specialist. Its difficulty lies in the fact that there is wide range of jokes which a syndicate must not crack and funny ideas which it dare not mention, as witness the limitations of the departed days of Prohibition. But the strength of the process lies in the width of the appeal and the opportunity offered to a specialist editor for discovering and promoting writers of rising talent. Just such a specialist is my friend John N. Wheeler, to whose courtesy I am indebted for liberty to reproduce here a recent “release” of the Associated Newspapers from the pen of Mr. H. I. Phillips.

* * * * *

THE ONCE OVER

EXAMINATION FOR RADIO STUDENTS

(“Training for the profession of radio broadcasting is now a course at the University of Michigan.” — News item.)

1. — Write an essay not to exceed 150 words on the influence of popular dentrifices on the American art, music and literature. Include your opinion on the part played by shaving cream manufacturers in the development of American humor.

2. — Which of the following men do you think has had the greatest educational influence on the young?

 

Nicholas Murray Butler.

Joe Penner.

Will Durant.

Jack Pearl.

Walter Lippman.

3. — Name the authors of the following famous phrases or exclamations within the time limit specified after each:

“Yowsir!” (Two seconds.)

“Damn the torpedoes, go ahead!” (Two hours.) “Millions for defense, but not one cent for tribute.” (One-half day.)

“Wanna buy a duck?” (One-half minute.)

“If that be treason, make the most of it!” (Three hours.)

“Vas you dere, Sharlie?” (Three seconds.)

* * * * *

4. — Rate in the order of their importance in their influence on the American home the following noted persons:

George Washington.

Ed Wynn.

Lowell of Harvard.

Vallee of Yale.

Roosevelt and Garner.

Amos and Andy.

Ethel Barrymore.

Gracie Allen.

Franklin D. Roosevelt.

Fred Allen.

5. — Write a 200-word treatise on the advantages of the hill-billy craze in giving employment to entertainers who have never been south of Fourteenth Street, New York City, in their entertainment careers, and state which instrument you think the American public is more familiar with, the grand piano or the musical saw.

6. — State whether you believe Ed Wynn has been greatly benefited in prestige by his affiliation with a well-known brand of gasoline, or whether you think the gasoline has been greatly benefited by the affiliation with Wynn.

7. — Study the following titles and see if you can correctly identify the persons associated with them within the time prescribed:

The Father of His Country. (Ten minutes.)

The Fire Chief. (One second.)

The Great Emancipator. (Fifteen minutes.)

The Old Maestro. (Fifteen seconds.)

H. I. PHILLIPS.

* * * * *

SYNDICATE SNAPSHOTS

ITINERANT

Some find their heart On a Capri isle; Oh, Cupid’s dart Goes many a mile.

Some find amorous, Ardent yen In a clamorous Five-and-ten.

In little gypsy 

Tea roomsy few, 

Becoming tipsy, 

Strange maids woo.

* * *

Many the places where 

Cupid struts — 

 

When a writer of modern Songs goes nuts!

SAM MICHAEL GEVINS.

* * * * *

It looks as if the big munitions salesman is in for a tough winter and might wind up writing sentimental verse for the holiday greeting cards.

* * * * *

F. W. C. insists that after a trip over the country and a careful review of the American scene he thinks the buggy days are back.

* * * * *

GENU-(RE)-FLECTIONS

When a man picks on someone his own size he often becomes extremely modest in his own estimation of himself.

* * * * *

Poverty is a point of view; wealth is a view with alarm. * * * * *

Introspection is like peeking through the keyhole at a directors’ meeting: the room is too full of smoke to see anything.

% %

Johnson accused someone of having ants in his pants, but said nothing about the fellows with termites in their hats.

CHARLES CORWIN.

* * * * *

Add similes: As successful as a motorcycle cop selling tickets for the policemen’s ball.

* * * * *

WHY JOB SEEKERS GO MAD

“WANTED — Superintendent, 50 footer, 25 furnished apartments; #30 monthly. 1497 Times.” — New York Times.

* * * * *

Better bring your stilts.

* * * * *

George Sterney says everybody is wondering whatever became of Mahatma Ghandi. He thinks he famished into thin air.

* * * * *

(Copyright, 1935, by the Associated Newspapers.)

 

THE COLUMNIST

A HUNDRED YEARS AGO there used to flourish a clever type of journalist called a “penny-a-liner.” The designation meant that he could write readily and easily on anything and everything. He has been reincarnated within the last generation, at much higher rates, in the form of the “Columnist.” No metropolitan newspaper is complete nowadays without its quaint and amusing column of odds and ends, little jests and gentle aphorisms, about anything or nothing, so it be enveloped in an atmosphere of human kindliness. From the fever and fret of the day’s news one turns with relief to the “column” as one turns from the noise of the city to the seclusion of a shaded square. It is not so very long since B. L. T. (Bert Taylor) first began filling up an odd column for the fun of the thing in the intervals of his work as a reporter. Franklin P. Adams and perhaps one or two others began the same kind of thing at about the same time. They were at first like Iliads without a Homer. Now the work has expanded until the “American Columnists” begin to outrank in literature the Greek Sophists and the Welsh Bards and the Italian Cinquecentisti. Most of us think them better anyway.

To quote from “columns” is like exhibiting bricks to show a house. In a kindred book to this I have gathered together some samples of the real thing in column work which are here reproduced (with my permission).

* * * * *

“The Church cannot be holy on Sunday and worldly on Monday,” says Bishop Freeman, of Washington. Bishop, you’d be surprised.

MALCOLM BINGAY, Detroit Free Press.

One of those Earnest Minds writes me a circular letter wanting to know what 10 books I would enjoy reading most. Ten that I have not read.

M. B.

Minneapolis reports a seven-pound baby born to a 48 pound midget. Just a block off the old chip.

M. B.

Of course, the people could go and mine their own coal, and we suppose an elephant might rise his own peanuts.

DON MARQUIS.

Poetry is not what a poet creates. It is what creates poets.

D. M.

A gasoline war, now that prices are rising, is said to be imminent. Ho! for the stormy petrol!

FRANKLIN P. ADAMS.

 

A WREATH FOR WILL ROGERS

THESE SAMPLES of the humor of the hour may fittingly conclude with a tribute to Will Rogers, whose death came as a personal shock to the millions to whom his name seemed that of a merry companion. When Will Rogers met his sudden and tragic fate in an airplane disaster on August 16, 1935, the newspapers quoted in tribute to his memory some of the innumerable aphorisms and wisecracks of which he was the author. Among them were the following: * * * * *

A hotel was named after Rogers in Claremore, a six-story building which he boasted had more bathrooms than Buckingham Palace. “I use to envy General Grant and Jesse James because they had cigars named after them. But shucks now I’ve kinda got it on ’em.”

* * * * *

On being criticized once for the liberties he took with the rules of syntax he asked: “Syntax. What’s that? Sounds like bad news.”

When he found out it meant grammar, he laughed and replied: “Didn’t know they were buying grammar now. I’m just so dumb I had a notion it was thoughts and ideas.”

* * * * *

In referring to the English and the Americans, in his radio in celebration of the Silver Jubilee of the King and Queen May 6, 1935, he said: “We both have manners and customs that drive each other pretty near crazy and an American with a mouthful of chewing gum can get on your nerves (an Englishman) almost as much as an Englishman can with only one eye full of monocle can get on ours, but after all, neither commodity contributed to the success the nations have made.

“We will never have trouble with each other, England, you or us. We both have humor. If we started to fight, we would have to stop in the middle and start laughing at each other. I don’t know — you are naturally funny to us and we are like a mickey mouse cartoon to you.”

THE END


Humor and Humanity
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PREFACE
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THE AUTHOR HAS given to this book the title Humor and Humanity, rather than the obvious and simple title Humor, in order to emphasize his opinion that the essence of humor is human kindliness. It is this element in humor which has grown from primitive beginnings to higher forms: which lends to humor the character of a leading factor in human progress, and which is destined still further to enhance its utility to mankind.

STEPHEN LEACOCK.

McGill University.


Chapter I. ON THE NATURE OF HUMOR
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HUMOR MAY BE defined as the kindly contemplation of the incongruities of life, and the artistic expression thereof. This definition may be compared (to its advantage) with the famous dictum of Immanuel Kant that the ludicrous is “an affection arising from the sudden transformation of a strained expectation into nothing.” Kant’s idea seems to go off with a pop and vanish. Even Henri Bergson’s assertion that “the comic is something mechanical encrusted upon the living,” would leave some readers unsatisfied. Aristotle said that what is laughable is merely a subdivision of what is ugly, involving some defect that is not connected with pain or injury. Aristotle only said this as a casual remark in his Poetics, but it contains the essential element which the word kindly in the definition is meant to convey.

In any case it is difficult to make a definition of humor, or of wit or of the ludicrous, or any cognate terms, short enough for easy understanding, without leaving out important considerations. Thus humor, quite obviously, may mean either the expression in art (words, or pictures, or pantomime) of the incongruities of life, or the sense in us which enables us to express it. We can talk of a book of humor, or of the humor of the man who wrote it. As Kant would say, if we let him, the word is either objective or subjective. But the essence of the definition lies in the word ‘kindly,’ and the central theme in the present work is to show the development of this aspect of humor from ruder and more primitive beginnings to the higher reach and the deeper significance which it has now attained. But before we can come to that there is much ground to be traversed.

 

With honorable exceptions, books on humor are written by people who haven’t any. The work is left to writers on philosophy and psychology, and it is amazing how dull scientific people can be when they try. It is a tradition that they must not be bright. Our language is replete with the buried metaphors of such words as ‘depth,’ and ‘profundity’ and ‘weight,’ as terms of praise; and ‘superficiality,’ ‘lightness,’ etc., as terms of disparagement. They do not correspond to fact. The surface is the best thing to see. A lark sees more of the surface of the earth than the earthworm. For a broad view of anything we ought to need a ‘superficial’ man. In this way we talk of a ‘weighty argument,’ as if argument should be as heavy as a bag of cement, whereas in reality good argument should be as light as a high explosive.

Written over the portals of the library of a certain great university is the legend “Learning Maketh a Full Man.” It seems a very stodgy conception. It ought to make him light as air, able to hop like a humming bird among the flowers of scholarship. But popular fancy will not have it so. The scholar must be heavy, and full and dull, and the public will take him at his own estimate. Such a conception is seen in the heavy ‘doctors of divinity’ of the eighteenth century, to whom the poet Jemmy Thompson was referring when he described a “doctor of tremendous paunch, awful and deep, a black abyss of drink.” These men had replaced the lean ascetic scholarship of the monasteries, and had been left side-tracked when the newer men moved to the newer things, mathematics and natural science. To the yokels and squires about them they seemed ponderous and profound with unspoken thought. In reality they were probably too full in the evening and too sleepy in the morning either to say or to think a great deal. But they have left their mark upon our literature and our traditions in the cult of dullness which obsesses us. Learning should be bright and luminous, as cheerful as Sydney Smith, as optimistic as Leonardo da Vinci: gloom, like that of Carlyle, mostly means indigestion.

So, too, it has come about that even our laughter is decried. When the poet talked of the “loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind,” he meant to express approval — a mind free from care. But popular interpretation shifted the word vacant to mean idiotic. ‘Idle laughter’ is contrasted with ‘profound reflection,’ as if it were better to be puzzled than to be happy, to look inwards instead of outwards. When Gratiano says, “Let me play the fool!” his auditors think, “Certainly, you’re just the man fit for it.” Compare also, “Alas poor Yorick! I knew him well, a fellow of infinite jest”: but Yorick is dead, and death covers all our faults. Fellows of infinite jest, when alive, are rated low.

Many people recall Oliver Wendell Holmes’s saying, so often quoted that it is always new: “The clown knows very well that the women are not in love with him but with Hamlet, the fellow in the black cloak and plumed hat. The wit knows that his place is at the tail of the procession.”

There was in the United States, in the days of Abraham Lincoln, a bygone Senator called Corwin — affectionately and for everybody — Tom Corwin. He was a great man and he knew it. He had the intellect and the energy and the goodwill to lead a nation: and he was aware of it. But the world didn’t know it, because Tom Corwin was always full of fun and valued a joke and a laugh more than solemn silence. Sometime before his end he left to the world the legacy of his leading thought. “The world,” he said, “has a contempt for the man who amuses it. You must be solemn, solemn as an ass. All the great monuments on earth have been erected over the graves of solemn asses.”

 

What we are saying, then, is that people who sit down to write books on humor are scientific people, philosophical analysers who feel that they must make something serious, something real out of it, and show us that humor can, in the proper hands, be made as dull and as respectable as philology or epistemology.

Hence the elaborate analysis and the elaborate definitions and distinctions. One contemporary writer, for example, has a whole book to elucidate what ‘nonsense’ is and how to distinguish what is nonsensical from what is ‘ludicrous,’ or ‘ridiculous’ or ‘absurd’ or ‘funny’ or ‘comical.’ All these words run so closely together, with shades of meaning at once so obvious and so impalpable, like the blending colors of the rainbow, that it is as unprofitable as it is futile to try to reduce their meanings to a contrasted scheme of gradations. When Euclid says, “Which is absurd,” he doesn’t mean us to break into a roar of laughter. Is a ridiculous thing the same as a comical thing? It doesn’t matter. To what extent is a ‘funny’ man also a ‘witty’ man? Perhaps he is, and perhaps he isn’t. Is ‘ludicrous’ the same as ‘laughable’? Sometimes yes, sometimes no. One modern analyst of humor has a whole chapter on the “varieties of the laughable,” distinguishing twelve main divisions with three or four subdivisions of each. It appears that you can make a man laugh in about forty different ways, including tickling his ribs, telling him a dirty story, or informing him very suddenly that his wife has eloped.

The opinion may be ventured that such attempts at intensive classification and analysis are out of place. It is characteristic of the psychology of the hour, and of its application to literary criticism, that it tries to emulate the exact quantitative methods of natural science with results worse than useless. You cannot weigh an argument in a balance, measure social forces with a slide rule, and resolve humor with a spectroscope.

 

Most writers, despairing of a satisfactory condensed definition of humor, fall back on the origin of the word itself. Beginning, then, in this plain way, we may say that humor, in point of etymology, is an elusive word that has come twisting down the centuries and through the languages. As a Latin word it meant simply wetness, a meaning still found in our humid and humidity. But ‘wetness’ took on a special meaning in connection with the medical theories and practice of Hippocrates and his successors and so ‘humour’ came to mean the liquid currents flowing through the human body. On these four humours — the blood, the phlegm, the yellow bile and the black bile — depended all of man’s health and vitality: the humours passed from their ‘crude’ state through ‘coction’ and ‘crisis’ and ‘expulsion’ — things only dimly intelligible to the polite mind. If all went well, the man was in health; if not, disease appeared. The man was then in an ‘ill-humour,’ or ‘out of humour.’ The physician’s task was to help nature to keep the man in ‘good humour.’ But later on, in the Middle Ages, people had forgotten all about Hippocrates, and the word ‘humour’ shifted into a general meaning of ‘disposition,’ ‘temperament.’ The medical idea was out of it. This is the way in which we mostly find it used by Shakespeare’s characters. “You’ll ask me,” says Shylock to the Duke of Venice, “why I rather choose to have a weight of carrion flesh than to receive three thousand ducats? I’ll not answer that, but say, it is my humour.”

From this usage it was easy for the word to branch off in either of two contrasted directions. ‘Humour’ could be used to mean ‘caprice,’ ‘whim,’ ‘wilfulness’; or it could be used to imply something rather odd, or exceptional or incongruous. It was this last meaning which presently vanquished and overcame all others, giving us our modern word humor, which grew at length to imply not merely incongruity but something pleasing and amusingly incongruous. But the word only settled down to this meaning in recent times. In the days between those of Shakespeare and the Victorian age the word still ran a wider gamut of meaning. Dr. Johnson in his famous Lexicon of 1755 gave a list of nine definitions of humor running all the way from ‘moisture’ through ‘temper’ and ‘jocularity’ to ‘caprice.’

Even at the end of the eighteenth and well into the nineteenth century, the word was still used in quaint archaic ways, many of which to-day would themselves strike us as ‘humorous.’ Take this example. There was written about a century and a half ago a goody-goody book (which used to be read to all good children) entitled Sandford and Merton. It told the story of two little boys, Tommy Merton, the rich and spoiled offspring of a West Indian planter, and Harry Sandford, the humble but virtuous son of Farmer Sandford. The rich little boy being placed along with the poor little boy under the tutorship of a Mr. Barlow, himself a paragon of conduct and information, is brought to an entire change of character and reflects the white light of unselfishness in which live Mr. Barlow and little Harry. Mr. Merton, grateful for his son’s moral regeneration, wishes to do something for Farmer Sandford. He offers him a closed pocket-book as “a slight proof of his sentiments.” We are told that: — 

“Mr. Sandford, who was a man of sense and humour, took the book, and examining the inside found that it contained bank-notes to the amount of some hundred pounds. He then carefully shut it up again and returned it to Mr. Merton.” Just where the fun came in, we are not told. Perhaps it was because Merton in the sequel gave the farmer a team of horses worth a good deal more than the pocket-book.

 

So much for the etymology and the changing meaning of the word humor. If we, then, ask what the origin and what the development of the thing we now call humor, we can find light by shifting the enquiry from humor itself to the parallel and cognate phenomenon of laughter. Humor itself, as we know it now and as we have defined it above, with the element of human kindliness as its most essential ingredient, could not have existed in the twilight of primitive civilization. But laughter, a physiological phenomenon, appears earlier in a definite and recognizable form and laughter is at least closely connected with humor. It is true that many humorous people seldom laugh and that many people with little sense of humor laugh a great deal. Yet the two go together. A very good practical test of a funny story, for example, is whether people laugh at it.

It will be found, indeed, that the discussions of an earlier time from Aristotle to Hazlitt, turn rather on what is laughter than on what is humor. Now laughter is as old as human speech and no doubt far older. Our use of language grew up, like everything else in our make-up and our actions, from imperceptible beginnings. Just how speech started is a matter on which scholars fail to agree. Perhaps it began with attempts at vocal imitation of nature’s sounds — splashes and crashes and whizzes and of the bow-wow’s and baa’s of our animal cousins. Perhaps it began with physical exclamations as when a man says ‘Whoof!’ on a terribly hot day, or in a sort of rhymic nerve stimulus to action as when sailors work to a ‘chanty,’ or a clown hops on the stage with a ‘ta-ra-ra-boom-de-eh!’ No doubt the definite significance of words was preceded by the understood significance of undertones, of whines and growls and barks, that we still instinctively use when we talk to a dog or a baby or to a sweetheart. These undertones, indeed, still lie beneath our speech and a lot of its meaning and emphasis is derived from them. Professors bark. Bankers grunt. Retired colonels snort. Lovers purr, and dowagers neigh. Take all the growls and grunts out of language, and you have the toneless talk of the radio announcer — vox et praeterea nihil — admirable for information, but powerless to persuade.

But most of all, we laugh. This is a physiological trick carried down from our monkey days. Aristotle is scarcely correct when he says that man is the only laughing animal. There is good ground for saying that the primates all laugh — the word here being used to include not only archbishops and bishops, but orangoutangs, gorillas and chimpanzees. The ‘laughing jackass’ is another case in point, while the loon of the Canadian lakes emits a sardonic laugh more mocking than anything human. It would be distressing to have one in a lecture audience.

But the laughter of mankind was more and more specialized to one particular line of development. Its first origin, if we may believe what seems the likeliest physiological conjecture, was in a sort of shout of exultation or triumph, the cry of the savage over his fallen enemy, the ‘Ha! Ha!’ of the stage villain, or its mild and gentle transformation into the ‘merry ha! ha!’ given to a man in a minor discomfiture. This idea, that laughter originated in ‘exultation,’ at least fits in with the familiar dictum of Plato that we laugh at the misfortunes of others for joy that we do not share them. It squares exactly with the remarks of the philosopher Thomas Hobbes, of the seventeenth century, who expressed his incisive thought with a point and brilliance given to few. “The passion of laughter,” he says, “is nothing else but a sudden glory arising from sudden conception of some eminency in ourselves, by comparison with the inferiority of others, or with our own formerly.” This is wonderful, and carries us all the way from the exulting laugh of the triumphant savage to the ‘mocking laugh’ of the melodrama.

It thus appears that our sense of humor, like so much else about us, sprang from lowly and even discreditable origins. With certain races of mankind, humor never seems to have got beyond this primitive brutal stage of cruel exultation. This is the laughter of the original American Indian, a being well calculated to carry off the Solemnity Prize in the history of mankind. From all we read of him he was a creature without humor. “A Roman Senate,” says the historian Francis Parkman, “might have taken a lesson from the grave solemnity of an Indian council. In the midst of his family and friends he hides his affections under a mask of icy coldness. . . . In his feasts and drinking bouts we find none of that robust and full-toned mirth which reigned at the rude carousals of our barbaric ancestry. He is never jovial in his cups, and maudlin sorrow and maniacal rage are the sole result of his potations.”

A contemporary writer has added to the words of Parkman a similar judgment expressed in verse.

The Painted Indian rides no more,

He stands — at a Tobacco Store,

His cruel face proclaims afar

The terror of the cheap cigar.

The Indian, indeed, has not been without his defenders. Modern scholarship is seldom content to let a good thing alone. So we find a recent American writer in an entertaining Clinic on the Comic telling us that the Indian “is given to abundant laughter in the seclusion of his own wig-wam or camp-fire.” It may be so. Few of us have been privileged to penetrate the seclusion of the wig-wam; and to be secluded in a camp-fire seems a little painful. In any case the remarks could only refer to the Indian of later times, damaged by contact with the whites. The laugh of the original Indian was limited to his yells of exultation.

But it would be a great error to build up a theory that primitive races laugh less or have less sense of humor than civilized peoples. In many cases it appears the other way. Negroes — whether in African forests, or in slave-gangs in the rice-fields, or on the west side of Chicago — can always laugh more and at much less than white people. Their sense of humor, if we look at the sheer quantity of it as compared with its texture, is no doubt greater. It is like electricity measured by flow, not force. There’s an awful lot of it but at a low voltage. Probably most of our ancestors were more or less of this type, their huge guffaws over nothing contrasting with our modern audiences half ashamed to laugh, and our Nestors disdaining even to smile. It is probably that with all the exquisite development of our humor from primitive fun to refined reflection, the power to laugh at it grows less — the hearty, open and unrestrained laugh passing out of our common possession and becoming a rarity or a stage trick.

We are saying, then, that humor had its origin in exultation. This theory has of course been frequently denied as has every other theory about everything else. But taking it by and large, and with all the hypothetical character that goes with all discussion of primitive beginnings, it can at least stand as something between a working hypothesis and an accepted truth. Humor meant exultation, the sense of personal triumph over one’s adversary, or the sense of delight in seeing something — anything — demolished or knocked out of shape. In such a form it was older than written language, and no doubt older than language itself, belonging in the age of grunts and barks out of which language arose. It expressed itself in action, not in words. We can find still plenty of traces of this primitive humor existing to-day. A broken umbrella with the ribs sticking out through the cloth looks ‘funny’: a clown with a mouth far too big and a little pill-box hat far too small, looks ‘funny.’ He stands for the demolition or destruction of the human face as it is and the hat as it should be. A practical joke such as putting a bent pin on a schoolmaster’s chair, or having a water-pot upset on an unsuspecting head, a cigar which lights only to explode — all these effects recall to us the wordless humor of primitive man. The moving pictures in their comic effects contain bucketfuls of it. They turn the world upside down when Mickey Mouse and such defy, and demolish, in their speed and their transformations, all the laws of the physical universe. They take a laugh out of Isaac Newton.

Even in our written literature of humor, in that part of it which we call comic, we can still reach back to these primitive effects. That cheerful genius, the late Captain Harry Graham of the Ruthless Rhymes, could turn us all back into laughing savages by the happy trick of turning back the clock a few thousand years and inviting us to participate in a simple joy at the misfortunes of others.

Grandpapa fell down a drain,

Couldn’t scramble out again.

Now he’s floating down the sewer,

There’s one grandpapa the fewer.

We call such things as this comic, little thinking how far back it reaches and how thoroughly it would be appreciated by a Potawatami Indian.

But from the earliest stages of human development malice had to take account of the contrary principle of sympathy. It was a conflict of light and darkness, long as the ages. Most of us would agree, though some would try to deny it, that the human race on the whole has improved in moral outlook; not so much perhaps in spirituality of outlook, ‘other-worldliness,’ for this seems to be slipping away; but at least in an increased sense of sympathy with the pain and suffering of others. The notion of the deliberate infliction of pain disturbs us as it seldom disturbed the earlier races of mankind. In us are yet tendencies that can still sweep us into mob-brutality, and wild and sudden cruelty. But what was once the rule is now the exception and what was once indifference is now distress.

As a consequence humor, all through the period that we call civilization, has been undergoing a refining process. The ‘exultation’ must somehow keep away the reality of harm and arise as it were out of the appearance of it. It is no longer funny if grandpapa disappears down a sewer, but if he sits down in a puddle, it is. A man with a broken leg trying to walk is not comic, as it seems to have been to the Greek gods whose sense of humor was low. They laughed, it will be recalled, when Hephaestus fell out of heaven and went limping round with a broken leg. But we of to-day would keep our ‘Homeric laughter’ for a man who had slipped on a banana peel, or limped with ‘pins and needles’ and wasn’t really hurt.

Humor, in other words, changed from a basis of injury or destruction, to what one may describe as a basis of ‘incongruity’ or ‘maladjustment.’ It is in this form that it began to find its place more and more with the rise of literature when the spoken and written word becomes the prevalent method of communication of human beings in place of the pantomime and grunts and direct action of primitive beings. And more and more it became possible to derive humorous satisfaction out of the incongruities of speech itself, queer inconsistencies and oddities of speech. So that ‘wit’ comes into being as the general name for humorous expression, turning upon or accompanied by, verbal effects. In later chapters these will be considered in further detail.

It becomes therefore a principal thesis of this treatise that both the sense of humor and the expression of it undergo in the course of history an upward and continuous progress. Its advance has necessarily been rather in zigzags and spirals than in a straight line. No one would suppose that everything in each century is better than in the one before. But viewed in a broad way, as seen from a great altitude, the movement is recognized to be of that sort. But as with every attempt to reduce our knowledge to an orderly and regular outline, we meet serious difficulties at the very outset. Many classical scholars would assure us that the comic drama of the Greeks, as exemplified by Aristophanes, has never been surpassed, just as they hold that the tragic drama also, to say nothing of history and philosophy, were cast in a mould that broke when Athens fell.

It is a point that is discussed later on in this volume. But at least few will claim that the ‘humor’ of the Romans — whether we mean by it what they had inside them or what they managed to express, was in any way on a par with ours. Humor cannot smile at an arena.

The Dark Ages may have been the age of inner light. But it was not an era of lambent wit. Mediæval scholars got little further than the mere wit of pedantry, anagrams and acrostics, with no other merit than that of getting fun out of grammar, which is like getting water out of sand. Rude fun, of course, there was in the ‘people’s plays’ that helped, along with God’s miracles, to create our drama. But it was rude: it was horseplay — what horses would write if they could. We reach the time of Chaucer and again the scholars shake their heads at us and defy us to produce again the humor of the Canterbury Tales. To answer would be to quarrel. But we may at least hint that their judgment is historical and relative. Only when we reach the Elizabethan and post-Elizabethan age, with Shakespeare and Molière, are we in the presence of humor of the highest class. But it is still the eminence of the single mountain, all the taller for its isolation. The general level is far lower. Indeed as the land rises the mountains lose their apparent height and no new eminence seems to be equal to the old.

We observe how human converse and manners soften with the later Stuarts. Here breathes the soft atmosphere of tobacco, quickened with the genial stimulus of the coffee berry, and moist with the soft dew of the tea-plant, replacing the everlasting bellyful of semialcoholic swill on which our ruder ancestors were roused to fury and soused to slumber. The new age sees the beginning of real toleration, of inquisitive science, and of the geniality in literature that finds voice in the humor of the Steeles, the Addisons and the Goldsmiths.

As we pass into the nineteenth century we seem to move from sun-flecked shadow into the open sun. For the modern world it is high noon when the century is well in, and with Charles Dickens the sun is at its very zenith. With the great humor of the nineteenth century, with Mr. Pickwick, with Huckleberry Finn, with Tartarin, we find ourselves in our own world. We are still in its sunshine. But whether it is lessening we cannot tell. With our descent to our own day, we have lost our altitude of vision.

Yet it is not implied in this thesis that the movement of the humorous impulse or the expression of the humorous idea was in all cases consistently inspired by human kindliness. The original devil of malice was not so easily exorcized. It still survives. The development of humor was not always and exclusively of a refining character. One is tempted to think that perhaps the original source parted into two streams. In one direction flowed, clear and undefiled, the humor of human kindliness. In the other, the polluted waters of mockery and sarcasm, the ‘humor’ that turned to the cruel sports of rough ages, the infliction of pain as a perverted source of pleasure, and even the rough horseplay, the practical jokes and the impish malice of the schoolboy. Here belongs ‘sarcasm’ — that scrapes the flesh of human feeling with a hoe — the sardonic laugh (by derivation a sort of rictus of the mouth from a poison weed), the sneer of the scoffer, and the snarl of the literary critic as opposed to the kindly tolerance of the humorist. Not even death, if we may believe the spiritualists, terminates the evil career of the practical joker. He survives as the thing called a ‘poltergeist’ in German — or a something or other in English — a malicious noisy spirit, haunting for haunting’s sake, and unfortunately beyond the grasp of the law.

Yet undeterred by this malicious counterpart, humor goes upon its way, moving from lower to higher forms, from cruelty to horseplay, from horseplay to wit, from wit to the higher ‘humor of character’ (independent of the single phrase) and beyond that to its highest stage as the humor of life itself. Here tears and laughter are joined, and our little life, incongruous and vain, is rounded with a smile.


Chapter II. THE EXPRESSION OF HUMOR: WORDS

[image: img117.jpg]

WE TURN FROM considering the general nature of humor to the question of its expression, which means the way in which it is ‘put over.’ Indeed, one may revert to etymology and say that the expression of humor means the way it is expressed, or ‘pressed out,’ like wine from grapes as it were. First we may discuss the humor got out of mere words, that is, incongruities found in the words themselves, probably the most primitive method of humor conveyed in language as apart from pantomime, gesture and action. When we see dogs at play we realize that they have reached the humor of action — elusive dodging, artful nipping of the hind leg, etc. This means more than the mere ‘learning to fight’ which some biologists see in it, a sort of survival quality to sustain the evolution of dogs. It has in it the quite different element of ‘fun,’ of nascent humor. But dogs never get beyond this. If they could start a series of funny barks, imitative barks, wrong kind of barks, and do barking for barking’s sake, that would be the dawning humor of words. But they don’t.

Primitive races must have begun very early to find incongruities in their first beginnings of speech that would make the first beginnings of verbal humor. The kind of languages that they used, agglutinative, and made of combinations of repeated monosyllables all alike till rearranged or ‘resung’ in a different way, would lend themselves to it. The Chinese language, still of this form, must be, if I understand it right, one enormous pun. It is as if one struck in English such combinations as “Let’s have a ship-shape shop!” Compare the rapid remark of the busy French butcher—”À qui sont ces saucissons-ci et à qui sont ces saucissons là?” or the immortal “Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers.”

Thus do we notice little children just beginning to talk mutter a word, and then fall to laughing at it. We are here witnessing the child repeat, as it does in all things, the evolution of the race. The little creature is back in Asia, fifty thousand years ago. It would be greatly to be desired that some properly equipped scholar should make an investigation and write a work on “Primitive Humor.” No doubt many scholars, anthropologists, have come very close to the topic: but the doubt is whether they are properly equipped. A blind man cannot write on sight.

From the point of view of the world of the last three thousand years, the world of written books, the earliest forms of ‘fun with words’ seem to be found in repetition, in rhythm, in alliteration, in double sense to single sound (puns), and in queer scholarly trickeries of language such as anagrams, acrostics, and crossword puzzles.

Repetition, saying a thing twice over — and ‘then some’ — is one of the oldest and most obvious methods of emphasis, of imitation and, in a sense, of amusement. We still revert to it very naturally when we talk of a ‘long, long way,’ a ‘big, big man’ or in the familiar ‘very, very’ so much used in England. One has the idea (quite unprovable) that this is more habitual in the Old World than the New — English people are more apt to talk of the ‘blue, blue sky’, lingering on its blueness, than we are in the New World. We make it blue and let it go at that, in too big a hurry for a second coat of color. But I think we lose something of the simple emphasis of repetition. Such a phrase as ‘my old, old friend’ is better than ‘my old friend, if he will permit me to call him so, having known him for forty, I think it is forty, years.’ Repetition is also used, and always has been, for imitation — such words as hippety-hop, clopin-clopant, bumpety-bump.

Repetition as used for whole phrases and apart from single words is also based on the principle of conservatism, of liking to meet an old friend again, or enjoying again a sensation once before enjoyed. Thus Homer keeps on saying “tell Hector with the waving plume,” though he could easily have distinguished him more briefly as T. W. Hector. There is a well-worn story of a curate who could not, apparently, grasp the excellence of this primitive principle of repetition which is nowhere better illustrated than in the Old Testament. Finding that the text of the Lesson he had to read kept repeating the words “harp, flute, sackbut, psaltery and dulcimer,” he substituted the phrase “the band as before.” That curate should have lived in Kansas.

But repetition used, so to speak, for ‘fun,’ was born early and has never died. How easily we reach out for such nicknames as Jo-Jo or Poppo-Poppo: how instinctively we accept such a combination as Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-eh, and how pleasant it is to know that there is actually an American newspaper that carries on its title-page “The Walla-Walla Wahoo, Walla-Walla, Wash.”

Repetition verges close on what may be called ‘rhythm,’ meaning combinations of words that have a special appeal by adding sound to sense. ‘Rhyme’ is of course the most obvious example, but metrical forms, and any combination of spoken sounds that please the ear, are of the same class. At times the sound used in speech imitates the sound of the thing discussed — onomatopoeic forms, as the grammarians called them. Rhythm is far more used for beauty than for humor, for harmony rather than for incongruity. But at times we get amusement out of sets of words for their very lack of rhythm — lucus a non lucendo. Compare, for example, Tom Hood’s line:

“Even is come and from the dark park, hark.”

Sometimes a set of syllables becomes so smooth and rhythmical and flows so easily that we can’t understand what they mean, which sets up an incongruity between the appearance of speech and the fact of unintelligibility.

“Didon dina dit-on du dos d’un dodu dindon.”

French lends itself especially to such over-rhythms as this, being, in spite of its beauty, a highly unintelligible language — at least to the dull Anglo-Saxon ear. When two comfortable middle-aged Frenchmen sit side by side in easy chairs in converse, it is hard for our ears to tell whether they are talking or just gargling.

In the highest class of comic verse (a theme which deserves a volume) the very ease of the rhythm becomes, as it were, a source of humor. No one excelled in this the late W. S. Gilbert, many of whose lines became laughable for what seems the very aptness, the inevitability, of the rhythmical effect.

“It’s grasped a better hand than yourn — 

Come, gov’nor, I insist!”

The Captain stared! the bo’sun glared — 

The hand became a fist!

(The Bab Ballads.)

People might well keep repeating “the hand became a fist” and chuckling over it, just as a baby chuckles over the words it learns to say.

The device of alliteration — the reappearance of one and the same letter — used as a means of emphasis or of amusement, seems also to go back as far as written language and no doubt further. The Anglo-Saxon used it in what they understood to be poetry. Lines of Cynewulf, ‘improved’ into modern English, read

Winsome is the wold theere: There the wealds are green,

Spacious spread below the skies; there may neither snow nor rain,

Nor the furious air of frost, nor the flare of fire, etc., etc.

The device, however, is as young as it is old. In America, at least, alliterative combinations are still created afresh, with every decade, with almost every day— ‘sob-sisters’ and ‘lounge-lizards’ and ‘boy-bandits,’ ad infinitum.

The alliterative newspaper heading has been used, and over-used, in America for a generation. An American newspaper man making up a title instinctively looks for alliteration. He cannot bear to write “Criminal Escapes”; he would sooner sacrifice some of the meaning and write “Vandal Vamps,” or “Dangerous Desperado Disappears.” It always defies analysis to see why alliterate headings should carry emphasis unless it is, or was once long ago, for the shock of surprise: and since then it is mere custom. It is easier to see why alliterative combinations are, or once were, ‘funny’: there is an evident incongruity of language, a piece of ‘fun with words.’

But of all mere devices of language the one that stands supreme through the ages, denounced and execrated but refusing to die, is the pun. Expellas furco, tamen usque recurrit. By a pun is meant the use of a word or phrase which has two meanings which the context brings into a glaring incongruity. Thus when Tom Hood writes of a veteran of the Peninsular War that he had “left his leg in Badajoz’s breeches,” we get at once a marvellous contrast and incongruity between what has happened to him, and what seems to have, but didn’t. The pun in and of itself is just a matter of words, vox et praeterea nihil, and this is why it has been so roundly and so soundly execrated. An execrable pun (the phrase clings to it) is one that has no other point to it than just the similarity of word sounds. “He who would make a pun would pick a pocket,” Dr. Johnson is said to have said but didn’t say, or didn’t say first. But a pun may have a saving grace as well. The combination may be so ingenious that the very ingenuity pleases. It tickles us, so to speak. Let us take in proof a well-known story. There was an heroic poem, by Thomas Campbell, on the battle of Hohenlinden (a.d. 1800) which caught the attention of the English world of that day and which began:

On Linden when the sun was low,

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow,

And dark as winter was the flow

Of Iser rolling rapidly.

That’s the introduction, take that for granted. Now it happened that the witty someone-or-other, attempting to pay an evening call on his friend Campbell, and finding the stairway narrow and dark, slipped and fell with a great deal of clatter down the stairway. Campbell, hearing the noise, put his head out of his door at the top of the landing and called, “What’s that?” To which his falling friend called back, “I, sir, rolling rapidly.”

There is no sense in this, no philosophy or reflection, but the “cussed” ingenuity of it appeals to us. Take this further example.

It is related of the famous American humorist Bill Nye, who flourished at a time when puns were still permitted, and even enjoyed in America, that he was once introduced to Sir Mackenzie Bowell (rhyming with howl), a leading Canadian statesman of the day, and asked him very modestly if he was one of the “Bowels of Compassion, Ohio.” There is no sense in this, no meaning and no depth; and perhaps there never were any Bowels of Compassion, Ohio, anyway. But the parallel of sound is so ingenious and so complete that it appeals. Indeed, as will presently be seen in the case of anagrams, it seems as if the appreciation of ingenuity and the sense of amusement lie close together. This may well be, because ingenuity performing the impossible sets up a sort of natural or physical incongruity. We laugh when we see a conjurer make a billiard-ball vanish from his hand, or take a half-crown piece out of a boy’s ear. Similarly we laugh at each new and ingenious little machine — for instance the latest American one in which you stand on a platform, drop in a nickel, and the machine, thirty seconds later, hands you a framed photograph of yourself. In each case custom presently makes stale the effect and laughter dies. If a man fell down our stairs every morning and said, “It’s I, sir, rolling rapidly,” he would get tiresome. But while the novelty of the ingenious effect lasts it carries amusement.

But very often a pun has a much higher saving grace than mere ingenuity. It carries with it a further meaning. It becomes a subtle way of saying something with much greater point than plain matter-of-fact statement. Indeed, it often enables one to say with delicacy things which would never do if said outright.

Compare the writings of the Middle Ages in which dialogues as between animals represented talk which one dared not ascribe to prelates and cardinals. You can say in a barnyard what you had better not say in a court. Compare also the veiled writings of the eighteenth century in letters from Persia, or stories of Abyssinia as used to criticize the uncriticizable institutions of France or England. So with the pun as a form of polite satire where direct attack would be uncivil and displeasing. One thinks here of the famous and often-quoted pun of the Rev. Sydney Smith when he said to his fellow-canons of St. Paul’s Cathedral who were discussing the question of a wooden side-walk round the edifice. “Come, gentlemen, lay your heads together and the thing is done.” Observe that the pun itself is buried in the two meanings of the word wooden. But if Dr. Smith had said, “Gentlemen, you canons are a wooden-headed interminable lot of bores,” it would convey the same truth but with an unpermissible directness.

All the really best puns are of this last class; and on such a footing the pun deserves to survive and does survive in England, though to an American editor a pun is as a red rag to a bull. Strangely enough, the puns of the greatest punster who ever punned in England, Thomas Hood, were almost entirely of the cheapest class, the execrable puns with no second meaning to save them. Hood himself once wrote in exculpation — 

However critics may take offence

A double meaning has double sense.

Yet the great mass of his puns have only a double sound without any second meaning of sense. Take, as proof, some of those most quoted: “He went and told the sexton and the sexton tolled the bell” . . . “A cannon ball took off his legs, so he laid down his arms” . . .

 

Puns are of great antiquity, although the word itself is new, is English only and quite lost as to its etymology. It seems to have been in more or less frequent use from about the time of Queen Anne, but where it came from no one knows. Scholars tell us that it may be the Welsh word pun which means ‘the same.’ But then again it may not. It is also possible that it connects with ‘point’ and ‘punctilio’; also that it doesn’t.

Oddly enough, the pun can be used in a sense that is rather derisive than humorous. It was said above that the original stream of humor of exultation and demolition changed, or rather divided into the separate channels of kindly humor and cruel humor. So it would seem that the play upon words can be used not to create a laugh but to intensify the emotions of contempt. This may be — or it may not be — the explanation of Shakespeare’s use of puns at critical moments of a drama. “Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old.” John of Gaunt is not trying to be funny, nor, presumably, is Shakespeare. Gaunt is getting bitter about himself and ‘rubbing it in’ by taking a crack even at his very name. So with the famous ‘pun,’ if we dare call it so, made by Pope Gregory about the little English boys sold in the Roman slave market. “Non Angli sed Angeli.” In that charming book In Pursuit of Laughter (1936) we read: “Of course it is a pun and a very good one. But its note of profound and prophetic sympathy has done much more than its wit to keep it alive for thirteen hundred years.” In other words, the play of sound is used for point not for humor.

This is a matter which would readily admit of further study. If this little book, having the dignity of forming part of a university library, is used by students seriously interested, one might suggest that a thesis On the Literary Use of Puns would be a valuable field of study. But no doubt the answer is that a German has already written it.

The punster pays the full penalty, and even more than the full one, that has been seen to attach to humorous writers as opposed to those without humor. People won’t ‘take him seriously.’ Thomas Hood, who started his Comic Annual in 1830, aspired more and more to be a satirist of public affairs, a champion of good causes, as witness his matchless Song of the Shirt published in the Christmas Punch of 1843, and since become a part of the history of England. Here is a poem undisfigured by any incidental and inappropriate puns. But with most of Hood’s work the case was otherwise and he found it more and more difficult to get himself taken seriously. The fact that he crowded even his serious essays with puns, spoiled his work for serious acceptance. To write with humor is bad enough. But to write with puns goes too far. Even Sydney Smith, whose puns were few and far between, as mere occasional fireworks, but whose humor was like a sustained glow of heat, found it hard to get himself accepted at full value. “Now I can do something for Sydney Smith,” said Lord Grey when the Whigs came in in 1830. But he found that Sydney Smith was not the stuff of which bishops are made.

But there is perhaps a special reason why punsters, not humorists at large, should pay this penalty. The law often goes on the principle that an example must be made: military law starts from this idea: and in the courts of Kentucky, we are informed, it is a maxim of law that it is better that a hundred innocent men should be hanged rather than that one guilty one escape. So with the punsters. Common observation shows that his activity is a menace to society. It runs easily to a sort of mental degeneration in which the unhappy victim tries to make puns all the time, hears only sounds and not ideas, his mind as vacant as a bell waiting for its clapper. Many people hate the idea of drinking because of drunkards — and so do many hate puns because of punsters. Poetic justice therefore warns them in time.

As most people know, puns and the punning habit ran riot in Victorian England. Thomas Hood was merely the brightest star in a galaxy, or if one will, the blackest spot in a darkened sky.

In America puns never assumed the place which they occupied in England. American humor, after the democratic age began, ran in its own channels. This was when the newer civilization that had crossed the Alleghanies to the valleys of the Ohio and the Mississippi said good-bye to the older culture of New England and Virginia, outposts of Europe, and started a culture of its own. In humor it ran to tall stories, gargantuan exaggerations and new words and expressions reflecting the new life of the West. It did not tend very much towards puns: in a sense a pun is a scholarly thing, or at least a degenerate product of scholarship. Pope Gregory’s joke, or his musing, whichever it was, can’t be appreciated without Latin declensions. But the new America found its own luxuriant riot in the humor of bad spelling. This became as widespread, as execrable and as tiresome as the pun in England. The earliest (puerile) writings of Mark Twain show him as attempting to be funny in this way. He soon shook loose from it. But other celebrities of the day — Artemus Ward and Josh Billings — maintained the same style through life. Here is an example that is historic — 

HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA

In the Faul of 1856, I showed my show in Utiky, a trooly grate sitty in the State of New York.

The people gave me a cordyal recepshun. The press was loud in her prases.

1 day as I was given a descripshun of my Beests and Snaiks in my usual flowry stile what was my skorn and disgust to see a big burly feller walk up to the cage containin my wax figgers of the Lord’s Last Supper, and cease Judas Iscarrot by the feet and drag him out on the ground. He then commenced fur to pound him as hard as he cood.

“What under the son are you abowt?” cried I.

Sez he, “What did you bring this pussy-lanermus cuss here fur?” & hit the wax figger another tremenjis blow on the hed.

Sez I, “You egrejus ass, that air a wax figger — a representashun of the false ‘Postle.”

Sez he, “That’s all very well fur you to say but I tell you, old man, that Judas Iscarrot can’t show hisself in Utiky with impunerty by a darn site!” with which observashun he kaved in Judassis hed. The young man belonged to 1 of the first famerlies in Utiky. I sood him, and the Joory brawt in a verdick of Arson in the 3rd. degree.

This is famous as the extract which Abraham Lincoln read to his cabinet before he showed them his Emancipation Proclamation. It is pretty steep reading for us to-day. We have to adopt towards it the same reverent attitude that we have for Greek jokes. What is more, unless Lincoln had explained the spelling, which so far as is known he didn’t, the cabinet couldn’t get it. This is another shortcoming of bad spelling, that it appeals only to the eye.

It is not difficult to account for the vogue of bad spelling in America. In England it made no hit as humor because it had existed for centuries as a matter of custom and indifference. When Mr. Weller told the court in Bardell v. Pickwick that his name could be spelt according to the “taste and fancy of the speller,” he hit exactly the English point of view towards spelling from Elizabethan and Stuart times till almost our own day. It was no great matter. Prince Rupert was probably one of the most brilliant men of the seventeenth century and, in the proper sense of the word, the most scholarly. Yet we have only to read his letters, as printed in Warburton’s Life with his own spelling, to realize that he would just as soon spell ‘dog’ with two g’s as not. The English nation at large never learned to read and spell till the middle of the nineteenth century.

At the opening of Queen Victoria’s reign about half the people of England were illiterate and half of the other half not much better. On marriage registers two-thirds of the brides ‘made their mark.’ In big towns such as Liverpool, only half the children went to schools and the other half, says Mr. G. M. Young (Victorian England, 1936), “did not miss much.”

In America the case was different. Public education began in New England with the arrival of the Pilgrims. The little red school became the Oxford of America. England began at the top: America at the bottom. The spelling-book and the ‘spelling-bee’ were part of the life of the settler. Hence bad spelling had all the fascination that goes with irreverence, and all the incongruity that lay between the rigorous correctness of the spelling-book and the wild luxuriance of free spelling, that somehow hit the mark as well. Presently, as higher culture spread and the West became easternized, America discarded bad spelling as pointless in a world of rotary presses and clicking typewriters. It only exists now in the desperately silly idea of gradual spelling reform, which is like an attempt to grow one hair at a time. It has broken out again recently, however, as a sort of nemesis in the new form of bad spelling used in advertising to attract attention, and perhaps to gain custom by amusing the ‘prospect.’ Hence ‘fit-rite’ clothes, and ‘nite’ restaurants and ‘Uneeda’ biscuits and much else.

Bad spelling having been at length ruled out of court as not funny, the same idea comes in again through a side door in the form of bad typing. The weird possibilities of mechanical errors in typewriting are known to everyone who has tried to learn how to use a machine. The effects are often grotesque. No reproduction of them was ever happier than that effected by Mr. A. P. Herbert in a discussion of “Criminal Type” in his delightful volume Light Articles Only. He begins:

To-day I am MAKing aN inno6£vation, as you mayalready have gessed, I am typlng this article myself Zz½Instead of writing it, The idea is to save time and exvBKpense, also to demonstratO that I can type /ust as well as any blessedgirl if I give my mind to iT’’’’

But after all any humor that can be got out of bad typing is under the same limitation as the humor of bad spelling. It reaches only the eye, not the ear. It is even more limited than bad spelling since it can’t be explained in words even if one tries. Parallel to this is the new department of humor over the radio which of necessity becomes ‘fun in the dark.’

A peculiar mode of verbal humor has of recent years been introduced or emphasized in America in the form, not of bad spelling, but of bad grammar. This is written as an exact transcription of what people say, not as an exaggeration, and is handled always with a peculiar moderation, never overdone and never interfering with the flow of the narrative. The writer uses “I could of done it,” instead of “I could have”: “Me and Mary,” instead of “Mary and I” as the subject, and reversed for the object— “He used to visit Mary and I.” In this method the present tense is used for the past, as is widely done in America, not in the old grammatical sense for vividness, as when one would say— “The room was empty, but what do I see lying on the floor, etc., etc.,” a form which used to be called in the grammar books the ‘dramatic present tense.’ Not at all. The use here meant runs like this— “I come home about six and this feller is waiting for me in the kitchen along with a gentleman who had come to fix the sink.” Notice the use of the word ‘gentleman’ used indiscriminately in this style and helping to give it the false elegance with which the bad grammar contrasts. Indeed, the point lies in this contrast between what is at times elegant diction, and its glaring absurdities. ‘Gentleman’ is freely used, but two gentlemen switch into ‘boys,’ etc. You may write of ‘a crowd of women,’ but each single one is a ‘lady.’ That lost genius Ring W. Lardner was a perfect master of this method. Here, for example, is a scene in elegant life when a husband is moved into a new apartment by his wife and her sister:

“Well, I was just getting used to the Baldwin when Ella says it was time for us to move.

“‘I and Kate,’ she says, ‘has made up our minds to do things our own way with our own money. . . . All as we want is a place that’s good enough and big enough for Sis to entertain her gentlemen callers in it and she certainly can’t do that in this hotel. . . .’

“‘Well,’ I says, ‘all her gentleman callers that’s been around here in the last month, she could entertain them in one bunch in a telephone booth.

“On the third afternoon they (the two ladies) busted in all smiles.

“‘We got a bargain,’ said Ella. ‘It’s in the nicest kind of neighborhood and we can’t meet nothing only the best kind of people. You’ll go simply wild! They’s a colored boy in uniform to open the door and they’s two elevators.’”

 

There is far more art in this than in the old discriminate exaggeration of bad spelling; how much art can be realized at once by anybody who tries to imitate it. The same effect is admirably achieved by Anita Loos in the famous best-seller Gentlemen Prefer Blondes (1925). Here the humorous effect is produced by the reproduction of such a desperate struggle towards good grammar that it produces a sort of super-grammar.

“Mr. Spoffard told us all about his mother and I was really very very intreeged because if Mr. Spoffard and I become friendly he is the kind of gentleman that always wants a girl to meet his mother. I mean if a girl gets to know what kind of a mother a gentleman’s mother is like, she really knows more what kind of a conversation to use on a gentleman’s mother when she meets her. Because a girl like I is really always on the verge of meeting gentlemen’s mothers. But such an unrefined girl as Dorothy is really not the kind of girl that ever meets gentlemen’s mothers.”

But there are further modes of humor arising out of single words far more subtle and far more legitimate than either puns or bad spelling. One of these is the use of a word that is the wrong word for the sense but the right word for the sound: in other words using the wrong word in the right way. This is seen in the speech of people who try deliberately to use big words, as the Negroes do, or at times sententious Cockneys. Indeed, the attempt is the humble and creditable prompting of a mind that would like to have been educated and never was, and finds in words a wistful and appealing grandeur.

To turn this misuse of words into humorous expression is a delicate art. Done clumsily it is as tiresome as bad spelling. At its best it is wonderful. Mark Twain hit it off marvellously in his character of “old Mr. Ballou” in the Western book Roughing It. On one occasion a group of Westerners, including Mr. Ballou, are lost in the snow and think themselves about to perish and one says, “Let’s die without hard feeling towards each other: I freely admit that I have had hard feelings against Mr. Ballou for abusing me and calling me a logarithm; it has hurt me a good deal but let it go.” One might search the whole dictionary and find nothing to equal ‘logarithm.’

Mark Twain also was able to utilize admirably the converse verbal trick of using a word or phrase that is suddenly and amazingly right, contrary to all expectation. He has a story called Cannibalism in the Cars, the idea of which is that a number of Congressmen being snowed in on a mountain train, and about to die of hunger, resort to cannibalism but employ in connection with it the full legislative procedures to which they are accustomed. Notice in the present connection the use made of a verb in the following sentence.

“The next morning we had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast, one of the finest men I ever sat down to.”

The writings of O. Henry offer innumerable examples. Any student of humor who wants a lesson in the possibilities of verbal technique should study the language placed by O. Henry in the mouths of Jefferson Peters and Parlez-voo Pickers in the volume The Gentle Grafter.

The same idea of misused terms has been exploited on an extended scale with delightful success by Mr. A. P. Herbert in a ‘piece’ in which the names of flowers are transformed in delirious fashion. The true gardener (or horticulturist, as he would call himself) never cares to give a flower an English name if he can give it a Latin one. To him snapdragon is not snapdragon, but ‘antirrhinum’ and “a primrose by the river’s brim” becomes one of the Primulaceae distinguished by its tubular corolla and spreading lobes. Mr. Herbert sees his chance and fills the flowerbeds with a nosegay of blossoms that must be read to be appreciated.

An ingenious verbal device, closely related to those mentioned, is where a metaphor is suddenly ‘disconnected’ and sounds like an absurdity. Ever so many of our words are metaphors, that is, words that meant something else and were used as a striking form of comparison. The man who first called the skyline of the Spanish mountains ‘sierras’ (saws) made a great hit.

We use a lot of verbs metaphorically as when we talk, let us say, in connection with rebuilding a house, of ‘throwing the hall into the dining-room.’ Literally this is absurd, and the absurdity becomes patent if we repeat the phrase enough to call attention to it. “Acting on the specialist’s advice,” wrote Harry Graham in his inimitable Private Life of Gregory Gorm, “Lord Porcupine began on the ground-floor by throwing the dining-room into the front hall. He then proceeded to throw the smoking-room into the billiard-room, and the drawing-room into the study, and, by throwing the library into the gun-room, provided an excellent dining-room to replace the one he had thrown into the front hall. This, however, involved throwing the pantry into the kitchen, and the kitchen into the servants’ hall, and having gone thus far, it became inevitably necessary to throw the servants’ hall somewhere, and there was nowhere left to throw it except into the garden.”

People of a humorous turn notice these absurdities readily: solemn people never.

Twisted uses of words are sometimes made with a further artful implication of a new meaning, just as the pun carries a genuine second meaning when legitimately used. Thus the annual Baseball World Series is, or ought to be, the last word in carefree amusement. But mentioned with a Yiddish touch, as the ‘Voild’s Serious,’ the implication is as entertaining as it is obvious.

But there are still deeper and more subtle effects to be got out of individual words than these superficial inconsistencies. It seems more or less clear that certain sounds still retain for us something of their primitive qualities as growls of anger, groans of distress, or yelps of delight. Hence there is a ‘tone’ quality in words. Nobody needs to be told what a scrumptious afternoon is, or what kind of individual is meant by a boob, a slob, or a goof. Sometimes of course these illuminated words are merely abbreviations or remaking of others, as boob is of booby: or they are combinations of two into one, like the telescoped words that Lewis Carroll made so famous. Everybody recalls ‘brillig’ as meaning ‘brilliant twilight’: ‘galumping’ a compound of ‘galloping and leaping’: a ‘vorpal’ sword, to mean perhaps ‘violent and fatal,’ and the priceless name ‘Rilchiam’ to combine ‘Richard and William.’

But I am claiming here that there is far more in the matter than that. The tones have a sort of instinctive subconscious sound-appeal. Thus when Dickens made up his wonderful proper names, such as Mr. Vholes, Mrs. Gamp, Mr. Tulkinghorn, Mr. Weller, and a hundred others, they are drawn from the under-sound and any connection with other words is either accidental, or by attraction, but not of necessity. Thus Vholes, the name of a rascally lawyer, if you like is vampire and ghoul but only because it had to be: what is Gamp — is it gruesome and damp?

The subject, one admits, is a difficult one. It is quite possible that many names seem appropriate and self-evident because we have read the book and grown used to him. Pendennis is a good name and Harry Lorrequer and Maggie Tulliver: but if she had been called ‘Jane Goodall’ would it have made any difference? One feels that Mr. P. G. Wodehouse’s Jeeves couldn’t have been called anything else. It is a topic that belongs not solely to the subject of the vocabulary of humor and of the mechanism of humor but to the subject of language at large. What is really meant is the question of the extent to which the primitive beginnings of speech still affect living language. A scholarly treatise could be written on the topic Do We Growl Still?

If we put together all the various kinds of verbal effects just described, and other lesser and similar ones, we can see at once the distinction that is to be made between humor and wit. We can define wit as being an expression of humor involving an unexpected play upon words. Thus wit is far the lesser term of the two: it is all included under humor. There could not be real wit without humor. It is possible indeed for people with more cheeriness than brains, more voltage than candlepower, with high spirits but low intelligence to chatter away on a line of imitative jokes and secondhand effects without any real humor. But this is only in the same way as a person may be sentimental without sorrow, pious without religion and didactic without learning. It is this possibility of replacing true wit with imitation, gold with dross, that has led to a tendency to degrade wit as the crackling of thorns under a pot. On the strength of this idea some writers seem to try to separate wit from humor by a line different from that just drawn, as if humor were of a different quality and atmosphere. Definition, of course, is as free as disbelief, and it would be of no value to pile up citations of authority, since the matter lies outside of the ambit of quantitative measurement. But judging in a general way what each of us feels to be the sense attached by good writers and good speakers, the distinction just given, making wit a form of humor, is the one most frequently made and most widely accepted.

We speak, for example, of ‘a witty French Abbé’ because we understand that French Abbés had a way of getting off good things and their good things always turned on words. But whoever writes of a witty Scotsman? Not that there are none; indeed, I am sure that there must be, the population of Scotland being close to five millions. But as a matter of fact the amusement that comes out of Scotland (and the exports of that realm are what make it illustrious — the export of brains, of Scotch whisky, and of golf) somehow always seem to turn on character. Thus:

A frugal Scot was walking to church barefoot carrying his new Sunday boots under his arm. In walking he stubbed his toe. For a moment he drew it up in pain. Then his face relaxed and he said with a smile of satisfaction, “It would ha’ gi’en ’em an awfu’ dig!” This is not wit; there is no verbal effect in it.

On the other hand, we always talk of a ‘witty Irishman,’ that being the rôle for which the Irish are cast. The Irish are not only witty on purpose, since their nature is merry and they love words, but they are witty by accident, in the verbal form called an Irish bull. This is seen where the sense is clear enough and where the words actually convey it, though if they are taken literally they say something else, something that is quite impossible or quite the contrary of what is meant.

“Indeed, miss,” said the Irish usher of a Dublin theatre, “I’d like to give you a seat but the empty ones are all full.”

An Irish doctor sent in his professional account to a lady with the heading— “For curing your husband till he died.”

It was said above that the form called the pun could be used with but little humor, in the sense of amusement, but rather as a form of point and emphasis. So with wit. If humor in its essence stands for human kindliness, one has to admit that at times the forms of wit depart far from it and become like the cold light without heat, like that of the fire-fly, that contrasts with the warmth of a fireplace. Take the wit of the famous Talleyrand who began life as a ‘witty French Abbé,’ and ended it, or should have, like La Fontaine’s wolf, in thinking of “sa longue et méchante vie.” Talleyrand left behind him, since he couldn’t take them away, a great number of epigrams and bons mots. They still pass current in our histories, but in all the lot of them there isn’t enough of kindliness to warm a frog. He said of the British constitution, “Elle n’existe pas”; he said of Jeremy Bentham, “Pillé par tout le monde il est toujours riche”; he said of Napoleon’s pacific proclamations after Elba, “Le loup est devenu berger”; and he said of the Congress of Vienna, “Le congrès danse bien mais ne marche pas.”

All of this is wit undoubtedly, but there is a sort of chill to it. If witty people talk like that, I’d prefer to be with Scotsmen.


Chapter III. THE EXPRESSION OF HUMOR: IDEAS
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WE PASS IN this chapter from the expression of humor effected by the contrasts and incongruities and conflicts of words, as such, to the expression of humor by the incongruity of ideas. Naturally the two run close together. The humor of words is ancillary and auxiliary to the humor of ideas. But the humor of incongruous ideas may be expressed, and often is, without any special departures in the use of the single words.

To illustrate the general notion of humor of ideas as opposed to humor of words, revert again to the pun. Theodore Hook writes: “A peer appears upon the pier, who blind still goes to sea.” Any point this has, if it has any, rests on the fact that the sound ‘peer’ means a ‘nobleman,’ and to ‘come into sight,’ and a ‘dock’: and the sound ‘sea’ refers to the ocean or to vision. That’s all. Similarly when some great forgotten genius first said “Dickens! how it burns!” the terrific amusement lay in the fact that the name of Dickens could be used as an expletive, and ‘Burns’ meant either conflagration or a Scotsman.

But contrast with the above this newspaper joke dating back to the Spanish-American War of 1898, when the animosity of Spain was tempered by its impecuniosity.

“Charge!” shouted the Spanish General.

“No, not this time,” said the contractor sadly: “It will have to be C.O.D.”

There is not only the verbal pun here: there is the sudden juxtaposition of gallantry and accountancy, two ill-assorted things.

Let me take a further example, drawn from the pages of a well-known English weekly. A drawing of two men in a suburban train, evidently commuters, and each a little hard of hearing, carried under it a conversation, which I quote as I recall it:

“Is this Wemsley?”

“No. Thursday.”

“Yes, I am: let’s have a drink.”

This is not just the play on words as between Wemsley and Wednesday: Thursday and thirsty. There’s the incongruity between the fact that the men are both deaf, don’t hear properly and yet on the whole come out of it better than if they did . . . unless of course the station is Wemsley.

Misunderstanding through deafness lends itself readily to creating a humorous conflict of idea. Some theatre-goers may recall the charming little ‘number’ arranged by that exquisite artist, the late Chic Sale — may the earth lie light on him! Here were four old fellows, all more or less deaf, sitting round out of doors, each busy with some little occupation of whittling or fixing tackle or something. One calls across to one of the others, in quite a loud voice with his hand to his ear: “How would you like to go fishing to-day?” The other with the same gesture but even a little louder calls back: “I can’t, I’m going fishing!”

This has nothing whatever to do with words. I leave it to any bright young student of humor to analyse out just how and where the incongruity of ideas makes it laughable. That it is laughable, is proved by the way in which the audiences used suddenly to explode at it. Res ipsa loquitur.

 

All of that by way of introduction so as to set up a preliminary notion of what is meant by the subject of this chapter. The general topic to be treated is that which is commonly indicated by such words as ‘parody,’ ‘travesty,’ ‘burlesque,’ ‘imitation,’ ‘take-off,’ etc. But these words obscure rather than elucidate the subject. Here, as in all else concerning humor, the field is so newly cleared and so little worked that appropriate implements are still wanting, and we possess no adequate terms. If we had to invent a single term to indicate the humorous juxtaposition of unrelated ideas made with a view to developing a new significance, we might suggest that of Analogies. We might go farther and be as brave as a biologist and invent a word. If he can call a new bug a culex Thompson we might fill this missing gap with the word Analogue, and define it with the phrase used above.

This lack of terms is an impediment because the use of cheap words for serious things conceals their worth. Such dilly-dilly terms as ‘natural history,’ ‘the language of flowers,’ etc., disguised a hundred years ago the reality of botany; and even ‘botany’ had to get out of the way for ‘plant physiology.’ When a great American university (beginning with C.) rechristened its course on Cooking as the Application of Heat on Food, and then led up to such terms as Dietetics and Calorifics, a wider range was opened for kitchen study. But think how hopeless are such words as ‘take-off,’ and ‘imitation.’ Even ‘parody,’ once a noble Greek word that meant ‘a song on the side’ (seeming to suggest just a song at twilight), is degraded by the fact that many parodies such as are made by clever school-children and belong to their time of life, are mere adaptations of new words to old texts, often of a very pointless kind. Hence the word ‘parody’ has lost caste. We talk of a thing as being a ‘mere parody’ of this or that, to mean that it utterly fails to be what it tries to be. A parody at its best is a brilliant form of criticism drawing attention to literary defects or philosophical fallacies in a way as legitimate or as exalted as a critical essay by a Sainte-Beuve or a Hippolyte Taine. Mr. Bob Benchley’s treatment of Shakespeare, as recorded below, ought to rank — if people had their deserts — with a discussion by Professor Dowden or Dr. Rolfe, yet we have no better designation for it than to call it a ‘parody’ of Shakespearian criticism.

There remains indeed the word ‘burlesque,’ but it has somehow acquired a rather different sense. To ‘burlesque’ anything means to make fun out of it, not of it; a burlesque version of a play merely means the treatment of the same theme in a comic way, not anything derogatory to the theme itself.

This lack of proper terms to designate their art, as felt by humorists, has been felt and remedied in other branches. Musicians long ago gave up such simple terms as ‘to play a piece on the fiddle,’ or ‘to play a tune on the piano’: they now ‘execute compositions,’ and ‘carry an aria’ or ‘interpret a prelude’ or words to that effect: and when they do it they do it ‘with brio,’ or ‘scherzando ma non troppo.’ But the humorist still has no better terms than to ‘write a take-off,’ or ‘make up a parody,’ or to ‘give an imitation,’ and so on. This cheapens his whole art in the literary sense. If Mr. Benchley’s critique of Shakespearian criticism, which is quoted below, were called a ‘risorgiment’ of Shakespeare written with no little ‘sploggio’ it would stand on a higher plane.

Before taking up detailed classes of ‘humor analogies,’ I will give one more general example calculated in my opinion to elucidate the ideas just explained.

Long ago before the War, when there used to be a Sultan of Turkey, it was found that the Sultan’s régime was out of touch with European civilization. Life in Turkey was uncertain, crime was widespread, commerce clogged with all sorts of obstructions and Christianity persecuted. In other words, it was like the world of to-day. But being thus ahead of his time, the Sultan was bombarded with protests and communiqués from the Great Powers; they threatened his existence and every now and then sent him an ‘ultimatum.’ The news of the day (a little went a long way then) thrilled with the latest ‘ultimatum,’ and when it appeared that the Sultan had again refused the ultimatum, civilization felt a throb of apprehension at what might happen next. But nothing ever did.

So it came about that a witty journalist wrote in an American paper the following paragraph:

THE REJECTED ULTIMATUM

 

OFFICIAL TEXT OF THE SULTAN’S ANSWER

TO LORD SALISBURY

In finding himself compelled to reject this ultimatum the Sultan does not wish in any way to reflect on its literary merit. You will readily understand that it is not possible for the Sultan to make use of all the ultimatums which come into our office. We thus often find ourselves compelled to reject ultimatums in which we recognize very considerable talent. We assure you that if you care to send us any further ultimatums the Sultan will be very happy to receive and consider them. We are always looking for new talent in this direction. We re-enclose your ultimatum and beg to draw your attention to the fact that all ultimatums sent to this office should be accompanied by return postage.

Now anybody who sees in that only a ‘parody’ of a newspaper rejection of manuscripts by turning it into the rejection of an ultimatum, or a parody vice versa, misses the point, or, at least, can’t express it. The analogy is full of meaning, full of satire of the hopelessness of active diplomacy against the vis inertia of Turkish immobility. A whole parliamentary harangue urging action and no more ultimatums, couldn’t say it better — not even Mr. Gladstone’s ‘bag and baggage’ denunciation of the Turk after the Bulgarian atrocities. Yet notice the kindliness of it: one recalls Æsop’s fable of the wind and sun, contesting to see which first could compel the wayfarer to lay aside his coat. At the cold blast he drew it together: the warm sun soon had it off him. Ex uno disce omnia.

 

Turning to the things called parodies, the simplest form, the kind that schoolboys write, is the Parody of Transcription of Names. It has no further significance than to take one person or set of persons and put them into a setting different from their usual one, more historic or exalted, or contrariwise, and so get an incongruous effect.

Let us make up an example: Take a poem with a lot of names of people in it. Shall we say, Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome, Item — Horatius, the description of the fight at the bridge-head.

Stout Lartius hurled down Aunus

  Into the stream beneath:

Herminius struck at Seius,

  And clove him to the teeth.

                        etc. etc.

Now shift the setting to a row as commonplace and sordid as the fight at the bridge is heroic and inspiring: get a set of names entirely incongruous and lacking in majesty of sound. Let us make it a fight of Irishmen in a Chicago bar-room:

Steve Larkin hurled O’Hara

  Into the beer beneath:

McGinnis struck O’Mara,

  And knocked out half his teeth.

                      etc. etc.

The process here shown may be exactly turned around, like putting a car into reverse gear or running a moving picture backward. Here the persons are exalted, but the situation and the language mean. Compare in the Bon Gaultier Ballads the account of how Queen Victoria kept high festival in Windsor’s lordly hall:

There drank the valiant Wellington, there fed the wary Peel,

And at the bottom of the board Prince Albert carved the veal.

Sometimes a parody seems to be a mere wanton destruction of the original, like the malicious smearing of paint over a beautiful picture. Consider the following once-well-known stanza of which the original needs no mention:

The boy stood on the burning deck

Eating peanuts by the peck.

The flames rolled on, he would not go

Because he loved the peanuts so.

This is obviously without merit, or beauty or, at first sight, anything. How then could it come into being and be quoted? For this reason — imagine a person who has read and heard so much heroic poetry that he’s sick of it; has heard too much of the roast beef and blue water stuff — the: “Ho! mariners of England! Go weigh the vessel up! and sweep through the deep, with adamantine lips!”

And, “Toll for the brave, ten thousand fathoms down—”

And, having read all this and having come to the boy on the burning deck, and having been asked at the end, “The boy, oh, where was he?” answers a little testily as above.

Compare similarly the statement that “Mary had a little lamb, its feet were white as snow,” and the innumerable suggestions made in similar rhyme to suggest other colors for the lamb and other places for it to go. These parodies are a revulsion against the over-sentimentality which saw in every baa-baa and every piggy-wiggy a dear little tootsy-wootsy and forgot, or never knew, the simple realities of a barn-yard.

In other words, the parody is a protest against the over-sentimentality, or the over-reputation, of the original. The parody is the discord that follows and corrects a note too often struck. Thus the parody of this irreverent type played a special part in Victorian England when sentimentality in literature played a much greater part than it does now and needed more correction. The Victorians were a fine people of stout-hearted men and brave women capable of the heroism of Lucknow and of the sublime self-sacrifice of the Birkenhead; a God-fearing people who could believe anything and accept a miracle without an after-thought. But each virtue has its defects. They ran easily to sentiment, to what we call ‘sob-stuff’; in literature they loved death-scenes — small children preferred — paupers starving, barefooted Negroes in the snow, songs of a shirt, etc. They did nothing in particular to stop such sorrow. But they could have as good a time with it as an Irishman at a wake. We are otherwise. We struggle and fret to better society, yet we can’t believe anything except a slide-rule and a column of government statistics. So when it comes to literature we don’t want sob-stuff. We want bandits and yegg-men and -women with masks on who shoot people; in fact, the demand is greater than the supply. Soon we will want men with masks who shoot women. Soon literature will change sides at the bat like a cricket match and the crime will be the winning side, not virtue. All of this is a thousand miles from Little Nell, and Lord Jeffrey shedding floods of tears over Paul Dombey and thanking Dickens for turning them on.

So the Victorians needed parody. Without it their literature would have been a rank and weedy growth, over-watered with tears. A lot of their writing simply called aloud for parody. Consider:

Little Anne and her mother were walking one day

In London’s fair city so wide!

What they did, I forget: some errand of mercy no doubt: they sound namby-pamby enough for it. Some of it would be all right, but there was such a lot of it. Just as the “Ho! mariners” was overhoe’d till even naval bravery was sickening, so the emotions of pity were over-watered with tears.

Into the ward of the whitewashed walls

  Where the dead and the dying lay

Wounded by bayonets, shells and balls,

  Somebody’s Darling was borne one day.

This is the Crimea — the Scutari hospital. There is in it all the pain of war, all the infinite sorrow for the death of those still young. But the writer wants to work it to the last item. “So young and so fair, wearing yet on his pale sweet face . . . kiss him once more for somebody’s sake . . . one bright lock from his forehead take. . . .”

In other words, don’t neglect anything.

If boys and girls read that stuff without any counteractive, their minds would soften. Hence those of us who read it, unconsciously welcomed irreverent parody, just as people are glad to escape tears in a play by the re-entry of the comic butler. Somebody once fixed up Somebody’s Darling by using initials for phrases:—”. . . wounded by B.S. and B.” . . . “wearing yet on his P.S.F.,” etc. The effect is not bad: anyone irreverent enough can easily reconstruct it.

But the essential point is the use of parody as a corrective to over-sentiment, of humor as a relief from pain, of humor as a consolation against the shortcomings of life itself. This aspect rises larger on the horizon as our study proceeds.

This form of parody, to protest against sentiment, is not confined to verse. There are admirable examples of such ‘analogies’ as applied to over-sentimental prose of the same era. Everybody recalls still Sandford and Merton, a book rather earlier in date than the Victorian period, and the numerous parodies it has provoked. The same thing has been done again recently in Mr. Archibald Marshall’s Birdikin Family, a perfect model of literary restraint, the stumbling-block of all humorists. Those who try to make people laugh, necessarily get afraid that they may not see the point and won’t laugh, or won’t laugh enough. Hence the tendency to make the point sharper and the angle of vision wider, to respond to the cruel demand, ‘louder and funnier.’ But those who wish to qualify as writers of humor should learn to resist the tendency to overdo the method and over-sharpen the point. Never mind if others don’t see it: if you have it all to yourself that is Scotch humor of the highest kind.

Parodies of literary style, a class by themselves, are as old as literature; nor are they ever quite stale. If they have a legitimate use, it is not for the mere sake of imitation, as a glass is made to imitate a diamond. That is of no interest except to the person who does it. The true use is to render defects visible by heightening the colors to the point of visibility, as when iron warms towards white heat of intensity, or sounds rise to the pitch of audibility as is done by the thing called a siren, which starts from nothing. Hence a parody of style becomes an effective mode of criticizing style, often more rapid and effective than criticism itself.

Thus Mr. Cotter Morison in his book on Macaulay in the English Men of Letters series tells us that it was a characteristic fault of Macaulay to work up a long string of elaborate periods each of which is cast as a sort of reminiscence of what future people are to remember or will remember, or ought to remember and to take care not to forget— “they will recall” . . . “they will remember” . . . “they will look back” — till the effect is tedious and the reader murmurs,

“Oh, I hope they will.”

But it takes Mr. Morison a full page of quotations and about a page of print to explain it and the effect of the long quotations with recurrent italics to show the point, is very tiresome. Parody would be quicker; suppose it was brought up to date and done something as follows:

“Let those who look back after years on the Coronation remember that the King was crowned: let them carry with them the undimmed remembrance of seeing the crown put on him: let them remember till their latest hour the sound made by the crown when it lit on him; let them remember till their dying day that it was the Archbishop of Canterbury and not the President of the United States who crowned him; and they will realize that after all this little spot is England.”

Prose parodies often go further and reproduce and exaggerate — and thus criticize — not only the style of the writer, his manner, so to speak, but his matter, the kind of story he writes, his typical characters and plot. Everyone recalls Thackeray’s Novels by Eminent Hands. Equally typical and excellently well done are Bret Harte’s Condensed Novels. It contains a story called Lothaw, a beautiful ‘analogue’ of Disraeli’s Lothair. Here is Disraeli’s snobbishness rebuked, by a description in Lothaw of the Duchess’s daughters in the ducal drawing-room.

“One dexterously applied gold knitting-needles to the fabrication of a purse of floss silk of the rarest texture, which none who knew the almost fabulous wealth of the Duke would believe was ever destined to hold in its silken meshes a less sum than £1,000,000 sterling.

Others occasionally burst into melody as they tried the passages of a new and exclusive air given to them in manuscript by some titled and devoted friend, for the private use of the aristocracy alone, and absolutely prohibited for publication.”

The same thing of course has been done over and over again, with more or less success. Among more recent compilations are those of ‘Holworthy Hall,’ My Next Invitation, and the clever French book À la Manière de by Messieurs Reboux and Muller. Sometimes the same method is extended from the treatment of a single author or book, to the treatment of a whole genre or class of stories. Such is, or is meant to be, the plan of the book called Nonsense Novels written by the present writer twenty-five years ago, and still not dead, or not quite.

From fiction one turns to the similar treatment of history, though here the term ‘travesty’ might be substituted for parody. One thinks of such books as Bill Nye’s Comic History of the United States, or the Hustled History of E. V. Lucas and C. L. Graves, and the recent and popular 1066 and All That. Bill Nye’s work was not on a high plane: such humor as it had rested chiefly on the contrast between the dignity of history and the lack of dignity of its narration.

This History is a hybrid product, an attempt to feed the youth of the country on its history and sandwich in enough comicality to render it palatable. It alternates from such sentences as: “In five weeks Sherman had marched three hundred miles, had destroyed two railroads, had stormed Fort McAllister, and had captured Savannah,” and— “Rienzi, Sheridan’s horse, passed away at his home in Chicago at last in poverty while waiting for a pension applied for on the grounds of founder and lampers brought on by eating too heartily after the battle.”

Hustled History is a delightful book. The reputation of its authors (understood to be so, though not appearing on the title-page), Mr. E. V. Lucas and Mr. C. L. Graves, guarantees it to be that. It is a presentation of the world’s history as turned into newspaper ‘news’ — dispatches, editorials and stop-press items, with special articles in the style of well-known journalists of the hour. Here is an account of the Trojan War, including Impressions of Helen of Troy by T. P., which begins, “I have met many beautiful women in my time — Lola Montez, Piccolomini, the Empress Eugenie and Mrs. Eddy, to mention no other,” etc. This is followed by an article on Diseases of the Heel (apropos of the death of Achilles) by C. W. Saleeby, M.D. From the nature of it the matter is ephemeral, but the idea is an inexhaustible mine of fun, with new veins waiting to be exploited.

By the same two authors and in the same method and delightful vein is the book, If, published in 1908. It rests on the idea of supposing that such and such should happen and seeing what would be the consequence. Suppose monarchs advertised? And forthwith we see in our mind’s eye ‘ads,’ such as:

Edward VII

The peacemaker of Europe

 ——  — 

Courts visited to order

 ——  — 

Ententes cemented daily

The possibilities of this sort of thing are boundless, or bounded only by the limits of the author’s genius. Of necessity much of the matter is ephemeral and dies with its day. People forget now about suffragettes, and the Sultan of Turkey, and Sandow, and find it hard to unravel How to undress on £10,000 a year, or The Life of Maud Allen by the Venerable the Archdeacon of London.

But no better parody of history was ever made than the delightful little volume entitled 1066 and All That, published in 1930 and deservedly popular ever since. It is well worth studying as an illustration of the technique of humor of the kind treated in this chapter. The best way to appreciate its excellence is to imagine oneself trying to compose it and thus to realize the dangers and pitfalls of the task. How easily it could be made hopelessly tedious if it were repetition of the same trick on every page: if it became hopelessly silly and grotesque: if it never conveyed clever satire but always mere nonsense.

Observe, as a student of humor, the variety of the method. Here, first purely as a method of words, are words used out of their sense but in a sense suggested by their sound:— “The Dames, accompanied by their sisters, or Sagas” . . . “older Britons called Druids, or Eistedfodds.” . . .

Compare again words used with a slight alteration so that the new form conveys a satirical comment on the thing in question. Such is the renaming of the Feudal System as the Futile System, though I think it was once even better named many years before by a boy in one of my own classes at school as the Fuddle System.

At other times the fun is found in the sheer muddle of well-known facts into an utterly incongruous mixture. This method if over-used would have meant failure. But not being over-done it is delightful — thus, of Nelson, “At one battle when he was told that his Admiral-in-chief had ordered him to cease fire, he put the telephone under his blind arm and exclaimed in disgust, ‘Kiss me, Hardy!’ ”

Or this, purposely carried to the verge of exasperating silliness: “Napoleon’s armies always used to march on their stomachs shouting, ‘Vive l’intérieur.’”

Here again are proper names altered without satire to another word amusingly similar but of quite different meaning: “The Spanish Armadillo” . . . “The Puritans and the Mayfly” . . . “The Venomous Bead (author of the Rosary)” . . . “The Gorilla War in Spain” . . . “Most terrible among the Indians (of the Mutiny) was Banana Sahib.”

The chief danger in the path of historical parody is to try to find ‘fun’ in the horrors and cruelties which form so large a part of the world’s history. They must be far, far away indeed to be safe ground. Nothing can make the Spanish Inquisition funny, nor the torture chambers of the Middle Ages, or the hideous wife-murdering of Henry VIII— “a blot of blood and grease on the history of England,” as Dickens called him. Nor could even Dickens find any fun in him. The authors of 1066 and All That have mainly kept clear of this danger: but it would have been better not to parody the burning of Cranmer and Latimer. The reality is too awful and still too vivid. The same is true of the killing of Little Arthur by King John.

But the highest reach of humor attainable in this kind of work is where the parody of history is used to suggest the hidden truths of history. Thus, all the world wonders now whether the Great War ever need have been: it seems in retrospect so purposeless and so futile. Can this be better or more kindly suggested than in the statement, “The Great War was between Germany and America and was thus fought in Belgium, one of the chief causes being the murder of the Austrian Duke of Sarajevo by a murderer in Servia”?

A further word should be said about comic history, not as humor but as history. One is speaking here of education, not of fun, and in this connection comic history has its noxious aspect. It is all right for people who know history already and get their amusement out of a satirical presentation of it. It is all wrong for those who don’t. To learn history out of a comic manual is to debase and injure, perhaps for good, one’s sense of the realities of the past. Parents, please take notice.

Moving up one degree in dignity and significance, we pass from the parodies of history to the parodies of criticism, literary or historical. The merit of success here is greater because there is a preponderance of the higher motive of correcting error over the lower motive of having fun.

Let us consider Shakespeare. I have, in other writings, often drawn attention to what seems to me the abundant silliness of Shakespearian criticism. It always seems to me that it tries to ascribe to Shakespeare not only excellencies that he never possessed, but forms of art to which he never aspired and a range of omniscience that he never had. All of this is based on evidence that wouldn’t even convict a horse-thief in Idaho. I place here, si licet parva componere magnis — a sample of an attempt of my own to satirize by means of humor the exaggerations and the method of the Shakespearian critic:

1. LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE. We do not know when Shaksper was born nor where he was born. But he is dead.

From internal evidence taken off his works after his death we know that he followed for a time the profession of a lawyer, a sailor and a scrivener and he was also an actor, a bar-tender and an ostler. His wide experience of men and manners was probably gained while a bar-tender. (Compare Henry V, Act V, Scene 2, “Say now, gentlemen, what shall yours be?”)

But the technical knowledge which is evident upon every page shows also the intellectual training of a lawyer. (Compare Macbeth, Act VI, Scene 4, “What is there in it for me?”) At the same time we are reminded by many passages of Shakspere’s intimate knowledge of the sea. (Romeo and Juliet, Act VIII, Scene 14. “How is her head now, nurse?”)

We know, from his use of English, that Shagsper had no college education.

But the same thing is done in a far more detailed and convincing way by Mr. Robert C. Benchley in an essay entitled Shakespeare Explained in his book Of All Things. The desire to place Mr. Benchley’s work prominently before the student of humor may serve as the apology for a quotation a little disproportionate in length to the width of the point. Of all contemporary writers none excel Robert Benchley in the ingenious technique of verbal humor. All that a Harvard training could do for him has been fully utilized in making fun of it. As a writer of nonsense for nonsense’ sake, without after-thought or sobs, he is unsurpassed. It is only occasionally that he lapses into serious purpose as in the following extract, a satirical protest against the ‘scholarly’ footnote, a form of gout by which scholars debilitate the body of literature.

Shakespeare Explained

Carrying on the System of Footnotes to a

Silly Extreme

PERICLES

ACT II SCENE 3

Enter first Lady-in-Waiting (Flourish,¹ Hautboys² and³ torches⁴).

First Lady-in-Waiting — What⁵ ho!⁶ Where⁷ is⁸ the⁹ music¹⁰?

notes:

¹ Flourish: The stage direction is obscure. Clarke claims it should read “flarish” thus changing the meaning of the passage to “flarish” (that is, the King’s), but most authorities have agreed that it should remain “flourish,” supplying the predicate which is to be flourished. There was at this time a custom in the countryside of England to flourish a mop as a signal to the passing vendor of berries, signifying that in that particular household there was a consumer-demand for berries, and this may have been meant in this instance. That Shakespeare was cognizant of this custom of flourishing the mop for berries is shown in a similar passage in the second part of King Henry IV, where he has the Third Page enter and say, “Flourish.” Cf. also Hamlet, IV, 7, 4.

² Hautboys, from the French Haut, meaning “high” and the Eng. boys, meaning “boys.” The word here is doubtless used in the sense of “high boys,” indicating either that Shakespeare intended to convey the idea of spiritual distress on the part of the First Lady-in-Waiting or that he did not. Of this Rolfe says: “Here we have one of the chief indications of Shakespeare’s knowledge of human nature, his remarkable insight into the petty foibles of this workaday world.” Cf. T.N. 4: 6, “Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath stell’d thy beauty’s form in table of my heart.”

But these parodies, or analogues, or adaptations or whatever one wishes to call them, can move upon a higher plane than any yet indicated. This is where some scene or narrative of the past is rewritten into the setting and language of the present, not for the laughter that lies in the contrast but for the saddened smile that arises from reflection on what the lapse of time has done. The idea is best illustrated from an example, for which one may well take John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress and Nathaniel Hawthorne’s re-adaptation of it as the Celestial Railway.

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress is itself an ‘allegory,’ a sort of adaptation. It converts the journey of the ordinary wayfarer with its difficulties, its bad roads, its sloughs and its temptations towards loitering by the way, into a journey towards spiritual grace. Christian sets out on his pilgrimage, his eyes steadfast on the goal. He turns aside from the sophisms of Mr. Worldly Wiseman, the threats of the Giant Despair; he escapes alike the dangers of the Slough of Despond and the temptations of Vanity Fair, and in the end is welcomed to the Holy City.

Bunyan did not mean to be funny: and in this intention he succeeded absolutely. Yet the technique often runs close to that of humor; when Dickens and Thackeray christen such people as Lord Verisoft and Lady Jane Sheepshanks, we laugh. Bunyan introduces us to Mr. Worldly Wiseman and Pliable — we don’t. Yet the appeal, especially to the minds of children, is much the same. Bunyan adds to this pleasing feeling of make-believe that marvellous power of narration seen in such writers as don’t try to narrate — Xenophon and Julius Cæsar.

Now what Nathaniel Hawthorne wanted to do was to contrast Bunyan’s simple, pious world of the seventeenth century, primitive in its life and earnest in its effort, with his own earlier nineteenth-century world, roaring with new inventions, marvels of machinery and able to offer to its pilgrims the new advantage of a celestial railway. What we think nowadays of either of their worlds is another matter. What Hawthorne meant was that mechanical civilization was threatening to undermine the moral worth of humanity: better to walk sturdily on foot than be hurled Heaven knows where in a steam train. He could have written all this out as an essay, and conveyed it to a few hundred readers. He wrote it as a humorous ‘parody’ and reached thousands. A single brick will not show us a whole house, but it tells a good deal about it: so a single sentence or two from Hawthorne can give us a good idea of his aim and method.

“‘Pouh, pouh! you are obtuse!’ said Mr. Smooth-it-way, with a hearty laugh. ‘Don’t you know Apollyon, Christian’s old enemy, with whom he fought so fierce a battle in the Valley of Humiliation? He was the very fellow to manage the engine; and so we have reconciled him to the custom of going on pilgrimage, and engaged him as chief engineer.’ . . . The passengers being all comfortably seated, we now rattled away merrily, accomplishing a greater distance in ten minutes than Christian probably trudged over in a day. It was laughable, while we glanced along, as it were, at the tail of a thunderbolt, to observe two dusty foot-travellers in the old pilgrim guise. . . . Indeed, such are the charms of the place (the Celestial City) that people often affirm it to be the true and only heaven; stoutly contending that there is no other, that those who seek farther are mere dreamers. . . . . . . The reverend clergy are nowhere held in higher respect than at Vanity Fair. . . . I need only mention the names of the Rev. Mr. Shallow-deep, the Rev. Mr. Stumble-at-truth, that fine old clerical character the Rev. Mr. This-to-day, who expects shortly to resign his pulpit to the Rev. Mr. That-to-morrow; together with the Rev. Mr. Bewilderment, the Rev. Mr. Clog-the-spirit, and, last and greatest, the Rev. Mr. Wind-of-doctrine.”

One may contrast with Hawthorne’s Celestial Railway, and his reverence through irreverence, the somewhat similar type found in the Negro Bible stories as they pass current in ‘the South.’ Many people entirely fail to understand or appreciate them because they have had no chance to do so. They mistake them for irreverence, for travesties of the Scripture, for blasphemy. In reality they are nothing of the sort; indeed they are the contrary. The Negro was and is a believer. For him there was and is no higher criticism, no relativity of history, no distinction of past from present. He took the Bible stories just as he found them, reverently and simply. He couldn’t read and write and so he passed them on by word of mouth, and a person with a natural gift of imagery, such as primitive people often have, could tell them in a striking way to an open-mouthed group of auditors. Naturally and unconsciously he put in the scenery and setting not of Judæa or Canaan but of Georgia and Mississippi: naturally and unconsciously he turned the Holy Land into plantations, and the ‘Lawd’ into a Southern planter. Here is an extract from the opening of such a Bible story as I once heard it told, before the New York stage and the publishers had yet exploited this field. “It happened,” said the narrator, “that de Lawd and de angel Gabriel was walking froo’ de Garden of Eden, jus’ about sundown. An’ there, right on de groun’ in front of dem was some queer-looking tracks. De Lawd stood still an’ put de butt-end of his gun on de groun’, ‘What’s dis?’ says he . . .” etc.

Now notice how simple, one might say how sweet this is. A Southern planter walking round in the woods, would of course carry a gun with him. So the darky narrator took for granted that a man as high up as the ‘Lawd’ would of course carry a gun. And the beauty of it is that his auditors wouldn’t see anything queer, anything laughable about it. ‘De Lawd put de butt of his gun on the ground’ — of course, why not? He wanted to talk. Later on, when the play Green Pastures and Mr. Roark Bradford’s Ol’ Man Adam and His Chillun (1928) developed this vein, there was wide misunderstanding. Properly read there is a great beauty in such narrative. It has a kind wistful primitiveness that carries us back to our nursery days when angels played on harps. Thus when old man Noah warned by the ‘Lawd’ started to build an ark, he built it as they would build it on the Yazoo River in the flood area of Mississippi.

“ ’Dis gonter be a side-wheeler, ain’t hit, paw? Sort of like de Stacy Adams?’ say Ham.

“ ’Stern-wheeler, like de Grace,’ say Noah. ‘Only bigger. Us wants room, not fancy stuff. — You, Shem! Tote dat planed lumber up on de texas deck. Rough lumber goes on de main deck.’

“So Noah and Ham and Shem and Japhet hammered and sawed away, out on de hillside, a mile from de river. And purty soon somebody hyars de hammerin’ and sa’nters up to ax Noah what he doin’.

“ ’Buildin’ you a house, is you, Noah?’ say a man.

“ ’Nawp,’ say Noah. ‘I’s buildin’ a ark.’

“ ’Well, whyn’t you build hit by de river so hit’ll float?’ say de man.

“ ’Who buildin’ dis ark?’ say Noah. ‘Me or you?’”


Chapter IV. THE HUMOR OF SITUATION

[image: img117.jpg]

FROM THE NARROWER ground of the expression of humor in artifices of words and verbal combinations, we pass to the wider field of humor in situation and character. The one is like a cultivated garden: the other like a broad natural landscape. At first all seems confusion; but just as a surveyor measures a landscape into lines and contours, so we can measure and analyse the field of humor. The surveyor’s chart somehow knocks the beauty out of the landscape. So perhaps does ours. The price paid for knowledge is the loss of the eye of innocence. Very likely we enjoy things better if we don’t know too much about them. I have often noticed that music seems to give great pain to people really musical and that an art gallery irritates an artist. “When science from creation’s face enchantment’s veil withdraws,” so sang somebody, “what lovely visions yield their place to cold material laws.” So it may be that the deliberate analysis of a joke changes it from a mysterious reality to a jack-in-the-box artificiality. But it doesn’t matter much. We may go on.

We can begin by using examples to show the kind of thing meant by the humor of situation. Educationists tell us that this is the real way to learn — from the concrete to the abstract. Articles and books on humor are apt to resolve themselves into a series of jokes and stories, or to take on all the appalling dullness of undiluted theory. The happy mean is hard to find. But in the present case a story shows so quickly what is meant that it is worth a page of theory.

Take this one. At a ball one night a lady came to her husband and beckoned him aside and said, “John, you’ve managed somehow to rip your trousers at the back of the leg. Come with me and we’ll find a quiet room. I’ve a needle and thread and I can mend them in no time.” They found a quiet room and the husband removed his trousers and stood patiently in his shirt-tail while his wife was mending the trousers. Just then they heard people coming. “Good Heavens!” said the lady, “get in behind that cupboard door and I’ll stand in front and see that nobody can get by.”

The man dived through the door and his wife held it. A moment later she heard his frantic voice on the other side, “Let me back. I’m in the ballroom.”

Now observe that this story does not depend for its humor on any particular form of words. It could be told in a thousand ways. It is almost foolproof in the telling.

Not even a club bore could quite kill it, though he would spin it out till it wore pretty thin. The interesting point in theory is to notice that the humor arises from the situation, not the words, not the people; and not character — they haven’t any. The situation involves exactly the elements discussed in the preliminary analysis of humor; a sudden juxtaposition of incongruities — the bright publicity of a ballroom and the entire privacy of being in one’s shirt-tail: exultation over the disaster of the man concerned, with a relieving sense that it won’t hurt him. If he opened what he thought was a cupboard door and fell downstairs and broke his neck, that would be very funny to a Potawatami Indian, but not to us.

Try one or two more. Here is a story which I read a few years ago as an actuality reported in a Montana newspaper, and which carries with it all the truthfulness that goes with Montana.

A young man cleaned his evening suit for a dance by rubbing it all over with nitric acid. The suit was thin and much worn and a little greasy. So what he had really done, though he didn’t know it, was to turn himself into nitroglycerine. At the dance as soon as the heat of the room fully reached him, his suit blew up and left him like a singed chicken.

Here, as a supreme example, is a story told by Sir Henry Lucy of his friend Canon Ainger. The canon, very fond of children, was invited to a children’s party. On his arrival, the servant was about to show him into a room where the buzz of voices indicated company. “Don’t announce me!” said the reverend gentleman. Then, to get the full fun out of his entry, he put himself on all fours, threw his coattails over his head, pushed the door open and came crawling into the room making a noise like a horse. Hearing no children’s laughter, he looked up. He had come to the wrong house. This was a dinner-party.

Here again the humor is not dependent on any special form of wording: nor on character, except in a general way. ‘Canon Ainger’ becomes a general term for ‘reverend gentlemen’: the Archbishop of Canterbury would do just as well.

The humor of situation arises, therefore, out of any set of circumstances that involve discomfiture or disaster of some odd incongruous kind, not connected with the ordinary run of things and not involving sufficient pain or disaster to over-weigh the pleasures of contemplating this incongruous distress: or it may arise without any great amount of personal discomfiture when the circumstances themselves are so incongruous as to involve a sort of paradox. One and the same principle runs through it all, as it does through all humor, the idea of the ‘thing smashed out of shape,’ the comic broken umbrella spoken of above. If a college of humor were ever established, it should make its coat of arms of such emblems as a broken umbrella, and its professors should wear little pill-box hats like clowns. Even at that, however, the shock of surprise once gone, the little hat would appear as grave and dignified as a ‘mortar board,’ a thing really shaped to fry eggs in. So much does custom color judgment.

Humor of situation — discomfiture, incongruity — could be traced back to the earliest forms of what we call ‘horseplay.’ The logical succession would run from injury to ‘horseplay,’ and from that to practical jokes and ‘playing a trick’ on someone. Apollo, we are told in Greek mythology, having had a controversy with Marsyas in regard to music, skinned him alive and hung up his skin in a cave; in other words he ‘took the hide off him.’ This was crude stuff to which musicians of to-day would not stoop. A degree further up appears the rough and boisterous brutality that passed for primitive fun. In Longfellow’s Hiawatha we read of Pau-Puk-Keewis (Canto XVI), apparently the first American story-teller:

From his lodge went Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Came with speed into the village,

Found the young men all assembled

In the lodge of old Iagoo,

Listening to his monstrous stories,

To his wonderful adventures.

In the next canto we hear what happened to Pau-Puk-Keewis when Hiawatha got hold of him. Apollo with Marsyas had nothing on Hiawatha — the chase of Pau-Puk-Keewis ending in the finale “with their clubs they beat and bruised him, pounded him as maize is pounded” is as close to fun as Hiawatha ever got.

Next to these two stages, the mythological and primitive, can be set what we might call a mediæval, the rough horseplay that passed for diversion in the Middle Ages — ducking people in ponds, and other merry tricks of the sort. This was humor of action, not of literature, but it expressed itself in words in the mediæval drama that was springing into being as a sort of humorous derivative of a church show. Here originated also all such habits and practices as initiating apprentices, and new boys at school, or the antics of Father Neptune in ducking people in a tub of water when a ship crossed the line. In Ralph Roister Doister (a play written probably about 1553), we see the same idea translated into written comedy. Ralph, coveting a rich marriage with Dame Constance, makes a grand assault upon her house, and is put to rout by her maids.

It is interesting to see how the elements of gravity and humor intertwine and alternately separate and come together again. Mankind has a tendency towards either direction. Bring into being such a thing as a Rotation Club, or Elks, or an Astronomical Society and it will move, as it were, both ways at once. The Rotation Club will begin naming its officers Grand Masters and First Emperors, Second Satraps, and such: the less it knows of Greek, the more it will use it. At the same time it will keep breaking down — or rising up — into fun. It is this tendency which accounts for the continuous element of horseplay, discomfiture, drubbing and ducking which runs down our literature like a strand in a rope. The tendency is stimulated by the need, or at least the demand, in the drama at any rate, for ‘comic relief,’ the protection afforded by laughter against tears, by amusement against horror. To what extent the ‘comic relief’ is a sound principle of art is a question. The Greek drama, the tragedies, knew nothing of it. The Greeks liked to ‘take it straight’ just as people in Kentucky never dilute their whisky. The Greek notion of a tragedy was that once it began it never stopped: it went on at the same place and in the same continuous duration till it was all over. Similarly when the Greeks wanted comedy they sat down to laugh, not to cry. But the major tendency in the development of literature and drama for two thousand years has been towards the dual aspect, this Janus mask of tears and laughter. Shakespeare in his grimmest scenes has funny people. Graziano is there to take the agony out of Antonio’s approaching dissection, and Lancelot Gobbo comes on and off as a tear-mop.

Many of our games originated in whole or in part out of this humor of discomfiture. There were in them certain elements that came from elsewhere, for example the development of skill and dexterity arising out of the need of learning to fight, and the element of gambling, meaning trying to get something for nothing, a tendency as old as humanity itself. But games like Blindman’s Buff, and Hunt the Slipper are games of humorous discomfiture: as opposed to boxing, which was a derivative that came down from murder, and chess which rose up from gambling (on squares) to mathematics.

When you get to the days of Scott and Dickens and the Victorian novel, the funny people and the serious people, the crying people and the laughing people come off and on in regular alternation like Box and Cox or the two Cuckoos of a Swiss clock. It was this rapid confusion of alternating tears and laughter which led the vociferous French critic Jules Janin to make (1842) his famous denunciation of the art of Charles Dickens,— “a mass of childish inventions in which everything that is horrible alternates with everything that is simple: here pass, in a flood of tears, people so good that they are absolutely silly: further on, rushing round and blaspheming, are all sorts of robbers, crooks, thieves and paupers, so repulsive that one cannot conceive how any society containing them can last for twenty-four hours. It is the most sickening mixture you can imagine of hot milk and sour beer, of fresh eggs and salt beef, rags and embroidered coats, gold sovereigns and penny pieces, roses and dandelions. They fight, they kiss and make it up, they swear at one another, they get drunk, they die of starvation. Do you like stale tobacco, garlic, the taste of fresh pork and the noise of a tin pan beaten against a cracked copper saucepan? Then try to read this last book of Dickens.”

When we reach the ‘melodrama’ — the ‘ten-twenty-thirty’ that grew out of the Victorian literature — comic relief has become a convention, rigid as a frame. The hero of a play has reached, let us say, the very acme of tragedy — as when the Silver King (anno domini about 1880) lifts up his hands and exclaims, “Oh God! turn back the Universe and give me yesterday!” We know that the moment he makes his exit, in will come the ‘comic coachman’ or the ‘comic butler’ with a ‘comic tag’— “Now, then, this wy (way) for Paddington,” or some such gag, funny only by its repetition, and the house goes into a roar.

We have the same thing to-day in the slightly different form of a ‘mixed program.’ The Grand Guignol Theatre of Paris is the chosen home of horror, undiluted while it lasts. They will put on a lynching scene in a way to make a Negro glad to get back to Mississippi. In their little theatre people are burnt alive, die of thirst on rafts and fall dead from fright in mausoleums. The mortality is very high. But in between the deaths, short intervals of convulsive merriment relieve the strain. No Guignol could be for ever ‘grand.’

The moving picture has fully taken over the convention. The muse Cinematographia is the sunken sister of the arts, beautiful but wicked. She will do anything for money. Hence she mixes up tears and laughter as a barmaid mixes a gin fizz: all she wants to know is, not what the public wants or needs, but what the public will pay for. This is not to say a word against such a situation: in the long run the world must live or die on what it is and what it wants and what it will pay for. You can’t control it from above, and if you could you would have first to be very sure which direction was above and which was below. Government control of art, in that sense, can’t live: it would end in a stagnation like that of China. In the old days when art was the art of a single man — who made up a song or painted a picture and needed only a bit of paper, or not even that, all was different. Art for art’s sake could follow its own prompting. But the huge machine apparatus of the ‘pictures’ and the ‘radio’ are an utterly different case. Hence we find them taking over without question the ‘mixed program’ idea, the mingling of tragedy and fun, of wisdom and foolishness. “The public,” I once heard a moving picture authority say, “won’t stand for more than a thousand feet of education in one evening.”

All of this discussion, I must not say digression, has been intended to bring out the point of the ‘humor of situation,’ or, if we like, of ‘situation-humor’ as a recurrent, a continuous element in the development of the world’s literature. One turns again to the main thread of the argument to speak of the ‘practical joke’ as a parallel development. This too comes down from the ages, losing, as it comes, its earlier brutality. Compare with Apollo’s joke on Marsyas when he took his hide off, the jokes of Till Eulenspiegel. This name is that of a legendary German peasant joker of the fourteenth century who went about the country playing pranks. He may, or may not, have existed, but his tricks were gathered together into a sort of chap-book printed and reprinted for generations. He was thus, as it were, the Homer of the practical joke. He is said to have died about 1350, probably of the Black Death which thus had its brighter side and was not as black as it was painted. Till’s pranks were played against all classes, priests, noblemen, inn-keepers, good and bad indifferently. There was no Robin Hood about him. Yet dimly he stands for the revolt, the upheaval of the peasant, serf and villein class, by the economic changes of the day, against nobles and townspeople. We see here, with hushed reverence, the beginning of the influence of the ‘people.’ “Till’s pranks,” says a biographer, “were often pointless, more often brutal.” He is a long way from the pleasing rascality of Molière’s Scapin or of Dickens’s Alfred Jingle.

Here is one of the more respectable and presentable of Till Eulenspiegel’s tricks. Till happened to meet a group of blind beggars who held out their hands to ask for alms. “Here, my good fellows,” said Till, making a clink of money but giving none, “are twenty florins. Go into the inn over there and dine and this will pay for it.” The blind beggars, deeply grateful, hurriedly stumped into the hotel, each thinking another had the money. A sumptuous dinner was eaten but when the time came to pay for it, the blind men were beaten up by the enraged landlord.

It is said that this story is the origin of the phrase ‘blind man’s dinner.’

Contrast with this an American version which has floated down the stream of literature to the journals of to-day, shaking out the dirt of cruelty as it moved; as follows:

A man of benevolent appearance and quiet dress collected on the street half a dozen little boys of assorted sizes, invited them all to come and have a nice dinner in a restaurant. The dinner was ordered and eaten with great gaiety. As it got near the end, the host beckoned to the waiter and said, “Give the boys some ice-cream and coffee, and I’ll run across to my office and be back by the time they’ve finished.” He left amid grateful bows and smiles from the management. When he failed to return in half an hour, the proprietor came to the table and said, “Where is your father’s office, boys, and I’ll telephone to him?” “He ain’t our father,” chorused the children. “He just asked us in for a feed.”

Now here there is no brutality. No one imagines the little creatures getting ‘beaten up,’ though no doubt Till Eulenspiegel would think that the best ending. Even the landlord has lost nothing but a little food. The pleasing ingenuity — which lies in the juxtaposition of the incongruous — a fond father feeding his children and a crook getting a free dinner, excites our sense of humor.

It is this element of the comic rogue which runs all through the so-called picaresque romance, the mixed rambling adventures of a Francion or, in dramatic form the ‘fourberies’ of a Scapin. It helps, as will be developed later, to convert the humor of situation into the humor of character, or rather it begins to combine the two. Even to-day we find it in actual life when criminality, entirely dissociated from cruelty and suffering and not directed against the poor, often excites a laugh for its sheer ingenuity. I remember one actual case of the ingenious theft of a clock from a mantelpiece of the lounge of a large Canadian hotel in broad daylight at a time when it was full of people coming and going. A man entered the room, as if he knew exactly what he was doing, carrying a large sheet of paper and various small apparatus. He went over to the clock, lifted it two or three feet aside and measured the wall behind it with a tape, entering the measurements in a book. Then he spread out the paper on the floor, wrapped the clock up in it and walked away with the clock. He had stolen it.

One must not, however, be too pious about the humor of our age. Even now perhaps we can still appreciate a Till Eulenspiegel story, though it has to have with it some special saving grace. Let the student consider this example, at once modern and mediæval. The scene is laid in Chicago, the home and hearth of hold-ups, forty years ago. It became at that period the practice of certain thugs to hang round the old Dearborn Station, out of which led dark and shut-in railway tracks, to wait till a likely looking victim appeared, with ‘farmer’ written all over him. When he found the right man, the thug would come running past the farmer and call to him, “Come on down the track! There’s a whole carload of wheat bust and it’s all over the track.” The farmer would start at a run and when he got down far enough among the box cars, the thug sandbagged him, took his money and came back to wait for another. The humor of the story lies in the peculiarity of the bait: a car of grain! A farmer who has just come in from a grain farm to see the sights of the city will take a run to look for grain! So we get the effect that the thug did not catch just one farmer, but caught farmers just as people catch fish. Now if it had been a professor, the thug would have called, “Come on down the track! There’s a first edition of Confucius fallen off a flat car!”

Of common parentage with Till Eulenspiegel and the comic rogue is the more modern ‘practical joke.’ It is amazing now to realize how dead and gone is the practical joke as compared with its extraordinary vogue of a hundred years ago. “The Prince Regent,” says Agnes Repplier (In Pursuit of Laughter), “loved practical jokes. They reached the level of his intelligence. When King he played one on the old Duke of Norfolk plying him with drink at table, driving him round and round the Pavilion lawn at Brighton when he thought he was returning to Arundel and finally tucking him into a Pavilion bed where he awakened in the morning.”

In the same book we are reminded of Theodore Hook (1788-1841) who left a meteoric track in the sky of Georgian England, followed, as meteors are, by complete darkness. Hook was a writer of ballads and comic operas, a mimic, was treasurer for a while of the Island Mauritius, had a close shave of prison for stealing the Island’s funds, was a magazine writer and editor, a prisoner for debt for two years and left behind him nearly fifty volumes of Sayings and Doings, squibs, stories and sketches, or rather, he took them away with him, for there is no trace of them now. In this eccentric setting he developed a phenomenal propensity for practical jokes. On the street one day (Berners Street) he pointed out to a friend a neat but inconspicuous house. “I’ll lay you a guinea,” he said, “that in a week I’ll make that house the most conspicuous in London.” To win the bet Hook sent letters (four thousand, so it is said) to four thousand tradesmen ordering for the Berners Street address inconceivable quantities of coal, wine, books, potatoes — anything. Then he summoned all kinds of exalted personages to go to the house on all kinds of pretexts — the Lord Mayor of London to take a death-bed statement, the Commander-in-Chief, the Bishop of London, the head of the East India Company — on various convincing appeals. The street was blocked. Rows and fights started. Several horses were killed. Hook enjoyed it all from a side window.

The literary counterpart of the practical joke is what some may call the ‘humor of discomfiture’ which flourished mightily in England in the Georgian era and even when Dickens and Queen Victoria came to the throne, still blossomed unchecked. This turns upon the blunders and misadventures and minor miseries of which the characters concerned are the perpetual victims. The laugh is at their ineptitude and distress. Their misfortunes are never serious and never permanent or the fun would be out of it. This basis of discomfiture, as all students of Charles Dickens’s works know, was to have been the original idea of the Pickwick Papers. So at least were the ‘papers’ vaguely planned by the publishers and the first drawings made by the unhappy suicide Seymour. “There was a notion,” wrote Dickens afterwards, “of a Nimrod Club the members of which were to go out shooting, fishing and so forth and getting themselves into difficulty by their lack of dexterity.” Dickens, not being a sportsman, altered the plan to a travelling club, but Mr. Winkle and his opening adventures are part of the original plan. Probably it would not have gone far. As it was, the Pickwick Papers had a close shave of collapse. But Dickens had unconsciously opened the gate of a new and wonderful garden in which he presently moved about, unconscious of art or plan.

As I have elsewhere written, “The banging guns of the rook-shooting, the balking horses and the awkward riders were soon forgotten and left behind. Mr. Pickwick and his friends are carried away on the flood-tide of life.” It was this change from the original humor of discomfiture to the larger humor of character which altered Mr. Pickwick from an amiable nincompoop to a genial philanthropist, and Mr. Winkle from a zany to a gentleman. Dickens, with the childish egotism of genius, always bitterly resented any imputation of this, yet the change is there. Indeed, Mr. Pickwick almost goes into ‘reverse gear’ to become ‘Foxy Grampa,’ a pictured character who delighted children two generations later.

But even as it is, the Pickwick Papers, especially in the earlier chapters, contain a good deal of the humor of discomfiture apart from the question of the Nimrod idea of awkwardness at sport. An excellent example is found in the scene where Mr. Pickwick and his friends get mixed up in the tumult and parade of a military review at Chatham. “‘We are in a capital situation,’ said Mr. Pickwick. He had hardly uttered the word when the whole half-dozen regiments levelled their muskets as if they had but one common object and that object the Pickwickians, and burst forth with the most awful and tremendous discharge that ever shook the earth to its centre, or an elderly gentleman off his. . . . A hoarse shout of command ran along [the line], and the whole of the half-dozen regiments charged at double quick time down upon the very spot where Mr. Pickwick and his friends were stationed . . .” After which the Pickwickians to complete their discomfiture are caught between two lines of conflicting troops, and Mr. Pickwick is rolled over upside down.

Nor have blunders and discomfiture even now faded out of the foreground of written humor, where they still play a certain part as an admixture or ingredient no longer the main element. It is the difference between a horn of brandy and brandy with Christmas pudding.

In America also the humor of discomfiture filled a considerable place during the same period though it was never the leading feature of the famous ‘American humor’ of those whom one might reverently call the ‘old masters’ — Mark Twain and such. But it flourished as a lesser form of humor much in vogue at popular readings and school entertainments. In such a typical book as The Blunders of a Bashful Man, we have, as with Mr. Pickwick and Foxy Grampa, a sort of reverse gear of the comic rogue business. The comic rogue gets ahead of everybody and always wins out. The ‘bashful man’ is always in discomfiture and always the victim.

In American humor of the hour the discomfiture business plays but little part except where combined into those quick-fire verbal effects which make up the new tabloid humor. In the United States a tale of woe must be short and snappy if it is to get listeners. An example from a contemporary source:

A judge, noted for his gentleness to defendants, asked the contrite and broken man before him, “ ’Have you ever been sentenced to imprisonment?’

“‘No, your Honor,’ said the prisoner, and burst into tears.

“‘There, there, don’t cry,’ said the judge. ‘You’re going to be now.’”

Here is another type:

“The farm youths of the Vermont countryside are of great strength. If a wagon is stuck fast in the mud, a young farmer by putting his shoulder against the wheel and giving one good heave, can easily break his shoulder bone.”

Another (with apologies for technical language): “The ball game in Jones’s cow-pasture last Saturday afternoon ended in violent altercation when William Van Nostrand, a visitor from the city, took a long body slide into what he had understood to be third base.” To people who do not understand about baseball and cow-pastures, always rough with stones, it may be explained that Van Nostrand in making his ‘body slide’ must inevitably have hit a stone.

A milder shade of the humor arising out of discomfiture is found in the humor of confusion. The humor here turns on incongruities arising out of ‘a mix-up,’ a misunderstanding or a mistake in identity. In its simplest forms this is as old as literature appearing in the mythologies and the farces of the Middle Ages and the Thousand and One Nights of Arabia. It turns to either comedy or tragedy. The King mistaken for a beggar or a beggar for a King, is a primitive thing that never ends. But in modern humor much higher effects are got than in the mere humor of misadventure. Mistaken identity, in one form or other, has been the chief motives of some of the greatest comic success of modern literature and the modern stage. One thinks of the immortal Charlie’s Aunt. Here the fun turns on a university undergraduate being driven by stress of circumstance (viz. to supply a chaperone for an otherwise unaccountable girl) to dress up as his fellow-student’s (Charlie’s) aunt. Exquisite also is the confusion of persons in the delightful little drama The Man from Blankley’s by F. Anstey (the late Anstey Guthrie) published about fifty years ago in Punch. In this case a guest arriving at a dinner-party and going to the wrong house is assumed by his hostess to be a young man whom she had engaged (unseen) from the universal provider Blankley to fill the place of a missing guest. Anyone can see at once the delightful possibilities — the whispered asides as to what he may eat and drink, etc.

These mistaken or double identities and so on can be used for other purposes, for romantic adventure, as in Mr. Oppenheim’s Great Impersonation, as in the grim tragedy of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde or the mysticism of Jerome K. Jerome’s Passing of the Third Floor Back. Students of literature will observe how easily the Jeykll-Hyde idea might have occurred to Robert Louis Stevenson as a funny concept (although it didn’t), and in its execution might have later turned serious. Thus again and again one realizes that the humor conception and the serious conception are just the two Janus faces of the same truth.

Ever so many jokes and funny stories turn on people being mistaken for someone, or something, else. One of the best in the world, too familiar to bear citation, is the story of the man who by mistake was ‘put off at Buffalo.’ Another — told of any great comedian from Coquelin to Chic Sale — is the story of how a melancholy-looking man, consulting a doctor, was told that what he needed was not medicine, but cheering up. “Go and see Coquelin this evening and have a good laugh.” The man shook his head, “I am Coquelin,” he said.

 

It will be realized that in all these cases of humor arising out of situation, the particular character of the persons concerned does not enter, or only in a secondary degree. The man without his trousers in the ballroom is just ‘the man.’ Till Eulenspiegel’s blind victims were just blind men. Theodore Hook’s joke only needs a bishop (any bishop, size and age indifferent), a commander-in-chief (of anything) and so on. At best the characters are ‘stock characters’ — a ‘witty abbé,’ an ‘old maid,’ an ‘Anglo-Indian colonel,’ a ‘club-man,’ etc. Even for Mr. Pickwick in this limited case we can read ‘elderly gentleman’ and for Charlie and his aunt we can read ‘undergraduate and English spinster.’

But this humor keeps merging towards and suggesting the higher humor that turns on character: in which the situation is rendered ‘funny’ (to use our simplest word) because of the person concerned. Thus in the Pickwick Papers, when the soldiers chased Mr. Pickwick it was funny as the vision of an elderly gentleman being chased. Mr. Pickwick, as yet, we hardly know: neither did Dickens, or only by intuition, not yet by acquaintance. “I thought of Mr. Pickwick,” he wrote, as the sole explanation of the origin of that illustrious gentleman. Later on in the book if Mr. Pickwick were chased it would be funny because it was Mr. Pickwick. When Tartarin to save his life cuts the Alpine rope that holds Bompard (who is doing the same thing), the situation is not only funny but doubly funny because it is ‘just like Tartarin.’ Of course the situation must first show the character, but as this develops, the character reacts on it. Such amusing creatures as Mr. Wodehouse’s Jeeves, and Mr. Harry Leon Wilson’s Ruggles, once created, carry an atmosphere of amusement with them: just as Sherlock Holmes sitting with Watson in Baker Street spells mystery before he even speaks. It is the art of genius to ‘create’ — or rather, ‘to put over’ — a character quickly. Observe how Mr. Harry Leon Wilson writes one opening page, and out steps Ruggles. Take then the humorous character, place the personages in humorous situations, use for its transmission all the art of words and verbal technique, and you have the work of humor in its fully developed form. To produce it is not an easy task. Writing sermons is play beside it.


Chapter V. THE HUMOR OF CHARACTER

[image: img117.jpg]

AS THE INTRODUCTION to this chapter I permit myself to narrate a personal experience. Just before I ceased being a professor, one of my colleagues, running his hand through what remained in fluff of what had been his hair, and speaking in the bleating voice acquired by long lecturing said to me, “My! My! there used to be some queer old characters among the professors when we came here thirty-five years ago! There are none now!” And he shuffled off with his head wobbling like a mantelpiece ornament.

This illusion is shared by many people, that there were queer characters when they were young, queer characters in the little village on Cornwall where they spent last summer, terribly queer old characters at Llandydd in Wales or at Saucisson-sur-Marne in France — but none here and now.

The truth is that the queer people are all around you, plenty of them, if you have the eyes to see them. If you are lacking in sense of humor, or in that angle of it, you won’t know that they are there. If you have a commonplace mind absorbed in things rather than people, and in money rather than imagination, people will look all pretty much alike. If you have a serious mind, full of some particular content of purpose, you will classify them on different lines. A missionary sees people as Christians, heathens, Presbyterians, etc.; an insurance agent sees them as ‘prospects,’ and so on. The divisions, which are really infinite, correspond to what you want or need to see. It is a patterned grating that you yourself lay on the surface.

So it is not likely that you will of yourself be fully aware of all the odd differences and incongruities that make up ‘character.’ But if you have any kind of reasonable and intelligent mind it will happen sometimes that you open the magic pages of an enchanted book by a Charles Dickens. The whole world changes around you and is full of ‘characters.’ Later when you sink down again with the dead weight of your own individuality, you say to yourself, “Those are not real people, they are just caricatures.” But you’re quite wrong.

By outstanding characters we mean individuals in whom some particular quality or eminence is developed beyond those of his fellow-men. Chang, the Chinese giant, was 8 feet, 2 inches high; Isaac Newton knew Euclid without learning it, and Emerson was so good that he wrote essays about it. But these are not what are meant by ‘characters’ in the humorous sense, nor is it in connection with them that we speak of the ‘humor of character.’ By this is meant differences and oddities in character of a nature to involve an incongruity, contradiction or paradox, and thus set up that ‘frustrated expectation’ which we have seen to be the basis of all humor. Thus it is contrary to expectation that a huge man should have a tiny voice as huge men sometimes have, or that a meek little rat should have a ferocious moustache. These are appearances only. But it is equally incongruous, let us take simple examples, that a man full of swagger should run away like Mr. Dowler in Pickwick; that a college professor should be as simple as a loon; and a peasant (an age-old example) as shrewd as a cardinal. Even oddities of speech or gait or dress make ‘character’ because they break a rule and so set up an incongruity — or, as it were, start an exultation.

It is a principal theme of this treatise that all humor everywhere can be reduced to the same basic elements, as all physical forces are reduced to the same law of gravitation. So with the humor of character; a man who has the habit of keeping on repeating some phrase or form of words— “Yes, yes, yes,” or “Very good, very good,” becomes ‘funny.’ Women’s fashions, when they first come out, ought to look funny and do look funny to children or Negroes. But for the most of us, the sense of oddity has worn thin by the very expectation of it. ‘What next?’ is all we ask. It takes a terrific effort to make a comic or burlesque costume for a woman. In fact it can only be done by taking one that was all the rage a few years ago and now is not; that opens up a new ‘exultation.’

But although custom kills, yet vagaries and oddities of dress, gait, manner and accent can be standardized as ‘funny’ and thus retain their first shock and contrast on the principles of repetition and conservatism spoken of in the first chapter. Thus a ‘rustic in a smock-frock’ is a stock character and when he says “I beä” and “I baint,” he just hits it right. His transatlantic counterpart is the ‘upstate rube’ (that means a rustic young man from the upper part of New York state) wearing a gingerbread suit with high-water pants and a bright red tie and saying, “No, siree, you don’t fool me!” Hence the thousand and one variants of comic characters of the stage, all running to stock type and yet all true: the round banker with the heavy gold watch, the lean editor with ink all over him, the tatterdemalion tramp, the bar-keeper with the wicker sleeves — their name is legion. The stage doesn’t make them, they are there! or were till yesterday. I have seen people in Centralia, Missouri, who looked exactly as if they came from Centralia, Missouri, and old men in a Hampshire village looking as if they came straight out of a Hampshire village.

I say advisedly ‘or were till yesterday.’ The future is yet to come. The standardizing, levelling tendencies that smooth us out and make us all the same may end in eliminating if not ‘character’ at least the appearance of it and the dress. Modern life, in raising the level of the mass, lowers individual eminence. Mass production brings with it mass thinking. Mass economic life compels a new kind of cohesion in which the individual is forced and fitted into a pattern. He can’t have any liberty because there is nothing to choose: unless everybody chooses the same, nobody gets anything. The human mind, or rather the human outlook, is already accommodating itself to this idea: people accept social regimentation, expect to be told what to do and what to be and how to be it. The very scope of our mechanical invention makes us all the more sheeplike. In the morning all the sheep listen to a shepherd broadcasting prayers, news and weather; in the afternoon all the sheep look over the fence at a ball game (cricket, base, or foot); in the evening all the sheep listen to a lullaby. To what extent humanity can undergo this superimposed layer of sameness without change, is surely an open question: they may change to something better or worse, but hardly remain the same.

To this extent then it is true that there were more queer characters to be found in the village of our youth, or at Carcassonne-sur-les-Puits than here and now. Our uniform life reduces everyone’s routine to that of every other: enables each to look down the little vista of his lot in life as down an alley lined with trees. The very certainty of his lot (barring dismissal or disaster) takes all the adventure out of it: the future looks as close as the present: there is no uncertainty but death: and that is coming. No wonder that in such an environment ‘character’ cannot live, or not visibly and obviously. The outward signs of it will go: the ‘rubes’ will disappear and the ‘Cornish rustics’ will unbutton their smock-frocks at the neck and put on ‘step-ins.’

I have often thought that one can realize how great is the suppression of the individual under the urban industrialism of to-day, by turning back the pages of contemporary history. Think how different things were a generation or so ago in America when humanity was on the march and moved into new towns and settlements overnight. I have written elsewhere in describing the Winnipeg that was:

“I have always felt that there must be something exhilarating, stimulating, superhuman in the rushing, upward life of a boom town — a San Francisco of the ‘50’s, a Carson City of the ‘60’s, a Winnipeg of the ‘80’s. The life of the individual fits into the surroundings as into a glove — the ‘world’ no longer means something far away, something in the papers — it is right there. In the life of the great cities of to-day the individual is crushed, lost, is nothing. In the boom town his life is life itself. There everybody is somebody. ‘Character’ springs like a plant and individuality blooms like a rose: and forthwith there are gay people, brave people, and queer people — room for everybody to be something; not the crushed dead-level uniformity of the metropolis. Everybody becomes, as in Charles Dickens’s America, ‘a remarkable man’: indeed we all are, in reality, if looked into deeply enough.

In such a setting politics swell into grandeur: social life becomes a whirl — life itself a day-by-day adventure, and the future an infinite vista. So was it with Winnipeg of the boom, as beside which the New York and London of to-day are dull and commonplace.”

It might be thought that what has just been said contradicts what was said at the opening of the chapter about queer characters being always there if we could see them. In some measure it does, but not much. It only means that they get harder to see. The uniformity of life interposes a medium of similarity of dress, habits, amusements and reading which tends to obscure ‘character.’ But at least as yet ‘character’ is there underneath. What sameness and uniformity and mass ideas and mass audition of mass news and mass amusement, soon to be increased by television where everybody sees everybody, will ultimately do to human kind we don’t know. But the process is only beginning. Things will last our time. The distinguished American novelist, Mr. Sinclair Lewis, wrote a monumental novel called Babbitt to show that in America everybody is alike. And forthwith Babbitt refused to be alike — stepped out of the book as a character with a lot of attributes, and kindly ones, of his own. He escaped, like Sherlock Holmes and others, from the hands of his creator and became a person on his own, in fact, a ‘regular Babbitt.’

We ask then, a little more explicitly, What makes humorous character and how is it presented in literature? We turn to the world of books and we find the humorous characters defiling in a merry troop that comes down through the centuries, a very cavalcade. Some of the faces we only half know or can’t distinguish, but others seem as real as we do ourselves. Here is Don Quixote with Sancho Panza beside him, and Falstaff, and Monsieur Jourdain, the Bourgeois Gentilhomme of Molière, and here’s Sir Roger de Coverley and the Vicar of Wakefield, and Mr. Pickwick in the midst of such a jostle that we can hardly see him for the crowd, and so on right down to the Mr. Jeeveses and the Ruggleses of Red Gap, hurrying to catch up with the rest. And here’s a whole boatload, it seems, paddling in from America on Huck Finn’s raft. He’s got old Rip Van Winkle, and Sam Slick and a lot of miners from Calaveras county, and an odd lot picked up anywhere and everywhere with certificates from O. Henry and Ring W. Lardner. What a company! Don’t talk to me of the Royal Society or of the Smithsonian Institution in comparison with such good company as that.

So we ask, What makes the humor of character and how do we analyse it out? This process of analysis is like applying the microscope to the soft beauty of the flower wet with dew, or to the down on the ripened peach. It seems to threaten to turn it into something else. What we call ripe fruit is fruit that is losing its vitality and starting to rot: the still life of the woods teems with a million parasites: autumn is death and snow is burial. No one can make the scientific view of the world beautiful, unless it be the vast infinities of the astronomer.

So when literature is ‘cut and dried’ (the very phrase betrays us), it must lose something of its ideal aspects. If ‘characters’ are thought of as made out of this and made out of that, their essential life is gone. We might hesitate to unbutton Mr. Pickwick’s waistcoat for fear that sawdust would fall out. But perhaps our fears are needless. When science analyses the human body till it can find no further element to disintegrate, it still cannot find the main thing it looks for — the principle of life, the soul. This may be so with literature. There is perhaps an elusive essence that escapes us, an inspiration that analysis cannot find. Call this the original ‘humour’ of Hippocrates and we are back in a circle where we started.

Queer characters, humorous characters, when analysed present incongruities that do not clash with reality. The incongruities must be real and possible: if not, what is produced is a comic character. Thus the books of Charles Dickens are filled with humorous characters. The Bab Ballads are full of ‘comic characters.’ The comic characters could easily have their real counterparts, easily be ‘reset’ as human characters. Let us take Captain Joyce and Captain Reece. They were both so polite, easy and indulgent with their men that they set up a contrast or incongruity between what a captain is and should be and what they are:

If ever they were dull or sad,

The Captain danced to them like mad,

Or told, to make the time pass by,

Droll legends of his infancy.

That was Reece, R.N., of H.M.S. Mantelpiece. He didn’t really dance at all. Here is Captain Joyce (command unknown) who protested against a love-sick sailor perpetually singing willow-willow to the accompaniment of the banjo: — 

Lay aft, you lubber, do,

  What’s come of that young man, Joe?

Belay!— ‘vast heaving! you!

  Do kindly stop that banjo!

Yet Joyce who ‘loved duty’ could be stern and ended by giving Joe ten thousand lashes. Did he really? No. Did he really call up to the yards ‘Kindly stop that Banjo’? No. What, then, is the point? That these comic impossibilities are a sort of distorted reflection of naval actualities, the ‘stern-duty’ idea, and the ‘look-after-your-men’ notion. But a quite different thing is the Captain Cuttle of Dombey and Son, not comic in the sense that he is not literally impossible. He could have had a wooden arm and he could have said ‘Stand by!’ — a phrase obviously an incongruity in civil life, and he could have used metaphors of the sea, and looked as rough as mahogany with a heart as soft as tallow.

These contrasts and oddities of dress and talk, these inconsistencies of rough exterior and smooth insides (pass me the phrase, as the French would say, in favor of its justice), of vociferous words and kindly actions — these make up the characters of humor. They must balance out on the kindly side, they must help to make a good world or reconcile us at least to one that might have been worse. Humor and human kindliness are one.

Now if you add to them, connect with them, the humor of situation! Then you’ve got something. Put one of our ‘characters’ where we get to know him in one of those odd mixed-up situations discussed above, and the fun is intensified seven times. One recalls the man, temporarily without his trousers, diving into a cupboard to hide and finding himself in a ballroom! Now suppose it were Mr. Pickwick or the man from Blankley’s who dined in the wrong house: let it be Mr. Winkle, or Mr. Verdant Green or the little Curate of the Private Secretary.

In other words, it is when character and situation combine to produce a truly humorous conception that we feel ourselves rising far above the level of the mere comic, the burlesque, and scarcely needing the artifices of wit and verbal forms to convey the situation. Yet they help too: after all, humor must be expressed in language. It is true that the expression of humor is often damaged by the narrator trying to be too comical: but there is a mode and method that suits each narrative, subtle as silk. An incident involving the humor of character and situation may be deliberately narrated in a mock heroic style, or a wilfully serious style, or a comic style, or as it were taken out of the narrator’s own hand and related by a character. Space here forbids the detailed discussion of what may be called the rhetoric of humor. For that the student (if he insists on being one) may turn to Mr. A. A. Thomson’s excellent text Written Humour (1936). This, as a deliberate attempt to teach people how to write humorously, is a good sign of the times. Till now the humorist was told to sing as a bird; the dyspeptic essayist was trained at college.

But for the happiest effects of humorous creation there is needed not only character and situation but that elusive element called atmosphere. The characters of the story must be surrounded by a peculiar medium of make-believe: they must be seen through an air colored to a slight rosiness as from the setting of the sun or the veil of ashes of a forest fire. It is as if one looked at them through colored glasses without knowing it. How is it done? I think largely from the ‘tone’ or ‘tune’ of the writing, and partly by inflection from the other characters. They all help to keep it up. Few would deny that the greatest master of this ‘humorous atmosphere’ was Charles Dickens. Of the nineteen hundred individuals, more or less, whose names occur in his work, hundreds and hundreds are ‘humorous characters,’ ‘queer’ people, or to speak in a circle ‘people right out of Dickens.’ Some of them are created as it were by sudden magic, a few odd sentences, a paragraph does it. One thinks of Mr. F.’s aunt, the unaccountable and silent lady who broke into conversations with sudden and irrelevant remarks, “When we lived at Henley, Barnes’s gander was stolen by tinkers.”

Atmosphere, of course, is given to a book when the writer writes in the name of one of his characters, as when Robert Louis Stevenson pretends that he is Jim Hawkins and tells about Treasure Island, or Mark Twain pretends to be, or still to be, Huckleberry Finn. It is much used in historic romances in order to bring in the kind of language that the writer imagines to be historic: as when a French nobleman of the time of Louis Quatorze is made to say “Pish!” to show how aristocratic and impatient he is, although there is no such word in French and never was. Atmosphere is easy enough to give, as thick as soup, but the trouble is to get it right, especially the atmosphere of humor. Narration through a character is marvellous when well done (see again Gentlemen Prefer Blondes) but if unsuccessful is tiresome beyond words. Dickens, who could break all the rules of art as Napoleon broke all the rules of battle, would narrate through a character and still be talking as Charles Dickens. Esther Summerson (in Bleak House) saves her face by now and again using the namby-pamby ‘nice’ language of Victorian women, but most of the time she is Charles Dickens. At times a writer succeeds in creating a wonderful atmosphere by a manner of relating which is his own voice and at the same time is not: as if he were voicing the voice of the world. This is the method of Captain Harry Graham in that delightful book, The Private Life of Gregory Gorm. This is the happy and instinctive method of Mr. P. G. Wodehouse, a master of humorous atmosphere.

But turn again to the waiting characters of our cavalcade. We have not space to talk of more than a few of them. Some of lesser rank like Caleb Balderstone or the Vicar of Wakefield will not take it ill if we leave them out as scarcely known to all the world to-day. Others are so very recent, the Jeeveses and the Ruggleses that though we know them well, many of our neighbors have not met them yet. That part also of the cavalcade we must perforce leave aside. But eminent among the crowd are characters so great that all the world knows them or argues itself unknown. Shall we call forth Don Quixote, and Falstaff and Monsieur Jourdain, Mr. Pickwick, Tartarin and Huckleberry Finn?

Among the first of the great characters of modern humor is Don Quixote, otherwise Don Quixote de la Mancha. Spaniards and Americans call him, by pronunciation, Don Keehotay, English people usually Don Quicksot. For the French he is Don Quichotte and his name runs through the languages as a common noun and adjective. To live in an imaginary world, seeking to set wrong right, is to be ‘quixotic.’

Don Quixote was created from the mind of Miguel Cervantes de Saavedra (1547-1616). Cervantes was a Spanish soldier, playwright and story-writer in the great age of Spanish literature that paralleled Elizabethan England. He saw much of adventure, of war, of poverty, of prison, of everything except wealth and success. For five years he was a prisoner and slave among the Moors of Algiers. Ransomed, he fell into distress at home (at Seville) and into the prison terms (several of them) that in those days accompanied distress. In prison — at home, not at Algiers — he planned his Don Quixote book— “just the kind of thing,” he said, “that might come out of a prison.” What he meant, we don’t know. Out of prison came also Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, Raleigh’s History of the World, and the matchless stories of O. Henry.

Modern critics, who refuse to let a plain thing alone, have now started a theory that Cervantes’s work is a vast piece of ‘symbolism.’ If so, Cervantes didn’t know it himself and nobody thought of it for three hundred years. He meant it as a satire upon the silly romances of chivalry. It was Cervantes who, as has been said a thousand times, helped to laugh out of existence what remained of mediæval chivalry.

The humor involved in Don Quixote cannot be understood without the background. The feudal system, when it grew up, was a wonderful thing. It may come back again. It was the only way to gather again into cohesion the wreckage of a people decimated, trampled and dispersed by barbarian invasion and social upheaval. Students should read such a book as Brentano’s Middle Ages before they take their next laugh at the ‘fuddle’ system. It was the only way. A strong man built himself in among the rocks in a castle like a boulder damming a torrent, and called other refugees to his side. Later a village nestled below the rock and the vineyards grew again. Gone was the old Roman state with its compacts and plebiscites and the codes of the praetor peregrinus. In its place was personal allegiance, the love of Our Lady, the faith of a gentleman and the greater Glory of God. Spin our world fast enough, just a little faster than now, and it will break that way again, and we shall need the rock of refuge.

With the feudal system came chivalry, its animating spirit, the code of conduct of war, honor and love. This replaced the cold negations of stoicism, the creed of the Roman gentleman. Chivalry enjoined submission to God and to those above, condescension to those below, pity for a fallen foe and, for love, a devotion that gave all and asked nothing. Of equality it never heard: it spoke not of rights but duties. In its highest ecstasies it went trailing off with fluttering bannerets to the Holy Land to drive the infidel from the Sepulchre of Christ.

All this changed. Feudalism filled its allotted purpose and degenerated. The baron turned from defence to rapacity. Bigger and bigger toads fought for bigger and bigger puddles. Gunpowder knocked down castles and artillery made a nation. Feudalism, as they say in German-American, was ‘all.’

With it had degenerated ‘chivalry,’ gone utterly to seed. Bravery had reduced itself to so many formulas as to who could fight whom, and how, that it was as bad as algebra: degrees of family birth and courage and exaltation were all labelled and indicated with tabards and devices, with gules argent and lions rampant till a group of knights looked like a pack of cards. A dim reflection of the pomp of chivalry and feudalism survives in such present offices as those of Gold Stick, Norrey King of Arms, the Harbinger and the High Almoner. These almost sound as if you could take tricks with them at poker. These people don’t exist in Montana. It was Cervantes who kept them out.

Love, also, had gone silly, a stage it easily takes. It had passed into pledges, vows, observances, a code of lover’s duty that had to be interpreted by a Court of Love — with penalties for a criminality against Cupid. The vows and pledges of the lovesick lovers were like the bets at any American presidential election when a man bets that if a democrat is elected he won’t shave till he’s put out. That man, sitting all hairy and defiant, is straight out of the fourteenth-century court of love. Both, really, should be in a police court. The mediæval lover could of course take a ‘saunter’ to the Holy Land: but see the irony that even language can carry buried in it — a pilgrimage to the Sainte Terre became a ‘saunter.’ But don’t scoff at the Middle Ages till you realize what is happening to our word ‘cruise’: this was once done by the Columbuses and the Vasco da Gamas, but now by tired business men drinking dry rum cocktails on the palm-deck of a West Indian ‘cruiser.’

If then we grasp just what had happened to feudalism and chivalry we can realize what it was that Cervantes did with Don Quixote and appreciate the glorious humor that lies at the base of it. The detail we can hardly follow. The book is too long-drawn for most of us to-day. But it can make us realize again the great power of humorous writing as a social force. Books of tears move the world as did Uncle Tom’s Cabin, books of ecstasy enthrall the soul as Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress did, but Cervantes’s book helped to return to sanity the mind of a continent still a little delirious.

The hero, Don Quixote de la Mancha, has read so deeply on chivalry — of knightly conduct towards damsels in distress, of evil giants to overthrow — that his mind has slipped its gears, that he must needs set off on a pilgrimage to set wrong right. Don Quixote is long and lean and sallow — a queer figure for a knight at arms — his face is at once vacant and illuminated. Add to him his queer jangling accoutrements, his horse Rosinante, a ‘nag’ in name and in frame; attach to him his comic relief, the rotund and unhappy Sancho Panza, turned from man of all work to a squire at arms by what financiers call a forced conversion. Take all this, add the vows sworn to the Lady Dulcinea of Tobosa (she kept an inn) and start him on the path of adventure still quoted by all the world. Here are the windmills turned to giants, the captives turned to pigs — the contrast between the everlasting absurdities of mediæval superstition and the hard facts of life. And yet somehow Don Quixote wins out by the very exaltation of his idiocy.

Mark Twain traversed the same ground three hundred years later with his Connecticut Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. It was a priceless book (1889) but was somewhat spoiled for the English public because Mark Twain lumped in Queen Victoria and her England as part of the Middle Ages, to say nothing of putting in Cervantes’s Spain. To Mark Twain there were just two great periods of history, the wicked one, held over in Europe under kings and popes, and the good one, conducted in America from Hartford, Connecticut. But for students it is interesting to compare Mark Twain’s nineteenth-century indictment, done in the roaring merriment of broad burlesque, interspersed with intense realities, and the classic pages of Cervantes.

 

Falstaff in appearance is the very opposite of Don Quixote. For lean read fat, up to the very point of unwieldiness. He starts out with the initial advantage, for humor, of being fat. In vain Mr. E. V. Knox and Shakespeare himself elsewhere have tried to justify, or even to exalt, the fat man. He won’t do, except for fun. Fat lovers are out of it: fat kings like the monstrous Louis XVIII, a wobbling jelly rolling in a brougham to fill Napoleon’s place — fat kings are comic. But Falstaff, just right! The very antithesis of a martial appearance: a living incongruity: knightly dignity of name and a rolling body and a loose tongue. But not without brains: Falstaff is no fool and differs utterly from Don Quixote, who lived on illusions, by having no illusions. In Shakespeare’s day the gloom of dying feudalism, killed on Bosworth field and calling still for a horse, had given way to the new sunrise of national monarchy; to the new panoply of national armies, the Field of the Cloth of Gold and to the exaltation and adventure of opening the New World: to all this idealism Falstaff stands in happy contrast, swilling sack. Not for him the valor of service, or the raising of the Cross in the Wilderness. Time enough for that later, as was told Falstaff himself when he lay a-dying and ‘babbled of green fields.’ The humor of Falstaff is based on the chasm of contrast between his ungainly, inglorious person and the new glory of Elizabethan England.

It probably made no difference to Shakespeare that Falstaff, living under Henry IV, two centuries before, was more Elizabethan than mediæval. To Shakespeare — let it be said in one burst of heresy, followed by silence — history made little difference, nor geography. To him Morocco and Bohemia and Denmark were all the same place. Moors and Niggers and Jews all talked alike. He would have laid a play in North America among the Seneca Indians with a Prince of Tonawanda talking just like Portia. But wherever Shakespeare got him, and wherever he properly belongs in history, Falstaff is one of the great humorous characters of world literature. Take the scene where Falstaff (Henry IV, Part I), talking with Prince Hal, assumes the rôle of the prince’s father and describes himself.

And yet Falstaff runs true to the line in which humor lies in that we don’t dislike him; on the contrary, we feel we could enjoy his society. Most of us would rather take Falstaff out fishing or put him up at our golf club than we would Antonio or the Doge of Venice or King Lear. He’d make a bigger hit.

 

Next in line to the creation of Don Quixote and Falstaff, not quite contemporary, appears that of Monsieur Jourdain, the Bourgeois Gentilhomme, at the hands of the unsurpassed genius of comedy, Molière. The scene has shifted from the open country of Andalusia and the dangersome midnight on Gad’s Hill, to the Paris of the Sun King, Louis XIV, the centre of a new and unrivalled effulgence, beside which chivalry was dim and knighthood drab. The nobles are now cast for the part of butterflies. Fashion rages. Mimic combats of the wits of the salon replace the rude field of arms. Learning has become fashionable. Even war is made luxurious with a huge attendant staff of the royal cuisine and a battery of amusements. A polite world replaces a world of chivalry and a new scepticism begins to undermine the older scholasticism. Underneath it, commences already to stir and move the new giant of commerce and industry presently to overset it all.

No wonder that the new people — the nouveaux riches, of commerce, begin to aim at a place among the great: desire to acquire, and are willing to pay for acquiring, the polish of the world of the court. “Polish me!” says Monsieur Jourdain, newly enriched, and forthwith masters of philosophy and maîtres d’armes begin to try to teach Mr. Jourdain the unteachable and to make out of a bourgeois a gentleman. If Molière’s theme had been simply that, namely that you can’t make a gentleman out of a tradesman, it would be mere snobbism. Indeed, that very theme has been reflected in a hundred English books and plays and lies close to the English heart. Thus in Sandford and Merton, quoted above, the whole point is that little Harry isn’t a gentleman and can’t ever be one, yet it does little Tommy who is a gentleman a lot of good to see how moral and decent can be a little boy who isn’t a gentleman. That sounds like Anita Loos, in whose language a version of Molière done in the Gentlemen Prefer Blondes strain would probably miss the point.

Molière’s humor turns partly on the simplicity and naïveté of Monsieur Jourdain — his joy in his new coat, his amazement that he has talked prose all his life, etc. etc., but also on the silliness and futility of the things they teach him. Monsieur Jourdain, eager to learn rhetoric, desires to send a letter to a marquise to convey the sentiment: “Belle marquise, vos yeux me font mourir d’amour.” Nothing is more delightful than the way the sentence is twisted back and forward, to Monsieur Jourdain’s further amazement, in variants such as:— “Belle marquise, d’amour mourir me font vos yeux” and “Mourir d’amour me font, belle marquise, vos yeux,” etc.

The crowning humor of the setting is found in the line, quoted and quoted for ever: “Les gens de qualité savent tout sans avoir rien appris.” And yet with it all we like Monsieur Jourdain. He is what the French call bon, which means good with a touch of ‘silly.’ I’m not sure that I’d like to be it. Monsieur Jourdain’s faith in those about him is touching, his belief in learning is appealing and his reverence for the mighty is not snobbishness but just humility of mind.

Molière’s comic genius, or rather his genius for comedy, has never been surpassed. His light has never burnt dim. Shakespeare, no one doubts, was a great dramatist. His comedies are filled with interest: but will any candid mind find in their lines the laughter that breaks from the open page of Molière, and interpreted by French genius on the stage convulses still alike either court or crowd? Comparisons and estimates of Molière are rendered all the more difficult for us from the fact that translation, in the full literary sense, is almost impossible, and especially so in the field of humor. Translation can tell us, in a sense, what a person said but not how he said it. It is all right when used for a railway time-table, all wrong when used for a sonnet. What for example is the French for ‘How d’you do?’ There isn’t any. ‘How d’you do’ is a peculiar English idiom which long since lost all connection with its original enquiry and has been deteriorated into a gurgle of salutation. The French ‘Comment vous portez-vous?’ is quite different. So is ‘Comment allez-vous?’ and ‘Comment ça va?’ and the muttered word ‘Monsieur!’ accompanied by half a bow. What is the French for “A primrose by the river’s brim, a yellow primrose was to him and it was nothing more”? There isn’t any. What is the English for “Et rose, elle a vécu ce que vit la rose”? There is none.

Now, imaginative literature is suffused with uses of language involving such delicate shades of meaning that they refuse to recombine in other tongues. One may take something and under the name of ‘translating’ it, may write something far better. Fitz Gerald wrote the Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám and pretended that it was Persian. King James’s translators took Hebrew and Attic Greek and turned them with unsurpassed art into an English already slightly archaic, with a result that we have a so-called ‘translation’ better than the translated idioms and superior to the language into which it was translated. These are questions of a different order. But of translating humor itself one despairs.

 

In one long stride we pass down two centuries and a half from the Bourgeois Gentilhomme to Mr. Pickwick. Many of us would agree that here is the greatest humorous character ever known. From no other pages in the world’s books, as compared with the Pickwick Papers, has ever so much laughter come, the unsullied laughter of self-forgetfulness, that can brighten our hours of leisure, alleviate the hours of sorrow, expel, if but for a moment, the dark shadow of domestic care and recall to those in exile the sights and sounds of home.

It seems a thousand pities that the academic world of the colleges maintains and always has maintained a sort of conspiracy of pedantry that refuses to exalt Dickens into his proper place: that treats his works as a sort of tap-room idleness; that studies and analyses and even tries to laugh at Aristophanes of two thousand years ago, not realizing the genius beside its elbow. Scholars would deny the superiority of Dickens over Aristophanes, and what can we do about it? Entrenched behind a chevaux de frise of Greek verbs and a smokescreen of footnotes there is no way to chase them out.

 

Mr. Pickwick was born in 1836, but of his literary origin we know nothing. Dickens, as said above, took over a contract to write a set of papers about Cockney sportsmen. His suggestion that he should change the Cockney sportsmen into a club was accepted. “And then,” writes Dickens, “I thought of Mr. Pickwick!” Just that: with no elaboration: whether Mr. Pickwick broke upon him, full, sudden and glorious, as the Pacific Ocean to the eyes of Nuñez Balboa, as the law of gravitation to Isaac Newton or whether Mr. Pickwick dawned gradually and softly as the summer daylight that is to turn to noon-day effulgence, we cannot say. Mr. Pickwick, be it observed, is peculiar among the great characters in not being a necessary emergence from a given background. Molière must have talked with a hundred Jourdains before he rolled them into one: Monsieur Jourdain is a consequence of the court of Louis XIV as inevitable as a syllogism. Don Quixote was there already: he’s just a knight in capital letters and upside down. So, in a way, is Falstaff. And Tartarin of Tarascon was, and is, an effect of the south of France and the Mediterranean sun: it was no question how and where to get him; you couldn’t get away from him. But Mr. Pickwick, what is he? An English gentleman? No, except for Miss Anita Loos to whom all men are gentlemen. Pickwick is a gentleman, of course, but that’s not the point. Is he the picture of a tradesman? No. A typical Englishman? No, a typical nothing; he’s just Mr. Pickwick. By consummate art, or happy accident, Mr. Pickwick’s age is left in the twilight. Dickens when he created him was himself twenty-four, an age at which a man of forty-five seems old and a man of sixty-five a Methuselah; and he wrote at a period when people died so early that while alive they had to keep moving — marry at eighteen in a runaway chaise with an angry old father of forty in pursuit, and so on.

The result is that every reader sees his own Pickwick. To a boy in his teens Mr. Pickwick is about forty-five, for a man in his thirties Mr. Pickwick is, say, fifty, and for a man of forty-five Mr. Pickwick is probably about sixty-five. I imagine that for an old man of eighty Pickwick would be about a hundred and ten.

In point of fact it may be doubted whether Dickens himself knew Mr. Pickwick’s age. We have it on good authority that Dickens, when asked which leg Silas Wegg had lost (see Our Mutual Friend), answered that he didn’t know and hadn’t thought about it. So with Pickwick’s age. All students of Dickens’s works will at once point to the only passage that seems to give evidence. Mr. Pickwick, invited to slide on the pond, the fatal pond, at Dingley Dell, protested at first that he “hadn’t done such a thing these thirty years.” But I don’t think that means much: Dickens probably hardly noticed the phrase as it ran down his pen. He was not writing a history. He just meant that Mr. Pickwick hadn’t gone sliding for ever so long. Yet one admits on the face of it that it might point to an age of forty-five years, fifteen spent in sliding and thirty spent in not sliding.

In the matter of the indefiniteness of Pickwick’s age, Dickens’s instinct was right. Mr. Pickwick had to be just passing from middle age to old age, certainly not old and certainly not young. There lies the breeding ground, or shall we say the feeding ground, of the true hero of humorous fiction; a man elderly but not old: rotund but not fat: heavy but not infirm. As they grow in years men turn mellow, women (or say some of them) turn yellow: men get broad, women fat. It gets hard to use them in fiction. As heroines or angels women have their place, the front place, in fiction. But later in life there is little place for them except as comics (Mrs. Gamp) or masculinities (Betsy Trotwood). And for humor, they just don’t fit: women are not humorous except by exception. There is no such person as Mrs. Pickwick.

Let it be admitted that this above opinion is purely controversial and unprovable: it is only a statement of personal impression with no further value and no further offence.

If one can dare apply the scalpel of the anatomist to the person of Mr. Pickwick — and in a book for students like the present, it must be done — we shall find that the humor of him can be traced to the same structure and same vital tissues as all other humor. The incongruities, the ‘frustrated expectations,’ the sudden juxtapositions of impossibilities all come together with a pop in Mr. Pickwick. Here at the opening is the Pickwick Club, its deliberations the counterpart of the House of Commons except perhaps as to national authority. The exception is like that of Mark Twain’s temperate old man who had “never tasted liquor unless you count whisky.” The juxtaposition makes the House of Commons and the Club both funny, one too big, and the other too small. Then Mr. Pickwick — his authorship of “Observations on the Theory of Tittlebats,” his scientific discoveries — all carrying the pomp of scholarship and the fact of emptiness. The beginning runs close to burlesque, but Mr. Pickwick shook it off himself at a jog-trot when he got started. Presently we see him better: the contrast of his physique, immobilized by middle age (whatever that may be), and his brisk inquiring mind, his easy amiability leading to misadventure: later a stubborn bedrock of character that sends him to jail rather than marry Mrs. Bardell. Pickwick rises here close to heroism; there are no tittlebats on him. But the greatest thing about the Pickwick Papers, of which Mr. Pickwick is at once the cause and effect, is the warm glow of humanity — human kindliness that suffuses every page. I defy anybody to produce a summer atmosphere brighter and more attractive than that of the All Muggleton cricket match.

It is an odd vagary of humorous genius that at times it recoils on the writer. Dickens, who had no use for games, is here poking fun at cricket. Yet the more we love cricket the more entranced we sit to watch the bowling of a Luffey and the batting of a Podder. The description of the two cricketers one of whom looked like half a roll of flannel and the other one like the other half, is unsurpassed in the technique of humorous writing. Yet because the picture is true it pleases cricketers: Dickens was trying to catch the atmosphere of cricket and the atmosphere caught him.

Set alongside of such a scene its winter counterpart, round the great fires of Dingley Dell at Christmas! No one ever did this like Dickens. Shakespeare might talk of “this royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle . . . this England.” Dickens just lighted up the fires of Dingley Dell, got Sam Weller drinking ale and old Wardle pulling corks, and there was England itself!

 

In Tartarin of Tarascon, who first appeared before the world in 1872, Alphonse Daudet created a character of first rank in the world’s humor. The translation of humor, as has been said, is an almost impossible feat and so Tartarin can hardly be appreciated at his full value by English-speaking people.

Nor has the recent presentation of Tartarin in the films much improved the case. Motion pictures applied to the world’s masterpieces produce not the thing they start from but something else. It may be something worse, or something better. But it is always something different. The inner light of our mind, illumined from the printed page, reaches where the shadow picture of the screen cannot fall. “A very pretty poem, Mr. Pope,” said Bentley the classical scholar, “but not Homer.” Many have had the same feeling in looking at the Tartarins and the Micawbers of the cinematograph.

The Moving Picture, be it said by way of digression, is instantaneous and it suffers from its very ‘instantaneousness.’ It cannot dwell on anything: or only in the artificial and purely conventional way of pausing in the narrative to present a ‘cut-in’ of a huge face (four feet long, though the audience doesn’t realize it) with a wet tear, five inches, about to fall. Hence for the purpose of humor of character it is dependent on jumps, jerks and spasms of action to replace pauses of reflection. As has been the practice in this book, let us proceed by an illustration. We are desirous of presenting, let us say, a film of Barnaby Rudge, and we have in it the beautiful character study, humorous in the highest sense, of Gabriel Varden the Locksmith. Here is how Charles Dickens introduces him as we first see him, on a wild March evening of rain and wind, anno domini 1775, in his gig on the highway, some twelve miles out of London. Gabriel Varden appears as “a round, red-faced, sturdy yeoman with a double chin, and a voice husky with good living, good sleeping, good humour, and good health. He was past the prime of life, but Father Time is not always a hard parent, and, though he tarries for none of his children, often lays his hand lightly upon those who have used him well; making them old men and women inexorably enough, but leaving their hearts and spirits young and in full vigour. With such people the grey head is but the impression of the old fellow’s hand in giving them his blessing, and every wrinkle but a notch in the quiet calendar of a well-spent life.”

Anybody with an instinctive feeling for literature should read that passage with a sort of rapture. Anybody with a feeling for humor can feel, as it were, the atmosphere of it. But can the moving picture reproduce it? Not within a mile. They can get Gabriel Varden’s clothes correct to 1775 without a button wrong or a frog missing. They can reproduce his gig so that he himself wouldn’t know the difference. What next? He will be seen for perhaps one quarter of a second and then a voice will shout “Yoho! Who goes there?” and the action of the piece goes on. Varden is just a couple of clicks. The thing that breathed life into him, the beautiful paragraph above, is gone, was never there. The ‘reflection’ is missing. The onlooker is supposed to bring his own reflections, as he might buy his own sandwiches.

Let it be repeated, the point involved is not to decry moving pictures but to say that what they do is not what the written word does, and that when it comes to humor they are from nature compelled to overstress action, to run to pantomime rather than reflection. The results in some cases are marvellous: the ‘pictures’ can show the wild tumult of a battle where no one had time for reflection anyway. They can’t show the humor of a Locksmith sitting in a gig.

 

But we were speaking of Daudet’s Tartarin and of the unsatisfactory medium of translation when applied to humor. Yet in spite of the difficulty of a medium the extraordinary resemblance of the mould and manner of Daudet’s writing to that of Charles Dickens creates a basis of sympathetic understanding which goes a long way. This is not to say that Daudet imitated Dickens. He was already writing like Dickens before he ever heard of him; and Dickens wrote just like Daudet before Daudet was born. As a consequence Tartarin, like a lot of other people in Daudet’s books, is a regular Dickens character; though he differs from every one of them. Tartarin is not Pickwick: there is no ‘elderly man’ stuff about him. He could have thrown all four Pickwickians out of the window. In fact, Tartarin stands among others things for the glory and exuberance of health and strength; so glorious that it ‘goes to his head’; Tartarin, so to speak, is drunk all the time. His is the over-exuberant life of Southern France, all grapes and sunshine, where the mind gets too overheated for truth and lives in a warm mist of unreality and exaggerations. Hence the expansion, the hugeness of Tartarin: he stands in appropriate costume de chasse, dreaming of Numidian lions, conscious of his great purpose — and in reality he’d be afraid of a goat. Or he stands as a mountain climber posed like a statue with folded arms looking at the Alps, as if challenging them to a struggle to the death.

Reduced to a simple formula, as it often is, Daudet’s picture of the ‘midi’ is made to read that in Southern France all the people lie and exaggerate and bluff. That isn’t it at all. Like all formulas it perverts truth by condensation. What Daudet meant was that in the South they live in a super-world, like children playing games: a world where they can believe anything they want to believe, and where emphasis lies not on actuality but on appearance: not on whether a thing is or is not so (a matter of no consequence), but on how it sounds. Take as an example the famous scene of Tartarin giving evidence in a court as to the authenticity of a letter, said to have been written by him — 

“Did you write this letter?” asks the judge. Tartarin, with an uplifted hand and the firmness of a Marcus Brutus, says: “Before God and before men I did not write that letter!”

His lawyer nudges his elbow and whispers. Tartarin realizes that he’s got it wrong; that’s not the answer he was to give. He strikes another pose, equally noble — the pose registering the contribution of a noble mind.

“Pardon,” he says, “I did write it.”

We can imagine the applause of the courtroom in instant response to such nobility of manner: the fact that his oath before “God and men” was all off didn’t make any difference.

The humor of the Tartarin books and the Tartarin environment is indeed superb. It combines many elements. It has in it the primitive delight of exaggeration. It has a large element of the attractiveness of humbug, of the clever crook, as discussed in an earlier chapter. But the best of it is the broad way in which whole villages of people are satirized all at once. The Tartarin people live on delusions of greatness: on the least pretext they send delegations of congratulations, read addresses to one another, hold celebrations, fire off guns, and set up floral arches of welcome. They live among the grapes and flowers in a sort of permanent armistice night. There is a contrast between the luxuriant beauty of their home and the fact that they refuse to keep still in it. This riot of the mind, this exuberant fancy, this victory over truth finds its summation in Tartarin.

One figure yet remains of those selected as the world’s known and accepted characters of humor — the smallest, the humblest and yet the greatest — the figure of little Huckleberry Finn floating down the Mississippi on his raft. But there the pathos enters in to create the highest humor, the humor of sublimity which I reserve for the concluding chapter. Let Huck sleep a little longer under his ragged coverlet on the raft: it is not yet sun-up on the Illinois side.


Chapter VI. COMIC VERSE: THE LIGHTER NOTES

[image: img117.jpg]

THERE IS A wide domain where humor is expressed in forms that belong to poetry and verse. Here, as usual, the field is so rich and so little worked as yet that the various blossoms in it toss and mingle in confusion, unnamed or called at random. These are not flowers that blush unseen, but seen so often as to be lost from view. What horticultural show, excited over Brazilian orchids, ever finds a place for a Ragged Robin, or a Wild Cucumber? What literary critic, analysing the genius of Shakespeare, ever pauses to work out the fine distinction between super-comic verse written by a village idiot who might have been a poet laureate, and super-serious verse written to order by a poet laureate himself? Yet there is to the trained eye and ear an evident and interesting difference. How many people can distinguish between poetry that is Execrable, as much in Wordsworth (see The Stuffed Owl) and poetry that is merely Deplorable (see the ‘free copy’ printed in the poetry column of any respectable newspaper)? Or take again the interesting distinction, as made by a trained intelligence, between a comic poem by Thomas Hood trying to be comic, and an epitaph by a mute inglorious Milton, trying not to be.

Yet all of these efforts or achievements in a way are connected with laughter. Like all that goes under humor, they rise to superior forms where mere merriment is lifted into reflection, sharpened into satire or saddened into pathos. I have elsewhere, in a larger work on the Theory of Humour, endeavored to grasp all the forms indicated under a chapter heading of Comic and Super-comic Verse. But the title is not very satisfactory as the word ‘comic’ falls short in its reach and misleads in its direction.

One can realize the width and variety of the field by consulting such an anthology as the admirable compendium made by Carolyn Wells (1920 and 1936) as The Book of Humorous Verse. For complete extracts and a complete survey of authors and works, it is to such a compendium that I must refer the reader: or rather let me call him the ‘student’ since he is supposed to be studying this book and not reading it to enjoy it. In any case the limitation of space entirely forbids the mention of names and the citation of extracts except as illustrations of theory. Authors are quoted just as the Latin grammar quotes Cicero, but are not enumerated. There is an admirable French quotation J’en passe et des meilleurs, conveying as it were a wistful regret which exactly suits the situation. It is the difficulty of anyone composing such a book as the present volume that the absence of reference to a particular name or a particular book may seem a careless oversight, an evidence of ignorance or a malicious omission. The French covers it all.

Poetry in the full and proper sense means the creation of things by the human imagination, making something out of nothing, or as children say, out of one’s own head. We have come to restrict it to written literature, and to that part of it only where something in the form of expression separates it from common speech. There is no doubt of the superiority of its reach. Poetry can say in a word what prose must say in a page: poetry can convey in a flash what prose loses in a fog. Poetry can breathe life and color and pathos into the texture of words, where prose fails to animate. Words alone will not convey thought. You can say in prose “Macbeth was weary of existence,” and nothing much ‘gets over.’ You can say in slang “McBeth was pretty well fed up,” and a certain impression is created. But when you say “Out, out, brief candle,” the veil between your mind and that of Macbeth has fallen.

But there is a converse of this. Poetry, let us put it very clearly, in order to be poetry must be really poetry. Now most of it isn’t. Prose has to say something or say nothing. Prose wears a plain suit of language — of subjects, adjectives and predicates. But poetry goes in a fine fashion of adornment with rhymes and tropes and metres all a-jingle. So these fine feathers may be used to make a fine bird, when there is nothing really underneath but a frame of sticks. Thus people can write what they think to be poetry and there is nothing in it but rhymed words and matched metres: it conveys no thought of consequence or beauty but only covers up the absence of it.

Hence the poetic form lends itself easily to the fun of the humorist. Much of our poetry is ‘so darned silly’ that by making it a little sillier still we reveal its silliness. This is, in its proper sense, parody. Much of it that is meant to be majestic or heroic misses its mark so completely in trying to present a mighty theme of tragedy or magnificence, that we can get a glorious effect by applying the same heroic measures to a mimic theme of not great consequence. This is mock-heroic poetry. Close beside it is the merry re-editing as fun of a theme already written seriously. This is burlesque.

Again, as there is a certain ripple and merriment in the music of good verse, we can turn it to narrative and tell with it a whole merry story of a John Gilpin or a Tam O’Shanter. Such is narrative light verse. Or again, since poetic forms can say much in little, we turn it into the short explosions of epigrammatic verse. Or again, if we are born with more poetic feeling than our limited education can properly express, we write the poetry of good intentions that is meant to be exalted and becomes super-comic. Something of the same mingled pity and reverence is extended towards this as surrounds, in the camps of savages, the exalted features of the idiot.

But quite apart from inspired idiocy, there are various other forms of super-comic to be carefully distinguished and classified as deplorable, execrable and unpardonable. Reference has already been made to the Deplorable Poetry of the poetry column of the Sunday newspaper. This, like the sermon of the Arkansas farmer in Mark Twain’s Huckleberry Finn, is given for nothing and is well worth it. Such are the poems on spring, and early daffodils. Execrable Poetry differs from Deplorable in that it is written by persons who ought to know better, by real poets over-encouraged and gone silly. Here pity is swallowed up by indignation. Unpardonable Poetry is written by Laureates and academicians under a forced draft.

The humor of the above forms is unintentional. When we find verse written intentionally, and successfully, to create laughter, then we have pure comic verse. Here belong many real treasures. When verse is not only amusing but takes on the added intention of exposing faults, not of other people’s verse, but of society at large, that is satirical light verse. When, still in a light form, verse forces laughter even in tragedy and horror, that is tragic light verse: and when we reach the highest form in which, as ever, laughter and tears join in contemplating the incongruities of life itself, that is poetic humor.

 

Of the varied forms that make up the broad field of humor in verse, parody and burlesque have been already treated in connection with the incongruous juxtaposition of ideas. The type of Narrative Light Verse can be illustrated by reference to such well-known poems as John Gilpin, written by William Cowper in 1785 and still going strong. The humor of the narrative is the humor of discomfiture — Gilpin sets out to ride to Edmonton for a family celebration, his horse runs away, his wig blows off, the people shout, and so on. Nothing much in it except the way it is told; the pleasant ripple of the rhyme; Gilpin’s mock-heroic figure— “a train-band, captain eke was he, of famous London town,” . . . “then over all that he might be equipped from top to toe, his long red cloak well brushed and neat he manfully did throw,” etc. There is the terrific roadside excitement— “he carries weight, he rides a race, ’tis for a thousand pounds”; and withal such mimic adventure, such a splash for nothing! Since John Gilpin first rode, the lapse of a century and a half has thrown his adventure into what is now an old-world setting of gabled inns, of cobbled streets, and the varied hues of bygone dress — all preserved for us in the art of a Caldecott. Thus as ivy gives new beauty to the walls it covers, the poem has acquired that peculiar charm of half-saddened retrospect on life that is one of the highest elements of humor.

Among the other familiar examples of Narrative Light Verse one thinks of Tam O’Shanter, of The Laird o’ Cockpen by Lady Nairne and of Oliver Wendell Holmes’s Deacon’s Masterpiece (The One Horse Shay). It is difficult to say where Narrative Light Verse ends and Mock-Heroic and Comic Poetry begin. But if one can make a distinction it would be that in Narrative Light Verse there is a more or less real and possible story and in the other forms there isn’t. Gilpin did ride, the Laird o’ Cockpen did marry, and the Deacon did have a shay that collapsed in a heap. But when it comes to The Yarn of the ‘Nancy Bell’ (W. S. Gilbert), in which the narrator has eaten all his shipmates — quite frankly he didn’t. The Jackdaw of Rheims didn’t really fade under a curse and Mr. Hilaire Belloc’s Modern Traveller didn’t really undergo his terrific adventures. But the line is hard to draw.

Narrative Light Verse naturally connects with Mock-Heroic Verse inasmuch as it constantly makes use of mock-heroic language, and mock-heroic attitude. This — the mock-heroic method in prose and verse — rests for its humor on the pretence of terrific importance of things that don’t really matter, terrific dangers that are ludicrously small, and tremendous exploits that really amount to nothing. Charles Dickens’s earlier and more exuberant work runs to mock-heroic titles and mock-heroic exploits. Compare the original title, The Life and Adventures of Martin Chuzzlewit, his relatives, friends and enemies, comprising all his wills and his ways with a historical record of what he did and what he didn’t, showing, moreover, who inherited the family plate, who came in for the silver spoons and who for the wooden ladles. This mock-heroic extension was dropped later on. Compare the ominous and sombre title of Dickens’s last book The Mystery of Edwin Drood.

The mock-heroic idea naturally tends to verse since the very form of word and phrase can heighten the effect, as true poetry reaches beyond prose. Mock-heroic poetry is as old as Homer’s Battle of the Frogs and Mice, and is never lost from sight. But in the modern world of the last two centuries it perhaps flourished more when classical education filled a larger place than now. People trained to make bad Latin verses could at least make good English ones. The pedantry of heavy scholarship was relieved by the make-believe of light. Very typical examples of mock-heroic verse are found in the Bon Gaultier Ballads so popular in Victorian days: for example, the account of Philip Slingsby and the Snapping Turtle:

Have you heard of Philip Slingsby,

  Slingsby of the manly chest;

How he slew the Snapping Turtle

  In the regions of the West?

W. S. Gilbert of the generation that followed had an extraordinary gift of mock-heroic expression. One thinks of:

Strike the concertina’s melancholy string!

Blow the spirit-stirring harp like anything!

  Let the piano’s martial blast

  Rouse the echoes of the past;

Of Aghib Prince of Tartary I sing!

Gilbert combined and heightened this gift with a wonderful trickery of words, as already analysed in the opening chapter of this book. We may refer to the lines in the same poem:

They played him a sonata — let me see — 

“Medulla oblongata,” key of G — 

etc.                            

Compare also the mock-heroic poem of Gilbert which tells that — 

Oh, big was the bosom of brave Alum Bey,

And also the region that under it lay.

The charm and fun of the Savoy Operas draw constantly on the mock-heroic, if indeed one may not go further and say that the operas (as ideas, not music) are based on it. Let us recall the military exploits of the Duke of Plaza-Toro, a gem of verse, irrespective of setting or music:

In enterprise of martial kind,

  When there was any fighting,

He led his regiment from behind — 

  He found it less exciting.

But when away his regiment ran,

His place was at the fore, O — 

      That celebrated,

      Cultivated,

      Underrated

        Nobleman

The Duke of Plaza-Toro!

But lest one should think that the art of mock-heroic verse has died out in our post-war days, we have only to turn to Hilaire Belloc’s Modern Traveller. Versification was never more ingenious nor heroism ever mocker. The adventures recorded are those of William Blood:

I never shall forget the way

That Blood upon this awful day

  Preserved us all from death.

He stood upon a little mound,

Cast his lethargic eyes around,

  And said beneath his breath:

“Whatever happens we have got

The Maxim Gun, and they have not.”

 

He marked them in their rude advance,

  He hushed their rebel cheers,

With one extremely vulgar glance

  He broke the mutineers.

(I have a picture in my book

Of how he quelled them with a look.)

We shot and hanged a few, and then

The rest became devoted men.

Students who really want to learn to write verse that appeals by the very ingenuity of its rhymes, should read and reread this admirable model.

 

Following on the Mock-Heroic forms of Comic Verse, may be listed all the examples of comic and humorous verse that have the peculiar virtue of conscious, intentional brevity as their common factor. These one names Epigrammatic Verse. Such forms, of course, carry far back in the history of literature. We people of to-day are not the only ones who liked to hear a good thing said ‘snappily’; but we like it from being chronically in a hurry: the old writers from a sense of art. Leaving out the Greek witticisms, for translation is impossible, one may cite such well-known couplets and rhymes as Coleridge’s: — 

Swans sing before they die— ‘twere no bad thing

Should certain persons die before they sing.

One may quote also the charming and ingenious stanza of the days when there was a ‘king over the water’:

God bless the King! I mean the faith’s Defender.

God bless — no harm in blessing — the Pretender!

But who Pretender is, or who is King — 

God bless us all! — that’s quite another thing!

For obvious reasons Epigrammatic Verse has found its most distinctive historic use in epitaphs. Last words have got to be short, or at any rate there’s a limit to them. One recalls the delightful French cartoon by M. Abel Faivre in Le Rire, depicting a French Député (they certainly do talk a lot) sitting up in his coffin and making a speech. Beside him is an undertaker with the coffin-lid in his hands (a queer effect of drawing), evidently getting restless and saying, “Pardon me, Monsieur le Député, time is up.”

Since there is an end even in such a case, brevity becomes the chief virtue in last words and epitaphs. Most characteristically they seek much meaning and deep meaning in few words “si monumentum requiris circumspice”; “Hodie mihi cras tibi” — and such. The Latin language lends itself better to this than modern languages. The process of breaking speech up into analytical words instead of synthetical inflections gives modern languages their great superiority for general power of expression and shade of meaning — I say it openly and boldly — over Latin and Greek. But since not all excellencies can be enjoyed at once, Latin and Greek still keep the peculiar epigrammatic advantage of saying much in little. “Capax imperii nisi imperasset,” wrote Tacitus of a Roman Emperor who didn’t ‘come off.’ You can say it better in English with words enough, but you can’t pack it up so short.

But when it comes to turning epitaphs from solemnity to humor, then our flexible English comes into its own. Read in Westminster Abbey the epitaph of the poet Gay:

Life is a jest; and all things show it,

I thought so once; but now I know it.

Or let us recall from Dryden:

Here lies my wife: here let her lie!

Now she’s at rest and so am I.

Used in a general way and as apart from epitaphs, epigrammatic comic poetry at times pleases by its sheer lack of meaning, the delight being in the thought that words can be so utterly without meaning. The most widely known example of this is Mr. Gelett Burgess’s stanza — 

I never knew a Purple Cow,

I never hope to see one.

But I can tell you anyhow

I’d rather see than be one.

Here is an epigrammatic effect of Artemus Ward. It is intended to convey by words alone the affectation of utter and hopeless simplicity with which he threw his cultivated audiences of London into convulsions of laughter (1865).

Uncle Simon he

Clumb up a tree

To see

What he could see,

When presentlee

Uncle Jim

Clumb up beside of him

And squatted down by he.

Or exactly the contrary effect by showing how very much, even of tragedy, can be packed into a few words:

Small Boy,

Pair of skates,

Hole in ice,

Heavenly Gates.

The familiar ‘Limerick’ is a form of epigrammatic poem belonging in this subclass of Epigrammatic Nonsense. Everybody knows how a limerick runs:

There was an old man of Apulia,

Whose conduct was very peculiar,

  He fed twenty-one sons

  Upon nothing but buns,

That whimsical man of Apulia.

The above is a sample of the ‘pure’ and original limerick in which the last line repeats the first, with the addition of an adjective reflecting the point of view arising from the information supplied by the limerick. Take another example and you’ll get it again:

There was an old man of Aosta,

Who possessed a large cow, but he lost her.

  But they said, “Don’t you see

  She has run up a tree,

You invidious old man of Aosta.”

A point of excellence of the pure limerick was to find rhymes for impossible places such as Aosta and Apulia. I have often wished that someone would write one on Bury St. Edmunds.

The purists, therefore, object to the departure made in the more up-to-date limerick in which the last line is used to cap the climax: indeed, the last line is everything, like the ‘conclusion’ of a syllogism.

There was a young man of Quebec

Who was frozen in snow to his neck,

  When asked “Are you Friz?”

  He replied, “Yes, I is,

But we don’t call this cold in Quebec.”

This limerick is historic as Rudyard Kipling’s answer to people who objected to his talking of Quebec as Our Lady of the Snows. It preserves the pure type in repeating the word ‘Quebec’ as the end line, but otherwise not. This next illustration breaks entirely with the convention of the end line — and with others as well:

A wonderful bird is the pelican!

His mouth can hold more than his belican,

  He can take in his beak,

  Enough food for a week — 

I’m darned if I know how the helican.

But the critics will have it that this is not a ‘pure’ limerick: and their opponents answer that it is just as ‘pure’ as theirs, and that if it comes to impure ones they know plenty. It is strange how literary conventions arise and literary controversies rage. The odium theologicum of the Middle Ages is not yet dead, nor the angers of the Reformation cooled: the ground is merely shifted from Litanies to Limericks.

Comic verse may be at the same time parody, or it may be mock-heroic as already discussed. When parody is made with a deliberate aim at brevity and condensation as part of its merit, we have what may be called epigrammatic parody. This may often be very simply achieved by cutting off the head and tail of well-known poems and putting them together with the middle left out. The effect is often most felicitous, bringing a pleasant shock of surprise over the fact that apparently the middle wasn’t necessary:



	
1.


	
Half a league, half a league, half a league onward,





	
 


	
Then they rode back, but not, not the six hundred.





	
 


	
 





	
2.


	
It was the schooner Hesperus that sailed the wintry sea;





	
 


	
The skipper he blew a whiff from his pipe,





	
 


	
    A frozen corpse was he.






The ingenious student of effects will find plenty of other examples lying to hand. The method may be varied by mixing two poems together: 



	
1.


	
Under a spreading chestnut tree the village smithy stands,





	
 


	
His breast is bare, his matted hair lies buried in the sands.






Or compare Thomas Hood’s half-and-half of mixed Tennyson:



	
2.


	
Lady Clara Vere de Vere,





	
 


	
I hardly know what I must say.





	
 


	
But I’m to be Queen of the May, Mother,





	
 


	
I’m to be Queen of the May.






Effects that are dubious either as art or taste, but apt to be pleasing to the simple mind, can be got from epigrammatic poetry made of such mixtures of two parts of Milton with one of Dryden, etc. It is, however, rather the ingenuity of the exercise that pleases than the lasting value of the result; just as a crossword puzzle when solved gives nothing.

Epigrammatic verse is sometimes used to convey in a merry and inoffensive fashion what would otherwise sound either very dull or very offensive. Thus one might say, “The older and more aristocratic families of Boston are very exclusive.” That would sound as dull as a book of Travels in North America in 1840. One might say, “In Boston the Lowell family think themselves so important that they won’t talk to anybody but God Almighty.” That would sound vulgar and offensive and untrue. But try it in Dr. Bushnell’s happy stanza:

I come from good old Boston,

  The home of the bean and the cod,

Where the Cabots speak only to Lowells

  And the Lowells speak only to God.

But the best use of Epigrammatic Comic Poetry, and its most typical use in our time, is for conveying real meaning with surprising and ingenious brevity. The ‘tabloid’ form suits the hurry of our life: either that or its opposite, refuge from hurry by forgetting time altogether. Thus we have pictures that flash the news of four continents in four minutes; and others that hold for three hours an audience transported to other worlds. We must have something impossibly long or unexpectedly short; a novel to take in the whole American Civil War, Negroes included, or an utterance so condensed that it can be said in what the Lady Mayoress of New York once called ‘a mouthful.’ Examples of these are seen in such conceits as Mr. Arthur Guiterman’s varied and bright little fancies in the current New York press, or in Mr. E. C. Bentley’s estimate of the mighty dead such as the following:

Sir Christopher Wren

Said, “I’m going to dine with some men.

If anybody calls

Say I am designing St. Paul’s.”

There could be a minor division put in here alongside of parody, mock-heroic and epigram and before coming to Comic Poetry Proper. This could be named after some such fashion as Verbal and Dialectic Comic Poetry. It would include various forms of comic verse which are based simply on funny verbal forms: for example,

There once were some people called Sioux

Who spent all their time making shioux

Which they coloured in various Hioux;

  Don’t think that they made them to ioux

  Oh! no, they just sold them for Bioux.

This is not the humor of bad spelling: indeed it involves a laugh at good spelling. Its point, as far as it has any, is in the sheer oddity of the similarity where we expect dissimilarity. Closely similar in its basis is the delightful Gallop of Analogies, in which, on the ground that as the fish called a chub is also called a chavender, Mr. St. Leger turns a ‘pub’ into a ‘pavender’ and turns lavender into ‘lub.’

Alongside of this one may place what Harry Graham called Poetical Economy, the use of beheaded words which convey the sense just as well with their heads off and save time and make rhyme:

When I’ve a syllable de trop,

  I cut it off without apol:

This verbal sacrifice, I know,

  May irritate the schol.

But all must praise my dev’lish cunn.

Who realize that Time is Mon.

Here belong all comic verses which get their fun out of the use of technical terms transferred to common use. In the Lawyer’s Lullaby we have a song beginning “Be still, my child, remain in statu quo, while father rocks the cradle to and fro.”

Among the Verbal Forms, but lying, as it were, crosswise of it and overlapping with other things, are all the various verses in which the use of dialect supplies all or some of the attempted humor. All language becomes ‘funny’ when it’s wrong: that it is so sets a sort of degradation and a laugh at language itself. Broken English is ‘funny’; not logically but just as a fact. A little playlet, The Two Milords or The Blow of Thunder, appearing in an American magazine in the current year, exploits this idea. The characters of the play presented, “in the order of their apparition, include first, Milord Sir Ross — Ancient Remnant of old High Scotch, sufficiently aged. He will never see again the quarantine, in effect, one would say well the sixantine. But he guards always the high and erect tail of the Scottish race. Sir Ross has adventured himself on the Finance of the French Purse at Paris.” And after him other dramatis personæ similarly introduced.

Now dialect, till it loses its force by custom, has a droll sound to an unaccustomed ear: as witness the everlasting vogue of comic Yiddish-American, comic Negro talk and Pennsylvania Dutch. Ever so much poetry, or rather verse, filtered through this medium, has come and gone. When dialect verse is used not so much to convey the humorous effect as to supply the setting, to make vivid and real the surroundings, that is something else again: it is the part of situation and character and not of words. The appropriateness and point of any particular verses would be a matter of taste. Here is a sample of one of the most celebrated pieces of dialect stuff ever written — the opening verse of Charles Godfrey Leland’s Hans Breitmann’s Barty, the dialect being Pennsylvania Dutch American, anno domini 1856, in which designation Dutch means Deutsch (German) and has nothing to do with Holland. The Pennsylvania Dutch came from the Palatinates:

Hans Breitmann gif a barty;

  Dey had biano-blayin’

I fell’d in luf mit a ‘Merican frau,

  Her name vas Madilda Yane.

She hat haar ash prown ash a pretzel,

  Her eyes vas hinmel-plue,

Und ven dey looket indo mine,

  Dey shplit mine heart in doo.

Personally, I should have no difficulty about how to classify Hans Breitmann if taken as an isolated fact. But we must remember that to people who live beside a broken form of their own language in friendly neighborship, the dialect takes on something familiar and homelike that attracts. Thus do we feel in Canada about French-Canadian habitant-English. Thus did the Americans no doubt feel towards Pennsylvania Dutch American, while it lasted, and the Southerns towards the accent that came out of Africa. The dialect becomes pleasant and humorous in itself: any kind of ‘damn foolishness’ in it seems funny.

But here is dialect stuff used as setting and character:

Say, there! P’r’aps

Some of you chaps

Might know Jim Wild?

  Well, no offence,

  There ain’t no sense

In getting riled.

Readers of this don’t need to be told that this must either be by John Hay in the Pike County Ballads, or Bret Harte talking of Calaveras County, or some such bard; and the locus must be in a Western bar-room. The dialect is fitted to the conversational character of the rough-but-kind miner. But contrast the technique of Bret Harte’s Truthful James in which the language is so elevated as to lift up the whole of Calaveras County with it.

Comic Verse Proper, or pure comic verse, is distinguished by the fact that it has sense to it, and is not a parody or parasite of anything else. It may, or may not, use puns or jingling rhymes or verbal effects, but it does not depend on them. It may in its form and metre suggest, and thus in part satirize, other and serious poems, but that is not the essential thing. Comic Verse Proper has its own story and its own point. A perfect example is found in W. S. Gilbert’s Etiquette, a poem that is included in the volume More Bab Ballads. It tells how the loss of a passenger ship at sea left two English gentlemen stranded upon a desert isle. Unfortunately they had not been introduced to one another on board ship and so, being gentlemen, they had no way to make one another’s acquaintance. By tacit consent each kept to his own end of the island. It was a fertile place with no trouble about food: but unfortunately Mr. Somers’s end abounded in turtle, which he didn’t like and couldn’t eat: while Mr. Peter Gray, who loved turtle, found himself with nothing but oysters, which he abominated, but on which Mr. Somers doted. Thus their life was strained and limited till by a happy chance one of them, soliloquizing, as solitary castaways must do, happened to mention ‘Robinson.’ This, as the name of a common friend of the two of them, allowed Mr. Somers, with great delicacy, to introduce himself. Acquaintance readily made blossomed into close friendship. Turtle was exchanged for oysters. Life was all happiness. Alas! how short! A convict ship put into the island to get water, and there in a convict suit was a rather decent-looking fellow ‘rowing stroke’ — Robinson! Somers and Gray each felt that he had been guilty of an over-ready eagerness to introduce himself to a man who was the friend of a convict. After the convict ship sailed away, the two gentlemen, again by consent, drew apart each to his own end of the island.

To allocate the island they agreed by word of mouth,

And Peter takes the North again, and Somers takes the South;

And Peter has the oysters, which he loathes with horror grim,

And Somers has the turtle — turtle disagrees with him.

Now this is just perfect! The theme is all there, the delightful satire on the overdone code of Victorian etiquette and of what a ‘gentleman’ could do and couldn’t do! It could be written as a story, as a little play, as a monologue, anything. The exquisite technique of the verse must be noted. For true comic poetry every line must be written in natural language, so simple as to seem inevitable. There must be none of the strain and twist of Milton, no poetic licence. People who try to write comic verse and don’t know how, reveal their ineptitude in just this way; strained syllables with an incorrect accentuation forced on them to fit the metre, or in forms used for the sake of rhyme or metre but not used in ordinary speech. That kind of stuff is all right for Milton, but it didn’t do for W. S. Gilbert or Owen Seaman or Harry Graham, nor does it do to-day for E. V. Knox or Mr. Arthur Guiterman. It is a mark of good comic verse that at times the very simplicity, the ‘effortlessness’ of the metre and rhyme, make it, most oddly and amusingly, seem to turn back into ordinary speech. Compare in the poem before us the actual meeting of the two gentlemen when Mr. Gray ‘breaks the ice.’

“I beg your pardon — pray forgive me if I seem too bold,

But you have breathed a name I knew familiarly of old.

You spoke aloud of Robinson — I happened to be by — 

You know him?” “Yes, extremely well.” “Allow me — so do I!”

Observe the charming colloquialism of, “I happened to be by”: and the ultra-gentlemanly phrase, “Allow me!” A true gentleman has to keep on apologizing for living.

But on the contrary notice here and there a weak line:

“How they wished an introduction to each other they had had.” That sounds like a note out of tune on the piano.

Lewis Carroll often showed a masterly touch in this ultra-simplicity of language. In The Hunting of the Snark we read:

There was one who was famed for the number of things

  He forgot when he entered the ship:

His umbrella, his watch, all his jewels and rings,

  And the clothes he had bought for the trip.

The language is so ‘damn’ simple! A boy would say it just that way, and the last line is priceless, it just fades off into a sentence so familiar that it vanishes. Look at the text of the poem, since there is no space here for further quotation, and you will see that this is only one of a string of successive stanzas with the same fade-away tail-end line. But one further quotation of the artless excellence and the excellent artlessness of the Snark must be permitted. The Bellman, the leader of the expedition, discovered that the butcher engaged on board the ship only knew how to kill beaver and nothing else.

But at length he explained in a tremulous tone,

  There was only one beaver on board,

And that was a tame one he had of his own

  Whose loss would be deeply deplored.

A tame one he had of his own! Exquisite. Milton could never have thought of that, nor Tennyson. He’d have said:

A tame one, for he knew its tameness well

In his own byre and housed within his heart.

Incidentally the student should remark that the Snark is not Pure Comic Poetry but Mock-Heroic. But the significance of artlessness applies to both. One does not like to overstress an obvious point, but if there are such things as students of humorous writing they cannot realize too fully that comic verse to be acceptable must be either rotten or perfect. There is no room in between. See how even such an artist as Captain Harry Graham can write a stanza with the first four lines perfect to the point of happy laughter and fall down in the last couplet by trying to pretend that handkerchief is pronounced handkercheef. The subject is ‘the Baritone,’ from whom all have suffered.

His low-necked collar fails to show

  The contours of his manly chest,

Since that has fallen far below

  His ‘fancy evening vest.’

Here, too, in picturesque relief,

Nestles his crimson handkerchief.

Critics might argue that the line is strained on purpose, a forced rhyme ‘for fun.’ But I don’t think so. Unity would be better. Compare the sustained majesty of thought of a stanza by Mr. E. V. Knox on fat men. The very grandeur and sweep of the language makes it humorous. One false syllable would let it break under the strain, but there isn’t one:

Like a great trout within a darkened pool,

  Or like a prize ox fattened for a show,

Calm in adversity, in danger cool,

Turning a bulbous eye on freak or fool — 

  Such are fat men, and I would have them so.

Of the well-known humorous verse of England and America one might cite as further examples of comic verse proper Bret Harte’s Society upon the Stanislaus; certain of Kipling’s Departmental Ditties; The Laird o’ Cockpen; The Night Before Christmas.

There are countless others. These are only mentioned to make clear what is meant.


Chapter VII. HUMOROUS POETRY: THE UNDERTONES

[image: img117.jpg]

IN ALL THE forms of versification discussed in the last chapter the aim was primarily, or overwhelmingly, merriment, amusement. Incidentally, of course, a didactic or satirical element appears, as when in Etiquette the rigid British code of how to behave like a gentleman is held up to ridicule. But mainly the fun’s the thing.

But now let us move a little farther from nonsense, a little bit nearer to sublimity — the gamut that humor runs. We find here a class of poems — the word begins to fit better than verse — in which under the light form there is a deeper shade of meaning; the laughter flickers on the surface like sunshine over rising waters. Here in ascending order are such poems as Jim Bludso, Julie Plante, Gunga Din and My Lord Tom Noddy (Barham’s The Execution). Jim Bludso burns to death clinging to the steering-wheel of the river steamer the Prairie Bell, refusing to quit his post till the “last galoot’s ashore.” Not very ‘funny’ that, is it? The woodscow Julie Plante goes down on Lake St. Pierre (sunk by Dr. W. H. Drummond) and the captain and his wife wash up as corpses. No big laugh in that. Gunga Din, army water-bearer, drilled by a bullet, murmurs as he dies that he hopes his master likes the drink. Hardly a smile there. And in The Execution, which my Lord Tom Noddy didn’t see after all because he fell asleep over cards and whisky while waiting for it, the criminal walks to the gallows with a “pale, wan man’s mute agony.” It is hard to get the fun of that.

How, then, could such themes ever have been written up, and attained deserved celebrity, as verse of a humorous character? I think it is on the principle of comic relief and still more of control or restraint of emotion. If we’re going to talk about the burning of the Prairie Bell we’re not going to cry over it — no, nor about Gunga Din! Both Jim Bludso and Gunga would rather that we had a laugh over it.

We are, as it were, divided between our natural desire for emotion, our desire to admire heroism, denounce villainy, and cry over suffering and our equally natural desire not to be mawkish about it. This rough stuff supplies us with a happy medium.

Jim Bludso was written, as a sin of early youth, among the Pike County Ballads (1871) of John Hay (1838-1905). Hay was a brilliant youth of Indiana in its pioneer days, hatched out from rusticity by Brown University, and writing letters in not-half-bad French to astonished sweethearts at home. Incidentally he saw a lot of the pioneer life of what we now call the Middle West. He became secretary to Abraham Lincoln, as president-elect and throughout the war as president, and later wrote, along with his fellow secretary, Nicolai, the famous biography. He was in old age Secretary of State to Theodore Roosevelt and left his name in the Hay-Pauncefote treaty that ‘fixed’ the Panama Canal. No wonder that such a distinguished old gentleman felt ashamed, so at least it is said, of having written poems in the ‘Wal! I swan!’ dialect of the West to tell how ‘Jim Bludso passed in his checks’ (a new railroad metaphor — baggage, not banks) ‘the night of the Prairie Bell.’ He was probably ashamed of such a climax verse as:

There-was runnin’ and cursin’, but Jim yelled out,

  Over all the infernal roar,

“I’ll hold her nozzle agin the bank

  Till the last galoot’s ashore.”

Yet the poem has been recited at a thousand school entertainments, and read out over a thousand campfires, and even in wainscoted libraries. It belongs to the large class of things that ought not to get over but do. Still more painful perhaps to the Honorable Mr. John Hay would have been the over-obvious orthodoxy of the final verse:

He seen his duty, a dead-sure thing, — 

  And went for it thar and then;

And Christ ain’t a-going to be too hard

  On a man that died for men.

The Pike County Ballads belong to the earlier phase of writing up the West, which is a perennial ground of interest and adventure. The central theme in those days was to show that the West was rough but good. Nowadays with the moving pictures, the scenes of great rapidity, the ride of the sheriff’s horse, the bandits leaping off trains and blowing up banks with nitro-glycerine, the West is written up (or flickered up) to show not that it is rough but good, but that it is highly civilized but damn bad. It’s pleasant for the audience to realize that there’s still lots of crime somewhere if you look for it. Thus change, on the surface, life, literature and humor all together: down below nothing changes — or little.

Very likely young John Hay, dreaming of epic poems and romances still to be composed, would have felt ashamed and saddened to think that from his Ballads he would sink down to write the biography of a president, and that all he would compose in old age would be a canal treaty.

Of peculiar interest to the critical student is the Wreck of the Julie Plante. This is one of the famous habitant poems of the late Dr. W. H. Drummond of Montreal. The language in which they are written is intended to represent the English used by French-Canadian country people. Unfortunately it appears at times to have been mistaken for the language of French Canada, which is a gross libel (see M. Ernest Martin’s interesting brochure, Le Français des Canadiens).

The Julie Plante may be put alongside the famous ballad of the Bugaboo. This latter ship, ‘large and tall and beautiful,’ turns out to be a canal boat loading turf in the Teraulay Street Canal, Dublin. She is of one horsepower — an actual horse reported in each refrain as ‘doing his best.’ The Captain, carelessly smoking, sets the Bugaboo on fire. She burns to the water edge, a marine disaster of entirely comic setting with no real pathos or meaning — just mock-heroic. The Julie Plante is a woodscow. That is correct and properly comic. She’s on ‘Lac St. Pierre.’ That isn’t. Lake St. Peter, an enlargement of the St. Lawrence between Montreal and Quebec, is too big for fun, forty miles by twelve. Lord Ullen’s daughter got drowned in Loch Lochgyle in a full-sized stage storm in water perhaps one-hundredth the area.

For the win’ she blow lak hurricane

  Bimeby she blow some more,

An’ de scow bus’ up on Lac St. Pierre

  Wan arpent from de shore.

So the Captain “call de crewe from up de hole, he call the cook also.” “De cook, she’s name was Rosie, she come from Montreal.” So she might, without there being anything funny about it.

Then de Captinne tak de Rosie girl

An’ tie her to de mas’,

Den he also tak de life preserve

An’ jump off on de lak’

An’ say “Good by, me Rosie dear,

I go drown for you sake.”

What is this? Is it meant to be funny or is it the Schooner Hesperus à la St. Pierre? I confess I fail to get it. Nor is it improved when the Captain and Rosie are duly reported as “corpses on de shore.” Many of Dr. Drummond’s poems, as judged according to the principles laid down, hit the mark just right. Compare How Bateese Came Home, which is charming. But it seems to me that the Julie Plante offends against the first canon of humor, namely that it must not be malicious, bitter or involve real suffering. Later on in this chapter the point is more fully discussed. But there seems an evident danger of such breach of taste in this particular class of verse, dealing with death and danger. We have to be quite sure just what we are laughing at. I think Rosie had better have stayed in Montreal.

Gunga Din, on the other hand, is just right. The Latins used to say, Quod semper, quod ubique, quod ab omnibis verum creditum id verum est. And similarly what everybody everywhere always thinks a good thing, must be a good thing. To how many happy occasions can one look back in the pre-war days, on which the chairman rose and knocked on the banquet table and said, “Gentlemen, we are now to be favoured with a recitation of Gunga Din.” The Great War buried Gunga Din under a million heroes, but he went strong for half a generation, and has now joined the Boy on the Burning Deck and John Maynard and the Boy at Ratisbon who gave the message to Napoleon when he was really all the time in two halves.

Gunga Din is usually classed as light or humorous verse and appears as such in anthologies. But in reality it almost passes out of it: it is not comic in the ordinary sense and not meant to be: but it is humorous in the last and final sense in the presentation of the contrast of little Gunga Din’s humble station and high character. It suggests Huckleberry Finn’s mean surroundings and his elevated soul.

A very interesting study of the technique of comic verse is offered by the poem The Execution that is published among the famous Ingoldsby Legends of Richard Barham (1788-1845). The author, whose nom de plume was Thomas Ingoldsby, was a minor canon of St. Paul’s. The Ingoldsby Legends, in addition to great cleverness of rhyme and antiquarian interest, are based to a great extent on deriding the ‘superstitions’ of the Church of Rome. It is hard to see how the Legends ‘got by’ except that Victorian England was a peculiar place and that people were still brought up on Foxe’s (ghastly) Book of Martyrs. If seven sacraments are silly, then two sacraments are two-sevenths as silly. If it is funny that the Jackdaw of Rheims withers under a cardinal’s curse, then let the Archbishop of Canterbury take a curse at him. If “Roger the Monk got excessively drunk,” what about Rural Dean Smith? In other words, in point of superstition and of practice the two churches are pretty much pot and kettle. Seen from the outside, or by a Roman Catholic, the Ingoldsby Legends break the mould in which true humor is cast.

But the poem called The Execution, though bound with the Legends, is not of them. It is a denunciation of public executions, still practised at that time in England. It depicts My Lord Tom Noddy and his friends ‘staging a party’ to sit up all night so as to see an execution next morning. The interesting technical point is that in order to include in the poem comic and tragic elements they are put into separate compartments. We see My Lord Tom Noddy and his friends at their merriment:

Welsh rabbits and kidneys — rare work for the jaws:

And very large lobsters, with very large claws;

  And there is McFuze. And Lieutenant Tregooze;

And there is Sir Carnaby Jenks, of the Blues,

All come to see a man “die in his shoes”!

Then while they lie in drunken stupor the beautiful morning wakes to life, and with it a human life is taken — 

And see! — from forth that opening door

They come — He steps that threshold o’er

Who never shall tread upon threshold more! — 

God! ’tis a fearsome thing to see

That pale wan man’s mute agony . . .

Oh! ’twas a fearsome sight! — Ah me!

A deed to shudder at — not to see.

Then, in order to end with proper art, we are taken back to the awakening of the revellers:

“Hollo! Hollo! Here’s a rum Go! . . .

What’s to be done? We’ve missed all the fun!—”

 

Nought could be done — nought could be said;

So — My Lord Tom Noddy went home to bed!

All this is wonderfully well done, with instinctive art. One wonders all the time — and students especially might wonder — whether there can be any other art than instinctive, and whether, even in such a simple field as that of humor, anything in higher excellence can be gained by the study of principles. Did Barham need to study humor? — or Sydney Smith study puns? — or Mark Twain learn innocence to go abroad with it? The answer to it all, I think, lies in Horace’s dictum, “Doctrina vim promovet insitam.” The very doing is a form of study, even if done with unconscious art. I imagine that as a matter of fact all humorists have studied humor — unconsciously. Dickens studied attitudes for hours before a glass. Mark Twain wrote reams and reams to throw away. Robert Louis Stevenson picked up his words with tweezers, as carefully as you move spilikins. Care, study and conscious purpose must be worth while: else is our faith vain.

 

Moving still upwards, like the ‘excelsior boy,’ or the ‘high-boy,’ of Mr. Benchley, we pass to verse where the humorous element is used for a purpose, satire. The main aim is no longer to amuse, but to make amusement a vehicle of purpose. Satire may be of a dozen kinds and used for a dozen purposes. It may be personal, malicious, diabolical: or political and colorless, just a stick to beat a dog. But humor is the very life of it.

Those who know the history of poetic literature in England and America will not need to be reminded of such apposite examples as:

“Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’ won,

    And our good prince Eugene.”

“Why, ’twas a very wicked thing!”

    Said little Wilhelmine.

“Nay . . . nay . . . my little girl,” quoth he,

“It was a famous victory.”

Or to match James Russell Lowell with Southey:

We were gittin’ on nicely up here to our village,

  With good old idees o’ wut’s right an’ wut ain’t,

We kind o’ thought Christ went agin war an’ pillage,

  An’ that eppyletts worn’t the best mark of a saint;

          But John P.

          Robinson, he

  Sez this kind o’ thing’s an exploded idee.

I have in other writings and in lecturing so often cited certain verses of G. K. Chesterton as a perfect embodiment of the effectiveness of humor in satire that I have no hesitation in citing them again. They are entitled Antichrist, or the Reunion of Christendom: An Ode, and refer to the Welsh Church Disestablishment Bill of a quarter of a century ago. Those who do not know what the Welsh Church Disestablishment Bill was may be informed that it was a Bill to disestablish the Welsh Church. The outside world never heard of it. The major part of Christendom didn’t know where Wales is, didn’t know that it has a Church and had no idea what would happen to it if you disestablished it.

It was characteristic of F. E. Smith (the late Lord Birkenhead) that he denounced the Bill, with the grandiose invective he so well commanded (and which never deceived himself), as having “shocked the conscience of all Christendom!”

It was equally characteristic of G. K. Chesterton that he could prick the bubble of windy invective with the sharp point of humor. The opening verse is a model:

Are they clinging to their crosses,

  F. E. Smith?

Where the Breton boat-fleet tosses,

  Are they, Smith?

Do they, fasting, tramping, bleeding,

  Wait the news from this our city?

Groaning, “That’s the Second Reading!”

  Hissing, “There is still Committee!”

If the voice of Cecil falters,

  If McKenna’s point has pith,

Do they tremble for their altars?

  Do they, Smith?

An even stronger note is struck in the famous verses by Thomas Hood called The Song of the Shirt, published anonymously in the Christmas number of Punch, 1843. This was written in the days of the hopeless and submerged poverty, the sweated labor, and the ‘cry of the children,’ of the good old days when Queen Victoria was young. No race of savages ever touched a lower level, economically, than the lowest working-class of merry England a hundred years ago. To die of sudden want is nothing; to live in want and not to die is appalling in its very continuity.

The Song of the Shirt is not ‘comic’ poetry except in form. Deadlier earnestness was never penned. More scathing denunciation of social injustice was never written. Nor ever was greater effect produced on public opinion by private words. But the effect is heightened, the satire goes deeper, the pathos is more intense because the form is ‘comic,’ because the cry of distress is voiced to the happy lilt of merriment:

With fingers weary and worn,

  With eyelids heavy and red,

A Woman sat in unwomanly rags,

  Plying her needle and thread — 

Stitch! stitch! stitch!

  In poverty, hunger, and dirt,

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch

  She sang the “Song of the Shirt!”

 

Before moving on to the final stage in which humor in verse is divested of mere comicality and becomes one with reflection and pathos, we turn aside for a moment to consider the verses that failed to come off, the poetry that missed its mark, and turned comic, as grape juice ferments into wine. This general division could be called Bad Poetry, but it also runs from lower to higher forms, culminating in the super-comic or poetry of inspired idiocy. We may begin with some simple and easy forms of bad poetry, comic from its very badness. Here, first, we take Deplorable Poetry. This, as already said, is found as free copy in any moral, well-conducted paper. It deals with spring, the early daffodils, the might of England, the New Year (including the death of the old year), the sea, and solitude in the woods. Its lines carry enough poetic licence to run a liquor store: its feet wobble, its metre is like the sound of coupling cars. But its tone is high. It has a moral quality which in the long run makes it necessary to newspapers, particularly to ones that have fireside editions and hearth-and-home circulation. Sometimes the poetry is signed “aged 10,” but that makes no difference: “aged 80” wouldn’t lift it up.

It seems hardly fair to give examples. I select a short one, à page ouverte, from a garden of such verses. It is evidently a gladsome poem of a wedding morn. The author is — and ought to be — unknown.

Oh never, never she’ll forget

  The happy, happy day

When in the Church, before God’s priest,

  She gave herself away.

The irresistible fit of composition which produces Deplorable Poetry is especially induced by the contemplation of nature. People of minds constitutionally feeble are unable to withstand the sudden shock of stupendous natural scenery. It is notorious that on the great scenic route of the Canadian Pacific System, passengers reach for pencils and start to scribble “So this is the St. Lawrence!” or, aghast at the Rocky Mountains, “So this is Banff!” Often it isn’t: it’s Sicamous, but that doesn’t matter.

From Deplorable we move on to Execrable Poetry, which, as already explained, is the term here adopted for bad poetry as written by Homer when he nods, by Tennyson when he tries to be Tennyson, or by any poet of talent encouraged till he gets silly. As already said, many examples of this kind of comic verse appear in the admirable compilation called The Stuffed Owl (1930). The industrious student might commit to memory Tennyson’s description of Enoch Arden selling fish, which Arden appears to have put into ‘ocean-smelling osier’ so that his customers mistook it for ‘ocean spoil.’ In the opinion of Mr. Wyndham Lewis and Mr. Charles Lee, who compiled the book, Longfellow’s Excelsior qualifies for a place, a judgment which they support with a scholarly discussion as to whether the young man should not rather have said ‘excelsius’ (adverb) rather than ‘excelsior’ (adjective). The nice point involved has since been indirectly settled by Mr. Robert C. Benchley in an extract already quoted when he introduces the term ‘haut-boy’ or ‘high-boy.’ This ‘excelsior’ boy was higher still. But we will all agree with the compiler that Longfellow’s suggestion “that village maidens in Switzerland are in the habit of inviting complete strangers to lay their heads upon their virgin breasts, is an unwarrantable slur on the morals of a British dependency.” Personally, I think that the trouble with Excelsior is that it moves on too high ground. The ‘youth’ is so heroic, flashing like a falchion and ringing like a clarion, the ‘homes’ are so happy, the ‘old man’ (obviously a Swiss professor) so very informative, the ‘maiden’ so ‘easy,’ the monks so pious that we just can’t hold it. Virtue thus unadorned grows sickly: if there had been even one in the lot against him — a speed cop or a tax collector — the boy might have got by. But, after all, he did.

Wordsworth, of course, fills a goodly proportion of space in this same delightful book and quite deservedly. Indeed, his own peculiar theory that poetry must be simple led him to walk right into it. Everyone recalls his famous lines, “A Mr. Wilkinson, a clergyman”; “A household tub like one of those Which women use to wash their clothes”; “She was eight years old, she said.” Yet even the text of Wordsworth can be improved upon if read, here and there, with a slight variant of emphasis. Everyone recalls the mawkish and sentimental Highland Girl; little better than an outbreak of amorous senility. Wordsworth gushes out in it — 

What joy to hear thee, and to see!

Thy elder Brother I would be,

Thy Father — anything to thee!

But a schoolboy in one of my classes nearly fifty years ago brought it within the bounds of restraint by reading it as— “What joy to hear thee and to see thy elder brother! I would be thy father” . . .

If Wordsworth had stuck to that, he would have been a better, perhaps a cleaner man.

What Wordsworth did half on purpose, others did by carelessness or over-conceit. The poet Thomas Campbell (1777-1844) filled the rôle of what one might call the pride of Britain. He wrote Hohenlinden, and Ye Mariners of England, and the Battle of the Baltic. Yet he was also capable of writing — 

Earl March looked on his dying child,

  And, smit with grief to view her — 

“The youth,” he cried, “whom I exiled

  Shall be restored to woo her.”

The charming combination “to woo her” sounds wonderfully like an owl in the woods. Campbell not only was capable of writing this but Dr. Palgrave was capable of including it in his collection as a ‘golden treasure.’ It certainly is.

The interest in this particular kind of poetry is not only literary but psychological. Why does Homer nod? Can’t he keep awake? At times that is the reason, as when a writer of poetry writes so much that by sheer exhaustion some of it must be bad. And at times, of course, when writers write with both eyes on money instead of only one, some of their work is bound to turn foolish. Here prose enjoys the merits of its own defects: since it lives less on form it never gets as silly as silly poetry. But there is another reason still which I think accounts for a lot of ‘rotten’ poetry. People get spoiled, or at least damaged, by success. In point of companionship and amiability, people who succeed are not as a rule as easy and tolerant as people who have failed. They get opinionative and at times, in the case of genius, like Dickens, dictatorial and egotistical beyond words. So with their art. Too much praise overfeeds them as too much water does a plant. With overpraise a storyteller becomes a bore, a humorist grows tiresome, and a poet gets silly. Affectation takes the place of reality. Nothing but the wholesome corrective of other people’s laughter can effect a cure. To have made an ass of oneself, and know it, is the beginning of better things.

It is very probable that a great many of our best-known hymns belong in this class of Execrable Verse. But it is not for us to say so. I recall that many years ago a Chicago professor of English ventured to state in the press that many of the hymns of the Church are doggerel. The fat was in the fire at once. Illogical people at once asked whether Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom was doggerel and how anyone could dare to apply the word doggerel to such beautiful lines as Abide with me; fast falls the eventide. The professor was ‘in bad’: and if the fat was in the fire over such a topic in Chicago, what would it be elsewhere?

The real point is that there are certain things we don’t say, certain things we leave alone provided that neither duty nor truth nor interest compels us to consider them, certain reticences and reverences that are a part of our common inheritance. The law of blasphemy, in all nations and for all creeds, is based on this idea. The South Sea Islanders call it taboo and the North Sea Islanders call it ‘good form.’ If things are sacred we do not make fun of them: a ‘comic bible,’ such as the one published in France at the beginning of the anti-clericalism of the Third Republic, is an offence even to an unbeliever. There is a province marked off as ‘unjokable’: to intrude on it only brings humor into disrepute, especially with people inclined in any case to think it disreputable. If our hymns, therefore, in many instances are filled with mixed metaphors, weird figures of speech and sung to wheezing tunes as slow as a blacksmith’s bellows, let us make no capital out of the fact. Our hymns are sacred from their associations: they have been with us these long generations: the shouting unison of loyalty pardons the doggerel verses of God Save the King: the pride of stout hearts still swells over the feeble egotism of Rule, Britannia. Our hymns have been with us in the routine of immemorable Sundays, in the merriment of uncounted christenings and Christmases, on the decks of sinking ships, and in last whispered farewells of eternal parting.

The topic is not raised here for the fun of it, but only as means of emphasizing the limitations of the principles of true humor. In it malice has no place, nor the degradation of things sacred to others. It is a lesson to be learned and remembered. Nor can humor, even where it is meant to be merely comic and harmless, venture to associate itself with images or recollections of pain, cruelty and death. Just as we must not jest over sacred things, so we must not jest over death except in the mock bravery of hysteria in danger or in the challenge of defiance. In the well-known song composed and sung during a plague outbreak in India, the lines, “Here’s a health to the dead already and a hurrah for the next that dies!” are not a false attempt at humor but a brave attempt at defiance. It is hard to be commonplace in supreme moments.

We find, as usual, exceptions that ‘prove’ the rule, which means properly and originally test it, try it out. Revert again to the striking stanza:

Small Boy,

Pair of skates,

Hole in ice,

Heavenly Gates.

Here is death (including resurrection) and yet no offence whatsoever. It is so generalized that it doesn’t count. The actual drowning of a real child would be too heartbreaking for a jest. But this is a mere hypothesis. Let it be granted that a boy went skating. It’s no worse than when in Euclid a triangle falls on a parallelogram.

Unpardonable Verse is the name given to comic verse written by poets laureate, academicians and songsters ex officio to celebrate occasions. People whose memories can carry back to the Victorian Jubilee of 1887 may recall J. M. Barrie’s delightful account in My Lady Nicotine (a treasure of humor) of the writing of Jubilee Odes. But people whose memory only carries back in 1937 can find good examples, though no one need get spiteful about it. Official poetry, as of laureates, belonged to a different age, an age with no current press and telegraph: you needed a poet at a banquet just as you needed a man to play the harp and a jester to play the fool. And what the poet said, or sung, blew away as lightly as the smoke up the great chimney. There was no world press to print it and parody it. Here and there the string of words fell like a rosary of gems: they were not lost, except that no one remembered who it was first said them. Who wrote, for example, the old, old verses on the ivy and the holly?

Holly and his Merrie Men

They dancen and they sing,

Ivy and her Maidens

They weepen and they wring!

Nowadays the appointment to the laureateship should carry with it a sort of gentleman’s agreement not to write any more poetry.

 

At the topmost reach of comic bad poetry is found what may be very fittingly called Super-Comic Poetry, which is the production of inspired idiocy. It stands parallel in its aim and inspiration to the highest form of poetic effort. But it is written by people who never had the education to give them the power to express it. They have the thought but they can’t say it, or rather, worse still, they think they have said it when they haven’t. It is a case of high voltage passed through a small wire: and just as an electric current in such circumstances blows out a fuse, so super-comic poetry blows out the fuse of seriousness into the explosion of a laugh. The super-comic poet is an intensely serious person: he feels all the tragedy of life: he thrills at its emotions: he sorrows at its inevitable end. But all he can say is “Oh my!” The super-comic poet deals by preference with topics of a major class — death, accidents of all kind, steam preferred, bereavement, and great national celebrations. He likes to find a young man drowned and write a dirge on him: or to have a ‘maiden’ washed up by the sea (there are plenty if you look for them). But sometimes, more as an act of friendship than art, he’ll write off a piece on Mr. William Smith’s Prize Holstein Cow.

It is difficult to quote super-comic poetry and preserve good taste because so much of it deals with actual events of poignant suffering or with things such as an epitaph on a wife, or a wreath on the grave of a child, that are beyond the bounds of laughter. But here is a safe and universal topic, Napoleon. It is a pity that he didn’t live to see himself summarized so happily.

Napoleon hoped that all the world would fall beneath his sway;

He failed in his ambition; and where is he to-day?

Neither the Nations of the East nor the Nations of the West

Have thought the thing Napoleon thought was to their interest.

A Canadian super-comic poet broke out into grief at the loss of the Titanic with a sustained poem which began:

My! what an awful night they had,

The night that boat went down . . .

But one must not quote further. The effort was followed and eclipsed by an American poet who chronicled an appalling naval disaster with a lament containing the stanza:

Entrapped inside a submarine,

With death approaching on the scene,

The crew compose their minds to dice,

More for the Pleasure than the Vice.

Some super-comic poets have attained a wide celebrity. Their work being highly saleable, for reasons obvious to us and not to them, their names widely known, they find themselves persons of distinction and rate themselves very highly. After all, what other evidence had Lord Tennyson of his poetical merit than what they have. People bought his books and read them with rapture. Super-comic poets flourish better in the new English-speaking world than in England. The old country lacks latitude of thought, and a super-comic, or higher idiot, poet is apt to get ‘canned’ before he gets started. English super-comic poets never get above pure twaddle more or less orthodox in rhyme and structure, but as feeble as pulp compared with the vigorous growth under a newer sky. Just as Dickens (see Pickwick, Chapter VII) tells us that if Muggleton has its Dumkins and Dingley Dell its Luffey, so we can boast that Ontario has its McIntyre and Michigan its Julia Moore of the late nineteenth century. The latter was probably the greatest super-comic poet who has lived since Milton. Her success was great; her fame extensive; her estimate of herself was in accordance. One poem of hers dealt with the terrible railway accident at Ashtabula, Ohio, in 1878.

Have you heard of the dreadful fate

  Of Mr. P. P. Bliss and wife?

Of their death I will relate,

  And also others lost their life;

Ashtabula Bridge disaster,

  Where so many people died

Without a thought that destruction

  Would plunge them ‘neath the wheel of tide.

I quoted that passage as an illustration in my larger work on the present subject and often referred to it in public lectures, but I quote it here again for a special purpose. When I was lecturing in Chicago a few years ago, I quoted the fate of ‘P. P. Bliss and wife’ to what seemed the great hilarity of the audience. After the lecture, at supper, a grave, elderly gentleman said to me, “I was interested in your reference to the Ashtabula Bridge Disaster. I lived in the town as a young man at the time. Poor Bliss! I knew him quite well. He suffered terribly.”

With that, for me, all the comicality of the poem was lost in the horror of the reality. I could feel what it was that the crude words and ill-assorted epithets of the Michigan ‘poetess’ were meant to convey. Again I realized one cannot joke with death. For some time after I couldn’t refer even to the death of Rameses of Egypt, except to say, “I see poor Rameses is gone.”

This incident is not related here for any personal interest, but in order to enforce again the canon of taste, Let humor keep to its bounds.

 

But to turn again from the back-water of poetry comically and super-comically bad, into the broadening main stream of humor in verse that we have followed from its remoter sources. We see it here widening and expanding into a larger ocean of human thought as the St. Lawrence, flecked with wind and sunshine, widens to the sea. The final stage of its course is where humor broadens in its outlook till it becomes one with pathos and reflection, joining tears and laughter. Throughout this little work the main stress of emphasis is on that point: humor represents in its history and in its current analysis — lengthwise in time or sidewise in a cross-section of the hour — an ascending series at the bottom of which are guffaws and malice and primitive simplicity, and at the top are smiles and tears and eternity.

The humor that lies in this highest class, as seen in verse, is not of necessity the best known, nor the best. It is the quality of the class that is high, the level, but not of necessity the sample. More beautiful flowers may grow at a lower altitude, but none with quite the serenity.

Examples are always best for explanation. Here is what is meant by humor in verse of the sublime quality. Take this drinking song:

Drink to me only with thine eyes;

  And I will pledge with mine,

Or leave a kiss within the cup;

  And I’ll not look for wine.

Or try this pleasant invocation addressed to youth and urging early marriage:

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may;

  Old Time is still a-flying,

And that same flower that smiles to-day

  To-morrow may be dying.

Both of these (from Ben Jonson and Herrick) carry us back to the seventeenth century: they seemed in that age to reach out so easily for this effect, at least the cheerier people did. Cromwell and his Ironsides would have preferred Julia Moore of Michigan. But the seventeenth century had no monopoly. Listen to Robert Burns when he begins:

Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie,

O what a panic’s in thy breastie!

Thou need na start awa sae hasty,

                    Wi’ bickering brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee

                    Wi’ murd’ring prattle!

Nor has the old world a monopoly, nor a past age. No one, I think, since the seventeenth century at any rate, ever caught this mood and its expression better than Oliver Wendell Holmes, of Boston, and of all the world. Those who do not know should read forthwith the poem that begins:

I only wish a hut of stone,

(A very plain brown stone would do) — 

The kind of humor that is here described seems to me to reflect the humor of the highest culture, the humor of the future. Its distinction is its kindliness. It does not belong to the literature of effort, of strong convictions and animating purpose. It is rather that of disillusionment, of loss of faith, and of the wide charity of mind that has come with the shattering of narrower ideals, not yet replaced. I will quote in conclusion and at some length one further example from Oliver Wendell Holmes, not well known but typifying exactly what is here described. It is obviously humor: you can prove it: yet it is sad: but not so terribly sad: full of reflection yet expressed so easily, so lightly.

Come, dear old comrade, you and I

Will steal an hour from days gone by,

The shining days when life was new,

And all was bright with morning dew,

The lusty days of long ago,

When you were Bill and I was Joe . . .

 

You’ve won the great world’s envied prize,

And grand you look in people’s eyes,

With H.O.N. and L.L.D.

In big brave letters, fair to see, — 

Your fist, old fellow! off they go! — 

How are you, Bill? How are you, Joe? . . .

 

Ah, pensive scholar, what is fame?

A fitful tongue of leaping flame;

A giddy whirlwind’s fickle gust,

That lifts a pinch of mortal dust;

A few swift years, and who can show

Which dust was Bill and which was Joe? . . .

 

No matter; while our home is here

No sounding name is half so dear;

When fades at length our lingering day,

Who cares what pompous tombstones say?

Read on the hearts that love us still,

Hic jacet Joe. Hic jacet Bill.


Chapter VIII. HUMOR AND CRAFTSMANSHIP

[image: img117.jpg]

YOUNG PEOPLE WHO have an inborn talent for drawing or music are sent, if they are lucky enough, to professional schools. No matter how great their native ability, it is presumed that it can be enlarged and developed by precept and practice. It is not derogatory to a person who paints that he tries to do it and doesn’t do it by accident, that he does it of set purpose, and even in part for an ulterior motive. But there is no such general attitude towards the production of ‘humor,’ using the word objectively to mean humorous writing, talking or drawing. Humor is supposed to grow as a wayside flower without cultivation.

In a sense, and within limits, it is of course true that all art should be of this character. It is contaminated the moment it is connected with a money return, with an ulterior purpose, with limitations imposed by ‘adaptability’ to a particular periodical, and even perhaps the minute it is connected with paid teaching and studied effects. But all that is only a part of the imperfection of the world in which we live. Art cannot be entirely free and self-prompted and self-inspired. The mediæval poet Hans Sachs said that he sang as the birds did, without pay. But most of us are not birds. In any case it is probable that human talent, like human character, needs the sharp stimulus of compulsion. Art cannot be left to inspiration, nor letters to the happy flow of ink. Those who know academic life will know how many of the academic class dream away their lives, still talking of the work they mean to do and at the end fall asleep, babbling, like Falstaff, of the green fields of literature. Even with humor, which seems as spontaneous as the flight of a hummingbird, effort and purpose help achievement. There is no need, then, that humor should be left as a wayside flower. Humor — meaning the feeling of it — can be intensified by cultivation, and humor, meaning the expression of it and conveyance to others, can be taught, and native faculty heightened by effort and instruction. Personally I am quite sure that if I gave a course of lectures on the practice of humor, the students would go away from it, if not better men, at least funnier.

In a little manual like the present, it is not possible to do more than indicate a few general principles that are of use in learning to express humor in words. Students who wish to go further may refer to the larger work on the subject by the author of this volume (Humour: Its Theory and Technique). For a definite study-book on a college pattern, there is the new and excellent manual by Mr. A. A. Thomson, Written Humour. But without venturing so far into the subject readers may see much through the open gateway. In the first place humorous writing demands a very exact knowledge of the value of words, of the mot propre, or of using the right word in the right place. What is still harder, the student must learn to use the wrong word in the right place, as when old Mr. Ballou, as seen above in a preceding chapter, called his fellow Westerner a ‘logarithm.’ Our English language as a consequence of its peculiar origin, its very much mixed ancestry, has a wealth of terms not known to any other tongue, ancient or modern. We can say a thing with Saxon words, or we can say it with Latin words, or we say it with words that have drifted to us from Rome by way of France. Each kind has its peculiar force. The Saxon words carry a more intimate feeling — like home, and heart and hearth, and convey the images of nature, the sunrise, the dawn, the daylight and even-song and dark. Latin seems to have something harder about it, but definite and exact like a steel frame. It makes verbs of great precision — to deliberate, to expostulate, to terminate, or terms that obstinately keep even their absolute Latin form to hold a technical use, such as status quo. One recalls again the Lawyer’s Lullaby that begins, “Be still, my child, remain in statu quo, while father rocks the cradle to and fro.”

Note the beautiful word ‘lullaby’: we could say also, ‘cradle-song,’ or ‘epithalamion.’ But when you want to make an armistice or draw up a contract a ‘status quo’ is better than a ‘lullaby.’ Compare ‘alias’ with one fixed and ‘otherwise’ with a dozen loose ones: or try to find Anglo-Saxon for an alibi. With the Latin we have a lot of Greek words, swallowed whole as they came to us, like ‘hypothesis’ as a double for ‘supposition.’ Then there is the class of words that passed by way of French or Provençal which seem to be distinguished as it were by their ‘distinction’; they are polite words such as ‘embassy’ and ‘embroidery’ and ‘tapestry,’ ‘surveillance’ (as compared with ‘invigilate’ and ‘watch’), ‘annoyance.’ Abstract diction runs greatly to these just as simplicity of nature demands Saxon. Compare, “The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, the lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, the Ploughman homeward plods his weary way and leaves the world to darkness and to me,” with such later lines as “The applause of listening senates to command,” etc.

We are thus able in English to pick our choice for our meaning among a group of words meaning by origin the same thing but differentiated to separate shades — the dawn, the sunrise, the daybreak, aurora; the grave-yard, the church-yard, God’s acre, the burial ground, the cemetery, the necropolis. These delicate shades of meaning are not learned out of a book. Only usage can teach them, and even with usage there must be appreciation and feeling towards them. This is especially the case with humor which demands for its expression the right word, the inevitable word. Take the list of meanings suggested by such a series as ‘transition,’ ‘change,’ ‘alteration,’ ‘interval,’ ‘shift,’ ‘evolution’ — all are different and must be used with an acute sense of their meaning. Very often, in return, the absolutely correct use of a word that seems inevitable produces in itself a pleasing humorous effect. There is such an unexpected matching of words and sense that it has the shock of humor. Anyone who will read over again that admirable book of the late Sir John Barrie My Lady Nicotine will see that it is a very model in this respect. Each word and phrase is right and couldn’t be otherwise.

Humor further demands great ‘naturalness’ of language, the use of phrases and forms so simple that writers straining after effect would never get them. W. S. Gilbert in especial was blessed with this felicity, as seen in Etiquette (already quoted) and Prince Aghib.

So too in a high degree were Lewis Carroll and Sir Owen Seaman. Bret Harte showed the same quality; compare — 

Then Brown he read a paper, and he reconstructed there,

From those same bones, an animal that was extremely rare.

Another general consideration of very high importance in expressing humor is the use of comparisons by similes, metaphors and by subtle implications. Comparison is the very soul of humor. It adjusts the focus of vision on a thing in the light needed. It is the discovery of resemblance and of the lack of it that builds up the contrasts, discrepancies and incongruities on which, as has been insisted throughout this treatise, humor depends. To make metaphors demands both originality and training. One is lost in admiration of such comparisons as, ‘A face like a ham,’ ‘eyes like puddles of molasses,’ ‘legs like twenty-five minutes past six,’ and the sentence, “His hair all hung over his face in tangled strings like he was behind vines.” Metaphors are the very life of humor: very often the effect can be got merely by extending the use of a word to a new case or cases, where it fits in with surprising aptness. To ‘liquidate’ an account means to close it up and finish it; the new use ‘to liquidate’ a peasant would be humorous but for the horror of it. Indeed the principle involved is wider than the ground of humor. A vast quantity of our words are metaphors taken from words antecedent to them. We enrich our power of expression by perpetual and renewed comparisons, as a tree grows always in the bark and never at the heart.

No humorist who ever lived ever made greater and more continuous use of comparison than did Charles Dickens. It was a main characteristic of his mind to see likenesses in unlike things, to personify inanimate nature. His books are one vast comparison, flashing perpetually in humor. When he landed in Boston in 1842, his romantic imagination caught the bright red of the brick houses, the still brighter white of the wooden, the gilded signs, the painted railings, all glittering in the morning sun— “all so light and unsubstantial in appearance that every thoroughfare in the city looked exactly like a scene in a pantomime.” He kept glancing up at the boards, he tells us, expecting them to “change into something”: he felt certain that “Clown and Pantaloon were hiding in a doorway or behind some pillar,” and that “Harlequin and Columbine were lodged over a one-story clockmaker’s shop.”

Such comparisons were characteristic of Dickens and all his work. He was for ever comparing everything with everything else: and, above all, in this way endowing inanimate objects with life and movement: for him windows grin, doors yawn, clocks wink solemnly and trees talk in the night breeze. The fancies of Barnaby Rudge watching the clothes dance upon the clothes-line are those of his creator.

 

We now pass to the more difficult and highly technical subject of jokes and how to narrate them. In our cautious survey of the field we have now reached the point where we may safely venture on such a discussion. To have done so prematurely would have turned this volume into a joke book and broken down the student’s intelligence, just as the premature presentation of logarithms breaks down algebra to rule of thumb.

A joke may be defined as an item of humor reduced to a single point or particle. It represents the breaking up of humorous matter into its elements, so that we can examine and appreciate one little bit of it without any extraneous context. One might say that a joke is a self-contained humorous thought. Its essence is its isolation.

At first the number of jokes and kinds of jokes seems legion. One might despair of ever reducing them to scientific analysis or finding in them any laws of thought or principles of humor. Here for example is that excellent compendium, Mr. Lewis Copeland’s World’s Best Jokes, 1936. It contains almost 400 pages of matter, the jokes being divided into twenty-eight classes. There are jokes classified by nationality — American, Negro, Irish, Scotch, etc.; by professions — preachers, lawyers, doctors, hobos, etc.; verse, toasts, and even the epitaph that carries a joke beyond the grave. There is an interesting cross-division in an index dividing the jokes according to the basis on which they rest, such as ambiguity, double meanings, slips of the press, etc. In such a vast labyrinth it seems at first hard to find a thread of philosophical guidance. But at the same time if we examine jokes, one by one, we can discover that they form no exception to the canons of humor laid down: they bring together a set of facts, phenomena, or fancies, actualities or accidents, that set up an incongruity.

A typical joke proceeds from a hypothesis — let it be granted than so and so: then in such and such circumstances an absurd result follows. To take more specific instances, let it be granted that professors are absent-minded; let it be granted that Scotchmen are avaricious; let it be granted that bashful men are afraid of women — then observe what happens to them. In other words a joke is a sort of syllogism with a major proposition as its hypothesis. The rest of it, in one fashion or other, can be reduced to a set of consequences running to an absurdity.

All of this in abstract language is not very comprehensible. So it may be better put into the concrete with a set of illustrations. Here for consideration is a list of jokes some of them already cited for other purposes in this book and others chosen as well-known standard examples.

Joke No. 1

An Oxford undergraduate, showing some friends round the colleges, said, “Now this is Oriel College, and those windows up there are the Provost’s study.” Then taking up a handful of gravel from the walk he threw it up at a window, and added, “And that’s the Provost coming to his window.”

Put into a syllogism this reads:

Let it be granted that gravel brings people to windows.

A Provost came to his window.

Therefore gravel brought the Provost.

In other words we have the incongruity that such a low thing as a handful of gravel commands such a high thing as a Provost.

Joke No. 2

An absent-minded professor came home late one night and knocked at his door for admission. A servant put her head out of an upper window and called, “The professor has not yet come home.” “Very good,” he answered, “I’ll come back later.”

The syllogistic analysis of this joke runs as follows:

People who knock at doors go away if someone is out.

The professor went away because someone was out.

But he was out himself — which is absurd.

In other words we have produced an utter incongruity by taking the hypothesis that professors are absent-minded and following it to its logical consequences.

Joke No. 3

It is sometimes difficult to say what should be the hypothesis or major premises of the syllogism. As an illustration: — 

A Scotchman visiting London on government business was asked on his return how he liked English officials. “I saw nothing of them,” he said, “I was dealing only wi’ heads of departments.”



	
Perhaps it runs:


	
English officials are English.





	
 


	
Heads of Departments are English officials.





	
 


	
Heads of Departments are Scotchmen.





	
 


	
Thus all Englishmen are Scotchmen. Which is absurd.






Other jokes and their syllogisms turn on similarities — let it be granted that two things are more or less the same thing and then see what absurdity happens.

We recall from the pages above the two deaf men in the train: — one looking for his station asks the other — 

“Is this Wemsley?”

And gets the answer, “No, Thursday.”

Let it be granted that Wemsley and Wednesday are much the same thing: then the difference between them (A-B) ought to be practically nothing. But it isn’t: it’s Thursday!

Which is absurd. The similarity of the two names opens up the incongruity of an absolute change of topic.

Nearly all verbal jokes follow the above pattern of the deaf men and turn on the wrong use of a word: something happens — either the ‘frustrated expectation’ when it means too little, or the exultation over incongruity when it means too much. Most ‘child’ jokes are of this sort, arising out of beginner’s mistakes in learning language:

“Auntie, can you change me half a crown?”

“Yes, darling, what do you want it changed into?”

“Into a sovereign, please.”

The joke is on the word change which is made to mean more than what it should, or rather is made to live up to what it should mean. Few people would realize that, in form, many of the propositions of geometry as written by Euclid are jokes. Till a few years ago all schools in England and America used the formal text of Euclid, and even though the text is now revised and replaced, the form is still familiar to most people as Euclid’s method. Condensed, it runs, as in such an example as this. If two triangles have two angles of each equal to two angles of the other, each to each, then must the third angles be equal each to each. For if not, let one be greater than the other. Then the three angles of one are greater than of the other. But the three angles of each are equal to two right angles. Therefore two right angles are greater than two right angles — which is absurd! At which point Euclid and his friends are supposed to go into roars of laughter.

But apart from this philosophical analysis of a joke into a reductio ad absurdum, there is much more to examine in the technique and construction of jokes. There is a broad distinction to be made between jokes that proceed by telling the truth and thus landing us in a sort of impossibility, and jokes that proceed to state an impossibility and land us in a truth. These contrasted types correspond very much to the formal aspect (not the inner) of typical British and typical American jokes. Here is a true British joke: A professor in a Scottish university (many of us could supply the name of the professor, as the story is true) paused in his lecture to say to a student, “Why do you not take any notes?” The young man answered, “I have my father’s.” But this is American: “Why is this whole street blocked like this, constable?” “The chess club are moving, sir.”

Compare the two cases. The boy did have the lecture notes, but it seems impossible. It is impossible that the street was blocked, but a chess club does take a long time to move.

Let us illustrate this difference by a more extended citation of what may be called a typical English joke and one of a typical American. For the English joke we must go to Punch, a journal that many of us think unequalled in humor in all the world and certainly the most representative of English humor. In its early life, nearly a hundred years ago, Punch was somewhat different: it had more of the impatient temperament of youth, was more inclined to improve England by swearing at it than by smiling at it: but with years has come that mellower wisdom which realizes that humor and anger cannot go together, that even ‘righteous indignation’ belongs elsewhere. At what he cannot remedy the Mr. Punch of to-day may shake his head in sadness, but from his pen flows nothing but the ink of human kindliness. It is this genial and mellow quality which lends the chief charm to his pages.

Now the typical Punch joke, illustrated or written, must be something that really happened, related as it happened, or, what is the same thing, something which is made up but which could have happened just as stated: indeed the point lies in the very likeliness of its happening. Here we have a picture of a Harley Street physician, everything exactly drawn to life, the consulting-room, the wide table at which he sits, his dignified dress, the very action of his hands in pressing his fingertips on the table — a gesture without which no Harley Street physician could collect a fee. Even the uncomfortable patient, half-squirming in his chair on the opposite side of the table as he awaits his sentence, is drawn precisely to the life.

“Now, Mr. Pettigrew,” the doctor is saying, “we have to remember that our heart is in very poor condition, that we have had a shock, a severe shock, and that another such shock might kill us.”

This is beautiful. The doctor’s professional use of ‘we’ instead of ‘I,’ is a usage that must have grown up as an expression of sympathy, misery liking company. But when it is carried to the point of sharing Mr. Pettigrew’s death, it becomes incongruously contrary to the fact. The syllogism and the reductio ad absurdum set up by this joke is as follows:

Let it be granted that the Doctor and Mr. Pettigrew are one person.

Mr. Pettigrew is likely to die.

Therefore the Doctor is likely to die.

Which is absurd.

Now place beside this a typical American joke. Here we find that a queer twist of phrase, an impossible use of language, suddenly turns out to have meaning, and lots of it. An orator in voicing the thanks of a meeting to a political leader said: “I hope that this distinguished gentleman may long be spared to continue his political career, and that even when he’s dead he’ll turn into a cigar.”

Perhaps a word of explanation is needed for British readers. It has long been the custom in the United States for the makers of tobacco to name cigars after bygone statesmen — the Henry Clay cigar, the Stonewall Jackson cigar. Hence ‘turning into a cigar’ becomes synonymous with obtaining immortality.

Put as a syllogism it reads:

All great statesmen are cigars.

This man is a great statesman.

Therefore he must be a cigar too.

Which is absurd.

The attempt to analyse jokes is at least useful in helping us to know how to tell a joke and how to relate a funny story. To make up a joke is another matter, a rare and peculiar gift. In the technical sense the commercial jokes or gags are made up, or rather remade, from the Ancient Greek or Egyptian, by professional specialists. Occasionally an outsider stumbles on a joke and is able to reduce it to form. But the knack is a special one involving a quick sense of finding a new picture for an old frame. So far as I know, none of the greater humorists of the last fifty years wrote jokes. When we talk of a joke of Dickens’s or of Mark Twain’s we imply a context. Mark Twain’s joke, quoted elsewhere in this book, about the old man “who had never touched liquor in his life unless you count whisky,” is part of a little essay on a grand old man.

It may sound a little malicious to say that our jokes of the present hour are remade from the ancient models. But no harm is meant. We could hardly expect them to be ‘original.’ Somebody said in despair about two hundred years ago, “tout est dit.” Even the most brilliant and lively joke has its ancestor. Turn to the Greek witticisms of Hierocles and we read:

A simpleton who heard that parrots live for two hundred years brought one to see if it was true. This becomes a type thought — the fact that presently a person will be dead and hence won’t be on the spot to see, or enjoy the thing in question. “When the day comes,” says Ko-Ko, the Lord High-Executioner of The Mikado, in trying to persuade Nanki-poo to act as substitute at a public execution, “there’ll be a grand ceremonial — you’ll be the central figure — and when it’s all over, general rejoicings and a display of fireworks in the evening. You won’t see them, but they’ll be there all the same.”

The originality of joke-making consists in being able to maintain one’s mind as a sort of mould in which the type-ideas and root-forms stamp and restamp themselves in shifting outline.

But joke-analysis can help us to retell the jokes we hear, no easy thing to do properly. Some jokes are ‘fool-proof,’ and can hardly be spoiled by bad narration, but such are rare. Few amateur narrators learn the value of brevity — the thing which leaps to the eye on analysis. People tell jokes with an introduction as to how they heard it (a matter of no consequence), or with unnecessary material of time and place (things immaterial to the point), and when they’ve told it, they retell it as corroboration. The real psychological trouble is that if told straight out the joke would sound too short and sudden. It would sound like “When we lived at Henley, Barnes’s gander was stolen by tinkers.” Yet the short and sudden effect is just what the stage comedian wants.

When we pass from the mere repetition of a joke as a friendly transaction, like passing the bottle to a friend, to the deliberate narration of a funny story of some length, we move on to different ground. To tell stories is to undertake a serious social responsibility: many a dinner-party is spoiled and many an evening is disturbed by the story-teller. His challenge arouses others. Dinner becomes a succession of rival efforts punctuated with what Sydney Smith called “brilliant flashes of silence,” in which Bill Nye professed to hear nothing but “the dull rumble of a thinker.” The original charm of whist and bridge was that people didn’t talk. After the babble of a comic man, silence is as sweet as a green wood. Most people should realize once and for all that story-telling is not for them. Let them talk about Mussolini, and whether communism is coming and whether Lulu Goo-Goo is truly great in her last picture or only half-sized. You can have a wonderful dinner talking on these topics with the right person: and let older people talk about the Home Rule Election of 1892 and whether Parliament has degenerated. But don’t tell stories. And for those who can tell them, be reasonable: a dinner-party is not a show, and above all don’t tell them twice to the same people. In fact better keep quiet.

But if, in spite of this wise caution (which recalls Punch’s advice to those about to marry), you still insist on telling funny stories, then perhaps a word of advice, even instruction, is not out of place.

In starting to tell a story never ask a listener if he has heard it before. That’s his business, not yours. He’s got to suffer anyway, if he’s a gentleman: and if he’s not, he will stop you.

In telling a funny story you must distinguish between telling it from a platform or stage to an audience, and telling it in ordinary society. On the stage you can be as unnatural and as unlike yourself as you like: you can assume an entirely artificial manner. It doesn’t matter. The people don’t know you. What you are seeking for is artistic effect. But in ordinary society you must tell a story as yourself. The art consists in appearing entirely yourself, entirely at your ease. Otherwise you make your hearers uncomfortable. You may be — or ought to be — deeply concentrated on what you are telling: but it must be deeply, not painfully.

Always be certain that you really remember the story you are going to tell and have got it right and don’t have to stop in the middle and make corrections. Thus, if you have said that the thing happened in Aberdeen, keep it there and don’t move it to Perth: if you say that you read it in an American paper, don’t check yourself to remark that it may have been a French paper. Perhaps it was in a Dutch paper — who cares?

Here is another small piece of advice, or entreaty, which I am sure will appeal to many people, though it is only a point of grammar. Do not use the word this unless it has something in front of it to refer to. This is properly supposed to refer to some antecedent noun. Yet many people begin a story, “This Scotchman came to London . . .” Query: What Scotchman? Worse still when the story-teller makes it two of them: “This Scotchman met this Englishman . . .” I do not think that any amount of usage can ever make this seem right, as the logic of words is against it. ‘This’ would have to drift off into the meaning of ‘a certain’ (the Greek ΤΙΣ) before the usage could be consolidated.

A whole volume could be written on telling stories, on after-dinner speaking, and on the professional task of being a humorous entertainer. At the present time people no longer demand, or tolerate, the ‘comic lectures’ of two generations ago. Josh Billings (Henry Wheeler Shaw, 1818-85) toured northern Missouri in 1878 giving a lecture entitled “Wit, Philosophy and Wisdom.” ‘Giving it’ meant reading it, the lecturers of those days using a manuscript and sparing the audience not a word of it. This lecture had thirteen parts all disconnected: 1. Remarks on lecturing; 2. The Best Thing in Milk; 3. The Summer Resort; 4. Josh on Marriage — and we may say with the Bellman of Hunting the Snark, ‘Skip the rest.’ “It was an hour of short paragraphs,” says Mr. Cyril Clemens in his book Josh Billings (1932), a valuable ‘period’ book for students, “of short paragraphs, every one worth its weight in gold. The humorist-philosopher always wore long hair and sat down when he lectured.” Picture the scene, in a little Missouri ‘hall’ or ‘schoolroom’ in winter, overheated by a hemlock-stove, and you’d think the lecturer would fall asleep behind his hair.

At any rate, those who wish to qualify must realize that this would not do to-day. The unbroken ‘comic lecture’ has been put out of business by the brilliant work of stage entertainers. A humorous lecturer must at least seem to be lecturing about something: the humor becomes the method, not the matter. Artemus Ward had a prescience of this when he labelled his public lecture Africa and never mentioned the place. What is needed nowadays is a lecture on the Gold Standard, ‘punctuated with roars of laughter,’ or on the Religions of the Orient ‘relieved by the speaker’s delightful sense of fun.’ Those who can’t give such lectures had better keep off the platform.

It would be only too easy for anyone who has lectured for twenty years with the understanding, by contract, that the lectures were humorous, to hand out all sorts of didactic instructions on how to lecture. But I refrain. To teach public speaking out of a book reminds me of Mr. Ellis Parker Butler’s ‘correspondence-school’ detective; or of a little Scottish boy once in my employ who ‘had learned the motions of swimming’ in a Glasgow day school. He fell off my motor boat, and when we fished him up he said he ‘found the motions hard to put into practice.’ So they are with public speaking. Hence I will confine myself to one canon of advice. Begin your lecture with the words ‘Ladies and Gentlemen.’ Don’t begin— ‘Ladies and Gentlemenwhen I knew I was to speak,’ etc. In other words, say everything as if it was the last thing you would ever say. But with that, don’t dawdle. The same is equally true of the attempt to put into words without pictures the humor of drawing and its execution.

All that has been said about the technique and craft of humor could be said in a paraded form of the expression of humor in drawing. In particular it would be interesting to study the method and effect of caricature drawing, the line drawing in which humor best expresses itself. One would find here the same canons of contrast and incongruity as with the written word. One would find also the same differences of technique as between English and American work. English caricature line drawing runs to literalism, it is marvellous in its truth. Here again, as in writing, Punch has set a pattern for the world, and such work as that of Mr. Bernard Partridge is part of our legacy to the future. But American drawing runs to exaggerations, to glorious symbolism, to magic discoveries such as that the portrait of President Roosevelt the First could be reduced to a set of teeth, that a man can be drawn a hundred times in a hundred attitudes but without a chin: or take the marvellous methods of Mr. George McManus, creator of Mr. Jiggs, in conveying motion — the sense of being up at a great height, seasickness in two strokes of a sloping deck, or French ducal aristocracy done with a beard like a beaver’s tail, fit to flatten a mud dam. Both arts are wonderful. But such discussion lies outside the scope of this volume. It could only be profitably undertaken with a pencil and paper, with illustration, and with a complete change of writer. But students of humor may revel in Mr. H. R. Westwood’s collection of Modern Caricaturists (1932): see also Caricature of To-day (1928), edited by Geoffrey Holme: and students of art may derive great profit from the studies offered as prefaces of these works by Mr. David Low and Mr. Randall Davies.

But the above distinction as between British and American humorous drawings must not be pushed too far. It is a tendency rather than an absolute line of direction. After all, if an American cartoonist can draw a man without a chin, the caricaturist Mr. Aubrey Hammond can dispense entirely with the nose: and if Theodore Roosevelt could be reduced to a box of teeth, at least one English statesman of our day has been reduced to an eye-glass. Indeed, if one turns back to the grotesques of a century and a half ago with which modern British caricature begins, one finds that exaggeration and distortion of outline was the very essence of them — long noses, protruding bellies, spindle-shanks and bulging eyes. These were rather the products of malice than of true humor. But it may be said that if one regards not the caricature portraits done by the great masters of the art, but the thousand and one ‘comic’ drawings which appear in the current press, the distinction becomes more marked. American ‘funny pictures’ do attempt to appeal by exaggeration of outline and by the substitution of the single detail for the ensemble, while British illustrations aim rather at a drawing beautifully true and yet beautifully funny.


Chapter IX. HUMOR AND SUBLIMITY
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HUMOR IN ITS highest reach touches the sublime: humor in its highest reach mingles with pathos: it voices sorrow for our human lot and reconciliation with it. Life, for many people, is not satisfactorily explained: but at least as it passes into retrospect it matters less. “We are such stuff as dreams are made of and our little life is rounded with a sleep,” — so said Shakespeare: and again, “Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage and then is heard no more.”

That is exactly the point of view: not that these lines are humor, for there is no humor in that, but they convey the point of view from which the greatest humor seems to start. It is born, as it were, in perplexity, in contemplation of the insoluble riddle of existence. If it here gave up the task it would turn to indifference, to cruelty or at best to an Epicurean philosophy of eating, drinking and being merry, ‘for to-morrow we must die.’ Incidentally this is not what Epicurus meant, but we use the word in that sense. But humor is saved from that by having made first acquaintance and then union with pathos, meaning here, pity for human suffering. United, each tempers and supports the other: pathos keeps humor from breaking into guffaws and humor keeps pathos from subsiding into sobs. It is like the union of two metals, one too hard, the other too soft for use alone. Sunt lachrymae rerum; the world is full of weeping. But it would be a terrible place if there were nothing else. Nor can laughter stay alone except for the loon and the jackass.

We have seen in this book how humor has gradually moved upwards from rude beginnings to higher and kindly forms. The underlying thesis is that humanity has as a whole grown better, and its literature has grown also from simpler forms to higher meaning and complexity. The first of these propositions would meet with fairly general, though not universal assent. Most of us feel that the world has progressed in the moral sense since ancient days: slowly if you like, but yet moving forward. We are less cruel than earlier peoples, except in moments of fury: we have not their indifference. Gladiators are replaced by county cricket; a torture chamber by a police station; and a Chinese execution by a stipendiary magistrate. It is true that we read of single and idyllic tribes of the remote past, or of remote geography, unsullied by human crime, unspoiled by human vice. They are like Mr. Irvin Cobb’s Bolshevik, who is a man who will give you everything he’s got and he hasn’t got anything. These idyllic views of savage life seem to dissolve on closer sight: behind the bright greens of the foreground are the dark shadows of cannibalism and infanticide and the fungus of filth. Among these idylls was once the North American Indian, otherwise ‘Lo,’ whose untutored mind saw God in clouds and heard him in the wind. Eighteenth-century literature depicted him as ‘the noble savage,’ tall feathers on his head, a blanket draped about him, and an air of independence that didn’t even need a declaration. I can speak for ‘Lo.’ Proper study and investigation has put him where he belongs. There is no moral grandeur about him. Hard by the place where I write this book is a ‘Shrine’ erected over the scene of one of his hideous burnings. Without going the length of Mark Twain and lumping the whole period from the Garden of Eden to George Washington into one solid condemnation as the ‘Middle Ages,’ I think most of us will agree that the present is ‘better’ than the past: more humane even if less certain of a better world to come.

But the other proposition above, that literature has come up and up, that the literature of the present (meaning, say, the last two or three hundred years) is superior to that of the past, would be warmly denied by many people. What is more, the people who would chiefly deny it would be among those who have devoted most study to words and books, indeed know little or nothing else. Classical scholars claim that once and for all the Greek drama reached a form that we are not likely to rival or to emulate. The mould is broken. The drama of Æschylus with just two people on the stage, or call it on the platform, at the same time, seems to me about as exciting as the ‘dialogues’ that we used to have at ‘entertainments’ in the little red school-house sixty years ago. But that is only a personal opinion. Nor can I find in the ancient world anything to correspond with the vast domain of modern imaginative fiction, a garden of enchantment. It would be possible, I suppose, to sit and read Homer over and over as cottagers read their Bible, and socialists read Karl Marx. But in fairness I have to admit that those who uphold ancient literature against modern, may mean that Greek drama, Greek philosophy and Greek history are written with purer form, deeper thought and a more powerful idiom than that of to-day.

Even the idiom I would deny. The eighteenth-century idea that modern languages are broken-down forms of ancient languages and hence inferior as any broken-down thing is to the thing of which it is the fragments, is as silly as it is illogical. Our modern languages, broken from forms with affixes and suffixes into single words, have an indescribably greater flexibility. One need not go to Greek to see that: one has only to compare with English the language of the Ojibway Indians. The point is perhaps beside the scope of this book. Yet if I wanted to write a joke I think I could write it better in English than in Greek.

But what I strenuously assert on ground that I feel to be solid is that the world’s humor in literature has notably gone forward. Again one is confronted with ‘Attic wit’ and the ‘sallies’ of Aristophanes: nor can there be any settlement. I can again only express my opinion as personal, not as didactic: as telling students what I think and not as claiming that it is what is thought by everybody. To me there is hardly any humor in Greek and Latin literature. But the discussion in the first chapter has already covered the question, or indicated its existence. What I am talking about in this chapter is the growth of that element in humor which lifts it into sublimity. I think that that has come as a consequence of our advance in humanity, and that it could not have come without it.

Let me indicate at closer range the point of view before discussing its embodiment in the works of authors. Life is full of anxiety, of fret, of pain. At the end of it is death, and when we look upon a dead face somehow the pain has gone from it — there is ‘all eternity to rest in.’ So, when we see them in retrospect, what were the troubles of to-day become the trifles of yesterday; as things drift into the past, animosity and anger fade out of them; the hate is gone, the bitterness is washed out. More than that: it seems a psychological law that when pain steps out of the window joy comes in at the door. We look back in retrospect and the anger turns to laughter, the bitterness to fun. Listen to any two people, meeting again in old age after knowing one another as children, laughing over the recollection of quarrels, blows, tears that at the moment were bitter tragedy. So with the past, for all of us. Round it grows the legend of a golden age, the idea of the good old times, the winters that were, the Christmases that used to be.

The past loses its pain. We can sing of ‘battles long ago,’ with a weird sense of charm as of a thing of beauty, not of horror. “It was a summer’s evening, old Kaspar’s work was done” — observe that, “a summer’s evening.” Kaspar and the children digging up the skulls of the Blenheim soldiers at midnight in a thunderstorm would be something else. The picture must fit to a summer’s evening.

It is out of these subtle elements, delicate as gossamer, that the humor of sublimity is made. It views life, even life now, in as soft a light as we view the past. Observe the distinctions to be made. Often we can understand what a thing is by being told what it is not. So in the present instance consider the humor of Dickens in Oliver Twist, and the suffering of the little victims of the workhouse, or in Nicholas Nickleby and the brutal establishment of Squeers. This is not the humor of which we speak because there is angry protest in it: humor here blends with passion, not with pathos. Now look at this example, beautiful as a cut cameo. It is from an American illustrated paper of years ago. Here is a picture of two little ragged starvelings in a garret, thin little boys, so thin the pencil’s outline can hardly draw them. To the one lying sick in a truckle bed the other is reading a newspaper. He is evidently reading out an account of the ‘luxury dogs’ of the New York dog show just happening. “Fido, after he has his evening lamb chop, is always wrapped in a warm ermine coat with a blue and silver belt around it.” “Some dogs,” says the other little boy, “is luckier than — others.” No diatribe against poverty: just the little sickly faces, and the changed end of the child’s sentence as he instinctively altered it.

Now this is the humor in the broad and beautiful sense that is found in the book Huckleberry Finn and that confers on it immortality. It may seem a strange thing, but I think it is more found in the pages of American humor than in British. I do not mean that it is not found in British: one has only to think of Sir James Barrie’s Sentimental Tommy, or of that beautiful masterpiece of yesterday, Good-bye, Mr. Chips.

But I think it is found in America more: and it is possible, and even profitable to discuss why this is so, although here we are stepping out on to the open heath of conjecture without even a footpath in sight.

A great many of us in North America (the United States and Canada, which last the word America seems to omit) will admit that on the whole our literature — history, belles lettres, poetry and fiction all included — has not equalled in volume or value that of the older English-speaking world. Some of the world’s greatest books have been written in America: but the honor roll of Britain is longer.

But many of us think that humor is an exception to this, and that here the American product reckoned in value, volume, number of laughs per page, or plumbed for depth, is equal to anything in the world. Indeed, American humor, when it first rose in its distinctive form, made such a sudden conquest of England that no one has since doubted its merit. The humor that we call American is based on seeing things as they are, as apart from history, convention and prestige, and thus introducing sudden and startling contrasts as between things as they are supposed to be — revered institutions, accepted traditions, established conventions — and things as they are. Like many other things this humor came out of the West, beyond the plains. You had to get clear away from civilization to start it.

Till the middle nineteenth century, humor in America was represented either in the polite culture of Washington Irving or Hawthorne, a part of the British heritage, or as an indigenous product of wild exaggeration, tall stories and crude spelling. But a new era opened for American humor when such men as young Sam Clemens and Artemus Ward and Bret Harte went West and took a look back at America from the top of the Rocky Mountains: not only America, they could look clear across to Europe and see it as no one had ever seen it before. They enjoyed what painters call the ‘eye of innocence’ which most of us lose in infancy. This ability to see things as they are became the basis of new American humor. It is embodied in Mark Twain’s Innocents Abroad more than in any other book. But it lies at the basis of the work of all the ‘school,’ if one can give such a name to people who hardly went there. When Mark Twain’s Connecticut Yankee speaks of the armor of a knight as ‘hardware,’ he is seeing it as no one could see it who was used to calling it bassinet, gorget, greaves and hawberk.

Such humor, of course, can easily degenerate into mere cheap irreverence, making fun of things merely because they are exalted while in reality there is nothing to make fun of. It can also take the perverted form of scoffing at things merely because they are different from things at home. An American who comes over to Europe and laughs at it isn’t necessarily a humorist. Moreover American humor carries with it, by custom and convention, though not in all cases, a peculiar technique of words as already discussed. This too can be strained and overdone, and false effects substituted for true ones. Hence there are found people, otherwise intelligent, who ‘don’t care’ for American humor. But as a rule this means that they don’t care for humor in general, or have been unlucky in their American samples.

Now what I am saying here is that in my opinion when we come to that high form of humor in which the pathos of life in general is the basis — the incongruous contrast between the eager fret of our life and its final nothingness — American humor reaches to it more easily and more often than British. The point is one which can only be a matter of taste and judgment. There is no rule, no objective criterion.

Let me cite here the work of the late Ring K. Lardner, an American journalist and story-writer who died, all too soon, in 1933. Some of his best stories are published in a volume called Round Up. Among them is a beautiful thing called Then and Now. It is a story written as two sets of letters, sent home from a holiday resort in the West Indies. The first are written to a girl friend by a young bride, in the first flush of matrimonial bliss, and matrimonial conceit in her husband’s slavery. The style is set almost to the point of vulgarity and the egotism almost to the point of being tiresome: “Of course, he this . . . and of course, he that . . . and of course, he won’t hear of playing golf without me,” etc.

The next set of letters are from the same woman to the same correspondent from the same place a few years later (not too many). The point lies in the change — no tragedy, nothing violent has happened: just that now the ‘of course’ is the other way. No blame to anyone: just life. The pathos of it is as soft as a sigh.

The writings of O. Henry again and again exhibit this peculiar quality. Let anyone read the matchless story called The Pendulum. Here are a young husband and wife, ‘flat dwellers’ of New York with their drab house, its limited outlook, the husband at work all day and back at supper-time, the wife always cooking and washing up; and every night at about a quarter past eight the husband would “summon his nerve and reach for his hat, and his wife would deliver this speech in a querulous tone:

‘Now, where are you going, I’d like to know, John Perkins?’

‘Thought I’d drop up to McCloskey’s,’ he would answer, ‘and play a game of pool or two with the fellows.’”

Then one night when John comes home Katy is not there — called away by a telegram from a sick mother. She has left cold supper for him. She will write to-morrow. All of a sudden he sinks into consternation. It is their first time apart in their two years of marriage. A great loneliness comes over him. How can he ever have left her alone in the evenings! When she comes back it shall all be different. And at that moment Katy, who has been called away on a false alarm, comes in at the door.

“Nobody heard the click and the rattle of the cogwheels as the third-floor front of the Frogmore flats buzzed its machinery back into the Order of Things. A band slipped, a spring was touched, the gear was adjusted and the wheels revolved in their old orbits.

John Perkins looked at the clock. It was 8.15. He reached for his hat and walked to the door.

‘Now, where are you going, I’d like to know, John Perkins?’ asked Katy, in a querulous tone. ‘Thought I’d drop up to McCloskey’s,’ said John, ‘and play a game or two of pool with the fellows.’”

 

But many people will agree that the book which develops this high type of humor more than any other is Mark Twain’s Huckleberry Finn. It was first published in 1884: it has ever since been one of the world’s books. Mark Twain’s wife and the admiring New England circle who undertook to make a gentleman of him, did their affectionate best to spoil his work by trying to make it ‘respectable.’ They wanted it to be on the level of a ‘Friendship’s Garland’ or a ‘Youth’s Guide.’ As a result of this ‘ordeal’ as Mr. Van Wyck Brooks has called it (The Ordeal of Mark Twain, 1920), Mark Twain never knew ‘where he was at’ and could not value or estimate properly his own literary ideas and literary ‘urges.’ For all he knew, they might turn out to be improper. So he wrote masses of stuff in wrong directions: because they told him that he mustn’t be irreligious, he was attracted by the idea of writing up hell and heaven, and wrote them up in secreted manuscripts. He was quite unaware that the heaven and hell of his manuscripts belonged to Missouri anno domini 1835 and hadn’t been seen since. On the other hand, Joan of Arc being a virgin and a martyr and therefore respectable, he was encouraged to write a whole book about her. The book is as close to drivel as anything could be when written with such prestige.

But Mark Twain also kept dreaming of writing an account of an outcast boy, so humble that his opinions couldn’t matter: and this boy was to go floating down the Mississippi on a raft, with a Negro for his companion: and that would let the writer bring in all the glory and wonder of the river — the moving mist rising from the water, the woods on the farther shore often a mile away, the islands here and there, the swirling currents, and, when night fell on the waters, the sound of voices heard half a mile off, and the lights of a great river steamer, bright as a hotel, with a trail of sparks from its tall funnels into the dark. The river was in Mark Twain’s mind as its furthest memory, as its abiding picture: he could realize the majesty and mystery of it. Contrast him with Charles Dickens, who came to America when Mark Twain was six years old and went as far west as the Mississippi and forthwith turned into a peevish Cockney, seeing nothing in the great rivers and forests of this continent but swamps, bull-frogs, marshes and malaria.

But Mark Twain’s vision was born in him. The plan of his book had arisen partly from a previous volume called Tom Sawyer, an exuberant book, merry with laughter and with high spots of tragedy, that leaped into universal popularity but left the deeper notes unsounded. Unconsciously Mark Twain wanted something of greater meaning, in which, through the eyes of the outcast Huckleberry Finn and the runaway Nigger Jim, the world could be seen and known.

But the whole subject had a touch of disreputability — a ragged boy on a raft, a nigger and no other background than just the ‘river’ anyway that everybody knows! Let’s write about Princes and Paupers or get started on Joan of Arc! So the manuscript was thrown around and laid aside and was years in the completion. But luckily when parts of it were read aloud in the family circle the children laughed over it in joy, and so Huck, dirty and ragged, got past the censorship. Here and there the text was mauled and disfigured, but mainly it ‘got by.’

It is not possible to convey a full idea of the greatness of the book by random quotations. Like much of Mark Twain’s work Huckleberry Finn contains rigid transitions from the sublime and the romantic to what runs close to being sheer burlesque. Huck and Jim float down the river in their raft, fugitives from law and civilization, anchored in hiding all day under vines and bushes, moving on at night. All this has a background as spacious, as primitive as when shepherds watched their flocks by night: this is a vision of romance, and with it is the interest of the unsullied mind of little Huck, his rags and his chewing tobacco in contrast to the purity of his soul: and Jim a slave — and in his every word and thought an unconscious condemnation of slavery. But when intruders come upon the raft, the two ‘bums’ called the King and the Duke of Bilgewater, we pass to roaring burlesque, and presently, in the shore episodes, to swift and sudden tragedies. But the basis of the book is the picture of Huck and Jim on the river, and the atmosphere that seems to breathe from its pages the mingled tears and laughter, the smile that is a sigh, which mark the highest form of humor. Seen in this light humor is not the lower level of the field of literature, but lies around the summits of its highest range.


Here Are My Lectures
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PREFACE
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ALL MEN WRITE memoirs. Great commanders, in their old age, refight their battles with pen and ink. Magicians explain their magic. Confidence men, from their repentant cells, expound their bygone wickedness. Bar-tenders in the sunset of their lives write manuals on mixing drinks.

So let it be with me.

A year ago I retired from college lecturing, at the urgent request of the college trustees, who were very firm about it. Now, at the request of innumerable friends all over the country, I am retiring from lecturing on the public platform as a humorist.

This is a rôle I never dared to assume till many years after I had begun work as an academic lecturer. Indeed I first attempted it in order to raise money for the Belgian refugees during the Great War — either the audience must come or the Belgians must die. In this capacity I covered a great deal of ground in 1915 and 1916. Indeed the King of the Belgians had very generously said that he didn’t care how much ground I covered as long as I paid my own expenses.

It was very difficult at first. I remember that at my first ‘humorous’ lecture at St. John, New Brunswick, the Chairman announced it as ‘international law,’ and the audience believed him. I recall also a gloomy evening in Vermont when the Chairman, in rising to thank me, said in a solemn tone: ‘I forgot to mention, ladies and gentlemen, that this lecture was given for nothing. We didn’t give Mr. Leacock any fee, and we didn’t bring him here.’ That set everything right.

But in any case I was able to send quite a lot of money to the French town of Nantes where many refugees were. As I have elsewhere narrated, in my book on my Discovery of Western Canada, the Mayor of the town wrote and thanked me, and expressed admiration at the long journeys I had made. I imagine he used a French atlas of the days of Louis XIV and picked off it the only names he recognized. He wrote, ‘We observed, with admiration, that you have made the dangerous voyage of the Lake Superior and penetrated as far as Fort William and Duluth, in the country of the savages.’

But later on I acquired a certain facility in lecturing and received many compliments. My friend Irvin Cobb, who was lecturing on the public platform at the same time, once said that he had no hesitation in classing me as the second humorist in America. And the other day, when I spoke at Edmonton, the Chancellor of the University of Alberta said that he had never in his life listened to anything more brilliant, and that he hadn’t listened to more than a few opening sentences anyway. The Chief Justice of the Province, who was also present, concurred, except as to the opening sentences.

But perhaps the estimate of anybody’s talent made in his own home town is apt to be the most nearly correct. Such an estimate I got lately in my home town of Orillia, Ontario. It was at a dinner held in Carter’s Upstairs Dining Room — it’s just opposite Macnab’s Hardware; you can hardly miss it. The dinner was given in my honour by the Anti-Mosquito Society of East Simcoe, of which I am life President. In presenting me with a mosquito net the committee of reception spoke of me as ‘one of our foremost humorists of East Simcoe.’

So I can take my stand on that.

In spite of any success or encouragement in lecturing, the time came when I had to give it up. I had lectured in the East so often that I had said everything I knew to everybody who would listen. So I took a trip to the West and lectured all the way to the Pacific Ocean. After I had spoken in Victoria, on Vancouver Island, I realized that I must either stop lecturing or learn Japanese and go on.

So I have decided to take my place with the memoir-men. Here are my lectures. Here with them are a lot of odd stories that I used to drag into them as best I could; or, failing that, tell them to little gatherings of hospitable friends after the lectures, in that warm hour when the lecture is over and everyone delighted; or tell them to the Pullman car porter, man’s last friend.

STEPHEN LEACOCK

Montreal, Nov. 1, 1937.


I. HOW SOON CAN WE START THE NEXT WAR?
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(WITH APOLOGIES TO the many audiences who have heard me promise to start it, without my having yet made good.)

I purpose to discuss the question: How Soon Can We Start the Next War? And I want to say at once that on this question I am an optimist. I think that things are coming our way. Now, I don’t say that we can have the war for this autumn. It’s getting a little too late and the football season has been interfering with it; and of course Xmas is approaching and that’s apt to bring along with it a rather nasty outbreak of good will which is troublesome while it lasts. But even allowing for these temporary delays I think we can all look forward pretty confidently to what we may call a general conflagration in the near future. Some of our friends already talk hopefully of an Armageddon which may end in world chaos. So I think that we shall certainly get something; if not this winter at any rate early in the spring.

But I want to say at once that if this world war does come, we on this North American continent — Canadians and Americans — can take very little credit for it. I say it straight out; we have not been doing our share. We have been hanging back at a time when over in Europe they have been making such splendid efforts towards a general war.

We have to realize that in the older civilization they have developed a mechanism that we haven’t got — a system of ‘conversations’ and ‘incidents’ and ‘protocols’ and ‘ultimatums,’ by which No. 10 Downing Street talks to the Quai D’Orsay, and by which they both address an identical ‘communique’ to the Ball Platz which, being a Ball Platz, plays it right across fast to the Yildiz Kiosk, and from there to the Escurial, and then home. All that we seem able to do is to send a Minister in a plug hat from Ottawa to Washington to play golf, and bring back two others like himself to Ottawa to fish in the Gatineau. You can’t make a war out of that stuff.

We have to remember, too, that they have long since got the map of Europe all fixed up for war. They have a set of ‘corridors,’ by which one nation’s territory runs right through another’s and out on the other side; and they have little places called ‘enclaves,’ meaning a piece of one nation’s territory entirely surrounded by the territory of another. Then there are bits with special names like the Sandjak of Novi-Bazaar, and the Casino of Monte Carlo, and the Folies Bergère republic — one reads of them. There is territory that is ‘internationalized’ and ‘neutralized’ and ‘sterilized’ and ‘stupefied.’

 

Now if we want to take our proper place in the world we have got to get these things. A little while ago — I hope I am not violating official secrets in telling you about it — I was instrumental in starting a correspondence between our Canadian External Affairs Department at Ottawa and the American Secretary of State at Washington in regard to the possibility of opening a ‘corridor.’ Our Department telegraphed:

Would like to offer you a corridor to the Hudson Bay, air-conditioned.

The American Secretary answered:

We are ignorant of where the Hudson Bay stops (stop) But that sort of thing never stops us (stop) Gladly accept corridor and offer you in return enclave west side of Chicago.

Our Government sent a telegram back in reply:

Not very keen on west side of Chicago; how about Hollywood, California?

Here the matter stands at present. It is what they call in European diplomacy an impasse. If you keep it up long enough, you get a war.

But there is more in the situation even than that. In Europe, for centuries and centuries, they have cultivated the idea of nationality, till they now have themselves divided up in their minds into nations, in which they understand that every person in one nation is altogether different from every person in any other nation. In this way of thinking one Englishman is just the same as every other Englishman, and all of them quite different from all Frenchmen; and every Frenchman is just like every other Frenchman and all different from every kind of German — and so on right down to Chinese and Canadians. There was a lot of truth in this a thousand years ago; there is hardly any now. But European politics are still working on this system. It was grand in the days of Charlemagne; now, worse than meaningless, it is the chief impediment to progress.

But there the imaginary nations are, still persisting in their existence.

You see them best perhaps, as you do so many things, in comic literature. Believe me, ladies and gentlemen, if I were allowed to talk upon humour as a serious matter I would try to show you that perhaps sometimes we can get a clearer view of the world by reading what is called its humour, looking at its comic characters, than by looking at its serious phases.

First, the imaginary Frenchman, still seen in the comic stage and still used as the basis of the world’s politics; always called Alphonse or Gaston; wears a bell-shaped coat; eats frogs; prefers other men’s wives to his own; good taste but no morals.

Put beside him the Englishman; hay-coloured hair and straw-coloured whiskers; has only one eye — the other is glass. Why Englishmen prefer to have a glass eye, I don’t know. But it is so. To be a real Englishman you must have only one eye; and you must use words like ‘rippin’ ’ and ‘toppin’,’ and say ‘my deah fellah, I haven’t seen you since the Baw Wah, eh, what.’ The Englishman has a title, or his cousin has, and is very stand-offish but needs watching or he’ll borrow money.

Contrasted with him is the imaginary Irishman; always saying ‘Arrah’ and ‘Macushla’ and ‘Mavourneen’; always ready for a fight; no respect for law; makes a fine policeman.

Next to him is one type that I admit has something in it, the Scotchman. I lean towards him, but not from any point of descent. I have no Scotch in me except what I put in. But you know that imaginary Scotchman who, I will say, has perhaps kept his national characteristics more stubbornly than the others; very hard, very dour; believes in hell — hopes to go there; looks on any other place as not economical enough.

Contrast with this what one might call the true international spirit and the international type, just coming, perhaps, into existence. I can illustrate it by quoting a little anecdote that I read in the paper the other day.

A young man at a dance approached a girl and said, ‘I’d love to ask you for a dance, but I have to admit I’m just a little stiff from polo.’ ‘Oh,’ said the girl, ‘I don’t care where you come from; let’s dance.’

That was a truly international girl. We ought to have more like her.

But having all these imaginary beings going strong, we keep up the conviction that the world is divided into nations. Mind, if I were speaking to you this morning as a political scientist — a forbidden rôle — I would be willing to say that, yes, of course in the past the nation was a wonderful thing; the nation as a conception in history was at one time the salvation of Europe. At the time when all Europe was strewn with the wreckage of the Roman Empire, prostrate under barbarian invasion, at the time when the peace and civilization of the Antonine Emperors had been scattered into fragments, the upbuilding of the European nations, around a castle here or a cliff there or a harbour somewhere else, the upbuilding of the European nations is a wonderful story. ‘Nationalism’ and ‘Progress’ were one and the same thing. And with that story still goes the marvellous allegiance, the pride of race, which has been so wonderful for all of us — the tattered flags, the long history of victories and struggles that have made our countries what they are. All of that we must never forget, never throw aside. For the trouble with the new cosmopolitanism is that it tries in vain to turn its back on history. You can’t do that. There is no need to. But when the world gets a little wiser, all our history will become a common product in which each and all of us can take pride in the achievements of the other people.

Look at our North American history and realize that, now the fires of anger have died out, there is no sorrow in the record; there is only the twin glory of an equal contest, a Wolfe and a Montcalm pitted against one another, and an American Revolution in which, as usual, both sides are right. They always are. In any epic contest, like the civil war of long ago in England, and the civil war of yesterday in America, both sides are right, or the war would never go on. We must never think that internationalism, which I am preaching indirectly, should force us to turn our backs on the splendour of national history. That has been the inspiration of every great people.

But the world has got to realize that time moves on, that the salvation of one era is the ruin of another, and that the thing carried over from one generation to another, once noble, can lose its meaning, and perhaps spell disaster. The world must unify or die. And it cannot be done with books or pen and ink or with corridors or enclaves. The Quai D’Orsay can’t do it; 10 Downing Street or the Ball Platz can’t do it. Nothing can do it except a new spirit in the human heart.

Let us pass on then to measure some of the forces working in each direction, for nationalism and against it. And first we have that powerful instrument, the League of Nations. Those are the boys who make trouble! The League of Nations, without whose kind offices we would never know half the quarrels that are going on in the world. But they keep us well informed. We have had more accurate history of other people’s wars since the League began to function than we ever dreamed of.

I have been privileged to see a little of their correspondence for next year. They hope next year to be able to do something as between Wales and Scotland. And I have here an advance copy of a letter from the Secretary of the League of Nations to the business manager of the Presbyterian Church in Scotland:

Reverend Sir:

I write on behalf of the League to inquire whether you would feel interested in getting up a war this season between the Scotch and the Welsh. As you are doubtless aware, the Welsh have been saying a lot of dirty things about Scotland. There was one here in our office yesterday said he could lick any three of you north of the Tweed. And we think we ought to bring it to your notice and ask if you are prepared to stand for it. If not, the League offers its publicity at any rate that you think suitable. We will also supply propaganda. We have a good deal of dirty stuff against them ready to give to you and we will help you to float an international loan in the United States — and sink it there.

Ah, but observe the answer, and in this answer, which the Scotch are to send, you see the first slight warning note that perhaps there may be difficulties in getting up a war. This is from the business manager of the Presbyterian Church:
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Regret to say that war with the Welsh practically out of question Stop Great interest international bagpipe competition Inverness keeps our people breathless Stop Apprehend war financially injurious to the interest Scotch International Aberdeen Terrier Show Stop

Aha! Notice that. The dogs, wiser than men, know nothing of our little quarrels. The Aberdeen terrier, an international character, wagging his tail in every quarter of the globe and holding his international show! We have to deal with him. So you see the Scotch, much though they would like to get into this business, are held back. Their cable ends:

Suggest you apply instead Japanese Bureau of Oriental Love Stop But send us that Loan Anyway Stop

Again I would not wish to be disparaging of the League of Nations. Everybody says it is a good thing, and it must be. Some day, if we live long enough, we shall see it in real operation. And it is not the fault of the League; it is the fault of us, its ‘unseen assassins,’ as Norman Angell calls us. There can never be a league of nations, there can never be any institution, until there is a spirit outside which sanctions and maintains it, a spirit which corresponds to it. And the world is not yet ready for that.

But even then it is well to keep the form, perhaps, while still the substance is lacking. Let us be like Pygmalion and have the statue first and put the right spirit into our Galatea afterwards, and let the League at any rate stand for an aspiration of the future.

Of course, mind you, when I say that we, each and all of us, are working against the common welfare, perhaps you do not realize how much there is, how many small minor annoyances in which all Americans sneer at all Englishmen or all Englishmen sneer at all Americans.

You remember that famous character of Alphonse Daudet’s, Tartarin of Tarascon, that mock-hero of southern France filled with the meridional spirit. You recall how it was rumoured that he was, after all his tall talk, not going to Africa to hunt the lions, and there was a mob collected around his house to mock at him, and Tartarin, facing the crowd, threw himself up into one of his noble postures and said— ‘Des coups d’épée, messieurs, mais pas de coups d’épingles!’ (‘Strike me with a sword if you like, but not with pinpricks.’) It is the pinpricks very often that are the major offence.

I have gathered here (as Exhibit No. 4) some little extracts that were actually taken from the press, just coloured a little, not much, and they — well, sometimes truth is not good enough, and half the truth is better, just as half a brick carries further in an argument than a whole one. I have gathered together specimens of those pleasing little comments that pass back and forth across the Atlantic, in which some English traveller comes out here, takes a look for a week, let us say, at our education, and then denounces it. You see if he had approved it that wouldn’t be news. News has to be dirty and disagreeable. Happiness is never news, only misfortune.

Well, you get this kind of thing: Extract from the New York Press:

NEW YORK, SUCH AND SUCH A DATE

DENOUNCES AMERICAN EDUCATION

Mr. Farquhar McSquirt, who holds a high position in the kindergarten department of the Scottish Orphan Asylum at Dumn Foolish, landed yesterday from the ‘Moratorium’ on a tour of American and Canadian schools and at once uttered a scathing denunciation of education on this continent. He considers that the whole system of education in America is punk. He admits the pupils attend school, but denies that they learn anything. He considers that the average boy of twelve in the Orkney Islands knows more than a graduate of Harvard.

So he may, perhaps. It wouldn’t hurt him.

The American student, he says, has never learned to think, whereas the Scotch boy begins to think soon after he learns to talk

Well, he goes on with half a column of that kind of thing. And then of course, when he has said all that, half a dozen college presidents have to be called up to know whether that is so. And then they say, in denying it, that they ‘have not the honour of knowing Mr. McSquirt personally,’ etc. — That is the dirtiest thing you can say about any man. If you want to get after a person good and hard, just say you don’t know him, personally — never heard of him.

However, before they have time to wipe it all up, the account is balanced from the other side, from London. Thus:

DENOUNCES OXFORD

Mr. Phineas Q. Cactus, TQ, PF, president and principal of the Texas Agricultural Institute for Feeble-Minded Navajo Indians, uttered a scathing denunciation of the University of Oxford. He says that after a man leaves Oxford he is fit for nothing except the House of Lords, or the church, or the bar. He claims that the average Oxford professor would make only a poor showing as a cowboy in Texas.

But of course the most cruel denunciation is when they start at our women. Now, there you touch us where we live! When any outsider dares for a moment to criticize our English women, or our American women, then we rise, the whole nation solid in a lump. Listen to this:

DENOUNCES AMERICAN GIRLS

Lady Violet Longshanks, a direct descendant of Edward I in the male line, landed yesterday from the ‘Rule Britannia’ and at once gave an interview to the press which has practically jarred society off its hinges. Lady Violet who represents the ‘haut ton’ of the oldest ‘noblesse’ and is absolutely ‘carte blanche,’ gave expression to a scathing denunciation of the American Girl. She declares that the American Girl has no manners, doesn’t know how to enter a room, still less how to get out again when she is in, and doesn’t even know how to use her feet.

Well, that is awful! So, naturally, of course, the press send out warm tokens of assurance to the effect that the American girl will use her feet if Lady Violet doesn’t get a move on back to England.

Then back comes a similar denunciation from the other side:

DENOUNCES ENGLISH GIRLS

Mrs. Potter Pancake, Cedar Rapids, Iowa, President of the American Women’s International Friendship League, has just jarred English society off its base by a denunciation handed out from the window of her hotel against English girls. Mrs. Pancake says the English girl is without grace and her movements inferior to those of a horse. She attributes this to the fact that the English girl drinks gin in inordinate quantities.

Well, of course, when you get to that, that might lead to a serious situation, but in England they have one or two old-fashioned remedies that can always be brought out to put oil on the troubled waters. For instance, somebody can ask a question in the House of Commons. Just why they do it, or what the questions mean, I don’t know, but in this connection, of course, somebody would probably have risen up and asked whether ‘ministers’ — they never use the definite article there — Students of language please take notice of this queer old-fashioned habit — whether ministers are aware that English girls are less graceful than a horse. The answer to this question, it seems, is that ministers are not aware, but will bring a horse and a girl, and see.

But better still, in any dilemma, of course, we can appeal to the Primate of the Church, the Archbishop of Canterbury, and it is a part of his functions, carried down since Edward the Confessor, to say something soothing, something that, without giving offence, leaves the whole thing — well, this is what he said in this case, that he had yet to know of any English girl drinking gin in what he considered inordinate quantities.

So there you have the press. One wonders, how can the world stand up against this tidal wave of minor annoyances? How can the barriers between the nations, the ramparts that have to be levelled to an open plain of friendship — how can they ever be abandoned if there must always be the need of repelling these invidious attacks?

Then as soon as the press run short of these personal denunciations, the military experts step in with another set of interviews, this time about the character of the next war. To give it the proper thrill of interest they refer to it as the next ‘World War.’ It is understood that everybody will want to get into it on one side or the other. The only difficulty the experts find is with the alignment. That means who fights who. It is one of the most important things about a world war to get it properly ‘aligned,’ because if it’s not it runs out on you after a few years. The last war, it appears, was badly aligned. We ought to have given the Germans the Portuguese and lent them at least some of the Chinese. Properly aligned, it would have been going on still.

Hence the importance of alignment for the next World War. Here for example is, in substance, an interview given recently to the New York press, by Colonel the Honourable Fizzle Bungspark, a member of the British general staff, and, as everybody knows, a son of Lord Angletoad — in fact, so far, nobody has ever doubted it.

The colonel [writes the interviewer] is confident that in the next World War (which may begin in the spring), the most probable alignment is Great Britain, France and the United States against Germany and Russia; but he thinks it might be Great Britain, Russia and Germany against France, the United States and Portugal. On the other hand, the colonel admits that if the Chinese wish to come in it would be scarcely possible to keep them out. The Chinese, he says, have practically reached the level of a Christian nation. Their knowledge of poison gas is as yet a little inferior, but they will rapidly be able to take their place on an honourable footing in the coming contest.

After the sensation over the Colonel has died down a little, there lands in New York a great French Air Expert, and another interview follows, this time not on alignment but on matériel. This is the French word that means what they hit you with.

General le Marquis de Rochambeau LaFayette, director in chief of the French Aerial Forces, was interviewed yesterday as to the prospects of world peace. The General, whose name is Charles Marie Felix Rochambeau LaFayette de Liancourt, belongs to the old ‘noblesse’ of France and is a cultivated French gentleman of the old school, a veteran of seven wars, decorated with the ‘croix de guerre,’ the ‘croix de feu,’ the ‘nom de plume’ and the ‘cri de Paris.’ He thinks the next war will begin or perhaps be preceded by blowing up New York from the air. ‘The skyscrapers and hotels’ he said, ‘will offer an admirable ‘point de mire,’ but he is afraid it will be hard to hit the churches, unless more space is cleared around them. But the public streets and squares will offer plenty of targets.

That’s good! And yet somehow I don’t like this target business! It gives one the jumps. It seems to mean that, in the next war, we, we ourselves, get blown up — right here! Now that’s ridiculous!

The old, old wars were so safe, so far away, so romantic. A hundred years ago an expedition sailed away to God-knows-where. The band played and they went away, and then presently they came back from God-knows-where, looking a little bewhiskered and brown, but they had licked somebody somewhere, and everything was grand! And then war began to get a little nearer and a little nearer and to take a heavier and heavier toll, and now they actually propose to drop the bombs on us. That makes me think it is time to quit the war business.

But that isn’t the whole of it.

We have got a new and first-class implement of war all forged in the new mechanism of publicity. If there is a war, we are going to have the hideous, gloating satisfaction of following, as we can now in unhappy Spain, every stage of slaughter and holocaust — gloating, exulting, with all the worst that is in us, reading, with that kind of half-hidden delight, of the horrors and misfortunes that go with war. In the old times some kind of shield and shelter, some kind of darkness, hung over those black spots. When Saragossa was torn, as Madrid is now, the world knew nothing of it at the moment. When Napoleon’s army froze and suffered in the snow, the world did not see it with television, as it will when the next great army goes under. For now we have got already, or will have for the next war, a hideous commercial instrument of money-making that will sell us the sight of the war, day by day, and agony by agony.

It is not the fault of anyone. What I am trying to say is that humanity has now been caught up by forces for which no single person is to blame — not the capitalist, not the Socialist, not even all together. What the Greeks called Ananke, the fate of man. But whereas the Greek submitted to Ananke and let himself be borne along, like Œdipus, by fate, we have learned a different attitude; and I think we won’t suffer it for ever, but we shall manage, somehow, to bend ourselves into a different direction and alter our fate.

But I am not saying the fault is that of any one person or country or any particular creed. It is a huge collective fault, and with it goes that strange thing ‘publicity’ by which war will be turned into money.

Let us suppose they had had publicity in the wars of the past, that everything came over the radio as it happened. Let us imagine that when Duke William of Normandy went across the Channel to invade England, the radio followed him and could send back the news to a Norman castle, and they could tune in and hear what was happening at Stamford Bridge and Senlac Hill and how the battle was going.

Carry yourselves with me to a Norman castle. It is the castle, let us say, of a Norman knight who has gone with William of Normandy. We are in the castle of Count Guesshard de Discard, one of the companions of William. Count Guesshard has gone, but his wife, Lady Margaret of the Rubber Neck, and her beautiful daughter, Lady Angela of the Angle Eye, are there. They are supposed, by an anachronism, to have a radio there and they are tuning in to try and get some word of what is happening over at the Battle of Hastings.

It is difficult at first. When they try to tune in they strike a Welsh Bard — as you would now. The bards are not like the good; they don’t die young. But after having tried in vain, Lady Margaret and Lady Angela twist the dials on this mediaeval instrument in their bower. (That means something like a stone cow-stable, what the historians call a ‘tapestried bower.’ It is, as I say, like a stone cow-stable with old cloth hung up; no glass windows, and rushes and dirt on the floor.) But by anachronism there is a beautiful radio at the side, to skip ten centuries for them, and thus they tune in; and then the voice of the announcer, sounding just the same a thousand years ago as it does now:

Announcer: Now, folks, this is Senlac Hill, and we’re going to put a real battle on the air for you, and it’s going to be some battle. The principals are Harold, King of England — lift your helmet, Harold — and William, the Dook, or, as some call him, the Duck, of Normandy. Both the boys are much of a size, both trained down to weight, and each has got with him as nice a bunch of knights and archers as you’d see east of Pittsburgh. Umpires are: for Harold, the Reverend Allbald of the Soft Head, Archbishop of Canterbury; for William, Odo the Ten-Spot, Bishop of Bayeux. Side lines, Shorty Sigismund and Count Felix Marie du Pâté de Foie Gras. Referee, King Swatitoff of Sweden, ex-Champion of the Scandinavian League. Battle called at exactly ten a.m. They’re off. The Norman boys make a rush for the hill. Harold’s centre-forwards shoot arrows at them. William leads a rush at the right centre. Attaboy, William! That’s the stuff! Harold’s boys block the rush. Two Norman knights ruled off for interference. William hurls his mace. Forward Pass. Ten-year penalty. Quarter time.

The radio stops.

Lady Margaret: How terrifically exciting! Do you think we are winning?

Lady Angela: It is very hard to tell. I’ve often heard Papa say that in the first quarter of a battle they don’t really get warmed up.

The radio starts.

Announcer: Battle of Senlac. Second Quarter. Change of Ground. Duke William has won the west end. The Normans make a rush against the left centre. Hand-to-hand scrimmage with Harold’s front line. Many knights unhorsed and out of the game. Several men hurt on both sides. Count Guesshard de Discard receives a crack on the bean with a mace.

Lady Angela: Oh, Mamma, Papa got one on the bean.

Lady Margaret (Laughing): He certainly did. I can just see your papa’s face when someone landed him one!

Lady Angela: What happens to you, Mamma, if Papa gets knocked out?

Lady Margaret (Looking at her little steel mirror): I don’t know, but I think Cousin William is to give me to one of his knights.

And if you think that exaggerated, oh, no, that isn’t it. Not at all!

Announcer: Second half of the game — 

And just then the radio, even in 1066, suddenly got full of static, and only static, and when they get it going again, the battle is all over and the announcer is saying:

The foul Saxon, Harold, lies dead across the fifty-yard line with his whole centre scrimmage dead round him. Spectators leaving in all directions in great haste. The noble William is everywhere victorious. Norman crowd invading the club house. Number of injured and dead knights being piled up at the side of the field. Among the dead are Count Roger the Sardine, Count Felix Marie du Pâté de Foie Gras, the Seneschal Pilaffe de Volatile and Count Guesshard de Discard.

Lady Angela: Ah, do you hear that, Mamma? Odd’s life, Papa’s killed. That must have been that smack on the bean. I had a notion that Papa would get it, hadn’t you?

Lady Margaret (Picking up the little steel mirror again and adjusting her cap): Oh, I was sure of it. A juggler prophesied it to me last Whitsuntide. I wonder which of the knights Count William will give me to. Isn’t war exciting, darling?

 

Oh, yes, and still is — still is. But in those days on such a different footing — on such a very different footing — from what it is now.

So here you have, as far as I can give it in that kind of picture, some notion of the two forces between which humanity is torn. Fortunately there are, though less spectacular, enormous forces moving the other way — economic forces, forces which are beginning to insist that the world economically and physically is all one, that the old days when a valley made a nation and a river separated two peoples and the world was broken by its own geography, that that is finished, and that modern power and modern flight and the whispering currents that pass everywhere — those uniting forces and the forces of disunion are locked in a deadly struggle.

There is, I believe, one school of theologians which has pictured human fate from its earliest times as being the prey sought for by two spirits, the one of light, the other of darkness, fighting over humanity as the Greeks and Trojans fought over the body of the dead Patroclus. And if that is true in one form or another, there was never a better illustration of it than in these anxious and critical times in which we are living, in which the bygone forces that made the nations may still drag us into war, in spite of the fact that a Frenchman is not a Frenchman, that he is a man, and an Englishman is a man, and an Irishman a man and a half.

The unity of mankind has powerful allies. Science calls for it. Men of science are compelled to move together. Invention cannot be separated. And behind those forces there goes, in the good sense, athletics — all of that defies national boundaries and tries to build up for us a different kind of world.

Which is going to succeed I do not know, but I do know the duty that is laid upon every one of us to do what best he can to mould opinion, to shape destiny, to be, within our little sphere, blameless for these awful things which still might happen. It almost looks as if we could see over in Europe the handwriting on the wall that means coming disaster. Please Heaven, not. But every step that is taken by the major governments shows how close they know the crisis may perhaps be.

There are no people more sane and steady than those who govern England. With them government is not and never has been a matter of the collective votes of the majority of the people. That sounds a strange statement. That sounds contrary to the plain fact of parliamentary elections. But I repeat it. In England government has never merely represented the majority vote of the people. It has represented something hard to define without being lost in the mazes of philosophy — but a kind of collective wisdom, collective loyalty of a governing class. Those are brutal words, easy to misuse, hard to understand properly — not a tyrant class, but a class of people like Stanley Baldwin, with an infinite sense of responsibility, people to whom office and opposition are all one, and both mean service. It has been my privilege to know some of those men who in the last thirty years have governed England, and I am convinced that there is not in the heart of any one of them any other motive than that of the welfare of all mankind, of Europe and of England. When you see the steps that are being taken even by such a government as that, the fortification of what was once a self-protected island, the air that hums with danger, the sleep that may be broken at any moment, then such a situation calls aloud for sympathy.

Do not think that we can escape it here. Do not think that we can shelter ourselves behind the ocean and look upon this wreckage as destined only to blot the continent of Europe and never to matter to America. If it comes it will spread like a plague, driving across the continents with all the evil winds of disaster behind it. We are as much interested as they. ‘Hodie mihi, cras tibi,’ so wrote the mediaeval monks on the stone coffins of their dead. ‘Mine to-day, yours to-morrow.’ ‘Your fate will be mine and your salvation shall be mine.’

So we must plead unceasingly for an earnest sympathy with Europe, wiping out all the angers of the past, wiping out all the questions of whose are the honour and whose the guilt of the late war, remembering not the brutality, but only the bright pages of the heroism, the golden pages that open in either direction, pages that open as well for our so-called enemies as for ourselves.

We must remember that there are no people better situated than you in the United States and we in Canada. We can show an example of what is to be done for salvation. We do not need for our friendship a pen and ink, a contract, a document, a scrap of paper. We do not need that. We are bound by our hearts. We have long since decided that politically our ways lie separate, but the very fixity of that resolve makes it easier and better and finer for us to let our ways mingle as closely as ever they possibly can. At times the English get worried about the so-called ‘Americanization’ of Canada. They don’t realize that that is the best thing that ever happened for Canada, for the States, for the Empire, for the world at large. It gives us the aspect of one single continent, from the frozen sea to the Rio Grande, bound together as we are by friendship only, mutual agreement and co-operation, and relying only upon the path of peace.

I tell you this: If the world is to be saved, that is the path of salvation in Europe. They may take it; they may not. The sky is heavy with a lurid light threatening to break from the clouds. There is the cool fresh air blowing above. Which can conquer? We don’t know. You and I and all of us if we live a few years will know of wonderful happenings in the world, for the path has got to be made straight or the path will lead over the abyss. The problem cannot wait. It has grown too acute. The world has no time for bungling, or muddling through. That was good enough for the older civilization, but not for us now.

What I have been trying to say is that there is a responsibility, not only on them, but on us, on you in the States and on us in Canada. All the nobler assets of youth and courage and optimism are needed in the struggle. There is room for every one of us to take our part in this coming struggle over the fate of mankind.

MUTUAL ESTEEM

When I was lecturing at Victoria, B.C., I went into the hotel barber shop to get my hair cut. The barber passed his comb back and forward through my hair and said:

‘Well, sir, if I had a head of hair like yours, I’d make an awful lot of money selling hair tonic.’

‘Yes,’ I answered, ‘and if I was as bald as you are, I could double my fees as a humorist.’

We parted with expressions of mutual esteem.

I told the story that night to my audience. But he’s still telling it to his.


II. RECOVERY AFTER GRADUATION. or. LOOKING BACK ON COLLEGE

[image: img117.jpg]

I AM TO address to-night this large and enthusiastic college audience on ‘Recovery After Graduation’ and whether it is possible. Some of you, I see, looking around at your professoriate on this platform, shake your heads. You feel that recovery is not possible. But you must not misunderstand my meaning. I am not speaking of complete recovery, which, I quite agree, is out of the question, but of partial recovery. I shall try to show you to-night that, while in some ways the effects of education are irreparable, it is yet possible in later life so to correct the mistakes of college training that one can preserve one’s education as a reductio ad absurdum for old age.

In this task let me explain my qualifications. I come before you as what is called a ripe classical scholar — you know them — they get so ripe that they fall off the stem like pumpkins. I have spent all my life, over sixty years, in school and classrooms; I began at four years old and only stopped when they made me. If I am not educated, I don’t know who is. I must be, and yet I confess that when I try to gather together what is left of my education there seems little of it except wreckage. There’s a lot of it, but it hardly seems more than a set of disconnected fragments.

Take Latin. What have I left of it after an intense study of ten years? Well, mainly such things as this, that ad, ante, con, in and inter, ob, post, pro, sub and super — govern something. But what they govern I don’t recall. Then there’s another crowd — glis, lis, vas, nix, mas, mus, faux, strix — I know that they are irregular, highly irregular (They certainly look it), but I forget what their particular line of irregularity is.

Or take Geometry — what we used to call Euclid because we had to learn it just as he wrote it. I know a lot of it still, but the vital parts have dropped out. For instance, I know that the angles at the base of an isosceles triangle are equal, and if the equal sides are produced — something terrific happens! But what, I can’t recall.

In short, the more I look at my education the more there seems to be about it something purposeless, something that could vanish and leave no trace, having no real meaning or inspiration.

So I turn to ask where I got it.

I began my education in England at the age of four in what was then called a Dame’s School. I can still recall the misery of standing up with a little class in front of a big map and raising my hands up and down with the others and choking down my tears as I repeated: ‘The top of the map is always north, the bottom south, the right hand east, the left hand west.’ In spite of my tears I had a bright intelligence, and it seemed to me that if the map was turned upside down this would be the other way. But in the little Dame’s School nothing was ever explained. You had to learn it just as it stood.

In the same way, when the geography class was done, we learned by heart, out of a little book called Grammar, the statement that ‘There are eight parts of speech, the noun, the pronoun, the adjective, the verb, the adverb, the preposition, the conjunction and the interjection.’ It was just a mass of words. We hadn’t the least idea of what a part of speech meant.

This was my first introduction to that central problem in education, whether to teach by explanation or teach by beginning without any. All modern theories and all modern schools make much of the idea of teaching by what explains itself, by ‘proceeding from the known to the unknown,’ and from the concrete to the abstract. But there’s something in the Dame School method after all. You get there. And yet I don’t know — I realize that that top-of-the-map stuff has given me a false conception of the physical world ever since. The South Pole really seems to me to be down under somewhere. If the teacher had had a modern method and stood us on our heads — ah, then we would have grasped it.

From the Dame’s School I passed to other institutions. It was my lot in life to come out to Canada at the age of six and to settle too far away from towns or railways to admit of regular schooling. Even the nearest little red school of the township was too far away for us to walk to. So for a year or so we were taught, my brothers and I, at home. There were in those days a number of little manuals that were specially prepared to meet such cases. Affectionate mothers in exile, whose own education had lapsed, could gather their little flock round their knees and teach out of the manuals prepared by Mrs. Magnall and Mrs. Marcett and Peter Parley. These were wonderful little books all composed in question and answer. As most of the questions were what lawyers call ‘leading questions’ — suggesting their own answer — the method was what might be described as a cinch. I have written a whole essay on it, in one of my books, to which I refer you for it in detail (And see that you go to it), but I can only give you an odd sample of it here. Mrs. Magnall, for example, had a compendium of general history in which she would ask:

 

Did not the Rowans claim to be descended from Romulus and Remus? And the answer (written in the book as Ans) echoed back: They did.

 

Was not the first Roman King of whom we have any authentic account Numa Pompilius? The answer satisfied all doubt: He was.

 

Progress under this system was rapid beyond anything in our present colleges. An intelligent child could scoop up the whole of Assyrian history in half an hour.

 

Was not the Assyrian King Ashur-ban-ipal called by the Romans Sandanapalus?

Ans: He was. Think of the accuracy and the profundity of it!

 

There is something appealing in the naïveté of the yes-and-no system.

 

Did not the ancient Britons stain themselves with woad?

Ans: They did.

 

No court of law would admit the validity of this as evidence. Any judge would rule it out as a leading question. But the devoted mothers were not a court of law. If there was anything wrong with Mrs. Magnall’s method, they never saw it. Indeed, at times the situation was reversed and the pupil in the dialogue, having been content with Yes, Yes, Yes, for a whole series of questions, suddenly broke out with a perfect coruscation of brilliance, erupting dates, names, and facts with an effulgence that would have dazzled Macaulay.

 

Mrs. Magnall: What great event happened next in Greece?

Ans: The Peloponnesian War, in which Athens, together with Attica, Bœotia, Locris, Doris, Phocis, Ætolia, and Acharnania, was leagued against Sparta, Megara, Corinth, together with the Islands of Chios, Lemnos and Samos.

 

Was the war of long duration?

Ans: This internecine struggle lasted from 431 B.C. till 404 B.C. and witnessed a carnage second only to that of the ravages of the Persians in Cappadocia. In Corinth no less than 2,882 houses, 4 temples, and 17 stadii, or open playgrounds of the discolobi, were destroyed, in one single assault of the Bœotians.

 

Name some of the chief figures of the contest.

Ans: Pericles, Praxiteles, Proxenes, Lysander, Anaximander, Timocles, Themistocles.

 

After which Mrs. Magnall, completely knocked out, says: You answered well. That concludes the history of Greece.

 

It ought to.

With the question book and the Peter Parley there went another queer sort of book long out of use, called a Chronology. It was for learning dates. The one I remember was Slater’s Chronology. It started with the idea that you had to know the date of everything, and it took it for granted that no one could remember dates without artificial aid. This was before the days of telephone numbers, which have trained the human mind to think in figures. Anyone who can remember the number of a farmer’s party line on a suburban exchange, with supplementary rings to it, will have no trouble with the Norman Conquest. But Slater felt that the race needed help and he gave it. He invented a set of key sentences, easily remembered, the letters of which most ingeniously indicated the date of the event talked about. Most ingenious, as long as you remembered the key. For example, the book began with the date of the creation of the world — a point of nice importance — I wish I knew it. The secret lies somewhere in the key sentence ‘Read of Adam’s Sin and Sore Repentance.’ But for me the secret has been lost. Slater knew when the world was created; so did I, as a child. Now it is gone.

But from this kind of home teaching I passed on, at twelve years old, to a real school, a typical classical school on the English model, Upper Canada College. There, and during a course at the University of Toronto which followed, I received an old-fashioned training in the classics and humanities. I am still wondering whether the whole thing was ridiculous or marvellous. I have no prejudices in the matter and I don’t know which it was. So I can give offence to no one in speaking of it. Under that system of education we learned nothing of science — no geology or physics or biology or chemistry — nothing of all those things that give us, as far as we have it, our explanation of the world we live in — as far, that is, as up to where it vanishes in ignorance and mystery. We had nothing of all that. We had nothing of commerce, economics, and what is vaingloriously called social science. Of that I am glad. I have no doubt where those subjects belong. We had nothing of modern history, since the beginning of the reign of Queen Victoria, and nothing of modern international relations. What we did have was English, Latin, and Greek — and, when we had grazed off the surface, we dug down into the roots. We learned by heart such things as the allies in the Peloponnesian War (See above, where quite a few are probably correct), the route perhaps followed by Ulysses, and perhaps not, in the Ægean Sea, or the names of the nine Muses, with assorted Gods, Goddesses, and Devils. We attached an inordinate importance to saying ‘Sophocles’ instead of ‘Sophōkels.’ We turned incomprehensible Latin into worse English and turned beautiful English poetry into Latin verse that sounded as harsh as the back-fire of a gasoline truck.

On the face of it, it all seems crazy. Yet sometimes I am haunted with the idea that the system turned out singularly cultivated men. I remember the case of an English Bishop, whom I have elsewhere quoted, as defending the classics by saying, ‘After all, Greek made me what I am.’ In his case of course it sounded ridiculous, but in my own, I am not sure.

The truth is perhaps that a classical education in attempting one thing effects another. In trying to get you imbued with the language and literature of the ancient world (both of them, as I see it now, things of no consequence except as history), it trains your mind with a hard discipline that fits it for modern life. The best way to learn business correspondence is to try to translate Latin prose. The silly instruction of a commercial school teaches business correspondence by explaining that F.O.B. means ‘free on board,’ and that letters should begin, ‘Yours of the 4th ult. in re Smith to hand and in reply would say — —’ But the F.O.B. stuff can be learned by a classical boy in an hour (literally so, all of its forty or fifty abbreviations) and the ‘reply-would-say’ stuff is just rotten English. Any boy who could write the clear, regular sentences that I and my fellows learned to write at seventeen would be a shining light in a business office.

So there it is. Education can only succeed in being practical by not trying to be so. Just as happiness never comes when called but only at back rounds when disregarded in favour of duty. And as to the ancient world and the Peloponnesian War and the wanderings of Ulysses — well, the very distance of it all, the unworldliness of it, opens as it were another door out of our daily life, leading to the magic garden of imagination. I doubt if you can open it as well with studies of the trade routes of to-day and statistics of the Panama Canal. Perhaps it is better to hear in school of tumults long since hushed in silence and of battles long ago, over which time’s hand has long since obliterated pain — better for those at school, these Peloponnesian allies in tall helmets and tossing plumes, massed into phalanxes, than the recital of the daily agony of a tortured Spain.

So perhaps the old education was best. Yet it did carry the fault that a lot of it was terribly artificial. It was all so full of learning by heart, of lists and tricks and devices as to how to remember things, that it seemed, much of it, mere mechanics. I remember that even in such mechanics I and my fellows acquired a very high ingenuity. We became experts at passing examinations, just as burglars are experts at picking locks. This of course could chiefly be done in the classics. In mathematics it was hard to ‘get by.’ Yet I remember inventing a system for the solution of equations by writing down one of the expressions concerned at the top left corner and the other at the bottom right and then filling in under one and above the other anything and everything that seemed equal to either of them. When these met in the middle the thing was done. Since all equals are equal, it was all correct. It meant, of course, that in the middle was a brilliant piece of synthesis in piecing the equality terms in the centre. This, the examiner, being himself a mathematician, would admire and envy.

But pieces of good fortune in mathematics were few and far between. In the classics and philosophy it was quite different. After I had ceased to be a professor and could safely divulge the secrets of the trade, I once wrote down for my ex-students some precepts on the art of passing examinations. I requote a sample or two in this place.

Here first is the case of Latin translation, the lists of extracts from Caesar, Cicero, etc., the origin of each always indicated by having the word Caesar, etc., under it. On this we seize as our opportunity. The student doesn’t need to know one word of Latin. He learns by heart a piece of translated Latin, selecting a typical extract, and he writes that down. The examiner merely sees a faultless piece of translation and notices nothing — or at least thinks the candidate was given the wrong extract. He lets him pass.

Here is the piece of Caesar as required.

‘These things being thus this way, Caesar, although not yet did he not know neither the copiousness of the enemy nor whether they had frumentum, having sent on Labienus with an impediment, he himself on the first day before the third day, ambassadors having been sent to Vercingetorix, lest who might which, all having been done, set out.

‘Caesar. Bellum Gallicum, Op. Cit.’

The summation of what is called the liberal arts course is reached with such subjects as political theory, philosophy, etc. Here the air is rarer and clearer and vision easy. There is no trouble at all in circling around the examiner at will. The best device is found in the use of quotations from learned authors of whom he has perhaps — indeed, very likely — never heard, and the use of languages which he either doesn’t know or can’t read in blurred writing. We take for granted that the examiner is a conceited, pedantic man — as they all are — and is in a hurry to finish his work and get back to a saloon.

Now let me illustrate.

Here is a question from a recent examination in Modern Philosophy. I think I have it correct or nearly so.

 

Discuss Descartes’ proposition, ‘Cogito ergo sum’ as a valid basis of epistemology.

Answer: Something of the apparent originality of Descartes’ dictum, ‘Cogito ergo sum,’ disappears when we recall that, long before him, Globulus had written, ‘Testudo ergo crepito,’ and the great Arab Scholar Alhelallover, writing about 200 Fahrenheit, has said, ‘Indigo ergo gum.’ But we have only to turn to Descartes’ own brilliant contemporary, the Abbé Pâté de Foie Gras, to find him writing ‘Avez vous vu le jardin de ma tante?’ which means as much or more than Descartes’ assertion. It is quite likely the Abbé himself was acquainted with the words of Pretzel, Weiner Schnitzel and Schmierkäse; even more likely still he knew the treatise of the low German, Fisch von Gestern, who had already set together a definite system or scheme. He writes: ‘Wo ist mein Bruder? Er ist im Hause. Habe ich den Vogel gesehen? Dies ist ein Gutes Messer. Holen Sie Karl und Fritz und wir werden ins Theater gehen. Danke Bestens.’

 

All that, you will be glad to know, is just the introduction. We are now getting near to the lecture itself. What the introduction has been trying to say is that there seems to be something wrong with education. Instead of learning things for their own sake, because we want to, we learn things as a purely mechanical exercise, because we have to. Unless we go through the organized compulsory curriculum of a school and college we can’t get the legal qualification to enter a profession. In order to be a dentist we must first know what a logarithm is, and in order to be a horse doctor you have to learn Latin. The idea is that any man who has tackled a Latin irregular verb has no trouble with the inside of a horse. Sometimes it works. Last summer up at the little place I call my farm I sent for a veterinary surgeon to come over and see what was wrong with my old horse. He came and looked puzzled and said that he guessed the horse was in a sort of decline. A few days later I fetched him again, but still all he could suggest was that the horse had fallen into a decline. When he came and gave the opinion the third time, I said: ‘Ah, now, that’s the third declension. I know all about that.’

Thus the great central problem opens up as to how far education has got to be compulsory and how far purely spontaneous — learning for learning’s sake the things we want to know. At first sight and without afterthought anyone would say that ideal education, if it were possible, would be the untrammelled pursuit of knowledge for its own sake. It would probably be added that the ideal is not possible and hence education must be organized and compulsory and disciplinary. But it is doubtful whether the other thing is the ideal arrangement even if possible. Compulsion has its uses. If a boy learns nothing at school except to keep seated and silent, that in itself is good. We have to be made to do things; our frail human nature otherwise couldn’t live up to its own aspirations. Take as a minor instance such a case as compulsory attendance at lectures. Must the student be made to go, and checked off on a list like a factory hand? Yes, I think so. When I first went to teach at McGill, where such a rule was in force, I was horrified at it. I had been used to what seemed the superior liberty of other colleges, seeming more worthy of a man. But in reality students cut lectures from idleness, from whim, or from accident, and later on wish that they had been made to be present.

I recall the case of my late distinguished colleague, Dr. Francis Shepherd, Professor of Anatomy and sometime dean of the Faculty of Medicine at McGill University (clarum et venerabile nomen). Dr. Shepherd lectured on Anatomy at nine o’clock every morning. It was his custom, as nine o’clock drew near, to stand at the door of the classroom, his watch in his hand. At the exact hour of nine he entered the room, closed the door, locked it, and began his lecture. Any student locked out was counted absent; locked out eight times in the session he lost a year of his academic life. And who liked the system? The students did. They boasted of it. There is a whole generation of medical men who were brought up on it and still talk about it. I introduced it into my own classes in imitation of Dr. Shepherd, but I discontinued it as I found it meant locking myself outside rather too often. In the twenty years of his lecturing on Anatomy he was never once late.

Or take the compulsory college dress, the cap and gown, without which in my undergraduate days no students might enter a lecture-room. To some minds the rule seems ridiculous and barbarous. I don’t find it so. Some false notion of equality and democracy has created a public opinion against it. It has had to go. Yet great, I think, is the loss. The college gown of my undergraduate days cost one dollar and fifty cents. It lasted a lifetime, and might indeed have served for burial. It was not killed by the cost of it, though its declining use drove the cost up. Public opinion killed it. Yet never was there anything more consistent with the dignity and democracy of knowledge. The good old gown, like charity, covered up a multitude of shabby clothes. It obliterated all distinctions of rich and poor, and for those who knew its shape and cut it was the symbol of a whole cycle of history. The doubled sleeve of the gown was in reality and originally a bag in which the impecunious student of the Middle Ages might place the food supplied to him by kindly donors. It was the hall-mark of his local right to beg. You will note that even to-day the doubled sleeve of the gown of the doctor of philosophy has a larger cubic content than any other, and that these gowns, with their capacious sleeves, are only worn, as a rule, by the presidents of colleges!

Look back, then, over modern education, and you see the conflict between these two principles of spontaneity and compulsion running all through it and still at work. When our education first emerged from the cloisters of the church to become a general instrument of human knowledge, the principle of compulsion dominated it. Boys were taught at the point of the rod. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child’ was the maxim of the teacher.

One recalls as a typical figure at this period of education the great Dr. Busby of Westminster School. He used to boast that he had laid his rod on no less than sixteen bishops. He was so majestic that he would not let even King Charles II walk in front of him.

‘A great man,’ said Sir Roger de Coverley, ‘he caned my grandfather.’

Dr. Busby’s little charges learned, as I say, at the point of the stick. It didn’t matter whether Smith Minor, entering Form I, wanted to learn or not. He had to. For him knowledge was not a garden. It was a steep and rough ascent on a rocky path — gradus ad Parnassum. Up he went, with the stick to keep him moving. He learned what he didn’t want to learn. He didn’t understand what it meant, or where it led to. He was driven, like a donkey going to market, over the pons asinorum of Euclid. He learned the fact that similar triangles are in the duplicate ratio of their homologous sides. God knows he didn’t doubt it. He learned that the logarithm of a number to a given base is the index of the power to which the base must be raised to produce the given number. He was not allowed to ask why. But with it all there went, however, in a certain sense the honourable satisfaction of a task undertaken and done, a difficulty faced and conquered.

Such was the Busby method, and there was a lot in it. But an entirely different idea presently grew up in France and found expression from Jean Jacques Rousseau in his book Emile, ou de l’Education. Rousseau was a queer creature, contemptible in his private life, yet destined to typify, in the domain of government, of morals and of education, the opening of a new era. Rousseau’s eminence probably consisted in his finding the words to say what everyone was already thinking. The psychologists tell us that that is about as far as ‘originality’ gets. We have apparently just two or three mass thoughts at a time, like a herd of cattle, and what we call our opinions are caught by infections from the crowd. At any rate Rousseau’s doctrine of the state of nature as a lost paradise, of a return to natural liberty as the key to happiness, as they say in French, faisait fortune. His Contrat Social of 1762 went round the world, and his picture of little Emile’s education became the basis of great changes.

Little Emile and his lot was an exact contrast to Smith Minor. The two boys are long since dead, but their souls are still with us. All of us, who have taken pedagogical courses, have heard enough, and too much, of the spontaneous system of education, proceeding from the known to the unknown and from the concrete to the abstract. As a matter of fact all such ideas are only half truths. Take as an example the teaching of elementary English grammar. As Smith Minor learned it, it began with the brutal, straight-out statement, ‘There are eight parts of speech: the noun, the pronoun, the adjective, the verb, the adverb, the preposition, the conjunction and the interjection.’ He had no idea what this meant or where it was leading to. It was licked into him.

But little Emile — ah, no! He wandered among the flowers murmuring words at will, until presently he should say, ‘Dear mama, how funny words are!’

‘Are they not, darling,’ replied his mother.

‘I believe that some of them, dear mama, might be called adverbs.’

‘They are, darling, they are.’

Later, let us say, the two little boys learned navigation, with a view to entering the navies of their respective countries. Smith Minor was brutally made to learn by heart that longitude meant the number of angular degrees east or west of Greenwich. Emile had to wait till he met an angular degree in the words and got in a question about it. In time no doubt little Emile wandered on to the quarter-deck of a French man-of-war. Yet, after all, which navy beat the other?

In other words, I am trying to say that in much of our education (in practice at least) it is quicker to go from the unknown to the known. To proceed ad obscurum per obscurius is often as useful as to go through a tunnel to save walking round a mountain.

We turn to see to what extent we can allow each of these conflicting principles a place in our education. Plainly enough in a democratic state where everybody has to learn to read and write there must at least be a set curriculum of times and hours, of grades and classes, of promotions and graduations. You can’t get away from it. But at least you can try to see that the shadow never takes the place of the substance, nor the machine attempt to replace the principle of life.

The best example is seen in written examinations. In my opinion they are the curse of education. They are also absolutely necessary. They spoil everything. And you can’t do without them. Education without compulsory mechanical tests would, for the common run of us, turn to mush. If all I need for a degree in Persian literature is to go away and read it, or rather to come back and say I read it, I’ll get it fast enough. That would do for a genius — that was the education of Isaac Newton and of Gibbon — but it is not for you. You’ve got to be examined as carefully as a horse.

Yet, on the face of it, it is utterly ridiculous to attempt to reduce real knowledge to set forms of questions and answers that can be valued as a carpenter measures lumber. The exaction of a high percentage of excellence in a written examination compels an altogether unnatural and unwholesome accuracy of information. What is needed first is the broad outline of a subject and a deep interest in knowing about it. The attempt to get a high percentage on a written examination defeats its own end — each last increment of accuracy is obtained at higher and higher cost. The reality of the subject is lost in the agony of trying to remember it.

Thus, in learning languages, accuracy at first is out of place. A boy who learns all the French irregular verbs out of a list, before he uses French and reads French, will never get beyond a list. He might get a job in a French laundry, but that’s all.

The same is true of history and of knowledge in general. What is first needed is a thorough smattering so to speak, not accurate detail — the landscape first, the trees after.

Yet the moment we break away from the unnatural disciplinary test of the written examination, what is to take its place? We can’t let students enter, pass, and qualify on their faces — or at least only the girls.

Here for example is Master Willie Nut about to enter college. So in order to get away from the written examination method they try him out on the new and popular ‘questionnaire’ scheme — the method of confidential inquiry from those who ought to know. A paper of questions is sent round to Willie Nut’s friends, something like this:

1. What is your general idea of the character of Willie Nut, Junior?

2. How would he measure up in an emergency? . . . If someone dropped a brick on him, how would he react to the brick? . . . If he fell off a fifteen-storey building, what would he do?

3. What percentage would you say there is in Willie Nut’s character, (a) of personality, (b) of likability, (c) of enthusiasm, (d) of homogeneity, (e) of spontaneity, (f) of visibility?

4. Would you consider young William Nut a leader? . . . and, if so, of what? . . . of men or of women? . . . What proportion of women would he lead?

5. Getting down to facts, tell us if Willie Nut has ever been in jail, and if so where and for how long. Tell us at the same time any other dirty thing about him that occurs to you.

If the questionnaire were sent round to Willie’s enemies, it might be possible to get a fairly generous appreciation of what he amounts to. But, sent to his friends, it sinks him. The confidential opinion of a man’s friends is enough to send him to jail.

Another new idea is the Intelligence Test — intended to find out, not what Willie has learned by heart, but how snappy a mind he has, and whether he has caught up the items of general knowledge — such as the diameter of the earth’s orbit, and the number of hydrogen atoms in a cubic inch — without which no business man ought to be one. He must know also the general idea of the guiding outline of history, such as whether the Trojan War came before the French Revolution.

Hence Willie Nut’s intelligence test involves questions of three kinds. First is the snappy, psychology stuff to get his brain reactions, like this:

1. Blink your eyes six times while counting five. Reverse the process and unblink them five times while counting six.

2. Wave your left foot slowly twice around your head.

Then comes the division of useful and necessary information, such as:

1. What is the difference, in kilograms, between a long and a short ton?

2. Explain the action of a photo-cell.

Last of all comes the broad view of historical and current information. Here the examination suddenly turns soft. It is felt that after all we mustn’t expect too much. So they put it to Willie, something as follows:

1. What nation sailed in the Spanish Armada?

2. Who was the first President of the United States? Who will be the last?

3. How many legs has a dog?

4. What is the French for ‘adieu,’ ‘omelette,’ ‘pâté de foie gras’?

5. What relation is King George the VI to his great-grandmother Queen Victoria?

6. How much is one and one?

Looking over such substitute methods as these makes us realize that, to a great extent, we must keep the old-fashioned disciplinary examination. But if we do so, we must never forget how mechanical it is and how it tends to kill the soul of education.

I know of no department of learning where this is more the case than in that of pure literature, the humanities. Our own literature, in our own language, is a thing that we ought not to need to study, in the narrow sense, but to cultivate and to enjoy with spontaneous freedom and without ulterior purpose. Yet when the college takes hold of it, what a changed thing it becomes! We see our literature divided into periods and schools, all to be learned by heart and remembered. For example, we must be able to write down the six chief beauties of Milton, and the seven leading characteristics of the Elizabethan age, and the four vices of the Restoration. We are to memorize the effect of Shakespeare on Spenser and the effect of Spenser on Shakespeare. We must track out any chief tendencies as soon as they begin to swell, and to accept and memorize a standardized list of judgments, an orthodox and accepted measure of the excellences and eminences of our literature. It is for the most part a catalogue of the dead made by the dead, such as lies in the heart of an Egyptian pyramid. All this must be learned from little books and manuals, and written down from lecture notes given by a professor who had it all from a dead one, forty years ago.

All of this is contrary to the very first principles of human thought or progress. Literature thus treated is killed. Better to have our own opinion, good or bad, than a mechanical acceptance of the opinions of other men or, worse still, a pedantic affectation of appreciation, for superiority’s sake, where no reality is. It is told that King George III once said, ‘Was there ever such stuff as Shakespeare?’ I have often thought that the good old king at least had the root of the matter in him. He said what he thought and made no attempt at flight on other wings than his own. He was of course wrong in his judgment. There is lots of stuff far worse than Shakespeare. But he was right in his sincerity.

As for Shakespeare, I must admit that he is all spoiled for me. I cannot profess to judge. I often realize now the wonder of his phrase and the long reach of his thought.

Out, out, brief candle; life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage and then is seen no more. It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury and signifying nothing.

Pretty hard to beat that! But for me, I repeat, Shakespeare was spoiled at college. I was sentenced to two years of him, and carried out the sentence and was duly parolled. But I could not then and cannot now accept the silliness of the Shakespearean manuals, the reconstruction of his life based on nothing, and the critique of his dramatic work, based on ideas or ideals of the drama of which he never thought. In his day the drama was heroic action and declamation, grand speeches in a grand manner, so that the Prince of Morocco, a coloured man (I mustn’t say a coon) from Africa, talked like Sandy Macbeth from the Highlands. Our modern drama, as the intimate picture of life as it is, had not yet come into existence.

Here let me read off to you some of the stuff that I had to suffer from. I have written it down as closely as I remember it, from the books we used:

1. LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE. We do not know when Shaksper was born nor where he was born. But he is dead.

From internal evidence taken off his works after his death we know that he followed for a time the profession of a lawyer, a sailor and a scrivener, and he was also an actor, a bartender, and an ostler. His wide experience of men and manners was probably gained while a bartender. (Compare Henry V, Act V, Scene 2, ‘Say now, gentlemen, what shall yours be?’)

But the technical knowledge which is evident upon every page shows also the intellectual training of a lawyer. (Compare Macbeth, Act VI, Scene 4, ‘What is there in it for me?’) At the same time we are reminded by many passages of Shaksper’s intimate knowledge of the sea. (Romeo and Juliet, Act VIII, Scene 14, ‘How is her head now, nurse?’)

We know, from his use of English, that Shagsper had no college education.

HIS PROBABLE PROBABILITIES. As an actor Shicksper, according to the current legend, was of no great talent. He is said to have acted the part of the ghost and he also probably took such parts as Enter a citizen, a Tucket sounds, a Dog barks, or a Bell is heard within, [Note — We ourselves also have been a Tucket, a Bell, a Dog and so forth in our college dramatic days. — Ed.]

In regard to the personality of Shakespere, or what we might call in the language of the day, Shakespere the Man, we cannot do better than to quote the following excellent analysis done, we think by Professor Gilbert Murray, though we believe that Brander Matthews helped him a little on the side:

‘Shakespere was probably a genial man who probably liked his friends and probably spent a good deal of time in probable social intercourse. He was probably good tempered and easy-going with very likely a bad temper. We know that he drank (Compare Titus Andronicus, Act I, Scene 1, ‘What is there to drink?’), but most likely not to excess. (Compare King Lear, Act II, Scene 1, ‘Stop!’ and see also Macbeth, Act X, Scene 20, ‘Hold, enough!’) Shakespere was probably fond of children and most likely dogs, but we don’t know how he stood on porcupines.

‘We imagine Shakespeare sitting among his cronies in the Mitre Tavern, joining in the chorus of their probable songs, and draining a probable glass of ale, or at times falling into reverie in which the majestic pageant of Julius Caesar passes across his brooding mind.’

PERSONAL APPEARANCE. In person Shakespears is generally represented as having a pointed beard and bobbed hair, with a bald forehead, large wild eyes, a salient nose, a retreating chin and a general expression of vacuity, verging on imbecility.

SUMMARY. The following characteristics of Shakespeare’s work should be memorized — majesty, sublimity, grace, harmony, altitude, also scope, range, reach, together with grasp, comprehension, force and light, heat and power.

Conclusion: Shakespeare was a very good writer.

But by all this I do not mean to imply that courses in English and books and teachers are not necessary. The worst lecture ever given in this University — and that is saying a great deal — is better than no lecture at all. We cannot learn and think and enjoy in solitude. All art and literature implies a recipient mind, and intercourse. The more you share and divide it, the greater it is, and the more for all. An inspiring teacher is a marvel of light, and even a dull teacher is at least a window on the world. I regard courses in English literature as the very highest reach of our studies in the humanities; to remove them, and rely upon a student’s spontaneous desire to read, would lead nowhere. It would but turn the fresh springs of curiosity and interest to wander and perish in the sands.

Yet we must remember that however much we may help and stimulate and advise a student in reading literature, the basis of appreciation must be there in the student himself. You can take a horse to the water, but you can’t make him drink. You can take a student to a textbook, but you can’t make him think. In the long run his mind is his own. I remember, years ago, when I was acting as an examiner in literature in a University, I set an examination paper in the usual affected and pedantic way, containing an extract of some very high-class and incomprehensible poetry, and put as a question: ‘Give your personal estimate of this poem.’ Among a litter of answering conceit came one truthful response: ‘I think it’s rotten.’ I gave that man full marks.

Poetry of course is the most unteachable thing of all, and the field most open to affectation, pedantry, and academic snobbishism. For which reason for many plain people the word ‘poet’ and the word ‘nut’ are fairly synonymous. I remember that in my youth, in the country, local poets were classed as a sort of village idiot. Don’t misunderstand me. I am all for poetry. In its highest reach it can do in a few lines what prose cannot convey in a volume. . . . How convey in plain prose the sunlight shadow, the infinite pathos . . . of such lines as

Tears idle tears. And yet I know not why. Tears from the depth of some divine despair. . . . In looking at the happy autumn fields, and thinking of the days that are no more —— 

But of the poetry actually written, at least nine-tenths is utter trash and nine-tenths of what is left hardly worth bothering about. The little bit that remains is like the grain of gold left in the river bed. But all the more difficult is it to teach poetry; all the more impossible to cut it and dry it, label it with notes, and sentence students to be examined on it. I have just quoted Tennyson. He wrote better poetry and worse poetry than any man of his age. But for me some of his best was spoiled by academic use. Let me recall to you the last of his remembered verses, written in old age, written when the pedantry and pose of earlier years had passed, when, as an old man, nearing the end, he walked along the sand and shingle of the Isle of Wight and looked out over the darkening waters of the English Channel, moving out with the ebb tide, and saw a new and infinite horizon beyond the shadow of the falling night:

Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!    

And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When I put out to sea,    

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,    

When that which drew from out the boundless deep,

Turns again home.    

In those wonderful lines is carried all the silent sweep of the moving water, all the mystery of life and of that which is beyond. But for me it is all spoiled because we did the poem in class — did it, or had it, or took it, or swallowed it — I forget the college phrase. At any rate I made my notes on it, and though I haven’t the text of them I remember that they ran something like this:

1. Twilight. At what time does the sun set at the summer solstice in the Isle of Wight?

2. Evening Star. Explain the phenomenon involved and show that there is nothing in it.

3. Moaning of the Bar. How is foam connected with the bar? What is meant by ‘too full’?

So much for literature and poetry and the reality of study. How on earth can poor Willie Nut, the student, preserve his soul against such pressure? And more than that. Pressing on him all the time is the brutal economic fact that presently he’s got to earn his living, and if he doesn’t learn what he’s told, and pass on it, he won’t get a degree and he can’t be a horse doctor. So he mustn’t dare to get really interested, to read for reading’s sake — or not till he has committed to memory the six beauties of Keats, and the fact that Wordsworth was born in Cockermouth, Cumberland. To wander from the path would mean to fall over the cliff. The student, in other words, has not come to college for the sake of being at college. What he wants is to get out. His interest in the temple of learning is in getting out of it. So he takes what is coming to him, gets inured to it, and accepts a sentence to six months’ algebra, a half course in religion, three months’ geology, or four months’ morality like a man in the dock of a police court.

But as you never can kill out human nature, it manages to restore and heal itself in a way of its own. Willie Nut, since he can’t be a real student, a student of the Middle Ages bent on the search for truth and expecting wistfully to find it — since he can’t be that, he takes it out in ‘college life’ and ‘college activity.’ Willie Nut lives in a tumult of college societies, class elections, journalism, sports, rah-rahs and meetings. And across the campus are his co-eds, gay and bright in the autumn sunshine, as contemptuous of knowledge as Eve in the garden of Eden.

Enter any of Willie Nut’s buildings. He has bunches of them, halls and dormitories, given by wealthy magnates as the penalty for sin. On the walls are the notices that indicate his life.

All up, Boys, for the big basket-ball game to-night. We want to see every man turn out and root and shout for Alma Mater. Remember, this is the first big game there has been for ten days, and there will be no other for over a week. Every man up!

 

All student voters are invited at 11.30 to come into Hoot-It-Up Hall and see a free exhibition of conjuring given for the benefit of the students by Signor Ninni, the distinguished Italian conjurer now appearing at the Star Theatre. What we need at Alma Mater is all-around culture. Conjuring is just as much a part of the student’s work as mathematics or football. All up!

 

Fellow students! To-night is the big night — the one night in the year. Leave aside all books for this one evening and turn out for the alma mater follies. The performance is staged for 8.00 P.M. in the Alma Mater Theatre and runs till 1.00 A.M. Tickets $5.00 a seat and up.

All reports say that the Follies this year will be bigger, brighter, and brainier than in any year before. Special features this year include a buck and wing clog dance by the Trustees of Alma Mater, champion mouth organ solo by the Dean of Research, and a huge ensemble chorus composed of all the girls worth looking at in Alma Mater. All up!

Here and there perhaps a slightly different note is struck by the notices. Life cannot be all noise and sunshine. Here is one that is not without a touch of pathos. It is a note cut from one of Willie Nut’s college Dailies and put up on the board.

The Daily is under the melancholy duty of chronicling the death of one of our fellow-students, Mr. J. Smith, under very distressing and baffling circumstances. The doctors who attended our deceased fellow-student declare that he died from over-study. This seems inexplicable, but apparently the medical facts warrant no other conclusion.

That any student at Alma Mater College could be exposed to a danger of this sort is extremely difficult to believe. It may have been that the mistaken young man was purveying books to his room and making surreptitious use of his room as a place of study. This, of course, would be extremely difficult to prevent.

 

But no, we needn’t be afraid that student Smith died of over-study. The days of that disease are past. A couple of generations ago the idea of a student was that of a pale, cloistered creature, living on midnight oil. No doubt he looked unhealthy. I remember, from my early school days, a poem in some American text-book of half a century ago, called The Student, or something of the sort. It invoked him in the words, ‘Why is your face so pale?’ or words to that effect, and he answered, in rhyme, which of course came easily to a well-oiled student: ‘It is bleached thus white, in the mind’s clear light, which is deepening day by day!’ He should have answered, ‘It is bleached because the membraneous tissue of my stomach is worn out by living indoors and feeding on oil and pickles.’

But to-day the student no longer burns the midnight oil! No fear — make it gasoline, 2 A.M. and a couple of Co-eds, Rah! Rah! The new poem will have to be labelled The Stewed Student, and somewhere round the campus a monument will have to be put up, as a commemoration of a type now vanished, To the Unknown Student.

And beside it a monument, To the Unknown Professor; for that type, too, is vanishing. Or, no, perhaps, not a monument but a stuffed specimen in a museum with a Latin label:

PROFESSORIUS HIRSUTUS CAMPESTIS (HAIRY PROFESSOR OF THE CAMPUS). JAWBONE OF SPECIMEN WORN THIN. OIL AND STEEL AGE.

For the old-time professor is gone just as completely as the student. But many of us can still recall him — dreamy and woolly in appearance, a snow-white beard that he had never had time to trim, ignorant of the world, his classroom his kingdom. There he lectured in his own peculiar way, an easy mark for the jests and the tricks of his students, carried away with his subject, always a little over-excited, a little silly, with little touches of vanity over his own scholarship and acuteness that kept alive the fire of life. But notice — he was the real thing; the very students who jibed at him felt somehow that this was learning, this the world of thought outside and beyond the sordid world of life, and from the professor’s egotism and enthusiasm at times caught fire themselves and hurried to the library to read. Gone! And you can’t get him back. You can’t advertise, ‘Wanted, a professor, a little excited, a little silly, must have whiskers — salary no object to him.’

Gone, all gone! The professor of to-day is a hustler. He has to be, or they’ll fire him. He’s an advertiser. He’s got to be, or they’ll let him go. He’s a mixer. He must be, or they’ll drop him. They’ve enough words and enough ways of firing a professor to keep him frightened and efficient all day long: busy with departmental correspondence from anybody to everybody, with meetings and committees — in fact he’s just like Willie Nut.

The last of the real ones are passing out. I recall, and have described elsewhere, how a colleague of mine just before I left McGill, rumpling his hands through the fluff that thirty-five years before had been hair, and speaking in the rising bleat that the voice acquires by thirty-five years in the classroom, said to me: ‘My, my! Things change! Thirty-five years ago, when you and I first came, there were a lot of queer old characters among the professors! There are none now! They’re all gone.’

I answered gently, ‘Not yet, not all,’ and he went shambling off down the corridor, his head wobbling like a mantelpiece ornament.

WHICH WAS IT?

I once had occasion to send a cable to a student whose name was Bye and who had gone with a scholarship to Jesus College, Cambridge. I called up one of our Canadian Companies by telephone and I said, ‘I want to send a cable.’ An even, polite voice said, ‘Yes, will you please dictate it?’ I began very clearly and firmly, ‘Bye, Jesus.’ A voice came back short and indignant, ‘What’s that?’ I repeated, ‘Bye, Jesus.’ There was silence for a time and then a man’s voice said: ‘What’s this message you’re proposing to send? How does it begin?’ I said a little angrily, ‘It begins, “Bye, Jesus.” ’ ‘Does it?’ he said. ‘Well, profanity doesn’t go over these wires.’

So I called up the other company, and a voice even softer and more melodious than the first one answered. ‘I want to send a cable,’ I said. ‘Yes, will you please dictate it.’ I began, ‘Bye, Jesus,’ then I paused. ‘Yes,’ said the soft voice encouragingly, ‘By Jesus’ — and waited for me to go on. ‘You don’t mind taking that as a message?’ I asked. ‘Oh, no,’ she answered. ‘We get lots of that round our head office.’

But I’m not saying which company it was. Anyway it was years and years ago.


III. WHAT I DON’T KNOW ABOUT THE DRAMA

[image: img117.jpg]

(WITH GRATEFUL RECOGNITION of the indulgence of the various Dramatic Clubs who have heard me explain it.)

I am to talk to-night on the subject: What I Don’t Know About the Drama. The Chairman has just wittily described this as a very wide subject. I had intended to use this joke myself if the Chairman hadn’t got so smart about it. As a matter of fact he had a look at my notes before we came to the platform and I explained this one to him, and when he got it as best he could, he said it was quite funny and said he must remember it. He did.

However, let that pass. Let me first, before giving you my personal views on the drama, explain very briefly my qualifications for the task. I am what may be described as a finished actor — finished about twenty years ago. And my long and varied experience on the stage, before being finally persuaded to leave it, has served me as a background of practical knowledge as a dramatist or playwright.

I don’t mean to imply that I have ever acted in any of the great Metropolitan centres. I never have. I have never even acted in my home city of Montreal. But I have acted in Verdun, the suburb where the Provincial Asylum is. The inmates were wild over my work. They wanted me to stay. They saw no reason why I shouldn’t.

Nor have I ever acted in Boston. But I have acted just outside of it, in Chelsea, where the police limits end. In fact, generally speaking, wherever the police limits end, I begin.

A lot of my earlier work was done with a touring company, one of a chain of companies acting in that grand old drama Uncle Tom’s Cabin. I am sure you all know it so well that I needn’t describe the plot to you. In any case I couldn’t; I wasn’t part of the plot. My work was in the great climax scene, where the fugitive slave girl, Eliza, her unborn babe in her arms, is fleeing across the Ohio — leaping from one ice floe to another in the swollen flood of the river. That’s where I acted — I was a chunk of ice in the Ohio, the third one from the Kentucky side, working under a blue curtain.

I put my heart into it. I said to myself: ‘If I am to be ice, I’ll be the most dangerous ice in the river. If Eliza puts her foot on me, up she goes!’ Well, I worked away conscientiously night after night until it happened one night the general manager of our chain of companies was down front. And he saw my work and he said: ‘Who is that ice? The third from Kentucky?’ And they told him, and he sent for me and he said: ‘Look, I’ve seen your work. You’re too good for ice. How would you like to be First Bloodhound!’

That was my first big move up. And after that I had a number of parts, not exactly character parts in the different plays, but what you might call ‘Key-parts,’ the ones you see written in the stage directions. I have been A voice is heard without, and A bell rings, and I’ve been a Groan, and an Explosion, and a Fairy, and, of course, Thunder and Lightning ever so many times. And I’ve been in Shakespeare as a Tucket — you know how it says: Enter the Duke of Burgundy with a Tucket — and I’ve been a Link — Enter the Duke of Gloucester with a Link — and a Hobo — Enter Belgium with Hoboes. I am afraid my language is getting technical, but I won’t apologize as I know that the members of your club are themselves technicians.

From those earlier experiences I moved along into what has always been to me a favourite field, the old-fashioned melodrama. The play I was in was one of those typical melodramas of the New England coast, called Cast up by the Sea, or Thrown up by the Waves, or something like that — anyway one of those Foam and Storm plays of the New England seaside that used to be so popular. There was a lighthouse in it, and the lighthouse keeper was a farmer, and his daughter Liz had run away with a young man, a sea captain, and gone to sea, months before; and this night, when the play reaches its height in the third act, there’s a great storm raging, and Liz and her husband, on their ship (He’s captain of it), are going to be wrecked right there beside the lighthouse.

It’s a wild night in the third act. There’s a group of fisherman-farmers all in oilskins down on the shore looking out to sea. One points and says, ‘There’s lightning in yon cloud!’ There wasn’t. It was me. The speech was my cue for the first lightning. After that I gave it to them at three-minute intervals.

At that minute there comes a shout from the clustered fishermen on the Fore Shore.

‘A ship! A ship! There’s a vessel out on the reef. See! Look!’

They run up and down, pointing and shouting. And far out on the waves, lit for a moment by a flash of lightning, the audience sees a dismasted schooner (She’s made of cardboard) out beside the breakers on the reef.

 

Then in a vivid flash of lightning, a double charge, they get a full view of the ship out on the rocks (It was white cardboard and showed up well) and they recognize it and all begin to shout, ‘It’s the Good Hope.’ You see that was the schooner that Liz ran away in with her husband, the captain of it.

Then someone shouts: ‘She’s struck the reef. She’s breaking. They’re lowering the boat. Look! Look! There’s a woman in the boat!’

They all have to keep terribly excited and run up and down and get in the road of the wind, as I made it — there wasn’t enough for everybody unless they kept moving.

Then they shout: ‘Fetch Hiram Haycroft! There’s only him can pilot the lifeboat to the reef!’

Then someone else says: ‘He’s at the light! He can’t leave the light!’ And a lot of them yell, ‘He must leave the light!’

And at that minute Haycroft’s wife, Liz’s mother, lets a shriek out of her: ‘It’s Liz! It’s Liz!’ And the crowd yell, ‘Now he must come,’ and rush in a mass for the door leading up to the lighthouse. And just as they do it, you see the boat and Liz vanishing in white foam from a calcium light on the reef. . . .

Then came a sudden change of scene — all done in three minutes, from the shore to Lighthouse Tower. It was what used to be called a ‘transformation scene.’ It involved an eclipse of darkness punctured by little gas jets, and a terrible thumping and bumping with an undertone of curses. You could hear a voice in the darkness say quite distinctly, ‘Get that blank blank drop over there,’ and you could see black figures running round in the transformation. Then there came an awful crash and a vision of a back curtain sliding down amongst the dark men. The lights flicked up again and all the audience broke into applause at the final wonder of it.

Look! It’s the lighthouse tower with the big lights burning and the storm howling outside. How bright and clear it is here inside the tower, with its great windows looking out over the storm, sixty feet above the sea.

He stands beside the lights, trimming the lamps, calm and steady at his task. The storm is all about him, but inside the lighthouse tower all is bright and still. Hiram peers a moment from the lighthouse window. He opens the little door and steps out on the iron platform high above the sea. The wind roars about him and the crest of the driven water leaps to his very feet. I threw it. He comes in, closing the door quietly and firmly behind him and turns again to his light.

‘God help all poor souls at sea to-night,’ he says. That was my cue to throw a bucketful right at him.

And then with a rush and clatter of feet they burst in upon him, the group of fishermen, Martha his wife, crowding into the lighthouse tower and standing on the stairs.

‘Quick, Hiram, you must come! There’s been a wreck. Look, there’s a boat going on the reef. The men are ready in the lifeboat. You must steer her through. It’s life or death. There’s not a moment to lose.’

Hiram looks for a moment at the excited crowd and then turns quietly to his task.

‘My place is here,’ he says.

There is a moment’s hush. Martha rushes to him and clutches him by the coat.

‘Hiram, they haven’t told you. The schooner that was wrecked to-night is the Good Hope.’

Hiram staggers back against the wall.

‘And the boat that’s drifting on the reef, it’s Liz, it’s our daughter.’

Hiram stands grasping the rail along the wall. He speaks panting with agitation, but firm:

‘Martha — I’m sworn to tend the light. If the light fails, God knows what it means to the ships at sea. If my child is lost, it is God’s will — but — my place is here.’

And he turns back to the light.

 

That was the signal for a double flash of lightning, two cylinders of thunder, and a bucket right at him.

That’s the kind of climax we used to love to have in the old Melodrama — everything apparently hopelessly lost and then sudden salvation.

Martha, the farmer’s wife, points to a great coil of rope which her quick intelligence has perceived hanging on the wall of the tower. As a matter of fact it was so big and so obvious that even the people in the gallery seats had noticed it right away.

‘The rope!’ she says. ‘The rope!’

Hiram turns.

‘You’re right,’ he says. ‘There’s that one chance.’ With a fisherman’s quickness of hand he ties a bowline knot at the end of the rope. Then he throws open the door and slips out on to the iron platform in the great roar of wind and sea — that needed two of us, one for the wind, one for the sea.

The audience see the long rope go hissing out into the night air, and when Hiram hauls it up again what do you think is on the end of it? — Liz!

Her husband drowned? Oh, no, he got him on the next throw and some of their valises but not all of them. And the play ended in a flood of happy reconciliations, with the storm all gone (I shut it right off after the second valise) and sunrise — the dawn of a new life — just appearing in the west, where the sun had set earlier in the act.

So that was the good old Melodrama of forty years ago, when some of us were forty years younger than we are now. We still look back to it with affection. Let me try to contrast it with the High Brow Drama of to-day. Forty years ago the theatre was carried on by straight hand-to-hand acting. The actors were well-armed, determined people and they fought the play through. Of course, they took their lives in their hands; they were liable to be drowned, shot, or blown up anywhere in Act II, III, or IV. It always seemed a miracle that they were still alive in Act V, with the dead body of the villain smoking on the floor, the missing will found, and the heroine clasped in the hero’s arms, which went once and a half around her.

This used to be called Melodrama and it was played, at its best, at ten-twenty-thirty cents. Any lift in the price put a false polish on it and spoiled it.

They say that the old Melodrama is still there if you know where to find it. But for most of us, whether we like it or not, its place is being taken by the new High Brow Drama. These two dramas, the High Brow and the Melo, are wide apart. The new High Brow is not exactly played in the theatres. At least it is ‘given’ in Little Theatres, Repertory Theatres, Community Theatres, College Auditoriums, and places like that.

The old Melodrama needed nothing but lots of sawdust, chewing tobacco, and bright open gas lights. It didn’t even need fire escapes. If the audience got burned, that was too bad, but there were lots more.

The new High Brow is played among soft lights, huge ferns, heavy curtains, dim corridors, and attendants with dark lanterns.

The old Melo was played for money, just straight-out money. It had no artistic purpose whatsoever; any of the actors was ready for murder or suicide or infanticide — ready, in fact, for anything, for money.

But the new High Brow Drama is not put on for money. It is done in connection with town-planning, park-making, slum-killing, children’s welfare, and maternity hospitals. The people who play it don’t care about money; the people who write it are too artistic to think of money.

That’s why the prices are what they are — not the old ten-twenty-thirty (infants in arms free), but seats at one-dollar-fifty, two-dollars and two-fifty. In fact you had better pay two-fifty and be done with it. You see you have to go; either your daughter is acting in it, or your friend’s sister wrote it, or your son-in-law staged it. All the town is caught in the same net. So there you are in your two-fifty seat in your local Community Repertory Theatre, waiting for it to begin. Don’t hurry it. It will start in an hour or so. The old Melo began on time; because the actors had their supper at the hotel at six o’clock and had nowhere else to go. But the new Repertory Community takes a lot of starting.

But even when it does start, somehow there seems something wrong with it, at least for those of us who remember the old Melo of forty years ago. It all seems too — how shall I call it? — too quiet. There’s not enough action to it. The people in it do too much talk — just talk all the time, they never get down to business.

For instance, take the first act. There’s the heroine on the stage with a man. You can’t exactly make out who he is because there’s no decent gas light and you can’t see to read the programme. But it doesn’t matter. All he does and all she does is just talk. In the old play, if the fair heroine was left alone with a man, he was supposed to start something — either tie her by the feet and throw her out the window, or else soak her with chloroform. This got the play off to a good start. But in the new Community-Repertory-Art-for-Art’s-Sake the heroine is perfectly safe. The fellow isn’t man enough to lay a hand on her.

So presently the man goes out and the heroine is left alone. Here again notice the difference. In the Melodrama if the heroine had been left alone in that room she would have started skipping round, looking in every drawer and corner to find a missing will or a document to prove that her mother had been really married. But instead of that she just stays in the room alone, analysing herself. She is, so it seems, trying to realize herself; in fact, she distinctly says that she is trying to reconstruct her life. This leaves the audience very vague as to how she is doing it and what it is that she wants to do.

Now another character comes in. As he enters, for a moment the audience think that something is going to happen. But nothing does. The new man seems to have the same talk-mania as the one who went out. He, too, is working out some ‘problem.’ All the characters in a new Community Park and Playgrounds Theatre play are full of ‘problems’ up to the neck.

Just once in this scene there is a piece of tense thrilling action. The man actually lights a cigarette with a match and smokes it. All the audience hope to heaven he’ll set himself on fire. But he gets away with it. Once again as he goes on talking, talking, talking, another piece of action comes in. The man rings a bell and a butler comes in with cocktails. That’s a dirty one on the audience. They don’t get any.

But the butler is supposed to be one of the great hits of the play. He just comes in and says, ‘Cocktails, sir?’ and goes out again. But he goes out so perfectly, and is so completely gone when he goes, that it is felt to be a fine piece of acting. If the audience of to-day had ever seen a train-wreck in Act III of the old Melo, or ‘road agents’ hold up a stage-coach in the Rocky Mountains in Act IV, they’d know what acting really can reach to.

You see the point of the old play was that things not only happened, but they kept on happening more and more. Finally they reached a terrific climax. The hero, for example, had been shot dead by the train wreckers, who had ridden off with the loot, and the heroine had been tied down across the railway track for the next train to run over her. In fact things looked pretty gloomy. Even a trained audience began to feel uneasy about the situation. Especially so, when they heard the clang of an engine bell and realized that a train was approaching over a long cardboard trestle bridge two miles away, with a twist in it.

The engine comes in sight. You can see the engineer and the fireman leaning out of the cab, but they don’t see the heroine. Then just at that moment the hero — he’s not dead, but he’s fixed up the slings and bandages to show how near dead he must have been — makes a flying leap from the rocks of the embankment into the cab of the locomotive. He grabs the throttle and tears it out by the roots. The speed slackens. The hero dashes forward on to the cowcatcher, leans away ahead with a knife in his hand, severs the heroine’s bonds, and swings her into safety.

The whole theatre rocks with enthusiasm. After that, the killing of the bandits in a mountain cave with nitrogen bombs is simplicity itself. In the cave, after the explosion, are found all the necessary marriage certificates, birth certificates, lost wills and other missing documents. The play only needs a mountain marriage with a comic clergyman to cork it up tight and end it.

Now I don’t see why we couldn’t keep some of these features of the good old ten-twenty-thirty by incorporating them in the modern Little Theatre Play. I admit that we need the Little Community Repertory Maternity Theatre. After all Art is Art, and if we never get on to it, where shall we be? And anyway, town planning is a good thing, and if you don’t support a Maternity Hospital what sort of man are you?

But just as a suggestion, why shouldn’t the characters of the up-to-date talk play do all their analysing and talking as part of the real action in a real play? For example, let the heroine get tied down across the rails and then let her start to analyse herself; then let her try to think things out, to ascertain just how to fit in with her new environment.

While she is at it, let the train come along. Of course I admit that in the High Brow play it mustn’t come fast; they’ve a lot of talking to get through first. We mustn’t break what is called the continuity of it, or, if we do, the artistic harmony all goes to smithereens. So here is the engineer sitting in the cab with the fireman quietly talking about differential freight rates and the difference between cost of service and operating charges. Once perhaps we might let the engineer say, ‘I sometimes ask myself, Wilfrid, what I would do if I ran over a woman.’ That will give the audience a real thrill — as close to it as we dare let them come. After that the engineer will heave a deep sigh and start a game of chess with the fireman.

Now at this juncture without danger of being too crude, or too inartistic, I think we can let the hero quietly enter the cab and sit down on the steam pipes. Let him begin to talk with the engineer about predestination, and whether individual will power is dependent on mass impulse — or not. Now the engineer may say: ‘Speaking of prestidigitation, I have a queer presentiment that I am about to run over a woman. I think I’ll go and look.’

While he is gone the fireman starts a talk, about fire. The engineer comes back and sits down and says gloomily that there is a woman on the track, but that the speed of the train is slackening so fast that it is losing half its remaining velocity with each half minute. They are half as near to the woman as they were half a minute ago, but he reckons that that’s about as near as you can ever say you got to a woman.

With that the curtain falls and the play ends on just that strange note of uncertainty, that perplexing unanswered questioning, that alone makes great drama. The Germans call it, I think, Weltschmerz. I forget what the Turks call it — probably much the same.

 

You will have realized from what I have said about reconstructing the melodrama to turn it into a High Brow play, that I am speaking from experience as a playwright. I don’t say that my plays have been much acted or indeed acted at all. But that is in their favour. They can’t be acted. It is recognized that many of the greatest dramatic works are not acting plays, and indeed hardly even reading plays — they are just plays. Mine are like that.

I remember very distinctly my first success with Melodrama. I took the manuscript to a manager.

‘Where is the first act laid?’ he asked.

‘In a lighthouse,’ I answered.

‘Good, and where is the second laid?’

‘In a madhouse.’

‘Fine, and where have you laid the third act?’

‘In a monkey house.’

‘And the fourth?’

‘In the House of Lords.’

‘First-rate,’ he said, all of it, ‘but you have forgotten to put a condemned cell, and a crypt, and a vault, and London Bridge at midnight.’

‘All right,’ I said. ‘Give it me back: I’ll add four more acts and another set of actors acting in two shifts.’

But in the end they couldn’t use it. They couldn’t cast it — didn’t know where to throw it.

However, it made little difference to me, as I soon was busy in other directions. About that time — it’s away back — there was a great demand for Ibsen plays, plays by Henrik Ibsen, though the people in the country called him Henry Gibson. The demand was so great that Ibsen working alone couldn’t fill it. Some of us had to help him, and so I put together one or two Ibsen plays and allowed them to be acted under his name. Let me just in a few minutes try to give you an idea of one of them, not in the original Norwegian, but in the kind of English that is chopped out of the Norwegian with an axe.

Here is the list of the characters in the play:



	
Slump


	
A builder





	
Vamp


	
His wife





	
Dump


	
A professor of thermodynamics





	
Simp


	
A maidservant





	
Yoop


	
An accountant





	
Scoop


	
His sister





	
Pastor Gymp


	
A pastor





	
Cramp


	
His mother-in-law





	
etc...........etc..............etc.






. . . and as many more with names of that kind, and with occupations of that sort, as there is room for on the page. Some of them may not get into the play at all. But that doesn’t matter. An Ibsen Dramatis Personae is a thing by itself.

 

Scene: A room in Slump’s house. There are flowers on the table.

Slump: What beautiful flowers.

Vamp: Yes, they are fresh this morning.

Slump and Vamp speak one after the other in short turns, like sawing wood with a crosscut saw. But there is no need to indicate which is speaking. It doesn’t matter.

Are they indeed?

Yes, they are.

How sweet they smell.

Yes, don’t they?

I like flowers.

So do I. I think they smell so beautiful.

It’s a beautiful morning.

Yes, the spring will soon be here.

The air is deliciously fresh.

Yes, it is, isn’t it?

I saw a bobolink in the garden.

A bobolink already? Then the summer is soon here.

Soon indeed, the meadows are already green.

I like the green meadows.

Yes, isn’t it?

The angle of the sun is getting high.

I suppose it is. I noticed yesterday that the diameter of the moon was less.

Much less, and the planets are higher than they were. Their orbits are elongating.

I suppose so.

Vamp: How I love the spring!

Slump: So do I. The evaporation of the air closes the pores of my skin.

 

This completes round number one. It is meant to show Norwegian home life, the high standard of education among the Norwegians and, just at the end, the passionate nature of Vamp.

The spring fills her with longings. It also shows where Slump stands. For him the spring merely opens the pores of his skin.

With this understanding we are ready for a little action.

 

A bell rings. Then Simp the maid enters, showing in Dump, a professor of thermodynamics.

Good-morning, Dump. Good-morning, Slump. Good-morning, Vamp. Good-morning, Dump.

Dump: The spring will soon be here.

Vamp: I saw a bobolink in the garden.

Dump: Yes, I saw a wagtail on the thatch of the dovecote.

Slump: Spring is coming.

Dump: It will do my cough good.

Vamp: Yes, you will soon be well.

Dump: Never well. (He coughs again.)

Slump: You think too much. You need pleasure. For me each time I finish a subcontract, I like to take my ease and drink sprott.

Dump: I can’t drink sprott. (He coughs.) I have a mortal disease.

Vamp: Don’t say that.

Dump: In six years I shall be dead.

Slump: Nonsense. Come, drink a glass of sprott.

No.

Have some yip?

No.

Take some pep?

No.

Dump goes and sits down near a window; the others look at him in silence.

 

This completes round two. It is intended to establish the fact that Dump has a mortal disease. There is nothing visibly wrong with Dump except that he looks bilious. But in every Ibsen play it is understood that one of the characters has to have a mortal disease. Dump in the Ibsen drama will die of biliousness and ill-temper in six years. Biliousness and ill temper take the place of Ananke in the Greek tragedy.

 

Slump: Well, I must be about my work. Come, Simp, come and help me get my wallet and my compasses.

Simp: Yes, sir.

Simp and Slump go out. Vamp and Dump are left alone.

Vamp: Come and sit down.

Dump: I don’t want to sit down. I’m too ill to sit down.

Vamp: Here, get into this long chair; let me make you comfortable.

Dump: Why should I be comfortable? I’m too ill to be comfortable. In six years I shall be dead.

Vamp: Oh, no! Don’t say that.

Dump: Yes, I will. The bile is mounting to my oesophagus.

Vamp: Oh, no!

Dump: I say it is. There’s an infiltration into my ducts. My bones are turning into calcareous feldspar.

 

This dialogue is supposed to bring out the full charm of Dump. The more bilious he is the better Vamp likes him. It is a law of the Norwegian drama that the heroines go simply crazy over bilious, disagreeable men with only from six to twenty years to live. This represents the ‘everlasting-mother-soul.’ They go on talking:

 

Vamp: Let me dance for you.

Dump: Yes, yes.

Vamp: Let me dance for you.

Dump: No. Yes, yes. Dance for me.

 

Vamp is evidently smitten with that peculiar access of gaiety that is liable to overcome the heroine of an Ibsen play at any time. She dances about the room singing as she goes:

Was ik en Butterflog

Flog ik dein Broost enswog,

Adjo, mein Hertzenhog,

Adje, Adjö!

Dump (Passionately): More, more, keep on singing. Keep on dancing. It exhilarates my capillary tissue. More, more.

Vamp: Do you love me?

Dump: I do.

Vamp: No, you mustn’t say that. It’s wicked to say that. What put that into your head?

Dump: Dance for me again.

Vamp: No, I mustn’t. Listen. I hear them coming back.

 

Of course after that the denouement is easy; anybody used to an Ibsen play can foresee all the rest. Indeed Ibsen himself guessed it right away and said it was just the way he would have ended it.

But the Ibsen boom ran out and first thing us playwrights knew — I say ‘us playwrights’ because ‘we playwrights’ sounds too conceited — first thing we knew there was a great boom on Napoleonic Plays. They were all done under enigmatic sorts of titles like Plus que Reine, and Moins de Rien, etc. The best one I wrote was called Des Deux Choses l’Une. Here’s a little scene from it that is intended to reproduce the First Empire at its height and to show in particular the extraordinary devotion of Napoleon’s Marshals.

The scene is the Ballroom of the palace of the Tuileries. Standing around are ladies in Directoire dresses, brilliant as rainbows. Up right beside them are the Marshals of France. There is music and a buzz of conversation.

 

Enter Napoleon followed by Talleyrand in black, and two secretaries carrying boxes. There is silence. The Emperor seats himself at a little table. The secretaries place on it two black dispatch boxes.

The Emperor: Marshal Junot.

The Marshal steps forward and salutes.

The Emperor: Marshal, I have heard strange rumours and doubts about your fidelity. I wish to test it. I have here (He opens one of the boxes) a vial of poison. Here — drink it.

Junot: With pleasure, Sire.

Junot drinks the poison and stands to attention.

The Emperor: Go over there and stand beside the Comtesse de la Polissonerie till you die.

Junot (Saluting): With pleasure, Sire.

The Emperor (Turns to another Marshal): Berthier?

Berthier: Here, Sire!

Berthier steps out in front of The Emperor.

The Emperor (Rising): Ha! Ha! Is it you? (He reaches up and pinches Berthier’s ear.) Vieux paquet de linge sale!

Berthier looks delighted. It is amazing what a French Marshal will do for you if you pinch his ear. At least it is a tradition of the stage. In these scenes Napoleon always pinched the Marshals’ ears and called them Vieux paquet de linge sale, etc.

The Emperor turns stern in a moment.

The Emperor: Marshal Berthier!

Berthier: Sire!

The Emperor: Are you devoted to my person?

Berthier: Sire, you have but to put me to the test.

The Emperor: Very well. Here, Marshal Berthier (The Emperor reaches into the box) is a poisoned dog biscuit. Eat it.

Berthier (Saluting): With pleasure, Sire. It is excellent.

The Emperor: Very good, Mon Vieux trait d’union. Now go and talk to the Duchesse de la Rotisserie till you die.

Berthier bows low.

The Emperor: Marshal Lannes! You look pale. Here is a veal chop. It is full of arsenic. Eat it.

Marshal Lannes bows in silence and swallows the chop in one bite.

The Emperor then gave a paquet of prussic acid to Marshal Soult, one pill each to Marshals Ney and Augereau. Then suddenly he rises and stamps his foot.

The Emperor: No. Talleyrand, no! The farce is finished! I can play it no longer. Look, les braves enfants! They have eaten poison for me. Ah, non, mes amis, mon vieux. Reassure yourselves. You are not to die. See, the poison was in the other box.

Talleyrand (Shrugging his shoulders): If your Majesty insists upon spoiling everything.

The Emperor: Yes, yes, those brave fellows could not betray me. Come, Berthier. Come, Junot, come and let us cry together — 

The Emperor and his Marshals all gather in a group, sobbing convulsively and pulling one another’s ears.

 

The Napoleon Plays had a great run. But I never felt that they represented such a high reach of dramatic interest as the Abraham Lincoln Plays. I don’t mean the Civil War plays showing the armies and the fighting and all that. I mean the plays that show Lincoln, isolated in his loneliness, trying to understand the Constitution — and not getting it. I had a little play that I called Forging the Fourteenth Amendment that seemed to me to have wonderful power.

Oh, they couldn’t act it. Impossible. Every manager gave me the same answer, impossible — couldn’t get a hall small enough. But it was good just the same. I put into it Lincoln, Seward, Stanton, Artemus Ward, and the other members of the Cabinet, and here’s how the chief scene goes:

 

(The scene is laid in the Council room of the White House. There are present Abraham Lincoln, Seward, Stanton, Artemus Ward, and the other members of the Cabinet.)

Lincoln (Speaking very gravely): Mr. Secretary, what news have you from the Army of the Potomac?

Stanton: Mr. President, the news is bad. General Halleck has been driven across the Rappahannock, General Pope has been driven across the Roanoke, and General Burnside has been driven across the Pamunkey.

Lincoln (With quiet humour): And has anybody been driven across the Chickahominy?

Stanton: Not yet.

Lincoln: Then it might be worse. Let me tell you a funny story I heard ten years ago.

Seward (With ill-disguised impatience): Mr. President, this is no time for telling stories ten years old.

Lincoln (Wearily): Perhaps not. In that case fetch me the Constitution of the United States.

The Constitution is brought and is spread out on the table, in front of them. They bend over it anxiously.

Lincoln (With deep emotion): What do you make of it?

Stanton: It seems to me, from this, that all men are free and equal.

Seward (Gravely): And that the power of Congress extends to the regulation of commerce between the States, with foreign states, and with Indian Tribes.

Lincoln (Thoughtfully): The price of liberty is eternal vigilance.

[In the printed text of the play there is a note to the effect that Lincoln did not on this particular occasion use this particular phrase. Indeed it was said by someone else on some other occasion. But it is such a good thing for anyone to say on any occasion that it is the highest dramatic art to use it.]

Lincoln (Standing up from the table to his full height and speaking as one who looks into the future): Gentlemen, I am prepared to sacrifice any part of this Constitution to save the whole of it, or to sacrifice the whole of it to save any part of it, but what I will not do is to sacrifice all of it to save none of it.

There is a murmur of applause. But at this very moment, a messenger dashes in.

The Messenger: Mr. President, telegraphic news from the seat of war. General Grant has been pushed over the Chickahominy.

Lincoln: Pushed backward or pushed forward?

The Messenger: Forward.

Lincoln (Gravely): Gentlemen, the Union is safe.

 

But of course all that kind of thing has drifted into the past. The moving pictures have taken over all the big scenic stuff, and the old melodrama is dead. All that is left for the acting stage now is the High Brow Drama as I have described it. Even that has got to be made small, delicate — intimate, that’s the word; I couldn’t think of it — what the French call intime. The French always go us one better. In the intime play there’s a minimum of acting and a maximum of thought, very little speaking, or movement or sound. I’ve worked out a little thing in three brief acts to be used as the final piece of an evening’s entertainment. In the first act the characters don’t speak at all, they just brood. In the second act they are not on the stage at all; it’s empty; the effect is that of utter desolation. In the last act they are all dead. I think it will make quite a hit. Good night.

OMINOUS OUTLOOK

Talking of the Drama, I was once the organizer and chief actor of an amateur company which undertook in a small way to go on tour. In the first village where we were billed to play I went into the barber’s shop to get a shave and gather information.

‘How do you think our company will do here?’ I asked.

The barber paused, with the razor in the air.

‘Might do well,’ he said. ‘This is a good place for shows; there hasn’t been but one company egged out of town all spring.’

‘Egged out?’ I said. The words were new to me and ominous.

‘Yes, sir, egged out.’

‘An immoral sort of show, was it?’

‘Oh, no, but it got round town that the company was just amateurs and not real actors, and so the boys went in and put the eggs to them. Clip your moustache?’


IV. FRENZIED FICTION. FIRST LECTURE. MURDER AT $2.50 A CRIME

[image: img117.jpg]

I PROPOSE TO-NIGHT, ladies and gentlemen, to deal with murder. There are only two subjects that appeal nowadays to the general public, murder and sex; and, for people of culture, sex-murder. Leaving out sex for the minute — if you can — I propose to-night to talk about murder as carried on openly and daily at two dollars and fifty cents a crime.

For me, I admit right away that if I’m going to pay two dollars and fifty cents for a book I want to make sure that there’s going to be at least one murder in it. I always take a look at the book first to see if there’s a chapter headed ‘Finding of the Body.’ And I know that everything is all right when it says, The Body was that of an elderly gentleman, well dressed but upside down. Always, you notice, an ‘elderly gentleman.’ What they have against us, I don’t know. But, you see, if it said that the body was that of a woman — that’s a tragedy. The body was that of a child! — that’s a horror. But the body was that of an elderly gentleman — oh, pshaw! that’s all right. Anyway, he’s had his life — he’s had a good time (it says he’s well dressed) — probably been out on a hoot. (He’s found upside down.) That’s all right! He’s worth more dead than alive.

 

But as a matter of fact, from reading so many of these stories I get to be such an expert that I don’t have to wait for the finding of the body. I can tell just by a glance at the beginning of the book who’s going to be the body. For example, if the scene is laid on this side of the water, say in New York, look for an opening paragraph that runs about like this:

Mr. Phineas Q. Cactus sat in his downtown office in the drowsy hour of a Saturday afternoon. He was alone. Work was done for the day. The clerks were gone. The building, save for the janitor, who lived in the basement, was empty.

Notice that, save for the janitor. Be sure to save him. We’re going to need him later on, to accuse him of the murder.

As he sat thus, gazing in a sort of reverie at the papers on the desk in front of him, his chin resting on his hand, his eyes closed and slumber stole upon him.

Of course! To go to sleep like that in a downtown deserted office is a crazy thing to do in New York — let alone Chicago. Every intelligent reader knows that Mr. Cactus is going to get a crack on the cocoanut. He’s the body.

 

But if you don’t mind my saying so, they get a better setting for this kind of thing in England than they do with us. You need an old country to get a proper atmosphere around murder. The best murders (always of elderly gentlemen) are done in the country at some old country seat — any wealthy elderly gentleman has a seat — called by such a name as the Priory, or the Doggery, or the Chase — that sort of thing.

Try this for example:

Sir Charles Althorpe sat alone in his library at Althorpe Chase. It was late at night. The fire had burned low in the grate. Through the heavily curtained windows no sound came from outside. Save for the maids, who slept in a distant wing, and save for the butler, whose pantry was under the stairs, the Chase, at this time of the year, was empty. As Sir Charles sat thus in his arm-chair, his head gradually sank upon his chest and he dozed off into slumber.

Foolish man! Doesn’t he know that to doze off into slumber in an isolated country house, with the maids in a distant wing, is little short of madness? But do you notice? — Sir Charles! He’s a baronet. That’s the touch to give class to it. And do you notice that we have saved the butler, just as we did the janitor? Of course, he didn’t really kill Sir Charles, but the local police always arrest the butler. And anyway, he’d been seen sharpening a knife on his pants in his pantry and saying, ‘I’ll do for the old Devil yet.’

 

So there is the story away to a good start — Sir Charles’s body found next morning by a ‘terrified’ maid — all maids are terrified — who ‘could scarcely give an intelligent account of what she saw’ — they never can. Then the local police (Inspector Higginbottom of the Hopshire Constabulary) are called in and announce themselves ‘baffled.’ Every time the reader hears that the local police are called in he smiles an indulgent smile and knows they are just there to be baffled.

 

At this point of the story enters the Great Detective, specially sent by or through Scotland Yard. That’s another high-class touch — Scotland Yard. It’s not a Yard, and it’s not in Scotland. Knowing it only from detective fictions I imagine it is a sort of club somewhere near the Thames in London. You meet the Prime Minister and the Archbishop of Canterbury going in and out all the time — but so strictly incognito that you don’t know that it is them, I mean that they are it. And apparently even ‘royalty’ is found ‘closeted’ with heads at the yard— ‘royalty’ being in English a kind of hush-word for things too high up to talk about.

Well, anyway, the Yard sends down the Great Detective, either as an official or as an outsider to whom the Yard appeal when utterly stuck; and he comes down to the Chase, looking for clues.

Here comes in a little technical difficulty in the narration of the story. We want to show what a wonderful man the Great Detective is, and yet he can’t be made tell the story himself. He’s too silent — and too strong. So the method used nowadays is to have a sort of shadow along with him, a companion, a sort of Poor Nut, full of admiration but short on brains. Ever since Conan Doyle started this plan with Sherlock and Watson, all the others have copied it. So the story is told by this secondary person. Taken at his own face value he certainly is a Poor Nut. Witness the way in which his brain breaks down utterly and is set going again by the Great Detective. The scene occurs when the Great Detective begins to observe all the things around the place that were overlooked by Inspector Higginbottom.

‘But how,’ I exclaimed, ‘how in the name of all that is incomprehensible, are you able to aver that the criminal wore rubbers?’

My friend smiled quietly.

‘You observe,’ he said, ‘that patch of fresh mud about ten feet square in front of the door of the house. If you would look, you will see that it has been freshly walked over by a man with rubbers on.’

I looked. The marks of the rubbers were there plain enough — at least a dozen of them.

‘What a fool I was!’ I exclaimed. ‘But at least tell me how you were able to know the length of the criminal’s foot?’

My friend smiled again, his same inscrutable smile.

‘By measuring the print of the rubber,’ he answered quietly, ‘and then subtracting from it the thickness of the material multiplied by two.’

‘Multiplied by two!’ I exclaimed. ‘Why by two?’

‘For the toe and the heel.’

‘Idiot that I am,’ I cried, ‘it all seems so plain when you explain it.’

In other words, the Poor Nut makes an admirable narrator. However much fogged the reader may get, he has at least the comfort of knowing that the Nut is far more fogged than he is. Indeed, the Nut may be said, in a way, to personify the ideal reader, that is to say, the stupidest — the reader who is most completely bamboozled with the mystery, and yet intensely interested.

Such a reader has the support of knowing that the police are entirely ‘baffled’ — that’s always the word for them; that the public are ‘mystified’; that the authorities are ‘alarmed’; the newspapers ‘in the dark’; and the Poor Nut, altogether up a tree. On those terms, the reader can enjoy his own ignorance to the full.

Before the Great Detective gets to work, or, rather, while he is getting to work, the next thing is to give him character, individuality. It’s no use to say that he ‘doesn’t in the least look like a detective.’ Of course not. No detective ever does. But the point is not what he doesn’t look like, but what he does look like.

Well, for one thing, though it’s pretty stale, he can be made extremely thin, in fact ‘cadaverous.’ Why a cadaverous man can solve a mystery better than a fat man it is hard to say; presumably the thinner a man is, the more acute is his mind. At any rate, the old school of writers preferred to have their detectives lean. This, incidentally, gave the detective a face ‘like a hawk,’ the writer not realizing that a hawk is one of the stupidest of animals. A detective with a face like an orang-outang would beat it all to bits.

Indeed, the Great Detective’s face becomes even more important than his body. Here there is absolute unanimity. His face has to be ‘inscrutable.’ Look at it though you will, you can never read it. Contrast it, for example, with the face of Inspector Higginbottom, of the local police force. Here is a face that can look ‘surprised,’ or ‘relieved,’ or, with great ease, ‘completely baffled.’

But the face of the Great Detective knows of no such changes. No wonder the Poor Nut is completely mystified. From the face of the great man you can’t tell whether the cart in which they are driving jolts him or whether the food at the Inn gives him indigestion.

To the Great Detective’s face there used to be added the old-time expedient of not allowing him either to eat or drink. And when it was added that during this same period of about eight days the sleuth never slept, the reader could realize in what fine shape his brain would be for working out his ‘inexorable chain of logic.’

But nowadays this is changed. The Great Detective not only eats, but he eats well. Often he is presented as a connoisseur in food. Thus:

‘Stop a bit.’ Thus speaks the Great Detective to the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom, whom he is dragging round with him as usual. ‘We have half an hour before the train leaves Paddington. Let us have some dinner. I know an Italian restaurant near here where they serve frogs’ legs à la Marengo better than anywhere else in London.’

A few minutes later we were seated at one of the tables of a dingy little eating-place whose signboard with the words ‘Restauranto Italiano’ led me to the deduction that it was an Italian restaurant. I was amazed to observe that my friend was evidently well known in the place, while his order for ‘three glasses of Chianti with two drops of vermicelli in each,’ called for an obsequious bow from the appreciative padrone. I realized that this amazing man knew as much of the finesse of Italian wines as he did of playing the saxophone.

We may go further. In many up-to-date cases the detective not only gets plenty to eat but a liberal allowance of strong drink. One generous British author of to-day is never tired of handing out to the Great Detective and his friends what he calls a ‘stiff whisky and soda.’ At all moments of crisis they get one.

For example, when they find the body of Sir Charles Althorpe, late owner of Althorpe Chase, a terrible sight, lying on the floor of the library, what do they do? They reach at once to the sideboard and pour themselves out a ‘stiff whisky and soda.’ It certainly is a great method.

But in the main we may say that all this stuff about eating and drinking has lost its importance. The Great Detective has to be made exceptional by some other method.

And here is where his music comes in. It transpires — not at once but in the first pause in the story — that this great man not only can solve a crime, but has the most extraordinary aptitude for music, especially for dreamy music of the most difficult kind. As soon as he is left in the Inn room with the Poor Nut, out comes his saxophone and he tunes it up.

‘What were you playing?’ I asked, as my friend at last folded his beloved instrument into its case.

‘Beethoven’s Sonata in Q,’ he answered modestly.

‘Good Heavens!’ I exclaimed.

 

Up to this point the story, any detective story, has been a howling success. The body has been found; they’re all baffled and full of whisky and soda, and everything’s fine! But the only trouble is how to go on with it! You can’t! There’s no way to make crime really interesting except at the start; it’s a pity they have to go on, that they can’t just stay baffled and full, and call it a day.

But now begin the mistakes and the literary fallacies that spoil a crime story. At this point in comes the heroine — the heroine! — who has no real place in a murder story but is just a left-over remnant of the love story. In she comes, Margaret Althorpe, wild and all dishevelled. No wonder she’s wild! Who wouldn’t be? And dishevelled — oh, yes, the best writers always dishevel them up like that. In she comes, almost fainting! What do they do, Inspector Higginbottom and the Great Detective? They shoot a ‘stiff whisky and soda’ into her — and hit one themselves at the same time.

 

And with that, you see, the story drifts off sideways so as to work up a love-interest in the heroine, who has no business in it at all. Making a heroine used to be an easy thing in earlier books when the reading public was small. The author just imagined the kind of girl that he liked himself and let it go at that. Walter Scott, for example, liked them small — size three— ‘sylph-like’ was the term used; in fact, the heroine was just a ‘slip of a girl’ — the slippier the better.

But Margaret Althorpe has to please everybody at once. So the description of her runs like this:

Margaret Althorpe was neither short nor tall.

That means that she looked pretty tall standing up, but when she sat down she was sawed off.

. . . Her complexion neither dark nor fair, and her religion was neither Protestant nor Roman Catholic. She was not a prohibitionist, but never took more than a couple of gins at a time. Her motto was, ‘No, boys, that’s all I can hold.’

That at least is about the spirit of the description. But even at that, description of what is called her ‘person’ is not sufficient by itself. There is the question of her ‘temperament’ as well. Unless a heroine has ‘temperament’ she can’t get by; and temperament consists in undergoing a great many physiological changes in a minimum of time. Here, for example, are the physiological variations undergone by the heroine of a book I read the other day, in what appeared to be a space of seventeen minutes:

A new gladness ran through her.

 

A thrill coursed through her (presumably in the opposite direction).

 

Something woke up within her that had been dead.

 

A great yearning welled up within her.

 

Something seemed to go out from her that was not of her nor to her.

 

Everything sank within her.

That last means, I think, that something had come unhooked.

 

But, you see, by this turn the novel has reached what the diplomats call an impasse, and plainer people simply a cul-de-sac or a ne plus ultra. It can’t get on. They arrested the butler. He didn’t do it. Apparently nobody did it.

In other words, all detective stories reach a point where the reader gets impatient and says to himself: ‘Come, now; somebody murdered Sir Charles! Out with it.’ And the writer has no answer. All the old attempts at an answer suitable for literary purposes have been worn thin. There used to be a simple and easy solution of a crime mystery by finding that the murder was done by a ‘tramp.’ In the old Victorian days the unhappy creature called a tramp had no rights that the white man had to respect, either in fiction or out of it. They’d hang a tramp as unconcernedly as they’d catch a butterfly. And if he belonged to the class called a ‘villainous-looking tramp’ he registered as A1, and his execution (indicated but not described) was part of the happy ending, along with Margaret Althorpe’s marriage to the Poor Nut as a by-product on the side — not, of course, to the Great Detective. Marriage is not for him. He passes on to the next mystery, in which ‘royalty’ itself is deeply concerned.

 

But all the tramp stuff is out of date. With a hundred million people ‘on the dole’ and on ‘relief,’ we daren’t set them to work at murder. We have to get another solution.

Here is one, used for generations, but still going fairly strong. The murderer is found; oh, yes, he’s found all right, and confesses his guilt, but it is only too plain that his physical condition is such that he must soon ‘go before a higher tribunal.’ And that doesn’t mean the Supreme Court.

It seems that at the moment when the Great Detective and Inspector Higginbottom have seized him he has developed a ‘hacking cough.’ This is one of those terrible maladies known only in fiction — like ‘brain fever’ and a ‘broken heart,’ for which all medicine is in vain. Indeed, in this case, as the man starts to make his confession, he can hardly talk for hacks.

‘Well,’ said Garth, looking round at the little group of police officers, ‘the game is up — hack! hack! — and I may as well make a clean breast of it — hack, hack, hack.’

Any trained reader, when he hears these hacks, knows exactly what they are to lead up to. The criminal, robust though he seemed only a chapter ago when he jumped through a three-story window after throttling Sub-Inspector Juggins half to death, is a dying man. He has got one of those terrible diseases known to fiction as a ‘mortal complaint.’ It wouldn’t do to give it an exact name, or somebody might get busy and cure it. The symptoms are a hacking cough and a great mildness of manner, an absence of all profanity, and a tendency to call everybody ‘you gentlemen.’ Those things spell finis.

In fact, all that is needed now is for the Great Detective himself to say, ‘Gentlemen’ (they are all gentlemen at this stage of the story), ‘a higher conviction than any earthly law has, et cetera, et cetera.’ With that, the curtain is dropped, and it is understood that the criminal made his exit the same night.

That’s better, decidedly better. And yet, lacking in cheerfulness, somehow.

In fact, this solution has something a little cowardly about it. It doesn’t face the music.

One more of these futile solutions may be offered. Here’s the way it is done.

The Great Detective stood looking about him, quietly shaking his head. His eye rested a moment on the prostrate body of Sub-Inspector Bradshaw, then turned to scrutinize the neat hole drilled in the glass of the window.

‘I see it all now,’ he murmured. ‘I should have guessed it sooner. There is no doubt whose work this is.’

‘Who is it?’ I asked.

‘Blue Edward,’ he announced quietly.

‘Blue Edward!’ I exclaimed.

‘Blue Edward,’ he repeated.

‘Blue Edward!’ I reiterated, ‘but who, then, is Blue Edward?’

This, of course, is the very question that the reader is wanting to ask. Who on earth is Blue Edward? The question is answered at once by the Great Detective himself.

‘The fact that you have never heard of Blue Edward merely shows the world that you have lived in. As a matter of fact, Blue Edward is the terror of four continents. We have traced him to Shanghai, only to find him in Madagascar. It was he who organized the terrible robbery at Irkutsk in which ten mujiks were blown up with a bottle of Epsom salts.

‘It was Blue Edward who for years held the whole of Philadelphia in abject terror, and kept Oshkosh, Wisconsin, on the jump for even longer. At the head of a gang of criminals that ramifies all over the known globe, equipped with a scientific education that enables him to read and write and use a typewriter with the greatest ease, Blue Edward has practically held the police of the world at bay for years.

‘I suspected his hand in this from the start. From the very outset, certain evidences pointed to the work of Blue Edward.’

After which all the police inspectors and spectators keep shaking their heads and murmuring, ‘Blue Edward, Blue Edward,’ until the reader is sufficiently impressed.

 

The fact is that the writer can’t end the story, not if it is sufficiently complicated in the beginning. No possible ending satisfies the case. Not even the glad news that the heroine sank into the Poor Nut’s arms, never to leave them again, can relieve the situation. Not even the knowledge that they erected a handsome memorial to Sir Charles, or that the Great Detective played the saxophone for a week can quite compensate us.

ALL PRESENT

I remember when I was invited some years ago to go back to the University of Chicago to make a speech, the President, introducing me there in the hall, said, ‘Mr. Leacock is known in the outside world as a humorist, but here in Chicago we know him as the author of the Elements of Political Science.’ There was a very discouraging silence, and I said, when I rose: ‘I understand the readers of my Political Science are here in the hall. If so, will they both stand up?’


V. FRENZIED FICTION. (CONTINUED). SECOND LECTURE. LOVE AT $1.25 A THROB

[image: img117.jpg]

IT IS A very great pleasure to see before me such a large, brilliant, and intellectual audience. I may add that I always open my lectures with that sentence. I have it here written, on the lecture desk, so as not to forget it.

To-night I am to give the second in my lectures on Frenzied Fiction. But I will describe it not exactly as a lecture, but as a causerie. You know the difference. When a lecturer knows what he is talking about, that’s a lecture. When he doesn’t, he calls it a causerie. If I were to speak to-night on solid ground like Ancient Babylon, or the Cave Dwellers of the Colorado Canyon, that would be a lecture, but not anything so light, so volatile, so unseizable as Love — though I assure you I propose to seize it.

I intend therefore in this and the following lecture to trace out love, as seen in fiction, from its simplest and most innocent forms up to those wild unrestrained outbursts of passion which will be the last part of the second lecture. Don’t miss that.

 

But I must begin at the beginning, a hundred years ago. In those days love was simple and idyllic. It was understood then — at least in the better class of society, the only class I lecture of or to — that the expression of love must be restrained, that the attitude of the lover must be that of a humble suppliant at his mistress’s feet. Indeed it was hardly proper for him to pay his court to her in direct form at all — he had to get at her through her father and mother. To send an early rose to her mother or a cauliflower to her father gave the first indication of his awakening feeling. But stop; I can illustrate it for you with great exactness by reading to you a sample of a love letter of a hundred years ago. I found it lying in an old book, still faintly fragrant with the dead rose leaves crushed between the pages. Here it is, a letter of the year 1837 sent by messenger from Mr. Ardent Heartful, The Hall, Notts, England, to Miss Angela Blushanburn, The Shrubberies, Hops, Potts, Shrops, England, begging her acceptance of a fish:

Respected Miss Angela:

With the consent of your honoured father and your esteemed mother, I venture to send to you by the messenger who bears you this, a fish. It has, my respected Miss Angela, for some time been my most ardent desire that I might have the good fortune to present to you as the fruit of my own endeavours, a fish. It was this morning my good fortune to land while angling in the stream that traverses your property with the consent of your father, a fish.

In presenting for your consumption, with your parents’ consent, respected Miss Angela, this fish, may I say that the fate of this fish which will thus have the inestimable privilege of languishing upon your table conveys nothing but envy to one who, while what he feels cannot be spoken, still feels as deeply as should feel, if it does feel, this fish.

With the expression of a perfect esteem for your father and mother, believe me,

Your devoted,

Ardent Heartful.

You will I am sure be glad to know that Mr. Heartful’s suit was apparently successful. By a lucky chance the answer that he received lay preserved in the same book. It reads:

Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn present their compliments to Mr. Ardent Heartful and desire to thank him for the fish which Mr. Heartful has had the kindness to forward to their daughter and which they have greatly enjoyed. Sir Joshua and Lady Blushanburn will be pleased if Mr. Heartful will present himself in person for such further conversation in regard to this fish as connects it with his future intentions.

You see in those days if you gave a fish to a girl, and her parents ate it, that meant marriage.

 

So that was the background on which people first began writing love stories. As a consequence there was brought forth as the earliest type the beautiful old love story, always laid in the country, always in the springtime with the hawthorns in blossom in the lane. In that story as soon as the hero and heroine come together you know that they are destined for one another. Here you see the heroine standing in front of her mother’s cottage in Glammorokshire — the scene is the Welsh border where every name is music. She is standing there swinging her sun-bonnet, and carolling a song to herself. This shows how simple she is — probably the simplest girl south of Aberystwyth, which is saying a lot. And who is this manly young figure in a Norfolk jacket who, or which, comes striding down the road? This — this is young Lord Ronald, heir to the widest estates in Glammorokshire — probably three hundred yards wide. And just as soon as young Lord Ronald comes to the cottage and stops and asks the girl for a drink, which she brings pure as crystal from the well, you know that they are destined for one another. It doesn’t matter that he is of noble birth and that she is lowly born; the fact that he has an upper berth and she has a lower makes no difference. Nor does it matter even when Lord Ronald’s uncle and guardian, the Old Earl, hears of it and says, ‘Boy! if you persist in this insensate folly, I disinherit you.’ Young Lord Ronald draws himself up — by his suspenders — with all the pride of his race, and says, ‘If you do, I will work.’ The reader always felt a terrible shock at this, and thought, ‘Good Heavens! he’s going to work!’ In 1837 the notion that a young Lord Ronald might actually work seemed sacrilege. In 1937, with millions of people on relief, if young Lord Ronald said, ‘I will work,’ the Old Earl would just say with a nasty sneer, ‘At what?’

But of course in the early love story Lord Ronald doesn’t really get to work. Something else happens, some lucky chance. His guardian, for example, is killed in the hunting field, an aristocratic death that leaves no trace, and young Lord Ronald succeeds to the estate as Lord Glammorok and the two lovers are married. And it turns out that after all she, too, is of high birth, Welsh but high. She is a descendant of Ap Morgan Yap Tudor, who murdered Edward the Second, and of a long line of murderers on her mother’s side. So they are married in the little church down the lane, and the bells ring, and Lord Ronald gives the ringers ten cents each, and the villagers shout and dance, and each gets an orange and a beef sandwich — in short one of those grand old pride-of-England feudal weddings of the aristocracy.

 

That’s the good old story. We have read it for generations, and some of us are reading it still. But many people, after the same story had been written and read about fifty years, began to find it just a little — how should I say? — tame. The hero and heroine seemed a little too sloppy.

So then came in — in the days when such people as Rider Haggard and Marion Crawford and Archibald Gunter were writing — a new kind of hero. This was the out-of-doors man, all boots and courage, riding around in the pampas among the pumas, or shooting through the sumacs of the Savannahs. In short, he was found anywhere under what he called ‘God’s Sky,’ which excluded New York, Chicago, and Paris.

This open-air hero had his counterpart in an open-air heroine — a girl in a short kilt effect, with a sombrero hat, and a pistol in her belt a foot long.

These two had wild adventures together, which were always related by the hero so that he could blow hard about himself. Here they are in a typical scene:

We are on the summit of the Rocky Mountains, Miss Middleton and I.

Now you might think that a rather improper place for them to be — in 1887 — without any chaperon within a hundred miles. But if there is any irregularity, it is made all right by the chivalrous way in which the hero always acts towards the girl. For instance, although we get to know that her name is Kate, he always calls her scrupulously ‘Miss Middleton.’ Any man who will call a girl ‘Miss Middleton’ on the summit of the Rocky Mountains is certainly a man of restraint.

Each night (he says) I buckled the dear girl into the little leather tent we carried. ‘Good-night, Miss Middleton,’ I said.

Then he goes out and sleeps on a clump of cactus.

So that’s all right for propriety.

We are on the summit of the Rocky Mountains, Miss Middleton and I. We are being pursued by a band of Apache Indians. We can hear their ferocious yells as they gallop after us. In front of us falls a precipitous cliff, two hundred feet down to the plain below. Our only possibility of safety, can I get Miss Middleton down that cliff?

Can he do it? Just watch him.

With my eye I measured the fearsome descent.

You observe that. He’s a man of resource. He had no tape or string to measure it, so he just took out his eye and held it over.

Then hastily I unwound from my body the two hundred feet of buskskin line that I carried about me.

You observe that? Apparently he’s been carrying that line wound round him under his chemise ever since they left Omaha.

‘Hold fast to the line, Miss Middleton’ I said, as I braced my foot against a projecting rock.

The noble girl seized the knotted end of the buckskin line. ‘All right, Mr. Smith,’ she said with quiet confidence. ‘I will.’

I braced myself for the effort. My muscles, like tempered steel, responded to the strain. I lowered a hundred feet of the line. I could already hear the voice of Kate far down the cliff.

‘Don’t let go the line, Miss Middleton,’ I called.

Now wasn’t that an admirable piece of advice? To a girl a hundred feet down from the top of a cliff and still a hundred to go to get to the bottom! ‘Don’t let go the line!’ No, I guess not.

The girl’s clear voice came floating up from below. ‘All right, Mr. Smith, I won’t.’

So Miss Middleton is safely lowered to the foot of the cliff.

Hastily I threw after her the tent, the pots and the pans, kicked the horses over, and then jumped down. The Indians, with yells of baffled rage (That’s their other set of yells) ride off in retreat. (They won’t jump two hundred feet those Indians — about 190 is their limit.)

 

Then follows, after they are saved, the long ride, day after day, over the prairies on their journey back to civilization, at the end of which they must part. And as they ride thus over the whispering grass — and goodness knows what it whispered — not a word of love escaped his lips — not a word. You know that of course he loves her — oh, yes, there was something in the way he held her over that cliff that showed it. There are two ways of holding a girl on a rope over a cliff. If you don’t love her, you just let her dangle; you hitch the rope round a rock and take your breath and light a cigarette. But if you love her, she can tell it by your pants; she can hear them all the way down. So of course he loves her, but he just won’t say so. That was felt to mean great strength in 1887.

Each night (he says) I buckled the dear girl into the little leather tent as tenderly as had she been my sister.

You know the tender way you buckle your sister into a tent — with a couple of quick hitches.

So they ride on like this, day by day, and he never speaks till the reader gets worried about it and thinks, Is he going to take that girl all the way back to Omaha and never say a word?’

Not till right at the end. They have reached the little railway depot at the railhead, where their sweet companionship must end. Then at last he speaks.

‘Kate,’ I said, as I held the noble girl’s gloved hand in mine a moment. She looked me in the face with the full, frank, fearless gaze of a sister.

‘Yes?’ she answered.

‘Kate,’ I repeated, ‘do you know what I was thinking of when I held the line while you were half-way down the cliff?’

‘No,’ she murmured, while a flush suffused her cheek.

‘I was thinking, Kate,’ I said, ‘that if the rope broke I should be very sorry.’

‘Edward!’ she exclaimed.

I clasped her in my arms.

‘Shall I make a confession?’ said Kate, looking up timidly, half an hour later, as I tenderly unclasped the noble girl from my encircling arms. . . . ‘I was thinking the same thing too.’

 

But somehow that type of story, with the Open-Air Hero and Heroine, wore just as thin as Young Lord Ronald and the Cottage Girl. It was found — about the time when this present century was young — that for a real love story two people are not enough. You need three.

A love story confined to two people is too slow, and runs inevitably to a happy ending. But get in a third person — and then you start something.

 

I can illustrate it for you by giving you some extracts from a story I once wrote developing this theme of the eternal triangle. I may without immodesty say that this story was written for the Ten Thousand Dollar Pulitzer Prize offered that year. It didn’t get it.

 

The hero is a young Englishman of high family, Vere de Lancy, who conceals his identity by travelling under the assumed name of Lancy de Vere. The story opens in mid-Atlantic on board the steamship Gloritania, on which de Vere is travelling to America, his purpose being to write a book on the United States, dealing especially with the psychology of the millionaire classes. On the boat he has met a girl of marvellous beauty and mystery. Here the story can speak for itself.

Somehow as they sat together on the deck of the great steamer in the afterglow of the sunken sun, listening to the throbbing of the propeller (a rare sound which neither of them of course had ever heard before), Vere felt that he must speak to her. Something of the mystery of the girl fascinated him. What was she doing here alone, with no one but her mother and her maid, on the bosom of the Atlantic? Why was she here? Why was she not somewhere else? The thing pulled, perplexed him. It would not let him alone. It fastened upon his brain. Somehow he felt that, if he tried to drive it away, it might nip him in the ankle.

In the end he spoke.

‘And you, too,’ he said, leaning over her deck-chair, ‘are going to America?’

He had suspected this ever since the boat left Liverpool. Now at length he framed his growing conviction into words.

‘Yes,’ she assented, and then timidly, ‘It is three thousand, two hundred and thirteen miles wide, is it not?’

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘and seventeen hundred and eighty-one miles deep! It reaches from the forty-ninth parallel to the Gulf of Mexico.’

‘Oh,’ cried the girl, ‘what a vivid picture! I seem to see it.’

‘Its major axis,’ he went on, his voice sinking almost to a caress, ’is formed by the Rocky Mountains, which are practically a prolongation of the Cordilleran Range. It is drained,’ he continued — 

‘How splendid!’ said the girl.

‘Yes, is it not? It is drained by the Mississippi, by the St. Lawrence, and — dare I say it? — by the Upper Colorado.’

Somehow his hand had found hers in the half gloaming, but she did not check him.

‘Go on,’ she said very simply. ‘I think I ought to hear it.’

‘The great central plain of the interior,’ he continued, ’is formed by a vast alluvial deposit carried down as silt by the Mississippi. East of this range of the Alleghanies, nowhere more than eight thousand feet in height, forms a secondary or subordinate axis from which the watershed falls to the Atlantic.’

He was speaking very quietly but earnestly. No man had ever spoken to her like this before.

‘What a wonderful picture!’ she murmured half to herself, half aloud, and half not aloud, and half not to herself.

‘Through the whole of it,’ Vere went on, ‘there run railways, most of them from east to west, though a few run from west to east. The Pennsylvania system alone has twenty-one thousand miles of track.’

‘Twenty-one thousand miles,’ she repeated. Already she felt her will strangely subordinate to his.

He was holding her hand firmly clasped in his and looking into her face.

‘Dare I tell you,’ he whispered, ‘how many employés it has?’

The girl turned and faced him.

‘Don’t,’ she said. ‘I can’t bear it. Some other time, perhaps, but not now.’

 

De Vere lands in New York and loses track, in the Customs House, of the mysterious girl. In vain he searches every face he sees — about a million a day. He has, in his intense interest, almost lost track of the purpose of his visit, to meet a typical American millionaire and either study him psychologically or borrow his money. Then suddenly, mysteriously, unexpectedly, a note is handed to Vere by the Third Assistant Head Waiter of his hotel. It is addressed in a lady’s hand. He tears it open. It contains only the written words, ‘Call on Mr. J. Superman Overgold. He is a multimillionaire. He expects you.’

To leap into a taxi (from the third story of the hotel) was the work of a moment. To drive to the office of Mr. Overgold was less. The portion of the novel which follows is perhaps the most notable part of it. It is this part of the chapter which the Hibbert Journal declared to be the best piece of psychological analysis that appeared in any novel of the season. I reproduce it here.

‘Exactly, exactly,’ said Vere, writing rapidly in his notebook, as he sat in one of the deep leather armchairs of the luxurious office of Mr. Overgold. ‘So you sometimes feel as if the whole thing were not worth while?’

‘I do,’ said Mr. Overgold. ‘I can’t help asking myself what it all means. Is life, after all, merely a series of immaterial phenomena, self-developing and based solely on sensation and reaction, or it is something else?’

He paused for a moment to sign a cheque for $10,000 and throw it out of the window, and then went on, speaking still with the terse brevity of a man of business.

‘Is sensation everywhere or is there perception too? On what grounds, if any, may the hypothesis of a self-explanatory consciousness be rejected? In how far are we warranted in supposing that innate ideas are inconsistent with pure materialism? But come,’ he continued, ‘I fear I am sadly lacking in the duties of international hospitality. I am forgetting what I owe to Anglo-American courtesy. I am neglecting the new obligations of our common Indo-Chinese policy. My motor is at the door. Pray let me take you to my house to lunch.’

Vere assented readily, telephoned to the hotel not to keep lunch waiting for him, and in a moment was speeding up the magnificent Riverside Drive towards Mr. Overgold’s home. On the way Mr. Overgold pointed out various objects of interest — Grant’s tomb, Lincoln’s tomb, Edgar Allan Poe’s grave, the ticket office of the New York Subway, and various other points of historic importance.

On arriving at the house, Vere was ushered up a flight of broad marble steps to a hall fitted on every side with almost priceless objets d’art and others, ushered to the cloak-room and out of it, butlered into the lunch-room and foot-manned to a chair.

As they entered, a lady already seated at the table turned to meet them.

One glance was enough — plenty.

It was she — the object of Vere’s impassioned quest. A rich lunch-gown was girdled about her with a twelve-o’clock band of pearls.

She reached out her hand, smiling.

‘Dorothea,’ said the multimillionaire, ‘this is Mr. de Vere. Mr. de Vere — my wife.’

They stood looking at one another.

‘So you didn’t know,’ she murmured.

In a flash Vere realized that she hadn’t known that he didn’t know and knew now that he knew.

He found no words.

The situation was a tense one. Nothing but the woman’s innate tact could save it. Dorothea Overgold rose to it with the dignity of a queen.

She turned to her husband.

‘Take your soup over to the window,’ she said, ‘and eat it there.’

The millionaire took his soup to the window and sat beneath a little palm tree, eating it.

‘You didn’t know,’ she repeated.

‘No,’ said Vere. ‘How could I?’

‘And yet,’ she went on, ‘you loved me although you didn’t know that I was married?’

‘Yes,’ answered Vere simply. ‘I loved you, in spite of it.’

‘How splendid!’ she said.

There was a moment’s silence. Mr. Overgold had returned to the table, the empty plate in his hand. His wife turned to him again with the same unfailing tact.

‘Take your asparagus to the billiard-room,’ she said, ‘and eat it there.’

‘Does he know, too?’ asked Vere.

‘Mr. Overgold?’ she said carelessly. ‘I suppose he does. Et après, mon ami?’

French? Another mystery! Where and how had she learned it? Vere asked himself. Not in France, certainly.

‘I fear that you are very young, amico mio,’ Dorothea went on carelessly. ‘After all, what is there wrong in it, piccolo pochito? To a man’s mind perhaps — but to a woman, love is love.’

She beckoned to the butler.

‘Take Mr. Overgold a cutlet to the music-room,’ she said, ‘and give him his Gorgonzola on the inkstand in the library.’

‘And now,’ she went on, in that caressing way which seemed so natural to her, ‘don’t let us think about it any more! After all, what is, is, isn’t it?’

‘I suppose it is,’ said Vere, half-convinced in spite of himself.

‘Or at any rate,’ said Dorothea, ‘nothing can at the same time both be and not be. But come,’ she broke off, gaily dipping a macaroon in a glass of crème de menthe and offering it to him with a pretty gesture of camaraderie, ‘don’t let’s be gloomy any more. I want to take you with me to the matinée.’

‘Is he coming?’ asked Vere, pointing to Mr. Overgold’s empty chair.

‘Silly boy,’ laughed Dorothea. ‘Of course John is coming. You surely don’t want to buy the tickets yourself.’

 

The days that followed brought a strange new life to Vere.

Dorothea was ever at his side. At every theatre, at the polo ground, in the park, everywhere they were together. And with them was Mr. Overgold.

Of course that kind of thing could only have one ending. Carried further and further in their love, De Vere and Dorothea end by eloping together. As a final idea they take Mr. Overgold with them, so that he can go on signing the cheques.

 

At a little before midnight on the next night, two motors filled with muffled human beings might have been perceived, or seen, moving noiselessly from Riverside Drive to the steamer wharf where lay the Gloritania.

A night of intense darkness enveloped the Hudson. Outside the inside of the dockside a dense fog wrapped the Statue of Liberty. Beside the steamer customs officers and deportation officials moved silently to and fro in long black cloaks, carrying little deportation lanterns in their hands.

To these Mr. Overgold presented in silence his deportation certificates, granting his party permission to leave the United States under the imbecility clause of the Interstate Commerce Act.

Thus they passed out and the night swallowed them up.

THE TIME THAT DOESN’T FLY

‘Have you been in the penitentiary yet?’ the Chairman of one of my lectures asked me; with great animation.

‘Not yet,’ I answered.

‘You ought to go,’ he said.

Then I realized what he meant — ought to go out and lecture there.

‘I’ve lectured to them,’ he said; ‘you’ll find them a great audience in one way. You have a pleasant feeling that you’re not trespassing on their time.’


VI. FRENZIED FICTION. (CONTINUED). THIRD LECTURE. PASSION AT 25 CENTS A GASP

[image: img117.jpg]

THE LECTURE THAT I am to give to-night is practically a continuation of the one given last night on Love. As a matter of fact, it’s the same lecture. I hadn’t finished. I paused a moment to think of what to say next and the audience rose on me and left.

But in any case there is a natural change of topic at the point we had reached. We change from love to passion. The distinction between the two is what I propose to make clear to you to-night. The first big, broad difference is that love, being sold by the bookful, costs a dollar twenty-five a volume, or, if combined with murder, comes as high as two fifty. Passion, which is sold in monthly instalments, is much cheaper, costing as a rule only twenty-five cents an instalment. On the other hand, if you spend your money on a book of love, you always have at least the book. Passion in paper covers by the month is thrown away and forgotten. There is such a depth of meaning in that comparison that some of the older people here won’t get it. But all the young people see it in a flash.

Let me further explain the difference between love and passion in the literary sense, that is the difference in the art of presentation that conveys the one or the other. Passion, as distinct from love, demands a new vocabulary — more intense, more colourful — crude and glaring as the sun on the African desert, with great splashes of yellow ochre and black shadow. It must be strung to a tense key, to the breaking point. In fact — well, let me illustrate it from a brief scene of a novel of exotic passion:

His voice as he turned towards her was taut as a tie-line.

‘You don’t love me!’ he hoarsed, thick with agony.

She had angled into a seat and sat sensing-rather-than-seeing him.

For a time she silenced. Then presently, as he still stood and enveloped her:

‘Don’t!’ she thinned, her voice fining to a thread.

‘Answer me’ he gloomed, still gazing into-and-through her.

She half-heard, half-didn’t-hear him.

Night was falling about them as they sat thus beside the river. A molten afterglow of iridescent saffron shot with incandescent carmine lit up the waters of the Hudson till they glowed like electrified uranium.

For a while they both sat silent — looming.

‘It had to be’ she glumped.

‘Why, why?’ he barked. ‘Why should it have had to have been or (more hopefully) even be to be? Surely you don’t mean because of money?’

She shuddered into herself.

The thing seemed to sting her (it hadn’t really).

‘Money!’ she almost-but-not-quite-moaned. ‘You might have spared me that!’

He sank down and grassed.

 

And after they had sat thus for another half-hour grassing and growling and angling and sensing one another, it turned out that all that he was trying to say was to ask if she would marry him.

And of course she said ‘Yes.’

 

Another distinction is that the novel of passion, as opposed to the love story, is not afraid of plain speaking, of straight-out physiological details which the earlier novels dared not introduce. After all, why not be frank about everything? If human beings are, after all, just animals, or in a sense even just chemical and physical machines, why not be bold enough to describe things as they are? Let me quote as illustration an extra from a story which I wrote in collaboration with the late Emile Zola, and with a certain assistance to each of us from Huxley’s Elements of Physiology and Sadler’s Diseases of the Dog.

The passage describes the meeting of two lovers — what used to be called in old-fashioned language a lovers’ ‘tryst.’ The modern term is a ‘get-together.’

Philip Heatherhead — or let us just call him Physiological Philip — as he strolled down the lane in the glory of early June, presented a splendid picture of young manhood. By this we mean that his bony framework was longer than the average and that instead of walking with a forward slant like an ape he stood erect with his skull balanced on his spinal column in a way rarely excelled even in a museum. The young man appeared in the full glory of perfect health: or shall we say, to be more exact, that his temperature was 98, his respiration normal, his skin entirely free from mange, erysipelas and prickly heat.

 

At a turn of the path Philip suddenly became aware of a young girl advancing to meet him. Her spinal column, though shorter than his, was elongated and erect, and Philip saw at once that she was not a chimpanzee. She wore no hat and the thick capillary growth which covered her cranium waved in the sunlight and fell low over her eye-sockets.

 

They met, and their hands instinctively clasped, by an interadjustment of the bones known only in mankind and the higher apes, but not seen in the dog.

 

Philip found words first. He naturally would, owing to the fact that in the male, as Darwin first noticed, the control of the nerve ganglions is more rigid than in the female.

‘I’m so glad you’ve come,’ he said. The words were simple (indeed he could hardly have made them simpler unless by inserting that preposition ‘that’ and restoring the auxiliary from its abbreviated form). But, simple as they were, they thrilled the young girl to the heart — obviously by setting up the form of nerve disturbance which Huxley has so admirably described in his discussion of the effect of external stimuli on the decomposition of food.

‘I couldn’t stay away,’ she murmured.

Philip drew the girl’s form towards him till he had it close to his own form, and parallel to it, both remaining perpendicular, and then, bending the upper vertebrae of his spinal column forwards and sideways, he introduced his face into a close proximity with hers. In this attitude, difficult to sustain for a prolonged period, he brought his upper and lower lips together, protruded them forward, and placed them softly against hers in a movement seen also in the orang-outang, but never in the hippopotamus.

 

Just let me give you one more technical illustration of the difference between the language of love and that of passion. Take the case of love letters. You will recall from a preceding lecture the form and fashion of the love letter sent a hundred years ago by Mr. Ardent Heartful to Miss Angela Blushanburn. Compare it now with this passionate communication as sent to-day by Professor Albertus Dignus, senior professor of rhetoric, to Miss Maisie Beatit of the chorus of the Follies-in-Transit company at Memphis, Tenn.:

Cuckoo! my little peacherino, and how is she to-night? I wish she was right here, yum! yum! I got her tootsie weenie letter this morning. I hustled to the post office so fast to get it I nearly broke my slats. And so it really longs for me, does she? and did you really mean it? Well, you certainly look like a piece of chocolate to me! In fact, you’re some bird! You’re my baby all right —— 

and so forth for three pages.

After which we may imagine that the professor, the gust of passion spent, turns back to work on his essay, ‘The Deterioration of the English Language Among the Coloured Races of Africa.’

With this preliminary explanation of the nature and language of passion, you are now equipped to undertake the scientific examination of a story of passion. I propose to build it up for you bit by bit as if we were writing it together for contribution to a magazine.

Let me indicate certain general principles that govern such a composition. First of all, there must be no long-winded introduction, no description of the Welsh Hills by moonlight which filled up the first four pages of the story of Lord Ronald, no long genealogical tree going back for generations. We don’t want any of that. The characters don’t even need names. In all the high-class magazine stories the hero is simply called The Man. You will find that at least fifty per cent of the stories to-day begin with those words, The Man, and the other fifty per cent begin The Woman.

Another point. Don’t lay the scene of the story out of doors, or down a summer lane among the hawthorns. Bring it inside. Put it into some sumptuous modern hotel, or the foyer of a theatre (I don’t know just what a foyer is, but it sounds good), or, best of all, put it into that alluringly wicked place called a ‘midnight cabaret.’ That’s the spot, a midnight cabaret, among the rubber trees. Believe me, those rubber trees see more of love in one night than the hawthorn does in all its hundred years’ existence.

And remember, don’t have people in the story who are going to get happily married at the end of the book. That’s all stale. Have people who can’t get married at the end of the book because they’re both married at the beginning of the book — both married to somebody else, do you see? That gives to the heroine the fascination of being labelled ‘The wife of the other man.’ Personally, I don’t quite see where the fascination comes in. I know lots of wives of other men that I wouldn’t walk round this hall for — and others again, I admit, that I would. But at any rate, I can see nothing at all in the ‘Husband of the other woman.’

Those, however, are the people you need. And you bring them into the story, suddenly, abruptly — just throw them in. Here’s how the man is brought in:

The Man lifted his head. He looked about him at the gaily bedizzled crowd that besplotched the midnight cabaret with riotous patches of colour. He crushed his cigar against the brass of an Egyptian tray. ‘Bah!’ he murmured. ‘Is it worth it?’ Then he let his head sink again.

You notice it? He lifted his head all the way up and let it sink all the way down, and you still don’t know who he is.

For The Woman the beginning is done like this:

The Woman clenched her white hands till the diamonds that glittered upon her fingers were buried in the soft flesh. ‘The shame of it,’ she murmured. Then she took from the table the telegram that lay crumpled upon it and tore it into a hundred pieces. ‘He dare not!’ she muttered through her closed teeth. She looked about the hotel room with its garish furniture. ‘He has no right to follow me here,’ she gasped.

 

Now, from these descriptions the trained will recognize exactly who these people are and what they are doing. The Man? Don’t you see he must be the husband of the Other Woman? Else why would he be out at night? And he’s come to that cabaret because he wants to forget, he wants not to think. When he knocks that cigar to pieces and says, ‘Is it worth it?’ you feel like stopping him and saying, ‘No, it’s not worth it; it’s twenty cents every time you do it.’

And the woman? Ah, yes, she’s the ‘Wife of the Other Man.’ And what is she doing in that hotel? She’s doing what is called ‘working out her own salvation.’ Any woman, too rich to have any other work, goes somewhere and works out her own salvation. She’s come to that hotel because she wants to be alone, she wants to think. She went to the desk and said, ‘I want to think,’ and they said, ‘Give her a room on the tenth floor and let her think.’ She’s up there now, trying to, and she can’t. Notice the interesting psychological contrast between the man and the woman, always a big feature in stories of passion. The man can think all right, but he can’t stop thinking and the woman can’t get started. Once she does — well, just let them stay in that position and hold it a little, because this is exactly the point where a trained writer would work in subtle touches of description for both of them. We need these so that when things get started the man and the woman will seem more real to us.

The man is always described as if he were a horse. He is said to be ‘tall, well set up, with straight legs.’

Great stress is always laid on his straight legs. No magazine story is acceptable now unless the man’s legs are absolutely straight. Why this is, I don’t know. All my friends have straight legs — and yet I never hear them make it a subject of comment or boasting. I don’t believe I have, at present, a single friend with crooked legs. (I am referring here only to my men friends.)

But this is not the only requirement. Not only must the man’s legs be straight, but he must be ‘clean-limbed,’ whatever that is; and, of course, he must have a ‘well-tubbed look about him.’ How this look is acquired, and whether it can be got with an ordinary bath and water, are things on which I have no opinion.

 

Ah, yes, another important thing, after you’ve got his legs straight out and got him ‘well-tubbed,’ shave him. He simply has to be clean-shaved. This enables him to appear on the magazine cover as ‘putting his clean-shaven face close, close to hers’ — to her clean-shaven face, that means. You see, if he had whiskers he couldn’t get so close, he’d lose at least a quarter of an inch.

It’s a pity in a way that we are thus compelled to drop whiskers out of literature. I wish that before it is too late a movement might be started for the restoration of whiskers as an adjunct to literature. I do not wish to say too much about it, as I am to deliver an address on the subject at one of our greatest universities, presenting the whiskers in return for an honorary degree. But a word or two may be dropped here in anticipation. Think what whiskers once meant in our poetry. You recall Gray’s Welsh Bard, standing up on a rock to curse at King Edward: Loose his beard, his hoary hair streamed like a meteor to the troubled wind! Can’t you just see the sparks flying off him! Or take Longfellow’s Evangeline with its matchless description of the great hemlocks covered with snow-like beards that rest on their bosom. This (he says) is the forest primeval. He’s right. It is.

Or take if you like the peculiar psychology that goes with a beard. I’ll give you an example. There was a forgotten writer called Louise de la Ramée, who signed her stories as ‘Ouida.’ The stories were all laid in the aristocratic class. No one under a baronet got in. And there was always a Duke, the Duke of Strath-something. And the Duke of Strath always had what was called a ‘luxuriant beard.’ What for? Why, to think with. Here’s how he did it. The Duke remained burled in thought, his hands idly passing through his luxuriant beard.

Now if the Duke didn’t have that beard it would read:

The Duke remained buried in thought, his hands waving idly in the air about eighteen inches from his face.

 

Or consider what opportunities whiskers afforded to the illustrators of books. Those of you who remember the old-fashioned stories will recall pictures of the heroine seated at the piano, and her lover bending over her to turn the music while his long side-weepers swept right down to the page. Long before he would dare touch her with his hand he could feel her out with his whiskers.

It’s a great loss. But I mustn’t linger on it. I turn to the description of the woman.

She is always said to be ‘beautifully groomed.’ Who these grooms are that do it, and how you get a job at it, I don’t know. It is peculiar about the woman that she never seems to wear a dress — always a ‘gown.’ Why this is, I cannot tell. In the good old stories that I used to read, when I could still read for the pleasure of it, the heroines — that was what they used to be called — always wore dresses. But now there is no heroine, only a woman in a gown. I wear a gown myself — at night. It is made of flannel and reaches to my feet, and, when I take my candle and go out to the balcony where I sleep, the effect of it on the whole is not bad. But as to its ‘revealing every line of my figure’ — as the woman’s gown is always said to — and as to its ‘suggesting even more than it reveals’ — well, it simply does not. So when I talk of ‘gowns’ I speak of something that I know all about.

Yet, whatever the woman does, her ‘gown’ is said to ‘cling’ to her. Whether in the street or in a cabaret or in the drawing-room, it ‘clings.’ If by any happy chance she throws a lace wrap about her, then it clings: and if she lifts her gown — as she is apt to — it shows, not what I should have expected, but a jupon, and even that clings. What a jupon is I don’t know. With my gown, I never wear one.

 

So now, when these two characters are fully developed like that, all we have to do is to bring them suddenly and unexpectedly together, and the story will make itself. And look how easy and natural the construction is, once we have a proper beginning. Here is the woman, sitting in the hotel trying to think — and the man in a cabaret a few blocks away, trying not to think. But the point is that he is staying at the same hotel, too, only she doesn’t know that he is there and he doesn’t know that she is there, so neither of them knows that both of them are there. Do you see it? Or shall I say it again? All right, I won’t. Well, now we simply have to get the man back to the hotel and the thing is done. All good stories, you know, write themselves. Plot is nothing, character is everything. As far as plot goes, the life of each of us, of any of us, is plot enough, if you can put it over. Once make the characters stand out in vital reality, and whatever they do is plot.

So in this case:

He rose unsteadily from where he sat (start him always from there) and staggered forth into the night air (he staggered forth; don’t think it means that three other fellows had staggered first) — the fumes of what he had drunk still in his brain. (Some magazines hate all reference to liquor, so if you like you can avoid it by not giving him any fumes and saying, The orange phosphate still gurgling within him.)

But whichever it is, fumes or phosphates, he comes staggering along the street and staggers in the hotel, and up and along the corridor, and, opening a door by mistake (the wrong door, I mean), he comes upon the woman seated there — and he stands there fronting her full! That doesn’t mean that he was full when he fronted her, it only means that he was full in front of her. That doesn’t seem to get it either, but you see what I mean.

Now, of course, in real life a mistake of this sort is nothing. Any person of proper savoir-faire, and sufficient pâté de foie, would meet it with a polite apology and retire. As a matter of fact this very thing happened to me in a hotel only the other day. I walked right into a lady’s room and there she was seated in front of the looking-glass. But I merely bowed and said: ‘Oh, pardon me. I see your room is 541 and mine 543. Excuse me.’ And when she didn’t answer, I said: ‘They certainly make these figures in a very indistinct way. In fact, hotels are pretty queer places anyway.’ And the woman said, without turning round, ‘If you don’t get out of this room, I’ll ring for the porter.’ So the affair ended with complete understanding.

But the people in the passion story can’t do this. If they could, there’d be no story. Look what happens to the man:

He stood there, rooted to the threshold.

You notice that, as soon as the situation gets exciting, he starts to root.

His veins simply surged. His brain beat against his face and his breath came in quick, short pants.

Notice those quick, short pants; one might perhaps say ‘shorts.’

And the woman:

Noiseless as his step had been, she seemed to sense his presence. A wave seemed to sweep over her — she turned and rose, fronting him full.

This doesn’t mean that she was full when she fronted him. Her gown — but we know about that already.

‘It was a coward’s trick,’ she panted.

Notice now the dialogue that ensues at this climax of a passion story. It almost takes a special kind of language to put it over. Observe particularly the sort of verbs that have to be used.

‘Helene,’ he croaked, reaching out his arms — his voice tensed with the infinity of his desire.

‘Back!’ she iced. And then, ‘Why have you come here?’ she hoarsed. ‘What business have you here?’

‘None,’ he glooped, ‘none. I have no business.’ They stood sensing one another.

‘I thought you were in Philadelphia,’ she said — her gown clinging to every fibre of her as she spoke.

‘I was,’ he wheezed.

‘And you left it?’ she sharped, her voice tense.

‘I left it,’ he said, his voice glumping as he spoke. ‘Need I tell you why?’ He had come nearer to her. She could hear his pants as he moved.

‘No, no’ she gurgled. ‘You left it . . . it is enough. I can understand’ — she looked bravely up at him— ‘I can understand any man leaving it.’

Then as he moved still nearer her, there was the sound of a sudden swift step in the corridor. The door opened and there stood before them The Other Man, the husband of The Woman.

This, of course, is the grand climax, when the author gets all three of them — The Man, The Woman, and The Woman’s Husband — in an hotel room at night. But notice what happens.

He stood in the opening of the doorway, his arms half folded, across half his chest, and a half smile playing across half his face.

Now that’s very hard to do, that half smile. Try it — on either side of your face that you like — and you’ll see how hard it is.

‘Well?’ he said. Then he entered the room and stood for a moment quietly looking into the man’s face.

‘So?’ he said, ‘it was you.’

The man hung his head. He found no answer.

You see he can’t answer. He doesn’t know whether to say, ‘It was I,’ or ‘It was me.’ Of course he could say, ‘I was it,’ and no doubt he is it. But just now he says nothing and the other man goes on moving around the room just quietly, not doing anything in particular.

He walked into the room and laid the light coat that he had been carrying over his arm upon the table. He drew a cigar-case from his waistcoat pocket.

‘Try one of these Havanas,’ he said.

Observe the calm of it. This is what the reader loves — no rage, no blustering — calmness, cynicism.

He walked over towards the mantelpiece and laid his hat upon it. He set his boot upon the fender.

‘It was cold this evening,’ he said. He walked over to the window and stood looking for a moment into the darkness without.

Without what, I don’t know. Anyway, he hadn’t got any, or couldn’t buy it in the hotel.

He picked up again the light overcoat that he had thrown on the table. ‘I bought this coat in St. Louis,’ he said, ‘the year that we were married.’

Ah, there, for the first time you get a note of something like emotion— ‘The year that we were married — —’ His voice trembles in his nose as he says it. You see what it means! He loves this woman still. Else why did he keep the coat ten years?

 

And then, just when the reader fancies it’s all going to end quietly, then the shooting begins. All these people, of course, are armed, and they begin shooting one another up. It doesn’t matter much which shoots first, or whether they shoot in rounds, or in volleys. It’s done in all sorts of ways. Sometimes The Woman shoots The Man, or shoots The Other Man — or misses both of them.

But what they really ought to do is for one of them to open the window (they are ten stories up) and say to the others, ‘Let’s all jump out and rid fiction of some of the silliest stuff that ever got into it.’

 

So that’s that, and that is just about an outline of the typical novel of passion, laid indoors in sumptuous surroundings. But at the same time you can’t quite abolish the idea of the open spaces and the open sky, and so there has to be another type of passion story. Here the scene has to be laid in some place that utterly isolates the hero and heroine from all the world — turns them back again to nature, to the storm, the desert and the sea, to fight again the primitive fight for life, and find love, fierce and primitive as life itself, springing out of it. . . .

For such a scene as this, for such combinations of strenuous endeavour and passionate love, there is nothing like a desert island. Shipwreck a man and a woman on a desert island and the thing is done.

I have here with me a little specimen story of this sort called Broken Barriers; or Red Love on a Blue Island, of which I will outline for you the opening part. The man and the woman are to be shipwrecked. How do we do it? Quite simple. We start with the hero, Mr. Harold Borus, and let him tell the story. Then he can blow about himself just like the open-air man on the pampas that we talked about before.

Off he goes to a good start:

Little did I think as I stepped on board of the Megalomania at Southampton on a bright August afternoon that within two weeks I should be wrecked on one of the Dry Tortugas. Still less did I think —— 

And the reader says: ‘No, you poor nut, you can’t think. Cut it out.’

But Mr. Borus goes on saying all the things he didn’t think.

‘I distinctly recall (he continues) remarking to the captain that I had never in all my numerous seafarings seen the sea of a more limpid blue. He agreed with me so completely that he didn’t even trouble to answer.’

The next thing is to start a storm and shipwreck Mr. Borus. In the old-time sea stories of Fenimore Cooper and Clark Russell, a storm at sea was carried out with a range of technical terms that rattled like loose blocks in the wind. This way:

The gale had now reached its height. The fore-top-royal had carried away into the lee-scuppers where all attempts to lash it with gaskets to the taffrail had proved unavailing. The jib-boom was gone. The jolly-boat was in splinters. The bosun’s mate was overboard, and the captain, whose speaking-trumpet still dominated the howling of the gale, called for all hands to cat the anchor and splice the mainbrace.

But that’s not in the least the way the shipwreck of Mr. Borus is carried out. Here is his:

We had hardly entered the waters of the Caribbean when a storm of unprecedented violence broke upon us. Even the captain had never, so he said, seen anything to compare with it. For two days and nights we encountered and endured the full fury of the sea. Our soup plates were secured with racks, and covered with lids. In the smoking-room our glasses had to be set in brackets, and, as our steward came and went, we were from moment to moment in imminent danger of seeing him washed overboard.

It’s all right to wash a steward overboard, or to wash the steerage passengers overboard or any other way — but not first-class passengers.

On the third morning just after daybreak the ship collided with something, probably either a floating rock or one of the Dry Tortugas. She blew out her four funnels, the bowsprit dropped out of its place, the propeller came right off and the bar floated away on the sea. The captain, after a brief consultation, decided to abandon her. The boats were lowered, and, the sea being now quite calm, the passengers were emptied into them.

By what accident I was left behind I cannot tell. I had been talking to the second mate and telling him of a rather similar experience of mine in the China Sea, and holding him by the coat as I did so, when quite suddenly he took me by the shoulders, and, rushing me into the deserted smoking-room, said, ‘Sit there, Mr. Borus, till I come back for you.’ The fellow spoke in such a menacing way that I thought it wiser to comply.

When I came out they were all gone. Realizing that the ship must soon founder, I hastily made a raft out of a few steel beams that lay on the deck. Hurriedly loading it with such supplies as came to hand, I launched it and leaped upon it. The Megalomania sank just the moment of my leap.

 

On the second morning on my raft (continues Mr. Borus), I was sitting quietly polishing my boots and talking to myself when I became aware of an object floating upon the sea. I drew it towards me with a hook. Judge my surprise when it proved to be the inanimate body of a girl floating upon the waters of the Caribbean Sea.

He needn’t have been surprised, not if he was up to date in fiction. The Caribbean Sea is full of inanimate girls. You can hook them in anywhere.

Mr. Borus drags the girl on to the raft and removes her boots so as to rub her feet. His idea was, at least partly, to restore her circulation.

I was just considering what to remove next, when the girl opened her eyes. ‘Stop rubbing my feet,’ she said.

‘Miss Croyden.’ I said (he had read her name on her garter), ‘you mistake me.’

I rose with a sense of pique . . .

Pique is apparently the thing they get in these circumstances; just what it is I don’t know; anyway, Mr. Borus got it.

. . . with a sense of pique which I did not trouble to conceal, and walked to the other end of the raft. I turned my back upon the girl and stood looking out upon the leaden waters of the Caribbean Sea.

You know the way the Caribbean Sea heaves up and down under you when you stand on the end of a raft. It almost makes you seasick just to read of it.

The ocean was now calm. There was nothing in sight.

I was still searching the horizon when I heard a soft footstep on the raft behind me, and a light hand was laid upon my shoulder. ‘Forgive me,’ said the girl’s voice.

I turned about. Miss Croyden was standing behind me. She had, so I argued, removed her stockings and was standing in her bare feet.

In all these stories there is supposed to be something about a woman in her bare feet, flip-flopping about a raft, that drives men crazy.

The girl had twined a piece of seaweed about her hair.

That’s another touch! Seaweed! Wrap a little of that around a girl and a man turns into a caveman at the sight of her.

‘Miss Croyden!’ I said, ‘there is nothing to forgive.’

‘How chivalrous you are!’ she exclaimed.

‘Not at all,’ I said. ‘It comes natural to me.’

 

So there they are alone on the raft; now is the time for Mr. Borus to show what a man of resource he is. With the aid of a bent pin on a long stick he finds out their longitude. With the help of a long line he lowers himself deep down into the sea to find his latitude.

When I came up the rope again the girl was waiting for me.

‘Oh, I am so glad you have come back,’ she exclaimed, clasping her hands.

‘It was nothing,’ I said, wiping the water from my ears as melodiously as I could.

‘Have you found our whereabouts?’ she asked.

‘Yes,’ I answered. ‘Our latitude is normal, but our longitude is, I fear, three degrees out of the plumb. I am afraid, Miss Croyden,’ I added, speaking as mournfully as I knew how, ‘that you must reconcile your mind to spending a few days with me on this raft.’

All day Mr. Borus multiplies his attention for the comfort of Miss Croyden, and always with the greatest chivalry. All day, yes — but wait, eh?

With the approach of night (he says) — 

Ha! Ha! that’s what the readers have been waiting for — the approach of night. What about that, Mr. Borus?

With the approach of night I realized that it was necessary to make arrangements for the girl’s comfort. With the aid of a couple of upright poles I stretched a grey blanket across the raft so as to make a complete partition.

‘Miss Croyden,’ I said, ‘this end of the raft is yours. Here you may sleep in peace.’

‘How kind you are,’ the girl murmured.

‘You will be quite safe from interference,’ I added. ‘I give you my word that I will not obtrude upon you in any way.’

‘How chivalrous you are,’ she said.

‘Not at all,’ I answered, as musically as I could. ‘Understand me, I am now putting my head over this partition for the last time. If there is anything you want, say so now.’

‘Nothing,’ she answered.

‘There is a candle and matches beside you. If there is anything you want in the night, call me instantly. Remember, at any hour I shall be here. I promise it.’

‘Good night,’ she murmured. In a few minutes her soft, regular breathing told me that she was asleep.

I went forward and seated myself in a tar bucket, with my head against the mast, to get what sleep I could.

But for some time — why, I do not know — sleep would not come.

The image of Edith Croyden filled my mind. In vain I told myself that she was a stranger to me; that — beyond her longitude — I knew nothing of her. In some strange way this girl had seized hold of me and dominated my senses.

The night was very calm and still, with great stars in a velvet sky. In the darkness I could hear the water lapping the edge of the raft.

I remained thus in deep thought, sinking further and further into the tar bucket. By the time I reached the bottom of it I realized that I was in love with Edith Croyden.

Then the thought of my wife occurred to me.

 

But for all the rest of the story and of how Mr. Borus’s wife and Edith Croyden’s husband land on the island, and for the terrific fight between Harold Borus and Croyden as cave-men — dressed in skins on purpose for it — for that I must refer you to the original book itself. It doesn’t cost much; do buy it. But all that I have quoted from it here is just in a scientific way to illustrate a literary thing. That’s all the lecture. Those still here had better go soon, as the light will be put out. You can find some other place to sit just as warm. Good night. Good-bye.

TECHNICAL TERMS

When I presently wrote my essay on the ‘Restoration of Whiskers,’ referred to in the lecture above, and it was published in New York, a cable was sent to me at McGill University from London, ‘Will you sell all British rights on your whiskers for Xmas?’

I was away and the message was given to the janitor of the Arts building. He said it beat him.

It’s pleasant to think that even the humble trade of letters has a little professional technique. The janitor was no wiser when he saw me cable back, ‘Sorry whiskers sold world.’


VII. MY FISHING POND
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(I TOLD THIS story so often and so successfully as a story that at last I went and told it to the Editor of the Atlantic Monthly, and he told it to all the world. But there is no harm in retelling it here.)

It lies embowered in a little cup of the hills, my fishing pond. I made a last trip to it, just as the season ended, when the autumn leaves of its great trees were turning colour and rustling down to rest upon the still black water. So steep are the banks, so old and high the trees, that scarcely a puff of wind ever ruffles the surface of the pond. All around it, it is as if the world was stilled into silence, and time blended into eternity.

I realized again as I looked at the pond what a beautiful, secluded spot it was, how natural its appeal to the heart of the angler. You turn off a country road, go sideways across a meadow and over a hill and there it lies — a sheet of still water, with high, high banks, grown with great trees. Long years ago someone built a sawmill, all gone now, at the foot of the valley and threw back the water to make a pond, perhaps a quarter of a mile long. At the widest it must be nearly two hundred feet — the most skilful fisherman may make a full cast both ways. At the top end, where it runs narrow among stumps and rushes, there is no room to cast except with direction and great skill.

Let me say at once, so as to keep no mystery about it, that there are no fish in my pond. So far as I know there never have been. But I have never found that to make any difference. Certainly none to the men I bring here — my chance visitors from the outside world — for an afternoon of casting. If there are no fish in the pond, at least they never know it. They never doubt it; they never ask; and I let it go at that.

It is well known hereabouts that I do not take anybody and everybody out to my fish-pond. I only care to invite people who can really fish, who can cast a line — experts, and especially people from a distance to whom the whole neighbourhood is new and attractive, the pond seen for the first time. If I took out ordinary men, especially men near home, they would very likely notice that they got no fish. The expert doesn’t. He knows trout fishing too well. He knows that, even in a really fine pond, such as he sees mine is, there are days when not a trout will rise. He’ll explain it to you himself, and, having explained it, he is all the better pleased if he turns out to be right and they don’t rise. Trout, as everyone knows who is an angler, never rise after a rain, nor before one; it is impossible to get them to rise in the heat, and any chill in the air keeps them down. The absolutely right day is a still, cloudy day, but even then there are certain kinds of clouds that prevent a rising of the trout. Indeed, I have only to say to one of my expert friends, ‘Queer, they didn’t bite!’ and he’s off to a good start with an explanation. There is such a tremendous lot to know about trout-fishing that men who are keen on it can discuss theories of fishing by the hour.

Such theories we generally talk over — my guest of the occasion and I — as we make our preparations at the pond. You see I keep there all the apparatus that goes with fishing — a punt, with lockers in the sides of it — a neat little dock built out of cedar (cedar attracts the trout), and best of all a little shelter house, a quaint little place like a pagoda, close beside the water and yet under the trees. Inside is tackle, all sorts of tackle, hanging round the walls in a mixture of carelessness and order.

‘Look, old man,’ I say, ‘if you like to try a running paternoster, take this one.’ Or, ‘Have you ever seen these Japanese leads? No, they’re not a gut, they’re a sort of floss.’

‘I doubt if I can land one with that,’ he says.

‘Perhaps not,’ I answer. In fact I’m sure he couldn’t; there isn’t any to land.

On pegs in the pagoda hangs a waterproof mackintosh or two — for you never know — you may be caught in a shower just when the trout are starting to rise. With that, of course, a sort of cellarette cupboard with decanters and bottles and ginger snaps, and perhaps an odd pot of anchovy paste — no one wants to quit fishing for mere hunger. Nor does any real angler care to begin fishing without taking just a drop (‘Just a touch; be careful; wo! wo!’) of something to keep out the cold, or to wish good luck for the chances of the day.

I always find, when I bring out one of my friends, that these mere preparatives or preparations, these preliminaries of angling, are the best part of it. Often they take half an hour. There is so much to discuss — the question of weights of tackle, the colour of the fly to use, and broad general questions of theory, such as whether it matters what kind of a hat a man wears. It seems that trout will rise for some hats, and for others not. One of my best guests, who has written a whole book on fly-fishing, is particularly strong on hats and colour.

‘I don’t think I’d wear that hat, old man,’ he says, ‘much too dark for a day like this.’

‘I wore it all last month,’ I said.

‘So you might, old man, but that was August. I wouldn’t wear a dark one in September, and that tie is too dark a blue, old man.’

So I knew that that made it all right. I kept the hat on. We had a grand afternoon; we got no fish.

I admit that the lack of fish in my pond requires sometimes a little tact in management. The guest gets a little restless. So I say to him, ‘You certainly have the knack of casting!’ and he gets so absorbed in casting further and further that he forgets the fish. Or I take him towards the upper end and he gets his line caught on bulrushes — that might be a bite. Or if he still keeps restless, I say suddenly: ‘Hush! Was that a fish jumped?’ That will silence any true angler instantly. ‘You stand in the bow,’ I whisper, ‘and I’ll gently paddle in that direction.’ It’s the whispering that does it. We are still a hundred yards away from any trout that could hear us, even if a trout was there. But that makes no difference. Some of the men I take out begin to whisper a mile away from the pond and come home whispering.

You see, after all, what with frogs jumping, and catching the line in bulrushes, or pulling up a waterlogged chip nearly to the top, they don’t really know — my guests don’t — whether they have hooked something or not. Indeed, after a little lapse of time they think they did; they talk of the ‘big one I lost’ — a thing over which any angler gets sentimental in retrospect. ‘Do you remember,’ they say to me months later at our club in the city, ‘that big trout I lost up on your fish-pond last summer!’

‘Indeed, I do,’ I say.

‘Did you ever get him later on?’

‘No, never,’ I answer. In fact, I’m darned sure I didn’t; neither him nor any other.

Yet the illusion holds good. And besides you never can tell. There might be trout in the pond. Why not? After all, why shouldn’t there be a trout in the pond? You take a pond like that and there ought to be trout in it!

Whenever the sight of the pond bursts on the eyes of a new guest he stands entranced. ‘What a wonderful place for trout!’ he exclaims.

‘Isn’t it?’ I answer.

‘No wonder you’d get trout in a pond like that.’

‘No wonder at all.’

‘You don’t need to stock it at all, I suppose?’

‘Stock it!’ I laugh at the idea! Stock a pond like that! Well, I guess not.

Perhaps one of the best and most alluring touches is fishing out of season — just a day or two after the season has closed. Any fisherman knows how keen is the regret at each expiring term — swallowed up and lost in the glory of the fading autumn. So if a guest turns up just then I say, ‘I know it’s out of season, but I thought you might care to take a run out to the pond anyway and have a look at it.’ He can’t resist. By the time he’s in the pagoda and has a couple of small drinks (‘Careful, not too much; wo! wo!’) he decides there can be no harm in making a cast or two.

‘I suppose,’ he says, ‘you never have any trouble with the inspectors?’

‘Oh, no!’ I answer, ‘they never think of troubling me.’ And with that we settle down to an afternoon of it.

‘I’m glad,’ says the guest at the end, ‘that they weren’t rising. After all we had just the same fun as if they were.’

 

That’s it — illusion! How much of life is like that. It’s the idea of the thing that counts, not the reality. You don’t need fish for fishing, any more than you need partridge for partridge shooting, or gold for gold mining . . . just the illusion or expectation.

So I am going back now to the city and to my club, where we shall fish all winter, hooking up the big ones, but losing the ones bigger still, hooking two trout at one throw — three at a throw! — and for me behind it all the memory of my fishing pond darkening under the falling leaves. . . . At least it has made my friends happy.

MY LADDERS. A SEQUEL TO MY FISHING POND

Indulgent readers of the Atlantic Monthly will recall the fact that in that esteemed periodical a year ago I wrote an account of My Fishing Pond. I described the beautiful little secluded spot in a woodland hollow in which it lay. I caught, I think, in words something of the autumn glory that fell on it with the falling leaves. I admitted, quite frankly, that as far as I knew there were no fish in it. But that, I explained, I kept to myself; it made no difference to the expert fishermen, my friends who came on a casual visit to cast a fly at my trout. They were all impressed with the wonderful surroundings, had never seen a trout pond of greater promise, and easily explained, over a friendly drink in my pagoda, the failure of a single day.

I realize now that I never should have published this in the Atlantic. The Editor and I must have offended some tributary god of fishing. Nemesis fell upon me. When the winter broke and the ice went, a great flood of water carried away the dam, and flung it, cement, logs, and all, in a wild confusion of debris down the stream. There it lies now, and above it the pond, drained out flat to a bottom of wet weeds and old logs and stranded puddles — a feeble stream trickling through.

And the trout? Gone! washed clean away down the stream! I take my friends out now to the place and they explain it all to me until I can see it like a vision — the beautiful trout hurled away in spring flood and foam! My friends estimate them as anything from two miles of trout to five miles. But do you think those fishermen have lost interest? Not a bit! They are more keen on coming out to look at my pond and give advice about it than they were even in the days when we used, as they recall it, to haul out trout by the puntful.

They explain to me what to do. The miller who ran a little feed mill off the pond is going to rebuild the dam, and my friends tell me to put in ‘ladders’ and the trout will all come back! A trout, it seems, will climb a ladder! I can hardly believe it, but they all tell me that; in fact I have learned to say nothing, just to look utterly disconsolate till the visiting expert says, ‘Have you thought of ladders?’ And then I act the part of a man rescued from despair. They say it will take about three ladders of five feet each. How trout climb a ladder I don’t know; it must be difficult for them to get hold of the rungs. But a man said in Scotland he has seen a trout climb twenty feet. It appears that if you go out in the autumn you can lie on the bank of the dam and watch the trout splashing and climbing in the foam. Quite a lot of my friends are coming up here next autumn just to see them climb. And even if it is out of season, they may throw a hook at them!

Fishermen, in other words, are just unbeatable. Cut them off from fish, and they are just as happy over ‘ladders.’ So we sit now in my little pagoda, and someone says: ‘Talking about ladders, I must tell you — whoa! whoa! not too big a one.’ . . . And away we go, floating off on the Ladders of Imagination.

FISH STORIES

I have always found that after listening to a lecture on The Rise of Modern Democracy’ or ‘The Prospects of International Arbitration,’ the men present like to get together and talk about fishing. Here are one or two — true — fish stories of my own which I used to tell to such gatherings.

No. 1

POOR LUCK

I went out trout fishing the other day with my friend Colonel Morphy that some of you know, and we took a fellow along with us from a garage with a second car, because I had to get home separately, and it was a long way. But naturally we didn’t want him all day round with us on the streams, see? — so I gave him a rod and a packet of fishing tackle, and I said, ‘Now, Joe, you fish round here, not too far away, and about sundown we’ll come back and you can drive me home.’

He said, ‘All right.’

In the evening we came back and I said, ‘Well, Joe, how did you get on?’

‘Oh,’ he said, ‘I didn’t have much luck, Mr. Leacock.’

‘Too bad,’ I said, ‘weren’t they biting?’

‘No,’ Joe said, ‘it wasn’t that. I didn’t have no hook. You didn’t give me none.’

No. 2

OPEN OPPORTUNITY

I was walking out on the road and I met Pete M’Gaw driving up from Beaverton. Pete knows I like bass fishing, so he stopped his horse and said:

‘Say, you’d ought to come down to Beaverton and come out after the bass. There’s the best fishing round Thorah Island that I haven’t seen not in twenty years.’

‘Is that so?’ I said.

‘Yes, sir. Johnny and I was out last night and we must have got a washtub full — dandies!’

‘But,’ I said, ‘the season’s closed, isn’t it?’

‘Well,’ Pete answered, ‘only just — it ain’t only closed last week.’

‘But wouldn’t the inspectors over there be apt to make trouble?’

‘Oh, that’s all right! Johnny and I’s the inspectors.’

No. 3

LINES TO A FELLOW FISHERMAN

Note: All those who are familiar with the conditions of fishing in the rivers of the Canadian bush will understand how easily, under such circumstances, a dignified stock-broker reverts in appearance into a third-class thug. These lines were written on meeting again at a city dinner a friend whom I had last seen on a trout stream:

I see you, neat and debonair,

With Collar tall and plastered Hair,

And ask, Is this the Man    

Who cleaned a Trout upon his Pants,

And never, never looked askance

At Fishworms in a Can?  

Away this Luxury! I beg,

Give to our Charles a hard-boiled Egg

Or something he can use.  

Away the Wine! Go, someone, seek

Some dirty Water from a Creek

And mix it in his Booze.  

Oh, Charles, the Time is coming when

Far distant from the Haunts of Men

Together we shall roam,  

And somewhere near the Gatineau

The early Flowers of Spring shall blow

And Trout leap in the Foam,  

And you and I, Charles, Hand in Hand,

Will journey back unto the Land

Back to the Woods, back Home.  


VIII. THE TWO MILORDS
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PROLOGUE: A LITTLE Causerie on the Foolishness of Foreign Languages

Every language always sounds foolish to those who speak another one. Have you ever listened to two Frenchmen, talking French? I mean really good French, the kind of French they talk in Paris, for example, as between two French gentlemen seated side by side in a hotel foyer or rotunda? Listen to them. Isn’t it liquid? You’d think they were gargling! Or listen to a Spaniard, whose language is much more guttural; you’d imagine he was going to be sick. Did you ever hear the mournful die-away tones of an Ojibway Indian? What’s he saying, ‘Aneen! Andosh pwagun?’ You’d suppose he’d lost his last friend. No, what he means is, ‘Say, where’s my pipe?’

As to English, the very best English, I imagine it sounds to foreigners just, ‘Wah, wah, wah, oh, weally?’ Gaelic is like a hiccough in the nose, and for all I know there may be something wrong even with the sound of English-Canadian as used at the University of Toronto.

But still more odd, to me, is the effect when foreigners try to use one another’s languages, in phrases and quotations, and always twist their own ideas into it.

Take the case of English and French. English people always imagine that they are talking excellent French when they speak of ‘the bon ton,’ or say that they are ‘si, si, fatigués,’ or when they call a cabman a cochon.

Similarly, French people think themselves terrifically English when they talk of ‘le high-life,’ and ‘le five-o’clock,’ and when they offer one another ‘un shake hands.’ They really have the idea that an Englishman drapes himself in a ‘smoking’ — the last word in aristocratic ease. When they want ‘bacon and eggs’ they call for ‘un baking,’ supposed to be the English idiom for the combination. In the same way an Englishman in Paris tries in vain to get a glass of ‘sherry,’ calling ‘chérie’ in a mincing voice — and doesn’t get it. At best the waiter brings him cherry brandy. The French for ‘sherry’ is ‘Herreth,’ but only the forty members of the French Academy know this. It is the French pronunciation of Spanish ‘Xeres’ and if you remember that the Spanish X is as aspirate guttural as the French H only a breathing, you realize that you had better drink something else.

But French people are at their best when they tackle English titles and talk of ‘Sir Smith’ and ‘Sir Jones’ and ‘Milord Neville’ and ‘Milord Laird Macduff,’ and ‘Mister the Earl.’

This mixture of idiom is not altogether displeasing; and it was only natural that in the year of the Coronation and the Paris Exposition it should serve to cement the alliance of the two great nations.

It was with this in mind that I put together for the Paris stage the little play which follows. Need I say that it was an overwhelming success? No, I don’t think I need to.

The Two Milords

 

or

 

The Blow of Thunder

 

An Internationally Air-Conditioned Play, for the

Coronation-Exposition Theatres of 1937

 

Piece in One Scene

 

Personages of the Piece, in the Order of Their

Apparition

Milord Sir Ross: Ancient Remnant of old High Scotch, sufficiently aged. He will never see again the quarantine, in effect, one would say well the sixantine. But he guards always the high and erect tail of the Scottish race. Sir Ross has adventured himself on the high Finance of the French Purse at Paris.

Jean: Chamber valet, type known.

Milord the Baron Alphonse de Citrouille: French financier, associated of Sir Ross. He is young and high, with the maintenance rather of a man of affairs than of a stump of the old French aristocracy.

Miladi Madame la Comtesse Fifine Ross: The French wife of Sir Ross. She is young, very spiritual and very jolly, and very degaged in her allure.

 

The scene passes itself at Paris, in the apartment of Sir Ross, apartment sufficiently chic, one would say even coquette. One divines in its decoration the hand of a Frenchwoman.

At the lift of the curtain, Sir Ross discovers himself elongated on a long chair. He is carrying a smoking, with a black pants. He has a journal in his hand, his eyes plonged in the list of the actions of the Purse of the Morning.

He sounds. Jean appears. ‘Mister sounded?’ ‘Yes, make me mount the journal of this evening.’ ‘Mister, it is not yet arrived.’ ‘Very well; the moment it arrives make it mount the whole suite.’ ‘Perfect, mister.’

Jean makes a false start and then re-enters to announce: ‘Milord the Baron de Citrouille!’

The Baron de Citrouille advances himself in the chamber; Sir Ross, to receive him, dresses himself on his sitting-part.

The Baron, in giving him a cordial shake-hands: No, no, do not put yourself on end. I pray you, rest there.

The Baron goes to place himself on end near the chimney. He is not in tenure of evening, but wears a complete of bureau, to know, a jacket, an open chemise, with a grey pants.

Both milords carry an air of anxiety, above all Sir Ross.

Sir Ross (Taking the word first): You come from the city?

The Baron: From the Purse itself.

Sir Ross: And our affairs, our actions?

The Baron: One cannot more bad — all our actions sink!

Sir Ross (With an effort): An instant! I forget my duties: you must be fatigued. You will drink something. Let me make you mount a bottle of whiskey-scotch. (He sounds.)

The Baron: My faith, you are very amiable. But let it be a half bottle: I am very little drinker.

Sir Ross (To Jean, who appears): Make seek a half bottle of whiskey-scotch, and mount it here.

Jean: Yes, mister.

Sir Ross: Mount it yourself and with it mount the evening journal.

Jean (Hoisting his shoulders): Still always not here, mister. (He sorts.)

Sir Ross (Essaying a calm): And if the actions always fall?

The Baron (Passing to a gridiron and taking on it a cigarette, which he lights. He speaks of a tone measured, calculated.): Then there is nothing more to do, we are at dry of money.

Sir Ross: Then it is the ruin!

The Baron (Coldly): For you!

Sir Ross (Lifting himself from his sitting-part and erecting himself to the height of his high tail): For me! How for you? For you, too, Citrouille!

The Baron is about to take the word when Jean re-enters, carrying a plateau with a glass and a half bottle of whiskey-scotch. He reverses it and places it before the Baron.

Sir Ross: The journal, the journal of this evening?

Jean (A little impatiented): Mister, still not here. But Madame la Comtesse has re-entered from her walk in her automobile, and is mounted at her boudoir.

Sir Ross: Pray her to descend; that she does not wait; make her know that it is important.

Jean: Yes, mister. (He inclines himself and sorts.)

Sir Ross (Remitting himself on his sitting-part and resuming the entertainment): But you! Ruin for you also, Mister the Baron. For both of us — as associates — is it not?

The Baron (Raising the glass and coldly drinking the half bottle of whiskey-scotch): For you alone!

Sir Ross: But you?

The Baron: I did not sign!

Sir Ross: But your honour! Mister the Baron, your honour as a Citrouille!

The Baron (Hoisting): I mock myself not badly of it! In the affairs, there is not of it! Listen, Sir Ross — 

He goes to plant himself direct in face of Sir Ross, who holds himself seated always on his sitting-part. Listen.

At that moment Jean announces: Madame la Comtesse!

Fifine precipitates herself into the room — then arrests herself — in appearance surprised, confused, almost ball-turned, to find both the two men there.

The Baron de Citrouille remains on end; he gives no sign; he does not look at Fifine, nor Fifine at him.

Sir Ross speaks: Ah, you have come at once. It is very amiable on your part. I have to talk — but first let me present Mister the Baron of Citrouille. You know him well of name, is it not? La Comtesse Fifine Ross, my wife.

The two incline themselves.

Madame la Comtesse (Finding her voice): How do you carry yourself, Mister de Citrouille?

De Citrouille: How go you, madame?

One sees that they seem to avoid themselves of their eyes. One divines something of intrigue, of hidden. But Sir Ross does not see nothing. He lifts himself suddenly from his sitting-part and cries himself: Rest, rest with my wife. I myself will descend: this scoundrel of a John is hiding something. (He elongates himself in a hurry.)

Fifine (Pushing a profound breath of relief): Ah. I expected to find you alone — only you — (She precipitates herself towards him.) Ah, Alphonse! My cherished!

They rush towards one another. The Baron passes his arm to her around the tail and poses his lips on to hers. They murmur words of love: Ah, my cherished! My cabbage! My cauliflower! My toad!

Fifine (At last enforcing herself to quit his extraint): That marches?

The Baron: That marches! That marches marvellously! I have not told him yet. I was just going to. Everything has succeeded for us to a marvel. It was all over to-day. And what he does not know, not suspect even, for him not dishonour alone — it is the prison. Ah! (He lights a cigarette with cold blood.) He will not trouble us no more!

Fifine: Explain to me, a little, my cabbage. I have not yet even clearly understood. We other women, it is not for us, the Purse. How did you combine it, my petty toad? (She passes to him the fingers in the hairs.) Tell me how.

The Baron: Of the simplest fashion! As our actions lowered I made him sign hypothèques of margin, you comprehend, to sustain them — hypothequès which he had not the right to allocate, let it be then even for amortization — 

Fifine (Closing to him the mouth with her jolly palm): Oh, la, la, la! leave all that. I do not comprehend a word. But I know what it means to us. Oh, my God! What happiness! (She throws herself in his arms.)

One hears voices below — a tumult — a blow of revolver.

Jean (Entering, all exsuffled): Madame! Monsieur!

Both: What is it what it is?

Jean: Madame! Monsieur! It is the Police!

The Baron: The Police!

Jean: Yes, the Police! She is here! She came to take Milord Sir Ross.

The Baron (With a calm): And then what?

Jean: Sir Ross asked for a moment — to seek papers — and then, there below — in the dining-room — he made his brain jump!

De Citrouille: He made his brain jump! He burnt his brain!

Jean: With a blow of revolver.

De Citrouille: He is dead?

Jean: Oui, monsieur, he is dead. (Jean melts into tears and sorts.)

Lady Fifine: Ah, mon chou! Viens, donc! Viens, mon crapaud!

Curtain


IX. MY NEWSPAPER AND HOW I READ IT
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A PRESS CLUB Talk with Apologies

I get my newspaper in the dark of early morning, just before daylight. I rise, like a farm hand, before the sun (the sun’s too slow for me), and at that hour I am working, over a dish of tea, in my study. So just before it’s light I hear the click of the letter-box downstairs, or, if it’s really cold, the crunch of the newspaper man’s feet in the snow.

I go down in my dressing-gown and flick on the hall light and pick up the paper, and that is the way all the world’s news has come to me, now these more than thirty years.

I take a first look at the paper, standing there, just to make sure that nothing big has happened, nothing that I’d have to read right away. No, it’s all right, nothing happened. Two hundred thousand Chinese drowned in the floods of the Hoo-poo river — that’s all right — I don’t even know the river. And the President of Paraguay shot — I hadn’t even known his name, Senor Something. But nothing big has happened, like the King of England abdicating or the Duke of Kent having another baby.

So with that I take the paper upstairs to have a real look at it, over a fresh cup of tea in the arm-chair beside my study table, before I go on with my work.

The first thing I look for is to see what the United States Supreme Court has thrown out now. In our Canadian newspaper, the United States Supreme Court always throws things out from the top left-hand corner. It’s quickest. Yes, there it is sure enough— ‘QQA Thrown out by Supreme Court.’ . . . ‘By a vote of . . .’ Exactly. . . . ‘Judges A and B dissenting . . .’ That’s it, they always do. ‘. . . declares Constitution endangered.’ Fine! It always is. . . . ‘President tells the newspapers’ — of course he does.

Now that’s going to make good reading. But I never like to spoil a thing by a hurried first reading. That needs thought, a thing like the QQA. There will be some really nice constitutional points involved; for all I know, that act may be ultra vires or even vicious. So I always keep the QQA stuff to read carefully and properly later on — and I never do; that’s why I still don’t know why they threw out the APA and YMCA and the OGPU, and all those acts that the Supreme Court has chucked out in the last three years.

Never mind, let’s have a glance, just a running glance, at the foreign news — I mean as we get it in our Canadian papers. Let me see: ‘Stanley Baldwin defies Mussolini’ — that’s the stuff! ‘Stanley Baldwin warns Germany’ — that’s right. They need it. ‘Stanley Baldwin rebukes France.’ Yes, be a little gentle with them, Stanley. ‘Soviet must change its tone,’ says Baldwin. That’s fine! Good stuff!

Now let’s see what follows. ‘Mussolini defies Baldwin.’ He does, does he? The Italian pup! How can he expect a great, peaceful people like the English to stand for that sort of thing? Ha! and here’s the answer in the same column. ‘Chancellor of Exchequer says Britain will spend Ten Billion Sterling on Peaceful Preparation.’ You realize, Mussolini, the crushing power of our national wealth! ‘Will Borrow Money in United States.’ Precisely; we don’t even need to spend our own; they’ll give it to us.

 

And then, I admit, I turn the pages over quite suddenly to see what price the Jellaboo Mine is quoted at. I’d been wanting to all the time, but I didn’t like to. What is the Jellaboo Mine? It’s the one I have shares in just now. I bought at 20 cents. Where is it? It is on the last page of the financial section, under the heading Over the Counter Mines. Oh! you mean, where is the Mine? I’ve no idea. Near Flin Flon? It may be. Or close to the Hollinger? Very likely. I shouldn’t be surprised if it’s right in between the two of them. All I care about is that I bought it at 20 cents.

Listen. I don’t want to teach anybody to speculate. For young people, especially, speculation spells ruin. Even people with absolutely nothing may lose everything they have. But I will say this, let the moral consequences be what they may. I know nothing that can brighten up a dull life quicker than to take what you can afford to lose, afford to throw away, and put it in a ‘penny’ mine. That’s the only way to play poker, the only way to do many things in life. On that basis nations could raise huge sums in lotteries and give the people at large nothing but fun. If only we were wise enough! Life for all but the fortunate few, under modern conditions, has become so cheerless in its prospect, all seen before it happens, a march down a long avenue of daily work, the hours foreseen, the little break of leisure far ahead, on either side the hedge-line of limited means, and down all the long line no golden fairy, no sudden oncoming of adventure or fortune, no opening of an Aladdin’s Cave in the hedgerow. — That’s why nations go to war, why men quit their wives, and bandits hold up bankers! All that the Jellaboo Mine can banish; it may be the Door of the Cave. Think of it, 20 cents! A lot of our Canadian mines began at 20 cents and went from that to God knows what! Think of it.

I bought the Jellaboo at 20 cents and yesterday it had got up to 25 — at least the paper said 25 asked; no one seemed to dare to bid. . . .

After the Jellaboo Mine, I always leave the rest of the news to read much later on, at breakfast, with the paper propped up against the coffee-pot. That’s how I read all the fragmentary stuff, the really human items. Most of this human stuff seems to come to us from the United States. There’s more of it there. You know what I mean: ‘Bandits carry away safe from National Bank.’— ‘Chicago professor claims Man is an Ape.’— ‘Iowa boy weighs 600 pounds.’ — 

You can take that stuff in by the column with your marmalade; there is no strain in it. The only thing that worries me about the human news is that there’s so much of it that never seems to get finished. You never know what happened about it in the end. Either the paper doesn’t say, or else you forget to look, I don’t know which. For example, that man, Three-Fingered Jack, who was to have been extradited from Florida for killing the girl in Montana by hitting her with a saxophone — did that all die out? Or, most typical of all, that Great Australian Cricket Match — how did it end? Our papers have a way of suddenly boosting a Great Australian Cricket Match — not a real one, apparently, but what they call a test one — and then letting it drop. The Australians go to bat and make 720 runs: then the English, all England, go to bat, and they bat and bat all day — and make ever so many runs, but some of them get out — and they bat and bat — mind you, all England, it says. The thing fills half a column with stuff about how they kept on batting leg-breaks, and slow googlies, batted and batted, and then the paper forgets to go on with it — or I do — and I never know how it ended. In thirty years I have never heard the end of a cricket match.

I must now stop, and go downstairs, and, yes, this time, I will — I’ll take a look right away at the Jellaboo Mine. Perhaps she’s away up, eh?


X. WHY I AM LEAVING MY FARM. I CAN’T LIVE UP TO IT
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(A LUNCH CLUB Talk that was designed to stop the Back to the Land Movement. It killed it dead.)

My! But these farmers are wonderful fellows — I mean the words they use and the education they must have! I never realized it till just recently when I retired from being a professor and came to settle down on my little place that I call a farm.

I hadn’t had anything to do with a farm since I lived on one as a little boy, more than fifty years ago. I am amazed at the change! I’m not sufficiently educated for it. I’ll have to go back to the city.

I mean like this — a few days ago I bought a bottle of poison to use against garden bugs, and it had on the label, ‘The antidote to this poison is any alkali emetic followed by an emollient febrifuge’! Just think of it! Imagine a farmer’s wife calling downstairs: ‘William! Baby has been eating shoeblacking! Throw me up an alkali emetic and follow it with an emollient febrifuge!’ And the farmer would probably call back: ‘All right! And you’d better handle baby very carefully. Lift him up with callipers!’

That’s another word on farmers’ labels, ‘callipers’; directions for all seeds and things say, ‘Handle very carefully and pick up with a pair of callipers.’ Up till now I always thought that callipers were French things that women wear. But it seems not. . . .

Anyway you have to have them on a farm. I’m going to get measured for a pair right away.

This high standard of education — I mean this need of knowledge of special terms — makes it hard for any outsider to start in and do anything around the house and garden. You see, on a farm, everything is done from printed directions, either out of little manuals or from papers that come with the packet or round the bottle or under the wrapper.

When I took over my place, as it was meant to be my home for good, I thought I would begin by planting trees round it for shelter. From what I remember of farming when I was young, I naturally thought of spruce trees, and balsam and pine — any kind of fir trees. But it seems they don’t have them. The book said, ‘The snuggest effect about the dwelling-house is to be got by having a warm belt of conifers about it.’ I don’t want them. All I remember about conifers, if I have the word right, is that if they once get into the frame of a bed or bedroom chest of drawers all you can do is to burn it. You can, of course, try poison, any good unguent or emollient, but it seldom works. The conifers could be lifted out one by one by callipers, but it would take a lot of time. The book says, ‘If set out when quite young they will increase rapidly.’ I don’t doubt it, but, thank you, not for me.

The same manual suggested that if a belt of conifers was not available an equally snug effect can be made by covering the loggia with eucalyptus. ‘Loggia’ is a new word for me, though I suppose I can guess what it refers to. Personally, I would just give it a coat of whitewash.

I have found already that gardening has to go the same way as planting trees. I don’t understand the words. Try this:

‘Nitrates may be freely used with leguminous plants’ . . . ‘at the time of calyx closing watch closely for curculio’ . . . ‘remember that the ranunculus is the gardener’s friend’ . . . ‘among the birds all the caprimulgidae are well worth having, while the flickers wage war on larvae’ . . . etc. It seems that farmers eat up this kind of language by the paragraph.

There was an old man working in the next lot to my place on the first day of gardening, and I asked him what he thought of the weather. In the days when I was young such an old man would have said:

‘Well, sir, if them clouds would clear away off the sun for a bit I think it might set in for a pretty fair spell.’

But this old man didn’t.

He said:

‘I had a look at my aneroid barometer first thing this morning and there is certainly an area of pretty low barometric pressure. I had been thinking of setting some antirrhinum this morning, but I guess I won’t.’

‘Why not?’ I asked.

‘It’s too aquaceous. You’ve got to keep a pretty good eye on your humidity gauge before you do much with antirrhinum. I’ll put in something a little more gelatinous.’

Think of it. That old man getting out of bed and having a look at his aneroid before he even put on his pants.

I was going to ask him what he would do instead of setting out antirrhinum, but then I didn’t. I didn’t need to. I knew what he would do.

He would go out and start to do all those things that are in the Farm and Home Manuals and on the seed packets, and that I can’t understand. For instance, he might go and make himself ‘a compost bed.’ Don’t ask me what it is; I’ve no idea, except that it is said to be a grand thing to make with an eye to the future. ‘Soapsuds, dirty water, and all kinds of kitchen slops thrown on the compost bed will help to keep it in good heart.’ It sounds like a dirty enough mess.

Or if the old man didn’t make a compost bed, then he might spend his time ‘treating his soil’ with nitrate, phosphorus, or basic slag. ‘What are they?’ I don’t know. ‘Where do you get basic slag?’ I have no idea.

Then, if the old man had done that, he could go and plant his garden — with what, do you think — lettuce, radishes, and that sort of stuff that I had expected to grow? — not at all. They don’t have them any more. He could plant it with antirrhinum, as I have just said, and scabies, and cuspis, and a border of asbestos and scrofula. Those are the words on the packets, as nearly as I recall them.

So, as for gardening, I’m out of it. I don’t understand the terms.

‘When the garden is complete,’ suggests the manual, ‘a final touch may be given by laying down a flagstone path, with saxifrage in the interstices, and then having a pergola all down the pathway.’ Thank you, not for me.

Another thing I had looked forward to in coming back to farm life, after fifty years away from it, was the reading of the good old farm newspapers. They’ve been parodied, I know, a thousand times by smart city people; but the charm was there all the same. There was personal news that said, ‘Ed Callaghar was in town last night from the Fourth Concession and reports his fall wheat nicely in hand. Well done! Ed’; and the social news, ‘Miss Posie Cowslip of Price’s Corners is home after a three-days’ visit in the city.’

In the place of that you now read:

‘Among the daintiest of the season’s weddings was that of Miss Poinsettia Primrose, celebrated at the family Farmstead, The Bagnolias, the happy bridegroom being Mr. Earl DeBenture of Wall Street. The ceremony, at which the Rev. Mr. Bray officiated, was held out of doors under a pergola, the assembled guests being gathered in the loggia, beautified with floral decorations of bubiscus, rabies, and flowering avunculus. Miss Primrose wore a beautiful écrin of soft tulle shot with dainty écrus. Her father, who gave her away, wore a plain vignolette of haricot, while Mrs. Primrose (mère) looked riante in a dark purple chassis de nacre. The happy couple left immediately after the ceremony for a wedding tour through the Panama Canal to Japan, returning via Soviet Russia.’

 

I find I don’t talk much to the neighbours. I can’t. One of them, a young farmer from nearby, dropped in the other day to ask if I could lend him a pair of callipers to reset his seismograph, and we had a little talk. He talked a little while on surrealism, which he said had been interesting him lately; he spoke also of metempsychosis, and then drifted on to foreign politics and the ‘open door’ in Manchuria. I think it was in Manchuria; it may have been Missouri.

 

No, no. I’ll have to go back and study a whole lot more and learn all about alkalis and barometers and callipers: or else perhaps not come to the country, but retire into a beer garden. It’s easier.


XI. WHILE YOU’RE AT IT. EXPERT ADVICE ON KNOCKING YOUR HOUSE INTO SHAPE
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THIS HOUSE IMPROVEMENT stuff certainly appeals to me. You know what I mean — having your house all fixed up with new plumbing and heat and painting and everything. As soon as the Government started the idea of improvement loans, it opened people’s eyes. Lots of people, like myself, had gone on living in a house without realizing that there was anything wrong with it; and then there suddenly came to us all this idea of making a new home of it — that’s the word, a home.

I got the first incentive to it one day when I noticed the pipes in the furnace room. They looked worn out. So I sent for a plumber and showed him the pipes, and he said right away, ‘These pipes are gone — clean gone.’ I hadn’t realized that. I thought they were still there. ‘Look,’ he said, and took a hammer and started a big hole in one of them. ‘See that,’ he said. ‘That pipe’s all corroded, it’s oxidized — see! So’s the other!’

He knocked the other to pieces.

‘Can’t you put in new ones?’ I asked.

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I could, but if it was me, I wouldn’t. You see, that furnace is too old; it’s gone.’ He took his hammer and smashed in one side of the furnace. ‘See it break! You look at the metal, it’s acidulated!’

‘Well,’ I said, ‘you could fix it, couldn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ the plumber answered, ‘I could, but if it was me, I’d throw that furnace right out and put in the new self-acting thermostatic heat; it’s fireless and without fuel, and cuts your cost per thermal unit by over a hundred per cent.’

‘Would you allow me anything on the old furnace?’

‘I wouldn’t bother with it if I were you; just throw it out. Of course it means changing the water-pipes to your kitchen range. Do you know if they run through the range, or are they geocentric?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said.

‘Well, anyhow if it was me I’d throw all the pipes away and reset new ones.’

 

So I got a kitchen range man to come and have a look. And he said right away that, while I was at it, I’d better throw the range out — just not bother with it. He explained that the whole range was fused — just think of it, fused — and probably had been for years, and I’d never known it.

So I said: ‘All right; throw it out and put in the new hypogastric kind that you say doesn’t use heat at all, but cooks with rheostats. It certainly seems wonderful.’

So I put the range out, and, on the man’s advice, I didn’t ask for any allowance on it. He told me it just wasn’t worth bothering with.

But he said that I’d have to have the wall moved a couple of feet sideways. He said any building firm could do that in a day.

I sent for a builder and he came over with his foreman and they looked at the wall and said it was perfectly easy to move it — just a little brick and mortar and a few feet of scantling — no job at all, and wouldn’t cost much. At the same time they advised me not to do it; they wouldn’t do it if it was them, neither of them, if it was either of them.

What they suggested — and they both thought of it — was not to shift the party wall itself only, but to carry it right up through the house; sink it below the basement, and lift it right up through the roof. They reached up their hands above their heads to show how. Doing it that way, they said, I could put in the new hollow brick, the Delphic brick, that is practically airproof.

I told them to go ahead, but they said that they’d need a contractor, because of the building permit, but that it was a simple matter to arrange.

They came back presently with the contractor. He took a look round and shook his head. He said he could carry the wall up. But much better knock down the house. The house, he showed me, was badly hipped. He said it must have fluted; probably had started with a small flute that had gone on fluting. He showed me a place in the dining-room where, just with a little builder’s axe that he carried, he knocked out bucketfuls of plaster. It seems there was a cyst in the wall.

He strongly advised knocking the house down.

I asked about allowing anything for the material, but he said there was nothing in it either way. He said if you start picking over your brick (my brick) and trying to get the studding and joints out — well, you have your labour — I mean, his labour — or my labour, I didn’t quite catch on whose labour, but anyway your labour, and your time, and what had you got? Nothing. He said if it was him he wouldn’t bother with it.

 

They are knocking my house down now. I go and have a look at it every day, all disappearing in a cloud of white dust with bricks and plaster and rubbish going down a chute. I saw the books in my library going down yesterday. The contractor said there was no sense in picking them over; there’d be the labour and the time. He said if it was him, he’d read new ones.

So the house is disappearing. Just in time apparently! The further down they get with it, the more they realize the awful condition it was in! Just think of it! the roof had hogged — either had already hogged or was just going to hog any time! There was a five-inch sag in the upper floor. He said it was on account of the thrust. Where the roof had hogged, a joist had thrust; that’s what had made the sag, and it was the sag that had caused the cyst in the basement.

However, he’ll get it down all right. He’s a nice fellow and knows his job. He was telling me that he has knocked down a hundred houses already this year, and is knocking down a big hotel right now, and a church. He sent in a tender to go and knock down Westminster Abbey for the Coronation, but he was late.

 

Meantime I’m living in a room in a hotel. That will give me time, they say, to ‘turn round.’ I never felt till now that I needed time to turn round. But the builder and the contractor and everybody said I’d better take time to turn round.

 

Anyway, that’s all the time the hotel could give me. They didn’t want me. They said that they would rather throw me into the river and get a new guest. But they’ll keep me till I turn round.

After that they want the room. It seems there’s a big hotel men’s convention, and they want the whole hotel for the hotel men. That’s only fair when you think of it.


XII. THE SIT-DOWN STRIKE IN MY PARLOUR. THEY CAME AND THEY WOULDN’T GO
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THE SIT-DOWN STRIKERS — who sat down the other night in my living-room — had timed their arrival with characteristic cunning. They came just after dark, between eight and nine in the evening. All six arrived in one motor-car so as to effect a quick and immediate entry before anyone could stop them. With proper warning I could easily have prevented an entry. My plant is a large country house with a lodge and driveway, and protected in the rear by a lake. A heavy chain stretched across the drive could have brought the car to a stop. As it was, nothing was done. No chain was placed and there was no tear-gas in the house.

The result was that they were in, had slipped past the maid at the door, thrown off all their wraps, and had occupied the living-room before any organized attempt could be made to eject them.

It was there that I was summoned for a conference. They appeared to be, as I said, six — two men and two women, evidently husbands and wives, and two younger criminals, a grown-up girl and boy, quite old enough to be held legally responsible.

Now here began the difficulty. People who only know of sit-down strikes from hearsay, as I am afraid is the case with even some of our judges, cannot estimate the practical difficulty of dealing with the strikers. But any plant manager will understand my case. An outsider would ask, ‘Why not throw them all out? Your plant,’ he would say, ’is your property. These sit-down people are just trespassers.’ True, but you see I knew them; they were people that I knew, just as the plant manager knows and has worked for years with the leaders of his strike. Apart from their presence in my plant, I had nothing against them. One of our judges asked the other day, ‘Why not throw them out by the neck?’ Well, these two senior women were in evening dress and were of the solid kind that has no neck.

They opened the discussion, cleverly enough, by drawing attention to the fine spring weather; I admitted that it was fine, but claimed that it still turned bitter cold later at night. They denied this flat out. Then I made my first, tentative, offer, viz., that they must have a whiskey and soda, or ginger ale with ice, a choice, before they left. They agreed, but without clause two. For the time being I was beaten, but it occurred to me that in getting ice for the drinks I might make some use of the telephone to get them home. The younger criminal frustrated this by coming to help me. While getting the ice he put in an ingenious claim that he had been a student of mine in Economics when I was a professor. There was no way to challenge this. He may have been. A lot of my students went to the bad.

When I got back to the living-room the sit-downers had settled in to their task and were well ensconced round the fire, which they stirred to a blaze. They came out boldly with their first demand, and suggested a game of bridge. I urged that I had no cards. But their preliminary organization had provided this. It seemed that one of the women strikers had cards in her bag.

By ten o’clock the sit-down strike was in full operation. The strikers were playing bridge, four at a time, with two as pickets to keep their eye on me. The system I believe is called ‘cutting-in,’ and is largely used in cases like this where a sit-down strike is carried on in a private dwelling.

Of bridge I know nothing, but it was clear that we had reached a rough-and-ready understanding, namely, that they would play without further annoyance to the property provided that I kept up the fire and supplied whiskey and soda after each rubber. For those not conversant with bridge I may say that a ‘rubber’ is the name given to the period between drinks.

The sit-down strikers were thus getting about fifty cents an hour, which they raised to sixty cents an hour after eleven o’clock by working shorter rubbers. I had to give in. One man made a distinct threat that, if I didn’t, they’d stay all night. What he said was, ‘I just feel as if I could play all night!’ but I knew what he meant. And when one woman went over to the piano and hit a couple of notes, and sang, ‘We won’t go home till morning!’ I knew that they might start violence at any time.

I repeat again that people who only think in terms of theory fail to realize how difficult it is in practice to fight against sit-down strikers. They would say, ‘Why didn’t you get one and use force, attack him, kill him!’ I tried to. I got one of the men strikers, while he was picketing, and took him down to the cellar under pretence of fixing the furnace, but he artfully kept out of reach of the shovel. Then I took him on the lawn to look at the lake, but I couldn’t get him near enough.

So when we came in I made a flat-out offer of seventy-five cents’ worth of whiskey and a plate of sandwiches if they’d go — that is, before they went. But it only led to a lot of back and forward discussion. One woman said: ‘Oh, yes, sandwiches would be lovely! Do let’s stop a minute!’ But the other said: ‘No, Mary, we don’t need to stop. We can eat the sandwiches right here.’

After that, it was nearly one in the morning, I gave right in. I knew there was a cold turkey in the ice-box, the real thing — plump and cool and lying all dressed up with green parsley. Show that to a woman of the make and build that these were, and you’ve got her.

I beat them with that. Within ten minutes I had them round the dining-room table with the turkey; they had found half a cold ham and a few other things and claimed the lot. We were acting on a fair and square ‘gentleman’s agreement’ that they’d eat all they could and then go. There was a little murmuring; indeed, someone suggested a round of cold hands at poker or something, and one woman said that when she got going she could go on all night. But there was a general feeling that my offer was a fair compromise, and they took it.

They made one stipulation however. They are all coming back next Tuesday, and they are going to bring two others with them, visitors who are coming up from Cincinnati. They say that these are ‘lovely people.’ I don’t doubt it. And they say that they are just dying to meet me. All right. Let them die.

Next Tuesday I’ll be ready. The chain will be across the drive. John Kelly, my lodge-keeper, a determined man who has seen something of Sinn Fein Ireland, is a handy man with bird-shot. And I ordered ten gallons of tear-gas.

 

And yet — oh, I don’t know — somehow you just can’t! That’s the bother with the sit-down strikes in social life. They’ll come and I’ll let them in, and they’ll say, ‘Well! here we are again!’ and one of the women will get off that old thing about the bad penny, and then say, ‘I want you to meet Mr. and Mrs. Potzenjammer of Cincinnati,’ and I’ll say, ‘What about a little Scotch?’

All right. Life is just repetition.


XIII. THE ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNING. A TALK TO GRADUATE STUDENTS
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(NOTE. THIS MOURNFUL and prophetic address was delivered to an audience of McGill Graduate Students to reconcile them to leaving college. But as it was afterwards widely printed in newspapers, there may have been something in it.)

The British Universities, of which the American are the offspring, grew up on a religious basis. Great flocks of students gathered round the Friars to learn from tattered manuscripts the sacred art of reading. Incidental to this was much argument, brawling, and drinking — what we now call ‘student activities.’

There were no athletics. In those rough days each man carried his athletics at the hilt of his sword or the butt of his quarterstaff. After a game one side didn’t play any more.

Centuries passed. Printing came. The colleges grew. Pious benefactors sought to balance their sins against their munificence. Thus in the name of Christ arose tall towers in Oxford to cleanse the soul of Henry VIII. This was the first college deficit.

 

Beside these holy studies grew up others in the dark. Wicked men revived from pagan books the lost art of medicine. This involved the desecration of the body, God’s image. It never flourished till it got to Scotland, a hard place, where they thought nothing of the body and sold it from its grave. Scott called the place ‘Caledonia stern and wild.’ He might have added Burke and Hare.

Still darker was the evil inquiry into God’s universe. Roger Bacon tempted God by making gunpowder, for which the Friars gave him ten years in prison. It turned out to be not enough.

Thus grew up that distinction between light and darkness, between God and the Devil, still seen in the separation of the Faculty of Arts from those of Medicine and Science.

For centuries before and after the Reformation, the colleges were pre-eminently the hostels of the church devoted to God. His glory rose in sculptured stone, His majesty in shadowing elms, His peace in the hush of the quadrangle. Here kneeled in prayer beneath a stained-glass window a little Milton, storing his mind with that dim religious light that was to illumine his written page. Here a sturdy little Isaac Newton left his slate of calculated figures to join, pious and devout, in the bidding prayer — that there may be a succession of men to serve God in church and state. Such was the aim and invocation of the colleges. And such they kept it.

And all this time there was no thought of business; of money, no inkling. In the Middle Ages the business man was held to be a crook. To fit a student for business would have meant to fit him for hell. In other words, there was no commerce course.

 

Time rolled its years, its lustrums, and its centuries over the unchanging college. The elms nodded within the quadrangle, the doves coo’d in the oriel window, and inside the halls students and masters droned and dreamed of Greece and Rome. All studies sprang from that. For every age the past is better than the present. The evening light of retrospect is better than the glare of day. In letters, at least, each generation learns more from the revered thoughts of the remembered dead than from the idle chatter of the living. But with the classical culture went the new inquisitiveness of calculation and the spacious measurement of the sky for the greater glory of Him who put it there. Thus grew college science, without afterthought, untainted as yet with the mean aim of business, not yet enslaved to utility.

But change gradually came, in infinite degrees. As theology sank, culture rose. Religious toleration rose and spread in a world grown intolerant of religion, and tired of texts. As the great age of Victoria expanded to its full growth, the universities became, as they never had been before, never will be again, the centres of intellectual life, of learning, for its own sake, of culture and letters. There was as yet no tyranny of the lower class to dictate — with the sheer colossal power of its accumulated coppers — our journals, our drama, and our written words. There were no raucous voices in the air, no antics on the screen. The pyramid of society still rested with its top side up, its apex in the clouds. The age carried heavy drawbacks and paid heavy penalties for its eminence. At the base of the pyramid was the vast stratum of the poor, crushed almost flat. Nor was learning unalloyed. It ran easily to enthroned pedantry. It hated novelty. It had lost its inquiring mind. The Newtons and the Halleys had grown up in and by the colleges. But the Darwins and the Huxleys must grow in spite of them. And what the students and the masters sang in the colleges of the middle century was, if they had known it, only a song of swans. Other times were coming, needing other people to serve not God but machines.

Then there came and settled among the doves of learning in the oriel window a new and ungainly bird, huge and squattering, and its name was Business. With the middle and closing nineteenth century the Business Man came at last into his own as the Supreme Word in civilization. Now that day is past — gone these four years — we may stand beside him like Brutus beside the body of Caesar. But yesterday the word of the Business Man might have stood (with proper collateral) against the world; now lies he there and none so poor as do him reverence.

But at least he had his day. The Business Man, to the ancient Greeks and Romans, was a crook. To the Middle Ages he was a sinner. In the polite world of Queen Anne and the Georges he had turned into a Merchant, but even then gentlemen did not eat with him — except at his expense. But as commerce expanded, business wealth grew. There were first the great fortunes of the returned East Indian merchants, nabobs, dripping with jewels. After that came the great industrial fortunes of the Peels and the Gladstones and the cotton-spinners and the ironmasters. The discovery was made that, even if a man is not a gentleman, you can make him a Lord. Thus slowly and gently England began to turn upside down, till it is now bottom up — or nearly. A final effort will do it.

But meantime America had shown to England what a real fortune could be, how money could be made to flow in oil pipes and pour out of blast furnaces. Thus arose the Carnegies and the Rockefellers and the Strathconas. And these became, as someone soon called them, inspired millionaires. They poured their magnificent munificence out in gifts to the world, hospitals and libraries and colleges. Which of us is there here who has not in one form or another tasted of their bounty?

So it came about that success and the generosity of the Business Man led to a glorification that amounted to Apotheosis. For every social purpose it seemed that what was needed was a committee of Business Men. Was there a city to be saved? Get a committee of Business Men! A maternity hospital to be developed? Leave it to the Business Men. A couple of religions to be amalgamated? Let a committee of Business Men do it; they’re used to it.

In return the Business Man asked nothing from the colleges, and the colleges gave him nothing — apart from the letters of a degree, by accepting which he kindly uplifted all those beneath him. There was nothing they could give him. Masses for his soul? What an idea! As if a man as smart as that would be caught with a soul.

So it came about that the business man, without meaning it, without malice, and with nothing but decency in his mind, transformed the colleges. For those of us who can look back over fifty years, the change is visible, obvious and in some aspects appalling. A new wealth flowed into the colleges; brick and stone rose to the sky; apparatus moved in car-load lots; the colleges expanded in all directions.

 

This area of expansion seemed at first wonderful. Vast institutions such as Cornell and Chicago arose, as it were, out of nothing. Older colleges increased to five times their size. Colleges that had numbered their students in hundreds now counted them in thousands. Even the little colleges sleeping among the elm trees woke up and distended themselves like Æsop’s toad in the attempt to be an ox.

Expansion brought with it a flood of money, a rush of expenditure, an annual deficit, wiped out annually by renewed benefactions. ‘Praise John from whom oil blessings flow,’ sang the glad students of Chicago. For the first time the colleges no longer lived on their own. For the first time benefactors were no longer dead but living. At first the significance of this was lost; only in time did the college world come to see that — as with an Indian — the only good benefactor is a dead benefactor. To my mind the most beautifully solemn thing about James McGill is that he is dead.

For the living benefactor, though he didn’t mean it and didn’t know it, asked a price and expected a return. He expected the colleges to ‘show results,’ a thing no college had ever shown since the days of William of Wykeham and Johannis Caius. He expected the college to fit the young men for active life, whereas the older idea was to fit them to die. Hence came blowing in through the opening door a riot of new subjects, practical subjects so called. The colleges began teaching the unteachable. They forgot that in the long run — the only run worth thinking about — the unpractical subjects are the best. The ‘practical’ subject lowers the human intellect from the broad comprehensive compass of the Victorian mind to the narrow mechanical competence of ‘Educator’ of the day. The benefactor wanted system, and he got it. It is choking the wells of learning. He wanted organization, and he got it — a rigid frame in place of a living growth. Can you organize a soul?

More than that the benefactor wanted advertising, boosting, booming. He took his model from his industrial method — such triumphs of the human mind as Uneeda Biscuit, Uwanta Ham.

Here the benefactor — still infinitely well-meaning — enlisted the students. Undergraduates, musing in cap and gown upon the departed dead, changed into ‘rooters,’ ‘hooters,’ ‘boosters,’ broke out into white pantaloons and uniforms fit for the Zouaves of Pius the Ninth. Fostered by the benefactor, student ‘activities’ multiplied on the campus. The simple games played in the October dusk, with the few spectators running along the touch-lines, were exchanged for the vast spectacular performances, the huge stadiums, the paid organizers, like nothing seen since Rome went down under the weight of it. The student became a new person, quick, intelligent, capable, a young man of excellent address, a born salesman, a trained advertiser, competent to the last degree and ready to step smiling into his place behind a hotel desk. But somewhere in him was the deep seared mark of the scar where the college cut out his soul.

Compare, any who can, the typical undergraduate (if he will stand still long enough to let you compare him) with the little schoolboy that once he was. Whither now has gone the wistful dawning intelligence? The clouds of glory that he trailed are blown by all the winds of the stadium. The child that wrote the verses for verses’ sake, that saw visions in the pages of his books and heard in his ears the trampling feet and the armoured horses of the past — whither has he vanished? That open magic door that seemed to lead into a wood nodding with green hazels and bright with carpeted flowers — has it turned off to this, this vast, wooden building, loud with shouts and glared with light — this idiot’s dream?

On the more rigid and mechanical studies of medicine and science, the new influence brought chiefly good. But on the faculties of liberal arts it broke with its full devastating effect. These are intangible things; they are not physical; they depend on an idea. Learning for learning’s sake cannot survive amid a tumult of students’ clubs and students’ activities, a fierce and continued excitement of contested games, enthusiastic politics, student elections and mimic journalism. Student activities are destroying the student.

 

(The sobs of the audience prevented the continuance of this talk.)

TUBES OUT OF ORDER

In a book I wrote the other day about a lecture tour in Western Canada, called My Discovery of the West, I recorded a queer incident in connection with a loud-speaker apparatus. The thing was so funny and so literally true that I cannot resist the temptation to repeat it here.

I always told it as if it had happened a night or two before in a rival town. People like that best. Local jokes beat all others. In Orillia, where I live, we like a joke on Barrie; and in ancient Rome they enjoyed a crack at Carthage.

But as a matter of fact this incident happened in the Ladies’ Club of a great American city, a beautiful new building, with all the equipment brand new, and a lovely auditorium with a brand new loud-speaker.

Before the meeting the lady-President said to me, ‘I must apologize for our loud-speaker. Don’t mind if it starts to make queer noises. There’s something wrong with it, but we don’t know just what it is.’

No, she didn’t know, and I didn’t know, and they didn’t know what was wrong with it, but a little later we all knew. The trouble was that there were two plumbers in the basement under the platform trying to connect up a furnace.

So the lady-President in beginning the meeting said:

‘Ladies, before I introduce the speaker of to-day I want to say a few words of warning. Our loud-speaker was just installed and I’m afraid’ — and here she assumed a manner of charming apology— ‘I’m afraid it isn’t behaving itself very well. . . .’

At that moment the loud-speaker broke in with a giant voice:

‘Get something under her and lift her up — she’s not working right.’

There was a frozen silence, with ripples of giggles breaking the ice.

The lady-President said:

‘Ladies, I’m afraid . . .’

And the loud-speaker shouted:

‘Stick a crowbar under her and get a purchase on her. . . .’

‘Ladies, I must ask someone . . .’

‘She’s full of ashes, heave her up and shake the ashes out of her. . . .’

‘Ladies, will someone please . . .’

It’s her tubes — they’re not connected. . . .’

Then there was a click! Someone with emergency brains had cut off something. And in the dead silence that followed, I was able to begin my lecture on ‘Recent Advances in Human Knowledge.’


XIV. LOOKING BACK FROM RETIREMENT
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I WAS RETIRED — or rather I was fired on the grounds of senility — last year from the college where I had been a professor for thirty-five years. Before that I had been a schoolmaster for ten years, making in all forty-five years of teaching. On this mere pretext, I was invited to go.

In other words I am what is called a professor emeritus — from the Latin e, ‘out,’ and meritus, ‘so he ought to be.’ These old professors go drifting out of the colleges, so many every year, as when the harness is slipped off old horses, and they go wandering down into the pasture. The world is always very kindly about it. When they leave there is always a gentle pretence that now in retirement they will do greater things. ‘Professor Rameses, we understand, will now at last have time to complete his monumental work on the Assyrian epoch.’ Oh, no, he won’t; not all eternity would be enough for that. But he’ll sit there in front of a blotter in his study and his wife will put the inkpot beside him, and through the open door will come the scent of the laburnum, and the late summer flies will buzz around his head! No, no, he’ll never finish. Look, he’s asleep already!

Or of another professor, it is said, ‘We understand that Professor Dream intends, now that he is free, to devote himself to journalism!’ Will he? That only means that he’ll sit and read the newspaper all morning in a barber shop. But notice that kindly little touch ‘now that he is free!’ The idea is that the old fellow has been held back from all kinds of accomplishment, and, once set him loose, and he’s supposed to dash off at a tremendous pace! It reminds me of the old days when we used to hire a horse and buggy at a livery stable, and the livery man would drag the horse out, shouting, ‘Whoa! Whoa! there!’ and stand at his head while we got in, as if it were a close call for life to drive behind that horse. When he let go with the final ‘Whoa! Back! Get up there!’ the old horse hadn’t the strength to shake the fly-net. So with the professors. Complete their study of Horace! Bring their work on ichthyology up to date! Don’t believe it — autumn flowers and buzz flies for them— ‘Whoa! Back! Get up!’

I recall long ago the resignation of one of my own old professors, and how we got up a dinner for him. I sat next to him and said, ‘I suppose now you’ll be able to complete your translation of Faust?’ and he said, ‘Eh?’ I said, ‘You’ll be able to complete your translation of Faust?’ ‘What?’ he shouted. ‘Faust!’ I yelled. ‘No, thank you,’ he called back. ‘I’ve had plenty.’ An idea struck me, and so I took the dinner card in front of me and wrote ‘Faust’ on it and put it in front of him. ‘I can’t read it,’ he shouted.

So in my own case I’ve taken warning. When people say to me, ‘You’ll be able now to finish your book on the History of Political Theory,’ I answer, ‘To hell with it.’

They’re a queer lot, the old professors. I suppose that forty or fifty years in the little empire of the classroom is bound to affect a man’s character and make-up. In business there are certain standards, certain normal ways of talking and dressing and acting that all men have to fall into as part of business life. Not so with the professors. Take their dress; they’ve never thought about it. As young men they had no money to dress, and by the time they had they’d lost any sustained interest in it, and so they buy their things spasmodically as the whim seizes them. I recall, from my days as a Chicago student forty years ago, the case, or rather the appearance, of a very distinguished old professor who came over from England to teach some kind of dead language. It was in the summer quarter. He wore a round straw hat — the kind that kids wear — a black morning coat with tails — that was a little bit of London — a pair of duck pants — that stood for the sea — and a pair of ox-blood tanned boots that were meant to represent the eager life of a newer continent. You see, if you analyse that costume, there is life in every bit of it. . . . The white pants were for the foam of the sea; he got them, no doubt, the day Sir Thomas Lipton invited him on his yacht. The London morning coat meant Piccadilly and the fashion of England; it was all there. Add to it, as the last touch, a string tie, to recall the Confederate campaign in Missouri, and there you have the man! I remember that he evidently looked on himself as pretty nattily dressed, quite an up-to-date piece of chocolate. The case is actual; anybody of the Chicago of the late nineties could give you the professor’s name — or, no, they couldn’t; they’d have forgotten it. The flies are buzzing round them too.

In other words, professors, if they go on long enough, turn into ‘characters.’

Much of what has been said about professors is naturally true not only of them but of all old men. More nonsense and guff has been talked about old age than of any time of life. Cicero, when his hair began to fall out, wrote a whole book On Old Age. Rabbi Ben Ezra — in Browning, isn’t it? — said, ‘Grow old along with me, the best is yet to be!’ and the same note has been struck a thousand times, but will never blend into a chord. Cicero and the rest talk of the ‘serenity’ of old age — in fact, a ‘serene’ old age has been a phrase in all languages! Serene old men! Have you ever seen one of them in a sudden temper, because he couldn’t find his fishing-line, or had lost his ever-sharp pencil? Old age is supposed to be quiet, restful, at peace with all the world. Don’t believe it! Old men live in a world of horrors. At a sniff, they are sure the kitchen stove has set fire to the house! The world is closing in on them. They feel that they are going to be overwhelmed at any minute by terrible changes — Bolsheviks, labour agitations, Mussolini — anything!

I remember a year or two ago, one such stopped me in the street, an old man, just old enough to be getting a nice shake on him even when he stood upright; in fact he had himself buttoned up pretty high in his collar and neckerchief. ‘These Bolsheviks!’ he said. ‘These Bolsheviks, they’ll overrun the whole world, mark my words: we’ll live to see it!’ Well, he didn’t, anyway; he blew up the next week.

And if it’s not public dangers it’s private ones — the dangers to themselves and to their poor old body that walks with a shadowed figure beside it. Do you realize, my dear young friends in the early twenties who read these lines, that for old people the world is full of death? Those notices that you hardly look at, those obituaries, of what seem to you old people dropping off — and why shouldn’t they? — that, to them, is their world going out one by one, people waiting to be called across a gangway, so many names called every day. Youth is careless of death. It is the price at which humanity lives. Wordsworth, you remember, said, ‘A simple child that lightly draws its breath and feels its life in every limb, what can it know of death?’

And Captain Harry Graham, the English humorist of yesterday (a tear to his memory), said it with even greater point in the little verse, ‘Grandpapa fell down the sewer; that’s one grandpapa the fewer!’ For people of insight and philosophy, Harry Graham’s stanza reaches further than Wordsworth’s sentimentality. Wordsworth is putting his own ideas into the child — you recall, no doubt, how the We-are-seven poem runs along in its cheerful discussion in a churchyard— ‘and often after sunset when all is bright and fair, I take my little porringer and eat my supper there!’ Nonsense! Wordsworth as an old man might take a little porringer, provided he took it regularly and not too near bedtime, but the child wouldn’t.

A little porringer! That strikes again the note of the terrors of old men; they’re wearing out, they’re running down, and so they get the ‘death bug’ that ticks and ticks beside their consciousness, so that they feel the flight of time as it goes by, carry a scale of hours and days such as younger people can’t imagine. It is as if one looks down an avenue, all lined with evergreen trees — a little mist, indeed, at the end, but the end can’t be so far away after all.

So the old men are preoccupied. ‘Have you ever,’ they whisper, ‘had any trouble with your oesophagus?’ The answer to this is ‘Never!’ Don’t humour or encourage them. Let them take it on the oesophagus! They seem to know of parts of the body younger people have never heard of. ‘The membraneous coating of my diaphragm,’ bleats the old fellow, ’is pretty well worn out. I’ve had to cut out all proteins altogether.’

Cutting them out! They start cutting things out like a captain lightening a ship. ‘I cut out whiskey,’ says the old fellow, ‘and I don’t feel any worse for it at all.’ No, certainly not; you couldn’t feel worse if you tried. ‘I’ve cut tobacco right out.’ Certainly, you haven’t got suction enough left in you to keep a cigar alight. Then they cut out meat, and cut out coffee, and cut out all the things they know of, and then begin to cut out things that are just names. Ask them; just let them start and they’ll tell you they cut out all nitrogen and glycerine, and gun-cotton, and tabloids — the things they cut out would supply a Spanish army.

This, I suppose, is a pessimistic discussion. I can’t help it. To my mind, the quotation given above, ‘that’s one grandpapa the fewer,’ goes to the root of the matter. In fact even this business of looking back on life and writing memoirs should be begun earlier, and by younger people. In fact I am glad to observe that it is. A generation ago people never wrote reminiscences till they could cover a long lapse of time. Reminiscences had some such title as: My Hundred Years in the U.S. Cavalry, or Pink and Punk: My Eighty Years of Fox Hunting. Then, thank goodness, someone began Looking Back from Forty! and then someone else realized that you could turn round quicker than that, and a crop of memoirs began to appear on Looking Back from Thirty; and then Looking Back on College, and Looking Back from High School, and finally Looking Back on Kindergarten, or Where Are Those Girls Now?

Youth will have its way; soon the old men won’t even write the old-age stuff.

FINIS


My Discovery of the West
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PREFACE

MY CLAIM ON THE WEST: A PROPHECY THAT CAME TRUE
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THERE IS SOMETHING inspiring in this building of a new country in which even the least of us has had some part. I can remember how my father went — from our Lake Simcoe farm — to the first Manitoba boom of over fifty years ago — before the railway. He had an idea that what the West needed was British energy and pluck. He came back broke in six months. Then Uncle Edward went; he had a gifted mind and used to quote to us that “the Star of the Empire glitters in the West.” It didn’t. He came back broke.

Then my brothers Dick and Jim went. Dick was in the Mounted Police and then worked in a saloon and came home broke. Jim got on fine but he played poker too well and had to leave terribly fast. Charlie and George and Teddy went — they all went but me. I was never free to go till now, but I may start at any time. Going West, to a Canadian, is like going after the Holy Grail to a knight of King Arthur. All Canadian families have had, like mine, their Western Odyssey. — Stephen Leacock in the Book “Funny Pieces”, 1936.


CHAPTER ONE

MY PROPOSAL OF DISCOVERY
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WHY I LEFT home — Travel Impressions and How to Avoid Them — At the Head of the Lakes — The City of Giants.

 

“Professor Stephen Leacock,” said the chairman, every chairman, from Fort William to Victoria,— “needs no introduction.” Owing to this bright thought, I never got any. So I must introduce myself.

It has seemed to me that the East and the West in Canada know all too little of each other, and are drifting further and further apart. It occurred to me that if I went out and lectured to the West, very likely the West would move closer to the East.

I decided to follow the route of Alexander Mackenzie, a Scotsman in the employ of the North West Trading Company who made a discovery of the West in 1793. Mackenzie went for pleasure. He gave no lectures. I followed more or less on his track.

Mackenzie made his way up the lakes to the Kaministiquia River. I took the overland route by the Canadian Pacific Railway, first as more comfortable, secondly, as saving about a year.

I arrived at Fort William, on Lake Superior, as the first stage of my lecture tour on November 25, 1936.

Whenever I go on a lecture trip to a new place people ask me, “What are your impressions of our city?” And I never have any. I don’t seem able to get them. All I can say is, “It seems all right; I don’t see anything the matter with it”. A reporter asks: “What is your opinion of our public buildings?” I answer, “They seem all right. Is there anything wrong with them? Are they falling down?” “How do our people strike you?” “They haven’t yet. Why should they? Is there a riot on?”

In other words I’ve nothing but envy for the regular travel experts who flash out impressions like sparks from a flint. Put one of these down in Fort William and he’d break out:

“Here at the head of Lake Superior with Thunder Bay spread out before one, and the Kaministiquia foaming at one’s feet, one felt for the first time the sense of the vast environment of the Great North Land, an impression of boundlessness, as if here began the rule of boisterous nature, defiant of man’s puny power.”

One might get that. But I didn’t. I just saw a big railway station, with red caps, and one said, “Which are your bags?” and I said “These are.” There is nothing buoyant or defiant about that, is there?

The travel-writer when he is done with boisterous nature, always turns to the personal element, the psychology of travel. He breaks out with a gush:

“The West is essentially hospitable. It takes you at once to its heart!”

I didn’t see anything of that. The young man at the desk of the hotel said, “We have a room reserved for you with a bath, — Is that right?” and I said, “That’s right,” and he said “Front 506!” That was all: the same reception I’ve had anywhere from Bangor, Maine to Memphis, Tennessee.

I have elsewhere in one of my books chronicled the standard way in which the travel impressions of foreigners are worked overtime in some such fashion as this: — 

“I was met at the station (called in America the depot) by a member of the Municipal Council driving his own motor car. After giving me an excellent cigar, he proceeded to drive me about the town to various points of interest, including the municipal abattoir, where he gave me another excellent cigar, the Carnegie Public Library, the First National Bank (the courteous manager of which gave me an excellent cigar) and the Second Congregational Church, where I had the pleasure of meeting the pastor. The pastor, who appeared a man of breadth and culture, gave me another cigar.”

But I didn’t see anything of this at Fort William. A member of the city council said to me, “Would you like to look at our harbour?” And I said, “I will for a cigar!” And the pastor of one of the Churches asked, “Are you interested in Indian Relics,” and I said “I am, — for a cigar.” But somehow the formula didn’t work.

After all what is there more dreary than being driven round in a motor car, “seeing the town.” The trip carries with it a dialogue like this: — 

“That’s our Public Library.”

“Is it?”

“I’ll just drive round this corner and then you can see it from the other side.... That’s the other side.”

“Is it?”

“That’s our new Court House.”

“Is it?”

“The building next it is the Post Office.”

“Is it?”

“But you can’t see it very well from here, so I’ll drive round the block and then you’ll see it.... Now you see it: that’s the back side of the Post Office.”

“Is it?”

I don’t mean to speak conceitedly. It’s just as bad, of course, for the man driving you as it is for you. I know that, because again and again I have had to drive a visitor round Montreal and show him McGill University, and the Chateau de Ramezay and the backside of the Stock Exchange, and all the darn fool seemed able to say was, “Is it?”

* * * * *

The point that I have been trying to make above is that all travel-writing, and travel-pictures in books are worn out and belong to a past age. In these days such writing is quite impossible and I have no intention of putting any of it into this book. It is no longer possible to tell anybody anything new about anywhere. Since the moving pictures have come, everybody has seen everything. The travel writer’s occupation is gone. A generation or two ago it was possible to write easy and endless “books of travel” with descriptions of towns and streets and hotels, like this: — 

“Toronto is a charming city, albeit of a somewhat provincial type, laid out in a rectangular fashion on the northern shore of Lake Ontario. The principal thoroughfare, King Street, which traverses the city from west to east is 88 feet wide, while Yonge Street which traverses the city from north to south, is at right angles to it and is 88 feet, 6 inches wide. The Royal York hotel is a spacious structure containing 1,050 bedrooms, an abattoir, hot and cold water and all modern conveniences. The service is admirable and the cuisine is excellent. The courteous manager gave me a cigar. The typical Torontonian is about 5 feet, 9 inches high, with fairly wide shoulders and a dolichocephalic head with an ear on each side of it.”

And after the travel-writer had written it up as Toronto, he had only to start it over again and call it Timbuctoo.

“Timbuctoo is laid out on a rectangular plan with no less than seven Presbyterian churches. Then Emir Wad El Foolzem gave me an excellent cigar, etc.”

And so to sleep. If anybody would pay me to write that kind of stuff, I’d go all round the world and never stop. That kind of thing used to be written up for Canada, long ago, by such people as Mr. Buckingham, the temperance lecturer of the middle forties; and is still written by women travellers who take journeys through the Sahara and come out on the other side, the natives having refused to capture them.

There are still travellers who are simple enough in their minds and enthusiastic enough over what they see, to think it of interest to write, “We steamed into Fort William at 10.15 p.m. and pulled out again at 10.17”. Such people always ‘steam in’ and ‘pull out’: they identify themselves with the machinery. If they are feeling even better, they ‘blow in’ and ‘strike out’. I didn’t ‘pull into’ Fort William. The porter did it for me; and I didn’t ‘pull out’. I slept there.

I knew that as soon as I arrived I would be interviewed by the press, so I had the interview all ready and merely handed it over. It is far better to write one’s own interviews. I took out a folded paper and said to the reporter, “Here you will find my impressions of Fort William. It’s a little dark to read them in this light without spectacles but you will note that Fort William impresses me as having a population of 24,000 in 1931 and a present estimate of 26,277. Taken together with Port Arthur, I should put its population at 48,777. This is only my present estimate: I may change it to-morrow. The city impresses me also as being situated on the Kaministiquia River at the north western end of Lake Superior and as the chief point of exodus for the wheat of the Canadian northwest. It thus impresses me as the chief port of the grain trade of the Great Lakes. It contains, I should say, at a guess, 10 schools, 3 fire-halls and 13 parks. It looks to me as if the total value of the utilities was over $4,000,000 and I feel as if I were 960 feet above the level of the sea. I have all the more confidence in these impressions as I find they correspond very closely with those of Mr. Heaton as expressed in his Commercial Handbook.”

All the same when I presently had a chance to get a real sight of Fort William I did get a very real impression of it. When I say Fort William I include with it the adjoining city of Port Arthur. They ought to be joined and called Fwather, or Port Arthliam. One can’t keep saying both. But under any name it is quite literally what you would call a gigantic place. It is drawn upon a big scale, as if a great hand had seized a pencil and marked out in great bold strokes vast empty squares, and streets as wide as fields. So big is the city that they haven’t had time to fill in the houses. Later on when they get time to put in lots of houses and buildings, it will be a fine city. At present it is all so spread out that a motor car looks lonely and a pedestrian like a solitary wanderer. There are great open spaces everywhere. Everything is planned to be a mile away from everything else.

All this is just right and in keeping with the surroundings. It was nature that suggested the gigantic idea. Outside, beyond the capes of Thunder Bay, stretches the great reach of Lake Superior. The bay itself would shelter a whole navy, and its towering rocky islands and shores make a navy look small and insignificant. In and through the town the sweeping circles and the branching mouths of the Kaministiquia River are quite properly all drawn on the same big scale. Behind the city mountains rise, quite close by, single and in chains, not like other mountains, soft and sloping, but torn and scarped and scarred, with upheaved layers of separate rocks that bear witness to millions of years of evolution. Geologists say that this is the oldest part of the world. I believe it. The Creator was trying out his hand: not in the dainty touches of finished art but in the broad, bold strokes of primitive design.

As with the town so with its commerce. For Fort William no gewgaws of retail trade in parcels and packets, no luxuries in little boxes. It deals in great raw primitive stuff, and it handles it not with hands but with cranes. High stacks of pulp wood rise as little mountains and keep sinking down as the pulp sticks go into the roaring mill, splash and tumble in foam, agonise in sulphur fumes, depart this life as living wood to come spinning out from great rollers, quiet and still, in their death shroud, as miles and miles of paper. Two hours sees it all through its death and resurrection. Wrapped in great bales too big to lift, machinery piles it up in cars, and rolls it into the Great Lakes steamers and away it goes down the lakes. Newsboys presently will be shouting over it in the great American cities. But in the beginning was Fort William.

With the paper goes iron and other ores; everything seems to go far away and to come from far away, — Ship-loads of sulphur from Yucatan for the death agony of the spruce sticks, — ship-loads of binder twine that was sisal in Honduras and will be turned into social credit in Alberta. But towering over it all, and dwarfing even the gigantic primitive industries are the grain elevators and the grain boats: the wheat that never ends, pounded and poured, spread out and sucked up, moving in a roar of machinery and a cloud of dust, — still and inert in the ship’s silent hold, and thus all the way from the prairies to Liverpool. The elevators of the twin cities have a capacity of 92,000,000 bushels of wheat. But the figures don’t matter. Make them as big as you like and they’d seem too small.

Yet for anybody who likes figures, prefers figures and can’t get along without them, here are a few Fort William-Port Arthur statistics to write down. But don’t try to remember them. In five years they’ll all be out of date. The two cities have 30 grain elevators. They hold 92,000,000 bushels of grain. The combined city area has 340 miles of railway track in sidings. It has 22 miles of dock frontage. It can, and has, sorted out and unloaded 2,748 cars of grain in one day. It can roll out 865 tons of paper a day. It has behind it the water power of the Nipigon and the Kaministiquia. It has developed already over 100,000 hydro-electric horsepower, a statement which is more or less meaningless to untrained people like myself, but which gets a certain meaning by comparison. It is using already about as much hydro-electric horse power as the whole of Nova Scotia, or as Alberta and Saskatchewan put together. It sells it for 1 cent for a Kilowatt hour and lights its houses so cheaply and so brightly that you can play poker all night for the bare cost of the whiskey.

The scale of the emptiness and the openness of Fort William makes New York and London seem crowded, breathless anthills, — no place for men. I’d like to live there. I’d like to go to Fort William young and live there fifty years till it had five hundred thousand inhabitants, and get old and half childish and prattle away about what it was like when it only had fifty thousand.

The reporter who received my “interview” seems indeed to have been pleased with it, for he added to it a very handsome tribute to my personal appearance. “Professor Leacock,” he said, “looks like anything rather than a professor.” This was high praise and he followed it with a flattering description of my physical appearance. Alas! I was soon to realize how greatly the strain and fatigue of public lecturing was to wear me down, as I could see by comparing the Fort William report with those that succeeded it. The young man at Fort William wrote: “Stephen Leacock is a stockily-built man with a shock of iron-grey hair, a boisterous manner, an infectious laugh, and eyes that seem to be always smiling.” Two weeks later, at Saskatoon, the paper said, “Dr. Leacock is a grave-looking man with a scholarly stoop, whose worn face lights up occasionally with a smile.” More recently at Vancouver a reporter wrote:

“The little man, who is under-sized and practically bald, sank wearily into a chair, apologizing for his fatigue with a wan ghost of a smile.” By the time I reached Victoria, the newspaper said,— “The poor little rat was found sitting in his golf bag, over the top of which his face peeped out with anxious solicitude. He appeared deeply dejected, asked for a glass of buttermilk and inquired the name of the town he was in.”

I think I have got the last quotation right: if not word for word, that is the gist of it.

I addressed the assembled Canadian Clubs of Fort William and Port Arthur on the subject of our happy relations with the United States and what a pity it is that such happy relations couldn’t be copied by the European nations. As a matter of fact there is no better instance of this than the existence of Fort William itself and its peculiar situation on the continent. It is what would be called in Europe the strategic centre of Canada. Whoever holds Fort William cuts Canada in two. Luckily for us we don’t have to think in such terms. We talk of our cities in America as chief wheat centres, or principle hog centres or as first and second egg-eating centres but never as strategic centres. I hope we never do.

I had had occasion to realize this peculiar feature of the situation of the city during the only other previous visit I had paid to the town. It was in 1916. I had come there on behalf of the King of the Belgians being on an extended tour to give humorous lectures and send the money to the Belgian refugees gathered in the French city of Nantes. I went a long way. In fact the King of the Belgians had very generously said that he didn’t care how far I went as long as I paid my own expenses. It was my first attempt to give humorous lectures. Till then I had only lectured on heavy political subjects. But this tour was intended to be a source of fun. I remember that my first lecture, at St. John, New Brunswick, was spoiled because the chairman announced it as “international law” and the audience believed him.

But I remember that in Fort William in 1916 the Mayor of the town, the late Sam Young, talked to me of how easily the Germans could have seized Fort William and cut Canada in two on August 4, 1914. It was even easier then than now. There were no aeroplanes and no bombs to reckon with. North of Fort William was practically nothing. A surprise party, prepared in advance could have landed from the other side of the Lakes, blown up culverts and bridges, put all the civil population, then only 30,000, on a couple of trains and sent them west, held the town and invited German reservists to make their way there. I forget who won out, Mr. Young or the Germans. But it was a close thing between them.

The plan, if successful, would have blocked up all the Canadian grain, — there was no Panama, no Hudson Bay to take it, — and would have made all overseas contingents impossible till the town was retaken. This would have been a difficult thing to do, where nature had fortified it, east and west, with hundreds of miles of rock, muskeg and sunken gorges. So difficult indeed is the Lake Superior shore that there is one place where the railway had to be built in a three mile curve to get half a mile ahead.

At the time when Mr. Young explained the campaign to me the opportunity had long gone by. He was able therefore, without loss of patriotism, to throw himself with great vigour into the combat on both sides. Indeed it took him two years and cost him millions and millions to lick himself. Thus do generous minds often find a kind of pleasure in putting themselves in the other fellow’s place and fighting on his side. Thus have I once had, thirty years ago, the privilege of listening to the famous Dr. Jameson explaining how the Boers could have licked the English by disregarding Ladysmith and Mafeking and making a rush for the sea. Thank Heaven the Germans never thought of these smart things till after they’d been licked. But the Fort William idea is at least curious, — and carries us back to the everlasting fact that any ‘strategic’ stuff as between the United States and Canada would mean destruction. Our only form of defense against one another is to have absolutely none at all. As to the Germans I don’t think they are ever likely to start anything worse in Fort William than, “German Choral Society”, — no, they couldn’t.

And Fort William need only be interested in the ‘strategy’ of its economic development. The grain trade and the Ocean Water Way, which is inevitably coming and coming soon, will turn it into a metropolis. Add to this the Eldorado of Gold in the district above it, — in what was once Canada’s fatal wilderness and is now Canada’s greatest hope! It is amazing what we have in Canada, the vast extent, the magnificence of the opportunity: — if only we don’t tear it apart into nine pieces, one for each province to chew in its own corner of the den.

So I turn to speak of Fort William and the Waterway, and the great voyage from the sea.


CHAPTER TWO

FORT WILLIAM AND THE WATERWAY
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THE DANGEROUS VOYAGE of Fort William — Its Contrasts of Sun and Storm — Of Dream and Danger — The Great Waterways Project — Bound to Come — Cheaper than Paying Relief.

 

By giving lectures in Fort William and elsewhere in 1916, I was able to send quite a sum of money to help maintain the Belgian refugees quartered in the French city of Nantes. The mayor of the town wrote me a letter of thanks. I don’t know where he got his geographical information from. No doubt he was as vague in his ideas on geography as all Frenchmen are: their own country is so marvellous that they never bother with others. No doubt also the mayor used an atlas of the days of Louis XIV. He wrote, “We observe with admiration that you have penetrated even into the ‘Country of the Savages’ and have made the dangerous voyage to Fort William.”

I often repeated the phrase as a joke but the more you think of it the more it seems justified. It was, and it is dangerous, — dangerous in the old days, and dangerous, for those who go down to the sea in ships, even today. The first white people who ever came to the mouth of the Kaministiquia took months, even years to get there, months of dangerous travel by river and portage and pathway, often wintering as they went, with danger on either hand; danger from man or from nature. Many who went there, as the Irish would say, never got there.

The French in New France had from the first heard from the Indians of the great waters to the west, and that further on beyond was a great northern salt sea. Many had tried to reach it. Champlain, in search of it, got part of the way up the Ottawa.

Certain voyageurs, — nameless and without record, — went into the wilderness and returned with great loads of furs. Many never came back. All the country now called Ontario was overrun, in the seventeenth century, with bands of conquering Iroquois, killing and burning any fugitives that could be found.

Through this country at this time, — the year was 1658, went the great explorer Radisson as fierce as any Indian, and braver. With him was his brother-in-law, Groseillers, twenty-nine Frenchmen and some Indians. Their idea was to make the “dangerous voyage of Fort William.” They left Montreal in June of 1658. They went up the Ottawa, and by Lake Nipissing, the French River, into and around Lake Huron. On Manitoulin Island they fought a war-party of Iroquois, and carried away eight of them, of whom three were dead. They ate the dead ones and burned the others over a slow fire. That sounds pretty dangerous travelling, for somebody.

Objection was taken to this statement, when first I made it, on the ground that it implies that the Indians were cannibals. So they were, to a great extent, especially the Indians of Central Canada, our own crowd. The Senecas took the lead. They and the Ottawas and the Pottawottamies, were especially keen on eating the hearts of their enemies as a way of acquiring courage.

One is reminded of Mark Twain’s grotesque fancy called Cannibalism in the Cars, in which a group of travelling congressmen, snowbound and starving, fall to eating one another after proper legislative voting as between majority and minority. “The next morning,” says the narrator, “we had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast, one of the finest men I ever sat down to.” A Seneca Indian would have read that passage with matter-of-fact approval. The Senecas lived round where now are Buffalo and Rochester. Their name is the same as Genesee and Genosha. A great many hotels, restaurants and even lunch-wagons are named after them. It seems quite right.

Whether Radisson joined in the feast indicated above, is left ambiguous in the original text of his journal. He may have. He was a terrific character, lived with the Indians as an Indian and joined in their torture of their enemies. There is a fine account of him, from material out of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s archives, in Douglas Mackay’s new and fascinating book, The Honorable Company.

Radisson’s party wintered on Green Bay (off Lake Michigan) and there the Crees told them the way to take to reach the great salt sea of the north. They went through the Sault into Lake Superior. From Chemaugemon Bay they explored a lot of the water shed between the Mississippi and the Great Lakes. They wintered on Lake Superior. Next Summer they started for home, fighting the Iroquois as they went (on one occasion five hundred at a time), and reached Montreal in August of 1660. The journey had taken two years and two months. Their lives were at no time worth two weeks purchase. No insurance company would have touched them.

Yet they helped to make the history of the world. Radisson had learned of the ‘great salt sea’, the Hudson Bay, — of the fur territory all around it, and how to reach it from Lake Superior. He may still have thought, as Champlain certainly did, that this great salt sea led round the corner to ‘Cathay’. He ought not to have thought this, because by this time English exploring ships, looking for the north west passage had practically circumnavigated the Bay. But he certainly had an idea of the great wealth offered in furs. He resented the attempt of the French Governor of Canada to make him pledge half his furs in advance. So when he went he went without official leave, passed from Lake Superior through the fur country and reached the Bay. Quarreling again with the Governor, Radisson turned to England. King Charles and his marvellous cousin Prince Rupert, — the patron saint of our North West, — itself once Rupertsland, — knew a good thing when they saw it. The result was the Hudson’s Bay Company, the British occupation of the North West, and my lecture tour. All this resulted from Radisson’s first achievement of the dangerous voyage of Fort William!

After him come others, priests and explorers, scattered through the remaining century of the French Regime in Canada; Father Menard, who never came back, though his breviary and cassock were found years later; Father Allouez: and Marquette and Joliet and Hennepin. But French discovery drifted chiefly over the divide towards the Mississippi. The names of these explorers stand in their hall of fame, written up side by side as the names of the streets of Minneapolis with the red and green lights of the over crowded traffic to remind them of the result of their labours. But one, the famous Duluth, belongs also and very much to Fort William. He set up his chief post on the Kaministiquia, exactly at the site of the town. Then he traded as far as the Lake of the Woods and Lake Nipigon.

But as long as the English held the Bay and the French the St. Lawrence, neither one nor the other could make use of the natural and proper route to the fur country. When the cession of Canada gave the English both the Bay and the Lakes the “dangerous voyage of Fort William” came into its own. The new Northwest Company, organized from Montreal tapped the Hudson Bay territory from the basis of the lakes. Every Canadian read of the grand old days of the company, its fleet of canoes coming and going and its wintering partners. The farewell dinners, Scottish model, at Beaver Hall, took the place of the masses held on the French model at St. Anne’s by the departing coureurs des bois. The members of both nations, on such a dangerous journey, prepared themselves to die, but each in their own way.

The two fur companies joined. The steamboat came, replacing the canoe for the lake journey. Then the railway took over the first part of it, and the ‘voyage’ was from Collingwood to Fort William. Thus went Lord Wolesley with steamers and a flock of boats, built in Collingwood, to suppress the Red River rising, that vanished at his approach. Young Prince Arthur of Connaught who was in the expedition has left his name in Port Arthur.

After that, the route was and remained by rail and steamer to Fort William with half a dozen Ontario points of departure, Owen Sound leading. Beyond Fort William the route after 1870 was a mixture of canoe and portage and steamer, as it was when the young Reverend Mr. Grant, later Principal Grant, passed through in 1872, from Prince Arthur’s Landing to Fort Garry, on a voyage of discovery, under Mr. Sandford Fleming, to find the best way through the Rocky Mountains. Later the route was by rail to the Red River and down the river by steamer, till the completion of the C.P.R. hooked it all up from Fort William to the Pacific.

At first sight all the ‘danger’ seems out of it. But that is only on first sight. The water journey from Montreal to Fort William, — soon to turn into the great waterway from the sea to the West, — is among the most strange and romantic voyages in the world. At one end, at one time of the year, it looks like the voyage of a dream: at the other, in the closing of the season, it looks like a grim tragedy of men against the sea.

In the Soulanges Canal, as the motor cars pass along the straight highway that borders it, is a great lake freighter moving up stream. From the motor car that overtakes and passes it, it seems motionless, — a little ruffle of foam at the bow and a little churning of the water about the propeller at the stern: no sound: no one in sight; the ship of a dream. A sailor of the deep sea would scoff at the sight of it, the long whale-back body, battened down and flat, the high superstructure in front with a single funnel far astern.

There is no voyage on all the seven seas more romantic in its contrast than the voyage of the lake freighter, through the canals and up the rivers and over the lakes all the way from Montreal to Fort William: contrasts of sunshine and shadow, of still life and storm, of dream and danger. In its passage up the long canal, the great freighter, seen from the hurrying car that passes it, seems to have fallen asleep, motionless: beyond the canals the river moves in a broad flood, the shores and islands intermingle; the United States intertwined and indistinguishable in the mass of foliage that crowns the indentations of the river. Even the rapids, here and there seen, in glimpses, out beyond embankment of the canal, merge into still life, the broad patches of broken water looking like great white flowers bursting harmless into blossom. Out upon the lake, the water lies so still and clear in the light mists of morning sunshine, that the dream is unbroken still. Well might anybody think that such a halcyon passage is but mere summer idleness beside the dangers of the open sea.

But now contrast the picture of haze and idleness, this motion that has fallen asleep, this voyage of a dream with the other end of the journey, the voyage down Lake Superior when the last of the great lake freighters, grain-loaded and battened down, puts out from the shelter of Thunder Bay, for its voyage down to Montreal.

And this time let us view it not as seen from a summer motor car beside the canal, but as seen from the windows of an iron-bound train circling the gorges of the Lake Superior wilderness. Why iron-bound? because there is no other way to convey what is meant, — the scene easier to recall to the memory of those who have once seen it than to convey in words to those who never have. It is the end of November: a sudden onrush of cold from the North West has precipitated winter. Mile after mile travels the train in warmth and light and human converse and comfort. The bright luxury of the dining car contrasts with the whirling snow that beats in vain at its windows. Outside is rock and gorge, and mile after mile, hour after hour, the spruce forest that never ends. It is only late-November but the pointed trees are already topped and heavy with snow. Mile after mile, hour after hour, as the train winds through the gorges there is no change, no alteration: only the casual break offered by a railroad shed of the section hands. Here and there, nature as if in mockery imitates the semblance of habitation, snug outlines of hay fields and embowered meadows that prove to be nothing but torn openings in the hillsides; or here and there what in Europe might stand in the distance for some trim white abbey or chateau folded in green, nothing in reality but a heap of great boulders buried in the snow among the spruces; or here and there again what seems like beacons, telegraphs and signals on the horizon of the hills and that are nothing but trees, frozen and broken to a mere ‘lop stick’ or single point. Of life nothing; the birds are gone: and over it all the clear cold sky dawning reluctant into the tardy day, and darkening into the early night. It is bitter cold. Passengers venturing a moment on the frozen platforms at Sudbury or Chapleau, return stamping and shivering to say that it is twenty below zero, feeling that their mimic adventure has deserved hot beef tea, or a hotter toddy in the observation car. Observation? Yes, just wait and look! The train has moved steadily all day till night is about to fall; and behold! seen a mile or two away is the open space of Lake Superior. Its waters are rimmed in great rock islands, rising grim on the darkening horizon. A great black cloud, heavy with snow, joins the water in the sky. The dark night, as Virgil said, ‘broods on the deep’. The wind is rising as night comes, the snow drives harder at the window. It is felt that there will be a great storm on the lake to-night. Somewhere out there in the dark, just beyond the horizon are the great freighters, the last of the season. All last night the winches clattered and the grain poured from the Fort William elevators and in the dark of the early morning their booming whistles echoed over the silent, frozen town to say good-bye. They are the “last boats” out, heading outward through snow and storm to complete, — but sometimes not, — the last stage of the ‘dangerous voyage of Fort William’.

It is this strange voyage, — now dream, now danger, — that it is proposed to expand upon a larger scale into the great project of an ocean route into the heart of North America. On the face of it, nothing larger has ever been conceived in the transformation and enlargement at the hand of man of the pathways and waterways offered by nature.

* * * * *

The central idea is that of permitting ocean ships from all the world to come to dock at the lake ports, at Toronto, Buffalo, Chicago, Duluth and, preeminently for us Canadians, — at Fort William. Is this itself just a dream, or a danger, or the opening of a new era?

The salient facts in the discussion of the ocean and lakes waterway are these. The ocean, in the sense of salt water, dies away in the mouth of St. Lawrence somewhere near Quebec.

The salt sea ends, normally, at Murray Bay, the tides above Quebec at Three Rivers. Up to that point there is no question of draft or dredging. The ship channel from there to Montreal, by nature and dredging, is over thirty feet deep at low water. To make it seriously deeper would need lifting the bottom out of the river. But it doesn’t need to be. The world’s largest ships have a draft of about forty feet, — this is the Queen Mary class and there are only about ten of them. They need a dock twelve hundred feet long, special conditions of access and departure and other facilities. Only about four ports, — Southampton, Hamburg, Cherbourg, New York can conveniently take them. In other words they don’t enter into the waterways problem at all. Ships of a draft of about twenty-seven feet, corresponding to the St. Lawrence navigation up to Montreal, — can and do carry the world’s main trade in passengers and goods. There is no need to look further. But the present capacity for through traffic in the Canadian canals is limited to a water depth of fourteen feet.

The stretches of the one thousand mile waterway from Montreal to Fort William run as follows. First comes the Lachine Canal nine miles long, depth fourteen feet (five locks); then twenty-five miles across Lake St. Louis with no difficulty in getting a depth of twenty-seven feet: then comes the fourteen mile stretch of the Soulanges Canal (five locks); the deep water of Lake St. Francis, some thirty miles, the eleven miles of the Cornwall canal followed by a mile and a quarter of Farrans Canal, then some more river, four miles of the Rapide Plat Canal, then the final seven and a half miles of the Galops Canal and then the open river to Lake Ontario. These canals have a depth of fourteen to sixteen feet and even less at low water. The full distance from Montreal to Lake Ontario is two hundred miles, one hundred and fifty of it river and fifty canals. The open river and Lake Ontario give unimpeded navigation for ships needing twenty-seven feet. The Welland Canal connecting with Lake Erie has a length of twenty-seven and one-half miles and a depth of thirty feet. Across Lake Erie and up the Detroit River, Lake St. Clair and Lake Huron there is unimpeded navigation.

The Saulte Ste. Marie Canal is a mile and a third long with a single lock and a depth of nineteen feet. With that the ship enters Lake Superior and can drink as deep as it likes for the four hundred miles to Fort William. The total mileage of canals to be passed is eighty miles; number of locks forty-nine. The time taken by first class boats, not unloading on the way, is about a week from Montreal to Fort William.

It is difficult to classify and compare the ships and tonnage on the present waterway. Some of the ships are vessels that could be used on the ocean: indeed a number of them actually come up from the ocean to the lakes, but most of them by reason of their construction could cross the ocean but only with considerable risk: and a lot of the boats specially made for grain, oil and ore, had better not try to cross it at all. The chief peculiarity of the cargo loads carried is, that, contrary to physical nature, far more comes down than goes up. The return for 1935 shows seven million tons of upward freight and almost twelve million tons downward. In other words there is a chronic shortage of freight one way. The commodities carried are overwhelmingly agricultural, this class of freight being six million tons in a total of eighteen million, as last reported, a fact reflecting of course the export of Canadian wheat (four million tons) and as flour seven hundred thousand tons. Minerals stand next with six million tons then manufactures four and one-half million and forest products well over a million tons.

It is estimated that the Canadian share of the cost of converting the waterway to one of a depth of twenty-seven feet fit to carry real ocean ships would be about two hundred million dollars. This is the estimate given by the Canadian National Advisory Committee (1928-32).

The waterway is solely in Canadian water up to Cornwall. All the rest is in water under joint control of Canada and the United States. Hence the project is bottled up at the goodwill of Canada. We can pull the cork. They can’t. The United States could find a new outlet across New York state via the Erie Canal enlarged or some similar route. Such a canal is virtually out of the question. Either the boats, ocean boats, must pass under the bridges, — an enormously deep cutting, or the bridges must open and shut, an impossibility across two hundred miles of farms.

In point of jurisdiction, the United States, (Treaty of 1871), can use the River St. Lawrence as an outlet for ever. Canada could abrograte this. Anybody can abrogate anything, from his tailor bill to his religion. But Canada could only do it at the expense of turning our continent into an armed camp like Europe. Canada granted also the free use of the Canadian canals, but by negotiation not in the body of the treaty. Some authorities, even Dr. Oscar Skelton, Deputy Minister of External Affairs, say that this grant can be terminated. But I think perhaps we won’t try.

It is to be noticed that I leave out altogether the question of power developments. I do so purposely. I don’t think it need come in. The waterways project is complete without it. If we need the power we can use it. If not let it foam away to waste, as most of the world’s water power does and always has. The power question is just a bye-product.

The only possible way to envisage the St. Lawrence Ocean waterway project is to look at it in a broad way, — to see it as a total first and to consider the final goal, not all the intermediate steps and difficulties. It is obvious that such a vast work would effect all kind of minor economic shifts and changes, all kinds of local and personal disturbances of existing vested interests. It is clear that to make so vast an omelette we must break a great many eggs.

Unfortunately nearly all discussions and opinions turn upon special interests, immediate effects or technical aspects. Naturally those who fear individual loss are more vociferous and more interested than the vast mass of the people who gain, it is true, but only in a diffused way and in the long run.

It has always been difficult to get the public to take long views of great national undertakings. When Thomas Jefferson bought ‘Louisiana’, (meaning about one-third of the United States) for $15,000,000 there was a loud outcry as to what on earth the nation could ever want with such vast emptiness. Alaska, bought by Mr. Secretary Seward for $7,200,000 was called “Seward’s Icebox”. The Panama Canal was only cut because the American government wanted it as a military asset and had to pretend to the public that it had economic value. Later on they found their pretence was reality. Canals and railroads were flouted in their infancy. The proposal to put a railroad all across Canada was ruled out of court as idiocy and bankruptcy. The old Mackenzie government of the 70’s, as honest as it was timid, afraid to try to ride across the continent, proposed to crawl across, like a duck in and out of the water. While we waited for a transcontinental railroad, the United States built six.

There are certain fundamental economic factors that lie as the basis of the waterways proposal. Water transport is infinitely cheaper in terms of energy and consequently, apart from tolls and restrictions, cheaper in terms of money than land transport. An engineering authority of the Great Lakes Paper Company told me that it cost less to carry a ton of sulphur for their mill by water from Yucatan to the Fort William dock than to haul it in a truck a few miles to the mill. I think it was sulphur, he said, and I am pretty sure it was Yucatan: but even if it were brimstone from, — let us say Chicago, — the point is the same. It is ever so much cheaper: try pulling a row boat over the grass and you’ll see why. As witness, look at the great and expanding commerce out of Vancouver via the Panama Canal, and even the commerce now beginning via the same canal to the Great Lakes.

It is a further economic factor that ships once loaded go on as far as they can go, like fish finding their way upstream. Only when there is no more water will they hand over their load to a land carrier. That is why, in the old South that was, every plantation on a river was a sort of sea-port; why Victoria, when Vancouver appeared, collapsed as a commercial maritime port, and why cargo boats from Liverpool go all the way to the Amazon till they reach Iquitos in Peru. When they have to, vessels will tranship to vessels of another kind but only when they have to.

In some cases, lack of time compels ships to turn over their cargoes to railways as soon as and wherever they can. Some cargoes are in a hurry. First class passengers, North Carolina strawberries and Japanese silk have got to move fast. Otherwise they’ll go to the bad or at least lose interest. But modern commerce is developing a lot of commodities that would rather move in slow majesty, — cement that will last a thousand years, oil that has already waited thousands, — all the heavy stuff that is remaking the transportation of the Ohio and the Mississippi, and replacing the palatial Mississippi steamer of Mark Twain’s days, with its saloon load of gamblers and victims, by the oil barge moving as peacefully as a dead cigar. More than that, commerce even develops a type of cargo that would rather go slow than fast, just as passengers on a cruise consider not that time is money but that money means time. A better example is wheat, — ripe and ready before its market price is up: it has to be paid for somewhere; the longer the voyage, the cheaper the storage.

Commerce also more and more develops the use of vessels made for one thing, or specially for one, — oil boats, ore boats, coal boats. In the days of restricted trade few articles could form a whole cargo. Nearly everything was mixed freight, — and the air space left over, necessary to float the ship, was used for cattle and passengers. Such were the by-gone steamers of the old St. Lawrence trade, with the passengers on top, the cattle in front, the emigrants in the steerage, the cargo down below and the crew up in the rigging.

Now a huge plan like the waterways, seen in this light, is really only part of the remaking of modern transportation that is absolutely essential. The railroads can haul the freight but can’t pick it up: the truck can haul it but not far enough: the railway breaks (it can’t help it) the passengers’ finances and the motor car breaks their neck. Overhead flies the aeroplane, crows and crashes.

The railways, in our re-made world, will be rebuilt into long straight lines that cut through a two hundred foot hill and tunnel a two mile mountain; running with never a curve from one first class point to another: vomiting forth from its inside, when it stops, a flock of light trucks and swallowing in another, — as a snake does with its young. Such a train, a mile long and running at one hundred miles an hour can carry a wealth of freight. A stream-lined passenger train will carry its passengers, noiselessly and almost imperceptibly, at easily one hundred and twenty miles an hour on such a track, — and give them back their motor cars as a surprise at the end of it. The little bandy-legged passenger of the future, who never walks, with long arms like a chimpanzee and goggle eyes that see sideways, will step into his little car and off he goes down his local home boulevard, lined with linden trees, with only fifty miles to go.

* * * * *

One knows, of course, all the special arguments brought forward against the waterway, — that it would greatly injure Montreal and hence indirectly all Canada; that it would injure a host of existing freight carriers and routes and interests. All these arguments seem to me to prove the case for the waterways, as a rubber ball bounces back from a wall. Arguments of just this kind were presented at the recent hearing at Albany in regard to the similar but smaller proposal to build a canal from the Hudson to Lake Champlain. They would only mean, it is true, that the new transport would be so obviously profitable to the community at large that existing transport would be wiped out. Just so did the stage coach wipe out the carrier’s cart, and the railway wiped out the stage coach, and the radial railway wiped out the railway and the motor car truck started to wipe out both of them. The only case that could be made here would be for compensation of a private interest unfairly affected, where a relatively new investment was ruined by the new community enterprise. But that is only like giving a pension to the stage coach driver and putting the toll-gate keeper into an old man’s home, — or asylum, — whichever he prefers. Those things don’t touch the root of the matter.

But it is doubtful whether in the case of the waterways such argument is well found. Would Montreal be injured? The outgoing wheat would pass it by, except what came by rail, or could or would be diverted. The ships would come and go: the only profit lost would be that of storing, loading and unloading wheat. We have been gained to believe that that is very little. But Montreal will still have an enormous trade of its own, both out and in, as the distributing centre for Eastern Canada: it would still have a vast volume of transhipment of cargoes, because inevitably, for certain commodities, transhipment to special boats would be cheaper than the through voyage. And it would have a vastly increased opportunity for the development of all sorts of manufacturing industry, repair and outfit and building, stimulated by the waterway itself. If occasion were taken to make a part of the Island of Montreal a “free port,” (manufacturing and building with tariff-free goods), it is quite possible that the waterway would create a tremendous “boom” in Montreal, and enable us to lift our crushing burden of debt, or even engage more aldermen at higher salaries.

It is argued that the waterway project is of no use because ocean boats are not lake boats and vice versa. One of the most interesting of the recent magazine articles on the subject contrasts the typical ocean boat with the typical lake boat. An average of ten modern upper-lake freighters shows a length of 535 feet to a beam of 58 feet and a draft of 27-½, along with 303 horse power. But the corresponding ocean freighter has a length of 427 feet to a beam of 55, and a draft of 32 and the horse power is 533. The lake freighters’ hatches are in a continuous series on 24 feet centres, the ocean boat quite diversified. The lake boat is loaded and unloaded by gear on the dock, the ocean boat carries its own cargo gear. But the variation of draft surely only reflects the draft of the present Welland Canal and surely all this only means that unified traffic will change the type of boat, that terminal facilities for loading and unloading will also be unified. To argue from the plant existing now as if nature made it so for ever, is like arguing the impossibility of a modern railway from the existing fact of a narrow gauge line, with a wood burning engine and hand brakes. Take a big wide look and it all alters. All that we know is that, on the whole, boats of fourteen feet draft are not suitable for both services. But a boat of twenty-five foot draft is purely another matter. And we have to remember that in discussing the project in a large way we are to think not of the boats afloat now but of the boats to be built then. Ocean boats, it is said, cost more per ton than lake boats: but the new type of boat may, as it were, split the difference. The extra cost per ton may still be economical by the saving of transhipment.

One turns to the question of cost; if our share of the waterway costs $200,000,000 and carries an annual interest charge of $7,000,000 where, it is asked do we get the money? The answer is, we have it now. In the years 1930-35 the Dominion of Canada, as apart from provinces and municipalities, spent $183,000,000 on the relief of idle men and loaned to the provinces for similar purposes $97,000,000. It is better to spend the money on new canals than to pay unemployed men to sit and fish in the old ones. If there is anything in the old economics, it is that money wisely and properly spent on public development, must in the end bring a return: and if there is anything in the new economics it is that the secret of economic activity is to ‘start something’, so that the coagulated wealth of the rich, clotted into the ore, called invesement, is smashed into the small coin of ‘purchasing power’ in the hands of the many. In the old days of Barnum’s circus a man in front of the tent used to shout ‘Roll up, tumble up, if you can’t get up any other way, throw your money up’. We need that man back.

The only trouble for us Canadians lies in the words “honestly and properly”. We no sooner see government money in sight than we line up in sections, with local interest everywhere clamorous. Worse than that, if one may say it very gently, in dealing with government money we are individually not just quite exactly what you’d call honest. In our private lives we are straight as a string. We wouldn’t cheat a bar-tender out of a nickle. We can sit down to a game of poker and never use more than four aces. We wouldn’t give a lead quarter to a taxi-man. But let us deal with the Government, and this is different. We have somehow grown up with the idea that the Government is there to be cheated, that, of course, it must pay too much, get too little, expropriate high and sell low.

So when we do begin to build the waterway, let us open the first canal with prayer.


CHAPTER THREE

SO THIS IS WINNIPEG

[image: img117.jpg]

WINNIPEG A WORLD City — The Winnipeg that Was — The First Manitoba Boom — Fool’s Paradise or Golden Age? — What About the Next Boom?

 

The visitor to the West, — the kind of visitor who writes up his visit, — is supposed, on his first morning in Winnipeg, to throw wide open his window and say, ‘So this is Winnipeg’! I didn’t. It was too cold. And there was no one to hear me except the waiter with the tea, and he knew that it was Winnipeg.

But I kept thinking it just the same. For Winnipeg in a sense means more to me, or at least goes back further in my recollections than it does even to most of the people who live in it. It carries me back to the days of the first Manitoba ‘boom’, and the recollections have with them all the colour and wonder of the first recollections of childhood.

* * * * *

“Winnipeg, the capital of Manitoba and chief city of Western Canada, situated at the junction of the Assiniboine and Red Rivers, 60 miles N. of the United States and 45 m. S. of Lake Winnipeg,” — so runs its eulogy in the most truthful of the encyclopedias. The Canadian census of 1931 adds, “pop., 218,000”.

Winnipeg is one of the world’s cities. Everybody everywhere who has heard of anywhere has heard of it. This is not because of its size. Cities of 218,000 are so common in the world that many of them have never even heard of one another. Winnipeg is a good deal smaller than Stoke, or Dayton, or Stuttgart or Akron: Chin Kiang is twice the size of it, and Bradford and Memphis and Dallas and Mannheim all beat it easily. In the outside world, if it is not wicked to say so, Winnipeg is far better known than Toronto. Indeed I have always found that the only thing in regard to Toronto which far-away people know for certain is that McGill University is in it. Now the betting would be that practically everybody in Bradford and Dallas knows where Winnipeg is, but hardly anybody in Bradford knows where Dallas is, and in that they’ve nothing on the people in Dallas.

When then is Winnipeg a world-city, a city known to all the world?

At first sight it seems a little hard to see why. Its name only means “dirty water”. Its two rivers lost all economic meaning years ago. They are only useful now to build bridges across. As to being 60 miles north of the United States, you would say the same of Bowmanville, Ontario, and who cares about that?

Worse than that. Winnipeg is cold. It is all right to say that the place has a cosmopolitan atmosphere, — I admit that it has, — but even a cosmopolitan atmosphere needs a little steam heat. Winnipeg has “six month’s winter”. So at least its warm admirer Vilhjalmur Stefansson admits in his defence of its climate. The average temperature in January is, — I forget what, — dam cold, anyway. Even admitting that on bright winter days the thermometer often rises to zero, the place is cold.

Those who love Winnipeg, — and they all do, — explain that though it is cold it is “dry”, and that being dry, you don’t feel the cold. People always defend their home town in this way: London explains away its fog, Pittsburgh its smoke and Aberdeen its rain. It appears that the fog is not fog at all but mist, that the smoke is only carbon, and that the rain isn’t really wet. So with that plea that Winnipeg is “dry”. It may be, I saw no sign of it while I was there, — it seemed, — indoors anyway, — wetter than Aberdeen.

More than that, — the place is not only cold, it’s drafty. It has the two widest streets of any capital city in the world, — Main Street and Portage Avenue, — but even they can’t hold all the wind. With the thermometer at 30 below zero, and the wind behind him, a man walking on Main Street, Winnipeg, knows which side of him is which.

No; the only way to defend the climate of Winnipeg is to go the whole way with Vilhjalmur Stefannson and accept the doctrine the “colder the better”. In that priceless book of his called The Northward Course of Empire he explains that Mankind needs the cold, needs the stimulus of it and the energy that’s in it. The languor of the tropics kills, the rigour of the north inspires and elevates. The progress of mankind is made by the cold, fights northward into the cold, using each new art of life and artifice of science to live further and further north.

It’s a grand theory. Think of it next time you walk on Main or Portage with the January wind astern. Leave the tropics for the bums, the loafers and the poets, — let them have “a book of verses under a bough, a cup of wine and thou, singing beside them in the wilderness.” But give me a tenderloin steak in a grill room on Main Street with a full-sized woman raised in the cattle country.

* * * * *

No, — Winnipeg is an all the world city, because its rise was part of the history of the world, — because its creation was one of the romances of the development of North America, — and because its fate, — its ‘booms’ and collapses, ardent hopes and bitter disillusionments, lie as it were close to the central mysteries of our economic life.

Winnipeg is a world city because the circumstances of its birth drew to it the eyes of all the world. It was like the sudden rise of San Francisco on the shores of the ‘Southern Sea’ or of Johannesburg on the unknown veldt of South Africa. It marked the invasion of mankind into a new and unoccupied territory. Till then ‘Rupertsland’ was one vast unknown emptiness. The stars circled in the Arctic sky over the snow that crackled at 40 below zero. And then, in no time as it were, all was changed, and the Winnipeg that replaced Fort Garry was as widely and as suddenly known to all the world as the Johannesburg of ten years later.

This is why to many people who, like myself, had never seen it, Winnipeg has been a city of far-away memories, that carries in its name all the vividness, the poignancy and the meaning that goes with the memory of childhood.

I remember how the place was born, and those about me, the grown-up people of my family, had a part in its rising fortunes.

* * * * *

The ‘boom’ was of the years ‘80 and ‘81, and ‘82, but the great change began ten years before that with the taking over of the North West Territory as part of the Dominion of Canada, and the setting up of a little corner of it as a province. Till then Fort Garry was a fortified trading post of the Hudson’s Bay Company at the junction of the Assiniboine and the Red Rivers. ‘Winnipeg’ was just a name locally given to a group of houses and trading stores scattered along the wagon-road beside the river where it met the portage track that led across the neck of land to the Assiniboine. Here lived the ‘free-traders’, men not connected with the company but trading and dealing on their own.

The creation of Manitoba made a shift in the whole scene, — like the “transformation scenes” of the theatre, so wonderful half a century ago. The whole place, Fort Garry and all, went right-about-face, and looked south. Till then, access had been from the north by the one ship a year that the Company sent through the Hudson’s Straits: by this way came Lord Selkirk’s colonists of 1811: by this way came, in 1842 to the service of the company, R. M. Ballantyne, the story writer whose books for a generation of English children were the only twilight that lit up the northern snow.

The route was over the ocean and through the straits and across the bay to Fort Churchill, up the river to Lake Winnipeg, then 45 miles up the Red River to Fort Garry. Ballantyne took from the middle of May till the end of September to make the journey from Gravesend to Fort Garry.

Quicker access than that was needed now. Lord Wolesley’s Expedition had helped to develop the route by Fort William and the Lake of the Woods. The rapid settlement of Minnesota offered a still easier approach. The railways had reached St. Paul in the middle 60’s. From there stage coaches ran, even in the 60’s, three hundred miles across the Minnesota prairie to Georgetown, Minnesota, on the Red River. They made the trip in five days, — fast going! From there, as the crow flies, it was 250 miles to Fort Garry: but the little Red River steamer, “The Pioneer”, was no crow: it followed the river and made it 500 miles and took 8 days to it. From railhead to Fort Garry was a fortnight’s trip, but you had to wait for the steamer, from one day to three weeks according to circumstances.

As soon as the province was established, everything moved with a rush. There was created a sort of economic vacuum and the air, an inblowing of men and goods, came rushing in. To begin with, settlement was pouring into the Minnesota district. It was beginning to be known in the outside world that the alluvial soil of the Red River district was even richer than Minnesota. Lord Wolseley’s expedition had left behind it a regiment of British soldiers and after that had gone, there remained an ‘Ontario Battalion’ for which supplies must be brought in. There was the government to be housed, buildings to be made, and new settlers to be provided for.

So here was Winnipeg, — a little place of 250 people in 1870, — with its hands full and its beds overfull and its saloons more than overfull, — hammering away night and day to make houses, and clamouring for lumber and transport — and traders and adventurers and behind them, slowly gathering to a head, the rising wave of real settlers.... The economic vacuum kept the little place at high pressure. Lumber that was worth seven dollars a thousand feet in Ontario sold for seventy dollars, coal oil, worth fifty cents a gallon ‘back east’, sold for five dollars ‘out west’. No wonder the freighters could charge four dollars a hundred pounds for the Red River trip alone. It was, — in the ‘economic’ sense,— ‘worth’ it.

That meant, if you analyze it out economically, that there was lots of money in Winnipeg to buy things and few things to buy; that there was the ‘money’ sent for the soldiers and the money for the government and the private money of the new traders and store-builders and merchants; and this means, after complete analysis of what we call ‘money’ and ‘credit’ that there were a lot of people in Winnipeg who had a ‘claim’ on the goods and services of the East and could say ‘send me this and send me that’: and the only trouble was to find the transport, the way to get it there.

Then came the intensification of economic activity called a ‘boom’. And the whole thing was sound, absolutely. No wind, no bubble about it; just solid economic fact, that can be repeated over and over again, — on the Peace River, in British Columbia, on Vancouver Island, in Northern Ontario, more or less all over Canada, wherever undeveloped resources, labour, capital and directing brains all come together. We have never understood the nature of a ‘boom’. We look at it as a sort of economic fever. Not at all; a ‘boom’ is a burst of economic health.

* * * * *

No wonder things move fast in such a world, — where everything was young, everything to be done, and where everybody could make money out of everybody else, — nothing needed but transport, more transport, and more goods. These were the days when the railroad came into its own, — when people laughed and shouted and danced at the sight of the first train and loaded it with flowers, with the bell ringing and with merry girls riding on the cow-catcher! Alas, how different to the grim iron octopus of today, the huge debt-carrier, the farmers imagined enemy! Something must be wrong somewhere.

Things moved! Especially all sorts of ‘first things’. The ‘first’ parliament met (1871) in ‘Mr. A. G. Bannatyre’s house’, in the sitting room, — three entire rooms being assigned to its use, one upstairs and two down. The ‘first oysters’ came to Winnipeg in February 1871. In the same month came the ‘first barber’: but his business, I am sure, was trimming beards, not removing them: Winnipeg knew no such effeminacy as a clean shave till many years later. With the barber appeared shortly a ‘first baker’ and a ‘first harness maker’. It was like the days of Pharaoh. Dr. C. J. Bird in the summer of 1871 set up the ‘first soda water fountain’: they had a whiskey fountain already. More ominous still is the chronicled record that on December 14, 1870, Mr. Stewart-Mulvey gave the ‘first public lecture’ in Winnipeg. He chose as his topic, “True Greatness”, and we are told that he was listened to “with great pleasure”. It’s a cruel phrase to use of any lecturer. Laughter, if you like, derision, anger, excitement, — but not “great pleasure”.

Music also sprang to life and woke to harmony. We read in the charming volume on Winnipeg’s Early Days, written by my old friend, Mr. W. J. Healy, the Provincial Librarian, that “the first hand organ was played in Winnipeg in 1876”. Mr. Healy adds that it was the only one, then or since, but does not say where the man was buried. But the main thing in the morning of the life of Winnipeg was the initiation of public enterprises, — especially with a charter (from Mr. Bannatyre’s sitting room) or, simpler still, — application for a charter. Each new idea was taken up with a hurrah! and if no money came in, they dropped as easily and no one cared. There was a “Bank of Rupertsland,” — hurrah! — and then another, the Bank of Manitoba! Neither of them happened. There was an application for a joint stock company for the construction of a railway “passing through the town of Winnipeg to connect with the nearest of the Minnesota railways” — ; a “Bridge company”, that never built bridges — a “General Manufacturing and Investment Co.” that never went further and a “Manitoba Brewing Company” whose future was fully realized.

All this in the early days before the real ‘boom’ began. Measured statistically progress was slow. There were 250 people in Winnipeg in 1870, and 817 in St. Boniface and only 1,565 pure white people in all Manitoba. By 1872 the town still had only reached 1,467, but even in 1882, when all the world had heard of it, the population of Winnipeg was still only 7,900 and that of all Manitoba only a little over 60,000.

But the ground swell that indicated the tidal wave that was to come, appeared years before the boom in the high, the staggering prices paid for real estate while the place was still little more than a hamlet. In 1872 the Hudson’s Bay Company, so Grant tells us, sold as building lots thirteen of their five hundred acres about Fort Garry and received $7,000 an acre for them.

* * * * *

The real boom could not come in these early years. The setting was not ready: but the course of the next ten years prepared it. The ‘railway’ reached Winnipeg, by way of St. Paul and Minnesota in 1878. The Homestead Act of 1875 and the surveys that followed it opened up the Northwest for all the world. And the great depression of the 70’s that lay with increasing dead weight on Europe, and impoverished the farmers of Ontario set loose the great migration to the land of hope.

* * * * *

It is here that my own personal recollections, as a boy of eleven years connect with the period. I give them, not for any personal value, but as reflecting the men and things of the ‘boom’ period, the circumstances that occasioned the migration from older Canada to Manitoba, the ardent hopes that went with it and the bitter disillusionment in which it ended. To my mind the tragedy of the ‘boom’ is that it never should have collapsed. Good old Colonel George Ham called it in his memoirs a ‘fool’s paradise’. If so it was a paradise lost. We must regain it.

* * * * *

We lived, and had lived, for five years before the Manitoba migration, on a Canadian farm, four miles back from Lake Simcoe, in an isolation not known today, even in the Arctic. The nearest village was four miles away, through great cedar swamps and over narrow roads, — a horse and buggy or a sleigh the only means of communication. There was no railway. Newspapers we never saw. No one came and went. There was nowhere to come and go. And the stillness of the winter nights was as silent as eternity.

Then came all about us the hard times brought about by the fall of all farm prices. Mortgages fell like great snowflakes on the farms. People were ‘turned out’ and ‘sold up’ and moved away or ‘went to the States’, or simpler still, died. And then all of the people began talking of the place we then called Manitobah, — and they used to ask “Does your father think of going to Manitobah?” They didn’t know that the word meant ‘God’s country’, but it sounded like that to them.

Just at that time there came to us from England my uncle, my father’s youngest brother, E. P. Leacock, still dimly remembered in Winnipeg as an outstanding ‘character’ of the boom. He was an adventurous spirit, full of brains, and attraction, as visionary as Tartarin, as loud as Falstaff, bearded and jovial as a Plantagenet. Nothing would do him but my father must go with him to Manitoba. The “Star of Empire” he told us children, “glitters in the West”. So it was to, for a little while.

* * * * *

So we had a ‘sale’ at our farm, as countless other Ontario people did. The whiskey for the sale cost more than the thin animals and broken implements brought in. But that didn’t matter. The star was glittering. My uncle wiped out all disappointment with a laugh and off they went. We children stayed behind to follow later: though as a family we never followed. But my father and uncle ‘hit’ Winnipeg just as the boom rose to its height and my uncle, at least, rode on the very crest of it, triumphant.

* * * * *

I have always felt that there must be something exhilarating, stimulating, superhuman in the rushing, upward life of a boom town, — A San Francisco of the 50’s, a Carson city of the 60’s, a Winnipeg of the 80’s. The life of the individual fits into the surroundings as into a glove — the ‘world’ no longer means something far away, something in the papers, — It is right there. In the life of the great cities of today the individual is crushed, lost, is nothing. In the boom town his life is life itself. There everybody is somebody. ‘Character’ springs like a plant and individuality blooms like a rose: and forthwith there are gay people, brave people, and queer people, — room for everybody to be something; not the crushed dead-level uniformity of the metropolis. Everybody becomes, as in Charles Dickens’ America, ‘a remarkable man’: indeed we all are, in reality, if looked into deeply enough.

In such a setting politics swell into grandeur: social life becomes a whirl — life itself a day-to-day adventure, and the future an infinite vista. So it with Winnipeg of the boom, as beside which the New York and London of today are dull and commonplace.

* * * * *

My father and my uncle arrived in Winnipeg just as the boom was rising to its height. George Ham has described for us the frantic activity of speculation which went with, indeed sprang from, the economic basis of the opening-up of a new country, — 

“Auction sales”, he writes, “were held daily and nightly. Property changed hands quickly at greatly enhanced values. The craze spread to the rural districts. Surveyors and map artists worked overtime to fill orders. If ever there was a fool’s paradise, it sure was located in Winnipeg. Men made fortunes — mostly on paper — and life was one continuous joy-ride.”

But I am convinced that Colonel Ham, like so many others, has mistaken the mere surface for the foundation, the foam for the water. If there is room for 300,000 people in Winnipeg now, so there was then, — for a prairie population of nearly three million now, so there was then. No part of the world is full till mankind exploits and uses its uttermost resources. Leaving out of count the places, — London, Belgium and such, — where people live not on resources under their feet, but on resources carried in and out, the filling up of the world has happened so far in only a few crowded areas of India, China, Java and the like. Most of it is still relatively empty, — our country and Australia almost completely so. Our only trouble is that we don’t know how to begin.

But the outward and visible sign of the real meaning of the boom in Winnipeg in 1881 was that there was ‘bread and work for all’; jobs for everybody, plain or skilled it didn’t matter. Everybody was counted a skilled labourer till he blew himself up or broke his leg and proved that he wasn’t. I recall that a young man who went out with my father and uncle, straight off an Ontario farm, got a job the first day running the engine in a steam laundry. He didn’t know how to run it but that didn’t matter. No one else did. He blew himself up the same day. That didn’t matter either. I doubt if they even went to look for him.

My father opened a ‘real-estate office’ with a sign in blue and gold thirty feet long. He had with him an English partner, a Captain Desborough, — the type of those drawn from the old country by the magnet of Manitoba. The captain had been a ‘public school’ boy, still knew the first line of the first book of Virgil and commanded great respect with it in the saloons on Main Street. He and my father lasted nearly a year before they blew up.

My uncle had a larger career, — went up like a rocket; was in everything, — railway companies, land companies, and in the parliament of Manitoba. I remember how a group of them came down to Toronto a little later, (when I was a school-boy there), — along with John Norquay, the famous prime minister. I remember what huge men they seemed, all bearded like Assyrians and wearing the buffalo coats of the period! There are no such men now. That barber who first insinuated himself into Main Street, has got in his work.

* * * * *

So the boom broke: and after its collapse arose a foolish theory as if the mere buying and selling had anything to do with what happened. Buying and selling back and forward is as empty economically as a poker game. Collectively no one is richer or poorer. It was not because the buying and selling stopped that the boom broke, but because the hammerers stopped clattering on Main Street, our navvies stopped digging on the prairies. We ‘called it a day’ too soon.

This problem when the new boom begins we shall have to face again. The essential point for its solution will be to keep the economic, physical life of development of resources by work and capital running well ahead of its mere reflection in pecuniary values. There must be the substance or the shadow vanishes.

* * * * *

One last feature remains to record and to commend in the Winnipeg of the bye-gone days, — a feature that left upon it a mark that it still wears. This is the cosmopolitan, world-wide outlook of Winnipeg, that shows itself in the city press, in the public organisations and in the university and learned societies. The city runs true to its first form. It was from its birth a cosmopolitan place, a meeting place of people from all over the world. It was born, so to speak, into the sunlight of the larger world, and had nothing of the long slow twilight of the growth of other cities. George Grant, the later principal of Queen’s, noticed this when he visited the place for the second time, in 1881. “Winnipeg”, he said, “is London or New York on a small scale. You meet people from all over the world.” A result of this was the appearance in the little town of almost every known form of institution and patriotic society, a historical club, a St. Andrew’s society, with another society for St. George and one for St. Patrick. The whole social life was buttressed, perhaps stimulated, with a supply of saloons that attracted the notice of every visitor.

Winnipeg, like the rest of us, was born in mingled sin and righteousness. Purged now of its sin, it keeps the virtue of its cosmopolitan outlook. Buried in the heart of a continent, it still looks over the rim of it in all directions.


CHAPTER FOUR

WINNIPEG AND THE EAST
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WINNIPEG THE ECONOMIC Centre of the West — Its Fate Dependent on East and West Relations — The Case Against the East: The Tariffs, the Debt, the Money Power.

 

It would not do to say that Winnipeg represents the brain centre of the North West. That proposition would be warmly debated at Edmonton, and flatly denied at Moosejaw. But it can be properly called the focus of the economic life of the prairie provinces. Its whole fate and circumstances depend on their welfare: and in turn contribute to it. If therefore opportunity, privilege and power are ill-balanced as between the East and the West of Canada, — in other words if the case against the East is justified, — it is Winnipeg that feels the grievance first and most. It is not like Vancouver. It cannot link up with an outside world. It is not like a farm district in British Columbia or on the Peace which, if it has to, can chop its own wood and live off its garden and barnyard. Winnipeg has no outlet but the East, and no basis but the West. It is a sort of economic funnel, or if that term is too dead and mechanical, it is the main artery of the economic life of the West.

The geographical situation of Winnipeg is peculiar. It is reproduced by no other great city in the world. Winnipeg is the only front door, — geography makes it so, — to all the vast territory of the North West. Access by the back-door (Vancouver) is taking on a new importance. But as the front-door Winnipeg must remain. There is no other way round. Whether migration and trade move by the Lakes or by rail, Winnipeg is the way in.

This means that Winnipeg and all that it has been and may be commercially, is based on the prairie territory beyond it. Prosperity in the prairies means wealth and expansion for Winnipeg: depression out beyond puts Winnipeg in the dark.

Hence all the grievances of the West focus on Winnipeg. All the ills of all the provinces and all the parts of them press on Winnipeg. It is therefore in connection with the fate of Winnipeg that one finds a common ground for setting together all this “Bill of grievances” now drawn up by the people of the West against the so-called “money power” of the East. The West, that is to say, has an idea that there is a thing in the East called the “money power” which piles up money in the East as the moon piles up the tides, and leaves the West in low water with the dry shoals sticking out. The West has a further idea that the “money power” has created an ingenious contrivance called the tariff from which the East gets all the benefit and the West none; which compels the farmer on the prairies to buy all the things he needs for his work, — implements and tractors, — or needs for his life, — motors, clothes, boots, shoes, everything, — at high prices; while just south of him across an imaginary line, another set of farmers, situated otherwise just as he is, buy the same things at much lower prices. From this promised land the Western farmer is shut out.

The West is overwhelmingly in debt, — public and private, municipal and mortgage, house and home. It sits like a debtor in a prison, its heart full of curses against the Eastern “money lender”. With the money lender goes a work of sin called a bank, with the right to make all the money it likes out of paper, the people’s right stolen from them.

With that, the drought, seven years of it, the scourge of God, that the East can’t, or won’t alleviate or at least properly allow for. Such grievances among less controlled, fiercer people have before now put arms in their hands. Let the East take care!

So sits the West, scowling and muttering at the East as it imagines it, — seeing nothing but plutocrats and money-lenders, unaware of the dark shadow that has equally fallen over what were once the sunlit towns of Ontario, unaware of the crowded tenements and the hungry slums of Montreal, and of the feet that beat the pavement looking for a job.

And the East, itself tormented, looks back in anger and sees nothing in the West but a pack of Bolsheviks, Ukrainians, liars, — who don’t keep their bond and forget, or never had, the tradition that made the British people.

There is where we are in Canada. Hurry! Hurry! We must do something.

* * * * *

Take the grievances one by one, and first of all the oldest and the simplest, the one that we always have with us, — the tariff.

Let there be no misunderstanding. I am not arguing here either for free trade or for protection. It is not here a question of that. It is a question of the hopeless misfit that either of them, without adjustment, makes in our country, by reason of the overwhelming predominance of manufacture at one end, and agriculture at the other. Free trade would ruin half our Eastern cities: protection half ruins all our Western farms.

Here are some of the official statistics that go to show that in Canada manufacture centres are overwhelmingly in the East.

Of the 24,000 Canadian manufacturing establishments, 17,000 are in Ontario and Quebec: of the $5,500,000,000 returned as invested in manufacture, $4,000,000,000 is in the plants of Ontario and Quebec: and of the people who get their living from manufacture, in all 550,000 people and their dependents, 437,000 belong to Ontario and Quebec. The three prairie provinces all put together have only 38,000 wage-earners in factories. But even, that, being drawn from government statistics, understates, indeed misstates the case. The more one deals with government statistics, the more one feels the need of improving on them. I remember once asking an electioneering friend of mine, just after he had made a brilliant and convincing speech, whether he got his figures from the government statistics. “No,” he said, “they’re no good. I always make up my own.”

Apply this to so-called “Western manufactures” and we find that the government classifies as such all the whole business of printing and distributing the local newspapers and puts in the “central electric stations” that generate electric power as manufactures. One might as well put in the barber with his shampoo or the man that turns the grindstone.

Take away these and with them the purely localized manufactures that spring from agriculture itself, — the flour mills and the packing plants and the local sawmills, and what have you got? Just about nothing.

Turn to the imposing list that makes up in our Canadian classification the “forty leading industries”; it is a pity they chose forty, it sounds too much like Ali-Baba. Here we find the automobile industry with a wages and salaries pay list of 8,000 people: the metal industries (smelting, casting, forging, iron and steel, etc.) with 23,000; electrical industries, not generating power, but manufacturing goods, 11,000; the textile and clothing industries, 31,000; add to that such vast industries as pulp and paper (24,000), tobacco making (8,000), boots and shoes (14,000), and you get a grand total of 377,000 “souls”, — if they haven’t lost them under protection.

Now turn these things into terms of “consumption goods” that the Westerner uses, — the clothes on his back, the clothes off his wife’s, the motor car that is in his garage (or isn’t), his children’s boots and shoes (if they’re not barefoot), the artificial silk stockings of his grown-up daughters, — see what a bill of indictment, what a flood of sentiment can be worked up over it!

On all these things the farmer, to import them, pays a duty, or pays a higher price, or goes without them: his motor car, 17-½ per cent.; on his linen shirt, 25 per cent., and three cents a lb. on his celluloid shirt bosom, (if he tries to escape that way), 15 per cent.; on his paper dickey (a low subterfuge), 22-½ per cent.; on his “shorts”, — for playing Badminton, 15 per cent., and so on, right down to his shoe laces.

I am not denying that the Western farmer has his “free list”: though I doubt if he draws much comfort from it.

Some years ago I made an analysis of the “free list” with a view to showing the farmer how much he had to be thankful for. The details I forget. I was, — I think, — on the whole a little disappointed. But I did find that the free list included then the items of false teeth, bibles, nux vomica and grave-clothes. I drew the farmer’s attention to the fact that if he were discontented he could set in his false teeth and read his bible, then take a drink of nux vomica. There is now a tariff on nux vomica, I believe. But that doesn’t matter. I see that “dragon’s blood” is free: so is “cyanide of potassium” and that’s quicker than nux vomica. Nor can he any longer have his false teeth: not if they are “mounted”. But he can have an artificial leg instead. On his coffin he pays 25 per cent. The Western farmer, in a word, can put on his grave-clothes, prepare for death and slip his tariff harness. But while he lives, he pays.

It is true that the farmer of the Canadian West is himself protected by an agricultural tariff. We maintain a duty of 30 cents a bushel on wheat from the United States (if it comes from England it’s free, along with the cyanide); oats 16 cents; flour 50 cents a bushel, and so on.

But an agricultural tariff as between two countries both agricultural and agricultural in the same way is more or less a delusion. It is like the dividing wall often used to separate a reservoir into two parts, with the water at the same level on either side. The pressure is nothing. Compared with this a tariff on manufactures is like the wall of a dam holding back the upper water twenty or thirty feet high at a pressure that never relaxes. The agricultural tariff of Canada, as a “seasonal” tariff to protect the Ontario market gardener from over-early asparagus and such, is a reality. Applied to the Western farms it is, as the confidence men used to say, “Just good enough for farmers.”

* * * * *

Those of us of the older generation were all brought up on the Victorian doctrine of free trade as a sort of gospel. Protection was not only mistaken, it was immoral. Indeed it only came back onto the modern world, after Cobdenism ended, under a mantle of sin. The United States accepted it, and excused it, as a consequence of the Civil War. Sir John A. Macdonald and the government of 1878 accepted it as a consequence of the United States. But it was not till the end of the nineteenth century, in the days of organized labour, that protection (see the Republican platform of 1888) could stand on its own feet. Protection to labour against the cheap living and low wages of foreign countries is a sound doctrine, as sound today as ever.

But in Canada, unless we readjust, the whole thing is a misfit. In the East there are ever so many people interested directly or indirectly in maintaining protective duties, huge industries such as the automobile and implement industries: whole towns that are tariff towns like Oshawa and Windsor: farming areas around them interested in the “home market” of their own centre more than in selling to the foreigner. And most of all the great cities are the home of what the Bolsheviks call the “parasitic classes”, — i.e., the professors, the clergy, the actors and the lawyers. All these people need for their jobs the big crowded city, and as the tariff fosters the big city, they are all for the tariff. Not for them the big open spaces. No minister wants to be alone under God’s sky: the professor needs his class, the lawyer his criminals and the actor his gallery.

* * * * *

Take it in the most selfish way you like, with no appeal to general patriotism, most of the East favours the tariff, take it the same way and all the West is against it.

I do not think that the situation can be remedied by violent changes of policy, now this way now that, in response to a changing popular vote. I think that we have got to start, not with theory but at the other end. We have got to indicate a goal of fixed policy to be achieved and then find how to achieve it: this is the new method of administration, — find something impossible to do and then do it.

The object to gain is that the Western farmer in Canada need pay no more (minor fluctuations disregarded) than the United States farmer across the line for his motor car (on the prairie not a luxury but a necessity), for his agricultural implements and for such primary needs as shirts and boots and shoes. Till that is achieved there can never be political peace in Canada. Do it with free trade and you kill the cities of the East. But it can be done otherwise, by general subsidizing of the industry to equalize home and foreign costs. We have in Canada sometimes made steps in the direction of this system of bounties (the iron bounty of fifty years ago), etc., but we never went far. At first sight it seems to make all the people pay money on behalf of some of the people: the people with no cars pay for the cars of other people. But the objection loses weight when the commodities concerned are as universal as motor cars, or implements used to raise bread and meat. The principle of “distributing the burden” is one of the newest and best of our economic doctrines; we apply it wholesale to debt, to poor relief, to medicine: there is no reason why it should not apply to production.

To what extent this applies to boots and shoes and clothes and prime necessities, I do not pretend to say: there perhaps, a large extension of the nux vomica list might be effected. Taxing a man’s shirt and pants is a dangerous process; tax his hat and his gloves and his necktie if you will, — but his shirt and pants, — risky.

In any case there are signs that the problem will soon solve itself. Prices on the two sides of the frontier will tend to be equalized by the rise in the manufacturing costs under the labour protection of the New Deal in the United States. This reorganization of industry is admirable in its general outline. It is at present hopelessly entangled in the confusion created by the appeal to the Supreme Court, a senile survival of legislative method, admirable for George Washington, fatal now when a nation must have economic unity or crash. We too shall adopt it later: but in our country, newer industrially and with less of a submerged labour class, the effect on costs will be far less and will be more than offset by the increasing scale of manufacture.

* * * * *

But let it pass at that. There are lots of other grievances as well. I turn to the vast burden of debt, — provincial, municipal and private, under which the West has been in the last year or two literally crushed. It is my reasoned opinion that the debt as it stands cannot be carried, that a lot of it is unjust in its origin, some of it usurious to the verge of criminality and the whole burden of it intolerable. If it couldn’t be brought down in any other way, it should be brought down with an axe like Jack in the Beanstalk’s beanstalk. But I think it can be brought down, to within tolerable limits, by means that are not extraordinary or revolutionary but reasonable and, if the word is not offensive, conservative. Here are the large broad facts about debt in the West.

The situation just before the repudiation and readjustment begun in 1935 was like this. The bonded public debt of Manitoba just after the War (1919) stood at $36,000,000; in the year 1934 it had reached $90,000,000. In Saskatchewan the provincial debt during the same period moved from $29,000,000 to $112,000,000, and that of Alberta from $34,000,000 to $129,000,000. Meantime the municipal debts of the provinces rose on a similar, if smaller, scale, — those of the Manitoba municipalities from $55,000,000 (in 1933) to $96,000,000; for Saskatchewan the rise was from $39,000,000 to $57,000,000; and for Alberta from $57,000,000 in 1920 to $78,000,000 in 1931 with a reduction after that till 1933.

The comment of the Canadian Year Book of 1936 on the situation thus created, runs: “As a result of accumulated borrowings to meet conditions peculiar to the depression, the relentless advance of interest charges against realizable taxation has brought about a situation in many municipalities where expenditures are out of all proportion to receipts.”

* * * * *

It must be remembered, however, that this aspect of Western debt, — the growth of provincial and municipal borrowing and the increasing pressure on ratepayers, has been parallel in all the other provinces of Canada. But there is a great difference. In the East a lot of the money has been borrowed from ourselves, in the West very little: we in the East are debtors and creditors both: in the West nearly all are debtors and hardly any creditors. In other words, — in the East we are debtors and creditors all in a heap with some lucky enough to sit up on top along with the American and British capitalist. In the West they are all in the heap and the Easterners sit on top of them along with the outsiders.

This is common knowledge. It would be hard to prove it with figures. The government of Canada officially estimated that over 62 per cent. of the debts and investments in Canada is held in Canada. This is mostly Eastern money.

But more important, more vital to the individual life and fortunes, is the piling up of private debts, and in especial of farm mortgages that reached a point where repayment of principal and interest was impossible. Accurate statistics here are difficult to obtain. Even the census of 1931, much of which must represent pre-depression information, shows a black enough picture. In Manitoba 39 per cent. of the owners of farms who reported had mortgages. The mortgages averaged $10.00 per acre and the land was worth only $21.00. Saskatchewan and Alberta had 46 and 39 per cent. of owners with mortgages, but the debt less heavy per acre, — 8 dollars out of 21, and 9 dollars out of 24.

But the rapid spread of debt, like a black cloud covering all the sky, is seen in such later documents as the questionaire answered in 1932 by 408 Saskatchewan farms that showed debts of principal and unpaid interest of $7,588 per farm or $16.88 for each acre of field crop.

A member of parliament told the House of Commons at Ottawa in 1932 that 81 per cent. of the Western farms were mortgaged and had a debt of over $4,000 per farm. The weight of the depression debt pressed in all directions. Manitoba, (as reported by the Social Service Council of Canada), lost between 1928 and 1930, no less than 36 per cent. of its rural telephone subscribers, Saskatchewan more than 40 per cent. and Alberta over one-half. School districts, villages and rural municipalities went broke. In 1932 they owed the banks over $8,000,000: the arrears of taxes impossible to collect was over $3,000,000.

This was the “glorious West” thrown open in the Jubilee year of 1897 as the “Granary of the Empire: Free Homes for Millions: God Bless the Royal Family”.

* * * * *

Now comes the Minister of Agriculture and tells us in his speech to parliament of February 11, 1937, that Saskatchewan all in all, province, town and district has a public debt of $600,000,000. One thinks back, — How did it all happen? How came such a debt?

The West is largely, overwhelmingly, a farming community. Only those who have lived on a farm know how easily a farmer gets into debt. It comes as the result of bad times: it also comes as the result of good times: it also arises from the introduction of improved machinery, better buildings, in short what is called agricultural progress.

Let me explain. A farmer gets into debt owing to bad times, local and general. His crops fail and he has to borrow money: or prices fall and he has to borrow money. That’s obvious. But he also gets into debt through good times. Good crops and rising prices mean that he can now build a new barn, with cowstables in a stone basement, build a brick house, put in a windmill, buy a motor car. These things tempt a farmer as a silk dress tempts a debutante. And naturally he builds even beyond his immediate ready cash: on goes a mortgage that at first sits as lightly as a straw hat. Then came the hard times and the mortgage crushes down like an iron extinguisher. There it is, and there it stays, with its annual call for a hundred dollars interest spelling the difference between ease and anxiety. Drive along any well worn highway in older Ontario and look about you at the brick houses in the homesteads behind the spruce trees. What are those? Those are the mortgages left over from the Crimean War, when wheat sold at two dollars and a half a bushel. Or see the big tin barns with the “hip” roof of corrugated iron and under it the cattle stable, a real one, not the filthy unventilated shed that the mortgage drove away. A farmer in his stone basement with his cattle all end to end, feels as comfortable as I do in my library with all my books in a row. So arose the mortgages of the middle eighties and beside them the windmill mortgages, and the electrical mortgages for getting debt out of electricity. Of course if the farmer built only what he could pay cash for, — but then he knows that, as well as you do. And in any case you can’t go backwards. Farmers who drive in motor cars and listen to radio, live under electric light and turn on a tap to water a cow, can never go back to the dim effulgence of coal oil, the jolt of the backboard, and the slopping water of the barnyard pails freezing on both his legs at once. The clock won’t turn back. It is machinery or nothing.

Nor do people always understand the brutal conditions under which farmers often have to borrow. Interest when it is really interest is fair enough: when it passes into usury it is criminal. And it belongs among those criminal acts, like poisoning and child kidnapping, as distinguished from the violent blow of sudden anger, that excites the peculiar loathing of mankind. Interest in the real sense corresponds to the fair return upon money, the physical return on goods, the “growth” of all animate nature. Usury is just the turn of the screw of necessity.

The West had its share of debt, debt fairly incurred in what seemed an open market: and usury all the more hateful in that it hid behind companies and agents and lawyers: not Shylock but the Venetian Benevolent Association. Show me a rich man who draws his money from the second-mortgage of the poor and I’ll show you a first class skunk.

But quite apart from usury, the debt situation in the West was intensified by the continuous fall in prices, as oil is fed to a flame. Farm product prices as between the normal year 1926 and the deep depression year 1932 fell from 100 to 48, including a fall in grain prices from 100 to 41. This doubled the burden of mortgage interest. “On a farm loan of $2,000 made at 8 per cent. in 1928,” — the words were those to the House of Commons at Ottawa on April 11, 1932,— “the interest would be $160.00 payable in 133 bushels of wheat: in 1931 it would still be $160.00 but payable with 266 bushels of wheat.”

Incidentally one notices the “8 per cent.” quietly quoted as regular and common interest. A rate that would give a shudder to an Eastern debtor, and make an Eastern shareholder smack his lips, taken by the Western farmer, as Eli Perkins said he took the strokes of lightning, “on his bare back without a whimper.”

So that is how debt came to Western Canada, at first with a touch so light and soothing it seemed like a healing hand; later like a dead weight that pressed everything down, sunk it deeper and deeper in the shifting miasma of the hollows of the depression.

The exultation of the West turned to a cry of despair. “As far as our Western agriculture is concerned,” so pleaded to our House of Commons one of its prairie members, “unless some drastic measures are taken very soon, we shall have the bulk of our farmers in such an insolvent state that even under better conditions they can never hope to recover their title of ownership of their farms.”

That was on February 9th, 1932. It was already too late. We in the East had no ears to hear it: we too were sinking into the abyss, with everywhere unemployment, loss of salary, vanishing capital. We could do nothing. But now we must: and we must do it together.

Later on elsewhere in this volume I propose to discuss in detail the alleviation of Western debt. Much has been done in Saskatchewan already, where a reduction of $75,000,000 in farmers’ debt was effected on a basis of compromise in the autumn of 1936. Much, if not overmuch, has been done in Alberta. In all the provinces the Farmers’ Creditors Arrangement Act of the Dominion of Canada (1934), is alleviating without compulsion, many individual cases. But I think that ever so much more can be done for all debters and creditors without repudiation or compulsion by consolidating a portion of Dominion, provincial, and municipal debt, pro rata, under a national guarantee with ear-marked revenue from the province and the municipality. That would, I think, at once cut the interest on that part of the debt. Straight usury should be killed as we used to kill snakes under a brush heap; add up the usurious interest and, if it’s enough, call the debt off. The rest of the debt can be left to the effect of rising prices, renewed immigration and better times. The sunshine of prosperity will lick it up like rain in puddles.

I say renewed immigration, though I realize that the word “immigration” drives many people frantic. Labour, with only one eye, and academic understanding with only one ear, cannot see and hear properly. They think that each new immigrant takes away exactly one job from a man on the spot. That’s only true in the pit of depression. In good times each immigrant brings new jobs for those on the spot. With him comes money, capital, building, transport, — a whole apparatus of bread and work for all. If this is not so, let’s get out one by one and leave the last man with all Canada to romp in.

* * * * *

But the rest of the bill of grievances, the “money power” (if there is one), the banks, and whether people’s credit is an improvement on bank credit, I leave over till I come to deal with Sunny Alberta.


CHAPTER FIVE

SASKATCHEWAN AND WHEAT
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HOW THE LORD Made Saskatchewan — And Made it a Wheat Farm — Agriculture and Machinery — The Wheat Problem — Impossibility of Restricting Production — Means of Solution.

 

To appreciate the present position of the Province of Saskatchewan it is necessary to understand the process by which the Lord made it. Countless ages ago the land surface of the globe came heaving up, dripping from under the universal water. Above it was the dense cloud and mist of the firmament such as still covers the planet Venus. There was a half darkness called day, and a total blackness called night. No stars shone and there was no eye to see them. As the solid land heaved up it was bent and buckled in great ridges and furrows such as the vast upheaval that we call the Rocky Mountains of America. Elsewhere, for lack of room, it tilted up at the side, and bent into slopes of rock, some this way and some that, like the great rim round the Hudson Bay. Everywhere the water poured off like rain from a roof, and it poured again in the rain flood from the firmament. There was a universal roar of water and no ear to hear it. As the water rushed in streams it cut and tore at the primeval land, broke it, pounded it from lumps to mud and spread it out wider and wider, and wore channels through it as the subsiding flood ran away. On the mountain edges the channels formed great gorges. On the broad slopes they form wide valleys through which a broad flood poured with a lessening volume till it was a little stream in a valley so wide as not to be recognizable, — such are the broad valleys, the rolling ranges about the little tributaries of the Qu’Appelle and the Assiniboine. But elsewhere all the driven soil was piled up, as the flood carried it, into thickened hills, and then the water drove a deep curving hollow through it, as a child’s finger might be drawn through a mud pie. Such is the great valley of the South Saskatchewan as seen at Saskatoon. And when the land was all drained and the main flood gone, the clouds cleared and the sun shone out, and then, in the sunshine, mile after mile, rolling to the very horizon was Saskatchewan. Here and there as the land dried out, great clouds of dust from the broken sandstone of the hills came blowing across, shifting and twisting like the sandhills of the Sahara. Such are the sandstreaks, and sandhills that outcrop and mingle with the soil that later became the black alluvium of the prairie.

Then came Life, creeping out of the water to the land, and then Nature the Seedsman, scattering in sweeping handfuls the newly evolved seeds of plants and trees. All over the rolling stretches the soil broke out into grasses and bright flowers that bloomed and withered unseen for countless ages, and with their death and putrefaction enriched and blackened the rock-dust into deep loam, dying that still more might live.

But the trees grew but little. Elsewhere, as in the country that later became Ontario, the trees, sheltered in the hollows, presently climbed the hills, like soldiers springing from a trench in a joint attack. Alone they could not start; together, each protected the other. Even now a single hemlock breaks in the wind and dies; a forest lives on its collected strength, shouldering off the storm.

On the prairie it is not so. The winter blizzard could tear and rip and up-root everything. Nothing could live but little birch and cotton-wood, and cypress trees, shuddering together in the coulees and the deeper valleys. Start them and shelter them, and the trees could grow. For witness, see all the beauty in the little woodland that surrounds the parliament house at Regina. Or see them in Missouri, where, within the white man’s memory, rolling empty prairie has turned to waving woods. But elsewhere on the prairies trees never started. They were still-born children. Yet if we wish it so, all Saskatchewan that will grow wheat could turn to forest.

Thus did nature strike its balance of life and death on the prairies and leave them thus for ages and ages, changing with every season, but unchanging with the centuries. “Over the meadows that blossom and wither, rings but the note of the sea birds’ song, only the sun and the rain come hither, all the year long,” — so sang the poet Swinburne of his Forsaken Garden. But he might have sung it of the prairies of Saskatchewan; for the birds, like all life, first came, blowing in from the sea, and with the birds the animals, evoluted to a great bulk, slow and graminivorous. Last of all came man, rare and precarious and wandering.

In great flat spaces nothing can live standing still. Life must be picked up on the march. Even the mind cannot live, and keep its balance, in the empty openness of limitless horizon. The story is as old as the steppes of Asia and the solitude of the Sahara, and was reproduced again when the mind of the settler’s wife kept breaking down in the fixed, empty stillness of an isolated homestead. Nothing but the blessing of the motor car, the ability to drive everywhere and nowhere, has supplied the same necessity that the Arab finds in his camel and a sailor in the motion of his ship. Motor cars, and more trees, to block here and there the empty horizons and to stop its suggestion of infinity, — that’s all that’s needed.

But human kind in the West before the white man came to America must have been infinitely rare, as far as the vast open prairie was concerned. Men couldn’t live there. Not till the Spaniards brought the horse to America, and the wild horses multiplied, could mankind invade, in any real fashion, the open plains; and even then rather in annual raids and inroads than in fixed settlement. This was the ‘buffalo and hunters’ stage; the lost paradise of the half breed living under the rule of the great Company. Then came the settler to the plains, with his acquired apparatus of civilization and his mechanism of agriculture. The Company rule ended, the homestead farmers invaded the West. The Lord said ‘let there be wheat’ and Saskatchewan was born.

All that has gone above is not poetry. It is intended as a view of the economic basis of Saskatchewan.

The Great Western Plain, thus formed and fashioned, includes in Saskatchewan the lower half of the province from the international boundary to the North Saskatchewan River. Beyond it is the broken country of lake and timber reaching to the barren lands, as yet scarcely explored, perhaps a repository of great mineral wealth. The Great Plain thus fully prepared by the hand of the Lord and opened up by the hand of man, offered itself to the raising of grain by machinery as did few places in the world. In the more highly civilized countries of Europe, diversified by hills and valleys and broken by woods and winding roads, nature forbade machine cultivation. Grapes can climb mountains, but not wheat. In Switzerland, — we have it on the high authority of Mark Twain, — a farmer is apt to fall off his farm. In the flat plains of Europe, — Hungary and the Ukraine, — mankind, as far as invention went, had been asleep for centuries. In the fertile flats of China they had invented nothing since the wheelbarrow. Even in older Canada, machinery in agriculture is still impeded by hills, by the remains of bush and swamp, snake fences and stone piles, and the little seven-acre divisions they call fields.

With the gamut of inventions that ran from the reaper, the gangplow, the seeder, the thresher, the binder, the tractor and ended with the crowning glory of the “combine”, — the West came into its own.

The summer prairies of Saskatchewan took on the aspect since familiar in pictures to all the world, vast miles of ripening grain waving in the sunshine, with flickering shadows of fleecy clouds blowing over it. There are no longer the “unshorn fields, boundless and beautiful” that Cullen Bryant saw. They are better than that. The prairie has yielded itself to man. These boundless fields murmur with life as the ripe grain sways and falls in its luxuriant death.

Thus opened up possibilities of cheap production, — cheap and easy, its cost a mere nothing, in time, a punctuated idleness. It seemed too easy. Calculations on twentieth century agriculture (comparing it with the nineteenth) made in 1925 by the United States National Industrial Conference showed that a Western farmer with a tractor ploughed eight times as much land in a day as a farmer with a team; that one man could take care of 300 acres of wheat instead of the 50 acres of oats, hay, bush, hens and mortgage that kept him hustling in Ontario; that he could raise a bushel of wheat with 10 minutes work! (in place of the three hours of his grandfather) and, with only one man to help for one fortnight, he could harvest and thrash all the grain of 500 acres! And after that, — nothing to do. What about a trip to California?

Not even the milkmaid “who poised a full pail on her head” and counted the chickens she was going to buy, indulged in rosier dreams than the Western farmer balancing on his head four quarter sections of land, a tractor, a combine, one hired man and the interest on a mortgage.

Think of it, — 500 acres of wheat, — no, make it 1,000! Lots of them had that, and 30 bushels of wheat to the acre (call it more if you like: nature can do it: it’s a dream price anyway): farmer’s cost of production (Canadian government figures these, a Bulletin on Wheat Production in Saskatchewan, — they must be right), even including 15 cents of interest, only 78 cents a bushel and the home price not the Liverpool price, the home price, — anything from a dollar up and sometimes over two! Oh, boy! can you beat it; just figure that out! and then some, — it may be away bigger than that.

No more for us the winter desolation of the prairie, contrasting with its summer sunshine: — the empty windswept landscape, with all life still and dead at 40 below, — with a blizzard sweeping the frozen snow in eddying circles, — even the sunlight hard and cruel with blindness in its empty stare. Away from all that! The sunny South, the laughing Pacific with its mermaids for us!

For some of them in those far off days the dream actually came true: they wrote their names on the hotel registers of California, like the foremost line of a charge that is beaten back.

But not many. For most of them this vision of a promised land vanished as it did for all of us. They just had a look over the fence and then somehow the promised land grew dim, grew distant and shifted as far away as ever. Man’s servant machinery once so skilful and subservient had gone silly.

What went wrong? The same thing as all over the world in all machine industries among people depending on buying and selling. The machine went out of gear. We are still tinkering to adjust it. It looks just now as if by pure accident it is going to start up again with a roar! If so, Heaven knows we didn’t do it!

The case of the farmers was this. In the golden days all was well with the Western farmer except the selling of the wheat. He wasn’t sure that he got all that was coming to him: no matter what he got he might have got more. It’s an awful thought. Anybody who has sold mining stock at a profit knows it.

The wheat price is made (makes itself) in the great European markets centering chiefly at Liverpool, and is reflected from thence to the markets of supply. From 1900-1915 the Canadian price showed an average of 69 cents a bushel. In the War years all the wheat was bought at a fixed government price, which was good and plenty (1917: $2.81 — 1918: $2.92). Even after the War and when the War Board ceased to function, the price still held (1919-1923 average $1.83). But it was falling from the peak of $3.43 in 1919 to 98 cents in 1923.

Now this Canadian farmer’s price is only a part of the Liverpool price which has to cover also a large series of charges for transport, storage and subsidiary services. It is estimated that on each bushel there is 1-¾ cents to pay for local elevator charges, 1 cent for a Winnipeg Broker, 15 cents rail to Fort William, 12-½ cents Fort William elevator, 8-¼ cents lake freight, 2 cents for Montreal handling, 6-½ cents (variable) for ocean freight, in all, with varying details, about 45 cents.

This means that there are a number of people, — brokers, buyers, elevator men, railways, ships, banks, — trying to get as much of the “farmer’s money”, — that’s the way they see it, — as they can. Any increase in their share makes his less. Any distribution of these costs shunts back on the farmer as a shock runs through a string of empty grain cars.

In the beginning the farmer was helpless. He owned no elevator, no railway. But, on the plains in early years, the wonder and gladness was to be able to sell at all. Red River farmers in the Fort Garry days could raise wheat but they had to eat it.

To get a better share farmers built elevators; so did the railways: brokers organized as the (Winnipeg) Grain Exchange: banks lent money on stored wheat. The Dominion government legislated on inspection, grading, marketing. A huge network, complicated in its outline and ramifying in its relations, spread out from the Head of the Lakes to the confines of the grain country. You can view it either as a thing of beauty or of horror, a work of God or of the devil, according to the type of mind you have. But at least it was intricate. If it ever burst there was bound to be an awful crash.

The final step was the formation of the pools, one in each Prairie Province with a joint connection through a central sales agency, the Canadian Cooperative Wheat Producers Limited, Winnipeg. Thus the word “Pool”, while this situation lasted was often used as a collective name for the three of them. The essence of a pool is this: — in the old days the farmer sold his grain as soon as he had threshed it and was presently sorry he had sold it. Under a “pool” the farmer can hold his grain till later, and perhaps presently be sorry that he didn’t sell it. But there is at least this difference: the old farmer had to sell: the pool farmer doesn’t. It’s like “predestination” and “free will”.

Under the pool system, as it developed, each member was pledged to sell his wheat by and through his provincial pool: the central agency acted for them all and became itself a member of the Winnipeg Grain Exchange. The farmer received an initial payment of so many cents per bushel plus interim payments (for example in the first year of the pool operation 1924-25 he got one dollar and sixty-six cents in all). The pools were agents only: they distributed no profits on the nominal shares but made a small charge to cover expenses (half a cent a bushel), two cents for a fund for building Pool Elevators, and one per cent. reserve.

In the years of sunshine the system worked admirably. So do most systems. But it lead to serious misunderstandings. People began to think that the Western pool could “control” the price, — make it go higher. This it couldn’t do. The pool could use its joint resources and its power to borrow from the banks to hold wheat and not throw it on the market at a bad time. But that is all. If the market is bad enough the longer you hold the more you lose. It is as if you clutched a share of stock tight in your hand, tighter and tighter, and presently opened your hand to find it gone to dust. No conjurer is needed for that. So it was with the farmer and his pool.

The world wheat stock is too large, its constituents too varied, its potential increase too great, to allow for any such cornering. Canada is a wheat country but there are others. Our 250,000 farmers in the West are only a part of the millions of farmers in the world. Before this century began, Canada as a wheat-producing country was just nowhere. The world’s crop around the year 1900 was some 2,640,000,000 bushels: of this Russia grew 424,000,000 bushels, the United States 600,000,000; a group of countries, France, Hungary, etc., about 300,000,000 each. Great Britain raised 52 million bushels and Canada only 50 millions. The Canadian export of wheat was negligible. The “Granary of the Empire”, — the phrase of 1897, — was an expression of hope not of fact.

Since the War Canada has raised huge crops of wheat. The largest year’s crop was seen in the year 1928 with over 560 million bushels. Yet the Canadian crop only represents about ten per cent, of the largest world crop (that of 1932), while the Canadian wheat crop of the drought year of 1935 was less than 8 per cent. of an average world crop.

Taking the average annual production of wheat for the years 1929-30-31-32-33, — the world’s crop was 3,707,000,000 bushels. There were 37 countries (21 of them in Europe itself) which averaged more than 5,000,000 a year. The Canadian average, 354,000,000, was below that of Russia 839,000,000, of the United States 783,000,000; only just above that of India 350,000,000 and of France 305,000,000, and closely followed by Italy 258,000,000, and the Argentine 228,000,000.

It is true that if one takes account of wheat export in place of the amount of wheat grown, the situation appears at first sight vastly different. Canada has become since the War the leading wheat-exporting country of the world. During the time between the end of the War and the great collapse, Canadian wheat sold abroad represented 35 to 40 per cent. of all exported wheat: the same is still true in the dislocated and spasmodic world trade of today. The Canadian export of 1935-36 was 47-½ per cent. of the world total export.

But this does not, as it well might with other commodities, imply a power to squeeze or force the market. All the other world-wheat is there as a potential export if the price is forced up. There was no real economic basis for the hope of many Western farmers that the establishment of a “100 per cent. compulsory pool” would of necessity allow a lift of the export price.

With the turn of the times came a collapse of wheat prices at the very period when successive years of drought lessened the volume of the Canadian crop. Winnipeg wheat (No. 1 Hard), the best in the world, showed disastrous prices, — 64 cents for 1929-31, 59 cents for 1931-32 and 54 cents for 1933-34.

Under such repeated shocks the Western pools practically went under: with fallen membership and diminished sales, the collective selling of the central agency came to an end: the pools, existing still, own elevators and handle and forward grain but the system, as it was designed, is over. With the fall of wheat there spread over the West the tidal wave of mortgage and farm debt with which the provinces now struggle as best they can by means of statutes of repudiation in Alberta, of debt reduction in Saskatchewan and with the aid of the Dominion Farmers’ Creditors Adjustment Act.

The establishment by the Dominion government of a Wheat Board (under an act of 1935) merely offers facilities for sale if the price drops enough with no organization of cooperative marketing. The experiment has finished its opening stage and the time is ripe for reconsidering wheat policy in Canada, — the whole question of production, of possible restriction, of open trading, or collective action.

Here it must be understood that our wheat situation is only a part of a world phenomenon, — the over-production, the economics of abundance, that has resulted from the progress of machinery and organization. There is no need to discuss the details of it here. Everyone has heard of the car loads of melons floating down the Potomac, the stocks of burning coffee in Brazil, and of the unborn hogs and unplanted corn of the American Middle West.

The world at large will somehow, sometime, find a means to limit production to what people can buy, or conversely to enable people to buy all that other people can produce. But the wheat of the export market at present utterly defies such restriction. It is possible to limit production where nature’s supply is small and gathered in one place. The production of diamonds has been restricted for a generation. Production can be limited even for large scale commodities if the supply can be got at and held and if common labour alone cannot increase it: such is the case of rubber. Or if the production demands great capital and corporate organization, even the hugest output can be controlled by company agreement: coal, iron, and steel, vast as they are, can be controlled. Or inside a closed area (as with the hogs in Mr. Roosevelt’s America) production can be restricted by law. If Mr. Roosevelt won’t let hogs in, and won’t let the extra hog get born, then nature is brought to a full stop. But wheat! that will grow, more or less well, all through the north and the south temperate zone, that can be grown in a dirt heap with a stick, that has behind it in Western Canada alone 250,000 independent producers, and elsewhere millions and millions. Restriction is just a dream.

If we don’t grow wheat others will. It is inevitable, — it is a provable economic proposition, that the world’s wheat production is bound to run to over-production and temporary collapse. Sound national policy must take that for granted and contrive to bridge the gaps and not let the temporary collapse of the price mean permanent ruin to the farmers.

What we ought to do in Canada is to take over from the individual farmer the worst of the risk of raising wheat. I say wheat because it is the major crop, governing all others. I do not know to what extent, if at all, the argument applies to other grains. If we guarantee too much we insure our own damnation by subsidizing the farmer to ruin us. If we guarantee too little, the farmer is ruined anyway. If a man is ruined he doesn’t care if he owes $100 and can’t pay it, or $1,000 and can’t pay it. We must guarantee a rock bottom price for wheat that is enough, just enough to keep the farmer on the farm, without a mortgage, — his motor car rattling in every joint, his trip to California up the flue, perhaps his radio cold and silent, — but still on the farm. As to the world’s crop, let it look to itself: for the present there is no other way.

Many people, especially those brought up on farms in Eastern Canada, are apt to wonder why the West cannot find salvation by transforming its agriculture from grain farming to mixed farming. The semi-independent homestead of the East, like the small holdings of the French cultivators, offer a bulwark against disaster: less productive in the money sense, they are more human in their interest, safer against changes of price and circumstance, and more solid and enduring as the basis of civil society.

Opinion in the West overwhelmingly tells us that the cases are not parallel. For the West it is mechanized farming or nothing. The great plains are lacking in water, in wood, in diversity. The very suitability for vast fields of wheat forbids other uses. It is true that in the new areas of the Peace River and even to some extent in the northern half of Saskatchewan, as yet hardly occupied, there may be room for barnyard and woodpile farming. It is true that a rearrangement of holdings to favour communal pasturage and bring dwelling houses in closer range may at once diversify agriculture and social life. But in the main the economic future of the prairie country must follow the fortune of machine agriculture. It has made its bed and must lie in it; and its couch not the trim bed of a vegetable garden but the “boundless and beautiful” field from which it took its name.

All that can be done, then, is to go ahead and raise wheat like all possessed.

But for the next few years, — four or five, and who cares to look further, — there is a plan that has occurred to me for which I have already solicited a little publicity. The idea is that of storing up in England, as a war measure, enough wheat, or flour, to last five years even if all supplies are cut. It would mean, I think, about 1,000,000,000 bushels, — call it that anyway. It is harder to store wheat in England than it is here owing to the damp climate. But modern scientific refrigerator methods, and “conditioned air” can make a sport of all that. Wheat shrinks, I understand, about 1 per cent. in its first year, after that very little. But what it loses is only water, and there’s lots of that.

It would be a great thing if England would buy all our export crop for a few years for this purpose: a greater thing, still, if we gave it to them, or at least a lot of it. We could do it as our contribution to imperial defense.

The Canadian Parliament is opening up a debate on imperial and national defense. It is a dangerous discussion. The attempt to show that we need to join in Empire defense may lead people to pretend that we need defense here, as against the Americans.

That is just crazy and worse. That could do infinite harm. Our best defense, our only defense, against the Americans, and theirs against us, is to have no defense at all. None that either of us could ever prepare would be effective along such a frontier. We live in peace or die together.

We show every sign of living in peace. Don’t let’s spoil it by pretending that we need air-bases and gas masks and sally ports and demi-culverins and half-scotches against the Americans. We don’t. Honestly, I wouldn’t shoot an American, even if I found him sitting on a bough where I could sneak right up on him.

So the idea which I propose is as large as the side of a house, in fact as large as the side of a grain elevator.

Let us make our Empire contribution in the shape of a huge annual gift of wheat for storage in England against war. England must begin to store up wheat, flour, oil and food in this cursed situation that has arisen.

If we give them wheat it is as good as gunpowder. The beauty of it is that it has all the Scotch virtue of being a mighty canny thing for ourselves anyway. It would be the end of all this “carry-over” trouble, this “nonproduction” and “go easy”. It would mean that merry old Saskatchewan would put on so many teams and so many tractors for spring plowing on such a big scale that they’d disappear over the horizon.


CHAPTER SIX

OUR ELDORADO IN THE WILDERNESS
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THE WILDERNESS THAT Divided Canada — An Unsuspected Aladdin’s Cave — Its Mineral Wealth — Canada and Gold — Proper Uses of a New Gold Standard.

 

In the centre of Canada, running in a great sickle, or crescent, around the Hudson Bay, is what long seemed to be a vast wilderness of rock and scrub and muskeg, doomed to hyperborean cold, sterile and silent. Even where the silence was broken by the roar of falling waters, the tumult was only a meaningless fury of foam, useless for transport or commerce.

In our own immediate day all this is changed, this barren wilderness is now our Eldorado. From the Flin-flon mines on the border of Saskatchewan to the Belcher Islands off the mouth of the Great Whale River, it is now one vast Aladdin’s cave. It is the greatest mineral district of all the world. Beside its vast deposit the Comstock lode is just a pocket, Ballarat a memory and even the Witwatersand only a beginning. Here is gold with silver and copper as bye-products, or copper and zinc with a bye-product of casual gold. Here is nickel, the delight of the God Mars and of his humble servant the Tubal Cain who once made iron ploughshares now makes hard-metal castings. Over these thousands of miles of wilderness aeroplanes float in the sky and flurry on the frozen lakes, carrying a new race of men, as Hyperborean as the cold itself.

This new Eldorado means for us the achievement of the long sought unity of Canada. Gold means, when we know how to turn it to the magic of currency and credit, the alleviation of the burden of debt, the restoration of prosperity. It is all there. Nothing needed but brains and unity of purpose.

* * * * *

The main importance to us of this central Eldorado, we repeat, is not the commercial value in gold and metals but the effect it is destined to have, is having already, on the unity of Canada. Till recent times Canada seemed hopelessly cut in two in the middle. The downward sweep of the Hudson and James Bays reduces its north-and-south mainland dimension from 1,500 miles to little more than 300. Worse than that, — the Hudson and James Bays are, to all intents, land-locked seas: they are not, like the other seven seas of the temperate zone, a means of commercial access. Otherwise a new Vancouver might arise at Churchill or at the Ontario tide-water harbour of Moosonee. The one ship a year sent through the Straits by the Hudson’s Bay Co. for two centuries, hardly counts except as romance. Neither do the grain ships of the last five years since the Hudson Bay Railway and the Churchill port were opened in 1931. Up-to-date the route has cost $70,000,000 and has carried, in five years, 17,000,000 bushels of grain. Neither do the odd whalers count, in days when Hudson Bay whales are getting as doubtful as Jonah. Worse than that: there are no smaller fish in the Bay, or none to speak of. This was a peculiar piece of hard luck for British North America. With fish in the Hudson Bay, to compare with those of the Grand Banks and the North Sea, a new Aberdeen could have arisen, college and all, at the mouth of the Rupert or the Great Whale.

But the worst feature of all was the character of the land itself. All the way around the great bay, along what is now the sea-coast of Manitoba, Ontario, and Quebec, stretched a frozen wilderness of rock, leading nowhere, of unending forests of small and worthless trees, broken with sunken muskeg, and ending in a low and mournful sea coast, shallow for miles out, fringed with ice in winter and wild, from its very shallowness, with equinoctial storms, Over this hyperborean region brooded the eternal cold. As late as in the year 1866 (the year before Confederation) a “new edition” of Lippincott’s Philadelphia Gazetteer could write: “There can be but little doubt that the greater part of the vast region included under the name of British America is doomed to ever-lasting sterility on account of the severity of its climate.” All Canadians are still familiar with Goldwin Smith’s famous picture of Canada in his Canada and the Canadian Question of 1891. He shows it as a country divided into geographical sections, with wildernesses in between, — and the greatest of these, the wilderness of the Lake Superior country. It all seemed worthless. The rushing rivers meant nothing while electricity still slept. At Confederation, paper was still made from rags: there was no such word as pulp-wood: the spruce, too small for lumber, stood buried in the snow, a billion Christmas trees without a Xmas. The best that any one could say of the place was that it was a “sportsman’s paradise”, which only means a good place to drink whiskey in.

All that even geology could say was that this great semi-circle of rock was the oldest part of the globe, the first land that God made. That was at least an apology for it.

Yet it is a romance of our Canadian history that the Indians knew, in a general way, about the mineral district. They tried to tell Jacques Cartier about it on the top of Mount Royal in 1535, touching the silver whistle that he carried and the copper of his dagger and pointing up the Ottawa. Hence the legend of the Kingdom of “Sagné” or Saguenay which presently mixed up its geography and shifted to the wrong place. But if Cartier could have reached the country beyond the Ottawa and found silver (that he could reduce) the world’s history would have been different. Later on complacent historians said the Indians only meant the silver waters of the Ottawa. Professors can explain anything.

Then came — all within forty years or so, — accident and chance and invention — and changed the wilderness into the place that we now know, the greatest mineral district in the world, with hydro-electric power to run it, and with thousands of square miles of pulp-wood to turn into newspapers to talk about it.

* * * * *

It is not possible in this space (and without a change of writer) to describe in its geological and metalliferous aspect the watershed that forms the great “rim” around the Hudson Bay. It is a vast country. The sea coast of Ontario alone extends 680 miles. To those of us who fully remember the limited Ontario of fifty years ago, this sounds like Shakespeare’s “sea coast of Bohemia”. Manitoba has a coastal line of four hundred miles, while that of Quebec which extends “round and out” to the Atlantic, has at least an equal extent of the sea coast that is the mineral area.

The technical description of this mining area as given by an expert, for example, as explained by the Geological Survey Department for our admirable Canadian Year Book, sounds like Greek to most of us. Yet it sounds fine too. “The great area in Eastern Canada underlain by rocks of Precambrian age is known as the Canadian or Precambrian Shield. It may be regarded as a peneplanated surface that has been rejuvenated by Pleistocene glaciation (fine!) .... The Precambrian formations are prolific of mineral deposits of great number, variety and extent. Among them are the gold deposits of Porcupine and Kirkland Lake, associated with intrusions of porphyry, the silver deposits of Cobalt, South Lorrain and Gowganda, associated with diabase sills, the enormous nickel-copper deposits of Sudbury associated with norite of a thick laccolithic intrusion, the auriferous copper sulphides of western Quebec, and the copper zinc sulphides of Manitoba.” Intrusions of Porphyry! It sounds like King Solomon’s Mines, the Building of the Temple and the Queen of Sheba.

* * * * *

The increasing importance of mineral production in Canada is a notable feature of our national economy. Since the first regular estimates made in 1880, the value of mineral production per capita has risen from $2.23 to $28.33 in 1935. This is chiefly owing to the discoveries in the Hudson and James Watershed. Ontario alone produces over 50 per cent. of the minerals of Canada: Quebec adds another 12 per cent. In gold Ontario produced in 1934 some 60 per cent. and Quebec 10 per cent. of the output. Taking the same year as the latest for world comparisons, 81 per cent. of the world’s nickel, 13 per cent. of the copper, of lead 12, of zinc 10, of silver 9, and of gold 11 per cent.

The Canadian output of gold in several years (1931-2-3) surpassed that of the United States and was exceeded only by Russia and South Africa. In 1934 it stood at 2,972,000 fine ounces, with South Africa (10,479,000 fine ounces) leading Russia (4,262,000) and the United States (2,741,000). The present Canadian output is greater than that of California and Colorado added together, and greater than they were in the golden legendary days of 1851 to 1855. It is an easy prophecy that Canada will soon rank second, and in a measurable time first among the gold countries.

The Canadian annual output of gold can be computed (see Jacob’s History of the Precious Metals) at probably twice as much as all the gold existing in Europe in the days between Charlemagne and Columbus in the year 1492. The gold and silver together only equalled about $160,000,000 and silver was the far greater part. The feeble annual production just maintained the stock. The Canadian annual output of gold is twelve times as great as the “flood” of gold that came each year to Spain after the exploits of Cortes and the Pizarros and five times as great as all the world produced even when Queen Victoria began to reign. This steady rise in the production of gold heaps up an accumulated stock. Gold may be mislaid: it can’t be destroyed. The $50,000,000 (maximum) of 1492 had increased by 1935 to $21,500,000,000, using a fine ounce of gold to mean 20.67 “dollars” and counting only the gold in central banks and government reserves, and not the mass of gold hoarded and converted to ornamental and commercial use.

Incidentally our new Canadian method of calculating the value of gold in our present depreciated paper dollar at $35.00 to the ounce distorts all appearance and makes riches out of poverty, like the reflection of a thin man fattened in a convex mirror. We ought to get away from it.

The steady rise in the stock of gold, faster than the rise in “business” has made the progressive increase in price a fixed feature of large-view history. As far as such a thing can be calculated, English prices at the end of Queen Victoria’s reign were perhaps twenty times the prices of Norman England. This steady rise is of great meaning to Canadian public policy. If we keep to a gold standard, it will automatically lift a lot of our debt and automatically prime the pump of business.

But before talking specifically of gold, turn a moment to the sister metals of our Eldorado.

Here first is nickel. This is a metal, an element. It was known, like everything else, to the ancient Chinese; but they got nowhere with it. Europe knew nothing of it till the end of the eighteenth century when it was first completely separated from combined ore by the Swedish chemist Torbern Bergman. But it was a rare metal, indeed there was hardly any of it. A little turned up in metallic combinations in United States’ mines, quite a lot on the island New Caledonia, the French penal settlement off Australia. Modern metallurgy learnt to use it towards the end of the nineteenth century. Mixed with iron and carbon it makes nickel-steel: with chromium added it makes nickel-chromium steel. These combinations are of great hardness: they constitute the armourplate and the great guns of war and enter into a hundred of its grim uses. Only 3 or 4 per cent. of nickel with less than 1 per cent. of carbon, or a little more than 1 per cent. of chromium, turns cheap iron into the implements of death. But nickel also stands for peace. The fault is ours if we think of it in terms of war. It is unique as a hardening alloy for castings, for highly-stressed forgings, for boiler plate, bridge steel, motor car parts and for plating, coin-making, — a thousand means of human happiness. Of the world’s supply of this ambiguous product Canada contributes from 80 to 90 per cent. a year. It is found chiefly in New Ontario near Sudbury.

The nickel bearing rocks in the district form a sort of band or strip, over two miles wide, and running round in an ellipse about 36 miles long and 13 miles across the middle. Here is enough nickel “in sight” (as miners call things that can’t see) to last the world for years and years, and probably lots more in the same wilderness.

In the last year fully reported (1934) the world used about 80,000 tons (2,000 lbs., — the “short” ton) of nickel and Canada supplied about 70,000 tons of it. The value was about $35,000,000 ($500 a ton, 25 cents a pound).

But nickel is only the most outstanding of these new element minerals not important in themselves but in the power contained in a small quantity of them to alter the temper or the properties of common metals, like iron, themselves easily obtained but only rudimentary in their use. Side by side with nickel in Canada is cobalt, an element metal used as an alloy, along with tungsten, in making steel for the permanent magnets needed in telephones: and used along with tungsten and chromium in making the hard steel of high-speed cutting tools, that must be indifferent to heat. The metal world of today includes as agents of vast importance substances unknown or unheeded fifty years ago: the vanadium brought from the summit of the Andes to make a 1 per cent. alloy of effectiveness: radium, the world’s mystery, barium so strangely sensitive that in pure shape it takes fire at the touch of water, molybdenum, — things only names and mysteries to us humble outsiders, and most of all to people of my generation who traded the opportunity to learn “science” for a knowledge of the Greek verbs. Some of these metals we have in Canada: some not, or not as yet. Of cobalt we had, ten or twelve years ago, all the world’s supply — till it turned up also on the Congo and elsewhere in Africa. Radium we have, — besides the Great Bear Lake, wisely and secretly held by the government of Canada, being out of the clutches of the provinces. But it is likely that all the world’s metals, and enough of them will be found in our frozen treasure house of the North.

Of all these, in history, in prestige, in commercial (not in intrinsic) value, gold takes first place. But before talking of gold it is necessary to make quite clear the way in which gold and gold-standard-money was, and is, measured and computed. This is all the more necessary now that the standard is merely a piece of paper. Such a majesty still hedges the idea of a “pound sterling” or a “U.S. dollar” that we don’t realize that at present a pound sterling and a U.S. dollar are twin sisters to an Alberta Prosperity Certificate.

Gold is properly measured in “fine ounces” which means ounce weights of pure gold. The ounces are the so-called Troy ounce of 480 grains. The grains are combined into pennyweights or carats which contain 24 grains. Gold that is “18 carats fine” means gold mixed with alloy in the proportion of 18 to 6. It follows that 20 pennyweights make an ounce. But pennyweights and carats are only used in jewelers’ reckoning, not in monetary science. The ordinary “ounce” of the butcher and baker is the ounce avoirdupois, containing 437-½ grains. It is to be noted that a grain is a grain whether avoirdupois or Troy. It originally meant an ear of dried wheat. It now means the 7,000 part of the pound avoirdupois, which itself is an arbitrary standard based on a physical sample.

None of this sounds necessary but it all is.

A pound sterling (a sovereign), after meaning a lot of other things, came to mean (under the coinage act of 1816) and continued to mean until England went off the gold standard, a coin weighing in all 123.27 grains and being 11/12 or .9166 pure gold, and 1/12 alloy.

Gold with this particular amount of alloy (1 in 12) was called standard gold or crown gold. An ounce of “standard gold”, it follows from what has been said, would coin into rather less than 4 sovereigns: to be exact, and using the money divisions of the sovereign to mean fractions, it would coin into £3-17-10-½. Since coinage at the mint (apart from a trifle charge for assaying the metal) was free and unlimited, this was the amount in money which the mint was supposed to give for gold. Putting it in terms of pure gold or “fine ounces” it corresponds to a “value” of £4-4-11-½ to the ounce. But this “value” is not a price in the real sense. It is an equation. It is like saying that 2 pints make a quart. Many people were very silly, or confused, over this, and now that the situation is mixed up with paper they are sillier still. What made confusion a little pardonable was that in practice gold in England was by the public taken not to the mint but to the Bank of England. The Bank was called upon to give £3-17-9 for standard gold. The difference between this and the equation-value represents the fact that immediate payment removes the delay of coinage and hence is worth a small item of interest. The Bank by law had to pay this and could pay more. At times when, for various reasons, the Bank wanted gold it paid a little more, because the people bringing gold didn’t actually take away sovereign coins for the full amount but accepted in whole or in part a bank credit. So the Bank at times paid a little extra, which gave the appearance of a fluctuating “price of gold” in London (from £3-17-9 to the full mint price).

The U. S. mint accepted unlimited gold in fine ounces, mixed with alloy 1 part in 10 and made gold dollars (in pieces of 5, 10 and 20) which contain 23.22 grains of pure gold. This meant that a fine ounce of gold coined (with the alloy added) into $20.67. This meant again as a matter of arithmetic that the relative gold content, and hence the relative value of U. S. gold dollar and British gold sovereign (from 1836-1919) stood as 4.86 2/3 dollars to one sovereign. This was called the mint part of exchange and was the rate at which, other things being equal, people paid U. S. dollars to get British sovereigns. In practice things very seldom equal and wouldn’t stay equal long. Either a surplus of people in America wanted to pay down dollars and have payments in England made in sovereigns or vice versa. At the “worst come to the worst” they could always send the actual gold across the ocean. But this costs money for transport, safe-keeping, insurance and interest on its being out of service for a week or so. It may be said that it costs almost four cents as a maximum to send one sovereign across the ocean. Hence an English or American person wanting a “draft” across the ocean would pay, if he had to, as much as 4 cents per sovereign to get it over, or be delighted to find it in the other way and find that his English sovereign would get him 4 cents extra in a draft expressed in U. S. dollars.

These up and down variations held in check by actual shipment of gold were called the “gold points” (4.82 2/3-4.90 2/3), and the fluctuation price of U. S. dollars and sovereigns was one of the “foreign exchanges”. There were similar ones for francs, roubles, marks, etc., exchanged into dollars, pounds, etc. In Canada we used a gods-awful form of computation of which not even the bank clerks understood the original meaning, let alone the Bank Presidents, — and which was based on the percentage to be added to an older, heavier, imaginary gold dollar (the one of Halifax currency) to make the new dollars of 4.86 2/3 to the pound. The expression 9-½ is par meant add 9-½ per cent. to 4.44 and you get 4.86 2/3. In reality the bank clerk had a money table hanging beside him which told him all about it, till the rush of the exchange in August of 1914 bust his table. Since then we count as the Americans do.

Till the Great War, the open mint, the liberty to buy and sell, and import and export gold formed what was called the international gold standard. In the opinion of many people, of whom I am one, it was one of the greatest benefits to the world for a whole century. Automatically it moved gold from mining to non-mining countries: automatically, though more slowly and with friction, it kept tending to level world prices because high prices attracted goods and sent out domestic money, which tended to lower prices and contrariwise low prices attracted foreign gold. In both cases the foreign exchange supplied the mechanism. The broad general life of the world’s commerce moved and breathed as with the slow heart beat of a great animal. Now it chokes, strangles and gasps for the air of monetary liberty.

The gold standard has in its time been passionately denounced. First of all it was denounced (in the later part of the nineteenth century) by labour, later by capital. In the nineteenth century, the expansion of business and the relative shortage of gold made low wages and depression. So it was argued: of the facts there was no doubt: of the causes there might be. Hence the cry of oppressed labour against gold. “You shall not,” said Jennings Bryan in 1896, “press down upon the brow of labour this crown of thorns, you shall not crucify mankind upon a cross of gold”. The cry, unhappily, echoes still when now the cross would mean, as crosses should, salvation.

Later on, in the post-war period, something of the same complaint has been raised by the economists. “The gold standard”, so claims one of the least ignorant (one dare not say most eminent of economists), “is as antiquated as the stage coach”. The metaphor is a favourite one of people without imagination who do not realize that the stage coach was murdered by the railway train and has now come back as its ghost, — the motor car, — to haunt the railway. “Coaches” blow their horns again from New York to San Francisco and from the Oasis of Timgad to Timbuctoo. But few economists ever had imagination.

What was meant was that the gold standard was rigid, and would mean, for lack of enough gold, a lowering of prices that would choke business, or, by superabundance of gold and of credit based on it, a burst of high prices that would turn business into a fever. What was needed, argued and still argue these people, was a managed currency, in which by manipulating the issue of credit-documents prices can be made to go up or go down and stay quiet and business be guided accordingly.

Let it be noted right here, with wide open eyes, that the phrase managed currency has quite recently been taken up in Western Canada in a sense utterly different from that used by London bankers and economists. What an Alberta farmer means by a “managed currency” is some system by which a decent man can borrow, if he has to borrow, on fair terms and get money to carry on and good prices for his crops and cattle, — manage that and he’s satisfied. And little does he think that the despised “gold standard” offers us in Canada the means to do it. What the London banker and economist and financier mean, if you get down to brass tacks, is that the three of them will “manage the currency” by themselves in a closed room. If so I’d like to sit in with them and make it four. I’d undertake to come out rich. Talking in ideal terms, “managed currency” means that all dangerous inflation of credit will be carefully prevented, that dull business will be gradually strengthened, etc., etc. Among a set of omniscient angels, so it would be. With the world as it is, and with us as we are, I don’t think it would be. It would just afford a new means in which the organized power of collective finance could act in its own interest. Money must be automatic or nothing. It must be a fact, like a beaverskin, or a roll of tobacco, or a goat, or a bit of paper actually convertible into a bit of metal.

At present it is not a fact at all. Notice what has happened. The English pound sterling is just a bit of paper. If you buy fine ounces of gold with it the “price” in paper is about 140 shillings, and goes up and down like the price of eggs. So with the U. S. dollar but worse. An act of Congress permitted the executive government to lessen the fine gold content of the dollar. It was declared lessened in January 1934 to 13.714 grains. But this dollar is just imaginary, it is never coined and never bought and sold. The one bought and sold is the paper dollar, and its price paid in it for an ounce of gold runs now at about $35.00. Thus the paper dollar price of gold per ounce is at present close to the price in imaginary Roosevelt dollars the imaginary coinage of the U. S. But it is not really connected with it: it is only sitting beside it. For proof look on the same tree and you’ll see the Canadian dollar, another paper bird, sitting beside the American. Yet the Canadian dollar, not having been degraded, is still said to have a par of $20.67 to the ounce, still to contain 23.22 grains of pure gold.

Now the British government, through the Bank of England, keeps an imposing quantity of gold “behind” the paper, in 1935 about $1,600,000,000 (old standard). And the United States a super-imposing sum “behind” its paper currency, about $10,000,000,000 of gold, reckoned in the old dollar of coinage. But this money is not for redeeming the paper. It is just behind it, — like Satan. Both countries use stabilization funds to act as a brake on a movement of the paper exchange: that is, the English government can cause vast sums of actual gold to be sold, or bought, and so can the American, and hence the dollars and the pound may be driven along like a carriage team. But a stabilization in reality is very limited in its ultimate power. It can stop speculators from trying to work the market. It can bridge a temporary gap in the national movement of commerce. But that is all. Behind it the tide of real commodities can sweep it away: it is only an embankment not a hill: it is a see-saw, not a sidewalk: the plate balanced on a juggler’s chin, not a plate on a cupboard shelf.

Moreover the production of gold as a market commodity differs from that of everything else. The market is, — has been hitherto, — unlimited, since the product is money itself. The factor that counts is the amount payable in wages and costs; hence the harder the times, the lower the wages, the greater the profit of mining. The industry thrives on hard times, lives on depression. In the days of open mints, since the coined product was itself the medium of payment of wages and costs, this tendency kept trying to equalize itself in the long run: kept trying to run to an equation when it cost just about a dollar in gold wages, to produce a dollar in gold metal; at any less cost the industry would boom; at a greater cost it would slacken. The huge accumulated world stock acted like a fly wheel to prevent rapid alternations of speed and slack. But the tendency was there.

All this changes when gold is sold only for inconvertible paper. The market is still unlimited but the more paper loses value the higher is the relative value of gold.

Costs, and especially wages, do not fall as fast as the gold value inflated does. Hence under these circumstances the industry enjoys a premium. This is exactly what happened to Canadian gold mining after the War as the paper value of gold rose from $20.67 per fine ounce to $35.00 an ounce.

It is true that our government “sets the price”, or thinks it does: but only in the sense that a farmer “sets the clock”. The farmer doesn’t make it noon: he only takes it from somewhere else. So our government merely estimates what it thinks to be about the price in the world open market and pays that sum for gold.

This stimulus on mining, if not carried too far, is a wonderful thing for us. It gives us a vast and growing industry, induces private people to incur the cost of exploration, and, as a bye-product, opens up thousands of square miles, makes railways possible, and brings the development of power. The worst thing we can do is to over-tax the gold mining industry. A certain amount of the bonus or premium that falls to it from the good luck of the appreciation of gold, we may with propriety take away for the public use: but not too much: not more than the traffic will bear: indeed a good deal less so as to keep the traffic humming. In this as in so much else the conflict of Dominion and Province works our ruin: each wants its share and more.

It is commonly thought that the stimulus to mining described above would be lost under a return to the gold standard. This is absolutely not so. If we return to a gold dollar of 23.22 grains of fine gold we lose it: but at a lower gold content we keep it, or even improve it. We could add alloy to give the coins size. If we set the gold content at less than the paper value of gold, there would be a stimulus to mining that would last for years: as it ran out we could lower the content again: this is easily done, this occasional shift of content of the coin, but using “gold certificates” for circulation and keeping the actual coin or gold piled up: redemption is actual and immediate but the amount of gold actually paid can vary.

This is as much stimulus as the industry needs or ought to have: anything more spells ultimate ruin to gold mining. Paper dollars and sovereigns and francs and marks, never redeemed, cannot last. It is a wonder that they have lasted so long. England and France and the United States, etc., carry vast reserves of unused, unusable gold in vaults as a source of “credit”. Its credit is getting to be much like that of Mumbo-Jumbo, the wooden idol of the African village. It is not what Mumbo-Jumbo does. Mumbo-Jumbo sits still. It’s the idea that surrounds him.

If it ever happens that a great nation that has no mines and a heap of gold, as France has, (over $4,000,000,000 in 1935) decides to sell the gold and do without it, to set up an “index standard” and a “managed currency”, it is all over with gold.

Gold has hardly any utility value. The fact that about a quarter of the annual product in fine ounces is used in industry is mainly a consequence of its honour and glory. It glitters. Its real use is low, — false teeth, coffin handles and bank directors fees, etc. But engineers don’t want it. Apart from glory, a gun-metal watch case is better than gold, a gold knife won’t kill a pig, and a gold goblet is greasy beside a ten cent glass. Other things are not only “as good as gold”, they are better.

When in the middle seventies the German Empire decided to demonetize silver, down it came with a run. So it may with gold. Ten years ago, with all the “stage coach” talk, it looked quite likely. Now it is all right at present, but something may happen, — must happen sooner or later, — unless gold is restored to use and redemption. And if it happens, — good-bye Pickle Crow, farewell Noranda, — the grass will grow in the streets of Johannesberg and the cows will pasture on the Rand.

Redemption used to be thought of as implying an unlimited “reserve”, as meaning that it must never stop. Some ancient Victorian, in a bank crisis of the 1860’s, once said that London was within “forty-eight hours of barter”. The magnificent idiocy of the phrase was as imposing as magnificent idiocy is: it has come down to us. But the whole world has had now about ten years of barter (if non-gold payment means barter) and is still revolving. Redemption can be used even if at times it “empties” the till; even if the Treasury has to say “yes, we have no bananas”. What we should do in Canada is to restore gold, at a low content level, open the mint at that, redeem our money in and out and when we have no gold left wait till more comes in. At the worst we are no worse off than today.

The claim that the gold standard under present conditions “clogs” can be met by the simpler rejoinder “let it clog”.

But what is the use of arguing: Let’s put on our leather suits and go aeroplaning for gold. We’ll sell it somehow.


CHAPTER SEVEN

DEBIT AND CREDIT IN ALBERTA
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SUNNY ALBERTA AND How It Went Broke — The New Winds of Doctrine — Boom-Boom — Legislating Prosperity — The Cup and the Lip — Court Decisions as the Wicked Fairy — What the Social Credit Movement Offered.

 

Sunny Alberta is a land of contrasts. In point of altitude it begins at the summit of the Rocky Mountains and ends at the bottom of the Saskatchewan. In temperature it will freeze you at a few hours notice with forty below zero and then wipe it all out with a Chinook wind and beg your pardon for it. In point of latent resources, in and under the soil, — coal, gas, metals, — there’s literally no end of it. But for immediate resources, it, the province, finds it a little hard to borrow twenty-five cents.

The province consists of a stretch of territory that descends from the eastern slope of the Rocky Mountains out on to the great plain watered by the Saskatchewan and the Peace. In area, a quarter of a million square miles, it exceeds all German-speaking Europe, Germany, Austria and Switzerland, — and more than doubles the British Isles. Its population of three-quarters of a million would just make one first class European city.

The southern boundary of the province is the line of the 49th parallel, separating Alberta from the United States. Nor is the division purely imaginary. The relative infertility of the southern area, once labelled the Great Desert of the Saskatchewan, and the relative sparseness of the population, gives to the southern boundary something of reality; Alberta is not in the United States.

Eastward, beyond the 110th meridian begins the sister province of Saskatchewan, so akin in nearly every economic feature that to the outside world the two seem one. What one thinks today, the other thinks tomorrow. They share, among the Provinces of Canada, the distinction of being without a sea coast, land-locked, without maritime tradition or connection. Their “foreign policy” is limited to the question of American boot-leggers and Montana horse-thieves.

Alberta ends at the northern parallel of sixty degrees, beyond which begins the Northern Territory, still controlled by the Federal Government. But there are so few inhabitants that the division is of little account. In the south and centre of the province, where once were the “prairies” of the Great Plains, extends the grain country of the “wheat industry”, — mechanized, rationalized, specialized, scornful of the old-time “farming”. This is the country now humbled from pride to disaster. Further north is more varied country, rivers and hills, and on the great watershed of the Peace, (Alberta shares it with British Columbia), — one finds a wooded undulating landscape, such as Upper Canada once was, a country that in fancy seems the last hope of the sunset, still unspoiled by civilization.

The whole province seems more or less bedded on minerals and oil. No one yet knows how great may be the latent resources of Alberta, how usable the coal of its foothills, the natural gas of its valleys, the oil buried below its plains. But in the general sense there is no doubt of the vastness of its unused heritage. If the Social Credit theory is based on the collective rights of the people to their common heritage, it is well grounded in Alberta.

The climate of the province is humane. There is bitter cold, hard and piercing and dry, fit to split the thermometer, but it is tempered by the soft spring wind and the early rains that blow from beyond the mountains, and wipe away the snows with the April tears of repentence.

Till the Canadian Pacific woke the West from silence, Alberta was a part of the vast, romantic and unknown West. Lieutenant Butler (Sir William Butler) crossed it in 1871 as Mungo Park might have crossed Africa. Its emptiness was inconceivable. “One may wander,” he wrote, “five hundred miles without seeing a human being or an animal larger than a wolf.”

With the railway the West opened up. With the nineteenth century it opened wide up. Here was a country where agriculture moved on a chequerboard, where ten-horse teams hauled ten-furrowed plows in fields so big that they disappeared over the horizon; a country where wheat was threshed before it was even dry. “The Granary of the Empire, Free Homes for Millions, God bless the Royal Family” — so ran the legend of the Arch at the Diamond Jubilee of 1897. After the turn of the century all the world poured in, — Germans, Ukrainians, a polyglot multitude mixed with an “American invasion” that moved from the deserted farms of Kansas like Mormons on the march. Even the Royal Family came. The Prince of Wales took a ranch.

Thus grew Alberta, or rather thus was Alberta raised like a circus tent in the shouting years before the War. Hand in hand with Saskatchewan it became a province in 1905, and from then until the Great War all was prosperity, advance, confidence with a braggart sense of unlimited greatness still to come. Even the War was expected to be only an interruption. It was expected that after Alberta had licked Germany the same procession of rushing immigration, roaring transport and mechanized farming would go clattering forward. Indeed it tried to. For many years after the war, the situation was full of hope and confidence. The census of 1921 showed a population of 588,000 with two twin rising cities, Calgary and Edmonton of about 60,000 each. The province shared to the full in the delusive hope of Empire settlement, of tidal immigration, of an unlimited world market of wheat. The public debt stood, in 1919, only at $34,000,000. Municipalities borrowed with ease in double-handfuls and paid on the nail in gold in New York. But with each successive year the clouds gathered. Immigration slackened and dried up at the source. Without immigration the railways could not function. Empty town-sites with miles of new side-walks looked out over empty sidings and empty sheds. The frame was too big for the picture. It fell out.

Hence Alberta went broke about two years ago. The post war wheat boom had lifted it away up and the depression threw it down and broke it. The old political parties vanished. Even the “United Farmers” looked too old fashioned.

The total public debt of Alberta, just before the famous Social Credit election of August 22, 1935, stood at about $150,000,000: before the War (1910) it had stood at $14,000,000, and even after the War, as already said, at only $34,000,000, in 1919. The Provincial current deficit for the three months before the election was nearly $1,000,000. What had been rich farms and magnificent ranches were overwhelmed in mortgage debts. Prices for farm produce had fallen beyond belief. Five years of drought had withered the grain and dried up the water supply. The dust blew where once the grain had waved. The people were weary of depression, worn out with debt and wistful for prosperity.

It was then fully realized for the first time how one-sided is the economic structure of the West, in older Canada, the pioneer lived on his own: he settled depression with an axe, was his own butcher and baker and what he hadn’t got he went without. His diversion was whiskey at 50 cents a gallon, and fighting in a tavern. As a motor car he had a buck-board and for a radio he talked to himself in the barnyard. Economically, you might hit him hard, but you couldn’t knock him out. But in the new West all was different. Farming had run overwhelmingly to one specialized industry, raising wheat on vast flat plains where machinery came into its own. The farmer no longer fed himself, never saw a hen and had for his barnyard a corrugated iron grain elevator.

No wonder that new winds of doctrine blew over the empty prairie. Theory lives best in a vacuum. Hence the increasing vogue of all sort of new theories of money, credit and social reconstruction. The doctrines of Major Douglas and others that filtered in under the name of “Social Credit” made an instant hit. The word “credit” was enough by itself.

In moments of national emergency a prophet is always raised up. In Alberta the provincial election of 1935 saw the raising up of a prophet whose name was William Aberhart and whose word was Social Credit and whose gospel a little handbook to be had at a cost of ten cents.

The Aberhart doctrine, or rather the doctrine of Social Credit in general, like all “people’s doctrines”, has something in it. It is based on the undeniable idea that no one of us brought anything into the world with us. Each of us has his natural claim to a share. We are, as it were, the joint heirs of a great estate, whereas our present social order dispossesses ninety-nine to instal one. We may imagine that, in a general way, of all the wealth produced in a year, a certain part is due to the original heritage, and each of us has the right to that whether we work or not. Rich or poor, wise or stupid, lazy or energetic — that much is ours. Call it, if you like, $25 a month.

The moment was specially fortunate for such a doctrine. The cry for people’s money had led the Dominion Government to establish a central bank, the Bank of Canada, and the West had been disappointed with it. The Alberta farmer understood that the business of a central bank was to lend money to anybody who felt he needed it. When he saw that it did not do that, he looked for quicker action.

There is a charming little French story which tells of a little Parisian boy, smitten with fever and delirium, calling for Boom-Boom, a clown whom he had seen at the Winter Circus. In despair they buy him a toy clown. But he cries still, “That’s not Boom-Boom”. Then they get the real clown to come — the real clown in private life, a grave, dignified gentleman; and still the child calls, “That’s not Boom-Boom”. The clown, a true artist at heart exclaims, “He’s right!” and disappears and returns in his clown suit, his cap and tassels, his mouth painted to the size of a letter-box. The child claps his hands with joy and shouts “Boom-Boom” and is saved.

So with Alberta. Sick with adversity, feverish with anxiety, it called out for “people’s money”, for “cash-for-everybody”, for “Boom-Boom”. The Government of Canada fetched to the bedside the Central Bank. But the sick province took one look at the stately form of the Governor of the Bank and cried out “That’s not Boom-Boom”! So then the election of 1935 brought Social Credit and the Rev. Mr. Aberhart, and the province rescued from its despair shouted “Boom-Boom, that’s Boom-Boom”!

Mr. Aberhart’s doctrine, in other words, was in its basis a theory of industrial society, such as philosophers have discussed ever since Plato.

But Mr. Aberhart had no intention of setting about his social credit attack with the slow approach, the sapping and mining, of the economic theorist. He proposed to use the axe. He proposed to swing it as did the famous Jack of the Beanstalk when he brought down the whole growth of the plant and with it the evil giant who had plagued his existence. Mr. Aberhart’s “evil giant” was the Eastern Moneylender, and down he must come.

In other words he proposed to solve the insolvable problem of Alberta debt by hammering it out of existence; putting the axe to it: as Carrie Nation put the axe to the Kansas saloons and the English suffragettes to the House of Commons. It is what has come to be called “direct action” and it works like a charm.

The Alberta debt was a jigsaw puzzle that wouldn’t fit. So Mr. Aberhart proposed to smash it. It was a contract that could not be paid, so Mr. Aberhart proposed to blot it out with tears: an oath that could not be kept: Mr. Aberhart would remove it with prayer.

Mr. Aberhart knew by instinct that the greatest ally that man can have is not physical power but the power of the spirit: the greatest force in politics is “religion”, the super-self that ceases to reason and fights in ecstasy. It has been always so. Normans who prayed the night before Hastings defeated Saxons who drank. Mohammed conquered his world with the single sentence “Allah illa Allah, — God is great”. Cromwell found that he must have men whose “hearts were in the cause”, and he gathered his iron men with Bibles under their breast-plates.

So came forth Mr. Aberhart as to a crusade, denouncing the Money Power. “In Canada,” he proclaimed, “money gets too much and man too little.” It was like Mr. Bryan’s America crucified on its cross of gold. Put it into simple language to mean that money borrowed at boom prices and paying its full interest in the pit of depression, no longer stands for a fair bargain, — and the idea is reasonable enough. Say it with prayers and it is overwhelming.

* * * * *

There were great expectations and grave forebodings on the triumphant election of the Social Credit. It is said that many of the plainer people in the towns called next morning for their “social dividend” of twenty-five dollars. As for Mr. Aberhart, he found himself in the typically British situation, as old as Queen Anne, of being suddenly changed from opposition to office and having to “make good”. Fortunately there is also a British precedent as to what to do, namely, to do nothing. Mr. Aberhart announced that he must take “time to think”, a need he had never announced before. He began to show a strong desire to consult people, to visit Father Couglin, his “opposite number” in the United States, to send over to England for Major Douglas, the parent of Social Credit, and to go to Ottawa, the Mecca of the provincial politician. Meantime it was announced that it would take at least eighteen months to get the “social dividend” in working order.

* * * * *

The “eighteen months” of Mr. Aberhart, — a phrase destined, I should think, to become historic, — have come and gone this spring of 1937. Mr. Aberhart has publicly announced the obvious fact that he has not yet been able to initiate the Social Credit system. On this his political enemies raised a shout that the thing was impossible and called on him to get out: and his political supporters and various English advisers tell him that the thing is easy, and shout to him to go on with it. Mr. Aberhart, knowing himself now to be a fact and everybody else a theory, sits tight. If we can’t have Social Credit, he says in effect, — let us have something else just as good. His peculiar “bulge” on the situation, — or is it “edge” they call it, — is that there is no party anywhere, in Alberta or near it, that would dare to propose to put back Alberta debt where it was.

* * * * *

Meanwhile the moment is ripe for outside people of fair mind to ask just what has been done during the Social Credit regime. Of Social Credit itself there has been absolutely and literally nothing. The Act put on the statute book under the name of an “Act to Provide the People of Alberta with Additional Credit” (September 1936) is only a sort of emergency loan act. The registration (beginning August 10, 1936) of resident citizens entitled to the benefit of “dividends” was conditioned on the signing of a “covenant”. The pledges included “accepting Alberta credit and cooperating on production and prices”, in other words “letting the government run a man’s farm” and are not such as people on farms are apt to tolerate in North America. The government is welcome to run the mortgage; not the farm. So the pretentious “registration” and the “dividends” and the “covenant” have amounted to nothing and never will. The credit statute can be used as an act for making approved loans, — as has been done elsewhere for nearly half a century under Allotment Acts, Land Purchasers Act and such.

With that has come the really large step, — chief sin or chief merit of the regime, as you like it, — of the legislative reduction of debt by forced conversion. All the world knows in general terms what was done. The Provincial Securities Interest Act (June 1, 1936) cut the interest on the public obligations of Alberta and obligations guaranteed by the province to a new schedule of interest running at about half of the contracted interest (4.89 percent, to 2.50).

Moreover a Municipal Securities Act empowered all municipalities in the province to cut their interest to a flat 3 per cent. A few did; the larger ones not yet. The Reduction and Settlement of Debt Act (September 1936) provided that in the case of all “old debts” (those prior to July 1, 1932) all payments hitherto made as interest should count as a repayment of principal and the balance left, if any, be payable in instalments in ten years without further interest. On debts since July 1, 1932, the maximum interest was put at 5 per cent., and paid beyond that to count as repayment of principal.

Finally the government issued the Alberta Prosperity Certificate, a bright little imitation of paper money lacking only “legal tender”, a body without a soul.

The Prosperity Certificate has now pretty well run its course, or at any rate its first course. Let us look back a minute, — before talking of the debt and see what happened to it.

The Alberta “Prosperity Certificates” were made up to look like “stage money”, plentifully sprinkled with dollar marks and a framework of future dates on the back. They were issued by the Government and handed out as unemployment relief and in various other ways. In order to give them “velocity” in circulation they were made too hot to hold: the possessor must refresh them every Wednesday by gumming on its proper space a stamp that costs two per cent. of the certificate. They were not, and are not, “legal tender”, but the Government announced that it would redeem them at intervals for “all and sundry” — and added “for good and sufficient reasons”. As between citizens, anyone could, and can, take them as a payment if he wishes. In many places the first batch “sold” like hot cakes — as souvenirs. After that circulation became restricted. The post office (that is the Dominion Government) refused them; so did all railroad, express, telegraph, insurance and similar companies. Theatres and moving-picture houses did not take them. Country storekeepers accepted them readily for purchases; but they would accept a French assignat of 1789 or a George Washington continental dollar of 1778 rather than not make a sale. Nearly all big stores refused them: the bigger the store, the firmer the refusal. Companies of other provinces, unless feverishly eager for business, refused them entirely, or took only a percentage. But the unemployed, not looking a gift certificate on the back, reached out for them. Meanwhile the courts began “to sit” on them. A court at Edmonton (open to appeal) issued an injunction forbidding the city to accept them from the province as its unemployment subsidy. The province replied with a validating Act.

But the court never needs to pursue its processes and appeals to the end, for the government, having decided to redeem the certificates has cashed in so many (viz. $295,791 out of $325,644, as reported on Jan. 1, 1937) that the rest offer no problem, — amounting only to $29,853. Proceeds from stamp sales were $20,652. Finally, legislation of April 1937 ended their existence.

* * * * *

The public debt is a different matter of which the end is not yet, not by a long way. The Supreme Court of Alberta has declared, in two judgments of February 1937, that the province has no power to lower interest. The province answered with a “moratorium” and with a new statute of April 1937 cutting the principal of debts instead of the interest. This is just as easy to rule out. It is only a matter of words.

* * * * *

In summarizing and judging the existing situation, one may say, first, that in all these matters of the disputes, denunciations and recriminations of parties, it is better for us in Canada if we try to see not the harm but the good in one another: not to denounce but to comprehend. In every great movement that enlists the sympathy of thousands of disinterested persons there must be an element of right. So it must be, not with Social Credit, but with the Social Credit movement in the West. Social Credit in the sense of economic theory is mere wind, words and nothing else. It creates a vague ideal of “purchasing power” and wishes that everybody might have lots of it. So do I. I’d buy a new Fedora hat with it this morning. The demand that “purchasing power” must be given to the people means nothing more than that the people ought to be better off, and that society is all wrong till they are. All sensible people think that. But there is no way to make an act of the legislature to sprinkle all the people with “purchasing power” as you sprinkle a lawn with a hose.

All that, I propose to examine in the next chapter. In that sense Social Credit is not only dead but still-born: not only failed but never started.

As to the Prosperity Certificates, the only advantage of their issue was that the expedient saved for the time being that much additional borrowing. The disadvantage is that the episode further impaired Alberta credit and leaves the temptation to make more issues.

The debt reduction acts must remain in suspense until the Privy Council decides on them, — in 1938 or later. As is usual with decisions turning on the interpretation of economic and fiscal powers under a federal constitution, the Court can decide either way. You can argue that the power must belong only to the Dominion because the Dominion has control of interest (B.N.A. Act 1867 (91)): or that it belongs to the province because the province has sole control of “proper and civil rights within the province” (same statute (92)). The one clause is misty in meaning: the other is a dense fog. You can grope as you like, argue and choose as you want. It’s just like splitting a straw, — equally easy north and south or east and west. Anybody familiar with the American cases, the Income Tax Case in Grover Cleveland’s time, the Insular Tax cases, the hundred and one Interstate Commerce and Trust cases and now the famous Gold Acts and the NRA and the other cases, — knows how easily judges can disagree, what mountains of argument can be piled up, what years of delay may elapse over matters that common sense could settle with a pen and ink in five minutes. Or compare, if one will, the recent Privy Council decision invalidating the labour and wages legislation of the Dominion Parliament of 1935. ‘Heads or tails’ would do as well.

England fortunately is free from all this bugbear of the impediment of constitutional limitations. Every act of parliament is a good act. They can vote social credit, — as far as voting goes, — in a day. The first need for social progress in America is to get rid of having the courts interpret economic powers. Indicate the field and let the legislatures act: let the central one (Congress at Washington, our parliament at Ottawa) take precedence when they clash. If this is centralization, — as Patrick Henry said of treason, — make the most of it. The present method has no virtue but delay: the legislatures in time can circumvent it: Mr. Roosevelt, not being allowed to “restrict” hogs under the AAA (ruled out by the Supreme Court) now conserves them (keeps them unborn) under the BBB. The Supreme Court under such a system merely turns into the Wicked Fairy forgotten at the christening of the Sleeping Beauty, and emerging from the cupboard to distribute general damnation.

* * * * *

To kill Social Credit with a Privy Council decision makes a martyr of it. The thing should be decided not on the question of the competence of a legislature but of the righteousness of a law. If it is right that Alberta debt should be cut and cancelled, then cut and cancelled it ought to be: all the Privy Councils that were ever privy can’t make it otherwise.

Many people perhaps will think that if the debt cancellation was wrong, then any way to get rid of it is right. If any stick is good enough to beat a dog, let the ultra vires stick beat the Social Credit dog. Just as Mr. Roosevelt finding the ultra vires declarations in their turn an obstruction is using the senility stick to beat the ultra vires dog.

The whole system is wrong and works evil. You can never persuade the people of Alberta to abandon error by that means. And moreover there is this awkward feature about the situation. If the Alberta acts are invalid then surely a large part of the Saskatchewan debt reduction of 1936, which removed $75,000,000 of debt, must be invalid. If a province cannot cancel a debt against the consent of the debtor (the Independent Order of Foresters of Toronto vs. the Lethbridge Northern Irrigation District), then that gives the same right of protest to the individual debtor, even if a majority have waived their claim. In the case of a collective mortgage (the thing commonly called a bond) the terms of the document itself provide for collective action. The individual bondholder, apart from fraud, must act with the others. But in the case of general farm mortgages, each one a transaction in itself, no amount of agreement among loan companies and mortgages, can constrain the creditor who does not consent. I am no Portia, but that seems to me sound law. Caveat Saskatchewan.

The truth is that this whole instrument of judicial decisions to settle the economic powers of the respective parts of a federal government is out of date. Federal government, — one of the greatest advances ever made by man in its political sense, — is out of harmony with the economic world of today. The present situation in Canada and in the United States has come as one of the unforseen consequences of federal government.

The conspicuous success of federal union in the definite formation of the American Republic in 1789 (a thing impossible without it), its application in Switzerland, in Germany, and presently in British North America, gave to federal government in the nineteenth century a singular prestige. Political philosophers such as Sidgwick, in terms of cold theory, and Tennyson, in the warmer language of poetry, could see foreshadowed in it the “parliament of man” and “the federation of the world”. The peculiar weakness of federal government on the economic side passed unnoticed. The entire stress was laid on the possibility of political union for peace and war, where union under a single government was not yet possible. In any case the economic weakness did not exist in a group of scattered settlements without organic communication. But as these developed into a world of highways, canals, railroads, and telegraphs, and then as there began the epoch of the great corporations, of nation-wide business, of standardized products, and still more when electricity and power production and “radio” annihilated locality and space — federalism in the economic sense became first clumsy, then difficult, and now impossible.

The federated states of the modern world must unite, economically, or break. It is interesting to observe the varying fate that is overtaking them. The United States ultra-federal, i.e., over-separated, under the jealous “States rights” influence of the earlier life, became more and more united in actuality by the decisions of the Supreme Court from the days of Chief-Justice Marshall onwards. What the courts could not do was done by the sword of the Civil War, by amendments written in blood. After the war a progressive series of decisions kept reducing and avoiding federalism, kept extending national power over all the republic. The post-war development carried this process still further, and culminated in the Roosevelt programme of the NRA which passes the steam-roller over the economic rights of the States and of the individual. In dissenting from the Gold Decisions of February 1935, an aged judge cried out, “The constitution is gone”! He was quite right. It is gone — just in time. It would have throttled the republic. The sheltering arm of federalism had changed in a hundred years to a suffocating clutch.

* * * * *

Social Credit then as theory is moonshine. Social Credit in its full legislative sense has not been enacted and is not likely to be. Mr. Aberhart’s statements, as from March 1st, seem to make that clear. And the legislation actually put on the books by the Social Credit party has been brought to a full stop.

But the real achievement of Social Credit, I say it openly and fairly, lies elsewhere. The Social Credit movement, more than any other factor, compelled all Canada to turn its mind to the debt question. Government, and ours at Ottawa especially, for we live in peace, is apt to grow complacent in office: alternating from a decorous ministry to a decorous opposition, keeping the tariff, and the annual deficit, and the railway muddle as a joint heritage or stock-in-trade: soothing as best they may the sobs of the Maritimes, tabulating the weather, taking holidays at Geneva, and holding, every now and then, a Royal Commission on the Solar System. Would that such halcyon days were forever possible!

From all this, “Social Credit” woke us up, as Thomas Jefferson said of the slavery question, “like a fire-bell in the night”. The election of 1935 swept the Province of Alberta cleaner than ever any province of the size was swept: or if this is not correct, it can’t be far wrong: 56 out of 65 seats is pretty clean sweeping.

* * * * *

I found everywhere, even in the other provinces, a great deal of sympathy with the Social Credit movement, often in the most unlikely places. Retired colonels of Victoria, dozing off to sleep in the sunset: college students with nothing to lose and willing to repudiate everything: people tired of poverty, worn with hard times: young people full of hope, and old people filled with despair, — found in it a vague sort of gospel. I never met anybody who understood it. They expected me to do that because I was an economist. But the feeling that there “was something in it” was widely spread and deeply rooted.

It is impossible to foretell just what will be the final upshot of this legislative session at Edmonton. A section of the Social Credit party have attempted, not exactly to bolt, but to shove from behind. They want to make Mr. Aberhart “get a move on”. They want him to bring in Social Credit, the real thing. They want to bring over an English expert and let him try. Mr. Aberhart won’t move. “No living boy shall carry me,” said Mr. Pickwick, and no living English expert can shove Mr. Aberhart.

Meantime half measures fail to soothe the rioters.

The Marketing Bill presented to the legislature in March 1937, will have no particular consequences. It empowers the executive government to buy Alberta produce and sell it in other provinces and abroad for “real money” and to buy outside and foreign goods and sell them in the province for Alberta credit. But this will not make the outsider (the word means a fellow Canadian) or the foreigner pay a penny more or take a cent less. It will merely interpose the added cost of delay and risk: Alberta goods will be swapped for outside goods just as they are now with the added friction of Alberta credit. Private sale cannot be prohibited (even provincial power must end somewhere) and the bill therefore will be ineffective as far as changing the social system is concerned.

The truth is that neither Mr. Aberhart nor any one else who might replace him can, or will, bring in “Social Credit” in the sense of a monthly cash dividend paid to each resident, — the plain, obvious sense of the original platform. Mr. Aberhart used this lever to turn out the old government: others may use it on him. But the lever once used is thrown away.

* * * * *

Up to the moment when this book is written, the spring session of the Alberta Legislature leaves Social Credit still suspended like Mohammed’s coffin. The attempt of some of the party to bolt, — or rather to shove Mr. Aberhart from behind, — has not succeeded. That is apparently not the way to get at Mr. Aberhart. The new debt legislation, referred to above, cutting principal instead of interest, will get into the courts and stay there. A commission, — with power to hear; and even to think, and to go anywhere, — is to “organize Social Credit”. In other words, is to do exactly what Mr. Aberhart has been wanting to do, — and can’t do, — for two years. The Dominion, it now appears, has been advised not to lend money to the province.

What will happen is probably this. The sunshine will break out again over sunny Alberta. The wheat will wave and the price will jump. Of course the Dominion will lend money, — Ottawa was never cruel, — and anyway if it is true that the province doesn’t need it, then they are just the people to lend it to. The Commission will report on Social Credit, — say half a million words. No one will read it because on the day it comes out there’ll be a ball-game between Edmonton and Lethbridge, or a stampede at Calgary, or a three-headed calf born at Wetaskiwin and Social Credit will be off the front page.


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE PURE THEORY OF SOCIAL CREDIT
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THE ANCESTORS OF Social Credit — Thorstein Veblen and Frederick Soddy — The Technocrats and Life by the Erg — Major C. H. Douglas — Banks and Bunk — The Social Heritage and Dividend — The A+B Theory.

 

Everywhere in the West I found what are called “thoughtful” people — it means people who can’t think, — anxious to ask me whether “Social Credit” could really work and what was the “theory” of it. “Come”, they said, “you are an economist; explain it to us.”

But when I said, as economists always do,— “To understand Social Credit we must go back a century and a half,” they said, “Let’s keep it over till Friday.”

So I never had a chance.

Now that it comes to cold print I get my opportunity.

I am quite convinced that Social Credit in its proper sense, with “dividends” and a “heritage” will never come into being in the West or anywhere else. Mr. Aberhart’s “eighteen months” will be as slow in maturing as the Greek Kalends. At the same time it is altogether likely that a “Social Credit party” is here to stay, at least for some time. It will be a people’s party of radical reform, having about as much to do with social credit as the Liberal party has to do with liberalism, or the Conservative party with conservatism. This is always the way with parties. “Socialist parties” become bourgeois as they have in France, “labour parties” quit work and wear evening dress and “clerical parties” go to the devil.

But meantime each keeps a sort of tradition of its origin. So it will be with the “Social Crediters”. They will preserve a imaginary background, a sort of sacred ideal which they are supposed to represent, too holy for current use. Thus in the South Sea Islands the natives have a god so exalted they must not even pronounce his real name. He’s just called Oom. Social Credit is going to be the Oom of the Canadian West.

So it is proper to examine just what are the imaginary, ideal doctrines on which the party bases its existence. If they are once for all unattainable, like liberalism, it is just as well to know it.

* * * * *

Social Credit did not spring from the soil of the West. It blew in on the wind from outside, like the locust and the potato bug and the rust on the wheat. It traces its doctrines back to the books of certain well-known writers just as new families trace their descent from the Plantagenets.

Of these writers the first is Thorstein Veblen (1857-1929), author of the Theory of the Leisure Class (1899), The Theory of Business Enterprise (1904), The Engineers and the Price System (1921) etc. I knew Veblen well. He taught me at Chicago thirty-eight years ago when I was a graduate student in economics. Veblen had a beautiful and thoughtful mind, free from anger and dispute, and heedless of all money motive. As a lecturer he had no manner, but sat mumbling into his lap, scarcely intelligible. But the words which thus fell into his lap were priceless, and after all Malthus had a hare-lip, Demosthenes stuttered and Oliver Cromwell choked. The ideas of the lectures were gathered later into Veblen’s books. The central point of his thought is that human industry is not carried on to satisfy human wants but in order to make money. The two motives do not work, thinks Veblen, to a single end as Adam Smith and John Stuart Mill had thought they do. They fall apart. Hence a lot of people get too much money. These have to find ways of spending it in “conspicuous consumption”. This is the “leisure class”, a sort of flower on a manure heap.

Contrasted with the “money makers” are the “engineers”, that is men who make things not money, — the “real boys”, so to speak. They could satisfy all our reasonable wants if they guided industrial society. But they don’t. The money getters, with their leisure class women and their “honorific expenditure”, have entrenched themselves as “Vested Interests”, — and there you are! What did Veblen propose to do about it? Nothing, so far as I remember. They “let him out” of Chicago University: he taught in New York at the New School for Social Research from 1918 till his death in 1929. His writings, brilliant though they are, are too abstruse for popular reading, and not abstruse enough to be unintelligible and rank as gospel, like the Social Credit of Major Douglas.

Veblen’s classes were small, only four or five of us. He used to lecture also on the Primitive Economics of the Navajo Indians. Why we needed to know about them I can’t remember. Perhaps people distressed over the modern world turn to the forgotten quiet of primitive life, as moralists turn to the simple ecstasy of early Christianity. The Navajo Indian class was very quiet. After a few minutes you could hear its deep breathing. I sat behind a pillar, the only one in the room. Veblen, not usually unfair, refused one man his “credit”. He told me afterwards the man had slept in his class. I said I hadn’t noticed it. Navajo is pronounced Navaho: I got that much out of it anyway.

With the name of Veblen goes the far more celebrated one of Frederick Soddy. Like Hamlet and Yorick, I knew him well. We began work together as junior lecturers at McGill in 1901. He was promoted to higher spheres, was taken and I was left. He was awarded the Nobel Prize in 1921, is now Professor of Chemistry at Oxford, and his name ranks second only to that of Lord Rutherford, — another McGill man, — among British physicists. The distinction about old McGill is the men who are not there.

Soddy, a physicist and a chemist, began writing economics on the side: in fact, he wrote one-sided economics and for that reason his writings caught on. His Money Versus Man (1931) went all over the West. Soddy, like Veblen, shows that science and machinery can easily supply all our wants. But the devil in Money Versus Man who spoils our paradise is not Veblen’s capitalist but Soddy’s Banker. This economic snake, by using his power to “create money” with a pen and ink, by making entries in a ledger, — in other words,— “coining credit”, — this reptile steals our fortune as we make it: or, if you like, this skunk sucks society’s eggs as she lays them. The invention of the cheque system, says Soddy, has “resulted in the banks, not indeed coining money as that is quite unnecessary, but creating money, without even the issue of printed notes, which they lend at interest to those who will pay interest on the pretended loan.... The issuer of money who first puts it into circulation cannot help getting something for nothing.”

Soddy proposes to “make a total end of the system of fictitious credit”.... “The replacement of national money of the two thousand or more million pounds sterling issued by the banks (Soddy presumably means issued in cheques) is an act of tardy justice to the community.”

If a banker is an honest man, up to your standard and mine, Soddy has much to answer for. If a banker is a social parasite, to be sprayed to death like a prairie potato bug, Soddy ought to have a statue.

I always feel that Soddy is quite mistaken in his view. Banking is an honest trade. It needs regulating but so does every other. Personally I’d sit down and eat with a banker any time, — even go into his house, — if he had any liquor in it.

* * * * *

Then came the “technocrats” and for a moment made a noise all over America. When I was lecturing in Alberta, an anonymous correspondent, anxious to insult me, sent me one of the little manuals on Technocracy on which he had written, “Don’t read this; you might learn something.” He was mistaken. I had read it, and I had learnt a lot.

“Technocracy”, of which the valuable part is now embedded in the Social Credit theory, contained a lot of truth; and what is more it taught it to the world. It “got over” to the public things that plenty of inarticulate economists had mumbled for fifty years. It showed that our enormous increase in machine power gives us the means to satisfy, and oversatisfy our wants. But when the “technocrats” turned from destructive criticism to the attempt to reconstruct society, their ideas became ridiculous. Their notion was to replace money prices and wages by the measure of the “ergs”, — or units of physical energy, — put forth in work. One asks at once how many “ergs” is a stenographer “erging” when she pounds a typewriter: how many “ergs” does a clergyman “erg” in the pulpit, a poet, how many! and, most unhappily, an engineer? But the village blacksmith comes into his own: he’s the real technocracy boy.

But at least the technocrats showed that we are now dealing with the Economics of abundance not of scarcity. Presently Mr. Stuart Chase said it in his own inimitable way, and all the world heard it. Our only problem left is what we are going to do about it. Neither Stuart Chase, nor anyone else, outside of Alberta, knows that yet.

* * * * *

But the principle, immediate source of the Alberta doctrine are the various books of Major C. H. Douglas, a Scottish engineer, dealing with Credit and Democracy, — Economic Democracy, Social Credit, the Monopoly of Credit, etc. The gist of these, and pamphlets of similar topics have been gathered into a single Douglas Manual which contains all that is necessary for salvation.

* * * * *

Major Douglas joins with Soddy in his views of banks and banking, and even dots the i’s and crosses the t’s of Soddy’s academic phrases. “As the situation stands at present,” he says, “the banker is in a unique position. He is probably the only known instance of the possibility of lending something without parting with anything, and making a profit on the transaction, obtaining in the first instance his commodity free.” The best thing that Douglas can say for the banker is, “There is no suggestion that bankers, as human beings, are in the main actuated by any anti-social policy.” No, the idea seems to be that the banker, as soon as he enters his office, ceases to be a human being and starts to growl. The interesting problem with Douglas is, why is a banker not worse? What holds him back? “It may be asked,” he says, “why a bank only pays a dividend of 25 per cent. or so. The answer is simple. Their real earnings are measured by the control over industry which they acquire, — earnings so rapid that in a few years the control will be absolute if not checked. The amount distributed in dividends is, or could be, any desired dividend of “this capital control”.

All of this anti-bank stuff seems to me as erroneous as it is harmful. But it makes a great appeal because it corresponds with what seems a queer phenomenon to everybody who borrows money from a bank and who is unable to trace further the economic meaning of what is happening. Apparently the banker is able to create money with a pen and ink. To make a loan he just writes an entry in a book. To make a payment from one customer to another he just makes a second entry. In other words he can make all the money he wants out of an ink bottle; spiders making thread aren’t in it with him: he can “create credit”: he almost qualifies, if Douglas and Soddy are right, for the first book of Genesis.

Elsewhere I have set the villain down in verse, thus: — 

“He sits there in his tall silk hat,
    A great big Ledger laid out flat,
        A rounded Glass beside him set
            With which to magnify a debt,
                An Ink Eraser, short and stout
                    For rubbing a Deposit out,
                        Ink and a lovely ‘Banker’s’ Pen
                            With which to write it in again.

Soddy, you guessed it when you said it!
    Hush! Watch him now, He’s ‘coining Credit’.
        He doesn’t see us! Hold your Breath!
            Look past his Arm and Underneath, — 
                See that last Flourish where he joined it,
                    The Thing is done! By George! He’s coined it.”

 

But does the banker really make money out of nothing? When John Smith, anxious to buy raw material for his business and to pay wages “borrows $5,000”, it is Smith, not the banker, who gets the goods and the services: Smith, not the banker, who sells the finished commodity to Jones: and when Jones pays Smith with a cheque it is the banker, not Jones, who has to make good the cheque. When the transaction is all over what does the banker get, — interest, that’s all and he deserves it just as much as Smith and Jones deserves a share (called profit) of the goods made by the labour of their employees. Did they make anything? Not a thing. They just sat there, on whatever they sit on, in their glass offices and let the men work. If you want to be a Marxian Socialist, be one; but don’t pick out the poor banker and crucify him alone. Hang up all the rest of us, and yourself, too.

“But,” says the Social Crediter, still perplexed, “can’t the government do what the banker does?” Answer, no, it can’t. It can, if you like, open a credit house on Jasper Avenue, Edmonton (rent to pay at once, notice): it can give a civil servant his month’s pay in the form of a credit in a book, and he can pay his grocer with a cheque on the credit house and they are, all three laughing together! At first sight it looks great! How far will it go? Next to nowhere. First, you can’t give him all his pay in credit. Some of it he’ll need for cash transactions. He can’t carry his bank round into the saloons when he buys a drink. Some of it he’ll need to make “outside” purchases of goods from other provinces, and some, let us hope, for investments in shares and stock of other places. If he buys a share in a gold mine, — as he will need to once if Soddy’s right, — then he needs cash. At first you would think that this only means that he must have part of his pay in cash. It means far more than that. It means that there is a perpetual leak in the credit house. It’s like a barrel of beer with a hole in it.

More than that: even if you get the barrel full, that’s all it will hold. When the credit house has made accounts enough to cover the level of transactions back and forward, — civil servant to grocer, grocer to farmer for eggs, farmer to grocer for tea, grocer and farmer for taxes, — you will find there is just so much and that’s all of it. You see, the taxes coming in this way are just a back-laugh on the government: just a “take-that-and-you’re-fooled.” If the taxpayer pays, as I do for my income tax, a real cheque on a real bank, the government gets something.... If it only gets a cheque on a Soddy-Douglas Credit Shop, it is merely being made to take its own medicine.

So much for passing cheques to and fro. Nothing in it: all the advantage wouldn’t pay the cost and the stationery and the furnace and the charwoman and the teller’s salary.

But what about making loans? Can it do that? Oh, indeed it can, — free loans like free lunch. It can lend comrade Smith, — who hasn’t a nickel and hasn’t worked since he was old enough to drink, — a thousand dollars a day. Who’s to stop it? A real bank has to think, will Comrade pay it back? The Soddy-Douglas-House simply answers, what the hell if he doesn’t? Fetch another cheque book.

Honestly, my Social Credit friends, your bank is off. I can sympathize with social help, social effort, social anything. But when it comes to a social destruction, I quit.

Pass on to the next item, — the famous “purchasing power” doctrine. Major Douglas has stated the basis of it with such exquisite accuracy; such scientific nicety, — that I can’t understand a word of it. Here it is in the following passage under the name of the A+B Theorem. I first read the passage years ago: have read it again and again since: I have, as the clergy like to put it when they get a call, prayed for light. I have never got any. I don’t know, shall never know what it means.

THE A+B THEOREM

Rates of Flow of Prices and Purchasing Power.
(An Extract from “Credit Power and Democracy”).

A factory or other productive organization has, beside its economic function as a producer of goods, a financial aspect — it may be regarded, on the one hand as a device for the distribution of purchasing-power to individuals through the media of wages, salaries, and dividends; and on the other hand as a manufactory of prices — financial values. From this viewpoint its payments may be divided into two groups:

Group A — All payments made to individuals (wages, salaries, and dividends).

Group B — All payments made to other organizations (raw materials, bank charges, and other external costs).

Now the rate of flow of purchasing power to individuals is represented by A, but since all payments go into prices, the rate of flow of prices cannot be less than A+B. The product of any factory may be considered as something which the public ought to be able to buy, although in many cases it is an intermediate product of no use to individuals but only to a subsequent manufacture; but since A will not purchase A+B, a proportion of the product at least equivalent to B must be distributed by a form of purchasing power which is not comprised in the descriptions grouped under A. It will be necessary at a later stage to show that this additional purchasing power is provided by loan credit (bank overdrafts) or export credit.

* * * * *

Based somehow on this is the idea of supplying “purchasing power” to the mass of the people. But what the people want is physical goods not bits of paper. Physical goods are only got by labour. The people, collectively, make them. Their ‘wages’ means the share they get in what is made. In other words, the true “social dividend” means work for all at good wages, and agriculture for all at good prices. People can’t eat paper.

Along with these arguments goes a muddy discussion, the ‘just price’ theory, — a problem as old as the middle ages. There is nothing new in the enquiry. It is only the solution that we want. Everybody who has even tried to study the political economy of our times knows, — everybody with a brain not ossified by wealth or deliberated by high birth, — that we live in an unjust world: that wages and salaries correspond neither to moral worth nor economic contribution: that free, utterly free, competition far from leading to social justice, favours the strong, oppresses the weak, creates the slums, submerges the labour class. It is only when the principle is held in check by the organization of labour, and by legislative interference through wages-laws, trust-laws, etc., that the wholesome basis of it, — every man for himself and his own, — can still animate society. What we need is not a new game but a new set of rules. Dimly they are taking shape. But all this lies outside of mere Alberta politics and Mr. Aberhart has no monopoly on human salvation.

Last remains the Social Heritage idea, the claim that we own the world in common, that we have all about us a world filled with accumulated contrivances and structures, altered and improved by labour, animated by ideas and operated by knowledge, — which is not the creation of the living, but of the past generations who built it up for us.

Douglas speaks of the “social nature of the heritage of civilization”. I fully agree with the idea. He cites with approval Thorstein Veblen’s phrase “the progress of the industrial arts”, as meaning something that we possess in common. “No one person,” he says, “can have a monopoly share in this: it is a legacy of countless numbers of men and women ... a cultural legacy .... and the general community as a whole .... are its proper legatees.”

This is a sound principle, a sound outlook on society. We already act on it to some extent in our new post-war application of ‘relief’ and the ‘dole’. The Victorians let the poor starve and shed tears over their graves: we swear at them and feed them.

It is a point that would stand a lot of discussion. It would lead us to the interesting proposal for “free maintenance” as set forth by Bertrand Russell in his Proposed Roads to Freedom and by many others, including, in all modesty, myself. The general idea is that we might expand our present system of free meals for school children, free meals for people out of work, free meals for people in emergency distress, — into a general social institution of free meals for those who care to eat them. Imagine in your home town a bright, clean building, painted white, and inside it something as between a Rotary Club and a Ladies Church Social in full action. Eat there if you like, rich or poor, it’s always there. After all people only eat three meals a day. They can’t get away with more than their share without a stomach ache, and if you begin dimly to get the idea of free clothes, — just plain suits, — one each, — well, you can soon dissolve all relief and public doles and all the rest of it into a sort of free community life as the basis of super-industry.

And the loafer? Let him loaf. If that’s all he asks of life, his free meal and his burlap overcoat, — let him have it. He can sit and write poetry or play the banjo. We don’t care. Meantime the busy energetic clever people, thus set free, would be better off than ever.


CHAPTER NINE

MONARCHY IN THE WEST
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ABDICATION IN SASKATCHEWAN — The West and Monarchy — More British than the East — The Bogey of “Americanization.”

 

I was in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, when Edward VIII, at 3 o’clock in the Saskatoon afternoon, December 11, 1936, broadcasted his abdication as King of Saskatchewan. I was in the Bessborough Hotel. The clerk at the desk said, “The King is to broadcast at three. That won’t interfere with you as you don’t go on the air till seven. You can hear him in the lounge.”

There I heard him. There were just five or six of us, strangers to one another and without talk. We listened as did other groups all over the world, to half a century of world history, going by in nine minutes.

The abdication of Richard the Second in 1299 A.D. carried as its sequel and consequence a long string of murders and executions that left a track of blood over half a century of history. The murders and executions were largely family affairs, as between the royal family and the noble houses, all closely related. First of all, the abdication of the King was ‘ratified’ by murdering him. That led to a protest from some of the relations and friends and so the new King, Henry IV, executed five of them the day after the protest. The Duke of York, who had already murdered his brother, the Duke of Gloucester, anxious to try to please the new King, murdered his own brother-in-law, Lord Spencer, and sent his head on a pole as a present to Henry. Henry was delighted with it. The executions went on and on, till the axe grew blunt. The historians say that the “flower” of the nobility perished in the conflicts that followed. Those of us left are just weeds.

Even when James the Second abdicated, or rather was informed that he had abdicated, things remained fairly lively for fifty-six years. There were a couple of ‘world-wars’ (1692 and 1701), two Scottish rebellions and plenty of executions, including as the finale the beheading of Lord Lovat in the Tower (1747), the last beheading in England; the block and axe still kept in the Tower as an exhibit.

Abdication, as heard in Saskatchewan, was much quieter. Apparently it was all over in nine minutes. But it may be that the sequel is still to come. At the moment there was nothing in particular. The six strangers in the lounge got up and went away. Round the town people listening in their offices said, “That’s too bad, eh?” Just that, in most cases— “That’s too bad, eh!” One man, indeed, told me that his stenographer cried. That’s nothing. They always do. I heard one who cried when Governor Landon didn’t get elected president. Very likely one of them cried for Richard the Second. Stenographers have to cry to show that they are still women.

But, mostly, people didn’t say anything much about the abdication and mostly haven’t yet. The waiter at my dinner table said, “Too bad about the King, Sir! Table d’hôte? The gold-eyes are good.” And the porter on the train that night said, “Too bad about the King, judge. Will I make it up now?”

The point is that the people, — the ex-King’s subjects, — didn’t know just how they felt, and don’t know yet. Are their feelings just scratched, or are they stricken to the heart? Pain, it is said, lies chiefly on the surface. Men stricken with a deep, mortal wound often feel next to nothing, still walk and talk, and then fall down and die. It is perhaps something like that with us.

* * * * *

People who know nothing about it always imagine that the West of Canada is far less British than the East. Apart from the Maritime Provinces this is not so. It is even the reverse of truth. The West, as classified in our census into ‘racial origins’, has a weird look. But they don’t act that way. They only ask to forget it. Even the high percentage of ‘Americans’ who moved over in the ‘invasion’ of 1905-14 makes no great difference as to the British connection and British institutions. Americans who were originally British, turn back again into British people. What do a few generations matter to a McGregor or a Howard or a Smith? And Americans who were not of British stock, but were German or Scandinavian or something else, — were never really Americans anyway, and can still turn into anything. A Scandinavian is an Anglo-Saxon already, one who missed coming with Hengist and Horsa. The truth is, though it is a mean thing to say, there is no such thing, racially, as an American, except an Indian: just as there is no such thing as a South African — except a black one: and no such thing, racially, as a Canadian. There is no American stock: ‘stock’ takes longer in the cooking than that. Hence, people of the second, and children now the third generation in the prairies, lapse back easily a generation or two, purged of American sin, and turn again to McKays and McGregors and Bakers and Smiths.

It used to be said that the last shot fired in defence of British institutions in America would be fired by a French-Canadian. It looks now as if there would be one more shot after his. It will be from the gun of an American whose name will be something like John Bull McGregor. His people will have been among the McGregors of Mississippi and the Bulls of the New York police: so he won’t miss what he shoots at.

What is true of Americans is true, though in a lesser degree, of the numerous ‘aliens’, the European foreigners of the West. If one were to take mere tables of census statistics one could make out an apparently alarming case about the ‘foreign’ aspect of the prairie provinces. For example, The Bishop of London is reported to have implied just this kind of danger in speaking in the House of Lords (March 3, 1937) on the new Empire Settlement Bill. He said that a Canadian had told him that Canada needed 10,000,000 more Britishers, — a sentiment as sound as it is true. He should have made it 20,000,000. But he is reported to have added that as things are now, the North-west is in danger of becoming foreign. ‘In Edmonton’, he said, ‘thirty languages are spoken’. We might answer so they are in London. The Bishop was using a false argument in a good cause, a thing that Bishops must often be tempted to do.

But a glance at the statistics involved will show that apparently the agitation of the Bishop and his friend is quite justified. Let us take the ‘mother tongue’ of the people of the West as indicating their racial status: and include, in accordance with the official Canadian practice, children of five years and under as speaking the tongue of their parents.

In Manitoba, out of a total population (1931 census) of 700,139 there were 399,009 with English as their mother tongue and 42,499 with French. There were 258,631 people whose language was something else. Among these one notices 57,312 of German language, 11,578 Icelanders, 31,758 Poles and 82,908 Ukrainians to say nothing of 19,187 talking Yiddish. The case at first sight looks pretty black, indeed as black as the Black Sea. Contrast it with the status of Prince Edward Island, where out of 88,038 Islanders, 86,463 have either English or French as their mother tongue: where there is not a single Ukrainian, only 1 Russian, not a damn Pole, and just 1 Greek; — how he got in is not said. There’s a real country: only the trouble with it is that the population decreases. At least Ukrainians don’t do that.

Or take Saskatchewan. It has 39 per cent. of its people with an alien mother tongue. Of its 921,785 inhabitants of 1931, no less than 138,499 were German in mother tongue (Mutter-Sprache) and 70,545 Ukrainian: after which the 18,742 Poles and the 17,085 Russians seem a matter of course. As to the 78 Bulgarians we wonder why they are so modest and don’t catch up to the 11,853 Hungarians.

Last comes Alberta. Its total percentage is not quite so high as that of Saskatchewan, but it’s high enough, 33 per cent. It has 461,713 speaking English. In all these statements English includes what the Americans talk, which is just as good anyway as what they speak in Clapham and makes Somerset sound like a foreign language. The Alberta French number only 28,145, with 63,410 Germans and 60,260 Ukrainians in a total Slavonic group of 91,820.

* * * * *

The case of the French and the French language in the West stands by itself and will draw from many Canadians a sigh and a regret for the history it represents. The French were the discoverers of the country. Radisson and Groseillers were on the Hudson Bay before the company, — indeed they brought the company there — La Vérendrye was on the plains (1731) half a century before Alexander Mackenzie. Even under the Hudson’s Bay Company the great majority of the ‘white’ settlers were the Métis, French-Canadian half-breeds. The language of the West was French, with a top layer of Scotch. St. Boniface on the Red and Assiniboine was a settlement of over 800 French-speaking people when Winnipeg was only a straggling set of shacks, outside of Fort Garry, sheltering 241 inhabitants. The province at its inception in 1870 had 9,800 French half-breeds in a population of 12,000. Early Manitoba was bi-lingual. Its parliament that first sat in Mr. Bannatyne’s house spoke and printed both languages. Its schools were French and English. If the star of the Empire glittered in the West for the English, the Church of the fathers was already there for the French.

From this joint heritage the course of history dispossessed them. The flood of Ontario settlers broke in on them. The Americans invaded them. Last of all, polyglot Europe washed over them, — much of it not even washed. Can one wonder that the French feel, one must not say a bitterness, but a wistful regret for their lost North West. And suppose we had had it and shared it on equal terms, with a bi-lingual culture to match the older East, it might seem perhaps a more balanced Canada, a more real unity.

It is strange what a queer touchiness surrounds the whole question of bi-lingualism in Canada. It shows how easily decent people can dispute among themselves over nothing. In the early spring of the present year quite a storm arose in the Canadian tea-cup when the gallant and distinguished English-Canadian at the head of our Broadcast Corporation, expressed his warm appreciation of our dual heritage and used the wrong phrase to express it. The Ontario members of parliament understood him to mean that he was going to teach them to speak French. The Leader of the Opposition quite rightly protested that he couldn’t do it. I know he was right because there are members now in the House to whom I tried to teach French at Upper Canada College forty years ago, and who can’t speak it yet.

French vanishes as one goes west. Winnipeg still has beside it St. Boniface with a French population of over 9,000. Even in Saskatchewan there are over 42,000 French. But in Alberta only 28,000. In British Columbia there are only 7,768 and by the time you get to Victoria, B.C., they can’t even pronounce “Parlez-vous Français.”

But the French increase and multiply. Their day may be coming. A distinguished Scottish-French Canadian of Montreal told a Vancouver Lunch Club a few years ago that if immigration remained blocked the French would come into their own. They would have their revanche du berceau. When I was in Vancouver the Club asked me what it meant, and whether Mayor McGeer would give it to them.

The language situation in the West is reflected, again on the surface and only on the surface, in its newspapers. The publication of foreign language newspapers in the Prairie Provinces of Canada has, so far as I know, no parallel in the world. The only thing one could compare it to would be a cocktail party of the League of Nations at Geneva.

Most of the papers, for obvious reasons, are published in Winnipeg: but the circulation reaches out over the plains. There are listed in Winnipeg as weekly papers the Swedish Tidningen, Posten, the Icelandic Lögberg, and Heimskringia Sameiningin, and with these the Czas, which is Polish and means the Times and also the Polish Gazeta Katolicka (I think that must mean Catholic Gazette) and in German, the Christlicher Jugendfreund, the Mennonitische Rundschau, and the Nordwesten, the Danish Church and Home, the Magyar Kanadai Ujsag, the Norwegian Narrona together with quite a string of Ukrainian papers, the Ranok and others whose titles translated mean, the Canadian Farmer, The Farmer’s Life, the Herald, the Voice and the Workingwoman and Militant Youth. If there is anything the Ukrainians have forgotten they can start another weekly and call it that. End up the list with the Yiddish Israelite Press and Jewish Post and you have a pretty varied lot, in all, counting a German paper of Steinbach, Manitoba, 22 weekly papers in languages other than English or French. Add to these the foreign weeklies published in Saskatchewan, — four German and one Ukrainian, and in Alberta, — one Ukrainian and one Danish, — and one has a formidable and interesting list. It is calculated at first sight to make the Bishop of London seem entirely right and to lead us to cable for his 10,000,000 Britishers at once. Some of these papers moreover have a considerable circulation, — the Winnipeg Swedish Tidningen is put at 7,600, the Norwegian Narrona at the same figure, the Polish Gazette at 7,000, the Regina German Courier 6,500, and the Edmonton Ukrainian News at 7,000. But these are the larger ones. The circulation of the lesser ones is so small that they blush to mention it and leave it blank.

But all of this, I repeat, is a surface phenomenon quite misleading as to the present government and future life of our country. The last thing these foreigners want to do is to go back home. They all want their children to learn English and to be English-Canadians. They welcome every opportunity to have it so. Apart from odd communists or revolutionaries they value our institutions. Of republicanism they have no trace. Their foreign papers and a few such things as Choral Societies, or Beer Gardens, are just a gesture, a wistful regret, a tribute to their former mother country. As it is they all want to learn to play hockey, to attend high-school and college, to join the Rotary Club, make money and move right up into golf and bridge and have their wives members of the Ladies Every-Other-Wednesday Culture Group. In other words they want to be like us. Can you blame them? Leave them alone and pretty soon the Ukrainians will think they won the battle of Trafalgar: and if the President of the Rotary Club is a Bulgarian all he will ask is to forget it.

Take the case of the children of 5 years and under. Statistically they would number in Manitoba about 90,000, in Saskatchewan 140,000, in Alberta 100,000. Of these the larger half can’t speak at all except to say ‘pop’ and ‘mumm’ which is good Ukrainian. In five years English will be native to them. In twenty years their mother tongue will be gone.

It is well known how the European languages, apart from English and French, wash out in America. Millions of Germans lost their mother tongue in a generation. I remember that when I lived as a student in Chicago forty years ago there were supposed to be in that city over 700,000 Germans and near-Germans, yet you’d look in vain for anyone selling a German newspaper on the street. I roomed for a little while with a German family. The old people had come as old people from Germany. They had little English. Their grown up sons and daughters spoke English only, even at home with one another. The grandchildren knew no German and were learning it in high-school. Thus it will be with the Canadian Northwest, the foreign languages, even the “thirty spoken in Edmonton” will all wash out. The ill-conceived Manitoba school law of 1897, as a way of keeping French, permitted any and every language in schools. That’s all gone now.

* * * * *

The foreign languages, I am told, are but little used, and are less and less used, in any public way on the plains. It is true that certain Mennonite congregations still read their Lutheran Bible and German service in their churches. But that is rather by conservatism of religion than of language. The same people would all use English at a political meeting.

English is indeed everywhere the language of politics. I can cite from direct knowledge the case of the constituency of a young and rising member of the legislature of Saskatchewan. The northwest part of it is overwhelmingly German in origin. There is a large section of ‘Americans’ in the centre, a heavy leaven of Ontario Scotsmen and a sweetening of Quebec French in the southeast. The rising young member is himself of Irish-Catholic-Canadian stock. Yet the language question never disturbs either political affiliation or personal contact. Human intercourse in the west is free and informal. Surnames are little used. Everybody is Dick, Bill and Fritz and Olie, and so everybody seems to come from everywhere.

* * * * *

In this discussion I leave out of count a few undigested and undigestible lumps of foreign nationality. Such are the Doukhobors, of whom we imported some 8,000 in 1901, increased to 14,000 in 1931. These people keep their own triumphant individuality. They believe in early Christian community of goods, think machinery wicked, go out hunting for Christ on the Prairie, like King Arthur’s Knights and the Holy Grail, and take a run in their shirt tail as a protest against textiles. Their standard is too high for us. It is a pity they ever took a fancy to us. We can’t live up to them. But in the broad aspect of our future they count for nothing.

* * * * *

None of the public institutions of the West are taken from those of these foreign peoples: none of its laws: nothing of its basic ideas.

The Western landholding system is more English than what they have in England now. It is based on the holding of the yeoman farmer, working his own land. In England, the yeoman, was dispossessed in favour of a landlord class with tenants. But the yeoman had been transplanted to New England — to Virginia and from there under the name of a “loyalist” to Upper Canada, and from there as a “homesteader” to the plains. He doesn’t know it but he’s an Anglo Saxon “thane” and beside him an English Norman Earl living on a rent roll is a thing of yesterday.

The West took its school system from Ontario, and its college system mainly from Scotland, via McGill, Queen’s and Toronto. The short session, the boarding-house student, the class-room lecture in place of the tutor, — all that is Glasgow and Edinburgh, not Oxford, — and certainly not the Ukraine. The churches, the public buildings, the Queen’s Birthday, all that is England or England via America. The government and its parties, liberalism and conservatism, all that was British till the United Farmers’ idea came from the States, and Social Credit from Scotland.

Who governs the West? Look down the list of the 65 members of the Alberta Legislative Assembly, elected in 1935; the names are practically all British. They are quite as much British as the list of the British House of Commons. Lack of space prevents proof. Any one interested may consult the list in the Canadian Parliamentary Guide, or the Canadian Almanac and that in Whitaker’s Almanac. The same is true of Saskatchewan, with an odd German name or two. The Manitoba legislature elected in 1932 is almost all British in name, except for a Mr. Hryhorczuk, who would feel lonely, except for Mr. Bachynsky. But suppose that a quarter of a million Scotchman had migrated to the Ukraine. Half of the legislature by this time would be called “Mac”: and the whole of the Cabinet.

Last of all one reverts to the “Americans” of whom we are told the West received a migration as between 1910 and 1914 alone of over 600,000. They brought with them, their own money and goods, and in money invested by and through and for them about $600,000,000. This was a calculation of our own government.

Did they Americanize, will they Americanize the West? They didn’t and they won’t. The West is more physically and socially separated from the United States than Eastern Canada. By an odd chance the forty-ninth parallel, an astronomical line, turned out to mean something. From Lake Superior to Manitoba the physical separation of the two countries is very real. Manitoba itself is an exception as the valley of the Red River presents a single and unified geography that makes Manitoba and Minnesota one. If steamboat days had lasted one could have imagined a dense, intermingled settlement making the two countries indistinguishable. The railway connection of East and West stopped it in time. But even now Manitoba connects more closely with the south than anything a long way east or west of it does. Seven railway lines and branches cross the frontier north and south. Even at that, Winnipeg and St. Paul are at arm’s length of 464 miles by rail, and the border towns and villages, Emerson — Pembina — amount to a little less than 1,000 people each.

For Saskatchewan and Alberta it is all different. The forty-ninth parallel marks fairly well the division of the water shed. The little streams that make the Missouri rise in Canada and of the little streams that go to make the South Saskatchewan the most distant tributaries rise in Montana. But the steamboat never knew anything of such waters either way.

The land along the border happens to be in great part arid and waterless. Old maps mark it as the desert of the Saskatchewan. From Portal (Saskatchewan) where the railway crosses as it slants from St. Paul to head for Vancouver, to Coutts, Alberta, below Lethbridge is a stretch of about 400 miles uncrossed by rail. Then comes the great barrier of the Rockies till it finally ends — to leave a coastal strip where Vancouver sits close to Seattle. Barring that connection there is little back and forward intercourse or give and take and the border is thinly settled. Along the south of Saskatchewan within forty miles of the border there are no towns of importance, except Estevan with a population of 3,000. The whole population (36 miles high) along the frontier of Saskatchewan is less than 60,000. Contrast this with Ontario where at the least 2,000,000 people live within forty miles either of the frontier itself or of the international navigable water of easy transit. On the American side of the line North Dakota, and still more, Montana, are but little settled along the border between the Missouri River and the parallel. The idea of people at a distance that the Canadian Northwest and the American Northwest are all intertangled has no foundation in fact.

If you want to see the real Canadian-American frontier you must go, not to the forty-ninth parallel, but to the Niagara-Buffalo boundary, — Go in summertime, round the first of July or the fourth, — they hardly know which is which. Go on a holiday and see the Stars and Stripes and the Union Jack all mixed up together and the tourists pouring back and forward over the International Bridge: immigration men trying in vain to sort them out: Niagara mingling its American and Canadian waters and its honeymoon couples. Canadians buying curios in the States and Americans buying querrios in Canada, — and such a chattering and fraternisation that it is no wonder that foreigners can’t tell which is which of us. Or go to the Detroit-Windsor frontier and move back and forward with the flood of commuters, of Americans sampling beer in Windsor and Canadians sampling lager in Detroit: there you don’t really cross the frontier at all, you drive under it in a tunnel. Or come down here to Montreal and meet the Dartmouth boys playing hockey: or take the Eastern Townships of Quebec where Lake Memphremagog refuses to recognize any separation, and people out bass fishing hook up the international boundary; or go to a “Ball-game” of the International League and sit in your shirt-sleeves and root and try to remember which is your nationality.

Americans! Why, compared to us in the “east” the western people of Canada never see them, never hear of them. I’ll make a slight exception of the Lethbridge area, and Vancouver-Seattle and the Red River, elsewhere the two are separate.

But after all what does the “Americanization” talk amount to? Every now and then — and again quite recently — English newspapers break out into a discussion of what is called the “Americanization of Canada.” The basis of the discussion is always a sort of underlying fear that Canada is getting a little too close to the United States. It is the same sort of apprehension as is felt on a respectable farm when the daughter of the family is going out too much with the hired man. The idea is that you can’t tell what might happen.

In the case of Canada, the danger symptoms of what may happen are supposed to be that Canada is ‘flooded’ with American newspapers and magazines; that Canada is ‘deluged’ with American broadcasts, ‘saturated’ with American tourists, and ‘permeated’ with American ideas; that American tourists cross the border in an unending stream, and Canadian tourists go back with them like a receding tide; that conventions and reunions assemble indifferently on either side of the line; that education is almost indistinguishable as carried on at Harvard or at Toronto. All these things, and a hundred more, are produced as a terrible warning of what may follow next — the handwriting on the wall that signifies that our Belshazzar’s Feast of Friendship is nearly at an end. In other words, a relationship which should stand as a bright and conspicuous example for less fortunate nations, as an ideal and hope for distracted Europe, is turned against us as a mark of under-patriotism and lack of national spirit.

To my mind, the situation is exactly the other way. If Canada is being Americanized then what England needs is to be Frenchified, and what France needs is to be Anglicized — and both of them to be Germanized. If then one might take the resulting amalgamation and Italianize it a little, and even give it a touch of Czechoslovak shellac rubbed on with a piece of old Russian Soviet, the world would be on the way to peace on earth. That is to say, the best hope for the European countries is to get into the kind of mutual relationship now fortunately held between the United States and Canada.

That this relationship is likely to end in, or even move towards, a political union, is just a forgotten dream. For those of us who best know this North American continent, on both sides of the line, know also that there is not on the present horizon, nor in the furthest vision possible, any prospect of a political amalgamation of the two countries.

The truth is that what we have in Canada and the United States is what all the world must get or perish. It is universal peace or nothing. Machinery prohibits war. Out of war, courage is vanishing as its supreme asset; personal size and physical power went long ago; soon there will be nothing left but machine equipment. Have it, and you win. Lack it and you lose. For proof, look at any of the recent pictures of the effects of Italian gas. I would like to inscribe a monument with the picture of one of those torn bodies on the burnt heath of Ethiopia, “The Death of Courage”. It is not a triumph of civilization over savagery. It is a triumph of machinery over both. Our turn is next.

The union of the world can never be brought about by treaties, sanctions and the ultima ratio of war. All that, in the words of Tacitus, can make a desert but not peace. World solidarity can only come through unity of ideals, of interest, of understanding.

In past history, association and union did not go very far. They were blocked by all kinds of hindrances — physical, geographical, personal, spiteful. But they didn’t need to go far. Distance did the rest. Men out of arm’s reach could not hurt one another. A little nation in a valley sat snug: a people in an island lived in peace; a castle gathered in its brood like chickens.

All this is gone. An island is nothing. A valley is a grave, — as in Ethiopia. Men must unite or die: and for their union a written compact is nothing but a rope of sand. The only hope lies in what would be academically called “the interpermeation of culture.” In other words, nations have got to know one another.

Now the Canadians and the Americans know one another. That places the Canadians as a sort of half-way element between the Americans and the British people — creates as it were the nucleus of a world union: not in the sense of an alliance to challenge and menace the world, but as a first area of solidarity from which it may spread abroad. If we could only send over to Europe a few of our students to play hockey, or some of our international crooks, the union might start and spread at any time.


CHAPTER TEN

BRITISH COLUMBIA: EMPIRE PROVINCE
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BRITISH COLUMBIA: A Vast Pacific Empire Beside the Sea — Vancouver, A Wonder City — The “Pan-handle” of Alaska — Vancouver, the Terminus of the Panama Route — Wheat Outlet — British Columbian Potential Population 35,000,000.

 

You cross the Rocky Mountains from the prairies to British Columbia, and you are in a different place: you are in another country. I don’t know how to say it strongly enough. Let me begin again. The Prairie Provinces are one place and British Columbia is another. Many people had tried to tell me this but they never succeeded. I don’t know of any words, — even of mine let alone their poor attempts, — to express the fact.

British Columbia is a thing by itself: a vast Pacific Empire beside the sea. It is only the fact that it is as far from Europe as you can get that so long kept it out of history. The ancient world lived round the Mediterranean Sea. The British Isles were away out in the dark. They called them dimly the Tin Islands: the North Sea coast was Ultima Thule: the Atlantic Ocean was just a great black cloud, beyond which was terror. In the course of twenty centuries the world shifted its base. It centres now round the Atlantic Ocean and the North Sea. The Mediterranean is just a passage way, — drafty with high explosives, an area for the next war. One side is sand: the other side is oranges and history. At one end is a fight of Spanish Kilkenny cats — at the other, Turks. Neither is the real world. The real world lies round the Atlantic.

No one would say that the Pacific Ocean will displace the Atlantic. We, now living, can’t imagine it. But it will go a long way to supplement and rival it. And as it does so, British Columbia will rise into splendour.

This absolute physical, geographic and climate separation from Canada is of course more marked, more cruelly emphasized in winter. As the early evening is closing in your train is still on the flat prairies. Everything about it is desolate, wind-swept with snow driven in fierce gusts. Even in the lighted towns and in stations life is frozen numb. Outside is the dark and the storm. Next morning you are among the great gorges of the Rockies, heavy with evergreen trees enbedded in snow. There is deep silence. The cold has fallen soft. It is like sleep. And from that, down through the hills, the rushing streams and lakes that lie open and unfrozen in the snow, snow that diminishes and disappears, — and at the end the sea, the open sea, and the sunshine on the harbour of Vancouver and the snow-capped mountains beyond.

Here is a city indeed, busy and bright with a “shopping district”, — (they don’t call it “business section”; they’re English) as crowded and as crooked as Regent Street or the Rue de la Paix: a harbour crowded with ships, literally, from all the world, a harbour that never sees ice-breakers: as busy in January as July: at the sea end of it a vast park with towering trees as old as Genesis: beyond it great mountains capped with snow to recall Scotland, and over it is the soft wet air, salt with the sea, to call up visions of England.

Vancouver is a wonder city. There will be a million people in it in twenty years. It has the combined excellence of nature’s gift and man’s handiwork. God did a lot for Montreal, but man didn’t add to it. Quebec is historical and has a majesty of situation, but a lot of it is squalid: Toronto, — I come from there myself, so I have the right to insult it, — Toronto is a village and always will be, if it spreads out a hundred miles wide: the prairie cities are impressive in their isolation and extension — fill in houses and they will be wonderful — but Vancouver is wonderful right now.

When I arrived in Vancouver, I said to the Press: “I am fascinated with it. You may have heard of O’Rourke, the Irish immigrant who went before a New York state judge to see about getting a vote.

“Have you read the Constitution of the United States?” asked the judge.

“I’m delighted with it,” answered O’Rourke.

You see, O’Rourke didn’t pretend to understand the constitution as yet, but he was delighted with it at the start.

That was me with British Columbia.

I looked at the fertile valleys and compared them with my own poor little holding on the Old Brewery Bay, Ontario, and my heart sank. Besides this, my place seems as rugged as Scotland. I’ll have to turn it into a distillery.

They asked me later on at the Canadian Club why I had never visited the province before. I answered that, like so many other people, I had never come to it because I didn’t realize how wonderful it was.

“If I had known what it was like,” I said, “I wouldn’t have been content with a mere visit. I’d have been born here.”

* * * * *

Now let me start to prove what I say.

To understand British Columbia you must first get an elementary grip on its geography, which few of us outsiders ever do. When nature made our North American continent, the west side of it whether, as used to be thought, from shrinking as it cooled down, or perhaps, as is now suggested, from sliding sideways, was squeezed and furrowed into great ridges like the fingers of a hand laid flat. There they lie, the mountains of British Columbia, — the Rocky Mountains in the world-wide sense, or in the intimate geography of Canada, the successive ranges that lie side by side, the Rockies, the Selkirk and the Coast mountains. Here and there the ranges fall apart with wide valleys and lakes opening in between, and in the north they sink down to lower rolling land. Through these mountain walls the heavy rains from the great rain-clouds of the Pacific gathered in streams and rivers and drove north and south to find a way back to the sea. In the north, the Finlay and the Parsnip, joining to form the Peace River, burst eastward through the Rockies, to find themselves caught in the Mackenzie Basin and diverted to the Arctic Sea. Further north, on the confines of the province, in country still scarcely known, the Liard follows a similar course. The Fraser, moving north behind the Rockies, finds its way blocked, is turned south and drives a deep furrow of valley and canyon through the heart of British Columbia, to reach the sea close to the American border. The most westerly of these alternating belts of river and mountain chain, is seen in the Vancouver mountains of Vancouver Island, — which come up from the ocean again as the Queen Charlotte Islands, — and the narrow waters of Johnstone Strait and Discovery Passage which refused to remain a river and let in the sea.

Greatest of all the Columbia, moving north from its Kootenay tributaries, is deflected in a right-about turn and flows back south behind the Rockies, to pass far below the forty-ninth parallel and reach the sea in the wide and beautiful sweep that encircles the larger half of the state of Washington. This was nature’s boundary for the Empire Province. We lost it, through no one’s fault or error, in the give-and-take of the Oregon award of 1846. That British diplomacy ever sacrificed Canada, is a myth: that it often saved it, is a fact. But in 1783, when first the United States obtained boundaries, the continent was so vast, its features so unknown, the need of new land so little and the future so far away, that lines and parallels and watersheds were accepted with but little knowledge of what they would ultimately mean. So British Columbia lost the state of Washington and the United States lost British Columbia.

* * * * *

But the Columbia River does not represent the province’s only boundary trouble. There is also, of course, the “pan-handle” of Alaska, the downward stretch of heavily indented coast (in all some 35,000 square miles) that reaches downward from the sixtieth parallel to latitude 54° 40’ and shuts off the northern half of British Columbia from the sea. All of this “ought” to belong to British Columbia: only it doesn’t and never did.

It was of this territory, finally allotted to the United States by the Alaska Tribunal of 1903 that Sir Wilfred Laurier said that Canada had again been sacrificed on the altar of British diplomates. He spoke out of the fulness of indignation, not of knowledge. The case was as clear as day. The Russians had explored and settled and fished all this north Pacific coast. Alaska was called Russian America. The Czar of Russia made a treaty with England in 1825 which made latitude 54° 40’ the boundary. It gave Russia the land for ten marine leagues behind the coast. The purpose and meaning, the sole purpose and the only meaning, was to keep the coast and the fisheries for Russia. The coast was deeply indented. There were no complete maps. The boundary line was of course meant to follow the indentations and keep away from the sea. Otherwise British vessels could run in and out at will and every Russian inlet would be a British harbour. Both parties were completely satisfied.

In 1867 the Czar, Alexander II, as a gesture to show how big he was, gave Alaska to the United States for $7,200,000. (The annual produce now is worth in fish alone $30,000,000; in minerals $20,000,000.) The United States didn’t want the “ice-box” but they took it and paid for it just to show that they were as big as the Czar. They took the boundary with it. The Klondike gold rush made it all look priceless. Hence the dispute and the award.

But if I were British Columbia I’d buy back the Panhandle now while it is still possible; or at any rate buy all that is south of Juneau. Let the Americans see that we’re just as big as the Czar and themselves: we’ll take anything we can get. The Americans in 1922 gave the Republic of Colombia $25,000,000 for their old Panama claim that wasn’t really worth a button, just to wipe away their tears. Let them wipe ours away too.

* * * * *

In point of climate British Columbia is an ideal home for the human race, not too cold, not too hot, not too wet, and not too dry, — except in the hotels, a thing that time may remedy. The mean annual temperature of 40 degrees that skirts the bottom of British Columbia is that of Cornwall and Paris. There is a thermal line that on the Pacific slope of the provinces marks an average January temperature the same as that of Atlantic City.

Vancouver Island and Victoria, to which I propose to devote the next chapter, live bathed in the winter sunshine. They think the mainland cloudy by comparison. Their people should recall London, where in the month of January 1936, the whole month, there was only a total of twenty-three hours of sunshine, and in the December previous seventeen and a half hours. The city of Vancouver at least had a lot more than that.

A recital of the physical resources and assets of British Columbia is impressive. The first is its marvellous climate and fertility given to it by the geography described above. The ocean currents from the Orient, the Kurosiwo, keep it warm: the ocean rain keeps it wet. The soil and atmosphere combined to give its vegetation a primeval vigour that rears great trees, the Douglas fir, 500 feet high and ten feet across, that were living as young trees when the Greeks built the Parthenon.

The province contains 372,000 square miles. It is announced that the Yukon territory (205 square miles) will be joined to British Columbia to make a total of 577 square miles and a province reaching from the Arctic Ocean to the American border. It is said that the ‘population’ may refuse their consent. The ‘population’ are so rare that there is only the fiftieth part of a human being to a square mile. Eighty-three of it are Eskimos. There are 1,543 who admit they are Indians. The whites numbered 2,602 in 1931. They are nearly all transients. In my opinion they “own” the Yukon about as much as I own the Island of Montreal.

Even without the Yukon, British Columbia, measured in Europe, is more than half as much again as Germany: it is as much as all Scandinavian Europe (Sweden, Norway, Denmark and Iceland) which contains 350,000 square miles, supports a population of over 12,000,000 and is not ‘in it’, square mile for square mile, with British Columbia. It is true a large section of the province is mountainous and when the mountains are steep enough must be deducted from agricultural use. But mountains carry minerals and timber, and the slopes where not too steep add to the surface, not subtract. Few people have probably thought of it but when you think of it you see it. The rolling land of Ontario and the hill sides of the vineyards of France carry more acres to a surveyor’s square mile than the prairie of Saskatchewan. To be exact, land with a slope of four to ten (quite easy to plough, crosswise) adds about eight per cent.: a slope of two to ten adds about five per cent. On the other hand the steeper a mountain is the less room it takes: a precipice doesn’t take any at all.

British Columbia has 22,000,000 acres of farm land, of which only one acre in ten is in present use. Its forest area covers 240,000 square miles. Of this 142,000 square miles is merchantable, 16,000 square miles is set apart as forest reserve: only 18,000 square miles of lumber has yet passed out of public possession.

The water power of British Columbia, reckoned at ordinary six months flow, is over 5,000,000 horse power: only 718,000 is as yet under installation.

The actual coal reserve of the province has been estimated as well over 20,000,000 thousands of tons. The Pacific coast fisheries of British Columbia produce two fifths of the fish output of all Canada. The salmon fisheries of the estuaries of the Fraser and now especially of the more northern rivers, the Skeena and the Nass are unrivalled. The development of whale and herring fishing at the Queen Charlotte Islands is a new feature. Figures of output and value show that the British Columbia fisheries have at times exceeded 20 millions of dollars. But these figures only tell a part of the tale. The province has 7,000 miles of sea coast. There are as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it.

All these figures mean that what British Columbia needs is people, more people, and still more. Land, labour and capital represented the triology of the older economists. The land (resources) is there: bring in the labour: the capital follows it.

Especially is this true because of the new Pacific orientation of British Columbia. It is no longer the end of America: it is the beginning of the Pacific: and in a sense a point on the great circle that now swings round the northern continent via Panama.

Everybody knows of course that Vancouver took its rise as the ready-made terminus of the Canadian Pacific, the port of departure for the Orient and Australia. As that it rose from the surrounding woods of Burrard Inlet and flourished for thirty years. But the great factor in its growth now is the Panama Canal. Vancouver is now the Canadian terminus of the Panama route. Of its 4,000,000 tons of ocean shipping, as apart from the coastal and ferry trade, in and out, one half are to and from Panama. In 1935 imports and exports from Eastern Canada through the Panama were more than 75,000 tons.

The Panama Canal route is one of the great economic factors in the modern world and everybody in British Columbia, indeed in Canada, should ‘get wise’ about it. Its consequences have been utterly unexpected: and they are even now only beginning.

The Canal, — when the energetic Roosevelt the First drove the plan through and that grand old engineer, Colonel Goethals, constructed it, — was in reality a strategic, a naval idea. The Spanish American war of 1898 had shown the United States where they stood, — their navy in two separate compartments. The sensational voyage of the battleship Oregon, round the Horn, expressed it in capital letters. But the Americans hate ‘strategy’ as much as we do. So they called it a commercial canal: and the joke is it turned out to be one. Not that it makes enough money to pay interest on the half billion dollars that built it. But it readjusts, redirects, a vast quantity of the world’s commerce, and none more than it does ours. It turns out that time doesn’t matter for certain cargoes, notably for grain, which has got to wait for its market anyway. Hence the port of Vancouver ships out Canadian wheat for Europe at the rate of 40 to 70 million bushels a year. The highest point yet reached is the shipment of over 96 million bushels in 1928. Wheat for the Panama Canal route is shipped from points as far east of Vancouver as the eastern border of Saskatchewan. And the route is open all the year round.

Wheat likes to take its time: and so it appears do certain passengers. Already over 15 lines of steamers carry passengers on regular schedules from Vancouver to Europe via Panama. Most steamers take the trip in a leisurely way, the stops being part of the pleasure, — Hollywood being one of them. But the voyage in mileage from Vancouver to Southampton via the Panama is 8,500 miles, and the necessary time about 28 days. The voyage across Canada to Montreal and thence to England may be put (with the same class of steamer) at about eleven days. No one would ‘hurry home’ via Panama, as people use to in 1860. But many people are attracted by the trip. ‘Cruising’ has come as a new phase of the world’s method of rest.

It by no means follows that the Panama Route will hurt our Canadian transcontinental railways. People will come via Panama to British Columbia for the cruise and return by rail, — people who otherwise would cruise somewhere else.

But even wheat and passengers are only the beginning of the subject.

The importance of the Panama route is such that public opinion in British Columbia should be directed in good time to the question of a second Isthmian canal. When it is built it should properly be a joint enterprise of Canada and the United States. At the present time the Panama Canal suffices, but with a much smaller margin than would be gathered from a superficial view of the traffic returns. In spacial capacity the dimensions of the Panama Canal are good enough. In point of length its locks can hold any ships in the world now afloat except the Normandie and the Queen Mary. In depth it is 41 feet at the shallowest. The canal is able to handle 17,000 ships a year. The highest annual traffic yet reached has been only 7,000 ships. Increasing the locks in size, it is said, can double the capacity, but there are obvious, general reasons for an international, rather than a national canal.

In a financial sense there is still little temptation to build a second canal. The Panama cost $543,000,000, the interest on which at 3 per cent. is $16,290,000. The canal made a return over operating cost in 1935 of $15,540,723: but if the interest is charged there is an annual deficit of $771,618. But all this situation can change, if not in the twinkling of an eye, at any rate in the twinkling of a British Columbia Cabinet. If a new canal is needed there is the Nicaragua route, probably always the better one, but side tracked in favour of the present one. Advocates of the other route gave it a bad name and filled it with volcanoes which it hasn’t got. The United States bought in 1916 for $3,000,000 from Nicaragua a monopoly right. But we could induce them to share it. The “Nicks” themselves are out of it. There is also the Colombian route below Panama, the subject, so it is said, of a lot of backstairs diplomacy. It is said that a British oil syndicate got a canal concession thrown in with the oil, but gave it back at the instance of the United States.

All of this the people in British Columbia ought to study. The first thing should be to get someone to make an address on it to the Women’s Canadian Club. That has grown to be the way to start things in Canada. It’s a pity there were no Women’s Canadian Clubs back in past history. Columbus could have given a talk on “Where is the United States?” and saved years of exploration. The Renaissance could have been put over in one winter session.

I offered to speak to the Club in Vancouver on the “Prospect of a Second Isthmian Canal.” They asked me what I knew of it and I said, “Nothing.” That was why I wanted to talk about it. A person who knows nothing about a thing brings to it a freshness, of enthusiasm impossible to those who know too much. But the club decided against it. They said it wasn’t funny enough.

But the great and outstanding aspect of the empire province of British Columbia is its need for further development, for more people. Of late years unfortunately a lot of people in Canada have taken a bilious view of immigration. The French Canadians are against it: they think they can attend to the increase of population right at home. And can you blame them unless the immigration was from France or Belgium. Moreover what is now called ‘labour’ is against it. Labour sees clearly, but it sees with only one eye and can’t see far. Can you blame the people whom we used boldly to call the ‘working class’ if they can’t look six months ahead. We never gave them a chance to.

Labour sees in the immigrant a man who has come to steal his job at lower wages. Foreshorten the picture sufficiently and that is what you see. How would we like it ourselves? How would our college professors like the import of Hindu teachers who could live on nuts and need only a loincloth? How would our bankers and financiers appreciate the import of real cannibals from the Marquesas?

But apart from French-Canadian and labour opposition there is a new anti-immigration school made up of academic socialists, pots without a lid, the kind of people who call you and me the ‘bourgeoisie’, and use terms we don’t understand, such as ‘social continuum’ and ‘sociological saturation’, — which evidently means something they wet. These people have invented for Canada the idea of an ‘optimum of population’, and have put it, for no particular reason at all, at 35,000,000 people.

The fundamental fallacy in all such thinking is that the immigrant takes away the other man’s job. The truth is the other way. The tide of immigration raises the home waters. The incoming immigrant, under proper circumstances, attracts with him a great import of capital, of physical goods and material, of intangible ‘money’ to invest. He represents society ‘moving house’ from one location to another. When you move house you don’t complain that there is no furniture, you bring it with you.

For proof of this ask the Winnipeg of the early eighties, when the hammers and saws were noisy on Main and Portage all day and night. People have told me of the big days of Regina before the War, when it was changing from a straggling town to a modern city, with the government buildings going up, with all incoming trains full, and nowhere for anyone to sleep. In fact they didn’t sleep.

All these times can come again.

* * * * *

Now there is no doubt in my mind whatsoever that British Columbia alone can support 35,000,000 people: not only can but will: not only will, but will within the century. People alive now will be alive then.

Look at it this way. Population can be supported in either of two ways. People may live on an area, without any reference to its own fertility or resources by working up material brought in and taken out, or by performing services on the high seas and elsewhere and consuming goods sent in return. Thus might a community live and flourish on an ice-berg or on a rock. It is like taking in washing.

Thus live and flourish many of the millions that make up the 36 millions on the 50,000 square miles of England or of the 8 millions who live in the 11,700 square miles of Belgium.

But this is only for special areas. Obviously it can’t be everywhere. But any place and every place, empty or partly empty, and with resources not used or not fully used, can take in people (under proper organization) up to the measure of its resources. Humanity lives from the ground under its feet.

Now take the magnificent resources of British Columbia as detailed above. Here are the 22,000,000 acres of farm and garden land and the vast grazing country of the north. No market for grain, you say; can’t sell fruit; grapes over-produced! All right, then take the almost unrivalled fisheries of the British Columbia coast, 7,000 miles long, is it not? No market for any more export of fish! you object. Catch one more salmon and you break the market? Very good, then let the people turn to lumber. We said of the forest wealth of British Columbia that it covers 142,000 square miles. Can’t sell it? Too bad. But remember the enormous deposits of coal, the potential 40,000,000 thousands of tons. Or the mineral wealth. Vast beyond figures. Can’t sell it, can’t sell it? Don’t you see, my dear sir, that your talk is idiocy. You are saying that the human race no longer needs food, no longer wants shelter or clothes or warmth, or light or heat or power. If we can’t sell it abroad, let’s all go out there and eat it. If foreigners don’t want houses, let’s go and live in them. If no one wants light, let’s sit in a flood of it and laugh.

Of course immigration must be organized: what’s true of the mass is not true of the single man. Put one immigrant down in Victoria by himself with nothing more to it than that and of course it’s only one more man without a job. You’ll have to board him at the Empress Hotel: and he’ll never leave.

Nor does it follow that the system of immigration needed now, is the same as was needed fifty years ago. The ‘homestead system’ ran its course and finished it. The essence of it lay in the idea that if the immigrant were offered free land, of a kind that needed no clearing and was ready for instant cultivation, he would then find his way to it, and would sell his produce in a market practically unlimited. His coming to the country would automatically bring, without state aid, the crowd of shopkeepers, middle men, parasites (lawyers, clergymen, professors, etc.) who completed the environment. This was the famous Homestead System which we adopted from the United States in North West Canada in 1875.

But the situation is no longer there. In the States all the free land of that class is gone, every acre if it: in Canada a great deal. And what is more, the immigrant cannot find the money to come. Put the steamship fares at ten dollars a head and there are twenty million people in Europe who can’t pay it. The homestead system is a hopeless misfit in a world of doles and relief and collapsed markets.

But there are other systems, both public, — depending on the state, — and private, — depending on the inducement of profit. What many people do not know is that before the Homestead System, by its temporary appropriateness and its success, drove all others from the field, there were other systems some in full operation, others in an opening stage.

There is the ‘religious’ system, the motive pertaining to the next world but this. To it belong the Rappites of Indiana, the Shakers of Oneida and the Mormons of the Golden Temple and the Salt Sea. Of all systems it is economically the most successful. But we are not religious enough for it. There is the Wakefield system, initiated with considerable success in Canterbury Province, New Zealand and parodied in South Australia (1836). Gibbon Wakefield’s idea (he got it in prison where bright ideas come easy) was that the immigrant should have all his expenses paid, turn into a hired man, save his money, buy land, make money, hire another immigrant, and so on like a school girl’s chain letter to unknown gentlemen. What is more, the system can work and did work and will work again.

But it could be properly combined with the other system that worked with such extraordinary success in Upper Canada a hundred years ago. This was the system of land companies like the old Canada Company of John Galt and his associates, chartered in 1824. There people received the right to settle a tract of land, — in their case in the western peninsula of Ontario: they received proprietory rights on the soil and timber: they were pledged to bring out settlers: as part of the bargain they built roads, churches and schools: but they got exemption from taxes. Their reward, — apart from moral gratification, — lay in the fact that they scooped off what was afterwards called the ‘unearned increment’.

The company founded thus Gait and Stratford and Guelph, put 4,500 settlers into the Huron district and made lots of money. If the academic socialists are right they were all ‘bourgeoisie’ and no doubt went to hell. But it was worth it.

I like to recall some of the scenes of their incoming and to realize how easily, if we were so minded, it could be all done again.

“As the sun set on a summer evening of 1827 Gait and his associates stood in the forest and with the axe passed from hand to hand, they felled on a rising knoll a great maple tree to mark the site of a town. This done the axe was exchanged for a circulating flask of whiskey and a health was drunk to the prosperity of the future city — the present city — of Guelph.”

But there remains still another plan of immigration which so far as I know never had a name but which filled a large part in the development of earlier Canada. It might be called the Manorial system. What happened was this. People of the landed class, not quite rich enough to live at home, or having no land because of being younger sons, came out to Canada. They wanted country life, not the life of the working peasants but of landed gentry. To many people, of whom I am humbly one, this is the most fascinating, the most natural of all human activities: and it gives full scope to the activities of women as of men: it is the best life in the world for health, for children, for peace of mind. The seasons come and go, the planted hedges and the drooping elms take on antiquity: the grass grows smooth on the wide lawn. Outside it all, the world is well forgotten.

Such homes were made in Canada by people of family and substance, — people let us be bold even if we go to hell for it, — of the better class. They brought their servants and their labourers, imported cottagers and settled down on wide estates of five hundred to a thousand acres (wide for Canada, not England) to reproduce again the homes and the life they knew. The system failed here. The estates broke up. Democracy called the cottagers. The public school for all leveled up and leveled down. The ‘gentleman’ lost his money, grew shabby and turned into a tavern bum with an Oxford accent. As a child I remember lots of them.

We need the bums back. Coiled up in their method was a mainspring of vital truth. What we need is a ‘back to the land’ system, not merely for the working people of the labour class but for people with a little money. What spells poverty in a modern city crammed with luxury and every breath a dollar, is peace and comfort in the country. A man miserable on a city pension, or a retired, over-rich business man belching in his club, could be a manorial king on a country estate, up with lark, as busy and as useless. All we need is to bring back again the lost art of how to lose money like a gentleman.

* * * * *

But I can go no further with the topic here. I keep it for a more sustained chapter on Migration and Settlement. Immigration is our need and our opportunity.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE ISLAND OF THE BLEST
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VANCOUVER ISLAND — The Last Word in Charm of Climate — English Summer and Pickwickian Winter — The Lost Glory and the New Future of Victoria — Manorial Settlement on Vancouver Island — Losing Money Like a Gentleman.

 

There is no doubt that Vancouver Island represents the last word in charm and beauty of scenery.

I stood looking out from the deck of the steamer as we drew near, at the varied scene of island, mountain and sanded beach that dotted the sunlit waters of Juan de Fuca Strait.

“So this,” I said to Captain Bob McMurray who was beside me, “This is Vancouver Island!” Just that, — I could find no other way to express it— “This is Vancouver Island!”

“No,” he said, “not that, that’s the United States.”

“Well, at any rate,” I said, “that is Vancouver Island, — beautiful!”

“Yes,” he said, “it reminds me of the Hebrides.”

“Everything does,” I said.

* * * * *

But there is no doubt of the instantaneous impression of peace and rest that the Island gives. No wonder that so many retired people, pensioned people make their homes in its chief city of Victoria.

For example (to run ahead of the steamer a minute) at a dinner presently given in my honour by a lot of ‘old boys’ (very much so) of my old school, I noted that one half — exactly and literally one half, — of the guests present were retired Colonels. The other half, poor fellows, were only Majors. There were two Generals on the list but they wouldn’t come.

It is very different out on the prairies. There all the elderly men of dignity and consequence are medical men. The rest are dead.

But what I failed to meet either on the prairies or the Island were men of my own particular rank, retired professors. I commented on this at the dinner of which I speak and they told me that there was a retired professor, (also of economics) at the Mental Hospital up at Ulgettit on the Island, (pronounced you’ll get it). They said I ought to go there.

It is odd, by the way, that on the Island they have a whole lot of names like that, Indian names, with the ‘U’ pronounced out in full as ‘You’; — such as Ucluit, and Uquittit, and Ucheesit and others I don’t remember. British Columbian Indian names are very easy: the natives’ minds are simple; they had to have something they could say and remember. If they had named the other Canadian places they would have called Quebec, Oceit, and Montreal, Owatalotofit and Toronto, Dontmentionit.

But as I was saying, Vancouver Island with the city of Victoria that lies at the foot of it, represents the last word in charm of climate and in beauty. Beyond it, till we reach another world, is nothing. Here is the long slow spring of England, lingering over its early flowers: here the wet tears of April sunshine weeping for a winter that never was; a luxuriant summer that blossoms but never burns; autumn mellow with mist and fruit; and well in time to make an English Christmas, a mimic winter, with a tang of frost in the air, a make believe snowstorm, with angry threatenings that dissolve again into sunshine. Such a Christmas and such a winter as a Charles Dickens might love, a truly Pickwickian season.

It has been said of good old George the Third, I think by Thackeray, that when he was in the country, he was always up betimes, and always early in the open air, and feeling happy, and that when he came to a building, or a bridge or such, he used to ask any little boys that were about, ‘What bridge is this?’ And when they told him, he would say, ‘Then let’s give three cheers for it!’ George the Third should have lived in Victoria in the winter sunshine. He’d have cheered his old head off every morning. I understand that the thermometer gives Victoria a winter day-time temperature of 42 degrees, and that taking the average of all the year round there is sunshine for about six hours a day which is almost twice what they get in a year in London. But the thermometer and the barometer are the least part of it. It’s the feeling that matters.

And with it all is the sight and sound of the sea; in wide harbours, in crooked inlets and deep gorges, always the sea. Turn aside but a few steps from the sound of the traffic of Victoria and you can hear the sea pounding on the beaches below. There it is, always, south and east and west, and across the water that is ruffled and flecked with foam rises the impressive outline of the Olympics in the State of Washington with eternal sunshine in their snow-covered tops. For Vancouver Island, the lower twenty or thirty miles of it with Victoria and the chief settlement, is not on the Pacific Ocean. It is ‘on’ the United States. It sits inside the arm of the State of Washington like a ball in a cup. Here is no place for the roar and clatter of commerce. If Victoria ever had a ‘commercial future’, it lost it long ago in favour to the mainland of Vancouver; as witness the old docks falling to decay, the long warehouses unused, the ghost of by-gone wholesale houses and the lustreless emblems of what was once ‘Chinatown’.

This is no place for work. This is a place where not to work; a place for happy people, for tired people, for frozen people from the prairies, for happy lovers on honeymoon to find the shady valleys and the crooked paths in the woods and the solitary beaches that murmur as softly as the voice of love itself; a place for harrassed people over worn with work and needing to be re-made; and above all the last abiding place on earth for people whose work is done to sit out their hour in the sunset.

* * * * *

All of such detail of climate and scenery can be turned from the warm diction of rhetoric to the cold language of facts after this fashion.

Vancouver Island lies in a general direction of northeast to southwest along the coast of British Columbia for some two hundred and eighty miles. It has an area of 12,408 square miles which makes it a quarter of the size of England and rather more than the size of Belgium. Its Canadian counterpart on the east coast, Prince Edward Island, has only 2,184 square miles. It is separated from the mainland by narrow and torturous channels at its northern extremity which widen in the middle space to the broad Gulf of Georgia across which the distance from Nanaimo to Vancouver City on the mainland is a distance of thirty-six miles. The Island projects down below the international boundary line of forty-nine degrees north, as far as latitude 48° 20’ and hence the mainland of the United States surrounds all the lower part of the island. The coast line of the island is deeply broken and indented with inlets and river mouths, especially on the west side, facing the open Pacific, where communication is only possible by sea. On the east side a railway runs north from Victoria through Nanaimo to Courtenay, a total length of 139 miles, with two little side branches. All the upper half of the island and all the west side is without railroads. There are excellent motor roads in all directions, very much in all directions, round greater Victoria, and a motor road up the east coast for 90 miles. On the west coast there is a road to Jordan River, 42 miles, and one or two disconnected bits further on. But apart from that, access to the west and north is only by the sea.

The climate is singularly mild and equable reproducing that of the Cornish Riviera or the district of the Pyrenees around Biarritz. Unlike the mainland of British Columbia, the island has no decided ‘rainy season’ but enjoys much sunshine even in the winter months. The snow fall is merely occasional and never lingers.

The Island is densely wooded, especially with evergreen, coniferous trees, — great spruce and cedars are seen everywhere: even in the city park of Victoria there are plenty of evergreen trees two and three hundred years old. The grass keeps bright all winter, there is a wealth of ferns, arbutus and other perennial greens, so that the winter aspect of the Island conveys no sense of desolation. In summer, hills and valleys alike are embowered in the beautiful foliage of elms and oaks. The waters about the Island are tempered by the current from across the Pacific. They are never very warm nor very cold. Even in summer the water, — except in shallow beaches, — is cool and invigorating rather than luxurious and warm. Ice comes and goes on the pools and ponds and snow irregularly covers the higher hills.

The broken and sheltered waters are admirable for yachting and for motor boating, and in the lonelier reaches afford wonderful fishing, — for salmon in the inlets, for trout in the lakes. The soil, especially in the sheltered and sunken valleys, is singularly rich; fruit grows in great luxuriance, and the market gardener has no other problem than that of superabundance.

At present the city of Victoria contains some 45,000 souls, or including Esquimalt and the district around to make up Greater Victoria, over 60,000, and the whole Island of Vancouver 130,000. Much of the northern interior is rough, unbroken country, heavily timbered and practically uninhabited. The island has, as said, an area of 12,408 square miles, equal to nearly half of Scotland (30,000). It is interesting to reflect that in point of ‘roughness’ Vancouver Island has nothing on Scotland. We have for that the word of Scotland’s own bard, whose assertion that Caledonia is ‘stern and wild’ has never been contradicted. Scotland lies further north, the bottom of it about 250 miles above the top of Vancouver; in total resources, even including the coastal fisheries, there is no comparison. Yet Scotland carries a population of 5,000,000 people and helps to make the history and sing the songs of the world. Nearly all of Vancouver Island, — nearly all, — still lies silent, the soft airs of its Pacific climate blowing over it and the ocean murmuring below its primeval pines. Outside of the populated southern and eastern district, to include Greater Victoria, Nanaimo and Cumberland, — it has only 14,000 inhabitants thinly spread on the edges and outline of 10,000 square miles!

How long will Canadians remain asleep, in this silly dream that our country is full?

* * * * *

There, — That is the background, either hot or cold. That’s the Island of Vancouver and its capital city, Victoria. What is to be the future, and how is the Island to fit into our Canadian economic life?

At present there are two islands, Prince Edward and Vancouver, at the opposite ends of our confederation, each blessed by nature in soil and climate, each a fit abode for human happiness. Jacques Cartier said of Prince Edward Island, “It needs only the nightingale!” I don’t think Vancouver Island needs even that; the local crow is good enough.

But each of these islands has been brought from its high hopes to a state of stagnation, an arrested development, where the high cost of living forbids alike the leisure of retirement or the mock-activity of gentleman-farming. Each blames the situation on its connection with the other provinces.

What are we to do about it? Now the islands cannot expect to ‘have it coming and going.’ It is no use talking in one breath of Vancouver and Charlottetown as great seats for manufacture, as each a future metropolis of industry, and in the next breath to talk of Vancouver Island or Prince Edward Island as wonderful places to retire to, a haven for people of modest means, a home for landed gentry dispossessed in England by lack of land and the rise of taxes. It is, I think, that fundamental contradiction of trying to think two things at once that is responsible for much of the perplexity of Victoria, — for I speak at present only of the western situation.

Vancouver Island, — I will put it very plainly, — is suffering, as said, from an arrested development. The old ambitions are frustrated, the new ones not yet entertained. Vancouver Island was once a ‘colony’ by itself. Victoria was, and is, a capital. Victoria saw itself as a great Pacific seaport, a rival of Sydney, Melbourne and Hong-Kong. Vancouver City on the mainland eclipsed that ambition and took over that role. The sooner Victoria understands that the eclipse is final, the better for it.

A metropolis of the sea cannot any longer be on an island without bridge and rail connections with the mainland. In the past it was otherwise. Other things counted more. In the days of sailing ships, pirates and unfriendly savages, safety came first, and islands such as Manhattan and Montreal were ideal for easy approach and efficacious defense. With the altered epoch they threw bridges and drove tunnels to the mainland and became part of it. Trains and ships exchange their freights and cargoes. Hong-Kong still keeps its insular isolation. But when railroads and industrial civilization really reach China it is all over with Hong-Kong.

So with Victoria.

The only industries that can flourish on the island are those crude ‘extractive’ industries of lumber, coal and mineral and fish that have nothing to do with tariff protection and urban concentration. It is claimed that there are 127 billion feet of merchantable timber on Vancouver Island within reach of deep water harbours: that the coal deposits of Nanaimo, Comox and the vicinity are estimated at 1,178 million tons within an area of 185 square miles, with probably six times as much on the island: the fisheries of the west coast are inexhaustible assets. All that is admirable: and all the better if the island attracts a new flow of immigrants who need cheap houses and cheap fuel and cheap food.

Yet even with all these wonders of climate and native resources it is doubtful if there would be any great development for Vancouver Island if it were left on the same footing, as the rest of Canada. I mean, under a regime of high protection to manufactures, high costs of living, heavy burden of debt. For all of these things, if they are not over-done, we have in Central Canada counterbalancing advantages; the protective tariff means a greater manufacturing population and it means that people live here instead of living somewhere else. But the argument has no application to Vancouver Island any more than it has to Prince Edward Island. Our high tariff hits it a blow for which it has hardly any ‘come-back’. With us in Central Canada high cost can be offset, — we hope, — by high wages and salaries. On the Island it prevents the incoming of the very people most needed and most suited, people from the old country with a little money of their own.

* * * * *

Therefore I do not think that Vancouver Island can stay in Canada under present conditions without losing a lot of its natural advantages. It does not fit in with our tariff policy, manufacturing policy and our economic nationalism.

It has been suggested that Victoria might be a ‘free port’. Lately the phrase ‘free port’ is widely heard, though little understood, in Canada. In the complete sense it means a duty-free area, — let us imagine it the Island of Montreal, — which includes factories, workers and residents, makes all costs cheap, even cost of labour, (in terms of money) and so promotes export. But this sense implies a tariff boundary against the rest of Canada; or else a huge advantage over all other Canadian sites: and also means that the people on the ‘free port’, say the one million people of Montreal Island, buy cheap foreign goods and the Canadian manufacturer loses their custom. The other kind of free port, — such as the existing area in New York, — merely means the extension of the bounded warehouse idea to a factory. It promotes the import of cheap goods and their manufacture in the area for foreign export. But all this goes little further than a system of drawbacks of duty on goods imported for manufacture and export. We have that now.

None of this fits Victoria. A free port with free entry of goods to Canada would merely substitute, for the rest of us, high cost of transport in place of high cost of manufacture.

What is needed for the whole Island is a relief of the cost of living so as to make it a goal for emigration of people of moderate means anxious to live on their own. It is no use to try to make it a playground of the rich. Apart from a few hotels that does not go far. There are not enough millionaires. Money, big money, is not made from the rich: it is made from the poor. Pennies and cents make plutocrats.

Here is what I would do if I could have the statute book of British Columbia to write in for ten minutes, with an iron pen that could write what no one must rule out.

First I would give a lot of tariff relief to cut the cost of living. I think specially of motor cars for non-commercial use. An island is an island. Motor cars can’t fly. That makes administration automatic, and fraud, with proper registration, very difficult.

Then I would cut the cost of clothes. It seems a wicked thing to say in Canada but I’d even take the tariff off a man’s shirt. I would add wide and sweeping exemption of settlers’ effects in the biggest sense.

Then I would grant a ten years’ exemption of income tax to all immigrants from the old country who brought over, such and such family and such and such servants, cottagers and dependents. This would involve moving their capital from England, or else the English tax would take it. I would make the condition that if they moved it, it must be moved to the Island. I would have a list of approved securities, municipal and corporate, recommended under provincial accountants, and even, perhaps, of guaranteed 4 per cent. securities, (shooting all Social Crediters during the partridge season).

On these terms I would offer land in lots of ten, fifty, or five hundred acres. The idea would not be for commercial farming but for resident settlement, for what used to be called ‘gentleman-farming’, — that glorious method of losing money slowly instead of fast, which distinguishes the English gentleman from the American business man.

Why give these people ten years’ exemption from the income tax, protests the Canadian patriot, when the rest of us pay it? Because that will make them come: without that they won’t. They bring their capital, they bring what is called in Alberta their ‘purchasing power’. Best and most priceless of all they bring their children to grow up as British Canadians. That is the greatest asset of all. I know this for I came to Canada as such a child sixty-one years ago: when I think what an asset I have been I realize that I sold out too cheaply. I should have charged money for coming. And anyway what is ten years? We give a similar exemption for a factory to settle in a town, — why not to the makers of a nation?

* * * * *

This would set in motion a wave of what I have called elsewhere manorial settlement, the establishment of people of means, loving the country life, fond of what they call work and never having really worked a day in their existance. Work is when you go in somewhere at seven or eight o’clock in the morning and the boss says ‘do this’, and you do it until noon. He says ‘I want so and so’ and you mustn’t say ‘Do you’? I have worked once or twice. It’s awful. The Indians were quite right about it: it’s beneath a human being.

But work that means poking and pottering round a little place of ten to twenty acres, with gardens, orchards, firewood and home brewed beer! that is something else! And the cottagers and dependents? They don’t work either: each runs his own little show.

Such is the small estate. Imagine how eagerly people in England with an income of say five hundred pounds a year, — after paying about a quarter as much for taxes, and getting by investment only three per cent., — how eagerly they would turn to such an Island of the Blest. And the thing is there. It’s easy.

Manorial settlement is not buying and selling, — a minimum of that. It is as nearly self-sufficing as can be. People who talk of ‘mixed farming’ are trying to express the idea. Under such settlement you own your house and land and so there is no rent: fuel costs nothing: food next to nothing: if the tax is off your shirt it’s cheap enough. Electric light isn’t needed. Napoleon never had it. Telephones can be fixed up locally. Local roads can be made and kept up by joint labour, as we used to do in Ontario and still do a little. Bridges can be maintained by tolls and schools by fees and subscriptions. In other words, there is hardly any need for local taxes.

The number of people attracted would be enormous provided they have faith in the credit and good faith of the Island. I would help this by offering facilities to ‘come and see’: a refund say of one-half the rail and steamer fare if the people took a trial trip and then come to settle. The amount of incoming money would boom the lumber and building trades, and the trade in golf clubs, playing cards, Scotch whiskey, shot guns, waders, fishing rods and all the apparatus of English land settlement.

With such a plan the central idea is everything, — the manorial settlement of Vancouver Island, — the ‘details’ are nothing. In thirty-five years of college and public lecturing I always refused to discuss details. It’s too late to start now. Let the idea stand for itself.


CHAPTER TWELVE

PROVINCES AND DOMINION
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I want to state a case, — as my friends among the clergy like to put it,— ‘fearless of denial’. That means, to overstate it in such strong language that no one dares contradict it. I want to show that Canada is in danger of breaking up: that the provinces have utterly outgrown, or overpassed, the place intended for them: that they are planets threatening to leave their orbits. In other words, it is to me visible and obvious that Canada has already changed from a federation to a confederacy. It is now threatening to turn into a sort of confederate league, a union of commonwealths, a ‘heptarchy’.

Worse than that; during the transition so much doubt envelops the question of rival powers, — legal doubt as to where the provinces end and the Dominion begins, — that we stand arrested, brought to a full stop, thrown into Chancery. The Dominion undertook to legislate a general code (1935) on labour and wages and social security. What happened? The statutes drifted through the courts. Most of them as enacted were declared ultra vires by the Privy Council and no one knows now what authority can make general regulation of labour in Canada and whether any one can. The legislation proposed may have been good or may have been bad. Similarly Alberta by an executive order and an Act (1936), and others described above, followed by other legislation (Reduction and Settlement), undertook to cancel half the interest of public debt, to lower municipal debt interest, and to cancel in part all private debts more than three years old. The legislation may have been good, may have been bad. That’s not the point. The Alberta courts (February 1937), declared the legislation beyond the constitution power of Alberta: perhaps it was, perhaps it wasn’t. The province is proposing to answer by legislation doing the same thing in another way, cancelling interest instead of principal. The decisions are not final and the situation must drag on till at last, say in a year or two, the Privy Council gives a decision. By the time it does, something else will have happened.

To all this there is no end. We are in Chancery as solidly and hopeless as were Jarndyce and Jarndyce; worse, because they knew it, some of them, and we don’t. It is strange how history repeats itself and the people repeating it don’t know it. We look back with a smile to the old Court of Chancery with its infinite delays, and don’t know that we are in it ourselves. We are in as tight as ever was a Jarndyce. We are like a lion in a net, a Laocoon coiled with snakes. To the lawyers the coil is an embrace. They like it. The Lord Chief Justice of England wrote a book in 1934 called the New Despotism, to show how beautiful is the system of appeal to the courts and how wicked an executive decision by an official. The Lord Justice missed the point. Appeal means infinite delay, uncertain paralysis like that which lies heavy on Canada right now. An executive decision is as final as a headsman’s axe. He should read his British history again and he would see where that headsman’s axe comes in with its beautiful finality. At least the case is over. It is what the lawyers call a res judicata. ‘Stone dead,’ said Lord Strafford of the Stuart tyranny, ‘hath no fellow’. Later he ‘got his’.

But as it is we sit in Chancery with all the numbness that goes with it. The Dominion cabinet could have nullified the whole Alberta legislation, not qua ultra vires, but as “not in the general interests of the Dominion”, a power expressly granted with a full understanding of what it meant, and expressly set forth and annotated by Sir John A. Macdonald as Attorney-General in 1869. But no Dominion Government, — Liberal, Conservative or Apostolic, — dares use the power now.

More still than that. We don’t know how to amend or change our constitution. We chained it around us and lost the key of the padlock. In 1867 the recourse to the plenary power of the British Parliament seemed enough: so it was for a little while: joint addresses and an Imperial Act (as in 1870, 1871, 1884, etc.) was all that was needed. Easy and simple and so much better than noisy American voting, or a French coup d’état.

The British North America Act, which is the backbone of our constitution, was framed in 1865 in Canada and enacted in England in 1867. The form it took reflected our relation to the United States. That the union was made at all, was due to the fear of American aggression. It took its peculiar form, — supposed to be centralization, — as an effort to keep away from American sin, — state rights. So much that we have done in Canada has been based on this idea of keeping clean of American sin, and yet we always get nearer to it. The Loyalists of 1784 came here to try not to be Americans. Governor Simcoe opened his little Niagara parliament of 1792 as an “image and transcription” of British government. Lord Durham diagnosed our sickly condition in 1839 as needing a dose of the British system of responsible government. Confederation, as made, was an attempt to get as close to the unitary system of British government, all powerful at the centre in the last resort, as the physical, racial and religious circumstances allowed. The unification of economic life was a thing everybody took for granted. The safeguarding of language, of schools, of religion was the reason for the federalism of the compact. Economics didn’t come in.

Everything went the other way. The Americans killed ‘states rights’ with the sword. When it came to life again as ‘economic rights’ they killed it with constitutional amendments and decisions of the courts (Income Tax Amendments of 1913, etc., etc.). Now, to extirpate the last of the economic heresy, Mr. Roosevelt, like a Plantagenet king sends the judges of the Supreme Court to the block. As with ourselves and the court of Chancery, Mr. Roosevelt repeats history. ‘Fore God!’ said the King, the actual words are those of Richard III, as Protector, “I will not dine until your head is off.” Little children reading history often wonder how the King could behead the meek old men. Wiser people knew then, and know now, that very often meek old men need beheading the worst way. The man who orders it was called a ‘tyrant’ in Greece, a ‘dictator’ in Rome, a ‘despotic monarch’ in Tudor times, and today a ‘business executive’.

So in the United States, the original American sin of divided economic power and state control of economic life, is being ironed out flat into a national unity, — which will bring an advance that will leave us nowhere, if we do not imitate it.

But, contrary to what happened in the United States, since its organization under the British North America Act of 1867, the Dominion of Canada has developed in exactly the contrary direction from that which was intended and expected. The conferences that sat in Charlottetown in 1864 and in Quebec in 1865 to frame the Canadian constitution met under the shadow of the American Civil War. Before their eyes was an evidence of the disasters that accompany divided power and the lack of sovereign authority. They intended to avoid such disasters for Canada by giving the central government an overwhelming power and in especially conferring on it the whole range of economic control (B.N.A. Act, 91). They safeguarded the rights of provinces and of minorities in regard to religion and language, but gave, as they thought, the final control of natural economic life to the Dominion. The taxation clause, as contrasted with the limited powers of the United States Congress, gave to the federal government the right of taxation by “any mode or system”; it received the plenary control of trade and commerce, including the customs and the excise; of the criminal law; of money and banking; of immigration (concurrent but over-riding); of land-settlement in the North-West in which the Hudson’s Bay Company was to transfer its vast empty holdings that later made three provinces.

Nothing was said about labour legislation, labour disputes, etc., because in 1867 no one was thinking of such. The clause which gave to the provinces (92) the control of “property and civil rights” meant presumably nothing more than the regulation of purchase, sale, and the taxation of inheritance and real estate. Later on this clause was destined to swallow up all the others. It is hardly conceivable that in 1867 anybody could imagine that the clause could enable a province to tear up a contract made by itself in good faith with a corporation of another province. The only fear at first was that the province would be too feeble financially to exist. Hence the system whereby they received ‘subsidies’ as their chief means of support. In the year 1868 the whole expenditure of Ontario was $1,179,269, and the whole expenditure of Quebec was $1,181,932. Nearly the whole of this expenditure was defrayed by Dominion subsidies.

The B.N.A. Act went into effect: the North-West was taken over (1869): a tiny province (the ‘postage stamp’ of Manitoba of 1870) was carved out of it. British Columbia came in (1871), on the promise of getting a railroad, Prince Edward Island (1873) on the promise of getting rid of one. The power of the Dominion grew at first like a vigorous tree. It bound up the whole country in a ‘National Policy’ of high protection; it put a railway to the Pacific, 1886: it poured emigrants into the North-West, especially after 1896, in a veritable flood, an “invasion” alike from Europe and from America. The best politicians, the really national figures, the Lauriers, the Blakes, the Siftons, left the provinces for Ottawa. The provincial legislatures seemed turning into ‘sun-dogs’ of the over-bright illumination from the capital.

But unforseen and unnoticed great changes came. The discovery of mineral wealth, under provincial control, literally changed the map of Canada, and turned wilderness to Eldorado. In Confederation days Canada produced only about $1,000,000 worth of gold per annum: (some 50,000 fine ounces), in 1935 it had passed beyond 3,000,000 fine ounces and was second only to South Africa in world production; in silver it is second only to Mexico. The water-power of Canada, an asset rising in importance as petroleum plays out, represents 34,000,000 horse-power, all of it — except 731,000 in the Arctic — under the control of the provinces. The enormous pulp and paper industry, unknown at Confederation, has become a vast provincial concern. At times a Canadian province dictates news-print prices to a submissive continent. Add to this the motor-car industry, which while gasoline lasts, affords, along with the monopoly of the sale of liquor, a colossal financial resource.

The result is that the Canadian provinces have turned into little economic kingdoms. Ontario has an area of 415,582 square miles and a population of 3,500,000. It has opened up a railway of its own, tapping minerals and forest resources, northward to the shallow and lonely shores of the James Bay. It has more than 600 miles of sea-coast. An air-fleet floats over it, looking down to find gold. The province owns all the public lands, the Dominion none: owns the forests and the minerals. It has an annual expenditure of over $60,000,000. It does not control money and legal tender, but, like its sister province, Quebec, it contains trust and loan companies as powerful instruments of credit. The province, not the Dominion, has the control of all municipal institutions: the city of Montreal, with a million people, must take the medicine given to it from Quebec. Enthroned over this sovereignty is the prime minister of the province, like the ‘Great King’ of the Persians. These men — the Tachereaus and the Duplessis and the Fergusons and the Hepburns — go no longer to Ottawa, except as ambassadors from their kingdoms.

More than that, we seem to have been doing our best to augment in every way the power of the provinces, to depress in every way the power of the Dominion. To the Dominion was given at Confederation the power to set aside provincial legislation if it was contrary to the general interests of the Dominion. This has nothing to do with the right of the courts to set aside provincial legislation that goes beyond the powers allotted to the provinces. It is supplementary to it, intended to begin where the other ended, as equity used to supplement the common law.

This power was vigorously used. In the years 1900-1905 the Dominion disallowed a series of British Columbia statutes intended to restrict oriental immigration. Probably the Dominion was wrong in its policy. But it was right in its law. The Dominion could have set aside two years ago the Ontario Acts cancelling power contracts: could have, but as things go now, wouldn’t dare to. The Dominion could set aside the whole Alberta debt cancellation: could, in point of law, but in point of fact is not likely to. The passage of an actual Social Credit Act (a help-yourself dividend) might rouse its enfeebled energy to action.

The courts have joined in. The mystic clause for “control of property and civil rights” (B.N.A. Act 92 par. 13), as mystic as a Delphic Oracle has been worked by the attendant priests with as great a latitude. Under this clause provinces are now able, among other things, to tax one another’s goods. Manitoba levies an import duty on Ontario beer: that is the plain meaning of the supplementary five cents a bottle extra paid in drinking it.

The climax was reached when the Privy Council declared ultra vires the code of Dominion legislation adopted in 1935 to regulate labour and wages, the Minimum Wage Act, the Weekly Rest in Industrial Undertakings Act, the Limitation of Hours of Work Act, the Employment and Social Insurance Act. To most of us here in Canada who have devoted long and arduous years to the study of our history and to the meaning and purpose of the British North American Act, the decision seems absolutely erroneous, — bad law, bad sense, entire ignorance of what was meant and intended in 1867. Is it not time that these appeals to the Privy Council, in such a case as this appeals from wisdom to ignorance, from interest to indifference, should end? Why is such an appeal necessary? Have we not courts and lawyers and honesty? Granted that the Privy Council is wonderful in deciding the law of Nigeria as between the Native Sheik El Fooselum and Tribal Chief Yum-Bumbo, are we quite in their class? I know at least two Canadian Chief Justices, one retired and one active, who could give a better decision on Canadian constitutional questions than the whole Privy Council. Make it three. I’ve thought of one out West.

Where custom failed and the courts failed to increase provincial power we have done it by Dominion legislation, a sort of Hari-Kari. The public land of the North-West belonged to the Dominion. With that understanding the people of the Dominion at large paid for putting railways across the continent. In 1931 the public land of Alberta and Saskatchewan was ‘given back’ to them with a compensation of $6,250,000 for our having dared to use it. Henceforth the Dominion is powerless to organize and estimate immigration, except into the arctic regions. It has no land.

What has Ottawa got left, in the way of economic control? Very little. It never had the public lands and resources of the older provinces, it has given over to provincial control those of the new. It controls immigration, but without land for immigrants. This means that it has the right to shut out immigrants, but no satisfactory way to let them in. It controls the navy — but there isn’t any to speak of — and the army — what there is of it: controls defence on a continent still happy in peace. It hunts and hangs criminals. It keeps track of the weather; adds up statistics (marvellously well; its Year Book is a model); it runs experimental farms. But the economic life of the country has passed beyond its control.

This economic disunion works like an evil leaven in the body corporate of the state. Like a malignant disease, the worse it is the worse it tends to be. The demand is for further separatism, for the breaking of the union, or the imposition of new terms as the price of consenting to stay in. The sorrows of the Maritimes are too well known to need rehearsal. But now comes the demand for secession in the very heart of French Canada, — the parent home of our commonwealth. It is as if the nest wanted to leave the young birds, the odd homestead to get up and walk away. It seems incredible but a lot of younger French-Canadians talk now of ‘Laurentia’, — a republic on the St. Lawrence. It is a dream that vanishes on waking, a bubble that bursts at a touch. How could French Canada secede without Montreal? And how could it secede with Montreal? Does Laurentia take with it the English banks and the magnates and McGill University with its professors, both active and super-active? Will the Republic hold and control the St. Lawrence, dictating to 125,000,000 other people? Or will Laurentia put on the old-time mantle of poverty and devotion and retire to the snows of the Peribonka, in the land of Maria Chapdelaine?

Nor does the list of secessions end there. At times New Ontario finds Old Ontario too old and proposes to quit it. Look at this from the wrong angle and it looks right, — Fort William as the capital, the mining country as the kingdom and no limit but the sky! But like all the other secessions, it takes for granted the passive co-operation of the rest of Canada, — the continuance of rail, trade and tariff freedom, — nothing changed except its own secession.

Of similar aspect is the ‘secession’ of Victoria already discussed. Of the Queen Charlotte Islands I have not heard. They may be going or they may be staying.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

OUR RAILWAY MUDDLE
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The Canadian railway problem represents such a muddle, that it isn’t even worth while getting angry about it. I remember being rebuked some years ago for so doing. I had written in a very bitter strain about the year’s operation of the Canadian National System and had said sarcastically, “We don’t need this railway and by all accounts the Chinese are badly in need of railways. Let’s give them the Canadian National.” A correspondent of the newspaper, a retired clergyman, wrote and said, “Professor Leacock’s suggestion seems excellent: but has he considered the physical difficulty involved on the transfer?”

That’s the spirit, that gentle attitude in which to approach a topic so controversial and around which there has been so much bitterness.

I must plead guilty to taking a one-sided view. I have always been against the present Canadian system of make-believe competition as between a railway ‘company’ that isn’t a company at all, but a government department, and a railway company that doesn’t get a chance to be one.

But I will write with as little bitterness as possible. I am reminded here of my good old friend Archie McKinnon whom I knew in Beaverton nearly fifty years ago. Archie was the real type of local politician, a liberal, a ‘grit’, unchangeable, unconvincible. He was of a great age, had been a rebel in 1837 and had reached a time of life when even a Scotchman begins to feel the ravages of time. But the fire burned in him still.

I met him one day, when the question of a new ‘town hall’ had reached a fever point of controversy. Archie was standing, leaning on his stick, on the sidewalk, in deep, hard thought. It was a rainy day. But he hadn’t noticed it.

I asked him, — 

“Mr. McKinnon, what do you think of this town-hall question?”

He turned and answered, — 

“Mr. Leacock, my time is short. I am not what I was. And when I go I want to go with no animosity, no bitterness, — with gentleness to all. As to this town-hall question, I prefer to say nothing, absolutely nothing, — ex-cept — that there are more damn fools among the Conservatives in Beaverton than would fill an asylum.”

* * * * *

That’s how I feel about our national railways system, — no animosity at all.

So I begin at the beginning. As most people know, there are practically only two railway systems in Canada, the Canadian Pacific Railway Company and the Canadian National Railways. The former is a private corporation, originally incorporated in 1881, generously subsidized with prairie land, and originally, to some extent, with money. By means of it the North West was opened up, the Atlantic joined to the Pacific, and Confederation rendered geographically possible.

The company, after a hard initial struggle, grew and flourished. From the time of its inception the company paid dividends in varying amounts until 1911, when the maximum rate of 10 per cent., which was to be maintained until 1932 without a break, was reached. Its subsidiary enterprises — mines, steamers, hotels — were an added source of revenue. Its shares — nominally $100 par value — sold as low as $33 in 1895, and sold before the War almost up to $300. It had the Western field all to itself; the East it shared with feeble competitors.

One of these was the Intercolonial Railway — from Montreal to Halifax — built as a military necessity with the aid of Imperial finance. Initially it was not expected to make money, and it lived up to the expectation. The poor mostly rode free, and the rich travelled on passes. The conductor sat and smoked with the passengers like a ship’s captain at his exalted table.

Freight rolled along — when there was any — on its own terms. The thing was too good not to pass it around. So when Prince Edward Island was to be coaxed into the Dominion (1873) its bankrupt railway and its ferry service became a part of the Intercolonial. A rich and rising country carried the burden easily enough, just as a strong man can carry a sore finger. But the gangrene was there just the same. It is now working through the whole system.

The other original competitor of the C.P.R. in Eastern Canada was the Grand Trunk Railway, intended to link the Great Lakes to the Atlantic, a company of great opportunities, which it never realized. It had absorbed a group of minor roads in Ontario and Quebec, but it never paid a dividend on its Common stock, being managed or mis-managed, from London. The C.P.R., organized and conducted by a group of men of exceptional talent and enterprise, was soon able to compete successfully with the Grand Trunk on its own ground.

It was this situation which Sir Wilfrid Laurier, whose true function was benevolence and not business, proposed to turn to political account by organizing a second transcontinental system, based on the co-operation of the Government and the Grand Trunk. The Government and the Grand Trunk were to build a railway from tide water in New Brunswick (Moncton) to a northern (ready-made) port on the Pacific, presently called Prince Rupert.

From Moncton to Winnipeg the Government was to build and own the line, as a National Transcontinental spanning the St. Lawrence by a bridge just above Quebec. This was the last word in American railway construction. In England and in Europe railways were built to connect existing cities; in America, to connect cities with others not yet existing — the railway at the start going from somewhere to nowhere. The railway came first and the towns came after.

This new departure went further. It went from nowhere to nowhere, passing nowhere. It was constructed far north of existing settlement. Its construction reaped a rich harvest for contractors; scandals grew like wild oats along its right-of-way. The western part of the line, from Winnipeg to Prince Rupert, was built by a new company, the Grand Trunk Pacific, its bonds guaranteed to 75 per cent. of its cost. The new company was to rent the National section for fifty years at 3 per cent. of the cost, an agreement by which everybody, except the taxpayer, wanted the cost as high as possible. But the taxpayer, as yet, didn’t count. The bridge at Quebec was in the class of the Colossus of Rhodes, equally scenic and about as valuable. The system, operated in conjunction with the Grand Trunk, was a failure from the start, a mill-stone round the neck of Canada.

To make the weight heavier another stone was added. This was the third Transcontinental, the Canadian Northern, built as a private enterprise out of old charters and odd bits, picking up Government and municipal bonuses as a bird picks up crumbs. The Canadian public had lost its head with the boom. The War smashed the whole railway system. But it would have broken anyway of its own weight. By 1916 there were 40,000 miles of railroad in Canada. Here again the frame was too big for the picture.

To save financial disaster the Government took over the Canadian Northern (9,500 miles) in 1917. The Grand Trunk Pacific failed to make its payments. The Dominion took it over. The Grand Trunk collapsed and was taken over in 1920, its shareholders to be paid what their stock was worth. This, in the case of the Common shareholders, turned out to be nothing. Their sobs are not yet hushed. Their fate now stands as a hodie mihi, cras tibi for a new set of Common shareholders.

* * * * *

Out of these elements of historical survival, junk, optimism and extravagance was pretentiously created by Act of Parliament (1923) the Canadian National Railway Company, not a company at all, having neither shares, nor shareholders nor dividends. Its status is that of a little boy given an account book to let him ‘pretend’.

The name National Railway Company, adopted in 1919, was later altered to Canadian National Railways. The same childish make-believe of a separate existence was carried on. The government solemnly lent itself money, chalked up debts against itself, and told itself sternly that it really must pay. One recalls the figure, in Dickens’ Barnaby Rudge, of old John Willett who kept the Maypole Inn and, in his old age, got a knock on the head that made him silly. So he used to stand at his ‘tap’ serving drinks to his old cronies, and then retired with a wink behind a door and chalk up the score (never paid) on a slate. The Canadian Transportation Department is the old John Willett of Ottawa.

Since that date the Canadian National System has dragged the country further and further into the slough of despond. Supposedly the system pays its operating expenses out of revenue and pays also the interest due on its inherited obligations and on the new money borrowed to maintain and expand it. Whether the operating revenue pays the operating cost is a matter that can be known only to an expert having access to the books. Railway expenditure is hard to check and easy to disguise. Maintenance cost can masquerade as capital cost. Thus the system could show a profit on its operation in reality offset by charges carried to capital. During the last ten years the railway receipts have been reported to cover the cost of operation, save in three depression years, at its highest the net income available for interest was $44,000,000 (1928), and the greatest deficit (1931) was $5,000,000. But the essence of the situation lies elsewhere. The net income available for interest does not suffice to meet the annual interest charge on the securities held by the public and assumed or guaranteed by the Dominion when it took over the railways, let alone the interest on money borrowed directly from the Government. In addition to this, continued expenditure, called ‘capital’ expenditure, is made by borrowing more money on which again an interest charge must be created. Hence the cumulative deficit, added up as $264,000,000 when the ‘Company’, — save the mark! — was consolidated in 1923, added up in 1935 to $1,078,000,000.

* * * * *

This is not the debt. This is just the added new deficit by which the original debt is increased. When the constituent lines of the National System were taken over by the Government they owed to the Dominion in return for appropriations, loans, and advances and interest $527,000,000. This by end of 1935 had increased to $1,655,000,000. In addition to that the National Railways owed to the public at the time of their acquisition the sum of $810,000,000. This had increased by the end of last year to $1,155,000,000. This is not counting the $247,000,000 rolled up since the Government decided that ‘cash’ deficits and Eastern lines deficits should not be met by fresh railway borrowings, but by appropriations granted under Act of Parliament.

Meantime in February of the present year the Minister of Transportation presented his report on the operation of the system in 1936. From this it appears that the gross operating revenue was $154,000,000 and the operating income was $145,000,000. This leaves a net revenue after certain other charges of $6,600,000 available towards paying ‘fixed charges’. But as the year’s fixed charges in the form of interest alone on bonded debt amounted to $49,900,000, this leaves a net income cash deficit of $43,300,000. In addition to this, the government is to lend another $9,916,000 to the railway to spend on ‘capital improvement’, and miscellaneous debt requirements, and as no one knows where capital improvement ends and current maintenance begins, without looking at every item, no one can know how great the real deficit is. One can only watch the huge total of debt going steadily up.

But the government doesn’t even want people to watch this: the sight is too painful. They had better forget it. So an Act has been just adopted, the Reduction of Capital Structure Act of 1937, to enable us to forget it. The Act is another gigantic piece of make-believe. It is called “reorganizing the capital structure of the railway”. All it means is blotting out its debts. It is held that if the Railway borrows from the government, and the government borrows from the people to get the money, then the debt adds up twice, and makes one dollar of debt look like two. To avoid this, the minister rolls up the debt in his hand as a conjurer does a billiard ball, then opens his hand and, presto! the debt has vanished.

Consequently from now on, each current addition to the debt is of no consequence. Provided always that we can’t pay it, we agree to wipe it off and forget it.

It’s a great idea. I’ve been thinking of “reorganizing the capital structure” of my account with the University Club on the same plan.

A ‘company’ run on this plan becomes a dangerous prodigal. It has everything to gain and nothing to lose. It has no dividends to pay, nothing to fear, and a fond parent to pay its debts. It can spend what it likes on equipment, on luxury, on ‘service’, and its alma mater, the Dominion of Canada, will pay for it. It can build competing lines, run them at a loss, carry goods below cost — it doesn’t matter. Its finance is that of a spoiled spendthrift — just ducks and drakes.

* * * * *

But why, it is asked, does the country stand for it? Why permit the National System — it has dropped the word ‘company’ as too small, too mean for it — to be a national spoiled darling? The reason lies in its history. It came into the world — its original skeleton of 1903 — just about the time of the clamour for ‘People’s’ railways, of opposition to trusts and monopolies. Someone had called a railway an octopus. The western farmers didn’t want octopi around. They had pests enough. And perhaps, too, at the height of its prestige, the existing railway had treated the West a little bit de haut en bas, wouldn’t build branch lines everywhere the farmers wanted them. At any rate, western agrarian opinion clamoured for a ‘People’s’ railroad, and still want it. For the deficit they don’t care. Let the ‘East’ pay it. They’ve trouble enough without worrying over the railway problem. So the whole transportation structure of Canada drifts like a mass of wreckage, nearer and nearer to the fall. The Canadian National policy is driving the C.P.R. towards the edge. Its dividends have stopped; its shares have fallen. The farmers don’t care — don’t realize the danger that, if the crash comes, it comes to them also.

As a consequence there is very little interest in the West of Canada in the railway problem. A lecture on the subject would be delivered to empty seats. The Western farmer has somehow got it into his head that the railway problem is a ‘good one’ on the East. He is like the Irishman of the anecdote who was carried up ten stories in a hod, for a bet, by a fellow-bricklayer and who said as he paid the money, “At the eighth story I thought I had you.”

So the Western farmer, carried up in the hod of the annual budget, peeps over the edge and chuckles “This time he’ll drop me sure!”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

IMMIGRATION AND LAND SETTLEMENT
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At various points in this book I have spoken of immigration. I have tried to show, in the first place, that Canada is practically an empty country, as compared with its great latent resources. In a book which I wrote some years ago on Economic Prosperity in the British Empire (and which no one ever read except a few prime ministers and some of the older bishops), I placed a map to show our potential population of 250,000,000. It was based on the number of people now living on a similar extent of territory, of no better resources, in Europe. I still think the argument sound. But divide if one will by ten and there will still be room for millions of emigrants.

I have tried elsewhere to show that an immigrant is an asset. Directly or indirectly, he brings to the country a great quantity of ‘capital’. Think of capital as money, bank drafts and documents (the shadow) or as the physical goods, machinery, etc., that follow (the substance). It doesn’t matter which you visualize as capital. That is what the emigrant brings.

But I have tried to show that the days of single-man immigration are over. Even with a free homestead an immigrant can’t come ‘on his own’. He only clogs the labour market. The homestead days are gone by.

Our great need now is organized immigration. I think that it would restore our prosperity — as if we struck the granite rock of hard times and out of it flowed the pure waters of salvation.

I have already discussed the simpler and smaller organization of memorial settlement, — of people who come with money. I now turn to talk of the people who come with none. For these I propose to return to the principle of land company settlement which had such admirable results in old days in Upper Canada, and which was all too lightly laid aside. It would take a whole book to develop properly the subject of Land Settlement as a Company Enterprise. The best that one can hope to do here is to indicate the main purpose, and show the chief difficulties. We learn more by discussing and facing what’s wrong with a plan than by dwelling on what’s right with it.

Company settlement means a plan whereby a group of immigrants, in the course of a few consecutive years, are placed on a tract of land as a sort of going concern. The motive for it has to be found in a mixture of philanthropy and rapacity, the truly human half-and-half tonic. Men are not all greed, nor all goodness. To invite people to subscribe money for Empire Settlement Schemes, from which they get nothing themselves, will never carry far. The sources of such generosity are easily choked by the sands of difficulty and dispute. On the other hand any scheme for ‘making a pile’, for getting the last cent out of the immigrant and chiselling the last dollar of subsidy out of the government will only end in political scandal and disaster. Something in between is needed. Show me a company by which I can get five or six per cent. and also sit in a white robe with a harp, and I’m in on it. Such were the canny motives of old John Galt: and such, in a higher degree and with a greater illumination, the motives of Prince Rupert and his associates in founding that profitable and patriotic enterprise the Hudson’s Bay Company.

Similarly Land Settlement must avoid the two extremes of naked individualism and hug-me-tight communism. The days are gone when you can settle a country by dumping down on it a ‘rugged individual’ with an axe and a dipper of whiskey. The days have not come when you can make a communist settlement with the work all allotted by the bosses, the food divided up by the assessors and the wives distributed by the Matrimonial Bureau. Communism sees no difficulty in Land Settlement; certainly not; if communism would work for society in general, the settlement of new land would be only one particular case. The greater would include the less.

In other words, in a successful company settlement the individual must be as far as possible ‘on his own’: not of necessity at once and in every case the owner of his own house, but at least the owner of his own wages. The company is a kind of frame in which individual fortune is fitted into a composite picture.

The feature of the situation which our generation has learned and which the previous one did not know, is the danger of collapse from falling prices and unsaleable products. To place a settlement of people principally to grow wheat, or to grow fruit, or to catch fish, — any sole or dominant occupation, — would mean inevitable shipwreck in the next price collapse. The bulwark against this lies in self-sufficiency, carried as far as ever it can be. The ideal settlement raises its own food and eats it: catches its own fish and cooks it; cuts its own lumber and builds its houses with it. It cooks, bakes, boils, cans, distills, ferments, sews, stitches, paints; it carpenters, it blacksmiths, — it pushes self-sufficiency as far as ever it can till the points where it meets the need for machine products from outside. These grudgingly it must buy, with things which, grudgingly, it will sell. Thus it can’t print. It must buy books. But, after all, people never die for want of them. It can’t sing: it may listen to a radio: but even Queen Victoria lived and died without one. The basic idea is that hard times will sweep away luxuries. But the rock bottom economic basis of life will still hold.

Thus in Company Settlement one would never make such calculations as that it costs more to can fruit than to buy it canned, more to raise hens than to buy eggs, more to raise hogs than to import hogs. All those fatal pieces of arithmetic have a trick in them. They take for granted something you sell in order to buy the outside stuff, and they take for granted the price you get. By this sin fell the Prairies. The unit size of land settlement is settled by certain obvious needs. It must be big enough for schools, including a high school. It cannot be big enough for a college. It must be big enough for a hospital; not for a medical school. It must have enough people to be able to use the machinery of lower manufacture: big enough for a planing mill, for a tannery, a brick yard (or several of each), not big enough to make paper but big enough to make houses. It must be big enough for farms, fields, pastures, woods, waters, hunting grounds and golf courses. It would work out at something like half the size of an Ontario county, say, 1,000 square miles, — a little over thirty miles each way. It would carry a population, in this stage of development, of two or three thousand people. Closer settlement would involve a different industrial regime only for favoured spots, and would come after.

The Land Settlement Company could expect to get in its charter from the government terms something of the sort that the Canada Company had, or the Wakefield Colonization Society in New Zealand. One may imagine a free grant of land: a certain amount of tax-exemption, initial or permanent for the shares and property: certain aid in making transportation facilities from where existing ones end to which their settlement block lies: this might mean a branch line railway: but more likely a truck road is good enough: erection at the cost of the Dominion of a post office and Federal buildings and presumably a gift of police protection. There is no trouble here except in details.

The company raises money as follows. A few people put up enough money for initial survey, search and negotiations. For what they spend thus they get presently extra shares. This has been done hundreds of times. The company, definitely organized after this, takes up subscriptions on shares. The appeal is patriotic as well as pecuniary. The company is pledged to bring out so many settlers a year, all British. The Charter allows a bond issue. It allows (This is doubtful ground) a dividend payment out of assets, at say 4 per cent. Not that this is vital but it induces people to come in.

With the money raised the Company ‘engages’ the immigrants. They go with wives, children and all, passage paid, everything paid. When they arrive in the Valley of Hope, they work for wages: they get part in cash, till they repay their passage money. Then they get all in cash, unless and until they want to take a holding, that is, to call their house their own, or take a blacksmith shop or any single enterprise. If they want to do that then they can, while still working for the company, leave a part of their wages to go as instalment against their tenure. It is the plan of the Irish Land Purchase of 1902 and of a hundred and one house-owning plans.

The company has marked out the Valley of Hope, not exactly into town lots, as now-a-days, but on a plan. Towns, we are told, are very soon (I mean in fifty years) going to give way to another form of human occupation of the land,— ‘centifrugal settlement’ a sort of centre and suburbs, — everything trying to get away from the centre and seek space and isolation. In the Valley of Hope, just where the River of Peace joins its twin stream the River of Contentment, there will be an obviously central spot for Administration buildings, the Government buildings of Canada, the Hospital, the High School, — a town but with everything trying not to be in it.

There will be other focus points or lesser settlement. All this will be marked out ahead.

The company will mark and keep in reserve a lot of sites and locations. On others it will build houses, farmsteads, sawmills, and blacksmith shops, and carpenter shops, — At first the company does it all: then less and less: in about fifty years it winds up, — with a maximum set and a minimum hoped for, as the final compensation of its shareholders.

One asks what are the receipts of the company? In cash very little at first, hardly anything. Very likely there is something which it can produce with its hired labour and sell, even at the start. But the process would be risky and should be kept carefully in control. What it would sell would depend on the location: it might be lumber or pulp-wood or fish, or in limits and carefully, grain and fruit.

But every time the company builds a house, or builds a dam, an asset is created, though no cash return appears as yet. That is why it is allowed to pay a dividend out of capital. One asks why pay a dividend at all? The reason is psychological. People will subscribe ever so much more readily if there is an actual dividend than even for a far larger dividend in prospect.

But company’s cash receipts will grow all the time. Outside services, not part of the life-tissue of the land settlement, will pay a revenue. Thus, — the company builds a moving picture theatre at Hope Centre and an outsider rents it and puts on films: he also rents a house to live in. The picture house and the picture man are non-essential. In hard times they must look out for themselves. So is the barber who opens the shop and gives Roman Massage to the blacksmith. He is not a company man. He pays rent and if hard times come, and it’s a close shave, then he’ll have to make it a little closer.

Very soon a large group of non-essential outsiders will attach to the settlement. They are like tissue turning into bone. One asks who pays them? The answer is that they partly pay one another as when the barber goes to moving pictures and the moving picture man gets shaved, and both pay the company rent to do it. Also the company’s own people from the start have money, — real money, not scrip, not prosperity, — paid to them as whole or part wages.

Other revenues keep coming. The company permits ‘Manorial Settlement’ for people arriving with their own money to take up a ‘Manor’. This brings in the money for building and the money for the land.

But turn a moment to the difficulties and watch how they multiply like a cloud of flies. I remember how once a distinguished college principal under whom I served said, “When I hear of a new scheme being advocated I never ask who’s for it but who’s against it”. So it is well to see what a lot of difficulties there are. Where do these Pilgrims of Hope get medical service? Private practice wouldn’t do, obviously, — it would mean no doctors or too many doctors. State doctors, — that is, hired by the company? But one knows all the present difficulty with that in England and in the British Columbia scheme. — I think a modified system, company doctors and a company hospital, but with a private supplemental fee to keep the advantage of private-practice.

School teachers? Does the provincial school system apply, or does the company do it all? I don’t know.

Liquor. How much do they drink and where do they get it. I don’t know. But they’ll get it somehow.

Much more difficult problem, — the Mail Order List. Must the Pilgrims of Hope buy their boots from the local bootmaker, made with local leather? Can’t they order from outside? I’m just afraid they can’t, not the essential things, made in the Valley, — no. Then can the bootmaker charge what he pleases? and if not, isn’t that getting close to socialism? Well it does look like it.... And yet certain self-sufficient trades must be kept up.... Better go and think about it some more.

Electric light? I guess they can’t have it. Plumbing? I think that can be local.

Turn to some of the easy things. For example, hotels, — will there be hotels? Ah! Will there! That’ll be one of the best things the company does and from which it draws a real revenue. There will be more ‘tourists’ coming to look at the new settlement than can be found beds for. They’ll have to stay awake all night and spend money.

The company management? Does that imply a set of angels as it does under socialism? I don’t think so. I think that ordinary company management would apply to the Valley of Hope. Officials nominated by the Directors, and paid and retained according to results, would meet the needs of the case. Results would be judged, presumably, not solely and brutally in terms of last-cent profit. It would include the idea of social contentment, of human happiness. Success or failure would soon write itself all over the Valley and good management would prove itself, bad management condemn itself.

* * * * *

The great merit of a plan of Company Settlement, on some such lines as indicated, is that if it succeeds once, it can de done again. It can be duplicated over and over. It is, in other words, if it succeeds, an invention. After that, we know how. Vainly have people sought in the past for such single-type inventions of social organization, which once successful spread of their own power. Such was Fourier’s dream of his ‘Phalaux’, so widely heralded a century ago. Such was Louis Blanc’s famous National Workshops of the France of 1848. Those failed. Perhaps this won’t.

* * * * *

It’s a beautiful dream anyway. And I don’t see why, worked out in more careful detail, it should not enlist support.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE LAND OF DREAMS
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Nearly half of Canada lies outside of the provinces and to the north of them, — a land area of 1,500,000 square miles out of 3,500,000. This is made up of the Yukon, between the Rockies and Alberta; the Mackenzie District between Alberta-Saskatchewan and the Polar Sea; Keewatin, chiefly the ‘barren lands’ between Manitoba, the Hudson Bay and the Polar Sea; and Franklin, the vast territory of broken islands reaching to an apex at the pole. It is, in point of human life, an empty country, — in all 14,000 people on an extent of land equal to that in which 300,000,000 souls live, or try to, in British India: emptier still as far as white people go, there being 2,500 in the Yukon and about a thousand in the Territories.

But it is far from empty in its resources, its future, and in its inspiration. The great forests of Canada reach away beyond the sixtieth parallel: they carry a frontier line that lies in a north-west slant from Fort Churchill to Great Bear Lake. In the Mackenzie basin there are still plenty of big spruce trees of 100 feet height and of a diameter up to eighteen inches. A last skirmish line of stunted spruce and scrub willow reaches to the Arctic Sea itself, at the mouths of the Mackenzie Delta. In the Mackenzie District local lumber suffices for all needs of building. The mineral wealth of the Yukon, in this new age of metals, may at any time restore the lost glory of Dawson City and its fellow camps. The reindeer just introduced into the Arctic grazing lands, may soon rival the herd of 700,000 now feeding in Alaska, where none existed a generation ago. Our far North has pasture, so says the Porsild report of 1928, for at least three quarters of a million animals.

The furs from the Territories, chiefly from Mackenzie, number about 250,000 skins a year with muskrat as the chief item, and about 7,000 beaver and 11,000 white fox, a total value running from a million to a million and a half dollars.

The Mackenzie District, if not a land flowing with milk and honey, at least flows with petroleum and natural gas. The secret store of radium in the rocks of the Great Bear Lake may make Croesus of Lydia look poverty-stricken. The district has already a steam boat commerce that covers 1,300 miles of navigation. The aeroplane is as familiar a sight to the native Indian as a bus to a Cockney. Even the ‘barren lands’ carpeted with flowers blush with red copper.

* * * * *

But to me this far away north suggests not modern commerce, but a land of dreams, of infinite horizons, of blue, blue sky and of bright sunshine on the snow, more invigorating than warmth itself. Such dreams carry back to the far away days when first the ships of the Hudson’s Bay Company sailed into the waters of the midnight sun.

* * * * *

Some years ago I was engaged in Montreal in what is called ‘historical research’, a thing done by professors in the heart of the summer in the depth of a library where there is no one to check up their time. Often it takes years and years to write a chapter.

But the point is that I wanted to make a reference to the foundation of the Hudson’s Bay Company over two and a half centuries ago, and I wanted to be certain of their official name. The companies of those days had queer names, all alike and yet all different— ‘gentlemen’ of this and ‘adventurers’ of that, or ‘merchants’ of the other. I couldn’t remember whether the Hudson’s Bay Company were called gentlemen, or adventurers, or business men, or captains of industry, or crooks. I looked into a lot of old volumes and got no wiser. Then a sudden idea came to me: “I’ll telephone them!” It had occurred to my mind that the Hudson’s Bay Company of Charles the Second were still right there down town in Montreal and doing business. So I called the number and asked, “Would you mind telling me the full official name of your company?” “Certainly. We’re often asked for it. We’re the Governor and Company of Adventurers of England trading into Hudson’s Bay.”

It seems wonderful, doesn’t it? I almost imagined myself going a little further and saying, “Hullo, Prince Rupert, can I speak with your cousin Mr. Charles the Second?” “Hold the line a minute and I’ll see. I’m sorry, our Mr. Charles is in conference with our Miss Nell Gwynne, and we don’t like to disturb him.”

* * * * *

The thoughts aroused by such an incident characterize the size and majesty of the Great North; the fascinating sweep of time and space that its name involves; the North, where man scribbles in vain a little history and Nature buries it in a blizzard of snow.

The North is the only place where Nature still can claim to rule, the only place as yet but little vexed by man. All over the globe there spreads his noisy failures; the North alone is silent and in peace. Give man time and he will spoil that too; but the time has not, thank Heaven, as yet arrived. The fascists, we read, are mowing down the reds, or the yellows, or whatever they are, in Barcelona with machine guns. But the Eskimos of Ungava are not troubling the Algonquins. Someone is dropping bombs all round Gibraltar, but none fall on the delta of the Mackenzie. The organization of the air defence of London hums as loud as the mosquitoes of the Great Slave Lake, but all is quiet on the Coppermine. The Poles are so worked up about their corridor to the sea that there may be a first class war about it; but the Indians are using the same old portage route from the Moose to the Albany, and going right across the railway track, and no one worries about it.

Compared with the rest of a troubled world, the North seems a vast realm of peace.

* * * * *

No great war, no war on a real scale, ever devastated the great northwest. But listen to this forgotten — or rather unknown — episode of history. That arch-disturber of mankind, Napoleon Bonaparte, once tried to make such a war, once planned to strike at England by means of a great sweep to be made from the snow-covered plains and mountains of the West. This was to take the Canadas and the settlements of the seaboard from the rear. Students of military science like myself (I like it best when it’s about a hundred and fifty years old) do not need to be told that a crack in the rear is about the most deadly thing that one general can administer to the other. That is why a great commander like Marlborough or Napoleon was always careful to have his rear resting on something reliable — like a marsh, or broken rock or a field of cactus. And that was why a great mind like that of Napoleon would turn to grandiose schemes of hitting, not merely another general in the rear, but a whole nation. Napoleon went to Egypt, not to kill the Egyptians — that was just done on the side — but with a view to getting at the rear of Turkey, and he planned the still vaster enterprise of throwing India on the rear of Europe. But for the defeat of Tippoo Sahib at Seringapatam this might have been done. Readers who don’t know about this ‘rear’ business often wonder how people like Tippoo Sahib and Zenghis Khan get into our history. That’s it — by the rear entrance.

Well, at any rate Napoleon’s plan was to organize the vast tribes of the Northwest — presumably the Crees and the Doukhobors and the Albertans — to overwhelm Ottawa and Montreal. His idea was correct in a way and came true later on, but it was premature. It was characteristic of Napoleon’s profound ignorance of America, to imagine the Northwest filled with likely looking Indians who could be recruited into Kellerman’s dragoons and Milhaud’s cuirassiers and descend (in four or five days) from the Rocky Mountains on Montreal with cries of ‘Vive l’Empereur!’

So Napoleon set out to get information. All that could be found out in Paris (the year was about 1805) was that a man called Mackenzie had been right across the continent to the Pacific Ocean and had written a book about it, published in 1801 under the title “Voyages on the River St. Lawrence and Through the Continent of America to the Frozen and Pacific Oceans” — which, for a Scotchman, was short and snappy. Napoleon ordered the book translated in French and printed. Only two or three copies were made, beautifully bound and embellished. There is no trace of any of them left except of the copy given to General Bernadotte, afterwards, by Napoleon’s influence, made Crown Prince of Sweden, and great-grandfather to the present King. Napoleon wrote to Bernadotte about the scheme, and hence our knowledge of it. The information gathered showed its emptiness — at the time — but later on the notion of a descent from Alberta to take Ottawa in the rear has been worked out with success.

When I write about the North I speak with a certain authority. For I know the North, as few people know it. In the corporeal, bodily sense, I have never been there. But in my arm chair, in front of the fire in my house on Cote des Neiges Road in Montreal, I have traversed it all, from the portages back of Lake Superior to where the Mackenzie delta washes into the tidal seas. I have been with Franklin on the Coppermine and Coronation Gulf, with Hudson till I lost him owing to his own folly, with Mackenzie over the divide, in Red River ox-carts with Butler, and in the foothills with Milton and Cheadle. In the snow-storms and Arctic blizzards I feel perfectly at home; if it gets really bad I just lie down in the snow, along with Stefansson, and let it bury me completely and lie there for a day or two and read a book till it moderates. But I must say I don’t think I ever felt such intense cold as on crossing the Coppermine running hard with ice through barren treeless country of slate and stone. Imagine trusting oneself on a river like that on a sort of raft or boat made of willow sticks, wet to the skin, in piercing cold. I had to get up and mix a hot whisky and stir the fire and leave Franklin and Richardson to freeze awhile till I rejoined them. A fine story that, “The Journey to the Polar Sea,” by John Franklin: not the narrative of his immortal adventure and heroic death, but the earlier journey down the Mackenzie and along the polar shores with Richardson and young Back. There is a very human little incident in the tale of how Lieutenant Back, youthful and ardent, nearly got left out of the expedition — stayed behind to go to a dance. They sailed without him and he caught them at the Orkneys or somewhere. Back later became a knight and an admiral, returned to the North, again as an explorer, and discovered the Back river, not the one at Montreal but the one that commemorates his name.

Let no one think, from what was said above, of the silence and peace of the North that I am trying to depict it as a vast frozen emptiness. Far be it from me to fall into that worn-out fallacy of the lifelessness of the North. If I ever shared it, I was cured of it long ago by an angry letter I once received from Vilhjalmar Stefansson, an angry letter that proved the beginning of a personal friendship of over twenty years. I had written a little book called “The Adventures of the Far North,” and had spoken in it of the North as if “Here in this vast territory civilization has no part and life no place. Life struggles northward only to die out in the Arctic cold.”

Stefansson, who takes a personal pride in the North and regards Baffin Bay as a superior social centre to Naragansett Beach, felt affronted and wrote, in substance: “You may be a h —— of a humorist, but what you don’t know about the North would fill a book. Don’t you understand that the North is full of flowers and butterflies and life everywhere?” I answered back mildly: “I meant further north still. The thing must stop somewhere.” But I learned the lesson, and I know now that it is just a poet’s fancy to speak of the Great North as ‘silent and untenanted,’ I am well aware, without being told again by Tyrrel or Stefansson, or anyone touchy about it, that the north “teems everywhere with animal and plant life.” I read the other day a rather spiteful account, by an English settler, of the mosquitoes on the shores of the Great Slave Lake that made me quite envious. I happen to be the president of the Anti-Mosquito Society of East Simcoe, one of the few active offices that I still retain in retirement. What with coal oil and such things, we have killed off so many mosquitoes that we are beginning to run out of them and may have to send for more. It is good to know that if a real shortage comes the Great Slave lake district can supply an adequate ‘carryover’.

But if the North, even at its emptiest, still waves with Arctic flowers and hums with a mist of insects, there is a sense in it which contrasts with all other parts of the globe. The role of man and nature, as seen elsewhere, are reversed. The elemental forces still rule; and over it falls, inevitable and eternal, the winter night.

Vilhjalmar Stefansson is not the only one of the great explorers of our time whom I have been privileged to know. I recall a wonderful evening in my home at Montreal, listening to Raoul Amundsen, just back from his discovery of the South Pole. The eminence of that exploit makes it part of the history of the world, and makes people lose from sight Amundsen’s earlier achievement: his accomplishment, in the little Gjoa, of the north-west passage, which gives him a place in the heroic annals of Canada. Amundsen, when I met him, was lecturing — a job which he hated as much as all good lecturers do — in order to get enough money to make another polar voyage, anywhere so long as it was polar. I was to be chairman of his meeting, and so I called upon him after breakfast with a list of social invitations — things he abominated. I said, “Captain Amundsen, the Ladies’ Morning Musical would like to invite you as their guest this morning.” “Thank you,” he said, “but I would rather not.” I went on to the next item. “Sir William Peterson would like to know if you would care to come up at ten o’clock and see McGill University?” “Thank you; I would rather not see it.” “The Women’s Canadian Club are holding a lunch and would like you to come as a guest of honour.” “That is very kind, but I would rather not.” “The Ski Club want to give a tea.” “No, thank you.” “The Norski Danski, and Svenski Association would like to escort you with torches from the hotel to the hall.” “It is very kind, but no, I would rather take a cab.”

“Now,” I said, “we come to the last item. After your lecture is over, will you come up to my house and have some Scotch whiskey?” “Yes, very gladly, indeed; that is most kind.” And at my house that night Amundsen talked till the small hours of his South Pole experience, talking chiefly with Jack McCrae of Flanders Fields, who was also a polar explorer of sorts, having just made a trip through the Hudson Straits.

I also knew Captain Bernier, our own Canadian explorer, who saw more of our arctic seas than any other living man. I met him at a big dinner in New York, where he was the chief guest. He had some moving pictures — very new and very imperfect things then — of polar scenes. Bernier apologized for them. “I ‘ave to hapologize,” he said, “for the pictures. We didn’t know ver’ well how to take them. This one is call’ ‘Heskimo Loading Coal’!”

Load it they certainly did! The picture had been taken with a wrong timing; the Eskimos dashed in one hop a hundred yards from the ship to a great cliff of coal; their picks moved so fast you could not see the points; they filled bags of coal in four seconds; and were back on the ship in one hop. Next to me at the banquet sat an American coal man. “Gee,” he said, “I wish I had those fellers at thirty cents an hour!”

Ernest Shackleton I knew also, and well. It is not generally known, for it has never been made history, that after the war Shackleton planned a Canadian polar expedition to explore the Beaufort Sea. He had wanted to go south again, but the British admiralty were very half-hearted about giving him support. So he turned to Canada, and came to Montreal to raise money. I was one of those who tried to help in this, and, with the government’s and private generosity, we soon had plenty of money in sight for the expedition. Exploration is as cheap as human life itself. I arranged on behalf of Shackleton for the services of a corps of young McGill scientists. Then he asked me if I would like to go as historiographer, and I said yes. I knew McGill would spare me. Any college would send its staff to the Beaufort Sea any time. I said I needed no pay, and so for twenty-four hours I was historiographer of the Beaufort Sea Canadian Expedition.

But it came to a sudden end. I said to Shackleton that I would supply all my own Scotch whiskey for the year’s trip, as I didn’t want to be a charge on the ship. And he said they didn’t take whiskey on polar expeditions and, outside of the medicine chest, didn’t allow it. Another illusion of the North shattered! I always thought that explorers, the ship once well set in the ice and buried in snow, went down below with a pack of cards and a keg of whiskey. But it seems not. They take observations. I resigned, and a little later news came that the admiralty had gone right about face and Shackleton was given a ship, and he went south and never came back.

But all of this that I have said of the North is supposed to move gropingly towards a general idea, to throw a dim light upon a general conclusion. Here is this vast, beautiful space — the last part of human heritage to be reached and explored by man. Not much longer can it remain in isolation. Its infinite distance is gone. It thrills with the waves and currents of talking voices: over it hovers the searching aeroplane. Mankind has taken the empty savannahs of the West and is moving on the North. Human life and human livelihood have learned easily to adapt themselves where once was hyperborean darkness.

We, speaking collectively for all mankind, have for the present at least made a mess of the rest of the world. Our contriving wits and calculating selfishness had somehow cheated us of what seemed our inheritance. Man struggles in the grasp of his own machinery.

For the North let us make it different. If the vast lands that edge the polar seas — Scandinavia, Russia, Canada — are to be filled with electric light that dims the aurora, with power that defies the cold, and resources that supply the world, let us see to it that in the new trust of the future of the North we make fewer errors than in the old.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

WAYS AND MEANS OF SALVATION
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In all institutions, in all laws, the inspiring spirit must come first. Legislation is worthless except as it expresses a purpose already there. People cannot be made virtuous by act of parliament, honest by an order-in-council, or sober by a municipal by-law. It is the fault of younger people, especially of academic people, to think that society can be made and fashioned by law. It is part of the very innocence of their optimism. Laws merely express and make regular the forces that the mind and will of society have already brought into being. It is because people are determined not to steal that we have laws against burglary. The burglar is the odd man out. He is the exception that proves the rule.

What we need to do, therefore, in Canada for our salvation is, first of all, to renew a right heart and spirit within us. We need first of all an ardent purpose to make things better.

I do not think that this can be done by intensifying party politics. The organization and play of parties is perhaps necessary in operating the institutions under which we live. It makes government possible, by creating an artificial Union and subordinating the fool to the wiser man. But it is, after all, pretty much of a Punch and Judy show. We ought, as far as we can, to temper it with reality, as every great national crisis automatically does. Yet even with parties still as our means of practical government we can do much. Every political party that enlists and keeps the sympathy and support of thousands of decent followers, must have good in it. This good becomes evident as history flows on, and shows it like the grains of gold in the bed of the moving river.

So it is with us.

I wish that for our welfare we could combine those elements which have chiefly distinguished each of our political parties: the empire patriotism of the Conservative, the stubborn honesty of the Liberal, the optimism of the Socialist, the driving power of the Social Crediter, and the unsullied enthusiasm of all who write on their banner the name and the inspiration of youth.

We older people are a damaged lot. We lived at the wrong time to be of full use now. Our youth was in the hey-day of democracy and peace, undreaming of social catastrophe. Politics was a form of career, a game. It was smart to be crooked and get away with it. Ward politicians with diamond necktie pins, Ottawa ‘members’ with silk hats, slick and rich out of nothing, — these people gave us a false lead. They made government seem as slick as themselves, a ‘cinch’ not a sacrifice. It didn’t matter much then. It does now. We must change it. We must have men ‘whose hearts are in the cause’.

To get them we must appeal to youth, to the rising generation. We must revive the idea of government as a sacred trust, public dishonesty as dirty sin. Young people are capable of this.

One sees here and there in a world arising out of its past distress to newer efforts this movement of ideal youth. It is no new thing. It is as old as youth itself. Its history is written in a hundred wars of liberation. We need it now for the liberation of peace.

I wish we could take a few smart men and hang them.

* * * * *

To turn then from the ground of idealism and purpose, without which we stand on shifting sand, it can be asked what are the plain and simple measures which such a purpose can direct.

I set them down here in summary as I have tried to indicate them in this book.

We need, first, a method of amending our constitution by a general vote, as in Australia and other places. We need to use amendment to restore central economic power to the Dominion.

We need to do away with ultra vires and infra vires decisions in regard to Dominion economic legislation. We should indicate what field the Dominion should cover and then let every Dominion Act be a good one, as is now every British Act. Lawyers might take fright at this self-interpretative power. Logically it equals depotism [Transcriber’s note: despotism?], but logic is seldom as good as horse-sense.

We need to relieve our debt by consolidating it. If we institute one general debt, guaranteed by the Dominion and all the provinces, each with a pro rata allotment of it to wipe out all or part of its present debt, we can float it at 2-½ per cent. No loan council is needed. We allocate specific revenue from each province. This was the old Turkish method: the Sultan used no other: that is, no one would lend him money on any other. That shows how good the method is.

We should then settle our present railway muddle, make it all government or all company.

The president of the Canadian Pacific is quoted in a recent American magazine as saying that our failure to unify the railway system costs us “an economic wastage of from fifty to seventy-five million dollars a year.” It is true that he is quoted not in his own direct voice but “as told to William Holmes”. But that’s all right. All the great people, like Napoleon and Abraham Lincoln and the Queen of Sheba, speak through a medium. It’s expensive and that’s why Napoleon costs a dollar-fifty, but it has a personal touch. And anyone who has followed the courageous and untiring efforts of the President of the Canadian Pacific to arouse the people of Canada against the muddle and the menace of our railway situation, will know the weight that attaches to a personal statement from him. Yet so far he has been only vox clamantis in eremis, which is the Latin for a broadcast in Saskatchewan.

If the railway is to be all government, let it have all the money it likes. What it loses we gain. The man who rides most on the cars and ships most freight wins out. But there’s something in it for everybody, as the electrician said to the criminal. Or else we can make it all one company, with dividends limited and rates controlled. But unify we must. A man can’t limp forever. A dog can’t always run on three legs. A country can’t go forward and drag a ball and chain like the present. These things being done, we should open the country up, capital and immigrants in floods — ships, colonies, commerce, — part of a world wide British system such as our grandfathers dreamed of, — in other words, be an empire.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

NO VOTE OF THANKS
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In writing this book I have been so interested in the subjects of the chapters that I have said less and less about my lectures. But as a matter of fact they were going on all the time. At the beginning of each lecture the chairman still said, “Professor Leacock needs no introduction.” And at the end he said, “I am sure, ladies and gentlemen, that the speaker needs no formal vote of thanks.” So I never got that either.

But I didn’t need it. The warmth of my reception spoke of itself. That’s the great thing about the Prairies, the colder it is outside, the warmer it is in the human heart. Don’t talk to me of languid audiences in the tropics, sticky with heat and faint with saturation. You couldn’t knock a laugh out of them with a hockey stick. But let me have the Quota Club of Medicine Hat, or the Wives and Mothers of Regina, or the Old Boys of Anything (a pretty young crowd) at Edmonton or Saskatoon, — with 20 to 30 below outside and the snow against the hotel windows! — and you’ve a grand start towards a big evening if you don’t spoil it yourself. Then let someone hit up the harmonium and let everybody ask the world to “give me a home where the antelope roam and the buffalo wander at will.” Have the chairman say, “Mr. Leacock does not need,—” of course not — and you’re off.

It was very strange for me, going through the West. It seemed like a world of lost memories. As I said in a chapter above, my recollections of hearing about the West of fifty years ago when my father and uncle and older brothers went there, made me seem to know it without having been there.

When I heard the Quota Club ask for a home “where the antelope roam”, the song came back to me from fifty years before. I had never heard it in between. My brother Dick served in the Mounted Police. He joined at Regina along with the late Lieut.-Governor Primrose in 1885-6. When he came back on ‘furlough’, after three years, he brought with him a banjo on which he played what he understood to be ‘chords’. I remember that he sang for us to give him “a home where the antelope roam”: and my mother said, that summer evening, that she wished some one would give it to him.

Dick has a home now, a quiet one, — he’s had it these fourteen years. But, as with many another dispossessed child of the West that we failed to develop, his home is out beyond the clatter of an American industrial city and not where “the prairie flower blows softly and the scented rosebud trains its wealth of summer beauty o’er the riders of the plains.” We should see to it that the next wave of settlers in the West can at least find graves there.

* * * * *

But it was not merely my own family recollections that made the West to me a sort of retrospect. It was the number of people whom I met again there whom I hadn’t seen, had lost from memory for a generation, or, to put it more widely, who had been lost for a generation from the sight and immediate memory of the crowd who were once their close friends at school or college. They went away. We lost track of them; young men don’t write letters. So we would casually ask, “What became of so-and-so?” “He went to Moose Jaw” or “He went to Revelstoke.” That was the end of him. Most characteristic of all: “He went to the Klondyke.” That was the borne from which no traveller returned.

It was strange to find that a lot of them were still there, just where they had gone to: that ‘Spot’ who had ‘gone to Moose Jaw’ thirty years ago was still in Moose Jaw: after all why not? He was an honour mathematician. Where could he go? It was strange to find that ‘Herbie’ who went to the Klondyke, in 1897, had come back; he was an amateur ventriloquist and conjurer: we thought of course that the Indians got him: but he was back, a war-colonel in Vancouver, still conjuring. Old indeed they looked: especially at first sight, old and furrowed and not hair enough on half a dozen of them for one rugby-football player of the ‘90’s. But as you looked at them their faces changed back to shape again, the lines faded out, and with a drink or two, even their hair came back.

Old of course: for my own sixty-seventh birthday fell in when I was at Victoria on December 30, 1936.

It is amazing how the years slip away. I had got old and hadn’t noticed it. And, of course, there is always the regret for the wasted time, the things that one might have done.

Look at the Emperor Charles the Fifth of Spain; long before he was my age he had ruled over half Europe and retired into a monastery to pray, and I haven’t even started; and George III! At my age he’d been crazy twice, and had got over it. I haven’t.

Someone in Vancouver said to me that it made him feel old to think that so many of his friends are dead. I told him I had got past that. I am old enough to expect them to be dead and they keep getting resurrected. My trouble is resurrection. They suddenly appear in clubs and hotels and say, “Don’t you know me?” and I answer, “Go away; dematerialize yourself; don’t haunt me.”

I am sure that lots of other men of my age suffer from these cases of premature resurrection. Some of them peculiarly distressing. I recall the incident of my old friend Boygate of Montreal. I am sure he won’t mind, I mean wouldn’t have minded, my mentioning his name thus in print. I came into my Club one afternoon (the University Club, next door to McGill University, Quebec License), and it suddenly occurred to me how greatly I missed Boygate now that he was gone: I wished that while he was still with us, I had seen more of him, had taken more occasion to sit with him round the Club, of which he, like myself, was a charter member. I realized that I had always been too self-centred, too much in a hurry to break away, had all too little appreciated the company of my friends. Ah, well, too late to change now! And just while I was feeling these regrets, in he walked! “Boygate!” I exclaimed, shaking hands warmly while my eyes almost filled with tears. To think of it! Here he was alive again, either resurrected or never dead, it didn’t matter which. “Hullo! hullo!” he said warmly in return, “come on up to the lounge and let’s sit and have a talk.” “Boygate,” I said, looking at my watch, as the world of customary habit closed round me, “I’m sorry! I have to rush off to a meeting, — another time, eh?”

So what was the use of his resurrection after all. Life is like that. It’s well they don’t come back.

But mentioning my University, where I worked so long (thirty-five years) reminds me of one pleasant feature of my lecture tour. My old students! There they were all over the West, in every town, — waiting for me, in some cases I was told, laying for me. But in any case they were there. Not so many graduates perhaps from the faculty of Liberal Arts: Arts men find it harder to get work in the West now that there are so few livery stables. But men of the other faculties everywhere.

I struck, however, one or two perplexing cases of the identity of former students. Thus at Fort William, at the very beginning of my lecture tour, the barber who cut my hair called me “Professor”. He said, “I’ll trim it a little full over the ear, eh, Professor?” And I said, “Yes, either that or trim the ear.” Then noticing that he called me “Professor”, I said, “Are you from McGill?” He answered, “Yes, sir, I left in 1913, came right here to Fort William, got a chair here in six months and have done fine ever since! Two other boys came on the same train and have chairs down the street!” That looked fine as academic advancement, three appointments to chairs in one and the same town! But afterwards, I didn’t feel so sure, my ears were pretty well shrouded with towels. He may have said, “Montreal” and not McGill. Anyway, he and the other two boys, he says, are going back for a vacation “to see the old place”, some day, so one can watch for them and see where they go.

I had the pleasure of addressing a good many groups of McGill graduates either at dinners specially organized, or in conjunction with other organizations; I had also the still greater pleasure of meeting a lot of them personally in individual fashion. In some places McGill graduates are as thick as Milton’s autumn leaves in Vallombrosa (Saskatchewan), in other places rare as four-leaf clovers. But there are always a few: and they stand everywhere high in social credit, except in Alberta, where they keep away from it. Relatively to its size, there are more McGill men in Regina — the headquarters of the Police — than anywhere else. This may be just old habit: it’s hard to break with old associations.

Speaking in a general way one may say that in the West McGill predominates in medicine, Queen’s in the Church and Toronto at (not behind) the Bar. Thus McGill attends the sick and when McGill medicine has done its work, Queen’s buries them and when they’re buried Toronto divides up their estates among the three. It is what Adam Smith so happily called the Division of Labour.

I must not presume to give a full account of the various meetings at which I was the chief figure — what they call in the London pantomime the Principal Boy. But I may say a word or two here of the character of some of the gatherings.

At the dinner at Port Arthur it was realized that there weren’t enough graduates to go round. We made up a big dinner however by taking in graduates of Toronto, of Queen’s and of various American colleges. At first in the dark you couldn’t tell them apart. But presently you could see which were the Queen’s men by the way they stood up at once for Grace while the McGill men were still asking ‘What’s the matter?’ But when the drinks came round there was no doubt which was the senior college.

At Regina, which is as I say a great McGill centre, we had a very grand dinner, heavily attended and roaring with enthusiasm. I spoke, I remember, on The Value of Imbecility in Education. It was more or less the same kind of talk that I had given at Port Arthur under the title Our National Heritage. But I soon discovered and I recommend to others the proper method of composing a McGill speech. Announce it in the press under some such title as Spontaneous Idealism in Education. But when you speak, let the talk run something like this:

“Some of you, I suppose, can still recall dear old Dean Pat Johnson; let me tell you a story about Pat (Hoorah!) (Cheers) .... and before I touch on Idealism, gentlemen, I’d like to tell another story about King Cook, the janitor of the Medical Building (shouts of joy) .... Some of you — nearly all of you — recall Dean Moyse, Charlie Moyse! (Applause! shouts! tears! .... Someone tries to start Hail! Alma Mater — but gets it too low) .... And before I sit down, gentlemen, I’d like to ask you to rise, if you can — and drink if you can still hold anything to old McGill — applause! — dear old McGill.” (Shouts — our Alma Mater.)

Next day the Regina paper said, “Professor Leacock’s talk last night to the McGill graduates, a searching Analysis of Education (a subject entirely novel to them) was followed with rapt attention. The chairman in thanking the professor said that he had never listened to anything like it before and anyway he hadn’t listened to more than the first few sentences.”

But at Edmonton it was the other way. The graduates seemed overwhelmingly to be all Toronto men. As I have the good luck to be a graduate of four different Canadian Universities, I am able to be all things to all men.

So we had, at the Macdonald Hotel, a very grand Varsity Dinner. I made the same speech as at the McGill Dinner in Regina, but I called it “Our Ocean Empire.” I changed the text a little to make it run:

“I don’t know how many of you present remember our old president Sir Daniel Wilson (Cheers — we do!) — We used to call him “Dan” (shouts— “we did”) — and some of you recall Professor Chapman (Yes! Yes!) or perhaps I’d better just say Chappie (Hoorah!) .... At any rate I want to say that Old Varsity is just the same grand old college (Cheers and College Yells — V-A-R-S-I-T-Y).

* * * * *

I told a great many stories of old college days, at dinners and incidentally and obiter, but none that called forth kinder memory and warmer affection than my reminiscences of the lectures of a byegone and beloved Dean of Arts.

The Dean, as every one remembers, loved lecturing, in college and out of it. It was his life. And he never lectured with greater zest than when some local society invited him to deliver his famous lecture on Lichfield Cathedral. I always knew when such a night was coming because the Dean would spend that day busy over a huge map of the cathedral, with compass and pointers, remeasuring it. A real lecturer has a sense of responsibility. An error of the eighth of an inch might queer the lecture. The next morning he would come bustling into his office smiling and rosy with his triumph of the night before. “How did your lecture go, Mr. Dean?” I asked. “Marvelous! simply marvelous! never gave a better — or perhaps, if that’s exaggerating — not often. Everything just right — map up on the wall — good light on it — hall almost dark — lectured on, didn’t notice the time, looked at my watch — suddenly found I’d been lecturing an hour and a half! ‘Well, ladies and gentlemen,’ I said, ‘shall I go on?’ not a sound! absolutely absorbed! you could have heard a pin drop! lectured on another hour and then said, “Well, I’m afraid I must stop,” and had the lights turned on! The audience seemed just to start up into life — just like out of a dream! I heard one man near me say, ‘Good God! has he finished?’” ....

With that the Dean rolled up Lichfield Cathedral and put it away for the next time. But I used often to think how terrible it would have been if some one had dropped a pin during his lecture! What a crash!

Talking of stories to entertain an audience, I told one several times in the West that seemed to me amazingly funny, and all the more so because it was literally and exactly true, and needed no alteration or embellishment.

I always told it as if it had happened a night or two before in a rival town. People like that best. Local jokes beat all others. In Orillia, where I live, we like a joke on Barrie; and in ancient Rome they enjoyed a crack at Carthage.

But as a matter of fact this incident happened in the Ladies’ Club of a great American city, a beautiful new building, with all the equipment brand new, and a lovely auditorium with a brand new loud-speaker.

Before the meeting the lady-President said to me, “I must apologize for our loud-speaker. Don’t mind if it starts to make queer noises. There’s something wrong with it, but we don’t just know what it is.”

No, she didn’t know, and I didn’t know, and they didn’t know what was wrong with it, but a little later we all knew. The trouble was that there were two plumbers in the basement under the platform trying to connect up a furnace.

So the lady-President in beginning the meeting said, — 

“Ladies, before I introduce the speaker of today I want to say a few words of warning. Our loud-speaker was just installed and I’m afraid,” — and here she assumed a manner of charming apology,— “I’m afraid it isn’t behaving itself very well”....

At that moment the loud-speaker broke in with a giant voice, — 

“Get something under her and lift her up, — she’s not working right.”

There was a frozen silence, with ripples of giggles breaking the ice.

The lady-President said, — 

“Ladies, I’m afraid” ....

And the loud-speaker shouted, — 

“Stick a crowbar under her and get a purchase on her” ....

“Ladies, I must ask someone” ....

“She’s full of ashes, heave her up and shake the ashes out of her” ....

“Ladies, will someone please” ....

“It’s her tubes, — they’re not connected” ....

Then there was a click! Someone with emergency brains had cut off something. And in the dead silence that followed, I was able to begin my lecture on “Recent Advances in Human Knowledge.”

* * * * *

Such incidents unfortunately are few. Next time I go on a lecture tour I’ll carry my own plumbers, and my own barbers, and my own resurrection men, and have a good time all the time.

* * * * *

But to return, one final moment, to my college audiences. I found that college men — years out of college — grave and dignified, heavy and tiresome, are never tired of hearing again the old yarns of their college days and losing weight and dignity as they listen.... It is a solvent that breaks up the heavy sediment the years have laid and shows again the bright surface of what once was.

All that reflects in a broad way what we call “the college spirit”. You can’t call it forth by giving it a lecture on “Recent Progress of Thermodynamics.” What starts it into life is Memory — the vivifying picture that our imagination conjures up of the Days that Were! Always better and greater than the days that are — that wistful feeling towards the past that each of us carries within him — the call, back through the years, to a lost identity.

This college unity, college spirit, and with it the kindred link of the professions that spring from the college, is to my thinking the most binding tie that unites our otherwise divided country. In our economic life all is disunion — province against province and all against the Dominion, but we at least still have the bond of union represented by the common culture of our universities.

* * * * *

With that I leave My Discovery of the West.
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CHAPTER I

The Story of the Empire
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THE rise and development of the British Empire is one of the great features of the world’s history. Its vast extent, its accumulated wealth and latent resources, its close association in language and culture with the United States of America, render it a chief factor in the situation of mankind today. In it and in its external associations lie the chief hopes for mankind tomorrow. As seen by many of us, it offers, especially in the light of these outside relations, a basis for an orderly and stable world of justice, peace and plenty.

Nor was this ever so true as now. In our present distressed outlook, all prospect of a world-wide federation is for the time lost. Such a bond of union would be a rope of sand. But there is real hope in the continued unity of the British Empire, associated with the United States, already deeply based in common sacrifice and mutual trust. To this fellowship honest men may rally, and from it peace spread about the world. It would seem, therefore, a proper moment to attempt a survey and presentation of the British Empire designed, in its degree, to present this prospect and to advance this hope.

The discovery of America woke the English people again to their old-time habit of the sea. This reaction of America upon England, as a consequence of their common history, has never been properly emphasized, never truly realized, as a factor in the rise of the British Empire. We always speak of America as the child of England, and of South Africa and Australia and New Zealand as later children of the mother country, without realizing that in a certain sense and to a certain degree modern Britain is the child of America, and at least is largely stamped with the lineaments of its overseas history.

The discovery of America remade English maritime life. Overseas adventure culled and winnowed the nation. English — we may here say British — character was refashioned in outlandish places and on the seven seas. If Clive made India, India first made Clive. Similarly the French in New France christianized the Indians but the Indians also Indianized the French. Paris taught the world its manners; but Dr. Franklin retaught Paris simplicity. The fate of America was in part settled at Minden and Quiberon and Plassey but the fate of England and France was in part settled on the Plains of Abraham. The Iroquois Five Nations helped to make the French Revolution; for they blocked the path of French occupancy of the best of America and thus helped to break the monarchy. In a still more subtle sense, unprovable but evident enough, British character responded more and more to the reaction of overseas adventure and overseas interest. The younger sons, with the quickened intelligence that goes with adversity, blew like thistledown over the open fields of opportunity. Navigation stimulated British science. Commerce made a new London, where even the simplest stay-at-home might see from his counting-house the forest of masts in the Thames, or wander, if he would, among the bales and boxes of the cargoes of aromatic spices of the East.

This reaction affected all aspects of national life. The Puritan brought to America his deadly seriousness and his long-winded piety, reimported back to England two centuries later in the chastened form of American humour. The quarrel over liberty and taxation began in America and spread to England, and culminated in the Reform Bill of 1832. A generation of English children stalked warily with Fenimore Cooper through the American forest, fearing to snap a twig. Another generation bedewed the pages of Uncle Tom’s Cabin with its tears. After Uncle Tom and the Civil War the Massachusetts Public school, founded two and a half centuries before, came home to England in the Education Act of 1870. It had turned out that soldiers who can read and write are better equipped for war than illiterate peasants, and so England, with tardy footsteps, followed America. In our own immediate hour, the Hollywood film of the West, the sheriff’s posse, the Nevada saloon and the pursuit through the sage-brush, are bread and meat to the youth of England, while their seniors learn from America to eat Thanksgiving Turkey and to suffer oratory at lunch.... All this union and conjunction and reaction would be too obvious for narration, if we had not spent about a century in emphasizing differences, imagining grievances, exaggerating our disputes, with a mimic fight of a Genuine Eagle and a Real Lion as a side show to our politics.

People sometimes talk in our own immediate days of the Americanization of England. But England began to be Americanized when John Cabot came back from the Newfoundland seas and the people ran shouting after him in the streets. Told in this way the history of the British Empire is a story of action and reaction, of what the British Isles did for the world and of what the world did for the British Isles. Told the other way — as it often used to be — as a narrative of how we conquered this, and then conquered that, beat these people and then those, annexed this tribe and then that, with the milestones of succeeding war and peace set up as landmarks of territory, or piled up in heaps as the money-bags of gain — told that way, the chronicle of the Empire sounds but a mean story of success. Thus falsely told it spread a taint over the word imperialism, all too familiar to those whose memory carries half a century back, which is not all obliterated yet. But the true record is better than the false, and with it stands or falls the parallel as interpretation of the present Empire, not as force but as union. We can love our history all the better by realizing this complexity of its elements. To cling to the notion of an unchanging Englishman, straight off the shelf from beside Hengist and Horsa, or of a Scot, right out of Ireland or wherever he came from, is as limited as all unmitigated pride of ancestry always is. Admit that we were partly made over by the Iroquois and it takes us further. Look at London as the child of Calcutta and at Liverpool as the end of the St. Lawrence and your vision is focused to the truth.

We are saying then that the discovery of America woke the English people again to their old-time habit of the sea. It is proper to say here advisedly the ‘English’ not the ‘British.’ The British people in the older sense, meaning the people whom Caesar found in Britain, were not a seafaring people, or not since some lost antiquity of which we have no trace. Boats of skin they had, indeed, to paddle round in backwaters and marshes but no ships. They fought the Romans with swords and spears and wheeled chariots with cutting blades, but there were no galleys to dispute the passage of the channel.

But the ‘English’ — the Angles, and their fellow peoples, Saxons and Jutes, the Danes, and Norsemen — these were different. All the world knows the story of their sea flight across the oceans. They passed the North Sea, they settled Iceland, they reached Greenland and like a flock of birds came and went awhile to ‘Vineland,’ in North America. Norse ships went ‘round about’ France and Spain and into the Mediterranean. They reached the White Sea and Northern Asia.

But as the slow Saxon conquests, in a century and a half, drove the Britons westward, national life changed. The people settled on the land and in the openings of the inland forests. No point in England, it is true, is more than seventy miles from the sea. But there was little movement. Christianity built its parish churches. Generations lived within the sound of their own church bells and seldom saw the sea, some people perhaps never. Peace hushed adventure, and rude plenty bred quiescence. Maritime spirit declined. Our complacent histories tell how King Alfred revived shipping and built a navy, but omit to say that Alfred had to hire foreign pirates as rowers. Yet in Alfred’s own time, Ohthere of Norway sailed his ships round the North Cape and reached the White Sea. Nor did the Norman Conquest alter this decline. The Conqueror, it is true, was compelled to organize the defence of the coast to prevent a counter invasion. Dover, Sandwich, Romney, Hastings and Hythe were organized as the Cinque Ports with privileges and with obligations of service. But their ships never went far; for a century, not beyond the Bay of Biscay or the entrance of the Baltic. They were for defence, and in maritime matters mere defence never carries them far. An ‘English’ fleet sailed with Richard Cœur de Lion to the Crusades. History makes much of this. The great scholar known as the learned Selden (1584 — 1654) says that it began the maritime supremacy of England. But the ships were mostly from the provinces of France and both officers and men, according to the historian William Lindsay of Middlesex, were incompetent and ill-disciplined. A great storm dispersed the fleet off the coast of Sicily; the crew were ‘sea-sick and frightened’; their ships foundered; the Vice-Chancellor of England was washed ashore, drowned, with the Great Seal tied around his neck, a poor sailor but a faithful lawyer.

Even when the commerce of the Hansa Towns and the Mediterranean began to make London a great seaport, foreign ships carried most of the trade. We may quote it on the high authority of the late Dr. Cunningham, the economic historian, that by the end of the thirteen hundreds (Richard II) ‘English shipping was in a state of decay and the coasts exposed to attack.’

‘Rovers of the sea,’ such as the English themselves had once been, pillaged the shores of England as late as in the reign of Henry VI. Sandwich and Southampton were burned, and plans of defence made for London behind booms and chains. Agnes Paston of the famous Paston Letters, writing in 1450, speaks of people being kidnapped by pirates while walking on the sea-shore.

English sailors there always were, of course, notoriously fierce and desperate in fighting. Much is made in the history of literature of Chaucer’s Sailor in the Canterbury Tales who had ‘a dagger hanging on a lace about his neck,’ who had ‘no keep of nice conscience’ and whose custom it was to ‘send his enemies home by water’ — that is, drown them out of hand. Chaucer assures us that he was ‘a good felawe,’ but there seems reason to doubt it. At best he would belong now-a-days on the other side of the North Sea.

But whatever claim the English may have had to be ‘good fellows’ in sea-fight, a thing no one has ever denied, they had but little share in the progress of navigation which rendered possible the great maritime discoveries that opened a new world and rediscovered old ones. Here the honour belongs to the rising science of Italy, to the Mediterranean, and to the Portuguese who followed the impetus given by their King Henry the Navigator (reigned 1394-1460). It thus remained for the Spaniards, under the Genoese Christopher Columbus to discover America in 1492, and for the Portuguese under Vasco da Gama to double the Cape of Good Hope and to reach Calicut in 1498. The English overseas dominion (it began as English, not British) did not begin till nearly a hundred years after Pope Alexander VI had divided the New World between Portugal and Spain. The Pope’s line of division, a north and south line to be drawn through the Atlantic west of the Azores, was presumed to leave all America to the west of it. Drawn too far west, it sliced off a section of South America (the ‘Brazils’), and hence to this day impairs that magnificent unity of Spanish-speaking America, that otherwise reached from San Francisco to Tierra del Fuego.

The first English overseas dominion is represented by the taking possession of Newfoundland by Sir Humphrey Gilbert in 1583. But long before that the spell had been broken by the voyage of John Cabot in 1497 to the coast of what was to become later British North America (Cape Breton Island and Newfoundland). King Henry VII issued letters patent ‘To his well beloved John Cabot, citizen of Venice, to his sons Lewis, Sebastian and Santius... to discover and find Countries and Regions... before this time unknown to all Christians.’ It is interesting to note that the King sent out the Cabots on the same terms as those on which the Pickwick Club dispatched Mr. Pickwick several centuries later, namely, ‘upon their own proper costs and charges.’ British exploration has been largely conducted on this basis ever since.

Cabot’s voyage made a great stir. On his home-coming to Bristol it was rumoured that he had ‘found the New Isle.’ We learn from a contemporary witness, a Venetian writing from London, that ‘vast honour is paid to him (Cabot); he dresses in silk and these English run after him like mad people, so that he can enlist as many of them as he pleases.’ The writer tells us also that ‘the King is much pleased, has promised Cabot ten ships,’ and ‘at his request has conceded him all the prisoners, except such as are confined for high treason to man his fleet.’ With this begins the long roll of the transported felons, the indentured servants, the condemned rebels the offending Covenanters and the ticket-of-leave convicts whose sorrows are woven into the texture of our history — out of whose despair often came greatness.

There followed the second voyage, fruitless, in 1498; but John Cabot died without further achievement. The American discovery of 1497 proved a false dawn. Yet it left results. Sebastian Cabot, the son, was invited by Henry VIII and Cardinal Wolsey to prosecute further English discovery in North America. Cabot, as a Venetian, had a bad conscience about it and declined. Yet he came to England later and helped to found the Company of Merchant Adventurers for the Discovery of New Trades of 1553 that marks a new epoch. Under this company Richard Chancellor reached the White Sea and opened trade with Russia. But the chief result of the voyages of Cabot and of Corte Real the Portuguese, who followed him in 1500, was the discovery of the Grand Banks of Newfoundland as a fishing ground. The fish in those days were inconceivably prolific. The ships, filled to the hatches, could often not carry home the catch. The voyage was tempestuous but at least there was always wind. With good fortune a ship could drive across in two weeks. English and French, Portuguese and Spanish flocked across each summer, leaving no more record than a flight of sea-birds. They landed to salt their fish; they made no settlement. English harbours turned to sea-ports. Even before Gilbert came, there were said to be four hundred vessels in the fishing trade. In Charles the First’s time the Devon seaports alone sent a hundred and fifty ships to the Banks every year. When Charles Kingsley’s three fishers went sailing out into the west, their ancestors had been doing so for three centuries.

With all this, the maritime spirit in England was renewed. The spirit of the sea sleeps but never dies. You may see this today in British children of western Canada. Two generations from the sight of the sea, brought back to it, they reach for it as by instinct, contriving rafts, plugging up old boats, fashioning docks and harbours from a cell-memory that lies generations back. So with the Elizabethan age that recaptured its heritage. It was but natural that it should do so. The historian Trevelyan contrasts the square unbroken mass of northern France which bred feudalism, with the narrow irregular outline and indented coast that marked England for seafaring. In witness of the epoch take the dreams and achievements of Richard Hakluyt ( 1553 — 1616), one of the founders of the Empire. A scholar and in holy orders, Hakluyt spent his life in dreams of the sea, in aspirations for England’s sake and in collecting the maps and manuscripts from which he compiled his Principal Voyages, Navigations, and Discoveries of the English Nation (1589). It was Hakluyt’s aim to restore the maritime glory of England. T both heard in speech and read in books,’ so he writes in his first Dedicatory Epistle, ‘other nations miraculously extolled for their notable enterprises by sea, but the English of all others ignominiously reported for their sluggish security and continual neglect of like attempts.’ Men like Hakluyt and the sea-captains of Elizabeth changed all this. Thus as the age progressed the British Isles shifted their orientation in the world. They were no longer the lost corner, the Ultima Thule of Europe. They were changing to the great gateway to America and by reason of it, presently, the centre of trade and money. The map seems to belie this. Great Britain seems set a long way off from the centre; but not so for the sailing voyages of the Western Ocean. The course lay round about to the north to get the winds. The parallel of sixty was the early path with long summer daylight, beside which the West Indian and southern courses, with belts of dead calm, ‘horse latitudes’ and seas of floating weed were better for the slave trade than for the passage of free men. The British ports became the natural points of departure to which European commerce came overland and across the North Sea. Europe changed its front from the Mediterranean to its north-west side. The Mediterranean became the south, and remained, till the Suez Canal, a blind pocket, an eddy in the great winds that blew the British ships to the seven seas.

It is natural that the British overseas empire begins with the generation that defeated the Armada. Newfoundland, where Sir Humphrey landed, on the site of the present St. John’s, in 1583 and took possession in the name of Queen Elizabeth, ranks as the oldest colony.

Gilbert made his claim and was lost at sea. Others followed. An attempt was even made by Lord Baltimore, with the permission of James I, to plant a settlement. But the French worried him out of it. The fishermen from England complained of interference by the New-foundland colonists and demanded their removal. The government of Charles II at one time agreed to the deportation of all the Newfoundland people, but was fortunately persuaded not to put the order into execution. The idea was to turn the country into a sort of summer fishing station for the good of the British commercial interest.

Settlements gradually followed, legal or illegal. But these were merely fishing stations. There were about 2,000 people living within the Island in the days of Oliver Cromwell, and about 10,000 at the American Revolution. There was no question, as yet, of overseas migration and no real need for it. England at the opening of the Tudor times was still an undeveloped country. There were wolves in the great forests of the centre. Vast marches extended in East Anglia, and in the north and the south-west wide and desolate moorland. Coal slumbered in its bed. The population was perhaps three and a half million. Nor for nearly three hundred years after Gilbert was there any real basis for migration from over-population. Emigration when it began was not economic in its motive. It arose from persecution; it was a means of escape; its essence lay in its farewell. Or it was a movement of adventure, of sea-wandering, with the hope of gold and treasure; in such cases its essence lay in the glad return. The idea of a greater England overseas had to wait for the birth of a greater England at home.

After Newfoundland followed the plantation colonies of the West Indies. This vast and fertile tropical archipelago, the summits of the mountains of a submerged central America, comprises 100,000 square miles, broken into some thirty considerable islands and innumerable small ones. It fell an easy prey to European conquest. Its native Caribs, feeble with the languor of their own environment, went down before the conquerors. Spain had the first choice with Hispaniola Cuba and Puerto Rico. Other nations followed. Islands were to be had for the asking. Great Britain claimed Barbados in 1625 and began settling it and other small islands in 1627. Jamaica was a prize of Cromwell’s war with Spain ( 1655) and the Bahamas a possession by actual settlement (166g). These were all plantations in the literal sense, native ground for the sugar, the spices, the coffee and tobacco, the oranges, limes and lemons, that elevated them to a value rivalling the greater archipelago of the East. Their climate doomed them to the driven labour of an enslaved race. The sugar, rum and slave trade lured even the Puritans to sin, and tempted the ambition of Europe into war.

Time has had its revenge. In the end the African race has overwhelmed in its increasing numbers its one-time masters. Cuba and Puerto Rico, with a large Spanish influx, stayed relatively white — 75 per cent. Haiti is nine-tenths negro and one-tenth part-negro. Martinique is 99 per cent black, Barbados over 85 per cent, Jamaica 98 per cent. The Carib Indians, except a handful in St. Vincent and Dominica, are all gone.

The Bermudas, ten degrees north of the tropics are in a different category. The Europeans learned of them from shipwreck on their sunken rocks. Sir George Somers (1609) turned shipwreck into settlements. No longer plantations, they play a new role in the Atlantic aviation, the tourism and war strategy of a changing world.

Similar in motive to the plantations was the great establishment in India that began with the East India Company of 1600. It reached to undreamed heights of splendour, profit, audacity and rapacity in the days of Clive and Warren Hastings. But its history lies apart from the development of the British peoples, except as in the annals of commerce and the panorama of war.

The first real ‘home’ was made and lost in America. All the world has read the story of the Puritans of the Mayflower and of the Massachusetts Bay Company of 1629. They left England with a noble motive and a good cause, not with ‘Farewell, Babylon,’ but with ‘Good-bye, England.’ Such sorrow as there was at their going seems to have been one-sided. But the defects of their peculiar character were redeemed by the heroism of their endurance. They carried with them, somehow, more than any other group of outgoing emigrants, the seed of a future civilization; the seed of American education in the people’s school, a thing unknown in England; the seed of American efficiency in their native ingenuity and smartness; and in their regulation of other people’s morals, the spirit of the eighteenth amendment to the constitution of the United States.

Separately came the Virginians (1607) a people of a different kind, soon to develop great plantations, chronically half bankrupt and worked with troops of slaves hardly worth having, till the cotton gin and the English factory riveted their claims on their necks. The Virginians and such, till the Stamp Act of 1765, were further, in points of real contact, from Massachusetts than from England. Other colonies followed. Every reader of history knows of the establishment of the ‘towns’ of Connecticut, the foundation of Rhode Island as a place where nobody need agree with anybody; the chartering of Pennsylvania (1681) as the home of brotherly love; the conquest of New York and the absorption of the Dutch; the broad ground plan of the Carolinas and, last in the list, the opening (1733) of a free-for-all refuge for the distressed, named as Georgia after George II.

Here begins in true reality the story and the problem of the overseas British Empire. British the provinces were, as no overseas colony ever again except Australia and New Zealand. The emigration was practically all from the British Isles. The exceptions were so few as to leave little trace after the passage of a generation. The migration came in waves, proportionately of great size, at the foundation of each colony. But after the first 100,000 of immigrants and their offspring, the succeeding addition was mainly by the natural increase of population under circumstances favourable as nowhere else. Especially did migration dwindle to a flow of small dimensions in the first half of the eighteenth century. England could at that time utilize its own people. Foreigners were virtually shut out, and, in any case, did not want to come. The cosmopolitan movement of population, irrespective of flag, allegiance and language, was still a hundred years away. From the time when Wolfe overcame Montcalm in 1759, the British had North America to themselves. The Indians, in point of numbers, never mattered. No one ever counted them, but scholars’ estimates assign perhaps one Indian to every six square miles, not more. The Eskimos were a legend. The French-Canadians (60,000) were agricultural prisoners of war in the St. Lawrence valley. Spanish claims mattered about as much as the Papal Bull of 1493 which defined them. Black slaves were property. There were in America, before the revolution, 3,000,000 British people with the best continent in the world all their own; ruled, in a nominal way, by an affectionate and kindly King, no stupider than they themselves were, and deeply attached to their kindred people in the British Isles, the place which even Washington called ‘home.’

What a chance! If not for humanity at large, at least for all those who still spoke the common speech and shared the common history of England.

The inhabitants of the United States who are descended from Germans, Russians, or Czecho-SJovaks, naturally cannot see that the American Revolution was a great tragedy. For them it was not. Without it they would probably not be there. No doubt most Americans think of the Revolution as a noble chapter in history, a great forward movement in the world’s progress. Who can blame them if they do? Such great figures as those of Washington and Jefferson, the splendid courage of the farmers and ‘minute men’ of Bunker Hill, and the opening of the Declaration of Independence (no one ever reads the rest) have thrown a halo around the separation of England and America.

The soil is, for many, too sacred to be treated as controversial ground. Yet nearly all agree that there was in colonial America, till the very heat of the quarrel, no thought of independence. The code of colonial regulations was in reality of no great burden and of no little benefit. The Navigation Acts were as natural as leading strings. Incidentally they opened to the colonies the West Indian trade. Prohibition of colonial manufacture made no great difference to farmers and planters; later on, manufacture was to bring the tariff and separate North from South. Nor did the British Government see more clearly than the colonists. They were appalled at the growth of the national debt, a new thing since the Stuart times, mistaken for national indebtedness, in reality evidence of the rising finance of London. The Stuarts had banked in their pocket, like the Sultan of Turkey, borrowed at exorbitant rates and paid or not as might be.

The debt under King George III when Canada was ceded (1763) stood at £132,000,000. The appalled generation little dreamed that their grandchildren would carry the debt easily enough, at £800,000,000, and their descendants a century later at £8,000,000,000. Their ignorance mistook rising wealth for impending bankruptcy. They were bound that the Americans should pay their share. The attempt to collect it, with Stamp Taxes (1765) and by customs at colonial ports led to controversy, to anger, riot, petition under arms, rebellion and finally independence. The old colonial system ended with the separation of 1783.

Having lost one colonial empire Great Britain set to work in its own haphazard way to make another. The Crown kept French Canada, though at first with doubts and afterthoughts that had the happy result of leaving language and law and the church undisturbed. Only the criminal law, a British specialty, was introduced. The pattern of the settlement is still to be seen stamped on the present isolationist allegiance of Quebec.

But the notable feature was the settlement of Upper Canada, the unused wilderness, the garden of Canada blocked hitherto by the war-like Iroquois on its flank. Hither came the United Empire Loyalists in a migration that is one of the great pages of our Empire history. Of these Loyalists some were people who refused to live in the American republic; others didn’t dare to. But our painstaking historians have long since sifted out the sturdy patriots as the large majority. The British Government found everything, transport, money, land, implements, seed. British people don’t do things by halves. In all about 40,000 Loyalists came to British North America, some to Nova Scotia, of which the western part thus settled became New Brunswick (1784); others passed on by sea, and up the St. Lawrence to winter at Sorel and thence next spring to settle above French Canada on the St. Lawrence and on Lake Ontario. Others again painfully made their way through the forest country of New York State. For all it was a pilgrimage as to a promised land. The first Loyalists were joined by a steady influx of other settlers from the States, not so much ‘loyal’ as knowing a good thing when they saw it. After the Great War ended with Waterloo a continuous migration of half-pay officers and former soldiers moved into Upper Canada. There was land and to spare for all.

Then came Australia. Its existence as a legend goes back to ancient times. The Dutch had touched its shores early in the seventeenth century. English sailors had seen it from Dampier’s ship in 1699. But no one claimed it. No one wanted it. The world of the seventeenth century was still inconceivably vast, and few foresaw how rapidly it would shrink to the little globe on which we live. British ownership begins with Captain James Cook’s voyage to the South Seas of 1768 — 70, undertaken to allow a group of Royal Society astronomers to view the transit of Venus. Cook circumnavigated New Zealand and sailed along the south-east coast of Australia. From a fancied resemblance to a more familiar shore he named it New South Wales. Cook claimed the land, found a wonderful bay where ‘great quantity of plants’ grew and named it Botany Bay. The report made by Captain Cook and his companions was favourable, even enthusiastic. The Government determined to take up the claim. It seemed necessary. The American colonies had served among other purposes as a place for the transportation of criminals. After independence began, the United States had no need, has never since had any need, to import foreign criminals. The colonization began, as all the world knows with the expedition of 1787-88 in which Captain Arthur Phillip and a fleet of eleven vessels landed at Botany Bay 717 ‘criminals,’ both men and women, convicted of all sorts of offences, great and small, real and imaginary. Within a short time the discovery of the marvellous grazing land behind the barrier of inaccessible mountains that shut in the convict settlement, changed the whole character of the colony. Within a generation, a quarter of a million sheep were grazing on the Bathurst plains. A few free settlers had come in within three or four years of Phillip’s landing. But for three decades the colony was mainly made up of ‘emancipated’ convicts. Even in 1821 the ‘emancipists’ and their families numbered over 13,000 as against 2,500 free settlers. But the migration after the Napoleonic War soon washed out the convict stain.

Thus, by one of the marvels of British good fortune, was secured, unopposed and unquestioned, the control of a continent.

The outcome of the same wars brought with the settlement of 1815 a great accretion of territory to the British Crown. The Cape of Good Hope (276,995 square miles) and Ceylon (25,481 square miles) taken from the Dutch during their eclipse as the Batavian Republic, and with these, Trinidad and Malta, British Guiana, the Seychelles and Mauritius.

By the time of the close of the Napoleonic wars the British may be said to have definitely annexed the high seas as their peculiar province. The process had begun long before. It is true that the French built better ships than the English did down to the French Revolution itself, and the Americans, half a century after they ceased to be British, outbuilt Britain in shipbuilding as having first modelled the clipper ship. But navigation, and the exploration of the oceans, had become pre-eminently British as they had once been Portuguese. The quaint London corporation of Trinity House, concerned with setting out buoys and beacons, and caring for shipping, dates back long before Henry VIII (1514). Its executive of Elder Brethren (naval and merchant service combined) became after 1604 an adjunct to the administration of the Admiralty. The English improved nautical instruments. Halley, the astronomer, invented a quadrant (1730) that turned the ‘back staff’ of John Davis (Elizabethan) and the astrolabe of Chaucer into museum pieces. Greatest of all was the problem of longitude, the finding of east and west distances. Latitude settles itself; a child can read it off the pole star. The earth spins on a north and south axis, and every place reveals its own latitude by the height of the polar stars (north or south) above the horizon. For distance in the direction of the spin itself (east and west) the thing is different. Every place spins through every longitude. Greenwich is only called the start by convention. Longitude was first reckoned as from ‘the westernmost part of Africa,’ then from Teneriffe (Dampier’s voyage, 1699), but after about 1779, always, for the British, from Greenwich. But without instruments it could only be found by ‘dead reckoning.’ In the larger Spanish days Philip III had offered a prize of 6,000 ducats for a ‘discovery of longitude.’ No one got it. In Queen Anne’s time (1713) a Parliamentary committee took up the question. Sir Isaac Newton, as a member, gave as the solution the use of a clock set to Greenwich time and compared with a noon observation. The only trouble was to make the clock. Pendulum clocks wobble at sea; clocks with spring balances are too sensitive to heat and cold. The Admiralty offered a prize of £20,000 — overbidding Philip by seven to one. The reward went begging for over forty years. It was won at last (1764) by an English carpenter, John Harrison, who contrived a chronometer clock with compensation for heat or cold. It was tried out officially on a voyage to Jamaica, Harrison being taken along. The crucial test came off Porto Santo in Madeira. The ship had run out of beer, land still out of sight. The captain’s dead reckoning put the course one way, the new chronometer put it the other. They trusted the chronometer. They got the beer, Harrison got the reward, £10,000 down, and the remainder about ten years later (1773).

From those days on, the Admiralty work of survey, of hydrographic charts, of exploration and investigation has never ceased. Under these auspices Darwin made his famous voyage in the Beagle (1831) and Huxley in the Rattlesnake (1846). The intervals between wars saw polar expeditions seeking the north-west passage. Such work was supplemented by that of American sailors, the great oceanographer Maury, and, in the historical sense, by the master hand of Admiral Mahan.

With the transition from sail to steam the British tenure of the high seas was assured all the more. For steam itself was, in its early days, another apanage of Great Britain as a part of the industrial revolution. From now on, indeed, the Americans shared and more than shared in each mechanical advance, for in a land short of labour a premium was set on machinery. Robert Fulton was a chief inventor of the steamboat, and later on the submarine, like the aeroplane, first appeared in America. The Americans, however, were too busy with steam on land to do much with steamships at sea. But with steam appeared the Scottish engineer as a partner in British sea-supremacy. McAndrew’s Hymn, though no one heard it plainly till Rudyard Kipling, was already humming in the engine room half a century before.

The great outgoing emigration of the British and the Irish peoples belongs in this period of the Great Peace (1815 — 54). This is no longer a mere emigration of adventure, an ecstasy of religion in the wilderness, a transport of criminals, an exile of political refugees. This is the outgoing of people from a crowded mother country to seek new homes, as like as might be to the homes they left behind. And the numbers of them were such as never were known before. In colonial America, it is very seldom that more than 3,000 immigrants arrived in a year. But in the first five years after Waterloo 98.000 — British people went overseas as emigrants. Twenty years later (1835 — 39) the numbers had risen to 287,000; and fifteen years later still ( 1850 — 54), these emigrants numbered 1,639,000. At first more came to British North America than to the United States — in the twenty years 1815 — 34, 403,000 as against 269,000. To Australia there set in a rising tide of free immigrants that began with about 500 in 1825 and reached 15,000 in 1840. Trouble, rebellion, and then more trouble, in Canada, as contrasted with the rising glory of the American republic, presently shifted the balance. In the years 1850 to 1854 of the 1,639,000 British emigrants 1.158.000 — went to the United States and only 186,000 to British North America. The Irish were a case apart. They alone were exiles — of misgovernment, of pestilence and famine. They came with mingled hope and sorrow, and many with a hatred in their hearts that coloured the world’s history till yesterday, if not today. But for a time British immigration to British America went strong. These were the days not of individual homesteaders but of the collective immigration of the Canada Company (1825) and of the foundation of woodland towns — our Guelph and Galt and Peterborough — at a stroke, days of success and of golden opportunity that passed. Yet it may come again, patterned on something like the same model, when comes the great outward British migration that must follow the conclusion of what will be called peace in Europe.

It was during this period that was tested and proved the peculiar capacity of British people for overseas ‘settlement.’ It is not well in history to overemphasize psychological causes. But undoubtedly this national characteristic reacted powerfully on the course of events. The English people are by character a people suited for overseas settlement. Other nations either cling too much to home, or too readily leave it. Others again seem in their migration to have no middle term between conquerors and coolies. Others become absorbed and disappear. The English, an ‘indigestible’ people, talking no other language but their own, never do that. The French as settlers have never hit the same happy mean as the English. The French in the Sahara, or in a South Sea island must needs create a little ‘Avenue de Paris,’ if only of three coconut trees — with a boulevard somewhere to lounge upon — with a Café de la Paix, if only of bamboo, with fermented coconut as apéritif. Or else they must go the other way, go native — turn more Indian than the Indians, wear a scalp lock, live with Algonquins in a wigwam, and teach ferocity to their instructors. For proof see the journals of Radisson or Lahontan, or any real authority.

German settlers in America lay like an inert mass, waiting with beer and music, for some one to turn them into something else. They might have coagulated into Nazis, as nature breeds horse-flies. Luckily they didn’t know it. They turned instead into solid American Republicans and Canadian Liberals, deeply respected and still smoking and arguing. This vanishing picture, smeared with the brutality of two wars, is one of the tragedies of our time. ‘German’ now means something else, and beer-garden means Munich.

The Dutch were ‘settlers’ like the English, only more so. Their ideal was isolation, as in South Africa — to have one’s neighbour’s smoke just in sight over the hill, but not to see him. Some of us can understand it still. The Dutch started from Manhattan on this plan, moving up the Hudson. They might have strung out all across the American prairies. But the accident of war (1664) put an end to it. South Africa repeated history. In any case there were not enough of them; the land of tulips and canals could hold them all. So the Dutch Empire of Dutchmen has become just a dream of what might have been, like the Swiss Navy, with the reality of counting houses in Java and profits in Amsterdam.

The Scots one separates here from the English. At times they settled in blocks alone, like the Glengarry people on the St. Lawrence, and the mournful Highlanders of the ‘45 wailing on the bagpipes their ocean way to the Southern States. Lochaber no more, was a sad tune as compared with the Cheer, boys, Cheer of the outgoing English emigrant, hauling up the anchor to the song, leaving home and glad to get out of it. When he got well away, he boasted of it. The Scots also settled themselves in Dunedin and Southern New Zealand, looking for something as bleak as the Highlands — or call it as ‘stem and wild’ — their own name for it.

But the Scots, like their own whisky, were better half and half. In this way they penetrated French Montreal, and coloured the Hudson’s Bay and Prince Edward Island. Their trace lies round the world in curling clubs and golf links and in their conception of a drink. But the Scots seldom settle alone. It scarcely pays.

The Irish too, like the Scots, needed a larger mixture. Nor had they wanted to leave Ireland, soft and green in the rain. They came as children of adversity and hence their coming carried with it an account to settle and an ancient grudge elsewhere. But even this had a way of washing out. It is hard to make trouble among decent neighbours; it’s no use being ‘against the government’ when half of all the other people are; and hard to live on history and cry over a shamrock for ever. So the Irishman was odd man out, till he thought of the police force. If this is exaggerated, it is easily re-compressed to truth.

But the English were always the ideal settlers. They could go away and stay there, call England ‘home,’ boast of it, curse at it, and still love it and fight for it. The Englishman carried away with him enough of his home but not too much. He had his tin bath, and his briar pipe and cricket in a bag to teach to the natives. He had his own clothes till an English tailor followed him. But beyond that he accepted the ways of the country. He drank whatever they had till a brewer came out from Burton-on-Trent. He never knew whether he was going ‘home’ or not and in the end he didn’t. People went ‘home’ from India, not from the colonies. His children and grandchildren shaded off, less and less distinctive but with the tie unbroken. Thus could the overseas Englishman ride it out on a long hawser, generations through.

This adaptation, this capacity to settle, they had it all of them — Pilgrims, planters and gentlemen ranchers, younger sons and half-pay officers, Empire Loyalists fur-traders and factors — as had also their wives and the flock of little children who came with them, whose only enduring memory of England was to be that of leaving it.

Nor is it only such emigrant songs as Lochaber No More, and Cheer, boys, Cheer, mentioned above that reflect the reaction of overseas migration upon British life. Our literature for two hundred years is swamped with it. It helped to form the boys’ stories of adventure, read by boys of all ages, and remaking the character of the nation. Westward Ho and Treasure Island are only two among hundreds. Above all, the mingled hope and sorrow of migration from a mother land finds its echo in our poetry. One thinks of Galt’s lines — 

 

From the lone shieling on the misty Island, 

Mountains divide us and the waste of seas, 

But still the blood is true, the heart is Highland, 

And in our dreams we see the Hebrides.

 

With such enchanted words our vision carries across the Atlantic, and sees the misty Scottish coast from the shores of a newer Scotland. Or take the tragedy that lies in Lady Duffferin’s lines — 

 

They say there’s bread and work for all, 

And the sun shines always there, 

But I’ll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times as fair.

 

Here is all the tragedy of bereavement and exile, that even fears forgetfulness.

Or take the poignant pathos of Kipling’s throbbing banjo, recalling to the broken gentleman-ranker in the Egyptian desert, ‘town’ and ‘all that ever went with evening dress.’ Who that reads such pages of our literature can think of our Empire as a mere fruit of conquest, and not realize the enduring bond of kinship and common sacrifice that has bequeathed to us our inheritance and our opportunity?

Meantime the British Empire had to learn to shape its government to meet the altered needs of the epoch. Obviously a change was needed from the old colonial system.

During the brief peace from 1783 to 1793 the new British Empire had been governed much as the lost Empire had been. The British government maintained garrisons and supplied naval defence; it owned and granted the colonial lands; it regulated shipping with navigation laws. But it gave to the white colonies, old ones and new, elected assemblies such as the American provinces had had. Nova Scotia had enjoyed this privilege, admitted as a sort of Common Law right of British settlers, ever since 1758. Its offshoot, New Brunswick, received it at birth in 1784. In Quebec, while still called ‘Quebec,’ as under the Quebec Act of 1774, and still French, it was held to be not expedient to call assemblies. But with the Loyalists came the division into an Upper and Lower Canada (1791), with an elected assembly in each. The system was later extended to Australasia; New South Wales in 1842 and to Queensland, Victoria, South Australia, Tasmania and New Zealand shortly after. Already there was a sort of shadow outline of the Empire to be. India, purely a mercantile possession under the Company’s charter till 1773, received then a government with a certain measure of imperial participation and control.

The period of the Great War of 1793-1815- saw colonial administration carried on as military exigency might best allow. After 1815 ensued the period of peace, industrial expansion and the rising liberalism that presently brought free trade. But the colonial system only partly reflected the individual rights that were becoming common gospel. The popular assemblies, especially in the Canadas, proved a half loaf of freedom, better than no bread, but far from satisfying. Executive control was still in the hands of the Crown and its appointees — a favoured class, a family compact, it was claimed. The situation was complicated by the fact that French Canada showed no sign of becoming British. With ill management and inattention trouble was bound to come. It came in the form of the Canadian rebellion of 1837, a damp squib in the military sense, but ominous with meaning.

The government, anxious after the event, sent out Lord Durham, to report on what happened. Durham, a typical British Liberal of the period, autocratic in his love of liberty, was as ready with a panacea as a patent medicine pedlar. His report (1839), masterly in analysis but feeble in inference, recommended the union of the two Canadas under responsible self-government — an executive cabinet answerable to the legislature. This was to cure all colonial troubles by giving freedom to the colonies and by so mixing up the French with the English as to remove ‘their vain hope of nationality.’

The system went into effect, temporarily under Sir Charles Bagot (1842 — 3), and in solid earnest under Lord Elgin in 1849. From Canada it was extended to Australasia, to the Cape and to Natal, and half a century later to the Transvaal and the Orange River Colony (1907) to dry the tears of war.

Undoubtedly the system worked. The only difficulty was in knowing what it was working for; was it the beginning of a real Empire, or only the beginning of the end? To the sorrowing Tories, it meant the disruption and dissolution of the Empire, as, typically, to the old Duke of Wellington for whom and his like it was part of that sunset of coming disaster which surrounds old men before they die. ‘Thunderstruck,’ was the word used of him. But the thunder never came.

For the colonial reformers such as Robert Baldwin, Prime Minister of Canada (1842 and 1848), British in spirit, responsible government had in it all the colours of the morning. This, and this alone could hold the Empire together. But to the out-and-out Cobdenites the colours of this bright morning shone to herald the day of separation — the happy disruption of bonds that had lost their meaning, a separation that meant a fusion in the wider union of a world of brotherhood. To the shrewd eye of Disraeli, looking back after years of experience, the system, as applied, was crude and immature, failing to make provision for an inevitable future. Colonies with a mere handful of settlers, still needing garrisons for their protection, had no right to the absolute control of whole continents of land, no right to stifle trade with tariffs, to forbid migration except on their own terms and refuse participation in maritime defence. ‘Mill-stones round our necks,’ said Disraeli, in a phrase that has hung as a mill-stone on his memory.

Such was in general the imperial outlook in the days of the great Victorian peace, of the era associated with the optimism of free trade and the gospel of Cobdenism. Much of it was too good to be true. But at least it was free from the aggression of the epoch that was to follow. The Empire seemed large enough; there was no need of addition. Britain let go the Sandwich Islands, once under a sort of control of the navy. The Argentine might have been successfully claimed in the settlement of 1815-, on the strength of whatever claim comes from landing and making war on a foreign coast. It also was let go. But any gratitude felt by the Argentine Republic was lost in the fact that Britain kept the Falkland Islands, 250 miles off the coast, taken over from Spain in 1771. The republic lodged a national protest in 1833, still outstanding. But times have changed. Cobden could see in the Falklands only a wind-swept sheep run; Britain today, a key to naval victory.

The system of Cobdenism ran its course. There was free government and free trade (1846) and free navigation (1849) as there was free competition and freedom of labour at home. It swept as clean as a new broom; only later appeared the gathering heaps of dirt swept into corners — the cry of the children in the factories, the song of the shirt, the festering slums, the submerged tenth, and the trampling down of the weak that goes with the survival of the fittest. But the world still lived on hope; these were but the clouds of the morning, left over from the dark of the passing night. Then hope itself clouded and failed. The brotherhood of man went down in a devastation of war that racked the old world and the new, from Sebastopol to Delhi, from Gettysburg to Sedan. And when the war era paused, at the opening of the 70’s, after the Prussian conquests and the creation of Germany in arms, it was realized that Cobdenism was bankrupt. World peace had failed. The Crystal Palace was just a glitter. Universal free trade vanished with it. Labour wanted decent wages, not merely the right to ask for them; bread, not a stone. With that came the realization that for the new age of machinery and power the world’s resources were limited; that machine industry must have raw materials; and that it was the ‘white man’s burden’ to open up the coloured continents, brown, yellow and black. In this struggle only strong nations — Empires — could live; a Russia that could reach the Pacific, a German Empire built on ‘blood and iron,’ an Austria-Hungary, re-cast from a hundred histories, a France that could renew its vigour in Asia and Africa; a Britain that must ‘carry on.’ The whole world was all too small. If Africa was a dark continent, light it up with European civilization! If China was asleep, wake it up with opium, if the Japanese wanted to learn to fight, send them officers to show them how. Only on the coasts of America fell the long shadow of James Monroe. The disasters of our present age obscure with a smoke screen the mingled colours of the landscape that was; the mingled greed and idealism, exploitation and uplifting, curse and blessing, that represented the gift of European religion, European science, machinery and machine guns to the peoples sitting in darkness, the actors in the drama shade all the way from apostles to oppressors, from Livingstone hymns to the ‘red rubber’ on the Congo.

In this new expansion of Europe, from about 1880 to 1900, Great Britain got its full share; such vast additions as Nigeria, East Africa, Rhodesia. The opening of the Suez Canal shouldered Britain up against Egypt. To control Egypt it had to take the Sudan. To connect with the Sudan, it needed equatorial Africa, till the ‘inexorable chain of logic’ led to the Cape to Cairo idea. But the additions were matched by French expansion that finally included more than 4,000,000 square miles of African territory, by claims on Africa staked by Germany with the consent of the European powers, and the blank cheque on the Congo basin that presently shadowed the name of Leopold.

The new era of rival European power over Africa and across Asia altered the political outlook of the Empire. There was no room for dissolution now. Hence the government of the Empire, as between the Indian Mutiny and the South African war, was reorganized. The essential goal became that of permanent union; its means of achievement to be found in the principle of federal government, as added to that of responsible freedom already accepted. Here was to be achieved that union of authority, liberty (imperium et libertas) sought since the days of Rome. The principle of federation attained in the nineteenth century an imposing prestige. It had with it the conspicuous example of the United States, the tradition of Switzerland and a certain endorsation of Greek history, dear to scholars. The weakness of federal government lies in its hopeless incompatibility with economic unity, the disruption of jurisdiction which makes it for labour, capital, transportation and social service. But time and industrial growth had yet to reveal all this. Federation was ‘the thing.’ Political scientists, Henry Sidgwick and presently James Bryce, expounded its academic merits. Tennyson, in poetic vision (which shuts one eye) could see already the ‘parliament of man’ and ‘federation of the world.’

First came Canada. The broken units of British North America were gathered into a Dominion of Canada ( 1867). Those who would not come in were dragged in. Newfoundland, half in, slipped out. British Columbia was coaxed in with a railway; Prince Edward Island by buying its railway from it. The new system creaked in its joints but it held together. The Red River Settlement of the West undertook to protest under arms at Fort Garry, mixed up its protest with stark murder, and faded away at the sight of General Wolseley and the red coats. Nova Scotia accepted better terms, and sobbed its protest half asleep. ‘The whistle of the locomotive,’ to quote Joe Howe’s prophetic phrase, ‘was heard in the passes of the Rocky Mountains’ in 1886. The Dominion of Canada became a fact and soon a glorious reality. The old fear of piecemeal conquest by ‘the States’ faded from a spectre to a bogey, and from a bogey to a scarecrow. Federation in Canada encouraged an unsuccessful movement at Federation in South Africa (1878). For Australia federation as yet was only talk, the obvious advantages of federalism being crossed by internal disputes. The continent seemed safe in its isolation.

But a larger idea arose as federation of the whole Empire, with a central parliament at London, and representation of all — or at least all of the free. This started the Imperial Federation movement and the League (1884) whose branches ran over the Empire like the Vine of Sibmah. The league set up its offshoots and held its meetings, singing ‘God save the Queen’ in colonial towns, out on the prairies and on the veldt and under the eucalyptus tree. Then suddenly it smashed. It appeared that imperial federation meant taxes. Things were back again to the days of George Washington. Britain again was alarmed over expenditure on defence. The income tax, traditionally regarded as a temporary war measure had come back in 1842 and stayed ever since. By the end of the century it had passed sixpence in the pound. This seemed to spell ruin, albeit to a generation whose children have lived to see it at seven shillings and sixpence. But history repeated itself. It was George Ill’s national debt all over again. So it seemed only reasonable that the colonies, when joined in a federated Empire, should pay taxes for imperial (naval) defence. This broke the league. It dissolved like Canadian ice and blew away like Australian sand. The attitude of the colonies, not altogether unfair, was that they paid their share opening new territory.

The federal movement of necessity left out India. The termination of the East India Company (1858) after the Mutiny placed the government entirely under British imperial control, with a Council in London. Democracy and self-government only made feeble beginnings, in municipal life, before 1900. The India of the native states was protected by Britain as a paramount power, not governed in its daily life. There was not, and never has been, any nucleus as between the aspirations and outlook of the peoples of India, and those of the Dominions.

Still less could federation include the black subjects of the Queen now multiplying in Africa. These must remain as sleeping partners in the Empire, dreaming of their future heritage, and blessed at least with decent government and fair play. But the federal movement and the new tendency toward a united and permanent Empire at least expressed itself in the great London pageants of the Golden Jubilee of 1887 and the Diamond Jubilee of ten years later. From these grew the Colonial Conferences, that presently (1902, 1907 and on) systematized themselves into the Imperial Conference which for a time almost looked like an authoritative organ of government.

The federal sentiment also ultimately carried Australia into a federation. The rivalry of free trade and protection (New South Wales and Victoria) was a standing difficulty. The sheer distance of Western Australia, a four days’ voyage by sea, with no alternative but a trackless desert, seemed to defy federation. The colony would be like a satellite on a stick as used in a geography classroom. But what peace cannot accomplish, the mere threat of war compels. The safety of Australian isolation disappeared with the expansion of Japan. Federated as a Commonwealth in 1901 (Imperial Statute of 1900), Australia lined up beside Canada. Western Australia, cast for the role of Rhode Island and of Nova Scotia, as the unwilling partner, hesitated but was squeezed in just in time to be an original State. New Zealand thought twice and stayed where nature put it.

The first stage of the era of expansion witnessed at the close of the century the tragedy of the South African war. The circumstances of the present hour have reopened again the wounds of that historic land of sorrow. There is all the less need here to dogmatize upon the right and wrong of half a century ago. South Africa (the Cape) came into British possession as a prize of war (), its Dutch occupants having become, by a shake of the kaleidoscope of history, allies of France, as under the Batavian Republic. At the settlement in (1815) the Cape was retained as a British Colony. Its value had been realized as half-way stop on the sailing voyage to India. A few settlers came. A second colony, Natal, was presently founded by British settlers (1823). But their separation from one another was in keeping with the vast distances of South Africa, a feature seldom realized. Cape Town to Durban by sea is 850 miles. There was thus no friction. Nor was there tyranny at the Cape. But the Dutch farmers were restive under alien rule. Free slave holders are apt to resent control. They resented it still more when Britain bought out their slaves (1834). Many claimed they were cheated on the bargain. There followed the Great Trek, one of the heroic episodes of the nineteenth century. A large section of the Boers with their ox-wagons, families and furniture, cattle and Kaffirs, moved out into the wilderness, far, far away beyond the Vaal River. Two generations later it was to turn out that far, far away, in a changed world meant close at hand. But for the time the isolation of the veldt closed over them. There was no thought of calling them back. It was the period of laisser faire. The Empire was large enough. The Dutch who remained British subjects, settled down in peace in the unending summer of the sea winds of Cape Town, and the vineyards of Stellenbosch. British settlers came, and to Natal, but never many. South Africa settled into a long sleep, with now and then the brief awakening of a Kaffir war. The Dutch villages of the Cape seemed to take on, under their elm trees, an immemorial antiquity. Animosities died low, life moved at the pace of an oxcart and politics dozed on the stoep. Such little back eddies of peace and quiet, such Stellenbosches and Acadias, does the irony of history form at times in the turgid current of its course — only to obliterate them later.

The passing of the sailing ship and the opening of the steam route by the Suez Canal removed the first reason for the British occupation of South Africa. But there it remained. Responsible government gave freedom and British rule guaranteed peace. Without it South Africa, could have been overwhelmed in a night by the vast shadow of the black race. There were those who said, who still say, that it some day must be. Ex Africa semper quid novi. The expansion epoch of the later century brought an ill-starred movement (1878) to re-annex the Transvaal Boers. Their government was rickety, jeopardized with native quarrels, almost bankrupt. The case of federated Canada seemed to point the way. Complacent ignorance vanished when the annexed Boers revolted, and defeated the British in the heroic victory of Majuba Hill (1881). Great Britain, meaning at the moment, Mr. Gladstone, gave back the Transvaal without first wiping out Majuba in blood — a triumph of magnanimity or of a disaster due to idiocy, as one will, according as one reads British politics and judges British imperialism. The ashes of controversies in South Africa still fan easily to a flame. Britain kept over the Transvaal the shadowy claim of a paramount power. (Convention of London, 1884). No one knew what it meant. No one cared. Side by side with the Transvaal its sister Dutch republic, the Orange Free State lived undisturbed, uncoveted.

Then in South Africa came the devil with diamonds in Griqualand and round Kimberley, in places best termed ‘no man’s land.’ Arbitration showed they belonged to Great Britain. Right. And with that the devil waved away the mists from the rolling upland and showed a great reef of over fifty miles of gold ore and asked whose was that? And with that came the Rand Mines, and the city of Johannesburg and a babel of all the world. The Dutch republic with its little capital of Pretoria, fast asleep round its ox-cart market square looked as ill-suited to the change as the Old Testament wrapped around the West Side of Chicago. Anger, greed, controversy and patriotism struggled together. Yet the British never hated the Boers nor the Boers the British. They got on well together, always have. All those who know South Africa will agree. They have never known the mutual exclusion which keep the French and English as far apart in Montreal, as the two ship-wrecked gentlemen of Gilbert’s ballad — never introduced.

But the situation forced quarrels. Should the newcomers, the Uitlanders vote? Did they really want to be citizens, or just want money? Was it fair for a handful of Dutch farmers to tax dynamite, sweep off profits, sell railways. Yet was this influx really British expansion overseas, or was this just the clamour of the stock exchange for Kaffir stock? But even if it was for the moment capitalism, did it not show far away the green hills of future union under the Empire? People must judge for themselves. Few witnesses speak alike.

Mimic revolt seethed in the Rand Club of Johannesburg over Scotch and seltzer. Rifles came in piano cases. Was this a storm in a teacup, or was this the ground-swell of a great tempest? A brave man called Dr. Jameson undertook to bet that it was in a teacup. He betted wrong. His raid into the Transvaal (New Year, 1895-96) and his capture, set all the world in tumult. Angry winds blew from every cave. The German Emperor in a famous telegram of congratulation to old Paul Kruger, president at Pretoria, opened the Great War eighteen years before it started. The raid was followed by a feverish four years of conference and armaments. Whose was the fault? Did the British declare the war inevitable and then start it? Or did the Boers refuse every last and reasonable overture, and mean to drive the British into the sea, clearing out the Cape and all. At least the struggle of the Boers under arms, against overwhelming odds for three years is unsurpassed in the world’s record of patriotic heroism. The tragedy of it is, as seen by many of us, that all that was ever gained by the war would have come naturally enough anyway with patience and a lapse of time. People cannot, not even Dutch farmers, live forever on memories of Great Treks and kraals and assegais. Life must go on and would have, and Dutch and British union under the Empire would have come as easy and welcome destiny. It came another way. The forced treaty of Vereeniging (1902) gave generous terms to the conquered — magnanimous and almost divine as compared with what we see at this hour of the mercy meted out by conquerors. Four years later the triumph of common sense and magnanimity in granting self-government to the Transvaal and the Orange River Colony went far to healing wounds that nature was trying to close. The Union of South Africa (1909) brought about by conferences in which shared the leaders of both sides so recently under arms, seemed to crown the work. It would have done so, but for the war of 1914 that seemed to many of the Dutch a release from a forced oath and an opportunity for freedom. The suppression of the rebellion, Dutch by Dutch, left but little animosity. After which, South Africa its clouds drifting away for what next — and now the next has come.

Thus stands the Empire aligned, dressing its ranks, as the onslaught of war comes upon it. Behind it, since Gilbert first claimed Newfoundland, are three and a half centuries of the expansion of the British people overseas, of decent government and fair play, of faults redeemed and bygone angers mellowed into friendship. From the myriad graves that mark where courage lies, on land or under sea, or mark at least the spot where a life of honest effort ended in rest, its spirit speaks. It is a great heritage.

 

If there is guidance to the world, and not mere devil’s chance, the ordeal of the war will show what it has been worth.
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CHAPTER II

The Geographical and Maritime Aspect of Empire
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Extent of the Empire — A Quarter of the Globe — Its Share of each Continent — Doubtful Areas; the Mandates, the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan, etc. — Comparison of Areas — A Century of Expansion — Points of Strategy and Ports of Call — Zones of Climate — Extent of White Population — Emptiness of the Empire

UNROLL the map of the world, in the familiar form called ‘Mercator’s projection’ which rolls out like wallpaper, and you see the British Empire, done in pink, stretched out all over it. Colossal it is, especially Canada, with nothing to humble it except Siberia twice as large. It touches the North Pole as part of Canada and the South Pole as part of Victoria Land. East and west it never stops, with territories in both hemispheres and in each continent, and with islands in each of the seven seas. Where it stops, it begins again; as Mercator draws it, you can start it anywhere like a movie film.

The sun, as the poets put it, never sets on the British Empire. The time line of the meridian of 180 degrees from Greenwich, half-way round the world, east or west as you like, cuts just past the upturned heel of New Zealand. When it is six o’clock by the sun on Monday morning in Auckland, it is still twenty-four minutes past four o’clock in the morning at Sydney, Australia. In Ceylon it is not yet Monday but only eleven o’clock on Sunday night; in London it is six o’clock on Sunday evening; in Montreal still Sunday afternoon, one o’clock; in Vancouver, and on Pitcairn Island away to the south of it in the Pacific Ocean, the time is ten o’clock on Sunday morning. From there further across the Pacific beside the Friendly Islands, it is six o’clock on Sunday morning, with Monday morning just a few miles further on. A naval battle begun off the east coast of New Zealand could start on a Monday and end on the Sunday before. No, the sun never sets on the British Empire. It tries to, but it can’t.

Mercator when he made the map certainly flattered the British Empire. This, however, was the least of his intentions since the Empire in his day did not exist, or only in the germ. He lived in the time of the Tudors in what was then the Spanish Netherlands and his name was Gerhard Kremer, or as we might say, Gerry the Shopkeeper. But when he became a celebrated geographer he latinized his name to ‘Mercator’ to give it style. At this period scientific map-making was just beginning. The old rough and ready methods of counting in a ‘thousand paces,’ and ‘two nights’ sleep’ and a ‘ten days’ sail,’ were giving way to the exact methods of the new mathematics as needed for the new travel and exploration. Mercator made for the Emperor Charles V wonderfully accurate maps of part of Central Europe. But his world-map was made for sailors. In a sense it is as crazy as anything in Alice in Wonderland since the only correct line on it is the equator. All the north and south meridians go straight up at equal distances apart, which makes everything too wide in proportion and getting worse all the time. Mercator makes Canada about six thousand miles wide at the base instead of three, everything on the British Isles is about as ‘broad as it is long’ — though it is all too small to notice on a world scale. This is kept up until Mercator’s world reaches a North Pole about 25,000 miles wide where everything ends with a full stop like the edge of a cliff. But east and west you can roll it round for ever.

Yet, crazy as it appears, Mercator’s is the best ‘map’ of the entire world that we can make. The earth is a globe. You can’t see it all at once. There is no bird’s-eye view of it because the bird can’t see it all. If you draw two separate hemispheres, as we often do, that is two maps, not one, and in any case each is foreshortened till the side parts vanish to nothing. In fact every map is a compromise. You can’t draw a bulged surface on a flat paper.

Mercator made his world-map ( 1569) for sailors and for the sailors of his day, steering by compass but without chronometers, it was just the thing. Put a compass on Mercator’s map and north is north, which is not so on any other map above an insignificant scale. Later it turned out that Mercator’s world-map suited all kinds of purposes for rough and ready illustration of trade routes, islands, winds, currents and the maritime divisions of the nations. In practice the north and south poles didn’t matter, whether big or little, nor till yesterday, did northern Canada and Siberia. Life in the Spice Islands days clung to the Equator, and there Mercator was as right as rain.

But even without Mercator’s exaggeration the area of the British Empire, is imposing enough. The land surface of the globe is estimated at 55, 214,000 square miles, and of this an area of about 13,353,000 square miles, nearly 25 per cent, is under the British Crown. This is a space of about the same size as the continent of Africa, is about as large again as the whole stretch of Russia with Siberia, and four times as large as the land area of the United States. The area of the Empire cannot, however, be given in exact figures, and indeed not within a million square miles. It is difficult to say where the British Empire ends, and whether certain areas are to be included in it or not.

The Irish Free State, now officially Eire, is certainly one of the Dominions associated in the Commonwealth of Nations of the Statute of Westminster, but in Eire the British flag does not fly, the national language is Irish, with English officially a substitute in the legislature and in the courts, and the King is only King of Eire outside of it, not in it. The rest of the Empire accepts this as a way the Irish have of being British without admitting it. Peculiar also are the mandated territories carried over from the Treaty of Versailles in 1919 under the guardianship of the League of Nations and by it assigned to various powers. Dominion over these in the theory of the matter, is revocable by the League. Some of the mandates were entrusted to Great Britain itself, such as Tanganyika, once German East Africa, a territory of 365,000 square miles and, in Africa also, the British section (13,000 square miles) of Togoland and (34,000 square miles) of the Cameroons. In Asia there is the mandate of Palestine (10,000 square miles) which originally covered also Transjordan, now an independent government under an Amir, but not a sovereign state. Such odd cases defy all classification. In the Pacific Ocean Britain itself has a mandate over the once German island of Nauru, a strategic point situated about 2,500 miles north of Zealand and only 26 miles south of the Equator. The other mandates in the Pacific are entrusted not to Great Britain but to its Dominions. Papua, formerly Kaiser Wilhelm’s Land, along with a group of adjacent islands is under Australia. This is the south-eastern part, approximately one-third, of the great island of New Guinea, which is half as large again as France. A part of the Samoan group of islands, 1,200 square miles with 57,000 inhabitants, are assigned to New Zealand, a source of pride rather than profit. The Union of South Africa has a mandate over South West Africa (once German South West) an area of 317,725 square miles. The military and naval power of the Empire everywhere extends over the mandates and there is no very evident intention of giving away any worth keeping. To our disillusioned eyes, islands and mandates are indistinguishable from gun-platforms and air-bases. It would be better to nail the flag to the mast or to the coconut tree. A certain aspect of humbug on our part has often infuriated other nations in the past. Plain speech wears better.

The theorist with the magnifying glass may find still more perplexing the case of the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan. This has an area of 950,000 square miles, a quarter of the size of Europe. Its territory covers the region on the upper Nile from Egypt to Uganda, 1,200 miles, north and south, and reaches from the Red Sea and Abyssinia on the east to French Africa on the west, a distance of 1,000 miles. Here fly the combined flags of Egypt and England to indicate joint sovereignty. In practice England pays all the costs. Egypt is a sleeping partner, a role easy in the land of the Pyramids.

To this list of anomalies may be added the two native states of Nepal and Bhutan, the mountain fortresses that guard north-eastern India. In recognition of their imperial solidarity in the Great War they were officially declared in 1922 absolutely independent, that is, outside of the Empire. The list of curiosities ends with the Antarctic continent, on which the Empire has whatever sovereignty springs from its explorations and discoveries. The whole area of Antarctica is known to be over 5,000,000 square miles. But it is all under permanent snow except in a few little patches, in all about a hundred square miles, where the ice melts enough to show the rock. There are no trees in Antarctica but even here, as the age of wood passes to the edge of metal, the world may yet quarrel over sovereignty.

But leaving out every one of these dubious cases from Ireland to the South Pole, the Empire still occupies an area of 11,750,000 square miles. In following the distribution of this area among its component parts, it will be noted that the Empire has less territory, and a less proportion of territory, in its own continent of Europe, than in any other part of the world. In Europe, apart from the British Isles themselves, there are only 2 square miles of Gibraltar and the 122 square miles of Malta. Cyprus, strategically a part of Europe, is geographically in Asia. Contrast with this 3,847,597 square miles of British North America and the British West Indies, the 3,818,000 square miles under the British flag in Africa, and the 2,126,000 square miles under British rule in Asia. Australia, 100 per cent British, holds the continental record.

For the recurrent comparisons of area needed in a volume like the present it is well to cany in one’s mind certain yard-sticks of reference. This is the more needed since we habitually see many countries expanded on a large scale map, and others contracted on a small. It may be noted that the area of the British Isles is about the same as that of New Zealand, that England itself contains about 50,000 square miles which makes it about twice the size of Nova Scotia. This area of 50,000 miles is, in a rough and ready sense, familiar to most of us on the map of America as the size of typical Eastern and Middle States such as Florida (54,000), Virginia (40,000), New York (47,000). It may be compared with a conspicuous unit above it, that of 250,000 square miles, 

Texas (262,000), Alberta (256,000), Saskatchewan (25-1,000), France (213,000) and the German Empire of the Kaiser (208,000). Above these one may note, as a gradation, India with 1,800,000 square miles about the same size as French West Africa and just above Chinese Mongolia (1,150,000) and the Argentine Republic (1,150,000). A very notable group of roughly similar areas is found around the unit of 3,000,000 square miles. Here belongs the United States 3,026,000 (the land area without the Great Lakes), Canada 3,689,000, Brazil 3,275,000, Australia 2,974,000 and the continent of Europe 3,879,000. For the lack of such a scale of comparison the ideas of many people are hopelessly confused as to size and distance.

There are many countries, only seen on small scale maps, whose dimensions become permanently blighted in our thought. The Philippine Islands laid across the map of Europe would have one end at Stockholm in Sweden and the other end in Sicily. The Canadian province of Quebec is large enough to hold all France, Spain, Portugal, Belgium, Holland and still have room for the British Isles. On the other hand, it would never do to form our conception of the Empire on the mere size of vast areas as yet mostly empty and of little immediate significance. Spacious territory may look very imposing but, without water, fertility or mineral resources the possession of it is not worth, for peaceful uses, one paradise island in the South Seas. Compare the Sahara desert which represents under various flags 3,500,000 square miles of dry sand; or the frozen north of Canada, an area to be computed as a million square miles.

From this we can understand why in past history, and not so very recently, inordinate value, as we see it now, was attached to very minor areas, and little value at all to huge areas now beyond price. The West India Islands even in the eighteenth century, seemed the world’s prize. Golden cargoes of sugar made musk-rat and beaver skins look poor stuff. Cuba was the Pearl of the Antilles. Guadeloupe was discussed as a possible equivalent to trade back for the ‘few acres of snow’ called Canada. San Domingo meant more to Napoleon, as first consul, than the huge quarter continent of Louisiana sold to the States. The Spice Islands, meaning the Moluccas from Sumatra to New Guinea, still carry in their picturesque name the aroma of a forgotten dream of wealth, wafted from an unknown world.

On the other hand our new world of large scale industry and the science that feeds it, is beginning to readjust these values. Dykes cut into the Sahara can flood an inland sea, drift rain clouds over Timbuctoo and restore the vast garden that once was, but which now is sand and bones. The Arabs have a saying, ‘Men once could walk from Mecca to Morocco in the shade.’ Perhaps they will again. When we have time off from war, we can set ourselves to alter climate itself; not only flood the Sahara but block the Straits of Belle Isle to turn aside the Polar current; make the James Bay rivers run south to feed the insufficient waters of the St. Lawrence, and irrigate all Nevada and Mongolia as easily as we now ‘air condition’ a New York hotel. These are the dreams of refashioning our world for the welfare of mankind that will one day come to us in the sleep of peace. Even in their dimmest vision they help to exalt the majesty and the responsibility of our Empire.

Meantime, already in a world that cries out for metals and forswears wood, these unoccupied areas take on a new importance, less than a hundred years ago Sir Archibald Allison could write that seven-eighths of British North America was destined to frigid cold and eternal silence. The hum of the aeroplane has broken it. The barren lands of Canada, the broken slate and treeless rivers, stony and swift and chill as death, the ‘lands forlorn’ that Douglas and the Tyrrells and Warburton Pike saw — these look to the aeronaut and to prospector, grim but good, a treasure in an iron case.

The present population of the entire globe has been estimated for the opening 1940’s at 2,139,000,000 people. Of these, as already said, about one quarter, 525,000,000, are within the Commonwealth of Nations associated as the British Empire. This fact becomes all the more striking when we contrast the world population of today with that of a hundred years ago. It is not possible to do this with accuracy since the practice of taking a national census was late in coming to the modern world. The Christian churches opposed it, remembering that the Israelites were punished for it. Parsimonious people connected it with taxation and military service, retaining a dim recollection of the Conqueror’s Doomsday Book. As late as 1753 in the House of Commons of George II there were fears expressed that any count of the people might be punished by ‘some great misfortune or epidemical distemper.’ Before condemning the House of Commons as antiquated we should recall that natives of British Central Africa still retain the same religious objection to counting themselves. Certain smaller states of Europe took censuses of their people in the middle eighteenth century. The French kept a census of French Canada from its beginning, as a child’s age is affectionately tabulated from its cradle. But there was not any enumeration of English-speaking people until the United States census of 1790. The idea took over a hundred years to work its way across Europe. Turkey, the last country to give in, took its first census in 1927.

These circumstances made it impossible to have anything like a ‘world census’ till well within the present century. But various estimates have been put together for the modern world population, which gather increasing reliability as their dates descend. The French historian Jules Michelet estimated world population as 1,009,000,000 in the year 1845. At that date the British Empire had much of its magnificent outline of size as far as the ‘colonies’ are concerned — British North America complete and Australia and New Zealand as they are, as also the British West Indies, though of declining importance. But British South Africa consisted only of the settlements of the Cape and Natal. Of the present tropical Empire in Africa, there was nothing but the remains of slave factory days, at Gambia and on the Gold Coast, and the pious establishment of Sierra Leone, a home for runaway slaves, otherwise known as the ‘white man’s grave.’ The India of a hundred years ago, although much of it was controlled by the East India Company (1600-185-8), was not under British imperial government till after the Mutiny. Its people were not subjects of the Crown. In all, although the area of the British Empire under the Crown a hundred years ago covered 8,000,000 square miles, its population was probably under 30,000,000, or one thirtieth of the world’s people instead of one quarter.

This increase of British ‘dominion over palm and pine’ has been one of the outstanding features of world history during the past hundred years. But Rudyard Kipling warned us long ago, in his matchless Recessional of 1897, against vain jubilation over this expansion. The antidote to it is found in the statistics which represent what the Empire is not, and how much of its destiny is still in the making. The great bulk of the population of the British Empire is not white, and not Christian; the major part of its people, nearly three out of five, are packed tight in a tropical Asiatic area where the white race, as a race, cannot live; most British subjects cannot speak English, and those who speak it as their mother tongue might be computed as only about 13 per cent of the total.

That is to say, of the whole 525,000,000 Empire inhabitants no less than 364,300,000 live in India, Burma and the adjacent possessions. The number of Christians in the Empire is only 80,000,000. Of the British subjects in the continent of Africa only about 3 per cent are white, in Asia only a fraction of 1 per cent. The parts of the Empire, of which next to the British Isles we are all most proud, the overseas Dominions, are still relatively empty, with great windswept spaces of waving woods and watered plains and rolling hills, unused and fertile, the gardens of the wilderness — a mockery to the world’s poverty, a responsibility that we carry, a trust that we must fulfil or abandon. These are the aspects that gives us to pause, before vain boasting of our Empire.

Seen more in detail the distribution of the imperial population in accordance with estimates made for the opening decade of the 1940’s is as follows. Of the total white population of 72,850,000 people, 49,000,000 live in the British Isles, chiefly in England (41,000,000). The Dominion of Canada has a population estimated at 11,367,000, entirely white except for the politically negligible elements of 123,000 Indians, 6,000 Eskimos and 19,000 negroes. Newfoundland has 294,000 inhabitants. The population of Australia, practically all white except for 55,000 aborigines, is estimated at 6,893,000. The Union of South Africa with a total estimated population of 9,590,000, has 2,004,000 white people. The other parts of Africa commonly thought of as ‘white man’s country’ show as follows — Rhodesia (Northern and Southern) 68,800 whites and 2,683,000 natives. Kenya, Tanganyika and Uganda have 26,000 whites, 40,000 — Asiatics from India, and 11,500,000 natives in their population.

Outside of these areas the great African and Asiatic possessions and dependencies are entirely native in population except for the coming and going of military and administrative units, the personnel of missions, scientists, tourists and commercial transients.

But the expansion of the British Empire carries further than is represented even by the preponderance of its continental territory and population. Where the British Empire ends on land it begins on the ocean. All around the globe run the midway points of strategy that connect and safeguard the commerce and the carrying trade of the British peoples. Some of them are products of history. Others represent the immediate needs of the present and others the provision of the future. In Europe are Gibraltar, Malta, and strategically, Cyprus. Of these Gibraltar is but a rock and a causeway but it commands the Straits and carries the prestige of two centuries of possession and the memory of the great siege (1779 — 83). Malta has only about half the area of greater Montreal but it commands the midway narrows of the Mediterranean, being 180 miles from Africa and 58 miles from Sicily. Cyprus, in the elbow of Asia Minor, is a considerable place (3,500 square miles), half as big again as the Canadian province of Prince Edward Island, and famous for its archaeology and its olives. But apart from strategy the British Empire could do nicely without either of these. Heligoland, all too familiar now in North Sea warfare, 28 miles from the German mainland, was a British outpost of the Napoleonic wars, retained till 1890 when it was traded to Germany for the control of Zanzibar. The Ionian Islands in the Adriatic Sea were a similar legacy of war, retained under British protection with the happy title of the ‘United States of the Ionian Islands’ from 1815 to 1864. The Spitzbergen Islands, an archipelago of the polar sea, 370 miles north of Norway were once, in part at least, a whaling outpost of Great Britain. But the claim to sovereignty died out with the last whale and before the first coal and the first aeroplane. Norway, by consent, took full possession in 1925.

In the North Atlantic ocean are the Bermudas, 580 miles from Cape Hatteras in the United States, and due south from Nova Scotia, a midway place of refuge, of call and strategy, British since the shipwreck of Sir George Somers in 1609. In the South Atlantic the islands of Ascension and St. Helena and Tristan da Cunha recall the days of the sailing ship and its path through the trade winds, sighting South America to reach the Cape. St. Helena recalls much else in history and, as a cable station, connects today with Cape Town and St. Vincent and belongs on the new map of communication and strategy. On the other side of the South Atlantic are the Falkland Islands, 250 miles east of Argentina. The Islands are a wireless station and have as dependencies of their government the whaling settlement of South Georgia (latitude 55° south) and other Atlantic Islands. The strategic importance of the Falklands was written into the record of the Great War, and rewritten into the second.

Across the Pacific Ocean the ‘outposts of the Empire’ can be counted all the way from the historic Pitcairn Island of the mutineers of the Bounty (longitude 130° 8’ west), now reviving its bygone romance in moving pictures, to the coast of Australia some 3,000 miles away. Specially important are the Fiji Island group, on the mid-ocean longitude of 180 degrees, a wireless station and a chief point of the All-Red cable route Canada-Australia-New Zealand. But the great ‘cross roads of the Pacific’ are the Hawaiian Islands, now a ‘territory’ of the United States, situated 2,100 miles from San Francisco, 4,833- from Manila, from Auckland 3,830, from Vancouver 2,493 and from Japan (Yokohama) 3,380 and 4,710 miles from Panama. Discovered by Captain Cook in 1778 they were, as the Sandwich Islands, for a considerable part of the nineteenth century regarded as under British naval control.

Where Asia is reached, Hong Kong, an island base off the coast of China, and the base on the Island of Singapore (26 miles by 14) in the Malayan Straits Settlements, are among the most important points in the vexed world of today. In the Indian Ocean the Andaman Islands set in the great Bay of Bengal are wireless stations for Burma and Madras. More important strategically are the Cocos (or Keeling Islands), a cable station and midway point on the Australian steamer route, between Colombo in Ceylon and Fremantle, the port of Western Australia. They are not the Cocos Island celebrated for the lost treasures of Peru, still undiscovered after much digging. This lies off the Pacific coast of Central America and belongs to Costa Rica. But the Cocos (Keeling) Islands have at least the celebrity that goes with the sinking of the Emden (1914). Across the Indian Ocean are the Island of Sokotra (1,400 square miles), guarding the gulf of Aden, and Perim Island, a mere horse-shoe of volcanic rock, three miles long, but a coal and cable station and set in the narrow strait of Bab-El-Mandeb which connects the Red Sea with the oriental world. Ninety-six miles east of Perim is the strategic post of Aden, situated on the mainland of Arabia but an island to all intents and purposes on the map of the Empire. As a fortified coaling station on the Suez-Orient route, it is of vast importance, as behind it lies only the desolation of the Arabian desert. The author in whose recent book Labrador appears as ‘land that God forgot,’ could never have seen Aden. Further south in the Indian Ocean are the Seychelles (latitude 5° South), Mauritius, east of Madagascar, and further still, further south than Africa itself, set in the ‘roaring forties’ halfway from continent to continent, are such lost islands as Amsterdam and St. Paul.

It is a strange and impressive panorama, this world map of the Island possessions of Britain. It has in it all the romance of our history, all the pride of our achievement and that remaining legacy of the adventure and the magic of the sea that comes down to us from the days of sailing ships and desert islands. We connect it with the earliest recollections of our lives, with the narration of brave deeds, with our first pride in the past and our first inspiration towards patriotism. I have laid great stress upon such a panorama in these pages because I think that this maritime aspect of the British Empire, set in the seven seas, has had an extraordinary influence on the minds of all British people in British dominions everywhere. We have known it all our lives — the great wall map of the Empire with Mercator’s vast exaggeration, have remembered it from the picture books of the nursery, the ‘geographies’ of the schoolroom, the pages of the story-tellers, and the lantern slides of the lecturer. We carry visions of far-away oceans and harbours, the ice breakers of Quebec, the tropical beauty of Auckland and the Gold Coast, not as capitalists but as dreamers. Take this away and something has gone from us. Neither you nor I can haul down the flag from Pitcairn Island nor lose our treasured vision of the unseen uplands that we possess in Central Africa. These are such stuff as dreams are made of. But of the nebulae of dreams come great realities. We must keep ours. There is an imperialism of greed and conquest, exploiting for money’s sake the weaker peoples of the world. Plain sense has long since learned to hate it. But there is also the humbler imperialism — the ‘Empire mindedness’ of decent people with nothing to gain by it in money. They could not put it into words. It is an inspiration not a formula. Participation in wide Empire, in distant possessions which they never see, is an unconscious part of the lives of millions of people too humbly placed for accusation as capitalists. It is to be deplored that of late years an attempt is made by the writing of Annuals and Almanacks to restrict the term British Empire, and to cut it loose from the great Dominions. They tell us that we ought to call the total of our united sovereignties the British Commonwealth, and that the British ‘Empire’ must consist of merely the United Kingdom and those outlying territories — colonies and protectorates and islands — which it controls. The emphasis is to fall again on servitude not on union. ‘Empire’ is to lose the nobler meaning it was just acquiring and sink back to the level of the conqueror. We cannot have it that way. In Canada, for example, we insist on owning part of St. Helena, and refuse to let go our grip on Togoland and Guiana. We don’t pay for them. But what is that among generous people — send us an account, or just charge it. I can well conceive that such a distinction between ‘Empire’ parts of the Commonwealth, and parts not sharing the Empire would be the first steps towards dissolution. In the long run, ideas govern.

All that has gone above has concerned the distribution of the population of the Empire as among continents and political units. Far more important is its distribution as among the zones of climate into which the earth is divided. The simplest and most familiar way of thus dividing the globe is to distinguish the Tropical Zone around the Equator, the Temperate Zones, North and South, intermediate between the Tropics and the two Polar Zones, the Arctic and Antarctic. These divisions rest on astronomical lines, resulting from the nature of the earth’s course around the sun and the tilt of its axis. This is the kind of thing which everybody professes to understand, having once nearly grasped it in school and lost it again. There is no harm in repeating the information here. The earth moves round the sun in one year; as it moves, the axis on which it spins is not set upright on its path but tilted out of it by 2 31- degrees and pointed always towards the North Pole, or so close to it that only astronomers care for the difference. As the North Pole is ever so far away there is nothing of the effect that we think of in a drawing as ‘perspective.’ The axis is always at 23 1/2 degrees to the plane of the earth’s course. This means that at one time of the year, our northern summer, the polar regions are tilted towards the sun, and get more sunlight than darkness in each twenty-four hour turn of the earth. Where the tilt reaches its most direct point, June 21st, the flood of sunshine will extend over the tilted earth for 23 1/2 degrees even on the side further from the sun. There will be sunlight all day and all night even for people as far away from the pole as on the Great Bear Lake in Canada, the north shore of Iceland, and on the shores of the White Sea in Russia. The same effect in reverse will plunge the Antarctic region into twenty-four sunless hours. But the battle between light and darkness is fortunately uneven. Daylight has ‘twilight’ thrown in as a bonus — the light from just under the horizon of a sun about to rise or a sun that has just set. There’s also to be considered the light of the stars in a clear sky, the Aurora Borealis and the reflection of both from the snow. Polar darkness is not as black as it is painted.

The surface of the globe is thus divided into zones, corresponding to the distribution of light and darkness.

Round the equatorial regions runs the belt of the Tropical Zone, 47 degrees or 3,243 miles across, reaching on the map of America from the Bahamas to Rio de Janeiro, and in the old world from the middle of the Sahara to the top of Rhodesia, or from Calcutta nearly to Brisbane. At every place in the tropics the sun at noon on some one day of the year (for places on the Equator two days in the year) is directly overhead, and never less at noon than at an altitude of 66 1/2 degrees above the horizon. Conversely in the Arctic Zone north of the Great Bear Lake and north of Scapa Flow the tourists’ marvel of ‘the midnight sun’ (in appearance quite like any other sun) dwindles day by day towards twenty-four hours of night. In between the Tropical and Polar Zones, the North and South Temperate Zones encircle the globe in belts 47 degrees (3,243 miles) from north to south.

Now in a rough and ready way, very rough and very ready, the zones of latitude correspond with climate and govern the conditions of the habitability of the earth. Mankind was presumably evolved in a fairly warm climate and has groped its way northward in the dark. The easy luxuriance of the tropics bred, in the long course of countless generations, races of men habituated to torrid heat and saturated air, and coloured by the overhead sun. Crowding and conquest moved others northward. The rigour of the cold and the stimulus of effort bred the ‘white races’ whose superiority no one must doubt. The Aurora Borealis and the starlight — or something else — bleached them out white to re-make them as the northern race. After a period, again of uncounted centuries, the white races have come back to the tropics as conquerors.

Now in a broad and general way these white races cannot live in the tropics, not as a race. They can live, individually, and go home to die, but that is different — a poor life at the best, and no real basis for national life. This is of course only a general statement. In certain portions of the earth the distribution of winds and rain and sea currents, an insular situation and above all a high altitude may offset a tropical situation. Consider the case of Ecuador, situated, just as it ought to be, on the Equator, or that of Peru, and the uplands of Mexico.

In the British Empire there is no doubt that the vast area of India, which along with Burma and the Malay States covers, in all 2,023,642 square miles, is no fit habitation for white people. Here live 362,000,000 tropical coloured subjects of the King. British Tropical Africa between Egypt and the Transvaal includes 2,333,300 square miles. At the present time the white population only numbers 114,000 in a total of 49,313,000 inhabitants. Great areas, such as Nigeria and other West African and equatorial possessions, along with most of East Africa and the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan must be counted out of the white Empire. The Kenya-Tanganyika upland with a high altitude and cool open country may prove white; it is too early to judge. The Rhodesias have already a white population of 69,000, but carry a native working — and non-working — class of 2,680,000. The West Indies (whites about 123,000, coloured 2,183,000) are not a habitation where the white races can flourish, still less the Central and South American mainland possessions. British Guiana, ‘almost on the Equator,’ with an area of 89,480 square miles, has some 13,000 whites with 337,000 negroes and East Indians; British Honduras has an area of only 8,398 square miles with a white population of one in twenty-five.

Now no one can believe that the future of the British Empire rests on its possession and development of its tropical dependencies. The course of civilization moves northward. Everything turns on the development of the Temperate Zones. And the Temperate Zones themselves move northward as the progress of invention makes work possible, and life comfortable, where once was death. Nor are the Temperate Zones in reality limited to the rigid boundary marked by the parallels of the Arctic Circle. As with the tropical regions there is more than mere latitude to take into account. The prevailing ocean currents temper the climate of the western faces of the continents of the Northern Hemisphere. The effect of the Gulf Stream reaches even to Spitzbergen (between 74° and 81° latitude, north). Hence the lines that mark the levels of summer and winter cold and the lines of rainfall and moisture, show a very different climate picture from the astronomical zones. And here the British Empire in the Northern Hemisphere is fortunate indeed. It largely escapes the great area of desert, that encircles the earth and waits in vain for the rainfall that the set of the ocean winds denies to it. The belt of desert runs typically where the temperate and Tropical Zones meet. In Asia the folds of the mountain ranges throw it higher up; the desert of Gobi in northern China occupies 300,000 square miles. The same belt appears in British India as the Thar desert. A huge part of inland Arabia, one third is blotted with the desolation of Roba El Khali, the ‘empty place’; a belt of desolation crosses Africa from the Red Sea almost to the shores of the Atlantic (latitude 2 2° north), broken only by the little strip of the green valley of the Nile to show what might be. In America the desert reappears in the southwest of the United States where the ‘desert on the march’ now meets irrigation on the run.

In the Northern Hemisphere this relative absence of desert in the British Empire is added to the happy effect on the climate of winds and ocean currents. The great current moving eastward across the northern Pacific, the Kuro Shiwo Drift, makes British Colombia fertile and temperate up to 60° north latitude, and the warmth and moisture carried east over the Rockies by the Chinook winds renders the whole Mackenzie River Valley habitable and productive to the Arctic circle.

In the Southern Hemisphere the British Empire is not so fortunate. The desert is there reproduced ‘between wind and water’ as the dead heart of Australia and the Kalahari desert of Bechuanaland. We may take it that the Temperate Zones of the Empire in the true sense of suitability for the life and progress of the white races, must leave out the whole of India, Burma and the Malayan possessions; must leave out, but with a lingering backward look, the part of Australia north of the Tropic of Capricorn, and with it, till science advances further, the dead heart of the Australian continent. We may disqualify as too hot all Africa north of the Rhodesias, with a suspended judgment over Tanganyika; and we may leave out as too cold all of Canada north of the parallel of 6o° which marks the northern boundary of the western provinces, except a sort of river corridor from the Great Bear Lake down the Mackenzie to the Arctic. In a sense we must leave out, in the east half of Canada, the most northerly part of Quebec province and of Labrador, this last at present an appendage of Newfoundland. These regions are not truly habitable, but if people presently insist on living there, it’s hard to deny their presence. With metals enough, pulpwood enough and water power enough, people will live in the dark with 50° below zero outside. We can abolish cold. Heat we can temper a little, indoors, but not abolish. There is no way to ‘air-condition’ Trinidad and British Guiana. The white Empire knows nothing of Central America, nor of the South American mainland.

In detail, then, this is what we see of Greater Britain for British people to occupy. In Canada there is an area of about 2,500,000 square miles of land fit for occupation with a present population of just over 11,000,000. Newfoundland without Labrador has 42,000 square miles and 288,000 people. For the Union of South Africa and the Rhodesias we may assign an area of 900,000 square miles, with a European population of 2,000,000. Temperate Australia, capable of white settlement, as far as climate goes, and capable of irrigation where now desert, is very difficult to estimate, but a reasonable conjecture may put it at 2,000,000 square miles. It now contains less than 7,000,000 white people, along with some 50,000 aborigines who live mostly in the ‘never never’ country and count for nothing in political destiny. New Zealand, the most typically temperate and the most typically British of all the overseas territory, has an area of 103,000 square miles, all of it fit for occupation, as far as that can be said of any country. The population of 1,601,000 inhabitants contains only 86,000 native Maoris. They add a touch of colour and of history but are not a factor in development at large.

In such a picture the thing that ‘leaps to the eye’ is the relative emptiness of the British Empire — some 22,000,000 of people thinly spread over an area of nearly 6,000,000 square miles. This means less than four people to a square mile. Here are races the same or close in blood. Here is one common language even if varied with smaller patches of bilingualism — the abiding French of French Canada, the wilful Gaelic resurrected in Ireland, and the uncertain Dutch of South Africa. Here is a common history, part of it of ‘battles long ago’ that leave nothing but a twin glory as of the Plains of Abraham, part of it of conflicts still smouldering out as volcanic ashes slowly turn to rock. Majuba and the Tugela will some day sound to South African ears as Louisburg and Quebec do to us in Canada. This is the real Empire, so relatively empty in the midst of its vast resources that economically it is just beginning.

The statistics quoted above show, indeed, that in this outer Empire there live less than some four people to a square mile. The statistics as usual falsify the case. The Empire is even emptier than that. In modern machine civilization, population, even in new countries crowds into industrial centres. Semi-agricultural occupations move into the city. The pig lives on the land but dies in the city, as a dressed hog. The farm raises food, but the city cans preserve, distributes, advertises and sells it. Modem transport rushes commuters in and out of city suburbs in a daily tide, ebbing in the evening. Modem skyscrapers swallow them by day. Hence agricultural Argentina, with only 12,761,000 inhabitants in all, crowds 3,500,000 into Buenos Aires and its suburbs. Uraguay, a cattle republic, of 2,687,000 — has three-quarters of a million people in Montevideo. Reckoning similarly if we cut out the great city centres of the Dominions — Sydney with 1,267,000 inhabitants, Melbourne with 1,018,000, Greater Montreal with 1,000,000 inhabitants and if we add to these three cities the population (3,640,000) living in the fourteen overseas British cities with more than 100,000 inhabitants each, we get a grand total of the dwellers in the greater cities of nearly 7,000,000. There are therefore outside of these cities only 2 1/2 people to the square mile.

Connect with the realization of this emptiness the consideration of the enormous natural resources contained in the Empire. Remember further that the advance of mankind is now towards such temperate regions. The days of ivory and pepper and spices, of Nubian slaves and Indian muslins, have given place to the days of iron and steel and nickel, of grain and coal and oil and the hydraulic power of rivers fed from the northern snow. Of the primary world products rubber alone — a newcomer — lingers in the tropical forest. But its days there are numbered. Shifting already from the forest to the plantation sooner or later the advance of chemistry will send it the way of the guano bird and the silkworm. Nature is too slow for northern energy.

This leads, then, to the discussion of the wealth and the resources of the British Empire.
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CHAPTER III

The Wealth and Resources of the Empire 
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What is Wealth? — Prices in Money do not Measure Wealth — Physical Goods, Land and Natural Resources — The Trade of Past — Epochs — Spices, Sugar, Ivory, Slaves — Trade of Today; Oil, Wheat, Rubber, Asbestos, Manganese — The World’s Supply of Food — Wheat and the Wheat Problem — Coal, Minerals and Metals — Eldorado and Aladdin’s Cave — Water Power — Vast Possibilities of Expansion

WEALTH’ means various things. St. Paul voiced the cheerful sentiment that each man ought to seek every other man’s wealth. It sounds good business; but he only meant ‘well being.’ The rubric of the Church of England speaks of the ‘days of our wealth,’ as contrasted with the ‘hour of our tribulation’ — this last term meaning the threshing out of grain with a flail. Our words often carry thus a forgotten depth of significance, lost in their superficial use by long generations. Few have fared worse than ‘wealth,’ a moral term shifted to material things and thence to mere calculation in figures. The beginning of economic wisdom is found in restoring the idea of wealth to an earlier meaning, but moral not, at least, material. No true idea of economic wealth can be got from figures of money. Computations of bank credits, foreign investments, shares, debentures and government bonds, returns of income and public revenue — these things are not the substance of wealth but the shadow of it. They are certificates of a claim to wealth, or a contract about wealth or its disposal. They are like the flickering shadows on a fire-lit wall, as easily distorted as the moving shapes of Plato’s famous cave.

The realization of these truths is the first thing needed for clear economic vision, and in this respect most people are still blind or see only through a banker’s spectacles. In the great stock exchange crash of 1929 it was said that $100,000,000 of wealth disappeared in an hour. At least the banker thought it did. The farmer never saw it go. To take a very simple example — a farm is wealth. If the owner gives a mortgage on it the wealth is still there, undiminished. The mortgage is just a statement about it. Or take a large example: if the United Kingdom has a national debt of £10,000,000,000 and the debt is all ‘held,’ as it is called, by people in and of the United Kingdom, then, the nation as a total is no richer and no poorer thereby. One man’s debt is another man’s asset. The ‘debt,’ reduced to a proposition in words, means that a certain number of the people (ever so many thousands of them), have received promises from all the people collectively, including themselves, to give them some day £10,000,000,000 worth of work and services and goods, and meantime to give the advances on it called interest. If the debt were cancelled, the people with no government bonds would gain, the people with them would lose. Broadly speaking, the poor are better off by paying less taxes and the rich worse off by getting no interest. The result as book-keeping would cancel out. This is what happened when inflation exploded the old debts of Germany and Czarist Russia into nebulous gas. The wealth of the nation physically was undisturbed. Morally, the shock to confidence might knock off the edge of national willingness to work; just as a successful theft undermines both the character of the burglar and the confidence of a house-holder. Although it leaves the two together just as rich as before, the danger is that the householder may turn thief.

It is well to emphasize this distinction of physical values from money values and indeed to harp on it. The tune needs harping. Much of British and even of American policy has turned for its full interpretation on this simple point. When England in bygone decades ‘invested’ huge sums in South America to build railways, street railways, electric plants and frozen meat appurtenances, the ‘wealth’ created was in Argentina and Uruguay, not in England. Of the 26,000 miles of railway in Argentina, 16,800 are owned by British investors; and in Uruguay 1,5-00 out of 1,700 miles. South America has the wealth, England only the promise of disposable wealth, still to come. If English ‘money,’ meaning in reality English labour, services and foods, drilled oil wells and laid oil pipes in Mexico, it is Mexico that has the wealth. What England gets remains to be seen. If the United States, that is, certain of its citizens, have put ‘money’ into Canada (estimated now at a total of about $4,000,000,000) the physical results accrue to Canada not to the United States. In all such cases what the investor has is a promise. The Mexicans had the oil and the English had a promise to get some of it. When we say how rich is England — nearly four billion pounds sterling of foreign investment. The man from Mars, looking down on us, is unable to see it. He says how rich are the Argentines, and the Mexicans; and how rich the Canadians are going to be.

In times not very long ago this distinction made little difference. Foreign investments looked as good as property held at home, perhaps even better. They were backed up with vastly superior physical power. If interest failed, customs duties could be collected by force, or goods seized, out of foreign ports. Universal gold money converted all things to a common currency. Bond holders leaned back against their government. Adventurous investors were protected in their property, physically and morally, by an advance guard of ‘civilized’ power in the dark places of the earth. When Europe opened up East Africa, the first vessel on Lake Tanganyika was a missionary launch fittingly named from the New Testament. But the second was a gun-boat.

Those days are past. At present the uncertainties of war and peace, rebellion and revolution, the opportunities for repudiation, the lack of a universal mechanism of payment, make the situation of a bond-holding creditor of a foreign government or enterprise, far other than what it was. Even on the moral side the issue is not absolutely clear except to those for whom property is property, and a contract a contract and with that an end of it. This view, clear as day to Lord Chancellor Eldon a hundred years ago, is dissolving now. Promises overgreat, made under duress, altered by circumstance, broken away from equity, will never hold when physical force is lacking. The bearing of this on the development of Empire resources with Empire investment, is obvious.

Estimates of total national wealth, as presented in statistical year books and books of reference, are always computed and stated in terms of money values. Of necessity the very magnitude of the calculation leaves room for error great in proportion. Such estimates are worked out in various ways. Income tax returns can be turned back into figures of capital; the returns of inheritance taxes can show us how much wealth dead hands relinquish every year, and the certainty of death allows us from this to calculate a total; or plain questions can be asked in census returns and the answers rectified by a coefficient of crookedness. On such bases are framed the estimate that the total wealth of the United States is over $350,000,000,000; of Great Britain something over £20,000,000,000 sterling, or that of Canada about $25,000,000,000. But observe how limited all such estimates are in their significance. Look out over a thousand square miles of unclaimed prairie, verdant and fertile, and you see, with such vision, not a pennyworth of money wealth. Look through a bank window in any market town and you see a ledgerful. The Canadian territory of the Yukon covers over 200,000 squares miles. Its ‘wealth,’ when last heard from in our statistics, was put at $18,000,000 — equal only to that of an average town of 7,000 people. Yet here is a territory spacious as a kingdom, with mountain ranges, waterways, woods and sunken valleys that hide uncalculated quantities of coal and copper, and the prospect of rich alluvial gold.

Such wealth indeed as money counts only comes into being where poverty begins. Only the touch of scarcity can create it. In a world of plenty it would vanish. Such is the unsolved riddle of our economic world, reflected wherever money tries to measure human welfare.

To get a true idea of the imposing wealth of the Empire we must think in terms not of money values, but of physical things — the brick and stone of cities long completed, of towns and cities building still, the farm and fields and homesteads, the machinery of the factories, the paved highways and travelled roads, the 140,000 miles of British Empire railways, all these the product of long generations of industry, not yet ended. With this goes the huge annual production that underlies the commerce and the business of a quarter of the people of the globe; and, most imposing and inspiring of all, the vast undeveloped latent assets of forest and land, minerals and power, still to come into use. Thus in the wealth of the Empire we combine the heritage of the past, the day’s work of the present and the promise of the future.

But when we turn from money to the material things that are, that form the ‘wealth’ of the world’s commerce today, it is strange how they contrast with the wealth of the earlier days of European expansion overseas. We recall from our earliest reading how Columbus poured the wealth of the New World into the lap of Spain; how the ‘flood of gold’ came from Peru; how Asia sent out the priceless cargoes of spices of the Spice Islands, the sandalwoods of India, and the perfumes of Araby. The commerce of this earlier world turned upon gold and silver, diamonds, pepper, nutmeg, cinnamon, rare and fragrant woods and the capture and transport of slaves from the Guinea Coast.

All this picturesque and miscellaneous freight would be of little importance in the world of today. All the gold that ever came from Peru in one year of this historic flood could be added to the bank clearings of a single day in a modern city without any noticeable effect. Silver is a drug on the market, no longer real money but used only for the make-believe coins of small change, and sinking to the status of a ‘commodity,’ like potatoes in a bag. A nation deprived of silver would hardly notice the difference. Diamonds are now so perilously easy to find that unless the output is restricted they will fall in value to the level of the coloured glass which mocks by its perfect similarity both the diamond and the human folly which prizes it.

Where now are the spices — the pepper, the cloves, the cinnamon, that gave the name of Spice Islands to the Archipelago of the East Indies. For the world of these earlier days, which had no ice in summer and knew nothing of the preservation of food in sealed tins, spices had to be used in inordinate quantities with food to keep it from putrefaction and to give it a taste that would vanquish and overcome all others. A vestige of these earlier times is seen in our surviving taste for half rotten game and wholly rotten cheese. Small in bulk as compared with value, spices became the most lucrative articles of the world’s commerce. Chief of all was pepper. This is made from the berries of a climbing plant unknown to Europe but native to the jungles of Malabar and the East Indies. From time immemorial it came to Europe as a part of the blind trade that arose in the unknown East, and was passed on by the Arabs. Their own desert country gained thereby a false reputation as ‘Arabia felix’ from which came the perfumes of Araby. When Alaric the Goth sacked Rome in A.D. 408, he exacted 3,000 pounds of pepper as a chief part of the ransom. This bid fair to break the city. Today it would be worth about $750. Hence pepper became a chief magnet along the new routes of discovery. The Portuguese, after the voyage of Vasco da Gama, made vast sums — what they thought vast — out of the pepper of the Spice Islands and later of West Africa. In England pepper was so valuable in the days of the Stuarts that Charles I was able to collect a tax of 5 shillings a pound on it. Allspice, cloves, nutmeg? What are these treasures now? Sunk from the palace to the kitchen — something the cook has in a pot, for which no charge is made at purchased meals.

As time went on, newer articles of trade from the East and from the tropics rivalled and surpassed the supremacy of spices. Coffee houses belong to the spacious days of Louis Quatorze and Charles II. Tea tables appear in force with Queen Anne, and in the eighteenth century sugar from the Sugar Islands of the West Indies filled a larger horizon than the products of the Spice Islands of the East.

But in our day the world’s production and trade has shifted to other commodities, unknown to earlier times or known only as curiosities. World wealth and world rivalry centre around such things as coal, rubber, petroleum, asbestos, manganese, pulp and paper, nickel, the cargoes of frozen meat crossing ten thousand miles of ocean and the mechanized grain farmed and gathered and carried by the power of machinery. Man’s earliest trade has dismissed his service.

For nearly all these leading commodities and their lesser fellows, the situation of the British Empire is singularly fortunate. But before attempting to set down here the estimates of the quantities of the great staple commodities produced in the British Empire as compared with their total production in the whole world, it is necessary to remember that the pretentious figures called ‘world statistics’ rest on a very uncertain basis. A hundred years ago, except in broad guesses at population and in a few limited trades, it was not possible to make calculations for all the world. Modem census and tax returns make them possible, and journalism makes them fashionable. The very attempt to compile them shows how the confines, in which our total humanity lives, have shrunken from the unknown and illimitable world of yesterday. Yet such estimates of world production must be taken with a grain of salt, and many of them with a pound of it. For Great Britain the limited size of the country and the concentration of its commerce, render it possible to compile very accurate statistics. Both the United States and Canada have used the decennial census as a basis of enumerated returns, carried forward year by year by vital statistics, customs entries and tax returns. Indeed in North America the ‘progress’ idea keeps us counting and recounting our numbers and our possessions with a watchful eye, anxious not to miss a single bushel of wheat or a single hog from the barnyard. A man with one hen — I speak here of what I know — is glad to have her ‘enumerated’ by the census taker. The other British white Dominions show the same pride in increase. Older countries feel it less. Hence the statistics of the older continents, beginning with clarity and certainty in France, grow dim as they move east till they vanish in a mist in Russia, in a fog in Siberia, and midnight in devastated China. Indeed nothing of much certainty can be said of the economy of China since 1935 and even before that, much is guess-work. Moreover, economic world statistics are never truly annual — never all for the same year. The United States Census is taken in decade years (since 1790). Those of British countries are taken in ‘the year one,’ as 1941. Tabulation goes on for years, and in the less strenuous countries statistics tend to fall asleep, the old ones seeming good enough.

These government returns are supplemented by those of unofficial sources such as Lloyd’s and by the compilations and digests made up by leading banks. The League of Nations has done wonderful work in gathering world statistics through its Economic Intelligence Service. The unhappy League proved a poor general manager but a first-rate clerk. It may be added that of course the only statistics possible now are those for the years just preceding the present Nazi war. The year now opening overwhelms all economic life with darkness. Statistics are ‘blacked out.’

First in the category of wealth take the food, the bread and meat supply with which all economic life begins. Here belong as great commodities of world consumption the grain crops of wheat and rye, barley, oats, and the grain known as maize in England, mealies in South Africa and com in America. These and the beverages fermented and distilled from them are chiefly for the white races, although India and China both consume large quantities of wheat. Typical Asiatic foods are rice, millet and ground nuts. On this grain and root crop of the world and on its pasture-grass is fed also the vast flock of domestic animals that supply our milk and meat. Nature hands over as its bonus the world’s supply of fish, needing nothing but the catching.

The annual grain output of all the world (wheat, rye, barley, oats and com) is computed as between 16 and 17 thousand million bushels. Of this the world’s wheat represents £,600,000,000 bushels, and the wheat of the British Empire 1,016,000,000 bushels. These estimates are based on an average of years just preceding the present war. Rye shows a world total of 1,700,000,000 bushels, but rye is chiefly grown, for bread, in Eastern Europe. Russia raises half the crop. In the United States it reappears (in rye whisky and otherwise), but only to the extent of £2,000,000 bushels. The Empire, using white bread and Scotch whisky, has little need for rye outside of Walkerville, Ontario. It raises only one per cent of the world’s rye. Next to wheat the world’s largest crop is that of maize (com), of this the Empire raises only 200,000,000 bushels out of nearly 4,000 million. But this is a matter of preference without strategic importance. The case is similar with oats, food shared with the horse, and barley shared with the beer drinker. There is no Imperial anxiety about either. Of the typical Asiatic food crops the world output is set at 135,000,000 tons, British India raising 41 per cent of it. Similarly India raises over one-fifth of the millet crop and one-third of the ground nuts that form a staple oriental food.

Turn now from the field to the barnyard, from the bread box to the meat larder, where the Asiatic must largely stand aside; the stock of domesticated animals in all the world has been estimated as including 620,000,000 cattle with 70,000,000 buffaloes, these last in India and the East. Our American buffalo, except a few thousand in sanctuaries or reservations, have vanished. With the cattle are 670,000,000 sheep, of which over 100,000,000 belong in Australia alone. The Empire will never want for wool. The horse, man’s friend in life, counts his declining numbers at 80,000,000; even at that, 22,000,000 of the ‘horse’ are mules and asses. But the horse, except in emergency, serves but little as human food, and all for work. Very different is the hog who never works a day, man’s friend in death, 

 estimated with his fellows as over 200,000,000. About a third of all the world’s pigs lived (and died) in China before the great devastation. All estimates for that country are based on the year 1935. The United States with 45,000,000 is a good second. The fowls of the world reckoned at 1,540,000,000 lay the 70,000,000,000 eggs needed for food for a year, and supply food as well. They are supplemented by 100,000,000 ducks, 65.000. 000 geese and 18,000,000 turkeys. The United States here leads the world with nearly 400,000,000 fowls.

Next in order can be quoted sugar, made from sugarcane in the tropics to the extent of 17,500,000 tons a year, and from beets in the temperate zones, 10,300,000 tons. The world uses each year some 840,000 tons of tea and 2,500,000 tons of coffee, either the adjunct of 725,000 tons of cocoa. The British Empire, as will be seen in detail later, is long on tea but short on coffee. These are tropical products for which the northern zones have vainly sought a substitute. ‘The Jersey’ tea which patriotism vainly tried to swallow during the American Revolution, is still bitter in the mouth of history, and bran coffee is at best a stomach-ache. The north takes revenge with the potato that shows a world crop of 250,000,000 tons, of which Ireland (Eire) leads the world in consuming potatoes per capita — man against man. The supply of sea fish is mostly from the temperate and northern oceans and runs to over 13.000. 000 tons, Japan and its adjunct Korea supplying over 5,000,000 tons. The 13,000,000 tons of apples, a northern fruit, outweighs all the oranges, bananas, lemons, limes and grape fruit of the south put together. Tobacco, not food, but better, weighs in at 3,000,000 tons, with British India ($40,000 tons) the chief Empire contributor, Canada with 49,000 tons being second.

For beverages the British Empire has little to say for the 4,000,000,000 imperial gallons of wine, almost half of it from France and Italy, that the world drinks in a year; but the 1,000,000,000 imperial gallons of British and Colonial beer can bid it an easy good-bye. Add our uncounted million gallons of Scotch whisky and a touch of Canadian rye and life without wine is tolerable.

In this gigantic bill of fare of all the world certain things appear at once in regard to the situation of the British Empire. The first is the obvious sufficiency and over-sufficiency of our food reserves and potential supply. Moreover, great as they are, they can be immensely increased before nature’s limit would impose a barrier. Both arable and pasture land are only partly in use. We can break up more land at any time when we are prepared to use it. We can increase crops by more intensive cultivation or further labour-saving machinery. There is no physical difficulty. The barriers are not those of nature. They lie in that paradox of wealth and want which compels mankind to starve in the midst of potential plenty. The least touch of abundance is reflected in a fall of price, that puts the brake on production, sends Brazilian coffee up in smoke and floats melons down the Potomac. A doubled crop in the British Empire would be destroyed or burned where it stood with people none the less hungry looking on.

This paradox, so I think, outside the realms of passion and religious quarrels, is the source of all human woes and international conflict.

Now among the Empire food products there are some that possess a sort of strategic economic importance. They enter in a special degree into the competition of world trade, affecting thus international exchanges and currencies and the cycle of good and bad times. The greatest of these is wheat. For the white races bread is the staff of life, made from wheat and to a lesser degree, in Eastern Europe, from rye. The staff on which the Asiatic leans, and which breaks even under his lesser weight, is rice. But the use of wheat is spreading, like the plant itself, all round the world. Wheat grows in both the hemispheres and in all the continents. It ripens to its best and hardest in the long sunlight of the northern day, an initial advantage accruing to Western Canada, where wheat pushes north even to the Arctic Circle. But the plant can grow also on the equator, at a sufficient altitude, as is seen in the mountain regions of Africa. Wheat is raised in Abyssinia, 10,000 feet above the sea. On the other hand, in countries of temperate climate, as in Great Britain, wheat grows at sea level.

Leaving out of count the uncertain elements of Chinese and Russian wheat, the world’s crop, averaged over ten years before 1938, was about 3,800,000,000 bushels. The year 1938 showed a record high figure of 4,328,000,000 bushels. Of this the United States produced, in millions of bushels, 940; India 402; Argentina 285; Germany 214; Rumania 181; and Australia 130 million bushels.

But this schedule of national production is a very different thing from the comparative export. The United States normally consumes more than 80 per cent of its wheat. In the year 1937 — 38 the export was only 5.000,000 bushels. In spite of the enormous volume of the crop the export trade in wheat is a small matter in the industrial life of the nation. But to Canada the export is vital. We could no more eat all our own wheat than the Swiss can consume all their own scenery. In broad figures, over an average of five years, we consume 106.000. 000 bushels a year and export from 90,000,000 to 250,000,000. Argentina similarly exports more than half of its average crop of 230,000,000 bushels. The Australian crop, although it varies greatly with seasonal conditions, carries also an export surplus that may run close to 100,000,000 bushels. These export crops come to the European market not at one annual time but practically all year round. Argentina wheat ripens in our winter and of the Australian export a large part undergoes the delay involved by being brought under sail. The ‘sailing race’ once a year of the few ships left of the type to carry wheat, recalls wistful memories of the days of the tea-races of the clipper ships and the disputed honours of the Ariel and the Taiping in 1866.

Even the export wheat of Canada is distributed practically throughout the year. A first part of it moves immediately after harvest by the St. Lawrence route to 

Great Britain. But at least a quarter of the export, all that comes from British Columbia and Alberta now moves via the Pacific and the Panama Canal arriving later, having had, so to speak, free storage for six weeks. Other wheat, a small portion, goes from the Hudson Bay port of Churchill. All through the winter wheat still goes out, from the lake-head elevators by rail to Halifax and St. John.

The point to be brought out is the peculiar nature of the world wheat market and the peculiar difficulty that would accompany any attempt at world regulation. Compare with the export countries those like Britain, which must import or perish, and those like France, which aims at self-sufficiency, eating its bread behind its garden wall.

For centuries Great Britain not only raised its own wheat but sold it abroad. Com laws were meant to work both ways, keeping wheat at home or sending it abroad. The industrial revolution altered all this. The population of England increased from 6,500,000 in 1750 to 18,000,000 a century later. Yet England still raised about 100,000,000 bushels of wheat a year at the time when free trade let in cheap foreign wheat. The opening of the western prairies of North America and the mechanization of agriculture where flat, empty land permitted operations impossible among English lanes and hedges, cut the wheat crop in half at the very time when the demand was doubling. Cobdenism, then called political economy, saw no harm in this. The prairie farmer was to feed England and England to supply his clothes. The logic of it seemed as clear as sunshine. The smoke-screens of two world wars have since hidden all this horizon. It is being rediscovered now in Great Britain that agriculture still has never lost the place it first had in the Garden of Eden.

But contrast the case of France. Here is a country typically raising its own food and eating it. Its annual wheat crop of 335,100,000 bushels is practically all for home use. Hard northern wheat is grudgingly imported for the baker’s sake, or as one-half of a trade bargain, but mainly France eats its own bread. This is a matter of national economy — or rather, in its essence, it is a matter of national history. When the French Revolution broke up the estates of France into thousands of smallholdings it made the mould in which the life of the nation has been cast. The peasant proprietors are the basis of the life thus moulded, their crooked holdings covering nearly all rural France. Their machineless agriculture, their tireless hand labour, could not stand against the competition of machine farming in America.

But the dust storm of depression that devastates a Western farm, leaves the French peasant snug behind his hedges. To keep him there, a high customs duty must enable him to sell his home wheat to his fellow Frenchman at anything up to double the foreign price. Yet this immobile French supply, ready to export a surplus, or forced to import a shortage, is another factor in world wheat situation and strategy.

In this strategic arena the British Empire is happily situated. Its wheat supply is so widespread and so distributed throughout the year, that famine, except locally in India, or by war-emergency in England, is far away. There is no wolf at the door. Moreover, in point of quality the wheat of Northern Canada leads the world. Long sunlight and winter cold, with plants as with men, will have their way. More than this, the wheat output of the Empire can be easily expanded if demand increases. In Canada only some $8,000,000 acres of arable land (90,000 square miles) are under cultivation, out of a total potential area of at least 550,000 square miles of what is officially classed as agricultural land. For wheat itself, science and experiment can carry the plant further north than its present limits. Intensive cultivation could in many places double its return. In the earlier days of the American and Canadian West it paid better to scratch than to dig. The best wheat land in the world gave the smallest crop. In Manitoba in the ‘eighties many settlers raised only 10 bushels to an acre. A Scottish farmer of the Midlothians thought nothing of 40 bushels and supposed the Manitoban an ignoramus. But when the Scot migrated to Manitoba he saw light and scratched. Even now the wheat fields of Canada average, over a period of years, only 17 bushels of wheat per acre. The Australian crop is also capable of great increase, but its augmentation lies rather in the hands of God than of man. With lots of rain Australia can raise 200,000,000 bushels of wheat a year. A dry year will bring this a long way down, as in 1938, to 130,000,000.

There is a further peculiarity in regard to the world production of wheat. All commodities, especially those raised by the bounty of nature and not by the calculation of the factory, run the danger of ‘over-production.’ In our world of economic paradox, ‘plenty’ spells ruin. We must have just too little of everything or the machine goes out of gear. The extra bushel of wheat, the one hog too many, the superfluous egg uneaten — these break the price of all the rest. The remedy for this is not here under discussion — only the fact. For after ‘less,’ to keep the same effect, we must produce ‘still less,’ and continue the process with less and less again, till production vanishes. Starvation is a poor remedy for hunger.

But while all commodities, both of the factory and the field, are liable to this periodic glut of over-production, wheat is conspicuous in being not only liable to it, but sure of it. Every wheat-producing country must reckon on the fact that once in every so many years the price of wheat will collapse owing to a superabundant world crop. Here no international agreement can prevail. The price of rubber for all the world may be adjusted by a few ‘rubber men’ around a table. For years the diamond men have ‘got together.’ The ‘nickel interests’ and the ‘asbestos interests’ can pool their production, and even ‘iron and steel men’ form a sort of united front. But the wheat men are spread all over the world and reach back to Adam. ‘The men with the hoe’ cannot get together; they must hoe apart. No international combination could successfully regulate the annual planting of wheat. All such allocation would play into the hands of the weakest and the crookedest. And the chief hand of all, in agriculture, holding the trump cards of sun and rain, is the hand of God.

The only national and Empire policy here to pursue is to go on growing wheat, the best in the world with the best methods, and to carry the dead-weight of the lean years by spreading the burden from the individual farmer to the nation at large. In good times the farmer, typically an easy mark, pays it all indirectly back in buying gramophones and motor-cars, and investigating one pea under three thimbles at a Fall fair. This advocacy of open international competition is a ‘survival doctrine,’ a type that belongs in general to the outgoing age. But for the time it represents the best that we can do.

In one obvious way, however, we can at least mitigate it. The storage of Empire wheat in years of plenty, against the years of scarcity, and still more against the emergency of war and the isolation of Britain — this seems, now in war-time, as clear as sunshine, as obvious as day. Yet through twenty years of peace it was advocated in vain — a voice calling from Saskatchewan. There is no difficulty about it. Wheat in a dry cold atmosphere is almost imperishable. It loses about one per cent in its first year by evaporation, after that less and less, till there it lies in its Pyramid beside its companion the mummy of Amenhotep or Rameses, for whose nourishment it was set in his little plate four thousand years ago. The piling up of ten years’ supply in Britain would carry off the wheat-field surplus for years and years. Nor would any pay be needed; an elevator receipt is even now as good as gold.

Turning from food to drink — the comfortable and highly strategic position of the Empire in regard to Scotch whisky and Canadian rye has already been noted. In regard to the beverages which cheer but do not intoxicate, the Empire is long on tea, is short on coffee but stodged with cocoa. Tea is the British drink par excellence. The average Britisher, at home in his own islands, consumes annually about ten pounds of tea against the three-quarters of a pound needed for an American. But the Britisher does all year with three-quarters of a pound of coffee and an American needs eleven.

The English took naturally to tea. We do not wonder at it when we think of the poor slops in the way of small beer and such which they drank at breakfast, or instead of breakfast, in Elizabethan days. Tea first appeared after James I. People paid 30 dollars (£10) a pound for it. Even at the Restoration it still sold at 15 to 30 shillings a pound. But it made its way on its merits. The first recorded tea-advertisement reads— ‘That excellent and by all physicians approved China drink called by the Chineans Tcha, by other nations Tay alias Tee, is sold at the Sultanesses Head, a Coffee House in Sweetings Rents, by the Royal Exchange.’ Pepys in his Diary for 1660 (September 21st) writes, T did send for a cup of tea, a China drink of which I had never drunk before.’ The British conquest of India and the cession of Ceylon (1813) proved the bases of the tea supply — cause and effect intermingled. The Empire production before the present war represented some 300,000 tons or over one-third of the world’s total, 850,000 tons.
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Coffee, and with it the coffee interest, lies mainly outside the Empire. Coffee has no ‘strategic’ meaning to tea drinkers. The plant came from Abyssinia to Arabia, and spread through the tropical world. Coffee came to England with the ‘coffee houses’ of the Restoration; it brought with it sociability, discussion, and such byproducts as Lloyd’s, the insurance company, which began as a coffee house, and the London Clearing House, originally a sociable meeting of bank messengers. But tea, the home brew, beat it out in British favour. Of the world’s annual 2,500,000 tons of coffee, the greater part comes from South America (Brazil alone 1,500,000 tons). British India produces about 17,000 tons, and British Africa about twice as much. This with a small supply from the West Indies (Jamaica) brings the Empire product of coffee up to some five per cent of the world’s total. On the other hand, for cocoa the British Empire (Nigeria and the Gold Coast) has about one-half of the world’s supply.

The sugar problem once vexed the world. It gave to the West Indian plantations their dominant importance in the eyes of the rival European nations of the old Colonial days. But the world of sugar, rum and slaves has passed away, with oblivion to veil its horrors. Napoleon’s initiation of beet sugar shifted world values. At present the annual cane crop is 17,000,000 tons, of which 2,500,000 is from British India. But the beet sugar crop is over 10,000,000 tons and can be indefinitely increased in any temperate country with arable soil.

Another vanishing king is King Cotton, once so called as holding the balanced destinies of Great Britain and America. But cotton is largely grown not only in the United States, but in Egypt, British India, Brazil and China. The United States grows one-half of the world’s cotton, the Empire, chiefly in India, about one-eighth. The years 1936-39 were marked by successive record crops with a huge carry-over each year. In the United States, by 1938, production had to be restricted. More ominous is the fact that cotton, like silk, is now being replaced by synthetic (factory-made) fibre. Nature is too slow. Cotton is going the way of the silkworm, the whale and the rubber tree. Some day the waving fields and the lowing kine will be all replaced by chemical factories. Meantime there is room in India and East Africa for all the cotton that we care to plant.

From food we turn to fuel. And here the Empire resources ii \oal are so stupendous as to need little comment beyond a murmur of satisfaction. The Victorian world, before hydro-electric power and petroleum, was afraid coal might ‘run out.’ Its use was so new; so rapidly developed; so essential to British industry that such a prospect meant disaster. Coal is indeed modern in its use. Mediterranean civilization was too warm to need it. Britain lived on its forests. In America the hard anthracitic coal, the best in the world, lay unused; ‘stone coal’ the settlers called it — too hard to burn. Even in Queen Anne’s time (1700) only two and a half million tons was mined in England. This changed with the new industry that smelted iron ore with coal. There were warnings of apprehension from economists. There always are; apprehension is their business. In 1865 Stanley Jevons of Manchester in his Coal Question discussed possible exhaustion. New coal beds and new sources of power put the question to sleep. Yet consumption went on at such a pace in the present century that the coal question woke from its sleep just after the Great War. At that time the world’s annual production of coal for all purposes averaged about 1,200,000,000 tons. The United States mined each year some 500,000,000 and the United Kingdom over 200,000,000 tons. A Royal Commission on Coal Supplies in 1926, ‘looked forward to a time not far distant ‘when there would be a period of stationary output’ and then ‘a gradual decline.’ But this apprehended ‘exhaustion’ of coal has gone the way of all such fears; like the exhaustion-limit of wheat in North-West Canada as reported to the government in the middle ‘nineties; like the exhaustion of oil, already overdue in 1940, and of rubber and of much else. Such exhaustion is a sort of phantom that retreats as we approach it. In the case of coal, the supply will probably long outlive our use of it. According to a report of the Imperial Institute, which represents the last word on minerals, the deposits in Canada alone, ‘next to those of the United States and China, are the largest in the world and amounted to nearly 500,000,000 tons.’ The British Isles, it is estimated, contain 160,000,000,000 tons. Even apart from the British and Canadian coal, the Empire has large deposits in all the Australian States, except through the middle of the Continent. The brown coal beds of Victoria alone are estimated to contain 10,000,000,000 tons. The only weak spot in the coal structure of the Empire is that in British North America the coal lies all to the East and to the West, with the centre (as yet) ill supplied and heavily importing hard coal from the United States.

But in any case old King Coal no longer sits on his Victorian throne. Science will soon teach us to burn coal on the spot, underground or at the pit-head, and transmit it as electric power; to squeeze it out into petroleum; or to do without it altogether. Wind and tide and rushing water contain illimitable power. We need not weep for coal. It connects with a period of human history, heavy and grimy with dust, and weary with infinite lifting. Man in thus mastering nature was still nature’s underground slave. Beside it are the newer sources of power, rapid as explosion, clean and exhilarating as a water-fall. The motor-car hums gently with regulated explosions. One night watchman tends vast, noiseless dynamos. The machine does it alone. Man is discharged. His problem now is not that of work, but how not to work and yet divide fairly the superabundant production of a mechanized world. The coal question is vanishing with its coal dust.

The winds as yet we cannot harness; the tide still challenges us, unused; the utilization of the greatest force of the universe, the disintegrating atom, is still a dream. Yet, if we could disintegrate the atom fast enough the energy of one teaspoon full of disintegrating mud, so says a modern scientist, would carry a steamship across the Atlantic.

But the water power of lakes and rivers falling to the sea and lifted back as clouds — this is already ours. And here the British Empire, as outside of the British Isles, comes fully into its own. Estimates of the potential water power of all the globe are of necessity only more or less scientific guesses. There are vast rivers such as the Amazon and its branches, the Congo river system, the rivers of the far north in Canada, yet untouched and scarcely known. The energy now in use in 1940 amounts to about 65,000,000 horse-power. Of this 17,700,000 is in the United States and 8,199,000 in Canada. The only other part of the Empire with a notable development of hydro-electric power, relative to size and population, is New Zealand, with an installation of over 200,000 horsepower, complete or nearing completion. The estimates of available horse-power not yet utilized run to about ten times the present development for the world at large. Even in Canada, which has been foremost in the field, the eight million developed horse-power is only about one-fifth of the total. The possibility of better methods of transmission, and a still larger mechanism of generation, carry far beyond present vision, just as potential power — water, wind, current and radiation — outdistances all possible estimates of future machine use. In this mechanical and physical world, man, its master, limps miserably in the rear, trying to adjust himself to his heritage and his creation.

The world’s oldest mechanical industry is that of iron. Mythology has it that Tubal Cain, or Hephaestus, or somebody straight out of Hades and accustomed to fire, first taught man to melt and fashion iron. There are Egyptian iron blades 5,000 years old. The industry, from simple beginnings with wood fires and leather bellows and catalan forges, has grown and multiplied to the vast lurid majesty that lights at night the valleys of the Alleghany and the Ohio. All the world has iron ore, of a sort, and all the world can make steel, of a kind. Iron ore is one of the few world supplies that can truly be called inexhaustible. There are vast deposits all over the globe including many, like those of inland Brazil, as yet untouched and beyond all present reach. Geologists tell us that the workable ore beds of the globe comprise 30,000,000,000 long tons. With a present annual utilization averaging before the present war, less than 200,000,000 tons, we are all right for nearly two centuries. After that we can look around.

For the first hundred years of the modern iron and steel industry Great Britain led the world. This was a leading feature of the British industrial supremacy, a product of circumstance, good fortune, and bold initiative, impossible in the nature of things to maintain at its highest lead. In Queen Anne’s reign England produced only a few thousand tons of pig-iron in each year. The new process of using coal to melt the ore created the modern industry. In 1740 there were produced in Great Britain 18,000 tons of pig-iron. In 1820 the whole world output was only a million tons; in 1850 about four and three-quarter million; of this Great Britain produced 2,250,000 — tons and the United States 630,000. For a generation Britain was steelmaker to the world at large. The American industry, more favoured by nature, overhauled the British in great strides. By 1890 the United States produced 9,000,000 tons of pig-iron and Great Britain less than 8,000,000. France and Germany followed rapidly. In the industrial world between wars (1918 — 1939) the British Empire, while amply able to supply all its own demands and with abundant national resources in reserve, counted for but a minor part of the world’s iron and steel production. Three countries — the United States and France with either Sweden or the Soviet Union as a third, contributed each year two-thirds of the total of the world’s iron ore. The United Kingdom in a typical year, as apart from the great slump of 1932, produced only about 6 or 7 per cent, and the whole British Empire less than 20 per cent of the world’s ore. In the production of steel the banner year of 1929 showed a world total of about 120,000,000 tons, of which the Empire produced only one-ninth.

But these figures of gross production must be interpreted in the side light of the relative self-sufficiency of the industry. Iron ores are of various compositions, and must, especially in our newer world of machinery of infinite complexity, be mixed with other ores to form alloys for special purposes. Most important of these is manganese, indispensable to the making of steel. This twin sister of iron, scarcely known by name to the everyday world of ordinary people, undistinguished from iron ore till the end of the eighteenth century, has now become vital to our means of life and to our mechanism of death. Unknown though it was, it is widely distributed over the globe and out beyond it, recognizable in the atmosphere of the sun, in sea-water and in mineral drinks. Engineers tell us, technically, that manganese is ‘the only agent which can be economically employed as a deoxidizer and desulphurizer in blast furnace operations.’ In other words, we can’t make proper steel without it. The only great Power which has a self-sufficient supply of manganese, for its full industry, is Russia. But the Empire contains large resources in India, the Gold Coast and South-West Africa. In a pre-war year of a world production of over 6,000,000 tons, India had about 1,000,000, South-West Africa over 600,000, and the Gold Coast over 600,000. The weak side in the Empire situation in regard to iron and steel is the long water-haul of material needed to integrate the industry at its centres. This applies, however to the strategy of war rather than to the commerce of peace. For our proper occasions a thousand miles of water means less than fifty miles of land.

It is characteristic of the world of today to put an extraordinary premium on super-excellence. The last little increment of higher talent, or greater utility, obtains a disproportionate reward. A film actor, just a little better than the next, gets a hundred times as much. A metal compound with just a touch of extra hardness, of lightness, outranks its fellows. Just as one touch of nature makes a whole world kin, a touch of vanadium makes cutting steel, one filament of tungsten burning without extinction gives light to the indoor world. Hence the world nowadays lives, and dies, by its conjunction with a lot of queer metals of which the ancient world knew nothing or knew only as curiosities. Vanadium as a chemical element was discovered in 1801. But its adaptability to harden steel was only found in 1896. Even then it was too rare to use, till the deposits discovered in Peru (1905) brought it to the world’s industry. Peru is still the chief source of supply but for most of these auxiliary metals of the steel industry the British Empire is singularly well-placed. Conspicuous is the case of nickel of which Canada produces, in the Sudbury district of Northern Ontario, about 90 per cent of the world’s supply.

In point of history and prestige, gold ranks as the noblest of the metals. Every language carries the stamp of such phrases as ‘a heart of gold,’ as ‘good as gold,’ the ‘golden mean’ and the ‘golden age.’ Even the Gates of Heaven are gold. Of late years dismal economists have tried to sneer gold out of existence as money — antiquated as a stagecoach, far inferior to an index number and a managed currency. For a little while, gold money trembled for its existence, and apart from money and prestige the metal is of little worth. But the first danger of war and now war itself, have restored gold to its throne. You can’t buy foreign munitions with an index number. This is all to the good fortune of the Empire, the world’s greatest gold producer by a lead that leaves the others nowhere. The marvellous sunken mountain of gold that forms the Witwatersrand of South Africa is matched, and presently will be surpassed by the Aladdin’s Cave of mineral wealth (gold, copper, nickel) of the land of desolation that fringes the sunken coast of the James and Hudson Bays.

The world’s production of gold now runs to an annual total of about 36,000,000 fine ounces. It was formerly the custom to quote statistics of gold in terms of dollars at $20.67 to an ounce. But the United States dollar has since been revalued (1939) (though not coined) as containing only 15 5/21 grains troy in place of the previous 23.22 grains. The Canadian gold dollar is still nominally at the old standard. In practice gold is sold at a price in the paper money of each country and hence the only significant statistics of output are those in fine ounces. On this basis South Africa produces 12,000,000 fine ounces, Canada 5,000,000, and Soviet Russia (believe it or not) anything from 5,000,000 to 8,000,000.

Beside these greater metals are copper of which the chief Empire supply is in Canada, potentially vast and even now about one-tenth of the world’s production; tin, of which one-third of the annual supply comes from British Malaya, and lead where again Canada supplies one-tenth. Silver is of little strategic consequence. The output of Canada (22,700,000 fine oz in 1937) with that of Australasia (14,100,000 oz.) is one-tenth of the total world production. The metal aluminium is of great and growing importance by reason of its uncanny lightness and tensile strength. It is an element but never found by itself in nature. For aeroplane construction and for transmission lines it is of unequalled utility. Its production is increasing by leaps and bounds, from 70,000 tons in 1913 to over 600,000 in 1938. The Empire, in the British Isles themselves, produced in 1938 nearly 25,000 tons, and in Canada is also ample potential supply.

Most strange of all metal deposits in the world is radium, filled with future meaning for the world’s curse or blessing. Here is, as it were, a left-over piece of creation, still disintegrating and discharging itself in atomic volleys when the other metals ‘ceased fire’ and sank dead, millenniums ago. All the world knows of the beneficent power of this atomic discharge against disease. No one can tell yet what its incalculable meaning may be as a source of power if its outgoing energy of explosion can be speeded up. Theoretically, a spoonful of it would blow up a battleship. But it refuses to hurry; it takes its time; a million years is nothing to it. As yet its energy is held back from the devil’s innings of war. Till a few years ago, such radium as the world had recovered came from the Belgian Congo with a minute output from what was Czecho-Slovakia. But radium has been obtained (1933) in the rocks of the Great Bear Lake in the far west of Canada, on the Arctic Circle. Nature had guarded it with Arctic cold and barren rocks and fierce river gorges that denied ascent. The aeroplane flutters down as gently as a bird, and a new chapter is added to the unveiling of that grim and desolate region. The Canadian output of 30 grammes a year has lowered the world price to $40,000 a gramme, and now, to a bargain price of $20,000. Even at this same bargain scale of value, by weight, a bag of potatoes would be worth rather more than three-quarters of a billion dollars.

Among the conspicuous world products outside of the field of metals is asbestos, of which the chief supplies are in Canada, Rhodesia and Siberia. The Canadian field alone, about 60 per cent of the total, can easily suffice for Empire needs. For rubber, one of the greatest strategic products, the chief British source of supply is in Malaya. For the production of paper from wood pulp the British Empire has the long lead of the forests of Canada and Newfoundland. The industry is eating itself off the earth. Something will have to happen, unless we substitute hearing for reading, and the ‘morning paper’ and the ‘advertisement’ go the way of all grass. Books alone, apart from newspapers, would never overstrain the forest that first (from its beech trees) gave them its name. The world’s consumption of paper is reported as about 30,000,000 tons. This obviously can’t go on. But instead of something happening, something may ‘turn up,’ and at least we, in the Empire, can keep our newspaper longest.

For petroleum the outlook is poor. Of the vast annual production that flows as a river of oil — 272,000,000 metric tons, the British Empire contributes little more than a rivulet, 5,990,000; from Burma 1,000,000, from Trinidad 2,500,000. The oil from Iran and Iraq is under British financial control, but not political sovereignty; and the supply is beset and bounded by all the rivalries of a world at war. Oil, indeed, is the chief shortage of the British world, and may be thus indicated last in our cornucopia of plenty, as a wholesome reminder, like a death’s head at a feast.

Such is in outline the aspect of the vast material resources, active and latent, of the British Empire. To set these assets down in terms of money would merely be to substitute the shadow for the substance. And in any case, as said at the outset, money is but a poor measure of the value of physical things. Money value does not emerge until scarcity brings a purchaser, and until transport makes purchase possible. For uncounted centuries the flowers blossom over a thousand miles of prairie — flowers, field and all as worthless as the breeze that fans them. But all real calculations of national wealth must set these unredeemed assets, at least for such an Empire as ours, in the very foreground.

Yet there is one portion of British wealth which of necessity must be reckoned by its money value, for lack of any other means of computation. By this is meant the enormous total of ‘foreign investment,’ which forms one of the mainstays of immediate imperial strength. It was commonly reckoned before the Great War of 1914 that British overseas investment represented £4,000,000,000 — to use the customary measure of the pound sterling, without multiplication into dollars. It is estimated for the eve of the present war at about £3,692,000,000. Any such comparison must of course, take further account of the shift in general world prices during the period. With higher prices the investment means less in goods, its only ultimate meaning. World prices, computed with 1913 as the base of 100 rose to nearly three to one at the peak of 1920 and stood in 1938 at about 107. But even as thus reduced the total of British outside investment is formidable, and until now, unequalled. This vast over-

 seas proprietorship came as a historical consequence and legacy of the British industrial advance of the nineteenth century. In the factory industries, in the railroad and shipbuilding of the age of steam, Great Britain, and here especially England, was for a long time the first in the field and the rest nowhere. England made the world’s cotton goods, built the world’s iron ships, rolled the rails for the railways and sent overseas its contractors with their trained ‘navigators,’ or navvies, to do the work unlearned as yet by foreign hands. Free trade brought cheap food, and high profits, and the profits went pouring overseas again for further investment. The United States in its industrial infancy fed on British capital. Money from England took up State loans — some still unpaid — financed banks, railroads, canals and steamboats that carried the new tide of migration from the old states to the Mississippi between 1830 and 1850. As early as 1836, $90,000,000 had gone into railways and canals, the bulk of it English money.

The speculation was good and bad. Some of the money went into Pennsylvania bonds, or into imaginary real estate in the marshes of the Mississippi. We are told that a part of the glorious profits of Pickwick sank thus in the Mississippi mud, to come up as dragon’s teeth in the satire of Martin Chuzzlewit’s New Eden. But in the main the profits were vast. Interest on State bonds was 3 and 6 per cent, for companies and banks it ran to 10 per cent. Investors could afford to lose part for the sake of the rest. Even when the flood tide of imported money had been largely replaced by native streams, the United States, at the opening of the present century could absorb about 2 o per cent of outgoing British capital.

British money built the railways and supplied the industrial equipment of Argentina and Uruguay. When the electrical age began in 1880, British capital went overseas, as apparatus, machinery and technical services, to light the streets and generate the power of half a dozen South American capitals, as well as those of its Colonies. It built the railroads of India, dug the mines of South Africa and, in the form of vast shipping companies, carried the ocean commerce — quite literally, at the opening of this century — of half the world.

This overseas investment of British capital takes various forms, some of which can be accurately traced and calculated while others can only be computed as estimates and inferences, shading off into experienced guesswork. The latest (December 1939) of the masterly series of tabulations made annually by Sir Robert Kindersley, showed the grand total of British overseas investment as standing at £3,692,000,000. A certain part of this, accurately traceable, is represented by investment in the bonds of Dominion, Colonial and foreign governments and municipalities. The grand total of all this stands at £1,398,000,000, the greater part being invested inside the Empire (over £1,000,000,000). The money invested in such public loans in foreign countries and expressed in millions of pound sterling, shows European countries owing 107, the Argentine 35, Brazil 72, Chile 19, China 25, and Japan 42. It must be remembered that some of these holdings are not really British, but merely negotiated through London to the credit of outside holders. Of the interest on foreign government bonds 42 per cent is paid away to foreign municipal interest. Even in the case of Dominion and Colonial Governments 12 per cent of the interest goes out of England. Australia, where the railways were built as State enterprises on borrowed capital has absorbed more in government loans from London than any other imperial partner (£430 million outstanding); India with Ceylon, is next with 245-, New Zealand shows 122 then Canada and Newfoundland 116, and South Africa with Rhodesia 109.

Another vast block of overseas investment (a total of £1,210,000,000) is represented in the capital of British companies operating abroad, the original method of investment par excellence in new and undeveloped places. Such companies are under purely British control with headquarters in London. Money was thus invested to build railways, to establish banks and general industrial concerns, for tea and coffee planting, later on for electrical and power industries and for mines, oil, rubber, and the things of today. Most of the money (70 per cent) is invested in stocks (share capital, as named in England) and the rest in bonds and debentures (loan capital). Putting the two together railway investment is the largest item, over £80,000,000 in India, about £30,000,000 in the Dominions and Colonies, in the United States only £1,600,000, in foreign railways throughout the world almost £400,000,000. These investments in British Companies, must not be confused with the money placed in American, Canadian, and other outside railways companies as mentioned below. From these British Company securities, at the height of the post-war good times (1929), British investors received £67,700,000 in dividends and £18,000,000 in bond interest (£86,000,000 in all). The slump of the ‘thirties cut the total in half but it now is back to £69,000,000.

A third large class of investment obviously less controllable by Britain is found in the money placed by British residents in companies registered abroad. These represent, in shares and bonds together, a total of £685,000,000. Among the big items are the Dominion and Colonial Railway companies £210,000,000, including the British investment in the Canadian Pacific Railway company; United States railways £47,600,000; foreign banks, £38,200,000; commercial and industrial companies £100,000,000 and mines — South Africa, Canada, etc., £83,200,000.

To this long and imposing category Sir Robert Kindersley’s estimate adds a parting gift of another £400,000,000 to stand for various private and miscellaneous investments not in market form — such as private estates, and private money used abroad in a variety of ways not traceable as share or loan capital.

Common sense demands certain qualifications to the exuberance of the above account. Much of the overseas capital, especially in war-time, is unrealizable in any immediate form of purchasing power. It is ‘frozen’ by the exchange control of our own and foreign Governments. Much of it is, in the simple sense of the word ‘lost’; the loans to Brazil on which interest has stopped; the £40,000,000 that went into the clogged pipes of Mexican oil companies, and much else. Nor indeed can any overseas investment, dependent on the will of a foreign government, be altogether safe. The days when a paramount Power could compel small debtor nations to live up to a contract, no matter what they thought of it; the days when the company shareholder was protected in darkest Africa by a missionary and a gun-boat; the Cobdenite days when all men were to be brothers and all doors open to the commerce of a cosmopolitan world — that world has vanished. The lurid panorama of recent object lessons from Shanghai to Warsaw, from Prague to Helsingfors, has dissipated it into thin mist. One dollar under the flag is safer, and in the long run, better, than two outside of it.

Fortunately the turn of things has for some time been shifting British investment from outlandish adventure to Empire development. In 1880 it was calculated that only 20 per cent of annual new British overseas investment, remained British. At the present time 60 per cent remains under the flag. British capital in Canada alone now stands at $2,684,000,000 — with an infinity of room to expand.

For it is this possibility of further expansion that gives its real meaning to the wealth of the Empire, monetary and physical. This is no dead civilization of an Egypt, dying beneath the dusty pyramids for which it gave its life. For us the Empire is still all space, and light, and air.

Its wealth is opportunity — beyond the count of any counting-house. — 
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CHAPTER IV

Imperial Government 
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The Ordered Series of Empire Governments — The Outside Fringe of Mandates and Protected States — The Protectorates: Indirect Rule over Natives under their own Law — Crown Colonies — Government by Officials Only — Councils with Nominated Members — Colonies with Elected Assemblies — Representative Government — Semi-Responsible Government — The Government of the Empire of India — India and Dominion Status

IF you had asked a Canadian just before the outbreak of the present war, ‘Does Canada have to go to war if Great Britain does?’ he would have answered, ‘Of course not.’ Then if you had asked him, ‘And will Canada go to war if Great Britain does?’ he would say, without hesitation, ‘Oh, yes.’ Then if you had gone on to ask, ‘Why?’ he would have reflected a little and said, ‘Oh, because we’d have to.’

With which you would get a first introduction into what may be called the paradox of British government, its perpetual contrast between things in the abstract and things as they are. It is filled with legal fictions as transparent as John Doe, such as that the King becomes a Presbyterian as soon as he enters Scotland but loses it again on the way back; or such as that every British subject in England is a member of the Church. It lays down rights that are not used. For nearly five hundred years the Members of Parliament had the right to two shillings a day from their constituents when they went up to Westminster. It ceased to be ‘the thing’ to ask for it, somewhere in the fourteen hundreds, but the right went on till 1910, when pay began again. Similarly anybody accused of murder in the England of the Middle Ages had the right, if a gentleman, to trial by wager of battle. If he was a lord, he could, if busy, send one of his men. This right got forgotten till a certain Mr. Thornton asked for it, and got it, in 1818. British government also assigns penalties that get forgotten. Nobody nowadays is punished for not going to church on Sunday except soldiers and sailors, but supposedly anybody can be fined a shilling a Sunday for it. Compare also the long list of offices which have lost all their duties and retain nothing but the pay — those of the First Lord of the Treasury and the Lord Privy Seal, or have lost both the duties and the pay, as have the offices of the Steward of the Chiltern Hundreds and the Escheator of Munster. Put beside these the quaint offices that recall earlier dignity — the Norroy King-of-Arms, The Pursuivant Unicom, the Red Dragon, and the Black Rod — but sound like a winning hand at poker; or such mysterious functions as those of the Keeper of the Swans, and the Clerk of the Checque; or the various posts of honour that recall by-gone history — the Warden of the Cinq Ports, the Captain of the Yeomen of the Guard, the Lord of the Stanneries. But most of all consider the complicated and important function — no mere forms these — which rest simply on an understanding that such and such a thing is the proper thing to do. There is no legal obligation on a British ministry to resign if unsupported, none whatever for selecting ministers from a particular Party, or for ministers to be Members of Houses of Parliament — in short the whole of the Cabinet Government is just a way of doing things.

This dependence on habit, or custom runs all down the history and all across the practice of British Government, from the Saxon Heptarchy to the present Commonwealth of Nations. The world has always been very old. There has always been a good old way of doing things, and this, by their temperament, the British people prefer. A new law is made by calling it an old law, as was done in the Magna Charta of 1215 — and already an old trick at that.

Nor is this system mere antiquity. It follows us down. We no sooner set up an organization by law than it gathers round it in the current of history a set of customs, a way of doing things, as watercress gathers in a running stream. Every parish council has its own ‘ideas.’ Every parish club its own way of running its affairs, and even every family its own system of how to keep Christmas and what to give to father.

The French love regulation and a code. They like to know where they are beforehand. The British prefer to wait till after; there’s time enough then, and, in any case, everything depends. Hence British government, especially in the parent Isles, has accumulated around it a cloud of anomalies, inconsistencies, and obsolescences like its own insular fog. Through these the Briton finds his way by the guidance of common sense. All attempt at straightening it out only makes it the more illogical. The Magna Charta, as indicated above, is largely fiction, and the Great Statute of Westminster of 1931, the last settlement, is in its way the most complete mess of the lot. After that no one can tell what the Empire essentially is. It passes into that class of things indicated by English words and phrases which all understand but none define; such as ‘gentleman,’ of which no gentleman would care to indicate the meaning; such as what is and what is not ‘cricket;’ and above all what is ‘the thing.’ This last becomes after all the test and criterion of British government, thus could a Dominion under the Statute of Westminster secede out of the Empire? It could, but it wouldn’t be the thing and therefore no Dominion would do it.

Nor has mankind yet found a more real basis of free government after three thousand years of search.

Yet, admittedly, for foreigners the understanding of our government is difficult. Talleyrand said of the British constitution, ‘Elle n’existe pas.’ Mr. Gladstone didn’t go as far as that but he said that it relied more than any other on the good sense and understanding of those called upon to administer it. He meant that the constitution was whatever he thought it was, like the McGregor at the head of the table. George III said that we ought to venerate the constitution even when we couldn’t understand it — a gratifying doctrine for ourselves but of no great help to foreigners.

Now there was in the Greek mythology a hero called Theseus, who managed to find his way in and out of the Labyrinth of Crete. He was, as we would say in America, ‘out after Minotaur,’ and the trick he used was a thread. He stuck to that.

The thread to the labyrinth of British government is found in the history and status of the monarchy. From that you can analyse all the rest. The first thing to notice is that all acts of government are supposed to be done by the King — not merely in his name, but actually by him. All Acts of Parliament, British and Dominion, except only Eire, contain an enacting clause stating that the King makes them. ‘Be it enacted by the King’s Most Excellent Majesty,’ so runs the Statute of Westminster. Orders in Council state that ‘His Majesty in Council does order and it is hereby ordered.’ The King informs Parliament what he is doing with his army and is glad to tell them that his campaign against the Wazoo hillmen has restored peace to his Empire. He thanks his House of Commons for the money they have supplied — not the House of Lords, they haven’t given him any for five hundred years. In other words, all legislation and administrations are done by the King. So also with appointment. If you are appointed let us say, Chief Commissioner of the Chignecto Canal, it is done in a document which tells you that, whereas it becomes apparent to His Majesty that it would be of use to his Empire to cut a canal, dike, ditch, trench or other excavation, to intersect the neck of land known (to the King) as the Isthmus of Chignecto between his Province of New Brunswick and his Province of Nova Scotia, he has therefore entrusted this task to his trusty and well beloved — and so forth. The document sets you wondering how it came that the King had been thinking about the Chignecto Canal all these years, and selecting you as just the man for it — which is exactly the meaning and magic of British government. To make the case truly British the sequel should be that the canal is never cut but that there continues to be a Commissioner of the Chignecto Canal, whose duties are purely social — along with the Garter King-of-Arms and the Pursuivant Unicom and those other people.

Let it be added further that the King carries on all justice, punishing offences, from motor speeding to murder and is head of the Church of England and head of the Church of Scotland.

This fantastic appearance has behind it a reality of great meaning and value. In it is all our history; without it there would be no Empire today. This vast fiction carries back to the times when the King really did control the whole government, let us say, the period of the Norman Conquest. As a matter of fact, that also is partly legal fiction. No King ever controlled everything, and the Norman Conquest could also be called the Saxon Absorption of the Normans. Most of our government is Saxon in origin. The Normans just sat on top of it, as children play, ‘I’m King of the Castle.’

But let it go that the King controlled everything, or at least ordered everything. Yet he needed in those pious days a Keeper of his Conscience — a very delicate matter for men like William Rufus. So he had to have a Chancellor (even before William the Conqueror) to advise him on ghostly matters. This presently meant that the Chancellor took over all the ghostly matters himself. Also the King needed some one to look after his money. The children’s rhyme runs— ‘The King was in his counting house, counting out his money.’ But I doubt if any could, before Queen Elizabeth, or perhaps her father. They had no proper numerals for multiplication. So they had to count on squares like a draught-board, the ‘counters’ of the shops, and the King’s money was counted by the Barons of the Exchequer, sitting round a table all marked in squares. The second was kept on notched sticks called ‘tallies.’ These accumulated for so many hundred years that when at last they decided to burn them, they burnt down the House of Commons with them (1834).

Thus beside the King grew up the Exchequer. The King also was supposed to judge all disputes, whether breaches of the peace, or questions of bargains between man and man. For these three grew up the courts of the King’s Bench and of Common Pleas. Moreover, since all justice must be tempered with mercy and charity, defeated suitors could, in Heaven’s name, fall at the King’s feet in appeal. The King moved them from his feet to the Chancellor’s. That made a court of Chancery.

Thus grew up a whole apparatus of government. The greatest part of all, which presently absorbed and swallowed (in legal power) all the others, was the Parliament. This just meant at first a conference, a talk. The Saxons had had it already, but they called it a think (Gemot). The Normans changed the idea to a talk, which is easier. There were ‘parliaments’ of any special group, or order, of people — of Great Barons, or of merchants, or of clergy. Then in the vexed years after King John’s death, with rival factions calling ‘parliaments,’ the idea came up of falling back on the old Saxon plan of having ‘select men’ added to the Barons and Clergy, people chosen out of the Knights of the Shires and the Burgesses of the Boroughs. This system shows itself fully developed in the Model Parliament of Edward I in 1295. The ‘Commons’ now appear — not meaning the common people, who never got in till yesterday, but the ‘Communities.’ After that date, gradually, this kind of parliament outranked all other assemblies. It at first included the abbots. The Reformation removed them; archbishops and bishops remained and are still there; lesser clergy once came by elections held by the bishops; they dropped out. The election writs for centuries still vainly called them to come. But the clergy wanted to sit alone; they still do, as the Convocation of the Church in the Provinces of Canterbury and York. They sat the other day, January 1940, discussing the morality of war. But when they decide on anything new, such as a Revised Prayer Book, the Parliament alone can make it law. Probably half the members of the House of Commons claim that they don’t belong to the Church; but the law of the land soothingly tells them that they do. Hence prayers are made by people who never pray, and rituals by people who never go to the Church that uses them. Per contra, bishops vote on the tariff. These things never worry the British. They merely ask, how does it work.

Thus Parliament became supreme. It means in this sense not the two Houses, but the King, Lords and Commons. But as a matter of fact the King’s share in legislation became by progressive custom less and less till it dwindled to nothing. At first the King consulted Parliament and made a law — as far as a new law ever was made, for they always called it an old one. The notion of making a law is modern; to early ages it would sound like making your grandfather. Presently Parliament asked for the law and the King made it. Then, to make sure that they would get the law they wanted, they wrote the very text of it and put the ‘enacting clause’ in front of it and the King merely said yes or no. The very words he used became fixed in the customary ‘le roi le veult,’ or the polite refusal that the King would think it over (‘le roi s’avisera’). But it became the custom, the gentleman’s understanding, that if the two Houses said yes, the King never said no. The last sovereign who proposed to think it over was Queen Anne. Hence parliamentary supremacy came to mean supremacy of the two Houses. This ‘omnipotence of Parliament,’ arising in the fourteen hundreds was later so absolutely accepted that Walter Bagehot said (see his English Constitution of 1860) that Queen Victoria must sign her own death warrant if sent to her by Parliament. It was Walter Bagehot who said this, not Queen Victoria. And the warrant was never sent. Academic fancies of what people have to do and what nations are bound to do, were as free in Bagehot’s day as a poet’s reverie. We know better now.

So it came that the prerogative of the King, the original ‘all power,’ was limited by the supremacy of Parliament. Infinite confusion exists about the extent of this ‘royal prerogative,’ a mystery to casual students of history. In reality it is as simple as logic itself. The King has power to do anything and everything which Parliament has not forbidden him to do, taken on itself to do, or vested elsewhere. The King cannot of his own power levy taxes. Statutes such as the Petition of Right, 1628, forbid it. The King cannot regulate custom-duties, because Parliament took over that power when it made a customs act. The King cannot create new constituencies for Members of Parliament, as that power was taken over in 1832. Nor can the King alter any of the arrangements made by parliamentary statutes, such as railway acts, factory acts, local government acts and such. But he can alter anything which by these statutes themselves is left to be altered by an Order in Council. Yet, per contra, the King can dissolve the Parliament and never need call it again. True the money would run out, for lack of the annual vote of supply, and the army would fall to pieces for lack of the repassing of the Army Act which creates the authority of discipline. If an officer said, ‘Eyes right,’ the private might answer, ‘not just now, thanks, I’m looking at something interesting.’ But the King could, on those terms, do without a parliament; he could also make all his friends dukes, and his favourite comedian Archbishop of Canterbury. There is no end to what he could do, except that he wouldn’t do it, which puts one back again at the beginning of British government.

All the King’s public acts are done, however, through a minister. This itself is only an understanding unless one can twist the legal maxim ‘the King can do no wrong’ to mean that all he does must be someone else’s fault. The minister was ‘responsible,’ in older days with his head, now only with his office. Charles I, after agonizing hesitation, signed the death warrant of his minister Lord Strafford (1641). ‘By so terrible an example was that doctrine sanctioned which now needs for its assertion and effect nothing more than a ministerial defeat on a vote of confidence.’ The comment is that of the Cambridge Modern History.

In this frame has grown up the structure of government of the Empire both in the British Isles and overseas. The United Kingdom itself, Great Britain and Northern Ireland, is under the sovereign control of Parliament. There are no such constitutional limitations as circumscribe American governments. In the country which its citizens like to think the freest country in the world the individual has no rights, none that Parliament cannot destroy at will — except that it wouldn’t be ‘cricket’ to do so. This sovereignty of Parliament does not cover all the British Isles. Outside of the United Kingdom is Ireland (Eire), occupying, as will be discussed later, a position partly in and partly out of the Empire and defying all definition. The Channel Islands present another anomaly, but historic and sentimental only, not aggressive. The islanders were subjects of the Duke of Normandy; from their point of view they conquered England. Till the Great War of 1914 the sovereignty of Parliament did not extend to them, nor did the income tax reach their shores. Now, admittedly, Parliament is supreme, but local legislatives make laws. Control from Westminster is only executive. The Isle of Man was for centuries (till 1765) just a feudal holding under the Crown. Parliamentary sovereignty and taxation reach it now. But it has a quaint apparatus of government, a survival of ancient times, a ‘court of Tynwald,’ divided into a Council and a House of Keys, and it writes its laws in Manx as well as English. ‘Deemsters’ sit on its criminal bench. But inside this setting of a Druid world the writ of habeas corpus and the income tax run as merrily as on the mainland.

In all the vast overseas Empire the government rests on what has been established by the royal prerogative, or what has been set up by Acts of Parliament, and Orders in Council and similar documents authorized by the Acts. That right to set up a government in any ceded, conquered or settled territory was an inherent right of the Crown, was accepted as part of the prerogative and definitely declared by the Colonial Laws Validity Act of 1865. But Governments thus set up are supplemented by those created, or remodelled by Acts of Parliament such as the various statutes regulating the Government of India, or the fundamental statutes, almost similar to written Constitutions, by which the Dominion of Canada (1867), the Commonwealth of Australia (1900) and the Union of South Africa (1909) were created.

The result of this is that the governments of the overseas Empire under the Crown have been set up in a variety of ways and in a great diversity of terms. Taken in alphabetical order, or even in geographical order, they seem to spell confusion itself, hardly any two alike — a mass of officials, councils and assemblies, with or without election, with or without local participation, with cabinet government, half cabinet government or no cabinet government. They run the gamut all the way from the South Atlantic island of Ascension, governed by the navy as a ship, till 1922, to Eire, which has a constitution of 1937 calling itself a ‘sovereign independent state,’ and sits like a ground-hog in its burrow, its head half-way in, half-way out.

But rearranged in their ascending order of relative local self-government the British overseas possessions present a symmetrical series, in itself the fruit of long experience in the government of dependencies. For clearness’ sake we must first set aside, as out of count, the various protected states which are connected with the Empire but not of it. Here belong the Malay States, as distinct from the Crown Colony of the Straits Settlements. Four of these are joined as a federated unit and five others are units in themselves. Britain has the right of suzerainty, meaning a paramount interest in foreign relations and the right of giving protection. The Governor of the Straits Settlements is ex-officio High Commissioner for all of them and there is a British resident as an advisor to each of them. But the people are not subjects of the King. In the great East Indian Island of Borneo the parts called North Borneo and Brunei are protected states. Sarawak in the same island is also a protected state with the added ties of sentiment resulting from its having had British Rajahs (the Brooke family) since 1842. Britain has ‘protected’ it since 1888 and British officers command its constabulary. Egypt is a protected state in respect to British rights connected with the defence of the canal. The Sudan is classed as a protected state jointly controlled by Egypt and Britain. The joint control as already said is theory rather than fact. Britain and France have a joint control over the New Hebrides Islands. At the bottom of the list of the protected states is the little group of islands in the Western Pacific, once called the Friendly, now the Tonga Islands. This is one of the island paradises that gave to the South Seas the colour and the perfume of a land of dreams. Here it is neither too hot nor too cold, too wet nor too dry, and food hangs from the trees. For such a picture read of Anson’s famous voyage of 1740. The Tonga Islands, all bunched together, would only cover a space of 250 square miles. Yet they enjoy a sort of comic opera government with a Queen and a Parliament made up of seven Lords, seven Commoners, seven Ministers and a Speaker. The Tongas are a sovereign state, protected by Great Britain. The natives, 32,000, are all Christians, indeed are six different kinds of Christians, but are not British subjects. The white residents, about 430, are subject to the Tonga courts except for grave offences, removed to the court of the High Commissioner for the Western Pacific. Tonga declared war against Germany in 1939.

The case of the mandated territories assigned by the shadowy authority of the League of Nations has already been discussed.

Of the units of government actually inside the Empire, some of those of lower order are officially called Crown Colonies, and some Protectorates. The division is not a logical one, as far as the form of administration goes, since a Protectorate may have just the same form of rule as a Crown Colony, and both Protectorates and Crown Colonies differ among themselves. But as far as the variation in official title corresponds to an actual difference, it means that the people in a Protectorate, although British subjects, do not come within the scope of a British law unless the law is explicitly made to apply to them. Otherwise they are still under native custom. The Slavery Abolition Act of 1833 terminated British slavery. After that Britons could sing about the flag that ‘never could float o’er a slave’ with all the zeal of new converts whose flag had flown over more slaves on the high seas than those of any two nations combined. But even while they sang, though few of them knew it, there were slaves in Sierra Leone, where slavery, of a domestic type, was not extinguished by law till 1927. Similarly when the later partition of Africa extended British sovereignty over Nigeria, Uganda, Nyasaland, Somaliland and Bechuanaland, they were gathered in as Protectorates. This made it feasible to leave native customary rule as much undisturbed as possible, and even to shut one eye to the existence of things, like the feudal slavery of Nigeria, impossible to abolish all at once, yet repugnant to British moral sense. Experience showed that a native chief would trade his ‘sovereign rights’ for gin and rifles, but not his right to have two wives, to be served by slaves, and to drink the gin and shoot his subjects with the rifles. It has been part of the genius of British government to leave anything alone if you can’t alter it. All our critical historians, from Sir Henry Maine down, have shown us the contrast between the binding force of native custom, the bed-rock on which rests collective life itself, and the arbitrary movement of authority over its surface. A despot of an Indian state could execute a subject at will. What mattered the individual life? But he could not take from the stricken widows of his principality their immemorial right to be burned to death, nor the right of their neighbours and friends to burn them. It is narrated that when the Shah of Persia visited Queen Victoria’s England in the ‘eighties, he proposed to have two of his suite executed in order to see how the British method of hanging worked. The story may not be true, but the application is.

Now British government has had to grapple with the contrast as between primitive and civilized conceptions of law, morality and duty. Where the divergence was too violent to be let alone, suppression was effected even at a cost. The ‘thug,’ the Indian form of murderer, whose sudden throttling of his victim (thuggee), an entire stranger, was intended as a protest against a sinful world, seemed to many pious natives a sort of implement of God, as many of the English once thought Bishop Bonner and Queen Mary. But the thug had to go. He was, in simple English metaphor, ‘a bit thick.’ Also suttee, the burning of widows, ultimately had to go. As long as the comfortable fiction could be maintained that the widows liked it, it managed to survive. But when it appeared that at least some of the widows shared the horror of the merrier widows of Europe, suttee could not be tolerated where British power could reach it. Such things as suttee, thuggee and infanticide are glaring cases, seen in a lurid light. But British rule has had to accept as best it could tribal marriage, polygamy, domestic slavery, and savage autocracy, tempering what it could not eradicate and waiting for the hand of time. The clock of human destiny cannot be put forward.

For the United States there has arisen in a lesser degree this same problem as to what the flag must cover or conceal. In the Philippines, when under American control, certain things were perforce let alone. On the other hand, when the United States went dry, the unhappy Porto Ricans, Spanish and thirsty, had to go dry also. But, in the Empire, if Great Britain went dry, the Nigerians, being in a Protectorate, could stay wet. The real answer to such a problem however is that Great Britain will not go dry.

This peculiar distinction as between Protectorates and Crown Colonies does not correspond to the differences in form of administration. Nor does it imply, as we might suppose from the general English sense of the words, that a Colony is a British settlement and a Protectorate a territory conquered or a native area. This is simply not so, Gibraltar, a military post, is a Colony. So is Basutoland, a native imperial preserve surrounded by the Union of South Africa. Papua, annexed in 1887, was ranked as a Colony to emphasize the British claim to it, though it was as black as a hat with natives and native custom and barbarity, while its inland tribes had largely not heard of their good luck in becoming British.

The order and class of overseas government depends on the relative extent of imperial and local control. In their lowest stage are the governments made up solely of British officials sent from Britain; above this, a government with some of the officials appointed on the spot. Then comes a government with a Council, as well as executive officials, the Council being selected from officials or nominated from the residents. Above this class are the governments which add to the Councils bodies called Assemblies, some of whose members are elected and some appointed. Above these come the Colonies, which have a popular Assembly all elected, but with a Legislative Council and an Executive Council, appointed. To these is often given the name, not official, of Representative Colonies. Their government is exactly of the type of those of Upper and Lower Canada before the rebellion of 1837. They need only a ‘responsible cabinet’ to give them complete colonial freedom. Just above them is a midway class, Southern Rhodesia and Ceylon, with a cabinet government which is limited by various reservations of power to the imperial government. Malta had been advanced to this class in 1921, but when the clouds gathered over the Mediterranean its constitution was suspended (1930), then restored with modifications (1932). But it broke under the weight of the vexed question of Italian in the schools. Letters patent, authorized by the statutes, put Malta back (1939) to the status of a Crown Colony in which the appointed members of the council can outvote the elected. Newfoundland, which had been a Dominion, at the request of its own government was put back in 1933 to the status of a Crown Colony under an appointed Commission.

The simplest form of colonial government — what the professoriate would call the lowest — is seen in the purely strategic posts such as Aden and Gibraltar. Yet even here the government is not military, not part of the War Office administration, but is civil government under the Colonial Office. Indeed the British system knows nothing of military government except in war, or in the martial law of emergency, or as a temporary administration, of conquered or ceded territory (Canada, 1759-63). The Aden Colony, so designated in 1937, has a Governor (also Commander-in-Chief) with appointed British officials. But Gibraltar, though only 2 square miles in extent, has a civil population of over 20,000 people. In this case the Governor (also Commander-in-Chief) adds three local appointees to the official members of his Executive Council (First Combatant Military Officer, Secretary, Attorney-General, Treasurer). A still further supplement is seen in the government of the Seychelles Islands in the Indian Ocean, a thousand miles off East Africa, a midway type between a tropical plantation and a point of strategy. The islands number ninety-two, the largest is only 55 square miles. They are a part of the wreckage of the colonial empire of the French monarchy. They lie among wide banks of submerged coral so that the total area is difficult to compute — probably only about 150 square miles. The islands were empty when the French came. The population has descended from mixed Creoles and immigrant blacks and Indians from Malabar, in all about 30,000. Their government reflects their peculiar status. The Governor has an Executive Council of Officials, with an added local member, and also a Legislative Council — the embryonic form of a true legislature — in which half of the six members are unofficial appointees.

But where the area of the dependency is of considerable extent with an almost entirely native population, the administration by appointed officials is supplemented by ‘indirect government,’ so-called, the rule of native chiefs over their own people with British control in the background. The Aden Colony has beside it the Aden Protectorate, 112,000 square miles of the Arabian peninsula. Here native Sultans rule, under the authority of the Governor and Commander-in-Chief of Aden Colony.

Compare Basutoland, a native enclave of about 11,000 — square miles, surrounded by the Union of South Africa. Such British government as reaches it is exercised by a Resident Commissioner with a few appointed officials. Its half million, or more, of natives live under their own chiefs and custom, with a grand gathering once a year of the Basutoland National Council. It has no authority, being what is called in America a pow-wow.

The next grade of colonies is that in which an elected assembly appears — elected either in part or as a total, either by a particular group, or by votes at large. Here is, for example, Hong Kong, the famous Chinese island (11 miles by about 3) at the mouth of the Canton River. To it is now attached a slice of the mainland. It is a great emporium of Eastern trade and is, or was, a point of commanding strategy. With it goes the history of the past (since 1841) and round it turns the immediate future. The form of its government reflects what was its commercial, not its military, aspect. The Governor’s Executive Council of official members has an added appointee, and the Legislative Council adds to the usual officials certain civil functionaries as the Director of Public Works, the Harbour Master and the Director of Medical Services, with also the Commissioner of Police. Most notable is the addition of three Chinese (appointed by the Crown), three other councillors nominated from among the residents and two selected locally — one by the Chamber of Commerce and one by the Justices of the Peace of Hong Kong. We see here the beginning of the principle of elected representatives which from this stage up is gradually infiltrated into British Colonial government, till it presently absorbs all other elements. These ascending stages are represented by the African colonies which contain a certain number of white people as permanent settlers and which are looked on as ‘white man’s territory,’ and especially by the West India Islands. These last are, indeed, overwhelmingly coloured in population, but the whites fall heir to a certain prestige of history, and of the coloured people large numbers are persons of education and culture. In Africa, Northern Rhodesia has only about 10,000 whites, among nearly 1,500,000 blacks. But it has both an Executive and a Legislative Council and in the latter has seven members elected by the Europeans, just enough, it may be noted, to be comfortably outvoted by the ex-officio (5) and the nominated (4) members. British government seldom sins by going too fast and too far. Compare the French colony of Senegal in West Africa, which has about the same native population, and where voting and elections are the order of the day. The whole Colonial Council of “members is elected by native ‘citizens’ (in St. Louis) or by their chiefs outside. A deputy is elected to the Chamber at Paris. The schools give the same instruction as the French primary schools, from the same books, the principal of equality thus allowing the Senegalese children to learn about ‘our ancestors the Gauls.’ British and French colonial governments are differently based. The French aim at nominal equality, the British at nominal autocracy, but both confer the priceless right to be let alone as much as possible.

One may compare with Northern Rhodesia the partial use of the principle of election as appears in the governments of Ceylon, Kenya, etc., all of which are summarized in a table at the end of this volume. Most interesting are the West Indian colonies, where representative government reaches its highest point before expanding into responsible government. In Jamaica the Legislative Council has 5 ex-officio, 10 nominated and 14 elected members. The franchise, which extends to women, takes no account of colour. With Barbados the name ‘Legislative Council’ disappears in favour of a House of Assembly, all elected annually. The suffrage is restricted, there being only about 6,500 voters among nearly 200,000 people. But the restriction is not that of colour. In the Bahamas the entire Assembly is elected and is on a wider suffrage. In these two colonies, as also in Bermuda, the members of the Executive Council become in practice something very much like a responsible cabinet. Members of the Assembly can be made members of the Executive Council, though not exclusively, and it is found as a matter of practice to be easier and simpler to govern with the consenting vote of the house, than to try to govern without it. In other words, they are as far forwards, or as backwards, as England was in the days of Queen Anne.

The top stage in this continuous advance is seen in the government which is enjoyed by Southern Rhodesia and which was enjoyed, but not appreciated, by Malta. In this geographical section of Rhodesia (area 150,000 square miles; whites 55,000, natives 1,300,000) the government, as first established in 1923, is responsible government, much as it was in the chief colonies when instituted under Queen Victoria. The Legislative Assembly of thirty members is elected on a franchise covering all British subjects, but native councils are established for native reserves. There is no upper house unless the Assembly wishes to create one, and the Governor’s Council, by understanding, must and do hold office on a cabinet tenure. Only the fact that the Imperial Government still reserves definite powers in regard to bills reserved for the Crown, native affairs, etc., stands between Southern Rhodesia and dominion status.

A backward glance over this vast panorama of British rule over colonies and protectorates extending round the tropical world shows a vast and varied picture of island and mainland, ports and river mouths, open coast and tangled interior, equatorial forest or waving savannah and park-like uplands. Through it all runs peace and decency, free speech and fair play. The tumult of Europe, the carnage of the Orient, comes but as an echo to the peaceful uplands of Africa. It is an irony of history that what was to Europe the land of savagery and mystery, hideous with barbarous rites and human sacrifice, its very air laden with putrid fever and sudden death, now breathes the soft air of peace, while Europe struggles against the annihilation of civilization. British government has done this. Nor does it rest on force. The five thousand white people of Nigeria are as nothing against its twenty million natives. The armed forces of the Empire, apart from the naval protection of seaports, are too insignificant to hold it against the unnumbered millions of its inhabitants without the goodwill that everywhere joins British rule and native life. It is well to lay stress on this aspect of the British Empire. It is necessary to get rid of the taint of that anti-imperialism which was for so long the reverse side of British expansion and overlordship, and which followed like a dark cloud each ‘forward’ movement and bred disunion within the Empire itself. It is getting to be little more than a memory now. The basic idea of British rule now has come to be co-operation not conquest. But all of us of the outgoing generation can remember how bitter were the feelings of many people, fifty years ago, at what appeared to them the unwarranted aggression of British rule, its intrusion where it had no ‘right,’ its seeming associations with capitalism and the exploitation of unoffending partners. It was as if the slave-trade had only died to raise upon its own soil a newer slavery. The slave who dreamed beside the ungathered rice of Carolina of his own African uplands, was replaced by the slaves fettered in Africa itself. To such a vision even the most blood-besotten of the Dervishes seemed a people struggling to be free, the Mashonas and Matabeles the noble savages, better men than their conquerors. Such sentiments were especially prevalent among those who lived in the Dominions, the then self-governing colonies. They had no commercial interest in the new expansion of Europe, in the partition of Africa or in the proposed opening of China, as Europe’s oyster. Their own struggle towards free government lent a bias to their views.

Theory coloured fact. In the days when it seemed that the manifest destiny of the Empire was peaceful dissolution, an undoubted factor of the situation was this supposed contrast between British rapacity and rugged colonial honesty. All that is gone, far away now. The ast clouds of it are drifting away on the blast of war It is only useful to recall it so that we may better understand the good fortune of our history. Bygone danger enhances present security. No one doubts now the significance of membership in the British Commonwealth.

This indicated frame of mind is above all necessary for the understanding of Britain in India. Here is a record not yet finished. Here is history in the climax of its making If we have no faith here, then force is vain.

The government of India occupies in the British system an entirely unique position. The vast population of the great peninsula, its teeming population and the prestige of its long history place it out of other comparison among the possessions under the Crown. India was old when even the British Isles were young, crowded when North America was a wilderness, profound in its learning and philosophy centuries ago. It ‘heard the legions thunder past and turned to thought again.’ From India Western civilization received much of its mathematics and its speculative thought. Yet in spite of such overpowering eminence in certain aspects, India occupies, in respect to its government, a constitutional position below that of the British Dominions. It is still in the last resort under the sovereign control of the United Kingdom. It is true that there is an understanding that India is to have the full and equal status of a Dominion — some day. The only question is, when is the day to come?

The pomp and majesty of government can easily be extended to India. The reality not so well. Since 18 77 India has been an Empire and the British Sovereign its Emperor. Delhi, the city of the Moguls, is again its capital. The great Durbar held at Delhi in 1911 by George V, represented the first visit to India of a reigning British Sovereign. It antedated any similar honour to the Dominions by twenty-eight years. Indian princes carry resounding titles and glitter with stars. Yet for people of a certain temper of mind there is less freedom in all this than in membership of the Parish Council of Portsea — if there is one — or, shall we say, of the Town Council of Orillia, Ontario. That is as far as many people are able to see into the problem of government for India. Why not give them freedom? This simple conception of an easy and mechanical frictionless freedom, effected by a count of heads and a ballot box, came to us from the middle nineteenth century when it shed its light as a sort of hope of the world. Where it can be and has been realized it is as good a general hope, in the secular sense, as the world has yet obtained.

But a moment’s reflection shows how much it takes for granted. It assumes that voting will be accompanied by general acceptance of what is voted, that acquiescence will preclude force, and that the will of the majority will be accepted, even if grudgingly, by the submissive minority. The problem is as old as Rousseau and as familiar as a municipal election. What are you to do with the minority? Call it part of general will, said Rousseau, and there won’t be any. Call them ‘passive citizens,’ said the French Revolution and let them obey. Let them wait for the next election and try to get even, said America. Yet even in such democracy itself, there has to be an understanding of fair play, the everlasting ‘way of doing things’ which is the essence of British and American democratic government.

How much of this can apply to India. How much unity is there as a basis? What chance of orderly government by consent, if outside potential pressure were removed? Grant, if you like, that the outside power had as its origin no better claim than that of force, no higher motive than that of gain. At least that is three and a half centuries ago. This is another world, with behind it a long history of peace and war, effort and endeavour and sacrifice, whose pages cannot be cast aside as a mere record of aggression. It is necessary therefore to deal with the situation as it is and not cut away the foundation of it with one stroke of abstraction.

What is there to build upon? In the geographical sense India is a unit to the extent that it is shut off by the great boundary of the Himalayas from the rest of Asia. This is one of the most stupendous natural frontiers of the world. It extends over 1,500 miles. The mountains are the highest in the world. Even the passable trade routes that find their way from the Punjab to Tibet are 18,000 feet above the sea. Such vast and gloomy gateways as the Khyber Pass and the Bolan Pass into Afghanistan, only emphasize the majestic isolation of the great Indian Peninsula. But with this isolation unity ends. The peninsula divides into three great areas, the mountain slopes of the north, the river systems of the centre and the table-land of the south. The range of climate is from mountain snow to torrid heat, from devastating rains to the aridity of the great Indian desert.

Except as through the European languages India lacks even the unity of a name. Old Sanskrit had a vague general name, the land of the Bharata Mountain, as who should say, in Africa, the Mountains of the Moon. But that has nothing to do with modern speech in India. The word ‘India’ itself came to Europe via the Persians and the Greeks to whom it meant the ‘river country’ (the Indus). Hindustan, the word long used on European maps, means only the country of the Hindus. Nor is there any findable unity of race. Successive waves of immigrants and conquerors have washed down from the northern passes. The Aryan Indians, related in race to the Europeans, are only one of the latest of such intrusions, followed by the Moslems. Unity of language is utterly lacking. India cannot talk to itself except in English. Good authorities list 222 vernacular languages in India. Languages arising from an Aryan source cover a large part of northern India and are spoken by about two-thirds of the inhabitants of the whole peninsula. But this means no more unity than that as between English and German, or either of them and Spanish.

The division of races and tongues is enhanced by the divisions of religion. The Christians are only an exotic anomaly, six million in a total sixty times as great, and themselves severed into rival denominations. Of the great religions of India the last official census (1931) indicates 239,000,000 Hindus, 77,000,000 Moslems, 12,000,000 Buddhists, after which follow minor divisions of tribal religions, Sikhs, Jains, Zoroastrians and smaller sects. Cross-wise through the difference of religion runs ‘caste.’ This means the recognition by great groups of people that they ‘belong together,’ an ‘endogamous group,’ the scientists call it, representing even if dimly, a common descent, and following the same rites and ceremonies, often with typical avocations. Caste is really in origin the grouping of people as cast about by the waves of conquest, like the lines on a sea beach that mark the receding tide. But though originating thus, it now represents a thing accepted by the people themselves. The castes of India are superimposed or, rather, attain to various eminence in the social pyramid of sanctity and consideration. Conspicuous are the priestly caste of the Brahmans, running through a number of territorial groups. In addition are military castes, commercial castes, trading castes and castes of a particular occupation, groups dividing into group — herdsmen, buffalo-men, palanquin-bearers and watchmen. To the untrained European eye it is a welter of meaningless social confusion, to the East as venerable as antiquity always is. ‘Even crime in India,’ writes a modern authority, ‘tends to become hereditary and, as sanctioned by custom, almost respectable.’ Where the better castes finish the low castes begin. With these go social stigma. Here is a low-caste Koli from whose hands one must not take water. Here are castes who are hereditary scavengers, and at the bottom of all, the outcasts, the untouchables, the 60,000,000 souls beyond the pale of social consideration, let alone political rights.

All such civilization is to us in North America unknown and almost unintelligible. Apart from the social disabilities that rest on negroes we have no caste that money cannot remove, that energy cannot surmount. Nor has British society known any such strata, or not since the days of the villeins and serfs. Even the seventy-one degrees of excellence in the British official order of precedence that stand ahead of those merely ‘gentlemen,’ offer no barrier that cannot be climbed, no inferiority to breed despair. A man raised to the peerage falls short in lineage of a man who has come down with it. But in prestige he may eclipse him. And at the base, in place of the untouchable idea, we find the plain notion that ‘a man’s a man for a’ that.’ It is thus difficult for us to realize the intricacy and complexities of the vast fabric of government in India, native and British, and the extent to which it is embedded in the history of the past and interwoven with modes of thought and belief not shared by our Western civilization. We cannot undertake to apply to it a few simple universal formulas on which Western democracy professes to rest.

Over this field of Indian life, multifarious, divided and largely, to us, unintelligible is spread a wide fabric of government that includes not only the British administration but that of the hundreds of Native States of India. Under these live nearly seventy million of the people. They vary from the great State of Hyderabad, with 82,700 square miles and 14,500,000 inhabitants, to little principalities of only a few square miles. Till the new order set up in 1937 the Native States of India were outside of British rule but under British suzerainty or overlordship. They were understood to have no dealings with foreign powers, nor diplomatic relations with one another. Certain general public services of communication, and telegraphs, were carried on by the British Government. A British resident was at each court. Inside these outer barriers the life of the individual was passed under the control of the despotic authority that native custom sanctioned but which could not itself alter the customary regulation of society.

When the government of India was taken over from the East India Company in 1858 it was organized on autocratic lines. There was a Council in London associated with the Secretary of State for India, and a Council in India associated with the Viceroy. The hierarchy of officials was appointed from above both for the central government of Calcutta and in the various provinces. The Indian Civil Service was recruited from Great Britain. It was based on a system of competitive examination, the very glorification of school-learning as a test of capacity. It bore the stamp of Macaulay whose service on the Council for India in Calcutta (1834-38) left it as a legacy. Somebody once called Macaulay a ‘book in breeches,’ yet the system of books in breeches seemed to work well in India. There was no parallel to the system except in China where it was carried still further. Prolonged examinations held at Pekin in the Chinese classics for students gathered from all over the Celestial Empire and isolated in little hutches for a month while they wrote their memory work, enabled the Chinese authorities to select officials, administrators, and even generals. It was as if one wrote out Homer to qualify as Mayor of Montreal. The Indian system never went as far as that, but it went a long way. The relation between brains and capacity has never been fully analysed, is perhaps not fully analysable till after the fact. Certainly men can have much brains and little capacity; but only a limited capacity without brains. The Indian Civil Service system took for granted the inherent general capacities of British youth, their sound physique and their mens sana in corpore sano. Applied in different circumstances to other races it picks out another set, and the book in breeches comes into its own.

When the old Company was gone, British imperial rule in India under the Crown, after the first angers of retaliation for Cawnpore, aimed at good government, justice and welfare. But for a generation after the Mutiny there could be no question of democracy. It would have seemed to invite insurrection. Yet the dominant liberalism of the hour must have its way. Self-government first found a faint expression in India under the Gladstone regime (1880 — 85). Lord Ripon, as Viceroy, introduced a beginning, at least nominal, of local representation by municipal councils. But we can realize the temper and the difficulty of the times when we recall the burst of indignation that greeted the first proposal to allow native magistrates to try British offenders. The gulf here seems as wide as the Indian Ocean. Yet the Indian municipalities, at present just short of 800, serve the local needs of one-tenth of British India, as apart from the States, and are supplemented by native representatives on rural district boards nearly everywhere. The rise of a new class, Hindus, speaking English and educated after the English fashion, seemed to involve the right to a larger democracy. The institution of the Indian National Congress in 1885 emphasized the claim. It represented in reality only a fraction of a part of the people of the peninsula. But if it was not the voice of India it was at any rate not the voice of England. On these terms it grew like a upas tree, till its shade covers all the ground.

For the half-century since the Congress was founded the case for the ‘freedom of India,’ for Indian democracy, has seemed overwhelming to people who know nothing about India and have never thought about it. Hence there has always been an impetus behind British rule urging it forward along this untried path. Each successive wave of liberalism in power at Westminster sends a backwash up the Indus and the Irrawaddy. Gladstone had Lord Ripon lay the basis of town councils. In the triumphant pre-war liberalism (1906 — 14) Lord Morley (otherwise John Morley) joined forces with Lord Minto to institute representative government. Two native members (Hindu and Moslem) were appointed to the London Council.

Elected members were added (India Councils Act, 1909) to the Indian Legislative Councils. It was at least ‘a gesture’ though the elected members were kept in a safe minority. Then came the Great War. India remained calm. There was no mutiny. The native princes flocked as brothers in arms. In all, the country sent over 200,000 of its own people to fight in Europe for the Emperor of India. This couldn’t be disregarded. That wouldn’t be cricket. India was invited to the Imperial Conference of 1917. A declaration was made in the House of Commons (August 20th, 1917) that ‘the policy of his Majesty s Government is that of the increasing association of Indians in every branch of the administration... with a view to the progressive realization of responsible government in India.’ The Indian National Congress (December) ‘expressed its grateful satisfaction.’ Things looked good.

But the path has proved an arduous one. The Government of India Act of 1919 set up a sort of compromise, a half-way house to rest in, called dy-archy. This created a legislature in which Indians could carry the lower house and the Government could carry the upper. The same plan gave the provinces larger powers. But behind it all was parliamentary supremacy in London. In other words, this was going back to Canada in the days of Papineau, when the Indians (the small section concerned) wanted Canada as brought up to the days of Laurier. In other words, there is no way to give liberty and keep a string on it. In South Africa Great Britain took a chance (1907 and 1909). In India it refused to, and still does. It claims, and most people think, that the cases are different. Americans who recall the freedom of Cuba, with the tin can of the Platt Amendment tied to its tail, will sympathize and understand.

Troubled years followed. The Indian Congress boycotted the Constitution, or got elected so as to wreck it, a monkey wrench in a cogwheel. The overseas British Dominions denied equality and still shut out all Indians. Mr. Gandhi rose, fasted, and preached non-co-operation. Repression answered protest. At Amritsar (1919) a British General had his troops fire on an unarmed crowd and killed 379 and wounded more than a thousand. A certain school of thought claims that this saved India. It does not seem like salvation as known in Judea. But for people far from both Amritsar and Salvation, it is hard to judge.

In the years that followed, patience and moderation worked against the forces of coercion and revolt. A Statutory Commission under Sir John Simon visited British India (1928 — 29). A second Commission reported on the States and the needs of the Native States. The Indian Congress would have none of them. It formulated, under the caption of Swaraj (Self-Rule) its own programme. ‘India shall have the same constitutional status as the Dominion of Canada and the Commonwealth of Australia, etc. Report (1929).’ This is such a simple and intelligible idea that if you say no to it, it is hard to make it sound like yes. But British patience, or British obduracy — call it either you like — is inexhaustible. It went right on. There were Round Table Conferences of British statesmen and Indian leaders. Mahatma Gandhi sat in London and shivered (1930). Then he went back to India and made more trouble. This time he started making salt — an operation illegal in India because of the salt tax. Then Mr. Gandhi went back to London for more Round Table, then India again and more salt for the Viceroy. If Mr. Gandhi had a sense of humour his career would have been larger still.

Years of alternating deliberation and trouble, over which was falling the advancing shadow of war thrown by the sunset of European peace, ended in the adoption of the Government of India Act (1935) which came into effect, legally if not actually, in April 1937.

The Act terminates the Council in London. It separates Burma from India. It creates an All-India Federation to which any native states may adhere if they wish, without altering anything of their own purely internal regime. But unless one half joined, the system waits. On the face of it the Government looks like a Dominion. There is a Governor-General, as in Canada. There is a House of Assembly with 250 representatives chosen by the Provincial Legislatures and 125 sent up from the States. There is an upper house called the Council of State. The Governor-General has a Council of Ministers, responsible to the Legislature. This means cabinet government provided always that anybody can get and keep support in the House. Without this all the laws in the world cannot make cabinet government.

But here the resemblance with Canada or Australia ends. The Indian Governor-General can also act ‘on his own,’ in consultation with the Secretary of State and internal security does not leave British hands. Behind it all, presumably, is the imperial parliamentary supremacy. Sheer lapse of time might remove the fact of it as it did in Canada, and leave the law a letter. But that is far away, too far for the turbulent hour of today. There is no time for time to lapse.

Meantime the question is whether the Constitution legally in force can actually operate. Up to the present time the new system fails to function. The Congress objects to the entry of the Native States while under autocratic rule. The Native Princes are not sure that they want to come in at all. The British Government is quite resolved that it must reserve to itself the essential mechanism of external defence and internal order. If force is the last word Britain must pronounce it. Seen from the outside it is hard to believe that an All-India Congress and an All-India Constitution can, politically, exist together. Either the Constitution must absorb the Congress, or the Congress must wreck the Constitution. There was an old-time American newspaper problem which asked what would happen if two snakes in a zoo each began to swallow the other, tail first. That seems to be happening in India.

While the new Government was struggling into existence the advancing shadow changed to might. With the war there comes to India, as elsewhere, the readjustment, the attempt to reconstruct our view of the world around us. It must be as clear in India as it is in London that the reign of the saints on earth is still a long way off, that the devil is not yet dead and that he has new agents abroad with whom the non-co-operation of Mr. Gandhi would be trampled out of life and the memory of one Amritsar lost in the reality of a hundred.

For many in the Native States the call of war inflames a martial loyalty. For many others in India the thought must come of what would happen if the British really left India, if they had ‘Swaraj,’ a whole stomachful of it but without the solid bulwark of the British Raj and the order of the pax Britannica. Their world, like ours, is changed. Physical boundaries are no protection. What are Khyber Passes to aeroplanes that fly over them every day? The Flindus may profitably read over the story of the Roman legions leaving Britain. They may reflect that after all half a loaf is better than starvation, and that a loaf so nearly up to Dominions weight as the Government of India Act of 1935 might, in bitter retrospect, look like a lost banquet. If India has a mass intelligence, or if it has those sixth and seventh senses ascribed to its ascetics and mystics, it will move closer into the shelter.
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CHAPTER V

The Dominions
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The Dominions the Highest Order in the Series — Their Status as Equal Members of the Commonwealth — The Statute of Westminster and the Riddle of the Sphinx — The Privy Council as a Lawyer’s Lullaby — The Separate Dominions: Canada — Origins of the Federation — Autonomy of the Provinces — Australia — Its Happy Unity — New Zealand as Newer Britain — Light and Shadow in South Africa — Ireland and its Cup of Sorrows — Eire gone Gaelic

THE highest order of British government, apart from that of the United Kingdom itself, is seen in the six Dominions, namely the Dominion of Canada, Newfoundland, the Union of South Africa, the Commonwealth of Australia, the Dominion of New Zealand and Eire. Two of them carry the word ‘Dominion’ in their official titles. All are legally called ‘Dominions’ to indicate their equality of constitutional status under the Statute of Westminster of 1931. The status of Newfoundland, at its own request, was suspended by an imperial Act of Parliament of 1933, which has placed it under the government of a Royal Commission. Half bankrupt and economically hard pressed, it took financial shelter under the apron of the mother country with a status like that of a Crown Colony, with imperial loans to keep out the cold. It is understood that the abrogation of dominion government is only for the time being. But such times have a way of keeping on being. Its new position gives economic advantages for the investment of capital and the development of natural resources which other Dominions may well envy. There would be much to think about in this resumption of economic unity, this peculiar retrogression by which freedom seems to broaden down backwards, except that there is, just now, so much to think about elsewhere. India, as already seen, in spite of its vast predominance in population and the prestige and pageant of its immemorial history, ranks constitutionally lower in its government than any of the Dominions.

The Dominions evolved naturally from the ‘responsible government’ definitely recognized in Canada under Lord Elgin in 1849. But the process was spread over nearly a century (1849-1931.) Even after 1849, the Crown, that is, the British Government, still sent out the Governor-Generals and Governors, still maintained colonial garrisons and naval stations, still remained the fountain of mercy and the final court of justice, still managed all foreign affairs, diplomacy and treaties and still held the arbitrament of peace and war. Bit by bit, these powers dropped away from disuse or were let go. When the responsible colonies (Canada and Victoria) first used their responsibility to make protective tariffs (1859-60), British merchants protested and British political economists laughed, but the imperial government let things alone. Tariffs broadened down to another precedent. Colonial garrisons were felt at home to be a grievance. The cost of the 40,000 troops maintained in the colonies in the eighteen-forties seemed a part of that blue ruin which economic eyes could always see on the British horizon. The last Canadian garrison left Quebec in 1871, the others during the same period. There remained in Canada for a while a British Commander-in-Chief of the militia. He disappeared in the dust of a quarrel with the Minister of Militia under Sir Wilfred Laurier. The British navy handed over Halifax and Esquimalt in 1905. Already the Minister of Justice had set up, as against the Governor-General, as the fountain of justice. After 1878 Canada hanged its own criminals. Gradually the colonies, presently Dominions, acquired the power to make treaties. Thus Lord Elgin in 1854. personally made the famous reciprocity treaty with the United States. But by 1907 treaties, such as that with France, were merely signed by the British Ambassador when his Canadian colleague showed him where to sign.

Yet even as late as 1909 the imperial statute that set up the Union of South Africa (South Africa Act, 1909) carried with it certain reservations of power. Here of course the circumstances were peculiar. The silver lining that began to light the South Africa cloud, could not remove its darkness all of a moment. The war had ended only seven years before. The change from war to peace and goodwill had indeed been unparalleled success. There had been the restoration of homesteads devastated in the conflict; the resumption of responsible government in the Transvaal (1907) and in the Orange River Colony; the reconciliation of leaders, so recently enemies in arms, in the Conferences which made the Union; the natural kinship and understanding of British and Dutch people; and most of all the feeling on both sides and in all sections that South Africa is and must be a unit. Yet certain limitations were still placed on the autonomy of South Africa, restrictions for example in regard to the native races and certain rights of the provinces. Later on, under the cover of the Statute of Westminster, South Africa itself removed all limitations on its legislative sovereignty.

The Great War consolidated the autonomous status of all the Dominions. All had shared in it by free will. They had been parties to the negotiations at Versailles. Four of them, Australia, Canada, New Zealand and South Africa became original members of the League of Nations. Australia, New Zealand and South Africa had accepted mandates under the League. The Irish Free State was admitted to it in 1923. Meantime the Colonial Conferences that began as pageants in 1887 and 1897 had developed into the Imperial Conference. At successive meetings it made resolutions about imperial organization. In 1926, under Lord Balfour’s guidance it drew up a plan, further endorsed in 1930, submitted presently to the British governments concerned. The general acquiescence they expressed led the British (imperial) parliament to adopt the Statute of Westminster of 1931.

The Statute of Westminster, December 11, 1931 — legally indicated as chapter four of the statutes of the parliament of the twenty-second year of the reign of George V (22 Geo.,; C. 4), declares that the Crown is the symbol of the free association of the members of the British Commonwealth of Nations. It declares them to be united by a common allegiance to the Crown. Any change in regard to the succession to the throne must require the assent as well of the Parliaments of all the Dominions as of the Parliament of the United Kingdom. No law hereafter made by the Parliament of the United Kingdom shall extend to any Dominion except at its request and with its consent. It abolishes the Colonial Laws Validity Act of 1865. This statute, an old fairy out of a forgotten cupboard, had been passed as a protection to colonial freedom. It allowed colonies to make any law not repugnant to British laws. The lapse of time threw it into reverse gear, with the emphasis the other way. It seemed to permit British imperial legislation to abolish or supersede Dominion legislation, as of course it once could. The repeal is a mere gesture of farewell. The Statute of Westminster exacts that the parliament of a Dominion has full power to make laws with extra-territorial jurisdiction. This means that the Empire must take a chance on the conflict of laws as between its component members. Australia, New Zealand and Newfoundland in joining in the general request for an act had reserved the right of ratification by their own parliaments. They took their time about it but the ratifications were all in by 1938. Canada and South Africa, not having asked for ratification, took it as read. South Africa reinforced it with the Status of the Union Act, 1934, which declared that the limitations of the Union of South Africa Act had ceased to exist, the Parliament of the Union being ‘the sovereign legislative power in and over the Union.’ The dead mule received its last kick.

Ireland, at that time the Irish Free State, tacitly accepted the Act, took all it granted in the way of autonomy, and added to it by legislation, and then by a constitution of its own. From the point of view of Eire, the constitution approved by the Dail Eireann in 1937 blankets and supersedes the statute in authority. For the rest of the Empire the Statute of Westminster becomes the fundamental basis of its association.

Yet the Statute of Westminster is, after all, only the newest riddle of the Sphinx. The Americans, who share the British genius of government, had their own riddle of the Sphinx for seventy years, in the Constitution as adopted in 1789. As far as the right of secession was concerned, it remained, as Goldwin Smith once said, a ‘Delphic oracle.’ The Americans finally killed ‘States’ rights’ with the sword, and buried it under constitutional amendments. Time’s ivy has woven a garland of honour over the broken monuments where sleep States’ rights and secession, and American history has inscribed on them its noblest pages.

For us in the British Empire the future is veiled. We can only hope and believe. It might perhaps have been wiser if the Statute of Westminster had declared the British Empire indissoluble. The fact is that the organic union of its structure is strong. The King’s subjects, as from Great Britain to the Dominions and back again, are closely held together, not by compacts of government but by the affections and antecedents of uncounted millions. Separation by a mere majority vote could never tear away a Dominion from the Empire. Perhaps it would have been better to say so. But perhaps not; sleeping dogs, even British bulldogs, are best left alone. Or would it have been better to have put into the statute an explicit declaration that any of the ‘autonomous commonwealths’ could secede at will? Again perhaps not; the dog might wake up.

As it is, the Statute of Westminster leaves the Empire a sort of legal mystery. When outsiders speak of our Dominions as ‘sovereign States’ some, at least, among us resent it. When they depict us as subordinate to British rule, we all repudiate it. Nor is the anomaly of the Act only in regard to the nature of the union. It provides that no change can be made in the monarchy without the assent of the parliaments of all the Dominions and of the United Kingdom. But what if some say ‘yes’ and some ‘no.’ The Statute affirms a common allegiance but provides no common citizenship. It takes away the antecedent supremacy of the British Parliament, but it puts nothing in its place. It contains no provision for its own amendments. Worse still it leaves at least one dominion, Canada, without any future means of amending its constitution. Until now there remained the fiction, if not the fact, that the British Parliament could amend the British North America Act, which is to a large degree the constitution of Canada. In actual fact they could not have done so of their own prompting. But on requests of both houses of the Parliament of Canada they did so, to the extent that the original British North America Act expanded into a series, the British North America Acts from 1867 on. Even at that they could only amend things as desired by the Houses, and not things, such as the much discussed abolition of the Canadian Senate, of which the Senate itself might not see the point. As it is we have locked the door and thrown away the key. Nor does the Statute of Westminster make a decisive end of the appeals from the Dominions courts to the British Judicial Committee of the Privy Council. This situation is thus full of anomalies. The British cabinet manages the conduct of the war. It must. There is no way to manage it six times over. Yet the British cabinet is not responsible to the dominion electors. But British government has lived on anomalies so long, it may well carry on with them for a while.

The British Dominions, apart from Eire, are all alike in their constitutional relation to Great Britain. But they differ greatly among themselves in their form of government and in their environment. Canada and Australia are federal governments. New Zealand, like the United Kingdom itself, is a unitary government, as was Newfoundland till 1933. Australia and New Zealand know nothing of the problem of dual races and dual languages. They are, to all intents and purposes, 100 per cent British, and, even literally, about 98. Their few aborigines count for nothing in their destiny and their few foreigners don’t matter. But Canada is nearly 30 per cent French and South Africa nearly 60 per cent Dutch. Newfoundland, by history and position, shares a certain bilingualism. On the other hand, South Africa stands alone in having a huge majority population of natives, with a reserve continent of them in the background, as a central factor in its political life. But Canada stands alone in its proximity to the United States and the intimate social relation created thereby. Canada belongs in two systems at once. History, too, has set its stamp on each of the Dominions. For Newfoundland and Canada there is the long pageant of North American peace and war. The battle of the Plains of Abraham is part of the history of the world. South Africa also has had a chequered history, its glories and its disasters, with less time to forget it. But the Dominions of the Antipodes have nothing on their own soil, but the happy annals of peace. The brief Maori wars left little but a picturesque memory and no rancour. The enemy, if cannibals, were at least gentlemen. Australian convict settlements, bush-rangers and ‘black-fellows’ make a picturesque setting but with nothing of the life and death element that went with the ‘drums along the Mohawk,’ the wars with the Iroquois and the Great Trek among the savages.

This blended history and environment gives to each Dominion its distinctive individuality.

The federation of Provinces that makes the Dominion of Canada is one that nature framed. The three Maritime Provinces are geographical units each in itself. In climate and population and culture they are largely one, save only for the French corner of north-west New Brunswick. But they are cut off from the rest of the Dominion by what was, till yesterday, wilderness. Few people realize the historic isolation of the Maritimes from what they so long called Canada. Till the thin roundabout line of the Intercolonial Railway was opened in 1876, there was no way to Canada except by sea, and even that was missing when winter closed the St. Lawrence. ‘When the River freezes I am King,’ Count Frontenac used to say. Louis XIV couldn’t reach him till spring. Winter access to Canada, when it became British, was through the States. We read of Governor Sir Charles Bagot, the first imported governor after the Union of the Canadas, making his painful way through the snows of New York State. When Dr. Charles Tupper (presently Sir Charles) wanted to hasten from Nova Scotia to his daughter, who was caught up in the Red River Rebellion of 1869, he had to take a ship to New York and to make his way thence westward to the Mississippi by rail and to the Red River by stage. Even now, with a tourist interprovincial highway and a constant come-and-go of commercial and political people, there is no continuous, integrated connection between the English-speaking Maritimes and English-speaking ‘Canada.’ The State of Maine thrusts in between. What is not American is French or wilderness.

Upper and Lower Canada (Ontario and Quebec) are physically distinct, with the Ottawa between, but race and language overlap and the two now reunite in the new mining country of the north. But they are still entirely cut off from Western Canada. There are railway lines, aeroplanes, but even now, no road. The West, nominally three provinces, is all one as from the hand of nature. There is no way on earth to tell when Manitoba turns into Saskatchewan and Saskatchewan into Alberta. For that, one must consult the sky, since the boundaries are meridians of longitude. British Columbia, shut off by the huge barrier of the Rockies is an empire in itself. It has 372,630 square miles, a climate as mild as that of France, a snowless winter in Victoria. It could support with ease 20,000,000 people. Much of it is a land of dreams, with inland valleys of fruit and sea-beaches murmuring to the Pacific sunset. Even with trans-Canada planes bringing Montreal and Vancouver within seventeen hours, British Columbia is a long, long way from the East. Yet the very magnificence of our Canadian distances represents our greatest hope.

The physical divisions of British North America made union long impossible. Each part of it seemed to connect with a similar belt of the United States. Everywhere a wilderness blocked communication. The federation that that at last came in 1867 arose out of sheer necessity — the breakdown of English and French joint government in the Canadas, and the danger that arose from the war overwhelming the United States. The British North America Act, made in Canada in 1865 for adoption in England (1867) reflected this situation. The Union was due to the fear of aggression. It took its peculiar form — intended as centralization — to avoid what seemed the unhappy example of the United States. Canadian righteousness had to be kept away from American sin — States’ rights. Oddly enough, the more we have tried to keep away from American sin in Canada the closer we have drifted towards it. Confederation in Canada was an attempt to get as near to the unitary system of Great Britain, all powerful in the centre at the last resort, as the circumstances of geography, race, language and religion would permit. The unification of economic life was taken for granted. The reason for the federal form of the compact was to safeguard religion, language and education. Economic policy did not come in.

Observe what happened. Each country went the other way. America killed ‘States’ rights’ with the sword. It buried it under constitutional amendments, and read its doom in sentences of the courts. It had to do this. Federal government is a wonderful instrument of political union, where an amalgamation is impossible. In war it has proved salvation for Ancient Greece as for the new England Confederation, 1643. As economic life grows and connects, federalism becomes difficult. When industrial mechanical civilization spreads in a broad flood over areas with little physical boundary, federal government breaks down. It is not possible to have forty-eight ways of regulating labour, forty-eight ways of social help and of ‘suffering the little children,’ of executing crooks and regimenting capital. Nothing but the colossal indigenous strength of the American republic enabled it to drag such a ball and chain. Conceive the immense burden of it and its intricacy as in the era of the trust problem. Or conceive the ridiculous trivialities arising from it. A case arising in San Francisco as to whether a barber could shave a customer on Sunday, and did, could involve a writ to the federal courts, the rights of forty-eight ways of shaving, and the question whether the right to a clean shave on Sunday is one of those inalienable natural rights guaranteed by Amendments No. 1 to No. 10 and removable only by the Hand of God. Meanwhile, for perhaps two years, a thousand barbers paused, razor in hand.

From this burden the United States now shakes itself free. Presently the chain will just become merely an imitation, a pretence, like the gold chains of jewelry that once were fetters.

But while America was thus discarding American sin, Canada, after a first start away from it, came back closer and closer. It has reached now a point of States Rights, renamed ‘provincial autonomy,’ that Virginia might have envied.

The act of 1867, as framed, seemed all for central power. Its chief section (91 ) seemed to give full economic control. The Dominion government could tax by ‘any mode or system,’ not on the grudging terms allowed to Washington in 1789. It had control of ‘trade and commerce,’ written like that, complete in its simplicity, not part of it, but all of it. It had ‘banking’ in one word and ‘legal tender’ in two. Every section of it is meant to recall and rectify some misfortune of the Republic. It had all the public land outside the existing provinces — that meant all the vast stretch of the North West.

It passed in silence over labour legislation and such. No one thought of that. But to a plain mind the power was there.

Thus started, the Dominion of Canada advanced for at least a generation farther and farther towards consolidation. It took the Hudson Bay Territory. It made out of the ‘postage stamp provinces’ of Manitoba (1870), and organized the North-West Territories. British Columbia came in (1871) with the promise of a Pacific railroad, realized in 1886. Prince Edward Island joined in 1873. A national protective tariff (1879) sheltered home industry. Immigrants poured into the West. Canada appeared at the colonial pageant in London, 1897, as ‘the granary of the Empire, free homes for millions.’

The current turned. Unforeseen discoveries of mineral wealth, under provincial control, turned wilderness to Eldorado. The provinces fell heir to the great asset of water power. Hydro-electric power became a huge provincial interest. Along with it came the new pulp and paper industry, another provincial concern unknown at Confederation. The rise of the motor-car poured a wealth of licence taxes into the treasuries of the provinces; the rise of public utility corporations a second stream. The government sale of liquor, especially after the stimulus of prohibition, proved an open sesame.

At Confederation provincial finance was so feeble it could not stand without federal subsidies. Seventy years later the annual revenue of such a province of Ontario was seven times as large as that of the Dominion Government at Confederation.

The whole impetus of development favoured provincial power. To help it along the lawyers turned up the mysterious clause (under section 92) of the British North America Act, which gives the provinces control over ‘property and civil rights.’ This new power came out of its oblivion like the wicked fairy from the cupboard in the fairy tale. It wished that the young Dominion would prick its hand on the point of the clause and fall fast asleep. It nearly did. The war just woke it in time, or the Dominion, drowsing heavily at Ottawa, would have watched the huge provinces play the Saxon Heptarchy.

What this clause in question really means no one knows. Probably the Fathers of Confederation meant that ordinary day-to-day buying and selling, property and real estate, belonged to the provinces. It is used now to give the provinces any and every power which the courts care to give them, and to snap asunder the generality of such clauses as ‘any mode or system of taxation.’ It is like a chemical ingredient, thrown into the judicial retort to precipitate ‘provincial power.’ What used to be federal control is thrown away as the scum off the top. By this means all attempt to make general Canadian laws for labour, social help, social control, break into fragments. A whole group of statutes for social betterment (Minimum Wage Act, Weekly Rest Act, Limitation of Hours of Work Act) were all declared by the decision of the Privy Council (1935) as outside of the power of Canada. What can’t be done on one authority, is impossible as nine. People can’t enjoy nine kinds of rest, and nine varieties of old age. So we are put back with the California barbers and the Sunday shave. The forty-eight stars of the United States move forward in the social sky towards national solidarity. The Canadian constellation of nine drifts, retrograde, towards the darker side of the sky.

Nothing succeeds like success. A movement once started acquires momentum. Public opinion compelled the Dominion to give up its public western land (1931) and to pay a compensation (86,23-0,000) for having ever had it. Dominion power to disallow a provincial law fell into disuse, till Alberta forced the pace so hard as to resurrect it. But the political power of the province is seen in such a question as that of the Deep Waterways Plan, to connect ocean shipping with the Upper Lakes. This is a truly national question, in which we might envisage Canada as one. But the structure of Canadian political life brings in Ontario, as a full-sized partner in the argument.

This growth of provincial autonomy suited the book of French Canada. At Confederation the French numbered one-third of the population of Canada. They had their Acadian extension eastward and their footing in the north-west. The half-breed Metis were spreading over the plains. The church towers of St. Boniface marked a French settlement of eight hundred souls, when Winnipeg — the name means ‘dirty water’ — only indicated a group of shanties and saloons straggling out of Fort Garry. It had two hundred and fifty people, with or without souls. But the French hope of a bilingual West went out with the Manitoba boom, the rebellion of 1885 and the American invasion at the turn of the century. British Columbia, including Victoria and its enchanted Island, had acquired such French as it knew out of an English school book. Hence French dualism for all Canada shrank to French Nationalism for Quebec.

This is not to say that French Canada is alien to the British Empire. The separatism is only as against the sister provinces, and that not as hostility, except against a more or less imaginary group of Orangemen. It is an isolation like the polite and friendly subdivision of Montreal. The great majority of the French have long since accepted the Empire. It is a commonplace of history that the last shot in its defence will be fired by a French Canadian. His only new competitor might be a New Englander. The gallant service of French Canada under arms, in the past and repeated now, is ample warrant for personal courage and political loyalty. Independence, talked of in the dog days of years of stagnation, is just a sort of dream. A little group of our French people — a group only in the sense that fourleaved clovers make a group, one here one there — like to talk of a dream-republic called Laurentia. It is a lovely place; there are no English there, and no capitalists and no power companies; and there are no soldiers and no armies and it never goes to fight in Europe. In this dream-world the government is all by orators — young orators — and they talk and talk, and write newspapers and pamphlets, and fall asleep and wake up and talk. No one quite knows where this Laurentia is, whether Montreal is in it, whether it has ports and ships that block the outlet of a continent, or whether it is up somewhere in the snows of Peribonka, in the country of Maria Chapdelaine. But what is life without its dreams?

When the war came to Canada it straightened all the provinces into line. It was a sort of ‘eyes right’ that took away attention from social credit in Alberta and from the retroactive inheritance tax that was resurrecting the dead in Ontario. These things could wait. The Quebec provincial election of October 1939 settled all question of Canadian neutrality. The new wind from over the sea clears the Canadian sky.

Australia presents a complete physical contrast with Canada. One is a whole continent, the other only a half. Canada touches the North Pole. Australia, in its mandated territory, almost reaches the Equator. Canada is divided by great mountain ranges. It falls north and south into separate systems of river basins and plains. There is water almost everywhere. Over great areas, as in the district round Lake Mistassini, it is hard to say whether the country is made up of land filled with lakes, or of lakes filled with islands. Australia is otherwise shaped. It has been compared to a vast tea-tray turned upside down and pounded in the centre. It thus consists, especially on the east and south-east, of a great rim of mountain, plateau and fertile coast line, with a sunken centre. The coastal region, with the adjacent island of Tasmania, contains all that is best of Australia. Its snowless climate is that of Mediterranean Europe’ its fertile valleys admirable for fruitland, much of it a garden soil to vie with Southern France. Inland it slopes upward till it rises, in places with an abrupt lift of three or four thousand feet, to a high plateau of grass and sheepland. But the plateau itself sinks gradually inland to the vast central ‘dead heart of Australia,’ which has set its stamp upon the picture of the continent. This country of one unending monotony of slate and sand and stunted shrub, sinks in places below the level of the sea. Here such water as falls runs away from the sea, towards the centre, and dies away in the sands. The large inviting body of water which appears in blue upon the maps under the name of Lake Eyre (area 3,700 square miles), is sometimes there and sometimes not. Its bed lies 39 feet below the sea level. In dry seasons the ‘lake’ is reduced to a certain feeling of dampness in the air where the water has evaporated.

This dead heart of Australia’ corresponds in a sort of pot-and-kettle fashion with the frozen north of Canada. Time may show that the heart is not so dead nor the north so frozen as fancy painted. A distinguished Glasgow scientist estimated a few years ago that Australia could support 43-,000,000 people, then repented the estimate and wished he had doubled it. Any reasonable esimate of the potential population of Canada goes beyond that again. But meantime the physical environment of each country has conditioned its settlement. People had to find, not always successfully, warm corners in Canada. And population had to come to Australia by occupying the coastal belt. For each country, access must follow rivers and harbours. Sydney Harbour, really a submerged river valley, was admirable for entrance. But the great inland plateau behind, scarped steep by nature, defied all ascent for many years. Thus the Australian colonies broke out as patches on the coast. The Commonwealth still bears in its divisions and its economy this stamp that nature set on it. On its northern coast torrid heat challenges white residence and fertility invites in vain.

Settled in this way, federation was long in coming to Australia. The connection of the colonies with England and with one another was by sea — long distances at that. Even for modern steamers Brisbane is two days from Sydney, two more to Melbourne, then two to Adelaide, and beyond that a four days voyage to Fremantle (the port of Perth) in Western Australia. To this last region there was no other access. Even for the eastern colonies the railways were on a local basis, with varying gauges — in fact they still are. Until the time of the Japanese-Chinese War (1894) there was no outside danger to quicken union. The Orient seemed asleep.

The federation of all Australia was of course proposed in its cradle, as happy marriage is wished to a baby girl. The idea has a kind of grandeur about it, a natural consummation. But beyond grandeur there seemed little in it. The Australian colonies set more stress on their divergences than their points of resemblance. The fact that they were all of one race, one language, one culture and one allegiance, they took for granted. They had as a birth right what the mills grind slowly for the rest of us. But they laid stress on their disagreements. The colony of Victoria had been a pioneer in tariff protection (i860) and was proud of it. New South Wales was, outside of Britain, the sole remaining area of free trade and clung to it like a survivor on a rock. Western Australia had received with its responsible government (1893) the unrestricted control of 975,000 square miles of the globe, about equal to one-third of Europe. Its 50,000 — inhabitants (1891) proposed to take advantage of this sublime imbecility of imperial administration. When presently nature threw in gold mines (1892 — 93) they clung to their inheritance all the closer.

The altered world that was made by the awakening and arming of Japan changed this situation. It was clear that six separate Australian colonies could never hold a white continent against an inundation of Asia in arms. The federation that followed after long negotiation was framed in Australia and cast in an imperial statute, the Commonwealth of Australia Constitution Act of 1900, proclaimed January 1st, 1901. New Zealand stayed out. Distant 1,500 miles they must work out their own salvation. Western Australia, cast for the part of Rhode Island, or Prince Edward Island, stayed out at the initiation, but was coaxed in in time to become an original state. The chief inducement was the pledge of a railway across the desert. This is the trunk-line, Trans-Australian railway, 1,05-2 miles, connecting Port Augusta (the port of Adelaide), South Australia, with the Western Australia railway system at Kalgoorlie, 387 miles east of Fremantle. The railway has proved an economic failure and even as a political gesture has missed its mark. Western Australia thus married in haste has repented at leisure. It has never ceased to deplore the Union. As recently as 1933 a plebiscite showed a two-to-one vote for secession and the State petitioned the British Government for release (1934). But the Westminster Statute had thrown away the key to the padlock. The British Government was able to fall back on its own inability, using the Statute of Westminster much as Mr. Spenlow in David Copperfield explained that Jorkins was inexorable.

Under the circumstances described, the federal government of Australia was made on the reverse plan to that of Canada. The idea was to keep as much authority as possible for the separate units, and give only necessary powers to the central government. The names ‘State’ and ‘Commonwealth’ reflected this. Canada had been called a Dominion (official French, Puissance). The name was adopted as a second best. Sir John A. Macdonald and other leaders suggested, ‘The Kingdom of Canada.’ This frightened the Colonial Office, in that day the final authority. They wanted something with more sound and less meaning. Dominion hit it just right. But not for the Australians; they chose Commonwealth, a term at that time with just a touch of Oliver Cromwell and a whiff of Massachusetts in it. This has since evaporated in the larger sense that replaces Empire. ‘State’ superseded province in spite of any academic contradiction. The States became the basis of the Federation. They kept the ‘residual power,’ surrendered in Canada to Ottawa, meaning thereby that any authority not given to the Commonwealth must belong to the States. They kept, still keep, their governors imported from England.

But unwittingly the Australians had made a constitution which nourished the centre, just as Canada kept draining it dry. First, they avoided certain obvious errors. They gave the Commonwealth a federal capital (made ten years later at Canberra) — a place to call its own, the humblest of human desires. In Canada the capital city of Ottawa is in and under Ontario. It must behave itself accordingly. Members of Parliament and federal civil servants are kept wet or dry with the Ontario liquor law; baseball and such wickednesses are forbidden on Sunday. Sleigh-riding on Sunday has brought children into courts. Australia, at least, knows nothing of this nonsense.

A sensible step was taken also by putting into the constitution a provision for amendment, modelled on the American plan. A proposed amendment must be passed by both Houses (Senate and Representatives), and then receive a majority popular vote, carrying also a majority in at least four states of the six. An amendment altering the representation of a state must also be accepted by the state itself. Under these terms, plus the Statute of Westminster, Australia could amend itself out of the Empire. It won’t.

Of necessity the tariff power had to be given to the Commonwealth. Victorian protection and New South Wales free trade were as incompatible as two women in one house. In such cases tariff wins. The sharp, specific interest of the producer fights better than the broader and lazier interest of the consumer, with whom everybody’s business is nobody’s business. Thus incidentally tariff making, and its connection with labour interest, strengthened the central government. Still more did its power grow by the application of the wide range of social services, labour arbitration, pensions, insurance, and the regulation of society, which grows as naturally on Australian soil as the plants round Botany Bay. There was a general consensus that no intrusion of States’ rights must alter this. The constitution provided specifically for a wide range of control in industrial arbitration and such matters.

Of necessity the huge central, up and down strip of unoccupied area called Northern Australia, passed under federal control (1911), is now divided into the administrative divisions of North Australia and Central Australia; it covers in all $23,000 square miles. An official estimate of 1937 found in it 4,on white people and 1,802’others.’ These pathetic ‘others’ are aborigines. More of them, about 22,000, live in Western Australia. The British colony of Papua was transferred to Australian control in 1906. To it was added after the Great War, the part of the same huge island called the mandate of New Guinea. Thus the Commonwealth, apart from its other functions, is a trustee for humanity on a large scale.

It was, moreover, the Australian constitution which gave the first blow to the system of judicial appeals from the colonies to the Privy Council in London. This appeal, the right to plead to the King against the failure of justice in his courts, is as old as Kingship. In the early days of colonial settlement it was as reasonable as it was natural. But as settlement changed from pioneer colonies to huge industrial overseas communities like Australia and Canada, the system became as inconvenient as it was expensive. The Statute of Westminster has removed its constitutional basis and it no longer exists except for Dominions which wish to retain it. There is no reason now why Australian or Canadian judges should not have a final decision as to the interpretation of the law of their own country. But when Australia, in drafting its constitution, proposed to cut out the appeal altogether, the home government objected and the appeal was retained in regard to matters involving interpretation of the constitution, as especially the powers of the federal and state governments. British public opinion at the time felt that to cut out the appeal to a single final court would destroy the unity of the Empire. So it would; but that sort of legal unity has vanished anyway with the Statute of Westminster. Canada, for its own reasons, keeps the system of appeal to the Privy Council. Originally it may have seemed a further safeguard of the relative rights of French and English, of province and dominion. To many, it may have seemed that it would have meant better law. The appeal remains still, although the Canadian Supreme Court has given the opinion that the Canadian Parliament can abolish it. To outsiders the appeal seems cumbrous and expensive, and charged with fatal delay. For modern business a bad legal decision (what the lawyers call bad) if given quickly is better than a slow good one. Business can accommodate itself to anything provided it knows what it must accommodate itself to. A company that is kept waiting two years to know if a statute, vital to its operation, is valid or invalid, would rather settle it by drum-head court martial, or by asking Charlie McCarthy over the radio. Nor is it true that a Privy Council decision is, in and of itself, more logical than one made by Canadian judges.

The decisions, for Canada, about what is and what is not, direct taxation, or rather as to what it meant in 1867, are about as true to the mark as sticks thrown at Aunt Sally at a fair. The decisions about property and civil rights that wiped out in 1935 for us in Canada all power of collective social legislation were deplorable and filled with menace for the future. When a clause can mean anything, you should ask what you would like it to mean, what national welfare needs it to mean and interpret it as that. This is the American system from Chief Justice Marshall down. A good judge can fit the law as a tailor fits clothes. A bad judge takes a pattern out of a book and makes a scarecrow.

The sad truth is that the personal interest of the lawyers is here opposed to that of the public at large. They don’t mind the expense of the trip to London, and they don’t mind the delay — if there could be any further appeal, say to Miami or Hollywood, they’d go there too. A lawyer in going ‘over to the Privy Council,’ acquires virtue, as the savages say. He comes back like an Indian with a scalp or a Borneo Dacoit with a dried head. Therefore the lawyers advise us to leave the system as it is. There is an old rhyme from somewhere which is called ‘the lawyer’s lullaby,’ and which runs. ‘Be still my child remain in status quo, while father rock’s the cradle to and fro.’ That suits the case exactly.

To an outside point of view the evolution of central power in Australia seems eminently admirable. Apart from the divergent situation of Western Australia and the special interest of Tasmanian and South Australian agriculturists, as opposed to urban manufactures and labour, the Commonwealth has a wonderful unity of situation, culture and interest. It has no dispute (to speak of) over association in the Empire, over defence, over White Australia, over restricted immigration, excluding the destitutes, but with social help and bread and work for all lucky enough to have arrived in time.

The states may well subside to mere areas of dignity, chief centres of cricket, and of academic life in college. All federations, to fulfil their final aim, ought to move in that direction. In some far future, in our dreams of a world of peace, we can see government itself fading away into athletics and debating societies, marking the spot whence now springs peace and war.

New Zealand, the ‘Long White Cloud’ that floats on the southern seas, from latitude 34° to 48° South, is, as said in a chapter above, the most British of all the Dominions. In French they have a phrase plus royaliste que le roi. And it may be that in the great changes that have in a generation overwhelmed the life of their mother country, the New Zealanders are now more British than the British. Not for nothing did Macaulay place his future New Zealand on London Bridge as a last survivor, or a new discoverer or something. Whatever it was he came for, he was just the man for the job. Moreover he knows it. New Zealand, as said above, calls Britain ‘home,’ has no aspirations for large citizenship or separate culture or newer ideals.

It received its official designation as a Dominion in 1907. But the fact of free government had been with it from the start. In fact, too free. In spite of the repeated representations of missionaries and the eagerness of the new school of colonization (Gibbon Wakefield and company), to try a scheme on it, Britain, from its annexation by Captain Cook in (his voyage of 1768) which was disavowed, refused to spread its official mantle over New Zealand till 1840. They were only moved to action by the news that a French colonization company, La Compagnie Nantes-Bordelaise, was going to settle the islands. This was too much. Captain Hobson, R.N., hoisted the Union Jack over the Bay of Islands on January 22nd, 1840. It is there still and likely to stay. The French arrived four months after, just too late. It was just like their luck in those days — compare La Perouse and Bougainville.

The settlement that followed under the new colonization scheme is discussed in detail in the next chapter. All seemed dead history buried in Edward Gibbon Wakefield’s grave in Wellington, New Zealand. The American-Canadian plan of individual homestead settlement put it off the map. Now, with homestead land gone and rugged individualism on the street, under the name of relief, the New Zealand plan may well come back and its records serve as a guide. Round its early years was organized the government of New Zealand.

The colony was fortunate in getting away early from the divisions of federalism, towards which it took its first steps. Federalism would have seemed natural at first, but later would have put legislation in chains. The happy isolation of New Zealand has enabled it to carry out experimental social legislation which, even with mingled success and failure, has been a sort of advance reconnaissance for other countries. For this there is nothing like being four days steam away from everybody. For house-cleaning you need the place to yourself. Yet, at the start, federalism would have seemed natural. The two chief islands are separated by sea, and a rough sea at that. Each of them is broken into divisions connected, till recently, only by sea. In the North Island, Auckland, with the surrounding district, a climate like the Cornish riviera, was separated by mountain barriers from the district around Wellington, at the furthest away corner. In the South was Canterbury and those charming plains around it, all grass and pleasant streams, where English willows, drooping over newer Avons, forget to drop their leaves. But this again the mountains cut off from the Dunedin country to the south where Scotland renews its vigour, and, further south still, the rugged country of the snows and inlets of Invercargill and the Bluff, tough enough for a Highlander.

There were factors of union from the start. The settlers were all British, one race, one language, all men of good will, with no quarrels with one another. Yet more or less of necessity the first representative form of government set up in New Zealand by statute (1852), was largely on federal lines. There were six, later nine, different provinces with councils and a local jurisdiction of their own. But the general New Zealand government, recognized as ‘responsible’ in 183-6, had power to alter this arrangement and did so in an act of 1873, abolishing the provincial system. This means that the government that sits at Wellington — Governor-General and cabinet with a parliament made up of a Legislative Council (appointed) and a House of Representatives, elected, is supreme over all New Zealand, the local divisions of counties, boroughs and various districts deriving their powers from the centre.

It is this, as already said, that has enabled New Zealand to play so conspicuous a part in the development of social legislation, unhindered by the trammels that impede federal governments in the same path. The early announcements of the success of these new experiments proved premature. The ‘country without strikes,’ under its compulsory arbitration, broke into strikes again when arbitration arbitrated downward. One more myth of a South Seas paradise went to join the others. But at any rate New Zealand has been in the front line of that advancing front which grapples with the problem of social betterment without social destruction.

Nor is it to be supposed that the New Zealand legislation of this sort is adapted or copied from the hard code of German social benefaction of the period, fifty years ago, by which the German Empire fought socialism, with results now visible. The New Zealand legislation is indigenous. Witness this evidence.

A certain English clergyman, dreaming dreams, wrote a little pamphlet, somewhere about i860, proposing that at least old age should be set free from care by pensions paid by the government, that is, by all for each. The little pamphlet fell as forlorn on London bookstalls as little pamphlets do. But a copy drifted to New Zealand to a Mr. Atkinson, then a new settler and nobody in particular. He too dreamed that if he ever became somebody he would try to get that scheme applied. Later he was somebody, being Prime Minister of New Zealand. With him began the New Zealand old age pension, the first non-contributory pension given free, the only kind worth instituting. It has since gone round the world. All those who draw pensions can appreciate the charm of it.

The circumstances which led to the formation of the Union of South Africa by an imperial statute of 1909, have already been discussed. In appearance, in prestige and in the historic background of its component parts, the Union is a federal government. But in legislative structure, it is not. The power of the Union government is now as complete and unlimited over the provinces as is that of the United Kingdom over the British counties. This is especially true since, as already indicated, the Statute of Westminster removed all reserved jurisdiction of the British Government. But even as in operation from 1910 to 1931, before the Statute was adopted, the Government, apart from these reservations, was not federal. The administrator of each province is appointed for five years by the Governor-General in Council, that is, by the South African cabinet. The provincial councils, although elected by the voters, have a fixed term of five years and no cabinet government. All local matters, in especial, roads, bridges, markets, the organization of municipalities and local education, are allotted to the provincial governments. But the allotment is one that the Union can alter at will. The railways, harbours and seaports are controlled by the Union itself, acting through a special board.

The reason is that federation in South Africa would be a misfit. The Cape, Natal, the Orange Free State and the Transvaal have each had their separate histories, but their economic life runs together in such a way as to make the welfare of each the interest of all. The overwhelming predominance of the mining industry at Johannesburg means that the railway systems all radiate from a common centre to the seaports. All South Africa draws on the mines. Mining profits make possible the progress of agricultural development. Hence the peculiar paradox that the more South Africa seems to be turning away from mining towards its other resources, the more it really depends on it. Nor would federation correspond to the division of race and language, as it does in Canada. The division into Dutch and British runs cross-wise of the whole Union, showing a total, among the whole white population, of 58 per cent Dutch. Natal is predominantly British, but the oldest British province, the Cape of Good Hope, is more Dutch than British, especially outside of Cape Town.

The unhappy division of language shadows the Union. The case is entirely different from that of either Canada or Ireland. In Canada there never was a time when the French language could have been put out by authority, or would have died out of itself. Its rootage, at first isolated and frail, was at least strong enough to hold. The phenomenal increase of the French, and the background of a metropolitan press, has put the French language in Quebec in an entrenched position. Moreover, it has behind it all the literature of old France.

But the Dutch language in South Africa was dying out of itself, before 1896. The Boers lived isolated from Holland. There were few Dutch books other than the Bible, written in the language of the seventeenth century. The language spoken, the Taal, was at best a broken dialect. Then came the Jameson raid, and altered everything. The people reached back for their language, as the Magyars of Hungary had done with success two generations earlier. They saw in it, to use Alphonse Daudet’s phrase about Alsace, ‘the key of their prison.’ Language committees fostered the use of Dutch. The language was polished up from dialect to dignity, from the kitchen to the hall. It has since spread, or returned, all over the Union, shares the schools and the colleges, and is the joint official language of the Union. It is a pity. A language maintained as a mark of separation, as a challenge to unity, is a poor asset. In Canada the British, the sensible ones, look on the French language as a common possession and claim their share in the bilingual culture which it brings. It is doubtful if there is much of this attitude in South Africa.

Ireland touches the other extreme. The resuscitation of Gaelic, its use lost to all but a few western peasants, was just a piece of Irish nonsense. It has no literature except to the fond eye of the antiquarian, and not enough words to say what it means without reaching up for English. The deliberate attempt to revive Gaelic seems to be succeeding. First thing, the Irish know, they’ll really talk it, and then they’ll be sorry.

But the matter of official Gaelic as the first language of Eire is a matter that hangs with its tangled history. Ireland’s cup of misery, it is said, has been overflowing for years and is not full yet. Having to learn Gaelic is just another bitter draught.

There is no need to recite here the sorrows of Ireland. There is no doubt that the legislative Union with Great Britain (1800) was a matter of force. The great mass of the Irish people never wanted it. Great Britain could but plead the military necessity of a life and death struggle of war. As the result the nineteenth century was marked by one Irish ‘movement’ after another. Movements of conciliation alternated with those of coercion with starvation and pestilence to mock at both of them.

After the Union came the Repeal Movement (1800 — 48). It failed when it appeared that its chief supporters were averse to force, but at least it helped to bring the Catholic Emancipation of 1829. After the Repeal Movement came the dark period of the potato famines, the ravages of cholera, the exodus to America, the brutal evictions with death by the roadside, and, in return, the fierce angers, the retaliations and the murders of the Fenian movement. This period spread Fenianism to America, led to the inroads into Canada (1866) and gave to Ireland in America a character of hatred and revenge, hardly all gone today. For the most part Fenianism met no answer but coercion, though presently there came the conciliation of new land laws, the extension of Ulster Tenant Right to the rest of Ireland (1881), and the beginning of land purchase of the Crown (1885), ownership shifting from the landlords to the tenants. After Fenianism came Home Rule (1870-1914), the demand not for repeal or separation but for the system of responsible government already in operation in the colonies. It originated about 1870, with Mr. Isaac Butt, an Irish M.P., in the parliament at Westminster. He was permitted once a year to state the case argumentatively to an indulgent House, as a matter of fair play. Nothing happened. Then Charles Stewart Parnell and his associates tried the plan of making trouble instead of argument. Trouble, it seems, wins where argument wastes its breath. It is a sad comment on the evolution of our modern democracy that its own chosen method of reason and persuasion never gets it far. The stream of argument runs off the duck’s back of authority.
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But trouble — reiterated and repeated, as copied from the wasps and mosquitoes — at least excites attention. The Pamellites obstructed the House of Commons of the Gladstonian parliament (1880-85) by talking all day and all night. They converted Mr. Gladstone much as Mrs. Nation converted Kansas by smashing its saloons with an axe. Compare how labour presently gave up talk and tried ‘direct action,’ turning off light and water; or how the suffragettes chained themselves to the galleries of the House of Commons and shouted; or how Mahatma Gandhi, by getting thin enough, by the sheer inertia of non-co-operation, compelled the government of India. The world still struggles today with this denial of all that the great era of liberty held sacred.

Obstruction in Ireland won Mr. Gladstone and ultimately won Home Rule. But when it finally came (1914) it was too late. War had closed over it. One can only wonder in retrospect whether it might not, twenty years sooner (the great Home Rule Bill, the first that passed the Commons was in 1893) have reconciled Ireland and England. Home Rule enjoyed, even in England itself, a wide support on its merits, as apart from the mere strategy of politics. Scotland was all for it. Even Ulster, on different terms with better guarantees, might have followed a lead given by England. America was all for it with overwhelming enthusiasm. So, too, British colonial opinion and notably that of Canada, where Home Rule meetings met no challenge or answer. From Canada indeed went over Mr. Edward Blake, former leader of the Liberal opposition, to sit by invitation for an Irish constituency in Mr. Gladstone’s parliament and explain how Home Rule worked.

All failed. Home Rule could not get a majority. The Boer washed it out of the foreground. The Irish fought in the war, but they fought on both sides, as they had in the American Civil War. After South Africa tariff reform took the floor. But at least the comprehensive Land Purchase of 1902 made a new landscape in Ireland. Tenantship turned into proprietorship, the sunshine of good times, the removal of all religious disability, seemed to many people to have cleared the Irish sky, and to leave on its horizon nothing but grievance for grievance sake. Still Home Rule never came. The House of Lords blocked the way. By the time they were lifted out of it with the block and tackle of the Parliament Act that removed their power of obstruction (1911), it was too late. The God of War took their place, blocking everything. The Home Rule Act just passed (1914) was suspended. Then came the war, with mismanagement, many people said, of Irish recruiting and the organization of Irish troops. The war brought the Easter Rebellion, suppressed in 1916. When the war had passed, the Home Rule movement was found to have been lost in the Sinn Fein — the demand for complete independence. This was no longer agitation, but direct action. All the world knows its story, outrage alternating with Black and Tan repression. An Irish Republic came to life in the shadow. Home Rule was accepted by Ulster (Northern Ireland) itself alone (1920), but repudiated in the south. In place of it time and patience worked out, even in the atmosphere of murder and reprisal of the ‘Anglo-Irish War,’ the conciliation accepted in the Irish Free State (Agreement) Act of 1921. This meant at last Dominion Status, equal partnership, all that the Parnells or the O’Connells ever could have dreamed of.

There is an old motto — He gives twice who gives quickly. Similarly, he who gives too late, gives nothing. So it always has seemed with Ireland. The Free State (Agreement) Act became a mere ladder from which to reach up for more fruit from the same wall. Ireland proceeded to take further power, without sanction or recognition, smashing up the imperial constitution with Mrs. Nation’s axe. It cut out the claim of the British landlords for interest from Irish tenants, cut out judicial appeals to the Privy Council, oaths of allegiance, and the alien Governor-Generalship. The remaining landlords, about one-third, were bought out by compulsion. By an agreement with the British Government the Free State took over the naval ports reserved by the Act of 1921. It compromised the question of the land purchase debt to Great Britain with a lump sum. Finally, it adopted an entire, new constitution, approved by a plebiscite of July 1st, 1937, and in force by December 29th, 1937. Under this constitution there is no more Irish Free State, it is replaced by Eire, pronounced after the Gaelic fashion in two syllables to rhyme with Sarah. There is no mention here of Crown or King or Empire. Such connection as Ireland retains with the Empire must be deduced from what it has not abolished. By the Constitution (Amendment) Act of December 1936, a product of the abdication of King Edward VIII, Ireland appears to be still an associated member of the Commonwealth of Nations united as the British Empire. Under this Act the King is King outside of Ireland though not in it. This status seems to persist under the new, entire constitution.

The constitution, though without acknowledgment of the King, is written in terms of great piety. ‘In the Name of the Most Holy Trinity,’ so it declares, ‘from Whom is all authority and to Whom as our final end, all actions both of men and States must be referred. We, the people of Eire, humbly acknowledging all our obligations to our Divine Lord, Jesus Christ... do here adopt... and give to ourselves this constitution.’

By this lowly gift Eire is declared a sovereign independent democratic State. Its official language is Irish — English only recognized as a second language in case of need, a status recalling Mark Twain’s witness who could tell the truth if necessary. There is a national flag — green, white and orange. At the head of the State is an elected Uachlaran na h’ Eirann. It is understood to mean ‘president’ in English. He acts on the advice of the Taoiseach who is himself the nominee of the Dail Eirearm, a translation into Gaelic of what is called Cabinet Government at Westminster.

The Irish, having thus obtained all that they could want, had to look round for something to want next.

Yet when it came they wouldn’t take it. The Abdication of King Edward VIII, officially only a statute of the British Parliament, threw independence at their feet. Had they chosen to keep King Edward, or to have some other King than ours, or no one at all as King, common decency would have forbidden all question of compulsion. It wouldn’t have been cricket — not the thing. There was the independent republic of a century of dreams — harp, shamrock and all. They wouldn’t take it. They prefer still to want something which they can’t have — the compulsion of Northern Ireland by British military force, to join the state of Eire. This of course is outside of all discussion.

But whether the Union of all Ireland, as one Dominion of the British Empire will presently come ‘of itself’ is quite another matter. There is no prophecy at present more calculated than this to enrage Irishmen of both divisions. Ulster shouts with derision at the idea of union with republican idolatry. Eire scoffs at concessions to monarchy. But time is long. The shouts sound hollow, the anger overloud — the voice of age raised in a dispute that the young must settle. Each generation carries its grievances to the grave, and time wreathes its ivy over the stone.

For after all, even in Ireland life must go on. Life is not all moonlight murder behind a hedge or a brawl in the street. Ireland through all its tears has kept the smiles of its literature and art, the humours of its social life, like its own April sunshine through the rain on its green hills. A country as richly favoured by nature’s beauty, a people as richly endowed with bravery and brains, cannot be lost to the world by a mere century or two of discord.

Meantime Ireland, when the present war began, declared itself out of it. This is a strange thing. There has been no war in Europe for hundreds of years without the Irish in it on one side or the other side, or on both, if only as soldiers of fortune. The long list of so-called English generals who were Irish — the Wellingtons and the Wolseleys and the Robertses and the Napiers — is as familiar as the records of the deeds of Irish regiments. But it may presently prove that the Gaelic for neutrality has a kick in it. We can only wait.
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CHAPTER VI

The Economics of the Empire
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Lack of Economic Unity in the Empire — Areas of Separate Authority — The Unsolved Problem of Empire Development — The Parados of Wealth and Want — Land, Migration and Capital under Separate Control — A Handful of Settlers own Half a Continent — The Free Trade Era that Was — Its Collapse — The Present World Dislocation of Money, Exchange and Trade — Nationalism strangling Human Welfare — Tarifs in the Empire — How to Develop the Empire — Integration of Land, Labour, Migration and Capital — The New Migration — Come to Canada — Immigration Companies that were and Can Be Again — Migration as Inspiration and Union

THE British Empire has no corporate existence. It has no offices, no money and no assets. You can’t bring a suit against it. In fact, you can’t find it. Like the famous Mrs. Harris, there is no such person. In other words the British Empire is the name of an association of members which have not consolidated their possessions into one unit, and which have no single or even uniform method of management.

There is no uniform system of money, not even of money of account, no unified exchange, no Empire bank, or consolidated public debt, or command of public lands or natural resources. There is no unified control of navigation or of commerce. The Empire is broken up at present into seven major tariff systems — the United Kingdom, five Dominions and India — all conducted on a protective basis as against one another. The United Kingdom controls in addition the separate customs systems of the Crown Colonies and other dependencies. Most striking of all is the fact that there is no unified control over immigration and land settlement.

Inside these economic frames, assets and population are distributed with the greatest inequality and irregularity. England carries 685 people to the square mile, Barbadoes has just about reached standing room only with 1,138. But vast stretches of British territory — good, usable land as in northern British Columbia — carry only one or two people to the square mile. The half million occupants of Western Australia own at least 1,000 acres each of public land, but they have no capital, and no control of immigration. The capital is in London, the control is in Canberra, and the people, for example, in Glasgow or elsewhere, on the relief. The first impression thus given by the Empire is the need for unification and integration, and the glory there would be in its accomplishment. To bring together the land and the people and the capital into one orderly state with such abundant resources and opportunities as to banish want and to ensure plenty, would seem to be one of the major ambitions of the world. So it is.

But it is not so easy as it looks. The nations not so blessed as us — the words are from Rule Britannia — look on our vast heritage and think, ‘If we only had that our people could never want.’ Yet when Italy tries to develop Lybia, or Holland to drain the Zuider Zee, they run up against the same puzzle as did Western Australia under the Empire Settlement Act. The capital spent is more than the return. It would cost less to pay the people to stay at home. Hence these economic misfits of a world seeking vainly for adjustment have brought the settlement of the overseas Empire to a full stop, with migration closed, except for people rich enough not to want it, and population drifting slowly back from the huge empty Dominions to the little British Isles, crowded but indomitable.

This Empire problem should invite the most earnest endeavour and the best patriotism that we possess among us. It is obvious that co-operation is needed. But what is to be done with co-operation when we get it? Are we to remove all tariffs? If we did, all the big cities of the Dominions would collapse. Open up immigration? If we did, we should have a yellow Canada and a brown Australia, and two new people on the dole in a poor community for every one taken off in a rich. Some one may say that we should abolish the ‘profits system,’ the new name under which an old dog is nowadays hanged. There is no time in this limited volume to discuss nonsense of that sort. The ‘profits system’ is only the name for the fact that I eat my food and you eat yours, and you don’t wear my boots. In its proper sense ‘every man for himself’ is the only starting-point in economics.

Socialism is just a beautiful soap bubble. Communism is a penitentiary. Unlimited free competition, let it be admitted, means the London slums of the 1860’s and the sweated labour of ‘the Song of the Shirt.’ Yet somewhere there must be findable the relative equilibrium of a stable society, where even ‘the poorest,’ like Evangeline’s people in Arcadia, ‘have in abundance.’ And if such a new Arcadia is to be found, it is within and by the British Empire that we can best find it. If this is so, it means that our Empire not only contains in its destiny the chief hope for universal peace, but the chief opportunity towards that abiding plenty and prosperity on which alone universal peace can permanently rest. Whether or not it can be done, at least it is fine stuff to make dreams of.

But we can see at once that a part of the difficulty in this great problem does not belong to the Empire alone, but is shared by all industrialized countries. All over the world we have this aspect of unused capital and unemployed labour. All over the world we have the same unsolved riddle of wealth and want; the same paradox of starvation in the midst of plenty; the same power of over-production exercised only to break the machine.

As yet we can only realize the problem, not solve it. It is clear that our present economic system of private buying and selling (the only system that ever worked outside of the Garden of Eden) hangs on scarcity. We must always produce just less than enough and not more, or else the price will crash and the machine goes out of gear. Over plenty spells danger. This paradox seems to go beyond patience. Old-time economists explained that this meant a nice adjustment of demand and supply; but a part of the nice adjustment was the existence of underpaid people half starving on the edge of wages, and other people entirely starving with no work at all. As the scale of production increased the sweep of this ‘adjustment,’ and the swath reaped by pauperism went wider and wider. The situation forced the attempt at social regulation that began with the factory acts of a century ago and continues in the ‘new deals’ of today. Meantime these economic paradoxes and maladjustments check and hinder new countries as they do old. For all countries now run on machinery, and on buying and selling. The pioneer with the axe, self-sufficient in his happy cabin, has passed out of the picture. South Sea Islands, dropping bread and fruit on the grass beside ‘limpid streams,’ are occupied now by labour unions of South Sea Islanders.

But if the Empire thus shares a problem common to all the world, it is in the Empire that it is most acute, or rather most obvious and conspicuous. The contrast between our resources and our limited ability to use them, challenges us to do better. Thus the problem confronts us with a double difficulty — how to solve the riddle of labour and capital, and how to unify and integrate our vast domain.

Oddly enough the Empire started on its career with organic economic unity, and once, in mid-career, again achieved it. That is to say, the old-time colonial Empire was all controlled from London. After it was gone, in Cobden’s time, it looked as if the Empire, along with all the world, would be controlled and united by political economy. The world would be made one by enlightened self-interest.

The old colonial system that began under James I and ended with the American Revolution, was based on the plantation idea. It was conquered, occupied and exploited, first and foremost for the advantage of Great Britain. But it had in it from the first the germs of better things. The merchant owners and the settlers enjoyed British protection. From the first the colonies had certain special rights in the British markets, such as the monopoly of tobacco, the growth of the plant being forbidden in Great Britain itself. The Navigation Laws pressed the plantations in one direction, but gave them room in another. Thus the American sea-board colonies enjoyed the lucrative West Indian trade but lost it (for the time) when they became independent. Massachusetts and the others, enjoyed, if we can use the word, the profitable treaty rights for slave catching and slave selling obtained by Great Britain from Spain. Two at least of the great plantation and trading companies of this first epoch, the Hudson Bay and the East India Companies, carried forward till 1858 and 1869, and carried British sovereignty with them. The former is still there, strong as ever, with the laurels of commerce in place of the arms of sovereignty. With wiser management and more foresight this unified and regulated colonial Empire could THE ECONOMICS OF THE EMPIRE 221 have rounded the Stamp Act corner, and entered by a short cut on the road so difficult to find now. But the strain of the colonial controversy from the Stamp Act to the Boston Tea Party was too intense for such a frail structure.

Unity seemed to dawn with the aurora of the free trade period. The Liberal school which dominated European thought for a generation confidently expected universal free trade and the abolition of all barriers to international intercourse. But the ‘freedom’ school took for granted the very thing that it wanted to create — a world of brotherly love and equality. Free competition, unchecked at home, would have put the weak under the strong. Free migration would have filled the newer worlds with mixtures of all kinds of peoples, of all colours, of all creeds, of all races, without coherence or common thought. Free trade, unchecked, would have killed overseas manufacture at the start, as an oak tree can be killed while yet a shoot. International free trade would have levelled down high wages to the standards of lower races, and prevented all social betterment by the sheer extent of the field that must be covered all at once or not at all.

We can see now the errors in these pre-conceptions of free trade. But it managed in the mid-Victorian days to invest itself with a sort of godliness that clung to it for two generations. It was not business, it was gospel. It ranked along with the Protestant Reformation and the Whig Revolution, and the eminence of Mr. Gladstone.

It reached even to the colonies. A certain taint of wickedness long clung to a Canadian manufacturer. Those of us who can recall the British public opinion of fifty years ago realize how reluctantly this frame of mind was abandoned. A Gladstonian Liberal now belongs in a museum, but in his day he looked over the world as from an eminence, an Ark of Salvation on Mount Ararat.

But the pity is that in abandoning one extreme we should have been carried to the other; that the world’s escape was from the frying pan to the fire. In giving up the illusions of universalism, the dream of an all-one world, we should not have turned restriction into a set of fetters. Even if all the world could not be one garden, as of Eden, we should not have allowed nationalism, in replacing liberalism, to grow like a tangled weed over its separated fields and hedges, choking their own growth.

This is what the Great War did for us.

On the eve of the Great War at the opening of the year 1914, universal free trade was dead. But international commerce went strong. The protective tariffs of the United States and of the great Dominions, as of the industrial European countries, still permitted a vast and continued importation. Even the self-sufficient economy that marked the German ‘agricultural tariff’ after 1900, was far from exclusive. Public policy everywhere aimed at a sort of happy equilibrium favouring home manufacture and drawing a revenue from foreign imports. The ugly cloud of the balance of trade doctrine still hung before the vision of common sense. Yet the nations thought of it in the general rather than in the particular, 

 and it need be bought without selling, in individual cases. Migration, apart from oriental exclusion, was still relatively free. Europe sent out about 2,000,000 emigrants every year. For navigation and commerce the open door was the rule; restrictions, such as coastal laws, the exception.

Most happy of all was the system of universal money, the one legacy of the Cobdenite era that had endured and expanded. This was so widespread that it was taken for granted, just as the highest art seems effortless and the most beautiful language inevitable. The adoption of gold as a basis, with paper as its representative, with free coinage and instant redemption, had been evolved by the happy accidents of British monetary history. It spread over the civilized world in the nineteenth century. It connected indirectly with a fixed exchange for silver money. Payment could be made in any country from any other, with nothing extra but the cost on the carriage of gold. Even that vanished where bargains cancelled out, or turned into a premium if the majorities of bargains turned the other way. Everybody’s actual money became everybody else’s. In transit, gold napoleons, or roubles or dollars were all one.

The Great War smashed all this into fragments. The peace (1918-39) brought the great crash that pulverized even the fragments. The broad-paved highways of international trade are now broken stones and mud.

Money went first. The gold standard vanished at the outbreak of the war. After the war the attempts to revive it were defeated by the great crash, which brought down also the gold standard of the United States. The war brought an era of paper money, irredeemable and unlimited, a thing which in the view of bygone political economy was as deadly as a creeping palsy. With such currency went a haphazard exchange, all standards gone.

Then followed a strange thing never dreamed of in the older economics. It turned out that the nation with the worse currency did best in international trade. This, to the school of Mill and Ricardo, would have sounded like lunacy. But it was just a fact. What is more, each further depreciation of currency helped the export trade a little more. In the early days of railroad competition it was found that a railroad ‘fights best in the ditch.’ That is to say, once it was bankrupt, with its fixed charges gone, it could cut rates more easily than a solvent road. So it now seemed with nations. Long ago there had been noted, as far back as the days of Sir Thomas Gresham, the founder of the Royal Exchange under Queen Elizabeth, that, inside a country, ‘bad money drives out good.’ The phrase is called ‘Gresham’s Law’ and is A B C to students of political economy.

But since the Great War there appears a Gresham’s law in international trade also — that bad exchange beats good. The reason is not far to seek and is widely understood now, although it did not enter in the argument of early economics. When a particular currency is depreciated its rate of exchange with other currencies falls and at the same time, in its own area, prices and wages rise. But these things do not all move at the same rate. Exchange itself is as volatile as a lump of quicksilver on a sheet of glass. It will move from mere apprehension that it is going to move. It is like the famous dog of Jean de Nivelle Qui s’enfuit quand on l’appelle. Prices also move, but some much faster than others. Fresh eggs leap up, while pig-iron remains immovable. Last of all come wages, hard and difficult to raise, as when a foot is drawn out of mud, each step a harder pull than the last.

Thus the change caused by depreciated money means a harvest for the exporting manufacturer. He gets the same amount of foreign money — dollars or what — for his export, exchanges it for more of his own money than before, but pays for the moment nothing more for material and wages at home. Presently he pays more, but it takes time before the rise in commodity prices drags up wages. In other words depreciated currency is an invisible way of lowering wages and increasing profits.

All this, Mill or Ricardo would have said, is, however only temporary. In the long run the bad currency will be equalized out in wages and prices. In fact this argument, under the name of ‘purchasing power parity’ is still current in the schools. But the trouble is that ‘the long run’ is too long to wait for. Before it comes something else happens. Nations have no time to wait for it and hence come new tariffs to offset international exchange. These were something like the discriminating or dumping duties directed against cut prices of exports and first used by Canada as far back as 1907. But after the war the old dumping duty and the new exchange duty joined in a stranglehold on commerce. To rope it round still tighter, there was invented the quota system — forbidding trade except by allotments — refusing imports except as paid by exports — and applied both to the quantity of goods and the volume of exchange. The song, Yes, we hare no bananas, which broke on the world at this very time, seems, in its odd contradiction, to express the idea of the quota most faithfully.

Thus has been caused the great blockage of the world’s trade, like a street block of traffic. The sheer number of the vehicles make their movement impossible. One old horse and wagon would be better than a hundred blocked taxis.

Over the scene hangs the heavy cloud, grown heavier, of the balance of trade doctrine, by which foreign sale is virtue and foreign purchase sin. Of all the foolish doctrines which have obscured the commercial outlook of mankind and injured peace and goodwill among the nations, this is the worst. What does it matter who sells and who buys, as long as both are satisfied? If I buy a dozen eggs from my grocer, he has, I admit, the balance of trade, but, after all, I have the eggs. Especially in newer countries such as the British Overseas Dominions does the doctrine do harm, for there an ‘unfavourable balance’ is the natural accompaniment of growth and expansion. In other words, an unfavourable balance may mean glorious things for a nation. After the war ends, there should ensue a period of development for Canada such as few countries have seen — a flood of immigration, a mass import of machinery and a vast development of natural resources. The balance of trade will be utterly and completely unfavourable, year after year, and the more rapid the development the heavier the adverse balance. The infancy of a nation spells an adverse balance from the efforts made on its behalf; just as human infancy means an adverse balance of care and kisses. Then, as a nation grows old, so old that its efforts end, and it sits still and lives on its investments abroad, its feet in warm water and its gruel at its side, that again leaves an adverse balance, for the gruel. Thus in the life of trade as in the life of man, do youth and age contrast, and age presents its sorry parody of a second childhood.

Here then, inside this world setting, is the present situation of the Empire. There are many things that we can do to relieve it, to some extent, very rapidly; others only slowly; some we can do by ourselves, others only with outside co-operation.

We might begin with our money, and first with the mere aspect of it, as money of account. At present the Empire uses three kinds, the pounds, shillings and pence of sterling currency, the dollars and cents of American, and the rupees, annas and pice of Indian. Broadly speaking British sterling currency is used in all the British Isles (till Ireland notices it and starts something else). And in all the colonies and dependencies in Africa and Asia, except in Singapore and the Straits Settlements. It is the money also of Australia, New Zealand and the Pacific Islands. Canada and Newfoundland use dollars and cents.

The West Indies officially use pounds, shillings and pence, but for the tourist’s sake, dodge in and out of both currencies, in a sort of egg dance that carefully avoids loss.

British people have used pounds, shillings and pence so long that they don’t notice anything wrong with them. They do not realize the hopeless anachronism involved, the limitation of price making, the difficulty of rapid calculation or conversion. The dollar system is decimal, like our system of numbers itself. Pounds, shillings and pence carries back to the counting of fingers and toes. It refuses to fit in with the orderly notation of our numbers. A Canadian department store can announce a 10 per cent discount on all goods, and a ten-year-old child can calculate it. In London this would defy Regent Street and Lombard Street together. The old ‘guinea’ still survives only because a reduction from guineas to pounds is practically a 5 per cent discount.

Our place system of numbers — ten up at a move — was invented by the Hindus. It’s a pity, the mathematicians say, that they didn’t make it twelve which divides better than ten. But it’s too late now. The Arabs invented the cipher, o, to mark empty spaces. The Spaniards applied it to their money by dividing the silver piece (once the piece-of-eight) into one hundred centavos. The silver piece was nicknamed a ‘Thaler’ because the silver came from a valley (Joachimsthal) in Bohemia, and Bohemia was then in Spain. Bohemia has been a little bit everywhere, on the sea coast with Shakespeare, in Spain, in Paris with Trilby, and now for a while in Germany. It was a good place for the universal dollar to come from.

The dollar and the cent went all round the trading world and all over the New World. That is how they came to the Americans and to the Straits Settlements. The French Revolution brought a mass of ‘national’ changes to replace old weights and measures and the decimal system among them. It was badly applied, as the franc was too low in value for its one hundredth part to mean anything. The French are condemned ever since to count in fives, which is foolish. But at least it is decimal, and from France decimal money went all over continental Europe not already using dollars and cents. Even the quantitative unit of the franc reappeared as the lira and the peseta. Not so with Great Britain. Why change? ‘Brown Bess’ was good enough for Waterloo, and the pound sterling good enough for John Bull. So it stays. And fifty million people who have never known the ease of easy money struggle along with bad. Yet the change would be very simple. Take the half sovereign as the unit — call it a George — and it divides of itself, decimally, into ten shillings. Old accounts in pounds multiply by two. Ten pence are made a shilling, and the most any one has lost on an old account is a few ‘tuppences.’ The change is easy. But it won’t be done. Why change? There’s no hurry.

But if not with the method of counting of money, we could do much with the money itself. What is needed is to re-introduce the gold standard. The world is full of misunderstanding on this. The Empire could re-introduce it without waiting for any one else, and any component Dominion introduce it without waiting for the others. The gold standard does not of necessity mean lower prices or lower wages. That depends on how much gold we put in the standard. A sovereign used to mean 113 grains of pure gold, and a dollar 23.22. At present in order to buy one troy ounce of gold we should need about ten paper pounds sterling, or 35 paper dollars. But we can cut the gold content down to what we like — cut it so low, if need be, that prices and wages will jump up, not down. Any difficulty in management is as nothing beside the hopeless deadlock in which managed currencies have landed us. It would be claimed that we couldn’t redeem the paper money in gold, or that, if we tried to, we would find all our gold drained away. But let it drain. We couldn’t be worse than now. We don’t redeem it now. We sit on it, and call it a ‘reserve’ and take a look at it, now and then, like a miser with a money-box or a French peasant with a sock. The Chancellor of the Exchequer sits on his, and the Governor of the Bank of Canada sits on his — like hens on eggs. Occasionally they get off, take a look and cluck. But the eggs are dead.

The true principle is to make money redeemable in gold and redeem as long as you have the gold and stop when you haven’t. The principle is that described above as ‘Yes, we have no bananas’; the Empire especially could do this; all the flood of gold from South Africa and Canada would have to run through the mints before redemption ran dry. Each stoppage, if such came, would stimulate mining. A hoard is no good unless you use it. An egg is not for sitting on but for hatching.

The world can never regain its trade till it recovers its automatic exchange.

Still more can be done with the reorganization of credit. We are here losing a potential asset of great magnitude. We all borrow money separately, when we ought to borrow it together — not all of our borrowed money but some of it, some for each, pledged by all. Debtors are like rods in bundles; get enough of them and they won’t break.

The world’s money is borrowed at rates that vary with the prospect of repayment. The Stuart Kings thought nothing of paying 12 per cent — and often incidentally, thought nothing of not paying it. The United States in the Civil War days paid six; in the Panama Canal days, less than two. The United Kingdom, in the great solidarity of Victorian finance, had all the money it wanted at 2 1/2 per cent. The rate has gone even lower. In those days a guarantee given by the British Government — such as the one given to the Dominion of Canada seventy years ago for its borrowings to build the Intercolonial Railway — cut the rate otherwise needed, in half. And no one was a penny the worse.

In the world in which we live the ground shakes even under the Bank of England. A pan-imperial loan would spread so wide that the rocks under Ottawa, and the reef under Johannesburg would keep the ground steady. At present we make no use of such a general guarantee, and very little use of any mutual guarantees except on a small scale from Britain to undeveloped Crown Colonies. There is a certain indirect credit link in the various (British) Colonial Stock Acts (1877, 1892, 1900, 1934). Under these acts Colonial and Dominion stocks are listed as securities that British trustees may purchase, under conditions accepted overseas. The advantage is mutual, but the field occupied is small.

What is meant here is something far larger. We could have an all Empire loan, raised in quotas among the United Kingdom and the Dominions, and allotted in quotas but with interest guaranteed by each for all. If need be we could even ear-mark customs duties as interest. The interest rate, for all our governments, is rising with the war. Such a plan might easily cut the rate by a quarter. The world is full of people for whom security is everything, and the rate a lesser matter. They can tighten their belt to that. These are partly people clinging to the rocks after the flood of the great depression; and with them the people who had always preferred the safety of the rocks, to the hazard of open ground.

There is room for a new Empire finance, as imposing as has been Lombard Street and the Bank.

The network of Empire tariffs is far too extensive and complicated for detailed exposition in this place. It involves the permutations and combinations of each of the seven principal tariff areas with each of the others.

The protective duties first adopted in the Province of Canada (1859) and the Colony of Victoria (1860) broke the original mould of the free trade Empire. After that tariffs multiplied. The attempt at a preferential system, initiated in Canada under Sir Wilfred Laurier in 1898, was of little effect. It was stultified by the fact that it was a quid without a quo, free trade Britain having nothing to give in return. Moreover preference, at least as given by Canada, was adjusted with great nicety not to prefer. The foreigner had to climb over a high tariff wall, and John Bull only over a low one. But he couldn’t climb it anyway. As late as 1930 a blunt British minister called preference a ‘humbug.’ Blunt people say things which polite people have known for years and not said.

As a matter of fact when Mr. Jim Thomas said ‘humbug,’ the situation had changed. Great Britain itself had at last adopted a protective tariff. It took nearly a generation over it. How distasteful it was, is seen in the way in which the pill was sugar-coated, the medicine concealed in jam. The dose was taken first as ‘colonial preference,’ obviously a patriotic tonic. When that lost its effect, protection reappeared as war revenue, as the safeguard of key industries. At last it gave itself its true name and like truth, it prevailed. The British protective tariff (1932), made a give-and-take possible and resulted in the Ottawa Compacts of 1932. But in these intricate back-and-forward arrangements the same difficulty appeared as before. The Dominions were anxious to give a preference to the United Kingdom by making duties still higher against the foreigner, not by lowering them to the mother country. Many of the Ottawa agreements have already been allowed to lapse without renewal. And the whole system of trade compacts inside the Empire has been expanded into trade compacts with outside nations, such as that between Canada and the United States (193.Ç), and between the United States and Great Britain (1939). But at least a useful step was taken at Ottawa in laying down the principle of differential costs as the proper measure of a protective tariff. In the ideal sense, this means that a manufacturer is entitled to just as much protection against an outsider as is warranted by the difference in wages and other costs between the two. This is the ideal sense. In practice it is as hard to find as ideals always are. Cost can mean anything. And always the difficulty occurs that the manufacturer is eager and alert and the consumer unfindable.

Meantime the Empire tariff situation is the same, though not so extreme, as the trade blockage in the world at large. We need freer trade and more of it. But it cannot be got by a mere maze of bargains. It has to have behind it the mass impact of public opinion, moving policy towards expanding trade and reducing tariff impediments to the minimum. There is a prayer which asks for the creation of a new heart and the renewal of a right spirit. Without the idea, the impetus, the general desire, neither the world nor the Empire can get rid of the incubus that lies heavy on it. We must wake up the consumer, asleep, in the Dominions, for a generation and now dozing off in Great Britain. We must exert and assert the interest of all against the more eager, more combative interest of the single one.
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But the best way to quicken the trade and commerce of the Empire is to develop the Empire itself. There is certain to ensue, after the war, a period of wonderful opportunity for the overseas Dominions and above all for Canada. It is an ill-wind that blows no one luck, and the storms of death and destruction let loose to blow over Europe will cast upon our shores as part of its wreckage a golden harvest of opportunity. Thus ever have the sorrows and disasters of Europe brought fortune to America. Every European cycle of hard times, famine or depression has washed its waves of newcomers to our plains and forests, and raised up in the sunshine a newer generation that would have faded in the European shadow.

Continental Europe for a long time to come is badly damaged as a residential site. Evil-minded nations do not so soon cast off their evil-mindedness. The mechanism of war, the wholesale power to kill, will grow greater not less. The dark shadow from the continent will fall across what was once the snug security, the ‘glorious isolation’ of Great Britain. The ‘right little, tight little’ island will be as right and tight as ever, in its soul — but not an island.

Under these circumstances who would not dream, if only for the children’s sake, of the peace of North America, guaranteed by goodwill, or the isolation of Australia. It is not lack of patriotism to urge for the next generation a vast migration of British people overseas. If even righteousness must now walk armed, the best way to ensure peace is to promote strength. Millions of emigrants, cradlefuls of children, open opportunity, hard work — and in half a century there will be a changed world.

There is much futile and idle discussion of how many people the Dominions can absorb, and much silly limitation set on it. A broken town, its industries collapsed, its workers on relief, cannot absorb one man. A western farm, dried out in dust, cropless and bankrupt, cannot feed another mouth. But when the wheels hum and the prairies blossom, every newcomer is an asset. We can absorb them up to the full power of sustenance in the soil.

A false doctrine has got abroad that implies that newcomers to a new country live on those already there, share their bread and steal their jobs. This new view of migration is a product of industrial depression, favoured by the more or less natural point of view of organized labour. Labour sees clearly but with only one eye. It cannot focus the background. For people working by the day, the present is as far as they dare look. They see only a first apparent effect, and must not look beyond. This defeatest view, that immigration is an added burden, contrasts with the triumphant optimism of the nineteenth century which saw an asset in every immigrant, and new jobs for all with every increase of arrivals. The immigrant ‘built up the country,’ the poorer and the humbler the better. For with him came capital as a whale follows fish. Hence the traditional American policy of the open door and the free homestead land as the lure that opened up the West. Instinctively the moving picture public of today never tires of the covered wagons, the canal boats, the boom-towns and the river-steamers that chronicle the great American epic of migration. In place of this our gloomy century sits behind its closed doors, counting its quotas and warning the destitute from the gate. The world cannot live on that. That way lies war. We must get back into the sunshine.

Immigration of course needs boom times. But with proper contrivance immigration makes boom times and boom times make immigration. The only difficulty in hard times is to step forward with both feet first. But it can be done and we must do it.

The extent of ‘absorption’ of possible immigration is only limited by the amount of land and resources. In the mass and in the long run, nations live on the ground under their feet, from what is in, on, and under the soil. A nation may live, irrespective of local resources, if work is carried to its people and carried away when completed. A nation can live if its people follow the calling of the sea, carriers of the world’s goods. In these ways live a great part of the British population. But nations cannot all be workshops of the world or carriers of the sea. Mainly their populations live on their home resources.

In the overseas Empire are great areas of diversified land, forest, field and stream — the valleys and the uplands and the islands of British Columbia, the varied and fertile Peace River country, as yet scarcely touched, and the wooded land, the more northerly part, of Saskatchewan — to speak of only one Dominion. These are not like the flat wheat land of the plains, the spruce forests of the north, capable of only one use, dependent on an exterior market, blessed or ruined outside of their power of control.

The fatal idea of a ‘market’ has replaced the simpler idea of settlement that supports itself. Selling to the foreigner has obscured the humbler notion of eating at home. Take the case of British Columbia. Here are 350,000 — square miles, and if the Yukon is added, 377.000. Here are 22,000,000 acres of farm land, only one acre in ten in use. Here are 142,000 square miles of merchantable timber, all but about 20,000 of it still belonging to the public. Here is a coal reserve estimated at twenty billion — let us write it out — 

20.000. 000.000 tons. Here are fish strung along an iceless coast of 7,000 miles, and crowding up into the rivers, waiting to be canned. Here are valleys hung with fruit, rivers roaring with power, hidden gold and copper to be dug from the mountains. Over it all is the enchantment, a climate that recalls the long, slow spring of England lingering over its early flowers, April sunshine wet with tears as for a winter that never was; a summer that blossoms but never burns; and a mimic winter with a tang of frost just in time for an English Christmas.

We own this place. And if we had twenty million children to dispose of, there is easily room for all of them. But the place is, so to speak, boarded and shut up. No market for grain, we are told; no sale for fruit; catch one more salmon and you break the market — and so on all along the line. But if we can’t sell the food suppose we eat it; if we can’t sell the fish let’s cook them; if we can’t export the lumber let’s make it into houses and sit in them. If no one wants to buy power or light, let’s sit in a flood of it, and laugh.

In other words everybody is everybody else’s customer. All live off the produce of the earth, by the fruit of their labour. This, since Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden, is the sole source of human sustenance. Adam and Eve had no foreigner to sell to except the Devil. And we have no devil to sell to, except the foreigner.

This great opportunity for the development and settlement of the overseas Dominions is coming after the war. It came to us after the last war, but we missed it. The Empire Settlement Act of 1922 was a conspicuous failure. It had against it the hostility of organized labour overseas, refusing to share up. In South Africa the dead weight of Dutch opinion was thrown into the scale against it; the back-block Boers had enough British already. In Canada it met the hostility, or at least the indifference, of the French. Immigration meant to them one more wave of English-speaking incomers, swamping out their language and their aspirations. Without immigration they can hope, within two generations, to see their prolific increase equal their numbers with the English. The ‘revenge of the cradle,’ as they call it, will restore the lost balance. They prefer the home product to the imported. Hence the Empire Settlement Act offered no general opportunity for the rank and file of the people to come out overseas. In shutting out untrained, untaught, destitute people it broke the mould in which the world’s migration had been cast. It was Israel without the Israelites, a Great Trek without vortrekkers. The Settlement Act and all the Dominions statutes that went with it, are dead. Next time we must try something else. And while we were waiting, the population of the Empire, before the present war, was drifting back to the centre, like retrograde stars across the sky, back to the bright lights and the cheerful rackets of the slums, in place of the God awful silence of the winter prairie, back to the crowded little streets and lighted pubs and shops, where poverty at least rubs elbows with its fellows and out-of-doors becomes a club.

How are we to approach the organization of migration, how set in work the moving mass of capital and labour, to call the empty spaces to life? We cannot do it on philanthropy alone. Voluntary contribution, patriotic subscription, charity, goodwill and ready endeavour — the springs run dry in the sands of difficulty and disappointment. There is a limit to what people will do for nothing. There is no limit to what they will do for money. A voluntary worker, apart from war time, working for nothing, is just about worth what he gets. One of the chief contemporary authorities on the colonial Empire, Lord Lugard, has said, ‘European brains, capital and energy have not been, and never will be expended in developing the resources of Africa from motives of pure philanthropy.’ What is true of Nigeria, holds good of Canada or Australia.

Moreover, the schemes of philanthropy are aimed mostly at ‘deserving people.’ The world has perhaps heard a little too much of them. The ones we must help are the undeserving. In the Christian sense, they deserve it most. But philanthropy at best can only be a supplement, a tributary stream and not a main current. A touch of it must be there to sweeten profit, and give the double satisfaction that goes with charity that comes home, not to roost but as dividends. Migration must be business, with direct profit to land and development companies, and indirect profit to all the nation in quicker business and new chances, and adding every year by the increase of numbers and power a further bulwark of national defence in arms by which alone, for a generation, the devil can be trampled under foot.

The broad basis of migration as I see it, lies thus. It must aim first and foremost at bringing British people; French, too, if they would come. But they won’t. They prefer to stay at home on the boulevards, read the sixth edition of the evening paper over a ‘bock,’ and wait for the next war. Scandinavians, too, in any amount. Because we can turn a Scandinavian into a Canadian so fast that he doesn’t know what’s happened to him. Before he knows it, he’s in the Saskatchewan legislature, talking English. In any case there are not enough Scandinavians all put together, to swamp us. But for continental Europe we should go slow, and for some areas, shut out their people as we would a bubonic plague. For all the Orient the only policy is and must be exclusion. Where we cannot marry, where we cannot worship, where we cannot eat, there we cannot live. The Eastern and Western races cannot unite. Biologists tell us that where they intermarry their progeny is an ill-joined product, two brains rattling in one skull. Nor could we institute in the Empire, certainly not in the temperate Dominions, a servile class, a race of coolies. All the old empires based on that have crumbled with Nineveh and Tyre — and the new ones will go down in earthquake. It has been claimed that perhaps, in the part of Australia too hot for white labour, the settlement of people of a less sensitive race — in families, as free people but under control — might be hazarded. As such immigrants we could not let in people like the Japanese with an imperial home power behind them. That would mean an open gate for war. But we might let in the meeker and homeless people — the negroes who have learned humility in centuries of adversity. The meek, it is said, will inherit the earth. Long-time vision shows already how it may happen.

The immigration of those we want should be based on the idea of free transport, all found, of a start in debt and a struggle out of it. It can originate with private settlers bringing money and servants. This is the class that used to be called ‘gentleman,’ lords of the manor in the bush, ‘squires’ of a new squireship, with time to die before the squireship and the gentility has quite died out as the mass levels up and the class levels down. It can originate with direct government ‘planting’ of people in a favoured spot, a Peace River Valley, a Slave Lake district (when free from mosquitoes). These would be people with a little money but not much, but enough to afford from the start a place to call their own and not be hired labourers. These are the people who ‘learn farming.’ By the time they have learned it their money is gone, but then they can begin farming. Different from all these is the great class of people who come out, free of cost to work as labourers and to save money, so that they too can learn farming, and then lose it. This is not comedy. This is the strange up and down of the economics of immigration, a moving dynamic mass, by which a community is stirred and kneeded like dough — and some time later on settles down, as dough does. Presently as a ‘settled community’ it falls asleep beneath the elm trees of its country churchyard. Parts of older Canada — the sequestered corners of Ontario, as Lundy’s Lane beside Niagara, or Georgina on Lake Simcoe, the ‘townships’ (in Quebec) and more than all the French settlements of the Island of Orleans still dreaming of Jacques Cartier — have taken on already this air of immemorial antiquity. So, too, the embowered districts of Dutch South Africa, as at Stellenboch, and along the Avon in Canterbury, New Zealand. We must hurry up and make some more of them. It will only take a hundred and fifty years.

This great flock of immigrant labourers will work mainly for companies — land, mines, fish, timber, every one of them with special privileges, monopolies, and the hope of gain in the future if not at once. Hope deferred maketh the heart sick, but not deferred profits. These opportunities for colonial investment waft the sweet scent of profit from overseas to unlock capital from London vaults and ducal deed boxes. Nor is there any more pleasant pastime in life, any more rhythmical accompaniment to the passage of life itself than to sprinkle a little capital round and see what happens to it. Not much is needed. We are told, as already quoted in this book, that in Evangeline’s time even the poorest had a share in abundance. So, too, it was seen that in the days of the recent stock exchange boom, even the poorest had a few shares of something. These were halcyon days. Barbers as they shaved talked of their gold mines. The dull monotony of life — all visible in its narrow track ahead — changed all its colour when illuminated by a chance — even an odd, an infinitesimal chance — of sudden fortune. Our unhappy Puritanical legacy has bred in us a national attitude, reflected in our national legislation, against the sin of gambling, of sweepstakes, of games of chance — things that are said to undermine character, destroy effort and lead to ruin. So they will, if you let them. So will whisky, tobacco, golf, study — even Christianity itself, if you get too much of it.

The organization of Empire development companies should be on such broad lines that stock can be widely distributed, that people with only a few pounds to throw away can throw them in that direction. But they should carry also classes of securities, duly baited for philanthropists, bonds at a very low interest, too low to represent a real commercial return — but with a silver lining of common stock, lowest class, that just may, someday, bring a great return. The philanthropist subscribes for his 2 per cent bond as a patriot, dreams, as his real self, of the someday dividend, and so dies dreaming.

The immigrant policy must get away from the preconceptions of bygone days — above all from the preconception that immigration means only land working, and that land means wheat farming. Homesteading has vanished — or at least shifted from the centre of the picture to the back corner. This was the plan which the United States adopted as soon as the Civil War set the North free from Southern opposition to Western free settlement. The law of 1862, copied in Canada in 1874, inaugurated a system that pushed aside all others and ran strong till 1914. The basis was the gift of 160 acres of fertile empty land which needed nothing but scratching, to anybody who could live on it for at least three months of scratching. The immigrant must make his own way to the land. But cheap transportation made that easy. He scratched and up came wheat. He made a house of sods, or bought a few boards and made a shack. Then he stayed all winter, scratched harder, up came more wheat, and then presently a brick house, and a bam as big as a church, and a harvester and a pianola and a trip back to Ontario to bring his mother, and then a trip to California, without his mother. Then came the dust and buried him.

Homesteading depended on free fertile land, needing no clearing. It is gone. It depended on an insatiable wheat market. It is glutted and sluggish, inert as an overfed hog. It depended on people able and willing to live in sod houses and frame shacks, in the dark, in silence, in solitude. There are none left. Those earlier people had never seen the ‘pictures’ flicker on the screen, nor heard the radio calling all dogs to Hollywood. Our world is urbanized. The radio, indeed, can work both ways, to comfort solitude itself, or make it still more solitary with the contrast that it recalls. Kipling’s banjo on the Nile, was pain, not solace.

The homesteader is gone. Gone also, except for an odd eccentric here and there, the pioneer. This man, the pioneer, is one of the epic figures of North American history. By the pioneer is meant the individual settler, the man with the axe, moving with his few scattered fellows as the skirmish line of civilization, into the rich woods and fertile plains. He built his cabin of cedar logs, hewn flat with a broad-axe, with spruce poles for rafters; lived on game and on a random com patch till he could clear the land. With him was his wife, the spinning wheel as her emblem of office, and with them presently a raggedy flock of barefoot children, born God knows how, with death’s relentless discount taken from their number. There are little graveyard corners in what are now the sunny fields of Ontario or Ohio where the wild flowers straggle over the rude stones and rain-sunk mounds, where rest the settlers, advanced even beyond the pale of cemeteries. Such people would walk forty miles to carry home a bag of salt, or make a painful journey of a week, with a yoke of oxen over a bush track, once a year to buy supplies in the nearest settlement — a run pleasantly made by their descendants in an hour’s drive in a motor-car.

Such people are gone and passed with their epoch. We no longer have the rich land, the gardens of the wilderness to give them. But if we had, few people now would willingly accept the conditions, not so much the isolation in itself, as the distance from all outside help and, above all, from medical care. Read over again in the pages of Maria Chapdelaine, as the tragic shadow of illness falls across the Peribonka cabin, the helplessness of the slow surrender to inevitable death. Few people now, even if we had the land, would consent to see their wives, few wives to see their children so far from help. Our settlement must move on a broader front, with a skirmish line of doctors, young men whose aeroplane flight can reach everywhere. Medicine in great cities cannot easily be socialized without incurring the inertia which threatens all governmental service. But the medicine of the immigration frontier easily can. The frontier supplies its own inspiration to sustained effort.

But a great deal can be done by the other type of migration to which I have referred above, the ‘manorial migration’ of people with a certain amount of means.

I am thinking here of British people who live on their own money and wish they had more of it — not young people with nothing but old people with something. These are people straightened within a narrow income, distracted by taxation and anxious for their children’s future. These are the people who ought all to come to Canada. Of Australia I cannot speak; perhaps they ought all to go there too, and to South Africa. But I know that they ought all to come to Canada, and that there is room for all of them. I mean, they should come out to Canada, buy a Tittle place,’ and live ‘on it’ and ‘off it,’ ever after. They will not make money. They will lose it, but lose it as gradually and gently as the vigour of life itself fades into old age. In the meantime as the Lord of a little Manor, or the Lady of a lesser Grange, their means will last out their lives and their children grow up in what will sooner or later be again a country of advancing glory.

A little place — that means ten, twenty or forty acres — with an old brick house on it that someone built out of the Crimean War wheat — old elms, a sweeping lawn, all ragged and overgrown, with flower-beds planted with the old-fashioned flowers of the England of a hundred years ago. You will find such places all the way westward through what was Upper Canada, from where the pointed French houses die out at Coteau du Lac to where the sky-scrapers rise in the mist of the river horizon, over in Detroit. The places represent the bygone chapters of our history of the early settlement of Upper Canada and of the valley of the St. John, New Brunswick, in the days of the Loyalists. Here came not only Loyalists, but the half-pay officers of the wars, the younger sons portioned off into exile, and all that class of ‘gentlemen’ by which is meant people who cannot earn their own living and, if they work, must do it out of sight. One can revive, with honour, the vanishing picture of the countryside that once held them, the strange mingling of the new world and the old, of hardship and simplicity of life, matched with old time courtesy. Inside a parsonage of logs or a manor house of hewn timber there were still the manners and the taste of those who had known the larger amenity of the old world. Their day is gone, but they helped to stamp on Upper Canada the tone and temper it has never lost and to which it was never truer than today.

Such families are now largely broken up. Few live where they first settled. The winds of fortune blowing to the West swept them to the prairies. The cities caught them to the arms of the professions. The conditions of Ontario farming cut each thousand acre estate into ten hundred-acre farms; paved highways cut through the lines of spruce trees where long ago each man must needs have his own avenue, and much that was once lawn and hedge or old time maze, quickened into sudden value as suburban real estate. But tucked away in corners still, you can find your old red-brick manor house if you want it. You can tell that it is the right one because it will have walls two and a half feet thick and a wine-cellar with bins for Madeira. Living in it with your children you cannot lose money as easily and simply as the financiers do, but you will keep losing a little all the time. But long before you have lost it all, your children will give you all you want.

If our Dominion and Provincial Governments were wise they would give a solid income tax exemption, for an initial period, to British people coming to us thus with money and children — our two foremost needs. If our municipalities were wise they would give an exemption from local taxes. Outsiders should be warned that the insane expansion of Canadian town areas has carried municipal taxes (rates, so-called in England) in many places clear out into the country. To settle down on such a bed of taxes would be like sitting on a wasp’s nest. But a five-year exemption would remove the sting. Meantime all that we gave to the manorial settlers we should get back twice over — the most blessed kind of giving that there is.

But the largest hope is in company settlement, corporate settlement. Here the government supplies a charter and sells certain privileges and monopolies. People with money buy the shares, and more willingly still, the bonds of the company. The settlers come out at the cost of the company, receiving at first everything, though they may individually be also shareholders. The simplest case is that of the land company. Here the prospective profit of the shareholder is found — or expected — in the advancing value, someday, of the blocks of land reserved for them among the actual settlers. Here is that beautiful prospect of getting rich without working, such as Solomon detected in the lily. This manner of growing rich has been much discredited in the past century, by the history of city lots on Broadway, the unearned increment of Henry George and the flock of taxes called the single tax. But, properly used, there is nothing more wrong with it than with whisky or tobacco. If a land company takes over a block of fifty square miles in the Peace River district, a subscriber, in putting in a hundred dollars, is not covenanting with sin. It is, for him, the result of past work, not of present. Those whose busy efforts give it value, are using his labour of the past.

Land companies are only one type. Equally feasible are mining, fishing and forest companies — anything where the grant of a privilege may be matched by the obligation to hire labour and to develop the country.

This was the general plan of migration strongly favoured by public opinion in England before the gift of responsible government took away British control of colonial land. It is the system that still connects the memory, half discredited and half exalted, of Edward Gibbon Wakefield, whose remains lie in the cemetery of Wellington, New Zealand. Wakefield abducted an heiress. That’s not against him; few of us get the chance. But he went to Newgate for it, in the days when the transportation of convicts was going strong. Prison set him thinking. For after all, as La Fontaine said of the wolf’s lair, ‘What can you do in a prison except think in it?’ Wakefield planned a scheme of colonial settlement which presently ‘caught on.’ The Canterbury Province of New Zealand, and the State of South Australia stand as the result of it, if only by having tried it and cast it out. But the fault lay not in the scheme itself but in its application. Wakefield’s plan, as already indicated, is that of settlers, brought out free as labourers, buying cheap land holdings from their savings — which money then brings out new settlers to work for the first ones. This was to be set up as a sort of endless chain, like the endless chain letters of a Ladies Church Endowment Fund, which end so chainlessly. The Wakefield system, in its South Australian application, was a sort of cheerful comedy, suitable to a mild climate where you can sit on your packing cases and drink up your capital — a thing impossible below zero. Canterbury dropped the system, as a vigorous patient drops a crutch, and the world passed on and forgot it.

But something very similar was tried out with huge success in Upper Canada in the days of the old Canada Company (1824 and on) before yet the new Province of Canada, with its new responsible powers took over Upper Canada (1841), land and all. The Canada Company received great blocks of land in the western peninsula of Ontario — itself a garden country, never used, because of the nearby Senecas. The company received proprietary rights of soil and timber; were pledged to bring out settlers and put them on individual holdings; they built roads, churches and schools, with tax exemptions for doing so. The Company founded Galt, Stratford and Guelph. They got their money out of the unearned increment and made lots of it. If the academic socialists are right the company promoters were all ‘bourgeoisie’ seizing an ‘unearned increment’ and no doubt went to hell for it. But for Canada’s sake, it was worth having them go there.

Here is a passage quoted from a contemporary memoir of the old Canada Company.

As the sun set on a summer evening of 1827 Galt and his associates stood in the forest and with the axe passed from hand to hand, they felled on a rising knoll a great maple tree to mark the site of a town. This done, the axe was exchanged for a circulating flask of whisky and a health was drunk to the prosperity of the future city (the present city) of Guelph.

Any one who can read that passage without sympathy and emotion, is not wanted in the British Empire.

Place beside it, as a pendant, this from a current annual register; Guelph, a city of Ontario on the River Speed; a large agricultural centre; exports grain fruit and live stock; seat of the Ontario Agricultural College; contains many factories, four mills, saw mills and woollen mills, population 21,000.

All that, with one drink of whisky.

Nor are we to think that migration from the mother country means flight or abandonment. It is the very essence of Empire, the support of our common existence. It is the reaction of its migrating people that helps to make Great Britain what it is. All those who have come over since first Gilbert claimed Newfoundland, and all who spring from them have had their share in building up, in increasing the power, in guaranteeing the safety, not of a Dominion alone but of the country from which it sprang. The boys who for three centuries ran away to sea, the dispossessed younger sons who blew like thistle-down over the newer lands, the Covenanters martyred to the West Indies, and, in the Victorian Age, the outgoing singing poor, crowded and dirty and triumphant — all these in their going and in their casual returns, in the magnet attraction of their new hopes, the glamour of their new fortunes — all of these helped to fashion, to re-make, the character of Britain as we know it. Those of us who thus belong to the new Dominions — I speak here collectively for uncounted millions of us, dead or alive, can in a sense say of it, ‘We too made it.’
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CHAPTER VII

Bonds of Union 
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The Search for Peace and Union — The Clap Trap of Paper Treaties and Semi-Ready Federations — Limitations of a League of Nations; a Servant not a Master; Its Place the Kitchen not the Hall — Britain and America — Our Real and Unwritten Union — Canada and the United States a Pattern to the World — World security without Ink

NATIONS cannot be held to one another by written compacts. Malevolence can tear them up and then only force remains. In such one-sided bargains, sin beats righteousness at the start since the one is free to break its word and the other cannot help but keep it. A nation that throws away its arms on the strength of a piece of paper, is lost. The paper is only good if what is written on it is already in the heart.

A spring can rise no higher than its source. Laws and institutions cannot exist till the spirit first comes. They are the expression of it. Laws against theft arise from the fact that the great mass of the people are determined not to steal. The philosopher Kant thought that a social compact of laws could be made even among devils. But he was wrong. Why the devil should a devil keep a compact if he wants to break it? Kant would say that two or more devils could make a devil keep a compact. But so they could without the compact. The word is worthless without the inspiring spirit.

It is this that renders fruitless much of the current discussions of the future federations to be formed, presumably, of present devils; of a new League of Nations, or of a super-state to be made by mixing devils half and half with honest men.

All these things are ropes of sand, nothing — Kant’s devils over again. In the world about us we must look around for ties that hold.

If a League of Nations has no armed forces of its own, it cannot of itself use any coercive control. It can only say what it thinks; and any of us can do that. If it has armed forces, but not superior to those of ordinary nations, then it only adds one more to join in a fight; only turns a private fight into a public one. But if the League of Nations, is turned into a super-state armed with force over disarmed nations, powerless against it, then this is nothing but committing hari-kari. In the world in which we now know we live, the proposal is so silly as to be beyond discussion. It is silly in the good old English sense, meaning innocent. It belongs among the nebulous illusions of people too kind and too credulous to realize facts or of people cunning enough to think that they can fool others with it.

A League of Nations can do admirable service. It can serve as a voluntary agent for international discussion, for arbitration. It can serve as a world clearing house for statistics and economic research. It can gather information to aid the social progress of the world. But it can never exercise a coercive control. Its weapon is the pen, not the sword. Its member is a professor, not a statesman and still less a soldier.

We must therefore look about to find what real bonds of union there are to connect the Empire with enduring peace. These we find in its association with the United States. The peace of North America has risen on the horizon as a light for all the world. We can read the future by it. We can see from it how nations can remain in peace and harmony with neither force nor compact.

With America, and in a sense with all the world, the Empire is united by the English language, and by the community in literature that it brings. A single world-language is as yet only a world dream. But English is already, or already becoming, the second language of all the world. It is spoken as a mother tongue by 200,000,000 people. Russian, at a glance, seems to approach it with 140,000,000. But Russian is shut into its own area. It is an island. England is an atmosphere. Outside of Russia you cannot buy a cup of tea in Russian. You can feed in English all over the world. Where Russia changes into Mongolia, you can see printed signs for travellers, we are credibly informed, that read ‘English spoken; American understood.’ English is the language of the sea. And when the continents and islands of the Empire end, English still washes forward in broken waves of ‘pidgin English’ (business English) of the Orient, of the Beach-la-mar talk of the Pacific Island, or the queer jabber in which West Africa trades gin and coconuts. The outside people who have handled English — from the Normans on — have knocked out of it all the grammatical nonsense of suffixes and affixes, and fitted it for world consumption. It carries its awful spelling like a ball and chain on its foot, but it marches on. There is no doubt of the power of language to unite, or rather of the power of diverse language, to separate. In the United States, as colonies, the English language got enough rootage to hold its place and spread across the continent. Without that, the world’s history would be different. If the German immigrants to the Middle West had made a German speaking bloc, if the Creole French speech had spread to cover a larger Louisiana, with a Spanish area from Texas to California, and if a Scandinavian country had appeared in Minnesota and the Dakotas, it is hard to believe that there could exist the united republic that we see.

Still more intimate is the bond of literature common to us and to the Americans from Shakespeare to King James’s Bible down to Gray’s Elegy written in a Country Churchyard — common till then, and since then shared in common. American boys and girls at school charge with Tennyson’s Light Brigade. English children climb Excelsior with Longfellow’s mysterious boy, as ignorant of where he is trying to get to as American children themselves. Mr. Pickwick and Rip Van Winkle, the Deer Slayer and Gunga Din, the Boy on the Burning Deck and Huck Finn on his Raft, are the common possessions of Britain and America.

But most intimate and powerful of all is that union of intercourse and ideas. That is seen as between Canada and the United States. Here Canada acts as a middle term between the Empire and America. It is well to dwell on this for in it we can see the living outline of a world to come — that or chaos.

Turn back the pages of our history to the American Revolution that ended with the surrender of — or not that, it sounds a little painful — let us say, that ended with the Peace of 1783. It turned out and has been turning out more and more as kindlier eyes looked at it, in the colours of the sunset, that it wasn’t a revolution at all — just a sort of triumph of British freedom on the soil of America.

The British themselves saw it first. They discovered after the Revolution, as I say, that it was a great triumph for British freedom, and that George Washington was a typical English country gentleman. In fact, they annexed the whole thing, made it part of British school history, called it ‘manifest destiny,’ and recommended it to all other, quieter colonies — just as a mother, always likes best the bad boy of the family.

After the Revolution came the ‘Loyalists’ to settle in Upper Canada. But they none the less remained Americans, in their way. They brought with them from New England their Thanksgiving Day turkey, and from New York the ‘York shilling,’ that was our count of money till yesterday. From them, too, came the Tittle red school house’ in its ‘school section’ framed on the Massachusetts model; and later the local government and the township that they themselves had brought out of Lincolnshire.

Presently there came the war of 1812. We can’t get it quite straight now, what it was all about. It makes fine moving ‘pictures.’ But what that war was for, we can no more make out now than old Caspar could with his. It was something to do with ‘pressing’ sailors, but it’s all gone now— ‘pressed and cleaned’ like the rest of our history, as fragrant as old lavender in a cedar chest. As a matter of fact, as in all our conflicts and quarrels, both kinds of people seem to have been on both sides. Why, in the Upper Canada of that day, of its 80,000 inhabitants only 35,000 represented the Loyalists and their children, and 25,000 were ‘American’ settlers who had come in on their own account, and the rest (20,000) had wandered in from the old country. And, per contra, ever so many Americans thought the declaration of war was a policy of madness and the Governor of Massachusetts issued a proclamation (June 26th, 1812) for a public fast for a wrong committed ‘against the nation from which we are descended and which for many generations has been the bulwark of the religion we possess.’

So that was how our history started and that was the way it kept going on. Quarrels that refused to turn to hate, animosities that broke down into friendship, seeds of dissention sown in a soil that brought them up as flowers. Angers that passed like April showers, or summer thunder, only to clear the air. The underlying reason of all this is the queer intermingling of our history and our population. The loyalists were only just the beginning of it. All through a century and a half our populations have washed back and forward over the line. Why, if at the present moment you count up all the people born in Canada and still alive, fourteen out of every hundred are living in the United States, a total of 1,250,000 in all. And conversely, 350,000 American born peoples are living among us.

All this interchange of population one might think would have to lead to amalgamation, to the ‘annexation’ of Canada by the United States, or of the United States by Canada. ‘Annexation’ indeed used to be the bogey of our Canadian politics, the turnip on a stick with a candle in its mouth, used to frighten the electors. It is a dead topic now.

Annexation made its last appearance in 1911, a period that begins to seem like ancient history now, all peace and sunshine and such a thing as a ‘World War’ just a fanciful dream of the imagination. Elections in days like those had none of the grim reality of life and death struggle in which we live now. They were made up of 50 per cent business and 50 per cent humbug. You had, of course, to start an ‘issue,’ and if there was none in sight in a clear sky you had to make one, as an Alberta rain-maker makes rain. So this time the Liberals said to the Conservatives ‘How about annexation?’ — and the Conservatives said, ‘First rate, which side do you want?’ — because both sides had had each. It was like the way in which the ‘scholars’ in the little red school house used to decide on who should have first innings by throwing a baseball bat and matching hands on it. So the Liberals took Annexation and lost out on it.

Looking back on it now after nearly forty years it all seems coloured with the evening light of retrospect. Nor were there any great angers over it at the time. One of the great arguments of the platform was to quote a letter of good Mr. Taft, the President, in which he had spoken of our becoming an ‘Annex’ of the republic. He probably meant it as a compliment, just as one speaks with pride of the expansion of an hotel. But naturally for us ‘Taft’s letter’ became the target of heroic denunciation. They used to carry it round, copies of it, to election meetings and have it on the speaker’s table, beside the water jug, as Exhibit No. 2 — right after the telegrams from all the distinguished people who would not be at the meeting — a little touch that lends class to a political gathering. It’s not who’s there, that counts, it’s who’s not.

Years after they gave a big dinner to Mr. Taft at the University Club in Montreal, when he had long finished being President and was up here as an ‘arbitrator’ to decide whether the Grand Trunk Railway was worth nothing or less than nothing. In introducing Mr. Taft the Chairman read out from bygone newspapers those old denunciations of Mr. Taft and added ‘Look at him! The man has the face of a Mephistopheles!’ And Mr. Taft, smothered with laughter, admitted that he had.

But if anyone wants to understand our relations with one another better than history can tell or statistics teach, let him go and stand anywhere along the Niagara-Buffalo frontier at holiday time — July 4th or July 1st, either one — they’re all one to us. Here are the Stars and Stripes and the Union Jacks all mixed up together and the tourists pouring back and forward over the International Bridge; immigration men trying in vain to sort them out: Niagara mingling its American and Canadian waters and its honeymoon couples... or go to the Detroit-Windsor frontier and move back and forward with the flood of commuters, of Americans sampling ale in Windsor and Canadians sampling lager in Detroit.. or come here to Montreal and meet the Dartmouth boys playing hockey against McGill... or if that sounds too cold, come to Lake Memphremagog in July and go out bass fishing and hook up the International Boundary itself.

But all of such fraternization is only all the more fraternal because we know that we are satisfied on each side of the line to keep our political systems different. Annexation in the old bygone sense has vanished out of the picture. And in the other sense of a union of friendship that needs neither constitution nor compacts, we have it now and mean to keep it.

It is on this basis that we can build for the peace and safety of the world. There is no question here of a formal federation or a written compact. These things can defeat their own end. They indicate as much what will not be done, as what will. They invite a grudging dispensation of assistance, a measured allotment of goodwill. But goodwill cannot be measured and allotted; and without it a federation is just a chain, weak as its weakest link, and an axis a weather-cock, turning with every wind.

The world needs a standard to which all honest men may rally, a barrier to shelter the weak against iniquity. As the keystones of such an arch, the government of free men that arose in Saxon England, and became in America government by the people and for the people, will have fulfilled its final purpose.
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THE HISTORY OF Canada is the sum total of the biographies of all its citizens. In its unfolding, all have a share; from its narrative, all derive that pride which comes of participation. Written in national terms, it is yet, in so far as every Canadian is concerned, a deeply personal record; for here, fashioned into a composite picture are the activities, in peace and war, of industry and commerce, of labour and capital, of the great and the humble. Other departments of letters may perhaps have a special appeal; history belongs to all. The House of Seagram, it is true, is not a publishing house. That under its imprimatur is issued Professor Leacock’s inspiring history of our country is the result, both of an appreciation of the extreme timeliness of the subject, and of a consciousness of the wider civic interests of industry. For Canadian business, it seems to us, is not merely availing itself of a privilege, but is also fulfilling a duty, when it lifts its eyes from the narrow confines of its ‘powers’ as described in its charters, to regard the wider panorama of that country to the history of which it contributes its record of achievement. The horizon of industry, surely, does not terminate at the boundary-line of its plants; it has a broader horizon, a farther view, and that view embraces the entire Dominion. There is no doubt but that the most important document among the records of any commercial enterprise is its balance-sheet. That document, of course, owes its importance not to the facts and figures it contains, but to the people, the human effort and striving, represented by its mathematical symbols. For a business is constituted, to paraphrase a well-known dictum, ‘of people, for people, and by people’. We feel that Appendix A to each and every business balance-sheet, an appendix unwritten yet undeniably there, is the general history of the Dominion, itself a projection in deeds of the personality of all its citizens. That, in fact, is the larger balance-sheet, without which all others are meaningless, purposeless, motion without progress! It was with this motivation, that, as our country stood engaged in battle for the defence of its most precious ideals, this volume was conceived, planned and prepared. We felt that it ought to be done, and done now; and that no one could do it better than Professor Leacock. Certainly it is meet and fitting at this time of struggle, as with might and main we strive to preserve our Canadian way of life against the onslaught of a ruthless foe, that we cast a backward glance upon our history to find those ideals and aspirations which made that way of life, and to realize anew the solid and enduring principles for which we have taken up arms. Certainly it is well, as we measure our resources in man-power and in armament, that we take into account the true strength of our national character, which achieved so much in the past and which to-day is the mightiest weapon in our arsenal. Such a survey, surely, would intensify our sense of privilege in our Canadian citizenship, and hearten us in all the changing circumstances of war. For the inspiration of the men and women of the past who with valour, faith and self-denial brought our Dominion thus far in its journey, is, in itself, in the hour of destiny, an army with banners. Let the chronicles be taken down again, therefore, and the tale be re-told, from its early beginning until this very day, and let not the occasion when yesterday we defeated the same foe who now shows his fangs again, be forgotten. It is an heroic saga, this of our Dominion, told in Professor Leacock’s brilliant and inimitable style, and it is a story full of the profoundest moral implications. Here, for centuries, lay the vast expanse of Canada, stretching, in the words of the Psalmist and of our national motto, from sea unto sea, rich in natural resources, enjoying a climate which was vigour calling unto vigour and waiting for man, bearing in his hand the conjuror’s rod of civilization to turn that untouched domain of yesterday into the flourishing Dominion of to-day. Here, indeed, was God-given bounty, but none to benefit therefrom. But not forever. From the British Isles and from Old France they came, followed later by many of the peoples of Europe — men of Norway, Denmark, Holland, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Russia, Greece — Canadian kin of our present allies — and other ethnic groups too, who crossed the sea to build a new life in a free Canada — many peoples, from near and from far, each of a different historic past, all of a single Canadian future. The perils of the sea are braved; a path is blazed through the wilderness; a way is blasted through the mountains. Land is about to become a country! The makers of Canada are upon the scene! Adopting criteria which were in themselves to be a triple standard in the land, they follow the lofty traditions of their origin, they apply the genius of their craftsmanship, with integrity of purpose they strive ever onward, and they build — Canada. Labour and capital make their respective contributions to the common weal, and statesmanship conceives confederation, and gives birth to national unity. Our railway-builders view the trackless wilderness, and endow the vast land with a vertebral column of steel. Banking, industry and commerce begin to flourish. The prairie is made to give forth the gold of its wheat; and men descend into the bowels of the earth to wrest from their hiding-place the treasures, sealed so long. Cities arise, with their towering structures, and harbours are builded whence men may go down to the sea in ships. The forests are felled; the mills are in motion, supplying their products to a free and untrammelled press. Places of worship, and places of learning dot the land. Where yesterday there was only the forest primeval and the whispering pine and the hemlock, there is to-day the multifarious activity of a great country. It is no magic fiat which achieves this: it is the people of Canada who have made and are making Canada. The coureur de bois; the merchant-adventurer; the explorer; the colonist; the homesteader; all who came early, wrestled with Nature, and won — these are the precursors who made our country. Without them, Canada would be still a beautiful but uninhabited Xanadu, “of caverns measureless to man.” The splendid history which Professor Leacock has written is a just tribute to those intrepid and inspired pioneers. But while we pay tribute to the forerunners of Canadian history — the pioneers who left their heritage to this generation — we cannot but realize that this generation itself is chosen by opportunity, and bound by duty, to constitute the pioneers for the generations yet to come. For pioneering is not a static thing, done and accomplished. To us, too, is given the occasion so to fashion, and build, and defend our way of life, that our children and our children’s children may look back upon the men of this age as the pioneers of the twentieth century. The opportunities which lie open to Canadians inflame the imagination. Certainly the future decades of this century, which in the words of the late Sir Wilfrid Laurier “belong to Canada,” will see Canadians zealously dedicating themselves to the further development of the boundless resources of our country, and will see, too, those resources flowing to the farthest corners of the world — a Canadian contribution to the welfare of humanity. At this moment Canada is already playing its high role. The position which our Dominion occupies within the Empire — a position, born of our common loyalty to the Crown, and now emphasized by our comradeship in arms — places our country proudly among those which are to-day the bulwark of world civilization. Nor can we leave unmentioned the part which Canada is playing and will continue to play as intermediary between the two greatest forces for good that exist in the world to-day. Because of our geographic location upon this continent, and our spiritual location within the Empire, we are destined — as we, indeed, have already seized that destiny — to bring closer together the best of the Old World and the New. Nature itself seems to have intended us as the intellectual corridor between England and the United States, already bound one to the other by common ideals, a common culture, and a common peril. In the handclasp which to-day symbolizes British-American relations, the respective forearms may well extend over an ocean and a continent, but it is through Canada that the firm grip of friendship meets. They are high objectives which the future holds for Canada. To encompass them the vision of the early pioneers must be with us still, for where there is no vision, the people perish. It is the vision of a free Canada, a united Canada, a mighty Dominion. To-day as we come to grips with the barbarian foe, not only of the Empire, but of all mankind, we shall find in these the pages of our history the signposts which shall serve us, not only during the struggle, but also after the inevitable victory. Here are enshrined the ideals of liberty and democracy upon which our way of life is based, and here in the activity of our people, are manifested the various groups of different origins and separate creeds, working together in harmonious unison, each making its own contribution to the completed achievement which is the Canadian mosaic. Here, too, the firm resolve of all to follow the one increasing purpose of progress, and to develop still further the untold possibilities of our country, a blessing to ourselves and a boon to all mankind; and here above all, glowing upon every page, is courage, courage to defend our rich heritage, and maintain what is dearest of all, our freedom and our principles. These, indeed, are “the foundations of our future”!


AUTHOR’S FOREWORD
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I AM VERY glad to have my name associated with the preparation of this volume. While it is being written and prepared, our country and our Empire are passing through the shadow and storm of war. But this dark hour is illuminated by the white light of human courage; the bitterness of this suffering is alleviated by the inspiration of patriotism; and this dark cloud carries a silver lining that foretells the coming dawn.

It is at the present hour that a book such as this is meant to be may well come forth. The strength and unity of our Empire, which is proving its salvation in our present crisis, rests upon its past. We have built on this bedrock of human freedom. This structure still shall last when those erected on the dead sands of despotism shall be washed away by the rising tide.

We can best learn to value this heritage of freedom by reflecting on its history. We can best appreciate the present in the light of the past, and in the same light we can realize the measure of our duty and obligation towards the future.

Here then is the story of the making of Canada. The aim of the narrative is to show the foundations of our present national life. The large canvas of our Canadian history carries a wonderful wealth of light and colour, in the romance of exploration and adventure. In its foreground are the waving banners that mark the alternating fortunes of war. But set within all this is the real picture, the deeper colours and the quiet shades that reflect the life of a people, the silent growth of a nation.

Our country carries upon its surface the traces of over three hundred years of settlement. It has already its antiquities, its mouldering stones, its sites and shrines, its venerable buildings falling to decay. It has already in places its “long, long ago.” With this are the annals of three centuries of history unrivalled in its varied and picturesque interest. But we realize on reflection that the vastly greater part of our country, as regards civilized settlement and occupation, is a thing of yesterday. Here are great cities that within living memory were solitary prairie, crowded harbours where but half a century ago the sea rolled in unheard, unheeded.

This very novelty is an inspiration. This very lack of history is the foundation of history itself. We can begin at the beginning. We can mark the site of the earliest cabin, the grave of the first settler. Those short and simple annals of the lowly, too humble for narration in our older world, overlooked in the majesty of royal records and titled genealogies, can be the basis of our Canadian story.

It is in this light, this fading light if you will, that those of us now grown old view our Canadian history. For much of English-Canada our own memories and our own recollection of those before us carry it all. While we have time we should set it down so that for those who come after the record shall endure with its proper surrounding and setting.

If it may be said with becoming modesty, I myself can claim a certain qualification as such a witness. I was a child of six when my father came, sixty-five years ago, to settle in the Lake Simcoe district, thirty miles from the nearest railway. We lived in an isolation not known to-day even in the Arctic. The nearest village was four miles away, over rough roads and through cedar swamps. Newspapers we never saw. No one came and went. There was nowhere to come and go. And the stillness of the winter nights was as silent as eternity. So I am qualified to speak of settlement.

This part of Canada was never settled till the new migration from the old country, after the great war with France, supplemented the earlier opening of Upper Canada by the American Loyalists. Till after 1815 it was one vast stretch of unbroken forest, dense cedar and close-packed tamarack and the tall hemlocks and pines that overtopped it. The earliest grants of land were to retired officers and men, mustered out after the war. I can myself remember some of these oldest settlers who had first come to settle in the woods around the Lake, and, among them, old men who had been rebel and loyalist in the rebellion of 1837 and carried still something of its angers, fading out with age.

I speak of such recollections not in a personal way but as a heritage common to so many of us in Canada. Carry them back through a generation or two of memory and hearsay, and you can reach to the days of the American Revolution and the founding of the Maritime Provinces. With our French-Canadian fellows such memories and recollections carry back even further, till they are lost in the golden mist of the royal history of France. In our Western Canada the annals of settlement are still for the most part those of a single life, and memory and history are one. It is to this softened light of a history that blends so largely with living memory that this narrative looks for its colouring.

But this relative shortness of the past serves to lengthen and enlarge our future. Canadians instinctively think more of what is still to come in their country than of what has happened in the past. People of older lands typically and commonly look back. They think of their thousands of years of history, they see all about them the monuments and the majesty of the past. The face of the earth beneath their feet has been changed and refashioned at the hands of man. Of nature as it was there is but the unchanging sea and the sky, fickle with the changes of the hours but in centuries the same. Thus people in England or Scotland turn their aspirations towards living up to their past, keeping their country as great as it has been. “There’ll always be an England” sings the Englishman, and the Scot doesn’t even have to sing. But Canadians would never sing that there will always be a Canada — like this one. This is just a beginning. We have hardly started. Wait a hundred years and see.

Hence any proper story of Canada, even in narrating the past, must open the windows of every outlook to the sunshine of the future.

I would like to add one further word. It may well be that in the writing of this book the execution has fallen short of the aim. But there is no doubt of the value to our country of such a record of the history and the life of its people as this book was designed to be by those who collaborated in planning it. Canada has always been fortunate in the generous help given in the past to education, art and science by those eminent in commercial life. The House of Seagram in their public-spirited design in the production of this volume, worthily take their place in this honoured company.


CHAPTER I. THE EMPTY CONTINENT
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THE NEW DISCOVERY of America — Formation of the Continent — Man’s Transit to America — The Norsemen in America — The Aborigines and the Empty Continent — European Expansion and the New World — The Search for the East — Voyages and Explorations of the Fifteen Hundreds — Misdirection of Effort — The Empty Continent still waits.

The poet Jemmy Thomson, in writing Rule Britannia in 1740, tells us that Britain originally “arose from out the azure main.” This is exactly what it did, except that the main was not azure. It rose, very properly accompanied by the rest of the British Empire and in fact preceded by Canada. The “main” was not azure because there was no sunlight to make it so. Around our unformed globe was still wrapped the dense volume of steamy cloud that shrouded it in the half-darkness that still holds the planet Venus. Under this moved and stirred the heaving and silent water later to be the windswept, sunlit ocean. Within the first crust that thus emerged and remained above the water, was the rim of desolate rock that surrounds the Hudson Bay, the central ring of inner Canada. This is perhaps the oldest country in the world. Till yesterday it seemed destined to eternal solitude. The discovery of America has begun again. Much of it, and especially of Canada, such as the El Dorado in the northern wilderness or the Aladdin’s cave of radium beside the Great Bear Lake, moves from useless desolation to the foreground of human interest. In the world’s production of wealth and search for welfare the emphasis of human effort has shifted from tropic plants to northern minerals, from the jungle to the rock, from the forced labour of the Egyptian slave to the leaping power of the northern waterfall. This alters entirely the outlook of the world towards Canada. Less than a century ago the famous British historian, Sir Archibald Alison, “History of Europe,” Cha could state that “probably seven-eighths of this immense surface, British North America, are doomed to eternal sterility from the excessive severity of the climate, which yields only a scanty herbage to the reindeer, the elk and the musk-ox.” But it is now as if the globe had shifted on its axis and tilted Canada towards the sun. Thus does history reveal that continued migration “Northward Course of Empire,” V. Stefansson, 1922 of civilization so finely called the “northward course of empire.” The palaces of Nineveh are buried under the Mesopotamian sand, and the Assyrian, who once came down like a wolf on the fold and whose banners were gleaming in purple and gold, now sells rugs in a palatial hotel in what was once the “desert of the Saskatchewan.” This sense of the illimitable resource of our future — not boastful but earnest — should be the inspiring idea of a proper study of Canada.

 

These great changes have had much to do with the change and development of our globe itself. Where nature built and fashioned broadcast, man has groped and burrowed. Every last thing was thrown down lavishly for us millions of years ago. Only knowledge lingered. So we can perhaps best understand the structure and resources of our country or our continent by turning back to the earliest hour of earth’s time and seeing it in its formation. Our globe, once a ball of fire torn from the J.W. Gregory, “The Making of the Earth,” 1912 sun, cooled, shrank and solidified. As it cooled, so the geologists tell us, it underwent the same pressure of stress and strain as attend the collapse of a balloon losing gas, or a football losing air. Like these it tried to draw itself into a solid figure of four sides, each side a triangle, like the little four-sided glass pyramids seen as table ornaments. Its own rotary motion counteracted this, trying to re-make it to a smaller sphere. But the enlightened eye can still see in the structure of our continents and oceans, the huge outline of these four triangular faces, washed by the seven seas. One great triangle outline, the easiest to detect, is that of America — all America with the Atlantic — from its wide base along the arctic rim to its “toe” in the antarctic. The great gash where the Gulf of Mexico is torn out of the continental outline is said by scientists to mark the place where it was detached in its formation from the side of Africa that once joined it. Slide our American continent east again along its parallels and it would refit with Africa. But as a matter of fact — of science — it is still slowly sliding the other way, west. Canada is estimated to be moving away from Europe at the rate of a few yards a year. This is excellent, except that it brings us nearer Japan. But this picture at least emphasizes, if only as in a parable, the unity of all America.

Per contra, what we call the Old World, Asia with its appended Europe, along with Africa and the Indian Ocean tapering south, forms another face. The Pacific Ocean gives the natural and simple outline of another triangle, sunk beneath the sea. The broad cap of the arctic regions, unfamiliar as a unit in our maps, marks the fourth face — the top, or lid, as it were, as we generally picture the upright globe. As the outline formed, as the ridges rose and the seas retreated, there may well have been alternate rises and falls, lost land, land bridges and bygone islands, such as human fancy, ever since Plato, has loved to restore. All this for the most part long before man; but not of necessity before emerging life.

The globe cooled; the clouds lifted; the sun came; the waters sparkled and there was life. How it came in we do not know. What it is, we cannot tell. We mark its self-adapting change, its will to be. Its mystery we cannot read. Even before the sunlight, great plants, giant ferns, rose in the half-darkness to sink and submerge as future coal fields. Animate life no doubt appeared under the water and then crawled hideous to the land. It grew in size before it grew in adaptability. Huge animals dragged their flabby length, pulpy, non-resistant and premature. But nature always toned the process to strength, endurance and beauty. There came a time when the prairie blossomed with flowers and the birds sang in the woods, and the earth waited for man; waited and waited for such uncounted thousands of years that science cannot count them now. Indeed our scientists seem to lengthen their conjectures with every passing decade. Sir Arthur Keith, “The Antiquity of Man,” 1925 Lord Kelvin estimated the age of the earth at 100,000,000 years. Our later knowledge of radio-active elemental change alters the estimate to perhaps 4,000,000,000 years. Life may have existed hundreds of millions of years ago. But the space between the first appearance of life, and the first appearance of man, perhaps 500,000 years ago, seems inconceivably vast.

But at last man came. He was by descent a sort of super-baboon, or a first-cousin ape. The scientific name is an “aberrant primate.” Like most of us he cannot trace his direct family — just his “people” at large. Such as they were, he parted company with them. Man came down from the trees, stopped climbing, stood to attention and began using his hands. His particular trick was that of “opposing” his thumb to his fingers. They say that that made him.

At any rate man set to work to make something of himself, and presently succeeded, and there he was! Body and mind, man beat his cousin apes on every lap; turned growls and chuckles into speech; made sticks into tools; and so parted company with all the rest of the world.

This was in Asia. Man undoubtedly was evolved in one area and from it spread out over the globe. But our New World of America knew nothing of man for a long time. We have never found, as in Europe and Asia, those ancient skulls buried deep under rocks that prove their age by the calendar of geology. Here is the famous “Piltdown” skull of some man who once lived in Sussex; the Pithecanthropus of Java; or the recently found Mongolian man, the last addition to the “old gang.” Now and then a false alarm, as started by the Los Angeles find of 1924, awakens vain hopes of ancestry. But so far all our discoveries of skulls in rock betray a later burial, and not the solemn, primeval rest of the Sussex man.

Man, then, came to America from the Old World. There was no difficulty about it, as we see it in the light of modern knowledge. Indeed there were so many ways of coming, and man probably came by so many different ways, that the only surprising thing is that there was no regular coming and going to the mainland of America till the time of Christopher Columbus. That was the trouble — the coming and going. Primitive people might come, and did come, but they couldn’t go back; or they came by so slow a journey, spread over generations, that they forgot where they came from and presently thought they came from the sky.

Ellsworth Huntington, “The Red Man’s Continent”

Here are some of the ways in which mankind came to America. A glance at the globe shows that Asia and America are almost connected territory. We seldom realize that the long peninsula of Alaska, which is part of the United States, reaches out so far west that the most westerly of the Aleutian Islands, which form its continuation, are due north of New Zealand. In other words this long peninsula and its island stepping-stones reach to within 200 miles of the Peninsula of Kamchatka, in Siberia. Early men, even with only primitive means of water transport, could have drifted or been blown across this gap. It could never have been in prehistoric times a known and travelled passage. It was at best a disappearance into the black night of the ocean, like the passage beyond Gibraltar to the early Mediterranean people. But the Bering Strait itself, though about 800 miles farther north, is only fifty-six miles wide, with two small islands that reduce its longest water gap to thirty-five miles. In some winters the whole strait freezes to a solid stretch of ice. Nothing but the climate of this desolate Asiatic region prevented mankind from moving eastward out of Asia as easily as westward into Mediterranean Europe. But between the truly habitable parts of Eastern Asia — as the valley of the Amoor River — and the Bering Strait, there lies a stretch of two to three thousand miles of the coldest and most forbidding territory on the globe. Life shudders in the cold, its flame almost extinct. The winter temperature at Verkhoyansk, the “cold pole” of north-east Siberia, shows a January average of 59 degrees below zero, while the minimum recorded (so far) is 94 below. In such a region Ellsworth Huntington, “The Red Man’s Continent” the means of life are scant and precarious, the winter an unending darkness, the summer a glare of meaningless sunshine. Scholars do not doubt that prehistoric man crossed this territory, but never as a single and remembered transit. It was a slow migration, generation after generation long, farther and farther into the mist and cold, till it filtered down the Alaskan coast of America into the sunshine — its origins forgotten. But where man’s memory fails, the stamp that nature sets on him persists. Our Eskimos of Canada and our Indians reproduce beyond all doubt the Mongolian type of man. The native custom and mode of life of our Pacific Indians, as first discovered, still connects with Asiatic culture.

It is true, the bridge of language between Asia and America is broken beyond recall, the connection, if any, a mere matter of guess-work. Language in America is multiplied and divided even more than in the Old World. It is estimated that there are at least 1,000 original distinct languages on the American continent, that is to say, languages, mutually unintelligible and not, as dialects, mutually comprehensible. These all interconnect from the Eskimos to the Patagonians. But nowhere do they connect with the speech of other continents. This is the more striking since elsewhere surviving similarities of language stretch over a connection of thousands of miles of distance and forgotten centuries of history. You may trace the Uro-Altaic family of languages, H. de Windt, “Paris to New York by Land,” 1903 from Finland and Turkey across the whole stretch of Asia. The numerals from one to ten, as existing in Turkish, are virtually the same as those used at Yakutsk. This marks the track of the great Asiatic migration westward and north-eastward from its first starting point. Similarities of language, as said, run through and across all America. But as from continent to continent there is no bridge. Yet this only bespeaks the vast antiquity of the migration and its slow transit.

But this undoubted movement of man into America was no doubt supplemented in some small degree with arrivals by other routes. We need consider but little the possibility of land bridges joining America to the Old World. Such there undoubtedly were. The American continent, as has been said, may once have adhered to Europe and to Africa, from which we may imagine it, as in the fancy of love songs, reluctantly drifting apart. But few scientists would allow us to imagine man as part of its reluctant flight. His time was yet to come. Similarly the North Atlantic may have had its Atlantis, now sunk beneath the waves, and the “banks” of Newfoundland, the “continental shelf” of Greenland, may once have joined to Iceland and the British Isles. But there is a lack of any evidence that this was in man’s brief yesterday.

But in one direction from America there is such evidence. The Polynesian Islands of the Pacific which are the still projecting heights of the earth-face that collapsed, reach all the way from the Australian waters to where they end at a distance of some 2,000 miles from South America. Across the whole island world of the Pacific, there is, and always has been, transit and intercourse reflected in the bond of language and culture. The phrase “the cannibal isles,” once covered them all. Now Easter G. Routledge, “The Mystery of Easter Island” Island, the farthest outpost towards South America, is distant from it 2,000 miles. To the nearest inhabited island on the west, Pitcairn, the distance is 1,100 miles. But on Easter Island are huge stone monuments, fashioned, beyond all doubt, by man and not by nature. Some of them represent human figures, as high as 37 feet and 50 tons in weight, evidently cut from the still traceable quarries in the island lava. Who put them there? Not the puny population of an island of 55 square miles. It was, at first discovery (1722), estimated at perhaps 2,000; never more; at present 250. This original population knew nothing of either stone work or mechanics. The monuments were certainly not transported from Asia or America. The only conclusion is that Easter Island was once part of a much bigger place with a great population and with arts unknown now, and that most of it subsided under the ocean. The tidal wave of its subsidence may well have washed its people away, or perhaps they left in terror. New-comers, thousands of years later perhaps, took the island and the stones as they found them. If this were true, a lot of queer resemblances between South America and Polynesian culture would find an easy explanation. Constructive imagination, once started, could make the mystery of Easter Island rival the life of William Shakespeare.

On the other side of America is another “dead certainty” of primitive migration. There is no doubt that long ago men from the old world made their way — or had their way made for them — to Central America. Physically this is all too easy since the direction of the winds, blowing over temperate seas, makes such a transit a simple accident of storm and weather. Here then in Yucatan, and in adjoining regions of Central America, overgrown in the jungle, lost from memory for centuries, are the stone walls and sunken corridors that mark what was once the seat of Mayan civilization. Painstaking scholarship has deciphered its calendars, its star pictures and its records, only one degree from alphabet writing. Now primitive people, tending their flocks, know and watch the night sky — a thing unseen and forgotten in our cities. They note imaginary resemblances in a group of stars — highly fanciful mostly — to a dipper or a wagon or a chair. By these resemblances they name the stars, by word or picture. And the Mayan symbols for the stars around the Zodiac — the ram, the bull, the heavenly twins, etc. — are the same as ours, the ones the Old World made up thousands of years ago. The likeness between the constellation and the thing from which it is named could never account for this. There is too little likeness. Mathematically the chance of twelve “same” names in a line, beats out infinity. The only conclusion is that the “Mayans” blew in from “home.” Unfortunately that seems all of it. After the first glow of our comradeship, the realization that they too are of European descent, there is nothing left.

But of far greater meaning and with a bearing on the future as well as on the past, is the coming of the Norsemen to America, five hundred years before Columbus. A thousand years ago the Norsemen roved the seas of north-west Europe. Their home “Narrative and Critical History of America,” 8 Vols. Edited by Justin Winsor, Vol. I, Chapter II was on the coast of Scandinavia and on the narrow seas below, but their toil was on the sea, and every settlement their harvest. They were themselves driven forward by the eternal pressure of Asia upon Europe. They turned from piracy and plunder to settlement. All the east and south of Britain became theirs in a slow conquest that in a century and a half pushed back the Britons to the mountains and to the far west coast and islands. They settled down, turned Christian, and presently their inland farms and homesteads heard the village church bells in place of the sound of the sea — and that was England. The fire of the maritime spirit died down, to be kindled again five hundred years later with the winds of American discovery, to blaze in glory in the beacons of the Armada — as yesterday in the night sky above Dunkirk. Thus leads a main thread of our history from the Norsemen till to-day.
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“A thousand years ago, the Norsemen roved the seas . . .” — page 10

But other Norsemen clung to the far north. They passed Great Britain by and settled in Iceland (a.d. 874). They built up a cultured civilization, a community of some 50,000 souls. There in a treeless land of lava, fiord and open grass, adventure could not fall asleep as in the Sussex farmstead. They blew westward on the wings of the wind and established a farther settlement in Greenland. The chance voyage of a boat driven in a storm (Gunnbjörn, about a.d. 900) first revealed this land. Two generations later an outlaw leader, Eric the Red, led his followers to Greenland, (a.d. 980), and a little later a whole company of settlers to this new home. It also was treeless, but that mattered to them less than nothing. There was a bright carpet of summer grass glistening on the hillsides, like Ireland in the rain, and so they called the place Greenland. This Greenland establishment lasted for four hundred years. The settlers raised cattle and sheep, built stone houses and churches and traded back to their homeland, and so to Europe, with cattle hides and seal skins and walrus ivory.

It was inevitable that the Norsemen should blow on from Greenland to America. The transit was nothing to people whose Fridtjof Nansen, “In Northern Mists,” 1911 great open boats, often over seventy feet long, strong and buoyant, driven with banks of oars or a huge square sail, could ride the seven seas. Due west from the Greenland settlement is the mouth of the Hudson Strait, at a distance of about 600 miles; south-west about 800 miles is the Strait of Belle Isle, leading to the Gulf of the St. Lawrence and the heart of the continent. There was nothing to stop the Norsemen from “discovering” America. They did. The record of it all is preserved for us in the Sagas of the Norsemen and in a sort of Domesday Book, the Land-Names-Book, kept in the Icelandic settlement. Chance led the way. We read how Biarni, son of Heriulf, striking westward from Iceland for Greenland in the year 986, was driven too far, and found a land covered with woods and with low coasts without mountains in sight. So Biarni knew it was not Greenland and steered away. Then came a great wind from the south and blew the ship in four days to Greenland. After Biarni came Leif, the son of the Red Eric who first colonized Greenland itself. Leif bought Biarni’s ship, and sailed on set purpose with a crew of thirty-five. This was in the year a.d. 1000. They easily reached land, but this time it was all covered with snow, and on the shore were great slabs of stone and in the background empty and desolate hills. Leif called it Helluland, which sounds in our English like what it was, but he meant the “Land of Stones.” There is little doubt that this was Labrador.
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Leif and his crew sailed on down the seas — south and east and then south it must have been, but there is no count of days, no landmarks of places. No doubt they caught sight here and there of the coast and stood out to sea and on. They landed again at a place where they saw broad beaches of white sand. Here there were thick forests all along the shore. So they called it Markland, the country of trees. This could have been Newfoundland, or Cape Breton, or Nova Scotia. There is no way to tell. They sailed again, a north-east wind behind them, and then, in two days, landed again. This time they had reached the place that every schoolboy knows as Vinland. Here were lakes and rivers filled with salmon, and beautiful woods and trees easy to fashion into houses. It was not cold, though the autumn was well on, and the days had not drawn in so short as in Greenland. They found patches of wild grain and one day one of the sailors found bushes with berries on, which he said were the grapes from which wine was made in southern countries. None of the Norsemen had seen such things as vines, but the man who brought the grapes is called by the saga a “Turk,” meaning a man from the south, and so they took for granted that he knew. They gathered boatloads of American wild grapes, and presumably made wine and anticipated the horrors of the prohibition era by nine hundred years. Leif called this place Vinland and they stayed all the winter through. When they got back they told all about it and others came in new voyages, Leif’s brother Thorvald and different people.

For a few years there were many Vinland voyages. One leader, Thorfinn Karlsefni, tried to make real settlement (a.d. 1007), with a hundred and sixty men in his ships, with many of their wives, and with cattle. They built houses and traded with the savages and were there four years. At least one child was born in America, and christened Snorri, the first hundred-per-cent white American. Then came hardship and quarrels with the savages and the settlers learned for the first time the lurking danger of savage ambush in the woods, that darkens the annals of America. Karlsefni saw his people killed by savages who did not fight like men. Presently so many settlers were killed that the terror of it drove the rest away — back to God’s country, all bright ice and snow, and with no trees to shelter savages.

So that, except for the mention in the saga of odd journeys to the Labrador coast and to the mainland elsewhere for timber, was the end of Vinland. And presently the night fell on the Greenland settlement itself. We do not know how and why it ended. Transit and communication with Iceland seem to have grown less. After the year 1410 the record ends. The last known voyage from Greenland to Norway is dated in that year. When John Davis, the Elizabethan navigator, saw the coast in 1585, there was no sign of any habitation. When settlement was started again by missionaries in 1721, there was no population V. Stefansson, “Unsolved Mysteries of The Arctic” found but the native Eskimos. Of the Norsemen’s colony there remained nothing but ruined stone and scattered rubble; no record; no writing; and over part of it the eternal glacier of Greenland had made its burial of ice. We do not know how the settlement met its end. It may have been that the plague of the Black Death, which passed westward across Europe in that epoch, laid its hand on the little colony. It may be that food ran short and the settlers moved westward, to become long afterwards the “blond Eskimos” of Coronation Gulf. Perhaps the Eskimo fell on the settlement and wiped it out. Readers who wish to pursue the topic further may find it in the fascinating pages of Vilhjalmur Stefansson’s book, The Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic.

Meantime, whereabouts was Vinland? The simple truth is that we don’t know. It may have been anywhere down the east coast of Canada or of the United States. The saga tells us exactly how long the shortest winter day was. That would locate its latitude to a nicety; but we no longer understand the method of time measurement used in the chronicle. Fond fancy traces the Norsemen over a wide area. There is an old mill assigned to For illustration of the rock, see “Leif Ericson” them at Newport in Rhode Island. There is the famous Dighton Rock, with marks like Nordic runes traced on it, lying in the Taunton River in Massachusetts, and other tokens elsewhere. But, unfortunately, Nordic runes are extremely hard to distinguish from scratches, and old mills without a miller mean nothing. The latest speculations and investigations, of lively interest to us in Canada, are the attempts to prove that the Norsemen went due west from Greenland into the Hudson Bay and from there south into the interior. Evidence of this is offered in certain resemblances of language (a shaky matter to the trained philologist) and in the avowed discovery of Norse armour, swords, etc., all of which is set forth in Mr. James Curran’s recent volume, Vinland the Good.

In summary, it is perfectly clear from the record that the Norsemen discovered the mainland of America, visited it from Greenland again and again, and once at least attempted a settlement. But the main point of the episode has been, I think, entirely missed. They discovered America and had no particular use for it. To us the words “discovery of America” are so portentous with meaning that we stand aghast at the idea of people finding it and leaving it. We know now that it was really America! and behind it were New York and Hollywood and all sorts of things. To the Norsemen it meant nothing — an empty shore of slate, or at best a forest of wood; but with treacherous savages in ambush among the trees — not to be compared with the bright, clear sky of the north, the glittering icebergs all adrip, and the carpet of green grass and flowers, and the long winter sleep, and the goodwill towards man that drinks and sings and fights but knows no treachery. That is how the Norsemen must have viewed America.

 

But although it remained for centuries a closed chapter, this coming of the Norsemen to Canada is of more than academic or historic interest. It bears directly on our future. We want them back again. Of all the people who have come to settle among us, there are none to whom the Canadian climate and environment is as congenial as to the Scandinavian races. They are, in a sense, more Canadian than ourselves. I have heard it argued by one of the most illustrious scientists of McGill that the peculiar tone and rigour of our climate, or of most of it, will turn us all into Scandinavians before it has done with us. The Nova Scotian and such may well remain damp enough to be a Scotchman, but the rest of us, especially in the North-West, will “go Norwegian.” This may be a far cry, but even a far cry may have a nearer echo.

And the nearer echo is this. Immigration from the Scandinavian countries should be a major feature of our Canadian policy when at last British victory imposes peace on Europe. Such a peace will undoubtedly bring us a new migration from our home-lands such as never was seen before. But we can no longer dream of the open door of migration thrown wide to all nations. The British Empire can restore and impose peace and humanity and fair play, but it cannot create in the poisoned organism of continental Europe the trust and honour and mutual reliance now lost for generations in race hatred and in the creed of brute force. The hope of world peace, resting on power — for it can rest on nothing else, and on the humane use of it, or else it rots away — this hope lies only in our Empire and in America. The British Isles will be our European bulwark, buttressed with the adherence of nations kindred in race and ideals. In such companionship alone we can place our full faith.

One other bearing on our present world has this bygone chapter of our annals. It throws into a strong light the anomalous position occupied by the territory of Greenland. An accident of history, broken from all meaning, connects it with European sovereignty. Till yesterday this fact was of no consequence. This vast region, one-fifth the size of the United States, is nothing more than a huge bed of ice such as once buried all Canada. Alaska, at first sight its western counterpart, was derisively called, when Secretary Seward bought it in 1867, “Seward’s ice box.” Yet when the box was opened the Alaskan birds began to sing. But Greenland is, and remains, a chunk of ice. Of its area of 730,000 square miles, all but 30,000 is buried under ice. The “green” of Greenland is too small to matter. The fact is that Greenland is suited only for the Devil’s work of air bases and hidden stations of attack from which to threaten the real continent. Even such mineral deposit as its cryolite, known since 1784 and found on the Arksut Fiord, in the ice-free corner of Greenland, is contributory rather to the uses of war than to those of peace. No one can think that the inhabitants of Greenland wish their territory to be a continuing menace to the peace of the world and of themselves. Their parent country, in chains or out, can never guarantee its own security, let alone that of a territory of 730,000 square miles, three thousand miles away. These Danes can play an important role in the world’s future and one that will not be inconsistent with an accepted change in the international status of Greenland after the war.

With the close of the Norse voyages all definite connection between the mainland of North America and Europe came to an end. The continent remained, as it had been for uncounted centuries, empty. We think of prehistoric North America as inhabited by the Indians, and have based on this a sort of recognition of ownership on their part. But this attitude is hardly warranted. The Indians were too few to count. Their use of the resources of the continent was scarcely more than that by crows and wolves, their development of it nothing. Estimates of their numbers varied. But a recent scientific survey Mooney, Smithsonian Institute Papers, 1928 gives the figure of 1,100,000 to cover all the Indians in what is now the United States and Canada. This estimate, according to other authorities, is, if anything, an overstatement. But even at that, it only means one Indian to every seven square miles. But that again gives a false impression. The great bulk of the continent was far emptier than that. Such Indians as existed were in many places grouped together in considerable bodies; such as the 17,000 Iroquois between the Mohawk River and the Great Lakes, or still more, the coast Indians of British Columbia.

This meant that enormous stretches of territory such as those around the Great Lakes and on the Atlantic seaboard, were made up of unbroken forests, impassable except by lake and stream, where the voyager might wander for days without meeting, or expecting to meet, the face or trace of other human beings. The fiction of Fenimore Cooper and the history of Francis Parkman have preserved for us the aspect of what it Francis Parkman, “Half Century of Conflict,” Vol. I, Chap. III once was. “Seen from above,” says Parkman, in speaking of this primeval forest, “the mingled tops of the trees spread in a sea of verdure basking in light; seen from below, all is shadow, through which spots of timid sunshine steal down among legions of lank, mossy trunks, toad-stools and rank ferns, protruding roots, matted bushes and rotting carcasses of fallen trees.” Even “The Prairies,” 1842 more lonely, but with the strange attraction of its very loneliness of grass and flowers, were the wide savannahs, the open prairies that stretched “in airy undulation” from where William Captain (later General Sir William) Butler, “The Great Lone Land” Cullen Bryant saw them in the Ohio territory till they reached the sunset of the far Canadian West below the Rockies. As late as at the first establishment of Manitoba (1870) Captain Butler could write of our North-West, “there is no other portion of the globe, in which travel is possible, where loneliness can be said to dwell so thoroughly. One may wander five hundred miles in a straight line without seeing a human being.” Such, and no more, is the meaning and extent of the Indian ownership of North America.

From this long sleep the continent was awakened by the tumult of the age of discovery that brought the voyage of Christopher Columbus in 1492. His discovery came, like everything else, because it had to. It was a part of the new awakening of Europe when the night of the Middle Ages gave way to the dawn of the modern world. Many causes contributed. The invention of gunpowder ruined feudalism. There are in warfare two permanent enemies, the attack and the defence. First one and then the other is uppermost. In the Middle Ages defence had utterly beaten attack. Huge stone castles on hillsides and escarpments, with well-water and ample provisions, could resist indefinitely. Then came the train of artillery and the castles fell. The attack prevailed and stayed uppermost for centuries, till the Boer war of 1899 first showed trench warfare, that was to mean the deadlock of triumphant defence in the Great War. Now has come the new chapter of aerial bombardment; attack leads as never before.

Thus the close of the Middle Ages saw feudalism give way to De Revolutionibus Orbium Celestium, 1543 great national states with trains of artillery and the cannon of ships of war. That meant a new political order. With it came the awakening mind; the art of printing; the rediscovery of Greek learning; the new mathematics and astronomy, Copernicus A.D. 1610 and Galileo’s telescope. The old heaven and earth literally passed away.

Not one but many scientists and navigators revived the Greek Justin Winsor, “Narrative and Critical History of America,” Vol. I theory that the earth was a sphere. Sail west long enough and you would get east. Several model “globes,” like that of Martin Behaim, had been made before Columbus sailed. Hence came new power and confidence in navigation and transport — the compass and the quadrant, and the art of sailing against the wind. Galley oars were packed away for ever in the new triumph of sail. Longer voyages were possible with new opportunities for commerce. The Portuguese ships reached farther and farther down Africa.
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Then came the precipitating cause that set all others into operation. The invading Turks overran Eastern Europe, took Constantinople (1453) and blocked the trade route to the East. From time immemorial trade had passed from Asia to Europe by overland caravans and by the Red Sea. The route was so long and varied that the Asiatic end was lost in the mist. When Marco Polo told Europe about it, they classed him with Herodotus A.D. 1298 and other such liars. Thus the East remained a place of myth and fable and magic attraction, containing somewhere Arabia Felix, and Prester John, and the Great Khan of Tartary, the Empire of Cathay and the Islands of Zipangu. These were the names that later lured Europe to discover empty America, where Cathay turned into New York, and Arabia Felix was Manitoba.

Such is the background of the voyage of Christopher Columbus. Let it be noted how filled with paradox are the annals of the discovery of America. It was accidentally found in their path by men who were certain it was not there. As Goldwin Smith has said of Columbus, “the new continent was discovered by “The United States,” 1893 the man who had staked most on the belief that no such continent existed.” Columbus died still thinking America part of the East Indies. Even when it had to be admitted that the continent was there, its “discoverers” still hoped to find a way round it or through it. They found it hard to believe that the globe is divided, as it is, by one huge mountain barrier reaching virtually from pole to pole. Cabot and, after him, the Elizabethans and Henry Hudson were trying to get round the top of the continent. This was the famous “North-West Passage” to Asia, the arctic mirage that ended only when Roald Amundsen’s voyage in the Gjöa in 1903 proved it feasible and worthless. Others tried to get through by going up the St. Lawrence. The name “Lachine,” even if given in irony, chronicles this waning belief in a passage to China. As late as 1634 Champlain sent Nicolet up the lakes to Wisconsin, which he thought was part of Asia. For R.G. Thwaites, “The Colonies,” 1901 it was hoped that the rivers of the interior might somehow lead to a portage “over the top,” as indeed they do in Central America. John Smith, in going up the Chickahominy in Virginia, carried letters to the Grand Khan. These eager hopes passed by as of no account the dense forests, the broad savannahs, and the silent waters of an empty continent — its real wealth. This frenzied expectation of palaces, of stores of gold and silk and precious stones, misdirected and distorted all the discovery of America. When the expectation turned to reality in the treasures of the Aztecs and the Incas, the wrong turn became the main highway. Thus the real America, our northern continent, had to wait for a hundred years. We have but to recall the calendar and course of discovery in the sixteenth century, to realize that this was not yet settlement, but search. Columbus landed on Watkin’s Island in 1492. John Cabot sailed the coast of Newfoundland in 1497. It was in the year following that Vasco da Gama successfully carried the Portuguese trade-route around the Cape of Good Hope to India. This eastern reality strengthened western effort. In 1501 Corte-Real, another Portuguese, explored the North American coast south of the St. Lawrence. In 1513 Nuñez Balboa made his way through the jungles of the Isthmus of Panama and looked out on the illimitable Pacific, “silent upon Keats of Cortez, in error a peak in Darien.” In the same year the ageing Ponce de Leon searched the “land of flowers” (Florida) looking for the Fountain of Youth, which was not there. Old men still seek it there in vain. Hernando Cortez (1519-20) first achieved reality in his seizure of Mexico and its treasure of precious metals. Velasquez landed in “Chicora,” now South Carolina, in 1625 to catch slaves, but found instead Indian savages. Narvaez tried again for Florida in 1528, landed at Pensacola, was lured inland by the savages and perished in the swamps with all of his three hundred followers except four. These men, eight years later, reached the California coast and were saved by Spaniards from Mexico. Coronado (1540) and other Spaniards explored the Rio Grande and spent three years on the south-western plains, looking for the fabulous “Seven Cities of Cibola.” These things are not part of the history of Canada except that they show the reason why there was no history of Canada. The search went on. The brothers Pizarro (1532) achieved an even greater result than Cortez in their discovery and conquest of Peru. Fernando de Soto went overland through the swamps and reached the Mississippi, where he died of swamp fever. Where the lure of gold failed, the sign of the Cross held firm. After the adventurers came the missions from Santa Fé in 1598 till the end of the chain in San Francisco (1776).

With this Spanish adventure went that of France. It was conspicuous in the voyages of Jacques Cartier (1534-41), as discussed later. But it failed signally in attempted establishments in Florida and Carolina (1562-64) and on Sable Island, off our Nova Scotia (1568). The British calendar of exploration in North America showed a long gap after the Cabot voyages. Attention had turned elsewhere, to the Russian seas and to the Levant. Hakluyt chronicles a voyage to Newfoundland made by a leader called Hore, ending in misery and cannibalism, a poor “ad” for A.D. 1536 this country, as we should say. Then no one came till Martin Frobisher (1576), who sailed into our arctic seas, “for the search of the strait or passage to China.” He brought home what seemed C. P. Lucas, “History of Canada,” 1891 gold ore, came again and fetched back quite a cargo of “fool’s gold” (iron pyrites). Then came, just at the end of the chapter and of the century, when exploration was to be exchanged for settlement, Sir Humphrey Gilbert’s glorious but futile voyage and first attempt at English colonization.

Thus practically all this early enterprise in the New World was vitiated by its inferior purpose. It was based on the search for treasure, domination and the rapid fortune of conquest. It did not carry with it the fundamental justification of settlement and of a new home beyond the sea.

 

But even apart from this misdirection of enterprise towards gold and treasure, there were other reasons why much of the best part of the continent slept, and sleeps, so long; why the worst was taken and the best left. These reasons lay in the peculiar geography of access from Europe to the North American continent. One can hardly deny that the western, the Pacific, coast, offers the more attractive area of settlement. To realize this, one has only to think of the sunshine of California, the island paradise of Vancouver and the adjacent shores, and the soft climates and the warm currents that wrap these latitudes.

But there was no way to reach this western side of the A.D. 1519 continent. The voyages of Magellan through the straits named A.D. 1577-80 after him, and those of Drake and others round the Horn, proved that the Pacific could be reached by a sea voyage. But the route could not serve for commerce and migration till later centuries brought better means of transport and better control of scurvy. Balboa’s discovery made it possible to reach the farther ocean through the jungles and fever of Panama and to build ships on the Pacific coast. This served for Peruvian adventure and for the establishment of the Pacific missions but it also was out of J. M. Gibbon, “Steel of Empire,” 1935. Chap. IV the question, for centuries, as a broad path of migration. The Pacific indeed could be reached by an overland journey, as it presently was by Alexander Mackenzie in 1793. But this journey through a savage country of prairie, desert and mountain ranges could only become feasible long after Atlantic settlement had opened the way. Hence the far west stayed empty and unknown, and most of all the part of it that now is Canada. The penetration of North America on the east is facilitated by a coast line easy of access, with innumerable harbours. But the coast once occupied, access to the interior is impeded by the ranges of the Alleghanies. Hence the coast was first settled while the region of the Great Lakes and the Ohio territory remained empty. Access was found through the break offered by the Hudson River and the Mohawk Valley, and by the gap of the Potomac. On the south the tortuous channels of the Mississippi in a land of back-waters and bayous, waited long for commercial use. On the north-east, however, the St. Lawrence offers with the Great Lakes the widest fairway into the very heart of North America, a route still fully to come into its own. But it is ice-blocked in the winter, and in the early days of settlement the hostile tribes of the Five Nations lay across the path. North of the continent is the wide entrance of the Hudson Strait and Hudson Bay and James Bay and the tributary rivers that offer access to the western plains. But here the desolation of the ice-bound sea echoes to the desolation of the barren land. It is not without meaning that the names Hudson Bay and York Factory and Albany River, reproduce, as the counterpart of their christening, New York and Albany and the Hudson River. But the ports of this northern region, when occupied by the Hudson’s Bay Company, remained, as it were, island outposts in the frozen seas with no access to the main settlements in America. At as late a date A.D. 1811 as Lord Selkirk’s Red River Settlement, this isolation still prevailed.

Reflecting on these facts of geography and history, we can realize why the earlier settlement of North America left much of the best of it still untouched. The Western Peninsula of Upper Canada lay empty and untenanted. The fertile valleys of British Columbia and its fortunate islands called in vain. The North-West prairies blossomed and withered with each forgotten season while the moving sails, the waving banners and the marching feet of three hundred years of history passed them by.

Our country waited. Its mighty rivers moved, silent and mysterious, from the heart of an unknown continent. The waves thundered on the rugged coast where it fronted the Atlantic Ocean. For the passing ships that explored its shores all was silence and mystery. Beyond it was the unknown East and from it breathed, as the sun set behind its forests, a sense of history still to come, the murmur of many voices caught as the undertone of its rustling woods. Our country waited — whereby in the fullness of time it might play the larger part.

 

 

MEMORABLE DATES

1535

Jacques Cartier discovers the St. Lawrence

1605

Founding of Port Royal

1608

Champlain founds Quebec

1610

Hudson discovers Hudson Bay

1642

Maisonneuve founds Montreal

1670

Charter of the Hudson’s Bay Company

1672

Count Frontenac comes to New France

1682

LaSalle descends the Mississippi to the Sea

1689

Massacre of Lachine

1713

Treaty of Utrecht

 

[image: img126.jpg]

ORIGINAL PAINTING BY CHARLES W. JEFFERYS, R.C.A., TORONTO, ONT., 1941
“. . . the Indians led Cartier . . . to the top of the nearby mountain” — page 41


CHAPTER II. THE COLONIAL ERA. 1534-1713
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THE VOYAGES OF Jacques Cartier — Hochelaga and Stadacona — The Fisheries of the Gulf and the Banks — Sir Humphrey Gilbert — Champlain and New France — Port Royal and Quebec — Maisonneuve and Montreal — Penetration of the Interior — Hurons and Iroquois — Missions, Massacre and Indian War — Life and Growth of New France — The Seigniorial System and the Fur Trade — Pathfinders of the Mississippi — Frontenac and the Indian and English Wars — Treaty of Utrecht.

The settlement of New France, like that of New England, does not begin until the seventeenth century, which brought actual and permanent colonization by Champlain, by the Puritans and by the Virginia Company. But a prelude to this settlement is found in the preceding voyages of Jacques Cartier, in the opening by both French and English of the Newfoundland fisheries, and in the unsuccessful attempts at colonization made by Sir Humphrey Gilbert and Sir Walter Raleigh.

The voyages of Jacques Cartier came as an interlude in the unending wars of Europe, preceded by the wars in which France and Spain struggled for the conquest of Italy, and followed by the long series of wars called with unconscious irony the ‘wars J. Winsor— “The Narrative and Critical History of America,” Vol. IV of religion.’ In this pause the restless and energetic Francis I of France, the king who has left to the world after his defeat at Pavia the immortal phrase, “All is lost but honour,” found a new field for honour to occupy. He turned his eager ambition towards overseas empire and the western route to Asia. This last was, so to speak, the ‘grand prize’ that such a sovereign as Francis I would naturally covet. The first commission given to Jacques Cartier, a St. Malo pilot recommended to the king by his admiral, has not been preserved. But other documents show that the voyages of Cartier and of Roberval, his later associate and superior, aimed at the expected opening up of Asia by way of the Western Sea. The discovery of the St. Lawrence and of Hochelaga only strengthened this belief, or at least led the pilots to make capital of it. The new commission to Cartier after his great discovery, speaks of “Canada and Hochelaga” as “forming one end of Asia in the direction of the west.”

But higher purposes and more real ambitions were mingled with this search for imaginary empire. For Cartier himself the conversion of the savages to the Christian faith was throughout a leading motive, as witness his setting up of the great cross at Gaspé. Moreover the prospect of treasure from America itself presently became as bright as the vague vision of Cathay. We are told in the opening of the narrative of Cartier’s third voyage (the new voyage after the discovery of Hochelaga), that King Francis enjoined him to “attain to the knowledge of the country of the Saguenay, where there are, as is declared, great riches and very good countries.” Such is the background of the famous voyages of Jacques Cartier which remain, in spite of their confused and uncertain terminations, one of the great episodes of world history.

The first voyage (in 1534) was little more than a reconnaissance. Cartier’s Narrative in Hakluyt’s Voyages Cartier left St. Malo on April 20, 1534, with two ships, each of about 60 tons, and, in all, a company of 61 men. They sailed across to Newfoundland waters in three weeks and passed through the Strait of Belle Isle and into the Gulf of St. Lawrence. There was nothing unusual or novel in this. For a whole generation already the fishermen of four nations had flocked to these grounds. Cartier himself, after he passed the strait, met “a large ship from Rochelle,” looking for anchorage. But his design was to continue westward, beyond the familiar coastal fishing ground, and to find the passage to Asia.

Cartier followed the north shore of the Gulf a little way westward from the strait. He found it empty and desolate. “I believe,” he wrote in his narrative, “that this was the land that God allotted to Cain.” This sounds like a jest, the first, the original of the jokes on Canada. But it is not. After the pious fashion of the age, Cartier meant what he said; he had found where Cain went to, and he quite understood it. He left this shore in disgust, turned south along Newfoundland, then struck out westward across the Gulf past the Magdalens and along the west end of Prince Edward Island. Here was a different country indeed, a land of delight. “It is the fairest land,” he said, “that could possibly be seen, full of goodly meadows and trees.” He skirted the New Brunswick coast and beyond it, on the Gaspé Peninsula, set up a tall wooden cross, thirty feet high, carrying a shield and three fleurs-de-lis, and at the top the legend VIVE LE ROI DE FRANCE. The scene remains in our history, a picture that never fades.

Here and there the explorers saw Indians, especially on the warm waters that Cartier called the Baie des Chaleurs and on Gaspé. They were friendly, frightened people, half naked and so destitute that Cartier thought they must be the poorest in the world. He noted that they had their heads shaved “except for a tuft on the top of the crown, as long as a horse’s tail.” The ominous meaning of this ‘scalp-lock’ was as yet fortunately hidden from the Frenchmen.

Cartier crossed to Anticosti, rounded the east end of the island and made his way westward along the north shore. Where the island ends, rough winds and adverse currents blocked his advance. But in turning back he at least felt sure that he had found a westward passage. His homeward voyage was through the Strait of Belle Isle for as yet he knew no other way out of the Gulf. In spite of terrific storms from the east that delayed him in mid-ocean he reached St. Malo (September 15) one month after sailing from the ‘north shore.’

 

There followed next year the famous voyage that disclosed Hochelaga and the water gateway to the continent. Cartier himself wrote a narrative report of his first voyage in a manuscript now lost. It was not printed during Cartier’s lifetime, though printing was in its first flower, but the report gained for Cartier ample royal support for a new voyage. The king gave him three good ships, the Grande Ermine (120 tons), the Petite Ermine (60 tons) and the Emérillon, otherwise the Merlin or Sparrow Hawk. To this was added supplies for eighteen months, so that the expedition might winter overseas — all very different from the treatment accorded by the stingy Henry VII of England to John Cabot, who was sent out to make discoveries, like the later despatch of Mr. Pickwick by the Pickwick Club, at his own charges. The ships’ companies numbered in all 110 souls, mostly sailors of St. Malo, together with a few ‘gentlemen adventurers,’ those ‘younger sons’ who figure so largely in the making of Canada. But whoever they were, Cartier’s men played a brave part in adversity. Included in the crew were two Indians who had been taken on board the year before at Gaspé and invited, without option, to spend the winter in France.

The ships left St. Malo on May 19, 1535. A tempestuous voyage parted them in mid-ocean but they came together at their rendezvous off the White Sands, inside the Strait of Belle Isle (July 26). The great Gulf was now familiar ground. This time Cartier was able to pass Anticosti on its north side and then cross to the Gaspé side of the St. Lawrence. Time was wasted in a fruitless detour back to the north side of the river in the vain hope of a passage-way, from which they turned again west, heading up the St. Lawrence.

 

On the first of September the ships reached the mouth of a S. E. Dawson, “The Saint Lawrence” great river, which fell into the St. Lawrence from the north side through a gloomy gorge of rock. Cartier’s two savages told him that this was the river that led to the Saguenay country, and so the river was called and is called the Saguenay — to the great confusion of all readers. For it would seem that the fabulous “Empire of Saguenay” ought to be somewhere north of this river mouth. But when Cartier reached Stadacona, 83 miles on, and Hochelaga another 160 miles west, the Indians still pointed westward and talked of the Saguenay country. The confusion ends for anyone who looks at the map with an enlightened eye. For the Saguenay River comes down from the north-west, in the first place from the great Lake St. John, which lies west of the city of Quebec (Stadacona) and from this lake begins the ascent of great rivers that lead to the portages of Lake Mistassini, and to the Nottaway River and thus to the Hudson and the James Bays — our new El Dorado of the north. The fabled kingdom of Saguenay passed into the class of the Cities of Cibola and the Land of Prester John, but in reality it was there all the time with treasures of copper and gold and silver, waiting for its discovery three and a half centuries later.

So Cartier passed on from the Saguenay, and as he moved up the St. Lawrence the shores of the great river narrowed in, and the scene about him changed from desolation to a land of enchantment. All about him was the blaze of the autumn woods of Canada, a thing unseen in Europe. The forest was festooned with hanging vines, here were islands where hazel-nuts hung from the trees, and another so heavy with clustered grapes that Cartier called it Bacchus Island. He presently thought better of this and gave the island a more reputable name as the Island of Orleans. But whether of Greek god or French prince, the island still keeps the charm that Cartier found.

Now when Cartier reached this point the Indians told him that here began the land and province (terre et prouvynce) of Canada. With that enters into history the perplexing mystery of the name of our country, and with it the lesser perplexities of the territories Saguenay, Canada and Hochelaga.

This first mystery remains unsolved. We still do not know where the word Canada comes from. All are familiar with the fantastic derivation that makes the word mean, ‘nothing here.’ The idea was that, before Cartier came, some Spaniard or Portuguee, angered at not finding gold, said in disgust, “Aca nada!” The polite natives picked up the word and repeated it to Cartier to mean “That’s us.” Equally silly is the gross slander involved in the derivation from the Sanskrit ‘Kanata’— “a small feeder.” Put beside this the derivation once current in Puritan New England to the effect that Canada is called after William Kane who Winsor, Vol. IV,  went up there in 1621 — a patron saint lost to history. Much better is the claim that Canada is an old Portuguese word to mean the ‘narrows’ or ‘the channel,’ that is, the route leading on to the supposed Western Sea. It is true that such foreign words were now and then dropped on to our map without trace of origin; as witness the Spanish ‘Orillia’ that fell mercifully out of the sky as an improvement over Champlain’s ‘Cahiagué.’ But the simplest derivation and the best is that ‘Canada’ was not the name of any one place but was the Huron-Iroquois word for the collection of lodges (such as Stadacona, Hochelaga and Onondaga) which the explorers called a town. Indeed the narrative of Cartier’s second voyage has at the end of it a vocabulary of the language of the natives which says in exact terms, “Ils appellent une ville — Canada.” This might seem to settle it. So high S. E. Dawson, “The Saint Lawrence,” 1905 an authority as Dr. S. E. Dawson has said that we may save all waste of “learned labour” by “permitting the Huron-Iroquois to know their own language.” But unfortunately the narrative itself keeps using the word as the name of the territory, not the town, as when it says, in the text quoted, “Here begins (at eight leagues above Ile aux Coudres) the province and territory of Canada.” At this point of the story Cartier had not yet seen the town (Stadacona). Still, we have to remember that the narrative was written later; indeed, as will be seen, the text has certain suspicious peculiarities about it. Perhaps the word was used in a double sense, as ‘town’ is used to-day. People in England talk of London as ‘town’ and ‘go up to town’ from their own town, without getting muddled.

 

Cartier anchored his ships in the channel between the Island of Orleans and the north shore. The savages, hitherto seen only at intervals, as in canoes that danced in the foam of the Saguenay, or lurking in the woods, now appeared in numbers. Their first fright disappeared in tumultuous welcome when they recognized Text of Narrative H. P. Biggar, “Voyages of Jacques Cartier,” 1924 Cartier’s two Gaspé guides as long-lost kinsmen of their own. The good news spread. The day after their arrival the Lord of Canada— ‘Le seigneur’ Donnacona, appeared with twelve canoes and a great company of people. Cartier gave out presents. There were dances and long Indian harangues of welcome, a first experience of what Indian oratory has bequeathed to our continent. Cartier moved his ship up the stream till he saw the panorama of the “very beautiful and pleasant bay,” the basin of Quebec. Cartier decided to make his winter quarters here. He warped his two larger ships up the stream of the little River St. Charles which here falls into the St. Lawrence. The Indians would have had him stay but Cartier was all anxiety to go on while yet the season allowed it. All that he heard of Hochelaga and of Saguenay made him believe that the great Indian kingdoms and the opening to Asia were farther on. The town of ‘Stadacona’ was just an outpost. Cartier, so far as we know, heard nothing of ‘Quebec.’ The term begins with Champlain, and is Algonquin. Cartier’s Indians, as we recognize from his list of words, were Huron-Iroquois.

Finding persuasion, dances, and even oratory of no avail, the Indians tried to frighten Cartier with dressed-up devils and a spirit message, specially sent by the great god Cudragny of Hochelaga. But in spite of signs of treachery and ill-will, Cartier left for Hochelaga. His main company stayed with the ships. With Cartier went his gentlemen adventurers and fifty seamen. They had with them the Emérillon and two boats. Low water made it wise to leave the Emérillon (at the upper end of Lake St. Peter) and use only the boats.

This happy ascent of the river, bright with autumn colour, occupied thirteen days. Thus it was that towards the close of day of October 2, 1535, Cartier and his companions halted their boats where an island blocked the river and made a swift rapid. Here at the foot of St. Mary’s current they landed and a great concourse of Indians flocked joyously around them. This was Hochelaga. Here are the words of the Narrative that depicts one of the most notable scenes in our history:

“And on reaching Hochelaga, there came to meet us more than a thousand persons, both men, women and children, who gave us as good a welcome as ever father gave to his son, making great signs of joy; for the men danced in one ring, the women in another and the children also apart by themselves. After this they brought us quantities of fish, and of their bread which is made of Indian corn, throwing so much of it into our long-boats that it seemed to rain bread. Seeing this the Captain, accompanied by several of his men, went on shore; and no sooner had he landed than they all crowded about him and about the others, giving them a wonderful reception. And the women brought their babies in their arms to have the Captain and his companions touch them, while all held a merry-making which lasted more than half an hour. Seeing their generosity and friendliness, the Captain had the women all sit down in a row and gave them some tin beads and other trifles; and to some of the men he gave knives. Then he returned on board the long-boats to sup and pass the night, throughout which the Indians remained on the bank of the river, as near the long-boats as they could get, keeping many fires burning all night, and dancing and calling out every moment ‘aguyase’ which is their term of salutation and joy.”

Next morning at the break of day the Indians led Cartier and his men through woods “as beautiful as any forest in France,” to see the town of Hochelaga. On the way they had a rest beside a fire — a brisk October morning — and more Indian speech-making which, as the narrative sadly remarks, “is their way of showing joy and friendliness.” After their rest, their way led to the famous stockaded ‘town’ of Hochelaga, where they were received by a tumult of Indian welcome. The appearance of the place is chronicled in the narrative of the voyage.

“The village is circular and is completely enclosed by a wooden palisade in three tiers like a pyramid. The top one is built crosswise, the middle one perpendicular and the lowest one of strips of wood placed lengthwise. The whole is well joined and lashed after their manner, and is some two lances in height. There is only one gate and entrance to this village, and that can be barred up. Over this gate and in many places about the enclosure are species of galleries with ladders for mounting to them, which galleries are provided with rocks and stones for the defence and protection of the place. There are some fifty houses in this village, each about fifty or more paces in length, and twelve or fifteen in width, built completely of wood and covered in and bordered up with large pieces of the bark and rind of trees, as broad as a table, which are well and cunningly lashed after their manner. And inside these houses are many rooms and chambers; and in the middle is a large space without a floor, where they light their fire and live together in common. Afterwards the men retire to the above-mentioned quarters with their wives and children. And furthermore there are lofts in the upper part of their houses, where they store the corn of which they make their bread.”

 

The above description of the palisade of Hochelaga has been a standing puzzle for the ingenuity of interpretation for over three centuries. That it means some kind of tall stockade fence, is clear; but we must remember that it was made by people with no better tools than axes of stone and some few, perhaps, of native copper such as Champlain found later. Whatever the place was really like, we may be certain that it in no way resembled the famous old woodcut often reproduced, a product of artistic imagination — or of despair. But the picture is worth mention for the history that it carries. As has been already said, the narrative of Cartier’s first voyage was not printed. Cartier’s own script was lost but copies were made and one still survives. It is generally agreed that it was composed by Cartier. The language is “Relation Originale” Breton French, and the terms are those of the sea, the style the plain narrative of a pilot. There survive also several manuscript narratives of the second voyage of which this Hochelaga description is a part. But authorities agree that this was not composed by Cartier himself. It is prefaced with a florid and fulsome address to the king and with a denunciation of Lutherans, as people to be put to death. It bungles the sea terms. It strongly suggests, in its description of Hochelaga and later in its visions of the Kingdom of Saguenay, that the writer was trying, as advertising men would say, to ‘sell’ America to King Francis. This narrative of the second voyage was printed in 1545 but only “Bref Récit” one copy of the book survives, in the British Museum.

Now all copies of the manuscript narratives of the voyages were lost from sight for centuries. Meantime the story of Cartier was only known by a translation into Italian in the collection of Navigations and Voyages printed by Giovanni Battista Ramusio in 1556. One of the surviving copies of this book is in the possession G. B. Ramusio, “Navigationi e Viaggi,” 1556 of McGill University. It contains also an Italian translation of the Bref Récit of 1545, and this was translated back into French and printed in 1598. Richard Hakluyt, the famous clergyman of Queen Elizabeth’s time, who promoted seafaring by gathering Principal Navigations, Voyages, etc., had Ramusio’s text translated into English and put it into his volume of 1600. These were the narratives of Cartier’s voyages as known to the world till the fortunate discovery in Paris (1867) of a copy of the original manuscript of the narrative of the first voyage, and the reprint of surviving manuscripts of the second, gave us back the text. The woodcut of Hochelaga was made for Ramusio’s text and copied and recopied ever since — venerable in its ridiculous W. D. Lighthall, “The False Hochelaga,” Roy. Soc. Canada, 1932 inaccuracies. It shows carpenters working with sawn lumber; makes Hochelaga so large that it would reach from the mountain to the river, its houses utterly confused in number and shape, and Mount Royal dwarfed into a hillock.

Some years ago (1925) the writer of this book had the honour of unveiling the Hochelaga Stone that stands at the foot of the McGill grounds — unveiling, or dedicating, or whatever is done to a stone. He felt the same perplexity about the location and real size of the place as Ramusio’s artist himself. We have to remember that Hochelaga had apparently disappeared when Champlain came in 1603. All that has been found of it are buried remnants of fireplaces, the debris of kitchen middens, arrows and implements, pipes and human skulls. There are none of the half-burned timbers that might mark the site of such a structure. It seems possible that the ‘wigwams’ and the palisades of Hochelaga were lighter and more completely combustible than the text suggests. Such relics as have been found indicate for Hochelaga a site along the foot of the McGill grounds, extending down to Burnside (once its protecting river) and east and west from Metcalfe to near Victoria. The centre of Hochelaga was therefore (as in a sense it still is) in the lounge room of the present University Club.

The Indians who crowded about the French in the open square of Hochelaga — it was a stone’s throw either way — greeted them with every sign of welcome and devotion, as towards superior beings. They laid mats for them to sit on. They brought their sick and infirm to be touched. Cartier read to them aloud from the Gospel of St. John, the Indians lifting rapt eyes to heaven, in pious imitation. After the presentation of beads, hatchets and trinkets, Cartier and his people left the stockade with a grand flourish of trumpets.

From the stockade the Indians led Cartier and his companions, “Bref Récit” his attendant gentlemen and twenty sailors, to the top of the nearby mountain, which he named Mount Royal. From its points of vantage they could see some parts of the rapids later to be called Lachine, the broad expansion of the river above, the mountain background to the north, the valley where lies the Ottawa, and, far away in the other direction, the downward river, the broad flat forest and the cone-shaped mountains beside the Richelieu — a view in all of thirty leagues, they said.

The Ottawa Valley seized their interest. This must lead to the Kingdom of Saguenay. Their hopes were raised when the Indians, of their own accord, took hold of the silver chain of Cartier’s whistle, touched the yellow metal handle of a sailor’s dagger — and pointed up the Ottawa. The meaning of this was long obscure to historians. They thought it meant the silver of the river. The discovery of silver in the road-bed of the Temiskaming and Northern Ontario Railway, over two and a half centuries later, makes the Indians’ meaning as clear as it seemed to Cartier.

The season was growing late. Cartier and his men left Hochelaga forthwith, regained their boats and the Emérillon, descended the river and rejoined their men beside Stadacona. In their absence the men had built a solid fort of log walls around the ships, defended with the ships’ cannon. It was to stand them in good stead. But at first the savages were friendly. They took Cartier with his gentlemen and fifty sailors to see their ‘town’ of Stadacona. This was a group of lodges and storehouses, far less of a place than Hochelaga. But there were the same dances of welcome, the same ‘after-dinner’ oratory. Here the French first saw tobacco-smoking. Their narrative reports that the Indians “fill their bodies full of smoke till it cometh out of their mouth and nostrils.” Here, too, the sight of human scalps drying on frames, revealed to them what the scalp-lock meant.

It was now in the middle of October. The winter set in and there followed at the fort a season of privation, of danger and anxiety, that deepened into horror. The Canadian cold struck with all its rigour. The ships, as early as mid-November, froze at their anchors, in ice that thickened to two fathoms. The demeanour of the savages changed. Cartier learned from secret sources that they intended to overwhelm and destroy the French. The fort was strengthened. Guards were set and trumpets sounded day and night at the change of watches.

Then came the onslaught of a hideous plague. Students of Thucydides, “History of the Peloponnesian War” history who have shuddered at the account of the plague at Athens in the great civil war in ancient Greece, may read with interest the grim story of the pestilence of Cartier’s winter.

“Some lost all their strength,” runs the narrative. “Their legs became swollen and inflamed, while the sinews contracted and turned as black as coal. In other cases the legs were found blotched with purple-coloured blood. Then the disease would mount to the hips, thighs, shoulders, arms and neck. And all had their mouths so tainted, that the gums rotted away down to the roots of the teeth, which nearly all fell out.”

This was scurvy, the dread and horror of all long voyages till modern medicine and hygiene loosened its fatal grasp. Of Cartier’s company of 110 by February only ten, himself among them, remained in health; later not more than three. As best they could, they must man the ramparts, keeping the Indians away, misleading them by noise and clatter. Twenty-five died and lay frozen and hidden under snow; the ground, congealed to stone, forbidding burial. Then came a miracle. The Indians, little knowing the truth, were deceived into revealing a remedy. This was a decoction, brewed from some species of Canadian balsam, that worked a cure as sudden as it was complete.

The worst was past. But with the spring the Stadacona lodges began to fill with new and fiercer savages from the north, far different from the gentle people of Hochelaga. There was no doubt now of their purpose. Cartier determined to be gone. With the break-up of the ice, he hastened his preparations. But he April 15, 1536 believed himself to be in the very gateway of a land of gold and treasure and he determined to bring to King Francis the visible proof of it. The treacherous chief Donnacona, still intermittently friendly, had astonished Cartier with his talk of the Kingdom of Saguenay. He had spoken of “immense quantities of gold, rubies and other things,” of men “as white as in France.” He threw in, for good measure, tall stories of a race of men with no stomachs, who never ate, of a race with only one leg and “other marvels too long to tell.” As Cartier saw it, Donnacona was too good to lose. He must take him along to the king. The unhappy chief fell a victim to his own imagination. When Cartier’s ships were ready, he had his men seize Donnacona and four May 6, 1536 others. There was a rough scene. The chief’s Indian braves fled in panic. Donnacona and his fellows were taken on board the ships, round which the Indians howled all night like wolves. The next day, before sailing, Donnacona, appeased and flattered by the promise of the king’s favour, appeared on deck to wave goodbye to his tribe. He made, we are told, “several harangues” and sailed away, apparently still talking.

Those who condemn Cartier for kidnapping Donnacona should better understand the spirit of the age. Columbus had sent home in 1495 five shiploads of Indians to be sold as slaves in Seville. Article “Columbus,” Encyc. Brit., 1929 John Hawkins was presently to be knighted by Queen Elizabeth for opening the Guinea trade in kidnapped negroes. We may see in Donnacona and his mates not slaves, but household curiosities, gay with trinkets and vain with self-importance. All of the Indians brought over died in France, except one little girl. But, like Lady Macbeth, they would have died tomorrow. It is unfair to sully a great reputation for an imaginary wrong, or one at least devoid of cruelty.

For Cartier is one of the heroic characters of his age — courageous, patriotic, devout. There was nothing in him of the brutality of the Peruvian conquerors. Wherever he went, the Cross and divine service went with him. To him the savages were God’s children. He braved all dangers but made no attempt at conquest in arms. He faced undismayed the onslaught of the pestilence and the treachery of the savages that seemed to preclude all hope of a return to France. His followers appear to have evinced a faith in their leader worthy of his leadership.

Reflecting on Cartier’s part in the foundation of our commonwealth, we realize how deeply graven on it is the seal of France; how necessary it is that we should regard this heritage and recognize the permanence of French nationality and language as one of the corner-stones of this our British Dominion.

Cartier sailed from Stadacona on May 6, 1536, and reached the port of St. Malo on July 16, 1536. The king’s abounding favour promised new expeditions. But Cartier’s later voyages and his association with Roberval need not concern us here. The record is confused. We cannot rightly follow their coming and going. Nor was anything thereby accomplished for the further development of colonization.

After Cartier’s voyages the ‘Canada’ that he had disclosed and named fell back from the foreground of interest. There were still the fisheries and many individual voyages into coastal waters. But the energies of the nation were turned elsewhere. Canada still slept under its forests, while ‘religion’ thundered its wars over Europe.
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To Newfoundland is commonly conceded the rank of Britain’s oldest colony. Modern research scholars, who can never let a good thing alone, have lately disputed this title. It is claimed that actual settlement in Bermuda began in 1610, several months before actual settlement in Newfoundland. But this is only the pleasant nonsense of research scholars, unable to understand a plain thing in a plain way. Under Sir Humphrey Gilbert’s patent, the sovereignty of Queen Elizabeth was proclaimed over Newfoundland in 1583; and the “New Found Land,” to mean the island and the mainland coast adjoining, was familiar to English sailors for nearly a hundred years before Bermuda is known to have been visited by them.

Indeed the occupation of Newfoundland, and with it, of Labrador and the Gulf coast, by English and other fishermen begins with the voyages of John Cabot. Wonderful stories came home with Cabot to England. There has been preserved a contemporary letter from an Italian in London to the Duke of Milan, in which he says that Cabot’s sailors “practically all English from H. A. Innis, “The Cod Fisheries,” 1940 Bristol, affirm that the sea is swarming with fish which can be taken not only with a net but in baskets let down with a stone.” With this begins the development of the maritime fisheries of the Gulf and the Banks which fill so large a page in Canadian history. Soon after Cabot’s second voyage the Atlantic passage was familiar to a whole fleet of fishing boats out of Bristol and the Channel ports of France, from La Rochelle and from Portugal. As early as 1522 the energetic Henry VIII sent a royal ship of war down the Channel to protect the “coming home of the New Found Island’s fleet.” Apart from seasons of tempest, the voyage was no great matter. The vessels only came and went in the summer season. At its close they drove home with the north-west wind, filled to the hatches, in a voyage often hardly more than a fortnight. They fished at first in the shallows of the Gulf, then out, and farther out, on the Grand “Banks” a hundred miles from land, where the continental shelf of North America falls steeply into the deep sea.

It is true that for the first half-century the English boats still kept chiefly to their familiar Iceland fishing grounds, the vessels sailing from the east-coast ports of England and out of London — 149 vessels in 1528. But after the middle century the Newfoundland fisheries grew apace and engaged a fleet out of the English ports which numbered by the reign of James I about 300 vessels.

The fishermen made no lodgement. They landed to dry and salt their fish, to get wood and such supplies as might be. The winter they never saw. They carried with them their wine from Portugal and it was found that by a kindly miracle of the sea the wine improved with the journey. Later — ideas came slowly in those days — they carried wine back and forward on purpose and Newfoundland port added its lesser glory to Newfoundland cod.

Thus went on these nameless voyages through the unwritten annals of nearly a century. But some men in England dreamed of wider enterprises than fishing. Among them was Sir Humphrey Gilbert, half-brother to Walter Raleigh. He had all the force and inspiration of the Elizabethan age; studied charts of the sea, dreamed of empire and wrote a Discourse of a Discovery of a New Passage to Cathay. Gilbert it was who made the first attempt at British colonization overseas. Queen Elizabeth gave him a charter (1578) “for the inhabiting and planting our people in America.” Under this he made a voyage to the Florida coast that came to nothing; then in 1583 he sailed again with five ships (Sir) C. P. Lucas, ‘New France’ (Part I of “Canada”) 1901 and a company of two hundred and sixty men bound for the Newfoundland coast. They were a varied lot, carpenters and artisans to build a settlement, “mineral men and refiners” — in case of gold — and “morris dancers” (meaning Moorish dancers) “for the solace of our people and allurement of the savages.” Thus came Vaudeville to America.

It is typical of the times, and illustrates our limited acquaintance with them, that when Gilbert sailed into the harbour of St. John’s (August, 1583) there were thirty-six ships lying in port. F. Parkman, “Pioneers of France,” Chap. I The name (St. John’s) was there long since. Like those of many capes and bays in Newfoundland, it seems to date back even before Cartier; as witness similarly our Cape Breton Island. Gilbert took formal possession, no one opposing. But his colony came to a premature end. Gilbert and part of his fleet were lost on the homeward voyage. Such men, if any, as he left behind, were merged among the fishermen. Yet the ‘sovereignty’ remained, and permanent settlers wintered after 1610. Gilbert’s best legacy to his country was his last known words, called from his doomed ship, “We are as near heaven by sea as by land.”
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“. . . the Newfoundland fisheries grew apace . . .” — page 45

Equally lofty in its motive and equally disastrous in its fate was the attempt of Gilbert’s half-brother Raleigh to found a colony to the south. Two vessels sent on a summer voyage of reconnaissance (1584) landed on Roanoke Island, in what is now North Carolina, and brought marvellous accounts of a land of delight. Raleigh was knighted and in 1587, with royal help, sent out seven ships with 108 colonists to colonize this new ‘Virginia.’ The Roanoke settlement struggled for six years against Indian treachery and the inexperience and false hopes of its own colonists. In spite of reinforcements the place was abandoned, its last occupants falling victims to the Indians.

Thus (in 1601), with the beginning of the new century, America still awaited settlement. Then came Champlain, the Pilgrim Fathers and the Virginia Company, and a new era begins.

 

Samuel de Champlain (1567-1635) shares with Jacques Cartier N. Dionne, ‘Champlain,’ “Makers of Canada” the highest honours in the annals of French Canada. To Cartier belongs priority of discovery and of the conception of empire. Champlain, indeed, was not born until thirty years after Cartier’s discovery. But in length of service and in actual accomplishment there is no comparison. Cartier’s voyages, passed and gone in eight years (1534-1542), left no settlement. Cartier knew nothing, except from hearsay, of what was beyond Hochelaga. Champlain’s service, in and for New France, of which he became the first Governor, lasted in all thirty-three years. He made To and From America 1599 1601 1603 1603 1604 1607 1608 1609 1610 1610 1611 1611 1612 1612 1613 1614 1615 1616 1617 1618 1620 1624 1623 1629 1635 thirteen voyages from France to America and twelve from America to France. He explored North America from the Bay of Fundy to Lake Huron, from the navigation head of the Saguenay to the head of the lake which bears his name. He helped to establish Port Royal on Annapolis Basin, the first white settlement since the Norsemen, and his ‘Habitation’ of Quebec, established in 1608, with which begins New France, is the first settlement in Canada that lasted without eclipse. Where he had worked he died (1635) and found his last resting place.

The life-work of Champlain that covers these long years can be set down here only in the briefest résumé. He was born to the sea — the son of a sea captain of Brouage on the Bay of Biscay; was a soldier under Henri Quatre, and a ship’s captain on a two-years’ voyage to Mexico and the West Indies (1599-1601). He wrote a Brief Discourse of this, and proposed a Panama canal. He was selected in 1603 by a nobleman who had a royal patent as captain of a voyage to Canada. He followed in Cartier’s tracks, up the St. Lawrence and beyond Lachine. In the next year the patent passed to the Sieur de Monts, under whose authority Champlain surveyed the Atlantic coast from the Gulf of St. Lawrence to Cape Cod, and aided in founding a settlement (1604-5) at Port Royal on Annapolis Basin, an inlet from the Bay of Fundy.

This was the first establishment in Nova Scotia, sixteen years before the patent, given by James I to Sir William Alexander, altered its name from Indian-French Acadia. Port Royal was to share the vicissitudes of two centuries of peace and war, eclipse and resurrection, cession and retrocession, till its identity passed on to the ‘Annapolis’ of Queen Anne, hard-by its original site. But Champlain’s faith was set inland, not on the coast. In a new voyage of 1608 he founded and named Quebec — a landmark in the geography of history of the New World. He penetrated inland, opened up the waterway of the Richelieu to the lake S. E. Dawson, “The Saint Lawrence,” 1905 named after him; took sides, in a fatal hour, for the Hurons and Algonquins against the Iroquois, and thereby prejudiced, if he did not compromise, the ultimate destiny of New France. Still looking for a western ocean he searched the lakes and rivers of what was to be known as Upper Canada, reached as far as Lake Nipissing, descended thence to the Georgian Bay and was the first of the French, not perhaps to see, but at least to reveal to the world, the marvellous interior country of lake and river, of rolling hills and fertile valleys that lay embowered under the forests of Ontario. This, Champlain saw — the upper slopes of the Western Peninsula, the Lake Simcoe district and the long chain of intermingled lakes that lead again to the Trent River and Lake Ontario. Crossing the lake to where is now Oswego, Champlain again adventured himself in Indian war and repeated his earlier fatal error by an attack on a palisaded Onondaga (Iroquois) fort, a replica in kind of Hochelaga. He had yet to learn, as Frontenac learned later, that to destroy an Indian stockade meant no more than to knock down the nest of angry wasps. The wasps remained. The Iroquois from now on blocked the westward path of French settlement. The promised land of the Lake Simcoe district — Champlain’s own discovery — slept for two hundred years like the enchanted wood in the fairy story.

With the coming and going of the season that froze and reopened his highway, Champlain went back and forward across the sea, seeking in vain that full aid towards colonization and real settlement which he never found. His Quebec remained little more than an outpost in the wilderness. The merchants wanted trade, the priests conversion, the Crown empire. All this was but a frame without a picture. As beside the Puritan emigration ship and the cradle rocked in New England, it was nowhere.

Then came the brief war of France against Charles I, which for a moment snatched Quebec from its founder and sent him a 1629 prisoner to England. The peace of 1633 gave back to France its own, and Champlain returned to Quebec, to serve and to die in service. It remained for others to realize in part his ambitions, and for another nation to realize them to the full. Yet in his thirty-three years he had definitely set the imprint of his purpose on New France. The unknown wilderness assumed an outline. The empire of France in America had begun.

 

One pauses to view here and there in detail this shadowy outline of empire. There is much in it that carries down to our day, not as of antiquarian interest but as bearing upon the supreme and still unsolved problem of settlement in a new country. Here, for example, is the Port Royal of Champlain and his associates, built on the hillsides that border a beautiful inlet of the Bay of Fundy. This was indeed a lost paradise in a fertile and exuberant wilderness. Yet here was made apparent already, as the first scene in the drama of civilization in America, that problem of want in the midst of plenty, of nature’s bounty and man’s ineptitude, which remains its latest dilemma and its increasing paradox.

Here was Port Royal, a beautiful settlement in a great quadrangle of spacious houses of fragrant logs — kitchens, offices, and smoking chimneys, snug as comfort itself — embowered with gardens, Lescarbot, “Histoire de la Nouvelle France,” 1612 gorged with fruit and fish, fowl and game. Here was reproduced something of the comfort and more than the plenty of old France. Not even the chefs of the Rue aux Ours could furnish such a table. Such plenty indeed was it, that the assembled gentlemen must needs cheer their winter leisure with huge daily feasts, served to the midday appetite of open-air men, and carried in huge platters shoulder high, with ceremony and songs, under the mock rivalry of a circulating stewardship of the Order of Good Cheer (L’ordre de Bon Temps). Let the winter snow blow! To them February was as merry as May. Add to that, a wit or two among them, a touch of letters, and, in especial, a Lescarbot, “Muse de la Nouvelle France” merry fellow called Lescarbot, snatched from the law to grace the wilderness. In his clever verses and his odd conceits we salute across three hundred years our first Canadian humorist!

 

Here, then, one may well seem to see a Utopia, to be the first of many, a vision such as people from an old and crowded world have ever pictured in the country of a new. Here were all the easy gifts of nature and, as their supplement, the handsome profits of the trade in furs, the by-product of the fisheries rapidly becoming greater than the fisheries themselves.

Why was all this too bright to last? Why was it that the labour of associated men could not demand an easy and continuous sustenance from a nature all too willing? And if not for them, with their limited contrivances of three hundred years ago, why still not, with the inconceivable increase in our mechanical control? This, next to the destiny of the human soul, remains man’s chiefest preoccupation.

 

For Port Royal the explanation is not far to seek. The surface was appearance, the reality was below. This was no real gathering of free men, united for a common welfare. In this as in the other settlements of New France a worn-out feudalism, almost at the breaking point in Europe, tried to reach out its hand for the New World. Here were ‘gentlemen and simple’ where nature decreed equality. Here were, as the workers, indentured servants, wifeless in a new country, with no stake of their own, their eyes in the pauses of their toil set only on some village street in Brittany. Not thus can the roots of a nation be sunk in a new soil. And over it all hovered the favour or disfavour of a court across the ocean, that gave and withdrew charters, conferred and confiscated monopoly, and could break a settlement with a word, as Port Royal itself was broken. Add to this the intermittent ravage of disease, the plague that ignorance could not fight, and that submissive piety could only amplify. Add again that outside somewhere in the great emptiness of the woods were the savages, incomprehensible, unreconciled. As the last touch of a darkening picture, add to the end the intermittent ravages of European wars that fell upon American settlements in their infancy, reduced them to smoking ruin, or traded them to and fro as the prize of war. Not thus comes Utopia.
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“. . . Port Royal, a beautiful settlement in a great quadrangle of spacious houses . . .” — page 51

 

Even at the death of Champlain New France was little more than an outpost in the wilderness. He had replaced his earliest ‘Habitation’ by the solid Fort St. Louis, built on the rock of Quebec, and capable, so the English presently reported, of withstanding ten thousand men. Quebec was already the Gibraltar of America. David Kirke forced it to surrender (1629) only by starvation, though its garrison numbered only sixteen. Quebec at this time contained less than 100 souls in all, and beside it were only the posts at Tadoussac and Three Rivers.

Not did the situation greatly change for a whole generation after Champlain (1635-1663). The colony had been placed under the charge of a Company of One Hundred Associates — merchants of the fur trade with a sprinkling of ‘birth’ to mark ambition. Over all was the fostering care of Cardinal Richelieu, determined, as Champlain had been, to make New France a settlement, not an outpost.

But New France was misguided from the first. It was indeed so sturdy a plant that it clung somehow to the rocks of the St. Lawrence through all hardships. But it lacked settlers. The Huguenots, defeated and exiled, would gladly have come but their entry was forbidden. Their energy and industry must seek another flag. Most Frenchmen were too comfortable at home to cross the seas. The French are not a migratory race; the British, an island people, blow easily over the sea; the French remain in their vineyards.

In place of the people at large came the priests and the nuns, F. Parkman, “Pioneers of France,” 1865 the martyrs and the virgins of the Canadian wilderness. New France here profited, so to speak, by the back-wash of repentance that goes with a dissolute court. Ladies of fashion redeemed their sins by subscribing funds for the salvation of the savages. “The fair votaries of the court,” it has been cleverly said, “found it easier to win heaven for the heathen than to merit it for themselves.” Thus it came about that the little group of Recollet Friars who first accompanied Champlain were supplemented after 1625 by an increasing band of Jesuits, whose Order will be forever associated with our history.

It was, in part at least, the influence of this religious crusade which led the colony of New France to advance, regardless of danger, into the interior. Soldiers, priests and nuns formed the main establishment of the advanced post, the Ville Marie that became Montreal, set up by the Sieur de Maisonneuve in 1642. Champlain had already marked out a site hard-by the vanished Hochelaga. But even the courage of that day long hesitated to occupy a spot so dangerous in its isolation, so direct in its challenge to the resentful savage. Here arose the fort and the palisaded hospital that preceded the walled town beside the river. Grim and lonely the place must have seemed, with the sounds of many waters at night, the uncanny stillness of the forest and the dread of the ambush of the savage — a place habitable only by courage and faith.

The soldiers of the Cross went farther still, beyond all help of W. H. Moore, “The Clash,” 1918 their kinsmen. They planted missions (1634) in the far-off Huron country at the foot of Georgian Bay, which Champlain, as has been seen, had reached by way of the Ottawa and Lake Nipissing. From first to last, twenty-nine priests, with but a handful of soldiers, shared in the good work of the missions of Ste. Marie and St. Joseph. Each year they taught their peaceful Huron converts the good news of the gospel. Then came the ravaging Iroquois, like the Assyrian of old, and sword and flame swept away the missions. The names of Father Brébeuf and Father Lallemant, put to death by the savages with tortures beyond all description, were added to the roll of honour of New France. These deeds of blood rendered this beautiful district (the present County of Simcoe) for the time desolate, and closed it against settlement for two hundred years. The motor tourist of to-day, pausing a moment on its highway for refreshment, may see a sign pointing him to the ‘Martyrs’ Shrine’ and with it to a whole chapter of our history.

Thus did the Iroquois, in their fierce rage for the conquest of S. E. Morrison “Oxford History of the United States,” Vol. I their fellow savages, overwhelm the Hurons as they were presently to destroy the Eries and the Andastes. They led the way in that mutual destruction which proved the suicide of the Indian race. The time was one day to come when white men, superior in number and bettering their instructors in ferocity, were to round up the Indian bands, as General Anthony Wayne did in 1794, and make an end of them. Only those who have read too little of American history can shed tears for the Iroquois.

Meantime, by a strange irony of history, the inroads of the Iroquois, and their central situation, kept empty and reserved for British colonization the best part of the claim of French Canada.

 

Of such events as those described is made the mosaic pattern of our pictured history. How slight a shift could change the picture. Montreal could easily have been similarly overwhelmed. Indian massacre ravaged around it as late as 1689 in the hideous tragedy of Lachine. Both Montreal and the Huron missions on the Wye could have lived secure had New France received sufficient settlers. But the associated traders who managed Canada had no wish for them. They wanted trade with the Indians for furs to sell in France for money, not farms and homesteads in the bush that brought in nothing. They wanted scouts and runners of the woods, and forts and posts where the rivers met — far away in forests — not the church-bells and the river street of a settled village. The priests and nuns could spread the gospel among the savages. A colony they could never make. The real colonists are children — a lesson which even yet we seem unable to learn in Canada. Thus grew French Canada, magnificent in its imperial outline, an empire while yet New England was a meeting house — but an empire, as it proved, of dreams.

Yet with royal government (1663) a great change came. Here was now the driving power of a rigorous administration on the spot — a Governor, a Bishop and a Council and an Intendant, the first appearance of the ‘businessman’ in government, and in those days a sort of fifth wheel to the coach to keep the others level. In nominal form the new Company of the West Indies for a time (1664-1674) controlled trade, land and administration in all French possessions from Canada to Florida. But in reality all such rights were exercised in Canada by the Crown. In France was the energetic government of the industrious, despotic Louis XIV, whose will it was that settlers should come over to New France.

 

There is a stretch of exactly half a century between the initiation of direct royal government in Canada in 1663 and the Treaty of Utrecht of 1713 — the great landmark of American history with which appears on the map a British North America that was there to stay. The record is all scarred and disfigured with European war and Indian massacre. But through it we may trace the slow upbuilding of the life and growth of French Canada.

The new status of the royal province was marked by an energetic “Past Censuses of Canada,” Col. IV of Census of 1871 attempt at colonization. The population of New France in twelve years (1663-75) was more than trebled (2,500-7,832). The colonists were recruited by the shipload, sturdy people, chiefly from the sea-coast provinces of France. Of 2,500 newcomers as between 1600 and 1680, 481 were Normans, 108 from Brittany, 357 from Poitou and 517 from other provinces on the S. A. Lortie, “L’Origine et le Parler des Canadiens Français,” 1904 Bay of Biscay. Those from inland included 378 from the Ile-de-France, in which is Paris. From first to last during the seventeenth century Normandy contributed about one-fifth of the settlers, Poitou about half as many. Presently there were sent ship-loads of women to be the mothers of New France. Marriage was enjoined, celibacy placed under a ban and bounties paid for early marriage and full cradles.

Settlement followed the plan necessitated by the environment. It began with forts and strong places established along the great river and its immediate tributaries — Quebec, Tadoussac, Three Rivers and Montreal. The posts were set strategically to command the waterways, as did Sorel (1665) at the mouth of the Richelieu, or Chambly, some sixty miles upstream and opposite to Montreal. Farthest and boldest in its establishment was Fort Frontenac (Cataraqui, Kingston), where the ascent of the river finds Lake Ontario. But this for a long time yet was not a true settlement but a precarious military post, conceived in the conquering spirit of its founder. For generations the habitation of peace ended for French Canada with Montreal and its adjacent islands, and with the sound of the church bells of Ste. Anne’s, at the confluence of the St. Lawrence and the Ottawa. Beyond this was the bush, the fur trade, the Indian country and war.
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“The colonists were recruited by the shipload . . . sturdy people, chiefly from the sea-coast provinces of France” — page 58

New France was practically roadless. Except for such a military highway as that from Chambly to Montreal, roads were only of local service and small at that. Hence habitation clung to the waterways, with every house its landing, and all touching elbows for protection of the nearest fort. Thus were gradually filled the favoured stretches of the St. Lawrence — on the Island of Orleans, below and above Quebec, at and near Three Rivers, on and around the Island of Montreal as at Longueuil, Lachine and the Rivière des Prairies, and on the Richelieu beside Sorel, Chambly and St. Johns. The holdings all lay side by side along “Vieux Manoirs, Vieilles Maisons,” Quebec Gov’t Publication the river, reaching back to the forest. The houses had the high-pitched roof, the dormer windows and, for the better ones, the solid walls of stone, built on designs out of Old France in a country still without architects. Even the casual highway tourist of to-day can trace this imprint of the earliest settlement. It contrasts with the rectangular roads and townships, laid out in disregard of nature, and the square-shaped farms that were to mark the British settlement of Upper Canada. The latter bears the stamp of peace; French Canada the imprint of war and danger, the mould in which it was cast. Both were to be later carried to our North-West; the pattern of French settlement marked the Red River and the Assiniboine, and found its end in the rebellion along the Saskatchewan. The Upper Canada pattern reached its glory, and its collapse, in the vast checkerboard of the grain provinces. Each had its historic advantages. The British hundred acres of grain farm of Upper Canada might make a farmer’s fortune, but the Frenchman on his river strip was harder to starve out.

 

The progress of settlement in New France was facilitated by the establishment of a feudal tenure of land (the seigniorial system) under which the proprietors were expected to bring out and establish a tenantry. Such grants are almost as old as the W. B. Munro, “The Seigniorial System in Canada,” 1907 colony. Three of them antedate the Hundred Associates, the first (1623; Sault-au-Matelot beside Quebec) to Louis Hébert, head of the first settled family, that of Cap Tourmente to Guillaume de Caen (1624) and the first Jesuit grant (1626) on the River St. Charles. The Hundred Associates made grants generously, in all about sixty, but many were given to persons who never came to Canada, or to favoured individuals who left them unsettled and uncultivated. Nearly all were revoked later. But under royal government definite obligations of settlement and definite terms of tenure were imposed, and presently set forth as law. The system was copied from the varied feudal tenures of France. Religious bodies, holding in Frankalmoign, paid with their prayers “Arrêts de Marli,” 1711 only. For example, when the Hundred Associates gave grants to the Jesuits, the Order undertook to say Mass on the first Tuesday of each December for the souls of the directors of the company — a heavy obligation if it had been carried down in our history.

But the great mass of the tenures were those “en fief,” otherwise “en seigneurie.” The seigneur received his land on condition of clearing the forest, establishing settlers and paying certain dues to the Crown. On his inception, and on a royal accession to the throne, he must appear and swear fealty to the king, by deputy, at the Chateau de St. Louis in Quebec. This fealty passed on with the conquest and the last ceremony of homage was enacted as late as 1854, when the system was terminated by statute. Even this statute left a small yearly rental payable, and still payable to-day, to the heirs of seigneuries by such Quebec farmers (about one-third) as occupy former seigniorial land. In 1940 the Provincial government capitalized and bought out the remaining claims which stood at $180,000 a year. The farmers will repay the government in twenty years — or perhaps later.

In return for his big service to the Crown the seigneur had the right to sub-let to smaller feudal magnates or direct to peasant farmers. He received rents and various pay in kind and services. Tenants who went fishing must pay their lord one fish in every eleven — words which speak volumes to the despairing angler of to-day. For both the seigneur and his vassals military service was the essence of the tenure. The law tried to make the seigneuries “contiguous,” that is, all one piece of land and not in scattered parcels as often in Europe. But apart from this condition, there was no uniformity in size or shape, and even the boundaries were vague for lack of scientific survey. The largest of the seigneuries could compare with contemporary European principalities. That of Gobin, situated in the Gaspé Peninsula, 1690 was “ten leagues by twelve wide.” The smallest were plots of a few acres. The Sulpician Order “Messieurs les Ecclésiastiques du Seminaire de St. Sulpice, établis à Montreal,” received the magnificent grant of the island and its environs — a munificence which gave to the later crowded city the open breathing space and the old world prospect of the Priests’ Farm. The same order received the seigneurie of the “Lac des Deux Montagnes” (1714).

A special case was seen in the grants to the officers and men of the Carignan-Salières regiment, disbanded in Canada in 1667. These lay along the frontier of the Richelieu, as the Roman ‘colonia’ guarded the Rhine. Among the historic and picturesque seigneuries of the families of the colony are those of Malbaie, or Murray Bay, below Quebec; the seigneurie of Monte Bello on the Ottawa, the former home of the Papineau family and now the marvel of the tourist; the seigneurie of Longueuil, joined with two others to make the barony granted in 1700 to the family of Le Moyne d’Iberville; the woodland seigneurie of St. Henri de Mascouche, some twenty-five miles north-west of Montreal, and many others of similar charm and historic interest.

The standing difficulty of the Crown was to enforce the bargain, to insist on residence, on clearance, on securing a settled tenantry. The temptations of the fur trade, the chances of gain and adventure, lured the men of New France to the wilderness as coureurs de bois and left agriculture neglected. It was reported to the king in Frontenac’s time that 800 men of a total population of 10,000 were absent without leave. These coureurs de bois Louis XIV to Frontenac, April 20, 1681 became a source of alarm, an object of horror to the Crown. King Louis ordered them beaten and branded and, for a second offence, sent to the galleys for life. Meantime the Crown alternately multiplied the seigniorial holdings, or cut them off in despair.

F. Parkman, “Count Frontenac and New France,” 1877

A report made to the king in 1711 showed 91 seigneuries in all — mostly held by religious orders, especially the Jesuits. Retired officers held about twenty and a scattering of small ones belonged to the merchants. The report was discouraging. Few grants were made for twenty years, indeed none at all in the ten years 1717-27. The census of 1734 showed better results as to cleared land and settlement (a population of 37,716), and the grants were presently resumed and generously awarded till the conquest. The number of seigneuries, high and low, lay and religious, that passed under the British Crown was 218.

This foundation of the seigniorial system in Canada stands out as the only attempt at creating in America an hereditary class of distinction that has ever had even a partial measure of success. Any such attempt in the American provinces, later to be the United States, withered at its inception, as when the Province of Massachusetts (1636) refused the flattering proposal of Lord Saye and Sele and Lord Brook to emigrate, rank, status and all, to the colony. In British Canada, later on, the proposal of the Act of 1791 to “annex titles” was born dead. The attempt to create a country gentry under the same act by land grants and a church reserve of land, failed of its purpose. The gentry of Upper Canada kept turning back into ordinary people. It was apparent that gentlemen are born not made, or that they were made so long ago that the pattern is lost and there can be no new ones. Indeed, some years ago our Parliament (1936), in a final access of despair, advised the Crown of the impossibility of making hereditary gentlemen in Canada.

Even for New France it has been a matter of controversy whether on the whole the seigniorial system was of advantage. Its opponents claim that it made for an over-docile people, priest-ridden, untrained in freedom and submitting all too readily to authority. Yet at least it underlay the life of the colony; men fought and died under it. It lasted until 1854; it never bred rebellion and it left behind it, apart from the beauty of the seigniorial homes, a conservative love of a settled order of life. Moreover, being based on the idea that the Lord will provide, it tended to encourage that full cradle which became the mainstay of French Canada. The judgment passed on the seigniorial system depends on the eye of the judge. But it still remains to be seen whether land settlement, for which the free-land homestead system has gone bankrupt, may not be reconstructed in suitable places on a plan to borrow many features of co-operative effort from the old-time seigneurie.

The fur trade, as has been said, militated against the seigniorial system, against agriculture, and, in many ways against the best interests of the colony. This trade had arisen as a by-product of the coastal fisheries. At that day fur-bearing animals abounded even on the eastern coasts. It is related that the shipwrecked survivors of the settlement attempted by the Baron de Léry, were brought home from Sable Island and paraded before Henry IV (1603) as objects of interest and pity. They were unkempt, bearded, objects of horror, but clothed from head to foot in skins of seal and black fox, killed on the desolate island itself, to say nothing of a rich store of which their rescuers had robbed them. One may imagine what a wealth of fur the woodlands of the interior could then supply.

The Indians eagerly met the demands of the traders. Furs were brought down from every river route, the trade reaching C. M. Knowles, “Economic Development of the Overseas British Empire,” Vol. II, 1930 farther and farther into the continent. For the French, Montreal became the great depot of the fur trade; for the English, Albany, the one time Dutch outpost, with access through the country of the Iroquois. For the English settlers the fur trade was a secondary and incidental matter. The mainstay of their life was agriculture, their exports, fish and tobacco. Hence the English let the trade come to them. The French went after it, establishing posts at such points on lakes and rivers as would meet, control and divert the traffic. The trade thus conjoined with the magnificent reach of exploration and empire which was the glory of French Canada. The English of New England, were individual men with their wives and children looking for a home in a new land, isolated in their very freedom. The French were the servants of the Crown and the Cross, carrying a banner in the wilderness. Only on the sea do we find an English parallel for what the French did in North America. To them was due almost the whole disclosure of the inland continent.

 

Champlain himself had reached Lake Huron. The priests founded a mission on its upper waters at Mackinac (Michilimackinac); there was a Jesuit mission in 1640 at the Sault Ste. Marie. Jean Nicolet, a coureur de bois who lived among the Indians, first discovered Lake Michigan. The waterway and portage that leads thence by Green Bay to the Wisconsin and the Mississippi, was first traversed (1673) by Joliet, a trader, and Father Marquette, a Jesuit. They followed the great river (Sir) C. P. Lucas, “History of Canada,” Part 1, 1901 1,250 miles to the mouth of the Arkansas. Greysolon Du Lhut crossed Lake Superior and reached the Mississippi by the St. Croix. Father Hennepin, ascending the Mississippi, first saw the imposing falls of the upper river which he named after St. Anthony of Padua (1680). Greatest of all, not a mere pathfinder but an empire builder in his dreams, Cavelier de La Salle, who came to Canada in 1666, carried the sovereign claims of France from his seigneurie of La Chine to the Gulf of Mexico. His earlier journeys took him up the lakes, past Niagara and over the short and easy portages from Lake Erie to the Alleghany and the Ohio. He never desisted till he opened and explored this route, the greatest of the water highways, to the sea (1682). His twenty-one years of enterprise, culminating in his expedition by sea in 1684, ended in assassination (1687) in the wilderness.

But the fur trade brought its own difficulties. It was from the first under royal licence and monopoly. But the illicit trade was as easy as it was tempting and the records show that at least one governor sought thereby to retrieve a broken fortune.

The fur trade found its way into regions beyond geographical knowledge. Two Huguenot traders, Pierre Esprit Radisson and Chouart des Groseilliers penetrated the unknown territory north of Lake Superior till they reached salt water. They brought sixty canoes of furs to Montreal. Punished as illicit traders, they offered their services to the English. From this was to follow the formation in 1670 of the Hudson’s Bay Company.
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“. . . trade . . . conjoined with the magnificent reach of exploration and empire . . .” — page 65

The trade grew of itself, increasing the use and demand for such valuable skins as those of the otter and beaver, an animal dying out in Europe. The beaver hat came in early in the sixteen hundreds and had a run of three hundred years. It is recorded L. and C. Knowles, “Economic Development of the British Overseas Empire,” Vol. II, 1930 that in one single season (1650) a hundred canoes loaded with beaver skins came down to Tadoussac. But the effect of the fur trade was to accelerate that wide extension of New France which was tending to make it little more than a vast web of claim and conquest spread over half a continent, based on a single central point of strength. Quebec gone, there would be nothing else.

Through this mist of the past we can see what was and what might have been in New France. But the atmosphere is clouded with the smoke of perpetual war, the night sky lurid with the flames of raid and massacre. The story reads as one long record of conflict. To the struggle of civilization against savagery, is added that of British against French.

Kirke had taken Quebec (with one hundred people in it) in 1629. It was given back in 1632. But peace with England was followed by raids of the Iroquois and the massacre of the Huron missions. With royal government De Courcelles, and then Tracy, made vigorous war and ravaged the Mohawk country (1666). Then came the great Frontenac (first, 1672-1682) and built Fort Frontenac, burned out the Senecas and put fear into the savages. His successors La Barre and Denonville were weaker men. They fought, burned and ravaged (1683) but failed to conquer. The angered Iroquois descended the river in the summer of 1689. In the dead of night, in a heavy thunderstorm, they fell in hundreds on the outpost of La Chine. There followed the massacre which ranks high in the history of horror. Two hundred of the French settlers were butchered on the spot, with eighty soldiers who sought to defend them. One hundred and twenty were carried away for death by torture. Then came Frontenac again (1689-98), a saviour in distress, for the whole of French Canada was now in peril. The heroic episode of Madeleine de Verchères F. Parkman, “Half Century of Conflict,” 1892 defending the fort (1692) marks the danger of the hour. Frontenac raided the Indian country, drove the Iroquois from the fur trade routes, re-established Fort Frontenac and laid waste the land of the Onondagas and the Oneidas.

But a new war with England, occasioned by the expulsion of the Stuarts, had already begun. It had only ended in the Peace of Ryswick in 1697, a year before Frontenac died at Quebec. The peace was just a breathing space. There followed Queen Anne’s War, as American colonists called it, otherwise the war of the Spanish Succession (1701-1713), fought to decide whether the French king’s grandson should be King of Spain. These two wars spread danger and dismay over New France and New England, with foray and massacre along their frontiers, the savages as attendant devils on both sides. They were signalized by the massacre of the Dutch at Schenectady (1690), by two unsuccessful attempts against Quebec (Phipps 1690, and Admiral Walker 1711), the capture of Port Royal by Phipps in 1690, its retrocession and its final capture in 1711, with innumerable raids and forays that brought little but misery and devastation, until Marlborough’s victories in Europe brought to a world, weary with war, the compromise Treaty of Utrecht.

In America the French kept Canada and Cape Breton Island, but gave up Newfoundland, except for certain fishery rights, and abandoned all claim to the territory of Hudson Bay. With this treaty appears a permanent British North America, a substantial part of the area now called Canada.
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“. . . an English ship (The Nonsuch) . . . reached the mouth of a great river flowing into James Bay” — page 76
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CHAPTER III. BRITISH AMERICA AND FRENCH CANADA. 1713-1763
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THE HUDSON’S BAY Company — The French Exploration of the West — Growth of French Canada — And of British America — King George’s War, 1744-48 — Nova Scotia, Halifax and the Acadians — The Seven Years’ War and the Cession of Canada.

From the arctic seas of Labrador the Hudson Strait, a channel 100 miles wide and 450 miles long, leads to the great inland sea of the Hudson Bay. The bay is roughly a vast circle, of a diameter of some six hundred miles, extended on the south-east 350 miles by the shallow and rocky James Bay. The bay never freezes, but its river mouths and harbours are beset with ice. Canada Year Book, 1940 The strait, leading to it, has stern, precipitous coasts of rock, between which drive violent tides reaching to thirty-five feet. The strait does not absolutely freeze over, but the moving ice of bergs and floes, both inside the strait and drifting in a flood a hundred miles across its mouth, preclude navigation, even under present-day conditions, from the end of October to the middle of June. In the historic days of sailing ships, safe entry and departure was from July 15 to October 1, a period of ten weeks.

The shores of the Hudson Bay, as apart from the strait and a few high bluffs towards Ungava, are everywhere low, mournful and desolate, with but small suggestion of wealth or life. On the north-west are the barren lands of slate and stone; west and south the low forests that struggle towards the shore and fail to reach it, and at the bottom end the marshes and shallows of James Bay. Only at the mouth of the Churchill River is there a good natural harbour (Fort Churchill); the other river mouths are open roadsteads with tortuous channels through the sand. Such was the land of desolation that till yesterday God seemed to have forgotten. Beside its hidden wealth of to-day all the vineyards of France are as nothing.

But the bay has also its unseen natural grandeur. An area of 1,379,160 square miles of land, almost one-quarter of our mainland continent north of Mexico, is drained by the great rivers that on every side pour into the bay. This watershed, that was to become the grant to the Company, reaches out westward to where the headwater streams of the Churchill and the Saskatchewan give place to those that run to the Mackenzie and the Arctic Ocean; south-west and south to where it divides the Saskatchewan from the Missouri and the Red River gathers the waters of Minnesota. From the south come the Severn, the Albany and the Moose and the rivers from the fabled Kingdom of Saguenay. This vast river system became the waterway of the fur trade for two centuries (1670-1869) of Company rule.

A. H. De Trémaudan, “The Hudson Bay Road,” 1915

In discovery and exploration the bay is all British. The strait was discovered in the Cabot voyages but the bay, within, never really penetrated till Henry Hudson’s voyage of 1610. Hudson’s crew mutinied and set him adrift at the south end of the bay. Admiral Button, looking for Hudson, founded and named Port Nelson. Captains Fox and James, both carrying letters addressed to the Emperor of Japan, pretty well explored the coast and realized that Churchill harbour was not the passage to the South Sea. After that, the bay was let alone for half a century.

 

Now there was in New France a man of exception, Pierre Douglas MacKay, “The Honourable Company,” 1936 Esprit Radisson. He spent many years living among the Indians, actually living with them, and he bettered their instruction in craft and ferocity. Fighting against the Mohawks, he had been captured and his torture at the stake begun, when he was seized and rescued by a squaw, who knew a man when she saw one. From then on, Radisson did not hesitate to join in burning his enemies at the stake, and to join, if his own language means what it seems to, in the cannibal feasts that were another variant of Indian pleasure. Radisson left a journal, written in what he understood to be English. No history book, diluted by a hundred repetitions, can match the crude reality of it.

Radisson and a lesser associate, his brother-in-law Chouart des Groseilliers, had wandered for years in the Lake Superior country. As already said, they had found their way to the James Bay. Radisson writes that they “came to the sea shore” where they found “an old house all demolished, battered with bullets.” The Indians told them of white men being there and of “peculiarities of European.” As to this Radisson remarks, “We know ourselves and what Europe is, therefore in vaine they tell us as for that.” It has been thought possible that this old house had sheltered Henry Hudson.

When the officials of New France cheated Radisson and Groseilliers out of their furs, they went to France and appealed to the Crown. This proving vain, they decided to offer their services 1666 to England. By a stroke of good fortune they were put into touch with Prince Rupert, the cousin of King Charles II, who became thereby the patron saint of our North-West Territory. Many will agree that this remarkable man has not been assessed in our history at his true value. Born to arms and to adversity as one of the thirteen children of the exiled King of Bohemia, he served as a youth in the Thirty Years’ War, was the chief military leader of the king’s party of the English Civil War, and admiral at sea against the Commonwealth; and, in his riper age, a commanding figure at his cousin’s court. Prince Rupert was not only a soldier but an art connoisseur, a scholar, an inventor and a scientist, one of the founders of the Royal Society of London. It is characteristic of the scholarship of the age that Prince Rupert could do everything but spell, a thing no doubt to which E. Warburton, “Life of Prince Rupert,” 1849 he was quite indifferent. In one and the same letter we find him spelling ‘dog’ in two different ways.

The prince’s capable intellect perceived at once the value of Radisson’s discovery that the fur country could be reached by sea. The sea route was ice-bound and arduous but shorter than even the voyage to Montreal, the mere starting point of the trade. It substituted a summer voyage for a year in the wilderness. Rupert 1668 and an associated group of friends sent out Groseilliers, in an English ship (The Nonsuch), to try out the plan. He reached the mouth of a great river flowing into James Bay (‘The Rupert,’ he called it) and from it returned with a rich cargo of furs.

On the strength of this success, Rupert and seventeen associates 1670 obtained from the king their incorporation as The Governor and Company of Adventurers of England trading into Hudson’s Bay. The charter thus granted to these ‘undertakers,’ as it calls them, is a lengthy document, containing some six thousand five hundred words. It has all the relentless repetition of the Beckles Willson, “The Great Company,” 1899, Text of Charter in Appendix language of the law. Where literary English would speak of “waters,” it says, “havens, bays, creeks, rivers, lakes and seas.” Where we should write, “points,” it prefers, “places, seas, straits, bays, ports, havens and territories.” But it is worth all its words. It is most far-reaching commercial document in British history. The charter of the East India Company (1600) meant more as wealth. But in their bearing on the reality of British empire, the expansion of our race, there is no comparison between the two.

In sheer spaciousness the grant has never been equalled, except by such fairyland dreams as the grant of Pope Alexander VI dividing the New World half and half between Spain and 1662 Portugal; or the charter of Connecticut which was supposed to dive under New York and Pennsylvania, come up to breathe in Ohio, and go on somehow to the ‘South Sea.’ Inside the bounds of fact and geography the Hudson’s Bay grant has never been equalled.

The charter creates a Company, with Governor, Deputy Governor, Committee and General Court, who are to be true and absolute lords and proprietors of the territory granted, holding it from the Crown as a part of the Manor of East Greenwich, in the county of Kent, in free and common socage. The territory covers what we would define in present-day English as the basin of the Hudson Bay. Exception is made of land already possessed or granted in the area (but there was none), and exception made also of land already held by any Christian prince, a limitation that vanished with the Treaty of Utrecht. The company are to own the land, the fisheries, both inland and on the coast, all mines (“gold, silver, gems, and precious stones”) and to have the exclusive monopoly of trade.

They were given full jurisdiction, under the Crown, over the maintenance of law and order. They had the right to maintain ships of war, men and ammunition, to build forts and works of defence. They had the right to make peace or war, within the sphere of their operations, against any prince or people that were not Christians.

The whole of this magnificent territory is christened by the charter “Rupert’s Land” — spelled thus in two words. The name has been ungratefully edged off our map, bit by bit, by the provinces and the territories. It has now been reduced — or elevated — to a purely spiritual meaning as a diocese of the Episcopal Church. A similar lack of historic sympathy has clipped the Company’s Bay itself to the official ‘Hudson Bay.’

But the charter went even beyond Rupert’s Land. Where their own government ended the Company were to have the sole right of trade in all the “havens, bays, creeks, rivers, lakes and seas” into which they could find passage from their own area. This was later to mean that the Company could trade over the still unknown Rocky Mountains and into the still unsuspected British Columbia. This access to such “havens, bays and creeks” was to stand us in good stead; it was our first grasp on the of. Tribute to Prince of Wales, 1927: King George VI, 1939 Pacific. In recognition of the Crown the Charter calls on the Company to yield and pay yearly two elks and two black beavers “Whensoever we or our heirs shall happen to enter into the said countries, territories and regions.”

The Associates subscribed £10,500 and commenced at once the George Bryce, “The Remarkable History of the Hudson’s Bay Company,” 1900 series of voyages to the great bay from which their trade spread and multiplied. Within fifteen years the Company had established forts at Albany River, Hayes Island, Rupert’s River, Port Nelson and New Severn. Their ships, at this time usually three, sailed from the Thames at the opening of June and went north-about round Scotland on their course to the strait. Caution and experience proved their best insurance. Only two were lost in 175 years. The cargoes consisted chiefly of guns, powder and shot, knives, hatchets, kettles, fishing nets, with glass beads to represent native luxury. The vessels were due to arrive home in October.

From the first the French disputed the Company’s rights. J. A. J. McKenna, “The Hudson Bay Route,” Canadian Government, 1908 Overland expeditions set up French forts. Even in nominal peace English forts were attacked and captured. King William’s War (1689-97) witnessed the advent of a French fleet into the bay, commanded by Le Moyne d’Iberville, and his complete triumph over the English. The Treaty of Ryswick declared the west coast British and that of Utrecht surrendered this entire territory to Great Britain.

 

While the English were thus pursuing solid commercial advantage in the Hudson Bay territory, with assets that multiplied ten to one in fifty years and paid by 1749 a 40 per cent dividend, L. and C. Knowles, “Economic Development of the British Overseas Empire,” Vol. II, 1930 the French were still pursuing dreams. Their lofty ambition still staked its claim across the unknown continent, still searched for the Spanish mines and the waterway to the Western Sea (la Mer de l’Ouest). From their new Louisiana, explorers reached the plains beside the Red River of Texas, the Arkansas and the Missouri. Le Sueur reached the prairie of upper Minnesota, black with buffalo. La Harpe and Bourgmont reached the plains that are now Kansas. Finally, in 1740, the two brothers Mallet ascended the River Platte, crossed the Colorado plains and reached Santa Fé on the headwaters of the Rio Grande.

These are forgotten names and exploits that proved futile. But very different is the fame that has enshrined in our history the expeditions of Varennes de La Vérendrye and his sons, whose explorations carried the first claim of the discovery of the Rocky Mountains in the United States, and in Canada the opening of the valley of the Saskatchewan.

 

La Vérendrye or, to give him his full name, Pierre Gaultier de Varennes, Sieur de La Vérendrye, born at Three Rivers (1685), was the son of a lieutenant of the disbanded Carignan-Salières regiment, who held a small seigneurie and with it the position of Governor of Three Rivers at a salary of 1200 francs ($240) a year. To this he added the usual profits, lawful and otherwise, of the fur trade.
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“Among these Indians . . . came the Frenchmen, looking for the Western Sea.” — page 82

From his youth, Varennes de La Vérendrye was trained to 1704 the woods and to war. He took part in the Deerfield Raid in New England, went over to the war in Europe and was left for dead on the field of Malplaquet. On his return to Canada he 1709 resumed and followed for over twenty years the life of the woods and the pursuit of the fur trade. In the country north of Lake Superior he heard tales from the Indians of a great Western Sea of salt water. This fired his imagination, and to this search he dedicated the rest of his life. In it were associated his four sons.

La Vérendrye sought royal help in vain. The best he could obtain was the grant of liberal privileges in trade still to secure in territory still to find. On the strength of these pledges, with such fortune as he commanded and such aid as friends and associates could supply, La Vérendrye and his sons carried on their expeditions that spread over more than a decade. From Lake Superior they first struck north and west, opening up the route that later became the water and portage way to the Red River. They set up forts, so called, along the route — stockades with log blockhouses inside them. Fort St. Pierre on Rainy Lake, Fort St. Charles on the Lake of the Woods, Fort Bourbon on the east side of Lake Winnipeg marked a chain of communication from the lakes to the plains. A profitable fur trade was thus turned from the Hudson Bay to the Lakes. Other forts reached farther out — Fort Dauphin on Lake Manitoba, Fort Rouge, probably near-by the present Winnipeg. One of the sons set up a fort at the mouth of the Saskatchewan, and ascended that river to the Forks — the union of the north and south branches. The forts were not all continuously occupied. Lack of means forbade it.

 

Seven years were spent in these labours, these hardships and dangers. The eldest of La Vérendrye’s sons was killed, with 1736 twenty companions, in a hideous massacre by the Sioux on an island in the Lake of the Woods. Nor had any success attended La Vérendrye’s search for the Western Sea. It retreated as he pursued it. Indeed the Indians now told stories of tribes to the south, on the Missouri, who knew the way to the sea. Thither L. Burpee, “The Search for the Western Sea,” 1908 turned La Vérendrye. With two sons and twenty men he left Fort la Reine in October, 1738, to enter on the first of the series of journeys over the plains from the Assiniboine to the basin of the Missouri and of the Yellowstone, that ended in the claim to the discovery of the Rocky Mountains (1743).

 

One cannot but admire the extraordinary intrepidity of these French explorers of the great plains. Here was a new country beside whose emptiness, desolation and danger, New France seemed friendly and familiar. Here were no longer the bark canoe and the river in the forest. Here in a treeless landscape huge shallow streams ran in a devastating flood, or dried to rivulets among the stones. The prairie blossomed green and gay with flowers, or burned, arid and waterless, beneath the sultry sun; in winter the fierce blizzard drove its snow across the frozen plains, and cut to the heart of life unsheltered. Here were strange Indians, their speech unintelligible. They rode on horses, wild horses that had bred and multiplied on the plains since the Spaniards brought them to America. In place of the canoe of Canada were long poles dragged behind the horses, with tent skins strapped across them. The Indians, as in the east, were in perpetual war of ambush and butchery that never ended — the Sioux and the Snakes (the Shoshones) a terror even to their fellows. Thus did the Indians of the plains, like those of the woods, pursue their senseless intertribal slaughter that spelt the doom of their race. What they did with limited means on their small scale, Central Europe, with the accumulated resources of centuries, now does on a large.

Among these Indians, utterly in their power but fearless with the pride of race, came the Frenchmen, looking for the Western Sea.

 

These journeyings of the Vérendryes were the task of years — start “Journals and Letters of L’Vérendrye,” L. Burpee, Ed. 1926 and return and reconnaissance alternating with forward progress. La Vérendrye himself shared only in the earliest advance. Breaking health compelled him to return to Fort la Reine in 1739. His two sons carried on the work. At length in 1743 they came in sight of the outskirts of the mountains, a range of snow-capped peaks, beyond which — just beyond which, they thought — must be the Western Sea. Most probably they had reached, so it was generally estimated later, the Big Horn Range of Wyoming, an eastern outskirt of the Rockies, and, if so, the sea was still eight hundred miles away. But in any case they could not reach it. They had no means to go on. The Indians, circling on their path of war, were bent elsewhere.

The Vérendryes found their way back across the plains. On their homeward journey they buried on a hillside beside the Missouri, after a fashion already established in New France, a leaden tablet stamped on one side with the arms of France and an inscription prepared ahead, with the names of the King and the Governor (De Beauharnois), dated MDCCXXXXI. On the other, roughly scratched, was the name “Chevalyer de L VR” and those of two companions. It is uncertain which son now bore this title. Beside the names is the date “le 30 de mars 1743.” The tablet was discovered in 1913 by school children of South Dakota in a hill across the river from St. Pierre.

On the second of July of 1743 the Vérendryes joined their father at Fort la Reine. La Vérendrye now returned to New France. Success and honour came to him at last. He was given a command of troops. He received the Cross of the Order of St. Louis. He planned a new expedition to the West and sent out supplies from Montreal to his forts. The help of the Crown for a new attempt to discover the Western Sea seemed assured. Vérendrye planned this time to ascend the Saskatchewan. Fate intervened. On the eve of his approaching departure for the West, La Vérendrye died at Montreal (1749).

The sons of La Vérendrye tried in vain to obtain leave to take his place. At the end of their resources and overwhelmed with debt, they wrote a pathetic letter of appeal. This plea was denied. Another military leader, Legardeur de St. Pierre, was given the place and the profit. Leaving Montreal in 1750, he took the search for the Western Sea very easily, never getting farther than Manitoba. Not finding it there, he let it go at that and from Fort la Reine he sent out a young officer, Jean Baptiste Boucher, Sieur de Niverville, who made his way on foot in winter across Lake Winnipeg and up the Saskatchewan to Fort Paskoyac. In the spring of 1751 Niverville sent men up the Saskatchewan who built a stockade, Fort Jonquière, at the foot of the Rockies. Niverville followed them but seemed to lack the courage to cross the mountains. The fame he thus refused was left for Alexander Mackenzie to gather.

The brothers La Vérendrye died in poverty and oblivion. Nor had ill fate finished with them even in death. It remained for “South Dakota Historical Collections,” Vol VII modern geographical investigation to cast doubt — the unkindest cut of all — on whether they had really reached the Rockies or gone no farther west than the Dakota hills.

Meantime the search for the Western Sea was lost from sight in the advancing shadow of the final war that was to end New France.

 

The Treaty of Utrecht of 1713 had proved as unstable as all others during the long struggle between France and England from Louis XIV to Napoleon. War broke out again in 1744 and raged with its usual accompaniment of raid and massacre till 1748. It was signalized by the spectacular capture of the great fort of Louisbourg, Cape Breton, by ships, levies and leaders from New England. The Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle restored to France 1748 Cape Breton and its fortress but it brought only a calm before the final storm.

Meantime the growth of the British Colonies in America was deciding the issue of the war before it had begun. New France “Censuses of Canada, 1665-1871,” being Vol. IV of Statistics of Canada, 1876 had grown, indeed, but rather in outline than in intensity. At the time of the Treaty of Utrecht New France (Canada) had a population of 18,974, which had increased to 21,424 in 1720 when the Jesuit Father Charlevoix visited and described the colony. The total was 42,701 in 1729 and on the eve of the conquest (1754) it had reached 55,000. After that the statistics falter, as we have no actual count and many wild conjectures. During the F.-X. de Charlevoix, “La Nouvelle France,” 1744 same time the Acadians in the ceded portion of Nova Scotia had reached 8,500, of whom, as will be seen, 6,000 were presently expelled. The Acadians on the ‘mainland,’ later to be called New Brunswick, numbered 4,300 before the expulsion from Nova Scotia and gained by it later on about 500 refugees. Ile Saint 1755 Jean (Prince Edward Island) had 3,000 French in 1755, and likewise gained about 500 refugee Acadians. The new establishment of Ile Royale (Cape Breton) had about 3,000 people in and hard-by its Louisbourg fortress. Thus the whole French population in what we now call Canada, which was about 16,500 at the opening of the century, had increased to 73,800 by 1754.
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“. . . no wanton cruelty . . . nothing in their fate of the concentration camp . . .” — page 94

The growth of New France itself represented further new settlements on the pattern of the old, river farms that made up the seigneuries of the Island of Orleans and of both sides of the St. Lawrence, those beside Three Rivers and up the Richelieu as well as on the Yamaska and the St. Francis. Population increased on Montreal Island, on Jesus Island and in the adjacent Terrebonne as well as across the river at Longueuil, Boucherville, Varennes and Verchères. Quebec with a population of 8,967 remained the commercial entrepôt as well as the military centre. Montreal alone approached it. This had grown to be a walled town beside the river, occupying what is now the financial district, with the rivulet and marsh that we call Craig Street below it. A mile or so south-west was the Seminary of the Sulpicians, the Seigneurs of the Island, whose two fort towers still stand beside their College of Montreal. The Chemin de la Côte des Neiges wound past the Seminary through the woods and over the hill to St. Laurent and to the villages of the Rivière des Prairies. Hochelaga still lay buried under its new forest beside its brook, undisturbed. Outside of Quebec and Montreal only a few towns (Charlesbourg, Varennes, St. Vincent de Paul, etc.) reached a population of a thousand souls. Three Rivers had less. Other places were mere villages or seigneuries with nearby tenants.

The seigneuries themselves kept being subdivided under the C. W. Colby, “Some Canadian Types of the old Régime,” 1908 law of equal inheritance till many were little more than farms. Indeed one must be careful to distinguish the status of these seigneurs from that of the noblesse of France — the real thing. Authorities agree that no nobles of the highest rank came to settle in New France. Even of the 218 seigneurs at the close of the régime, probably only a score or so were of what would be Cavendish Debates on the Quebec Bill, 1839 called noblesse in France. François Masères, Chief Justice after the conquest, gives twelve as the maximum. But Masères was a Huguenot and ill-disposed. But we British-Canadians need not worry over this lack of noble blood among the French. There is far less among us. Noble blood does not emigrate to a wilderness. A castle is good enough.

Under the peculiar conditions of settlement in New France manufacture and urban growth were impossible. Resources went unused. Iron was successfully smelted in forges at Three Rivers after 1737, and salt pans were operated at Kamouraska in the war time of 1744 but vanished with the peace. Shipbuilding, desired and encouraged by France, could and should have flourished. F. X. Garneau, “Histoire du Canada,” 1913 It started and failed. In 1732 ten vessels, from 40 to 100 tons, were built at Quebec. But inexperience with Canadian timber balked the opportunity. Agriculture, fishing and the fur trade were thus the sole economic basis of the colony and provided its exports. From France came all wines and liquors, pottery, ironware, clothing, as apart from homespun, and, of course, all luxuries. There was no commercial wealth.

Once and once only a queer commercial “boom” lighted up the horizon of the little colony, with a glimpse of things as yet 1716 two centuries away. The plant ginseng was discovered in the Canadian woods, a plant that the Chinese were seeking eagerly as a magic medicine. It was bought in Quebec for two francs a pound and sold in Canton for twenty-five. The Canadians rifling their woods for ginseng dreamed dreams that their descendants were to share in 1928. The ginseng sent to China in one year brought home 500,000 francs. Then these first dreams went the same way as the last. The Chinese found the Canadian root over-dried. The boom ended.

Charlevoix, indeed was painfully impressed with what he calls the “very general poverty” of New France. Yet he admires the agreeable society and the purity of the language, preserved by its very isolation. At least the colony was spared the curse of negro slavery (with the slave trade) — now over-spreading the colonial world, turning the West Indies black, and calling down Files of Quebec Gazette, 1762-83 time’s vengeance on America for its iniquity. Slavery was not illegal in French Canada, neither before nor after the conquest. Slaves were bought and sold and advertised for sale under the British rule. But the French government considered the climate Ida Greaves, “The Negro in Canada,” McGill Publication, 1930 too cold for negro slavery and prohibited any regular importation.

Communication from first to last was almost entirely by water, irregular and uncertain. There was a postal service, by monopoly, after 1721. Carriage and freight was so little organized that prices in Montreal might be fifty per cent above those of Quebec. Money and currency were from first to last in confusion. From the beginning French coins were rare. Settlers and traders used beaver-skins and other substitutes as currency. Colonial coins (stamped by the Company of 1670) failed to circulate. Colonial (official) paper money never bred confidence and quickly lost value. ‘Card money’ with royal arms and a signature was about as bad. The Intendant’s “promise to pay” was worse than either. The curtain of the conquest fell on this hopeless confusion. After the conquest came ‘business,’ and the Scots.

There is to the sympathetic mind something pathetic in this commercial failure of New France, on which military failure was now to set the seal — the lofty ambitions of empire as opposed to the “very general poverty”; the spacious feudality of a seigneurie that dwindled to a bush farm beside a creek; the agreeable manners of a people with little other hospitality to offer. Above all one thinks of the situation of the plain people, asking nothing but peace and obscurity on their river farms. The environment of Maria Chapdelaine, that has touched the universal sympathy of to-day, was there two hundred years ago. We who have fallen heirs to all that was best in New France should value its memory at its real worth.

 

Yet New France was not to pass without a spirited effort. A new basis of French power in America, was sought in the attempt to make Louisiana and Cape Breton replace, as two ends of the chain of defence, the losses of the Treaty of Utrecht. Louisiana, claimed by La Salle in 1682, occupied with a fort by Le Moyne d’Iberville at Biloxi in 1699, begins in earnest with New Orleans, founded by his brother in 1718. Its fortunes link with those of Canada till the conquest.

Cape Breton Island, separated from the Nova Scotia peninsula by the mile-wide Gut of Canso, had hitherto been disregarded. 1720 Fishermen alone used its coasts. It was now rechristened as Ile Royale. The huge fortress of Louisbourg rose on its coast, and Acadian settlers were invited in. In the closing days of the French régime it had a population of 4,300, doubled perhaps in the fishing season.

Beside it was the St. Jean, our Prince Edward, another desert island of France. This beautiful island — one-sixth of the area of Holland, which supports nine million people — lay long empty. Its mild climate, its fertile soil, its beautiful woods and D. C. Harvey, “The French Régime in Prince Edward Island,” 1926 meadows, have been the subject of praise from Cartier to Judge Haliburton. Cartier said it needed nothing but the nightingales of France, little realizing that it had its own. Haliburton, but this was later, threw in along with fertility, the fairy gift of longevity for its people.

But history passed it by. The Comte de St. Pierre obtained in 1719 a charter of colonization, but it led to nothing. A few Acadian French came over to settle. With the war their little settlement was overwhelmed and most of them expelled. The habitation, called Fort La Joie, lost its nightingale name in exchange for that of the wife of George III (Charlottetown) 1798 and the island presently exchanged the name of St. John, for that of Prince Edward, later the father of Queen Victoria, at that time in command of the British forces in Canada.

It is easily understood, therefore, that the growth of New France, apart from its ambitious outline, was as nothing compared with the overwhelming comparative advance of the English colonies in population, wealth, trade and command of the sea. The wiser of the French could see the reason. “The English,” wrote Raudot, the Intendant of 1706, “do not leave their homes F. X. Garneau, “Histoire du Canada,” 1913 as most of our people do. They till their ground, establish manufactories, open mines, build ships, etc.; and have never yet looked upon the fur trade as anything but a subordinate part of their commerce.” The mere statistics of the population show the case overwhelmingly. As compared with the figures above, the English colonies (‘British’ after the union of 1707) increased between 1650 and 1700 from a population of 100,000 to 250,000, and by 1750 had grown to 1,370,000. Boston alone had as many inhabitants as Quebec and Montreal together; the best of the seigneuries would hardly compare with the great manor houses of the wealthy Dutch on the Hudson, each with its train of white servants and black slaves.

Nor had British power in America grown only with this expansion of the existing Atlantic provinces. A new province was 1748 deliberately created after the Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle with the foundation of Halifax. It was obviously impossible to retain and develop Nova Scotia as a British province unless it was populated by British settlers. Two means were adopted to secure this, the one as laudable as the other was deplorable. The foundation of Halifax carries as its reverse side the expulsion of the Acadian French.
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A splendid site for the new settlement was found on Chebucto Harbour. Here in 1749 was deliberately founded — a process hitherto alien to British policy — the town of Halifax, so called after the First Lord of Trade. The government went vigorously to work in a hearty British fashion, not doing the thing by halves. Parliament voted £40,000. When that ran out they voted more and more. Annual grants to Nova Scotia went on till in all £415,000 was expended. The government sought first for army and navy veterans. They gave free passage, free grants of land, subsistence for a year. They landed 1,400 immigrants at the settlement in the first season. The town rose under the hammer and the saw. They hammered such a British temper into it that it never lost it. Haliburton says that “in a short time there were 3,760 ‘adventurers’ with their families.” He means settlers of sufficient spirit to settle. The word ‘adventurers,’ like its fellow word ‘undertakers,’ has lost its nobility since the charter of the Hudson’s Bay Company.

Even at that, there was great hardship. Many people died of cold in the first winter. Food sold at what seemed famine prices, J. Wilson, “A Genuine Narrative,” London, c. 1751 milk at a shilling a pint. Much of the ground about the settlement was stony. A garden proved to be a bed-rock. The settlers were, many of them, as ignorant of agriculture as old soldiers are apt to be.

To supplement their efforts, Lutheran Protestants were brought out from Germany and ‘planted’ at Lunenburg, south-west of Halifax in 1753. The governor reported them next year as “almost incredibly industrious.” They planted potatoes, flaxseed brought from Germany and appeared, said the same report, “greatly attached to their farm lots.” Thus passed British Nova Scotia its early struggle for existence. The Crown, to fill the measure of its good-will, granted to the colony an elective assembly like those of the Atlantic provinces, a privilege admitted 1758 thus as a sort of common law right of British settlers.

But with the morning light of the rise of Halifax a dark shadow falls across our history. As the annals of New France run to their close there is added the tragic page of the expulsion of the Acadians. This unhappy episode of opening war was to call forth the denunciation of Edmund Burke, the solemn condemnation of the historian Bancroft, and to be immortalized in literature with Longfellow’s Evangeline.

The facts are these. Until the establishment of Halifax, the “Narrative and Critical History of America,” J. Winsor, Ed. 1884-89 English had various claims on Nova Scotia but practically no settlement in it. There was James I’s patent of 1621 which gave it its name. There had been the repeated capture and restoration of Port Royal. But at the cession of the peninsula (Cape Breton was not included) the settlers were French only. They numbered some 8,000 and were situated chiefly at Minas Basin where the rich land, dyked back from the sea and crowned with orchards, gardens and meadows, offered the lost paradise of Longfellow’s poem. Other settlements were at Beaubassin (Chignecto) and Cobequid, now Truro.

These people, under British jurisdiction since 1713, were commonly called in the British provinces the “neutral French.” Their status was uncertain. It was generally understood that France had made a plea in their behalf that they should only take an oath of allegiance to Great Britain with a proviso exempting them from fighting against France. No such privilege had ever been formally ratified by the Crown. But most Acadians had considered this status of neutrality granted. In practice the oath had been at times demanded but for the most part disregarded. When the war began, in actual hostilities not by declaration, it was feared that the Acadians might fight for France. An unqualified oath submitted to them in July of 1755 was refused by the bulk of them. It was decided to remove them from the Nova Scotia peninsula.

 

Hence such justification as can be found for their expulsion must rest on the plea of military necessity. Burke sweeps it aside with characteristic majesty. “Upon pretences not worth a farthing,” Francis Parkman, “Montcalm and Wolfe,” 1884 he says, “we did root out this poor, innocent, deserving people whom our utter inability to govern or to reconcile, gave us no right to extirpate.” A fine denunciation, worthy of Cicero; yet it must be remembered that Burke was a politician just as Barabbas was a robber. Rhetoric for party’s sake carries a heavy discount.

But there can be no justification for the manner of the expulsion as apart from its necessity. It struck without warning. It “Archives of Canada,” CX. 110-111 confiscated all possessions without compensation. In cattle alone the Crown seized a value of twenty thousand pounds sterling. It broke the Acadians up in scattered groups. It kept no record of their fate, no easy means for their communication. In many See Authorities cited by Winsor cases, by inefficiency not by malice, it broke up individual families, separated and lost for ever. The act was done by the decision of the Governor (Charles Lawrence) and the Council of the Province of Nova Scotia. Under their orders Colonel Winslow called the Acadians of Minas Basin into the church at Grand Pré, at three o’clock on September 4, 1755. There appeared, so Winslow himself reported, “four hundred and eighteen of their best men.” He then informed them, that all their lands, cattle and other property were forfeit to the Crown. They might take away their ready money Winslow’s “Journal,” 1755 and such small personal possessions as the ships could accommodate. He put them under guard forthwith. Towards night the unhappy people “not having any provisions with them, pleading hunger, begged for bread.” Thus began the sufferings of years.

Many weeks passed before the shipments could begin. About four thousand people were sent away that year and in all, during the war, about 6,500. They were distributed among the seaboard colonies. No proper record was kept of departures and destinations. It was intended in the first year to send 1,000 to Virginia, 500 each to North Carolina and Maryland, 300 each to Philadelphia and Connecticut and 200 to New York and to Boston. Later on, about 400 were sent to Georgia. No special provision was made for their maintenance beyond what local help might give and human charity dare not refuse. Their reception was varied. Virginia, with slaves enough, tried to send them back. In Philadelphia people with an eye to business proposed to sell them, but Quaker piety prevailed, and took the Acadians to its heart. Drawn towards their own race, about 365 reached Louisiana in 1765. Their descendants are still there, the ‘Cajeans’ of what used to be called the Attakapas district. A large number in the course of time wandered back home, not to their own burnt and ravaged settlements but to new settlements in New Brunswick.

It has been argued that the Acadians were priest-ridden, that many of their young men had joined the French and that more were bound to do so. Such argument is unworthy. They were priest-ridden only as simple people, gathered round their priest. If their young men had not tried to join the French they would have been poor young men indeed.

All that we can say is that there was at least no wanton cruelty. Winslow at the start spoke to them with sincere sympathy. There was nothing in their fate of the concentration camp, the brute cruelty, the secret police and the mass executions of to-day. Those who wept the world over for the Acadians in Longfellow’s day, died in time to save themselves from deeper sorrow.

But at the time the fate of the Acadians was lost from sight, and the world was deaf to their cries in the new tumult of war. The great war that lost Canada to France (1756-1763) had already begun in deed though not in declaration when the Acadians were expelled. The eyes of all the world turned to the Ohio, to Fort Duquesne, and the disastrous defeat of General Braddock. The ears of the world first heard then the name of Braddock’s colonial officer, Colonel George Washington. The war thundered on three continents. The triumph of Minden in 1759 Westphalia was matched by the splendour of Plassey in Bengal. 1757 British seapower proved supreme. Hawke’s victory at Quiberon 1759 has been called the Trafalgar of the Seven Years’ War. Boscawen’s investment and capture of Louisbourg showed how powerless 1758 was the sea-girt fortress against the power that held the sea. The crowning tragedy was Quebec. The brilliant handling of Admiral Saunders’ fleet put Wolfe in reach of the Plains of Abraham. Yet nothing but a fleet could have kept him there, even had he lived to fight again. Few casual readers recall that the spring of 1760 brought a second battle of the Plains of Abraham (April 27), in which the French were victorious. The appearance of a British fleet when the St. Lawrence opened in the spring turned the victory to dust. Montreal fell as falls an apple from a bough and with it all the river settlements and seigneuries that had been New France and all the vast dream of empire beyond. When the war passed, New France was gone — but not, so it was to prove, French Canada.
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“There was no religious persecution” — page 103


CHAPTER IV. THE FOUNDATION OF BRITISH CANADA. 1763-1815
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CESSION OF CANADA — Pontiac’s War — British Rule in Quebec — The Quebec Act of 1774 — The American Revolution — The United Empire Loyalists — The Constitutional Act of 1791 — Foundation of Upper Canada — Governor Simcoe — The War of 1812.

The capitulation of Quebec and the renewed British command Sept. 20, 1759 of the St. Lawrence, compelled the surrender of Montreal by the Marquis de Vaudreuil to General Amherst. This Sept. 8, 1760 surrender included all of New France and its western outposts of which the principal were Detroit and Michilimackinac. Fighting on land ended except for the abortive Indian rising under 1763-4 Pontiac, a chief of the Ottawas. Pontiac thought he knew the difference between easy-going French traders who only wanted trade, and the incoming of a flood of English settlers who would take the Indians’ land. The plan of his abortive rising was to seize the western posts and call to the French for help. Pontiac F. Parkman, “The Conspiracy of Pontiac,” 1851 was one of the few Indians who ever showed a capacity for leadership but he hopelessly miscalculated the situation, the military power of Europeans in arms and the futility of Indian ambush and stealth against organized regiments and artillery. Foiled at Detroit, he carried fire and massacre to half a dozen isolated posts, then realized the situation and let himself be bought off into peace. A few years later he was stabbed to death by one of his own race, bribed by an English liquor trader — a forest version of the death of Caesar.

 

While the war lasted, Canada remained under the military government of the British armed forces. But the ratification of the Peace of Paris (February 10, 1763) was followed by a royal proclamation placing the new ‘Province of Quebec’ under civil W. Houston, “Documents Illustrative of the Canadian Constitution,” 1891 government. Its boundaries were peculiar, to a large extent huge make-shift lines of direction running through wilderness country, hardly even explored and none of it surveyed. On the east the boundary was the St. John River of Labrador that enters the St. Lawrence opposite the west end of Anticosti. From the source of that river, wherever it might be, the line ran more or less south-west to a corner of Lake Nipissing, then south-east to the St. Lawrence (near Coteau), east across the foot of Lake Champlain and then along the height of land south of the St. Lawrence to the Baie des Chaleurs. This was meant in a rough-and-ready way to include the basins of the St. Lawrence (up to Coteau), and of the Ottawa, but to keep clear of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s territory, of that of the Atlantic provinces and of Nova Scotia, which now presumably began where Massachusetts ended, and which was given jurisdiction also over Cape Breton and Ile St. Jean (Prince Edward Island).

Such rough-and-ready boundaries in unsurveyed country were presently to give trouble and to breed the boundary disputes — Maine, Oregon, Alaska — that were to disfigure the relations of Canada with the United States. No one could foresee this, least of all at that happy moment when boundaries hardly seemed to matter. With the cession of Canada by France and that of Florida by Spain, almost the whole of the known continental North America from the Gulf of Mexico to the Arctic Ocean, was British. There was no other sovereignty than that of the Crown of Spain to which French Louisiana had been ceded. 1762 Spanish America thus began at New Orleans and extended vaguely to the missions of the California coast where the known geography of the Pacific ended. All the rest was British, extending likewise into the unknown. It seems vast even now. In the unexplored world of that day it must have seemed beyond imagination. Where the map ended poetry began with its ‘broad J. Thomson, “Seasons”— ‘Winter,’ 1726 savannahs,’ reaching in “airy undulation far away,” its ‘snow capped mountains’ and its ‘hyper-boreal regions’ where “fading gradually, life at length goes out.” The occupation of such an immensity must have appeared both in space and time distant beyond words. Few could realize that in less than two mere centuries the globe would have shrunk to the stifled world we know, its occupants clamouring for space, clutching for resources, with escape nowhere. Nor did many realize that in the union and opportunity thus gained, and presently so carelessly thrown aside, was to lie two centuries later the chief, perhaps the sole, hope for the salvation of western civilization.

Under the Proclamation of 1763 the government of Canada (now officially Quebec) consisted of a Governor and Council. Sir C. Lucas, “Canada” (1763-1812) 1909 Power was given to the Governor to call an elected assembly. The power was never used and was rescinded presently in the reorganization under the Quebec Act of 1774. It was what we now call a ‘gesture’ of goodwill and a grant of freedom to the ‘King’s New Subjects.’ But it could not be put into practice. To grant the vote to Roman Catholics, excluded both in Great Britain and in the then existing Parliament of Ireland, would have offended British public opinion. To elect the Assembly on a Protestant vote only, would have put four hundred people in control of some sixty-five thousand. Moreover there was no demand among the French for a popular assembly and a citizens’ franchise, things of which they knew and cared nothing. The only demand for an assembly came from the four or five hundred Protestants who would have controlled it. These were the new traders and merchants, mostly from the American provinces, who had moved up to French Canada, and especially to Montreal, when it became British. These people became the bane of the history of the hour. General Murray, the first Governor-General of Canada, called them in an official letter to the British Government “four hundred and fifty contemptible traders and sutlers,” and spoke of them to the Board of Trade as “licensed fanatics.” Governor Murray’s attitude gave such offence to this British section that their influence procured his recall. But unfortunately Sir Guy Carleton (later Lord Dorchester), the brother veteran who succeeded him, went at it almost as roundly. Not only the traders but the new British office-holders, who obtained their positions by home influence and fattened on new fees and unknown charges, called down his denunciation, as “cantoning upon the country and riding the people with desperate savagery.”

These vexed quarrels occasioned by the incoming of an alien and favoured minority, fill the foreground of our Canadian annals of the period and colour it with a false light. The régime under which French Canada lived until the eve of the French Revolution was for the most part one of happy neglect, that accidental art of government most congenial to the British temperament. Not knowing what to do with Canada in this interim, the British Government did nothing in particular, and, like the House of Lords in the Gilbert and Sullivan song, did it rather well.

It was indeed a little difficult to know what to do. It was W. H. Lecky, “History of England in the Eighteenth Century,” 1878-90 Vol. IV doubtful at first whether Canada would be retained. The acquisition of Florida opened the vista of a great sub-tropical empire, with Jamaica and Barbados already British, with Guadeloupe and perhaps Martinique and St. Lucia to be ceded in return for the restoration of Canada. A Mr. Burke — a cousin of his celebrated cousin Edmund — wrote an open letter to show that a “vast, barren and almost uninhabited country, lying in an inhospitable climate and with no commerce except that of furs and skins,” could not be compared to a sugar island like Guadeloupe. G. Bancroft, “History of the United States,” 1834-76 Vol. I Diplomacy, the kind that lives in the dark, suggested that it might be wiser to let France keep Canada, in order to keep the American provinces dependent. “England,” said the French statesman Vergennes, “will soon repent of having removed the only check that keeps her colonies in awe,” and the opinion was echoed in England. Benjamin Franklin, however, at that time in 1761 England, wrote his famous ‘Canada Pamphlet,’ so-called, to ridicule what he called the “visionary fear” that the colonies might combine against England. What he said makes sad reading. “Can it reasonably be supposed there is any danger of their uniting against their own nation, which protects and encourages them, with which they have so many connections and ties of blood, interest and affection, and which, it is well known, they all love much more than they love one another?” This was written only a few years before the Declaration of Independence. Worth quoting also, from its having been so often quoted, is the prophecy of the Swedish naturalist and traveller, Peter Kalm, Peter Kalm, “Travels in North America,” 1748-49 made before the Seven Years’ War— “The English government has reason to regard the French as the chief power which urges their colonies to submission.”

The realization of these circumstances shows why it was that Canada was largely left alone and how fortunate was this neglect. There was no religious persecution. The provisions of the capitulations of Quebec and Montreal and the Proclamation of Civil 1759-1760 Government all contained clauses granting freedom of worship for the Roman Catholic religion, “as far as the laws of England 1763 permit.” The limitation could have meant anything or nothing; in practice it meant nothing. The French language was left undisturbed, not by law, but by common sense. There was no way for the ‘business men’ to teach English to seventy thousand new subjects. Indeed the other way; retiring British officers who bought seigneuries and settled with their disbanded soldiers in the province presently spoke French and gave us the ‘Frasers’ and ‘Mackays’ of to-day whose English speech has vanished. No guarantee was given for the French language, nor ever later by the Imperial Government till the British North America Act of 1867. It was merely let alone. On the other hand it was not possible to let the law alone, and much confusion resulted. The military government applied the English criminal law, and it was continued under civil government. This bred no discontent, for the penalties were milder than those of French law. But the civil law of New France, the old coutume de Paris, and the land laws of the seigniorial system would not fit alongside of the law of England and the English land tenure and laws of inheritance; ‘English,’ be it repeated, not ‘British,’ since the Scots law was another matter, understood only in Scotland. Round this legal dilemma focused much of the trouble with the new British community of traders. They contrived, as far as they could, the introduction of imprisonment for debt, a cup of misery still untasted by poverty in the wilderness. They and their imported officials introduced a high scale of fees, adjusted A. Bradley, “The Making of Canada,” 1908 to the wealth of commercial England and spelling disaster in Canada; “expense, chicanery and confusion,” wrote Carleton, “with a deluge of new laws unknown and unpublished.”

Yet even at that it is a mistake to exaggerate the situation of 1767 French Canada at this period. For most of its French inhabitants life pursued a more even tenor now that war had passed, that Indian massacre was over and they could be let alone. It is true Article § 36 the incoming British had many advantages. When Vaudreuil went away, nearly three hundred civilians, as permitted by the G. M. Wrong, “A Canadian Manor and its Seigneurs,” 1908 capitulation, left for France. These included many French officials and noblesse. There were many seigneuries thrown on the market. The British, then and later, bought them freely. General Murray obtained the seigneurie of Malbaie (Murray Bay), General Sir H. Cavendish, “Debates” (of 1774). 1839 Burton that of Chambly, Simon McTavish became seigneur of Terrebonne and Sir Frederick Haldimand of Sorel. By 1774 the chief seigneuries were British.

The British also enjoyed from the start that control of capital V. Bracq, “Evolution of French Canada,” 1924 which was soon to count in a world beginning to be industrialized. The British (presently Scottish) command of the commerce of Montreal, and control of the banking and transport and monetary power — all this was due not solely, perhaps not principally, to the native genius or acquired capacity of the English merchant and the Scottish banker, but to the initial opportunity of circumstance. Something also of the new situation was due to the different habits of urban townsfolk, merchant people like the incoming British and British Americans, and people of the land like the French. The conquest brought the printing press and a Quebec Gazette, in which, like the genie in the bottle-smoke, first appears “the advertiser,” whose oyster was to be the world.

Yet mainly the people agreed. British officers and soldiers fraternized with their late opponents as honourable combatants were able to do in the days of honourable war. “The soldiers,” wrote General Gage to his superior, General Amherst, as early as 1762, “live peaceably with the inhabitants and they reciprocally acquire an affection for each other.”
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“Lumber and shipbuilding sprang into life” — page 107

In this period of quiet was laid the foundation of the mutual tolerance and co-operation of French and British in Canada. Such troubles as existed have, as said, falsely coloured this interim of uncertain destiny. It has been the peculiarity of our Canadian history that it is commonly presented in too lurid a light. Its opening chapters of adventure, danger, war and massacre carry forward a sort of storm and stress that no longer belongs. The annals leap from war to war till peace seems alien, and commonplace life beside the mark.

A certain mistaken school of British writers has looked upon the policy of this period as a fatal error, destined, in a homely phrase, to come home to roost. The country, it was claimed, should have been made British from the start. The French language should not have been tolerated, the Roman Catholic religion should have lost all government support. The French-Canadians, to use Lord Durham’s phrase of 1839, should have been led away from “their vain hopes of nationality.” The contrary opinion is the sound one. This period first showed the possibility of a united French and British Canada, and with it the British Empire that we have.

While French Canada remained under its somewhat uncertain destiny for ten years after the conquest, Nova Scotia was being opened up for settlement and was assuming its characteristic M. L. Hansen, “Mingling of the Canadian and American Peoples,” 1940 form of a British, in places a Scottish, province. A few settlers came to Pictou County in 1667; then, in 1772, a whole shipload of Highlanders, landing with kilts (forbidden in Scotland since Prince Charlie’s rebellion), skean-dhu, and broadswords, the woods loud with the bag-pipes. Other Scots settled on the Gulf of St. Lawrence coast, later New Brunswick. Lumber and shipbuilding 1761 sprang into life. The great pines of Longfellow’s ‘forest primeval,’ furnished masts for the British navy, 108 feet long, W. A. Carrothers, “Emigration from the British Isles,” 1929 three feet through at the butt and worth £136 each. The Irish came also, 500 of them to Colchester in 1766 and others to Cumberland County, with Yorkshire Methodists to balance their exuberance. Cape Breton by 1765 had enough settlers to rank it as a county, with two members in the Halifax Assembly. Thus was set on maritime Canada the stamp it has never lost — its homeward look, its industry of the woods and the sea.

 

Meantime the uncertain status of French Canada was brought to a close by the Quebec Act of 1774. This aimed at the permanent retention of Canada under British sovereignty, with such Sir H. Cavendish, “Debates” (of 1774), 1839 full measure of recognition of the religion, the customs and the law of the French-Canadians as should secure allegiance. In spite of all denunciation it fulfilled its purpose. Rebuilt into the later statutes of 1791, 1840 and 1867, its principles are still the basis of our commonwealth. It preserved the French civil law and with it the criminal law of England; it gave freedom of worship to Roman Catholics and authorized the collection of the tithe on farm land from Roman Catholic holders. It preserved the existing seigniorial tenures, in large part now bought up by British proprietors. It took for granted the use of the French language in daily life and in the courts, making no attempt to extend English beyond its necessary official sphere. It declared it inexpedient to call an assembly. The main government was to consist of a Governor and a Council.
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One clause rapidly made history. The act extended the boundaries of Quebec to include all of the unsettled territory south and west of the Great Lakes between the Mississippi and the Ohio. Thus Chicago, then an unredeemed portage-place from Lake Michigan west, was in this way for a brief interval under the fostering care of the Roman Catholic Church. The intention most likely was to preserve Crown control over Indians and land grants for fear of a new Pontiac. But New England read into it tyranny and Popish idolatry.

To Canada the act was generosity itself, a bid for Canadian gratitude and support. It was needed. Events were moving Sir G. O. Trevelyan, “History of the American Revolution,” 1899-1905 rapidly. It was possible that Britain in keeping Canada might find little else to keep. The unhappy colonial quarrel that began over the war debts, was going from bad to worse. The attempt at taxation by the Stamp Act of 1765, by customs acts and the tax on tea, had brought a sudden union to the disunited provinces. Disaffection grew on argument in New England, bravado in the South and stupidity across the ocean. By the time of the Boston Tea Party (1773) the whole country was in a turmoil of disagreement, reaching for arms if only to secure them first, while the current of public life moved with increasing tumult as the waters move above unseen Niagara. The Quebec Act, intended as oil on the Canadian waters, came also as oil on the American flames. The pulpits of New England thundered with denunciation, the echo of which reached French Canada and was never forgotten. The Quebec Act, in taking away the ‘North-West Territory’ from the provinces, many of whose charters claimed parts of it, took away the promised land. Already the resources of the Ohio Valley had cast a spell over ambition. Hence the new boundary offended both against the soul and the body, religion and profit, and could not last. Probably no one meant it to. In any case there was no time to see what would have happened; as usual, something else did. The rush to seize arms led to Lexington and Concord, to Bunker Hill; from fighting to war, and from war to independence and the republic. The most 1775 important chapter of the world’s history, as we see it now, was here being written.

 

The war of the American Revolution (1775-1783) was the last of the four great wars which had ravaged the frontiers of North America in the eighteenth century. In all they cover thirty-two years, one-third of the century. Apart from the bravery of the combatants, its annals make sad reading. The war came to a divided people. Resolute patriotism took arms against resolute allegiance, a new ideal against an old loyalty, a sudden angry struggle, undreamed of yesterday and feeding on its own anger. Even if the separation of America from Britain was manifest destiny, and the republic a nobler ideal than kingship, the separation might have waited yet a while. The parting might have been made in peace.

On Canada fell the first full impact of the blow. To bring the Canadians into the insurrection the Americans tried both force and persuasion. Force came first, with General Montgomery’s invasion and his capture of the fort at St. Johns, which gave him undefended Montreal. Montgomery’s occupation of the city is still recalled by the tablet on his headquarters, an old stone house on Rue Notre-Dame, buried in the financial district of Montreal. The Governor, Sir Guy Carleton, gathered his feeble forces into Quebec. Montgomery followed. He was joined by General Benedict Arnold, who had forced a way through the wilderness of the Kennebec. Montgomery was killed in a night Dec. 31, 1775 attack outside the gates. He was not yet forty. His name endures, lauded by both sides. Arnold had not the luck to die in the snow. He lived to be the Judas Iscariot of America.

With invasion came to Montreal a mission of persuasion from Congress, Benjamin Franklin and two others, honest men in the uncomfortable role of foxes in a hen yard. Then came the spring opening of the river and a British fleet, and invasion and persuasion vanished together. Canada was out of the struggle. Sir Guy Carleton (later Ford Dorchester), the defender of Quebec, kept guard over Canada. From it General Burgoyne presently organized, with care, his defeat at Saratoga. Carleton was afterward criticized for not throwing the French-Canadians into the struggle. The truth is, they would have been hard to throw; Sir C. Lucas, “History of Canada, 1763-1812,” 1909 not from lack of bravery but from lack of motive. They only wanted to be let alone, a plea that has lasted now nearly two centuries.

The war went its way. Each year it threw a deeper shadow on the prestige of Britain. From the time when Chatham rejoiced that America had resisted, the British themselves were divided as to the struggle. The shadow fell on British arms with Burgoyne’s defeat, and then, for the first time since the Dutch War of Charles II, it fell on the British navy. The loss of the command of the sea along the American coast compelled Cornwallis’s surrender. Nothing but Rodney’s crowning victory over De Grasse 1782 in the West Indies helped to save the record of what naval W. N. James, “The British Navy in Adversity,” 1926 historians have called ‘the British navy in adversity.’

In their quarrel with Great Britain over stamps and taxes the Americans had been united almost to a man. But no one as yet (the words are those of Benjamin Franklin) “talked of independence, drunk or sober.” When the quarrel led to fighting, unity of opinion fell apart. Republican ideas fermented. Then came Tom Paine’s pamphlet The Crisis, written in camp, advocating independence and read everywhere — a sudden light to slower minds, a trumpet call to lively patriotism. Then came the Declaration of Independence of July 4, 1776, and five years of actual warfare.

This War of Independence was not in the full sense a national C. H. Van Tyne, “The Loyalists in the American Revolution,” 1902 uprising nor yet a civil war. John Adams himself said afterwards that in 1776 one-third of the people were Loyalists. Indeed a large number of Tories took up arms, perhaps 50,000 in all, of whom one-half were from the Province of New York. But it must be remembered that among these were such bodies as the King’s Royal Regiment of the Province of New York, raised by Sir John Johnson from among a Mohawk Valley settlement of Highlanders who had arrived only in 1773. After the war they became part of our Scottish Glengarry settlement on the St. Lawrence. Johnson, who had succeeded his father, Sir William, the famous Superintendent-General of Indian Affairs, raised, among his retainers and refugees and from Canada, various irregular corps, among them the Royal Greens, infamous for their savagery. Other corps of similar origin, but higher honour, were the Highlanders recruited in Boston while still British, and the regiments formed under British army protection, the Royal Fencible Americans, the Prince of Wales’ Americans and the Queen’s Rangers, at first of Connecticut, later under Colonel John Graves Simcoe with Howe at Philadelphia. After the war the British Government voted half pay to the officers of a score of such regiments. Evidently such corps were in large measure alien. Most Tories were content with doing nothing. But in areas held by the British — as the town of New York, as New Jersey, as most of settled Pennsylvania for the first of the war, and the country round New York itself till the very end — the Tories by J. Winsor, “The Narrative and Critical History of America,” Vol. VI royal favour fell heir to the houses and properties of dispossessed rebels. This meant a day of reckoning. The terms of peace expressly provided for the safety of the Tories against retaliation, confiscation and ill-treatment. But there was no way as yet to bind thirteen states to thirteen codes of honour.

Retaliation began at once. Many Tories did not even wait for it. Indeed Tory refugees had been moving out during the war itself. When Howe evacuated Boston in 1776, about 900 Loyalists went in his ships to Halifax; 3,000 left Philadelphia with the British army in 1778. With the peace and the separation from Great Britain, the movement became an exodus; partly of people who were afraid to stay, but mainly of people who did not want to. The first destination was Nova Scotia, a place of easy access by sea, for the province extended then on both sides of the Bay of Fundy, joining the Maine district of Massachusetts. “Nova Scotia is the rage,” reported the London Chronicle. A great ‘spring fleet’ of twenty ships went in 1783, and another in the autumn. They flooded into Nova Scotia, into the Annapolis Basin and into the new town, or camp, called Shelburne, till it presently contained 10,000 people, the largest British ‘town’ in America. The ebb-tide of the flood left it a village. For the 1784-1820 Loyalists found better homes in Prince Edward Island, to which went 600, and in Cape Breton with 400 — temporarily made a province by itself but without an assembly — and found a veritable land of promise in the valley of the St. John in the empty western end of the province. A muster roll of Loyalists as early as the summer of 1784 showed 28,347 in Nova Scotia. Of these 9,260 were on the St. John River and nearly 3,000 more in that vicinity, a fact which led to the separation of their settlements as J. Hannay, “History of Acadia,” 1879 the Province of New Brunswick. Certain later troubles of the province were laid in its cradle at its christening. Achilles, we are told, started life vulnerable in his heel, New Brunswick in its boundary. It fell heir at once to its share of the ambiguities of the Treaty of 1783 that vexed half a century. By this treaty the boundary of British North America at one end was “the north-west angle of Nova Scotia” — there isn’t any — at the other, a line drawn west from the Lake of the Woods to meet the Mississippi — it never will. But these troubles still were in the future.
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“‘Nova Scotia is the rage,’ reported the London Chronicle” — page 112

Other Loyalists made their way to other British territory by land. At this time Quebec ended, as settlement, with Lake St. Francis. Above that was the river stretch of the St. Lawrence, the Great Lakes, Ontario, Erie and Huron, and the peninsula between. This territory, which corresponds in latitude to Southern France, is the garden, one of the gardens, of Canada. Access was now open to it. From the settlements of the Mohawk Valley, portage routes led to Niagara, to Oswego and to Ogdensburg and thence across the Lakes and the St. Lawrence. The Indian J. W. Lydekker, “The Faithful Mohawks,” 1938 danger was gone. Indeed the Indians themselves were now ‘Loyalists.’ The migration of Mohawks with their chief Thayendanega — in easier English, Joe Brant — gave us Brantford. By this route now came many Loyalists, settling at Niagara-on-the-Lake (Newark) even during the war.

Other Loyalists came to the new region by the sea — a year’s journey for many of them — to Nova Scotia, up the St. Lawrence, wintering on the way, many at Sorel, then past Montreal in a stubborn ascent of the St. Lawrence to the settlements laid out along the river to the new Kingston. The British Government was generosity itself; it did not do anything by halves. It supplied transport, tools, implements, seeds and food for one year and for more if needed. It gave land with an ungrudging hand; two hundred acres went to each disbanded private soldier; two hundred to every farmer civilian; to officers, according to rank, up to five thousand acres.

Difficulties, of course, there were. The Loyalists showed a tendency to keep moving round like lost sheep; speculators bought up their land, the “location tickets” foolishly being made transferable; some grumbled, being Americans, for ‘town-meetings,’ to run their own affairs; others had had enough of town meetings for ever. Another grievance was that the government at first shut them off from the excellent land, still empty and easy of access, in what we call the Eastern Townships of Quebec. It seemed too near the United States from which it had, and still has, no real boundary. Other new-comers, thousands of them, were not Loyalists at all — just incoming Americans tempted by good land.

Indeed it is important to remember that the Loyalist settlers themselves were most of them not British in the first-hand sense, but Americans. Many of them came of families already several generations in America. They differed in this from the generality of the settlers, British people from their own Isles, who came later in the great migration after the Napoleonic War. Now allegiance is one thing, culture another. These Americans, Loyalists and others, helped to give to the Province of Ontario that peculiar stamp of similarity to “the States” in speech and habit which its plainer people have always carried. From them comes the Thanksgiving Dinner of Massachusetts, half appetite, half religion, originating from a turkey-feed with the Indians in 1630. From them came the ‘York’ — the New York shilling, 12½ cents — which many of us still remember as current calculation. From their traditions came presently the school ‘sections’ and the spellers and the spelling bees, and the township. They H. L. Mencken, “The American Language,” Chapter II, 1919 spoke of their “dooty” and they “reckoned” and “guessed” and “calculated” and used all those American ‘novelties’ of speech which were old in East Anglia when the Pilgrim Fathers left it. Time was when the word ‘Loyalist,’ and the prouder ‘U. E. Loyalist’ were terms used as if in contrast to Yankee or American. We know better now. The word British-American has come again into its own.

The difficulties described led naturally to a reorganization of government. The Constitutional Act of 1791 divided Canada into the two provinces of Upper and Lower Canada, with a Governor-General for all Canada and under him a Lieutenant-Governor for Upper Canada. In each province was a Legislative Council appointed for life, with hereditary titles grantable, but never granted, by the Crown. In each was a popular Assembly elected on a property franchise. The Governor and his Council were thus set over against the people’s Assembly, with neither in control. But it would have been hard to go further at the time. It was a half-way house, in which was made too long a sojourn. This later brought rebellion. But at first the new government in Upper Canada worked wonders. Colonel John Graves Simcoe, the veteran Commander of the Queen’s Rangers, was appointed as first Lieutenant-Governor of Upper Canada. He arrived at Kingston July 1, 1792 and organized his Legislature at Newark (Niagara) in the same month. For over four years he governed the province and immensely influenced its future.

Simcoe was a notable man. He had a vision that looked a “The Simcoe Papers,” Ontario Historical Society, 40 Vols., 1923-6 hundred years ahead, and that lingered also a hundred years behind. He could see in the sandbars and marshes of Toronto the mirage of a metropolis; his great military roads swept in his fancy east and west five hundred miles; he held the North in his hand and Niagara was his footstool. For him Upper Canada — so he told his Parliament — went, in its responsibilities, “infinitely beyond whatever, till this period, have distinguished any other colony.”

Yet to Simcoe, democrat meant scoundrel; dissenter, snivelling hypocrite; and without the Church of England morality would go under. But he was all for what he considered progress; he must have schools, and grammar schools; he looked forward to a college; he gathered in a printer to set up the Upper Canada April 13, 1793 Gazette or American Oracle; he collected three refugee clergymen of the establishment to make a church, and asked the Crown for a bishop.

For government Simcoe wanted British government and he wanted it all; its established church, its hereditary titles, its forms, its feathers, its venerable humbugs; and nothing newer than Queen Anne.

On these terms Simcoe called his first Legislature together on September 17, 1792. It met in a frame building close by the village of Niagara (Newark) with uncleared bush all around. It numbered twenty-three men in all, seven councillors and six elected assembly-men. The councillors, hand picked, were gentlemen, but more than half the others were a rougher lot, “fellows of one table,” that is fellows who ate with their servants, and hence, to Simcoe, disqualified for British Government. But Simcoe’s Duncan C. Scott, ‘John Graves Simcoe’ in “Makers of Canada” 1905 vision saw it all in the colours of the autumn woods; he read its future in the majesty of the lake and the broad sweep of the river. All that Ottawa now is, he saw it then. And he must have the pomp to match it. He threw in more circumstance in one afternoon than the Philadelphia Congress in eighteen years of its drab sessions. There were mounted guards, soldiers in brilliant scarlet uniforms, Queen’s Rangers in rifle green, guns from the fort answered by guns from the sloops in the harbour. Within there was a sergeant-at-arms, a ready-made dais and a “speech from the throne” — old as Edward I, and younger than to-morrow. As background spectators for the scene, there were Indians in full paint and feathers, with scalps of dead enemies hanging in their belts, to show that England still had friends.

Simcoe moved his capital to a strategic position at Toronto (York from 1793 to 1834). He planned and commenced arteries of military roads, that turned to avenues of settlement. One that was called Yonge Street, much of it at first only a horsetrack, led through the bush and over the hills to Lake Simcoe and so down to the Georgian Bay. Its first purpose was, so to speak, to outflank the United States. In place of that it opened up as farm land the hills and valleys forgotten since the martyr’s mission of Brébeuf.

Thus as Napoleon made France so did Simcoe make Upper Canada. The best remains. The worst is gone. He named its most beautiful lake in his father’s memory. Time has transferred it to his own. Simcoe told his Parliament, when its first session ended, that it represented an “image and transcript of the British constitution.” At least he did his best to make it so. The seeds he sowed were to come up later as harvest, and some of them as tares.

All this however came later. The unexpected outbreak of the French Revolution and the twenty-three years of war that followed, called a halt to the natural development of British America. Immigration from abroad slackened. It would have failed altogether but for distress at home in Britain that drove unwilling settlers overseas. This was especially so with Scotland. The old Highlands of the clans were breaking up. Deer and sheep paid better than tenantry. Highland ‘clearances’ gave Canada some of its best. Reports showed that in 1802 above 3,400 people left Scotland; estimates claim that the West Highlands W. A. Carrothers, “Emigration from the British Isles,” 1929 and the Islands lost a quarter of their population. Most notable in this period was Lord Selkirk’s colonization of Prince Edward Island and on the Red River, as discussed later. To Upper Canada also came the immigration organized by Colonel Thomas Talbot on Lake Erie. But all this was held back by war in Europe, and presently stopped dead by war in Canada. Similarly, all through this period, trade moved among the alarms of war, over-quickened here and obliterated there, with certainty nowhere. Meantime legislation, as it has since the days of Tacitus, fell asleep in a country under arms.

Most unfortunate of all were the quarrels of Britain and America over maritime rights that culminated in the deplorable and fruitless war of 1812. Of the 80,000 people of the Upper Canada of that day, most were still ‘American,’ 35,000 representing Loyalists and their families, 25,000 later American settlers, and only 20,000 directly from the British Isles. Few hearts “Niles Weekly Register,” Aug. 1, 1812 were in the war; many in secret hoped for republican victory. Per contra, in Massachusetts the war seemed wanton wickedness. Governor Caleb Strong by proclamation (July 26, 1812) called for a public fast for a wrong committed “against the nation from which we are descended.”

Only the bravery of the combatants redeems the memory of the fruitless struggle. It is all a past echo now. The incursions across the St. Lawrence, the spectacular fights above the gorge of Niagara, the battle of the summer evening and night among the leaves of Lundy’s Lane, the fury that committed to the flames the frame houses of York and the crude beginnings of Washington, the guns that thundered over Lake Erie, never to be heard again — all of this is now but the mist and echo of the past. The monuments that indicate for the tourist of to-day the site of these inroads and these combats, mark only a soil on which the seeds of dissension have long since sprung up as flowers.

When the war closed with the Treaty of Ghent, British America looked out, as did Europe, on a changed and changing world. War seemed dead; peace enthroned. The new economic life of liberated industry moved in a flood, sweeping the seven seas. The Great Peace, as it presently began to be called, rested on the new ideals of liberty, democratic justice, equal rights and equal trade for all; it had behind it the new power of the machine, the new organization of finance and the magic aid of science. It seemed to many at the time that it must last for ever. It should have. Some day it will.

 

 

 

ORIGINAL PAINTING BY FREDERICK H. VARLEY, A.R.C.A., VANCOUVER, B.C., 1941
“The emigrant ship . . . was the world’s symbol of peace and progress . . .” — page 124
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CHAPTER V. THE MIDDLE PERIOD:. SHIPS, COLONIES, COMMERCE — 1815-1867
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EMIGRATION AND THE Victorian Age — Upper Canada — The North-West and the Selkirk Settlement — The Rebellion of 1837 — Lord Durham and the Union of the Canadas — Responsible Government — Maritime Progress — American Boundaries and Reciprocity — The Civil War — Provincial Deadlock — Confederation.

The age that we now call Victorian began in reality before Queen Victoria was born. Under this name we think of the era during which England became the workshop of the world, Britain the mistress of the peaceful seas; the era of free trade and the rainbow visions that went with it; of the expectation of universal, perpetual peace that inspired the Great Exhibition and its Crystal Palace of 1851; and above all, the era of the literature of Scott and Dickens, Carlyle and Tennyson and the rising science of Darwin and Huxley.

It would have seemed the brightest age in all history but for Spenser Walpole, “History of England from 1815,” 1886 the dark shadows behind it; the new poverty brought by the new wealth; the new liberty of people free to starve and of others free to let them do it; the stones in place of bread; the festering slum, the cry of the children in the factories, the Song of the Shirt, and starvation under its new name of the survival of the fittest. Seen thus, the new pauperism of the nineteenth century makes the rude plenty of the fourteenth century seem a golden age, and a plain meal at sunset in a log cabin a very glimpse of paradise.

But in spite of all, this Victorian Age was an age of hope; such as was never before; such as is gone now, or at least is eclipsed beyond present vision. In this age of hope people could see poverty, want and war only as the last dark clouds of a night that was breaking into morning.

 

We cannot understand our Canadian history without an appreciation of this background in the mother-country. After 1815, we exchanged war for peace, political for economic life, conquest for commerce. The war was no sooner ended by the Settlement of Vienna than a great migration poured forth from the British 1815 Isles. In those forgotten days immigration fell like Portia’s mercy as a double blessing, on him that gave and him that took. The emigrant ship, crowded and dirty and triumphant, was the world’s symbol of peace and progress — the dirtier and the poorer the more welcome. At times cholera and scurvy swept the ships and turned the ocean transit into a horror, as witness Mrs. Traill’s account of the cholera in Canada in the year 1832. But Mrs. Traill, “The Backwoods of Canada,” 1836 mainly migration meant more hands to work, more chance of prosperity for all. Time was to show that even in a new country prosperity comes not in leaps and bounds but in rises and falls, and that bad times are as hard to exorcise in the bush as on the Bourse.

But at first the current ran strong. Migration no longer meant the wanderings of adventure, the flight of refugees towards shelter or of pilgrims to the ecstasy of the wilderness. It was now the outgoing of people from a crowded mother-country to new homes. It assumed proportions never seen before. In colonial days in America no exact count of migration was kept. Settlement indeed was mainly effected by a first mass movement, as to Massachusetts in 1629-30, and then by slow infiltration. Perhaps, at the best, 3,000 British settlers came to colonial America in an ordinary year. But in the five years after Waterloo 98,000 British went overseas. Twenty years later the immigrants of five years (1835-9) numbered 280,000, and for 1850-54 as many as 1,639,000. Here began the still unsolved problem of empty land and willing men, the jig-saw puzzle over which the economists mumble algebra. It is not only still unsolved but grows more difficult W. A. Carrothers, “Emigration from the British Isles,” 1929 with each new complexity of civilization. At this time not only was British North America little more than a mere outline and a frame for future settlement, but Australia and New Zealand lay entirely open. A certain tide of the new migration went therefore to Australia where New South Wales was opening into respectability with other sheep than its original black ones. The migration of free people to Australia reached 15,000 in the year 1840.

But the main outflow of migration came to British America, and overwhelmingly to Canada. In the twenty years 1815-34, 403,000 British settlers went to British America as against 269,000 to the United States. Into Upper Canada they poured in a steady stream. The steamboat now began to multiply the movement. The steamship was originally the child, and presently the main support, of inland waters, beginning where sail ended. With the St. Lawrence canals that began in 1821 the steamboat came into its own. Even for the ocean voyage steam joined forces with sail with the Cunard Company of 1839. Hence immigrants now came direct from the old country up the St. Lawrence to the Lake Ontario settlements and marked out all the lake-shore counties from Kingston to Niagara. From Toronto, Yonge Street took them northward to Lake Simcoe, and Dundas Street westward M. L. Hansen, “The Mingling of the Canadian and American Peoples,” 1940 to the valleys of the Grand River and the Thames. Along Lake Erie was spread the settlement that marked the enterprise of Colonel Thomas Talbot. With a grant of 5,000 acres he had begun actual colonization in 1809. His operations were checked by the war of 1812, his flour-mills and saw-mills burnt in American inroads, he himself at the front, or looking for it. But with peace Talbot went on. The Government gave him grants of land, the original 5,000 acres and then more and more. Admiral Fisher once said “There is nothing like favouritism.” He meant there is nothing like having the power to advance a good man. In Anna Jameson, “Winter Studies and Summer Rambles in Canada,” 1838 Canada the Crown still had it. Talbot brought out settlers in thousands. His Talbot Road went all along the Lake Erie shore. Before the Rebellion broke in 1837 Talbot claimed to have had 50,000 people settled on 650,000 acres of land, and all of it good. He is the Thomas, if not the saint, whose name is preserved in the chief city of his making. Many, perhaps most, of Talbot’s settlers were Americans from New York and Pennsylvania and helped to balance the larger influx of purely British stock.

Of these other people a great many were settled by the old Canada Company, chartered by John Galt in 1826. It was an enterprise possible only when one and the same authority could control the outgoing and incoming of migration, its financial support, the grant of land and the conditions of settlement. In our eagerness not to give too much of this power to anybody, we have taken it all from everybody. Westminster, Ottawa and Winnipeg must now all act together before a sparrow can light in Manitoba. None do.

It was different then. John Galt was a Scot, a typical Scot, for he combined a literary culture with good works and a keen sense of business. His culture has enriched the literature of migration with those haunting verses that convey all the wistful affection of the exile.

From the lone shieling on the misty Island,

  Mountains divide us and the waste of seas.

But still the blood is true, the heart is Highland,

  And in our dreams we see the Hebrides.

But John Galt’s Canada Company did more than dream. They subscribed money and bought land from the Crown, nearly 2,500,000 acres in the Western Peninsula. Their payments ran J. W. Aberdeen, “John Galt,” 1936 to £20,000 a year but the Government accepted the building of roads, schools, churches and bridges as part of the price. They advanced land and money to settlers and looked ahead for the return, forward and upward. They put 4,500 people into the Huron district. They founded Galt and Goderich and Stratford. Most notable of all is the story of their foundation of Guelph. Galt and his friends stood on a summer evening, on a forest slope, all dripping from a day of rain. There they felled a huge maple to mark the selected site of the town. This done, they passed around whisky and drank the health of the whole Royal Family. Patriotism could go no further.

For a time it looked as if this tide of migration might also flood into the North-West, thus anticipating history by half a century. After the Treaty of Utrecht had confirmed their territorial 1713 rights, the Hudson’s Bay Company went forward undisturbed G. Bryce, “Remarkable History of the Hudson’s Bay Company,” 1900 with their enterprise. It is true that French traders from Montreal, especially after Vérendrye, drew away a certain share of the fur trade by way of the lakes. But the main territory around the bay, known and unknown, was still theirs. Their S. Hearne, “Journey from Fort Prince of Wales,” 1795 ships came and went. Their sagacious policy promoted exploration to find new fields. The Company’s agent, Samuel Hearne, made three successive journeys westward from the Churchill across the treeless ground of slate and stone and flattened river valleys — the Barren Grounds of Canada. These are ‘lands forlorn,’ Douglas, “Lands Forlorn,” 1914 in summer carpeted with grass and humming with a myriad insects, with wide lakes, a glare of day that hardly knows sunset, fast rivers that cannot linger, and in winter the starlit desolation of arctic snow. Thus Hearne made his way to the Coppermine River and to the sea over mineral wealth still waiting.

There was still, of course, with each recurring war, the danger of French attack by sea. It was to meet this that the Company had built, at the Churchill post, Fort Prince of Wales, a great stone fortress at the mouth of the river, three hundred by three hundred feet, its walls thirty feet thick — and twenty years in the building. It was a veritable European castle among the Canadian rocks. Yet when La Pérouse’s warships ravaged the bay in 1782 Samuel Hearne, its Governor, could do nothing but surrender. La Pérouse demolished what he could of the great fort, and burnt York Factory. He took care when he sailed, to leave supplies of food for his fugitive enemies. Such was war between gentlemen.

Meantime the cession of Canada transferred to British traders the overland route from the St. Lawrence to the fur country. This meant trouble. There began a vigorous opposition of independent traders, determined and energetic men, caring nothing for the Company’s rights, their eyes on present profit, with no time to reckon in centuries. These presently joined together into the North-West Company. They traded out of Montreal, Beaver Hall their headquarters and their ‘wintering partners,’ on Lake Superior. In this new rivalry the two companies bid against one another for Indian trade, to the detriment of both. The older settled routes were broken, the trade disturbed. Fire-water outbid red blankets and kettles. The path of peace was abandoned for the ways of violence, and the North-West fur trade threatened for a time to degenerate into anarchy.

In these annals of rivalry and ill-will one brighter page is Alexander Mackenzie, “Voyages from Montreal,” 1801 illumined by the record of the voyages of Alexander Mackenzie which helped to give to Great Britain its future British Columbia. In the service of the North-West Company, Mackenzie ascended the valley of the Saskatchewan to the farthest reach of French exploration. He passed from the Saskatchewan to the Peace, and thence descended the river that bears his name. This was no barren ground, no land forlorn. From the Athabaska River and the Great Slave Lake forest and fertile soil run onward till the last stunted willows end only at the arctic coast. Here in the streams and marshes of the river delta the sea-tide that swamped Mackenzie’s tents, told him that he had reached the July, 1789 ocean. His next journey was more momentous still. From the Saskatchewan he again crossed to the Peace, and from its headwaters reached and descended the mountain streams that swelled into rivers to the Pacific. He reached its shores. One of the memorials of our history is his inscription on a sea-side rock: “Alexander Mackenzie, from Canada by land, 22nd July, 1793. Latitude 52° 20′ 48″ N.”

With this connects a strange by-path of history. Among those who read Mackenzie’s Voyages was Napoleon. It was Napoleon’s Unpublished Memoir of Mackenzie Family quoted in ‘Alexander Mackenzie,’ “Makers of Canada,” also Sir D. Barton, “Bernadotte and Napoleon,” 1921 dream of conquest to ‘get behind’ the English — from Ireland, from Egypt, from India. We have it from Bernadotte, when King of Sweden, that Napoleon had planned a ‘campaign of Canada,’ by an ascent of the Mississippi from the French colony of Louisiana and thence an inroad from the north-west. General Bernadotte was to be made Governor of Louisiana to carry out the plan. Information was needed. Smugglers brought over Mackenzie’s Voyages, which had been published in London in 1801. The book was translated into French, and one or two copies sumptuously bound. Napoleon had one still at St. Helena. The sale of Louisiana in 1803 forestalled the adventure.
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Midway into this struggle of the rival companies of the north-west, was thrust the new Red River Colony founded by Lord Selkirk. This was a young Scottish nobleman whose eager sympathies were enlisted for the unhappy Highlanders, now dispossessed by the ‘clearances.’ He had heard from Montreal Chester Martin, “Lord Selkirk’s Work in Canada,” 1916 traders of the fertility of the North-West, the rich alluvial soil laid down by its rivers during uncounted centuries. The Hudson’s Bay Company, nothing if not canny, had seen no reason to talk about this. Selkirk had already planted with some success a colony of about eight hundred Highlanders in Prince Edward Island. But the field was too small. He now (1811) bought from the Hudson’s Bay Company a vast tract of 116,000 square miles in the North-West. This practically covered all the basin of the Red River and its tributaries. It is only fair to those who sought to destroy the colony to question the right of one man, an absentee, by the mere power of money, to acquire such ownership, no matter how elevated his motives. Thither he brought his Highland colonists in successive shiploads, by way of the Hudson Bay, the Nelson River, Norway House and Lake Winnipeg. The journey was of a year, summer to summer, the settlers frozen in for one winter.

The colony never had a chance to prosper. Of necessity the huge grant of land, with full ownership and rights of rule, excited the jealousy and presently the open hostility of the North-Westers, already in the field. The attempt was first made to coax the settlers from their holdings. Then came open ill-treatment and violence. A North-West factor wrote to a fellow official of “commencing open warfare with the Red River Colony.” This 1816 ended in an attack and massacre of Governor Semple of the Hudson’s Bay Company and twenty-one of his men. Selkirk coming out in 1817 could get no redress. Influence was too strong. He himself raised a force of ex-soldiers, by virtue of his powers as a magistrate, to arrest the guilty. The only result was a warrant from Upper Canada for his own arrest. Selkirk went home to die of a broken heart. Injustice triumphed. The two rival companies were united and lived happy ever after. The Red River Colony survived as best it might, waiting for to-morrow.

The opening era of peaceful settlement in Upper Canada, as described above, was presently shattered by the Rebellion of 1837. Nor had it all been sunshine, nor mellow evening after the rain as at Guelph. There were great hardships. These were the days of pioneer settlement, and life was rough. Experience was already showing that the large grants of a thousand acres could not create a manorial society. They broke into the smaller holdings of independent farm families, each living for itself with but little outside commerce. These were the days of subsistence farming, of home-spun clothes and home-made furniture. Food was plentiful but comforts few and luxuries nowhere. Some of the simplest things, beneath thought with us to-day, were hard to get. Salt in the Talbot settlement was worth twelve dollars a bushel. Settlers ‘toted’ it on their backs through the bush. Yet Emily Weaver, “Counties of Ontario,” 1913 one must not hold too much by such gloomy and disillusioned pictures as that given in Mrs. Moodie’s Roughing it in the Bush. In the life of pioneer hardship there is at least the stimulus that goes with being on one’s own, the ‘magic of property,’ if only of a bush farm. To many people one hour of factory labour seems longer than the longest day on one’s own place.

But worse perhaps than hardship was the ill-adjustment that brought ‘bad times’ even in the wilderness, that peculiar starvation in the midst of plenty that is the ghost behind the scenes of the promised land. Lord Durham’s Report was to give a full Lord Durham’s Report, Methuen Edition, 1902 p-1 account of these hardships of Upper Canada, and the unhappy contrast with better luck across the border. “On the American side all is activity and bustle. . . . On the British side of the line, with the exception of a few favoured spots, all seems waste and desolate.”

On this hard ground ill weeds grew apace. Hardship helped to make the Rebellion of 1837. But more powerful perhaps were the angers that go with ‘class,’ the indignation of plain people against others claiming superiority. Such angers have followed our British history. John Ball, the Kentish rebel priest of 1381, called poverty to revolt with the slogan, “When Adam delved and Eva span, who was then the gentleman?” The world asks it still. And it was asked, and went unanswered, in the bush settlements of Upper Canada. Simcoe’s aristocracy was ill-cast. It had no crusade behind it. Aristocracy must begin as a thousand years old. Simcoe’s established church with its reserve of one-eighth of all the land as allotted, was worse still. Surveyed but not yet apportioned, not used, the church land blocked settlement.

When the Napoleonic Wars ended, Simcoe was long since gone, 1796: died 1806 but the system, good and bad, was still there. Appointments and offices and emoluments went overwhelmingly to a favoured class. The little capital at York hatched out an aristocracy, and inside it a group of office holders called a ‘family compact.’ The family relationship was really small. The term was probably at first a joke, meant to be amusing in its absurdity, comparing this little coterie to the great Bourbon Family Compact of France and Spain, then still within memory. The Bourbons forgotten, the joke stands all alone, misinterpreted as in earnest.

Was there much real grievance? The Assembly could not control the public funds; could not control the public lands. As the population grew apace, this seemed all the greater hardship. There were 77,000 people in Upper Canada just before the War of 1812; 150,000 in 1824 and at the outbreak of rebellion 400,000. “Censuses of Canada,” 1876 But even at that, there are limits to the principle of self-government, especially in a new country with a handful of settlers and boundless resources. Who could hand over half a million square miles, ten times all England, to 400,000 settlers and throw in a fleet and army to guard it? What they needed as yet was not different government but better government.

The quarrel as between Governor and Assembly went from bad to worse, its course too intricate to follow here. It culminated in the outbreak of 1837. The rebels mustered and drilled around the farms all through the summer of that year. There were plenty of old soldiers in those days to show them how. The malcontents argued on the platforms and in the end they found a leader to their heart in William Lyon Mackenzie, a Scot, arrived in 1820, editing the Colonial Advocate, as honest as daylight, and as uncompromising as the Westminster Catechism. With him were many who would go half way, to the edge of rebellion and back; and others, men of sterner mettle, like Samuel Lount and Peter Matthews, who would go the whole way, and ultimately went it. The American rebels, Washington, Franklin and the rest, thought they were staging a demonstration under arms; it turned into war and independence. Were the rebels of Upper Canada in 1837 staging a demonstration? Very likely many did not know.

The upshot was a straggling gathering up Yonge Street, its W. Kingsford, “History of Canada” 10 Vols., 1887-97 intention to seize Toronto. It hesitated, missed its moment and was lost. Armed force gathered against the rebels. The explosion proved a damp squib. The rebels dispersed and were hunted as fugitives. Lount and Matthews were executed at Toronto. The boys of Upper Canada College had a half-holiday to see the execution. Mackenzie escaped to the United States to live eleven years in the shadow and to return home forgiven — and forgotten.

 

Several books have been written to show that the Upper-Canadian rebellion was a storm in a tea cup. It was more probably a tea cup in a storm. The storm of radicalism that shook all Europe in the eighteen-thirties, and brought down a throne in France, these winds of the new gospel of individual rights swept also the woods and fields of Canada. The sense of injustice bites harder than hardship. Indeed most of what hardship there was came from nature, not man.

Nor was rebellion in Upper Canada a real rising of the people. F. P. Hett, “Georgina,” 1939 For every dozen rebels there were a dozen ‘Tories.’ As the rebels gathered above Toronto, the word went round the back settlements, Mrs. Traill, “The Backwoods of Canada” and half-pay officers, ex-soldiers of Wellington’s armies, took down their muskets and were off in pursuit of them. To these settlers their life might indeed be hard, but would be no softer with a mock republic in Toronto at the mercy of the United States.

Some of us now living can remember surviving ‘rebels’ of the Ontario countryside; old men, still ‘Grits’ unalterable, or ‘Tories’ immovable, the sinking fires of life banked over their earlier flame of the Radical ideal of reform or the Tory loyalty to order. These contrasted ideals, like twin circulating stars, have ever since held our political life within its orbit.

In French Canada the case was different. French it had remained. The census of 1844 showed for Lower Canada a population of 697,000 of whom 524,000 were French. But the English-speaking minority were mainly included in the 40,000 odd of the Eastern Townships, the 31,000 English-speaking people of Montreal (out of 65,000) and the 18,000 (including 7,000 Irish) of the 45,000 total of Quebec. Outside of these areas English was practically a foreign language.

The Eastern Townships had been opened to British settlement, after 1796, with the British land system. The district became and remained, till yesterday, the counterpart of Upper Canada, settled from the same class of people with the same culture. The village of Sutton, Ontario, born fast asleep in 1819, has its counterpart in the drowsiness of Sutton, Quebec, both drawing on the perennial slumber of Sutton in Hampshire. Apart from the Townships the province was French, its population increasing by cradlefuls.

Here, as in Upper Canada, the Assembly found itself unable ‘The Patriotes of ‘37,’ Alfred D. Decelles, in “Chronicles of Canada,” 1916 to control. Here, as in Upper Canada, only more so, were sinecure offices, often held by absentees, and profits and emoluments for the favoured. But every other discontent was here merged in the larger hostility of nationality. Those in control were British, those below were French. If Upper Canada was carried forward on the winds of European radicalism, so was Lower Canada swept by the new winds of nationalism that were remaking the Europe of the nineteenth century. Lord Durham’s phrase “two nations warring in the bosom of single state,” summarized the whole situation. The rest was nothing, or at least was all derivative from this. Hence when rebellion came, it struck harder. The stubborn fights along the Richelieu (St. Charles, St. Denis), the stubborn defence of St. Eustache were broken only by solid military force. When the Lower-Canadian rebellion flared out again, in inroads from the States next year, Sir John Colborne struck it ruthlessly down. The rebels left fifty dead on Nov. 9, 1838 the field at Odelltown.

When rebellion in Upper Canada had collapsed, the British Government sent out Lord Durham to find out what the rebellions were about. Durham was at once an impassioned liberal and an autocrat. He saved the rebels’ lives with a general amnesty for all and a special banishment for twenty-four of them. The action was disallowed and Durham called home. In place of it Sir John Colborne’s military court hanged twelve rebels at Montreal and sent three score of others to convict settlements in Australia. This changed rebellion to martyrdom. The French-Canadians called their lost comrades ‘the patriots,’ and the English later on discovered that they were.

But Durham’s importance in our history lies elsewhere. He presented to the Crown his famous Report, a state document Lord Durham’s “Report on Canada,” 1839 matchless in style, penetrating in its analysis but feeble in its conclusion. Durham was a typical aristocratic liberal, determined to administer the new liberal freedom as medicine is administered to schoolboys. His Report shows a marvellous insight into the past; for the future his vision was the direct gaze of a bat in the daylight. What was needed in Canada, he urged, was to obliterate French nationalism. This was to be done by submerging it under British freedom, like a kitten in a water barrel. Unite the province, he said, with a single government with one legislature, with free votes for all, and the French will be voted out of “their vain hopes of nationality.” Durham did not live to see his system in operation. Strangely enough his premature death was followed by that of Governor Sydenham (1841), Governor Bagot (1843), both in Canada, and of Governor Metcalfe, called home to earthly honours that came too late (1846).

But the system went into effect. The Act of Union of 1840 (in force, 1841), joined the two Canadas into the Province of J. L. Morrison, “British Supremacy and Canadian Self Government,” 1919 Canada with a single elected legislature, and with English its language of record. The united government began life in the new capital of Kingston where French nationality was to commence its vanishing act. In place of that the opposite happened. There began that peculiar balance of nationalities which has held the French and English together ever since by keeping them sufficiently apart. Durham’s very ‘freedom’ was made the means of survival. French members under Louis Hippolyte LaFontaine joined with the English under Robert Baldwin to outvote all classes of Tories and claim the government. Sir Charles Bagot considered that this ‘responsible government’ was implicit in the Act of Union. He thus put in control a group of men some of whom had been rebels or half way to it. The news shook Tory England. The aged Duke of Wellington was reported ‘thunderstruck.’ Old men often hear thunder in the evening.

Troubled years followed. Bagot held to the new freedom, but died. Metcalfe would have trampled it under, but died. There seemed a spell on Canada. Lord Elgin broke it. He was Durham’s son-in-law, there to fulfil his work. He recognized responsible government and set the seal on it by refusing to disallow the Rebellion’s Losses Bill of 1849. Tory Montreal mobbed him out of town, but his pelted carriage in its flight had passed a milestone of British history.

The principle of responsible government once conceded to Canada could not be withheld from the Maritime Provinces. Here, however, were no great grievances nor extreme hardships. Such difficulties as there were arose out of the ill-adjustment of economic life, the over-dominance of the timber trade that hindered agriculture and the lack of both credit and cash that hindered every kind of enterprise.

For years timber was king. When Napoleon closed the Baltic he made the fortune of British-American lumber. Before the Great War of 1793 colonial timber only supplied one per cent of the British market; in 1824 it supplied three-quarters of it. Lumber camps, the precursors of farm settlement, opened and spread through Upper Canada and New Brunswick. The eye of history can see in the old pine stumps of our pastures the Napoleonic decrees and the Treaty of Tilsit. Logs went down the 1807 spring drive on the rivers to gather into huge rafts, a quarter of a mile long, on Lake Ontario, to break again over the rapids, re-form below Montreal and so on to Quebec. Throughout the Maritimes logs for timber gathered in every port. To Britain went square timber, masts, staves, puncheons and barrels. Even after the Napoleonic War the customs preference over the Baltic L. C. A. Knowles, “Economic Development of the British Overseas Empire,” Vol. II, 1928 countries gave the trade its lead. The preference, under the free trade impulse, was reduced in 1843 and vanished in 1860. Its loss was to be a part of the sorrows of the Maritime Provinces.

But the tears were not yet. Lumber was the base of Maritime life, for export and for shipbuilding. Nova Scotia shipbuilding seemed likely to conquer the world. In 1846 the province had 2,583 vessels as against 604 of Canada. “Nova Scotia,” wrote Sir Edmund Head, when Governor of New Brunswick in 1852, “is destined to be one of the largest ship-owning countries in the world. She owns now nearly one-third as much tonnage as France.” Nova Scotia ships filled the West Indian trade. One great advantage was that shipbuilding could be carried on as a sort of domestic industry. A sea-side farmer could cut trees on his farm and, with the help of his sons, build a ship and rig it, load it with wood off the farm, sail to Boston, sell the wood and load up for the West Indies. It seems like a dream. Little did they realize that the demon of machinery, which will not tolerate Utopia, was waiting with the iron ship, the doom of Nova Scotia. Even at that, the highest year of wooden shipbuilding in the F. W. Wallace, “Wooden Ships and Iron Men” province was 1870, and in the Great War of 1914 the wooden ship heard the familiar echoes and came back. This earlier progress of the Maritimes is reflected in the fact that for forty years after the Loyalist migration the Maritime Provinces had a larger population than Upper Canada. Thus in 1824 Nova Scotia had 81,000 people, New Brunswick 74,000, Prince Edward Island over 24,000, and Upper Canada only 150,000.

This, unhappily, is only one side of the sea-side picture. It shows rather what might have happened than what did. Progress proved one-sided and unstable. Shipbuilding side-tracked agriculture. Many immigrants knew nothing of farm life. Many knew nothing and cared less. A farmer seemed a poor drudge beside the axe-men of the woods and shipyards. Nova Scotia fed on New York flour, and exchanged barrels of salt mackerel for New England pork. The Nemesis came when the St. Lawrence canals opened. Settlers flocked up the river to the farms of Upper Canada. In the long run the farm beat the forest and the sea, as it always has. Even sailors dream of farms.
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“Logs went down the spring drive on the rivers . . .” — page 137

In this Maritime environment there was no room for the heroic politics of a larger scene. Nor was there ground for it. The trouble was not with evil government but with muddled government. This showed for example in the hopeless lack of any proper money of exchange, bad coins mixing with worse paper and store-credit being swapped for uncut logs and unborn cattle. This cramped all business and checked advance. There was, too, as in Upper Canada, the same division of class and of opinion as between Reformers and Tories. There was the same over-privilege of the Anglican Church and the same favours to a favoured class. Hence arose the same demand for responsible government, its Nova Scotia champion being Joseph Howe. He was the people’s voice, his “Twelve Resolutions” of 1836, their Petition J. W. Longley, ‘Joseph Howe,’ “Makers of Canada,” 1926 of Right. Yet Howe was at the same time the voice of empire, one of the first, advocating British-American union, hearing already the “whistle of the steam engine in the Rocky Mountains,” and dreaming of a federation of all the Britains. Lord Glenelg, the Colonial Secretary, had refused Howe’s responsible government flat, as only proper for a “metropolitan” government. But Canadian rebellion, and responsible government in Canada, threw it as a ripe apple into the Maritime lap. From there it passed around the Empire. It reached its highest flight in 1893, with the gift of responsible government to Western Australia. This put 50,000 people in control of 975,000 square miles of land and all its resources. This was imbecility, but being inspired, its inspiration pardons it.

Such was the setting that accompanied responsible government in Canada as between 1840 and 1849. But the next decade was to prove the new united government as unworkable as the old. Responsible government was unworkable because it had to work a double shift. To make it work there must be a majority in the Assembly for the Government, but it must mean also a majority as of French and as of English. On this turned the vexed politics of the eighteen-fifties. Here were Tories mainly entrenched in Upper Canada (Canada West) but with an annex of ‘Blues’ in Canada East. Here were Liberals, the name imported to replace the ‘Reformers’ of Rebellion times, and with them an advanced wing (the Grits), radical ahead of time, who were men of “clear grit,” a country metaphor that can be understood by turning a grindstone for a couple of hours. In Lower Canada were ‘Liberals’ also, an orthodox party strongly supporting the Church, and a group of ‘Reds’ following the European radicalism of the epoch. Among these must be found a parliamentary majority. It could not have been done but for the skill of the new leader, Mr. John A. Macdonald of Kingston, Sir John, 1867 C. Dent, “The Last Forty Years,” 1881 who could control two factions at a time as easily as a circus rider goes round on two horses. He did it by having no principle — or rather by being content with one — the allegiance of a contented people under the British Crown. Of such things as free trade versus protection, of abstract principles of economics, he never cared a farthing. “A British subject I was born, a British subject I will die” — the words are those of his last remembered address, still far away. No one was asking him to die, but as a tariff argument it “beat all.” With this and with the easy intercourse of good nature, he led his fellow men for a half century. Macdonald therefore was able to create a ‘Liberal-Conservative’ party in 1854, its very name a scandal to nicer conscience.

Macdonald managed to keep government going in his ins-and-outs of office. He gave Roman Catholic schools to Upper Canada by the French vote, and militia to Lower Canada by the English vote. His opponents, such as the famous George Brown of the Globe, as straight as a figure in Euclid and about as attractive, denounced Macdonald’s politics and viewed his shifts and turns as embodied sin. But without Macdonald, the collapse of government would only have come all the sooner. The province had had a dozen ministries, original or reconstructed, as between responsible government in 1848 and George Brown’s resignation in 1865. In the last three years there were four ministries and two general elections.

Difficulties were enhanced by vexed American relations. In those unhappy days the monarchy and the republic had not learned to live side by side as steady as the Lion and the Unicorn. A large part of the history of the by-gone Province of Canada (1841-1867) turned on the unsettled relations of British North America and the United States. The boundary disputes that arose out of the ambiguous Treaty of 1783, dividing unexplored territory, vexed its opening years and almost precipitated war. The Ashburton Treaty of 1842 settled at last, by a compromise, the boundary between Maine and New Brunswick. The original James White, “Boundary Disputes and Treaties” (Canada and Its Provinces) 1910 treaty of 1783 had turned on “the north-west angle of Nova Scotia” — and there wasn’t any. So the whole thing became a riddle of the Sphinx. Lord Ashburton and Daniel Webster divided the territory as between friends. That either party got cheated is just a legend. Ashburton and Webster, being friends, sat discussing the clauses, since the weather was warm, “in their shirt-sleeves.” This gave history the same kind of offence as when Lord Elgin presently made the Reciprocity Treaty of 1854 by “floating it through on champagne.” Yet what better way to make treaties? Made thus they lasted. Champagne and shirt-sleeves proved better than “blood and iron.”
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There followed the more acute crisis over Oregon. The Oregon territory in reality had no boundary. It was just a name. It must end north at the lowest reach of Russian America (latitude fifty-four, forty) and end south at the top reach of Spanish America (Mexico). Britain and America both claimed it. For a time the shout of “fifty-four forty or fight,” almost precipitated war. Garrisons were increased. Lord Cathcart, one of Wellington’s Congressional Globe, June 24, 1846 men, came out as Governor. In the Washington House of Representatives it was proposed that the American Eagle should stick his claws in the nose of the British Lion and make him spout blood like a whale. Common sense ended the quarrel in a compromise. Looking at the map we can still weep over the sweeping elbow of the Columbia River, where it leaves us. But even without it British Columbia is an empire.

Far more important in its after-effects was the famous Elgin-Marcy Treaty of 1854. Here the disputes were real, the issues vital. There had been a background of ill-feeling for nearly twenty years. Many Americans had sympathized with the Rebellion of 1837. They would have liked Canada to “come in.” Even when the Rebellion was suppressed, there was an aftermath of veiled hostility along the Niagara that led to the seizure and destruction, beside Navy Island, of the rebel steamer Caroline, which went over the Falls in flames — or didn’t. History and legend dispute.

More far-reaching was the contrast of what seemed American M. Minnigerode, “The Fabulous Forties,” 1924 progress with Canadian stagnation. This was the America of the “roaring forties,” of the all-fired energy of the great epic of movement to the Middle West; the America of the canal boats, and the river steamers and the banks that both blew up, boom towns that vanished and log cabins that were to turn into cathedrals; swamps and cane-brakes where the voices of the springtime frogs sang a greeting to the civilization that was to turn them into park and meadow. This was the America that Charles Dickens saw, or rather, failed to see. Dickens could shout with fun over the scrambles of life in England, could roar with Mrs. Gamp over bad gin and worse English, but in the vast glory of this new birth of America, he saw nothing but vulgarity, tobacco spitting and river ague.

Such were the times. As such did they react on men. To many Canadians this shouting prosperity of the republic, exuberant even in its alternating success and failure, seemed to mean that there was a new price to pay for their British allegiance. They were shut out of this rising market. They watched from across a river, as people watch a fair and trudge home supperless. Even men who had none of the rebel in them began to think of ‘joining the States.’ Small blame if they did. Much British opinion leaned the same way. The free trade school already saw the Empire floating asunder on a milk-and-water ocean of universal peace and brotherhood. It is not to be wondered that such circumstances Allin & Jones, “Annexation and Reciprocity,” 1912 and opinions presently led to an Annexation Manifesto, put forth in Montreal in 1849 and signed with names only to be mentioned in a whisper. It seemed manifest destiny for Canada to fall into the arms of Uncle Sam, except for a lingering doubt whether Uncle Sam was quite a man to be trusted.

Lord Elgin found a better way. His treaty was negotiated in 1854 with Mr. Marcy, the Secretary of State. Elgin was all airs L. Oliphant, “Episodes in a Life of Adventure,” 1887 and elegance and affability; Marcy a grim, old veteran of war and politics. These extremes met and made a treaty that turned the track of history. The treaty set up free trade across the border in a long list of natural products. It gave mutual freedom of navigation on Lake Michigan and the St. Lawrence. It went into effect with instant benefits to both sides. Along with it there came to Upper Canada the war boom of the Russian war. Death in the Crimea meant life in Canada. Wheat rose to $2.50 a bushel. Settlers paid for their whole farms with three years’ crops, paid all old mortgages and put on new ones. Look through Ontario with the eye to see and you will mark, in many old brick houses set behind straggled lilacs and broken hedges, the memories of the Elgin-Marcy Treaty and the Crimean War.

Then came the American Civil War. In Canada the plain H. G. MacDonald, “Canadian Public Opinion on the American Civil War,” 1926 people were overwhelmingly for the North, and so too in the Maritimes. It is commonly estimated that at least 50,000 British-Americans fought in the Federal ranks. So, also, a certain number for the South. For the South also was British aristocratic sentiment — blind to the future and wanting America divided.

Aristocratic circles in Canada, some of them, reflected back this moonlight. The South, too, sent its refugee rich to Upper Canada to build porticoed houses at Cobourg and to fill old-time hostelries in St. Catharines. Canada thus was made a base for Southern plotting, if only in a barroom, and once or twice of actual raiding.

The war threw everything out of gear. An American naval captain seized two Southerners from the British steamer Trent, and nearly precipitated war. With this came the realization that if war should come, Canada was in a way defenceless. In winter it was frozen in. Even its Governor must drive, as Bagot did, through the snows of New York State. Until then the question of better communication, of a railroad from Canada to Nova Scotia, had elicited only feeble interest in England. The union of the scattered parts of British North America had not seemed a matter of moment. Proposals of general union went back indeed as far as Chief Justice Smith’s ideas of 1790 and to Durham’s Report, and had recently found vigorous utterance from Joseph Howe. Such ideas remained mere oratory till the American Civil War precipitated the union of British North America.

The moment was indeed ripe. The four Maritime Provinces — Newfoundland being one — were already discussing the obvious advantage and common sense of union among themselves, as commonwealths all alike in kinship and common interest. For the Maritime Provinces Canada was far away. All their interest was across the sea and in that peculiar sympathy and converse with New England that had descended from the time of the Loyalists. Boston with Harvard College was still, if not the intellectual capital, at least the Mecca of the Provinces.

Nor was this all. Government in Canada (the united province) had proved unworkable. It could not even find a capital where to lay its head. From Kingston it had gone to Montreal. The Tory riot of 1849 lost Montreal its place. The capital ambulated, turn about, from Quebec to Toronto every three years, from all French, to all British. This would not do. Common agreement settled on Bytown up the Ottawa. It was named from Colonel By, the engineer of the Rideau Canal which was built as a water 1825-1832 route to evade the American frontier. Renamed Ottawa, it became the seat of government in 1864. It had the merit of scenic beauty and solitude. No enemy from the States would find it.

Nothing worked right as between Canada East and Canada West — neither school, nor church, nor militia. With old troubles gone, new ones came. The Clergy Reserves of Upper Canada had been handed over to education. The seigniorial tenures 1854 of Lower Canada were terminated, except for holders who preferred, as some did till the year 1940, to pay their annual rent.

But to separate utterly the two Canadas proved impossible Memorandum of Sir Edward Head, 1857, Colonial Office Papers and Canadian Hist. Review, Dec., 1935 in an age when the steamboat and the canal and the railway were turning wagon-ways into through traffic and a market town to a metropolis. The canals on the St. Lawrence offered a completed route by 1850. Railways spread like a running grapevine over Upper Canada. The year 1856 saw a Grand Trunk that joined Montreal to Toronto, led inland to Chicago and outwards O. Skelton, “The Railway Builders” (Chronicles of Canada), 1916 to the sea.

In 1864 government practically collapsed. No one could get a majority. “Deadlock,” said Goldwin Smith, “made Confederation.” Worse still, the Reciprocity Treaty was running out, denounced by the Americans. They claimed that the new protective Goldwin Smith, “Canada and the Canadian Question,” 1891 tariff made by Canada in 1858-59, to shelter its infant industries, broke the spirit of the Treaty. Moreover, as the Civil War in the States drew to its close there was talk, mostly Irish talk, of shifting the war to Canada to take vengeance for the wrongs of Ireland.

It was time for men of good will to get together. Even George Brown was willing to pretend to be friends with Macdonald. The British Government, as eager to salvage a dissolving Empire as it had once been to let it dissolve, offered every help, a railway to the sea, and the whole expanse of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s territory as a royal gift all ready for the new christening. The gift of the territory was not discussed with the Métis half-breeds who lived there. So it came about, just as the Civil War across the border drew to its close, that the Quebec Conference — whose members were later to be called the Fathers of Confederation — gathered Oct., 1864 to create the Dominion of Canada.
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ORIGINAL PAINTING BY HAL ROSS PERRIGARD, A.R.C.A., MONTREAL, P.Q., 1941
Upper Canada College, Toronto, 1829-1877. “. . . the red-brick Government House flew its flag, and over the way the red-brick Upper Canada College set itself to make scholars and gentlemen . . .” — page 155


CHAPTER VI. THE NEW DOMINION STRUGGLING INTO LIFE. 1867-1878
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THE MAKING OF Confederation — Canada at Confederation — Meeting of Parliament — Nova Scotia and Repeal — The Red River Rebellion — Admission of Manitoba — British Columbia enters Confederation — Prince Edward Island — The United States, Reciprocity and the Washington Treaty — The Pacific Scandal and the Fall of the Government — The Liberal Government, Hard Times and the Election of 1878.

The stages by which the Dominion of Canada was formed stand as follows. A Conference was held at Charlottetown Sept. 7, 1864 to discuss the union of the four Maritime Provinces. Delegates W. P. M. Kennedy, “Constitution of Canada,” 1922 arrived from Canada inviting the Conference to adjourn to Quebec to discuss the wider union of all British North America. The Quebec Conference met in October of 1864. These were the Fathers of Confederation, known in the familiar picture by Robert Harris. Their formal dress of bygone fashion, their wide Prince Albert coats and flowing side whiskers, lend them a certain air of distinction, not to say antiquity. Of the total thirty-three Fathers the most remembered names are those of John A. Macdonald, George Brown, Etienne Taché, Georges Sir G. Bourinot, “Constitutional History of Canada,” (List of Members, 1901) Etienne Cartier, all from Canada. From Canada also was D’Arcy McGee, the ‘lost leader’ of the Fenian movement, who was to pay for his conversion with his life. From Nova Scotia came Dr. Charles Tupper of Amherst, a veritable maker of Canada, who was to represent Cumberland County at Halifax and at Ottawa for thirty-two years. He was Joseph Howe’s great rival in a province that never had room for both of them. Howe, being out of office, had no share in either Conference. For New Brunswick was Leonard Tilley and for ‘The Island’ J. H. Gray, the Prime Minister. From Newfoundland came Ambrose Shea and Frederick Carter, two Fathers who deserted their offspring in its cradle and never came back.

The Convention drew up the seventy-two Resolutions which became the basis of our present constitution. These were submitted to the Legislature of Canada and called forth, in the famous Confederation Debates, a record of the public opinion of Feb. 3-March 14, 1865 the day. Such opposition as there was arose chiefly from French-Canadian fear of absorption, or reflected Christopher Dunkin’s “Confederation Debates” 1865 melancholy prophecy that Canada was too sectional for unity. The two Houses joined in an address asking the Crown for an Act of Parliament.

If Canada had been alone concerned, that would have been the end. But federation, as things stood, had no chance in the Maritimes. Newfoundland ran away from it. Prince Edward Island petitioned the Crown against it. New Brunswick held a 1865 election on the issue and snowed it under, Tilley’s government with it. In Nova Scotia, public opinion, roused by Joseph Howe, ran wild against the plan. Tupper did not even attempt a general election. It seemed in 1865 that federation had been strangled in its cradle. Nor is the reason far to seek. To the Maritimes, Canada was another place. People used the word in that sense for forty years after Confederation. Union with Canada meant to them French rule for British people. In taking away their power over customs duties it would take all their revenue. It meant, they felt sure, a protective tariff, high prices for Canadian manufactures and British goods shut out. Their market was going. Reciprocity was running out. The wooden ship was foundering, flag up. The shades of night were falling, and the night was called Confederation.

Then came destiny and altered everything. The Civil War in April 9, 1865 America ended virtually at Appomattox. As its echoes ceased, the new tumult of Fenianism was heard across the border; men drilling in thousands, unimpeded, the Washington government looking the other way. There was to be invasion, and with it a Republic of Canada to avenge the wrongs of Ireland. The invasion came, its raids across the border meeting an inglorious end. But with invasion the hearts of the Loyalists stirred again G. Denison, “Soldiering in Canada,” 1900 within their grandchildren. A second election (1866) carried Confederation through in New Brunswick. In Nova Scotia the government, right or wrong, grasped firmly the nettle of difficulty, and passed a legislative vote for union without asking sanction from the people.

A delegation from the Province of Canada had gone to London in 1865. A new delegation, Canadian and Maritime, was sent over in the autumn of 1866. The famous Westminster Palace Conference arranged better terms, larger subsidies for the Maritimes. Dec. 4, 1866 It was agreed all round — except by the people in the North-West — to throw in the North-West into the bargain. The plan of union left an open place for British Columbia, for Prince Edward Island and for Newfoundland. This gave it that continental aspect which overcame and still overcomes, to the view of common sense, all local and minor divergences. As beside this ideal an independent Red River and the shadow republic of to-day in Laurentia, are just nowhere.

In those days the only method of procedure to alter the constitution of the British American Provinces was by an imperial statute. Strangely enough it is the only method to-day. We cannot ourselves amend our constitution. The British North America Act of 1867, having no amending clause, locked the door of the past and threw away the key. The lock could only be picked by the imperial locksmith. Our new Westminster Statute of 1931 goes further. It throws away the other key. Amendment of Dominion and Provincial relations, if ever done, can only be done now by pretending that the British Parliament has a power which this statute expressly says it has not. That, however, offers no great difficulty for people with what is called the British genius for government. We have lived for centuries on just such fictions and obsolescences. Compare the Chiltern Hundreds and the Keeper of the Swans.

All that, however, was not yet. The British North America Act of 1867 still reserved very real power to the Imperial Government. The Governor-General could of his own initiative reserve A. B. Keith, “Responsible Government in the Dominions,” 1912 Canadian bills. The supreme military command rested with Great Britain. Imperial garrisons were in Canada till 1871 and naval establishments at Halifax and Esquimalt till 1903. Foreign relations and diplomacy were in imperial hands. One by one all these powers faded out, or were explicitly wiped out or forgotten. The Westminster Statute only stated a fact.

 

Such was the union of the Dominion of Canada which was to embrace when it was complete over three and a half million square miles, an area larger than Europe. But apart from its great size it was, in early Confederation days, little more than an outline. The far greater part of it and much of the best of it was trackless, almost unoccupied and unused. The Maritime Provinces with 767,000 people offered a fairly compact block of settlement, although the interior of New Brunswick was still mostly forest. From New Brunswick the wilderness reached to the French-Canadian settlements on the St. Lawrence at Rimouski. Westward the occupied country ran all along the St. Lawrence and for some distance up the Ottawa. From the St. Lawrence, settlement continued along the north side of Lake Ontario, reaching at most a hundred miles inland. Thence it spread all over the Western Peninsula to Lake Erie and Lake Huron. But except for the Eastern Townships of Quebec and the Western Peninsula of Ontario, there was no ‘depth’ to occupied Canada. “The country,” wrote Governor Sir Edmund Head, “is all frontier.” Everywhere the bush was close at hand and where the lumber-shanties ended, forest and outcropping rock, broken with innumerable lakes, a maze of islands and a rush of rivers, went on for ever to the north.

Of the ports and cities of Canada at Confederation, Nova Scotia could boast of Halifax, with 29,000 people, already a place of world renown, a naval and military station, with all that goes with a seat of government and a college town. On The Island, Charlottetown was an old-world seaport, like an old-fashioned child, with a Government House, visits of naval ships and the romance of the tall white schooners of the West Indian trade. For New Brunswick, larger and with great forests and valley farms and the open seaport of Saint John, prosperity seemed already around the corner — of the Bay of Fundy. Quebec, its population 59,000 in 1871, had lost its priority in shipping and commerce to Montreal. The improvement of the river channel, together with the opening of the St. Lawrence canals, was turning Montreal into a seaport metropolis. It was superior in situation to New York, but the grip of the ice condemned it to alternating death and resurrection.

In Upper Canada, henceforth Ontario, Toronto was a commodious 1871 capital city of 60,000 inhabitants. Its streets were embowered in leaves above which rose the many spires of the churches. Its wooden slum district was herded into the centre and, like poverty itself, forgotten. Where the leaves ended a sort of park land began and in it stood the University of Toronto, A. N. Bethune, “Memoir of John Strachan,” 1870 secular and scientific, but housed in Norman architecture of beauty unsurpassed. To the west, more rural but less beautiful with earthly beauty, was Trinity College, founded in protest against the existence of secular Toronto. But down below, along the water-front, was a business district, built like a bit of London, all of a sky-line and with cobblestones rattling with cabs. The H. Scadding, “Toronto of Old,” 1873 new railways sliced off, as everywhere in Ontario, the shore line, vilified with ash-heaps and refuse. All over Canada between the vanishing beauty of nature and the later beauty of civic adornment, there extended this belt of tin cans and litter.

Just above the railway lines rose the red-brick Parliament buildings, the red-brick Government House flew its flag, and 1829 over the way the red-brick Upper Canada College set itself to make scholars and gentlemen as good as real ones. Guarding the harbour entrance was the Old Fort, its frame barracks of the same old pattern and roof-slope that had already gone round the Empire, its ramparts crumbling but its ponderous old guns in embrasures still looking feebly dangerous. The tone of society was English at the top but the barber shops spoke American. There was profound peace and order and on Sunday all bells and Sunday-best. It seems, as most places do, a pleasant place in retrospect. At least it was cheap. The chair at Toronto that Professor Huxley tried in vain to get, carried a salary of £400 and meant an ample living.

From the business district the shops ran for half a mile up Yonge Street and, beyond that, Yonge Street ran thirty-five miles to Holland Landing where water communication began. It had a tavern to every mile and plenty of grain wagons to keep them busy. The main railway ran through from Montreal to Sarnia-Chicago. But from the half-dozen little railway stations O. Skelton, ‘The Railway Builders,’ “Chronicles of Canada,” 1916 of the Toronto of early Confederation days, there radiated, like the fingers of a hand, half a dozen little railways with various gauges, reaching out north to the lumber woods — Huntsville, Coboconk, Haliburton — and north and west to the lake ports of Lake Huron and the Georgian Bay. Along the stations of these railway lines the horse and buggy and the lumber-wagon took up the traffic. General stores, each a post-office, with a near-by blacksmith shop, arose at the cross-roads, and if there was also a river with a waterfall, there appeared a sawmill and a gristmill, and presently, as the farms multiplied, a village. Then the village became a little town, with not one but rival stores, a drug store, a local paper and a cricket club. In it were four churches and three taverns. One church was of the Church of England, one Presbyterian, while the Roman Catholics, Methodists and Baptists divided the other two. On the map of Ontario Protestantism was everywhere, but Roman Catholicism ran in zig-zags. The three taverns were one Grit, and one Tory and one neither. Many things in Ontario ran like that in threes, with the post-office and the mail stage alternating as the prize of victory in elections. The cricket club is now just a memory, gone long ago. Thus the little Ontario town grew till the maples planted in its streets overtopped it and it fell asleep and grew no more. It is strange this, and peculiar to our country, the aspect of a town grown from infancy to old age within a human lifetime.

But other towns had better luck. To them fell the new factories of the protective tariff that after 1858 began to turn out ploughs and implements, boots and shoes, cloth and cottons and furniture. They grew bigger than town-size, cut down the maples on the main street, put in a horse-car from the ‘depot’ to the ‘business section’ — and then stuck dead again as cities. Even in 1880 London, Ontario, had a population of only 19,000, St. Thomas of 8,000, and Hamilton of 35,000. The ten western lakeport towns extended all the way from Kincardine to Parry Sound, each waiting to become the main outlet of the North-West, living on the lumber trade and the excursion business meanwhile, till in many of them the cedar piles rotted and the wharves sagged with weariness of waiting. None ever became the outlet. Each is waiting again now, seventy years later, to be the ocean port of the inland sea-way.
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Beyond the Muskoka district Canada went on indefinitely Rev. Geo. M. Grant, “Ocean to Ocean,” 1873 north and west. There were fishing harbours on the Georgian Bay and beside Manitoulin Island, and a settlement where Lake Superior has its outlet at the Sault Ste. Marie. Inland was nothing but trading posts here and there and the Red River settlement of Assiniboia. This district covered roughly a circle of a fifty-mile radius around the Hudson’s Bay Company’s Fort Garry at the junction of the Red and the Assiniboine. Winnipeg — the word means dirty water — was the name for a random collection of saloons and shacks down the road from the fort. More respectable was the French-Canadian village of St. Boniface, across the river, its stone cathedral marking it as a bishopric, and containing some 750 souls as against the soulless 250 of Winnipeg. On the plains 1871 was Regina, still a ‘pile of bones,’ buffalo bones, and called so, and beyond it the various Company posts of the Saskatchewan and Mackenzie Valleys. Edmonton appears as the Edmonton House, established in 1795. There was no Calgary. Nor was there any town Vancouver. Beyond the Rockies British Columbia was to be reached only by sea, round the Horn or by way of the Panama Isthmus. After 1869 the Union Pacific Railway and a steamer from San Francisco supplied a more rapid transit. In British Columbia were, in 1871, some 25,000 Indians and 10,000 whites.

To group all these fragments, these solitudes, into one great Dominion, to join it with a continental railroad, to embrace it all in one jurisdiction by law and order, seemed to many people a task beyond endeavour. Thus, in the days of Jefferson’s Louisiana 1803 Purchase of 900,000 square miles, had seemed the western prairies to the people of the United States. The Roman poet J. B. McMaster, “History of the People of the United States,” Vol. II, 1885 Virgil said proudly — think what a task it has been establishing Rome as a nation! We may well say the same of Canada.

Yet the task was begun. The British North America Act became law in March, 1867, and went into force on July 1, A. P. Cockburn, “Political Annals of Canada,” 1905 1867. Lord Monck was appointed Governor-General. John A. Macdonald, now fittingly Sir John, was appointed to summon a ministry, purposely drawn from both sides of politics. Georges Etienne Cartier became his chief support among the French. Sir Georges, 1868 But Macdonald in the opening years of Confederation himself guided the policy of Canada. Opposition fell into the hands of Alexander Mackenzie, an unflinching Canadian Scot, self-made and not to be made over again, and of Edward Blake, a man of cultivated intellect and Roman dignity, about as genial as a Latin grammar. Beside the easy-going jocularity of Sir John A., they were, for Canadian politics, nowhere. A large part of the first session was devoted to legislation organizing the departments of government and initiating a system of finance. These were largely matters of routine. But the difficulties of the new government began in its very cradle. Its life opened with the conflict of Dominion and Provinces which has ever since vexed the Canadian union. Of the nineteen members from Nova Scotia all except Dr. Charles Tupper went to Ottawa only to protest against being there.

Well might the members sit in protest. These were indeed hard times for the Maritime Provinces and especially for Nova Scotia. The termination of Reciprocity had lost the American market. Wooden shipbuilding was obviously moving to its decline. Confederation had destroyed revenue and dislocated finance. There seemed no remedy but in repeal, in renewed relations with the J. W. Longley, ‘Joseph Howe,’ “Makers of Canada,” 1904 States and renewed access to British trade. This repeal movement fills the early years of Confederation and centres round the name of Joseph Howe. From his past views and his imperial ideals, Howe should logically have been the maker of Confederation. As has been said, he was out of office and had no part in either the Charlottetown or the Quebec Conference. The task fell to his opponent, Tupper, a man less genial but of greater strength. Howe bitterly opposed the plan, not of Confederation in general, but of what he called “the Quebec scheme,” which, he said, “utterly sacrificed the interests of the Maritime Provinces.” He was sent to London with two others, at the 1866 expense of his sympathizers (Howe had no money) to oppose the plan. After Confederation was adopted, Howe for a time led the agitation for repeal. Then silence fell upon him. Sir John Macdonald was consulting him, in correspondence and in conference, about better financial terms — for Nova Scotia and for himself. The better terms for Nova Scotia were granted in the increased subsidies of 1868. It was then learned that Howe was to join Macdonald’s cabinet at Ottawa. Following this ministerial appointment Howe stood, by constitutional custom, for election to Parliament. A fierce contest followed in the County of Hants. Howe was elected and repeal shattered. Till the government fell, Howe remained in the cabinet, his untrained hand learning to play second fiddle, with no applause. His four years in the Dominion cabinet were, in the words of a biographer, “the least glorious of his career.” For over a generation Nova Scotia people went on discussing whether Joseph Howe was a lost leader, bought and sold, or a great patriot, honest enough to admit error. In the long retrospect of to-day, those who should know most, think best of him.

 

The dissatisfaction felt in Nova Scotia was shared in all the A. H. F. Lefroy, “Legislative Power in Canada,” 1897 Maritime Provinces. In part it was due to the nature of the new federation. The British North America Act had left the existing provinces practically unaltered in their constitutions. But it superimposed a federal government made up of a Governor-General, an elected House of Commons, an appointed Senate and a responsible Cabinet. The essence of the Act lay in the distribution of power. The intention was to place the main authority firmly in the centre. The privileges of minorities as to religion and schools were safeguarded. The French language was made equal with English in the Dominion administration and in Quebec, and in any province which wished it so. But there provincial autonomy was meant to end. The union was made in full view of the object lesson of the American Republic, thrown B.N.A. Act, s. 91 into civil war over States’ rights. The statute gave all legislative power to the Federal Government except over matters expressly reserved to the provinces; power to levy any kind of taxes, to make any and every regulation of commerce, of money and banking, and to disallow any provincial statute it proposed to disallow. Nothing was clearer in intent; nothing has proved more fallacious in its issue. The lean kine were to eat up the fat. The feeble provinces of 1867, apparently denuded of revenue and devoid of all but meagre and necessary power, were to be changed by altered circumstances and by judicial interpretation into the autonomous units of seventy years later, a sort of heptarchy whose members control the whole public domain and vast revenues from sources unknown at Confederation.

All that, however, was to come later. For a time the Provinces felt themselves overshadowed by the Dominion and no longer in control of their own home and patrimony. But once in, there was no way out. Nova Scotia appealed in vain to Westminster for repeal. For at least a generation the Maritime people felt that Confederation was like the lion’s den in the Latin fable — no foot-tracks led out of it. Newfoundland seemed to be the wise fox who had noted this in time.

 

Queen Victoria’s reign began in Canada with the Canadian Rebellion. The Dominion of Canada began its rule in the North-West with the Red River Rebellion. Both came from the same cause. The queen knew nothing of Canada and Canada knew nothing of the North-West. The troubles on the Red River arose essentially from the fact that the time had come when the North-West must wake out of its two-hundred-years’ sleep. It Sir E. Walkin, “Canada and the States,” 1887 could not remain a fur-trade preserve. The world needed it. Civilization began to throw its advancing shadow on the rich land of the west and the shadow at its first touch struck chill. For years before Confederation the British Government had been considering the reorganization of the Hudson’s Bay Company, the restriction of its activity to trade and the resumption of its land and sovereignty. The question of an overland telegraph to Europe loomed large before the underwater cable of 1866 made it unnecessary. A first cable had been laid in 1858. Queen Victoria and President Buchanan exchanged congratulations. Then silence fell. There was no cable through the Civil War and its absence was an object lesson. If a submarine cable was not feasible, then a land telegraph must reach Europe from America by way of Alaska and Siberia. On the map of north-west British Columbia may still be found the name Telegraph Creek beside the Stikine River. It is not so much a name as an epitaph. A new cable was laid by the Great Eastern in 1866. By 1869 there were three. Telegraph Creek was all in. But in the early sixties the overland telegraph project seemed certain of execution.

So the Hudson’s Bay Company’s sovereignty had to end. D. MacKay, “The Honourable Company,” 1936 High finance, buying up its shares through a syndicate, with government approval, was busy in London with that peculiar air of wickedness that high finance always wears. The loyal servants of the Company in North America grew apprehensive. Till now the profits of the Company had been handled on that grand old maritime system of something for everybody — a system that came down from the Saxon Vikings and obtains still with prize money, salvage, and the spoils of the sea. The ‘wintering partners,’ as the factors and traders were called, received 40 per cent of the Company’s profits which meant at this time, over and above all cost of living, about £800 sterling each year for the factors (there were fifteen), and £400 for each of the thirty-seven traders. When retired, a factor kept an interest worth in all over £3,000. Clerks received salaries of about £100 a year but stood in line for promotion to traders. Boatmen and labourers were on wages, but with living and old-age assured. All this was now to be reorganized on ‘business lines.’ It seemed that the good old times would end. Until this period the proprietors in London used to sign their letters to Rupert’s Land, “Your loving friends.” Would the new International Finance Society of London do that?

When the Hudson’s Bay officers in North America learned of the proposed changes they felt as if they had been bought and sold. Hence their peculiar attitude of inactivity — one must not say apathy — towards the proposed transfer to Canada that was to consolidate the change, and their failure to oppose the protests of the half-breeds who had been their servants and associates for a lifetime. These Métis half-breeds formed the larger half of the people of Assiniboia (5,757 out of 11,500). They were attached to Company rule, looking to its paternal care of their interest. They were Roman Catholics, speaking French and seeing in their French cathedral-village of St. Boniface the abiding shelter of their religion and language. Not without hope were some people, both there and in old Canada, that this nucleus might grow to a French North-West and guarantee for ever the racial duality of Canada, or even restore the racial dominance of the French-Canadians. This frustrated vision, presently to be clouded and lost in the mass migration that followed, added a touch of bitterness to the attitude of the French-Canadians towards the Dominion in the West. They had lost French Canada over again.
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“Agents and surveyors had been sent to the Red River country . . .” — page 165

But there were other settlers, especially newcomers from Ontario, whose view was entirely different. These people wanted the end of Company rule, the ownership of the land and the full status of citizens, not the tutelage accorded to a subordinate class. They welcomed the proposed transfer as the beginning of a provincial freedom. Their demands were voiced in their Nor’-Wester, the first local paper of the plains.

The Confederation of Canada had given the British government just the chance needed. The transfer of the North-West to Canada would escape the seeming bad faith of taking back rights once given. The price arranged (£300,000) and the liberal land grant which went with it could satisfy the claims of both shareholders and faithful servants. The transfer would solidify British North America from sea to sea, and dissipate the American ambitions that might repeat the quarrel over Oregon. A British 30 and 31 Victoria, c. 105 statute authorized the surrender to the Crown of the Company’s rights concerned, and a Canadian statute provided for temporary 32 and 33, Victoria, c. 33 government of Rupert’s Land and the North-West Territories. The transfer was all set for December 1, 1869.

But when the date came transfer was not possible. Trouble had begun. Agents and surveyors had been sent to the Red River G. Stanley, “Birth of Western Canada,” 1936 country in the autumn of 1869. The people on the spot watched them mark out square township lines that seemed to disregard the river-lots of the actual occupiers and obliterate the squatters’ rights on the plains. To the half-breed Métis and to many of the old-time Red River Scots, Canada seemed as distant and alien as it had to the Maritime people. There was at once protest, meetings, anger.

It is generally agreed now that up to this point the protest G. Denison, “Soldiering in Canada,” 1901 was warranted, the anger justified. The government of Canada had been guilty at least of gross neglect. In reality all that the protesting settlers wanted — their own land, their own church, school and language, their own right of government — was presently granted under the Manitoba Act of 1870. Nor had any one wanted to take it away. But suppression came first and explanation after.

Meantime the disaffected had found a leader in Louis Riel, a cracked visionary who had enough megalomania for two rebellions and not enough capacity for one. That Louis Riel ever wanted to fight anybody is very doubtful. His idea of a rebellion, as amply appeared fifteen years later, was taken from the rhetoric class of a secondary college. It meant talk, oratory and then a settlement and the award of a prize with applause. But his leadership dragged him on. Of those who might best have held him back, Archbishop Taché, the beloved prelate of the North-West, was absent in Rome. The Hudson’s Bay Governor, William MacTavish, was old and mortally ill. Riel and his armed Métis seized Fort Garry unopposed. They held MacTavish as a prisoner. They hoisted a flag that combined a French fleur de lys with an Irish shamrock, a gesture to Fenianism over the American border. Riel set up a provisional government but neither then nor later explicitly repudiated the sovereignty of the queen. Meantime the opposing Canadians and British, led by Colonel Dennis of the survey party and Major Boulton, rallied under arms to the Stone Fort, Lower Fort Garry, twenty miles down the river, and called for volunteers. Riel seized a group of these volunteers in Winnipeg, and held them prisoners. Among them was an Irishman, Thomas Scott, a man reckless and fearless, jeering at Riel with the contempt of a brave man for a coward. Thus stood affairs on the Red River Settlement as the winter of 1869 closed in. Riel and his adherents in Fort Garry fed fat and waxed strong on Hudson’s Bay food and supplies. But there was no disorder.

Meantime the new Commissioner and Lieutenant-Governor from Canada, the Hon. William McDougall, arrived at the Minnesota border seeking entry. He expected to ‘take over’ on December 1, 1869. The date had been postponed at Ottawa on news of trouble. McDougall didn’t know this and in what followed played the part of a sort of comic relief, alternately entering Assiniboia and being chased back to Minnesota, and issuing proclamations on his own from across the border.

McDougall mattered not a rush. The man of the hour was coming. Here first appears on the public scene of our history that man of iron, Donald Smith. He was sent to Fort Garry by Sir John A. Macdonald as a special commissioner for information Sir Donald, 1886, Lord Strathcona, 1897 Beckles Willson, “Life of Lord Strathcona,” 1915 and advice. We commonly associate his fame with the West. He never saw it till now in his fiftieth year. Donald Smith had come to Canada in 1838; had served the Hudson’s Bay Company for six years on the St. Lawrence north shore — the land which Jacques Cartier allotted to Cain. He had served the Company for twenty further years in Labrador. Even in that desolation his energy, his instinct for trade, his capacity for saving and management, impressed all who saw him. In 1868 the Company made him Resident Governor at Montreal.

Smith went by rail to St. Paul, then six hundred miles by Dec. 27, 1869 sleigh to Fort Garry. He arrived just as the year ran out. Riel kept him under arrest at the Fort. Smith, being a Scot, said nothing. He gathered information as he could. Riel’s vacillating mind was now this now that. In three weeks he let his prisoner address the citizens, a thousand of them, at the safe temperature of 20 below zero. They were persuaded to elect a convention. French ancestry woke within them. They drew up a Bill of Rights. They arranged for a delegation to Ottawa. They liberated the Fort Garry prisoners.

Up to this time no harm had been done, only one life — of an escaping prisoner — had been taken and that by a sort of accident. A new provisional government was organized, asking nothing better than full provincial status. But Louis Riel now shifted from majesty to murder and that changed everything.

What happened was this. The Canadian and English party, mustering at Portage la Prairie, made an unsuccessful march on Winnipeg. They were too few to fight. Riel gathered in forty-eight as prisoners. Major Boulton was ordered for immediate execution but Riel’s nerve, under Smith’s warning, failed. Thomas Scott, liberated before, had been retaken. He struck at a guard, defied Riel and swore to kill him when free. Riel’s S. Steele, “Forty Years in Canada.” 1915 council condemned Scott to death. He was put against a wall of Fort Garry, where a firing squad shot him half dead. Someone with a revolver finished him. A hundred and fifty people looked on. A story runs that later he stirred again in his coffin in the Fort, and was again despatched. This was plain, brutal murder. That was all Ontario knew or ever wanted to know about Louis Riel. That was the reason for the singular satisfaction in the province at his execution in 1885. Till this moment Ontario cared little about the Red River troubles. It was now lashed to a fury of anger. The ‘delegates’ arriving from the West were arrested for the murder, then released for want of cause.

Meantime a strange calm settled over Fort Garry. There was no more violence. Sir John A. Macdonald at Ottawa knew exactly what he wanted — to get the outbreak in the palm of his hand and then close it. Till he could have force, he spoke Fort Garry fair. Parliament drew up and adopted the Manitoba Act for provincial government as of July 15, 1870. But Riel’s delegates had no part in it.

At Macdonald’s request the Imperial Government organized Lord Wolseley, 1885 a Red River Expedition under Colonel Garnet Wolseley. In it were 400 Regulars, and 800 Canadian militiamen, mostly of Ontario. It was announced as gently as if the men were missionaries. They were to guarantee peace. But the Ontario militia at least knew exactly what they meant to do to Riel. Their route lay by way of the Lakes and the Lake of the Woods portages. The story of this expedition reads like an Odyssey of shout and song and feats of strength. With them were Crimean veterans of the past like Wolseley himself, and soldiers of the future — Captain Redvers Buller, a giant in strength, an ideal soldier whose fame was later on to be eclipsed by the Tugela disaster. There were Canadian soldiers of the future, too, such as young Sam Steele, the famous Major-General of the Great War. The Aug. 29, 1870 Expedition reached its goal but the rebels had long since received news of its coming and had vanished to their homes. They had nothing to stay for. Wolseley’s own advance message assured them of amnesty. They knew already that the Manitoba Act (Sir) W. Butler, “The Great Lone Land,” 1872 granted them full provincial government. Riel stayed awhile with the idea of a formal reception of Wolseley. Then he thought better of it and vanished over the border.

The Government, as said, had already adopted the Manitoba Act which guaranteed the Roman Catholic religion and schools in almost, but unfortunately not quite, the same words as those of the B.N.A. Act. This was to make it a lawyer’s harvest when the Manitoba School Question convulsed Canada twenty years later.

 

Meantime the province began its life inside its ‘postage stamp’ boundaries of 1870. Donald Smith had become the man of destiny of the West. Chief Commissioner of the Hudson’s Bay Company in Canada, he refused the new Lieutenant-Governorship of Manitoba. He had seen enough of small puddles. He was elected in 1871 and re-elected 1872 and 1878 to the Ottawa House of Commons, becoming a master of politics. When he had too few votes in a riding he made a temporary move of Hudson’s Bay half-breeds out of another. For this he was unseated in 1879. But his vision for some time was elsewhere than on politics. If the North-West was to be opened, he proposed to open it himself. His foresight saw already the approaching Manitoba boom and the coming of a Pacific railway.

With the end of the Red River troubles and the organization of Manitoba, settlers began moving in by way of the Minnesota Railway to St. Paul and the stage and river-steamers beyond, and presently (1880) by rail from Minnesota clear to Manitoba itself. The occupation of the land was facilitated by the Homestead Act of 1872, modelled on the United States legislation of 1862 which was rapidly filling the American west. Meantime new surveys struck out across the plains, looking for the railway G. Grant, “From Ocean to Ocean,” 1873 route to the Pacific that was to consolidate the union. The stage was all set for the Manitoba boom.

 

The admission of Manitoba to the Dominion was followed in 1871 by that of British Columbia. This magnificent province of 366,000 square miles in extent, with its happy climate, immense resources and its Pacific outlook, is an empire in itself. Yet for three centuries it lay all unknown to the world while Europe struggled for America. The Spaniards coasted its shores as far back as 1774. Later they made landings at Nootka Sound. Even before that, Russian whalers and explorers descended the upper west coast of America. British knowledge of the Pacific coast begins with Captain Cook’s voyage of 1778 along its shores to the Behring Strait. Captain Vancouver followed in 1792, discovering E. S. Meany, “Vancouver’s Discovery of Puget Sound,” 1907 the entry to Puget Sound. Alexander Mackenzie came overland to the Pacific in 1793. Simon Fraser, another North-Wester, followed, established Fort George just over the divide, and in 1786 a fort on the river that bears his name. David Thompson descended the upper Columbia in 1811. When the fur trade was consolidated the Hudson’s Bay Company made the Pacific slope their Western District. Their chief representative was James Douglas, whose long career fills the annals of the Sir James, 1863 Pacific till Confederation.

The stockaded Fort Vancouver on the Columbia was the original centre of the trade. Other traders found their way from England round the Horn. The independence of the United States after 1783 brought American traders. The ship Columbia sailing 1792 out of Boston found the mouth of a great river, south of Puget Sound, and gave its name to it. The Columbia sailed home by way of China, traversing fifty thousand miles of sea. At Boston they R. H. Coats and R. E. Gosnell, ‘Sir James Douglas,’ “Makers of Canada,” 1908 struck medals for it. Lewis and Clark made their way overland in 1805-6 from the Missouri down the Columbia to the sea. John Jacob Astor founded his Pacific Fur Company in 1811. The Americans called the whole country by the vague Indian name of Oregon. The Hudson’s Bay Company traders, mostly Scottish, unable to use ‘Nova Scotia’ twice, called their part of it New Caledonia. The Spanish claims had been extinguished by a convention of 1794. The Russian boundary was settled by a treaty of 1825.

But as between American and British claims, Oregon was no man’s land. The Hudson’s Bay Company set up their forts on the inland rivers, Yale and Berens on the Fraser and, later on, Fort Simpson on the northern coast. After 1843 their chief centre was Victoria on Vancouver Island, beside it presently Esquimalt. The situation of Victoria rapidly advanced it over all other points. At this time the trade in furs and supplies went in part around the Horn. From the inland posts the ‘brigades’ wound A. G. Brown, “British Columbia,” 1912 their long way over the Rockies and the plains to Norway House. The need of supplies led the Company to set up farms around Victoria, to build mills and tanneries and even to mine the Vancouver Island coal. Thus originated the Fort Nanaimo of 1852. American settlers began to come in over the mountains. Missionaries brought their little flocks. As the Oregon dispute grew, what we now call ‘propaganda’ joined with missionary zeal to bring in American settlers. When the treaty boundary line was drawn (1846) some of these were converted into British. But till the days of gold the fur trade was still above all, and life as quiet and undisturbed as in the Spanish missions to the south. Gold in California brought a burst of activity to Victoria, the sole harbour of supply beyond San Francisco. To promote settlement the British Government turned over Vancouver Island to the Hudson’s Bay Company, whose own original jurisdiction was only to the Rockies. They were to pay a rent of seven shillings every first of January, to bring out settlers, provide for law and order and sell land on a ten per cent commission. Under these auspices settlers came in. Victoria was laid out in streets in 1852. Things moved slowly, but they moved. The town had 300 souls in 1855 and Nanaimo 125. To these were added the 1,700 Indians of the island, docile and accepting Christianity with pleasure.
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“Then came the discovery of gold and quickened the pace of life” — page 173

Then came the discovery of gold and quickened the pace of life. The first findings were on the coast and on the Queen Charlotte 1856 Islands. These proved of no great value but presently the gold on the Fraser River brought a rush of miners to the ‘diggings.’ Victoria shared in the glory of its Australian cousin. In one season twenty-five thousand miners landed, took on supplies and went on through. Two hundred buildings went up in six months. Town lots sold at a thousand dollars a foot frontage. Prices and profits rushed up, with flour at thirty dollars a barrel. Then the boom broke and the diggers came floating back on the ebb-tide. The mining was not poor man’s gold, loose in shallow rivers. It had to wait for capital and machinery. But the ebb-tide at least freshened growth.

Vancouver Island was reorganized as a British colony in 1856. Douglas was its Governor, and presently it had an elected Assembly. A little later the island settlements were grouped as another colony. With them began the name British Columbia, J. M. Gibbon, “Steel of Empire,” 1935 suggested in a letter from the queen. The French, in compliment to Scotland, had taken ‘New Caledonia’ for their future convict island. Columbia, the queen noted, was used by itself for the United States “in poetry.” The capital was laid out at New Westminster, James Douglas the governor also of this second colony. A detachment of Royal Engineers was sent out from England under Colonel Richard Moody to make surveys, construct roads and preserve the peace. A representative legislature was called in 1864. As a matter of common sense the colonies of the island and the mainland united as British Columbia in 1866 with Sir James Douglas as governor.

It was in these circumstances that the proposal of Confederation with Canada found the people of British Columbia. They were half-hearted about it. Some, it is said, even dreamed of union with the States. Others, of Victoria, were British enough to want to be left alone. But Macdonald’s pledge to start a Pacific railway in two years and finish it in ten, carried the day. The province saw a vision of Pacific steamers, of cargoes of silk, of ocean ports facing a new world, in other words a vision of exactly what happened — only later on. As it was, seven years passed with nothing of a railway except a railway scandal. When Lord Dufferin visited the province in 1876 his carriage was confronted with an arch carrying the legend Carnarvon Terms or Separation. The tactful governor had it altered to “or Reparation.” But the grievance remained.

After British Columbia followed Prince Edward Island. The Island up till that time had on the whole done well. Its original French settlers, its Loyalists and Lord Selkirk’s Highlanders had been followed by a more or less steady influx of immigration. It had 24,000 people in 1822, 62,000 in 1848, and by this time (1871) the population was 94,000. The ill-advised system of the grant of its public land to a few score of favoured proprietors had left a perennial dispute as between landlords and tenants. The Island suffered also from the difficulty of access in winter. Moreover, it had shared the railway mania of the period and had a toy railway on its hands. It looked back on its first refusal of Confederation and decided, like the Scottish old maid in the song, that it had been ‘daft to refuse.’ By the purchase of its railway, a liberal subsidy, the extinction of the proprietors’ claims and help across the Northumberland Strait, the Island was coaxed in (1873). Later repentance came too late.

With each year the discontent in the Maritimes and the demand from British Columbia for secession, was weakening Macdonald’s hold on power. Nor had his government gained much prestige from its dealings with the United States. It had proved impossible to renew Reciprocity. The famous Washington Treaty of 1871, which settled the Alabama Claims and therewith laid down laws of neutrality, remained as a monument of international law, while international law remained a monument. But it was settled, so Macdonald said, “no matter at what cost to Canada.” The United States moreover refused to consider any payment for Fenian damages.

Sir J. Pope, “Sir John Macdonald,” Vol. II, 1894

Macdonald was sustained in the election of 1872. But it is doubtful if his government could have carried on long. In any case it had no chance to. Its unhappy attempt to initiate a Pacific railroad brought it to disgrace and disaster. It was felt that the Dominion could not itself finance the road. The government invited company support with a land grant, and, finding G. Denison, “Soldiering in Canada.” two rival companies, invited subscriptions to its party funds. This was dramatically revealed in Parliament. Subscription to funds as a tribute of admiration is one thing, as a quid pro quo another. Conservatives fell away. In particular the defection of Donald Smith, the new power in the West, hit Macdonald hard. He did not say, gently “Et tu Brute.” He said he “could lick Canadian Hansard that man Smith quicker than hell could frizzle a feather.” The government resigned.

The Liberal government organized by Alexander Mackenzie in 1873 fell heir to ill-fortune. It has often been observed that British governments naturally alternate in office while governments in Canada tend to strike root and stay. Mackenzie had no chance. The general panic of 1873 broke as he took office, leaving Canada stranded in the ebb-tide of six years of depression. Mortgages fell on the Ontario farms like snowflakes. Public revenue dwindled and deficit was inevitable. Seen in retrospect the Government, for all its honesty and goodwill, went into a decline in its infancy.

The public finance of Canada at Confederation was on a modest scale. The whole expenditure of 1868 was only $13,486,000. Duties were still moderate, the Income Tax undreamed of. The public debt, assumed from the provinces, stood at $75,000,000 in 1867 and had risen to only $100,000,000 in 1873. But even on this scale the government failed to carry on. Budget deficits of over a million a year looked like impending disaster. Nor had the public policy of the administration called forth enthusiasm. A new pilgrimage to Washington for Reciprocity fell flat with a United States Senate refusal of 1874. The Pacific railway problem was like a ghost behind the scene. British Columbia bubbled with secession. Macdonald had offered a Pacific railway as easily as a juggler would take a rabbit out of a hat. Mackenzie stood appalled at the cost. His plain honesty could not see how to pay for it. The whole project seemed to many fantastic. A Pacific railway, said Edward Blake, the Minister of Justice, would never pay for the axle grease of its locomotives; or if he didn’t say it, people said he said it. So the government undertook to crawl across the West, in and out of the water, like a duck.

On this rail-and-water route they spent over $37,000,000. Of this $28,000,000 went on the construction of 710 miles of railway, built or building; $200,000 for a meaningless Rainy Lake Canal, and over $3,000,000 on endless surveys — and they were still nowhere. But they had at least such credit as came from the completion of the Intercolonial Railway in 1876. To keep far from American danger it wound its course the longest way round, like a person hugging the wall to avoid a spectre. It was understood that on these terms it could hardly be expected to pay. The understanding proved correct.

As the allotted life of Parliament ran out, Mackenzie called an election in the bright after-harvest of the autumn of 1878. Macdonald and his party were out with a big new idea, noisy as a circus parade and comprehensive as a circus tent. This was the ‘National Policy’ — Canada for the Canadians, and something for everybody — in its own words, as expressed in Macdonald’s motion to the House of Commons in 1878: — 

“The welfare of Canada requires the adoption of a National Policy which, by a judicious readjustment of the tariff, will benefit and foster the agricultural, the mining, the manufacturing, and the other interests of the Dominion.” The fight was as between ‘do-somethings’ and ‘do-nothings.’ The issue was never doubtful. The result gave the Conservatives a majority of eighty-six and eighteen years of power.
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CHAPTER VII. BETTER TIMES. 1879-1896
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ADMINISTRATION OF SIR John A. Macdonald — The National Policy — The Canadian Pacific Railway — The Manitoba Boom — The North-West Rebellion — Unrestricted Reciprocity and the Election of 1891 — Manufacture and the Growth of Cities — The Manitoba School Question — Fall of Conservative Government.

The Conservative administration entered upon office in October, 1878, and was destined to hold it for almost eighteen years. The opening of the new régime coincided with the departure of Lord Dufferin and the advent as Governor-General of the Marquis of Lorne, whose wife, the Princess Louise, a daughter of Queen Victoria, now became the châtelaine of Rideau Hall. This seemed specially fitting to Conservative politics as a mark of what was called in those days the “loyalty” of Canada to “England.” Both words are now out of fashion. “Loyalty” is called “co-operation” and England must not be named without Scotland.

Macdonald himself chiefly guided the course of policy till his death in 1891 but he had as his right arm Dr. Charles Tupper. Sir Charles, 1879 Etienne Cartier was gone but Hector Langevin helped to hold d. 1873 the Blues to the party. Yet it was Macdonald’s own peculiar gift to keep the party united. He held the Orangemen of Ontario by his allegiance to Queen and Empire, and he held the French-Canadians by keeping faith with church and nationality. The E. B. Biggar, “Anecdotal Life of Sir John Macdonald” 1891 rank and file of his countryside followers he held with cigars, jokes — specially selected — by the geniality of his visits to their taverns and town halls, and by the little compliments treasured, repeated, and remembered to garrulous old age. This is democracy. While Macdonald lived union remained; Macdonald gone, Sir Joseph Pope, ‘The Day of Sir John Macdonald’ “Chronicles of Canada,” 1915 the party melted asunder.

On the opposition side Edward Blake became the leader. With him was presently Wilfrid Laurier who had already sat in the Parliament of 1872 and in Mackenzie’s ministry. Laurier was a French-Canadian country-town lawyer and editor, educated at L’Assomption College with a final touch of McGill. He had no start or influence beyond his own ability and background. But he had somehow contrived to take on the gracious manner of an old-world statesman, the rounded English of a British orator and the moral pose of a British Liberal. Many will agree that in intellectual power he was outranked by such of his colleagues as William Mulock, the later Chief Justice of Ontario, whom Sir William 1902 Canada congratulates, as this page is written, on his ninety-seventh Jan. 19, 1941 birthday, as the most eminent and respected of our citizens. But as compared with Mulock’s higher talent, Laurier was fortunate in his greater availability. He was a French-Canadian who had somehow turned into a British institution; a ‘moderate protectionist’ who yet received the Cobden medal, an ardent imperialist except as to who should pay the bill, and with it all, courteous and undisturbed, a gentleman. His appearance in one of the carriages of state at the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee of 1897 seemed to put, if not a crown, at least a silk hat on imperial unity. In a sense Laurier was the gifted child of good fortune, floating on a wave of prosperity. Macdonald dominated Canadian politics; Laurier presided over them.

The first task of the new government was to put into effect the new National Policy. Mr. Tilley’s budget of March 14, 1879, Canadian Hansard, March 14, 1879 brought on the new tariff. The peculiar point of it was not the height of the duties on imported manufactures, (although they ran to 30 per cent), but in the avowed purpose of favouring the home producer. This, to Liberal opponents of the school of Sir Sir Richard Cartwright, “Reminiscences,” 1912 Richard Cartwright, the financier in opposition, and to British observers was like an open confession of sin. We must recall the tone of the times. The triumph of British free trade had given to that policy not only the endorsation of statesmen and economists, but a sort of peculiar and irritating sanctity. Speakers deplored colonial protection in Victoria (Australia) and in Canada as due to colonial ignorance and colonial crookedness. A leading English economist, Sir Robert Giffen, declared in 1881 Sir R. Giffen, Essays, 1879-84 that in a few years the last of the protectionists would be extinct. The truth was the other way. Within a generation a Cobdenite — free trade for everybody everywhere in everything — was only to be found in a museum.

But Macdonald cared nothing for theory. His party pleaded the swamping of the Canadian market by slaughtered American goods. Even as theory, they could plead John Stuart Mill’s unlucky admission that protection was in place in a new country for a short time on behalf of an appropriate industry. This ‘infant industry’ argument lasted till the huge infants rolled off their mother’s lap. They had to be picked up as too big to abandon, and the argument altered to suit. But the real claim to the National Policy was that there was such a lot of it, in fact something in it for everybody — farmers, fishers, woodsmen as well as manufacturers — whether they needed it or not. The legend gives us a picture of Sir John A. sitting in the famous old Red Parlour of a Toronto hotel, handing out tariff favours as freely as cigars. The result showed that protection was there to stay. No later government removed it. The Liberals denounced it as evil, from their opposition of 1879 till their Ottawa Conference of 1893. British writers, whether Conservative or Liberal, still deplored it. A brilliant London journalist, visiting Canada, E. Porritt, “Sixty Years of Protection in Canada,” 1908 presently wrote of “Sixty Years of Protection in Canada” as who should say, sixty years of sin. Even the protected manufacturers carried, if not an uneasy conscience, at least a special willingness to subscribe to all charities, as medieval robbers knelt at the altars of the saints.

Yet protection, whereby came home manufacture, proved part of the economic life of the country. With it came greater urban concentration, and quickened intellectual life. Art and science clung on protection, as parasites on a bear, or let us say, more fittingly, as mistletoe on oak. Let it be granted that tariff protection had its evil side, that it gave new opportunity for jobbery, for doubtful fortunes, for wider divergence than ever between worth and wealth. But at least these advantages did not hold from generation to generation as landed privilege had done. Fortunes that the relaxing hand of the dead could not carry away went to colleges and hospitals. The consumer lost out; but the consumer in Canada was dead, or survived only in the British settlers living on money from ‘home’. The typical Canadian viewed himself as a producer, thinking in terms of earnings not of costs. The system became part of the complex of our life. No one could tell that fifty years later it would degenerate into the hopeless aberration of the economic nationalism that has helped to destroy Europe.

The one exception that the government made in their protective policy was their continued quest for American Reciprocity. This became for twenty years the Holy Grail, so to speak, of Canadian politics. Mark Twain, in his description of the Knights of King Arthur’s Court, explains with illuminating irreverence that every little while the “boys went grailing.” So they did from Canada as, for example, George Brown in 1874 and, for this new government, Sir John Rose. It was all in vain. Each new light in the south that called out a pilgrimage proved a will-o’-the-wisp over a marsh of difficulty.

With the new impetus of the National Policy was associated the forward drive for a Pacific railway. This enterprise, initiated with the charter of 1881 and completed with the famous gold spike driven by Donald Smith at Craigellachie, B.C., on November 7, 1885, was one of the greatest triumphs of our history. The United States had opened its first transcontinental railway in 1869. But it did not do so till there were nearly three-quarters of a million people on its Pacific coast and over six million in the States and Territories between the Mississippi and the mountains. We commenced ours with only 24,000 white people in British Columbia; with Winnipeg a town of 7,985 inhabitants; O. Skelton, ‘The Railway Builders’ “Chronicles of Canada,” 1916 Regina a pile of bones; Calgary not on the map, and on all the plains little but the forts of the fur trade and the tepees of wandering Indians.

The story of the Canadian Pacific Railway has been too well told to need detailed repetition here. The Company was organized under a Canadian Act of Parliament of February 15, 1881, on terms of what appears at first sight princely generosity. It was to receive a cash subsidy of $25,000,000, payable as construction proceeded, and a land grant of 25,000,000 acres. The land was to be selected out of what was called the Fertile Belt of the North-West, meaning roughly the valley of the North Saskatchewan, as opposed to the country farther south and west through which the main line of the railway was to pass and which was at that time still regarded as largely desert. The company was to receive a large measure of tax exemption, free import of construction materials and a protection, for twenty years, against competition in a north and south direction. It received the ramshackle assets left over from previous failure, including 710 miles of road constructed or under construction. The sum total sounds colossal. As beside the work to be done it was hopelessly inadequate.

The making of the road is indeed a fascinating story, or rather it is three fascinating stories. There is first of all the gathering of the capital that initiated the company. It was put together by an adventurous and indomitable group of men, Donald Smith, George Stephen, Richard Angus and their associates, who found it, so to speak, lying across the map of Minnesota. It consisted of a half-made railroad which had fallen back into the possession of a group of Dutch bondholders, to whom it owed over $20,000,000, and into the occupation of vast annual flocks of grasshoppers which were eating everything in the country except the iron rails. The Canadian group bought out the Dutch, it is often said, for a song, yet it was a song that touched the highest note the Bank of Montreal could sing ($6,780,000). Then the grasshoppers went away, and in their place came immigrants, settlers, goods and chattels and more and more settlers — till the Canadian syndicate hardly knew what to do with their money. A shrewd associate said to Sir John A., “Take their money while they still have it.” And that was how the Canadian Pacific Railway, as finance, came into being.

As construction, as road building, the story sounds even better. Under the driving power of William Van Horne they drove the railway over the plains, carrying its own sleepers, rails, plates over the ones just laid — at the rate of two, three and even three O. Skelton, ‘Railway Builders’ “Chronicles of Canada,” 1916 and a half miles a day — once as much as twenty miles in three days. They hoisted it on trestle bridges and filled it in before it could fall. At the other end they bought up Mr. Donald McIntyre’s Canada Central Railway that took them west from 1883 Montreal to Callander on Lake Nipissing, and from there they drilled, filled, blasted and bridged their way through the Lake Superior wilderness. Even to-day the winter traveller through J. M. Gibbon, “Steel of Empire” 1935 that still region of rock and gorge and forest may marvel at their enterprise. Riel’s rebellion gave a transport business that helped out the half-made Superior section. The same year saw it completed. At the same time they laid out a terminal town on the Pacific and called it Vancouver. Then came the final day 1885 when Donald Smith drove a gold spike, as already said, right into the heart of the Rockies, and ended them.

Best of all, though less realized, is the national aspect of the enterprise and the credit due above all to Sir John A. Macdonald. His was the firm insistence, in spite of all technical opinion, that the railway must be all Canadian, must at any cost pierce the wilderness. That it must also, and that it did later, go west via the United States (Chicago-Minnesota) was another matter. It had to be Canadian first. To the same credit belongs the unending help given by the Government over and above the contract, the final generous assistance that meant salvation on the verge of disaster. The story is one to give us confidence that all the later difficulties that threaten our present transportation with disaster, may be met and overcome with the same spirit.

The definite initiation of the Canadian Pacific Railway enterprise naturally stimulated the movement into the West and brought the striking episode of the ‘Winnipeg Boom’ of the opening eighties. The policy of what is called Homestead Settlement had been adopted some years before in a statute of 1872. It was S. Leacock, “My Discovery of the West,” 1937 copied from the American Homestead Law of 1862, which was rapidly filling the Mississippi Valley.

The system gave to each settler 160 acres, a so-called quarter-section, of land. He must live and work on it for at least three months a year. It became his very own after three years. His sons living at home could each have an adjacent 160 acres. He could, under the original pre-emption law, reserve for his purchase as much more. In his mind’s eye the settler’s farm already reached farther than his mind’s eye could. But in the earlier years of the system the North-West still seemed far away, and even dangerous. Settlers in the seventies went from Ontario not to go west but to get out of Ontario. The mortgages turned out the sons of the farms as cruelly as they ever did a Highland clearance. But with better knowledge passed from farm to farm and with rail communication after 1880 from Minnesota into Winnipeg, the prospect changed. It was discovered that Manitoba — still pronounced properly with a bah at the end of it — meant ‘God’s country,’ and with that the prairie turned into the promised land, and the exodus began.

The homestead system developed a great appeal. In other systems of colonization — a lord-of the manor, a privileged company, or the Wakefield endless chain of hired man and proprietor that was tried out in New Zealand — the settlers began in service 1837 or in debt. The homestead man came as his own boss, living perhaps in a house made of sods, surviving as best he could on R. Garnett, “Life of Edward Gibbon Wakefield,” 1898 paid winter work. Each crop lifted him forward as the waves lift a swimmer through the surf. He saw himself already lord of a bonanza farm, reaching beyond the horizon, bending with golden grain that fell with a sigh beneath the knife of the binder. He saw himself in winter affluence on the portico of a California hotel. It was a picture that called forth while it lasted all the best impulse of individual effort. It is all gone now. There is no land left and no insatiable market for its unified crop. We must turn back to the forgotten pages of history and pick up again manorial and company migration where we left it. But the independent homestead in early prairie days appeared in the sunrise. It drew colonists from all over the Empire, Scottish farmers from Midlothian, appalled at Manitoba methods, Cockneys who didn’t know ‘Haw!’ from ‘Gee!’ remittance men, and Oxford graduates with a little Latin still for use in barrooms.

Since Winnipeg is the gateway of the West, the channel of supply, the emporium of import and the market for land sites, W. J. Healy, “Winnipeg’s Early Days,” 1927 the Winnipeg Boom followed as an inevitable consequence. The town became a babel of tongues, a clatter of hammers. The real-estate man rode on the wind, the genius of the hour. Prices were high but didn’t matter. There was work at high pay for everybody. G. Ham, “Reminiscences of a Raconteur” Life on Main and Portage was a round of drinks, a roar of good fellowship, a merry-go-round of sudden fortune.

On the uplift of such a boom, a new town anywhere, a San Francisco, a Carson City, turns into a magic Bagdad — especially a place as small and as new as Winnipeg. Life in a boom town takes on an intensity, a focus not known elsewhere. It has no past. It has no elsewhere. It is all here and now, like the world into which each infant is born. In the light of such a rebirth, people see one another better. Everybody becomes a ‘remarkable man’ — as he is — a ‘hell of a good fellow.’ And why not? It is a half-caught vision of what life might be all the time.

 

The boom broke. The fortunes vanished. The good fellows turned back into ordinary people, many of them turning slowly to down-at-heel survivals, glad of a treat across the bar. The Oxford men got jobs in a livery stable. The Cockneys went away, looking for a war, and the boom was over. When it was done bankers and economists explained it all away as an over-expansion of credit. The opinion may be hazarded that this is nonsense. The boom is the reality, the collapse the accident. The town of Winnipeg, with only 8,000 people in 1881 and all the North-West behind it, need not have broken. The proof is that it has now well over 200,000 and the Prairie Provinces two million and a half. Nothing was wrong except our inability to handle so much that was right. Some day, when peace comes, real peace, there will be another boom beside which the Manitoba Boom was only a whisper.

 

This expansion into the North-West brought with it, as an unforeseen and unnecessary consequence, the North-West Rebellion G. Stanley, “The Birth of Western Canada,” 1936 of 1885. Expansion of settlement meant, of course, a certain further restriction of Indian nomad life. In Canada, as in the States, railways and buffalo could not share a bed. Nor could they both have ‘corridors.’ The open plain must be exchanged for the closed reservation. For the half-breeds, also, the new settlement must break the pattern of their old-time life, their side-by-side holdings on the river and the isolation of their language and speech. But there could have been many compensations and more civility. A cigar goes a long way, even with an Indian. But the government, as before, acted with culpable indifference. Surveys were run along the Saskatchewan, newcomers appeared, dispossession seemed imminent, with little if any attempt to explain it. All through the summer of 1884 the Saskatchewan country murmured with discontent. The murmurs grew to loud protest. Meetings were held. The settlers sent over to the States for Louis Riel, living in exile in Montana. Riel had spent the last few years alternately between school-teaching and going partly crazy, a thing quite intelligible to the profession. But to choose him as a leader was the worst choice that could G. Denison, “Struggle for Imperial Unity,” 1909 have been made. His very name unfuriated Ontario. This time they must fight. For Ontario that one name, Riel, blocked all consideration of real grievances.
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“At the same time they laid out a terminal town on the Pacific and called it Vancouver” — page 184

The prairie country had been since 1873 under the surveillance of the North-West Mounted Police, whose name now fills and thrills the movie world. But at this time the world knew little of their arduous life, the patrol of the plains, the control of the desperado, the winter life in the wooden-shack barracks at 20 below zero. The exploits of these Riders of the Plains remained untold. A poet could write: — 

They need no sculptured monument, no panoply of stone,

To blazon to a curious world the deeds that they have done.

But the prairie flower blows softly and the scented rose-bud trains

Its wealth of summer beauty o’er the Riders of the Plains.

The police well knew what rebellion in the North-West could mean. The danger was not of the half-breeds; they were too few. The danger was of an all-Indian rising, a last wild attempt to exterminate the Whites. The Indians of the West of fifty years ago were not like the humble quarter-breeds of the Ontario reservations, gratified with a red shirt and drunk on one drink S. Steele, “Forty Years in Canada,” 1915 of whisky. These latter had long since sold out savagery at ten dollars a year. But look in any illustrated book at the pictured faces of such full-blooded braves as Imasees, son of Big Bear, and you may reconstruct again the terror of bygone centuries and understand the vain warnings of the police.

All through the winter in the West the half-breeds organized and collected arms, unheeded. The Indians gathered near to the isolated posts on the North Saskatchewan, as wolves approach their prey. With the spring there came the clash of an armed column, made up of police and settler volunteers, met and heavily outnumbered by a gathering of several hundred half-breeds. Duck Lake, March 26, 1885 There was a fierce fight, brave enough on both sides, with Louis Riel standing by, praying before a crucifix. The police left nine dead and hauled their wounded to Fort Carleton. Thus came the Rebellion, as sudden to Canada as the onrush of a March blizzard.

There followed the hurried call to arms of the militia — there were no ‘regulars’ now — the trainloads of volunteers made up in Toronto, each man to carry with him three days’ food of his own, the shouting crowds at the Union Station, with K. Company from ‘Varsity’ as a part of the Queen’s Own. The boys of Upper Canada College had a worthier half holiday this time than when they went to see Lount and Matthews hanged in 1838.

There followed the railroad journey westward — broken by the unfinished gap of railroad north of Lake Superior; the gathering H. A. Kennedy, “The Book of the West,” 1925 in Winnipeg and the campaign on the plains of the Saskatchewan. There was the fierce fight at Fish Creek, the attack on Poundmaker’s Reservation at Cut Knife and in May the final three-days’ V. LaChance, ‘Diary of Francis Dickens,’ “Queen’s University Bulletin,” 1930 assault on the rifle pits at Batoche that broke the back of the Rebellion. There followed rapidly the recapture of the outposts, where Indian massacre had degraded the Indian’s cause, and then the round up of Big Bear, far to the north, and the execution of his guilty followers. It remained to deal with Louis Riel. The advance of the soldiers had struck apprehension to his heart. He had no spirit for the fight at Batoche, and was captured miles away, near Prince Albert. A surviving artillery A. Guy Ross, Jan. 31, 1941 man of the Winnipeg Field Battery told the writer of this book the other day of seeing Riel brought in by two mounted police, “a little insignificant, bearded man, shabby in rough homespun.” His execution at Regina on November 7, 1885, seemed to Ontario the justly deserved fate of a murderer.

The close of the Rebellion marked the end of the old North-West. It seemed to change with strange rapidity. If not in the twinkling of an eye, at least in the twinkling of a decade it all seemed gone. The buffalo grounds had become the grain farms. Long lines of steel kept crawling across the prairies. The Indian tepee gave place to the frame house of the homestead, and the stockaded fort to the grain elevator. The Indian brave and the buffalo rider before long were known only in the Calgary Stampede and in the films of the moving pictures. This rapid change in the panorama of the West was due to the impetus of settlement given by the completion of the Canadian Pacific Railway, the rapid extension of its branches, and the influx of homestead settlers taking up land.

 

But as the 1880’s drew to a close, public interest in Canada turned away from the West to revert to the everlasting question of the tariff and our relations with the States. The Conservatives had won the two elections of 1882 and 1887 with no great difficulty. The issue turned on endorsing their forward policy. The Liberals had little to offer but the cold negations of free trade and their bill-board appeal, equally negative, “Has the National Policy made you rich?” All through this period Canadian militant politics were illustrated and enlivened by the genius of J. W. Bengough whose cartoons in his weekly Grip became a national feature, never attempted before, never achieved since. This tendency to turn our politics into fun we share with the Americans. Its influence for good has been incalculable. This is a digression, but the memory of Bengough is worth it.

As the decade closed, the Liberals embarked on the ‘whole hog’ policy of Unrestricted Reciprocity, with two years of agitation as a new election approached. Its appeal was to lie in its uncompromising Goldwin Smith, “Canada and the Canadian Question,” 1891 thoroughness. It was to remove all tariffs as against the States. This was a declaration of war on manufacturers, except such as could survive in the continental market. But for the farmers, and for the Maritime fish and lumber men, it was meant to restore the sunshine of the lost paradise of the Reciprocity of the sixties. The new movement had behind it the powerful support of the illustrious Goldwin Smith, then living in Toronto, an Oxford scholar of such eminence that he could A. Haultain, “Goldwin Smith, His Life and Opinions,” 1913 agree with no one but himself, who found England too English and the United States too American. His participation in the foundation of Cornell University (after the Civil War) he had abandoned, still in the heat of the day. He now lived in retirement in his Toronto Grange, the patronizing patron of Canadian culture. His independent fortune heightened the independence of his mind, but narrowed its outlook. His biographer tells us how Goldwin Smith stood one day at his drawing-room window, overlooking the grounds of the Grange, musing on the reported strikes and violence at Cripple Creek. “Why can’t people be content,” he murmured, “with what they have?” Why not? He himself, in property and investments, had close to a million. To enlighten the Ontario farmers Goldwin Smith established his Farmers Weekly Sun. But it is hard to convert farmers from a Victorian drawing-room. The sunlight of the Weekly Sun was feeble beside the coal-oil and naphtha of the Conservative hustings. Price’s Corners repudiated Oxford.
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In any case unrestricted reciprocity was doomed from the start. It meant too much or too little. If complete, it meant that either the United States must give up protection, an impossible supposition, or there must be only one tariff for both countries, tight as marriage, and made at Washington. Intellectuals like Mr. Blake and Mr. Edgar might juggle with schemes for entry of British imports without exit. It was too complicated for plain people to whom “unrestricted” meant all or nothing. Then came Sir Joseph Pope “The Day of Sir John Macdonald,” 1915 the disclosure that a section, only a section, of the advocates of Reciprocity meant it just that way, full tariff union and annexation. The cause was lost. Macdonald knew then that he had only to wave the flag at it — at “the veiled treason” that opposed him. Here belong the words of his last election address, already Feb. 7, 1891 quoted, “A British subject I was born, a British subject I will die.” He spoke only too truly. The election was carried (March 5) and Macdonald died June 6, 1891.

 

For a moment the election was a triumph and a jubilee, a new mandate of power. But with Macdonald’s death the Fates began to cut the threads of Conservative destiny. Already the first ominous signs showed commercial depression approaching. Canada as an export country imports its hard times. We have no choice. The break of the European market brings to our North-West disaster that spreads throughout the Dominion. It was this peculiar dependence on the outside world that brought to Canada the hard times of the opening nineties. Taking the country by itself it should not have been so. For this was the beginning of the new electrical age which expanded and intensified the life and activity of the cities. Electric light, that was first seen in London, 1878, began now to illuminate Canada. Its unsightly cedar poles added a new touch of ugliness to the streets. But life received a new wakefulness from the arc lamp and the electric bulb. The uphill agony of the street-car horse ended in euthanasia. Electric cars ran in Montreal in 1892 and in the same year in Toronto. The telephone appeared in Montreal in 1879. It had 282 subscribers in 1879 and soon a myriad. Now appears the commuter, a half-urban, half-rural being, whirled in and out in his suburban train. Here begins the passing of the single city house with its back garden and garden wall, its one plum tree, its square of grass, a little rus in urbe. In place of it appears the apartment house with its new cliff-dwellers and its fountain hall with a rubber tree and goldfish, art compensating for vanished nature. The visible sign of the age is the growth of Montreal from its 100,000 people at Confederation to its 328,000 of the opening century; of Toronto, similarly, from a little more than 50,000 to more than 200,000. At Confederation 80 per cent of the Canadian people lived in the country or in country villages, but by 1901 the rural population was only 62 per cent, that had fallen to 50 per cent when the Great War ended. Already, at the time referred to here, the rural sections of the country began to be invaded with a skirmish line of golf clubs, summer cottages and, later, overrun and obliterated by the motor-car and the radio. These last changes came later but the beginning was already there, the handwriting on the wall — of the farmer’s barn — in the early nineties.
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“Life received a new wakefulness from the arc lamp and the electric bulb . . .” — page 193

But it did not need the oncoming of hard times to destroy the Conservative régime. The Manitoba School Question had J. S. Ewart, “Manitoba School Question,” 1894 doomed it already. Read by an outsider in a book, the Manitoba School Question sounds like a lawyer’s lullaby, about as interesting as a Privy Council decision on the sanitary authority of the City of London. The reality was very different. The question was bitter in its intensity. The political life of Canada, then and to-day, moves on ground beneath which are the ashes of the fires of two centuries ago, of French against English, of Roman Catholic against Protestant. They can still be fanned to a flame; they might still precipitate a conflagration. Hence arises our ever-familiar warning to one another not to “raise the race cry.” This to us is like “raising the devil” in the Middle Ages. The devil of race and the devil of language and the devil of religion all appear in the smoke together. The Conservative party in an evil hour raised the devil. It happened thus: Manitoba had started life in 1870 as a bilingual province. It had of its own authority set up J. S. Willison, “Sir Wilfrid Laurier and the Liberal Party,” 1903 bilingual schools, and separate schools for Roman Catholics. But the influx of English-speaking and non-Catholic settlers into Manitoba in the twenty years 1870-1890 had entirely altered the environment. French was practically gone. Manitoba spoke what it understood to be English. The Roman Catholics were only 20,000 in a population of 150,000. The province undertook to pass a new School Act, abolishing the separate schools. At once 1890 the fat was in the fire, or rather in the law courts, when a Mr. Barrett entered suit against the City of Winnipeg for taxing him for non-Catholic schools.

The separate school system had been instituted in the former Province of Canada, and passed on in 1867 to Ontario and Quebec, where it still exists. The British North America Act guarantees it for Ontario and Quebec against provincial interference. Whether this guarantee extended to Manitoba under the terms of the (Canadian) Manitoba Act of 1870, and the Imperial Act of 1871 which validated it, was a complicated matter of legal interpretation. But the further question rose as to whether the people of Manitoba would stand for interference from the courts or from the Dominion, whether their new School Act of 1890 was valid or not. The cry arose, “Hands off Manitoba,” and all over Canada the ashes of old angers broke into flame. The government was in a dilemma. To oppose Manitoba would lose the Protestant vote, at least the Orange part of it, but it would gain the Catholic blue and the Irish green. The only hope was that the flood of argument would spread from court to court, from appeal to appeal, to die away at last in the Privy Council as a desert river runs to nothing in the sand. The opposite happened. Public interest grew with each appeal; the torrent ran to a tidal wave.

The party began to waver. The death of Sir John Thompson, the Roman Catholic prime minister, had followed close on that of Macdonald. His successor, Sir Mackenzie Bowell, a Protestant, carried on as best he might. Then came the Pickwickian decision of the Privy Council, namely, that Manitoba had full power to Feb., 1895 make the Act, and the Dominion Government full power to unmake it. This last was under what was called the ‘remedial power,’ and rests, for the curious, on Section 93, Clause 4, of the British North America Act. On the strength of this the Dominion Government first ordered Manitoba to alter its law Feb., 1896 of 1890 and, on refusal, introduced a remedial bill to coerce the Province. This was too much. The party was breaking on the Sir Charles Tupper, “Recollections of Sixty Years in Canada,” 1914 issue. Bowell was forced to resign. Sir Charles Tupper, brought from his High Commissionership in London to be Prime Minister, tried in vain to carry the bill. The Conservative majority had melted away. An appeal to the country brought Sir Wilfrid Laurier and the Liberals triumphantly to power. June 23, 1896 The inquisitive might well ask what happened to the Manitoba School Question. Few people could answer. Those most feverish about it forgot it most easily. In reality it was all settled by compromise within a year, inasmuch as compromise was possible. Though impossible as between Conservatives at Ottawa and Liberals in Winnipeg, it was easy as soon as a Liberal government in Winnipeg faced a Liberal government in Ottawa. Laurier indeed as leader had not needed to do anything, except do nothing. He called this “the lines of Torres Vedras,” a doubtful compliment to Wellington’s memory. The new act allowed teaching in French — or in any other language — for a school of so many pupils, and Roman Catholic teaching, or any Christian teaching, after hours, without cost. Everybody lived happily, not ever after, but at least till all sorts of odd languages multiplied like prairie chickens in Manitoba and presently had to go.

The incoming of Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s ministry dates as from Sir Wilfrid, 1897 1896. But it belongs really with the new century, for the first eleven years of which it ruled over the smiling prosperity of Canada. Its opening years ran parallel with the growing troubles in South Africa and witnessed the episode of the South African War. That tragic struggle needs no extended record here for its terrible reality lay far away and outside the path of our history. Canadian participation in it was on a wholly voluntary, indeed on a competitive basis. For most who went, the war was a glad adventure. Its cost was paid elsewhere. Canada knew little of the fierce opposition to the war that was evinced by a large section of the British people. Goldwin Smith and Mr. Henri Bourassa fearlessly denounced the war. But for most Canadians the general principle of support to the mother country outweighed the argument in a particular case. At any rate the generosity of the treatment of the conquered, the gift of free government and the final union of two races on an equal footing in South Africa, was altogether congenial to Canadian sympathy. Nor can it be doubted that comradeship in arms in South Africa was to aid towards the union of hearts in the life-and-death struggle of later conflicts, still behind the veil.

 

 

MEMORABLE DATES

1869

Red River Rebellion

1870

Manitoba Enters the Dominion

1871

Treaty of Washington

1871

British Columbia enters the Dominion

1873

Liberal Government of Alexander Mackenzie

1873

Prince Edward Island enters the Dominion

1878

Conservative Government

1885

North-West Rebellion

1886

Canadian Pacific Railway opened across Canada

1896

Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Prime Minister

 

 

ORIGINAL PAINTING BY T. M. SCHINTZ, HIGH RIVER, ALTA., 1941
“Many came in caravans of prairie schooners — children, chattels and all” — page 207
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CHAPTER VIII. THE OPENING OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY — 1896-1914
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THE LOST WORLD of International Peace — Halcyon Days in Canada: the Invasion of the West: the New Provinces — Oriental Immigration — Intellectual Life, Letters and Art — The Empire Question — Federation vs. Alliance — The United States, Alaska and Reciprocity — Election of 1911 — The Conservative Government — The German Peril — The Great War.

Those who can remember the opening of the present century will recall the discussion as to whether it began in 1900 or in 1901. The discussion will be renewed in the year 2000. But for Canada the century more properly began in 1896 with the turn of the tide of prosperity, the advent of the Liberal Government and the great influx of population into the North-West.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier was fortunate in his accession to power. He was fortunate in the first place in his colleagues — in William Sir William, 1902 Mulock, a man combining intellectual eminence with long political experience; and in Clifford Sifton a right-arm of energy Sir Clifford, 1915 in the North-West. He was fortunate also in the moment of his success. It came just as the clouds of hard times gave way to the sunshine of reviving prosperity. It occurred just as the gold discoveries on the Yukon and the new mines in British Columbia opened the era of mineral production which has since altered the face and the future of Canada. The Yukon gold brought with it the romance and danger of the Edmonton Trail and the White Pass, the attempted project of a Yukon railway, the expectation of El Dorado, the rise of Dawson City and the morning song of W. Ogilvie, “Early Days on the Yukon,” 1913 sourdough poetry. Even as it all subsided it left a dawning realization that beneath the acres of snow of Canada might still lie buried treasure. With this came also the imperial stimulus of the great Diamond Jubilee in 1897, with its London Canadian Arch that announced, Free Homes for Millions. There was a feeling that a new era had begun.

Indeed it had. The earlier years of the century were to become halcyon days for the Liberal Party. Apart from any special excellence in their administration, they fell heir to the good fortune of the hour. After the close of the Boer War, the greater part of the world was at peace. There was indeed the war between Japan and Russia of 1904-5 but it was far away, did not disturb the intercourse of nations, while the fact that it was ended by a treaty made at Portsmouth, New Hampshire, seemed to give a foretaste of world solidarity. Not only was there peace but with it a background such as the generation born with the Great War can neither recall nor imagine, such as cannot conceivably come again within present lifetime. There was everywhere unimpeded trade and travel, and a flood of cosmopolitan migration. Two million people left Europe each year for the new world. Travellers moved without let or hindrance, with little even of formality, through what is now the stricken war area of Central Europe. Every city was as wide open as London. The gold standard of money supplied a universal medium of exchange, either direct or by simple and fixed conversion to local currencies. Finance and investment were international; the G. S. Lee, “Inspired Millionaires” 1911 stock exchanges, as it were, a new brotherhood. The reign of the financial saints seemed close at hand. The business man inherited the earth and ‘inspired millionaires’ atoned for their sins by their benefactions. A book called The Great Illusion, of which 1908 millions of copies were sold in dozens of languages, explained the anachronism and fruitlessness of war and stated that “the majority of adult Germans have never seen a battle and never will.” If the author was in error he had uncounted millions of us to share it with him.

Such an international environment reacted on all the new countries and most of all on Canada. “The new century,” said Sir Wilfrid, “is Canada’s.” It was, till the Devil took it away. Bountiful harvests and good prices drew a flood of immigrants towards the West, utterly different from any movement seen before. The new Minister of the Interior, Mr. Clifford Sifton, inaugurated a vigorous advertising campaign for immigration. Lecturers spoke at the fall fairs of the United States and visited the British Isles. Leaflets and maps were sent all over Europe; agencies opened at the ports. Imperial Germany became alarmed. J. Culliton, “Assisted Emigration and Land Settlement in Western Canada,” 1928 “The attempt to lure our fellow countrymen to this desolate, sub-arctic region,” so complained Wilhelm’s Street, Berlin, to Downing Street, London, “is to be denounced as criminal.” But Main Street, Winnipeg, won out. Immigrants began to move in a flood. As many as 75,000 came to the Western Provinces in 1905, 90,000 in 1906 and in the last four years before the Great War an average of 120,000 a year. The year 1913 brought 400,870 immigrants to Canada, of whom 151,000 went to the West. So rapid a growth has seldom been seen. Winnipeg had 26,000 people in 1891, and 163,000 in 1916. Calgary was non-existent G. Ham, “Reminiscences of a Raconteur,” 1921 at Confederation. When the Canadian Pacific was built it was just a poor place, a few shacks. They moved it a mile or so, on ropes, rather than move the railway line. It had 4,000 people in 1901 and 56,000 in 1916. Lethbridge rose from nothing to 10,000; Saskatoon changed its 113 people to 21,000, and Edmonton’s 4,000 increased to 54,000 in the same period.

Not only did numbers increase but at the same time the complexion of the population of the North-West and even of the Dominion; the proportion of alien races in its population was seriously altered. At Confederation 61 per cent of the people of Canada (the Canada of that day) were British in origin; 31 per cent were French. Inasmuch as 5.8 per cent were of German origin, the remaining aliens were only a little over 2 per cent, a quite negligible quota. The census of 1871 knows nothing of Ukrainians, Russians, Poles, nor of eastern Europe in general. J. M. Gibbon, “Canadian Mosaic,” 1938 But the census of 1921 shows a population in its origin British 55.4 per cent, French 27.9 per cent, and hence nearly 17 per cent of alien races. Overwhelmingly this aspect appears in the Prairie Provinces. Part of this new element had come in even before the great invasion. Between 1887 and 1890, 10,000 Mormons had settled in what is now Southern Alberta. In 1899 a grant of 320,000 acres was set aside for a settlement of Doukhobors, or spirit-wrestlers, from Russia. About 4,000 of them settled in Alberta in that year, and in all as many as 7,500 — excellent people except that their habit of periodically wrestling the spirit with very few clothes on was too metropolitan for prairie society. Early arrivals also were the 10,000 Icelanders whose presence was a compliment to the genial warmth of our North-West. Beyond this there were in the Prairie Provinces in F. Yeigh, “Through the Heart of Canada,” 1911 1916, 135,000 Austro-Hungarians, 63,000 Russians, 27,000 Poles, 36,000 Ukrainians — in all a British population of less than a million in a total of one million seven hundred thousand. In Alberta 40 per cent of the people were non-British. It must be remembered, too, that the bulk of these people were no longer refugees, loyalists or pilgrims. They were people on the make and on the move, exchanging European poverty for a new chance. Their new home they knew by advertisement only, and they faced no more danger in the transit than the doubtful coffee of an immigration shed. Yet we have to remember that their energy and their industry and their new patriotism towards their new home played a large part in the making of our Western Dominion.

It is only by recalling the spirit of the times that we can imagine a country exerting itself to attract so varied a population — Doukhobors running naked, Germans founding New Prussia in Saskatchewan, everybody talking everything, schools available for all languages, and people singing Home Sweet Home in all the tongues of Europe. There were more foreign-language newspapers in the Canadian West than anywhere else in the world. But these were still the ‘melting pot’ days, when a mixed population seemed as excellent as a mixed drink; days of a world in which world wars had been unknown a hundred years, and seemed gone for ever.

The only incoming element that worked the other way, and helped to keep unity of language in the Canadian West, was supplied by the Americans. In 1897 only 712 American citizens migrated to western Canada. In 1908, over 58,000 Americans migrated to Canada as a whole, the bulk of these going to the West. The number of people in the West of United States birth represented in 1916 almost twelve per cent, in Alberta over eighteen; to these, of course, must be added the rapid growth of young ‘Americans’ born in Canada. These immigrants were not like the paupers of the ‘hungry forties’ but substantial people, moving from old farms to new. Many came in caravans of prairie schooners — children, chattels and all. They brought, so the government said, at least a thousand dollars per person. Outside capital followed them as a fox follows a hen.

The larger part of the new settlement was rural. The homestead system put the people on the land. The system had been instituted in imitation of the United States and the huge rectangular survey on which it was based had already begun in 1869. The base used was the international boundary of 49° north, and a north-and-south line (principal meridian) close to Winnipeg (long. 97° 3′). Successive tiers of townships of 36 square miles (6 x 6) piled up like children’s blocks, one on top of the other towards the North Pole. Each of the square miles was a section. A quarter of a section (160 acres) was a homestead lot. Two W. W. Swanson, “Wheat,” 1930 sections of each township were reserved for the benefit of schools, a part represented the railway grant, and the land reserved for the Hudson’s Bay Company, one twentieth of each township. By 1912 as much as 183,918,171 acres had been surveyed, practically the whole available land of the provinces. Few people realized at the time that the system was suited only for one kind of farming, done in one way, in one kind of country. It shuts out all the old neighbourliness of the river group. Its application in a country of hills and dales like the Peace River seems utterly out of place. It means dependence on one or two kinds, principally on one kind, of grain crop, and on the export market and foreign trade. All this is its epitaph, written in the dust bowl of Kansas. In 1900 it was all bright with the colours of the morning. At least it served its day.

Of necessity the government of the North-West had to be reorganized. There followed the creation of the sister provinces Alberta and Saskatchewan in 1905 and the expansion of the boundaries of Manitoba. Since Rupert’s Land was thus doomed, Extension of Boundaries Act, 1912 Ontario and Quebec took off the rest of it, the provinces thus reaching to the now familiar line of 60 degrees north and the Hudson Bay and Strait. Beyond that the Yukon had already Yukon Territory Act, 1898 been organized as a Territory with a Controller and an elected Council of three members, and the rest of the North, known and unknown, frozen or thawed, divided up as Mackenzie, Keewatin, and Franklin Districts under direct Dominion control. 1920 The North-West Mounted Police became everywhere the symbol of law and order.
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Under such circumstances the general elections of 1904 and 1908 passed as in a dream. The government had become a legend; a sort of mythology grew round them as if they created the good times, with the Minister of Agriculture as God of the Harvest and the Minister of the Fisheries as the Neptune of canned salmon. A hush fell upon the electorate as if the Ministry had been protected by a sort of highway sign, “Men at work; do not disturb.” It will be recalled that when the party finally met disaster in 1911 they went down under the pathetic slogan, “Let Laurier finish his work.”

But there was one phase of immigration into Canada in this halcyon period which occasioned difficulty and violent opposition. This was the oriental migration to British Columbia. The United States had long since realized the danger to American civilization of an influx of the Asiatic races to the Pacific coast. Asia could, and would, have flooded Pacific America, turning against Western Civilization its own invention of easy transport, and its own industrial demand for cheap labour. Welcomed at first as the coolies of the gold diggings, the Chinese soon became a menace to California. Bret Harte’s mournful poem concerning Ah Sin, The Heathen Chinee, gives the views of Truthful James on “Chinese cheap labour” and represents a mosaic fragment of world history. The American exclusion law dates from 1882.

But British America was more slow in recognizing the Asiatic L. Neame, “The Asiatic Danger in the Colonies,” 1907 peril. In early days in Victoria, with labour scarce and dear and Chinamen cheap and handy, their coming met no opposition. Even when railway building began, the Chinese coolie labour was more than welcome. Indeed its import was encouraged. It accorded with the traditional doctrines of liberty, of the open-door, the traditional British privilege of refuge for exiles of all complexion and colour. People who had only seen Hindus as curiosities at Oxford or on the cricket field, and Chinese in the form of Li Hung Chang accepting an honorary degree, and who 1896 were in no danger of an invasion of the hop fields of Kent or the farms of Sussex by Chinese cheap labour, felt themselves singularly wide-minded as compared with the narrow selfishness of the Colonials. The British Columbian apparently did not realize that the Chinaman was his brother. Fuel was added to this flame by the unhappy episode of the import of Chinese coolie labour, under indentures, into the compounds of the South African mines. British Columbian opinion, thoroughly aroused Reports, Department of Justice, Ottawa, 1900-1905 against the Asiatic peril, expressed itself in a series of Exclusion Acts. The Dominion Government set its face towards England and used its power of disallowance. The quarrel went on for four or five years, until general opinion in Canada began to realize the danger, so obvious now, of unrestricted immigration. A statute of 1886 had undertaken to check Chinese immigration by an admission tax of $50 which was raised to $500 in the year 1904 — a plan intended to combine a perfect liberty of entry with a perfect impossibility of entering. The Act only half succeeded. Capital could still sink $500 in a cheap Chinaman and take it out of him later. Moreover the United States complained that Canadian entry served as their back door. Canada got the $500 and the United States got the Chinaman. Later on an Act of 1923 forbade all immigration of the Chinese coolie class.

The case of Japan was different. Japan was now an armed nation. Britain had concluded a sort of general alliance, or at least entente, with Japan. It was felt that nothing must be done to hurt the pride of Japan. Chinese pride didn’t matter. The suppression of the national movement — China for the Chinese — had seen to that. The nature and the justice of the Chinese movement was lost to most British and American people by its funny name of the “Boxers.” The Chinese term corresponds in reality to such heroic terms as the “mailed fist.” Nothing makes sadder reading to the idealist than the disregard of Asiatic rights by Europeans in the past, except the present disregard of European rights by the Asiatics.

For Japan was found a method of ‘saving face’ in the immigration difficulty by what was called a “gentleman’s agreement.” It was known, from the opening chorus of The Mikado, that there were then “gentlemen of Japan.” One of them was found to make an agreement of good faith whereby Canada would not 1908 exclude Japanese labourers from immigration and that Japan would see that not too many immigrated. On the Canadian side a prominent part in the settlement was played by Mr. William Lyon Mackenzie King, then rising to eminence as Deputy Minister, and presently (1909) as Minister of Labour. It was one of the first of the many triumphs in finding the common ground of common sense which were to result later on in securing for Mr. King, as has been wittily said, “employment from time to time at Ottawa.”
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Hindu immigration to British Columbia was ingeniously side-tracked by the “continuous voyage” rule, as smart a piece of legislation as any that ever disfranchised negroes in the South. The Hindus were free to come, but only on a ‘through’ ship; and there were no through ships. Just before the war of 1914 somebody, or some government, supplied the money to fetch a direct ship with brown samples to Vancouver. The fat was in the fire but at that moment the war pot boiled over.

It was a new feature of the settlement of the North-West in the twentieth century, that it did not bring with it merely the population of the land and of stores and the workshops — the so-called “working people.” It brought with them people to whom that title is commonly denied and whose activities are presumably midway between work and leisure, the lawyers, the doctors, the clergy — all the round of the learned professions, and with them the whole apparatus of education and culture. Alberta and Saskatchewan began where older civilization ends — with Authors’ Associations, Browning Societies and lectures on palæontology. The things in which older communities run to seed were the new seeds from which they drew life. The University of Saskatchewan rose, literally, on the empty prairie, on the high ground that overlooks the sweeping slopes of the Saskatchewan Valley. At the same time the University of Alberta emerged from Fort Edmonton as complete as Minerva from the head of Jove. It is a hidden secret, known only inside colleges, but unsuspected even by college trustees, that the most distinguished university in all the world can be made overnight by gathering to it the most distinguished scholars of all the world. The North-West guessed a part of this secret, and imported along with its harvest machinery, a working plant of scholarship that brought McGill and Toronto, Harvard, Oxford and the Sorbonne to the plains of the West. The vivifying example stimulated a new cultural activity in the older provinces of the West, themselves still young. Manitoba equipped itself anew. British Columbia shook off the leading-strings of McGill, and gave to its University a magnificent endowment of land beside the ocean that ought to guarantee its finances and its inspiration.

Nor should this expanding current of intellectual life be traced only in Western Canada. It was a part of a new life animating the whole country. The earliest era of war and wandering and danger gave way in Canada to the era of pioneer settlement, the fort to the farm. This was now giving place to the industrial age of all-round industry. The tone of the people altered with it. All R. Jebb, “Studies in Colonial Nationalism,” 1905 observers of the period noted what began to be called the new Nationalism of Canada, and local patriotism and pride rang the changes on the idea that Canada was a nation. This was in part a political idea but in part also social, intellectual and literary.

It has not been possible in this survey to do more than glance at the development of art and letters in Canada. Nor was there, “Canada and Its Provinces,” Vol. 12, 1914 till the later nineteenth century, much more than what a glance might cover. Learning in the new world took its light from the old. A country with neither press nor public can do little else. Laval University and the classical colleges of French Canada accepted for education the old French models, undisturbed since Louis Quatorze. The British colleges reproduced the classics of Oxford, the mathematics of Cambridge and the surgery and philosophy of Edinburgh. Polite culture imitated Britain. A false quantity in a Latin quotation in the Parliament at Toronto would have called forth the same laugh as at Westminster — or an unconvincing imitation of it. Educated people of those days disclaimed all knowledge of such things as chemistry, as people openly disclaim sin. As with learning so with letters. There was but little that was not merely imitative, a lamp with old oil that burned dim in a wilderness. From the time of the humorist 1606 Lescarbot, of Port Royal, letters in Canada consisted mostly of things written about Canada such as Lescarbot’s own history and that of Charlevoix. Till far on in the nineteenth century the whole output of literature in Canada, French or English, had not amounted to much. One may recall the scholarly Histoire du Canada of François-Xavier Garneau, published in 1848, the work of twenty-five years of research, and, in English, Robert Christie’s History of Canada 1791-1821 and later the ten volumes of Kingsford the mathematician, which have become of peculiar value owing to their undiscriminating comprehensiveness. In the highest rank, vivid with the illumination of genius, and with the merit that crowns an unremitting toil defiant of a failing body, are the pages of Francis Parkman. But Parkman was an American and his theme continental. Goldwin Smith’s polished work was that of Oxford in Canada. In fiction and poetry few voices from Stephen Leacock, “Humour, Its Theory and Technique,” 1930 Canada reached home. John Galt of the ‘Lone Shieling’ and Tom Moore of the faintly tolling “evening chime,” took a song home with them. Louis Fréchette reached the ear of France, but that was much later. A conspicuous exception is that of Judge Haliburton of Nova Scotia, reaching England as Sam Slick. He has been falsely accused as the father of the illegitimate child called American humour. But accurate history acquits him.

Nor is it possible to say that there was in the nineteenth century a Canadian literature, meaning literature written in Canada in a Canadian way which others may admire but did not originate. Most people would agree that there is still none. Canadian art there is, but not Canadian literature. The topic is delicate, with so easy an affront in it that it will stand a moment’s elaborating. American literature (that of the United States) was similarly slow in coming. Sydney Smith, the famous cleric and wit of a hundred or more years ago, once asked, “Who reads an American book?” He had hardly said it when all England found itself reading Washington Irving’s Sketch Book of 1819, absorbed in Hawthorne’s gloomy fancies, weeping over Longfellow’s Evangeline, and crawling breathless on all-fours through the forest with Fenimore Cooper, fearful of snapping a dry twig. Yet this was still not American literature; it was still part of the common stock, no better in its origin than Shakespeare or Milton.

It is exactly at that point that our literature in Canada still stands. There is not as yet a Canadian literature in the sense indicated. Nor is there similarly a Canadian humour, nor any particularly Canadian way of being funny. Nor is there, apart from varying accents, any Canadian language. We use English for writing, American for conversation and slang and profanity, and Scottish models for moral philosophy and solemnity. Maria Chapdelaine may well be rated as one of the world’s books. But it is only Canadian in the sense that it was written about Canada, seen better by a transient outsider than by ourselves. In the United States such writers as Mark Twain and O. Henry presently brought forth an American way of writing, greatly admired by great writers in England, who could not have written a line of it. Whether that will happen in Canada is doubtful. The times are against it. In all the Britains and in the United States, speech, thought and language now amalgamate, not diverge.

What is true of letters has not been true of art. All through the nineteenth century there were excellent painters in Canada, but little to distinguish their work from that of the overseas schools in which the most fortunate of them were trained. The topic changes but not the hand. The St. Lawrence looked like the Rhine and a waterfall was a waterfall. Then came a time when some one — was it Maurice Cullen first, or was it many people together? — discovered Canadian scenery and what to do with ob. 1934 it — the breaking snow and the black water of opening spring, the intensity of dry cold, and with that a whole wealth of coloured sands and changing woods and the broken foam of rapids. The Latin inscription to Sir Christopher Wren in St. Paul’s Cathedral invites anyone who seeks for his monument to look about him. The readers of this book, curious over Canadian art of the day, may do the same.

But if letters lay behind, science in the form of applied science has run ahead. The new century soon showed schools of engineering with which Great Britain had nothing to compare. Our country gave its open opportunity. Cambridge could teach hydraulic science; Canada could send the student over a waterfall. In this pre-war era hundreds of British students came to Canadian universities for applied science as humbly as Canadians used to go to Oxford for unapplied Greek and to Cambridge for inapplicable mathematics. More than that; it looked for a moment, when the century opened, as if one great Canadian A. S. Eve, “Lord Rutherford, 1871-1937” College was to become the Mecca of all the world for pure physical science.

 

It was only natural that the quickening of intellectual life and the new sense of nationality should revive the question of the Empire. Universal peace, like free trade, was a lost dream. Separation looked too dangerous with a German Empire risen on the ashes of empire in France, with Russia ‘at the gates of Herat,’ harboured on the Pacific and reaching out everywhere for the open sea. Hence arose the impetus towards protection by union and strength in the Empire that brought the abortive G. Parkin “Imperial Federation,” 1892 Imperial Federation League (1883-1893). It held its meetings and it sang God Save the Queen on the veldt and on the prairie, in cities as old as Chester and as new as Portage la Prairie. Then it turned out that Federation meant federal taxes. Naval defence cost money. The colonies — they were still called that — claimed that they protected the Empire by opening new lands. With that the League went to pieces, broke up like Canadian ice, blew away like Australian sand, and dwindled like a South African river.
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But the under-current still flowed. In place of formal federation came the pageants of demonstration of imperial power and the union of hearts, at the Golden Jubilee of 1887 and the Diamond Jubilee of ten years later. Out of these when the South R. Jebb, “The Imperial Conference,” 1911 African War had come and gone, grew the successive Conferences, Colonial till 1902 and Imperial after 1907. They occasioned an infinity of discussion and led, as far as any conclusion went, exactly nowhere. “If you want our aid,” said Sir Wilfrid Laurier to Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, the Colonial Secretary, “call us to your councils.” Mr. Chamberlain answered with equal grandiloquence to the same effect, “Come in, but pay as you enter.” The Car of State stuck right there. Similarly the tariff problem was introduced at every Conference and got wedged, like a piano in a doorway. Canada gave a tariff preference that began in 1898. Mr. Chamberlain said it didn’t prefer. Years later some one said what everybody thought, and called it humbug. The Conference of 1911 saw a complete scheme for an Imperial Federal Council presented by the Prime Minister of New Zealand. It was not really a child of his own. It had been fathered by a round-table group of Empire enthusiasts. This academic foundling he laid on the doorstep of the Conference. It turned out to be a dummy. Mr. Asquith, the Imperial Prime Minister, joined with Sir Wilfrid Laurier in repudiating it. That was the end of imperial reorganization. People on the inside thought things ominous. A divided Empire seemed too weak to fight. But outside of the inside, nobody thought much about it. “We are happy as we are,” said a leading French-Canadian jurist.

During all this period relations with the United States, as contrasted with earlier years, were singularly happy. The Alaska H.L. Keenleyside, “Canada and the United States,” 1929 Boundary Question, which came to new life in the opening of the century, occasioned a brief flurry and led Sir Wilfrid Laurier to declare that Canada has been once more “sacrificed on the altar of British diplomacy.” The reference was to the award made in regard to the boundary by a mixed tribunal, three Americans, two Canadians and one Englishman. In spite of the brilliant argument of Aimé Geoffrion, of Counsel for the Canadian case, the tribunal decided in favour of the United States the question whether the boundary separating the Alaskan Panhandle from British Columbia (the old boundary originally made in 1825 as between Russia and Great Britain) kept strictly back its ten leagues from the sea, even when the sea ran in as an inlet, or whether it cut across the inlets and gave Britain access in and out. Common sense shows at once that the meaning of the old Russian treaty was that Russia kept that part of the coast free from British access. When the false heat generated by argument was replaced by cold reason, Canadians at large knew that the award was just and another myth went the way of the North-West Angle of Nova Scotia. History has its little irony in making the impassable American Panhandle a part of our present protection.

The episode was forgotten. The Americans filled the West, and apart from muttered thunders caught by only a few apprehensive ears, the world seemed quiet to the Canada of 1911. Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s government was obviously to last forever, along with the gold standard and international law and the freedom of the seas and western civilization. All this moved gently to the sound of the Vienna waltz called the Concert of Europe. The first break came in Canada itself. In a rash moment Sir Wilfrid Laurier L. E. Ellis, “Reciprocity 1911,” 1939 saw the will-o’-the-wisp of Reciprocity dancing beyond the frontier. This was to be effected by parallel legislation, like knocking out the boards of the boundary fence. It was to let western steers run through and keep heavy manufactured imports out. It was so good that some American enthusiasts said it would mean the annexation of Canada. That ruined it. The Conservative Party woke from apathy to hope and looked round for Sir John A.’s flag on a stick. Even the farmers got doubtful; the ‘home market’ of rising cities looked large compared with 1891. Manufacturers, though not immediately affected, thought that they knew what happens to a fence when you start knocking boards off. The winds of opposition rose to a gale. When the storm of election died down, it appeared that the Liberal Party had gone down to disaster.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s career ended.

The new Conservative government of Sir Robert Borden had hardly entered office when the sunshine atmosphere began to Oct. 10, 1911 darken. Immigration into Canada was still at its height — the year 1913 with 402,000 marking the all-time record. But already financial wisdom was shaking its head. The storm signals were up on Wall Street and without doubt a new fall into world depression was imminent.

Indeed worse apprehensions were abroad than those which agitated the stock exchanges. The new German peril had gradually risen from the horizon to the sky. Ever since the century began, Canadians had been trying not to see it. Germany was still supposed to be the land of tobacco smoke, fairy stories, pipe dreams, and philosophy. Vienna was a waltz, Hungary a dance, the Kaiser only a strutting figure, half comic, half mystifying, and a submarine an illegal contrivance, contrary to international law. That gradually changed. After 1897 huge naval votes built a threatening navy. The project of the Kiel Canal made a Baltic back door. Count Zeppelin’s floating sausages began to look dangerous, except that here again international law forbade them to drop anything on anybody. What were whispers and rumours for the public were presently plain, if confidential, truths for the Borden Government. The Empire was in danger. Forthwith the Dominion House of Commons voted four battleships, and all England applauded. Punch, the mirror of opinion, presented Canada as the Viking’s Daughter hauling four battleships on a string. Then it turned out that everybody had forgotten the Canadian Senate. The Senate emerged like the forgotten old fairy out of the cupboard and put a spell on the ships. The jubilation was over. The Viking’s Daughter couldn’t swim. Yet even this passed as an episode, the world at large and Canada in particular still preoccupied with a thousand happier and better things.

Then came the war. The older generation recalls its strange, its seeming impossibility. For Canada it came out of a clear sky — the clear sky of vacation time, of the glory of Canadian midsummer, of summer cottages, of bush camps, and for the city population the soft evening sky, the canopy of stars over the merry-go-round resorts in the cool of the summer evening.

It is not the privilege of the present record to recount the story of the participation of Canada in the Great War. To those of us now in middle age and beyond, it still all seems yesterday. We recall the unbelievable outbreak of the war; the almost universal expectation that it would be over in a few months, stopped dead by the collapse of finance or by the power of finance to avoid collapse. We still recall the initial horror felt at the German methods of brutality and barbarity. There followed the long years of combat, deadlocked in the trenches in France and searching the world for battlefields. We recall the valour of Canadian soldiers, the military genius of our Canadian captains and our realization with pride that such names as those of Arthur Currie and Andrew McNaughton would rank second to none in the history of the war. Even the anguish of war, and its unending harvest of death helped to elevate Canadians to the consciousness of their full status as a nation. Then came the tumultuous joy of the Armistice, bringing peace to a people who asked nothing else, neither revenge nor gain. As the war closed in Europe the sun seemed to rise in Canada on a boundless and unclouded horizon.
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“. . . the war closed . . . bringing peace to a people who asked nothing else, neither revenge nor gain” — page 222
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CHAPTER IX. CANADA AS A NATION

[image: img161.jpg]

AFTER THE GREAT War — Canada and the European Settlement — Reorganization of the Empire: the Statute of Westminster — Migration and Empire Settlement — The Ottawa Conference and Empire Tariffs — Collapse and Depression — Finance — Unemployment — Transportation — Dust and Social Credit in the West — The Brighter Side — Reciprocity with the United States: El Dorado: Panama — War.

Almost twenty-one years went by between the close of the Great War in 1918 and the opening of the war in 1939. In these years the peace and safety of the world might have been guaranteed by armed force in the hands of decent nations. In Winston Churchill, “The Aftermath,” 1929 place of that it was guaranteed by pledges of criminals and by the sanction of a League of Nations with no more cohesion than a pyramid of billiard balls, no bond of more than a rope of sand. What should have been merely a clearing house of information, a broker’s office for bargains, took on a mock sovereignty and spread an illusive security over a world all too willing to fall Winston Churchill, “Step by Step,” 1939 asleep. We can see it all in retrospect now, plain to the simplest. We were blind then and fast asleep. Nor anywhere more than in Canada. We have no right to blame our leaders; each and every one, we shared in the same sleep and the same blindness.

The close of the Great War made Canada not only a nation in its own consciousness but even in the acknowledged sense of the term, as a signatory of the Treaty of Versailles and a member of the League of Nations. But as a matter of fact, Canada and Canadian public opinion turned gladly away from everything international. Canada rightly refused to accept a ‘mandate’ of anything. The Government of 1922 refused Mr. Lloyd George’s The Chanak Incident, See Stephen King-Hall, “Our Own Times,” 1915-34 invitation to participate in a new war of Turkey and Greece. We decided to let them run it out between themselves. The decision was natural to the hour. The Conservative war government of Sir Robert Borden, succeeded by Mr. Arthur Meighen, who had played a notable part in wartime as first lieutenant to Sir Robert, had gone down in the elections of 1921. Mr. Mackenzie King was in office at the head of reviving liberalism. The traditional imperial forward policy of a Conservative administration was changed for the equally traditional Liberal policy of minding one’s own business. Without doubt, practically all people in Canada heartily endorsed Mr. King’s refusal to interfere, and the subsequent British decision to let things alone. Yet, in the light of what we know now, we may wonder if it was not a first step in that failure to control Europe by military power while still controllable, which has proved so fatal.

For the moment the world went on. It had been understood in the War Conferences and in public discussions generally, that the Empire would be reorganized after the war. The general subject was discussed in the Conference of 1921 and a committee finally drafted a plan in 1926, accepted by the Conference of 1930, which, with becoming delay, became a British Statute in five years and received complete Dominion ratification within 22 Geo. V, c. 4 the next seven. This is the famous Westminster Statute of 1931, which is generally now regarded as a sort of constitution of the British Empire. In reality it does little more than kick a dead mule and recognize a living truth. Such a dead mule, for example, is the Colonial Laws Validity Act which is expressly denounced and repudiated. But in 1931 hardly anybody, in Canada at least, had ever heard of this Act, and those who had, were foggy about what it meant. When adopted (1865) it extended colonial freedom by making any colonial law a valid one unless British legislation overruled it. But this once broad cloak of colonial liberty had shrunk to a little shirt beyond use. The Statute of 1931 took it off the line. The Statute is based on “the free association of the members of the Commonwealth of Nations . . . united by a common allegiance to the Crown.” But it is as much a riddle of the Sphinx, a Delphic Oracle, as was the American Constitution of 1789 till the Civil War interpreted it with a sword. The Statute of Westminster, like its American predecessor, A. B. Keith, “Governments of the British Empire,” 1935 seems to create a permanent union with full right of secession. The Crown becomes as many crowns as there are Commonwealth members. Edward VIII ruled a day longer in Eire than he did in London, and in South Africa a day less. But the real meaning of the Act is that Canada and Australia and the other Dominions are admitted to have the full status that we all admit they have, though it defies definition in words. The understanding is suitably British. But an unfortunate oversight is that in disclaiming sovereignty over Canada the Statute failed to supply a means of our own for amending our constitution, such as Australia possesses. Failing that, as already said, we can only amend it by pretending that the British Parliament is still supreme, that is, by putting on again the shrunken little shirt of 1865.

Equally inconclusive have been the attempts to reconstruct the economic life and the economic connection of the Empire. The close of the war was expected to open a new era of British migration overseas, to join in a common prosperity the unused resources of the Dominions with the surplus labour and accumulated capital of Britain. The Empire Settlement Act of 1922 was framed in this intention. The British Government offered to spend $15,000,000 a year from 1922 to 1927, to co-operate in any Dominion scheme of assisted migration. Australia and Australian States joined heartily in. The Commonwealth planned for 450,000 immigrants in ten years. The Act proved a failure. Each Western Australian farm family cost $7,500 to establish. Moreover, the event showed that the general attitude towards migration had altered. An immigrant was no longer a blessing, but a burden. Organized labour was now everywhere a power. Labour sees its own interest clearly, in the sharp light of necessity, but it sees with a special focus. It must not look too far ahead — a thing natural enough to people hard put to it to provide for the present. An immigrant seemed to mean a competitor to cut down wages. Hence Canada made no response to the Empire Settlement Act except to offer improved farms for families with something to start from, and to invite immigrants for jobs that no one else wanted — those of the house-servant and the hired man. Later, when unemployment set in, all immigrants without money seemed extra mouths to feed and all were shut out. Thus bad went to worse. With labour shut out capital stayed out. Presently migration began to drift the other way — from Canada and the other Dominions to the Mother Country, back to the little lighted streets and the corner pubs, where misery at least has company. Out of these vast errors of the past we must learn the wisdom of the future.

It was expected also that the new life of the Empire would include a new unity of trade, something approaching to the open “The British Empire,” Oxford Press, 1931 door all round — the dream of the statesman and the nightmare of the colonial manufacturer. The moment of the Imperial Conference of 1930 seemed ripe for a forward imperial step. In Canada the Liberal Party had gone to defeat in the general election of 1930 and the Conservatives, now led by Mr. R. B. Bennett, were in power. But Mr. Bennett’s overtures in London proved of little avail in a country still clinging, though with a loosening hold, to free trade, and unable to give preference to one customer without closing the door on the other. There was still also the lingering doubt whether Canadian preference preferred. The Dominions Secretary, Mr. J. H. Thomas, settled the discussion with the word ‘humbug’; British statesmen had been too polite for thirty-two years to use it.

The renewed attempt at Ottawa in the further Conference of 1932 bore fruit, of what final ripeness we cannot yet tell. It was based on the sound idea of duties regulated to represent differential costs only; hence trade, if not free, would be at least equal. In practice the difficulty is to delimitate cost and hence the friction is still there. Many of the bilateral agreements of Ottawa have lapsed. But a part still stands. The removal of the duty on British books brought the consumer feebly back to life, whispering his thanks. But presently Ottawa and all that went with it was overwhelmed in the great cloud of the depression.
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“Perhaps the brightest page in these short inter-war annals . . . is the record of the discovery and exploitation of the incalculable mineral wealth . . .” — page 237

For the truth is that the whole economic life of Canada, as of other countries, was dislocated by the great industrial collapse of the years following 1930. This brought down the world’s currencies to ruin and intensified the economic separatism already commenced and now involving world trade in a common disaster. Great Britain abandoned the gold standard in 1931; currency, credit and banking collapsed in a heap in the United States in the opening of 1933. Canadian currency was already inconvertible. J. P. Day, “Introduction to World Economic History,” 1939 German currency, wilfully inflated, was multiplied by millions, by billions, by trillions, till it vanished in gas, leaving foreign bondholders holding an empty bag. All other European money followed suit till foreign exchange became a lottery and all foreign trade a gamble. In and out of the maze ran a new pernicious system of trade and exchange quotas that were strangling the remaining common life of Europe, when the war brought it to a quicker end.

Canada felt the effect of all this to the full. This was partly because it still depends greatly on exports from primary industry, but also, in a new way, by its growth to a country of vast investment of capital. It was estimated that by 1937 there was some $2,684,000,000 of British capital invested in Canada and $3,932,000,000 of American. The British was predominantly in fixed obligations and in railway shares, the American in common stocks, municipal bonds and investment in subsidiary companies. All in all it represented a volume of interest payments, much of it contracted in terms of foreign currency. The whole of Canada now shared the fate of the old-time farmer of the middle seventies, sleepless over the six-months’ interest on his mortgages ($17.50 on $500 at 7 per cent).

But the effect of the depression on capital and on those receiving dividends and interest, was only a part of its total industrial effect. It bore heavily on the whole class of industrial factory workers, on organized labour, and brought with it a widespread dislocation and unemployment unknown in the days of a simpler public economy. It has not been possible in this book to recount the changes which in Canada transformed the individual labour of the farm and forest to the organized labour of the factory and presently to the form of international federations covering all the field. The organized labour and trade unions in Canada, as late as 1911 included only 133,000 members, but in 1931 had reached a total of 310,000 members. As a consequence the whole industrial structure had acquired a sensitiveness unknown in the opening days of the Dominion. Hard times in those days were hard enough, for farmers holding out as best they could; but the new industry brought with it the new unemployment and the new public aid and relief, total or partial, extended to 870,000 persons in 1938. Just now the war is wiping the slate clean, but after the war we shall need a new slate.

Of necessity the decline of foreign trade and the cessation of migration reacted on the internal economy of Canada. In particular it helped to bring down into one vast wreckage the railway transportation system of the country. The trouble dated far back. With the opening century began the dream, and then the plan, of a second transcontinental railway. Part of it was to run in a great sweep from Quebec to Winnipeg and never hit a house. No traffic would get in its way. The other part, wisely enough, was meant to cross the prairies through a better country and by a better mountain pass than its great predecessor. Beside it grew up the adjacent enterprise of a Hudson Bay railway. The very activity of the hour launched a third transcontinental, the ‘Northern’ system of Messrs. Mackenzie and Mann, that put itself together in little pieces, a bit here and a bit there, passing the hat to municipalities.

The underlying impetus towards the great railway boom of 1903 to 1914 was the spirit of our people. Canadians ‘fall’ for public works as a farmer falls for peas under a thimble. We are all fascinated with our country. We’ll build anything, remove it, dam it or damn it. Hence no one ever really counted the cost of the railway vision. To this was added the fact that the honeymoon of the West and the Canadian Pacific Railway had waned. The first locomotive came into Winnipeg all bells and flowers and with girls riding on the cow-catcher. No girls rode thus in 1913 — not without paying. So the farmer began to call the railway an octopus and to look round for an octopus of his own. But more than all was the great revolution in traffic by which the motor car, the bus and the truck cut the track from under the railway. Till the roads are rebuilt there is no remedy. Meantime in Canada the great crash of 1930 completed the temporary downfall of all railway enterprise. Dividends stopped on the private line, and debt buried its subsidized competitor. This over-building of railways was to prove later on, when world war broke out, and called for transportation, a blessing in disguise. But for the time being not even the long experience of such a man as Sir Henry Thornton, nor the intellectual grasp and phenomenal industry of such a man as Sir Edward Beatty could stay disaster.

The accumulated hard times were bound to bring an upheaval of discontent. Hunger will not be still nor misery keep silent. It is not fair that able and willing people, trained and willing to enter on their work in life, should find themselves dispossessed in a closed world, dispossessed even of work itself. For the young at least this cannot be. Old age may die quiet in a corner. Youth will fight first. Hence the new onrush of hard times and unemployment “Social Planning for Canada,” Joint Authors, 1935 brought to Canada a new social unrest, a dissatisfaction with the social quietism of existing political parties a demand for a new commonwealth, with the mirage vision of an imaginary Russia to lend it colour.

Most of all did the new winds of doctrine sweep over the desolated Prairie Provinces. Hard times, poor prices and crops that withered to the dry ground, had done this. The dust blew from the dried-out valley of the Missouri to dry out the Canadian West. With the dust-wind came the still drier wind of defeatism, the farewell to hope. Till then farmers, in all ages since the Garden of Eden, lived on a cheerful confidence in Providence — one year bad, the next good — crops not as good as the farmer had expected, but then he hardly expected they would be. Thus he lived on a sort of Monte Carlo attitude of rouge et noir. Now P. B. Sears, “Deserts on the March,” 1935 came the growing fear, the alarm that the West was gone. Classroom theorists began to explain that the world’s cultivation had been vain, that nature’s deserts would come back, as if an angered deity of nature was to bury Saskatchewan under dust and make of it a new Palmyra in the desert. For a short time even the stoutest-hearted drew an anxious breath — watching each year — till presently mother nature showered the prairies with soft rain and buried them again in green. Nature passed a soothing hand over the human child’s feverish forehead.

Most of all did the new doctrines sweep Alberta. To this province were imported certain economic profundities of British fog, impossible for most people to understand, which in sunny Alberta, by force of prayer, turned into Alberta Social Credit. Stephen Leacock, “My Discovery of the West,” 1937 The theory is an expansion of the idea of living by taking in one another’s washing. It is suggested that if all the people collectively give twenty-five dollars each to all the people separately, then each of the separate people can call for work and goods from all the other people, whereby everybody has work and the work supplies everybody with bread. The theory is parallel to all the new doctrines of ‘priming the pump,’ pensioning all old men who promise to spend every cent — in other words all the theory of ‘purchasing power.’ Whatever may be in it, in Alberta it led to partial repudiation of public debt, and scaling down of mortgage interest, things done however, under other names, in Saskatchewan. This involved invasion of federal power by the province, and led to a sort of deadlock — waiting for the sunshine of prosperity to unloose its grip — and finding war instead. We cannot yet tell whether Social Credit was the end of something just ending, or is the beginning of something just beginning.

 

JAMES CROCKART, A.R.I.B.A., MONTREAL, P.Q., 1941
“. . . the extraordinary advantages of water carriage. The cost of floating things, once loaded, seems to vanish” — page 238

In this darkness of depression something like a twilight of dawn seemed to show in the long-sought conclusion of Reciprocity with the United States. It has been seen that when the imperial preferential system came at last it had somehow lost its outline. Still more unrecognizable was Reciprocity, the lost child of 1866 brought home at last in 1935. This again was partly due to the change of government. Political parties like all other lovers, still seek their first love. The Liberals, who came back to power in 1935, succeeded in obtaining bilateral legislation with the United States which at last brought Reciprocity, or the ghost of it, to Canada. But like the Ghost of Queen Dido’s husband (in the first book of Virgil), how changed it was from its former self! Who could recognize in these intricate clauses and schedules, in this shifty give-and-take of movable duties, the broad, bold outline of the older Reciprocity. The new system was based upon the general Trade Agreement Act of Congress of 1934, authorizing the President to enter into reciprocal arrangements with any country and thereby reduce any existing duty, but not more than 50 per cent. It applied to any country. By 1940 Canada was only one of 21 countries with which it was concerned. Moreover, the schedules seemed so complicated and so mechanical, as to lack any vital animating principle. It was the change from a gospel to a bill of goods. To the public at large it had lost interest, and to the individual also, except his own little subsection of an industrial clause.
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Perhaps the brightest page in these short inter-war annals of years closing towards disaster is the record of the discovery and exploitation of the incalculable mineral wealth of the central wilderness of Canada between the Hudson Bay and the Lakes. This means far more than the wealth itself, great though it must be. It removes from our commonwealth its fatal geographical defect of an uninhabited and seemingly worthless central area which broke East and West forever apart. The touch of King Midas is turning desolation into fairyland, a strange fairyland indeed, where the poison-breath of smelters withers and obliterates life and where uprooted trees and dynamited rocks show how hydraulic plants can tear the heart out of primitive nature, and yet a fairyland too, where the snug winter lights of happy Noranda twinkle back at the sulky thermometer; and where in summer the aeroplane hovers over still lakes as silver as its own wings. The story of the discoveries is a romance. The Government of Ontario, building a railway, for fun, to James Bay (to connect Moose Factory — with the contractors), ran into the treasures of the land of Saguenay of which the Indians had told Jacques Cartier. The Temiskaming and Northern Ontario Railway was found to be ballasted with silver rocks, and its roadbed dusted with sand containing platinum. To this was added the copper, already cut when the Canadian Pacific first cut through the wilderness.

The old story of the northern climate comes true again. It V. Stefansson, “Northward Course of Empire,” 1922 doesn’t matter how cold it is out of doors; it’s how cold it is inside. A blizzard doesn’t matter to a man in a club. Vilhjalmur Stefansson has told that the cold blizzards of Iowa made it seem utterly uninhabitable till houses were built. So with our new North. Here, where once Red Indians froze white, are the lights of happy Noranda — brick houses, apartments, electric lights, hotels with bell-boys bringing ice — thirty below outside but indoors, Rotary Club meetings, bridge, cocktails and a Ladies’ Club lecture on Browning and Freezing. Meantime from this L. Laughlin, “History of Bimetallism,” 1897 frozen north there is produced each year $150,000,000 worth of gold — more than all the gold brought home by Cortez and Pizarro in twenty years.

Another feature of development over the same period, promising great things to come, was the unexpected effect on British Columbia of the opening of the Panama Canal. The canal was built as a military measure, camouflaged as commerce. Its concealed object was to unite the American Navy; its unexpected effect to create Pacific commerce. The canal was initiated in 1903 and opened in 1914. Its development remained for the inter-war years. Now again appears the extraordinary advantages of water carriage. The cost of floating things once loaded seems to vanish. It often costs less to float a ton across an ocean than to cart it uptown. Where time is not a factor water wins. In some cases the time factor is reversed. Wheat shipped from Vancouver to Liverpool via Panama would rather not get there too soon. It lingers on the way like Red Riding Hood among the flowers, gathering free storage and arriving on a better market. As a consequence all the wheat of British Columbia, most of the Alberta wheat and some from Saskatchewan goes out via Panama, constituting about one-quarter of the total Canadian export, for example, 39 million bushels out of 146 million for the season 1938-39. This trade via Panama and the trans-Pacific trade that had developed before 1939 are only the first signs of what the Pacific commerce of Canada must be in the future. The City of Vancouver had no people (none findable by our census) in 1880; in 1891, 29,000; and in 1931, Vancouver with its suburbs, 308,000.

 

But after all, and all in all, and when the worst is said, the depression and the difficulty and the hard times never broke ranks in Canada, never even began to. We knew nothing of the fierce hatreds that tore the vitals of Europe. We knew nothing of the inhuman concentration camps, the mass executions, the pogroms, the liquidations, the secret police — the things that have driven from Central Europe all prospect of human happiness under human freedom. Our people through all the minor divisions of race or province or social class, preserved certain ideals, stood firm on certain ground. Even the worst Conservative knew that even the worst Liberal had a touch of good in him and both knew that a Social Crediter with such a genial face as that of Mr. Aberhart couldn’t be altogether bad.

So when the reality of war came, unexpected and scarcely believable, all Canada swung into a single front. It was not a question of whether Canada had to go to war if Britain went to war. That question had talked itself out years before, had run to seed, leaving nothing but academic chaff endlessly winnowed by vacant professors. The sinking of the Athenia and the massacre of the defenceless in Poland, settled for us the moral issue of the war at the outset. Nor were we prepared. No decent people were. Does a man walk the street prepared against murder? But from the very righteousness of this anger, from the very fact that we had not prepared for war, had not gloated over blood or fashioned young souls to cruelty, the war in its coming has been able to bring out all that is best in our people — as adversity, as illness, as danger. We cannot doubt its issue.
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ORIGINAL PAINTING BY W. J. PHILLIPS, R.C.A., WINNIPEG, MAN., 1941 The Peace River Valley. “We need immigrants — not thousands, millions . . .” — page 246


CHAPTER X. CANADA AS A FUTURE WORLD POWER
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THE PAST AS a Pledge for the Future — The New Horizon — World Security and Social Welfare — The Opportunity and the Responsibility of Canada.

No one can read the record of the making of Canada without realizing that a great work has been done. Nor can any Canadian read it without realizing also how much our own efforts have been aided by the good fortune of our history. The growth of the United States to a single vast power reaching from ocean to ocean, speaking all one language and pursuing one democratic ideal, has produced a continent that knows nothing of the divisions of race, language and purpose which have brought down Central Europe in ruin. Nor has the proximity of the United States either overshadowed or endangered our institutions. On the contrary, there has grown out of it an abiding friendship and a mutual esteem beside which all the treaties of Europe are scraps of paper.

Nor has there been wanting to us for nearly two centuries the sheltering protection of the mother country. No overseas aggression could reach us, and those who came must come in peace. To that has been added the rugged gifts bestowed by nature, the great buttress of the polar seas and arctic islands, the safeguard afforded by two oceans over which ride the fleets of Britain and America.

Such is the past. But this protected infancy and sheltered youth are over now. The time has come when our country must make its full return for all that has been done for it in the past. For the present we best do this in making every effort to aid in beating back from Great Britain the war by which a brutal and degenerate nation tries to overwhelm it. When that is over we must look to the future, where a higher place and a higher responsibility than anything the past has seen awaits our country. From its very situation Canada must be reorganized as the central buttress of imperial power. Wedged, as it were, between Great Britain and the United States, our Dominion becomes the keystone of a new arch of mutual support and common security.

 

We have to take for granted the sad truth that after this war the European world can be ruled only by superior power — our enemies’ or ours. Their rule would mean power with brutality, cruelty, injustice; ours a rule of decency and fair play with no further injustice than that of removing from a conquered nation every conceivable form of weapon of offence that could prompt a new treachery. This much we must do for our own preservation. There can be no question again of self-determined nations, all free, joining in a Free League of Nations to rule the world. It is well to be done once and for all and in time with the form of propaganda which still infests the British press and which pours over in leaflets to Canada. Here for instance is such a typical leaflet of the immediate moment, which urges a vigorous prosecution of the war to the complete destruction of German power, to be followed by setting up a new League of Nations, including Germans and such, but truly international in having its own armed forces, superior to those of any one nation in the League. This, of course, means winning the war and then handing over our lives and fortunes to a round-table vote, with a bunch of crooks among the voters. If idiocy can go as far as this, it is well to part company with it at the outset.

 

In point of force, then, it is plain that Canada must become, as it were, not exactly a fortified country in the old sense, but a country with a vast capacity, sufficiently developed to expand with ease, for producing armaments and munitions in places so safeguarded by natural obstacles that no war could impede the manufacture. Here is boundless water-power, as willing to run in subterranean channels as above ground; great battlements of rock that can be hollowed out into underground factories against which the largest bomber in the world is as harmless as a dragon-fly. With that is a store of minerals and metals that Pluto himself might envy. All hell can be raised in the bowels of northern Canada.

 

One speaks thus first in terms of war. To do so is a regrettable necessity of the hour. But we are here speaking of war only in the negative sense, of the means of protection and of potential war-power that would make an evil-minded nation hesitate to attack Great Britain. But all this is only to render possible our new destiny in peace.

It cannot be doubted that after the war there will be witnessed a great migration of population and capital to Canada from the British Isles. It is sometimes said — without thought — that Canada will become the centre and seat of Empire. That, to use a prayer-book phrase, is more than we either desire or deserve. History cannot be shifted and “1066 and all that” cannot be removed to Saskatchewan. Indeed we may well expect that in Great Britain, out of present tribulation, out of present heroism, there will rise on the ashes of burned cities, the wreckage of broken homes and the memories of lives given in sacrifice, a higher inspiration to great things than has been seen since the defeat of the Spanish Armada inspired the England of Shakespeare. No words that we may use of the coming greatness of our country should be so framed as to take away anything from the undying greatness of Great Britain. Both are needed. But undoubtedly a great migration of British people to Canada and still more a rapid natural increase among those who come, is a first necessity of our common welfare.

It would be a great mistake for us to divert attention from the present effort of the war by detailed peace-plans of the future. But the realization of certain broad ideals, to be achieved later on, can itself serve as a stimulus to the pursuit of victory. The war effort seems all the more worthwhile if we can see the vision possible beyond it. We need immigrants — not thousands, millions — not gradually, but in a mass. Above all we have to realize that the best immigrants — in fact the best of all general imports — are children. We need them, imported and homegrown, in cradlefuls. That way lies security. In no time they grow up; see them there in the air above us, the children of yesterday!

 

It may well be asked, for there is a dense cloud of error that screens the subject, whether our country can take many more people. All kinds of silly little totals are put forward as the maximum, or the optimum, or the God-knows-what, of our population. The United States, it is said, is nearly full. We cannot take in immigrants, it is urged, except in proportion as our trade expands, or as our factories increase. In other words, since we cannot step out both feet first, we are told to step out with neither.

It is not possible in these brief pages to explore so large a subject. We need and we shall presently obtain a new survey of our economic life. We shall have to revise all our views of the relation of migration to natural assets, of the increase of population to social welfare. The views we have are just a shredded old patchwork, a ‘coon-skin coat, dating down from days forgotten. Such studies, to be complete and convincing, would take much investigation and much labour of presentation. Yet even here a few suggestive considerations may be attempted. Within recent years the subject of the increase of population has received much scientific thought and statistical study. By science we mean thinking; by statistics, counting. We can easily understand that within the last fifty years the great advance of medical science, the increased control of epidemic disease, the progress of sanitation and the care of public health, must have greatly increased the average length of human life. We have to admit, indeed, that these things are partly offset by the fret, the worry and the congestion of modern life and by the change from the country to the city. No doubt an open-air cottager of the English countryside a hundred years ago, living with a maximum of breathing and a minimum of thinking, lived a long while. One recalls, as for so much of the social history of England, a picture in Punch. “And how old,” asks a lady of an old cottager, sitting in the sunset on his door-step, “how old was your father when he died?” “Bless you, ma’am,” answers the cottager, “father ain’t dead; he’s upstairs putting grandfather to bed.” But at best such cases were exceptions, survivals stranded in the backwaters of the vexed current of life. Even at that, in those days ‘sixty’ looked wrinkled and bent and toothless. With us men of that age would be out playing bridge.

We should therefore easily guess that life has lengthened. But few would realize by how much. Statistics show that once the first danger of being born dead, or half dead, is past, the average person in such countries as the United States and Canada now lives to be sixty years old. This contrasts with an expectation of life a hundred years ago that ran perhaps to forty years. Moreover, there is every reason to believe that the process of lengthening, as a consequence of improved medicine and hygiene, is still active and going forward all the time. In front of these average old men of sixty is a skirmishing line going forward to an average into the seventies, and scouts — old boy scouts — trying the ground out beyond a hundred. Scientists have it that the average man in another generation will be living to more than an age of seventy. Yet such lengthening must obviously stop somewhere.

Unfortunately this is only one side of the picture. This is the page of second childhood. Turn back to the first. With each successive decade, in a progressive civilized country, the proportion of babies born is smaller and smaller. Marriage is late, and gets later, or never comes. Married people have one baby, look at it, and never have another; or try two, perhaps three, and stop discouraged. Observe, this has nothing to do with human physiology. This is purely a social phenomenon. Statistics show that the birth rate in America in 1875 was 37 babies to every thousand people. In 1935 it had fallen to 17 and is still falling. The population, while still increasing, has every year more and more old people and fewer and fewer infants. This will mean, to the eye of the economist, queer changes in the structure of industrial life, more provision for the wants of old men and women and less for that of children; the toy trade less important than the wheeled chair industry; the tin trumpet beaten by the ear trumpet, fewer children’s books and ever so many books of reminiscences; with infancy and senility joining forces to augment the trade in macaroni and milk.

These economic conclusions are curiosities rather than apprehensions. But the statistician speaks in another tone. Under the tendencies described, he tells us, the lengthening of life will end and the falling birth rate presently meet it at an equilibrium where the total of the population comes to a full stop, its maximum limit. The circumstances of the United States have best fitted it for the theatre of these speculations. Great Britain lives only in small part on and off the resources of its own land and is more affected by migration. In many other countries the outline of the whole picture is blurred with war or pestilence, or indistinguishable for lack of evidence. Taking the continental United States as a proper case in point, we find it in 1940 with a population of 131,000,000. Statisticians tell us that the population will come to a halt at about 150,000,000 in about the year 1960; after that it will probably slowly decline.

Now it would seem at first sight that if we were to take these estimates as a basis, the probable increase of the population of Canada could not be very great. The continental areas of the two countries are about equal and the proportion of unusable territory is far greater in Canada. Hence Canada under the same impulses and forces would fail like the United States to double its present population, and reach its maximum — or optimum as they call it — somewhere under twenty million. All this is a mixture of ignorance and misunderstanding. The statistics in regard to the United States are not based on, or concerned with, the question of how many people the United States could support, but of how many, under present social influences, it is likely to support. Nations live, in the main and apart from localized exceptions, on the ground under their feet, the food, the materials of life that it supplies. Take the world as a whole and this is self-evident. In one crowded spot (Belgium) a crowded square mile of people can live on manufacturing things made from material brought to them. Still more, an accountant in a City of London financial house lives on the export of addition and subtraction; a novelist nearby in Fleet street, on the export of mystery.

But take a truly productive area, such as Java, and we find that a thousand people can live on a square mile just by growing things. At present the continental United States (1940) supports, only 43 people per square mile, and Canada, even if you throw away all the territory outside the provinces, supported at its last census (1931) only 5.17. But the United States, in point of sheer production, could as easily support three hundred million as Europe can; and Canada, on what is under our feet, could easily support a hundred million before talking about ‘optimums,’ or ‘magnums.’ The whole issue is not one of feeding but of breeding. Humanity throws away food — melons float down the Potomac and coffee goes up in smoke in Brazil — throws away food and keeps the cradle empty. This is because there is plenty of room for children in the world at large but none in the world in particular — the little apartment island that dreads a maternity bill. The twist in our social system has a knot in the wrong place. This limitation of families threatens human destiny. Compare the world we know with the world that used to be. In the old colonial days that made America, children were a blessing and an asset, a widow with a flock of children a matrimonial prize. The smallest child could mind a hen or scare away a bird. The large family brought its care and sorrows but overpaid the debt in its reward; the mother of a grown-up family found her own life renewed in their comings and goings, as in a life that only slackened to begin again — a foretaste of immortality.

In what way we can alter our economy so as to favour and recall the vanishing ‘family,’ is too large a question for this page. It belongs with the whole discussion of altering our social environment so as to abolish hunger, poverty and want, and to set a universal basis of plain living and common opportunity, above which individual effort and individual merit may rise and fall. A decade ago all such discussion was apt to fly off at the tangent of Communism, Fascism or the totalitarian state. There will be no danger of that again. The world is learning that freedom must come first, that any attempt at social betterment that begins and ends with compulsion, must mean the iron bars of a prison, the slow death of a concentration camp. It almost begins to look as if even the bygone freedom to die in peace was something.

But there is no need to despair of what the social world may yet be made, nor of what part Canada may play in the making. When we have taken our share in beating down iniquity, we must take more than our share in setting up happiness. Our day is to-morrow.

FINIS


Our Heritage of Liberty
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BRITAIN AND AMERICA
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LIBERTY IS FIGHTING for its life. In the present struggle the whole effort of Britain and America is the preservation of the liberty of free men, under the democratic government of free nations. The whole war effort directed against us aims to impose autocracy and to enforce submission. As between these two things there can be no choice and no compromise. One must go under. If we believe that right beats wrong, we cannot doubt which will survive. But in the hour of trial it is necessary to renew our faith.

Of late years, both in Britain and America, we had come to value our liberty too little. We were forgetting the long struggle through which it had come to us, and the price paid. We had begun to take too much for granted. In England Mr John Bull, grown a little heavy and inactive, still kept repeating, “An Englishman’s house is his castle.” When people interrupted him and protested, “But, Mr Bull, this man hasn’t any house,” he would answer testily, “Quite so, quite so, we are taking that up in Parliament — in fact in a week or two it will go into committee and after that it will go...” and then he paused for he knew very well where it would go.

So, too, with John Bull’s relative, Uncle Sam, over in America. He kept on saying, “Yes, sir, the price of liberty is eternal vigilance.” Then he yawned and took a look around and didn’t feel so sure about the vigilance. What were these slums, these millions of workers without work, these share-croppers, these miners’ cabins, these dust-blown farms? “I must look into it,” he said, “after the baseball season, right after it, or after I get back from Miami!”

 

Yet in spite of this lapse towards forgetfulness, till just a short time ago this almost world-wide freedom seemed to be a permanent achievement and advance of humanity. Then came the war. The shadow of force and tyranny has fallen over a great part of Europe. Liberty is here derided, there trampled under foot, and everywhere in danger. Human kindliness is replaced by cruelties unknown for centuries.

It is proper therefore for us to look back, for renewed inspiration and sustained courage, over the ground that has been traversed. We need to read again the story of the long struggle by which liberty seemed achieved. We need to examine again the ideals and the principles on which free government was established in Britain and America. We need perhaps to ask what were the shortcomings, how much there was still incomplete and unaccomplished, to what extent our freedom, while established in the letter, nevertheless failed in the spirit. It is the purpose of this survey to undertake such an inquiry.

 

About a hundred years ago people in Great Britain and America, and indeed people in most of Europe, lived in what was in one sense a singularly happy world. It was not so much happy in what it had, as in its expectation of what it was about to get. Poverty there was, indeed, and social misery, such as the world never saw again till yesterday. But with it all it was, for those who viewed it in its wider aspect, an age of hope. Happiness seemed within reach, a new world within sight.

This was because there had come into the world, and spread from mind to mind, from nation to nation, the new ideal of individual liberty as the key to human happiness. After 1815, with the end of the twenty-three years of the Revolutionary and Napoleonic wars, there began what was presently called the Great Peace. The younger generation, people under thirty, could scarcely remember what peace was like. Yet this peace, apart from minor and brief conflicts, was to last in Europe till only the older people could remember war. A contemporary historian, with no vision of the grim future gathering over Europe, could speak of the era as “a commencement of unexampled peace and prosperity, as well as of rapid and manifest political, intellectual, moral and religious progress.”

This Great Peace, indeed, seemed different from any that had come before. People felt that it was going to last for ever, because it was based upon a new idea that seemed to make all nations one, all interests the same. The new ideal of individual liberty that had spread abroad even in war itself, as fire burns under grass, seemed to guarantee to every man the right to govern himself, to be happy in his own way, to work out his own salvation. So the doctrine had spread abroad in Europe and, above all, had been reflected back from America, as the doctrine of Christianity had spread over Europe in the dark hours of barbarian conquest after Rome fell. Thus does light expel darkness; so will it again.

Nor was the new outlook all based on theory. It seemed to have a solid foundation also on facts. For this was a changing world into which had come machinery to revolutionize industry and science, to point the way to marvels almost beyond belief. No wonder then in such a world the misery of to-day was offset by the hope of to-morrow.

“Rattle his bones over the stones,
He’s only a pauper that nobody owns.”

 

So ran a jingle of the period that calls up a vision of a pauper funeral over the cobble-stones of London. But of the same day is another poet’s exhilaration, i.e.

“Oh, what a world of profit and delight
Is open to the studious artisan.”

Thus, as ever, grim misery still walked the streets, while rapt science looked at the sky.

 

Here, then, was the new industry, with steam that hissed in its pipes, and electric wires all trembling ... great factories ... forests of masts and new stumps of funnels in the sea-ports ... workers flocking to the town industries ... clever artisans who turned into “captains of industry,” so rich, so raw, and so different from what had been, that there was a rising fear that “gentlemen” might become extinct — which meant ruin.

And the chief point of the outlook, its focus, so to speak, was found in the new doctrine of liberty, round which was built up a whole new science called political economy which taught that everybody’s interest was the same as everybody else’s; that wages and prices and all such things settled themselves if you left them alone. St. Paul’s puzzling admonition that every man should pursue every other man’s wealth took on a new meaning.

 

This was in England. In America the prospect was even wider, the pace even more accelerated. In the United States in what has been called “the fabulous forties,” there were land rushes, gold rushes, cities rising out of frog marshes, banks and steamboats blowing up, and a flood of newcomers and new inventions that boomed half a continent. Nothing like it was ever known before. When Cheops built pyramids he is said to have made a boom in Egypt, ... the Crusades boosted the price of armour and horses; the gold of the New World brought by Cortes and Pizarro sent a wave of economic change all across Europe. But all that was ever seen before was nothing as compared with the booming America of 1842 — a hundred years ago. That and the new industry of England, the new commerce, the new science made people ask what the world was coming to. So they had under Cheops.

Yet in reality the world of 1842, as viewed from the world of to-day, was still a very slow world, and it was vastly different from ours. It was a world of great distances, of vague boundaries rich with the promise of a new and better life to be created by the new lands and the new machines. Most people lived their life out in some small corner of the world, never seeing the rest. Most of them never owned any share in the machines that were to transform the world. Yet the promise was there, the opportunity to make of life something more than hopeless drudgery. Fortunes were made out of small investments; an ambitious man could learn a trade and then set up a shop of his own, which might grow to a great enterprise; or a man who saw no other opportunity could satisfy his desire for freedom and independence in the new lands waiting to be settled. Anything seemed possible in this period of hope and faith — faith in one’s self and in the future.

 

To-day there are no new lands, and the machine in a certain sense has become the master, mankind the slave. Most of the habitable world has been explored and appropriated. Invention still goes on, but finds its readiest application in the means of death. Nor can even the industry of peace follow its perpetual changes. Nor is there left any longer the escape from civilization, the new start in the wilderness. The last frontier is vanishing. From our narrowed world there is no getting away, except by what the mathematicians call the velocity of escape — meaning to be fired off into space at the rate of seven miles a second — on which terms no traveller returns.

We cannot wonder that this imprisoned feeling, this loss of one’s own control, breeds in many people something like despair, a wistful longing for the “good old times.”

 

W. M. Molesworth, History of England, 1830-74.

J. S. Morison, History of the United States, vol. i. chaps. 24-31.

M. Minnegerode, The Fabulous Forties. 1924.


THE GOOD AND THE BAD OLD TIMES
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FOR, AFTER ALL, in the picture of this vanished world there is much that attracts the eye with the colours of romance. We think of its stage coaches, its blazing open fires, its Christmas hospitalities. It seems as if friendship and affection struck in its quiet soil a deeper root, and neighbourliness made life more pleasant. It seems to us a time of adventure, when every journey was a great undertaking and every road led into the unknown; and to the discouraged youth of to-day, a time when ambition was rewarded and achievement was measured only by the will to work.

But in reality there was much in these “good old times” which, when we look at them more closely, appals us with its revelation of human suffering. Almost everywhere in Europe the lot of the poor was sunk to a level below anything known again in times of peace. The slums of the growing cities, rising into the new wealth, carried a burden of human misery that seemed to grow even heavier as national prosperity increased. The criminal law was savage in its brutality, and without compassion. Men and women were hanged for trifling thefts. Torture as legal punishment had passed out in England, but it still claimed its victims in many places. Arbitrary imprisonment in France and elsewhere could still send people to a living death. Even among those undisturbed by violence or wrong, plain labour toiled to the verge of exhaustion, working as much as fourteen hours a day. Everywhere the ignorance that goes with inability to read and write set its stamp upon the people. The shabby, illiterate poor seemed to be of different clay from the well-to-do. Only the vision of a poet like Robert Burns could see in the murk of such an atmosphere that “a man’s a man for a’ that.”

Indeed the lot of the poor in England was cruel hard a hundred years ago. Working-class families lived — except those who died — on 15 to 30 shillings a week. A budget for a family of four shows five-pence a day for each for food, a little over two cents a meal.... A woman going out to work got 12s. 6d. a week; a capable general servant, board and £1 a month. Houses in the city slums, so said a foreign visitor, were the “most horrible dwellings ever yet beheld.” The filth among which the poor were obliged to live caused the courts and yards to swarm with flies. Food became putrid almost at once. The country was little better.... Cottages were damp and dark; fever brooded over undrained hamlets; drinking water was polluted; whole counties were underfed.... In certain trades (straw-plaiting) children began work at four years of age; in glove-making plenty of them at five.... Children worked twelve and thirteen hours a day in factories.... Submerged beneath all were the paupers. They were 6 per cent. of the population in England in 1849. Their Workhouse was a cruel thing ... tyranny, squalor, and maybe semi-starvation ... in places the paupers fought like animals for gristly bones.

Death brought what relief it could. One out of every four children born alive was dead within a year. The average age for death was well under forty.

On the surface, above all this, moved the upper class — the lords and ladies, the high society, the scholars and gentlemen, the arts and letters of a great age. Nor could any one of them, with all the pity in the world, relieve at a stroke the distress of their time any more than we can now.

 

Even in happy America the lot of labour was hard. In the factories of early New England long hours and poor working conditions sapped the vitality of the workers. The wages, though higher than those of Europe, were miserably low compared to our standards of to-day. Across the South lay the dark shadow of slavery. In the early days this lack of human liberty was often mitigated by the kindly paternalism of master towards servant. But with the rise of commercialism this changed to the impersonal, often brutal exploitation of the slaves’ energy. Much of the liberty of that period was restricted to the privileged few. True, it no longer existed as the sole right of the aristocracy, but the benefits of the new order seeped very slowly down to the class that had not been born to fortune. Those without such fortunes who did achieve the benefit of economic liberty, did so at the price of danger, hardship and privation on the frontiers of the new land.

 

Spencer Walpole, History of England.

Details from G. M. Young, Early Victorian England, 1830-65. 1934.

Poor Law of 1834.


THE MARCH OF PROGRESS
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THUS WE MUST never make the mistake of under-estimating the real social progress that has been made within a century both in America and in Europe. The pace has been slow, the betterment all too little. But slow as it was, more progress was made in this period than in any period in history.

All people in all ages seem to think of their own generation as moving fast. It is doubtful if even the Chinese knew they were virtually standing still. Old people have always shaken their heads at the rapid pace of life, predicting disaster. There may well have been a time when the coming of the windmill and the wheelbarrow seemed as startling as the first flight of the aeroplane. Old people shook their heads over the stage coaches, and their stage-coach children shook theirs over the railway train. Each generation feels that it lives in a fast-moving world. But looking at it in retrospect, we see that the world has moved on in centuries of little change, till here and there some great catastrophe swept over it.

However, at the close of the eighteenth century changes began to come faster, and as they gained momentum, the pace grew faster still. Reforms which in other times would have taken a century were accomplished in a few years. Changes in methods of production were introduced almost overnight by means of new inventions. And as each new invention led to other inventions, the changes came faster and faster, bringing with them changes in ideas and making new reforms both possible and necessary — possible because of the new way of life and the new points of view; necessary because of the appalling conditions of working and living which had come with the machine.

A learned man of ancient Greece landing in London about A.D. 1700 would have found much to interest but little to astonish him. There would have been hardly any mechanism or contrivance which he could not understand. Even gunpowder would not have been altogether strange. It was only an improvement on the “Greek Fire,” familiar in war four centuries before Christ. Printing would have been comprehensible at sight. But land him in London after the coming of electric light and the telephone (say 1880) and he would dissolve into a very torrent of eager inquiry. Land him to-day among the “movies” with the radio in his ears, and inquiry would die upon his lips.

It is important to realize this vast change in our mechanical world. All our ideals of social control, all our applications of Liberty are conditioned by it. As a result of these changes, the hours of labour have been greatly shortened, from a day of twelve or more to one of eight hours. The conditions of labour have been infinitely improved, and the increase of community welfare — playgrounds, parks and libraries shared in common — marks a new world. Ignorance is vanishing. All people, or nearly all civilized people, can read and write ... if only to plan one another’s destruction. We owe at least something to this past century in which Liberty had hoped to enlighten the world. For although the high promises of a century ago have not been fulfilled a long upward path has been ascended. To appreciate this we have only to look back at the milestones of human history since the conscious ideal of liberty emerged in the life and purpose of mankind.

 

C. D. Wright, Industrial Evolution and the United States. 1895.


LIBERTY IN THE ANCIENT WORLD
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THE IDEAL OF human liberty and the struggle for freedom did not begin with our modern world of democracy and progress. But in other and earlier times liberty centred round a different thought. We must distinguish here between national liberty ... the right of a group of people, a tribe, a nation, to be let alone to manage their own affairs in their own way ... and individual liberty ... the right of the individual man to be let alone ... which is quite another matter.

We think, for example, of the liberty of the ancient Greeks. We recall Lord Byron’s moving stanzas deploring the sad fate of the Greece of his day, held under the despotism of the Turks; a tyranny now renewed, vastly more brutal, and calling forth the same passionate challenge.

“The mountains look on Marathon,
And Marathon looks on the sea;
And musing there an hour alone,
I dream’d that Greece might still be free;
For, standing on the Persian’s grave,
I could not deem myself a slave.”

 

But the Greeks in reality were a long way from the individual liberty and equality which we have to-day. The Greeks never thought of “aliens” as equal to themselves. In Athens, as in other Greek city-states, aliens had no political rights; still less had slaves. Yet Athens in a population estimated at something over 300,000 had 160,000 members of citizen families, 90,000 aliens and something over 80,000 slaves. Nor had the Greeks any conception of a general equality as between man and man as the proper basis of society. It seemed, even to Aristotle, that there had to be a lower class of workers, that slavery was a national order. Without a “working-class,” it was argued, there could not be an upper class of “gentlemen” devoted to a life of leisure, art and culture. Without these there could be no society, no continuity of national life — or rather these were society — national life — all that mattered. The Greeks disdained alike manual labour and trade and, to their own detriment, all practical application of brilliant mathematical thought. Engineering slept while gentlemen debated philosophy.

This theory of humanity, accepting a fortunate upper class as standing on the shoulders of those below, is older than history, dies hard, and is not yet dead. In our American world, in the United States and Canada, the rough and tumble of pioneer life, the rush and clatter of rising settlements, kept tending to shake all the people together like beans in a bag. The “squire” shook down into a squatter. The immigrant boy shook up into a captain of industry. Classes, or membership in them, only formed to break again. “Shirt sleeves to shirt sleeves in three generations,” became a sort of American family motto, as well established as noblesse oblige, or the dum spiro, spero of the feudal lords. Money doesn’t make a “class” but only a seat in one; lose it and you’re out.

But in older countries, and notably in England till yesterday, the theory of classes, handed on down from the Greek thought, has proved at one and the same time a basis for society and a brake, if not a barrier, to the movement of progress. It is doubtful if Europe could have survived without the “classes” of feudal society. It is doubtful, to many people, whether Europe, or any other civilized country, can permanently survive with a society based on class — whether class by birth, or class by wealth, or class entrenched by force. Not that we must level down; but we must level up.

The notion of what is called a “class-less society” is one on which all of us interested in human welfare should deeply ponder. Only a little time ago to most plain, practical people it seemed the dream of a visionary; but now, to many, it is the necessary condition that can alone guarantee national existence. Whether this means that there will be no more gentlemen or that everybody will be a gentleman, is another matter.

 

It was a peculiar consequence of the Greek point of view, as thus described, that the individual as such was of no account as beside the state. We ourselves indeed, in our modern free democracies, think nothing so high, so noble as when the individual sacrifices his life for his country — the last supreme sacrifice. But the Greek point of view was something quite different. It meant that the individual had no rights that could not be sacrificed, by others, for the general welfare. We may pretend to such a view, but on real contact we shrink from it; the killing off of deformed children, putting idiots “out of the way,” knocking old people on the head fills us with instinctive horror. Even the painless killing of people hopelessly suffering before an inevitable death leaves us perplexed. The sanctity of human life “beats us out.” To the Greek there was no problem in such things as these, and least of all to the Spartans, with whom the citizen’s life was cast in an iron mould of authority.

What the Greeks really cherished was the liberty, the independence of their own little city-state — the “polis” — a word which has left its mark upon our language with politics, metropolis, and the distinction of “polite” people from rustics. This meant in most cases a city, such as Athens or Sparta with the adjacent villages and countryside, or an island, one of those “Isles of Greece” that dot the blue waters of the Ægean in what then seemed the centre of the world. In Greece and in its outer colonies there were in all over one hundred city-states. So far did the Greeks carry this idea of independence by isolation that when any group of them migrated to make new settlements, such as those like Syracuse in Sicily and those on the Italian coast, they thought of these settlements at once as free and independent states. The new settlers carried with them their affection for their parent state, their household gods and sacred fires, their written scrolls and remembered knowledge ... but all authority of their parent state over them fell away as their galleys went over the horizon.

Many of the early settlers in America thought of their new homes in the same way. This dream of the independent little state, injuring no man and going its way in peace, has been one of the ideals of European peoples. But the isolation and weakness of these small states has often spelled disaster. This was one of the causes of the downfall of Greece. The great empires of Macedon and Rome drove over the civilization of the Ægean, and did not relinquish their hold until conquests by barbarians, and later by the Turk, destroyed national and individual liberty alike. Such isolation again has at the present hour brought ruin upon what seem the happy independence of Scandinavia, and the sturdy self-reliance of Holland.

 

Warde Fowler, The City-State.

F. J. Turner, The Frontier in American History. 1920.

R. H. Murray, Political Science from Plato to the Present. 1926.


THE SHADOW OF THE DARK AND MIDDLE AGES
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THE ROMAN EMPIRE disintegrated under the flood of barbarian conquest. What had been the orderly Roman Province of Gaul was swept to ruin and anarchy by the invasion of Germans, Norsemen, Huns and Saracens. “The strangers,” says a chronicle, “sacked the towns and villages and laid waste the fields; they burnt down the churches.” “The whole country,” says another, “is laid waste as far as the Loire; where once were prosperous towns, wild animals now roam.” Out of this wreck rose the feudal system as salvation. Little groups of survivors from this carnage and destruction gathered together in fortified places, under leaders strong enough to command and save. The weak gladly commended themselves to the protection of the strong. Henceforth no one held his possessions except as a vassal under the protection of a lord. Throughout this whole order ran the new mystery of the Christian faith, explaining obedience as itself divine, and humility as the path to Heaven.

The feudal system with its complicated arrangements has so long been the bane of the schoolroom, the target for schoolroom wit as the Fuddle System, and the playground of merry parody mocking it across the centuries, that it is hard for us to see it in its true light. In reality it came as the salvation of Europe from anarchy, and sustained it for nearly a thousand years. The essential point was that it offered a fixed setting for social life — answering to some extent our age-long prayer “Give peace in our time, O Lord.” For under its organization the lord and the priest, the vassal and the liegeman and the serf, lived in a settled order in which each had his allotted place. There was no question of equality, or of equal rights, but every man had a status or lot of his own, descending from father to son. What seems to most of us in America to-day the grossest social injustice was accepted as a matter of course by those who lived under it. The Barons of the Magna Carta did not think of the vassals and the freemen and the serfs and the slaves beneath them as equal to themselves. In fact they were sure they were not. Each man had his own station and the services and privileges that went with it. He was expected, as the rubric of the Church of England still declares it, to do his duty in that state of life to which it had pleased God to call him. When it was said that each man had the right under an accusation to be tried by his peers, it meant that he had the right to be tried by people as high or as low as he himself was.

We would do well not to condemn too easily nor too entirely this creed and code of the Middle Ages. In our own day, and above all in America, the idea of natural rights and the ideal of individual liberty have been so widespread and so deeply rooted in the pioneer settlement of our continent that they seem matters of common sense and common justice, needing no verification. Any other order of society excites our indignation.

But we must not too easily dismiss this mediæval conception of duty and obedience without trying to get from it the element of good which it contains. We shall see that the mere assertion of our rights, each for himself, the exaction of the uttermost farthing of our claim, will get us nowhere without an eager willingness towards duty, an acceptance of sacrifice as a part of life. True liberty ... liberty for all ... implies a sacrifice for each one of us of some of his rights in order that other people may have their rights too. During times of war the people of all nations willingly sacrifice their individual rights for the common good. But this spirit, this forgetfulness of self, is needed in the life of peace as well. The more we base our thoughts and stake our future on individual liberty the more must it be enlarged and ennobled by individual sacrifice. What we give thus, we do not lose, or, if it is lost for ourselves, it is given to humanity.

 

Funck Brentano, The Middle Ages. 1922. Cites Chronicles of Richer and Amboise.

W. C. Sellar, 1066 and all That. 1931.

Rev. George O’Brien, Mediæval Economic Teaching.


NATIONAL STATES
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THE ORDER OF the Middle Ages lasted till about the close of the fourteen hundreds. The same generation that saw the discovery of a New World witnessed, without knowing it, the passing of an old. Feudalism, with its distinctive social order, was swept away by the great changes — social, mechanical and intellectual — which passed over Europe as between A.D. 1300 and 1500. Perhaps the most far-reaching was the change in the art of war. All through the Middle Ages the defence beat the attack. A feudal baron in a castle on a rock, with water from deep wells and a store of food, could defy a king for a year; indeed he could defy the whole world. Dover castle, the most complete example of a mediæval fortress in England, covered thirty-four acres. In 1216 it defied all attempts of the French to take it.

That was why no king in England till the close of the Middle Ages was ever more than the most powerful of the barons. Then came gunpowder. The cannon bound with iron hoops that served at the battle of Crécy in 1346, heralded a new world. A king with a train of artillery could presently batter down a castle. In Germany the castle of Friesach was blown open in two days (1414). In England, during the Wars of the Roses, Bamborough Castle was taken by the Earl of Warwick in a week (1469). Feudalism as government was all over. Royal armies replaced feudal contingents. The king came into his own as the head of a new national state. This is the meaning of the new monarchy created in England by Edward IV. and Henry VII. This is the France of Louis XI. and the United Spain of Ferdinand and Isabella. In days of increasing commerce and expanding discovery, of rising cities and growing seaports, the king and the national state served a historic purpose, as obvious as the bygone service of feudalism.

With this change in the art of war came also a great change in the ordered life of the people. The Great Plague known as the Black Death came out of Asia, a hideous germ disease, brought by the caravans in fleas among the bales of goods. It swept across Europe, with nothing to stop it in an ignorant and filthy world. It was accepted as the scourge of God. There was no remedy but prayer. It reached Weymouth in Dorsetshire in 1340. It raged for two years. One and a half million in a population of 4,000,000 died of it. Then it died down, but for three hundred years it never left England. It flared out again in the Great Plague of 1666. It was never killed till enlightened democracy took it by the throat with the sanitation and public health that was the nineteenth century’s answer to the prayers of the fourteenth. But the Plague is still ready to leap again out of the filth of Asia, if we carry destruction far enough and cast down humanity low enough. Such forces never sleep. There is much in the history of the Plague that gives us food for thought. It helps us to realize how great have been the triumphs of enlightenment, education and free government.

 

The changes effected by the Black Death were profound. Beyond doubt the dearth of labour was one great effect. “Sheep and cattle,” says a chronicle, “went wandering over the fields with none to go and drive them ... many perished for lack of herdsmen.”

As a result, the labour population that was left broke away from its fixed serfdom. In spite of attempts to hold the labourer in his place by acts of parliament, the old system of villeinage, of people tied to the soil, came to its end. “Labour” was henceforth free, if only free to be “out of work.” Even after this the law for a long time attempted to keep labourers from leaving their own parishes, to prevent them becoming a charge on another. But with the Black Death the feudal mould was broken. The consequences were not all good. Change seldom is. With liberated labour appear in history the familiar “sturdy beggars,” and “idle vagabonds,” who vexed the Tudor times. Many of these were to figure later, willing or unwilling, as emigrants to America and builders of empire — patriots who left their country for their country’s good.

Thus the structure of feudalism underwent a double dilapidation. Military science knocked off the stones above — the dearth of labour undermined the courses below.

Nor was this all. Culture, as well as arms and industry, moved forward. The art of printing, from engraved wooden blocks and then from movable type cast from melted lead, came to Europe about the end of the fourteen hundreds.

William Caxton, England’s first printer, printed a hundred different works (1476-91). Hence the “rolls” and “scrolls” of antiquity, painfully copied and recopied, were replaced by books. The scriptorium gave place to the press room. The machine began its mock servitude to man.

This could have meant the education of the people. But no one yet dreamed of that. Printing did, however, spread, and increased knowledge, and aided the Revival of Learning. It helped also to unify language, to create a national speech to overtop national dialects and thus to enlarge the area of government. England under the Tudors, France under the Bourbons, and Spain under the union of Castile and Aragon, now appear as national states. The feudal castles soon turned into the windmills attacked by Don Quixote. Feudalism was “laughed off” as is each phase of our history by the generation that outlives it. Feudalism, indeed, had outlived its time. In many aspects it had run to seed. Knightly honour and chivalry towards women had degenerated into sickly make-believe sentimentality that took love-sick vows, carried round a lady’s scarf like a terrier with a rag, and held “courts of love” among billows of silk. Knightly adventure still made its pilgrimages and sauntered to the Holy Land. But the exchange of a crusade for a saunter speaks volumes. Such knights and their everlasting vows to their lady now excite a smile. They suggest to us the embittered Republicans or Democrats who vow never to shave till their party is elected. No doubt these Knights of the Unshorn Locks are the lineal descendants of the age of chivalry.

So feudalism, as a political system, ended. In that aspect little remains of it except a few quaint survivals. A feudal tenant “in petty sarjeantry” still presents the King yearly with a pair of dead birds. The Hudson Bay Company holding “in soccage” paid a similar tribute to the King in Canada in 1939. There is still a Norrey King at Arms, and a Pursuivant Lion and other officials suggesting a full house at poker. Socially, feudalism, till only a little while ago, still left its mark across English life in the abiding “gentleman” and the survival of “birth.” Historically it ended with the new era of printing, of revived learning, national states, the discovery of the New World of America and the Old World of Asia. This brought an expansion and a rivalry among European powers in which no small feudal state could find a place.

This epoch of national states that began in 1500 with the age of the Tudors, maintained its impetus three hundred years and reached its climax in the eighteenth century. It built up powerful monarchies. But these were tempered at first by the surviving feudal rights of great lords, and the ancient customary rights of the people, and later by new popular forces. For the British people these checks were always strong. They were strengthened further by the conflict in arms of England’s Civil War (1642-49). Hence there grew up in Great Britain a sort of consciousness of popular rights, not meaning the equality of all the people but meaning, as it were, the right to be left alone, not to be called upon for new taxes, for unknown duties, and not to lose privileges long enjoyed.

The England from which sailed the Pilgrim Fathers and the migrating Massachusetts Bay Company was far from being a land of equality. Hereditary rights — of rule, of property and of privilege — were everywhere embedded in it. Religious tolerance was a hard doctrine to grasp in a day of conflicting creeds for whose adherents salvation depended on a formula, eternal happiness on a text. The farewell call of the Pilgrims to “dear England” shows how mingled were the thoughts of the time, how much there was to cling to, how much to seek elsewhere. Yet at least the atmosphere was there in which liberty, and presently democracy, might grow.

The passion to be left alone, if only to one’s own foolishness, lies deep rooted in British character, a product of centuries far away, a cell-memory from a bygone life, on northern seas and isolated coasts, hard and lonely and self-dependent. Thus an Englishman’s house became a castle, his home inviolate, and with his house his mind. It was all his, even if he wanted to keep it empty.

 

Williams-Ellis and Fisher, History of English Life. 1936.

Statute of Labourers, 1351.

e.g. The Court of Love of the Comtesse de Champagne, 1181-87.

G. M. Trevelyan, History of England. 1926.


THE GROWTH OF POPULAR RIGHTS
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HERE, THEN, IN the British Isles was the setting and the atmosphere in which modern democracy could come to life. In France circumstances entirely different worked towards the same end. In the one case liberty came by evolution, in the other by catastrophe; in England by growing up, in France by smashing down.

In France a great gulf widened more and more between those in power and the general mass of the people. In France, as feudalism ebbed away, it had left the nobility stranded on an island of silk. They had no part, as in England, in national parliament. They still led in war in the royal armies of the king, with quarterings in keeping with their noble blood and their rank as officers. But in peace, the gloom of their country chateaux drove them to the new sunlight of the Palace of Versailles that Louis XIV. had built in 1682. Thus in France the lack of anything intermediate, as civil authority, between the power of the king and the powerlessness of the individual man, was opening a chasm that seemed to invite a downfall.

More than that, the way to popular liberty was being prepared in both countries by the rise of what is called the middle class or the bourgeoisie, meaning to a large extent, “business men.” Economic power and privilege began to replace military and political power. The “business man” had been long in coming into his own. The Greeks had despised merchants as “crooks.” The Middle Ages regarded them as cheats and their money interest as theft. “To be in trade” was disdained by people whose blood was too blue for it. Yet the great mercantile fortunes and the vast growing apparatus of trade and commerce that handed on to Europe the wealth of the Indies and the produce of America, had by the eighteenth century already raised up both in Britain and in France a new element in the nation. As it became more and more influential, it helped to break by its very expansion the mould in which the rigid world of privilege was cast.

 

Ed. Lowell, The Eve of the French Revolution. 1895.

W. Bowden (and others), Economic History of Europe since 1750. 1937.


REACTION OF AMERICA ON EUROPE
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A FURTHER INFLUENCE making towards the new ideal of individual liberty was the reaction of America on Europe. The discovery and settlement of America had enormous effect on the life and character of the peoples of Western Europe. The history of the three centuries from Columbus to the Independence of the United States is often written as if to show the New World as the prize of the old, America as the booty of Europe, the spoil divided by conquering kings and rival empires. Such a view neglects the deeper effects that were being produced on the character and outlook of the people to whom America was thus laid open.

Most of all this effect was exercised on the people of the British Isles. The discovery of America reawoke them to the maritime life that had been slipping away from them. Courage that seemed falling asleep in quiet farmsteads took to the sea again. The Viking came back in the new seamen of the Western Ocean. The nation quickened to new thought and new life. The winds of change and chance ruffled to new movement the waters that the long, still years had threatened to stagnate. The sleep of the Middle Ages woke to the songs of Elizabethan England.

Thus maritime enterprise itself was potent in its power to revivify a nation. Equally potent was settlement in America, the vision of an empty world, the recapture of the most ancient kind of liberty, the natural liberty of the man whose very isolation makes him free, whose very danger makes him vigilant. Such a quickened sense of the liberty of a new country came back to England from America.

New it may have seemed, but in a sense it is the oldest liberty of all, and its appeal was an echo of a remote past, found again. At its extreme is complete isolation, the melancholy liberty of Robinson Crusoe, monarch of all he surveyed. Such an extreme compels us to realize that man is a social animal, meaningless by himself, a voice without an ear, an ear without a sound. But short of such extremes a partial isolation, for one strong enough to stand alone, carries a measure of natural liberty. For all primitive races, for isolated tribes, for all pioneers in the forest, circumstance makes for freedom. The very simplicity of their way of living, gaining their support from nature by their own labour and contrivance, sets them free. Where there is little, if any, associated effort, every man is for himself. The buried memory of such a liberty is in each of us. It reveals itself in every boy who ever longed for a desert island. It has been the lure that has led the pioneer farther and farther from the settled countryside. It was this liberty, refound in America, that came back to Europe, and above all to England, to sing into willing ears like the song of the sea.

 

Stephen Leacock, Our British Empire. 1940. (Lane.)


NATURAL LIBERTY AND JEAN JACQUES ROUSSEAU
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AS THE DOCTRINE of natural liberty grew in its attraction, as the surge towards it strengthened, it often assumed an exaggerated form, as if to assert that all isolated men were heroic men, and all dwellers in the cities crafty and degenerate. We see this in the poetry and the stories of the eighteenth century. The famous English poet, Alexander Pope (1688-1744), had never been in America, and had never seen savages in the wilderness. Yet he wrote in his Essay on Man:

“Lo, the poor Indian! whose untutored mind
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind;”

This noble savage turned into a sort of a stock character.

It became the fashion to praise simple people, poor people, humble people. In his famous Elegy in a Country Churchyard Gray talked of the “rude forefathers of the hamlet” as spending their lives “far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife.” He pleaded that “grandeur” would not “hear with a disdainful smile, the short and simple annals of the poor.” Compare Oliver Goldsmith’s

“Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain,
Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain.”

 

This idea of the merits of native simplicity, of natural ways of living as opposed to artificial, had a great influence in Europe. The eighteenth century was an age of increasing hope, of an increasing aspiration for liberty. New forces were working to make liberty under independence in America and to promote the great upheaval of the French Revolution that began in 1789. No doubt the doctrine which exalted the natural and simple man helped to swell the current.

This doctrine found its highest expression and exercised its greatest influence in the writings of the Frenchman, Jean Jacques Rousseau (1712-1778). Few people have had more influence on mankind than this man, whose own life was that of a wanderer and a sponge, whose heart was as dry as his tears were wet. For he had the supreme gift of gathering up and expressing the ideas which thousands of others felt but could not express. There is no message so effective as to tell people what they know already, to hold a mirror to their face and a sound board to their voice. So it was with Rousseau. He wrote a book called Emile, to show how a natural child could be educated in a natural way. The mothers of the new age, perplexed with its increasing artificiality, caught from Rousseau’s mind their own thought. He wrote a book called the Social Contract, to show how a natural society could be made of natural men, surrendering liberty only to receive it back again. As from a magician’s touch, out leaped from the pages “the individual,” the liberated man, entering into his own, the man only half recognized by the Greeks, scourged by the Romans, lost in the dungeons in the Middle Ages, and surviving only among noble savages, his existence nowhere assured except on the sands of a desert island, or by the freedom of a mountaineer, too high up to catch.

 

C. W. Hendel, Rousseau, 1712-78. 1937.


AGE OF ENLIGHTENMENT
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THE THEORY OF liberty and equality formulated by Rousseau and others was a part of the new “age of reason” of the eighteenth century. It is often referred to as the period of the “enlightenment,” and to many at the time it seemed as if a flood of light had appeared to illuminate all things human with the beams of plain reason. The light shone clear because the darkness of bigotry, the mists of prejudice, and the heavy fog of error and authority were being driven away.

Many of us still feel that this is largely true. Theorists tell us that we cannot judge things in a general and abstract way, as the enthusiasts of the enlightenment were apt to do. We must take each case as we find it. Every country and every epoch, they tell us, has its peculiar circumstances, not only of physical surroundings but of institutions which have come down as a part of its history. Social inequalities and hereditary privileges, monarchies and all that went with them, established churches with powers and privileges ... all these things we must accept as we find them as part of a “going concern,” or what the biologists call “an organic life.” We may alter them gradually and helpfully, but always and only at a certain pace, for fear that alteration will spell destruction. We cannot, it is argued, set up one single code of law, one simple framework of rights that will apply to all people in all places. Such things as “slavery” may be proper and even indispensable in certain stages of society. The hereditary rights of the few may aid the salvation of all, and an established church, by its very wealth and power, may be able to maintain offices of piety and pity, to succour the poor, to encourage learning and to do such things as in a rude and cruel age would otherwise pass undone. This view of society is commonly called a historical or relative view. The more some people think of it, the more they find it true, the wider they find its application. The more other people think of it the worse they hate it. It would always seem as if there were here a general division of human minds into two classes. It would appear to justify the jest of the Gilbert and Sullivan opera that “every boy and every gal that’s born into this world alive is either a little Liberal or else a little Conservative.” Most of all have the historical theorists attacked Rousseau’s doctrine of liberty under a social contract. It has indeed long since been declared “exploded,” a favourite process of theorists who fail to drive a thing away by argument. It is of course ridiculous to say that men enter society by a “contract” since we are all born into it without choice. Indeed we have little meaning, singly, without our fellowmen; speech needs ears to hear it; a child implies a parent. Our thought, our very merriment, are things we share with others. Laughter is the happiest of all human emotions, but only a Scotsman cares to have a joke all to himself.

Yet the more utterly we cast out the social contract doctrine, the more it insists on coming back, or at least making its appeal. It is like the Arkansas mule that refuses to die. The truth is that there lies at the basis of the social contract doctrine an insistence on individual rights which is worth keeping if only as a metaphor.

Hence the great power exercised by such ideas in the days when American, and presently European governments, were being remade (1776-1800). Especially is this true of the idea of “equality” as a basis for society. This was, as far as anything can be, new. The church had long since recognized the equality of all men; but this equality was to be realized in Heaven. In a sense all Roman citizens were “equal,” but after the simpler republican days Rome did not organize the Empire on equal rights. Here and there was seen an equality such as that of Swiss peasants, all poor, or none rich enough to cast a shadow; or the equality of monastic societies or brotherhoods or sects, who received their equality, however, only as equals in poverty and renunciation.

There was, most conspicuous in all the world, the “equality” of America, of the happy homesteads where even the richest was poor and the poorest had in abundance; such equality as Longfellow wove around Evangeline and Acadia, or as the French soldiers of the War of Independence saw and admired among the farmsteads of Rhode Island. But this was mainly an equality of fact and happy circumstance, where land was free and nature bountiful, not yet an equality of design and contrivance. There was plenty of inequality, even apart from slavery, in colonial America. Few people were yet prepared to urge a universal suffrage and the more established people still cherished a dream of benevolent government by the best, meaning, as such dreams are apt to do, by themselves.

Hence not even in America and far less in Europe had people in general caught the idea of organizing a whole society, a state, an army, a church, and with them all, civic and commercial life, on the principle that all men are equal.


THE RIGHTS OF MAN AND OF THE CITIZEN
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SUCH WAS THE new doctrine of liberty that formed the central thought of the French Revolution at its beginning in 1789. Patriots’ hearts everywhere welcomed the new doctrines. Poets, such as the young Southey, sang in the sunrise. Fox, the famous British statesman — bibulous, large-hearted and enthusiastic — saw in the fall of the Bastille the greatest event of the ages. Only a few people of longer vision, or of soberer or sourer thought, such as Edmund Burke, Fox’s fellow Whig, saw disaster ahead. To most of Burke’s enthusiastic fellow-citizens he sounded like a croaking raven on a bough. The world seemed full ahead for liberty.

It was this liberty which was written into the famous Declaration of the Rights of Man adopted by the new French National Constituent Assembly and presently made the opening section of the Constitution of 1791. Henceforth it became one of the world’s charter documents like the Magna Carta of 1215 and the Declaration of Independence of 1776. The doctrine was written into the Constitution in explicit terms, precise as French thought itself. British and American institutions and charters can tolerate hopeless ambiguities as long as we think we know what we mean. We can declare a union indissoluble with the provision that any member can get out of it at will, as in the American Articles of Confederation of 1777 and the British Commonwealth Statute of Westminster of 1931. German thought moves in such a thick fog of language that few outsiders can grasp it. But the French like to try to say what they mean.

 

Hence the French wrote into this document of 1791, the first of their many Constitutions, the principle of the equality of all men, of the social contract as the basis of organized society, and above all, the principle of individual liberty. “Men are born free and equal in rights,” says the first Article of the Constitution. “Liberty,” declares Article Three, “consists in being permitted to do anything which does not injure other people.” The same article adds that, “The exercise of the natural rights of each man has no limits except those which guarantee to the other members of society the enjoyment of the same rights.”

This theory of liberty, the Golden Rule of Liberty, as it was later called, has been affirmed and reaffirmed for a century and a half since thus firmly written. It carried in it the basis of the triumphant European liberalism of the nineteenth century. It laid down as a principle something which corresponded to the natural temperament of the British and the natural environment of the Americans. It shone as with the light of a star in the East, presaging a new gospel of hope for those still sitting in darkness under the tyranny of Hapsburgs and Hohenzollerns and Romanoffs. It was for the sake of these principles that the French revolutionary movement assumed in its earliest stages an international aspect, a world appeal. “The National Convention,” so ran the famous Decree of November 19, 1792, “declares in the name of the French nation, that it would extend fraternity and help to all peoples who want to recover their liberty.” The French conquerors entered the cities of the Rhine garlanded with flowers and heralded with acclaim. Nor did these appeals fail till the Constitution of 1791 had been torn asunder and smeared with blood. In spite of all, something of it lingered till the very end of the epoch. Even now, for many of us, this doctrine of liberty still stands as clearly graven as ever.

 

Reflections on the French Revolution. 1790.

F. A. Hélie, Les Constitutions de la France. 1880.

A. Sorel, Europe and the French Revolution. Eight vols.


THE NEW LIGHT BURNS DIM
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BUT THE DIFFICULTY, then and now, has always been with the application of this doctrine of liberty. What is the point at which I begin to interfere with my neighbour’s rights, or he with mine? Those rights can perhaps be fairly well distinguished in a simple society, each man living on his own as among hunters and fishermen, or even pioneer farmers. But with every stage of social advance life gets more complicated, more intertwined. More things have to be done by associated effort and each man’s rights against his fellow become more and more limited by the demands of the general welfare.

The further difficulty is added that everybody must act up to the rule or else nobody can. If all men are to be equal every man must know that the others will play their part towards him. There is a charming old fable, told or retold by the French poet La Fontaine, who lived in the days of Louis the Fourteenth. It tells how a fox came across a hen which had taken refuge in a tree. “Come down, dear friend,” said the fox, “have no fear. The animals have made a general peace.” “Very good,” said the hen, “and let us greet these two hounds that I see running this way.” “Ah!” said the fox, beginning to move off, “the hounds may not have heard of the peace.”

La Fontaine’s vision looked ahead to the difficulties of France a hundred years later. The new-born liberty and equality in France, in its first structure, went to pieces like a house of cards. The great mass of people, being without much property or education or political experience, were called “passive citizens” and had no vote. But what is “passive” seldom stays on. The new ideas fermenting in the mass brought violence, insurrection, the destruction of vested rights and clerical privilege, then foreign invasion and war (1792). For the time the new French Liberty went under, or joined hands with the new Terror, fighting for national existence.

Then followed (1799-1815) the autocratic government of the Napoleonic regime, in a period of mingled prosperity and misery, grandeur and despotism. The dark shadows of recurrent wars and unstable peace chased over Europe like the clouds across a harvest field. Only here and there the Great War, as we once called it, the war of 1792-1815, resembled the horrors that now make it seem reverting to the full ferocity of slaughter, unknown since the barbarian ravages, but returned again at the present hour. For vast numbers of people in all countries life was happier and more spacious in the Napoleonic days than for a generation after. For each locality war came and passed in thunder like a storm, fought mainly as between soldiers, with pity for the fallen, mercy for the conquered and honour to the brave. Marshal Ney erected at Corunna a monument to Sir John Moore buried beside its ramparts. The greatest tragedy of the epoch, the loss of the Grand Army in Russia in 1812, was at the hand of nature, not of man, a grim reminder of the power of elemental forces. It is poor history and fool philosophy to try to draw parallels between those days and now. There are none.

 

J. H. Rose, Revolutionary and Napoleonic Era.

W. F. P. Napier, The Peninsular War.


THE GREAT PEACE AND INDUSTRIAL REVOLUTION
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BUT THE GREAT Peace that followed the victory of Waterloo (1815) soon showed an altered scene. In a financial crash at the close of the war, the false structure of war prosperity was carried away like a log-jam in a river, disastrous for the moment, but presently letting loose the steadier streams of lasting abundance. An era opened utterly unlike the past. The United States, indeed all North America, came into its own as the new home of the distressed, the land of hope, of bread and work for all, of “equality,” outspoken and even braggart and vulgar ... but still equality. With the peace the doctrine of liberty, national and individual, sprang again to life, the world over, as the seedlings rise among the stumps of the cleared forest.

It rose all the more rapidly because it now rested on a wider and more practical basis than ever before. Individual liberty in this rising world meant not mere political liberty, but economic liberty — the right to buy and sell, to manufacture, to trade, and to invest, to migrate or move, work or refuse to, according to the dictates of one’s own interest. Thus was the gist of the new political economy that rose in the world of factory industry and world commerce that followed the Napoleonic war. To its enthusiastic advocates this world of industrial liberty under free competition, with equal opportunity for all, seemed like the opening of a millennium of human happiness. Man’s chains were to be struck off by political liberty; his poverty to be abolished by economic opportunity; his idle armies to disband in universal brotherhood; and even crime grow weary of its needless trade. Such was the vision seen by Richard Cobden, the great English leader of the Free Trade Movement (1815-46), and of the apostles of liberty both in Europe and America. Was it sunrise, or only a mirage that showed a green oasis in the desert where all was dead sand? There are those who think that the vision can yet come true.

The Industrial Revolution, the age of invention and machinery, had begun, in the technical sense, well back in the eighteenth century. But its results were little felt for most of mankind till the Great Peace of the nineteenth century. They were obscured and impeded by the almost unbroken wars of the sixty years from the outbreak of the Seven Years’ War (1755) till Waterloo (1815). But the process of invention had begun, and invention in each industry called for similar progress and invention in others. The invention of improved spinning machinery by Richard Arkwright and others (1769) removed the industry from the home and put it into factories. Better spinning meant a demand for quicker weaving and brought the power loom (1786), one of the first things “invented to order.” All this meant a need for more power and brought on the use of steam, a thing that had wheezed its way down centuries of queer and useless experiments. It was now set to pump mines, then made to turn wheels of machinery, and then (later) to get up on its own platform, turn its own wheels and run away as a steamboat, like the Claremont on the Hudson in 1807, or faster still as a locomotive, such as Stephenson’s famous Rocket at Liverpool, 1830. All this needed iron, more than could be smelted in wood fires; hence arose the new giant industries of coal and iron, the grimy twins that held up England for half a century.

Bigger industry needed better transport. Ditches turned into canals, a network over England. Highways, “macadamized” by a Mr Macadam, recalled the forgotten glories of Rome. Steam took to the open sea. Most of all, America began that eager thrust towards invention which presently led the world. For the calls towards invention came across from Europe to America with the new need for more materials for the rising machine industry. Cotton, plucked clean by hand, was too slow in the getting. The cotton gin, another deliberate contrivance, was invented by Eli Whitney (1794) because it had to be.

In other words there came into this altering epoch, and chiefly in America, the process of self-conscious invention, a thing now stamped deep on the American mind. Labour in America was short. Every frontier farmer had to be a sort of Archimedes, contriving and whittling to get something that would let one man do the work of two, and presently of ten. This was really a novel phase of human life, this deliberate trying to invent. The Chinese long, long ago invented wonderful things — the use of wheels, the processes of weaving and dyeing and working metals, and a set of picture signs to tell about it all, stamping them on plates to make books. This done, they fell fast asleep over the picture signs and sacred books, and woke to the thunder of foreign conquest.

The Greeks cared nothing for invention nor for mechanical work. They preferred, as the University of Cambridge is still said to do, things that were “no good.” Among them such a man as Archimedes of Syracuse was an exception. Archimedes invented machines and screws and contrivances of fire and flame to defend his native city against the Romans. He once said that if he had a place to stand he could move the world, with a lever long enough. But the Greeks wouldn’t have given him one, even if they had had it. They cared nothing for such things.

The Romans invented little. They were administrators, not thinkers. Apart from the codification of law, they largely took their intellectual life from smarter people than themselves. The Arabs were better. But their speculations and their advance were largely intellectual and not mechanical.

The Dark and Middle Ages knew nothing of invention, worked by rule of thumb, and feared all mysterious knowledge and “black art” as the work of the devil. Roger Bacon of Oxford (1214-1292), who discussed much and suspected more, might have set the clock forward by centuries. To prevent it he was “concentrated” by the authorities.

 

It remained therefore for the age of liberty to be the age of progress. It seemed as if man’s increased knowledge of nature, his ability to make fire and water work for him, work instead of him, must place him beyond all reach of want. It still seems so. The shivering savage must go hungry when game fails, but not mankind, equipped with the power of the lightning and the waterfall. The paradox is still there, the inconsistency ever greater. Each new saving of labour seems to mean new wants. Each new mechanism of life turns to an added instrument of death. We are still seeking, collectively, our means of salvation. Unless our faith is vain, somewhere yet, in liberty and in justice, it will be found.

 

W. Cunningham. Growth of English Industry and Commerce, vol. iii.

E. W. Bryce, Progress of Invention in the Nineteenth Century.

Sir T. L. Heath, Archimedes. 1920.

Sedgwick and Tyler, Short History of Science. 1929.


ENTER POLITICAL ECONOMY
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THE RISING THEORY of individual economic liberty found its first large expression in the famous Wealth of Nations published by Adam Smith in 1776. This treatise was partly intended to show how the American colonies could be permanently maintained, and it came out in the year when they were lost. But the main theme was that of enlightened self-interest, the proposition that each man, when left free to pursue his own advantage as he sees it, will be led “by an invisible hand” to promote the welfare of all. Hence absolutely free competition becomes the sole rule for social guidance. The government need not meddle or interfere with trade or industry by setting up tariffs or regulating wages. “The world runs by itself,” said one of Adam Smith’s contemporaries. The whole doctrine is so simple in its outline that it can be written out, as has been said, on half a sheet of paper.

But Adam Smith was a Scot, thorough and cautious. He made a job of it, took twelve years and a thousand pages, and when the book was done there was nothing more to say for a generation. The Wealth of Nations was a great literary success. Pitt, the prime minister, declared himself Smith’s pupil, and expressed his intention of carrying his doctrines into practice ... later on. So have others expressed the same intention ever since. The world, with modifications, still says it. But in Pitt’s day war forbade change. It remained for the generation after Pitt, both in England and America, during the free trade era to attempt to put it into practice. And it remained for John Stuart Mill to fortify and enlarge Smith’s industrial liberty by building into it the framework of individual freedom.

 

Wealth of Nations, book iv, chap. ii.


JOHN STUART MILL
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THIS GIFTED MAN (1806-73) was one of the makers of the modern world. He was as clever as he was laborious, and as noble-minded as he was clear-headed. His working life was largely spent in the dull routine of the London office of the old East India Company. Later, when let free, he sat in Parliament, but pleased nobody because he was too honest for everybody. But his great writings, his Political Economy (1848) and his Liberty (1859), were overtime work, Mill’s real life achievement. Lesser people, who also must do the work they like best in hours stolen from those of rest, may take comfort in the fact that much of the world’s best work has been done in this way.

Mill’s Liberty became a sort of gospel. It is the best expression ever given to the reasoned idea of individual freedom, enjoyed in association with one’s fellows. Mill takes the ground of the Golden Rule, that a man may do anything that he wishes to if he does not therefore injure his fellowmen. The “government” has no right to interfere with him, not even for his own good, as long as he is not injuring other people. In Mill’s time people commonly preferred the plain word “government” to mean what is meant now by the mistier and more uncertain term “the state.” The one seems to mean a set of men, the other sounds like an abstraction. Everyone must judge for himself which is the better or the worse for his use. There is error and danger either way.

The primary function of government as seen by Mill and his school was the protection of people from force or fraud, that is, defence in war, safety in peace against violence, and security against cheating. But Mill admitted that the government may go much further than this. It may undertake public works of general usefulness, the making of roads and bridges, docks and harbours, the aid of navigation, the lighting of streets and the thousand and one things which are necessary to an associated, advanced society, but which must be done collectively or not done at all. Hence the government enters on a wide field of activity, reaping a wide harvest of taxes.

Few except anarchists would deny these functions of government. But the case gets less clear, when we turn from roads and bridges to public parks and public libraries and museums and all the apparatus of culture. To Mill of course, as the child of books, whose kingdom was the mind, the case was clear. His wish outran his logic. The government, as he saw it, could properly purvey all these things to its citizens. Few people indeed will doubt this. But whether this is really a doctrine of liberty, or a rather different doctrine of social solidarity, or collective action, is not so certain.

Mill went further. He took in education and was all for the public school in the American sense of the school for everybody. Here again the case, as liberty, is not clear. If we make childless people pay taxes to send other people’s children to school, we seem to be off the track of liberty or at least not in the middle of the road. If we compel a parent to send his child to school and compel the child to go, when both of them object to it, then somebody’s liberty is violated. For the parent and the child, collectively, are the custodian of the child’s liberty; unless indeed the state replaces the mother and the father, which would open the door so wide to an inrush of follies that Mill’s doctrine would be blown out of the window. These difficulties one mentions to show how hard it is to follow consistently the thread of a single principle in a maze of circumstance.

But where Mill stands with his feet firm is on the right of the individual to his opinion, and his right to give it expression ... all that goes under the familiar phrases, liberty of conscience and free speech. These things of course had not waited for Mill to formulate them. They had found expression in the Constitution of the United States, where they were the basis of the original ten amendments. To what extent altered by our new mechanisms of communications, to what extent suspended in war and national emergency, will be discussed later on. But John Stuart Mill spoke for all time in his immortal dictum that there must be some “part of the life of every person within which the individuality of that person ought to reign uncontrolled ... some space in human existence thus entrenched around and sacred from authoritative intrusion.”

 

Autobiography. 1873.

H. Laski, Liberty in the Modern State. 1930. (Allen & Unwin.)

Political Economy, book v, chap. xi.


ANARCHISM AND WOOL-GATHERING
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EVERY CURRENT HAS its eddies of counter current; every movement of thought its extremes and its reactions. So it was with the movement of democracy and liberty in the nineteenth century. It called forth opposing movements of reaction, conservatism and suppression; and it also bred the extreme of liberty known as anarchism, and the search for liberty in a different direction called socialism.

People have long since learned to connect anarchism with terrorism, assassination, the throwing of bombs and the sudden and appalling deaths of European sovereigns at the hands of terrorists. This was the hideous form and meaning given to anarchism by the Russian terrorist Michael Bakunin and his associates and imitators. The original anarchism was a philosophical doctrine bold in the academic sense but harmless as a professorial lecture. It is a theory of the absolute and complete liberty of the individual. We find it laid down first (about 1844) by an obscure young German, Caspar Schmidt (writing as Max Stirner), in a pamphlet called The Individual and His Property. Here is preached the terrific doctrine that the individual is entitled to do anything he is able to do. He is absolute lord of creation provided he can “make good”; “I am entitled,” said Stirner, “to overthrow God if I can.” Luckily he couldn’t. He probably didn’t expect to. His little pamphlet was meekly dedicated, “To my sweetheart,” as a pretty, lover’s gift. Yet this and other little rills made up a stream that presently turned to the hideous doctrine of selfishness and the power of might, voiced in the writings of the German philosopher, Nietzsche.

But “philosophical anarchism” is another matter. It claims that there is no need for government at all. If you and I want to do anything in common we can do it by voluntary agreement. Our neighbours can join in with us. If we need protection at night we can club together and hire a watchman. That scheme of course is admirable for arranging a picnic or a fraternity dance, but mere insanity as applied to the conduct of all society. Neighbours as friendly and jolly and united as that wouldn’t need a policeman anyway. They would just call in the thieves and get them to join, too. But it is the very fact that all people can’t agree, that some will, and some won’t, that forces the compulsion of authority.

Many prominent writers, it is true, have wanted to reduce government to a minimum, far less than that of Mill. The celebrated Wilhelm von Humboldt, a German writer of the closing eighteenth century, claimed that even state education is all wrong; that it stifles individual effort, obliterates variation and tends to run people to a type. What Humboldt forgot is that state education is at least better than no education, which is exactly what most people would get without it. Herbert Spencer, England’s great national philosopher of the Victorian days, was all against state interference. He thought that the government of necessity did everything badly; that even the post office would be better as a private competitive enterprise, like an express company, as we are told it used to be in China.

In America the very circumstances of settlement in a new country bred independence and the desire for a minimum of government control. Yet even in America governmental functions had to be greatly expanded almost from the start. A national bank was established; roads and canals were constructed; new lands were purchased; though not one of these powers did the United States Constitution directly confer upon Congress.

In short, any government must not only protect its citizens, but it must act positively in many ways for the general welfare. The doctrine of anarchism becomes meaningless when taken from the arm-chair of the philosopher and applied to large groups.

 

E. V. Zenker, Anarchism. 1898.

Bertrand Russell, Roads to Freedom. N.D. (Allen & Unwin.)

Life of Henry Clay. 1899. American Statesmen Series.


THE VISION OF SOCIALISM
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VERY DIFFERENT IS socialism. If anarchy walks on one side of the road, socialism shadows the other. In a sense it is no new thing. Socialism has always been with us. But in its earlier forms, as in the Middle Ages among brotherhoods and such, it was a doctrine of the next world, not of this. Pious men pooled their property because all property was as grass. They taught that to work was to pray, not that to work was to make money. But modern socialism came in with the machine age. It takes its departure from the ground that such things as equality, the right to vote, and free competition will not of themselves warm the body or feed the stomach. More than that, it was argued, as by Karl Marx (1818-83), the great apostle of the socialists, that the more free the competition the more the weak are trampled by the strong. People with no property, he says, have to sell their labour power to people with property, who wouldn’t buy it unless it brought in more than they gave for it. Seen thus, individual liberty and equality are not bread but a stone. What does it profit a man to have the right to refuse work, if refusal means starvation?

Socialism, therefore, starts with the idea of all people working together, under their own joint management and sharing up the product. It is a beautiful picture. There is only one difficulty with it — that it has never yet worked.

Marx prepared the way for socialism by his gloomy picture of wage-slavery and of an impending social catastrophe. The rich and the poor were to draw further and further apart till the crash came and the world would be rebuilt. Since then socialism has appeared and reappeared in altering forms, written out with a hundred variations. It is presented as the “socializing” of all the nation into one productive machine, or as uniting the people in socialized municipalities, or joining them up into huge socialized industries, each a unit (syndicalism). It is presented as coming by catastrophe, by revolution, or by a single stroke of transformation (the government swallowing all the industries at once), or as coming so gradually that nobody need be afraid of it.

The most familiar picture of socialism shows a nation all organized into a disciplined army of workers, assigned to different trades and moved in and out according as to whether more of one thing or more of another is wanted. If the workers don’t like any one kind of job, such as coal-mining, then the hours are shortened and wages increased, till the whole thing fits like a simultaneous equation in algebra. The direction of what to do and when and how to do it, is left to a board of elected officials, generally pictured as wise old men, if need be with flowing beards.

The delusion that beards flow and that old men are wise dies hard. But the notion will intrude itself that some of the wise old men might be clean-shaven and crooked, and give the soft jobs and the high pay to their own crowd. For there at once the difficult question arises — How are wages regulated? Do all people get the same? Or do some people get more if they are more skilled or more industrious? It’s no use to say that under socialism people don’t use money. A “charge account” or a “book credit” or a “labour-hour-certificate” is the same thing. If all the pay is the same, then socialism only sets up a loafer’s paradise. The socialist harvester would doze beside a hedge, the socialist factory hand would feel a little tired and sleep until eleven. Even the benevolent old men would quit the office and go and play bridge in the club, if there was one.

The truth is, we are not so constituted as to work like that. Voluntary effort may last for a spurt of enthusiasm, may rise to heroic strength in emergency or danger or war, but as the day-to-day support of the world’s work it would break like a reed.

But worse still would be to make everybody work ... to have underneath the wise old men a set of inspectors and time checkers ... there’s no end to it. That’s back again to the galleys, to the slaves, to oriental despotism. The love of work is a glorious impulse, but there are sharp limits to it. People love to work on their own, for themselves and those near them; there is a “magic of property,” of having something to call your own. No community-share in a public park can have the meaning of one square rod of a backyard garden, all your own. To say that inventors and scientists and thinkers work for work’s sake is to be mixed as to what work is. They are not working; they are playing. So is a millionaire financier who never takes a holiday. He never needs one. It’s all holiday to him.

It is proper, however, to pay to the idea of socialism, not to the practice of it, the tribute which fittingly belongs to it. There can be no doubt of the underlying inspiration which explains its appeal to younger minds, to people entering upon life and cherishing high ideals. The notion of all people working together in cheerful comradeship sounds vastly better, after all, than the stingy maxim, “every man for himself.” The only difficulty with socialism, as said above, is that it doesn’t yet work; it is too good; if the day ever comes when we are good enough for such a system, then we shall need no system at all.

 

The difficulty has been that the world, especially the English-speaking world of Britain and America, too quickly accepted democracy, liberty and equality, as a closed chapter of history, a permanent advance from which no retrogression need be feared. We did not realize that for these great things there is a price to be paid, a constant vigilance which is the price of liberty and, for democracy, the constant presence of the inspiration which first inspired it. Without vigilance liberty is suppressed. Without inspiration democracy is just a form, an empty and deserted house for thieves to meet in.

 

B. Jarrett, Mediæval Socialism. N.D.

Capital. 1867. (Both English translations. Allen & Unwin.)

C. E. M. Joad, Modern Political Theory. 1924.

Edward Bellamy, Looking Backward.


NATIONAL LIBERTY AND UNITY
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LET US EXAMINE the difficulties that have impeded the progress of humanity in achieving the blessings of liberty that seemed so definitely on the way a hundred years ago. Liberty, as we have seen, when it broke on the modern world was both for the nation and the individual. Each became an inspiration. The right of every nation to govern itself is the broad basis of the Declaration of Independence. Revolutionary France offered its help to all nations struggling to be free. The call echoed over Europe. It awoke the nationalism that was to be the main impetus of European public life in the nineteenth century. It turned against the French themselves. Nations, not kings, cast down Napoleon. Germany had its war of Liberation. Italy awoke the sympathy of all the world in its effort towards national unity and liberty (1848-1871). Hungary revived its national consciousness and retaught itself its own language.

The circumstances of the era fortunately allowed this movement to proceed in large masses over large areas. Nationalism was not yet broken up by separatism and particularism, or at least the movement was towards union not partition, as it was later. Thus does a shifting ice-pack, moving with the varying wind, now join and now disintegrate. Hence no close inquiry seems necessary as to what a “nation” is. Yet evidently the idea is not a simple one. A “nation” in this political sense of union need not be all of one descent, as witness France or Britain; nor of one language, as witness Switzerland; nor one religion, as witness almost any country; nor must its territory be contiguous, as witness the Isles of Greece.

The real bond of union, the underlying bedrock on which the structure of a nation rests, is the willingness to unite, the unity of heart that takes the opportunity that is given. We can see it now as it could not be seen before, now when stress is laid not on unity but on differences, on the separate rights, and the particular privileges that are to safeguard minorities. National union in Europe has been shipwrecked on the rock of minority rights. Nor can any scheme of proportional representation avail, any more than a bandage can heal a broken limb that will not join itself.

 

E. R. Turner, Europe, 1789-1910. 1920.


THE UNITED STATES UNITED
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HERE AMERICA, MEANING the United States, was happy. There was no disrupting minority. In the great formative days, let us say the sixty years, 1820-1880, the immigration from Europe was poured into the mould that the old colonial establishment had set and which independence had hardened. But those who came asked no better than to be Americans; and those who welcomed them asked no better than to have them so. Here was no question of special privilege of creed or race or language. Set in the mind of each newcomer was the “idea” of a republic, of a land of freedom where he would find, and help to extend, opportunity and equality. Thus was made a nation — without kindred of descent, or common language of the past, or common history. It was made by good will, the only force in the long run that makes anything politically.

In some happy day the present shadow will be withdrawn from the face of Europe. How it shall then manage to remake its nationalities into concordant states, seems more than the wisest of us can foresee. It may well be that in various European areas, otherwise united into one state, special provisions may be needed in regard to schools, to language used in the courts, etc. Such separatism as that implies can co-exist with perfect friendliness and content. This has long since been in Switzerland and in Canada. But no union can exist without the will and the spirit. Special rights and minority privileges that are the outcome of mutual distrust and ill-smothered animosity are pregnant with disaster. They make a house that is divided against itself and must fall. At the best they are a temporary structure, a trestle across a chasm waiting till time shall fill in something more enduring.

Thus does national unity appear to us much more difficult and complicated than it did to our grandfathers. Thus have the once triumphant notes of the song of national freedom that cheered its march grown harsh with discord. This does not deny its existence or its value. It only means that the road is longer than the world thought, the march more arduous.

 

A. De Tocqueville, Democracy in America.

James Bryce, The American Commonwealth. 1888.


INDIVIDUAL LIBERTY AND MASS INDUSTRY
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THE SAME IS true of all that goes with individual liberty, with economic freedom, with equality and democracy. The goal is still the same but we have yet to reach it; nor must we be turned from the path because it is steeper than we thought. Take, for example, the very virtue and value of the elective principle itself. When the first fire of consecration to democracy began to burn low, it appeared that, in and of themselves, elections couldn’t make democracy, for democracy is a spirit. It appeared that free voters could be bribed, cajoled, bamboozled, that the people’s representatives could be crooked, and that the people themselves could be stampeded into sudden anger, misled into cruel injustice or victimized by their own ignorance. This last consideration merits attention. Modern social structure on its mechanical side (power projects and public utilities) is too technical for common comprehension. Nothing can avail but the selection of honest and able men by honest voters; which puts democracy back to where it started — inspiration or nothing.

Similar difficulties surround the problem of free thought and free speech in an altered world. There was an old Roman saying, “A word is no sooner spoken than it is gone never to be recalled.” They meant it to contrast with written words, which remain. But in our time it takes on a new meaning. A thing once said over the radio, or carried by the world-wide press, moves so fast, and so far that it never can be absolutely contradicted. The taint of an evil accusation still remains, nor can any penalty imposed afterwards altogether remove it. Hence all laws about libel and censorship and such things have to be reconsidered in this new light. In early days if a man was called a horse-thief and triumphantly proved in a court of law that he wasn’t, that settled it. He came out, as they used to say, “without a stain on his character,” in fact, something of a hero. But very different now. Call a man a public thief over the radio and away it goes like the Roman word. Most people never hear the contradiction, or merely say, “It was denied,” which is our up-to-date way of saying that perhaps a thing is true and perhaps not. Hence the case for censorship must be argued on new grounds. Freedom of thought and freedom of speech can be turned against liberty instead of enlisted in its service. Wealth in control of utterance can shout poverty down.

It almost seems as if the snakes of evil were only cast out in one direction to crawl in from another. Man’s fight against untruth never ends. Even if freedom of thought and liberty of belief are fully granted, they may be attacked again by the newer method, not of trying to compel people to believe, but of cheating them into believing. This is called propaganda, and is largely a name for old lies back in new forms. There is the same new difficulty, the economic liberty and the free competition — and the world that was to run itself once Adam Smith had set it spinning. There was so much on which its earlier prophets had not calculated, so much that they could not possibly foresee. There was, unseen, the question of the right of “property” and especially of property in land. Our great-grandfathers gave it little thought. In America, especially, land was so boundless that no one cared whether George Washington owned a hundred and fifty acres or a hundred and fifty thousand. There was plenty anyway. Similarly, the inheritance and the bequest of property seemed as natural as death itself. He who went away gave his goods to those he left behind. To many pious and well-to-do people such ideas about ownership and property and the sanctity of the owner’s dying wish, seemed part of the structure of social life, beyond man’s right to alter.

This notion of the sanctity of property clung especially to property in land. The idea existed in Britain and America. In Great Britain it worked increasing hardship — the enclosures, the dispossession of the Highland crofters, the Irish evictions. In America, as said, for a long time it made little difference since land was plenty. But circumstances presently showed it otherwise. There came a day when all the free land was gone. The landless man had lost his natural right to the soil. There came a day when the growth of great cities raised the selling value of land to ten or even a hundred times its earlier price; and this, very often, without effort or risk for its owner, who grew rich by doing nothing. The fierce light thrown upon such gains by Henry George in his book Progress and Poverty (1879) has altered our whole conception of the extent of the right of property in land.

We now see that ownership of land must be limited by a certain responsibility about its use. The owner can no longer “do what he wants with his own.” That depends on what he wants to do. If he means to leave his land idle and undeveloped, then the government may expropriate it for other uses. Nor has he the right to expect to get for himself the full increase in value that may come to his property because other people develop property near it. Some of this increase may reasonably be taken away by taxes.

In the same way a hundred years ago the rent of a house seemed a matter of an open bargain between landlord and tenant. Now we recognize that rents may be driven up by a sudden shortage of house room, beyond what is evidently fair and reasonable. In such cases government may well step in and dictate fair rents, as is being done at the time of this writing in various military centres in Canada. In other words, there is no liberty in a forced market and no justice in forced and accidental gain. Liberty still remains within the framework of the golden rule that no one’s liberty must be maintained at the expense of others. But there is a long distance, indeed an open gulf, between this regulation of property in a free state and its obliteration by a despotism.

A similar inference runs through and must run through our whole industrial structure. The particular cases of its application are beyond the scope of the present discussion. Whether this or that particular “new deal” is justifiable is a matter of the special applications of a principle, not of the principle itself. In our day “free competition” cannot possibly mean what it meant in the days of John Stuart Mill. Mass industry has brought with it opportunities for sheer mass to crush out competition by its dead weight and on its wreck to raise up iniquity. “Unfair competition,” as recognized and applied by the courts of the United States, covers a multitude of cases of which Adam Smith in his whole twelve years could never dream, which even Mill could only have seen in a sort of nightmare.

Similarly, “monopoly” plays no particular part in Adam Smith’s book. Even with Mill monopoly is only the odd case and a monopoly price a thing to be explained and done with as a sort of curiosity. Mill speaks, for example, of the price of a “musical box” in the wilds of Lake Superior. This contrivance, a remote ancestor of the gramophone, was wound up to tinkle little tunes, and presumably a lonely trapper of the North might give anything he had for it, irrespective of what it cost the maker. Mill notices it and passes on. But if he had lived to discuss fifty years later the price of a gramophone in Winnipeg, that would have been different. What with the overhead costs, with joint production, with the fluttering clouds of advertising cost and the bed rock of initial investment, Mill would be greatly put to it to find what his own cherished “cost of production” really was. This thread-guide through his labyrinth would have suddenly branched into a dozen filaments running back into the maze.

But here again, however complicated the circumstances may be, the general idea of liberty under a free government is plain enough. We may have to alter the rules of the game itself. We may force fair trade practices and decent wages through our freely elected Congresses and legislatures and parliaments as in the Fair Labour Standards Act, the Wagner Act, and the Social Security Act, and in the statutes now enforcing fair rents in certain areas of Great Britain. But the individual is still free to pursue his own interests when they are in harmony with the interests of the rest of society.

 

But yet after all, and with it all, and when all is said about the unforeseen tendencies of democracy, the imperfections of liberty and the shortcomings of popular government left no pause in which to realize how great has been the achievement of liberty and democracy in the last century and a half of history.

We may take first the spread of public education, free or almost so, as perhaps the greatest achievement of modern democracy. In the illiterate, civilized world of two centuries ago — most of it was illiterate — the mass of the people were imprisoned in their own ignorance. To-day, where democracy rules, practically all can read and write, have easy access to books, and enter the enchanted garden of thought and fancy that lies within their pages.

In the English-speaking world Scotland led the way in the public education of its people. Even before the Reformation a Scottish statute (James IV., 1494) required all freeholders of substance to send their heirs to school until they had “perfect Latin.” School teachers can estimate how long our boys of to-day would remain at school on these terms. The Reformation carried the written word to the Scottish people. The Church Assembly enjoined the teaching of the “first rudiments” in every parish. An Act of (the Scottish) Parliament (1696) carried this provision into general effect.

Even before this the Puritan colony of Massachusetts had given the English-speaking world a lead with its first compulsory education laws of 1642 and 1648. The system of free, compulsory education spread throughout the United States. The migrating Loyalists carried it to British North America. The “little red school house” took its place among the great, formative institutions of this continent. The latest statistics available show over 20,000,000 children in the public schools of the United States, over 2,000,000 in those of Canada. The chorus of their uplifted voices comes to us in the pauses of our noise and conflict, as an undertone of our civilization.

In England public elementary education was slower in coming. A hundred years ago a large part of the population was still illiterate. We are told on good authority that at the time of the accession of Queen Victoria inertia and class prejudice had long delayed action. The claims of the Established Church blocked the way. Not until the School Act of 1870 was there a general public education carried on by the state. Ample amends have been made. The elementary school population in England stood, before the outbreak of the war, at over 5,000,000.

Nor has the democratic free school limited itself to supplying the “first rudiments.” With the care of the mind has gone that of the body, with health clinics and dental clinics; the promotion of recreation; the provision of free school books; in places the provision of school meals. Not all of these things everywhere; but some here and many there, and some day all of them everywhere. For surely here is the starting-point for a better organized world; the children first; what we do in the schools towards general welfare as a general charge, points the way, excites a quicker sympathy.

Public education has not stopped at the elementary school. It carries on to the state university and state schools of graduate education and research. The United States at the present time has an enrolment of over 6,000,000 students in secondary public schools. There are about 700,000 students attending state colleges and universities, matched by nearly as many in private (that is endowed) institutions. But the existence of the great endowed colleges side by side with state universities only represents a useful rivalry, each type able to do things that the other cannot do, and an incentive and opportunity for private wealth to supplement public generosity towards what is, quite rightly, an insatiable demand. The same situation holds in Canada, with state education (provincial universities) covering more of the field. In England the endowed colleges, ancient or recent, still lead, but state secondary schools (just before the war) had some 470,000 pupils as against the 400,000 in the so-called “public” schools not supported by the state. There were, in addition, over 1,300,000 in state vocational schools. In Scotland government secondary schools had 156,000 pupils as against 14,000 in the private schools.

With education has come the public library, democracy’s gift of books to its people. In England in the days just before printing, Duke Humphrey of Gloucester, famous as a patron of learning, had a library of some six hundred books — in his day a very treasure house. Given to Oxford, but broken up at the Reformation, Duke Humphrey’s library fills a page of history. But to-day in any American or Canadian town any boy or girl with access to the Free Library on Main Street holds treasures vastly greater. Nor let any one interrupt to say that to-day Duke Humphrey’s books would be “priceless.” They would; so would his bones. I am here counting books as living thought, not as vellum and dust.

Libraries began long before democracy with the cathedral and church libraries of Great Britain — at Canterbury under Augustine in Saxon times. With these were the old lawyers’ libraries (that of the Inner Temple, 1540) and those of the colleges of learned societies. The people’s libraries owed much to the Mechanics’ Institutes of the nineteenth century. A general Act of Parliament for the creation of public libraries was passed in 1850. In colonial America there were private libraries such as that of Cotton Mather in Boston. Benjamin Franklin planned the first subscription library (1731). The oldest real public library (paid for by the people’s taxes) was that of the town library of Salisbury, Connecticut, of 1803. But after the middle of the century public libraries increased and multiplied alongside of endowed libraries (the Astor, the Lenox, the Carnegie Libraries) open to the public. Statistics show 6000 public libraries now in the United States and a growing number in Canada.

 

Take next what is called “Housing,” an old word put to a new use to mean supplying decent houses for the industrial classes. One recalls, as already discussed, the aspect of the slums of a hundred years ago, or even those of to-day. The economic basis of the problem is simple enough. Pioneers on the land in a new country can own their own houses by making them. Industrial workers in cities can’t, or rather the great mass of them could not, till yesterday. The initial cost was greater than artisan savings could ever overcome. They must take what they could get, and pay for it in rent. Hence the emergence of landlords’ gain, and, still worse, of the unearned increment of rising ground value. Worst of all was the plight of the people without work, or with only casual work, who could buy food and fight starvation, but must take a chance on shelter. Families must crowd into one room. Those who could not sleep above ground must sleep in cellars. And even here, from the foulest bedroom, from the rottenest cellar, landlord’s gain must take its toll, ground values exhale from the filthiest slum an unearned increment of fortune, and wealth, often of the wealthiest, draw its luxuries from the misery of the poor. Strange that civilized humanity, for generations past, was too absorbed in needless hates and vain ambitions to have time to burn with indignation at such a sin.

“Housing” is a very simple idea. It means just this; the poorer people can’t build their own houses. Very good; we’ll build them for them, or if not the whole house, a part of it. Building under cost with the public purse to pay the difference, the public credit and large scale work to cut the cost itself, it’s just as simple as that.

Build a house — and here steps in humanitarianism, that warm human quality that dissolves the cold impossibilities of the economist. Build a house — then let every house have sunlight — yes, and a bath — right! and three bedrooms, one for father and mother, one for the boys and one for the girls — good — and a “living-room” — some other place than the kitchen to sit around in — yes, and a “hall” to enter by, don’t have them fall in off the street. Then as the neat little house rises to the mind’s eye, clean with stucco and half-timber, Tudor style — but better than Tudor ever saw — an angel whispers in the builder’s ear, “Wait a minute, what about a bit of a garden?” Set it back ten feet from the street — a little ten-foot garden all ablaze with flowers — have you any notion of the magic of it?

He who cannot enthuse over this is dead indeed. And we could have had it long ago, and can have it still. If we can pay in America and Britain 20 per cent., 30 per cent., 50 per cent, of our incomes to fight iniquity in arms, we could equally well spend it for human welfare in peace. But the odd fact is that we wouldn’t need to. It is a hard economic fact that to sweep clean the central slums in the heart of a city, and rebuild dwellings — not single houses, these, but model apartments in tiers with courtyards, enclosed, Spanish style, with the backs turned to the street and their faces to the enclosed sunlit gardens, where the children play — it is a fact, I say, that this would cost economically — what do you think? Nothing. All the labour and time expended would be less than the labour and time saved — in more efficient work and health. And financially it would cost — less than nothing; it would pay.

Public housing, as described, did not begin in Great Britain in earnest till after the Great War, with the Housing Act of 1919. Anything done before that was mainly by private and charitable enterprise, or in the Model Towns of public-spirited companies. The Act of 1919 called on the Local Authorities to plan and build working-class houses and rent them below cost, the central government making good the difference. Under the revised Act of 1923 the government paid a fixed sum (£6 per house per year) and the Local Authorities took the risk of a deficit. Provision was also made for condemning slum areas and demolishing slum houses at the government’s expense. Under these acts before the second World War broke out, 3,500,000 new houses were built in England and Wales, an addition of 45 per cent. to those existing. There were demolished 169,000 houses, and a population of 800,000 removed from slums to better homes.

Oddly enough it was perhaps a false start. The cost, national and local, of rehousing the people in towns was at the rate of £127 for each person rehoused. But much cheaper, much healthier it would be to “decentralize” them, factories and all, into the country with ample air and play room. The “housing” part of this would cost only about one-fifth of the town plan (£100 per person); the difference could go to moving the factories. The strange destiny is that the war and the German bombs are decentralizing factory life, and making a new beginning where peace failed.

The question of housing was, very naturally, later in coming to the United States than to Britain. Yet even in America the growth of seaports and industrial cities — as especially in New York in the period 1812-62 — had brought the problems of slum areas, crowded tenements and epidemic disease. Apart from sanitary measures, water supply, etc., and apart from private action, no general control of housing appears until the New York Tenement House Law of 1867. This was followed by similar legislation in the industrial states containing large cities (Pennsylvania, New Jersey, Illinois, etc.) regulating city house building, but mainly of a negative and preventive character, and not giving aid to the building of better houses.

After the Great War housing difficulties became acute both by shortage of houses and by lack of decent accommodation. This led to action by the Federal Government to supplement the operation of state tenement laws and of the many Housing Associations. The Public Works Housing Division carried out a programme of experimental house building with fifty-two trial projects in twenty-three states. The United States Housing Act of 1937 embodies the first national housing policy. It authorizes the loan of money to state enterprises, up to 90 per cent. of cost. By 1940-41, thirty-seven states were co-operating in this plan, and about 190,000 dwellings were provided for and loans made available up to about $770,000,000.

The present war brought more direct action. Housing became a defence measure. By 1941 about $290,000,000 had been made available for house-building by the Army, the Navy and the Federal Works Agency.

All this, of course, is just a beginning. The United States Government, once started, will move with giant steps and build with a giant’s hand. The old desire, prevalent in the fabulous forties, to “lick all creation,” is not yet dead.

 

But it is not possible to indicate, except with a bare mention, all the vast field of social benefit now covered by democratic government. In addition to the things cited there occur at once the parks and playgrounds, the public (municipal and other) concert halls. Notable is the whole apparatus of public sanitation and public health, as contrasted with the plague and pestilence of pre-democracy days, the jail fevers, the sweeping epidemics, the rotting graveyards where death itself bred death.

 

Much of course remains to do. We have not yet contrived to give to the people the “bread and work for all” that once seemed the boast of America. Our unstable industry staggers, breaks and falls. The sunshine and shadow of good times and bad sweep over the windswept landscape. Yet we have done enough to know that the rest is some day within our reach. Already, if we look rather at what has been done than at what is still to do, the gain is great. The merest glance at statistics shows us that in the last one hundred years the ordinary hours of labour have been cut by one-third, from twelve to eight per day. Wages, as reckoned in what money will buy, have more than doubled in this period. The wages of the skilled workers, the aristocracy of labour, have passed those enjoyed a hundred years ago as the salaries of the middle class.

This obvious view of the progress of free democracy we did not see in the broad sunshine of what seemed world peace. The defects of the foreground showed too clearly; the meaning of the wider view was lost. Now in the lurid light of threatened destruction we can judge better what was.

 

All this represents a wonderful record, an advance in social progress to which previous history has no parallel. But we must remember that no code or social legislation, no written law, can of itself guarantee true democracy and preserve liberty. The spring can rise no higher than its source. Democracy must continue to be fed from the altitude of the high ideals that founded it.

Here, then, is the summation of the matter. We had thought, the decent people in all countries, that government by the people under democracy, and with it equal liberty for all, were things definitely achieved. We were forgetting the long struggle and the heroic sacrifice that gave them to the world. Bygone tyrannies and cruelties were forgotten in the nearer perspective of lesser things. Hence came a kind of inertia — a little slumber, a little sleep, a little folding of the hands to sleep — and thereby a creeping paralysis that made us almost let freedom slip from our hands.

Now has come the awakening, and even with all its horror and dismay a new inspiration is born for freedom that will bring it back to the world. But we have learned now that it can never survive on form alone. There is no formula for self-government among bad men. For all things in the world the spirit comes first. Liberty can only serve and survive among people worthy of having it. The soul alone can animate the body.


Montreal: Seaport and City
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THE GREAT AUTHORITIES at first hand for the earlier history of French Canada and of Montreal are the narratives written by Jacques Cartier and by Samuel de Champlain. With these are the collection of reports, letters, and documents gathered by the Society of Jesus and known as the Jesuit Relations; and the History of Montreal, written by Dollier de Casson in 1672. Notable firsthand material about Montreal of the Old Regime (1721) is found in the La Nouvelle France of Father Charlevoix, published in 1744, and in the celebrated Travels (1749) in North America of Peter Kalm, the Swedish naturalist. By the time the Conquest is reached and the age of newspapers, journals, and government reports, firsthand documents became as numerous as Maisonneuve’s Iroquois.

But all writers are indebted, and none more than the present, to certain great sources of information, secondhand in the historic sense, but representing the labors of a lifetime and the search of libraries and repositories inaccessible to the public at large. Here the volumes of Francis Parkman, a marvelous blending of genius and accuracy, of picturesque charm and reliable fact, have never been excelled. Nor are they likely to be. Too many newer historians are afraid to be interesting for fear of being thought shallow, afraid of any attempt at humor and in any case unable to call it into their service, omit all mention of scenery and wind and weather as immaterial to history, and thus substitute for the moving, animated narrative of a Macaulay or a Parkman a dull, indigestible record of facts that defeats its own end and buries the past in oblivion. Conspicuous exceptions break the rule, but the trend is all too obvious.

Nor can anyone write of Montreal without paying tribute to the monumental work of Dr. W. P. Atherton, whose three volumes on Montreal, its history and its institutions, are beyond competition. Talleyrand once said of Jeremy Bentham’s works, “Pillaged by everybody, he is still rich.” So let it be with Dr. Atherton. We all acknowledge our debt only to leave it unpaid and borrow more. I have not attempted to include in this book any general bibliography of Montreal. I have only indicated in the notes certain firsthand authorities for corroboration of the text where the matter is curious or contentious.

But I have to acknowledge here in the composition of this book debts of a more intimate and personal kind. I have the honor to be a member, since its foundation, of the University Club of Montreal, whose club building occupies, as said in this book, the center of the site of Hochelaga. Several of my fellow members belong to old Montreal families, French and English, who have transmitted and treasured information, maps, papers, pictures, relics. These they have kindly placed at my disposal. I should wish to make honorable mention here of my friends Mr. Stanley Coristine, Mr. Arthur Terroux, and Col. Fred Gaudet, not if this meets their eye, but taking care that it shall meet their eye. I am also greatly indebted to my old friends Dr. John L. Todd and Mrs. Todd, the owners and occupants of Boisbriant, the beautiful estate at Senneville that was the fief and Seigneurie le Ber, as mentioned in the text.

I am greatly indebted, as I have been on many previous occasions, to my old friend Mr. Murray Gibbon of the Canadian Pacific Railway Company. Not only has he supplied me with material from his ample resources but also with advice and suggestion from his ample brain.

I am under a very special obligation for my chapter on McGill University to my friend and colleague of many years, Professor Thomas Matthews, registrar of the university, without whose help and guidance I should hardly have ventured on ground, fertile and familiar, but in its very fertility favoring the weeds of hidden error. It is only fair to say that if any of these errors still remain uneradicated the full credit must be given to Mr. Matthews. I am under a similar obligation to another old friend and former colleague of my own department, Professor John Culliton, who has very kindly checked over the economic material of this book, with a view to eliminating errors. Any left are his.

I have also received most valuable help in regard to the present medical curriculum of the college from my friend Dr. E. Kenneth Smith, one of the latest of its graduates on the roll of the faculty and certain, I am sure, to prove worthy of it. It is proper to add that in the preparation of this book I have from first to last been greatly aided by the continuous and courteous assistance of the highly trained staff of the Library of McGill University. In this connection it is proper also to express my appreciation of the research work in the library done for me by Mrs. H. T. Shaw.

 

Acknowledging all these debts, I feel also that I owe a good deal of this book to my own industry and effort.

McGill University         Stephen Leacock 1942


CHAPTER I. Hochelaga

Jacques Cartier’s Discovery of the St. Lawrence. The Empty Continent. The Norsemen. John Cabot’s Voyages. The Newfoundland Fisheries. Cartier’s Voyage of Reconnaissance (1534). Discovery of the St. Lawrence (1535). Cartier at Hochelaga. The Winter at Stadacona.
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MORE THAN A hundred years went by between the discoveries of Columbus and Cabot and the first permanent settlements of North America in Quebec, Virginia, and New England. Tropical America fell an easy prey to the arms, the enterprise, and the rapacity of Europe. The feeble natives of the Caribbean had no answer even to the clumsy firearms and the awkward ships of the sixteenth century; the half-civilized Aztecs and Peruvians little better. Force opened the way; gain and the lure of adventure furnished the motive, religious zeal the cloak of justification. None who went to America meant to stay there.

With North America it was different. For centuries after the discovery of the North American coast nature jealously guarded the access to the vast resources of the interior. On the north a great barrier of ice blocked all approach. The Elizabethan explorers, interested not in America but in what might lie behind it, strove against this barrier in vain. On the south, along the Gulf of Mexico, the tropical heat, the fevers of coastal swamps, the tangled delta, and the shifting channels of the Mississippi long held all intruders at bay. The western side of North America remained thus utterly unknown and beyond reach. The passage around the bottom of South America, achieved by Magellan and by Drake, was impossibly far and impossibly dangerous. Even after Núñez Balboa had seen the unlimited Pacific, during his famous silence on his peak of Darien, the route over the jungles and mountains of Panama was barely more than a war trail for buccaneers and plunderers, too arduous for the path of peace.

Only on one side was the coast of the continent of easy access. The incomparable series of inlets, bays, and river mouths which indent the Atlantic coast from the Bay of Fundy to the sands of Carolina offer everywhere easy landings and ample shelter. But it was only the coastal margin which was thus accessible. The mountain rock and forest of the Adirondacks and the Appalachians still blocked the interior. In a few places access might be effected by the valleys of the rivers. But only in one place was there a wide-open break in this barred coast. Right in its center the sheltered waters round what is now New York led into the broad placid stream of the Hudson that carried ships under sail 150 miles inland and showed them, when ship navigation ended, the open valley of the Mohawk, an easy pathway into inland America. For over a century the coastal voyages of explorers (Corte-Real, Verrazano, Gómez) passed this opening by. They too were looking for something else. The “stern and rockbound coast,” the forest torn by the wind, the lurking savages meant nothing to men whose eyes expected at each new cape and corner to see the crowded seaports and the sunlit cities of the Orient, and whose ears ever listened for the bells in the pagodas of Cathay.

 

It is a humiliating thought for us to realize that these early discoverers saw North America and didn’t want it. A few attempts on it were made. Ponce de León, searching, as old men ever do, for the Fountain of Youth, looked for it, as old men still do, in Florida. De Soto and others, looking for gold and the “Seven Cities of Cibola,” struggled as far as the Mississippi. Raleigh even attempted a real settlement. Henry Hudson, after sailing his ship against the ice of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya, with the same pagoda bells in his ears, turned right about westward and left his name forever on the great fresh-water river and the great salt sea which he discovered. Of the two the great sea seemed at the time vastly the more important. Then came the Pilgrims looking for the wilderness and finding it.

Thus slept North America. It was indeed an empty continent; empty and silent. Except perhaps on the British Columbian coast its aborigines were so few that all was solitude. Here and there a few thousand Indians might cluster, as in the wigwam lodges of the Hurons below the Georgian Bay, or the Onondagas beside Oneida Lake, or the group which Jacques Cartier was to find at Hochelaga. But such open spots were rare in the unbroken forest which then covered all eastern Canada, New England, and the shores of the Great Lakes. A voyager making his way along the rivers that pierced the forest or along the streams where the forest trees met over his head, might pass days and days — indeed expected to do so — without sight or sound or evidence of human life. Our Canadian west was one vast solitude over which passed at intervals great droves of buffalo, attacked by nomad savages, without as yet the European horses that later gave them mastery. Nearly four hundred years after Columbus the famous English soldier and writer, Captain Butler, could still speak of the inconceivable solitude of the West. “You may travel,” he wrote, “five hundred miles in a straight line without meeting a human being.” Thus slept America; thus waited the best of it for man’s use — the riches of the Ohio valley, the alluvial soil of the prairies, the garden valleys of British Columbia; its very uses slept with it, still unusable. What were rock oil and hard coal to people who traded in little shipfuls of spices, sandalwood, and nutmeg, thinking pepper priceless? Today the kitchen holds unheeded all their little treasures. Even gold: all the gold and silver of Mexico and South America was as nothing beside what was hidden in the fastnesses of the silent continent. All that came to Europe in a hundred years of the days of Cortez and Pizarro was nowhere beside what later came from California in twenty years and out of Canada in the last ten.

It is necessary to lay stress on this unused aspect of our continent, and especially of Canada. It has served to turn the course of our history aside, false values blocking the true direction. We cannot understand the history of Montreal without it. This failure to appreciate the latent wealth of the North is not a mere curious relation of the romance of the past, of the irony of history. It counts now. It explains the common failure to understand that Canada is today still relatively empty — 12,000,000 people instead of ten times as many. The material changes of machine civilization (we dare no longer call it progress) have shifted all physical values. What now is a little pot of pepper, or even a rajah’s emerald, as beside water power, minerals, coal, rock oil? Man now can live sheltered from the cold, serving iced drinks where Indians froze. Civilization moves north, steadily as a star drifts across the sky. Unless we take full account of these broad features, this shifting frame of human history, we cannot estimate the oncoming future of North America.

All this we have said of the Hudson River access to the continent. But above the Bay of Fundy a greater and easier one, the entry of the St. Lawrence, lay concealed, to be revealed for one brief moment by Jacques Cartier in 1535, lost then for sixty-eight years till Samuel de Champlain rediscovered it forever. If it were not for the northern ice, this entry indeed to the very heart of the continent would surpass all others to an incomparable degree. It leads by water, so to speak, to everywhere. But the “if” is large enough to blot out all the rest of the clause. Indeed in past history, in sailing-ship days, this factor governed all. We do not realize how few people ever came that way before the steamship revolutionized it after 1809. A hundred years after Cartier there were only sixty-five French people in Quebec and none (over the winter) in Montreal. At the close of the seventeenth century New France had only about 12,000 French inhabitants. The population of the British Atlantic seaboard was nearly a quarter of a million. The chief glory of the St. Lawrence was as yet in what it was going to be rather than what it was. It still is.

Cartier’s discovery came about thus. The northeastern coast of North America had long been dimly known to Europe — known and disregarded. The Norsemen had been established in Greenland for over four hundred years. As a result their ships were at times driven by bad weather, or tempted by good weather, along the shores of the mainland of America. Here they found a coast of rock and slate that they called Hulluland and a seaside forest land that they named Markland. They even went south to the warm temperature of a fertile district called Vinland, all of which places are now a puzzle to the historian. But the Norsemen had enough of them. As soon as random voyages led to an attempt at real settlement in Vinland (Thorfinn Karlsefni, A.D. 1007), the Norsemen came in contact with the American savages, the treacherous ambush, the war by night and cruelty by day that were to be the curse of North America. These tangled woods, these stealthy, whispering waters became, in old classical sense, a “horror” to the Norsemen. They drove their ships back again, back to the bright emptiness of Greenland, its green meadows and its glistening ice, all adrip in the sunshine — God’s country, brave and open, where men were men. They never came to Vinland again, except in short voyages to snatch away timber. They knew quite enough about North America. They too didn’t want it.

Neither did John Cabot, who did not live to know that he had been there. He came back to his parsimonious patron, Henry VII, with brave talk of the “new Isle” that he had discovered. He reported that he had reached the country of the Great Khan; that it was seven hundred leagues beyond Ireland. He offered to go again and sail farther south to reach Cipango, which was nearer the equator, and to bring back spices. This first voyage of Cabot and his sons had been, like the later journeys of the Pickwick Club, conducted “upon their own proper costs and charges.” But the King now, evidently deeply moved, gave Cabot £10 for having “found the new Isle.” He commissioned him at once to make a new voyage by this happy route to Cipango for spices, with a promise of £20 a year for life and of a fleet of ten ships and three hundred sailors for 1498.

There was great excitement in Cabot’s home town of Bristol from which he had sailed over this new route. We read how the sailors followed him around. Sailors and merchants foresaw a great trade in spices between Bristol and Cipango. But we know now, thanks to painstaking scholarship, where Cabot had been on his famous first voyage. Sailing from Bristol May 2, 1497, he had landed, fifty-two days out, on Cape Breton Island, claimed it and named it Cape Discovery, sailed north, saw and named Cape Ray on Newfoundland, the near-by islands of St. Pierre and Miquelon (rediscovered by the world in 1942), passed the bold headland of Cape Race (he called it England’s Cape), and thence home to drop anchor in Bristol on August 6, 1497, with Asia in his pocket.

Such was Cabot’s first voyage. Like so many American voyages of discovery, from Columbus’ first error onward, it was utterly futile in its intended purpose, immeasurable in its unplanned results. For Cipango take the Grand Banks; from their codfish trace Cartier, and from Cartier the St. Lawrence, Montreal, and the vision of the future. Meantime preparations went forward for the second Cipango voyage. The King was as good as his word, or as nearly good as kings then were. Cabot got two ships and three hundred men with letters patent (February 3, 1498) wide enough to reach Asia. A few small trading vessels joined fortunes with him. He set out in May 1498 on a voyage in defiance of geography, dreary with cold and hardship, broken with mutiny, and utterly fruitless. Cabot pushed up the east coast of Greenland till the sheer futility of it led him to the west coast, thence across the Straits to Baffin land (latitude 66° north), then south past Newfoundland, and then along the everlasting coast of forest and rock and empty sand, looking for what was not there. Somewhere off the coast of Maryland (latitude 38°), with stores low and hope dead, Cabot turned for England. He reached Bristol late that autumn to die — why not? — soon afterward. His son Sebastian had a later career, but as far as North America was concerned, the Cabots ended with 1498.

Not so the “new Isle.” Cabot’s sailors brought home to Bristol and from there to all western Europe the news of the marvelous codfisheries off the “new Isle.” Till then the English codfishing fleets went out, mostly from London and the east ports, but also from Bristol, to fish off the coast of Iceland. But the fishing was limited and restricted by the regulations of Danish sovereignty. These new fisheries, free and open, literally “beat all.” There is a famous letter in which an Italian diplomat wrote home: “Cabot’s sailors, practically all English and from Bristol . . . affirm that the sea is swarming with fish which can be taken with baskets let down with a stone.”

For once sailors’ tales of wonder held true. The North Atlantic Ocean, at the full depth of its sunken bed between America and Europe, is five miles deep. But all around the northeastern coast of North America from Cape Cod to Labrador there projects an outlying “continental shelf,” only “recently” submerged. Here are great “banks,” like Georges Bank east of Nantucket and the Grand Bank southeast of Newfoundland. The line that marks a depth of only six hundred feet runs all round this continental shelf. The area of the whole submarine plateau is computed at 500,000 square miles. There are great stretches on the Banks where the depth is only from 180 to 420 feet. Here, as a French writer has said, “the land is infinitely silent, but the sea harbors every form of life.” The temperature, the ocean bed with an infinity of small fish, and salt cold water combine to make an ideal environment (for a codfish). Here close to the surface, upheld by the salt of the icy water, float the infinite quantities of “plankton,” the microscopic life of ponds and seas. On this feed the larvae of the codfish. Later the fry descend to live on shell stuff, then come again up to live, voraciously, on everything afloat. A codfish is mature at three years, lives easily beyond five, weighs from three to four pounds inshore and about twenty-five to thirty-five on the Banks. They vary greatly. The record reaches over two hundred pounds, a six-foot length. Small varieties are mature at three years, large ones at five. A sizable cod when it spawns leaves 3,000,000 eggs a year floating among the plankton. Each egg only asks a chance to leave 3,000,000 more. Malthusian despondency is staggered at the prospect. But at least it makes our history easier to understand, our future easier to secure.

That is what Cabot’s sailors saw when they lifted in the cod in basketfuls. That was the news that sent all Brittany and Normandy to the Banks. Bretons, Normans, and Basques, even the Portuguese, came before the English themselves; the latter still clung with insular conservatism to their Iceland fishing. Later, after Cartier’s time, they came in a flock.

All through the fifteen hundreds the fishermen came in increasing numbers to the Newfoundland Banks. But they came and went like a flock of sea birds in unrecorded voyages in the summer season of the spawning of the codfish. They drove home with the strong west winds of the equinox in a voyage of about a month. Later sailing ships have run across in two weeks. History took but little count of the fishing fleet, though we read that Henry VIII once sent out ships of the new Royal Navy to shepherd them safely into the Channel. History was too busy with the new splendors of the monarchies of the Renaissance and with the Italian wars. Only today patient scholarship traces out the record from seaport entries.

The cartographers of the day gathered up the rough charts of the fishing pilots and made out of them the maps and globes that have been preserved. These show the coast and islands recognizable from the Bay of Fundy to Labrador. But the Gulf of St. Lawrence is marked as a huge inlet closed in on the west, beyond the Strait of Belle Isle, and marked the Great Bay. The fishing boats did not push far into the gulf since the fishing is less good as the water gets less salty.

There must have been much information handed round in the seaports about the strong currents that came down and much suspicion that the Great Bay led somewhere. After all, the ground was as familiar to them as Saint-Malo itself. Lescarbot, the later companion of Champlain, tells of knowing one old man who had made forty-two round trips (eighty-four voyages). We still retain some of the place names given by the fishermen before history began — the Cape of the Bretons, the Harbour of St. John.

 

This was the situation that led Francis I of France into North American exploration. Francis was one of the glittering kings of the new monarchy, as who should say, the “opposite number” of our Henry VIII and the Spanish Charles V. He threw himself eagerly into the glory of war and the invasion of Italy till his defeat at Pavia left him a prisoner with “all lost but honor.” Set free with his honor — by trading off Burgundy — he threw himself into the current of the Renaissance, a patron of the glory of Paris in art and letters. Then for a brief moment — a break in the clouds — into North American adventure, and then finally into the crowning glory of the persecution of the peasant heretics of Vaudois (the Waldenses). The brief American episodes of his reign were found in the voyage of Giovanni Verrazano, commissioned by King Francis before his Italian disaster, and by Jacques Cartier’s discovery of Canada.

Verrazano’s voyage and his later fate have left only a twilight record. He sailed across the Atlantic until he struck land, skirted northward, looking always for something better, landed here and there but nowhere north of the present New Hampshire, then up along the fishing coast to the frozen seas, then out and home. The voyage was fruitless, leaving nothing but the name New France, lost and found again, and needless as a French claim when Cartier’s voyages superseded it.

These voyages were another matter. Cartier was a pilot of Saint-Malo, a man in middle life, courageous and devout and of a vision that looked beyond sea fishery to the apostles’ higher calling. He had already made a voyage to South America, perhaps had been to the Banks. We do not know whether the King’s admiral, Chabot, heard of Cartier and summoned him or whether Cartier made proposals to the admiral. At all events he was given a royal commission for a voyage of discovery.

Cartier seemed to know well enough where he was going — straight through the Belle Isle Strait and on. The fact that after he passed the Strait he met, without surprise, “a tall ship out of Rochelle” shows how familiar already was the outer coast. He passed along the stern and forbidding north shore of the Gulf. He decided that this must be the land that God gave Cain. This was not a joke. It was, after the fashion of the day, a pious confirmation of the truth of Scripture. But Cartier’s attempt to get past Anticosti Island by the north channel, against wind and current, proved hopeless.

The art of “tacking,” sailing in zigzags against the wind, was unknown, or perhaps previously known and lost, in the Middle Ages. One recalls the contrary winds which held Richard II in Ireland and lost a throne. Tacking, even when introduced, for centuries made little progress. The clumsy, tubby ships, all superstructure and square-backed to the wind, were ill fitted for it. Even Lord Nelson’s ships of war could do little by way of beating up. The beautiful clipper ship, streamlined as we should say, the fore-and-aft rig of the deep-draught yacht, making almost four points into the wind, these triumphs of sail came only as the swan’s song of a vanishing epoch. Sail only came into its own when its own was over.

But Cartier at least knew, from the very obstacles encountered, that he had found a great river, a waterway to the interior. He sailed all round the Gulf, which he named with its river in honor of St. Lawrence. He noted the appealing misery of the harmless savages he saw, left them a great cross set up on Gaspé to hold them till he should come again. He noted in passing the fertility, the sanded shores, and the beautiful forests of our Prince Edward Island. Cartier mistook it for the mainland, but he knew at least that this was not part of the land given to Cain and would do for the King of France. The voyage was only a reconnaissance, but it promised much. As living witness Cartier carried back two Indians with him to France.

 

Cartier’s second voyage (1535-36) was the famous voyage from which dates the true discovery of the St. Lawrence, of the indefinite region called Canada, and the discovery of the Indian settlement of Hochelaga. From the commanding elevation of Mount Royal, Cartier was able to divine the course of the inland waters and to speculate on the wealth and wonder of the “Kingdom of Saguenay” which was supposed to lie beyond. All that Vasco da Gama found at Calicut Cartier thought he had found in this vast emptiness.

This great voyage of 1535-36, the discovery of Hochelaga, and the tragic winter at Stadacona that followed it have been so often narrated in full detail that it is needless here to attempt more than a summary.

King Francis gave to Cartier three ships — the Grand Ermine of one hundred and twenty tons, the Petite Ermine of sixty, and the Emérillon, called also in the English books the Merlin, or the Sparrow Hawk. The ship’s company were men of heart and courage as the sequel proved. It has been stated, and denied, that there were criminals among them. The practice of the time would have sanctioned this. For Cartier’s later and fruitless voyage his commission gave him the right to take sixty criminals from jail, and the commission to his associate and superior, Sieur de Roberval, allowed him to open the jails and help himself. But if the men who stood by Cartier in the tragic winter that was to come at Stadacona were criminals, then we need more of them in Canada. It is disputed also — scholars will be scholars — whether Cartier carried priests with him. Probably not; that roll of honor begins later.

Till its close in the tragic winter just mentioned this same voyage of Cartier that discovered Hochelaga was like the voyage of a dream — easy and successful beyond belief. It is true that the passage out (May 19, 1535, Saint-Malo — Belle Isle, July 26) was prolonged and tempestuous and that much time was wasted in fruitless detours around Anticosti. But the ships sailed up the St. Lawrence to the mouth of the Saguenay on September 1, and from then on all was wonder. Here was the Saguenay itself, a river of profound depth issuing from between tall mountains of almost bare rock. There were great fish about its mouth, “which no man,” said Cartier, “had ever seen before or heard of.” Indian canoes danced in the foam. The Indians came aboard; they spoke in their own tongue to Cartier’s Indians brought back with him from France. The Indians explained to Cartier where he was — namely, that this river of Saguenay led to the “Kingdom of Saguenay,” a fabulous land of wealth and wonder of which Cartier was to hear more and more. Straight up the main river was the “land and province of Canada,” and beyond that, some distance inland, was Hochelaga.

Here enters into the world’s record the word Canada, ever since unexplained. In the Huron-Iroquois language Canada means a settlement of lodges. Later on Cartier, or one of his associates, made out a vocabulary which said, “They call a town (une ville) Canada.” But somehow the word seemed to mean either a town or the whole region; just like the double usage in England by which a man living in a town takes an occasional run up to town (London). Such fanciful derivations as Aca-nada, “nothing there,” are merely history’s earliest jokes on our unappreciated country, like Cartier’s “land of Cain” and Voltaire’s “acres of snow.”

 

With a fair wind Cartier’s ships moved up the river west, in an enchanted autumn scene of forests hung with grapevines, of islands all cluttered with hazelnuts (Isle aux Coudres), and one so heavy with its grapes that they named it after Bacchus. Later royal geographers made it the Island of Orleans.

Cartier anchored in the north channel off this pleasant island. And here there came to them the Indian Chief Donnacona, the “Lord of Canada,” with twelve canoes of his people, with every demonstration of welcome and of friendship. The welcome doubled when it turned out that this was the very home of Cartier’s two Indian guides and when they told of the wonder of France and the kindness there received. Astonishment and delight knew no bounds.

Cartier moved his ships up from the island to what was later called the Basin of Quebec, where the St. Lawrence narrows to the smallest width of its course. Here was the high promontory of Cape Diamond, the incoming stream of the St. Charles, in the background the blue Laurentian hills, and all around the colors of the Canadian autumn. Here Cartier laid up his two larger ships to winter in what he called the Ste. Croix River, now the St. Charles. There followed Indian receptions, dances, and, above all, the long harangues that followed the feasts, tedious, says a Canadian historian, “in the Huron-Iroquois language,” and adds as an afterthought, “or in any other.” We realize with something like awe that we see here the origins of the lunch-club talks of the United States and Canada, now spreading around the world, the Indian’s vengeance on his conquerors.

The Indians tried to dissuade Cartier from going farther up the river. There were spirits, angry gods, they said, at Hochelaga. But on these Cartier took his chance. Taking his Emérillon and two ships’ boats, he embarked on another wonderland journey of thirteen days from Stadacona to Hochelaga in the full glory of autumn. Here, in his mid-journey, the St. Lawrence expands into Lake St. Peter, a stretch of twenty miles. Above it the water was low. Cartier left his Emérillon and went forward with his boats only. At last in the dusk of an October evening the boats were halted by the swift St. Marys current where an island (St. Helens) partly closes the river. Here he came to land. He had arrived. He was now, though he didn’t know it, inside the present limits of the city of Montreal. But he knew that he was somewhere, for a great concourse of Indians, more than a thousand, he said, came flocking joyously to the shore.

The scenes that followed, Cartier’s reception by the Indians, the night of bonfires and singing, the presents given and received, the visit next day to the great stockaded fort of Hochelaga, the bringing of the sick and the infirm for Cartier’s touch, the reading of the Gospel of St. John to the Indians, reverent as in God’s presence, the ascent of the mountain and the vision from its summit as of a kingdom to come — these are embalmed pages of Canadian history. They are almost sacred in the atmosphere they breathe of piety and mutual faith. No picture in all North American history is more inspiring. At least Montreal began well.

The pages of Cartier’s narrative have here been so often quoted that they are part of our history. But no account of the discovery of Hochelaga is complete without at least a citation of certain passages in regard to the great stockade itself and the scene enacted within its precincts.

There are some fifty houses in this village, each about fifty or more paces in length and twelve or fifteen in width, built completely of wood and covered in and boarded up with large pieces of the bark and rind of trees, as broad as a table, which are well and cunningly lashed after their manner. And inside these houses are many rooms and chambers, and in the middle is a large space without a floor, where they light their fire and live together in common. Afterward the men retire to the above-mentioned quarters with their wives and children. And furthermore there are lofts in the upper part of their houses, where they store the corn of which they make their bread.

Our captain, seeing the misery and devotion of this poor people, recited the Gospel of St. John, that is to say, In the beginning was the word, touching everyone that was diseased, praying to God that it would please Him to open the hearts of the poor people and to make them know His Holy Word and that they might receive baptism and Christendom. That done, he took a service book in his hand and with a loud voice read all the passion of Christ, word by word, that all the standers-by might hear him. All which while this poor people kept silence and were marvelously attentive, looking up to heaven and imitating us in gestures.

Early on the morning after their arrival, on a bright October day, Cartier and his companions were led by the Indians up the slope from the river to Hochelaga at the foot of the mountain. The distance through the woods — from the foot of the new Harbour Bridge to the University Club on Mansfield Street, which was (and perhaps is) the central hearth of Hochelaga — was about two miles. But the way was lengthened and enlivened by a pause to light a fire and make speeches.

They came thus to the famous stockade itself, described with a perplexity of detail that is the despair of the historian in histories and school books.

Yet there is a certain mystery about Carrier’s Hochelaga which history has all too little investigated. There is no doubt that such a place as Hochelaga existed. The various remains that have been excavated from under the soil indicate that its site was somewhere near the Hochelaga Memorial Stone set up in 1925 at the foot of the grounds of McGill University. The writer of this book had the honor of making over this stone the speech of dedication. He spoke in glowing terms of the vanished Hochelaga. He pictured its fifty great wooden lodges, each a hundred and fifty feet long, the vast stockade thirty feet high that enclosed it, its galleries, its ladders, and the huge open square among its lodges in which uncounted thousands of Indians listened to Jacques Cartier read from the Gospel of St. John.

But he had at the time grave doubts, such as many others must have entertained, whether Hochelaga could have really been a place of the huge dimensions indicated and yet have left so little trace; whether Jacques Cartier could have enacted a scene of such intense devotion and interest and yet, on his subsequent journey past Montreal inland to the Grand Sault, have gone past Hochelaga without a visit, without a word, without a thought, apparently, as to how his Indians were making out with St. John.

Equally amazing seems the silence of Champlain in 1603. The history books all tell us that when Champlain came Hochelaga had vanished. But Champlain doesn’t tell us this. He never mentions the place.

The extraordinary prestige of Cartier’s discovery of the river and of the wonderful site of the island with the Royal Mountain, the peculiar reverence that attaches to his having thus first brought Christianity to the savages throw a sort of veil of sanctity over the whole episode. Doubt seems to savor of irreverence. Yet it is worth while, perhaps, to look into the facts indicated by the meager and uncertain record and to try to distinguish what is undoubted truth from what is error, or even, to some extent, deception.

We may accept the general conclusion that Hochelaga was somewhere near the spot indicated by the stone. Other localities have been assigned to it. Half a century ago the late Dr. S. Dawson, an eminent scholar and a high authority, placed Hochelaga beside the Windsor Hotel, at that time Montreal’s latest pride and more interested, perhaps, in the sheltering Hochelaga than since the royal visit of 1939. A French-Canadian scholar, also, once gave grounds for placing Hochelaga out near Ahuntsic on the other side of the mountain. But the strongest evidence indicates it as beside, indeed as in the curve of, the little Burnside Brook that once ran down from the sunken hollow in the McGill grounds. The University Club on Mansfield Street represents, as it were, the central hearth of Hochelaga.

But when we turn from the question of the site to the question of size that is quite another matter. The existence of Hochelaga, as a huge fortified stockade with vast wooden houses, rests on one document, the narrative of Cartier’s voyage of 1535 (Relation Originale). Cartier’s narrative was not printed in French for a long time; nor was his own handwritten copy ever found. But various manuscript copies were made of Cartier’s manuscript and of his similar story of his first voyage in 1534, in which he found and named the river St. Lawrence but couldn’t get up it (Bref Recit). An Italian collector of travels (Gian Battista Ramusio) had a translation of the narratives made into Italian and published in a collection (Naviazioni e Viaggi) in 1556. McGill University has in its library one of the few extant copies of this book. In it appears the famous picture of Hochelaga as a huge round wooden erection that has been in every schoolbook ever since and remains one of the crossword puzzles of history. It was evidently the product of an Italian illustrator utterly ignorant of the reality and working in a frenzy of either imagination or despair. He has his busy Indians working away with saws on board lumber. His Hochelaga is big enough to reach from the mountain to the river.

But this translated account of Cartier was all that the world had. The famous Elizabethan collector, Richard Hakluyt, had the voyages retranslated from the Italian into English and took over the picture along with them. Hakluyt also got somewhere, not from Ramusio, a part of the narrative of Cartier’s next voyage, that of 1541, in which he gives Hochelaga the go-by. Later on a French edition of the two voyages was printed from another manuscript (1598) and, much later, manuscripts, but not in Cartier’s hand, were found in the French National Library for both the Bref Recit and the Relation Originale.

The reader must reconstruct for himself the nature of the stockade that is thus described. No two authorities agree about it, and Ramusio’s picture, as Dr. W. D. Lighthall has abundantly shown in his Hochelaga monograph of 1932, is not so much a help as a hindrance. If we accept it on its face value it must have taken a powerful quantity of logs and a terrific amount of cutting. The trees available would have been elm and oak, hardwood, with perhaps soft maple, though soft maple doesn’t run enough to length. There was no spruce, pine, or tamarack. But even at that the stone tomahawk of the Indians was an instrument of argument, not of carpentering.

Champlain saw later a few Indian axes beaten flat out of bits of Lake Superior copper. But Indians couldn’t cut down trees on any real scale. Their canoes were sometimes made from birch-bark: but they only prized off the bark; they didn’t cut the tree. Most of the St. Lawrence canoes were dugouts, burned-out logs with the ends pointed by alternate charring and cutting. You could have done that with a hoe. But, as a matter of fact, even a hoe would have been far above anything an Indian had. He would have used it to shave with.

Take the number of logs in the Hochelaga lodges, each 150 feet by 30; allowing 15 feet per log, it takes 24 logs to go round once — one course: it takes 20 courses (15 feet) as a minimum of height; that means 480 logs to each house and a total of 24,000 logs. There are still the partitions and the roofs to provide for, and the big stockade itself. Give it a perimeter — or no, don’t even give it a perimeter. It’s too silly; Hochelaga is like the farmer’s giraffe. No such animal.

Now we must admit that Champlain found a pretty big stockade fort among the Onondagas. Everyone recalls how he had a platform made, higher than this Onondaga fence, and had himself (and his musket) carried on the platform for a sort of aerial attack on the Onondagas. But you can pack all this into a very small compass. Even Champlain’s own Onondaga drawing does not compare with Hochelaga. One admits, of course, that the Huron mission Indians, massacred in 1649, had hundreds of lodges and that the military expeditions of La Barre and the Marquis de Tracy (1666) destroyed hundreds of Mohawk lodges. But if instead of lodge we read “wigwam,” instead of stockade read “fence,” instead of “palisade” read “pole,” then Hochelaga shrinks back to very different dimensions.

It was evidently there, or thereabouts. Certain relics of it exist. If it had really consisted of 24,000 big logs, no fires, no rot would have wiped it out so utterly. Burned-out cities like pre-Roman London or Troy leave old charred logs for centuries. But call it all poles and sticks, a sort of bird’s nest, and you can burn it all up like yesterday’s camp. The relics that exist, pipes, stone axes, and so on, are the kinds of things that would have been found, and are found, round any annual squatting place of savages. In this case their location, as said above, points to the University Club as the center of Hochelaga. The little river, the Burnside Brook, that now gurgles itself to death in the sewers ran around the lower side. It is strange to think that it was in the lounge room of the University Club that Jacques Cartier read the Gospel of St. John to the savages. It is a thing that would stand doing again.

But why, then, did such an account come into being? It has been argued that possibly it was what we now call “propaganda.” It was made to “sell” Canada to King Francis I of France. Hence the same narrative tells of the “Kingdom of Saguenay,” full of rubies and gold and men as white as Frenchmen. But the Gospel was needed also. The ladies of the French court were all set on saving the souls of the Indians. As Francis Parkman said, it was an easy way to save their own. Hence the two motives, wealth and the kingdom of heaven, appear in the words of an old nursery rhyme, “as a pretty dish to set before the King.”

It might be objected that Cartier would not have stooped to write this. Quite so: he couldn’t and didn’t, because he didn’t write it. In any sustained writing there is always evidence not exactly as to who wrote it but as to who didn’t. No one but an actual sailor could have written the sea stories of Fenimore Cooper; no one but a person with all the phrases of the law on his finger tips could have written the plays of Shakespeare. Yet here is Cartier, if it is Cartier, muddling up the sea terms that a Breton pilot would use; here is Cartier writing a windy, fulsome dedication and urging King Francis to kill the heretics. This piece of savagery would be just right to say to Francis, who afterward killed them with great cruelty (the Vaudois), but it sounds all wrong for the humane Cartier to say it. Cartier was dead before the book was ever printed in French.

Oddly enough this lying propaganda, if it was such, like so much that is sinful, succeeded. In fact, we owe Montreal to it. One of the few things we know from the mixed account of Cartier’s third voyage (1541) is that King Francis was enthusiastic about Saguenay and determined to open it up. He authorized the Sieur de Roberval to open all the jails in France and help himself to Canadian settlers. The “wars of religion” intervened (piety always comes first), but the story of the Royal Mountain, or its flock of meek Indians, their rapt faces turned to the sky, waiting only for the Gospel, became a legend. “Montreal,” long before it was founded, came to mean vaguely a distant place in North America where the savages needed Christ.

From the Hochelaga stockade Cartier and his gentlemen and twenty sailors made the ascent of the mountain which he named Mount Royal. In the French of the day, “royal” was still writable as réal. Montreal carries its name unchallenged. Here upon the summit — not from any one spot, for the trees forbade and still forbid it, but from various points of vantage — Cartier viewed the imposing panorama “of thirty leagues in all,” as he expressed it. The Indians explained it to him — the islands, the enfolding lakes, the great rivers that here came together. One of them, pointing to the Ottawa, then touched Cartier’s silver whistle and the gilt handle of a sailor’s dagger. Cartier thought they meant that where they pointed silver and gold were found. And they did mean that. But later history, still ignorant, explained away Cartier’s error; the Indians, it said, only referred to the silver color of the Ottawa, a flight of fancy quite beyond a Huron. Since the opening of the northern mining district, richer in gold and silver than all Peru, we know better. Perhaps luckily, history remained in the dark.

Cartier came down, impressed with the idea that here was the path to Saguenay. But the season was too late to reach it now. He hastened back, picked up his Emérillon, and so came safely to Stadacona in mid-October. Here all the previous good fortune was to change to the record of the terrible winter that followed. It is no part of the present work to follow it in detail. Cartier’s men had built a solid log fort and mounted on it the cannon from the ships. It was to stand them in good stead. The winter set in early and intense with the utmost rigor of the Canadian cold. The ships froze in solid in mid-November. Indian friendship changed to Indian treachery. A terrible plague, recognizable as scurvy, struck down the French. In February only ten out of the one hundred and ten were fit for service. Twenty-five men were dead, lying under the snow, unburied. Cartier concealed his losses. His men made a brave show of manning the ramparts against the Indians now gathering for the slaughter. Then came what seemed a miracle, or at least a miraculous remedy, made from a native balsam, which cured the pestilence. The Indians waited, hesitating, as Indians always did, before an open attack. Then came the spring, the melting ice, the open river, Canada’s annual deliverance.

Cartier hastened his departure. The ships were rapidly prepared. Donnacona kept up his false friendship to the last, kept up his wonder tales of the gold and silver of Saguenay, heightening the wonder with stories of men as white as the French, of men with one leg and no stomach, and “other marvels too long to tell.” In reward for which, as a sort of poetic justice, Cartier carried him, by strategy, off to France, as too good to leave behind. With him were taken ten others — a source of later woe. Sailing on May 6, the ships reached Saint-Malo on July 16, 1536.
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And with that Jacques Cartier’s career, as far as it affected Canada, practically ended. There was a third voyage, as mentioned above, of which the record is confused and uncertain. In this, if we can believe the broken fragment left of the narrative, Cartier came up the river again and rowed past his Hochelaga without troubling to look at it. There may have been a fourth voyage. But in any case nothing came of it all. The energies of France were being absorbed for half a century in what the irony of history calls the “wars of religion.” North American discovery fell asleep again. When it awoke Hochelaga had vanished.

FOOTNOTES:
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CHAPTER II. Place Royale

The Inland Waterways. Geographical Situation of Montreal. The St. Lawrence Basin. Champlain’s Voyages of Exploration. At Montreal Island, 1603. Establishes Place Royale, 1611. Later Journeys.
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HERE IT MAY be proper, for the later purposes of this book, to pause a while, as it were, with Cartier on the summit of Mount Royal and view with the aid of modern survey and topography the scene around us. The unusual physical features of this exceptional and happy environment make it one of the chief geographical centers of North America.

Its meaning lies in the confluence of the St. Lawrence and the Ottawa rivers, which here come together with such a great gathering of the waters that no single channel carries it. It forces its way through the higher ground, dividing it into a complex of islands and intervening channels. Down the steeper slopes it gathers into rapids. In the wide hollows that it has itself helped to deepen, the St. Lawrence spreads out into the expansion of Lake St. Louis above the Lachine Rapids and the La Prairie Basin below. On the other side the Ottawa expands into the Lake of the Two Mountains. Of the larger islands formed by these dividing channels there lies farthest south and west, farthest upstream, Isle Perrot, a rough oblong of a length of about seven miles with a maximum breadth of about three. Immediately below it is the main island, the beautiful island of Montreal, thirty miles long from point to point, shaped in a long oval. Side by side with it and so beautifully wooded that in places the eye does not see the dividing Rivière des Prairies is Isle Jésus. On the other side of Isle Jésus runs the similar Rivière des Milles Isles in a wide concave bow from the foot of the Lake of the Two Mountains down to its junction with the Rivière des Prairies at the north end of Montreal Island.

In all this area it is difficult to indicate the direction of the rivers and the lie of the islands by simple reference to the cardinal points of the compass. The compass lies awkwardly across them. The St. Lawrence River in its passage from Lake Ontario to Lachine is moving virtually eastward. But the great rapids give it a throw to the left, and from La Prairie Basin, past the city of Montreal, the river is moving almost due north. Between Montreal and Quebec it flows about northeast, and below Quebec the river and the trend of the Gulf to which it enlarges is more and more directed toward the east. Readers will find that the north and south of Montreal are now called east and west in the perplexing nomenclature of our streets. Visitors to the city must remember that St. Catherine Street East and Sherbrooke Street East run fairly close to north, and that the south shore of the river lies east of the north shore; this is because the north shore got its name away back in Cartier’s days from the geography of its mouth at the Gulf, where it really lies north. All such references as the recurrent historical statement that “the harbor of Montreal lies on the north side of the river,” must be taken in this sense. As a matter of fact, the Victoria Bridge in crossing the river from the city to St. Lambert on the south shore runs almost northeast and the new Harbour Bridge due east.

The Ottawa where it joins the St. Lawrence has indeed run a strange course. Its sources lie in the wilderness about 160 miles north of the city of Ottawa. It starts off as if it meant to run westward to lake Superior but keeps swinging around until by the time it has reached Ottawa it has completed a vast semi-circle. Inside this enclosed sweep lie its great tributaries, the Coulanges, the Gatineau, the Rivière du Lièvre. At Ottawa it passes without deflection of its course over the roaring “caldron” of the Chaudière Falls, an imposing, almost terrifying sight as seen by Champlain and the early explorers, but now almost buried under the dams, power sites, and bridges of the capital city.

On its exit from the Lake of the Two Mountains the part of the Ottawa that does not join the St. Lawrence above Montreal Island is turned to an easterly course down the Mille Isles and Rivière des Prairies, and beyond Bout de L’Ile joins the main northeast current of the St. Lawrence.

Now the whole area thus described around the confluence of the two great rivers and the enfolded islands is blocked and guarded by rapids by which nature prevented all further navigation from the sea and gave the site its meaning and its history. Explorers coming up the St. Lawrence and reaching the bottom end of the island system (Bout de L’Ile) would naturally, and as a matter of course if guided by Indians, prefer the main channel, the one on their left hand. But some twelve miles up from Bout de L’Ile their course would be impeded — not absolutely blocked — by the broken water of St. Marys current. This is where the island named by Champlain St. Helens Island lies midway in the stream with shallow, rapid water on one side and on the other this fierce St. Marys current, varying with the season, but at times moving at six miles an hour. Boats and canoes could pass it by vigorous rowing, poling, or trekking. But it was obvious and natural to land at the foot of it, as Cartier did on his first discovery of Hochelaga.

But to pass St. Marys current had, in any case, no further meaning than to attain the sheltered water of the natural harbor under the projecting bank and a little island beside it, the original harbor of Montreal. The passage up the St. Lawrence beyond Montreal Island was barred by the vast rapids variously called the Great Sault, the Sault St. Louis, and finally the Lachine Rapids. In spite of the terrifying aspects and the awful roar of the waters of the Great Sault, of which even Champlain was not ashamed to record his fears, canoes and boats under proper guidance could come down in safety. Champlain himself is the first white man on record to have “shot the rapids.” Presently it was found that even large steamers could shoot Lachine in safety. The terror of the explorer became the mock terror of the tourist.

Canoes and boats could come down. But nothing could go up except with laborious portaging and trekking. This was the end of real navigation till the nine-mile canal of 1825 left Lachine on one side.

The upward voyage past Montreal, behind the island by the Rivière des Prairies and the Rivière des Milles Isles, is similarly blocked. There are heavy rapids near the bottom end of the Rivière des Prairies, and halfway up its course is the famous and tumultuous Sault au Recollet. It is so called in memory of the tragic drowning of a Recollet friar in 1625, drowned in sight of his Indian flock, with or without their assistance. The Rivière des Milles Isles is blocked by great rapids beside the Isle St. Jean and Terrebonne.

At the upper end of the island system, where the Ottawa and the St. Lawrence connect, are the famous Rapids of St. Anne. Montreal is thus a full stop.

But it is a full stop, then as now, only for a new start. Even the liveliest imagination cannot readily realize what a concourse of waters, what a multitude of inland waterways are represented by these colossal converging streams. Here was to the acute eye of a Champlain the key to the continent. Nor is it a bygone key to a rusted lock. For the course of North American history has turned a full cycle, and the whole question of the St. Lawrence is up again with the discussion of the continental seaway. This magnificent project, to turn a dream to a reality, is already a matter of international agreement, postponed only by the present war. In the hope of many of us it will stand as one of the huge enterprises of constructive peace that will help to obliterate the ravages of war. Hence the facts behind it are as much front-page matter to us as they were to Cartier, Champlain, and La Salle.

The St. Lawrence River when it reaches Montreal has already drained all the Great Lakes. One of the strangest physical features of our continent is that the Great Lakes, an area of nearly 100,000 square miles, are fed almost entirely by rainfall and snow. The rivers that come into them are so short, the watersheds so relatively narrow, that only six miles from Lake Erie there are streams that start to flow to the Gulf of Mexico by way of the Ohio. The Des Plaines River, bound the same way via the Mississippi, rises only four miles west of Lake Michigan. Even on the north side, where Lake Nipigon drains to Lake Superior, it is only ten miles from Lake Nipigon to where the rivers start for James Bay. Apart from the minor tribute of rivers in western Ontario, the Great Lakes, as said, are fed only by precipitation. Yet their depth is so great, all but Lake Erie reaching far below the bottom of the sea, that this vast unaided reservoir keeps Niagara falling. Strangely enough, modern engineering now sets its hand to correct this unfair competition of the watersheds and to turn the waters from the wasted tumult of the empty North to the broad bosom of the Great Lakes, mother of man’s industry. That is a far cry from the Montreal of Champlain but a vital concern to the seaport of today.

Nor does the glory of the volume of the St. Lawrence end with the island of Montreal. Passing down, it receives at Sorel, forty-three miles below, the flood of the Richelieu, the Rivière des Algonquins, which has drained Lake Champlain and all the country south to where the headwaters of the Hudson and the Mohawk dispute to carry it down the Hudson to the Atlantic. All these rivers and lakes, trails and portages connect in the retrospect of history with over two centuries of the dark shadows of conflict and war and with one in the bright daylight of peace and good will.

On the south side below the Richelieu are the lesser rivers, the St. Francis, Yamaska, Nicolet, and Ste. Croix.

The north side pays an even fuller tribute. The St. Maurice, whose sources rise beside the sources of the Ottawa but avoid its western aberration, comes into the St. Lawrence at Three Rivers, thus making with the course of the Ottawa and the St. Lawrence a sort of huge circle, and with it an inner chain of communication, known and used by the Indians, especially when the ravages of the Iroquois endangered the main river sources. Another great river joining the St. Lawrence from the north is the Batiscan. But all that they add to the St. Lawrence is eclipsed by the great flood of the Saguenay. This vast river, whose very name is mystery, has come down 112 miles from Lake St. John that lies north and a little west of Quebec. This lake is fed by streams from the north and the northwest that have come down hundreds of miles from where the watershed turns to Hudson Bay and Ungava. Here, straight from the north, is the Peribonka (a river of some 400 miles in length), now a part of the world’s literature as the home of Maria Chapdelaine. Westward the huge river Ashuapmuchuan still offers its majestic name to a newer heroine. Some distance below the Saguenay begins the desolate territory and the north shore, Jacques Cartier’s land of Cain.

All this vast vision of the waters of the past, the present, and the future — legend, history, and dreams — is spread out before us as we stand on Mount Royal. And now, equipped as Cartier never was, we may come down from the mountain.

 

A man now comes on the scene of American history in the person of Samuel de Champlain, who did more than any other single person toward opening up these inland waterways of the continent. Exploration and discovery had fallen virtually asleep since Cartier’s time, but private interest had kept awake. The fisheries of the Newfoundland coast had greatly increased, with not only Breton and Norman sailors, but with a large English fleet out of Bristol and with Spaniards and Basques from the little port of Saint-Jean-de-Luz, a place older in its people and language than all record, a fishing port for centuries, a theater of war from the days of Henry of Navarre to those of the Duke of Wellington, yesterday a drowsy little watering place, and now again caught up in the fate of Europe.

The fishermen pushed farther and farther into the Gulf and adjacent waters. The furs brought down by the Indians opened a new trade. Tadoussac, at the mouth of the Saguenay, became each summer the gathering place of canoes and ships. But each attempt to make winter settlement as yet meant death in that bleak region. All this trade in fish and furs was carried on as a “free trade” by the private ventures of the merchants and pilots of the ports or by associated groups of them. Many persons of rank and court influence were interested. The fisheries remained an open trade, but monopolies were obtained from the Crown for the trade in furs and merchandise in the “River of Canada” and successively broke down. Such a commission of exclusive trade, on condition of settlement, was given to François Gravé Sieur du Pont, written also as Dupont-Gravé. He made a voyage to Tadoussac in 1600, planned greater things to follow, and in 1603 sent out Samuel de Champlain to search for a better site than Tadoussac.

Samuel de Champlain was of Brouage, a Bay of Biscay port, a sailor from his childhood, a sea pilot of exceptional knowledge for his day. He had made a two-year West Indian voyage, had written an account of it, and enjoyed a rising reputation. He was a devout Christian but a practical man too. There is a passage in his Narrative of the Third Voyage (1611), evidently meant for the eye of King Louis XIII, since it argues the need of funds, expressing the hope of “bringing many poor tribes to the knowledge of our faith in order that later on they may enjoy the heavenly kingdom.” Meantime he helped some of the Iroquois on their way there with a harquebus.

With this voyage of 1603 begin the comings and goings of Champlain to Canada that extend over thirty years, that took him from the Bay of Fundy to the Georgian Bay, from the Richelieu to Lake Champlain, from New York State to Lakes Ontario and Simcoe. He made in all thirteen voyages out and twelve voyages back, ending his life at Quebec where his remains now lie.

Champlain first landed at Tadoussac where he met a great assemblage of savages, a war party making ready to attack the Iroquois. To these he promised the help of France.

It has been said that Champlain was not the first to offer such an alliance. Yet in this initial error of Indian policy there lay for French Canada the source of as many woes as those which brought down Troy. There is here the key to our North American history, the fate of a continent. For the future settlements, as at Montreal, it meant a half century of ever-present danger and the hideous massacre of the summer of 1689, the “Indian Summer” of Lachine. All of this, of course, was veiled from Champlain, but the historical background is plain enough to us.

But at any rate here at Tadoussac, at the very opening of Champlain’s career, we have the first illustration of that extraordinary instinct for geography which made him able, as it were, to divine the secrets of the unseen waterways of America. From his conversation with the savages he was able to plot our the region north and west of the Saguenay. It is strange to realize that the region of the Mistassini country remains almost unknown to the geography of ordinary people even now; or at least it was so till the day of the gold mines and the airplane in Canada. Much of it is shown on the new hydrographic maps to be an inconceivable tangle of thousands of small lakes and islands. Yet Champlain reconstructed its broad features; the course of the Saguenay; Lake St. John, its great tributaries leading to a farther watershed; the distances all estimated: so many portages, so many days . . . “a lake two days to cross” . . . “they can easily make 11 to 15 leagues in a day” (thirty to thirty-seven miles). . . . At the divide, so he was told, they met other Indians. . . . “These said savages from the north say that they are in sight of a sea which is salt. I hold that if this be so, it is some gulf of this our sea which overflows from the north into the midst of the continent; and indeed it can be nothing else.”

Thus did Champlain “discover” the Hudson Bay some nine years before he read in a printed book the story of Henry Hudson’s final and fatal voyage of 1611.

From Tadoussac, Champlain, accompanied by Dupont, passed on to inland discovery. “On the eighteenth of June,” he writes, “we set out from Tadoussac to go to the Sault.” This — the Rapid, or the Great Rapid — was the name widely current since Cartier’s time for the Lachine Rapids, the great central point of inland intercourse. Champlain passed through and specially noted “the narrows,” which the Indians called, as they still can any narrows, Kebek. The French spelling of the word long obscured for French people its Indian origin and for English people its Indian pronunciation. Champlain speaks of a waterfall from the top of a mountain (Montmorency) and of the beautiful trees, but of Stadacona not a word, either of name or settlement. It seems to have vanished.

As Champlain went up the river above Quebec he came to a place which he said was the farthest limit of Jacques Cartier’s ascent. In reality he was only at the river now called Jacques Cartier, thirty-five miles above Quebec. Cartier had said that at that point there was a place called Hochelay. The name had appeared with various spellings, Ochelay, Achelay, or Hochelay, in several maps before Champlain’s voyage. Champlain at this time knew of Cartier’s voyage only by hearsay, and it seems likely that he confused Hochelay with Hochelaga, though he mentions neither. If so this would help to explain why he never looked for the real Hochelaga up above.

All about him in this untroubled summer voyage was the beauty of the St. Lawrence. The farther he went, so he reports, “the finer was the country” . . . “trees like walnut trees” . . . “islands pleasant and fertile.” Then came the broad stretch of Lake Peter; at the head of it “thirty small islands . . . with many vines on them.” Above the lake Champlain found the incoming of the Richelieu River, called by his guides the River of the Iroquois, since it comes down out of their country. He tried to ascend it but was blocked by the rapids of St. Ours fourteen miles up, now flooded over by a dam. Champlain turned back to the main river, ascended another forty-three miles, noting the beauty of the south shore, the islands, and the beautiful open woods in the lowlands, the clustered fruits, “good and pleasant with many meadows,” and thus to the island of Montreal at St. Marys current, where Cartier had made his landing sixty-eight years before. With a fair wind astern, Champlain’s boats (a shallop and skiff) passed this current and made their way along the shore to the shelter of a little island close to shore and offering protection against the current out in the river. This little island was later to be called the Ilot Normandin and then Market Gate Island, and the sheltered water between it and the shore was, as already said, the original Montreal Harbour. Later the island disappeared under the quays and the docks of the port. Here they came to anchor and went ashore. Then Champlain and Dupont, with Indian guides, made their way some distance farther up in their skiff and, when that failed, went on foot to the Great Sault (Lachine) and beyond.

From what he thus saw and from what the Indians told him Champlain not only gives an accurate description of the vicinity of Montreal but a marvelous reconstruction of what was beyond and above, all the way to Lake Huron. He writes with no reference to Cartier’s voyage, to his “Mount Royal” and his “Hochelaga.” He explains it all from the beginning. “There are two large islands, one on the north side some fifteen leagues long and almost as many broad which extends beyond the rapid.” This is the island of Montreal. Jacques Cartier had not recognized it as such. It is thirty-six miles at the longest, nine at the widest; Champlain makes it thirty-six miles long, a close estimate; for the breadth, no doubt, he perhaps took the doubled islands (Montreal and Jesus), thickly wooded, for one. Champlain’s island to the south is Isle Perrot. Montrealers think of it as west of them, but it lies due south of the upper end of Montreal Island.

Champlain describes, without names, the La Prairie Basin, St. Pauls (otherwise Nuns) Island, and Isle Ronde lower down. He speaks of a mountain (of course Mount Royal) “visible from very far in the interior.” He describes the Lachine Rapids with something of a mixture of wonder and awe. Indeed in a later visit, when his companion Louis was drowned there, he says that the sight of them “made his hair stand on end.” Beyond the rapids he could not go. He took the latitude as forty-five degrees and some minutes north. “We saw we could do no more,” he said; “we returned to our shallop,” at the harbor. Here he questioned the Indians and “made them draw by hand.” He gathered that beyond this first rapid (Lachine) they go ten or fifteen leagues to a river in the country of the Algonquins (the Ottawa). Farther up the St. Lawrence, beyond where the Ottawa comes in, Champlain traces, with an extraordinary approach to truth, all the difficult succession of rapids, portages, and open lakes which lie between Montreal and Lake Ontario. For example, he indicates Lake St. Francis, the great expansion of the river between Valleyfield and Cornwall; makes it thirty-six miles long (actually twenty-six), and gives the length of the principal rapids and whether or not canoes must be portaged or can be paddled. Beyond all this stretch of river and rapid, he writes, is a lake that is eighty leagues (192 miles) long; at the upper end of it the water is far less cold and the winter mild. This, of course, is Lake Ontario (197 miles long), which Champlain himself was later to discover. At the upper end is Burlington Bay with water far less cold than in Lower Canada. Beyond this is a somewhat high waterfall, continues Champlain, where but little water flows. This is evidently a confusion of what the Indians said. Niagara at times runs dry, and in any case the crest of the falls looks flat beside Lachine. Beyond this is another lake — Lake Erie — sixty leagues long (144 miles; actually 250), then a strait — our Detroit. Beyond that, the Indians said, was a great lake, but they had never seen the other side of it, a lake “so vast that they will not venture to put out into it.”

This was, surely, Lake Huron, where the knowledge of the Canadian Indians ended. They said that the sun in summer sets north of it and that “the water there is very salt like that of our own sea.” This “salt” no doubt was a mistake, arising from the salt of Hudson or James Bay connected by river and portage with Lake Huron. But Champlain naturally says, “This makes me believe that this is the South Sea. Nevertheless,” he adds, “we must not give too much credence to this view.”

It is a strange thing, as already indicated, that in none of these discussions does Champlain mention Hochelaga. He doesn’t say that it had gone. He just ignores it.

Champlain’s first voyage thus ended with information that made him eager to pursue inland discovery. But for a time other tasks absorbed him. His next journey (in 1604) was taken up with the exploration of the Bay of Fundy and the adjacent coasts and with his foundation of Port Royal, near by the present Annapolis, a lost paradise of peace and plenty, embowered in orchards and gardens, enlivened in winter by the food and merriment of the “Order of Good Cheer” — too bright to last. Then came his foundation of Quebec, 1608, and with it the first permanent settlers in French Canada and a strategic center on which turned the fate of North America. Yet Champlain’s famous “habitation of Quebec” remained for years rather a fort with a winter garrison than a real colony. Not till 1617 appears the record of Louis Hébert, the first settler to bring out a family. Even at that the number of French wintering in New France, down till Champlain’s death in 1635, was only about a hundred. New France for its first century was little more than a vast project which, to the very end, its limited population rendered futile.

The foundation of Quebec was followed by Champlain’s participation with his Indian associates, Algonquins and Hurons, in their war against the Iroquois, now spreading their ravages far and wide. As has been said, this ill-chosen policy was to bring evil results for Montreal and for French Canada. For the moment it meant the temporary discomfiture of the Iroquois by a handful of Frenchmen using firearms.

Champlain had never lost from his mind the Great Sault (Lachine) and the lake and river route these opened to the South Sea. But it was not till 1611 that he was able to attempt a definite establishment at what we now call Montreal. He left France (Honfleur) early in the season (March 1611) but merely learned thereby the full meaning of the St. Lawrence ice. It took two months and a half to reach Tadoussac. From there in a shallop (longboat) he made his way up the river to Montreal Island, to the little harbor behind the island disclosed in his first visit. At that point a little river, rising in a pond or small lake near Lachine, ran down the sunken hollow that later was to hold the Lachine Canal. It fell into the main river just opposite the little island already mentioned (Ilot Normandin — Market Gate Island). Close to its mouth it was joined by little streams that then ran down what is now Craig Street, and from the mountainside flow streams, such as the Burnside of James McGill, that now sparkle and murmur but a brief moment to fall to the dark pollution of the city sewers.

Round this pleasant meeting place of forgotten waters was a stretch of smooth and fertile meadowland where once the Indians of Hochelaga had grown their winter corn. The inroads of war had long since returned it to desolation. Here Champlain laid out his settlement, Place Royale, as he named it. Champlain was fascinated with the place. “There are fine meadows,” he said, “which would feed as many cattle as one could wish; all the varieties of wood which we have in our forest of France with vines and butternuts, plums, cherries and strawberries . . . and an abundance of fish . . . and game birds.” Champlain ordered trees cut, a building to be erected on the little island, and fields prepared. He tested the clay of the ground for brickmaking and built a wall (an embankment or levee) ten yards long, four feet high, and thus twelve feet above the summer water, to see how it would be effective against the flood season. This scientific and experimental attitude appears in Champlain throughout. Especially he took note of the possibility of a walled town on a larger lower island, still called, as he christened it, by his wife’s name, St. Helens Island.

Dupont joined him from Tadoussac with a large company of free traders attracted at once by the rumor of a new center of trade. Champlain sent out Indian messengers to summon their companions to the place. On the thirteenth of June (1611) a large concourse of Hurons came down from the Ottawa country. There was the usual tumultuous welcome, shouting and noise of firearms and the inevitable Indian oratory. These Indians gave Champlain a hundred beaver skins and eagerly asked for his friendship.

The Iroquois had now become an ever-present menace. Many savages were afraid to come down to the Sault for fear of them. A rumor had been treacherously spread that Champlain was going to go over to the Iroquois. As for the French traders, the Indians trusted them not at all; they rightly saw in them reckless, adventurous men, looking for gain, with no common purpose. Champlain reassured the Indians; he would ask the King for fifty men equipped with firearms; he would protect them if they were willing to show him their country. He hoped to find, with their help, the way to the South Sea. “I had much conversation with them,” he said, “regarding the source of the Great River” (the St. Lawrence), “. . . the rivers, falls, lakes and lands.” Some of the Indians claimed to have seen a great sea to the west, far away, difficult to reach. Champlain remained at and around Place Royale from the twenty-eighth of May till the eighteenth of July. It was during this sojourn that Champlain’s companion, a servant of De Monts called Louis (we have no other name for him), was drowned in the Lachine Rapids, frequently henceforth called the Sault St. Louis, either in his memory or in honor of King Louis XIII. Bands of Indians kept coming down, but the distrust and the fear of the Iroquois hindered trade. Champlain, promising to return, left on July 18; his shallop flew with the wind and current in a single day from Place Royale harbor to Three Rivers, seventy-seven miles below. Such were the varying fortunes of travel, for a week’s voyage perhaps a day’s return, or for a day a week. Champlain reached La Rochelle September 11, 1611.

This was to all intents and purposes Champlain’s last connection with Place Royale. In his journeys of 1613 and 1615 he came and went to Montreal Island but never found time to prosecute the development of the fort and settlement he had planned. Had he done so the history of Canada might have received a forward development of far-reaching consequences. But Champlain’s mind was set on exploration. While in France in 1612 he heard the news of the discovery of the great inland sea, since called the Hudson Bay. This, we must remember, was a one-sided discovery, not of a closed sea locked in with rugged shores, as it turned out to be, but apparently of a great sea all open to the west. Hudson’s men who marooned him and came home had seen only the eastern side. Not till the voyages of Captains Fox and James (1631) was the sea known to be closed.

Champlain, therefore, on his next voyage went past Montreal Island up the Ottawa on a fruitless search for this great sea. After that there came the most famous voyage of all, which took him up the Ottawa, hence to the Georgian Bay, Lake Simcoe, and central Ontario and brought the discovery of Lake Ontario itself. On this journey again Champlain pursued his fatal policy of attempting to lead his insignificant forces and his doubtful allies against the Iroquois. He abandoned exploration for war, crossed Lake Ontario, and, in the Iroquois country itself (New York State), led an attack against the stockade at Onondaga, near Oneida Lake. The attack failed. Champlain was successfully carried away, wounded. He wintered in the lodges of the Hurons, in the Lake Simcoe and Lake Huron country. He meant to strike out west to the great sea in 1616. Indian war prevented this. He came down past Montreal and so to Quebec July 11, 1616.

It is said in defense of Champlain’s war on the Iroquois that he found this policy all set on his first arrival at Tadoussac in 1603; also that he would have succeeded and driven out the Iroquois forever if the King would only have given the soldiers for the work; one regiment would have been enough — nothing as beside the army of France. This plea Champlain continued all his life.

When the English took Quebec in the war of 1629 — it was held by only a starving garrison of sixteen men — Champlain became a prisoner, was taken to England, released at the peace of 1632, to return to Quebec in 1633, and there to die on Christmas Day, 1635.

FOOTNOTES:

To and from America — 1599-1601, 1603, 1604-07, 1608-09, 1610, 1611, 1612, 1613-14, 1615-16, 1617-18, 1620-24, 1625-29, 1635.


CHAPTER III. Ville Marie de Montreal

Foundation of Montreal by Maisonneuve in 1642. The Missions in the Wilderness. The Association of Montreal. The Mission Settlement of Ville Marie. The Fort. The Hotel Dieu. The Attacks of the Iroquois.
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DURING THE THIRTY-ONE years that elapsed between Champlain’s survey and preparation of his Place Royale (1611) and the foundation of the mission city of Ville Marie de Montreal by Maisonneuve in 1642, there was no definite settlement, no all-the-year-round establishment at the place. But the locality was henceforth a well-known rendezvous for traders who came up the river and Indians who came down from the inland waters. The name Montreal, taken from that of the mountain and used by Champlain only in its original sense, was presently widely used both in Canada and in France to indicate not a mountain or a city but a locality in general.

Meantime New France was expanding not in numbers, but in the extent of its reach. When Champlain died there were, as said, only about a hundred white inhabitants. Even when Maisonneuve came from Quebec to Montreal, New France only contained about three hundred French. But meantime the arrival of priests and nuns from France led to the establishment of those missions in the wilderness that were to become the spiritual glory of New France. If there was in the end no crown of empire there abides the crown of martyrdom. Priests, as said, may have come with Cartier. They certainly came over with Champlain, at first certain Recollet friars, a branch of the Franciscans, and in 1625 the Jesuits, whose record and whose suffering are graven on the monuments of our history. The Jesuits, as part of their mission, prepared reports and wrote letters home to their order, and in these half-hundred volumes of the Jesuit Relations we have a principal original source of Canadian history. At the time of which we speak Jesuit fathers were making their way up to and beyond Montreal, up the Ottawa to the Huron country (Lake Simcoe), later to be the scene of the great massacre and of the martyrdom of Father Brébeuf and Father Lalemant. This they did in spite of the ever-present danger of the Iroquois raids. No trail in the woods was safe from ambush; no still lake or murmuring river but might echo to their sudden war cry. These dangers of New France were braved by a small band of devoted women who came thither in response to this higher call. We cannot understand the full meaning, the sacred meaning of the founding of Montreal without appreciating the terrible danger — never seen but ever present — which surrounded its foundation.

Along with the coming of the priests and nuns the government of New France had been changed from a basis of random adventure, a privileged trade, to a definite organization. The master hand of Cardinal Richelieu had been turned to the task. A Company of One Hundred Associates had been formed to take over New France and colonize it. A feudal system of land grants was established, the famous seignorial tenure which lasted till 1854, with certain incidents only terminated in 1940. Henceforth there was a regular governor at Quebec and a Father Superior (presently a bishop). A convent of Ursuline sisters was established at Quebec in 1642. The whole population was still a mere handful with outposts at Three Rivers above and Tadoussac below.

Few if any people think of Montreal today as a sacred city. Yet such it was in its foundation. We think of it now as a great commercial metropolis: McGill University is one of the great schools of the world; St. James Street, like Wall Street, carries in its name all the awe and the obloquy of high finance. But the Ville Marie de Montreal, founded under Paul de Chomedey de Maisonneuve in 1642, belonged to the Kingdom of the Spirit.

The quarrels of the Reformation and the wars that followed had set up in France a new ferment of religion. This shows its dark side in Europe in the cruel fury of persecution but in America its bright side, as the propagation of the light of the Gospel. The pages of early Christianity were rewritten in Canada, and nowhere more than in the foundation of Montreal.

The new movement of faith in France had inspired many ladies of the French court and of the French châteaux with a desire to aid in the conversion of the savages. Many nobles and soldiers were inspired also to take part in it. To such people the name Montreal, still inexact, indefinite, came to mean a place in the wilderness where there was dire need of Christ. There began what we might call in our current language a “Montreal movement.” This presently took on all the aspects of the miraculous. As we read of it in the devout contemporary pages of Dollier de Casson and in the later work of the Abbé Faillonn it breathes the atmosphere of Scripture. Visions were sent to people who had never heard of Montreal, calling them to the work. Such a vision came to Jean de la Dauversière, a burgher of Laflèche, a good citizen, a man of family, but an ascetic who scourged and beat himself that grace might be granted to him. Such a vision came also to the Abbé Olier, a priest from Paris, whose name is inscribed on one of the humblest of our Montreal streets. He had just founded (1640) in Paris the Séminaire of St. Sulpice and the order which later established the Séminaire at Montreal and became in 1663 the feudal holders of Montreal Island. Olier and Dauversière had never heard of one another. But coming together by chance, their eyes met; their countenances were lighted up with recognition. They clasped hands and talked of Montreal. Yet neither, we are assured, had ever heard of it except in a vision.

Others joined. An Association of Montreal was founded. Money was supplied by pious ladies eager to save the distant souls of the Algonquins and the Iroquois. There were to be three religious orders — one of priests, one of nuns for a hospital, the third of nuns for a teaching order.

Neither Olier nor Dauversière was in a position to lead forth the mission. But the hour brought the man. The noble figure of Paul de Chomedey de Maisonneuve appears on the scene of history. His monument stands in our Place d’Armes at Montreal, and no name in our history better deserved one. Nor must one confuse it with the random mention of a Sieur de Maisonneuve, a trader of Saint-Malo, casually mentioned as meeting with Champlain at Place Royale on June 17, 1613, thirty years before. Maisonneuve was a soldier but also a man of the inner light, inspired. “I would go there,” he said when they spoke of the Indian terror, “if every tree were an Iroquois.”

The ship’s company were marshaled at Rochelle. With Maisonneuve were forty soldiers to serve as a garrison and a working body of farmers and servants, all in one. The chief of the hospital was Jeanne Mance, of Nogent-le-Roi, a woman not in religious orders but who had, since her childhood, devoted herself to religious discipline. She too had received a divine call to Montreal. She journeyed to Paris, thence to La Rochelle to join the Montreal expedition. On meeting Olier and Dauversière she knew “their most hidden thoughts” by miraculous intervention. Pious friends supplied her with ample funds. Henceforth her lifework was at Ville Marie de Montreal. This name was selected by the Associates in a ceremony of consecration after the departure of the ship.

They sailed in 1641 but reached Quebec too late to make a further ascent of the river. They therefore spent the winter at Quebec, now fortified and secure, but still a population of only a handful. In the spring they made the ascent of the river. The craft used by the traders from Quebec to Montreal at that date were not ocean-going ships but very large open boats, flat-bottomed, of little draft, carrying mast and sails, but capable of being rowed. These are the barques and the chaloupes — the longboats and shallops — of the narratives. Larger still were pinnaces which could have more than one mast. Small boats called skiffs (esquifs), propelled with oars and poles, were brought along to go in water too shallow for the bigger boats. But skiffs could be bigger than the little rowboats now so called. They might hold half a dozen men.

Maisonneuve’s river boats were built beside Quebec in the winter and early spring. Here was a pinnace with three masts, two shallops, and also a big barge with sails, a gabare — probably much like what is called a scow, with sails added. They sailed from Quebec on May 8, 1642. The ship’s company included Maisonneuve; M. de Montmagny, whose duty it was to hand over the island of Montreal as from the Company of One Hundred Associates to the Associates of Montreal; Father Vimont, the superior of the mission at Quebec; Father Poncet, who was to remain at Montreal, and several Jesuit priests. There was also M. de Puiseaux of Quebec, together with soldiers, the sailors of the boats, and other artisans — in all some fifty people. The women present were Jeanne Mance and Madame de la Peltrie who, with her maid, Charlotte Barré, left the Ursuline convent at Quebec to share in the foundation of Ville Marie.

A week was spent in the ascent of the river. At length on May 17 they came in sight of Montreal Island, glorious with the sunrise of a May morning that bathed its meadows and its mountainside with light and touched the soft colors of the budding leaves. They landed on Champlain’s ground, just under the shelter of the tongue of land beside the little river (the Pointe à Callières). Maisonneuve no sooner landed than he fell on his knees, and all the company as they came ashore kneeled in prayer and joined in hymns of thanksgiving. They had no sooner landed their first stores than they raised an altar, decorated by the women with spring flowers, and here was celebrated the first Mass of Ville Marie. Then Father Vimont spoke. “What you see,” he said, “is only a grain of mustard seed . . . but it is so animated by faith and religion that it must be that God has great designs for it.”

All day they labored, landed stores, and arranged their camp for the night. When darkness fell there was no oil for a lamp, so the women caught fireflies and put them in a glass and therewith illuminated the altar. Then night fell. Beside them, as they went to rest, was the murmur of many waters, whispering of unseen danger. Only faith and courage could find sleep beside it.

The next day the Governor and his attendants left downstream for Quebec. The colonists set busily to work, their first task to protect themselves. Round their camp they made a ditch and some sort of palisade with stakes; with this began the building of a chapel of bark — prayer and defense, the signs of their allotted task.

Their situation indeed afforded little safety from attack. Montreal offers but little natural facility for defense. In Roman times the flat mountaintop would have made an admirable castra, but these were other days and other arms. Down below the mountainside there is little protection. Such as there was lay in the watercourses. The St. Lawrence covers one side, and for the Ville Marie and the Montreal of the French Regime till the conquest the sunken hollow that is now Craig Street was a marsh and river, offering a certain cover from behind. This stream, presently called Ruisseau St. Martin (St. Martin’s Brook), ran parallel to the St. Lawrence but in the other direction. It made a turn and emptied into the little river already mentioned (the St. Pierre). The first camp and the first fort were on the downstream side of the St. Pierre. But when the colonists presently built their hospital and houses they moved across the St. Pierre to the higher ground a little farther upstream and thus had water on three sides of them.

This later gave the plan of defense of the walled town. Luckily for Maisonneuve’s settlers who were armed soldiers, the Iroquois who were now armed like themselves with firearms, seldom found what is rudely called “the guts” for a direct attack. Their method was stealth, ambush, death by night. A few resolute armed men might face and defy them. But the danger was present enough. Within a few weeks the Montreal settlers were to learn what it meant. And here perhaps one may pause by the waters of Ville Marie to speak of the Indian terror of which they murmured. It is necessary, as the key to the next half century of the history of Montreal, to understand the Indian situation and the Indian danger.

The Indians of North America had migrated, long before memory and history, from Asia and were thinly scattered over the continent. They perhaps numbered, in what is now the United States and Canada, something over a million. Here and there they lived in clustered lodges, on the Pacific coast (then all unknown) probably in still larger groups. But mostly they wandered. Their languages are numerous, about seventy-five in all, but show them all of one family. Even the Eskimos are Indians in the historic sense.

Of the Indian tribes east of the Mississippi the most widely spread were the great family of the Algonquins. They occupied the country north of the Great Lakes, the Ottawa valley, the lower St. Lawrence, the maritime coast (Acadia), and the Atlantic seaboard of New England. They included such tribes as the Montagnais, a northern tribe of the “Kingdom of Saguenay”; the Ojibways (otherwise Chippewas); the Micmacs; the Narragansetts, and the Delawares. Their language is easily recognized by such sounds as Kebek, Mikmak, Shediac, and all that spells New Brunswick. The Algonquins were largely a nomadic race, hunting and fishing and moving with the game and the seasons.

Over against these, in the space between the Great Lakes, the St. Lawrence, and the Hudson River, were the Huron-Iroquois, tribes of one family but divided later by the dissensions that brought on the wars of extermination. Their language is seen in the softer sounds of Hochelaga, Stadacona, and Niagára (pronounced as it is in Indian). The Iroquois, like the Algonquins, carry their Indian name. But “Huron” is a French nickname from la hure, the boar’s head, a metaphor suggested by the peculiar tufted appearance, the particular fashion in scalp locks, of the shaven Huron head. Huron in Indian is Wyandot.

The Hurons lived along the lakes and the St. Lawrence. The Iroquois filled the gap between the Hudson and Niagara which proved the key point of American strategy. There were five nations of them, known always by the English version of their Indian names. The Mohawks lived, as one might expect, on the Mohawk River. The French called them Agniers. West from the Mohawks ran the Oneidas, the Onondagas, the Cayugas, and the Senecas. Apart from the Mohawks they all were similarly named in English and French. But the transcription of their names into the two languages is so varied as to be almost unrecognizable. It is hard to believe that the French for Seneca is Tsonnonchouan. This last nation, the most foul and savage of the five, if comparison is possible, lived between where Rochester and Buffalo now stand. They were the left flank of the Five Nations. The Mohawks on the right had as their war trail the descent of the beautiful waterways by Lake George, Lake Champlain, and the Richelieu. The traveler of today over the Delaware and Hudson Railway line may reconstruct, if he will, amid the beauty of the woods and water that he passes, the ambush, the massacres, and the savagery of the Indian war, the agonies of Father Jogues in the wilderness, and the butchery of Fort William Henry.

To the left the Seneca and Onondaga country can recall the expeditions of Denonville and Frontenac. Holding this central region, the Iroquois Five Nations, ferocious beyond all record, conquered to the verge of extermination their neighboring Indian enemies one by one and for a century and a half played off England against France and turned the tide, literally, of the world’s history. For had they sided with France, what then?

These Indians were savage beyond belief. To say that they burned their prisoners alive is to say the least of it. No one wishes to dwell on the horrors of torture, the remembrances of a cruelty long gone and passed to its account. But, to be done with it once and for all, one must speak of it here in order to understand the history of Montreal for its first sixty years, in order to know what were the warnings whispered by the moving waters beside Ville Marie. These Indians not only burned their prisoners but burned them with slow and studied tortures that kept pain alive and life not yet extinct. They unbound them from the stake to drag them, mutilated and bleeding, along the trail for torture renewed every evening and all night, dragged them to their home lodges so that their wives and children might assist in the final scenes, might heap with hideous childish merriment burning coals in patches on the torn bodies dying in the ashes. Nor this to their fighting enemies alone; they stuck little children on spits of wood to burn slowly to death before a slow fire. They forced women to burn their husbands to death with flaming brands of resinous wood. Nor was death the end. These unspeakable creatures chopped up the dead and tortured bodies of their enemies, to boil and roast them for their cannibal feasts. The choicest portion, the brain, fell to the share of the chief. “They ate men,” a contemporary witness wrote, “with as much appetite and more pleasure than hunters eat a boar or a stag.” It was Father Vimont who wrote that, the priest who celebrated the first Mass at Ville Marie.

Imagine such scenes of horror, and imagine among them the torn and tortured priest, Father Jogues, crawling to reach out his mutilated hands into the flames to baptize with a few drops of water the dying victim in the name of Jesus Christ.

Horrors are well to avoid. But no one who does not know of these things can understand the lights and shadows, the horror and the glory of Canadian history.

Maisonneuve’s colonists were soon to learn of them at first hand. In the middle summer of the year, August, 1642, Father Jogues, a Jesuit of the Huron Mission, was coming up the river from Quebec to Montreal, carrying with him renewed supplies sent out from France for his work — sacred vestments, chasubles, vessels for the altars, bread and wine for the Eucharist, and such holy and necessary things. With him were three French companions, two associated with his work, one a boatman, and a band of Huron converts, and others waiting baptism in the faith. In all they filled twelve canoes. Their journey brought them to a place in the river at the western end of Lake St. Peter, where the swift current and broken water forced them close beside the shores under the woods. Here two hundred Iroquois, hidden in the leaves, armed with firearms, motionless and without sound, waited for them. They were Mohawks who had come down by the Richelieu for this ambush. At the chosen moment, with the shriek of their war whoop and the discharge of their muskets, they fell upon their victims. The Huron made little fight; those who could escaped, as did one Frenchman. The others were killed or taken.

The Frenchmen stood their ground to be torn down by the savages. Jogues had remained unresisting, baptizing his dying Hurons. The savages turned on him. They beat him senseless and, when revived, chewed and lacerated his fingers with their teeth. . . . Twenty-two Hurons had been taken. Some of them were burned alive forthwith for the immediate enjoyment of their captives. Others with Father Jogues were dragged back along the Mohawk war trail to endure sufferings such as those described above — beaten, mutilated, burned — to end their death in fire. Jogues alone was kept alive. For months the savages held him to witness and to share the torments inflicted on each new group of captives taken on the warpath. At length the Dutch contrived to rescue him. They sent him on a ship to France. He arrived at the College of Rennes, house of his order, ragged, mutilated almost beyond recognition. There he was restored to life.

It has been finely said that there is no suffering that human cruelty can inflict too great for human fortitude to bear. Jogues returned to his mission work in New France, once more to labor, to suffer, and to die under Indian torment, his flesh cut into strips, a tomahawk smashed into his brain.

Such was the news that spread from the fugitives of the massacre to the settlers at Ville Marie in that late summer of 1642. Although a few more colonists were added to their number that August, they scarcely dared go beyond the shelter of their palisades. What we think of today as the upper part of Montreal, its beautiful squares, its tall hotels, its crowded streets, its embowered university, its spacious cathedrals, its roaring stadium — all this was forest. In it at any moment might lurk the Mohawk. Settlers who ventured too far might pay for it with their lives.

 

The settlers at Ville Marie for the opening years of their settlement had no better shelter than their palisaded camp beside the river. Their first real building was the Hotel Dieu (finished 1644) higher up on the bank, its site indicated today by the intersection of St. Paul Street with St. Sulpice Street (formerly St. Joseph). This was to be the hospital for the ministrations of Jeanne Mance and those who followed her to the mission. It was a large wooden building, protected with a palisade and serving also as the first church of these days. Burned in 1695, rebuilt to be burned again in 1721, again burned in 1734, it was rebuilt in the building used until 1861, when its place was taken by the building still occupied on Pine Avenue West.

The building of the Hotel Dieu was followed by the construction of a real fort, with solid walls and enclosed buildings, set on the tongue of land between the little St. Pierre River and the St. Lawrence. A cannon brought from Quebec was mounted on the fort. Beside it, on the tip of the tongue of land, was laid out the first cemetery, soon abandoned as the spring floods of the river gave even the dead no rest. Later on the fort also was abandoned and demolished, and M. de Callières, Governor of Montreal and, after Frontenac, of Canada, built a fine house on its former site. Hence the place was presently called the Pointe à Callières.

For Maisonneuve was built (1652), in a clearing of the woods between the Hotel Dieu and the fort, a large three-story wooden structure, something like a French chalet, and protected also with palisades. A rough track that later became St. Paul Street ran from the Hotel Dieu to this house, then turned and went over a little bridge to the fort. When the Sulpician priests came to Ville Marie (1650) they lived first in Maisonneuve’s house, which was remodeled to become (1661) their first seminary. It must be remembered, of course, that up to this time they were present at Ville Marie only as priests serving on mission. The feudal proprietors were still the “Compagnie de Montreal.” It was not till March 9, 1663, that the Compagnie transferred, with the consent of the Crown, its obligations and rights to the Seminary of Saint Sulpice at Paris. It was in 1712 that the Sulpicians moved into their “new” seminary, the one still occupied. But even before this they had constructed their outside fort in the woods (Le Fort des Messieurs), of which two corner towers still stand on Sherbrooke Street West.

TABLET ON THE FROTHINGHAN AND WORKMAN COURT OFF ST. PAUL STREET

Upon this foundation stood the first manor House of Montreal built 1661, burnt 1852, rebuilt 1853. It was the seminary of St. Sulpice from 1661 to 1712. Residence of de Maisonneuve, Governor of Montreal, and of Pierre Raimbault, Civil and Criminal Lieutenant General.

Pierre Raimbault lived in the house after the Sulpicians moved in 1712 into their “new” seminary, the one still standing.

Another pious foundation of the earliest days of Ville Marie was the Church of Notre Dame de Bonsecours farther downstream than the other building. It owes its foundation to the saintly labors of Marguerite Bourgeoys, who came to the mission in 1653, one of the most distinguished and devoted of the women who gave their lives to Ville Marie. Her labors were chiefly in the work of teaching. But she is remembered also for having brought out from France a miraculous statue of the Virgin and the funds to erect a chapel where it might stand in full sight from the river and serve as the guardian saint of approaching sailors.

 

Such, then, was the situation of the mission post of Ville Marie in the early years of its history, the Indian peril ever close at hand. Some Algonquins came about in the summer of 1642, but the Iroquois only learned of the settlement in the summer of 1643 when they kept it under watch, roving the forests in bands. On one occasion (it was June 9, 1643) six men who were cutting wood less than a hundred yards from the fort were attacked by a band of forty savages who rushed upon them from behind the trees. Three of them were killed outright, the rest carried off for a worse fate. One, it was said, escaped later.

Maisonneuve forbade all wandering out. Work must be to the sound of the bell, all leaving the fort together. Some of the more reckless of the French, chafing at this captivity, urged Maisonneuve to go out and fight. Their importunities, month after month, wore out his better judgment. He ordered thirty men to get ready and come out with him to fight. This was at the end of March (1644), with deep snow still in the hollows under the leafless trees, before the return of the birds to the forests. All was silent as they entered the woods. Then the hidden savages, a band of eighty Iroquois, rushed toward them. The French stood firm, firing from behind trees, learning the new strategy of the American woodsman. . . . Some fell. The others, under orders, moved back, tree to tree, toward the fort, Maisonneuve the last. The Iroquois, seeing who he was, tried to rush him, to drag him off captive. Maisonneuve turned at bay, fearless. As the Iroquois chief approached he fired; the pistol missed; his second pistol shot the chief dead. While the Indians clutched for the fallen body Maisonneuve escaped. The French, carrying some of their wounded, reached the fort. Three lay dead in the woods. Two were carried off and burned at the stake. After that no one ever questioned Maisonneuve’s courage or his commands.

This heroic conflict is one of the treasured memories of French Canada. The exact scene of the actual struggle is a matter of argument among antiquarians. We know at least that it was in the heart of the financial district of Montreal, near by the present struggles of the Stock Exchange.

Such scenes and such dangers marked the life of Montreal for its first three years. To safeguard its existence the Governor General of New France was ordered to build a fort at the foot of the Richelieu to block the Mohawk warpath. The Indians (two hundred) ambushed the French soldiers at their work. But they seized their arms just in time. After a fierce fight they beat off their assailants at odds of two to one. The Iroquois never had much heart for fighting man to man in the open.

Even at that the fort was of little service. The French were still to learn that against an Indian raid one fort was of little value. They carried their war canoes around it. There must be at least two and a stretch of protected water to make the portage long and hazardous. Hence another fort was presently built on the Richelieu beside the Chambly Rapids. Visitors to Montreal, at no greater sacrifice than a pleasant motor drive of twenty miles, may view the old fort at Chambly and study Indian strategy on the spot.

Maisonneuve’s historic fight had taken place at the end of March 1644. All through that year and well into the next there was no safety. The Iroquois seemed to swarm in the woods. Their war parties roved over all Montreal Island till there was no place safe except the fort itself. A small reinforcement of soldiers was sent out to New France by the Hundred Associates in 1645, sixty men to be divided along the river at Quebec, Three Rivers, the Richelieu fort, and Montreal. But their numbers, as with all the little detachments sent out at intervals in the next twenty years, were hopelessly few for adequate protection.

Yet their presence helped to induce the Iroquois to offer peace, which marked the close of what some historians care to call the First Iroquois War. But it closed only to open again more deadly than ever in the fall of 1646. The Iroquois war, or rather the series of raids and massacres, was to last, with only casual cessations, for twenty years.

Maisonneuve was absent when the war broke out; the momentary peace had allowed him (1646) to return to France for his personal affairs and for those of the Association of Montreal. He did not return to Ville Marie till 1648, when the danger was at its height. The raids never stopped. “At Montreal,” so wrote from Quebec the Jesuit Superior, “there are barely sixty Frenchmen, twenty Hurons, a few Algonquins, and two of our fathers.” “It is a marvel,” said the Jesuit Relation of 1651, “that the French of Ville Marie were not exterminated by the frequent surprises of the Iroquois bands. The Indians broke into the settlement again and again, sneaking among the trees or along the sunken ditches. Often ten men or less fought against fifty or eighty.” Here belong the heroic episodes of such fights as those of Charles le Moyne. At heavy odds he drove off a band of Iroquois from Point St. Charles, leaving them dead with only four French wounded. Here belongs also the heroic fight for the Hotel Dieu itself. This building was now armed with two pieces of cannon and with swivel guns in its windows. Early in the morning of Tuesday, July 26, 1651, a band of two hundred Iroquois swarmed against its palisades. Lambert Closse, the major of the garrison, whose figure stands as one of those on the Maisonneuve monument, with sixteen men fought off the attacks that never ceased till evening. There was need of courage. The terrible massacre which had already overwhelmed the mission of St. Louis among the Hurons on what is now the Georgian Bay, with the martyrdom of Father Brébeuf and Father Lalemantt, showed what might befall Ville Marie. Maisonneuve, going again to France to seek help, was almost in despair, ready to recall the colony.

The crowning episode of glory was found in 1660 in the voluntary sacrifice and death of Dollard des Ormeaux and his sixteen companions, a story that can be read beside that of Thermopylae. To save Ville Marie by going out to meet the Indians, Dollard and his companions, their sins confessed, their death accepted, fought off behind a rude stockade at the Long Sault on the Ottawa River the assaults of eight hundred savages. Only after eight or nine days did their heroic sufferings (wounded, sleepless, and without water) end in death by extermination. Dollard’s name is also written, as by Francis Parkman, as Daulac. Such confusion of spelling was natural in a colony where spelling was a rare art.

Meantime in these troubled years settlement and trade struggled on as best it could. Ville Marie in 1652 still had only something more than a hundred inhabitants. Parties of Algonquins, arriving for shelter, brought furs, as did even the Iroquois in the pauses of open war. But the place as yet was in no way self-supporting. It was carried on with the Original subscription of seventy-five thousand livres collected for the Association of Montreal and with later contributions; Madame de Bullion, a wealthy lady who withheld her name at the time, supplied Jeanne Mance with twenty-two thousand francs, and other sums later, to carry on the work of the hospital.

But indeed it was impossible for the colonists entirely to support themselves since they were for several years almost prisoners in their little settlement. We learn that for their first seven or eight years they all gathered at night for shelter in the fort. Only as the Indian menace lessened did they venture to build separate houses. It would seem that by 1651 about half of the settlers had moved into buildings of their own. Some fifty-five still remained in the hospital and in the fort, anxious, we are told, to get back to France.

The old maps show a straggling row of these houses along a track among the trees past Maisonneuve’s house and the hospital. This track presently became St. Paul Street. Farther back were other bush tracks, at first only eight to twelve feet wide, that led to another little cluster of houses. All were connected by a road and bridge over the River St. Pierre to the fort. A little lower down on the shore was a windmill. As a protection to the north (downstream) a “citadel” was constructed on a little hill about fifty feet high, where they set up ramparts with trenches, protected by the wooden stakes, pointed and interlaced, that are called in French chevaux de frise. This citadel, all shoveled flat later on, stood near Dalhousie Square. There were no real “fortifications” for another generation.

Thus lived and labored those at Ville Marie till the institution of direct royal government in New France ended its first existence as a mission and began the career of Montreal as a colonial outpost of defense, an inland emporium of trade.

FOOTNOTES:

Dollier de Casson, Histoire du Montréal, 1672.


CHAPTER IV. A Half Century of Struggle

1663-1713
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THE PRIESTS’ FARM. The New Royal Government. The Sulpicians as Feudal Seigneurs of Montreal. Growth of the Town. Arrival of De Tracy and Defeat of the Iroquois. Feudal Life around Montreal. The Outside Seigneurie. Lachine. Longueuil. Frontenac and the Indian and English Wars. Treaty of Utrecht.

In the heart of the English residential district of Montreal there is, or was till yesterday, a beautiful open space of trees and meadows, some three quarters of a mile across, like an oasis of verdure in a desert of brick and stone. It was called by the attractive old-time name of the Priests’ Farm. Through the gateways of the tall stone wall which hemmed a large part of its circuit one caught a glimpse of old gray stone buildings, of wide orchards, gardens neat as Normandy, and pleasant avenues of trees where reverend Fathers might walk in quiet meditation. From this beautiful open space of verdure the surrounding city breathed in fresh air and health, as the pious order of those who founded, owned, and occupied it breathed in the inspiration of their high calling. For this was, and still is, a part of the property of the Sulpician Order (Les Messieurs de St. Sulpice), whose seminary still stands in the heart of Montreal. To them was committed, when the original missionary Association of Montreal came to an end, the seignorial control of all Montreal Island.

Much of the Priests’ Farm is gone now. Its outward glory is departed. Necessity compelled the commercial sale of ground coveted as real estate. Apartment houses sprawl upon its higher slopes and cover the “sites” that once were meadows framed in old willow trees. Its bygone silence is lost in the traffic of new streets and driveways that pierce its very heart. Commodious villas rise, neat with new grass and nodding tulips, to blend a strange novelty with what still remains antique. Their beauty is all too new — the rich inheritance of broken fortune.

Yet not all is gone. There still stands at the foot of the slope in the angle of Sherbrooke Street and the Côte des Neiges Road, the widespread school and dormitory buildings of the famous Grand Séminaire, the Collège de Montréal, where generations of Canadian youth have had their training. One sees through the main gate two old stone towers, built in 1694, that stand well inside the present wall. These are said to be among the oldest, if not actually the very oldest, surviving buildings in Montreal. They are in reality two adjacent towers remaining out of the four that marked the corners of the great wall that surrounded the original building that stood here. This was the fort, a sort of outlying protection for Ville Marie de Montreal, called Le Fort des Messieurs. Inside stood a stone château built out of his own personal fortune by a priest of St. Sulpice. The towers were for protection but were used also as schoolrooms where the children of the converted Indians were taught by the saintly Marguerite Bourgeoys, who was attached as an externe to the Sisters of the Congregation of Troyes and whose name is second only to that of Jeanne Mance in the record of good works at Ville Marie.

Higher up the slope of the Priests’ Farm stands the more modern building of the Seminary of Philosophy, the training college of the priests. About it are still many of the old trees, the quiet walks, the gardens, and the long pond of years gone by. Yet midway between the Seminary of Philosophy and the College of Montreal below, on land sold to save them, the handsome premises of the Badminton Club mock with the merriment of battledore and shuttlecock antiquity on the right and philosophy on the left. But for the land that is left the title deeds are still the grant in the name of Louis XIV to the Messieurs de St. Sulpice, whose history at the period we now reach becomes the history of Montreal itself.

We cannot, however, understand the position of the Sulpician Order and their control of the town and land of Montreal without explaining the general change now made in the administration of the whole colony of New France. The government was dissatisfied with the slow progress made by the One Hundred Associates. The company was wound up and replaced by government under the Crown. There was henceforth at Quebec a Governor General of New France, a Superior (presently a bishop), and a Council appointed for life, subject to the King’s continued pleasure. With these there was a new official, the Intendant, who acted as representing the King’s “business interest,” his steward, so to speak. In case of conflict these authorities must wrangle it out — and did. There was also created a new “Company of the West Indies” to manage all North American colonial trade, but it proved ineffective and was terminated in ten years.

Thus the government of New France was henceforth carried on under peculiar conditions. During the whole winter there came no word — there could be none — from France. There was no such thing as the overland mail, which in later days reached British Canada from the Atlantic colonies and after that from the United States. “When the river freezes,” said the great Frontenac, “I am King.” This meant for a strong man a sort of sovereignty, for a weak man confusion. A further consequence of this was the peculiar situation of Montreal under the superior authority of the Governor General of New France. It is true that a royal decree of 1647 had associated with the Governor of New France a Governor of Montreal along with a Superior at Quebec as the Supreme Council of Police, Commerce, and War. But as the Governor of Montreal was normally absent from Quebec and the Superior, by reason of his duties, frequently so, this made the situation worse instead of better. On the other hand the grant to the Governor of Montreal, by this same decree, of 10,000 livres a year and free transport (yearly from France) of 30 tons of freight, with the obligation to maintain a garrison of 30 men, helped to make his position financially independent of Quebec, where the Governor General received 25,000 livres with 70 tons of free transport.

This position became more and more anomalous as between two centers, each of which overtopped all other settlements, one being the center of government but the other rapidly becoming the chief emporium of trade and a rival center of population. The friction between the two authorities began with Maisonneuve’s first winter in Quebec before Ville Marie de Montreal was even founded. It never ceased till the conquest.

The population of New France was still, in 1663, only about 2500. Royal government brought in immigrants, and the population in the twelve years, 1663-75, more than trebled (2500-7800). Among the immigrants Normans predominated (about one fifth); those from Poitou were nearly as many; those from Paris about one seventh, Brittany much fewer, the rest scattered. There is no lack of statistics. Little colonies love to count themselves as youth loves a mirror. A census of 1667 showed the French population of New France as 4312; Quebec and the settlements hard by, 1011; Beauport, 123; and Côte de Lauson (south shore), 113. At Three Rivers the settlement that grew up to meet the fur trade from the interior had 666 people. Montreal had 766. Beyond these was nothing. The settlements clung for their life to the river. Yet around these central points agriculture was struggling into existence. There were 11,448 arpents (9000 acres) of grainland, 3000 cattle, and 85 sheep — counted, apparently, to the last one.

At Montreal settlement had been slow and precarious. The population was estimated to have reached 525 in 1665; 766 in 1667, as just said; and 830 in 1672. An old plan of Montreal in 1672 shows a considerable addition of houses. There is a windmill beside the river a little way upstream from the fort. The original bush track parallel to the bank now appears as a regular road that was later to become St. Paul Street. There are houses on both sides, and in this same year Notre Dame Street was laid out by survey.

 

Royal government, after a brief period of rule by the incompetent M. de Mézy, sent out as Governor, began in earnest with the arrival of M. de Courcelles and with him, as the first Intendant of New France, the famous Jean Talon, the first in the long line of the commercial statesmen of Canada. Although only six years in the colony (1665-71), “his power of organization and creative genius,” says Sir Charles Lucas, “left a lasting mark on New France.” With them, and set over both them, arrived a veteran general of France, the Marquis de Tracy, whose commission of 1663 made him lieutenant general of South and North America (L’Amérique Méridionale et Septentrionale).

It was known that De Tracy’s business was to exterminate the Iroquois. From the ships that reached Quebec just before him there landed four companies of the famous Carignan-Salières Regiment. Others followed later in the summer, in all about twelve hundred men. These were veterans of the war of Louis XIV against the Turks. Some of them afterward returned to France to be reconstructed and to remain till the Revolution as the Regiment of Lorraine. But most of them remained in Canada after their service in the Indian war and settled on land grants along the Richelieu near Montreal. Many families of today trace from them their descent.

There came also with M. de Tracy to Quebec a glittering troop of young nobles and of gentlemen of fortune attracted by adventurous prospect of the approaching campaign in the wilderness. Their coming made a great stir, and the arrival of the soldiers sent a thrill of joy through the settlements. For by this time the audacity of the Iroquois was surpassing all bounds. On April 25 of this very year (1665) they had made a surprise attack at Montreal on the Hotel Dieu itself. Before they could be beaten off they had killed one guard, wounded another, and dragged off two unhappy victims for death in the flames. Early in the same summer they had succeeded in capturing, while he was hunting on Ile Ste. Thérèse, one of the most notable of all the Montreal colonists, Charles le Moyne. This man was to give eleven sons to the service of New France. The eldest of them, Charles le Moyne, was Governor of Montreal (1724-33) and Administrating Governor of Canada (1725-26). He was created Baron de Longueuil by the French Crown (1700), a title recognized by the British government after the conquest and still existing. His son Charles, the second baron, held the same offices: Montreal, 1749-55, and Canada, 1752-55. Another son of the founder of the family was Pierre le Moyne, Sieur d’Iberville (1661-1706), a sailor from the age of fourteen, who made history by fighting the English on Hudson Bay, both overland and by sea. With his brother, the Sieur de Bienville, he founded Louisiana. The family seigneury of Longueuil, across the river from Montreal, once seemed almost to rival the island seigneury itself. Fate passed it by, a suburb with little left but the pride of history.

This first Charles le Moyne, undaunted by his capture, carried it off with a high hand, threatened the Indians with the coming of the French soldiers to burn their lodges. The Indians were so impressed that they brought Charles le Moyne down to Quebec and gave him up unharmed, as a sort of token for peace. But the situation had gone too far. The French knew that they must make war first.

Meantime in Montreal the rejoicing over the new sense of security was tempered by the news that Maisonneuve was to go. The Marquis de Tracy, with that peculiar politeness known only to a Marquis, wrote that “he had permitted M. de Maisonneuve, Governor of Montreal, to make a journey to France for his own private affairs.” A successor was appointed for his absence, and “this as long as we shall judge convenient.” Marguerite Bourgeoys, the famous teaching sister already mentioned, wrote that Maisonneuve “took the order as the will of God and went over to France not to make complaint of the bad treatment he had received but to live simply and humbly an unrecognized man.”

This intent he carried out. He reached France in 1665, twenty-three years after his first coming to Canada. For his remaining eleven years he occupied the second floor of an apartment in the Fosse St. Victor, where a single servant ministered to his old age. He died on September 9, 1676. This temporary oblivion of his name and fame was to be redeemed later on, after his contemporaries had gone long since to graves mostly forgotten. The monument of Maisonneuve in the center of Place d’Armes at Montreal is beautiful as art and sculpture, but still more beautiful in what it commemorates.

 

After the arrival of the New French troops under the Marquis de Tracy, the departure of Maisonneuve, and the opening of the campaign against the Iroquois, New France entered on the half century of conflict, now with the Iroquois, now with the English, now with both, which only ended with the Peace of Utrecht in 1713. During this period Montreal gradually lost its aspect as a mission settlement. In a certain sense the good work was carried on and has lasted until today, as witness the Seminary of St. Sulpice still existing in the heart of the city, and the work of Marguerite Bourgeoys still carried on in the vast and beautiful building of the Sisters of the Congregation, built in 1908 on Sherbrooke Street West. But from this time on Montreal appears less as a mission than as the organizing center of war, of western exploration, and more and more the emporium of the fur trade, the economic basis of the life of the colony. There are few national annals that so stir with danger, adventure, and heroism as this half century of history; few if any that offer so wide, so picturesque a scene of conflict in the wilderness of forest and lake and stream. This history has been turned into a part of the world’s literature by the genius and industry of Francis Parkman. His detailed pages quicken the past into new life. In them we seem to hear the whisper of the forests and the murmur of the waters and to see the morning mists of the lakes rising to reveal the war canoes of the savages. From such volumes alone can we get a real picture of our Canadian past. But these annals are rather those of Canada as a whole than of the city of Montreal by itself. For our present purpose we can venture nothing beyond a summary.

As the most striking part of this moving panorama, as the lurid colors of the foreground, we see the march of war. The fierce war with the Indians (1657-66) only dies down to be renewed as a struggle against England and its Iroquois allies (1683-1701). War itself brings extension of territory by the building of forts and the wider hold on the country. In the pauses of war in the twenty years of something like Indian peace (1666-83) trade multiplies, especially the trade in furs which spreads farther and farther into the interior. The coureur des bois is added to the missionary priest. With this goes exploration, wider and wider, in part as an adjunct of trade or mission, in part as an end in itself, by an instinct as old as humanity and as young as everybody’s childhood. The period ends with the desperate struggle that opened the eighteenth century, Queen Anne’s War, and that ended in the disastrous Treaty of Utrecht, foreshadowing the fall of France in America.

War came first. A chain of forts was at once built to protect New France and to facilitate attack on the Indian country; a fort was built at Sorel at the mouth of the Richelieu, one higher up at the rapids at Chambly, one at Ste. Thérèse, and one at the north end, the foot, of Lake Champlain. The French struck at once, in the heart of that very winter. The expedition under Courcelles passed up Lakes Champlain and George and so to the valley of the Hudson and the Mohawk, ground of which every mile is now connected with the memories and the monuments of war. But this first war “failed to connect.” The French found to their surprise that the Hudson Valley had now become English. The Dutch, after their war with England, had ceded New Netherland. In its place was now New York, a proprietary colony under Charles II’s exiled brother, James, Duke of York.

The French, not being at war with England, wisely retired and went home. But the next autumn they came again under De Tracy himself, this time to the Mohawk Valley, and laid it waste with fire and sword, burning the lodges and destroying the winter corn. The Mohawks fled. They had learned a lesson. New France was free from them for nearly twenty years.

The interval of relative peace and security which now ensued and lasted for nearly twenty years gave to Montreal its first real opportunity for growth, expansion, and trade. Immigrants now began to come in larger numbers and to include many women, either married or looking for marriage, so that the number of established households grew apace. The vertebrate structure of the old town can still be seen in the financial district of the present Montreal. The original surveyor selected the highest land which lay in the area between the St. Lawrence and St. Martin Brook (Craig Street) and which was already built over here and there. About in the center of this were the grounds and buildings around the Hotel Dieu, already nearly twenty years old. Just behind these grounds, that is, farther from the river, was the highest line of ground, and here at that time a new church, the Parish Church of Notre Dame, was already being built. Hence a long, straight street, christened the Rue Notre Dame, formed the basis of the survey by which the town, after 1672, was laid out into definite streets. The work was done by Bérigne Basset, the first surveyor of the colony, acting under the direction of the famous Dollier de Casson, the Superior of the Sulpicians and the first historian of Montreal. This notable man, who came out to Montreal at the time of De Tracy’s expedition of 1666, in which he served, played a large part in the history of Montreal until his death in 1701. He represents the type of the soldier-priest that comes down from the Middle Ages with the Crusades, that appears in homelier form in the Friar Tuck of Robin Hood, and finds a later reincarnation in the Confederate general, Bishop Leonidas Polk, who fell fighting in the American Civil War. Dollier de Casson was a man of gigantic stature and of a physical strength maintained by strenuous activity. He had been a captain in the French army under Marshal Turenne, had become a Sulpician priest, a member and presently the Superior of the order at Montreal. Many legends run of his vast strength, his ability to hold up a man seated on each hand or to handle a couple of Iroquois like Indian clubs. He became the historian of Montreal, extolling all brave deeds but his own.

The Rue Notre Dame was drawn past the church, parallel to the river, from end to end of the settlement. The direction, as already explained, splits the cardinal points of the compass, being much nearer to a north and south line than to an east and west. Then and long after Notre Dame Street and the ones made parallel to it were spoken of as running north and south, nowadays as east and west. At its upstream end (south) Notre Dame ended in the cross street of St. Pierre, laid out in 1673 and still there; at the north end was Bonsecours Street. Just beyond Bonsecours the town ended at the Citadel Hill already mentioned, for which a fortified windmill had been built in 1656. The Notre Dame Church, the Séminaire, and the Place d’Armes were all laid out as now existing, but the buildings have since been replaced. The rough road already in use since 1645 on the riverside of the Hotel Dieu now became St. Paul Street, not lying quite in a straight line but beginning at a point on the little River St. Pierre (Lachine Canal) farther upstream than Maisonneuve’s fort, running at first straightaway from the little river, and then north, shifting its course a little as it went and edging always nearer to high ground, so that Notre Dame Street, when drawn out to its north end, is just about to meet St. Paul when it stops. Somebody once wrote some clever verses to show that the original street of every great city was once a cow track and still carries curves in its course where the original cow stepped aside to graze. The deviating course of St. Paul Street still shows where the cows of Ville Marie once wandered along the old track or paused a moment to graze beside the Board of Trade. The little paths among the settlers’ houses became the earliest cross streets, the oldest, older than the survey, St. Joseph (later St. Sulpice), passing through the center, with the Hotel Dieu on one side and the new church on the other. Maisonneuve’s house, afterward the first seminary, has already been described. The streets St. Pierre and Bonsecours, as said, were at the ends of the town. Between St. Joseph and St. Pierre was St. François Xavier (1678), between St. Joseph and Bonsecours were St. Gabriel (1680) and, north of it, St. Charles (1677).

In 1678 there was laid out another street quite close to Notre Dame, running parallel to Notre Dame from St. Gabriel to St. Pierre, so that it bounded the Place d’Armes on the inland side. This street, Rue St. Jacques, of small significance in its early days, was to come into its own in the British Regime as the main street of Montreal and later to rise to all the pomp and majesty of high finance as St. James Street. Our later city has drawn away, as cities do, from its moneyed quarter. It works there by day, but it prays still down below on Notre Dame Street, and lives, sleeps, and makes merry upslope round Hochelaga, and its last sleep is farther away still, with the mountain hollow as its pillow. Here lies, in this old plan of 1673, the venerable origin of some of the familiar jokes upon our city: of the one about the Scotchman and the Irishman who both took off their hats in our Place d’Armes, the one to the Notre Dame Church and the other to the Bank of Montreal; and the one about the old French-Canadian woman from a country parish, come up to worship in La Grande Paroisse, and was found kneeling beside the teller’s wicket in the bank.

Not only was the city laid out in streets along which a great many new houses appear between 1673 and 1687, but it was now fortified all round. A royal engineer, Daniel du Luth, commissioned under the governorship of M. de Callières, encompassed the town with strong palisades thirteen feet high, with curtains and bastions. The original fort on the St. Peter River was now demolished, and the St. Lawrence protected the town on the south. A canal let the water from St. Martin Brook and the St. Pierre River down to a flour mill.

During this period the government of Montreal was a very simple matter. In military matters the command lay with the Governor as head of the garrison, with power, definitely expressed in a royal ordinance of 1669, to call out as militia all the able-bodied men of the town and the outlying settlements. Indeed necessity called them; it was do or die. For the very simple functions of civil government the Seminary of St. Sulpice named the officers. There was a civil judge for the whole island and a procureur fiscal, or crown attorney, who brought cases to him as a jackal to a lion. A recorder (greffier) kept the record. There was in addition, for the daily care of the town, a sort of town manager, called a syndic, who was chosen for a three-year term in a general meeting of the townsmen. He represented the only touch of democracy, as yet pure and primitive, for he got no pay. Even at that, the office of syndic proved in a colonial environment too democratic for the royal government at home, and its powers were reduced presently to practically nothing.

The administration of property, and especially of property in land, was much more interesting. This too is not only as a matter of history but of current concern. For it may well be that our community settlement of the future may borrow a few pages from this old feudal record. The occupation of the land in Montreal and in all the country round rested on the old feudal system of seignorial tenure, which lasted unchanged till the British conquest, continued with modifications till its abolition in 1854, even then left certain traces in land taxes, etc., not finally obliterated till 1940. This system, like everything else, worked admirably in its proper place. It would have been as needless as unpopular in the peaceful pioneer settlement of Ontario, household by household and farm by farm, or in the vast homestead settlement of men and machinery in the West, with neither man nor forest to fight. But in old French Canada, a forest country with savages in the woods, the feudal system came into its own as at its first establishment in the devastated France that was remade out of the wreck of the Roman Empire. As in old France, a thousand years before, each seigneurie in New France became, as it were, a point of strength, a redoubt in the wilderness. With its houses of stone, its enclosed farm buildings, its protecting walls, its forge, its mill, it combined the community of a little village with the security of a fort.

The earliest concessions of land in and close to Ville Marie were made by Maisonneuve himself. But the extension and order of the feudal regime show the master hand of Talon. The system was organized as follows. The Sulpician Order (Les Messieurs du Séminaire de St. Sulpice) were the feudal lords of the Seigneurie of the island of Montreal as they were later of various holdings elsewhere. Their holdings by the end of the French Regime amounted to a quarter of a million arpents (200,000 acres). In this capacity as feudal seigneurs they granted in the town itself plots for building and land for gardens and orchards. Each holder of such a plot paid ten sous, ten cents, a year. The present city taxes on many of these lots would be about fifty thousand times as much; it seems almost worth being scalped for. Outside the town the Seigneurie granted larger pieces of land, thirty to forty arpents, to be cleaned and cultivated, with an annual tax of half a cent an acre. These little grants were held en roture, simple direct tenancy under the seignorial lords. A higher stage of holding was seen in grants of land on Montreal Island, in the quality of subfiefs, arrière-fiefs, the feudal tenant here becoming the “boss” of smaller people settled on his fief. The concessions were made without any purchase price, but the tenant was under obligation to clear land and settle people on it. He must pay also half a cent a year per acre as his feudal tax and as a mark of homage must give to the seminary every year a bushel of wheat and two fowl for every hundred acres.

More serious taxes, called lods et ventes, were levied on any sale of feudal property, though not on its inheritance, amounting to one twelfth of the price received. From the modern point of view such a tax would cripple all movement of real estate. But that was exactly what it was meant to do. In any case it appears that if the transaction was approved the tax was omitted. That distinguished scholar, M. Camille Bertrand, the archivist, tells us that as a consequence of this there are a great many French-Canadian families still living “on the land of the first ancestor.” Higher up still were larger grants of land on Montreal Island which became, by joint consent, fiefs nobles, that is to say, made practically independent of the feudal control of the Messieurs de St. Sulpice, though still rendering homage. The advantage to the seminary and to Montreal was that the new seignorial houses, well built and well defended, acted as a protection to the whole island and were so located and spaced as to do so. The first of these grants was one made on December 20, 1665, to Philippe-Vincent de Hausmenil, of land beyond the St. Pierre River to the southeast. With the next one is associated the name Lachine, which echoes down our Canadian history as undying as the sound of its many waters. This was 420 acres granted on January 11, 1669, to the famous explorer of the Mississippi, Robert Cavelier de la Salle. As is well known, La Salle’s Seigneurie acquired the name of La Chine by way of a joke (on exploration), one of those cherished by fond repetition, too good to lose. Later history mistook it for earnest. It passed from a nickname to a legality, and in the older English translations of French books, such as La Rochefoucauld’s Travels in North America, it appears quaintly enough as “China.” But the original Seigneurie, which was called the Fief St. Sulpice, was not on the site of our present Lachine. It lay on Montreal island above the rapids, close to the present Canadian Pacific Railway Bridge. The remains of an old mill still mark the spot. Part of the town of La Salle is built on what was the site of the Lachine, on which was to fall the massacre of 1689. The rapids are two miles below; the present Lachine, at the junction of canal and river, is two miles above. Another three hundred acres, granted in 1671 to Zachary du Puys, the major of the garrison, correspond to the present Verdun.

Beyond these the chain of semi-independent holdings (fiefs nobles) extended over Montreal Island. At the lower end of the island was (1671) the Fief of Picotte de Bellestre, which is represented by our Pointe aux Trembles. Two others were on the “Back River” (Rivière des Prairies). But the upper end of the island was the real bulwark against the descending war parties. Most notable of all, perhaps, was the Fief of Boisbriant, on the Lake of the Two Mountains, more fully discussed in a later chapter. Near by and at the extreme upper end at the conflux of the rivers, at the very point of danger, was the Fief of Bellevue, our Ste. Anne de Bellevue. History records its name in Indian ravages and near-by massacres. Its chapel was long the outpost of prayer in the wilderness. Tom Moore’s ear was later on to catch its faintly tolling evening chimes warning the rowers of the falling night. Today all around and beside Ste. Anne’s breathes the soft atmosphere of the orchards, meadows, and gardens of the Macdonald Agricultural College, where the gentle voices of the female classes of teachers in training echo back the murmurs of the river.

 

Even more imposing in location and in history are the great outside seigneuries granted by the Crown, independent of Montreal but forming a part of the same general scheme of regional colonization. The chief ones are those in Longueuil, the seigneury of the celebrated family of Le Moyne already mentioned. With it are the historic seigneuries of Boucherville, Varennes, and Verchères on the south shore of the St. Lawrence; Chambly and Sorel on the Richelieu; and Châteauguay above Lachine, all names famous in our history. Others later extended inland.

We can realize how admirably this seignorial system could work for the mobilization of the infant colony in time of war and a guarantee of ample sustenance in peace. The only difficulty was to keep the settlers, especially the younger men, on their allotted holdings. The temptation of life in the woods, the profits of the illicit fur trade, carried on without license or permission, were too much for them. These wandering coureurs des bois became a standing perplexity of New France. Even the penalty of death for a second offense, as authorized by King Louis XIV and announced by Frontenac, mattered little to men who didn’t propose to be caught for a first.

But during this period the town shows not merely an increase of population but a change in its character. Here begin to appear the arts and professions of peace. The first Montreal notary seems to have hatched out from the scriveners (tabellions), the recorders, and the secretaries of the seigneurs. The mass of the people in the colony being entirely unable to read and write, and there being no printing press in Montreal till Benjamin Franklin brought one in 1776, the ability to write things down for other people became of itself a sort of learned profession. The medical profession was likewise born from the casual chirurgeons (surgeons), whose task of necessity follows the ravages of war, and some of whom now find a permanent place as doctors, intermixed, we are told, with quacks. Painting and sculpture are represented by a few odd people who had brought their talent and its preoccupation with them from France, a pursuit at least free from all taint of commercial profit. History, the muse for which a wilderness is paradise enough, never fails. One thinks of Lescarbot in Acadia and Dollier de Casson in Montreal.

Not only the expansion of the fur trade but the expansion of exploration itself centered upon Montreal in this interval of peace and even during the war period that followed. From Montreal went out the expeditions (1673) of Joliet and Marquette, discoverers of the upper Mississippi; of Father Hennepin, who reached the Falls of St. Anthony; of Greysolon du Lhut, who himself lived many years in Montreal, the site of his house beside the Place d’Armes now marked with a tablet. Most notable of all is the expedition of La Salle (1670-80) from his seigneury at Lachine in that search for the Western Sea that gave it its nickname and led to his discoveries on the Mississippi. All this, however, belongs to the general history of North America rather than to the annals of Montreal.

Such was the situation and such the growth of New France during the period, all too short, before the renewal of Indian war. M. de Tracy and M. de Courcelles and Talon the Intendant were all back in France in 1671. In their stead ruled as Governor (1672-82) Louis de Buade, Comte de Frontenac, commonly regarded as the most impressive figure in the history of French Canada. Under Frontenac as Governor of Montreal, and later of Canada, was his able lieutenant, Louis Hector de Callières, whose regime witnessed the progress described above. But we are now to turn again from the annals of peace to those of war.

Frontenac was a truly great man, born to rule, aggressive and overbearing, looking and dressing the part. The savages knew him by instinct; they came to heel like whipped dogs. So great a historian as Sir Charles Lucas has defamed Frontenac’s memory by speaking of “his barbarous methods.” “At Montreal itself by his orders,” he writes, “the French compelled wavering Indians to burn Iroquois prisoners to death.” This is not true. They permitted their allied Indians, on at least two occasions, the hideous treat of burning Iroquois. We may take here the testimony of the young officer, the Baron la Hontan. He tells us that Frontenac sent word to the Iroquois that they must stop burning Frenchmen alive or he would burn their people if he got them. The savages disregarded the warning. Frontenac received two Indian prisoners at Quebec. He gave them to his own Indians to burn, as one throws a bone to dogs. The ladies of his little court protested: “Monsieur de Frontenac, you cannot do this.” Frontenac could and did. The Indians went to the flames, one singing, one collapsed with fear. Some people might judge it among the best things Frontenac did. It is said also that four Indians were burned in Montreal in 1696 by whites and Indians, with six hours of cruel tortures. But these retaliations did more to check Indian cruelty than a century of preaching. This is the only way to meet the barbarity of a sunken nation. We know that now.

Frontenac understood Indian war. The time to stop it was before it started. So he at once built Fort Frontenac at Cataraqui at the lower end of Lake Ontario, our present Kingston. This covered Montreal and put fear into the hearts of the Senecas, at the inside end of the Iroquois chain. Frontenac did great things for New France, encouraged the fur trade and restrained the unlicensed trade of the coureurs des bois. It has been often claimed that he took a toll out of trade for himself to help repair his own damaged estate; if so, it was part of the morality of the time, a system of baksheesh, known long after in Egypt and Turkey and not quite lost anywhere. Frontenac was like Admiral “Jacky” Fisher of our own day, he thought there was nothing like “favoritism,” meaning the power to push a good man ahead, especially if he is your friend. Hence he made enemies, and particularly with the Jesuits, since there is no room for two despotic authorities at a time. Yet by an odd contradiction of character Frontenac planned a sort of representative government in Canada, something like the meeting of estates in France and the old parliaments (courts of registration) of the French provinces. This may have been sheer conservatism and not a democratic leaning, the desire to put the old country into the new. Extremes meet. We see such things again and again in the history of Canada, the “seigneurs” of New France, the “titles” (never given) of Simcoe’s Upper Canada, even our royal societies and our Usher of the Black Rod and such. It’s a sort of nostalgia, a longing for things of the old home.

Frontenac’s parliament scheme of “estates” fell through. King Louis XIV struck it out. Frontenac was only King when the ice was there. With the spring ships, the rule of Louis XIV came back. Nor was ever any king more industrious or more watchful. He read all the dispatches from Canada. He made little notes on the side: “The King thinks this. . . . The King wishes that.” And what he wished was done. Our English history, as full of the odor of prejudice as an old cask, presents us a Louis XIV as a butterfly among ladies all in silk, slowly turning to a crooked old man among ladies all in wigs. In reality Louis was industry itself, sagacity. He knew men like Colbert and Frontenac when he saw them. But with peace established, complaints from New France reached the King right and left, and Frontenac had to go.

But Frontenac’s successors were men of no account, and the Indians knew it. The Iroquois had been playing back and forward with the French and English. Some had sided with the French, turned Christian, and became in time the “praying Indians,” those who founded our Caughnawaga beside Lachine. But now they all joined in a great council (1684) at Albany and allied themselves with the English. This time there was no Frontenac to oppose them, nor even Fort Frontenac to cover Montreal, for it had been abandoned. The Governor, De La Barre, moved soldiers and Indians to occupy it again; illness broke up his camp; he moved across Lake Ontario, threatened the Indians, like a schoolmaster who calls angrily for order, and then retired to France, glad to be gone. After him came Denonville, who took an army into the Seneca country, burning crops and wigwams. But this was like knocking down a wasps’ nest. They all came back.

With that the Iroquois prepared to wipe out French Canada. All the old danger was back again. In the middle summer of 1689 the first wave broke on the settlements around Montreal. Montreal itself they could not now so easily reach. For the plan of fortification carried out under a French royal engineer had put a wall of palisades and ditches all around it. But the outlying places were open. In the dead of night of August 5, 1689, amid the roar and glare of a Canadian summer thunderstorm, the Iroquois fell upon the settlement at Lachine. The massacre that followed is one of the terrible pages of our annals. Eighty soldiers, there on guard as an outpost, and with them two hundred inhabitants, men, women, and children, were butchered without mercy on the spot. One hundred and twenty were carried off, some to be burned forthwith at the stake, others to die by torture in the Indian lodges.

Frontenac came back to Canada that autumn, and a people wild with distress turned to him with joy as to salvation. He brought it. He chose strong men. He had with him De Callières, who was made Governor of Montreal, and such men as Greysolon du Lhut and Nicolas Perrot, coureurs des bois who knew the Indian country. By New Year’s he was among the Mohawks, giving them back their own. He rebuilt Fort Frontenac and carried war into the Indian country above. But the French power had sunk so low, the Indian danger had spread so wide, that not even Frontenac could at once restore safety. To protect one place was to invite an attack upon another. Witness, for instance, as a part of the history of the Montreal vicinity, the sudden attack on the fort at the seigneurie of Verchères, twenty miles down the river from Montreal on the south shore, in that meadowland which Champlain had so much admired. The garrison had been drawn off along with the seigneur himself, needed elsewhere. The defense of the fort by the girl Madeleine de Verchères, in command of three and a half men (one man was over eighty), is part of our schoolbook history. The motor tourist and the passenger on the passing ocean liner still gaze with awe and inspiration at this consecrated spot.

Hence it took Frontenac four years to beat the Indians down. But he did it. By 1696 he was able to set out from Montreal up the St. Lawrence with an army of two thousand men. They went by Fort Frontenac and Lake Ontario and laid waste all the country of the Onondagas and the Oneidas. When peace with England came, the Peace of Ryswick, in 1698, the Five Nations were glad enough to be, as our present slang has it, “included out” from both sides as neutral. Frontenac’s work was done. He died at Quebec on November 28, 1698. There he lies buried as Champlain before him and Montcalm to come.

But Frontenac, before he died, had broken the power of the Iroquois forever as far as wiping out French Canada was concerned. Henceforth they were just the devil allies of the British, the French having their own attendant devils too but not so good.

When Callières succeeded Frontenac as Governor of Canada a great peace was made between the French and the Iroquois (1701). When war broke out again with England, the War of the Spanish Succession, North America had to pay the price of ravage for the question as to which prince should inherit the throne of Spain.

But this time, fortunately for Montreal, the tide of war turned to the Atlantic coast and the St. Lawrence. The great military episodes of the war belong to the general history of Canada rather than to the present survey. The war ended with the Treaty of Utrecht, which gave to Great Britain the possession of Hudson Bay, Newfoundland, and Nova Scotia, but left to France its mainland Acadia (New Brunswick), its islands, Cape Breton and St. John, together with New France and the vast inland empire which it might include.

FOOTNOTES:

Laval, 1659, Bishop of Patræa in Partibus.

Leonidas Polk, Bishop and General, W. M. Polk, 1915.

Lahontan’s Journal, Ed., R. G. Thwaites, 1901.


CHAPTER V. The Old French Regime in Montreal

1713-63
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THE CHÂTEAU DE Ramezay. Montreal at the Time of Charlevoix’s Visit. The New Fortifications of 1723. Life in Montreal. Social Distinctions and Classes. Slavery Under the Old Regime. Peter Kalm’s Visit of 1749. His Happy Picture of French Canada and Montreal. The Lot of the People as Compared with Later Times.

The Château de Ramezay, once the home of M. de Ramezay, a Governor of Montreal under the old French Regime, and later the residence of various British Governors, stands by itself in the lower part of the town in a beautiful isolation that time and courtesy have spared. It is at the faraway end of old Montreal, so far from the hotels and shops of the modern city that it seems to be, as it is, a part of another world. It is a fine old stone building, low and long, untouched, it would appear, by the hand of time, and looking just as it did two centuries ago. Its iron palings guard it; its cannon are still there in case the English come. Its row of poplar trees along the palings, diminished and vanishing, still rustic and whisper of Normandy. All around it and behind it is the open sky, a landscape effect impossible for modern cities. Broad, open spaces surround it as if the newer buildings instinctively drew back, respecting history and a lost cause. It is quite a distance across from the château to the great buildings of the City Hall and the Law Courts, or, shall we say, of the Hôtel de Ville and the Palais de Justice, buildings where taxpayers anguish and murder argues for its life. Their voices must not come across to the château. More space still is added by the open Jacques Cartier Square on this the hither side of the château, with the Nelson Monument by which, in a sort of paradox of history, Jacques Cartier seems congratulating Lord Nelson on Trafalgar.

This is the only site remaining where the remnants of old French Montreal have the opportunity of such isolation. All the rest of its past is intricately mixed with what is new. Maisonneuve still stands on his monument in Place d’Armes, looking across at Notre Dame Church and telling it what he thinks of the Iroquois. But the buildings of two trust companies look down upon them both. The streetcars make of the Place d’Armes a crowded turning point, and from a near-by street the skyscraper tower building of the Royal Bank looks down on Maisonneuve from such a height that it can hardly see him. Nor does it need to; under Maisonneuve’s management the site of the bank was only worth ten cents a year. They do better now.

Look through the palings of the château and you will see from the signboard that it is preserved thus as a museum. Anyone entering, on some empty, silent day, its spacious old wainscoted rooms finds them just as they were when filled two centuries ago with the soldiers and ladies of New France. It seems as if a whisper could bring them back, as if the creak of one of the old boards beneath their feet might make them turn to look. It is seldom that one gets a chance to bring the past so close. We always think of the people of past centuries in an unnatural way, stuffed and dressed and artificial, rendered romantic by the very thing we called romance. Here in these unaltered rooms they turn to people like ourselves, merry or sad, and, to those of us grown old, all young. One stands here in this old château, the prize of conquest, to muse, perhaps, upon its vanity. What right has it to be, this seizure of sovereignty, this forced allegiance by the power of arms? French Canada, we are always assured, is now a part of the British Empire; a “loyal” part was once the Victorian word, though we never use it now. One wonders. Can it be that there are no regrets, no backward glances? At least the reflection of what was here and what is should give to us in Canada a renewed understanding of our French compatriots and a new forbearance if ever needed.

The château was built by Claude de Ramezay, a Governor of Montreal (1703-24). He came to Canada as a young officer in 1685. He served in Iberville’s expedition against the English in Hudson Bay and led a Montreal force in Quebec in 1690 to aid Frontenac in his defense against Phipps’s vessels of war. He married and settled in Canada and built the château in 1705. It is a very common mistake to suppose that the château was the home of the French Governors. Indeed, De Ramezay had expected the King of France to buy it for this purpose. This was never done, and in the last years of the Old Regime it became the storehouse of the French West India Company. In those days the château looked across into the beautiful gardens of the Jesuits. Beside it on the town side, standing flush along Notre Dame Street, was a heavy old stone building, the house of the Baron de Bécancourt. This later became the warehouse of James McGill, founder of the university, and while still standing was commonly called the Old McGill House. It is all gone now.

Under the English Regime the château became Government House and remained so until Lord Metcalfe’s occupancy. It was used also by Benedict Arnold, though not by Montgomery, at the time of the American occupation of Montreal during the invasion of Canada. It was the headquarters of Benjamin Franklin and his colleagues on their mission to Montreal. After Lord Metcalfe the château was turned into offices, then into law courts, then into a normal school, then into offices again, and at last, in 1894, found a fitting repose as a museum.

There it sleeps. From such a vantage ground we may well review the old French Regime which it so well typifies.

It was the good fortune of the town of Montreal to enjoy an unbroken peace, or what was then regarded as such, from the Treaty of Utrecht until the final war, the Seven Years’ War (1756-63), which ended in the cession of Canada. It is true that war between England and France broke out again and that military expeditions were sent against western Indian tribes, but the town itself enjoyed an undisturbed existence. We enter here upon a period of peaceful and happy growth, not as idyllic in its simplicity as its sister colony, the Acadia of Evangeline, or as energetic in its forward movement as the British Montreal of a hundred years later, but a place of relative comfort, of Old World manners and courtesy, of conservative custom, and, if not of wealth, at least of no great poverty. Much that was to be lost in France in the turmoil that came later was here retained in Canada and Montreal, and much that was in the Montreal of the Old Regime exists here today as the basis of the life of our French compatriots. In looking at the old town we are viewing not the bygone past but a section of the past carried over and preserved in the present.

 

We are fortunate in having Montreal depicted for us as it was only eight years after the Peace of Utrecht, in the happy pages of Father Charlevoix, whose name is for all time connected with the history of Canada. Pierre François Xavier de Charlevoix, who became a Jesuit priest at the age of sixteen, was sent out while still only twenty-three for four years as a teacher at Quebec and became henceforth a historian of New France and of America at large. He visited Montreal in 1708. Later on he was sent out (1720-22) to make an extensive tour in New France and the English Atlantic colonies, in the course of which he visited Montreal again in 1721 and wrote an extended account of it. His Histoire et Description Générale de la Nouvelle France (published in 1744) became and remains a firsthand authority for our history.

Charlevoix, in his first journey (1708), came up the river in summertime and noted, as did all travelers from Cartier onward, the beauty and fertility of what one may call the Montreal district — the country from the head of Lake St. Peter upward — as compared with the rugged and forbidding north shore from the Gulf to Tadoussac. His second journey (March 1721) offered the contrast of winter travel in a cariole, along the ice at the edge of the river and lake. His itinerary as between Quebec and Montreal gives us a view of the conditions of winter travel in French Canada, practically unchanged all through the Old Regime and long after, indeed until the coming of the railway. It runs as follows: Quebec to Three Rivers (about eighty-three miles), March 4 to March 6, three days; Three Rivers to the mouth of the Richelieu (about forty-seven miles), less than one day; thence to Montreal (about forty-nine miles), one day and part of another. The custom of thus breaking the journey to Montreal With convenient stopovers was usual both in summer and winter.

Winter travel by land was, of course, vastly superior to land travel in summer. New France, apart from the military highway from the St. Lawrence to the Richelieu (Montreal to Chambly), was, till 1733, roadless — at least in any large sense. It was, indeed, a part of the obligation of the seigneur and of the habitant to open roads from one riverside farm to the next. But as every settlement was connected with every other by water, these sidetracks were of little account. In 1733 the surveyor in chief, M. Lanouiller de Boisclerc, traced and connected a complete road from Quebec to Montreal, thenceforth a post road. When a regular mail service was thereupon set up from Quebec to Montreal the carriers went through without the stopover of the customary traveler.

“Montreal,” writes Charlevoix, “has a very pleasing aspect.” One notes at once that Charlevoix calls the place “Montreal,” the name “Ville Marie” having by this time dropped out of ordinary use. Similarly, along with the official name New France, he uses “Canada” as an alternate, a usage becoming so general that it appears in official correspondence. “The beauty of the country,” he continues, “and of its prospects, inspires a certain cheerfulness of which everybody is perfectly sensible. It is not fortified, only a simple palisade with bastions, in a very indifferent condition with a sorry redoubt on a small spot which serves as a sort of outlook and terminates in a gentle declivity, at the end of which is a small square. This is the place you first find on entering the city from the direction of Quebec.”

The old plans of Montreal (after 1723) show the fortifications as constructed by De Léry just after Charlevoix’s visit, the old palisades being demolished in 1722. One can recognize this north end of the city, of which he speaks, by the “windmill” (it was built in 1656) and the redoubt. The outlets through the wall show the St. Lawrence Gate, one of the five gates piercing the wall and leading out of the city toward the suburb of St. Lawrence in the direction we now call north. The main gateways in the direction up and down the river give us at the upper end the Porte des Recollets (corner of the present McGill and Notre Dame), through which Amherst’s victorious soldiers entered in 1760, and through which the defeated American General Hull and his fellow prisoners, 375 in number, were brought in 1812. One notes that one of the two roads which branch apart on leaving the gate is marked “Chemin de la Montagne.” People who write to the Montreal papers at recurrent intervals to say that our “Mountain” Street is called after Bishop Mountain (the first Protestant bishop) will do well to study this map which was made before the bishop was born. The gate at the same end nearer the river is the Porte la Chine, recalling again La Salle and his seigneurie. The other two main gates were the Harbour Gate (Porte du Port) and the Porte St. Martin on the lower end of the town, leading out of it toward Quebec. This naturally acquired the name the Quebec Gate. There were also lesser, or postern, gates.

“The seminary and the parish church,” writes Charlevoix, “the convent of the Recollets, the Jesuits, the Daughters of the Congregation, the Governor, and most of the officers dwell in the upper town.” By this he means St. James and Notre Dame Street. Of these buildings the Seminary of St. Sulpice (to which the seminary moved in 1712) is the only one still standing, though of course the beautiful grounds, reaching all the way to St. Paul Street, are practically all gone, nothing left but an embowered garden, so walled in, so lost and forgotten, that most Montrealers are unaware of its existence. The parish church of Notre Dame is still there as rebuilt in 1824. A tablet on the corner of Notre Dame and St. Hélène streets (north of McGill Street) reads: “Here stood until 1866 the church and monastery of the Recollet Fathers (1692), in which the Anglicans from 1764 to 1789, and the Presbyterians from 1791 to 1792, worshipped.” This also, through all the French Regime, had spacious grounds and gardens.

The establishment of the Jesuits at this date was only a large church and one small house, but their beautiful gardens occupied the north end of Notre Dame Street where it met the Rue St. Charles, a space which is now represented by the Court House, the City Hall, and the Champ de Mars, with Jacques Cartier Square opposite. Nothing in the present Jesuit establishment in Montreal (Collège Ste. Marie) and the beautiful Collège Brébeuf behind the mountain corresponds to the site of this earlier foundation. The order was suppressed by the Pope in 1772. After the death of the last surviving Jesuit in Canada, Father Cazot, in 1800, the estates of the order lapsed to the Crown. The papal ban was lifted in 1814, but the Jesuits did not return to Canada till 1839, when their own Montreal premises had been long since turned to other uses.

The Daughters (Sisters) of the Congregation of Notre Dame spoken of by Charlevoix are now the great teaching order whose schools for girls extend over North America. They date from Marguerite Bourgeoys (1653) and the foundation already described. In Charlevoix’s time, and long after, their establishment was at the junction of Notre Dame and St. Jean Baptiste with spacious grounds adjoining those of the Hotel Dieu on St. Paul Street below. In 1853 they bought the beautiful country property of “Monklands,” for a brief time previously the residence of the Governor General of Canada and the scene, as told below, of Lord Elgin’s tribulation at the time of the Montreal riots (1849). From that they moved into the spacious abode on Sherbrooke Street West, built for them in 1908. “In the lower town,” writes Charlevoix, by which, of course, he means St. Paul Street, “are the Hotel Dieu, the royal magazines, and the Place d’Armes.” By this Charlevoix does not mean the Place d’Armes of today. At the time of his visit the old Market Place was also called the Place d’Armes, as appears on the map of the royal engineer, M. de Catologne, of 1723. It opened off St. Paul Street on the riverside between St. François Xavier and St. Joseph (St. Sulpice) streets. “Here also,” he says, “is the quarter in which the merchants for the most part have their trade.” These merchants represented, overwhelmingly, the fur trade, and oddly enough the fur trade, such as it is, is there still after two hundred years, strung out in dingy but venerable old wholesale houses surviving on St. Paul Street.

The Hotel Dieu was still in the same location as the original Hotel Dieu of Jeanne Mance, but the first building had been burned in 1695. There was still standing Maisonneuve’s house, occupied after his departure by the Sulpicians. It lasted until destroyed in 1852. The (old) Market Place just mentioned was not only a market but a grim theater of justice where stood the gallows, the pillory, and the jail. Here executions were held. Here (in 1752) a criminal guilty of a revolting murder was put to the terrible death of being broken on a wheel. His body was buried outside the town, under what is now Guy Street. The spot was marked with a cross. When Guy Street was made the cross was moved into the grounds of the Grey Nunnery beside it.

Such relentless “justice” was rare in the colony. As a rule pity intervened. The Negress who set fire to the town in 1734 was sentenced to be burned alive; instead, they hanged her and burned her dead. Let it be recalled that at a date, almost as late as this, in New York Province a man was burned alive by sentence of law.

Beyond the Market Place again, and across the little Rivière St. Pierre, there stood the house built by Callières in 1672. Near by was the General Hospital, a work of piety at large, founded in 1688 by François Charron for the care of the sick and the infirm and for the instruction of youth.

“There has been for some years a project,” says Charlevoix, “for walling Montreal around. But it will not be an easy matter to bring the inhabitants to contribute to it.” The fortification began next year with the demolition of the old palisades and works and the construction of a stone wall all around the city. The walls were eighteen feet high, four feet thick at the base and three at the top. The gates and sally ports were protected by bastions. But the opposition of the townspeople toward paying a contribution of six thousand livres (francs) toward the cost of fortification was far more reasonable than Charlevoix realized. They were a generation bred to war and knew all about it. The proposed fortifications were of a kind to repel a direct attack of savages, the height of the wall and the projection of the bastions rendering it easy to guard the gates. But the townspeople were now too numerous and too well armed to fear Indian attack. Against attack by artillery the walls were useless. The event was to prove it forty years later.

It was just after Charlevoix’s visit (June 1721) that a great fire swept the lower part of the town. Accidentally started in the Hotel Dieu, it not only destroyed that edifice itself but with it about 126 houses, or half the town. In a sense the fire, as is so often the case in rising cities, was a blessing in disguise. It encouraged the building of stone houses, though Montreal remained mostly of wood till the conquest; it led to attempts to straighten and widen streets and to adopt some rudimentary fire protection. The inadequacy of this was shown, however, when a second fire, that of 1734, destroyed the newly built Hotel Dieu and with it a large part of the lower town, forty-six houses. The Hotel Dieu built at the first settlement (1644) had been burned down, it will be recalled, in 1695, so that the building now erected and occupied until 1861 was the fourth occupied. The Hotel Dieu of today, on Pine Avenue, replaced it in 1861.

The fire of 1734 was started, as said above, as an act of vengeance by a slave woman. We so seldom connect slavery with French Canada that it is with surprise we learn that slavery was perfectly legal and that there were slaves there all through the French Regime, and for a generation into the British. The French government wisely prevented any general slave trade of import from Africa, as they thought slave labor unsuited to the colony. But people, rich enough, brought in Negroes as house servants, and there was a certain importation of “Panis” (commonly written Pawnees), a peculiar race of Western Indians captured and sold to the French outposts and, by an exception among their race, soft enough to work. The Iroquois wasn’t. Like the British he “never, never” would be a slave.

Not only was there slavery, but Montreal, all through this period, was a place of class distinction and social inequality. French historians who speak of the colonial simplicity of New France are speaking of it only in a relative way, as compared with the social setting of Versailles, where noble birth was estimated in quarterings and noble blood by the quarter pint. Longfellow, in his Evangeline, has given a picture of the other New France, that Acadia on the Bay of Fundy, where “even the richest was poor and the poorest had in abundance,” and where class distinction was unknown. This may have been true of Acadia. It was not true of Montreal. Almost, if not quite, in its earliest days social distinctions appeared. It is true that in the mission days of Ville Marie there was the common equality of prayer, the common devotion of the spirit; and there was, in the Iroquois wars, the common equality of danger, the brotherhood of combat. But as danger passed and security grew, social distinctions reasserted themselves. There was nothing in the spirit of the time to stop them. The distinctions of birth brought from France were maintained, so too the distinction of wealth as brought out by individual colonists; the whole seignorial system was one of class, the holder of a seigneurie outranking the holder of a fief noble, and both of them above an arrière fief, and all far above the peasant (en roture) on a plot of land. If one adds to this the new inequalities that came with fortunes of expanding trade, we can easily see that New France was not a place where everybody was as good as everybody else. Indeed such places, even in America, were still hard to find. New England had its gentle and simple; even Pennsylvania had its degrees of piety, and in Virginia inequality grew as easily as tobacco.

There was added the existence of a governing class, since there was no popular election. The Governor General, visiting Montreal from Quebec, the Intendant, the Governor of Montreal, and the military officers were at the top. With them were a number of appointed officials, people with many functions but no real authority, what the French call officials à façade, like a big shop front clapped on a little shop. All these people, seigneurs, Governors, officers, and officials ranked above the people still called “the vulgar.”

Yet here, as in all North America in early days, the poor had at least the escape to the land and to the woods. In a new open country, with land still free and the woods empty, industrial poverty can never take so cruel an aspect as it later assumes. When the land is gone and the woods are closed industrial poverty becomes a prison. There is no way out. Most of all was such escape ready and easy in Montreal. For the fur trade was at the door and the woods beyond, and the adventurous might go forth, or the “habitant” turn to a coureur des bois, or even the idle “go Indian.”

Apart from the slaves the population of French Canada was almost entirely French. A few British drifted in, chiefly as prisoners of war who stayed on after the peace, Roman Catholics who found the environment congenial. These married French girls. Their unpronounceable English names were converted by current convenience to the sound of flowing French. Ordinary people couldn’t spell. The notaries wrote the new names by ear. The language of these incomers disappeared in their family, and in the course of generations nothing but tradition connected them with British descent. It seems doubtful whether all the “Sylvains” of Montreal today (there are about sixty of them) are aware that their name is Sullivan. A good many of the two hundred “Phaneufs” may not know that this name began as Farnsworth, in the person of an ancestor prisoner of war in about 1700. The French Canadians from the beginning until today may be reckoned as a singularly unmixed stock.

 

The fur trade represented the chief, practically the only “business,” the main economic support, of New France and the mainstay of Montreal as its chief emporium. It was carried on partly by direct trade into the city and brought with it the perplexed problem of the Indian and his firewater. There were, as usual, stringent regulations which avarice, as usual, sought to circumvent. Other trade came down from outlying posts as far back as Michilimackinac. Its speculative nature and the life of adventure that the fur trade involved gave it an irresistible attraction. It drew the young men from their settlements to the woods and thus, while seeming to enrich, in reality impoverished the colony and undermined its existence. French Canada had rich farmlands that it never used, not only along the Richelieu but in those eastern townships hard by, the richest land of the province of Quebec, untouched till the days of the Loyalists. Higher up the St. Lawrence was the still more fertile Upper Canada (Ontario) with the garden territory of the Niagara district and the western peninsula, which the military power of France, if really exercised, could easily have seized and held, to make it a land as luxuriant as France itself. Nor was farming all. Beside Three Rivers was iron ore from which a feeble and halfhearted operation produced rude instruments. For shipbuilding all the material was at hand. Shipyards such as those established by the English a hundred years later could have proved the salvation of both old France and new. A few ships indeed were built, but the models were unsuitable, the timber was ill chosen, and for lack of patience and experience the shipbuilding of New France proved a failure.

This misdirection of economic life was clear to the wiser of the French themselves. There is preserved a report of Raudot, an Intendant of 1706, in which he says, “The English do not leave their homes as most of our people do; they till their ground, establish manufactures, open mines, build ships, and have never yet looked upon the fur trade as anything but a subordinate part of their commerce.”

With the fur trade of the period went the continual exploration that was at once the guiding star and the will-o’-the-wisp of French Canada. The sequel showed the country utterly inadequate for the support of its vast and imposing claims on the territory of North America. But to these French explorers still belongs the honor of their achievement. The chief name is that of Pierre Gaultier de Varennes de la Vérendrye, whose family belonged to Three Rivers but whose enterprises, in which his sons participated, were conducted from Montreal. Their discoveries of the western prairies of Canada and the Rocky Mountains of the United States, like so many other achievements of the French, only allowed others later to reap where they had sown. Vérendrye himself died in Montreal in 1749.

Seen in the light of this misdirection of effort of which it was the center, the picture of old French Montreal is not without a touch of pathos. Here were vast schemes for reaching the Western Sea, journeys through empty desert in pursuit of a mirage of trade and fortune that had no existence, the empty glory of maps and names — all this on the part of a community that in reality had wealth lying at its feet. Yet even such failure carries its peculiar credit and honor. It appeals to us in the same way as the likable quality seen in individuals whose careers have failed or whose achievements never got started.

We have spoken of this period as one of peace. This is true of Montreal but of course does not apply to England and France and to North America at large. Just as the question of a successor to the throne of Spain convulsed North America from 1702 to 1713, so the ravages of war must spread again (1744-48) over the question as to the succession to the throne of Austria. This time Montreal was entirely spared, and its district was almost so. An expedition under Rigaud de Vaudreuil in 1745 made a ravaging foray into the Mohawk Valley and Massachusetts, a second raid being made in 1746. This led to ravages by small Mohawk parties in which a few settlers were killed or captured at Châteauguay, at Isle Perrot, and Ste. Anne’s. The main brunt of this war fell on Acadia, where Louisburg was captured (1745) by an expedition from New England aided by the royal navy. The only other military features of Montreal in this happy period were the expeditions sent out, with success, in 1728 beyond Fort Michilimackinac against the Indians of Green Bay (the Foxes), as a means of striking the Indian peril at its source.

During the old French Regime we can hardly think of Montreal as a seaport in any proper sense or with any meaning more than that there was continuous water communication to the sea. Quebec was the ocean port and also the port at which shipbuilding, such as it was, was carried on. Even below Quebec there were no proper charts to the sea until the famous Captain James Cook charted the St. Lawrence below Quebec for Wolfe’s expedition. Between Quebec and Montreal the natural channel as yet unimproved offered no greater depth in certain stretches than eleven feet and was rendered difficult for ships under sail by shallow currents and below Three Rivers by the tide. Navigation in the French Regime had no heavier cargoes to provide for than the carriage of persons, personal goods, and the export of furs. For this purpose canoes, boats, and large boats under sail easily sufficed. References to “ships” refer to these large bateaux. “The bateau,” writes Mr. Lawrence Tombs in his admirable Port of Montreal, “was a large flat-bottomed skiff, sharp at both ends, about forty feet long and six to eight feet wide in the center, and capable of carrying about five tons of cargo. It was provided with masts and lugsails, with about fifteen feet hoist, an anchor, four oars, and six setting poles shod with iron. The bateau was manned by a crew of four men and a pilot.”

Little, therefore, could be done to improve the position of Montreal as a port from below. But already in those early days people planned its improvement from above so as to make it easier to bring the fur trade down the St. Lawrence and carry goods up. Hence the project, and to a certain extent the actuality, of a Lachine canal is among the first public enterprises of the colony. It will be recalled that the rapids of the Great Sault (Lachine Rapids) block the river above Montreal. More than that, the course of the river at the rapids is swung off so as to make it a long way round to Montreal even if one hazards the risks of shooting the rapids and incurs the labor of trekking and portaging at the side. The distance by the path of the river from the quieter water above the rapids themselves and via La Prairie Basin to Montreal is about fourteen miles down the rapids. But a straight cut across the land is only eight and three quarter miles. Moreover, the straight cut, the present bed of the Lachine Canal, is largely a natural sunken hollow very easy to turn into a watercourse. The amount of fall from the water above the rapids varies with its flood and volume. But the fall of the ground itself may be reckoned from the fact that the Bonaventure Station is forty-eight feet above sea level, Lachine Station eighty.

We have seen that a little river, Rivière St. Pierre, originally ran down this hollow and emptied into the St. Lawrence under the Pointe à Callières behind the Ilot Normandin (Market Gate Island). If one follows this river up for five or six miles one finds its source in a body of water that was a marsh or a big pond or a little lake, according to water and season. The old maps show it as Lac à l’Outre. Between this water and Lake St. Louis there is no great rise of land, and to cut a canal would be no great matter, except that in part the rise of land is rock. With such a cutting made, with the pond made permanent and the River St. Pierre deepened and cut straight, an easy passage by canoe would be substituted for an arduous effort and a dangerous risk. Hence it was that as far back as the days of Dollier de Casson (he died in 1701) efforts were made toward a canal, or at least to improve this watercourse. A system of locks to let large boats up and down was too expensive, but it was thought that even with the natural flow of water boats might go both up and down, with a minimum of portaging. A certain beginning was made, but lack of funds left the project still incomplete at the conquest.

And here we may pause a moment in the narrative, as happiness pauses on the brink of disaster, to view in some little detail the old French town of Montreal as it was in its last years of peace and allegiance, before it was overwhelmed in the British conquest.

 

Strangely enough, the circumstances of our present city offer a peculiar opportunity for such a retrospect. The lower part of it, the “business section” of Montreal, corresponds very closely to the area covered by the old walled town. Now this “city” shares with the “city” enclosed in London the peculiarity that many work yet almost none sleep in it, so that it falls on a Sunday to a silence and emptiness unknown elsewhere. This is true most of all in the heart of winter when the harbor is frozen over and the port deserted, the warehouses along the water front closed and tenantless, the water front itself overwhelmed in snow. At such a time the place has turned, as it were, to a ghost city of the old French Regime, whose outline it still bears, and whose old stone houses are still to be seen here and there built in and built over in its crooked streets.

On such a Sunday morning the silence seems to fall all the deeper with each successive snow that blocks the narrow streets, buries the sign-boards, and mantles in frozen billows, ready to fall, the edge of every roof, the projection of every cornice. On such a day the footsteps of the rare passengers seen here and there upon the streets fall noiseless on the snow. They too seem ghosts, moving, as it were, nowhere. There is no sound or movement except that at each successive service the deep bells of the Notre Dame parish church echo the hours, and the parishioners flock to and fro across the Place d’Armes to the office of the Mass. Yet somehow they too — as different from the businessmen of the weekdays as the Iroquois themselves, wrapped and muffled against the cold — have taken on the air of old French Canada itself, as if a part of the ghost picture.

To make it still more real there stands Maisonneuve’s statue in the Place d’Armes in front of the church, its pedestal and its pedestral figures half buried in snow. The crouching form of Major Lambert Closse, his pistol ready to fire, looks out, more vigilant than ever, from under his canopy of snow. Here projects from under its white mantle the treacherous arm of a buried Iroquois, there the sickle of a habitant settler.

In such a place and in such a company we can build up again the town that was. Here, still plain enough, is its plan and outline. This St. James Street — the Rue St. Jacques — still runs its full length along the upper side of the town. Notre Dame is still there just below it, and St. Paul, broken with many crossings and intersections and little squares punched out of it, still staggers its unsteady course lower along the slope. But the values of these streets are all reversed. St. Jacques was the least of them. Notre Dame, the first street really laid out with a surveyor’s line (1672), was the main street, the street of quality and fashion, the chief road of entry by land. St. Jacques was a smaller, later street which there was just room to squeeze in between Notre Dame and the sharp slope of the hill behind, where the land fell to the marsh and river.

In the old French town on the Rue St. Jacques we should have found ourselves close beside the fortification wall, looking down into the hollow and across it to the snow-covered gardens and woods and mountainsides above. St. Paul, of course, was the oldest street in another sense, for it was the first pathway, the track through the trees, that connected Maisonneuve’s fort (on the other side of the Rivière St. Pierre, the Lachine Canal of today) with the buildings by the riverside, Maisonneuve’s own house, the Hotel Dieu, and those built later. Presently the fort was demolished, the town itself built along St. Paul and Notre Dame Streets, and the old French town of which we now speak, the fortified wall with its bastions and river gates, passed along just below St. Paul. Hence St. Paul too had a grandeur of its own, looking down on the Common (Commune) along the riverside, on the landing places, and across the river, and having on it the Château de Vaudreuil, the residence of the Governor General of New France when in residence. In front of this residence was the aristocratic grandeur of the Marine Parade. Thus St. Paul held the water gates while Notre Dame held the main entry by land.

We can thus see the plan and scope of the old town in this frozen, ghostly outline of silent stone. Yet perhaps it would be better if we could somehow wave a magic wand over it and see it, not in the death of winter of today, but in the warm life of the summertime two hundred years ago. Such a wand by good fortune we possess in the description of Montreal and its surroundings that was written in the summer of 1749 by Peter Kalm, a visiting Swedish naturalist. We open the pages of the English (1771) edition of Kalm’s Travels, its very print and its form giving a sympathetic touch of antiquity, and in a moment (for Mr. Kalm possesses the unconscious art of interest) we are transported to a place so different from our ghost city that we realize we have substituted a skeleton for a living being. This is no longer a stone city cramped behind its narrow fortifications. This is a large, spacious place with trees and gardens everywhere. The place seems too large if they ever had to defend it. And this town is not built of stone. There are indeed beautiful stone houses like the château that M. de Ramezay built or the Château de Vaudreuil itself, but most of the houses are still of wood. Mr. Kalm will presently tell us that this is very different from Quebec, where most of the houses are of stone. Indeed the difference ran all through the French Canada of 1749, all through its rows of farms that now reach along the St. Lawrence from Quebec to Montreal, and along the Richelieu, and from the Richelieu to Montreal, and all around the islands of Montreal and Jesus. Wherever these river courses could reach there were now the seigneuries and the river farms of New France. But beyond that were only forts — that of Cataraqui (Kingston), a fort at Niagara, and the Fort Rouille that was to give place to Toronto. Of these houses some were built of stone and some of wood, and this — Peter Kalm guessed it as cleverly as we do — was because they built with whatever came best to hand. But all the houses ran to the same ground plan, the flat front, the small windows, and the tall pointed roof.

But let us, however, view Montreal with Peter Kalm’s own eyes. It may be explained that Kalm was a Swedish naturalist, described as a Professor of Oeconomy (whatever that is; certainly not Economics) at the University of Aobo in Swedish Finland (wherever these are). He was mainly interested in studying plants and gathering seeds, and his journeys took him to the British provinces of North America and into and through New France. Kalm’s London editors of 1771 seem to think he showed an anti-British bias which they correct in meticulous footnotes. It is hinted that he was peeved at the British ownership of the once Swedish colony that became New Jersey.

But as that conquest had happened a hundred years before and was made by the Dutch, not the British, such peevishness would seem extreme even in a professor. Kalm’s picture of New France is certainly idyllic. But he saw it under idyllic circumstances, in the glow of a Canadian summer and in the halcyon days of Canadian autumn, a scene as peaceful as ever contemplated by a kingfisher on a bough. For the latest final peace, that of Aix-la-Chapelle, had come in 1748, and all North America smiled like a garden. Especially for Peter Kalm, for when the Governor of Quebec (M. de la Galissonnière) and the Governor of Montreal heard of Kalm’s garden mission, they insisted that he must be the guest of the King of France, paying for nothing. Royal government is able to do things in a royal way.

Far different was the country that Peter Kalm saw around Montreal from what Father Charlevoix had seen a generation before. There had not, it is true, been that extraordinary transformation that a hundred years later changed all the best of Upper Canada from wilderness to farmstead within forty or fifty years, for that was the work of many hands, when dense forests fell before axes that multiplied every year, working in peace and security. But even in New France the change is notable. Beautiful it all seemed indeed to the traveling Peter Kalm in 1749, arriving with certain fellow Swedes by the Lake Champlain route. He was rowed across on a July morning from La Prairie, the walls and houses and spires of Montreal visible all the way over. They landed below one of the water gates. “We found,” he writes, “a crowd of people at the gate . . . very desirous of seeing us . . . because Swedes were a people of whom they had heard something but whom they had never seen.” This was flattering, but still more so was the arrival of a captain to take Kalm to the house of the Governor, the Baron de Longueuil. “He received me more civilly and generously than I can well describe and showed me letters from the Governor General at Quebec, the Marquis de la Galissonnière, which mentioned that he was to supply me with whatever I should want, as I was to travel in this country at the expense of His Most Christian Majesty.”

After this first visit to Montreal Peter Kalm went down to Quebec, where he was received with great courtesy by M. de la Galissonnière. He came up the river again, still the guest of the King of France, in a boat with six rowers, what sailors would call a gig, with a canopy over his head to keep his precious brains from the Canadian sun. Everyone in Canada seems to have greatly appreciated Kalm’s horticultural mission as a benefit both ways. He was in Montreal again for a month that autumn, so that much of his description of the town is made after his return and compares the two localities of Quebec and Montreal.

Kalm notes the fine buildings surrounded with beautiful trees and ample gardens. “Some of the houses of the town,” says Kalm, “are of stone, but most of them are of timber though very neatly built. Each of the better sort of houses has a door toward the street with a seat on each side of it for amusement and recreation in the morning and evening. The streets are broad and straight [Kalm is here thinking of city streets in the Europe of 1749] and divided at right angles by the short ones. Some are paved but most of them are very uneven.”

 

Peter Kalm’s pictures of the life of the town are of special interest, preserving for us what no maps or official records can recall. “Every Friday is market day, when the country people come to town with provisions . . . the only market day of the whole week. On that day likewise a number of Indians come to town to sell their goods and buy others. . . . There is not anything, however dear to them,” says Kalm, “that they would not sell for brandy.”

Peter Kalm, for all that he is a professor and a naturalist, has a keen eye for the ladies of French Canada and devotes several pages to them, attempting to classify them as only a naturalist would. He distinguishes the French ladies from France and those native to Canada; the later are subdivided into ladies of Quebec and ladies of Montreal. Class I (French ladies) “possess the politeness of the French nation.” Class IIA (Quebec ladies) “are equal to the French ladies in good breeding, having the advantage of frequently conversing with French gentlemen and ladies.” Class IIB (Montreal ladies) — some of these, indeed, seem to have laughed at Peter’s French. Having no opportunity to hear bad French, an opportunity grown larger in Montreal with the centuries, it sounded funny to them. Kalm takes his vengeance when he says that “they are accused of partaking too much of the pride of the Indians and of being much wanting in French good manners.” Kalm’s picture of Montreal and its environs is one of peace and plenty. There are bountiful gardens, fruit in abundance, and all about the town the wheat fields, as his visit drew on, bathed the landscape in yellow. He visited La Chine (so he spells it), a “fine village with a fine church of stone and farmhouses lying along the river about four or five arpents from each other.” An arpent then, as now, was a French measure either “long” or “square”; as length, 192 feet, hence as surface (roughly), four fifths of an acre. Kalm tells the familiar story of how “M. Salee (La Salle) talked of nothing but his new short way to China,” and hence, “the place got its name, as it were, by way of a joke.” This is the sole joke in Kalm’s three volumes. He visits also the Sault de Recollet, a little settlement where even the church is built of wood, but with cornfields, meadows, and pastures all around it, but the old people said they remembered it as all forest.

Kalm left New France in 1749. He saw nothing of the Canadian winter. Nor could he have realized how the peace and relative plenty all around him in that golden autumn were to change to the carnage, the distress, the desolation of ten years later.

 

For people of curious mind and for economists, we may here attempt to form some idea of how the economic side of life under the Old Regime in Montreal and in French Canada may be compared with that of later times and of today. Were the people, the plain people, better off than those of today? It is very difficult to give a tabulated answer since life in those days depended greatly on barter, on exchange of services, and on self-support. The people, says Peter Kalm, “all seem poor.” But elsewhere he notes that “it is easy for anyone to set up as a farmer and live well at small expense.” The daily drink of the plain people was water. Kalm tells us that they brewed no beer. The glory of John Molson was yet to come. The rich drank imported wine, none being made in the country. Indeed the only manufactured drink was the seasonal spruce beer.

It is very hard to give any adequate notion of money and prices. The nominal scale of money was based on the livre. This in origin had meant a pound weight of silver but had gone down and down by the depreciation of French coinage, so that it presently reached practically the same level as a quite separate unit called a franc, and the two words became interchangeable. A livre was divided into twenty sous. Three livres made an écu, a word commonly translated as crown but not really equal to it. Compared with foreign money, the British pound of those days was supposed to equal twenty-two livres. The shilling in England, where it existed as a coin, went at twenty to the pound sterling. The great unit of New World trade was the Spanish dollar. At this time the amount of silver in a dollar made a pound sterling worth four dollars and forty cents. But in the American provinces there were no shillings as actual coins but only as a way of counting. In New York Province and in North Carolina they counted eight shillings to a dollar (the “York shilling” of old-time Ontario that some of us still recall); in New England and Virginia, six shillings; in Pennsylvania and elsewhere, seven and sixpence. Hence a penny, the twelfth part of a shilling, was about the hundredth part of a colonial dollar; hence the use of “penny,” still current in the United States for a cent, or “centavo.” Thus, in summary, twenty-two livres, or two hundred and forty sous, were worth a pound sterling, or four dollars and forty cents; roughly a sou was two “cents”; a livre or franc was twenty cents. A New York shilling, being worth twelve and one half cents or pennies, was equal to six sous.

All of this by way of account. French Canada had no circulating coins except a few sous and battered pieces of mixed metal. Circulating money was paper. The Intendant issued government bills to pay for government purchases, in sums down to as little as one livre or less. These passed from hand to hand. In October, before the last ships went out, all who wished cashed these bills in with the Intendant for bills on France to buy goods for import. The government also at various times printed “card money” and other issues. The whole currency was a mess till after the conquest.

 

Using these units as best we can, we find that in Montreal at the close of the regime current wages of plain labor stood at thirty to forty sous (sixty to eighty cents) a day; skilled labor, four livres (eighty sous). Servants’ wages seemed very high to European visitors; a footman received one hundred and fifty livres a year, a maid one hundred. In spending these wages fifty livres (twelve days’ skilled work) bought a cow; in 1880 it would have taken at least twice as much; one hundred to two hundred livres bought a horse; six livres bought a sheep; a hog was worth, live weight, one tenth of a livre, or two sous a pound; a day’s plain labor was worth twenty pounds of live hog (in 1880 about ten pounds). Eggs sold in Montreal at three sous a dozen, a pound of butter at fifteen to twenty sous, a minot of wheat, the old term for a boisseau, or bushel, sold at forty to sixty sous. No cheese was made. People smoked their own tobacco. They made their own maple sugar. They largely made their own shoes, clothes, candles, and moccasins. Anything that they didn’t have they went without. Things not yet invented they never missed. Judging by the conditions as remembered by the author of this book of farm life in Ontario in the 1870s, they were better off.

The profits of trade it is difficult to compute. At its uninterrupted best it would mean greater opportunity than now. But it was never uninterrupted. Montreal sold to the Indians muskets, powder and shot, coarse white cloth, blue and red cloth for fancy petticoats, hatchets, knives, needles and steel for flints, kettles, earrings, vermilion to paint their faces red and verdigris to paint them green, looking glasses, burning glasses, and glass beads. In return they brought down all sorts of furs, and in particular beaver, elk, deer, bearskins, otter, foxskins (black and gray and red), muskrat, marten, and a list that seems interminable. All these had prices attached in Montreal (beaver, three livres; fox, three; otter, five; bear, two, etc.), but with the Indians they went as trade. If an Indian exchanged, as he did, a black foxskin, which with us might represent hundreds of dollars a skin, for a few glass beads worth with us about ten for a cent, it is hard to make any commercial comparison. Each party to the bargain got a lot for a little.

The rich lacked only the opportunity to buy. Kalm quotes a price of 250-300 francs a hogshead (sixty-three gallons or, roughly, a livre a bottle) as representing an extreme wartime price for French wine in Montreal.

Such is the picture of Montreal in the last years of the French Regime, a picture not without its shadows, but with bright and happy tints that only needed peace and good will to deepen them to enduring color.

It was not to be.

Within a few years the colony was to be racked with the war that ended with the capitulation of Montreal and the cession of Canada.
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CHAPTER VI. The Capitulation of Montreal

1760
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VAUDREUIL SURRENDERS MONTREAL. The Close of the Seven Years’ War. The Capitulation. Military Government in Montreal. General Murray and the King’s New Subjects. Civil Government in 1764. Conflicting Elements. The Quarrel between Britain and America. The Quebec Act.

On a September Evening in 1760 the Marquis de Vaudreuil, Governor and last Governor of New France, sat with an assembled group of officers in the beautiful old house that was his official residence in Montreal. The house was the Château de Vaudreuil, and it took its name from his father who built it and who had been a former Governor of Montreal. The King of France having contributed one thousand livres toward building it, this house ever since had been placed at the disposal of the Governor General of Canada whenever he might come to Montreal from Quebec. It stood with its grounds and gardens at what was then the corner of St. Paul and St. Charles streets. This would mean on the map of today the corner of St. Paul Street and Jacques Cartier Square. It faced the water, overlooking the Military Parade, the Quai, and the river beyond. The house was not as beautiful in design as the Château de Ramezay, which was situated near by, but it seems to have been taller, with something more of grandeur. We know it only from its pictures, for the house has been gone for more than a century.

The Marquis de Vaudreuil, round whose memory centers all the pathos of a lost cause and of a vanished regime, was a handsome man of sixty-two, with the characteristic appearance of a soldier and a nobleman. History has made of him one of its scapegoats, for history must have its characters, its heroes, its villains of the piece.

We must admit that Montcalm wrote home of him as “tame and rather weak,” but Montcalm’s standard was wild and strong, and even he admits that Vaudreuil had good sense and “knew the country.” He ought to have known it. He was born there (Quebec, 1698), had spent much of his life and service in Canada, and married a Canadian widow. Toward officials and officers sent out from the mother country he felt that mixture of antipathy and jealousy which was felt by both British and French Canadians almost until today. They called it then le préjugé colonial and now the “inferiority complex.” This had colored all the relations between Vaudreuil and Montcalm. Yet even Francis Parkman, who darkens Vaudreuil almost beyond washing, admits the industry and zeal of his service.

It is true that when Vaudreuil went home to France he was indicted along with fifty-four other officers and officials for embezzlement, inefficiency, and misgovernment, and as many other things as the indictment could think of. History seems to forget that Vaudreuil was acquitted. Vaudreuil, it says, was full of gasconade and bluster, tall talk and loud threats. So was Frontenac, only Frontenac succeeded and Vaudreuil failed. Frontenac, history whispers, was crooked and smiles the accusation away, then shouts out loud that Vaudreuil was crooked. But some of us like to connect the memory of this last Governor of New France with the wistful, affectionate phrase that he used of Canada when he said good-by to it— “vast and beautiful country.” That is so much nobler than the snarling sour grapes of the “acres of snow” that comes down in history beside it. Little good is left of the Governor’s name except a parliamentary county and, perhaps better, the neat little railway station of Vaudreuil, at the upper end of the island system of Montreal where the railways join the mainland, and even these, with the usual hard luck of the Marquis, are not from his name but from his father’s.

So the Marquis sits that evening in the candlelight of his salon to discuss with the officers what he must do. He and they and a diminished French army of some twenty-four hundred are in Montreal, but in the night outside the British armies are gathering thick as autumn leaves all around them, in size such armies as America had never seen before. The fires of their camps and bivouacs are strung out in the fields and orchards southwest of the town, from what we now should call Notre Dame de Grace, all the way to Lachine. This is General Jeffrey Amherst’s army that was assembled up above on Lake Ontario and has come down the St. Lawrence in hundreds and hundreds of boats, leaping the foam of the rapids in such a flock, one right on the other, that French skirmishers along the shore were powerless to impede them. Right across the river on the south shore is another army under Captain Haviland, moving down by the Richelieu. Their hold on the river shore is extending to join hands with the great fleet that has carried the third army up from Quebec, a fleet with hundreds of bateaux crowded with men, and also of actual vessels of war. The British ships hold the river all the way to Quebec; they hold Quebec itself and the river and the gulf below to where it reaches Cape Breton Island and the conquered fortress of Louisburg, conquered the year before. From the sea there can be no help.

For the Marquis de Vaudreuil and those who sit with him this is the last throw in the game for North America in the great war for the destiny of a continent that had begun six years before. It is the last throw, and they hold no cards. It is the end. Some of Vaudreuil’s officers, with the Chevalier de Lévis to lead them, passionately beg for permission to throw themselves with their regiments onto St. Helens Island, the only ground left to them, and fight it out to the end. But this is not a real proposal, only a gesture of courage and despair. Montreal itself is of no avail to them. When Amherst’s cannon open on it, it cannot last an hour; they are prisoners on it, not defenders. “We were pent up in that miserable place,” wrote afterward one of the surviving French officers, “without provisions, a thousand times worse than a position in an open field, whose pitiful walls could not resist two hours’ cannonade.”

But it is not only the military situation that is hopeless. The state of the country all about them is hopeless too. The war has stopped all import of supplies, has stopped trade. Even malignant nature has not played fair and has thrown hard winters and scanty harvests into the scales of war. In this land of plenty of Peter Kalm ten years before the people are starving: they are eating the horses off the farms; their clothes are worn, their fields unplanted. Their men have been drawn into the fighting militia for every season and every raid and conflict from the fight at Fort Duquesne in 1754 till this autumn itself, seven years of it. There is no village street, no river row of farms in all French Canada that has not its desolate homes, its unreturning men, its children working in the fields. In some places, as in the environs of Quebec, their misery had reached its depths. “Their houses,” wrote an eyewitness, “are burned, their cattle taken away, their goods pillaged. Our poor women may be seen emerging from the depth of the forest, dragging their little children after them, eaten by flies, without clothes, and crying with hunger.” Nor is the affliction of the Canadian habitants yet over. General Amherst has warned them that if any of their men leave home again to fight their houses will be burned down, warned them and made the warning good. Vaudreuil has sent messengers to warn them that if there are any of them who do not leave their homes to fight their houses will be burned down, has warned them and will make good when he can. Those who wonder why the peasantry of French Canada accepted so quietly the British conquest, why they were content to get back to their river farms and wayside crosses, will find the answer if they will read these inner pages. The outer pages of history, all drum and fife, all fire and smoke, move these “Canadians” around, like pawns upon a board, beside the “regulars” and the “Royal Americans,” and the other pawns. But these pawns had homes to be burned.
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History always speaks as if the Seven Years’ War that decided the fate of North America was settled on the Plains of Abraham by Wolfe’s victory over Montcalm on September 13, 1759. This is not so, or at least it is only so because it turned out to be so. In spite of increasing exhaustion and in spite of odds, that need not have been the end.

The case stood thus: The war had been going on, so it must have seemed, for ever so long; to be exact, for already six and a half years, since the so-called Seven Years’ War lasted (from the first shot fired till the pen and ink of peace) nine years. It was not a fight of England and France for Canada, as Canadians naturally like to suppose. The English didn’t want Canada. They had already given it back once and might have done so again. This was a war for the Ohio country; in other words, for the vast inland America now seen in its true light. Both English and French had extended their trade inland over the mountains and up the lakes inland till they reached the region where the two great rivers, the Allegheny and the Monongahela, unite to form the Ohio. This, “La Belle Rivière,” then flows westward through a country of endless beauty of woods and meadow, looking for the sea.

Both nations wanted the Ohio territory; hence there came the building of rival forts, where actual fighting went on without actual war. Then came the French establishment of Fort Duquesne at the great river junction. The real war began with Braddock’s defeat in trying to seize it. It took the English seven years to make it Pittsburgh. Even for the motor tourist today it is a far cry from Pittsburgh to Cape Breton Island and Louisburg. Yet the war roamed and ranged all over that territory. The English from the start had the advantage of potential numbers, their 1,500,000 colonists against 65,000 French. But the French had the temporary advantage of despotic control as against colonial apathy, and of the master generalship of Montcalm. The war for the Ohio turned on attacking Canada chiefly by the Lake Champlain route, where today every town and every railway station seem to recall in their names and local traditions the mingled glory and savagery of the war. The other path of attack was by Oswego and the St. Lawrence. The French, on both other routes, as at Duquesne itself, at first beat the English back. But at last the British sent over, and recruited, armies of such size as America had never before seen. By June of 1758 they had 15,000 men at Lake George; Montcalm a quarter as many. The French government, hampered in Europe, never could, or at least never did, send troops adequate for the task. The French perforce abandoned their posts on the Ohio and at Ticonderoga. They drew back into Canada itself. A great fleet came up the St. Lawrence; the skill and instinct of its Admiral Saunders and his captains (James Cook was among them) brought it right to Quebec and past it. The surprise attack and the victory of General Wolfe by way of the high ground above Quebec changed, so we are told, the destiny of North America. But this was not the inevitable end; the cause was desperate but not yet lost.

 

The end came a year later with what we are witnessing now with the Marquis de Vaudreuil and his officers in the Château de Vaudreuil. The Battle of the Plains of Abraham by which Quebec was captured had taken place a year before: a strange, swift battle, practically without artillery or cavalry, fought and all over in one short crisis, to be measured in minutes, as between two sets of infantry moving like toy soldiers on a table. It gave the English Quebec but not Canada. The British fleet sailed away from the St. Lawrence in October 1759, bearing with it the embalmed body of General Wolfe. A British garrison remained in Quebec. The French were still outside, still held all the banks of the river, still held Montreal. The winter froze the river; sea power was off; the big ships were gone. In the spring the French, under the brilliant leadership of the Chevalier de Lévis, fought a second battle on the Plains of Abraham, sometimes called the Battle of Ste. Foye, and turned the tables. The English were driven into Quebec with the river still frozen. They had lost a thousand men. The French losses were even greater and included two hundred Canadians. Yet we are told that joy ran through the colony as the news of Lévis’ victory spread from parish to parish. As the ice honeycombed and broke and began to drift out, the fate of Quebec, not for ever but for then, turned on which fleet might come. The French of those days were not beaten off the sea as after Trafalgar. They built better ships than the English and had fine sailors. Thirty years later the French, under D’Estaing in the American war, gained the temporary mastery of the Atlantic coast and made possible Washington’s coming victory.

This time it was not to be so. The British fleet appeared in the river, and the British resumed their mastery of the St. Lawrence. The French perforce withdrew to Montreal. Three British armies gathered for the enveloping attack: yet there was still hope. The armies had to come long distances by separate ways up the St. Lawrence from Quebec, down from Oswego and Lake Ontario, and down from Lake Champlain and the Richelieu. If not timed to arrive together, the three armies might have been beaten one by one, a strategy as old as schoolbook Roman history. Lévis might have effected this, for it is said that he was a better strategist than Montcalm. But the chance never came. The ordered movement and the timed arrival of the separate armies, separated by hundreds of miles of wild country, have been much extolled. Hence Montreal, with a total garrison of about 2000 men, had to face the army of Amherst from the St. Lawrence, 10,170 men; Haviland from the Richelieu, 3400 men, and Murray’s army of 2200 converged in a fleet of thirty-five bateaux, three frigates, and three gunboats.

This was the situation over which the Marquis sat in council that September evening. With Vaudreuil were a group of officers, veterans of years of war, some whose names were yet to make history. There was the Chevalier de Lévis and Bourlamaque, who had commanded on the Richelieu.

One in especial deserve mention: Bougainville, a captain of dragoons, then thirty years old, who had been aide-de-camp to Montcalm. Later he was to become celebrated as a sea captain, an explorer, a Pacific navigator who gave to France its possession of Tahiti and to the gardens of Europe the lovely flowering bougainvillaea that bears his name. He lived to a great old age, the fires never dying down: as an old man he begged Napoleon to let him back into naval service to avenge Trafalgar. He died, full of years and honor and a senator of France, just in time (1811) to see nothing of the ensuing downfall. Montreal may well feel proud that the name of Bougainville belongs in its history.

 

There was indeed no choice before Vaudreuil and his generals on that fateful evening of September 6, 1760. The end had come. All that they could hope to do was to obtain honorable terms of capitulation. Vaudreuil had drawn up and showed to his generals a long list of articles (fifty-five) which became presently the basis for the capitulation of Montreal, one of the charter documents of Canadian history. Most of these provisions, in regard to persons and property and in respect to the departure and transport of French officers and officials, soldiers and civilians leaving for France, were such as the British could readily accept, for although the surrender included not only Montreal but all the remaining inland territory and forts, and thus ended the operations of war, the capitulation was not a final treaty of peace, and General Amherst was not concerned with the cession of Canada in any real and final sense.

Two points, however, created difficulties over which messengers went back and forth during the day (September 7) following the council of war. One concerned religion. Vaudreuil asked for the free exercise of the Roman Catholic religion. Amherst would grant it only “as far as the laws of England would permit.” On this he was inflexible; yet in the sequel the modified clause proved the stronger instrument, bending where the other would have broken. Inflexible he was also on the “honors of war” which Vaudreuil had claimed. This signified the right to march out with colors flying, the regimental bands playing, and the men fully armed, their cannon with them. This to the officers meant everything. It was the honor paid, in more chivalrous days than ours, by the victors to the vanquished in tribute to the gallantry of their defense. Amherst refused all military honors on account of the “infamous part the troops of France have acted in inviting the savages to perpetuate the most horrid and unheard of barbarities in the whole progress of the war.” It may be left to impartial history to judge the facts in the case. At best it seems a pot-and-kettle accusation. It is true that Amherst had, on the eve of the capture of Montreal, forbidden Sir William Johnson’s Indians to torture French prisoners. But a last-minute conversion is easy. The allies of the Senecas could wear no mantle of purity, and one recalls the “inciting of savages” and the massacre still to come, in the Revolutionary War, in the Mohawk Valley and in Wyoming Valley of Pennsylvania. But Amherst refused all pleading. In vain De Lévis and others begged Vaudreuil’s permission to occupy St. Helens Island and fight to the death. The gesture was noble but chimerical. There was no real hope in it. For by that time — the afternoon of September 7 — they could see the British army from the Richelieu encamped across the river and now in touch with Murray and the ships. The town was held fast on all sides.

Early in the morning of the eighth Vaudreuil signed the capitulation and Amherst occupied Montreal. “Colonel Haldimand,” writes Amherst in his dispatch, “with the Grenadiers and the Light infantry took possession of one of the gates of the town.” On the ninth the French army — 2132 of all ranks — surrendered themselves and their arms on the Place d’Armes. No flags were surrendered. Vaudreuil said he had none; he did not add that De Lévis had burned them all the day before. On the eleventh a glittering parade of Amherst’s united armies, again on the Place d’Armes, received Vaudreuil as a personal honor. Here present were men whose names remain a part of the history of Canada — Generals Murray, Burton, Gage, and Howe, all of them later military Governors of Montreal; Colonel Fraser, whose Highlanders settled among the habitants, their descendants presently talking nothing but French; Colonel Haldimand, a French-speaking Swiss, later Governor of Canada; and, most notable of all, Sir Guy Carleton, a veteran of the last war, a victor of the next, later as Lord Dorchester to be the Frontenac of British Canada. More dubious presences were those of Sir William Johnson, leader of the Iroquois, and Captain Rogers of the Rangers.

Thus entered a British garrison into Montreal to remain a feature of its civic life, with the brief alternative of an American garrison in 1775-76, until after the Confederation of Canada (1871). A happy omen of its entry was Amherst’s general order forbidding “the least appearance of inhumanity or any unsoldierly behavior in seeking for plunder.” Thus the entente between French and English in Montreal begins on the day of its occupancy with the friendly personal relations of Amherst and Vaudreuil and the peaceful intercourse of soldiers and civilians, old subjects and new. Many of the French soldiers asked and obtained leave to take the oath of allegiance and remain in Canada.

The French troops left Montreal on September 22, 1760, embarking for Quebec and thence for France. There left Canada in all 185 officers, 2400 soldiers and 500 sailors, domestics, women, and children. By permission the ships sailed under a flag of truce, for it was still wartime at sea. Vaudreuil, with 142 officers and civilians and their families, left. After the French were gone the organization of the government of Canada was a very simple matter since it was regarded as only an interim arrangement. Amherst still commanded in America but left for New York, his headquarters (October 5, 1760), and never saw Canada again. His attention was soon diverted from Canada to the new Indian danger, occasioned by apprehension of absorption under British rule, that presently led to the rising (1763-66) known as Pontiac’s War. Montreal fortunately was far from this conflict.

Under the military rule which lasted from September 1760 until April 1764 there was a Governor at Quebec, one at Three Rivers, one at Montreal. After civil government began there was a Governor at Quebec and a military commandant at Montreal. The first military Governor of Montreal was General Gage, who left in October 1763 to serve in the operations against Pontiac; after him, until civil government, Colonel Ralph Burton. Under the military government, based on Amherst’s departing orders, recognizance was made of the organized militia; its officers and the seigneurs were appointed, along with British officers, to settle civil disputes as under the customary French law. Military courts tried criminals. The church was let alone. The “laws of England” were conveniently stretched to allow Roman Catholics on juries and in various offices.

A few words are needed here for the proper chronology and geography of the Peace of 1763 and the thirteen-year interim which followed. The Peace of Paris was signed on February 10, 1763. George II had died during the war, October 25, 1760. George III had been proclaimed in Canada (at Quebec) on January 27, 1761, the day after the news reached that city overland from New York. Civil government was provided by a Royal Proclamation of October 7, 1763. It did not go into force until eighteen months later (April 1764), to allow time for Canadians to leave Canada if they wished. The name of the new province was Quebec; it remained so till 1791. Both General Murray and General Carleton had reported that it was impossible to find out the extent of territory called Canada. But the word Canada was the common designation of the country from now on.

The boundary of the province of Quebec of 1763-74 was peculiar. On its south and east sides it was much as now, but with the adjacent territory still called Massachusetts, there being no New Brunswick till 1784 and no Maine till 1820. It crossed the St. Lawrence River in latitude 45° (present southern boundary). Then it struck off on its own account in a beeline for Lake Nipissing, then a beeline to Lake St. John (northwest of Quebec City), then another beeline to the sources of the River St. John (of the north shore), and down this to where it met the St. Lawrence north of Anticosti Island. These “beelines” were never drawn and were forgotten after 1774. They passed through country, some of it little known and some of it not known at all. No one then knew where the headquarters of the St. John were, and it is tribute to the vastness of our country that even now, or as late as the official map of 1940, nobody knows it. It is filled in with little dots, unexplored. Few people even in Canada have ever heard of this St. John (St. Jean) River. But it is there, about the same length as the Thames.

 

Much has been said about the exodus from Canada at the conquest, including those who returned to France immediately after the capitulation of Montreal, and those leaving as permitted within eighteen months after the final signature of peace in 1763. The legend grew into our history that all the “best” people abandoned French Canada after the conquest, leaving behind only the lower town classes and the peasantry. Even accepting the word “best” in the dubious use here made of it, it hardly seems that the legend has support. In the first place there is no doubt that a great many of the “worst” people went away in the persons of Bigot the Intendant and his pack of fellow crooks, Cadet, Pean, and company, the officials whose rapacity had impoverished the country. The trials that followed in France acquitted the Marquis de Vaudreuil of any personal guilt but sent a number of his subordinates to prison.

In the next place it seems to be shown that a substantial majority of the seigneurs of the colony remained in Canada. The French-Canadian authorities themselves differ on this point. But the Harvard historian of the seignorial system, Professor W. B. Munro, finds that the exodus was “in all probability not so great as historians have usually supposed.” Above all, the clergy remained at their post. The late Judge Baby of Montreal made a painstaking survey of the case and concluded that 130 seigneurs, 100 gentry, 125 traders of mark, 25 lawyers, and 25 or 30 doctors, with the great majority of the notaries, remained in Canada. The number of seignorial holdings before the conquest is put at 218, but at any given time the number of individual seigneurs would be less.

What further complicates the matter is that after the conquest British-owned seigneuries came into existence. General Murray granted two before the final treaty: Murray Bay to Captain John Nairn, and Mount Murray to Captain Fraser. Many seigneuries also were bought by British officials, officers, and presently by rich merchants. Sir John Johnston got Argenteuil; General Burton bought three or four; Haldimand had Sorel, and presently Simon McTavish had Terrebonne. Montreal, of course, remained as it was under the Sulpicians, and it seems certain from the list of seventy-four names compiled by Judge Baby that practically all the prominent French merchants remained in the town.

Unhappily the British garrison was not the only British element, so called, which took up its quarters in Montreal at this time. It was a misfortune for the town, and it gave an unhappy turn to its history, that the first English-speaking incomers were birds of a poor feather. In those days every army on the march drew to it a miscellaneous assortment of “camp followers,” “traders,” “sutlers,” and miscellaneous hangers-on who followed its march as birds follow a ship. Victory brought them like vultures to a corpse. The people here concerned, no doubt with many honorable exceptions, were rather birds of prey than patriots. Yet, being “old subjects” of King George and being Protestants, they were able to represent themselves as on an entirely different footing from alien “papists” newly taken over. Moreover, the proclamation of civil government had authorized the summons of an assembly as in the other provinces. The recent summons of an assembly at Halifax (1758) seemed to point the way. But such assemblies consisted solely of Protestants elected by Protestants. Such an election in Quebec would be as impolitic as it would be unjust. The common sense of the military men would have none of it. But the traders clamored for it, noisy as rooks.

General Murray was round in his denunciation of such people. Murray, like most of the British officers and soldiers now left in Canada, got along admirably with the French Canadians and especially admired the plain people of the colony, their simplicity of life, their sincere religion. He resented the disturbance occasioned by the newcomers, the trickery of their trade, their clamor for privilege and favors, their attempts to introduce the British practice of imprisonment for debt as an adjunct to their dealing with their local debtors. “Most of them,” he wrote home, “were followers of the army, of mean education, or soldiers disbanded at the reduction of the troops. All have their fortunes to make, and I fear few are solicitous about the means when the end can be obtained. I report them to be in general the most immoral collection of men I ever knew, of course, little calculated to make the new subjects enamored with our laws, religion, and customs, far less adapted to enforce these laws and to govern. . . . Magistrates,” he continued, “were to be made and juries to be composed from four hundred and fifty contemptible sutlers and traders.”

Murray’s denunciation of these rapacious and unscrupulous traders has passed into history. With it goes the warm and affectionate words in which he speaks of the French-Canadian people, the “King’s new subjects,” as the phrase of the moment had it.

“Little, little,” wrote Murray (October 29, 1764), “will content the new subjects, but nothing will satisfy the licentious fanatics trading here but the expulsion of the Canadians who are perhaps the bravest and best race upon the globe, a race who, could they be indulged with a few privileges which the laws of England deny to Roman Catholics at home, would soon get the better of every national antipathy to their conquerors and become the most faithful, the most useful set of men in the American Empire.”

Murray’s intemperate language betrays itself. It is like that of the lady in Shakespeare, who “doth protest too much.” It has been criticized and overcriticized by the historians. One even calls it “childish,” forgetting that out of the mouths of children comes truth. And the truth is that Murray shared with most gentlemen of his day the feeling of class, the liking for aristocracy, for military officers as opposed to men in trade, and the desire for a lower class, lowly and submissive, as even the rubric of the church could wish them. Yet his language is truth stated in hyperbole. When we say that our friend is the best fellow in the world we know exactly what we mean, and equally so of our opponent as the lowest skunk out of jail. Murray spoke and wrote that way; there are many of us who still do and can understand him. He meant that the French Canadians were a mighty decent people and that a lot of the new traders were crooks.

But in reality General Murray, like Sir Guy Carleton after him, paid the French colony but a sorry compliment. They were soldiers. They dreamed of French Canada as a military outpost of the King, loyal and devoted, with a “stubborn peasantry” ready at any time to leave the harvest field for the field of war, without asking why. The “sutlers” and “fanatics,” after all, had a better dream, and it came true.

These latter people who came to Montreal immediately with, and on the heels of, the British armies no doubt were in the main a poor lot. But it is necessary here to make a proper distinction between these early “fanatics,” these birds of prey who settled on the conquered country, and the solid British, particularly Scottish, business element which, as it were, presently effected a reformation of Montreal. We can call these newcomers, if we wish, for purposes of humor, the original Montreal “businessmen,” but in reality we must distinguish the sheep from the goats, and particularly the first nondescript class who came on the heels of the army, and the people of means, or at least of honorable industry and capacity, who came later. Nor did the distinction always turn on wealth itself.

The truth is that for Montreal the age of commerce and finance, of the Northwest fur trade and the timber and shipping trades, now began in earnest. The conquest brought great opportunities for the expansion of legitimate trade and legitimate profits from the new route to the West now afforded. The fur trade of the Great Lakes, and even of the Hudson Bay territory, could henceforth be reached by Montreal, to say nothing of the now-open access to the Ohio country. But these earliest incomers were attracted rather by the hope of immediate gain on the spot than by the more distant prospect of further enterprise.

Let us take as illustrating the period the two contrasted types of British citizens of Montreal as seen in Thomas Walker and James McGill. Walker’s name, long since gone to deserved oblivion in popular memory, filled an undeserved space in the annals of the day. He was not, however, an impecunious camp follower but a man of wealth who had come up from Boston to make hay in the new sunshine. It is said that he brought ten thousand pounds sterling. He thus commanded influence with the authorities in London. Money can be seen a long way off. Indeed it was Walker’s influence which presently led to the petition for General Murray’s (undeserved) recall in 1766. Walker, from his first coming, took the lead in the true-British ultra-Protestant movement, demanding popular rights and using his wealth and influence to advance his fortune. This attempt, which seemed like the exploitation of a beaten enemy, so angered the officers of the British garrison that presently Walker’s house was broken into, he himself “beaten up,” losing part of an ear (December 6, 1764). Later on, amid great excitement, a group of officers were arrested, taken down to Quebec, and placed in custody. The indictment failed for all but one. The affair dragged for years. But the episode, as said, enabled Walker to use his influence to get Murray recalled. As the trouble with the American provinces grew, Walker turned his British coat inside out and was warm in sympathy with the Continental Congress. Sir Guy Carleton, who evidently detested Walker, had him arrested when the “Army of Congress,” as will be seen, was preparing to attack Montreal. He put him in irons in a cell for a month and, when compelled to leave Montreal, he took Walker along, still in irons, in the hold of a ship. The capture of the ship set Walker free. We can hardly wonder if he turned rebel in earnest. Back in Montreal he sat on the right hand of Benedict Arnold in the winter of the American occupation and as a result had to clear out when the Americans were forced to withdraw. Benjamin Franklin, who found himself Walker’s fellow traveler on his Canadian pilgrimage, wrote him down, along with his wife for good measure, with his usual insight: “I think they both have an excellent talent for making themselves enemies, and I believe, live where they will, they never will be long without them.” Walker never returned to Canada.

But compare James McGill, a newcomer of the same period. Walker’s name is forgotten, but that of McGill never will be while students can still sing. The campus of McGill University echoes with his praise at its every outing.

James McGill, James McGill, He’s our father, oh, yes, rather — James McGill.

McGill was a young Scotsman who had migrated to North America. He came up from the provinces to Montreal a few years after the cession. He was one of the first of many such young men from his native land, with no great means, looking for opportunity, and bringing energy, brains, and character to offer for it. He throve early and honestly. It was his peculiar lot to be one of the little committee which surrendered Montreal to General Montgomery without a fight. This was plain necessity, Carleton and the soldiers being gone. But McGill threw in his lot with the old flag; he filled a large page in the history of the city, and, dying (1813), left the noble bequest which has made his name known round the world.

This vexed situation lasted for the ten years from the institution of civil government till the Quebec Act of 1774. The fate of Canada was still uncertain, but the reports sent home, as in particular by General Murray, of the fertility and resources of the country were making for its retention as a British colony. This led to suggestions in certain quarters for making it truly British, for setting up Protestant schools. “The intention,” writes Dr. Atherton, after reviewing the evidence of public documents, “was precisely to tolerate for a time the Romish religion and gradually to supplant it.” Fortunately unforeseen obstacles turned aside the current of events.

But naturally the period was perplexed and uncertain. The military Governors, on excellent terms with both seigneurs and habitants, let the French go their own way. They applied the French customary law, which they found in use, to all controversies over property and other civil matters, applying the British criminal law, as was equally natural, for the punishment of crime. Sir Guy Carleton, who followed Murray as acting Governor of Canada in 1766 and Governor in 1768, shared Murray’s views and attitude toward the French Canadians and was equally severe in his general view of the newcomers. Yet in a sense they brought, or helped to develop, a boom in trade. A customs house was set up in Montreal in 1763, and for the first time the harbor assumed the appearance of a real port. The British merchants claimed, as early as 1771, that “they have set examples and given every encouragement in their power to promote industry . . . and carry on three fourths of the trade of this country.” This plea appears in the petition sent to England in 1771, signed by thirty-one merchants of Quebec and Montreal, asking for an assembly. Among the Montreal names are to be recognized those of James McGill, Alexander Henry, John Porteous, Isaac Todd, and other fathers of civic history.

As against this there went to London a petition from fifty-nine “Canadians?” praying for the retention of their old laws and customs. Hence imperial policy was locked in a dilemma. To create an assembly, under the existing law of England which shut out Roman Catholics, would obviously be as unwise as unjust. To deny it to British Protestant subjects seemed a breach in the walls of Britain. It was hard to know what to do.

As usual something else happened instead — that “unexpected” which the proverb says always happens. The fate of Canada was tied up with that of the American provinces. The dispute over taxation that followed the close of war in 1763 began as controversy, then turned to legislative action with the taxes of the Stamp Act of 1765, repealed on protest, but with an act of 1766 protesting that it was justified. Then came more legislative acts with customs duties, made and repealed, all except the tea tax, then open resistance and the famous Boston Tea Party of 1773. But as yet, as Franklin said afterward, no one talked of independence, whether drunk or sober.

To punish the provinces the British government passed the Quebec Act of 1774. This act extended the boundaries of Canada (still called Quebec) to take in all the vast, scarcely known country between the Ohio and the Mississippi; this territory would be thus placed out of reach of provincial interference and under the safe control of the Crown. The act declared it inexpedient to call an assembly, thus cutting the ground from under the feet of popular liberty over an area that reached from Labrador to the Mississippi. More than that, the act protected the Roman Catholic Church, giving it not only full freedom of worship but the right to collect its wonted tithe (an agricultural land tax) from its own people. This practically meant “establishment” or something very close to it. The act was, and remains by its continuation through the statutes of 1791, 1841, and 1867, the palladium of the privileges of the Roman Catholic Church. It meant, in the sequel, the retention of Canada by the British Crown. But it was dearly bought at the price of losing the American provinces. The oil thrown on the troubled waters of Canadian discontent was oil on the flame of American rebellion. Controversy was exchanged for war. Within a few months Montreal found itself again occupied by an alien army.

FOOTNOTES:

Letter to the Minister at Paris, September 1760.


CHAPTER VII. The American Occupation of Montreal
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[image: img168.jpg]

THERE WAS PLACED on an old house in the business district of Montreal, on the corner of Notre Dame and St. John streets, a tablet to the memory of that brave and honorable man, the American general, Richard Montgomery. He was killed, as all remember, outside the gates of Quebec, in a hopeless attempt at assault, in a driving snowstorm, made late at night on December 31, 1775. This tablet serves to remind us of that peculiar episode in the history of the city, the American occupation of Montreal in 1775-76. Montgomery himself, with his “Army of Congress,” was in Montreal for only about two weeks. But after his departure for his attack on Quebec, American forces occupied the city all the ensuing winter and spring, until the change in the fortunes of war compelled their withdrawal.

The house thus marked was a sturdy stone building of 1767, still defiant of wind and weather after almost two centuries of existence. It stood, as we might expect, on what we now call the south side (the riverside) of the street. Notre Dame Street on the other side has long since been rebuilt as the back door of the opulence of St. James Street. But on its lower side it still carries the trace of the old French town. The house disappeared under demolition only a year or so ago.

Richard Montgomery was a very striking man whom both friends and enemies were glad to honor. He was American only in the sense that he had settled in America. Born in Dublin County, Ireland, he entered the British army and served at Louisburg and under Wolfe in the Battle of the Plains of Abraham. A little after the war (1772) he left the army, settled in New York, and married into the famous Livingstone family. His enthusiasm led him to join the forces raised by the Continental Congress. At the time of his Canadian enterprise Montgomery was a fine upstanding man, universally liked and respected. “He was tall and slender, well-limbed, of a graceful address and a strong and active frame.” The quotation is from a eulogy pronounced in his memory in Congress.

The situation which had placed General Montgomery in these headquarters at Montreal was this. The Quebec Act of 1774 had blighted the last hopes for conciliation. The Americans of the thirteen colonies saw themselves thereby robbed of the vast inland Ohio territory, which the recent war had just disclosed as a promised land. It was to be handed over to the government under the Crown, without popular rights, with a feudal tenure of land, without the common law or trial by jury. This seemed the eclipse of colonial freedom. Still more could be made, for indignation’s sake, and was made, of the privileges granted to the Roman Catholic Church throughout this vast “Quebec” of the Quebec Act (1774). The pulpits of New England thundered against idolatry.

Events moved fast. The colonists called a Congress at Philadelphia. The Congress denounced the Quebec Act in unsparing terms. Both sides, malcontents and military authorities, reached out to seize arms and munitions. This led to the clashes of Lexington and Concord, to the seizing of the key point of Ticonderoga, to the raising of a Continental Army, to the battle of Bunker Hill (June 17, 1775) and the investment of Boston.

An early and obvious move was to invade Canada, not to conquer it but to call it to liberty. As early as May 1775 American revolutionary bands appeared round Lake Champlain. Carleton’s attempt to raise local forces to meet the threat showed at once how matters stood. The French Canadians mainly kept themselves aloof from a quarrel between two British factions (les Bostonnais [Yankees] and les Anglais). The English Canadians, most of them from the provinces, were largely on the side of the Congress. In Montreal on May 4, 1775, a meeting composed of most of the English of the town was harangued by a New England delegate and urged to send two deputies to a new Congress which was to assemble in Philadelphia on the tenth of the month. Carleton wrote to England in June of the failure to induce either habitants or Indians to take up arms.

The first American forces withdrew, but their reconnaissance was followed by a definite invasion of Canada by an “Army of Congress,” under General Schuyler, coming by the familiar gateway of Lake Champlain. Schuyler falling ill, his place was taken by Richard Montgomery. The plan included the entry into Canada of a second force under Colonel Benedict Arnold, by a sidetrack through the Massachusetts (now Maine) wilderness. The armies were to converge on Quebec as welcome liberators, its gates to open at their approach. Unfortunately the sympathy of the Canadian seigneurs and the clergy, if not of the mass, had been lost at the start by the fierce denunciation by the Congress of the Roman Catholic religion, as embodied in their “address to the people of Great Britain.” They declared that it had “deluged your island with blood and dispersed impiety, bigotry, persecution, murder, and rebellion throughout every part of the world.”

With that, and the invective of the pulpits, the invitation to join Congress (October 26, 1774) seemed like that of the wolf to the lamb, the call to the ducks on the pond. Meantime Sir Guy Carleton remained in Montreal but began to realize that any attempt to gather local forces adequate for defense was impossible. Carleton wrote to England from Montreal (September 21, 1775): “The rebels have been more successful with the habitants and have raised them in great numbers.” At the same time his deputy (Cremahé) at Quebec wrote to him: “No means have been left untried to bring the Canadian peasantry to a sense of their duty . . . but all to no purpose.”

 

It was plain, therefore, that neither the French Canadians nor the French-Canadian Indians would take part in the conflict. All turned on the relative strength of the irregular “Army of Congress” and Carleton’s available troops. It was soon plain that Carleton’s were hopelessly outnumbered. The Congress forces descended the Richelieu and surrounded St. Johns (September 1775). Its fall would leave Montreal helpless. Yet the first attempt to take Montreal, while Montgomery was still investing St. Johns (July 25, 1775), failed utterly. It was made by that strange character, Ethan Allen of Vermont, whose name is in every American school history. He was a great giant of a man, blasphemous and fearless, the leader of the gang called the Green Mountain Boys, who lived in a perennial state of protest and violence against the land claims of the province of New York to their native mountains. Allen, a mixture of mountain bandit and village atheist, was the natural leader of such men. Violence was his trade and profanity his breath. The province had outlawed him; the Revolution made him a patriot. He it was who broke into Fort Ticonderoga on the night of May 10, 1775, driving the frightened sentries in front of him and shouting, “In the name of the Great Jehovah and the Continental Congress.” The schoolbooks stop there. They do not record the series of oaths which followed, “so shocking,” says Allen’s latest biographer, “that his own men listened in rapt wonder.”

 

Ethan Allen had joined in the invasion of Canada. He was not exactly part of Schuyler’s army. He had just “come along.” He had no commission and was only “colonel” because the “boys” had made him one by choice at Ticonderoga. Schuyler and then Montgomery let him act as a sort of scout. He went on down the Richelieu, his strange personality gathering forces to join him. He presently had two hundred followers, mostly Canadians, partly armed, and with a commissariat of six hogsheads of rum. He wrote to Montgomery: “I could raise two thousand in a week’s time.”

In the same district was another leader, Major John Brown, with two hundred men. He proposed to Allen that they seize Montreal. Ethan Allen was all for it. “Montreal,” he said, “or a turf jacket.” He made his plan: Brown to come from La Prairie and attack the upstream end of the town, Allen to cross from Longueuil and fight his way into Montreal by the Quebec road. Brown’s signal that he was ready to assault was to be “three loud huzzas.”

The whole attempt was a strange fiasco. Allen’s men, when they changed from rum to fighting, fell away at once. Only one hundred and ten got to Longueuil, ninety of them French Canadians. They were induced to stay by a promise of fifteen pence a day and a share of the plunder of Montreal. Allen got his raggedy army across from Longueuil by night in boat- and canoe-loads, trip by trip. They gathered somewhere below the city on the Quebec road close to Longue Pointe. The sun rose; day came. There were no “huzzas” or signals, and it is doubtful if they could have been heard anyway (McGill Street to Longue Pointe). Major Brown, from lack of faith or lack of courage, had dropped out.

Word reached Carleton’s garrison. A sortie of five hundred men — in part regular troops and Indians — made resistance hopeless. Yet Allen fought. As a piece of tactics he ordered half his men to “outflank” the regulars. They “outflanked” them so far that they were never seen again. Allen sent a second flanking party on the other side. They too flanked for good. Allen and the rest (thirty-one men) fought from behind stumps and in ditches. Many fell wounded, none dead. Then they surrendered. Indians leaped at Allen to kill him. He grabbed a British officer and used him as a shield. The officers treated Allen with admiration and respect. But at Montreal General Prescott flew into hysterical rage and raised his cane. “By God, sir,” said Ethan Allen with his great fist shaking in Prescott’s face, “you will do well not to strike me, for I’m not accustomed to it.”

They treated him abominably. He was put on board a ship in the river, heavily ironed to a bar eight feet long. Thus he stayed six weeks before being taken to Quebec and thence to England. The story of his brutal treatment makes sad reading but happily does not belong in the present record. Allen remained two years in chains, was exchanged back to America, founded, after the Revolution, the independent republic of Vermont, but died in 1789 before it became a state.

Carleton was sufficiently encouraged by this defeat of Ethan Allen to form hopes of staying on. He gathered, with the help of the seigneurs, a force of eight hundred men on St. Helens Island. The attempt was hopeless. His men deserted at the fate of thirty or forty each night. The fall of St. Johns (November 1775) left no hope except to save the citadel of Quebec. Carleton put what forces he could on ships and bateaux and left for Quebec: taking Thomas Walker as a prisoner, as already said. American forces, operating on the river, captured all but Carleton’s own boat. Walker returned in triumph to Montreal. Tables turned quickly in such unstable days.

Montgomery, having taken St. Johns, moved on Montreal by way of La Prairie and across the water to Nuns Island (St. Pauls). Resistance being hopeless, a committee of leading townsmen, chosen in a general meeting, six French, six British, came out to arrange terms of surrender. The French were Pierre Panet, Pierre Mezière, St. George Dupré, Louis Carignant, François Malhoit, and Pierre Guy. The British included James McGill, John Porteous, Richard Huntley, John Blake, Edward William Gray, James Finlay.

They had prepared a long, indeed a windy, list of terms, French eloquence here mingling for the first rime with Scottish exactitude — free religion, free this, free that, open trade with England, etc., etc. Montgomery, with characteristic sense and humor, waved it all aside. The city, he said, was his for the taking. As for these liberties, he had no intention of taking away any of them. The only one he could not offer was trade with England, a thing beyond his power. “Come then, my brethren,” he said, “unite with us in an indissoluble union; we will run toward the same goal.”

Thereupon Montgomery’s Army of Congress marched into Montreal, as Amherst’s army had, by the Recollet Gate, at the corner of McGill and Notre Dame. This time, however, there were no Highland pipes, no tossing feathers, no scarlet uniforms — except some that Montgomery’s army had taken from his prisoners. The “Army of Congress” was a raggedy lot. The men were dressed mostly in hunting suits, carried rifles and short axes, tomahawks and long knives. The flags they carried were plain crimson cloth, some with a darker rim. There were no stars and no stripes. The stripes appear on Washington’s flag of the next new year (1776), a British Union Jack of the day (no Ireland), and thirteen red and white stripes. The glory of the stars only came after independence. The Stars and Stripes never flew over Montreal. Why should they? For the oddity of the whole invasion is that from the beginning to the end all the parties to it were subjects of King George III, some loyal, some disloyal, and most nothing in particular. In any case the invasion was all over (June 14, 1776) before the Declaration of Independence.

Montgomery’s own stay in the city, at the headquarters spoken of, was very brief. He left Montreal (November 28, 1775) with his main forces for the real object of his expedition, an attempt to seize Quebec. In this he was to be joined by the force under Colonel Benedict Arnold, the Judas Iscariot of the American Revolution, still serving his first master. Arnold was a dressed-up soldier with a real uniform, with a hat all plumes, and a commission from Congress. Ethan Allen, with a volley of oaths, had put Arnold into his place; namely, none at all, at Ticonderoga. But he has contrived, partly perhaps by his hat and feathers, to impose himself on American history. His march to Quebec “through the Maine wilderness”; that is, by going up the Kennebec River and coming down the Chaudière, has been extolled as a great feat of history. As the Revolution drifted into the past the march became a legend, and heroic accounts were written such as Judge Henry’s “Hardships and Sufferings of the Band of Heroes,” dictated in extreme old age. Such stories tell how the men upset their food in the river, ate their moccasins, and how a great number deserted. If so, they must have managed very badly. The venerable Canadian historian, Professor Kingsford, who wrote his voluminous pages with the detachment of a mathematician, says that Arnold’s expedition “through the wilderness” was much the same as what Canadians now regard as a camping holiday. The season was just right, too late for flies, too early for winter. The route had all been marked out some years before as a blazed trail by an English military officer. There were no enemies and no casualties. They left friendly people on one side of the divide and found friendly people on the other. Kennebec and Chaudière are still there, and anyone can go and make the portage. If he upsets his canoe and eats his boots he is scarcely a hero.

Reaching the St. Lawrence, Arnold made what is called his “unsuccessful assault on Quebec.” There was no assault. His men approached the fortress and gave three rousing cheers, expecting a welcome. Instead they roused the discharge of a cannon. Arnold retreated upstream, waiting for Montgomery. While he was waiting Sir Guy Carleton, in a canoe with muffled paddles, slipped past Arnold’s forces at night and got into the citadel.

Montgomery arrived. On the night of December 31, 1775, he led his forces in the dead of night in a snowstorm up a sideways road against the main gate of Quebec. They never reached it. A single discharge of a cannon by an alert night watch laid Montgomery and twelve of his men dead. The snow buried them as they lay. The garrison dug them out in the morning. And Montgomery was buried under the bastions. All the world praised him. “The whole city of Philadelphia,” says Bancroft, “was in tears.” Even in England “the defenders of liberty vied in his praise.” “He was a rebel”, said Fox, “but all saviors of their country have been called rebels.” Arnold’s forces remained around Quebec until the spring.

 

Meantime, Montreal was under the charge of the veteran General Wooster, whose role was that, so familiar now, of the old hero of the last war, no good in this. Things in Montreal went from bad to worse. Overseas trade was gone. The “Army of Congress” brought no ready money except the continental dollar (just issued, July 1775) and Massachusetts bills. Local sympathizers, betting on the wrong horse, subscribed funds at first, James Price as much as £20,000 in all, but such sources soon ran dry. Wooster’s rule was of that mixture of lenience and severity which always fails. Many Tories were arrested and fined, a good number sent away to New York Province. In social life the “best” people kept away from the Americans.

The town, by the end of the winter, was in a ferment. Colonel Hazen, who commanded at Montreal after Wooster left for Quebec (March 23, 1776) and till Arnold arrived, wrote to General Schuyler: “The clergy are unanimous . . . against our cause . . . with respect to the better sort of people, both French and English . . . seven eighths are Tories, who would wish to see our throats cut.”

Arnold arrived back from Quebec in May 1776. Headquarters had been moved to the Château de Ramezay, exactly the thing for Arnold’s vanity. From what we read, he attempted entertainment in fine style, but the people he most wanted stayed away. There then arrived in Montreal, as apostles of concord, the famous Congressional mission of Benjamin Franklin. The commissioners were men well chosen: Franklin himself; Samuel Chase of Maryland, an honorable and patriotic man, and Charles Carroll of Carrollton, Maryland, the richest man in America. They said he was “worth” £150,000; from all records his heart was worth more. Carroll was a Roman Catholic, and he brought his brother John Carroll, who was a Jesuit priest or had been until the recent suppression (1772). Both the Carrolls spoke French. The mission brought with it a printing press duly installed in the basement of the Château de Ramezay with a French printer, Fleury Mesplet, the first in Montreal to work it. The idea was to disseminate light among the French habitants.

The mission on its arrival was entertained with a party of Montreal society in the château. They were lodged in the Besancourt house, just beside the château, as mentioned in the last chapter, occupied at the moment by Thomas Walker, lately rescued from the British and now the leading rebel of the town. The mission from the start was a flat failure. Franklin has left hardly anything on record about it; one may judge that he was ashamed of it. Later on the printing press “in a community where only one in five hundred could read and write” struck him as funny. “We ought to have brought schoolmasters,” he said. Yet the printing press turned up trumps, or at least type. When the commission left, Mesplet stayed on. He printed little books, works of devotion, and such. The first book printed in Montreal was Règlement de la Confrérie de l’Adoration Perpetuelle du Saint Sacrement (1776). A press brought to Quebec had printed a manual of devotion as early as 1765. Presently Mesplet got out a French newspaper, La Gazette (1778), which became bilingual in 1788, and presently forgot its French to become the city’s metropolitan English morning paper.

The Carrolls failed also. Not even a Jesuit could persuade people that the Roman Catholic religion would be happier under the Acts of Congress than under the Quebec Act. Carroll’s argument reminds one of the famous plea of a later American trust magnate, “Leave the consumer to us.” It was equally unsuccessful. As danger gathered down the St. Lawrence the commissioners cleared out, Franklin on May 11, 1776, in company with Walker and his wife; the rest on May 29. Arnold and his “Army of Congress” also cleared out (June 17), Arnold taking with him from Montreal a lot of plundered goods which he sold in Albany.

All this happened before the Declaration of Independence of July 4, 1776.

With the close of the American invasion of Canada, Montreal ceased to be a part of the theater of conflict, and the history of the long years of war that ended only with the Peace of 1783 belongs elsewhere. Only for one brief period did it look as if war might come again to Montreal. The entrance of France into the war as the ally of the United States (1778) put a new complexion on the scene. Already the young Marquis de Lafayette, coming to America to join Washington “on his own,” had eagerly advocated the invasion of Canada. The French alliance and the arrival of the French fleet opened a wide opportunity. Lafayette obtained the warm support of Admiral d’Estaing and a favoring vote of Congress. He proposed to ask France for five thousand new troops. He would invade Canada at both ends and in the middle, striking at Montreal by way of the Connecticut River. Congress approved the plan. D’Estaing sent to Montreal a proclamation (October 28, 1778) entitled Déclaration Adressée au Nom du Roi à Tous les Anciens Français de l’Amérique Septentrionale. It called upon the French of Canada to return to their native allegiance. “You were born French. There is no other house so august as that of Henry IV, under which the French can be happy and serve with delight.” But the note was wrongly pitched. Many plain French Canadians, after eighteen years of fairly fair play and of religious freedom, felt less sure of Henry IV. But even at that the appeal shook French-Canadian clerical and seignorial opinion. Sir Fredrick Haldimand, who had succeeded Carleton as the Governor of Canada (1778-86), wrote home: “Since the address of the Count d’Estaing and a letter of M. de Lafayette many of the priests have changed their opinions.” Jesuit missionaries, it was reputed, were seeking to rouse the Caughnawaga Indians for the Congress. Haldimand buried himself with defensive measures on the Richelieu to cover Montreal. But the danger passed. General Washington himself averted it. To his sagacious mind a French conquest of Canada would turn back the clock of the history of North America. There was no invasion. Without it, revolt in Canada was impossible.

 

But though the war of the Revolution, after its opening phases, affected Montreal but little, the conclusion of peace affected it and all Canada a great deal. For it led to a new American occupation which settled the future destiny of the country by the incoming of the United Empire Loyalists. Their migration, which brought forty thousand settlers to British North America within one generation, was on a scale unknown to the world of that day. Even before the peace was ratified they were leaving New York in shipfuls; after it, in fleets. They swarmed into Nova Scotia when a fishing village such as Shelburne became a town, or rather a camp, as large as Boston. The mainland section of Nova Scotia became New Brunswick with twelve thousand settlers in 1784. Other Loyalists made their entry across New York State by way of Oswego and Niagara. Others again came all the way round by river and sea, with Montreal as the great point of distribution. For many this trip took two seasons, the winter spent on the way. Many stayed in Montreal.

The new settlers transformed the country. They brought the English language on their lips and British freedom, as expanded in America, in their hearts. Patterned on their minds were the Massachusetts schoolhouse, free education for all. Thanksgiving turkey, town government, election to office, everybody at least as good as everybody else and perhaps better. This incoming flood broke the mold in which French Canada was cast. Into empty Upper Canada it came, to use a metaphor older than our glass bottles, as new wine to a new bottle, needing all the bottle to itself; into Lower Canada, as new wine into an old bottle, endeavoring to stretch the skin. Hence the clamor from Montreal for the government to open up land that was not seignorial and to divide it into “townships,” to make it seem like home. Hence presently the Eastern Townships. Here belongs the famous petition from Montreal (November 24, 1784) asking for an assembly. It carried 246 names, all British except Levi Solomons, and a few odd names difficult to classify. The second name is James McGill. With this from all British quarters came the desire and the demand for British institutions, for government by vote, for separate rule in Upper Canada.

Strangely enough, Lord Dorchester — the title borne by Sir Guy Carleton soon after his return as Governor General of Canada, Nova Scotia, and New Brunswick in 1786 — was lukewarm in the cause of change. He thought it unwise to divide the provinces, argued that the demand for an assembly came only from the commercial class in Montreal and in Quebec, and that the gentlemen and the clergy were still against it. Dorchester was sixty-two years old. Age will have its way. Thus divided councils held action in suspense.

The current stirred not only political life but economic life as well. Here begin for Montreal new industries, of new character and importance, such as the first attempts toward the export timber trade that presently made the St. Lawrence raft a unique feature of the Canadian scene. Men of brains and energy were attracted by the new Montreal as by a magnet. Here enters on its annals, in 1782, the name of Molson, which henceforth echoes down the history of the city in the throb of the steamship, the tinkle of the bank tellers’ coins, the whisper of the college library, and the roar of the college stadium. At its first coming it breathed in a softer atmosphere. Young John Molson, aged eighteen, came out from Lincolnshire, a country where the moist climate of the fens and fields breathes malt with the air and where brewing is a hereditary, domestic art. This art, unknown in French Canada, Molson brought to Montreal. Mr. B. K. Sandwell, the biographer of the Molson family, speaks of young John Molson’s opportunity with something like awe. “He found a large, prosperous, and growing population entirely without local supplies of the national beverage.” Molson built his brewery a little way downstream from the town, close beside the river. Archaeologists can easily locate the spot as the brewery is still there.

But if the man found the opportunity, the opportunity had also found the man. Within a decade brewing was but one of Molson’s many activities. As Henry Ford, exactly a hundred years later, tinkered in his back yard with a “gasoline buggy,” so did Molson on the riverbank tinker with a “steamboat.” Accentuate both syllables instead of one, “steam, boat,” as they named the thing yet to be contrived, and the past will rise before you.

Nor was Molson the only man of opportunity, remaking Montreal. There were dozens of them. Most of all is this true of the fur trade which at this period got the new impetus that created the Northwest Company and wrote history. There are certain trades and avocations dear to the human heart, and certain others repugnant. All the world loves a sailor, suspects a lawyer, and avoids a professor. The fur trade is one that carries a peculiar attraction — the open air, the splash of the canoe, the smell of the pine woods, the campfire, and the lullaby of falling water. . . . This native attraction now joined with new opportunity. Now that England owned all America to the sunset, British explorers could go and search for it, as witness Captain Carver’s Travels through the Interior Parts of North America. British fur traders could go West by the new route of the lakes and rivers. Exploration and trade went together. We may doubt if such men as Alexander Henry and Alexander Mackenzie knew which they were doing. Henry came first, coming to Montreal at the time of Montgomery’s invasion, and entered on the Western fur trade, spending many years beyond the Great Lakes on the plains. On Henry’s trail followed a flock of independent traders, every man for himself, striking out from Montreal into the Lake Superior wilderness. Common sense showed the folly, in the fur trade among Indians, of every man for himself, which meant every man for today and no man for tomorrow. The Montreal traders, under the leadership of Henry, joined in an association called the Northwest Company. At this time, there being no statutory companies or company law of incorporation, except by single charter, the company was really a partnership. The headquarters were at Montreal, housed presently in the famous Beaver Hall that stood well outside of the town, southwest of it, on the slope that perpetuates its name in Beaver Hall Hill. At this time, and for another thirty years, the fur trade was the leading commerce of Montreal. Many, if not most, of the substantial men were in it, there being sixteen shares divided as follows: Todd and McGill, two shares; Benjamin and Joseph Frobisher, two shares; McGill and Paterson, two shares; McTavish and Company, two shares; Holmes and Grant, two shares; Walker and Company, two shares; McBeath and Company, two shares; Ross and Company, one share; Oakes and Company, one share.

Among these Montreal traders was formed in 1785 the famous Beaver Club, originally of nineteen members, all of them men who had wintered in the wilds. Later on they let in tamer men, who lived in town, and had fifty-five members with ten honorary members. They held club nights and club dinners, told tales about the bush, mixed hot scotch, and sent an aroma of good cheer down the decades. Their ghosts still walk in the Montreal Curling Clubs.

This new stimulus to trade affected to some extent the character of the Port of Montreal. More ships came up from the sea in what was then an all-British voyage protected by the Navigation Acts. But the number was still trifling. Except with a very special wind, ships had to be hauled up against St. Marys current with long teams of oxen, as many even as forty. The bateaux, as already described, carried practically all the trade, with transshipment at Quebec. The Durham boat, used in the States, does not appear in Montreal till later. The steamboat was too weak to offer a tow — a “tug” — up the current for many years after its invention. It had all it could do to tug itself. But on the lakes up above shipbuilding began with settlement itself.

It had been quite obvious that the government of the province of Quebec (still so called) must be altered, indeed that the province itself must be altered. The American Loyalists and the French new subjects had too little in common to amalgamate. Hence the new Constitutional Act (or Canada Act) of 1791 that cut Quebec in two and set up Lower and Upper Canada. The ultimate wisdom of this may be left to historians to argue. It looked like common sense to people in Upper Canada at the time. There were about 150,000 French and about 15,000 English-speaking Canadians, with rural French Canada still entirely French, as the Eastern Townships were not yet opened, and the new Upper Canada settlements entirely English-speaking.

The new act reiterated the guarantees to the Roman Catholic Church. It set up provincial legislatures at Quebec and at Toronto, each with an appointed legislative council and an elected assembly. Montreal now found itself a parliamentary constituency sending up, or rather down, four members to Quebec, to the Assembly of fifty. Montreal, meaning the district around, also sent two members, being one of the new “counties.” With characteristic inanity the government of the day christened the counties of French Canada with English names and divided Upper Canada into German districts. Later on both were painlessly removed. When the first Assembly met at Quebec on December 17, 1792, the Montreal town members included James McGill — nothing was now complete without him — J. B. Durocher, James Walker, and Joseph Papineau. In the new Assembly sixteen members were British and thirty-four French. It was from its cradle bilingual both in speech and record. It met, though it didn’t know it, on the very eve of England’s entry (February 1793) into the first great war that had already begun and was to last out the lives of many of them. At the moment no such thought troubled them. The British were as slow in realizing the approach of war in 1792 as in 1913 and 1938. In Montreal the new members’ thoughts were elsewhere: Papineau’s no doubt in his warehouse or on his clever son, Louis Joseph, then six years old and attending the seminary in Quebec; McGill’s thoughts on his fur trade; Molson’s on steam, and all on the pipe of peace.

Thus shifted noiselessly the scene of history. In place of French Canada was now British North America; the walled French city of Montreal knocked down its walls (1803) and opened its Harbour Gate to the world.

FOOTNOTES:
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CHAPTER VIII. Lower Canada

1791-1841
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A HALF CENTURY of Lower Canada. The Great War and the News of Trafalgar at Montreal. The Great Peace. A Rapid Age. Steamboats. Gaslights. City Government. The Coming of the Immigrants. The Cholera Years. Opening the First Railway. The Rebellion. Execution of the “Patriotes.”

By an odd coincidence of Canadian history the half century from 1791 to 1841, like the previous 1713-63, actually means a definite period. It corresponds to the life of the province of Lower Canada, created under the Act of 1791 and expiring in 1841. Read in the false light and from the false angle of history as written, until yesterday, to be learned at school, it seems all fire and smoke, all war, anger, and rebellion. Here first is the shadow of the great war in Europe, beginning in 1792 and lasting with just a little break (1802-03), hardly observable from Montreal, till the city heard in July of 1815 the news of the Battle of Waterloo of June 18. The war is hardly over till we are dragged forward to the Rebellion of 1837-38. In such history any little intervals of quiet seem like boating at Chippewa, above Niagara Falls.

But in reality the period as seen in retrospect by old people in Montreal in 1841 would not seem like that at all. The war to them was something like a shadow that came and went, darkening and passing. An old man might remember the excitement and apprehension that went with the outbreak of the French Revolution, but more likely, as nothing happened, he had quite forgotten it. He might remember having heard people say that Napoleon was going to send a fleet against Montreal. Among the vivid memories that never left him would be those of Montreal in 1812-13, with the streets full of soldiers, with every able man under arms or under a pitchfork, the cheers and shouts, when they heard about the battle, right close by, at Châteauguay and how three or four hundred of their own side, they said, had beaten ten times as many Americans. Still more vivid, only yesterday, only three years ago, would be the recollection, brief but lurid, of the Rebellion, of the fighting on the Richelieu, the cruel slaughter in St. Eustache Church, and the hangings in Montreal.

But those pictures, lurid in the foreground, were not the real scenes of life, but only patches of fire seen against a wood as evening falls. Real life, as it came down the years, carried different recollections. If you were to let the old man tell you all about it (a dangerous permission to give) you would find that his main recollection of that half century in Montreal was the terrific change from a period ever so slow to a period ever so fast. It is with all old men. In fact, the old man would admit that he didn’t know what the world was coming to. Old men never do. He could recall from his childhood the old French town, all gardens and seminaries and soft with the sound of the church bells; could recall looking forty feet down from the great walls of the fortification (eighteen feet high) at the pasture of the common and the river and the bateaux hauled up on the mud. Why, in those days you took a good part of a week, or even more, to come from Quebec. Ships would lie down there, below the current; they might be a fortnight waiting for a wind. But now, in 1841, a steamboat runs you back and forward over the river or rushes you across to La Prairie to get on a train that whirls you away to St. Johns at fifteen miles an hour — another steamboat and off again — and in less than a week, in a few days, you’re in New York.

Think of that sleepy old French town with perhaps two hundred English families in it, and this great city of 1841 with forty thousand people, where you hear English spoken all day, with ocean ships all the way from Liverpool, with this great Lachine Canal where the little river and the marshes used to be, but now steamers up and down from the Great Lakes. Think of the wonderful new gaslight, of this plan for a great bridge to be made across the river, and people talking of this new fangled invention they call a magnetic telegraph that takes a message forty miles through a piece of wire. The old man hopes he doesn’t live to see anything of that sort in Montreal. Perhaps he didn’t. It came in 1847, but he may have died of cholera first.

The enthusiasm of the opening French Revolution, almost bloodless in its early stage, awoke in foreign lands echoes of sympathy, of sentiment, of silliness. “The greatest event in the world,” said Fox when the Bastille fell. British “friends of the people” and “Constitutional Clubs” held gatherings, where lords and lackeys met as equals, “in childish imitation,” says a British historian, “of what was going on across the channel.” In the United States a wave of ultrarepublicanism, with Phrygian liberty caps and songs and demonstrations, swept the country. “The American people,” says McMaster, “went insane.”

Something of this, accentuated by its French nationality, swept over Montreal also in the early years of the French Jacobin republic instituted after the execution of the King. Our local histories expand the disaffection in Montreal into something like a Jacobin movement. But this is out of all proportion. We have to remember that although Great Britain and France were at war from February 1793 and all intercourse suspended, the United States and France remained at peace. Diplomatic ministers and agents came and went. There was thus an easy access to Montreal, from Vermont, of all kinds of agitators and spies, people with no real connection with Canada, sent in by Genêt, the new republican ambassador to the United States, and by Fauchet, his successor. It was rumored too that the new state of Vermont, looking for new trouble to replace its old quarrel with New York, had suggested an invasion of Canada. Dorchester called for two thousand militiamen, a call answered by only nine hundred. The Governor’s common sense told him that this meant not disloyalty but the disinclination of people grown accustomed to peace. A certain disaffection there was, but history should rather stress how little it amounted to than how much.

Take the case of the violent and treasonable pamphlet circulated in Montreal in 1794 under the title Les Français Libres à leurs Frères Canadiens. It emanated all too plainly from France. It rang false. Just as D’Estaing’s proclamation of 1778 about Henry IV was too aristocratic, setting up a throne, this document was too republican, setting up a guillotine. Its contents, to most plain French Canadians of the day, whether seigneur or habitant, would seem abominable. It not only proposed Canada as a free state with equality for all, votes and offices for all, but it cut out all hereditary rights, titles, and claims, as also all the rights of the Roman Catholic Church, making all religious cults equal, with clergy elected by the people. This overshot its mark and effected nothing, except a sort of open invitation to rowdyism that broke out now and again when Dorchester’s strong hand was gone (July 1796). There were many arrests and trials.

The assumption of power by Napoleon (1799) ended this form of Jacobin propaganda. It led instead to a sort of standing Napoleonic scare, rumor of invasion by a French fleet. There was also “secret” information that Jerome Bonaparte was going to lead an expedition against Montreal from the States. British agents in New York sent his description to Montreal, “twenty-one years of age, five feet six or seven inches high, slender make, sallow complexion, etc., etc.” This was Napoleon’s youngest brother Jerome, at that time in Baltimore, “marooned” in the States by the British Atlantic fleet. Later he was King of Westphalia and fought at Waterloo. From him descends the surviving Bonaparte family. If he actually came to Canada all record of it is lost. But, oddly enough, Napoleon did plan an invasion of Canada, of which these people never heard. It was not by way of Montreal. It was to be a roundabout attack from the rear, initiated from Louisiana and the Mississippi under the command of General Bernadotte, who told of it later when King of Sweden. The Louisiana Purchase of 1803 canceled it.

All this Napoleonic scare passed away with the Battle of Trafalgar. Here is how the news came to Montreal. On a December evening in 1805 a grand assembly and ball were being held at the Exchange Coffee House (St. Paul and St. Peter streets). The supper merriment was at its height when a messenger came in out of the snow with a great packet of English newspapers just arrived via New York. They contained Admiral Collingwood’s dispatch recounting the victory of Trafalgar of October 21, 1805. In an instant the whole assembly was in a tumult of excitement. The very building, we are told, shook with the roaring hurrahs. But in the midst of the excitement many of the ladies suddenly broke into tears when it was announced that the victory had cost the life of Admiral Nelson. In this scene of emotion the chairman, Samuel Gerard, leaped up and proposed a subscription for a monument to Nelson’s memory. All thronged to write their names. Enough money was subscribed in a few minutes. This is the Nelson Monument, completed in 1809, and now standing in Jacques Cartier Square.

These memories, alarms, and dangers, condensed into a page, look crowded. Spread over ten years they are too thin to attract attention. Life looked elsewhere. Above all it looked in Montreal to the rising commercial life, the new fur trade to the Northwest, the English settlement of the near-by “townships,” the continued passage of immigrants bound for Upper Canada, and the new commerce of the river, now being revolutionized by steam.

In the eye of history the momentous event was the coming of steam navigation. Molson’s riverside experiments took form. The Accommodation was launched as steam’s first bride of the river, clumsy, bulky, but still a bride. She slid into the river sideways, down beside the brewery, in 1809. There are many pictures of this pioneer steamer, but none, we are told, that can be guaranteed, for photographs, even the fading daguerreotype in the silk case, were still unknown. But there is a picture, with every attempt at truth, in the charming little memorial volume, Old Montreal, a treasure of pictured history published — or may we say “brewed” — by the Molsons when the brewery was 150 years old (1936). We may put with the picture the contemporary account given by the Quebec Gazette of November 9, 1809, of the first trip of the Accommodation down to Quebec.

The Steam-Boat, which was built at Montreal last winter, arrived here on Saturday last, being her first trip. She was 66 hours on the passage, of which she was at anchor 30. So that 36 hours is the time which, in her present state, she takes to come down from Montreal to Quebec (over 160 statute miles). On Sunday last she went up against wind and tide from Brehault’s wharf to Lymburner’s; but her progress was very slow. It is obvious that her machinery at present has not sufficient force for this river. But there can be no doubt of the possibility of perfectioning it so that it will answer every purpose for which she was intended; and it would be a public loss should the proprietors be discouraged from persevering in their intention.

Little did the Quebec Gazette realize that the main “purpose for which she was intended,” or which she intended herself, audible in every clank of her engine, was the overthrow of the Port of Quebec. That, of course, was a long way off. For two full generations yet, Quebec was the great overseas harbor, the great shipyard of Canada. Nor was Molson in any way discouraged from persevering. He lost no time. Within two years he had the Swiftsure in the water, in 1811. Here was a steamboat one hundred and twenty feet by twenty-four feet. She did the trip in twenty-four hours, laughing off a head wind as she came down. The innocent Quebec Gazette sang its own swan song in praise of the boat’s “celerity” and “security” and “equality” to the best hotel.

The outbreak of the war with the States checked, but only halted for a time, the progress of the steamboat in the St. Lawrence. From now on John Molson, among his other claims to eminence, was hailed by his French compatriots as the “bourgeois des steamboats.”

The title carries a great meaning. It suggests the entire good will as between such leading British men of business as Molson, James McGill, Isaac Todd, and their French fellow townsmen. McGill, like many others, had married a French wife. It is true that many murmurs of discontent were already heard, presaging the Rebellion of the next generation. The new constitution granted just enough rights to give a taste for more. Money was still controlled and wrongly spent by the Executive. There were sinecure offices and favoritism, including the attempt to favor the Anglican Church. The Assembly at Quebec fomented controversy. The newspapers spread it abroad. But as yet it filled little place in the life of the community.

 

The War of 1812, while dislocating the course of trade and commerce, was only directly felt at Montreal for a smaller period. Recollection of it afterward must have been vivid and intense, but brief. The first main incident was the entry into Montreal (September 10, 1812) of the captive American, General William Hull, with his officers and men, which carries something of a comic-opera touch. Hull had been defeated by General Isaac Brock at Detroit, and he and his men were sent to Lower Canada for safekeeping. But their entry into Montreal appears in the record much like a civic reception. There were military bands, “escorts” of soldiers, the streets illuminated, with General Hull riding in an open carriage accompanied by Captain Gray. The procession headed for Government House, where General Hull was presented, to His Excellency, Sir George Prevost, who invited him “to take up his residence in Government House during his stay in Montreal.” The American officers were “guests” at the barracks and their men comfortably housed in town. . . . There is really much more than comic opera in this, namely, common sense and common decency. Acts such as this have helped to unite North America. The comic opera is that Hull, after a short stay, was exchanged for thirty British soldiers, went home, and was sentenced by a court-martial to be shot. President Madison canceled the sentence on two grounds: (1) that Hull had served well in the Revolutionary War, (2) that he was too old to shoot.

 

Here, then, we may pause, at the renewal of peace in 1815, and take a look around Montreal as it was in its happy, peaceful expansion between the peace and the Rebellion. All excellent guide is found in the map of Montreal, as issued in 1835 by order of the Mayor and Common Council, in the new pride of their life as a city which began in 1832. It shows at once the city limits as vastly greater, several times as great, as those of the old French town. The suburbs (les faubourgs) are now well occupied. The Recollet suburb and, west of it (the use of west instead of south now begins), the Ste. Anne, St. Joseph, and St. Antoine suburbs carry the inhabited city out to and past Guy Street to end at “Canning” Street (four streets on). Guy Street, as now, runs on up the hill as the Côte des Neiges Road. The largest suburb, St. Lawrence, runs all along between Craig Street, now named but not all developed, up to St. Catherine Street. This last runs east and west across St. Lawrence Main, reaching beyond Bleury Street on the east and about three times as far (to St. Helen Street) on the west. Dorchester Street cuts through the center of the St. Lawrence suburb, then takes a dive after the known fashion of Montreal streets and comes up west again. Lagauchetière Street, just below it, takes a similar dive east. The space between the St. Lawrence and the St. Antoine suburbs was relatively open. Here on the hillside stood Beaver Hall. In the life of a growing city early priority spells later poverty. The palace becomes the slums. The suburb presently houses the newer palace. This open space (from the Windsor Hotel to the Bell Telephone Building of today) was later to be the grandeur of Montreal. Above St. Catherine Street lie the beautiful farms and country houses extending to the foot of the mountain. Two very large ones, just beyond the west end of St. Catherine Street, are those of McGill, at this period under legal dispute, and the McTavish property reaching halfway to the Côte des Neiges Road. Cutting through the farms, from the McGill estate across to St. Denis Street, runs a beautiful country road called Sherbrooke Street, with already two or three houses on it. East, in the direction the French called north, lies the Quebec suburb greatly extended. The Bonsecours Church by the river still serves as a guide. This church, our Lady of Good Help, had indeed a special, a mystic meaning. It was first built, as already mentioned, in 1657, to carry above its roof an image of the Virgin Mary, brought from France by Marguerite Bourgeoys. The Virgin, looking down the river, watched over the safety of the sailors. Thank offerings were laid on the shrine. To her marvelous intercession was ascribed the great storm on the Lower St. Lawrence which broke up Admiral Walker’s fleet, about to attack Quebec in 1711. The citadel, at the bottom end of the French town, has all been shoveled flat to make Dalhousie Square; the gates are gone and the city goes on and on for about a mile with Fulham Road as its last street downstream, and St. Marys Road (later part of Notre Dame Street) its main highway.

The new directions of east and west appear in the official parliamentary division of the two wards, for the Assembly set up in 1791. They are divided by the “main street of St. Lawrence,” the East Ward being downstream and the West Ward upstream. They are all wrong with the compass; as explained above, the trouble rises in the Gulf of St. Lawrence, where the north shore is the north shore, and it comes all the way up. This makes Longueuil the south shore of the St. Lawrence which, at Montreal, it isn’t. But if we call Longueuil south we must call Longue Pointe east.

 

In the lower town, of course, a great many of the old buildings public and private of the French Regime were still there. The Château de Ramezay was Government House. The Hotel Dieu was still on St. Paul Street. Old Notre Dame Church was still standing, but a new one, the present one, was begun in 1824. The old Bonsecours Church was still at the north end of the city, and the Recollet Church at the south. The Grey Nunnery was still the Charron Building, the Hospital General of a century before. But the changes were more striking than the survivals: the wooden houses had mostly disappeared from the main part of the town. In their place were stone, rubblestone, and brick. There were now about 100 occupied streets and about 2500 houses, all numbered in the older city and partly so in the suburbs. The total population is put at 9000 in the year 1800, 22,000 in the year 1825. Montreal was as populous at night as now, for in those days all the merchants slept over their places of business and officials and professional men in their offices.

But the great change was that the old fortifications were gone, all knocked down except a few survivals on McGill Street and elsewhere. There are many lesser changes. The Jesuits being gone, their property has been built over with the Court House (1800), the gaol, the so-called “Old Gaol” of 1806-36, and the Champs de Mars, extended now to a space of 227 yards by 114, a parade ground and a fashionable promenade. In the new Jacques Cartier Square has been erected the Nelson Monument just mentioned. The Château de Vaudreuil, used for a time as a school and college, was burned. In its place is the new college, the Petit Séminaire, in the Recollet suburb. Large stone barracks have been built near where the Quebec gate stood. Spacious hotels stand on the Place d’Armes, and near the river, St. Paul Street, the main thoroughfare is crowded and busy all day. There is a new stone customs house (1836) built on the old French market square.

Between these days and the present time the whole aspect of Montreal, even of the lower town, has of course been altered, its river front, as it used to be, obliterated by the remaking of the harbor, the Craig Street hollow drained and built upon, St. Paul Street sunk to its present shabby appearance, Notre Dame Street altered from a dignified residential street to be the mere back annex of St. James Street, and the latter a narrow thoroughfare between tall buildings and skyscrapers, unrecognizable as the “Great St. James Street” of a hundred years ago, broad and half empty.

A sign of the movement of the times is the appearance and the multiplication of coffeehouses and hotels, things hardly needed under the Old Regime. In those days “hotel” meant a private mansion such as the Hotel Vaudreuil. A public inn was presently called a “hotel” as a sort of flattering compliment, like the word “funeral home” of today. But now with steamers up and down the river and the canal, ships from overseas, mail stages from Quebec and Kingston (for York) and to New York and, above all, with immigration on the move, the hotel came into its own. So we find now the Exchange Hotel and Coffee House, 170 guests; Orr’s Hotel in Notre Dame; the Montreal Hotel, also called Dillon’s, on the Place d’Armes, and half a dozen others. Most conspicuous was the spacious and beautiful Mansion House. This was a fine stone building, originally built by Sir John Johnson (of Mohawk fame) after he settled in Montreal. It stood near the Bonsecours Church, overlooking the river. John Molson bought it and added two big wings to it. It had a great terrace, 144 feet long and 30 feet wide, with an unimpeded view of all the stretch of river, islands, shore, and mountains that lay before it. Life in the Mansion House, with dinners and suppers and dances unending, with officers in uniform and beauty in the flowing dress of the day, with champagne at a few shillings a bottle, with the Beaver Club and the Bachelor Club to keep it moving, and the public library in the great room on the premises to keep it quiet, with the Théâtre Royal just over the way with French opera at five shillings a box, with boats for hire for a row on the river on a summer evening, with a military band in the distance and a tangle of fireflies in the foreground — perhaps the good old limes were not so bad after all.

The old hotels are gone now. The Mansion was burned in 1812. Where Dillon’s guests made merry is now the buried silence of a trust company. Where the guests gathered at the Exchange Coffee House once shouted the news of Trafalgar, the cable company and brokers’ offices now click more vital news from Europe. All are gone except only the last of them, Rasco’s Hotel, built just at the end of the epoch 1836 as its last word in grandeur. Rasco’s is still standing today, ignominiously crowded out by a market, battered, dingy, its ornamentation gone, its garment divided, its very lettering fallen in part away, with nothing but the recollection of Charles Dickens’ visit there in 1842 to keep a faint breath of survival stirring.

 

The Mansion House, we say, stood beside the water, and in front of it was the private wharf built by Molson for his steamers for Quebec and for La Prairie, from which town ran stages to St. Johns and thus to the States. This wharf was one of the first real attempts at improving the port and harbor facilities. The ships that came before the peace era were small, mostly about 150 tons, and very few. For example, in 1813 only nine ships in all came up to Montreal from the sea, a total of 1589 tons. These could lie almost alongside the riverbank, in places where the current had scooped the water deep, or so close that improvised stages were built out from the shore’s edge to the deck. With this went the plan of running out horses and carts deep into the water to reach vessels hauled up, bow on. With the ships were the bateaux and the new and bigger type of Durham boat that came in after the American war. These were big flat-bottomed sailboats eighty or ninety feet long, with “center boards,” which enabled them to beat to windward. In the harbor also floated the rafts, a conspicuous feature for more than half a century. There were firewood rafts bringing down cordwood for town use from farms up the river and big sections of rafts of square timber on the way to Quebec and England. These had come over the Lachine Rapids and were made up again in La Prairie Basin or below Montreal for Quebec.

But in the period after the war ended (1815), the port and harbor woke up. Wharves began to be built after 1819 alongside the riverbank. In 1824 a permanent town wharf 200 feet long was built. Steamboat navigation as between Montreal and Quebec greatly increased in the period between the peace of 1815 and the Rebellion of 1837. Molson had followed the Swiftsure with the Lady Sherbrooke, the Car of Commerce, and other vessels, which did service in the war and after it in general transport. The year 1821 saw the inception and the year 1825 the opening of the Lachine Canal. Limited at first to only four feet of depth it was little more than a barge canal, but it underwent a century of continuous deepening.

Steam, grown stronger, appears in Montreal, with the Hercules of 1823, in the tugging and towing service which was rapidly to revolutionize all the ports of the world. For Montreal overseas steam voyages were not yet. The Savannah had crossed the Atlantic in 1819, a clipper-built full-rigged ship, using auxiliary steam and very little of it at that. The Royal William built at Quebec crossed the Atlantic (Pictou to London) in 1833, an all-steam trip. Her engines (200 horsepower) were made in Montreal, and the Royal William was towed up from Quebec to receive them, at the foot of St. Marys current, tug power unable to haul her farther.

Sail and steam were to fight it out for fifty years, but for far-sighted people, Cunards and Allans, the end was in sight. A Mr. David Munk began building sailing ships in a yard at Montreal as early as 1806. He and his partners and others built various ships of about 200 to 300 tons, one even of 600 tons, before the War of 1812. After steam had got well started and the Lachine Canal opened, the building of steamers went on from 1829 to 1841 at a rapid rate on an increasing scale. The building firm of Shay and Merritt built for the shipping firm of John Torrance the British America, 170 feet long; the Brittania, 130 feet long; and for the Molsons, the John Bull, 182 feet long. All these were for the river trade, Montreal to Quebec. For overseas trade also were built sailing craft, the Toronto of 1834, a ship of 345 tons for the Liverpool trade; the Brilliant and the Thalia, 472 tons each, sailing to the Baltic, and various other ocean craft.

The number of vessels entering the port had greatly increased in this period. The year 1839 showed a total of 78 vessels from the sea, of which 16 were full-rigged ships, 26 barques, and 36 brigs. The following year the number reached 97 vessels. The tonnage for the two years was 29,760, showing an average for the vessels of 170 tons.

The newspaper sailing notices of the day carry us back more than a century to the passage of the seas, as it then was, from Montreal.

Here is the Montreal Gazette of November 11, 1830:

From Montreal the brig Canadian, Robert Hamilton, master, will take wheat flour or ashes. . . . Excellent accommodation for passengers Montreal Nov. 1830 James Millar.

Freight and Passage to London. The fine new fast regular trading Ship Arabian, Andrew Carr, master, now in port discharging her inland cargo, will be ready in a few days to receive Ashes, Wheat and flour. She can comfortably accommodate eight passengers in her cabin, it having been expressly fitted up for this number. She will leave this port about the 5th and Quebec the 10th of November, Montreal Oct. 28 1830.

We note the easygoing journalism of the day, the “notices” still inserted after the ships have left. The “ashes” carried as export were the dry hardwood ashes (potash) used for potassium, a great export of the day.

Under “FALL ARRIVALS” we read:

T. S. Brown is now receiving by the Niagara from Liverpool a large additional supply of Hardware and cutlery which enables him to offer the most complete stock in town.

This peaceful T. S. Brown of the hardware business had come to Montreal in 1818. His memoirs written some fifty years later (1870) are very interesting and often quoted, all the more so as Brown turned into a rebel “general” in the outbreak of 1837.

The most notable change was the installation in 1830 of a Montreal Harbour Commission with an appropriation of $4000 a year, which enabled them to begin building wharves along the shore. A mole was built to join to the mainland the little island, whose existence made a harbor first possible, the Ilot Normandin, Market Gate Island, Oyster Island. The wharf on the former island becomes from now on the principal wharf of Montreal.

There was also set up a branch of Trinity House, with the same commission as that of the famous Admiralty institution, to improve navigation by charts, buoys, and lights. There was much talk of deepening the insufficient natural channel. Preliminary surveys of Lake St. Peter were made in 1838, but the task was still too great. A further difficulty, not overcome till the present century, was found in the spring floods which lifted the river above all the structures along the foreshore.

Dotted along the years are those little features of town improvement and public works that mark a rising city; things that are tiresome to relate in detail but indicate in summary the milestones of civic progress. Waterworks began with the new century. Till then Montreal pumped water from domestic wells and hauled it in carts from the river. The town with 9000 people in 1800 had grown too crowded for that. A private company, the Proprietors of the Montreal Water-Works, undertook in 1801 to bring water from a mountainside pond in wooden pipes. The scheme failed. In dry weather there was too little water; in wet weather too much; in summer the pipes dried; in winter they burst. Some of these old pipes, banded with iron hoops and jammed together end to end, were found long after under Notre Dame Street. A second company laid down iron pipes in 1819 and pumped water from the river. The city bought the plant in 1845 and blasted out a reservoir below the mountain. The continuous concussions nearly blasted out of existence the feeble McGill College, just two years old as far as actual operation.

With water came better fire protection. Mention has been made above of the great fires of 1722 and 1734 in the old French days. A great fire (1765) just after the cession swept away 215 houses. With that began compulsory fire precaution, ladders, and buckets, etc., in every house. Then came a volunteer Fire Club, after that a Fire Society (cheerier still), created by statute; thirteen citizens were given by the justices of the peace the doubtful honor of membership, without pay. They organized volunteers and captains and bought engines. After the real city government began (1832) a fire Department was part of it.

With fire went light. The old French town, apart from moonlight, was very dark. Yet there was little theft, all men being armed and the gallows ready. In the civic life of peace thieves bred fast. Hence the lighting of St. Paul Street, still the busy main street of Montreal, with whale-oil lamps set out by the merchants. People could now go shopping after dark. Other streets followed. Town lamps were supplied in 1818. Then came gas (1836), the latest European novelty, supplied by the Montreal Gas Light Company with the younger John Molson as its chairman.

A town with water, light, fire, and thieves needs police. In older days the justices of the peace kept order as best they could, with sheriffs and sheriffs’ men and, if need be, soldiers. In 1818 appeared twenty-four “night watchmen,” carrying long blue sticks and lanterns, with rattles and whistles to keep them awake. They cried “All well” at each half-hour, meaning “All awake,” and they had a “station” at St. Peter and Notre Dame.

 

The influx of British Protestants after the conquest, and still more with the coming of the Loyalists, had long since made it necessary to supply places of Protestant worship. For this the Anglicans were permitted to use the Church of the Recollets (1764 to 1789) and later the Jesuit Church till they built their own Christ Church on St. James Street in 1814. After it was burned (1856) they moved up from the lower town and built, in 1859, the beautiful Christ Church Cathedral now standing on St. Catherine Street.

The Presbyterians also at first shared with the Anglicans the Recollet and Jesuit churches till they built a church of their own on St. Gabriel Street in 1792. A Protestant bishop, Rev. Jacob Mountain, was appointed at Quebec in 1793, and his son, Rev. George Mountain, became the titular Bishop of Montreal in 1837. The See of Montreal dates from 1850.

In a sense — the sense of lawyers — the greatest change of the time was in the institution in Montreal of city government. Hitherto Montreal, French or English, had been governed from above. Since the conquest, apart from the military authorities, there were, as said, the justices of the peace. The citizens, both French and English, had long agitated for city government. Nothing was done. Petitions and meetings multiplied. At length the Harbour Commission just spoken of was granted, in 1830, as a first installment. The year 1832 saw an act to incorporate the city of Montreal. It was of the usual type then running round the newly democratic world: eight wards, with sixteen councilors electing a mayor. The right to vote was given to all male citizens, at least 21 years old, qualified by property and residence. The Mayor received a salary of four hundred dollars. There is no need to give details. The act and the system lapsed in 1836, started again in 1843, and began that series of starts and stops which has represented for a hundred years the quest of Montreal for a new, clean, efficient government. A series of about a dozen new brooms, 1840, 1851, 1874, 1899, 1912, etc., etc., have attempted to sweep Montreal clean, and all have failed. There is a bill now under discussion to get clean government in 1943 — or later. Municipal government has proved itself the blind alley of modern democracy, and if there is any duller subject to read about, most of us don’t know of it.

With this period begins for Canada and for Montreal the incoming flood of immigration that made the country. The end of the great war in 1815 opened the new period of the “great peace,” an era of progress and expansion as never before seen. Yet the first aftermath of war was the sudden slump of depression and unemployment, the hard times that still puzzle the economist. It was a thing that presently righted itself, “with no other aid than starvation and cholera.” But at the outset the blow fell hard, especially on Montreal. From the first expansion of the epoch expressed itself in migration, indiscriminate, unlimited, and without control or care.

The British people were free to go. This was the new period of liberalism and liberty, glorious in its wider aspect, terrible in its unforeseen consequences. The new home of liberty, in which England became the workshop of the world, was a habitation bright with flowers in front, all darkness and filth behind. Behind the palace was the slum; behind the workshop, was the workhouse. People were free to live or free to starve, to quit work and start starving any time they liked. Particularly they were free to go to any place, British or not — the glad good-riddance of the poor. Off they went, dirty and singing and triumphant, often in ships so foul and rotten that there was bubonic plague, the Asiatic cholera of the day, in every filthy plank in the dank, sunless steerage. Out they went to Quebec and on to Montreal, ever so many, dead or dying, the rest singing still, and plenty more to follow.

The policy of the day threw them on the colonies, as on Montreal, to live or die. In brisk times there would be bread and work for all, but in this opening era only for a few. Montreal had to look after the homeless and the sick as best it could. And here happened a strange thing, light coming out of darkness, good out of evil. There was in Montreal no English hospital. The little premises that humanity supplied, a four-room building on St. Joseph and Gabriel, called the House of Recovery, with a doctor in charge, and later the large house bought on Craig Street, with four attendant doctors (1818), turned into the Montreal General Hospital (1819). A lot was purchased on Dorchester Street, well out of town for the fresh air, and a building, the nucleus of the present hospital, opened in 1822. At that time there was no organized medical profession. This made one. Here began the Medical Institution of Montreal. There was as yet no teaching of medicine; this compelled it. And presently, when, McGill University began actual work, this body became the Medical Faculty of McGill. All the glory of the General Hospital, of the Royal Victoria, and the Neurological, the Maternity, and the Children’s Memorial, all the immortality of Osler and of — we know them — the McGill immortals of today, still mortal — all this was there under the humble roof of the House of Recovery. One can’t get over it, so to speak. Those who watch in the present city the daily pilgrimage of the outdoor patients moving to the free clinics of the great hospitals of Montreal may see in fancy, hovering over them to direct their steps, the departed spirit of the stricken immigrant, from whose death came life.

Such was immigration into Montreal in its earlier days, and such the shadow of want and pestilence that darkened its coming. The better to understand this scene, in this shadow under which it lay, and in the sunlight that was later to illuminate it, we may recall the picture of Montreal as seen in 1830, the great cholera year, by Mrs. Catherine Parr Traill, an English lady arriving as an immigrant on her way to the bush settlements of Upper Canada. Mrs. Traill was one of those distinguished Strickland sisters who showed what women could do fifty years before other women did it. Her book, The Backwoods of Canada, and the well-known book of her sister, Mrs. Susannah Moodie, Roughing It in the Bush, are firsthand pictures of Canada of the period of great interest. The fault of both writers lies in a greater ability to see present hardships than to foresee future happiness. Just as Charles Dickens could see nothing but swamps and ague where now rise the great American cities of the Middle West, so the Strickland sisters “roughed it in the bush” and could not see that the “collection of log shanties” was going to be the beautiful city of Peterborough. Mrs. Moodie concluded her book with the statement that if it kept only one family away from Canada it was worth the writing of it — an odd statement for those of us who remember her immediate descendants as among the wealthiest and most respected people of Toronto — the fate that migration to the “bush” brought them. So too one must make similar reservations against Mrs. Traill’s views.

We were struck [she writes] by the dirty, narrow, ill-paved or unpaved streets of the suburbs, and overpowered by the noisome vapor arising from a deep open fosse that ran along the street behind the wharf. This ditch seemed the receptacle for every abomination, and sufficient in itself to infect a whole town with malignant fevers.

The cholera had made awful ravages, and its devastating effects were to be seen in the darkened dwellings and the mourning habiliments of all classes. An expression of dejection and anxiety appeared in the faces of the few persons we encountered in our walk to the hotel, which plainly indicated the state of their minds.

In some situations whole streets had been nearly depopulated; those that were able fled panic-stricken to the country villages, while others remained to die in the bosom of their families.

To no class, I am told, has the disease proved so fatal as to the poorer sort of emigrants. Many of these, debilitated by the privations and fatigue of a long voyage, on reaching Quebec or Montreal, indulged in every sort of excess, especially the dangerous one of intoxication; and, as if purposely paving the way to certain destruction, they fell immediate victims to the complaint.

In one house eleven persons died, in another seventeen; a little child of seven years old was the only creature left to tell the woeful tale. This poor desolate orphan was taken by the nuns to their benevolent institution, Where every attention was paid that humanity could suggest.

Nor were sanitation and the prevention of disease the only things as yet defective at this period. Education also lagged behind. Under the French Regime what education there was was carried on by the Seminary and by the Congregation. The mass of the habitants got none. After the conquest the old Château de Vaudreuil was used, first for elementary teaching, then as a college. This building was burned in 1803. The Sulpicians built a college, the new college or Petit Séminaire, in what had been the Recollet suburb outside of the Recollet gate, that is to say, beyond McGill Street on a street that became College Street, now a continuation of St. Paul. This is “The College” mentioned in Hochelaga Depicta and books of the period. It had accommodation for 160 pupils, entering at eight to ten years old for a course of eight years.

Dorchester Street was, as said, only laid out in part. At this period all the ground beyond the angle of Dorchester Street and Côte des Neiges was called the Priests’ Farm. It originally contained the old walled fort with the corner towers, and these premises (then called La Maison des Prêtres) were used as a week-end place of rest for professors and students of the seminary and the college. The Collège de Montréal (Grand Séminaire) was built later (1854-57).

The incoming of the Loyalists led to a demand for schools, for a school system. Elsewhere, as in New Brunswick, they succeeded at once; not in Lower Canada. A number of private schools struggled into existence. To aid them there was created by an act of the legislature in 1801 a shadowy body called the Royal Institution for the Advancement of Learning. This was supposed to act as a trustee, to receive funds and make grants. But as the main purpose set forth in its creation was to teach English to French Canadians, it was born into the shadow of dislike. The French Canadian would rather know nothing in French than everything in English. Help was given to the British and Canadian (meaning French and English) school opened on Lagauchetière Street in 1826. But the French children dropped out when the political troubles began. It was to the Royal Institution that the aged James McGill, after much consultation with his young friend, the Rev. John Strachan, later the famous bishop, bequeathed, in 1811, £10,000 and his Burnside estate of forty-six acres and the manor house and buildings thereon. McGill died in 1813. Ill-omened fairies put the college asleep in its cradle for thirty years. McGill, as apart from the group of doctors mentioned above, never taught a student till 1843. But the Royal Institution still signs its name to the salary checks.

Thus not only college education but any general school system had to wait.

Yet while learning withered at the root finance grew apace. But the discussion of the epoch marked by the formation of the Bank of Montreal in 1817 is best deferred to the more spacious days that followed the union of the Canadas.

Montreal had no sooner started on its civic life than storms began to gather over it. What had been twenty years before little more than casual murmurs of discontent, the recollections of a lost cause, the memories that refused to die, now begin to ferment into a fierce quarrel — the “two nations warring in the bosom of a single state” — of which Lord Durham was to speak.

In Upper Canada the agitation that led to the Rebellion of 1837 was mere restive protest against the unfair privileges of a petty aristocracy and of a favored church. There was not enough to fight for, and in the sequel no one fought. In Lower Canada this grievance was there also but was lost in the deeper hostility of race against race. As agitation grew it centered mainly around Montreal rather than Quebec, for in and around Montreal was where the French and English were most mixed. Quebec was and remained quiet. The rebel agitators among the French were not really agitating for responsible government or even better government but for some method of voting the English off their backs. Louis Joseph Papineau and his associates presently (1834) put their grievances into the famous “ninety-two resolutions.” They could have said it all in one.

What the English agitators of Lower Canada wanted was some way of voting monarchy off their backs. The basis of this was the call of the republic, so powerful in the springtime of democracy, and not weakened in Canada by contemplating across the water the morality of George IV or the intelligence of his honest brother. The racial call claimed Louis Joseph Papineau; republican freedom claimed such a man as Wolfred Nelson, and both called forth such generous youths as George Étienne Cartier, later a conservative Father of Confederation, and Dr. Chenier, whose statue stands in Montreal today, eager even in dead stone. With others, as with Dr. O’Callaghan, the sorrows of Ireland were added to the cup.

The agitation in the country was kindled in the legislature at Quebec, its flames fanned by the speeches of Louis Joseph Papineau. But the real seat of the trouble was in Montreal and in the district around Montreal Island and Isle Jésus and in the settlements on the Richelieu. Papineau lived in Montreal, his house being situated on St. Paul Street. He sat as one of the two members for the West Ward.

The year 1832 saw the first outbreak of violence. A by-election in the West Ward, involving after the old-time fashion several days of voting at the open poll, led to the gathering of a mob around the closing poll. In the scene of tumult which ensued the garrison soldiers (Colonel McIntosh with the Fifteenth Regiment) were called out. The Riot Act was read. The crowd refused to go. The soldiers advanced toward the mob in the Place d’Armes against a hail of stones which injured many, including the colonel. After ineffectual warnings McIntosh ordered a volley from the front platoon. Three of the crowd fell dead, two wounded. The rest vanished. Artillery was set to command the streets. McIntosh was arrested on a coroner’s warrant but set free afterward. The French paper, La Minerve, shouted massacre. Five thousand people, among them Papineau, speaker of the House, walked in the funeral of the men killed.

It seems strange to think that it was just after this scene of disorder that there came to Montreal its first and most terrible visitation of the cholera, brought by the immigrant ships. In the middle of June of that year (1832) the deaths ran to 100 a day. In all there were some 3384 cases and 947 deaths in June.

After this first outbreak, meetings, organization, and agitation continued; the Papineau majority blocked all official business in the Assembly. The “ninety-two resolutions” were passed by the House in 1834. The British party formed Constitutional Associations in the same year. In Montreal many French Canadians adhered to the government side. But in the general election of 1835 the vote showed in Montreal 13,714 demanding reform against 6254 opposed. Circulars went from Montreal to the country, and to England, sent from both sides. Lord Gosford was sent out as Governor on August 23, 1835, specially commissioned to compose the quarrel. Sir John Colborne, ending his term as Lieutenant Governor of Upper Canada in 1836, was made Chief of the Forces in Canada. After a brief journey to England he took command at Montreal.

Even among these events the broken lights of history flicker between shadow and sunshine. Here in these mid-dangers we may forget a moment Louis Joseph Papineau and turn to a pretty midsummer scene, so often depicted and so full of sunlight (July 1836), the opening of the Champlain and St. Lawrence Railway Company, the first railway in Canada. The railway is to connect Montreal to New York by covering fifteen miles from La Prairie to St. Johns. The rest is just a matter of steamers, and a short rail journey in the state of New York. There is the scene under the trees — the train on its toy track of wood with strips of iron, its engine thirteen feet long, its two quaint cars like wooden playhouses, and all about it a sylvan scene of bright uniforms, gay crinolines, gentlemen in top hats, Lord Gosford, the Governor General, and off at fifteen miles an hour to St. Johns, and on arrival such a banquet and junketing, champagne and speeches, that we can for the moment quite forget Louis Joseph Papineau — or we could, except that Papineau was there, one of the top hats.

Thus began the railway, innocent as a summer day, gentle as a kitten, later an octopus, and then a “problem” — the machine age’s first-born son, gone wrong.

At a meeting at St. Ours (above Sorel) Dr. Wolfred Nelson called for armed rebellion. “Sons of Liberty” were organized in Montreal. Papineau moved among the meetings. “The game which Mr. Papineau is playing cannot be mistaken,” said Sir John Colborne, a veteran of Waterloo, smelling powder and ready to begin. Monsieur Latigue issued a mandament against revolt. A fierce riot took place in Montreal (November 6, 1837) between the Sons of Liberty and the Constitutional crowd, fighting up and above St. James Street and St. Lawrence Main. Thomas Storrow Brown was one of the injured. This was the Brown from whose peaceful memories of old age we have just quoted. He was one of the fierce young men of 1837, bitter against injustice. “A sense of justice,” he wrote in his later memoirs, “that generous inheritance from a British ancestry, urged me on.” Meetings and processions were forbidden. Warrants were out for Papineau, Dr. O’Callaghan, and T. S. Brown. Papineau left Montreal. Detachments of the military sent out to make arrests met resistance at St. Denis on the Richelieu. Thirteen rebels were killed and six soldiers. One of the British officers, Lieutenant Weir, was captured by rebels and hacked and shot to death. There came another fight next day (November 24, 1837) at St. Charles against troops better armed. Many rebels were killed, certainly nearly fifty, rumor said a hundred and fifty. Colborne led a column to St. Eustache. The rebels were trapped in the village church, in a scene of hideous slaughter. Dr. Chenier was shot attempting to escape by a window. Among those present was Captain Marryat, the famous veteran of the Great War at sea who lived it over again in his sea stories. He was on an American tour and joined Colborne. He wrote:

I have been with Sir John Colborne, the Commander in Chief, and have just now returned from an expedition of five days against St. Eustache and Grand Brulé, which has ended in the total discomfiture of the rebels, and I may add, the putting down of the insurrection in both provinces. I little thought when I wrote last that I should have had the bullets whizzing about my ears again so soon. It has been a sad scene of sacrilege, murder, burning, and destroying. All the fights have been in the churches, and they are now burnt to the ground and strewed with the wasted bodies of the insurgents. War is bad enough, but civil war is dreadful. Thank God it is all over. The winter has set in; we have been fighting in deep snow, and crossing rivers with ice thick enough to bear the artillery; we have been always in extremes — at one time our ears and noses frost bitten by the extreme cold, at others amidst the flames of hundreds of houses.

Resistance ended for the time. Wolfred Nelson was captured. Papineau, Dr. O’Callaghan, and “General” Brown escaped. In Montreal there were many arrests including thirty or forty men of later prominence, two of them later on joint prime ministers, Louis H. Lafontaine (the associate of Robert Baldwin) and George Étienne Cartier (the associate of Sir John A. Macdonald).

Durham was all for leniency. He was an autocratic liberal, liberal enough to pardon even rebellion, autocratic enough to exceed his power in doing so. He made a general amnesty, sentenced to death the man he couldn’t catch, and banished those already caught. This banished Dr. Wolfred Nelson into freedom. Durham was recalled. Rebellion broke out again in the autumn of 1838, fed by incursions from Vermont — Colborne stamped it fiercely down. At one place (Odelltown, November 9, 1838) fifty rebels were killed. Then came the trials held at Montreal. Twelve patriots were sentenced to death and hanged in successive groups (December 21, 1838, two; January 18, 1839, five; February 15, 1839, five). The last five — by a queer fashion of those rude times when highwaymen made speeches on the gallows — were given the privilege, or, shall we say, the “send-off” of a farewell supper, with aftersupper speeches. The place of execution was an open square in what is the east end of the city over which now passes the structure of the great Jacques Cartier Bridge. It has been christened the Patriot’s Square (Place des Patriotes). The site of the scaffold is marked by a monument — a huge upright slab of stone which carries the twelve names of the men executed, six on one side, six on the other.

A tall stone column in the Côte des Neiges Cemetery also commemorates the “Patriotes.” The historian Kingsford gives a full personal record of each. Six of them, he says, were sentenced not only for rebellion, but deservedly for murder. Even so, there are tears left for the others. Especial sorrow was felt for the young Chevalier de Lorimier who died last, a letter of farewell to his wife and children against his breast.

We may repeat again the words of Fox that rebels often save their country.

The more fortunate rebels had fled, or been banished, into safety. Later on an “Act of Forgetfulness” of 1843, called by the lawyers a “nolle sequi” — a “don’t-follow-it-up” — allowed them to come back. Dr. Wolfred Nelson came back to practice his profession in Montreal. He was elected to the Assembly, was twice Mayor of Montreal, a Harbour Commissioner, and a father of the city. With him came T. S. Brown, no longer a general but returning to his hardware business like Cincinnatus to the plow. The return of Papineau, like that of William Lyon Mackenzie, was less fortunate. They found themselves forgiven and forgotten — out of date as time moved on to other issues. Dr. O’Callaghan stayed in New York. Medieval warriors used to enter the cloister; O’Callaghan took to history, the “Documentary History” of New York.

Such was the Rebellion of 1837-39, a sad chronicle, one stage in our slow method of groping toward freedom. After it, when the two Canadas were reunited by the Act of Union of 1840, there was done, on Durham’s suggestion, what could have been done before. Canada received responsible government with the new Act, under which a colony could manage its own affairs. The system went round the world and preserved the British Empire. But in Canada it was connected with rejoining French and British Canada, and that was a different matter.

FOOTNOTES:

J. R. Green, The British People, 1874.

J. B. McMaster, History of the United States.

Letter of the Anglican Bishop of Quebec, October 17, 1799.


CHAPTER IX. Montreal

Capital of United Canada
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1841-1849-1867

Montreal Burns Out Its Parliament. Hard Times. Movement for Annexation. Public Works and Civic Celebrations. The Railways. The Victoria Bridge. Visit of the Prince of Wales. The American Civil War. Confederation.

In the commercial sense Montreal has been the capital of Canada from the later period of the old French Regime until today. Nor is it likely to lose this metropolitan pre-eminence although it is quite possible that Vancouver may presently surpass it in population. But in the political sense it was the capital of Canada, of the United Province of Canada, for only the brief years from 1843-49. It disgraced and disqualified itself by burning down its own capital buildings in a riot and doing its best to stone to death its Governor General, Lord Elgin. The event had a peculiar historical bearing: it served as a corroboration of the popular, democratic opinion that had originated with the Reign of Terror in Paris, that the government (the political capital) should not be exposed to the dangers of overthrow by a city mob. Hence the idea of a dream capital, all embowered in leaves, small and remote with no one near but shepherds, a notoriously angelic class. The idea wrote itself over the map of the United States; children and foreigners learn with surprise that the state capitals of the United States hardly ever seem where they ought to be; New York is not the capital of New York State, nor Chicago of Illinois, nor are San Francisco and New Orleans capitals, nor even, unkindest of all, Philadelphia, the city in which was signed the Declaration of 1776 that made it, in a sense, the capital of the world. At the same time the list of state capitals includes such names as Pierre, Boise, Cheyenne, and Salem. Some people, ignorant people, would hardly know where they belong. Now at the time when Montreal was burned this theory and practice were in mid-career, but still on trial. The sin of Montreal gave it new life. The four last capitals named above were made so later than 1849.

It is not necessary to explain in this book the details of the changes in Canada which thus made Montreal its capital. After the Rebellion of 1837-38 Lord Durham’s Report recommended the union of Lower and Upper Canada into one province with a single capital city. He recommended the adoption of cabinet government, ministers responsible to the elected majority in Parliament. This was a great step, the turning point in the unity and pre-eminence of the British Empire. For this Durham’s memory is part of our history. But his other recommendation was not so happy. This new freedom to vote as a majority was also to be used to outvote the French from control of the government. It was as simple as a conjurer’s trick, taking a government rabbit out of a French hat. It was so simple that Durham’s unhappy phrase, “their vain hopes of nationality,” gave it all away. The French Canadians never forgave, have never forgiven, Lord Durham.

In the outcome Durham’s plan failed. It was not possible, never has been, to get a large enough united majority of English to outvote the French. The converse happened. The only findable majority was one made up of a bloc of French and a bloc of English, and carrying on a dual government, with double prime ministers like twin stars, and legislation in one section, Canada East turned inside out to fit Canada West. Hence the peculiar double prime ministerships of Baldwin-Lafontaine (1842-49) and the later transient and unstable combinations that carried on in the United Province (1849-64) till they collapsed into a pile of wreckage, out of which was made the wider Confederation of 1867.

All of this is vital historical matter but its full depiction lies on a wider canvas. We are concerned here with the burning of the Parliament Building in Montreal. The new government of the Union was proclaimed at Montreal on February 10, 1841, by the first Governor General of the United Province, formerly Mr. Poullett Thompson but now raised to the peerage as Baron Sydenham of York and Toronto. The name of Montreal was already in the peerage, and still is, in the title of Baron Amherst of Montreal, conferred on General Amherst, the conqueror of Montreal, in 1788. His home in Kent was called Montreal. “On this day (of the proclamation) in Montreal,” writes the historian Kingsford, “in the presence of all the dignitaries of the church and of civil life, of the Commander of the forces, of officers commanding regiments, and all who could be collected of the principal citizens, the oath was taken and the two provinces were established as the Province of Canada.”

The first Parliament opened, as a temporary arrangement, at Kingston, Montreal sending its first two members there, Mr. Benjamin Holmes and the Hon. George Moffatt, on June 14, 1841. But it was as plain as it was reasonable that Montreal must be made the capital, Quebec being too French and too far east, Toronto too British and too far west. The choice was not finally made till 1843, nor the actual move till a Parliament House was provided in 1844. But immediately after the union the Governor and executive were much in Montreal, the Château de Ramezay was Government House, and a sort of sunshine of official importance broke out over the city, chasing away the retreating clouds of rebellion and repression.

It was precisely in this burst of sunshine that occurred the famous visit of Charles Dickens, himself in a burst of recovered sunshine in having escaped from the liberty of the United States back to the glory of allegiance.

All the world knows the story of his ill-starred visit to the United States in 1842, in the first flush of his phenomenal literary success. The roaring national welcome that he received ended in something not far from expulsion, on his part a glad escape — Dickens, like Mrs. Traill, had no eye to see. In what was the great epic of a nation on the march, of democracy enthroned by civilization claiming the Mississippi Valley, he saw nothing but chattel slavery, chewing tobacco, swamps, ague, and vulgarity. He had no eye for the Mississippi; he thought it mud. He could hear no music in the spring love song of the frogs in its marshes. Over and above all which, he was furious at what he thought the open theft of his books for lack of copyright. He came from the “Far West” into Upper Canada in a passion of loyalty, converted overnight from a young radical to an old Tory.

Hence to Dickens Montreal and all around it looked beautiful. He came down from Toronto and entered Montreal, as he himself said, “in grand style,” driven down from Lachine. “Sir Richard Jackson sent his drag four-in-hand, with two other young fellows who are also his aides, and in we came in grand style.” The titles roll off Dickens’ happy pen: “Sir Richard’s drag” . . . “Lord Musgrove wind-bound in his yacht . . . dined with Sir Charles Bagot . . . invited to play in theatricals with the officers of the Coldstream Guards” . . . Who wouldn’t be delighted with that, after Sandusky, Ohio?

There followed the famous theatricals (1842) played with huge success in the old Théâtre Royal, to a “paper house” all invited by the Governor. No wonder that Dickens not only in the warmth of his private letters but in the cold print of his American Notes is enthusiastic over Montreal and the country round about. . . .

We traveled, he says, by a stage coach for nearly four hours through a pleasant and well-cultivated country perfectly French in every respect; in the appearance of the cottages; the air, language, and dress of the peasantry; the sign-boards on the shops and taverns; and the Virgin’s shrines, and crosses, by the wayside. Nearly every common labourer and boy, though he had no shoes to his feet, wore round his waist a sash of some bright colour; generally red; and the women, who working in the fields and gardens, and doing all kinds of husbandry, wore, one and all, great flat straw hats with most capacious brims. There were Catholic Priests and Sisters of Charity in the village streets; and images of the Saviour at the corners of cross-roads, and in other public places.

Of the city itself he writes:

Montreal is pleasantly situated on the margin of the St. Lawrence, and is backed by some bold heights, about which there are charming rides and drives. The streets are generally narrow and irregular, as in most French towns of any age; but in the more modern parts of the city they are wide and airy. They display a great variety of very good shops; and both in the town and suburbs there are many excellent private dwellings. The granite quays are remarkable for their beauty, solidity, and extent.

There is a very large Catholic cathedral here, recently erected, with two tall spires, of which one is yet unfinished. In the open space in front of this edifice, stands a solitary, grim-looking, square, brick tower, which has a quaint and remarkable appearance, and which the wise-acres of the place have consequently determined to pull down immediately. The Government House is very superior to that at Kingston, and the town is full of life and bustle. In one of the suburbs is a plank road — not footpath — five or six miles long, and a famous road it is too. All the rides in the vicinity were made doubly interesting by the bursting out of spring, Which is here so rapid, that it is but a day’s leap from barren winter to the blooming youth of summer.

Dickens leaves also a picture of the arrival of immigrants, contrasting pleasantly with that of Mrs. Traill.

In the spring of the year, vast numbers of emigrants who have newly arrived from England or from Ireland pass between Quebec and Montreal on their way to the backwoods and new settlements of Canada. If it be an entertaining lounge (as I very often found it) to take a morning stroll upon the quay at Montreal, and see them grouped in hundreds on the public wharfs about their chests and boxes, it is matter of deep interest to be their fellow-passenger on one of these steamboats, and mingling with the concourse, see and hear them unobserved.

The vessel in which we returned from Quebec to Montreal was crowded with them, and at night they spread their beds between decks (those who had beds, at least), and slept so close and thick about our cabin door, that the passage to and fro was quite blocked up. They were nearly all English — from Gloucestershire the greater part — and had had long winter-passage out; but it was wonderful to see how clean the children had been kept, and how untiring in their love and self-denial all the poor parents were.

But such sunshine as there was in the political sense in these opening forties was to prove too bright to last. It was easy enough for Lord Durham to recommend responsible government. It was another matter to know just how to put it into force, especially as between two such ill-assorted partners as Upper and Lower Canada, one British, one French, one nearly all Protestant, one nearly all Roman Catholic, one with seignorial land and one with individual ownership, one demanding municipal government, people’s schools, and secular control, the other opposing all of them. In such an environment how much was the royal governor to do and how much not? Can a majority of the elected assembly have anything they cared to ask or only what is good for them? Is the Governor General only a rubber stamp, or does he work the handle? It was hard, in any case, for men hitherto expected to be men of iron to coagulate all at once into rubber. Sydenham died before the problem had quite risen. Sir Charles Bagot gave way and died. Lord Metcalfe refused to give way and died. Canada seemed to kill them as if a spell had come over the place.
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After Metcalfe the question of responsible government was overshadowed and lost from sight in the war cloud that rose on the horizon. Boundary disputes helped to keep active the chronic ill will that separated Canada and the United States in this era of rebellions, incursions, of sorrows and angers imported from Ireland, of unrestrained democracy and untaught monarchy. The Ashburton Treaty no sooner settled the Maine-New Brunswick dispute (1842) than the much fiercer conflict over Oregon, in a wide sense, over the control of the Pacific coast, brought war within sight. The little street in Montreal called Cathcart recalls the governorship of Lord Cathcart (1845), one of Wellington’s veterans sent out to repel the coming American invasion. Responsible government slept. The danger past and Cathcart gone, it woke again.

Then came Lord Elgin, son-in-law of Lord Durham, to show what Durham had meant. Now it was just at this time that the political combination effected by Robert Baldwin in Canada West and Louis Hippolyte Lafontaine in Canada East made up an Assembly majority that gave them a constitutional right to be prime ministers and to bring in any legislation that they had, as such, any right to bring in. Among other things, they proposed to carry a bill called the Rebellion Losses Bill for paying compensation to anyone whose property had been destroyed or damaged in the rebellion. This meant especially the country property owners of the Richelieu and Montreal district.

The principle of compensation for damages done during the rebellion to the property of innocent and loyal citizens had been accepted on all sides immediately after the troubles. But time did not allow action before the union. After it the parliament awarded, with general consent, a certain compensation in what had been Upper Canada. But the claims in Lower Canada were far greater and more complicated. They hung fire, or rather boiled over a slow fire under the care of a commission. The report of the commission indicating 2276 claimants, was followed by the introduction of Lafontaine’s Rebellion Losses Bill proposing to expend £100,000 in compensation.

But the joke, or what we can in a pack of cards the joker, was that in Lower Canada many of the property holders were themselves rebels who had only suffered damages because they themselves rebelled and had done some of the damage. Yet as the Act defined a rebel as a person actually convicted as a rebel, and as the vast majority had been let off free, a rebel in actual fact was as likely to get compensation as a man of peace. One can easily see how the blood of the loyal Tories of Canada would boil at the thought of taking money out of their now united treasury to compensate a pack of French traitors who ought to have been hanged.

That was their side. But other blood boiled also. It was notorious that Sir John Colborne had burned and destroyed, had at least let others destroy, beyond all military necessity. Surely the hundreds killed on the Richelieu and at St. Eustache, the fifty that lay dead around Odelltown were enough, and most of all those at the latter place who were shot down — men forced into rebellion, confused, unarmed, kneeling in the snow, their hands raised in prayer. Surely enough, without the furious burning of the barns and log cabins of owners who lay already dead, all debt paid. When we read such a phrase as “Colborne sternly stamped out rebellion” we must pause a moment to get the full meaning of “sternly.”

 

Hence the angers, like evil spirits, that fought around the Rebellion Losses Bill in the Parliament of Canada. To the angered Tories it seemed like a fight against enthroned treason. To the “Liberals,” the new name that was coming over the “reformers” of prerebellion days, it appeared as a glorious struggle for freedom, not as in this issue alone but as recognized for all time. Lord Elgin took it so.

 

The Parliament Building stood in what is now Youville Square, off McGill Street. It had been erected as St. Ann’s Market but had been remodeled for its higher purpose. It was a plain but imposing two-story building, two main floors and a lesser one above, built of limestone, three hundred and fifty-two feet long and fifty feet broad. At the north end was the hall of the Legislative Council, at the south that of the Assembly; the rest of the space was made up of state chambers, offices, and the library. It had been equipped without stint of money. The parliament mace alone, eight feet long, cost £600. There were portraits of Jacques Cartier, of Queen Victoria, George III and George IV, and lesser dignitaries. To help it burn there were in the library eleven hundred well-dried records and journals of the British House of Commons. As a further temptation, gas pipes, easily reached, ran through the building.

Fierce and angry were the speeches on the debate of the bill. The Tory leader, Sir Allan MacNab, denounced the French Canadians as “aliens and rebels,” Hume Blake, M.P. for Toronto whose advancing career foreshadowed the future eminence of his family, speaking with Irish passion, called MacNab a rebel himself. MacNab in return called Blake a liar. Both rushed to fight. The gallery roared with shouts and seethed with hisses. The Sergeant-at-Arms hauled the two angry members into custody.

The bill duly passed its third reading. Lord Elgin, from what he held his duty, determined in spite of protests to give the royal assent. To do this he came from his residence at Monklands to sign the bill on the afternoon of Wednesday, April 25, 1849. As he left the House of Parliament “ironical cheers and shouts” (his own words) greeted him, and his carriage was pelted with missiles.

The town was in a tumult at the news of the assent. Handbills called a mass meeting that evening in the Champ de Mars. From there a riotous crowd descended on the House of Parliament, then sitting in evening session. A storm of sticks and stones broke the windows. The members fled. The mob invaded Assembly Hall, the very speaker’s chair. They broke the furniture, the gas globes. Then, with the new devildom of the machine age, they tore out the gas pipes, and in a few moments the building was a sheet of flame, shaken with explosions. Nothing was saved except the portrait of the Queen, taken from its unwieldy frame and carried out by four patriotic men, of whom one was young Sanford Fleming, one of Canada’s later “grand old men.” The fire brigade let the fire alone. The soldiers, called to the spot, fired at the sky.

The city rocked for days with anger. Elgin, venturing in to reach the Château de Ramezay, was stoned out again. Lafontaine’s house was burned. Oddly enough, the roles of the two main political parties were reversed. The Tories were now the rioters, the Rebels the men of order. Mixed with both were the impartial rabble willing to riot at any time. When the storm died down the name of Montreal was as black as the ruin of its Parliament.

 

As a result of the riots Montreal lost its place as the capital of Canada. A new arrangement was made whereby the capital alternated between Toronto and Quebec, three years in each, paradise alternately lost and regained. This pleased nobody. A new capital was selected (1858) at By-town, a lumber settlement laid out on the Ottawa by the engineer Colonel By, and connecting Montreal with a roundabout access to Lake Ontario by the Rideau Canal. Invading Americans would never find it. Goldwin Smith called it “the lumber village nearest the North Pole.” It became the capital, as Ottawa, occupied by Parliament in 1865, and was chosen after Confederation for the dominion capital.

The closing years of the decade of the forties were indeed dark days for Montreal. There were sporadic riots for over a year after the burning of the Parliament. Fires swept the ill-protected city, still crowded with wooden buildings. The fires of 1850 burned out sections of Gabriel (now Ottawa) Street (June 15), destroyed two hundred buildings including St. Stephen’s (Anglican Church), and destroyed (August 23) one hundred and fifty houses on Craig and St. Lawrence streets. Still greater fires of 1852 burned twelve hundred houses and left some nine thousand persons homeless. One of these burned out a great block of the old town (St. Peter to St. Francis Xavier — St. Sacrement to St. Paul). It was in this fire that Maisonneuve’s house, later used as the first Seminary of St. Sulpice, was burned to its foundations. With difficulty the Hotel Dieu and Notre Dame Church were saved. Thirty great buildings were in flames all at once. The sick were carried out from the hospital by the garrison soldiers and volunteer helpers.

Nor was the fire all. Pestilence took an even larger toll. The crowding of immigrant ships, the lack of sanitation bred outbreaks of ship fever. Many died on shipboard. Hundred, even thousands, arrived stricken with the disease and of these many never were destined to see anything more of Montreal than the great sheds hastily erected beside Point St. Charles to serve as hospitals. The historian, Sandham, says that six thousand died in 1847 alone. These were immigrants out of Ireland, of the dreadful days of the potato famine, fleeing from starvation in Ireland to find death in Canada. Many were buried in a plot of land near by the hospital sheds. Sandham unconsciously adds a touch of bitter irony to the story of their fate by saying that “As the city was rapidly extending in the direction of this spot,” the place of burial would “probably have been lost sight of,” except that ten years later workmen on the Victoria Bridge marked it with a great stone.

Even more terrible than ship fever was the bubonic plague, then called Asiatic cholera, which now renewed its ravages. Absent since the epidemics of 1831 and 1834, it reappeared in 1849; in two summer months one thousand one hundred and eighty-six people died of this loathsome disease.

We can hardly wonder that Montreal, with riots, racial anger, poverty, fire, and pestilence, began to seem like a doomed city. A Boston newspaper correspondent of the period wrote,

Montreal wears a dismal aspect; the population during the past few years has decreased some thousands and the removal of Government caused some four thousand more to leave. The streets look deserted . . . every third store seems to want an occupant and empty houses groan for tenants. The blackened walls of the Parliament House present an unseemly appearance and the fate of Sodom and Gomorrah appears to hang over the city. The citizens poke about in the dark.

This, of course, was American journalism of the days of Jefferson Brick as seen by Dickens. The population was not decreasing; the fate of Sodom was not approaching, and the citizens were not in the dark, except when the gas was out of order.

An old adage says: give a dog a bad name and then hang him. It might have added: he will probably hang himself. So it was with Montreal. The political turmoil, the lean years, the crowded, unfed immigrants, the contrast with American material progress, occasioned in these years of the closing forties a strange discouragement, a lack of faith that contrasted with the sturdy optimism of early days. The truth was that the community had now enough to make them want more, were sufficiently well off to be discontented. All that is needed for discontent is a window on the world; so with Montreal. It was rising fast in population, 9000 in 1800, 35,000 in 1837. Railways were reaching out but not yet getting there; opportunity of all sorts opening up but around the corner; a tomorrow that never seemed to come. Hence the sudden impulse that seized upon many of the leading people, descendants, some of them, from the Loyalists, and all stout patriots, the impulse to be done with it all, to commit hari-kari, to join the United States. This brought the famous Annexation Manifesto of 1849 that still disfigures our history, not with the shame of wanting to join the States but for the dullness of either not thinking of it sooner or never.

The Annexation Manifesto recited the hardships that Canada was suffering, spoke of possible remedies, protection to industry, renewal of the bygone British preference, and then proposed “A friendly and peaceful separation from British connection; a Union upon equal terms with the Great North American Confederation of Sovereign States.” It sounds staggering; except for the one word “peaceful,” it represents the ideal for which the patriots had been hanged eleven years before. Still more staggering is the list of the three hundred and twenty-five names attached, names widely representing the class that was ranked as best in the Montreal of the day, many families still with us. The names are such that it is kinder not even to whisper them. Why breathe on a mirror of reputation or rile the waters of benefaction? The curious many will find the principal names in Dr. Atherton’s monumental and impartial book.

The Annexation Movement came to nothing. History has long since smoothed the grounds, explained it all away. “The outburst of a movement of petulance,” said Sir John Abbott (Prime Minister, 1891-92), speaking in 1889 to the Canadian Senate. Abbott had himself signed the Manifesto. Boys will be boys.

The movement in a sense came to nothing; but in another sense it came to a lot. It stimulated the British government and Lord Elgin to readjust relations with the States by the famous Reciprocity Treaty of 1854, after which Canada blossomed like a rose and Montreal was as busy as a beehive. But in reality the basis was all three. The half-finished transport, the half-built structures only called for completion. A railroad gives no return till the trains run. A bridge, even a Victoria Bridge, connects nothing until a Prince of Wales drives the last silver rivet at its center. In reality Montreal was having its darkest hour just before the dawn.

One pauses to gather together the economic factors that contributed to the forward movement of Montreal that presently ensued. We may take, as a sort of text, the recital of the following odd circumstance. In 1855 William Dawson, the newly arrived principal of McGill, was dispatched by the Governors, already proud of him, to spend his vacation at Toronto, the seat of government and the source of benefaction. The Grand Trunk Railway still lacked a year of completion. River steamers were laid off for the winter. Dawson started out in a canoe, the only way to cross the broken ice and water of the St. Lawrence River. A train took him to St. Johns, and from there by land, water, train, and sleigh he went to Albany, Niagara, Hamilton, and Toronto. The journey took five days. A year later trains ran daily to Toronto and Chicago and, four years after that, thundered over the Victoria Tubular Bridge bound for the Eastern Townships, Portland, Boston, and New York.

This development was all based on the rise of the Port of Montreal under the influence of the steam tug, the river steamer, the ocean sailing steamer, and the ocean liner. The movement was already started in the year of depression just described. The Harbour Commissioners were authorized in 1850 to raise money to deepen the river channel. Commerce already justified the expense. In that season two hundred and twenty-two vessels came in from overseas, a total tonnage of forty-six thousand. Immigrants were arriving in Montreal at the rate of about thirty thousand a year. Hitherto the immigrants had been almost entirely settlers in transit going up to the farms and towns of Upper Canada. But after 1850 a great many stayed in Montreal. The building of the Grand Trunk Railway, now going on under the control of British contractors, brought, as it did everywhere, a flock of Irish “Navvies,” meaning originally and as a joke “Navigators,” fellows who travel. The Irish built the first railways in England, in France, and even in India, where Asiatic labor ate less but loafed more. With these and other Irish and British settlers came our “Griffintown,” the nickname given to the area west of McGill Street, between the new railway and the new canal. This wretched area, whose tumbled, shabby houses mock at the wealth of Montreal, was the first of our industrial “slums,” the gift of the machine age to replace the bush farm of the settler. It was and remained mainly Irish, a new breaking of the solid French area of Montreal. Others followed. The railway shops and works and the building of the great bridge made Point St. Charles. Factory industries began in Montreal on a real scale after 1850 with the factories rendered possible by the creation of rail and canal transport side by side. There came the rapid settlement of the riverbank beyond Point St. Charles, where used to run, still runs in part, the famous old Lachine Road, along the waterside. This made Verdun a separate town, now a separate city, crowded and almost metropolitan now with sixty thousand people, but still open ground at the time of which we speak. Yet between the buildings, the huge “plants” that outclass the factory as the factory once outclassed the shop and that border the Lachine Canal, and the close-built area of Verdun, and such, beside the river, there still lies an unoccupied space, along the line of the new aqueduct wide and open yet so screened on both sides by bush never cleared that the road through it is lonely to the verge of uncanniness. Montreal Island and its environs have many of those strangely isolated and lonely spots — the islands that divide the Lachine Rapids (Heron and Goat Island) and the north end of Isle Perrot where till a year or so back the express trains for Toronto and Chicago plunged through two miles of tangled bush, unchanged since the days of the Iroquois.

The port, we say, fed the industrial development. Tonnage increased each year; it reached fifty-eight thousand tons in 1851, a great total as compared with the ten thousand tons twenty years before, not so great as beside the nine million of 1938-39. Now begin the transatlantic steamers, ships combining sail and steam, which ran for the next forty years and which, almost till the end of the century, were the outstanding feature of the port. First to come was the Geneva, a boat built of iron, seven hundred tons and one hundred and sixty horsepower, and arriving in 1853. The same year saw the arrival of the Lady Eglington and the Sarah Sands (twelve hundred tons). With these boats began steamship mails. They took from two to three weeks to come out from Liverpool, but with the prevailing westerly winds were two days better in going home.

The Crimean War broke up traffic for the season of 1855, the steamships being commandeered as transports, but after it ocean steamers moved ahead with the formation of the Montreal Ocean Steamship Company, for which Hugh Allan acted as agent in making a contract for a fortnightly mail service from Montreal to Liverpool. The service almost at once (1858) became weekly, and the company after 1860 became the “H. and A. Allan Co.,” whose Allan Line passenger freight and mail became the outstanding name in the annals of Montreal known all over the world. All in all the Allan Line covered nearly a century, for it began in the sailing-ship day when Captain Alexander Allan sailed his brig from Glasgow to Quebec. The captain and his five sons followed up the trade. They built and owned ships, some of them clippers trading into Quebec. Hugh Allan sailed as a boy from the Clyde to enter a ship agent’s office in Montreal that became the scene of his life and achievement. His brother Andrew joined him. They were first agents, then owners. The first mail steamers (those named above) had, like Molson’s first Accommodation, too little power. The Allans boldly offered to put on ships with three hundred and fifty horsepower, to make (as they succeeded in making) the passage out from Liverpool in thirteen days and back in eleven.

The years that followed are a record of maritime progress like the rush of steam itself. The Allans saw that the days of wood were over and so they built in iron. They installed more and more power. Larger and faster was the word of the day. The Anglo-Saxon made the Quebec-Liverpool voyage in nine days. There were twenty vessels in the Allan Fleet in 1861. Success in those days reaped a huge reward when the freight on wheat was thirty cents a bushel, the days being still unknown when standardized competition and mechanized transport were to cut it to four or five cents, or even less, or even the vanishing point, grain going practically as ballast. If the profits were great so were the risks. The lighting and buoying of the river, the training of pilots, all such things were in their infancy. There were terrible disasters on the route, eight great ships wrecked in eight years (1857-64). Nor were the losses only on ocean traffic. Appalling disasters happened when steam was new. The explosion of a boiler on a Montreal-Longueuil ferry (1856) killed thirty-five people, scalded and injured many others. Even worse was the tragedy of the river steamer Montreal that caught fire in the St. Lawrence when carrying five hundred Scottish immigrants bound from Quebec to Montreal. The boat grounded in an attempt to reach the shore; flames swept its wooden structures. There was a panic rush that swamped the boats. The scene of horror that ensued was saved from its full effect by the bravery of the crew of another steamer which brought boats alongside of the burning vessel and rescued many of the passengers and crew. It is not known how many lives were lost. Many had leaped into the water. It is thought that two hundred and fifty perished. Fifteen charred bodies, twelve of them children, gathered from the wreck were brought to Montreal for burial. They lie in two graves in the cemetery on Mount Royal.

Such was the price of progress, new dangers for old, as later with the navigation of the air. Yet navigation went on apace. The deepening of the river showed sixteen and a half feet in 1854, eighteen in 1857. The government of the province of Canada rook over the dredging of the river in 1860; by the time it handed it over to the new government of the Dominion in 1867 the channel was twenty feet deep. In the last year of the old province (1866) five hundred and sixteen ocean vessels entered the Port of Montreal, their total tonnage 205,775, an average of nearly four hundred tons.

With the development of steam transport by water, parallel to it but a little behind it, went the development of railways. Water routes by lake and river were so widespread throughout Canada that, but for the Canadian winter, the railway might have waited as long as it did in New Zealand for Auckland to be joined to Wellington, or in seagirt Australia where the railways to a great extent are waiting still. But in Canada winter held the trump card. Even at that railways came slowly. There was a lapse of twenty years between the scene of 1836 described in the previous chapter and when the Champlain and St. Lawrence was opened at the opening of the Montreal-Toronto (Grand Trunk) in 1856. Railways, as in the United States, were built in bits and later joined into trunk lines. The first road was followed by the Atlantic and St. Lawrence, chartered in 1845, which nibbled its way, Longueuil to Richmond, in 1851. Later, as part of the Grand Trunk (1860), it connected Montreal to Portland. The Grand Trunk itself was chartered in 1852, building in sections toward Chicago on the west and Rivière du Loup on the east. It connected Montreal with Brockville in 1855, with Toronto in 1856. Its special meaning to the town lay in its extensive yards at Point St. Charles. It established railway building shops and there constructed as its masterpiece the Royal Train, including a locomotive with a funnel shaped exactly like a funnel, which carried the Prince of Wales during his visit of 1860.

Along this path of alternative stagnation and progress, of difficulty and achievement, moved Montreal in the days of the province of Canada.

Peculiar features of the life of the city at this stage of its growth were the recurrent “civic jubilifications,” held to mark each happy milestone of progress. For this the city was now the proper size (35,000 in 1839, 57,000 in 1852, 91,000 in 1861), big enough and not too big, for public rejoicing by all the people, for everybody to be happy over everything all at once. Such good fortune belongs only to the past. The people are too many today. Nothing short of a royal visit or an armistice can lift them all up together. The opening of a new fire hall lights up only the firemen; waterworks leave brewers cold and the public dry; a new wing added to a college fails to enthuse the stock exchange; a motor show is nothing to the ski club. But in the 1850s everybody was willing to be glad over everything, or at least to stop work, to drink its health, and follow in a torchlight procession. Paid amusement no doubt has also helped to displace these simpler rejoicings.

They had begun even in the bad times of the riots and fires and cholera. Montreal celebrated the London (Crystal Palace) Exhibition of 1851 by having a local exhibition of things going to the London Exhibition. “Immense throngs,” we are told, “visited the city during the week in which it was held.” “A regatta on the river . . . A dinner given by the Mayor and corporation, at which,” says the chronicle, “some excellent speeches were made . . .” Why not, indeed, since the history of Hochelaga began with Indian oratory? There was a great ball in which eight hundred “joined in the gay scene” and a torchlight procession under the management of the fire brigade. The brigade, as just shown, knew all about torches. The celebration ended with fireworks on the island wharf. But such an occasion was as nothing to what was done when good times began to join forces with glad hearts.

The same year witnessed the celebration of the St. Lawrence and Atlantic Railway mentioned above, with a “grand procession, ball and dinner and triumphal arches.” The decorations were hardly faded when there came the celebration of the Grand Trunk Portland Railway (in 1853); the dinner and demonstration for the arrival in port of the Geneva (as above); the celebration of the laying of Pier No. 1 of Victoria Bridge; the exhibition for five days (1855) of exhibits going to the Paris Exhibition, with “an immense number of strangers thronging the city,” with the Governor General, Sir Edmund Head, as the guest of the city; grand civic reception to French Commander De Belvège whose French ship of war was the first at Montreal since the conquest. But all this rejoicing sounds faint as beside the terrific reception accorded to the officers and men of the Thirty-ninth Regiment, Crimean veterans arriving in Montreal at the close of the war. Two special steamers brought them from Quebec, the guests of Montreal. “The citizens thronged the quays, parapet walls, the windows and roofs of the stores” . . . “The Montreal Artillery” . . . “roar of cannon” . . . “Cheer upon cheer” . . . “Address by the Mayor and corporation” . . . “a great procession” . . . “Banquet at the city concert hall” (Bonsecours Market Building still there) . . . all free . . . “One thousand two hundred guests,” all the regiment, the volunteers, Mayor, city council, and a flow of oratory that would have made Donnaconda seem silent.

“Continued excitement,” says the chronicle. Hardly was it over when there came the opening of the new McGill Buildings (Arts), the old Burnside Buildings having been burned down with or without the fire brigade in 1856. Right after that came the opening of the new waterworks with water thrown a hundred and ten feet high against the Notre Dame Church (October 10). Still breathless from that, the citizens rallied to the big celebration, November 12 and 13, 1856, of the opening of the Grand Trunk (Toronto-Montreal) Railway, which beat them all. Three thousand sterling was subscribed for “a procession, a banquet, an excursion and a ball.” As the day approached, says the record, “It was evident that the city was going to be a bumper” (a Victorian word now almost forgotten, meaning a huge drink) . . . “Immense trains of cars . . . crowds of strangers . . . the streets like Cheapside . . . a huge procession . . . a great banquet on the railway ground at Point St. Charles . . .” “The crowd was immense” . . . “Four thousand present” . . . “A sea of heads” . . . Speeches by the Governor General and other Indians, a torchlight procession, and that was only the first day . . . Next day a military review at Logan’s Farm, but why go further? Incidentally, it may be explained that Logan’s Farm was one of the most easterly and one of the largest of the great farms that lay above the city as marked on the map of 1856. A part of it is now the Parc Lafontaine. At this period it was the chosen ground for military reviews.

From such fabric can we build up the past life of our city as no document or statistics can show it, and with it, the great change in the outlook of human life and fortune in the century, almost a century that separates us from it.

We can realize that when the Prince of Wales arrived in the city in 1860 the city was all ready for him. A main feature of his visit was to be the official opening of the new Victoria Bridge.

The project and enterprise of a bridge over the St. Lawrence was initiated by the Hon. John Young, a member of the Hincks cabinet (1854) and a Harbour Commissioner of Montreal, 1853-76. “Through his foresight,” so his monument of 1908 on the water front bears witness, “Montreal has become the national port of Canada.” A long, hard fight was needed to carry the idea of throwing a bridge over a mile and a half of water, with a flood level twenty-five feet above its normal surface, and a torrent of ice and snow bearing down on it every spring with all the flood of water gathered from Lake Superior and hurled at it by Lachine. The thing seemed madness, but in the end it was done.

The Victoria Tubular Bridge, tubular no longer since 1898, was one of the triumphs of the world’s engineering at a time when engineering was young. It was a first great lesson in that “ice engineering” which has become, under such men as Howard Barnes of McGill, one of the great specialized achievements of practical science.

Engineering in 1850 was limited, structural steel in its infancy. It was not possible to pass across the stream with the huge strides, the towering height, and vast steel structures of the stupendous Jacques Cartier Harbour Bridge of 1930, two miles downstream. Nor was it possible to span the river by a suspension bridge thrown across from cliff to cliff, as at Niagara, a kite first, with a string, the string pulling a wire, and then more till the gathering wires swung like cobwebs in the sky. In this instance there were no cliffs to suspend from. In any case the distance is too great. Even with present materials suspension ends, the engineers say, at about seven thousand feet.

So the bridge had to get across the river, pier by pier. The problem was how to set the piers to resist the ice. It was at first proposed by the engineers to make the piers of cribs so big, so solid, so close together, and so heavy and so foursquare that nothing could budge them. The irresistible force was to meet an immovable object. Local wisdom knew better. Immovable objects won’t do for ice. The bigger the crib, the harder the shove. Ice, like all the forces of nature, cannot be conquered; it must be led aside, fooled into doing something else. Such is the wind, glancing off a windmill, and the water “escaping” as it throbs through a Niagara turbine, or the radio wave, off into eternal space forever, but fooled into imitating a human voice in leaving. So with the ice. Each pier of the bridge on its upstream side thrusts out against the current a long stone foot, a cutwater, that is ninety-two feet long at its base with a cutting edge of smooth stone. Against this the ice may rip and tear, hurling itself sheet upon sheet, piling up only to fall again, but powerless, once thus divided to exercise its power of expansion by which it overthrows anything that shuts it in. Along the abutments of the bridge, two hundred and ninety feet on each side as first built, and chiefly on the St. Lambert side, the south side, which catches the full swing of the river, the ice smashes and piles thirty feet high. Let it pile. There’s lots of room in the air.

Such is the Victoria Bridge. As first constructed, it carried above its piers a great iron tube, or, rather, a series of twenty-five tubes fitted together to make one. These tubes were made of wrought iron, boiler plate, one quarter to three quarters of an inch thick. They were not round but rectangular, sixteen feet wide, and in height they began at each side of the river at eighteen feet, six inches, each tube coupled about the last one with a rise of six inches, making the center twenty-two feet high. Inside the tube ran a single track for a train. The tube had windows, its sides covered with boards, and over it a board and tin roof with a footwalk (not for the public) along the flattened peak. From the summer water level to the bottom side of the tube the distance was sixty feet. The purpose of the tube was to protect the track against the accumulating snow and ice of a Canadian winter. This was an engineering error in over-safety, corrected later. . . . But the main feature of the engineering plan, the piers against the ice, succeeded.

Thus was built the Victoria Bridge crossing a mile and a half of water, and with its abutments 9,184 feet long. Hon. John Young supplied the driving power. The great railway engineer Robert Stephenson designed the structure; with him was A. M. Ross. The famous London contractors, Jackson, Peto, Brassey, and Betts, built it, with James Hodges as builder in charge. The first stone was turned in 1857. Three thousand men were working on it in 1858. The first passenger train passed over on December 17, 1859. The bridge cost $7,000,000. The Grand Trunk Railway paid the bill and owned the bridge. It remained for the Prince of Wales to declare it open.

The young Prince Albert Edward, released from the overcontrol and overeducation of his German father and his everlasting German tutor, was now having a good time on his own, visiting Canada and the United States. He was at a time of life, and lived in a time of history, when it was still fun to be a prince — a poor trade now. Albert Edward was prepared to attend everything, open anything, shut anything, dedicate anything, review soldiers all day and pretty girls all evening, pray and be prayed at, dine for two hours and dance it off in eight. His visit of 1860 was as happy as that of his grandson the Prince of Wales of 1919.

There is no need to recount in detail all that was done by the Prince of Wales and for the Prince’s entertainment on his visit of 1860. As soon as the merchants learned of the coming visit they decided to build a Crystal Palace, commenced forthwith on Peel Street in the open fields above St. Catherine.
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The Prince spent his first day in Montreal, a prisoner on shipboard in a deluge of rain. Next day Sir John Rose’s house (later the Ogilvie family’s house) was placed at his disposal during his visit. The Prince began his good works on Saturday, August 25, 1860. He opened the Crystal Palace; he then opened the Victoria Bridge; on crossing it, received from the Grand Trunk Railway a gold medal; attended a monster civic lunch; rode in procession; witnessed fireworks in the harbor in the evening. On Sunday he attended the new Christ Church Cathedral; gave it a Bible; listened to a cantata of four hundred voices in which sang, unknown, Marie Lajeunesse, a girl of fifteen, the later Madame Albani. That week there followed a great ball in the Crystal Palace, a review on Logan’s Farm, a torchlight procession with the inevitable firemen, a People’s Ball in the Crystal Palace — and the Prince off for Ottawa.

A memento of his visit is the Prince of Wales Terrace on Sherbrooke Street, then and long afterward the last word in genteel residence, now leaving much to be said. Another is the rechristening of Victoria Square, previously Commissioners Square and commonly called the Haymarket. The stimulus of the visit helped no doubt to create the Art Association, born in that year.

The Prince’s happy visit came just in time, for the sunshine was soon to be eclipsed. The outbreak of the American Civil War brought in the autumn of 1861 the unhappy “Trent Affair” — the seizure by a U.S. ship of two Confederate envoys taken out of a British Royal Mail Steamer. War seemed certain. There was just time before winter, with steam navigation, to pour heavy reinforcements into Montreal. The barracks overflowed. Stores newly built where the Hotel Dieu had stood, and the old college buildings of the lower town were improvised as soldiers’ quarters. The streets were loud with the bagpipes and the fife and drum and gay with the scarlet coats and tossing plumes that were the uniform of the day. The young men of the city drilled in the closing evenings in companies of volunteers, eager to learn and ready to fight. To the old people going out with the ebb tide, it seemed as if the tide was turned back fifty years, to the Montreal of 1812, the soldiers in the streets, and the Battle of Châteauguay.

Wiser counsels prevailed. Much was owed to Queen Victoria’s husband. The Prince Consort was soon to die. In the full career of his active life an advancing shadow fell across his path and in that darkening light he saw more clearly than those in angry quarrel in the sunshine. Much also was due to Abraham Lincoln, who had left his Springfield home never to see it again and who had already had the first of those prophetic visions which made him henceforth like a man who walks alone with God. To such wisdom do we owe it that England and America were not torn asunder. We can see now what would have been the meaning of such a disaster.

So the diplomatists, as we now say, “found a formula,” that is, a way of admitting that both sides are right. War was averted. The bagpipes of the defenders of Canada turned from a pibroch to a Highland reel, the drum and fife to a polka, and as the winter waxed and waned the Montreal garrison remembered the girls and were merry. Then came the spring and the river opened, calling the reinforcements away. The hospitable town staged a “Crystal Palace public entertainment” — not a banquet over in one day, but a feed in relays, fifteen hundred soldiers at a time, day after day till all had eaten. There was “nothing to drink,” in the soldierly sense of drinking, for a new shadow was falling on old-time gaiety. But in return the soldiers ate a ton and a half of sandwiches, a ton and a half of cake, two and a half tons of tarts, topped off with fifty barrels of fruit. Then the bagpipes wailed farewell and the ships dropped down the river.

Yet a large garrison stayed, from then until Confederation and long after. For the Civil War brought new dangers. Southern refugees and Southerners organized to raid Vermont, kept apprehension alive. But in spite of the anxieties of the Civil War years Montreal was a lively city. There was lots of money. Southern refugees, British contractors, garrison officers spent it like water. A lot of it changed hands in the old St. Lawrence Hall, the fine old hostelry that had now arisen on St. James Street, still going strong at the turn of the twentieth century, lingering on as a coffeehouse on Craig Street when built out of existence on St. James Street, and with still many a regret for its memory. As elsewhere in the British Empire, “society” favored the South; the plain people, doing enough hard work to understand chattel slavery, favored the North.

Later on the issues got mixed when the close of the war brought the Fenian Raids across the border. They were easily repelled by the garrison and volunteers of Montreal but remained as a bitter and unhappy episode of our Canadian history, fortunately no part of the story of this book.

Yet the Civil War turned aside hard times from Canada. The conflict in the States, with the open frontier of the reciprocity treaty, brought markets such as never were. There were bread and work for all now, and for the adventurous a three-hundred-dollar bounty to be had by stepping across the line into a blue coat. Five hundred and fifty-two new houses were built in Montreal in 1862, and in 1863 record building of 736 houses. The next year went beyond that again with 1019 houses, while the Civil War years are marked also with the building of Trinity Church on the Place Viger, the Church of Gesu (Bleury Street), the American Presbyterian and Knox Church on Dorchester. With these evidences of spiritual faith went also the tangible evidence of temporal welfare expressed in the building of the Molsons Bank on St. James Street.

The overseas tonnage entering the port in 1866 was 205,775 tons, of which 69,000 tons represented steam vessels, the latter of course still carrying sails. The shipping was nearly all, about 96 per cent, British.

One pauses a moment before letting the curtain fall on the Montreal of the province of Canada henceforth (1867) to rise on the metropolis of the Dominion. How greatly it has changed in the hundred years since the conquest. The fortifications are all gone. In their place appear the masts and yards of the close-packed ships of the harbor. Hardly any of the large spaces, the open gardens, are left — little but the open space that once was the Jesuits, the garden of the Château de Ramezay, the garden secluded from sight behind the Séminaire. Large sections, blocks of the city, have been burned out and rebuilt. Stone stores and shops and country houses replace cloisters and the churches. The greatest difference of all perhaps is that what were the “faubourgs” of the old French town, the “suburbs” of the early English days, are now grown as to be part of the town itself. Craig Street and St. Lawrence Main and the side streets off them are all built up; beside them to the west the open space that became the Haymarket is now Victoria Square.

St. Ann’s suburb has turned into Griffintown, an ill-built crowded area, rendered still more wretched by the great spring floods, which at times, as notably in 1857 and 1861, laid it under water.

Not the most conspicuous but the most subtle of the changes is that from romance to finance, from church to counting house, that marks the rise of commercial Montreal. Maisonneuve still stands guard over the parish church of Notre Dame, holding the Place d’Armes against the Iroquois, but the Bank of Montreal watches over them both. The streets of the Saints are now the addresses of the stockbrokers whose opportunity to live arose out of the organization of share companies and whose growing transactions enabled them to organize as an exchange in 1863. Thus as romance has flown out of the door finance has come in at the window. With romance has fled also in great measure religion, or at least its earthly tabernacles. The churches are moved, as they always aspire to do, upward. The labors of the Montreal Fire Brigade have assisted at the change; Christ Church, burned in 1856, has gone to St. Catherine Street. St. Stephen’s was burned out in 1850. Still left are the parish church of Notre Dame and the earliest of all, the Bonsecours Church beside the river. The Virgin on the roof of the latter still watches over sailors, but her intercession is supplemented by the hydrographic charts of Trinity House and the navigation marks of the government of the province of Canada.

The banks had begun early in this century with the Bank of Montreal, at first a partnership body which dates its business existence from 1817 and its corporate life from 1822. It was followed by the short-lived Bank of Canada, incorporated in the same year, and in 1836 by the Bank of British North America, operating under British charter in all the provinces. The Molsons dates from 1855; the Merchants from 1861.

Most notable to the casual visitor is the change in the currency from the old pounds, shillings, and pence to the dollars and cents, a change necessitated by the growing trade across the border. Here began the quaint method of reckoning foreign exchange between Montreal and London which lasted till the Great War. From now on a bank teller had beside him, hung on a nail, a little table which showed him that 9½ was par, at which resting place a hundred pounds’ sterling was worth $4.86-2/3 in Canadian money. No teller ever knew why 9½ was par. The secret was closely kept. It really meant that if you added 9½ per cent to the old-gold value of the American dollar, viz., $4.40 equal to one sovereign, then you got the new value of the American dollar after the coinage alteration of 1834 had taken some of the gold out of it, viz., $4.86-2/3 cents equal to one sovereign. The table form ran up and down the full swing possible for the exchange pendulum with a gold standard and free shipment. But why the table did not give $4.86-2/3 as par is a secret carried by the bankers of the 1850s to their graves — and then on. In 1914 the Great War moved exchange clean out of the table (£1 = $6.00) and it never came back to it.

We know, of course, and need not ask, what they did in Montreal when the British North America Act was duly passed, and it was known that the Dominion would be proclaimed on the first of July 1867.

“Early in the month of June the attention of the citizens was called to a public meeting” — we can guess it— “to be held for the purpose of considering the most appropriate measure in which to celebrate the inauguration of the New Dominion.”

The reader can easily reconstruct the rest, “city decorated with flags,” “Sunrise heralded by the roar of cannon,” “a grand review of regulars and volunteers on Logan’s Farm” . . . “fireworks” ($1,000 worth) on the mountain side . . .

And in the echo of the cannon and the reverberation of the speeches, Montreal passed into the Dominion.

FOOTNOTES:

A. Descelles, The “Patriotes” of 1837.

A. Sandham, Ville Marie, 1870.

C. Macmillan, McGill and Its Story, 1821-1921, 1921.


CHAPTER X. Montreal

Seaport of the New Dominion
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MONTREAL IN THE Wider Life of Canada. Its Increasing Commercial Predominance. The Red River Rebellion. Fenian Raiders from Vermont. Montreal and Home Rule. Hard Times and Public Charities. National Policy, Manufactures, and Industrial Montreal. Growth of the Port. Sail and Steam. The Allan Liners. The Timber Rafts. The Flood of 1886. The Ice Palaces. End of the Century.

As the St. Lawrence River moves toward the sea, the current slackens as it goes. The river has become so wide and deep that its movement is hardly felt although its volume is far greater than that of the waters foaming at Lachine. So it is with the history of Montreal, indeed to some degree with the history of any city as it grows from early settlement to metropolitan life. Its history merges more and more into the wider history of the nation; for Montreal into the wider field of the growth of the Dominion of Canada. The panorama of events after the Confederation of 1867 — the acquisition of the Northwest, the Red River Rebellion, the extension of Canada by a Pacific Railway to the Pacific Ocean, the settlement of the Northwest, the Rebellion of 1885, the rise of great manufactures, the growth of wealth, the warning episode of war in South Africa, the era of bounding prosperity that opened the century and fell into fragments with the first World War — all of this is not Montreal, but Canada. Yet Montreal shared in each phase of it, gathering out of it the central metropolitan position which it grew to occupy.

The general effect of the great changes that followed the Confederation of the Dominion was to shift Montreal to what is somewhat pedantically called a new “orientation.” In its commercial life it expands from a merely provincial status to take on a continental character. As the successive additions of new territory and provinces, the Northwest (1869), the province of Manitoba (1870), British Columbia (1871), and Prince Edward Island (1873), carry the Dominion from sea to sea, Montreal is carried with it as the center of finance and commerce for all. We can realize this change when we reflect on the limited meaning of the name Canada before 1867. To the Maritime Provinces, to the Northwest, and to British Columbia, it meant an entirely separate area from their own, a community of a different aspect with whom they had little in common and little sympathy. The older people in the Maritimes thus used the term “Canada” for a full generation after Confederation.

But in proportion as Canada grew to mean a national area with interests in common Montreal rose to be the chief city of the Dominion, quite distinct from any of the others. Halifax retained a peculiar aspect in its imperial character as an outpost of defense, keeping its British naval establishment till 1903, in other words for a generation after the inland imperial garrisons had left in 1870 and 1871. Victoria with the naval Esquimalt alongside of it kept something of the same character. A little later the ready-made seaport of Vancouver (1885) began its existence as a Pacific and national port. Quebec, as the sailing ship and the timber trade passed away, sank more and more into a purely historic position on the map of Canada, exalted or at least animated by whatever new life grew from its position as the provincial capital, and from the fact that it remained a French-speaking city. But from the new Canada of the plains and the Pacific coast, Quebec was quite unknown, was little more than a city in a schoolbook. All the inland towns of necessity carried and still carry a provincial aspect. Even Toronto was in many ways little more than the endless multiplication of a town. Ottawa, tamely accepting the social control of the province of Ontario over its manners and morals, was the most provincial of the lot. It was merely a place in Ontario where outsiders came.

But Montreal under the influence of Confederation rose to a metropolitan position all its own, giving it in the general policy of the Dominion an extraordinary, if not an overgreat, influence. Although technically Montreal had no other representation at Ottawa than three elected members of the House of Commons, raised in 1896 to five (now standing at sixteen for Montreal Island), there soon grew up a very direct and active connection between Montreal and the government, the Cabinet, of Canada. It is true that there is nothing of this in the law, written or unwritten, of the Dominion. For the rest of Canada, the great size of the country and its varied areas and interests dictate, for its form of cabinet, a “sectionalism” not known in Great Britain. All the sections, both the races, both chief religions, and cross combinations of each, must be fitted into the peculiar mosaic of a Dominion cabinet. The system has been denounced ever since Mr. Christopher Dunkin’s famous denunciation of Confederation itself, as mere sectionalism, but no other working system has yet been found. Granted the appointment of all the members of a Canadian cabinet except one, Mr. Sherlock Holmes could tell Watson at once that the remaining member must, let us say, come from Quebec province, from the British part of it called the “Eastern Townships,” must be an Irish Roman Catholic, have a strong sense of humor, and, if possible, a wooden leg. If Watson demurred to the wooden leg, Holmes would answer, “Veteran of the Great War, Watson, veteran of the Great War.”

But the representation of Montreal in the Ottawa cabinet contrives itself without contrivance. The size and wealth of the city naturally offer a choice of leading men, native sons of the city, such as the prime minister Sir John Abbott. Moreover, people seldom grow poor in Canadian politics — with conspicuous and honorable exceptions — and rich and successful politicians float into the city on the tide of their success. We may add to this the fact that Montreal contains a large share of the great industrial leaders and financiers, representing the tariff interest, the export interest, and the shipping and transportation interest all the way from Great Britain to Japan and Australia. Hence the danger is not of representing Montreal too little, but too much: hence the accusation from various radical and agricultural quarters of the control of Canada by a clique of Montreal politicians and Montreal businessmen, the kind now christened “interests” lumped together under the fatal term “St. James Street.”

This idea of Montreal dominance, no matter how true or false, undoubtedly aggravates the economic dislocation of western from eastern Canada, which nature itself creates and policy fails to alleviate. Prejudice replaces reason. Many, perhaps most, western farmers would prefer to spend, even to waste, any quantity of money on railroads in the west owned by the government, than on a railway, no matter how efficient, paying dividends from Montreal to shareholders in St. James Street, Wall Street, and Lombard Street. This is not adduced as what the farmers ought to think but what they do think.

Montreal, as said, had its full share of interest and participation, here more, there less, in the events which made the national history of Canada in the later period of the outgoing century. Very close was its interest in the renewed danger of Fenian invasion which appeared in the opening years of Confederation. The Fenian movement, as it affected Canada, was organized across the border by Irish Americans and friends of Ireland who proposed to show their affection for Ireland by taking it out on Canada — a process quite logical to the Irish mind. Fenianism from first to last met with no sympathy in Montreal, nor in British North America at large. Even in Great Britain it was little more than criminality, or at best the counsel of desperation of men embittered by long tyranny, by unrequited wrongs, and by the coercion of armed force. Something may be said for the “Manchester Martyrs” of 1867, nothing at all for Fenian raiders into Canada. The seal of public condemnation on Fenianism had already been set in Montreal by the great public funeral that moved in solemn procession on its downtown streets in honor of Thomas D’Arcy McGee, first member for Montreal West in the new Canadian Parliament, a former Irish patriot, assassinated in Ottawa (April 7, 1868) as an act of vengeance against such treachery to Ireland as serving the Queen in Canada. The photographs taken at the time of the event show the streets a vast flood of crowded and silent humanity through which moved the tall black catafalque that bore the dead.

Yet the repulse of the previous border raids of 1866 did not deter the Fenians from planning a new enterprise for 1870, this time to be based on a raid into the Eastern Townships which would sever the connections with Montreal to Portland, Boston, and New York. The invasion was organized under a self-appointed “General” O’Neil, whose followers differed from the ordinary rabble of malcontents in that they were dangerous men in the military sense, many of them trained to arms in the American Civil War. Information of the approaching raid was received in advance from the British Legation at Washington. Montreal was at once filled with indignation at the proposed invasion of Canadian soil and with military ardor to repel it. The city was turned to a tumult of excitement and parade, the days of Châteauguay come back again. Fortunately there were still imperial troops in Montreal, awaiting the final departure of the garrison. Among these were the regiment (seven hundred strong) of the Prince Consort’s Own Rifles, in which served, as a new arrival in Montreal (August 1869), the young and popular Prince Arthur of Connaught, much lionized by society and by the fair sex and representing royalty at the opening of rinks, schools, and art exhibitions. Forty-five years later Montreal recalls the Prince, changed to be the “old Duke,” but military and erect as ever, inspecting troops on the McGill Campus as Governor General during the Great War.

To the Prince’s regiment were joined other troops of cavalry and infantry and a large body of volunteers recruited for the occasion in Montreal. The assembled forces, Prince and all, moved toward the frontier. But the Fenians had had enough of it before it began. After a brief and bloodless clash at Cook’s Corners they made off across the border and Fenianism came to an end in Canada. The decorated veterans of the raid, as proud of their exploit as Waterloo pensioners, were with us in Montreal, it seemed, till yesterday.

For Fenianism Montreal had no sympathy but for the Irish cause, in the better sense, very much, both then and always. It was just at this moment in history that the underground criminal movement of Fenianism was altered into the open and aboveboard movement of Home Rule, which began with the annual academic motions of Mr. Isaac Butt and presently grew into the organized crusade of Charles Stewart Parnell and his associates. This, as a constitutional movement, claiming rights similar to those enjoyed everywhere by British and Americans, drew sympathy from all over the world. Especially it drew from the Dominion of Canada whose status it proposed to imitate and to adopt; most of all in Montreal where a large percentage of the British people were Irish by race, and practically all the people, French, Scotch, and everything, sympathetic to the “cause of Ireland” as long as consistent with British sovereignty and free from methods of criminality and despair. Not so Toronto, which exhibited always the defects of its own merits, the reverse of its medal of loyalty, by containing an element more loyal than the Queen, more Orange than William III, and more Protestant than the Archbishop of Canterbury.

Hence the pro-Ireland attitude of Montreal in a world (1870-1914) still so little troubled by wars and tyrants of its own that the disputes of landlords and tenants in Ulster and Tipperary could echo around the globe; hence the St. Patrick’s Day parades which through two generations have been a feature of the city life of Montreal. For these each year, by the courtesy and custom of the town, everyone turns Irishman and wears green. St. George, St. Andrew, and St. David feast alone; St. Patrick invites all Montreal, the saint’s great church on Dorchester Street the center of the faith. This custom of annual honor to St. Patrick is in part a consequence of the peculiar Montreal climate. St. Patrick’s seventeenth of March falls just right to encourage those false hopes of an early spring which find new life each year — the bright sun, the streets all adrip and aglisten with a March thaw, the snow partly gone (in reality shoveled away), the talk of old-timers of having seen dust blowing in the streets of Montreal on St. Patrick’s Day — all this lends color and character. A day or two later a March blizzard buries the city in snow again, but St. Patrick has had his day.

Hence one can understand the wide sympathy and support given to the Home Rule movement in Montreal from its inception to its eclipse in the Great War. St. Patrick’s Society of Montreal, dating from 1834, as an all-Irish society, with the Irish Protestant Benevolent Society branching from it in 1856, took Irish Home Rule under its especial tutelage, telegraphing its congratulations to Mr. Gladstone on the Bill of 1893 and inviting Irish-American orators to Montreal. The older generation can still recall such large and enthusiastic Home Rule meetings as the one held to meet Mr. John Redmond early in this century. Home Rule has gone. Eire reigns where Erin wept. St. Patrick’s Day in Montreal drifts into the veiled shadow of the future.

Less concerned was Montreal, and French Canada at large, with what was really a far more momentous episode for the Dominion than the abortive Fenian raids — the transfer of the Northwest Territory to Canada and the rising which ensued in Assiniboia, in and around Fort Garry. As far as French Canada knew or cared about the “Red River” troubles, sympathy was all with the métis or French half-breeds who had risen at Fort Garry in armed protest under Louis Riel against what they understood to be the loss of their customary rights, their peculiar system of land tenure, threatened by the new surveys, and the supposed danger to their language and religion. Ignorance and neglect alone created the trouble. Canada had no intention of destroying rights and disturbing language and religion. The Manitoba Act of 1870 presently made this clear. The rising itself, after a winter of rebel rule, 1869-70, still under the Crown, at Fort Garry, faded away and dispersed on the approach of an expeditionary force under Colonel Wolseley and under the promise of amnesty and redress. But meantime Louis Riel had clouded the issue by his brutal murder at Fort Garry of Thomas Scott, an Orangeman of Ontario. This deed threw Ontario, especially its Orange element, into a fury of anger; hence by reaction it helped to line up the French Canadians on the side of the rebel métis, who were, after all, their own kinsmen. With the collapse of the rebellion the fires of anger died down but left the ashes ready to fan to flame in Montreal with the Northwest Rebellion of fifteen years later.

Meantime Montreal was only directly concerned with the Red River troubles of 1870 to the extent that a battalion of 362 volunteers from the province of Quebec shared in the expedition. But of these only seventy-seven were French Canadians. The Imperial Royal Artillery and Riflemen who served in the expedition left Canada on their return east in 1871 — the last of the garrisons.

 

As the decade of the seventies drew on, hard times fell like a moving shadow across Canada, and where they fell economic life wilted at the root. Confederation, it seemed, had failed. The obliteration of American trade when reciprocity ran out and the Civil War purchases stopped came like paralysis on the Maritimes. Ships swung idle at their anchors; grass grew in the streets. The root crops rotted, worthless, in the field. For the newly created Ontario the collapse of grain prices in Great Britain spelled ruin to a community dependent on export sale — the weak limb, then and always, of our Canadian structure. Mortgages fell like snowflakes, alike on the finished homesteads with brick houses created by a generation of work and of late enriched by the Crimean War and on the bush farms, the half-made clearings, with the new frame houses standing half finished and abandoned, the snow drifting into the doorways. In French Canada the habitant suffered least, snug in his self-sufficient holding, as old as Frontenac.

Montreal suffered most. The collapse of outside trade and inside business left the city stranded, crowded with workless people and tradeless shops. Its factories were as yet too limited to keep it going. Railway building had been checked, its first era over. The collapse of business brought down two banks, the Mechanics and the Jacques Cartier, in 1875. Population had risen by 1870 to over one hundred thousand but the increase only meant more people with nothing to do and nowhere to go. Immigrants still crowded in looking for work among the workless. In the first year of Confederation thirteen thousand immigrants came to Canada; in 1871 there were twenty-three thousand; in 1873 fifty thousand. There was then no dole, no public relief, nor any legal right to it. The poor were still God’s children. There were institutions of charity and many of them, for after all Montreal was itself a work of piety, founded as the Mission of Ville Marie. Even the earliest foundations were still there. There was the Hotel Dieu of 1642, originally giving aid to all in distress, moved since 1861 from its original location in the old town to occupy its present site on Pine Avenue, but limited now to the medical sphere alone. There were still the Grey Nuns of Madame Youville, though no longer housed in the “Old Grey Nunnery” on McGill Street that arose out of the General Hospital of Charron beside the Little River. They occupied then, as now, the Grey Nunnery on Dorchester Street.

In addition to these earlier institutions was also at the time of which we speak the Montreal Ladies’ Benevolent Society, a Protestant organization, which had arisen (1841) out of the suffering of the cholera years and had found that suffering did not end with cholera. Its care was for aged women and destitute children. There were the Sisters of Providence (Roman Catholic) founded by Madame Gaulin in Montreal in 1828, a charity that took the form of houses of refuge for the destitute old age and for orphaned infancy. These houses spread wide, in Montreal at first, then over North America. With them were the Asile de Montréal, an institution that arose also out of a cholera year, 1832, its work being the shelter of Roman Catholic children left orphans. Of similar origin and work was the St. Patrick’s Orphanage, a product of the Irish immigration. It had built St. Bridget’s Refuge on Lagauchetière Street, where Lord Dufferin came as a visitor in 1873. Its present home is on St. Catherine Road, Outremont. The Harvey Institute (Protestant), first offering a shelter to those ill of ship fever (1847), undertook presently general relief and education of the children of the poor. At this time it was just moving (1875) from a humble house on St. Antoine Street to better premises on Mountain Street. Later on (1908) it moved out to the purer atmosphere of Westmount. An offshoot of the Institute, the Protestant Infants’ Home, had just been founded in 1870.

These good works were supplemented by the Protestant House of Industry that arose out of a private bequest of houses and buildings on St. Mary Street in 1808 and was even longer in its cradle than McGill University, and perhaps for the same reason, since it did not get into organization until 1863. The St. Vincent de Paul Society had begun work in Montreal as early as 1848.

It is to be noted that the best-known and the most widespread of our present institutions only began after the destitution and suffering of the period here discussed. Indeed they largely arose out of it, for it was this new industrial poverty, the outcome of machine industry itself, this failure of bread and work for all in the very heart of nature’s bounty, that first quickened the public realization that poverty was not a crime, that self-help is helpless for those idle in the market place, and that it is not enough to assign to the poor as their portion the kingdom of heaven. They can’t wait. The earlier Victorian creed, bred in the complacency of British commercial success, began to seem hard and brutal — the creed that assigned poverty to the workhouse, left low wages to the survival of the fittest, and left the workless man to sleep on a bench, the child to die in the slums. Tears of pity that arose from earlier springs, from older soils, began to fall anew on the stones of this new pavement.

For look how limited in its scope in the Montreal of the 1870s and in other cities was the public relief of distress. Here were homes for the orphan children of the fatherless with no thought of keeping the father alive. Here were shelters where destitute men might sleep, but none where they might wake; public soup kitchens like those that appeared in Montreal in 1873, where a free meal would stand off starvation, for a day, with no further thought of tomorrow. And as the final stage in life’s cavalcade of poverty, homes where indigent old age might ponder as it faded out on what had made it so.

It was this sense of insufficiency which presently brought to Montreal, to the world, the wider work of the Salvation Army, of the Charity Organization Society, the Victorian Nurses, and such other institutions and efforts. They stand halfway between the old grudging charity, that gave with a sob and spoiled the gift with a reprimand, and the new legislative code that began a generation later to take over all social relief of poverty, illness, and idleness as a function of the state itself. Such things (belonging to the Australasia of 1890 and the Great Britain of 1910) were still a long way from the thought of Montreal of 1875. Further on still from all of them is the new world dawning, or dying as it dawns; we cannot yet tell which.

The oncoming of the hard times had brought down the government (of Sir John A. Macdonald and Sir George Étienne Cartier) in 1873. Its fall is commonly associated with the Pacific Scandal that arose out of Sir John A. Macdonald accepting money gifts for the party purse from one of the rival companies bidding for the Pacific Railway charter. The offending company belonged in Montreal, and its wickedness dropped another blot on the map of St. James Street. But it is a little hard for elementary students to see the difference between this subscription to party funds and those later gifts that ranked as patriotism itself and earned knighthoods, except that they were larger. But the inquiry does not concern us here. In any case the government was falling. The impossibility of fulfilling its pledges in hard times made its fall inevitable. The Pacific Scandal was just the last push given to Humpty Dumpty. In place of Sir John ruled Alexander Mackenzie (1873-79).

The new Liberal Government adopted as its policy of what to do the grand old Liberal policy of doing nothing. This was to be combined with rigid economy, absolute honesty, and unflagging industry. All these things proved out of date. Industry must flag if want of opportunity flags it, and mere honesty and economy by themselves, with nothing else, are as useful as half a pair of scissors. The government dragged on. They knew that things would come right in the end: all things do; death sees to it. They waited for the hard times to blow over; they did, but they blew the government over first.

The change to the vigorous National (Tariff) Policy of 1878, the creation of the Canadian Pacific Railway Company, the opening of the West, the Manitoba Boom, the revival of the European market — these things quickened the life of Montreal and cleared the sky as does the autumn wind off the Laurentians.

There is no doubt that Sir John A. Macdonald’s policy of tariff protection in industry (1879), since maintained by all Canadian administrations, however sinful in the eyes of the Cobdenites and whatever the burden it placed on the farmer, served as a great stimulus to the manufacturing cities and especially to Montreal. It is true that Montreal had made a certain start in manufacture without it, indeed even before the moderate protection granted by the old province of Canada in 1859. Sugar refining had been established as far back as 1854. The American Civil War stimulated all and every kind of manufacturing possible at the day. But the plants did not yet exist for metal work, iron, and steel on any large scale, nor for any great extension of the rudimentary textile industry. The cotton industry began in a small mill in Hochelaga in 1874, but after the adoption of National Policy it grew with every year, a number of mills joining into an amalgamated company.

The manufacture of bridgework and structural steel at Montreal begins with the opening of the twentieth century. The opening of the Canadian Pacific brought the Angus railway shops. At the same time the manufacture of tobacco was expanded into a leading industry. With the next decade appeared the manufacture of electrical apparatus. The manufacture of railway cars, rolling stocks, steam engines, leather, cement, and a large variety of minor goods converted the Montreal of the closing century from a purely maritime aspect to its later appearance as a great manufacturing center attached to a seaport. There is no need in the present record to recapitulate other than in general terms the facts and figures expressed with greater feeling and detail in the statistics of the Dominion government.

Indeed a new town arose as an addition to the old one. What had been the flatlands and meadows and broken, straggling woods, along the valley of the Little River, the ground which had offered the natural terrain for the Lachine Canal, now with each succeeding decade reared its clumsy factories and shabby plants, its lifting cranes and iron runways, obliterating and disfiguring nature but offering a new beauty to the eye of the shareholder. Nor were they presently without a beauty, or at least an imposing majesty of their own, such as Brangwyn has loved to convey — red-litten windows all aglow at night, long streamers of lurid smoke and flame pouring into the darkness, or even in the daylight, the beating of the hammer, the whistles of the boats in the canal, and the peculiar attraction that goes with things in a straight line, the rectilinear canal, the power wires straight as perspective itself, the long rows of casks piled high and all of a piece, acres of boxes neat as a garden — the new symmetry of arrangement which necessity imposes on engineering, converting man’s latest efforts back to nature’s oldest forms. Such is the new Montreal that sprang up in these later decades of the nineteenth century between the city and Lachine, duplicated presently by the downstream manufacturers below the original port.

Thus strangely has changed the character of Montreal — a mission, a fort of the fur trade in the wilderness, a French colonial military town, a British port of trade, a Canadian metropolis of shipping and manufacture with arts and letters on the hill behind it.

Most notable and visible, of course, was the development, the progress, of the harbor and Port of Montreal. It is true that the port and its facilities and equipment as now existing are the product of the present century. But under the first generations of operations by the Dominion after 1867 it moved a long way forward from the “granite quays” of Charles Dickens’ visit, and even from the day when the Prince of Wales opened the Victoria Bridge.

The port and with it the care of the ship channel and the navigation guides of the river below and above it now passed under the care and enjoyed the aid of the government of the Dominion of Canada. It remained under the administration of a body of Harbour Commissioners appointed by the government, an arrangement which lasted until 1935, when the control of the Montreal Harbour, along with those of other Canadian seaports, was given over to a centralized body at Ottawa. To the Commissioners was added, some years later, a Harbour Corporation (1894) in which were vested the port area, docks, and properties.

At the time of Confederation the ship channel down the river had been dredged from its original eleven feet in the shallow stretches to a depth of twenty feet; constant dredging guaranteed a deeper and deeper channel, rendered necessary by the increasing draft of the steamships of the period. By 1882 the depth was twenty-five feet; by 1887 it was twenty-seven and one half. The docks themselves were as constantly improved as the channel. The wharfage of Montreal in 1870 already covered three miles (it is now ten). Most of these were low-level wharves that have disappeared today in favor of the high-level piers of the present harbor, a change that began just at the end of the century. The Victoria Pier stands in the harbor plan of 1877 the same as today.

The greatest evidence of the progress of the port is the increase of its tonnage from the 205,000 tons of 1866 to the 1,000,000 tons of 1892 and its reach beyond 1,500,000 at the close of the century. (It stood in 1938 at 9,000,000 tons.) Progressive changes came over the character of the shipping with the change from sail to steam, from smaller ships to large. The tonnage of 205,000 in 1866 represented 516 overseas ships, an average of about 400 tons. The 735 ships that totaled 1,036,000 in 1892 show an average of 1400 tons, and the 868 overseas ships totaling 1,584,000 in 1898 give an average of over 1800 tons.

For years after Confederation sail predominated over steam along the water front in the ocean shipping at Montreal, as distinguished from the steamers of the trade of the upper river and the Great Lakes. Thomas S. Brown, the retired “rebel” general of 1837, mentioned earlier, speaks in his old-age memoirs of the crowd of sail in the harbor of 1872. There were “20 ships, 22 barques, 3 brigs, 4 brigantines and schooners,” in all forty-nine vessels under sail. Sailors will recognize the types as corresponding to the old pictures of the harbor; the brig two-masted and square-rigged; the brigantine with a fore-and-aft sail on the mainmast; the barque, a three-master with a fore-and-aft on the mizzen. But what the pictures, seemingly authentic, show as “old-time schooners” at anchor in the lower harbor do not correspond to the true fore-and-aft schooner of the New England coast, having three masts with only the mizzenmast rigged fore and aft. But the point is one of interest only to sailors, mostly dead. The ocean ships under sail, however, greatly exceeded in the Port of Montreal of the seventies the ships under steam. The sailing vessels named above are set against twenty-one ocean steamers.

But indeed, in a sense, all the ocean vessels in and out of Montreal, with steam or without, were still sailing vessels and remained so till the end of the century. For those were the days of the old-time passenger liners, such as those of the famous Allan Line, driven principally by steam, but carrying also in a fair breeze a great press of sail on three tall masts that retained all the old-time glory of the sea. Such good old ships, the Sarmatian, the Sardinian, the Polynesian (otherwise the Rolling Polly and later the unrolling Laurentian), and the last and latest queen of the river under sail, the Parisian, back and forward on the Liverpool voyage, carry a wealth of memory as a chronicle of the times. Their outcoming voyages filled with the new settlers from Britain, the “quality” dining in the saloon, the quantity feeding in the steerage, are a part of our British history. Some people think that all the fast duchesses and windless empresses ever built cannot remake the romance of the St. Lawrence voyage as it was.

[image: img172.jpg]The Sarmatian, Which Carried the Writer of This Book in 1876 as a Child of Six on His Way to Canada. The Picture from the Allan Line Records Is Supplied by the Courtesy of the Canadian Pacific Railway Company.

 

For in those old days of the Allan Line the Atlantic voyage, Liverpool to Montreal, in the seventies and the eighties had a far different, far deeper meaning than what the voyage had come to signify fifty years later. The Atlantic service, even in the years just before the Great War, had become an Atlantic ferry — fast, efficient, luxurious for those who could pay for luxuries, comfortable for all. Most of the people traveling had crossed the ocean before, many of them several times. All expected to cross the ocean again. There was nothing left of the farewells to England of the departing emigrant, no falling tears as the green shores of Ireland, soft with rain and dotted with the sunlight on the yellow gorse, faded out of sight.

In the days of which we speak it was far otherwise. Most of the outcoming people on the Allan liner had never crossed before, hardly expected to cross again, were saying “good-by” in a sense lost in our present world of radio and aerial flight. The writer of this book can recall such a voyage, of 1876, coming out as a child of six, in the Allan liner Sarmatian (built in 1871), a grand ship with a tower of canvas on its square yards — a ship, the real thing, its masts reaching upward in a network of ropes and rigging, men calling from aloft, a great brass notice on the mizzenmast: “Do not speak to the Man at the Wheel” — and the speechless and unspeakable helmsman there in sight, his hands on the wheel, his eye on the compass and the clouds. The Liverpool-Montreal boats of those days lay at anchor in the Mersey. There was no floating dock. The people came on board in a tender, and when all was ready the word was given and the anchor hauled up from a capstan by the crew, with the passengers and even the children tailed on to the capstan ropes. All sang — it was the custom of the line,

“Cheer, boys, cheer, no more of idle sorrow, Courage, true hearts, will bear us on our way” — 

a song that ended with the assertion that the “Star of the Empire glitters in the West.” As beside such a ship, clearing the Irish Channel in a steady breeze under a cloud of sail, the sun on the canvas, the wind in the rigging, a great liner of today is just a floating apartment house to play cards in.

Thus went out the British people, singing, into exile, with hope ahead and behind them a memory of home that time could not obliterate, nor adversity tarnish, nor even fortune lull into forgetfulness. It is strange that we do not learn that the greatest British asset is the British people, the chief import of the Dominion, more and ever more of them; empty-handed, it doesn’t matter; empty hands made Canada.

To be exact, the Sarmatian was a vessel of four thousand tons, with a single screw and large single funnel and three masts. Her lines resembled the beauty of a clipper ship, with the clean run of a single deck, the boats swung on davits at the side, with nothing of those superstructures which later on rose on the decks of the liners when masts and sails disappeared. She was square-rigged but carried also as the lowest course of sail on each mast a large fore-and-aft sail, the “cro’ jack” of nautical parlance, used either in place of the mainsail or in addition to it. The mizzenmast carried no square yards. She had no bowsprit but carried headsails before the foremast and thus could present, if need be, a great press of canvas to a favoring wind. Under steam she easily made fourteen knots. “The Sarmatian,” said the London Graphic of 1878, “is one of the finest passenger vessels in the world.” She had served as a troopship in the Ashanti War of 1873-74, carrying the Black Watch to West Africa. In 1878 she had the honor of carrying the Marquis of Lorne (the Governor General) and the Princess Louise to Canada. She was in and out of the Port of Montreal till the opening of the present century.

 

As tonnage increased, it was found that mast, sails, and rigging were just dead weight, nor likely to be of any use once the Gulf of St. Lawrence was passed. As steam power increased with the larger-sized boats it was plain that sails were not worth-while. Each new queen of the river surpassed the last in size and luxury but with less and less sail. The Parisian of 1881, reconstructed in 1897, the last word of the day as a “floating palace,” practically abandoned her sails. The later boats, of the opening years of this century, such as the Tunisian and the much larger Victorian and the Virginian, carried no sail at all. The masts shrunk to derricks or returned, as ghosts, to carry wireless.

If we shed tears over the departed glory of the sailing steamer, we may spare a few also for its contemporary, vanished also, the St. Lawrence timber raft. This, too, arriving in sections down the Lachine Rapids and remade at leisure above or below the harbor, was a familiar feature of the Port of Montreal for two generations and more.

Nor was there ever a more unique feature of Montreal Harbour and the St. Lawrence above it than the bygone timber rafts that played so picturesque a part in our Canadian commerce of last century. They are all gone now. The last of the rafts came down the river and over the Lachine Rapids to Montreal in 1911. The movement of lumber and pulpwood is still a vast trade; but sawn lumber and pulp sticks travel much like other freight or cargo. Anyone who ever saw a raft of square timber a quarter of a mile long floating down the St. Lawrence was looking at one of the strangest sights in the history of navigation.

The basis of the industry was the vast forests of red and white pine found all over the St. Lawrence watershed. Pine not only floats but floats so buoyantly that it can help to support the hardwoods, elm, oak, etc., which float either not at all or with difficulty. The ultimate market was in England, where square timber was the raw material of all the carpentry and building trade. With this went to the same market the beautiful straight sticks of pine of special length and a quality that were used for the masts of sailing ships and specially culled and selected for the Royal Navy. The seaport of the trade was Quebec, where a fleet of timber ships gathered every year. These were an odd assemblage. Any old ship would do to carry square timber; leak as it would, it couldn’t sink. Hence we are told that the harbor of Quebec, when sail was on the decline the world over, “was filled with the queerest collection of shipping, old barques and brigantines, ships ‘swifted’ with chains passed round their hulls to hold them together, full-rigged ships that perhaps had once been East Indiamen, even the occasional old man-of-war, much degraded and disguised, turned into a sort of cart-horse of the sea.”

Montreal had only the lesser share in this glory. It was only a midway point of the trade where the rafts, after coming down the Lachine Rapids in sections, were reassembled for their final journey to Quebec. Indeed Montreal helped in the end to kill the trade when the lumber ship, after about 1880, filled with sawn lumber that came to Montreal by rail, replaced the timber ship of Quebec. Nor did Montreal have any share in the square-timber trade that came from the Ottawa and passed down behind Montreal Island by the Rivière des Prairies and the Mille Isles. The Ottawa system was different. Small “cribs” of lumber passed the rapids in specially constructed chutes, the last in 1908.

For both the Ottawa and the St. Lawrence the trade came to an end when British lumber merchants were at last persuaded to buy their lumber already cut. Squaring timber in the bush wasted one third of it. The British buyer would take no stick unless sound to the heart. Hence many trees were felled and left unused. Vast quantities of what are now slabs, edgings, battens, strips, and moldings, went up in flames in the Canadian forests. So the timber raft ultimately went the way of such picturesque, non-economic things as the stagecoach, and the sedan chair.

But the timber raft while it lasted was curious and unique. And it lasted a long time. It had its infant origins in the old French Regime, was boosted by the Napoleonic Wars, reached its height between 1850 and 1880, declined and died in 1911 a painless death in the arms of newer industries.

The timber industry was evidently well established at the time of Charles Dickens’ visit to Canada in 1842 for he writes of seeing a huge timber raft on his steamer trip from Toronto to Montreal. “Going on deck after breakfast,” he writes, “I was amazed to see floating down with the stream, a most gigantic raft, with some thirty or forty wooden houses upon it, and at least as many flag-masts, so that it looked like a nautical street. I saw many of these rafts afterwards, but never one so large. All the timber, or ‘lumber,’ as it is called in America, which is brought down the St. Lawrence, is floated down in this manner.”

Indeed the origins of the industry go a long way back before Dickens’ time. French settlers cut and floated pine logs, for masts or lumber, to any near-by market. It was a help-to-live industry like the pulpwood of the back-north settler of today. After the conquest the British turned this into a regular trade and then, about 1800, into a sea-borne trade (masts and square timber). Napoleon, when his decrees shut the Baltic, made himself the godfather of the Canadian timber trade. The steam tug arrived in time to be its wet nurse. The preferential duties till 1843 acted as its guardian. After that the raft was grown up and floated on its own, a quarter of a mile long, did we say? — let us make it half — down Lake St. Louis in the mists of the morning.

The lumber — chiefly pine with elm and oak — was first cut round the shores of Lake Ontario and gathered behind booms in river mouths and bays. As the pine was cleared the cutting moved further back; the lumber shanty crawled north away from civilization like the movement of the American frontier toward the West. At first Lake Ontario had the whole trade; the logs were unable to negotiate Niagara. The Welland Canal opened Lake Erie, and then on and on — that is, backward and backward — moved the timber trade. The logs gathered in Lake Ontario were at first floated as rafts; the lake proved too big, too rough. Hence as the trade was organized they were sent in timber schooners to the foot of the lake among the islands near Kingston. Here special timber firms who had no necessary connection with cutting the lumber or shipping it beyond Quebec made it up into rafts and ran it down.

A St. Lawrence raft was built in six or eight sections called “drams.” To make a dram they built first a frame of hewn timbers (6” × 7” square), a parallelogram, an oblong floating in the water, the logs just over forty feet long end to end and pinned together. The oblong was about 60 feet wide and was connected crosswise with “traverses” (crossties about four inches in diameter). When the frame was set floating logs were pushed under it (by men standing on them), the logs all being set side by side to fill the frame. They were bound to the traverse not with chains or ropes but with “withes,” sapling trees pounded, as it were, into shredded cable and with a wonderful power of yielding to strain without breaking. The logs thus pushed under were the first tier. They had to be pine to make the upper tiers float. Above them, laid crosswise, was a second tier and, if the raft was all pine, a third tier lengthwise; if there was oak in it the third tier was perhaps not filled up, or only in part.

A completed pine dram averaged 600 pieces, or 25,000 cubic feet, or 300,000 board feet of lumber. A raft of eight drams would mean 2,400,000 board feet.

When the raft was complete a cabin was built on the leading dram, the foreman’s cabin with two bunks, a table, a stove, to serve the office for supplies, etc.; on the dram behind this was a bigger cabin with bunks for the men (about eight bunks). The whole regular crew was eight or ten with extra men taken on for each big rapid and dropped off at the foot of it.

Poles were set up to act as masts for big square sails. A mass of “kit” also was carried along and brought back upriver from Quebec again — anchors, windlass, cables, pike poles, cant hooks, oars, crowbars, lanterns — an endless list. A raft carried a big boat (fifteen men) and a smaller one.

When all the drams were pinned together the raft was ready to start. Mr. D. D. Calvin, whose family were connected with the trade for generations, has given us a picture of a raft “leaving port” that has much of the charm of an old-time sea story. “Given a fine summer day — in retrospect a raft inevitably left on a fine afternoon — it will be understood that the last hours of preparation were a delight to youngsters. The ordered confusion of getting all the gear aboard, the half-guessed secrets of the boxes and bags of grub, the characteristic scents of clean pine timber in the sun, of the raw wood of the cabins, of the fresh straw of the mattresses, combine to make a delightful memory, in which the sounds are the shouts in French, the signal gong in the towing steamer’s engine room and the wash from her paddle wheels as she backed to stop along side the raft.”

The description is that of the closing days, of a towing steamer hauling the raft all the way. Such a journey took the raft from Kingston to Montreal, barring heavy bad winds or other delays, in three days. But in early days there was no motive power but the sails and the current. It took weeks to get to Quebec. The river current on a still day would give a “speed” of three miles an hour, the broad flood of Lake St. Francis or Lake St. Louis scarcely any. From the earliest days to the last passengers took trips on the St. Lawrence rafts for the sheer strangeness of it, to loaf and read and dream. Many of us even now might dream of such a passage, floating on a windless summer day on Lake St. Francis, reading, let us say, Egyptian history.

But when the rapids came, the loaf and the dream were suspended. The first rapids came below Prescott. The rafts went down the Galop Rapids and the Rapide Plat (Morrisburg) all in one piece, heaving and lifting and quivering to the swells. But just above the Long Sault (Aultsville) the raft was stopped; a special crew of about fifty men came on board; the raft was disjointed into its six drams, and away they floated in the fast water, faster and faster, the crew strung out in a row across each end, with every man at a long oar, ready to row sideways — a sight to make the Royal Navy laugh. But they could do it. As the dram splashed and heaved, pounding even a rapid white, they could just swing the raft enough to make the difference between stranding and going clear, till down she floated into the quiet water below. Off got the special crew, on went the raft, past Cornwall and down Lake St. Francis with a new crew for the Coteau Rapids, then on down Lake St. Louis. They came to the final descent in the maelstrom of Lachine. The raft was stopped well above, broken into drams, and away they went down the foam, too late now for salvation if anything went wrong. They took it all. Canoes used to take to the sides of the rapids. Steamers pick the channels; but the timber-raft drams took the whole rapid. At the foot of it the drams floated into the La Prairie basin, to be remade there, or go through Montreal Harbour and be remade below. From Montreal to Quebec the raft went in peace.

Anyone who has looked at a picture of the Montreal Harbour of earlier days, anywhere from 1830 to 1880, will notice that the artist has put into it what seems to be the tragic spectacle of a few unhappy survivors on a small but very heavy raft, the kind people die on in the Indian Ocean, with some kind of canvas or wood shelter rudely erected on it and their few poor belongings lying beside them. What makes the picture all the more harrowing is the apparent utter disregard of their distress on the part of the officers and crew (for there must be such) on board the huge frigates and various other craft in the harbor. What we are looking at here is the artist’s symbolic imagination of a timber raft.

Photography came to the world just in time.

But in justice to the artist of such drawings we have to say that he may be trying to depict a “firewood” raft such as used to be brought down to Montreal Harbour by farmers from Châteauguay and such places immediately upstream. These, however, were not square timber, but logs waiting to be cut up into cordwood, commonly sold at $2.00 a cord. They used to be anchored alongside the shore. Unhappily such pictures seem to depict something which is neither the one thing nor the other and is wrong either way.

Midway in this period came to the Port of Montreal the record flood of 1886 which helped its progress along, as a swift kick accelerates movement. The flood, that is to say, helped to initiate the subsequent bold and comprehensive effort that led presently to what seems the final conquest of the St. Lawrence.

The rise and fall of water in a tidal harbor is a thing that can be measured, predicted, and circumvented from day to day, from tide to tide. But the spring flood of a great river, a Mississippi or a St. Lawrence, which carries down the waters liberated from the winter’s ice, is another matter. It no sooner makes a record than it breaks it with a new one. Flooding waters had always been a feature and a factor in the development of Montreal, the more so because of the ill-adjusted nature of the riverbank. It no sooner rises to an all-the-year dry altitude (Notre Dame Street) than it falls off again (to Craig Street) far below the spring level and sideways to what was once the sunken bed of the Little River. Floodtime has been part of its history. Champlain with his peculiar prophetic vision tried out the prospect of flood by setting up a sample piece of wall in the plan of his Place Royale to see what the river would do. He was not there the following season to see what it did, but we can guess. Near this spot was Maisonneuve’s first cemetery, grimly desecrated each spring by the river. All the land in that area (now at the foot of McGill Street and along the Harbour Front) has been raised since. In the Old Regime the town moved up to high ground, its skirts withdrawn from the water. But the spring flood washed round it and below it. When the British town spread later on into Griffintown on lower ground the waters followed it.

It is quite impossible for steamship visitors to Montreal, looking down from the heights of the deck and the dock on the river far below, to realize the extent to which the spring flood of the St. Lawrence, just before navigation begins, can lift the water of the river. When they see, inside the railway tracks that run along the docks, the sturdy revetment wall of solid stone they can hardly realize that this wall, rising above docks, tracks, and all, is intended to keep out the St. Lawrence.

Yet the river flood takes us back to the earliest history and down to the latest.

The unhappy settlement of Griffintown, as said, built on lowland for the working class, who must take what they can get, was subject to annual high water that in seasons turned to submergence under a flood. The flood of 1857 saw the lower stones of the houses flooded, the people coming and going as best they could in boats.

 

The spring flood of 1861 was long remembered. The river, with appalling suddenness, invaded the city in the evening of Sunday, April 14; so fast it rose that it poured into the churches of the lower town. St. Stephens in Dalhousie Street and the Methodist Church, Ottawa Street, extinguished all lights and left the congregations marooned in the dark with six feet of water over the pews. Boats rescued some. Others “roosted” all night. Bitter cold set in, and in the days following there came a fierce blizzard. Traffic was impossible. The new Grand Trunk Railway was all flooded out as far as Lachine. One quarter of Montreal was under water. Boats carried the people from the islands that had been the wharves and buildings on the water front and landed them up on St. Paul Street. Other boats carried them to Beaver Hall Hill to get to the upper suburbs. Such was the ferocity of the river, nature’s protest against man’s contrivance.

Then came the great flood of 1886, destined to hold the record, a steady-rising inundation that put the water five feet deep over the feeble wooden wall, the revetment wall of the river slope. It filled all Craig Street with an inland lake, reaching high up on Beaver Hall Hill. It lasted a week.

But times had changed in the twenty-five years since the Methodist ministers waded in four feet of water in the dark to bring help to their roosting congregations. The ingenuity of commerce here stepped in to replace prayer by a five-cent ferry from St. James Street to Beaver Hall Hill.

But it was felt that the river had gone too far. The aid of Ottawa was invoked; a heavier and higher revetment held back the river until later, but not till the new century was there built (1901) the present all-stone wall, braced wide and squat, gated like a fortress, and thus far the last word against the St. Lawrence.

 

An odd departure of the Port of Montreal, which proved, however, a blind alley, was the attempt to facilitate transriver traffic by running trains over the ice.

An attempt to use the Montreal ice was also made in a quite different way, to make of it not a railway track but a palace. Here begins with the year 1883 the first building of the Ice Palace of Montreal, for which the city acquired such a name, and which ended from the fear that the name was the wrong one.

Montreal, of course, had always had its winter sports. From the old French days had come snowshoeing, in its real purpose a means of locomotion, and heavy and tiresome at that, but a thing which can in proper company and for lack of anything better pass as a sport. Skating similarly had always been a necessary feature of winter life beside Canadian rivers and lakes and lent itself naturally to winter amusement. Curling, with its proper accompaniments, had been imported early from Scotland. As a consequence there had been in Montreal various kinds of winter celebrations long before the Ice Palace of 1883; indeed, it had become the custom to hold a yearly winter carnival as a regular event, with lesser and children’s carnivals at odd intervals.

The Ice Palace was a new departure as proposing to let in outsiders on the Montreal winter. This was a delicate point and on this the Ice Palace was in the long run shipwrecked, or melted. There has always been a great misunderstanding and a great sensitiveness about the climate of Canada in general and of Montreal in particular. The truth about the climate of Montreal is that it is not a cold climate in any brutal sense. The winter has its “spells” of cold, lasting three or four days or even longer, with the thermometer well below zero at night and struggling to get above it by day. But each spell is succeeded by a sort of meteorological repentance, bright sun on pure snow, blue skies with just a fleck of cloud, and a kiss of soft wind on the check to heighten beauty and encourage audacity; a climate when it is delightful to be out of doors and glorious to come in again.

There is indeed no comparison as between Montreal and really cold places such as will be found in the Far West. These are inland places on exposed prairies, many miles further to the north than Montreal. Those of us who love Canada and admire the West maintain in this matter a conspiracy of silence. But we know — and say it to one another and in whispers — that such places are not really fit to live in. It has been truthfully said that on the day of a blizzard in — let’s leave the name unsaid — a man walking with his back to the wind has no difficulty in knowing which side of him is which.

But only recently have Montreal people thrown off all misunderstanding and false shame about the climate. In the past the very praise they gave it was apologetic, as if to explain that it wouldn’t really hurt anybody. Here before us lies a little booklet of 1883 to advertise the great Winter Carnival and the Ice Palace that began its life that year. How ancient it looks already, this little booklet Over the Snow, with its faint type, its mild advertisements, its moderation! How little they knew how to shout in 1883. “We cannot,” says the little book, “put up samples of our dry, cold, clear and healthy winter . . . but when on the spot you can see what absurd opinions have been held of our climate.” There are four pages of this, including a statement that the London Times is mistaken in saying that our thermometers in winter have to be brought into the houses at night to be thawed. The author almost gets hysterical about it, stating that the Montreal snow is “like feathers” and that he can roll in it and come out dry “almost any day in winter.”

This attitude of Montreal toward its winter, midway between apology and praise and at best something like the defense of an old friend gone wrong, is well illustrated by the history of the Ice Palace. This famous structure first appeared in 1883. The palace, like those that followed it in successive years, was built on Dominion Square, our in front of the New Windsor Hotel. In aspect it was made to look, and was officially declared to look, like a medieval castle, with a tall central tower and corner turrets, with battlements and crenelated walls. It measured one hundred and sixty-five feet in length and sixty-five feet in depth; its central tower stood one hundred feet high. Each block of its ice was forty-two by twenty-four inches and weighed five hundred pounds; the whole Palace contained forty thousand cubic feet of ice and fifty men at a time worked to build it. The last item of information about the Palace, given out to stagger the public, was that it cost no less than $3900. This item has lost its direct power to stagger but gets it in reverse gear. It now means that you can have, or could have, a first-rate ice palace for less than $4000. People who, in the mad winters before the depression, spent as much as that, and ten times as much, for a single party at the “coming out” of a daughter might think of having one now “come out” of an ice palace as a snow princess.
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The Ice Palace was the scene of terrific doings, “fêtes de nuit” with thousands of snowshoers in line, all with torches, with fireworks, with a “bombardment” of rockets and an assault and defense, and after that the rounds of “scotch” well deserved after such a fete. Of all this nothing is left today except the last item. A single girl and a pair of skis supplies the rest of the fete. Our grandfathers went a long way to get a little.

For the Ice Palace fell on evil times. Business decided that it was “a bad ad,” that it looked too much like winter, and cut it out, just as business decided that the beautiful big elm trees in Phillip Square looked too much like summer and cut them down, as bad for business. Those of us not in business often wonder why it can’t just be natural.

Later attempts were made to revive the Palace. One in particular will be recalled when it was put on Fletcher’s Field, just under the mountain. But somehow it wouldn’t work. Perhaps the mountain overshadowed it; at any rate it looked small. It was no use telling us that it measured this or that. It couldn’t have. Then the thaw and the rain came all wrong and the Ice Palace began to drip like a wet hen. They made a brutal attempt to freeze it with ice water from hoses, but it didn’t work; cracks opened in it; the sun came through; it began to tilt over, and when somebody said it looked just like the Middle Ages that ended it. They let it thaw.

A beautiful monument stands in Dominion Square to commemorate the South African War which rounded out the century for Montreal as for the Empire. The huge stone block graven with the Dutch names of British victories surmounted by a spirited figure-group of trooper and charger is admirable as sculptured art. Montreal specially connects with the war through the name of Baron Strathcona, at that time in the intervals of his London service as High Commissioner, a resident of Montreal in a beautiful stone house on Dorchester Street, which frequently served, through his generosity, as Government House for the visits of the Governor General, like the Hotel de Vaudreuil in the old French days. At Strathcona’s cost was raised and equipped the famous troop of Strathcona’s Horse. Of the value of the gift and of the war itself time alone can judge. South Africa must be united; it cannot now, it could not then, exist in security and prosperity as two antagonized communities of Boer and Briton. Bur whether it would have been better united in the long run with the South African War or without is a question which history has not yet answered, and may be answering now.

FOOTNOTES:
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CHAPTER XI. Montreal in the Twentieth Century

Montreal Moves Uphill. The Electrical Age Spreads the Town. The Tunnel. The Search for Clean Government. Growth of Finance and Fortune. The Plutocrats of Plutoria. Annexation and the Lion’s Den. Westmount in the Woods. The Great War and Its Aftermath.
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RIP VAN WINKLE fell asleep, but, after all, when he woke up again he reappeared in his own village. Not so, if he’d fallen asleep in Montreal. Let us say that he fell asleep in what he understood, fifty years ago, to be Montreal and to be the premises of the well-known house of Henry Morgan and Company. When he woke up he would find himself still in the arms of Henry Morgan and Company, bigger arms than ever, but apparently no longer in Montreal, but transported somewhere away uphill, among leaves and lanes, clear away to the country, to a pleasant road called St. Catherine’s. Near by he would find, as he walked about, other familiar names and would realize that Montreal had moved uphill — had moved or was on the move. A few old Rips like himself still lingered on in the old town below, leaning over empty counters and fumbling at empty tills. The old place was gone, the grand old shopping district of Great St. James Street, once gay with bright dresses and loud with the sleigh bells of society on the shop.

The change which Rip observed, and which probably killed him, was well under way as a feature of the opening twentieth century, the removal of the shopping district uptown. St. James Street, too great for shops, now shelters only banks, brokers, finance, shipping and communications, and the metropolitan press. Such little shops as remain are tucked in edgeways, as neat and bright as ever, selling cigars to the brokers, neckties to bankers, expensive silverware and diamonds to anyone whose stocks have suddenly risen, and umbrellas for those out of luck. You couldn’t buy a corset, let alone a pair of them, within half a mile.

The foresight of Henry Morgan and Company, the pioneer explorers of St. Catherine Street, was fittingly rewarded by the success and celebrity of their colossal store. Their example was widely followed in the whole orbit of retail and domestic trade. A few firms, even department stores, lacked faith to look upward and died a lingering death below. A famous fish firm moved halfway up and couldn’t bear to go further from the water. An enterprising Scottish house, too well-known to name, moved too far: the town hasn’t caught it yet; being Scottish, they’re waiting for it.

This move of Montreal uptown came along with, indeed arose out of, the new electric age. Fast urban transport spreads a city out; telephones put the suburbs within talking distance; lighted streets and comfortable streetcars invite movement abroad, and on the heels of all that the motorcar puts anybody anywhere. People are forgetting now the limitations of earlier days. Consider this. On the slope we now call Westmount, an occupant of any of the few but pleasant homes there situated sixty years ago, if sudden illness came to his house at night, must needs go out to the stable (every house had a stable), hitch up a horse, and drive to Montreal at full speed (eight miles an hour) to fetch a doctor. Such an expedition attended the coming into the world of some of the present elderly barristers and businessmen of today whose people moved out into Westmount in its St. Antoine days. On this scene broke the telephone in 1880 with four hundred subscribers. As elsewhere, and as with the telegraph before it, the telephone suffered from its first reception as an amusing toy. It was, as we now see it, slow in coming into its own. The Montreal streetcar had gone tinkling along the streets ever since the “Montreal Passenger Railway Company” of 1861 put their horsecar on Notre Dame Street. With its extension to the upper part of the city began the long agonies of the streetcar horse, hauling a cluster of human beings clinging like bees to the rush-hour car up a cruel slope, exactly equal to the utmost power of the animal. Then came electric cars in 1893, and the streetcar horse found its first rest in death.

These new facilities, and the rapid suburban trains now put on by the railways, made it possible for Montreal to spread out, to get rid of the congestion of its close-packed streets, its solid rows of houses; a still greater opportunity came with the boring of the tunnel under the mountain, a work undertaken by the phenomenal but ill-starred Canadian Northern Railway that was spreading at this time like a web all over Canada, built up of odd bits and odd benefits. At least it had enterprise. It needed a direct route from Ottawa to Montreal. Mount Royal was in the way. So the railway dived clean under it. The making of the tunnel through the solid core of rock that is the remaining base of a volcano was a marvelous piece of engineering work. The tunnel was begun from both ends at once, on Dorchester Street and behind the mountain, and duly met in the middle with absolute precision.

The opening of the tunnel meant that any Montrealer who liked could now live in the pleasant open country behind the mountain and be whirled into town through the tunnel in ten minutes. Convenient car or bus lines could connect, fan shape, with the suburban tunnel station. Wise people saw at once that this meant a wholesale migration to the back of the mountain. Hence came into being the new suburban town of Mount Royal. But the wise people were wrong. Montreal wouldn’t move. It still clings to its tenements and its rows and its clustering nests of piled-up apartments.

The reason is simple. It’s the cold. One has only to look at the wide expansion of Toronto, a city smaller in population, under the influence of the electric age. Toronto now reaches so far that where it ends it is called Aurora, or something else.

For we must remember that there is all the difference in the world between waiting for a suburban bus on a summer night in California, or even Toronto, and waiting for a suburban bus on a winter night in Montreal.

The scene is California. The night is soft and still, the air heavy with the scent of the peonies, their drooping heads fallen asleep upon their stems. Around us and about us, as we stand, the leaves of the magnolia stir faintly in the night air. Above us the velvet sky is soft with a myriad of stars, and from somewhere in the distance — so still is the night — we can hear the murmur of the sea. On such a night Young Love stands hand in hand together, waiting for the bus, talking of the stars and whether people love one another there also and hoping the bus will never come . . . Even Middle Age stands silent in something that feels almost like religious contemplation but which is really digestion.

Now change the scene to Montreal, in the heart of a winter night, with a blizzard blowing. “A rough night,” the Joneses said as they put us out of their suburban apartment after the game of bridge, as you put a cat out in the snow. A rough night, indeed! As we stand on the corner, waiting, the blizzard drives the hard-frozen snow against our faces . . . it blurs the electric light . . . we can hardly see the few scattered houses around us . . . nor the few frozen people huddled for shelter. The sidewalks are drifting fast with snow that piles in ridges and wedges, and all the sky is one great smother of gray. “Is that damn bus never coming?” — and at the burst of profanity nature rebukes us by lashing the snow in our faces . . . Even Young Love stands speechless in the lee of a lamppost, its temperature down to what science calls “absolute zero.” “Didn’t they say one every twenty minutes?” “Ah, here it comes!” The headlights show, blurred but powerful, through the driving snow . . . the bus crunches to the sidewalk. “In we get”— “What! This one going east?” Going and gone . . . Jones may keep his suburban rock garden and his asparagus bed. We don’t care if he grew more lettuce than he could eat: let him eat less. We are going to some place, 25 × 50, out of the cold.

 

We turn back again for a moment to the uptown movement which has utterly transformed Upper Montreal — St. Catherine Street West and its side streets — within easy living memory. When the move began the street was hardly to be called a street at all, a pleasant country road bordered with houses. It had nothing of the aristocracy and grandeur of Sherbrooke Street, just above it and parallel to it. The houses were modest buildings of two stories and an attic, with a little bit of garden in front or a big bit of garden behind. The side streets were built up to a good extent with stone houses in rows, but with much open space of gardens and orchards. Ten years later St. Catherine was still a street of houses but with many stores jostled in among them and square buildings going up on the best corners. Ten years after that it was a street of continuous shops but with many of the houses still showing, plastered over with false fronts, revamped, the lower stories gutted into bigger floor space. On the chief corner where Windsor Street, in crossing, changes its name to Peel, in true Montreal fashion, there stood a church. Presently the church was refaced, boarded, and bricked into a department store but with plenty of church showing. Then the church gave place to a real building, and later on the whole wide block was demolished and shoveled up to make room for the vast modern building that now stands there, the Dominion Square Building, perhaps the most symmetrically beautiful of the commercial buildings of Montreal.

This last, of course, was after the Great War. For it was not till then that building on a scale proportionate for the opportunity began. Within a few years along stretch of the street was crowded with tall buildings, department stores, business buildings, and the side streets rapidly invaded with all sorts of mongrel halfway transformations of dignified old stone houses into undignified “cafés,” “night clubs,” and the mushroom growth which precedes the real reconstruction of a modern city quarter.

Sojourners in the Mount Royal Hotel, one of these vast new structures, might be interested to know that not so long ago the hotel was chiefly garden and orchard, then a large high school and playground. The streets around were residential, quiet and filled with trees. Hard by there lived a Montreal poet, John Logan, whose friends still treasure his memory, and who wrote a poem on the singing of the birds that sang to wake him in the early morning. It began:

I have no garden, but a quiet street, Meeting another makes a cool retreat . . .

The hotel stands on one of the quiet streets where the birds sang. Other birds sing there now, and even earlier in the morning.

The pity is that the rebuilding has been all wrong from the start and condemns the great shopping street of St. Catherine to the narrow width and hopeless congestion that has been the fate of New York. It is too late to alter now; it was so easy then. They had only to slice all the houses on one side of the street into two halves and throw away one half. It seems that the only wide streets ever laid out are in towns that never grow.

This new age of expansion threw upon the city a larger and larger need for public works and a greater and greater opportunity for public theft. Hence the period witnessed, as culminating in the year 1910, the greatest and most resolute struggle for clean government that had yet marked the history of Montreal. This struggle for clean government had been going on ever since the city had been a city; but so had the struggle for dirty government. The struggle for clean government took the form of trying to find some method of election, of tenure of office, of area of representation, which would mean honest administration. The struggle for dirty government took the form of providing increasing temptations which would mean dishonest administration. It was like Milton’s battles in the sky: at times the citizens looked up and watched it; mostly they didn’t. The final result after a hundred and ten years is to leave the city of Montreal burdened with so huge a debt at so high an interest that in many areas the annual taxes for property eat up its entire rental value.

It will be recalled that under the original incorporation of 1832, proclaimed in force June 5, 1833, the city government was based on a universal vote of men over twenty-one (there were no women then) resident in the city twelve months and possessing real estate. These elected two councilors from each of eight wards, the original wards being East, West, St. Joseph, St. Ann, St. Lawrence, St. Louis, and St. Mary. These sixteen men chose one of themselves as Mayor. The Mayor was to receive a salary of four hundred dollars, the councilors nothing. It looks as simple and honest as early Massachusetts. The Council sat modestly in a rented house (of Madame de Beaujeu) on Notre Dame Street. When we add that the Mayor and Council selected as the figures on the coat of arms of the city a beaver, a rose, a shamrock, and a thistle (meaning something for everybody), and their motto, Concordia salus, the thing seems complete. The corporation took over the old local administrative duties of the justice of the peace; the act gave it power to buy and sell property and to borrow money. That was the thorn in the rose.

This government was authorized to last till May 1, 1836. They let it lapse, unwept, and went back to justices of the peace. Then came Lord Durham, horrified at the lack of municipal liberty. His report started a clean government movement that created, by Act of the Province of Canada, a new city government under Mayor and councilors, with six aldermen, to keep their eye on the councilors, chosen from the Council. This time they had only six wards. In 1845 they tried five wards. In 1851 they found it didn’t do to let the Council choose the Mayor, so the people elected him. In 1874 the distinction of aldermen and councilors was abolished. All were elected as councilors.

Under this city government Montreal staggered along as best it could until 1909. It was never satisfactory. In the earlier years the English element “ran” the city Council. But English-speaking people, honest and dishonest alike, are not keen about the emoluments and casual profits of small office. They want something bigger. Hence the men elected presently brought the Council into disrepute. “To be quite frank,” writes a local chronicler, “there was a long period during which the English-speaking people seemed to think that almost anybody was good enough to make an alderman.”

On the other hand, the French thought that the job of alderman was good enough for almost anybody, and so, says the same authority, “they had the good sense to elect their ablest men.” It is indeed characteristic of the French, both here and in what was France, that they are far more keen on securing the certain tenure and the assured living of a government office than the English ever are. One may count it in a sense to their credit. Life, in its sordid sense of livelihood, being thus assured, they may turn to the real things of life — the garden, the library, the picture gallery, the game of chess, or the diversion of love. Not so the English; they want to take risks, go after big things, put in years of sustained effort up the hill of life to gain the eminence, the wealth, the wide horizon of the hilltop. Often they gain it, to find it empty and windswept.

Such in miniature was the course of our city government. The bulk of the English people, those not interested in franchises and contracts, lost interest in the city government. They have never regained it, except in a sort of feverish make-believe as in 1909 and in 1939, when people tell them that the city government is rotten and the fault is with the citizens.

Hence the French element took over the city government and have held a majority control ever since. The annexation of outlying French-speaking suburbs, such as Hochelaga in 1883, St. Henri and St. Cunégonde in 1905, and the steady refusal of British Westmount to join Montreal (which surrounds it) helped to maintain French dominance.

Meanwhile, after 1890, the electric age had put a new face, or at least a much bigger face, on the city government. Huge sums had to be spent on lighting and tramways and telephones, on repaving streets and remaking sewers, and that, too, in connection with technical engineering services of light and power on which the intelligent citizen could have no proper judgment at all, and which the honest alderman couldn’t understand and which crooked aldermen didn’t need to.

The result was a new cry for clean government, a movement in 1898 to recast the whole city charter. A commission was appointed to prepare the legislation to submit to the Provincial Government. There was much genuine enthusiasm, much repentance for past sins. Here was prominent the work of young Mr. Herbert Ames, a rising businessman who both practiced and preached the doctrine of civic interest in civic affairs, lecturing and writing on the government of Montreal. He began here the career that later carried him to well-deserved eminence at Ottawa and Geneva.

The new statute called for a longer term — two years; for a Mayor possessing $10,000 worth of real estate in the city; for a Mayor’s salary up to $4000; for aldermen with property worth $20000 and salaries, called an indemnity, of $600. A salary means pay for what you do; an indemnity means compensation for what you don’t. It is felt in civic circles to be the more complimentary word.

The new act contained various gadgets for “special committees” and “special meetings” on casting votes — everybody to watch everybody like cats and rats. But all to no avail. Within ten years it had all gone to pieces. The new broom swept as dirty as the old one. “Towards its close,” writes Dr. Atherton, too kindly a critic to convey an untrue accusation, “corruption and inefficiency were rampant under the monopoly of a few who became stigmatized in the mouths of the citizens as the ‘twenty-three.’” The indifferent citizen was as indifferent as ever, bankers as willing as ever to lend at high interest, contractors as willing as ever to pave anything, light anything, or tear down anything. In those days it seems that, after all, the city must be good for it. There had as yet been no war, no depression, no repudiation of Western debts, no shadow of Mr. Aberhart lengthening out in the sunset to shadow the East. Hence the rope was woven for the neck of the property holder of today, who at times perhaps looks enviously at repudiated debts, the severed ropes of Western communities.

Montreal had thus got into the position of little Jim of the nursery rhyme, who never washed:

His friends were much hurt to see so much dirt, And often they made him quite clean, But all was in vain; he got dirty again And never looked fit to be seen.

Meantime the year 1908-09 witnessed a great civic revival as earnest as an old-time camp meeting. All classes in Montreal, except the criminal class, had become utterly disgusted and seriously alarmed at the flagrant dishonesty of the alderman. A “Citizens Association” began agitation for reform in 1908. Powerful influence obtained from the province the appointment of a Royal Commission (which means a nonpolitical body) under Justice Cannon, which made its report on December 12, 1909. It declared that since 1892 the administration of Montreal had been “saturated with corruption”; that “the majority of the aldermen have administered the committees and Council in such a manner as to favour the private interests of the relatives and friends, to whom contracts and positions were distributed to the detriment of the general interests of the city and of the tax payers”; that “25% of the annual revenue of $5,000,000 had been spent in bribes and malversations of all kinds,” and of the balance “the greater part in works of which the permanence has very often been ephemeral.”

The storm of anger drove twenty-two of the twenty-three aldermen out of office. The eager approval of all the best citizens accompanied Judge Cannon’s recommendation to the Provincial Government in the advocating of scrapping the whole system as it existed and setting up a “commission government.”

This, it will be remembered, was democracy’s latest remedy for its own ailments in the early part of the twentieth century. The prevailing method of election of councils too numerous for individual responsibility, bribable one by one, with too little power for honest control and plenty for stealing, had led all over North America to a desire for something else. What was really wanted was a new heart, or rather an old one renewed: the fault was not in the form but in the spirit. A crooked alderman is no worse than a crooked commissioner.

But they asked for commission government — a government of strong men with large power, longer terms, and great responsibility, men too well off, or at least too well paid, to need to steal — government, in a word, on a business basis of efficiency.

Much was made of the experience of the city of Galveston, flooded out for its sins by the angered Gulf of Mexico and reborn under a commission of businessmen. This was a part of the apotheosis of the “businessman,” as the man who knows everything and can do everything, which lasted till he fell like Humpty Dumpty from the wall of Wall Street in 1929. “Oh yeah!” said the world.

But the current ran strong in Montreal. A plebiscite endorsed the request for commission government. Hence a new city government was created by a provincial statute of 1910, in which the Council surrendered its financial powers to a Board of Control.

There is no doubt that the institution of government by a Board of Control marked a real determination “to be good,” a real intention on the part of the citizens to keep their eyes on the city government, a genuine rebirth of public spirit. “This government,” wrote a local authority at the time, “is now on trial.” Then came the Great War and put all else in the shadow. The best men had better things to do than keeping their eyes on aldermen. And so somehow government by commission in Montreal, a new broom that swept very clean at first, was presently discarded again and a statute of 1921 restored aldermanic government. This time the city Council consisted of a Mayor and thirty-five aldermen of whom five were selected by the whole body to act as an Executive Commission. This arrangement merely added the new problem of too great a division of authority. Things were soon as bad as ever. “City administration in the dark thirties,” says a current witness, “called desperately for action.” Hence another wave of clean government enthusiasm led to the adoption of an entirely new system in 1940. This time reliance was placed on the patriotic citizen, not a professional politician, serving without pay for service’s sake. Under this system Montreal is administered by a Council composed of a Mayor and ninety-nine councilors. The Mayor is elected by a general vote of the ratepayers. Of the councilors, sixty-six are elected, six from each of eleven divisions of the city; of each six, three are elected by property holders, three by all the voters. The other thirty-three are appointed by various business and educational bodies, such as the Board of Trade, the Chamber of Commerce, McGill University, the University of Montreal.

But the system has already worn thin. Unrequited service is easy to enlist but hard to keep at drill; and at times it is hard to distinguish between patriotic citizens and busybodies. A new provincial statute will set up something else.

The truth is that the theory of government by commission is a fallacy, or at best a half-truth. It is no good without the proper spirit in those who operate it. A crook with a long term of office is just as crooked as a crook with a short and is crooked longer. A crooked man with large responsibility can steal more than a crook with less. A crooked rich man is not as good as an honest poor one. Plebiscites of all the citizens are admirable if the citizens know what they are plebisciting about; but in technological questions of power and light and transport how can they?

There is a deeper trouble still, an unsolved problem for Montreal and other cities. There is no doubt that municipal government is the dead end, the blind alley of democracy. In early days, in little towns, it could enlist the same devoted interest and unselfish service as can national government in a decent nation. In national politics, the function of government involves the real issues, life-and-death issues, of a nation and not just the dollars and cents spent in making a city sewer. A quite different set of motives enter in. Some, perhaps many politicians, in the national sphere, steal or get rich by happy accident. But others don’t; for them there is in public life a tremendous temptation to be honest, not only honest but ostentatiously honest, conspicuously poor. One thinks of the conspicuous poverty of Daniel Webster, living in majestic debt; of our own Joe Howe of Nova Scotia whose friends had to pay his fare across the Atlantic; of such men as Sir John Macdonald, of Laurier, of Fielding, who “never had a cent.” Incidentally, the politician who “never has a cent” seems to have just about everything else in the world except a cent, but that’s another matter.

There is no remedy for these things in Montreal or elsewhere that can be marked out with a rule and compass, framed in the four corners of a statute, or even achieved by the threat of the penitentiary. Civic interest won’t do. In the complicated technique of city services today, full civic interest would leave no time for anything else. You will find in Montreal, no doubt elsewhere, many doctors, lawyers, professors, and professional men, leading citizens, who in thirty years have taken no interest in the City Hall except to swear at it. Quite rightly. Their work lies elsewhere. All they can do is to ask some honest men of special knowledge whether a light, heat, and power, or a tramways contract is fair and honest and vote accordingly. There is, in short, no remedy but in righteousness, no virtue in democracy of any sort unless it carries with it the spirit of righteousness. All government comes to that.

The position of dominance of Montreal in the economic life of the Dominion during this era was accentuated by the fact that it was not only a great shipping and manufacturing center, but also had become the center of finance. It was at once Liverpool and Lombard Street, Pittsburgh and Wall Street. This had come about as the natural and deserved result of the institution in the old days of Lower Canada of the sound banking system based on Scottish tradition that came with the foundation of the Bank of Montreal. The banking system set up in the province of Canada developed into the system of chartered banks with branches organized under the Dominion of Canada and a conspicuous success. The branch system naturally meant centralized finance as the head offices of banks in the chief cities, such as the Bank of Montreal and the Molsons Bank in Montreal, added to metropolitan dominance but made for security and mutual support.

With banking had arisen the Montreal Stock Exchange. Even before Confederation shares in the Bank of Montreal and the other banks of the period, together with shares in the new railway companies, etc., were traded back and forth and offered by newspaper advertisement. This led to the formation of a (unincorporated) group of traders, first associated as the Board of Brokers in 1863. The traders met daily, at first in a private office, then in a rented room in the old Board of Trade Building. They were incorporated by a provincial act as the Montreal Stock Exchange in 1874. At that time they were dealing in sixty-three different issues, including the shares of twenty-one banks, in nine government and municipal issues, in the stock of four railways, ten industrial stocks, and minor securities. It is notable that in those days mining shares only represented three issues out of a total sixty-three. There was a daily average turnover of eight hundred shares.

Business grew rapidly. In 1901 sales ran to seven thousand a day. There were forty-five members: the value of a seat had risen from $2500 in 1876 to $12,000. The exchange in 1904 built its own building on St. François Xavier Street on land that changed hands for the first time since the Sulpicians received their fief in 1663. When the Great War broke out membership in the exchange had reached seventy-five and the turnover ran to ten thousand.

The fortunes of the stock exchange after that point belong rather to technical monetary history than to the present work. Its eclipse during the Great War was followed by a spectacular revival in the decade of the 1920s. The press of extramural trading led to the formation of the Montreal Curb Exchange in 1926. The activities of the two culminated in the trading mania of 1929 when in a single day (October 29) the combined turnover reached 730,195 shares. The price of seats had risen with the volume of business; it stood at $27,000 in 1921 and increased about ten times to its high mark of $225,000 in 1929. Then followed the slump, the spasmodic recoveries and falls, and then the new eclipse of the present war. Trading, though under the Foreign Exchange Control and a multitude of regulations, is not suspended by law, but merely by fact. The Stock Exchange sits in the ashes. Later, like the phoenix, it will rise from there: indeed, many of its younger adherents and offspring are in the air already.

There was once upon a time, namely about thirty years ago, a McGill professor who was called away to another chair and who shook the dust of Montreal off his cap and gown with the bitter denunciation, “an oppressive and plutocratic atmosphere.” There was something in it. The accumulation and concentration of wealth in Montreal had been made all the more evident and conspicuous by the fact that most of the superrich lived in one and the same residential quarter. It was an area of unsurpassed beauty, undisturbed, from the very nature of its situation, by the noise of traffic or by the passage of the passer-by. This is the district that we recall as lying just at the foot of the mountain, unoccupied under the French Regime and comprising in early British days the beautiful farms and the stone manor houses of the McGills, the McTavishes, and such that reached all the way from what is now Fletcher’s Field to the Côte des Neiges Road, covering all the river face of the mountain slope.

For this area McGill University presently formed one boundary. The rest was laid out into spacious side streets running up the hill from Sherbrooke Street till they could run no further. Each street was thus blind with that happy blindness that spells peace. Nature aided man. The elms that grow so easily on Montreal Island, thus left in secluded growth, fashioned each street to a Gothic cathedral. Here in generous grounds arose the mansions of the rich. Where nature’s utmost effort ended art took up the task with lawns and shrubberies and flower beds gay from the earliest glowing of the crocus till the last drooping beauty of the aster. Great glass conservatories turned even winter into a vision of tropical beauty. Nor did art stop here: for the private picture galleries collected in Montreal and housed in this happy area became known throughout the world. Every social group acquires its particular habits and hobbies. People in villages keep bees; people at the seaside collect shells. The superrich in the Montreal of forty years ago collected pictures. It is the easiest and simplest of all collecting hobbies: the price tells you exactly what you are getting; you have only to look on the back of the picture to appreciate it.

These circumstances gave to society in Montreal, in the pre-war days that are never likely to come again, the peculiar, the distinctive complexion described by the professor. We are speaking here of society at what is called its top end, not at its bottom end, the base of the pyramid, the long rows of tawdry houses and the tumbled slums of Griffintown, among people who wouldn’t know a Correggio from a Colorado Claro. The rich in Montreal had too much. They got in the way. They annexed the art of the painter and they stole the history of the professor; for a man who buys a whole room full of early Canadiana, with signatures of Montcalm and Wolfe, must surely know more history than one who merely talks about them; and the man who can buy Japanese mezzotints must have a finer sense of art than the man who wishes he had the money to spend on something else. The rich annexed these things, it is true, rather as patrons than as partners. It is true, also, that the love of art in some of its rich patrons was very genuine, and genuine in proportion as it talked least. It is true also that many of the superrich men who “made Montreal” as heads of banks and railways and captains of industry were very fine men, and that some of them asked nothing better than to enjoy their own society undisturbed, paying out generously right and left to colleges, churches, and charities with never a thought of interference. Those of us who remember the era can think of one such, richest of all perhaps, whose simple evenings were spent alone, reading the evening newspaper under a droplight, smokeless, for he knew too much about it, drinkless for he didn’t care for it, and speechless for he seldom had much to say, except “yes” for another million.

Yet the fact remains that the rich in Montreal enjoyed a prestige in that era that not even the rich deserve.

In any case the “oppressive and plutocratic society” is all gone now. The war swept over it and set up newer and better values in soldiers and patriots. Then came the depression and cast down the mighty from their seats, mingled the old rich with the new poor, and left the fairyland of this Plutoria under the elms, a wreckage of mortgages, a placard of “sales,” with many of its mansions empty and others gone and vanished under “demolition.” There are many rich in Montreal now, but not gathered and focused as they were.

“They say,” says Omar Khayyám, “the lion and the leopard keep their court where Jansed gloried and drank deep.” Call the lion and the leopard the income-tax inspector and the property-tax assessor, and Persepolis has nothing on Montreal.

Montreal shared in the movement for expansion and the annexation of outside municipalities which came as a general tendency all over the United States and Canada in connection with the electrical age. The development of rapid transport and the introduction of the motorcar brought with them the “commuter” of the new suburban district.

The cities all expected larger population, one and one making three, and an expanded retail market. The movement ran apace, even more so in the “advanced” province of Ontario than in conservative Quebec. Cities annexed towns, towns annexed villages, and villages annexed the back street. No one foresaw the future. Repentance, for the smaller areas absorbed, came later. It then appeared that annexation meant taxes. Country properties that had known no higher burden than those imposed in a township rate and a school-section school tax now rose to the full honor of participation, at high rates, in urban facilities that reached them only in name. But there was no way out. The footsteps of annexation led into the metropolitan lion’s den. None out.

Montreal shared in this. As between the beginning of the movement, with the annexation of Hochelaga (down the river from the main port) in 1883, until the outbreak of the Great War it annexed twenty-seven municipalities, a total area of 22,000 acres and a population at the time of union of 124,000. Inside what may be called the city itself there was the annexation of St. Henri with 21,000 and St. Cunégonde with 11,000 in 1905. The annexation of St. Louis brought in 35,000 in 1910. The same year saw the rich prize of Notre Dame de Grace, its population only 4000 but a favored district, clean and bright as the morning, with nothing to live down, like Verdun, nothing to unmake like Griffintown, destined for obvious growth. Just at the back of the mountain Montreal took over in its sleep the little village of Côte des Neiges, hitherto only explored by snowshoe clubs and a point of pilgrimage to Lumkin’s Tavern. The city reached out across the island, picking up the old settlement of St. Laurent on the way and reached the back river with Bordeaux and Sault au Recollet as part of the city of Montreal. Nor did the process stop with the war. Maisonneuve and other towns came in. But the process slackened and then halted. Not all the municipalities wanted to come in, and after the exposure in 1909 of the corruption of city government in Montreal the shadow of the twenty-three aldermen fell cold on the threatened areas. Hence it is that the topography of Montreal shows a number of municipalities not forming part of it but included in its borders and entirely surrounded by it — what they call “enclaves” in European diplomacy. Here belong the town of Mount Royal, the tunnel town mentioned above, the city of Verdun (with sixty thousand people), the cities of Outremont and Westmount, and the greatest of these is Westmount.

Just to the west of Mount Royal, to the left of it as you see it from downtown, is a smaller mountain, separated from it by the miniature mountain pass called the Côte des Neiges Road. The slope of the West Mountain, the Little Mountain, is the site of Westmount, which descends its sides till it meets Montreal at the bottom of the slope, just below the Canadian Pacific Railway. Montreal thus entirely surrounds Westmount.

Westmount has a place all its own in the make-up of Greater Montreal. Its history is, in a sense, older than that of Montreal. Excavation shows that the site of Westmount was an ancient Indian burial ground, so old that the remains are not recognizable, from the method of burial, as those of Hurons but are those of antecedent dwellers, possibly the Flatheads of the Lower Mississippi Valley. But there is a gap in the history of Westmount as between the Flathead and its present population. It had no share in the sorrows and the glory of New France and practically none in British Montreal till yesterday. On the country road, the Côte St. Antoine, that runs on a westward slant out of Montreal, rising as it goes, certain of the fur traders of the Beaver Hall days — Holliwell and Clarke and others — built substantial country houses. Other Montrealers — the Honorable John Young was one — bought near-by farms and set up country seats. The locality was originally part of the Parish of St. Henri. But it was sufficiently settled to be incorporated in 1874 as the village of St. Antoine. Then in 1890 the village, still in deep seclusion but with a population of 1850, became the town of Côte St. Antoine. Then the age of expansion reached out for it. The main thoroughfare of Sherbrooke Street was extended to meet the Côte St. Antoine. The electric cars found it in 1894 and electrified it into rapid settlement and into the farseeing town-planning that has made it the charming place it is; neither urban nor rural, neither straight nor crooked, embowered in trees, shopless (except for the lower area, too far gone to save) and saloonless, too rich for the poor but too poor for the superrich, and throughout clean and beautiful.

As such it needed no saint to look after it. It took to the plain title of the town of Westmount in 1895. Its population passed ten thousand with the outgoing century and the year 1908 saw it made the city of Westmount. Since then it has lived and flourished, multiplying its good works in its schools (the “Westmount High” is second to nothing in Canada), in its public parks, playgrounds, and conservatories, its public library, its Victoria Hall, and the sheltering arm of its public welfare. The population of the city is at present twenty-five thousand; it is 88 per cent English speaking, over 70 per cent of British origin. It is small enough for civic pride and devoted civic service in office; too young to steal, too wise to be led into the lion’s den of Montreal — except to get a drink. For Westmount doesn’t tolerate intemperance. It voted heavily for prohibition. It has no licenses, no bars, no “bogus night clubs.” You can get anything you want in Westmount, except a drink: if you sink to that you must go down into Montreal. There is no doubt on all sides that Westmount, thus included in Montreal, is an oasis of something in something else: people differ only on the question of what in what. On the other hand, Toronto visitors pay the high compliment to Westmount of saying that it is just like a piece of Toronto.

At least Westmount is clean and honest in its government. To realize that, you need only open the annual report that the Secretary-Treasurer lays at the feet of the Mayor and aldermen of Westmount every thirty-first of December, a report in print as neat and symmetrical as a Westmount garden, bound in an orange cover fit for Belfast. There you may see it all, every figure, nothing concealed, money from taxes so much, from licenses so much — not liquor licenses, of course, but licenses for dogs, bicycles, bakers, knife grinders, and musicians — all the revenue and expenditure set down in a plain, understandable way, and every addition correct.

In the days before the Great War, the days of the great fortunes and of the great snobbishness that went with what the McGill professor, mentioned above, called the “oppressive and plutocratic atmosphere” that surrounded the richer class in Montreal, in those days the idea of Westmount carried something of a touch of second rate, something that could almost be pushed to the comic point of a standard joke. The old burlesque companies on circuit always carried as part of their stock in trade the name of a “dud” suburb to go with each theater town, Chelsea for Boston, Parkdale for Toronto, and so on. Westmount was saved from this by the existence of Verdun with an asylum in it. But even at that it seemed to lack class. Those days are long gone by. Westmount grew beautiful as Montreal grew shabby. The Prince of Wales Terrace is a dingy place beside the Upper Boulevard, and Westmount ladies get their hair dressed and their beauty renewed on Sherbrooke Street, Montreal. The millionaires’ houses are being demolished, rushing in piles of brick and dust down the contractors’ chutes. The Westmount houses climb higher and higher to the sky.

 

It is no part of the present work to discuss the story of the Great War as it affected Montreal. Such a chronicle belongs elsewhere. But in a sense Montreal was perhaps more profoundly affected by the reaction of the Great War and of the collapse and depression which followed it than any city in Canada. The war brought a great shift of personal and social values. The leaders of finance, explaining in their clubs that the war would only last six months because big business wouldn’t allow it to go further, soon gave place, disregarded, to other leaders and other thoughts: to the volunteers drilling on the McGill campus, men who are the generals of today humbly learning to form fours; Professor Auckland Geddes as the man of the hour, the man who knew and had known; with him the little old Duke, the Governor General, back on a soldier’s job, up and down the campus beside Auckland Geddes, which in front, which behind, no one knew; the departure of the overseas regiments of 1915 marching to the ships, their women clinging in their ranks, then later, as wisdom intervened, the port closed as now, troopships that moved silently down the river in the early morning, with never a farewell except from hands that waved good-by from the windows of factories where work never stopped. All this needs no recital. It is back again.

After the war followed the brief aftermath of high prices, the momentum of the war machine mistaken for the new impetus of peace. Then followed the collapse of prices that struck down agriculture, nature taking a hand in with dust thrown in the western farmer’s eyes; with this the wreck of factory industry, with nothing to make and no one to buy; and as the consequence, not the cause, the reflection, not the light, the mirror, not the picture, the collapse of the Montreal Stock Exchange values that demolished, part of it forever, the world that was. It is claimed by some people that the financial dominance enjoyed in Canada by Montreal may not survive. Finance was struggling back to life as best it could between the depression and the present war, but certain large and new interests had sprung up, notably the northern mining interest, which Montreal was either slow in seizing or unfortunate in not getting. It is said, or at least whispered, that Toronto now seriously threatens the financial priority so long held by Montreal. Yet for this no one need worry. When peace comes and with it, under a wise extravagance instead of a foolish parsimony, the new development of Canada begins on a scale never before known, there will be plenty of finance and money for both cities. After all, there are two classes that we have always with us, the poor and the rich.

FOOTNOTES:
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CHAPTER XII. The Port of Montreal

The Magic of the Sea. Geographical Advantages of Montreal. Twentieth-Century Improvement of the Ports. The Jacques Cartier Bridge. The Barrier of the Ice. The Shipping List. Many Cargoes. River Steamers and Lake Freighters. The St. Lawrence Seaway.
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FOR ALL PEOPLE of British and kindred descent there is an abiding attraction in a seaport. The shipping that comes and goes connects the harbor with the seven seas and the faraway peoples of the outer world. The poet who wrote a hundred years ago of “the mystery and beauty of the ships and the magic of the sea” found words to express the common thought of all the people whose national heritage has been the sea.

Montreal has a rare and picturesque scenic beauty; mountain and river and its far horizon give it an unsurpassed interest for the eye. It carries all the romantic charm of its varied history. But for many people its most appealing aspect is that of a great port, one of the greatest in the world and in many senses unique among all the ports of the globe.

Many a simple dweller in the city whose life and livelihood are quite unconnected with the operations of the harbor, who perhaps rarely visits it, unconsciously feels it a part of himself, bringing him a touch of maritime life, a whiff of the open sea. Such people follow in their morning newspaper the annual fortunes of the harbor as a part of their own existence. They live in an unending sea story. They feel a new awakening each year at the news that the Gulf is all clear below Anticosti, news of heavy northwest winds at Fame Point, no ice in sight from the Seven Islands, and light breezes to dead calm reported off Rimouski. There is a charm in the names of these queer places, strung into a thousand miles along river and gulf, with no other meaning or history than points of navigation, places for range lights, fog bells and weather reports, ending at the Strait of Belle Isle where the last ice goes out to let in the first ship. Such people feel a personal pride in the annual spring victory of the great icebreakers pounding against the ice jams below Lake St. Peter and follow the award of the harbor’s annual gold-headed cane for the first ocean ship in port as inland people follow the ball games of their league.

Such a reader in the heyday of the summertime, with dog days of heat and tourists, finds his delight each day in looking down the long and varied shipping list that covers a page or more of print, the calendar of the great liners ready months ahead and arrivals and departures from all over the world. Then comes the autumn and with it the rush of the grain ships that warns of the annual passing of navigation, the winter sleep of the port. The great passenger liners drop out in wary prudence, while the grain carriers fight on to the last, fed by the lake boats from a thousand miles up, making their last trip out of Fort William in blinding snowstorms and bitter cold. Presently the last is gone, the buoys and marks removed; Fame Point is silent; the river steamers are packed tight in their harbors, fast asleep until spring — and the ice rules again. If it were not for the barrier of ice Montreal might easily be the greatest port in all the world. But the “if” is as large as the St. Lawrence and the Gulf below, both of which are utterly unconquerable.

But for the ice! For consider what an extraordinary geographical position is occupied by the Port of Montreal. It is the farthest inland seaport of any importance in all the world, one thousand miles from the sea. Yet by the good fortune of geography it is closer to Liverpool than any seaport in the United States. Montreal shows a distance from Liverpool of 2760 miles, Portland 2783, Boston 2861, New York 3043, and Philadelphia 3179. Yet conversely, apart from the Hudson Bay route, Montreal is the nearest ocean port to Central Canada and to the Middle West of the States. The great technical development of the Port of Montreal, in relation to engineering facilities for unloading, loading, and storage of freight, its extent of berths and wharfage and its ability to meet the great expansion of the passenger trade, did not, as already said, take place until the present century. The change came because it had to. The increasing size of modern steamships involved not only deeper and deeper dredging but facilities for mechanical loading, fueling, and repair. The reference is here not to the increasing size of freak ships, such as the Great Eastern, or record ships, blue-ribbon ships needed for national prestige, but the increasing size of what is called the “economical” ship, giving the maximum returns for a minimum of proportional cost. The increase of economical size comes from increased efficiency in building, new methods of carrying and using fuel, and the increasing opportunity to secure large cargoes without delay. Such economical ships of first-class commerce runs now represent a tonnage that runs up to twenty thousand tons. A port unable to gather freight rapidly enough, load and unload fast enough, and offer water deep enough to float these ships could not survive as a world port. Montreal has never been concerned with “big ships” in the world’s top class. The top ocean tonnage before the present war was represented by the Queen Elizabeth (85,000 registered tons), the Normandie (82,435), a group of a dozen ships of more than 35,000 tons. These ships fill a large place in the world’s eye, a small place in the world’s trade. Montreal’s 20,000-ton Duchesses represent the main fleet of the world’s commerce.

The Empress of Britain, whose tragic fate was a disastrous episode of the present war, was the largest boat ever on the St. Lawrence (42,000 tons), but only ran as far as the port of Quebec. The ocean cargo tonnage entering the Port of Montreal in the years just before the war ran to an average of about 5,000,000, the cargo tonnage outward about 4,000,000.

The ship channels of the St. Lawrence cover a distance of 210 statute miles from Montreal to South Traverse which is fifty miles below Quebec. Between Montreal and Quebec the channel offers a minimum draft of thirty feet at autumn low water; in the lower part of it high tide makes a lift of five feet more.

For over three years now the harbor of Montreal has been secluded and surrounded by all the grim secrecy and mystery of wartime. No one may enter its precincts except upon his lawful occasions. Sentries guard the approaches. There are no reports or arrivals or departures of ships, no sailing dates. Silent vessels slip away to unknown ports.

Even such general and vague statistics of shipping, incoming and outgoing tonnage, etc., as are made public are only given in a retrospect that makes them harmless. Information of any sort is forbidden, its disseminator liable to be called to account. Nor would any detailed account of shipping and of operations in the harbor serve any good purpose just now although it might aid a bad one. The war has so entirely altered the nature of the import and export trade that present figures would be meaningless as an account of the national life of the port. For that reason it is better to drop back a few years and view the Port of Montreal at the high point of development it had reached toward the closing years of the 1930s.

The present century has witnessed an extraordinary progress in this development of the Port of Montreal. As the first of the harbor improvements to be noted is the building in 1901 of the present heavy stone revetment wall, already spoken of, designed to hold back floodwater. At the same time the old Common and Commissioners streets were further widened: these originally represented, it will be remembered, the open space between the old fortification wall and the foreshore of the river. Now began, with the construction of Elevator No. 1, the building of the great grain elevators that are the most obvious feature of Montreal Harbour. Their towering height, the shapeless size, with no proportion to the site or scene they occupy, make them, to the eye of art, a blot upon the landscape, a disfigurement of nature’s work. But they have a beauty all their own to a milling company. In any case they mean so much to the life and industry of Canada, to the life line of imperial safety, that the eye that looks on them becomes trained to a new adjustment. The four now standing on the harbor front represent a capacity of 15,260,000 bushels.

Any prejudice against the appearance of the elevators is greatly lessened for anyone who has enjoyed the privilege of seeing the inside detail of their operations. One is lost in admiration at the ingenuity of contrivance which they represent. The movement of the grain along the carriers, its downpour through the chutes, its passage out along the aerial carriers running above the dock sheds to carry it to any needed point — these things represent the last word in the mechanical economic carriage of grain.

The building of the great modern piers or docks that now line the harbor front began at the same period, with the Alexandra and King Edward piers, and Elevator No. 1. What was left of the little Islet Normandin (Market Island), the original shelter that made such a natural harbor as there was beside Champlain’s Place Royale and Maisonneuve’s Ville Marie, was now shoveled away (1903). The island is gone. The ocean liners pass over it. The addition of more railway tracks, a total present length of nearly sixty miles, new sheds, and the building of the Hochelaga high-level wharf, 575 feet long, marked a continuous progress. The harbor was itself extended by Act of Parliament in 1909, from its old boundary just below St. Marys current, and declared to occupy sixteen miles on each side of the river. Its boundary upstream is a line crossing the St. Lawrence 3760 feet above the Victoria Bridge, and its lower boundary is placed at Bout de l’Isle eight and three quarter miles below Longue Pointe Church. The original little harbor had no natural advantages, other than that it was better than anything else available, being just a casual shelter for a few odd vessels. But on the new scale Montreal Harbour has the outstanding natural advantage that it can expand to any extent. Nature placed obstacles upstream, none down. The harbor can go on forever. Whether Montreal stands in the wrong place and whether Maisonneuve should have put it below St. Marys current at the start, is a matter it is now too late to discuss. But for the movement of freight for the erection of plants, works, docks, the lower downstream the easier. The mountain is just in the way.

All these things were done through and by the Harbour Commissioners whose efficiency had been greatly increased by reducing their number to three and multiplying their actual power and responsibility. Montreal owes much to their energy and foresight and in particular to the devoted service of the Chairman, the late George Washington Stephens. It came with a shock of surprise, or worse, to many people, when the Harbour Commissioners lost their posts because the government in power at Ottawa changed in 1911 from the long and fortunate Liberal regime of Sir Wilfred Laurier (1895-1911) to a Conservative administration. It was thought proper to invite the Harbour Commissioners to resign. There was no exact precedent to follow, and so the office was treated as what is called a “political” one. Under British practice a political officer — there are only a hundred or so in the army of officials — is in charge of general policy in the relations between the department and the government. He is not a departmental worker nor a departmental expert. The First Lord of the Admiralty never goes to sea and wouldn’t know the lea-scuppers from the main chains. These people resign as a body on a change of government. Quite different are “permanent” officers trained to work in the department as a lifework. These never resign. The storms of politics, mostly summer lightning, go over their heads. They go on working.

One may judge to which class should have been assigned the Montreal Harbour Commissioners, especially the chairman, who had taken their work as their life and their cause, hoping some day to stand in stone on the Harbour Front beside the Honorable John Young whose statue they set up in 1908. It was not to be. Out they went. This is not to say that the men who followed them in office did not do excellent service. Improvement and expansion went right on. Nor did they terminate when the commission itself was abolished in 1935 in favor of the present centralized system by which all the chief Canadian seaports are under the single control of a National Harbors Board at Ottawa. Each port has its local port master and staff. The change occasioned surprise in outside circles at Montreal, with a certain sense of being degraded in rank. But it was taken on the high authority of Sir Alexander Gibb, whose aid had been solicited for a National Port Survey of the Dominion (1931).

The further deepening of the channel continued till it reached its present thirty-five feet maximum. Elevator No. 3 dates from 1910. The floating dry dock, one of the notable facilities of the harbor, dates from 1912. The Great War brought special labors and for the time checked capital development. But further improvement and construction were carried on more vigorously than ever after the war. The substitution of electric engines for steam (1919) proved a mistake and was abandoned but the construction of the cold storage plant (1919), the purchase of (grain) Elevator B (Windmill Point) from the Canadian National Railway (1923) and the construction in the same year of Elevator No. 3 (Maisonneuve) are marks of the active progress made.

The first of the 20,000-ton Duchess vessels arrived in port in 1928. The close of this epoch saw Montreal by the middle of the 1930s, four hundred years after Jacques Cartier first landed on the island, as the second greatest seaport in North America in the value of its imports and its exports. By the present time the completed wharfage of the port covers ten miles. Its average export of grain before the war was 146,000,000 bushels a year. Ships could load at the rate of 1,000,000 bushels a day.

But the most striking of all the changes, though with nothing to do with the harbor as such, was the construction and completion of the vast Harbour Bridge that now spans the river clear over the top of all the shipping, just at St. Marys current. In order to get the necessary height (162 feet above high water) to clear the highest masts or superstructures of ships coming to Montreal, the bridge had to start far back from the bank of the river (at Lafontaine Street), rising above the houses and over the streets. The monument of the “Patriotes,” executed in 1838, in the Place des Patriotes is almost directly under it. It lifts across the river to piers beside Île Ronde and St. Helens Island in one vast cantilever span of structural steel. From there it runs along a succession of deck trusses on stone piers across the shallow water to the South Shore between St. Lambert and Longueuil. It has a total length of two and one eighth miles. It was officially opened as the Harbour Bridge on May 24, 1930. But the fatal arrival in 1935 of the four hundredth anniversary of Jacques Cartier’s discovery proved too much for Montreal. The bridge was rechristened the Jacques Cartier Bridge.

The bridge is not a railway bridge but only for vehicles and pedestrians. It has a roadway of thirty-seven feet to carry four lines of vehicles, room for a tramway on each side of the road, and outside all a sidewalk five feet wide on each side of the bridge. The bridge came as a consequence of the hopeless crowding and congestion of the Victoria Bridge after the advent of the motorcar. This latter bridge had been remodeled in 1898, the tube structure removed, and a new deck constructed for trains and vehicles on the original piers. It proved hopelessly inadequate. A further relief for transriver traffic was given by the Honoré Mercier Bridge at the west end of the island from Ville LaSalle (near Lachine) to Caughnewaga.

No feature of progress has meant more to the Port of Montreal than the unremitting fight against the ice which has successfully lengthened the season of navigation. The port is now open for seven and a half months each year, a gain of nearly a month on the conditions existing half a century ago.

But in spite of all that has been done the closing in of winter is inexorable. More than that: we have to accept as a permanent condition of the activity of the Port of Montreal the fact that we have now reached the limits imposed by nature on the lengthening of navigation. Two myths, always present in the popular mind, prevent the acceptance of this unwelcome truth. One is that the increasing mildness of the Montreal winter will render it more and more easy to keep the river open. The other is that the further progress of ice breaking and the treatment of ice with thermit explosives and similar methods may enable the channel to be kept open no matter what the winter is like.

Each of these popular ideas is an utter fallacy which it is important to explode. Let us take first the climate of Montreal, and put it down on paper with the pen point of impartial truth. We have already spoken of it in certain regards. Let us follow now the round of the seasons. The climate of Montreal is for many of us the best in all the world. Beside it London is dark and California garish, Winnipeg cold, New Orleans hot, Philadelphia neutral, and New York impossible. But we don’t call it a mild climate. In Montreal the approach of winter is gradual, its departure rapid. September is clear and cool with blue skies and nearly always snowless. October is sharp but still bright, and bright with the glorious autumn color of the Canadian trees, with now and then a driving flurry of snow, a mimic snowstorm, and later, as if in repentance, the still and mellow Indian summer. November is, as it is everywhere, November — with wind and rain and mud, snowfalls of wet snow that at times bring the permanent winter snow to the city by the last week of the month. The temperature of November averages 33.4; the lowest record in forty years is zero, the highest 68 above. December sees winter, the real winter always threatening and never quite there, Christmas always risking to be “green” and vindicating itself with a Christmas snowstorm, the temperature averaging 19.8 above zero. January opens, at least by tradition, with a January thaw, the streets all aslop with wet snow that is turning to slush; then after this piece of fooling it turns to real cold with but little break or letup till February is over; by real cold we mean an average of 13, with spells below zero, snow that keeps falling and lying in the streets, and, where not shoveled away, great piles of it accumulating beside the sidewalks. In March the temperature falls but the winter stays. Montrealers, as already said, debate each year the prospect of “dust on St. Patrick’s Day,” but few have seen it since St. Patrick. April, we pretend, is spring, with average temperature of 41 degrees, but winter keeps coming back, with snowstorms, with ragged snow on the mountainsides, the port still frozen up but with news of the icebreakers bringing relief from below Sorel. Gradually, with a new annual surprise, the icebreakers reach the port, the port opens, a deep-sea captain gets a gold-headed cane, and first thing we know it is Maytime, all tulips and willow buds and soft airs, and after one week, no longer spring — midsummer.
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One observes the contrast between the height of the summer navigation season and the depth of the winter that seals it. On a summer night Montreal seems all leaves and lights, and people out of doors at all hours, with long-drawn steam whistles from the boats in the Lachine Canal soft on the night. But compare a February night, in the cold heart of winter, twenty below zero, with a blizzard raging over the city in conflict with the great rotary snow plows, electric lights dimmed and blurred by the snow, and nothing moving in the street.

Such is winter in Montreal. Consider then the condition of winter navigation above and below it. The maritime harbors of Canada on the Atlantic do not freeze up, but the Strait of Belle Isle, Cabot Strait, the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and the river below the Island of Orleans are so blocked with moving ice, ice floes, and the solid ice along shore that there is no question of winter navigation beyond the smashing of a ferry passage from Quebec to Levis. When Cartier spoke of six feet of ice around his winter-bound ships in the Ste. Croix (beside Quebec) he spoke what is known to be true. The river freezes solid above Quebec as does Lake St. Peter, and not only freezes solid but tends from the movement of the current below the ice to pile huge ice jams far thicker than the average two feet of ice. Above Montreal the St. Lawrence freezes solid, and with it the connecting water sections all the way to Lake Superior, except where the fiercer current of the rapids breaks a way open to the surface. The Great Lakes do not freeze but their harbors do. Navigation comes to a full stop.

Montreal is thus blocked on both sides.

Nor are the winters getting milder. That ancient myth goes back to the earliest-known Canadian history. They were said to be growing milder in Frontenac’s time. Peter Kalm, the Swedish traveler mentioned previously in this book, was told in 1749 by an ancient habitant that the winters when he was young were much more severe. But the thermometer will have nothing of it. It shows no general change over the whole period of definite record, now at least a century. The winters of 1933 and 1934 were, for many parts of eastern Canada, the coldest ever recorded.

So much for the fallacy of milder winters. Now take the fallacy of the conquest of the ice. In some senses, and very important ones, ice engineers have overcome the problem of the ice, more by the achievement of Howard Barnes of McGill University than by that of any other one man. People seldom realize what a triumph of engineering they are witnessing when they drive past a great Canadian power house and power dam thrown across a river a quarter of a mile wide, operating in midwinter at twenty degrees below zero, with two feet of solid ice above and the broken water of the tailrace below, smoking into the frozen air. This was not possible till the engineers learned how to deal with “frazil ice,” which means not honest, solid ice two feet in the chunk, but the dirty, mean stuff all half afloat in little broken bits like smashed-up rock candy. This stuff used to clog the flues and the turbines.

If anyone interested wishes to see a queer memento of this let him drive out along the Lower Lachine Road till he reaches, near to Lachine itself, the remains of what was the first attempt to supply electric light to Montreal. A queer old building, squat and low and long, runs straight out into the water to catch hold of a natural strip of rock which rises above the river. With the help of a little damming this enabled them to cut off a little section of the Lachine Rapids — a very little bit was enough — in order to turn it into light. It worked provokingly well in summer in the long daylight. It wouldn’t work in winter, and the engineers used to sit in their electric-light building, trying to figure out by lamplight what was the matter with electricity. That day is passed. That problem is solved. We can generate electric power all over the Arctic regions from the great reserve of water power, to send out light and heat to less favored areas, to carry human life and industry to the farthest north. This triumph of engineering probably means more to the future of Canada than any other mechanical invention.

Thus much for power; not so for navigation. There the ice must have its way. Any idea that the Port of Montreal can be kept open all winter is just a dream. It is a fancy that has often been encouraged, especially during the days of rapid advances made with icebreakers and the impressive results of the use of the chemical mixture called “thermit.” Thermit is a mixture of aluminum in fine grains with an oxide of a chemically weaker metal, usually iron. On being heated by a priming, as of magnesium powder, the aluminum combines violently with the oxygen of the oxide, generating great heat and setting the other metal free in the molten state. It does not explode but splatters the molten metal while burning. To the innocent eye it seems to be burning up the ice. Hence hope improved on success and rumor outstripped achievement. Newspapers at times report inventions, or suggestions, for keeping open the river channel all winter by installing warm electric wires along the ice. Another good way would be to pour hot tea on it.

It is evident then that, generally speaking, the ice conditions in the Gulf and in the Cabot Strait govern the length of the season at Montreal. On this point Mr. J. G. Macphail, the Director of Transport, writes: “It is to be observed that in 47 of the 55 years of the table (of annual first arrivals of ships at Montreal) the first arrival from sea was generally much later than the date of channel-opening from Quebec to Montreal. In only eight of these years did the first arrival from sea come within two days of the date of open channel.

“Last departures for sea are governed by conditions in the river itself and in the Gulf. This is due to the desire of ship owners to profit by every possible day and is made possible by the use of the Department’s icebreakers both in the river and, in some cases, in the Gulf.”

One may perhaps quote further, since the point is one of illimitable importance to Montreal and of direct bearing on the seaway problem, the dictum given by Sir Alexander Gibb in his National Ports Survey, a report of 1931-32:

“In dealing with the Ship Canal, it is opportune to refer to the question of winter navigation, which from time to time receives a certain amount of publicity. The introduction of icebreakers has extended the season of Montreal by sixteen days; it previously averaged 7 months and is now 7½ months. Theoretically, the earliest and latest dates yet recorded are respectively March 29 in 1921 and, until the present 1931-32 abnormal conditions, January 6 in 1929. For all practical purposes, however, the season may be said to open in the third week in April and to close in the first week in December. This is much as can be certainly secured by the present methods; the expense is considerable but the results have been very valuable. To go beyond this would require a revolutionary change in method and even if the object could be secured, which is exceedingly doubtful, there would be no justification for the expenditure necessary to maintain navigation through the whole winter.

“Apart, however, from the technical and financial considerations that would face the Government, the excessive cost to shipping of hull and cargo insurance, the difficulties of navigation and the risk of serious delays would be insuperable obstacles to the commercial use of the St. Lawrence in the winter. Unless and until entirely new methods are devised, it is, I think, idle to bring the idea of winter navigation into calculations regarding the St. Lawrence route; and I think the reputation of the route is only likely to be tarnished by efforts to extend unnaturally the season of navigation.”

Icebreakers indeed can do wonders. They originated from the Arctic whaling ships specially strengthened at the bow to be able to charge against the ice. The first recognized icebreaker, designed for that purpose only, was put on by Russia (1870) to keep open the Port of Cronstadt. After that they were much used in the Russian and Swedish ports. The earlier icebreakers such as the Lady Grey and the Montcalm, which were put on the St. Lawrence early in this century, were built spoon-shaped in the bow, and relied chiefly on lifting themselves on the ice, like a seal, and breaking it with their weight. More recent types resort also to cutting a passage through the ice with a propeller at the bow as well as at the stern. The great Russian icebreaker the Baikal works on keeping open a channel across Lake Baikal, a body of water over four hundred miles long, the lower part of which lies right across the path of the Trans-Siberian Railway. The channel kept open is fifty-two miles long through ice extending all the way and three feet thick.

It would be possible to keep the St. Lawrence channel open if we had icebreakers enough, working hard enough. But the cost of operation would be one of all proportion to any benefit received by the Port of Montreal; especially as the benefit derived from the earlier spring opening of the river, as far as ocean steamers are concerned, would be nothing at all, not one red cent, red or frozen. The point is that the Gulf of St. Lawrence and the Cabot Strait leading out of it could not be kept open. The Gulf does not freeze over as a solid mass, but the winter makes it an area of drifting ice floes with all shore lines and straits blocked with heavy ice. Commercial navigation is impossible. It is the opening of the Gulf which regulates now the opening of navigation up to Montreal. In old days the river was open for only a little over five months. The Gulf opened first and closed last. Ships waited for the river. Hence the prospects of early navigation in the season of today depend on the reports constantly sent in from the Gulf by aviation and telegraphed upriver to the Department of Transport at Ottawa from an Atlantic station, which is not to be named in wartime, but which is a city of over 60,000 inhabitants with a university in it and called after the head of the Board of Trade under George the Second.

Such reports, carrying the same old charm of the sea in its newest form, run in such a tone and tune as this:

FLIGHT NUMBER TWO STOP 1658 HOURS STOP PROCEEDED DIRECT TO NORTH PT P.E.I. THENCE TO GASPÉ TO HEATH PT ANTICOSTI TO CAPE GEORGE NFLD TO CAPE RAY TO 46.00 N 59.00 W TO SCATARI ISLAND AND ALONG COAST TO HALIFAX LANDED 1552 HOURS STOP ICE SIGHTED EN ROUTE STOP NORTHUMBERLAND STRAIT FROM CAPE TORMENTINE EASTWARD TO HILLSBOROUGH BAY OPEN WATER THEN CLOSE PACKED ICE AS FAR AS CAN BE SEEN STOP FROM CAPE TORMENTINE WESTWARD THROUGH STRAIT TO WEST PT P.E.I. CLOSE PACKED ON SOUTH SIDE AND EXTENDING NORTHWARD TO A LINE FROM MIRAMICHI BAY TO NORTH PT P.E.I. STOP WESTWARD OF A LINE FROM NORTH PT P.E.I. TO SOUTH PT ANTICOSTI OPEN WATER WITH EXCEPTION SMALL STRING TEN MILES EAST OF BIRTH PT STOP NORTH SIDE BAY CHALEUR OPEN WATER AS FAR AS CAN BE SEEN

 

Mr. Alexander Ferguson, the Port Manager of the Harbour of Montreal, makes the following interesting analysis of the situation from 1871 to 1940:

It is found that during the past seventy years the period of time the harbour is open to ocean navigation has definitely increased. This fact is clearly shown by the following averages:
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1871 to 1940, inclusive — 218 days.
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1881 to 1940, inclusive — 222 days.
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1891 to 1940, inclusive — 223 days.
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1901 to 1940, inclusive — 226 days.
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1911 to 1940, inclusive — 228 days.
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1921 to 1940, inclusive — 231 days.
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1931 to 1940, inclusive — 234 days.






Analyzing the earlier years still further, we find that during the ten years from 1871 to 1880, the harbour was open an average of only 207 days. Comparing this with the average of 234 days for the last ten years indicates that we can now reasonably expect some twenty-seven more days’ navigation than we could sixty-five to seventy years ago.

We have spoken of the typical Montreal citizen who sits and reads the summer sailing list of the port as people in Kentucky read about horse races. A marvelous sailing list indeed it is. The effect is created not so much by the impressive schedule of sailing dates of the great passenger liners, extending for weeks ahead, as by the announced voyages of steamers that seem to be striking out for ports all over the seven seas. Here are ships from Montreal to Amsterdam, Rotterdam, and as many dams as there are in Holland; ships from Montreal to the Baltic; ships direct from Montreal to South Africa, and of late years Montreal to West Africa; ships from Montreal to the Mediterranean and to Greece; and in the contrary direction ships of the New Zealand Shipping Company from Montreal to New Zealand via Cape Horn. Strangest of all are the sailings, not regular but intermittent, and presaging all kinds of things for the future are the sailings and the announced arrivals of ships between Vancouver and Montreal via the Panama Canal, or ships in port at Montreal on a voyage from Toronto and even Fort William to Vancouver. The strangest-seeming cargo route, for those who take an interest in such things, used to be that of the Booth Line out of Liverpool for Iquitos, Peru, not via the Pacific Ocean but up the Amazon, clear through Brazil and out again, to a seaport that ought to be, by school geography, on the top of the Andes. But the voyage from Fort William to Vancouver, in apparent defiance of the Rocky Mountains, is at least a close second.

Most of these boats are merely cargo boats, not tramps, but vessels running on a schedule. A few like the New Zealand boats carry passengers. Indeed, there has always been from the Port of Montreal a sort of specialty of steamers taking a few passengers only — up to a dozen — boats not in a hurry, not precise as to their day of sailing, boats without music or hired amusement, but for those who know enough to secure a passage in them, offering a type of old-time comfort, of undisturbed quiet, lost in the crowded tumult of a fashionable liner. The “economics” of such passenger boats is interesting. After all, a vessel must float. It can’t be all full of dead-weight cargo; you must have some air in it or it will sink. So you may as well put some passengers in the air, as you have to have it anyway; not too many or they’ll need too much air. In any case, after you pass such and such a number, maritime law on the St. Lawrence, as elsewhere, runs into a new set of regulations, necessary for a crowded ship’s company, negligible for a tableful, questions of carrying a doctor, nurses, children’s playrooms, sale of liquor, and such. The ships we speak of avoid this higher scale of cost. The passengers, apart from a little bit of table and bedroom service, partly covered by tips, carried thus to fill up the air, are “velvet” to the ship and the voyage velvet to the passenger.

There is no doubt that the psychology of ocean travel, before the catastrophe of the depression, had got hopelessly mixed up with luxury, hurry, and ostentation. The revolt against it takes various forms. One is the revolt of the wholesome-minded young people, students and such, caring nothing for social forms and too sensible to waste money when they can use it better, who deliberately “go third,” and in going it have lifted up third till it threatens “first.” The other is the revolt, or the reversion, of older people to the ship of the past, sailing its leisurely way with the old-time uncertainty of the sea. Added to both the revolts is the supertravel of the air, out-luxifying luxury, and making the twenty-five knots of the ocean liner look like twenty-five cents. If luxury travels by air, if love travels third, and peace travels slow — how then will float the floating palace? As between such tendencies there might be reason to suppose that the luxury liner may not be the “success” type of ship in a restored world. The Port of Montreal might reflect on this awhile.

But to appreciate in the concrete the varied character of the ocean shipping entering the Port of Montreal, one should turn to the pages of Mr. Lawrence Tombs’s masterly technical study of the port. Mr. Tombs presents a very vivid picture of the varied cargo trade out of Montreal by giving some “specimen export cargoes” of outgoing ships of the period just following the Great War (season 1925). Here is the steamship Grey County, May 8, Montreal to the Havre, carrying 54,000 bushels of wheat; 455 pieces of timber; 2 cases of cotton goods; 1 case sundries; 3 bales woolens; 2 cases silks; 21 packages; 1800 bundles hides; 192 rolls paper; 4968 packages implements; 1289 billets copper; 268 cakes copper; 12 cases dry goods; 50 cases catsup; 14 barrels of graphite; 14 boxes engines; 600 bags of asbestos; 1220 bales wood pulp; 1 case canoes; 37 boxes mica; 1118 bags w. shanks; 2 boxes of books — a cargo which looks like something for everybody in the Havre, with even canoes and books to read.

Yet here on the same morning is the Bretta outward bound for Cardiff and Bristol, with 59,600 bags of sugar — just that. Going down the river the same day is the Canadian Victor, also bound for Cardiff but carrying 175,000 bushels of wheat; 28,000 bushels of oats; and a list of items at long as that of the Grey County with not single one, except “wheat,” the same.

With these ships goes the steamship New Aster, off for Limerick; 178,000 bushels of wheat — nothing else.

Next day there follows the Manchester Regiment bound for Manchester. She is carrying as the main item of her cargo 727 head of cattle. This means to those who know the St. Lawrence that the cattle trade has been opened again after its long cessation. In the old days of steam and sail discussed in an earlier chapter the cattle trade out of Montreal was one of the outstanding features of the port. Canadian cattle were taken over thin— “store cattle,” they called them — and fattened up for the British butcher after their arrival. Even some of the passenger steamers, the old Laurentian and such, carried cattle, and the cattle boat played a peculiar part in offering a free ocean trip to young men willing to help look after the animals. The British apprehension of “foot and mouth disease” being brought over by Canadian cattle — a very acute apprehension since there was none of the disease in Canada — led to the prohibition after 1893 of this trade in store cattle. This kept the British market for the British stock farmer. The cattle boats disappeared from the river. When the embargo was lifted in 1923 it was necessary to secure new boats of a suitable type. A ship of eight thousand tons with permanent fittings for the cattle pens will carry at least five hundred cattle, needing the care of about twenty cattlemen. But tariff changes and other causes have rendered the cattle trade of later days varying and uncertain.

 

But the cattle on the Manchester Regiment are only the main item of a manifest that carries thirty-eight others. Apart from 646 bags of cattle feed, the 2309 bales of hay, and the 101 bales of straw which constitute the cattle’s own board and lodging, the ship carries 1250 sacks of flour, 16,977 pieces of pine, 1941 boxes of cheese, 776 barrels of apples, 60,600 maple blocks, and so on, endlessly. Some of the items, like the wheat, the flour, the cheese, the apples, the 9350 boxes of lard, are agricultural products of the farm and grist mill, others represent agriculture plus the factory — 346 boxes of canned beef, 2000 cases of evaporated milk, etc., others purely manufactures, as 67 boxes of auto tires and 21 reels of cable, 40 boxes of steel nails, etc.; others were things purely of the mind and imagination as the four cases of advertising matter.

This Manchester Regiment, by the way, is a typical ocean cargo boat of large size as contrasted with the typical large-size lake carrier. With a total length of 471 feet, 6 inches she has a beam of 57 feet, 9 inches with a speed of 14½ knots. If loaded with wheat only she could carry 397,787 bushels on a draft of 30 feet, 2 inches. A Canadian lake freighter of the largest class carries 500,000 bushels with a draft of only 18 feet, 6 inches. But her superficial measurement would show a length of 633 feet and a beam of 70 feet.

On the next day the Doonholm sails for New Zealand and Australia with a manifest list that covers half a page of print and makes the others look simple. It is notable that the items are all manufactured goods. The largest single item is that of 4685 packages of agricultural implements. On the other hand the Aldermin sails next day for Rotterdam carrying nothing but wheat, rye, and oats. The “opposite number” of the Aldermin, the import vessel in the other direction, would be one of the famous “gin ships,” carrying gin to Montreal from Holland (and nothing else). The green and red cases of DeKuyper breathed, or seemed to breathe, a soft atmosphere over the port. Their arrival was always specially announced in the Montreal press, half jocosely, half joyously.

Among this unending variety of exports and imports one can, however, form a good idea of what are the principal items of the ocean trade of Montreal and of their relative importance from the tables published each year by the Dominion Department of Marine and Fisheries. They are for calendar years, not fiscal, and therefore the year 1938 is the last one that is undisturbed by war conditions.

The statistics here presented must be taken with a word of caution, or a grain of salt, or with any of the things that statistics are usually taken with. It is evident that some of the commodities in question are loaded off, and then loaded on, to vessels in port and hence counted twice, or twice less the amount of the commodity consumed in Montreal. Others come by rail, or are made in Montreal, and thus count only once. Note the cases of cement, sugar, etc.

PORT OF MONTREAL

Principal Commodities in Water-borne Cargoes Landed from and Loaded to Vessels of Montreal, 1938



	
Commodity


	
Total, 1938, Tons





	
Grain


	
5,002,755





	
Coal, bituminous


	
2,114,141





	
Petroleum, crude


	
2,624,206





	
Coal, anthracite


	
1,681,826





	
Petroleum products (except gasoline)


	
673,564





	
Gasoline


	
1,018,593





	
Sugar


	
355,588





	
Flour


	
234,120





	
Wood pulp


	
378,520





	
Base bullion, matte, pig and ingot (nonferrous metals)


	
209,767





	
Cement


	
107,692





	
Canned goods (except meats)


	
103,130





	
Lumber, timber, box, crate, and cooperage material


	
134,248





	
Iron and steel (bar, sheet, structural, pipe)


	
96,939





	
Automobiles, auto trucks, and auto parts


	
82,005





	
Molasses


	
52,138





	
Dressed meats


	
74,485





	
Ores and concentrates (except iron)


	
31,855





	
Sulphur


	
35,173





	
Newsprint


	
49,056





	
Mill products (except flour)


	
121,514





	
 


	
 





	
                Totals (21 Commodities)


	
15,181,315





	
 


	
 





	
        Grand Totals, All Commodities


	
16,193,805






Montreal stands in most intimate relation to the export of grain (mainly wheat) and its equivalent, flour, and hence to the production of western wheat, and hence to the economic life of the Northwest. Wheat is no longer the main product nor the mainstay of Canada. Gold alone runs it close, and in the gross value of the product it is rivaled by pulp and paper, by the packing industries, and far exceeded by textiles as a total class. In many recent years the tourist trade has run ahead of it in dollars and cents. Indeed the whole product of agriculture only represents about a quarter of Canadian production today. But agriculture builds a nation. Tourist trade sells it. Tourist trade is indeed the worst of national economies, mere economic serfdom that tends to turn a nation into hotelkeepers selling scenery with waiters serving supper to people on vacation, whose work is to make iron and steel and such things in real industries.

Wheat and its equivalent, flour, is the chief grain export as the crop of rye, oats, and barley is largely used for animal feed and for distilling. Canada consumes about twenty per cent of its wheat at home; its people eat about four bushels each; the rest is fed to poultry, etc. A hen will eat (gladly) a bushel a year.

Since the opening of the Panama Canal Montreal loses all the wheat export that goes out by Vancouver and the Panama Canal, an unexpected commercial phenomenon. This meant 38,000,000 bushels in the total export crop of 146,000,000 bushels in 1938-39. Only a small part, what is called diplomatically a “token,” goes out by the Hudson Bay Route, 916,913 bushels in 1938. The season is not only short but even shorter than it looks, opening before export is ready. In any case the Churchill route is handicapped by the fact that there is no market for shipping. Everything must be done by previous charter. Moreover, delay means imprisonment for winter, perhaps on a rising market. Montreal has nothing to fear from Churchill, but much from Vancouver-Panama. Nor does the West any longer worry over Churchill. The route is now unimportant politically. The railway was built as the prairie farmer’s safety valve. Panama supplies a better: it takes all the British Columbia wheat, practically all the Alberta export, and a fringe of the Saskatchewan.

The bulk of the export wheat moves to Fort William, thence by water down the lakes to the Lake Huron ports and Port Colborne on Lake Erie, the head of the Welland Canal. But at Lake Erie the moving stream is tapped by exports via Buffalo to American ports, chiefly New York, where the advantage of a continual and competitive market for shipping offers a great advantage. Cut rates at New York at times have turned wheat into ship’s ballast at Montreal. In 1938-39 (July 31-July 31), 30,000,000 bushels of Canadian export wheat went out by that route.

Navigation ends at Montreal only to begin again. The river and lake navigation extends, in its first stretch, 369 miles to reach Lake Erie at Port Colborne, the head of the Welland Canal; 237 miles more to the head of Lake Erie at Toledo; 389 miles more, past Detroit and up Lake Huron to Sault Ste. Marie, and from there 273 miles to Fort William, a total transit to the Canadian head of Lake Superior of 1168 miles. The full distance to the head of the lake at Duluth is 1245 miles. The distance from Montreal to the tail of Lake Michigan at Chicago is 1200 miles. In this vast area of inland navigation there moved in 1938 through Canadian canals about 20,000,000 tons of shipping.

More than that. From Chicago navigation connects, not yet in great volume, with the whole inland water system of the Mississippi, the Missouri, and the Ohio, reaching thus to the Gulf of Mexico. This system once held all the national importance of a main system of communication, all the peculiar splendor and romance that went with the Mississippi passenger steamboats of the days of Mark Twain. The railroad humbled all its pride, into lifeless levees, with grass among the cobblestones, a few dingy scows, and a few dilapidated excursion steamers, calling “Ho! for Barnes’s Point,” to people who could drive there in fifteen minutes in their motorcars.

All this has changed. Water-borne traffic is coming back to its own. The world of today moves dead-weight cargoes, heavy as lead, heedless of time, careless of wind and weather, and influenced only by the inconceivable cheapness of transit by water. The new bride of the waters is the cement barge, moving as majestically as the water funeral in Tennyson’s poem.

It was this development of water-borne inland traffic which led to the wide popular demand for the creation of a seaway from the St. Lawrence to the Great Lakes, by which is meant a deepening of existing canals so as to allow the passage of ocean vessels. By this the shipping on the inland waters and the shipping on the ocean routes would be amalgamated into one great system of water transport, and the sea would, as it were, wash the shores of Toronto Bay and the Lake Front at Chicago. The great inland cities, from Chicago, Duluth, and Fort William all the way down to Kingston and Oswego, would become ocean ports enjoying that outlook on the seven seas now possessed by Montreal and Quebec alone. The project has in it all the appeal that goes with those vast achievements of man over nature which revolutionize the globe we live on — the digging of the Suez Canal, the far greater achievement of Panama, the vast schemes of irrigation dams that turn a desert to a garden, Assuam and Boulder and Grand Coulee, and the projects still unrealized for flooding the low-level part of the Sahara Desert to bring rain to the rest of it and turn it again to what it was thousands of years ago.

None of these projects has a more generous appeal, a nobler outlook than the project of the St. Lawrence Seaway. Agitated and discussed for years, the plan was at last definitely accepted and the Seaway Pact signed by the President of the United States and the Dominion Government in 1941, accompanied by a parallel pact as between Ontario and Ottawa. It calls for the completion of the seaway by 1948. Delayed by the opening of war, it appears probable that construction may be undertaken as a work contributing itself to victory.

Many of us cannot help but endorse the plan of the seaway for the sake of this very grandeur of outline. On general principles it seems as if opening up a water connection from the heart of North America out to the open sea must be of benefit to mankind at large. Nor would it seem to involve any greater cost in human labor, the ultimate cost of all production, than to set to work the idle millions fed free in bad times by the rest of us. But these generous and general speculations must not blind us to the serious aspects to be considered in regard to the seaway as a “business proposition.”

One point of discussion, however, hitherto in the front line of argument, has unexpectedly vanished, and may now be mentioned first, only to be dismissed. A serious objection to the ship canal was its creation of needless power to the detriment of existing power enterprises. This objection was hitherto very generally regarded as sound, though not of necessity final as other advantages might offset it. The conclusion of the Brookings Institution in its admirable study of the project in 1929 ran: “Our analysis indicates that, although the development of the St. Lawrence hydroelectric energy will in the course of time doubtless be economically profitable, its exploitation at present would be premature.” The hand of war has wiped the objection away as easily as a child’s writing off a slate. It appears now in this hour of stress that we have not too much power but too little. We must develop more. When peace comes we shall need it even more for it is already seen that the only way to prevent peace from precipitating disaster by dislocation of employment is to turn war industry into peace industry at the same tempo with work for all as easy and as lucrative as now. For us in Canada this means work spent in the development and settlement of our still empty country. For that we can harness all the power in the Great Lakes watershed and find it still insufficient.

All opponents of the seaway project stress the evidence that is given by experts as to the essential difference between lake vessels and ocean vessels. This, of course, leaves out of count the vessels of war, a negligible quantity on the lakes in peacetime, prohibited by treaty and existing only in indirect form. It leaves out of count all the sailing yachts, sailing dinghies and “motor-boats” (not motor-driven cargo boats) of all sizes and forms, the whole apparatus of sport on the water; fun is fun anywhere but fun fourteen feet deep is deep enough anyway. The reference, of course, is to the vessels of commerce, not those of war and sport.

In the case of passenger vessels the distinction between an ocean liner and a river steamer would be obvious even to the eye of an Idaho miner — without coming up to look. The river steamer has developed lines of artistic beauty far more attractive to the untrained eye of the land than are the mixed superstructures, the humps, gaps, and derricks of most ocean steamers. The ocean boat never recaptures its lines till it reaches the superior tonnage of a duchess. But to the nautical eye the river steamer is all wrong; it carries its center of buoyancy too far up in its chest. It is liable to “turn turtle,” as did even the ocean ships in the period when the designers first struggled with the problem of carrying heavy guns on the upper decks of iron ships; as witness the loss of H.M.S. Captain in 1870; or when designers went too far in carrying weight of superstructure — the probable cause of the mysterious loss of the Waratah in 1909 — vanished with all hands. But the river steamer in the ocean would not only be liable to upset but certain to, in upsetting weather. It could only cross the ocean if the ocean stayed quiet enough. But for its own line of work, it can carry more passengers in less space for less cost than is possible for an ocean vessel.

Discussion centers around the cargo boats. “The lake freighters,” writes the naval architect, Herbert C. Sadler, “are the last word in a type of vessel especially developed to do the business of carrying bulk commodities, such as iron ore, coal, etc., in the most economical way between the lake ports. Their business is on the lakes, not on the ocean. To alter the design to allow them to go to sea would be suicidal.”

Ocean boats are essentially stronger and deeper. Stress is laid on stability in navigation, but for the lake boat on rapidity and mechanical cheapness in loading and unloading. An average of ten modern Upper Lake freighters shows a length of 535 feet to a beam of 58 feet and a draft of 27½, along with 303 horsepower. The corresponding ocean freighter has a length of 427 feet to a beam of 55 and a draft of 32 with a horsepower of 533. The lake freighter’s hatches are in a continuous series on 24-foot centers, the ocean boat quite diversified. The lake boat is loaded and unloaded by gear on the dock, the ocean boat by gear on the deck.

The highly specialized appearance of the lake freighter in its extreme form leaps, as the French say, to the eye. Here is the great wheat carrier Gleneagles, 582 feet long but throughout nearly its whole length presenting nothing but a flat deck, all battened down, not even a chair to sit on; the only superstructures are the tiers of little deck houses four stories high, away up in the bow, and a group of others rising behind the funnel away at the stern. The boat has a beam of sixty feet, a molded depth of thirty-two feet, and a draft of twenty-one. But thus fashioned for one purpose the Gleneagles can carry 445,000 bushels of wheat.

Yet a part of this argument is not so sound as the other part. Granted the difference in gear and hatches, it may be that these differences are a consequence, not a cause. They may exist because the Welland Canal has a depth of twenty-five feet and not of thirty-six; and other boats may owe something of their shape to the limitations of the fourteen feet of Lachine and the canal system of the St. Lawrence above it.

One limit, however, is permanent. It is not possible to deepen the ship canal below Montreal to a depth to accommodate the world’s great ships. Digging a canal is one thing; digging and blasting rock for two hundred miles is another. Some of the world’s ships never will, never can, come up the seaway. How many are shut out? Here we may take the evidence presented in the Brookings Institution Report of 1929, very generally regarded as perhaps the best and most unbiased summary of the economic side of the case. It has to be admitted that the report makes out a bad case. We must remember that a twenty-seven-foot channel doesn’t float a twenty-seven-foot draft ship. It can’t scrape the bottom. You must give it, in salt water which floats it best, two and a half feet under the bottom, and in fresh water, three feet.

The tables cited in the report endeavor to show what proportion of existing ocean shipping could enter a seaway according to the depth of channel offered. Thus a twenty-five-foot St. Lawrence Great Lakes channel would only permit the passage of ships with an ocean draft of twenty-two feet, six inches. But if you take the cargo ships in the U.S. foreign trade as illustrating the traffic that the seaway would be supposed to bring up the river, you find that 88½ per cent of them are of deeper draft than twenty-two feet, six inches. These figures are those of 1926, but as ships tend to grow bigger rather than smaller they apply as well, or better, today. Hence it is argued that a twenty-five-foot canal “would exclude all important ocean shipping.” A twenty-seven-foot channel as favored by the Canadian section of the Joint Board of Engineers (1926) would admit ships with an ocean draft of twenty-four feet, six inches. Even this, the report argues, would greatly restrict the availability of the seaway. Of the passenger cargo ships now in the U.S. foreign trade, this would admit only 37 of the total 277. Of cargo ships it would admit only 1504 out of a total 3103. Even of the tonnage operating (at the time of the report) on a regular schedule out of Montreal and Quebec, in all 82 steamers of which 59 were British, only 13 per cent could go on up the seaway with a twenty-seven-foot channel. Similarly a twenty-seven-foot channel would exclude 60 per cent of the tramp grain ships that come to Montreal from using the seaway above and 81 per cent of the cargo vessels and the tankers engaged in the intercoastal trade. The report argues that a channel depth of thirty-three feet is the minimum that could serve the supposed purpose of the seaway. Even that would exclude — a quite obvious fact — the great luxury liners.

 

The opinion of what are called Montreal “interests” are strongly against the seaway. By “interests” we mean people affected in dollars and cents by the project, either directly as shipping men or indirectly as shareholders. Naturally, since “interests” are as human as the rest of us, they cannot help seeing the project from their own point of view — through the bottom of an empty pocket. The Port of Montreal, they say, and indirectly much of the city, lives on the transshipment of cargo, ocean to lakes, lakes to ocean. The seaway, if successful and in proportion to its success, would substitute passage-through for transshipment. It would do to Montreal what Montreal did to Quebec. Hence the bigger the success made in Toronto and Duluth, the less in Montreal. If, on the other hand, the seaway failed, it would leave a vast burden of taxes for no tangible benefit.

Thus having been as thoroughly damned as the rapids themselves, as badly scraggled as the Jackdaw of Rheims, it is pleasant to know that the seaway plan is to go right ahead. As agreed in the Pacts of 1941 it calls for a twenty-seven-foot channel through the St. Lawrence and the lakes and the connecting waters. The heaviest work to be done will be in the international section of the St. Lawrence between Lake St. Francis and Lake Ontario. Here the proposal involves great physical changes; the heavy dam needed to get the twenty-seven feet of depth will flood out many islands and half islands in the river all the way from Cornwall to Cardinal (about 40 miles), drown out a long stretch of the existing highway, and even of the track of the Canadian National Railway.

 

A unique part of the plan, a queer example of the romance of engineering, will be the arresting of some of the rivers that now flow north to James Bay and recalling them to the St. Lawrence watershed, to guarantee a sufficient head of water. This indeed is already being done by the diversion of Long Lac, which hitherto drained into the Albany River, into Lake Superior and the diversion of the Ogoki, a tributary of the Albany into Lake Nipigon and thus to the St. Lawrence watershed. The estimate of cost made by the Joint Board of Engineers (1926) was $427,000,000. In the light of the war finance of the hour this seems a mere bubble.

The truth is that arguments against the seaway never reached home, as compared with the vast and obvious general truth of the physical utility of water connection halfway across the continent. It has been seen that the power objection has vanished into mist. The rest will go also. We must look at the long run, not the short. The life of a ship is little more than a generation. In forty years a new set of ships will sail the seas anyway. The existence of the seaway will alter all conditions. It may place such a premium on ships of a twenty-two-foot draft as to alter the world’s shipbuilding. It may be that even with transshipment at Montreal a new era would open for larger vessels out of the great inland cities with other and more varied cargoes than grain and ore and such single dead weight. Even the passenger trade will have its surprises. Large liners may move on lazily past Montreal all the way to Chicago, with a new set of passengers taking a lake cruise with the music and luxury of the supership. Compare the cruises “New York to Montreal” via ocean liner which no one foresaw. And finally the construction and extension of the seaway may afford exactly the kind of postwar activity needed for the out-of-work millions of veterans and ex-munition makers.

FOOTNOTES:

R. O. Campney, special article, Canada Year Book, 1940.


CHAPTER XIII. French and English

How French Is Montreal? First and Second Impressions. Statistics of Racial Origin. The French Language in Montreal. As Good French as the English Is Good English — Old French and New. Extent of Bilingualism. Separation of the Races. Division of Education, Family, and Social Life. The Two Universities. French and English Street Names.
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AN APOLOGY, OR at least an explanation, is needed for the use of “English” at the head of this chapter. This generalized use of “English” and “England” has become a matter of great sensitiveness. Time was when world-famous books could be written under such titles as The Expansion of England, The English Constitution, England in Egypt, and the Government of England, with no outcry from Wales or protest from the Isle of Man. A poet could write that the “sands of the desert are sodden red . . . and England far and honour a name,” without being asked the distance from Glasgow or Dublin. The words “England” and “America” are both used in senses quite wrong, and exactly right.

The trouble was that the United States never had an adjective; hence “American” and therefore “America.” The mother country didn’t have a single name; all the various terms meant too much or too little. “Great Britain” left out Ireland. “Britain” left out the “British Empire.” The British Empire took in India, and the “United Kingdom” is a law term. “Britain” was, till very recently, a poetic term. Forty years ago a person would no more think of taking a trip to Britain than he would to Caledonia or Erin. Only poets went there. Nor has “Britain” any fully competent adjective, since “British” won’t translate and is especially unsuitable for Montreal as the French cannot say “les Britanniques” and must say “les Anglais.”

The usage in Montreal has always been for English people to say “the French and the English.” French people used also to say “les Canadiens” to mean themselves, but seldom now, and the English never. “British” is used only for the special distinction of British race as opposed to English speech.

Montreal is overwhelmingly a French city by racial origin as compared with British and by a heavy majority even when we include among the “English” (English speaking), the Europeans, other than French, the Jews, the four or five thousand Asiatics and the handful — if one thousand makes a handful — of Negroes. The latest classified census returns show the city as 64 per cent French, 22 per cent British, 5 per cent Jewish, and 9 per cent something else.

This great predominance of the French is entirely contrary to the first general impression of casual visitors and tourists. These visitors see only certain parts and certain aspects of Montreal — the railway stations, the steamship docks, the big hotels, the main shopping district, and, perhaps, McGill University. They can form no idea of how French the city really is. It seems an English-speaking city, except that a lot of the people speak a rather queer but not unattractive English. The true racial aspect of the population is concealed from casual visitors partly because they do not go into the specially French parts of the town, and also because the section of the population that is neither French nor British, which includes the large element brought by the European migration of this century, learns to speak English rather than French. To this is added the fact that the great bulk of the French are bilingual to a certain extent and use English in the current intercourse of shops and streets. The last classified census returns show that of the total French population of the province of Quebec, 71 per cent of the French speak French only; and even on the Island of Montreal 38 per cent of the French people speak French only. But this is partly because the island includes a large semirural area, and all French children under five are classified as not speaking any other language, which is just like statistics. These “children under five” represent one tenth of the whole population, or the equal of one third of the class in question. Count them out altogether and the 38 per cent changes to about 25.

On the other hand, many British people live and die in Montreal and make no attempt to learn to talk French, getting no further with it than the bilingual call of the streetcar conductor giving them a choice of Guy! and Ghee! Prinsse Árthur and Prinsse Arthúr.

We have also to realize that, as far as present vision can go, the French language in Montreal, as in French Canada, is there to stay. The mass of the people speak it as their mother tongue; it has behind it all that goes with a system of public education, covering eleven years of school, the four years of college, the law school, the graduate school, the medical clinic, and the laboratory of science, with French as the medium of instruction throughout. Add to this the French metropolitan press of Montreal with daily and weekly editions comparable to those of any great American city. To this is added the unending outpour of French that comes from the private radio stations speaking French and the government (C.B.C.— “Radio-Canada”), which is compelled to be bilingual at the peril of its life. By these combined good offices the Montreal taxi driver may hear as he drives the appealing accents of a chanson d’amour. This bilingualism, we say, is at the peril of the political life of Radio-Canada, because the French are intensely jealous of their language, insist on its use in street signs, traffic directions, and other wastes of paint. People in Montreal keep off the grass in two languages and are directed on their way by such signs, imbecile at first sight, as “Pont Victoria Bridge,” “Parc LaFontaine Park,” “School Zone École,” and so on. Insistence goes further and puts French needlessly on our paper dollars with a “CINQ” that looks like “One” — and acts like it; insists on it for railway stations and timetables where much of it is an amalgam of English and wears a suspicious look. A train in Montreal is marked up as due in English and dû in French, a thing unknown in France. But this distorted language is mostly forced by the exigencies of translation, not, as will be shown later, by the “badness” of French in Montreal.

But the main factor in the retention of French in Montreal is its rootage in the history of the country and its embodiment in the sacred offices of the church. “When a people lose their liberty,” says Alphonse Daudet, “as long as they keep their language it is as if they held the key to their prison.” For the French in Canada the doors of what was once their prison have long since been thrown wide open. But they keep the key.

A rough-and-ready, very rough and not quite ready, division of the area of Montreal shows the French on what is called the east side — east of St. Lawrence Main Street — and the English on the west side. The division came about as follows. As the old French town was more and more taken over by shops, business houses, and public institutions, the families moved out into the suburbs. The richer ones began building houses even beyond these original “faubourgs,” up the slope toward the mountain — the old Torrance House, Simon McTavish’s famous house (afterward haunted), and similar suburban manors. The English (in this case many of them Scottish), growing rich and controlling capital, bought up the beautiful farms that stretched away from the crown of Beaver Hall Hill to the very foot of the mountain — the McGill farm, the McTavish farm, and others, some once French, as seen in the City Map of 1836. The central and best part of this became the English residential district of the richer class already described. From this district English settlement spread west, taking the second best when the first was gone. The French, moving from the old town, of necessity, went further east, along Sherbrooke and up the beautiful road that became St. Denis, and so, eastward and northward, out over Logan’s Farm and down the river endlessly.

Yet this general division was broken by many exceptions. The French area was the first to extend to encircle the mountain so that, on its rearward side, Outremont and the Côte des Neiges village are French. Yet when settlement was further extended by the tunnel, Mount Royal was occupied by the English. The French also originally spread in St. Ann’s suburb beside what had been the river, St. Pierre, but the influx of Irish into Griffintown made an “enclave,” or whatever is Irish for it, among the French. Verdun and the factory area, as already seen, became mainly English-speaking but with many French intermixed. On the French side, the east side, the factory districts that grew up and the Canadian Pacific (Angus) Railway shops drove a wedge of English-speaking workers into what had been an entirely French area.

These general tendencies are illustrated statistically by the map of the municipal wards of Montreal and the areas of municipalities surrounded by Montreal, viz., the cities of Verdun, Westmount, Outremont, and the town of Mount Royal.

The question naturally arises as to what extent this large predominance of French people implies the use of the French language. There is very much misunderstanding in regard to the French spoken in Montreal. It happens once in every while that some English visitor, meaning no harm, refers to it as a “patois.” The effect is like throwing a brick into a beehive. There is no point of their nationality on which the French Canadians are so touchy as on their language. Proud and confident of their quite imperfect English, they are sensitive to a degree about their practically perfect French. All the more so as many people, both in Great Britain and the United States, suppose that what is spoken in Montreal is not really French.

The point is one that will stand some explanation. The written French of the books and of the journalism of Montreal, and of the speech of educated French Canadians in Montreal, is just as much French, just as much and just as little, as the speech of the English people is English. We are speaking here, of course, not of Frenchmen who have come out from France, or English people just out from England, but of people born and raised in this country or brought to it in such early childhood as fully to take on its accent. On these terms English Canadians, however well educated, going over to England are never mistaken for English, nor are Irish from Dublin, nor Australians from under the Equator. Which speech is best and which worst, and which worse still, there is no need to discuss. Certainly the English of darkest Ontario sinks low; “current” is pronounced “curnt,” and an orange becomes an “ornge.” On the other hand, there are circles in England where a railway becomes a “wailway,” from which the 4.04 train leaves at “faw faw.”

Such superiority in general as the English language of the “old country” — England, Scotland, and Ireland all three — has over the English spoken in Canada comes from the greater attention paid to voice and its cultivation in the schools. Reading aloud is almost disregarded in public education in Canada, a result of the curse of standardizing matriculation, which omits it because it “doesn’t count.” The result is well-known to anybody who ever asks a McGill student to read aloud from a book to his fellow students in the class and then lets him sit down and allows a public-school boy from England to do it. The poor old school tie has been at least good for the throat.

But this is mere rivalry of language. For the unlucky French Canadian there is no rivalry, nothing but (linguistically) master and servant. He is measured against Paris and there is no appeal. He has had to tolerate as best he could that peculiar arrogance of the old world toward the culture of the new, which, until yesterday, the new world had to bear. Such values are all shifting now and are sliding the same way — Spanish courtesy, German culture, Italian honor, and French generalship — in the wreckage that was Europe. Presently the French Canadian would perhaps rather not be mistaken for a Frenchman.
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The speech of the French-Canadian habitant and the speech of the Montreal French working class is a different matter. It is not intelligible to English people who have learned French elsewhere and not mixed with French-Canadian working people. French people from France understand it easily enough, just as any of us understand the English of Somerset and very nearly understand the English of Yorkshire.

So much for comprehension. As to the words used, there are in both the spoken and printed French of Montreal, innumerable English words, some taken over without change and some with shifts of spelling or oddities of pronunciation. But so there are, though not so many, in the French spoken in Paris. Most English people know very little of the French language, little more than lies within the circle of an Ollendorff, or other “grammar,” and a few trips across the Channel. Yet they have an easy and arrogant assumption that they know French. When such people come to Montreal and see in the newspapers and hear in speech this peculiar vocabulary of English words they think how different it is from the purity of Paris. They find themselves invited to lunch (longsh), even to luncher, to take a biftek in a bar with a songwidge, to attend a mitting where they meet un gentleman or une flirt, un jocky or un dandy, and so on endlessly — not realizing that all these terms are Parisian French. So, too, a long list of words dealing with railways and transportation, where England led France — railway, express, tramway — and so on, just as the English language bows to the cuisine of France and talks of a soufflé à pâté, a filet mignon, etc. The list of these words is not only endless but includes many words hidden under a new spelling such as boulingrin and rosbif. Others have a shift of pronunciation, very droll to English ears, such as the sporting term outsider, pronounced in French with the accent changed and turned into oot-see-dáre. Naturally in Montreal, and in all French Canada, there appears also a long list of locally accepted English words, names of companies, localities, organizations, etc. Not one could he bothered talking of the Y.M.C.A. to call it anything else; or to translate “le McGill Cricket Club,” or to call the C.P.R. le Say-Pay-Air. There are a lot of words that arise from the workingmen of both races being under one boss: boss itself, and job, and foreman, freight, and switch, shed, winch, and so on. Some combinations are very odd, “saut morisette,” the French-Canadian spelling for “somersault,” the two spellings both missing the mark, like bracketed shots of gunfire. Compare Sainte-Folle for Stanfold, and wind up with Saint-Abroussepoil, which means Sandy Brook Point.

But when allowance is made for all these peculiar factors of the situation the written French of the metropolitan journals of Montreal is just as good French as the English of the English newspapers is good English.

Some French Canadians would go further and say “better.” They like the idea that their language in Canada has retained the original purity of the seventeenth century, the age of Louis XIV, of Racine and Molière, lost in France under later innovation. They like to recall that Father Charlevoix, in his visit to Quebec and Montreal in 1721, said that nowhere was the language spoken with greater purity (plus purement).

It is hard to sustain or refute this claim without getting lost in philology. Charlevoix probably meant by “purity” freedom from alien elements. But the original French of Canada was mixed as between Île de France (Paris), Brittany, Poitou, and so on. Moreover, old French is not necessarily good French any more than English must be good if it can be proved to be old. Compare in the Ontario English of the farmer and laborer the phrase, “You hadn’t ought to go,” this, especially when pronounced, as they do pronounce it, “You hedden’t ought to go,” is enough to bring tears of joy to the failing eyes of a philologian. It is a beautiful old Anglo-Saxon pluperfect subjunctive preserved in the people’s speech a thousand years, like a fly in amber, a toad in a stone, or any other such ecstasy. Except on such ground as this we cannot rejoice over Montreal workingmen still saying icitte for ici.

 

Similarly the French-Canadian habitants of the countryside using bygone forms of bygone French dialects when they make a number of nouns feminine which at Paris are masculine: une incendie, une honneur, une orage, une (e)squelette, and so on. These only reflect the confusion of the old Latin genders (masculine, feminine, and neuter) breaking down into two, like waters in a Canadian rapid divided by a rock. There seems to be no sense in retaining such divergences. Nor the antique dropping of vowels which changed sud to su and œuf to oe; nor the mixed-up use of what grammarians call liaison and hiatus, as when a French-Canadian habitant turns the Parisian cent hommes into cenz’ hommes, avant hier into avanz hier, changes donne-m’en into donne-moi-z-en, or rather not changes, but retains an old form. Compare, on either side of the Atlantic, “Malbrough s’en va-t-en guerre. Il reviendra-z-à Paques,” etc.

Such vagaries are for the peasant to use, the philologian to put on a card index, and the Société du Parler Français of Montreal to exterminate at sight. They have no more place in the cultivated speech of Montreal society than “them there” has in a London drawing room.

 

If one turns from the French spoken in Montreal to the English spoken by the French the case is quite different. Almost all the French people understand English and speak it well enough for the business of the day in shops or factories; understand it to the full satisfaction at movies and at public meetings. All young French Canadians, even below the college class, can read English books if light enough but sink easily among hard sentences and long words. Anyone in Montreal unable to speak English and asking his way in French is probably newly arrived from a locality where French is used. In this “bilingualism,” as far as it goes, the French are immeasurably in advance of the English. Most English people in Montreal cannot follow a French movie or a French speech or buy and sell in French. They don’t need to. The French, conversely, have to.

But one must not exaggerate, as the Montreal French themselves do, the extent of their bilingual grip on English. Real bilingualism is very rare, in Montreal or anywhere. It can only exist where necessity and opportunity combine, and where a native taste and aptitude give a further aid to circumstance. Many Montreal French people speak French with their children at home and send them to the English schools and colleges. Such children, if they continue to mix in both circles, become bilingual to a great extent.

Yet where the French fall short is when they try to write in English, not casual writing but books intended as literature. Here something is wanting, and the something wanting means, in a sense, everything. The English written is all right, the words all right, grammar and sentences, punctuation and paragraphs all right. Everything is correct — but that is all. There is a dead flatness, a dull uniformity of style, nothing of that turn and touch of language that illuminates and attracts. What they succeed in doing would be, of course, utterly beyond the English to do in reverse direction. Yet of the dull biographies and such, written in English by French Canadians, the best one can say is that they convey the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

There is here intended nothing derogatory, no fault implied. People who can write at their very best in each of two languages must have a very low best to write at.

 

Most of the French in Montreal mispronounce English to a certain extent, offering no injury to an English ear. It is our English habit to throw a heavy accent on the first syllable of all combination words like crow-bar, sheep-skin, etc. The list is legion. A French Canadian, talking English, is detected as such at once by saying crow-bar (both alike), sheep-skin, and so on.

The almost complete social separation of the French and English in Montreal is as extraordinary as it is unfortunate. It seems to have begun very soon after the conquest. A certain number of newcomers, as notably and typically James McGill, mingled with the French and married among them. But most of the British traders who first came up to Montreal from the provinces were, as seen above, very unpopular. Other British people, coming out from home, kept themselves to themselves as soon as there were enough of themselves to keep to. This separation persisted. It was an object of frequent remark a hundred years ago.

The separation no doubt arises from the historical relation of the two races, from the difference of religion (as apart from the later influx of Irish), from the separation of the children at school, and from the fact that British people have an insular difficulty in learning a foreign language. Each race sees too well the faults, too dimly the merits, of the other. The English think that many of the French are priest-ridden; the French think that many of the English are badly in need of a priest. The English think that those of the French who are crooked are crooked in a selfish, petty way, using favoritism for little jobs. The French think that the English, when crooked, are crooked in a big, unselfish way, stealing a million at a time out of a franchise and giving silver cups to golf clubs. Merit, we say, passes unrecognized. All the English admit that, but for the French, Montreal would have had prohibition. But they differ in their degree of gratitude.

Nor does intermarriage help. There is very little of it; it is discouraged, generally speaking, on both sides, yet not discouraged enough to make it romantic and attractive. There is no civil marriage in Montreal (law of Quebec Province); marriage is only by the clergy, and for mixed marriages the Roman Catholic Church refuses to recognize the status of Protestant ministers. An example of this relative rarity of intermarriage is seen in a family history book recently printed (for personal circulation only) by one of the best-known families of Montreal, too well known to mention. The book traces the descent of all the family and its intermarriages since its ancestor arrived in Montreal soon after the conquest. The index of the names of the family includes in all five hundred names, of which one hundred names are those of the family itself, while the other four hundred represent intermarriage and collaterals. Of all these less than a dozen can be definitely distinguished as French.

A certain small number of French families are exceptions to what has been said. French boys are sometimes sent to English boarding schools, for the sake of their traditional form of education — full of open air, exercise, and independence, with study doggedly accepted under threat of punishment. Some French people admire this type of education; most don’t. Most of all, French boys have always been sent from Montreal to the Royal Military College at Kingston, a grand old institution, with a sound outlook in all directions, military glory for the French cadets, hard work for the Scots, and Rugby football for the English. The heads of some French families, also, have been business associates with the English in a large way, and have grown too rich to live anywhere else than among the English.

Out of these exceptions is made a considerable group of French who spend most of their time with the English — a group that looks large in a small circle but almost like nothing in the whole ambit of the city. Even at that, these praiseworthy exceptions are often called “anglifiés” by their fellow French. In the French language to be “anglifié” means something about as rotten as “Frenchified” does in English . . .

A visible sign of the separation is seen in the peculiar duality of all social and charitable organizations. The St. James’s Club of Montreal, its oldest and largest, situated on the English side, has as its opposite number, a mile east, the Club St. Denis. The University Club, situated, as has been seen, on the site of Hochelaga, corresponds to the Cercle Universitaire, a mile and a half away, dispossessed by the everlasting English of what should in fairness be its own bones and pipes and tomahawks. Even the softer bond of innocence and union of the Junior League could not encircle the Ligue de la Jeunesse Féminine. The Boy Scouts must face, or scoot away from, the Scouts Catholiques. The Board of Trade is not the Chambre de Commerce, and money given to the Federated Charities is distinct from any contribution to the Fédération des Œuvres de Charité. The Deaf and Dumb hear nothing of the Sounds-Muets. The blind grope their separate ways. There are two ways of being “incurable” in Montreal, two forms of “isolation” and of “insanity,” and at least three methods of “maternity” — in French, in English, and in Hebrew.

Certain things, of course, are overwhelmingly French or English (British) by national habit and inclination. Nearly all the golf clubs are British, since the Royal Montreal Golf Club was one of the first founded by the Scots in America (1873). But Laval sur le Lac is French. The curling clubs, as far as can be seen through the mist at their Saturday luncheons, are either Scotch or full of Scotch. The great luncheon clubs and service clubs downtown which carry on the Indian tradition of oratory are, of necessity, English-speaking, owing to the rarity in North America of guest speakers to talk in French.

A real exception is the Alliance Française, half French, half English, made up of people who can understand French and people who wish they could. Another exception is the Montreal Stock Exchange, knowing only English, and snappy at that, on its “floor,” but whose transactions are all translated into terms of French exchange in the Montreal French press.

A happy exception, productive of much good, is seen in the case of the Bar of Montreal. This has to be bilingual — judges, juries, lawyers, jailers, and all. Both criminals and litigants are far too open-minded to confine their activities to their own people. A Roman Catholic would just as soon murder a Protestant as a Roman Catholic, indeed sooner. Real estate has no religion and property no proper speech. Witnesses see with two eyes but testify with one tongue. Hence the English judges and lawyers (at the bar) in Montreal must and do talk French, from which results, as between English and French lawyers in Montreal, a more complete good will (as far as lawyers dare entertain such) than between any other two classes.

Education, the most vital function, we are told, of civilized society, the only hope, it is often thought, for a united people with a common patriotism, is separated in Montreal as completely as with the crosscut of a sword. People are so used to this in Montreal that they do not commonly realize its full significance. Elsewhere it would seem appalling, like Turks and Christians, Moslems and Hindus. “Education in the province of Quebec,” writes Dr. Percival, the Protestant Director, “is unlike that in any part of the world,” The Roman Catholics have one set of schools, the Protestants another, a Protestant Committee and a Roman Catholic Committee as the head authorities (at Quebec), and everything divided below, school boards, curriculums, matriculation, degrees, etc. There is a Protestant Board of School Commissioners for Montreal, as distinct from the Roman Catholic, other boards for other municipalities on the island, a Central School Board with a (slight) supervision over all Protestant boards, and all utterly distinct from the Roman Catholics. All schools are nominally clerical; a Turk is a Protestant; so is a Jew. There are so few Protestant French that, apart from the Irish, “Protestant” means English-speaking and “Roman Catholic” means French.

There are in Montreal 227 Roman Catholic public schools with 118,000 pupils; for Protestants, 47 schools with 29,000 pupils. For all French pupils the language of instruction is French, that is, they learn arithmetic in French, a thing either done in infancy or never completely done. English children learn in English. Each language is also taught in the schools of the other, and very well taught, as a school subject. Montreal schools use the direct method of teaching, not the wretched grammar and translation of Ontario, New York, and such backward localities, but the natural way of teaching, naming things, not translating names, calling a spade une pelle.

Like the lower schools, the high schools are entirely separated on lines of religion and language; so, too, the classical colleges and the universities at the top. The special Irish schools (the Callaghan, O’Connell, and Catholic High) divide off in their own fashion. Slight exceptions are seen in the technical schools of the province which teach both races together, yet at Montreal even the technical school has an English and a French division.

The most peculiar case of all, the reductio ad absurdum, is that of the almost complete mutual isolation of the University of Montreal and McGill University. Their present buildings are situated about a mile apart and down the street, with an excellent sidewalk and streetcars all the way. In each college are a continuous series of things “open to the public.” There are about six hundred instructors on the staff of McGill. Most of them, it may be said with assurance, are never inside the University of Montreal for years at a time. Many live and die without entering it. The writer of this book can recall personally the case of a McGill professor, on the staff for thirty-six years, a man of some distinction, who entered the University of Montreal (Laval in those days) only once — in his first week at McGill. The students keep entirely apart, except now and again, once in a great while, they meet in hostile clashes as in the time of the South African War. It used to be the custom for Laval students to march over to the McGill grounds in procession once a winter, a custom now fallen out. There is no interlocking of studies or lectures. A student of medicine at McGill does not attend or see or hear anything connected with the lectures or clinics of the University of Montreal. He may, once or twice in his course, hear a distinguished local French doctor lecture on a special topic to the McGill medical public but only as he might, and does, hear doctors from New York or Toronto.

The two universities know each other, of course, officially. They interchange seats of the mighty at convocations. They help install one another’s new principals. McGill from time to time confers a degree on a distinguished representative of the University of Montreal, on which occasion the principal of McGill speaks, or, rather, reads, a flattering tribute in excellent French — too good to be true, all except the pronunciation. The Montreal newspapers comment, as they have for a hundred years, on the principal of McGill’s perfect command of French. But in reality his command is what the restaurants call a “short order.”

The question of clashes between the races in Montreal has been mentioned above. This, of course, is the abiding danger in the life of the city. The soil under the feet of its people covers ashes never extinct. Its real volcano still smolders. Every now and then such clashes have occurred, on a minor scale, and occur as election riots. At times in the past they have occurred in a form to create the greatest alarm.

A case in point is the Gavazzi Riot of 1853 to which a reference was made in a previous chapter. Here the danger was heightened by the further intrusion of Irish animosity. The Irish being mainly Roman Catholics, but speaking English, would naturally seem a sort of connecting link, an element of union between the two races. Unfortunately this is not so. Indeed, the case is the other way or at least was the other way during most of the history of the city. The Irish being against England for Ireland’s sake, many of them, refugees and outcasts from a land depopulated under British rule, were more anti-British than the French themselves. Whenever all these elements coincide and combine the results have always been terrible to contemplate.

Father Alessandro Gavazzi, was an Italian ex-Roman Catholic priest who had given up being that kind of father. He was, or said he was, an Italian patriot, a thing that sounded better then than it does now. For these were the days of the sorrows of Italy under Austrian rule, of England’s sympathy, and presently of the hero worship of Garibaldi’s red shirt — the shirt now turned to black.

Gavazzi came to the United States, lecturing, on Italian Liberty and Romish Tyranny. He could do a turn on either. He came to Quebec, lectured on the Inquisition, and narrowly escaped from the row that followed. Then he came to Montreal to speak in the Zion Church that stood on what was still called the Haymarket (Victoria Square). The audience, scenting danger, or a good time, came well armed. The garrison contributed a detachment of Cameron Highlanders concealed near the church. The Mayor was there, all ready to read the Riot Act. There was angry controversy afterward as to whether the scene was all set for the riot or the riot set the scene. At any rate, a body of Irishmen tried to break into the church where Gavazzi was lecturing. Firing broke out. The audience left the church. A confused crowd was apparently, as we now say, “milling round” on Beaver Hall Hill, some fighting, some trying to get away. The Mayor, Charles Wilson, read the Riot Act . . . without avail . . . the fight went on; the soldiers fired. Forty people were shot down, others trampled down as the mob broke and ran. Gavazzi got out with his life and was smuggled across the river. The town seemed appalled. There was no inquiry, no arrests — just horror. They had raised the devil.

An interesting light is thrown on the French-and-English aspect of Montreal and of its history by a study of the names of the city streets.

The street names of any great American city offer an interesting study reflecting its historic growth. They are like the concentric rings that indicate, on the sawed-off stump of a tree, the years and the rate of its expansion. Now it shrinks to the narrow lines that mark unfavorable seasons, now enlarges to the broad bands that recall the generous growth of prosperous years. More than that. Street names also tell us much of the culture and the dominant thought of the times, as when the loneliness of exile prompts early settlers to name their forest stream the Thames, their log cabins London, and the bush about them Middlesex. An opposite tendency leads settlers to accept and take pride in the aboriginal names which they find in use among the savages, a pride which gives New Brunswick its proud Mettawomkeag, its Passamoquoddy, and its Skidawabskasis. An equally natural impulse is to name things in a new land in honor of sovereigns and of great men, as evinced by the Kingstowns, Queenstowns, Princetowns, the Delawares, the Jerseys, and the Wellingtons. Equally natural is it, as local history grows, to honor the names of people on the spot, native allies such as Pontiac or an Oshkosh, or patriot leaders, a Washington, a Jefferson, a Dorchester. As time goes on and earlier affections dim, as the demand for business convenience outweighs the romance of history, there appear First Avenue and all that follows, crossing First Street as a system as endless as infinite space and about as interesting. This atrocious system sacrifices all that goes with words — memory, affection, association, and individuality — for the mere convenience of number. It sacrifices history to help an expressman deliver a parcel. We might as well call London No. 1 and Liverpool No. 2 and the Right Reverend William Temple, Archbishop of Canterbury, by his census number at birth, 36,051,328. It is shorter and more exact than his present long and clumsy designation. There would be no mistaking him.

The system, discovered in America, has run across the United States and invaded the Canadian North West, a community always determined to be at one and the same time as up to date as the United States and as out of date as Great Britain. But most Canadian cities still keep thinking out names till weary fancy, in their outer rings, fades out into the names of last year’s aldermen.

Oddly enough the latest Montreal maps of the latest area of streets laid out, partly inside, partly outside the city’s limits, show a list of avenues running from “première avenue” up to 39ème avenue, and a list of streets running up to “trente-quatrième rue.” But in French “trente-quatrième rue” doesn’t mean Thirty-fourth Street, as a title. It just means that this is the thirty-fourth street. They will think out a name later on, perhaps Jacques Cartier.

The Montreal street names are of peculiar interest, for here we find the contrast of saints and sinners, of French and English, of “bygone history” and present endeavor, of the passing hour and of things eternal. From Athlone Avenue of Outer Montreal we may pass to Laurier Avenue, to Peel Street; we descend to Victoria Square, to McGill, and then by a procession of saints to the street of Notre Dame de Bonsecours.

In Montreal the concentric rings of growth are not to be distinguished until we first separate out the old town, all laid out in one period, all French and nearly all sacred. St. James Street is of course only a translation of Rue St. Jacques.

 

Where the old French town ends we find the name McGill Street, but it was no part of early Montreal, being only created when the fortification walls were knocked down long after the conquest (1803) and the new fathers of the city — there was a James McGill and a Peter and an Andrew — were gratefully remembered, in the names of its street, or took care to remember themselves. McGill was not named by James, who was dead (1813) before it was made.

But before the walls were demolished new streets were being named or old roads renamed in the suburbs outside the original town. Close by, and all three together, appear the men of the conquest — Wolfe, Montcalm, and Amherst — all side by side. Amherst afterward rose, or sank, to be a streetcar as well. So also did the Duke of Wellington, whose name was given to the long street running out through the old St. Ann suburb. But even before him the early governors, Lord Dorchester and St. James Craig, were commemorated in the new streets outside the old town and running, as we now call it, east and west. Dorchester, as was right, received the fairest portion, the beautiful road along the hill. Craig got the marsh, long a blot on Montreal, filled, even when a street, with the refuse thrown into it, flooded in springtime even within present memory, yet waiting for a glorious resurrection under the new city planning in which in Montreal as in other cities the last shall be first and the slum become sublime.

The Rebellion Days of 1837 and 1838 left their grim writing on the streets with the Place des Patriotes, where their scaffold stood, and the streets Delorimier, Sanguinet, Robert, Hamelin, named after the men executed. A higher honor is evidenced in the long Papineau Avenue traversing the city in that quarter. More grudging is Colborne Street, short and narrow, near McGill Street, in what had been at the other end of the town. Durham failed to qualify. The Durham Avenue of today, away out near the Rivière des Prairies, is just an act of forgiveness, a gesture toward the past.

The Victorian Age breaks out vigorously in the new advance of the city over ground still largely empty when the Queen began to reign, which climbed Beaver Hall Hill and moved south and west. Here is Victoria Square (though not so named till 1860) and Windsor Street and Peel, just where they should be. The war scare of 1845 gave Cathcart, the Crimean War, Sebastopol. On the French side the outward-moving rings are less clearly marked, the names of the men of the hour standing in competition with the eternal glory of the saints and with the pride of history never tired of recalling Cartier and Maisonneuve. Jacques Cartier is a parliamentary riding, a street, a square, a pier, and was a whole town, “Cartierville,” as was Maisonneuve, till the city absorbed them both. Carrier reappears in the new bridge.

But the English names keep climbing steadily on. Anyone who knows our history since Confederation could guess exactly where to find Gladstone Avenue, Lansdowne Avenue, and Aberdeen, how far to go to look for Lord Grey. The Duke of Connaught had long since qualified in his youthful, soldierly days in the Montreal Garrison and gave us the Prinsse Árthur — Prinsse Arthúr of the Park Avenue streetcar call. He reappeared triumphantly in an avenue, in Montreal West, as the wartime Governor General with his daughter on Patricia Avenue beside him. Joffre and Pau got honorable mention at the same epoch but at the very opposite end of the city. Foch, as who should say, “made” Verdun; Pétain, luckily nothing. But before this, between Prince Arthur’s time and that of the Duke of Wellington’s, the belt of the Macdonalds and the Tuppers, the Strathconas and the Lauriers carry out our history till the end with all honor in the outer ring of Athlone in the town of Mount Royal.

A few streets, not many, recall in Montreal the great names of English and French literature, but with no great honor. Shakespeare is an empty road, Milton a dingy side street, Dickens and Thackeray are outside the limits, near the streets still waiting for names, Burns not even there. Along with Dickens and Thackeray are Taine and Racine and Ruskin in a new district that has presumably just heard of them. The addition of Hugo, Dryden, and Milton makes this municipality of St. Michel de Laval look like the Poets’ Corner in Westminster Abbey. All honor to it for its rescue of authorship. Chateaubriand, champion of the church, has a real avenue nearly three miles long, Molière a street one block in length, and Jules Verne one with three blocks. Most of the literary names seem an afterthought; Montreal was too busy and had so much history of its own, and, after all, other cities are just as bad.

Thus lies Montreal, in two languages, from the Victoria Bridge to the Pont Jacques Cartier repeating its civic official motto, Concordia Salus, Our Salvation is in Concord.

FOOTNOTES:

L. de Montigny, La Langue Française au Canada, 1916.

A. Rivard, Bibliographie du Parler Français au Canada, 1906.

W. P. Percival, Education in Quebec, 1941.


CHAPTER XIV. McGill University

Under the Ginkgo Tree. He’s Our Father, Oh Yes, Rather. McGill, Its Campus and Its Corpus. Foundation and Stagnation. Sir William Dawson and His Work. Marvelous Growth and Progress of McGill. World Fame of Its Medicine and Applied Science. Scope of Its Work. Men Not Mortar. The University of Montreal. Its Fine Classical Training. Music, Arts, and Letters on Montreal.
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NO APOLOGY IS needed for devoting the larger part of a chapter of this book to the discussion of McGill University. Its great success in the past and the reputation which it enjoys throughout the whole world, especially as a school of medicine and engineering, would make it natural that readers would wish to know something of it. One who looks back gratefully to thirty-six years spent in its service and six years of leaning upon it in old age, without having ever contributed to its medical and engineering reputation, may perhaps be a fitting person to bear witness.

The grounds of McGill University are beautifully situated in what is, in a sense, the center of Montreal, the slope at the base of the mountain running straight down toward the river. Unlike many colleges buried in commercial cities, it has the great advantage that it can be seen all at once; not really all of it, but enough to give the finished picture of a college and a campus, the oldest building, of the greatest dignity, recognizable at once as such at the top of the slope. The newer buildings, magnificent in size, frame the sides of the campus. All the central open space is a playground dotted with great trees, pierced with a central avenue of tall elms and maples, running up through the beautiful Roddick Gates from Sherbrooke Street below. The trees verge already on a hundred years of age. The photographs of past days show them as slender little saplings when all Montreal made merry at the visit of the gay young Prince of Wales in 1860. The old building at the top is the Arts Building, battered, renewed, built over, pinned under, having lost everything but its beauty. Again and again common sense whispered, “Knock it down; build it like Pittsburgh, fifty stories high . . . stick elevators into it to make it like Columbia. This thing begins to look like those old places in Oxford.” But no one ever dared to. It was the old dilemma, the old problem as between affection and change, continuity or a new start. So there it stays.

Before the Arts Building, at the front steps, is James McGill’s grave, with a strange tree, a ginkgo tree, weeping over it, if such a tree as a ginkgo can indeed weep. This grave seemed so incongruous, years ago, that they let the bushes grow around the foot of the ginkgo, and James McGill slept like the beauty in the fairy tale, hidden behind the leaves, his gravestone moldered and illegible. It was forgotten that he was there; the records said that he was buried in 1813 in the Dorchester Street Burying Ground. Then an energetic dean — from the States, and hence careless of antiquity — had an opening cut in the bushes and the gravestone scraped and the letters rebuilt, and there it was, the original epitaph of eulogy of James McGill’s loyalty to his Sovereign and ability, integrity, industry and zeal as a magistrate. To this was added, This Monument and the remains which it covers were removed from the Old Protestant Cemetery, Dorchester Street, and placed here in grateful remembrance of the Founder of this University, 23rd June, 1875.

So now the students on their evenings of merriment sing, — 

James McGill, James McGill, Peacefully he slumbers there, Though he knows we’re on the tear, He’s our father Oh yes, rather, James McGill!!!!!

Yet they do say he’s not there at all; that he was meant to be there but was never moved. Some day another American dean may come and exhume him. Till then we cannot know. It is probable that this legend of McGill not occupying his own grave arose from the fact — if one may be pardoned for referring to such grim details of the record — that James McGill is not all there and never was. Only the “skull and a few of the greater bones and the bottom of the coffin” were left to remove in 1875.

The Arts Building is all filled with classrooms, even the left-hand end of it that was once the Assembly Hall and Library given by William Molson at the time of the same royal visit. But the right-hand end, as you face it, is the Administration, renovated from what was once pantries, kitchens, cellars, attempts at chemistry, as inconvenient, crooked, and impossible as anything in London. Above it is housed the Law Faculty, crookeder still, fit to compare with any Inns of Court. Scattered through the building are all sorts of little odd offices for things left out of the main buildings, such as the principal of McGill and the registrar and offices that in American colleges would cover an acre.

Round the campus, as said, are beautiful and spacious science buildings, the stately sisters, Engineering, Chemistry, and Physics — the last one now growing to a legend as the place where Lord Rutherford, the great physicist, conquered the atom; like St. George and the dragon in English colleges. The Engineering Building and the Engineering Faculty (1931) have so christened themselves in despair. Taunted that they were not “pure,” they threw aside the earlier title of “applied science” and admitted straight out what they were: working-class people, not ashamed of it.

On the other side of the campus is the Redpath Library, a marvelous repository of books, a hive of working students, busy as bees and (exactly) as quiet. Beside it, in real silence, is the College Museum. Years ago it carried a sign, “Admission 10 cents.” Nobody went in. Professors lived and died (it is literally true) and never went in; the admission, I say, was ten cents. They moved the sign; admission is now free, but people still hesitate. They say that inside are Hochelaga skulls, the oyster shells found on the mountainside by Sir William Dawson (proving the existence of the Champlain Sea), and much else — more than ten cents’ worth.

Just outside the college, just technically off the campus, but as close to it as they can sneak, are the affiliated Theological Colleges, not part of McGill but feeding on the bounty of its learning. The Presbyterian College alone is practically on the campus, with the Museum blocking it a little, thus representing the early claim of Scotland on the heart of Montreal.

 

But in reality the largest buildings of McGill and the widest area of its ground is not on the campus at all but in the background. The chief of these is the (new) Medical Building, the gift of Lord Strathcona, an edifice of great beauty if there were anywhere to see it from. It took the place of the old “new Medical Building” that stood hard by the Arts Building on the campus, before yet Science was. This went up in flames one memorable night of 1907 in a sudden and unaccountable fire, strangely lurid and uncanny from the holocaust of the dissecting room and all that it contained. Wonder and inquiry were still rife when the great glow in the sky and the crash of the fire bells in the heart of the night called Montreal to the second great McGill fire that gutted the Engineering Building. No known cause was ever found. The flames had scorched the doors of Arts. In superstitious fear the professors of Arts moved away the miscellaneous junk they called their “notes.” No cause for the fire was found. There was at the time no night supervision of buildings. An estimate was published by the Department of Economics to show that the sum lost in the burning of the Engineering Building alone would have paid for the services of two night watchmen every night from the Norman Conquest until 1907. The department might as well have said “since the Creation,” for it is only a matter of annual interest. But “Norman Conquest” sounded better. The governors were convinced. The night watchmen were engaged. Since then each night at stated hours their silent feet perambulate the buildings to call “All well,” like the night watch with the blue sticks in the Montreal of 1818, or at least to punch “All well, nothing burning,” on a time clock.

So the new Medical Building was built higher up, and the site of the old building and much adjacent ground used for the home — rectangular but all there — of biochemistry and such. Past the new Medical Building, McGill met its medical ally, the Royal Victoria Hospital, and had to move off sideways to build the Pathological Building and the new Montreal Neurological Institute, McGill’s latest gift to the world, the latest jewel in the crown of its reputation. Beyond that sideways and a little higher, for the slope of the mountain has begun in earnest, McGill begins all over again with the part of it best known to Montreal at large, the vast playground and amphitheater, the stadium that commemorates the name and is the legacy to his Alma Mater of Captain Percival Molson, killed in action on July 3, 1917.

Even at that, the largest part of McGill is still far away, the great Macdonald College at St. Anne de Bellevue at the upward end of Montreal Island, the place of the massacre and the “evening chime” of the church at the meeting of the waters of the wilderness. This, one of the gifts of Sir William Macdonald (1907), contains the Faculty of Agriculture, which includes the School of Household Science, with classes, experimental gardens, and experimental cattle and poultry, the whole of it somehow intertwined with the training of teachers under the Protestant Committee of the Council of Public Instruction. The registrar of McGill is understood to understand the connection.

Such is the outer government of McGill. Now turn to its inward life and mind.

The origin of McGill University has already been indicated. James McGill (1744-1813) was one of the earliest of the British settlers in Montreal and spent there an active, prosperous, and patriotic life. As the British population increased he realized more and more that Lower Canada offered no education suitable and acceptable for the young men of British families. He determined to make a bequest to aid the foundation of a college. He took counsel, as already said, with the young and Reverend John Strachan, the later Bishop. On his advice he left his Burnside Estate and £10,000 to the Royal Institution for the Advancement of Learning, to found a university whose first college should bear his name. Soon after this McGill departed in peace (1813). It was left to his executors (Strachan was one) to carry out the bequest.

This proved a matter of unusual difficulty; indeed it was not until McGill had been dead thirty years that his college began its actual teaching as apart from its legal existence. If early adversity makes for courage and character McGill was blessed indeed.

The difficulties that followed are complicated almost to the verge of absurdity. The French community was bitterly opposed to the creation of the Royal Institution. The British government authorities wanted, above all, peace and harmony. This is often obtained, as it was in the Turkey of the Sultans, by doing nothing. Hence the Royal Institution of 1801 existed as an idea but not as a fact. No trustees had been appointed, so there was no one to receive McGill’s bequest. When they did at last appoint trustees (1818) Roman Catholics refused to serve. McGill’s heirs-at-law, meaning his wife’s former husband’s family, refused to surrender the property and refused to hand over the money.

The McGill farm, Burnside Manor, was indeed a beautiful estate. It began at the base of the mountain (roughly the present Pine Avenue) and it came down to the road — it was no more — called St. Catherine Street and a little beyond. On one side it reached, as now, McTavish Street; on the other it was a little wider than the present grounds. Through it flowed the pleasant little “burn” that gave it its name, a stream that had meandered down a couple of miles from the northwest (we call it northeast) where now LaFontaine Park is. It was met just before it reached the McGill farm by another little brook that had gathered up the streams off the mountainside. The united rivulet moved in a pleasant curve round the bottom end of the McGill farm. A surviving relic of its course is the sunken tennis court at the foot of the McGill grounds that marks its bed. It was inside this sheltering arm that stood the fort, or camp, of Hochelaga four hundred years ago.

The McGill property had been cleared into fields and gardens and orchards. In it then stood a stone house of two stories and an attic, a barn, and outsheds — buildings all gone long ago. The heirs held it all; they refused to let it go; they claimed that as there was no college there was no bequest. Lawsuits followed, beginning October 20, 1820, and lasting seventeen years. Under the terms of the will the bequest would lapse if not carried out in ten years. To hold the bequest the Board of the Royal Institution obtained a charter for “McGill College” from the Crown, October 21, 1821. They claimed that this brought McGill College into existence. The heirs said it didn’t. They said that there was no college, there being no staff, no students, no premises, and no teaching. It was this date, 1821, that was selected for the reckoning of the Centenary of 1921. But there was reason for that. Wise governors saw already the storm cloud of depression on the horizon and wanted to tackle the graduates before they got too wet. Since the real date of the first teaching is 1843, the happy end of the war might give McGill another chance to rejuvenate itself back again to one hundred years, blushing at its first century.

To make the college more real the Board of the Royal Institution appointed an imaginary staff, Dean Mountain as principal and four imaginary professors. The heirs still laughed at them. At last the Privy Council, in 1829, after nearly ten years of legal fights, awarded the estate, not yet the money, to the board. They held a formal opening June 24, 1829, with speeches in the farmhouse from the Bishop of Quebec and from Dean Mountain and the reading of a biblical quotation, selected, so the Montreal Gazette said, “as suitable to the occasion.” It contains the verse, “The lines are fallen to me in pleasant places; yea, I have a goodly heritage.” Heritage, but no money, the heirs refusing to sign any surrender of the funds. Failing other use, the board rented McGill “on halves” to a farmer, to work the university half and half. The farmer bought, on credit, £3 worth of garden seeds. McGill was sued for it. That was its first financial breath — a deficit.

The college being now officially open, “governors” were appointed, so that henceforth the parties concerned were the heirs, the executors, the Board of the Royal Institution for the Advancement of Learning, and the governors of McGill College, the shadow staff, and the farmer in occupation. There was still no money except any sum that the board could get as apart from the bequest. The heirs remained obdurate. Yet the Board of the Royal Institution conferred a degree, May 1833, on Mr. William Logie on behalf of the Montreal Medical Institution already mentioned and since 1824 at work and teaching students. The secretary used the words “the Medical Faculty” in recording the degree. This was in accordance with the fact that at the time of the “Opening” of the college, as described, in 1829 a resolution was passed at the first meeting of the governors “that the members of the Montreal Medical Institution be engrafted on the College as its Medical Faculty.” The Montreal Medical Institution had begun teaching classes in 1824, occupying a wooden house, No. 20 St. James Street, on the site of the present Bank of Montreal on the Place d’Armes. They moved their classes in, or possibly before, 1833 to the tall, narrow building of three stories, described by the present registrar of McGill, who has followed out the peregrinations, as “a strategic site for a medical faculty” — being just over the fence from the cemetery. This, too obvious abode, was exchanged in 1841 for premises on St. George’s Street just above Craig. They did not teach on the campus till after Arts lectures began. Even at that they moved off again. They entirely controlled their own funds, their own property, and their own activities. It is hard to say when they became an organic part of McGill. “Engrafted” is a slow process, yet in many an orchard the graft presently is the best of the tree.

Principal Mountain, weary of office, retired. His post was offered to the Rev. Mr. Wood, rector of Three Rivers; he refused; to the Rev. Thomas Littlehales of Oxford; he refused. Three professorships, also vacant by disuse, were offered and refused at Dublin, Aberdeen, and Edinburgh. The Board then offered the Principalship pro tempore to the Rev. John Bethune, rector of Christ Church, Montreal. Bethune was an upright, forcible man who spoke his mind. The only question was what was in it; certainly not a college education. Bethune’s father was a Scottish minister, an army chaplain in the American Revolution, who settled among the Glengarry Highlanders. John Bethune was a soldier in the War of 1812. After it was over he entered the Anglican ministry, the gate swinging easily then. He was rector of Christ Church for fifty years (1818-68), dying in 1872 at the end of a long and honorable career. He was, along with this, acting principal of McGill from 1835 until 1846. He accepted it pro tempore, stipulating that he would not get out pro tempore — that is, in favor of any pro tempore substitute.

With that began the four- or five-cornered quarrel at McGill that lasted for years. The money was at last wrested from the heirs (December 1837) but the governors fought the board as to who controlled it now. Bethune moved into the farmhouse and ran up a bill for fuel.

At last, however, McGill College, using the meager interest on its money, decided to open in earnest. As the principal refused to hand over the house, the governors got the board to ask the government for money to build. Not getting enough money they sold off some of the Burnside property, a dangerous expedient, like sawing off a branch while sitting on it. They were thus enabled to erect, not yet to complete properly, buildings that were at least fit to use. They represent a part of the present renovated Arts Building. College teaching began September 3, 1843, with a staff of Principal Bethune; the Rev. F. J. Lundy, an Oxford graduate in classics, who was made also vice-principal and touched up with an LL.D. degree; a professor of mathematics on £300 and fuel; a professor of divinity at £250 a year “as soon as funds admit it”; a bursar-secretary-registrar at £100 a year and fees; a beadle at £30 a year and board. There were twenty students, of whom seventeen were classical and three mathematical. The fees were £5 a year. The Medical Institute, going strong, was still outside of all this.

On this frail raft McGill pushed out from shore. Nor was the opening voyage easy. Governors and board disputed constantly over authority, the Board of the Royal Institution accusing the governors of McGill College and Dr. Bethune of “wasteful and extravagant expenditure.” At this time the available income was £500. Bethune was spending £750. The distinguished historian of McGill, the Hon. Cyrus Macmillan, M.P., Dean of the Faculty of Arts, says that the college was “suffering for lack of funds.” The inference seems a fair one.

The quarrel went from bad to worse. There was finally nothing to do — there never is anything to do — but to get rid of the principal. Here came in, most opportunely, the ancient and useful British fiction, connected with all public institutions, of the “Visitor.” American visitors to McGill, studying its calendar and its “literature,” feel perplexed, and perhaps pleased, to see that the Governor General of Canada is the “Visitor.” This means that he is, or represents, in the last resort for those in distress, King George, who by prerogative can set right anything outside of the Statutes. In this case the Bishop of Montreal wrote to Lord Metcalfe, who wrote to the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone (Colonial Secretary), through whose mouth spoke the Queen. Each said straight out, in three pages, that Dr. Bethune was only principal pro tempore, never confirmed, and that he had never been to college. That was all the Queen needed. Dr. Bethune must go.

After which the governors, unofficially, and the staff, informally, sent warm expressions of appreciation to Dr. Bethune.

In this uncertain and impoverished fashion McGill dragged on as best it could for another ten years (1846-55). It was probably only saved from extinction by the existence of the Medical Faculty, always strong in capacity and endeavor, even when as feeble financially as the college itself.

Then came salvation with the advent in 1855 of William Dawson, as principal of the college, the second founder and the real maker of McGill. Dawson was a great man, one of the great men of the nineteenth century. More than that of any one man or group of men, McGill is his work. Dawson was born in Nova Scotia, trained in Edinburgh, a student of geology and natural history, a man of religious conviction and moral purpose. He found McGill a sort of bats’ nest. Its incomplete buildings, half dilapidated before they were finished, were occupied by professors and students. Classes were held in the old high school, in any outside buildings available — none on the campus. Medicine had lectured there awhile (1845-46) and abandoned the premises as hopeless. They were now teaching in a house on Cote Street, the doctors paying expenses as best they could.

Dawson drove at this system as with the sword of the Lord in Gideon. In less than no time, it seems, he had the professors and students out and the classes in. He brought medicine back. He found money as he could, begging, borrowing, and even selling more of the campus. He went at the city, lectured to it on Natural Science and at it on natural duty. People rallied to his call. The stream of benefaction flowed from the stricken rock of Montreal. Money was found for a building for medicine (1872), not the Medical Building, a building. The Molson Hall (1861), with the Library on its upper story, turned, with a little other improvement, the Arts Building (1855) into a thing of beauty, a real college. Students came. There were 105 students in 1860 outside of those in Medicine. Law had become a separate faculty in 1853. A new Faculty of Applied Science was created out of Arts in 1878, an Adam from the ribs of Eve. The Theological Colleges came as lambs to the new fold, the Congregational, 1865, the Presbyterian, 1873, the Methodist, 1876. The Anglican Church, tempted to follow the precedent by which, led by Bishop Strachan, it had repudiated the “Godless university” of Toronto, surrendered and came in in 1880. In 1872 McGill built a real and equipped Medical Building and from it graduated that year, its first and most famous product, Dr. (Sir) William Osler; all the world was later to be his classroom.

The generosity that gave the Molson Hall was followed by that embodied in the Redpath Museum (1882), the Redpath Library (1893), and the Workman Engineering Building. Then came Donald Smith (Lord Strathcona) with large donations of funds (1882-1901) to help organize classes for women (first taught at McGill in 1884) and then with the building and endowment of the Royal Victoria College, McGill’s resident women’s college. When William Dawson, crowned with honors and a knighthood, laid down his task in 1893, McGill was made.

Yet, in a sense, the greatest remained to come. In sheer volume the flood of benefaction was only beginning. Even before Dawson resigned, the magnificent gifts of William Macdonald had begun. These took shape in the Science Buildings (1893), which led the world at the time of their first erection. Soon after came the gift of eight hundred acres and the huge endowment that made St. Anne’s Macdonald College, an Agricultural Faculty and School of Education. With that went substantial money endowments for professional chairs which set the professors up, as tight and comfortable as children round a supper table. The great fires of 1907 only kindled a warmer generosity. Strathcona’s answer was the new Medical Building. He and George Stephen (Lord Montstephen) had already provided the Medical Faculty with the priceless facilities of the Royal Victoria, later increased by the gift of the Ross Pavilion, the gift of J. K. L. Ross in memory of his parents. Of a different kind, but enlisting equal gratitude, was the gift of Sir William Macdonald of a great stretch of the near-by wooded slope at the foot of the mountain, preserved there for the future of McGill. A part of this was to become the stadium already named. All through the period (1893-1939) the achievement of McGill in the academic world had kept apace with the rising glory of its physical surroundings. It is fitting to mention only those gone; but in addition to Osler such names as those of Sir William Peterson, Sir James Grant, Sir William Hingston, Sir Thomas Roddick, of Rutherford, Soddy, Macphail, McCallum, form a roll and scroll of honor unsurpassed. As the years of peace closed in, they record the name of the soldier principal, Sir Arthur Currie, than whom no institution ever had a more beloved or more inspiring commander.

Such is McGill. A wonderful heritage. Now, as careful as children with a gold watch, let us open the works and look in.

The present organization, scope, and size of McGill may be summarized on paper thus. McGill is a trust, administered under a Royal (British) Charter of 1821, amended and amendable by the Legislature of the Province of Quebec. Its property and money are controlled by a body of governors, acting for the still-existing, imaginary Royal Institution for the Advancement of Learning. These governors were, until 1935, a self-perpetuating body, now only partly so since no governor holds for a longer term than five years at a time, and in addition to governors named by the governors themselves, representative governors are elected for terms of three years by the graduates.

For the organization of faculties, schools, courses, and the curriculum, the academic authority (but without control of money) is the senate. The presiding head of the governors and of the senate is the chancellor. Some chancellors accept their office as purely one of honor. Others undertake to give administrative and academic help. Next in dignity is the principal (who is also by title vice-chancellor), standing at the head of all faculties. This was not true of the Medical Faculty until 1905. Until then it retained its own budget, its own control, and was not under the headship of the principal. The idea was that doctors were supposed to be the only people who understood medicine and medical studies. In the day-to-day life of the college the principal is monarch of all he surveys unless he doesn’t care to survey it and leaves to others things of which he knows nothing. Some principals have known everything. Next to the principal there is for each faculty a dean, managing the internal faculty affairs. His boundaries with the principal and with the professors of the departments allow for a good deal of what is called “latitude” or “friction” according to the individuals concerned. But until very recently there was the tradition of each department (meaning what ordinary people call a subject, Classics, History, Physics, etc.) as a kind of little island fortress by itself with the head of the department as a sort of independent native prince.

The existing faculties in order of historic priority are those of Arts (Arts and Science since 1931), Medicine, Law, Engineering, Agriculture, Dentistry, Music, Graduate Studies, and Research.
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School of Household Science


	
0


	
81


	
81
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These figures, to those acquainted with the staggering totals of institutions like Columbia, seem very small. But there is an explanation. A state university has to teach everybody. McGill doesn’t have to teach anybody. In medicine, McGill, from the richness of its soil, restricts its crop as they restrict coffee in Brazil and hogs in Missouri. The enrollment is only a fraction of those applying. Particularly notable is the way in which the Medical Faculty attracts students from beyond Montreal and indeed from beyond Canada. In the enrollment above, of its 387 students, only 115 came from Montreal; 32 came from Quebec Province outside of Montreal; 140 from other Canadian provinces, and the rest from the United States. The Law Faculty is small because it represents study for the Bar of Quebec, a theater of French customary law, isolated, along with Louisiana, in a whole continent of English Common Law. McGill, moreover, in its registration only counts students actually attending degree courses, not casual people taking evening classes or afternoon extension lectures.

Among the things long lacking at McGill was a residence for the male students, a need now partly met by the endowment of Douglas Hall. Among those still lacking is a university press with all that goes with it to stimulate the literary impulse — the weak limb of a strong body. McGill, to its shame, has nothing to compare in a literary way with the University of Toronto Quarterly, the Queen’s Quarterly, and the Dalhousie Review.

In its relation to the churches, McGill is a nonsectarian college, chiefly attended by Protestant students but with a large number of Jews, especially in the Faculty of Arts, and a certain number of Roman Catholics. It draws no color line, there being, in Montreal climate, no color line to draw. But it has a certain aspect of Protestantism in that all the chief Protestant sects have Theological Colleges affiliated with McGill and the Jews and Roman Catholics have none. Under its charter and statutes it is entitled to hold College Chapel, and used to do so, praying daily in its days of poverty, but easing off as there was less and less to pray for. McGill has no classes in religion, a contrast with the practice in the University of Toronto where “religious knowledge” is a curriculum study of the first year, with as much “credit” as mathematics. The proposal made at various times to give “lectures on the Bible” as a general subject in the Faculty of Arts, which gives lectures on almost everything else, was never carried. It proved impossible to decide whether the lectures were to be on the Bible as God’s Word or as King James’s English. The Department of English, however, maintains a course — optional and biennial — on the English Bible.

McGill, though in no sense a provincial university, is fortunate enough to receive a considerable financial support, without any academic control, from the provincial government. This arises from the peculiar situation of education in Quebec. It is impossible to find sufficient common ground as between English-speaking Protestants and French-speaking Roman Catholics to allow for a unified department. Education is left on the clerical basis and the so-called Council of Public Instruction operates through two separate branches, the Protestant Committee and the Roman Catholic Committee. Education under the Catholic Committee is clerical both in name and in fact, inseparably connected with the Roman Catholic religion and its clergy. Under the Protestant Committee, education is much the same as secular education under any state or provincial government. The proceeds of local school taxes are divided according to the declared religious faith of the taxpayers. These, however, fall hopelessly short of maintaining education in all its branches. Hence the provincial treasury, in default of any other method, makes large, direct grants to a long list of schools, colleges, organizations, and objects not administratively controlled by the provincial government. The allocation is made on a rough-and-ready basis of population classified according to declared religious belief. About $8,000,000 a year is the present total of all these sums. McGill University gets a general grant and special grants for such things as its Neurological Institute, Teachers Training, etc. The University of Montreal receives more than three times as much with special capital grants for construction. Bishop’s College, at Lennoxville, the Classical Colleges of the province, and a lot of institutions gather round to get their share. There seems no particular system. It is what is called, in other than clerical circles, a “pork barrel.”

It seems to work reasonably well. To outside eyes the only amazing feature is that there is in Quebec no compulsory education. It won’t fit into this dual control.

In the matters of terms and sessions McGill follows what is called the Scottish model. This was commended to James McGill in the Rev. John Strachan’s first letter of advice. It remains still as the basis of McGill’s studies, though much broken into of late years and almost shattered in wartime. The Scottish system was especially suited, in Scotland and in Canada, for a population strong in industry and effort, but little blessed with inherited family wealth. The young men were to work on the land in summer and study in the winter. Hence the single short session, which as late as 1900 had lectures only from September 22 to March 22, with exams all over in mid-April. It was hardly broken by holidays, a continuous unflagging effort, the “vacation” being in its own way harder still. Thus did generations of Canadians pitch wheat in July and pitch medicine in January. What sort of men the system produced it is not for those of us left over from it to say. The present session, with lectures from October 1 to May 1 and examinations in May, is extended more or less all summer by special schools. But it is broken with many holidays, breaks, gaps, and stops, and is throughout so punctuated with “student activities” that it is hard to say where activity ends and study begins.

The Faculty of Arts of McGill shares with those of all other great colleges the perplexities of the expanding curriculum. The distressed Alma Mater is like the Old Woman in the Shoe. The children clamor round her, asking for all sorts of new things, commerce and social science, music and housekeeping, and some of the little ones crying for salesmanship and beekeeping. She does what she can, gives out Greek for little clergymen, English to make boys gentlemen, Economics for those who don’t want to be, and compulsory Latin in a medicine spoon, marked B.A., “a spoonful before and after matriculation.” Commerce students don’t take this spoonful.

Old-fashioned professors think that more than half of the present Arts Course is just tinsel and frills and fun. Old-fashioned men in colleges think that Commerce can only be learned in a counting house. But if old-fashioned men in counting houses endow a course in Commerce in a college, what are you to do? “Commerce” disrupts modern arts courses like a bombshell. Students flock to it, by preference, not for what they learn, but for what they don’t. At McGill Latin is compulsory for entrance to Arts, not for Commerce. Many professors, old- or new-fashioned, think Latin a great training, even for business purposes. Businessmen don’t. Businessmen want their sons to learn business English. There isn’t any, except bad English. Businessmen want their sons to learn business psychology; there is none, or none inside the law. Businessmen want their sons to learn accountancy because they never learned it themselves . . ..

But all of this is common ground to McGill and all similar places. McGill has here no particular success or solution to offer for study.

The case is different with endowment. The experience of McGill, as a great endowed university, may be of a certain interest at the present time. A controversy, and indeed something like a national problem, has arisen in both England and America over the question of endowed versus state institutions. In England the question concerns the so-called “public schools” (that is, endowed secondary schools such as Eton and Rugby), as against schools conducted by the government. In America the problem turns on the rival merits of state universities and endowed universities. The controversy gathers urgency in proportion as the increasing scope and cost of education and the decreasing funds available from endowment begin to threaten the future of endowed universities.

The latter, however, have found voices raised in their defense. One of the most prominent among the presidents of endowed universities argues that without their competition the curriculum of the state university would deteriorate. Legislatures elected by the people would clamor for a sort of free-for-all, pleasant and easy higher education, with degrees for everybody. At present they are held back from this by the stern example of the private, endowed colleges, still teaching Greek and trigonometry.

At first sight the outstanding success of McGill would seem a strong case in point. But it is not so simple. McGill owes much, not only to its peculiar basis as endowed, but to the peculiar atmosphere in which it grew up, the traditions brought from Scotland, the scholarship from England, the class of people from whose sons it drew its students, and the attitude toward learning current in their homes. McGill did not make these things. It found them. We realize this when we remember that McGill is not the only great Canadian college. One other, the University of Toronto, rivals it and in many things exceeds it. Yet Toronto is a provincial university, born by act of Parliament, cradled in legislation, and suckled and fed on taxes.

Toronto is dependent on the provincial legislature. McGill is not, except in the inapplicable sense of constitutional law whereby a province is supreme in education, so that the legislature at Quebec could legally abolish McGill tomorrow. It could also, if it liked, make it legally a Roman Catholic institution open only to Negroes. Such things have no bearing on the case. Indeed, it has been argued, no doubt incorrectly, that McGill, having been created by Royal Charter before Confederation, is not fully amenable to the province.

But the point is that the legislature controls Toronto, at one remove, through a board of governors and the legislature does not control McGill. But is this good or bad? It all depends on how the legislature acts, as compared with how the self-perpetuating Board of Governors acts. Either body may be wise or foolish, sagacious or inept.

At the same time colleges of both types, private or state, seem to meet the same troubles and fall into the same sins. State institutions run the obvious danger of political favoritism; private institutions to danger of control by money. Endowment, after all, is just the sister of capitalism. Both kinds of colleges suffer from the intrusion of business ideas belonging to another sphere; suffer from the peculiar dry rot of “efficiency,” the attempt to make all educational values provable, measurable, divisible into credits and units, to make professors work on time, “produce” by the cubic yard, and be “hired and fired” according as to whether they “show results.”

In any case, the days of endowment are measured. No such funds will again exist under arbitrary personal control. We cannot, of course, see far into the veiled future of the hour. But the sweeping tax power called forth in war will carry forward for the aims of peace. A myriad voices call for it. Failing hands are lifted up for it. Never again; never again the rich and poor as they were. Never again will any individual, however philanthropic, have the chance to give $80,000,000, even to education.

In the main McGill was made, not by its system, but by its circumstances, by the models from which it drew, the generous and unconditioned help of those who paid its cost, and above all by the men who served it. Men, not mortar, make a college. Trustees and governors at times get a glimpse of this in their sleep and then wake up and buy more mortar . . . And not only the great and outstanding men — the Dawsons and the Oslers — but all the men, all who are given the peculiar and proper tenure of a university chair, as abiding as marriage, no hire and fire, no time clock, room for individuality to shape and grow, for scholarship to walk its own queer path, as odd as Isaac Newton, as freakish as Edward Gibbon.

A university is hard to recast. We should watch that we do not break the mold.

It is important to notice that benefactions given to McGill in its great formative period from 1860 to 1914 were given from pure public spirit, without self-interest, and carried with them no conditions, no “strings,” no intrusion on the conduct of the university. On these terms alone is a benefaction worth accepting. Anything else is just a handful of poisoned thorns hidden in a bouquet of flowers. After all, the benefactor gets much, gets in the long run the best of the bargain. That tablet of Latin, high on the corner of a McGill building, To Commemorate the Notable Bounty of ——  ——  —— , what a legacy to leave to one’s descendants. The “Macdonald” Physics Building, known to the world as the cradle of modern atomic physics, rocked by Ernest Rutherford, how much better than if the name had ended with the “Macdonald’s ten-cent plug.”

So there were no strings. Sir William Macdonald of the “plug” had made his vast fortune out of tobacco. But he never insisted that professors must smoke or even chew. The Chair of Economics was endowed by members of a family whose name was associated with their proprietary interest in a great brewery. But they made no conditions that the occupant of the chair must drink beer. If any strings there were, they arose by general consent out of the ideas of the moment as apart from the personal interest or advantage of the donor. Thus Sir Donald Smith (Lord Strathcona), in his foundation, some fifty years ago, of the Royal Victoria College (the more feminine part of McGill), laid down certain restrictions. Sharing the fear of women common to his time, he insisted that the college girls must not come near the men for two years. The Royal Victoria opened thus, as safe-guarded and secluded as an Indian purdah, a harem in Hyderabad. Its very doors and its curtained windows looked mystery. Its entertainments were open only to professors over sixty and governors over seventy. Old graduates of McGill, quite old now, will remember the glorious incident when two college boys, dressed up all in flounces and fans and feathers, entered a Royal Victoria entertainment with bogus cards of admission and were shown into their seats by an eager and competitive group of elderly governors and professors.

The restriction proved a nuisance, especially as applied to what were then the best classrooms and the best assembly room at McGill. A legal fiction was eagerly found. The men students came over to the “R.V.C.” not as men but as students, members of a class. The governors thought of this idea, submitted it to themselves, asking what they thought of it, and approved it. This illustrates the ease of operation without a legislature. At present, of course, women enter all buildings and attend all lectures, and in the Faculty of Arts outnumber the men 382 to 245.

If no apology was needed for saying much of McGill perhaps some apology, or at least explanation, is due for saying little of the French University of Montreal. In point of fact this university, if taken in connection with the parent institutions of Laval University of Quebec (1852) and the antecedent “Séminaire de Quebec,” can boast a far higher antiquity than McGill. In the number of its registered students of all faculties and departments it exceeds McGill, according to the last available figures, by approximately eight thousand to three thousand. A beautiful and extensive site was given for its new buildings, beyond the mountain, on the elevated mountain slope itself, looking out toward the setting sun of summertime over a landscape that seems boundless in extent, the stretch of river and river land, rising slopes and distant mountain, the “vaste et belle contrée” of the departing Governor Vaudreuil. This incomparable site exceeded in opportunity anything that McGill ever had; it is doubtful if many colleges in the world ever had as good. Whether the architectural opportunity has been rightly used, whether the buildings even face the right way, and whether they are pleasant to look at are matters for individual judgment. The University of Montreal has been unfortunate in the devastating effect on it of the great depression which prevented, and still prevents, the full completion and equipment of the premises and, until 1942, the installation of the classes. The university is not, like McGill, an endowed institution. It is financed by the province of Quebec, though controlled by the Roman Catholic Church. As a result it felt the full strain that went with the crippled budget of the province.

But apart from these considerations the interest felt in the University of Montreal by the world at large cannot be compared with that long felt for McGill. Its admirable courses (while still Laval) in theology, classics, rhetoric, etc., were offset by a relative disregard of the technique of modern science, a study obviously lower from a certain point of view. Its work being entirely in French, it could not easily, even as a medical school, invite students from the outside. Of necessity its scope and utility are domestic to its own surroundings and belongs especially in the orbit of its church. Yet those who know its work both in its main courses and in such branches as its commercial École des Hautes Études realize how thorough it is and how well it maintains, perhaps even better than its English counterpart, the tradition of hard work, of real study, the thoroughness that went with the Jesuit schools and became a tradition of classical education.

We really touch here, but touch only to abandon, one of the greatest problems that face the French Canadians. To what extent must their education be directed toward learning English, toward acquiring the scientific and practical knowledge that means a career and success for English youth, without which the world offers few openings beyond the range of the learned professions? The whole world of business success is shut. Hence some French Canadians, especially in the dual area of Montreal, advocate compulsory English, more science and more practical training. Yet the discussion no sooner enters the door of the legislature than apprehension beats against the windowpane. This looks to many minds, even legislative ones, like the danger of losing the distinctive French nationality, of gaining the whole world to lose one’s own soul — a bargain long since repudiated.

 

It is not possible in such limited compass to say much of Montreal as the home of arts and letters. Nor is there much to say. No one can deny the charm of Montreal’s history or the splendor of the commercial development of which it has been the center. But having brought forth a great university it does not appear to have been capable of a wider motherhood of letters and science. It has always been notoriously what is called in the Broadway offices a “poor theater town,” equally a “poor lecture town.” Montreal is notoriously not a publishing town, the whole Canadian publishing business centering in Toronto with the lion’s share of the magazine and editing business.

Music seems to be something of an exception to Montreal’s general place in the world of culture. Just as Montreal is a “bad” theater town, so it is notoriously a “good” musical one. It is possible to gather larger and more frequent musical audiences in Montreal, even in proportion to its size, than in any other Canadian city. This is a matter not so much of outstanding musical talent in execution as the widespread appreciation of good music; and this again is due in great measure to the presence of the French Canadians. The British, at any rate the English, in Montreal resemble those in England in showing what is called in electrical science a strong “resistance” to music. They are able to go without it as uncomplaining as a camel in the desert. Hence in Montreal at a performance of either one of its two admirable symphony orchestras, many of the English present represent social rather than musical behavior, admiring what it is the thing to admire, rapt in their attention, no doubt, but not really difficult to unwrap. With the French, genuine appreciation reaches the saturation point.

Montreal is decidedly not a (English) literary center; still less is there a Montreal school of English literature. It is, of course, the center of the Metropolitan French Press and of the publication of French books, extremely numerous and of high merit, considering the limited area at command. Such literary life as there has been in English-speaking Montreal has centered round various little organizations past and present, of which the Pen and Pencil Club is without doubt both the most venerable and the most notable. This organization, meeting every fortnight in the half-light of a studio, falling asleep over essays read to it, and waking up to look at pictures or drink scotch and soda, developed a life and character all its own. Its records hold the names of Sir Andrew Macphail and of John McCrae, author of the immortal Flanders Fields. But as a matter of fact it lived rather on brush than on ink. The pencil was mightier than the pen.

For painting is perhaps something of an exception to what was said above. If there is no distinctive Canadian literature, that is, no Canadian way of writing, there is a certain distinctive Canadian art, a Canadian way of painting. What foreign painter ever put on canvas the melting snow and the black open water of the Canadian spring, the tremble of the birches, and the glory of the autumn all tawny and red and gold? Perhaps the painters of Montreal, the young men of forty years ago, Maurice Cullen and such, gone now, represented a real and unique contribution to the history of art.

No doubt this work was helped by the existence in Montreal of the notable private picture galleries. They were the outcome, it is true, of private taste. But they helped to give opportunity to rising artists privileged to see them. They helped also to stimulate the foundation and aid the future of the Montreal Art Association. Its beautiful building on Sherbrooke Street, its annual spring exhibitions, and its constant special displays of individual and particular exhibits render it a factor in the cultural life of the city. Yet here again a complete discussion would be beyond the scope of the present volume.

FOOTNOTES:

C. Macmillan, McGill and Its Story, 1821-1921, 1921.

M. Abbott, History of Medicine in the Province of Quebec, 1931.


CHAPTER XV. Come Up on the Mountain

The Ascent of the Mountain. The High Altitude Cab. The Extinct Volcano. A View of Sixty Miles. And a Vision of the Future.
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COME ON UP to the top of the mountain. For no tour of Montreal, no book on the city is complete without such a visit. And this lovely afternoon of the closing month of May shows the mountain at its very best, unsullied as yet in its billows of luxuriant green.

The mountain, it is true, seems to have dropped out of this volume since its earliest chapters. It always does in the pages of Canadian history. Jacques Cartier goes to the top of it; Maisonneuve erects a cross upon its summit, and then, apparently, no one goes up it for three hundred years. It does not appear in history again until in 1920 when a pious and energetic provincial secretary re-erects Maisonneuve’s mountain cross. There with its vast frame of steel at the loftiest corner of Mount Royal, it stands visible in daylight from the city below and with its myriad lights visible at night over river and country for fifty miles. The Cross of Christ, in this case frequently spoken of as Athanase David’s Cross, still guards the city.
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The writer of this book — by which I mean myself, for I wrote it — can well act as guide, having walked the mountain now for forty-two years. But let us on such a pleasant excursion dismiss the formal dignity as between writer and reader and talk as between ourselves.

You note at once how relatively insignificant the mountain appears at a first view from the city. This is like the disappointment so generally felt, at first sight, at the small size of Niagara Falls. But just as Niagara gains in majesty from day to day, so does the mountain gain a loftier attitude. This is partly an effect of the weather and the atmosphere. At times, as on a clear winter day, it shrinks till it seems little more than a rim of frost above the city sky line. But at times of gathering thunder it rises high like a shield of rock towering to protect its city.

But the diminution of the mountain arises also partly from the fact that the city has climbed halfway up it. What Cartier and Champlain saw from the riverbank was vastly different from what is seen now. The St. Lawrence River at Montreal in midsummer has an altitude of thirty feet above the level of the sea. The harbor wharves lie twenty feet above that. The Windsor Station is one hundred and ten feet above sea level. As you go uptown you come to the tunnel that plunges under the mountain just beside the great Roman Catholic Cathedral. The tunnel must be on a level almost the same as Windsor Station, and McGill University when the tunnel dives under it is eighty feet above the tunnel, and the city reservoir is, at a guess, almost one hundred feet above McGill, and eighty feet, say eighty feet, above the reservoir level again, there runs Pine Avenue belted round the waist of the mountain. These altitudes, except the sea level itself, may not be absolutely correct, but they are good enough for your trip up the mountain. They only mean that you are nearly halfway up, over 350 feet of its total 763, before the mountain gets a chance to begin. Indeed, private land, built on or ready to be built on, climbs so high and so eagerly all around the slopes of Mount Royal that it is too late to save it now as what it should have been. It would have been so easy at the start. It is everywhere. Ask anybody from Philadelphia what might have been done with Philadelphia, or ask anybody from San Francisco why they did to it whatever it is that they have done to it, and the answer is always the same. As to New York, it was ruined before it began, and London has never recovered from the Saxons. But if there is ever again a new city, let it learn to beat down private property as you beat down house dogs from the breakfast table.

So let us go up. You ask how do we go? Well, that’s just the trouble; there isn’t any real way to go. In fact, the great majority of the 1,476,737 of Greater Montreal have never been to the top of the mountain. There are no statistics on this question, and I admit that if you took one of the popular polls that now obviate and obliterate popular thought, you would find that 99 per cent of the Montreal people have been up on top of the mountain. But that is because the kind of people who go up to the top of a mountain are the kind of people who send an answer to a popular poll; and the kind of people who live beside a mountain and never go up it are the kind of people who never answer popular polls. But if you take the common experience of those who walk Mount Royal you will find it always comparatively empty. Often, even at nine in the morning, on a fine day, you may walk around a half-mile circuit on its open summit and see not a living soul: you may walk easily a quarter of a mile, and perhaps half a mile, down the winding road and still look in vain for that same soul. It is true that for three hours on a fine Sunday morning the mountain becomes a promenade, but this is a special crowd like the flock of young skiers that tears its frozen snows on a winter day, telemarking among the trees.

As we say, there is no easy way up. Years ago there was an inclined railway, but it was so wheezy and uncertain, its beams trembled so much at its own temerity, that they disinclined it. While it was there it started from the streetcar level in an attractive open car, all fresh air and wickerwork, up a slope as pleasant as that of sin itself; it ran to the most precipitous face of the mountain, then shifted into a caged-in car, all set on a slant so as to come straight on a track that was crooked, and then, with a clanking of cables and a wheezing of machinery, up it went above the treetops, its passengers turning green at the ascent. Women didn’t mind it so much, since women always trust machinery as they do men; but men who distrust machinery as they distrust women were glad to get out of it. So it was disjointed and never rebuilt.

Nor can you ride up in your motorcar, since motorcars are excluded from the mountain. Excluded also is the streetcar company. It is true that the streetcars have found a cunning way round, by the back of the mountain where the slope is gentler, a route as strategic as Napoleon’s plan of invading Europe by going to Egypt. It winds its hidden way behind a screen of trees and conceals itself cleverly under the hillside of a cemetery, and so crosses the entire mountain, reaching quite an altitude, then runs down a concealed ditch and out again, without anyone suspecting it. All cities have these engineering triumphs.

No, we have to drive with a horse. Since it is too far to walk all the way up and around the top and down again, we must take one of those special Montreal mountain cabs for which the route is reserved. These open cabs, carriages if you will, or calèches if you like, or victorias if you must, are the last survivors of a past age like the sailing whaling ship and the sedan chair. The horse ended in Montreal as elsewhere in a cloud of gasoline. Time was when it was not so. The city of forty years ago lent itself to the glory of the private carriage. Along the firm winter snow of its wide upper streets swept the open supersleighs that bore the superrich, buried deep under astrakhan fur, in front of them two flunkies in tall bearskins and fur capes, one to drive and one not to drive. Between the beautiful horses that seemed to dance before the equipage rang tall silver bells on a prong like a Russian troika. In summer beneath the leaves a lesser glory displayed an even greater luxury, silk hats for bearskins and livery replacing fur.

All that is gone. The mournful hackman sits his box, waiting for us to embark. We see as soon as ever he begins the ascent that he is one of two kinds, of only two. He may sit sunk in dejection, his head bowed like Rodin’s Thinker while his tattered horse hauls us its gradual, laborious way; or he may commence at once, gesticulating with his whip, that flow of information that in some hackmen is not to be quenched, not even by alcohol.

But it is better to pay little heed to his murmurings. His mountain is not yours. You will get no history out of him. Don’t ask him about Cartier and Maisonneuve. Especially not about Cartier; for if you do he’ll wave his whip sideways and tell you that right over there you can see the top of Cartier’s monument, the tall stone pillar with a bronze angel on top. He says it is just close to where they used to build the Ice Palace. Having said this and started a thrill of historic interest, he will then spoil it all by adding that his father always voted for Cartier. After which you have to sleep that off among the leaves as best you can.

You see, he lives here. He is only interested in what happened yesterday. He will show you where they held the horse show last year and where the Mayor of Montreal shook hands with the Mayor of Westmount; if you let him he will drive a little out of the way to show you where one of the city aldermen lives. Even as it is, he begins as soon as you reach the first slopes of the mountain road to point down to the houses below and say where people live. There is the house where Sir Edward so and so lives, and there is the one that used to be Sir Henry so and so’s. Sir Henry, it appears, was a very fine man, very fond of driving up the mountain with him, our hackman, just as we are doing. Sir Henry was a generous man; it seems he always paid a dollar extra over the regular fare. He used to say, “Take that for the horse”; yes sir, always that extra dollar for the horse. The last time they drove it was a day just like this one. What’s this? — the thirtieth of May. Well, that’s odd, because the last time the hackman drove Sir Henry up here it was on a thirtieth of May. That’s queer, isn’t it? Sir Henry, it seems, is a great loss. We need men like that . . .

So it is well, perhaps, not to talk with the driver. Let us think of his figure as there in front of us, like what the mathematicians call a constant in a function. If you pay no attention he will cancel out . . .

We wind up a road that has been cut as a spiral of gradual ascent, never too steep for the horse to walk, just too steep for the horse to run. All the mountain has a thin cover of trees through which one sees more and more of the widening prospect below — the city, the river, and the country beyond. Then as we turn the last wind of the winding road round a corner of rock we lose sight of the city, and there we are on the open “top” of the mountain — not the highest point but what is evidently the top. It is a great hollow space, mostly open grass dotted with bushes, sunk like a shallow bowl with banks of trees rising all round it. Sometimes we can see no further than these trees, but here and there we can see, through gaps in them, ever so far away, a glimpse to the north of a “vast and beautiful country” — the woods of Vaudreuil — reaching to the Laurentian Mountains.

Sunk in the bottom of the bowl is a beautiful artificial pond, almost a little lake, with flagstoned banks and beds of flowers all in a row — a bit of art against nature. This, we are told, was long ago a beaver pond.

The mountaintop suggests, you say, the crater of a volcano. Why, that’s exactly what it is, not exactly what the geologist would call a crater, but the stump of a volcano that has blown its top off, crater and all. This that is left is what geology calls the “plutonic core,” once just a shapeless bulk of bare rock. Time’s hand has long since covered it to make it nature’s garden.

That was long, long ago, long even to a geologist, although they have their own way of reckoning time. One of the most distinguished of our Canadian geologists wrote, as a part of his legacy to us, a marvelous book on the formation of this part of North America. He called it The Last Million Years. He didn’t mean to be funny; he only meant that he was not dealing with antiquity. But even he would admit that it must be a long time since the Mount Royal volcano was active. Dr. Frank Adams, the distinguished professor emeritus of McGill, the leading authority on the subject, reckons it from thirty to forty million years. Yet even that, from Dr. Adams’ point of view, was not the geological beginning of Montreal. Deep down under the mountain itself is the bed of old Laurentian rock; overlying that is what is called familiarly (by geologists) the Ordovician, a bed of rocks mostly limestone in which are found marine fossils from the ancient sea and through which the mountain broke upward. The volcanic action shot a great shaft of steam and ashes and uptorn rock toward the sky. As the column fell it tore away the core of the volcano itself, leaving only this core. Later came the glacial age, burying all under ice, to leave behind the “moraine,” boulder clay. Over this came the present upper surface of post-glacial deposit, clay and sand.

This means, then, that there was a time when these pleasant hollows, this wide sunken cup that marks the empowered summit of Mount Royal, showed the place where the volcano, long ages ago, blew off its top. Time must have been when the glow of the angry fires lit up the sky and reflected on the waters of the inland sea that then lay at the foot of the mountain, must have carried far across to the north to be reflected from the fireless stones that are the Laurentian Hills.

The fires died. The rock cooled into a solid mass, riven here and there with faults and channels, to be filled later with other molten rock, their traces visible today. Over the surface the wind and sun and rain, the bursting ice and the melting snow, broke and wore down the rock to form the thin soil that now covers Mount Royal and clings to its abrupt sides. Down from its sides the streams and rivulets carried the soil to the mountain foot to spread it wide at the base. This flat layer of uneasy sand and clay could bear the trifling weight of Cartier’s Hochelaga, even as magnified into Ramusio’s fanciful drawing. But it was to become the despair of the modern architect and builders, whose houses leaned crookedly sideways, leering with premature old age, till they learned to pierce down and search for a foundation on the moraine, or lower still on the plutonic core, or lower still on the Ordovician rock. The bedrock of Laurentian they cannot reach. As the mountain cooled and crumbled the great inland sea beside it shrank and drained away from the upheaving earth, to leave nothing but the three streams of the St. Lawrence, the Ottawa, and the Richelieu hurrying along the hollows of its lower bed. Seen thus, what Cartier saw, the waving trees, the grassy slopes, is but a thing of yesterday. Nature with a twist of the hand (or of the equinoxes) could turn it all back again to the fierce, lifeless panorama of fire and rock from which it began.

Cartier dreamed of empire and of the Kingdom of Faith . . . Champlain, of inland waterways and a metropolis. The geologist, of these vanished fires and this forgotten sea. Which dream is the dreamiest?

But that’s enough geology. As we drive along the high side of the bowl the city is hidden still but one sees, off in the other direction, and rising clear above the trees, the great dome of the basilica of the Shrine of St. Joseph, so vast that it seems to dwarf even nature itself. Indeed the nature lover, if unaware of its meaning and sacred character, might well think it a blot on the landscape. Yet this shrine has acquired within the last forty years a reputation almost equal to that of the famous Ste. Anne de Beaupré beside Quebec. Here was built at the close of the nineties by the Corporation of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart, whose college stands near by, a chapel to contain a statue of St. Joseph. Here began the ministrations of Brother André, presently called the Miracle Man of Mount Royal. The wonderful cures effected and the spiritual relief afforded to thousands of the sick and the lame led to the building, behind this shrine, of the great basilica. It stands on the rising slope at the foot of the Little Mountain. It can accommodate five thousand people. It rises two hundred feet high. Up the one hundred stone steps that lead to its doors the supplicants climb on their knees, in the two great public supplications for divine intercession held every year on May 10 and on Labor Day.

But our winding through the trees on the mountaintop has now brought us from the bowl back again to the face overlooking the city and we are now at the point of the mountain called Observation Point, or commonly the Look Out. It is by no means the highest point on the mountain but it commands the widest prospect. A natural projecting ledge of the rocky mountainside here falls away sharply so that a wide-open view, a panorama, is afforded, both far to the right and far to the left, over the trees and the city and up and down the river and across the river. This ledge has been converted to a wide, semicircular pavement, some two hundred feet across, with a cement balustrade over which, on such a lovely day as this, lean little groups of people, looking at the view.

Suppose we let the cabman go; we don’t need him — we can walk down. What about giving him . . . You remember what he said about Sir Henry? Good, I will.

As we look out over the balustrade it is the sense of distance that first strikes us, just as it did Jacques Cartier: miles and miles of it, clear away to a dim, flat horizon with mountains on it here and there, each little block of them dimmer than the last. We are looking right out over the city, over the trees just below us — we can almost touch the tops — and beyond it over the St. Lawrence coming down from our right, as far away as we can see, passing below us in the foreground, and then moving on to the left to be lost again where the shoulder of the mountain blocks our sight.

But for the moment the distance holds us. Those nearest mountains — they are over twenty miles away — are over beside the Richelieu. The tallest one, reaching to a high point from which there must be a wonderful view all round the compass at once, is Beloeil — or “good eye” — which is the French for what they call Bellevue in the States. It overlooks the Richelieu. Our little guidebook tells all about Fort Sorel and Fort Chambly and the Indian Wars and the Patriots of 1837, but we don’t need that. We had that in Chapter Four. Our cabman, if we had kept him, would have told us about the horse show at Sorrel last fall and say we ought to come back for it this fall, but he’s off, trundling down the winding slopes at a pleasant jog trot, half asleep under the leaves, as happy as the horse. So we can pick the mountains out for ourselves — Rougemont, and that one like a sugar cone must be Johnson. How far away is it? Let me look it up — a hundred and twenty-four miles! Just imagine that! A hundred and twenty-four miles! — oh, wait, I beg your pardon — twenty-four miles! — imagine that instead! Further still to the southeast is the dim outline of the Green Mountains in Vermont, seventy-eight miles away, and almost straight south, the top end of the Adirondacks, sixty miles away. Looking at them, our eye catches the river again, far away to the right; the Lachine Rapids — we can just see them or just not see them — they are half hidden by islands. To see them you must take a flying carpet and fly to them from the mountain, and make it not the end of May but the end of March, with the river breaking open and all one wild roar of rushing water and breaking ice that you hear half a mile away. Stand at the turn of the old Lachine Road, lonely still, and you can hear the sound come from across the river and from down the stream, the “hiss” of the smashed ice rushing past your feet and the undertone, the “roar,” from a mile away . . . “My hair stood on end,” said Champlain at the terror of it.

But come back; get on the carpet and come up; turn it back to the thirtieth of May. And let us look down at the nearer view, the city itself, the towering stone buildings of the Sun Life and the Royal Bank — that beats any rapids, doesn’t it? — and the great grain elevators . . . There’s so much on the river front that we can’t see the ships, not the ones in dock. The harbor lies framed between great bridges, the Jacques Cartier downstream and the Victoria up. The shipping we do not see. But look off to the left, away off; you wouldn’t realize that that’s an Atlantic liner coming up, but it is.

Then we look nearer — all the business city seems a tumble of houses and all the huddle of the slums smothered over and looking all right at a distance, as poverty always does. As we follow the city up the slope of the town, trees break out in it, and then more trees; that enchanted wood with stone tops sticking out of it is McGill University; the small object moving slowly along a road in front of it is a professor hurrying to his lecture. Beside the university lies the residential district of the rich that were — you remember we talked of it — beautiful indeed, as seen from above, as seen from here, for the trees cover all traces of the demolitions and the placards of houses for sale are too far away to read.

Even above this the houses among the trees climb higher and higher still, unwilling to let go, unwilling to admit the mountain too steep, till they reach the last, their highest thrown, in the beautiful little Redpath Crescent whose slated houses and lovely gardens we can see just below us. Just below? Why, it looks as if we could almost touch them . . . It can’t be more than, what, two hundred feet? Why, look! You can see the people, almost hear them, look at the bright dresses. Why, of course, it must be a wedding party! How charming on this lovely thirtieth of May! Good luck to them, whoever they are, starting life together, high, high up . . .

As we reach this point in our speculations we hear beside us, as coming up from among a little group of visitors looking over the balustrade, the voice of a statistician (they are not forbidden on the mountain) or, what is worse, the voice of a statistical tourist who only lives to give information, explaining:

The Island of Montreal is thirty miles long and between seven and ten miles wide. The city occupies almost one quarter of it. Montreal itself has a population of a million and Greater Montreal a million and a half. Montreal has 127 parks, playgrounds, and gardens. It has 247 churches. It has 907 miles of streets. It has 19 hospitals, 2600 manufacturing plants and 773 miles of sewers . . .

Come away! It’s time to go. And don’t admire the man’s erudition. He got it all out of the blue pages of the Montreal Telephone Book except the population: he makes that up, himself. But in any case we want to move on so as to get to the top of the mountain in the literal sense, for the high shoulder where the great cross stands is far higher up than the Observation Point.

We reach it by the winding road, or, if we like, straight through among the sparse trees of the summit of the mountain. We wish now that we had kept the cabman — it’s quite a walk. But it has been worth it, for now we can see all the lovely country beyond the mountain — the islands of Montreal and Jesus and the Laurentian Slope. Let me show you the Sault au Recollet rapids, away off this way, and now, if you want to see the St. Vincent de Paul Penitentiary, look right out toward — You don’t? No, perhaps not. Seems terrible, doesn’t it? — those great high walls with guards on top, walls so high that the people in the yards can never see the beauty around them; they can hear the river and not see it . . .

Look further then. Away off there is St. Eustache, where they killed the rebels — you can’t see it, but it’s there. And away at the end, most beautiful of all, is the Lake of the Two Mountains, lovely as its own name. The island ends there and where it ends is Ste. Anne’s, the village of the “evening chime” that we spoke of (you haven’t forgotten Chapter Three?), near it, mentioned three times already? Well, never mind, it’s worth it. Close by St. Anne’s — you can’t see them but you can see where they are — are some of the most beautiful country estates and lake-shore houses in all America. They look out over the lake toward the sunset. Some are historic too. They represent, and here and there part of their buildings actually were standing then, the old French “fiefs” granted and occupied as a sort of first line of defense from Indian raiders coming down the two rivers. Such is Boisbriant, just beside the little village of Senneville. It was a fief granted to Sidrac du Gue (1672), then passed into the hands of the famous Charles Le Moyne de Longueuil, then to Jacques le Ber and later to Le Ber de Senneville. A round stone tower was built as a fort and windmill (1686). It underwent fierce attacks by the Iroquois in 1687 and 1691 in the first of which, at any rate, several people were massacred. A real Fort Senneville was built in 1692, its ruins still existing. After that a manor house was built, which itself was enlarged into a fort. It had a long history extending to an attack made by Benedict Arnold in 1776.

All about the present manor house and the beautiful lawn and gardens which surround it are the characteristic memorials of two and a half centuries of history, which lend distinction to these surviving remnants of New France.

When Jacques Cartier looked around this vast circuit he saw a country that seemed empty — north and south and east and west — just as nature made it. All the fifteen hundred miles south to Florida, empty; all the fifteen hundred miles north to Ungava, empty. The visitor of today looks south over the same fifteen hundred miles that is now the greatest area of industrial civilization in the world. He looks north, but beyond the Montreal islands and a little strip of ski-side of the hills all is empty still, empty, largely unknown.

Yet on the north side the available energy of water power and the latent mineral wealth (apart from coal) are incomparably greater than that to the south.

Come, it is time to get down from the mountain. There are things to do.

FOOTNOTES:

Lovell’s Montreal Guide.

A. P. Coleman, The Last Million Years, 1941.


CHAPTER XVI. L’Envoi: The Problem of a Great City

The Romans had a saying to the effect that from any one thing you could judge all others of the same class. So it is with our great American cities. If you study one, you study all. They have all had something of the same origin in the adventurous days of early settlement, of Indian warfare. All carry the same pride of achievement in the record of their foundation. Boston thinks of the Puritans and the Massachusetts Bay Colony; New York, of Hudson’s ship entering the spacious shelter of its waters; New Orleans, of old French days; and Chicago and the cities of the Mississippi Valley recall the stockade forts of the plains and the lonely grandeur of the prairies. Our early American founders stand in stone, Winthrop looking toward Maisonneuve, John Smith searching the horizon for Iberville, and Pontiac sending across the lakes from Detroit a message of good cheer to Oshkosh of Green Bay.
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HENCE IT IS that in North America we can all read the story of one another’s cities with a peculiar sympathy and understanding which we cannot bring to bear on Europe. Our interest in the origins of Rome and London or in the lost antiquity of Athens may be profound, but it lacks the peculiar appeal of the cities on our own side of the ocean.

Nor is it only the origin of the cities. Their history from stage to stage runs a similar course — the early years of struggle, the beginnings of comfort, the building of real houses, the first meeting of a city council. Later comes transport, highroads that replace the trails through the forest, canals, a very wonder of the age, with canal boats seeming to the pioneers of the bush floating palaces of luxury; the railroads all put together in little bits, then turning, overnight as it seemed, into trunk lines, and with that the oncoming of the machine age; the millions of immigrants that turned frontier towns to metropolitan cities; the age of electricity and power that annihilated nature; the vast accumulations of wealth that made Europe look poor, and the spread and growth of the new industrial poverty, the reproduction of the European slum in the New World, a thing so sudden, a poverty so unexpected, that it made the life of the pioneer in his log cabin in the forest seem wealth itself.

All of our cities wear these marks of history, traced on their streets and evidenced in their monuments. Each of us can read the story of any American city without a guidebook from what we know of our own. That stone figure in the breastplate and the plumed hat, with a drawn sword, that is, of course, the founder of the city. The bronze Indian crouching below the pedestal — the proper place and proper attitude for him — recalls the salvation of the city by the founder. Those military figures, with little three-cornered hats, knee breeches, and stockings, their hair in pigtails, those are the great American generals who beat the British and the great British generals who beat the Americans, and both of whom beat the French.

In another concentric ring of history are solid metal statues of men in frock coats, wide iron trousers, and wearing semicircular metal beards, their faces absolute calm, more in calculation than in anger. These are the city patriots who first built docks or urged for years the construction of a tunnel, or worked hard till they at last persuaded the city to lay out the great woodland cemetery, a very dream of rest, where they now lie.

Nor do we need to be told where we are when we enter the college area — where the Medical Building alone cost ten million. In front of such a building is again a statue, this time of a man in more modern dress, like an office coat, and with an air of shrewdness not seen in the broad face of the man who made the cemetery. This man built railroads, an uneducated man but with the peculiar driving force that was developed in the transcontinental days of the railroad. Beneath his feet is a Latin motto, crisp and terse — the kind of thing he would have said if he had known Latin. He can’t read it, least of all now: he doesn’t know, never did, whether it means “Labor conquers everything,” or “Look out, low bridge.” But the motto dates him as a period. Inside the building, done in great canvases in oil, are the portraits of the later donors, indoor men, who never drove anything, never saw the plants and labor other people drove, but just organized things and then reorganized them and when they fell apart organized the pieces of them bigger than ever, and gave what was left over to the college, which now rest in shadowed rooms, dark in oil, looking a little darker perhaps as time wears on.

All that we have in common. It is a wonderful record of human achievement, a wonderful story of energy and progress. And yet can we feel as sure of it all as we had expected to? Are we quite certain of its outlook on the future? This city of yours and mine and of all of us, so beautiful in its leafy residential streets, so inspiring in its college area, so triumphant in its downtown section jostling with wealth and luxury, ostentatious with plate glass — does it not contain, like all its sister cities, those tangled, narrower streets of the part of the city where the poor live, and the long miles of crowded tenements and inglorious apartments, just room to turn around, just room to breathe, except in the hot weather; is all that, even with its lighted streets and its picture shows, is all that so much better than what was there before we conquered nature?

So it comes that in all our cities we are busy in the same way with city planning for the future, with city housing, with the demolition of the slums. To shovel up the slums, to shovel up half the city and throw it away, that is the word of the day in every great North American city. The biggest man is the man who will throw it furthest. Later he will have a statue with a Latin motto on the base to mean, “Knock it all down.”

It seems strange, doesn’t it, after so much effort, after so much that seemed a continuous triumph, that it has come to this? The city — my city and your city — is all wrong. The thing has got to go. It’s built wrong. It’s congested. It hasn’t got light enough, air enough, space enough. It’s full of noise, strident and discordant, not like the noise of the wind and the sea that used to be here. There’s no place for the children to play in, no fit apartments for them to live in, and so there are no children to play, or not enough of them. The founder was one of ten, wasn’t he? — and even the sheet-iron man with the broad face one of six. But now? Why, a lot of the city fathers are unmarried women.

So we must knock it all down and start over. Everybody must live in a place fit for everybody to live in. The trouble is that the poor are too poor to afford it; so it won’t do to have any poor: they must either get rich or get out. So the problem of city planning somehow turns in our hands to the problem of the rich and poor, the problem of poverty, of starvation in the midst of plenty, which all now see and none as yet alleviate.

But we must be at it. If our city means anything, at least it means inspiration. If it all has to be done over again, let’s do it over, with the same courage as that of the first settlers. Remember what the founder did — drew his sword and said, “Come on!” Let’s do that.
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POPULATION OF MONTREAL
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Appendix No. 2

CHRONOLOGICAL HISTORY OF MONTREAL



	
1535


	
Jacques Cartier at Hochelaga.





	
1603


	
Champlain at the Grand Sault.





	
1611


	
Champlain laid out Palace Royale.





	
1642


	
Maisonneuve founded Ville Marie.





	
1660


	
Dollard des Ormeaux was killed at Long Sault, May 21.





	
1665


	
Maisonneuve dismissed, returns to France, 23 years after founding Ville Marie.





	
1667


	
Census of Montreal, 766 souls.





	
1673


	
Frontenac arrived in Montreal.





	
1676


	
First market place opened.





	
1682


	
Frontenac recalled by the King of France, May 10.





	
1689


	
Massacre of Lachine, August 5; Return of Frontenac, October 15.





	
1694


	
Two watchtowers built as part of the Fort of the Sulpicians and still standing beside the Collège de Montréal.





	
1700


	
2100 population of Montreal.





	
1734


	
“The Great Fire.”





	
1759


	
Fall of Quebec.





	
1760


	
Montreal capitulated, September 9.





	
1774


	
Quebec Act.





	
1775


	
Montgomery entered by the Recollet Gate, November 13.





	
1782


	
John Molson came to Montreal. Northwest Company formed.





	
1785


	
The Beaver Club starred.





	
1791


	
Canada divided into two parts, Upper and Lower, May 14.





	
1800


	
Montreal Waterworks.





	
1809


	
The Accommodation made her first trip from Montreal to Quebec, November 3.





	
1811


	
James McGill made a will, January 8, leaving forty-six acres on Burnside and University streets and £10,000 for a university.





	
1817


	
Formation of the Bank of Montreal.





	
1821


	
Work commenced on Lachine Canal.





	
1825


	
First Lachine Canal completed.





	
1830


	
Montreal Harbour Commission.





	
1832


	
Visitation of the cholera.





	
1837


	
The Rebellion.





	
1846


	
Montreal Telegraph Company organized.





	
1849


	
Parliament Building burned.





	
1854


	
First pier of Victoria Bridge laid.





	
1857


	
St. James Club, Dorchester Street, West, established.





	
1858


	
Decimal currency.





	
1860


	
Victoria Bridge opened by the Prince of Wales.





	
1861


	
Montreal Street Railway.





	
1870


	
Fenian Raid.





	
1879


	
Art Association of Montreal opened.





	
1882


	
Electric Light Company.





	
1886


	
Nearly one quarter of Montreal flooded.





	
1892


	
Montreal Street Railways (electric).





	
1893


	
The Royal Victoria Hospital opened.





	
1899


	
Royal Victoria College opened.





	
1902


	
The Duke and Duchess of Cornwall, King George V and Queen Mary visited Montreal.





	
1909


	
The Children’s Memorial Hospital opened.





	
1917


	
Mount Royal Tunnel finished.





	
1919


	
Cornerstone of Sun Life Building laid.





	
1920


	
General Sir Arthur Currie made Principal of McGill.





	
1930


	
Harbour Bridge opened.






 


Canada and the Sea

[image: img19.jpg]


CONTENTS

Author’s Foreword

CHAPTER ONE THE SEA COAST OF CANADA

CHAPTER TWO THE TWILIGHT OF OUR EARLY SEA HISTORY

CHAPTER THREE EXPLORATION AND DISCOVERY

CHAPTER FOUR IN THE DAYS OF NEW FRANCE

CHAPTER FIVE PEACE AND WAR ON HUDSON BAY

CHAPTER SIX BRITANNIA RULES THE LAKES

CHAPTER SEVEN BY THE ST. LAWRENCE TO THE SEA

CHAPTER EIGHT THE ARCTIC VOYAGES

CHAPTER NINE THE CALM PACIFIC

CHAPTER TEN THE GREAT SHIPPING DAYS OF QUEBEC AND THE MARITIMES

CHAPTER ELEVEN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY

 


Foreword by

The Prime Minister

The story of Canada’s War at Sea is a record of building ships; of manning the naval vessels of the Royal Canadian Navy and the cargo ships of the Canadian Merchant Navy; and of the valour and endurance of Canadian sailors and merchant seamen on all the oceans.

In 1940, after the Germans had overrun Western Europe, the nations of the British Commonwealth stood alone in arms with the exiled forces of the occupied lands against the might of Nazi Germany. Britain stood then, the beleaguered citadel of world freedom. Her resistance depended on the North Atlantic life-line. Canada’s navy, Canada’s merchant fleet and the builders of Canadian ships had a vital part in holding that life-line of freedom.

Canadian shipyards have worked with unremitting zeal to build the ships; the young men of Canada, from the inland provinces as well as from those by the sea, have joined the navy in their thousands; Canada’s share of the convoy work in the North Atlantic has doubled and redoubled in the years of war. The anti-submarine war has been our navy’s first task; but Canadian destroyers have repeatedly engaged enemy surface craft and have many gallant exploits to their credit.

I am pleased the story of Canada’s War at Sea is being told now while it is fresh in the minds of those who have watched it unfold. One of the authors of this volume, Leslie Roberts, went to sea and lived with the navy over an extended period. He has written the part of the story relating to the present war. He brings to its pages the tang of the sea and the loneliness of the long vigils on convoy duty.

The background of the story, the part which deals with the maritime history of Canada, is by one who is no longer in our midst. Stephen Leacock had a unique place in Canadian letters. His share in this volume was his last major work. Canadians who love the sea and all who have served at sea will welcome the thought that Stephen Leacock’s last writing was associated with Canada’s War at Sea. It will stand as a fitting farewell to his countrymen.

 

Minister

November 1st, 1944.
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Stephen Butler Leacock, 1869-1944,

was born in the Isle of Wight and came to Canada in 1876 where he lived on an Ontario farm, on Lake Simcoe, for six years. After five years at Upper Canada he graduated from the University of Toronto in 1891 and later from the University of Chicago. He was made head of the Department of Economics and Political Science at McGill in 1908 and held that position till his retirement in 1936. Professor Leacock published over forty volumes of essays, biography, history, economics, political science, satire, humour and nonsense. Many of his works were translated into French, Russian, Chinese and German. In addition to two degrees received in course (B.A., Toronto; Ph.D., Chicago) he received honorary degrees from Brown, Dartmouth, Queens, Toronto, Bishop’s and McGill.


Author’s Foreword
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I FEEL IT an honour to be associated with the preparation of this work and it has been a great pleasure to me to write my contribution to it. The main emphasis of the work of course does not rest on the historical introduction which it has been my part to prepare but on the glowing and heroic pages which recount the deeds of Canadian men on Canadian ships under the dangers and stress of maritime war, and the fine and unremitting effort made by those who have worked for the sea on the land so that the courage of our fighting men should not fail for lack of support. Canada owes a full recognition to the gallantry of the Naval Service, to the unflinching endurance and tranquil bravery of the Merchant Service and to the wise guidance from those in authority at Ottawa which has co-ordinated their efforts towards victory. There is a funded debt of gratitude to be carried down the years.

Yet even for such heroic pages it is fitting that the present scene should draw a fuller meaning by standing out against the background of the past. For every great nation the past is a part of the present. We can appreciate better the achievements of the hour when we realize that they spring from no sudden chance, no fortuitous gathering of elements but rest upon more than three centuries of previous achievement, shared by both our two great nations, in the fine exploits of maritime discovery and combat which are interwoven in the tapestry of our national history. To present these as a preface to the still more glorious achievements of to-day has been my aim in this undertaking.

 

McGill University

Montreal

January, 1944
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THE NORSE OR VIKING SHIP — EARLIEST VESSELS IN OUR OCEAN WATERS

The ships of the Norsemen, often called Viking ships, were the first ocean vessels definitely known to have entered our Canadian seas. In these vessels the Norsemen, already established in Iceland, made their way to Greenland in 980 A.D. where they planted a colony which lasted for over three centuries. From Greenland they reached the American mainland, discovering first a barren land of slate and stone (Labrador) and south of it a land of forests (Nova Scotia) and a land of corn and wild grapes (Massachusetts). Attempts at settlement led to attacks of the savages. The Norsemen preferred their empty Greenland.


CHAPTER ONE THE SEA COAST OF CANADA

Our Heritage of the Sea — A Coast Line of 14,820 Miles — The Harbours and Sheltered Seas of Canada — The Great Off-Shore Islands — The Lake and River Chain — A Country Open to the Sea

[image: img182.jpg]

THE PRESENT VAST naval establishment of Canada, the merchant marine which floats beside it and the huge ship building industry on which both are based, bespeak the immediate interest of our Dominion in the sea. But indeed our interest, our use and custom of the sea and the abiding attraction which it has for us, go much further back in time than our Dominion itself, or even our national history. It is a part of our inheritance, a part of the origin and the life story of the two races from whom our people are chiefly descended.

It is true that a large part, by far the larger part, of the people of Canada live out of the sight and the sound of the sea. Two of our provinces are entirely landlocked with no harbour on the sea, and even the sea coast of Ontario (on James and Hudson Bay) which few of its people have ever seen, sounds as out of place as Shakespeare’s mistaken “sea coast of Bohemia.” But that does not lessen the importance of what the sea has meant to us in the development of race, of what it has meant in the evolution of our history, and of all that it means for our future. Canada with a sea coast on three great oceans is a maritime nation, and this outlook, this contact with the sea reaches to the quietest corners of inland Ontario and sends a breeze from the salt water across the grain fields of Saskatchewan. The sea is part of our destiny.

The sea coast of Canada fronts on all three oceans of the Northern Hemisphere — the Atlantic, the Arctic and the Pacific. It has a total length, as estimated by our Hydrographic Survey, of 14,820 statute miles. This means the coast line of the mainland measured as a more or less direct line. If we include the contour of the great islands which lie off the Canadian shores we get a total length of 34,659 miles of coast. Soviet Russia lying on the salt water of the Baltic and Black Seas and on the Arctic Ocean, its shores not yet accurately surveyed, has presumably a longer coast than ours. But coastline after all is a peculiar and varying index. Compare Chili, running towards a maximum of length with a minimum of breadth, and Australia, shaped like a circle, running towards a minimum of coast for its area.  H. W. Clark, “History of Alaska,” 1930 The case of our neighbour Alaska is peculiar. Its outline is to a great extent made up of islands; it reaches eastward with its “Panhandle”; westward it extends so far with its Aleutian chain that the end of it reaches past the international date-line of 180 degrees beyond which is always tomorrow — or would be but that the United States forbids it. Alaska indeed is so peculiarly shaped that if it were superimposed on the United States the top centre of it would be at Duluth, the Panhandle would be at Savannah, Georgia, and the outlaying Aleutians (very profitably) at Hollywood, California. Its coast is longer than all the rest of the continental coast of the United States.

There is no such “freakishness” about the coast of Canada. The wandering curves of its coasts only enhance the facility of communication and guarantee harbours and shelter. At its southern terminus are the Bay of Fundy and the great circle of the Gulf of St. Lawrence from Cape Breton Island to the Straits of Belle Isle. Hudson Strait and Hudson Bay open up a vast inland sea, and on the Pacific side the coast of British Columbia is one continuous stretch of bay and fiord, inlet and sea way. This indented coast is, and has been throughout history, one of the salient advantages of Canada and indeed of North America. The “stern and rock-bound coast” sounds grim in poetry but in reality it means a coast offering at every turn shelter and safety and points of embarkation. To its earliest explorers, to Champlain and those who followed, the Bay of Fundy must have offered a marvellous prospect — with each successive harbour, each wooded inlet, each sheltering island lovelier than the last.

To appreciate the beauty of our Canadian coast in this respect one has but to compare it with the hundreds, the thousands, of miles of the western coast of Africa. Here to the innocent eye of a child, or a painter, nature seems to blend and harmonize land and sea to one consenting contour — low, green shores, the sanded desert stretching to the sanded beach, together with an approach of sea to land, so soft, so slow, wooing the land — this, in reality, in the geological sense, is territory that the unending breaking of the sea has conquered. This is land of which the sea has made what it would fain make of the Channel Coast of England or the stubborn rock of Nova Scotia — this unending shore of Africa, all pounded and broken into sand where the sea meets it day and night, in calm and storm, with a long roll of breaking surf that forbids all access. Our Sable Island, 110 miles off Cape Canso, Nova Scotia, the “graveyard of the Atlantic” with over two hundred recorded wrecks, is, as it were, a little piece of Africa, broken off to warn us what the sea could do.

Our coast is rendered more varied, more majestic and more sheltered still by the great number of islands, some of colossal size, which girdle it from end to end. One thinks at once of Grand Manan in the Bay of Fundy, of Cape Breton Island (3,120 square miles) split off from Nova Scotia by the mile-wide Strait of Canso and riven in twain by the Bras d’Or Lakes; of Prince Edward Island (2,184 square miles), itself a province, with a coast line as broken as that of the parent continent; of the Island of Anticosti, a hundred and thirty miles long, an area of 4,000 square miles (half the area of Wales); and as the greatest of all in size, significance and history, Newfoundland (42,734 square miles), our lost sister, or is it our truant mother?, bound to us in spite of itself by geology and geography.
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But the islands most imposing in size are those of the great Arctic Archipelago in what used to be called, until it became unfashionable, the “frozen seas.” Of the economic value of these Arctic islands, in summer at best a fishing coast and a treeless pasture of grass and flowers and flies, in winter a desolation, we may none the less in this age of minerals entertain certain hopes. England’s acquaintance with them began when Martin Frobisher brought home to Queen Elizabeth a ship-load of gold (fool’s gold, iron pyrites)  Richard Hakluyt, “Principall Navigations of the English Nation,” 1598-1600 from Baffin Island. But the shipment may yet prove as momentous as when John Hawkins brought to the same Queen “niggers” from Guinea and Raleigh tobacco from America. But in size, as just said, the islands are truly imposing. Baffin Island, the largest, contains 200,000 square miles and is almost ten times the size of Nova Scotia; second to it are Victoria (80,000) and Ellesmere (75,000) and half a dozen others each larger than the Province of Prince Edward Island.

On the Pacific coast Vancouver Island (12,400 square miles) is world famous for its history, its beauty and its outlook on a new world in the making. Above it extends an innumerable chain of Pacific Coast Islands and notably the spacious and fertile group of the Queen Charlotte, temperate in climate, rich in resources, sleeping still, hardly known, scarcely used a century after their discovery (1787).

But the word “innumerable” quite rightly designates the islands, as also the lakes, of our fortunate country. Thus — to quote examples only from territory now accurately  “Year Book of Canada,” 1941 surveyed — in an area of 6,094 square miles south and east of Lake Winnipeg there are 3,000 lakes; in an area of 5,294 square miles, accurately mapped, southwest of Reindeer Lake in Saskatchewan there are 7,500 lakes; in the area of the Georgian Bay there are, as commonly and currently estimated, some thirty thousand islands; and much of the Mistassini country in northern Quebec appears indistinguishable as to whether made of lakes surrounded by land, or islands surrounded by water.

The vast inland reservoirs of fresh water represented by the chain of lakes of the Mackenzie River system (Athabasca, Great Slave, Great Bear) and by the Great Lakes of the St. Lawrence basin, stand in a peculiar connection with the sea. They bring it as it were inland to the very heart of our country. We commonly think of rivers as running to the sea, as they undoubtedly do. But seafaring people think of the sea as running into the land, as, from their off shore viewpoint, it does. If we reverse the gear of our common thought to the opposite direction, and think of the St. Lawrence and the Mackenzie as running inland we find a sea way that penetrates into Canada from the Strait of Belle Isle and Cabot Strait inland 1,168 miles past Montreal to Fort William; and one that passes from Aklavik, the Arctic harbour of the North West Territories, for an unimpeded voyage to Fort Smith on the Slave River, beside the Alberta boundary, 1,292 miles away. Already ports far inland, such as Fort William and Port Arthur, are sea ports in so much that ships, actually from the distant seas, lie at their docks. The completion of the St. Lawrence Seaway, now an international certainty, will carry seafaring to the heart of the continent. Our Canadian transport began with the canoe and the portage. The cycle of innovation has turned a full circle. The ocean steamer and the canal have brought it back to where it started.
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THE GRANDE HERMINE OF JACQUES CARTIER — FIRST VESSEL TO ASCEND THE ST. LAWRENCE

The Grande Hermine was the largest of the three vessels with which Jacques Cartier in his second voyage (1535) successfully passed the tides and currents of Anticosti, ascended the St. Lawrence and discovered Canada. She was of the type called a carvel, the principal ocean ship of the days of Mediterranean, Spanish and Portuguese commerce. Clumsy under sail these carvels carried more people and heavier armament than the type of long open vessels which they displaced.


CHAPTER TWO THE TWILIGHT OF OUR EARLY SEA HISTORY

The Coming of Man to America — Land Chain of the Alaskan Seas — Vast Lapse of Time Obliterates all Record — Pytheas the Greek in the Northern Seas — Coming and Going of the Vikings
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THE ORIGINAL “CANADIAN” — indeed the original American — arrived by sea. His “people” came from Asia after a migration that had covered so many thousand miles of distance and so many thousand years of time that he did not know that he had migrated or even that he was on the move. Presumably he was of the Mongolian type represented still so directly by the Eskimos, by the vanishing Aleuts of the Aleutian Islands, by the Thlingit Indians of Alaska and indirectly by all the Indians of America from Point Barrow to Tierra del Fuego. Anthropologists do not doubt that the animal man, originated as one stock, a first cousin but not a direct descendant, of the baboon and the larger apes. It is out of the question that different forms of men originated separately in different parts of the earth and then intermingled, and still further out of the question that one and the same kind of man (the one we know) originated in the same form in separate places. All archaeological evidence — buried bones and skulls, remains of implements and immemorial refuse heaps buried for uncounted centuries — point to Asia as the first home of mankind, and within this capacious birthplace the original cradle may well have been somewhere in the uplands of Persia and the Bible Lands of Mesopotamia. From this central point man migrated in all directions, responsive to the roving instinct that seeks food and avoids danger. Some portion of the human race thus moved gradually across Central Asia and beyond it to the inhospitable regions of the far north east of what is now Siberia, the coldest, bleakest place in all the world where Verkhoyansk holds the world’s record for cold, marking down to 94 below zero. Thus wandered primitive men from one bleak region to another, and finally to the sea where he made his fortunate transit across the Bering Strait, or along the Aleutian Islands and thus reached America. From this first Alaskan lodgement mankind wandered, or rather filtered, on down the continent, moving towards sunshine and warmth, all the way till their furthest advance reached the cold again over nine thousand miles below in Patagonia. But certain groups migrated from their first Alaskan landings along the Polar Seas. These were the Eskimos — acquiring as they went, in the course of centuries a culture of their own, following the coast to Hudson Bay and down and round it to Ungava and finally to Greenland.

We cannot doubt, all scientists accept, this origin of man and his sea-transit to America. Given plenty of time and it is easy enough. There may have been still easier island bridges above water in those days. But even without them the islands in Bering Strait are within sight of one another, and people with any kind of primitive boats might make the longer but warmer Aleutian transit.

Man in America is therefore a new comer, unable to rival the aristocratic descent of the baboon men of the Old World — the ape-man of Java (of whom it is hard to say which he is), or the Piltdown man of Sussex (intelligence just dawning) or the Neanderthal man of Germany — more jaw than brain.

But this accepted theory of the expansion of mankind into America is not needed to account for the spread of other forms of life plant and even animal. It is now widely believed that the American continent was originally broken away entire from Europe and Africa — into which its facial outline still fits marvellously — and was slowly rafted westward, or its loose foundations, across the Atlantic. It is still rocking on gently in the same direction a few yards every year. The original separation may well have carried out to sea a vast collection of animate life, as passengers on the raft. But man could not have been among them. He is not old enough.

 

But his use of the sea ended with the original transit. There was no coming and going, nor the faintest survival of transmitted memory of what had been left behind. The 1,000 languages of America, North, Central and South, connect throughout among themselves, but bear no trace of Asiatic kinship. Only for the tribal Indians of the Pacific coast and for the Eskimos did the sea remain a part of their life. The dug-out, after all only a floating tree, must be older than Noah’s Ark: the Eskimos worked out the contrivance of the Kayak — their unsinkable boat of skin, the mainstay of their life — along with their snow house, the igloo, their mainstay against death from the cold. They thus were able to occupy all the northern sea shores of Canada including that of Manitoba and Ontario, later indeed abandoned, but occupied by them till almost within touch of history. In the  “Lahontan’s Narrative,” 1703 narrative of the young French Baron Lahontan recounting his marvellous journey (1687) into the present Minnesota, too marvellous for general belief, we read that he was told that beyond the sources of the rivers he ascended, other streams ran down to a great salt sea, and that on this sea lived men who paddled in boats of skin. But the Eskimos’ use of the sea was merely that of fishermen along shore. There was practically no “sea faring” in the true sense.

Still less was there for the generality of the “red” Indians who slowly spread inland from the Pacific coast across the continent. Their life was turned away from the sea. They evolved a navigation for streams and sheltered waters, calm lakes and portages. Having evolved the bark canoe and the tobacco pipe they rested, like travellers after a long day’s paddle, and were resting still when found. Nor did the Indians take to the sea even when they reached the Atlantic Ocean. Among the most miserable, in means of support, of all the half-starved Indians of the North were the Beothuks, the “Red Indians” (red grease, not skin) of Newfoundland who gave their name later to all the others. Miserable also appear the shivering Micmacs of the Gulf of St. Lawrence whose wretched condition evoked the pity of Jacques Cartier.

 

The real sea story for Canada begins with the arrival of the ships of the Vikings, driving over the waves from Greenland with the wind on the quarter, all life and colour, a great swelling sail of gold and blue, and a glitter of painted shields along the gunwale, and the foam smashing under the dragon-beak of the bow. These, if one may dare drop into the vernacular, were “the real boys.”

 

But before paying the proper tribute to these great seamen of the north, never in their own range surpassed, one may turn a moment to the twilight memory of a great southern navigator, a Greek of more than a thousand years before them, who almost discovered America, and who if he had done so, would have made a better use of it than did the Norsemen who despised it.

 

Sailors’ tales, even when quite true, often prove too wonderful for the belief of their friends ashore. When a ship load of Greeks came back from a three years’ voyage and said they had been all round Africa and up the other side, they might have got away with the story except for their adding to it that when they went round the bottom of Africa the sun was in the north part of the sky, instead of the south.  Sir Clements Markham, “Pytheas Geog. Journal,” 1893 That proved them liars. So it was when Pytheas came home from a long voyage and said that he had been away across the Ocean, clean past an island Ultima Thule, the last land, till he came to a place where the sea and sky came together, with a great crashing and hissing sound, and that there he had turned back. And it was probably all true. He was apparently right close to the coast of Greenland, could have seen it if the sky had cleared but the mist was rising, as it often does, so thick from the grinding and crushing of the ice pack — breaking into fragments, lumps and splinters, that land and sea all seemed one. As for the sound he heard, you may hear it any spring when the breaking ice of the St. Lawrence is carried past Lachine. The sight of the sea and sky meeting in mist may be seen, we are told, by anyone off Greenland at the season, and close by the coast.

 

Pytheas was not afraid of the open sea. The Romans were. The timid poet Horace writing verses in his vineyard, tells us that the man who first put out on to the dark sea must have had a heart of oak and been wrapped three times round in brass. No oak and brass for Horace! A book of verses underneath a vine was better. But the snug crowd under the forepeak of a viking ship, reading the verses of Horace — for some of them could read Latin — may well have chuckled over the notion of danger on the open sea.

Pytheas was a Greek of the Phoenician settlement of Marseilles. He lived three hundred years before the Christian era. He was a scientist equipped with all the Greek knowledge of astronomy and of the form and motion of the globe which the mediaeval world was to lose. He made a celebrated voyage out into the Atlantic and along the coast of Europe. He “discovered” the British Isles, “travelled all over Britain on foot” (the words are those of the historian Polybius), estimated its latitude and circumference. He brought home news of the “tin islands” on the coast of Cornwall. He sailed eastward along the shores of the North Sea, then westward six days from the ‘last land’ (Iceland). It was beyond this island and further west that he came to the meeting of sea and sky in the mist. Had the sky cleared he would have seen Greenland: from there the transit was easy to the mainland of North America. Had Pytheas ever seen, as the Norsemen did, the woods of Nova Scotia and the wild vines of New England he would never have let go of it as they did. Canada and Great Britain would have been discovered in the same voyage. Yet it made no difference. No one would have believed him. Even as it was, no one did. It was two hundred years before Mediterranean sailors came back to British shores: and thirteen hundred years before the Norsemen made their westward way past Ultima Thule to Greenland. Pytheas wrote an elaborate book, A Journey about the Earth, or All about the Ocean — it has different titles, sounding singularly up-to-date. But it was lost. It survives now only in quotations of other earlier quotations from it.

 

With the Norsemen began a real knowledge of the northern seas. As everybody knows they colonized Iceland, establishing  F. Nansen, “In Northern Mists,” 1911 settlements, schools, a centre of civilization. From Iceland certain Norsemen (first Eric the Red) sailed on, or were blown, to Greenland. There they made a settlement, well equipped, with stone houses and barns, cattle and comfort, and trade with the home country. Inevitably the Norsemen of Greenland were blown on to the mainland. We have in their sagas and in their records accounts of the Voyage of Leif Ericson to a land of rock and slate (Labrador), a “markland” of trees and woods (Nova Scotia) and a “softer country with grapevines and longer days” — Vineland — which is, or isn’t, New England. No one knows. They even attempted permanent settlement there: but their contact with the savages of the woods, with ambush and sudden death, gave them a horror of the place — as sailors are said to have of life ashore — and they left, never to return, except for random voyages in search of timber.

America was no lost paradise to the Norsemen. They just didn’t want it. Had they been in earnest about settlement their ships would have run back and forward as easily as a ferry. We are in some doubt of what Pytheas’s ship was like. Greek galleys of that date are known only from pictures in vases and are probably only about as truthful to a real galley as a willow-pattern plate to a willow tree. They look hopelessly clumsy and shallow, with a mast dead-centre and a sail as square as Euclid.

But the Norsemen’s ships, the first vessels ever to sail Canadian seas were wonderful things, superior in many ways (apart from their limited cargo space) to anything that sailed the seas in the days of Christopher Columbus. We do not have to guess what they were like from pictures distorted by an artist’s fancy. Several actual ships have been dug out from the heavy clay of the Scandinavian hill sides which has preserved them intact.

 

“Saga of Olaf Trygg-Yason” Moreover one of the Norse sagas, the epic poems of old Norway, gives us a full account of the building of King Olaf’s ship. It was 135 feet long on the keel, a length which the sweeping rise of stem and stern would increase to 165 feet overall. People accustomed to hotel life will be amazed to hear that the ship contained “thirty rooms.” But these “rooms” merely meant “spaces,” one for each bench of rowers. Compare, as a matter of philology the “living room” which Mussolini needed in Ethiopia. This leaves 45 feet for the fore and after decks for cargo space and living, or rather “huddling” quarters. “The sailing equipment of these ships,”  Quoted by H. B. Culver, “Book of Old Ships,” 1924 writes a technical authority, “was rather rudimentary. Primarily intended to be propelled by oars, their floors were rather flat with very easy lines of entrance and departure. The sides rose almost vertically with quite a sharp turn in the bilge. With a free wind they must have sailed fast.”

The mast of a Viking ship was not maintained upright all the time. When erect it was wedged fast with a sort of wooden boot-jack and held with stays and shrouds but by slackening away these ropes it could be lowered or slanted back to any required extent to serve as a ridge pole for a tent-covering lashed over the entire ship on a still night at sea or when at anchor. The rudder was rigged, not at the extreme of the stern, but a little way along the right hand side of the boat, this side being therefore the “steer board” or “starboard.” The tiller stuck out sideways, not lengthwise, from the rudder post, the steersman thus sitting in board and holding the tiller as one does an oar, with two hands. The remains of Viking boats, such as the one in a Chicago museum are at best but venerable memorials of time and wear and decay. The actual reality must have been all life and light and colour: the coloured sail, full to the wind, the glittering shields, the sparkle of the polished wood and the foam that smashed white under the oars! Such were the first ships in Canadian waters.

 

The Norsemen abandoned Greenland. They ceased any regular visit to the settlement after the middle of the thirteen hundreds. When the Danes came again the settlers were gone — nothing left but the crumbled stones of roofless house and byre and church, over which slowly advanced the moving ice of the Greenland glacier. They may have died of the Black Death, the Plague which devastated all Europe, moving westward: they may have sought other homes: the  Vilhjalmur Stefansson, “Greenland,” 1942 best authority, Vilhjalmur Stefansson, thinks that they were absorbed by moving hordes of Eskimos. At any rate they dropped out of the maritime history of Canada for six hundred years. Then with the coming of the Great War of 1939 Greenland suddenly assumed a new meaning to us, a European danger on our door step, a vital point in the air map of Europe and America, not to be left under the sovereignty of a small dairy-farm nation unable, not from lack of valour but from lack of numbers, even to protect themselves. Among the minor points of settlement of a later day will be the readjustment of the status of Greenland.
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THE GRIFFON OF CAVELIER DE LA SALLE — FIRST SAILING VESSEL ON THE UPPER LAKES

Robert Cavelier de La Salle (1643-1687), the explorer of the Mississippi designed a plan for building sailing vessels of size and armament on the Upper Lakes. These were to replace the paltry traffic of canoes and dominate the interior of the continent. The Griffon, intended as the first of the fleet, built after great pains and labour at Cayuga Creek on Lake Erie was lost on its first voyage in a great storm. With it ended La Salle’s ambitious plan.


CHAPTER THREE EXPLORATION AND DISCOVERY

Early Navigation — The Dead Reckoning of Christopher Columbus — Ships and Rigging — Fore Castles and Square Yards — Astrolabes and Cross Staffs — The Santa Maria on Toronto Bay — Jacques Cartier’s Ships — Sailing and Tacking — The Fisheries of the Banks — A Hundred Silent Years
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IT WAS NOT for five centuries after the coming of the Norsemen that the great age of American discovery began. In its earlier phases the voyages were purely expeditions of discovery, of search for treasure which was not there and for countries eight thousand miles further on. We have to remember also that at this date maritime navigation was still a strange, haphazard business. Science was not yet ready for it. Galileo’s telescopes and Newton’s mathematics belong in the sixteen hundreds. Celestial navigation was still in its infancy. The ordinary Spanish and Portuguese pilots knew nothing of it and even Christopher Columbus next to nothing. Today an Alberta high school boy who never saw salt water can learn from his manual of physics that the altitude of the polar star, as seen from any particular place, shows the latitude of that place. At the pole the polar star is, practically, right over the spectator’s head; at the equator, at his feet. The same boy will realize that one can always tell when it is noon because then the sun is at its highest for the day and every shadow at its shortest. If one has a watch set for Greenwich time one can tell by a comparison of twelve o’clock by the sun and by the watch how much difference in time there is between Greenwich and the place where one stands. This indicates its longitude, since obviously there are fifteen degrees for each hour to make twenty-four a full circle of 360 degrees.

But these principles can have no application without a set of delicate instruments to apply them. Columbus had been dead two hundred years before any one invented a watch that would keep time at sea. Such instruments as were available were so crude as to be of little worth — except on land where they at least stayed still. In Columbus’s day there was a rudimentary appliance called an astrolabe. It was like a flat plate hung up by a string through a hole in the edge. A pointer was pivoted in the centre. The observer squinted along the pointer at a star and the slant of the pointer showed the height of the star. Champlain, who was well ahead of his time in all work of survey and navigation, used an astrolabe in his inland exploration of Canada, used one and lost it up on the Ottawa where it was found some three centuries later.

Columbus was not in that class. He had an astrolabe  S. Morison, “Admiral of the Ocean Sea,” 1942 with him on his first voyage but he couldn’t use it. Later on the navigators found that instead of an astrolabe shaped like a whole plate a quarter of a plate would do. It swung on one corner and had a plumb line hanging across it. It was tilted till one could see a star through eyelets along one edge when the plumb line would indicate the angle of the star’s elevation. There were the equally simple devices of the “cross staff” and the “back-staff.” Familiar pictures show Christopher Columbus in a heroic pose “shooting the North Star” with a cross staff. The truth is, as the latest and greatest of his biographers tells us, that he never saw a cross staff.

Indeed the navigation of the “admiral of the ocean sea” would, but for its venerable aspect, appear almost comic. He steered by “dead reckoning.” To know how fast his ship was going he threw something over the side and took a guess. To know in which direction it was going he shook up his compass — a circular card, pivoted in a bowl, rocking and jamming with the motion of the ship — and took another guess. This second guess was doubly uncertain because Columbus and his fellow pilots knew that the compass varied from place to place but didn’t know how much it varied in  E. Keble Chatterton, “Ships and Ways of Other Days,” 1913 any one particular place. The days of tables and nautical almanacs were still to come. As to longitude it was hopeless. Pendulums couldn’t swing at sea. Ship’s time was calculated by an ampolleta, or glass of dry sand that took half an hour to run out. Theoretically these half hours added up day by day and compared with the ship’s noon would give degrees west of his starting point; practically they wouldn’t; somebody had forgotten to turn the sand. Even on shore in America longitude west from Europe was for a long time just a guess. A scientific attempt to “locate” Mexico City by calculating the Mexico hour of day of an eclipse, as compared with the Spanish time of the eclipse, got Mexico correct “within 1,340 miles.”

One might well say that under these circumstances the wonder is that Columbus ever got anywhere. The answer is that he never did. He was steering for Japan and landed in the West Indies. The story is well known that, to prevent his sailors from taking alarm at their increasing distance from home, Columbus gave out each day a false reckoning and kept the true one to himself. In reality his false reckoning was much the closer.

It appears further that Christopher Columbus as he grew old took on all the easy and pardonable vanity of old age and would speak of navigation as a “mystery,” and talk of “taking the sun,” a thing he couldn’t do. Luckily for him it was impossible to miss hitting America. It blocks the way from the frozen Arctic clear down the globe to the almost unpassable Cape Horn. Europe was slow in appreciating this simple but amazing geographical fact. For the two centuries between Columbus’s “Indies” and La Salle’s “La Chine,” explorers butted at the continent to find a way round it or through it, as football players buck the line. Practically all the early voyages to what we now call Canadian waters originated from this impulse.

Columbus and those who followed him for a hundred years were impeded not only by their lack of celestial navigation but by the short-comings of the poor tubs they called their ships. We know those of Columbus best because various models and drawings have been made of them, in particular those made, or intended, as exact duplicates for the World’s Fair at Chicago in 1893. These floated for many years in a lagoon at Jackson Park in Chicago: the Santa Maria still floats, precariously: the Pinta, foundering in 1918, and the Nina burnt to the lagoon’s edge in 1919, have joined the vanished ships of yesterday. But the ship of Cabot and those of Cartier, Frobisher, Davis, Hudson and Baffin and of all the earlier discoverers of our coast were of this Jackson Park pattern. Authorities dispute the correctness of the carvels of 1893 but, taking them as made, we find that the Santa Maria was of two hundred tons: was sixty feet long on the keel with a full length of hull of ninety-three feet. But the ungainly superstructure that she carried — the box-like “fore castle” that rose high and stuck out in front and the “after castle,” equally clumsy, which lingered behind, brought the total length of the Santa Maria to one hundred  William Wood, “All Afloat,” 1914 and twenty-eight feet. She had three masts of which the centre one far exceeded the others and carried an enormously wide main yard. All ships of this class had relatively far more beam than Viking ships and fighting galleys. In the ancient days of Greece and Rome all ships fell into two general classes, “long ships” for fighting, and “round ships” for cargo. The Santa Maria represented the full and most matronly development of the round ship. Tubby and top-heavy, she rocked, rolled and pitched in any sea. On the homeward voyage she ran gently one night on to a coral reef — waking nobody — opened at the seams and went down.

Such were the deficiences and the disadvantages of Christopher Columbus. But after all he did discover America. Civilized Europe had had two thousand years to find it and hadn’t done so. Such small facts as that Columbus couldn’t navigate, or that Lord Nelson was habitually sea-sick may be left among the little ironies of maritime history.

The Santa Maria, not the original but her Chicago Exposition duplicate or ghost of 1893, floated once in Canadian waters — as she ascended the Lakes. Some of us can still remember her at anchor on a still summer evening in Toronto Bay, a flock of row boats around her and the Spanish sailors — the genuine article — they had sailed her out — looking down from the high aftercastle and standing about in the waist. It recalls Longfellow’s memorable verses that tell of,

The Spanish sailors with bearded lips

And the mystery and beauty of the ships and the magic of the sea.

But for these particular Spanish sailors the sea had lost its magic. They had been too much rocked in the cradle of the deep by the sea-saw Santa Maria.

 

All the ships of the period were of this general class, commonly called carvels. Cabot’s ship, the Matthew, as far as is known, was a carvel but much smaller than the Santa Maria since eighteen men made her full crew. She is placed at fifty tons. Jacques Cartier’s largest ship the Grande Hermine, a vessel of over a hundred tons, was of the same type as the Santa Maria but carried only two masts, a square-rigged mainmast and a foremast. With these was a bowsprit, set, after the current fashion, at an angle of forty-five degrees and itself carrying a little mast and sail. Of the same type were the ships of the explorers of the north, Frobisher, Davis, Henry Hudson and Baffin.
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But with the beginning of the sixteen hundreds a great and continuous improvement can be seen both in the art of navigation and in the building and rigging of ships, an improvement that is continuous from the days of the Tudors, when improvement was beginning, until the middle nineteenth century when the sailing ship reached its acme of beauty and efficiency just when its days were numbered. One realized the advance best by taking it in one single leap from the clumsy carvel Santa Maria to the clipper ship Lightning marking its record of 436 nautical miles in 24 hours, and the beautiful yachts, all aslant in the wind and sailing into it at “four points,” or forty-five degrees. This sailing into the wind or “tacking” was unknown in Columbus’s time. Ships that used oars — vikings and galleys — never needed it. Tacking came in as oars went out. It is commonly said to have first come into use as “invented” in England in Queen Elizabeth’s time. No doubt it came, like much else, half by accident as a consequence of deeper draft and better-cut sails. Gradually of course it transformed both the rigging and the hulls of ships, bringing in fore-and-aft sails, square yards that could be set all of a slant, and hulls with a clear run that would drag as little water as possible when heeled over. But all this was still centuries on.

 

All these early voyages to the coast of what is now the Dominion of Canada during the hundred years from John Cabot (1497) to Sir Humphrey Gilbert (1583), came to nothing as far as their immediate purpose was concerned but had amazing results in other directions. John Cabot was looking for Asia, and understood that he had found it. But the main consequence of his voyage was the opening up of the cod fisheries of the Grand Banks of Newfoundland and of the Gulf of the St. Lawrence. These banks are the “continental shelf” that runs out into a submerged plateau of half a million square miles, before the real ocean begins. This upper layer of these shallow waters is thick with “plankton,” the rudimentary form of animal life in water, such as floats as scum on ponds, a natural food of fish. Hence there were found in Cabot’s day inconceivable codfish to be taken out by the basketful without nets, food enough for the Fridays and fast days of all the pious Christians of western  H. A. Innes, “The Cod Fisheries,” 1940 Europe. The codfish on the older grounds round Iceland were as nothing.

Cabot’s voyage in 1497 and his discovery of the fisheries of the coast and the second fruitless voyage of 1498, in which he reached Baffin Island (lat. 66 north), came to nothing, we say, as far as the discovery of a route to Asia was concerned. But they had great consequences. Word went around about the marvellous draught of fishes to be had off the coast — the “New Isle,” they called it, and in French “Terre Neuve.” At this time the fishing fleets of northern and western Europe used to fish in the North Sea and around Iceland. The attraction of the new ground brought at once a flock of fishing vessels, at first French from the Channel ports and Basques and Spaniards from the Bay of Biscay. But presently, in the Stuart times, the English fleet, mostly out of the British Channel and Devon, was the largest of all.

It was a strange unrecorded traffic. No one wrote it up. Lescarbot, Champlain’s merry associate of 1604 and our earliest historian, who woke the first laughter out of the morose silence of an Indian continent, tells us that he knew an old fisherman who had made eighty-four crossings of the North Atlantic, forty-two round trips. But it all left no trace, no record. Even the names of places fell on them as from Heaven — Cape Breton, the Harbour of St. John and so on.

The fisheries went on thus for nearly half a century before they led to wider exploration. The fishermen neither wandered nor wintered. They landed only to get bait and cure fish. With the boats full they drove home on the north west wind. In the course of time they made their way from the Atlantic into the Cabot Strait and by the northern passage of the Strait of Belle Isle. But the fish were less plentiful there especially as the water got less salt. The bleakness of the North Shore (Cartier decided that God had reserved it for the murderer Cain), and the fierce winds and currents of the Gulf near Anticosti forbid further penetration towards the West. But there must have been the legend of a river. The Indians knew all about it. The current proved it. Every river is a mystery. One thinks of the unknown Nile, the mysterious Niger; so on our continent the legendary “River of Canada,” and, already discovered at the time of which we speak, the Mississippi. Hernando De Soto had gone inland (1541) through the sands and swamps of Florida, beyond all reckoning, and there came to a great flood of water moving south, from somewhere. He never lived to get out. But some of his men went on down the river and in time came to the sea and followed the coast and came to Mexico. But where the rivers came from no one knew. Old-time explorers must indeed have often wondered where they were. Nor could Indians tell them. Our Canadian Indians of “Canada,” questioned by Champlain, ran out of information beyond Lake Huron; one or two talked vaguely of a salt sea up the Ottawa river. For Vérendrye’s Indians of the Assiniboine (1738) the world ended somewhere round South Dakota. The South Dakota Indians knew there was a sea beyond the mountain.

Such was the background and such was the legend which led Jacques Cartier to his immortal discovery of the Saint Lawrence. It is characteristic of the period that he passed a large French ship from the Port of Rochelle as he went in through Belle Isle Strait. He thought nothing of it: no doubt there were plenty. Contrary winds and the Anticosti currents drove him away in 1534 but he came again in 1535, ascended the River to “Canada” and clear past it to Hochelaga and began therewith our Canadian history. Religious wars at home, the first call upon a religious people, kept the French away for half a century more. Then came Champlain and the definite foundation of New France.
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THE BATEAUX OF THE ST. LAWRENCE — THE DAYS BEFORE THE STEAMBOAT

The word bateau in French means in the general sense any boat or craft. But in our Canadian history it is specially applied to the type of boats used for the navigation of the St. Lawrence in the days before steamboats and canals. These bateaux were shallow, flat-bottomed boats about forty feet long, of so little draft that they could be poled or hauled through the rapids. They carried masts and lugsails and could also be rowed with oars in calm water. A bateau carried about five tons. After 1809 the steamboat replaced them between Quebec and Montreal and with the opening of canals after 1821 their utility ended altogether.


CHAPTER FOUR IN THE DAYS OF NEW FRANCE

New England Follows the Sea, New France the Forest — The Bateaux of the St. Lawrence — La Salle’s Project of Ships on the Lakes — Success and Shipwreck of the Griffon — War Fleets of Canoes — Ships of War on Lake Ontario — The Oswego and the Ontario of 1755
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THE HISTORY OF New France, of the Old French Régime in Canada, is mainly an inland story. The French, the Channel coast apart, are not a sea-faring nation. Their beautiful compact territory contrasts with the broken outlines of England wrapped in the mists of the sea, no place in it more than seventy miles from salt water. Hence the people of New England also kept their close touch with the sea, their fishing boats, their coastwise navigation, and used, as soon as they could rise to it, shipbuilding and the West Indies trade as the basis of a new commerce clear across to Africa and out in the boundless world. To Africa they sailed with rum to buy “niggers,” thence to the West Indies to sell “niggers” and buy sugar, then home to New England to turn sugar into rum and off again — with a profit all round the triangle. Thus rose the counting houses and the mahogany homes of Boston while the settlers of New France were out in the forests playing Indian, or lost in the heart of the continent, finding rivers for the English to use later.

New France turned its back upon the sea. It left the fisheries of the Newfoundland Banks, as far as they were French at all, to another set of Frenchmen. Ocean ships in the old days of French Canada practically all stopped at Quebec. The ascent of the river to Montreal was made by skiffs and sailboats, in particular by the kind called par excellence “bateaux.” These were large shallow, flat-bottomed boats, sharp at each end, about forty feet long, with masts and lugsails but also oars for calm water and ironshod poles for work in the shallows. A bateau carried about five tons — plenty for the limited commerce of the day. Rarely did ships come up from the sea. The delays of calms and currents and shoals prevented for the most part the ascent of ocean ships. Even below Quebec they sailed in a haphazard fashion. The river was not sounded and charted till Admiral Sanders’s officers, principally Captain James Cook, took the job in hand for Wolfe’s expedition.

In this, as in everything, the economic life of New France was given a false lead, by the attraction and profit of the fur trade. Here men might find a “natural liberty” — the phrase is that of the day — denied by a paternal government; the hope at least of inordinate gain — as with the gold prospectors of today — and above all the claim of the unknown, the adventurous, the infinite. Hence agriculture languished, leaving the best soil unknown, manufacture was forbidden,  F. Parkman, “The Old Régime in Canada,” Chap. XX minerals but little worked and ships and the sea neglected. The everlasting Indian and his canoeful of beaver skins filled the whole horizon, while down in New England there was the sound of the hammer and the saw, the ship building on its cradle, the farm and the field, and the axe clearing the forest. To these busy people the Indian was just a curse and a nuisance, seen best along the barrel of a shot gun. Anyone acquainted with the annals of Indian savagery will agree that the last of the Mohicans was the best.

Some wiser Frenchmen saw it all, as notably Jean Talon, the first of the Intendants of the colony, officials intended  “The Great Intendant Chronicles of Canada,” 1913 to aid the governor as business managers. Talon was all for sea trade and ship building. Ships had indeed been built by the French from the earliest colonial days. Pont Gravé, the associate of Champlain, built two little vessels at Port Royal in 1606 to use for reconnaissance. A ship called the Galiole, was built at Quebec in 1663 and rigged as a brigantine. But Jean Talon — unfortunately only in New France from 1665 to 1671 — went to work in earnest. He had men search the forests for the right timber and began experimenting at his own cost. The home government, the famous minister Colbert, encouraged the idea, supplying funds for building ships and for exporting timber to France. This would have put the clock forward a hundred and fifty years to the great days of shipbuilding at Quebec and the timber trade. Everything was all there except a sufficient continuing of interest. Three small vessels were built at Quebec (1670) for the French West Indies trade. Talon built a five hundred ton ship and had three hundred and fifty men at work in shipyards at Quebec, and this of a total population of some seven thousand. Ship building went on to a certain extent at Quebec all through the French régime both for the West Indies trade and for home voyages. But the ships never equalled in number or in quality those from France. Not enough care or experiment was given to the selection of timbers and to the difference of environment. Ship building in the old world, like everything else there, took time. Timbers must be weathered, must set, and must wait. It was a matter of years. Nelson’s Victory was laid down in 1758 and launched in 1765. But then ships were built to last. Nelson’s Victory floated for over a century and a half and is still propped up in dry dock. Lloyd’s Register shows that many ships that were afloat when Queen Victoria came to the throne outlived her reign by ten years or more. The record seems to be that of a Danish sloop the Constanz launched in 1723 and going strong as a coastal vessel till the Great War of 1914.

Hence the initial difficulty of colonial ship building. The circumstances called for rapid completion with untried timbers. It was not possible to make “a proper job” of it. Our own Maritime ship building, presently so glorious a success, met with this same trouble at the start. The French never had time to get over it.

It is possible that it was the use of unweathered timber that occasioned the shipwreck of La Salle’s Griffon (Griffin), the ship he built for the Upper Lakes, in the very moment of its obvious success. The famous explorer Robert Cavelier de La Salle (1643-1687) was a man as far ahead of his time as most people of his time were behind it — or behind its potentialities. He came to New France in 1666 and became fascinated with a vision of the opening up of North America. All that came later he saw then. There was no limit to where exploration might reach — to the Southern Sea, all the way to China. Round his seigneurie (on Montreal Island, at its west end) La Salle’s visions and preparations became a joke, as when Noah built the Ark. They christened the place “China” — and roared over it so heartily that it is still Lachine. One joke went a long way then. It had to.

But La Salle had really had the insight to see, as no one yet had, or had yet tried to realize, the full meaning of the navigation of the Great Lakes. Here were vast inland seas with a reach and access to half a continent, with excellent harbours, navigable everywhere except where the great Fall of Niagara cut the chain in two, and the heavy current of the Sault Ste-Marie to some extent cuts off Lake Superior. But in each section boats, or rather, ships, could sail at will in a region abounding with native resources of timber, fish and furs, and a tributory population to gather these treasures at the price of a few blankets and trinkets, cheap guns and cheaper rum. All that was needed was ships, real ships, not a little birch bark toy floating like a lily, and carrying about as much freight.

Why did not the Europeans at once build ships on the Lakes? Why did they wait for a hundred years after La Salle? Why did they have to wait for the urgency of war (1754-63) to teach them, as it always does, the things they might have learned in peace? The answer is that in the first place the Europeans were not yet really on the Lakes. The English and the Dutch sailed up and down the Hudson — from Manhattan to Orange, that is, from New York to Albany — but navigation beyond that was impossible except by streams and portages through the forest. The French access reached to Montreal but there navigation from the sea was terminated. To reach the Great Lakes they must portage around waterfalls, carrying heavy loads through miles of bush, or, harder labour still, haul and push flat-bottomed boats, their typical river bateaux against the current that swept along beside the river bank. By the time they reached Lake Ontario the French voyageurs were so out of breath, so to speak, that it never occurred to them to begin again — to build ships and go on.

Here then was La Salle’s great idea, as simple as Newton’s apple or Archimedes’s lever. Till this time the European had been content to take over the Indian canoe, as hopeless for real trade as a walnut on a pond. The canoe was marvellous as an evolution, the only thing ever “evolved” by the North American Indian. The best canoes of the Lakes were made of birchbark on a wooden frame rendered water-tight  Memoirs of the Late War Commander Peuchot, Lake Ontario Command, 1759 with what was then called “chewing gum” (spruce gum). Canoes made of elm bark were not so good. The Algonquins of central Canada excelled in the art. Before the whites came most canoes were about 16 to 18 feet long and only carried two men with a package of furs or freight between them. Some smaller canoes, only twelve feet long were handled by one man. A few canoes carried more than two paddlers but they were rare. The great “war canoes” that carried as many as twenty-four men, and which are still made for gala occasions of peace, were no part of the original Indian equipment. Their war parties travelled in fleets of small canoes. The French, with the aid of Indians, built larger and larger canoes, and the Indians then adopted the idea for war canoes. Hence was evolved what was called the “canot de maître,” of which the normal crew was eight paddlers and a guide: but larger ones were also made. The French government built such canoes at Three Rivers. The British fur companies, both the North West Company and the Hudson’s Bay Company, took over the idea and adopted the large canoe as their standard inland transport.

 

What La Salle saw was that canoes had no place on  Francis Parkman, “La Salle and the Discovery of the Great West” the Great Lakes except for people who had nothing better. His vision was that of a succession of ‘ships,’ not canoes, a fleet on Lake Ontario, another, the main one, to cover and control all Lake Erie, Lake Huron with the Georgian Bay and Lake Michigan with Green Bay, and beyond that a fleet on Lake Superior and a fleet on the Mississippi. The idea was too large for his fellow colonists. It excited jealousy, opposition and intrigue from the start. It was the first “octopus of transportation” that always threatens to devour North America. Hence the ultimate ruin of La Salle’s fortunes, the failure of his hopes and his tragic death in the Mississippi wilderness (1687). It was a hundred years and more before his phantom fleets appeared as realities.

La Salle went roundly to it. He went back and forward to France: borrowed money: brought out shipwrights, carpenters, smith’s tools, cables and equipment. He built first a small sailing vessel at Cataraqui to carry supplies back and forward to the Niagara peninsula. His grand prize was to be not Ontario but the lakes beyond. He portaged the Niagara peninsula. At the mouth of Cayuga Creek he found a suitable spot with low shores, still water and timber ready at hand. There he laid out his shipyard and set up his forges. The Seneca Indians stood about, watching the work, waiting when to strike. They waited too long. La Salle’s Griffon slid backwards down its ways and floated out on the creek, its crew safe in their tall fortress.

The making of the Griffon illustrates, at its very outset, the way in which our Lake shipping has been copied from the original ships of the sea and gradually, by difference of environment, readapted out of all resemblance. What Neptune of the ocean would recognize a whale-back ore carrier as his offspring? What fast pinnace would not flee “like a fluttered bird” (the words are Tennyson’s) at the sight of its cousin, the halfmile long timber raft? Right here at the first launching of the first lakeship we touch the problem of the latest: can a sea boat be also a lake boat?

The Griffon couldn’t; but it perished too soon to know it. It was fashioned after a Dutch model (a galleot), designed for the shallow waters, the steady winds and the large cargoes of an opulent and drowsy trade. Its makers had not yet encountered the varying breezes, the sudden squalls, the awkward current and the unsuspected shoals of the Canadian Great Lakes. The Griffon was rigged as a brig with broad yards, a sail under the bowsprit and a spread of square canvas with shipwreck in every yard of it.

She made what should have been an epoch-making voyage up Lake Erie, through “the Detroit,” Lake St. Clair, then so named, and its river and out across Lake Huron. It is true that a great gale on Lake Huron drove her before it, beyond all control, to the terror of all hands who fell down in supplication to St. Anthony of Padua, promising a chapel. Apparently St. Anthony knew Lake Huron. They came safely through the gale to the mission post at Michilli-machinac (Mackinaw). Thence the Griffon passed into Lake Michigan (Lac des Illinois) and so to Green Bay, the transit point for the Mississippi. There a flock of savages watched in amazement the unloading of the Griffon. “The  George A. Cuthbertson, “Freshwater”, 1931 Pottawatommies,” writes Mr. Cuthbertson, were “dumfounded to see the prodigious quantities of goods which came out of the ship.” Well they might be. If the Griffon had a burden of sixty tons and if a two man canoe carried 500 lbs. of furs it would take a fleet of canoes three quarters of a mile long to compete with the cargo ship. The sight would dumbfound more than a Pottawatommie. It should have dumbfounded the managers of the fur trade. Instead it only awakened commercial suspicion and fear. The Griffon’s freight included the tools and equipment for more ships to be built further on. When all unloaded she filled up with a cargo of furs and started on her return. That was the end. The Griffon stood out into the Lake as the night fell on a gathering storm. From the shore they saw the flashes of intermittent lightning in the growing darkness and heard the salute of the ship’s guns; then a great storm overwhelmed lake and shore and the vessel was never seen again. The epoch-making event failed to make its epoch. There were no more commercial ships on the lakes for a hundred years.

 

Even for the purposes of war, itself the background of the North American scene, there was no realization of the potentiality of ships on the Lakes. After La Salle’s Griffon the French under Frontenac (1672-82) and his successor LaBarre built a few small vessels at Cataraqui, their dates, capacity and number uncertain. Governor Denonville’s ambitious but disastrous expedition of 1687 was carried by a vast war fleet but it only included three small sailing vessels, the mass of it consisted of a hundred and ninety-eight transports mostly flat-bottomed bateaux, built for the occasion, and a gathering of a hundred and forty-two canoes. This “fleet” carried two thousand men. One or two ships of war could have scattered them like a flock of loons. But the English had none. They had no ships, no harbours, no posts on the Lakes till they established Oswego in 1722. They left the control of the Lakes to their savage allies the Iroquois, strung out like a daisy chain all the way from the Hudson to Niagara, the Senecas, the most savage, the most cannibal, the most implacable holding the western end. The French, after La Salle, had no ships on the Upper Lakes nor had the English any.

It was only just before the throes of the final conflict (1754-1763) that both sides realized the value of “sea-power” on these inland seas and began building feverishly. The French were the first. At some time after their rebuilding at Cataraqui the Fort Frontenac, which had been abandoned (1688-1694) during the war, they began building schooners and apparently also brigs to connect Fort Frontenac with Fort Niagara. It would seem that they had four vessels by 1741. But they only began to build in earnest in 1755, with the Hurault, a square-topsail schooner of ninety tons, seventy-five feet overall, with a broadside of seven guns a side. Similar but larger was the Marquise de Vaudreuil of a hundred and twenty tons. Others followed in 1756.

The English began with haste equally feverish. Before any ships were built by them on the Lakes their flag had flown for over thirty years at the trading post of Oswego, a wretched spot isolated in marsh and forest, intended to connect with the trade route to Albany. Across this portage with infinite labour and industry Shirley the governor of Massachusetts (Lieutenant General of the Forces) hauled chains, cables, and naval equipment and laid out a dock yard. Fierce attacks of French Indians beset the builders at their work. Some were killed, some carried off to die at the stake. But the job was done. In the summer of 1755 the sloops Oswego and Ontario floated in the shallow harbour of Oswego. The sloop is a one masted vessel, the cart-horse brother of the race horse cutter. The word thus transplanted from Britain became and remained the common name for the rough single masted sail-boats of the Upper Canada settlers. But the Oswego sloops were large boats. They were forty feet over all, the mast up to the cross trees (where the topmast began) fifty-three feet, and the main boom fifty-five feet long. Cart horse, perhaps, as beside a racing cutter of a century later, they were things of beauty as beside the Santa Maria and La Salle’s Griffon. Gone are the tubby sides and the high castles; the hull runs smooth, the rail runs even; the “fore castle” is now, and remains, just a place under the deck, bad enough for the crew to sleep in. These boats carried five guns a side, eight and ten pounders. Like the French ships they carried square topsails one above the other, a rigging that reflected the design of the ships yards of Chatham and Toulon.

The Oswego and the Ontario were rapidly followed by other larger boats, topsail schooners. The war fleets on Lake Ontario became a factor in the Seven Years War. The record of their combats and evolutions — more evolutions than combats — does not belong in this place. The curious may obtain a vivid picture of them by turning to the forgotten pages of  Fenimore Cooper, “The Pathfinder,” 1840 Fenimore Cooper, himself a sailor, with a touch of old tar and salt sea and language not now heard in the lake resorts of Ontario. The fleets played no decisive part in the war. But their existence presaged later history. The war of 1812 was to show what naval power on the Lakes could mean; and with it what a force of disunion and separation naval establishments and rival naval preparation could mean for a continent already, in that critical epoch, sufficiently threatened with disunion. Fortunately common sense and common interest combined to banish the war ships from the lakes by the Rush-Bagot agreement of 1818. The Oswego and the Ontario made way for the great fleet of lake schooners whose sails for over a century lent to our Great Lakes an added charm that blended with their natural beauty.
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THE TOPSAIL SCHOONER NANCY OF 1789 — ITS HULL IS STILL PRESERVED

The building of ships on the Great Lakes only began in earnest as the wars between Great Britain and France drew to their close. After the Cession of Canada ship building moved fast with the Provincial Marine as a branch of the Royal Navy. Lake vessels now began to depart from the ocean type and move towards the fore-and-aft rig later typical of the Lakes. The midway type is seen in the top sail Schooner Nancy launched in 1789. She was built of oak, had a keel length of 68 feet and a beam of 20 feet.


CHAPTER FIVE PEACE AND WAR ON HUDSON BAY

The French and the Hudson’s Bay Company — Radisson Changes Sides Again — Attacks from French Canada — The Crusade of the Chevalier de Troyes in 1686 by the Ottawa-Abitibi Route — Iberville’s Naval Victory of 1697 — Fort Prince of Wales — La Pérouse in the Bay 1782 — Capture of Fort Prince of Wales
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THIS MARITIME CONFLICT between Great Britain and the French in what are now Canadian waters was not confined to the Great Lakes and the St. Lawrence. The Hudson Bay was also a theatre of naval operations and for about a third of a century, from 1680 until 1713, the scene of ravage on shore and conflict at sea. It seems strange that war should have come even to these empty snow-covered latitudes where peace should have been as still and silent as the Aurora Borealis, and where life itself was heroic enough. But war will not have it so.

 

The explorers had long since given up the Arctic Seas as a bad job. They were convinced at last that the Khan of Tartary did not live there. Davis’s mark of 73° north latitude remained an unchallenged record. But the waters where Cabot and Frobisher, Davis and Hudson sought a passage to Asia turned out to be the entrance to a vast inland sea, Hudson Bay.

Hudson discovered it from the ocean. But a Frenchman, the coureur des bois Pierre Esprit Radisson, reached it from overland. Here was a strange forceful character who took on savagery at will, did and saw such wonderful things that he passed into the liar class, along with Herodotus, Pytheas, Marco Polo and those others who strained credulity with too much truth. As such our history long passed Radisson by. Ill-treated, as he thought, by the French government, Radisson sold out to England. Hence the Hudson’s Bay Company of 1670 and thence much else. At the time of which we speak (1680) the company had its posts established on James Bay at Fort Charles, at Fort Rupert and Fort Albany. They had four ships in regular service, and after having paid off the original cost of its ships, plants and equipment the Company was returning to its share-holders a profit of 200 per cent a year. But meantime the French had never accepted as valid this vast gift of half a continent from Charles II to a group of his subjects. They could set against it the gift of Francis I to Jacques Cartier which reached as far as Asia. They themselves had a fur company, the Compagnie du Nord, based on Quebec, and claiming anything it could reach.

The French moreover had a readier access to the Bay than the English. They could reach it by the sea either from France or from Quebec, and reach it over land by the route of the Ottawa River, the Montreal, Lake Temiskaming and the Abitibi. Nor did they wait for the existence of normal war between the nations to begin their attacks on the Company’s  Beckles Willson, “The Great Company,” 1900, Vol. I, Ch. IX posts. Radisson and his associate Groseillers, having again changed sides, obtained ships from Quebec and appeared in the Bay (1682), set up Fort Bourbon, on the Hayes river, on the west side of the Bay at the very time when the Company was establishing Fort Nelson lower down. From then until the Treaty of Utrecht in 1713 there was intermittent war and ravage on the Bay, lasting through King William’s war (1689-1697) and Queen Anne’s war with a brief respite for the Peace of Ryswick of 1697.

The Chevalier de Troyes, an aged soldier of New France, led what he looked on as a crusade, overland from Montreal in 1686 to drive the English from the northern seas. With his expedition were thirty veteran soldiers, and, of still more worth, three sons of the famous Charles le Moyne, one of them the Sieur d’Iberville, the most heroic name of an epoch of heroism. At the earliest opening of the rivers they ascended the Ottawa and the Montreal, and passed the Temiskaming portage, little dreaming that under their feet as they passed was all the gold of Hollinger and Porcupine, far surpassing the spoils of Cortez and Pizarro in Mexico and Peru.

The crusaders seized and ravaged the helpless posts on James Bay, returning in triumph to Quebec with 50,000 beaver skins. A treaty patched things up as between King James and King Louis but gave place to open war between King Louis and King William. The ravages in the Bay, where the Company between 1682 and 1688 claimed to have lost already seven ships and six forts and factories — a money loss of £38,332/15s., were part of the grounds of the declaration of war. Both kingdoms now sent expeditions into the Bay and in a series of conflicts the forts changed hands, and changed names with the varying tide of success. As the most famous exploit of this remote forgotten war, history chronicles Iberville’s naval triumph of 1697. With his single ship the Pelican, forty-four guns and two hundred and fifty men, separated from his consorts, he fought three English ships of war, inferior singly but far superior as a force. Two were sunk, one escaped crippled, and Iberville was left in triumph, with ninety men struck down, his ship a wreck — a triumph empty but glorious.

“The Founding of Churchill,” J. F. Kenney. 1932 Churchill, destined ultimately to be the major port of the Bay, was first founded, then burnt and abandoned during these tumults (1688). Its permanent foundation took place (1717) after the Treaty of Utrecht, based on other victories elsewhere, had given the Hudson Bay Territory permanently to Great Britain. But in those days and for long after intermittent war between France and England seemed the natural destiny of the nations. One war over they planned for the next. After the Treaty of Utrecht the Hudson’s Bay Company determined never again to be exposed to ravage by the French. They rebuilt and strengthened their forts (Fort York) and established new ones, Henley House (1720) 150 miles up the Albany to check invasion at the source, and Moose Fort to command James Bay (1730). Above all they erected as a great central basis of defense Fort Prince of Wales beside the mouth of the Churchill River. Its crumbled remains still speak history. One could sit and muse on its ruined battlements (were it not for the cold or the flies) as on the ruins of Nineveh, or as some future philosopher may well sit on the Maginot Line. The musing is ever the same — that each advance in means of sustenance of human life must carry with it the dead weight of the increasing apparatus of death.
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For Fort Prince of Wales was, so to speak, the Maginot Line  D. MacKay, “The Honourable Company,” 1936 of Rupertsland. It was absolutely impregnable, provided it had so many men to defend it that they would have been impregnable without it. To be exact, it needed about four hundred. It was built first of wood (1718) then of stone (1734), from military plans used under Marlborough. Its walls were forty-two feet thick. It was built in a great square, some 170 feet across, with huge projected bastions, shaped like spearheads at the corners, with sunken stores and magazines, a “ravelin” to defend the gate and all the lost art of the days when the defence still beat the attack. Yet in the sequel La Pérouse took it (1782) for the asking.

War came again in 1744. It was delayed by the newer tendencies of the dawning dream of commercial peace but it came. The previous war was fought as to who should govern Spain: this time Europe was convulsed over the sovereignty of Austria; and already the curse of European dissension fell upon America.

But the war of 1744-48, the war of the Austrian succession, never reached the Bay. The Company were too well prepared. A chain of defense was organized so that each post might aid the others. It warms one’s heart to read of the precise and vigorous instructions sent out (May 10, 1744) from London when the war broke out to the chief factors at Fort Albany and elsewhere: “We do hereby strictly direct you to be always on your guard and to keep a good watch . . . fix your cannon . . . keep them constantly loaded . . . exercise (drill) your men once a week . . . employ any Indians you can confide in . . . if overpowered, nail up the cannon, blow up the house destroying everything that can be of service to the enemy.” That was so to speak “the stuff.” It was too good for the French anyway. They never came: but partly no doubt because the capture (the first capture (1745)), of their great naval base at Louisburg impeded any attack by sea.

 

This same timely “preparedness” carried the Company’s forts safely through the Seven Years War of 1755-63. The conquest of Canada removed the danger of overland attack on the forts of the Bay, and brought apparently a false confidence that forgot preparedness and neglected precaution. As a result, in the War of American Independence, the French appeared again in the Hudson Bay. The famous Admiral La Pérouse — whose later shipwreck and loss in the southern seas became one of the mysteries of maritime history — appeared in the Bay in 1782. He had a powerful fleet, the Sceptre of seventy-four guns, the Astarte and the Engageante of thirty-six  Stephen Leacock, “Adventurers of the Far North,” 1913 and a full equipment. Fort Prince of Wales with a garrison of thirty-nine men surrendered at discretion, August 8, 1782. In command of it was Samuel Hearne, the famous explorer of the Coppermine River, with but little stomach for war and less means of making it. Luckily the Company’s autumn ships had sailed for home. La Pérouse took away what guns and supplies he could. He also took the manuscript of Hearne’s famous Journey, but restored it when he witnessed Hearne’s distress at losing it. La Pérouse was an author also, and knew how it must feel. Powerless to destroy the vast stone fort La Pérouse burnt what he could of its “trimmings.” The rest, crumbled and weatherbeaten stands there still, being unable to do anything else. British and American writers who ought to know better have made much of the French depredations on the forts. “Utter looting of the fort . . . ,” “sacking, plundering and devastating,” etc. This is false colouring. War is war. And the record of the French carefully leaving food on the shore so that the English might not starve in the coming winter calls back a lost world, forgotten now.
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THE ATLANTIC PACKET — THE SWAN SONG OF THE DAYS OF SAIL

The sailing ship only came into its own in point of maximum efficiency and speed, as in point of nautical beauty and seaworthiness, at the moment when its days were already numbered. The Atlantic Packets, stout and steady, all-sail vessels, carried the first flock of migration to America after the Napoleonic Wars. The Clipper Ships, designed for greater speed, succeeded the Packets and held the field till they also succumbed to the sail-and-steam ship that lasted out the century.


CHAPTER SIX BRITANNIA RULES THE LAKES

Lake Shipping after the Conquest — The Provincial Marine — First Vessels on Lake Superior — The New Lake Types of Sail — Fore and Aft Rig and Centre Boards — The Ships of War of 1812 — The Naval Attack on York in 1813 — Perry’s Victory — The Rush-Bagot Convention of 1818 bans War Vessels from the Lakes
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THE DEFEAT OF France and the cession of Canada opened wide the reach and opportunity of British naval power and British maritime commerce. The interior of the continent lay open from the great sea way of the St. Lawrence and the thousand lakes and rivers connected with it. Not only the hostile force of France but the Indian power was gone. The great armies transported and recruited in America for the Seven Years War and the appearance of armed ships of war on the Lakes showed how powerless the Indians were against the Whites, as soon as the full force of European arms was brought into play. Henceforth Indian treachery might impede, Indian savages might ensanguine, but neither could  1763-64 block the path of the advance. After Pontiac’s War and the  1792-95 campaigns of General Anthony Wayne in the Ohio territory the Indian factor no longer controlled, as the Iroquois had done, the destiny of the continent. The Indian, apart from such single heroic figures as a Tecumseh or a Brant, an  S. Morison, “History of the United States” Oskosh or a Sitting Bull, became nothing but the hireling savage ally, despised by both sides, then the humble dependent, and finally the vanishing race that cannot vanish — a historic ghost, held in a queer equilibrium.

The conquest and the cession, we say, greatly stimulated the progress of navigation of the St. Lawrence. The fleet of boats and ships that came up from Quebec to carry General Murray’s section of Amherst’s army which forced the capitulation of Montreal (1760) contained 35 bateaux, three frigates and three gun boats. It put, as it were, a new face on the St. Lawrence. It was clear now that the great river and the lakes above could be used as highways of trade as they had been as a path of war. Even before the war was technically over British trade struck out on the new path. Alexander Henry, the famous pioneer trader, with two companions, reached Michillimackinack (Mackinaw) in 1761. An increasing flock of traders followed in his track. These were the nucleus of the later North West Company, tapping the Hudson’s Bay Company’s territory from Lake Superior. With the traders appeared farmers from New England as the vanguard of actual settlement. The government as early as 1762 built, at Navy Island in the Niagara, two 80 ton topsail schooners, the Huron and the Michigan to protect this growing trade and carry both troops and commercial goods.

Across the shifting scene swept the sudden ravage of  Francis Parkman, “The Conspiracy of Pontiac” Pontiac’s war. Pontiac, a forest Caesar, planned to kill all the English and restore the French. To him the stubborn, calculating English meant land settlement and the deposition of his race; the easy, wandering French, trade and rum, and nothing more. His attempt failed — achieving nothing but random massacre. Indian power was gone. The schooner Huron anchored at night in the Detroit river, with all guns loaded to the muzzle, and blasted a night attack of Indian canoes into eternity.

 

With Pontiac gone, navigation and trade multiplied on the lakes — with Cataraqui (Kingston), Niagara, Detroit, and Mackinaw as the main ports. It would have increased faster but for the peculiar policy of the British government in trying to prevent all private building of ships. The government proposed itself to build the Lake ships and to have them serve at one and the same time as vessels of patrol and cargo carriers. Thus came into being the Provincial Marine, at first directly under the Admiralty, then indirectly, through the Governor General of Canada. The vessels were manned by seamen  George A. Cuthbertson, “Freshwater,” 1931, Chap. VII brought from England and by others recruited on the Lakes. Among the earliest ships were the topsail schooner Kent (1776), 80 tons, and the cutter Caldwell of 1777. By 1780 the Provincial Marine had five vessels on Lake Ontario and nine on Lake Erie. The government monopoly had been relaxed in one instance even before this (1770) to permit to certain English interests to develop the copper deposits of Lake Superior which had early attracted attention. The enterprise failed, leaving behind it a sloop and barges, laid up on shore.

This restriction on private ship building served a useful purpose during the war of the American Revolution from 1776 to 1783. As the government controlled all floating craft of any account on the Lakes the war fortunately lacked those features of a naval war which were to form so large a chapter of the War of 1812.

But in between the two wars the development of lake shipping made continuous progress. The government monopoly proved impossible to retain. Repeated protest induced the Lords of Trade in London to relax the rules. Colonial officials were allowed to give permission to build and sail Lake vessels under regulations in something of the spirit of the famous British Navigation Acts of that period which lasted till 1849 — stipulations as to the status and nationality of officers and crew and as to trading regulations. With that, ship building started in earnest and never slackened for a hundred years, till it had dotted the great lakes with that vanished fleet of eighteen hundred sail which was once their most picturesque concomitant.

First in the field were the western traders. A sloop of 45 tons, christened all too soon the Beaver, was built on the Upper Lakes, to be hauled up the rapids of the Soo for use on Lake Superior. The current proved too strong. The Beaver had to fall back on the more commonplace voyages of Erie, Michigan and Huron. But the Otter, a seventy-five ton sloop (1785) built by the organized North West Company, sailed as the first vessel, apart from the abortive sloop and barges of the English mining syndicate, to navigate Lake Superior.

Meantime the government with imperial consent threw ship building and navigation on the lakes wide open with the Inland Navigation Act of 1788. This became a sort of charter document of the Lakes; provided officers of supervision, ports of entry, harbour dues, clearance papers for all departing vessels, even for the timber rafts that now began to make their appearance, slow enough in clearing to give time even to the tardiest official.

Lake ship building moved speedily forward, breaking away from the deep sea models on which it had been based. The topsail schooners of the Provincial Marine were in a sense still square-rigged vessels of the ocean type, for they carried a main yard that could replace the fore-and-aft mainsails with square sails, and the two topsails above were those of a square rigged brig. The government stuck to its pattern: governments are apt to: and in any case these vessels on patrol work on the open lake could take full advantage of the prevailing western winds that could drive them foaming down the length  C. H. J. Snider, “Yachting on Lake Ontario” (Sailing Craft) 1937 of Ontario and Erie. But for dodging about the channels, twisting in and out of harbours and river mouths, the cumbrous square rig was nowhere as beside the fore-and-aft rig, the topsails, staysails and jibs of the schooner.

The schooner came into its own as the typical vessel of the lakes, a thing of great beauty as it developed into the capacious and luxurious schooner yachts of Toronto and Oswego; and not without beauty even in its humblest form that some of us can recall, the “stone-hooker,” carrying on its menial work of carting stone from the lake beaches before the rising structure of the cement mill blanketed its sails for ever. With the fore-and-aft rig came the ingenious device of the “centre board” which combined the ability to beat up to windward with a power to avoid shoals. Without it the choice had been between leaway in a shallow boat or wreck on a shoal in a big one.

We may take as a type of the opening period the topsail Nancy built in 1789 whose poor old hull raised up from the mud of the Nottawasaga River, still stands exhibited nearby. From these ancient timbers the eye of imagination may reconstruct the ship in her pride, and the eye without imagination can reconstruct the Nancy as well or better from the spirited pictures reproduced by Mr. Cuthbertson from the archives of the Canada Steamship Lines. There she sails, riding the blue and green waves and the long white foam into which they break on Lake Ontario, with every sail drawing as she heads — what is it called? — two points into the wind? — at any rate where ever it is that a schooner heads when she is heading at her best. The great fore-and-aft foresail and mainsail are sheeted in and drawing full: so are the two square topsails above the foresail and the three jibs — or is the first a staysail? — between the foremast and the outer end of the jib boom. From the peak of the mainsail gaff flutters the Union Jack. We can only hope that it is correct for 1789: the artist may have forgotten to forget Ireland. From the top of the mainmast there flutters a long streamer, flag or wind vane, such as lake vessels came to use — we cannot in our ignorance tell which it is.

A brave picture the vessel makes. The Nancy was built of oak, had a keel length of 68 feet, a beam of 20 feet. She served as a transport in the war of 1812, was later burnt and sank and in due course resurrected.

 

The war of 1812 found a large fleet of these Lake ships already in being, ships of war of both countries and trade ships of each of them. It is no part of the present record to follow the varying episodes, the intricate details of the naval operations on the Lakes in the War of 1812, all the more intricate from their close connection with operations on land. The curious may read it all, as in connection with naval war at sea, in the scholarly pages of Kingsford’s History of Canada, in Captain A. T. Mahan’s Sea Power in its Relations to the War of 1812, in Theodore Roosevelt’s admirable volume The Naval War of 1812, and in particular, as a specific story of the war on the Lakes, in Mr. George Cuthbertson’s Freshwater, where it occupies some eighty pages of close print.

But a glance at one or two of the outstanding episodes of the naval war on the Lakes may help to form an idea of the ships of the period and the way in which they had developed up to the war and under the stimulus of the war itself. Let us look back to the capture and burning in 1813 of the little town of  J. Ross Robertson, “Landmarks of Toronto” York, the capital of Upper Canada standing on a site selected by Governor Simcoe in spite of its then desolate surroundings for the sake of its protection behind its island sandbar, and its river and marshes on either flank. The site is all changed now. But those of us who can recall the Toronto of sixty years ago can revive the scene as the men saw it from the decks of Commodore Chauncey’s ships in the sunrise of April 27, 1813. The little town, huddled together a little west of the river Don, was built close to the shore of the wide shallow bay. A peninsula of sand shaped like a crescent shut in the Bay leaving a gap on the west end for ships to enter. Covering this gap on the shore was York Fort, which we used to call “The Old Fort” but which was the new fort then. It was protected with heavy earth ramparts, with guns in embrasure-openings, commanding the gap, and on the land side the rampart has the scizzor-blade zigzag of stakes called chevaux de frise. Many of the stakes, original or renewals, still stood out at the Bathurst Street corner of the Old Fort, no longer very formidable, a century after the first construction.

Now look at Chauncey’s fleet as it approaches the Fort from the outer lake, rounding the end of the island, all the ships aslant in the morning breeze, to come up into the wind and anchor off the shore, a little west of the Fort, down nearer to where the old French Fort Rouillé had stood. Compare this collection of ships with the flocks of canoes, the yelling savages, and the river bateaux of the Old Régime.

Chauncey has twelve ships of war and three transports. Hauled behind them as they threshed across the lake are a number of open boats — large flat bottomed bateaux. These are the ones used as “landing barges” — how easily we read and understand it now. The sailors and soldiers number 1,800 men. The flag ship is the Madison, built as the war threatened, a frigate, meaning thereby a three-masted ship of war, square rigged and only second to a man of war as a cruiser is second to a battleship — less weight, more speed. The Madison in any case has weight enough for Fort York — 560 tons, 44 guns and a crew of 200 men. She carries the generals of the expedition, Dearborn and Pike. With her are the Oneida, a brig of 250 tons, 16 guns and a 150 crew, and nine schooner gunboats (meaning schooners converted into ships of war), which range from 50 to 110 tons, carrying from one to ten guns each. With them three lesser transport vessels, a swift despatch boat and the flock of empty bateaux threshing on the waves on the towing lines ready for the landing. All this in sunrise of an April morning in a fresh breeze. It must have been a grand sight — the ships rounding into the wind to anchor, the loosened headsails of the schooners rattling — all light and colour. It all happened off the shore where now the Canadian National Exhibition views the marathon contests of lady swimmers, coated in grease.

 

The ships pounded at the ramparts, the Fort, with but few guns and outranged, pounded at the ships for an hour and a half with no harm to either side. But the flock of crowded bateaux landed its men on the Humber beaches and when they came driving through the woods there was no force to stop them. The British blew up the main magazine of the fort, bringing death to a crowd of defenders and attackers, among them General Pike, carried to the Madison to die. The few British soldiers in the town retreated eastwards. A capitulation was arranged with all the courtesy of the day between General Dearborn and a deputation of townsmen. Then General Dearborn’s sailors and soldiers got drunk and spoiled the courtesy of the capitulation, pillaged and burnt down the Parliament Buildings and many warehouses and residences. In the sequel this helped York to move up to better ground and leave its original aristocratic quarter to become a dingy, drab corner of the rising city of Toronto and later to be flattened down again to railway sidings, lumber piles and junk yards.

 

The victors sailed away with the schooner Duke of Gloucester from the harbour as a prize, its work done — another “famous victory” as old Caspar would have said.

 

Take again the most heroic episode of the whole naval war,  George A. Cuthbertson, “Freshwater,” 1931, Chap. VII Perry’s famous victory of Lake Erie (Sept. 10, 1813). Here again were ships worthy of Rodney and Nelson. Captain Barclay’s British Detroit and his Queen Charlotte were both frigates, 490 and 400 tons. They were each (exact figures are disputed) about 100 feet along the main deck with a beam of 27 feet. With them Barclay had two brigs, a schooner and a cutter. Perry outnumbered Barclay with nine ships of war to six. He had no frigates, but his Lawrence (from which, when she was smashed almost to a wreck, he shifted his flag to the Niagara) although rigged as a brig was a powerful ship of 450 tons and twenty guns: so too was the Niagara; both were more heavily armed than Barclay’s Detroit. As to who should have won the battle, naval experts disagree and patriots dispute. But there is no doubt who did win it — Perry did.

The main naval operations of the War of 1812 were fought in the Atlantic Ocean and concern our Imperial naval history at large rather than Canadian in particular. One famous conflict, however, connects closely with our shores.

We all remember from our school days the story of the historic fight of the Shannon and the Chesapeake off Boston on June 1, 1813; the courteous challenge sent by Captain Broke of the Shannon; its acceptance by Captain Lawrence; the terrific battle and glorious victory, Lawrence mortally, and Broke desperately, wounded; a lesson to all the world in the gallantry of honourable war with equal renown to the victors and the vanquished.

Yet very few people know what happened afterwards to the captured Chesapeake; fewer still know that a large part of the historic frigate is still intact, the best of its deck timber, still just as the naval builders first framed them, set up into a mill that still steadily grinds corn in a Hampshire village.

A legend has got into the history books that the Chesapeake was taken over into the British service. This is not so. Terribly battered by the fight (portholes and bulwarks smashed in by the broadsides) she was sailed in the wake of the Shannon in a five days’ voyage (June 1-6) to Halifax harbour. Judge Haliburton, the famous Sam Slick of the clock-maker books, witnessed and described her arrival — the contrast between the gay strings of victory bunting above, and the terrible sights below. The ship’s main-deck he called a “charnel house” of wounded, dead and dying men. Captain Lawrence’s body lay on the quarter-deck under the Stars and Stripes.  C. H. J. Snider, “The Glorious Shannon’s Blue Duster,” 1923 Along with many others it was buried in Halifax.

What happened to the Chesapeake afterwards? The writer of this book has been to some pains to find out and expresses here his obligation for the assistance of the Librarians of the Boston Public Library.

The Chesapeake, refitted as might be, was sailed across the Atlantic to Portsmouth. She was never used by the British Navy, nor does there seem any record of her going to sea again. She was sold by the Government intact to a Mr. Holmes for £500. Mr. Holmes did well out of the bargain. He broke up the Chesapeake, sold several tons of copper from the sheeting, sold the timbers for householding in Portsmouth and more than doubled his money. But the best of the timbers were bought up by Mr. John Prior, a miller of Wickham, near Fareham, Hants, who built out of them (1820) a new mill beside that village. Into this went intact as they came from the ship the deck timbers of pitch pine, thirty-two feet long and eighteen inches square. The purloins of the deck went into the mill as joists.

After that oblivion settled on the Chesapeake. A member of the Broke family searching the record of the great sea-fight fifty years later received a letter from the then Vicar of  Letter of W. S. Domergue, Vicar of Fareham, 1864 Fareham (1864) to say that the mill, timbers and all, was in active operation and “likely to last yet hundreds of years.”

An entry in a Hampshire Gazeteer of 1901 speaks of the mill at Wickham built of the timbers of the Chesapeake as still going strong.

A letter from Mr. George Orwell, a well-known Hampshire antiquarian, to the writer of this book (April, 1943) says: “I am glad to inform you that the Wickham mill which contains the timbers of the Chesapeake is still in very active operation and is likely to remain so.”

One might think that there would be a national opportunity here for the purchase of the timbers of the Chesapeake, their reassembly as again the deck of the gallant vessel and a presentation to the Naval College at Annapolis, the repository of many trophies.

 

These vanished fleets, these gallant combats sounded a note and opened a vision of glory in our history: yet sounded with it a note of alarm, opened also a vision of disaster. Would this mean that North America must go the way of Europe, that an unending rivalry in arms must turn the continent to a camp, that the unending conflict between Britain and France was to be converted by the sheer lust and custom of fighting into an unending conflict between two communities of settlers, in whose hearts was peace. The greatest result of the naval war on the Lakes was the warning that it thus gave. It ended war on the Lakes. Many patriotic Americans, as for example John Adams and Chief Justice Jay, had long since reflected on what such sustained armament and rivalry would mean. The war acted as an object lesson. To serve in it people were drawn from both sides of the frontier, taken from their half-made farms, their half grown orchards, the villages still building, to take part in a conflict that was none of their making and in which their own sympathies were divided, many on each side sympathizing openly or secretly with the other side. The Rush-Bagot Agreement of 1818 associates the names of Richard Rush, the American Secretary of State, and that of Sir Charles Bagot, the British Minister at Washington, with the honour of the reduction of naval armament on the Lakes to the mere dimensions of necessary patrol and revenue collection. Only after the lapse of a century can we realize the contribution thus made towards the ultimate peace of the world.
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SAIL AND STEAM ON THE ST. LAWRENCE — THE BYE-GONE FLEET OF YESTERDAY

The Royal William, built at Quebec, crossed the Atlantic under steam as early as 1833. But throughout the nineteenth century sail was not displaced but remained as the auxiliary of steam for ocean voyages. Hence arose on the St. Lawrence the beautiful fleet, as typically those of the Allan Line, of steamers under sail which for two generations were the chief feature of the ocean passenger voyages from Canada to the British Isles.


CHAPTER SEVEN BY THE ST. LAWRENCE TO THE SEA

Canada the Gift of the St. Lawrence — Ascent of the River in Old Days — The Coming of Steam — John Molson Accommodates the Public — Sailing Ships at Montreal — Will Leave On or About — The Lachine Canal of 1825 — Mr. Dickens is Delighted — Ocean Liners and the Allan Line — Sail and Steam Together: Days When a Voyage was a Voyage — The Sarmatian, the First Last Word in Steamers — White Wings that Grew Weary — Beating out Nature — Channels, Lights, Marks, Icebreakers and Flood Walls — The Moving Panorama of the River
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THE EGYPTIANS HAVE a saying that Egypt is the gift of the Nile. With similar imagery we might say that Canada is the gift of the St. Lawrence. It is only on reflection that we realize the extraordinary position the river holds in the geographic and political structure of our Dominion. For most of our country it is, if not the only way out, at least the only way without considerable physical difficulty which we hold under our own control. Nature holds the Arctic exit, the United States the forty-ninth parallel; British Columbia and the Maritimes are physically cut off from us. The rest of Canada, to use the term, so happy and now so universal, is “bottlenecked” into the St. Lawrence.

If the sea-coast of the Hudson and James Bay had a mild climate which would open their capacious harbours all the year round; if Ungava were not Ungava and Labrador not Labrador; if the Arctic Coast were as genial as the Riviera and if the United States were not where it is, or rather if the “unguarded frontier” were not a commercial rampart, this would not be so. But, as it is, for anyone or anything once inside Canada, as between the Rocky Mountains and the Gaspé Peninsula the St. Lawrence is the sole way out, or at least the main exit.

 

It was said in the previous chapter that with the cession of Canada and the extension of British power over the greater part of North America, the St. Lawrence came into its own. The statement perhaps might stand revision: it came into its own in point of opportunity, but in point of actual achievement it was the coming of the age of steam that was the decisive factor. Till that time the ascent of the St. Lawrence above Quebec had been an arduous business — tide and current, shallow and broken water, no great rapids, indeed, all the way to Montreal but stretches of swift current, terminating at the very end, at the foot of Montreal Harbour itself, in the powerful St. Mary’s current almost defying the power of sail. With wind enough a ship might sail up against it, but without wind, or with an adverse wind added to it, a ship from the sea might lie there day by day helpless at the foot of it. Even well into British days, after steam, but not steam tugs, had begun, long teams of oxen were used for this last and final haul of a ship in from the sea.

In the old French days ships from the ocean rarely attempted to go beyond Quebec. For the river voyage they used a special type of bateau, as described above, a long flat boat, shallow, just the thing for scraping over the rocks and hauling and pushing against a current with a shore tow line and pike poles, utterly unseaworthy but never intended to go to sea. This was the special ‘bateau’ of the St. Lawrence, used for a century to ascend the river by fighting the current  L. Tombs, “The Port of Montreal,” 1926 and even to get past the great rapids above Montreal, a historic craft that never lost its place till the building of the St. Lawrence canals cut its occupation from under, not its feet, but its bottom. It must be remembered of course, that “bateau” often meant in French any kind of small craft just as “boat” does in English.

 

This kind of navigation went on until far into the British régime, indeed for the half century between the Cession and the War of 1812. The few ships that came were of only about 150 tons. We have it recorded that in 1813 only 9 ships from the ocean reached Montreal, a tonnage in all of only 1,589 tons.

 

Hence till steam came, Quebec was the sea-port and emporium of British Canada just as it had been of New France. But the time had now arrived when a number of people, seeing the amazing power of steam as developed for pumps and such devices, were experimenting on making it drive a boat. Among such experimenters John Molson, a patriot immigrant, father of British Montreal, was tinkering with a “steam boat” (still thought of as two words like the later  Stephen Leacock, “Montreal Seaport and City,” 1942 “gasoline buggy”) on the river bank beside his brewery. The day came (1809) when his oddly and humbly named boat, the Accommodation, was launched, or pushed sideways, into the St. Lawrence. She paddled herself easily and lazily down to Quebec with the current, taking 36 actual hours as apart from time spent at anchor, and paddled herself, feebly but doggedly, all the way back again. “Her progress,” said a contemporary report, “was very slow.” The Quebec newspaper gave a patronizing approval. It said, in terms, that the Accommodation was no good: but hoped that Molson would go on. He did go on, and his going on was destined one day to turn the port of Quebec into mere history as compared with the metropolis of Montreal. Interrupted and impeded for a time by the war of 1812, steam navigation on the St. Lawrence went rapidly on. Molson built more powerful boats. Others joined in. After the Peace of 1815, a regular service of passenger and freight was run between Quebec and Montreal. Humbler but marvellously effective, the world over, was the steam tug. It was a later arrival. The earlier steamers had all they could do to haul themselves. Yet presently appeared this new monster of the sea, a boat all engine, fire and belly — the strength of a giant in the body of a dwarf — never making a voyage in its life but the harbinger of a thousand outgoing farewells and a thousand incoming welcomes. The world over, the harbour tug put an end to the labour of capstan and windlass, of warping and hauling to sunken anchors. Such was the Hercules that appeared in Montreal harbour in 1823.

Nowhere in the world did the steam tug mean more than it did on the St. Lawrence route and for Canadian Inland navigation. The terrors of St. Mary’s current became meaningless; the access to every inland harbour, no matter how crooked, how perplexed with shoals, easy and certain. No burden was too heavy for the tug. Presently, though this was a good many years later, it even hitched on to the huge timber rafts that now began to be built for the export trade to Great Britain — hitched itself alone or with one or two companions to a quarter of a mile of floating timber, and puffed away its hardest — apparently motionless. Yet give it four good days and it would have the raft all the way from Lake Ontario to Quebec — a journey that used to take the raft, floating on its own, as many weeks.

Steam on the St. Lawrence grew apace. The “ferries” from Montreal to Quebec became large steamers with hundreds of passengers. Each innovation forced others. The improved ocean highway to Montreal forced canal making above. A little more than a generation gone the Loyalists had made their painful way to Upper Canada, hauled in bateaux and trudging it on foot and camping on the shore. Some of them, by sea from the States, were a year out from their old home to their new one. But now river steamboats picked up each open stretch of lake and river and between them stage coaches, thumping over corduroy roads and hauling through swamps, hooked up the connection. The acme of speed and comfort, no doubt it seemed, but, like each new acme of speed, never fast enough. So they revived the old French plan of a Lachine Canal to pass the big rapids, a plan which Dollier de Casson, the Head of the Seminary at Montreal, had attempted to initiate a hundred and twenty years before. He failed for lack of means. But these were the days of immigrant “navvies” and labour power in the mass. The Lachine Canal, started in 1821, was completed four years later. It was at first only five feet deep — carrying barges and small boats. But it underwent a continuous deepening never to be finished till it reaches the limit of some 35 feet imposed by nature in the rock bed of the river below Montreal.

Greatest change of all, of course, was the coming of the transatlantic steamship for which the St. Lawrence route may advance a certain claim of historic priority. The Savannah, a vessel with auxiliary steam, crossed the Atlantic in 1819. But she was not the first ship to cross the Atlantic by steam; for she used very little of it and went mostly by sail. She was a clipper-built full-rigged ship — the beautiful type of sailing vessel that came only with the era of steam, but for the time being, given half a chance, faster than steam itself. No ocean steamer for two generations ever touched the record of over 400 nautical miles in twenty-four hours made by various clipper ships.

The Savannah hardly needed the steam. But the Royal William, built at Quebec and engined at Montreal, crossed the ocean (Pictou to London) on an all-steam voyage. This ship was really built to inaugurate a steamer service as between Canada and the Maritime Provinces (Quebec to Halifax). A heavy subsidy was to be paid for successful service. There was a great official to-do at her launching, with the garrison band of the 32nd Regiment playing martial music (April 27, 1831) while Lady Aylmer christened the ship after Britain’s sailor King. She made her first trip in six and a half days. But the route didn’t “pay”; nor the Halifax-Boston route; so the Royal William, sent to England for sale, attained the higher distinction of crossing the Atlantic entirely under steam  W. Wood, “All Afloat” Pictou to Cowes in 18½ days (1833). In the course of time the good ship changed her name, nationality, sex and disposition ending up as a Spanish war vessel, The Isabel the Second. But her work was done. After that the introduction of steamer ships for the ocean went at a great pace in the St. Lawrence. Sea borne trade was increasing as never before in these years of peace and industrial progress. They couldn’t build ships fast enough, wooden steamers and wooden sailing ships, with the saws and hammers busy in all the shipyards of British North America — the forest as the raw material, the seven seas of the world their customers. These were the great days of Quebec — this vanishing era of the wooden ship — and these were the grand days of the Maritime provinces, whose farmers were too busy to farm.

With the building of wooden sailing ships in Canada, largely for export to Britain, went the buying of iron ships in Britain for use under sail and steam on the St. Lawrence route.

 

The eye of history can see the moving panorama of the craft on the St. Lawrence to the sea in a sort of “calvacade” — another phrase of the day, like “bottleneck” — all the way down three centuries. Here are the wooden bateaux of the Old Régime coming down from Montreal to transfer their people and their cargo, mostly furs, at Quebec. With good luck and the wind astern the shallow boat with one great sail skims like a bird, flying and driven at once. With bad luck the weary oars tug it along against wind and rain across Lake St. Peter. The boat it hopes to “catch” at Quebec — easily catchable for it won’t sail till it’s ready — is almost as square and clumsy as a Christopher Columbus carvel.

 

Here next is the British régime, the early days — with Molson brewing beer and dreaming dreams but as yet no steamers. Brigs are lying below St. Mary’s current, unloading “general cargo” — meaning, a little bit of everything that settlers need, and taking on grain, furs and, strangely enough, “ashes.” It seems a mournful cargo. But it was not the ashes of defunct patriots — only hardwood ashes for potash. The brig will (it is announced on a placard and printed in the newspaper) sail about July the Something — that is, most likely. She has “commodious accommodation for eight passengers.”

Now let us shift to the days of the “Province of Canada” — the United Province of 1841, that never would unite, and later took in the Maritimes and the North West to make a tolerable union, the jam taken with the powder. The year is 1842, the world, or all of it that matters, is at peace, everything booming, immigration coming up the St. Lawrence in a flood, the cholera unable to keep pace with it. Young Mr. Charles  Charles Dickens, “American Notes,” 1842 Dickens is in town at Rosco’s hotel, Montreal, and he’s writing his Notes about the river and the shipping. He hasn’t come by the St. Lawrence; he came to New York in a new sail-and-steamer regular Cunard packet. But he has seen a lot of Canadian transport, too, as he has just come down from Toronto, by steamer and stage, Lake Ontario and the river, and, think of it — Mr. Dickens can’t get over it — has seen a great raft half a mile long (Mr. Dickens says so) with a village on it! And then at Montreal — here is a real sea-port with stone docks built and building, ships in the river, shiploads of immigrants. It is a bright happy picture that Dickens saw, a mirror in which his own youthful exuberance “reflected itself” — a pleasant countryside, a quaint loyal people (Dickens was done with “freedom” for ever) and a new sea-port, all stir and sunshine.

 

It is indeed just at this period that the real St. Lawrence sea voyages begin, in the grand old ships that carried steam and sail both, and plenty of each, the ships which represents the St. Lawrence navigation to and from Montreal from the time of the Crimean War till the close of the nineteenth century. The first transatlantic steamer to come up to Montreal was the Geneva of 700 tons, arriving in 1853. Two other boats, one of twelve hundred tons, arrived that same season initiating the mail service. The Crimean War, drawing all shipping to the Baltic, came only as an interruption. The war was followed by a forward rush in the Montreal trade with larger tonnage, iron ships and higher power. With this went a progress in deepening the ship channel of the river from its original eleven feet to fit it for ships of deeper draft, better surveys and better marks.

Here begins the famous Allan Line, a part of the history of Canada. It had a fleet of twenty vessels by 1861, did a roaring trade, took of necessity great risks in the still ill-lit, ill-marked river and ice-strewn gulf, suffered many disasters but deservedly won through. Other lines followed, the Dominion Line, and the Beaver, whose ships later became a part of the  Henry Fry, “North Atlantic Steam Navigation,” 1896, Chap. IX Canadian Pacific fleet. But the Allan Line set the pattern and overtopped the trade for the rest of the century. Till almost the end of the century also they kept their sail, their vessels being ships of from 2,000 to 5,000 tons, rigged as “ships.” One of the most typical and best remembered is the Sarmatian, a “ship” (three masted and square rigged) built in 1871 and surviving in the Montreal route into the present century. She served as a troop-ship in the Ashanti War (1873-74) and on the St. Lawrence had the honour of carrying out to Canada, as Governor General the Marquis of Lorne and his wife the Princess Louise — and other eminent persons. But sail proved of doubtful value, as steam power increased — a dead weight of mast and rigging to drag against the wind. More and more sail was shortened. It appears almost gone on the reconstructed Parisian of 1897, the last word of luxury in the nineteenth century and quite gone with the beautiful outlines of the Victorian and the Virginian, the first word of luxury of the twentieth.

 

Meantime the development of the port, the building of docks, had kept pace with the progress of navigation. The Dominion of Canada took over the control, and cost of harbour and river navigation after Confederation. A Board of Montreal Harbour Commissioners (Dominion Officials) vigorously worked on port facilities. All the port area and docks was presently (1894) vested in a Harbour Corporation. The ship channel had already been dredged out to 20 feet at Confederation: by 1882 it was down to 25 full feet, by 1887 to 27½. A vigorous struggle was waged against the ice by the ice breaker ships installed on the river. The spring flood water, an annual danger since Maisonneuve’s first settlement in 1642, when it washed out the graveyard, was held back with heightened banks and flood walls. The tonnage of the port from Confederation till 1900 increased from two hundred thousand to more than a million and a half by the end of the century.

This development of the port of Montreal had behind it the increasing development of the St. Lawrence route itself by the deepening of the canals that carry the traffic to the upper lakes and the development of special types of boats, grain and ore carriers. But the ending of the century was only the beginning of this new union of Canada to the sea. The port of Montreal and the improvement of river navigation carried on into the twentieth and will carry on beyond the war period as one of the greatest factors of the economic life of Canada.

 

But meantime, in looking back over it, one thinks of it not in terms of efficient statistics but as a moving panorama in which are reflected on the face of the St. Lawrence as seen from the Royal Mountain that looks at it, all the changes of three hundred years, the sea, as it were, moving further and further in its contact with the inland continent.
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THE LAKE SCHOONER — ITS PRIDE OF PLACE SANK TO HUMBLE USES

The lake Schooner which was evolved from the less suitable square-rigged vessels of the ocean, once dominated the Great Lakes. It held the lead for both passengers and freight, unexcelled in speed, convenience and capacity. Its sails covered the inland lakes. The railroad and the steamship reduced it to its last days as a “stone hooker.”


CHAPTER EIGHT THE ARCTIC VOYAGES

The Lure of the North West Passage — The Amazing Mr. Dobbs Searches for India in Manitoba — The Hudson’s Bay Company’s Annual Voyages — Descriptive Narratives, Captain John Franklin (1819), R. M. Ballantyne (1841) — Revival of the North West Passage and the Search for the North Pole as a Form of National Adventure, Sport and Science — The Voyages of Ross and Parry — Parry Originates the Dash for the Pole — Ross Lost for Four Years — The Tragedy of Sir John Franklin
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AFTER THE DAYS of naval warfare against the French in the Hudson Bay the navigation of the far northern seas plays little part in the evolution of British North America except in connection with the supply route of the Hudson’s Bay Company. All dream of a practical North West Passage was dead, or was only a dream. The knowledge of the geography of the Pacific, though still limited, showed how long and how far outside of the field of practical commerce would be any voyage from London to the ports of China by way of the Polar Seas. The dream indeed lasted when the reality was over. The discovery in 1728 (corroborated 1741) by the Russian explorer, Captain Vitus Bering, of the strait separating Asia and America woke the dream for a short time to life. It was argued that the strait must lead somewhere: the other end of it must be the North West Passage.

The Hudson’s Bay Company half believed this. A discussion of the problem in a contemporary history says, “The opinion has prevailed for upwards of two centuries and a half, among the most knowing and experienced persons, that there  B. Willson, “The Great Company,” 1899 is a passage to the North West.” A Mr. Arthur Dobbs, an English gentleman of means and influence, persuaded the Company (1737) to send out two ships, the Churchill and the Musquash to look for the passage. They got no further than latitude 62° 15″ (still inside the Bay), the Churchill being out only ten days and the Musquash about six weeks. They reported nothing but “small islands and an abundance of black whales.”

The Company had enough of such fooling but Dobbs went on. He seems to have had the persuasiveness or the pertinacity that wears down opposition. He went on looking for India — that is where he was heading for — during ten years. He hired a queer, disgruntled shipmaster out of the Company’s service. He got his friends to supply money. He worried the Admiralty into lending him a couple of small ships. Middleton, Dobbs’ captain, carried out a kind of comic opera exploration, all quarrels and mysteries. He said he had found the passage, but that the Company were hiding it. The Admiralty gave another ship. Dobbs’ enthusiastic friends got an Act of Parliament offering a reward of £20,000 for the discovery of a “passage to the Southern Ocean.” An Association raised £10,000 and sent out quite a big ship, Dobb’s Galley, 140 tons, and a consort, the California — a name at that time as vague as their aspirations. They cruised round in the Bay for over a year, kept the ship’s company alert with offers of premiums for everybody — £500 and downwards — when they should get to the Southern Ocean. They wintered (in Manitoba) a little way up the Hayes River, in a log house with brandy for all. It seems a pity they didn’t find India. This “fun” lasted till 1748. All this, one notes, was happening in the years when Great Britain was convulsed with the French war (1744-48) and with the Jacobite Rebellion of the Young Pretender. After that, the North West Passage fell asleep again for half a century till it came back as a sort of national sport, along with the discovery of the North Pole.

 

But meantime the voyages of the Hudson’s Bay Company went on from year to year to and from the Port of London, round Scotland and through Hudson Strait to the Bay. In the entrance to the Bay the Company lost only two or three ships in 200 years. This is really a wonderful triumph of seamanship and seamen’s instinct, so steadily, so watchfully performed that it was largely taken for granted. It seemed commonplace as compared with wild voyages in the typhoons of the China Seas or among the Malay pirates of the East Indies. But typhoons and pirates, proas and cyclones are largely a matter of luck and adventure. These voyages were the work of watchful seamanship. The waters around the north of Scotland are danger itself — current and shoal and the enshrouding mist. Hudson Strait is one long chasm of danger — even in its open season its northern walls of rock are swept with high tides and torn with currents. It never freezes to one solid mass but it is never free from the drift of ice, from the crush of the closing ice pack. To linger too long is death. Beyond it is the great open Bay, an inland sea, with difficult shifting harbours, in those days much of it unknown, uncharted, and below it the James Bay, shallow and shoal-strewn, with a low, mournful horizon of scrub and muskeg — in those days, shores without life, with help nowhere. Shipwreck and you die.

Such voyages needed stout hearts. They continued steadily from the beginning of the Company’s history till more than a hundred years after the vagaries of Captain Middleton and Dobb’s Galley. The Company’s servants came and went that way: so did the governors. Lord Selkirk’s colonists came that way, via the Bay and Norway House on Lake Winnipeg, to the Red River. That way came Captain John Franklin sent out (1819) to explore the Polar Seas by reaching them from the Mackenzie River. So came also a little later R. M. Ballantyne, a servant of the company, famous to a generation of British boys for his stories of the wilds and the sea.

There is a strange romance, a wistful realization of the past in the long farewells, the complete separation from the world that was imposed by such long voyages and such long silences. We have nothing like it now. One turns with interest to the chronicles of those, very few they were, who left accounts in detail of the Hudson Bay voyages.

J. Franklin, “Narrative,” 1823 Here is young Captain John Franklin, young in years (thirty-three) but a veteran of Trafalgar and a dozen other sea fights and shipwrecks, a scientific-navigator, marked out and chosen by the Admiralty. Let us take ship with him and see bye-gone reality at first hand.

Sunday, 23 of May, 1819 . . . We embark at Gravesend on the Prince of Wales, getting under weigh with her consorts the Eddystone and the Wear . . . unfavorable wind . . . beat down in the night . . . easterly winds . . . then a sudden change, all sail and we reach Yarmouth, May 30 (one week out) . . . more delay . . . passengers land . . . sudden change of wind . . . ship fires guns . . . Mr. Midshipman Back left behind [he is twenty-one years old, has been at sea since he was twelve, and, will one day be Admiral Sir George Back and leave his name on our Back or Great Fish River that flows into the Arctic] . . . he shows his quality now . . . makes a wild dash by stage and horse, nine days without rest, joins us at Stromness in the Orkneys at night in the rain . . . a dance is going on, the untiring Mr. Back joins in . . . More delay . . . leave Stromness June 16 . . . “passage between Hoy and Pomona, weather, tide . . . strong breeze . . . beating through . . . dangerous rocks” . . . Beat into the outer Atlantic . . . progress slow, end of June, still open sea . . . July, open sea . . . July 25, enter Davis Strait (between Greenland and Baffin Island) . . . speak the whaler Andrew Marvel . . . “ice heavier than ever recollected” . . . reports two whalers crushed in the ice 74° 40′ north, crews rescued . . . clouds, icebergs, streams of floating ice . . . July 30, dense fog . . . masses of ice . . . severe blows . . . Aug. 4 (in Hudson Strait) large ice-bergs . . . Mr. Midshipman Hood measures one 149 feet high . . . consort ships join . . . Aug. 4, loose ice beating down on ships . . . danger . . . attempts at towing . . . strike sunken rocks . . . driving against ice-berg . . . “ship receives water fast” . . . all hands at the pumps . . . wind increasing . . . fear of masts going . . . signals to consorts . . . get older women off to the Eddystone: younger women at the pumps . . .

This desperate situation lasts from August 4 to August 12.

August 12, ship’s leak patched . . . we reach Resolution Island and enter Hudson Bay . . . “tides appear to be strong and uncertain: dangerous rocks” . . . the cliffs we pass are fifty feet high, perpendicular rock . . . Aug. 19, we pass Digge’s Island “at the termination of Hudson Strait” . . . five days heavy blow . . . forced to beat along the East coast of the Bay . . . Aug. 25 fair wind, start across Hudson Bay . . . “the morning of August 30 presented to our view the anchorage at York Flats.”

From which place began Franklin’s journey by river and lake to Fort Chipewayan, then down the Mackenzie, and to the Coppermine, the Arctic and back. He reached England in 1822 and made a second land journey to the Arctic in 1825.

 

Or we turn to the livelier pages, a contrast with those of Franklin since Franklin habitually dealt with fact and  R. M. Ballantyne, “Hudson’s Bay,” 1848 Ballantyne with fiction, in which young R. M. Ballantyne relates his leaving his Edinburgh home, at the age of sixteen, to join the service of the Hudson’s Bay Company in what he calls “the wilds of North America.”

It is the middle of May 1841. Here he is at Gravesend after a sea voyage from Scotland, to go aboard a “huge ship” — so he calls it — the Prince Rupert, lying ready to sail with her two consorts, the Prince Albert and the Prince of Wales . . . crowded docks . . . steamers and tugs . . . Company passengers and emigrant missionaries for the Red River Settlement . . . banquet at Gravesend (annual custom) given by the Company to its outgoing officers and clerks . . . “ceaseless din of plates, glasses, knives” . . . embarkation . . . then, six days “completely prostrated with sickness” . . . wakes up to find the ship running through Pentland Firth . . . sudden storm, ship on beam ends . . . in port at Stornoway . . . then out on the Atlantic . . . “dreary and monotonous: the same unvarying expanse of sky and water” . . . a month of this, “having seen nothing but one whale.” Then Hudson Strait . . . the consort ships join . . . “channels and mountains of ice” . . . “surrounded by ice” . . . “thousands of grotesque, fanciful and beautiful ice-bergs . . .”

Unlike Franklin’s voyage they move easily and smoothly southward over calm sea among the ice . . . Young Ballantyne has become quite a sailor . . . skips up the rigging . . . sits up on the royal yard, gazing out to sea . . . “I thought nothing of taking an airing on the royal yard before breakfast” . . . then stormy weather, a “drive across Hudson Bay” . . . the shore anything but prepossessing . . . low and flat . . . scarcely a tree . . . “We could just see the tops of one or two houses in York Factory, seven miles up the river” . . . “The boat’s keel grated on the gravel: my voyage was ended.”

Time out, apparently about two months and three weeks.

Ballantyne spent six years in the “territories of the Hon. Hudson Bay Company,” and misspelt its name even after that.

 

The Andrew Marvel mentioned above was a whaling ship, a reminder of the fact that whalers had been coming and going into Canadian Arctic waters for more than a century before the time of which we speak. Early whaling, as begun by the Norsemen in the North Sea was an off-shore industry, the carcasses hauled to the beach. Thus the Norsemen fished off Norway and the English in the days of Queen Elizabeth off Spitzbergen. The whales, diminished by pursuit, moved westward into the Atlantic. The whalers learned to boil down (“to try out”) the blubber on board ship. Thus whaling became a deep sea industry with no contact with the shore off which it might be carried on and little record in local history. A whaler, like a whale, was a denizen of the deep. There were whalers in Davis Strait in Queen Anne’s time, with as many as 350 ships, mostly Dutch, in the fishery. Later in the century British ships out of Liverpool and out of the North Sea ports (Hull, Whitby, Dundee, etc.) predominated. Atlantic whalers went out from the ports of Newfoundland and New England and thence, after American Independence, the industry was carried to our Maritime Provinces. It became, as will be seen, one of the features of their great days on the sea.

But the best whale, the sperm whale, the so-called “right” whale, grew rare to find and far to seek. The vanishing industry moved to the Pacific and later to the Antarctic. There, in the period between the wars (1918-1939) the demand for oil gave it a sudden and extraordinary development. It became “mechanized” with floating factories, on-shore stations, and all the apparatus of a machine industry. But the lonely whaler of the old days, out of Aberdeen for the Aurora Borealis off Canada, is gone.

Gone also is “the North West Passage” as a geographical problem, solved and found as empty as a nut, solved by Captain Ronald Amundsen when he took the Gjöa from the Atlantic to the Pacific in 1903, and solved North Eastward by the Royal Canadian Mounted Police in 1942 when they took a patrol boat from the Pacific to the Atlantic. But before the problem was solved it had a grand revival in the early part of the nineteenth century, a revival for which the mysterious loss of Sir John Franklin and all his men afforded a tragic end and sequel.

 

Dead as a commercial proposition after Dobb’s Galley, the North West Passage came back after the Great Peace of 1815 as a form of national sport, as a subsection of the progress of science, as a competition of national prestige. As such, like other scientific enquiries, it helped to fill the time of a navy idle for want of war. Thus did Charles Darwin make his memorable voyage in the Beagle, preparing the world for the origin of species and the decline of Genesis. Thus, too, went the young Huxley to Australia and the Melanesian Seas, on the Rattlesnake.

In our Canadian northern seas there were the expeditions of Captain John (later Sir John) Ross and Lieutenant Edward (later Sir Edward) Parry to Davis Strait in 1818: Parry’s second voyage of 1821-1823 to search for a direct passage north west from Hudson Bay: Captain Lyon in the Griper, 1824, trying to sail through the Arctic to connect with the furthest reach of Franklin’s first land expedition at Point Turnagain; Parry’s third voyage, 1824, a courageous attempt to “break through” the Arctic with the specially built Hecla and Fury, the latter crushed by the ice and lost. Then came, as a link in the same chain though not in Canadian waters but via Spitzbergen, Parry’s final exploit, “one of the most extraordinary voyages” ever performed by man, being no less than an attempt to reach the North Pole by boat and sledge travelling over the ice. The “extraordinary voyage” hit the record mark of 82° 40′ 30″ north: Parry’s boats got back to his ship.
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After that came John Ross’s second voyage of 1829 in the Victory, with the aid of his scientist nephew, Commander  Sir John Ross, “Narrative,” 1835 James Ross. They made their way to our central Arctic region, outlined 500 miles of coast, including King William Island, then named, and they located the Magnetic Pole. Their ship was beset by the ice. They were lost to the outside world. After three years they abandoned the Victory, with the colours hoisted and nailed to the mast (May 29, 1832)— “the first vessel I have ever been obliged to abandon,” wrote Ross in his narrative, “after having served in thirty-six, during a period of forty-two years.” They set out in boats, froze in, and then, dragging sledges, set out over the ice to reach open water and ships. The attempt failed. Winter overwhelmed them again. They lived through it in a house of sticks and snow, fighting against scurvy by the only means to fight it, eating fresh meat. One man died. Spring came. They got back to their boats. They sighted a ship. They reached England in Oct. 15, 1833, “received as men from the  G. Hartwig, “Polar and Tropical Worlds,” 1875 grave”. “Orders, medals and diplomas from foreign states and learned societies rained down upon Ross . . . London, Liverpool, Bristol, and Hull presented him with the freedom of their cities . . . He received the honour of knighthood and Parliament granted him £5000 as a remuneration for his outlay and privations.” . . .

 

The game was evidently worth the candle, even if the candle burnt in a snow hut. We cannot wonder that brave and ambitious men, sailors threatened with what seemed to be permanent peace, eagerly welcomed the opportunity of such adventure and distinction. It must have been rare fun anyway, with a good ship’s company, and the apparatus of wholesome amusement (the amateur theatricals, the ship’s newspaper, etc.) and the vigorous daily exercise which Parry and others learned to recommend. The courage of it was undoubted yet there was something, as Stefansson has pointed out, almost childish, or shall we say, boyish, in the extraordinary ignorance and lack of adaptation to conditions with which Arctic exploration was carried on: no attempt to eat as Arctic men eat; no attempt at equality and uniformity of tasks such as nature imposes on Arctic men; still master and servant, officer and seaman; paid hunters and beaters — as if elephant shooting in the Dekkan.

Against this background we can understand the tragic and final episode of Franklin’s expedition. Before it ended the European world had gone back to war again, never wholly to leave it.

 

All the world still remembers, or dimly recalls, the story of the loss of the Erebus and the Terror, their commander Sir John Franklin with his 128 officers and men, without a  Vilhjalmur Stefansson, “Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic,” 1939 single survivor. The expedition was equipped to the last degree, Franklin himself a man of fifty-nine but his crew picked men in the full vigour of their strength, experienced, as they thought, in Arctic life. They sailed from England in May 1845, were sighted two months later in Baffin Bay, sent home from there the last letters ever received from them, and then were gone forever. The first winter closed over them, unregarded, for that was expectation; the second with doubt and then the third with consternation and national dismay. Then followed eleven years of the search for the missing ships, organized by the government or initiated by Lady Franklin, in which no less than forty expeditions were sent out at a cost, if such noble efforts must be assessed in money, of four million dollars. The whole story of what happened has never been known. Not even its outline was known until the discoveries of the search expedition of 1857-59 under Captain (later Sir Leopold) McClintock. Later details were gathered by inland expeditions from the evidence of relics and from the testimony and the legends of Eskimos, continuing as late as Major Burwash’s Canadian survey party of 1928-29 and the search made by Hudson’s Bay Company men in 1931.

We know now that the ships were beset in the ice off King William Island. This desolate island lies in the centre of the maze of the Arctic Archipelago. It is midway between the Atlantic and the Pacific, poised, as it were, over the centre of Manitoba. Near it is nothing. The Hudson’s Bay Company’s post Norway House is a thousand miles away. Sir John Franklin himself died on board ship (June 11, 1847). After two winters in the ice the situation of the ships appeared hopeless. The remainder of their crews under Captain Crozier abandoned the ships (April 22, 1848). Later on the Eskimos invaded the vessels. In one of the ships they found corpses lying in the dark. The natives in their ignorance cut a “window” in the side of the ship and she sank. The other ship with its contents was broken up piecemeal in the course of years, carried away or sunk. The spoils were scattered over hundreds of miles of ice. The melancholy relics still come to light and as late as 1931 seven skeletons, undoubtedly of men of Franklin’s expedition, were found on Douglas Bay, King William Island.

It appears that Captain Crozier and his main party, hauling a heavy boat, headed south and east for Back River — contrary to the direction expected by all the earlier search parties who looked further west. The Esquimos, living there at home on the food that for men with guns was an open larder, watched the tragic procession in wonder; the men stricken and ghastly, fighting the languor of scurvy as they staggered on in the blizzard instead of sitting down in it; fighting on till they dropped one by one: eating their last remnants of food out of foul cans with game all about them; ignorant of how to use even the food they found, chewing burnt leather when they should have smashed bones for marrow. All along their track were later found the traces of bones, of frozen bodies, of skeletons in uniforms, of half cooked remnants and bones divided by a saw that have suggested the even more appalling horror of cannibalism.

 

Years ago, and for many years, there was in the Canadian school readers a poem that recorded the heroic end of Franklin’s men.

. . . A band of gallant hearts

Well ordered, calm and brave,

    Braced for their closing parts

Their long march to the grave.

 

. . . Till all the weary way

        Is dotted with their dead

    And the shy foxes play

        About each sleeping head.

It is a pitiful but heroic story, this unsolved mystery of the Arctic now so tragically clear.
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A NOVA SCOTIA SCHOONER — ONCE KNOWN IN THE SEVEN SEAS AND NOT VANISHED YET

In the last great days of sail the shipyards of the Maritime Provinces seemed to be moving into the lead of the world’s shipping. Ships were still built of wood and the facilities offered by the native forests and commodious harbours of the Maritime Provinces were nowhere matched. Even today the Nova Scotia Schooner holds its own in a smaller field and the triumphs of the Bluenose still attract the eyes of the nautical world.
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THE QUEEN OF INLAND NAVIGATION — THE RIVER AND LAKE PASSENGER STEAMER

These beautiful boats present a symmetry of outline which recalls the vanished fleets of the clipper ships and the ocean greyhounds which succeeded them. The battleship has long since been compelled to sacrifice symmetry to efficiency. The giant liner, seen close up, resembles a floating city block. Only from the air does it regain its lost outline. But our Canadian river and lake steamer that carries its tourist passengers all the way from Quebec to Duluth and Chicago, hopeless though it would be in an ocean storm, is Queen in its own domain.


CHAPTER NINE THE CALM PACIFIC

Captain Cook Annexes the Pacific — Nootka Sound and Spain — Vancouver Reveals the Pacific Coast from the Sea, Mackenzie from the Land — The Fur Companies Reach the Pacific — Oregon the Unknown — The Rush for Gold — Fort Victoria at the End of the World — Hail Columbia, British
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THE LONG YEARS of these Arctic explorations in pursuit of unrealities produced at least the reality of Canadian dominion over the Northern Seas, marked out a frontier, if only of ice, and gave us our claim to our slice, nearly one quarter, of the North Pole. The same impetus, the pursuit of the North West Passage, sought in this case from its terminal end, gave us ultimately the reality of British Columbia. Thus began Canada from the sea on both sides as a tunnel drives blind through a mountain.

 

Calm is the Pacific ocean and calm indeed are its annals as far as Canada is concerned. Its history only begins with Captain James Cook and our first knowledge of much of its coast is still within reach of living memory or direct hearsay, its great seaport and metropolis a growth of yesterday.

 

It was in pursuit of the North West Passage by way of the Pacific that Captain Cook’s voyage of discovery led him to what has become our western coast. Cook was a notable man — a farm boy, a ship’s apprentice and, by his own efforts, a marine surveyor, navigator and astronomer of exceptional eminence. He sailed the sea, as it were, by instinct. His famous chart, the first, of the St. Lawrence, made as an aid to Wolfe’s expedition on which he served, commended him to the Admiralty. They sent out Captain Cook to the Pacific (1769) with a party of inquisitive astronomers anxious to obtain an unimpeded view of the approaching Transit of Venus. Cook knew of better things than that to look for in the Pacific. Moreover he rightly understood the principles of the British advancement of nautical science of his day whereby if there was anything good to be picked up for Great Britain by scientific navigators they must pick it up.

Cook made three voyages: the first (1769-70) in search of Venus; the second (1772-75) in search of the “Great Southern Continent,” which was not there; the last (1776-80) in search of the North West Passage, to be found by striking  A. Kitson, “Captain James Cook,” 1907 clear across the Pacific among the Islands. On his first voyage, for Venus, he picked up, in the sequel, Australia and New Zealand; on the second in which he sailed 20,000 leagues in the Indian and Pacific Oceans and returned via Cape Horn, he located a great number of Pacific Islands of which Britain kept some and left others; and on the third voyage which took him clear through Bering Strait to the wall of the Arctic ice, he picked up the Sandwich Islands, hoping much from his discovery. There, in an unhappy quarrel, the natives killed him. But on his way in he had already “picked up” British Columbia. Cook’s discovery of the Island, later called after Vancouver, and his visit to the beautiful inlet of the sea in its western coast, called by him from what seemed a native name, Nootka Sound, remains as the first basis of the British claim to the Pacific Coast.

It looked as if the discovery of these happy latitudes, equable in climate, with excellent harbourage everywhere, rich in untouched resources on land and with waters teeming with fish, would have created an immediate and expanding commerce. But physical distance and difficulty combined with political complications to forbid it. British Columbia was not exactly strangled in its cradle but it was kept in so long that it ultimately fell out full grown.

Cook’s ships went home via China. There they learned the extraordinary value of American sea otter skins, of which they had a few, in the Chinese market. As a result a maritime fur trade was thus offered across the Pacific to the Orient. Hence began voyages and further explorations of the coast by British captains sailing across from the China seas. Captain Hanna in 1785, brought to Canton five hundred and  F. W. Howay, “British Columbia,” 1928 sixty otter skins. The Chinese price averaged twenty dollars a skin, with the best ones selling at over two hundred dollars. Other ships followed in the trade, from India and from China, in spite of the still existing China monopoly of the East India Company which was in force till 1833 and forbid all other British traders to sell anything in China. To the sea otter trade was added the culling and cutting of ships’ spars from the beautiful forests of the coast, and presently the setting up of fisheries with Nootka Sound as a basis.

All of this, however, was “illicit” trade, illicit as against the privileges of the East India Company and illicit, so the Spaniards said, as contrary to their sovereignty over the whole west coast of the continent of America. The Spanish difficulty broke out suddenly in the Nootka Sound quarrel which forms “page one” of the history of British Columbia.

 

At that period Spain still held, although within sound of the first mutterings of the coming storm, the whole of her vast American possessions. These included all the west coast of South and Central America, as well as the coast of North America as far as known. The Spanish missions had spread gradually up from Mexico to California and had reached Monterey and San Francisco (1776). From overland, by way of the Rio Grande river, Spanish missions had long since (1598) reached Santa Fe. But on the west coast there was still a stretch of territory between the furthest north of the Spanish missions and the lowest reach of the Russian whaling fleets and Russian explorers who had made their way down what we now call Alaska. Midway on these unexplored shores slept the Island of Vancouver, beautiful and unknown.

Yet where the Spanish claims ended as a fact they continued as a dream. The Spaniards are, to use a current phrase, long on dreams, as witness to this day, Gibraltar. They cherished a dream that all the Pacific coast of America was theirs, whether they had ever seen it or not, Pope Alexander having given it to them in a dream of his own in 1494. They resented alike the advance of Russian occupation along Alaska, which they had no power to prevent, and British intrusion at Nootka which they determined to terminate. Spanish armed ships were sent to Nootka, seized two British fishing vessels and held them as confiscated.
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News travelled slowly. But when this news at last reached England, the patriot prime minister, William Pitt, wrote with his own pen a protest against Spain and he dipped deep into the ink pot to do it. Both sides prepared for war. Spain, as a trump card, called upon France to make good the royal “Family Compact” of the Bourbon Sovereigns still reigning in each country. England, it is thought, could not have faced a war against both monarchies; but luckily did not have to. The French Revolution had begun, and the first wails of our British Columbia in its cradle were mingled with the tumult in Paris. This was not the Revolution of the Terror, of the Massacres; the King was still alive — as much as he ever had been. This was the constitutional Revolution with Lafayette and Mirabeau cast for the parts of Washington and Jefferson, a reform movement much admired in England where it promised a divided France and a long peace. Hence British Columbia was not strangled in its cradle by the Family Compact. Mirabeau said that “Family Compacts” didn’t hold now, but only “national” compacts. The Spanish bribed Mirabeau but the English outbid them. The affair ended with the discomfiture of Spain and the Nootka Sound Convention of 1790 which declared that the Pacific Coast from San Francisco to Russian America was open to the peaceful commerce of both nations.

 

Spain soon dropped out of the running, overwhelmed by war in Europe and revolution in America. But in spite of the open opportunity maritime development on the Pacific was slow. We must remember that at the time of the Nootka Sound Convention the overland route was unknown. No one had crossed the Rockies. The tempestuous voyage round the Horn, and the Voyage by the Cape, the Indian Ocean and the Pacific were both too arduous to give commercial value to the small volume of trade as yet obtainable.

 

Yet development began. Alexander Mackenzie of the North West Company made his way from Fort Chipewayan and Lake Athabasca through the mountains by way of the Peace River gap and so to the Sea Coast (1793). At the same time the voyages of Captain George Vancouver disclosed  E. S. Meany, “Vancouver’s Discovery of Puget Sound,” 1907 a fuller knowledge of the coast. Vancouver’s name is commemorated in the name of one of our noblest islands and of our great Pacific metropolis and it is well that it should be so. He was a great sailor and lived in great days of the sea, sailing on uncharted oceans in an unknown world. Vancouver was with Cook both in his second and his third voyages (1772-4 and 1776-80) and served under Rodney in the great victory over De Grasse in 1783. He was sent out in 1791 to take over the north west coast of America now relinquished from the Spanish monopoly and to search for an eastern passage from the Pacific Coast to the Great Lakes. Thus the roles of history were reversed: early explorers looked for the Khan of Tartary in Davis Strait. Vancouver tried to reach the President of the United States from Puget Sound. But in each case the results were momentous. Vancouver sailed by way of the Cape, the Indian Ocean, Australia, New Zealand, and across the Pacific. He visited the Sandwich Islands (April 1792, one year out from Falmouth) and from there struck the coast of “New Albion” (California) in latitude 39° 27′ a little more than a hundred miles north of San Francisco, and explored it closely as far as 52° 18′ north (Queen Charlotte Islands), discovering Puget Sound and the Gulf of Georgia and thus circumnavigated Vancouver Island. In a second survey during the same vast voyage, Vancouver sailed from below the Spanish settlements at San Francisco (lat. 37 to 38) to within the boundaries of Russian America (lat. 56) thus filling in the whole extent of the later British claim to “Oregon.” Vancouver went home in 1794 — round the world.

The name New Albion, reminds us that British Columbia only got its name in 1856. “New Albion” along with many other curiosities of nomenclature, may be found on the old maps of our Pacific coast which antedate the Oregon Settlement. In Dr. Butler’s Atlas of Modern Geography (c. 1840) it is marked as covering all the coast southward from Juan de Fuca Strait to Port S. Francisco. Below it is Upper California, reaching to head of the Gulf (where the U.S. now ends) and then California. Above New Albion is New Georgia, round the mouth of the Fraser and above that New Hanover. The interior being mostly empty as far as the Rockies, Dr. Butler has written across it in despair “Flatheads,” but the Scotsmen of the Hudson’s Bay Company who traded there called it New Caledonia. The name Oregon vaguely applied to the whole coast, but became purely American after the settlement of 1846. The attempt of the Hudson’s Bay (Scottish) people to change Oregon to New Caledonia, presently clashed with the name of the new French penal settlement. Hence Columbia, tactfully altered by Queen Victoria herself, to British Columbia, to take the “Hail” out of it, became the final name of the province.

 

Maritime trade on the Pacific coast evidently began soon after Vancouver’s discoveries. Alexander Mackenzie’s overland explorations were followed by those of Simon Fraser, who descended the Fraser River to the sea, and of David Thompson who reached the mouth of the Columbia in 1811. He found there, already established, the Fort Astoria of the Pacific Fur Company, an enterprise of the illustrious John Jacob Astor. The Company’s ship the Tonquin had come round the Horn. There seem to have been other trading vessels moving along the coast at the time.

Both the Northwest Company and the Hudson’s Bay Company built forts and traded on the coast. The chief maritime post was Fort Vancouver on the Columbia River. In all there were 13 posts in 1826, though six of them, including Fort Vancouver itself, turned out, under the Oregon Boundary Treaty of 1846 to be in the United States. The Hudson’s Bay Company after the annexation of its rival became the sole government of the country from the Rocky Mountains to the Sea, from the United States to Russian  “Douglas, Selkirk, Simpson,” Makers of Canada Series America. The Company had one ship a year sailing from England round the Horn and sent “brigades” of its servants and canoe-men back and forward over the mountains and the plains to Norway House from which goods went on to England. For the sake of local supplies and in view of the approaching threat of losing the lower Columbia territory they set up Fort Victoria on Vancouver Island in 1843 as a sea post and a centre of local farms for food supply. This was done, as were most other things until Confederation with Canada, by James Douglas of the Hudson’s Bay Company, the guiding spirit of the settlement, and its first governor. In 1849 the British government made Vancouver Island a colony under the supervision of the Company and in 1856 a colony in its own right. In 1856 British Columbia also became a colony and found its name and in 1866 the two colonies became one province.

A vital part of the new colony, the feature of it best known in England, was the Naval Station at Esquimalt which dates definitely from 1857. It had a strange origin, one that reminds us of the peculiar turns of fortune’s wheel along the tracks of the past history of the European nations. Esquimalt was established as a base hospital for the wounded who were to be brought from a proposed British attack, a second attack, on Siberia in the Crimean War. The first attack had been made, disastrously, by British and French ships, against Petropavlovski in Kamchatka in 1854. There were two hundred wounded men, who suffered greatly for want of any proper base to which to take them. It was decided not to make the mistake again. Esquimalt began with the wooden hospital sheds that Governor Douglas built on the harbour shore for the wounded who never arrived from an attack that never was made.
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The real beginning of course goes further back. The Royal Navy had had a Pacific base — that is, a point of repair, supply and communication — in the Pacific as far back as 1837. They used — it seems odd now — the Spanish port of Valparaiso. The Oregon troubles brought British ships up and down the British Columbia coast. They noted the excellence of Esquimalt harbour near-by the new port of Victoria. Men of vision like James Douglas urged them to make a base there. Years of talk and correspondence came suddenly to action, as always happens, under the stimulus of war. Esquimalt and its buildings became not only a point of rendezvous but in actual fact a shore establishment of the Royal Navy, though not so recognized till an Order in Council of 1865 gave it legal birth. Even at that the Navy continued for years to use Valparaiso at times as “Pacific Headquarters.” As late as 1869 the British Navy at Valparaiso was supposed to keep an eye on the Latin American Republics.

But these were the days of large words and small things, or things great only in the magnificence of future empire. Trade, shipping, and population remained upon a small, almost a ridiculously small, footing for so large a foothold. Victoria was founded in 1843 and laid out in 1852, but it  Canada and Its Provinces (Series), Vol. British Columbia had only 300 souls in it in 1855. There were 125 more, presumably a little blacker, in the coal mines discovered at Nanaimo. The company had three small sailing vessels trading up the inlets and creeks but the Russians, by virtue of their treaty of 1825, kept them out from the entries of what we now call the Panhandle. The channels being difficult for sailing, the company had brought from England, in 1835, a steamer, the Beaver, which became for many years a feature of the maritime life of the coast. The gold rushes (Queen Charlotte Islands, 1851; Columbia, 1855; Fraser River, 1858 and Cariboo, 1860) brought sudden influxes of miners, a sudden development of Victoria as the port of entry and supply, with a backwash like an ebb tide. The alluvial “gold diggings” in the streams soon petered out. The true gold of British Columbia, buried in the rocks, slept till the century was running out. Early attempts, while still the Company ruled, to bring in settlers from Great Britain to take up land, after the successful pattern of Upper Canada (1815-41) failed utterly, owing to the long sea voyage and the unattractive terms offered. The scheme was supposed to begin in 1850. In that year there seem to have been 15 “independent settlers,” for they petitioned, with true British instinct, for a “council.” But apparently there was only one such settler, a certain Captain Grant, direct from Great Britain: presently he left for the Sandwich Islands and then, as with the little niggers in the song, there were none. Meantime the Maritime sea-otter trade, constantly diminished by unchecked slaughter and made difficult by American opposition and lack of British support, had diminished and ultimately vanished (about 1835). A first class sea-otter skin is said to be worth now about two thousand dollars. But you must first catch your otter.

Meantime the vague attraction of gold, the rumour of a delightful climate, of a land of plenty where a penny went as far as a pound at home, brought out to British Columbia a certain movement of British settlers. They came round the Horn, or across the Isthmus or across the States by rail (after 1869) and by ship from San Francisco. Many of these were retired officers of the Crimea and the Mutiny, and were people of what we used to dare to call the “better class,” lacking the means by which the better class can keep better in England. Of Canada they knew nothing. They lived, as it were, in a lost corner of the world, their thoughts still on “home.” Victoria and its adjacent villages formed their chief places of settlement. Hence the peculiar “English” atmosphere and tradition that belonged with the earlier days of British Columbia. Where not English it was American. Of Canada it knew nothing, of French Canada even less. British Columbia, indeed, only wanted and accepted Union with Canada to get rail connection to go somewhere else. Yet in the sequel the rail connection was to give it those windows on the world which have turned the lost corner to a main highway.
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THE GREAT LAKES FREIGHTER — NOTHING ELSE LIKE IT IN THE WORLD

These enormous boats which bring down cargoes of ore and grain from the Upper Lakes are unique in their peculiar construction and their high cargo capacity. They are made for rapid mechanical handling of freight, rely on dock machinery and need more hatches than an ocean vessel dare carry. They illustrate the way in which the peculiar conditions of lake carriage have altered vessels from their parent ocean type.


CHAPTER TEN THE GREAT SHIPPING DAYS OF QUEBEC AND THE MARITIMES

Great Days of the Wooden Sailing Ship — British North America Leads the World — The New Clipper and the Old Indiaman — The Maritimes and the Sea — Whalers and World Voyages — Beat this Who Can, says Saint John — Quebec’s Forest of Masts — Sillery Cove and the Timber Ships — Yarmouth and its Fleet
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CANADA UNDER ITS present or its previous names, has had the distinction at various times, in various activities, of leading, or bidding fair to lead the world. In the eighteenth century it led the world in the fur trade. At the present time it leads in the production of nickel and is not far from leading the world in the production of wheat: it is probable that within a generation it will lead in the output of gold. But it never had a more striking eminence or one that seemed destined to greater things to come than in its building of wooden sailing ships in the middle period of the nineteenth century. Here was a manufacture that had become, in a sense, more important than any other since all the others were dependent on it. The sailing ship has come into its own, not merely in point of artistic beauty, but in point of service and efficiency. Steam was not yet so much a rival as an auxiliary, still hopeless by itself for the long voyages to the Orient and to the Antipodes, not yet independent in its transit even of the Atlantic but marvellous in the services offered in and out of harbours by the steam tug and the stationary engine, and in the power developed by the new steam railway to collect freight and passengers on a scale never known before.

We must add to this the peculiar character of the epoch  W. Cunningham, “Growth of English Industry and Commerce” of the Great Peace which began in 1815. With it the industrial revolution that had initiated machine production in the eighteenth century found its first real opportunity. England became not only the workshop of the world but also the world’s bank, the world’s policeman and the world’s transportation agency. With this went the comfortable British feeling that this situation was just as it should be and was destined to last forever. This very error had its service in making the British people willing to invest money, that is, to perform physical services, anywhere and everywhere — to build railways in the United States and Argentina, with their own Empire still mostly empty. Who has finally won or finally lost on this is not yet known.

But there is no doubt of the expansion which this era gave to shipping. It was needed not only for the transport of goods but for the transport of the new emigration that for the first time became a large scale feature of the world’s economics. In the days of colonial America about 3,000 immigrants a year, at the most, crossed the Atlantic. The Great Peace of 1815 was immediately followed by large scale  W. A. Carrothers, “Emigration from the British Isles,” 1929 emigration from Britain. In the first five years after Waterloo 98,000 British people went overseas as emigrants. Twenty years later (1835-9) the five year total had risen to 287,000 and by 1850-54 the British emigrants in all numbered 1,629,000.

To these were added the people from all western Europe, especially from the German monarchies where tyranny and oppression fomented migration as a form of escape. Hence each new revolution, each new repression in Europe, each new distress of famine and poverty brought people in thousands, presently in millions, to the continent of liberty and plenty. Even if the liberty was a little rough and the plenty a little rude at least it was “bread and work” and they were people humble enough then to ask just that. Hence appeared on the seas the emigrant sailing ship carrying its outgoing poor — crowded, dirty and triumphant. The emigrants fed and bunked on their own, crowded into the “steerage.” At times ship fever and shore cholera wiped them out like flies. But still they came. People forget that for the emigrants of the “hungry forties” and the gold-seeking fifties it was a matter of this one voyage and never again. On those terms men and women, bound for the promised land, could stand a lot. One may read and visualize the mingled hope and misery of the emigrant sailing ship in Charles Dickens’ Martin Chuzzlewit or shudder away from the emigrant cholera as described  Mrs. C. P. Traill, “The Backwoods of Canada” by Mrs. Traill’s account of its visitation on Montreal.

After the emigration of poverty came the emigration of the Australian gold rush. The sailing ship looked after that. It was too far for steam. It was largely the shipyards of Quebec and New Brunswick that built the fast wooden ships for the Australian emigration passages. For speed now had begun to count for much even on the long passages. Before this period it had not. The stout and stately Indiaman, heavily sparred and heavily armed with cannon, was out for safety, not speed. The East India Company had a tight monopoly and could get there when they liked as far as trade was concerned. Their only fear need be of shipwreck and of the French. But the clipper ship could laugh at both of these.

Hence the clipper was all of a rush, the Indiaman heavy with form and formality, officers in gold lace, sailors in uniform, and passengers, such as Macaulay on his way to  E. K. Chatterton, “The Old East Indiamen,” 1914 India, settling down for a quiet six months’ reading. On the East Indiamen they send down the royal yards at sunset, let the weather be never so fine. They put the ship to bed for the night, all tight shut. Thus they carried on their sweltering stuffy passage, of five, six, or seven months, and eventually got there. It is not fair to over-idealize the sea and the sea voyage of the bye-gone sailing ship. The “palatial liner” at whose softness we love to scoff has something to be said for it. Try this in place of it, this description of a stormy night spent in an East Indiaman’s cabin. “The timbers creak and groan. The cabin grows stuffy and almost unbearable by lack of ventilation, for every hatch is battened down, every skylight closed and covered with tarpaulins. You try lying in your bunk reading by the light of a swaying lamp, with the constant groan of the ship’s timbers, the incessant rolling back and forth, the irregular pitching, the occasional trickle of water from the deck and the lack of ventilation, has made your cabin an oppressive place seemingly unfit for human habitation.”

 

The East Indiaman with all its glory and its sins was driven off the sea. It was not fast enough. The full rigged ship of the clipper type— “streamlined” is the present word — carrying a press of an acre of canvas that at times drove it over 400 nautical miles (460 road miles) in twenty-four hours, put the Indiaman out of work. The company ultimately sold their whole fleet sometime after their monopoly expired and went out of shipping.

Especially the new China trade, set free from the Company’s monopoly (1833), and the new demand for tea, called for speed at any price. The first tea of the season fetched high prices and all delay on such valuable freight cost high interest. Hence the fast China clippers and such historic episodes as the race of the six tea clippers in 1866 from China to London with the Ariel and the Taeping docking side by  Hawthorne Daniel, “The Clipper Ship” 1928 side after a voyage of 99 days from Foochow to London.

 

Hence the insatiable demand of this period for ships, more ships. The yards couldn’t turn them out fast enough. Thus came the wonderful opportunity of our Maritime shipyards with the forest at the door. English oak indeed they lacked. Canadian oak proved inferior. But Canadian softwoods, though less durable served well enough, pine and spruce and, odd as it seems, hecmatac (tamarack), a wood of little use in ordinary building that mostly lies sleeping as a railway tie. Quebec more fortunate still, had all the forests of the Lakes to draw from and all the St. Lawrence water-ways to bring them.

 

Hence it was that for a period of half a century the building of wooden ships, and the export of timber became the great industry of the Maritime ports of British North America — in especial Quebec, Saint John, N.B., and Yarmouth, Nova Scotia.

 

Quebec sailed many of its ships but also sold them: Saint John built them chiefly for sale, and for long voyages; Nova Scotia built its own ships and mostly sailed them, building many of them for home use and on a small scale, adjuncts of the farm and the fishing. Hence the predominance of Nova Scotia in the number of ships owned. Sir Edmund Head, who was Governor of New Brunswick (afterwards of Canada), writing home on the shipping situation in 1852, said, “Nova Scotia is destined to be one of the largest ship-owning countries in the world. She now owns nearly one third as much tonnage as France.” A count of ships made a few years before that date showed Nova Scotia with 2,583 vessels as against 604 for Canada.

 

The economic life of the Maritime provinces only began in earnest after the influx of the Loyalists of the American Revolution and the British migration after the Napoleonic wars. Then for a long time it outstripped that of British Upper Canada. Among the earliest efforts at Maritime expansion was the attempt to establish the whale fishery, already successful out of New England ports. Governor Parr in 1784 brought up twenty Quaker families from Nantucket, pious people used to the deep sea. He settled them at Dartmouth, across the harbour from Halifax. Although the British government would give no aid some voyages were made into the North Atlantic apparently with no great success. Samuel Cunard of Halifax (1787-1865)  F. W. Wallace, “Wooden Ships and Iron Men” of later steamship fame was an early promoter. From Saint John, N.B., whaling voyages were also made to the North Atlantic and West Indies grounds. Little came of it until the great boom of American whaling in the South Pacific that began after 1830. From then on until about 1850 New Brunswick ships, of from 250 to 400 tons, some of them built at Saint John, others bought elsewhere and fitted there went whaling in the South Seas. The voyages were of two to three years’ duration, or even more, involving many strange happenings and adventures. One ship, the Pacific, turned up in Valparaiso, four years and nine months out from Saint John. She was there sold, too far gone for the long voyage home.

But the home base proved too distant. The whaling came to an end, as did the whaling out of Quebec which the British government, with queer inconsistency, tried to foster with Nantucket sailors after refusing to help them at Halifax. But Maritime ships from both provinces and from Quebec, sailing ships of a thousand tons and more, came back to the South Seas with the new trade in “guano,” a word that covers  Alexander Humboldt, 1802 a multitude of seabirds’ sins. This guano had lain unheeded for uncounted centuries, of less than no value. Now came modern chemistry, divorced from alchemy to be the new bride of agriculture, and discovered in guano an elixir of new life to the worn out fields of Europe. So the guano was gathered from the century old deposits on the sunbaked rock islands of the Peruvian dry belt (Chincha Island, etc.) where no wind blows. This trade went strong, was in good odor, from 1850 to 1870 — mostly gone now. It came as a product of advancing science and a better science went past it.

 

But meantime the real ship industry of the British North American provinces, the building of wooden ships, was launched in its full career. Going strong by 1840 it reached its peak in Nova Scotia, where conditions favoured it, in 1870. By that time iron was displacing wood. The wooden sailing ship by the middle eighties was everywhere being replaced by the iron, then the steel, sailing ship. Then sail itself went. Steam ruled the ocean and sail could only claim the odd voyages, the inlets, the forgotten seas of dhows and proas and sampans, and, as a consolation of honour, the grandeur of the yacht club and the sport of the yacht race.

 

Saint John, New Brunswick, sea port from its birth, found its principal business in shipbuilding as the expansion of commerce gathered way. We have an admirable description of it as seen by the intelligent eyes and delineated by the  James Silk Buckingham, “Canada, Nova Scotia, New Brunswick,” 1843 smooth pen of Mr. Silk Buckingham in the opening year of the forties of the last century. Buckingham, who ran round the Orient, the Near East, the States and Canada as one of the first of the “globe-trotters,” and as one of the first of the “temperance” lecturers, had been a sailor when he was a boy and so when he speaks of a ship he knows what he is talking of. He is all praise for Saint John, a city of 30,000 people, “fifty years ago a wilderness” (as we like to say of Vancouver today); admires its elevated rocky site; its phenomenal tides; its all-year harbour, its rapid rise like a phoenix from its city fires, the last one only last year (1839); its “civility and attention”; its royal barracks; its Grammar School; its Temperance Society offset by its St. George’s Society. It had no negroes, no French Acadians, very many Irish as judged by the signboards on the whisky shops, “less elegance than at Toronto,” and an “American air of equality and eager bustle.” A true vignette of the colonies of the young Queen’s opening reign.

For the shipping Silk is warm in admiration. More ships are entering the harbour of Saint John (statistics of the end of the thirties) than of Quebec, 2,549 vessels (1836) as against 1,147: Quebec tonnage is greater 373,000 against 289,000. Saint John builds mostly ships of 300 to 500 tons but runs to a thousand tons. There are 410 vessels with crews of 2,879 men registered in the port. In the year 1836 there were 81 ships built, a total of 25,000 tons, one-fifth as many as in all the United States ports put together. Apart from building ships the port exports timber, fish, whale oil from the South Sea fisheries and imports manufactured goods and general cargoes. Buckingham gives a quaint, old world quotation, an advertisement in a Saint John newspaper of the hour.

BEAT THIS WHO CAN! The following vessels all owned by the Hon. Alexander Campbell, have been launched at Tatamagouche during the last three weeks: Barque “Acadia” built by Mr. James Chambers, burthen about 360 tons; Ship “Frances Lawson,” built by Mr. John Hewet, burthen about 500 tons; Barque “Columbia,” built by Mr. John Wallace, burthen about 360 tons; Brig “Caledonia,” built by Mr. John Pride, burthen about 250 tons.

 

But New Brunswick in the sequel was to go far beyond what seemed later the modest beginnings of Mr. Buckingham’s day. It ran strong from this time until the opening of the eighties when iron ships began to appear in the port and, soon after, steel ones. Most firms had dropped out of the business of building wooden sailing ships by 1890. The industry and technical knowledge of Frederick William  F. W. Wallace, “In the Wake of the Windships” Wallace have done a great service to the maritime history of Canada in the production of his two well known works on the old wooden sailing ships. In particular the rich collection of first hand illustrations adorning his books enables us as it were to see the old days for ourselves.

Thus we may in fancy recall some of the typical or notable vessels of New Brunswick.

Here is The Kate, a 60 ton schooner, 1840, first venture of the famous Troop family whose name and achievements cover the whole period.

Here are the little brig Arabia, the barque James and the brig Ellis all out of Saint John in the same year, 1850, and sailing to California round the Horn with passengers and general cargo. A long way — but at the end of it in San Francisco — flour is selling at seventy-five dollars a barrel, sugar at five dollars a pound, cloth at ten dollars a yard and shoes at fifty dollars a pair. Speed on, little ships to this promised land.

The Rock Terrace was the largest of wooden ships of the Troop firm and family of Saint John who built, bought, owned and sailed ships locally and all over the world for over seventy years after their first enterprise on the Schooner Kate of 1840. The Rock Terrace was built at Saint John by David Lynch in 1875. She was a wooden full-rigged ship, 1,769 tons, 216 foot keel, 41 foot 3 inches beam and 25 feet deep. Her mainmast was 193 feet high. Among her ports and cargoes were Liverpool with deals, Peru for guano, New Orleans for cotton, lime her last cargo (1887) from Philadelphia to Japan. Leaking heavily she was abandoned, after twenty-five days of pumping, off Guam. She stopped leaking, blew away on her own, sailed 840 miles and wrecked herself — knocked her bottom out — on the Pacific Island Tarama.

The Cyprus, built in Nova Scotia (Annapolis) but sailing out of Saint John, held probably the speed record. She was built mostly of spruce, the keel (175 feet) of black birch; keelson pitch pine, stronger parts white oak. She was 195 feet overall. She crossed the Atlantic (Saint John-Liverpool) in 17 days, crossed three times, no doubt with good luck, while a slow sailor, no doubt with bad luck, was crossing it once. She made a voyage from New York to the head of the Baltic (Reval) in 18 days.

Here is the Wildwood one of the finest ships of the great Saint John firm of William Thompson and Company: built in Saint John 1883, trading all round the world from 1883 to 1902; Iloilo to Delaware with 2,340 tons of sugar in 113 days; Cardiff to Rio with 2,475 tons of coal in 35 days. Sold to the Norwegians, the last people to keep to sail, in 1902. But mark the beginning of the inevitable end. Here is the full-rigged ship The Troop 1,526 tons built of iron in Scotland in 1884 for the Saint John trade.

 

Quebec was of course in many senses the premier British North American sea port of the old sailing ship and the ship building days. Steam had robbed it of its original St. Lawrence pre-eminence in favor of Montreal. But the port of Montreal, developing at this time a marvellous advance in the combination type of sail-and-steam together which dominated the middle nineteenth century, was out of the running as far as sail was concerned. The river navigation forbade it.

Hence the port of Quebec naturally led British North America in this era of the sailing ship. Mr. Silk Buckingham in his visit of 1840 comments on the evident change from “a military fortress, the principal citadel of our North American possessions” to the newer aspect of the city as  W. Wood, “All Afloat, Chronicles of Canada,” 1913 “a port of entry of the commerce of Europe.” Ships arriving in the year last reported (1839) numbered 1,147, with a tonnage of 373,669 and with 17,985 seamen. The vessels clearing (1,189) are overwhelmingly for Great Britain, 868, for Ireland 200 (emigrant ships) and 107 for the Maritimes. The excess of departures means that 37 ships were built in the port that year. But from this date on shipbuilding of Quebec moves forward continually till it reaches its highest point in 1864 and then with amazing and saddening rapidity it declines and vanishes. By the middle eighties the building of wooden ships at Quebec was all gone.

Yet the record was striking while it lasted. It has been computed that not less than 2,500 ships were built at Quebec between the beginning of British rule and the close of the nineteenth century. We have seen that 37 vessels were built in 1839, the year of Buckingham’s visit. In 1854 there were forty ships and nine barges and in 1864 there were forty-three ships and twenty-two barges. These last vessels were mostly of from 1,000 to 2,000 tons and notably larger — as the Quebec ships consistently were — than the Maritime vessels. Nova Scotia that year launched nearly three hundred vessels but they only averaged 200 tons; New Brunswick about 150 vessels running at 400 tons.

The quality of these Quebec ships was high. The difficult days of experimentation as under the French and the early British régime were over. The builders knew their timber and they knew the requirement of their market, for most Quebec ships were built to sell. A good many were built of hardwood (oak) while Maritime vessels were almost all soft-wood ships, pine, tamarack, spruce.

A certain number of the seagoing ships rigged and fitted out at Quebec were actually built at ports on the Lakes and brought down through the canals. The City of Toronto, 758 tons, was built in Toronto in 1855, built altogether of the fine white oak from the uplands above the city. D. D. Calvin who established at Garden Island (where Lake Ontario narrows to the river) what became the great centre of the assemblage of timber rafts, built there a barque of 870 tons which was put into ocean trade and in the present century with the passing of the sailing ship passed, like so many other vessels, into Norwegian hands. Several ocean vessels, running as high as 1,223 tons were built at Kingston, Ont., in the sixties and the seventies. But all building on the Lakes was restricted to a maximum length of hull of 180 feet, at that time the length of the shortest locks.

 

The Quebec ships may very especially be called “ships” as opposed to the vessels of the Lakes and the Coast, since they very largely were “ships” and if not ships at any rate were mainly square-rigged (barques, brigs, brigantines). The fore-and-aft rig, as we have seen, especially suited the navigation of the Lakes, as it did also the in-and-out navigation of the Atlantic Coast where it became constantly still more fore and still more aft, running presently to the Maine schooners with six masts. A “ship,” as arm chair navigators may remind one another, means properly a vessel with three masts all having square sails on yards that swing across the mast. Put fore-and-aft sails on the mizzen (rear) mast and the vessel becomes a barque; give it only two masts and it is a brig; put fore-and-aft sails on the rear once again and it is a brigantine.

A “clipper” ship is distinguished not by rigging but by its lines — built for speed — relatively long and narrow and “streamlined” — no superstructures, no “castles” and a press of sail that can spread an acre of canvas on a ship. Its bows were a little pinched in, concave, to cut its path. It could be driven over 400 nautical miles in 24 hours. The experts tell us that the Quebec ships were none of them “clippers” in the full and exacting sense. People are apt to think otherwise since the connection is very close. The two partners of the great Quebec firm of McKay and Warner, which launched 18 ships and barques at Quebec, 1863-1874, were both noted clipper captains. McKay sailed the famous clipper Sovereign of the Seas for his brother Donald McKay the builder. But the clipper ship in its true form was built for speed, had to sacrifice cargo space for design and could only operate with profits in the most lucrative trades, such as China tea. As steam invaded these, the clipper had to become a little bit heavier, a little bit humbler.

Yet the Quebec ships were things of beauty. We can judge it for ourselves, for the photograph and the artist’s brush, as seen in Mr. Wallace’s collection of pictures, have preserved many of them for us: the artist’s brush in so much as it had become the lover-like fashion of the day to have the ship’s picture painted. Here for example is the Cosmo, ranked by Mr. Wallace as the finest ship built at Quebec. She is three masted, square-rigged, with four square sails on each mast and an extra fore-and-aft sail out from the mizzen. The orthodox five sails, as on the mainmast, were mainsail, topsail, topgallant, royal and sky sail. The sky sail yard on a clipper was about 200 feet above the water and hence spoken of as “delicate tracery.” As a matter of fact it was the size of a large telephone pole, about 40 feet long and 9 inches at its thickest. Owing to the huge size to which single sails grew as ships increased and masts heightened, top sails and top gallants were often divided into upper and lower. But the Cosmo carried the more elegant proportion of the orthodox rig. Too much division makes pictured sails look like washing out to dry. The Cosmo has a full flutter of jibs, defying a landsman’s classification, and a spread of tri-lateral stay-sails between the masts. The run of the hull is smooth and unbroken. All along the side runs a white band with painted black ports — imitating the old painted gun-ports of the Trafalgar ships — a device retained by Quebec when other ports had forgotten it.

A notable feature of the old ship building days at Quebec was the building of ships, as especially by the outstanding shipbuilder of the port, James Ross, for immediate sale on the British market. The ships were specially designed for the needs of the hour and if the markets were overstocked Ross chartered and sent out the ships at his own venture. Here first came before the public eye the notable figure of Captain Joseph Eleazar Bernier, the famous Arctic voyager who has been affectionately called Canada’s “Grand Old Man of the Sea.” Born in 1852 Bernier went (was taken) to sea at three years old, took time off presently for six years’ education ashore and found himself at the age of twenty-one a ship’s captain sailing James Ross’s new ships to the British market. In this trade he made forty-six Atlantic crossings with an average of 22 days each and records as low as 17 days. He developed a marvellous knowledge not only of the technique of ships, their fittings, their marketing but of winds, tides and currents, that helped to make his splendid success in his years of Arctic navigation for the Dominion.

The Quebec sailing ships, whether sold abroad or registered and sailing from home, literally sailed the world over. Many, of course, were employed in the general trade with Great Britain of which the timber trade to Liverpool and Glasgow was the largest single feature. But others were in the cotton trade in and out of the Gulf ports, others made guano voyages to Peru. Others, the best of them, were in the Australian emigrant service or replaced the old Indiamen on the British India routes. Somewhat unique is the voyage of the Quebec barque Signet, 574 tons, in 1880 from Quebec to Victoria, B.C. around the Horn, a distance of 16,000 miles. It is odd to think that this was entered as a coastal voyage in the “home trade.” A striking feature of the Quebec trade even later down in the epoch is seen in the timber ships. These vessels carried over to Great Britain the wood from the Canadian forests hewn square into long sticks of “timber.” We now send it as “lumber” cut into deals, planks, boards — thick, thin or any other way. For a long time the British builders wouldn’t take it so. Being British, they wanted to see what they were getting, and of course the British navy needed masts “in the piece.” Hence the bye-gone wasteful but  D. D. Calvin, “A Quiet Corner,” 1941 colourful square-timber export. Wasteful it was, since squaring a log meant leaving on the ground, or burning, about one-quarter of it, which the Canadians couldn’t use and which the British could have used; colourful, since the timber gathered from a thousand streams came down the St. Lawrence and the Ottawa in great rafts, broken up and rejoined at each formidable rapid, or on the Ottawa going down prepared “chutes” beside the rapids. The last St. Lawrence raft went down Lachine in 1911: last Ottawa chutes 1908. From Montreal the raft floated lazily to Quebec, less lazily in later years when a tug hauled it. At Quebec the timber was loaded into timber ships, sailing across the Atlantic. The timber ships thus formed a large part of the trade. The great “P.G.” firm (Pollock, Gilmour) in their 1,503 voyages made between 1846 and 1873 included 1,151 with timber. The timber ships used to lie in serried lines in Sillery Cove with acres of square timber floating round them, waiting to be stowed into them through specially constructed ports. Originally many of them were fine ships but as time went on and steam inexorably forced out sail, all sorts of vessels were turned into timber ships. Anything that could float would do. Timber itself wouldn’t sink, but sometimes seasons of terrific gales, such as that of 1872, would break the ships, or scatter the heavy “deck cargo” that the unhappy old vessel carried as its last straw. Any old ship could be pressed into the service. Some had chains bound round their ancient bellies to hold them up, like a paunchy old beau with a corset. Others were bye-gone Indiamen, sold up and worn out, once all gold lace and mahogany now battered out of all semblance, with square timber rammed into them lengthwise. Thus lay Ontario pine where once mused Macaulay, outgoing to India. The trade is all gone now. Timber has turned to lumber and Canada sells, and is glad to buy, littered edgings  Price Current, Orillia, 1943 for ten dollars a cord.

 

Instinctively everyone’s thoughts turn to Nova Scotia, as the Maritime province par excellence, the one whose life was most associated with the bye-gone days of sail. This is indeed true. In spite of the superiority of Quebec as a port, the sea commerce of Quebec was only one aspect, and a lesser one, of the life of its people and province. Agriculture and the forest and the rising manufacture of its cities far exceeded its maritime occupations. In New Brunswick also the lumbering industry of its extensive forests and the agriculture of its beautiful river valleys rivalled its interest in the fisheries and the sea. But for Nova Scotia the sea was more nearly its all in all; its fisheries, its carrying trade and its building of ships. The connection of farmer, sailor and fisherman was most intimate; since indeed one man was often all three of them. Here shipbuilding, on its smaller scale, became a sort of domestic industry in the Nova Scotia of the early nineteenth century. The frames and timbers were cut in the adjoining bush: the keel laid down on the shore and the ship built and launched as farmers of the same date in Upper Canada laid down, and jointly raised up a barn.

 

Ship building in Nova Scotia began with the building of a vessel at the historic Highland settlement of Pictou in 1798. Ship building went on all over Nova Scotia, not only in the large sea port towns but in the little places otherwise unknown to the world. The W. D. Lawrence, of 1874, the largest square-rigged vessel ever built in Canada, was built at Maitland in Hants county, a little village on the Shubenacadie River, that runs into Cobequid Bay, that passes into Minas Basin that narrows into Minas Channel that widens into the Bay of Fundy. On the north corner of the Basin of Minas is Spencer’s Island — too minute for the common map. Here were built ships, small vessels and some over 1,000 tons, among them the famous Mary Celeste — the ocean’s mystery No. 1 — found peaceably under sail in 1872 with no one on board.

 

But the great port of Nova Scotia, great in ship building, ship sailing and in making sailors was Yarmouth. Yarmouth mostly built its vessels from the spruce forests of its Yarmouth county. They were almost entirely built for registration and operation out of the port itself. At the height of the old days of sail Yarmouth had a fleet of 297 vessels with a total tonnage of 153,515. Taken in all from 1761 to 1884 Yarmouth owned not far from half a million tons, distributed among 1,916 vessels. Of these 1,105 were schooners. But here too the building of wooden ships was exchanged for the purchase and registration of iron and steel ships that began in the middle eighties. Yarmouth still remains an important fishing port and the Nova Scotia schooner still has its place on the fishing banks and in the estimation of the world. But the great days are gone.

 

The Maritime provinces have voiced many regrets over their union with the Canadas which lost them the American market and free trade with Great Britain and found them the Canadian tariff. Of all this the final result is not yet added up. But the passing of the great ship building days was nobody’s fault. It rested on factors which few foresaw, which none could prevent and nothing could rectify. The substitution of steam for sail, of steel for wood, were world changes beyond our policy or control. Wooden ships needed the forest; steel ships the forge and the factory and the mass production which only a crowded industrial setting can furnish.

 

As for the sheer joy of the sea, as applied to the passenger traffic, or the mystery or beauty of the ships, most people would trade it easily. We can not have it both ways. The “palatial liner” enables us to cross the ocean without having anything to do with the sea. Yet so discontented is man by nature that many of us, in imagination, still sit up on the royal yard of a clipper ship, musing on the deep.
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OCEAN LINER OFF QUEBEC

The Saint Lawrence route, reaching into the very heart of the North American continent, has become one of the great sea-ways of the world. Its shipping has passed through all the historic stages that lead from the carvels of Jacques Cartier to the beautiful passenger liners of today. Below the city of Quebec the river widens to a broad flood of water that offers, with its alternating prospect of open horizon, wooded shores and distant coast half-seen, a voyage of singular attraction in touch still with the snug shelter of land yet already facing the boisterous welcome of the open sea.


CHAPTER ELEVEN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY

Isolation Impossible in the World of Today — Rapid Development of Canada in the Twentieth Century — The Royal Canadian Navy — Its Share in the Great War of 1914 — The Period Between Wars — The St. Lawrence and the Port of Montreal — Vancouver and the Pacific — The Arctic Coast — Our Outlook Beyond the Wars
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OUR OVERSEAS CONNECTIONS, our relation to the world across the seas have become different in the twentieth century from anything they were before. This is because of the great upheaval, the world disturbance, that has marked the opening forty years of the new century. The advance of science has dislocated human life upon the globe. We live for the first time in a world that has become a globe, in reality a unit, known and self-contained, without escape. Our use, for the first time in English, of the word “global” is evidence of the fact.

In this global world science has made easy the sustenance of life and matched it with the mechanism of death. In the Middle Ages science was man’s familiar demon, banned by the church; in earlier modern times, from Galileo to Isaac Newton, man’s curiosity; in the nineteenth century man’s help-mate towards universal happiness, man’s triumph over nature. With the twentieth century science turned traitor. It has passed for the present beyond all human control. Its spectacular conquest of the air has brought death from the sky. This ends all isolation. The independent bravery that made possible the brave independence of a small state, is gone. There can now be no new rise of a Dutch republic, no new Thermopylae, except one of despair. The world must live in apprehension. We have at present in this world of potential abundance no form of social organization that can bid it abound. Nor can we make a social organization by writing it down on paper, any more than we can make for ourselves a fine character by giving ourselves a reference.

The grim joke is that this abundant world would be a wonderful place for brothers to live in if we only had the brothers to put into it. At present the best we can do is to tell them either to be brothers or to be bombed. Such is the new gospel, or one might say, the new epistle — the Epistle to the Ethiopians who heard it first from the Italians. This is not to say that it is a world of despair. For those young enough it is a world of hope in which the dark clouds of the passing thunderstorm must presently give way to the sunshine. The greater the apprehension the higher the courage. In the end brotherhood must come.

The practical bearing of this is that national isolation is no longer possible. There is no place in the world sufficiently isolated for isolation. Least of all is it possible for Canada, which faces the overseas world on three fronts. Whether we like it or not, naval power, aerial world-transport and what will soon be called “participation in global control” are now manifest destiny.

 

The maritime development of Canada from 1900 to 1939 may be thought of as one continuous period both in respect to the growth of naval defense and the expansion of sea-borne trade. The Great War of 1914-1918 was in each case an interruption, a break that closed over and was left behind. At least we thought it so, and acted as if it were so. Only later could we realize to what a great extent the war had meant a dislocation, a break in the machine not remedied but growing worse. This was especially so in the matter of immigration and transportation. The period before the war of 1914 opened the great immigration into our North West. On the strength of it we built up a vast scheme of transport and settlement, with expanded manufacture and an expanded apparatus of colleges, culture, amusement and advertisement to match it. The war of 1914 kept it going by feeding it on destruction. After the war, immigration slackened, and presently our mistaken policy stopped it dead. We gave up the game without playing it out. Development ended. The frame became too big for the picture — miles of railway track and miles of idle railway cars, unused premises, unused power, unused people, unused resources; people working to support people living on the dole without working. Now the new war has again set the whole apparatus into movement.

 

As with overseas and migration so with the naval defence of Canada. Its history from 1900 until 1939 is more or less continuous with the sudden and unexpected break of the War of 1914 passing like a storm at sea.

When the present century opened, the naval defence  Lieut. John Farrow, “The Royal Canadian Navy,” 1908-1940, Can. Geog. Journal, Nov. 1942 of Canada was falling asleep. What there was of it was little more than formal and the Canadian people decided, for independence sake, not to have even that. There was still in 1901 the British Fleet of the North American and West India Stations based upon Halifax. When the British Imperial Garrisons left Canada in 1871 there was still retained the naval garrison at Halifax set at 2,000 men. There were in 1901 thirteen ships of war coming and going on the North Atlantic and West India Stations and seven others on the Pacific station based on Esquimalt. All of this, to most people in Canada, had no particular connection with daily life or national necessity. Only a few, indeed not very many in Great Britain itself, could see the dark clouds around the sunrise of the new century, as the sun rose out of the North Sea. Those who favoured retaining British ships in Canadian waters did so as part of the old allegiance and those who opposed it did so as part of the new independence, both, as usual, being right.

So, by joint agreement, in 1903 the British ships and garrisons were removed. Canada retained for its protection only its necessary revenue patrol and its police and protection of the fisheries of its off-shore waters.

 

But the opening of the century brought discussion of possible dangers of a great war. People who talked loud began to call it Armageddon; people who talked low called it nonsense. The talk from being an undertone became a call to arms. Hence the change that came with the Naval Service Act of 1910, which set up for the first time a Canadian navy as apart from a mere coastal patrol.

Things moved rapidly. The brotherly Liberal government, wanting more brothers still, went out in 1911. The undertones of danger turned to distant thunder. The new Conservative Government voted, in the House of Commons in 1913, the building of three battleships at a cost of some £7,000,000, the ships to be placed at the disposal of Great Britain. The Imperial world echoed with applause. But the new Conservative Government had forgotten the old Liberal Senate; quite naturally so, since it had been asleep upstairs since the Yukon Railway Bill of 1898. The Senate woke up, came down and refused the bill. It had hardly got to sleep again when the thunder broke.

The precipitation by Germany of a general European war in August 1914 came to the world at large with the shock of the unbelievable, the impossible. An old world passed — a world of impregnable security, of universal intercourse, of pounds sterling, picturesque travel, and profound peace, enlivened by military reviews and naval regattas, all gone. The present generation can form no idea of it.

Small wonder if Canada was but little prepared or had done but little to implement the principles of the Naval Act of 1910. The somewhat antiquated naval dockyards at Halifax and Esquimalt had been taken over by the Canadian Government. The purchase from the British Admiralty of two, more or less obsolete cruisers, the Niobe and the much  G. N. Tucker, “The Career of H.M.C.S. Rainbow,” B.C. Historical Quarterly, Vol. VII smaller Rainbow, had created a two-ship Canadian fleet. A loan of British officers and trained men was made in order to carry them through their initial period. The Niobe was stationed at Halifax, the Rainbow at Esquimalt. But there was little interest in recruiting especially after the discouragement caused by the action of the Senate; little interest in recruiting and little in the “Canadian Navy,” to the press at large something between a joke and an aspiration. The few British ships of war in the Pacific came and went as visitors to Esquimalt. Elaborate arrangements were made at the Imperial Conference of 1911 for the general uniformity of Dominion and Imperial naval services and for their union into one integral service in war time. But all such discussions seemed far away from actual reality.

The outbreak of war shattered this security. It was realized that the Germans had a powerful fleet in the Pacific under Admiral Von Spee. The entry of Japan into the war (Aug. 1914) forced this fleet out of China waters. It was known that the larger part of it, the cruisers Scharnhorst and Gneisenau and three lesser cruisers, had crossed the Pacific. An attack on the Canadian coast seemed imminent. To prevent it were only the Rainbow and the British Shearwater and Algerine gathered into Esquimalt. They were single screw ships of war, “sloops” in the naval sense, though the Shearwater, a steel steam ship with two masts and two funnels, seems a long way from the “sloop” of the Great Lakes. Improvised crews were gathered; auxiliary boats, a hospital ship, all pressed into service. Two submarines, building in Seattle for the Chilean Navy were cleverly and  G. N. Tucker, “Canada’s First Submarines,” 1943 (Reprint) hurriedly purchased. Their presence was widely advertised, the real reason being, according to the legend, that they had no torpedoes and must fight on advertisement only. But Von Spee took the wrong turn; swept down the Chilean coast instead of up the Canadian; gained his fortunate victory against Cradock’s inferior fleet off Coronel and then walked into the bag held open at the Falkland Islands by Churchill at the Admiralty and Admiral Fisher. British Columbia was saved.

 

During the ensuing years of the Great War the defense of the coasts, sea-ports and sea-borne commerce of Canada became of necessity a responsibility, not directly of the Dominion, but of the Royal Navy. Yet in an indirect way, through the imperial authorities, Canada made a valuable and patriotic contribution to the naval defence of its waters. Men were enlisted to man the auxiliary fleet and 1,700 volunteer Reservists were sent overseas. The Royal naval air service enrolled in Canada 580 probationary Flight Lieutenants while 43 Canadian Surgeon Lieutenants entered the service of the Royal Navy. By the year 1918 the numbers of officers and men serving in the Canadian Navy and its auxiliary ships had reached 5,978.

It was generally understood that a reorganization of Canadian Naval forces would follow after the war. To aid in this Admiral of the Fleet Viscount Jellicoe had visited Esquimalt in H.M.S. New Zealand as early as 1919 and had made an elaborate report to the Governor General. But the scheme which he outlined was comprehensive and far reaching; it involved an expenditure of $10,000,000 a year. Its accurate detail filled three volumes. But this was too much for the spirit of the hour and for the finance of a crippled treasury. Nothing was done. Indeed for the time being the movement was the other way. The rapid demobilizing of the Canadian naval service reduced the enrolment from the 5,978 men of 1918 to 1,048 in 1920.

To aid in enlarging the scope of Canadian defence the Imperial Government had followed up Lord Jellicoe’s visit with the gift of the cruiser Aurora (six years old) and of two, four year old destroyers, the Patrician and the Patriot and two submarines (C.H. 14 and C.H. 15). But the attitude of public opinion in the country, busily weaving its ropes of sand into a League of Nations forbid all safer anchorage. The Canadian Naval Act of 1922 lowered the personnel of the Canadian navy to 366 officers and men. The Royal Canadian Naval College, opened in 1911 at Halifax and migrating after the great explosion to Kingston and then to Esquimalt, was now closed. The cruiser Aurora and the submarines were sold, a loss partly compensated by the addition of four mine-sweepers, two on each coast.

 

But in spite of all it was not possible for Canada after the Great War of 1914-1918 ended to revert to a policy of isolation. The chaos and danger of Europe, was a conflagration that would spread. There is no isolation in the bush from a bush fire. Europe has killed isolation as Macbeth murdered sleep. Isolation, let it be admitted, is, for peaceful people on a newer continent, in many ways as attractive as it is impossible. It was the first wish of many great Americans. Thomas Jefferson, who thought aloud for us a century in advance, wished that a meridian might be drawn down the Atlantic to divide and separate us from European war power for ever. But the degree of possible isolation becomes less and less, with each intrusive power of the advancing science of war. Between 1919 and 1939 the aeroplane was obliterating distance and promising an even distribution of death.

Hence the naval policy of Canada in this period in spite of its inauspicious beginnings represented a decided advance on the establishment before the War of 1914, while falling far short of even the minimum of what “global participation” will demand if our miserable globe is to be kept at peace. The National Defence Act of 1922 consolidated into one Department of National Defence what had been the Department of Militia and Defence, the Department of Naval Service and the Air. A notable change of policy was made when it was decided to build Canadian war ships for the Canadian Navy. The result was the building, for Canada at Southampton, of the destroyers Saguenay and Skeena in commission in 1931. They were ships of 1,300 tons of the latest design with a speed of 35 knots. By the year 1938 the Royal Canadian Navy comprised six destroyers and one minesweeper. The service had an authorized complement in 1938 of 137 officers and 1,582 ratings. A small portion of these, specialists in gunnery, torpedo and marine engine technique, were lent by the Imperial Government. The officers of the Royal Canadian Navy also served in periodic rotation in the Royal Navy to acquire experience of a wider nature than could be obtained in the Canadian service. Halifax and Esquimalt remained as the Atlantic and Pacific bases, with training establishments, shore barracks and the mechanical and scientific apparatus for learning gunnery and the technical routine of naval war. There was also a Naval Reserve of 70 officers and 1,344 men.

 

Such was the nucleus, admirable in its design and in its efficiency, but insignificant in number of men and quantity of material, that became the basis of the Canadian naval effort of the War of 1939. From this was built up the magnificent naval service whose heroism and whose record remains to be described in other pages to which the present volume is intended to serve only as an introduction.

 

The slow beginning and the limited size of the Canadian Navy in the twentieth century contrast with the phenomenal growth of Canadian shipping, sea-ports, harbours and inland  E. J. Chambers, “The Canadian Marine,” 1905 (Official) navigation. Here the great features are the development of the Port of Montreal and the St. Lawrence Route, the rise and growth of the Port of Vancouver and the expansion of trans-Pacific and trans-Isthmian trade. With this has gone the growth of inland navigation on the Great Lakes which has now reached its culmination in the accepted post-war policy of the St. Lawrence Waterway, a continuously navigable seaway that will bring the ships of the ocean to the harbours of inland America.

 

The development of the Port of Montreal had gone a long way at the point described in an earlier chapter when the close of the last century found the era of sail definitely ended and the era of steam definitely inaugurated. But all that had been done up to that point proved mainly to be a beginning. The completion remained for the twentieth century. We may say “completion,” as far as we ever dare use such a word, for in its physical essentials the Port of Montreal is now complete. The deepening of the channel between Montreal and Quebec from its original 11 foot minimum to the present 35 feet maximum has now reached a point where any further deepening would involve the removal of a mass of rock from the river bed too great for any commercial return. But the present depth accommodates with ease ships up to 20,000 tons which have regularly used the Port of Montreal since 1928. The world’s cargo trade and even the world passenger traffic has little need for any greater tonnage. The season of navigation of the Port has been progressively lengthened by better marking and lighting of the river and above all by the use of ice-breakers in clearing the spring jams, and by the sensational explosion of ice with the chemical thermit. It is generally estimated that the practicable navigation season, now averaging 234 days a year, is one month longer than it was when the days of mail  Stephen Leacock, “Montreal Seaport and City,” 1942 (Chap. XII) steamers began. Beyond that we cannot go. The dream of an open river all winter — smashed open, blasted open or melted open, as has sometimes been suggested, is just a dream. It can never come true without an open Gulf and no one yet dreams of that. As it is, the St. Lawrence from Montreal to Quebec is open as early as ships can hope to get up to Quebec through the dangerous and shifting ice floes of the Gulf.

In its general lay-out and equipment also the harbour of Montreal may be said to be complete. The harbour area now extends 16 miles on each side of the St. Lawrence from a point 3,760 feet above the Victoria Bridge down to the lower end of Montreal Island (Bout de L’Isle). The original harbour shore down to St. Mary’s current and St. Helen’s Island is now completely utilized with docks and equipment but below the current there is indefinitely room for the expansion of docks beyond the present ones without proportionate increase in cost. From a shipping point of view Montreal should never have come above St. Mary’s current. Jacques Cartier stayed below it. But Champlain got past and found a little harbour below a tongue of land, and that became the Port of Montreal. In equipment the port as a grain port ranks first in the world. Its four great elevators have a capacity of 15,360,000 bushels. Its handling machinery enables ships to load at the rate of 1,000,000 bushels a day. There is a floating dock dating from 1912. The scenic aspect of the port is completed and the congested trans-river motor traffic relieved by the great Harbour Bridge of 1930, renamed on second thought in 1935 as the Jacques Cartier Bridge of the tercentennial year of the discovery. In point of administration the harbour is under the centralized control of the National Harbours Board at Ottawa which in 1935 replaced the previous Harbour Commission, itself local in functions but appointed by the Dominion. Each of the Canadian seaports under the National Harbours Board has a local port-master and staff.

 

Step by step the growth of the inland navigation on the Great Lakes has kept pace with the growth of the Port of Montreal which forms its outlet. A few vessels, but not many, even under present conditions, or rather under those existing before war, clear from the Lake Ports for the Canadian coast or for the open seas. There are voyages from Toronto to Vancouver via the Panama Canal and ships even carry direct to Fort William and Port Arthur products of the West Indies — such as sisal for making binder twine for use in the North West. But mainly the two navigations keep apart. A Canadian river steamer, an over-night steamer as opposed to an excursion boat, is a thing of singular grace with lines that suggest the bye-gone clipper. But it lacks depth. In the ocean it would upset — not at once but presently. An excursion boat is made to carry a First of July crowd and a brass band. It is out for fun and runs for shelter in trouble. An ore-boat and a grain boat must have so many hatches that they can unload in no time. An ocean boat with as many hatches would get sunk in no time. The ore-boat only asks to float; it doesn’t propose to manoeuvre.

It is not however that lake boats lack size or capacity. Down the lakes there came in the season of 1943 the ore carrier Benjamin Fairless, 614 feet, out of Two Harbours,  Press Notice, June 3, 1943 to dock at Cleveland. She carried 17,101 gross tons of iron ore. She broke the record for weight of cargo, as against the 1942 all-time record of 17,082 tons carried by the Le Moyne of the Canada Steamship Company.

Round this point centres the contention in regard to the St. Lawrence Sea-way project. The physical advantage of the proposed water connection is clear to the eye and the sensational appeal clear to the imagination. To link the inland continent of North America to the outer oceans with a series of sea ports of the Great Lakes is a project of fascinating grandeur. Most people probably never go beyond this initial aspect of the sea-way; and it may well be that in such great enterprises the initial appeal to people at large is of better value than the nearer view which easily gets confused with private gains and vested interest. Montreal is closer to inland America than the United States ports themselves. It is 369 miles from Montreal to the Welland Canal leading to Lake Erie, 237 more to Toledo at the head of the Lake, 389 beyond that to Sault Ste. Marie and from there 273 miles to Fort William. The full Canadian transit, Montreal to Fort William by river, canal and lake, is 1,168 miles; Montreal to Duluth, the physical head of the lakes, is 1,245 miles. Montreal to Chicago is 1,200 miles. There inland navigation connects with the vast Mississippi system — the original Chicago drainage canal expanding now, in imagination and in fact, to a universal inland water way. The old time Mississippi steamer, crowded with lights and faro tables and desperadoes, and roaring out its shower of sparks in a midnight race on the darkened river — all this bye-gone pageant is exchanged for the timeless dignity of the cement barge and the lumber scow. Let the imagining carry on up the Mississippi to the Red River and the Assiniboine and to the Saskatchewan and the Mackenzie and all America is joined in one vast system moving gently to the sea.

 

Against such dreams cold calculation talks of difficulties that cannot be dreamed away; of ocean boats that will not convert, too costly for the long delays of locks and docks; of lake boats that dare not face the storms of the ocean and of special boats for special trades, unhandy for all others. The sea-way is still a dream. Is it a dream such as the Panama Canal once was or such as the North West Passage turned out to be?

 

One other Maritime dream — or rather nightmare — haunted Montreal for a brief time — the sudden apprehension that Quebec might again become the chief port of the St. Lawrence.

Strangely enough it appeared, at the peak of the false prosperity of this period — or at least it appeared to eyes with a focus large enough to see it — as if Quebec might once again assume the premier place it held for over two centuries as the chief St. Lawrence sea port. The building of the vast wilderness railway, the national Transcontinental (dating from its inception in 1903), the huge bridge which was to carry it over the river it had no reason to cross, and presently the launching of the Empress of Britain, a ship of 43,000 tons — seemed, if only in fancy, to indicate a new era. Quebec was to become the harbour of great ships — the Aquitanias, the Queen Marys and the Normandies — which only half a dozen of the most capacious ports and deepest docks in the world could accommodate — New York, Southampton, Cherbourg and such, and Sydney of New South Wales, ready for them a hundred years ahead.

Here then was a giant’s dream of vast trainloads of cars rolling out of the wilderness from the West, miles and miles of them, such as go to carry the cargo of a steamer of forty to eighty thousand tons, with the tracks and docks and cranes that load it in four days in port. Here was all the world on the move, the Orient flooding eastward to see Europe, all Europe crowding westward to see the Orient and Quebec as the centre of it all. In such a picture Montreal is thrust aside, a secondary port up a river, like Cardiff the coal port as beside the fluttering fashions of Southampton.

 

It all proved a dream. There was no such wilderness and no such cars. The Orient, if it moved, wanted to see something else than wilderness out of the train window. Europe wouldn’t pass America unseen to see Japan. Freight clings to water transport. Even the dream of the big ships is just a vision that vanishes on a nearer view. These colossal vessels of which the world contained in 1939 only nine larger than the Empress of Britain, do not carry any appreciable part of the world’s trade. The tonnage of the whole of the ten indicated vessels formed less than the one hundredth part of the world’s shipping, even disregarding all boats of less than 100 tons. For these great ships any port is really too restricted, the tourist world too small and the Atlantic ocean too narrow. As beside the new transport by air they are hopelessly slow and are left behind in the vanity of luxury travel. They will prove in the new era too rich for the poor and too poor for the rich. They only existed in their day for the sake of national prestige, not national efficiency, and as a part of a competition in time of peace that borrowed beforehand the antagonism of war. They may also have embodied the concealed purpose of serving as troop transports in a possible war. Yet, if so, it is strange that nations who prepared so little in most ways should have prepared so much in one. In any case their time is done. They have gone the way of the Indiaman and the Clipper. For Canada at any rate there will be no more of them. The Empress of Britain lies on the bed of the North Atlantic, an early tragedy of the war of 1939. It is not likely that Canadian maritime progress will demand the rebuilding of such ships. Yet since in dreams lies inspiration, the Port of Quebec may still keep its giant’s dream that the gigantic folly of our overbuilt, overduplicated railways, with the trunk line from the West to Quebec may some day be found in the class of the world’s inspired follies — of the crazy Louisiana Purchase of 1803, of Seward’s Alaska Icebox of 1867, of De Lesseps Canal through the Isthmus of Suez of 1869 and the crazy railway that actually — just think of it — went over the top of the Rocky Mountains in 1886.

 

Meanwhile Montreal, unvexed by Quebec’s dreams, or by the ambitions of Toronto and Fort William, goes steadily on.

 

The mention of the Panama canal suggests at once its peculiar connection with the Port of Vancouver, and the unexpected diversion of a large part of the grain trade. Vancouver arose — was bidden in 1885 by the Canadian Pacific Railway to arise — as a Pacific port to replace Victoria, disqualified for larger destiny by its island situation. Cities on islands may be great sea-ports as notably New York, and the Singapore that was. But they must have one foot, if only a bridge, on land. This foot was the Achilles heel of Singapore, but in a restored world will have its meaning again. But on Vancouver Island Victoria, bridgeless, meant transhipment of ocean cargoes, a thing easy enough for old-time cargoes and old-time schooners, but impossible for metropolitan trade. Hence came Vancouver of which the commercial destiny is only limited by the future of the Pacific world itself. The port was established with an eye on Yokohama and Hong-Kong, thus harking back to the old Nootka Sound days, to Canton and to the sea-otter skins by which British Columbia began. But from the Orient the eye moved easily to Australasia and the All-Red Route.

Quite unforeseen was Panama. It is probable that few Americans realized its commercial possibilities. They built the canal for political reason, for national defence by the navy, so as to turn two fleets into one. The object lesson of the American Olympia going round Cape Horn to fight in Manila Bay was plain to the naval mind. To teach it to the business mind it was pretended (with a wink) that the canal would pay. History is full of such winks, later extolled as wisdom.

A distinctive feature of Canadian maritime development in the twentieth century has been the exploration and patrol of Arctic waters. The old fantastic aspirations of a North West Passage and the competitive struggle towards the  The North West Territories (Official), 1943 North Pole long since passed away. In place of them has come the steady purpose of opening up the Arctic coasts and islands as a contributory part of the economic life of Canada. Even now but little is known of the mineral resources that lie beyond the Arctic circle but even that little is ample warrant for further investigation. The work has been mainly done, as apart from private or company prospecting done on shore, by the Dominion Government.

In 1884 the Government sent Lieut. A. R. Gordon in the Sealer Neptune to explore the outlying islands of the Arctic and to test the navigability of Hudson Strait. In the next year the Government sent out under the same command the screw steamer Alert, one of the specially built ships of Sir George Nares’ polar expedition of 1876. The reports of these expeditions both as to navigation and fishery resources were highly encouraging. In 1903 the Neptune was again sent out under Mr. A. P. Low of the Geological survey, visited Baffin Land, wintered on Chesterfield Inlet and returned to Halifax after a voyage of 10,000 miles. In 1904 began the Arctic voyages of the celebrated Captain Bernier, mentioned above, and since that time Arctic exploration and patrol, has become a regular and most important task of the Dominion.

At the present time there is a regular annual patrol of the waters of the Eastern Arctic accessible from the Atlantic side. This is carried on — and we are here quoting from the official report of 1943 — chiefly by R.M.S. Nascopie, a vessel owned and operated by the Hudson’s Bay Company and used by the Government of Canada for the annual Eastern Arctic Patrol of medical centres, Royal Canadian Mounted Police detachments, post offices, radio stations, trading posts and missions in the region. This vessel was designed to navigate northern waters under all conditions. Auxiliary services are provided to reach other points not served directly by the Nascopie. Some of these boats operate out of Churchill, Manitoba, making connection with the Hudson Bay Railway. The Hudson’s Bay Company, Royal Canadian Mounted Police and missions also have small seagoing motor boats by means of which they are able to maintain communication with the native encampments along the coasts.

Each summer the R.M.S. Nascopie sails from some port in Eastern Canada with a party of government officials for a voyage of more than 10,000 miles to posts in northern Quebec, on islands in Hudson Strait and Hudson Bay and in the Arctic Archipelago. The party usually includes — as the quoted report indicates — administrative officers, doctors, Royal Canadian Mounted Police and others going north to relieve those who have completed their term of service in the Arctic. In normal times, scientific parties and a limited number of tourists also accompany the expedition. Ports of call are visited for inspection, administration of justice, delivery and acceptance of mail, change of personnel and renewal of supplies. Eskimos frequently are transferred to more abundant hunting grounds. The voyage usually extends over a period of from fourteen to sixteen weeks during which twenty-five to thirty calls are made.

Among other things this Arctic patrol has helped to “keep the flag flying,” in other words to consolidate by actual visit and by the occupation of northern stations the claim of Canada to its “slice” of the Polar area. Time was when this meant nothing more than idle curiosity and national pride. Time will be, since time flies, when it will mean a great deal.

 

Meantime the expansion of Canadian commerce on both oceans and the increasing complexities of navigation have necessitated a corresponding expansion of the operations of the Government of Canada in aid of shipping and sea-borne trade. The original scheme of departments and services instituted at Confederation with the creation of the Department of Marine and Fisheries (1867) proved inadequate for the wider tasks and expanded horizons of the present day. The Fisheries became a separate Department in 1930. The Department of Transport Act of November 1936, gathered together a number of previously separated agencies into one co-ordinated group. In the new Department of Transport are merged the former Departments of Marine and of Railways and Canals (dating from 1879) together with the Civil Aviation Branch of the Department of National Defence.

Even before the expansion of the war period the Department  Annual Reports of Transport represented an enormous field of work. The largest part of it, the operation of the Canadian National Railways, is indeed segregated entirely under the control of the Canadian National Railways Company. But its nautical and maritime sections, wide and varied in scope, carry with them everywhere something of the atmosphere of interest and romance that clings like a mist around all that concerns the sea. Through the Minister, affiliated with it, is the National Harbours Board which has taken over the great sea-ports of the Dominion in place of the previous local Harbour Commissions. The National Harbours Board is a distinct unit as apart from the Department but reports directly to the minister. It operates the grain elevators of its sea-ports and also those of Port Colborne, Prescott and the Port of Churchill on the sea-coast of Manitoba. The Department has taken over the Canals including the St. Lawrence Ship Channel. It supervises Civil Aviation, the Meteorological Services and Radio.

The most elaborate and the most characteristically nautical of its functions are perhaps those grouped under Aids to Navigation. In this connection the Department has charge of the construction and repair of light houses, lightships, fog-alarms, buoys and beacons. It publishes its List of Lights (3 volumes). It issues also Notices to Mariners, about a hundred a year on over two hundred different subjects. It looks after the 300 public harbours of Canada which contain 2,000 wharves. It searches out and destroys derelicts and obstructions to navigation; and it keeps its eye on the Humane Establishment at Sable Island, “the grave yard of the Atlantic.”

A similar salt of the sea flavours the duties of the Nautical Services Division which registers ships, examines masters and mates, conducts navigation schools, licenses pilots and examines into wrecks and salvage. Such is the wide and impressive dominion over the sea that has grown up under the Dominion of Canada.

 

From all that has gone above one may gather a picture of the maritime life of Canada, in naval defence and in peace-time commerce, that may serve as an introduction to the volumes dealing with the War Effort of Canada by sea to which this outline of maritime history is intended as an introduction. But the close of the war will mark, we hope, only a new beginning. There are great things ahead. The St. Lawrence Sea-way is destined to become the most important inland waterway of the world. The Arctic coasts and seas of Canada will take on a significance and a new service when aviation goes over the top of the world and joins Europe to America by a polar route. There is no doubt that for such a traffic great depots, bases, points of repair and supply will be needed in the far north, especially for the transshipment of sea cargoes into aeroplanes. Water transport, by reason of its inconceivable cheapness in comparison with the air, will carry its cargoes to the farthest available northern harbours. The very traffic itself, permitting great capital expenditure, will open up and maintain such harbours, now impossible. It is quite possible also that such a route may develop a by-product of mineral wealth, especially of copper perhaps of rarer metals. Still wider is the view across the Pacific. The extinction of Japan as a “power” may mean the beginning of a new Orient and a new Pacific, to rival in coming centuries by the re-born energy of old countries, such as China, and the new born strength of Siberia and Australasia, all that once went with the Mediterranean world and later with the Atlantic. Such is our outlook. There are wonderful things coming to Canada as well by sea and by land. All that we need is a nation fully conscious of it and equal to the occasion.


While There is Time
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PREFACE
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IN WRITING THIS book I have drawn to some small extent on my previous work on the subject, such as Afternoons in Utopia and The Unsolved Riddle of Social Justice. For the concluding chapters I have made use also of articles recently contributed by me to the Toronto Financial Post.

I have tried to write with honesty and fairness, not attributing mean motives to any body or to any party.

Stephen Leacock


CHAPTER I THE GATHERING CRISIS
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I CALL THIS discussion The Case Against Social Catastrophe. I do not call it the Case Against Capitalism nor the Case Against Socialism. This is because I am afraid that unless we take thought while there is yet time, a far worse thing than either socialism or capitalism may come to us — a social catastrophe which may mean wreckage of all that we have taken so long to build. What I mean is that there may be forces let loose upon us which will get beyond the control of those who set them in motion. Plans for social betterment which originate in the best motives may be hurried forward so fast, with so little mature consideration as to break the ranks of society.

 

A grave danger, a great crisis is gathering in front of us. It is a sombre cloud on the horizon which rises so fast as to threaten to darken the whole sky. This is the dispute as to private enterprise and state control. Private enterprise is called by those who oppose it the profits system, and capitalism. State control means, in an ill-defined way, the taking over by the government of the industry of the nation. At present this dispute is still only argument. The danger is that it may turn to worse. While there is yet time we must agree by the way or disaster may fall upon us.

The war has given a peculiar intensity to this controversy. People contrast their past hard times with the “prosperity” of the war, under which there is work for all at high pay and where the plain people, the working people, in spite of all taxes, all rationing, all artificial shortnesses, receive more not only in money but in goods than they ever did in peace. They feel that the end of the war will bring an end to this, that they will be back again on low wages, with unemployment all around them, the black care of a narrow home and the cold and insufficient charity of a dole. This gives them a sense that they have been cheated, that there was plenty there all the time but that the rich took it all and left them nothing. This also makes it seem that the people were cheated after the last war; that soldiers came back to poverty; that the rich closed up their ranks; that brotherhood was over and servitude began again.

This belief easily leads to the further conclusion that the poor have always been cheated, that the world’s work has always been carried on by the weak under the compulsion of the strong. The slave became a serf, the serf became a factory hand — but whether slave or serf or hand, he got nothing but his bread. Hence the dream of a new and better world in which somehow all will work together and the welfare of each one will be the welfare of all. The new power of machinery, the new control of resources seems to put this new world within easy reach. In all this indictment there is so much that is true that it can only be met with truth. Only by admitting all that is true in it can we hope to cast out what is false.

The close of the war, even with the best good will, is almost certain to bring a severe shock to employment as it is, to wages as they are, to the short lived “prosperity” purchased at war’s awful price. Half a million of disbanded men, a million of war plant employees, “let go” of necessity by employers with no further contracts will be thrown on the country. Free enterprise will not know how to look after them as well as state enterprise did in hiring them for war. A mass movement will sweep the country. Where will it sweep it to?

It is not the victory of a political party that is to be feared. In and of itself the victory of a new political party in a British country means no more than a revolution in South America. The new party just become the new ins who replace the outs. The responsibility of office sobers the delirium of opposition. Things just go on. If that were all we had to fear wise men might well sit back and watch it all go by, as it has these eighty years, a circus procession in the street with a couple of new attractions.

 

But there is more than that. The impetus may prove too strong. A storm may break that no shelter can withstand, flattening the country as does a cyclone. A wild attempt to set up a new system — crude, inadequate, the work of anger and revenge — may break our existing commonwealth, our links of common life, our daily task, our daily bread. Once started such a cyclone of disaster cannot be stopped, or only by a long and weary struggle, an exhaustion that permits a new start. Such chapters as this, we would have thought, could never come into the pages of our history. We must see that they do not come into it. While there is yet time, we must find means to agree.

 

Our only safety is to be found in truth and decency. We must get at the truth of this bitter social indictment, must admit all that was wrong and urge all that was right.

 

A large part of the social indictment is true. We have been too indifferent to poverty for a hundred years past. We made no real attempt to remove it. We let children slave in factories, paupers rattle their bones over their stones in the one pleasure drive of their life (to the graveyard); we watched the slums fester, the weak die; we left wealth unchecked and privilege unshorn, looked only at the glorious “progress” of the machine and looked away from the submerged humanity below.

Individually we were each powerless to stop it all. But few even gave it tears.

 

This is not to say that private enterprise is a wicked thing. In its proper field it is the real incentive to action, the real path to progress. But it must be restricted to its proper field. It is not true that property is wicked. Property in the sense of something to call one’s own, one’s very own, is the deepest, the dearest instinct of our nature. Those whom we love are in a sense our “property,” our own. Property in land — one’s own house and garden, if it were but weeds, one’s own farm, if it be but in the bush, all that is the very breath of life in the nostrils of those who love the open field; love the creative sense of working with nature, not at the bidding of man.

Not property is wrong, not profits are wrong, nor money nor gain, but the swollen disproportionate gain that can turn a monied group to be the bosses of their fellow men. Not property is wrong but the abuse of it, not money but the too much of it, not wealth but the uneven iniquity of it.

 

Here then we have a gathering protest against things as they are arising out of a vision seen in the lurid light of war, of things as they might be. It seems self-evident that man’s industrial power, so colossal for destruction, should easily be sufficient to meet the reasonable and decent wants of decent people. To many of us, in and out of parties, this gathering protest takes on all the appeal of a great crusade. Nothing else but such a victory over poverty and want can ever atone for the martyrdoms of war. Nothing else can ever make the world seem straight.

At the present moment we like to formulate all that we attempt in charters, documents and points. Hence this new movement for social betterment has already been formulated in outline by the great labour parties, by peoples’ congresses, by a hundred individual reformers. It has never been stated in broader or more sympathetic outline than in the Six Points laid down by the Archbishop of Canterbury, with a human kindliness that recalls the Sermon on the Mount. The points are aimed, as they should be, at the goal: they disregard the means; they refuse to consider money; they know no such word as impossible. Here they follow: — 

(1) Every child should find itself a member of a family housed with decency and dignity, so that it may grow up in a happy fellowship, unspoiled by underfeeding or overcrowding, by dirty or drab surroundings, or by mechanical monotony in environment.

(2) Every child should have the opportunity of an education till years of maturity. This education should be inspired by faith in God and find its focus in worship.

(3) Every citizen should be secure in possession of such income as will enable him to maintain a home and bring up children in such condition as described in paragraph 1.

(4) Every citizen should have a voice in business or industry which is carried on by means of his labour, and the satisfaction of knowing that his labour is directed to the well-being of the community.

(5) After the war, every citizen should have sufficient daily leisure, with two days of rest in seven, and an annual holiday with pay, to enable him to enjoy a full personal life.

(6) Every citizen should have assured liberty in the forms of freedom of worship, of speech, of assembly and of association for special purposes.

Incidentally I may say that of all the Archbishop’s clauses the one that strikes me as having an overwhelming appeal is the plea for two days of rest and holiday every week. This would transform our working life. To many millions of workers it would restore the lost world of their schooldays, when the break of Saturday and Sunday made up for all the rest of the week. “Let me go fishing on Saturday and loaf all Sunday,” says such a one, “and you may have all the rest.” In pure theory this item of social reform is the easiest. The world’s work of five days would easily satisfy the world’s needs of seven, and even if the world worked seven days a week, twenty-four hours a day, it could never satisfy the world’s caprices. But in reality this reform is the hardest. It is one of the things easy to do if everybody does it, impossible to do one at a time. It belongs with phonetic spelling, universal disarmament and other such dreams. Yet sometimes dreams at last come true.

 

This broad platform of what we are beginning to call social security corresponds closely to the recommendations of the (Sir William) Beveridge Report prepared for the British Government and to the semi-official reports made under the auspices of our Dominion Government. Still more notable is the endorsation of this general idea of the responsibility of all for the welfare of each as given in the “Second Bill of Rights,” recently presented to Congress by the President of the United States. The first “bill of rights,” commonly so called, is found in the first ten Amendments appended en bloc in 1789 to the Constitution of the United States of 1789. These guarantee political freedom, the right of free speech, free assembly, freedom from arbitrary government, from illegal arrest, from cruel or unusual punishment. The clauses bear the stamp of their epoch in being negative, not positive: They forbid ill-treatment of the citizen but, of themselves, they neither feed nor clothe nor shelter him. He is still free to starve. A hundred years has taught us that liberty bakes no bread. The milestone of progress is marked with this change from the negative obligation laid on the state to let people alone, all that was asked in the morning of political liberty, to the positive duty of the state to help people on their way, a lesson learned not in the first joy of the morning of hope but in the burden and heat of the day.

None of these platforms of social security count the cost: none of them explain, to use the simple business term, “where the money is to come from.” I think it well that they do not, for this indicated field of government expenditure seems to me the first charge on the list, taking precedence of everything else: and I am one among the many millions of people who think that these things can be done.

 

But unfortunately there are many people who calculate in what they call cold dollars and sense, as contrasted with warm philanthropy and say that no such security program is possible, that the available capital and income of the nation cannot cover it. They will tell us that the whole of our national wealth in Canada is only estimated at $25,000,000,000 (official statistics of 1933) with a corresponding income of $2,795,000,000 or 277 dollars a year for each of us. That of course includes the infants and the children. But even if we count only the gainful workers you find only an average income of 1,100 dollars to support a household of four. No one would get far on that in the way of extravagance.

Moreover, so the same calculators argue, it wouldn’t help much if we spread round the super-incomes of the super-rich over the mass of the people. In one sense the incomes of the super-rich bulk large in the public eye. It is true that in the reckless days before the great slump of 1929 certain rich people of the Canadian metropolitan cities thought little of spending ten thousand dollars on a single party festivity. That looks a lot in the lump, but little when spread out thin. The top-stratum of 473 of our income tax payers show a combined income of $50,000,000. Spread that round among the rest of us and all we get is about four dollars a year each. Better let the rich keep it and we can have the fun of looking in through the windows at the party.

Let us add that our national debt has been increased by the Victory Loans till it now has gone beyond 6,000,000,000 dollars, in other words, more than a year and a half of our national income. Hence our average family wage-earner with about 1,200 dollars a year is in debt 2,000 dollars with no great chance apparently of ever getting out of it. Where is there room inside that, asks our critic, for the grandiose scheme of schools and colleges, leisure and holidays — all the cultivated decent life of the Archbishop’s new world?

Now personally I take but little stock in such an argument. I am convinced that calculation of economic efforts in terms of money-value gives an entirely misleading light. Such a calculation is vitiated everywhere by the fact that money values arise out of scarcity, that plenty of everything is worth nothing. We can never find out the best direction of human effort for the satisfaction of human wants by calculating how best to create money values. But the trouble is that this form of argument leads a great many people to say straight out that our gilded social security is impossible: that we must hark to the hard work (honest toil, they call it) of earlier days, to the self-respecting independence, the sturdy individualism — in other words to the long slow poverty that looks so ennobled in life’s retrospect, so dreary day by day.

Such a return is not possible. The world at large will not accept it and the very suggestion of a recourse to it only drives people to denounce the existing system under which we live and to lay at the door of private property and private enterprise our failure to enter a promised land already clearly in sight. What has happened shows us the failure — we will not say the fault — not only of our statesmen, our capitalists, our bankers, but of all of us who lived in the world as it was and acquiesced in it, and dulled our eyes to the sight of poverty, our ears to its complaint.

Before the outbreak of the war we had many thousands of men out of work and on relief, and thousands more tramping the streets begging for work, hating to sink to the level of cold charity.

I’m ashamed of that, aren’t you?

Before the present war the dole that we gave to a workman out of work was just enough, hardly more, to keep him and his family from actual starvation, actual death by cold — a few dollars a week.

We told them it was all we could afford, yet look what we can afford now, for the Germans, when we have to.

I’m ashamed of that, aren’t you?

In the days before the war, a man out of work could not find an acre of ground that he could dig. It was all property. In a country with millions of acres lying in the sun! He couldn’t find a tree to cut for firewood. In a country where the forests and woods extend to the towns themselves — all property!

. . . Is that right? People hungry within sight of food, cold within sight of fuel.

 

We have to take counsel then how best we can set things right using all that was good in the past, cutting out the wrong. Now such a discussion can only be of use if it is carried on without animosity, without prejudice, without any of that make-believe antagonism which seems to be a necessary evil of democracy. It is the weakness of our politics and parties, of our free speech and open discussion, that it leads us to pick up sides, swear ourselves in as Liberals or Conservatives or what not, and after that to carry on with only one ear and one eye — the other obstinately shut.

 

Parties, I admit, are necessary to the practical conduct of government in peace time. Without them we should just have a brawling chaos of individual opinion, a bedlam of cranks each outshouting the other. Parties at least secure unity and permit reasonably free government to be carried on, whereas if it were entirely free it would fall to pieces like an anarchist’s congress or a free-for-all debate in Ireland. Nor does it matter in times of pleasant peace, safe from any great national crisis, if party operation carries with it a certain spice of party humbug, and make-believe animosity and mimic denunciation of imaginary villainy pleasant as peace itself; What better fun than election time, with Grits and Tories denouncing one another? — one candidate compared to Machiavelli and the other to Judas Iscariot, and both doing business on Main Street.

It is strange how we have carried these mimic party animosities down the current of our Canadian politics . . .: life long “Grits” as inconvincible as life long “Tories”; men beyond argument and above correction.

 

For our present purpose, then, we have to start from the fact that we are all of us decent people — outside of the criminal classes and perhaps even inside them, except as to a man’s own specialty. We recall from one of W. S. Gilbert’s ballads the name of Good Robber Brown, who was “the kindest hearted man who ever cut a throat.” Outside of his specialty, he was all right. So are we all. At any rate I am convinced that the great mass of us are people who share in our degree a common love of our country with a certain common selfishness for ourselves. And in reality and on a large scale the other people are so few that they don’t count. If this were not so they would destroy us, as we have seen other countries destroyed.

 

So we will understand that a Conservative means a tremendously decent fellow, a little hipped, we admit, about the past, and not liking to change things. He’s got an idea, good fellow that he is, that he’d like things to go on just as they are. Thick in the head? Oh, no, not at all, how could you think that? firm, if you like, not thick.

Similarly, let’s understand or let’s pretend that a Liberal is another decent fellow, singularly level headed, clear minded; so much so that if he sees things not working properly he’s willing to change them. Why not? He has a fixed notion of moving forward, not tearing up the past by the roots but trimming the branches of the trees, and, remember, he’s a perfectly reasonable man, open to argument and conviction, unless you start by calling yourself a Conservative and him a Liberal. That coagulates his fluid mind into solid matter. Of course for any topic on which the Liberal party in parliament has already voted, the reason is all out of him.

Beside these two is the “Socialist,” whose very name for many people settles the case against him beyond argument. History confuses him with Nihilists, Anarchists, Terrorists — men wearing black masks and carrying dynamite bombs, taken straight out of the old Drury Lane melodrama of the 1880’s. The Socialist of our day has nothing to do with these people. Our typical socialist is an idealist. Does that mean a nut? No, certainly not. It means a man with a vision, who sees in his mind’s eye a re-made society where there is no more poverty and want, where the welfare of each becomes the welfare of all and the world becomes the beautiful garden that it might be. This is the vision that has haunted mankind down the ages, to be realized, if this earth denies it, somewhere when this earth is done. And to the socialist as to the eye of faith that removes mountains, it all seems so easy, so simple — nothing needed but the willing brotherhood of all.

How then can such decent people quarrel? How then can they let themselves be drawn collectively towards the brink of disaster by their very disagreement? The fundamental decency of all people — of all that we need to think of — is either a basic fact of society or else is all our labour vain, our talk idle. One recalls the refrain of the once popular London music-hall song, “He’s all right when you know him, but you got to know him fust”; or Mark Antony’s admission in regard to the assassins of Caesar, “So are they all, all honourable men.” And I don’t think that Antony said it in irony. It was the pity of it that appealed, that honourable men could fall so far apart.

So will we then in this discussion take our start from the fact that we are all honourable men: that a Social Creditor from Alberta or a member of the Bloc Populaire from Chicoutimi, P.Q. is all right when you know him and so is an Orangeman from Orangeville. We will agree that an old fashionable Tory from the most old-fashioned street in Toronto who hasn’t changed his opinion for a hundred years is as good as an old-line Grit who altered his only fifty years ago, or an up-and-doing Enthusiast who changes his opinion as easily as he changes his shirt, in fact easier. We are old good Canadians. Others need not read.


CHAPTER II PRIVATE ENTERPRISE
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IN THIS AND the following chapter I propose to discuss private enterprise and state control. I will try to show that each of them is admirable in its place, disastrous when carried beyond it. Private enterprise has been the motive of man’s economic life ever since Adam was invited to leave the Garden of Eden and put it into operation. Overlaid by tyranny, pressed down into slavery, almost but never quite stifled out of existence by the lack of the liberty that is its life, it made its way down through the ages, a motive as indestructible as physical energy itself.

State control, on the other hand, is by descent, in part at least, the offspring, the outcome of what was once the overlordship essential in a barbarous age but tending to consolidate itself into an enslaving tyranny which forced the many to labour for the interest of the few and almost, but not quite, extinguished the freedom of private enterprise. But its form is so altered today as to obscure its origin. Now in a complex age of power and machinery state control becomes the necessary setting inside which private initiative operates. Private enterprise is the power — the head of water, the voltage of electricity, the pressure of steam, the expansion of gas, in other words, the motive force; state control is the machine that directs and turns it to use. Neither can function of itself. Each is the complement of the other. Private enterprise, extended unchecked and free, means the enslavement of the weak by the strong. State control, expanded into all-round socialism, means the enslavement of the individual by the state, followed by the seizure of the state by organized gangs of bosses. The world has seen both these things — the by-gone slavery of the cotton mills of Lancashire of a hundred years ago as a product of unregulated enterprise and the enslavement of half Europe today by the seizure of State control by organized brute force.

 

But in Canada our discussion of these things at the moment is all distorted and prejudiced by the assumption that private enterprise and state control are contradictory terms and still more by the new obloquy which is being attached to the term “private enterprise.” No name is too bad for it. It is labelled the “Capitalist System,” by a queer irony that thus accuses every owner of a village house and garden as a capitalist, and the “profits system,” as if every decent farmer with a bag of wheat to sell, every apostolic fisherman with a net of white fish for the local market were a man caught in sin. “Private enterprise” now lies so low that like Caesar’s body, none do it reverence. People are forgetting that this that they deride, this liberty to work for oneself in one’s own way — this was, not so long ago, the new light of the world. This was the great freedom that gave to the world the democracy of the United States, that gave to Great Britain its greatest achievements and its grandest names and to the British Empire that outer ring of free Dominions that buttress its central strength. Private enterprise! Why, this is Adam Smith and John Stuart Mill, this is Abraham Lincoln and Thomas Jefferson. It did not fulfil to completion all those earliest hopes that accompanied its inception. It did not, and we know now that it never could, in and of itself, abolish poverty and establish social justice. But with all its failures this doctrine, this gospel of individual liberty and private rights is the greatest boon, in the material sense, that ever came on earth.

 

Turn back the pages of history. Nor let anyone think in his impatience to be forthwith at argument that history is out of place. It is not possible to understand the world of today without a knowledge of the world of yesterday from which it sprang. The main motives of social action belong as well to the past as to the present.

“The poor you have always with you,” so at least it seemed for ages. Among primitive mankind, shuddering in the dripping woods, alternately warmed and frozen, gorged or starved, poverty was a part of life itself. No primitive language has a word for “poverty.” Even among half-civilized men some had to be poor. Barbaric splendour, Athenian culture rested on poverty as the base of the social pyramid. The wisest people, the Platos and the Aristotles, said that it had to be so; there was not enough of wealth to go around, and so all that was to them highest in life could only exist on condition of the existence of a servile class.

Plato and Aristotle both declared poverty, even in its main Greek form of slavery, to be natural, an essential part of the necessary order of things. This assumption of inevitable social distinction between high and low, between “gentle” and “simple” as things that had to be, in other words the assumption of a class system, has carried down the centuries almost, if not quite, until today. Indeed in the older countries, certainly until yesterday in England, it lay at the basis of the thinking of many people, even of the best and kindliest of people. It expressed itself in the rubric of the Established Church enjoining on each the duty of doing his duty in the state of life into which it had pleased God to call him.

It is indeed one of the distinctions between the older world and what we still call the new countries that this assumption of a class system (a fixed system as apart from the ups and downs of money) does not exist. In Canada it died away with the feudalism of New France and the misplaced “aristocracy” of Governor Simcoe’s Upper Canada. In a country as happy as ours in its heritage of open land and forest the idea of the necessity of poverty was replaced by the idea of the necessity of work, the duty of each one to support himself. Hence the notion of a class system was replaced by the conception of a mobile society, its individuals now up now down according to luck and ability — as expressed in the common saying, “shirt-sleeves to shirt-sleeves in three generations.”

 

But we were saying that this class system and the ideas that accompanied it, grew up because all through the centuries poverty seemed inevitable. The change from ancient times to mediaeval made no difference in this respect. For with all the external differences that separated the two epochs there remained in this regard the same environment and the same attitude towards it — poverty as man’s necessary lot redeemed as might be by charity and by the vision of a life to come. In the Middle Ages the rich lived in a rude and dirty comfort. The poor lived like hogs. Certain historians like to talk of the “rude plenty of the fourteenth century.” But it was rude indeed, a wattled hut, rushes on a dirt floor, a pig included, lots to eat — acorns, dead crows, all sorts.

As against this were the savage countries, our North America, where no one worked but everybody shivered. The shirt-tail savage in his blanket alternately froze and thawed. The “noble savage” of the poets, living on the plenty of “the chase” is just a fiction. In reality he had to chase himself.

 

The march of poverty down the ages is stamped upon our literature. Our children’s stories which date back through the centuries begin with, “Once upon a time there was a poor fisherman,” or better still, “a poor woodcutter”: to be poor meaning to be honest and deserving. Hence the child’s social outlook began with a wistful pity for poverty but with the understanding of course that it was an inevitable part of life.

 

Then came into the world a great light like the dawning of a new day over the hills. This was around the middle of the eighteenth century, in other words, in time’s long record only yesterday. At this period began the two great moving forces, the doctrine of individual liberty and the rise of machine industry that have since transformed the world. The advance of science and the progress of invention began to accelerate man’s power of production beyond all previous dreams. The purely abstract science of the previous century, the work of Galileo and Newton, here bears fruit in the practical works of Watt and Arkwright and Stephenson, the use of steam power, the invention of mechanical spinning and weaving, the smelting of iron with coal, all the new glory of the machine — drab and dirty and clangorous but announcing a new world. Such was the Industrial Revolution that originated in England and within a century spread over western civilization, multiplying its power with every decade.

Nor was the advance only mechanical. The transformation of man’s work was accompanied by a transformation of man’s thoughts. The fires of the old theological controversies that previously absorbed the best intellects died low, religious toleration turning them to ashes — never quite dead, alas! but at least no longer obstructing the path of the new speculative thought. In the place of angry argument over dogma arose the new philosophy of individual rights, of individual happiness to be achieved by freedom. There is no need to delineate its origins in England, France, and America. It belonged in all three, and in all three changed and even revolutionized society, in America as the basis of a new state, in France by the overthrow of an old one, in Great Britain as a means whereby the treasured glory of the past was preserved by rebuilding it into the present. The Declaration of Independence of 1776, the French Declaration of the Rights of Man of 1789 and the Great Reform of Parliament that swept Britain like a tidal wave, delayed by the war era beyond its time but all the more powerful for the delay — these are the charter documents of individual freedom.

The sophist and the cynic may analyse as they will the doctrine that all men are born free and equal. There is no doubt of what the enunciation of this equality did in re-making the world. Yet even this was only one part, only one phase of the new light. With the new ideal of political liberty as the basis of just government went the doctrine of economic liberty as the basis of a new world of economic effort and reward. The whole clumsy structure of industrial life, the mediaeval survivals of regulated trades, the codes and restrictions that beset work and wages, the laws of migration and settlement that immobilized population — all such interference with free impulse appeared in the new light as only fit to be cleared away as debris of the past from the ground on which the new commonwealth was to rise.

With this began the science of Political Economy. Adam Smith in his Wealth of Nations (1776) wrote it out with Scottish deliberation, taking twelve years to the task. In the half century that followed a hundred and one economists wrote it out in books, condensed it into pamphlets, converted it into laws and made it the guiding policy of Great Britain. John Stuart Mill writing in the middle of the nineteenth century asserted that there was nothing left in it for himself or any future writer to clear up.

 

Thus rose the famous science of Political Economy, in its earlier days as dogmatic and self certain as its companions the physical or natural sciences. Its proportions were, or seemed, as clear and simple as Euclid. Its tenets could all be written down, as the late Lord Balfour once said of Free Trade, on half a sheet of note paper. It was based on the doctrine that if everyone were left free to follow his own interest then his own interest would lead him as by an invisible hand (the phrase is that of Adam Smith) to advance the welfare of all his fellow men. Free competition would direct all single efforts in the direction most favourable for the common good. Capital would move where it was most needed; labour would be directed to exactly the tasks where labour would bring the greatest return; wages, even if not high, would always under free competition be at least as high as they could be. Production would adjust itself so that the output of a surplus of any commodity would be checked by a fall in its price and a shortage of any commodity would, by raising the price, issue a call for more labour and more capital.

This marvellous automatic machine needed nothing but to be let alone. Laissez Faire was its motto. Such things as combinations of labour and strikes, even if successful, merely aided, so it claimed, one set of workers by plundering all the others. In other words, any interference by combination or by authority or law with what was thought of as the “natural” course of industry was bound to be as futile, as ineffectual as an attempt to interfere with the physical laws of cause and effect, with the law of gravitation itself. Strikes couldn’t raise wages; law couldn’t raise wages. When it was first proposed to pass a Factory Act to shorten the cruel hours of Factory Labour, revealed in all their hideous outline by the Royal Commission of 1833, a leading economist of England (his name was Nassau William Senior) told the nation that to cut one hour of the factory day would bring the factory to a standstill. That hour, he said, was vital to the making of the profit which alone kept the factory in operation. Senior’s “last hour” they called it, and solemn dullards, as dull as the professor himself, took that last hour to their hearts as a consoling drug justifying them in doing nothing. One thinks with equal shame of Senior and of the people who believed him. They are dead this hundred years back but let us see that that spirit does not walk among us. And let us remember that in all such errors of thought or act in the imperfect and abortive free enterprise of a hundred years ago there is not one grain of responsibility or one iota of argument against true free enterprise that we can enjoy today.

One might ask in the words of the American comedians, “Why bring all that up?” The reason is, as said already, that the hand of the past lies heavy on the present. We are seeing here how it was that private enterprise got its bad name and the “profits system” fell under the obloquy of Senior’s last hour. I want to show that those who rant and rave against the “profits system” are ranting and raving against things that happened a hundred years ago — things that in our larger wisdom never need happen among us; that what happened was not the fault of free competition but a result of the lack of it.

 

It is only those who have read these pages of industrial history who realize the extraordinary prestige and influence of this doctrine of individual freedom in the economic world, now called private enterprise and the profits system. Its ascendancy came from the fact that it was not only an industrial doctrine but a moral one. The doctrine of economic liberty as enunciated by Adam Smith took its place alongside of the doctrine of the political freedom and equality of mankind as enunciated by Thomas Jefferson in the same year. It did not take its full place at that time, for war prevented it, but rather a half century later when the economists and finally John Stuart Mill gave to the theory its classical form recognized throughout the world. Mill’s theory became a gospel. Revolutionaries, persecuted under European tyranny, secreted his forbidden books among their treasures and hugged them to their hearts. A generation of Americans in the United States took it all as axiomatic truth of which the circumstances and environment of their country seemed to afford the proof.

I do not doubt that the essential basis of this was all true. But this first proof, alas, both on paper and in fact was premature, all too simple, took too much for granted. It tried to show that by leaving everything to free competition the industrial world would obtain social justice. All prices high or low, it was claimed, were regulated by the actual costs of making things, all interest on capital freely and competitively used, must conform to the natural return, the natural increase of production which it made possible. The greatest proposition of all was that wages under free competition were at least equitable and socially just in the sense that each man got what he was worth and was worth what he got. If a common labourer got a dollar a day, and a skilled artisan a dollar and a half, the difference, it was said, corresponded to their different productive contribution: and if the manager of an industry received not a dollar a day but fifty dollars a day, that corresponded to the actual superior value of his services. The proof of it, so they argued, was seen in the fact that people were willing to pay him fifty dollars, knowing it would bring a return, whereas, they said, to pay fifty dollars a day to the artisans would bring disaster. Hence they reached the comfortable conclusion that every man gets what he is worth and is worth just what he gets.

 

Running through all this argument is a track of fallacy as wide as a wagon-track and running round to where it began in what is called a “vicious circle.” For we notice that in order to show what natural price is we add up all the wages that have been paid and declare that to be the cost and then say that the cost governs the price. Then if we are asked why are wages what they are, we turn the argument backward and say that since the selling price is so and so the wages then can be paid out of it only amount to such and such. This explains nothing. It is mere argument in a circle. It is as if one tried to explain why one blade of a pair of scissors is four inches long by saying that it has to be the same length as the other. This is quite true of either blade if one takes the length of the other blade for granted, but as applied to the length of the scissors it is worse than meaningless.

 

Limited though it is, this economic doctrine of a self-adjusting world has remained as the working outline on which all the later college economics have been based. But the pity is that there is no generally accepted and simple view, stated in language which ordinary people can understand, of the extent to which we need to modify it. We have denials of its validity in toto as from the socialists and the communists, substituting the impossible for the imperfect. And along with this the orthodox college economists have worked the old doctrine over, backwards and forwards, have introduced all kinds of subtleties and all kinds of analysis, translated it into mathematical formulas (which refuse to fit, being incapable of measuring social forces), turned a plain matter into a complex one, an everyday science into an esoteric arcanum, and get no further. Hence I do not think that any outside person — outside of college, I mean — can get much light on the problem of private enterprise from the textbooks. The elementary ones are too vague and too void of conclusions. The really advanced ones, dealing with graphs, curves, marginal satisfactions and saturations are quite unintelligible to the public at large.

Not theory but fact, the course of industrial history, soon showed the shortcomings of individual freedom in its unrestrained form. Wealth it could create: poverty it could not cure. It made the strong all the stronger; the weaker went to the wall. The story of the Factory System of England, let us say from 1820 till 1850, remains one of the darkest pages of social history; the hours of labour adjusted only to the limits of human endurance: children at work as full time workers at ten years of age, and many even at seven; and for wages just enough and no more to equal the “cost of production” — food, shelter and clothing enough to keep the worker at work — no more. The cost doctrine proved here only too true.

Indeed as time went on fact and theory both showed that the old argument had taken too much for granted. It seems amazing that so few people saw the false assumptions involved in this scheme of political economy, and the vital things to be taken for granted before its conclusion could be warranted. Originated in a nation of land owners whose tenure dated back for centuries, it took for granted the right of property and, above all, of property in land as an indefeasible right. It needed the environment of a new country which inspired Henry George’s famous book Progress and Poverty to open the eyes of the world to the dubious aspects of property in land. Inheritance, plenary and unlimited, was also taken for granted, indeed it seemed the very basis of stable society until the new industry brought such huge accretions of wealth that men began to ask that the dead fingers of the dead hand should be opened wide to loosen the wealth they clutch. The cruel facts of the factory industry revealed the fallacy of “free competition” applied to the wages of labour when the so-called free bargain was between employers who could afford to wait and penniless men with starvation at their elbow, compelled to take whatever they could get. Indeed free competition in the means of production was presently seen to be of social value only if the strong, by reason of their strength, are not able to crush the weak, and vested interests cannot by the sheer security of their holdings take their toll of necessity.

 

Much is thus made in the indictment of “capitalism” and the “profits system” of the suffering and misery of these days of the factory and the slum. In a certain sense the indictment is true but in another sense entirely wrong; indeed, it turns the case around the wrong way. Those things happened not because of free enterprise but for the lack of it. The parties to the bargain were not free, or rather one side, the employers, were free for they were able within wide limits that grew wider still with each advance of wealth, either to run their factories or shut them down: for a long time if need be they could live on what they had. What to them would merely be an enforced holiday would mean for the workers the strangle of starvation. Free enterprise to be really free both for employers and employees must mean for each side of the bargain a certain reserve power. Gradually the power of organized labour has supplied for the worker this reserve. It was cruelly long and slow in coming, with an arduous and painful path to travel. Slowly the twelve hour day of the workers of a century ago has been reduced to the eight hour day of the typical workers of today — a working day that still needs the supplement of a workless Saturday and of a fair plenty of holidays to break the year and an annual vacation to round it out.

Let us admit that this great advance is owed chiefly to organized labour. No mere increase of machine production power would of itself have effected it; nor economic argument; nor would the warmest humanitarianism, the sympathy of a Charles Dickens, or the invective of Thomas Carlyle, have ever asked for more than a part of it, no legislation of any party that ruled during that period in Britain or America would ever have sanctioned it. Time’s economic change has since then turned a full cycle. We realize that organized labour itself, granted a wide enough organization and a deep enough pay chest can become the social tyrant, especially where organized labour is applied to the vital services of our community life. All these forces of today must be balanced fairly in our commonwealth.

 

It was not however only the superior bargaining power of masters against men that broke down in the nineteenth century the free and fair operation of economic freedom. Other growths arising out of the nature and the increasing complexity of machine industry grew up to impede it. A chief one was monopoly, the situation in which the supply of some one commodity, some machine, some process — itself perhaps necessary to ever so many other production operations — is held by a single seller. Monopoly played but a little part in earlier economic life. One reads of the “monopolies” in particular articles granted in Queen Elizabeth’s time to court favourites as a means of making money. But these were vexatious in some one particular rather than oppressive to industry at large. There were, of course, always “monopolies” in a sense in individual unique articles, such as a painted portrait. But these were of no real bearing on the world’s work and welfare: a man who protested at Van Dyke’s monopoly and his high price for painting his portrait, was free to paint his own. Always, too, there were the monopolies called patents and copyrights, arising out of a man’s natural right to the thing he made or contrived. These, in days of unchanging routine with less invention in ten centuries than we see in a year had no other affect than a certain salutory stimulus to the man of ingenuity or fancy.

Even John Stuart Mill writing of his system when nothing was left to clear up paid practically no attention to things sold under a monopoly. He looked on such sales as variations, as exceptions, as odd patches in a work of regular pattern. He speculates on what would be the price of a musical box in the wilds of Lake Superior — a musical box being one of those intricate little contrivances of the days before electricity made with patient ingenuity of the Swiss and tinkling out a little tune, wonderful in a world still without wonders. Mill says the price would be just what any one would give for it, a proposition just as true today or then. But if Mill had enquired what regulated the price not of a musical box in the wilds of Lake Superior in 1840 but of a gramophone in Winnipeg in 1940 — that would have been very different.

 

In fact Mill would have found himself in contact with that wide range of anomalies which grow up under what looks like free enterprise and free competition and which we have learned to call, both in common speech and in technical law “unfair competition.” Here are a series of situations and combinations of circumstances which have helped to cast obloquy on free enterprise just as much as did the power of strong employers to exploit weak labour. And the obloquy again is just as undeserved. This “unfair competition” is not the result and outcome of capitalist industry and the profits system but merely reflects an unforeseen opportunity arising out of it.

 

For people unfamiliar with just what is meant we may give one or two examples, based, for greater conviction, upon fact and history. Let us suppose that in an industry — we will say in the shoe-making industry — there are needed to carry on the entire operation, a series of perhaps a score of different machines each kind resting on a separate patent so that for any particular single process there may be rival machines in competition. Imagine that a patent holder has a particular process machine of undoubled superiority. Can he refuse to sell one except on condition that the purchaser also buys all the other machines of the set from him? An early economist would have said, “Why not? Freedom is freedom. The purchaser is not forced to buy any. He is simply told to buy all or none.” Our experience makes us answer differently. He is forced; the environment forces him. He is, as it were, “held up” to buy the machine. Similarly if the maker of a patent kodak, one of known superiority to the others on the market, will only sell it to purchasers who will also buy from him all their kodak supplies (paper and what not) here again, as we see it today is not free competition but a “hold up.” Consider the case of rival butchers in a country town. In Adam Smith’s day success went to the most efficient, the jolliest, the ruddiest, and the world wished him well of it. The other went to the wall — or went to America, or to the devil — and the world thought it just the place for him to go. But how different if the jolly ruddy butcher finds himself confronted not with the real competition of a genuine rival but with the power of a great organized company that can put a store on the other side of the street — bigger, brighter, jollier, ruddier and cheaper than his — and run it at a loss for as long as they like, till the original jolly butcher is crushed under the dead weight of it.

But all this only means that the world about us has greatly changed since our machine age began. It does not mean that there is any change in the fundamental human impulses that supply the motive power to run the world. “The world,” exclaimed an enthusiastic individualist of those by-gone days, “runs of itself!” To which we answer, “Not quite, nothing does.”

 

I do not think for one moment that all that has been said abates anything from real merit and service of free enterprise, whereby each man (under fair conditions) works for himself. In it lies not only social justice but social inspiration. In it is that vital principle (the élan vital) which biologists seek to find to explain the life and growth of the animated world.

I believe this and I hope to show it. But to do so it is better to turn first to look at socialism, the alternative now so widely advocated since the bill of indictment, even when stated so reasonably as we have tried to do, has grown so long, the need for some correction so evident that we can easily see why many people would catch at the suggestion that social betterment and social justice can only be obtained by scrapping the whole system.

Let us give way to such impatience for the moment and turn to Socialism. What we see there will open our eyes to what we have been missing.


CHAPTER III THE UTOPIA OF SOCIALISM
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MANY OF US will, I am sure, readily admit the great attraction that lies in the general idea of socialism. This is especially true in the case of young people of generous minds, old enough to see how much there is in the world about them of poverty, of hard work, and worse still of the fruitless quest for work of any kind with the alternative of a cold and insufficient charity. The socialist solution, work and pay given to everybody by the community at large, seems simple and convincing. It has the advantage that it can be explained in a few words, indeed the fewer the better since the simpler the outline the more convincing the argument and the happier the picture. This is because in reality there is only one thing wrong with socialism, namely that it won’t work, and this conclusion is only apparent after one has thought it all out in detail and studied it in concrete fact. At first sight it appears in all the colours of the morning.

This attraction of the socialist idea in general is very evident for those who teach in colleges. Students who come to economic studies with a preconceived socialist idea, or at least sympathy, are among the best of the class. I am leaving out here the cranks whose ideas are already so deeply set as to prevent them from being students at all and to turn them into class nuisances. I am talking of students at large. And the young man who has caught the first enthusiasm of socialism has a keeness of interest and an actuality of purpose not seen in the generality of, so-to-speak, “hardened” students who take their studies as they find them as sailors take dirty weather.

Especially attractive too is socialism when it is put into the form of socialist “utopias,” books about imaginary commonwealths of happy people organized under a socialist regime. These have gone round the world from the time when Sir Thomas More wrote his “Utopia” four hundred years ago, and each generation forgets that Utopia really means “nowhere.” There are certain types of stories which, as it were, lift us out of ourselves into another world. In this lies the charm of the Desert Island Story read by boys of any age from nine to nineteen and on to ninety. The fascination of the Desert Island Story does not lie in adventure and danger as with the sea story where the pirates “swarm” over the side of the ship, with pistols in their belts, knives in their teeth, rolling their eyes and filing their nails, and are swept back off the deck with terrific volleys of grape, cannister, buck and bird shot. The Desert Island Story is altogether different and rests on a different impulse, that strange impulse for “creating” something which lies in each of us. The idea is that of happy contrivance, of re-making the world for ourselves. From the first moment when the castaways succeed in making a fire by rubbing two sticks together (preferably over a flame) all is contrivance, ingenuity — man’s assertion of his superiority, his control of nature. Thus comes Robinson Crusoe down the ages and the feeble and over fortunate Swiss Family Robinson and the wonderful Yankees of Jules Verne’s Mysterious Island.

So with the Utopias of Socialism which indirectly have done so much to bias young and ardent minds in its favour. From More’s Utopia they follow down our literature, some forgotten, some half remembered, and some built into the history of social ideas as with Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backward which captured the America of sixty years ago; down to the latest utopias of Mr. Wells where glorious super-beings appear sitting on sunlit hills in costumes of shot silk, their very names translucent — something like Sunray, Daffodil, and such.

 

Indeed since we wish to explain in these pages the general idea of socialism and the socialist state we can easily approach it by this familiar Utopian form and formula. We have only to put ourselves to sleep for a hundred years, wake up in a marvellous Gothic hall, be presented to a sort of super-being — one of the head-pushes — in short like this: — 



	
THE SLEEPER AWAKES






On awakening I found myself as it were awake, and looked about me in order to ascertain, if possible, where I was. I found myself reclining on a couch in what appeared to me to be a large Gothic chamber — I might almost call it a hall — of which the lofty ceiling extended into a half darkness, while the hall itself was lighted by a soft and suffused light coming from I knew not where.

 

A door at the side opened and a slippered attendant appeared (This “slippered attendant” always comes to bring the sleeper to see the great boss).

“Doctor Oom will see you,” he said.

I found myself, on entering, in the presence of a venerable being whose flowing robe and majestic beard lent him an air of dignity almost amounting to senility.

 

(Oom, after he has given the sleeper what are called “viands” (the only thing eaten under socialism), proposes to tell all about the socialist commonwealth.)

“You wish to ask me,” he says, “all kinds of questions about the new world in which you find yourself.”

I took out my pencil and notebook and nodded.

“What shall I start with,” said Dr. Oom. “How about currency and coinage; would you like me to begin with that?”

“No,” I said, “never mind currency and coinage. I never had much grip on that.”

“The Gold Standard,” began Dr. Oom.

“I know,” I said. “It was already doomed. Try something else.”

“Would you like,” said Dr. Oom, “to ask me about wages and labour and what is now the relation of the capitalistic classes, as you used to call them, to the workers? Let me talk about that, eh?”

“No, please don’t.” I replied. “I had got so fed up with that before I fell asleep that I really don’t care about it one way or the other.”

 

(But at this juncture a ravishing vision appears in the form of Rooshna, — Oom’s beautiful daughter. She takes over the job from her father who conveniently fades out to a meeting of wise old men.)

“Oh,” she exclaims, “at last you are awake. How wonderful. Sometimes I used to think that you would never wake. But tell me what do you want to know about first? There must be so much to explain to you; how would you like to hear about our currency and coinage?”

“Currency and coinage!” I repeated with delight. “I can imagine nothing more fascinating. Do tell me about it.”

“I will,” said Rooshna, “and then after that, what about a little talk on transportation facilities?”

“Glorious!” I said.

“And then I know you want to hear about labour and capital and social insurance.”

“Delicious! I can’t hear enough of it.”

But we have not the time at our disposal to listen to the description of socialist society as given by Miss Oom, and in any case those who do so have to marry her at the end of the book. So let us try to summarize for ourselves the general scheme on which a socialist society is supposed to work.

The first principle is that all the means of production belong collectively to all. Land, mines, machinery, factories and the whole mechanism of transport, these things are public property managed by the State. The workers in their use of them are all directed by public authority as to what they shall make and when they shall make it, and how much shall be made. On these terms all share alike; the cripple receives as much as the giant; the worker of exceptional dexterity and energy the same as his slower and less gifted fellow.

All the management, the control — and let this be noted, for there is no escape from it — is exercised by boards of officials elected by the people. All the complex organization by which production goes on, by which the workers are supervised and shifted from trade to trade, by which their requests for a change of work or an extension of credit are heard and judged — all of this is done by the elected managers — 

For who else can do it?

In Socialist utopias these managers are depicted as grave and noble seniors like our Mr. Oom — a sagacious and paternal group, free from the interest of self and the play of the baser passions and animated only by the thought of the public good. Gravely they deliberate; wisely and justly they decide. Their gray heads — for the Utopians prefer them old — are bowed in quiet confabulation over the nice adjustment of the national production, over the petition of this or that citizen. Their own peculiar fortune they have lightly passed by. They do not favour their relations or their friends. They do not count their hours of toil. They do not enumerate their gain. They work, in short, as work the angels.

 

Socialists of today sharing the sensible idea that old men have had their day and that the new world belongs to youth, no doubt prefer to think of the managers as young. But young or old where do you get them? In the name of sanity where are such officials to be found? Here and there, perhaps, one sees in the world of to-day in the stern virtue of an honorable public servant some approximation to such a civic ideal. But how much, too, has been seen of rule of “cliques” and “interests” and “bosses”; of the election of genial incompetents popular as spendthrifts; of crooked partisans warm to their friends and bitter to their enemies; of administration by a party for a party; and of the insidious poison of commercial greed defiling the wells of public honesty.

 

All this is bad enough when it disfigures democratic government. But with us after all there are still lots of other things to do besides work for the government. But when there is nothing else? When the only kind of work that a man can get is a job under a government manager, what then?

 

For in the world of today, be it remembered, elective democratic control covers only a part of the field. Under socialism it covers it all. Today in our haphazard world a man is his own master; often indeed the mastership is but a pitiful thing, little more than being master of his own failure and starvation; often indeed the dead weight of circumstance, the accident of birth, the want of education, may so press him down that his freedom is only a mockery. Let us grant all that. But under socialism freedom is gone. There is nothing but the rule of the elected boss. The worker is commanded to his task and obey he must. If he will not, there is, there can only be, the prison and the scourge, or to be cast out in the wilderness to starve.

Consider what it would mean to be under a socialist state. Here for example is a worker who is, who says he is, too ill to work. He begs that he must be set free. The grave official, as the idealist sees him, looks at the worker’s tongue. “My poor fellow,” says he, “you are indeed ill. Go and rest yourself under a shady tree while the others are busy with the harvest.” So speaks the ideal official dealing with the ideal citizen in the dream life among the angels. But suppose that the worker, being not an angel but a human being, is but a mere hulking, lazy brute who prefers to sham sick rather than endure the tedium of toil. Or suppose the grave official is not an angel, but a man of hateful heart or one with a personal spite to vent upon his victim. What then? How could one face a regime in which the everlasting taskmaster held control? There is nothing like it among us at the present day except within the melancholy precincts of the penitentiary, and, God help the world, in the conquered countries of Europe.

Who can deny that under such a system the man with the glib tongue and the persuasive manner, that babbling talker and the scheming organizer, would secure all the places of power and profit, while patient merit went to the wall?

But let us turn from the management to the workers. All work, we are told, and all receive their remuneration. We need not think of it as money-wages, but, all said and done, an allotted share of goods, marked out upon a card, comes pretty much to the same thing. The wages that the citizens receive must either be equal or not equal. That at least is plain logic. Either everybody gets exactly the same wages irrespective of capability and diligence, or else the wages or salaries or whatever one calls them, are graded, so that one receives much and the other little.

Now either of these alternatives spells disaster. If the wages are graded according to capacity, then the grading is done by the everlasting elective officials. They can, and they will, vote themselves and their friends or adherents into the good jobs and the high places. The advancement of a bright and capable young man will depend, not upon what he does, but upon what the elected bosses are pleased to do with him; not upon the strength of his own hands, but upon the strength of the “pull” that he has with the bosses who run the part of the industry that he is in. Unequal wages under socialism would mean a fierce and corrupt scramble for power, office and emolument, beside which the utmost aberrations of Tammany Hall would seem as innocuous as a Sunday School picnic.

“But,” objects the idealist, “you forget. Please remember that under socialism the scramble for wealth is limited; no man can own capital, but only consumption goods. The most that any man may acquire is merely the articles that he wants to consume, not the engines and machinery of production itself. Hence even avarice dwindles and dies, when its wonted food of ‘capitalism’ is withdrawn.”

But surely this point of view is the very converse of the teachings of common sense. “Consumption goods” are the very things that we do want. All else is but a means to them. One admits, as per exception, the queer acquisitiveness of the miser-millionaire, playing the game for his own sake. Undoubtedly he exists. Undoubtedly his existence is a product of the system, a pathological product, a kind of elephantiasis of individualism. But speaking broadly, consumption goods, present or future, are the end in sight of the industrial struggle. Give me the houses and the gardens, the yachts, the motor cars and the champagne and I do not care who owns the gravel crusher and the steam plow. And if under a socialist commonwealth a man can vote himself or gain by the votes of his adherents, a vast income of consumption goods and leave to his unhappy fellow a narrow minimum of subsistence, then the resulting evil of inequality is worse, far worse than it could ever be today.

Or try, if one will, the other horn of the dilemma. That, too, one will find as ill a resting place as an upright thistle. Let the wages, says the still more ideal idealist — all be equal. The managers then cannot vote themselves large emoluments if they try. But what about the purple citizens? Will they work, or will they lie round in their purple garments and loaf? Work? Why should they work, their pay is there “fresh and fresh”? Why should they turn up on time for their task? Why should they not dawdle at their labour sitting upon the fence in endless colloquy while the harvest rots upon the stalk? If among them is one who cares to work with a fever of industry that even socialism cannot calm, let him do it. We, his fellows, will take our time. Our pay is there as certain and as sound as his. Not for us the eager industry and the fond plans for the future — for the home and competence — that spurred on the strenuous youth of old days — not for us the earnest planning of the husband and wife thoughtful and anxious for the future of their little ones. Not for us the honest penny saved for a rainy day. Here in the dreamland of socialism there are no rainy days. It is sunshine all the time in this lotus land of the loafer. And for the future, let the “State” provide; for the children’s welfare let the “State” take thought; while we live it shall feed us, when we fall ill it shall tend us and when we die it shall bury us. Meantime let us eat, drink and be merry and work as little as we may. Let us sit among the flowers. It is too hot to labour. Let us warm ourselves beside the public stove. It is too cold to work.

But what? Such conduct, you say, will not be allowed in the commonwealth. Idleness and slovenly, careless work will be forbidden? Ah, then you must mean that beside the worker will be the overseer with the whip; the time-clock will mark his energy upon its dial; the machine will register his effort; and if he will not work there is lurking for him in the background the shadowed door of the prison. Exactly and logically so. Socialism, in other words, is slavery.

But here the ideal socialist and his school interpose at once with an objection. Under the socialist commonwealth, they say, the people will want to work; they will have acquired a new civic spirit; they will work eagerly and cheerfully for the sake of the public good and from their love of the system under which they live. The loafer will be extinct. The sponge and the parasite will have perished. Even crime itself, so the socialist tells us, will diminish to the vanishing point, till there is nothing of it except here and there a sort of pathological survival, an atavism, or a “throwing back” to the forgotten sins of the grandfathers. Here and there, some poor fellow afflicted with this disease may break into my socialistic house and steal my pictures and my wine. Poor chap. Deal with him gently. He is not wicked. He is ill.

This last argument, in a word, begs the whole question. With perfect citizens any government is good. In a population of angels a socialistic commonwealth would work to perfection. But until we have the angels we must keep the commonwealth waiting.

There is no way out. Socialism is but a dream, a bubble floating in the air. In the light of its opalescent colours we may see many visions of what we might be if we were better than we are, we may learn much that is useful as to what can be even as we are; but if we mistake the floating bubble for the marble palaces of the city of desire, it will lead us forward in our pursuit till we fall over the edge of the abyss beyond which is chaos.


CHAPTER IV SOCIALISM IN THE CONCRETE
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BUT, IT MAY be said all the arguments above are just theory, just generalization and theory that doesn’t get down to actual facts, deals with abstractions, does not apply to actual cases, to our own people here and now. So let us try to view socialism in the concrete, to see how difficult it would be to operate it in actual detail even if we imagined its general principles at work, how difficult to apply it even with all the good will in the world.

We will begin with the difficulty which is involved by what is called by those who analyze and give names to these things, the problem of Consumer’s Choice. It is true that nobody nowadays thinks much about the consumer; indeed it has been often said that the consumer is dead, that he died about the time of the last free traders. But in the old economics the consumer played a large part. The idea was that he had to be given just what he wanted, like a silk worm on a mulberry tree. Otherwise he wouldn’t consume or he would go and consume somewhere else. Hence the satisfaction of the consumer was the guiding compass for the course of industry. At present of course we have all turned into producers. Everybody thinks of himself in terms of what he can earn not in terms of what he can buy with it. Give a man a fine job and he’ll take a chance on living expenses. A man goes to live in a town not because he hears it’s a cheap place to live in but because he hears that it’s a good place to get work in. Hence if the consumer is not exactly dead at any rate he’s lying fast asleep beside the grave of John Stuart Mill and the robins are covering him with leaves, torn off the customs tariff.

But in the palmy days of political economy the satisfaction of the consumer was, we say, the guiding mechanism of the whole system. That was what put it into gear, and the wonderful thing was supposed to be that under free competition without any legislation or any compulsion the consumer always got just what he wanted, just when he needed it. Take the famous case of “Bastiat’s Breakfast.” Bastiat was a French economist of the free trade days (he lived 1801-1850) who had not only an intense belief in the merits of a free competition system but an extraordinary power of presenting these in a novel and picturesque way.

So here is Monsieur Bastiat, as he describes himself, coming in to his breakfast in his Paris apartment, (Anno Domini about 1845) and what does he see? A miracle! Nothing less than a miracle! Look, coffee! Some one has been all the way to Brazil to get it. He didn’t send them; and of all the brands of coffee, exactly the brand of his predilection. And cream! Who went out and raised that cow for him years ago? And, bless me, sugar! Someone has been out chopping sugar canes in Cuba for him . . . And with that an omelette, rolls, sliced ham! A very miracle of a tableful, all brought and collected for him — just what he wants and just when and where he wants it. Monsieur Bastiat simply can’t get over it, except by eating his breakfast.

 

Now of course we need not share all Bastiat’s ecstacies. But there is something in it just the same. Think of the wilderness of consumers’ preferences in food and dress; think, if you dare, of feminine styles and fashions and changes, or even among our drab selves, think of my plain polka-dot tie (exquisite taste) and the flaring four-in-hand that you wear. If Bastiat’s breakfast is a miracle, go and look at any departmental store of today. Here is tribute levied on all the world, articles on the counters for which provision must have been commenced years ago and which match and fit the needs, the preferences, the whims of thousands of customers of varying taste and fortune. Bastiat would fall down in a fit.

 

Would there be any way in which a socialist government could take account of such a diversity of preferences and tastes? I am certain there could not be. All that a socialist government could do would be to try to reduce consumer’s choice to its narrowest limits, to persuade its people to dress alike, live alike, play alike and enjoy the cheapness of mass-production that goes with mass-alikeness.

Let us set up for ourselves a scene of what would happen under these circumstances.



	
LITTLE SCENES UNDER SOCIALISM





	
SOCIALIZED PANTS






We are in the government Department of the Design of Clothes — section Pants, subdivision 1. Men’s Pants. We are in the cutting room of Karl Marx Schnitzki, probably the greatest designer of pants since Pantsoffski.

He stands there, deep in thought, before the broad flat surface of cloth spread tight out for his design upon a vast cutting table. His chalk is uplifted in his hand. For the moment he stands motionless, absorbed, an artist in a dream. The other workers in the room have laid aside their scissors and stand in little groups, fascinated, watching the maestro. To this man’s capacious mind, to this man’s cunning hand is entrusted the creation of a design of pants which will embrace (the word is literal) some four million male beings. With only the variation allowed as between size 1, size 2, and size 3, all will conform to the socialized model of stream-lined zipper-fastened pants which is here to be created. On these bold strokes must rest a public satisfaction that will represent a saving of eight million dollars (two dollars a pair).

 

The chalk descends. The hand never hesitates. The design sweeps across the cloth. The thing is done . . . An exultant “Bravo!” echoes through the great room. Bravo Maestro! No more work today — and very little tomorrow. A few minutes later the design of the socialized pants is shown to the assembled cabinet.

“This is the model,” says the exultant Minister of Clothing, “stream-lined zipper fastened and adjustable up to the neck.”

“Are there different sizes?” they ask. “What about the fit?”

“Three sizes, one for youths of fifteen to twenty, one for men of twenty to forty and for men of forty to sixty.”

“What about old men?”

“They use model three,” said the minister but they crawl in from behind and pull it up to their neck.

 

From the first moment socialized pants were a success. Socialists, one cannot too often repeat, are easy going people, not cranks or faddists. Around the capital city they took the new socialized pants with the greatest good nature — a little pleasant laughter and a few jokes on the street just at first but that was all. The official Gazette was able to say editorially: — 

“Socialized pants have undoubtedly scored another big success in the emancipation of mankind. The tyranny of fashion had been dealt a mortal blow, and we can say now in the words of Robert Burns, ‘A man’s a man for a’ that.’ We are glad also to report that beyond a little harmless grumbling there has been no active opposition to the wearing of socialized pants. A few obstinate old-fashioned Tories refuse to wear them and are walking on the streets in their shirt tails. The government, we are glad to say, have decided to ignore them. A few extremists in the ministry have urged that the government, being the government, has the power to use force, and if need be to shoot every man without a seat to his pants. But the general feeling is in favour of waiting for cold weather.”

 

“I think then,” said the socialist prime minister in congratulating his colleague, “that we may consider that this forward step in the unification of fashion is definitely advanced. Socialized pants, gentlemen, have come to stay—”

“To stay buttoned,” — chuckled a minister.

“Zippered,” laughed the premier — poking him in the ribs.

 

“But now,” he continued, assuming a more serious air. “These garments, I understand, were designed only for men.” He turned to the Minister of Clothing. “What about women?”

“I propose,” said the Minister, “that we discuss that in camera.”

 

Or let us take, as a thing less needing theory than obvious fact, the question of banking under a socialist regime. Here I must confess that I can see no possibility of successful operation. Banking in its essence means the lending of money to some one who has not got money but who has got character and opportunity and will presently return the money with interest to the bank and profit to himself. That is what real banking means, as worked out, let us say, in Scotland and thence transferred to Canada as the basis of our system. Banking when it is restricted to the lending of money on sound, undeniable, realizable collateral is not performing its full function. It means only lending money to people who have it themselves. One would have to admit, in fairness, that if a socialist government could define collateral in sufficiently rigid terms it might carry on a form of banking by printing money and lending it on deposit of such collateral. But the system would never get far; it would blow up by the pressure for loans on something less rigid than authorized collateral, and then for something less rigid again than that.

The true essence of banking lies in gathering up the idle funds of a mass of people, ignorant of opportunity or absorbed in other things, and in lending them to the right man for the right purpose. The test of the right man is that, by and large, he pays it back. Then what a bank really does is to distribute idle funds into busy employment, which means, when we translate it out of money into the operations which the money represents, that the bank facilitates the direction of physical goods and services from idleness to profitable activity. The banker, in looking for the right men to lend to, is another of Adam Smith’s “invisible hand” men.

But with a socialist government of elected managers and appointed officials, none of whom has anything personal at stake, it is hard to imagine bank loans being made on a true basis. Some of those who discuss the problem tell us, and indeed warn us, that under a socialist regime it would be impossible to get loans without a special personal pull, without political influence. I prefer to see the question in a kindlier light and to think that under socialism the loans would be all too easy. I think of the kindly socialist-banker sitting in his office and dipping out loans out of the loan barrel. He listens with a tear in his eye to a plea for a loan of a thousand dollars, the main argument being that the applicant has no means of paying it back. The tear falls on the ledger and blots out the debt. But those blotted pages and unpaid loans mean sooner or later, inflation, national bankruptcy, collapse.

Or let us imagine, to make the picture kindlier still, the genial socialist banker handing out a loan to an equally genial customer, no tragedy about it, just, so to speak, good fun all round.



	
LITTLE SCENES UNDER SOCIALISM





	
A LOAN OUT OF THE BANK BARREL






“Well, Charlie,” laughed the local manager of the Socialist Government Bank at Pleasantville as his visitor entered. “Here you are again.”

“Here I am again, Joe,” said Charlie, . . . shaking hands with the manager and laughing in turn. “You always say that.”

“And I suppose,” said the manager,— “Sit down, Charlie, sit down — I suppose you’ve come to take up one of those thousand dollar loans you owe?”

Then they both laughed.

“Well, no,” said Charlie, “not exactly. The fact is I want another thousand. I think I am on to something pretty big this time.”

“Wait a minute before you tell me about it,” said the manager. “I must just check over the loans you have out now.” He called from the door of his office.

“Miss Killboy, has the accountant come in yet?”

Miss Killboy turned from fixing her yellow curls in front of a wall mirror.

“He’s here,” she said. “He’s asleep in the vault just now.”

“Oh, all right, don’t wake him. I only want the current lists of overdue notes. I guess I can find it.”

He stepped out of his side office into the bank and returned with a docket of papers.

“Now, Charlie,” he said as he sat down and turned over the papers with his finger and thumb. “What’s this new thing you are after?”

“It’s big,” said Charlie, “It’s a plan for making beeswax from thistles.”

“By George!” said the manager with admiration. “You certainly are a wonderful fellow. Beeswax from thistles? Can you do it?”

“I don’t know,” said Charlie, “but I’m going to have a try at it. Do you know the idea just came to me the other night, sitting in my den, just suddenly, just like that. I poured myself out a drink of Scotch and soda so as to think it over quietly and calmly and the more I worked at it the better it looked.”

“But can you get a government permit to do it? You see, Charlie, that kind of thing looks very much like private enterprise, doesn’t it?”

“That’s all right,” said Charlie. “It appears it comes under the list of exceptions. You remember how the government — or rather the party even before they were the government — accepted the principle that they would never interfere with private enterprise in any case where it hadn’t a chance to succeed, and where it is no good even if it does?”

“That’s right,” said the manager.

“Well, it comes under that,” said Charlie, “so all I need is the money.”

“You promoters are wonderful fellows,” said the manager, “and where does the loan come in?”

“Well, Joe,” answered Charlie, “I’ve got to get the bees and the thistles and there’s the plant to put up — in fact a thousand will be just a start.”

The manager rubbed his hands.

“All the better,” he said. “All the more business for the bank. You’ll have to sign this, Charlie. You see this is private enterprise and the government won’t allow it except under proper conditions — no monopoly is it? — Anyone can buy bees — no unfair, et cetera, et cetera. I needn’t read it all. There you are. Sign there.”

Charlie signed the documents. Then the manager called to Miss Killboy, “Have you got a thousand dollars there?”

“In my bag, I have,” she said.

“Your own?”

“No it’s the bank’s — if you want it, take it — it’s all right.”

And with that Charlie shook hands and left with his loan.

Scarcely had he gone when Mr. Easy, the Government Bank inspector, came into the office. It always seemed a pleasant morning when inspector Easy turned up, with a laugh and a good word for everybody — a genial, comfortable man with a convenient memory so that he knew every girl’s name in the bank, even her christian name.

“Well, Nellie,” he said to Miss Killboy. “How’s golf? The accountant’s full, I suppose, is he? Ah! here’s the boss himself. Hullo Joe! How’s the trout fishing?”

And with that they sat down together over a cigar.

“How’s trout fishing?” repeated the inspector. “I hear they’re biting in great shape.”

“Great,” said Charlie. “In fact I was going to suggest going right out to Coldwater Creek as soon as you’ve got through here.”

“Oh, this won’t take a minute. Your cash is all right, eh? It was last week? Well, then it’s all right now. Can we get flies at the hardware store? Your notes overdue is what I specially want. If you think it’s too early still for flies I don’t mind using bait. You see up at Ottawa the department wants all these overdue notes collected up and sent to them. There’s an agitation against paying them, in fact quite a row started in parliament. They say its sheer tyranny to ask a man to pay a note that he can’t pay.”

“What will they do about it,” asked Charlie . . .

“Write them all off into unredeemed assets. After all it just adds so much wealth to the country.”

“Fine,” said the manager. “I’ll add this up in a second, and meantime — Miss Killboy,” he called, “give me two dollars please out of the cash, and mark it ‘flies receivable.’ ”

 

And within a few minutes away they were speeding in the manager’s car all set for trout fishing, the noise of the rippling river already in their ears.

Now let us turn to another standing difficulty under socialism, the problem that goes by the name of Art under socialism. The question here at issue is how to arrange for the output of “art,” so that people who write books have a chance to publish them, and people who paint pictures and compose music have a chance to bring what they have done before the world; this means, in the second place that such people should be set free from other work, or from enough of it, to have time to give themselves over to artistic creation.

Generous youth settles the problem in one breath. What more simple than to have a board of experts, men of achievement and experience, to sit in judgment on works of art — manuscripts, and plays and pictures and melodies — and decide what is best, what is worth while to be put forth at the general expense of the state. It sounds, to inexperience, like justice and opportunity itself, but to those who know, — Ah, me, how different!

What are you to do against set judgments, accepted standards, experts of yesterday dull to-day? Will all the good will in the world give me — or anyone who knows what he is talking about — the open chance of an open market?

This is a matter of which I know all that goes with fifty years of experience — exactly fifty since my first marketed humour (under the free enterprise of a return envelope and a stamp) was sold in 1894. Since then, among more serious occupations and more solid writing, I have been a writer of books avowedly humorous. Under the present regime when I have written a book of humour I have to look round for a publisher who thinks the book funny. He doesn’t need to laugh himself; publishers never do; he is selling a laugh, not buying it for himself. But if one publisher sees no laugh in the book perhaps another will, or another yet. If about a dozen publishers see no laugh in the book, perhaps there isn’t any. But there’s always the chance, always the open market and the prospect of a reward — modest perhaps in reality, but staggering in anticipation.



	
LITTLE SCENES FROM SOCIALISM





	
THE NATIONAL HUMOUR BOARD
WON’T LAUGH






I have a vision of myself going before a Board (the national Humour Commission) to receive their decision on a manuscript which I have submitted to them.

They are seated in a handsome and impressive Board Room, strung along the sides of the great table, the chairman at the head. They are mostly men pretty well up in years, some of them, I regret to notice, rather sallow and dyspeptic looking.

I am standing humble and expectant.

“We have here,” says the chairman, “your manuscript entitled — what is it called? Let me see, Nonsense Novels? You wrote this, did you?”

“Yes,” I said. “I wrote it.”

There is something like a groan from the Board table.

“Well,” says the chairman, not unkindly. “I am sorry to say that the Board do not find these — what do you call them, Nonsense Novels, funny. I had the stories read aloud to them. They didn’t laugh; in fact they were even perplexed.”

There is a quiet, but not unkind shaking of heads about the Board Table.

“We wished however,” continued the chairman, “to give your manuscript every chance and so I had it read also to the judges of the Supreme Court, not of course as a court — I mean in their private capacity. I regret to say that they not only didn’t laugh but they took distinct exception to it. They say that a great many of the statements in the stories are open to question as illogical. This, for example—”

The chairman turned over the leaves of the manuscript — 

“You say in speaking of Roman history that a ‘centaur was a fabulous being half man, half horse, half unicorn.’ They object that that makes one and a half . . . and here again, you say, ‘The young man leaped upon his horse and rode off furiously in all directions.’ They hold he couldn’t.”

There was a pause. The chairman laid aside the manuscript and said.

“Now we don’t want in any way to discourage you. The government values literature and our National Board claim that they can laugh more over less, than would be possible if they acted by private enterprise.”

There was a distinct ha! ha! round the Board.

“So you must remember that you may if you wish appeal past the Board to the Supreme Court. That is, of course, the same set of judges but they would be sitting officially as a court, and their time paid for. They might easily think things funnier under those circumstances. And remember also that you always retain the right to read this manuscript to yourself and to laugh as much as you like, or to read it aloud to your friends, subject naturally to their right of not listening to it. Well, we mustn’t keep you longer” — he reached out to shake hands. “Bring us something any time you feel disposed. Good-bye.”

The case against the practicality of socialism is even stronger than is indicated by these administrative difficulties. Underlying all of them is the still deeper weakness at the very foundation occasioned by the lack, under socialism, of a full incentive towards work, unless the work is allotted and carried out under the incentive of compulsion, a condition which converts socialism, as we have already said, into a prison. Under private industry the necessity of looking after oneself and the hope of bettering oneself supplies exactly this motive, the danger being that it may be applied too hard and convert private industry into the tyranny of those who have, exercised over those who have not. But socialism falls down here on what seems one of the basic principles of human life. We need — all of us — a certain amount of compulsion to make us work: the alarm clock in the morning, the school bell — we will not say the schoolmaster’s raw-hide; let us call it the written examination — the office that opens at nine, the boss. We need to save up money to get married — so run the well worn steps on life’s upward pathway. Reaching the top we often find it empty, and wish we had lingered a little by the way, played truant now and again, so to speak — but that is neither here nor there.

So the trouble is, will socialists work? Those who have read the history of socialism and of the hundred and one socialist communities that have been founded, especially in North America, have flourished for a while and then fallen to pieces, will tell us of many instances of communities and fellowships not based on private gain where work was continuous and conscientious. They will speak of the many monastic orders of the past with whom to work was to pray; they will point to the silent, tongue-bound industry of the Trappists or to the notable success of the Rappites of Indiana. This was, a hundred years ago the community whose spacious farms and orchards were bought out by the noble idealist Robert Owen (1771-1858) to be, alas, the seat of the crazy babbling New Harmony (1825). But I think most historians agree that the instances where socialist communities were found to work hard represent cases where the members were inspired not by the economic motive of socialism, but by the animating spirit of religious faith. They counted the world well lost and if by accident they found it, gave it gladly away again.

 

Nor can we in discussing the practical possibilities of socialism make any comparison, draw any parallel as between our country and Russia. There is no parallel to draw. Forty years ago Russia was a country of ignorance and illiteracy condemned by tyranny to a stagnation and poverty that were a mockery of its vast potential wealth. In that short time it has passed through revolution, slaughter, and famine to try to cover the ground we took long centuries to pass. Its internal, industrial advance is now matched and crowned by a national defence unsurpassed in history. Stalingrad ranks with Thermopylae. Yet even in Russia after a first attempt at uniformity of lot and equality of pay, it was found that the needed advance could not be made without the incentive of those extra rewards for extra talent, unusual endeavor and exceptional endowment which are as old as human history, and as deep set as human nature.

The Russian system, therefore, would yet seem far from its final phase. Indeed it may happen that the movement of the democracies towards what is called the “left” (extension of state action) may be met by a movement of the Russian system toward the “right” (private rights) and both may come together in the middle. But Heaven forbid that this country, to reach the happiness that the future holds for us, must pass through such a Valley of the Shadow as that the Russian people had to pass.

In the preceding chapter this difficulty of work under socialism has already been discussed as abstract theory. Here we may show it as socialism in the concrete by picturing a community of socialists at work, or as near to it as they can get. In order to isolate them in the way all things in experimental science are isolated from external influences, we may imagine them as landing on a desert island.



	
LITTLE SCENES UNDER SOCIALISM





	
SOCIALISTS ON A DESERT ISLAND






So one day there came sailing to the island a ship of Socialists. And these had come across the ocean looking for a place to set up Brotherly Love. But they had been a long time in coming, for it is much slower to sail a ship on brotherly love than in the old Nova Scotia fashion.

So when the leader saw the Island it looked so fresh and green and cool that he knew it was just the place for a habitation of brotherly love. He called down the main hatchway, “Gentlemen, I don’t want to trouble you or to disturb the ladies, but if some of you will come on deck I think you will agree that we have found just the very place we are looking for.”

They came at once, after awhile, for they were the best-natured fellows in the world.

 

So presently they got the ship to the shore. They bumped a hole in it on the rocks but that didn’t matter as they wouldn’t be using it any more. They had speeches and sang community songs and went to sleep on the sands with the wind in their ears.

The next day the leader said, “Now, gentlemen, I suggest that we set ourselves to work for the production of food. Labour, ladies and gentlemen, is the sole source of value. I will, therefore, ask you to initiate with me the production of yams, mangoes, banyans, breadfruit and so forth, and the domestication of the wild dingo and the llama for their wool and of the goat for its milk and meat. We also search the rocks for guano eggs.”

One shook his head. “It sounds like work,” he said.

But the leader answered, “How can it be work if you get no wages?”

And another said, “Can’t we have a little community singing first?” So they sat and sang.

 

After that — not that very day, of course — the work began, or at least it was supposed to begin. But the Island was so beautiful and so drowsy that it hardly seemed right to work. Even the leader said, “Don’t over exert yourselves, ladies and gentlemen, and, above all, keep out of the sun. Mrs. McSpodden, don’t try to catch that goat — you’ll never get it.”

So the yam field was a little scratched and then neglected, and they sat round on the grass in the shade of the trees and listened to the burbling of the little brooks, and the women made daisy chains of flowers and sang to the children, and it always seemed too early to begin work, and then too late, and then it was afternoon and then sunset.

So they ate what they had brought in boxes and crates and barrels, and each day there was less and less of it. “We must work,” said the leader and yawned as he said it, and when they looked at him again he was fast asleep.

 

Then came all of a sudden the monsoon storms and rain, and great flashes of lightning that tore the sky, and wind and waves that smashed what was left of the ship. And there was no shelter and no food and only hissing rain.

And when the monsoon storm was over the Socialist settlement of Brotherly Love was gone. There was nothing of it but here and there little fragments of human wreckage among the rocks and trees, and bits of coloured cloth — and even that the sun and wind tore and wore away every day. Perhaps some of the people made a raft of the broken ship and got away. But if they did it was never known.

 

Yet if laziness were socialism’s only fault it might be pardoned. Even laziness is better than fierce over-work that is apt to be set up under free enterprise when it is given its own way, the over-work that is induced by piece-work and by those subtle and misleading forms of “speeding-up” the worker which seems merely to offer special reward to the industrious but in reality lower the general average rate. There is in truth a reasonable and decent pace of work, mental or bodily, for going beyond which there is neither need nor social advantage but which free competition is inclined to push too hard. Lazy men have their place in the world in keeping it sane.

Now as long as Government enterprise and private enterprise exist side by side a certain amount of laziness leavens the lump. So it is today for example in the colleges, which are in a sense “socialism,” that is, either state institutions or else trusts, and not in either case run to make a profit. Heaven help the professors if they had to show a dividend. In the colleges much of the work is lazy, some of it even drowsy. But that is the price paid for the residue — the real stuff, the work for work’s sake that counts neither time nor labor, on which is built our science and our mechanism of life.

One may recall here the good old days of the Intercolonial Railway of forty or fifty years ago not as it really was, which doesn’t matter to the present discussion, but as the good natured jokes of the day pictured it to be. Built as a political and military railway which could not be expected to run at a commercial profit, it amply lived up to this expectation. It was understood that all the passengers rode on passes; that the train hands came and sat in amongst them, talking local politics; that the train was stopped in summer time to pick raspberries along the track; and that if a passenger missed the train at a side station the train would go back for him, unless he’d gone on ahead. One might say that that is no way to run a railway but yet in a sense it’s as wonderful as what we now call “service.”

But the real trouble with socialism, the terrible danger which it conceals lies not with laziness but in another direction. Socialism as it grows complete leaves no way out, leaves no escape, and to maintain its hold must sooner or later fall back on force and turn to despotism, the iron, brutal rule of those in power organized against expulsion from it. There is no need to argue whether this is so. The world has seen it.

But this problem of escape we leave over for a moment while we turn to see the way in which the impossibilities of socialism as now shown reveal why it is that private enterprise has become the basis of industrial society and must remain, as far as we can see, the only basis which does not carry the danger of a social catastrophe. The truth is that of late years, often from the very generosity of our hearts and our increasing eagerness for a better world we have looked too much at the defects and short-comings of private enterprise, too little at its merits.

 

After all the private enterprise supplies a continuous and universal motive power to keep things going. The system of “every man for himself” corresponds to the fundamental prompting of human nature. The words taken by themselves, “every man for himself,” have a selfish, an almost brutal sound which permits a false interpretation. In reality when we talk of “every man for himself” in the social and industrial world we mean every man working not only for himself alone but for those near and dear to him — for a wife, for children, for aged parents who begin to lean on his support. A man working literally alone and solely for himself is as rare a sight as it is repugnant. Society could never be based on that. But the strong man whose capacity is as a tower of strength to those dependent on him is a great figure, one that in an earlier world before the days of machinery and associated industry was the basis of society itself.

 

The proof of this inherent value of self help is to be found all about us. It lies as the root of the pride that any man who has made some little headway in life feels in his own upward career — not in the later, easier, successful stages but in its harder opening years. Let any such man tell you how he used to walk four miles to high school, how he saved his money dollar by dollar towards college matriculation, how he worked in a drug store in winter evenings and on a survey party on summer mornings. Ask him about helping his younger brother along, and note how he mentions without complaint as without pride, just as part of the record, that of course during all those earlier years he had to send “mother” ten dollars a month. With every one such man, worth listening to, you will find that help to others is always part of the story. I once heard such a narrator say in the course of his story, “then mother died and we saw daylight.” It seems strange, but he meant it, quietly and reverently, looking a long way back across the years. I have heard another such man talk of the crushing annual financial burden of seventeen dollars interest on the family bush farm and how the day came when he was able to earn it himself for the old people and came in and “slapped it down on the table.” Note that he “slapped it down on the table.” That’s the way — effort, triumph and defiance in every syllable of it.

The element of upward, strenuous effort is the true stimulus and motive of life. Our only care must be that it shall have fair play and shall succeed.

 

Nor is it only in the effort of work that the principle of private enterprise vindicates itself. It shows equally in the satisfaction that comes with the reward — the possession of something that is one’s own. This holds especially with the ownership of a house, a home, a garden, all that falls under the “magic of property.” There are many of us to whom the ownership of a “little place in the country” seems the very ideal of human good fortune. So it is, if you hook it up with the family circle that gives it meaning. And the strange thing in this is, as with all magic fancies and fairy creations, that a “little place in the country” may be of any size from nothing at all to a palace. It may be a lake shore lot with nothing on it that the outside eye can see but on which possessors see already the cottage they are going to build, the garage that they mean to “run up,” the electric light that they “may” install, to say nothing of the flower beds already planted (you didn’t notice them; they are those weeds along the path). Or a little place in the country may mean a real stucco-and-half-timber cottage with a two acre lawn and garden and trees and a real hired man, or half of one. Or it may mean ten acres and a mansion and a man (an old soldier) and his wife in a lodge. It doesn’t matter what size it is; its all little.

I have no doubt that an English Duke looks on his family estate and “stately home” as a little place in the country. So does, or did, the Sultan of Turkey regard his quiet little harem out in the oasis — sixty rooms and a Turkish bath.

 

With which, after all, the system of every man for himself does keep things going, and it does supply to the consumer that unending quantity of universal commodities, corresponding to all grades of income and shades of choice, moving automatically from the source of supply to the focus of demand. All we have to do is correct the faults of the system. And this is easy or hard to do according to the kind of people we are, to how honest we are, how much we have public spirit and private conscience. In the long run all depends on this. The spirit rules.


CHAPTER V ESCAPE

[image: img209.jpg]

THE LAZINESS OF socialism, its drowsy work, its inability to handle money, its incompetence as to nourishing art and letters — these things could easily be forgiven, for they are shared by many of the best of us, and take away but little from that vague aspect of Utopia which is Socialism’s chief charm. It is only when Socialism gets into full power and authority, when it assumes a hundred per cent control of industry that it develops another and a far different side, a harsh, forbidding aspect that turns ultimately to a hideous vision of brute force, to a reign of terror. This comes, as has been said above, when socialism covers the whole field, when there is no longer any escape into freedom, no choice as between working under a socialist boss or taking the penalty (prison or worse) for refusing to work. This does not happen where democratic government rules, for democracy, as developed in Great Britain and America, has come to mean a rule of alternating parties, now in, now out. A change of government does not mean a change of system. It may mean a wholesale change of office and with it an altered distribution of governmental favour. It may mean — has meant in the past, still means to some extent in the present — quite a bit of crookedness, of ill-gotten gain but a change of government does not mean disaster. Indeed for the ordinary citizen, not concerned with politics, it means, in days of peace, relatively little.

But socialism cannot tolerate a change of government at the polls. A country cannot alter its system of government with every recurring vote. Socialism has got to stay in office or vanish. In ancient Rome they used to say the Tarpeian Rock is close to the capital — supreme power on the one hand but near it a precipice of disaster. Hence socialism once in office must consolidate itself, must find something to depend on in case votes fail, must look to the control of the armed forces, of the police. Nor can socialism feel sure that the armed forces, as it finds them, can be depended on to do its will. Socialism must create “controls” of its own. There must come into existence all that hideous apparatus of official police and armed terror only too familiar in the picture of Europe today. We don’t need to theorize on it. The thing is there.

 

Now I do not doubt that if socialism were instituted in Canada (or, rather, if the attempt were made) great numbers of men and women, the young people, would break out of it into the wilderness where somehow they might live on their own. They would go as their ancestors did, pilgrims, loyalists, pioneers and frontiersmen, the people who made this continent.



	
BACK TO THE WILDERNESS






I think that a novelist might write a wonderful story — (I would call it Escape) — dealing with the people who break away from the restraint, the prison of the iron frame of socialist regimentation which tries to hold them to their fixed task, to guide them under state rule, to circumscribe their lives with the pressure of the community, of committees, of choice by majority votes. They would want to get back to their own will and choice, to have some place and something to call their own, even if they had to reclaim it from the wilderness. And in Canada the wilderness is still next door, right there to the north of us.

 

I would picture such people stealing away on a summer night from some leaf shadowed side street of some Ontario town — young people, a young man and his wife, getting ready — their motor car packed with their goods and supplies, their two little children roused from slumber to be stowed away in the corner of the back seat piled round with blankets.

“Not that! John,” says the girl apprehensively, as the young man puts in his double-barrelled shot gun.

“There’ll be game up there, Joanna,” he answers. “I have a bag of two hundred cartridges . . . But I’ll use it to-night,” he mutters, “if I have to — before anyone shall stop us.”

“Not that, John, never that!” she says, clutching at his arm.

 

Thus their silent midnight departure and their escape — by unfrequented side-roads and bush tracks, avoiding the main highways — north, ever north, towards the country of their deliverance. From point to point they are secretly aided by confederates and passed forward on their way and their car sent back. At times a truck by secret arrangement helps them on their journey. Others have joined them, till they form a little group. Their course is like that of the famous “Underground railway” which once directed slaves secretly to freedom. But these are not of slave class: these are chosen people men and women of strength and knowledge and trained skill, with science in their brains, and artifice in their hands; young people mostly, with their children beside them but a few older people too, in whose spirit burns still the fire of freedom as in their pioneer ancestors of four generations back. North, still north! They have crossed the great railway lines that stretch across their path; they have avoided and left behind them the last of the mining towns and before them now is nothing but the rolling hills and woods divided by the great rivers of the north. What country, but Canada has such a background where those who will can call back three centuries of time, and redeem the errors of the past by the new adventure of the future. North, still north . . . They are reaching their last stages. On a broad far-north river there is waiting a steam tug, a hardy veteran of the past, the captain and deck hands, albeit it is a government tug, only too willing to give them surreptitious help and to carry them a long stretch on their way.

 

We can visualize the scene of their embarkation in the tug, late at night, with but little light in the summer sky, the river in half darkness, the tug lying out in the stream, its deck lighted in part by the glowing fires of jack-pine that roar in its furnace. The faces of the captain and the deckhands are illuminated in the glow and the light reaches to the group of the refugees gathered on the shore.

“Everything all right, Captain?” calls John from the bank to the tug.

“All fine and clear,” shouts back the Captain. “We’ll haul alongside and take you on; we’ve got most of your stuff aboard already. There’s hot coffee here and a bite of warm food. Now, then, stand by there to catch our line.” . . .

The tug carries them for a hundred miles of river and lake, and from there by canoes and portages, as of two hundred and fifty years ago, when Frenchmen groped their way from New France beyond Mistassini to the Hudson Bay, they reach a favoured valley, already chosen by those before them as their journey’s end.

 

In the country which they have reached, far away to the north in Canada beyond the great divide, there are still open and beautiful areas known at present only to the wandering parties of prospectors or to the swift view of the aeroplane. It is rolling country of wooded slopes. The maple and the elm and pine are gone but the hillsides are covered with spruce and white birch. There are river valleys whose sheltering sides are turned towards the sun, with alluvial stretches of fine soil along the bends of the stream. Rich grasses grow beside the waters. In winter all is rigid and desolate under the snow. The spring is tardy and still vexed with snow and storm and by the swollen torrents of the melting streams. But the long sunshine of the brief summer carpets all the valleys with flowers, and calls life to every grove and thicket with the song of the birds and the call of the water fowl. All the year round there is abundant game, in the cover of the spruce, and in the marshes beside the broken lakes, and fish leap in the streams and lie in the translucent water under the winter ice. It is a land not of plenty, but of enough for those whose energy can match its rigour.

 

Thither come the free settlers. This is the open country that has become, as the net of state control tightens over the nation, the new haven of the refugees, the land of escape, where people can still work and live on their own. Secretly, yet with the knowledge and contrivance of many people who aid their flight, they make their way to the north. Here and there in the snug hollows of the river valleys they build their little settlements, patterned on the old plan of mingled self help and joint effort that has come down from the days of the pioneers, of the United Empire Loyalists.

 

It is in such a spot as this that John and Joanna and those with them build their settlement, trim cabins of spruce with wide fireplaces and chimneys of limestone: garden plots laid out in the best of the alluvial soil along the river. A certain contact they can still maintain with civilization, surreptitious, illegal but with no one willing to denounce or impede it. Thus come to them from time to time letters from the outside, news of the world they have left behind. Their lot has all the bitterness of exile but all the stern joy of freedom. All day they work but never count the hours for it is work that each does for himself and those dear to him — a house, a home, a garden — the making of something, man’s earliest inspiration. And with that too they join forces for common tasks too great for the strength of one.

 

The government knows of the existence of these free settlements, knows of them yet hesitates to interfere.

Sometimes the thing is discussed in their cabinet meeting. “I tell you,” says one angry member of the Socialist Cabinet, “them there places must be rooted out. They’re illegal. They’re in flat violation of the whole basis of the law of collective property. You’ve got to do something.”

The Prime Minister shakes his head. One of the two of the older ministers murmurs their dissent.

The speaker goes on.

“Break them up. Send in Mounted Police and arrest the lot of them. Burn down their houses. We have the full right to do it. When we became the government of this country it gave us the full right, didn’t it, to use force? Every government does. We have the right to use the police, the soldiers to see that the law is carried out. What we say must be obeyed.”

He struck the table with an angry fist. “That’s the law Mr. Prime Minister. Carry it out!”

There were voices of mingled agreement and dissent.

The Prime Minister spoke with hesitation.

“I don’t think we can,” he said. “I don’t believe that the people of the country would stand for it.”

“The people of the country,” snorted his antagonist, “who are they to decide? We are the government of the country. Let them learn that!”

“I mean,” said the prime minister, “that the people, the mass of the people even if they fully accept our new regime wouldn’t let us go too far. After all they have the vote, and their elected representatives in parliament, if they wish to, can turn us out in a day. I don’t believe they’d let us break up these” — he paused for a word— “these free settlements. These people in the wilderness seem to them to be something like, what, well, there’s a certain I won’t say sympathy but a tolerance for them. After all,” he said, and his eye kindled for a moment with a different light, “our own great grandfathers began like them. Mine did — in the Talbot settlement — and those of many of the rest of us.”

Warm voices of assent. “Let them stay, they’re not hurting anybody.”

“That’s just it,” said the recalcitrant member of the Cabinet. All those round the table knew that he was really a rival of the kindly old prime minister, meaning to usurp his place, and that he and a group about him meant to mould the government to their own way of thinking. “That’s just it. That’s the weak spot of our position. We’re left with that threat of a majority vote, perhaps a sudden majority vote against us, hanging over us all the time. What we should do is to consolidate our position, see to it that the police are with us — pay them well to be with us, and fire them if they’re not — make sure that the permanent force is under men we can trust, organize our agents in every city in every centre” — 

The prime minister interrupted angrily, with a blow on the table.

“That isn’t Canada!” he said. “That’s Prussia. I’ll have none of it while I’m here. Be damned to it!”

 

So the settlements stayed on. Every now and then such discussions, though the public didn’t know it, divided the cabinet; but nothing was done, and meantime the free settlements of the north grew apace. That of John and Joanna had grown to the appearance of a comfortable village round a village common, with its meeting house, its school for the children, its forge and its saw-mill and its grist-mill of solid limestone humming and murmuring beside the mill dam as it ground into meal the rough grains of the north. Communication with the outside world had become almost regular. The settlers made their way back and forward to the shores of the Great Bay, their sea coast, trading with fishing ships. Already some of them, bred to the sea, began to talk of building ships on the Bay, of trading across the ocean, and of a government of their own under the old flag.

 

But such a situation couldn’t last indefinitely. The plain breach of law involved was too clear. Sooner or later the government must act, and when they at last decided to act they did it, as all such governments are apt to, with a sudden ruthless severity that showed their own lack of confidence. We need only recall the expulsion of the Acadians, called suddenly to their fate, and gathered into their Church to hear their doom.

Such was to be the fate of these free settlement villages.

 

It is an autumn afternoon. A bright sunshine floods the fading yellow grass of the hills and the wind sweeps among the hollows. The people are all at work around the hamlet gathering the harvest of their late crop in a latitude where harvest must push close against the oncoming winter. But the weather is still bright, the day almost warm.

 

The people look up from their work to see horsemen approaching rapidly over the brow of the hill slope. It is a squadron of Royal Mounted Police, in that familiar uniform of scarlet, dark blue and yellow stripe, that has won honour throughout all of Canada and the homage of the outside world.

The people come gathering in from the outlying fields and woodlots. They cannot doubt the meaning of what they see. They group in little clusters, talking together, some in fierce denunciation of what they know is to come. “They daren’t do it!” they say. “They daren’t do it!”

But they are there to do it.

The police have reached the head of the hamlet. The squadron wheels and halts in a rough half circle in the open square.

The Inspector dismounts, leaving his horse to an orderly. “Gather round, you people!” he calls. “I have an order to read.”

He draws out a document heavily sealed, opens it and begins to read out loud in a high voice for all to hear.

But the gathered crowd of men and women, their children clinging to their hands as they listen, do not need, do not follow all the law terms of the proclamation. Only at certain phrases, as when the officer reads— “to be forthwith torn down and burnt” — there is a murmur that swells to a cry of pain, of indignation.

The officer finishes his reading. Then he speaks as a plain man talking to his friends:

“I’m sorry, you folks,” he says. “This is no fault of mine. The order came from Ottawa last night and I have to act on it. You have no choice and neither have I. Who is your head man here?”

The men push John forward in front of them.

“I’m the reeve,” he says.

“Then I’ll deal with you,” says the Inspector. “I don’t want to make this harder than it need be. Get your people to gather up all their things that they can carry. I’m to escort you over the divide and down to the ferry. You’ll all be taken on from there.”

He does not tell them where. There is no need to tell them that they are to go to a concentration camp to serve the three-year sentence imposed by a Cabinet Order.

 

There is no need to depict the scene of sudden helpless anger, the outbreak of protest, the sobbing of the women and the silent fright of the children, clinging to their mother’s skirts and fearing they know not what. Fierce lights kindle in the eyes of some of the men and curses gather on their lips. Given half a chance they would stand and fight it out — blindly with no hope of ultimate escape. But there is not even half a chance.

The police troop sit their horses waiting. One or two even talk with the older children who have ventured near to look at the horses.

The officer is still speaking with the older people, advising them, making it all as simple as he can — himself humiliated, full of pity.

 

Then suddenly!

A horseman appears approaching from over the furthest brow of the hill across which the Police have come, riding at full speed, and evidently, as the sun flashes here and there on his accoutrement, himself a Mounted Policeman. As he draws nearer they see him waving a paper, a document, in his free hand.

In a moment he is in their midst. He dismounts, salutes, and hands the document to the Inspector. “From Ottawa, sir,” he says.

The Inspector breaks the seal, reads and stands for a moment, motionless with astonishment. With a sudden word of command he calls the squadron to attention. Then in a loud voice to the silent, expectant people:

“I have an order here from Ottawa,” he reads. “Stop all proceedings. Cabinet order cancelled. Settlers to remain undisturbed,” and in a voice that is all his own he adds, “I don’t know what it means, but I’m damned glad of it.”

There is a great shout of relief, a sudden outbreak of emotions, of talk, of movement.

The officer turns to the messenger. “Do you know what it’s all about?” he asks, while John and Joanna crowd close to listen.

“Yes, indeed, sir!” the man answers. “It was all coming in over the radio. The government’s out, sir! Clean gone! Their own party rose against them in parliament when they heard of the Cabinet Order. . . . They forced them to resign. A new Tory-Grit Government was sworn in this morning . . . They say there are bonfires and illuminations in all the towns. They’re ringing the bells and blowing the factory whistles. . . . The whole country is wild about it! All Ottawa’s gone crazy, with processions in the streets and burning of effigies and carrying round old portraits of old prime ministers.”

“Oh John!” said Joanna. “Isn’t it wonderful; And we can stay on here, and make it our own free country and build it up in our way. How terrible it seemed and it has all gone like a dream!”

 

Only a dream! What happy hallowed words are those, in life or in literature. Only a dream! Fears all idle! Terrors all imaginary! Only a dream!

And what an inspiration! If in such a dream we get a picture of our country, torn, distracted, ruined — and then really saved from it, how wonderful to think that there is yet time, that opportunity has not gone, that the future is still all ours. Only a dream! Vanished with the phantoms of the night.

Do you remember Charles Dickens’s Christmas Carol? the old skinflint Scrooge the miser, who had ground the faces of the poor all his life and then in the vision of a Christmas Eve dream is warned of the fate that must befall him, the miserable end, the lonely unwept death, and he wakes. Let me quote it.



	
SCROOGE AWAKES






Running to the window he opened it and put out his head. No fog, no mist, clear bright jovial stirring cold, golden sunlight: heavenly sky: sweet fresh air: merry bells. Oh! Glorious! Glorious!

“What’s today?” said Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in Sunday clothes who perhaps had loitered in to look about him.

“Eh?” returned the boy with all his might of wonder.

“What’s today? my fine fellow,” said Scrooge.

“Today?” replied the boy. “Why, Christmas Day.”

“It’s Christmas Day,” said Scrooge. “I haven’t missed it. Hulloo, my fine fellow!”

“Halloo,” returned the boy.

“Do you know the poulterer’s in the next street but one at the corner?”

“I should hope I did,” replied the boy.

“An intelligent boy,” said Scrooge, “a remarkable boy. Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize turkey that was hanging up there? Not the little prize turkey, the big one?”

“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.

“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it. Come back with it in less than five minutes and I’ll give you a crown.”

The boy was off like a shot. He must have been a steady hand with a trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.

And that’s the way you and I can imagine a happy awakening out of some terrible dream of social catastrophe for Canada, waking to find that nothing has happened, that it’s all right, that the country is still here with all its assets, its unbound future, all ready for us to work on.

Come! Let’s put our heads out of the window, yours and mine, as Scrooge did. See! It’s just as bright a morning as his was, and as every morning is with us. And look down below — there’s a boy there, not a Tory boy nor a Grit boy nor a Socialist boy, not a political boy at all, just a real boy, a Canadian boy.

“Hullo there,” we call. “What country is this?”

“This country?” returns the boy. “Why it’s Canada.”

“Canada!” we repeat. “And it’s still here! It hasn’t disappeared in the night, and halloo, my fine fellow!”

“Halloo!” returns the boy.

“Do you know whether the Natural Resources that were hanging up all ready to develop are still there?”

“You mean the vast National Resources of Canada?” says the boy— “I should hope I did.”

“An intelligent boy, a remarkable boy, in fact a real, Canadian boy!”

“Do you think you could go and develop them? Come back with some of them in five years and we’ll give you five billion dollars for them . . .”

The boy was off like a shot — and as he went he seemed to multiply into a million boys.


CHAPTER VI TO DEVELOP CANADA
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SO! THERE WE are, then, mercifully delivered, and the evil vision only a dream.

Let us look about us at this great opportunity. How do we gather together in a great forward movement of progress and welfare all our vast assets, this empty half continent, these hundreds of thousands of men available for the work of peace on their return from war, a million others available when the war plants close, and with them the millions over the horizon waiting to join us and the great influx of capital goods ready to come from abroad for investment in cooperation with our people and our assets.

 

Canada has an area of 3,694,863 square miles and a population of 11,506,655 inhabitants. In this area let us leave out of consideration all the resources of the vast space of the Northwest Territories situated outside of the provinces and beyond the parallel of 60 degrees. This is probably a monstrous omission. But we leave it out not as worthless but as still largely unknown. We are asking then, how does the remaining area (2,178,105 square miles) stand toward maintaining our 12,000,000 people and having room for more?

Take food. We raise in Canada 615 million bushels of wheat, about one-fifth of what the whole world eats. But to raise it we only use 22 million acres of a usable 352 million acres of arable land. We could increase any of our field crops three times over. Every increase of population would allow of more intensive cultivation. The physical yield of the ground under intensive small crops (market garden cultivation) could be made, in dead weight or in nutrition, twenty to one of what it is now. The soil of Canada, I imagine, could (physically) feed all western civilization.

The livestock and poultry that feed from our pastures could similarly be increased. It can be calculated that even if we increase our food crop for men and animals three to one, we could still have land to raise six billion hens (one acre feeds thirty).

Of our coastal fisheries there is no limit. On the Atlantic seaboard there are 15,000 square miles of inshore fishing waters controlled solely by the Dominion. The sheltered coast fisheries of the Pacific in Canada extend over 7,180 miles off shore. Our “productive” forests cover 770,000 square miles with standing timber (see Canada Year Book) that represents (estimate of 1938) 273,000 million cubic feet. The amount of this that is classed as sawmill material in accessible localities would cut into 245,000 million board feet. This would build 25 million frame houses. To warm them we have 1,500 billion cords of wood; or we can use it as pulpwood and fall back on our coal.

Our geological survey estimates that Alberta alone has 16,588 square miles of coal beds containing 1,035,629,000,000 tons. With the other provinces that makes a national total of 1,200,000,000,000 tons. With our present population and present rate of use it will last 80,000 years. After that we must use water power which is eternal. The sun brings it back after we use it. It is still impossible to estimate the potential horse power of the unknown north. But of the available potential water power Canada has 33 million horsepower. This is about one tenth greater than all the water power developed in all Europe up to the war. So far Canada has not developed one quarter of it, and beyond it is a vast unknown reserve.

The mineral resources of the Dominion can only be described as colossal. All but a small proportion of the present production of metals comes from the Canadian Shield, the rim of rock encircling the Hudson Bay, and the Canadian Cordillera (the Rocky Mountains). The formations of the Shield include copper, gold, iron, nickel, platinum, cobalt, zinc, radium, chromium and rarer metals. Canada’s production of nickel is over 85% of the world’s output; for gold Canada is second only to South Africa, with an indefinite prospect of advance. “But,” says the official Dominion statistician, “only relatively small portions” (of the mineral areas) “have as yet been intensely prospected and much has still to be geologically mapped.”

Can we doubt that this country, duly developed, can support 100,000,000 people? The support for them is here now, under our feet, in the soil ready for seed, the forest . . . the axe, in the hidden caverns of minerals and in the waters murmuring in our midst. Nations in the large sense live on the physical assets of their country. It is possible for a nation to live as Great Britain does in large part on the use made of material brought in and manufactured and sent out and on the coming and going of ships; so too with Belgium and other such centres. But mainly nations live on their soil and our assets and our available country is as good as various areas which support 100,000,000. Upper British Columbia (census districts No. 9 and No. 10) has an area of 170,000 square miles and a (pre-war) population of 25,000. It has a similar climate, an average lower latitude (55° to 60°) and resources comparable if not superior to those of Sweden, which has exactly the same area and maintains a population of six and a half million.

The trouble is that we are misled by certain false appearances and certain preconceived ideas. One such false appearance arises from the fact that under modern conditions of machine industry and transport all new settlements huddle and concentrate in the centre. A country seems full because, young as it is, it has a crowded metropolitan sea-port of, say, half a million people and plenty of them out of work.

Who could land at the port and city of Montreal today, fight hand to hand for a taxi, charge against blocked doorways, stand in line hoping for a room to sleep in, thirst in vain for a drink, jam into trains, suffocate in cars, block in the streets and jostle off the sidewalks, and still believe that there is room for a single extra soul in the Dominion of Canada. And now they are saying that Yellowknife, on the Great Slave Lake, our newest gold city, is crowded full. They are sleeping two in a bed. But all that means nothing. In most of the Northwest they are sleeping only two to the square mile. The whole scene is sheer illusion — Canada is as empty as ever — almost; still abundant room, abundant opportunity, life and all that makes it sweet, waiting here for uncounted millions of people, serene sky and empty plain, and rivers murmuring in the forest — nature’s temple, where we crowd and wrangle round the entrances.

And here we need to clear still further the ground of all the shale and debris of misconception that encumbers it. Our national view is clouded by certain ideas on national prosperity taken over from the past and warping our present vision. One of them is the notion of foreign markets, of sales to the foreigner, the idea that our industrial progress at home depends on our finding markets abroad.

This idea of “selling things” has run riot in our current thought. Especially has the selling idea been distorted all out of its place in its application to foreign trade. Here it joins forces with certain other and older errors (about the advantage of “taking in money”) to exalt the export trade and its profits to be the touchstone of prosperity, the measure of industrial advance. All wrong. There was something in it in earlier, more restricted days; to sell something abroad for cash was like the sale of a few eggs by a bush farmer to a tourist, turning the scale of the family budget.

I am not denying the merit and advantage of foreign trade within its sphere. Wilful exclusion of outside trade means national suicide, or at least malnutrition. We must obtain by foreign trade the things that we can neither produce in Canada nor conveniently do without. Such, for instance, are oranges and lemons, tea and coffee, nux vomica and coca-cola, and some others that I can’t think of.

But, for all other things, we can get them by foreign trade if convenient and, better still, by home production if possible. Our industrial life will adapt itself accordingly. Give us enough people at home, eating, drinking and being merry, and the foreigner can stay outside. He’s only half a bargain anyway; one side of a walnut, and his side may be rotten. Build the country up regardless of him. If we can’t sell our wheat and our fish, we’ll eat them; if we can’t sell fuel to the foreigners we’ll keep warm ourselves; if they won’t buy our cars we’ll ride in them ourselves. All we need is enough of us, busy enough.

Throw away with that idea the smaller one that grew out of it, the idea of “tourism,” the entertainment of “tourists” as a part of our method of advance. It is queer the grip it has on our community. We no sooner announce the initiation of some magnificent project such as the Alaskan Highway than we add apologetically that tourists will flock to see it. Will they? Let them wait till we’re done with it.

Tourism is another empty economic nut, the sale of scenery and services — by a nation of guides and waiters — to outside people taking a vacation from the world’s real work. Leave that to the Swiss who by their misfortune have little else to live on than tourism in peace and neutrality in war. Let them yodel-doodel on their mountains and wear rooster’s feathers to look like William Tell. The Swiss are a fine people, a brave people, with a great history. But it is not for us to take on as choice the lot that has fallen to them of necessity.

On these terms let us see how we are to develop Canada. Now I take as the starting point of my thought that we must have migration, a great migration, into Canada in the period after the war. We must have a migration far beyond anything we ever had before. Our maximum figure of 400,000 in a single year (1913) must be multiplied many times over. It is not merely because we have room for the people but because we need them. I am convinced that unless we can have a great many people to support in Canada we cannot support the people that we have. Our immigration policy is, therefore, not one of philanthropic relief to others but of self interest to ourselves.

The point is that we have built up and expanded a vast industrial structure that is too big for our present population to keep in operation. The driving power of war moves it; without that, or a new mechanism, it will stop dead. The new mechanism is found in immigration, in the import of capital goods, in development of resources, in getting enough people into the country to open it up for still more people. It is not an endless chain but we won’t live to see the end of it.

Without such expansion what meaning has the British Columbia-Yukon (Alaska) Highway? What use are the wells and pipes of Fort Norman, with no one to use the gas? Why turn back Ogoki power and the cascades of the North if it is but a turning water from tub to tub, both empty. The vast power plants, Shipshaw, the northern airfields facing Russia, the St. Lawrence seaway to the heart of America — what use or meaning has all that without people, more people and still more.

Now for ever so many of us in Canada our tie with Great Britain seems vital, mutually vital, to us, to them; we are one people. To many of us, I say, any breach of unity on this question would disrupt Confederation. But to stay British we must see to it that our newcomers are British, or something so akin to it as to blend and fuse with the British Commonwealth as a natural part of it.

By British we mean here not necessarily British direct from the British Isles but also British at one remove or in a transferred sense, as are tens of millions of the Americans so largely kindred in first origin, bred in the same freedom, sharing the same language and literature, the same history as one people for centuries and after that sharing it as honourable enemies or as allies under arms. These we count as proper material for a British country along with those peoples of Europe close to us in race and history and culture, the Scandinavian peoples, in a sense our own parent stock, and the Dutch, old-time enemies and old-time friends, but always in mutual honour and respect.

 

In this matter of large scale immigration we have to consider of course the ideas and the wishes of the French Canadians; not as a matter of legal obligation for in this the majority rules: but as a matter of common sense and goodwill and since any rule by the dead weight of a British majority is not a British way of ruling. The French Canadians object to immigration as lessening the proportional share of their race and language in the Dominion. The French from France have never migrated since the conquest and are not likely to try to do so now, except perhaps as Vichy fugitives despised of all men. But I do not think it difficult to open for the French Canadians a policy of “colonization” to offset the British policy of immigration. This means the filling up of the enormous area of French Canada itself with new “settlers in the bush,” multiplying Maria Chapdelaine, and rocking the cradle so vigorously on the Peribonka and the Ashuapmuchuan that its progeny will pop out as fast as the immigrants arriving on the plains. This implies a large measure of Dominion aid to all such projects, and the extension of family allowances to the full size of the family without the grudging limitation suggested, it seems to me, unjustly and unwisely. All this, however, belongs in the wider discussion of the next chapter.

 

Now in this new epoch of large scale migration and machine power we cannot develop our country on the old-fashioned one-man method of the pioneer with the axe, making a log house, the homesteader on the prairies in the sod hut, the prospector with a tin pan fighting bears with his bare hands. Such lives wrote into our Canadian history some of its noblest pages, welded into Canadian character some of its finest metal. But it is not for today. Time has moved on.

Turn then to what we can do to develop the country. The idea is to set on foot such a vast range of public enterprises as will draw to it the addition of private enterprise by a sort of suction, and draw in millions of immigrants and billions of capital for the simple reason that all the people we have, and all the capital goods we command will not be enough for the situation. We need not ask here whether we are to rely chiefly upon private enterprise or on public works. It does not matter. We must rely upon both. Private enterprise, wide awake to its own advantage, alert to find new opportunities anywhere throughout the length and breadth of the country, willing to take a chance, will supply motive power and incentive. And we must give private enterprise a real chance, the opportunity for substantial profits, freedom from all forms of taxation that will kill initiative and lead towards industrial stagnation. We should be willing, I think, to give to private enterprise here and there the temporary advantage of monopoly, never in such a degree as to create a permanent vested interest but a monopoly of sufficient prospective advantage to induce an initial risk. The principle of “a run for one’s money” contains an attraction that can call forth capital funds and individual effort willing to take a chance and stand a loss. Throughout all such encouragement to private enterprise it is possible, even if it needs vigilance, (the old time price of liberty) to protect the community against the unfair competition and illicit gain. I say it is possible, and I think it would prove difficult or easy according to the extent and amount of our public morality. With the animation, the inspiration of righteousness, the eagerness for a good world, crookedness will flee from us like a dark shadow. But it is only this inner light that can dispel it.

 

And here we must remember that the greatest of our private industries is agriculture. Towards this our most earnest encouragement must be directed. We must give the farmer a chance. And we cannot do so by applying the socialist doctrine of taking away his farm. If we did, he would cry for it at night. We must see that he can stay on his farm! must gather up all that vast book entry of farm debt that comes down from the years of depression, write it off or write it up or write it down or whatever you do in order to put it, in Abraham Lincoln’s phrase, “In the course of ultimate extinction.” With that should go facilities for cooperation (still inside individual ownership), electric service for the agricultural area, the adjustment of transport and marketing and, for the great staple products, a certain frame of floor and ceiling prices that removes from the individual farmer the danger of disaster, and guarantees to the consumer also that his food is within his reach. But all this program of reconstructed agriculture is familiar ground, the only problem is how to fit it in with the other parts of a national policy.

But, all said and done, private enterprise cannot suffice alone to meet our situation, especially in the critical years after the war. As we have said, we must set up a vast chain of public enterprise, moving not only for its own aims, but also to “take up the slack,” if need be, of the slackening chain of private enterprise in dull periods. The possible program is so wide that we need indicate only a part of it.

We need to replace and rebuild the whole of our public transport, a thing to be done without crookedness, graft or swollen company profits. We need in this as in all else the work of honest men. Without that the more we spend the more we lose. And in this case what the honest men are first to do is to think out what a railway is and what a railway train of the future is to be. They will find it to mean a broad straight track, level as a die, with no gradient but the rise above sea-level as you go inland, no curves, no twists, no level crossings. The trains move at 120 miles an hour and stop only at large centres. Trucks from factory to factory and from door to door run 100 miles as local traffic. For the longer haul trucks are swallowed up on board the great trains. The services are complementary, not competitive. So, too, if one had the detail to set it out, would appear the work of motor buses and private cars.

There is a story told of the early days of European railroad building when the routes selected used to wander round among hills and dales looking for an easy track. The first railroad planned for Russia was intended to connect St. Petersburg with Moscow. The engineers bent over their maps, planning twists and curves. The Czar of Russia took a ruler and pencil and drew a straight line from city to city and said, “Make it there.”

The story was told in its day as illustrating the ignorance of an autocrat. It should be retold now as a lesson in railway building. I’d like to have shown the Czar the railway line of his own date from Hamilton to Allandale and have had a good laugh with him. Best of all I’d want him to see the main line from Toronto to Montreal just where it leaves Toronto. Ever since 1855, when it was built, the railway within 16 miles climbs up 300 feet to the highland at Scarboro and then feels its way down 300 feet to the level where it started. For nearly 100 years every ton of freight has been needlessly lifted up that hill — and every passenger, no matter if he weighs 200 pounds, up he goes. All for the lack of a little shovelling.

 

So we rebuild the railways. And at the same time we can keep a few more millions busy for 10 years at least reconstructing the cities and rebuilding altogether vast sections of the heart of them. For these sections, the best in situation and access, have been made the worst by the course of history, turned to slums, mean crowded quarters, streets too narrow. Yet the ground values are of incalculable utility, of incalculable money value provided — and this condition is everything — that you can control the rebuilding of it all on a total, and not a spot here and a patch there, which is all that private building could do.

Expropriate it all. Shovel it up. Rebuild it with real streets, model factories and model apartment homes. Draw with a giant’s pencil. You can house here a quarter of a million people, in quadrangle blocks with the backs of the houses turned to the streets, their faces on an inner courtyard, all grass and trees and fountains, where the children can play. Anyone who cannot enthuse on that is as dead as a paving stone.

But private enterprise can never do all that, if clutching and grasping for profit. And anyway the profit isn’t there unless you control the whole operation, as only the State can do. Nor can state enterprise do it unless it works with clean hands, fighting graft, working under the inspiration of public-mindedness, of the spirit. Everything you will find, runs back to that.

 

These are what are called “self-liquidating” enterprises of Government, bringing their own physical and monetary returns. There is room for millions more to work on “cultural” enterprises, bringing in a return beyond the calculation of dollars. Such preeminently are schools and above all, the school of the new future. This is a school with recreation grounds, with reading rooms, a place for all day. There are rooms here for serving school meals, for the school must supplement the home where the home is still so poor that it cannot supply an adequate life. And of the school meals, one, the mid-day meal, would be eaten, by custom, in common by the rich and the poor. It would not be “the thing” for rich parents to keep their children from it.

And for the rich and poor alike the school must supplement the home for companionship’s sake. The school is the gateway to social progress, to that classless society of which we dream. Older people, adult people, are battered out of the shape they might have had and are not to be remade. But children are still in the making. To the schools are added the task of building up a whole range of cultural surroundings, things possessed in common — libraries, public gardens, amusements, museums, hospitals. Millions can work at them for years. There can be no unemployment till it is all done.

Even at that we have left out entirely what used to seem the main feature of development, the settlement of new country, of the open empty plains, the silent forests and the fertile valleys all unused, and the treasure ground of minerals under the soil. But here, as just said, we have no time for the methods of the past. The individual ruggedness of the pioneer wrote the finest pages of our history but we have turned a new leaf. New settlement must move as an army moves, going forward in a mass on a wide front. Before ever a settler comes, broad highways must be driven through the wilderness, like the Alaskan Highway (war’s accident that peace time would never have discovered), with side roads, drains, culverts; and with power stations, electricity and all that goes to abbreviate human labour in the wilderness. And with that, still before a settler comes, carload lots of fitted lumber, ready to set up school houses, meeting houses, hospitals — and when all is done settlement will move into its own, a new people in a new world carrying the old world with them.

In the light of this the silly question: Is there work enough? Is there food enough? Is there market enough? seem like the sniggering cautiousness of the Village Idiot, wary of novelty.


CHAPTER VII PROVINCES AND RACES
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ALL GREAT INDUSTRIAL democracies share the problems of social justice and social security such as we have discussed. But in each country they present special aspects and special difficulties. In Canada more than in any other country the regulation of industrial society is complicated by the lack of legislative and racial unity. We have to fit everything into our fixed division, into provinces and our looser division (partly law, partly circumstance and custom) as between British and French.

Compare the case of Great Britain. It has its own peculiar initial disadvantage in its very limited extent of territory and natural resources which makes it dependent on the external relations of import of material, export of goods, shipping and world wide services of finance. Great Britain could not, even if it would, live on its own as we easily could in Canada and as the United States does perhaps to some 90 per cent of its economic life.

But for Social legislation Great Britain has the advantage of a unitary legislature (a Parliament of King, Lords and Commons) of plenary power. There is no law they cannot pass, nothing which (legally) is outside of their jurisdiction. When a decision of the courts (the Taft Vale Railway Case Decision) threatened all the funds of every labour union with possible confiscation (a thing that would have rendered labour union impossible and convulsed society), an act of parliament (1907) turned the law the other way, as easily as a juggler finds a rabbit in a hat. When the Scottish Churches decision handed over the bulk of the funds of most of the churches concerned in a proposed union to the little group of ministers, the Wee Kirk, who had refused to join it, an Act of Parliament took it all back from the Wee Kirk except enough to leave it as wee and as free as it wanted to be. And finally in 1936 the Parliament of the United Kingdom, of which the King is a part, removed the King off the throne with as little trouble and less legal redress than the passage of a “Montreal bill” in the Quebec legislature.

This is not to say that the Parliament of England does not frequently pass laws to apply solely to Scotland, or to Wales or to England itself. But it is not compelled to. It can apply anything as widely as it likes.

 

Now in Canada we cannot get away from this divided jurisdiction as between provinces and races; more especially as the hearts of our people cling to the provinces as the basis of our history, and the hearts of a large section of them are held in close affection to the race and religion of French Canada as distinct from the Dominion of Canada. But we can mitigate the situation by understanding it and make the most of it and the best of it by taking it as it is without attempting revolutionary change. Nothing within our sight can make Canada a country of unified legislation, or a country of a single speech. Nor, on the contrary can Canada live and flourish if divided into nine sovereignties and if one third of its people are forced back upon themselves as a racial unit and held in sullen isolation.

 

When Confederation joined them in its fold, the provinces were as feeble, as ridiculous, one may say, as sheep just shorn that seem to shrink to half their size.

Deprived of their power, feeble in their finances, now losing many of their best brains summoned to Ottawa, the provinces were still further vexed by the fact that nearly all of them had been reluctant to join into federation. For the two Canadas the federal union was accepted as the only means of escape from the ill-assorted and unworkable legislative union of 1841-1867. New Brunswick entered in haste in loyal alarm over a renewed Fenian invasion and repented at leisure. Nova Scotia was dragged in by a vote of the assembly against the known wishes of the majority of the people. Its first delegates only went to Ottawa to protest against going there. British Columbia came in on the promise of a railway (1871); Prince Edward Island (1873) by being relieved of one.

By all the signs and portents, either the Confederation of Canada should have broken asunder or else the provinces should have withered and atrophied under the shadow of the federal power. And then the unexpected began to happen. A new era brought a new economy. Sources of revenue unknown in 1867 began to flow into the provincial treasuries — the new form of taxes on public utilities and corporations opened by the era of electricity and power; the increasing returns of the “succession duties” (inheritance taxes) in a community growing in wealth and numbers, and the new tax field opened up by the mines in what had been the wilderness. Greatest of all was liquor. The progress of the Temperance Movement was accompanied by a conscientious adherence to drinking. The wave of prohibition created so strong a resistance that the community was presently willing, even glad, to pay taxes on liquor at a rate utterly impossible in 1867. It is recorded that in the earliest decade of American Independence the imposition in Pennsylvania of a tax of 25 cents a gallon on whisky provoked what is known as the Whisky Rebellion (1791). We may never have had the gallantry in Canada to take the musket off the wall at 25 cents a gallon. But the present rate of tax, if imposed in Sir John A. Macdonald’s day, would have certainly provoked an open rebellion, with the prime minister leading it.

So the provinces grew rich. All the richer because it turned out that the “Crown lands,” the public lands of the provinces, possessed new sources of wealth in their unknown minerals, and the once worthless scrub that turned into “pulpwood.” To make them richer the Dominion Government turned over to the western provinces, as if in repentance for its rapacity, all the public lands of the prairies (1931) with 26 years “compensation for disturbance” to the tune of $6¼ millions.

Not only wealth increased but jurisdiction, scope of provincial power, widened with every decade. The Fathers of Confederation, as said, had given the Dominion everything and the provinces nothing. Then, to make sure, they proceeded to define everything and nothing, and that muddled it all up. In everything, for example, was included marriage; and under nothing was included the solemnization of marriage.

Most fateful of all was the fact that “property and civil rights” were put in, being next to nothing, under the provincial power. Nobody knows what it means. It is like the “due process of law” of the American fourteenth amendment, the source of 80 years of legal fun in the States. “Property and civil rights” under the interpretation of the courts spread, like a banyan tree, from its own roots. The decisions of 1935 denying to the Dominion Government the right to enact a labour code to regulate labour and wages, to set up minimum wages, and provide for old age, cuts the very ground from under our forward footsteps. In this tangle of jurisdiction the proper way out should be by legal amendment of our constitution. But we on the contrary are utterly bound hand and foot with a chain and a padlock of which we have thrown away the key. No Canadian statute nor people’s vote can amend the Constitution.

 

One would naturally ask what we are to do about it all. To which the only answer can be that all we can do is to be fully aware of the danger that provincial autonomy may block the path of progress and to act accordingly. We cannot do everything nine times over; or step out boldly with nine feet first. What we cannot do directly we must do indirectly, reaching agreement all the more easily by being fully aware that disagreement means disaster. We may ponder here on Benjamin Franklin’s immortal phrase about all hanging together or all hanging separately.

 

Deeper and more dangerous is the division as between French and British in Canada and never in a sense more critical than in the present hour under the strain of the war. In the days of peace that once were, many of us British people in Canada, and certainly most of us British people living in French Canada, considered the presence of the French, of their separate language and distinctive culture, a decided asset to the Dominion. It seemed to us to balance and offset certain shortcomings of our own people. The hysteria of the swing to prohibition led us to admire the refusal of the French to be carried away. The province of Quebec, wrote Andrew Macphail, is the last refuge of common sense in North America. We contrasted, too, the tyranny of the Ontario Sunday with the wholesome outdoor Sunday of the priests and their seminary scholars playing games together. We admired the quiet contentedness of the French Canadian habitant and its contrast to the eager haste, the get-rich-quick, the quest for money of the restless English. We liked the stories that Dr. Drummond told us of Jean Baptiste coming home again from the States, or Louis Hémon’s far-away-and-long-ago picture of the world of Maria Chapdelaine. Around French Canada hung all the romance of history, the appeal of a lost cause and the respect for a people happy in their own lot. Above this level of the plain life of simple people was the pride felt by the educated and academic classes of society living in a dual culture, in drawing upon two languages and two great literatures, on the traditions of two great nations.

It looks in retrospect like a beautiful landscape, now a deserted garden — the storm and sand driving over it. But we must see how much of this dual Canada we can get back.

 

This is because the outbreak and the course of the war have thrown a high light on the ground, half shadowed in the days of peace, that separate the British from the French. When the war came it was only too clear that a much larger proportion of the French than of the British desired to keep out of it. Indeed, to speak frankly, there was no comparison. And a much larger proportion of the French than of the British were opposed to conscription. More than this, it became evident that to many, one may almost say to most, of the French Canadians this issue of participation in the war was not a matter to be settled by all-Canada majority rule. Quebec must decide the fate of Quebec.

Hence the danger on the horizon now is this steady drawing apart of the two races as if disillusioned with one another. The old rallying cries no longer call to the heart. Where now is the twin glory of Montcalm and Wolfe, the brotherhood of LaFontaine and Baldwin, each elected by the other’s people in North York and Rimouski? Or the memory of Sir John A. Macdonald, doing everything for the French at the price only of a flag; and for their language, everything except speaking it. Or of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, as British as the Empire itself, a crown jewel of its Jubilees?

Are those echoes dying out? Are the ashes cold on the hearth? There is a Latin motto which says that the falling out of mutual friends is but a renewal of their friendship. Can it be so with us? Or do we realize that these were dead ashes from which no new flame can come. For the present hour reveals that this new glory of Britain that marks the British as the greatest people on the earth falls in a broken light on Canada. The glorious episode of Dunkerque, when every aiding seashore Englishman dropped back a thousand years and became again a son of the sea, was followed by the heroic defense of London under the Blitz of 1940, shouting back its defiance of “We can stand it!” — willing, if need be, to die unmoving on the spot.

These things sent a thrill of admiration and affection throughout the British world. Those who died did not die in vain. There was a rebirth of British spirit throughout the Empire. The song, There’ll Always Be An England echoed in every heart and moistened every eye. All of us who were British born felt that we had done a noble thing in being so. Gilbert’s jest came true and “in spite of all temptation to belong to another nation, we’d been born an Englishman.”

Now what share have the French Canadians in this new pride, in this new birth of an ancient spirit? What share can they have? In all fairness we cannot expect them to feel as we do. But this new spirit reveals to us that anyone who would cut off Canada from its British connection must first cut off the lives of the millions of people whom this spirit inspires and animates.

But the French cannot share this pride. Nor can they fall back on a parallel pride in the glory of France. That may come later if once again the French people can get into their hands the arms they threw so foolishly away. It is not now. But in any case French Canada is not based on France. The Conquest brought a physical separation, the French Revolution a moral one.

So the French Canadians, in this new British ascendancy, are driven in on themselves, to hold all the more tightly to their idea of a “little nation,” an isolated devout people, only asking to be let alone. Some even talk of an actual State, a republic of their own — a Laurentia presently to rise on the St. Lawrence, a dream place, beyond the world of money and rapacity and war — all their own. Who would not sympathize? Better a place of one’s own with one’s own people in the wilderness than alien rule in a paradise. But geography forbids Laurentia. The St. Lawrence is the gateway to a continent. They can’t have that. Yet even a pleasant dream makes an unwelcome day easier.

It seems to me that on both sides we should try to realize the attitude of the other race and meet and match it where we can, and where we can’t, say so. British people must realize that the French and their language and their religion are here to stay, and deserve to. The legal guarantees we gave should be rewelded with the guarantee of honest opinion and intention. The French are not going to disappear, and they are also not going to spread over Western or Maritime Canada.

Much of Canada, far the greater part of it in area, is not French, never has been and is never likely to be. It is false history to think of Canada (our present Dominion) as a former French colony taken over by the British Empire. The Maritime Provinces, apart from alternations of nominal possession and cession, and apart from the expulsion of the Acadians in 1756, had no great element of French in their actual final settlement. Prince Edward Island, as the Isle St. Jean, had but a handful of French settlers and refugees when it was taken over. Its real settlement, like that of Nova Scotia was mainly by British immigration, mostly Scottish. New Brunswick in its birth, settlement and growth was Loyalist and British from the soil up. Ontario as Upper Canada was opened up by the British Loyalists in what had been empty country. The Northwest was the territory of the Hudson’s Bay Company sailing out of the port of London, and of their rivals (later partners) the North West Company from British Montreal. The influx into their service of French Canadian voyageurs and trappers bred the population of the Métis, the French half breeds of the Red River. But the country was British. Beyond the mountains British Columbia knew nothing of New France, nor of French Canada, nor of the French language, except as learned out of a school book brought from England.

 

But all this does not impair the proper claim of French Canada not only to the privileges legally guaranteed but to the consideration arising out of our historic association.

There is however no sense in minimizing the actual separation that divides the two races, not paralleled, one may well imagine, elsewhere in the world. It is a separation that can never be bridged, unless the French Canadians give up their cherished ideas about schools and marriage in relation to religion. This they won’t, within human vision. One should try to realize the completeness of this separation between the French and English in Canada even where they are thrown closely together as in Montreal. It begins with the cradle and follows them to the altar and the grave.

Children who do not go to school together can never know one another. And the two school systems are not only separate but built on opposite ideas, each a denial of the worth of the other. Stating each in its own terms, we find the French Roman Catholic school systems resting on the idea that no education is sound unless accompanied, unless permeated, with the teaching and the doctrine of the Church; that one cannot separate in the mind of the child its religious training (meaning its training in the dogma and the moral precepts of the Church) from its intellectual learning. If you do so you attain only to “godless” education, a hideous growth undermining faith, threatening the cohesion of society. Hence at every stage of education is the priest — let us call him the good father — and his book.

But the Protestant to the contrary. As he sees a school, it is to be made, a place inspired by religion and morality, though cut off from the teaching of dogmas and creeds and rival articles of faith. Each day well spent, arduous and industrious, is a prayer. The honour of the classroom and the playground, the busy, happy day of honest effort and games that teach subordination of oneself, these things teach religion. This “godless” school, seen thus, is seen as the school that God loves best.

Marriage is another separating line, a gulf of division by religion that even love, blind though it is, dare seldom leap across. A French Roman Catholic, and that means practically all the French Canadians, must not marry a Protestant except with a pledge that children of the union must be reared as Roman Catholics. Nor is a Protestant form of marriage held valid, no matter what a perplexed law may say. The only real marriage, a sacrament of the church, is one solemnized by a priest. What can a Protestant youth do about this? Nothing, except to keep his eyes away from French girls — a thing not always easy to do.

It is true that the Irish Roman Catholics with the language of one race and the religion of the other, fall crosswise of this division. But they cross it only to perplex it, not to heal it. And they add to it, along with much good fellowship, a few animosities of their own.

 

Nor is there any general remedy for this racial situation to be found in an attempt towards a universal bi-lingualism throughout Canada. In most parts of Canada French is not spoken at all. We cannot reduce our speech to one language and any dream of bi-lingualism, all over Canada, of people twittering away in both languages in Hamilton, Ont., Moose Jaw, Sask., and Victoria, B.C., is just a dream. Bilingualism is not so easy and so offhand as this. It only comes under very special circumstances of necessity, of opportunity and of daily intercourse, as in some of the two-language areas of unhappy Europe. Nor does it ever come when one of the parties concerned is British. We are but poor linguists. The average Englishman not only can’t learn a foreign language but he can’t even learn to try.

Such is the difficult relation of the two races that has to be taken into account in all our plans for national development and social betterment. There is no way in which we can obliterate or revolutionize it. We can only apply the policy generally favoured by the highest present statecraft in this country and wait till it all goes by. Each side must act fairly to the other. The French have no right in law or in history or in common sense to think of Canada as a combination in which all grave policy must depend on French Canadian veto or consent. The British have no right to misuse the British connection and the British heritage to give an unfair deal to the French by sheer majority power.

On those terms all depends on, and needs men of goodwill.


CHAPTER VIII CANADA AND THE OUTSIDE WORLD
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OUR MAIN CONCERN in Canada after the war will be the development of this Dominion for the sake of our own welfare and for those for whom we hold it in trust. We shall be compelled to take some thought of the outside world. But for most people in Canada our relation to the outside world will in a sense be intensely isolationist. “Never again,” will be our watchword. Never again must the flower of the youth of this country be offered up to the treachery and sin of the German people. Canadians will not be interested in the idea of educating the Germans; they will prefer to do it with a club.

Nor will it be possible for the day-to-day thought of Canadians and the day-to-day policy of our Government to turn on the dissensions, the minority races and the interlocking frontiers of Europe. The one aim of our insistence, will be that of physical security, not ink, not treaties, the physical security that can only be obtained by rendering German treachery and German brutality harmless by lack of weapons. We need no ropes of sand of the past League of Nations nor a New League armed as itself a sovereign state. We need a League only as a gesture — a sort of International Y.M.C.A. — powerless to threaten, attack or coerce.

For actual security we shall look to the associated power of Britain and America — not as running the world, but as preventing the world from running Britain and America. In that associated power we shall join but only by way of solidarity, not by way of splitting votes and dividing policy. Russia is obviously a great ally on the side lines but the national interests of the Russians are far away from ours, and will be till the Pacific world fills up.

With France, for some time to come, we do not need to count. Field-Marshal Smuts aroused wide criticism when he implied in his November London speech that after the war France would not appear as a great European power. But he spoke only what is fact. France has been impoverished, plundered, trampled under foot, its whole mechanism of war destroyed or confiscated. Worse than that. After the war over a million French prisoners of war will return from the starvation and brutality of Germany to settle accounts with over a million Frenchmen in France who “collaborated” with the Germans, and joined with them in the persecution of their fallen country. Over a million Frenchmen, and these the youth of the country, will return, if they still survive, from their forced slavery in Germany to settle accounts with the men who sold them into it. All over France the cry will go up against the Vichy rule that tore down “Liberty, Equality and Fraternity,” and defiled the ideals of a hundred years.

Take out from France the German armies and the Allied forces and what will be left? No one doubts the ultimate revival of France: its annals have been too glorious, its soul too high, its achievement too great to die. But for the present, for now, where is the great power that we can invoke and on which we lesser people can lean?

So too in Asia. China for the Chinese! You and I are all for it. Japan for the Japs, and even less if they can crowd onto it without tipping it up. The Dutch Indies for the Dutch — or at any rate none of our business.

Even on our own continent we need no new formal contracts or pledges or alliances. Pan-Americanism is a grand sentiment over which to drink sweet champagne in Lima, Peru or Santiago, anywhere, at the expense of the United States, which is commonly understood to foot all Pan-American Union bills. But Pan-Americanism in any sense of mutual alliance, pledge or guarantee has no reality behind it. We have learned to admire many things about the South Americans; their solution of the colour problem by going colour blind; their love of beauty that builds and adorns their beautiful cities, which not even a revolution is allowed to disfigure: indeed their revolutions themselves, not spread out as in England and America over years and years but carried out in a day with no disturbance of domestic life. But this happy continent is not for us to cement or guarantee; friendships, champagne, compliments, but political compacts — impossible.

Nor do we need any further tinkering with our own Empire. Field Marshal Smuts in his same speech spoke of the reorganization of the British Empire with larger Dominion units. But there he spoke as a South African for whom the whole sub-continent south of the Congo appears the natural area of a united government.

In Canada we are large enough to need no extension. Newfoundland, one may well trust, will take another look at our lion’s den and find it not a den at all. Greenland, too, we need to take over for air security’s sake, even if we have to pay half a cent an acre for it. But if the Danes, helpless to protect it, won’t sell it out, then let it freeze for another thousand years. We can manage.

There has been talk of our taking in the West Indies but the people who so talk are mostly ignorant of the simple fact that the West Indies are as black as a hat, and getting blacker. What kind of Canadians would they be, forbidden to enter the rest of Canada, and by custom and prejudice not marriageable with other Canadians?

Nor do we need to try to alter the structure of the Empire. The everlasting theorists always reach for a pen to write a constitution. In an unlucky moment they persuaded us to give the Empire a sort of constitution in the (Imperial) Westminster Statute of 1931. Here is what happened. It was felt during the Great War that formal recognition should be given to the altered status of the Dominions. But nobody knew just what the altered status was. Imperial Conferences in 1926 and 1930 drafted clauses to explain the status. The Dominions (Canada, Australia, New Zealand, South Africa, Eire and Newfoundland) severally requested and consented to the submission of a measure to Parliament. Hence the Statute.

But has it been accepted? Australia, New Zealand and Newfoundland in their “request” called for ratification by their parliaments. New Zealand ratified. Australia never has. Newfoundland ceased to be a Dominion in 1935. Eire in place of ratification traversed the statute with an Irish Act which leaves nothing of the Imperial connection except that the King of England is King of Ireland outside of Ireland. What that means only the Irish know. South Africa traversed the Statute with a Status of the Union Act, giving full legislative sovereignty to South Africa. Canada did nothing, thereby tacitly accepting the Statute. This creates the paradox that there is now no way to amend the Constitution of Canada except through the Imperial Parliament — as if the Statute had never been passed.

And what does the Statute say anyway? It is a riddle of the Sphinx, a Delphic oracle like the American Constitution of the States Rights days. Presumably the British Empire is indissoluble and also any Dominion can get out of it at will. Each Dominion has its own absolute say about the succession to the Throne. In other words, there can be (even without Newfoundland) six Kings at once — more than in poker. The legislative powers of each Dominion are unlimited; they can overlap as much as they like; and they do.

In other words, we have now got the British Empire on exactly what we may call a British footing, like so many other institutions in Great Britain; like the Beef-Eaters who don’t eat beef; like the First Lord of the Treasury, who has nothing to do with it; like the Clerk of the Cheque who doesn’t sign any and the Keeper of the Buck-hounds, who hasn’t got any. Having thus reduced the Empire to an idea (perfectly intelligible to British people), it seems much wiser to leave it at that. At any rate it won’t stand nearer analysis and closer dissection.

 

Nor do we in my opinion need to vex ourselves with any discussion as to whether the British Empire in the counsels of the newly made world will act and vote as one unit or as five or six, and whether, similarly, Russia will act as one unit or sixteen. All such talk is mere academic chattering. No people with the power to do otherwise are going to stake the vital destiny of their country on a round-the-table majority vote, white, black, brown or yellow, from all over the world. We cannot imagine Canada losing out by one vote and having to accept, let us say, Asiatic immigration. Vital things will be settled in some other way. Hence we do not need to prepare ourselves for such academic emergencies by trying to weld all the empire together with a unit, with a foreign policy settled for all by a joint board. The Empire simply won’t and can’t weld into that. Its different parts have not sufficient contact and relationship.

But in any special emergency all the Dominions of the Empire can endeavour for the sake of common sense to act on common ground in any large world question. They don’t need to bind themselves beforehand. They merely need to “go into a huddle” as do football players in a rugby game. If they can’t agree they must act separately: but in that case a prearrangement wouldn’t have held them anyway.

You cannot visualize the Empire as made up of the United Kingdom and the Dominions each over against the others. It isn’t so. The Dominions are like the spokes of a wheel each centred in the hub. The connections and contacts with one another are, as yet, very slight. What is Newfoundland to New Zealand, or even, what is Australia to Canada? Still more perplexing is the situation if India becomes a Dominion. What is India to Canada? A “Dominion,” whose inhabitants we debar from our country, with whom we do not and cannot intermarry or intermingle, whose system of “caste” and “untouchable” consigns the 50 million people to the gutters of society is repugnant to our thought. Their way is not ours.

Two fixed points, two steady beams of light, enable us to see our onward path into the veiled future of a distressed world. One is our fixed relationship through Great Britain with the group of British Dominions, including Great Britain itself, which make up the British Empire. The other is our firm union of friendship in mind and purpose with the United States. This unity and brotherhood that has come to join the North-American English-speaking continent is one of the few bright spots in a darkened world, one of the few great advances in the destiny of mankind for which the last 50 years can take full credit. This union of hearts does not depend on the pen and ink of treaties, on the guarantees of legislation. It has no connection with the outworn political issues of possible annexation, possible conquest, possible absorption. All that is past. Our relation with the United States is based on the intermingling of the lives of our people, on hundreds of thousands of family relationships, on the common ground of our common education, the interchange of our journals, our art, our letters. With it goes the back and forward import and export of things not to be valued by a customs appraiser; the export of theology from Nova Scotia in carload lots of college principals and city divines balanced against the import of American mining from Pittsburgh. Stronger even than Sunday theology and work-day technical knowledge is our participation in our common holidays, our Thanksgiving turkeys, the roaring stadiums and arenas that echo to our common games. For all this we need no further light nor guide but to keep on as we are, begging the politicians to keep out.

It has been said many times above and I repeat it, that in my opinion all our future must depend on the kind of future we deserve to have. The more we study political institutions the more we realize that they are entirely dependent on what we call religion, morality, righteousness. We are not necessarily thinking here of religion, in the sense in which many people use it, to mean the creed and the services of the Church, although for many, perhaps most of us, it is embodied in that outward and approachable form. And indeed for nearly all people of today the moral teachings of Christianity, — the Sermon on the Mount, the sublime ideals of duty and self-sacrifice held up in the New Testament, correspond so entirely with what they feel in their own hearts as to need no other proof.

Seen in this light all political contrivance is vain unless it is based on righteousness. Everything depends on the work of the spirit on the honesty and inspiration of the individual. Without righteousness the richer our country the more rapid our ruin. Give us men of goodwill, whose hearts are in the cause and our happiness is assured.
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IN WRITING THIS book I have endeavoured to avoid as far as possible all reference to authors and books of the immediate hour. Still more have I avoided anything like criticism of them. The reason for this is obvious enough. The purpose of the book is to help people to write and not to offer criticism of authors’ attempts to do so. Our language has come down to us with so little change since the days of Shakespeare that we have a field of three and a half centuries from which to select examples of style, illustrations of method and examples for analysis. It is only in a few aspects, such as in slang and in swearing, that our language of to-day needs discussion by itself.

A further reason for avoiding citation of living authors is found in the growing difficulties which surround literary quotation to-day. In these complicated days of movie and radio production copyrights are so jealously guarded that not even a fragment must be borrowed. There is no longer the free and careless quotation, that was once as open to all as was the old-time apple orchard to the passer-by. One can only borrow with impunity now from those whose rest can no longer be broken by it.

This book is in part the outcome of personal experience and personal sympathy. I did not personally get started writing, except for a few odd pieces, until I was forty years old. Like the milkmaid with a fortune in her face I had a fortune (at least as good as hers) in my head. Yet I spent ten weary years as an impecunious schoolmaster without ever realizing this asset. The fault, like that of Abdul the Bulbul Ameer, was ‘entirely my own.’ I had too little courage, was too sensitive. I had a little initial success with odd humorous writings in the earlier ‘nineties. I can see now that the pro- portion of success I had was exceptionally high and that the rejection of a manuscript should have meant no more than a blow of a feather. Still more did I fail in not knowing where to find material for literary work. It seemed to me that my life as a resident schoolmaster was so limited and uninteresting that there was nothing in it to write about. Later on, when I had learned how, I was able to turn back to it and write it up with great pecuniary satisfaction. But that was after I had learned how to let nothing get past me. I can write-up anything now at a hundred yards.

So for this and that reason my efforts towards humorous writings died away and I lived on in my forsaken garden. Years later I left school teaching, took up graduate study and became a lecturer in political science at McGill University. As years went I decided that if the garden of fancy was not for me, I could at least work underground. So I took my pick and shovel to the college library and in three years I came to the surface with my Elements of Political Science. This book had an outstanding, indeed an ominous, success. It was no sooner adopted as the textbook by the renovated government of China, than the anti-Manchu rebellion swept the former Empire. The Khedive of Egypt’s attempt to use it as the textbook of the Egyptian schools, was followed by the Nationalist outbreak.

But for me the writing of it had a peculiar effect. I found that again and again I wanted to put something funny into it. I was sure I could describe much better the nature of British government if I were allowed to put in a dialogue between the Keeper of the Swans and the Clerk of the Cheque, or the Master of the Blood Hounds. I refer of course to all those queer officials in England who sound like a winning hand at poker. In them really lies the essence of British Government, British character and British success.

So when the Political Science was done I tried again. I gathered up the bygone manuscripts and wrote some new ones and sent them out as Literary Lapses. After that it was all easy. I was like Artemus Ward’s weary prisoner, behind his locked door, who opened the window and got out. But meantime I was forty years old.

I say all this not for the pleasure of writing about myself, although that is considerable, but in the hope that it may be of use to other, younger, people. No matter how restricted your life is (I am speaking to them now personally) there is plenty of material in it and around you to write about. Your father, for instance, couldn’t you do something with him?... or, if not your father, then, at any rate, Uncle Joe, because everybody says he’s a regular character?...

And with that I put the book into your hands with my best wishes.

STEPHEN LEACOCK

MCGILL UNIVERSITY, MONTREAL October 1942


CHAPTER ONE. THE DESIRE TO WRITE
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WRITING MEANS THINKING — Consider, William, take a month to think — The desire to write a natural impulse like wanting to be a policeman — Inspiration versus Effort — This came to me, says the poet — learning to see and learning to say what you see — Unwritten masterpieces of non-starters.

 

THE bygone humorist Bill Nye once inserted in his column of Answers to Correspondents an enthusiastic item which read, ‘You write a splendid hand, you ought to write for the papers.’ The wilful confusion of mind as to what writing means is very funny. But the confusion is no hazier than that of many young people who ‘want to write.’ Bill Nye would have told them that the best writing is done straight from the elbow. It is the purpose of this book to show that it originates in the brain. Writing is thinking.

This confusion between writing as a form of activity and as a form of thought came down to us from the long years during which the mechanical art of writing seemed of itself scholarship. In our immediate day, very brief in comparison, the art of writing has become practically universal among the nations called civilized. If that were all that were needed, everyone might be an author. Indeed it is hard to realize for us now how very few people in past ages knew how to write. Charlemagne (742-814) who founded schools of learning in his great empire couldn’t read and write. He tried to learn but he never succeeded. He used to carry with him, so wrote a monk who was his friend and biographer, tablets and note-books, in the hope that he might find time and opportunity to learn. But it was beyond him. It seems strange to imagine his great frame (he was nearly eight feet high) bent over his copy-book as he breathed hard in his stubborn effort. It was his own inability to read that led him to found schools for others. There is something pathetic in this ambition of the greatest towards a thing now possessed by the humblest. It has the same human quality in it as when with us a millionaire, debarred from education in his own youth, founds a university and whenever he learns of something new that he doesn’t know, founds a Chair in it.

This general inability to read and write lasted for centuries after Charlemagne. Henry the First of England was called beau-clerc, the ‘fine scholar,’ presumably merely because he could read and write in Latin: he had no further title to scholarship except that he started the first menagerie: but a little went a long way in those days. The barons of the Magna Carta signed with their seals not their signatures. They couldn’t read it. Even in the England of Queen Victoria’s early reign over sixty per cent, of the young women of the working class who got married signed the marriage register with their mark. For years after that in the country part of England a ‘scholar’ meant a person who could read and write as opposed to the generality who couldn’t.

It is worth while to make this reference to the ability to write, to the mechanical art of writing and its relative rarity in bygone times, and indeed till yesterday. For to this fact is partly due the rather distorted view frequently taken as to what writing means. It is still thought of as if it meant stringing words together; whereas in reality the main part of it is ‘thinking.’ People don’t realize this. A student says ‘I want to write’; he never says ‘I want to think.’ Indeed nobody deliberately wants to think except the heroine in a problem play, who frequently gasps out ‘I must think,’ a view fully endorsed by the spectators. ‘Let me think!’ she says; indeed she probably has to go away, to the Riviera, ‘to think.’ When she comes back we learn that she is now looking for some way to ‘stop thinking’ — to prevent her from going mad.

Here and there perhaps are a few other cases of the desire to think. There is a famous statue by Rodin, a statue of a primitive man — with a massive jaw and narrow forehead — seated with his head in his hands, his gaze fixed, his face rigid with an effort toward something still beyond his primitive powers. Yet in his fixed gaze is the hope of the centuries. Rodin called his figure ‘The Thinker.’ Yet he might equally well have called him the ‘Writer,’ or even ‘The Editor’ — or no, perhaps not the Editor; he’s different.

Take another random illustration. We find in Tennyson’s works a poem dealing with the rural England of his day in which a farmer, in urging a marriage on his son, says ‘Consider, William, take a month to think.’ Tennyson’s accurate knowledge of the English countryside has been much admired. He probably timed this to a day. The advice would have been equally appropriate if William had been wanting to write.

 

All these references are made in order to stress the simple fact that writing is essentially thinking, or at least involves thinking as its first requisite. All people can think, or at least they think they think. But few people can say what they think, that is, say it with sufficient power of language to convey it to the full. Even when they have conveyed it, it may turn out to be not worth conveying. But there are some people whose thoughts are so interesting that other people are glad to hear them, or to read them. Yet even these people must learn the use of language adequate to convey their thoughts; people may sputter and gurgle in a highly interesting way but without the full equipment of acquired language their sputters won’t carry far. This, then, is what is meant by writing — to have thoughts which are of interest to other people and to put them into language which reveals the thoughts. These thoughts may come in part from native originality, in part from deliberate search and reflection. In all that concerns writing, spontaneous originality, what we call native gift, is mingled with the result of conscious effort. The threads are interwoven in the cloth, till they blend and often seem indistinguishable.

It is the affectation of many authors to lay stress on the spontaneity of their thought. ‘This came to me,’ says such a one, striking a pose, ‘came to me one day in the woods.’ Poets have always loved to compare themselves to birds, singing untaught and unrewarded. Orators persuade themselves that they speak best on the spur of the moment. The truth is otherwise. The bird spends its life in practice: the orator has agonized at home.

Now and again indeed the sheer reach of genius may attain a sudden vision beyond precise calculation. Thus Charles Dickens in recounting the origin of his most immortal creation said with a sublime simplicity, ‘Then I thought of Mr. Pickwick.’ But this is only the case where the simplicity of the genius matches the affectation of pretence. It is hard to see how anyone could have thought out Mr. Pickwick, gaiter by gaiter and spectacle by spectacle. He had to come with an illumination as sudden as flashlight: but behind the most instantaneous flashlight is an intricate chemical preparation.

It is proper to lay stress on this for those who wish to write. They are apt to be fascinated with what seems to be spontaneous. They like to think of ‘dashing things off,’ of ideas coming ‘like a flash.’ They read how Rouget de Lisle composed the Marseillaise at one sitting, words, music and all, the sitting being held on the stool in front of a little spinnet in an upstairs room in Strasbourg in April 1792. They read how Beckford wrote Vathek all at one sitting: how Bret Harte, so Mark Twain said, wrote his marvellously successful story, Thankful Blossom, all in one single upstairs session in Mark Twain’s house — interrupting it only with calls for more whisky.

Such legends multiply and colour the thought of the aspirant; all that is needed, it seems, is to be original enough and quick enough and drunk enough — and you can write anything. Beside this, plodding industry and deliberate effort seem dull stuff. In fact the notion that a thing has been produced by hard work seems to cheapen it. Take this queer illustration. All of us from our earliest childhood recall the song ‘Way Down upon the Swanee River, and have felt the peculiar yearning to get to the Swanee River and stay there: yet when the song was written there wasn’t any Swanee River in it, as its composer, Stephen Foster, had never heard of the Swanee River. ‘I want,’ he said to his friends, ‘to get hold of the name of a river with two syllables that will fit into the words “‘way down upon the-something- river.” ‘So they dug up the Swanee off a map. The knowledge of this seems to take some of the wistful yearning out of the song. It’s as if the composer of John Brown’s Body lies a-mouldering in the Grave, had got a grave and got a body and only needed John Brown.

What has been written above is not wandering from the point. It is the point itself. It is the main focus of attention, the very centre of inquiry — to what extent and in what way are effortless inspiration and uninspired effort to be combined by people animated by a desire to write?

Now this desire ‘to write’ on the part of a young person thinking of a career is altogether to be commended. It corresponds with a lot of other natural impulses, such as the desire to go fishing, or to hunt something, or to ‘make’ something, to the native human impulse towards creative effort as opposed to the acquired human submission, a thing of yesterday, to a forced activity, carried on for gain and by necessity and not for its own sake. This is what we commonly call ‘work’ and is so defined by the economists. What we call ‘creative work’ ought not to be called work at all, because it isn’t.

It is to be noted that the willingness to submit to ‘work,’ in the true sense, is an acquired capacity which the human race has taken on, with vast advantage to the mass, within the last ten thousand years or so. Some of us have not got it yet. The Portuguese East Africans have not caught on to it. Our own Red Indians would have blushed at it, and even in the higher communities, a certain number of individuals, ‘tramps,’

‘hoboes,’

‘loafers,’ still don’t see it. But the rest of us, along with the horse, the ox, the jackass and the elephant, are long since broken in to ‘work,’ to the idea of submitting to the imposition of labour by the hour, often very meaningless in itself, as a condition of living, a sort of compromise between freedom and slavery.

Now every child that is born into the world comes to it with a basis of mentality, an interpretation of life, that was fashioned so slowly and so long ago that our ten thousand years of work has nothing to do with it. The child’s economic world is a wonderful place, in which everybody is doing things because he wants to do them. The child understands that the furnace man stokes up the furnace for the glorious fun of making the red glow when the poker hits the coals. So the child decides to be a furnace man when he grows up. The child sees the policemen on the corner — helmet, baton, and buttons and all authority — directing the traffic, and decides to be a traffic policeman when he grows up. Indeed he can’t wait. In a toy helmet with a toy baton he directs traffic in the nursery, blowing his whistle and thinking, ‘Here’s the life,’... or the child wants to run a street car, or to be an elevator man. All his little invented games of play are adaptations and anticipations of ‘work.’ But he doesn’t know it: the future is veiled.

Gradually the veil is drawn aside. The child begins to understand that the furnace man is not stoking the fire for fun, that the garbage man doesn’t love garbage, and that the street car conductor doesn’t keep the money, as he does in the nursery. The poet Wordsworth has told how ‘the shades of the prison house begin to close about the growing boy.’ He is referring to the boy’s soul, gradually bruised into forgetfulness of its own immortal origin. But he might have told it also, with perhaps greater immediate pathos, in the economic sense — the fading of the bright vista of the nursery economic world, and the conversion of its glorious company into people working for money to buy food and clothes.

This conversion, though the child cannot know it, is never in reality quite complete. The human mind has a marvellous quality of adaptation. Many people, blessed with good health and conscience, grow to ‘like their job,’ begin to do it as if they did it for its own sake. The janitor of the apartment building becomes in his fancy its proprietor. The traffic policeman, in his best hours at any rate, sees himself a commanding general. So shall you find a railway time-keeper who ranks himself with the sun, or a gardener setting out tulips and absorbed to the point of being a tulip himself: a master tailor dreaming, chalk in hand, over the lines of a pair of trousers: and then in one bold sweep carrying his dream into reality.

In this way do such workers re-enter the lost kingdom of the world of the child where work and art are one. Life has its compensations.

Again, there are people who are said to ‘work,’ and spoken of as ‘working hard,’

‘working without ever taking a holiday,’

‘loving their work,’ etc., who are not really working at all. A golf player doesn’t work: a golf ‘pro’ does. A leader of industry doesn’t work; he’s playing. A scientist, a real one, doesn’t work, nor a real professor, except now and again at such tasks as correcting examination papers or attending a students’ banquet. I imagine that Thomas Edison never did a day’s work in his last fifty years.

 

The point is, therefore, that when a young man thinks out what he would like to do and to be, he reverts to the human impulse of wanting to do creative work, an activity that goes on for its own sake. Naturally many of them turn to the creative work of the arts — to be a poet, a writer, an actor, a playwright, an artist, or in our complex age, to be in ‘radio’ or in the movies. I do not think that youth is tempted specially by the high reward in money that goes with the highest measure of success in these things. As a matter of fact there is an evident measure of unfairness in the way in which the last little increment of higher talent or better luck brings an utterly disproportionate difference in pay. This aspect would on the whole repel youth, except the greedy, rather than attract it. The attraction lies in the creative character of the work itself. And of all such work that of the writer, needing no apparatus or appliance or adventitious aid other than a pencil and paper — oldest of all or at least dividing antiquity with the minstrel and the cave-picture man — may easily claim first place.

 

So then, one wants to ‘write,’ and that means to have or get ideas that are so interesting that if fully conveyed in words people will want to read them, and will even (though we must pretend to forget that) pay money to read them. So the first inquiry is, How do you set about it to get ideas? Hence arises the question whether we get ideas by looking for them or by not looking for them; that is, by happening to be looking in another direction when they come along. In other words, is what is wanted in writing patient effort and conscientious industry? Or native genius and happy chance? This doesn’t seem much of a question at first sight. But in reality it underlies all the discussion of how to write. John Stuart Mill once laid down a proposition so simple that it would require an idiot to deny it, namely that if you cultivate a piece of land more and more and better and better there comes a time when it isn’t worth while to cultivate it better still. Having laid down this obvious truth, Mill declared it the most important proposition in political economy.

So with the question of whether to write by work or inspiration. How can you be a writer by trying to be? You either are or you are not. ‘Poets,’ said the Romans, ‘are born, not made.’ So might you incline to believe till there comes the afterthought about the ‘mute inglorious Miltons’ buried in the country churchyard, or the wish that you had seized and expressed the thoughts that have sometimes come to you, as you might have if you had cultivated the power of expression.

We repeat then — do we, or let us say do authors, get ideas to write about by looking for them, or by looking in some other direction? There is no doubt that many things in life come to us by this latter process, at backrounds so to speak. Happiness is one of them. Try to buy it, either by the yard (of dress) or by the quart (of champagne) and it slips away. Motion it aside while you are busy with duty and it will be there at your elbow.

I have often been struck by the width of the application of this principle. It is not possible to be a genial man by trying to, nor a dignified man, nor any other kind of man except the kind of man you really are. Yet there is also the contrary principle of the value of conscious effort. If we try hard to be or do something not native to us, we may perhaps turn into something, or effect something, different but better. The man unsuccessfully attempting to be genial is at least pathetic and likable for his attempt.

Hence when we turn to writing and literary work we find the same contrast between unsought effect and deliberate effort. Many writers, including poets, like to think, as we have said above, that a thing ‘comes to them,’ especially to have it come to them ‘in the woods’ or ‘in the crowded mart’ or ‘in the silent hours of the night.’ It seems bigger stuff than to have to go to get it, or to have it come right after dinner. Our word ‘inspiration’ embodies and elevates this idea. No doubt there is a sense in which ideas once started seem to develop themselves, in which a story falls into its place, effortless and inevitable.

But it is also true that writers, in the mass, would never get far without a great deal of deliberate effort, of conscious pursuit of an idea, of constant practice in suiting words to thought. My own experience has been confined to two fields, both of them aside from the main body of imaginative writing. I can therefore speak from personal experience only of a limited scope. It has been my lot to write a great deal of historical and political stuff, in which imagination only figures as the paint upon the gingerbread; the art of using language to interpret and to embellish thought. It would insult a historian to ask if he got his facts out of his own head.

But in my other small field, that of humorous writing, I think I know what I am talking about. A humorous idea that becomes the basis of a talk or story, most usually starts with some small casual incongruity of fact or language that crops up in ordinary life. A mind of a certain native angle of vision will see it where others don’t, just as a hunter sees the half-hidden game that others would pass unnoticed. A mind trained by practice to expression finds means to turn such small incongruity into something broad and visible, dragging after it perhaps a sequence.

For this, it seems to me, two things are needed, the native ability and the dicipline of training. I believe that Horace had already thought of this — as of much else that I write — in saying Doctrina vim promovet insitam (Study calls out native power).

I could give innumerable examples of this native genius for vision into the incongruities of language, or incongruities of fact. Robert Benchley, for example, sits down to write on India. He begins, ‘India! what mysteries does the name not suggest?’... Ordinary people wouldn’t see that anything has happened. But Benchley notes the incongruity of our language, when we ask, ‘What does it not do?’ to mean that it does everything. Obviously there are lots of mysteries that India does not suggest, says Benchley, such as the mystery of the lost Charlie Ross.

Or take again a case from the work of the late Harry Graham. He talks of a country gentleman improving his house by putting in a billiard-room which meant throwing the smoking-room into the gun-room... many people could live beside this phrase, fast asleep. Not so Harry Graham. He sees at once the opportunity, as would no doubt any reader of these lines. But the ordinary reader might give a laugh to the phrase and yet he couldn’t carry on with it as Harry Graham does, when he proceeds to throw the gun-room into the dining-room — a necessary consequence of the first throw — and then the butler’s pantry into the scullery, and so on, till the whole place is a wreck.

So much for native ability to seize an opportunity that comes by chance. But what are we to say of the writer who sits down and struggles, even agonizes, to get something funny to write? Here we have Mr. A. A. Milne, whose native ability is at the saturation point, telling us in his autobiography of such struggles and agonies when he had to turn out his copy, week by week, for Punch. This seems very different from accident or inspiration. In reality it is just the same thing. What Mr. Milne, and lesser people, are doing in this brute effort at being funny, is to run over in mental vision scenes and people with an eye and an ear on the watch. Something half-perceived and sub-consciously recorded is there as obvious as a partridge sitting on a bough. We have only to fire with both barrels. It may not be ‘sportsmanship,’ in comparison with inspiration, but it gets the bird.

Which leads us to the conclusion that getting ideas to write is much the same mixture of effort and accident as make in general the cross threads of the web of life.

We have decided then that writing has got to be done deliberately. We can’t wait for it to come. On these terms, I claim that anybody can learn to write, just as anybody can learn to swim. Nor can anybody swim without learning how. A person can thus learn to swim up to the limits imposed by his aptitude and physique. The final result may not be worth looking at — but he can swim. So with writing. Nobody can learn to write without having learned how, either consciously or unconsciously. But it fortunately happens that what we call our education supplies to all of us the first basis for writing, the ability to read and to spell. Indeed our ordinary education even in any elementary school gives us a certain training in putting words together. Under the name of ‘composition’ we go through a harrowing set of little exercises in correcting errors in the use of English: we put poetry back into prose, and go so far as to reach up to writing a composition on ‘An Autumn Walk,’ or ‘The Fidelity of the Dog.’ This is not ‘writing’ in the sense adopted in this book, but it is as essential a preliminary to it as learning to drive a nail into a board is to carpentry.

People of exceptional native gift and ability and no schooling sometimes write, and sometimes have reached great eminence without such training. But that is because the bent of their minds was so strong in that direction that unconsciously they weighed and measured words and phrases, fascinated with the power of expression, as an artistic genius, a young Giotto, with a pictured line.

Indeed our ordinary environment of to-day gives us all an even further start. Reading, and nowadays our sight and hearing through moving pictures, introduces us to a vast world of history, of actual events, and imaginary stories. These and the little circumstances of our own life give us plenty of material for thought. If we put our thoughts into words and write them down, that is writing. There’s no more to it. It’s just as simple as that.

In other words anybody can write who has something to say and knows how to say it. Contrariwise nobody can write who has nothing to say, or nothing that he can put into words.

Now it so happens that most of us have a good deal to say, but when we try to turn it into writing it gets muddled up by all kinds of preconceived ideas of how writing should be done, or is done by other people. So much so that when we write anything down it sounds false from start to finish. Each one of us is the custodian of one first-class story, the story of his own life. Every human life is a story, is interesting if it can be conveyed. The poet Gray wrote down the ‘short and simple annals of the poor’ sleeping under the elm trees of a country churchyard with such pathos and interest that they have lasted nearly two hundred years. But the poor couldn’t have done it for themselves. Neither can we. We cannot surround the story of our life with the majestic diction and the music of Gray’s Elegy. But it is interesting, just the same, if we can tell it. Have you never noticed how at times people begin to tell you of their early life and early difficulties, and tell it utterly without affectation or effort and how interesting it is in such form. Like this:

Our farm was fifteen miles from a high school and it was too far to walk, and I didn’t see how I could manage to go, and I couldn’t have, but Uncle Al (he was the one who had gone out West) heard about it and he sent me fifty dollars and I started. I hoarded Monday to Friday and walked home Fridays after school... and so forth.

That’s the way the man talks in an unguarded moment. But set him down to write out his life and see what happens. Either he sits and chews his pen and can’t start, or he writes and writes, with the result a hopeless artificiality. The same facts are there, but dressed with a false adornment like ribbons on a beggar’s coat.

Something like this: Our farm was situated some fifteen miles from the nearest emporium of learning, to wit, a high school, a distance beyond the range of Shank’s mare, the only vehicle within reach of my, or my family’s, pecuniary resources... etc etc.

This failure happens because the man in question has been, unknowingly, taught how not to write. The necessarily somewhat artificial training of the schoolroom has led him unconsciously to think of writing as something elevated above ordinary speaking — like company manners. This knocks out at once the peculiar quality of ‘sincerity’ which is the very soul of literature. ‘Sincerity’ is the nearest word for what is meant: it implies not exactly honesty but a direct relation, a sort of inevitable relation as between the words used and the things narrated. This is the peculiar quality of many of the great writers who wrote without trying to write. Caesar wrote like this and John Bunyan, and better than all as an example is the matchless simple Greek of the New Testament as put before us by King James’s translators.... They were all with one accord in one place... and suddenly there came the sound as of a rushing mighty wind. Of again: And they said, Behold! There is a lad here that hath five barley loaves and three small fishes. But what are they among so many? And he said, Make the men sit down. And the men sat down, in number about five thousand. And there was much grass in the place.

 

Now we can see from this the difficulty so many young people find when they try to ‘practise’ writing. They are suddenly attempting to be someone else. Thus it often happens that when the conscious age of trying to write begins, young people use their correspondence with their friends as a form of practice. Ebenezer Smith, let us say, writes from Temagami camp a letter to a friend. Hitherto he has just written letters straight off, after this fashion: We got the canoes into the water about five o’clock just after the sun rose. The lake was dead calm and we paddled down to the portage in half an hour. I never saw the lake so calm. But suddenly Ebenezer becomes sophisticated and when he sits down to write, the result is such a passage as this:

A clear morning with just a faint sheen of mist before the sun kissed it away. I watched it vanish from the still surface of the lake and thought it seemed like some thin cerement, reverently drawn from the stillface of death — Oh, no, you didn’t, Ebenezer. You thought that afterwards: stick to the canoe and portage stuff. It’s more like Xenophon.

This collapse of Ebenezer Smith’s correspondence as a method of beginning to write leaves us still with the problem, how do you begin anyway? Where do you get the start and the practice?

We have just said that the ordinary education of the great mass of people, who go to school but don’t go to college, supplies them with at least a sort of elementary beginning in ‘composition,’ in the expression of thought in words. What they get is at least something: indeed it is much. But it is mainly negative. It says what not to do.

It tells them what errors to avoid. But you can’t avoid anything if you are writing nothing. You must write first and ‘avoid’ afterwards. A writer is in no danger of splitting an infinitive if he has no infinitive to split.

It might therefore be thought that in order to become a writer it is necessary to go on from school to college, and learn the ‘real stuff.’ Fortunately for the world at large this is not true. To go to college may be helpful, but it is certainly not necessary. Writing is a thing which, sooner or later, one must do for oneself, of one’s own initiative and energy. A college can help enormously but it can also hinder. Those who are debarred from the privilege of attending college may take courage. The college kills writers as well as makes them. It is true that a gifted professor can do a lot: he can show the way, can explain what are the things in literature that the world has found great, and why, in his opinion, they are so. Better still, he can communicate his own enthusiasm, and even exalt his pupils on the wings of his own conceit. More than that, the college gives companionship in study: it is hard to work alone: harder still to enjoy. Appreciation grows the more it is divided.

But as against all that, college training carries the danger of standardized judgments, of affected admiration of the pedantry of learning. Students read with one eye, or both, on the examinations, classify and memorize and annotate till they have exchanged the warm pulsation of life for the post-mortem of an inquest.

But the main point is that writing, whether done in and by college or without a college, has got to be done for and by oneself. If you want to write, start and write down your thoughts. If you haven’t any thoughts don’t write them down. But if you have, write them down, thoughts about anything, no matter what, in your own way, with no idea of selling them or being an author. Just put down your thoughts. If later on it turns out that your thoughts are interesting, and if you get enough practice to be able to set down what they really are in language that conveys them properly, the selling business comes of itself. There are many things in life, as we have said, that come to us as it were ‘at backrounds.’ Look for happiness and you find dust. Look for ‘authorship’ and you won’t find it: look for self-expression in words, for its own sake, and an editor’s cheque will rustle down from Heaven on your table. Of course you really hoped for it: but you won’t get it unless and until self-expression for its own sake breaks through.

What do you write about? You write about anything. Your great difficulty will be, as soon as you apprehend this method, that you can think things but can’t say them. Most people live and die in that state: their conversation is stuffed with smothered thought that can’t get over.

Take an example. Two people are walking out with the crowd from the roar and racket of a football game, just over. One says, ‘I don’t know that I quite believe in all that rooting stuff, eh?’ And the other answers reflectively, ‘Oh, I don’t know, I’m not so sure.’ That’s as far as they can get. What the first man means is that organized hysteria is a poor substitute for spontaneous enthusiasm: and what the other means is that after all even genuine enthusiasm unless organized, unless given the aid of regularity and system — even spontaneous enthusiasm degenerates into confusion; our life, itself artificial, compels a certain ‘organization.’ They can’t say this, but either of these two spectators would read with pleasure a well-written magazine article under such a title as Should Rooting be Rooted Out? The articles we think really good are those that express the things that we think but can’t say.

Now when people begin to write down their thoughts, some of them will find that their thoughts take the form of judgments, of opinions on things that are. Others will find that their thoughts instinctively run into fancies, that is, ideas of things that might happen, and these become stories. Stories are just new editions of what might happen to somebody based on what did happen to somebody else. Hence for many people the desire to write assumes the form of a sort of wish or instinct to write ‘stories.’ They turn with impatience from all talk of preparation, of practice, of words. All that seems artificial. The natural idea, to them, is to try to write a story and then try to sell it to a magazine: and thus by practice learn how to write and get paid for it at the same time.

That is all very well. But it is not for you or me. It is only a person of a higher determination, or of a tougher hide, than yours or mine who can pursue that path. The refusal of a first manuscript to certain sensitive natures, such as yours and mine, comes as such a crushing blow to self-confidence and self-belief that there is a danger that it may annihilate all further attempts. Charles Dickens in one of his happiest passages talks of the tears that came to his eyes when for the first time in his life he saw his accepted manuscript in print. I walked down to Westminster Hall and turned into it for half an hour, because my eyes were so dimmed with joy and pride that they could not bear the street.

But let someone else tell us of the unrecorded, the hidden tears shed over the manuscript that was not accepted, the story that came back. From one such disappointment the aspirant may recover, from a second, from a third — but not from many. Few beginners can realize how little editorial refusal of a manuscript really means. Editors are beset by all kinds of conditions and limitations as to space, as to what they have on hand already, as to the particular type of story (apart from merit) that they propose to use — or that their proprietors propose to use — as to scenes, settings, as to God knows what — things that a young aspirant towards writing would never dream of. He thinks that if his story is good, the editor must take it. He doesn’t know that the editor may have decided that they have accepted enough stories about love to last six months, that they can’t use rich widows for a year, have definitely decided never to use negro dialect, and can’t run anything more that has to do with the sea — or with the land — or with religion — till they’ve used all the sea and the land and the religion they’ve bought already. But of course no one beginning literary work has any idea of this.

Some beginners in writing, it is true, seem to have an inkling of this that gives them an indifference to rejection, or to have a hardy courage or a strength of self-belief that lets them rise superior to editorial discouragement. I have known a few such. A friend and contemporary of mine who turned out to be one of the most successful crime story writers of our day has told me that before he had a single story accepted he had written enough crime to fill all the penitentiaries. Another one of the best known and most honoured of Canadian writers says that he had enough rejection slips from editors to paper a room before he ever sold anything. But such an arduous path is not for you and me.

It is more reasonable to suppose that most beginners underestimate the difficulty of story-telling. What they write at first is not apt to be really worth a selling price. It is a pity to stake their literary future on their first efforts. Few people begin at their best, or even at their average level. The exceptions, such as Rudyard Kipling, who began at the top, with what seems effortless excellence — well, they’re exceptional.

Stories, I repeat, that are really worth while, are hard to write. Most people who aspire to be story writers think that stories depend upon incidents, upon a plot. This is not so. They depend on the telling. As to incident or plot, there are fundamentally only three of them, that so and so was born, that he fell in love and got married, that he died — with the variation that he fell in love and didn’t get married, and that he nearly died but didn’t. Stories about how a man nearly died and didn’t are called Adventure Stories, and stories about how a person got married, or didn’t, are called Love Stories. But the main thing in any story is to be able to think the character into reality, and then find the words to convey what you think. Once you can create a character, as the phrase runs (catch a character would be better), anything and everything about him is a story. Now you may feel very vividly that there’s a character to be caught, but you’ve got to catch him first. There is a waiter, let us say, in a restaurant you go to whom you feel to be a regular character. But saying that won’t make him one. You’ve got to catch and convey something about him that makes him one, and then you don’t need to tell your reader that the waiter is a character. He’ll say so first. What makes so many stories stupid and unreadable is that the writer instead of making characters, announces them. He says ‘the waiter was one of the quaintest characters whom our hero had ever looked upon.’ Was he? But we don’t see him. Or else the writer thinks to succeed by piling up an accumulation of details so that the sum total must at least come to something. But this, except to fill space against a price, is all wrong. The best descriptions are the shortest: their point is in their effective suggestion: the reader does the rest. The best lesson in this respect is to learn to admire and linger on the work of others: if it is true that Shakespeare (so he said) often found himself ‘admiring this man’s work and that man’s scope,’ there is no doubt that the process helped to make him Shakespeare.

We are still talking then of how to begin. I would like to offer as a practical suggestion the keeping of a sort of ‘commonplace book’ in which one writes all kinds of random attempts at expression. If you have just read a book, write a few words down about it. If a moving picture has deeply moved you, write down the fact and try to explain why. Cultivate an admiration of other people’s words and phrases that seem to express much, and write them down. Soon you will write your own. In a certain sense all literature begins with imitation. Divergence comes later. It is often thought that writing a diary is par excellence the most natural and effective way to begin writing. I don’t think so at all. A diary is apt to throw a person on the wrong track. It tends to be such an artificial business. What are you to put in it? All your most intimate thoughts? But most people haven’t got any, or none that they care to put on paper. The young heroines in novels spread out their diary and tell it that it is to be their dearest friend: I will put into it, my dear Diary, she says, all that I think, all that I feel, all that I don’t know. It sounds a large order. In reality it only means that this is the author’s way of writing the book, by pretending that the heroine wrote it. On the other hand, if a diary is written as a simple record of what happens, done in the writer’s own ordinary language, it is apt to be of no great value as literary practice. Example — Diary of J. Smith on vacation:

July 8. Went bass fishing: got six: July 9: didn’t go bass fishing: lake too rough: played poker: lost a dollar twenty: July 10: Bass fishing: didn’t get any.

Nor would it make it any better if J. Smith used his diary for the kind of fits of affectation described already in connection with correspondence:

July the %th. We went out to fish for bass, the lake a beautiful amethyst grey, very calm, as if stilled into expectancy. Our piscatorial efforts were rewarded by the capture of six bass, the larges of which we could easily see, without the need of scales, to represent a weight of five pounds at least, while all possessed a beauty of shimmering colour, a length of fin and a breadth of jaw characteristic of the large-mouthed black bass (ranunculus silva) at its largest.

On the whole, therefore, I think we may say good-bye to diary-making and personal correspondence as methods of beginning to write.

But let us come back for the moment and take the other alternative of the dilemma spoken of above. Suppose a would-be writer can’t begin? I really believe there are many excellent writers who have never written because they never could begin. This is especially the case of people of great sensitiveness, or of people of advanced education. Professors suffer most of all from this inhibition. Many of them carry their unwritten books to the grave. They overestimate the magnitude of the task, they overestimate the greatness of the final result. A child in a ‘prep’ school will write ‘the History of Greece’ and fetch it home finished after school. ‘He wrote a fine History of Greece the other day,’ says his fond father. Thirty years later the child, grown to be a professor, dreams of writing the History of Greece — the whole of it from the first Ionic invasion of the Aegean to the downfall of Alexandria. But he dreams. He never starts. He can’t. It’s too big. Anybody who has lived around a college knows the pathos of these unwritten books.

Moreover, quite apart from this non-start due to the appalling magnitude of the subject, there is a non-start from the mere trivial difficulty of ‘how to begin’ in the smaller sense, how to frame the opening sentence. In other words, how do you get started? The best practical advice that can be given on this subject is, don’t start: that is, don’t start anywhere in particular. Begin at the end: begin in the middle, but begin. If you like you can fool yourself by pretending that the start you make isn’t really the beginning and that you are going to write it all over again. Pretend that what you write is just a note, a fragment, a nothing. Only get started.

So let us get the book started in the next chapter.


CHAPTER TWO. THE LAWS OF GRAMMAR AND FREE SPEECH
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GOOD SOCIETY AND bad grammar — Grammar has no rights which the writer is bound to respect — Usage rules — Whose usage? — Where the McGregor sits is the head of the table. But who is McGregor? — Grammar follows, not leads — Not a prescription but a post-mortem — The tyranny of authority — The French Academy — English free speech — The revolt of the pronouns: Are these they?

Or is that them? — The massacre of the suffixes — The insurrection of the split infinitive — Outlawed words: Have you only got a tendency to write like Shakespeare wrote?

 

AS said in the chapter above, each of us has had at school a sort of preliminary training in the correct use of language. We are taught to distinguish between what is ‘good grammar’ and what is ‘bad grammar’ — a phrase which is probably itself ‘bad grammar.’ Some celebrated person in England once said, ‘I cannot conceive that the study of grammar is of the slightest use to people who have always mixed in good society.’ I forget who said it, but it was one of those things which, once said, seem to stick and to be kept alive by repetition. One may compare it with the famous utterance which Molière puts into the mouth of one of his characters: ‘People of quality know everything without having ever learned anything.’ It also suggests a certain English magazine of the late nineties of last century that was founded ‘to be written for gentlemen by gentlemen.’

But even if the study of grammar has no meaning for people who have always moved in good society, it has plenty of meaning for those of us who always haven’t, or have moved in plenty of bad as well. We can appreciate the service performed by the ‘laws of grammar’ towards the stability of language, by turning to look at what happens to language when it heads away from the law. I refer to the unrestrained language of grammarless people, exuberant in its very errors. No better example of this can be found than in the reproductions of it which the late Ring W. Lardnerused to love to weave into the dialogue of his stories. Lardner, whose relatively early death cut short a literary career in its full course, was a great humorist, and like many great humorists he found the chief source of his humour in plain truth, not in exaggeration, but in setting forth life and character exactly as it is, with just enough of unseen selection and omission to set what he selected in a high light. A part of such a method involved the reproduction of the natural speech of plain people — humorous in its contact with correct language, and with its mock dignity on a printed page.

Here, in evidence, are a couple of sentences taken from a little story of great simplicity and charm (The Golden Honeymoon), recounting the golden wedding holiday tour of an aged couple, midway between rich and poor, but a long way from wealth of language. They meet fortuitously another old couple, acquaintances of long ago. Only Ring Lardner could put so much into so little — so much of character, interesting because it is not that of one old man but of millions — of retrospect, not of two old couples but of all old couples. He does it by letting them talk, the old man as a narrator.

Reunion of old friends:

Then they came over and hunted us up and I will confess I wouldn’t of known him. Him and me is the’ same age to the month, but he seems to show it more some way.

Description of a Public Amusement Park:

In the middle they’s a big band stand and chairs for the folks to set and listen to the concerts which they give you music for all tastes, from ‘Dixie’ up to classical pieces like ‘Hearts and Flowers’ Then all around they’s places marked off for different sports and games — chess and checkers and dominoes for folks that enjoys those kind of games.

But for the full appreciation of this exquisite humour we must refer the reader to the story itself. We are only dealing here with its bearing on the use and application of rules of grammar.

One may imagine a school teacher writing up these sentences on the blackboard, with the words, ‘Correct the errors in the above sentences.’ Once corrected there would be, or shall we say ‘they’d be,’ little left for the author’s purpose.

It is clear that the writer, or speaker, of these sentences has got the grammatical forms all wrong. Here is ‘him’ used as the subject of a sentence, and ‘me’ along with it, although these forms do not belong with the nominative case, but are reversed for the objective. Here is the verb ‘is’ used in place of ‘are,’ in other words a singular form in place of a plural. Here is ‘they’ instead of ‘there’ and ‘wouldn’t of’ instead of ‘wouldn’t have,’ mistakes that arise from mixing up the sound and the spelling of similar words. Here is the phrase, ‘concerts which they give you music for all tastes’ — in which the logic of language collapses in a heap. Who gives which to what?

But let it be noted that ever so many people who use what is called cultivated speech and would not make any of the errors above, would be quite unable to talk of them as ‘cases’ and ‘numbers’ and such, having long ago forgotten what such things are, or having never understood them. This brings us back to the grammar of people in good society.

Now we can realize from the quotations above into what an exuberant overgrowth, into what a tangle of conflicting forms, living language would have grown if there had been no grammarians and logicians to clip and prune and trim it. We can understand how and why, in the days before printing set language into a mould, speech broke and disintegrated into dialects that became mutually unintelligible. The printer and the grammarian, the spelling book and the logician have all been among the servants of humanity; nor to any part of humanity more than to the British and the American nations in whose unity of language, whose mutual comprehension, lies a principal hope for world salvation. But even at that we must remember that servants must never move up from the servants’ hall to the higher table. We must realize that the rules of grammar and such formal regulations of what we may say and write rest for the most part on usage, that is, on what we actually do say, and do write.

In a certain broad sense, no doubt, the form and sequence of language is based on reason and logic, but this is only true in the general and not of necessity in the particular. An accepted form may be quite contrary to the logic of thought, and yet carry its meaning without any ambiguity. Who, except by pedantic ingenuity, could make logic of such forms as, ‘John was given a stick.’

‘This is a thing we could do with more of.’ Sometimes an illogical form is accepted in one language as correct and even commendable and in another is supposed to be a vulgar usage. ‘I have never seen nobody,’ ought logically to mean, ‘I have always been within sight of somebody.’ Instead of that it is just an emphatic form of saying ‘I have never seen anybody,’ and is bad English but excellent French and admirable Greek. For emphasis’ sake, language breaks away from tenses, substituting present forms for past, as when we say, ‘He enters, what does he see? A lifeless body on the floor’ — but we don’t mean that this is going on now. We mean that it happened in the past. The change of tense makes it vivid; it seems to happen again. Accepted usage, even admired usage, often breaks away, in the form of metaphor and hyperbole, from truth and even from consistency. We talk of people being ‘bathed in tears’ or ‘drowned in grief’ or ‘crushed with sorrow.’ Where is a man standing when he is ‘beside himself with excitement’? If a man near him has ‘one foot in the grave’ where is the other?... And if a third man is present but is ‘wrapped up in himself,’ where is he lying around? No wonder children find it hard to understand the talk of grown-up people.

Hence what we call correct grammar, correct language and recognized syntax, depends really upon usage and upon who does the using. People who start to study grammar in the formal sense, and people who try to learn to write by beginning in that way, are apt to be misled. They get the idea that there exists a set of rules which must not be broken, of forms which must, or must not, be used. They get the further idea that correct forms of language have to be logical and consistent, but in reality there is no test but that of usage. Grammar is only an analysis after the facts, a post-mortem on usage. Usage must come first and usage must rule. The only difficulty is to know, whose usage? The answer is obviously the usage of the best writers; this leads to the further difficulty of knowing who are the best writers. We find them to be the writers recognized as the best by the best people. With that we are getting dangerously near again writing done by gentlemen for gentlemen. The search for a final authority thus becomes as difficult as the search for a first cause in physics.

Various nations, or rather, the ‘people of quality’ of various nations, have often tried to establish a fixed authority as to what should be correct language and approved literature. One thinks of the famous example of the French Academy, a royal institution founded under the fostering care of Cardinal Richelieu. Its forty members were supposed to be the chief literary men of France, its judgment in criticism final and its ‘Dictionary’ the guardian of the French language against perversion or deterioration. It took sixty years to produce its first dictionary (1694). The Academy, as organized, perished in the French Revolution, but came to life again (1796) and lived (till 1940) as the language and literature section of the Institute of France, to which its name was commonly transferred.

For the English language the people of Britain and America have not and never had any such constituted authority as the French Academy. We have as our standards various dictionaries of high repute, from the lexicon of Dr. Johnson down. We have the standard called the King’s English, though no one knows where to find it; such centres of authority as Harvard or Oxford; and a whole library of text books. But none of these things have the authority of the French Academy. These are not sovereigns; these are umpires. An umpire doesn’t make the rules.

One can realize what is apt to happen as the result of setting up authoritative standards by recalling what happened in France. Literature under academic control began to comform to set patterns. The drama, for instance, had to follow the noble lead given to it by Racine and Corneille. It had to remain ‘elevated.’ It must deal with noble and distinguished characters, such as Achilles, Iphigenia and Beelzebub. Its scene must be a court or a palace or a temple; its language the stately periods of classical metre — sonorous, regular, each thought complete within its allotted space.

Now noble subjects are noble subjects and regularity is pleasing and symmetry is symmetrical. But even of a good thing there can be too much. Uniformity gets wearisome. The ornaments become fetters, the symmetry that of a prison wall. Hence presently came the great revolt in France against the classical drama. There was the terrific excitement, almost a free fight, over the production of Victor Hugo’s Hernani (1830). Here was a play which abandoned Achilles and Beelzebub in favour of a Spanish bandit, and which defied all the laws of metre by actually running the sense over from one fine till the next. By the time the excitement had died down French literature had broken out of its academic prison and was loose on the streets.

Even earlier in the same epoch Walter Scott had discovered that if you were writing in English you needn’t write about Julius Caesar or Desdemona, provided you had a Highland chieftain and a girl in a tartan. Then presently Charles Dickens found that even if you had only a gin-shop and a debtors’ prison you could find literature in it somewhere.

Thus did literature emancipate itself from authority and fixed models, still preserving a real or pretended reverence for the higher models of Greece.

It is proper to remind ourselves at this point of the bearing of this discussion of authority on the question of how to write. It bears thus. Every young writer must decide for himself whether he is trying to walk in old paths or find new ones, to cultivate the style of the recognized writers or to manufacture a style for himself. Obviously there are difficulties both ways. Too much imitation is like a monkey at a looking-glass. But innovation for innovation’s sake is like a monkey without a looking-glass. In other words it is just silly. Witness the great quantities of ‘free verse,’ written anyhow and anyway, just to be different, and succeeding in being as ‘free’ as the dancing fancy of a lunatic. Novelty is not in itself merit. A new word may be a very poor word, taking the place of a better one.

Yet on the other hand mere imitation and repetition falls asleep. China folded its hands and fell asleep over its primitive books thousands of years ago till the very sleep made the books sacred. It is possible perhaps that we have fallen asleep over Greek and Latin; that we are dozing off over the long, rolling sentences of the Gibbons and the Macaulays, as resonant as the sound of the sea; that our rules of grammar are gradually setting like cement. If so, the first thing for a writer is to wake up, to break loose from authority and convention.

It is doubtful then whether the attempt at authoritative control is of real benefit to national language and literature. In the history of letters as in the history of political development there is the same age-long struggle between liberty and despotism, or, as others see it, between licence and order. The attempt to lay down rules of grammar, canons of taste, laws of the paragraph will provoke rebellion as surely as a decree of the Star Chamber or the provisions of the Stamp Act. The man who first splits an infinitive is as bold a rebel as the man who cracks a skull. The abolition of English suffixes was as great a triumph as the abolition of English serfdom. The levelling out of our English plurals into s was as glorious an advance as the overthrow of the strong verb (... sang... swam... ran...) by the weak, the ones with the past tense in -ed, such as, I skidded, instead of I scud, which now hold almost the whole field and apply to all the new additions. In our own day we have witnessed, or are witnessing, the final suppression of the subjunctive, and the confused revolt of the pronouns.

Even at that there still remains for each of us the question how much of the change is good, how much is bad. Where does change become mere senseless destruction? Each of us in accepting changes of grammar will be inclined to go a little beyond what was current in his youth, and then pause just as the youthful radical slowly passes into the elderly conservative. For the individual, innovation runs out. Personally I find that I strongly object to such changes as the use of ‘due’ instead of ‘owing,’ a thing unknown in my youth. I objected, but have long since forgotten it, to the use of the vocative ‘Oh,’ in calling out to anybody ‘Oh, Bill, ‘Oh, Jim,’ instead of the simple if sudden call of ‘Bill!’ or ‘Jim!’ as current in England in my childhood.

But all such decisions about changes to be accepted or refused stand on a different ground from the rooted objections of grammarians to any change at all, the attempt to set up a formal authority, to prevent language from degenerating. The real source of this attitude was the belief so widely held by scholars until our own day that modern languages were degenerating, in fact that they had steadily degenerated from the stately classical languages; that French and Spanish were broken-down languages; a sort of wreckage still constantly tending to disintegrate, and English a sort of peasant dialect that never had the early advantage of a Latin origin, but had come up by being blended with French and by being buttressed by Latin, like a workhouse boy steadily improved by Sunday school until almost fit to associate with the quality.

The truth is all the other way. It is of course an act of literary heresy to say it, but there is to my mind no doubt about the superiority of the English language over any and every ancient tongue. Language undergoes progress. Scholars, we know, can still go into ecstasies over Greek, the more so as they have their ecstasies to themselves. They show us the subtlety of Greek in its having not two numbers, singular and plural, but three — singular, dual and plural. The dual means two people. ‘I love,’ is singular; ‘we love,’ is plural; but ‘we two love’ is dual — as snug for lovers as love itself. Yet to me the distinction merely suggests the uncertain counting of a hen, or the primitive races who count, ‘one, two, three — a whole lot,’ and let it go at that.

Yet it is only fair to remember that people of such wide reading and such marvellous command of language as Macaulay have acknowledged, indeed have taken for granted, the superiority of Greek. Macaulay can find no higher praise for our language than to say that it is ‘inferior to the tongue of Greece alone.’

In such a matter there is, also, no tribunal or court of reference. Very few people now study Greek; fewer still succeed in learning it. The few who claim to know Greek literature in Greek hug their knowledge to their hearts like a child with a rag doll; thus does each of us with such poor things as are our own. So there is no one to tell the world that language has vastly improved in the last two thousand years. Scholars could weep over the intrusion of the preposition to obliterate the Latin ablative case, over the intrusion of auxiliary verbs, in reality as handy as the adjustable parts of an up-to-date machine. Greek often said in one word what we say in four. But so does Zulu.

The elaborate forms and suffixes for cases, numbers, moods and tenses in Greek and Latin are primitive and clumsy. You will find them, or similar things, in the Bantu or the Objibway or any primitive speech. As beside our easy and flexible system of indicating the connection of things by means of prepositions as connecting words, they are nowhere. Even a person quite unacquainted with philology and language study will understand what is meant if he will permit a simple example. In English we still have a few surviving broken off forms that can be tacked on anywhere just like a Latin or a Zulu suffix. We can use the ‘wards’ in ‘homewards,’

‘landwards,’

‘seawards,’ etc., or in a new combination, let us say, ‘Town-wards,’ and find it intelligible. We can say, he went ‘London-wards’ or ‘Kent-wards,’ or ‘shore-wards.’ Still more alive is the suffix ‘less’ — He came into the room, hatless, coatless, breathless, almost pantless. We could turn the suffix ‘less’ — if we wanted to set the clock backwards and ‘go Latin’ (or go Zulu) — into a case and call it the ‘Separative Case’ Grammarians would then talk of the subtlety of the Separative Case as used to show that the thing indicated is not there, such as pantless — having no pants. But why such a word is superior to without any pants it is hard to see.

So much then for the idea that the breaking and shifting of English in the past was a form of degeneration. It was progress, and if we recognize this fact it means that we need not seek in ancient languages models for our own. A thing is not correct because it is classical. A rule is not binding because it bound Julius Caesar. The question then is, where are we to look for guidance as to correct English?

Any student looking into a technical book on errors in the use of English will be apt to find himself badly perplexed. There seems to be a standing contrast between the forms of speech which we commonly use and the forms required by the rules of grammar. This is especially so in the case of our pronouns. If anybody calls out ‘Who is there?’ Most of us would answer ‘Mel’ or ‘It’s me!’ The rule demands T,’ on the ground that this is a nominative case after a copulative (or coupling) verb. But the French language forgot about this copulative verb centuries ago and all French people say ‘C’est moi.’ This grammatical point was made a focus of fun in the once favourite comedy, Id on parle français (the shop sign for ‘French spoken here).’ A customer entering the shop asks ‘Qui est la personne ici qui parle français?’ The young man behind the counter bows deeply and answers ‘Je.’ The audience give him a laugh, but the English grammarian would give him a medal.

Suppose anybody said to you, ‘Have you seen my scissors anywhere about?’ and you pointed to a pair of scissors on a table, would you say ‘Are these they?’ and would the person say ‘Yes, thank you, those are they’? Surely not. ‘That’s them,’ is as familiar and honest as it is incorrect under the rule.

The truth is that our English pronouns are a disorderly and drunken lot. We no sooner straighten them up on one side than they fall over on the other. Take the case of the widespread, and still spreading, tendency to use I instead of me. ‘He gave a present to Mary and I.’

‘He came over to see Sis and I.’ This ‘error,’ if it is one, may have existed for ever so long, but of late years it has spread like a weed in a neglected garden. I think the explanation is very simple. People were taught at school that they mustn’t say, as they were inclined to say in their home talk, ‘Me and Mary went to the village.’ They must put Mary first for politeness’ sake, and put I for me for grammar’s sake. ‘Mary and I went to the village.’ It sounded affected but they knew it was correct. The lesson was learned too well. People lost track of what they learned at school about the subject of a verb and the object of a verb, me being the form for the object, and lumped the phrase Mary and I together as high-class English, subject, object or anything. It is not really a case of a weed of error in a neglected garden. It is a grammatical plant gone wrong from over-watering.

The difficulties of our pronouns drive some modest people to try to get out of using them at all. Compare the case of those who avoid me and Mary and Mary and I by saying ‘Mrs. J. and self... Or observe the queer use of ‘one’ as a substitute for ‘I,’ much in vogue among English people, in such sentences as: Of course one finds oneself very much at home in Canada. One sees so many things that one has always been used to, etc.... I don’t know whether this is modesty or affectation. The trouble is that it is very hard to find the answering dialogue to fit it. Are you to say, Would one like a cigar or does one prefer cigarettes?

The same pronoun one is used in British journalism, not in ours in North America, as a fitting form for the use of interviewers, reporters, writing up an occasion or a person, and, as it were, remaining themselves in a sort of mist of obscurity or anonymity.

One entered the great man’s room. One felt oneself at once in the presence of a man of exception. Here was one whom one felt was born to command, etc....

This form may be dictated by self-effacement. But I see little to recommend it. The Japanese ‘humble worm’ is better.

But the difficulties connected with the use of pronouns are only one case of what has been called the ‘common perplexities’ of our everyday language. As with the pronouns, many of these perplexities resolve themselves on examination into a struggle between pedantry and common sense. If ‘pedantry’ is too harsh a word let us call it orthodoxy.

Consider such so-called errors as ‘Have you got any money?’

‘We haven’t got the time!’

‘What have you got?’ Authority tries to cast out the word got from such sentences as a policeman turns out a loafer; but in vain; its friends bring it back and insist on keeping it. ‘Don’t you see,’ says the pedant, ‘that all you need say is “Have you any money?”’The word got isn’t necessary, or, if you like a longer word for it, it is ‘pleonastic.’ Whereon the pedant warms to his task with a whole section on pleonasm and tautology (Greek for too much and the same thing over again). After which people go on using got, because they haven’t got any faith in the rule.

The people are in this case, I think, quite right. It is true that the verb have possesses a full meaning of its own in the sense of possess or hold.

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

But a thousand years ago, in English as in French, it also acquired a weaker use as an auxiliary, meaning an assistant word. Thus in Latin, as the language ‘broke down into French, instead of saying I killed him, they could say I have him killed. This marked off a new tense with gradations of meaning not indicated before. We can appreciate these gradations by considering the difference between ‘I have him licked’ and ‘I have licked him.’

But in language as elsewhere one can’t be master and servant both. In proportion as have served for an auxiliary it lost force as an independent unit. It needed support itself. Hence it drew to it the word ‘got’ and kept it in a pleonastic partnership. ‘I have got some money’ meant at first ‘obtained some money’ and then simply, ‘I have some money.’ Note again the shading that lies between ‘Have you got your money?’ and ‘Have you got your railway ticket?’ This latter query could mean purchased or obtained, and so it stands even more easily, half on its own feet, half leaning.

The conclusion is that in many expressions the addition of got lends force or emphasis. Common sense justifies it.

To take another example. All the text books warn us that the word ‘like’ must not be used as a conjunction. We are allowed to say, ‘He is like his father,’ but we must not say ‘He talks like his father talks.’ We are not to say, ‘I wish I could play the ukulele like John does.’ We are to say ‘I wish I could play the ukulele as John does.’ Either that or not wish at all — and don’t play the ukulele. If we insist on doing so we must find some different way of expressing the same thing. Thus in the first illustration above we would be told, ‘He talks as his father talks’ would not sound complete and that it would be better to use some such phrase as, ‘His manner of talking is similar to that usual with his father.’ This everlasting desire to ‘recast’ things for the sake of grammatical rule reminds me of the quaint attitude towards the French language adopted by one of my Upper Canada College pupils of fifty years ago. He appeared deeply impressed with the feebleness of French speech. ‘How do you say in French’ I asked him, ‘Give me some bread?’

‘You can’t say it,’ he answered, ‘You have to say something else.’

So with the grammarians and such terms as like as a conjunction; you have to say something else. Yet as a matter of fact most people, and even grammarians on a vacation, use like in this way all the time. So do the best authors, at least the ones with the keenest sense of what words mean as apart from rules as to what they ought to mean. Here is Charles Pickens writing to his friend John Forster (Jan. 7, 1841) in regard to the death (at his own hands, or rather at his own pen) of his Little Nell— ‘Nobody will miss her like I shall.’ If you had told Dickens that he ought to write, ‘Nobody will miss her as I shall,’ he would have objected at once, would have said that it wasn’t strong enough.

The reason is not far to seek. Like is a living word, with a meaning in it. As is a dead word, a mere convention, a symbol. Once, no doubt, as was a living word — no doubt one could find a meaning for it in an Anglo-Saxon dictionary, but not for us. But like is not only alive, but is a word that has carried down with it through the centuries an intensity of significance. It means originally ‘a corpse,’ it still does in German (Leichnam). The little gate with a roof in front of English country churches is called a lych gate (corpse gate). There rested the corpse, waiting for the clergyman. To realize how ‘corpse’ turned to ‘like’ consider such phrases as the dead image of a person. This is the dead image of John. This is John’s like. This is like John.

No wonder then that people instinctively use such a phrase, such as ‘to write like Shakespeare does.’ They can feel the comparison in the word.

One of the latest victims to fall into disrepute with the rule-makers is the word only. We are told that we must not say, I only had ten cents. We are told that only must stand before the particular word or phrase which it numerically qualifies. Washington had only three thousand men.... The laundry comes only on Friday. But as a matter of fact ordinary people are apt to distribute only much more freely. In many cases indeed the varying position of the only marks a varying shade of sense which the speaker, or writer, instinctively feels. At times it falsifies the true meaning to put only in what looks at first sight its qualifying place. Compare: This is a tale only told to children and This is a tale told only to children. In the first case told-to-children becomes one solidified idea and the arrangement has more meaning. Compare again: This out of the way village is only explored by snow-shoe clubs. Here it would be quite wrong to put is explored only by snow-shoe clubs. In reality it is not explored at all. The point of the sentence is the arrangement, meaning that snow- shoe-clubs come upon it as explorers might come upon something.

Similarly a great deal of over-sweeping condemnation is directed against the so-called split infinitive, meaning the insertion of words in between to and the infinitive verb with which it is associated. Thus Hamlet might have said, ‘To be or to not be,’ but he had evidently taken first-year English at the Court of Denmark and said, ‘to be or not to be.’ But in and of itself there is nothing erroneous or ill-sounding or illogical about a split infinitive. Many of our actual verbs are in themselves split infinitives, as when we say ‘to undertake’ and ‘to overthrow.’ In daily speech people split infinitives as readily as they split profits. Many of us who write books are quite willing to split an infinitive or to half split it or quite split it according to effect. We might even be willing to sometimes so completely, in order to gain a particular effect, split the infinitive as to practically but quite consciously run the risk of leaving the to as far behind as the lost caboose of a broken freight train. All we need admit is that many split infinitives are clumsy and purposeless and need bandaging.

But taking things all in all the student who wishes to write need pay but little attention to the question of grammar. Such rules mainly consist in telling us what not to say. No writer can get far on that. Eloquent silence is not literature.

Far different is the matter of the choice of words and of the construction of sentences. A first requisite and a constant aid to good writing is the cultivation of a feeling towards the words we use, an appreciation of their significance, of the distinctions of their meanings and of the peculiar colour, the shades of meaning, that surround so many of them. This last is the most important of all.


CHAPTER THREE. THE MYSTERY AND MAGIC OF WORDS
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THE SUPERIORITY OF English to all dead, half-dead and living languages — Its troubled history — The Saxon base and the lawyers laid over it — Saxon for simplicity, for home and hearth and love in the gloaming — Norman French for cuisine and chivalry — Church Eatin for saints and the devil — book Eatin for the printer’s devil — Greek for metaphysics — The world’s tribute of words: Dutch yachts, China tea and Moslem muslin — All elements still active, as when a lounge-lizard speaks over the telephone to a piece of calico.

 

OUR English is a beautiful language. It is as far superior to the other languages as those who speak it, British and American, are to other peoples. It has had a long and troubled history. Those who spoke it in its earlier form were overwhelmed by foreigners; their language was submerged but survived. It had thus all the advantages of early adversity. The French say that one must suffer in order to be beautiful, and this may be applied to languages. English, after foreign mishandling of its elaborate suffixes and its clumsy forms, emerged into the beauty of its present simplicity.

Everybody knows something of the origins of English, and there are admirable manuals available for its study. We need here only refer to it in outline. Our language in its earliest form, as spoken by Angles and Saxons, was a part of the great Aryan or Indo-European speech that swept slowly across Europe in the centuries before our written history begins. As it moved it broke and disintegrated into many varieties, nor did the division of language necessarily keep on corresponding with race in the physical sense. Language was often superimposed on a conquered people or acquired by an alien one. The notion that the language of Europe corresponded to physical races is as old as the German philologist, Max Muller, and as forgotten. We might as well infer from the talk of negroes that they are a black branch of the Anglo-Saxons. Thus the Normans were Norsemen who acquired French in Normandy and Italian in Lombardy. A fringe of Western European people were not even Aryan at all. Certain broken fragments, languages like the Basque, remain to prove it.

It used to be the general understanding that the Angles and Saxons invaded England under Hengist and Horsa in A.D. 449. But modern scholarship is now inclined to class Hengist with Romulus and Remus, and Damon and Pythias, as types, not men. But at any rate the Angles and Saxons came. The Romans had already left. The Britons were driven westward and northward in an unending war of centuries. There was no amalgamation of languages. The Angles and Saxons took over here and there words left by the Romans. Some of these were names for things they didn’t have at home, such as street and camp and Ivine. Others were place- names, many of which became so battered in the course of centuries that the original Latin can no longer be recognized on the surface. Eboracum turned to Eborcum, Borcum, Bore, York. After the conversion of the Anglo-Saxons to Christianity, priests from Rome brought in the Latin that went with the service of the Church — minister and angel and the devil. The Britons kept their own language which the Saxons called Welsh (it means foreign), and still to-day the Welsh with true British persistency go on talking British. But the Gaelic group of languages that occupied our islands before the Saxons (Welsh, Cornish, Gaelic, Erse) have had hardly any influence on English and what they have had has been only the addition of single words but not in structure. Whisky is their leading contribution to our speech.

The partial conquest of England by the Danes and the occupation of the North had a more real effect on the language by blending it with a cognate tongue. The blend was a peculiar one. The languages were so closely alike that Danish words, even pronouns, could slip into English on their merits. They, their and them are Danish. So, too, very many common words, elementary words such as sky and skull and wing, etc. Strangely enough the verb die is Danish. The Saxons couldn’t die in three letters, so the snappy Danish word beat out the Saxon which degenerated into our starve. The Danes spread over the country (they ruled two-thirds of it) a lot of place-names, ending in by (Whitby) and dale and thorpe, etc. The greatest change came from the Norman Conquest. Even before 1066 the court of the Saxon King, Edward the Confessor, was filled with Frenchmen, and French was acquiring its peculiar status as a polite language which it still kept in the Victorian drawing-rooms and the diplomatic intercourse of yesterday. It is odd how long English carried the opprobium of its lowly origin and French the affectation of its excellence.

There were about two million English in England in 1066. Not enough Normans ever came over to teach them French. Nor did the Normans want to, nor contrariwise. French was the language of the court not the castle, Latin of the Church and the government, English of the people. For obvious reasons the situation gradually changed; of necessity and by force of numbers and circumstance the English language worked its way up. No one, so far as I know, has ever traced in full the vanishing of French. It seems settled that for nearly 200 years it kept its isolated superiority. But its hold was shaken by the tyranny of King John, which jumbled the people together, and utterly lost by the long wars (the Hundred Years War) with France (1338-1453). It is understood that by 1350 all people whose children enjoyed the benefit of school teaching wanted their children taught in English. Then came men of genius — a genius for language — such as notably Geoffrey Chaucer (1340-1400), and showed how English could be cultivated and elevated and refashioned into a wonderful medium of writing. A little later the Tudor and Elizabethan writers carried the process further, until we reach the plays of Shakespeare and the English of King James’s Bible — an English practically our own.

But English when it thus came back was, like Dido’s husband when a ghost, greatly changed from its former self. Its elaborate old endings and suffixes were all gone or going. Very few have survived. An anglo-Saxon primer shows us nouns with separate endings for separate cases, numbers and genders as in German to-day. Not only did the noun carry a string of needless variations, but the articles and the adjectives shared them. In English we say ‘the good, old red wine’ and that’s the whole of it. But in Anglo-Saxon, as in German to-day, they had half a dozen ways of saying it. They named it in the nominative and drank it in the accusative, joined it up with suffixes that coupled it up like a train of box cars. The sheer waste of human effort involved can only be compared to the still more appalling waste of our English spelling, and would be about as hard to terminate — that is, nominally very simple, practically just about impossible. If the Germans have the good luck to be as completely conquered as the Saxons were they may have their language improved for them in the same way as with Saxon English.

For the conquerors who presently took over English speech never learned to distinguish its elaborate suffixes except a few of the simple ones. To them good, old red wine was good, old red wine. There were a few outstanding survivals, such as our use of’s for a possessive case — John’s hat. Even that can be replaced by ‘of’ — the reign of John. There is also the use of s or es to indicate the plural to which practically all English words are now assimilated. There survive a few old plurals in n — oxen, children — some of them almost vanished — hosen, shoon — or plurals from the old Anglo-Saxon made by changing the vowels in the word as when mouse becomes mice, or with both the vowel change and the final n, as in kine and brethren. Gone also, and this a specially good riddance, are the confused primitive genders that persist in French and German and most European languages whereby a whole mass of inanimate things are male and female, with masculine and feminine adjectives to ‘agree’ with them. In French a bicycle is she, in German a girl is it; in some European languages (French) an army is she, in others it, and in others he. All this useless muddle of meaningless form comes down to us as a survival of primitive thought which animated all things, saw a spirit in fire and a demon in smoke.

These gender forms broke down in the re-making of Saxon into English and left us with no other distinction than that of male and female, animate or lifeless — he, she and it, with the plurals all lumped as they. The use of the neuter it spreads commonly over all the animate world of plants, and at will over animals — a horse is he or it.

An odd anomaly exists in modern English whereby we talk of all ships and vessels as she. This is not a legacy of Saxon or Danish times. It is easy to see that it connects with the idea of a vessel as a thing of life and movement. But even at that, why not he? How strange it would seem to English people, how natural to French people, to search the horizon for an approaching ship, and say, ‘I see him, there he is.’ This feminine gender for ships spread with the machine age to all kinds of engines and machines. A locomotive is ‘she’ to her engineer. Even a lawnmower is she to the mechanic who ‘oils her up good.’

Fancy may renew and poetry may revive the gender forms, as when the violet droops her head, or the sun shoots his angry beams. But this is only in connection with the make-believe of personification, and adds a power to English not known to a language like French where the violet is always she even when sold in a bunch, and the sun is always he, whether angry or astronomical.

Casting out its worn-out and valueless suffixes the English language developed in their stead an extensive use of prepositions to indicate relations between things. These also came to be used to modify the meaning of a verb, in such a way that a simple root from take or do or break could enter into a large number of combinations with varying shades of meaning. Think of all that we can do with break by combining it with prepositions used in this adverbial way. Thieves break in. Fire breaks out. A. meeting breaks up when a speaker breaks down and has to break off. All languages possess this faculty in some degree, but English is pre-eminent.

This great development came to us by the mingling of Norman French with English, or rather by submerging Norman French into the plastic base of English that lay below it. But the process was carried further when the revival of learning brought a new infusion of Latin, and presently of Greek forms, into the English language, quite apart from a Latin element that had been brought by the Church, or had come indirectly with the French language and the forms of law. A countless number of words, those of a rounded dignity and evenness of syllables, were thus dragged over bodily from the Latin, like the prisoners in the children’s game of prisoners’ base — as when we indicate subordinate positions for extinct animals — their number is legion. With them, with more inertia, as if reluctantly, came the Greek forms, or Greek that had passed through Latin, when a philanthropic philosopher apologises for megalomania.

This means that our English language has several layers of words like buried geological strata. Deep down are the good old Anglo-Saxon words for the simple objects, the first things, the plain sights and sounds of life — father, mother and children, house and home and hearth, the dawn, the day, the dusk, the night, the end. In any example of beautiful and simple language, poetry or prose, that deals with beautiful and simple things these old root words of English will be found to predominate.

 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way...

A little slumber, a little sleep, a little 

Folding of the hands to sleep....

 

But deep down in this layer lie also certain old Norman French words, like curfew itself (cover-fire), so early in the language, so long embedded in it and so rounded to its form that they are almost part of it. Here belong a lot of Norman French terms, like pork and mutton and beef and venison, that carry down the stamp of the conquest; the good things eaten and used by the masters appear in the French tongue of the cuisine. The animals killed for it keep the Saxon barn-yard and forest names — sheep and ox and deer. The Norman touch is sauce and jelly and the feast. Plain breakfast, to stave off hunger, is Saxon.

Next above these are a lot of French terms that recall the days of castles and tournaments and chivalry, of heralds and tapestry, such as these words themselves. Many of these were never really at home, never passed into the English language, and survive only in the uses of the Heralds College, or poetry that at times uses them as embellishment — words like joust and gules. Above this came the full ponderous weight of the imported book Latin, continually deposited like a stratum of iron ore lying over what was once flowers. With that is intermingled here and there the still heavier metal of Greek as taken over by the Renaissance scholars and divines. It is amazing to what an extent this infiltration of Latin and Greek terms in one form and another had made English not merely a new language but in a sense a double language, retaining the old forms beside the new. By the time of the Reformation it was possible to write whole sentences of learned English without an English word; to say, for example, Pontifical prelates fulminate anathemas denouncing heretical doctrines. This has come a long way from Holy men chide wicked words.

With such changes we reach the full beauty of the English of the Elizabethans and of the Stuart time. The English of Shakespeare blends the Saxon and the classical forms, the Saxon for mystic and picturesque effect, the classical for greater exactitude. Hamlet’s soliloquy shows the balance in the forms as below, with classical words shown in italics:

 

To be, or not to be: that is the question:

Whether ‘t is nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them?...

.. To die, to sleep; 

To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

.. there’s the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life; 

 

Nor does the development of our language, at least on the side of its vocabulary, end at this point of our history. The expansion of British commerce and settlement overseas brought with it a wealth of foreign terms that were picked up and assimilated all round the globe; here is tea (it should be tay) from China, coffee (it means the drink) from Arabia, muslin from the Moslem countries and macaroni from Italy. The North American Indians contributed moccasins and tomahawks. Mexico sent over tomatoes and chocolate. Our words are drawn from all over the world. A hussar in mufti in a harem in a jungle eating paprika with a dervish is covering about three million square miles.

A further expansion of the language was made possible by the growth of popular literature, the popular press and the novel. Rural dialect and metropolitan speech were stirred and mingled. There was a fermentation from below, the speech of Mrs. Gamp and Mr. Weller sending out its challenge to Oxford. Slang and jargon moved up into respectability, while in America slang has represented something like a rebirth of language or at least a revival of its vital principle. Yet at the same time the progress of modern science and medicine and their perpetual demand for Greek to name things yet unnamed, serve as a steadying influence, a connecting link with the past, a brake or the wheels of change. This is seen every time that a lounge-lizard uses a telephone.

There can be no doubt that the English language thus developed has attained a width and wealth of vocabulary, a power of expression superior to those of any other language old or new. Anyone who would write English should cultivate an appreciation amounting almost to affection for its wonderful vocabulary. Children are often set to write exercises in words of one syllable. It would be an excellent thing to set authors to do the same. They would learn to appreciate afresh the wonderful range of our language, its wealth of synonyms that enables us to set aside many of our oldest words as too good for daily use.

 

The appreciation of words is one thing. Over-appreciation is another. Just as Negroes are said to be fond of big words for their own sake (How do y o’ symptoms seem to segastulate?), so there have always been people overfascinated with the art of words. This has always led to fantastic over-fine writing and speech, to the use of words for words’ sake, to roundabout ways of expressing a straight idea. One recalls historically the affectations current in Molière’s day in French aristocratic circles whose speech is satirized in the play Les Précieuses Ridicules, where would- be fashionable ladies, not wishing to call a chair by such a plain name as a chair, call it a Commodity for conversation. In all ages pompous people use a pompous language, half- educated people an over-educated speech, and people of small intellect run to words a size too large. The search for novelty joins with the vanity of self-expression to produce new and worthless forms.

Now this was never more true than it is to-day. It happens that we need a lot of new words because we live among a lot of new things. Aviators zip and zoom and nose-dive in and out of hangars and over aerodromes, hank and stall and tail-spin, till language can hardly keep up with them or fall so fast. These words for the most part are so new and so different that there is no quarrel with them. But the motor-car, which is after all only a first cousin to a house, now presumes to take old words and squeezes them into new ones. Has a garage man the right to offer to service you — as a valet once served you? The march of invention, the processes of crime and pursuit, the devastation of war, overwhelm us in a rush of new words... barrages, smoke-screen, camouflage... so that even the first world-war is antiquated, and we must have to-day umbrellas of fire, pill boxes of defence and the huge word maginot, huge in significance, stranded in the language like a dead whale to indicate a degree of ineptitude never named before.

Nor was there ever a time of greater facility in making new words. We can still fall back on the old-time process of using old Greek as new English. The process that gave the nineteenth century the telegraph, the telephone and the gramophone is still alive in the twentieth. But more than this we have kept alive, indeed more alive than ever, the power to make new compounds — die-hards, hold-ups, work-outs, etc. It is especially in America that this renewed vitality of language is apparent. Indeed we seem to prefer on this continent new, expressive compounds that convey a physical image to words whose earlier colour has faded. A robber is a gun-man and a failure is a wash-out. All this is very well, but the danger is that we are apt to be huddled forward into all sorts of new expressions of no particular value and merely representing a second name for something well named already. Why should we use motivate when we have actuate already? If Mr. Smith, who is reported in the day’s news as having beaten up his wife, is actuated by jealousy why not say so instead of motivating him? A great many of our new verbalisms are due to the present-day passion for all that goes under the name of psychology, presenting a glimpse, as it were, into the inner relations of this. Hence such words as prospect to replace the older customer and client, and the awful word contact which replaces good old phrases, such as to get hold of or get in touch with. These two were really excellent. If you get hold of a man — by a button — you have him at your disposal for conversation. To contact him sounds like sniffing around him. But contact has just that physiological over-sharpness about it which seems to appeal. Hence an up-to-date business firm would not instruct a representative in old-fashioned terms to go and see Mr. Jones. That’s not done. You must approach Mr. Jones, then contact him, then try out his reaction — and then you give him a cigar and he says ‘yes,’ just as he would have anyway. Modern business and modern advertising throws forward a whole barrage of language in its advance.

Nor is it only business that gets verbose. Official business, in a day when official bodies have multiplied ten-fold, runs to ‘official’ language, meaning language that says a simple thing in complex form for the sake of imagined dignity. The London Times, discussing not long ago this tendency, quotes as authentic a superb example of this ‘ribbon writing.’ A British diplomatic document tried to express the idea that all the people present at a conference strongly favoured international peace. It did so in the following terms:

‘The unity of view of the participants in the conversations has been established regarding the exceptional importance at the present time of an all-embracing collective organisation of security on the basis of the indivisibility of peace.’

The text is quoted by Mr. A. P. Herbert (What a Word, 1935), who has devoted all the power of his outstanding humour and satire to denunciation of this ‘jungle’ English. Among other phrases culled by Mr. Herbert from magazines, journals of good standing, we find... ‘In motoring the personal factor of the driver plays a preponderating part.” The old bad English for this used to be, ‘the driver is what counts.’ Burns could have greatly improved on his ‘a man’s a man for a’ that,’ if he had known enough to write. ‘The preponderating part of a man is the man’s own preponderation.’

Here is another example. Are we quite sure, asks a modern review, whether the newly emancipated woman has secured for herself a harmonious psycho-physio-logical equilibrium? This seems to me to recall the old bar-room test of sobriety — Can she walk along a chalk line, or will she fall over? Here is a telephone announcement. Residents not wishing at the time to take a call can have their presence negatived by the operator.

But this use of overdone language must not be held to condemn all attempts to polish, improve and revise. To state the case idiomatically in our flexible language, we may say that the fact that language can be overdone need not prevent us from doing it over. The practice of writers varies very much in this aspect. All students have read how Shakespeare’s printers claimed that he ‘never blotted a line.’ Of this statement as much has been made, and made as ineptly, as of most of the few little authentic fragments of information about the man who wrote the plays of Shakespeare. The statement of itself means nothing. Shakespeare may have made a fair copy, or hired someone else to make it. Those of us who write books now do not blot lines either; the publishers see to it that we don’t.

But among modern authors we read of the scrupulous care of Robert Louis Stevenson, of his writing and re-writing, polishing and improving, as an optician perfects a glass, and of the hand-picked phrases of Walter Pater, the British essayist, and of the repeated revisions of Goldwin Smith. To people fascinated with perfection such revision seems craftsmanship, as opposed to the slap-dash ease of a writer trailing ink across a page as a house-painter trails whitewash. To other minds it seems as if the first fine careless rapture were everything; as if the thought and the words must be conceived together and fused in a white heat of creation; as if this later tinkering with cold metal could only deface the original beauty of the cast. There is no doubt truth both ways; there always is, over anything worth talking about. A certain revision there must be, if only to put in the commas and verify the spelling. Such revision is certain to find a poor word here, a clumsy phrase there or accidental repetitions easy to correct when seen. But there is always the danger of substituting for what was bad something that is worse, of making dullness duller by expanding it and obscurity obscurer by adding a light that fails. There is always a danger that a style too carefully pruned and revised may begin to look as artificial as an over-clipped tree; that the midnight oil burnt on revision may leave on the page the smell of the lamp.

Much must depend on the individual. Some people in writing can retain a firm grasp on the original idea while altering its first expression. Others can’t. They begin to write something else.

Much depends also on the kind of thing that is being written — a poem, a story, an essay, a history, an epitaph, a joke. Poetry supposedly comes straight from the poet’s throat; in reality much of it, of necessity, out of the rhyme book, whether the rhyme book is in print or a register in the poet’s head. Hence, while nominally all inspiration, poetry of the common sort is ninety per cent revision after the start. At its highest reach thought and words and rhyme all come together.

But there are other fields. One would imagine that historical writing and essay writing lend themselves to revision, and even demand it, far more than story writing, in which so much depends on the ‘first shot.’ At the tail- end of the list humour lends itself least to revision and depends most on the happy first thought. Fun in words is as hard to recapture as a laugh is hard to repeat.


CHAPTER FOUR. THE COMPLETE THOUGHT CALLED A SENTENCE
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THE MELODY OF prose — The short sentence — Its merits and its defects — The Guilty language of lawyers; afraid to stop — The tanglefoot sentence — George Washington who, when, whatever... etc. — Paragraphs and the printer’s need of make-up — Without it even Dante’s Inferno would look like hell — The old blue laws of the paragraph — The paragraphs of the Plains of Abraham.

 

WITH that we turn from words to sentences. Now sentence-making is a wonderful art. For people of literary sensibility (you and me) every piece of prose, whether history or essay or fiction or conversation or argument, runs as a sort of tune, with not only the rhythrp of the single words or phrases, but the march and time of the whole. The long rolling sentences of Gibbon or Macaulay sweep along like the waves on the Channel beaches. The short sentences of the Scripture beat like the clock of time. A brilliant essayist suggests the warmth of a steady fire, at times crackling into explosions. A Scottish historical novel moves through its drowsy introduction till it lulls us asleep in the heather. A modern Edgar Wallace page is as broken as the pistol shots that punctuate it.... All of this effect arises from the distinctive run of the sentences.

The making of clear and beautiful sentences in harmony with the movement of thought is a high art. It demands a native sensitiveness to word-values and with it a long practice. A French barber once told me — standing off a little for a preliminary view of me — that to him every customer was a new problem. We may not be able to reach up to that but we can see that for people who write every sentence matters, and still more the run and movement of the prose written.

Most of us have learned from a little school manual that a complete thought put into words is called a sentence. But the difficulty is to know when the thought is complete, and whether it needs a few trimmings and qualifications in the form of subordinate clauses. These are themselves really sentences, or would be so if they stood alone. If we said all that we had to say in the form of single sentences it would sound as simple as Simple Simon.

Thus no one would say or write:

John Smith is my neighbour. I am on very good terms with him. We went to school together. Therefore I often go fishing with him. I hope to go to-morrow. John may be free. John may not be free.

We would rather say:

I hope to go fishing to-morrow with John Smith with whom I often go fishing as he is my neighbour, and I am on very good terms with him as we were at school together.

We have only to take one or two practical examples to realize how difficult and how needless it would be to write our ordinary stories in consecutive single sentences. Here is the opening sentence of that famous old book of Charles Kingsley’s, Westward Hoi:

All who have travelled through the delicious scenery of North Devon, must needs know the little white town of Bideford, which slopes upwards from its broad tide-river paved with yellow sands, and many-arched old bridge where salmon wait for autumn floods, towards the pleasant upland on the west.

 

Here it is changed into single sentences:

People have travelled through the delicious scenery of North Devon. All these people must needs know the little white town of Bideford. This slopes upwards from its broad tide-river with yellow sands and many-arched old bridge towards the pleasant uplands on the west. Salmon wait at this bridge for autumn floods.

 

Pretty good, but not exactly the same thing. Try this. Here is the opening sentence of one of Mr. Freeman Wills Croft’s magical crime stories:

No one would have thought from Anne Day’s appearance as she sat with closed eyes in the corner of her third-class carriage, that her mind was seething with a delicious excitement.

Transposed it runs:

Anne Day sat with closed eyes in the corner of her third-class carriage. Her mind was seething with a delicious excitement. No one would have thought thus from Anne Day’s appearance.

Pretty good, but too slow for crime. At that rate Anne Day would never get murdered — perhaps she didn’t anyway. I forget.

But in some cases the attempt to turn things into single sentences would be just about hopeless, if not comic. What are we to say of this, the opening of Boswell’s Life of Johnson:

To write the life of him who excelled all mankind in writing the lives of others and who, whether we consider his extraordinary endowments or his various works, has been equalled by few in any age is an arduous and may be reckoned in me a presumptuous task.

The trouble here is that we don’t know where to get at it. It is like trying to catch a hen. Obviously the main statement is that something is an arduous task, but we have got to go back to find it. It will turn into something like this:

Dr. Johnson excelled all mankind in writing the lives of others. Consider his extraordinary endowments. Now consider his various works. He has been equalled by few in any age. To write his life is an arduous task. It may be reckoned in me a presumptuous task.

This is about as close to Japanese prose, if we put humble worm for me, as one would wish to go. But in English it won’t stand.

In other words we very soon reach the conclusion that sentences which are to correspond to our form of thinking have got to be qualified by the inclusion of subordinate and conditional ideas. Rodin’s ‘Thinker’ might take his thoughts one by one, but we can’t.

In spite of this, however, the principal thing which I would wish to emphasize in this connection, the main precept I wish to inculpate, is a warning against long and complicated and qualified sentences, and a plea for short and direct ones.

Let it be said at once that some sentences are long only in appearance. The connecting words are mere couplings. The sentences stand alone.

Witness this passage that after more than a hundred and sixty years still thrills the American heart:

These are the time’s that try men’s souls. The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will in this crisis shrink from the service of his country; but he that stands it now deserves the thanks of men and women. Tyranny, like hell, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us that the harder the conflict the more glorious the triumph. What we obtain too cheap we esteem too lightly; ’tis dearness alone that gives everything its value.

Or take a characteristic descriptive passage by Charles Dickens, the kind which he loved to use as the opening of a novel. In the mere form of printing the sentences seem endless. But in the sense of their meaning they consist of a series of short statements.

‘London. Michaelmas Term lately over, and the Lord Chancellor sitting in Lincoln’s Inn Hall. Implacable November weather.

.. Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among green aits (islets) and meadows; fog down the river, where it rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping, and the waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights. Fog creeping into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards, and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog drooping on the gunwhales of barges and small boats’... etc.

Legal sentences must of necessity be long. A lawyer dare not stop. If he ever seems to have brought a thing to a complete end then somebody may discover something left unsaid and invalidate everything. The Tenth Commandment is able to say, Thou shalt not steal. A lawyer has to say, Subject always to the provision of clauses 8-20 below thou shalt not steal except as hereinafter provided. Even at that the lawyer would have to take another look at the word steal, and scratch it out in favour of, Thou shalt not steal, pilfer, rob, appropriate, book, swipe, or in any other way obtain unlawful possession of anything. Then the word thing would start him off again to write — thing, object, commodity, chattel, property....

Now this inhibition that prevents the lawyer from stopping at the end of a sentence lies in a certain measure on all who write. In ever so many ordinary cases the qualification of what is said has practically got to be said in the same sentence. Otherwise we seem to have first said something and then unsaid it. We write:

You mustn’t go down to the end of the town unless you go down with me.

That seems without doubt a necessity of thought with us. Oddly enough the Greeks didn’t find it so. A Greek could write, ask Xenophon if he couldn’t:

Now there was no grass in all this desert, if there was any it was very short.

Similarly a Greek could write:

Not a drum was heard not a funeral note. A. few drums were heating up town.

To a certain extent qualifying clauses are perfectly natural and help to show the balance of what is important and what is secondary. Thus Fielding writes in his Tom Jones:

It was Mr. Weston’s custom every afternoon, as soon as he was drunk, to hear his daughter play on the harpsichord.

The emphasis is on the harpsichord; the drunk is neither here nor there, except to indicate the time.

We may grant of course the literary value of long and beautiful sentences written into the prose of narrative, or the long yet balanced sentences of essay and argument. We may grant also the value of long sentences varied and broken with short ones. A specially striking effect is obtained when a short sentence, a sort of announcement, introduces and indicates the matter that follows.

The blow was soon to fall. In the dead of night in the glare and tumult of a summer thunderstorm, two hundred ferocious Iroquois broke over the unhappy village... etc.

If you look into the pages of any author whose style is worth considering you will find such effects used to their full advantage. The sentences, as was said at the outset, fall into a sort of rhythm specially designed to fit the sense.

But all said and done we may still repeat — Beware of the qualifying clause. With many writers the everlasting use of qualifying matter, in things other than fiction, arises largely from a fear of inaccuracy, a dread of contradiction and disproof that makes them afraid to state a plain fact. Nothing, indeed, is absolutely true. The earth is not quite round. The sky is not quite blue. Rain isn’t altogether wet. Hence any statement that you can make has some kind of limitation to it. Writers who are obsessed with limitations, exceptions and approximations become unable to say a thing straight out and let it alone. They never say that a thing is; they say that it may be said to be. They don’t say that a thing never happens; they say that it virtually never happens; they don’t say that Old Grimes is dead; they say that he is as good as dead, or is dead for all practical purposes, in other words may maybe said to be virtually dead. They might go as far as to say that he is as dead as a doornail.

Very many academic writers, and many professors in their classroom lectures, develop this peculiar hesitation. Many of us in our college days listened to such talk as:

.. and now, gentlemen, we come to the so-called French devolution, culminating in the so-called Reign of Terror and occasioning the so-called Great War which spread around the so-called world.

In a somewhat similar way writers, including writers of eminence, are misled into the over-use of subordinate sentences by trying to pack too much into too little. In their overpacked sentences the meaning has not room to turn round. They are packed as a woman packs a valise, a mosaic never to be reset, as compared with the easy, open spaces left by a man.

Most objectionable of all are sentences made with subordinate clauses introduced by relative pronouns and conjunctions that are telescoped in together one after the other, each clause modifying the one in front of it. It is a peculiarity of our English construction that we can actually begin a sentence:

London which, when, what... or:

Edward who, whatever, where... and still manage to get away with it. Thus, to make a full sentence of this type:

George Washington who, when whatever he attempted had failed, never despaired.

It is not often that authors perplex their prose with three of these things. But the use of two is very common and indeed becomes a mannerism. Nor is it only in the negative sense, as avoiding confusion, that short sentences come into their own. There is a great power in them, in their very finality. In good narration, what we call breathless narration, the short sentences, one following the other, are like the stages of the action itself. Even if of necessity a little broken and joined here and there by plain coupling words (and — but — etc etc.) the short sentences, though no longer short in the sense of punctuation, are short in their essential bearing. Here is Huckleberry Finn, making his escape from the cabin beside the river where his ‘pop’ had locked him in:

I took the sack of corn meal and took it to where the canoe was hid and shoved the vines and branches apart and put it in; then I done the same with the side of bacon; then the whiskey-jug; I took all the coffee and sugar there was and all the ammunition; I took the wadding; I took the bucket and gourd; took a tin dipper and a cup, and the skillet and the coffee-pot. I took fish lines and matches and other things. I cleaned out the place.

In the old-fashioned books on rhetoric much was made of the formation of paragraphs. Indeed the Scottish writers, who loved severity, took the paragraph in custody under a set of rules called the laws of the paragraph. But little need be made of this now. In the printer’s sense a paragraph is becoming not a break in the sense, but a break in the type. It is made as a gardener trims a border with a hoe, knocking a little gap wherever it looks pretty. It is part of the new need for make-up that goes with our magazines and newspapers of to-day. Even our books share it. From a printer’s point of view it doesn’t so much matter what is in a book as what is outside of it; what is in a chapter as what is over it; and what is on a page so much as what is round a page. In the brute commercial sense there is a good deal in this. People are attracted to neat pages, artistically broken into trim sections. Set a thing into a solid unending block of type, into pages that never break, and few books could get over. Milton’s Paradise would be lost and Dante’s Inferno would look like hell.

The paragraph, therefore, in the sense of a division of type is vanishing. It remains as a division of the sense, a pause in a story, an opening of an argument. But it is doubtful if we can with any advantage reduce this to law. A paragraph is in reality a consequence not a cause. You don’t make a paragraph; you merely, as it were, run out of breath. Now no one would plan his breathing for his exercise and his breathing must take the consequence.

The older notion was that written language naturally ran, as it were, in successive waves. The form of movement of these could be guided, and their advance indicated. Thus Law No i of the paragraph, as quoted from a bygone manual: The opening sentence of the paragraph, unless obviously introductory, must indicate with clearness the subject of the paragraph.

This is excellent, sometimes, a lot of times. But there is no law about it. Very often the effect was very happy, as carried out by authors of the past generation who aimed deliberately at a formal style. Francis Parkman is a good example. Open his Wolfe and Montcalm and you will find, with no attempt at search, these paragraph openings used with evident effect.

Here are the chief paragraph headings with which Wolfe wins the battle of the Plains of Abraham:

For full two hours the procession of boats, borne on the current, steered silently down the St. Lawrence.

The main body of troops waited in their boats by the edge of the strand.

Before many of them had reached the top, cannons were heard close on the left.

The day broke in clouds and threatening rain.

Montcalm had passed a troubled night.

Montcalm was amazed at what he saw.

Montcalm and his chief officers held a council of war.

The English waited the result with a composure which, if not real, was at least well feigned.

Wolfe was everywhere.

Montcalm, still on horseback, was borne with the tide of fugitives towards the town.

There are other paragraphs as well but with headings less pointed. A Scottish rhetoric expert might have claimed that Wolfe should have had a paragraph all to himself to die in. In place of that, his death comes in the two-page paragraph of the climax of the battle. Apart from this the chapter is a fine example of this style of writing at its best.

But all that can be said for this formal structure of paragraphs is that it is one good way to write. Another good way is to wander, to seem to drift in a kind of discursive style that is willing to make digressions and, if need be, to get nowhere. Under the laws of the paragraph no digression could be made except as a paragraph itself, duly marked with a sign — like the bump sign on a highway.

Indeed all the laws of the paragraph ran to this same artificially and monotonous regularity. Thus the second law concerned the use of the ‘connective’ words that must link the sentences together so that the bearing of each upon what had proceeded must be plain and unmistakable. At least two generations of British and American- writers were badly damaged by this law. I recall an old professor who began every fourth sentence with ‘Hence accordingly.’ That meant, here’s a new start, boys. It was followed in regular order by of course, therefore, however. It sounded like this:

Hence accordingly Julius Caesar invaded Britain. The Britons, of course, determined to oppose him. They, therefore, defended the beaches. The Romans, however, easily overcame their resistance. Hence accordingly, Caesar marched to London, etc.

Take it all in all I do not think that forming paragraphs is part of the art of writing. It is putting the cart before the horse. Good writing, one kind of good writing, results in measured paragraphs just as painting a portrait results in a distribution of paint. Painters, I admit, talk of a ‘composition,’ but I should imagine that the picture comes first and the paint afterwards.


CHAPTER FIVE. THE ART OF NARRATION
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NEVER MIND THE plot: there are only three anyway — It’s all in the telling — The use of the right word — Worn-out phrases — Now the boy stood on the burning deck till his whereabouts became a matter of speculation — Metaphors, straight and mixed — Watering a spark to make it a great mustard tree — Who tells the story? Omniscience?

Or do I tell it? — Or, do they tell it in letters? — Romance and Pealism — Fancy or photograph — The art of description — Don’t keep a murder waiting — Prosy prose.

 

MOST people, especially those who have never thought about it, would be apt to suppose that a story depends chiefly on a plot, and that story telling — the art of narration — consists chiefly on finding or inventing an interesting plot. We speak of stories as having a wonderful plot.’ In a well-developed story the plot is supposed to thicken and to brew till it boils over in a climax. One thinks of the hundred and one stories of that fertile and facile genius the late Edgar Wallace. They seem all plot and nothing else, and they gather movement like a cyclone till they reach a sort of water-spout climax in which criminals and detectives chase one another in circles in aeroplanes, disappear, crawl out of sewers and grapple again.

In other words the plot is supposed to tangle and then slowly untangle, until it turns out in the end that almost everybody is somebody else. In other stories again the plot deepens and darkens and gets so mysterious that the reader loses it altogether. This was especially the case with the books of Charles Dickens. The plot, as in Little Dorrit, got so unfathomable that at last the readers leave it to Dickens himself and are content with just the characters. Many of Dickens’s plots, indeed, are too complicated for comprehension or too preposterous for belief. People crawl round in the disguises for years, acting a part or leading a double life, in order to find out and divulge the fact that somebody was someone else — thirty years ago. But the most celebrated of Dickens’s books, the Pickwick Papers, had no plot, or none at the start, except that Mr. Pickwick and his associates were commissioned by the Pickwick Club to travel as long as they liked and as far as they liked, provided that they did it at their own expense.

Now if Charles Dickens was the greatest writer of fiction who ever lived, as some of us think he was, then this aspect of his work merits attention. It means that, after all; plot can’t be everything, and in fact the more you look into it the less and less important plot will seem as compared with the other elements that enter into story telling. Many people who would like to write get the idea that if they could only ‘think of a good plot,’ the thing would be done. To which the answer is — My dear sir, if you thought of the best plot in the world you wouldn’t be any nearer to it. A plot only means that certain things happen to certain characters in certain places. But unless you can make the characters live and the place rise before the eye and make the incidents really happen — all of which is part of the art of narration — the mere statement that they did happen won’t interest anybody. That is why so many of our current mystery and crime stories fail to raise a shudder or start a thrill. If Mr, X., who is nothing more than just Mr. X., as lifeless as a dead letter, is found dead by Messrs. Y. and Z. in an apartment on Q. street, we are frankly, like Queen Victoria, not amused. The characters are as dead as the corpse and are all one to us.

Not long ago an anonymous writer in Punch beautifully illustrated this idea in a burlesque detective story. He speaks of the finding of the body and of how at the sight of it, Detective Trumper, ‘accustomed as he was to scenes of horror, could scarcely suppress a yawn’ This is beautiful, not only as an exquisite example of the technique of humour, but also in showing the power of humour to reveal a hidden truth. Why did Trumper yawn? Well, don’t you see, why shouldn’t he? The body was of no particular interest. Trumper must have felt with the poet,’Tis but another dead, all you say is said. They’re killing bookfuls every year.

What we are saying then is that a plot as reduced to a statement is just a frame. The work is still to do. For any writers who are looking for plots, here are some good ones, so good that they were used thousands or hundreds of years ago:

1. A man goes down to hell to get his wife. He plays the lyre so well that the devil lets her go. Later he’s sorry. Hundreds of poets worked on this.

2. A man goes down to hell as a visitor, meets a lot of old acquaintances and comes up again. Dante made a great hit with this.

3. A man sells his soul to the devil, has a good time, and finds there’s nothing in it. Goethe thrilled all the world with this.

These are famous plots, which belong to the history of the world’s literature. Yet in and of themselves they don’t seem hard to think of. Any married man might dream the first; any sociable old fellow the second; and the third is what many students have tried at college.

Nor do the plots of world-famous books of the present epoch seem much harder to invent than the classical ones.

Here is one of to-day:

An old man has taught in a school for forty years. And then dies over tea and toast.

Here is one of yesterday:

A girl who is not married has a baby and kills it and is hanged.

Indeed any student of literature can easily realize the difference between being told a plot in outline and reading its actual conversion into a story. Even anyone who is not a student of literature can realize it the next time any of his friends, thrilled with a new thriller, undertake to tell him what it is about.

To show, in a didactic way, this relation as between the plot of a story and the telling of a story, let us take a practical illustration. Here we have a world-famous story, the Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson, which at first sight seems to typify the preeminence of plot. Yet if we start from the mere outline and try to tell the story, we soon find in what class we belong.

Dr. Henry Jekyll is a London physician of wealth and reputation, a handsome genial man, as wholesome to the eye as is his apparent personality to the mind. But there is concealed in him a desire for dissipation, for a double life. He would like to be ‘tough’ if he had the opportunity. Chance gives it to him. The accidental discovery of a medicinal powder enables him to transform his appearance. His body seems to shrink, his face to distort, his limbs to shrivel. At will he can convert himself to a ‘double,’ and an infamous, creature. Edward Hyde, revelling in sin, takes the temporary place of Henry Jekyll. The inevitable follows. Evil multiplies. Hyde is led to crime — to murder. Henry Jekyll, stricken with shivering horror and repentance, finds the operation of the drug has gone beyond his power. Locked in his surgery, as Hyde, unable to re-escape into himself, his agonies of mind end in suicide.

As the story draws towards its end its underlying meaning, never explicitly set forth, seems to grow luminous beneath the printed page. It reveals that strange quality of good and evil that is in us all.

Very good. Now try to write that out in 20,000 words. You can’t? You don’t know how to begin. Start with Henry Jekyll as a boy at school? You’ll get prosy and wander all over the place. The reader will never get beyond matriculation. Start with the news of the murder done by Edmund Hyde, as cried in the streets and posted in headlines? Quite so, you’ll get excitement for five minutes and just settle down into the old stuff of Inspector Higginbottom making notes and picking up clues, and Hector Trumper suppressing a yawn, and the arrival of the great detective with a saxophone and a bulldog. Start with an account of mediaeval sorcery and queer potations? Exactly, and give away the story before it begins.

I had a dear old friend, a professor, who got a brilliant idea (so he told me) for a mystery story, to be laid in London. He began it by describing two friends approaching London up the river on a steamer. They never got there; they talked too much.

So suppose you turn and see how Robert Louis Stevenson went at it.... Wonderful, isn’t it? From the first word, and not a wasted sentence in the whole; all done by the superb art of narration that only a combination of initial talent and arduous exercise can achieve.

Here is the outline of another plot-story which has gone round the world as the Prisoner of Zenda.

The story opens with a careless but capable Englishman of good family, lazily cracking eggs at his lazy breakfast. Now, though he doesn’t know it, the careless gentleman has an extraordinary resemblance to a careless but worthless European reigning prince of still better family. In fact, they are absolute doubles. This is not really so strange, because, generations ago, their families were one family. But they know nothing of this. Mr. Rassendyll has never been in Ruritania and Ruritania never heard of Mr. Rassendyll.

Then two things happen. The careless, over-careless, even dissolute prince is to be betrothed to a beautiful and related princess, an affair of state, not of love. A rival court faction, dead set against the marriage, make a plot to prevent the ceremony of betrothal by kidnapping the prince. That’s one thing. The other is that Mr. Rassendyll happens to take a careless trip to Ruritania; knowing nothing of the Prince or of the Princess Flavia or the approaching betrothal, or anything. The prince gets kidnapped and shut up in a castle (as the ‘Prisoner of Zenda’). But his adherents discover Mr. Rassendyll, the double of the prince. He is substituted, or as they say in the movies, ‘stands in,’ for the prince and is duly betrothed; the princess indifferent to the real prince falls in love with the substitute. After which one may easily conceive the alarms and excursions, the terrific hit made by Mr. Rassendyll as a reigning prince, the advance thrill as the time draws near that will change betrothal to marriage, rescue of the real prince, and the renunciation and farewell of Rassendyll, ex-prince... ending the story with Rassendyll back in England, lazily cracking breakfast eggs again and reading newspaper items about the royal marriage in Ruritania.

But observe that if you, unless you are one in thousands, were given as a present the copyright of such a plot you could do nothing with it. You still have to make the characters. It’s no use saying that Rassendyll is careless; you’ve got to make him careless. That’s why Mr. Anthony Hope had him crack eggs in Chapter One. You wouldn’t have thought of that. You would have given him orange juice and spoilt him. It’s no use saying that the princess is charming; you’ve got to prove it, which is harder than cracking eggs. After which you must make black Michael black and reckless Rupert reckless and a lot of other things; get in colour without getting tiresome; make a big crowd in a few strokes and a grim castle in a couple of sentences.

Nor is that all that is to be said about plot and the positive difficulty of turning it into reality. There is on the other side the relative difficulty of keeping things out of it. A good story can be spoiled by the introduction of unnecessary elements, of secondary characters not needed and incidents only put in to fill up. In the egotism of creation a writer is apt to think too well of his characters; he gives us too much of them, they get tiresome.

A great many of the stories of yesterday and even of to-day were badly damaged by the tradition of the need for ‘comic relief.’ The idea of having comic people to take off the strain of the tragic people, the idea of contrast to heighten colour, came from the stage to the book. It is as old as Shakespeare. No doubt the Greeks had it. Perhaps it can be traced clear back to the snake in the first book of Genesis. The stage clung to it till yesterday. Many of us remember the good old-fashioned play in which the heroine has no sooner left the stage in a flood of heartbreaking tears than in comes the comic butler, upsets a tray, stubs his toe, and puts the house in a roar.

All through the nineteenth century this idea of variation and relief dominated story-telling. Even now, no doubt, it affects the minds of many people who are planning how to begin to write fiction. But it is wiser to break away from it. Take your characters as they come and take a chance on them. Some may be more comic than you think.

Another myth of plot-making is that if we take a particular environment and tell all about it it must be interesting. It won’t be, unless you can make it so. Thus a writer lays his story on the east side of Chicago, or the west side of San Francisco, or among the haymakers of Indiana, or the cigar-makers of Omaha, the head-hunters of Borneo or the pot-hunters of Washington, the Manxmen of the Isle of Man, or the brakesmen of the Nickel Plate Railway. This, indeed, is what one may call the besetting sin of the fiction of the present hour, or was proving itself so till war bombed it to fragments. If it is gone, I for one am glad. Life in odd places may be peculiar; but I can do without it. I’ve read enough. If there are any other kind of farmers, share-croppers, hill billies, mine workers and such, I’ll do without them. I don’t care how hard they swear. I’ve heard enough. If that is an exaggerated point of view let me restate it thus: A set of people, a way of living, is not interesting in a literary sense unless it is made so by art. Without the art of narration each crowd is drearier than the last.

Another still heavier incubus that lies on fiction writing is the plan of following a man’s life all through, every bit of it; how he had first lived in Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, and then moved to Walnut Street, first met Adelina Thompson and then threw her out and took in Adelina Jackson. A great many contemporary stories, some of the most successful, have been of this cradle-to-the-grave type. But in and of itself a cradle-to-the-grave story is not interesting. It still depends on how it is told. Living is one thing. Narrating life is another.

The test of the degree to which a writer possesses the art of narration can be made by imagining one page of his book missing and being asked to fill it in, having just the general idea of what it was about. With ninety per cent of our current stories there would be no great difficulty about this.

Thus let us say that the page before the missing one ended like this.

‘As Sir Everard entered the drawing-room and advanced to meet his hostess, he saw before him...’

No trouble here in going on. Give the woman’s height, her breadth, thickness, estimate of her age, whether well- preserved or shot to pieces, complexion, teeth, and whether lame in one leg, and which. It is as simple as filling out a census form. But try to replace the description of Mr. Utterson, the lawyer, whose portrait covers the opening page of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and you would find that a very different matter; and this, too, even if you had Mr. Utterson exactly in your mind; you still must find the words, the way, to put him over.

The reason why substitution is so easy in one case and so hard in the other is that a poorly told story, or even a story told moderately well, has so little depth to it, that large stretches of it have no more character to them than motor signs on a highway. They just show where the story is going next.

One may well ask then — what must I do to be saved? How can one acquire, or cultivate this art of narration? The answer is that the first thing to do is to see how other people have succeeded. Open again, with a new eye to see, some of the pages that have seemed to you and to other people marvellously good writing. Take a new look at Nathaniel Hawthorne and Washington Irving and from then onwards to the outstanding writers of the present hour; or select again your favourites from the roll of honour of British writers that runs from Walter Scott and Charles Dickens down past Robert Louis Stevenson and Conan Doyle and to the writers of to-day.

Here are some of the things you will note.

Good writers have a way of using the right word, the word that exactly suits the sense, often so exactly that its very exactness is pleasing to contemplate. Very often, especially in the English language, there are half a dozen words that will suit the sense in an approximate way, but none of which will convey exactly what is meant. Lying aside in the corner of memory is the right word waiting to be rediscovered. One recalls J. M. Barrie’s story of the little Scottish schoolboy who stuck dead in the middle of his composition while competing for a prize. He had been expected to win easily, but there he sat, his head in his hands, tears gathering in his eyes, and not writing. Afterwards they asked him why; he said he wanted a word to describe how many people there were in church and he couldn’t think of the right one. When they suggested this word or that he said no, that meant too many or too few. Then at last in a triumph that came too late, he exclaimed, ‘a “hantle,” a “hantle” of folk, that’s what I meant.’

It’s a beautiful story, and one for a writer to ponder on. Barrie gives it as fiction; if it is not true, it ought to be.

But even harder than the choice of the right word which is, after all, lying there ready to hand, is the construction of a combination of words that shall be striking, expressive, vivid; to make some happy phrase that fits an unusual adjective to a noun and thus gets one-and-one to make more than two. Consider the combination just used— ‘a happy phrase’ — how happy it is, or once was, itself. To refer to a phrase thus, to personify it as if it sang with joy, is an act of constructive imagination. In such ‘happy’ uses of words lay the genius of such a man as Chaucer fashioning half-known words to the sudden expression of thought.

But the difficulty with striking phrases is that so many have struck so often that they are as it were ‘struck out.’ No spark comes; just a click. These combinations, one happy and expressive, have grown feeble with long service. These dead phrases are referred to in French as clichés, a word sometimes taken over into English. Those who wish to avoid the affectation of a foreign vocabulary sometimes call them ‘chestnuts,’ a word of sudden and great vogue about fifty years ago but now itself a chestnut. Many writers on the use of English gather together for us lists of such worn-out phrases. A movement has been started in the columns of John O’ London, that most admirable literary magazine, for the ejection of all such phrases out of use. Writers are invited to take an oath never to repeat them.

Many of the technical manuals on composition contain lists of these over-worked combinations. An excellent one is given by Mr. George B. Woods in his Writers’ Handbook of 1922. Taking the cliché phrases out of these and similar lists we find that we could easily, if we wished, rewrite our familiar literature with little other material.

Here, for example, is The Boy stood on the Burning Deck:

The heroic youth stood on the deck already consigned to the flames. The devouring element gained apace. There was no friend in need; indeed help was conspicuous by its absence. There came a dull rumble, a terrific crash, followed by a sickening thud, after which the boy’s whereabouts became a matter of speculation.

Passing from the use of single words and verbal combinations, we find a field more difficult still in the use of comparison, as a means of forcible description of explaining a new thing from an old one, of making vivid the impression to be conveyed. Everyone, who hasn’t forgotten it, remembers the difference between a simile, or open comparison in direct terms, saying that one thing is like another, and an indirect comparison by a metaphor which says that one is another. Thus the sentence, ‘He rushed like a lion on the foe,’ is a simile. The sentence, ‘He rushed, a very lion, on the foe,’ is a metaphor. Observe that literally a simile is the truth, and a metaphor is a he. He wasn’t really a lion; he was just so mad that he seemed like one. But the lie somehow wins out.

But whether he or not, the use of metaphor is the very root of the growth of language. Biologists tell us how a piece of protoplasm in primitive life divides itself and then, as with the little nigger-boys, walking in the zoo, then there are two. Perhaps it was the other way with the little niggers — there may have been three in the zoo — but anyway protoplasm makes two things out of one, then later specializes each portion to distinctive uses. Thus grows and multiplies organic nature. So it has been with language. Ever so many words, perhaps most of them, are just buried metaphor. Mountains are called ‘sierras’ because they look like saws. A saw has teeth. A hammer has a ‘head’ and a ladder has a head, and a ladder has a foot, and so on endlessly. Such comparisons while still in the making are called slang. Once accepted, they are diction and get into the dictionary. Thus a hat is not yet officially a ‘lid,’ nor a woman a ‘skirt’ nor a man a guy. But fifty years hence they may become so. We may read, for instance, that the President of the United States, in receiving the British Ambassador, saw that the guy had a skirt with him and courteously lifted his lid.... A hundred years later still a skirt will be an old- fashioned courteous term for a lady of distinction, and a guy will mean a man like the President of Harvard or a judge of the Supreme Court.

A writer of to-day, John Brophy, in an interesting presentation of ‘English prose,’ tells us that ‘the English language is strewn with the mummified corpses of once lively metaphors.’ Some, he tells us, have been so long dead that we have ceased to realize that they once were figurative. He quotes as an example the combination, loud dress, an epithet of sound applied to an object of sight, once full of life but now dead. Yet even this epithet might be resurrected. I remember once saying to a tailor (A.D. 1890) that I thought a certain material too loud. He replied that it was not so, as he had made out of this same material a pair of trousers for himself and was surprised how quiet they were on the street. Here is new life galvanized into the mummy.

 

But the point under discussion is that people learning to write must make their metaphors vivid but not exaggerated, striking but not preposterous. Above all, they must learn to recognize and avoid the muddle of the mixed metaphor, a comparison which jumbles up the different senses, confounds sight with sound and both of them with touch. Extreme and even silly examples make clear the fallacy of the mixed metaphor.

A mixed metaphor arises in the following way. A comparison is good. A sustained comparison is better still.

As an illustration.

But let us clear the shale and debris of argument with which the surface of the subject is encumbered and come down to the bedrock of fact, upon which truth must rest.

This is excellent. You can almost see someone shovelling it all up. But in using metaphors you must stick to the same one, if you call a thing bedrock don’t shift it to a grain of mustard seed. If you say that science sheds its rays of light, don’t say that presently the fowls of the air will rest on it. They won’t. If you decide to be a wave, remain one; don’t say that a wave of sympathy from America will dry the tears of Europe. It can’t.

The pulpit seems for some reason or other to lend itself especially to the creation of mixed metaphors. It may be that the minds of the clergy are filled with the vivid imagery of the scriptures — the green pastures, the fountains, the shadows of great rocks in weary lands, the seeds that grow to great trees — so filled with them that extempore oratory has not time to sort them out. Hence we hear them express the hope that the work begun to-day may kindle a spark which will only need watering to make it a great fire that will spread and multiply till all the fowls of the air can sit on it.

But even without actually mixing metaphor to the point of literary criminality many writers dull the point of their style with combinations that slur and confuse sense and sound and touch and shift incontinently from one to another.

‘The chairman said that they must make a great effort, put their shoulder to the wheel and strike out with both hands, with their heads high, and so on. (Chairmen often talk this way.)

Yet everybody who writes will find that comparison is a powerful instrument and everybody who reads may judge how vital is its use. You have only to open a page of Charles Dickens to realize the extraordinary use made by him of metaphor and simile. All description became comparison. For ‘He was forever comparing everything with everything else,’ writes one of his many biographers, ‘and, above all, in this way endowing inanimate objects with life and movement. For him, windows grin, doors yawn, clocks wink solemnly and trees talk in the night breeze. The fancies of Barnaby Budge watching the clothes dance upon the clothes-line are those of his creator.’

At times such comparisons touch a note of such deep pathos that the sound lingers, as part of Dickens’s permanent legacy:

 

‘What are the wild waves saying, 

Sister, the whole day long?’

 

Often the sheer ingenuity of comparison becomes a vehicle of humour, as when Dickens describes one of the cricket players of All-Muggleton as looking like half a roll of flannel, and another player as looking like the other half. Compare here Bill Nye’s description of a man who had legs ‘like twenty-five minutes after six.’

But there are other and more comprehensive aspects of the art, and especially of the method, of narration, still to be discussed. Consider, for example, the question of the narrator, this is, of who tells, or is supposed to tell, the story. The author can write history in a purely impersonal way without stating how he came to know it. He writes it in this case with a sort of omniscience. He knows the secret feelings and thoughts of everybody; what’s happening even when there are no witnesses, and, of course, knows what is going to happen and can’t pretend that he doesn’t. This is far and away the most usual method of story-writing at the present time. Only a child would wonder how the writer came to know it all — only a child or the mythical young lady who wondered how the astronomers came to know the names of the stars. The vast advantage of this method lies in its omniscience. Such disadvantage as it has comes from the fact that it is after all only a chronicle — the record of something all done and finished and not of something happening now.

A second method, which to-day is the only serious competitor of the third person omniscient, is the plan of telling the story through the mouth of a character; of making it what is sometimes called a story with an ‘I’ in it. This evidently makes for vividness and reality; it sounds as if someone was telling the story to you. But unfortunately ‘I’ can’t know everything; can only relate what I see and hear and what people tell me, and not what people say to one and another when I’m not there. But there is not only the value of directness, of living communication as it were, but also the fact that the character telling the story may be a creation through whose eyes we see things hidden from our own. Take the case of Huckleberry Finn. Here is a book which all admire and which many think the greatest work of fiction ever written in America. But the very essence of the book — and its chief merit — is that we look out on the world through Huck Finn’s eyes. Our vision is refracted to that of the little outcast on his raft and all the world is changed. The simple elementary values of fife, the natural estimates of good and bad, commonly lost in the shifting perplexed pattern of social existence, show clear again, as an X-ray. Huck can convey to us more about slavery and the old slave days in one sentence than a voluminous down-south novel in a whole chapter.

‘Anybody hurt?.

‘No, mum — killed a nigger.’

Sometimes, however, the T’ in the story is inserted merely as a background relator, a negative character, nobody particular in himself, who narrates the things that have happened to the people around him, of which he chanced to be a spectator. An elderly clergyman does nicely in this role: if not a clergyman then someone as neutral and insignificant as a presidential elector. Otherwise I may give offence by blowing ‘my’ horn too much and, especially in an adventure story, by ‘hogging the whole show.’ One recalls the well-worn quotation, Pierre was the bravest man in France: he said so, and he ought to know. So it was that the ‘I’ of the old-fashioned adventure story grew very tiresome; his excessive bravery was equalled only by his modesty; his way of almost giving himself up for lost (as when they tied him to the stake and ht the fire) — all this was wonderful in the first exuberance of popular story-telling in the nineteenth century, but has long since worn thin.

An obvious variation of the method of first person narration (the story with an ‘I’ in it) is the method of a diary, or of a story written up in instalments. A diary, except in a limited capacity, is singularly hard to sustain: it has in it that peculiar artificiality already mentioned in an earlier chapter. People don’t really chronicle things in diaries. Even the usual pretence that the writer writes his diary as a sort of solace to his loneliness or to divert his mind from his misfortune doesn’t quite wash. It was a favourite device, however, of earlier authors. But as a matter of fact this hug-the-diary to the heart is only suited for a prisoner in the Bastille writing ‘Another day. A. second rat appeared but refused all my efforts to coax him towards me. My other fly died last night.’

That’s first-rate and most suitable. So, too, is the diary the proper form for anything really and truly happening day by day — the kind of scope that an actual diary might fill. When Gentlemen Prefer Blondes they naturally prefer them from day to day. Another method, a novelty till it was overworked, is to cast a story in the form of letters. The advantage is that we can thus have two — or more — points of view instead of that of one narrator. The disadvantage is the movement is apt to be slow, and the form itself, when it runs down to ‘From the same to the same... gets tiresome.’ Yet Ring Lardner showed how genius can use it to reveal people’s character by the way they write letters. (Some like them cold.)

In the old-fashioned novel-writing the writer was seldom content to stand entirely outside of his picture. quite apart from any narration by a character in the first person, he had a way of stepping in and out of the story himself, and inviting his reader to observe this and to notice that, and adjuring him not to think so and so or to conclude something else; or, if the story seemed to be getting dull, to cheer the reader up with the assurance of lots more things coming. The author of the period especially loved to address the person whom he called ‘my fair reader.’ This was a sort of come-along compliment to the dumpy sentimental ladies of forty-five who were more apt to be reading a three-decker novel than would a fly-away girl of fifteen. The ‘fair reader’ in that case was at least flattering: but not so applicable to a grimy old miner reading a paper novel in a log-cabin. But to the Victorians it was all one. These superficial tricks of writing, in reality matters that lie upon the surface and are no deeper than passing fashion, nowadays put us off the older books. Unless appreciated when young an effort is required to ‘get into them.’

Much deeper than fashion and below the surface in the very life of fiction is the varying method of relation that corresponds to what we may call tone — for want of a better word. If tone may be used, as we have used it above, for the run of the words and sentences, then tone may serve to indicate the difference of the author’s voice in the relation: whether he throws into it the sentiment of what he relates or relates it only as it happens — the difference between romance and realism, between sentiment and statement, fantasy or photograph. French writers and French critics have analysed and discussed this aspect of fiction far more than we have in English, and have been far more self- conscious in regard to it. Students of writing should get a clear idea of what is meant here by romantic, a thing very different from the wider and more usual meaning of romantic. The two are cognate but not the same. When we talk of romantic scenery we mean scenery which suggests and suits strange stories, scenery where lovers might have walked and wooed — a glade in a green wood, a forsaken garden, a broken mill, a ruined castle — as distinct from a city street beside a stock exchange. Wherever love may sigh (in suitable sighing places), or danger lurk, or gallantry defy it, wherever golden fortune breaks the closed circuit of daily life — there is romance. To its portrayal the world has devoted the softest of its music, the most appealing of its poetry, most stirring of its dreams and the thousand and one tales of its imagination.

When we speak of romantic writing, we recall the heroes and the heroines of Walter Scott or the figures (wax and otherwise) of Tennyson’s Idylls of the King. To what extent such people as Tennyson’s ‘Blameless King Arthur’ are possible, what difference there is (if any) between King Arthur and a stuffed shirt, is another matter. To the proper kind of reader of their day, if they were not true to life they were at least much better than life. Ordinary life, as compared with them, was as a ham sandwich to a banquet.

But it is also possible to write stories about people who live not in castles, but on Main Street and fall in love with people as commonplace as themselves. Stories in fact can be told all the way from cowboys and cabbages up to kings. Everybody understands in a general way the difference between romantic and realistic stories, tales of fife as it might be and narratives of life as it is.

But a further difference comes up when we refer not to the subject and characters of a story, but the way of writing it. It would be possible, in this sense, to write romantically of very poor and simple people, as Dickens often did, or to write realistically of kings and castles as many writers try to do now. In this sense romantic writing means a way of telling a story in which the author’s own feeling and sentiments blend with and colour the narrative. The realistic way of telling a story is to state the facts and not to weep or laugh over them, not to express approval or disapproval, but to leave that to the reader. Take a simple example:

‘The poor old man thus found himself out in the bitter cold with no home to go to etc etc.

Observe the word poor, that’s the author’s opinion about the old man, expressing his sympathy for him. A realist wouldn’t call him that, unless he meant the word in the other sense as penniless, to express a fact. But observe also the word bitter-, that is all right here even for a realist, because it refers presumably to the thermometer. But if we wrote ‘the cruel cold,’ that would be romantic writing. In other words the ideal of the realist writer is to make a purely impersonal picture (a photograph) a purely impersonal narrative (a record).

The difference between the two methods and the conscious cultivation of either has been much more emphasized in France than in England. Indeed this field of art became for a time a sort of battleground of rival schools. The writer whose name is chiefly connected with realistic style is Guy de Maupassant who practised it with a perfection of technique seldom attained. Students of the art of writing may turn to the story La Parure (The Necklace) as a perfect specimen of his work.

In Britain and in America the fiction of the nineteenth century was overwhelmingly romantic in method, though rather by instinct than by art. But in the twentieth century the tendency has been more the other way, though the two methods of treatment have always blended and intermingled. Dickens, for example, was overwhelmingly romantic; the very life of his stories is the colour of sentiment, of approval or disapproval that run through them. He joins his readers in roars of laughter or sobs of tears at his characters. He would put in such epithets as the ‘noble Mrs Gamp,’

‘the magnanimous Mr. Pecksniff’ — which have nothing to do with the story but just comment on the character, and that a satirical one. Yet Dickens at times wrote pages of realism — clear, direct and wonderful in its appeal. Turn to the account of Mr. Dorrit’s sudden mental seizure at his own grand banquet when his mind carries him again to the Marshalsea prison and his horrified guests see him rise and call to his daughter in perplexity, ‘Amy, is Joe on the lock?’ There is no ‘poor Dorrit’ in this, no Dickens so to speak, no comment and none needed, just a picture, a record, tragic and overwhelming in the plain truth of its narration.

Now, as a matter of fact, it is not possible to separate realistic writing completely from romantic. The very facts that the writer selects imply a preference over other facts. The writer thinks them more interesting. If Guy de Maupassant hadn’t thought the idea of La Parure pathetic he wouldn’t have written it. After all heroism will out, tears will flow, and have done so ever since the Roman poet said ‘the world is full of weeping’ (sunt lachrymae rerum) — and even before. The stock-in-trade of the romanticists is part of human nature itself. We come to it by instinct. Our ‘boys’ stories,’ as Mr. Chesterton once said in a wonderful phrase, ‘still drive their dark trade in heroes.’

But the valid basis of realism is its protest against the exaggerated sentiment, the ‘sob-stuff,’ the mock heroisn and the stock heroinism into which treatment can so easily degenerate. The Victorian age loved tears, even when it did not propose to wipe them away. Bare-footed street boys, emaciated chimney sweeps, girls stitching a shirt as a prelude to throwing themselves into the Thames, fathers who refuse to come home from a saloon even when sung to — all this drew ready tears. Tears are indeed of the very fountain of life. But there is danger in them. We may be led to substitute weeping for action and sympathy for relief. One is apt to suspect that the Victorians felt as if their flood of generous tears had washed them free from obligations.

In our more realistic age we are impatient of impotent weeping. We are apt to say, Stop crying about it and see what can be done. Hence we change the Song of the Shirt to the plain talk of a minimum wage statute, and try, at least, to drag father out of the saloon with a prohibition law. ‘Tears, idle tears, and yet I know not why,’ said the Victorian. He seemed to sit and gulp, and like himself for it. We want to know why, and if we fail to-day we mean to succeed to-morrow, even if it is a to-morrow long in coming. Yet it is hard to judge. There are dangers both ways. It may be that tears, water the flowers of life and feed the roots of action. Some of the Victorian sobs and songs, like the Song of the Shirt itself, helped to make the world’s history. The new use now beginning to be made of this very term realistic shows where the new danger may lie. A realistic point of view, to our newspapers at any rate, now means one that depends on fact and force, and not upon agreement or obligation by honour. A realist is becoming the new name for the man who used to be called an ‘unprincipled scoundrel.’

As with the sobs of grief so with the ecstasies of love. The romanticist and the realist try to capture them, each in his own way. The Victorian age loved love as it loved tears. Hence its impossible heroines who became a stock- in-trade of nineteenth-century fiction. The heroine had to combine an ideal beauty, an impeccable virtue, a modesty and an innocence that ran idiocy hard.

There was no attempt to make the heroines true to life. They were supposed to be better than life. As the reader liked them that way then no harm was done and everybody was pleased. To all her other graces the heroine added a power of language rarely found outside of a legislative assembly. This was her weapon with which she could compel even the blackest villain to ‘unhand her.’ Here, as an example, is one of Charles Dickens’s earlier heroines (Kate Nickleby) telling her wicked uncle ‘where he gets off’:

‘“In the meantime,” interrupted Kate, with becoming pride and indignation, “I am to be the scorn of my own sex, and the toy of the other; justly condemned by all women of right feeling, and despisea by all honest and honourable men; sunken in my own esteem, and degraded in every eye that looks upon me. No, not if I work my fingers to the bone, not if I am driven to the roughest and hardest labour. Do not mistake me, I will not disgrace your recommendation. I will remain in the house in which it placed me, until I am entitled to leave it by the terms of my engagement; though, mind, I see these men no morel When I quit it, I will hide myself from them and you, and, striving to support my mother by hard service, I will live, at least, in peace, and trust in God to help me”’

But if the romantic heroine is unsatisfactory what about the realist one? If we are to portray the heroine just as she is, what is left of her? You cannot depict love inside a frame of fact. It needs a mist to dissolve in. You cannot tell a love story just as if is — because it isn’t. There is something else there, something higher than our common selves and perhaps truer. When a young man sees in his girl an angel, and a young girl sees in her lover a hero, perhaps they are seeing what is really there — the self we each might have but which we grasp only in our higher moments and too late. Hence you cannot in the art of narration bind love within the fetters of fact. It slips through as easily as radio through a prison wall. A ‘realistic’ love story is either grubby, or false, or both. It is probable that the distorted image of a Kate Nickleby is nearer to what a young man sees when in love, than any picture that can be drawn by loveless observation.

With that one comes back round the circle of discussion that revolves round realism and romance.

People who want to write fiction should ponder deeply on these aspects of imaginative writing. It is all very well to speak of unconscious art, as if a writer with the proper gift would find a way to write, as a bird finds a way to sing. In a sense he will. But after all a great many birds sing badly. Any crow would have been much the better for a few lessons. The mocking laugh of the loon of the Canadian lakes, with just a little more training, would be valuable on the platform — and invaluable among the audience. Indeed most birds stop just where they ought to begin. So it is with writers. Only the greater are above the need for conscious and conscientious effort... and, generally, they use it most.

The description of scenes and of persons, of wind and weather, becomes an essential part of the art of narration. It gives the background of the stage where fiction walks. The cultivation of the art of description becomes a very necessary part of training in writing. The first thing, however, to remember is that description — outside of a summer-resort folder or a public list of persons wanted — is not the main purpose of fiction. It is an adjunct, not an end itself. It ought therefore never to be allowed to overdo its part. One of the worst and one of the most irritating errors in the use of description is to allow the description to block the current of the narrative and bring it to a full stop, just as the reader’s interest and excitement is being carried forward with a rush.

This is seen especially in the detective story in connection with ‘the finding of the body.’ There is a standardized scene in which Inspector Higginbottom and various attendant characters decide to break in the door of the library, convinced that Sir Charles must be lying murdered in the room within. They break it in (Higginbottom does it with his shoulder; always at the third heave): what do they find? The body? No — this:

The room thus revealed appeared of a size considerably larger than a less considerable room, rectangular in shape, its walls lined with books except on the north side which gave on to the garden.

(The body! The body! Never mind what gave on what — was the body there?)

.. A. large old-fashioned fireplace, the mantelpiece of which might easily have been Georgian, if not Jacobean, gave up the chimney...

But the body! Wasn’t it there?

Oh, yes, Sir Charles is there all right, lying across the hearthrug, dead. His body is the first thing which anybody, except a detective-story author, would see. But the author will only find it after crawling all round the room first.

Such a method is admirable for filling up space so as to turn a 10,000-word story into a 70,000-word book. The natural length of a crime story — based on the time during which you can hold your breath, the period of sustained attention — is about 10,000 words. That, however, is a bad length, commercially, too long for an article, too short for a book. Hence the enormous quantity of needless descriptive material written into crime stories to fatten them out. One favourite British author of the day takes care to lay his stories in market towns dating from the Crusades. In an English market town it takes twenty pages of description to work one’s way up the high street. Even then there’s still the Keep and the Close and the Crypt.

As compared with the swift unerring power of description in true art, such a mass of needless undigested detail is deplorable. It is not possible to call up vividly a scene in nature, a lonely wood, a windswept shore, a wild, dark night, by putting it together item by item. One grain of sand and then another grain of sand won’t make a desert. You cannot describe a house brick by brick, nor a wood leaf by leaf. Yet that is the method adopted, especially in poetry, by all of our second-rate writers, and accepted by some even of our first. Real descriptive power shows things in a flash, like a carriage wheel seen by lightning, or at least in a single sustained focus, not in a mosaic of little sections. Take this, for example (it is from the pen of Austin Dobson), as a vivid picture of a dead soldier lying in a wood:

 

Here in this leafy place, 

Quiet he lies.

 

Observe the art of it — in this leafy place — the rest of it left to the reader’s own imagination. Your leafy place may be very different from my leafy place, but all are beautiful.

Take this:

 

In Flanders fields the poppies blow 

Between the crosses, row on row.

 

How many of us can recall our first reading of John McCrae’s immortal verse — the whole scene pictured in those two marvellous lines.

Even single phrases happily chosen and blending metaphor with fact may carry a marvellous descriptive power, such as is seen in the scriptural phrases of King James’s Bible: ‘the shadow of a great rock in a weary land’ — the word weary carries with it a wide vision, a desolation. ‘A rushing, mighty wind...’

But it must be remembered that good description can never be effected by mere oddity of detail, or mere accuracy of observation with nothing else in it except accuracy. At times a poetical genius uses a description that turns on some nice observation of sights and sounds which each of us has made, perhaps, but only in an unconscious way.

The shock of recognition renders vivid what is meant. Thus, Tennyson:

Her feet have touched the meadows and have left the daisies rosy.

That is, the pink side of the daisies shows when they are turned over in the morning dew. Of course, says the reader, so they are, and recalls a hundred mornings of his own lazy uninventiveness.

But no amount of such oddity of detail is of any value in description just of itself, not unless it is a thing that the reader himself has seen and known.... It is no use to talk with marvellous accuracy of the underside of an aspen leaf, or the top layer of a toadstool unless there is significance and recognition. Our poets, and perhaps especially over in Canada — if I may dare lump them together in sin — have erred especially in this respect. They have picked our words to pieces twig by twig, dissected them leaf by leaf, and for the most part, got no further.

I am well aware that exception might be taken to this apparent denunciation of lengthy descriptive passages. I might be reminded of the use of sustained description by those great writers of fiction in the nineteenth century, both in Britain and America, whom we begin now to regard in retrospect as classics. Here are Fenimore Cooper’s matchless descriptions of the primaeval forest in which lurk the last, and the worst, of his Mohicans; or his wonderful sea pictures of the days of the full-rigged ships staggering under a cloud of sail. We think of Washington Irving, and feel drowsy at the very thought of Sleepy Hollow. Even more intimately do we connect Sir Walter Scott with the Highland pictures of ‘Caledonia, stern and wild.’

But mere accumulation of detail can never carry this descriptive power. It becomes merely one example, one subdivision of the general dullness that goes with garrulousness of all kinds — too many words for too little said. But the point is one to reserve for the later discussion of how not to write poetry.

Everybody knows how garrulous old people become in their conversation. They can’t begin without going backwards and beginning again: they can’t end because there is always something more to say. Their talk is their first taste of eternity. Time is fading, it no longer matters.

Now there is the same garrulousness in writing. Pecuniary motives favour it, since a ‘book’ needs seven shillings and sixpence worth of words to make it, commercially, a book. One can understand, too, that authors paid by the word naturally tend to get prosy. There used to be in bygone days a set of writers, hired to write stories and paid by the line, ‘penny-a-liners’ they were called. Naturally their stories ran to such dialogue as the following:

 

The rivals met:

 

Hold, sirrah!

Who bids me hold?

I!

You?

Yes!

Ha!

Bah!

Yah!

Draw!

The steel clashed.

 

We can laugh at the mote in the eye of the penny-a- liner, but the beam is at times in our own. Even quite apart from any pecuniary motive, sheer conceit favours a garrulous style. The writer seems to hug himself over each sentence, expanding it and keeping his story waiting while he lingers over it.

Here is how it is done.

Let us say that the statement to be made is — Father decided not to shave till after dinner.

Here’s how it is expanded into garrulousness:

An important question now arose. The problem was whether father should shave before dinner or wait till dinner was finished and then shave after it was over. Hither course presented certain definite advantages. But on the other hand each alternative was accompanied by certain equally definite disadvantages. To shave before dinner had the advantage of getting it over and done with. Yet it involved an initial effort, a firm determination and a resolute execution. In other words it was a nuisance. Nor could it be done by halves. As against this, even if father did not shave before dinner, he would still have to shave after dinner — or else go to bed in his whiskers. The difficulty would merely grow with delay. In the end, after much cogitation and many half-formed resolves, father decided not to shave till after dinner.

But is the garrulous writer done with it at this? Oh, no, he goes right on: Had father known what profound consequences were involved in this seemingly simple postponement, he would have...

Quite so. He’d have cut his throat in despair. But we don’t care if he does.

These fits of long-windedness are due, I repeat, very likely far more to the conceit of authorship than to motives of advantage. The writer thinks the situation so interesting that he loves to dwell on it. These interpolations, so fascinating to the author, are the parts of stories that people skip. Indeed the skipping habit arose out of their existence. An analysis of them would show that they occur and recur in regulation situations, as when the heroine wonders whether what she is making of her life is what her life ought to be made: or when the great detective having viewed the body starts to play the concertina.

There is a queer elusive quality that makes for success in the art of narration which one may call, for lack of a better name, verisimilitude. No rule can be given for how to achieve it. But, as with all other factors, the recognition that it is there to achieve, is the first step towards its achievement. It means the power of making a thing seem true, even though it isn’t. It carries a sort of sincerity about it by putting into the narrative a certain amount of exactness of dates and details. In and of themselves a mere mass of dates and details will never help to make fiction sound like truth. A story that begins with an elaborate family tree is unconvincing from the start. It doesn’t make the existence of Mr. Hewetson (in Chapter One) any more real to us to say that his name was really Huitson, and that his greatgrandfather who had been in the Baltic timber trade, but had changed his name when he went into Newfoundland fish business. Nor does it help to say that he may have got some part of his character from his maternal grandmother. He may. I don’t care if he did. That sort of overdone accuracy and superfluous detail falls flat.

I always think that Conan Doyle possessed this quality, this ability to seem to tell the truth in a high degree. He showed it especially with his Sherlock Holmes stories. He did it with incidental touches, put in after this fashion:

It was, if I remember rightly, on the evening of the day when Holmes had just been awarded the Rum ford medal... etc.

Observe the phrase, if I remember rightly. That is to say, it may have been a different evening, or a different medal, but at any rate it was one of those evenings and one of those medals. This sounds truer than truth. Indeed Conan Doyle stuffed so much verisimilitude into Sherlock that he presently stepped out of Conan Doyle’s pages and took on an existence of his own. The story is often told of how little French boys, visiting London and driven about the town, wanted eagerly to see the place where Sherlock Holmes lived. For the Latin Americans in South America Sherlock Holmes has become an entity in himself, a legendary character like King Arthur, about whom anybody may write stories. Conan Doyle was merely the first person who wrote about him. Under such universal treatment Sherlock Holmes no doubt would ultimately go to pieces like that tiresome half-dog, half-public nuisance that began so wonderfully as Tarzan. This attitude towards Sherlock bears evidence to the extraordinary amount of concentrated creation that was put into him. This may have been one of the reasons why, if the current story is true, Conan Doyle got sick of Sherlock, grew, one might say, to hate him — in fact, was jealous of him. Doyle killed him once by throwing him over a cliff in Switzerland but back he came; Doyle later on shot him, crippled him, turned his hair white — but it was no good. Sherlock beat him in the end.

I know of no fictitious character of the present hour who has thus, as it were, acquired an independent life, unless it be Charlie Macarthy. Whatever Mr. Bergen may claim in the matter, it has become clear that Charlie is a personality by himself with an independent mind and character. If precedent holds good his creator will become jealous of him, as Conan Doyle did of Sherlock, and may try to make an end of him. Charlie should be warned in time.

How strange it is to think of these characters of fiction — from the Charlie Macarthys and the Mr. Chipses and Mrs. Minivers of the present hour, back to the Huck Finns and the Pickwicks, all the way to Shakespeare.... Their life is in a way more real than what is round us — at least more known, and warmer.... The person who can still, as the years pass on, be ‘buried in a book’ (note the method; buried, lost to the world) is fortunate indeed.

It is all very well, however, to say; Make your fiction sound like truth. The trouble is to do it. Only Ulysses could bend Ulysses’s bow. But a writer may at least, if he cannot make falsehood sound like truth, avoid making truth sound like falsehood. Very many true anecdotes, memories and reminiscences are deprived of all appearance of truth by the manner of narrating them. The writer feels that he must suppress all references to actual places and actual people not necessary for his story — and in doing this reduces the story to a nullity. ‘The most remarkable linguist I ever knew’ he writes, ‘was a bishop of a certain church whom I will just call Bishop Q. I remember dining with him at the house of my friend F., where there was also in the company one of the most distinguished wits of the London bar whom I will merely designate as Wit X. X. asked Q. his opinion of the great philologist P. H., and Q....’

Quite so, but never mind what he answered. Better call the bar just B., and call the dinner off; there is no interest in any story told that way.


CHAPTER SIX. GOOD AND BAD LANGUAGE
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ENGLISH SUPERIORITY AND American nerve — One steals a language, the other a continent — Canadians and Eskimos nowhere — Luxuriance of American slang — Seventeen kinds of duds in one Wisconsin high school — The American sky pilot and the English incumbent — The new realism — A hero with guts — How to swear in print — A foul oath, then a fouler, then the foulest — The Panorama man and the peasant in the Swiss more-ass.

 

QUITE apart from the technical aspect of the art of narration, there is the broader general question of good and bad language, of where speech ends and slang begins. To what extent must the language of literature and cultivated discourse accept and assimilate the innovations, the irregularities and the corruptions that perpetually appear in all languages as spoken by the mass of the people? To what extent are we to think of our language as a moving current, never the same except in its identity, and to what extent should we wish to check the flow of the current, so that stiller waters may run deeper? Obviously there is a limit in each direction. A current totally arrested means stagnation. Waters that run too fast end in the sand. Somewhere there may be a happy mean between the two.

Now this question arises for all languages. But it has a very peculiar importance for the English language since here the current flows in two parts, the American and the British; and many people are inclined to think that one tends to run too fast and the other tends to slacken. In other words we have here the problem of the American language and American slang. Every now and then controversy breaks out in regard to British English and American English — or it used to before the war stilled all babble — and it sometimes had a rather nasty edge to it. It carried in it one of the last faint survivals of the Stamp Act and the Boston Tea Party. Great quarrels die away to leave only generous memories’; little quarrels live on. Hence the question of ‘slang’ as between England and America (England, not Scotland; the Scots are not worrying) keeps its edge; all the more so, in that a lot of Americans think, in their hearts, that the reason why the English don’t use much slang is that they can’t make it up, and a lot of English people think that the Americans use slang because they weren’t brought up properly — or, no, they don’t think it, they know it. That’s the provoking thing about the English (say the Americans), they don’t think things, they know them. They did all their thinking years and years ago.

I can write on this controversy with the friendly neutrality of a Canadian. In Canada we have enough to do keeping up with two spoken languages without trying to invent slang, so we just go right ahead and use English for literature, Scots for sermons and American for conversation.

Perhaps the highest point of controversy is reached in the discussion whether there is, whether there ought to be, whether it is a shame that there isn’t, an ‘American’ language. Some people feel very strongly on this point. They think that having your own language is a mark of independence like owning your own house, driving your own car and having your own shaving mug in the barber shop. Gangs of boys make themselves up a ‘language’ and never in its obscurity. The leading boys in this respect are the Irish, so anxious to have their own language that they are trying to learn Gaelic. If they are not careful, first thing they know they’ll get to talk it and then they’ll be sorry.

On the other hand, some people feel just the other way about it. A most interesting article appeared a little while ago in one of the leading British quarterlies, written by an American, and deprecating all idea of the creation of an American language as dangerous to our mutual dependence and kinship.

My own feeling about this, if I may put it in slang, is ‘I should worry’ — or, in other words, there is not the faintest chance of there ever being an American language as apart from English. The daily intercommunication of telegraph, telephone, literature and the press fuses all forms of ‘English’ towards one, and the broadcast and the talking pictures even fuse the toned voice. In the world of to-day languages cannot separate. That process belonged to epochs of distance and silence unknown now. Even then it was long. It took Latin a thousand years to turn into French.

The situation in the world to-day is this: There is a language called ‘English.’ It is too bad, if you like, that one country should seem to have stolen or to monopolize the claim to the name. But if the English stole the name of a language, the ‘Americans’ stole the whole of two continents. Humble people, like the Canadians and the Eskimos, have to live in ‘America’ and speak ‘English,’ without fretting about it.

English is spoken by the people in England; is also spoken by the Scots, by the unredeemed Irish, the Australians — a lot of other people than American. Who speaks it best, no one knows; it’s a matter of taste. Personally I think I like best the speech of a cultivated Scot, and perhaps least a certain high-grade English which calls a railroad a ‘wailwoad.’ I myself talk Ontario English; I don’t admire it, but it’s all I can do; anything is better than affectation.

Now by slang is meant the unceasing introduction into language of new phrases, and especially new nouns as names for things. There is no doubt that this peculiar fermentation of language has reached in America higher proportions than ever known anywhere else. For example — and my authority here is Mr. Eric Partridge, who cannot be wrong — a test was taken not long ago in a Wisconsin high school to see how many different words the boys and girls employed to express a low opinion of a person. Their list reads, mutt, bonehead, guy, carp, highbrow, tightwad, grafter, hay-seed, hot-air, artist, rube, tough-nut, chump and peanut. Perhaps they thought of more after they got home; these no doubt were only some of the things they called their teachers.

Many people without being students of language have observed the extraordinary number of ways in which American slang can indicate that a man has had too much drink. The chief authority on the subject (I refer to American slang and don’t want to be ambiguous), H. L. Mencken, gives a partial list, brought up to 1923, and including piffled, fiddled, spiflicated, tanked, snooted, stewed, ossified, slopped, jiggered, edged, loaded, het up, fraepled, jugged, soused, cornered, and jagged.

Slang passes as it comes. It lives only when it deserves to live, when the word has something about it that does a real service. In the Wisconsin children’s list above I can detect only two words that look permanent, guy and highbrow. Guy is a word with a history; it comes down to us from poor Guy Fawkes (Guido Faukes), tortured and executed for trying to blow up the English Parliament. His ‘Fifth of November’ crime was kept alive in memory, still is, by toting around a tattered figure on a stick in a procession with the cry, ‘Oh, please to remember the 5 th of November, with gunpowder, treason and plot.’ So the word came to mean a tattered-looking person and then just a queer-looking person, like a professor. From that it began to mean just a person; I was out with another guy last night.

The fact is we are always hard up for neutral words to mean ‘just a person’; each new one gets spoiled and has to be replaced. Be careful how you call a ‘woman’ a ‘woman,’ and a ‘lady’ is apt to be worse; don’t call a Frenchman an ‘individu,’ or an Englishman a ‘fellow.’ Hence the need for ‘guy,’ which will gradually rise from ridicule to respectability, as already indicated in the chapter above. At some future British coronation the Archbishop of Canterbury will say to the Queen, ‘Will you take this guy to be your husband?’ And for all we know the Queen will answer, ‘Sez-you.’

The other word, highbrow, will live for another reason. We need it. It is a little different from ‘intellectual,’

‘learned,’

‘cultivated.’ It started like most slang as a brilliant image, or metaphor, taken from the sweeping forehead, smooth as an egg, of a Shakespeare or a Hall Caine. But, with perhaps a change of spelling, the thought of ‘brow’ will disappear, and we shall use the term naturally and effectively — a ‘highbrow audience’; the ‘opinion of highbrows,’ etc.

The making of slang is, as I say, a sort of living process of language like the scum on wine. Without it there is no wine, no life, no fermentation. Later on, the scum passes as dust and dregs and leaves behind the rich fluid of the wine. A language that has ceased to throw off slang has ceased to live. Thus came all our language. Every syllable of it since the dawn of speech has been rolled over and over in endless renewal. Our oldest words, our oldest names, were once bright with the colours of the morning, striking some new metaphor that brought into full relief the image of the thing seen. Centuries ago some Roman called his fellow-Roman’s head a ‘pot’ and put the word testa (tête) into the French language. His genius for seeing resemblances was no greater than that of his American successor who perceived that the human head was a bean.

Now the process of creating slang is not confined to America. But I think the fermenting, slang-making process is livelier far in America than in England. This would seem to be the consequence of setting a language in a new country — with new lives, new scenes to turn it to, and with the debris of other languages jostling beside it. Under the wide canopy of heaven above the prairies a preacher became a ‘sky-pilot.’ In England he remained, among other things, an ‘incumbent,’ still sitting there. A newcomer in the West was a ‘tenderfoot’ or a ‘greenhorn,’ a locomotive an ‘iron-horse,’ and so on. Little snips of foreign ‘idiom’ like the ‘something else again’ of German, and the ‘I should worry’ of Yiddish, came snuggling into the language. ‘Yes, we have no bananas’ carries with it the whole Mediterranean migration.

This process of change, like invention itself, became much more conscious in America than in England. What the English did for lazy convenience or by accident, the American did on purpose. Hence American slang contains a much greater percentage of cleverness than English. A lot of English slang words are just abbreviations. To call a professional at cricket a ‘pro,’ or breakfast ‘brekker,’ or political economy ‘pol econ.’ saves time but that is all. To call a pair of trousers ‘bags’ is a step up; there is a distinct intellectual glow of comparison. But it is only twilight as compared with such American effects as ‘lounge-lizard,’

‘rubber-neck,’

‘sugar-daddy,’

‘tangle-foot’ and ‘piece of calico.’

It is, moreover, a peculiar merit of American slang that a lot of it has the quality of vitality — vital force of renewed life. Take such words as a ‘hide-out’ and ‘frame-up,’ or a ‘tie-up’ (on a railway). To make these involves the process of ‘starting over again,’ forming language from the beginning. Compare ‘sob-stuff,’ ‘fade-out,’ ‘send-off,’ ‘side-track’ and a host of others.

Everything, as the French say, has the defects of its merits. American slang forces the pace, and hence a lot of it is forced, pointless, of no literary or linguistic value. Especially tiresome is the supposed slang of the criminal class, as used in crime novels to heighten the reader’s terror. Everyone recognizes such language as See here, pal, if the narks grab you for doing in that moll the beak will send you up, see, and you’ll burn. I don’t know whether any people really use this stuff. I hope not. If they must be criminals, they might at least talk like gentlemen. But in any case English crime stories often run to the same kind of stuff; indeed, I am not sure just where the words above belong.

But no one need be afraid that slang will really hurt our language, here or in England. It cannot. There is no dictatorship behind it. Words and phrases live only on their worth; they survive only on their merits. Nor does slang tend to separate America and England. As a matter of fact, the rising generation in England reach out eagerly for American slang. If that means they’re not rising but sinking, it’s too bad. But anyway we’ll sink together.

So much for the toleration of slang as bad language turning into good, or dying from its very badness. What are we to say of bad language in the other sense, the kind that really is bad? Are we to put it in or leave it out? When we write a story our characters, if they are what are called ‘red-blooded’ men and women, are apt to get profane; and even if they are thin-blooded they are apt to get nasty, in fact the thinner the nastier. The problem which all writers of fiction have to try to solve, and none have solved yet, is how to swear in print. Some writers of to-day think that they can solve the problem by ignoring it — just go ahead and 8 swear. We open the pages of a typical novel and our eyes bounce off with a start at the expression:

.. You miserable bastard!

This is not said to the reader. It is what the hero says to, or rather ‘throws at’ the villain, who Has said something unbecoming in the presence of a girl, something that a girl ought not to hear. The hero is a splendid fellow. He has ‘guts.’ The book says so. In fact that’s why the girl likes him. It says, ‘she threw her arms about his neck and pressed her slim body close to him, “You have guts,” she murmured.’ You see, she herself is so awfully slim that naturally — well, you get the idea. If not you can read it all for yourself in any new book, under such a title as Angel Whispers or Undertones or something like that, on the outside. On the inside it’s full of guts. The new books are like that.

But we are not talking about any particular book, but about the problem that is suggested — the question of how to deal with profanity in fiction — how can you swear in print?

We must, I fear, dismiss at once the old-fashioned Victorian expedient of telling the reader that one of the characters in the story said something ‘with a terrible oath.’ That won’t do nowadays. We want to hear it. What was it? This formula was the one used in the pirate stories written for boys and girls.

For example:

‘Har! had’ shouted the pirate with a foul oath. ‘They are in our power.’

‘They certainly are,’ said the second pirate, with an oath fouler than the first.

‘I’ll say so,’ said the third pirate, with an oath fouler still — a lot fouler.

The fourth pirate remained silent. He couldn’t make it.

Now that won’t do. We’ll judge for ourselves how foul the oath is. If you can’t say it, just whisper it. It’s got to be pretty foul to get past us.

And I need hardly say that it won’t do to fall back on that old-fashioned trick that is used in novels ‘laid’ in the Middle Ages — I mean the trick of making up a lot of fanciful stuff and calling it swearing.

Here’s how it runs:

‘Odd’s piddlekins,’ cried Sir Gonderear, ‘by my halidome, thou art but a foul cat iff. Let me not, or I’ll have at you.’

‘Nay, by the Belly of St. Mark.’ answered the Seneschal. ‘I fear thee not, false paynim.... Have one on me!’ (or words to that effect). That was all right, as we shall see in the discussion of historical romances, from Sir Walter Scott. It won’t do now. Such an epithet as ‘foul catiff’ has been replaced by ‘you big stiff,’ and a ‘paymin’ is a ‘lobster.’

There used to be a special kind of swearing reserved by convention for the use of sailors in sea-stories. ‘Shiver my timbers!’ cried the bos’n, ‘You son of a swab! Lift a finger, you lobs couse, and I’ll knock the dead lights out of you!’ After which he spat a quid — a quid pro quo — into the lee scuppers.

Fenimore Cooper is a case in point. The public of his day was too strict in its ideas to allow a sailor even to shiver his timbers in print. A glance at any of Cooper’s famous sea-stories will reveal such terrible profanity as d — l apparently hinting at devil and d — e, which may be inter preted with a thrill as ‘damme.’ Oddly enough in Cooper’s day the word ‘bloody’ had not yet taken on in America its later offensive connotation, so that Cooper was at liberty to write: ‘D — e,’ said the bos’n, ‘what the d — 1 does the bloody fellow mean?’ But we may leave that to Fenimore Cooper. At present you couldn’t navigate even a car ferry with a truck on it on that language.

You see, it was much easier to get away with such things a hundred years ago, at the beginning of modern fiction, than it is now. Take the case of Charles Dickens. He couldn’t, of course, put real swearing into his books, and anyway he wouldn’t have wanted to. So he set up a sort of jargon that he took straight out of the blood and thunder of the cheap London theatre of which, as an impecunious youth, he was inordinately fond.

An example is seen in the language used by Bill Sykes, the murderer in Oliver Twist. There is a scene, in which he is just going to do the murder — no, has just done it and is trying to escape. A child has got in the way and Sykes says to his associates. ‘Open the door of some place where I can lock this screeching hell babe....’ Why he didn’t ‘bump the child off,’ I forget just now. The present point is the language he used. He would have had just as good a phrase for bumping it.

Compare the ‘hell’s accursed,’ and the ‘foul fiend,’ and such mild phrases. With objurations of that sort you sometimes couldn’t tell whether the characters were cursing or praying; in fact in origin the two are one.

That reminds me of the language I once heard used by a man showing a ‘picture panorama’ — the kind of thing they used to have long ago before the real ‘pictures’ replaced it. In these pictures, when the successive scenes were shown, there was a man who did the talking. ‘Here you see this,’ and ‘now you see that,’ and so on, as the scene went by. the man I speak of was showing a scene representing a Swiss peasant getting swallowed up in a morass, or nearly swallowed up, till an angel appeared to save him. I was quite unable, and I still am, to distinguish whether the Swiss peasant and the angel were praying or swearing. In fact I don’t think the picture man had thought it out. He took a chance.

His talk ran:

Here you see the Swiss Alps. In the foreground is one of those dangerous more-asses, where the treacherous surface, with all the aspect offirm ground, offers no real support. Herejou see a Swiss peasant. Look. He is stepping out on the more-ass. The ground yields beneath his feet. He moves forward more rapidly to escape. He begins to sink. He tries in vain to withdraw his feet. He is slowly sinking to his doom. Hook, he lifts his hands and cries aloud. ‘Oh, Heaven,’ he says, ‘get me out of this more-ass. Oh, God, this is the damnedest more-ass. Christ! this is awful.’

His prayer is heard. An angel appears, bending out from the clouds, her hand outstretched. ‘You poor soul,’ she says, in a voice vibrating with pity. ‘You poor nut, you poor bastard... give me your hand, and come up....’ She takes him to her bosom, and he is saved.

So he would be, of course.

 

But to turn back again to advice to writers. Don’t think you can get away with swearing by putting something very close to it, something nearly as good and much cheaper, by a shift of a letter or two. Some writers try, for instance, to use ‘ruddy’ to stand for ‘bloody.’ This is used especially in the mouths of English army sergeants and such. It is supposed to give a barrack-room touch. But it is really just a left-over piece of Victorian evasion. Rudyard Kipling used this trick, not so stale in his hey-day as it is now. One recalls his Soudanese negro Fuzzy-wuzzy, who was described as a ‘big, black bounding beggar, who broke a British Square.’

That’s all right. Fuzzy-wuzzy was pretty close to that, but not just exactly that.

And here’s another thing.

Don’t try to get around the difficulty by turning the profanity into strokes — , or making it into asterisks * * *, that’s just feeble.

Asterisks and dots and strokes are hopeless. You can’t swear with those things. They won’t read right. Read aloud, as they are, they would turn the pirate story into:

 

‘Three asterisks!’ shouted the pirate.

‘Four,’ shouted the next.

‘I’ll make it six’ yelled a third, adding a stroke and a colon.

 

A person still young and inexperienced might think: surely there is no problem here. The true method would be to write down the very words that an actual person would actually use, to put the swearing in the book exactly as people swear it. But that of course would never do. Leaving out all question of whether the law allows it, art forbids it. It wouldn’t sound right. Try it. Put down a set of foul, profane, obscene words — not samples, but the whole set used in what is called a string of profanity. It would sound awful for one paragraph, flat and stale after two, and beyond that utterly nauseating — in fact just like swearing. And you know how that sounds.

The only advice that can be given to the writer is: Don’t go further than others do. In fact, keep just a little behind them. If they say ‘guts,’ you say ‘bowels of compassion.’


CHAPTER SEVEN. HOW TO WRITE HISTORY
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MACAULAY AND HIS young ladies — College history: dust and lead — Writing an encyclopedia: your own opinion we can do without — Picturesque history — Francis Park- man floats down the Wisconsin River — Alison executes Robespierre — A college history removes Rouis XVI: now you see him, now you don’t — Overdone historywriting — The close-nipped, tight-lipped, underfed, overtaxed Americans at Valley Forge — The interpretation of history — Which is history, war or peace? — The people or the powers?

 

‘I SHALL not be satisfied,’ said Macaulay, in reference to the history of England which he proposed to write, ‘unless I can produce something which shall for a few days supersede the last fashionable novel on the table of young ladies.’ This is one of those unfortunate statements which hang like mill-stones round their authors’ necks. Macaulay’s young ladies, clustering about his chair to get a peep over his shoulder at what he wrote, have obscured his reputation as an historian. What Macaulay seems to be saying is that he will bring down his history to the level of fashionable young ladies. What he meant was that he would lift the fashionable young ladies up to the level of history; his history should be so well written that it would be universal in its appeal. It proved so. Yet there grew up gradually a contrast as between histories that aimed at brilliant and vivid presentations and those that aimed only at the accurate record of fact. The two are not incompatible but only special talent, in the highest reach only genius, could attain both ends. Macaulay could, and there are a few men, only a few, in both Britain and America who can do and are doing it to-day. It is the consistent endeavour of this book to avoid comparison and criticism of living authors and to avoid as far as possible any reference to their names. Otherwise one would wish here to indicate the eminence of such writers as Professor Morison and Mr. Woodward on our side of the water or of G. M. Trevelyan or the veteran Sir Charles Oman on the other. But I must not do so, and pass them over in silence.

But the point is that there grew up since Macaulay’s time, and especially with the increasing study of history as a college course, reckoned in majors, minors, passes and failures, an increasing contrast as between history of the literary type and history of the college type. The names do not entirely fit, but let them pass for want of better. Here on the one side are Hume and Gibbon, Bancroft and Macaulay, Francis Parkman, John Richard Green, Goldwin Smith and the Trevelyans — passe et des meilleurs. Here on the other are the rank and file of college historians writing books of fact, stating what happened for students to learn it, pass it and forget it. For the brilliant pages which the young ladies strained their necks to see, they substitute a history that is dull, arid and colourless, without light or character, without weather or scenery, without thrill or emotion, without life.

Worse still, the college text-book historians, by the sheer pride of their profession — or call it, if you like, by the academic brahminism of college people — created and spread an impression that theirs was the real history. It is true that no young ladies ever peep over their shoulder, none but an unhappy First Year Girl all in tears because the Dean of Women has told her that she is ‘liable’ to the French Revolution. That makes no difference. They regard the outside public as being only on the level of Macaulay himself.

Now here comes in a curious fact, and one which quite accidently and wrongly seems to strengthen the claim of the dry-as-dust college history. Within the last half century opportunities and facilities for historical research, and the official encouragement given to it, have increased beyond belief. Carlyle, for example, breathed a sigh of regret that one could form no idea of the true shape and structure of the Bastille. To-day we could give him a ground plan of the whole place. National archives are being as busily searched as grandfathers’ trunks. Such records as those of what was once the Bibliothèque Nationale at Paris, or the archives of the Hudson’s Bay Company, are what are called treasure-houses of history. Hence each new book out-dates Macaulay by presenting new facts on William Penn, or renders Gibbon obsolete by resurrecting six pages of the personal diary of the Emperor Nero. Thus values get badly mixed. People confuse the material from which history is to be written with the history itself. All the baked bricks ever baked in Babylon won’t make Babylonian history — only the ingredients of the new loaf for the hand of the master baker to knead again to bread.

Thus stands what one may call the problem of writing history; or rather, one-half of the problem, for all that has been said concerns only the method of narration. There is still the problem of the interpretation of history. But let that sleep for the moment.

Now many people who wish to write might think that all this is no concern of theirs since they have not any aspirations towards writing history. To the majority of them a historian is a venerable old gentleman with a long white beard who is said to have spent twenty years in the British Museum and looks as if he had. His labour receives respect rather than envy. In all my college teaching days I have only known a few students who were born historians, who preferred fact to fancy and knew by instinct the difference between a first-hand document and a second-hand narrative. Such students took to history as ducks to water, and generally succeeded in it, as a labour of love is apt to do, returning to college twenty years after graduation, bearded and old, to receive a degree in recognition of what they had done towards a better knowledge of Ancient Crete or Early Babylon. Such labours are for the few.

But even the generality of writers are apt to find themselves concerned with history in the shape of historical romance, or stories with a historical setting, or in the plain matter-of-fact form of writing the condensed history required by an encyclopaedia and the coloured history washed over tourist ‘literature.’ Some notion of the presentation of historical problems connected with history writing ought to be part of the stock-in-trade and equipment of any literary worker. These peculiar problems only appear when one meets them in the attempt to write and studies them in actual cases and examples. Some history writing aims at the presentation of facts without making any judgment from them, as when an encyclopaedia includes the ‘History of Portugal’ in five hundred words. Other historical writing makes a presentation of facts with a view to proving a case, as when Macaulay writes an essay to put Warren Hastings where he belongs. Some historical writing on a larger canvas, the real history in the grand sense, undertakes to convey the annals of a nation, or even of all the world at large. A lesser section of history relates curious and interesting facts for their own sake, the story of the lost colony of Greenland, or the fate of the expedition of Admiral La Pérouse.

Quite contrasted again is military history, itself a whole province, aiming at the interest of the general reader, but at times focussed to the narrower but technical viewpoint of the soldier student. Similarly there branch away from the main trunk of history such expanding boughs as the history of commerce, of exploration, or the more newly discovered history of the life of the people. Some of these branches are matched by roots underground to be dug up as archaeology. The weapon here is not the pen but the spade; and the glowing page becomes the numbered catalogue. Centuries after the Greek historians and poets had done with Troy, Dr. Heinrich Schliemann, in the eighties of the last century, got after it with the spade. For many minds indeed there is higher interest in buried remains than in living actuality, more to them in a Roman helmet from Pompeii than in a modern Italian fedora hat. But let the fedora get old enough and it will rank with the helmet. This peculiar aspect of antiquity spreads wide till it extends from historians to coin collectors and relic hunters and the midget pursuit of postage stamps.

But other branches of the great tree of history wave so high above the roots that they begin to take on something of the colours of the sky seen through the leaves. Here plays the fancy of the historical romance, and romantic history, better to vision thus enchanted than truth itself. Indeed this historical romance now extends its growth so fast and so far, that like the banyan tree it dips its branches to earth again, takes new roots and spreads on in a dozen varied forms. Here is first the pure romance of history, as written especially for children; nursery history, its pages bright with fluttering flags and flashing swords, or wet with tears that fell for the little princes in the Tower, or thumbed with eager interest where Horatius kept the bridge or some one else bridged the keep.... Here is the historical novel of maximum specific gravity, as light as lead, sticking close to truth itself.... Here again is the lighter historical novel turning all historical characters into such up-to-date individuals, all swearing and laughter and smut, that it makes them less convincing than ever. Beyond that history takes wings and flies up into the colours of the morning, just beautiful coloured patches done with gas in what is called ‘tourist literature’ with sentences such as:

Here Montcalm breathed his last, Wolfe having breathed his last first.

 

Let us then, as an exercise proper to this volume, sit down to write history together. We will not attempt at first to strike the chords of romance, but begin with the plain single notes of recorded fact. In other words we will begin by doing a history article for an encyclopaedia. Here we may well recall at the start the instructions sent out — it was years ago, or I would not refer to it — by one of our leading encyclopaedias to its academic contributors, ‘This encyclopaedia wants the facts, and wants all the facts, but your own opinion we can do without.’ The language is as brutal as it is inelegant, but the editors were dealing with professors and had to take a firm stand. Yet even at that many contributors to encyclopaedias take some time to learn and some never learn the difference between plain statements of fact and statements which seek to add life and colour. Facts, as such, for some reason or other, stand in deep disrepute with the ordinary mind. We speak of ‘bald’ facts, a cruel comparison for elderly men to think of. Bald facts presumably need hair; dry facts need be made wet and dull facts to be brightened. Even when these epithets run out facts are described as plain, hard, unadorned, unwholesome — in short, fit company for no one. Yet the encyclopaedia lives on them as a raven grows wise on carrion.

We cannot wonder, therefore, that the literary spirit at first revolts from the harness of the encyclopaedia. But let us begin, anyway.

I suggest then that we undertake an article upon Newfoundland. I suggest that subject because I recall from some years back an article, or rather a contribution that never became an article, on Newfoundland, submitted to a great encyclopaedia at its own request by an author so distinguished and so well acquainted with Newfoundland that it seemed like asking Columbus to write on America. That was the trouble. He wrote too well and he knew too much. Indeed we might start from the article thus submitted, as far as I recall the text of it, instead of writing one of our own. Of course my memory is inexact and blurred by time, but it is correct enough for the essential idea.

The article begins:

Newfoundland. This grand old isle, whose rocky cliffs and granite coast bid defiance on one side to the surges of the angry Atlantic, and on the other to the treacherous ice, stands like a barrier thrown by jealous nature across the St. Lawrence-gateway to North America.’

Stop! stop! That won’t do at all. You can’t call it a grand old isle. Who said grand? That’s just your thought. Cut it out — and isle, you can’t use that. There’s no such thing as an isle in an encyclopaedia, only an ‘island.’ Get down to bald fact, call it an island. Better leave out old; keep that for the little section, called palaeography that we shall slip in later.

Very good. Now cut out all that ‘bidding defiance’ and angry Atlantic, etc. The Atlantic has never been angry, no more than the Pacific has been pacific — and surges, leave them to the poets who can make a surge suit; we can’t. In fact wouldn’t it be much nicer and more modest if we began:

Newfoundland. An island in the North Atlantic (fat this, long, that) lying across the opening of the St. Lawrence, its outer coast facing the Atlantic from north-west to south. The coast-line, deeply indented, is composed chiefly of basaltic rock overlying subcutaneous feldspar.

Now let our author continue for a while:

Newfoundland is as old and older than history. We cannot doubt that the Norsemen from Greenland came driving into its fiords on the foam of the east wind. John Cabot, we know, gashed at its iron-bound shores from the deck of his carvel. Tor half a century the swarthy Basque fisherman gathered its prolific cod to feed a fasting Christendom. But the banner of England was first proudly hoisted on its soil by the chivalrous Sir Humphrey Gilbert and his dare-devil Elizabethan crew fresh from their destruction of the Armada.

Stop! stop! It’s all gone wrong again. The Norsemen didn’t drive in on the foam. The proper phrase is, visited the coast. John Cabot didn’t gaze at it. He saw it. Get back to hard fact — and he may have been on the deck of his carvel or sitting up on the main truck — see under Shipyards: Rigging. And the Basque fishermen. Its quite right to refer to them. They came back and forward for a century. But you mustn’t call them swarthy, at least not here; this is no place for saying that the Basques are swarthy. That information belongs elsewhere, under RACES OF EUROPE, HUMAN COMPLEXION, see also Dermatology and Diseases of the Skin. And never mind what cod are used for — that’s another matter... and of course the banner was really hoisted proudly but we mustn’t say so; and of course the Elizabethan sailors should not have been called dare-devils but simply labelled See under Armada.

Which shows one of the peculiar technical difficulties in writing for an encyclopaedia — how to know what belongs in your own article and what belongs elsewhere. An untrained writer wanders like a cow on the roadside. The editor has to cut out his material and insert: see under Cod-fisheries, see under Gilbert, see Strait. But the technical man keeps inside the fence, or even gets out of difficulties when he fails to find information by passing the buck with a (See under something else). Thus: The aborigines of Newfoundland, now dead, were of mixed origin (see under North American Indians).

But this is a purely technical matter, more of editorial than literary interest. We may let it go at that.

For if I remember rightly it was at about the point of editorial revision that the distinguished author withdrew his article. It was published later, at about five times encyclopaedia prices, with beautiful illustrations, by the Ladies’ Something Magazine, under the title O! Cod.

Now many people who want to write might think that this business of encyclopaedia writing and the method of encyclopaedia statement is of no interest or advantage to people who are interested only in the idea of writing stories. There they are quite wrong. In relating a story, which is from the nature of the case untrue, one of the chief problems is how to make it sound true. This gift of producing’verisimilitude’ (likeness to truth), as we saw in the last chapter is a very high literary art, often instinctive and unconscious, but capable like all other instinctive performances of improvement by industry.

Perhaps I have not made sufficiently clear what I mean by the difference between an encyclopaedia sentence and a literary sentence. The literary sentence may often be superior in reach, but it doesn’t sound quite as true.... Example: We are writing a sea story and we want to show what a terrific fellow the bos’n was.

Literary method:

I do not think I have ever seen anyone who gave me the same impression of elemental power as the bos’n.

Encyclopaedia method:

The hos’n was a gigantic man, swarthy and heavily set; six feet two by fifty inches.

One description says what the bos’n was, the other tells what we think about the bos’n. Both ways of writing are quite in order. But there are times when the encyclopaedia style creates the better effect.

But let us pass from this outlying ground to the main field of history, the writing of the annals of a nation, the thing that anyone tries to do who writes a book called the History of the United States, or the History of England. This is the real thing and from the days of Thucidides and Tacitus it has called forth much of the best intellectual power of mankind. Many people never tire of history. Indeed our life interest in literature begins with it in infancy, since Jack the Giant Killer, as narrated, is straight history. ‘Once upon a time,’ begins the mother in opening the narration, and the charm of the old phrase lingers on for ever.

Now the principal thing that I want to say here is that real history, as apart from mere books of material, cannot be presented so as to convey the full and adequate impression of what happened without a fitting presentation of scene and circumstance. History in other words must be ‘literary.’ This is the point which I indicated above and which I now wish to elaborate with practical examples.

Let us consider, as the most striking case in point, the work of Francis Parkman. Parkman lived from 1823 to 1893. He wrote a dozen volumes dealing with the history of North America from the beginning of European settlement until the fall of the French Empire on this continent. The series practically ends with Montcalm and Wolfe since the Conspiracy of Pontiac, the Indian war that followed the surrender of New France in 1760 and the Cession of 1763, was merely an appendage of what went before. Parkman worked with a zeal that never slackened and an industry that never flagged, visited battlefields, delved into archives, yet with the resulting product of a page so clear and lucid and attractive, so easy to read, so effortless to remember, that many of his readers never think him a historian at all. They think he was only a writer. You see, what he wrote is such easy stuff that you could hardly call it history.

Parkman has an intense and instinctive feeling for the presentation of each event in the light of the scene and surroundings. He must know not only what happened but what it was like where it happened. The statement that Cain killed Abel would be of little use to him. He must know whether it was at midnight in a thunderstorm in the heart of a forest, or in the still dawn of a summer morning just as the mist rose off the Garden of Eden. For others it is quite enough that Cain killed Abel; for a lawyer, for instance, anything else is extraneous. He would object to bringing in the weather as evidence. Many writers of history take it in just this sense. They would digest Park- man’s volumes into a quarter of their size; and there would be nothing left of them.

For Parkman’s pages are redolent of the salt wind off the sea and the odour of the forest, they burn with the glare of the sun on the desert sand and are still and cool with the mist of the morning; they are swept with the wind over the prairies where the ‘dark hollows seem to glide along and chase the sunny ridges.’

Look through the pages of Parkman’s books and you will find an unending series of magic phrases of scene and sky. Or take a sustained passage and observe the cumulative effect, the intensity of the reality. Here, in the volume La Salle and the Discovery of the Great West, are Joliet and Marquette (1675) at the Winsconsin river. They have passed 9 from Lake Michigan up the river and over the marshes and have now reached waters moving the other way to bear them to the Mississippi:

Carrying their canoes a mile and a half over the prairie and through the marsh, they launched them upon the Wisconsin, bade farewell to the waters that flowed to the St. Lawrence, and committed themselves to the current that was to bear them they knew not whither — perhaps the Gulf of Mexico, perhaps to the South Sea or the Gulf of California. They glided calmly down the tranquil stream, by islands choked with trees and matted with entangling grape-vines; by forests, groves, and prairies, the parks and pleasure grounds of a prodigal nature, by thickets and marshes and broad bare sand-bars under the shadowing trees between whose tops looked down from afar the bold brow of some wooded bluff. At night, the bivouac — the canoes inverted on the bank, the flickering fire, the meal of bison-flesh or venison, the evening pipes and slumber beneath the stars; and when in the morning they embarked again, the mist hung on the river like a bridal veil, then melted before the sun, till the glassy water and the languid woods basked breathless in the sultry glare.

It may be objected of course that this beautiful imagery, this completed picture, demands time and space. There is not room for it within an ordinary history book. This is quite true. But it means that the writer of any history book, short or long, should contrive to get as much of this effect as the space will allow, should feel that there is a certain indispensable minimum of it that must be there or the book is not history. There is no hardship in telling a writer to sacrifice a certain amount of detail of fact for a greater intensity of presentation. After all, details are infinite. When you have given all you have there are plenty more behind.

On the other hand historians determined to insert every last detail of fact, every first and last cause, so crowd and condense their material as to defeat their own end. What they write becomes unintelligible without a special effort and unrememberable even with one.

The extreme type of this kind of writing is found in what are sometimes called in their titles ‘political’ histories of this or that country. This means that they not only leave out the weather, but every other human or natural aspect of everything except meetings, votes, motions, committees, resolutions and sentences of execution. The effect is dreary beyond words. One such history of modern Europe, written in French but translated into English words, was inflicted so long and so cruelly on so many of our American universities that it is better not to name it. But we may throw against the glass houses of our neighbours the bricks that we wouldn’t throw into our own, and refer to another modern French work, Aulard’s Histoire Politique de la dévolution Française. In this the Assembly meets, calls itself to the order of the day, calls’ itself out of the order of the day, goes into a committee and comes right out of it, expels itself, meets outside, votes death, abrogates the votes, declares the constitution open, then closed — the whole thing punctuated by public executions without wind or weather or scenery or spectators — and that is called the French Revolution.

One admits of course the need for tabulated fact. But such a thing is only like a guide book or a street directory. Let it be granted of course that there is a certain necessary apparatus of dates and names indispensable to history as a frame to hold itself in. But dates are not history, only a necessary adjunct, no more history than a pair of braces is a pair of trousers. The dates hold the history up. But a man with a list of dates only makes as sorry a showing as a man with braces but no trousers.

Speaking still of the French Revolution we may realize that the great moments of the world history can only be properly appreciated when properly presented. Here are two contrasted pictures from the history of the French Revolution. The first is Sir Archibald Alison’s account (History of Europe) of the execution of Robespierre. The next is the execution of Louis XIV as carried out in a college history.

Here is Alison:

‘At four in the afternoon all Paris was in motion to witness the death of the tyrant. He was placed on the chariot, between Henriot and Couthon, whose persons were as mutilated as his own, the last in the vehicle, in order that, with the usual barbarity of the period, which he himself had been instrumental in introducing, he should see all his friends perish before him. They were bound by ropes to the benches of the car in which they were seated; and the rolling of the vehicle during the long passage, which was through the most populous quarters of Paris, produced such pain in their wounds, that they at times screamed aloud. The gendarmes rode with their sabres presented to the people who clapped their hands, as they had done when Danton was led to execution. Robespierre’s forehead, one eye, and part of the cheek, were alone seen above the bandage which bound up the broken jaw. St. Just evinced throughout the most unconquerable fortitude. Robespierre cast his eyes on the crowd, turned them aside, and shrugged his shoulders. The multitude, which for long had ceased to attend the executions, manifested the utmost joy at their fate. They were conducted to the Place de la Revolution; the scaffold was placed on the spot where Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette had suffered. The Statue of Liberty still surmounted the scene. Never had such a crowd been witnessed on any former occasion; the streets, despite the earliness of the hour, were thronged to excess; every window was filled; even the roofs of the houses, like the manned yards of a ship, were crowded with spectators. The joy was universal; it almost approached to delirium. The blood from Robespierre’s jaw burst through the bandage, and overflowed his dress; his face was ghastly pale. He kept his eyes shut, when he saw the general feeling, during the time the procession lasted, but could not close his ears against the imprecations of the multitude. A woman, breaking from the crowd, exclaimed: “Murderer of all my kindred! Your agony fills me with joy; descend to hell covered with the curses of every mother in France!” He ascended the scaffold with a firm step, and was laid down near the axe. Twenty of his comrades were executed before him; during the time they were suffering, he lay on the scaffold with his eyes shut, never uttering a word. When lifted up to be tied to the fatal plank, the executioner tore the bandage from his face; the lower jaw fell upon his breast, and he uttered a yell which filled every heart with horror. For some minutes the frightful figure was held up, fixed to the board, to the multitude; he was then placed under the axe, and the last sounds which reached his ears were the exulting shouts, which were prolonged for some minutes after his death.’

Here, on the other hand, is the way in which King Louis XVI is executed in a modern compendium history, which many will recognize without my naming it:

‘On the morning of the list he was driven in the company of Santerre and Garat to the Place de la devolution....’

This sounds like a civic reception.

‘Although the attitude of the crowd was on the whole sympathetic, the Jacobins managed everything so well that no incident occurred.’

None, that is, except cutting off the King’s head.

‘Louis’ behaviour on the scaffold was marked by perfect composure and piety. His attempt to address the crowd was cut short by the roll of drums’

It is not mentioned that the King’s head was cut off. But the account adds that at 10.20 a in on January 21,1793, his head was held up to the crowd by Sanson the executioner. Somebody must have cut it off a little before that.

No doubt the writer of this account would say that everything essential is there. Yet to some people it seems — it may be said without ill-nature — a little too comfortable. It suggests an odd mixture of a civic function and a scene of horror — perhaps it was. One might, still without ill- nature, offer a comparison with a similar mixed scene in that good old book of Max Adder’s called Out of the Hurly- Burly. Here the mixture arises from a country newspaper getting the type of two articles mixed — one an account of a presentation gift to the Rev. Dr. Hopkins and the other a description of a new hog-killing machine.

‘Several of the Rev. Dr. Hopkins’s friends called upon him yesterday, and after a brief conversation the unsuspecting hog was seized by the hind legs and slid along a beam until he reached the hot-water tank. His friends explained the object of their visit and presented to him a very handsome butcher who grabbed him by his tail, swung him around, slit his throat from ear to ear, and in less than a minute the carcass was in the water.’

 

The unhappy Louis XIV. had nothing on the Rev. Dr. Hopkins. But perhaps the analogy is far fetched, or fetched for the sake of fetching it. It may be pardoned; history is dull stuff anyway and needs brightening up with Dr. Hopkins.

 

Let it be agreed of course that in this writing of history the picturesque aspect must be kept within its proper limits. It must never run to picturesqueness for picturesqueness’s sake. Making pictures is one thing, writing history is another. There was a famous French romanticist who saw and described Niagara Falls while still the country was wilderness. He puts in all the foam, mist, noise, roar, trees, wind — even the wild monkeys dangling from the trees — he says so. Parkman would have given the Falls two lines, and yet caught the sound of them, and assigned the monkeys to a foot-note. Similarly William Cullen Bryant describes the prairies and covers a thousand lines. Parkman spreads them noiselessly out underfoot for the explorer Verendrye and those who followed. In the one treatment the picturesque is a picture and the history a background to muse upon; in the other the picturesque element is introduced only to obtain the full comprehension of the narrative, impossible without it. Here, for instance, is the English historian John Richard Green (Short History of the English People), a master of condensed and vivid imagery, describing the effect of the preaching of the first Methodists to the working people of England. Their voice was soon heard in the wildest and most barbarous corners of the land, among the bleak moors of Northumberland, or in the dens of London, or in the galleries where in the pauses of his labour the Cornish miner listens to the sobbing of the sea. When I read that as a boy at school I thought it wonderful and I think so still. Nor can you get the same effect of reality by writing, after the compendium fashion:

Whitefield then went to the West of England where he preached at Taunton (Sept, j), at Exmouth (Sept. 4), at Wrexmouth (Sept. 5), and at Pargelly, Clovelly and Pingelly on three following days. On some of these occasions Mr. Whitefield preached underground, once at a mean barometric altitude (or lack of it) 100 feet below sea-level.

This will never convey what is needed.

On the other hand the attempt to make history vivid, if overdone and underdone by those who can’t do it, produces mere bombast, a potful of words and epithets, stock phrases and forced comparisons. With such writers the Mississippi is always the Father of Waters, the Saskatchewan the mighty Saskatchewan. The rivers always roll, the mountains frown, the precipices yawn — certainly one can’t blame the precipices. The colour is so thick, so continuous, that the reader longs for a plain statement such as: Washington remained with his army at Valley Forge from the first of the month till the fifteenth — and not:

Here remained the intrepid, unbudging, unbudgable Washington, his back against the frozen snow-drifts in which were firmly set his hard-bitten, close-nipped, underfed, overtaxed Americans, still waving the Stars and Stripes.

This type of writing is often called journalese, but there is a distinction. The journalist writes it only to give the people what the people want, as you give sugar candy to children; he really knows better. But the bombast historian is trying his best to show the people what they ought to want.

 

One further word needs to be said to distinguish between the problem of how to write history and the problem of how to interpret it. It is with the first of these, the art of narration, that this present book is properly concerned. The other problem, commonly called the philosophy of history, belongs elsewhere. It deals with such matters as to whether history repeats itself, in other words whether, in some degree, the study of history has a prophetic character and helps us to foretell the future. The idea of general historical laws has found great favour in the past especially as it could go hand in hand with a divine or theological interpretation. But in our complicated and changing events it is impossible to trace the effect of such general laws and nothing can be prophesied till it is over. General laws are thus out of date. But particular sequences of history are still capable of discussion, and indeed call for it. Did the French Revolution make Europe or ruin it? Such questions are to most of us more engrossing than the lesser problem of how to narrate what happened in the French Revolution. But writing the Revolution must come first and interpreting it after.

 

There is also the question of ‘selecting’ history — which is a part of its interpretation. Is history to be a record of monarchs and dynasties, or ‘good kings’ and ‘bad kings,’ as it used to be in the English school-book, Little Arthur’s England? Is it mainly a record of wars, battles, conquests and cessions of territory, the drum-and-fife history which was the prevailing type of a century ago? On the other hand history can be thought of as the story of the life of a people — the plain people, all the people — and of the rise of industry and the progress of agricultural settlement — a sort of Farmers’ Almanac in place of a Court Circular.

Now some people, as notably Thomas Carlyle, have thought that the plain people are always led, moulded and made or marred in their destiny by the people of exception, good and bad — for England, let us say, the Oliver Cromwells and Charles Wesleys and the Cecil Rhodeses. Hence even if you pin your history down to the plain people it won’t stay there. This theory, along with the regal theory, fell flatter and flatter in Victorian times, during the Great Peace of 1815-1854, that was to last for ever, and even in the Victorian half-century that followed when war seemed for ever ended for the home people of Great Britain and henceforth only an intermittent thing of exception, for savages, foreign revolutionaries and such. Hence the British historians more and more laid stress on the history of the people. They no longer wanted the children to read of the conflict of the Wars of the Roses, of the battles over in the snows of Towton and King Richard shouting for a horse at Bosworth Field. They wanted them to learn all about the life of the people, how the Britons painted themselves blue and the Normans made tapestry and the minstrels sang in the land. How much of these pictures really got home it is hard to say. The battles were simpler for children to understand and to imitate. The life in the castle beat them. I recall a school-paper answer in a juvenile class in my teaching days, given to an examination question about life in the castle. ‘In the evening in the Great Hall,’ wrote the pupil, ‘the men used to get drunk and play chess.’ It was a high compliment to British character, but looks poor as an encouragement to historical method.

John Richard Green of the Short History was the most ardent advocate of this school. ‘War plays a small part,’ he writes, ‘in the real story of European nations, and in that of England its part is smaller than in any,’ Yet Sir Charles Oman, the veteran historian of the art of war, looking back from 1941 in a retrospect of the half a century since Green wrote, remarked: ‘What a pity Green did not live to see 1914 or 1939!’ Green, as Oman points out, and plenty of others of his day, had a comfortable sort of democratic, evolutionary idea of history, in which ‘freedom had broadened down from precedent to precedent.’ Great men counted for relatively little. The worst was over. There were just a few little things, such as the slums, poverty and unemployment left to attend to. Meantime, history could be made of druids and mistletoe, tapestry; Elizabethan sheep-runs instead of the execution of Mary, Queen of Scots; spinning machines instead of the American Revolution; and gas light and steam print instead of Waterloo.

Yet, after all, if war is to be the chief history, all the greater curse on it.

It is a fascinating and interesting inquiry, greatly commended to all who write, or read.


CHAPTER EIGHT. HOW TO WRITE HISTORICAL NOVELS

[image: img209.jpg]

THE CHARM OF the past — Saxon oak trees and Norman courtyards — Difficulty to make it live — Difference (if any) between Tennyson’s King Arthur and a stuffed shirt — Antiquarian affectation — Don’t say the knight wore a salade — How to make historic people talk — Include me out, laughed Mary, Queen of Scots — Tady Rowena at the bat — The beam in our own eye — Dirt enough to attract clean minds — Private life of Peter the Hermit.

 

BUT now we come to the real thing, the orte most connected for our purpose with history — the writing of historical fiction. There is a never-ending attraction in the past. For the past contains the good old times, and also the bad old times. Our phrases cluster round it as the ‘days of old,’ and the ‘men of old,’ and beyond these again ‘the days of yore.’ Here as everywhere the individual repeats the experience of the race. He looks back to the prehistoric twilight of the nursery, the cave-men days of the boyhood farm, the heroes of high school; he carries the same viewpoint of his own life as a nation does of its centuries, with all the colours at the early morning, when the woods were green and the sky always blue and love beautiful and sweet.

Well may a child or boy of imaginative mind slip out of the pages of a school book into dreams of Saxon England, of men riding under the great oak trees... of Norman knights clattering on the pavement of the courtyard...

 and most of all, of the long ships with beaks like dragons driving on to the beaches of England under a huge square sail and with that for ever the mystery and magic of the sea.

So the interest comes to him — the urge people often call it now — but the word sounds too much like itch — so shall we say the impulse to write it all down, reproduce the scenes and people that pass like a bannered procession before his inner vision.... He tries to do so — with a pitiable result... all that comes from his pen is... ‘How now,’ said Sir Boris, leaping in full armour from his horse and drawing his double-handed sword as he came down, foul catiff, would’st insult a lady! Have at you! Here’s you on you!’ The pen hesitates, stops. Would Sir Boris really talk like that? Would he, or anyone, really say, Have at you! Could he really leap with all that iron stuff? It would give his heels an awful jolt.... The pen drops... but another boy picks it up and the eternal struggle goes on to reproduce the past. Has it ever succeeded.... Some people think it never can. We can make something else, or something better, or something just as good — but not the past. There is, as it were, a contradiction in terms; because it is past we cannot make it present.

Some critics, we say, have said that a real historical novel is once and for all an impossibility... What seems to one generation a vivid picture of the past seems to the next as unnatural as a stiff shirt.... The heroine turns to the comic... many people, and I am one, think Tennyson’s knights very funny people.... But perhaps we can create a dreamworld of the past if we cannot make a real one... make something which is better than reality... since actual life is poor stuff anyway.... Indeed it is only recently, in the larger sense, that the idea of portraying life-as-it-is became the ideal of literature. The earlier idea was of life better than it is....

It is into these perplexities and difficulties and contradictions that we wish to inquire, that anyone may well inquire who wishes to write stories of the past.

 

Historical fiction began in earnest for Britain and America with the novels of Sir Walter Scott.... The success and acclaim were immediate.... It is said that when Waverley appeared people stopped one another, book in hand, on the streets of Edinburgh, to ask ‘Have you read it?’ Yet Waverley was in a sense scarcely historic to the people who first read it. Its second title,’Tis Sixty Years Since, shows it merely in the retrospect of a vanishing horizon, that verge of the present retreating into the past, that is history to the young and yesterday to the old, yet near to both. Scott reached back to the Middle Ages and the Crusades — the real thing — with Ivanhoe and The Talisman, then for the most part confined himself to the romance of Scotland.

With Scott began the weaving of the unending web of historic fiction, which at times slackened, waxed or waned but has never stopped. Washington Irving followed with the picture past of Father Knickerbocker in New York and Rip Van Winkle in the hills of the Hudson, seen, as it were, through tobacco smoke. Fenimore Cooper in Indian feathers crawled through the underbush, not snapping a single twig, and all Europe crawled, breathless or breathing hard, behind him. Charles Dickens wrote of to-day. To him the past was as rotten as it was to Mark Twain. Once — it was after reading Carlyle’s French Revolution — he reached back towards the past in his Tale of Two Cities, and made a better French Revolution than the real one. But after all the Revolution was still a thing of yesterday. In Barnaby Rudge Dickens reached a little back to the Lord George Gordon Riots of 1781. But this is not historywriting, since in unchanging England Mr. Willett’s Maypole Inn and all that went with love and locksmiths was still there when Dickens wrote. Dickens, indeed, stuck to to-day (his day) and moved along with it. When the railway train came in he saw at once the ‘romance’ of it and used it to kill one of his villains under its headlights.

But other writers moved backwards. Thackeray revived colonial America. Harrison Ainsworth contrived a bloody mixture of towers and dungeons, blocks and axes which would be terrifying if it weren’t tedious. One of his sentences is four feet long. Then came Bulwer Lytton, most historical of all, and all the world walked the colonnaded portico and tasselated pavements of ancient Rome, groped their way with Lydia, the blind girl, and sought shelter in vain from the black destruction that overwhelmed Pompeii.

The current never stopped. Boys walked the Saxon forest and sailed the Spanish Main with Charles Kingsley.

.. Such a writer as the late Mr. Henty turned history stories to mass production, adapting every epoch of the world for reading under a school desk, during classes. In Ben Hur General Wallace, a Civil War veteran, whirled in furious chariots around the Roman arena, and in Quo Vadis? Henryk Sienkewicz asked the world again the agelong question, ‘Whither goest thou?’ and lifted the curtain on the inspired days of Christianity in Rome.... The turn of the century for a time witnessed feudalism in a flood. Then came the adjunct of the moving picture with its marvellous power of instantaneous presentation to the eye, of scenes hitherto produced word by word to the ear. Whether it obliterates or stimulates imagination no one yet knows....

The moving picture should have killed the historical novel. It didn’t. It only made it longer... and made success more rapid, wider and more evanescent.... The best seller withers like the grass on the prairies; the old books remain like the mountains on the horizon; not as being better but as made when the world was young. But the historical novel, influenced by the moving picture as induced currents flow in parallel wires, changed its scope. It has stepped out, so to speak; no longer wants to be decorous and ponderous and dignified but must have its characters up-to-date, so real, as we said above, that they are unreal, so much alive that they seemed galvanized rather than living, and with just enough nastiness in it to attract clean-minded people.

 

The first advice always given to people who wish to write historical stories is that they must read history. This is obviously true in a sense. But they must be careful. They are told that they must saturate themselves, soak themselves, so to speak, in the period. This is all right as long as they retain the power to distinguish between what is interesting in itself and what is interesting only to an antiquarian. Now writers who make studies for historical novels, studies of ancient manners, customs, armour, etc etc., are apt to become affected by what is called an antiquarian interest. This is quite harmless within a moderate degree though always tiresome at a dinner party. Take the question of armour. The people of the Middle Ages used lots of it and each piece of it had a different name — only a few such as helmet and breastplate have any meaning now. But some knights wore a light ‘salade’ in place of a helmet. Think what a temptation for a historical writer to say: with these final words Ugo Negroli closed down his salade and strode away.

A writer of the old style of the days of Scott, would have been allowed a foot-note to say, ‘The salade, or salade, a light flexible helmet, was first worn in the fifteenth century and is said to have been invented by the Negroli family.... A knight in full armour in that century, after having put on the clothes which we call his shirt and his trousers and socks, put on twenty-three pieces of what Mark Twain’s Yankee called hardware. They included Such things as a ventail and rondel, a gorget, a rerebrace (one can imagine its use), a facet, a pair of greaves and finally a pair of sollerets laced round his feet — by someone else, as the knight was now completely immobilized. What a temptation then for a writer who has soaked himself in the fascinating study of armour to write, Sir Tancred the Two Spot stood before the steel mirror adjusting his ventail, having already fastened his vambrace and his loin guard, screwed down his knee-caps andpassed the bolts through his rerebrace.... Historical fiction is much disfigured with this stuff, written by writers who either know too much or too little.... Any writer of to-day should be warned against this temptation. Don’t use queer words just because you know them. After all, this list of queer bits of costume is nothing more in itself than any other list, let us say than a laundry list of to-day — pyjamas, combinations, dickies, etc. Let the knight put on those.

As with armour so with arms. There is no sense in giving to things familiar to us as swords and shields, javelins and battle-axes, the foreign names used by the foreign people engaged in the fight. Very often it obscures rather than illuminates the combat. Under this pedantic treatment the description of a single combat in Roman times appears as follows — more or less:

The legionary stood his ground fearlessly against the huge figure of the advancing Gaul, who had leaped from arch to arch of the broken bridge and now stood beside him on the hither bank of the river. Marcus gave way not an inch, but drawing his straight fiat ensis from its poculum he directed a furious thrust straight at the hardened leather pabulum of his gigantic adversary. The Gaul caught the blow deftly on his wooden cerebellum and with a shout of defiance hurled his native cuspidor full at the sternum of the Roman; the legionary deftly stepped aside to avoid the flying cuspidor while in return his own azalea reached home between the joints of the Gaul.... The Gaul, maddened by pain, now swung aloft his double-head axis, a weapon resembling a doubled- head axe, and was about to rush in to close quarters. But at this moment loud cries arose from the wood. A furious auriga came hurtling from out the trees followed by the glittering hastae of a cohors. The Gaul hesitated, lowered his weapon, turned and with a shout of defiance cleared the flumen at a single bound and disappeared into the silva.

This is a fine description, but more appreciated if it is understood that an auriga is not a dragon-fly and that hastae are not insects.

 

But the difficulty of finding ways and means of description — suitable words — in historical novels is as nothing as compared with the difficulty that arises when the characters open their mouths to speak. These historical people belong to all ages and countries from the ancient Egypt of four thousand years back, down the centuries and in and out among the Empires. How then are they to speak? Obviously they have got to talk English since nothing else would be understood. But it can’t be the actual English of to-day, the colloquial talk of the hour, for that would sound hopelessly artificial. Some writers try it, but it simply won’t work. The result is like this:

 

‘How are you to-day, old bean?’ said the Roman praetor.

‘What a darned nuisance!’ said the Queen of Sheba.

‘Include me out!’ laughed Mary, Queen of Scots.

‘Hurry up, boys, finish your booze!’ called King Arthur across the Round Table.

 

No, they didn’t, they couldn’t have said that. At least, that’s exactly what they did say, but it doesn’t sound right. King Arthur must be made to say, ‘Drain me your goblets, Sir Knights, and to horse!’

That last touch is exactly the kind of queer conventional English that has grown up as the special jargon of the historical novel. It is made up partly of old spelling — like ’tis for it’s, which really sound the same. Compare it is a long way with ’tis a long way and it’s a long way, and you will find they all amount to s’long way. But the historical novel people all say ’tis, just as they all say will ye, though it sounds exactly the same as our ordinary will you. With this goes a set of half-old, half-new words and a special set of swearing. It is really one of the forms of broken English like the pigeon English of business China, and the lingo of the West African Coast.

 

All these forms of broken English, created out of necessity, are based on one and the same plan of taking a few words and phrases and working them overtime to fit all sorts of meaning. Pigeon English — it means business English — uses constantly A.i and top-side and the word pigeon (business) itself. In pigeon English a professor emeritus is called an A.i top-side word-pigeon man. The West African lingo used a few phrases like lib’ (live for), belong him one piece, etc., where we use adjectives. Thus in West Africa a’venerable statesman’ becomes big fellow lib’ for talk no hair belong him.

The conventional language of historical novels has similarly gathered up as its stock-in-trade a lot of conventional phrases and half-obsolete words worn with use — such words as sore and fain and right, etc.... In sooth I was right weary with walking and would fain have slept but was sore afraid to do so, etc.... These phrases, coupled with ’tis’s and ye’s, old bad spelling and manufactured profanity, serve as English for historical purposes.

 

It is hard to see how to remedy it. Let us turn back again to Walter Scott, who first opened the road and gave the succeeding generations what was either a lead or a misleading turn. Here is Scott about to write Ivanhoe and The Talisman, stories of the days of Richard Cœur de Lion (1189-1199) and his regent brother, Prince John. Now the people chiefly concerned are Norman knights and ladies. How are they to talk? What they really spoke was the Norman French of the day, very much like modern French, but not enough so to be understood by a Frenchman of to-day, any more than we could understand the English of a peasant in East Anglia of 1189. No people of class spoke English in England for a hundred years after King John. How, we repeat, shall they be made to talk? Not in Norman French, for the reader wouldn’t understand it and Scott couldn’t write it. They must talk in English, but yet not too much like the English of to-day or it would sound unnatural. Hence they talk in a sort of older English with plenty of half-lost words, a pure convention, without an atom of logic to it.

‘If I have offended,’ said Sir Brian, ‘I crave your pardon.’

It is not possible for Sir Brian to say, I’m sorry, boys,’ which is the real equivalent of his Norman French.

‘A truce with your railing, Sir Knights,’ said FitzUrse.

What FitzUrse really said in Norman French was equal to Quit fooling fellers, but again that is impossible.

Such is the pace that was set and the pattern that was traced. The tissue of language was shot with various oaths and exclamations, which are correct in a sense that no doubt somebody used them sometimes, but incorrect in that they leave out other ones that many people used much of the time. They are selected as foul language, because they have dried out so long that there was no offence in them. Those that still kept their meaning, like the much-used ‘bloody,’ are ruled out as foul language because still foul. If FitzUrse had exclaimed What the bloody hell! Scott’s readers would have fallen off their stools.

This point of how to use bad language in literature however, I have dealt with in an earlier chapter. Here we can only indicate some of the oaths, abjurations and exclamations which Scott and his successors fished out of the backwaters of Norman and Mediaeval England.

For the use of lords, knights and military men generally: morbleu, parsambleu, pounds (God’s wounds), odsbodekins, etc. For the use of noble ladies: odspitikins (for the sake of God’s pity). For kings themselves: by the splendour of God (King Richard), by God’s teeth (King John).

Apart from the choice of words, Scott had to face the problem, passed on to all his successors until to-day, as to how well-exalted characters are to talk and what is the kind of language a beautiful woman must use. His general decision was that the more exalted a character the more exalted his speech, and that for a noble and beautiful female no language could be too good, no rhetoric too elegant. The system reaches its climax when the Lady Rowena opens her mouth. She was, it will be remembered by readers of Ivanhoe, a heroine who had been abducted by Maurice de Bracy, a villain.

‘Alas! fair Rowena!’ returned de Bracy, ‘you are in the presence of your captive, not your jailer; and it is from your fair eyes that de Bracy must receive that doom which you fondly expect from him.’

‘I know you not, sir,’ said the lady, drawing herself up with all the pride of offended rank and beauty, ‘I know you not — and the insolent familiarity with which you apply to me the jargon of a troubadour, forms no apology for the violence of a robber.’

Pretty neat language to use off-hand! And Lady Rowena follows it up with sentence after sentence as knock-out blows against de Bracy. She meets him at every point. De Bracy — who can blame him — gets a little impatient.

‘Courtesy of tongue,’ Rowena comes back at him, ‘when it is used to veil churlishness of deed, is but a knight’s girdle around the breast of a base clown. I wonder not that the restraint appears to gall you — more it were for your honour to have retained the dress and the language of an outlaw than to veil the deeds of one under an affectation of gentle language and demeanour.’

This language of rhetoric and repartee comes with the utmost ease to Lady Rowena. She never has to fumble and put in, ‘I mean to say,’ or ‘do you see,’ or anything like that. Her mind moves too fast. We have some pretty nimble intelligences among us, especially the people who carry on the radio quizzes, but I doubt if even Professor Billy Phelps or Franklin P. Adams could keep up with the Lady Rowena. I don’t know of any living person who could take her on, except perhaps Charlie Macarthy.

The fact is that there never were in the world two such people as de Bracy and the Lady Rowena. They are not real life. They are meant, as we said, to be better than real.

The latest form and fashion of historical novel is based on the presentation of the great people. The conspicuous people of past history. They are all taken in turn. The professional writer reflects, ‘Let me see — Peter the Hermit, who was he? I wonder if he has been written up?’... And within a few months the reviewers are writing, Mr. Snide’s new Peter the Hermit (pp. 1030) is an arresting book, giving an entirely different view from that usually held of the personal character of the man who summoned Europe to the First Crusade. It appears that Peter was far from being the Hermit commonly supposed. Mr. Snide traces his various amours, some of a character scarcely to bear decent repetition (it is all Mr. Snide can do). Mr. Snide shows also that his true name was not Peter but Pewter or possibly Porter.

Now it should have been observed sooner that there is an obvious division of historical novels into those that present a picture of historical times without special refer- ence to the great people — kings, statesmen, etc. — or only incidental mention of them, or an incidental appearance on their part. Other novels present a great person, that is, a historic celebrity and his surroundings. Sir Walter Scott features the Young Pretender in Waver ley, Richard Cœur de Lion in The Talisman and Louis the Eleventh in Quentin Durward. But even in these books the times count for more than the men, and in the bulk of Scott’s work the main aim is the presentation of bygone days. There is no doubt that this has been the more successful type of historical novel, especially if the times are not too far away and in a place where they speak English or something like it. Conan Doyle’s Micah Clark, of the days of Monmouth’s rebellion, is a fine example. The language is still within reach, the scene (at the time of writing, fifty years ago) still there. So, too, with the best of the novels and tales of colonial America, as notably, of course, the work of Nathaniel Hawthorne. A good deal of harm was at first done in these American stories by following Walter Scott’s lead and putting in the Lady Rowena, reappearing in the form of a forest heroine, still talking as volubly as she did with de Bracy in 1189. Indeed she talked even better, since the field was more open. The Indians of the Cooper story only ‘grunted,’ or occasionally saved up a ration of talk for an Indian harangue. The military men were (fairly) curt in their speech. The heroine got the floor — under the pine trees.

 

But mainly the novel of the not too-bygone days has been a success. Not so, in my opinion, the other type, the great people story, and least of all in our immediate times. Leaving out honourable exceptions and not attempting to stigmatize individual names, the newer methods adopted seem pretty tawdry. Thus in order to make an historical character seem real one or two things that he actually did say (according to history) are stuck into his mouth to produce a vivid effect of proved reality. The result is seen in little bits of dialogue patterned like this:

‘Good morning, Cardinal,’ said the housekeeper, ‘I’ve brought you your breakfast — two boiled eggs with bacon on the side. That’s right, isn’t it?’

‘Quite right, fane’ said Cardinal Wolsey wearily, rising up on his cushions. ‘And if I had served my God, fane, with half the diligence I served my King, he would not have given me over in my grey hairs’ At which the reader reflects with a start, Wolsey did say that; I remember it was in the history books. With this method is employed also the introduction of up-to-date language instead of archaic language, as already discussed, a feature that we have to pardon since neither up-to-date nor archaic language seems able to convey the reality, once the language is beyond reach.

A third method, poor stuff in the long run, contrary to true art and permanent value, is the introduction of tit-bits of cruelty and dirt as bait for the reader’s attention. It has been only too clear that a sadistic streak has been forming across the pages of our literature, descriptions of cruelty, of torture, that ‘sell’ the book. We can see now that in the past the Victorians loved tears for tears’ sake— ‘I thank you for these tears,’ wrote the sobbing Lord Jeffrey to Charles Dickens, gulping over the death of little Paul in Dombey and Son. The Victorians loved to read of little match girls — meaning little girls who sold matches — going round bare-foot in the snow; of little chimney sweeps, selected for their very littleness, stuck in tall chimneys full of soot. Sentiment, as we have seen, was everything in their literature. But at least it seems better than our new greed for scenes of cruelty — next door to cruelty itself.

Still worse is the new dirt, the patches of nasty references, in description or quoted speech, worked into these new historical stories. The best advice to young writers is keep away from it. If you have literary talent and industry you will succeed without it; but if you have once sullied your hand with it, all the sweetmeats of Araby — ask Lady Macbeth, she knew. This new dirt cannot be defended as realism, as truth. There is lots of truth that is better left unsaid. Most of it is just put in for the cheapest, the most meretricious of reasons. I do not know whether anyone has actually written a book about Peter the Hermit. But if anyone does it will certainly be like what I have described above. ‘This book,’ one reader tells another, ‘shows that Peter was anything but a hermit; in fact while he was in Syria he contracted...’

‘You don’t say!’ says the listener; ‘I must read it.’

It is appalling the number of things contracted by great people in recent fiction. Poor Napoleon, it seems, contracted everything from barber’s itch and hay fever to water on the brain. He died just in time to escape the consequences. In fact as a last advice to young writers of historical fiction I would say, don’t write about Napoleon. It isn’t fair. He’s had enough.


CHAPTER NINE. HOW NOT TO WRITE POETRY
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POETS BORN AND made, or born and never made — Poetry ante-dates prose — Man’s earliest speech — Splashes and bangs, grunts and gestures — Still intelligible to infants and apes — A. Gibbon ape reports a college lecture on Gibbon — Poetry, the parent of letters, should keep to its parent place.

 

EVERYONE knows what poetry is, yet few people would attempt to define it. It reminds us of the quaint old Roman saying, ‘I know it if you don’t ask me.’ It is easier to say what poetry is not. A piece of writing is not poetry just because it rhymes. Nor is it poetry just because it doesn’t rhyme. Nor again does a thing become poetical because it makes no sense as prose and is quite unintelligible to ordinary common sense. Nor will any amount of disturbance of the ordinary rules of grammar, the freedom called ‘poetic licence,’ in and of itself make poetry, any more than a liquor licence can make liquor. In other words both the old idea of rhymed verse turned out to measure and now the new idea of free verse turned out to grass are equally erroneous.

In the same way it is difficult, if not impossible, to tell anyone how to write poetry. The old maxim that a poet is born and not made has that much truth in it, though perhaps it ought to read, a poet is born first and then made. The existence of the born poet, and the need of doing something for him to turn him into a made poet is shown by a kind of poetry, or rather of verse, well known in the pages of rural newspapers and in the rhymed epitaphs of rustic churchyards and affording a standing source of amusement to superior minds. Much of this has been collected into anthologies, gardens as it were of wild flowers. Some writers of this sort of verse have even attained to something like celebrity for the odd mixture of success and failure embodied in it, inspiration without power of expression, high voltage but poor transmission. One thinks of Mrs. Julia Moore, once famous as the ‘sweet singer of Michigan.’ Among the treasures of her verse is an Ode OK Lord Byron, which says:

 

The character of Lord Bjron 

Was of a low degree; 

Caused by his reckless conduct 

 

And bad company, and so forth. Here belongs the Canadian poet McIntyre of Ingersoll, Ontario, the bard of eighty years ago when Ontario first learned the art of cheese making. He writes:

 

Who hath prophetic vision sees 

In future times a ten-ton cheese.

Several companies could join (or ‘jine’)

To furnish curds for a great combine.

 

Yet such writers no doubt are real poets as far as birth can make them so. They lack only the training. Tennyson, born a poet and trained as such, ‘looked into the future far as human eye could see.’ So did McIntyre. Tennyson saw a vision:

 

When I dipped into the future far as human eye could see; 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be.

 

McIntyre saw a ten-ton cheese. It’s the same thing.

I should wish to make it quite clear that this chapter is not written in depreciation of poetry but only of bad poetry. It is true that the larger part of poetry is bad, but the part that is good carries it, and all the best poetry in its own province and purpose attains a higher reach than prose. It can call forth and convey emotions more poignant and images more vivid than lie within the general reach of prose. It does this by the magic and mystery of words, in part by their melody, in part by leaving aside logical arrangement and consecutive sense.

Tennyson writes:

 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 

Tears from the depth of some divine despair 

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more.

 

Prose could not express that. It could make all the statements at greater length in a sustained conservative way. ‘Happy Autumn fields’ — that is to say, in the autumn fields where the bright colours of the stubble in the sunshine gives the sense of the happiness always associated with light and colour.... ‘Divine despair’ — that is to say, a sense of despair that so much beauty must be so fleeting, but yet with a consoling sense that such despair itself is a proof of man’s higher nature. In such a way do professors in a poetry class turn poetry into prose, and when it is done the poetry has somehow vanished like a butterfly out of a net....

Let it be added that poetry also, especially in the English language, falls heir to a number of old words and phrases, in part disused in ordinary speech, and carrying with them all that goes with the peculiar charm of the past.

I the gloaming, oh my darling!

Who wouldn’t ‘gloam’ at that? ‘In the evening’ doesn’t express it. ‘8.45 p m.’ is more exact; the railways prefer it.

In Flanders fields the poppies blow.

Yet we couldn’t say, ‘Is there much blowing in your garden this year?’

Granted, then, that the writing of poetry rests in the first place on an original bent of mind, it none the less demands a suitable training; and it will be found that a large part of such training consists in learning what to avoid, in other words how not to write poetry. Nor need any literary aspirant claim that he is indifferent to the matter since he has no intention whatever of writing poetry. He can’t help himself. Everyone recalls the famous Monsieur Jourdain of Molière’s comedy who discovered with surprise that he had been ‘talking prose’ all his life. So every writer of fiction, of history, of anything short of a mathematical text-book, will realize that part of the time he is writing poetry. If not, his writing must be very poor indeed.

With which understanding one may with all propriety open a discourse on poetry in order to show that poetry is older than prose, has a higher reach than prose, or rather less range with higher reach, and blends and mingles with prose at its highest.

Now by poetry is meant a form of language in which sound and rhythm help to a large degree to carry the sense. Thus when Swinburne wants to convey to us the aspect and impression of a forsaken garden beside the sea, he writes:

 

Over the meadows that blossom and wither, 

Rings but the note of the sea-birds’ song, 

Only the sun and the rain come hither, 

 

All the year long, and with that the deserted garden by the sea rises before the eye and the wind sings its desolation. The very sound of the syllables echoes the song of the birds.... The long- drawn line, ‘all-the-year-long carries in it the weariness of empty time.

 

Compare again the scenic effect of the opening lines of Gray’s famous Elegy... ‘The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea’ — and at the very sound of it we see, or half-see in the dusk, the long winding line of cows returning from the pasture. When Gray adds that ‘and drowsy tinklings lul, the distant folds’... he practically has us fast asleep. I remember a college extension lecturer once telling me that at the close of an hour’s talk called Five Centuries of English Poetry, he recited Gray’s Elegy and found, as a curious psychological fact (he said), that a large part of the audience were asleep.

 

Nor is it only the dreariness of deserted gardens and the drowsiness of tinkling folds that the rhythm of words can convey.... Take this as putting over the music and the merriment of an Irish party, fiddles, jig and all:

 

Then there was whiskey, and wine for the ladies, 

Praties and cakes and bacon and tay.

The Nolans, the Dolans and all the O’ Grady s 

Were kissing the girls and dancing away.

 

It’s music before you’ve even heard the music. Or turn if you would to the mournful effect, sorrow sedate and restrained, of such stanzas as the well-known dirge:

 

Here’s to the name of poor Tom Bo-owling, 

The darling of the crew.

 

It may be said that it is only because we know the music that has been set to these words that they convey the effect. But that is not so; the music adds to it; but the effect of the chosen sound, the instinctive harmony, is there before the composer begins. Some songs, grave or gay, wrote themselves into music. The merry verses of W. S. Gilbert jingle on the page. Kipling’s ballads sing for themselves.

 

For I’m called Little Buttercup — dear Little Buttercup, 

Though I could never tell why; 

But still I’m called Buttercup — poor Little Buttercup, 

Sweet Little Buttercup, I!

 

My object all sublime 

I shall achieve in time — 

To let the punishment fit the crime — 

The punishment fit the crime; 

And make each prisoner pent 

Unwillingly represent 

A source of innocent merriment!

Of innocent merriment!

 

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ lazy at the sea, 

There’s a Burma girl a-settin’, and I know she thinks o’ me; 

For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say:

 

‘Come you back you British soldier; come you back to Mandalay!’

 

Come you back to Mandalay, 

Where the old Flotilla lay:

Can’t you ‘ear their paddles chunkin’ from Rangoon to Mandalay?

On the road to Mandalay, 

Where the flyin’-fishes play, 

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China ‘crost the Bay.

 

Now prose, prose that is completely divorced from poetry, cannot obtain these effects. Euclid writes:

Things that are equal to the same thing are equal to one another. The sound has no connection with the sense except by pure convention, a connection that grew up long after poetry was well on its way. Nor is there any way of matching sense and sound. It is as silent as empty space. There is nothing added if we force it into rhyme.

 

Things that are equal to the same, 

Equal to one another we may name.

 

Much of the so-called poetry of the Victorian age was made up in just this needless way. Let us try another: ‘The assessea value of the real estate in the township of Oro has increased by fifty per cent in fifty years’ That’s prose and should remain so. A Victorian poet would no sooner read it than he would begin to boil over with something such as:

 

Hail! Oro, township of the Blest, 

Where real estate is heavily assessed — but he doesn’t add anything to the first statement.

 

Now if poetry means the use of sounds that of themselves convey meaning, it appears that many of our words are themselves poetry. Such words as murmur and babble and whisper and rattle and roar and hiss; sing-song, lullaby... there are thousands of them. We can still make them up at will. We make up new ones, and preserve old ones, when we talk to children; a prose dog becomes a poetical bow-wow. These poetical words are called in the grammar booxs onomatopoetic, which is merely and exactly the Greek for poetical words. The grammar books explain that they show the origin of speech itself and this is partly so, but only partly. Modern study of the origins of human speech leads us to observe the parallel primitive forms used by animals and by ourselves in communicating with animals and in talking to children. And here we begin to detect tones and accents as the major part of communication, not words at all. We still use these. We complain in a whine; we threaten in a growl; we thank with a giggle. We talk to babies in ayum-yum, itti-itti fashion which oddly enough the baby seems to understand. The baby having just arrived from the dim cloud-land, with the buried memories of life long, long ago, understands sounds that for us have been smothered out by convention. Silly people wish to avoid baby-talk in the nursery. They think that the baby will learn to speak more quickly without it. This is exactly the reverse of truth. The baby must get the tones first, the words (nearly all of them) are just convention. It is therefore proper to say, Did-ums wantums ikki bit of suggy? Instead of ‘would you care to have a piece of sugar?’

Euclid would have found it hard to explain to his babies in his nursery, which was probably a rectangular tetrahedron with homologous angles, that ‘things that are equal to the same thing are equal to one another.’ Probably he didn’t try; he came into his nursery and held up one thumb, and said Boo! and then another thumb, just like it, and said Boo! and the little Euclids broke out into chuckles and walked past axiom one, via poetry.

There were not only imitation words (splash and bang words) in the dawn of speech, and tones and growls, but also, so it is claimed, a set of exclamations, of whoops and puffs, sounds like those a fat man makes on a hot day; exclamations like the Yo! Ho! of sailors all heaving together. Another primitive origin is the queer intake of breath in place of the usual output of breath. Most of our talk is made out of our mouth. But we can, and do, revert to a primitive variant by taking our breath in — swallowing our words as it were. For proof of this just imagine that you’ve heard of a piece of news which excites your disapproval but doesn’t really distress you, such as that Brown has run off with Jones’s wife for the second time, and you will probably put your tongue against the roof of your mouth and say tut-tut or chuk-chuk with an intake of breath. No one taught you this; you got it fifty thousand years ago. Go to Zululand and you will hear the ‘clicks’ of Zulu speech, of the Bantu language, that have preserved and extended it....

So then we have splashes and bangs and whoops and yo ho’s and tut-tuts, and along with all that a series of gestures. We wink our amusement, we wave our good-bye, we shrug our shoulders with disapproval and ‘beat our breasts’ — at least in race memory — over our sorrow. All of this is preserved in poetry and in the rendering of it. All of this is still seen, in close parallel and resembling it, by anthropologists who study the greater apes. A poet on a platform reciting his verses, with suitable growls and making passes in his hair, is behaving like an ape. They would recognize and welcome him on the Congo.

 

Now anthropologists tell us indeed that many aspects of our speech are parallel to the mode of communication, of the talk if we can call it so, of the ‘primates’ — a term which in this sense includes the chimpanzee, the gorilla, the orang-utan, etc but not, of course, the primates of the Church, archbishops and bishops. The great apes use vocal sounds. The gibbon ape seems to use a set of sound patterns which evoke corresponding answers, but with vocal sounds go also gestures and body movements. When we listen to a hard-luck story and keep saying, Dear me! Dear me! in a hollow voice, we are talking like a gibbon ape. Our quick responsive winks and smiles recall the wild chimpanzees who appear to have a crude system of communication by gestures and contacts. When the people (in the Old Testament) expressed their sorrow by beating their breasts they were a poor second to the gorilla, whose chest-thumping, it has been said, might qualify him for a position as sound producer in a radio broadcasting station.

We can no longer communicate with the apes by direct language, nor can we understand, without special study, their modes of communication, which we have long since replaced by more elaborate forms. But it is at least presumable that they could still detect in our speech, at least when it is public and elaborate, the underlying tone values with which it began. Thus, if we could take a gibbon ape to a college public lecture, he would not indeed understand it, but he would ‘get a good deal of it.’ This is all the students get anyway.

 

COLLEGE PUBLIC LECTURE ON EDWARD GIBBON

as reported by a Gibbon Ape

The chairman called the audience together with a couple of short barks, after which gave a series of whines to express his disapproval of the lateness of the audience in coming in. He then introduced the lecturer by rubbing his hands together as a sign of pleasure, giving a series of not unfriendly growls in his direction. The lecturer then stood up and rubbed his hands together towards the audience as a sign of goodwill, opened his lecture with a couple of short yelps which elicited corresponding yelps from the audience. After that he settled down for half an hour to a steady series of grunts which seemed to soothe the listeners. But after this first period the lecturer began to bark, to move up and down, but not threateningly, on the platform, while at times he gurgled in such a friendly manner that a great number of the audience gurgled with him. At times also he heightened the effect of the gurgle by an appealing whine, and closed the lecture with a prolonged howl followed by a final heavy bark. The audience broke into loud yelps and clapped their hands. The chairman then invited another man to give a few satisfied grunts as an expression of thanks — and the meeting broke up, all barking.

From all of which we begin to see that poetry is older than prose. Literature begins with poetry. Primitive mankind began its words and music together with singing poetry. The two at first are one, the human voice only the medium, the words only the sound. Then someone invents, or rather uncounted generations slowly contrive, mechanical means of music copied from Nature, from the wind whistling in the trees, the waves pounding on the shore. Hence arise wooden drums, clashing cymbals and whistling pipes. Music and words part company, or rather they change to being associates only. Later the breech widens when mankind learns the art of writing. It becomes a very gulf when the mechanics of printing spread the written word. Thus gradually songs changed to books. Literature, as it were, grew prosier and prosier. But poetry remained the senior partner. In classical Greek literature poetry, including the poetic drama, outweighs all the rest. With it appears history, grown from a record of kings’ names on a rock to a record of great events and a talk about them. The change is from the singing history of Homer, older than writing, to the written history of Thucydides which even Thucydides couldn’t sing. Before the art of writing history, history had to be sung, in rhythmical words, to the beating of feet, or else one couldn’t remember it. History thus became the business of ‘bards.’ Compare, since there is always a comparison to be made between the evolution of the race and the evolution of the individual, the rhyming and singing verses that used to be used to help children to be interested in and to remember history.

 

This is William the Conqueror known full well 

By his Doomsday Book and his Curfew Bell, etc., and so on, and on.

The child of to-day, with his motion pictures and superb illustrations, has got past all that. Rhyme won’t help him, for his ideas go past at four to the second, and he forgets them even faster. To interest him, history must be made coloured or comic.

 

But turning back again to ancient times we find in Roman literature the proportion of poetry and prose turned the other way. Writing was so widespread that the bards passed out and their singing history was forgotten. Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome is an attempt to show what they must have been like if they were better than his were, and written in good English. The reconstruction was like that of the bones in Calaveras County, in Bret Harte’s society on the Stanislow, referred to above.

 

Then Brown he read a paper and he reconstructed there, 

From those same bones, an animal that was extremely rare.

 

But Virgil wrote, he didn’t sing, his story of Aeneas in poetry, for by this time a plain and simple metre had been devised — called technically iambic hexameter — as a sort of ‘business suit’ for literature. Indeed the Greeks has used it as far back as the Homeric bards. But it was only good for long, slow stuff that had to be remembered. For real song-talk all sorts of broken, attractive rhythms were used. Again we note that this is the same as with the children to-day. How instinctively they like the sound of:

 

Sing a song o’ sixpence a pocketful of rye....

 

Take that over to the nearest philologian for a laboratory analysis and he’ll tell you that that’s a saturnine metre. Try him also with ‘Jack and Jill went up the hill,’ and ‘Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross, and you have shoved him back to A.D. 500.

But Virgil’s readers didn’t propose to sing as vigorously as that. They exchanged singing for sing-song, or, if you will, singing turned to what schoolmasters call ‘scansion.’

It’s queer to think of Mr. Chips, the schoolmaster, two thousand years later, still ‘scanning’ out to his junior boys:

 

Arma vir — urn que can — o tro — jae qui — primus ab — o ris.

 

To avoid any accusation of pedantry in quoting Latin let me say that this is the first line of the first book of Virgil, and there are people all over the world who know it — and nothing else in the way of Latin. They don’t need to. You can go round the world on that, recognized as a man of culture. But I was only saying that Mr. Chips is all that is left of the ancient Roman bard whose job had vanished after he had rocked Rome’s cradle.... With the Romans prose soon outweighed poetry. There appeared the histories of Tacitus and Livy, voluminous and ominous, and presently treatises in law that tipped the scale to the beam.

After the fall of Rome and the wreck of Europe the people in the dark of the Dark Ages couldn’t read. So the bards came back to the devastated Roman provinces, as the nightingales come with the darkness. Hence the troubadours and the jongleurs, who sang history as poetry, back at the old trade, fifteen centuries out of date. They straggled on down the centuries, turning up as Welsh bards and Scottish minstrels, till Walter Scott sang the lay of the last one, whose harp, his sole remaining joy, was carried, as we remember from our schooldays, by an awful boy.


CHAPTER TEN. HOW NOT TO WRITE MORE POETRY
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THUS came the poet down the centuries. But he failed to adjust himself to the march of time. He didn’t understand what writing and printing had done to him. He went on writing down in poetry — that is, in rhyme and rhythm, in feet and metre — all sorts of long-winded stuff that belonged elsewhere. Each advance in printing and book-making and each new wave of expanding education opened the opportunity wider and wider. It is amazing to think of the enormous quantity of narrative verse (long stories in poetry), occasional verse (meaning an event put into rhyme), that appeared in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. The original ‘source’ of poetry, the ‘spring’ from which it sprang, became a rill, the rill a river, and the river a vast lake, part of it bright, with waves that sparkled in the sunshine, but a lot of it just water over mud flats....

This wave of ill-spread poetry reached its widest spread about a hundred years ago. Slowly the art of story-telling and the ability to read drained away its water... and finally, not slowly but very rapidly, the moving picture and the radio finally drained the mud flats like a bath with the plug out.

 

In other words it was the Victorian tradition, both in Great Britain and in America, that poetry could be written, indeed had to be written, about everything. If Queen Victoria had another child the Poet Laureate was expected to do something handsome on it. There were verses on the opening of a railway, on the construction of a barge canal, on opening the Crystal Palace and on closing it. With these went the ‘occasional’ poems addressed to single individuals. ‘To the Lady Fleming, on seeing the Foundation preparing for the erection of Rydal College”— ‘TothelnfantM — 

M—’— ‘Lines to D. F. on receipt of the present of a walking- stick’— ‘Stanzas to Mr. Q. on his entering Harvard College’— ‘Invocation to Harvard College on its receipt of Mr.Q.’ Some of the above examples are actual and some imaginary, but no one could distinguish them. With these personal verses went abstract ones addressed to Happiness, Loveliness, Emptiness, to Solitude, Beatitude and any other abstraction.

Especially did it become a tradition, a fixed idea, that if something striking happened, some incident of courage, danger, horror or some curiosity or coincidence, the Victorian poet must needs write it up. This was all very well for great events — the loss of the Royal George, the sinking of the Birkenhead and the Charge of the Light Brigade at Balaclava. Even then by good rights the power of the verse ought to match the majesty of the occasion. Whether it does so or not, each of us must judge for himself, but to my mind many of our treasured poems depend as treasure on our pride in the event. Judged simply as poetry, what are we to think of ‘Half a league, half a league’... and all the blue-water verse, Ho! mariners of England... Ho! Tars .. Ho! England! — verses only preserved by the salt wind of the sea and glorious with the recollection of victory.

Still more is this the case with the hymns of the Church. Those long echoes and cadences go back through generations, some through centuries, of human joy and sorrow, of sabbath worship and evening song. Some people may recall the outbreak of popular anger — it must be forty years ago — over the statement of a Chicago Professor of English that many of the hymns of the Churches are doggerel. He was undoubtedly right. Devout people without logic wrote to the newspapers to ask — what about Head kindly light? — what about Nearer, my God, to thee? — and the majestic words and music of Come, all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant? — a chant that reverberates from the days of the Christians in Rome. Such argument, of course, has nothing to do with the case. Some of the hymns, many of the hymns — can we say, the majority of the hymns — are certainly doggerel. They are saved only by the spirituality of the background. Taken as poetry, as language, they are filled with crude phrases, and especially with those mixed-up metaphors which seem, as we have said, the especial privilege of the Church and of clergymen. The clergy, as is natural to their calling, look to the reality of meaning and ignore the mere form of words.

We are thus willing to accept and condone the tribute applied in the past to great natural events, or written into hymns now sanctified by time. All of this because it is part of our heritage. But it does not follow that we need try still to appreciate narratives of minor bygone events done into verse after the fashion of the period, still less to imitate them now.

We take an example from Wordsworth.

Wordsworth hears of a pathetic incident, happening in his rugged Cumberland, concerning the fidelity of a dog. The dog’s master had fallen over a cliff and the faithful animal had watched beside his master’s body for several months, before the body was found — a skeleton. The incident is indeed striking and pathetic, and, of course, depends for its pathos on its truth. If it were a made-up story we could get little ‘kick’ out of it unless we said that the dog stayed for two years, or that there were several dogs, the first one and then friends who joined him, working in relays. But although the story is true it does not follow that the best way to convey its truth is to put it into rhyming verses. To me, the rhyming form lends it something false, something unnatural.

The poem begins:

 

‘A barking sound the shepherd hears, 

A cry as of a dog or fox.

He halts and searches with his eye 

Among the scattered rocks.’

 

There seems something so pit-pat, dead certain, about the fall of the syllables that they hide the reality under the adornment.

 

‘And presently a dog is seen 

Glancing through that covert green.’

 

Naturally then the shepherd becomes curious and proceeds to look round to account for the dog’s actions.

But the poet refuses to dislose what happens till he gets the full scene set:

 

‘It was a cove, a huge recess, 

That keeps, till June, December’s snow; 

A lofty precipice in front, 

A silent tarn below!

 

‘Thither the rainbow comes — the cloud — 

And mists that spread the flying shroud; 

And sunbeams; and the sounding blast, 

That, if it could, would hurry past; 

But that enormous barrier holds it fast.’

 

Now, then, be ready for the shepherd. Aha! he’s struck something:

 

‘Nor far has gone before he found A human skeleton on the ground.

The appalled discoverer with a sigh Looks round to learn its history.’

 

A ‘sigh’ for a skeleton is mild enough. It reminds us of our mention of Punch’s detective, Hector Trumper, who gazed at the spectacle of the mangled body and accustomed as he was to scenes of violence, could hardly ‘suppress a yawn.’ Not only is the sigh a short one, but it is followed by a hurried explanation that the spectator now instantly:

 

‘... Recalls the name 

And who he was and whence he came, 

Remembers, too, the very day 

On which the stranger passed that way.’

 

All this in a hurry because the poet has used too much time on the poetic description of the scene of the tragedy. This is not to be a crime mystery. So the shepherd also instantly recalls ‘who he was and whence he came, etc etc.’ So that everything of that sort can be left to the police at the inquest.

Very naturally, the stranger had fallen over the cliff and had been killed. His body lay there till it became a wasted skeleton. The poem ends with an allusion to the dog, typical of the piety that was part of the poetry of the period.

 

‘How nourished there through that long time 

He knows who gave that love sublime 

And gave that sense of feeling great 

Beyond all human estimate.’

 

Such was the method of narrative poetry, in its relation to minor incidents of a hundred years ago. I do not think there is room for such poetry now. There may, or may not, be room for vast epic narratives in verse of the history of the United States and such exalted topics. But for the minor stuff there is no place, except as comic poetry, intentional or accidental. Other methods of presentation — the radio, the moving picture — have replaced it. Indeed such events now naturally come to us as newspaper items. Here is Wordsworth’s Dog Story as it would read in the report of the inquest held on the unfortunate stranger. We take it from the files of the Cumberland Weekly Shepherd.

 

Fidelity of a Canine 

Mr. W. Wordsworth in his evidence at the inquest arising from the recent Dog and Cliff Mystery gave his account of the gruesome discovery of a human skeleton at the base of Shaw Cliff. Mr. Wordsworth was led to the discovery by the strange behaviour of a dog which was darting in and out of the bracken at the foot of the cliff as if to attract attention. Investigation revealed the dead body of a man, reduced by exposure to little more than a skeleton, having evidently lain there for over two months.

Indeed Mr. Wordsworth himself remembers having met a stranger, now identified only by his clothes, walking with a dog along the dangerous brow of the cliff. He recalls indeed having uttered a warning to the effect that the place where the stranger was standing was really a cove, a huge recess, with a silent tarn below. Mr. Wordsworth says that he explained to the stranger the peculiar meteorological aspect of the spot, a gathering place for rainbows and cloud and mist, with occasional sunshine and the sounding blast that endeavoured in vain to hurry past, but was held fast, as Mr. Wordsworth explained, by the enormous barrier itself. Mr. Wordsworth was pained to notice that the stranger had moved off while he was still making his explanation, and that the attempt to follow him and repeat it was prevented by the ominous growling of the dog. He thought no more of the incident until his finding of the body, the man having apparently fallen, or plunged, over the cliff immediately after the conversation. Mr. W. is unable to account for the dog having found nourishment during his long vigil. ‘God knows how that dog got food,’ he said.

 

So much for the tediousness of the bygone poetic narrative. Equally typical of the period is the overdone sentiment that runs to feeble sentimentality. Every epoch has the defects of its qualities. The days of Tennyson and Longfellow, of Hawthorne and Dickens were days of increasing ‘humanitarianism,’ the new sympathy with the oppressed and with the lowly and the new appreciation of the still beauty of lowly natural scenery, the dell secluded from the ruder world. But there was no need to get mawkish about it, and to allow sympathy to degenerate into drivel. An excellent example is found again in Wordsworth’s work, this time in his well-known poem addressed to a Highland Girl. The theme of the poem is that the poet comes suddenly upon a Highland girl among the beautiful scenery of a Highland glen. He proceeds after the fashion of poets of the time to do what was called ‘apostrophize her,’

‘Sweet Highland girl,’ he exclaims:

 

‘a very shower 

Of beauty is thy earthly dower!

Twice seven consenting years have shed 

Their utmost bounty on thy head.

And these grey rocks; that household lawn; 

Those trees, a veil just half withdrawn; 

This fall of water that doth make 

A murmur near the silent lake; 

This little hay; a quiet road 

That holds in shelter thy Abode — 

In truth together do ye seem 

Like something fashioned in a dream.’

 

This is all very well and very charming, but the poet doesn’t let it go at that. He is carried on still further to the idea that he would like to come and live alongside of the girl.

 

‘Oh, happy pleasure,’ he cries, ‘here to dwell 

Beside thee in some healthy dell, 

Adopt your homely ways and dress, 

A shepherd!

 

To get the full kick out of this, one would have to add the American exclamation, ‘Wow!’ One can imagine the poet changing into his Highland costume behind a bush and calling out, ‘Now, don’t look! Wait a minute!’

Nor is that enough. He feels that even with a kilt on he’d like to get nearer still, into some sort of family contact with the girl.

 

‘What joy to hear thee and to see!

Thy elder brother I would be!

Thy father — anything to thee.’

 

Here he ought to add, ‘Oh, Boy!’

I remember that when I was a master at school a pupil in the reading-aloud class brought to the poem an even higher pitch of sentiment, quite unconsciously, by reading it slowly and doggedly out, word by word.

 

‘What — joy — to — hear — thee — and — to — see — thy — elder — brother!’

 

This beat even Wordsworth, who failed to get anything as flat and final as that. Indeed the poet could find no other dinouement except what he said at the start.

 

Thee, neither know I, nor thy peers; 

And yet my eyes are filled with tears.

 

In other words, to sit down and have a good cry.

Another form of false sentiment of the period was to create purely imaginary wrongs suffered by purely imaginary people... England — the mind of the people — was determined that all tyranny must end, all oppressed people be given freedom. The idea was mixed with other things, Manchester cotton, Sheffield cutlery, etc., but in the main it was a noble aspiration. It meant, however, that the poets must work overtime to find oppressed people, patriotic Greeks, noble Italians, etc. But these kept getting disqualified by diplomatic changes in British policy which shifted them to the wrong side. So a regular stand-by was found in the Red Indian. Ever since Alexander Pope had written his To! the poor Indian, the Red Man, understood to be vanishing, to be moving to the sunset, drew the tears of the English nursery, and kindled the indignation of the English heart and hearth.

This particular kind of tripe reaches its acme, or one of its acmes, in a poem by Eliza Cook called the Song of the Red Man. I wish that a Pottawattomic ‘brave’ or a Seneca cannibal could have read it. Miss Eliza Cook flourished 1818-89, and flourished exceedingly. Her collected works, at 40 lines to the page and inches to the line, represent a mile of poetry. It is all forgotten now except the verses in which she asks who shall dare to chide her for loving an old armchair — a challenge which got into the American school books and was never taken up. She had no further knowledge of Red Indians than what can be learned at Wimbledon. But she saw that a Red Indian was good medicine. Her Red Indian — exact location not specified — lives quietly in his ‘maize-covered grounds’ under a ‘date-shadowed roof.’ Presumably the dates are 1492 and that of the Louisiana Purchase, 1803, things that must have shadowed Indian life. He lives, as he says himself, content, simple fellow, with his ‘rifle and hounds.’ He had saved and befriended a wandering white man, and now it appears the white man is starting what has been called since Miss Cook’s time, ‘monkey work’ with the Indian’s daughter. In fact he says:

 

‘I saw you last night where the linden trees grow, 

With my child in the leafy savanna below.’

 

The location is again puzzling. But the danger is obvious. He therefore suggests:

 

‘Go! leave me, false man, while my child is secure,’

 

.. and in order to establish the reasonableness of this proposition, he adds:

 

‘Should a lily-skinned daughter e’er cling to thy neck, 

Then remember the father whose peace thou wouldst wreck.’

 

Tily-skinned is good but perhaps onion-skinned is even daintier.

But let us turn from pulling the mote out of the Victorian eye to removing the beam from our own. The poet is indeed incorrigible. Time and circumstance no sooner remove one set of faults than he develops new ones in a contrary direction. He is no sooner cured of the artificial regularity of rhymed verse than he degenerates in the pointless irregularity of verse that is called ‘free.’ He is no sooner taught to avoid long, prosy narrative poetry, than he substitutes short, prosy descriptive poetry. We no sooner persuade him to stop crying and not be sentimental than he gets dirty and objectionable.

The form of the verse, or its formlessness, is one thing, its content another, and the present content of a great deal of our contemporary poetry runs to the description of Nature, in minute detail with great exactitude, but with no particular merit in the detail. This nature poetry is the illegitimate child of our new natural science. In natural science detail is admirable. It is excellent to distinguish, as we do, the cephalopods from the infusoria and to classify, as we do, 50,000 species of flies, and to confer on them a scientific order as the Diptera, which makes them sound as old as the Italian nobility. But this is not poetry. It is not possible to make poetry by the mere cumulation of detail, by putting scenery together tree by tree and leaf by leaf. Nor does close observation of nature at work in and of itself make poetry.

It is, as I have dared to suggest above, I think, especially in Canada that this new nature poetry grows at its rankest. The really fine Canadian poets, both of the generation just gone by and of the generation now writing, are too well known and too well established to fear criticism of their method. The fact that most of them owe their success to nature-description poetry does not make any more tolerable the great mass of the description in verse, whether free or worth money, of the Canadian woods, trees, birds, beasts and waterfalls. Our country is rich in its extent. Granting a thousand poets as the maximum that we could raise they have 3000 square miles for each of them to work on.

Contrast the almost magical effects of description achieved by earlier poets without seeming to describe.... Compare, for we owe him one, Wordsworth:

 

‘Oh, then my heart with rapture fills 

And dances with the daffodils.’

 

Or Herrick:

 

‘Fair daffodils we weep to see 

You haste away so soon....’

 

With how few words, with how little of the intricacies of description, either poet calls up a picture of the yellow, dancing flowers.

Now compare the painful piece-work description as done by an up-to-date poet, and written in free verse, since we could hardly expect rhyme to be thrown in with anything so difficult as that....

 

You, oh daffodil! standing on 

My table in a glass of water, 

I recognise you with the help of the 

Ency Clopaedia Britannica, 

As the pseudo-narcissus, a member of the family 

Amarillacece.

Your stem is about 18 in long.

I note the spathe, single flowered.

I observe your corolla, cleft into six lobes.

I see the central bell-shaped nectary.

O, you daffodil, 

I’m on!

 

As with the life of the flowers and plants, so with the higher life of the birds. How easily the real poet calls them to the sky. We take Shelley, with his skylark, ‘singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest’... or we return a moment to Swinburne’s Forsaken Garden... where ‘rings but the note of the sea-birds’ song.’ Compare with these some of the latest animal life efforts in free verse, mere accuracy of description substituted for the open inspiration of the sky....

 

To a House Fly 

Oh, you musca domestica, peeping at me in the morning sun from the foot of the bed, 

I recognise in you one of the merry boys of the Diptera.

I know you by your single pair of membranous wings.

Have you an anterior pair? No, only in aberrant exceptions.

But I would know you anywhere by your proboscis, 

And by your haunting eyes, compound eyes, with movable lenses.

Don’t tell me how you work them, no, please!

Don’t come nearer; 

You might give me malaria or elephantiasis.

Come one step nearer, and, 

Swot! I got you.

 

One decided step towards writing poetry, to the extent of one’s native talent, is to get rid of that certain affectation which surrounds the making of poetry. Round poetry and the poet clings a sort of atmosphere of superiority over work-a-day occupations and straightforward activities. But this superiority is only justified in as far as it holds true for all creative art, for art for art’s sake, as opposed to occupation for money’s sake. Even in this, though the activity is low, it may be, and mostly is, elevated by a decent motive such as earning one’s daily bread and that of other people. Moreover the principle of creative art may step in anywhere as a sort of inspiration, the fairyland compensation to those who have to work. Where this happens any craftsman becomes a ‘poet,’ in the original sense of one who makes something, whether he is a joiner making a table, or a tailor dreaming, with uplifted scissors, of a new daring in a spring overcoat. Even an honest day’s work, something attempted something done, as with Longfellow’s blacksmith, became a sort of art. Thus does necessity impose work on the human race, and imagination slip out of its fetters.

Yet the poet, odd fellow, must have his way, with his velvet coat and his loose tie and his long hair. Loose and easy is his motto. Nothing must impede his breath or choke his chest.

This affectation of the trade has affected not only mock poets but real ones, great ones. Alfred Tennyson especially, as he grew old and turned into Lord Tennyson, displayed just such a pose. He dressed the part. He loved to stride along the seashore of the Isle of Wight, a cloak thrown carelessly across his shoulder, thus buffeting the wind, or letting the wind buffet him — I forget which. But he needed someone there to see him buffet.

Some readers may recall a distinguished British poet of yesterday, lecturer to American audiences, who used to carry this pose to the platform. He had a way of passing his hand sideways across his forehead before beginning to read his piece and saying, ‘This came to me in the heart of the woods’... either there or in a place that he called ‘the crowded mart.’ But if a lecturer on economics said that he got his idea on wages in the bush, or down town, it wouldn’t make the same kind of hit. Yet the one is just as likely as the other. Anybody can be absorbed anywhere. An engineer can dream of a fly-wheel without calling himself a glow worm.

There is no need, therefore, for a man who wishes to be a poet to adopt the pose of a do-nothing dreamer. It may be those who do most, dream most.


CHAPTER ELEVEN. HOW TO WRITE HUMOUR
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FUNNY STORIES — Perhaps you’ve heard this one? — Humour and kindliness — The Greek gods and their primitive idea of a joke — Fun with words — Bad spelling — Burlesque writing — Cannibalism in the cars — 

A pension for life but not more than five years — Pure and impure limericks.

 

VERY few people undertake to write humour, or even aspire to do so. But a great many people undertake to tell funny stories, which is a branch of the same thing. A few people tell them well, but if they do, they are apt to get over-comic and over-conscious. A few tell them with the brevity and humility dictated by modesty. But most people tell them with a prolixity and an incompetence which are deplorable. This is all the more deplorable in as much as in many social circles funny stories, told in turn, and even out of turn, are part of the stock-in-trade. At the end of each story silence falls, everybody trying to think of another. ‘Nothing is heard,’ said Bill Nye, ‘but the dull rumble of a thinker.’

At the time when Bill Nye flourished there was more excuse for funny stories as the mainstay of a dinner- or supper-party than there is now. There was very little for everybody to talk about that everybody else knew about. The moving pictures have changed all that. Conversation can now be carried on along such familiar lines as:

‘Did you see “The Silver Dagger” last week?’

 

‘No, I didn’t see it. Did you see “The Golden Bullet” the week before?’

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘You should have seen it.’

‘My sister saw it in Schenectady.’

‘Did she? My mother saw it in Troy.’

That kind of thing is as easy and as endless as exercises in French. If it is not conversation it is at least a good substitute. It can be varied at will by shifting to:

‘Did you hear Charlie Macarthy last week?’

‘Yes, we always do.’

‘He’s great!’

‘He is, isn’t he? What was it he said last Sunday — about a cow?’

‘About a cow?’

‘Yes, about a cow — Jane! what was it Charlie Macarthy said last Sunday about a cow?’

‘I don’t remember.’

‘Anyway, it was darned good.’

One would think that people with resources such as that available would not fall back on telling one another funny stories. But they do. A few stories are so short, so excellent, so fool-proof in the telling, that they are worth while in any case and they get over. The laughter that greets them is genuine and their repetition assured. But this is only true of the ideal funny story when given at least half a chance.

By a fool-proof story we mean one of such a simple outline, such a plain setting, without details of place, description and character, that there is no need to introduce extraneous matter, indeed little possibility of doing so. Of such nature are the little generalized ‘tags’ about ‘Scotsmen,’

‘old darkies,’

‘Jews,’

‘commercial travellers’ and other such people whose character supposedly is reduced to one word, and who live everywhere and always. Thus:

What is the difference between a Scotsman and a canoe? A canoe tips.

An Irish doctor’s bill to a lady: For curing your husband till he died.

Notice on a Jewish golf course: Members will please not pick up lost balls while still rolling.

Next in rank above these simple little tags come ‘stories’ — events told in two or three sentences, so simple in the sequence of ideas, and turning on some easily remembered phrase, that they practically tell themselves. Thus:

A London medical professor who had received a royal appointment put a notice up in his classroom:

Professor Smith begs to inform his students that he has been appointed physician to the King.

A student wrote underneath it:

God save the King.

Anyone can tell that story who will keep a firm grip on the key to it — God save the King.

Take a similar key-phrase story which went round the civilized world a few years ago tightly bound up to the phrase ‘a little stiff from polo.’ It was usually told by saying that a young man at a dance started an apology by saying, ‘I’m afraid I can’t dance very well; I’m just a little stiff from polo.’... And the girl said: ‘That’s all right; I don’t care where you come from; let’s try it anyhow.’

Such stories are so simple that they even are apt to carry a sort of appendix tagged to them of how an ‘Englishman’ tried to repeat the story and made it— ‘I’m just a little stiff from cricket.’... And added later, somewhat puzzled, ‘I’m not quite sure it was cricket; it may have been something else.’ An ‘Englishman’ in these cases means a man without humour.

But the moment you get beyond this simple range a funny story demands a few details and permits a lot. Take again the world-famous story, Put me off at Buffalo. Everybody knows how it ends with the porter’s rueful exclamation— ‘Well, if you’re not the gentleman I put off at Buffalo, who was?’

But plain as it is, there are people who can spoil even that story by saying that the Wabash through-train goes through Buffalo at about 3.30 a m. — and then saying, ‘No, not the Wabash — the other one — that line up from, you know, no, not the Lehigh — anyway, it doesn’t matter — Oh, yes, of course, the Lackawanna. Well, this feller had a lower berth, or say, anyway a berth on the Lackawanna for Chicago due in Buffalo...’ and so on — till the next bump.

I recommend to any student of humour, next time he is listening to a funny story, to observe how much extraneous matter it contains, which has nothing to do with the point.

Even before the extraneous matter is reached, the story is apt to be damaged by the speaker’s interpolation— ‘Have you heard this?’ — followed a little later by— ‘You haven’t heard this?’

Now just as a matter of critical study note some of the commonest ways of damaging or destroying a funny story.

1. Moving backwards instead of forwards; sample:

My father used to tell a good story about the darkies. Father, you know, was born down in Georgia. He only moved up here later on. In fact he was out West for years and years in between. That was where he met mother. Her old man, I may have told you, was one of the forty-niners... and so on, back to the Louisiana Purchase.

2. Too many narrators; sample:

I heard a good story from a feller on the train who was telling me that he’d been out camping with a feller, and this feller had a great yarn about two fellers... Six, so far, isn’t it? Or is it ten?

3. Many people, and in this case especially genial and easy-going, remember the fun they got out of a story but forget the point. Such a man will begin, with a laugh of appreciation:

.. I heard old Doc. Noble get off a darned good one the other night. Jim Thompson — you know Jim — always comes dropping into the surgery but he’s never sick, just wants to borrow a dollar. But the other night he came in and said, ‘Doc, I’m a sick man’... And the old doctor says — story teller begins to laugh — What the hell was it he said?... Darned good anyway....

4. But more complete havoc can be made by mishandling the point of the story, especially when the story depends entirely on the final ‘point.’ Humorous narration, as we shall see in detail later, may be made amusing all through, or lead up to an amusing end without being amusing till it gets there. This laughable ending, this ‘nub,’ as it has been called, is all there is in most funny stories as related by ordinary people. Most of them, modestly enough, struggle towards it as fast as they can. They want to get to it and have the fun of hearing people laughing at it.... But a certain infernal type of story-teller holds it off, loves to keep it in suspense to pile up the expectation — regardless of the strained faces and the suffering minds of the listeners.

Example: Here is, I imagine, one of the best known stories in the world. It is a story with a ‘nub’ in it, and utterly dependent on the nub, without which there is nothing in it. Plainly told, it reads:

A miserable man, evidently in poor health, came to the con- suiting office of a Parisian doctor. The doctor examined him pretty thoroughly and then said reassuringly, ‘Well, my dear sir, there’s absolutely nothing wrong with you except overstrain and worry. What you need to do is forget your work, enjoy yourself, have a good laugh. Why not go and see this new comedian Coquelin what they’re all talking about?’... ‘Pardon me’ said the patient sadly, ‘I am Coquelin.’

Now, one type of story-killer could spoil this by letting the cat out of the bag at once and beginning:

It seems that this fellow Coquelin, the great Trench funny actor, was a pretty miserable specimen to look at. Anyway he went in one day to a doctor’s office, etc etc.

But the other type of story-teller holds the cat so tight in the bag that it’s dead when it gets out.

Thus:

A fellow came into a French doctor’s office one day and looked pretty tough, not exactly ill, but, oh, sort of run-down and mean looking, though you couldn’t say... etc etc etc. (Help.)

So the doctor looked him all over, and punched him up and down and tried the stethoscope on him, and tapped his chest... etc etc etc. (Help.)

So at last he said, ‘Well, I tell you, there’s nothing really the matter with you, you’re run down, of course, and in bad shape, and your blood-pressure is perhaps a little bit high, but, take it all in all, you’re not in any way ill in the real sense...

What the narrator deserves, and sometimes gets at this point, is that someone should break in, quite innocently, thinking the story all over:

‘Well, that’s often the way. I knew a fellow out home that was just like that always complaining and yet...’

‘Well, this fellow...’

‘Same sort of case; old Doc. Ryckert said himself..

‘No, but I hadn’t finished!’

‘Oh, I’m sorry. Did he die in the office?’

As with poetry, everybody knows what humour is until he tries to define it. The difficulty is all the greater because we use the word in two senses, sometimes to mean something in ourselves, our ‘sense of humour,’ and at other times to mean the ‘humour of a situation,’ as if it were something outside of ourselves. The fact is it means both, for the two conceptions are like the clapper and the bell, the hammer and the anvil. To put it in the academic language of philosophy, one term is subjective, the other objective.

It is hard to think of a sense of humour in a vacuum with nothing to get humorous about. It sounds like being crazy. It is equally hard to think of ‘funny happenings’ in a purely physical sense. Euclid may have roared with laughter when a perpendicular fell on a line, but no one else could have. Hence comes our in-and-out use of language, by which humour means either a human quality or the outside contacts that bring it into play.

The best definition of humour that I know is: Humour may be defined as the kindly contemplation of the incongruities of life and the artistic expression thereof. I think this the best I know because I wrote it myself. I don’t like any others nearly as well. Students of writing will do well to pause at the word kindly and ponder it well. The very essence of humour is that it must be kindly. ‘Good jests,’ said King Charles the Second, that most humorous and kindly king who saved monarchy in England, ‘ought to bite like lambs, not dogs; they should cut, not wound.’ The minute they begin to bite and wound that is not humour. That is satire, and as it gets more and more satirical the humour dries out of it leaving only the snarl and rasp of sarcasm. To quote from a poem from which I am never tired of quoting, Bret Harte’s ‘Society on the Stanislaw.’ We remember that when Jones claimed that the fossil bones reconstructed by Brown into a palaeozoic animal were only one of his lost mules, Brown retorted by apologizing for having trespassed on Jones’s family vault.

‘He was a most sarcastic man this kind Mr. Brown.’

Here we have it exactly. Sarcastic, as intended to rasp Jones’s feelings — the derivation of the word is a hoe or rasp. Yet observe that though Mr. Brown is sarcastic the poem itself is humorous. There’s nothing unkind in that — seen as it were in a far-away focus.

Hence the more you look at it the more you will see that all truly great humour, all the great humorous characters, are portrayed through a medium of kindliness. Falstaff is really a despicable creature: give him all the world and he’d take it: but, after all, he asks nothing at the moment but a bellyful — a large bellyful — of sack, a plate of meat, and somebody to talk at. The humour of him lies in our forgiveness of him. Our higher selves take a broader view. Don Quixote, the Vicar of Wakefield, Rip Van Winkle, Mr. Pickwick — each one is surrounded by an atmosphere of kindliness. Life seems a better thing in their society.

The fundamental basis, then, for writing humour is to share in this human kindliness, to develop to the full extent what native share we have of it, and to look in that direction for our judgment of our fellowmen.

Humour probably began with pretty primitive stuff. So did laughter. Most likely it was some kind of triumphal grunt or shout of exultation over victory.... And humour probably began as a similar sense of triumph in seeing something knocked out of shape, or offering a sort of contradiction of nature, such as a cow with two heads. The Greek gods — their intelligence was very low — thought it funny when Hephaestus (or somebody) fell out of Heaven and broke his leg and walked with a limp. Heaven echoed with the laughter of the gods. It must have been a hell of a heaven.

Human beings, not being gods, found, as they themselves devloped, that their sense of enjoyment of this kind of disaster must depend on its being really harmless, the disaster only an appearance. On these terms it is still ‘funny’ to us when a man’s hat blows off and he chases it out in the street. To a Greek god it would be funnier still if a bus ran over him.

Here again, as everywhere, children repeat individually the development of the race collectively. Nursery humour is full of slaughter, disaster and sudden death. Welsh giants are fooled by Jack the Giant Killer into ripping their stomachs open. Suitors seeking the Sleeping Beauty die spiked on thorn hedges. People get boiled in pots, chopped in little pieces — all sorts of fun.

You can see this upward progress of humour all through the ages. Here we have the humour of primitive cruelty replaced by the practical jokes of the Middle Ages. This itself was pretty rough stuff. In the castle hall someone is beguiled to — no, someone is fooled into — putting his head outside to see what sort of night it is and someone else drops a turnip on his head from an upper window. The practical joke died hard. It is, indeed, not quite dead. Schoolboys still put bent pins on masters’ chairs. But here is not so much humour as retribution.

The simplest attempts at humorous, or call it comic, writing consist of trying to get fun out of words themselves. This includes such things as pun-making, bad spelling, comic dialect and so on. The humour is supposed to lie in the oddity of the sound and sense, the incongruity of the verbal forms thus created, as differing from the ‘correct’ forms. With this goes in some measure, as with the pun- maker, the attraction of ingenuity. This is the same impulse that leads people into strenuous effort over crossword puzzles. The man in a railway car who murmurs ‘a river in ancient Greece,’

‘a curved sword in seven letters,’ is the same man who would have made puns when Queen Victoria was young....

Puns on the American side of the Atlantic have lost almost all literary, social and commercial value. People generally greet a pun with a groan. In England the pun refuses to die, or at least to stay dead. A pun means putting two different meanings that belong to the same word or phrase into unexpected juxtaposition. The clash of sound and sense is supposed to excite our sense of humour by its incongruity, a thing similar to the ‘funny’ effect of a clown in a tiny round hat.

Very likely in its origin the pun was perhaps not so much a funny effect as a serious one, a way of calling attention. The famous pun of Pope Gregory on the fairhaired Anglo-Saxon children in the Roman slave-market — Gregory’s mixture, as someone once called it, when there was a Gregory’s mixture — this pun, I say, was meant in seriousness, almost in sadness. ‘These are not Angles,’ he said, ‘they’re angels’ The play upon words was not play, but earnest, as if to say, ‘What do you know about that?’ So, too, I imagine with the famous puns of Shakespeare, like the well-known words of John of Gaunt:

 

Old Gaunt indeed and gaunt in being old....

 

But if the pun ever had such an exalted status it lost it entirely in Victorian England, when puns became the order of the day as the stock-in-trade of funny men and comic papers. The technique of illustration at that time was quite inadequate for the delightful humorous cartoons of our present press and the merry fun of the comic strips. Hence all burlesque and comic writing relied greatly on puns. Even the Houses of Parliament and the Ministry appreciated a pun. Witness the famous example in 1843 when all official and academic England roared with laughter when Sir Charles Napier ended his message about his conquest of Sind with the Latin word ‘Peccavi,’ I have sinned. Later on, but not till everybody was dead, it was disclosed that Napier didn’t mean to make a pun at all. He just meant that he admitted having exceeded his authority, and he said it with a familiar schoolboy term, Peccavi, I’m in the wrong. British schoolboys then and long after used Latin tags such as Peccavi! and Pax! etc. Napier himself hadn’t noticed the pun. But the story, true or apocryphal, illustrates the period.

Consider the case of Tom Hood (1799-1845). His Song of the Shirt, published in Punch, Christmas 1843, is one of the memorials of English social history. But Hood had to publish it without his name for fear people might think it funny. For Hood was an incurable pun-maker, pouring forth his puns in the Comic Journal that he carried on. Punch, of course, at that time just starting life (1841), was not a funny paper. It was in its origins, as its biographer and brilliant contributor, Mr. Charles L. Graves, has said, ‘a radical and democratic paper, a resolute champion of the poor, the desolate and the oppressed.’ Its early pages are grim with the pictures of hunger and misery and want. The Song of the Shirt was just right for Punch, but not its punning author. Later on, as Punch grew wiser, being unable to set all the world right, it replaced biting satire with mellow humour and puns blossomed on its pages. Nor have they ever died out. Even the heroic war numbers of the present hour carry their proper ration of puns.

Hood himself tried to claim that puns were a legitimate form of literary expression.

 

However critics may take offence 

A double meaning has double sense.

 

But this is only true when it is true. A double meaning may leave nothing more than its jangle of sounds without adding anything to the sense.

Take some of Hood’s own:

 

Ben Battle was a soldier bold 

And used to war’s alarms, 

But a cannon ball took off his legs 

And he laid down his arms.

 

There is absolutely nothing in this but words and sounds. Very different is the case where the use of a pun suggests, or seems to suggest, some further meaning, as when a witty householder called his gas bill, the ‘Charge of the Light Brigade.’

Hood lived up to his creed. He died with a pun, if not on his lips, at least on his pen. He had fallen into illness and poverty and Sir Robert Peel, the prime minister, contrived for him a small pension of which he only lived to receive a first instalment. Hood, dying, wrote his thanks. ‘It is death that stops my pen, you see, not a pension.’

We may quote again the Latin proverb which tells us that we may throw nature out with a fork, but it is bound to come back sooner or later. So it is with play upon words. We no sooner expel it in the form of puns than it comes back in a new shape. Thus we get the ‘nearly-alike’ and the ‘only a little different’ pairs of words which make amusing nonsense even to our present-day eyes. The little book of burlesque British history, 1066 and All That (1930), which met such an uproarious success, owed much of it to the new verbal forms.

One may quote a few among the hundreds of these wilful confusions of verbal forms: The Saxons worshipped dreadful gods of their own called Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday.... There came waves of Danes accompanied by their sisters, or sagas.... The pheasants revolt, to find out which was the gentleman when Adam delved and Eve span (the answer being, of course, Adam).... Napoleon’s armies always marched on their stomachs, shouting ‘Vive l’Intérieur.’

This is marvellous stuff, and we can laugh over it as our grandfathers laughed over puns and bad spelling. As mere method it would in time become as stale as puns themselves. But a lot of it contains an underlying basis of real significance, on which humour can still stand when mere method has worn tattered. It is the difference between a statue and a scarecrow.

Along with British puns there flourished at the same epoch American bad spelling. This made no hit in England, as over there people mostly couldn’t spell. We recall what was said in the first chapter about the 66 per cent, of English brides of that day who signed their ‘mark’ instead of their names in the marriage register. But in America the little red schoolhouse brought spelling everywhere and the ‘spelling bee’ turned it to diversion. Hence bad spelling was ‘funny’ as a sort of take-off of good spelling. It was, so to speak, a laugh on the spelling book. It is so completely gone now that it makes Artemus Ward and Orpheus C. Kerr (Office Seeker) tough reading for the present generation.

It is proper also to distinguish between bad spelling used for bad spelling’s sake and bad spelling when used to indicate the bad pronunciation of the characters concerned. Herein lies the difference between Bill Nye and Josh Billings and Artemus Ward on the one hand and such writers as James Whitcombe Riley and Eugene Field on the other. Here, for example, is Josh Billings (Henry Wheeler Shaw, 1818-1884) writing on Laughter and speaking in his own person, not quoting the talk of a character:

In konclusion i say laff every good chance yu kan git, but don’t laff unless yu feal like it, for there ain’t nothing in this world more harty than a good honest laff.... When you do laff open yure mouth wide enuff for the noize tew git out without squealing, thro jure hed hak as thoyu was going tew he shaved... etc.

 

But compare Eugene Field (1850-95) not spelling badly because he thinks it funny but because he wants a transcript of the way his characters’ speech sounded. One of these characters is telling a story:

It seems that in the spring of’47 — the year that Cy Watson’s eldest boy was drownded in West River — there come along a book agent sellin’ volyumes ‘nd tracks f’r the diffusion of knowledge, ‘nd havin’ got the recommend of the minister and ‘uv the select men, he done an all-fired big business in our part of the country. His name wuz Lemuel Higgins ‘nd he wuz — likely a talker ez I ever heerd... etc.

But observe that there is no need for ‘nd since we all use it, more or less, and only say and out in full when it fits to do so. Nor is there any need for ‘wuz,’ as that is practically what we all say, at least half of the time, in North America. ‘Was’ is only used, I imagine, in the Court of St. James — and perhaps even there they say ‘wuz’ when by themselves.

But this extract shows the problem as presented to writers of to-day. What kind of spelling are you to use for the speech of people who don’t talk academic English? If you write a story about Noranda miners, or deep-sea fishers, lumberjacks and hi-jackers, How do you make them talk? Not like divinity students, certainly, and even apart from profanity, as discussed in an earlier chapter, something has to be done to convey their peculiar speech and accent.... But make it as little as possible. Such a little goes such a long way. Any form of dialect or odd talk spelled out in crooked spelling gets tiresome to a degree — as bad as Esperanto or simplified spelling or basic English.

The true method is to suggest peculiar talk rather than to do it out in detail... a touch here a touch there.... See how wonderfully Mr. Montague Glass manages the speech of his “Potash and Perlmutter: inserting with it here and there such verbal gems as tchampanjer wine... and such phrases as... ‘That depends on what you call it sick, Abe; I don’t got to see no doctor exactly.’

When special accent and dialogue are thus artistically suggested the reader quite unconsciously carries it along all through, quite unaware that the bulk of the language is plain straight English. That’s the way to handle your deep-sea fisher, let him say ahoy! and ‘abeam and ‘awash one or twice and he’ll run straight the rest of the time.

 

Thus far we have been mainly concerned with explaining what not to do, what to avoid. Having ruled out puns and bad spelling and play upon words generally as at best mere incidental things in the expression of humour we naturally ask for some guidance in the opposite direction. By what method and in what way can a writer train himself towards the perception and expression of humour? Now humorous literature is of varying grades. Such things as puns and bad spelling are at the very bottom. Above them comes the broad field of burlesque writing, and above that field again a charming ground where humour rises above nonsense to present amusing scenes (not burlesque but actual), amusing episodes (not upside down but right side up), and above that again the presentation of character in the light of humour, and highest of all, the sublime humour that reflects through scene or character the incongruity of life itself.

The humour of character, in its simplest form, gives us some odd or peculiar individual, distinctive and attractive, who then becomes a medium for talking about things in general. Such characters run all the way from the Sam Slick of one century ago, past Mr. Dooley of half a century ago, to Charlie Macarthy (most peculiar of all) on next Sunday’s radio.

But on a far higher plane, as no doubt Charlie Macarthy and Mr. Dooley wouldn’t admit, are the great characters which stand of themselves in the world’s library of humour, represented by such master-presentations as those of Sir John Falstaff, Monsieur Jourdain le Bourgeois Gentilhomme, The Vicar of Wakefield, Mr. Pickwick, Tatarin and Huckleberry Finn. When humour reaches this height it blends laughter and tears so intimately together, in its view of the contrast of life’s little yesterday and unknown to-morrow, that it becomes, not the lowest, but the highest form of literature.

Through this extended range where can instruction or precept come in? Is there any way of telling anybody how to do it, or of helping instinctive art to better itself? Undoubtedly a lot of things. Read and ponder on good models. Read them not once but again and again. Notice, if you like, where the author falls down — where Dickens begins to cry, and Mark Twain gets prosy. But still more heedfully note where the writer does not fail — does it just right. Is there any distinctive attribute that we can trace out in this wide field to imitate, any sort of quality that runs all through this gamut from the bottom rung of burlesque to the top platform of sublimity? This first. All humorous writers — even more so than writers at large — have to learn an extraordinarily nice usage of words. Other writing sometimes gets so exciting, as to what is happening, that it ceases to be dependent on single words and phrases. When good old Edgar Wallace used to get his sleuth-hound shut by the villain in a cellar with the water rising and the temperature falling and hope fading — it wasn’t a matter of words. The fellow has to do something. Such wonderful story-tellers as Mrs. Belloc Lowndes can hold their readers (I know of one anyway) enthralled, without doing so by the power of single words or chosen phrases. The single sentences all seem ordinary. With the humorist it is different. If he wants to hold the reader he’s got to do it with his words and they must be exactly the right ones.

Let us consider some examples:

Mr. Pickwick meets on a coach a boring fellow-traveller, a Mr. Peter Magnus, who calls his attention to the curious nature of his initials.

‘You will observe — P.M. — post meridian. In hasty notes to intimate acquaintances, I sometimes sign myself ‘afternoon.’ It amuses my friends very much, Mr. Pickwick.’

‘It is calculated to afford them the highest gratification,’ said Mr. Pickwick.

One might search the universe for a more apt phrase, for bringing out the contrast between the size of the expression and the triviality of the object.

Now here is Mark Twain in that extraordinary make- believe story, Cannibalism in the Cars. Readers may recall that it arose out of the incident of certain Western congressmen getting snowbound in a train and getting very hungry. Mark Twain builds this up; makes out that they got so hungry that they turned cannibal. But they did everything by legislative procedure, even the choice of their victim.

Mr. Harris was substituted on the first amendment. The balloting then began. On the sixth ballot Mr. Harris was elected.

.. There was some talk of demanding a new ballot... but the happy announcement that Mr. Harris was ready drove all thought of it to the winds....

Next morning we had Morgan of Alabama, one of the finest men I ever sat down to.

Or here is J. M. Barrie in My Lady Nicotine in a burlesque sketch about the killing of an editor by a contributor. In the police court evidence is given by a policeman that Mr. So-and-so came hurriedly down the stairs from the editorial rooms and said, ‘I have killed the editor.’ The policeman answered, ‘Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself.’... Look again round the globe for an answer for the policeman and you will hardly beat that.

Nowhere is the need of the ‘right word,’ the ‘mot propre,’ more pressing than in the section of humorous writing represented by comic verse. This form, a sub-division of burlesque writing, flourished mightily in the nineteenth century and never dies. One thinks of James Russell Lowell’s matchless:

John P. Robinson he, Says they didn’t know everything down in Judee.

Or of Bret Harte’s immortal Heathen Chinee:

 

Ah Sin was his name, 

And I will not deny, 

In regard to the same, 

What that name might imply.

 

Or one crosses the ocean to hear W. S. Gilbert in his Bab Ballad:

.. Strike the concertina’s melancholy string, Blow the loud-voiced harp like anything.

.. and so on down to the brilliant and satirical verses of our day — with Gillett Burgess, Guiterman, G. K. Chesterton and Hillaire Belloc....

Now if you examine comic verse with a view to writing it you will see that the essence of its literary appeal lies in the extraordinary correctness, aptness and simplicity of its words and phrases. It rhymes in an effortless way. There must be none of the painful carpentering, the poetic licence, which shifts accents and distorts pronunciations to make a stanza fit together. Compare:

The sons of the Prophet are warlike and bold, And quite unacquainted with fear....

So sings the bard of Abdullah Bulbul Ameer, or more commonly, Abdul the Bulbul Ameer. How neatly and smoothly the verse runs: and the happy phrase ‘quite unacquainted with fear,’ instead of ‘afraid of nothing.’ It reminds one of the ‘highest gratification’ of Mr. Peter Magnus mentioned above.

Or let Captain Harry Graham recite for us his verse about the baritone singer:

 

Will no one tell me why he sings 

Such doleful, melancholy lays, 

Of withered summers, ruined springs, 

Of happy bygone days; 

And kindred topics more or less 

Designed to harass or depress.

 

The virtue lies in the more or less designed to harass or depress... the peculiar prosaic phrase more or less, as if fair-minded measurement was needed; and the (apparently) quite accidental wayin which more or less happens to rhyme with depress.

Anybody can easily test his ability and his inclination to write comic verse. The starting-point is found in the aspect of some tiresome or over-affected individual, or in some odd incident.

This Captain Harry Graham, let us say, suffered repeatedly in evening drawing-rooms, from the dreadful after-dinner baritone, with his ‘low-necked collar,’ his ‘fancy evening vest’ and his ‘bloated hand’ that holds, as he sings, his ballad about ‘faded flowers,’ and ‘brave kisses.’ Anybody can visualize him, or kick him, but it took Harry Graham to put it into verse. Or again — the writer I99 of Abdul the Bulbul Ameer (it dates from the days of the 1870 when Afghans and Russians filled the diplomatic foreground) — the writer, I say, presumably got ‘fed up’ with visions of terrific Russians in fur, of scowling Afghans in sheep-skin, overshadowing peaceful people in business suits. The thought struck him, ‘I wish they’d go and choke one another!’ And the joyful afterthought, ‘Perhaps they will.’ Or say that Bret Harte played a poker game with one or two of the ‘boys’ and a little Chinaman, just arrived at the diggings, took a hand in it, and to the merriment of all present cleaned out the pot.

Or imagine that James Russell Lowell got sick of hearing all the prosy discussion round election times repeating, ‘Waal! John P. Robinson, he says, “... this and that, for ever...”’ and the idea flashed into his mind, ‘Let’s use that back and forward, as a sort of see-saw of village argument.’ Let me now give an example taken from actuality on which a student may work as an exercise. I take an incident which sent a ripple of fun and column comment across the surface of the American and Canadian Press but, so far as I know, was not turned into verse. A local newspaper (I know the town very well but must not name it) carried an item that read:

The town council last night adopted a cordial and unanimous expression of appreciation of the services of Mr. James Morris, who is retiring at the age of eighty from the post of town-clerk, after forty-five years of service. The council also voted to Mr. Morris a pension of five hundred dollars a year for life, but not for more than five years’

The proviso at the end was only a clumsy reference to the fact that the council had no power to vote more than five years at a time. But the opportunity for the genial fun-makers of the columns was too tempting. They quoted the vote and added such friendly comment as:

Now this is fine, Jim! Five hundred a year for life. But remember, Jim, fair’s fair; don’t overdo it — don’t push a good thing too hard, etc etc.

Good enough fun with no malice in it; and I can certify that the venerable recipient of the pension laughed with the rest.

Now turn it into burlesque verse. You would probably find that your instinct would be to make it into a parody of some already known poem.

 

Grow old along with us, Jim, 

But only for five years....

 

You are old, Bather Morris, the councillor said, 

And your hair is exceedingly white, 

But if in five years you consent to be dead 

We will vote you a pension to-night.

 

And so on.

That’s all very well. But parody after all is only a second best, parasitic thing. One observes that none of the celebrated poems quoted above are parodies. I think that in this case the proper line of approach would be to use the contrast between the formal language of council procedure and the warm sentiment of gratitude....

A rather odd example of the value of single words in comic verse is offered by the type called the limerick. This means a five-line stanza in the familiar form, such as:

 

There was an old man in a tree, 

Who was horribly bored by a bee, 

When they said, ‘Does it buzz?’

He replied, ‘Yes, it does; 

He’s a regular brute of a bee.’

 

Now those who reduce limericks to the rule and line of metrical propriety divide them into ‘pure’ and ‘impure’ limericks. An ‘impure’ limerick does not mean what the reader thinks it does. Indeed the one just quoted is an ‘impure’ one, and there is nothing wrong with it. A ‘pure’ limerick follows this model:

 

There was an old man in a tree, 

Who was horribly bored by a bee.

When they said, ‘Does it buzz?’

He replied, ‘Yes, it does.’

 

That observant old man in a tree.

It will be seen that the last line is a sort of repetition of the first, or perhaps of a later line, with a slight variation. The ‘point’ is supposed to lie in the variation, for example, in an amusing or ridiculous use of a single word like observant. This was the form given to the limerick by its greatest exponent, Edward Lear, in his Book of Nonsense of 1846. Many people recall, indeed many nurseries still retain, Lear’s picture book — people with noses incredibly long, and arms to reach anything desired. But ordinary people, not experts, began to find this repeating line rather flat, even if at times the added epithets were particularly apt and amusing. So the last fine was changed to allow of a wider range, in fact to represent the main point of the argument. Everyone knows Kipling’s limerick:

 

There was an old man of Quebec, 

Who was stuck in the snow to his neck.

When they said, ‘Are you friff?’

He replied, ‘Yes, I is, 

But we don’t call this cold in Quebec.’

 

Now if Lear had taken up the pen he would have reflected for a minute and changed the last line to read:

‘That truthful old man of Quebec.’

It is an odd example of literary formality. No doubt the French Academy of Richelieu’s day would have laid down a ‘correct’ form of the limerick.


CHAPTER TWELVE. HOW TO WRITE MORE HUMOUR
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SHAKESPEARE RE-SHAKEN — Botanizing for ranunculus — Humorous narrative — Misadventure — The everlasting John Gilpin — Mistaken identity — Jones is really Brown — Stories funny at the end or funny from the start — My short theatrical career — The humour of dialogue — Bob Benchley revisits college humorous characters — All you need is to see them — Dickens was so lucky.

 

WE may speak further of burlesque writing, for although really only the lower range of humour, it coincides, for many people, and especially for schoolboys and the young, with humour itself. We may try to indicate here, for people wish to practise it, how burlesque writing comes into being, and in what direction they may look for a start. The basis of it is the apprehension of the resemblance of two things nominally quite different, or on a different plane of dignity. The likeness of one to the other enables one of them to be set in a new light, and its peculiar defects turned into incongruity and laughter.

Let us suppose that a law student with a sense of humour, meaning a quick appreciation of the contrasts and incongruities, is reading over, wearily enough, the verbatim reports of a criminal law case. He gets weary of the everlasting, ‘I object,’

‘Answer the question, please, “Yes”, or “no”,’

‘Did you or did you not?’ and all the peculiar jargon that arises out of the rules of evidence. Suddenly it strikes him that this is very different from the law court in the Merchant of Venice, the play he read at college and saw acted only the other night. Portia’s eloquent and rounded periods — then all at once it strikes him that it would be funny to write up the trial scene in the Merchant of Venice as it would be transacted in a criminal court of to-day. This would be indeed:

 

SHAKESPEARE RE-SHAKEN

LAW REPORTS

Central Criminal Court, Venice A.D. 1598

Shylock v. Antonio 

before Doge, J.

THE COURT (addressing PORTIA, of Portia and Bellario, attorneys for the defence). Come you from Padua, from Bellario? PORTIA. From both, my lord.

THE COURT. You can’t come from both. Answer the question, please.

PORTIA. I did, my lord.

THE COURT. Answer the question, please, yes or no. Do you come from Padua? PORTIA. Yes.

THE COURT. I thought we should get to that. PORTIA. Which is the merchant here and which the Jew? THE COURT. Antonio and Old Shylock both stood forth. PORTIA (to ANTONIO). YOU stand within his danger, do you not?

ANTONIO. Ay, so he says.

PORTIA. Answer the question, please, yes or no. Do you stand within his danger? ANTONIO. Yes.

PORTIA. Ha! I thought we should get to something. Do you confess the bond?

ANTONIO. I do.

PORTIA. Then must the Jew be merciful. SHYLOCK. On what compulsion must I? Tell me that? THE COURT. Silence! Don’t speak out of your turn. The court will strike from the record the words On what compulsion... to... that.

PORTIA. The quality of mercy is not strained. It drop- peth...

STATE ATTORNEY {rising). I object. The quality of mercy is not any part of the case.

THE COURT. The objection is sustained. Strike that out. Go on.

PORTIA. Therefore, Jew, though justice be thy plea — 

STATE ATTORNEY. I object. She must address the Court.

THE COURT. The objection is sustained. You must address the Court, please.

PORTIA. This bond is forfeit and lawfully by this the Jew may claim a pound of flesh.

THE COURT {to ANTONIO). What have you to say? ANTONIO. I am the tainted wether of the flock. STATE ATTORNEY. I object; there is no evidence before the Court that he’s a tainted wether.

THE COURT. The objection is sustained: Are you a tainted wether? Are you pleading imbecility? ANTONIO. No.

THE COURT. Ha. I thought we should get to that. Strike out the words ‘tainted wether.’ Will you please prepare your bosom for the knife. What have you to say?

ANTONIO. But little. Give me your hand, Bassanio; commend me to your wife, tell her — 

STATE ATTORNEY. I object. What he tells Bassanio’s wife is not evidence.

THE COURT. Objection sustained. Strike out the words to your wife. Is there a balance here to weigh the flesh?

SHYLOCK. I have them ready.

THE COURT. Answer the question, please, yes or no, are there balances here to weigh the flesh? SHYLOCK. Yes.

THE COURT. Ha! I thought we should get to that. Go ahead.

PORTIA. I beg to enter a demurrer. THE COURT. On what grounds?

PORTIA. He may take a pound of flesh but not any more or any less.... Nay, if the scale do turn but in the estimation of a hair, thou diest....

THE COURT (interrupting). Address the Court, please, not the Jew.

PORTIA.... not less nor more than just a pound of flesh....

GRATIANO (from the body of the Court). A second Daniel! A Daniel come to judgment! Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

THE COURT. Who is that? STATE ATTORNEY. Gratiano, my lord. THE COURT. Three days in jail. Go on with the case. PORTIA.... if it be so much as makes it light or heavy in the twentieth part of one poor scruple....

STATE ATTORNEY (rising). I object. He must not take more than a pound, but he may take less if he wishes. Your lordship will recognize this as a familiar principle in the satisfaction of a contract.

THE COURT. The objection is quite correct; there is no doubt of the law. Shylock, will you take less? Will you take half a pound?

SHYLOCK. I am content.

THE COURT. Answer the question, please, yes or no, will you take half a pound?

SHYLOCK. Yes.

THE COURT. I thought we should get to that. The Court awards half a pound of flesh. The case is closed.

EVENING NEWSPAPER REPORT. Meat case settled. Court awards half a pound damages.

It is evident that with a lead like this we might ring any number of changes on the famous court scene. It might occur to us that it could be matched against one of those sensational trials at the Old Bailey in London to which the world of fashion flocks. They are written up with some such gushing opening as the following:

The Central Criminal Court, popularly known as the Old Bailey, never witnessed a more imposing or more fashionable assembly than that which gathered yesterday for the sensational case of Rex v. Ricks. The court was a scene of brilliant light and colour. The scarlet and ermine robes of the Lord Chief Justice on the bench were matched by the brilliant costume, the flowing silks and flashing jewels of the leaders of the fashionable world. Among them we noticed the Dowager Lady Neverdeigh, Lady Simp, etc etc.

Here, then, would bè a fitting ‘exercise’ in the practice of humour, to write and complete such an account as applied to the Doge’s court in Venice. Anyone with a sense of humour and a knowledge of the Merchant of Venice can see, or rather, feel the effect that is wanted. The only difficulty is to produce it. That is where the difference comes in as between a trained humorist, and an untrained humorist. The person without training can appreciate the thing when done, can even make a try at doing it, but is not likely to do it properly, or do it at all without real work and experience. Give a lead to a practised humorist and he can do the rest. For example, Mr. A. P. Herbert, in one of his fighter articles, strikes the following glorious idea. A visitor is being shown round a garden and is being bored, as we all have been, by the infernal Latin names of the flowers as used by his pedantic, botanical host. So he goes his host one better, by bursting out into ecstatic terms which certainly seem Latin and sound like gardening but somehow don’t seem to fit.

Thus:

Ha! Is that ranunculus! And say — jour scrofula is wonderful!

Now that is all the lead needed by a fellow humorist (in so far as Mr. A. P. Herbert has any fellows). He would be able to go on with it. So the humble student might sit down, pen in hand, and make a list of flowers that are not flowers. Let us try:

Elephantiasis — no, that’s too obvious.

Flox — no, by Jove, that is a flower, etc etc.... Try it out.

Take this similar case. Harry Graham (of the Ruthless Rhymes’) made one day the startling discovery that for many of our words half of them is just as significant, as ‘signif,’ as the whole of them. Why say ‘political economy’ when ‘pol econ.’ will do? Why write ‘Hamlet by Shakespeare,’ instead of just ‘Ham by Shakes.’ Hence Harry Graham was able with characteristic generosity to give this discovery to the world:

 

‘I gladly publish to the pop 

A scheme of which I make no myst, 

And beg my fellow scribes to cop 

This labour-saving syst.’

 

Give that to any trained humorist and he will spin it on as fast and as far as you like. So can you with practice, so can you not without.

All of this, let us remind ourselves, is only in the field of verbal humour, incongruities of language and not on the higher ground of the humour of character and of life.

But dexterity with words, even as words, contributes presently to felicity of expression. Yet we must be warned here to leave aside as an exception the punster, who never gets beyond words, a case of arrested development....

We have spoken of burlesque and comic writing as belonging on lower ground than the humour of sustained narrative dealing with character and life. This is undoubtedly true. But we must remember that even from a lower ground a higher altitude may be reached. Burlesque writing at its best is a fine achievement. Nor need any writer be ashamed of it nor be misled into believing that he wastes his talents in devoting himself to it. If he has the peculiar talent he can find no better life work than that of a ‘funny’ writer. It is probable that such people, more than any other writers, have brought temporary solace to weary humanity, have coaxed laughter out of sorrow and brought to those distressed the respite of forgetfulness. If you are funny keep funny even if it makes you sad.

We pass from burlesque and comic writing to the sustained humour of stories. We are no longer talking of the explosive funny stories discussed above but of those on an extended scale. They differ from burlesque in that they are studies of real life or life that could be real if the writer knows how to make it so. Underlying such stories is a sort of plot turning on some contrivance that makes for incongruity. The most time-worn of all such plots is that of discomfiture, misadventure to people for whom, in a small way and not as grand tragedy, everything goes wrong. Such stories have filtered down from the Middle Ages and stand out in such classic examples as the misadventures of John Gilpin. They have long since worn thin. The present rising generation would rather have stories of supermen than of simps, would sooner read, or see or hear, of the cleverness of a crook or the triumph of a detective than of the blunders of a bashful man. This is really, as one might say, going back to Jack the Giant Killer, and so it may be that the rising generation is sinking.

A more popular and lasting basis of a humorous story is the theme of mistaken identity. Mr. Jones is mistaken for Mr. Brown, whereupon all things may happen. This is especially the case if the two people confused are really of utterly different categories — if an Egyptologist is mistaken for a plumber or a bishop gets mixed up with a janitor, or a lunatic at large is mistaken for all sorts of people.

Now the writing of such stories of a humorous type is much the same thing, in point of technique, as writing stories of a serious type. They need the same art of narration and power of expression, except perhaps that this need is greater. Stories of adventure and danger, if sufficiently exciting, can be pretty crude in the telling; indeed most of them are. But stories that are to amuse must move with a surer foot: danger moves fast over bad ground: humour can’t.

But even at that there are certain peculiar points of construction that are interesting to consider. One which occurs and recurs concerns the question how much should the reader know. To what extent do you keep him in the dark, so that when you let him into the light he gets a bigger dazzle. There was a once-famous English writer, now mostly forgotten, called Anthony Trollope, who never cared to put a story together without the reader knowing all about it from the start. If the squire was going to be ruined, or the squire’s daughter to run away with the coachman, Trollope whispered it first to the reader and then they had the fun together of watching the squire. Writers of our own day, on the other hand, are apt to be the other way. They hate to tell the reader anything till the last chapter.

Observe first the way in which this applies to crime stories. Critics and analysts show us that a crime story may be told with a concealment from the reader as to who committed the crime and how, in which case the reader, still mystified, follows step by step the work of the sleuth. The story may also be told with a complete knowledge given to the reader as to who killed who and how — in fact he sees it all done. In this last case the reader sits tight and watches the mystified sleuth. Dr. Austin Freeman (better known as Dr. John Thorndyke) calls these two methods ‘direct’ and ‘inverted.’ In a preface to his Famous Cases of Dr. Thorndyke he explains how, many years ago, he pondered over the problem of the inverted story. If the reader ‘was made an actual witness of the crime and furnished with every fact that could possibly be used in its detection, would there be any story left to tell?’ Dr. Freeman in his experiments abundantly proved that there is.

 

 

The same problem arises in connection with humorous stories of the kind that turn on a dénouement or final outcome which contains all the fun. Generally speaking, to give away the dénouement spoils the story: indeed this, as already seen, is one of the elementary blunders of the incompetent story-teller. But cases arise where an advanced knowledge of what is finally to happen enables the reader to enjoy the fun all through, instead of waiting, mystified, until the end. Sometimes indeed it is a nice problem in technique, exactly like that of Dr. Freeman, whether to tell the story forward or backward, straight on to the end, or making the end known at the start. Here is an example in the story that was originally told by Sir Henry Lucy, Punch’s famous contributor, about his genial friend Canon Ainger. I and others have repeated it so often that it must be as widely known as it is widely vouched for. But we are talking of it not as novelty but as technique. Here is the story told front first with the end concealed:

One evening Canon Ainger arrived at a fashionable Condon house, and as he laid aside his outer things he said to the maid, ‘Are they in there?’ pointing to the drawing-room. The maid didn’t know who he was but as there was a large dinner party just gone from dinner into the drawing-room, she merely answered, ‘Yes, sir.’... ‘Very good,’ said the canon, ‘now please don’t announce me.’... Then he got down on all fours.... ‘Now please help me to pull this bear-skin rug over myself... that’s right — now,’ continued the canon in a whisper, ‘push the door a little bit open and I’ll crawl in.’... In he crawled on all fours, barking out ‘Wow-wow!!’ as he came in. The rug was over his eyes, and he couldn’t see that this was not the children’s party to which he had been invited.

Now try it the other way:

Canon Ainger was very fond of children, loved to romp with them and used to turn up unexpectedly at children’s parties, crawling in with a floor rug over his shoulders to look like a bear. One evening he arrived at what was the wrong house. What was going on was not a children’s party but a dinner-party and the host and the guests had just finished dinner and gone into the drawing-room. The canon arrived, all mystery and smiles. ‘Where are they?’ he whispered behind his hand mysteriously to the housemaid. ‘In there, sir,’ she answered. ‘Hush!’ he said, with his hands on his lips.... ‘Don’t announce me! I’m a bear.’...’A what!’ said the alarmed maid.... ‘A grisgly bear,’ said the canon, and added a growl to it... ‘Now give me the rug...’ etc.

From that last point the story runs as before.

Now this question of the relation of the outcome of a story to the telling of a story is a most important consideration in the field of humour. The contrast, as explained in the preceding chapter, is as between humour that runs to a final climax, or dénouement, and humour that reaches no such point but depends for its appeal on being humorous all through. This climax at the end of a story, the point that makes the story, is sometimes called the ‘nub.’ It’s a stupid term, but let it pass for want of a better. As has been discussed above, in a short and simple funny story nothing more than a ‘nub’ is needed. A man can be ‘put off at Buffalo’ amid roars of laughter from listeners, or readers, who never cracked a smile when he got on the train and went to his bunk.

But for any sustained narrative a ‘nub’ alone won’t do. No matter how ingenious the ending, how complete the surprise, it is not fair to ask the reader to wade through uninteresting pages to get to it. In fact he won’t wade. He’ll sink. This is what is the matter with ever so many humorous narratives — nothing to them till the end. Oddly enough, however, at times a humorous story makes a great hit, in spite of this general principle, on its ‘nub’ alone. This is the case of the most historically famous of all Mark Twain’s short stories, The Jumping Frog of Calaveras County. It was the publication of this story which introduced him to the East. Yet for many people (I am one) it is hopelessly tiresome. It depends for its humour on the idea that a man called Smiley had a frog that could out-jump any other frog: another man challenged Smiley (or his frog, or both of them) and secretly filled Smiley’s frog with shot. When the trial jump came Smiley’s frog sat immovable, shrugging its shoulders like a Frenchman. Now that’s all right as a funny idea, but it can’t carry the long introduction hitched on to it. Even if the description of Smiley, as willing to bet on anything, is amusing, there’s too much of it.... Other people may think differently. Mark Twain himself thought very little of the Jumping Frog till the world insisted that it was very funny.

It is obvious that the thing most to be desired is to write a story that comes to a final climax or nub at the very end, but which is of such a nature that it is more or less ‘funny’ from the start and not wearisome to listen to. I submit as an example a story entitled My Short Theatrical Career, and I fully admit that I wrote it myself although it does not appear in any of my books. Those who know the difficulties that surround quoting other people’s stories — question of copyright, of quoting too much or too little and so on, of offending friends and alienating enemies — will understand how simple and pleasant it is for a writer to quote from his own. In any case I greatly admire the way this story is written. I call the reader’s attention, in case he forgets to do so himself, to the style of it, the peculiar measure of the sentences — nothing too much, nothing too little. This makes it carry a singular air of plain fact, of being entirely true — which it happens to be, syllable for syllable.

 

 

My Short Theatrical Career 

When I was young I had a great fear of doing anything in public and took care never to try to. But through this there came an incident that was very humiliating and made me want to improve.

It was like this. I had saved up money for a trip to England, and went over in 1893 on the Laurentian, an old-fashioned steamer out of Montreal. There were only nineteen passengers. The rest were cattle.

Then one night they got up an impromptu ship’s concert in aid of the Sailors’ Home. The chairman announced from the platform that everybody would be asked to do something, and so I thought out some funny remarks about sailors.

But when it came my turn I forgot to say that the remarks were to be funny. Later on, when I became a humorous lecturer, I found that if you are going to be funny you must always say so. But these people couldn’t know.

So my talk about sailors, or rather my whisper about sailors, was so agonised that it didn’t sound funny. It was just insulting. It collapsed in failure, and I can feel the humiliation of it just as keenly now, forty-nine years after, as I did then.

So I realised that I must not be again caught unprepared in case I was asked to do something before people. I had in my mind, of course, that there would be a ship’s concert coming back.

So in London I bought a book of recitations. I think it was Mrs. Palmer’s Recitations: I’ll admit I know it was.

I selected a poem called ‘Lasca,’ all about Texas, down by the Rio Grande. It begins:

 

I want free life, and I want fresh air; 

And I sigh for the canter after the cattle.

 

I learned it all through, and I kept saying it over, so as to keep my hold on it. I said it over in Westminster Abbey and in the Tower of London. If any of the people I had letters to asked me to their houses, I kept repeating it in the cab, just in case they asked for a recitation:

 

I want free life, and I want fresh air.

 

But chiefly, of course, I was thinking of the ship’s concert.

I took my passage to New York in the City of Paris. This was a very grand boat with two hundred saloon passengers and all the luxury of the day. There were many celebrated people, Mrs. Annie Besant, the theosophist, and a lot of musical and theatrical stars. At the time they seemed tremendous people to me, though now, no doubt, they would just seem nobody, as everybody does to anybody who is seventy-two.

I knew there was going to be a ship’s concert because that was the first question I asked the bedroom steward. ‘Oh yes, sir,’ he answered, ‘always, sir, the last night out; for us sailors, sir.’ So I said ‘Thankyou’ and gave him another fifty cents.

Then I went out on deck and said:

 

I want free life, and I want fresh air; 

And I sigh for the canter after the cattle.

 

All the way across I kept runnings it over. I didn’t speak to anyone about the concert, but I did say once, perhaps twice, to my one or two humble friends in the smoking-room that I knew ‘Lasca’ very well and could recite it.

I had a presentiment that something was going to happen. On the day of the concert a big printed programme was posted. But my name wasn’t on it nor any ‘Lasca.’ I felt half glad and half sorry. It is like that when you are all braced for adventure.

The concert was very grand with everybody in evening dress. I sat in a corner at the back. Mrs. Besant made a theosophical talk. Then all of a sudden in the middle of the programme I heard the chairman saying:

‘And now, ladies and gentlemen, we come to an item of our entertainment which we have not put upon the programme, but which I know you will enjoy as a special treat. You are to listen to a recitation of the poem ‘Lasca.’ Those of us who are Americans know it well and love it, and those here who are British will, I am sure, share in our admiration. I won’t name the gentleman who is to recite ‘Lasca’ to us, but he is in the audience and I’ll just ask him to make his way...’

It had come. I got up from my seat and started to move along the side of the saloon towards the platform. It was, I think, the most tense moment of my life. The chairman was going on with some remarks about ‘Lasca’ but I couldn’t hear him. I was repeating over to myself:

 

I want free life, and I want fresh air.

 

Then I noticed that across the saloon on the other side there was a big, ungainly-looking fellow making his way along just as I was. I thought at first he was just changing his seat, but then I realised he was trying to get to the platform, and the people were making way to let him pass. Then I saw the people all looking towards him, and whispering, and breaking out into applause.

I stood still.

The big fellow got to the platform and there was a great burst of applause.

‘And now, ladies and gentlemen,’ said the chairman exultingly, ‘you are going to have the unannounced treat of hearing Mr. De Wolf Hopper recite “Lasca”.’

De Wolf Hopper, with perfect poise and assurance, put out one arm and said in a resonant voice that filled the room:

 

I want free life, and I want fresh air; 

And I sigh for the canter after the cattle.

 

I had sunk down in an aisle seat. No one noticed me. I had got free life, but I wanted fresh air the worst way.

Now the above story is all very well, but one has to admit that the weak side of it is that it is altogether a narrative in retrospect, all comment and no dialogue. Many people would think it lower in class than a story which has the same air of being undeniably true and consists largely of actual dialogue, actual conversation. This achievement of humour by reproduction of what seems actual conversation with no comment, no explanation, is amazingly good art. When well done it looks so utterly simple as if doing it were nothing.

Certain conversations are funny if you can manage to present them just as they were said. You will think this the easiest thing in the world. It is one of the hardest. Try it. You no sooner put down the words said than you are afraid that the reader won’t catch on to it, or won’t get it all. So you find yourself putting in guide marks and comments. Instead of writing, ‘“Yes,” said Smith,’ you put down, ‘“Yes,” said Smith, with a look of hopeless perplexity,’ or ‘with a sigh of relief,’ or with something or other that should have been left to the reader to put in.

The practice of the present volume has been to avoid citing and comparing the writers of the present hour. But in this case some of them — and notably Robert Benchley and Dorothy Parker — so much excel in this peculiar art that it seems more reasonable to name them than to refer back to people, such as pre-eminently Anthony Hope, who made their mark in it years and years ago. Here is Mr. Benchley describing what happens when a college reunion gathers together the old classes of graduates.

A familiar face. In between the bead portières comes a man, bald and fat, jet with something about him that strikes an old G chord.

‘Billigs!’ you cry.

‘Stanpfer is the name,’ he says. ‘Think of seeing you here!’

You try to make believe that you knew that it was Stanpfer all the time and were just saying Billigs to be funny.

‘It must be fifteen years,’ you say.

‘Well, not quite? says Stanpfer, ‘I saw you two years ago in New York.’

‘Oh yes, I know that,” (Where the hell did you see him two years ago? The man must be crazy.) ‘But I mean it must be fifteen years since we were together.’

‘Fourteen? he corrects.

‘I guess you’re right. Fourteen. Well, how the hell are you?’

‘ Great! How are you?’

‘ Great! How are you?’

‘Great! Couldn’t be better. Everything going all right?’

‘Great! All right with you?’

‘Great! All right with you?’

‘You bet.’

‘That’s fine. Kind of quiet around here.’

‘That’s right! Not much like the old days’

‘That’s right.’

‘Yes, sir! That’s right!’

Now what was needed in order to put together that admirable little vignette of actual life? First, the eye to see, the ear to hear, the mind to hold. Many, many people have been at college reunions and have half seen these things, but have seen them as through a coloured glass. A man goes to the reception with the preconceived idea — one altogether kindly and wholesome and well meant — that it’s a great thing to see the ‘boys’ again. So it is, only somehow you can’t find them. You only see what Mr. Benchley saw. The ‘boys’ seem to fade into a sort of abstraction. You can never locate them till they’re dead, and then it’s just too late.

And now, observe that it is a condition of such humour that it must be perfectly kindly, no ill-will about it. If anybody set out to show that the bond between a graduate and his old college is a dirty mean business, just cheap selfishness on each side, the college ‘making strong’ out of the graduate and the graduate ‘making strong’ out of the college — Oh, well, a person who sees it that way is looking at it not through glasses rosy with affection but through glasses all split into distorting prism, showing everything in false perspective. Humour, it cannot be too often said, must be kind.

Those who know Miss Dorothy Parker’s work will set beside Mr. Benchley’s reunion her matchless story of the husband and wife, moving towards estrangement by the sheer banality of their daily intercourse. The topic, seen as a whole, is not humour but tragedy; the humour breaks through in spite of it in the photostatic conversations.

Now when we say that these conversations of the stories of the college reunion and of the domestic estrangement are written down just as they are said, that is not quite so. They are written down just as they would be said if they were said just as they ought to be said for the purposes of humour. Granted that one seizes the idea of the flat, banal question and answer, then art goes a little past reality in seeing to it that the sentences are just a little bit better than real. Oddly enough we do not, as readers, recognize this. We say, ‘Isn’t it exactly the kind of conversation at a reception?’ Well, as a matter of fact, it isn’t; not exactly; it’s better.

We have spoken of humour as expressed in the comic play of words. We have spoken of humour as arising out of ‘funny’ incidents and incongruous scenes. But for the highest ground we must move up to the humour that arises out of human character. Here incident and setting are only contributory. The character is the thing.

By humorous characters we mean people who in their queer individuality and odd actions convey something of those contradictions and incongruities of our life out of which humour arises.

Now there are odd characters all round us, for those who can see them. As a rule we do not do so till someone points them out. A humorous character must be a person whose essential nature is pleasant to contemplate, with a minimum of malice, so small and ineffective as to be harmless, a minimum of hate, or else a hate so gigantic and so futile as to be laughable. Such a character must, by his own outlook, live in a kindly world. To this may be added some little oddities of speech and gesture, little touches of absent-mindedness, and an odd incapacity for simple things. Such characters as a rule must ripen with age. Dickens, it is true, created the immortal character of the Fat Boy. Funny boys as a rule are very tiresome.

There is a singular misunderstanding about the question of authors’

‘characters’ and where they get them. People seem to think that they need only go round and look for characters as one looks for four-leaf clovers. Once you are lucky enough to find them, all you have to do is to write them down just as you put your four-leaf clover in an album. Thus we are told that Charles Dickens took Mr. Pickwick from such and such an old gentleman he used to see out walking, that he took Mr. Micawber from his father, Mrs. Nickleby from his mother and Mrs. Gamp from some one or other of the damp old women of his London who drank gin beside corpses. Dickens, you see, was very lucky. He took characters in hundreds — there are, I think, about 1,900 people in his books.

Now go and take Mr. Pickwick yourself. I’ll walk him up and down for you and you take him. I’ll have him clean his spectacles and wipe his forehead, drink a glass of sherry with you — and then you take him, you just put him down on paper if you can. And you can’t. More than that you won’t even see him: you won’t know it’s Mr. Pickwick. You’ll just think it’s a rather ordinary middle-aged man (Dickens thought Pickwick old but he wasn’t).

You see, the process of taking a literary character from a living person runs exactly the other way: the genius is in seeing the literary character. Dickens didn’t take Mrs. Nickleby from his mother: he had the genius to see that his mother was Mrs. Nickleby: in other words he took his mother from Mrs. Nickleby.

Now the difficulty with writing stories that rest on a character is that the reader, being only a reader, won’t let it go at that. He must have action. He begins to ask, ‘What happened?’ No story can run along on mere description without some kind of a goal-post finish. It is this difficulty that prevents many people from writing humorous stories who otherwise could do so. To put it very simply, they could begin them but not end them.

As an example, let us suppose that you have been greatly struck by the laughable yet lovable character of your old college teacher, Dean Elderberry Foible. You used to notice in his class his little vanities, his affectations, but instinctively you appreciated his enthusiasm over literature, his gleaming spectacles and glowing countenance as he spoke of Beowulf, or recited a passage from Chaucer. He seemed able to admire anything, things you couldn’t touch, all sorts of stuff that you knew to be punk. Indeed you presently felt that he lived in a world of his own, all brightened up with enthusiasm, in which everybody important seemed tremendously important, and in which therefore a harmless vanity might take immense satisfaction out of casual compliments, small distinctions — a scat on a platform or a place in a procession.

So you felt that if you could only write down Dean Elderberry Foible on paper you could make a marvellous short story out of him. More than that: you could turn him into a ‘series,’ a ‘character’ and let him walk off on his own into the literary world and take you with him.

So I can imagine that you would undertake a beginning something like this:

I always think of my old teacher, Dean Elderberry Foible, as one of the most remarkable men I have ever known. The Dean himself would have denied this flatly, and said that anyone must have known hundreds of men more remarkable than himself or, if not a hundred, certainly fifty, or anyway twenty-five. At least this is very like what he once said in the class about classical scholarship when some had asked him whether he ranked as the leading classical scholar in America. The Dean laughed at the idea. He said that there were easily a dozen men his superiors, or, at any rate, half a dozen. Indeed he could think off-hand of two. He admitted that they were both dead.

Somewhere about that point, or after a page or so more of generality, it will occur to you that you must make something happen to the Dean. But, as far as you remember, nothing ever did happen to him. You couldn’t make him commit a murder and you wouldn’t want anybody to murder him, and of course he couldn’t steal — so he’s clean out of line for crime. As for love — sex-appeal at sixty with a bright bald head and glittering spectacles and Chaucer — that’s not possible. Nor can you send him to the war, or get him mixed up in politics, or embezzlement. So there you are. Here’s the Dean all ready to go into a story and you can’t get a story to fit him. Nor is this true of the Dean only. There are all sorts of characters round you that you know you could write down — or you think you could — and yet you can find no story for them.

Now the solution of this problem is that if you can write them down, go on and do so and they will find a story for themselves. You will be surprised how small a point is needed as the end or nub or climax if the character is all right....Or rather, you will find that the small point needed for the end, once found, can easily be expanded, can be written back through the text and seem to have been a part of the story all the time.... You have only to look at high-class literary work of this character to see the end sticking out at the beginning. It wasn’t there at the author’s start at all. It was shoved through after. The real start, that they first thought out and got into words, is the character.

This advice is easier to give than to take. I am myself the person who knew Dean Elderberry Foible and have wanted for thirty years to put him on paper. If I do not succeed soon in doing it, I shall offer him to a crime writer to turn him into a detective.

With that I end this book. The main idea in it is that writing originates in thinking. The basis of thinking is sincerity and interest in the world around us. If you can add a kindly goodwill towards man, that is an even firmer base.

Writing can never be achieved by learning what to avoid and what to leave out. There must be something put in before you can leave anything out. Writing comes from having something to say and trying hard to say it.

THE END
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Stephen Leacock House in Orillia, Ontario — Leacock’s summer cottage on Lake Couchiching (near Lake Simcoe) designed by architect Kenneth Noxon. The building now functions as a museum and National Historic Site.
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE
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AT THE TIME of his death in March 1944 Stephen Leacock had completed four chapters of memoirs which were to have been the beginning of his autobiography. It is a distinct loss that the full, rounded autobiography can never be written, but as Dr. Leacock’s own record of his early years from childhood to young manhood these few chapters are a completely unified and delightful whole. It was his own idea to call the autobiography “My Memories and What I Think” and the title would be as truly descriptive of the little book presented here. However, as it has perforce been narrowed to his youth, in the long look back from his seventies, we think he would have liked our title, The Boy I Left Behind Me.


THERE WILL ALWAYS BE AN ENGLAND
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I WAS BORN in Victorian England on December thirtieth in 1869, which is exactly the middle year of Queen Victoria’s reign. If I were analyzed by one of those scientific French biographers who take full account of the time, the place, the circumstance, or by the new school of psychologists who study “behaviour,” I imagine much could be made of this. As expressed in a plain sense, I am certain that I have never got over it.

I was born at Swanmore, which is a hamlet and parish on “Waltham Chase” in Hampshire. They use names like that in Hampshire because it is so old; it doesn’t say who chased who: they may have forgotten. Anyway, it is a mile and a half from Bishop’s Waltham, which is ten miles from Winchester and of which details may be had by consulting Domesday Book, though of course there is  earlier information also. One reason why one feels proud of being born in Hampshire is that it is all of such immemorial antiquity. The Norman Conquest there is just nothing. Porchester and Winchester and Chichester are all a thousand years older than that.

I fell into an error about my birthplace and put it into print a good many times during the several years it lasted, so that I came near to having the honour of a disputed birthplace, like Homer and Mr. Irvin Cobb. It was Irvin Cobb, was it not, who said he had nearly got one but couldn’t keep the dispute going? Mine arose quite innocently. I discovered that there is a Swanmore which is a suburb of Ryde in the Isle of Wight, and as I know that my grandfather lived near Ryde, I moved my birthplace into that suburb. Finding there was doubt, I wrote to a solicitor at Ryde who had conducted the family business of the Leacocks for generations and asked about it. He wrote that he thought it extremely unlikely that I was born in such a locality as Swanmore, Ryde. But I didn’t know whether this was one on Swanmore or one on me, whether Swanmore was not fit for me to be born in or  whether I had not the required class for Swanmore. So it stands at that. In any case it was in 1869, and Swanmore may have picked up since.

But I was led by this to write to the Vicar of Bishop’s Waltham, and he sent me back a certificate of my birth and christening at Swanmore Parish Church, and he said that not only was I born in Swanmore but that Hampshire was proud of it. This gave me such a warm thrill of affection for Hampshire that I very nearly renewed my subscription (one guinea per annum) to the Hampshire Society: very nearly — not quite. I knew they’d take the guinea, but I was not sure how they’d feel about it. People who come from celebrated places like Hampshire, known to all the world, and go away and don’t see them again year after year, are apt to get warm rushes of sudden affection and pride towards the good old place. I’ve known people to feel this way towards Texas or Newfoundland or in fact anywhere to which you can’t get back.

In such a glow of feeling years ago I subscribed to the Hampshire Society (one guinea per annum), and it was certainly a delight at first to get  the annual circular, with the names of the Lord Lieutenant and a lot of people as fellow members, and the receipts and disbursements, and the balance carried forward — excitements like that. So it went on that way year after year for years — a guinea and a guinea and a guinea — till one year all of a sudden I got an angry fit of economy (in the depression) and asked, What am I getting out of all this? — a guinea and a guinea — that could go on forever — and I wrote and cut out my membership. It’s nothing against Hampshire. People do that to Texas and Newfoundland. And in any case it was in the same year and about the same time that I cut out my subscriptions to the Royal Society of Canada and the Authors’ Association — even to things that I didn’t belong to. But it seemed a dirty trick to have dropped the Hampshire Society and to have fallen out of the Receipts and Disbursements and General Balance.
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My family were Hampshire people on both sides — not, of course, the real thing, going back to the  Conquest, but not bad. The Leacocks lived on the Isle of Wight, where my grandfather had a house called Oak Hill near Ryde, but I gather that he wanted the island for himself and didn’t want his sons to come crowding onto it. That’s why they were sent out across the world wherever it was farthest. The Leacocks had made a lot of money out of plantations in Madeira and the Madeira wine trade, so much that my great-grandfather John Leacock had retired and bought the house at Oak Hill. After that nobody in the family did any work (any real work) for three generations, after which, in my generation, we were all broke and had to start work — and work in the low-down sense, where you work by the hour, a thing that would disqualify anybody in Hampshire right off the bat. My brothers, I think, got seventeen cents an hour. I got a cent a minute, but that was as a schoolteacher. But I am anticipating and I turn back.

The Leacocks, I say, were in Madeira wine and the wine trade, and some of my cousins are still there and still in it. The senior member of the family got out a few years ago a booklet about Madeira wines and the Leacock family and he put  into it the fatal sentence: “The first recorded Leacock was a London day labourer, whose son was brought up at a charity school and went out as a ship’s cabin boy to Madeira!” Think of it! What can you do after that? It’s no use going on to say what a wonderful fellow the ship’s cabin boy was and how he built up great plantations and ownerships. That’s no good. You can’t get over that day-labourer stuff. The Lord Lieutenant of Hampshire knows just where to class me.

My mother’s family, the Butlers, were much better, though you couldn’t really call them Hampshire people as they had not, at the time of which I speak, been in Hampshire for more than one hundred and fifty years. They lived, and do still, in a house called Bury Lodge, which is on a hill over-looking the immemorial village of Hambledon, Hants, a village so old that they talk there of the Great Plague of 1666, when so many people were buried in the churchyard, as an affliction of yesterday. Hambledon, Hants, is to all people who play cricket and love the game as Mecca is to a Mohammedan. Here, more than anywhere else, began the sacred game — for there is no other adjective  that can convey what cricket means to Englishmen than the word “sacred.” Here, on the wind-swept open space of “Broadhalfpenny Down,” was bowled the first ball, the first rushing underhand ball where bowling began. Here men in top hats planned and named the game, designated, by a flight of daring fancy, the strip of ground between the wickets as the “pitch,” indicated the right side of the batter as the “on” side and the left as the “off” side — names taken from the English carriage driving — christened the brave man fielding thirty feet behind the batter’s bat as “square leg” (he needed to be), invented the “over” and the “wide” and the “no ball” and L.B.W. — to be carried round the world later as the abiding bond of the British Empire.

The Butler family were intimately concerned with the beginnings of cricket, and in the drawing room of Bury Lodge are preserved (on blue foolscap paper, gummed onto the fire screens) some of the earliest scores at Broadhalfpenny Down. When I was lecturing in London in 1921 I mentioned to E. V. Lucas, the famous humorist (also one of the great authorities on cricket) this family connection and the old score sheets at Bury Lodge. I found  that he at once regarded me with a sort of reverence. Nothing would do him but we must drive down to Hampshire to look at them. This we did, Lucas supplying the car, while I felt that my presence with him was compensation enough. The house was shut up, as the Butlers were in London, but a housekeeper showed us the scores, and then we drove up to Broadhalfpenny Down and stood there in the wind — well, just as people stand on the ruins of Carthage. After that we went down into Hambledon village and to the “pub,” where I had all that peculiar gratification that goes with “the return of the native.” There were several old men around, and it was astonishing what they could remember over a pint of beer, and still more over a quart. I had been away from Hambledon for nearly fifty years, so it enabled one to play the part of Rip van Winkle. I didn’t mention that I had been there only once before, for ten minutes, as a child of six.

Generally the return of the native to his native town (for its old home week or for what not) is apt to be spoiled by the fact that after all he hasn’t been  away long enough, only ten or a dozen years at most. So when he says, “What’s become of the queer old cuss who used to keep the drugstore? When did he die?” they answer in chorus, “He’s not dead. He’s right there still.” In such circumstances never say that you’d give ten dollars to see so-and-so again, or they’ll go and bring him.
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As I say, my grandfather needed all the Isle of Wight to himself, and so when my father married my mother, whose name was Agnes Butler, daughter of the Reverend Stephen Butler, they were promptly sent out to South Africa. That was in 1866-67, long before the days of diamonds and gold created the South Africa of sorrows that came later. Those were the days of sailing ships, of infinite distances and of long farewells. They went “upcountry” to Maritzburg in oxcarts and then out beyond it to settle. It was all as primitive then as we see it in the movies that deal with Dr. Livingstone and darkest Africa. I saw Maritzburg forty years later, when its people seemed a mass of Asiatics, the  immigrant wave from India that first awoke South Africa to the “Asiatic peril.”
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Maritzburg in 1867 no doubt appeared singularly quiet, but to those who lived there the whole place, as my mother has told me, was “seething with the Colenso controversy.” I imagine few people of today remember the name of Colenso, the Bishop of Natal, the mathematician over whose Arithmetic and Algebra a generation of English schoolboys groaned and whose mild aspersions on the Pentateuch — I think it means the first five books of the Old Testament — opened the way, like a water leak in a dam, to heresies that swept away the literal interpretation of Scripture. Colenso became a sort of test case, in orthodoxy, and in the law as to the government of the Church of England in the colonies, and locally a test case in the fidelity of the congregation. Some people in Natal would allow their children to be baptised by the bishop and some wouldn’t and held them over for the dean any time the bishop was away. My eldest brother, who was born in Natal, got caught up in this controversy and was torn backward and forward before he could  be christened. But the South African climate proved impossible for my mother and the locusts ate up their farm, and so the family came home again to Hampshire.
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My grandfather then took another big think as to where he would send them to, and it was in this interregnum of thinking that my father was supposed to be “learning farming” to fit him to be sent to America. There was at that time in England a prevalent myth that farming could be “learned,” especially by young men who couldn’t learn anything else. So my father seems to have been moved round from one centre to another, drinking beer under the tutelage of Hampshire farmers — who, of course, could drink more than he could — an agreeable life in which a young man was supposed to remain a gentleman even if he acted like a farmer. As those of us who have been brought up on farms know, you can’t “learn farming,” at least not that way. We could, in fact, whisper to one another the way you learn it. First of all, as Course No. 1, First Year Agronomics, you get onto a wagonload of manure at six in the morning and  drive up and down a seven-acre field throwing it in all directions, in fact seeing how far you can throw it. Then you go back for another load. Course No. 2, or Cultivation, involves driving two horses hitched to what is called a set of field harrow up and down a dry ploughed field so as to turn it into a cloud of dust and thistledown. During the driving you shout Gee and Haw at the horses. They don’t know what it means, but they are used to hearing it and they know where to go anyway. Courses like that, carried on systematically over a period of years, make a man a farmer.

Of course I don’t deny that over this and above it are the real courses in agriculture such as they teach at Ste. Anne’s, P.Q., out near Montreal, and at the Ontario Agricultural College at Guelph, both splendid places. Here a student goes at it all scientifically, learning the chemistry of the thing and the composition of soils and all that. Hence when he goes back onto the farm he sees it all with a new eye. He still spends his days driving the manure wagon round a seven-acre field and driving harrows in a cloud of dust. But it is all different. He now knows what manure is. Before that he thought it  was just manure. And he now understands why dust floats and he knows what he is doing when he pulverizes the soil, instead of merely thinking that he is “breaking it up good.”
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During this period of interregnum my father and mother lived at different places — Swanmore and Shoreham (in Sussex) and then Porchester. Their large family (which ultimately reached eleven in England and Canada) were born round in this way, only two in the same place of the six born in England. It was from Porchester that my father was sent out ahead of us by my grandfather to Kansas, a place of which my grandfather must have heard great things in the early seventies, though its first charm of the John Brown days was fading.
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Porchester is the only place of my childhood days in England that I really remember. I lived there for two years (age four and a half to six and a half), and in a sense it still means the England that is England to me. At the opening of the present war,  when the inspiring song “There’ll Always Be an England” burst upon the world, I set forth this theme, as centred for me round Porchester in a magazine publication, which I reproduce here.

THE ENGLAND I REMEMBER

There’ll Always Be an England

I imagine that somebody first said that away back in Anglo-Saxon times. The people who heard him say it most likely remarked, “Well, naturally!” and, “Poetic chap, eh?”

Yet when I first heard those words sung they brought back to me a sudden remembrance of the England of my childhood and a poignant affection for it, more than I knew I had. This, I am sure, happened to many people. . . .

ALWAYS BE AN ENGLAND

This, most certainly, is true of the immemorial village of Porchester in which I was brought up, for which the flight of time was meaningless. But my father’s farm in South Africa, as I have said before, was eaten out by locusts, and so he and my mother came home, where I and other brothers were born.  Meantime my grandfather was consulting the map and picked on Kansas because at that time the railways only got that far. My father went first, and we were placed in Porchester so that we couldn’t get to the Isle of Wight too often. We were ready to go to America when word came that my father’s farm in Kansas had been eaten by grasshoppers (they are the same as locusts). This meant delay while my grandfather looked for something farther still. So we waited on in Porchester, and I had altogether six years of an English childhood that I had no right to have under the rules.

Porchester? Where is it? Right across the water from Portsmouth. What water? Ah, now, that I never knew — it’s the water between Portsmouth and Porchester. You can tell it by the tall masts and yards of the men-of-war and of the Victory swinging there at anchor. . . . Up at the end of it was Paul’s Grove, where St. Paul preached to the ancient — ah, there you have me — but to a congregation probably very like my uncle Charles’s congregation in the little Porchester church. . . . The church stood — or it did in 1876, and things can hardly have changed in so short a time — inside the  precincts of Porchester Castle. You’ve seen the castle, perhaps — a vast quadrangle of towers and battlements, and a great space inside for cattle during sieges. The newer parts were built by the Normans but the original part by the Romans. The Normans built the church, but Good Queen Anne “restored” it, with a lot of others, and so, on the wall, there was a great painted lettering in gilt and faded colours: BY THE BOUNTY OF QUEEN ANNE. You could spell it out from your tall pew by the sunlight falling on the wall through the dancing leaves, while Uncle Charles preached, quietly so as not to wake the Normans, and the people gently dozed.

. . . ALWAYS, AN ENGLAND . . .

Why, of course, to the people of Porchester. Time left no trace there; all the centuries were yesterday, St. Paul, and the castle, and Queen Elizabeth’s bedroom, and Uncle Charles and Queen Anne.

. . . WHEREVER THERE’S A BUSY STREET . . .

Busy? Well, I suppose you would call it busy, the village street with the little “common” breaking  it in the middle. There was only one of everything: one public house, one grocery, one rectory (Uncle Charles’s), one windmill (Pyecroft’s), one fly (Peacock’s), and so on. There’d been no competition for years. The public house, the Crown and Anchor, stood where it should, where the streets came together at the “common,” and looked as it should in Father, Dear Father, Come Home with Me Now . . . with red curtains in the windows.

. . . WHEREVER THERE ARE TURNING WHEELS . . .

Pyecroft’s mill looked just right, standing down on the water a little way from the castle. The sails of Pyecroft’s mill moved so slowly they seemed to soar and hover. Tennyson speaks of a “tall mill that whistled on the waste.” He fell down there, eh, Pyecroft? Pyecroft looked the part admirably, all dust . . . and Peacock who had the fly matched it. All the people in Porchester looked like that; each fitted the part . . . Old General Hurdle coming down the street, a frail, old, soldierly figure, so upright that he quivered on his stick. Take old Grubb, who had been in the Navy in the Great War (what  we called the Great War then); he sat catching periwinkles, or whatever they caught, where the castle moat drained into the sea. He looked it exactly, all tar. . . .

All the people, as I say, looked the part — the kind of things despaired of by the movies. I never knew whether Gilbert and Sullivan copied England or England copied Gilbert and Sullivan.

. . . A MILLION MARCHING FEET . . .

I am afraid that would be a large order for Porchester in 1876 . . . a million — well, perhaps it seemed so to us children when swarms of people used to come to the castle on holidays — I only half recall them, Whitmonday, something Wednesday, Coronation Day — with Aunt Sally’s ginger beer and swings and drunken sailors.

. . . RED, WHITE, AND BLUE . . .

The blue, of course, was the sea. As for the “drunken sailors,” why indeed shouldn’t they be drunk? They were “ashore,” weren’t they? Those sailors were better drunk than sober . . . scattering pennies and full of fun. Now a soldier was  different . . . a low sort of fellow, hanging around public houses and getting poor girls into trouble . . . Why isn’t he off in Ashantee or someplace like that where soldiers belong?

. . . BRITONS, AWAKE . . .

Awake? Well, not too completely. I think of Uncle Charles preaching decorously, quietly, the congregation nodding. I wouldn’t disturb that; it has been undisturbed too long. Uncle Charles — I have heard him say it — was singularly fortunate. In Porchester there was no outbreak of “religion.” There was no chapel, no open-air preaching, no vulgar confession of sin. No people got sudden “salvation”; they got it gradually, through eighty years of drowsy Sundays. When I was six it all came to an end. My grandfather found a place called Upper Canada, clean out of reach of a railway. . . .

. . . WHAT DOES IT MEAN TO YOU? . . .

Then came the most vivid memory, saying good-bye to England as a child. . . . We went on board  a great ship at Liverpool, a ship with the towering masts and rigging of the grand old days . . . went on board from a hole in the side, it seemed. It was all very wonderful to us, though lots of people, like my mother, cried, because going to America in 1876 meant good-bye.

But for us, the children, it was different; it was all wonderful . . . the crew and all the passengers joined to haul up the anchor . . . And they sang the song of the departing English, “Cheer, boys, cheer, no more of idle sorrow,” that echoed down the decades. As the words died away on the ear— “Farewell, England, much as we have loved thee, courage, true hearts, will bear us on our way!” — the great ship was surging into the darkness under press of sail heading to what we call “America.”

. . . SHOUT IT LOUD: THE EMPIRE TOO . . .

It was all fun for us . . . the wind, the waves, the magnificence of the “saloon” . . . And then the great sheets of ice until the ship stopped. On Sunday the clergyman prayed to have it taken away and it went.

Then came a morning when someone called  down the companionway, “Come and see America” . . . And there it was, a tall, hard coast of trees and rock, clear and bright in the sunshine, not a bit soft, like England.

. . . IF ENGLAND MEANS AS MUCH TO YOU . . .

It was the Gaspé coast, and we were entering the St. Lawrence. I understand that one of the members who represents this section in a legislature proposes to break away from England the three million people of English race and birth, to say nothing of the other three million British, who live in Canada. It would be to blot out, for some, the memories of childhood and, for all, the remembered talk of parents and old people . . . tear up the books that hold the elegies in country churchyards, and hush the sea songs of England on which Tom Bowling’s name floats to us down the wind.
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Speaking of Porchester, I may say that after I had gone down to Hambledon with E. V. Lucas I was so fascinated with the role of the returned native that I found time to make a hurried trip to  Porchester, to try it out again. When I got there I found my way from the station up (or down; you never know which they call it in England) the straggled street to the village common and to the Father-Dear-Father-Come-Home-with-Me-Now public house of which I spoke. I went into the Crown and Anchor and struck the proper attitude over a glass of beer at the bar. “Nearly fifty years ago,” I said (feeling like the Silver King come home), “I used to live in this village. Perhaps you can tell me something about the people I remember.”

The barmaid (she looked pretty ripe) threw her head indignantly in the air. “No indeed, I couldn’t,” she said. “The idear!”

I saw that I was in wrong. “Not you yourself,” I said. “You weren’t born and couldn’t remember, but you may have heard of them from your — grandparents.”

“Well,” she said, mollified, “Grandfather’s in behind now. You might come in and see him.”

I went “in behind,” and there was Grandfather looking just right, as everything does in Porchester,  just exactly the part, seated in a chair, snow-white hair, a stick — age, say ninety.

“I thought perhaps,” I said, “you could tell me something of the people I remember here fifty years ago.”

“Eh?” he shouted.

So I saw I’d have to speed things up.

“Could you tell me anything about my uncle, the Reverend Charles Butler, who used to be the rector here fifty years ago?”

“The Reverend Charles Butler!” he shouted bitterly. “Indeed I could! There was the meanest man that ever came to this village. He’d-a stopped every poor man’s beer, he would, if he’d had his way. Don’t talk to me of the Reverend Charles Butler.”

I decided not to.

So I went out and I managed to find the house where we lived when I was a child in Porchester. But what a poor, humble-looking place! I had no idea that it could have been as poor as that! A little “hall” just wide enough to squeeze through, a room on the left of it the size of a box — the “drawing room,” I called it at once from memory — and another box behind it. I think my mother had the  nerve to call it the “breakfast room.” I felt hurt and humiliated coming out. I hadn’t realized how used I had become to being well off, to living in comfort and having everything. As I came out I saw that there were some men there, evidently a builder and his “hands.” They told me they were going to knock down the house. I told them to go right ahead.

After that I had no heart to go on and see the castle. It might have turned out to be just nothing as beside, say, the Royal York Hotel in Toronto or the Château Frontenac in Quebec.

It is better not to go back to the place you came from. Leave your memory as it is. No reality will ever equal it.
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It was from my Hampshire childhood that I draw my interest in the American frigate Chesapeake, of which noble old ship I have a “chunk” on my library table.

Everyone recalls from his school history the immortal story of the great fight between the American  frigate Chesapeake and the British frigate Shannon outside of Boston on June 1, 1813. It is not merely the victory of the Shannon that is remembered but the chivalrous nature of the conflict, the ships meeting after a courteous challenge from Captain Broke of the Shannon to Captain Lawrence of the Chesapeake. Broke generously offered to send any of his attendant vessels out of range of helping him. The ships were an even match — Shannon, 1,066 tons, broadside 544 pounds, crew 330; the Chesapeake, 1,135 tons, broadside 570, crew (about) 400.

The result of the battle was a complete victory for the Shannon, but with terrible loss on both sides. Lawrence was mortally wounded; Broke so desperately wounded as never to fully recover, though he lived to be an admiral and only died in 1841.

Now, I have always had a certain personal interest in the Chesapeake. I have, as I say, on my library table a “chunk” of very hard wood (teak or mahogany, I suppose), about eight inches by three inches by two and a half inches, that was originally a piece of the Chesapeake. I have had it for nearly  seventy years, the kind of thing you never lose if you pay no attention to it, like the fidelity of an old friend.

When we were leaving England in 1876 to go to “America” we were taken over to the Isle of Wight to see my grandfather, who was naturally delighted — so much so that he gave me from the drawing-room table at Oak Hill this bit of wood and said, “That was a piece of the Chesapeake.” Written on it in his writing, but now faded beyond recognition, were the words, A Piece of the American Frigate “Chesapeake” — Captured 1813.

I always wondered how my grandfather came to have a piece of the Chesapeake, and this gave me an interest in the fate of the vessel. But any printed account in the histories merely said that the Chesapeake was taken across the Atlantic to England — which is quite true — and was commissioned in the service of the Royal Navy — which is not so. But it has been only of late years, when I have been concerned with writing Canadian history, that I have been able to get full details of the fate of the old ship. I am indebted here very greatly to the library staff of the Boston Public Library.

 

The amazing thing is that the Chesapeake was taken over to England and is still there — all the best timbers of the vessel, built in solid as they came out of the ship, went into the making of a mill and are still throbbing and quivering all day as the mill, one hundred and twenty-three years old, still hums in an English village, grinding corn.

The mill is at Wickham, and if you don’t know where Wickham is, I may say it’s near Fareham — and Fareham? — well, close to Porchester — and Porchester? — well, that’s where I lived in England. Anyway, all these places are in Hampshire, freely admitted to be (by all who live there) the noblest of the English counties.

So there’s the mill, and nobody knows about it. The reason is that people who know all about the Chesapeake know nothing of Wickham and people who live in Wickham know nothing about the Chesapeake, though of course they all know about the old mill. If you said, “That mill was built out of the American ship Chesapeake, wasn’t it?” they’d say, “Aye, like as not!” — meaning that that would be just the kind of thing to build a Hampshire mill out of.

 

Here is the story, though lack of space forbids full citation of authorities.

After the battle of the first of June the Chesapeake was sailed (or partly towed) to Halifax Harbour — a voyage of five days. She entered the harbour in the wake of the Shannon on June 6, presenting a terrible contrast of glory and tragedy, pride and honour — gay strings of bright flags of victory flying above battered ports and broken bulwarks, patched up as might be after the havoc of the broadsides.

Judge Haliburton, the famous writer still remembered for Sam Slick, went on board. “The Chesapeake,” he wrote, “was like a charnel house . . . main deck filled with hammocks of the wounded, dead and dying . . . the deck had of necessity (heavy weather?) not been cleaned . . . steeped in gore as in a slaughterhouse.” The body of Captain Lawrence, who had died on board, lay on the quarter-deck under the Stars and Stripes. He was buried, with many of his men, in Halifax.

The Chesapeake, refitted as might be, was sailed across to Portsmouth. There history loses her with the false lead that the Royal Navy recommissioned  the ship. This is not so, nor can I find any definite authority to say that she ever sailed again. She was bought as she stood for five hundred pounds by a Mr. Holmes. He broke up the vessel, sold several tons of copper from the sheeting with all fittings and timber, and doubled his money. The main timbers were pitch pine, new and sound, and some of them were sold for housebuilding in Portsmouth but the best of them were bought by a Mr. John Prior for two hundred pounds to build a mill. This he duly erected (1820) in the hamlet of Wickham. The main timbers of the deck, built into the structure intact, were (and are) thirty-two feet long and eighteen inches square. The purloins were used, just as they were, for joists.

With that the Chesapeake was forgotten, and Wickham — it antedates the Norman Conquest — fell asleep again.

Forty years later a descendant, or relation (I cannot trace him), of Captain Broke of the Shannon got interested in gathering information. In a memoir which he wrote he quotes a letter from the Vicar of Fareham, date of 1864, with the information given above and the statement that the  timbers of the Chesapeake (in fact, the whole mill) seemed “good for centuries yet.”

They talk in centuries in Hampshire.

Then comes another sleep.

Then a Hampshire Gazetteer and Guide of 1901 reports that the mill at Wickham made of the timbers of the Chesapeake is still intact and in active operation.

Then followed another sleep of the topic till in 1943 I woke it again by writing to the present Vicar of Fareham. I hadn’t written sooner because, although I knew the Chesapeake was in a mill, I was looking for the mill to be on the Isle of Wight.

So I wrote to the Vicar of Fareham, who referred me to Mr. George Orwell of Fareham, who has done a lot of antiquarian work, especially in things concerning the Navy, and whose writings under the name of historian are well known to all people who love British antiquities (very fine people).

Mr. Orwell wrote me to say that the mill is still (April 4, 1943) quite as it was, timbers and all, going strong and likely to see a long while yet.

 

What ought to be done about it? These timbers of the deck of the Chesapeake — rebuilt into their earlier semblance — should have something of the sacred memory of the deck of the Victory. Why not buy them and give them to the United States? They should be a gift to the Naval Academy at Annapolis. Those who know that place will recall its trophies — the proudest part of the establishment. There swings still afloat the schooner America that won the cup in 1850 something, never recaptured; there is the old Constitution and the Reina Mercedes, and there in the great hall is Perry’s flag with his “Don’t give up the ship,” and much else.

The Chesapeake would build into a fine platform, the old deck reproduced, for Mr. Churchill to lecture from.
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When I look back on this mid-Victorian England into which I was born and which first stamped itself on my mind, it gives me many things to think about. How deeply set it was in the mould  in which England was cast and in which, to a great extent, it still remains. Side by side with all that is splendid in history and in character is that everlasting division that separates people from one another with the heavy ridges and barriers of class distinction. Here are people born to be poor, and how poor they were! I can remember that when we had done with our tea leaves old women (the place seemed full of them) would come and take them away to use over again. There were the poor and there were the half poor, and there were the respectable people and the genteel people, and the gentry and above them the great people, all the way to the queen. And they all knew their places.

There was an elementary school called a national school, where the children of the poor and of the respectable went at a fee of one penny a week. I can see now that it must have been one of the schools set up under the new Act, as it was then, of 1870, the first statute that ever gave England general primary education. England had got afraid that an illiterate population might mean danger to the nation. They had had the object lesson of the armies of the Civil War in America. The loud  laughter of the London Times and the haw! haw! of the professional British officers had been exchanged for silent admiration and deep respect when the same people realized what it means to have an army of men every one of whom could read and write, of skilled mechanics who could interpret a printed diagram, and private soldiers with the technical knowledge to repair a damaged locomotive and reset a dismantled telegraph line. It had become plain enough that England had to do what one of its statesmen of the moment called “educate its masters,” if only for the masters’ sake.

That was seventy-five years ago. And strangely enough the wheel has turned a full circle and a similar discussion runs in the current journals of 1944. All through the present controversy over the schools and how to make the public schools public runs the note of anxiety, Are we really finding all the brains of the nation? All, we need them all! National brains are the first line of public safety for everybody. There must be no gifted children left too poor for their gifts to give service to the nation. Scholarships, endowments, anything! We must have them.

 

It is a wonderful change. Compare it with the sentiment of Gray’s Elegy, in which the poet sorrows for the lack of opportunity that kept people down to the level of the poor and buried them in a country churchyard, but sorrows only for their own sakes.

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;

Hands, that the rod of empire might have swayed,

Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre.

With Gray the sentiment is as of a wishful luxurious pity and has nothing to do with any keen, anxious fear that the nation needs these men and must not bury them unknown. His very phrases show it: “waking the living lyre” is a thing that most of us could postpone for a while.
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But, as I say, there was the national school functioning at a penny a week for the poor and the respectable. But for the genteel, no, not if they could reach a little higher, and of course not under any circumstances for the gentry. So two older brothers and I — aged nine and eight and six — went therefore  to a dame’s school, with which my academic education began in 1875, not to be completed till 1903 with a Chicago Ph.D. I recall but little of the dame school except the first lesson in geography, in which the dame held up a map and we children recited in chorus, “The top of the map is always the north, the bottom south, the right hand east, the left hand west!” I wanted to speak out and say, “But it’s only that way because you’re holding it that way,” but I was afraid to. Cracks with a ruler were as easy to get in a dame’s school as scratches down on the Rio Grande.

So, as I say, it was an England all of class and caste, with everybody doing his duty in the state of life into which it had pleased God to call him. But of this later.


LIFE ON THE OLD FARM
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I ENJOY THE distinction, until very recently a sort of recognized title of nobility in Canada and the United States, of having been “raised on the old farm.” Till recently, I say, this was the acknowledged path towards future greatness, the only way to begin. The biographies of virtually all our great men for three or four generations show them as coming from the farm. The location of the “old home farm” was anywhere from Nova Scotia to out beyond Iowa, but in its essence and idea it was always the same place. I once described it in a book of verse which I wrote as a farewell to economics, which was so clever that no one could read it and which I may therefore quote with novelty now.

The Homestead Farm, way back upon the Wabash,

Or on the Yockikenny,

Or somewhere up near Albany — the Charm

Was not confined to one, for there were many.

 

There when the earliest Streak of Sunrise ran,

The Farmer dragged the Horses from their Dream

With “Get up, Daisy” and “Gol darn yer, Fan,”

Had scarcely snapped the Tugs and Britching than

The furious Hayrack roared behind the team.

All day the Hay

Was drawn that way

Hurled in the Mow

Up high — and how!

Till when the ending Twilight came, the loaded Wain

With its last, greatest Load turned Home again.

The Picture of it rises to his Eye

Sitting beside his Father, near the Sky.

I admit that within the last generation or so, in softer times of multiplying luxury, men of eminence have been raised in a sickly sort of way in the cities themselves, have got their strength from high-school athletics, instead of at the woodpile and behind the harrows, and their mental culture by reading a hundred books once instead of one book a hundred times. But I am talking of an earlier day.

 

It was a condition, of course, that one must be raised on the old farm and then succeed in getting off it. Those who stayed on it turned into rustics, into “hicks” and “rubes,” into those upstate characters which are the delight of the comic stage. You had your choice! Stay there and turn into a hick; get out and be a great man. But the strange thing is that they all come back. They leave the old farm as boys so gladly, so happy to get away from its dull routine, its meaningless sunrise and sunset, its empty fresh winds over its fields, the silence of the bush — to get away into the clatter and effort of life, into the crowd. Then, as the years go by, they come to realize that at a city desk and in a city apartment they never see the sunrise and the sunset, have forgotten what the sky looks like at night and where the Great Dipper is, and find nothing on the angry gusts of wind or the stifling heat of the city streets that corresponds to the wind over the empty fields . . . so they go back, or they think they do, back to the old farm. Only they rebuild it, but not with an ax but with an architect. They make it a great country mansion with flagstoned  piazzas and festooned pergolas — and it isn’t the old farm any more. You can’t have it both ways.
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But as I say, I had my qualifying share, six years of the old farm — after I came out as a child of six from England — in an isolation which in these days of radio and transport is unknown upon the globe.

As explained in the first chapter, I was brought out by my mother from England to Canada as the third of her six children in 1876 on the steamship Sarmatian, Liverpool to Montreal, to join my father who had gone ahead and taken up a farm. The Sarmatian was one, was practically the last one, of those grand old vessels of the Allan Line which combined steam with the towering masts, the cloud of canvas, the maze of ropes and rigging of a full-rigged three-masted ship. She was in her day a queen of the ocean, that last word which always runs on to another sentence. She had been built in 1871, had had the honour of serving the queen as a troopship for the Ashanti war and the further  honour of carrying the queen’s daughter to Canada as the wife of the Marquis of Lorne, the governor general. No wonder that in my recollection of her the Sarmatian seemed grand beyond belief and carried a wealth of memories of the voyage of which I have already spoken. For years I used to feel as if I would “give anything” to see the Sarmatian again. “Give anything” at that stage of my finance meant, say, anything up to five dollars — anyway, a whole lot. And then it happened years and years after, when I had gone to Montreal to teach at McGill (it was in 1902), that I saw in the papers that the Sarmatian was in port; in fact I found that she still came in regularly all season and would be back again before navigation closed. So I never saw her. I meant to but I never did. When I read a little later that the old ship had been broken up I felt that I would have “given anything” (ten dollars then) to have seen her.
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In those days most people still came up, as we did in 1876, by river steamer from Montreal to Toronto. At Kingston we saw the place all decked with flags and were told that it was the “Twenty-fourth  of May.” We asked what that meant, because in those days they didn’t keep “Queen’s Birthday” as a holiday in England. They kept Coronation Day with a great ringing of bells, but whether there was any more holiday to it than bell ringing I don’t remember. But, as we were presently to learn, the “Twenty-fourth” was at that time the great Upper Canada summer holiday of the year; Dominion Day was still too new to have got set. There wasn’t any Labour Day or any Civic Holiday.
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From Toronto we took a train north to Newmarket; a funny train, it seemed to us, all open and quite unlike the little English carriages, cut into compartments that set the fields spinning round when you looked out of the window. Newmarket in 1876 was a well-established country town — in fact, as they said, “quite a place.” It still is. It was at that time the place from which people went by the country roads to the south side of Lake Simcoe, the township of Georgina, to which at that time there was no railway connection. From Newmarket my father and his hired man were to drive us the remaining thirty miles to reach the old farm. They  had for it two wagons, a lumber wagon and a “light” wagon. A light wagon was lighter than a lumber wagon, but that’s all you could say about it — it is like those histories which professors call “short” histories. They might have been longer. So away we went along the zigzag roads, sometimes along a good stretch that would allow the horses to break into a heavy attempt at a trot, at other times ploughing through sand, tugging uphill, or hauling over corduroy roads of logs through thick swamps where the willow and alder bushes almost met overhead and where there was “no room to pass.” On the lift of the hills we could see about us a fine rolling country, all woods, broken with farms, and here and there in the distance on the north horizon great flecks of water that were Lake Simcoe. And so on, at a pace of four or five miles an hour, till as the day closed in we went over a tumbled bridge with a roaring milldam and beyond it a village, the village of Sutton — two mills, two churches, and quite a main street, with three taverns. My father told us that this was our own village, a gift very lightly received by us children after memories of Porchester and Liverpool and the Sarmatian. My  mother told me years afterwards that to her it was a heartbreak. Beyond the village, my father told us, we were on our home road — another dubious gift, for it was as heavy as ever, with a great cedar swamp a mile through in the centre, all corduroy and willows and marsh and water; beyond that up a great hill with more farmhouses, and so across some fields, to a wind-swept hill space with a jumble of frame buildings and log barns and outhouses, and there we were at the old farm, on a six-year unbroken sentence.
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The country round our farm was new in the sense that forty years before it was unbroken wilderness and old in the sense that farm settlers, when they began to come, had come in quickly. Surveyors had marked out roads. The part of the bush that was easy to clear was cleared off in one generation, log houses built, and one or two frame ones, so that in the sense the country in its outline was just as it is now: only at that time it was more bush than farms, now more farms than the shrunken remnant of bush. And of course in 1876 a lot of old primeval trees, towering hemlocks and  birch, were still standing. The last of the great bush fires that burned them out was in the summer when we came, the bush all burning, the big trees falling in masses of spark and flame, the sky all bright, and the people gathered from all round to beat out the shower of sparks that fell in the stubble fields . . .

[image: img213.jpg]

This country around Lake Simcoe (we were four miles to the south of it and out of the sight of it), beautiful and fertile as it is, had never been settled in the old colonial days. The French set up missions there among the Hurons (northwest of the lake), but they were wiped out in the great Iroquois massacre of 1649 in the martyrdom of the Fathers Lalemant and Brébeuf. The tourist of today sees from his flying car the road signs of “Martyr’s Shrine” intermingled with the “Hot Dogs” and “Joe’s Garage.” After the massacre the French never came back. The Iroquois danger kept the country empty, as it did all western Ontario. Nor did the United Empire Loyalists come here. They settled along the St. Lawrence and the Bay of Quinte and Niagara and Lake Erie, but the Lake  Simcoe country remained till that century closed as empty as it is beautiful.

Settlement came after the “Great War” ended with Waterloo and world peace, and a flock of British emigrants went out to the newer countries. Among them were many disbanded soldiers and sailors and officers with generous grants of land. These were what were called in England “good” people, meaning people of the “better” class but not good enough to stay at home, which takes money. With them came adherents and servants and immigrants at large, but all good people in the decent sense of the word, as were all the people round our old farm no matter how poor they were. The entry of these people to the Lake Simcoe country was made possible by Governor Simcoe’s opening of Yonge Street, north from Toronto to the Holland River. It was at first just a horse track through the bush, presently a rough roadway connecting Toronto (York) with the Holland River, and then, by cutting the corner of Lake Simcoe with the Georgian Bay and thus westward to the Upper Lakes, a line of communication safe from American invasion. It was part of Governor Simcoe’s preoccupation  over the defense of Upper Canada, which bore such good fruit in its unforeseen results of new settlement.

So the settlers, once over the waters of Lake Simcoe, found their way along its shore, picked out the likely places, the fine high ground, the points overlooking the lake. Here within a generation arose comfortable lake-shore homes, built by people with a certain amount of money, aided by people with no money but glad to work for wages for a time, till they could do better. From the first the settlement was cast in an aristocratic mould such as had been Governor Simcoe’s dream for all his infant colony. Simcoe was long since gone by this time. He left Canada in 1796 and died in England in 1806. But the mark that he set on Upper Canada wore faint only with time and is not yet obliterated. Simcoe planned a constitution and a colony to be an “image and transcript” of England itself. An established church and an aristocracy must be the basis of it. To Simcoe a democrat was a dangerous Jacobin and a dissenter a snivelling hypocrite. He despised people who would sit down to eat with their own servants, as even “good” people began to do in Upper  Canada; “Fellows of one table,” he called them, and he wanted nothing to do with them in his government. Others shared his views, and hence that queer touch of make-believe, or real aristocracy, that was then characteristic of Simcoe’s York (Toronto) and that helped to foster the Canadian rebellion of 1837.
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So after the first “aristocracy” houses were built on the lake shore of Georgina Township settlers began to move up to the higher ground behind it, better land and cheaper. For the lake, for being on the water, most of them cared nothing. They wanted to get away from it. The lake shore was cold. It is strange to think that now you can buy all of that farmland you want at about thirty or forty dollars an acre, but an acre down at the lake shore is worth, say, a couple of thousand, and you can’t get it anyway.
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Our own farm with its buildings was, I will say, the damnedest place I ever saw. The site was all right, for the slow slope of the hillside west and south gave a view over miles of country and a view  of the sunset only appreciated when lost. But the house! Someone had built a cedar log house and then covered it round with clapboard, and then someone else had added three rooms stuck along the front with more clapboard, effectually keeping all the sunlight out. Even towards the sunset there were no windows, only the half glass top of a side door. A cookhouse and a woodshed were stuck on behind. Across a grass yard were the stable, cedar logs plastered up, and the barns, cedar logs loose and open, and a cart shed and a henhouse, and pigsties and all that goes with a farm. To me as a child the farm part seemed just one big stink. It does still: the phew! of the stable — not so bad as the rest; the unspeakable cowshed, sunk in the dark below a barn, beyond all question of light or ventilation, like a mediæval oubliette; the henhouse, never cleaned and looking like a guano-deposit island off the coast of Chile, in which the hens lived if they could and froze dead if they couldn’t; the pigsties, on the simple Upper Canada fashion of a log pen and a shelter behind, about three feet high. Guano had nothing on them.

We presently completed our farmhouse to match  the growing family by adding a new section on the far side of it, built of frame lumber only, with lath and plaster and no logs, thin as cardboard and cold as a refrigerator. Everything froze when the thermometer did. We took for granted that the water would freeze in the pitchers every night and the windowpanes cover up with frost, not that the old farm was not heated. It had had originally a big stone fireplace in the original log house, but as with all the fireplaces built of stone out of the fields without firebrick, as the mortar began to dry out the fireplace would set the house on fire. That meant getting up on the roof (it wasn’t far) with buckets of water and putting it out. My father and the hired man got so tired putting out the house on fire that we stopped using the fireplace and had only stoves, box stoves that burned hemlock, red hot in ten minutes with the dampers open. You could be as warm as you liked, according to distance, but the place was never the same two hours running. There were, I think, nine stoves in all; cutting wood was endless. I quote again from my forgotten book.

 

Winter stopped not the Work; it never could.

Behold the Furious Farmer splitting Wood.

The groaning Hemlock creaks at every Blow

“Hit her again, Dad, she’s just got to go.”

And up he picks

The Hemlock sticks

Out of the snow.

For light we had three or four coal-oil lamps, but being just from England, where they were unknown, we were afraid of them. We used candles made on the farm from tallow poured into a mould, guttering damn things, to be snuffed all the time and apt to droop over in the middle. It is hardly credible to me now, but I know it is a fact that when my brother and I sat round a table doing our lessons or drawing and painting pictures, all the light we had was one tallow candle in the middle of the table. It should have ruined our eyesight, but it didn’t. I don’t think any of us under fifty wore spectacles; just as the ill-cooked food of the farm, the heavy doughy bread, the awful pork and pickles should have ruined our digestions but couldn’t. Boys on the farm who go after the cattle at six in  the morning are in the class of the iron dogs beside a city step.
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My father’s farm — one hundred acres, the standard pattern — was based on what is called mixed farming — that is, wheat and other grains, hay, pasture, cattle, a few sheep and pigs and hens, roots for winter, garden for summer and wood to cut in the bush. The only thing to sell was wheat, the false hope of the Ontario farmer of the seventies, always lower in the yield than what one calculated (if you calculated low it went lower) and always (except once in a happy year) lower than what it had to be to make it pay. The other odd grains we had to sell brought nothing much, nor the cattle, poor lean things of the prebreeding days that survived their awful cowshed. My father knew nothing about farming, and the hired man, “Old Tommy,” a Yorkshireman who had tried a bush farm of his own and failed, still less. My father alternated furious industry with idleness and drinking, and in spite of my mother having a small income of her  own from England, the farm drifted onto the rocks and the family into debt. Presently there was a mortgage, the interest on which being like a chain around my father’s neck, and later on mine. Indeed, these years of the late 1870s were the hard times of Ontario farming, with mortgages falling due like snowflakes.

Farming in Ontario, in any case, was then and still is an alternating series of mortgages and prosperity following on like the waves of the sea. Anyone of my experience could drive you through the present farm country and show you (except that it would bore you to sleep) the mark of the successive waves like geological strata. Here on our right is the remains of what was the original log house of a settler: you can tell it from the remains of a barn, because if you look close you can see that it had a top story, or part of one, like the loft where Abraham Lincoln slept. You will see, too, a section of its outline that was once a window. Elsewhere, perhaps on the same farm, but still standing, is an old frame house that was built by mortgaging the log house. This one may perhaps be boarded up and out of use because it was discarded when  wheat went to two dollars and fifty cents a bushel in the Crimean War and the farmer, suddenly enriched, was able to add another mortgage and built a brick house — those real brick houses that give the motorist the impression that all farmers are rich. So they were — during the Crimean War. Later on, and reflecting the boom years of the closing nineties and the opening century, are the tall hip-roofed barns with stone and cement basements below for cattle and silos at the side, which give the impression that all farmers are scientists — only they aren’t; it’s just more mortgages.

Such has been the background of Ontario farming for one hundred years.

Our routine on the farm, as children, was to stay on it. We were too little to wander, and even the nearest neighbours were half a mile away. So we went nowhere except now and then, as a treat, into Sutton village, and on Sunday to the church on the lake shore. Practically, except for school, we stayed at home all the time — years and years.

There was, a mile away, a school (School Section No. 3, Township of Georgina) of the familiar type of the “little red schoolhouse” that has helped  to make America. It was a plain frame building, decently lighted, with a yard and a pump and a woodpile, in fact all the accessories that went with the academic life of School Section No. 3. The boys and girls who went there were the children of decent people (there were no others in the township), poor, but not exactly aware of it. In summer the boys went barefoot. We didn’t — a question of caste and thistles. You have to begin it at three years old to get the feel for it.

There were two teachers, a man teacher and a lady teacher, and it was all plain and decent and respectable, and the education first class, away ahead of the dame-school stuff in England. All of the education was right to the point — reading, spelling, writing, arithmetic, geography — with no fancy, silly subjects such as disfigure our present education even at its beginning and run riot in the college at the top. Things about the school that were unsanitary were things then so customary that even we children from England found nothing wrong. We spit on our slates to clean them with the side of our hand. We all drank out of the same tin mug  in the schoolyard. The boys and girls were together in classes, never outside.

The only weak spot in the system of the little red schoolhouse was that the teachers were not permanent, not men engaged in teaching making it their lifework, like the Scottish “dominie” who set his mark upon Scotland. You can never have a proper system of national education without teachers who make teaching their lifework, take a pride in it as a chosen profession, and are so circumstanced as to be as good as anybody — I mean as anything around. In the lack of this lies the great fault in our Canadian secondary education, all the way up to college.

So it was with the country schools of 1876. The teachers were young men who came and went, themselves engaged in the long stern struggle of putting themselves through college, for which their teaching was only a steppingstone. An arduous struggle it was. A schoolteacher (they were practically all men; the girl teachers were just appendages to the picture) got a salary of three hundred dollars to four hundred dollars a year. Call it four hundred dollars. During his ten months a  year of teaching he paid ten dollars a month for his board and washing. I don’t suppose that his clothes cost him more than fifty dollars a year, and all his other extras of every kind certainly not more than another fifty. For in those days, after necessaries were paid for, there was nothing to spend money on. The teacher never drank. Not that he didn’t want to, but every drink cost money, five cents, and he hadn’t got it. If a teacher did begin to drink and did start to loaf around the taverns, it undermined the sternness of his life’s purpose as a slow leak undermines a dam. It became easier to drink than to save money; he felt rich instead of poor, and presently, as the years went by, he drank himself out of this purpose altogether, quit schoolteaching, went north — to the lumber shanties or worked in a sawmill — living life downhill, marked out still, by the wreck of his education, as a man who had once been a teacher and still quoted poetry when he was tight.

But most, practically all, stuck right at it, saving, say, two hundred dollars a year towards college. And this is what college cost, college being the University of Toronto. The fees were forty dollars a  year (say sixty dollars in medicine), and board and lodging in the mean drab houses of the side streets where the poorer students lived cost three dollars a week, and washing, I think, twenty-five cents a week. They washed anything then for five cents, even a full-dress shirt, and anyway the student hadn’t got a full-dress shirt. College books in those days cost about ten dollars a year. There were no college activities that cost money, nothing to join that wanted five dollars for joining it, no cafeterias to spend money in, since a student ate three times a day at his boardinghouse and that was the end of it. There was no money to be spent on college girls, because at that time there were no college girls to spend money on. Homer says that the beauty of Helen of Troy launched a thousand ships (meaning made that much trouble). The attraction of the college girl was to launch about a thousand dollars — added to college expenses.

But all that was far, far away in 1876, and a student’s college budget for the eight months of the session, including his clothes and his travel expenses and such extras as even the humblest and sternest must incur, would work out at about three  hundred dollars for each college year. That meant that what he could save in a year and a half of teaching would give him one year at college. Added to this was the fact that in the vacation — the two months of a teacher’s vacation or the four months for a college vacation — he could work on a farm for his board and twenty dollars a month and save almost the whole of the twenty dollars. I have known at least one teacher, later on a leader of the medical profession of Alberta, who put in seven years of this life of teaching to get his college course. But in most cases there would be some extra source of supply: an uncle who owned a sawmill and could lend two or three hundred dollars, or an uncle over in the States, or an older brother who came down from the “shanties” in the spring with more money than he knew what to do with. For what could he do with it, except drink or go to college?

So in the end adversity was conquered, and the teachers passed through college and into law or medicine, with perhaps politics and public life, and added one more name to the roll of honour of men who “began as teachers.” Some failed on the last  lap, graduated, and then got married, tired of waiting for life to begin, and thus sank back again on teaching — as a high-school teacher, a better lot but still not good enough.

But the system was, and is, all wrong. Our teacher, with his thirty dollars a month, didn’t get as much as our Old Tommy, the hired man, for he and his wife had twenty dollars a month and a cottage with it and a garden, milk and eggs and vegetables and meat to the extent of his end (I forget which) of any pig that was killed. A teacher situated like that could be a married man, as snug and respected as a Scottish dominie with his cottage and his kailyard, his trout rod and his half dozen Latin books bound in vellum— “as good as anybody,” which is one of the things that a man has got to be in life if he is to live at all. The teachers weren’t. I never was, and never felt I was, in the ten years I was a teacher. That is why later on I spent so many words in decrying schoolteaching as a profession, not seeing that schoolteaching is all right for those who are all right for it. The thing wrong is the setting we fail to give it.

 

Such was our school at School Section No. 3, Township of Georgina, County of York. It had also its amenities as well as its work. Now and again there were school “entertainments.” I can’t remember if the people paid to come. I rather think not, because in that case they wouldn’t come. For an entertainment the school was lit with extra lamps. The teacher was chairman. The trustees made speeches or shook their heads and didn’t. The trustees were among the old people who had come out from the “old country” with some part of another environment, something of an older world, still clinging to them. Some, especially Scotsmen like old Archie Riddell, would rise to the occasion and make a speech with quite a ring and a thrill to it, all about Marmion and Bruce and footprints on the sands of time. Then the teachers would say that we’d hear from Mr. Brown, and Mr. Brown, sitting in a sunken lump in a half-light, would be seen to shake his head, to assure us that we wouldn’t. After which came violin music by local fiddlers, announced grandiloquently by the chairman as “Messrs. Park and Ego,” although we knew that really they were just Henry Park and  Angus Ego. Perhaps also some lawyer or such person from the village four miles away would drive up for the entertainment and give a reading or a recitation. It was under those circumstances that I first heard W. S. Gilbert’s Yarn of the “Nancy Bell.” It seemed to me wonderful beyond words, and the Sutton lawyer, a man out of wonderland.
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But going to the country school just didn’t work out. It was too far for us, and in rough weather and storm impossible, and it was out of the question for a younger section of the family (the ones in between the baby and ex-baby and the “big boys”). Moreover, my mother was haunted with the idea that if we kept on at the school we might sideslip and cease to be gentlemen. Already we were losing our Hampshire accent, as heard in Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star — not “stah,” and not “star,” but something in between. I can still catch it if I am dead tired or delirious. We were beginning also to say “them there” and “these here,” and “who all” and “most always,” in short, phrases that no one can use and grow up a gentleman.

 

So my mother decided that she would teach us herself and with characteristic courage set herself at it, in the midst of all her other work with the baby and the little children and the kitchen and the servants and the house. Servants, of course, we always had: at least one maid — I beg pardon, I’m losing my language — I mean one “hired girl” and a “little girl” and generally an “old woman.” Top wages were eight dollars a month; a little girl got five dollars. There was a certain queer gentility to it all. The hired men never sat down to eat with us, nor did the hired girl. Her status, in fact, as I see it in retrospect, was as low and humble as even an English earl could wish it. She just didn’t count.
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My mother had had in England a fine education of the Victorian finishing-school type and added to it a love and appreciation of literature that never left her all her life, not even at ninety years of age. So she got out a set of her old English schoolbooks that had come with us in a box from England — Colenso’s  Arithmetic, and Slater’s Chronology, and Peter Parley’s Greece and Rome, and Oldendorf’s New Method of French — and gathered us around her each morning for school, opened with prayers, and needing them. But it was no good; we wouldn’t pay attention, we knew it was only Mother. The books didn’t work either — most of them were those English manuals of history and such, specially designed for ladies’ schools and for ladies who had to teach their own children out in the “colonies.” They were designed to get a maximum of effect for a minimum of effort, and hence they consisted mostly of questions and answers, the questions being what lawyers call leading questions, ones that suggest their own answers. Thus they reduced Roman history to something like this:

Q. Did not Julius Caesar invade Britain?

A. He did.

Q. Was it not in the year 55 B.C.?

A. It was.

Q. Was he not later on assassinated in Rome?

A. He was.

Q. Did not his friend Brutus take a part in assassinating him?

 

A. He did.

In this way one could take a birdlike flight over ancient history. I think we hit up about two hundred years every morning, and for ancient Egypt over one thousand years. I had such a phenomenal memory that it was all right for me, as I remembered the question and answer both. But my elder brothers Dick and Jim were of heavier academic clay, and so they just — as the politicians say — took it as read.

The Arithmetic of Bishop Colenso of Natal was heavier going. After multiplication and division it ran slap-bang into the Rule of Three, and Mother herself had never understood what the Rule of Three was, and if you went on beyond it all you found was Practice and Aliquot Parts. I know now that all this is rule-of-thumb arithmetic, meant for people who can’t reason it out, and brought straight down from the Middle Ages to Colenso. The glory of the unitary method, whereby if one man needs ten cigarettes a day then two men need twenty, and so on for as many men and as many cigarettes and as long a time as you like — this had not dawned  on the British mind. I think it was presently imported from America.
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So my mother’s unhappy lessons broke down, and we were just about to be sent back to the red schoolhouse when by good luck we managed to secure a family tutor, from whom we received, for the next three or four years, teaching better than I have ever had since and better than any I ever gave in ten years as a schoolteacher. Our tutor was a young man off a near-by farm, stranded halfway through college by not having taught long enough and compelled to go back to teaching. So my grandfather from England put up the money (for fear, of course, that we might come back home on him), and there we were with a tutor and a schoolroom, inkwells, scribblers, slates — in fact, a whole academic outfit. Our tutor was known as “Harry Park” to his farm associates, but to us, at once and always, as “Mr. Park,” and he ranked with Aristotle in dignity and width of learning. Never have I known anyone who better dignified his office, made more of it, so that our little schoolroom was as formal as Plato in his Academy could  have wished it. Mr. Park rechristened my brother Jim as “James,” to give him class, and Dick reappeared as “Arthur.” The hours were as regular as the clock itself, in fact more so, since Mr. Park’s watch soon took precedence over the kitchen clock, as the “classes” (made up of us four boys and my little sister, just qualified) were as neatly divided as in a normal school. I had to be Class I, but my brothers didn’t care, as they freely admitted that I was the “cleverest” — they looked on it as no great asset. For certain purposes, poetry and history, we were all together.

For us “Mr. Park” knew everything, and I rather think that he thought this himself. Ask him anything and we got the answer. “Mr. Park, what were the Egyptians like?” He knew it and he told it, in measured formal language.

Under “Mr. Park’s” teaching my brothers at least learned all that could be put into them, and I personally went forward like an arrow. At eleven years of age I could spell practically anything, knew all there was to know of simple grammar (syntax, parsing, analysis), beyond which there is nothing worth while anyway, knew Collier’s British History  and History of English Literature, all the geography of all the countries including Canada (the provinces of Canada which had not been in Mother’s book), and in arithmetic had grasped the unitary system and all that goes with it and learned how to juggle with vulgar fractions even when piled up like a Chinese pagoda, and with decimals let them repeat as they would.

After Mr. Park came to us as tutor and the little red schoolhouse of School Section No. 3, Township of Georgina, was cut out, our isolation was all the more complete. We practically stayed on the farm. But of course a part of the old farm, to children of eight to twelve years old, newly out from England, was a land of adventure; all the main part of it, as it sloped away to the south and west, was clear fields of the seven-acre pattern with snake fences all round it, piles of stones that had been cleared off the fields lying in the fence corners, raspberry bushes choking up the corners, but here and there an old elm tree springing up in an angle of the fence as a survival of the cleared forests. Elm trees have the peculiarity that they can do well alone, as no storm can break them,  whereas hemlocks isolated by themselves are doomed. Hence the odd elm trees scattered all through this part of central Ontario, as if someone had set them on purpose to serve as shade trees or landscape decoration. Heaven knows no one did. For the earlier settlers’ trees, to a great extent, were the enemy. The Upper Canada forest was slaughtered by the lumber companies without regard for the future, which in any case they could neither foresee nor control. In the early days the export of lumber was only in the form of square timber — great sticks of wood from twelve to eighteen inches each way, not cut up into the boards and deals and staves of the later lumber trade. Hence the trees were squared as they fell in the falling forest, and about one third of the main tree and all its branches burned up as litter to get rid of it. That was the early settlers’ idea of the bush: get rid of it where he could, and where it lay too low, too sunken, too marshy, to clear it. Then cut out the big trees and haul them out, leave the rest of the bushes there, and let farm clearings and roads get round it as best they could. As to planting any new trees to conserve the old ones, the  farmers would have thought it a madman’s dream. The only trees planted were the straight, fast-growing Lombardy poplars, still seen in their old age, set out in single or in little rows in front of the early Ontario houses. These owe their origin to the legend or the fact that they act as lightning conductors, a part of Benjamin Franklin’s legacy to North America, along with the box stove and much else.

I am saying then that our old farm at its north end fell slap away down a steep hillside at the foot of which began the bush that spread off sideways in both directions as far as one could see, and directly in front it rose again in a slope that blotted out all view of Lake Simcoe four miles away. Along the fringes of it were still some of the giant hemlocks that had escaped the full fury of the last bush fire, dead, charred, and still standing, but falling one by one. The bush, as one tried to penetrate it, grew denser and denser, mostly underbrush with tangled roots and second growth sprung up after the fires. It was so dense that for us it was impenetrable, and we ventured our way farther and farther in, carrying hatchets and alert for wildcats,  which I am practically certain were not there, and for bears, which had left years and years ago.

We had hardly any social life, as we were prevented, partly by “class” and mainly by distance, from going over to the other farms after dark. To one farm where lived a family of English children of something the same mixed antecedents as ourselves we sometimes went over for tea, and at times all the way to the village or to the lake-shore houses. But such treks meant staying overnight.

So mostly we stayed at home, and in the evenings we did our lessons, if we had lessons to do, and my mother read to us Walter Scott and carried us away to so deep an impression of the tournaments and battlefields of the Crusade and of the warring forests of Norman-Saxon England that any later “moving picture” of such things is but a mere blur of the surface. We cannot have it both ways. Intensity of mental impression and frequency of mental impression cannot go together. Robinson Crusoe’s discovery of Friday’s footprints on the sand — read aloud thus by candlelight to wondering children — has a dramatic “horror” to it (horror means making one’s hair stand up) that  no modern cinema or stage can emulate. Similarly I recall the reading aloud of Tom Sawyer, then of course, still a new book, and the dramatic intensity of the disclosure that Indian Joe is sealed up in the great cave.
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Our news from the outside world came solely in the form of the Illustrated London News sent out by my grandmother from England. In it we saw the pictures of the Zulu War and the (second) Afghan War and of Majuba Hill. With it we kept alive the British tradition that all Victorian children were brought up in, never doubting that of course the Zulus were wrong and the Afghans mistaken and the Boers entirely at fault. This especially, as Mother had lived in South Africa and said so.

On one point, however, of British Victorian orthodox faith I sideslipped at eight years old and have never entirely got back, and that too the greatest point in all British history. I refer to the question of George Washington and George the  Third and whether the Americans had the right to set up a republic. It so happened that there came to our farm for a winter visit an English cousin of my father’s who had become (I do not know how, for it must have been a rare thing in the seventies) a female doctor in Boston. She used to tell me, while Jim and Dick were mucking out the chores in the barnyard, which was their high privilege, about the United States and the Revolution, and when she saw how interested I was she sent to Boston and got a copy of Colonel Thomas Wentworth Higginson’s Young Folks’ (or People’s) History of the United States. There it was, pictures and all — General Gage and the Boston Boys (very neat boys and a very neat general), Washington crossing the Delaware (hard going), Washington taking command at Cambridge. “Cousin Sophy” used to read it out loud to us — a needed rest for Walter Scott — and we were all fascinated with it, Jim and Dick with the pictures and the soldiers, but I chiefly from the new sense of the burning injustice of tyranny, a thing I had never got from history before.

Forthwith the theory of a republic, and the  theory of equality, and the condemnation of hereditary rights seemed obvious and self-evident truths, as clear to me as they were to Thomas Jefferson. I stopped short at the queen partly, I suppose, because one touched there on heaven and hell and the church service and on ground which I didn’t propose to tread. But for me, from then on, a hereditary lord didn’t have a leg to stand on. In the sixty years (nearly seventy) since elapsed I have often tried to stand up hereditary peers again (I mean as members of a legislature), but they won’t really stay up for me. I have studied it all, and lectured on it all, and written about it all. I know all about the British idea that if a thing had existed for a long time, and if most people like it and if it seems to work well and if it brings no sharp edge of cruelty and barbarity such as the world has learned again, then it is silly to break away from established institution on the ground of a purely theoretical fault. But I can’t get by with the arguments. I broke with the House of Lords, with its hereditary peers and its bishops voting because they are bishops in 1879 — or whenever it was — and the breech has never been really healed. People from  India have told me that no matter how scientific an education you may smear over an Indian doctor or scientist, put him in any emergency or danger and back he comes to his first beliefs: away goes medicine in favour of incantation and charms, and science abandons its instruments and its metric measurement and harks back a thousand years to astrology and mysticism.

I’m like that with my underlying Jeffersonian republicanism: back I slip to such crazy ideas as that all men are equal, and that hereditary rights (still saving out the British monarch) are hereditary wrongs.
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Occasional treats broke the routine of our isolation on the farm, such as going into Sutton village for the “Twenty-fourth” (of May), the great annual holiday, or to see cricket matches between Sutton and other places, such as Newmarket, within cricket reach. For up to that time cricket still remained the game of the Upper Canada countryside, the game living on strong as against  the competition of Yankee baseball and dying hard. At present cricket has shrunken in on Toronto and a few larger cities and school centres. But in the seventies and eighties it was everywhere. The wonder is, though, that it could survive at all — it makes such heavy demands — a decent “pitch” of prepared ground, without which the game is worthless, an outfield not too rough, and even for decent practice a certain minimum of players; while cricket “at the nets” is poor stuff without a good pitch and good bowling, especially if you haven’t any nets. Nor can you have a real “match” at cricket without a real side of eleven or something close to it. Baseball, on the other hand, is quick and easy and universal. It can be played in a cow pasture or behind the barnyard or in the village street; two people can “knock out flies” and three can play at “rolling over the bat,” and if you can’t get nine for a game, a pitcher, catcher, and baseball will do — what’s more, the game can be played out in an afternoon, an hour, or a minute. The wonder is that the British settlers in Upper Canada kept doggedly on with their British cricket as against the facile Yankee baseball and the indigenous  lacrosse. I am quite sure that in the township of Georgina no one had ever seen the latter game in 1880.

Rarest and most striking of all treats was to be taken on a trip to Toronto on the new railway, which reached Lake Simcoe from the south by a branch line of the Toronto and Lake Nipissing Railway extended from Stouffville to Sutton and Jackson’s Point Wharf (on the lake). It was part of that variegated network of little railways — of varied gauges and plans, all crooked as country roads, all afraid of a hill, and all trying to keep close to a steamer dock, each under different ownerships — which represents the shortsighted railway building of Ontario. Shortsighted? And yet I suppose it was hard to see ahead at all, in a community that stumbled and fell with every new onslaught of bad times and fought stubbornly against its forests and its torrents — half strangled in its own opportunity.

The completion of the railway and the arrival of the first train was a great event, much ringing of bells and blowing of whistles; then the train itself arrived by the sash factory and the gristmill.  It made a great difference, too, with commodities, such as coal and oranges, seen in Sutton for the first time. But, as with most town and village advances of that date, it just went so far and then stopped. Sutton fell asleep again and woke only to the sound of the motor horn and the advent of the tourist, in another world years later.

But for us children a trip on the train to Toronto, a treat that was accorded to each of us about twice in the next three years, was a trip into wonderland — England had grown dim. Toronto, even the Toronto I describe in the next chapter, was marvellous beyond all description.
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But the most real of our standing treats and holidays came to us on contact with Lake Simcoe. This grew out of our going to church every Sunday in summer to the Lake Shore Church four miles away. To our farm equipment there had been added a “phaeton” for Mother to drive and the kind of horse that is driven in a phaeton, which is born quiet, never grows old, and lives on into eternity. The ease and comfort of a phaeton can be appreciated by riding once in a buckboard (just  once is all you need), a vehicle that means a set of slats on axles, with a seat on the slats. Its motion is similar to that of the new “seasickness medicine.” A phaeton with steel springs, low entrance, and two seats can carry a capacity load and attain a speed, on the level, of six miles an hour. Even at that we walked in turns.

The parish church of Georgina stood on the high bank dotted with cedar trees overlooking Lake Simcoe, and oh! what a paradise the view presented. I have often and often and often written of Lake Simcoe, I know, with a few odd miles left out here and there, its every stick and stone, its island and points, and I claim that there is in all the world no more beautiful body of water. Writing it up years ago in a Canadian Geographical Journal, I said:

“The islands of the Aegean Sea have been regarded for centuries as a scene of great beauty; I know, from having seen them, that the Mediterranean coast of France and the valleys of the Pyrenees are a charm to the enchanted country; and I believe that for those who like that kind of thing  there is wild grandeur in the Highlands of Scotland, and a majestic solitude where the midnight sun flashes upon the ice peaks of Alaska. But to my thinking none of those will stand comparison with the smiling beauty of the waters, shores, and bays of Lake Simcoe and its sister lake, Couchiching. Here the blue of the deeper water rivals that of the Aegean; the sunlight flashes back in lighter colour from the sand bar on the shoals; the passing clouds of summer throw moving shadows as over a ripening field, and the mimic gales that play over the surface send curling caps of foam as white as ever broke under the bow of the Aegean galley.

“The Aegean is old. Its islands carry the crumbling temples of Homer’s times. But everywhere its vegetation has been cut and trimmed and gardened by the hand of man. Simcoe is far older. Its forest outline is still what Champlain saw, even then unchanged for uncounted centuries. Look down through the clear water at the sunken trees that lie in the bay southeast of Sibbald’s Point. They sank, as others sank before them, a hundred years ago; no hand of man has ever moved or  touched them. The unquarried ledges of Georgina Island stood as they stand now when the Greeks hewed stone from the Pentelicus to build the Parthenon.”

The whole point of our going to church on the lake shore on summer mornings was that we were allowed, by a special dispensation from the awful Sunday rules we were brought up on, to go in for a swim and to stick around beside the lake for an hour or so. The spot was one of great beauty. The earliest settlers had built a wooden church among the cedar trees, and in the very years of which I speak it was being replaced by the Lake Shore Church of cut stone that is one of the notable landmarks of the scenery of the district. It was built by the members of the Sibbald family, one of the chief families of the district, whose sons had gone abroad for service in the British Army and Navy and in India and, returning (in our day) as old men enriched in fortune and experience, built the stone church still standing as a memorial to their mother. A Latin motto (which outclassed me at nine years old) cut in a memorial stone on  the face of the tower commemorates the fact. The church was built during two of our summers of churchgoing and swimming. The masons were not there on Sundays, but we could follow its progress every Sunday, in the stones new drilled for blasting, in the fresh-cut completed stones, and then in the rising layers of the walls, the upsweep of the tall roof (one Sunday to the next), the glass, the slates, and then — all of a sudden, as it were — we were singing in it.

Better still was it when my mother, a year or two later, 1880, was able to take a “summer cottage” near the church for a holiday of a month or so. “Summer cottage” is a courtesy title. It was an old log building built as a “parsonage,” which in time proved unfit for habitation even by the meekest parson. But for a summer habitation it did well enough, and with it the glory of the lake and of the return to the water, which we lost since Porchester. We were like Viking children back to the sea! So will you find any British children, used to sight and sound of the sea, shut from the water a brief space in some inland or prairie town but exulting to get back to their agelong heritage. So  were we with Lake Simcoe: making rafts of logs and boards before we had a boat, blown out to sea on our rafts and rescued, and thus learning what an offshore wind means — a thing that even today few Lake Ontario summer visitors understand. After rafts a flat-bottomed boat, liberally plugged up with hot pitch, then an attempt at making a sail and discovering that a flat-bottomed boat is no good — and so on, repeating the life of man on the ocean as the human race repeats in the individual its every stage of evolution.

In my case Lake Simcoe was a more interesting field of navigation then than now, more real. It is strange how our inland lakes have deteriorated from the navigation of reality to the navigation of luxury. What do you see now? Motorboats! Powerboats! Speed — sailing dinghies built like dishes and used for water aquations but with no connection with sailing in the real sense. And all this in any case only a fringe that fills the lake-shore resorts, crowds round luxury hotels, and leaves the open water of Simcoe and such lakes emptier than when La Salle crossed them.

Not so in the 1880s. Navigation filled the lake.  Far out on its waters a long ribbon of smoke indicated a tug with a tow of logs heading for the mills at Jackson’s Point. Sailing vessels, lumpy, heavy, and ungainly, and nearly as broad as long, carried quarry stone and heavy stuff from the top of Lake Couchiching to the railway pier at Belle Ewart. The Emily May steamer that circulated the lake all day and all night (in her prime days), with double crew, half of it awake and half asleep — two captains, two mates, two stewardesses, and two bartenders. The railways bit off her job point by point and place by place, the railway to Sutton and Jackson’s Point being the last straw that broke her back. Yet for years after the passenger boats in the real sense had gone the excursion lived on. Ho! for Beaverton! read its placards on the boardside fence, Ho! for Jackson’s Point — and then it was a summer morning carrying its sons of England, or its Knights of Ireland, its brass band, its improvised bar, its ladies’ cabin as tight shut and as uncomfortable as being at home — all that went with Ho! for a day on the water in 1880. And so for years. Then came the motorcar and killed all that was left of navigation.

 

And all this time, although we didn’t know, for my mother kept it hidden from us, at intervals my father drank, drove away to the village in the evening to return late at night after we were in bed, or lay round the farm too tired to work, and we thought it was the sun. And the more he drank, the more the farm slid sideways and downhill, and the more the cloud of debt, of unpaid bills, shadowed it over, and the deeper the shadow fell, the more he drank. My mother, I say, hid it all from us for years with a devotion that never faltered. My father, as he drank more, changed towards us from a superman and hero to a tyrant, from easy and kind to fits of brutality. I was small enough to escape from doing much of the farm chores and farm work. But I carry still the recollection of it — more, no doubt, than Jim or Dick ever did. In fact, the sight and memory of what domestic tyranny in an isolated, lonely home, beyond human help, can mean helped to set me all the more firmly in the doctrine of the rights of man and Jefferson’s liberty.
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By the end of the year 1881 the “old farm” as a going concern had pretty well come to a full stop. Bad farming had filled the fields with weeds; wild oats, a new curse of Ontario farming spread by the threshing machines, broke out in patches in the grain; low prices cut out all profit; apples rotted on the ground; potatoes hardly paid the digging. There was the interest of the mortgage of two hundred and fifty dollars a year, wages not paid, store bills not paid — just a welter of debt and confusion. So my father was led to give it all up and go away to Manitoba, the new land of promise that all the people on the farms were beginning to talk about. The opening of the Northwest by the Dominion taking it over had revealed the secret, so carefully guarded for two hundred years, that what had been thought of as a buffalo pasture and a fox range, a land for the trapper to share with the aurora borealis, was in reality a vast bed of deep alluvial soil, black mould two or three feet deep, the gift of the ages, the legacy of the grass and the flowers that had blossomed and withered unseen for centuries. You had but to scratch and throw in the wheat, and with that, such crops would  grow as older Canada had never seen! But with that no clearing of the land to do, no stubborn fight against the stumps still all around us on the Ontario farms — empty country and land for the asking, one hundred and sixty acres free under the new homestead law and more if you wanted it “for a song.” No phrase ever appealed to the farmer’s heart like that of getting land for a song! In the glory of the vision he forgets that he can’t sing and starts off looking for it.

To this was added the fact that there was rail connection now (1878) all the way to Manitoba by Chicago and St. Paul and the Red River route, and that it was known that the new government — which carried the election of 1878 under John A. Macdonald — was pledged to build a Canadian Pacific Railway clear across the plains and over the Rockies to the ocean. And with that was set up a sort of suction that began to draw people to Manitoba from all the Ontario farms, and presently beyond that from the old country itself, and in particular to Winnipeg, a place that had been a sort of straggled-out settlement of the Hudson’s Bay Company, Fort Garry, and now broke on the  horizon as a town whose geographical sight in the bottleneck entrance of the West marked it as a future metropolis. Hence the “Winnipeg boom” and the noise of hammers and the saws, and the shouts of the real-estate agents, selling real estate all day and all night, and selling it so far out on the prairie that no one ever found it again.

My father was to go to Manitoba not on his own initiative — he hadn’t any — but at the call of a younger brother who had gone on ahead and was already riding on the crest of the wave. This was “my remarkable uncle,” to whose memory I have devoted many sketches and even the scenario of a moving picture which I hope will one day move. He had come out to Canada, to our farm, in 1878, had captivated the countryside with his brilliant and unusual personality, taken a conspicuous part in the election of 1878, and passed on to the larger local notoriety in Toronto. He scented Winnipeg from afar, was one of the first in, and at the time of which I speak was piling up a fortune on paper, was elected to the New Manitoba legislature, and heaven knows what.

In my sketches I referred to my father and uncle  as going away together, which is an error in the record. My father, and presently my brother Jim, followed.

So we had a sale at the farm at which, as I have said elsewhere, the lean cattle and the broken machinery fetched only about enough in notes of hand (nobody had cash) to pay for the whiskey consumed at the sale.

So my father left for the West, and my mother was left on the farm with the younger children and Old Tommy, and my elder brothers and I were sent away to school at Upper Canada College. That was for me practically the end of the old farm, though the rotten place hung round our family neck for years, unsalable. For the time being it was rented to the neighbouring farmer for two hundred and fifty dollars a year, the same amount as my mother had to pay on the mortgage. The farmer didn’t pay the rent and Mother didn’t pay the mortgage; all debts in those days dragged along like that. But the year after that my mother moved into Toronto on the strength of a casual legacy from England that should have been hoarded as capital but was burned up as income. Then my  father came back (broke) from the Northwest in 1886, and that meant another move back from Toronto to the old farm, but I was not in it, being a boarder at Upper Canada College. Things went worse than ever for my father on his return to the farm — a shadowed, tragic family life into which I need not enter. I always feel that it is out of place in an autobiography to go into such details. The situation ended by my father leaving home again in 1887. No doubt he meant to come back, but he never did. I never saw him again. My mother lived on at the old farm, because it was unsalable, for four more years, with eight children to look after as best she could on about eighty dollars a month and with Old Tommy and his wife as bodyguard. Tommy’s wages had not been paid for so long that he couldn’t leave, but anyway he didn’t want to. In his old-fashioned Yorkshire mind wages due from the aristocracy were like shares in the National Debt. My elder brothers Jim and Dick had both left home for good, both to the West, Dick into the Northwest Mounted Police and Jim in the wake of my remarkable uncle. That made me — my father being gone — the head of the family at seventeen.  But since I was away at school and college and then teaching school, I was at the farm only on holidays and odd times. I at last got rid of the rotten old place on my mother’s behalf simply by moving Mother off it and letting it go to the devil — mortgages, creditors, and all. I don’t know who finally got it. But for me the old farm life ended with my going to Upper Canada College in the beginning of the year 1882.


MY EDUCATION AND WHAT I THINK OF IT NOW
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I CAME DOWN to Toronto from our old farm and entered Upper Canada College as a boarder in February 1882. My two elder brothers Jim and Dick had been sent on ahead (I don’t remember why) the November before. So from this time on, for seventeen and a half years as a schoolboy (boarder or day), or as a student, or teacher, or as both college student and teacher together, Toronto was the city I lived in and has retained all the detail of remembrance and the peculiar charm of the past which goes with one’s own city. Nor did I see any other, anyway, for about ten years.

Toronto was then just in its final stage of comfortable and completed growth as a prominent centre of life and industry, intercourse and arts, before the coming of the electrical age brought the rapid transit and communication that was to  turn it into something ten times greater; to foster suburban growth, bring great industries to the fringe of the city itself, feed the country in part from the city as its base, and turn all such provincial towns into metropolitan centres. Toronto today, we admit, is ten times the size it was then. Yet perhaps in a certain aspect the advantage is not all with the new as against the old. Individual life, now lost in the mass, perhaps felt larger.

I have written a description of the Toronto of those earlier days in a book of mine on Canada, which was distributed as a private gift book and did not reach the hands of the public and from which therefore I may fittingly quote in these pages:

“In Upper Canada, henceforth Ontario, Toronto was a commodious capital city of 60,000 inhabitants. Its streets were embowered in leaves above which rose the many spires of the churches. Its wooden slum district was herded into the centre and, like poverty itself, forgotten. Where the leaves ended a sort of park land began and in it stood the University of Toronto, secular and scientific, but  housed in Norman architecture of beauty unsurpassed. To the west, more rural but less beautiful with earthly beauty, was Trinity College, founded in protest against the existence of secular Toronto. But down below, along the water front, was a business district, built like a bit of London, all of a skyline and with cobblestones rattling with cabs. The new railways sliced off, as everywhere in Ontario, the shore line, vilified with ash heaps and refuse. All over Canada, between the vanishing beauty of nature and the later beauty of civic adornment, there extended this belt of tin cans and litter.

“Just above the railway lines rose the red brick Parliament buildings, the red brick Government House flew its flag, and over the way the red brick Upper Canada College set itself to make scholars and gentlemen as good as real ones. Guarding the harbour entrance was the Old Fort, its frame barracks of the same old pattern and roof slope that had already gone round the Empire, its ramparts crumbling but its ponderous old guns in embrasures still looking feebly dangerous. The tone of society was English at the top, but the barbershops  spoke American. There was profound peace and order, and on Sunday all bells and Sunday-best. It seems, as most places do, a pleasant place in retrospect. At least it was cheap. The chair at Toronto that Professor Huxley tried in vain to get carried a salary of £400 and meant an ample living.

“From the business district the shops ran for half a mile up Yonge Street and, beyond that, Yonge Street ran thirty-five miles to Holland Landing where water communication began. It had a tavern to every mile and plenty of grain wagons to keep them busy. The main railway ran through from Montreal to Sarnia-Chicago. But from the half dozen little railway stations of the Toronto of early Confederation days, there radiated, like the fingers of a hand, half a dozen little railways with various gauges, reaching out north to the lumber woods — Huntsville, Coboconk, Haliburton — and north and west to the lake ports of Lake Huron and the Georgian Bay. Along the stations of these railway lines the horse and buggy and the lumber wagon took up the traffic. General stores, each a post office, with a near-by blacksmith  shop, arose at the crossroads, and if there was also a river with a waterfall, there appeared a sawmill and a gristmill, and presently, as the farms multiplied, a village. Then the village became a little town, with not one but rival stores, a drugstore, a local paper, and a cricket club. In it were four churches and three taverns. One church was of the Church of England, one Presbyterian, while the Roman Catholics, Methodists, and Baptists divided the other two. On the map of Ontario, Protestantism was everywhere, but Roman Catholicism ran in zigzags. The three taverns were one Grit, and one Tory, and one neither. Many things in Ontario ran like that in threes, with the post office and the mail stage alternating as the prize of victory in elections. The cricket club is now just a memory, gone long ago. Thus the little Ontario town grew till the maples planted in its streets overtopped it and it fell asleep and grew no more. It is strange this, and peculiar to our country, the aspect of a town grown from infancy to old age within a human lifetime.”
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Upper Canada College, to describe it more narrowly, occupied all the space lying along King Street and extending from Simcoe Street to John Street and backward to Adelaide Street. I have no idea how many acres this meant, but there seemed lots of it: room for spacious gardens and big chestnut trees and such in front, the school building, a large square red brick structure of three stories with ample windows, occupying the centre and flanked right and left with the masters’ houses (square, separate, comfortable houses, with one at the left end of the row of buildings more commodious and with a large fenced-in garden beside it which constituted the principal’s residence). Some of the boys at that time were housed in masters’ houses, but the bulk of them were in a building that stood farther still to the left — the Boardinghouse, red brick, two stories high, shaped like the letter T, but with much more crosspiece to the T than the upright. One end of the crosspiece was the Old Wing, made up of rooms each holding four boys — the Nurseries, they called them. The other end, still called the New Wing and only about ten years old, was cut into rooms holding two boys  each. In the Old Wing there lived two resident masters with the boys, one on each floor. Each had a comfortable sitting room and a bedroom and the services of a waiter to serve his evening supper. These, of course, were junior unmarried masters with position adequate and comfortable to that status. It had grown to be the custom that young men held this position after graduation in arts and studied medicine while active as resident masters. A number of men who were later among the distinguished medical men of Ontario served this apprenticeship to aid them in their medical course.

The senior boys lived in the New Wing under the care of the senior resident master, who occupied a permanent position, had a suite of rooms, a waiter of his own, and lived in what seemed to us, as schoolboys, magnificent luxury. This was the position held for a whole generation by “Gentle” John Marland, M.A., Oxon., famous in the history of the school. The upright of the T was filled with a large dining room and, over it, a large night study. There was a smaller dining room across the far end of the New Wing, but it was used only for midday dinner, when a certain number of day  boys took their dinner at school and the space in the main dining room was insufficient. All the boys from the Nurseries went into night study from seven to nine (I think it was), but the senior boys studied in their rooms.

Boys were not allowed to leave the school grounds except on Saturday and Sunday, but there was a little tuckshop called The Taffy on the street behind the school (Adelaide Street) to which leave was given every afternoon. The boys went over half a dozen at a time, for twenty minutes, according to lists drawn up by the drill sergeant. One could do oneself very well with five cents a trip — three cents for pop drink out of the bottle and two cents for two doughnuts or cakes or such things.

The school at that time was at the height of its reputation and popularity. There were very few private schools of any size in the province except the once-famous school of Dr. Tassie in Galt, and the only “rival” school in a real sense was Trinity College School, Port Hope. This had been founded, in the interest of the Church of England, with a special view to educating the sons of its clergy and the sons of members of the church  who distrusted the “godlessness” that they saw spreading over education in Toronto. All who know the city will recall its long story of friction as between various degrees of godliness and godlessness. Governor Simcoe and his aristocratic settlement at Muddy York were all for the Church of England. But the members of the Church of Scotland and the Scottish churches couldn’t be ignored; nor, presently, the Methodists and the Baptists. Hence it was hard to find a way, even if one granted full freedom of worship, of reconciling the claims of the different Protestant sects and varieties. This applied especially to the division of the vast area of public land (one eighth of it) originally set aside, when the province was created (1791), for the support of the Protestant clergy.

The difficulty applied also to all creation of public education, notably that of a university. Make it a part of the Church of England and half the province would be against it. Make it suit all the Protestants at once and you got it so broad that to the true churchman it appeared flat, trampled to the ground. Thus it was that when the provincial university was at last put on a wide basis as the University  of Toronto, a seceding body headed by the vigorous Bishop Strachan, heir to the Simcoe tradition, founded Trinity University. Upper Canada College, all through its early years, in fact till 1891, was financially, and by its endowments, united with the University of Toronto. Hence came the formation of Trinity College School, Port Hope, to offset this connection with ungodliness. It was at the time the only rival. Ridley College (separating low-church godlessness from high-church godliness) came later, as did also St. Andrews, separating I forget what from what, except perhaps the crude ugliness of the Upper Canada College of 1891 from its own rural beauty — a school built by people who knew what a school was as compared with people who just took a guess — starting from a deaf-and-dumb asylum or a penitentiary.
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So the school on King Street was, I say, at the height of its reputation and prosperity in 1882. There were about one hundred boarders and over one hundred day boys, but of course the boarders  were, and thought themselves, the school. They had never introduced the division of play hours and work hours specially adapted for Warden, as in British schools, with playtime in the best of the afternoon and school and study time in the worst. School ended at three, and all the day boys went home and the boarders had the afternoon to play till teatime. But this division was not specially made for the sake of the day boys but by the custom of the country. People forget anyway that darkness falls on autumn and winter playgrounds far earlier in Great Britain than in the more southerly latitude of Toronto.

The old school, as I see it, was a fine, decent place, with no great moral parade about it, no moral hypocrisy, but a fundamental background of decent tradition. I have elsewhere described what I have called the struggle of the school to make us gentlemen — or even Christian gentlemen — with the conclusion that it couldn’t be done. We always looked on it as a false hope ourselves. I think it must have been Dr. Arnold of Rugby who first said that it didn’t matter whether the school was a school of one hundred boys or of one boy but  it must be a school of Christian gentlemen. Since then all headmasters of boarding schools have made that announcement in the Assembly Hall, but they fail to put it over. Certainly it failed with us at Upper Canada: we knew it was well meant but outside the realm of practical life. But the moral tone was good. There was little, indeed none, of that hideous bullying which has been the curse of many English schools; nothing, that I ever saw or knew about, of that brutal beating, flogging of boys by masters just one layer short of criminal insanity. There was none of the “fagging” of little boys as servants for the seniors, in which many British people seem to exult as a rare feature of school life but which I personally have never been able to understand. Church and religious service there was, but not too much of it, and the little there was was formal and impersonal. We had Sunday school each Sunday morning, consisting (for Church of England boys) of reciting the collect for the day. But by the time the master had read an opening prayer and heard all the collects, then, I think, Sunday was “all” and he read a benediction. All boys went to church, according to their  parents’ preferences. The Church of England boys, the majority, needed two churches — St. George’s near by, up John Street, and the Cathedral along King Street. There was a master in charge, but they didn’t go in a flock. Presbyterians went to St. Andrew’s and Methodists went somewhere else. Among all the wonders there were only three or four Roman Catholics.

But the morality of the school lay in the ideas that guided it, being, of course, the ideas of decent families from which we came. We didn’t lie, except in the sort of neutral zone where lying didn’t count, such as in making up a list for leave to go to The Taffy (the tuckshop). There was no stealing and indeed very little to steal. Pocket money was recommended as twenty-five cents a week for junior boys, fifty cents for seniors. The era of “new rich,” of schoolboy luxury, of ostentatious parents, had not yet come.
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It has been a singularly fortunate thing for Canada that the foundation of Upper Canada College, and presently of other private schools on the same plan, has never created any disturbing division of  education by a crosswise division of social classes such as vexes England now. As everybody knows, the problem of the “public” schools (Eton, Harrow, Rugby, and one hundred less-known others, apparently called public schools because that is the last word that any stretch of language could apply to them) rises on the horizon as one of the great postwar problems of England. Till yesterday, as it were, in spite of the successive advances of political rights, nominal political equality, England remained a country profoundly based on class and accepting it. Landed property, hereditary rights, social class, and the privileges and posts of government held in accordance with it, was the real basis of British Administration in spite of all the expansion of legal rights from the Reform Act of 1832 and onwards.

The public schools of England were a part of it, had grown up as a part of it, and can be thought of only in that light. Generations of people, not rich, but adhering to the class, gentlemen with a grip all the tighter for the forces tugging it away, clung to the idea of sending their boys to a public school, no matter what the sacrifice — a public  school, the old school tie — and then off, if need be, for British Columbia or Matabeleland. There was often much in it that meant out of sight out of mind. Parents in an English rectory who said that “Jack was doing well in Manitoba” would have felt less sure of it if they could have seen Jack sleeping in straw as the ostler of a livery stable. But for others a little higher up or more fortunately connected, the “public schools” and the school tie presently meant the civil service, the foreign office, the vast administrative range reserved, not by law but by practice, for gentlemen.

All this is breaking up in England in the new world now shaping. All the wealth of the old hereditary classes available for endowed schools and pious foundations is just nothing as beside the national fund of public money available for buildings, apparatus, and equipment, et cetera, of public schools in the real sense. The lean kine have eaten up the fat. The penny-a-week national school of my Porchester days has grown to the vast science college of today, based on the people’s money and itself only a part, co-operating and competing with  the state education of America and the outside world.

What then are they to do? Just have one set of schools in England, all maintained by the State? But if so, asks the country rector and the retired colonel, are you sure that you would turn out gentlemen? Leave it all alone to the open competition of pounds, shillings, and pence, people paying for what they want different from a state school or else going without it? But in that case few public schools could survive — Eton and Harrow and such, but the bulk, not. Certainly they could not survive if they tried to adapt their education to the new demands of practical science, engineering, aeronautics, without which any school is left behind mumbling Greek. The “classics” held their place as the equipment for a ruling class. That is all over. No class can rule that can’t understand the science that holds in its hands the life and death of the world.

Such is the English public-school problem, an included part of the problem of a classless society. Luckily for us, the problem is not ours. Give our  people cash money enough and they will take a chance on what class you class them in.
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So, as we say, it was a good thing that the foundation of Upper Canada College and its fellow private schools did not create a line of class division running through the schools of the province, as between schools for gentlemen and schools for other people. The reason lay in the difference of circumstance as between Upper Canada and England. In Upper Canada, from the days of the Loyalists on, all the sensible people were advocates of schools. Those who came from Massachusetts and New York knew what they had left behind, as did those who migrated from Scotland. Hence there grew up in the province an excellent system of public elementary and presently public high schools, and they got better and better as time went on, and then the high schools in the larger towns took on more equipment and a bigger staff and turned into collegiate institutes. As against this, in England, there was no public elementary education worthy of the name till the Act of 1870, and even after the system was set up by the fact  that in the eyes of most people a board school was no place for a gentleman’s son.

But in Canada, gentlemen or not, people, even well-to-do people, living in the big towns mostly saw no reason why they shouldn’t send their sons to high school, where the teaching was excellent and the companionship corresponded pretty much to what they got themselves in their social life. The thing was true also the other way round. Many of the boys sent to Upper Canada were not sent there because they were specially rich or specially gentlemanly, but because, as in the case of my brothers and myself, they lived in out-of-the-way places and there was nothing else to do with them.

All this got truer and truer as time went on, as education became less and less classical, as science made greater and greater demands on public money for premises and apparatus. Then came the Great War, and the splendid record of boys from high-school and collegiate existence obliterated any surviving notion of the private schools as the home of an officer class. The case of the Royal Military College at Kingston, founded in 1876, stands by itself. It was, and is, a technical school devoted  single-mindedly to the profession, with an esprit de corps and a pride of its own that in no way interferes with other affiliations and affections.
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So then there remains only the question, Is a boarding school any good anyway, except for boys whose homes are isolated from day schools? Is there anything of value in the life and experience of a boarding school that a boy cannot get in a day school? It is a question that has been put to me hundreds of times. And I think that within proper limitations and understanding the answer is in favour of the boarding school. I say limitations and understandings. For I would never agree with the British people of the older type who think a boarding school (one made for gentlemen) so necessary that they would take a chance on sending their sons to a bad one than not to any at all. The harm of a bad boarding school, an immoral place, outweighs one hundred times all the shortcomings (after all only negative) of a day school. Parents should never send their boys to a boarding school  unless they are assured of it on the side of a decent moral life. A rotten school does harm that nothing can ever remedy. So also, in a less vital sense, does a snobbish school, one whose aim is to take in money (from those who can pay it in potsful) and turn out gentlemen — as far as boys can be made so by expensive clothes, expensive habits, premature luxury, and exotic accents.

Leaving out the rotten schools and the snobbish schools, the decent boarding school has certain disciplines in life to offer, salutary and useful, not to be got elsewhere. One is the value of the break from home, of being compelled for the first time to stand on one’s own feet. It is in choking down the sobs of homesickness that we first learn how much home has meant, and how fond we are of it, and the humbler and more dilapidated the home, the more suffocating is the sob of affection for it. With the break from home we learn a whole lot of new values — as, for instance, that of the friend in need, the decent fellow who shows the new boy where everything is and where to put things away: first thing you know, you are talking to him about your home and how your mother had warned you not to  pack your books the wrong way into your trunk, and he says that about half his stuff got bashed up on the train coming down, and so there you are two fellow adventurers, both smashed up by railway baggagemen. How eagerly a new boy at school reaches out for such contacts of friendliness, like the shoots of a young plant on hard ground; how quickly he responds to a kind accent in a master’s tone, to a hand upon his shoulder; with what penetration he sees that the old drill sergeant, even if half tipsy, isn’t half bad, and what encouragement he finds in a half wink and a “cheer up” from the jolly old janitor. Then, as the days go by and the weeks go by, and he begins to settle into the place and have his part in it, what a new life and pride — something about him, as it were, that is his, that he has made, a new integument about him like the shell put on by a crab.

It is this new integument — call it, if you like, this new fellowship — that gives the peculiar meaning to boarding-school friendship, even as the years go by and it all turns into retrospect, to broadening companionship and acquaintance. It is a commonplace, as often repeated as it is true, that the friendships  made at boarding school are different in kind, deeper in meaning, than ordinary friendships. And how they last. I am not thinking here of the school friendships of men who were at school together and, to the good luck of circumstances, spent their life side by side. I am thinking rather of those who were boys together at school and for uncounted years, for long decades, never saw one another, life passing separately for each of them, yet bring them casually together after twenty years, after forty if you like, and the passage of the years is just as nothing, the call of the past bridges it in an instant.

Such has often been my experience, meetings with boys of the old school whom I had neither seen nor much thought about for half a lifetime. It was after one of my lectures in a great American city, a lecture to be followed by a reception, that they told me that there would be a Mr. Lyon at the reception who told them that he had been at Upper Canada College with me fifty years before. Did I remember him? Remember him? What a ridiculous question, remember Eph Lyon, three years senior to me, one of the stars of the First (Cricket) Eleven: a big, striking fellow — as a boy I put him  at over six feet, say six and a half — in a cricket blazer, walking back from the wickets to the marquee scoring tent at the corner of the college cricket ground, amid the burst of applause that greeted his score of thirty not out? And I, a college junior, not even fit for the Third Eleven. Remember him? No, the only thing was the compliment that he remembered me.

So there he was, sure enough, in the crush of the reception, one of those stand-up-and-talk affairs where one lady was asking me what I thought of Galsworthy’s White Monkey (I hadn’t heard of it) and another telling me that I ought to have gone on lecturing another half hour. But for me Lyon was the feature of the reception. I admit that fifty years had altered him. He had turned from a Canadian schoolboy into an American businessman. He had lost about a foot in height and most of his width. He said the lecture was fine and that he never came to them, and then he asked me what became of Old Gentle, and I told him that all the old school buildings had been knocked down and the ground remade and rebuilt into great square blocks, and we stood there in the dust and memory of the falling  schoolhouse, the wind from the chestnut trees of the college garden blowing in our faces. All about us was the babble of Galsworthy’s White Monkey and literary discussion, but the call of the years had carried us beyond it.
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Or, similarly, I recall how one day at my club a message came to me to say that a gentleman from Arizona was downstairs in the lower hall who said he had been at school with me fifty years ago. I went down, and there he was, sure enough. Who would he be? Why, Jimmy Douglas, of course. Who else could he be, though I hadn’t seen him? We were in Form 2A together and in the old boardinghouse together in 1882. “Well, Jimmy!” I said as I asked him whether he remembered that he had said to me in 2A that he believed a fellow didn’t need algebra. Evidently he hadn’t needed it in Arizona, solid and prosperous, rugged and simple without it, and, as memory cleared away the haze from his features, unchanged since twelve years ago.

Another time, in my club also, a man said, “Let  me introduce my cousin,” and I exclaimed as I shook hands with what looked like a tall, very dignified and formal gentleman but which I knew wasn’t, but was just a schoolboy in disguise. “Why! Hullo! Friday!” He laughed. It is amazing how quickly the barriers break down. “Friday, all right,” he said, “but no one has called me that for forty years.” “You remember,” I said, “how you entered Upper Canada College alongside of a boy from Cobourg called Crusoe, and after the master had written down Crusoe’s name he said to you, ‘I suppose you must be Friday’?” With that the scene rose before us, the typical master’s joke, that goes such a long way with a class, the subservient laughter, and afterward, in the playground, the nickname Friday, plastered on and there for keeps.
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All that, I say, is apropos of the question, What is there in a boarding school? — to which the answer is that there is a heap. Incidentally, though I forgot to mention it before, in my day a boarding school still carried the advantage that it gave athletics, games, and the life surrounding them. This exclusive aspect is gone in our present age,  when athletics and sports are universal and the new and wholesome worship of health, strength, and fitness is a dominant idea of the day. Yet even in athletics the bond of union for the boarding school is always closer and more real.
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For me my first initiation into boarding-school life and into the valley of tears of homesickness in February 1882 was brief enough. I entered at an awkward time scholaretically, though it fitted the financial quarters of the year, because all the subjects had been begun and for the moment I didn’t fit in anywhere. The class in algebra had begun at New Year’s, and I hadn’t had any, so the master in charge said to one of the boys, “McKeown, take this boy to the back of the room and explain to him what algebra is.” McKeown did so, and I don’t believe that even the great Arabian scholar, Ibn Ben Swot, who invented algebra and gave it its Arabic name, could have put it more exactly where it belonged, as mystery, than did McKeown of Form 2A in 1882. McKeown set out his Todhunter’s Algebra and some bits of paper on a desk. He opened Todhunter at a page marked Examples and all spotted  with x, y, and z, mixed with figures. I had never seen algebra before. “Now,” said McKeown, “you take x,” and he wrote it down. “We’ll say it’s ten.” “Is it?” I said. “Say it is,” said McKeown. “Then, you see, x plus one equals eleven.” “But,” I persisted, “how do you know x is ten?” “I don’t,” said McKeown. “Say it’s twelve if you like.” “No, no,” I said, “I only meant how much is x?” “Oh, I don’t know,” said McKeown, and of course that is exactly what Ibn Ben Swot would have said, only McKeown felt ashamed of ignorance and Ibn Ben exulted in it. Indeed he would have explained that the whole point of algebra is that it enables us to deal with unknown quantities, so much of this and so much of that, and find out all sorts of results connected with it, without giving them any single fixed meaning.

I spent three or four days in such class exercises and in standing up, utterly homesick, and chorusing out declensions and conjugations, after the old-fashioned system of the day, and in living through clattering meals that I could hardly eat for homesickness, and in night study, and in the nursery bedroom with my two brothers, and then  the fourth or fifth day brought it all suddenly to a close. I woke up in the morning with a headache and my stomach was as red as a lobster, and that was scarlatina. So the lady matron of the boardinghouse took me in charge and packed up a bag of my things and said, “And now come and see what a nice little house we have out behind the school!” It didn’t look to me like a nice little house; in fact it looked just like a brick coal shed converted into two rooms as a “sanatorium,” which is just what it was. This was before the days of isolation hospitals and trained nurses. So there I was, established in the sanatorium under the care of an old dame, a kinder and a cleaner version of Mrs. Gamp. My illness was nothing and was over in a day, and then the next day somehow my mother turned up and I didn’t care how long I stayed isolated, drawing pictures and having her read out loud to me.

At the end of so many weeks I went back to the old farm and in the intervals of convalescence went up and down to the red school twice a week, learning Latin. After Easter I went back to Upper Canada, but in less than no time it had all changed, all began to feel familiar and easy. The  lessons were to me a mere nothing, because they had shoved me a class down and I knew it all, and with that I began to make a few timid friendships and to feel proud of walking with my friends down King Street all in college cricket caps (dark blue and white) and hearing people say as they passed, “Those are Upper Canada boys.” Oh my! Eh what! I remember how my bygone friend Chic Sales, that great artist of the comic, told me that the first time he heard someone say in a hotel rotunda, “Look, that’s Chic Sales!” he threw his head up so high with pride that he tripped his left foot behind his right and made a sort of stage fall into the air. Chic had the imitation down to perfection. That is exactly how my twelve-year-old associates and I felt when someone said, “Upper Canada boys!” Then came the springtime and the cricket season of May and June. The college grounds all beautiful, great days on Saturday afternoons, cricket matches and heroes, and receptions with great talk, ice cream and cakes, and then, ecstatic beyond wonder, the close of the term, the school breaking up in a torrent of oratory, exhorting us to be gentlemen, packing trunks, and off to take the train to go  home for the holidays. My brothers and I went down to the little old Toronto and Nipissing Station at the foot of Berkeley Street two hours before the train was due to be made up and “fooled around” among the cinder head beside the bay, waiting to start home, and there wasn’t a dull minute in all the two hours.

We came back as boarders that autumn, and after that, as I said before, I stayed on at Upper Canada, passing all through the school as a boarder and as a day boy and finally as a boarder again. My brother Jim dropped out to go to “my remarkable uncle” in Winnipeg, and Dick presently grew so tall that they couldn’t keep him there any longer. Dick couldn’t learn anything by any known academic process. They promoted him out of the first form into the second on the ground that he was nearly six feet high, but they refused to carry him beyond six feet. So Dick dropped out and back to the old farm, now occupied only by Old Tommy, the hired man. Then presently there came the Northwest Rebellion of 1885, which brought after it that autumn an outbreak of placards calling for recruits for the Northwest Mounted Police. Dick  ran true to form, made his way to Ottawa, was accepted, and then off to the Regina barracks. My younger brother Charlie filled in in his place at Upper Canada as a day boy alongside of me.
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I look back to the education I received in those years and I find in it plenty to think about. It was what is, or was, called a splendid classical education, as it was for a couple of hundred years, in England and America, looked on as the mainstay of national culture, the keystone in the arch of civilization; and before that in England it was the only kind of education and it was embedded deep in theology and so intimately connected with the Church that it was inseparable from it. Any form of education not connected with the Church was held to belong to the devil, as witness the education for which Oxford in its infant years imprisoned or secluded Roger Bacon for ten years. There was the Church’s education and the devil’s education. In the long run the devil’s education has won out. Any nation whose leaders are not trained in it will no longer  survive; any nation whose life is not based on it, whose people are not equipped with it, cannot last a generation. In other words, the “survival quality” that was attributed to the old classical education has passed away, or is visibly passing away, with the generation of the present leaders.

People who admit they know nothing of the history of education among English-speaking peoples may tolerate a few words of explanation. All through the Middle Ages the only education (we are speaking broadly) was that of the Church. It was carried on in Latin. When the modern age began, say about A.D. 1500, and printing multiplied books, education widened and included a lot of what had been the education of the Greek and Romans, such as the philosophy of Aristotle, which in no way contradicts the teaching of the Church and could be read side by side with it, and the great poems and plays of the Greeks, of Homer and the tragedians, and those of Rome, such as Vergil’s account of how Aeneas escaped from the fall of Troy and founded the Roman nation, and the great histories, Thucydides’ History of Greece, and the works of Livy and Tacitus and Julius Caesar in  Latin of Demosthenes and of Cicero. All this made such an imposing body of literature, especially when set off in the new glory of print on vellum, that there was in vernacular English, or indeed in any vernacular, nothing like it at all. It was so to speak the world’s literature, containing all the wisdom of the world. Even when people in England such as Shakespeare began to write things that were bitter no one knew it or admitted it. Many people still don’t. A Greek professor, especially if growing old and apt to sit under a tree and fall asleep over Theocritus, will tell you, of course, that Greek literature is unsurpassed. Nor can you contradict him, since you don’t know it except by telling him that the Chinese classics are better still.

So here then was the education that went into the rising glory of England and with the earliest beginnings of the United States. Oddly enough it carried with it a fringe, which kept growing and expanding, of mathematics and physics that had not been part of the education of the Greeks at large. The Greeks abhorred anything practical (just as Oxford one hundred years ago tried to ignore “stinks,” meaning chemistry), and they never  had any decent system of calculation by numbers on paper, so that Greek mathematics was queer, odd, ingenious stuff, as if one worked out puzzles for puzzles’ sake. It was complicated and difficult enough, as when they speculated on the kind of curves made by slicing through a cone (conic sections), an enquiry carried on “just for fun” in their time. Only one part of their Greek mathematics, the art of field measurement, or geometry, was especially developed into a complete and rounded form, particularly in Egypt, in the great Greek centre of learning in Alexandria. This was because in Egypt, with each annual flood of the Nile, land measurement by sight lines had a special importance. Hence the treatise of Euclid came into our education intact and stayed there till into the present century.

To what the Greeks had of mathematics, the new English classical education, as it got consolidated after, say, A.D. 1500, added all that went with the wonderful system of calculating by giving figures a “place value” (so that, for example, the figure two may mean two, or twenty, or two hundred, and so on). We are so accustomed to this that we take  it for granted and no longer see how wonderful it is. The Greeks and Romans and all the ancient nations fooled round with it and got even as close to it as the method of counting of beads on strings, et cetera, but they never learned how to put it on paper and so make the figures add and subtract and multiply in our present marvellous and simple method of columns and places. It was the Hindus who worked this out, but the Arabs put the cap on it by inventing the use of the figure zero, the round 0 for nothing that means everything.

Luckily for English education, mathematics developed side by side with classical education not as an equal partner but as an adjacent. This was partly by the genius of the nation which tends to produce men of exception as seen in Napier, who invented logarithms, Isaac Newton, who invented calculus and went, in an effortless way, beyond all known boundaries, and Halley, who invented Isaac Newton by keeping him at work. Nor could even Halley keep him at it for good. It is odd that Newton, who lived to a great old age, was all done with science relatively early in life, pursued no more  discoveries, and felt proud to be in Royal Service as the Master of the Mint.

But what made mathematics for England was its connection with navigation. When the era of colonial expansion brought England on to the seven seas, navigation by means of mathematical astronomy became the peculiar privilege and pursuit of the British. The Portuguese and the Spanish had known only the beginnings of it. Columbus was really, in spite of some tall talk on his part, quite ignorant. He merely threw a chunk of wood overboard to see how fast the ship was going. The English forged ahead. The Elizabethans “took the sun.” Isaac Newton himself explained that longitude at sea could be accurately known each day at noon as soon as someone could invent a clock to keep time at sea. Even at that the admiralty prize of ten thousand pounds went begging till late in the eighteenth century. But with the use of chronometrics and sextants and the compilations of astronomical tables worked out on shore and applied at sea, and ingenious mathematical tables of logarithms to apply them with, British navigators led the world. It was the British Government that sent out  astronomers with captains to observe the transit of Venus in the South Pacific in 1769. After which the use of mathematics got mixed up with the glory of Old England and Britannia ruling the waves, and no scheme of English education was complete without it. Not that English schools took to it gladly. We are told (in the Memoirs of General Lyttelton) that even at Eton the study of mathematics was tolerated rather than appreciated as late as the sixties of the last century.

In all this I am not wandering from the point. I am explaining where I got my Upper Canada College education from; well, that’s where it came from, from the theologians and the classical scholars and Isaac Newton and the Nautical Almanac.

But the thing that especially consolidated the position of the classical education of England, as it presently did also that of America, was the discovery, by experience, that it was a great training for leadership. This applied particularly to a nation which had grown not democratic, but parliamentary, a nation where oratory in the legislature counted for more and more, and where forensic oratory in free and open counts was one of the  great highways to success and political preferment.

To this was added presently the power of the press, the value of the written word and the persuading paragraph, things for which the classical education had, and still retains when most else is gone, a commanding eminence.

Side by side with classical education, in a position that has slowly grown from the lowest to the highest, grew up medicine and medical education: from its earliest beginnings, in black art and barbers’ surgery with its red-and-white rags, out of the mists of astrology and the incantations of superstition, out of empirical remedies and old wives’ tales, till with the age of science it began to build on definite organised truth and on knowledge gathered from the facts of dissection and the observations of anatomy. But medicine was no part of the education of a cultivated man, and till far down the nineteenth century the social status of a doctor, other than a court physician, was dubious and humiliating.

Science remained for the few, for the investigators, for the Royal Society founded under  Charles II as Prince Rupert, a factor in the national advance of England second only to the Royal Navy, for people who, like Benjamin Franklin, with electricity, wanted to know. The list of the great names in science — Priestley, Faraday, Lyell, Darwin — lies outside of the orbit of academic education.

Such was the classical education. It is my opinion that the world moved it on just in time and that England especially was saved in the nineteenth century from degenerating into intellectual stagnation only by the fact that other forces in the nation, clear outside of its scholars and all that they stood for, pursued science for science’s sake; promoted invention, applied it to industry and transport, and presently — by the dead weight of circumstance and opinion — thrust it into the schools and colleges.

A chief trouble with the classical scholarship was its infernal conceit. The typical classical scholar developed under encouragement into a sort of pundit. He knew it all — not part of it, all of it. What he didn’t know wasn’t college. The phrase was used long after by Benjamin Jowett,  Master of Balliol, but it might have been used by any of them from the days of Dr. Busby of Westminster, in the days of Charles II, down to their last octogenarian successors of yesterday. They knew it all. That is to say, they knew nothing whatever of medicine and would have roared with laughter over their own ignorance of it, with a neat Latin quotation to cap it. They knew nothing whatever of the geographical and geological globe about them, replacing it with an intimate knowledge of the Aegean Sea as of 500 B.C. They knew nothing of modern languages, regarding them as a thing for couriers or dragomen. They knew nothing of the investigations of natural science, had no vision as to where it was leading, nothing of its application to industry, nothing of industry itself, nothing of finance — in fact, looked at in a proper focus, all that they did know was nothing as compared with the vast portentous knowledge that was rising on the horizon of a changing world.

Even for literature and the drama, all that goes with the republic of letters, their point of view was turning hopelessly astray by their persistent tradition  that of course Latin and Greek literature was far superior to that of our own day. To say this in A.D. 1500 was to state a plain truth. To say it in A.D. 1900 was to say pure unadulterated nonsense.

[image: img213.jpg]

The old classical education had at least the advantage that it was hard and difficult with no royal road. It was as hard as ever a teacher liked to make it. For witness call in anyone who has studied Greek moods and tenses or tried to translate the Greek dramatists into something intelligible. In all this it was miles above a great deal of the slush and mush, which has in part replaced it, the effortless, pretentious studies of things that can’t be studied at all, the vague fermentations that tend to replace stern disciplinary work when education is all paid for and free for all and popular and universal, provided that it is not made difficult.

The classical curriculum had also the advantage, to be rightly or wrongly used, that it lent itself admirably to competitive study, to examinations,  to marks, to prizes, to going up and down in class. It was from that aspect that I made my Upper Canada College education even less beneficial than it need have been, accentuated its faults by utilizing its weakness. We had at Upper Canada College the system whereby each day’s class consisted mainly of questions and answers, that is, either questions on homework done the night before or on something done at sight in class. The boys sat all along one side or all across the front of the room. If the master asked a boy a question and he couldn’t answer it, then it was passed on, “Next! Next!” till somebody did answer. The boy who thus answered correctly moved up above the ones who had failed to answer. Theoretically, but very rarely in practice, a question might be asked of a boy at the top of the class and be passed on, “Next! Next!” with increasing excitement all the way to the bottom boy of the class, who might answer correctly and “Go up ahead” in one swoop. Hence the system had in it a certain element of sport, something of the attraction of a horse race. At least it kept the class from going to sleep and it made the class do the work and not the teacher.  It always seems to me that in a lot of the revised education of today, which quite rightly undertook to modify the severities, the rigor, the physical punishment, and the needless difficulties of the older teaching, the mistake is made in the contrary direction. Everything is made too easy. The teacher has to “sell” the subject to the class, and in trying to make everything clear and simple it is forgotten that there are some things that can’t be made clear and simple because they are by nature difficult and complex.

For me the old-fashioned system of going up and down and trying to move up to the head of the class and stay there proved altogether too congenial and attractive and helped to give a false bias to my education. In the junior form, the first and second, I took my studies easily, didn’t bother whether I went up or down, and got a very good place without trying for it. But from the third form on, I got more and more drawn into study and over-study till presently I filled all my time outside of school as well as in. After the third form, by this continuous industry, I ranked first in everything except mathematics, and after the fourth form  first in everything by learning by heart in mathematics every possible thing that would let itself be learned by heart.

Study by this pattern knocked all the reality out of certain subjects. History for me just turned into an underlined book of which I knew by heart all the underlined tags, headings, and dates. I knew them then and I still know all the clauses of the Treaty of Utrecht of 1713, and all sorts of dates and lists, and all kinds of headings. The reality of history gradually was lost from sight behind this apparatus of preparation for examinations.

The very thoroughness of the old classical system made it still worse suited for modern education.


TEACHING SCHOOL
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I SPENT TEN and a half years of my life (February 1889-July 1899) in teaching school, and I liked the last day of it as little as I liked the first. As a consequence I have spoken and written very often and very bitterly about schoolteaching and the lot of the schoolteacher. Looking back on it all, I think I ought to retract about one half of all I said, for I think now that one half of the fault was with me and only one half with the profession as such. Even at that, it seems to me a shame that schoolteaching cannot be organised as a profession which a person can enter as a lifework and in which success should bring at least the main part of what success means in the other learned professions such as medicine, law, and the church. As it is, schoolteaching offers too much at the beginning, too little as the years go  by. The initial salary is better than what anyone could hope to gain in his opening years at law or medicine. The final salary is nowhere beside the great prizes the other professions offer. It is true that in the other professions they may fall by the way, lawyers without a case and medical men forced out of their profession by lack of opportunity and glad to earn a living in any other kind of way. In teaching very few fall by the way; very many rise out of it; but those who remain in it for a lifetime find, as the years go on, that it gives them less than what is fair, less than what is commensurate with other pursuits.

There are certain things without which the life of a person who has grown up in cultured surroundings and received a cultivated education is not properly complete, does not stand on a fair level with other lives and opportunities. Every career should look forward to marriage as a thing that can in due course and time be accepted, with all that it brings in the way of children and a home, without a pinch and a semi-poverty that reduces it to a status not good enough to rank with  that of other professions. With marriage should go a sufficient command of money to allow for the amenities of life, to permit one to belong to a club, to buy, within reason, books, et cetera, furniture and house things, to enjoy art and the theatre and such special holiday “blowouts” as punctuate the monotony of life’s routine. Most necessary of all is money enough to launch one’s children in the world.

Any man who has that much need ask for no more. Granted that much of ease and affluence, the rest depends on himself, on what kind of mind and personality he has. The trouble with our schoolteaching in Canada is that up to now it does not offer these things. Hence its characteristic features — too much at first, too little later. An in-and-out profession through which a series of bright young men pass on to something better, and in which a certain number of young men, too dull or too devoted, remain forever. The running stream leaves its deposit as it flows on, but is the deposit gold or mud?
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In my case I went into schoolteaching with my eyes wide open, as into something temporary on the way to a real career. To go into teaching was a matter of sheer necessity. My education had fitted me for nothing except to pass it on to other people. And as I have explained, my mother’s finances had come to a full stop with the final exertion of getting enough money to give the one year of full undergraduate status at the university for which my scholarship of one hundred dollars was quite inadequate. Meantime, as my father had vanished into space, my mother was still on the old farm with eight children younger than I to look after and with an income of, I think, eighty dollars a month to do it on. Of my two elder brothers, Jim was in Winnipeg with some small job in the courthouse, but quite unable to send money home, and Dick in the Northwest Mounted Police had nothing to spare from his pay. How my mother managed in the ensuing years before any of us could help her I do not know. I imagine the answer is that she drifted into debt and stayed there. Even when we could presently give her money it was merely applied over the surface of the debt below like a warm growth  of Arctic flowers in the sun over cold frozen muskeg.
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I found out, by asking those who knew, that my college status as a third-year undergraduate — for I had taken the first and second years in one, as already explained — would entitle me to teach in a high school or collegiate institute, provided I put in three months as a teacher in training. This new feature was still quite recent, as was the first instalment of that qualification in “education” (so called) superadded to the academic qualification of time spent and examinations passed at the university. From the modest three months of technical education as a qualification for teaching, the requirement has now been lengthened in Ontario, as it has in most similar jurisdictions in Canada and the United States, to one year. It thus represents as much as 25 per cent of the academic qualification itself. I have always thought, and still think, this is out of all proportion. I have always had a very low opinion of the educational qualification — too low, I am sure — always looked upon it as about 10 per cent solid value and 90 per cent  mixed humbug and wind. I have always felt that the only way to learn to teach is to go and do it, just as Mr. Squeers, immortalized by Dickens, taught his pupils to spell windows by going and cleaning them. In so far as the educational qualification helps to close the profession and keep out superfluous numbers, I am convinced that the same time and money spent on an extra academic year would be more to the point.
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I sent in my application and was duly assigned in September of 1888 as one of a group of half a dozen men and women teachers allotted for three months’ training to the Strathroy Collegiate Institute, Strathroy being in western Ontario, beyond London.
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So in due course I got on the train and went to Strathroy. Apart from trips up and down to Sutton, it was my first railway journey. I had a wooden trunk tied with a clothesline and something called a valise — I forget whether of imitation straw or of imitation something else. It is the kind of baggage I still use. I have never risen to the  luxury of aristocratic baggage as a mark of status. For years I was too poor to buy it, and when I could I didn’t any longer care for it. I think that Dr. Johnson once said something like that in a letter to the Earl of Chesterfield, about having a literary position. I feel just as he did about having a pigskin valise: “Had it been early it had been kind, but now I am known and do not need it.” If it is true that a man is known, as is indicated in romantic novels, by his baggage, then my valise places me every time.

So, as I say, I arrived at Strathroy. I left my trunk at the station and walked up the street, and presently I saw a sign, Rooms with Board, and went in and took a room with board. I think the price was three a week. I went upstairs and unpacked my valise and wrote a letter home and said, “Dear Mother, I arrived at Strathroy all right, but the boardinghouse I am in looks a pretty rotten place, so I don’t expect to stay long.” Then I went down to supper, and after I had finished it I met the landlady coming downstairs and she said, “If you find this boardinghouse such a rotten place I guess you better not stay in it,” so I was on the  street again, less twenty-five cents, moving on to the next sign Rooms with Board.

That was the beginning of my contact with boardinghouses, which spread intermittently over many years and from which presently I found much food for reflection. Some readers may recall my Boarding House Geometry, in which was laid down the axiom that all Boarding Houses are the same Boarding House and the postulate that a bee line may be made from any one boarding house to any other boarding house. No doubt the origin of those truths reaches back as far as Strathroy.

When I duly found a boardinghouse (across the lapse of years I quite forget it and where it was), and had entered the Teachers School next day, I found it all very simple and easy beyond words after the hard study to which I was habituated. The little group of teachers in training moved about the school, listened to sample lessons (in no wise different from the lessons and classes we had all taken for years), and presently were entitled to stand up and “take the class” themselves under the supervision of the teacher.

In doing this I learned on the side a lesson on  how not to be funny, or the misuse of a sense of humour which lasted me all my life and echoed back to me in a strange way nearly thirty years later. The principal of the Strathroy Collegiate was Mr. James Wetherell, the well-beloved “Jimmy” Wetherell whose memory is still dear to the heart of a thousand pupils. He seemed to us old at the time, as all adult people do to the eyes of eighteen, but he must have been relatively young, for he lived on and on, passed the opening century, still in harness when the Great War came, and died at a ripe age later on. He was a fine scholar, his chief subject, at least the one he liked best to teach, being English. But he had acquired, as most scholars do if absorbed in their work and exulting in the exposition of it, little tricks of speech and manner all his own and all too easy to imitate. I had at that time a certain natural gift of mimicry, could easily hit off people’s voices and instinctively reproduce their gestures. So when Jimmy Wetherell, halfway through a lesson in English, said to me most courteously, “Now will you take the lesson over at that point and continue it?” I did so with a completeness  and resemblance to Jimmy’s voice and manner which of course delighted the class. Titters ran through the room. Encouraged as an artist, I laid it on too thick. The kindly principal saw it himself and flushed pink. When I finished he said quietly, “I am afraid I admire your brains more than your manners.” The words cut me to the quick. I felt them to be so true and yet so completely without malice. For I had no real “nerve,” no real “gall.” It was the art of imitation that appealed to me. I had not realized how it might affect the person concerned. I learned with it my first lesson in the need for human kindliness as an element in humour.

Now when this happened there was in the class, somewhere on a back bench, a boy of thirteen whose name was Arthur Currie who had entered the school that autumn. He was destined to become one of the celebrated men of our Canadian Dominion, Arthur Currie, later on General Sir Arthur Currie, Commander-in-Chief of the Canadian Overseas Forces of the Great War, the victor of Vimy Ridge, a really great man. I had occasion to know it, as I served under him for the  thirteen years during which he was principal of McGill. I used in those years, in public speeches, to refer to the parallel fact that Aristotle had taught Alexander the Great of Greece, and to say that in my opinion Aristotle had nothing on me. And since like all other speakers I prefer an old joke to a new, I worked this one overtime for thirteen years.

As a matter of fact, I didn’t know General Currie as a boy at Strathroy School, but, with his usual and phenomenal memory, he recalled me. When he came to McGill I went, as in duty bound, to pay my respects to him in his office, and I said, for I had just been reading, as had everybody, his full biography in the newspapers, “I think, General Currie, I must have had the honour of teaching you when I was a teacher in training at Strathroy in 1888.” He gave me a closer and more scrutinizing look. “Why, yes,” he said, “I recognize you now; you were the young man to whom Jimmy Wetherell, the principal, said that he admired your brains more than your manners.”
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The work of the teachers-in-training course was easy and agreeable and companionable. Hard it was certainly not, and it was useful, provided that the quantity was kept down to the proportions then existing and not extended out of all reason, as I think it to be today. As examination work we had to study two or three books, one on school management, with discussion of such things as ventilation, et cetera, and one on the outline of the history of education. This last was very interesting, but a little of it went a long way. I should think that any trained student could get all that he needed of the history of education in a week of reading, I mean as far as its utility in actual teaching goes. Beyond that he could study it till he was grey with increasing interest to himself. The trouble with so many of our new curriculum subjects is that they confuse what is agreeable reading for old men with what is necessary reading for young ones. As I see it, the whole of sociology lies in this field, a wonderful subject of reflection for riper years but hopelessly artificial as a class study for youth.

The training school ended with examinations,  a school entertainment, and good-bye and good will all round. I found myself a qualified secondary-school teacher of the province of Ontario and a specialist in Latin, Greek, French, German, and English. I presume that I still am.

Being a specialist is one thing, getting a job is another. So I found myself back at the old farm with nothing to do but send in applications for such teaching jobs as I could hear of or find advertised in the papers. Among other things, I had the honour of being an applicant for a job on the staff of the newly founded and not yet opened Bishop Ridley College, at St. Catherine’s, a school that has since traced a long and honourable record of over half a century. I doubt very much whether my application, to use an upstate expression, caused any headache to the trustees, seeing that my application for the position of modern-language master went in alongside of that of H. J. Cody, the successful applicant who had just taken his degree in arts that year. Cody had had a phenomenal record universally first in everything, so that in his year the lists in all the languages, as in English and history, began (1)  H. J. Cody, and should have added, And the rest nowhere. He began here that long and distinguished life of service to the Church and to education which sees him now as president of the University of Toronto. I remember, by the way, when we, his college contemporaries, heard that Cody had gone into the Church, we looked on it as a case of a good man gone astray. We realised the success he was thus renouncing as a great criminal lawyer or criminal politician, for his college eminence was so outstanding that he could easily have reached out for any of the great prizes of life. There was no other way for any college contemporary to escape competing against Cody except to take a dive clear into another faculty, and even at that he would be apt in medicine to come up alongside the similar record of Lewellys F. Barker, later on the famous Dr. Barker of Baltimore, who was always first in every class in each subject. I remember that years later I asked Barker if this was literally true and he told me that there had been an exception, that once he had been put into third class, and that in the very subject which he regarded as his best and on  which he had written voluminous examination answers, all, he was certain, correct. Barker told me further that very soon after the occurrence, when he had come to know the examiner in question as a fellow doctor and fellow examiner, he asked him if he recalled how and why the third class happened. “Most certainly,” answered the examiner. “I put you in third class because I wanted answers not a whole damn book.” Those who know the vagaries of examiners will realise the truth of the story. Barker carried the bitterness of it throughout the years and never forgave the injustice. He was fond of telling the story, and at his death it appeared in many of the notices written of his career.

Meanwhile I was trying in vain in January 1889 to get a job in a school. Unexpectedly I got one at the beginning of February through the good offices of an old friend, the “Mr. Park” who had been for some years our tutor on the old farm. Park, after his tutorship ended in 1881, had gone back to college, finished his course in arts, and had gone into teaching and at this time occupied the position of headmaster of Uxbridge High  School. He wrote to me to say that a modern-language teacher was needed at the school and if I applied for the post he didn’t doubt that his recommendation would get it for me. This turned out to be true, and in due course I drove over to Uxbridge and found myself installed as teacher of modern languages in the bright new red brick high school that had recently been added to the town’s attractions.

Uxbridge was then a town of about fifteen hundred people, situated nowhere in particular on the high ground between Lake Ontario and Lake Simcoe, one of those agricultural centres that grew up around a gristmill and a sawmill when the settlers moved in, grew to a certain extent, and then planted trees in the street to replace the shattered forests and fell asleep under the trees. Uxbridge, as its name shows and as the adjacent township of Brock indicates, belongs among the settlements that followed the Great War (once so called) when the Battle of Waterloo and Lord Uxbridge as a Waterloo hero and General Brock’s heroic death at Queenstown Heights were memories of yesterday. Around the town was settled a fine class of British  people, and as beside my village of Sutton, its main street, with a flood of light from the shop-windows, looked quite metropolitan. It had the usual equipment of taverns and churches but was a clean, bright, orderly little place, dull as ditch-water but quite unaware of the fact.

From the old farm to Uxbridge was a distance of eighteen miles. Today, travelling in a motorcar over gravelled roads, there is hardly time to get well settled down in the car in a trip for such a distance. But in 1889 it was a real pilgrimage, not to be done there-and-back in a day, up and down over one sand hill after another, in winter through hill cuttings blocked with snow, in spring among sunken roads covered with spring floods. Nowadays, of course, all such distances have shrunk to nothing; Toronto Sunday trippers ran out to and beyond Uxbridge to fish in the streams or drive through Uxbridge (apart from the Main Street) itself without noticing that it is there. Such as it was, the town became my home for the next half year, and I owe it all the gratitude that goes with the payment of a first salary.

I had no trouble with teaching from the very  start, no difficulty in doing it, no question of discipline. There are certain people who from the moment they step into a classroom present themselves as easy marks to pupils inclined to disorder, who even provoke disorder among pupils inclined to silence and attention. I remember such among those who taught me at Upper Canada College as does everyone else among those who taught him at his school. Very generally the recollection of such incompetents is among the fondest memories retained across the years. Pupils or students look back to the memory of “old Billy,” or whoever it was who couldn’t keep order, with a singular gratitude, with a laughing memory that is all attention. Such incompetents cannot be trained out of it. They are hopeless from the start. I remember (years later than Uxbridge) how General Currie at McGill undertook to explain the principles of class discipline to a young, incompetent teacher attached to my department whose students were turning his classroom into a bear garden. “Mr. Smith,” said the general, “you can’t keep order. Now listen, you were a soldier in my army, weren’t you?” “Yes sir.” “In France, weren’t you?” “Yes  sir.” “Well, then, can’t you take the first of these miserable young —— (General Currie here used his own private vocabulary) who starts trouble in the class out on the campus and try to kill him?” “Yes sir,” said Mr. Smith. Yet within another month or so the class had Mr. Smith beaten to a standstill. He had to give up teaching and was out in a cruel world without resources. I have often wondered what would have happened if Mr. Smith had murdered a McGill student on the campus. But no doubt General Currie was right. The mere intent to murder, the murderous look, was all that was needed. Poor Smith couldn’t command it.

At Uxbridge I didn’t have to murder or threaten to murder any of my pupils. Instinctively I went at class order in the right way, and when you know how, it is very simple. It is the beginning which counts. Face the class. Begin talking to them at once. Get to business, not with one of them but with all of them. Talk: don’t mumble. Face them: don’t turn your back. Start work: don’t get fumbling about with a class list of names and a roll call, which you may pronounce correctly or may not. Leave all that till later. Start work, and, once  started, they are lost as far as disorder goes. In fact they won’t expect any. Above all, don’t try to be funny; feeble teachers attempt a footing of fun as a means of getting together. The real teacher descends to fun only when he has established a sufficient height to descend from.

So there I was with my class, all bright and easy with Pass Matriculation French, out of Pass Matriculation French book, rippling merrily around. As I was only just turned nineteen, the senior pupils were nearly as old as I was, one or two perhaps quite as old and one at least a good deal older. He was preparing for the ministry, and with my help he ultimately got there. The others in the senior class were preparing for Pass Matriculation into the University of Toronto, Arts, Science, or Medicine. Of these, my first pupils, local pride in Uxbridge still honours the memory of Colonel Sharpe who gave his life in the Great War.

The teaching of Matriculation French and German was easy to me because I had been trained in exactly that kind of stuff. In reality it belonged to that futile and worthless brand of teaching French in Ontario which has so long disfigured  the otherwise high standard of the province. It was based purely and simply on the final goal of a worthless examination consisting of translating English into French and French into English. Observe the result. Pronunciation didn’t matter. Whether I pronounced well or ill, and whether my class pronounced still worse or rather better, was of no consequence. There was no test in pronunciation, no requirement of reading out loud. Nor did it matter in the least whether they understood French when they heard it spoken. There was no test in dictation, no question and answer, nothing but written French — dead as a dead language. On the other hand, there was a regular egg dance of ingenuity in translating verbal phrases and such back and forward — things like “Give him some of it; do not give him any of it. Speak to me of them; do not speak to me of them,” and so on, endlessly. Anybody who has ever learned to translate in this way will never be able to speak or use French. The English words crowd into his mind. What he does is to think in English and translate into French. In German things are not so bad. The two idioms, being so similar in  translation, keep tending to merge into actual use of language, if one will let it do so.

The whole fault with Ontario French arises in the Provincial examination and floods back to the source from that, like water checked by a dam. Once introduce dictation as a test of comprehension and reading aloud as a test of pronunciation, and the whole thing would alter. As it is, Ontario French isn’t in it with French learned out of a phrase book as best one can with pronunciation given by those who know it. In any case, language for use can be learned only word by word and phrase by phrase. We learn to say carte blanche by saying carte blanche; learning off a list of feminines won’t help.

But there is my class waiting. I must get back to them.

My salary was seven hundred dollars a year and seemed a lot of money: $59.33 a month. In a way it was a lot of money. Board in Uxbridge in 1889 was twelve dollars a month, washing about two dollars. All the clothes I would need in a year would represent about one hundred dollars, or eight dollars a month, drinks (meaning, say, a  couple of glasses of beer a day, at five cents a glass) about two dollars and a half a month, the bars being closed on Sunday. That was all the necessary expenses, and all the remaining money was extra. One hardly knew what to do with it. There were, of course, no moving pictures, no soda fountains, no motorcars, no paid dances, no slot machines, none of the hundred-and-one odd expenses that make the life of young people today one continuous expenditure of money big or little. I forgot tobacco in my list above: call it a plug of “T and B” once a month at twenty-five cents.

I felt so rich on receipt of my first salary that I hired a “livery rig” (charge one dollar for the trip), a cutter, and drove over to the old farm, one afternoon to go there and back the next. I have always hated the care of horses from my early recollections of chores on the farm, but of course I could, like anybody else, drive a horse if I had to. I remember that a wild blizzard came on that evening with big snowdrifts and that I turned into a farmhouse, half frozen, to thaw out, or to thaw the horse out, I forget which. When I got home I gave ten dollars of my salary to my mother, the first  instalment of relief to her finance, seeming like the first relief of Lucknow. It proved to be only the first of plenty, for as the years went by my brothers and I were able to give her help, and then when two or three of us became well off we were able to banish all her money perplexities and give her everything she needed. The long evening of her life, for she lived to be ninety, paid her back dividends on her past devotion. The cottage beside the river which my sister Rosamond built for her use at Sutton remains, a marvel of beauty of site and scene which even the passing motor tourist pauses a moment to admire. My mother lived there in a network of perpetual correspondence and casual visits from children and grandchildren, her house a sort of family centre, a No. 10 Downing Street, reaching out across the continent. She was so habituated to being in debt that, manage as she would, Mother always carried a little cloud of debt along with her. But it made no difference. We wiped it off the slate every now and then and let it go at that. Perhaps, after all, there is more in raising a large family, in spite of all that it  entails, than many young women of today are inclined to think.
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I worked away contentedly enough at Uxbridge. But of course the situation carried with it the drawback that, as I reckoned it, I was getting nowhere. I had dropped out of college and saw no way to get back and finish the two years towards my degree. To try to save money to do so on my high-school salary would have taken years and years. To settle down and try to make my life and get married and live on a high-school salary was a thing I never thought of for a moment. I tried to do a little odd study at my college books but did not get very far, and in any case teaching every day from nine to four was sufficiently tiring to leave little energy for anything else. Teaching, like anything else, is immensely tiring to a novice; later on it gets less and less so in proportion to one’s ability to teach. But it is never easy, except to people who can’t teach at all or don’t try to.

On such terms I finished out my first half year  at Uxbridge and went up to Lake Simcoe for those summer holidays beside the lake which have played such a large part in my life for over half a century. My mother had again rented the old parsonage, the ancient tumble-down habitation of the first parson of Georgina of which I spoke before. I had also a sailboat, acquired in Toronto a year or two before from a remnant of my mother’s temporary affluence and my father’s temporary gains of the Winnipeg boom. It was what was called a double lugger, but I put it into a higher class when I brought it to Lake Simcoe by getting a local farmer boatbuilder to convert it into a single-masted sloop. Operations of this sort, which sound as if they ought to cost a couple of hundred dollars, then represented only about five dollars plus the price of a little paint. That was the first of a series of sailboats of varying sizes and rigs which I sailed on Lake Simcoe and its sister lake, Couchiching, from those days until now.

The marvellous thing of the good old summertime of those days was how little it all cost. I remember some years ago, at my present country house in Orillia, a medical man, a contemporary  of mine, explaining to a group of people how he and another medical student used always to take a six weeks’ holiday of summer camping and that all it cost them was twenty-five dollars each. The up-to-date auditors could scarcely believe it, but my medical friend was easily able to prove and over-prove it. He and his fellow students owned between them a canoe and a tent and blankets. So there was their lodging for nothing. For food they had a certain amount of canned beef and canned salmon or sardines, which, along with fish that cost nothing but the easy catching, represented a meal bill of, say, ten cents a day each. For milk they went to farmhouses along the lake and got all they wanted at five cents a quart, and the farm people felt so mean at charging anything that they “threw in” a lot of vegetables; or they bought vegetables and the farm people felt so mean that they threw in the milk; and if the campers came back a second day the farm people threw it all in. So there was their board. For light they had a coal-oil lantern at twenty-five cents a month. As to drinks, it is astonishing how little young people (not old soaks) drank before the days of prohibition: an odd glass  or two of beer, when in reach of a bar, at five cents a drink, and a bottle of rye whiskey at seventy-five cents a quart for first-class liquor, carried along in the canoe for a “snifter” in the evening. Calculated this way, one wonders how the two medical students could spend as much as twenty-five dollars each on their trip.

In the good old summertime of those days our chief diversions were boating, sailing, swimming, and above all lawn tennis, newly introduced and all the go. Swimming never took the form of mixed bathing except for a few “sissies” who might care for it. Girls in those days, when they went into the water, were equipped from top to toe with bathing caps, full bathing suits more voluminous than their ordinary dresses, and bathing stockings and bathing shoes. “Swimming” for them just meant getting wet with their clothes on. Ordinary young men of wholesome minds looked on girls in the water as a damn nuisance. But for tennis they came into their own, since we all played so indifferently and had so little idea of the smashing game that tennis could turn into that any girl who could stand up beside the net and prevent the ball  from hitting her in the face did well enough for a partner. Here again was a cheap game. The grass court cost little trouble to make, no expert work, and people made it for themselves. The net cost three dollars and lasted forever, and the balls never got lost, since we hunted them till after dark rather than lose them. As yet no one had ever heard of golf, at least not in that part of Canada, except as a sort of crazy game played in Scotland by knocking a ball round among sand hills which forbid any other exercise.

But compare again the cost of our lawn tennis of the nineties and the cost of the golf of forty years later which drove it out. Golf meant a high cost to make the premises and build a clubhouse and fence, high annual dues; with that, suburban fares, green fees, caddy fees, tips, at least one meal at the clubhouse on account of the distance from home. In the prewar days I knew of many people in Montreal who found that they had all that they could do to keep up their annual golf subscription without attempting to go out to the club and play. Yet in Scotland and in England, where golf links were clipped by grazing sheep, where the “clubhouse”  was just such a small building as might serve to drink Scotch whiskey in or smoke a pipe in a rainstorm, golf was carried on for years and years at an annual subscription, in ordinary country places, of five dollars (one guinea) a year. Many people have told me of cases of minor revolution when the subscription was moved up to two guineas. But very likely, for all I know, the game may have been overswamped by wealth and by the pretense of being rich that has swamped out for us in America so much of the inexpensive amusement of the past.
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The good old summertime of 1889 being ended, I went back with deep regret to my teaching job, with no particular prospect in front of me. And then unexpectedly things began to open up indeed and in less than a month altered my whole outlook. It is possible that the market for teachers had taken a favourable turn, or it is possible that I had made a hit as a teacher and that this one or that one may have spoken of me to someone else,  but at any rate, quite unexpectedly and unsolicited, I got an offer to come to Napanee High School at a salary of nine hundred dollars — an increase of two hundred dollars in pay. By all the ethics of the teaching profession the Uxbridge trustees should have let me go or raised my salary. It is among the few redeeming points of the teaching profession that a school is not supposed to stand in a teacher’s way: what is a temporary inconvenience to the school may mean a life advancement for the teachers.

The Uxbridge trustees didn’t see it that way: they proposed to hold me to my contract. Looking back on it as I see it now, they felt that they had got a good article cheap and meant to hang onto it. They were, or most of them were, a poor lot. So they refused to let me go, and I had to accept it with the best grace I could and stick at my work.

Then right on the heels of this came a real offer, one that meant for me light out of darkness, salvation out of disaster. Upper Canada College needed a junior master at seven hundred dollars a year and offered me the job if I was free to take it at once. This would mean, of course, that I would go on  with my college course towards a B.A. degree. For the residence requirements in those days were not strict, involved no actual roll call of attendance, and in any case, since the Upper Canada School day finished at three o’clock, I would take odd lectures that came at four or five. What it all meant to me I can find no words to describe.

But the Uxbridge trustees hardened their hearts, and again they refused to let me go. No doubt they were more than ever impressed with what a fine cheap bargain they had picked up. But this time the refusal was too bitter for me to sit down under it. I asked leave to come and talk to the trustees in person. They consented, and I went down to an evening’s meeting of the board of trustees and laid my case before them with something, I imagine, like impassioned eloquence. I tried to show them how much it meant to my future. I took up no other aspect of it. I had no precedents to quote, no usage, no real argument, just how much it meant to me. It didn’t seem to touch them. The chairman explained the difficulty of getting a new teacher when the term was already three weeks old, and that seemed likely to be the end  of it, when to my surprise an elderly trustee who hadn’t spoken — his name was Britton, and I am glad to honour it — hit the board table with his fist and said, “Damn it, gentlemen” — or words to that effect— “let that boy go. Do you think you can keep a boy of his ability in a place like Uxbridge?” With that the situation was saved: on a sudden inspiration I asked them to give me a week to find them a teacher and they consented.

The situation, I say, was saved. For it so happened that “my remarkable uncle,” E. P. Leacock, was on one of those visits from the West to the East by which he eluded his creditors in the West, and I was able to enlist his services on my behalf. I have written elsewhere of “my remarkable uncle” and of the phenomenal career that made him one of the notable figures of the spacious days of the Winnipeg boom. He amassed a great fortune, on paper, went up like a rocket, and came down not like a stick, but with the more varied and graceful descent of a parachute. I wrote to him in Toronto, and he set to work at once with characteristic energy, interviewed the principal of Upper Canada and obtained a few days’ delay, and in those  days, with the aid of the teachers’ lists and a flood of telegrams (there were as yet no general telephones), he unearthed a teacher, a modern-language teacher. It is true that his candidate, when produced, looked far from modern and short on language; indeed, I believe the good old man was hauled out of retirement, but he filled the bill and I was free.

 

[End of The Boy I Left Behind Me by Stephen Leacock]
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Leacock in later years


Stephen Leacock by Peter McArthur
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WHILE AN AUTHOR is still living he has rights that a biographer is bound to respect. If he states that he was born on a certain day, in a certain year, at a certain place, it is the biographer’s duty to accept these statements without question. He may suspect that the author has taken the facts on hearsay evidence, but he must leave it to some conscientious biographer of the future to consult the parish register and verify the details.

Moreover, if the author occasionally indulges in autobiography and sets forth explicitly what he regards as the effects of the various events of his life on his career, the biographer will be wise to accept these confidences in a thankful spirit.

Being convinced of the soundness of these views, the work of the present biographer of Stephen Leacock is greatly simplified. By letting Mr. Leacock, as far as possible, tell the story of his own life, his labors will be reduced to a minimum and the enjoyment of the reader greatly increased. Mr. Leacock can tell the story of his life better than anyone else — and this is how he does it.

“I was born at Swanmoor, Hants, England, on December 30, 1869. I am not aware that there was any conjunction of the planets at the time, but should think it extremely likely. My parents migrated to Canada in 1876, and my father took up a farm near Lake Simcoe, in Ontario. This was during the hard times of Canadian farming, and my father was just able by great diligence to pay the hired man, and, in years of great plenty, to raise enough grain to have seed for the next year’s crop without buying any. By this process my brothers and I were inevitably driven off the land, and have become professors, business men, and engineers, instead of being able to grow up as farm laborers. Yet I saw enough of farming to speak exuberantly in political addresses of the joy of early rising and the deep sleep, both of body and intellect, that is induced by honest manual toil.

“I was educated at Upper Canada College, Toronto, of which I was head boy in 1887. From there I went to the University of Toronto, where I graduated in 1891. At the University I spent my entire time in the acquisition of languages, living, dead, and half-dead, and knew nothing of the outside world. In this diligent pursuit of words I spent about sixteen hours of each day. Very soon after graduation I had forgotten the languages and found myself intellectually bankrupt. In other words I was what is called a distinguished graduate, and, as such, I took to school teaching as the only trade I could find that needed neither experience nor intellect. I spent my time from 1891 to 1899 on the staff of Upper Canada College, an experience which has left me with a profound sympathy for the many gifted and brilliant men who are compelled to spend their lives in the most dreary, the most thankless, and the worst-paid profession in the world. I have noted that of my pupils those who seemed the laziest and least enamored of books are now rising at the bar, in business, and in public life; the really promising boys, who took all the prizes, are now able with difficulty to earn the wages of a clerk in a summer hotel or a deck-hand on a canal boat.

“In 1899 I gave up school teaching in disgust, borrowed enough money to live upon for a few months, and went to the University of Chicago to study economics and political science. I was soon appointed to a fellowship in political economy, and by means of this, and some temporary employment by McGill University, I survived until I took the degree of doctor of philosophy in 1903. The meaning of this degree is that the recipient of instruction is examined for the last time in his life and is pronounced completely full. After this no new ideas can be imparted to him.

“From this time I have belonged to the staff of McGill University, first as a lecturer in political science, and later as the head of the Department of Economics and Political Science. As this position is one of the prizes of my profession, I am able to regard myself as singularly fortunate. The emolument is so high as to place me distinctly above the policemen, postmen, street-car conductors, and other salaried officials of the neighborhood, while I am able to mix with the poorer of the business men of the city on terms of something like equality. In point of leisure, I enjoy more in the four corners of a single year than a business man knows in his whole life. I thus have what the business man can never enjoy, an ability to think, and, what is still better, to stop thinking altogether for months at a time.

“I have written a number of things in connection with my college life — a book on Political Science, and many essays, magazine articles, and so on. I belong to the Political Science Association of America, to the Royal Colonial Institute, and to the Church of England. These things surely are proofs of respectability. I have had some small connection with politics and public life. A few years ago I went all around the British Empire delivering addresses on Imperial Organization. When I state that these lectures were followed almost immediately by the Union of South Africa, the Banana Riots in Trinidad, and the Turko-Italian war, I think you can form some idea of their importance. In Canada I belong to the Conservative party, but as yet I have failed entirely in Canadian politics, never having received a contract to build a bridge, or make a wharf, nor to construct even the smallest section of the Transcontinental Railway. This, however, is a form of national ingratitude to which one becomes accustomed in this Dominion.

“Apart from my college work, I have written two books, one called ‘Literary Lapses’ and the other ‘Nonsense Novels.’ Each of these is published by John Lane (London and New York), and either of them can be obtained, absurd as it sounds, for the mere sum of three shillings and sixpence. Any reader of this paper, for example, ridiculous though it appears, could walk into a bookstore and buy both of these books for seven shillings. Yet these works are of so humorous a character that for many years it was found impossible to print them. The compositors fell back from their task suffocated with laughter and gasping for air. Nothing but the invention of the linotype machine — or rather of the kind of men who operate it — made it possible to print these books. Even now people have to be very careful in circulating them, and the books should never be put into the hands of people not in robust health.

“Many of my friends are under the impression that I write these humorous nothings in idle moments when the wearied brain is unable to perform the serious labors of the economist. My own experience is exactly the other way. The writing of solid, instructive stuff, fortified by facts and figures, is easy enough. There is no trouble in writing a scientific treatise on the folk-lore of Central China, or a statistical enquiry into the declining population of Prince Edward Island. But to write something out of one’s own mind, worth reading for its own sake, is an arduous contrivance, only to be achieved in fortunate moments, few and far between. Personally I would rather have written ‘Alice in Wonderland’ than the whole ‘Encyclopædia Britannica.’”

Of the two books mentioned above he gives elsewhere an account that may be added appropriately to this autobiographical sketch. The attention of the reader is called to the fact that the sketches included in “Literary Lapses” were written between 1891 and 1897, when the author was in his early twenties. They were not published in book form until fifteen years later, when they made an immediate success. Although they did not attract the attention of book publishers when they first appeared in Saturday Night, Life, Truth, Puck, The Detroit Free Press, and similar publications, they established Mr. Leacock’s reputation as a humorous writer with all who read these papers at that time. They won for him many enthusiastic admirers who were not surprised at the favor with which his writings were received when gathered in book form. For years this literary gold-mine lay hidden in the files of old papers, while the author occupied himself with the uncongenial task of school teaching and with serious forms of writing and study. Of his first book he writes:

“The sketches in ‘Literary Lapses’ were very largely written in my younger days, just after I left college. The one called ‘A, B, and C’ was the first of them. The editor of a Toronto paper gave me two dollars for it. This opened up for me a new world: it proved to me that an industrious man of my genius, if he worked hard and kept clear of stimulants and bad company, could earn as much as eight dollars a month with his pen. In fact, this has since proved true.

“But for many years I stopped this sort of thing and was busy with books on history and politics, and with college work. Later on I gathered these sketches together and sent them to the publishers of my ‘Elements of Political Economy.’ They thought I had gone mad.

“I therefore printed the sketches on my own account and sold them through a news company. We sold 3,000 copies in two months. In this modest form the book fell into the hands of my good friend — as he has since become — Mr. John Lane. He read the sketches on a steamer while returning from Montreal to London, and on his arrival in England he cabled me an offer to publish the book in regular form. I cabled back, ‘Accept your offer with many thanks.’ Some years after Mr. Lane, at a dinner in London, told this incident and said that it proved to him that I must be the kind of man who would spend seventy-five cents in saying ‘many thanks.’”

Of “Nonsense Novels” he writes:

“The stories in this book I wrote for a newspaper syndicate in 1910. They were not meant as parodies of the work of any particular author. They are types done in burlesque.

“Of the many forms of humorous writings pure burlesque is, to my thinking, one of the hardest — I could almost feel like saying, the hardest — to do properly. It has to face the cruel test of whether the reader does or does not laugh. Other forms of humor avoid this. Grave friends of mine tell me that they get an exquisite humor, for instance, from the works of John Milton. But I never see them laugh at them. They say that ‘Paradise Lost’ is saturated with humor. To me, I regret to say, it seems scarcely damp.

“Burlesque, of course, beside the beautiful broad canvas of a Dickens or a Scott, shrinks to a poor mean rag. It is, in fact, so limited in scope that it is scarcely worth while. I do not wish for a moment to exalt it. But it appears to me, I repeat, a singularly difficult thing to do properly. It is to be remembered, of course, that the work of the really great humorists, let us say Dickens and Mark Twain, contains pages and pages that are in their essence burlesque.”

It would be possible to make quite a bulky volume of autobiography if one pursued the search through all of Mr. Leacock’s writings. There are passages in the literary essays that are frankly autobiographical, and doubtless many of his sketches are burlesque renderings of personal experiences. But we shall content ourselves with just one more glimpse of his life that he has given.

“When I was a student at the University of Toronto, thirty years ago, I lived, from start to finish, in seventeen different boarding houses. As far as I am aware these houses have not, or not yet, been marked with tablets. But they are still to be found in the vicinity of McCaul, D’Arcy, and St. Patrick streets. Anyone who doubts the truth of what I have to say may go and look at them.

“I was not alone in the nomadic life that I led. There were hundreds of us drifting about in this fashion from one melancholy habitation to another. We lived as a rule two or three in a house, sometimes alone. We dined in the basement. We always had beef, done up in some way after it was dead, and there were always soda biscuits on the table. They used to have a brand of soda biscuits in those days in the Toronto boarding houses that I have not seen since. They were better than dog biscuit, but with not so much snap. My contemporaries will remember them. A great many of the leading barristers and professional men of Toronto were fed on them.”

While these quotations are satisfying enough, they fail in several important particulars. They fail to tell that he was married in New York, in the “Little Church Around the Corner,” in August of 1900, to Beatrix, daughter or Lieut.-Col. Hamilton, of Toronto, and that he has one son, who was born on August 19, 1915, and named Stephen Lushinghton Leacock.

Above all they fail to tell us what he looks like, so that we may recognize him when we see him on the street. But this omission can be remedied by extracts from the writings of his contemporaries. An open letter to him in the Montreal Standard has this gem:

“I saw you in your native habitat, with your protective coloring all about you, and I have been able to pick you out ever since.

“It was a bright August afternoon, as I remember, and you were honoring Lake Couchiching with your presence on holiday. You were fully clad in a suit of dungarees, waders, a cow-bite hat, and whiskers of at least three days wilfulness. Waist-high in the water you pushed ahead of you a sort of young scow, pausing ever and anon to curse a short, black pipe with a hiccup in its stem. The scow was loaded with stones, with which you calculated to build an oven in a remote part of the island and pretend you were an Indian. Even at that early date your playful fancy was at work.”

An interviewer pictures him as follows:

“At the minute of four I was at the University club. An imposing official in an imposing uniform ushered me into a still more imposing room. It was a big room filled with a chilly, academic sort of atmosphere — the sort of room that made you feel very small; that made you wonder why you ever presumed to seek an interview There I sat for ten long minutes, wondering what Leacock would be like, what he would deign to tell me, what I should dare to ask him; whether he would be witty or just talk in academic phrases miles above my head.

“Just then the door was sort of blown open and the room was flooded with a bubbling exuberance, ‘lots of fun’ and all the things that go to dissipate an academic chilliness. The entrance of Stephen Leacock was responsible. The room immediately took on his very human personality. It became intensely friendly. In a minute or so I found myself talking to Professor Leacock as if he had been a childhood friend regained after long years. From the first minute he impressed me as being ‘understanding.’ He seemed to laugh more than talk, and his eyes absolutely danced with merriment. His conversation was every jot as witty as his books, and not for one instant did he even suggest the professor. Much more was he the big, happy school-boy, brimful of fun, very interested in all the things that go to make or mar the world of to-day.”

For this picture of him we are indebted to an employee of the Library of McGill University:

“When three o’clock came round it was no unusual thing to see him, a host of books and papers under his arm, make giant and hasty strides into the library to the delivery counter.

“With the coming of ‘Literary Lapses,’ Dr. Leacock appeared before me in an altogether different light. His familiar figure assumed a new meaning. His fine, grave face, that boy’s mop of hair which always looks as if it had just been washed the night before, and simply refused to be brushed, the deep, vibrating tones of his voice and his peculiar stride, had always appealed strongly to me.”

When Dr. Leacock was discovering England, English observers discovered him. One of them wrote his impressions as follows:

“Nobody, we must think, could be churlish with such a man. A ripple of laughter spreads round him wherever he moves; vexation vanishes, ill-tempered people begin to chuckle in spite of themselves, everybody crowds about him to be entertained. So it must happen; and it is not surprising if such a visitor as this has found many nice things to say of us. He has a way with him to soften the ruggedest, to rouse the most inert, and there is not the least credit in being jolly in his company. Let his impression of the English, therefore, be accounted to his own irresistibility, not to ours. Professor Leacock as an explorer, is at a certain disadvantage; he can never see people as they are without the charm and enlivenment of his society.

“What is peculiarly delightful about him, moreover, is that he never seems to be friendly and kindly out of mere politeness. Indeed he is a man of whom at first sight we might expect to feel shy; his quizzical glances have a dangerous look; and sometimes we suspect him of meaning more than he says. His compliments have now and then a tweak of sarcasm.”

Another English observer conveyed his impressions in this fashion:

“Leacock was smiling all the while. He was smiling just before 8.30, when he stood in the gangway of Eltham Parish Hall, looking out at and up at the great audience who had come to greet him. Whilst the chairman was introducing him to the audience, Mr. Leacock sat and smiled, and for nearly an hour Leacock smiled like a great human sunbeam.

“Well, if some one smiles at you and says nothing, you are constrained to smile back at him. It is a smile that invites a smile. Leacock must have found that out, and just as one tacks down an oil cloth to hold it to the floor, so has Stephen Leacock nailed down his world with that infectious, merry smile of his which takes one right to a merry heart and a merry brain. Punch once wrote of him:

“Anyhow, I’d be as proud as a peacock To have inscribed on my tomb: He followed the footsteps of Leacock In banishing gloom.’

“His laughter quietly rocks a not entirely giant frame, for Leacock is not a really big man. He just escapes being this. Perhaps to him the body just merely matters. About the shoulders he is built largely and strongly, these shoulders heaping up slightly behind into the student’s back. There is a not easily forgettable face of fairly large proportions. It is a live face, a kindly face. One writer has spoken of his shaggy locks; they are hardly this. A mat of closely growing hair lies all over the head, and it has made its way, almost creeper-like, far down on his broad forehead. There is no curl, no wave — just what one may call useful hair over a large, well-shaped head. It is a head that reminds one of that of John Masefield, the poet, but the faces of these two men are very different.

“Does Leacock’s body really matter? Not that we wish to convey the idea that he is mystic and ethereal. Body means appearance. Mr. Leacock wears clothes, in spite of the fact that he once wrote ‘To Nature and Back again.’ For dinner and lecture purposes he wears a form of dress which is quite careless and easy. It has no ‘fit’ in the tailor’s sense of the word, but just that looseness which it should have for the fireside talk he likes so well. Is there the supreme insouciance of some professors about him? There is and there is not. When one looks at the highly glossed, turned down (perhaps a touch of Bohemianism) collar, and neat black bow above the white shirt front, there is not; but allowing the eyes to travel downwards to his trousers, one has to admit they have a peculiar vagueness about the knees that can only be obtained by intensive scholarship.”

Since his first success as an author, Mr. Leacock’s life has passed quietly as a professor at McGill, and in his summer home at Orillia. According to popular belief, he built the house in which he lives in Orillia with his own hands. This popular belief will be verified or disproven before going to press, if the information can be dragged from him by correspondence.

Since the publication of “Literary Lapses” in book form, he has added a book a year to his rapidly growing library of humor. In 1921 he visited England on a lecturing tour, and officially discovered the country — recording his impressions in a book that may be regarded as part of his autobiography. As a matter of fact, the final biographer of Mr. Leacock will only find it necessary to select from his published works the material for an adequate record of his life. Many of his sketches record faithfully his dealings with educationists, club-men and the world in general. In “Fetching the Doctor” he gives us a glimpse of his boyhood.

Mr. Leacock’s writings have placed him so clearly before the public that there is little for a biographer to do beyond recording the usual facts of a quiet academic life. His history is written in his own books for the perusal of his host of admirers, who may be found wherever the English language is read.


MY FINANCIAL CAREER
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WHEN I GO into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything rattles me.

The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot.

I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty dollars a month, and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.

So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had an idea that a person about to open an account must needs consult the manager.

I went up to a wicket marked “Accountant.” The accountant was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice was sepulchral.

“Can I see the manager?” I said, and added solemnly, “alone.” I don’t know why I said “alone.”

“Certainly,” said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.

“Are you the manager?” I said. God knows I didn’t doubt it.

“Yes,” he said.

“Can I see you,” I asked, “alone?” I didn’t want to say “alone” again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.

The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an awful secret to reveal.

“Come in here,” he said, and led the way to a private room. He turned the key in the lock.

“We are safe from interruption here,” he said; “sit down.”

We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice to speak.

“You are one of Pinkerton’s men, I presume,” he said.

He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.

“No, not from Pinkerton’s,” I said, seeming to imply that I came from a rival agency.

“To tell the truth,” I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie about it, “I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank.”

The manager looked relieved, but still serious; he concluded now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.

“A large account, I suppose,” he said.

“Fairly large,” I whispered. “I propose to deposit fifty-six dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly.”

The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the accountant.

“Mr. Montgomery,” he said unkindly loud, “this gentleman is opening an account. He will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good morning.”

I rose.

A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.

“Good morning,” I said, and stepped into the safe.

“Come out,” said the manager coldly, and showed me the other way.

I went up to the accountant’s wicket and poked the ball of money at him with a quick, convulsive movement, as if I were doing a conjuring trick.

My face was ghastly pale.

“Here,” I said, “deposit it.” The tone of the words seemed to mean, “Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us.”

He took the money and gave it to another clerk.

He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before my eyes.

“Is it deposited?” I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.

“It is,” said the accountant.

“Then I want to draw a cheque.”

My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Someone gave me a cheque book through a wicket and someone else began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote something on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.

“What! are you drawing it all out again?” he asked in surprise. Then I realized that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look at me. Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.

“Yes, the whole thing.”

“You withdraw your money from the bank?”

“Every cent of it.”

“Are you not going to deposit any more?” said the clerk, astonished.

“Never.”

An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had insulted me while I was writing the cheque, and that I had changed my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like a man with a fearfully quick temper.

The clerk prepared to pay the money.

“How will you have it?” he said.

“What?”

“How will you have it?”

“Oh” — I caught his meaning and answered without even trying to think— “in fifties.”

He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.

“And the six?” he asked dryly.

“In sixes,” I said.

He gave it me and I rushed out.

As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.

 — Literary Lapses.


BOARDING-HOUSE GEOMETRY
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DEFINITIONS AND AXIOMS
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All boarding-houses are the same boarding-house.

Boarders in the same boarding-house and on the same flat are equal to one another.

A single room is that which has no parts and no magnitude.

The landlady of a boarding-house is a parallelogram — that is, an oblong, angular figure, which cannot be described, but which is equal to anything.

A wrangle is the disinclination of two boarders to each other that meet together but are not in the same line.

All the other rooms being taken, a single room is said to be a double room.


POSTULATES AND PROPOSITIONS
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A PIE MAY be produced any number of times.

The landlady can be reduced to her lowest terms by a series of propositions.

A bee-line may be made from any boarding-house to any other boarding-house.

The clothes of a boarding-house bed, though produced ever so far both ways, will not meet.

Any two meals at a boarding-house are together less than two square meals.

If from the opposite ends of a boarding-house a line be drawn passing through all the rooms in turn, then the stovepipe which warms the boarders will lie within that line.

On the same bill and on the same side of it there should not be two charges for the same thing.

If there be two boarders on the same flat, and the amount of side of the one be equal to the amount of side of the other, each to each, and the wrangle between one boarder and the landlady be equal to the wrangle between the landlady and the other, then shall the weekly bills of the two boarders be equal also, each to each.

For if not, let one bill be the greater.

Then the other bill is less than it might have been — which is absurd.

 — Literary Lapses.


L’ENVOI
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THE TRAIN TO MARIPOSA

[image: img219.jpg]

IT LEAVES THE city every day about five o’clock in the evening, the train for Mariposa.

Strange that you did not know of it, though you come from the little town — or did, long years ago.

Odd that you never knew, in all these years, that the train was there every afternoon, puffing up steam in the city station, and that you might have boarded it any day and gone home. No, not “home” — of course you couldn’t call it “home” now. “Home” means that big red sandstone house of yours in the costlier part of the city. “Home” means, in a way, this Mausoleum Club where you sometimes talk with me of the times that you had as a boy in Mariposa.

But of course “home” would hardly be the word you would apply to the little town, unless perhaps, late at night, when you’d been sitting reading in a quiet corner somewhere such a book as the present one.

Naturally you don’t know of the Mariposa train now. Years ago, when you first came to the city as a boy with your way to make, you knew of it well enough — only too well. The price of a ticket counted in those days, and though you knew of the train you couldn’t take it; but sometimes from sheer homesickness you used to wander down to the station on a Friday afternoon after your work, and watch the Mariposa people getting on the train and wish that you could go.

Why, you knew that train at one time better, I suppose, than any other single thing in the city, and loved it too for the little town in the sunshine that it ran to.

Do you remember how when you first began to make money you used to plan just as soon as you were rich, really rich, you’d go back home again to the little town and build a great big house with a fine verandah — no stint about it, the best that money could buy — planed lumber, every square foot of it, and a fine picket fence in front of it?

It was to be one of the grandest and finest houses that thought could conceive; much finer, in true reality, than that vast palace of sandstone with the porte cochère and the sweeping conservatories that you afterwards built in the costlier part of the city.

But if you have half forgotten Mariposa, and long since lost the way to it, you are only like the greater part of the men here in this Mausoleum Club in the city. Would you believe it that practically every one of them came from Mariposa once upon a time, and that there isn’t one of them that doesn’t sometimes dream in the dull quiet of the long evening here in the club, that some day he will go back and see the place.

They all do. Only they’re half ashamed to own it.

Ask your neighbor there at the next table whether the partridge that they sometimes serve to you here can be compared for a moment to the birds that he and you, or he and some one else, used to shoot as boys in the spruce thickets along the lake. Ask him if he ever tasted duck that could for a moment be compared to the black ducks in the rice marsh along the Ossawippi. And as for fish, and fishing — no, don’t ask him about that, for if he ever starts telling you of the chub they used to catch below the mill dam and the green bass that used to lie in the water-shadow of the rocks beside the Indian’s Island, not even the long, dull evening in this club would be long enough for the telling of it.

But no wonder they don’t know about the five o’clock train for Mariposa. Very few people know about it. Hundreds of them know that there is a train that goes out at five o’clock, but they mistake it. Ever so many of them think it’s just a suburban train. Lots of people that take it every day think it’s only the train to the golf grounds, but the joke is that after it passes out of the city and the suburbs and the golf grounds, it turns itself little by little into the Mariposa train, thundering and pounding towards the north with hemlock sparks pouring out into the darkness from the funnel of it. Of course you can’t tell it just at first. All those people that are crowding into it with golf clubs, and wearing knicker-bockers and flat caps, would deceive anybody. That crowd of suburban people going home on commutation tickets, and sometimes standing thick in the aisles — those are, of course, not Mariposa people. But look round a little bit and you’ll find them easily enough. Here and there in the crowd those people with the clothes that are perfectly all right and yet look odd in some way, the women with the peculiar hats and the — what do you say? — last year’s fashions? Ah yes, of course, that must be it.

Anyway, those are the Mariposa people all right enough. That man with the two dollar panama and the glaring spectacles is one of the greatest judges that ever adorned the bench of Missinaba county. That clerical gentleman with the wide black hat, who is explaining to the man with him the marvellous mechanism of the new air brake (one of the most conspicuous illustrations of the divine structure of the physical universe), surely you have seen him before. Mariposa people! Oh yes, there are any number of them on the train every day.

But of course you hardly recognize them while the train is still passing through the suburbs and the golf district and the outlying parts of the city area. But wait a little, and you will see that when the city is well behind you, bit by bit the train changes its character. The electric locomotive that took you through the city tunnels is off now and the old wood engine is hitched on in its place. I suppose, very probably, you haven’t seen one of these wood engines since you were a boy forty years ago — the old engine with a wide top like a hat on its funnel, and with sparks enough to light up a suit for damages once in every mile.

Do you see, too, that the trim little cars that came out of the city on the electric suburban express are being discarded now at the way stations, one by one, and in their place is the old familiar car with the stuff cushions in red plush (how gorgeous it once seemed!) and with a box stove set up in one end of it? The stove is burning furiously at its sticks this autumn evening, for the air sets in chill as you get clear away from the city and are rising up to the higher ground of the country of the pines and the lakes.

Look from the window as you go. The city is far behind now and right and left of you there are trim farms with elms and maples near them and with tall windmills beside the barns that you can still see in the gathering dusk. There is a dull red light from the windows of the farmstead. It must be comfortable there after the roar and clatter of the city, and only think of the still quiet of it!

As you sit back half dreaming in the car, you keep wondering why it is that you never came up before in all these years. Ever so many times you planned that just as soon as the rush and strain of business eased up a little, you would take the train and go back to the little town to see what it was like now, and if things had changed much since your day. But each time when your holidays came, somehow you changed your mind and went down to Naragansett or Nagahuckett or Nagasomething, and left over the visit to Mariposa for another time.

It is almost night now. You can still see the trees and the fences and the farmsteads, but they are fading fast in the twilight. They have lengthened out the train by this time with a string of flat cars and freight cars between where we are sitting and the engine. But at every crossway we can hear the long, muffled roar of the whistle, dying to a melancholy wail that echoes into the woods; the woods, I say, for the farms are thinning out and the track plunges here and there into great stretches of bush — tall tamarack and red scrub willow, and with a tangled undergrowth of brush that has defied for two generations all attempts to clear it into the form of fields.

Why, look — that great space that seems to open out in the half-dark of the falling evening why, surely yes — Lake Ossawippi, the big lake, as they used to call it, from which the river runs down to the smaller lake, Lake Wissanotti, where the town of Mariposa has lain waiting for you there for thirty years.

This is Lake Ossawippi surely enough. You would know it anywhere by the broad, still, black water with hardly a ripple, and with the grip of the coming frost already on it. Such a great sheet of blackness it looks as the train thunders along the side, swinging the curve of the embankment at a breakneck speed as it rounds the corner of the lake.

How fast the train goes this autumn night! You have travelled, I know you have, in the Empire State Express, and the New Limited and the Maritime Express that holds the record of six hundred whirling miles from Paris to Marseilles. But what are they to this — this mad career, this breakneck speed, this thundering roar of the Mariposa local driving hard to its home! Don’t tell me that the speed is only twenty-five miles an hour. I don’t care what it is. I tell you, and you can prove it for yourself if you will, that that train of mingled flat cars and coaches that goes tearing into the night, its engine whistle shrieking out its warning into the silent woods and echoing over the dull, still lake, is the fastest train in the whole world.

Yes, and the best, too — the most comfortable, the most reliable, the most luxurious and the speediest train that ever turned a wheel.

And the most genial, the most sociable too. See how the passengers all turn and talk to one another now as they get nearer and nearer to the little town. That dull reserve that seemed to hold the passengers in the electric suburban has clean vanished and gone. They are talking — listen — of the harvest, and the late election, and of how the local member is mentioned for the Cabinet and all the old familiar topics of the sort. Already the conductor has changed his glazed hat for an ordinary round Christie, and you can hear the passengers calling him and the brakesman “Bill” and “Sam,” as if they were all one family.

What is it now — nine-thirty? Ah, then we must be nearing the town — this big bush that we are passing through: you remember it surely as the great swamp just this side of the bridge over the Ossawippi? There is the bridge itself, and the long roar of the train as it rushes sounding over the trestle work that rises above the marsh. Hear the clatter as we pass the semaphores and the switch lights! We must be close in now!

What? — it feels nervous and strange to be coming here again after all these years? It must, indeed. No, don’t bother to look at the reflection of your face in the window-pane, shadowed by the night outside. Nobody could tell you now after all these years. Your face has changed in these long years of money-getting in the city. Perhaps if you had come back now and again, just at odd times, it wouldn’t have been so.

There — you hear it? — the long whistle of the locomotive, one, two, three! You feel the sharp slackening of the train as it swings round the curve of the last embankment that brings it to the Mariposa station. See, too, as we round the curve, the row of the flashing lights, the bright windows of the depôt.

How vivid and plain it all is. Just as it used to be thirty years ago. There is the string of the hotel ‘buses, drawn up all ready for the train, and as the train rounds in and stops hissing and panting at the platform, you can hear above all other sounds the cry of the brakesmen and the porters:


MARIPOSA! MARIPOSA!
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AND AS WE listen, the cry grows fainter and fainter in our ears and we are sitting here again in the leather chairs of the Mausoleum Club, talking of the little Town in the Sunshine that once we knew.

 — Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town.


THE LITTLE GIRL IN GREEN
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“COME,” SAID MR. Newberry; “there are Mrs. Newberry and the girls on the verandah. Let’s go and join them.” A few minutes later Mr. Spillikins was talking with Mrs. Newberry and Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown, and telling Mrs. Newberry what a beautiful house she had. Beside them stood Philippa Furlong, and she had her arm around Dulphemia’s waist; and the picture that they thus made, with their heads close together, Dulphemia’s hair being golden and Philippa’s chestnut-brown, was such that Mr. Spillikins had no eyes for Mrs. Newberry nor for Castel Casteggio, nor for anything. So much so that he practically didn’t see at all the little girl in green who stood unobtrusively on the further side of Mrs. Newberry. Indeed, though somebody had murmured her name in introduction, he couldn’t have repeated it if asked two minutes afterwards. His eyes and his mind were elsewhere.

But hers were not.

For the Little Girl in Green looked at Mr. Spillikins with wide eyes, and when she looked at him she saw all at once such wonderful things about him as nobody had ever seen before.

For she could see from the poise of his head how awfully clever he was; and from the way he stood with his hands in his side pockets she could see how manly and brave he must be; and of course there was firmness and strength written all over him. In short, she saw as she looked such a Peter Spillikins as truly never existed, or could exist — or at least such a Peter Spillikins as no one else in the world had ever suspected before.

All in a moment she was ever so glad that she accepted Mrs. Newberry’s invitation to Castel Casteggio and hadn’t been afraid to come. For the Little Girl in Green, whose Christian name was Norah, was only what is called a poor relation of Mrs. Newberry, and her father was a person of no account whatever, who didn’t belong to the Mausoleum Club or to any other club, and who lived, with Norah, on a street that nobody who was anybody lived upon. Norah had been asked up a few days before out of the city to give her air — which is the only thing that can be safely and freely given to poor relations. Thus she had arrived at Castel Casteggio with one diminutive trunk, so small and shabby that even the servants who carried it upstairs were ashamed of it. In it were a pair of brand new tennis shoes (at ninety cents reduced to seventy-five), and a white dress of the kind that is called “almost evening,” and such few other things as poor relations might bring with fear and trembling, to join in the simple rusticity of the rich.

Thus stood Norah, looking at Mr. Spillikins.

As for him, such is the contrariety of human things, he had no eyes for her at all.

“What a perfectly charming house this is,” Mr. Spillikins was saying. He always said this on such occasions, but it seemed to the Little Girl in Green that he spoke with wonderful social ease.

“I am so glad you think so,” said Mrs. Newberry (this was what she always answered).

 

The whole thing from the point of view of Mr. Spillikins or Dulphemia or Philippa represented rusticity itself.

To the Little Girl in Green it seemed as brilliant as the Court of Versailles, especially evening dinner — a plain home meal, as the others thought it — when she had four glasses to drink out of and used to wonder over such problems as whether you were supposed, when Franklin poured out wine, to tell him to stop or to wait till he stopped without being told to stop, and other similar mysteries, such as people before and after have meditated upon.

During all this time Mr. Spillikins was nerving himself to propose to Dulphemia Rasselyer-Brown. In fact, he spent part of his time walking up and down under the trees with Philippa Furlong and discussing with her the proposal that he meant to make, together with such topics as marriage in general and his own unworthiness.

He might have waited indefinitely had he not learned, on the third day of his visit, that Dulphemia was to go away in the morning to join her father at Nagahakett.

That evening he found the necessary nerve to speak, and the proposal in almost every aspect of it was most successful.

“By Jove!” Spillikins said to Philippa Furlong next morning, in explaining what had happened, “she was awfully nice about it. I think she must have guessed, in a way, don’t you, what I was going to say? But at any rate she was awfully nice — let me say everything I wanted, and when I explained what a fool I was, she said she didn’t think I was half such a fool as people thought me. But it’s all right. It turns out that she isn’t thinking of getting married. I asked her if I might always go on thinking of her, and she said I might.”

And that morning, when Dulphemia was carried off in the motor to the station, Mr. Spillikins, without exactly being aware how he had done it, had somehow transferred himself to Philippa.

“Isn’t she a splendid girl?” he said at least ten times a day to Norah, the Little Girl in Green. And Norah always agreed, because she really thought Philippa a perfectly wonderful creature.

There is no doubt that, but for a slight shift of circumstances, Mr. Spillikins would have proposed to Miss Furlong. Indeed, he spent a good part of his time rehearsing little speeches that began, “Of course I know I’m an awful ass in a way,” or, “Of course I know that I’m not at all the sort of fellow,” and so on.

But not one of them ever was delivered.

For it so happened that on the Thursday, one week after Mr. Spillikin’s arrival, Philippa went again to the station in the motor. And when she came back there was another passenger with her, a tall young man in tweed, and they both began calling out to the Newberrys from a distance of at least a hundred yards.

And both the Newberrys suddenly exclaimed “Why, it’s Tom!” and rushed off to meet the motor. And there was such a laughing and jubilation as the two descended and carried Tom’s valises to the verandah, that Mr. Spillikins felt as suddenly and completely out of it as the Little Girl in Green herself — especially as his ear had caught, among the first things said, the words, “Congratulate us, Mrs. Newberry, we’re engaged.”

After which Mr. Spillikins had the pleasure of sitting and listening while it was explained, in wicker chairs on the verandah, that Philippa and Tom had been engaged already for ever so long — in fact, nearly two weeks — only they had agreed not to say a word to anybody till Tom had gone to North Carolina and back to see his people.

 

So the next day Tom and Philippa vanished together.

“We shall be quite a small party now,” said Mrs. Newberry; “in fact, quite by ourselves till Mrs. Everleigh comes, and she won’t be here for a fortnight.”

At which the heart of the Little Girl in Green was glad, because she had been afraid that other girls might be coming, whereas she knew that Mrs. Everleigh was a widow with four sons and must be ever so old — past forty.

The next few days were spent by Mr. Spillikins almost entirely in the society of Norah. He thought them on the whole rather pleasant days, but slow. To her they were an uninterrupted dream of happiness never to be forgotten.

The Newberrys left them to themselves; not with any intent; it was merely that they were perpetually busy walking about the grounds of Castel Casteggio, blowing up things with dynamite, throwing steel bridges over gullies, and hoisting heavy timber with derricks.

 

They left Peter and Norah to themselves all day. Even after dinner, in the evening, Mr. Newberry was very apt to call to his wife in the dusk from some distant corner of the lawn.

“Margaret, come over here and tell me if you don’t think we might cut down this elm, tear the stump out by the roots, and throw it into the ravine.”

And the answer was, “One minute, Edward; just wait till I get a wrap.”

Before they came back the dusk had grown to darkness, and they had redynamited half the estate.

During all of which time Mr. Spillikins sat with Norah on the piazza. He talked and she listened. He told her, for instance, all about his terrific experiences in the oil business, and about his exciting career at college; or presently they went indoors, and Norah played the piano, and Mr. Spillikins sat and smoked and listened. In such a house as the Newberry’s, where dynamite and the greater explosives were every-day matters, a little thing like the use of tobacco in the drawing-room didn’t count. As for the music, “Go right ahead,” said Mr. Spillikins; “I’m not musical, but I don’t mind music a bit.”

In the daytime they played tennis. There was a court at one end of the lawn beneath the trees, all chequered with sunlight and mingled shadow; very beautiful, Norah thought, though Mr. Spillikins explained that the spotted light put him off his game. In fact, it was owing entirely to this bad light that Mr. Spillikins’ fast drives, wonderful though they were, somehow never got inside the service court.

Norah, of course, thought Mr. Spillikins a wonderful player. She was glad — in fact it suited them both — when he beat her six to nothing. She didn’t know and didn’t care that there was no one else in the world that Mr. Spillikins could beat like that. Once he even said to her,

“By Gad! you don’t play half a bad game, you know. I think, you know, with practice you’d come on quite a lot.”

After that the games were understood to be more or less in the form of lessons, which put Mr. Spillikins on a pedestal of superiority, and allowed any bad strokes on his part to be viewed as a form of indulgence.

Also, as the tennis was viewed in this light, it was Norah’s part to pick up the balls at the net and throw them back to Mr. Spillikins. He let her do this, not from rudeness, for it wasn’t in him, but because in such a primeval place as Castel Casteggio the natural primitive relation of the sexes is bound to reassert itself.

But of love Mr. Spillikins never thought. He had viewed it so eagerly and so often from a distance that when it stood here modestly at his very elbow he did not recognize its presence. His mind had been fashioned, as it were, to connect love with something stunning and sensational, with Easter hats and harem skirts and the luxurious consciousness of the unattainable.

Even at that, there is no knowing what might have happened. Tennis, in the chequered light of sun and shadow cast by summer leaves, is a dangerous game. There came a day when they were standing one each side of the net, and Mr. Spillikins was explaining to Norah the proper way to hold a racquet so as to be able to give those magnificent backhand sweeps of his, by which he generally drove the ball half-way to the lake; and explaining this involved putting his hand right over Norah’s on the handle of the racquet, so that for just half a second her hand was clasped tight in his; and if that half-second had been lengthened out into a whole second it is quite possible that what was already subconscious in his mind would have broken its way triumphantly to the surface, and Norah’s hand would have stayed in his, how willingly! — for the rest of their two lives.

But just at that moment Mr. Spillikins looked up, and he said in quite an altered tone,

“By Jove! who’s that awfully good-looking woman getting out of the motor?”

And their hands unclasped. Norah looked over towards the house and said,

“Why, it’s Mrs. Everleigh. I thought she wasn’t coming for another week.”

“I say,” said Mr. Spillikins, straining his short sight to the uttermost, “what perfectly wonderful golden hair, eh?”

“Why, it’s—” Norah began, and then she stopped. It didn’t seem right to explain that Mrs. Everleigh’s hair was dyed.

 

 

“I didn’t know she was coming so soon,” she said, and there was weariness already in her heart. Certainly she didn’t know it; still less did she know, or anyone else, that the reason of Mrs. Everleigh’s coming was because Mr. Spillikins was there. She came with a set purpose.

“Oughtn’t we to go to the house?” she added.

“All right,” said Mr. Spillikins with great alacrity, “let’s go.”

 

There is no need to pursue in detail the stages of Mr. Spillikins’ wooing. Its course was swift and happy. Mr. Spillikins, having seen the back of Mrs. Everleigh’s head, had decided instanter that she was the most beautiful woman in the world; and that impression is not easily corrected in the half-light of a shaded drawing room; nor across a dinner-table lighted only with candles with deep red shades; nor even in the daytime through a veil. In any case, it is only fair to state that if Mrs. Everleigh was not and is not a singularly beautiful woman, Mr. Spillikins still doesn’t know it.

 

 

So the course of Mr. Spillikins’ love, for love it must have been, ran swiftly to its goal. Each stage of it was duly marked by his comments to Norah.

“She is a splendid woman,” he said; “so sympathetic. She always seems to know just what one is going to say.”

So she did, for she was making him say it.

“By Jove!” he said, a day later, “Mrs. Everleigh’s an awfully fine woman, isn’t she? I was telling her about my having been in the oil business for a little while, and she thinks that I’d really be awfully good in money things. She said she wished she had me to manage her money for her.”

This also was quite true, except that Mrs. Everleigh had not made it quite clear that the management of her money was of the form generally known as deficit financing. In fact, her money was, very crudely stated, non-existent, and it needed a lot of management.

 

And very soon after that Mr. Spillikins was saying, with quite a quaver in his voice,

“By Jove! yes, I’m awfully lucky; I never thought for a moment that she’d have me, you know — a woman like her, with so much attention and everything. I can’t imagine what she sees in me.”

Which was just as well.

And then Mr. Spillikins checked himself, for he noticed — this was on the verandah in the morning — that Norah had a hat and a jacket on and that the motor was rolling towards the door.

“I say,” he said, “are you going away?”

“Yes, didn’t you know?” Norah said, “I thought you heard them speaking of it at dinner last night. I have to go home; father’s alone, you know.”

“Oh, I’m awfully sorry,” said Mr. Spillikins; “we shan’t have any more tennis.”

“Good-bye,” said Norah, and as she said it and put out her hand there were tears brimming up into her eyes. But Mr. Spillikins, being short of sight, didn’t see them.

“Good-bye,” he said.

Then, as the motor carried her away, he stood for a moment in a sort of reverie. Perhaps certain things that might have been rose unformed and inarticulate before his mind.

 

And so in the fulness of time — nor was it so very full either, in fact, only about five weeks — Peter Spillikins and Mrs. Everleigh were married in St. Asaph’s Church on Plutoria Ave. And the wedding was one of the most beautiful and sumptuous of the weddings of the September season. There were flowers, and bridesmaids in long veils, and tall ushers in frock coats, and awnings at the church door, and strings of motors with wedding favors, and imported chauffeurs, and all that goes to invest marriage on Plutoria Avenue with its peculiar sacredness. The face of the young rector, Mr. Fareforth Furlong, wore the added saintliness that springs from a five-hundred dollar fee. The whole town was there, or at least everybody that was anybody; and if there was one person absent, one who sat by herself in a darkened drawing room of a dull little house on a shabby street, who knew or cared?

 — Arcadian Adventures with the Idle Rich.


A HERO IN HOMESPUN
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OR THE LIFE STRUGGLE OF HEZEKIAH HAYLOFT

[image: img219.jpg]

“CAN YOU GIVE me a job?”

The foreman of the brick-layers looked down from the scaffold to the speaker below. Something in the lad’s upturned face appealed to the man. He threw a brick at him.

It was Hezekiah Hayloft. He was all in homespun. He carried a carpet-bag in each hand. He had come to New York, the cruel city, looking for work.

Hezekiah moved on. Presently he stopped in front of a policeman.

“Sir,” he said, “can you tell me the way to—”

The policeman struck him savagely across the side of the head.

“I’ll learn you,” he said, “to ask damn fool questions—”

Again Hezekiah moved on. In a few moments he met a man whose tall black hat, black waistcoat and white tie proclaimed him a clergyman.

“Good sir,” said Hezekiah, “can you tell me—”

The clergyman pounced upon him with a growl of a hyena, and bit a piece out of his ear. Yes, he did, reader. Just imagine a clergyman biting a boy in open daylight! Yet that happens in New York every minute.

Such is the great, cruel city — and imagine looking for work in it. You and I who spend our time in trying to avoid work can hardly realize what it must mean. Think how it must feel to be alone in New York, without a friend or a relation at hand, with no one to know or care what you do. It must be great!

For a few moments Hezekiah stood irresolute. He looked about him. He looked up at the top of the Metropolitan Tower. He saw no work there. He looked across at the sky-scrapers on Madison Square, but his eye detected no work in any of them. He stood on his head and looked up at the Flat-iron building. Still no work in sight.

All that day and the next Hezekiah looked for work.

A Wall Street firm had advertised for a stenographer.

“Can you write shorthand?” they said.

“No,” said the boy in homespun, “but I can try.”

They threw him down the elevator.

Hezekiah was not discouraged. That day he applied for fourteen jobs.

The Waldorf-Astoria was in need of a chef. Hezekiah applied for the place.

“Can you cook?” they said.

“No,” said Hezekiah, “but oh, sir, give me a trial, give me an egg and let me try — I will try so hard.” Great tears rolled down the boy’s face.

They rolled him out into the corridor.

Next he applied for a job as a telegrapher. His mere ignorance of telegraphy was made the ground of refusal.

At nightfall Hezekiah Hayloft grew hungry. He entered again the portico of the Waldorf-Astoria. Within it stood a tall man in uniform.

“Boss,” said the boy hero, “will you trust me for the price of a square meal?”

They set the dog on him.

Such, reader, is the hardness and bitterness of the Great City.

For fourteen weeks Hezekiah Hayloft looked for work. Once or twice he obtained temporary employment, only to lose it again.

For a few days he was made accountant in a trust company. He was discharged because he would not tell a lie. For about a week he held a position as cashier in a bank. They discharged the lad because he refused to forge a cheque. For three days he held a conductorship on a Broadway surface car. He was dismissed from this business for refusing to steal a nickel.

Such, reader, is the horrid degradation of business life in New York.

Meantime the days passed and still Hayloft found no work. His stock of money was exhausted. He had not had any money anyway. For food he ate grass in Central Park and drank the water from the Cruelty to Animals horse-trough.

Gradually a change came over the lad; his face grew hard and stern; the great city was setting its mark upon him.

One night Hezekiah stood upon the sidewalk. It was late — long after ten o’clock. Only a few chance pedestrians passed.

“By Heaven!” said Hezekiah, shaking his fist at the lights of the cruel city, “I have exhausted fair means, I will try foul. I will beg. No Hayloft has been a beggar yet,” he added, with a bitter laugh, “but I will begin.”

A well-dressed man passed along.

Hezekiah seized him by the throat.

“What do you want?” cried the man in sudden terror. “Don’t ask me for work. I tell you I have no work to give.”

“I don’t want work,” said Hezekiah grimly. “I am a beggar.”

“Oh! is that all,” said the man, relieved. “Here, take this ten dollars and go and buy a drink with it.”

Money! money! and with it a new sense of power that rushed like an intoxicant to Hezekiah’s brain.

“Drink,” he muttered hoarsely, “yes, drink.”

The lights of a soda-water fountain struck his eye.

“Give me an egg phosphate,” he said, as he dashed his money on the counter. He drank phosphate after phosphate till his brain reeled. Mad with the liquor, he staggered to and fro in the shop, weighed himself recklessly on the slot machine three or four times, tore out chewing gum and matches from the automatic nickel boxes, and finally staggered on to the street, reeling from the effects of thirteen phosphates and a sarsaparilla soda.

“Crime,” he hissed. “Crime, crime, that’s what I want.”

He noticed that the passers-by made way for him now with respect. On the corner of the street a policeman was standing.

Hezekiah picked up a cobblestone, threw it, and struck the man full on the ear.

The policeman smiled at him roguishly, and then gently wagged his finger in reproof. It was the same policeman who had struck him fourteen weeks before for asking the way.

Hezekiah moved on, still full of his new idea of crime. Down the street was a novelty shop, the window decked with New Year’s gifts.

“Sell me a revolver,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said the salesman. “Would you like something for evening wear, or a plain kind for home use. Here’s a very good family revolver, or would you like a roof-garden size?”

Hezekiah selected a revolver and went out.

“Now then,” he muttered, “I will burglarize a house and get money.”

Walking across to Fifth Avenue he selected one of the finest residences and rang the bell.

A man in livery appeared in the brightly-lighted hall.

“Where is your master?” Hezekiah asked, showing his revolver.

“He is upstairs, sir, counting his money,” the man answered, “but he dislikes being disturbed.”

“Show me to him,” said Hezekiah, “I wish to shoot him and take his money.”

“Very good sir,” said the man, deferentially. “You will find him on the first floor.”

Hezekiah turned and shot the footman twice through the livery and went upstairs. In an upper room was a man sitting at a desk under a reading lamp. In front of him was a pile of gold. He was an old man, with a foolish, benevolent face.

“What are you doing?” said Hezekiah.

“I am counting my money,” said the man.

“What are you?” asked Hezekiah sternly.

“I am a philanthropist,” said the man. “I give my money to deserving objects. I establish medals for heroes. I give prizes for ship captains who jump into the sea, and for firemen who throw people from the windows of upper stories at the risk of their own; I send American missionaries to China, Chinese missionaries to India, and Indian missionaries to Chicago. I set aside money to keep college professors from starving to death when they deserve it.”

“Stop!” said Hezekiah, “you deserve to die. Stand up. Open your mouth and shut your eyes.”

The old man stood up.

There was a loud report. The philanthropist fell. He was shot through the waistcoat and his suspenders were cut to ribbons.

Hezekiah, his eyes glittering with the mania of crime, crammed his pockets with gold pieces.

There was a roar and a hubbub in the street below.

“The police!” Hezekiah muttered. “I must set fire to the house and escape in the confusion.”

He struck a safety match and held it to the leg of the table.

It was a fireproof table and refused to burn. He held it to the door. The door was fireproof. He applied it to the bookcase. He ran the match along the books. They were all fireproof. Everything was fireproof.

Frenzied with rage, he tore off his celluloid collar and set fire to it. He waved it above his head. Great tongues of flame swept from the windows.

“Fire! Fire!” was the cry.

Hezekiah rushed to the door and threw the blazing collar down the elevator shaft. In a moment the iron elevator, with its steel ropes, burst into a mass of flame; then the brass fittings of the doors took fire, and in a moment the cement floor of the elevator was one roaring mass of flame. Great columns of smoke burst from the building.

“Fire! Fire!” shouted the crowd.

Reader, have you ever seen a fire in a great city? The sight is a wondrous one. One realizes that, vast and horrible as the city is, it nevertheless shows its human organization in its most perfect form.

Scarcely had the fire broken out before resolute efforts were made to stay its progress. Long lines of men passed buckets of water from hand to hand.

The water was dashed on the fronts of the neighboring houses, thrown all over the street, splashed against the telegraph poles, and poured in torrents over the excited crowd. Every place in the neighbourhood of the fire was literally soaked. The men worked with a will. A derrick rapidly erected in the street reared itself to the height of sixteen or seventeen feet. A daring man mounted on the top of it, hauled bucket after bucket of water on the pulley. Balancing himself with the cool daring of the trained fireman, he threw the water in all directions over the crowd.

The fire raged for an hour. Hezekiah, standing at an empty window amid the flames, rapidly filled his revolver and emptied it into the crowd.

From one hundred revolvers in the street a fusillade was kept up in return.

This lasted for an hour. Several persons were almost hit by the rain of bullets, which would have proved fatal had they struck any one.

Meantime, as the flames died down, a squad of policemen rushed into the doomed building.

Hezekiah threw aside his revolver and received them with folded arms.

“Hayloft,” said the chief of police, “I arrest you for murder, burglary, arson, and conspiracy. You put up a splendid fight, old man, and I am only sorry that it is our painful duty to arrest you.”

As Hayloft appeared below a great cheer went up from the crowd. True courage always appeals to the heart of the people.

Hayloft was put in a motor and whirled rapidly to the police station.

On the way the chief handed him a flask and a cigar.

They chatted over the events of the evening.

Hayloft realized that a new life had opened for him. He was no longer a despised outcast. He had entered the American criminal class.

At the police station the chief showed Hezekiah to his room.

“I hope you will like this room,” he said, a little anxiously. “It is the best that I can give you to-night. To-morrow I can give you a room with a bath, but at such short notice I am sure you will not mind putting up with this.”

He said good-night and shut the door. In a moment he reappeared.

“About breakfast?” he said. “Would you rather have it in your room, or will you join us at our table d’hote! The force are most anxious to meet you.”

Next morning, before Hezekiah was up, the chief brought to his room a new outfit of clothes — a silk hat, frock-coat, shepherd’s-plaid trousers and varnished boots with spats.

“You won’t mind accepting these things, Mr. Hayloft. Our force would like very much to enable you to make a suitable appearance in the court.”

Carefully dressed and shaved, Hezekiah descended. He was introduced to the leading officials of the force, and spent a pleasant hour of chat over a cigar, discussing the incidents of the night before.

In the course of the morning a number of persons called to meet and congratulate Hezekiah.

“I want to tell you, Sir,” said the editor of a great American daily, “that your work of last night will be known and commented on all over the States. Your shooting of the footman was a splendid piece of nerve, sir, and will do much in defence of the unwritten law.”

“Mr. Hayloft,” said another caller, “I am sorry not to have met you sooner. Our friends here tell me that you have been in New York for some months. I regret, sir, that we did not know you. This is the name of my firm, Mr. Hayloft. We are leading lawyers here, and we want the honor of defending you. We may? Thank you, sir. And now, as we have still an hour or two before the court, I want to run you up to my house in my motor. My wife is very anxious to have a little luncheon for you.”

The court met that afternoon. There was a cheer as Hezekiah entered.

“Mr. Hayloft,” said the judge, “I am adjourning this court for a few days. From what I hear the nerve strain that you have undergone must have been most severe. Your friends tell me that you can hardly be in a state to take a proper interest in the case till you have had a thorough rest.”

As Hayloft left the court a cheer went up from the crowd, in which the judge joined.

The next few days were busy days for Hezekiah, filled with receptions, civic committees, and the preparation of the brief in which Hezekiah’s native intelligence excited the admiration of the lawyers.

Newspaper men sought for interviews. Business promoters called upon Hezekiah. His name was put down as a director of several leading companies, and it was rumored that in the event of his acquittal he would undertake a merger of all the great burglar protection corporations of the United States.

The trial opened a week later, and lasted two months. Hezekiah was indicted on five charges — arson, for having burned the steel cage of the elevator; misdemeanour, for shooting the footman; the theft of the money, petty larceny; the killing of the philanthropist, infanticide; and the shooting at the police without hitting them, aggravated felony.

The proceedings were very complicated — expert evidence was taken from all over the United States. An analytical examination was made of the brain of the philanthropist. Nothing was found.

The entire jury were dismissed three times on the grounds of prejudice, twice on the ground of ignorance, and finally disbanded on the ground of insanity.

The proceedings dragged on.

Meantime Hezekiah’s business interests accumulated.

At length, at Hezekiah’s own suggestion, it was necessary to abandon the case.

“Gentlemen,” he said, in his final speech to the court, “I feel that I owe an apology for not being able to attend these proceedings any further. At any time, when I can snatch an hour or two from my business, you may always count on my attendance. In the meantime, rest assured that I shall follow your proceedings with the greatest interest.”

He left the room amid three cheers and the singing of “Auld Lang Syne.”

After that the case dragged hopelessly on from stage to stage.

The charge of arson was met by a nolle prosequi. The accusation of theft was stopped by a ne plus ultra. The killing of the footman was pronounced justifiable insanity.

The accusation of murder for the death of the philanthropist was withdrawn by common consent. Damages in error were awarded to Hayloft for the loss of his revolver and cartridges. The main body of the case was carried on a writ of certiorari to the Federal Courts and appealed to the Supreme Court of the United States.

It is there still.

Meantime, Hezekiah, as managing director of the Burglars’ Security Corporation, remains one of the rising generation of financiers in New York, with every prospect of election to the State Senate.

 — Nonsense Novels.


THE SPIRITUAL OUTLOOK OF MR. DOOMER
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ONE GENERALLY SAW old Mr. Doomer looking gloomily out of the windows of the library of the club. If not there, he was to be found staring sadly into the embers of a dying fire in a deserted sitting-room.

His gloom always appeared out of place, as he was one of the richest of the members.

But the cause of it — as I came to know — was that he was perpetually concerned with thinking about the next world. In fact, he spent his whole time brooding over it.

I discovered this accidentally by happening to speak to him of the recent death of Podge, one of our fellow members.

“Very sad,” I said, “Podge’s death.”

“Ah,” returned Mr. Doomer, “very shocking. He was quite unprepared to die.”

“Do you think so?” I said. “I’m awfully sorry to hear it.”

“Quite unprepared,” he answered. “I had reason to know it as one of his executors. Everything in confusion — nothing signed, no proper power of attorney, codicils drawn up in blank and never witnessed; in short, sir, no sense apparently of the nearness of his death and of his duty to be prepared.”

“I suppose,” I said, “poor Podge didn’t realize that he was going to die.”

“Ah, that’s just it,” resumed Mr. Doomer, with something like sternness, “a man ought to realize it. Every man ought to feel that at any moment — one can’t tell when — day or night, he may be called upon to meet his” — Mr. Doomer paused here as if seeking a phrase— “his financial obligations, face to face. At any time, sir, he may be hurried before the Judge — or rather his estate may be — of the Probate Court. It is a solemn thought, sir. And yet when I come here I see about me men laughing, talking, and playing billiards, as if there would never be a day when their estate would pass into the hands of their administrators and an account must be given of every cent.”

“But, after all,” I said, trying to fall in with his mood, “death and dissolution must come to all of us.”

“That’s just it,” he said solemnly. “They’ve dissolved the tobacco people, and they’ve dissolved the oil people, and you can’t tell whose turn it may be next.”

Mr. Doomer was silent a moment and then resumed, speaking in a tone of humility that was almost reverential:

“And yet there is a certain preparedness for death, a certain fitness to die that we ought all to aim at. Any man can at least think solemnly of the Inheritance Tax, and reflect whether by a contract inter vivos drawn in blank he may not obtain redemption; any man, if he thinks death is near, may at least divest himself of his purely speculative securities and trust himself entirely to those gold-bearing bonds of the great industrial corporations whose value will not readily diminish or pass away.” Mr. Doomer was speaking with something like religious rapture.

“And yet what does one see?” he continued. “Men affected with fatal illness and men stricken in years occupied still with idle talk and amusements instead of reading the financial newspapers, and at the last carried away with scarcely time, perhaps, to send for their brokers when it is already too late.”

“It is very sad,” I said.

“Very,” he repeated, “and saddest of all, perhaps, is the sense of the irrevocability of death and the changes that must come after it.”

We were silent a moment.

“You think of these things a great deal, Mr. Doomer?” I said.

“I do,” he answered. “It may be that it is something in my temperament. I suppose one would call it a sort of spiritual-mindedness. But I think of it all constantly. Often as I stand here beside the window and see these cars go by” — he indicated a passing street car— “I cannot but realize that the time will come when I am no longer a managing director, and wonder whether they will keep on trying to hold the dividends down by improving the rolling stock or will declare profits to inflate the securities. These mysteries beyond the grave fascinate me, sir. Death is a mysterious thing. Who, for example, will take my seat on the Exchange? What will happen to my majority control of the power company? I shudder to think of the changes that may happen after death in the assessment of my real estate.”

“Yes,” I said, “it is all beyond our control, isn’t it?”

“Quite,” answered Mr. Doomer. “Especially of late years one feels that, all said and done, we are in the hands of a Higher Power, and that the State Legislature is after all supreme. It gives one a sense of smallness. It makes one feel that, in these days of drastic legislation, with all one’s efforts the individual is lost and absorbed in the controlling power of the State Legislature. Consider the words that are used in the text of the Income Tax Case, Folio Two, or the text of the Trans-Missouri Freight Decision, and think of the revelation they contain.”

I left Mr. Doomer still standing beside the window, musing on the vanity of life and on things, such as the future control of freight rates, that lay beyond the grave.

I noticed as I left him how broken and aged he had come to look. It seemed as if the chafings of the spirit were wearing the body that harboured it.

 

 

It was about a month later that I learned of Mr. Doomer’s death. Dr. Slyder told me of it in the club one afternoon, over two cocktails in the sitting room.

“A beautiful bedside,” he said, “one of the most edifying that I have ever attended. I knew that Doomer was failing, and of course the time came when I had to tell him.

“‘Mr. Doomer,’ I said, ‘All that I, all that any medical skill can do for you, is done; you are going to die. I have to warn you that it is time for other ministrations than mine.’ ‘Very good,’ he said, faintly but firmly, ‘send for my broker.’

“They sent out and fetched Jarvis — you know him I think; most sympathetic man and yet most business-like; he does all the firm’s business with the dying — and we two sat beside Doomer, holding him up while he signed stock transfers and blank certificates.

“Once he paused and turned his eyes on Jarvis. ‘Read me from the text of the State Inheritance Tax Statute,’ he said. Jarvis took the book and read aloud very quietly and simply the part at the beginning, ‘Whenever and wheresoever it shall appear,’ down to the words, ‘shall be no longer a subject of judgment or appeal, but shall remain in perpetual possession.’

“Doomer listened with his eyes closed. The reading seemed to bring him great comfort. When Jarvis ended he said with a sigh, ‘That covers it. I’ll put my faith in that.’ After that he was silent a moment and then said, ‘I wish I had already crossed the river. Oh, to have already crossed the river and be safe on the other side.’ We knew what he meant. He had always planned to move over to New Jersey. The Inheritance Tax is so much more liberal.

“Presently it was all done. ‘There,’ I said; ‘it is finished now.’ ‘No,’ he answered, ‘there is still one thing. Doctor, you’ve been very good to me. I should like to pay your account now without it being a charge on the estate. I will pay it as’ — he paused for a moment and a fit of coughing seized him, but by an effort of will he found the power to say— ‘cash.’

“I took the account from my pocket (I had it with me, fearing the worst) and we laid his cheque-book before him on the bed. Jarvis, thinking him too faint to write, tried to guide his hand as he filled in the sum. But he shook his head. ‘The room is getting dim,’ he said, ‘I can see nothing but the figures.’ ‘Never mind,’ said Jarvis, much moved, ‘that’s enough.’ ‘Is it four hundred and thirty?’ he asked faintly. ‘Yes,’ I said, and I could feel the tears rising in my eyes, ‘and fifty cents.’

“After signing the cheque his mind wandered for a moment and he fell to talking, with his eyes closed, of the new federal banking law, and of the prospect of the reserve associations being able to maintain an adequate gold supply.

“Just at the last he rallied. ‘I want,’ he said, in quite a firm voice, ‘to do something for both of you before I die.’ ‘Yes, yes,’ we said. ‘You are both interested, are you not?’ he murmured, ‘in City Traction?’ ‘Yes, yes,’ we said. We knew, of course, that he was the managing director.

“He looked at us faintly and tried to speak. ‘Give him a cordial,’ said Jarvis. But he found his voice. ‘The value of that stock,’ he said, ’is going to take a sudden—’ His voice grew faint. ‘Yes, yes,’ I whispered, bending over him (there were tears in both our eyes), ‘tell me is it going up, or going down?’ ‘It is going,’ he murmured — then his eyes closed— ‘it is going—’ ‘Yes, yes,’ I said; ‘which?’ ‘It is going,’ he repeated feebly, and then, quite suddenly, he fell back on the pillows and his soul passed. And we never knew which way it was going. It was very sad. Later on, of course, after he was dead, we knew, as everybody knew, that it went down.”

 — Moonbeams from the Larger Lunacy.


THE SORROWS OF A SUMMER GUEST
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LET ME ADMIT, as I start to write, that the whole thing is my own fault. I should never have come. I knew better. I have known better for years. I have known that it is sheer madness to go and pay visits in other people’s houses.

Yet in a moment of insanity I have let myself in for it and here I am. There is no hope, no outlet now till the first of September, when my visit is to terminate. Either that or death. I do not greatly care which.

I write this, where no human eye can see me, down by the pond — they call it the lake — at the foot of Beverly-Jones’ estate. It is six o’clock in the morning. No one is up. For a brief hour or so there is peace. But presently Miss Larkspur — the jolly English girl who arrived last week — will throw open her casement window and call across the lawn, “Hullo! everybody! What a ripping morning!” And young Poppleton will call back in a Swiss yodel from somewhere in the shrubbery, and Beverly-Jones will appear on the piazza with big towels round his neck and shout, “Who’s coming for an early dip?” And so the day’s fun and jollity — heaven help me — will begin again.

Presently they will all come trooping in to breakfast, in colored blazers and fancy blouses, laughing and grabbing at the food with mimic rudeness and bursts of hilarity. And to think that I might have been breakfasting at my club with the morning paper propped against the coffee-pot, in a silent room in the quiet of the city.

I repeat that it is my own fault that I am here.

For many years it had been a principle of my life to visit nobody. I had long since learned that visiting only brings misery. If I got a card or telegram that said, “Won’t you run up to the Adirondacks and spend the weekend with us?” I sent back word: “No, not unless the Adirondacks can run faster than I can,” or words to that effect. If the owner of a country house wrote to me: “Our man will meet you with a trap any afternoon that you care to name,” I answered, in spirit at least: “No, he won’t, not unless he has a bear-trap or one of those traps in which they catch wild antelopes.” If any fashionable lady friend wrote to me in the peculiar jargon that they use: “Can you give us from July the twelfth at half-after-three till the fourteenth at four?” I replied: “Madam, take the whole month, take a year, but leave me in peace.”

Such at least was the spirit of my answers to invitations. In practice I used to find it sufficient to send a telegram that read: “Crushed with work; impossible to get away,” and then stroll back into the reading room of the club and fall asleep again.

But my coming here was my own fault. It resulted from one of those unhappy moments of expansiveness such as occur, I imagine, to everybody — moments when one appears to be something quite different from what one really is — when one feels oneself a thorough good fellow, sociable, merry, appreciative, and finds the people around one the same. Such moods are known to all of us. Some people say that it is the super-self asserting itself.... That at any rate was the kind of mood that I was in when I met Beverly-Jones and when he asked me here.

It was in the afternoon, at the club. As I recall it, we were drinking cocktails and I was thinking what a bright, genial fellow Beverly-Jones was, and how completely I had mistaken him. For myself — I admit it — I am a brighter, better man after drinking two cocktails than at any other time — quicker, kindlier, more genial — and higher, morally. I had been telling stories in that inimitable way that one has after two cocktails. In reality, I only know four stories, and a fifth that I don’t quite remember, but in moments of expansiveness they feel like a fund or flow.

It was under such circumstances that I sat with Beverly-Jones. And it was in shaking hands at leaving that he said: “I do wish, old chap, that you could run up to our summer place and give us the whole of August!” and I answered, as I shook him warmly by the hand: “My dear fellow, I’d simply love to!” “By gad, then, it’s a go!” he said. “You must come up for August, and wake us all up!”

Wake them up! Ye gods! Me wake them up!

One hour later I was repenting of my folly, and wishing, when I thought of the two cocktails, that the prohibition wave could be hurried up so as to leave us all high and dry — bone dry, silent and unsociable.

Then I clung to the hope that Beverly-Jones would forget. But no. In due time his wife wrote to me. They were looking forward so much, she said, to my visit; they felt — she repeated her husband’s ominous phrase — that I should wake them all up!

What sort of alarm clock did they take me for, anyway!

Ah, well! They know better now. It was only yesterday afternoon that Beverly-Jones found me standing here in the gloom of some cedar-trees beside the edge of the pond and took me back so quietly to the house that I realized he thought I meant to drown myself. So I did.

I could have stood it better — my coming here I mean — if they hadn’t come down to the station in a body to meet me in one of those long vehicles with seats down the sides; silly-looking men in colored blazers and girls with no hats, all making a hullabaloo of welcome. “We are quite a small party,” Mrs. Beverly-Jones had written. Small! Great heavens, what would they call a large one? And even those at the station turned out to be only half of them. There were just as many more all lined up on the piazza of the house as we drove up, all waving a fool welcome with tennis rackets and golf clubs.

Small party, indeed! Why, after six days there are still some of the idiots whose names I haven’t got straight! That fool with the fluffy moustache, which is he? And that jackass that made the salad at the picnic yesterday — is he the brother of the woman with the guitar, or who?

But what I mean is, there is something in that sort of noisy welcome that puts me to the bad at the start. It always does. A group of strangers all laughing together, and with a set of catchwords and jokes all their own, always throws me into a fit of sadness, deeper than words. I had thought, when Mrs. Beverly-Jones said a small party, she really meant small. I had had a mental picture of a few sad people, greeting me very quietly and gently, and of myself, quiet, too, but cheerful — somehow lifting them up, with no great effort, by my mere presence.

Somehow from the very first I could feel that Beverly-Jones was disappointed in me. He said nothing. But I knew it. On that first afternoon, between my arrival and dinner he took me about his place, to show it to me. I wish that at some proper time I had learned just what it is that you say when a man shows you about his place. I never knew before how deficient I am in it. I am all right to be shown an iron-and-steel plant, or a soda-water factory or anything really wonderful, but being shown a house and grounds and trees, things that I have seen all my life, leaves me absolutely silent.

“These big gates,” said Beverly-Jones, “we only put up this year.”

“Oh,” I said. That was all. Why shouldn’t they put them up this year? I didn’t care if they’d put them up this year or a thousand years ago.

“We had quite a struggle,” he continued, “before we finally decided on sandstone.”

“You did, eh?” I said. There seemed nothing more to say; I didn’t know what sort of a struggle he meant, or who fought who; and personally sandstone or soapstone or any other stone is all the same to me.

“This lawn,” said Beverly-Jones, “we laid down the first year we were here.” I answered nothing. He looked me right in the face as he said it and I looked straight back at him, but I saw no reason to challenge his statement.

“The geraniums along the border,” he went on, “are rather an experiment. They’re Dutch.”

I looked fixedly at the geraniums but never said a word. They were Dutch; all right, why not? They were an experiment. Very good; let them be so. I know nothing in particular to say about a Dutch experiment.

I could feel that Beverly-Jones grew depressed as he showed me round. I was sorry for him, but unable to help. I realized that there were certain sections of my education that had been neglected. How to be shown things and make appropriate comments seems to be an art in itself. I don’t possess it. It is not likely now, as I look at this pond, that I ever shall.

Yet how simple a thing it seems when done by others. I saw the difference at once the very next day, the second day of my visit, when Beverly-Jones took round young Poppleton, the man that I mentioned above who will presently give a Swiss yodel from a clump of laurel bushes to indicate that the day’s fun has begun.

Poppleton I had known before slightly. I used to see him at the club. In club surroundings he always struck me as an ineffable young ass, loud and talkative, and perpetually breaking the silence rules. Yet I have to admit that in his summer flannels and with a straw hat on he can do things that I can’t.

“These big gates,” began Beverly-Jones as he showed Poppleton round the place, with me trailing beside them, “we only put up this year.”

Poppleton, who has a summer place of his own, looked at the gates very critically.

“Now, do you know what I’d have done with those gates, if they were mine?” he said.

“No,” said Beverly-Jones.

“I’d have set them two feet wider apart; they’re too narrow, old chap, too narrow.” Poppleton shook his head sadly at the gates.

“We had quite a struggle,” said Beverly-Jones, “before we finally decided on sandstone.”

I realized that he had one and the same line of talk that he always used. I resented it. No wonder it was easy for him.

“Great mistake,” said Poppleton. “Too soft. Look at this” — here he picked up a big stone and began pounding at the gate post— “see how easily it chips! Smashes right off. Look at that, the whole corner knocks right off; see?”

Beverly-Jones entered no protest. I began to see that there is a sort of understanding, a kind of freemasonry, among men who have summer places. One shows his things; the other runs them down, and smashes them. This makes the whole thing easy at once. Beverly-Jones showed his lawn.

“Your turf is all wrong, old boy,” said Poppleton. “Look! it has no body to it. See, I can kick holes in it with my heel. Look at that, and that! If I had on stronger boots I could kick this lawn all to pieces.”

“These geraniums along the border,” said Beverly-Jones, “are rather an experiment. They’re Dutch.”

“But my dear fellow,” said Poppleton, “you’ve got them set in wrongly. They ought to slope from the sun you know, never to it. Wait a bit” — here he picked up a spade that was lying where a gardener had been working— “I’ll throw a few out. Notice how easily they come up. Ah, that fellow broke! They’re apt to. There, I won’t bother to reset them, but tell your man to slope them over from the sun. That’s the idea.”

Beverly-Jones showed his new boat-house next and Poppleton knocked a hole in the side with a hammer to show that the lumber was too thin.

“If that were my boat-house,” he said, “I’d rip the outside clean off it and use shingle and stucco.”

It was, I noticed, Poppleton’s plan first to imagine Beverly-Jones’ things his own, and then to smash them, and then give them back smashed to Beverly-Jones. This seemed to please them both. Apparently it is a well-understood method of entertaining a guest and being entertained. Beverly-Jones and Poppleton, after an hour or so of it, were delighted with one another.

Yet somehow, when I tried it myself, it failed to work.

“Do you know what I would do with that cedar summer-house if it was mine?” I asked my host the next day.

“No,” he said.

“I’d knock the thing down and burn it,” I answered.

But I think I must have said it too fiercely. Beverly-Jones looked hurt and said nothing.

Not that these people are not doing all they can for me. I know that. I admit it. If I should meet my end here and if — to put the thing straight out — my lifeless body is found floating on the surface of this pond, I should like there to be documentary evidence of that much. They are trying their best. “This is Liberty Hall,” Mrs. Beverly-Jones said to me on the first day of my visit: “We want you to feel that you are to do absolutely as you like!”

Absolutely as I like! How little they know me. I should like to have answered: “Madam, I have now reached a time of life when human society at breakfast is impossible to me; when any conversation prior to eleven a.m. must be considered out of the question; when I prefer to eat my meals in quiet, or with only such mild hilarity as can be got from a comic paper; when I can no longer wear nankeen pants and a coloured blazer without a sense of personal indignity; when I can no longer leap and play in the water like a young fish; when I do not yodel, cannot sing, and, to my regret, dance even worse than I did when young; and when the mood of mirth and hilarity comes to me only as a rare visitant — shall we say at a burlesque performance — and never as a daily part of my existence. Madam, I am unfit to be a summer guest. If this is Liberty Hall indeed, let me, oh, let me go!”

Such is the speech that I would make if it were possible. As it is, I can only rehearse it to myself.

Indeed, the more I analyze it the more impossible it seems, for a man of my temperament at any rate, to be a summer guest. These people, and, I imagine, all other summer people, seem to be trying to live in a perpetual joke. Everything, all day, has to be taken in a mood of uproarious fun.

However, I can speak of it all now in quiet retrospect and without bitterness. It will soon be over now. Indeed, the reason why I have come down at this early hour to this quiet water is that things have reached a crisis. The situation has become extreme and I must end it.

It happened last night. Beverly-Jones took me aside while the others were dancing the fox-trot to the victrola on the piazza.

“We’re planning to have some rather good fun to-morrow night,” he said— “something that will be a good deal more in your line than a lot of it, I’m afraid has been up here. In fact, my wife says that this will be the very thing for you.”

“Oh,” I said.

“We’re going to get all the people from the other houses over, and the girls—” this term Beverly-Jones uses to mean his wife and her friends— “are going to get up a sort of entertainment with charades and things, all impromptu, more or less, of course—”

“Oh,” I said. I saw already what was coming.

“And they want you to act as a sort of master-of-ceremonies, to make up the gags and introduce the different stunts and all that. I was telling the girls about that afternoon at the club, when you were simply killing us all with those funny stories of yours, and they’re all wild over it.”

“Wild?” I repeated.

“Yes, quite wild over it. They say it will be the hit of the summer.”

Beverly-Jones shook hands with great warmth as we parted for the night. I knew that he was thinking that my character was about to be triumphantly vindicated, and that he was glad for my sake.

Last night I did not sleep. I remained awake all night thinking of the “entertainment.” In my whole life I have done nothing in public except once when I presented a walking-stick to the vice-president of our club on the occasion of his taking a trip to Europe. Even for that I used to rehearse to myself far into the night sentences that began: “This walking-stick, gentlemen, means far more than a mere walking-stick.”

And now they expect me to come out as a merry master-of-ceremonies before an assembled crowd of summer guests.

But never mind. It is nearly over now. I have come down to this quiet water in the early morning to throw myself in. They will find me floating here among the lilies. Some few will understand. I can see it written, as it will be, in the newspapers.

“What makes the sad fatality doubly poignant is that the unhappy victim had just entered upon a holiday visit that was to have been prolonged throughout the whole month. Needless to say, he was regarded as the life and soul of the pleasant party of holiday makers that had gathered at the delightful country home of Mr. and Mrs. Beverly-Jones. Indeed, on the very day of the tragedy, he was to have taken a leading part in staging a merry performance of charades and parlor entertainments — a thing for which his genial talents and overflowing high spirits rendered him specially fit.”

When they read that, those who know me best will understand how and why I died. “He had still over three weeks to stay there,” they will say. “He was to act as the stage manager of charades.” They will shake their heads. They will understand.

But what is this? I raise my eyes from the paper and I see Beverly-Jones hurriedly approaching from the house. He is hastily dressed, with flannel trousers and a dressing gown. His face looks grave. Something has happened. Thank God, something has happened. Some accident! Some tragedy! Something to prevent the charades!

 

I write these few lines on a fast train that is carrying me back to New York, a cool, comfortable train, with a deserted club-car where I can sit in a leather arm-chair, with my feet up on another, smoking, silent and at peace.

Villages, farms and summer places are flying by. Let them fly. I, too, am flying — back to the rest and quiet of the city.

“Old man,” Beverly-Jones said, as he laid his hand on mine very kindly — he is a decent fellow, after all, is Jones— “they’re calling you by long-distance from New York.”

“What is it?” I asked, or tried to gasp.

“It’s bad news, old chap; fire in your office last evening. I’m afraid a lot of your private papers were burned. Robinson — that’s your senior clerk, isn’t it? — seems to have been on the spot trying to save things. He’s badly singed about the face and hands. I’m afraid you must go at once.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, “at once.”

“I know. I’ve told the man to get the trap ready right away. You’ve just time to catch the seven-ten. Come along.”

“Right,” I said. I kept my face as well as I could, trying to hide my exultation! The office burnt! Fine! Robinson singed! Glorious! I hurriedly packed my things and whispered to Beverly-Jones farewell messages for the sleeping household. I never felt so jolly and facetious in my life. I could feel that Beverly-Jones was admiring the spirit and pluck with which I took my misfortune. Later on he would tell them all about it.

The trap ready! Hurrah! Good-bye, old man! Hurrah! All right. I’ll telegraph. Right you are, good-bye. Hip, hip, hurrah! Here we are! Train right on time. Just these two bags, porter, and there’s a dollar for you. What merry, merry fellows these darky porters are, anyway!

And so here I am in the train, safe bound for home and the summer quiet of my club.

Well done for Robinson! I was afraid that it had missed fire, or that my message to him had gone wrong. It was on the second day of my visit that I sent word to him to invent an accident — something, anything — to call me back. I thought the message had failed. I had lost hope. But it is all right now, though he certainly pitched the note pretty high.

Of course I can’t let the Beverly-Joneses know that it was a put-up job. I must set fire to the office as soon as I get back. But it’s worth it. And I’ll have to singe Robinson about the face and hands. But it’s worth that too!

 — Frenzied Fiction


OXFORD SMOKING
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TO MY MIND these unthinking judgments about our great college do harm, and I determined, therefore, that anything that I said about Oxford should be the result of the actual observation and real study based upon a bona fide residence in the Mitre Hotel.

On the strength of this basis of experience I am prepared to make the following positive and emphatic statements. Oxford is a noble university. It has a great past. It is at present the greatest university in the world: and it is quite possible that it has a great future. Oxford trains scholars of the real type better than any other place in the world. Its methods are antiquated. It despises science. Its lectures are rotten. It has professors who never teach and students who never learn. It has no order, no arrangement, no system. Its curriculum is unintelligible. It has no president. It has no state legislature to tell it how to teach, and yet — it gets there. Whether we like it or not, Oxford gives something to its students, a life and a mode of thought, which in America, as yet, we can emulate, but not equal.

 

The lack of building fund necessitates the Oxford students living in the identical old boarding-houses they had in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Technically they are called “quadrangles,” “closes,” and “rooms”; but I am so broken in to the usage of my student days that I can’t help calling them boarding-houses. In many of these the old stairway has been worn down by the generations of students; the windows have little latticed panes; there are old names carved here and there upon the stone, and a thick growth of ivy covers the walls. The boarding-house at St. John’s College dates from 1509, the one at Christ Church from the same period. A few hundred thousand pounds would suffice to replace these old buildings with neat steel and brick structures, like the normal school at Schenectady, N.Y., or the Peel Street High School in Montreal. But nothing is done. A movement was indeed attempted last autumn towards removing the ivy from the walls, but the result was unsatisfactory and they are putting it back. Anyone could have told them beforehand that the mere removal of the ivy would not brighten Oxford up, unless at the same time one cleared the stones of the old inscriptions, put in steel fire-escapes, and in fact brought the boarding houses up to date.

 

The effect of the comparison is heightened by the peculiar position occupied at Oxford by the professors’ lectures. In the colleges of Canada and the United States the lectures are supposed to be a really necessary and useful part of the students’ training. Again and again I have heard the graduates of my own college assert that they had got as much, or nearly as much, out of the lectures at college as out of athletics or the Greek letter society or the Banjo and Mandolin Club. In short, with us the lectures form a real part of the college life. At Oxford it is not so. The lectures, I understand, are given, and may even be taken, but they are quite worthless and are not supposed to have anything much to do with the development of the students’ minds. “The lectures here,” said a Canadian student to me, “are punk.” I appealed to another student to know if this was so. “I don’t know whether I’d call them exactly punk,” he answered, “but they’re certainly rotten.” Other judgments were that the lectures were of no importance: that nobody took them: that they don’t matter: that you can take them if you like: that they do you no harm.

It appears further that the professors themselves are not keen on their lectures. If the lectures are called for they give them; if not, the professor’s feelings are not hurt. He merely waits and rests his brain until in some later year the students call for his lectures. There are men at Oxford who have rested their brains this way for over thirty years. The accumulated brain power thus dammed up is said to be colossal.

I understand that the key to this mystery is found in the operations of the person called the tutor. It is from him, or rather with him, that the students learn all that they know: one and all are agreed on that. Yet it is a little odd to know just how he does it. “We go over to his rooms,” said one student, “and he just lights a pipe and talks to us.” “We sit round with him,” said another, “and he simply smokes and goes over our exercises with us.” From this and other evidence I gather that what an Oxford tutor does is to get a little group of students together and smoke at them. Men who have been systematically smoked at for four years turn into ripe scholars. If anybody doubts this, let him go to Oxford and he can see the thing actually in operation. A well-smoked man speaks and writes English with a grace that can be acquired in no other way.

 

Now, the principal reason why I am led to admire Oxford is that the place is little touched as yet by the measuring of “results,” and by this passion for visible and provable “efficiency.” The whole system at Oxford is such as to put a premium on genius and to let mediocrity and dulness go their way. On the dull student, Oxford, after a proper lapse of time, confers a degree which means nothing more than that he lived and breathed at Oxford and kept out of jail. This for many students is as much as society can expect. But for the gifted student Oxford offers great opportunities. There is no question of his hanging back till the last sheep has jumped over the fence. He need wait for no one. He may move forward as fast as he likes, following the bent of his genius. If he has in him any ability beyond that of the common herd, his tutor, interested in his studies, will smoke at him until he kindles him into a flame. For the tutor’s soul is not harassed by herding dull students, with dismissal hanging by a thread over his head in the class room. The American professor has no time to be interested in a clever student. He has time to be interested in his “deportment,” his letter-writing, his executive work, and his organizing ability and his hope of promotion to a soap factory. But with that his mind is exhausted. The student of genius merely means to him a student who gives no trouble, who passes all his “tests,” and is present at all his “recitations.” Such a student also, if he can be trained to be a hustler and an advertiser, will undoubtedly “make good.” But beyond that the professor does not think of him. The everlasting principle of equality has inserted itself in a place where it has no right to be, and where inequality is the breath of life.

Viewing the situation as a whole, I am led then to the conclusion that there must be something in the life of Oxford itself that makes for higher learning. Smoked at by his tutor, fed in Henry VIII’s kitchen, and sleeping in a tangle of ivy, the student evidently gets something not easily obtained in America. And the more I reflect on the matter the more I am convinced that it is the sleeping in the ivy that does it. How different it is from student life as I remember it!

 — My Discovery of England.


AN APPRECIATION

[image: img219.jpg]

DO YOU REMEMBER Col. Hogshead in the “Literary Lapses?” He claimed that there was a character called Saloonio in the “Merchant of Venice,” though no one else had ever heard of him. He was “the man who came on the stage all the time and sort of put things through.”

Well, I am in much the same case as Col. Hogshead. In preparing to write this paper I have read everything I could find about Stephen Leacock. But no one else seems to have seen the Stephen Leacock who has had a place of honor in my gallery of favorites for over thirty years. Of course I find him in the books and, like Saloonio, he is on the stage all the time — or at least very often — and sort of puts things through. Worst of all, he doesn’t look a bit like the published portraits of Leacock, and I couldn’t imagine him making one of those brilliant after-dinner speeches that I see reported in the papers from time to time. But to me he is the real Stephen Leacock, and no learned doctor, nor professor of political economy, nor brilliant author, nor lecturer who can make even old England laugh, can make me give him up. You may not be able to find him in the books, even after I describe him to you, but for me he is there all the time, “concealed behind the arras or feasting with the doge.”

The reviewer who said that Mr. Leacock’s work received instant recognition and appreciation fell short of the truth. His humour was current among the students of Toronto University even before he began to write. The first example of it that was repeated to me by one of his youthful admirers has never been published, but it is still as fresh to me as his latest production. It was a burlesque account of Noah building the Ark, that he used to give for the amusement of his immediate circle of friends. Noah, with his mouth full of nails, was issuing orders to Shem, Ham, and Japhet about bringing in the animals. They had a lot of trouble getting the hippopotamus out of the river and, meanwhile, the neighbors stood around and guyed Noah. They didn’t think it was going to be more than a shower anyway. And Noah hit his thumb with the hammer while trying to drive a nail. And so on, and so on. You can imagine what Leacock could do with such a theme.

Then came the first published article, “A, B, and C.” From that moment Stephen Leacock was what he has continued to be ever since. He was the humorist of youth, and in spite of later lapses into humor for sophisticated grown-ups he will always continue to be the humorist of youth. “A, B, and C” captivates every school-boy and school-girl at once. Charles Lamb and Mark Twain may be beyond their grasp, but to find the mathematical symbols that they use every day given life and personality brings a sudden hilarity into the routine of school life.

It was shortly after the publication of this sketch that I had my one and only glimpse of Stephen Leacock in the flesh. I had reached the last hour of a visit to Toronto when a friend told me that Leacock was having a game of billiards in a near-by billiard parlor, and offered to introduce me. When we reached the billiard room the game was over and I carried away a mental picture of a slender young man putting away a billiard cue and looking at me over his shoulder. The interview did not last for more than five minutes, and I do not remember a word that was said. I have never been able to decide whether the impression he made was of being shy or of being stand-offish. Anyway, we didn’t get very far in our interview. And he didn’t look a bit like the pictures of him that appear so often in the papers. But that quiet, youthful Stephen Leacock has come down the years with me and persists in walking before me on every page he publishes.

His next published article was “My Financial Career,” and I am willing to contend — if necessary, with “grinded lances” — that no grown-up person ever fully appreciated the abundant humor of that little masterpiece. It is an outburst of reckless, effervescent youth that only the young can enter into fully. Of course, if you read it first when you were young, its full humor may have remained with you, but no person of mature age, reading it for the first time, can appreciate its joyous insolence. Just think of it! He has dared to be merry with a bank. What awful blasphemy! To the grown up man a bank is a combination of a temple and a tomb. It is the holy of holies of that which he worships and serves every hour of his life. And his chief tragedies are connected with it. Overdrafts, “equitably rationed credit,” and “selective curtailment” have made the bank a charnel of dead hopes. How many of his dreams of avarice have been shattered by the refusal of an unfeeling banker to extend the necessary credit. No! No! You cannot expect a grown-up man to indulge in care-free laughter at “My Financial Career.”

I am in a position to back up my opinion on this point. For some years past I have been using “My Financial Career” as a reading on the public platform and have watched its effect on many audiences. The young are always the first to laugh and the last to stop laughing. The mature join in of course, but to even the most successful men a bank recalls unpleasant moments. And if there happens to be a banker in the audience the older people look towards him and sober up at once. I have known even a branch bank manager — a man no more impressive than Peter Pumpkin — to check the enjoyment of all the mature people in an audience. But the young just let themselves go. Most of them have run a message to a bank or have been inside of one, and they have experienced the same feelings that Leacock expresses so poignantly. They do not realize that their future in life may depend on the smiles of a banker, and they let themselves go, no matter who may be offended.

It has always seemed to me that “My Financial Career” could have been written only by a young man who was exquisitely sensitive. Contact with the inexplicable grown-up world made him feel shy and awkward, and perhaps it hurt a little. In self-defence he turned it all to ridicule — just to bluff the young people of his own age. He was like a boy taking a dare to throw a snowball at the schoolmaster or the minister. He would let his contemporaries see that even a bank couldn’t overawe him. And in all his later dealings with club-men and the idle rich there is a touch of the same bravado. I doubt if either the student or the professor has been wholly at ease with the solid citizens and solid institutions of the world. And he gets back at them by having a joke at their expense. The same solemn boy (wearing a grey suit by the way) who walked through the awful adventures in the bank, now walks through the Mausoleum Club and glares defiantly at Mr. Doomer and the other worthies of High Finance. (Oh, I know all about that “infectious smile,” but the boy is there just the same, “behind the arras.”) The same sensitiveness sharpens his powers of observation, and he turns them all to ridicule — not for the boys of his own generation, but of this generation, and for all generations of boys to come. He is youth making laughter for youth, and the laughter will continue while the young are shy and awkward and sensitive.

Although scholarship and experience of life have given him a wider range of themes than when he wrote “My Financial Career” his art is the same. He has never dealt much in epigrams and “lapidary phrases.” With individual and inimitable skill he takes ordinary incidents and by the use of ordinary language — though of unusual clarity — he builds up situation after situation that is electrical with laughter. For sheer audacity of irresponsible fun-making some of his little sketches are unique. They have a spontaneity that is not surpassed even in the poems of Calverly.

A careful reading of Mr. Leacock’s works with a view to discovering the man back of them, is an exhilarating, but somewhat bewildering task. He has expressed opinions on every conceivable subject, and has expressed them with impetuous vigor. Usually his dominant note is one of rebellion.

“The rewards and punishments in the unequal and ill-adjusted world in which we live are most unfair.” His comments are at all times penetrating. But he seldom offers a solution of any of the problems he scornfully analyzes. Why should he? Others have been offering solutions down through the centuries and piling foolishness on foolishness. The great fact to be gathered from all this is that the contacts of life have not made him callous. His sympathy with all human hurts and needs is never failing. He rages at the impossibility of setting things right and then finds refuge in his marvellous gift of laughter. If he cannot help us, he can make us laugh and forget. Possibly he finds forgetfulness himself in his outbursts of fun-making. In any case, it is something to be thankful for that his fun is without malice. It is an anodyne for the miseries that he cannot correct. To laugh with him in his gay moods is to be refreshed for the battle of life — to share in his high spirits. And if, after laughing with him, the world goes back to its cares and thinks of him only as a frivolous entertainer, who deserves attention only in idle hours, it is only making the same mistake it has always made in dealing with those who bring good gifts and enrich life. He has equipped himself as a scholar and thinker to deal gravely with the gravest problems — but all that his ever-increasing following sees is the sparkle of his wit and the antic nimbleness with which he turns life’s hypocrisies and stupidities to laughter. Surely it is excusable if he has moments of cynicism and bitterness. The more he is acclaimed for his humor the more he must feel the futility of things. It was after his fame had been established that he wrote:

“An acquired indifference to the ills of others is the price at which we live. A certain dole of sympathy, a casual mite of personal relief, is the mere drop that anyone of us alone can cast into the vast ocean of human misery. Beyond that we must harden ourselves lest we, too, perish. We feed well while others starve. We make fast the doors of our lighted houses against the indigent and hungry. What else can we do? If we shelter one, what is that? If we try to shelter all, we are ourselves shelterless.”

Mr. Leacock’s most ambitious book is the series of “Sunshine Sketches” that reveal the town of Mariposa and its typical inhabitants. In commenting on it himself he points out all the faults that could be pointed out by the most censorious critic.

“I wrote this book with considerable difficulty. I can invent characters quite easily, but I have no notion as to how to make things happen to them. Indeed I see no reason why anything should. I could write awfully good short stories if it were only permissible merely to introduce some extremely original character, and at the end of two pages announce that at this point a brick fell on his head and killed him. If there were room for a school of literature of this kind I should offer to lead it. I do not mean that the hero would always and necessarily be killed by a brick. One might sometimes use two. Such feeble plots as there are in this book were invented by brute force, after the characters had been introduced. Hence the atrocious clumsiness of the construction all through.”

As a story, “Sunshine Sketches” has no plot. Very well. After reading it, we prefer our novels that way. The reader is satisfied, even though nothing happens. It has no suspended interest. True, but it has a sustained chuckle that keeps us going from page to page without any thought of skipping or stopping. And often the fun of the book bubbles over in hilarious nonsense, as when Mr. Bagshaw, on his return from Ottawa, “Went into Callahan’s tobacco store and bought two ten cent cigars and took them across the street and gave them to Mallory Tompkins of the Times-Herald as a present from the Prime Minister.”

The characters are such as you would find in any small town, and the things they say and do and think in the book are the things they are saying and doing and thinking in a thousand small towns to-day. But in real life we have no chuckling master of ceremonies to bring them out and show their weaknesses and absurdities — and human decency. The people of Mariposa are revealed in another sunshine than that of the every-day sun — the sunshine of a spirit that is wise and tolerant and amused. He reveals the law-breaking and cunning of Josh Smith — now legally extinct — as ruthlessly as if he were an investigator of the muckraking period, yet makes the fat rascal so human and deep-read in human frailty that we know he must be descended from a younger scion of the Falstaff family who adventured to the New World in the days of Elizabeth or James. The prohibition wave may have swept the saloon from existence, but it breaks in vain against the colossal figure of “JOS. SMITH, PROP.” And it is doubtful if the waves of time will submerge him any more than the prohibition wave.

There is not a character in this book that is not in place in a New World small town, and nothing happens that would not happen in any other small town. Only a touch of literary gloom would be needed to make this picture of contemporary life as sordid and mean and futile as any to be found in the most depressing “best seller.” But the sunshine in which it is revealed has transfigured it. And the sunshine never fails. Judge Pepperleigh and Dean Drone and Henry Mullins, and all the rest of them, move through the years, aureoled in kindly light and laughter. The art of “Sunshine Sketches” successfully blends the keen observation of the realist with the glamour of the idealist. Whether the book ranks as a classic time alone can tell, but for the present it is very satisfying.

“Nonsense Novels,” whose success established Stephen Leacock’s fame, deserve attention for a number of reasons. He ridiculed the best sellers — and in doing so produced a best seller. But these little novels are sheer fun from start to finish. It is not as parodies on current fiction that they excel. Their chief merit lies in the opportunity they gave Mr. Leacock to give full scope to his genius for attractive nonsense. More than anything else they are just what he has named them— “Nonsense Novels.” They can be enjoyed even by those who know nothing of the types of novels they start out to parody. Every character and every incident gives the humorist a chance to bubble over with delightfully inconsequent nonsense. If Hazlitt could have seen this book he would have devoted a special essay to it. He claimed that nonsense is an essentially English form of fun that is unknown to other people.

“I flatter myself that we are almost the only people who understand and relish nonsense. We are not ‘merry and wise,’ but indulge our mirth to excess and folly. When we trifle we trifle in good earnest; and, having once relaxed our hold of the helm, drift idly down the stream, and, delighted with the change, are tossed about by every little breath of whim or caprice,

“‘That under Heaven is blown,’

All we want is to proclaim a truce with reason, and to be pleased with as little expense of thought or pretension to wisdom as possible.”

Of this nonsense which Hazlitt admired, Stephen Leacock is a master — and also he is almost its slave. Whether writing burlesque, or satire, or humor or even pathos, he must stop every little while to indulge in an outburst of nonsense. That Mr. Leacock agrees with Hazlitt is shown by his admiration for “Alice in Wonderland” — that world masterpiece of nonsense. But his own nonsense in its way is just as masterly as that of Lewis Carrol, and even more mirth-provoking. It may not have the poetic whimsicality of “Alice in Wonderland,” but it is just as unexpected and even more lavish.

As a single book “Nonsense Novels” does not deserve a word of censure, but as a turning point in the development of Mr. Leacock’s art it raises a doubt. Since its appearance the public has demanded more nonsense novels, and the publishers have tried to make it appear that all his later work has been of the same class. This is not true. He has allowed himself a wide range, which embraces pathos as well as nonsense, but publishers, critics and readers have seemingly conspired to make believe that all his productions are nonsense sketches. Of course the same care-free nonsense appears in the later books and perhaps dominates them, but not to the exclusion of other forms of humor with which he made us familiar in his earlier books. The aggrieved boy still appears, full of fierce but funny indignation — as when Melpomenus Jones exclaimed with hollow, despairing laughter:

“Another cup of tea and more photographs! More photographs! Har! Har!”

When he appears in the last book he is just as aggrieved and indignant and funny as ever. The chairman at one of the lectures had announced:

 

“This year we are starting a new line, and trying the experiment of cheaper talent.”

“Let anybody who knows the discomfiture of coming out before an audience on any terms, judge how it feels to crawl out in front of them labelled as cheaper talent.”

The satirical master of ceremonies is there also and gives us such comments as this:

“The Rasselyer-Brown residence was the kind of cultivated home where people of education and taste are at liberty to talk about things they don’t know and utter freely ideas they haven’t got.”

If Mr. Leacock’s later books were as advertised and popularly acclaimed they would be mere imitations of “Nonsense Novels,” but fortunately he has not allowed himself to be submerged by his first success. There are elements of even greater success in other phases of his humor. Many of his sincerest admirers wish that his work had developed along the line of “Sunshine Sketches” rather than on the line of “Nonsense Novels.”

Like everyone else, I have read Mr. Leacock’s writings as they have appeared in periodicals and from time to time in books, but never with the purpose of appraising his powers and achievements. Now that I have re-read his books I am forced to a number of conclusions. To begin with, I cannot confine my mental picture of him to the shy and sensitive boy. I must admit that he has somehow developed into a man with a competent chuckle, who laughs at things, not because they hurt, but because he knows them and sees through their solemn pretentiousness. Then this man is sometimes aroused to indignant scorn and plies a satiric lash, that is none the less lacerating because it is light. Sometimes, for he is human, he blunders into something like peevishness and might almost be accused of scolding. But in every book, and in almost every article, I still find flashes of the boy, and am glad. I do not want to give him up, for that would mean giving up one of the last outposts of my own youth. To laugh with Leacock in his boyish moods is still to be in one’s twenties, and is very precious.

So much has been said about Leacock as a satirist that a word of consideration is indicated. Somehow I cannot class him with the great satirists. Although he has decided satirical power, it is slight compared with his genius as a fun-maker. I should never think of applying to him the quotation from Milton that Hugh Miller applied to Voltaire:

“I forewarn thee, shun His deadly arrow; neither vainly hope To be invulnerable in those bright arms, Though tempered heavenly; for that mortal dint, Save He who reigns above, none can resist.”

It is true that his ridicule can provoke laughter at many things that deserve the lash of satire, but it is not the laughter that one associates with the great masters of the lash. The subtle malignity of Swift, the delicate, brilliant savagery of Pope, and the indignant scorn of Dryden, are nowhere in evidence. Mr. Leacock’s lively mockery does not voice the rancours of his time. While his treatment of enemy statesmen, generals and rulers, for instance, moves us to laughter, the average man will prefer to leave the Hohenzollerns and Hapsburgs and their retinues to the fierce invective of Henry Watterson and of others who are skilled in expressing the unprintable opinions of their fellow men. The ordinary reader is not satisfied to see these great offenders tapped with a bauble. He wants someone to go after them with an axe. Mr. Leacock lacks the cold ferocity of the master satirist. And it is a good thing that he does. In spite of Pope’s boast that those who are: — 

“Safe from the pulpit, bar and throne Are touched and shamed by ridicule alone,”

it is doubtful if the satirists ever accomplished much for the good of mankind. When the world is ready to dismiss any man or institution with contemptuous laughter, it is as likely to seize on some accidental phrase or some unmeaning “Lillubulero,” as on a prepared satirical masterpiece. It is quite true that on many occasions Mr. Leacock has essayed the role of a satirist with undeniable skill, but he finds it hard to hold the part. He often lapses into joyous and irrelevant nonsense, or pours out his indignation in every-day wrath, as when he ended his satire on “Night Life in Paris” with the comment: — 

“Nothing is too damn silly for people to pay money to go to see.”

Mr. Leacock need not mind if one admirer — for I make no pretense of speaking for any one but myself — does not join in the chorus of praise that has greeted his satire. All satire is much overrated, and its value to humanity is doubtful. It gives expression to emotions that should not be cultivated. But wholesome laughter, such as he has evoked so freely, has a tonic effect, and we cannot be too grateful to him for his contributions to the bewildered sanity of the trying period through which we have passed.

Though the war affected the writings of Mr. Leacock, as it did the writings of all who came through that terrible experience, it is not in his humorous and satirical books published during the war and after that his real thought is revealed. Moved to the depth of his soul by the problems developed by the conflict, he dropped his role of jester for democracy, threw aside the cumbrous instruments of the political economist, and revealed himself as a man keenly alive to human needs. “The Unsolved Riddle of Social Justice” is the truest expression of himself that he has given. And, moreover, it is one of the most serious and purposeful books published since the war.

“But it is serious!” protests the average admirer of Leacock.

Quite true. But unless you can appreciate this book to the full you have never caught a glimpse of the man who has been amusing you. Unless you can enter into the spirit of this book you have missed the pathos that underlies so much of his humorous work.

“Pathos! Stephen Leacock writing pathos!” I can hear a chorus of laughers exclaiming.

Certainly!

What is the story of the “Little Girl in Green” that is tucked away in the burlesque narrative of Peter Spillikins but a little masterpiece of pathos? And Peter Spillikins himself — enthusiastic, clean-minded, futile, innocent — who is vamped because of his wealth, is almost a tragic figure. And he is presented in an atmosphere of burlesque. Because of the wide range of his observation and sympathy, Mr. Leacock is one of the best interpreters of conditions in the United States and Canada. In his writings the sordidness of things is not made repulsive. It is pathetic. Even his wildest burlesqueing and most boisterous laughter has an undertone of pathos. The impossible aspirations of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown are absurd and laughable — and pitiful. The mocker sees through them so clearly that one could weep for them. These things all hurt — and he covers the hurt with laughter.

Take the case of Mrs. Rasselyer-Brown. Her name is burlesque and her friends are all burlesque characters. The people of an old and aristocratic civilization no doubt find her very amusing. The strivings of such people are favorite jests with the comic papers. But if you read the chapters in which she appears with any appreciation, you will feel that the crude yearnings for culture, and the follies and swindlings to which they lead, are fully as pitiful as they are laughable. In the same story, the suddenly wealthy farmer, Tomlinson, and his vague wife and their immature son, are portrayed with a pathos that has not a false note. The real laughter in “The Wizard of Finance,” and its sequel, “The Arrested Philanthropy of Mr. Tomlinson,” is all directed against the greed and hypocrisy of the financiers and bunkum educationists and parasites who always fasten themselves on financial success. Their greed makes them just as blind as the simplest “come-on” who ever listened to the glozings of the gold-brick artist. Mr. Leacock gives us plenty of fun and satire directed at the shams of the world, but his mockery does not glance at the innocent. If they blunder into laughable foolishness, the pathos of their simplicity is not overlooked. When you have once glimpsed the man back of the fun and fooling, you will realize that only the man capable of writing “Social Justice” could possibly have written any of scores of his most-applauded and laughed-at sketches. We needed this passionately earnest book to reveal the true man to us.

Although Mr. Leacock has written extensively on political economy and occupies a position of authority as an instructor in that science, it is not proposed in this essay to follow him — to quote his own phrase— “into the jungle of pure economic reasoning.” He confesses that he is “well and wearily familiar” with this science, and reveals his opinion of its present status in a sentence: — 

“When I sit and warm my hands, as best I may, at the little heap of embers that is now political economy, I cannot but contrast its dying glow with the generous blaze of the vainglorious and triumphant science that it once was.”

But though I find it convenient to quote him in my own defence when I wish to put by his serious work and confine the present essay to his popular successes, it would not do to follow this method too far. In his various essays and books he has dealt with almost every phase of his own work that a critic might be disposed to consider. It might be shown that even this essay is an impertinence, for he concludes his essay on American humor with this paragraph:

“One is tempted in such an essay as the present to conclude with a discussion of the writers of the immediate moment. But discretion forbids. Criticism is only of value where the lapse of a certain time lends perspective to the view. Of the brilliance and promise of a number of the younger humorists of to-day there can be no doubt. But it is difficult to appraise their work and to distinguish among the mass of transitory effects the elements of abiding value.”

Mr. Leacock’s stand on such controversial subjects as prohibition and public ownership have attracted so much attention that one cannot help at least mentioning them. The roar of anger that has risen against him all bears the burden that he is a professor and a humorist, and consequently is not qualified to discuss matters so profound and practical. The best reply to this attitude that occurs to me is a quotation from his own essay on Charles II.

“The man of real enlightenment is inevitably reckoned a trifler and is accused of shallowness and insincerity, while a dull man, heavily digesting his few ideas, is credited with a profundity which he does not possess.”

But if time should prove Mr. Leacock to be right — if prohibition and public ownership of the railways should prove to be failures — it is highly probable that he would find himself the victim of one of the keenest ironies of fate. An attempt to remedy conditions would probably force him to elaborate from his personal experience two more of the economic paradoxes with which he deals from time to time in his serious writing. For instance, in an American State where prohibition has been in force for many years it was found impossible to repeal it, not because of the strength of the prohibitionists, but because all the bootleggers and blind-piggers who profited by the illicit traffic in liquor supported the law. Under a licensing system their profits would disappear, so they supported the law they were breaking. Similarly, if the public ownership of railways should prove a failure it is logical to suppose that the chief opposition to a change would come from the powerful private railway interests that found competition with the government easy, and consequently would not want to face the keener competition they would find if the railroads were denationalized.

In addition to his literary success, Mr. Leacock has made an unusual success as a humorous lecturer. England, Scotland and Wales, as well as the United States and Canada, have listened to him and laughed — and the only complaint is that audiences cannot listen enough because they laugh so much. It has not been my good fortune to hear and see him as a lecturer. From those who have heard him I understand that seeing is just as necessary to a full enjoyment as hearing, for he is an actor as well as a speaker. When he tells a story, it is his habit to assume a part in it and act it during the telling. The following report from the London Spectator gives a suggestion of both the matter and the method of his lectures.

“Once he was playing in that wonderful piece, ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin.’ The audience would remember that the climax of the play was when Eliza crosses the river on lumps of ice. At the beginning of the run he was one of these lumps of ice, and he described how he put his very heart into it, and swayed and shifted as Eliza stepped on him, and when the manager saw that lump of ice he knew that his heart was in his work. Then his chance came. Just as Eliza had to cross the ice one of the characters had to say to her: ‘Hark, they have put the bloodhounds on your track already!’ and then a dog had to howl off. They had had a real dog to do it, but one day the dog was sick. You know how we actors climb on one another’s shoulders. I was sorry for the dog but—’ Anyhow the manager had said to him, ‘Mr. Leacock, can you howl?’ Blushingly Mr. Leacock had admitted that he thought he could howl, and from that day the part had been his.”

The critic of the Spectator makes a comment on Mr. Leacock’s humor that may be passed on without comment: — 

“His jokes are oftenest produced by the magnifying-glass method, which is the same as the method of exaggeration, which, again, is the same as the reductio ad absurdum.”

An American critic of Mr. Leacock’s method as a lecturer is less learned, but more illuminating:

“Leacock hurt me at the Brunswick yesterday. He strained my stomach. I was wearing a suit that was made in 1902, and I split the back of the vest. I laughed until I had a sort of reflex, double-acting come-back of the diaphragm that was really painful. And he was merciless. I would straighten out my face and determine not to be an absolute fool; but Leacock kept coming back at us with Harry Lauder stuff, and Mark Twain stuff, so far as acting goes; and Jim Riley stuff, and all of it Stephen Leacock’s home-brew, absolutely fresh and full of kick. And bang! would go a ligament of my vest and a sinew of my will. I then cast all discretion to the winds and joined the merry throng. I have heard no such cachinnation in a sedate audience before in years.

“He should be fined for cruelty to sedate people. He should pay me for the back of my vest. I will bet that the janitor picked up a bushel of buttons from the floor after Leacock got through.

“It is a wonderful gift, this histrionic power over audiences. It is a form of auto-intoxication, too, when it attacks a professor of political economy and sets him to going around and making the world laugh, even against its set and fixed habits of declining to laugh at anything.

“This Canadian professor, with his hair in a bang, his twinkling eyes, his sturdy figure, his outdoor bronze, his deep voice, his sort of ‘Behind the Beyond’ imagination that turns laughs against himself, can doubtless move to tears, if he please, as easily as to laughter.”

The fundamental characteristic of Mr. Leacock’s writing, both serious and humorous, is intellectual fairness. He takes the trouble to know what he is writing about, whether his purpose at the moment is to instruct or to amuse. Many of his lighter sketches are scarcely humorous. They are singularly clear studies of things as they are, and these things seem funny because we never before saw them so clearly. Of course every serious observation or statement is inevitably followed by an absurd, nonsensical, or humorous afterthought, but that does not detract from the soundness of the serious part. When he burlesques the modern problem play in “Back of the Beyond,” it is at bottom a searching analysis of that particular form of the drama.

But though in his serious writing historical dignity is never violated, the humorist was nevertheless awake and storing up material that emerges as burlesque later on. For instance, it seems very good burlesque when the rector of St. Asaph’s “bowed to Episcopalians, nodded amiably to Presbyterians, and even acknowledged with his lifted hand the passing of persons of graver forms of error.”

But Leacock, the historian, records gravely that in the days of “John, by Divine permission, first Bishop of Toronto,” this description was seriously embodied in a public document. We find that in a petition addressed to Parliament Bishop Strachan had protested against an educational programme which “placed all forms of error on an equality with truth” — truth in that case being Anglicanism.

Although his volume in “The Makers of Canada” series gives evidence of much research and sets forth impartially the establishment of responsible government, there is no reason to suspect that it was a piece of drudgery and hackwork. The grave historian quotes with evident relish from the fierce polemics and fiery speeches of that embittered time. And in spite of the fact that Mr. Leacock mentions with evident pride that he is a Conservative he sets forth justly the great work performed by the Reformers who fought the battle of popular rights against an intrenched Toryism.

While he voices freely his disrespect for classical political economy and, as one critic has said, “has applied to it the cruel test of common-sense,” His “Elements of Political Economy” is a work of academic thoroughness, based on a wide survey of that overcrowded field. Only “a tough capacity for reading” could have enabled him to familiarize himself with the cloud of witnesses when bringing this subject into court. He must have “swallowed libraries whole” and digested them before producing this lucid and orderly presentation of political science, which is now used as an authoritative text-book in our schools and colleges. And if you read one of his satirical sketches, such as “A Little Dinner with Mr. Lucullus Fyshe,” you will find that his knowledge of business methods and conditions is searching and accurate. The amazing thing about Mr. Leacock is that, with his thorough grasp of the serious aspects of life, he has not lost his sense of boyish playfulness. He can lay aside his books at any time and “play at push pin with the boys.” But no one who makes a survey of his work as a whole can doubt that if he chose to stick to his books and to cultivate a pose of unshakable seriousness, he could have been as dull and dependable as any college professor or eminent editor of them all.

Fortunately his high spirits could not be subdued to that that it worked in, and now that his fame as a jester has obscured his authority as an educationist, he need feel no regrets. The world has many sober-minded citizens who can deal with history and political economy, and altogether too few who have the genius to make life more endurable with humor and laughter.

But there is one point that gives me some disquietude. Mr. Leacock has poked fun at everything and everybody — except the modern enterprising publisher. And yet the publisher has deserved his satire more than anyone else. If any one has done Mr. Leacock harm it is the publishers, syndicate managers and directors of lecture bureaus. It is true that he gives them a love tap in his essay on O. Henry. This shows that he is aware of the danger of listening to their blandishments, and that is a hopeful sign. But they have already tried to direct the current of his literary output, as is shown in the following announcement which ushered “Winsome Winnie and other Nonsense Novels” to the public:

“It is in response to repeated requests that these new novels have been written.”

Quite so. Because “Nonsense Novels” were a wonderful success the publisher wanted more of them. I can imagine him beside Leacock’s desk, “squat like a toad,” and urging the certain profits to be made from a new book of burlesques. Or perhaps he took him to the top of a high mountain and showed him the world full of people laughing at “Nonsense Novels” — and the rich royalties pouring into the bank account of the author. If so, it is a pity that Leacock did not push him over a cliff and watch him land in a squashy mess among the fossils and geological specimens in the talus at its base.

The curse of modern literature is the enterprising publisher. If one book succeeds, every publisher tries to lure or bulldoze the author, and every other author over whom he has influence, to write another book like it that will be a sure winner. And if the harried author cannot do it the enterprising publisher takes whatever book he writes and puts a jacket on it that will fool the public into thinking that it is like the prosperous best seller of the hour.

Some day an enterprising publisher will undertake to publish the Bible along up-to-date lines. When a society novel makes a hit and sets the fashion, he will issue the Bible with a jacket by Montgomery Flagg, showing Vashti or the Shulamite. When “he man” stories are the rage, he will issue it with a Lyendecker jacket, showing Samson leaning on the jaw-bone after doing his day’s work. A rage for “Back-to-Nature” novels will inspire a new edition with a jacket by Livingstone Bull, showing Nebuchadnezzar out to pasture.

Up to the present the publisher has not done Mr. Leacock as much harm as he has to most modern authors who have had a measure of success, but I shall not feel satisfied until he turns and rends him. Only then can we be sure that he has realized the danger and that his genius is free to develop along its own lines.

Not that the later burlesques are without merit. The trouble is that they are following an indicated line of success — and that way badness lies. Although Mr. Leacock’s later books have been hailed with delight and an unvarying chorus of laughter, there are many sketches that have as much pathos as humor. Take the “Hohenzollerns in America,” for instance. The study of the deposed Kaiser is essentially pathetic, and, although it may seem to many a broadly comic touch to marry off the faithful princess to the iceman, one cannot help hoping and believing that she lived happily ever after.

If the publishers and the public could get over their hysterical demand for comedy and read Stephen Leacock’s writings with discernment, they would soon realize that his power of pathos is never less artistically sure than his command of laughter. His great danger is that he may be misled by an insistent and profitable demand into the modern evil of specialization — an evil with which he has dealt in his literary essays — and will give too free a rein to his genius for fun. As matters stand he is one of the truest interpreters of American and Canadian life that we have had; but by giving free play to all his powers he may finally win recognition as a broad and sympathetic interpreter of life as a whole.

 

In the classical masterpieces of the past great scenes and speeches and characterizations were shown against a background prepared by the poet or literary artist. In the lapse of time the great passages tend to become separated from their matrix and are enjoyed by themselves without the cumbersome machinery by which they were introduced. The conditions of modern literary expression — through magazines and serial publications — are such that a writer elaborates his fine scenes without other background than the evanescent interests of his own time, that may or may not have served as their inspiration. To the casual student this gives to much contemporary writing a fragmentary aspect. It may even give a sense of discouragement to the artist himself. Mr. Leacock somewhere expresses a sense of the trivial character of his sketches, as compared with the broad canvases of the great masters of the past. This dissatisfaction is unwarranted, for against the background of his own time the mass of his productions has a scope and richness that will enable it to bear comparison with the work of master artists working in other times and in other circumstances. As time passes, his finest work will tend to enter into comparison with the great passages that embody the literature of the past. How it will bear this comparison no critic can determine, but Mr. Leacock need not fear for the future of his work on the ground that it lacks breadth and volume. He has produced under the conditions and limitations of his own time, just as the acknowledged masters produced under the conditions and limitations of their times, and in the final verdict of mankind his work will be judged with the same impartiality as that of the established master writers, whose power he admires and applauds.
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St. George’s Anglican Cemetery, Sutton, York Regional Municipality, Ontario — Leacock’s final resting place
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Leacock’s grave

 

images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg
peLpHi () cLassics





images/00015.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





images/00031.jpeg





images/00030.jpeg





images/00033.jpeg





images/00032.jpeg





images/00035.jpeg





images/00034.jpeg





images/00037.jpeg





images/00036.jpeg





images/00028.jpeg





images/00027.jpeg





images/00029.jpeg





images/00020.jpeg
; SMJ Vil SHETL!
0F A U]/L[ £ T0MY
By STEPHEN

1 LEACOCK






images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg





images/00024.jpeg





images/00023.gif





images/00026.jpeg





images/00025.gif





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg
LITERARY LAPSES

STERHEN LEACOCK






images/00019.jpeg





images/00018.jpeg





images/00051.jpeg





images/00050.jpeg





images/00053.jpeg





images/00052.jpeg





images/00055.jpeg





images/00054.jpeg
=

Hail! dear old Shucks- ford! Dear old Shucks-ford hail! Shucks-ford, dear

s

Shucks- ford, Hail! Shucks - ford, oh hail! Hail to thee Shucks - ford, dear

Se=S=—e=——=c=—C—r-—Cpa%

Shucks - ford, oh  hail' Dear, dear old Shucks-ford, oh, oh, oh, oh hail!






images/00057.jpeg





images/00056.jpeg





images/00059.jpeg





images/00058.jpeg





images/00049.jpeg





images/00040.jpeg





images/00042.jpeg





images/00041.jpeg





images/00044.jpeg





images/00043.jpeg





images/00046.jpeg





images/00045.jpeg





images/00048.jpeg





images/00047.jpeg





images/00039.jpeg





images/00038.jpeg





images/00071.jpeg





images/00070.jpeg





images/00073.jpeg





images/00072.jpeg





images/00075.jpeg





images/00074.jpeg





images/00077.jpeg
Door

Door

Screcn.
Fire

/:Z A/

Table for
cigarcttes,
eto.

Chatr

o

Table

Cha'r

|
O zame

Bolokeaso





images/00076.jpeg





images/00079.gif





images/00078.jpeg





images/00060.jpeg





images/00062.jpeg





images/00061.jpeg





images/00064.jpeg





images/00063.jpeg





images/00066.jpeg





images/00065.jpeg





images/00068.jpeg





images/00067.jpeg





images/00069.jpeg





images/00091.jpeg
SIR ALE

ANDER MACKENZIE

From the painting by Sir T. Lawrence





images/00090.jpeg





images/00093.jpeg
SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

From the National Portrait Gallery






images/00092.jpeg





images/00095.jpeg





images/00094.jpeg





images/00097.jpeg





images/00096.jpeg





images/00099.jpeg





images/00098.jpeg





images/00080.jpeg





images/00082.jpeg





images/00081.jpeg





images/00084.jpeg





images/00083.jpeg
BODIRN ATES

[
Deatc

Demacratio

Tinitaonarehy

Fediral

Raatic

Unitary l/m‘l‘avy a?rux
[ T |
! Now- ] Pt i Non- ‘I 7 pag
Luxembarg Authias  German'Empire  Frinoo Bolvia  Switirland T Argontiné Ropubli
ou Canada®  Austria Hungary © Guile Brazi)
Prussia and Colowbia Mexico
German Monarchies Costa Rica United Statea
iam Cuba fencaucla
Servia Eecuad
Guatemala
onduras
Liberia.
Nicaragua
FParagusy
oru’
Salvador





images/00086.jpeg





images/00085.jpeg
THE ARCTIC COUNCIL DISCUSSING A PLAN OF SEARCH FOR SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

e National Portrait Gallery






images/00088.jpeg
SAMUEL HE,






images/00087.jpeg





images/00089.jpeg
FORT CHURCHILL OR PRINCE OF WALES
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PROCLAMATION.

BY His Excellency SIR FRANCIS BOND HEAD,
Baronet, Lieutenant Governor of Upper Canada, &ec. &ec.

To.the Queen’s Faithful Subjects in Upper Canada.

Tn a time of profound peace, while every one was guietly following his occupations,
ficling secarc nader the protection of our Lawa, » band of Rebels d by o few malignaut and distoye] men, lns
lind the wicheduess and sudacisy to asscinble with Armns, and 1o ttack and Murder the Qucen's Snbjcets an the High-
way—to Burn and Destroy their Property—to Rob the Public Mails—asd to thresten to Plunder e Bauks—and to
Fice the City of Toromo. -

Brave and Loyal People of Upper Canada. we have been long suffering from the
acts and endeavonrs-of concealed Traitors, but this in the first tme that Rebellion ias dared 1o shew itself openly in the
leod, in the absence of ywasion by any Forvign Enemy.

Let every man do his duty now, and it will be the last time that we or our children
shall see oor ives nr propertics endaugered, or the Authority of cu Gracions Queen fnanled by such treacherous and
wngratelul men. MILITIA-MEN OF UPPER CANADA, no Countey has ever shew a finer example nf Loyaliy aud
Spiritthan YOU have gven upon this sudden cal of Duty.  Young and old of all raks, are flacking to the Sias
of their Country. What has taken place will anuhle one Queen 1o kaow Her Friends from Ifer
cociny is never 80 dangerons a conceated Traior—and now vy fieads et na complete well what s began—let us
o retara to our rest Ul Tresson and Traitors are revealed tu the fight of dny, and rendered harmless thronghout te
tand.

Be vigilant, patient and active—leaye punishment to the Laws—our first object
s, 10 arrest and secure all those who have been guilty of Rabiellion. Murder and Rolbery.—And to aid us in this, &
lereby offered of

One Thousand Pounds,

10 8ny one who will apprehend, and deliver up to Justcs, WILLIAM LYON MACKENZE ; and FIVE HUNDKED
POUNDS w0 any one who will eppreliend, nad deiver up 1o Justice, DAVID GIBSON—or SANUEL LOUNT—or
JESSE LLOYU—or SILAS FLETCHER—unl tie saroe reward and a free pardon wil bo given to any of theic
‘accomplices who wil ender this public serice, except he or hey shall have commitid. il wn person, the crme of
Marder or Atson.

And all, but the Leaders above-named, who have been seduced to join in
s uomatoral Rebellon. a0 hereby called o_retura to ther duty 10 their Sovereiga—io abey the Lawe—and 1
‘ancaforward os good and foth{ul Sabjects—and they wilfod the Goveniner of heir Qcen as indufgeot s i jus

GOD SAVE THE QUEEN.

Thursday, 8 o'clock, P. M.
7th Dee. /855
8= The Party of Rebels, under their Chief Leaders, is wholly dispiersed. and
flying before the Loyal Militia. The only thing that remains to be done, is to find
them, and arrest them,

R. STANTON, Printer to the QUEEN'S Blost Exeallont Mojesty.
(op. 261)
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